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'The ‘Nevaeh Saga’ is a narrative focus on the thoughtful look of a young girl, facing 
pain- as she bares her soul and what lays within.’ 

'A fourteen-year-old Nevaeh is having a midlife crisis likewise doesn't seem to bode 
well with her life expectancy. Her so-called school friends bully her, whatever semblance of a 
foster mother drowned out her fights with life by loathing her for being alive, falling and 
grieving her way to mental delusion. Now a fallen angel Nevaeh speaks when she did not have a 
voice, to do so before, her untimely death- as she bares her soul.' 

‘Just because Nevaeh is the small girl and has someone putting her down; doesn’t 
mean that she can’t rise above it all and shine!’ 
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Nevaeh 
Book: 1 


Walking the Halls 



Interval Section: 1 


The book of Choices- 

Preface: Have a voice: 

'I never invested much thoughtfulness to where or with I would expire, nonetheless 
fall, though I would hold reason enough in the last few months, despite if I had, I would not have 
thought it would be like aforementioned, I have been a good little Catholic girl, all my life; I can 
sin a-little- right?' 

'I watched outwardly exhaling athwart the great fields, into the mysterious eyes of the 
sole snatching demon; that took the look of a young girl holy ghost. Furthermore, she observed 
thoughtfully back at me.' 

'Admittedly, it was an immeasurable way to depart, in the position of someone else, 
someone I adored, cherished, and embraced; good, indeed. This ought to score for something, of 
where I am going.' 

'I grasped that if I would never fly away from home, I would not be meeting death 
immediately. However, frightened, terrified, and scared as I lived, I could not make myself to 
mourn the determination I made. If experience allows you a vision so far exceeding each of your 
expectations, it's not prudent to bewail when it reaches to a conclusion finish.' 

'The captivating angel beamed lovingly as she roamed forward to hang me, a part of 
me felt as it would die, and others would never.' 

'If you all are taken by novels with delighted conclusions, you would be better off 
reading some other book.' 


'On the morning I was scheduled to die, I saw my life as if I had lived it to its whole.' 



'The Amsel girls were unquestionably the most mischievous kids in the memoir of the 
experience of my childhood.' 

'Not every 14-year-old girl is indicted for murder, brought to trial, and found guilty.' 

‘Yet, the power behind words and voices is substantial to all life! I dedicated this book 
to all of you readers before you even read it, to understand- the book of misunderstandings for 
the misunderstood.' 

'To have a voice, when you were made not have one or told not to have one. Maybe if 
you are like me, trying to get your voice back this is the story you need. Nonetheless, let us not 
fail to remember all the voices, which will never speak again, for being rejected and 
misunderstood.’ 

'Yes, be that voice with this book, this book is for you, to speak up, and be heard. 

Why?' 

‘So, there are no more lost and forgotten voices of life. This book is a steppingstone to 
abolish bullying altogether, along with your help; we can take that step forward and forget about 
the past!’ 

'At this time, I would like you all to take a moment of silence, to remember someone, 
that is no longer with us. So, they are not forgotten.' 

'To understand, you must read, between the lines of a story Just like mine, sometimes 
more than once.' 

'My wronging if you do not read this book is, you’ll find out fast that life is going to 
suck, and then you make the discovery, that you are going to die alone, and the hex-1 have will 
now be on you.' 

'At least that is what I thought; I thought I read, my story before it was written, and 
this note was the last thing that I was going to write.' 

'However, I never realize that there was so much more to life, which I did not 
appreciate. I came so very close to the edge. Yet, I got additional unplanned lifespans.' 


'Yet, was the second chance what 1 needed?' 



'Nevertheless, there were things that I concerned my mind with, which was not 
substantial to my existence.' 

'If anything- learn from me. Try to do the virtuous things I did and not the mistakes I 
made. Though it is up to you to decide what was great or immoral, it is what you feel and believe 
is morally right in your mind.' 

'Yeah, it would be right in saying- I never really establish any thought into what was 
going to happen to me someday and the others that are part of my surroundings.' 

'However, life goes on, and the existence of what was stands for nothing but- a 
memory of what you can and cannot have. If you are someone like me, but all I ever wanted to 
be someone that appreciates me.' 

'Everybody around here would say life is free, yet or is it?' 

'Like, do I even want it?' 

'No- not anymore!' 

‘The existence of life...! Is what I mean.’ 

'This belief is what I do not want, to have any more.' 

'There must be a way out of all this misery, suffering, pain agony, and distress, that I 
relish in day today?' 

‘They say dying departing, and falling is easy, as well as lasting, and living is difficult, 
uncertain, ambiguous and unpredictable.’ 

'While with wild earless heart and reduction of insight I am going to find out!' 

'I presume life is all about what you want, need, love, desire, respect, and love.' 

‘Furthermore, existing in life comes down to what you cannot have in it. All I have to 
say is don’t let anyone or anything pin you down and make you less than who you are. Always 
be whom you were meant to be, regardless of what they say... because who in the hell are, they!' 



'This is a warning to my story, I will only say this once, this is my life, and others I 
have loved and lost, and it is graphic at times.' 

'Just like looking into a book of Sh-h, of deep dark girlie secrets, photographs in the 
mind like black and white still frames of the past developed, or like a painting of time last just at 
the moment- a picture with my words of how I will be remembered, the story will come to be 
perceived sharply and with much clarity.' 

'All the color in it washes away over time, yet not all, they become soft and pastel, and 
some things fad yet it's all been said, yet not hidden.' 

'So, one way or another- you now have memorabilia, of lives until now never had a 
voice. Besides all that is left is still frames that keep on fading, and distorting.' 

'My normal, dull, everyday common, and ordinary life goes into much detail about me 
to it is explicit and labeling, disparaging to the point I like the ones that were part of me had or 
have little worth; to the point of derogatory, defamatory, sarcastic, and my loved ones equal to 
my malice as a teen girl.' 

'Just so, you know that ‘y'alT have been informed of what to expect!' 

'Let’s go through this excursion combined with a mighty voice, and our heads held up. 
Let’s be proud of- ‘Who we are, not what we are.’ Furthermore, in time you'll know what that 
means if you have tmst.' 

Chapter: 1 

Sisters from Hell 

'Hey, I am only fourteen, what do you expect, I can be remembered as a sinner. I need 
to rewind the time turner some and relive the past to see what I am missing; I have the magical 
power.' 

'My time turner is a device used for time travel. It is an extraordinary timekeeper that 
favors an hourglass on a chain, just another thing, I keep on my necklace.' 

'All my days, weeks, month go back, even years, until the beginning of my freshman 
year of high school.' 



'I have gotten to have the great pleasure of having these fore girls around me, at all 
times; 'yeah me,' the girls I call the sisters.' 

'Unseasoned, gentle, sweet, sympathetic, winsome giving, innocent looking girls. 

Then turn in to horrifying shapeshifting demons sometimes, into wendigo's, or even banshees.' 

'Additionally, I know that they show up in children's lives as shadow people, long 
before any of those to come afterward. Asking as if their benefactor, allies, protector, and 
sympathizer, everything that is an angel.' 

'Most would just call us just ghostly, yet most of the time we would take the humanoid 
shape of one of those.' 

'I was once a white angle, the chestiest type I could be, nevertheless, I was the hunted 
over this, and that had to arrive at an ending.' 

'Although over time, I have fallen with them as you know, now just as weak as them 
hunting young girls for the sweet taste of blood and souls, to keep for their own, to take them in 
the most sheepish, timid, cowardly and spineless way a child like me could do; acting like a 
sweet fallen angel. ’ 

‘Just to victimize, when they are just like me looking for hope, that I give misleadingly, 
in the time of their need, just like 1 was in too.' 

'I am no better than the bullies, that picked on me, and 1 could not live with myself, as 
1 was falling more every day, thinking, 1 was still ever-so good when I was just as wrong as my 
sisters and even my grandmother that made me this way.' 

'I remember, that demons can take the shape of anything and hide within anything 
even you and me, and in me they did.' 

'Sarah's soul was assumed to be lost, bull to me I think she lingers within a toy doll; to 
find a new body to stay within someday.' 

'Despite, this can take months years, even decades at a time.' 


'They were always a pain in my butt!' 



'However, in high school what they did became, so much more arousing for them, 
more hardcore. Likewise, you will see why now they like to find pledger in all the pain they 
think is a turn on, that is what I mean to say, like everything will be relieved, at a point coming 
up, soon!' 


'Okay, the four Amsel sisters were also known as ‘The Blackbird Clan’ to me all my 
life, or that is what I call them, in my book of life.' 

'In my mind, they peck and stalk all human life, which they think is below their 
perfection, supremacy, mastery, and superiority.' 

'Hence, you know that I am one of them that they chew on and play with and not the 
sweet childish play you would thi nk .' 

'Alissa Amsel is a blonde hair, blue-eyed girl; she cannot weigh any more than one 
hundred pounds. Although, she is taller than most of the boys’ kind of gangly looking- 
conversely, so it seems to me when looking up at her from my worm's eye perspective every 
time.' 


'She is the head of the girls! She is the main squeeze, that gets all the others to 
participate in her girl's group as a horde.' 

'She is the one that created this pulsating, diddling, and banging bullying gang in the 
school halls.' 

'Still, I just call them the clan sisters, yes they are my sisters from hell.' 

'Alissa, she towers in her overall authorities, control, and influence, in the society's 
ranking of rheostat within the hellhole.' 

'Indeed, Alissa is a senior the head cheerleader, she makes everyone that she wants to 
be associated with being her friend, and the ones she does not want to be her fools.' 

'Since, she has to have consistent attention, in any forms imaginable.' 

'Yes, a refusal to bow down to her authority, she does everything in her power, to 
make your life miserable; and I know that she does forme and others like me!' 



'Alissa is constantly smothering Chiaz Naztherth, with her crazed oversexed clingy 

nature.' 


'That pisses me off, he is mine! As if, he is her plaything. Nevertheless, she knows that 
she has the power to date, anyone she wants, without any remorse or compassion for his or her 
true feelings, the door is always open for her, and it goes both ways.' 

'Though, she closed my door to get anyone a long time ago. Everything, I have 
prepared love linked, past and present are hiding away for that reason.' 

'Sometimes, falsifying it is the only way to make it real for us. As expected of him, 
Chiaz accepts the relationship grasp, and all that comes with it or else.' 

'She sure holds onto him with both hands, hugging so tight, kissing sucking face, and 
God knows what else, and all the other things too, more than we ever did.' 

'Yes, me knowing that she is fondling him as well as, forcing all kinds of bonking on 
him, it makes me sick to my belly.' 

'He is mine... mine... mine!' 

'She like they have said to me doesn't know the difference between good touch- bad 

touch.' 


('Can you see me stomping my foot while making a pouting face! This is my man!') 

'I have already pinned him... AS... MY... BOY, so back off! Yet, is he going to make 
me soon? Oh, he could, yeah, he so has dibs on me, and I would not fight him! I want him too, 1 
would even do all the work, in that way, I am the bad girl.' 

'Although, I do not like or want to he his dirty little secret, like being in the front of his 
car bobbing for apples and pogo-sticking; like most girls here. Moreover, if that is what I have to 
do to be his I well.' 

'Though if I get the chance, I would take it, I am not going to pass that up, for the 
world. Still, I want true love, with real passion in a romantic place! Though I cannot have 
everything, I never did.' 



'There has to be a way to make this happen, I am sure I will think of something, the 
way it should be, the way I want it and need it to be!' 

'So, call me a dreamer and old fashioned, that is okay with me. I can see me pinned up 
against the lockers or something like that.' 

'Yeah, he could merge with me over one of these school desks.' 

('Oh, honey!') 

'He could overtake me in the bathroom if he would follow me in there.' 

('Laughing- aloud foolishly, strangely, and oddly. I was making plains.') 

'He could get me in the library, and in-between the bookcases too, so many places we 
could make love.' 

('Yah- that could be, ‘Marvelous!’') 

'I am going to find a way; I was having this chat with myself out load in-class you no 
with that little voice in my head going crazy, which likes to be bad now and then even when I am 
not.' 


'I am going to find a way, even if I have to mn into his arms and have a dry humping 
performance, of me being mad and covering him with crazy love kisses.' 

'Yeah, we could fasten into one another; all the time.' 

'Am-hum... humming sound, I make in class daydreaming as I do, yet that is better 
than dumb school, were the teacher in the front of the room almost becomes voiceless to me as I 
tune him out, and get lost in my feelings, ideas, opinions, beliefs, plans, images, and thoughts.' 

'Yes, I want more from him too, I want more than just friends online on Facebook; I 
would love him to follow me online and not have someone care that he does if he only could, and 
be with me in real life, and online too, as his girlfriend.' 

'Until now, I do not even have a tagged picture of us yet! I am so sick of having a 
single status, which refuses to transform me; into a somewhat popular girl!' 



'Sometimes, I make myself snigger in class. While thinking of something funny, in a 
lecture class, and it is silent in the room, and yah start to entirely bust out laughing, thinking 
about everything 1 want.' 

'Have you ever done that, changed my relationship status?' 

'Then everyone looks at you like you must be stoned, or in my case quite retarded. 
Because with that look upon on my face, of kind of like ideological.' 

'Furthermore, then it is like no time has gone by at all and I don't even remember 
getting to this point and place.' 'Where 1 am staring, gawking looking, watching, staring and 
gazing into the sunshine, so intensely feeling warmness, temperature, and heat, along with 
glowing gracious, with the thoughts, predilections, sensibilities, and emotions of liberation after 
getting dropped off by the school bus.' 

'Amidst all the disturbances and characteristics of not wanting to remember the day, is 
the freedom look upon my face now.’ 

‘Likewise, so intensely showing that it makes me laugh foolishly; as the thoughts did 
in class, thinking about my freedoms to appear, as they are now.' 

'Then again, I have been rehabilitated until some consider and imagine, that I need life 

support.' 

'I remember that I was squinting my eyes, all at the same time, in class to see to the 
blackboard. Which are more odd faces, they think I make, just to report, in a false script about 
whom I am going to become.' 

'Remarkably, while holding back a smile, I sometimes do this, plus holding some 
really weird sounds back, I try to not do in a class of the work being so childish. When they all 
looked right at me. Then, I feel anxiety, panic, dread, and worry.' 

'Yep, this girl here me, myself and I, just had that moment sitting in this room, where 
you can hear a pin drop.' 


'I am laughing out loud.' 



‘That reminds me that Hope, she thought (LOT) or 'laughing out loud,' stands for 
‘Little Old Lady,' when 1 finally started to text message!’ 

‘Ha!’ 

‘Hope she is my garden, just so yah-know.’ 

-And- 

‘Nevaeh, do you have something, which you want to share with the class.' Asked, 
Miss. Bradbury. 

'What...?' She replied. 

'What’s so marvelously funny?’ The teacher questioned. 

‘No, it's kind of an inside joke!’ Said, Nevaeh giggling. 

'OKAY, then sh-h!’ Said, Mr. Bradbury questionably. 

'So, I just look down at my little 'her,' and tell her to sh-h.' 

‘Right- ‘Sh-h,’ I place my one little finger to my lips and make the sound.’ 

'Despite, I snickered, myself to the principal office, for being distracting.' 

'However, in my mind, at that time in class. I was thinking could it be either Lily or 
Chiaz, which gets to sway me one way or the other for my passion, devotion, admiration, and 
love.' 


'I walk out the door surely, certainly, clearly, unmistakably, undoubtedly, and 
unequivocally smacking me on my butt; with my plaid skirt up, showing my bare white ass.' 

'At some point, you stop caring. They want to see it all anyway's, it all these kids talk 

about.' 


'You know, this place is making me messed up, like them this act was beneath me!' 

('I am giggling so hard in the office, to the point of delirium! Punished for being like 
them, although-1 cannot be, I see.’) 



'What, are you doing here?' I was asked by the blond secretary out of two in the office. 


"I do not know, I am just a good little girl,' I say to them, I just needed to have some 
entertainment; as they all do, where are kids, after all, and told to grow up, yet in the head, you 
say we can't ever be grown-ups. 'So, tell me here and now, what is that you want me to be, and 
your right." 

'Yet there are hands-on me at this point, and I am being talked down, by officers and 
teachers alike, and not always the ones that I want to have their bodies on me, do not get 
fmstrated, they say, she is mental, you will see what I mean shortly if you do not retrain her in 
handcuffs and ankle shackles- NOW.' Said Mr. Bradbury. 

'1 am now taking time away from my teaching all the others in her class now, that want 
to learn, over this one being decidedly bad and acting out and being disrespectable, and sexual.' 

'Lady you're the one that is twisted in the head.' Yield, Nevaeh. 

‘You see what I mean?’ 

‘We do.’ 

(‘Next day, same class, I am drifting off in deep thoughts.’) 

‘I am thinking about him, Chiaz- like, I can tell that he is not in love with Alissa at all; 
it is obvious, in his body language.’ 

‘However, I do not think he is in love with me either, but maybe he is, I do not know?' 

('And again, I am making faces to the thoughts.') 

'Nevertheless, she is with my dream boy! This reminds me of the fact that he is always 
near me, and I do know why.' 

'Still, he cannot figure out a way to get away with me. I pray for the day that he does. 
That is only if he feels the same way I do.' 

'Additionally, I am not going to wait forever, if he cannot get away from her then, I 
will understand where I need to be, and settle.' 



'I will have to settle for someone else then, and I know that she will be a girl like me.' 


'Furthermore, he looks at me from a distance, with the expression of helping me, then 
again, she has him grabbed by the family jewels, I think he is saying, all the time, the words like 
save me, and them too, with his mouthed silent words! Besides, I just look away most times of 
panic and bashfulness.' 

'Sometimes, I give him that flirty look, I just look up slightly, but then again, I cannot 
be caught doing this; for the reason that-1 do not need Alissa’s glaring eyes peering into my soul 
like a hunter if I did not do something unequivocally wrong.' 

'Previously, in her mind, no other girl can talk, look or even think about him. Though 
she keeps me away from him, and other boys and even girls the most of all the one she hates in 
the halls the most.' 

'Unquestionably, my reputation category is bad, dangerous, critical, dejected, inferior, 
and bad enough, without her finding more reasons to diminish, wane, abate, and lessen me more.' 

'I do not need all of her three other jerking-off sisters jumping me in the halls, or 
anywhere earls for that matter.' 

'Anyways there is Adriane Amsel she is the junior and part of my family also. She has 
black hair with red tips. She has green cat eyes, or at least- that is the way they look to me.' 

'She is squat and bumpy; yes, that is about how to sum this one up. Adriane, she is 
also known as the emo-gothic girl’s ringleader.' 

'She was like a satanic power over everyone, which is part of her surroundings, this 
girl is a real sucker. I think she does this by manipulating, and brainwashing the prey, which she 
wants. She sucks the life out of me.' 

'She is the one that likes to find arbitrary, random and stray objects and put them in 
places in my body they should not go, that they should never even go in, or be in, and I am not 
her only victim.' 

'Naturally, I know all too well what she does, and I am not afraid to speak such here. 
Nevertheless, I would be any other occasion!' 



'She wears all black with a star around her neck, blood color lips that are never shut, 
just like her legs. She also makes other girl's lips bloody too.' 

'She has a pale white face that is evil, wicked, sinful and clown-like.' 

'It is so safe to say that she is the badass of the hellhole; and yes, I have seen all that 
too; all her victims being used as I was for her entertainments.' 

'She knows that she can get away with anything like all my sisters. Why...? Because of 
our family’s stature in society my grandmother letting them get away with anything. Just like our 
sister Alissa, she has a crazed oversexed obsessed clingy nature also, it all over our history to 
feel needed, I think.' 

'Adriane's object of affection in her selection is Lily Anderson, the cute little good girl 
with pigtails; the one I let be my last hope. Love but not tmly in love.' 

'Although nobody in society finds this to be wrong for anyone, meanwhile when I am 
with her it is so very wrong. Adriane is attached at the hips to this girl constantly. She was using 
my girlfriend, who is my sweetheart!' 

'Once more, get off her. She doesn't like you; she doesn't want you getting off, by you 
using her, and beginning like all pressed upon her!' 

'Although Lily prefers to date boys, yet she loves me... however, she has to do 
whatever Adriane wants her to do, regardless of her tme emotions.' 

'The refusal leads into Lily undertaking the vengeance, fury, rage, and wrath of the 
Blackbird Clan. Her and I giving denial leads into open demonstrations of them all being placed 
upon her somehow someway, they go down on her, while on top of her body while she loses 
everything, she has to them.' 

'Oh yes, that includes being undressed in the hall that we both walk of the school, 
stripped of all forms of dignity in front of society within the high school, as we always were even 
in middle school some things never change. There is no authority like teacher's observation of 
caring to hear her cries or my out for help in these hellish halls, no one cares about us as the 
rejected.' 



'All the students choose to look away because, they know they have no control, and 
nor do they even care. This one- time Adriane used a hairbmsh handle on her, while her class 
friends watched her push it inside lips of Lily's hole and back out forcefully repeatedly.' 

'As well they duct-taped her mouth, so no one could hear her scream, even if she did 
no one concerned about her and me in our category!' 

'Then they tied her hands with her top to her legs, and her skirt went out on the 
flagpole as did mine, Adriane just pushed her undies to the one side, and her legs were just held 
spaced-out, until she was tied up, by the two other girls that used her for horizontal refreshment, 
as she was lying there in the hall on the floor.' 

'Furthermore, no one reports, on cameras at all in the halls, in this old nonconformity 
unending, seemingly limitless, and lofty halls, with very low daytime light.' 

'Furthermore, artificial light, ever-so dark, dem, and dull sable stained wood-paneled 
walls, lined with old undusted lockers, scream, yell, and shriek you can do this- yet, no one 
cares.' 


'Besides, even if they do tattletale nothing will be done about this, you're the 'BAD 
GIRL,' and the instigator, and have it coming to you.' 

'Additionally, specifically, principally, if someone reports to teachers, they have the 
fear they might be the next person, to face the wrath if they snitched, living in fear, is what you 
do if you walk these halls.' 

'So-o, the next one to the title is Allison Amsel is the redhead; she is a momma’s girl 
that cannot do anything wrong in our mom’s eyes.' 

'I know that what I am saying- about them is not nice, but these girls are not nice 
individuals, so that makes it okay, or that is what I think.' 

'Allison is immense fora girl her age, eyes always squinting. All she needs to do is sit 
down on top of you, and you are doomed.' 

'Her hobbies included selling and injecting and ingesting whatever she can find for 
herself and others alike. She loves the heron and abusing and popping medications and getting all 



kinds of high with her 3-foot bong as do most in my main classes to do the same, and she is their 
drug dealer.’ 

‘Though I am blamed for that too and she gets away with this, and I as always get the 
blame, and I don't do dmg or could even think about doing them.' 

'She is a distributor for most if not all the stoner student population; her main 
headquarters is the third-floor bathroom.' 

'Allison’s hobbies also include drawing very artistic graffiti illustrations of rockets in 
flight on the bathroom walls. I find most graffiti beautiful, but some of these images are 
morbidly disturbing, to say the least.' 

'Allison spends all her time in the bathroom stalls fantasizing about having a boyfriend 
or girlfriend for her play toy.' 

'While she let’s, say- dismisses all her day’s stresses in there, going number three, 
masturbating and pooping at the same time. I think she smoked and drugged her brain cells away. 
However, this does not stop her from going to all the hellhole's activities.' 

'Our mother makes sure, that all her girls have dates, but me and Lily so that they feel 
as if their asses are gold. Yet they're as ugly as homemade sin, just like their evil grandmother.' 

'Although most of the guy population thinks that Allison is nasty and ugly, however 
once again, this does not stop her from being popular.' 

'Also, for her, there is no need to attend classes, she has an assured diploma, in her 
chapped up, and snack leftover covered chubby hands.' 

'Yes, mom and grandma's side of our family fixes that for her also.' 

'Allison does nothing and blames everyone else for being lethargic, sluggish, idle, and 

lazy.' 

‘I just do not get this! Sometimes, I ask myself question of why is it that some butt 
holes, can fall into the shit house, and come out smelling like a rose?’ 



'Additionally, as for me over this tmth, reality, fidelity all 1 get is a very sincere 
anguishing with torture.' 

'Nope, nothing was ever handed to me by my bloodline, that is for sure. Although that 
is okay by me, I am the kinder and sweeter person, for all the heartache.' 

'The youngest the best of the worse is this last one to come out of mom kicking and 
screaming, Ava Amsel, she is a brown-haired girl.' 

'Like, I think she is so petite, though she is bigger than me, yet everyone is bigger than 
I am, and she calls herself an athlete.' 

'However, she is not coordinated at all, she trips over her toes.' 

'Though, she has a guaranteed scholarship to a prestigious university for sports already 

upstate.' 

Thus, she still has three more years here, sometimes- like, I ask if I do too. If I don't 
start passing my bashful, slow-witted, slow, and listless classes.' 

'Accurate to say that, Ava bounces around and gets with any guy or girl she wants to 
be with also and bounce on.' 

'That is just the way she commands, doctrines, mles, and habits. She blames everyone 
else for having sexily transmitted diseases when she is the one on her back most days.' 

'Ava is the one that is in my grade yet, I will always be behind her and the rest in my 

grade.' 

'Nevertheless, she makes up so many stories telling the community, civilization, 
fellowship, and societies.’ 

‘That she is touched inappropriately, preferentially looked at, or divulged along with 
talked to by unwanted persons, though she is asking for this; by boys and girls alike, then lies, 
falsifications, tricks, and fables.' 

'Further, she gives all the male teachers a free show of her girly parts, boys to she is a 
sluttiest- slut to ever be a slut, just so that she can get good grades.' 



'Then like in class, all you have to do is look up her skirt and see it all. I mean that is 
okay, but at least cross your legs like me, try to be ladylike.' 

'Also touching and feeling can get a girl a long way here in the hell hole as I call it, 
known to others as high school.' 

'Moreover, Ava, she likes all the attention, mutiny, insurrection, treason, sedition, and 
sensations.' 


'It is manageable, plain, clear, simple, and obvious that she finds it all stimulating, 
lascivious, ever- so hot plus at times lewd, being inside arousing including having the wet 
warming, and even exciting moments; by the ways, she acts with them all teachers and girls and 
boys alike.' 

'Oh, and how they all get sucked in by her. She is one elusive creature.' 

'Yes, I must see all of Ava in the gym, History, and Music classes, thank God that is it. 
Like sometimes- it is good to be gifted to getaway.' 

'It has become known around the school that she is into older guys, that are in college, 
and older than that like old man type like in their late forties.' 

'She thinks that high school boys just do not have enough experience in life, simply 
mostly for her familiarity in the like the bend me over, front, back, and sidewise, preferentially 
held in all compromised, bang me hard sexy coitus, but she will give one or two a thrill and 
tumble throughout the school day even in the halls we call a place of learning, boy, girl young, 
old she gets what she wants, and what she wants is me, in the scariest sexiest, most sensual, most 
libidinous, lewdest, most suggestive, way possible. 

'This girl is messed up, and no one chooses to see it, she has even said she wants to 
savor, ginger, tongue, and smack, on my genitalia.' 

'Therefore, she has an 'A' in all Mr. DeVolcano's music classes, all taught by the same 
man. Yes, sucking the flute backward, I swear she would be that dumb, yet she is better than me, 
he had the condescending speech to say to all in the class, no truth to this, yet he made the long 


mn-on statement. 



‘I had a dirty comment in my mind- that I should have said. Nevertheless, I did not say 
it aloud. However, it was like he read it anyways, by his blood pursuer going up and his face 
getting flushed.’ 

'Nevertheless, he would know all about that after all, he was her most highly-grade 
teacher, and she is the pet. It's sick the love they have for each other even in class, like PDA even, 
just kiss, suck face, and privates.’ 

'Yeah, take your student in the class, hold hands and make a baby- dude, go for it. You 
can do no wrong here- can you?' 

'Nonetheless, every guy in the hellhole wants to be with her. They stare at her as if she 
is the centerfold of a magazine, and she most likely could be she post nudes all the time on Snap.' 

'She has over a 3,000-fan base. They cannot see the ugly that lies on the inside. All the 
guys and even some girls drool over her with their tongues hanging out, and their hands stiffed 
down their fronts.' 

'I am a sick freak pervert if I do it, yet when she posts she is a model, all they see is a 
perfect fourteen-year-old curving object of desire; nothing more than the nympho.' 

'A nympho is someone, normally female, that eats, breathes, & lives for sex. She 
dreams about it, often playing it over so much in her mind that something she has never tried can 
be exceptional the first time done with another person.' 

'She is insatiable and always ready to play but that does not always make her a slut or 
whore, for she can be picky in her selection.' 

('A freaky sex-kitten with a very lucky boyfriend.') 

‘Oh, yes to be under the spell of a girl like this, is like getting hit below the belt. Or 
some of the guys say as I hear them talk, just like a banged pushed in taint until the point it looks 
like a girl's fleshy hooded nub.' 

'They're all like stockers, you know that it is going to be like instant nausea when 
being around them. Ava also has crushes on a girl's too, here in the school; although I bring that 
up, that girl is me.' 



'So, these sisters of mine, they are part of my everyday life; they exist in my conscious 
and subconscious too, it's scary.' 

Girls, what do we think about Nevaeh? 

‘She is a dumb ass slut!’ Said, Alissa. 

‘She is an idiotic tramp!’ Said, Allison. 

‘I am 13 years old, and she could die tomorrow, and I would not care, and neither 
would my sisters. ’ 

‘She is a no-talent hoe-bag!’ Said, Adriane. 

‘She is a psycho tart!’ Said, Ava. 

‘Yeah- our mom and daddy, said to stay away from that.’ 

Nevaeh- 'I remember how I said, that if you are popular, you have it all, and if you are 
not then you do not have anything to look forward too?' 

'While-1 recall the night of the winter formal boy-girl dance for all students that had 

dates.' 

'It was such a long night, every minute seemed to drag on as if it was hours. I thought 
that it would never end, conclude, or have an ending.' 

'No one asked me, all the ones that I asked chuckled in my face, and said, ‘No!’ 

'They all were abraptly mde, and unkind to me. I would get answers like this. ‘I have 
someone to go with.’ I love this one. When you know they do not...?’ 

Or this one, 'Why would I want to go with you?’ 

Dead air- nothing replied to me, yet I still ask- 'Why, not?' 

'...I questioned, I would say this, and they would mn away.' 


'I think that I asked one hundred and twenty-five different boys, they all said, 'No! 



'I recall that I even asked a boy at the beginnings of the year, that I thought just might 

say yes.' 

Plus, he said- ‘If I don’t forget!’ 

'I did not know that I was so forgettable, that was a no, I mean come on?' 

'Some, meanies said, to go ‘Stag! ’ I ask this, why would I want to do that?' 

'Besides, going with Lily was not allowed, she had a date anyways with someone, 
which was planned for her and out of her hands.' 

'Additionally, I want to be with someone and dance... to have a good time too like any 

girl.' 

'I do not want to stand by myself with my thumb up my butt while looking at everyone 
else having a good time.' 

'Completely looking like a loser, yet I need to remember that I am one, leaning against 

the wall.' 


'I could see that, and it is not pretty. It seems to me, that no one wanted me to be there 

anyway.' 

'Everyone that I asked about the dance... like the day, time, and how to get a ticket, 
they all just gave me the run around about this.' 

'So, when I found out for myself where to go to obtain one.' 

'The girl that was given them out named, Angelina Nolan. She asked me why I wanted 

a ticket.' 

'Why not?' I responded. 

‘Because no one likes you.’ She answered. 

‘Go back to your little classroom and leave me alone.’ She replied. 


'I remember I lift without a ticket nearly in tears.' 



‘Ah, is the little-retarded baby girl going to cry!’ Angelina announced. 


('Acting and speaking like someone, which is mentally challenged.') 

‘I said 'no,' yet 1 did cry at school.’ 

'Yes, I was the only girl in the freshmen class that did not get asked to attend. I even 
had the perfect dress all picked out it was pink with shades of lavender.' 

'I was not about to go all alone.' 

'So, I sat at home eating popcorn and watching old movies. I eat when I am feeling 
hopeless; besides, detesting myself even more during the wallowing process.' 

'Chocolate is a girl’s best friend.' 

'Consequently, I am going to polish off this entire chocolate pie, as well as sit here and 
cry, yes just sitting in my white tank top, and light pink comfy old short shorts, with the black 
drawstring in the fronts, tied, into a big floppy bow.' 

'I sit looking at the TV, hugging my teddy bear. Tonight's movie line up is 
‘Shawshank,' ‘Misery,' ‘The Notebook,' and ‘A Walk to Remember.’ While my black mascara 
from the day mns down my cheeks.' 

'Life is not a fairytale, so maybe I can go next year, 1 know the prom is not going to 
happen either, yet I want to go at least once in my life. Yet, some get to go to prom, and dances 
for five years mnning. They go all four high school years.' 

'Plus, they get asked for their date, which is still in school after their out, even though 
they have gone many times before.' 

'Then someone like me never gets the chance; that is not fair! I am not jealous; 1 just 
want to have the same opportunities, the photos, and the involvements.' 

'I could envision in my mind the couples swaying to the music.' 

'I could picture the bodies pressed against one another. With their hands laced with 
desire, all the girls having their poufy dresses pushed down by their partner’s closeness, as they 
look so in love.' 



'I know is just dumb dances, but I want to go. Why am I such a hopeless romantic? I 
could visualize the passionate kissing.' 

'I can see the room and how it would be decorated, but all I have is the vision of it. 

That is all I have! Yeah, I think I know how Carrie White feels too, well maybe not like that, but 
close. I might get through that one tonight too because I am not going to sleep anywise.' 

'So why not be scared shitless! Ha, that reminds me of another one, he- he.' 

'I am sure, that this night, which they had, would never be forgotten about! I will not 
forget it either. It must have- been an amazing night which is shared, with that one special 
person.' 

'That singular someone, who only wants to be with you! I think about all the 
photographs I will never have. All the memories that can never be completed and all the time lost 
that can never be regained.' 

'The next morning, I have to go through the same repetition over again. Something’s 
changed slightly but not much; I must ride on the yellow wagon of pain and misery. Yet do I 
want to today?' 

'I do not want to go after the night that I put in. I was feeling vulnerable, moody, and a 
little twitcby.' 

'I do not feel like listening to the ramblings of my educators. Yet knowing if I do not 
show up at the hellhole doors, I would be asked a million questions, like why I did not show up, 
the next day I arrived there.' 

'I guess saying that I need a mental health day is not an excuse. Then again, some can 
take off a week, and nothing is said about that.' 

'Although for me if I miss one day, it is an amiableness of imbecility. So, Like- always 
I am going too dragged myself out of my bed, brush my hair, brush my teeth.' 

'Grab a bra out of my dresser and slide it up on me. Today it is an adorable baby pink 
one with black dots, and a little bow in the middle, so sweet- like me.' 



'So anyway, I am going to clasp it in the back, as my long hair falls forward while 


doing it.' 

'Then spin a white blouse through my arms and on top of my shoulders, I will fix my 
collar. Button everything it up, to a point; tie it up at the bottom so it is snug to my lower ribs. 
Then I slide a skirt up over my body, zip and button it in the front. I will use the bathroom one 
last time.' 


'Fix my hair for the last time, while looking into my oval bathroom mirror, which is lit 
from both sides. That is where I do all my makeup. I like to use a nude shade of powder, pink 
blush on my cheeks, and a soft eyeshadow.' 

'Black mascara, I always line the inside of my eyelids too, some girls do not, and they 
look like a sad raccoon. I use a beautiful light pink lipstick. After all, that I am ready for my day, 
I must keep my perfect attendance- yeah right. So, then I bound’ down over the rickety staircase.' 

'While I continue walking out the door of the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams, like 
always I stroll down the lane of emptiness then wait in the chilled weather for the arrival of the 
repulsive number 9 yellow bus.' 

'The ride on the bus, it is always annoying, to say the least, everybody is staring at me 
like always. The bus slows to a complete stop many times with its yellow and red flashing lights 
on and off. To pick up more of them only to drop us all off at the hellhole of shallowness.' 

'My day consists of the same schedule: Homeroom, Music, Mathematics, English, 
Science- Biology, and Gym two days a week or Health, Lunch, History, elective of Family 
Consumer Sciences, that is a fancy way of saying Home Economics. Study Hall and Library 
classes if wanted.' 

'Someone thought it would be good to play with all of our heads, so ever 5 dhing on that 
list rotates days and classes- fun, fun, and fun!' 

‘Yes, 180 days of hell, only 90 more to go I am counting!’ 

'I remember day 161 one girl a face without a name, tricked me into John Hancock-ing 
the freshmen hall poster with a blue pan.' 



'When all names needed to be in black, big deal, that is what I thought too, I was 
wrong. The music teacher the one that is an asshole to me, he was the head of that project, and 
the yearbook it- seems’ like he has to have his dirty stubby fingers in everybody’s pie. Anyway, 
the poster was going in the yearbook at some point.' 

'He called me out in front of everyone and said sing- ‘One of these things is not like 
the other.’ That song is from the show Sesame Street if you do not know.' 

'Nevaeh, can you see what is different? Along with Nevaeh, do you not see what you 
did? Then just after saying that he said. What did you do?’ Mr. DeVolcano said. 

'He is contemptuously speaking down to me; he was trying to belittle my intelligence. 

I thought at the time, what is next, are you going to dance down the hall, while clicking your 
pointed-up feet together, and say- 'Nevaeh sucks, Nevaeh sucks!' 

'Therefore, at that moment, I just said photocopy it, and that pissed him off; I would 
like to say to him to stop wasting my time.' 

'Sherry drew the girl, that made the poster for our spirit week; she was upset because 1 
mined her artwork. I felt bad too, however, she made and new freshmen poster for the class and 
my name was excluded from it. Which is what everyone wanted in the first place, she was noted 
for her creativity, yet not me?' 

'She could not even draw in my opinion. Yet she has a certain spot in the yearbook at 
the end of this year, for doing that new sketch poster, whatever.' 

'Days like that I feel that my mind is going 1,000,000 miles an hour, visions of the past, 
present, and future race through my mind. It races, like a train as if I was looking out the window 
of the car while it is speeding down the line. I am on a track that will never end.' 

'I feel that I am going to derail, from this mnaway train that I am becoming. I cannot 
sleep at night, because of the fear inside me.' 

'I feel restless, depressed, and loveless as well as not content with myself. I would 
have to say that my passion for life is gone; my imagination is the only thing that keeps me 
going.' 



'I write the day’s events that have gone by in my book of life of all the pastimes, while 
dreaming of what could have been in it, and besides what has not been in it.' 

'If this does not stop, I am going to crack. I look into my mirror, and I do not see me, I 
see an impression of what I used to be.' 

'I see my long brown hair that covers part of my face and covers my blue eyes of 
emotion. I see the cross around my neck that brings me confidence.' 

'I hide behind a smile; I see the body in which nobody thinks is without drought 

flawless.' 


'The bare body that is on touched in all ways, yet I tried to hide behind my makeup. I 
gasp at my pale skin and the look of my body.' 

'I am 95 pounds, really tiny; surely there is someone that would find me attractive?' 

'I wonder if I can find someone who can think for themselves. I want someone who 
will love me, for who I am- and not what they want me to be.' 

'Most importantly, I need someone that will not use me. Is that too much to ask for?' 

'Fear!' 

'Anxiety is something that I have inside, it is the source of the things in which lead to 
distress. Not finding someone that loves me, for who I am, is some of my fears.' 

'I fear the fact that I am most likely going to be alone forever. Another being that 
everyone that has meaning in my life is fading away from me it seems.' 

'I fear not having a family by my side at all times. I have tears about the overwhelming 
stmggle to rebuild my reputation, which has been destroyed.' 

'I ask this question if I was to die tomorrow would anybody come to my wake, to see 
me lying there?' 

'I fear what society has done to me. I fear that I have no tmst in anyone or anything. I 
fear that my life has no meaning.' 



'I fear that I will never get out of this hell.' 


'I just want to start my life and get a degree in nursing someday from- ‘The 
Conemaugh School of Nursing,’ if I can make it through all of this. I do not think that is too 
much ask for or is it?' 

'I think that if I could be left alone, with the one that I want. I could have a life; you 
know what I am sure of it. I fear that the towering entity will never collapse, and the demons will 
keep playing in my head. I fear that I will never have a social ability, to be part of the nobility of 
compatibility.' 

'I fear that the terror will never stop in these innocent lives like mine, and they will not 
be saved. I fear that nobody will ever see my creativity or recognized me for the good in which I 
do for others. 1 feel like 1 am the only one left in this world, that I call my life.' 

'All the beauty in life has been dejected, and it is all ablaze around me. Yes, I fear to 
be in the outside realm of things.' 

'I want to scream yet no one is going to hear it. I ask- am I becoming institutionalized?' 

'Help!' 


'I fear the vehicles that follow behind me at night. To this very day, I still fear 
lightning at night, though I do love to stand in a thunderstorm while completely open to the 
world.' 


'Of course, I know you know that about me already. I fear that the world is becoming 
like a bunch of androids, with no leader in which to follow.' 

'Most of all I fear loneliness!' 

'What is a hero?' 

'To me, it is someone in my opinion who sticks up for somebody else and does not let 
someone else's opinions influence what they do.' 



'You do not need to have anything to be one, you just need to be a true friend, with 
eyes that see the truth, ears that listen for what is truthfulness, and a voice that will speak up for 
you.' 

'You know, I think all of us have a hero inside; we just need to let it speak out.' 

'For instance, forme, I want him to show his brave, sweet and loving side, absolutely 
to someone like me, a damsel in distress!' 

'What girl doesn’t want that?' 

'That to me is the tme definition of a hero, another person that is helping someone who 
is unfortunately in need of comforting from another person.' 

'Yes, you can have heroes in the forms idolizing human life and cartoons, but I do not 
recommend that you do.' 

'Why would you want to they are not going to help you when you need them?' 

'Always do this, do not mistake courage for wisdom; being wise in your choices, it 
will help you make the right choice.' 

'Remember it is better to be sometimes a coward than a dead hero.' 

'Make the right choice at the right time, which will please the divine hero.' 

'Always help if you can!' 

'Remember that your adversaries can help themselves to you at any time, so always be 
on the lookout for your hero, if you are a damsel in distress like me!' 

Chapter: 2 

Contacts with Foes 

'This school year, I had to work hard, and 1 had to take things very seriously. As well 
as let, the others who are part of my hellhole society fade away into my memory, if I can.' 


'I have realized, I need to get out of the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams more often.' 



'Even if I feel isolated from others, I need to say goodbye to my teddy bear, and get 
out of the comfort zone of my pink bedroom, if I can.' 

'I feel like I have something to say, yet nobody chooses to listen to my point of view.' 

'The year 2009-10, has been frustrating with its substantial collecting of energy, which 
could not be satisfied, which left me exhausted, as I look back at the time now as it has rewound 
for me.' 


'Besides, I have a couple more weeks to go, I hope I make it through this. This energy 
or lack of it did not benefit me any in establishments in the existence of life.' 

'However, life is not always sunshine, unicorns, and rainbows, life keeps going long 
after the thrill of living is gone.' 

'So, I have made music my life, the lyrics that I sing tell the story of my existence.' 

'I put my words of poetry to the cords of my guitar expressions. I like to let the music 
move my soul to another dimension.' 

'I do not think I will ever get so depressed that I start to play or like country music, I 
mean that I am not going to hate it.' 

'However, when they start singing about their tractors that is when 1 am done.' 

'Plus, you can be a country girl without liking that type of music.' 

'Today’s music forme is like sticking guitar strings into my eardmms. I do not like it; 
some yes, but not all.' 

'Ha, I could see me rapping, yet I am to country write to do that, and squeaky.' 

'So, I have also cultured myself in the keys to delights through the belief by following 
the beacon of motivation and inspiration.' 

'Like that one night, I did when I cheated death, you have to see the light for yourself. 


but not like that. 



'Plus, I am not up to that day I tried that either. Just keep tight there is more you need 
to know, okay. So anyway, that is why I try to teach myself everything; that I can, that is if 1 can 
get my hands on it.' 

'Oh yes, I am determined too. Someday, I will have my hands on him to, he- he- he!' 

'Even though I go to Catholic school, they do not go into much about what is right, or 
what is wrong. They do not go into detail about what to believe or what not believe.' 

'They do not say what you should do with someone, or what you should not do, they 
do not teach anything.' 

'Besides, if you are a girl like me, they just let you sit, and rot in a sorry for yourself 
tiny room.' 

'I always respected this too: T am the light of the world; those who follow me shall not 
live in darkness.’ I love that quote that is one of my favorites.' 

'I try to study the teachings of eternal love. I know that I do more than most in my 
class. Yet I just a girl, I am not perfect.' 

'Therefore, I try to clean away my sins with the Holy Spirit, and it will if I have hope, 
that can bring countless blessings.' 

'Besides, I cannot say that I have any major sins. I have not done any like that, yet I do 
not think anything I have done counts.' 

'I try to remember that all the good things are from the divine. Worthy things come to 
any life that follows the light, in the heaven’s there is no sun.' 

"God,' is the light of the word that shines on the golden streets of the heavens. I loved 
reading that fact, yet the people in this school they all think I cannot read, ha.' 

'However, I have read the teenage 'Bible' cover to cover in my bedroom.' 

'What is more, a lot of it is recurring wording in different phrasing. Still, if you need to 
know something that is when it is said repeatedly, so it sticks with you.' 


'That is what it is all about, doing the right thing, to have the gospel of hope, to share!' 



'Nevertheless, that is not what life is all about anymore, time’s change everything 
changes over time, perhaps, which is a good thing for me to recognize.' 

'I think revelations are scary, like the moon turning the color of blood and all that.' 

'I wonder if I will have to put up with all this crap until the rapture. I love- love- love, 
to study the alignment of the planets, and all the galaxies so that I have a guideline to the 
existence of my life.' 

'Oui (Yes,) I have to say I see it coming someday, and 1 can say bonjour to all of 

them.' 


('The end is nearing') - ‘La fin est proche!’ Yet they say I am not smart enough to take 
French in school.' 

They can- ‘Embrasser mon petit cul.’ ('Kiss my ass.') 

'You can decode that one... He- he! So, yeah-1 believe that everything lines up like a 
big universal clock, like the one I have around my neck now, that is lost in time looking back, 
that you have a place at that time to remember all things past, and see why they should not be 
changed as destiny.' 

'Although I just have to figure out when my time is going to come, that is when I'll 
know I belong in life, I think that is what this is going to be all about.' 

'I asked, is it my end of time?' 

('Is my end of time.') 

‘Est-ce ma fin des temps?’ Oh yes, I have learned more than anyone else around this 
school on my own. 

I know that a toxic tongue can lead to the abomination conclusion to an innocent 
person’s existents.' 

'It is just like, if I ignore the shuffling of my cards it will lead to ignorance, and 
discontent within a cmmbling deck- do you see what I mean?' 



'I am going to let my hands be my lifeline companion, and then write the existence in 
which I want to lead. I am not letting the hands from society write my establishment in my life’s 
novel.' 


'I try to believe that if you let, your heartbeat freely and openly with others who are 
tmstworthy. This can be amazing, I try to refuse to let any hellhole society still my heart away, 
and make it play a different beat than my own. I have learned not to feel guilty for mistakes, and 
some actions are needed.' 

'Either way, I think there is always repentance, since some things I have done are just 
out of spontaneous mood changes in life’s analysis, like things that just happen spur of the 
moment.' 


'I would say, always’ make the right decisions that will benefit your life regardless of 
what is acknowledged by society.' 

'I feel looking back, that you need to do what you want, what you think, and what you 
need. Only if you thi nk it is the right thing to do for you, as it was for me.' 

'See, with me, the choices I make will be private, and not be plastered on the walls of 
publicized misinformation of social networking.' 

'I know you are going to ask me why, okay- for the reasons in that, I know what is 
written about me, and what others say about me it all can be twisted; plus used against me in 
non-beneficial ways.' 

'So, just keep this in mind- ‘Keep your face to face friends close, and your cyber 
friends closer.’ I guess you can see that I am a fan of the 'Godfather' movies.' 

'Oh, do not get me wrong, I like a good love story too, oh like something from 
Nicholas Sparks.' 

'Despite, I do love a good romance story, like in the 'Twilight Saga!' Also, if I feel I 
want to pee my nightgown from being horrified, I watch something from Stephen King.' 

'Though, Someday-1 hope to see those movies again only with him next to me. That is 
the movie that keeps playing in my head.' 



'I have learned to look back over my life in the spinning haste backward in time 
looking down at myself as I was; that interaction is not always in your regulations.’ 

‘Whom they think you are, your name, and where you come from has a lot to do with 
your establishment and placement?’ 

'All, labeling was created for the reasons of jealousy, hatred, and inferiority.' 

'Furthermore, most of the time, if not the main reason these people who are classifying 
you are just trying to make themselves feel more superior, in their miserable existence.' 

'I try to not let this keep me down, remembering that I am my person. I am not going 
to fit into anybody's mold other than the one that was created for me.' 

'Remembering that I am the child of the Most- High, and it is better to have a belief, 
then regret in the afterlife. I do not have to answer to anyone that is not worthy of my presence.' 

'I have learned to always respect authority no matter if you want to or not, it will 
benefit me in future societies.' 

'I know that humbleness, wholesomeness with confidence makes for a well-rounded 

person.' 

'I like to say that- ‘One has to develop confidence and tmst in one’s self, if not then 
one will never have confidence or tmst in anybody else.” 

'I believe it is better not to have loved, then someone taking the dignity out of a 
beating heart. Plus, all good, things come after a great stmggle.' 

'One should not confuse lust for love, as well as love, which is not the same as in love.' 

'I should no- yes?' 

'I live my life by my mbrics that I have invented in my many stories to come and learn 
well, as I and many of my friends have contested.' 

'I do this hoping that there will be comforting in my existence in society, and so well 
you in yours if you read a story like mine.' 



'Furthermore, the girls I have advocated just being me, in away finding my place in 
this world, and showing them how to find theirs. I do what I think is right and making this long 
novel was how I did that.' 

'I was summoned and remember for being something, 'Angel's in Disguise,' to a lot of 
young girls with this bible of several, I have made recalling all things past and forthcoming; I 
never would have thought this in a million years, it could help you too.' 

'I believe that ignoring the confidence of the past teachings, along with modem 
knowledge is an outrage to life.' 

'I think knowing is believing and believing is what life's all about.' 

'Just like I wish, I could truly believe in his love for me, I have fallen in love with that 
boy, sadly to say I did not want to fall in love! I don’t, I don’t! Because he is something, I cannot 
have.' 


'But I cannot help it, I just can’t!' 

'Why is everything, so-o fmstrating, trying, and somewhat annoying to me?' 

'I guess being the girl that I am; I have to have faith that it is going to happen 

someday.' 

'It all comes down to faith with me in everything really, when I think about it. I need 
to get faith in him too. I know what I want.' 

'I guess sometimes my faith is a little shaken at times. 

However, I am just a girl, and I am never going to be flawless, I know this, but I try to 

believe.' 


'One thing that I believe is that our culture is slipping away, mainly because of the 
devices in which the others hold in their hands.' 

'Instead of seeing the beauty of the world which has been painted for us every day, the 
society chooses not to see it, I hate it!' 



'I cannot talk to kids my age younger or older, it is like they have their faces smashed 
in their phones at every flipping time. I see them there but, it is like they're not even there.' 

'Nor do they speak or look at me.' 

'Yes, some speak to me, but it is nothing worth listening too.' Unless they are, the soft 
words from him, when he walks past me.' 

'The kids in my school do not think I am worthy to talk too.' 

'So, I am not on the text list, and lists of lists. Yet, my name comes up in all their 
fragmented and misspelled illegible talks, which they send.' 

'Even when some of them talk aloud, they do not make any logical expresses to me, in 
like, what they are saying. Thus far, most just make fun of me, as they speak looking down at 
me.' 

'I am not even in their little world, I am just someone they talk about- they say she did 
this, and she did that, along with what is she doing now.' 

'1 guess that is okay too, 1 guess it has to be, right?' 

'So far, 1 like to think of the world like ‘she’ is a masterpiece, every day.' 

'She has been created time and time again, for everyone’s enjoyment to live on.' 

'With different strokes from the master artist’s paintbmsh. Yet no one cares, however, 
if you think like me, then someday it might not be there for the taking.' 

'So, look up at her, because someday she might not be there anymore. She might just 
die in front of you all!' 'Yet you do not care to even see that, do you?' 

'1 appreciate what has been created like 1 appreciate everyone and everything in my 
world. Why do they not appreciate me- is it because of them? 1 will comfort others; why do they 
comfort me?' 

‘1 think to keep the main dwelling in life living and loving affectionately in the 
societies around the world; she needs someone that will take good care of her, which is what she 
needs, just like me! 1 am going to stop chatting for now.' 



'Because, it is time to go home, and when I get there, I want you to take with someone. 
I am at home!' 

Hope- 'Okay... so the house was once part of the working farm in the 1900s. As you 
can see from the old windmill and horse-drawn plow, sitting in the front yard.' 

'Look you can see the rope swing that is hanging from the angel oak branches it is still 
here, after all these years.' 

'I have thought about taking the rope swing down because it could be hazardous; even 
so, it is not like anyone is going to hang themselves using it.' 

'No, it is not likely that someone could or would attach themselves to those ropes, or 
get themselves hooked unless it was done intentionally, with something that could loop around 
the wooden set.' 

'Nah, that is just never going to happen around here, so why take it down it is not 
hurting anything.’ 

‘Plus, Nevaeh likes to play on it when she unwinds and unrobes when she gets home 
from school. 1 say have fun, no one can see you out here.' 

'Yeah, that is one less uniform; that I need to get the mud stains and whatnot out of, if 
she puts it up on the porch, it is not going to be mined. She has three as of now; it keeps me 
working hard to keep them ready for her every day.' 

'1 surely do not have the money to get her anymore. She has three jackets that were 
$85.00 each. She has three tops, and they were $30.00 each. 1 got her three skirts, and they were 
$25.00 each.' 

'She has one necktie of $10.00 for all three. Nevaeh’s school tuition per semester is 
$1,200 that is about $65.00 a week payment.' 

'But the best part of all is everything is too big for her that she where’s. So, one of her 
outfits is about $150.00, so $150.00 x 3 is $450.00!' 



'I do not buy her anything more than what is necessary. If she wants something, I tell 
her to work for it, as I did.' 

'Let’s not forget that 'Uncle Sam' has to get his share too, and my bills keep coming in. 
All that is not included...' 

'Consequently, I am on my fixed income, I cannot waste what I do not have on her. All 
of the other miscellaneous things she needs, or wants too, that all adds up also.' 

'Yet, she can go without; she has one pair of those things girly panties, which I wash 
for her Gym class twice a week, which is all she needs, and one-night top if she needs it, one pair 
of shorts, and one tank, and as of now three 32-A training bra.' 

'Yet she has a bad habit of getting her uniforms messed up.' 

'Ah, that child, she is something else.' 

'Do I love her?' Questioned - Hope at that moment.’ 

'Ah, sure, she is all I have, and what 1 have is a girl that I will never understand. But- 
yeah, I would say that-1 love her. She knows that without me saying that.' 

'I don't say: 'I love you.' Even if I did, she is in her little world, to ever hear it.' 

'Anyway, let me talk more about what matters, look at the windmill; yes, it is missing 
half of its blades. Yet it still twirls in the breeze, look over there the ancient Water Mill is still 
standing yet decrepit. Looking at it, how it is still turning in woe; clanking, and cracking as the 
giant wheel goes around.' 

'You know I know how it feels; I feel the same way as it does. I would have to say, I 
love and hate it here, I cannot make up my mind.' 

'It is probably tbe only thing, which I still love in my life; but it is all dead, and that is 
what I hate the most! I can see the treehouse that I played in as a child, which was the place I 
learn the differences between me being a girl and him by a boy, with my late husband.' 

'That day was amazing, and it still is amazing to me even now, oh how I remember 
back when we were just kids.' 



'The house was put together by the Janz family. The dad of that family back in the 
1900s has made that treehouse for his little girl named Megan.' 

'This was her spot also, back in her time. The treehouse is about 47 feet off the ground 
and has a swing that I was telling you about, hanging from one of those old branches.' 

'From my house porch, you can see the hayfields that seem to go on for miles. That 
was when I held his hand for the first time, walking through them.' 

'I would say where about the age of seven, time goes by so fast.' 

'I remember my first date, some would call it quite bland in today’s fast-moving 
standards, but that is just what we did back in those days.' 

'We used to walk along the railroad tracks and watch the stars. With the many galaxies 
up above, sometimes we used to play chicken with the oncoming steam trains.' 

'Dumb but fun, a lot of the time, we would lie down on them, while locking lips under 
the moonlight. To be a young and crazy girl like that once more!' 

'My first kiss was not until date number three at the ancient tree with the swing; we 
would climb the tree, and sit holding hands, that was so long ago, you never forget that first kiss 
though.' 

'Looking at it now not much has changed; the spiral steps still wrap around the trunk; 
the wood and rope bridge spends over 20 feet between the two old trees. It was like a little castle 
that was only ours when we were kids.' 

'Meghan’s name is scratched in the hardwood on the inside. Generally, every day at its 
end I sit in this antique chair and stare out the window and watch as the world goes by.' 

'I think, and I think, to the point that I am probably going to end up with dementia.' 

'I find myself laughing in my head for no reason, and then becoming very sad as I 
think about the life I had.' 

'Sad to think- that we never really had much of a life and neither will Nevaeh.' 


'I would give up everything to have them, to bring both backs to me.' 



Nevaeh- 'I am sure, she did enough talking about me, I am sure. She probably said 
way too much about everything, being a boy and the girl-crazy magic obsessed young girl, that 
has just gone through puberty, and it is making me hormonal.' 

'While at least you now can see what she is like, and why some things in my life are 
the way there are... but that is okay, I am blessed with what I have, and I have to be okay, with 
what Ido not have.' 

'So anyway, if I think back on it, I do remember some bus rides that I enjoyed.' 

'Back in the days when all cell phones had black and white screens. When I was about 
ten years old... back in my, ‘Glory days.’ 

'I remember his name was Kris Douglas; their family lived down the lane, and every 
day I looked forward to getting on the bus just so we could have time together. We would talk 
about what was new in our lives.' 

'We had so much in common, yet both of us were too young to be together. We just 
enjoyed one another’s company.' 

'However, the blackbird clan could not stand to see us gather just as friends. So just 
like that, that was the end of our time riding on the bus together.' 

'To this very day we cannot be seen together or have conversations it is forbidden by 
the tower and the sisters. We were just friends, now where are not even that.' 

'Just like all of them, I am forbidden to even look at the boy I am in love with. Yes, 
even up until now I still wonder if our relationship would have bloomed, if it had not been for 
these circumstances. Just like I wonder if, this one with him will work out someday.' 

'Will... it?' 

'I have no clue!' 

'Let us not forget the fact I had lost another person who cared about me. This is one 
reason, why I must ride on a bus of misery.’ 



‘This is just one part of the reasons, why I live on the edge of the lives summit of 
dizzying heights.' 

'I feel that my life would not have to be like this for me as it is now. It is all because of 
one bitch that needs to feel triumphant, no it is not whom you are thinking it is. It is someone 
else.' 


'Hope is not that bad; 1 know she does not pamper my butt, no pun intended. However, 
she is not my main pain in the ass; trust me others are far worse at the hellhole.' 

'Kris, what do you think about Nevaeh?' 

‘What can I say I knew- Nevaeh Natalie; she was a nice and polite girl. Said, Kris 

Douglas.' 

'Then he said, however, I do not bother with her much anymore, from what is known 
about her. You know her not being into guys and all and has problems. I thought she liked me?' 

'Do not get me wrong, I think it is okay for two people that love one another to be 
together regardless of their gender selection.' 

'On the other hand, once you start playing around with juveniles that is when I draw 
the line. That is just pathetically wrong, disturbing, and overall revolting what she does with 
them. Ava made it very clear to me that I should mn.' 

'Run the other direction when I see her, and to just stay away from her altogether, 
because she has a sick twisted mind.' 

'That she likes to engage in revolting sexual activities with little girls.’ That was 
enough for me to say: 'No!' I do not want to be bothered with her at all!' 

Nevaeh- 'So, do you remember your childhood? Because I stmggle too with parts of 
the mine. Mostly I have blocked out entire portions of my life out of my mind. I believe that I 
was living my life in the past on autopilot to keep from going in s ane.' 



'The past, I recall some good times. However, I remember more corrupt, wicked, and 
evil times in my existence.' 

'The grandmother and my sister’s evil little clans were standing from day one.' 

'All the days’ go back to events when I held hands with the relations in the community 
and was free of the weights of humanity.' 

'Everything that does not work out in my life is the undertakings of the tower I call my 
grandmother this over the card, in magic showing me, she is standing in my way of having the 
life I want to have.' 

-Anyways- 

'Do you remember your third, grade class and the kids that were associated? I have a 
class photo; however, I could not put names to all the faces. Looking back, all the students that 
were in my life now, was part of my life back then.' 

'However, it seemed as if cinder-blocks were blocking me from the others along with 
bars on the doors. With the only escapes, options being the electric chair or hanging, that is the 
way it seemed to me, and it still does!' 

'I still do not have any selection in the matter; I was left to fade away in my cellblock 
of solitary confinement. So that the tower could go along making her mouth run rampant about 
me, in her processes of her, attempt to segregate me from everyone. A heinous plan that took 
fourteen years to be known by everyone but myself. The only thing I remember about third grade 
was recess.' 

-And- 

'I remember walking along a concrete tarmac of loneliness day in and day out. With 
the only joy in this land being the swings, which made me feel untroubled as a bird that is 
soaring. I could fly through the air without a care.' 

'While having the breeze rushing through my hair and up my skirt, yes it was magical, 
even if I knew at that point I had a hidden gift of being magical, and found my first wand, that I 
played with under the covers while reading 14-century witchcraft.' 



'Magical until I was ripped out of my daze of flying, by a stone that smacked my face 
so hard my vision blurred. 1 was shot down, out of my flight by Andy Sandio I had blood 
mnning down my face.' 

'I fail to the ground with broken wings. I ran to the nearest adult supervision. I was 
screaming from the agony of the gash down the side of my face.' 

'Also, the bones in my arm where moving around out of place, and not as they should. 
Which reminds me I got a pink arm cast back then, and no one put their names on it!' 'Yet the 
teacher Mrs. Ellsworth did not give two shits about the matter.' 

‘If you would have given him the swing this would not have happened.’ She said. 

'That is all I remember about that day. Furthermore, that brings to mind she watched 
me like a hawk, and the others they could do no wrong.' 

'They were all that way with me only. She was one of those- Teacher Support 
Specialists.' 

'So-called expert... yeah- right, expert of nothing as far as I am concerned. She did 
nothing for me, other than making my label worse.' 

'Nevertheless, she thought at the time she had total power over, what I could and could 
not do; it is humorous to me how my teachers can be the blame, as to why I was a child did not 
interact with others my age. Just- think about that. So, what kind of picture do you see 
developing?' 

'I remember what I saw, so did they; I would like to say to them, do not try to pass that 
all off as if I was the one that is the blame.' 

'No!' 


'It was yours, not mine! All the days just kept going in repetition like that, so I just 
tuned them all out, until I got back to the house of lost and lonely dreams, where all I did was 
think about the day’s events that to place throughout those seven hours that day.' 



(Present time) 


Nevaeh- 'I am coming home from another long day from the hellhole, I just want to be 
by myself, I want to be alone!' 

'However, as always, I opened the door to be greeted by several questions that rape my 
ears like nails on the classroom chalkboards, then our conversation starts.' 

'Certainly, with the same questions that are asked of me every day, I come home. Do 
not get me wrong Hope is a sweet- considerate lady. However, I just want to have some alone 
time.' 


'Likewise, I do not think she realizes that she asks the same questions, day in and day 

out. 

'So how was your day at school? Is there anyone in your life yet that you want to tell 
me about? So, is there anyone, that captures your interest?' Said, Hope. 

Nevaeh- 'The same as always.' 

-'Yes and no!' 

'What does that mean?' Said, Hope 

'What do you think that means? If you do not know then I surely don’t.' Replied, 

Nevaeh. 

'So, what did you do today?' Questioned Hope, along with asking. 

'Doing your laundry and mine along with all the other household chores, if you must 

know.' 

'It sounds like so much fun! And, no, I did not need to know.' Said, Nevaeh. 

'Okay then, Ms. sarcasm!' Said, Hope. 

'Do you want me to make you something to eat Nevaeh, or are you just going up to 
your room and mope?' 



'I am not hungry, and I do not mope, and yes, I am going to my room.' Nevaeh said in 
a sighing breath. 

'Whatever, it is your decision honey.' Said, Hope. 

'Maybe, I will go for a walk later.' Nevaeh said while walking up the staircase. 

'Okay then, Ms. sarcasm!' Said, Hope. 

'Do you want me to make you something to eat Nevaeh, or are you just going up to 
your room and mope?' 

'I am not hungry, and I do not mope, and yes, I am going to my room.' Nevaeh said in 
a sighing breath. 

'Whatever, it is your decision honey.' Said, Hope. 

'Maybe I will go for a walk later.' Nevaeh said while walking up the staircase. Sure, be 
back home by 10:00 pm. Said, Hope, shouting from the foyer. Then Nevaeh’s bedroom door 
slams shut! 


Hope Huber- 'One-minute I am proud of Nevaeh and the next not so much. She needs 
to get out more and find a boyfriend... or any friends for that matter. She is a good kid; she is 
just different from most of her age. 1 worry about her! Then, on the other hand, 1 am not her 
mother. As a result, what can 1 do?' 

'I am almost sure that she will be fine; she just needs to be more social and be nicer to 
people. Nevaeh needs to stop living her life in high gear. She is so thin, yet-1 cannot get her to 
eat anything. I do not know how she keeps going! She hardly sleeps at night.' 

'All she wants to do is sit in her room and cry, and stare at the computer walls on her 
old laptop, I try not to temper; I have too much work to do here in the homestead.' 

'Hey, if she wants to sob her life away then- so be it. Someday she just might have 
something that she needs to cry about, because, I do not know how much more of her moods; I 
want to take here in this house! She can go and live with the girl she plays with.' 



Chapter: 3 


Eyes Are on Me 

'The blackbird clan follows me everywhere I go. Not always in human form... I 
cannot seem to shake them away from me, yet they're always shaking me. Their black magic 
surrounds me, and it strangles the life out of my fragile body.' 

'They make it their life's mission to hassle me. As well, I like to know what I am doing 
at all times so that they can terminate any future contacts with relations.' 

'I hope that my shackles will loosen; the words have cmcified me in every way and 
form. I guess that my bloodshed for life is a victory and will nurture another life someday.' 

'Why?' 

'Because that is what the tower asks of them to do. 

If I wave at someone, they know about it. If I talk to someone, they get to him or her.' 

'Plus, voice more lies about me to them. If I need something or someone, they make 
sure that I do not get it. It is enough to drive any person nuts. I cannot seem to illustrate a way to 
show the society what the hell is going on.' 

'It is nerve-racking, to say the least. It is so hard to prove that some bastards are 
stalking you if you are the one that is marked for life.' 

'Why?' 

'Because most of the time they make it as if you are the one that is psycho. In addition 
to making, you look like you are desperate for affection to everyone and anyone that is in your 
civilization.' 

'Sometimes, I get love notes. When I open, my locker door they are shoved in there 
through the top vent, from him I would have to say; either that or someone is just trying to be 
mean and play tricks on me.' 



'I kept them all anyway. He is the only boy, I what attention and affection from... that 
1 truly want, so everyone else they all can just fade away. Just like the sisters, for example, they 
all say that I am desperate for anyone.' 

'Meanwhile, there are the ones that 1 think need consistent attention, they have to have 
it, or they feel insignificant in their influence and we all know what disapproval leads into.' 

'I ask why-why must I be forbidden to love. Forbidden to lust, and forbidden to touch 
anyone that 1 desire? Is it all because of one higher power is known as the tower and her clan of 
bullies?' 


(Thinking back) 

'I still have that photo that you gave me years ago, of you. Do you remember? We 
were young at the time, but recall that we were to gather, sitting next to one another. I remember 
the first time we met too, it was in music class, and I want to say you were in fifth grade.' 

'Do you remember?' 

'I knew you were the one forme back then! 1 was too shy to say how I felt about you; I 
should have said; yet could I have said? Would you have- said 'yes,' or is it meant to be in the 
future?' 


'I would have loved to have been with you all those days if only it could have been.' 

'We started as friends we made memo depictions on the steamed windows of the 
yellow carriage, while our little faces lit up with splendor when we sat together, and as more than 
friends, however yet not a couple... you were with your girlfriend.' 

'I wanted to get to know your friends too, yet that did not happen either.' 

'Oh, I remember on the school trips, I sat behind you just hoping that I could talk to 
you, however, that was almost impossible, forbidden it seemed, by the others that were around us 
at the time.' 

'I remember you used to look back at me... being playful and a little silly with your 

friends.' 



'Yet, I just gaze, and did not say anything; it is like I forgot how to speak when around 


you.' 

'I am sorry, you give me butterflies, yet at least I finally got enough bravery to speak 
to you to me, it is like time has stood still with you, if you let it with me it all could be.' 

'We were still together then; we could be in the future, yet closer than ever before. We 
can remember some of the past, which was good. Forget what was not. 

We could start a new trip together. I want you in my book of life forever!' 

'All I have is the fantasy of you, and it is like a slow-motion movie, this plays in my 
mind when my eyes are closed.' 

'I can see us we mn off together out in the open, and then finely hug, in that golden 
field, that we found as we were on your 4wheeler mudding together.' 

'At that very time, we get off and walk to our spot, then together our bodies embrace 
one another at last. I have kept that dream for years.' 

'Yes, don’t let the eyeliner and perfume fool you. 1 am the type of girl that can go from, 
makeup to mud in three seconds flat! ’ 

'To me, it is extremely romantic, and we kiss passionately, but that is all the farther we 
get, the film rips, and the screen turns black. My eyes open and you're no longer there, I am 
locked back up into real life, but hoping for the day that the tower collapses; So that we can 
finally be together, however not in fantasy.' 

'My honey, the secret message lies in the combinations of all the pieces. Oh, how I 
would like to let you know that the tower is nothing but a legend of fantasy.' 

'However, that would not be so. There is a missing piece to my puzzle, but your 
photograph fits in the slot. You can be the one to unlock the chains, and free me from my 
imprisonment of being locked in the tower's donjon; do you see the picture I have; would you 
want it?' 



'We can escape and travel upon the white horse and ride into magnificent freedom, 
with the many journeys that follow looking into the sunset as a united duo, my cowgirl boots and 
all... that I can finally wear that day and all day after.' 

'With new independence to love, we will see the tower as she is left behind to wither 
away, and cmmble to dust in the background along with the clans in ‘The Land of Many 
Steeples.’' 

(Present time) 

'Do you know what it is like to hear rumors about you, yet you cannot do anything 
about them because they want to believe all of them?' 

'Or they have to?' 

'Do you know what it is like to hurt?' 

'Do you know what it is like to be hated?' 

'Do you know what it is like not to be able to be friends or have a relationship, with 
the ones that should be your friends?' 

'Do you know what it is like not being able to talk to people, to see people, to go out?' 

'Do you have to look over your back, and have to double-check your thinking, before 
doing what it is you want so that someone does not get you in trouble for something that you 
never did?' 

'I do not even do anything, yet they say in this town and all around that, I did.' 

'Do you know what it is like to be rejected, every single time you try to find what it is 
you are looking for?' 

'If so, you are so like me... that it is not even funny! I find it to be said that people do 
not see me. They only see the picture of me of what they hear.' 


'Why does 'God' not punish these people for what they do to me?' 



'Why does 'God' let this keep going on, all this time? Why do they have so much 
power over everyone’s thinking- about me?' 

'Why is it I am a good person and get this, and there immoral, and they keep going, 
doing what they do.' 

'Why can they not see that? Walking down the hellhole's halls, on one of these days 
that run together, he made his eyes lock in with mine, many times before but never like this. I 
knew of him and his ranking stature in the society.' 

'He would be perfect for me. I know that there is not a snowball's chance in hell that 
we would ever be together.' 'Just like he must act like I do not exist in his surroundings, and that 
he does not even care about me. 

Saying to his friends- ‘That it is never- ever going to happen.” 

'Nevertheless, I do not care anymore; in all honesty. If he wants his friends over me 
then just go.' 

'But I hope you see the mistake you have made! ’ Yet I cannot stop finding Chiaz 
Naztherth interesting and intriguing.' 

'However, I know that every time I see Chiaz I am blushing, and he makes me feel 
uneasy, yet in a good way. Yet I know to not even try.' 

'After a while, caring goes away, with everything. Then again, with Alissa, there is no 
way we could even look at one another.' 

'The school year was about to come to an end, so... I did not need the drama of boys, 
and I still had Lily. Yet I must lose everything, someone makes sure of that!' 

'It was said that Lily Anderson could not take any more teasing, bullying, violation 
and over-all harassment from the sisters and clan.' 

'So, she ran down one of the schools many staircases, right through a glass pane 
window, three stories down to her death. I guess that she saw the bright light and stared into the 
eyes of the sun.' 



'Then she must have preferred to follow the tunneling stream of light that led upward 
beyond the clouds, to the getaways to the infinite existence. Did she decide to fall from the 
dizzying height, and leave me behind?' 

'I do not believe that she did, the blue glass shards are glittering around her, and for 
some reason even in her death; she has the schools demeaning colors all around her.' 

'The red is the blood she splattered, blue for all the glass spikes that are sticking out of 
her figure, and the white is her nude body jackknifed in the middle.' 

'Yes, in its all-natural almost stage diving pose. She will always be labeled, just like 
me. Branded for what she was not and misunderstood for who she was.' 

'She just laid in the parking lot of the hellhole, without anybody even caring or 
knowing what happened. Because she was a reject just like me, we had one another and that was 
it.' 


'The only covering on her little body being the ribbons that were in her sweet pigtail 
hair, this was a horrific sight. Lily, she was all cut up and covered with her bodily fluids.' 

'This leads me to think that the sisters had something to do with this, and they have 
taken it way too far this time. Yet it is a mystery to everyone else?' 

'Did Adriane and her clan push her to her death, or did she drive her to the point of no 

return?' 


'I guess it will never be known! The only one that did know what happens will never 
speak again, so I thought.' 

‘All bullies take by way of forces, it is all they think about, and all they know. You 
can most definitely get busy existing or get busy becoming drained out until you are dead - that’s 
damn right.’ 

'I remember saying to Ava, I know it was you and your clan in the locker room the 
next day in the showers.' 

‘Oh, that’s funny, you’re going to look funnier sucking on my p*ssy without any 


teeth.’ Ava said. 



‘Shut up you- dumb shit.’ Was said by others in the class along with others like 
obscenities. 

'At the same time, she was groping my breast and twisting my nipple until it was black 

and blue.' 


‘Do not screw with me retard because I will rape and ravish the shit out of you!’ 

'It does not matter regardless, it is all about what they want to have, and what they can 
take from you. So, you give and give them whatever they want.' 

'Then they grab ahold of your body and suck the life out of you until you turn blue. 
Lily’s story is forever unknown to everyone, and it was covered up and left to be forgotten.' 

'Once again, the stature and popularity get some individuals out of everything 
including manslaughter.' 

'The days continued without anybody even bringing up her name, even though, it was 
known by everyone. It is depressing to think, that there were only ten more days in the year until 
we were all free.' 

'That is why that upcoming summer, I sit in the graveyard with her. I knew I did not 
have anything else to do really. All these years I said this is true love?' 

'However, to this day, I do not know if love is real or just a state of mind; my love life 
can take place because of a past ghost that haunts me like the one that hunted Lily.' 

'How do you love something that really cannot be shown to everyone that they love 

you back?' 

'I still have her heart-shaped nickels around my nick that she gives’ me, I will wear it 
forever. Love is not loving unless it is shown to the world-right?' 

'Is love just getting it on, or is it about being soul mates?' 'Why is love so hard to find 
if you are like me?' 

'It makes me think; like I believe when someone passes on that their soul hovers over 
their body for a half-hour.' 



'While they see the guiding light, although their useless human figure chills, this is 
when they obtain your spiritual frame.' 

'I have an understanding that you can hear everybody's conversations after you pass. I 
am sure that Lily did, she knows that I was the only one that cared about her human life.' 

'However, her spirits remain with me as I see her in front of me with her newly formed 
wings, which are going to take her on the journey home.' 

'Yet the lifeless torso remains with us, the new spirit is felt, but not spoken. I try to 
ignore the blackbird clan and their siblings as much as possible, and what is said and known by 
others.' 


'Yes, although difficult, I will not let them min my every day, or anyone else is for that 

matter.' 


'It's an awful thing to live in fear, Lily knew it all too well, so do I! I look at the world 
that has been created for my day in and day out, and I think to myself how I cannot enjoy what 
has been created forme, yet the world is looking more and bleaker.' 

'Yet, just because somebody else, who is ignorant of the life and bliss, does not mean 
that, I need to let them try to take the bliss away from me. I have to keep going, yet it is hard.' 

'Yes, I have meltdowns... that is life, but if we have hope, it will all work out. The 
keys that I have learned in the ones who are trying to steal your joy do not make it obvious to 
them that you are ignoring them.' 

'I am always be- friendly and have a ‘How are you doing’ kind of attitude, and just 
walk away. If you see them coming down the hall... go the other direction.' 

'Then again, in my case, I have a towering entity that follows me everywhere I go. Yes, 
I try to ignore this too, and put a smile on my face, even though it is difficult.' 

'Nevertheless, I remember that all creation cmmbles at some point in time. So, I 
remember that there is hope for any situation even if someone or something is towering over me.' 



'Tip- remember that your stalker's plans might backfire and may work against them in 
many situations... this can happen. Like-1 said just because it is thrilling to them now, they will 
have consequences to face in the future.' 

'However, they do not realize that at the time. Never fall to their level, and fight back 
in a non-beneficial way, it just makes more drama, and makes life more difficult than need be.' 

'The saying- ‘That sticks, and stones will break your bones, but words will never hurt 
you.’ It is a complete he the words scar just as much as having broken bones and cuts.' 

'But- you have to listen to your own words, and not what somebody else’s words 
telling you what to do or think. In other words, you have to have confidence in what you tell 
yourself every day, rather than someone else’s negative conversations.' 

'So, I have learned even though it is difficult, and I do not fit into most groups, that 
being around others at all times is a good thing, for example, if I am leaving a class or need to be 
at a place at a certain time. I try to be with as many groupings of other people as possible so that 
I feel safe and comfortable.' 

'There is power in numbers, so I tried to join in with as many groupings as possible. 
Nevertheless- remember to only join groupings that are tmstworthy so they cannot gang up on 
you.' 


'Do not always be so tmsting of people. Do not feel bad by asking for help, or telling 
on a situation that happened, in your hellhole situation, for there is no shame in asking questions 
or looking for help from a higher authority.' 

'However, like most times in my situation, the higher authority does not give a shit 
about you or me. This is sad, but you have to find someone or something in which you have 
confidence in so, that you have a way to release your stresses and worries.' 

'All I have to do is think about the good that I have in my life like for example, I have 
a caretaker, which tmly loves me, even if she does not know how to express it in the right ways. 
I understand that she will always be there for me.' 

'I have a roof over my head, and I have shelter, even though it is not one of the nicest 
stmctures in ‘The Land of Many Steeples,' it is still a place where I can call home.' 



'Home to me is more than just a box of sticks. I have to remember that, I am getting an 
education and am living in a country, which is free.' 

'I know that there are chains that drag me away from my fellow peers, and after 
graduation, I can make my keys, free my destiny, and have the higher divine power authority be 
in control. The chains on me will be lengthened or let go completely.' 

'Yet, I have three more years... help me!' 

'Yes, I would have to say that I am very grateful and blessed for what I have in my 

life.' 


'On the other hand, I still feel that some things are missing; for example, I would l ik e 
to find love and compassion for someone who is my age.' 

'I would like to have the experiences that others my age has in their lives.' 

'Maybe I had it, and now she is in the ground, or maybe they're out there somewhere 
and I have not found them?' 

'Maybe someone will find me, do you think so?' 

'Also, I would not like to feel as if I am not being tied down by a higher power 
authority such as the tower, and the blackbird clan and their bloodcurdling sisters.' 

'I feel that Lily Anderson is now my Guardian Angel!' 

Lily- 'The feelings I have had were more intense than anyone could imagine.' 

‘Some of them just hurt, and some of them hurt so well. Yet the worst was only with 
her when I was alive.’ 

'I am happy to dye to be away from the pain of life. When I was alive as a young girl, I 
reason with myself drawing in a breath and letting it go slowly.' 

'I cannot remember whom I was, back then, besides looking back into the depths of 
my mind, I can see that she was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, and I was the prey.' 



'Will you do pay for your sins, yet I never did any wrong in my life. Yet she is 
enduring, and she played with my brain when I was there and everything else, and the visions or 
so real even now, but are they illusions or something more?' 

'The sisters tied up my thoughts, yet I only wanted to be withNevaeh, but is it all a 
waste? It is enough to drive you out of your mind; my mind was not blameless the day I dyed.' 

'You know that I cannot say that I have any regrets, for not being on earth. Also, I 
cannot say I have any regrets about loving her.' 

'The only regret I have is not spending my whole life with her. Nevertheless, at that 
time, I could only do so much. I was the pray, but I see it as more like being scarred for life.' 
'Though back then I was praying to get away from her in any way possible. If I could only talk to 
myself back, then... you know it comes around in time.' 

'She was the one that was going to take me to places, and give me expressions that 
could not be expressed or had with any other girl. To this day, I am not sure what to make of my 
own story, because it is never going to be easy for me to explain.' 

'What was in the past is in the past, and I do not care anymore of what is in my future. 
What I have lived for was a dream that was never going to be, a dream that burnt me out, and I 
will arise from the ashes someday. You know that some of these times sadden me even more 
now.' 


'Knowing that all the coldness, that I am feeling was me dying inside, I can close my 
spiritual eyes and all I have are photographic snapshots in my mind that show my short life 
hissing by, it was ripped away from my grasping hands.' 'Just like that last hug Nevaeh gave to 
me when she has pulled away in tears when she saw me lying nude on the ground in my blood, I 
was dying in her arms, and I did.' 

'The last words I said weakly muttering. ‘Nevaeh don’t forget about me.' 

'Never,' she said. 

'While holding me with my limp body on her lap as she sat on the ground next to my 
glass, blood, her uniform and all. She was the only one that cared about a reject like me.' 



Chapter: 4 


Part: 1 

First Visions of Emotions 

'The PEOPLE, SCHOOL, EVERYONE, and EVERYTHING is so FAKE AND 

GAY.' 


T shrieked, at the top of my voice fingers outspread and frozen in fear, unlike ever 
before in my young life; being the gentle, sweet, and shy girl that I am.’ 

'Besides always too timid to have a voice, to stand up for me, and forced not too, by 

masters.' 


Amidst my thoughts racing ridiculously, 'I feel that it is all just another way for the 
'SOCIETY' to make me feel inferior, they think, they are so 'SUPERIOR' to me, and who I am to 
them.' 


'Nonetheless, every day of my life, I have felt like I have been drowning in a pool, 
with weights attached to my ankles.' 

'Like, of course, there is no way forme to escape the chains, that are holding me 

down.' 


'The one and only person, that holds the key to my freedom: WILL NEVER LET ME 
GO, it's like there within me, and have been deep inside me!' 

'I now live in this small dull town for too damn long. It is an UNSYMPATHETIC, 
obscure, lonely, totally depressed and depressing place, for any teenage girl to be, most defiantly 
if you're a girl like me.' 

'All these streets surrounding me are covered with filth and bom in the hills of middle 
western Pennsylvania mentalities of slow-talking and deep heritages, and beliefs, that don't 
operate me as a soul lost and lingering within the streets and halls.' 



'My old town was ultimately left behind when the municipality neighboring made the 
alterations to the main roads; just to save five minutes of commuting, through this countryside 
village. Now my town sits on one side of that highway.' 

'Just like a dead carcass to the rest of the world, which rushes by. What is sullen about 
this is that it is a historic town, with some immeasurable old monuments, and landmarks.' 

'However, the others I see downright neglect what is here, just like me, it seems. Other 
than me, no one cares. Yet I care about all the little things.' 

'I am so attached to all these trivial things as if they are a part of me. It disheartens me 
to see anything go away from me.' 

'It’s a community where the litter blows and bisects the road, like the tumble-wheats 
of the yore.' 

'Furthermore, if you do not look where you are going, you will absolutely, fall in our 
trip, in one of the many potholes or heaved up bumps in the pavement, or have an evacuated 
stmcture masonry descending on your head.' 

'Merely one foolproof way of simplifying the appearance of this ghost town.' 

'There are still some reminders of the glory days when you glance around.' 

'Like the town clock, that is evaporated black that has chipped enamel; it seems that it 
is always missing a few light bulbs.' 

'The timepiece only has time pointing hands on the one side, and it nevermore shows 
the right time of day.' 

'The same can be assumed for the neon signs on the mom and pop shops, which flicker 
at night as if they're in agonizing PAIN.' 

'Why? To me is a question that is asked frequently.' 

'It is all over negligence!' 

I get the sense and feeling most of the time, as they must prepare when looking around 
here at night.' 



'The street lamps do not all work, as they should the glass in them are cracked.' 


'The parking meters are always jammed, or just completely broken off their posts 
altogether.' 

'The same can be said, for the town sign that titles this area. It is not even here 
anymore as it should be now moved to the town square or shortage of a park.' 

'The town is nameless, yet not it lost their valid names, but the post is all that is left 
behind. Yet, I call this town- 'McAnulty' or ‘The Land of Many Steeples,' as I like to call it.’ 

'Simply look around from a high place, you’ll see why.' 

'The red brick roads have been covered over yet not all, along with the tram tracks 
underneath.' 

'Now covered over with lumpy tar patches. I think it stripped away the beauty of the 
postcard former boom town.' 

'Don’t you think so?' 

'I mean just look at the plywood that is covering over the windows of: ‘The Bayard 
Hotel.’ It seems like every other building is falling around me and made into a parking lot.' 

'No one cares, that it is happening. Yes, falling apart just like me!' 

'Yeah, I have no postcard envy- about this place!’ 

'Sometimes, I walk along the railroad tracks. Which goes throughout this land, which 
truly has been forgotten about. Back to my home 'The Dwelling of Lost and Lonely Dreams,' as I 
call yet others would call this the estate, of my caretaker.' 

'This is one of the places that consume my every moment of every day when I not 
sitting in the hellhole- alias I give to going to high school.' 

'Yes, that is what I call the establishment, the hellhole! Here in this rural town, I 
sometimes do not think there is intelligent life, most are red-nick, gypsy trach, brainwashed 
farm-like simpleton's, that forget they fall off a boat too to be here, locked in redwing- catholic 
purgatories nevertheless still thinking their good Christians and people, blasting their guns into 



Outerspace, and showing flags of demanding hate and selecting foes, when you are the bad one, 
for think you can't be anything more than the same shade of gray, into Outerspace when you are 
the bad one.' 

'Why do I think this? I lived it!' 

'Will because the only thoughts that go on in their minds are who is going out with 
whom, or media, evidence more signs. 

'And the simple questions of- With. Who? What. When. And Where. Including with 
whom, of what is 'sucking' or 'freaking." 

'In my age group, it seems all they want to know, is if they are dating, faking, or taken. 
Like, sucking face, sucking off, sucking on, sucking it, sucking at it, freaked up, freaked off, 
freaking up or even up freaked.' 

'As well as if, they are gay, straight or whom they're making a baby- without making 
the baby, with some boy, they never know, for some this is okay and others not.' 

'I like to say, that this sweet old town has become more like a wild habitation over 
time of animals.' 

'Where the guy's faces look as if smashed by a frying pan and have not made caveman 
standards, a place- where the libido is the only part of the brain that is not dead. ‘Where the 
dresses, toilettes go up, the pants, panties go down, and everything goes in the HOLE.’ 

'You know what I mean right? You can't have a girlfriend or your gay, were you can't 
talk to a boy or you're laying him, or taking him away, or have a friend or a buddy over 
paranoia.' 

'Where seeing someone your age is harassment, and you'll never- ever know them, or 
its stocking, and touching a hand is now statutory rape.' 

'It is an inhabitant or natural selection; everyone knows your name or your slur 
replacing it.' 

'However, they all do not even care you exist in life at all. 'Turley, I have my coffin 


color chosen now. 



'It's occupant’s main concerns in their existence of life are the status updates, they are 
getting from everyone they think they know, on their cell phones, laptops, and other networking 
connections.' 

‘All these kids have to contend one way or another. It is like the most important part 
of their day- surely it is. As forme, I thought I could, care less about what other people SAY, 
DO, and THINK.' 

'That I am my person... that does her own thing to go agents the normal, yet I was 
never-ever normal.' 

‘I will not let any devices roll my life.’ 

'That this is the problem with my generation. Like they have their heads up their ASS 
as if it is a top hat, and they cannot see what is going on around them.' 

('I wanted so hard to be just like them.') 

'Nevertheless, they are not seeing what they need to see.' 

‘Stop being so naive about what is going on all around you!’ 

('I understand this now, I didn’t them.') 

'Here are some things, I see on weekdays in my week. These days consist of me 
having to ride on these disgusting yellow school buses, with their STICKY FLOORS and 
RIPPED UP SEATS while having everyone; staring at me with simple smiles on his or her faces, 
the bus is transporting all of us to the hellhole of a school.' 

'Oh my, I have to endure this every day, other than Saturday and Sunday.' 

‘This is my existence in life?’ 

'It is all repetition constantly.' 

'It is, Saturday, I am in my room like most of the day I am working around the house 
helping out, what I can.' 



'Then it ends... 


'Sunday, it is going church- not loving the idea, yet I demanded to go, homework; 
shower earlier than on other days, and off to bed early at 8 P.M.’ 

'Like the day before it ends.' 

'About that time every night, that is when I put on my favorite pink nighty, which I 
remove when I am under my cozy bed covers and comforter.' 

'Always making sure, I am with my teddy bear and naturally, I am safe from all of 
them at least until morning comes.' 

(Daybreak Monday morning) 

'The lights flash on the bus, and I swear the faces are pressed agents the windows 
looking at me as if I am gifted and soon to be bleeding offering to the bullies.' 

'Then when on the school bus, I sit and watch these poor innocent kids like me, as they 
are harassed myself included in it all, yes picked on constantly; as if they are reigning towers 
over us like the four sisters that live up the way from me, we are their victims on the bus and at 
school.' 


'They smash our faces into the cmd covered floor until the words no longer hurt.' 

'With the higher authority bus drivers and teachers of tmsted doing nothing to STOP 
what is going on with us, most of the time they're just as corrupt. Yet it is mostly me that is in the 
line of their rage.' 

'They the higher authority, in this case, the bus driver, she chooses to look away! Then 
after the fact, at school, they ask these feeble-minded questions.' 

‘Wbat did you do?’ 

-And- 

'Why are you there then?' 


-And- 



'Leave them strictly alone.' 


'No explanations on my part stand, they already know-1 was the bad girl.' This is said, 
with a hand in my little face; like do not speak. 

'Why should it matter... what we did or did not do when we did nothing wrong?' 

'No one is guiltless.' 

'If there is BLOOD, and my tears, and the teddy bear that makes me feel safe, and 
pencells and books falling onto the floor it really should not matter either way.' 

'Am I right-1 think so? Then again, I have the developments of a girl that is on seven 
years of age, so they say.' 

'You know I believe, most of the time, I along with some others we do not do anything 
to provoke the persistent bullying; in which we all tolerate.' 

'It is just so upsetting to me; knowing that I cannot do anything to stop what is going 
on, and all I can do is squeeze my teddy bear in a strong hugging embrace.' 

'Why? Because- If I would help them or even try to help myself... then, like I would 
have to endure more things that they do even more then I do already.' 

'I have enough shit to deal with; I do not need it anymore. I just keep silent. 
Furthermore- ‘What can I do?’ You know, I have come to the realization there is nothing I can 
do.' 


'Exceptionally if you are a girl or miss just like me.' 

'I do not have the ranking or the power to do what most would be able to do.' 

'Do you comprehend what I am telling you or no? I have come to believe that if you 
comfort others you get nothing but grief, depression, sadness, anxiety, and pain.' 

'Sorrowfully, I have discovered this one thing the hard way!' 


'Like most lessons in my life, not always by choice either.' 



'Don't me not forget to mention, if you help or try to care about someone that is bullied 
that is way down on the crap list, you help then you are going down with him or her like the 
'Titanic' you know the ship hitting an iceberg thing, and you know that you do not have a lifeboat 
or a way out, once you start going down with it.' 

'I am observantly at the lowest point, you see. I am so low, down on the list, that in the 
ranking levels of notoriety, I will never receive back up. It is all part of life's vicious circle of 
suffering, agony, misery, and torment.' 

‘That makes them feel more attractive, stylish, fashionable, and popular, and satisfied 
in their life, I presume. I do try to find within everyone peace all the things that make them all of 
those things.' 

'I try, to love them for who they are, and not what they are.' 

'I do, I care about every person.' 

'I do try, but what has it gotten me... other than a broken heart.' 

(At school just like every day or any day) 

'At school, all these days, I have to sit in this hellhole! Where the only Independence, 
freedom, emancipation, and privilege I have would be- the color, shade, and intensity, pattern, of 
my socks and the color, tone, and brightness of my fingernails.' 

'I feel, and I am just like a uniformed little robot, overreacting at times, or like 
someone that has Dementia lost in bewilderment.' 

'I have to sit here and do as they tell me to do. I cannot bloody stand this! ’ 

'I want to uproot my long HAIR OUT, more than I do over tensions, strains, and 
stmggles, with my fingers, while I am twirling it with my left hand; and tapping my fingers with 
the other as I fidget.' 

'At the same time, out of anxiety biting on my fingernails on the right hand at times 
when not tapping the seconds away. All at the same time I am, being isolated in a ‘STORAGE 
CLOSET’ that they call a classroom for most of the day.' 



'I ask why?' 


'Why do I need to listen to all this mindlessness, and nonsense, mhhish, garbage, 
stupidity, and foolishness that WILL NOT have any purpose in my life at all!' 

'Aw-gr! my hand's clinch.' 

‘My God, why?’ 

'This what I said, under my breath, it is a master's stroke proficiency of wonder to you 
that I am not retarded, backward, slow, special needs, yet you think that is so don't you.' 

'Those that have said, being a high school freshman, is supposed to be the most 
fabulous, likewise most prominent years of your life, like, you know what they are wrong and 
unwise!' 


'Being a fourteen-year-old girl, you have your ranking, your status, as a place in 
society, community, and culture.' 

'For instance, you have your 'Preps, Jocks, and Nerds, Homy Bandies,' as you do in 
any school in the 'United States of America' what is so intriguing about me is that I do not seem 
to fit into any of these categories, or my I do and it did not seize me to mind?' 

'I hypothesize that I am not snobby and stuck up enough to be in the preppy girl's 
group ever, or that stupid; yet not judging.' 

'Um like, I am you know that shaking my ass along with pom-poms is just not my 

thing.’ 

'Neither do they want me to be around them doing all that, as I would? Not to say that 
I have not tried out to no avail.' 

'Then there are these boys like alpha male chauvinistic pigs in a habitation of their 
own, lolling their loins, to all the damsels that will gaze, slang would call them 'Jocks' they are 
just a grouping of boys that have no life, other than sweaty stinky sports; and playing with balls 
others and their own.' 



'All they do is try to get with many different girls every night, and play patty cake in 
the day, like most in school do, instead of studying. ‘You know what I mean, and I think you do.’ 
‘That is GROSS... yes?’ 

(Your reply here, I'll wait.) 

I well sit here incapacitated, damaged, and undermined in a catatonic state, as I am 
said to do by kids and teachers alike in class and at the school.' 

'Nonetheless, I respect myself more than that, but it is getting harder to regardless. If 
that is what it takes to be popular, I do not want it.' 

'These types of guys just are not worthy of me I suppose, yet I can help but wonder 
what it would be like to be under one, as all these girls have, and brag to me about experiencing, 
mocking and rubbing it into my face.' 

'The other girls can have them all they want, and you know they do, and I don't.' 

'I miss out on it all!' 

'Then lastly, 'Nerds and Homy Bandies;' a tragic and pathetic group of creatures that 
are so misunderstood. Yet still, higher up than me.' 

'Really through no fault of their own there just homdog creeps. Most of the time, it is 
just the way they all are- like being gay, and not what they choose to be. Just like most of us out 
there, I get it.' 

'You know I am not even on that list either, maybe it is over asexuality I have.' 

'As forme- and my category, I would have to say that I am in the ‘Rejected 
classification- or as I like to say equals (=) part of the (LGBT) lesbian, gay, bisexual, and 
transgender (often used to encompass any sexual orientations or gender identities that do not 
correspond to heterosexual norms.) I am and misunderstood,’ ‘Reject, know to me as and 
(=)’ ...and over is what they call ‘SPED.’ (Special Education) without needed to be it is all over 
not having a voice as being a child, and as a child I am overmled.' 


1. 'One who attends special education classes.' 



2. 'The special education program.' 


3. 'An insult used when someone does something stupid.' 

4. 'She is a sped.' 

5. 'Nevaeh you are such a sped.' 

6. 'No one will date you or give you a job you're sped, and braindead.' 

(You got it, don't mn away, I have more to say.) 

'Still, I do not want anybody's pity, yet I am not going to get it anyways.' 

'ljust want RESPECT!' 

'That is just something I cannot have been in this unwanted grouping. Being in this 
rejected category is not always pleasant as you can see. I have learned to adapt and overcome 
life's many difficulties up to now at least.' 

'I have learned that some people can do harmful and heinous things to others, yet they 
prosper. Then someone like me has to SUFFER through it all.' 

'It eats at you over time, ‘people are fake anger and frustration will eat at you like 
cancer. Until it kills you, or they do within you!' 

'When I look back at everything in my past, the whole image comes into focus.' 

'Yet this is the way I want to see this, over I believe.' 

‘I believe that revenge is not the answer, everyone gets a turn to face justice. It is just a 
matter of time.' 

'They, kids, educators, and physicians, will get there’s Those who speak tales will pay 
profoundly for their slanderous phrasing, I well make sure of that.’ 

'All the individuals who talk crap behind your back and put on a front for others, they 
think they are deceiving you, yet I know who they are.' 


'Then again, you know what they have been saying. 



They may be fooling everyone, yet they're not fooling me.' 


'I have been living under their false mmors all my life, it has been questionable just 
why I have.' 

'Simply never this serious; in the past, I have triumphantly prospered, in have pieces of 
information held in my little brain on my part helping myself for the most part, in understanding 
the hex on my life.' 

'I have not done anything to any person; I just really want to help people and to get to 
know them, that’s all.' Yet I do not think that is happing any time soon.' 

'Although I can’t have friends, others won’t let me.' 

'1 know who they are that stop me from having a life, as well as 1, know all the lies that 
they have been saying about me.' 

'Although I know something that everyone else doesn’t know in this town. Individuals 
like them are pathetic for destroying innocent lives like mine.' 

'Those people need to get lives of their own! Why so that girls like me can have ours.' 

'The entireties that are saying this slander needs to stop and think about their actions 
before they write or communicate lies.' 

‘Just remember you think it is thrilling now, but you will have consequences to face 
before it is all said and done.’ 

'That everything you do may come back and haunt you forever!' 

(The very next day) 

'I do not think that even matters to you, my that name is... it has been replaced and it 
is not significant anymore. Nor does my name matter to anyone out there for miles around. At 
least that is the way it seems to me, standing here now as I see the bus come to take me there.' 

'Some of the others like the kids I go to school within this land, they have other titles 

for me.' 



'However, you can identify me by the name of 'Nevaeh.' That is if you want too.' 


'My life was not always like this! Still as of now, I stand trembling on top of this cruel 
land, which I call my hereditary land or my home-town.' 

'I am enduring on alone bare and yes, I am completely naked to the world outside. So, 
unprotected by the atmosphere above and around me, so unlike- the day, I was bom into this 
hellish world.' 

'Some still call me by my name, and that is 'Nevaeh May Natalie." 

'Names or not said to me, T feel alone!’ I whispered to myself.' 

'It is like I am living a dream. I didn’t think my nightmare of orgasmic, tragic, and 
drizzling emotions pouring in my mind would last this long.' 

(‘Class, faces, names, done.’) 

'It like a thunderstorm pounding in my brain, as it is today outside. I have come borne 
from yet another day of hell that would be called- school to you.' 

'I don’t even go into the house until I have this restricting schoolgirl uniform tom off 
my body. I feel like my skin is crawling with bugs when it is on my figure from being there.' 

(Outside in the fields, next to the tracks) 

'It’s the middle- September and I am standing in the rain. It is, so cold, so lonely, and 
so loveless! Additionally, this is not usual for me, I am always bare around my house, I have my 
reason you’ll see.' 

'Thunderbolt clattered, more resonant than anything every heard previously.' 

'The rain is falling on me like knives ever since the moment I got off the yellow bus.' 

'All rain is matting my long brown hair on me as it lies on down my backside longer 
than most girls. Yet I okay with that at last, I am free.' 

(I have freedom) 


'To a point! I still feel so trapped by all of them.' 



'Ten or twenty minutes have now passed; I am still in the same very spot. Just letting 
water follow down me. I'm drenched!' 

'I can feel the wetness as it lingers in my hair for a while, so unforgivably soaking my 
body even more as if sinking within me washing me clean.' 

'Counting my sanctions, I feel satisfied in a way when I do feel it dropping offends my 
hair as if 'God' is still in control of my life, even if I was sent to and damned to hell.' 

'Like it is wiping away everything that happened to me today, away from the day of 
the past too.' 

'The wetness is still mnning down the small of my back thirty minutes must have 
passed, and it is like my mind is off.' 

'Currently, it follows the center point on my back. Then down in-between my petite 
butt cheeks. Water and bloodstream off my butt to the ground near the heels of my feet. I can 
feel as if that part of me is washed clean from the day that I had to go through.' 

'Some of this shower is cascading off my little face, and it slowly collects on my little 
boobs, where it beads up and separates into two different watercourses down to my belly button.' 

'I eyeball this, as it goes all the way down the front of me. It trickles on down me, to 
where it turns the color of light pink off my ‘Girly Parts.' As they would never be the same.’ 

'Almost like a waterfall gushing in-between my legs at this moment at this time. 
Kissing, loving, and creasing me like, as my mud-covered toes, as I sink them in the dirt. My 
legs are so weakly holding me upright, after stand so long.' 

'Ultimately, the pounding rains get more powerful. Making me fall to the ground with 
a soft thud, now covered by the clay. Where I will remain until I feel that I can get up and over 
what has transpired from the day of hell I had and what has happened to me. That’s if I can, like 
if I can accept this all, as I look down at me. I feel the dropping rain is weeping forme, hke 
'God's' tears, even after this I still believe in.' 



'The pain triples within me also like the thoughts all at the same time, I start rolling 
around, like a pig in mud. I have the sensation like I have been ripped in two parts in my 
centered hips and vagina.' 

'However, it is like it is all pounding down on me at once. I look, up to the sky, lying 
on my backside. It jostles me, the thought of what it is that I want to do... with myself to escape.' 

'Even with all this rain. I feel that my vagina will surely never feel the same, or like 
it’s clean again. It’s all because of them!' 

'No! The rainwater can only wash away somewhat of what they have done to me. 
Never all of it... never- ever! It cannot wash away all my fears that I have. They have sucked my 
bean above the hole! Tugged on the hood, until I thought they would bite it off me completely. 
That is why I’m bleeding! Nevertheless, the school they would not do anything about this, over 1 
was the one that started it all; as the instigator.' 

'They rubbed and touched me in all the places, yet this one the most. They ripped my 
black hole wide open, with their hateful fingernails and slashing teeth.' 

'I cannot run away from them. They always find me! Always, I have nowhere to mn or 

to hide!' 


'I cannot stop them from fingering, stabbing, and sucking on me! My nipples are raw! 
They beat me up for enjoyment. Pledging with 'God' saying this has to stop. Yet it goes on every 
school day.' 

'I must get away from them. I need to get away! (T just need to okay!’) It is like these 
visions of what my life existence about comes and goes away from me.' I see my life before I 
live it out in its entirety.' 

‘Sometimes, it’s like I am black, I am not biased, bigoted, discriminatory, prejudiced, 
antiblack, and racialist, let’s get that clear; yet this is the category, I was placed in, as a girl 
owned by man, that think I should never do anything more than be something like a worker in a 
field, as a slave to pay back my debts to be who I am to them in their hate.’ 



'The air that is around me now, is making my slit labia skin hurt with bum and sting. 
Burning hotter than a flame, before snuffed out! I know how a candle feels, stmggling not to be 
blown out by the mshing air.' 

‘It’s they have a new addiction and that is the hole in my body that makes me a lady. ’ 

'Just if you are wondering, I put my teddy in my backpack right after getting off the 
bus, after getting hazed by having him. after all, he is veiy significant tome.’ 

‘I walk over to my bookbag, and see him down in their look at me, and find my one 
pink notebook. I open it to that one page I penned, the one that I have dogeared. ‘There it is!’ I 
say as I rip it out, it recollects the day.' 

'The paper is jagged and wet, but I have an adieu note in my hand. I made it earlier in 
school, at lunch, when I was sitting alone; on this wrinkled up pink notebook paper. The black 
ink is mnning like a watercolor all over all my trembling, quivering, shivering, and childl ik e 
penmanship handwriting. All it has on it are all words that need to be said, about my existing in 
life, not living! Decidedly not.' 

'They're all there the notes the things, places, events, and even smalls, maybe spelled 
incorrectly, but there regardless, all have gone in this book of life I call- Sh-h as if making the 
most long-spun book in the world, with all my pages, are thick; all pasted, shoved and slammed 
together, furthermore mismatched, yet all has been said, in my enchanting written long run-on's 
of memories, the way I fancy to remember.' 

'I believe that like I am existing not living! I have that down, as the first line of this 
page; next to all the doodles.' 

'It is as if I have all these flashbacks, to the point it haunts me. Even at the strangest 
times, my mind drifts off, to dreamlike places.' 

"It is all because of them!' I thought to myself, as I see the note, and read it back to 
myself under my breath.' 

'I have every right to be annoyed, feel disturbed, and scared moreover troubled. Why 
not record everything in a story, and hope not to sound too crazy, yet a little is okay.' 



'Look at me! Now and close your eyes tightly. My mind is like- 'Yes, no, maybe...' 
and what do you believe, and think? Yes, I have contradicted myself I care too much what you 
think of me as if damaged, by words, and wicked hands.' 

'Now can you see me?' I believe, like, I can still see all of them, in the past and now, 
and maybe even you are judging me now.' 

'I was never more like some of you: popular, accessible, attractive, and stylish and 
loved. Oppositely maybe you’re like me, which fits into everything that category is- or 
oppositely is not.' 

(I scream) 

'Do you see my teardrops, that splash out of my blue eyes? Do you see everything I 
do? Do you see my brown hair that covers them and hides my true emotions in class? Do you 
even care? Do you feel, what I felt right now? Can you feel my hurting insides? Nope did thi nk 
so, no one can feel that unless they exist it!' 

'Have you ever had to feel just like I do? Can you see my makeup mixing with my 
teardrops, as it all falls to the ground like my emotions, passions, and caring? If not you're just as 
heartless as them!' 

'No one is bom condemning another soul because of the sensuality of or skin or their 
background or their faith, it just seems that everything in my life is like trickling down my body, 
and away from me in every way imaginable.' 

'As a result, the only thing I can do is get up and raise my hands to the heavens in the 
rain. While shouting the question- ‘Why did you let this happen to me?’ 

'I hear that small voice in my head again it’s a small whisper saying: ‘End it! End it! 

As I was looking into the glow of the light of the envisioned angel of death.” 

'I have nothing but my split thoughts mshing in my head. Like a screaming bolt of 
lightning cracking in the sky above me.' 

"Hum, should I just end it all?' I mean I’m only fourteen years old. Though there is not 
one person around here forme. Not one which is going to miss me at all.' 



'I proceeded to that gloomy conclusion a long time ago. I would not be remembered. 
Would anyone remember me? Would anyone care? I should end it all right now?' 

'I reminisce about me clutching my uniform, and how 1 would achieve my departure. 
The same awful uniform that I tugged, unsnapped, and ripped off myself, an hour ago, 1 see it 
over there like it’s staring me down with a glint of evil.' 

'Calling out as it’s lying in the mud. I crawl over on my hands and knees, grabbing my 
minor skirt away from the button-down top, pulling the tie out of the collar. To do what must be 
fulfilled obeyed.' 

'Holding the tie in my small hands. 1 pause and glance at my fingernails, which are 
painted lime green with pink straps, knowing this would be the last time I well.' 

"Curse them all!' I say, will make the undone dark blue tie into a noose, looping, 
twisting, and coiling it through itself making it snugger around my neck.' 

'Notwithstanding that pain is nothing like what they put me through, just like chivalry 
is dead, just like everything I do is mainly felonies attached, by trying to live.' 

'Notwithstanding that pain is nothing like what they put me through, just like chivalry 
is dead, just like everything I do is mainly felonies attached, by trying to live.' 

'Nevertheless, if 1 was truly blessed by the holy water, from 'God,' then I am taking all 
the excrements that are in 'God' flush, with this rain shower as of this moment; as if it is only 
dumping on me.' 

'At most inconsiderable with aforementioned, it’s accomplished and finished speedy.' 

'Forgetting, 1 also remember regarding that last fall, that I would relish as my legacy, 
never thinking it would be my writing that would stand the test of time.' 

'I have the belt and the tie around my collar attached to the angle oak tree, next to the 
swing the rope from the childhood swing.' 

‘Now with my eye one twitching, 1 hang above the girl by three feet. Death has found 

me.’ 



‘'Oh yes!’ Ha, it would be my peace, tranquility at last, yet still, I did not know where 
I was going.' 

'Certainly, I don’t desire to hang myself, but at the same time, I did, the angel was 
right, after all, she knew me, and I loved her more than life, yes a girl.' 

'The voice’s in my head is going away and the light is more vibrant.' 

'I did not have a choice at duration, as if someone was thinking for me? Oh assuredly, 

I dangle!’ 

‘The drawing of the monarch butterfly, the pointed star, the hand over my face, and 
my one blue eye in the triangle, now litter the ground in my notes and drawings.' 

'Yes, the ultra-freedom of tree branches above me, the hinging of the foliage, the sun 
cascading until night, to the shooting stars to the following daybreak.' 

'This ancient tree is next to the mndown house, next to the tracks! The home of 
loneliness and it feels as empty inside as I did, yet it is not empty at all.' 

Exceptional, I look here the next day, when I am found, some asked 'why?' And with 
'she's too young.' 

‘Yet, it was good riddance in mocking me with a stigma, 'to have one less retard with 
disabilities on tbe streets, that we someday have to pay for with tax money that would molest our 
children, or creep on them, like a Stocker, over not knowing better.'’ 

'Nothing lost,' said the town, looking at me, along with 'just an unwanted expense, and 
waste of life and time; she was doing nothing but taking away from some child that wants to 
learn in their education.' 

'All she wanted to be more attention, the sick freak.' 

'I wanted to show them what hate looks like! And this is it, I did this mainly so that 
everyone from my school of hell, and ass hole of a town can see me up here in the tree naked and 
hanging, after all, I the idea from them.' 

‘'Dope out and kill yourself.' There tme words, not mine.’ 



'That way everyone, even here would be able to see me, with their own eyes.' 


"One grave would not change a society's mentality of mind; I would be another left- 
behind.’ Furthermore, like an art piece, so, they can see the wounds that they did to me; if they 
did not care maybe the outside world would out of this three-mile radius, from where I am at.' 

'Realizing all the gashes, which they gave me over time, and the ones, I give myself 
because of them. They all can look at me like this just art, and see it all, just like this, I see it 
every day when I look at my reflection anyways. They all can think- about what they have done 
tome.' 


'However, I do not think they would care, and they didn't. Yet the world that would be 
another story, if they did see me hanging there bare, lifeless, and limp; this story would not have 
been said as a teen voice of hope.' 

'I thought at that point, that I dyed at fourteen as a virgin, said, I know, yet that may 
not be true. When I was sure, by the girls bragging to me always, they were solely were all made 
woman around and near the time they all turned the age of twelve.' 

'As a girl, you are letting out part of your body to a boy, and most young men don't get 
this, and trusting them of letting you start the gift of life.' 

'Remember you do not need to get knocked up at any age, you girls have 
contraceptives, as they did.’ 

‘You have to lie there spread, to make a baby; even I know that. Yet that is why we 
have a marriage, before getting it on, a commitment of you being your daddy possession still 
virgin with his name until you now have given to a man for 25 dollars to only now be taking 
your new loves last name and his hard loving, as he claims you as his possession, yet he should 
keep you for all that understanding.' 

'They have no emotions forme in their pea-brained minds, to feel anything. I ask- can 
you grasp me like a hug; can you feel me, as I feel now? Can you get the impression of me 
hanging there, all by myself, have you been there? I am so lonesome and afraid!' 


'I wanted to be like them, to be plagued pretty and guilty in the ah of such surrender.' 



'Y ou know, I do feel as if I would be better off being dead! Don’t you think so too? I 
know you do. How did I let things get so out of hand? Or did I? Is this all meant to be? Really... 

I don't know?' 

'I just do not know what to believe anymore. I swung through the air and plunged as I 
jumped off the branch. I arranged it right!' 

'Simply, like I planned this, as it was said. One way or another, I never come to my 
senses. I never got loose from the noose, on my tree next to my child-like swing. I know that I 
was dead and everything, yet something happened to like the day rewound, to that moment, of 
the big fell, of me falling. Yet this time, I slipped out of the tie, and fall hard to the ground below, 
as if I was, I was still yet not alive the day of the attempted suicide.' 

'That is when, I walked into the home as if I would have like any other day, with my 
head down, going to take a bath and get ready for supper, with guardian Hope. Plus went up to 
the steps up to my room dripping wet my braindead mind puzzled.' 

'My sweet brown shaggy teddy bear was the only thing, I grabbed covering my body 
from dinner, then I went into my room. My pink nighty top on my bed from the night before. 
Tmly, I did not care about my nakedness anymore; after all, I am wild, continuous, unbroken, 
and untamed.' 

'Moderate retardation books,' said Hope when she picked them up under her breath, 
showing them back into the unzipped backpack. 

'I feel so weird, like never before; I sat stark naked in my bed soaking wet, rocking 
hoping for nightfall to come, to see if the next day I would have to go to school.' 

'How? I don't know. Just like fast-forwarding it will only dawn another day. That’s 
going to repeat all the hell ones more, I just sure of that.' 

'Previously this is my question, I asked myself, as I am laying in my bed holding onto 
my teddy bear far too tightly. Ts it me who is the problem, or tbe ones that are all around me?’' 

I answer myself- T know that there is not one person on this planet, who truly cares if 
I am even here or not.’ Oh, ‘God’ - ‘Why does my life have to be like this?’ 



‘I do not think, I can take any more of living in this town or the school!’ 


Chapter: 5 

Natural Life 

'Call me 'Ms. Natalie." 

'I was bom into this insignificant little town on a warm summer’s day in 1995, so the 
story would go of what I know.' 

'Nevertheless, I thought, what more picture-perfect way forme to start my story of 
about me, then with the beginnings of my life, really I am no one special just made to be for all 
the wrong reasons. Don’t understand you will.' 

'I kind of remember being ripped out into the realities of the world, with my 
fingernails tearing gashes into my mother’s birthing walls like a wild cat's claws. Naturally, I 
guess, from the day of conception, my goal was to see the light; I was always mshing towards 
the enlightenment from day one.' 

'It is amusing, how when you are being pushed out of the womb. You go for the 
wisdom, and you see the world for the first time; the information is slowly tunneling in front of 
you. Yet all your life you wish that you were back in there, not knowing.' 

'Just to think that small opening is what starts all forms of creation in life, and what the 
sisters want from me. Most around here know that I am their target, and Ava wants me, Lily is 
the only thing that is the only good about life. No- to them, it is not about the life that comes 
from this; it is just getting a thrill.' 

'It is more like the thrill of just doing it and doing it. I am sure that is fun, and that too, 
but I want something more to come of it all. I want to love and feel the love!' 

'Meanwhile, when I was being bom, I do recall seeing all these faces, and it like I was 
there from other views of perspective for the first time, and that was when I made the bond with 
my father. The first time he held me in his arms. I could see it, yet was it all just more lies? 
Everything about my life was lies.' 


‘He cut my umbilical cord, and that was the promise that will never die.’ 



'I was his girl forever he said. What intrigues me is when you die you see the same 
light. If you are like me, then you are wishing that you would see that light for the last time.' 


'I was a premature baby a plan to be, yet that was not why I was where I was in 
school; there was nothing wrong with my brain. No trauma to my mind, body, and spirit.' 

'While she was carrying me inside of her, it would be a wonder, if they were not right, 
that something would be wrong. My mother smoked three packs of cigarettes a day and was on 
dmgs, more drugs then they think, I should be on, like a happy pill of Ritalin or off the street like 
my profile would suggest, as others in my classes are of childish aesthetics.’ 

‘While she was carrying me inside of her, she was not considering me. I can see how 
stereotypes could happen, my mother was third-class white trash, and my dad was second-class 
wealthy.' 


'I hope that I kick her in there, so hard that one of her boobs would have smacked her 
in the face. For being irresponsible that is why. I am a very loving girl; however, she would have 
deserved that! As far as my mother goes, she did nothing but give childbirth to me.' 

'Of course, I was the product of two people that were not married. They were not tmly 
in love. I guess I was an accident, which just happened one night in a random sex session in 
some random place. My mother always had a way of getting what she wanted.’ 

'My parents lived together, but they were never tmly happy together. The makeups 
after the fighting are what kept their union going for them.' 

'A relationship of lust only, not love, and they surely were not in love with one another. 
I would say that they were just friends with benefits. I was an unplanned event that just seemed 
to come-to-pass.' 

'Nonetheless, my parents were pleasantly surprised to find out that, I was a baby girl 
and their first child together when they went for an ultrasound.' 

'Mainly since they thought that they were being, so careful every time they did it, 
guess not! I still have my birth card with my little footprints on it.' 



'Sure, they were a young couple; my mother was fifteen the first time she got pregnant 
with my step-sister and somewhat older with the others.' 

'My dad was thirty years of age when he first hooked up with my mother.' 

'My mom’s name is Leah, she looks like me yet, I am fairer skin toned then she is; I 
am just country white or so they say that in a way that is backward to me. I guess it is just what is 
in my blood just part of my inheritance, which I got.' 

'The one good thing, I got is her eyes, they are the same as mine, and her hair long and 
the same shade of color as mine too. Yet I have my dad’s personality, thankfully, and his big 
loving smile, which seemed to sparkle down at me.' 

'She was the fifth teen at the time she had me. They even had to stop her labor. Since I 
wanted to pop out too soon, yet I did anyway. Mom is a smaller woman, so I would say I was 
cumbersome for her at her last stages, yeah-1 guess that is why I am smaller to maybe. I would 
have to say that, I brought them together, mom and dad; if only for a little while at least.' 

'On the day of my birth, my mother looked into my eyes and said, 'she is just like a 
piece of heaven.' Therefore, at that moment, that is how I became ‘Nevaeh’ heaven spelled 
backward. My dad said yes-a a heavenly baby let’s, spell it in reverse, and that can be her first 
name.' 


'My mom said- weakly while trying to draw in a breath, through her nose; after being 
worn-out from pushing. While I was placed on her chest, I was clamped down on her, drinking 
the ever so needed milk from her nipple, I needed to get the much-needed nourishment from her 
breast milk because I was so frail! At the same time, she said- yes- yes, she whispered.' 

'That is completely fine with me, I like that name for her. Look at her go- ‘Isn’t she 
cute,’ said- my dad, ‘Yes’ said my mom, and 'cute is the word for her.’ 

'So, having a unique name, everybody seems to know you. Besides, know where you 
are from, and they think, that they know what you are all about; from who your parents are and 
where they live.' 

'‘Names are just one of those things that, I have learned to deal with throughout my 
life.’ I am not saying, that I do not enjoy my name-1 do.' 



'However, my name is kind of a motto for my whole life. It seems that everything I 
have done has been a struggle and has been all ass-backward. I have always taken one step 
forward and taken ten steps backward.’ 

'Consequently, that has been my existence at the starting of my life too, and that set 
the tone for most of my life up to this point, as you could have assumed.' 

'My mother was an unemployed person around that time, who cared more about her 
social life, than anything else in her life at that time. It was not long after me coming home 
ever 5 dhing fell apart.' 

'Yes, that included me too. Although, at this time, she had everybody fold thinking 
that she was the ‘IDEAL’ young mother. She had children from her previous engagements to 
men whom she did not truly love.' 

'They all just used her, and they knew that she had to put up with their shit because she 
had no means of establishment in her life. I predict she was addicted to their ways of life.' 

'My mom only had an eighth-grade education, seven more than what 1 have now as a 
freshman; ‘I guess you do not need to have a diploma just to know how to reproduce.’ 

'You just have to lay there; it does not take much effort at all. That kind of work in my 
mother's eyes was the ideal job that fit her criteria. She knew how to do it well. Besides, some 
kids do not let me forget about it either. I cannot choose my mother- what can I say?' 

'My father’s name is Ray Jay; he decided to take my mom in off the crud-covered 
streets in 1994. He treated her like a little princess. I mean anything this girl wanted he would get 
it for her if he could.' 

'That was one fatal mistake he made. Then again, on the other hand, I would not be 
here, if it would not have been for these events that took place. So maybe it was meant to be, or 
maybe things would have been so different without me? I guess it is worth thinking about.' 

'Daddy is remembered for his unique sense of style, and expression in his joking 
personality. He was always wearing cowboy boots, and leather jackets, along with having silver 
chains hanging from his blue jeans.' 



'He always had long hair for the duration of his life. I can still envision in my mind 
what he looked like when I was a haby and young toddler. I SO WISH, he was with me.' 

'However, he passed away a long time ago. Nevertheless, it is as if I can still see his 
brown eyes looking down at me even though, I was young at the time.' 

'He was the one, the only one- that truly treasured me. I was his pride and joy- his little 
girl, and he made sure everyone knew it. Yet I was- ripped away from his clutching hands.' 

'I somewhat remember that night he was mysteriously gone away from my life forever. 
Yet it is faint in the depths, and cobwebs in the back of my mind.' 

As always, everything is covered-up instead of having an investigation. They rolled 
his death and early end as a suicide. To them, it is all the same, just another dead person, 
decomposing on the bathroom floor.' 

'My only question is how can someone that is right-handed pull the trigger of the 
pistol, with his left hand? How can the clumsy hand manage to do that, when their skills are on 
the other hand?' 

'It had to be murder it was either my mother or my grandmother from her side, whom I 
never met! That is what I believe- yet not what the kids on the bus scream in my ears though. 

That everything I think is a tale of my brain-damage.' 

'They like to mb it in, that he is gone, and how he did it. I think I know who 
committed the crime, and I think you do too? I believe that he will not be her last victim either.' 

'From what I know about the blood splatter on the walls, it clearly shows that 
somebody smashed his head into the bathtub. I was told, that his skull was cracked. Furthermore, 
his eyelids were forced wide open, which gives the impression that he was in shock, and I think 
if you were holding a gun to your head, you would close your eyes.' 

'The outcome of all of this was not a result of him falling naturally to the floor. With 
an intentional effort, here, there was too much momentum to it than just one last drop. The bullet 
was fired, by someone like my mother or my grandmother; I was sure of this!’ 



'You know it would have been hard for him to run because he was using walking 
canes at that time.' 

'That was all a result of being crippled in a classic bike motorcycles accident, which 
happens sometime before I was bom.' 

'His last breath on earth was the beginnings of me living a silent life of misery.' 

‘Nonetheless, this was also mine too, at my death in less than five minutes, when we 
embraced for the first time; just past the gates to the beyond in the mixed the mists of soft clouds, 
yet come to find out, I would not be there long before, I would lose him again when I would 
learn what it means to fall.' 

'Without having a father to comfort me, I had no one to stand up for me. Just like that, 
just like the same way the coroner took him away, he was gone!' 

'All I have left is to look at is a gray stone in the graveyard, which calls out to me 
sometimes. Some nights in the past I would go and walk in the cemetery to see the stone looking 
at me, yet it is cold and does not say much. It does not tell any stories; of who he was to anyone 
or me when it's my time, and all I got was five minutes.' 

'Somehow, I feel closer to him being over his plot.' 

‘My mother Leah took advantage of all situations, as she knew that it would benefit 
her life. That was just the way it remained for her.’ 

‘She was also the product of an unwed family. She was, treated very carelessly as a 
child, locked in dog cages when bad, or so my faint memory recalls, an odd living bell with 
strange love.’ 

'Her father was, known around town for being a very loving, thinking he was a still a 
cop for the town. Nonetheless, he was a molester, and really, I should aheady know this, has not 
remembered anything since the 'Vietnam War,' where all I get is a montage of baby-killing 
1960's songs playing in my mind of'Eve of Destmction,' and 'Running Through the Jungle;' 

‘ An 5 ^ays, he was an affectionate person, he was always kissing, caressing, feeling, 
mbbing, stroking, licking, fingering, touching, and teasing, her and her sisters inappropriately.' 



know. 


'This can mess a person up mentally, or so I accept as tme, and they say I should 


'Like why, I still go to bed and fall asleep sucking my thumb, as I always did, all 
bunched up with teddy, and my blankie; like I always did and still do.' 

'Besides that, is why I believe she could not love anybody? Why do you ask? She did 
not love herself, because of shame inside.' 

'Her innocence was stripped away at a young age. Thus, she felt she had to give it all 
away to any man, in any way she could; just to make up for what the lost.' 

'Her mother whom in my mind, I have not yet met, used to slap her around and was 
verbally and psychologically abusive to her. Saying things like she was nothing but a piece of 
shit to her; that she deserved ever 3 dhing that her father would do to her at night.’ 

'My assumption is that is why she treated me the same way, and all the mind direction, 
I have had could never take that away.' 

'When you grow up in that kind of environment, that is what you know- and it 
becomes almost instinct to you.' 

T believe that all children are like a clay form, you mold them into what you want 
them to be and become.’ 

'I think!' 

'Therefore, no wonder that is how she turned out everything is linked to responsibility.' 

'I think!' 

‘You can either pass or fail!’ Thus- ‘I think that someone can only take so much 
before they crack. It is sad because generally, the persons that they turn on are the ones that cared 
about them the most.’ 

'My father was a well-liked man who cared about everyone, even individuals that he 
did not know, yet my mother not so much, or so my memories would hold.' 



'Daddy tried to be the most tmstworthy person that he could be. He was murdered 
without explanation they found his body; on the bathroom floor of my first home, somebody 
went and put a bullet through his left temple; on a cold night in December of 1996.' 

‘As I said, I was only a year old, and I lost the first person in my life, that truly cared 
about me. The case to this present day is still undetermined in what indeed happened.' 

'However, as I said, I feel that I know who committed this crime all at the hands of the 
mummy; and I know that this is why my life turned out the way it did thanks to her. There is 
only one person to blame for all this hatred, (HER,) for the torment, torture, and pain.’ 

‘The person that- deceived us all, the mother, and my granny! After my father's death, 
my mother decided to skip town with me in her care.' 

'I remember this one night. I would not say that I had what most would call an ideal 
situation of being raised. I was tossed into the environments of turmoil.' 

'A dark gloomy situation, where you end-up in ghetto style homes with illegal actions, 
and situations that were just part of the everyday surroundings. This was part of my unordinary 
life at that time.' 

'I remember one housing situation in particular in my childhood. It was a stormy night, 
and I was- locked into a dark bedroom in the house. I watched the lightning streak across the sky 
from the broken window-pane in which I was starting.' 

'Like seeing all these raindrops going down the windowpanes like lonely teardrops, 
reminded me of my every emotion at that time, and times when I am said. With lightning, it 
brightened my room for split instants.’ 

‘Until I saw a silhouetted figure, it was my mother walking into the room, as she did 
many times or one of her crazed boyfriends of the night.' 

'She threw me on the musky sheets of my bed and began strapping me down. I was 
stripped of any forms of dignity naked stark every night for a couple of years, as she was as a 
child.' 



'She would always say, ‘Be a good little girl' ‘Because your mother loves you.’ All 
those nights, she was having guests over; I remember is I could hear the headboard knocking on 
my wall saying, 'suck me,' and would that rhyme, all night long. Yes, along with the sounds of 
her gagging, on all that too, if you must know.' 

'I recall that one night she and he was so drunk and high in their minds, they did it in 
my room, cowgirl style I remember. Funny, yet said, and cheap, when you think about it, isn’t it?’ 

'Anyways she did not want a child disturbing her from her arrangements and jobs that 
she did, that is why she doped me up on things to knock me out. Yes, it is safe to say my mother 
was just like Casey Anthony's mom.' 

'Thus, this was her solution to her little problem with me. Locking me into total 
isolation with no lights in closets, in my room, in the basement, in the attic, or outside chained, 
like a dog with all having no comforting sounds, with only the thoughts in my three-year-old 
mind to console me, as I ate from a dog dish.' 

‘This must have gotten around my teachers did the same things.’ 

'I to this day remember being in that dark room, stripped down to my bed. I could not 
move, because of the ropes holding me down. In addition to the fact, even if I was able to escape 
that darkness of that room.' 

'There was always a soda can between the doorknob, and frame, which would fall on 
to the floor; when the knob would be turned.' 

'Consequently, they would know that I was escaping. If I was caught fleeing the room, 

I had to face the wrath of my mother's boyfriends, and there were many. All of them twisted in 
the head in their ways, and what they would do to us.' 

'I remember one of my mother’s boyfriends was named Rick Chino; he had issues and 
other things. He was abusive to all that were around his presence.' 

'I recollect this one time in my memory. The boy, my mother's son did not do much of 
anything just being a free-spirited child as most five-year-olds are.' 



'This kid had the worst punishment that I have ever witnessed in my life. I was not 
able to do anything to stop all of this from happening.' 

'I evoke this as if it was yesterday. Devein, he was hanging their undressed upside 
down in his closet tied by his ankles he was house whipped, with his belt. He is screaming, with 
nobody to help him as mom placed his pissed underwear on his mouth until he passed out from 
the blood mshing to his head, saying to 'suck it, bedwetter." 

'Secondly, that was the time he hung around at my place... they chopped him up like 
all the others; they made a coffin as I watched, just like the others and I wondered if I would end 
up like the others.' 

'1 remember them saying most tauntingly... I could be next.' 

'This could be you, Nevaeh!' Said, my mother. 

'You think we like doing this?' The boyfriends. 

'You're just bad kids!' Said the Grandmother, and Grandpa agreeing. Grandpa calls 
Grandmother Big Muma, we kid all just called her ‘Grand-bow.” 

'All the evil faces hazed in my mind like if expunged.' 

'The wooden handmade coffin only about 3 feet long if that, was made cmdely as they 
drained his blood by slashing his feet and hanging him from the children swing set that was at 
the far end of the extensive field of gothic tombstones.' 

'The swings were never used, the kids never outside, to play, the yards never used by 
us kids of over 200 orphans' kids, give or take they come and go fast.' 

'The home, I call the '1890's Mountain House,' is large with many sprawling rooms, 
strange, eerie, hanging heavy air of death feeling; most of the home is dilapidated and can't even 
be used any longer, as it should be condemned, as you would go through the floor, or there 
would be more of an abundance of children, furthermore, the count of them would be much 
higher, I am sure.' 

'An orphan, as I always felt like one, just like one of them made to be the same, as I 
observed, still having heartbeats the blood of nude children as it ran down the bodies, as if no 



longer wanted by them to live, as they made shallow graves for kids ages five up to fourteen 
years of age, at the grandma's property, where she has the orphanage the home for unwanted 
children, it was made known to me know as the 'Children Cemetery,' the land, and the home the, 
'House of Horrors." 

'Where there is only a cross's and tombstones marking the place of 1,000 children, if 
not more, with no name just identification numbers; just like mine, nonetheless this was the last 
time, I saw that boy also in my life. I ask does anyone deserve that kind of punishment just for 
being a child?' 

'Notwithstanding meriting death sentences, was the last quarrel; where the grown-ups 
would win.' 

'Nevertheless, there was not a thing I could do. I had to sit back and watch as these 
children were being terrorized and slowly losing their lives all stripped-down bodies in my mind 
haunt, so many died by Saturday morning, after the killings, they would be lined up, next to the 
holes in the ground.' 

‘Just like the rejected of unwanted I ask the questions.’ 

• 'I ask would you marry or mate with a retard?' 


(Yes or No) 


'Would you work with a retard?' 


(Yes or No) 


'Would heir a retard?' 


(Yes or No) 


• 'Would you have kids with a retard, like when you grasp you would have 
retired youngsters?' 

(Yes or No) 


'Would you give a job to that retard?' 



(Yes or No) 


• 'Would you be-friend a retard?' 

'Think the word 'RETARD' is offensive in a book to be called it every day at school by 
teachers and kids alike.' 

'NO, to all, neither would I, over a misunderstanding, or believing the worst, so why- 
live, with the existence of being known as nothing more than that, yet 1 am just in denial they 
reply to me repeatedly day in and day out.' 

'For being this, a retard, I was now the same as the rejected my mom and her family 
thought were wastes of life.' 

'One of my Mother's forms of punishment was to insert a broken light bulb into a floor 
lamp and shock my step-siblings and our bare-skinned asses until we would beg for mercy. Or 
smack our butt's until we could not sit down the next day.' 

‘What we did that was so troubling to her is still now surmised.’ 

'Young girls ages five up to fourteen, they are screaming, crying, screeching, and 
shrieking, and peeing themselves, in anguish, sadness, grief, and anxiety, as she was shouting at 
all them including me.' 

‘See what 1 have to do to you-little whore,' as 1 saw all the girls in their room bed 
chambers in their beds. 'Your smart-ass c*nts wh*re's.' 

'One girl was in a restraint jacket in now for a week without a bath or to go pee, for 
not consuming all her rationings on her tray.' 

'Do you see, Nevaeh there more intelligent than you, are or will ever be, this should be 
you, yet I have to do this to them over having you!' 

'My mother would abuse all the young sweet and innocent girls in the orphanage 
nightly, as she did her shift, for a $1.44 an hour for her mother, and 1 was there to see to build 
she said creature.' 



'This is why, I am a drug dealer too, said, my teachers over my demographic in my 
small town, or simple-minded ways, even my 'Teacher Support Teacher' would say the same in 
her notebook of recording my every blink in the needs classroom, yet I still ask if she would like 
to whip my vagina after, I pee over I am not able on my own.' 

‘This is why kids take guns and spray for fame, yet I am not volant.’ 

‘This is why kids are taken rifles and spraying for fame, they have nothing to lose, yet 
I am not volant, and I have seen too much of that in my life.’ 

‘Yet the kids that do this are mad, crazy, and insane for being nothing more than 
retards, that are wastes of time and life in the schools, or a town, yet take my amendments away 
too, I never had them, being the rejected misunderstood child.’ 

‘I do not have freedom of my speech anywhere, or I am shipped out to retard school, 
our go to the orphaned, I know I could never have weapons, yet don’t need too, yet I can't defend 
myself either, or I am wrong, I don’t feel safe as a walking target.’ 

'Nothing more than the fifth amendment is what I can do, as I stand there as the bad 
girl sucking your thumb, to take slander and a label, where you only have one advocate to always 
be nothing more than the deviant.' 

‘Cruel and unusual punishments are my life, and taking my money, and giving to 
some that could give a crap about my life. Excessive fines and bail also is my life.’ 

'That you all are nothing to me, but a waste of life to me.’ Oh, yes one moment she 
loved us, and the next minute she wanted to thump us.' 

‘She would even put a mousetrap on my finger, and not come into the room until I 
would stop crying.’ 

'I can still feel the broken glass, and the currents are running through the filament of 
the light bulb on my butt crack, as it was touching my body.' 

'Yet we all had to watch, as each of our siblings and these other girls was- tortured one 
by one, we did not have a choice.' 



'How could I forget the most common method of punishment I received from her, was 
the beating with a garden-hoe.' 

'I ask what kind of sick, twisted mind even thinks of this kind of torture; and abuse for 
their children and one's you look after?' 

'Furthermore, this is what goes on behind closed doors. You can, believe me, I was 
there, yet it was- left to be unknown, and if it was known, it was not spoken by the society 
around us. I do not think the others on the outside, new we were on the inside looking out after 
all the home was 5,000 yards back, 1,500 feet from any road around out of the minds of others.' 

'Things got so ailing in our isolation from human life that she brought in a 
wheelbarrow as a replacement for a restroom.' 

'We were fed rations and I was now living with these girls in the same room and not 
bathed for weeks at a time.' 

'What has happened in the dwellings- that were, linked together on 'Misery Mountain' 
will be left to be forgotten about 1 guess forever?' 

'One of my siblings was, named Sarah she was, shaken to death.’ 

'Sarah was hurled into one of the industrial 50 pounds 1950's Milnor washing 
machines, with full soap and hot wash cycles and that is what killed her, not by one of us kids as 
they would say, by our Mother, and Gramma and Grandpa giggled, like xenophobe demented 
children when the wash was over.' 

T can still hear the scramming for help, yet no one did this was her punishment for 
being a bad girl, and if you would help, like you would face the same fate.’ 

'This was the tme shaking to death, that was not reported, I was there and saw this 
happen, I would know it was true, yet who would believe me.' 

'I can still see all the washers lined up in a line in the basement of the orphanage, next 
to the washrooms for all girls, to mass shower 100 at a time, all running around bare for a bath as 
water jets splashed upon the young naked pubescent bodies that were acting out in the only 
freedom to play.' 



‘Truly she was older than me, she is currently buried up on the west end of the 
remembrance mountain in the graveyard, in ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ With all... the others! ’ 

'Sarah, like all the others, does not even have a grave marker because no one cares. 

Yet mother is free to do as she pleases, with no punishment or consequences for her to receive 
over grandpa being the head and the only cop of the town, running his little mafia; making others 
fear him, his word is law in the town of indecencies.' 

'We did not even realize what she has done to all of us until I was much older. One by 
one we would have all been gone like Sarah, last name unknown, and if things would have 
remained that way for me; I would not be reading my story now, I am sure of this.' 

'What happened to the other is also unknown to me? So not, having a stable home, and 
being in different locations led to the upset of my life. During this time, there was a battle for my 
custody.' 

'The powers at being thought it was best to have a new parent, so, at that time, I was 
going back and forth between mother Leah and a guardian named Hope.' 

'I remember times where I mislaid my lunch on the ground at my feet, when Hope 
Natalie- Black had to give me back, into the harsh hands of my mother from week to week.' 

'This was an exhausting experience at such a young age.’ 

‘What did you feed her?’ Mother asked questionably. 

‘Good meals.' Said Hope. 

'She just hates you that is all' She said back. 

'That is why she did that' she gets upset when she is around you! I am going to take 
her away, you just wait and see.' Said Hope. 

'During this time, I was very malnourished and needed a caretaker. It was through the 
kindness of this one person I survived, and started, a new beginning, a new chapter in my book 
of life! that was nothing more than a hush of don't say that out loud.' 


(My child custody fight in court) 



'It was thirty painful months more until that all ended, and I was next to death. I was 
most likely going to die if I did not get away from my mom completely, and there were only 10 
girls left at the orphanage. Where it was closed down forever around 2010.' 

'My mother did not care if I lived or died; Nonetheless, Hope took me under her wing 
and embraced me as if I was one of her children, yet she was still not the most loving. I 
remember court after court all my life, it was a long drawn out process, to say the least yet that 
existing as a girl like me.' 

‘I would love to have this boy named Chiaz Naztherth just part me, with our hips so 
tight together I would not stop squeezing down of for an hour or more, in being taken.’ 

‘I would love to be able to put my finger up to his face and say I your wife, and he is 
all mine, if an argument, I would win.’ 

‘I would love to have this boy named Chiaz Naztherth just part me, with our hips so 
tight together I would not stop squeezing down of for an hour or more, in being taken.’ 

‘1 would love to be able to put my finger up to his face and say I your wife, and he is 
all mine, if an argument, I would win.’ 

Chapter: 6 

Observations 

'Do you remember those first days when you started going to school at the age of five? 
Kindergarten you meet and interact with the new individuals, that have never been in your life 
before.' 


'The joy and happiness of being in someone's life are so extraordinary. However, as 
you learn anything as time goes by things will change. Because you will slowly lose contact with 
those around you, this is inevitable, or maybe that only happens to me. I do not really no. I call 
these days the ‘Macarena’ days... so do you remember, that I guess the better question is- do you 
want to?' 


'Oh, and I irrevocably got home with Hope, to stay. Yet I still had many of those 
sleepless nights, so I started keeping my mind occupied with my rhyming words.' 



'Like this one, 'worries surrounding you will try to annoy. If you have hope and joy, 
fear will always try to destroy. Positive thoughts, I will have to deploy." 

'At that time, I did not know that it could be called poetry, really at that time, I could 
not spell either. Yet, that was why I was doing this. I have many notebooks of pomes from age 
five and up, by the time, I was ten I had all the home library shaves in the home full of my 
manuscripts, that you are now reading as this long published story, you know just cut and paste 
clip pages of hand-penned writing all my thoughts together, and you have my memoir.' 

'Anyways, what can I say you got to love the 1990’s! That dance was so easy; we little 
kids would do it repeatedly. Yes, I remember doing that! Anyways at that time together we were 
learning the alphabet, seemed like such an extraordinary task at that time. Our friendships grew, 
as they should. Nevertheless, nothing ever lasts in my life; there is always someone there to take 
my happiness away.' 

'At this time, I did not know why, as the years went by, I slowly discovered it was all 
because of lies, from the past, that I penned down to remember what I have forgotten, as the 
years when on; even my psychiatrist did not know I had these books braking a world recorded in 
writing, 'The Longest Novel." 

'They were only seen after my transition, yet I saw what could have been, and even 
now I have more to add to this never-ending story, nevertheless, back then, I was too young and 
innocent to realize that anybody could be so heinous. As well, as far as love goes, I am the type 
of girl, that wants to have a courtship, not a bump and grind in the night, I was in love with the 
thoughts of love and it was taking over my mind.' 

'Like marriage is everything to me, I dream about, as most girls do since back in the 
days when I was little dreaming of having that white dress.' 

'Additionally, I know that is never going to happen for me either, it was my mind at 
that moment not clear, yet always forbidden and still is.' 

'Why, and how? Why is everything so grim? 'Yet If my crush would ask me, right now, 
I would say yes!’ 



'I have and had daydreamed, sheepishly in my mind, I fantasized about him proposing 


to me.' 


'I would love to fall into his arms and say take me, and he would kiss me all over! Yet, 
I would say, never-ever leave me; do not leave me at any phase of life again; you're mine!' 

'I am seducible, maybe? I do not know, I will let you know, if I think that could be 
happening, that would be a first.' 

'Yes, I assume if he makes you giggle. Kisses your forehead, and says he is sorry 
about nothing he has done wrong, tries, holds your hand. Works hard for you, and attempts to 
understand everything about you, then it is my belief he is quite perfect to me. That is all I ask 
for, what more could I want?' 

'Yeah, if I tried to seduce someone, that I like, yet it was nothing more than a trip to 
the school's office, to have displaying actions take place.' 

'A girl like me liking a boy, I swear the sister’s clan, would rip my tongue out and 
shove it up to my ass, or there’s. 1 do not need black and blue eyes, butt and arms.' 

'Nevertheless, I do not like to be the one that is involuntarily made into doing their 
favors for them. Yet they make me do what they all need and want. I must take what they give 
me. Yes, have it all gone down, then carry the shame all day in the back of my head, I choke on 
life day in and day out, from being so rattled.' 'Yes, they beat me up, and I must beat them too, in 
other ways!' 

'This is my question, why is it that there is always someone’s nose up your ass?’ 

'I do not want someone to act all nice, and friendly to me if it is not genuine.' 

‘Stop wasting my time!’ 

'Oh, because to me, the time is a rhyme, just another nickel, and dime; we are just 
moving on down the line. Furthermore, I know that everything is going to be fine. There will be 
no more wasted time of mi ne. All the walls, like flaming skyscrapers in my life, shall crumble to 
dust. With a newfound lust, they will all bum themselves out, with their many moments of doubt. 
I have to think about this.' 



('The Tower Tarot Card Meaning: Upright. Symbolism: Disaster, upheaval, sudden 
change, revelation. Interpretation: It stands for the shock and insecurity you experience in 
realizing, that your previous notions about a particular situation are wrong.') 

'Hello, I am Chiaz Naztherth.' 

'True, I see her every day as she walks down the school corridors here at the school.' 

'She is being Nevaeb?' 

'Yes.' He said. 

'I am thinking that she is the most amazing girl, which I have ever seen in my life.' 

'Just like a modern-day 'Romeo and Juliet' story, I am sure she has kept all my notes, 
that have to be anonymous, to add to her story; that she has only told me about to append to the 
story of her life.' 

'I know that it is impossible forme too ever be able to date ber, because of her past 
and what others think, and her situation would kill my reputation.' 

'Most girls are complicated, whiny, and have a bad attitude.' 

'Despite this, there is something, about her something mysterious.' 

'Although, there is something about ber that I, as well as most of my friends, do not 
understand her, and her ways she goes about berself.' 

'I know this because I love her, I have had those moments myself that make me 
wonder and scratch my head why I do. Still, there is something genuine and different about her, 
that I call love, it is like she is more real to me than anyone else.' 

'She does not put on any false errors. She is who she is, and she is proud of it, and she 
does not let anyone change what she deems, believes, or does.' 


'She is a true definition of a girl, which I could be happy to be around all the time.' 



'Nevaeh death was already ruled that night after the hanging, she was dead from an 
exception, and found in her room, yet she sprang back to life.' 

'Never did I think, I would be in a sanatorium looking at this girl like this, as the only 
one that cares, in Nevaeh's room, not even Hope was here, she did not care to see her like this, on 
giving up.' 

'Yet, 1 would not believe that she was dead, nor did I think she was alive, she was 
immortal; yet the more prominent question is what kind of immortal.' 

'If only she knew before, she tried to terminate her life, that it was me, the writer of the 

notes.' 


'Then maybe it was my wish that she would still be alive, that she would come back to 
me, that I would always be there if it would of if 1 could change my ways and not care what 
others think, 1 could spend my days with her, and give up on all of them.' 

'That is only if it was let to be. Why is everyone so defensive, shielding, watchful, and 
suspicious? 

Tt has become acknowledged and distinguished to me, that unless you are a complete 
douchebag phony; you cannot get a physical, tme, and caring girlfriend in this town. ’ 

'Nevaeh Natalie!' 

‘She is such an influence in my life.’ 

'Nevertheless, 1 know that she and I could never be together. Since there are situations 
that one hateful wicked grandmother has created for her.' 

‘Why are some people so pathetic? Why don't they get lives of their own?’ 

'Why do they still life’s away?' 

'Why do they have to sit on using all networks, and conjure up lies?' 

'They create rumors, which are not tme, just to make them feel more superior? To the 
point, that they make the lies real and they become tme in the school halls and the town for that 


person. 



'This is disturbing, or is it an ailment; that these people have? Either way, it needs to 
be terminated, it is just too easy for someone to say that they are somebody, of tmst or not.' 

'Then destroy someone's reputation; completely, totally, and entirely.' 

'Oh, she is like the gasoline that lights my match on fire, and only she has the right 
moisture to extinguish it out.’ 

'I guess she fills me up with hopes and desires, and dreams. Let’s not forget about the 
compassion she makes me feel as I dream about her in class, at home everywhere, and even now 
looking down at her. I think about her nonstop!' 

T have completely fallen for her. Everything she does, everjdhing she is, everything 
she says. She is the first thought in my mind in the morning, she is the last thought I have before, 
I fall asleep at night.' 

'She is almost every thought in between that I have! I know it's not going to be a walk 
in the park for us, I know that.' 'Yet, I believe, and I rely on someday, we would have a walk to 
remember if we could be together.' 

'I want to be in the notebook that she has with her all the time! I like to show my 
sweetheart that I care by putting notes that I stuff into her locker, between classes.' 

'However, I cannot put my name to the notes, or they would kill me for being her 
friend, or have my mom's job, or take me away with children in youth, even have mob hits on me 
and my loved ones.' 

'Nevaeh is bad news, like know to be the school walking STI, or you die, or have a 
reputation death.' 

'One day, I made her a friendship bracelet that is pink and white. I placed it in there 
when her locker door was open.' 

'She can't have a lock for her locker, for being in her needs programming, it would be 
an endangerment to others, over her being bad news; nevertheless, all others can.' 



'Hence she is searched at any instant by any academic teacher at any given moment, 
for whatever they want to speculate is the need too; of all her possessions and patted down in 
frisking by the school principal and officer.' 

'Yet she did not see me do this, know I would be threatened, intimidated, browbeaten, 
terrorized and coerced if everybody knew.' 

'So, now she where’s that bracelet, on her little wrist every day; so maybe she knows it 
was me, that made it for her?' 

'I like to make her handcrafted gifts. Although in my hometown that is harassment and 
stoking, with the independent laws of crazy around here.' 

'All made by the one and only pig cop in the same family line, that mns the entire 
thing, even the town mayor is Masel Amsel.' 

'Furthermore, she mns the one town Sheriffs department, the full Town Council is 
underneath her, that was also rigged to her liking in the voting pole, tme if you have the wealth 
you can have your way into anything, and the rest are peasants begging for the leftovers if they 
feel ever so generous. Consequently, everyone fears her, yet I don't.' 

'Oh, to be a red wing radical, if you're not republican or catholic your wrong, its 
nothing more than mind-diddling.' 

'Small gifts, I know that she loves those kinds of things; as do I.’ 

'I think it's good to make it look like she has a friend, only in secret shame.' 

'My God the horror stories coming from the orphanage was the kids were like eating 
the com back out of their shit, and I believe that is tme.' 

'Little does she know, that I want to be her boyfriend; from this day on even if they 
kill me for loving another!' 

'The sisters and the evil grandmother, they can't stop love, can they?' 

T know, it is going to be extremely challenging, yet I am going to have to work at this 
every day, and so will she if I want this to work for us, we can do this!' 



'My life ceasing in notoriety that is okay with me. I want her. I want all of her, forever; 
and never let go of her ever.' 

'Sure, if she only knew how much those little moments with her mattered to me, she 
would know it was me all along that was in love with her, and none of this would have 
happened!’ 

'We could fill each other up on the porches and surrounding grounds like all the others, 
if we had the chance, I would love too, do not get me wrong; yet dating anyone in this town is 
controlled by Masel.' 

'However, I am not like all my friends that bow to this woman of power over their 
moms and dads, and friends say so. 

'I am not like all my friends that just one thing from a girl, I want more, I want it all, 
just say, that I am more grown-up.' 

'Yes, like, there is more here than just young stupid lust, at this moment looking down 
her next to lifeless.' 'It is something deeper that engulfs down on you, to the point you do not 
know what you are going to do.' 

'Because, you feel that your head is going to explode; it will make your brain numb, 
and your appendages go senseless.' 

'This and that is what this girl does to me, every time, I see her walking past me. She 
does not look left or right she is always looking down.' 

'Carefully she moves along, and I can see her, with colorful pink socks with bows on 

them.' 


'Thinking in my memories, her socks as I was saying are placed ever so cutely in her 
schoolgirl black polished leather shoes.' 

'They are placed partway up her silky-smooth legs, which contrast harshly with her 
short tartan blue and black skirt.' 

'That seems to bounce up just like her long brown hair, and they both seem to wave 


back as she treads forward. 



'The shoes she has on today have little bows on them near the toe part. All the girls 
here have black shoes, yet she just seems to make them look sweeter, because of her style, and 
expressive, yet hesitant why's that she demonstrates.' 

'Yet unlike the other girls here, since she is so small, she has to tie her white button- 
down blouse, into a bow in the front, yet that matches her famish style.' 

'She does that to her tops, mainly, because, the school where they could not get her 
any smaller top.' 

'Therefore, she ties them just above her belly-button. The not school code, yet she is 
allowed to do that, surprisingly.' 

'Yet many girls do not follow the codes.' 

'Neveah is modestly sexy, compared to what I see around me.' 

'Her blue jacket just hangs on her, yet the school logo should be on her upper chest, 
yet on her, it is more at her mid-torso in the front.' 

'Yet, it looks prettier on her than all the others. As well as, her bow tie around her neck, 
sits very differently on her too. Her bow tie is the school stander colors of navy blue and red. Yet 
her ribbons hang down so much lower on her, than her jacket and skirt, so unlike the others.' 

'She looks down as if she is studying the ruby red and cerulean speckled floor tiles, 
that she is walking on. Like she is counting every spot on them in her mind, or something like 
that; as if there is a sum to every one of them to add.' 

'She is watching the surface as if she is making sure she does not get hit, preferentially 
trip practically drop anything, that she has with her.' 

'Notwithstanding, everything she has, that she carries is smashed against her miniature 
figure. I mean everything she holds; it is like it is being bearhugged by her, it is near to her 
slightly below her chin, and on top of her chest most of the time.' 

'One other thing that she always seems to have with her is a small handbag with 'Hello 
Kitty' on it.' 



'Nevaeh even said, she had spent time in a snack pit in the basement; at the home, they 
call the orphanage.' 

'The grandmother would screech to the girls, 'whom that shed the blood, by persons 
shall her blood be shed, by being with the devil's kind.' 

'Told here in this line of hand pended text, the grandmother's eyes were like rolled 
back in her head holding a Bible, her white hair pulled back in a loose bun.' 

'For the payments of sin is death to hell, but the gift of 'God' is eternal life in Christ 
Jesus our Lord, you repaint for forgiveness child.' She said evilly. 

'As she would drag Nevaeh to the basement of ghostly dungeons cells, the 
grandmother helped by tranced like stepchildren assisted by the small hands of her sisters, now 
in the chambers with heavy still doors covering the pits, one was opened and the snakes hissed in 
Nevaeh's you little gentle face, as they uncoiled, as Nevaeh was wholly pushed in the abyss by 
tbe other girls naked.' 

'It goes on to say for months on end. She said she only was hearing the screams and 
cries from other girls, younger and older than she, in cells adjacent to heirs were there were just 
bar openings at the top, in salary confinements of sh-h.' 

Mealtime Nevaeh would pop out head would protmde out the little hole of the door, 
where sister ladies would then be holding her head wedged with a nightstick to her neckline in 
the opening, to give her small bights of fruit and bread.’ 

‘They would then push her in the room hard and spray her down with a fire hose, 400 
psi for stinking up the cell with her pee-pee and poppy, just to be slammed back in the cold 
dimly lit room, with no mnning water, dripping and damp, needing love or something to hug.' 

'That explains the teddy bear,'he solved in his mind. 

‘The grandmother screaming, from the notes that I have.’ 

'The Lord shields all who love her, but all the mischievous he will destroy.' 

'Along with saying, 'furthermore these will go away into an eternal trial, but the 
righteous into eternal life." 



'I wonder if that is true?' 


'I read in her notebooks, that was stolen hy me, and this is just hook one, of many on 
the shives in Hope’s home, were Just a day before Nevaeh and I just had made a crime of my 
unsnapped paints, no time to protect, it or I was all up to her schoolgirl uniform skirt from the 
front, now sing her slight lust she was sliding down on me more then I was her, in high pinched 
groaning, of ‘HO’s with airy gasps,’ her back agent all her works of many white spins covered 
and homemade bound books, when the one I had felt to the floor, and I keep without her 
knowing after she ran off after she gushed, not mine saying ‘you must go. ” 

‘Yes, it is true she and I had standing quickie sex, the first time for us both ever, for all 
of two minutes and thirdly seconds to when the book cracked the wooden floor, before she ran 
into the next room after being called, and there was on tear rolling down from her eye, on to her 
pink flashy cheek. ’ 

(Memories started to play in her mind.) 

‘The grandmother would say to her and others.' 

'The soul who sins shall die.' 

'The child shall not suffer for the evil of the father that made you in sin, nor the father 
suffers for the iniquity of the child.' 

'The honor of the good shall be superimposed herself, and the sinfulness of the evil 
shall be superimposed herself.' 

'The backtaUc she gives was Nevaeh said, 'you would not god from the bad." 

'Do not be fooled child: 'God' is not mocked, forwhatever one sows, that will she also 

realize.' 


‘She rambles on about many beatings and a butt spanking for an hour a day, where she 
would scream her surrendering's.' 

'The grandmother said to Nevaeh and another, the name was pended over with a 
blemish mark of ink, 'then desire when it has deemed supplies start to sin, and crime, when it is 
fully matured, yields forth death." 



'This brainwashing all was instilled in her mind form little girl up, yet to them 
premonitions.' 

'Consequently, just as immorality spread into the world through a child, and loss 
through sin, and so death spread to all children because all cursed.' 

'It went on to say, that she remembered her saying, T remember getting all the 

beatings.'’ 

'Notwithstanding we need all appear ere the ruling seat of 'Christ,' so that everyone 
may obtain what is adequate for what she has made in the body, whether genuine or sinister.' 
Said, the Grandmother, and Mother. 

'I believe, something here is not right about the daddy of the others, or there were no 
marriages, to make all these babies, Nevaeh being one of them, and it worked on the 
grandmother's mind to madness, yet to most, she is just as ordinary as any other in the town.' 

'Observe, all souls are mine; the soul of the father as well as the soul of the child is 
mine, the soul who sins shall die; by the one that gives life to both.' 

'It's the blood of a girl that makes a sin.' Said, Leah Amsel to the girl's ages 10 and up.' 

'I am sorry.' She would scream repeatedly. 

‘It's all said, in this book yet go to the cops about it, and Nevaeh is crazy, and so 
would I be to for thinking this was tme.' 

'Apologize, therefore, and turn again, that your sins may be blotted out, and kept 
locked away.' 

'Despite, Nevaeh spoke the words to law enforcement the grandpa.' 

'Everyone who makes a practice of sinning also practices lawlessness; sin is 
lawlessness.' 


'You are no better than I, she said screaming and kicking.' 



'Oh, child, do not fear those who kill the body but cannot kill the soul. Rather fear him 
who can destroy both soul and body and will go to hell. As I can, to you for being law.' He said 
back. 


'Plus, if anyone's name was not found written in the book of life, he was thrown into 
the lake of fire.' 

'Yet, here is the book of Nevaeh's life, she made, and I do not fear this at all, yet others 
would as if it is witchcraft.' 

‘This is why I am here; I believe her.’ 

'Anyway, think back to the last day, I saw here, like every day. I see the handbag, that 
is gray and pink with a white cat on it, and yes, the cat has a pink bow on it as well. It seems that 
it hangs off her one shoulder, I guess, it holds her pencils, she doesn't need to use or said that she 
can't use, furthermore holds all of her other girly things, that she needs.' 

'Of course, that is different from her too, then the other girls. She is everything that I 
like and wants to love!' 

'Sometimes, she smiles modestly, she just rolls her eyes up, yet still keeps her face 
pointed downwards at me, yet her blue eyes capture the lights from above when she finally looks 
up at me.' 


'Her beautiful reluctant eyes seem as if they get a wet glimmer in them when she sees 
me, yes, every time.’ 

‘How I would love to hold her hand or carry her books for her, but I cannot.' 

'It seems that she only looks up when she feels that she can; yet while still looking 
down at the floor while holding her books to her chest shyly.' 

'As if her outdated books could shield her entirely from all of the others, that is in the 
hall with us.' 


'Everyone seems to glare down at her.' 



'All the same, she walks slowly yet swiftly clinging to those books as if she was 
invisible behind them. She would never be invisible to me, which is an impossibility.' 

'Sometimes, she stops dead in her tracks to roll her eyes up at me, just for an instant, 
and then she is gone. She tries to mutter something, yet no words are coming out of her mouth.' 

'It is just a small sound of panic, or sigh, why does it seem that she is holding her 
breath when she sees me?' 

'That is okay, but why is it when she moves past me; it is like she is panting?' 

'I know that I have butterflies, and my heart pounds so fast when I see her; I wonder if 
that is what she feels towards me, I wonder, like if I had more of her books if there would be 
something about me in them.' 

'Yet she is always looking to the ground as if she has been browbeaten. That is what I 
have come to understand that she has had bad experiences. Which is what I think has happened.' 

'I could make it all right if I could for her!' 

Am I falling in love with her looking at her, and reading more about her? I hardly 
know her! Yet then again is this what you would call love?' 

'Is this what we all come back for, and want more of, even if you cannot have them in 

your life?' 

'All this is what I think of, what I have, and what I have missed out on, because of 
what is known about her in the halls, it all holds me back.' 

'I have confidence in saying, that she was or is browbeaten, she is like a lost puppy, 
which has been smacked on the snout to many times.' 

'I think that is what happened here.' 

'Oh, Nevaeh’s she thinks that she is never going to be good enough. Yet she would be 
perfect for me. I do not think that she knows it is not her fault at all, the way she has to be, or 


acts. 



'She is and has become just an avatar of what someone else has created for her. I 
understand these people do not know her at all and what to get the best of someone to be mean 
and nasty.' 


'They just see a fake identity of what someone has placed upon her. You just need to 
think about this.' 

'It is like, one or maybe more person, that is jealous of her filter all her; decisions, all 
of her situations, and choices, and even her emotional state, in her life too.' 

'Why I don’t know, yet I have my suppositions?' 

'I do believe, that she is oblivious to the fact of what is going on around her.' 

'Yet, Tt! ’ Is what is said about her- it all has to stay unspoken to her, yet we all know 
this. I know it, but I would not dare to say it to her.' 

'I think it all is because of this one person, which has done nothing but slander her 
constantly.' 

'All these unnecessary problems and torment she has to face in her everyday life. It is 
so unfair to her. She does not have much; I know her family life is not that decent.' 

'Although, I would give everything I have, to make her happy we could make a family 
I know if my family would get to understand her, they would love her as I do.' 

'I see her I wonder what she is all about, so mysterious, so unique, and so unlike all of 
us who are part of her surroundings.' 

'Nevaeh seems timid and shy like I said, but she is approachable. She tries not to stand 
out- yet does not blend in. I want to get to know her.' 

'Then again, I know if I do, I will have to have the same turmoil and consequences as 
she does. What to do, what to do, think, and think, is all I do! It is one grouping who controls our 
situation.' 


'What can I do? I have concluded, that it is not meant to be until now.' 



'Not getting to know her makes me very wretched. Still, the mystery of what can he is 
overwhelming my mind. Still, I am going along with my strategy of knowing this could end 
ineffectively. Still, I know that it would he impossible, nothing is hopeless.' 

'However, it is also tempting, for the reasons of the love that I must find in my life, 
and not the stupid lust I have. All things can change it is just a matter of time they have too.' 

'One person cannot control someone's life eternally. Can they...?’ 

'I do not understand why this occurs. How did it become to be like this for her? I 
assume that it is just jealousy, maybe more.' 

'Nevaeh is mysterious, attractive, and creative most other girls cannot even compare to 
her in my classes or this school. I believe, her overall beauty and appearance are what draws me 
to her the most.' 

'However, I just have to sit and look, as the days go by or and over. I cannot make a 
move at all, all because of one individual grasp. I see her in only one of my classes History, all 
she does is scribble in her notebook, in a daydream so it seems.' 

'She sits in one of the desks in the middle of the room. What is different about this too 
is, I do not see her in too many of my other classes; like most of the other girls that, I see more 
of.' 


'Most of her classes are not with mine. I have an idea as to why, yet I am not sure. 
Yeah, that would not surprise me in the least, if that is what she is classed as.' 

'Before that class, I see her sitting in the lunchroom. As I am socializing with friends, 
she is sitting alone scribbling in her diary of day’s events, or thoughts that were in her mind.' 

'I sometimes wonder what her stories are all about I going to read them all, that she 
writes. I would love to no! Still, no one has time for her, no time to see her creative side or any 
sides.' 


'No time to see her abilities, the society here chooses not to see them. Why is this, I 

ask?' 


‘Are we just blind or, do we choose not to see?’ 



'I ask this too, ‘do the others make all these judgments for us? It makes me wonder.' 

'Nevaeh’s eyelashes could put you in a trance as she blinked there now fastened tightly. 
I should know they have done that with me, in that one class, where she is only with her grade.' 

'She is so petite in her stature; she has it all! I am going to get into that skirt someday I 
hope, anyway I can. That is if she wants me as I want her so much.' 

'She has those sweet pink lips that I want to kiss, which I know that could curl up my 
toes, oh yes, she is perfect!' 

'She is the perfect girl, but the nights are so long. Time goes by and you are alone and 
have to drift apart. Where is she now, oh she is sitting there.' 

'The perfect girl, I am thinking about you. It is not our fault it is the way it must be. 1 
can see you there, you look so unhappy.' 

'The perfect girl, do you need me? I am sitting here all, yet I feel alone too?' 

'The perfect girl, I am thinking about you. I think of you every night, just want to hold 

you tight.' 

'When the moment is right; when we are all alone at one another’s sides on that special 

night.' 

'I want to hold your hand all night. I went to kiss you until it breaks daylight.' 

'Will you be my angel, you're going to be one, aren't you?' 

'Why don't you come along with me? Let our relationships be free. You are so lovely, 
so I asked why you don’t come along with me?' 

(Holding her hand) 

'I promise, if you hold on, I will treat you right; I will tuck you in every night. I will 
comfort you and make everything all right. I will cherish you forever; I would spend every 
moment of my life getting to know you better. If only we had a chance together.' 



'Will you be my best friend? Will we last until the end? You have a smile that 
brightens my every day, which makes all the wrongdoings go away.' 

'Your eyes showed me that you care. I know this by the way you adorably try not to 
stare. I would like to tell you how much I care.' 

'How not being with you is not fair. I want you to know that I do care. Just remember 
that I will always be there. I will promise you that we will always be friends.' 

'Now it is your decision; so, I hope that you see my newfound vision. Of what can and 
will be, because someday soon it will be you and me. That is if you decide to choose to be with 
me.' 


'Yes, I am writing this down, while I am trying to eat the inedible food of the school 
lunch, in which I am trying to cram down my throat.' 

'I see everyone staring at her as if they all could tear her face off and eat it. Yet all 
over again, I ask the question of why?' 

'Yeah, I sit with an unfulfilled heart, thinking that life is so unfair. Listening to my 
mind as it spins like a tornado through Kansas.' 

'Likewise, all the thoughts of what can and cannot be rusbing like a racing bolt train 
through my brain. I have to be in love with her.' 

'Oh, love, desire is a wicked game that we play.' She said here, in this line of the 
manuscript.' 

(I was reading more and more.) 

'Have you ever admired someone so much, yet you know that you cannot have her in 
your life? I have and it completely sucks. It is like living without them sucks the life out of you. 
Besides, it slowly kills you inside, until it shows on the outside, of how much you require them.' 

'However, can she see my yearning, or not? Or is she yearning for me, I guess I may 
never know, yet there is a way I can. So, have you ever had to live with the emptiness of not 
having someone to talk to, that you want to get to know? I have, yet you cannot even have them 
as a friend, yet you see them occasionally, it is maddening.' 



'I have broken in the Hopes, I know from notes that this room she never goes in there, 
it was thought by me where we can have moments to be alone and in lust, as we thought about 
doing in notes of anonymously, or find other hidden passionate spots of meeting-up then she 
would have found out it was me, yet I never did over fear.' 

'Anyways after leaving her for the night, I did not want to, yet 1 had to at 9 P.M, now 
in the home. I got into the unused living room with the library is and it all ambiguous and dusty, 
yet has writings, after volume notebook pined by Nevaeh herself.' 

'Furthermore, got the last book, I go right to the last chapter, that I was hoping was all 
about me, I could not take any more of not knowing, page after page if was loving hot lust of a 
14-year-old, to this date, and 1 was in love.' 

'She also talks about her diaphanous nighty and no underpants.' 

'Then I read about the big stiffed teddy, that is light brown on the soft fizzy fair pink 
sheets of her twin bed, she wanted so badly, with the allowance money, that she used some pink 
rope on the bear she bought that is the same size as her, just to be like me as she was giving him 
a girl on top loving long hard and then slow, using a tan rubber him for soloing, like being me, as 
if me in her mind I was under her, and I was lost in lust, of wanting her in that way. and mad in 
moments of humming hugging and kissing, as it says here, in the text.' 

'It was said that all she wanted to be more attention, yet if that was true this would be 
the first time, she got that.' 

'Have you ever had to go through life, without knowing what it is like to be in love; or 
no that no one cares if you're alive or not?' 

(Yes or No) 

'Have you ever gone through your life, not knowing what it would be like to hold 
someone’s hand or kiss them on the lips, and know that you cannot?' 

(Yes or No) 

'If you say yes, then you are like a girl like Nevaeh. I kind of know what she is going 
through, and yet, no I don’t.' 



'Even the district attorney has been up to her butt about here doing this and that, that is 
not true said by the cries of the sisters, from what I gathered.' 

'It is the same forme, yet different for us both.' 

'The tower is the Grandmother and her Grandkids the clan is what we call the group 
leaders of control, who will not leave me alone.' 

'I bet she knows where I am now, it like she is in my head even this girl that belongs to 
the family line, like the grandmother and the grandchildren have the power to keep me dumb and 
in love with the girl of their choice yet still one of their granddaughters.' 

'I will explain her name later, if I don’t, just ask her about this, I am sure she would 
say she owns me.' 

'Although you should aheady know that, it has to be one of the others, it is not loving 
she feels forme at all, it is to keep me away from Nevaeh.' 

'While hopping back out the window of Nevaeh's home, as I was running back to my 
mnning tmck down the lane, I saw eyes looking at me in the fields or so I thought, it was this girl 
that owns me as if sold by the Grandmother, as all of us are in this town.' 

'Everything seems flawless when looking at her in my eyes, but everything changes 
and everything moves on because of the tower's words.' 

‘Her fetish for me is about as strong as mine for Nevaeh.’ 

Nevaeh- 'That boy!' She said, along with this, as she was waking up in her hospital bed, 
that she was in, of room number 114.' 

‘All I member about him being here is when he touched my face and said, 'you're the 

one." 


‘Look at this, I have all the candy, like, I could ever want.’ 



'I still attempt to talk to him, and yet the clan girls whirl around me stopping me, one 
in my mind, and two face to face in confrontations of hardcore bullying; and I am thrown around 
like a rag doll.' 

'We cannot be together as we would like to be you see, I would love him if 1 could.' 

'Those days were over a long time ago for me, to feel love.' 'So, have you ever been in 
love, like this? Have you ever been in love with someone that did not love you back or that 
cannot be of fear, or cannot love you because of who you are? I have, and it frustrating.' 

'Have you ever loved, and not got any love back from him, or them or anyone? If so, 
then you are like me now.' 

'Have you ever had someone in your way, to what you know is right?' 

'Have you ever had the pain of being heartbroken every time you try?' 

'So, have you ever been threatened to stay away from when all you want to do is talk?' 

T do believe that it is all meant to be, he is my angel and I am his.’ 

'For some reason, and you feel, that you have the one in mind, that is right for you.' 

'Simply, you cannot make it happen ever. If so, then you are like me.' 

Chiaz- 'Yet, I know if I do this, I might lose all my friends. Yet, that is a chance, 
which I am thinking about making if I find away.' 

'Because she is all I would need! If you have lived a life like me, then you know that I 
have tried, and it has gotten me nowhere fast.' 

'Additionally, if you are like me then you fall in love too fast. I have to stop doing this 

to myself.' 


Nevaeh- 'I remember when I started to try not to love things.' 



'I remember being the age of six, and seeing my father’s lovely home, being 
demolished down to nothing. Nothing more than a big pile of rubble on the dusty ground.' 

'All the memories are now gone, as the breeze blows, as the house crumbles to nothing 
but dust. I stood there while thinking about all the lost moments in time, which we could of the 
head together.' 

'That never happened, and never can. They were all taken away, just like everyone and 
everything in my life, that I have loved.' 

'I do not want to fall in love over the fear of love and loss, yet, I need the love from 
someone that understands me.' 'Why do I get so attached to what I cannot have?' 

'I am frightened of love! All I have left is a picture of the home, with my dad holding 
me on the front porch. It was a cute little country house.' 

'Nothing fancy, just a small one-story bungalow, with a pitched roof, and one dormer 
on the right side; and a lighting fixture on the chimney, that would glow softly at night.' 

'The shaker-shingles where a creamy coffee color and the windows were trimmed 
white with blushing red shutters.' 

'The porch was elevated with steps that went up, to a rosy door. I remember in the 
spring, there were flower boxes on the left and right side of the windowsills.' 

'It was the nicest home, I lived in up to that point; this home did not need to be ripped 

down.' 


'However, that is what people do these days, ripped things apart, and leave empty 
spaces,' and gaping holes to feel. I mean just looking at all these photos spread about my 
bedroom floor, they are just snapshots lost in time.' 

'They tell a story of a past that has been, forgotten. However, they cannot replace the 
moments where you or they did not exist. I look back over them all, until I see this one, and 
reflect on it.' 

'This photo is my first-grade class snapshot. I see the faces, yet I do not see the 
friendship. Where did it go? Why did it not last?' 



'Besides, what do I do to fix the situation? It is just like, black-and-white faded into 
color, photographs of one another.' 

'Moments of time and splendor, moments in which, I may or may not want to 
remember.' 


'Moments that gray, as I get older.' 

'Moments that once was in vivid color.' 

'I remember being in my first-grade class, with the acquaintances, that I have met 
throughout the year. I recall not fitting in from a young age.' 

'The other students would be learning their new lesson of the day, while as forme, I 
was off doing my own thing like always. Yet, I was made too, I always like being creative; I 
guess that goes along with being withdrawn from others.' 

'However, I cannot help but wonder was it all a forced seclusion at work? Additionally, 
all children learn and do things differently.' 

'If anything, I am most certain, that there is no one set standard, in which someone 
learns how to do something.’ 

'That there is no need for separation, just to gain an education. I did not know, those 
judgments were made for me back then, that they did without my admiration.' 

'Let me not fell to mention, that having somebody's thoughts being placed down upon 
me, without me being aware of that fact they were, was just to hold me back.' 

'They all were just making my life more difficult forme at such an undeveloped age. 
That is what started all of this, snowballing downhill for me.' 

'This all happens because, of their lives. Without the whereabouts of me even knowing 
how significant this dark cloud, which is forming overhead, would be.' 

'They followed me around as if I was a danger to others and myself, yet that is local 
law and school boards were the counties and courts are as one of being controlled by my 
Grandmother.' 



'My Grandmother would like to tap me on the shoulder with her mahogany wood 
hand-carved walking stick that was electrically charged with the silver-plated flying lady angle 
on the top, with mby eyes, she said ‘I had another one of these’ she pointed to the decorative 
pace, then she went on to say, ‘y^t it was stolen from in gold.” 

‘Just like my Grandpa would use his gold time-worn pocket watch to hypnotize me as 
it would swing crossed my face at any time he wanted, where they could do anything he wanted 
or anyone could do anything to me they wanted by command, as the slave, even now I have 
triggers to do by command.' 

'You can gather that It is going to follow me everywhere, I go.' 

'This is how the tower formed her stories about me.’ 

'I remember all my nights of being confused, as I lay on my bed frightened here in my 
home. I was and still, am always alarmed by all the evil in my life.' 

'Sometimes, I put my pillow over my head. Yet, I can still envision all the faces 
playing back in slow motion.' 

'Seeing all these faces looking at me, at the hellhole and even back, when I was with 
my mother.' 

'I recall the school days repeatedly, from the past to this very day. I can see the water 
dripping from the asbestos-exposed ceiling tiles, onto the filth cover floors.' 

'I can see all the locker doors slam, as I watched the water as it falls onto the floor 
form above me. This reminds me of my heart every time, I go to school.' 

'When in school, I always wonder, what is going to be said about me?' 

'Who is starting actions that will slander, labeling, attacking, belittling, defaming, 
maligning, and cursing my life?' 

'It is just like lockers that are closed, will I ever know the combination? Will I ever be 
able to open it, so that I can see what lies within?' 



'Will the contents ever be known to me? I recall walking up and down the many 
darken hallways, that seems to lead to nowhere.' 

'With their many fluorescent lights flickering on and off, they are suspended from the 
ceiling. The lone window at the end of the hallway is the only shining light of freedom.' 

'Everyone and everything faded, to black and white to me. As if, I see them moving in 
slow motion as they lose their color, as they all swarm around me with their stingers out, I never 
know what is going to happen to me.' 

'These days are forever etched in my mind. They all seem to find a way to crawl into 
my blood and play around like spiders in my brain.' 

'They make my skin tickle from the inside out, just thinking about them. It is like they 
leach on me, that is why I feel so creepy-crawly in my uniform, and I cannot wait to get it all of 
me. I watch as nerds are stuffed into lockers.' 

'The jocks are making out with random preppy cheerleaders, with their hands going all 
over one another, with their fingers going up and down and in their uniforms.' 

'Yes, I just stand there at my locker, looking like I am trying to catch flies in my 

mouth.' 


'Everyone is making out, yet not me, I just the good girl, that is to know to be dumb 
and forbidden too.' 

'I recall one of them getting a swirly, and by that one, I mean me, flush! It is not that 
bad of a hairstyle, yet I just washed my hair last night and did some loose curls in it.' 

'So, it did not need to be washed and styled in the toilet bowl, but okay. No, I do not 
mind at all looking like I have a unicorn spike on my head.' 

'Most days, for me I am walking along carrying books, that have no meaning. As I go 
up and down the numerous staircases between classes. Well watching the faces go by.' 


'Yet, there are no relationships for me that I can rely on here in the school.' 



'So, with me being so timid and shy, I do not make any pronounced movements. I just 
walk down the staircase minding my own business unlike everybody else. All the perverted boys 
are trying to look up my skirt like always.' 

‘They are making comments and saying stupid alternate things.’ 

'Like this one. 'Hey Nevaeh, so does the carpet match the drapes?" 

'Nevaeh, because we know you do not have smooth hardwood floors?’ 

'Hey Nevaeh, 'spit or swallow?'’ 

'I roll my eyes.' 

When 1 overhear, 'We no girls like you don't know what it means to do either over you 
are retarded.' 

'No, but I do trim my lines and as far as that goes, maybe, but I am not commenting on 
that one, to them! Then there are my favorite quotes, which they ask me yet that not all of them 
as you could imagen.' 

Some of them are asking- ‘How is your Period?’ 

'Can you read the 'Cat in the Hat' yet?' 

‘Virgin,’ they chant. 

‘Crazy girl,’ they chant also. 

‘So, are you and your lesbian, going to scissors smack your p*ssies together tonight?’ 

'Sometimes, 1 think boys if you had the cramps, moodiness, drippy feelings, that I 
have you would flip out running down the hall saying, 'my dick' is bleeding.' 

'Furthermore, repeatedly while screaming in pain doing just that! As well as, roll on 
the floor like a crybaby!' I giggle out loud. 

'Then I could throw used girly things like pads with discharge on it, bloody tampons at 
your face like you do me; plus see how you like it, for a change!' 



'This is another one asked by dumb girls and boys alike. ‘So, have you not gone 
through puberty yet?" 

'So, is that why your voice squeaks like that?’ They ask me. 

'Sometimes, I just say I don't know maybe I have a lifetime supply of helium!’ 

‘Furthermore, I guess my small boobs are just for show.’ 

'Dumb questions, yet there asked by them repeatedly.' 

'Nevaeh, they say- ‘Why does your voice sound like that. I say- ‘I do not know, why 
does your face look like that! ’ I do not know why that concerns them.' 

'Nevertheless, welcome to my High school, and the way they think and act around me. 
I think that you can get the picture.' 

'Sometimes, I wonder if my kids or grandkids will have my voice, someday oh- hum.' 

'However, listening to all this m in dless chatter, it makes me wonder what is going on 
in their heads. ‘I must be in hell.’' 

'Then, I hear the eerie sound of the bells ring out, they are calling me; yes, calling for 
me to go back to my total isolation.' 

'I have been left behind, not allowed to shine. Will I ever have anything that I can call 
mine? Am I going to be fine? Please, someone, give me a sign. Should I not worry about being 
one-of-a-kind?' 

'One class I detest, even though it gets me out of the entire separation, is a gym. The 
teacher is fond of staring at us while we are running our laps and doing our activities. She has 
even walked up to me while topless and said- ‘you are developing quite nicely.’’ 

‘Okay- if you say so.’ 

'Miss. Stackawitz she is one of those butch looking women, that has boy shorts on at 
all times, or sweats. She likes her tight-fitting sports tops also. Yeah, that shows everything she’s 
got- ewe- wah!' 



'Nothing on her seems to be where it is meant to be. She has 1980’s style glasses and a 
whistle that makes my ears ring.' 

'Yet, I always try to be nice to her. She seems to act all sweet to your face, but talks to 
all the kids, and teachers about how you look in her class, and locker room.' 

'The locker room smells of sweat and cheap perfume. I have to change out of my outfit 
and mess up my make-up and hair. While having all these girls, in there staring at me; yes- while 
I am standing there in my bra, panties, or less.' 

'You know, I did not know that lacey, pink polka dots were so fascinating.’ 'What are 
they staring at?" 

'Hello, I am just a slightly naked girl standing here changing, nothing.' 

'Yet the mindless chattering is going on all around me. ‘Talk about awkward!’ In this 
private, type of school, they can make us shower after Gym class.' 

'Yet-1 do not feel like being traumatized again, with all of them. However, I can still 
envision all of them looking at me in there.' 

'Why are all these shower heads all out in the open in this room? I have all the other 
girls circled me; all ten of these showerheadsjet out from one central point, from the only 
support column, in the middle near the ceiling on the one pillar.' 

'We ten girls- we are face-to-face, and front-to-front, with are bare butts hanging out in 
the back. As we, all are in a circle with the sporting, spring, and smacking water drenching on 
us.' 


'The mist does not cover my body entirely, and there is no towels insight. However, 
they all seem so perfect to me. Besides, of course, I am going to get touched in there by then- 
soapy little fingers.' 

'Yet they all laugh like it is fun to them. However, not to me, I guess it could be fun; if 
I was with someone I wanted to be rubbed upon.' 

'Taking a shower, in my opinion, is a private all most spiritual cleansing of the body 
and mind, which should not be publicized in my opinion.' 



'I believe that there is only one true alternative in my mind, and that is being with the 
one you love.’ 

‘But then again, it needs to be candlelit, or at least that is what I think, for there is 
nothing like seeing the steam resonating off the water droplets, that fall upon the entwined torsos 
in a graceful shining of zenith; while having all the vaporizing, and steam helixing all around us, 
in passion and adornment.' 

'Yes, that is the fantasy I get when showering. That is what I think of; I just put my 
mind there, to complete the shower in school too. 1 just pretend that the hands that are touching 
me are his hands, and not the girls fingering me.' 

'In my mind, I picture the shower has the light of a dancing flame of a candle that 
shows trae intimacy. Like having the silky slick shadow on me and the flame of my heart.' 

'I guess within that moment; I would feel flawless. I know that you are not going to 
understand why I feel this way, as of now.' 

'However, as you go through my story. It will all make sense, and this is the only time, 
I have to myself.' 'When I daydream like this, I am gone- go to another place it seems like I said, 
I do not hear what they say when I close my eyes, I just let them fade away.' 

'Although, I can feel what they are doing to me, yet, I am in my fantasy with my eyes 
closed. Yet, I cannot help but look at them all to, and I see what is different about them when 
looking up at them and back down.' 

'Every girl looks dissimilar, yet as for me, I still look like a little girl with a bit on top, 
and an innie one downward. I guess that's why the other girls try to pull the lips apart; yet, I do 
not want to break anything! Why do they want to do that anyway?' 

'I asked the teacher and she said- ‘You’ll figure it out.’ I said, okay?' 

'I am going too, and I did, that night outside when I got home from school. I never 
knew that could happen, and I did not break anything either!' 


'Anyways, I also do not like being in the locker room, since there is no one I can tmst.' 



'Why do I feel this way you ask? Will even though students here are not allowed to 
have their cell phones during school hours. That does not stop them from snapping a photo of me 
while standing in my underwear or less or even in the shower.' 

'Then posting it all... to their social networking sites. Nice- don’t you think! These 
photos cannot be destroyed it is on the web, and it is going to last for eternity, even if I do not 
want it to or not.' 

T cannot say that 1 was ready for my close up!’ 

'Just remember someone’s contribution to the internet can never be taken away.' 

T am on there in my pink polka-dotted glory and lathered wet pose forever.’ While- at 
least now some of the boys in school, now have one of their questions answered.' 

'I think of life this way; life is like a blade that cuts in all directions. Yet, I am like that 
one daisy flower that you and I have to turn away seldom.’ 

‘Sometimes, 1 have to close myself to you, and all the surroundings around you, just 
drift away.' 

'Then let that heavenly shower let me grow. Well hoping that someone’s blade does 
not cut me away from my roots, so I blossom for you, so we can both be together in our divine 
destinies.' 


'That is what I want for you and me. To blossom, while never getting detached from 
each other, never to be cut away, that is if I could fall in love again.' 

'After gym class, I am completely drained, half-sick to my stomach and then it is off to 

lunch.' 


'The smell of the food makes me want to gag. With the main course being pizza, and 
the vegetables of tater tots, 1 think I will pass.' 

'I look around the lunchroom; 1 see- Nathaniel LaMarsh picking his nose like always 
and rubbing boyish snot in his books, that others have to use for class.' 


‘So gross!’ I say out loud. 



'Jenny Valentino is sucking on a banana. Yet, she thinks I suck on glue sticks in the 
Sped room.’ 

'Jonathan Eisezn is trying to ram his religion into everyone’s ears and going into 
convulsions. Even if the Bible is prevented in my school.' 

'All they talk about in this would most fantastic fiction book is waking of d’^'ck’s, and 
make others feel bad about being themselves. Shut up your being to load.' Said, Edward 
Gonzalez. 


‘I snickered so hard, I snorted at the thoughts of letting the sequence of through he 
said work in my mind.' 

'Yet I am told ‘The Catcher and the Rye,’ is wrong for me to have, being a band to all 
in the school, and I can’t read anyways, even so of what you think, the true message is just 
having the book in my possession or my hands time from time, and if you don’t understand why 
you’re a fool.' 

'Just at that moment, I saw, Ainge campo is dumping her spoiled chocolate milk down 
another girl’s blouse.' 

'In addition to that, Paul Navis is feeling up his girlfriend- Hannah McGmben, which 
leads into her playing with him under the table.' 

'She has her own found banana to unpeel. Yet no one sees that they only see me.' 

‘ Yes, I am in hell. ’ 

‘Trauma and hypnosis have been my life, it all part of splitting my mind, therefore 
they think 1 act like a little child, just a color or a sound can make me do as they say, like a 
human-robot. I even think a time, that I am an unpolished diamond.’ 

‘I can stay up days on end, and think about long things to write that seems imposable, 
and have endless stamina, sometimes I feel like nothing more a courier, and a byte comfort 
woman for my master and their picks for me to be with. ’ 


‘Just like a human-robot to disable looking, I have to be forced to use a computer to 
teach me reading and writing, as if cute by my masters, yet never really use one, yet when I do it 



is less than the ideal computer as if an enables robot fixing what they take away from me in 
programing like a computer robot of idiosyncratic ways back and forth.’ 

‘Just like a sound or a scent can bring froth memories, only at that time, that is most 
like blackout of my mind until, having the sent or small made to feel as if Attention Deficit 
Hyperactivity Disorder without really having this in moments of rapped eye moment, and higher 
sensitivities to all sights and sounds and even shadows.’ 

‘In my first year of school the teachers were so loving, just to after having torchers at 
home and be locked away for hours at a time, in cages, testing to see my I.Q was done, and it 
was said I was highly gifted so my mind could be shattered by my teachers, kind then shock, and 
I wonder why, I cannot trust, yet the question is why? 

‘My conscious mind took flight like the butterfly, and to expose this the end of a mind 
would come, I knew, within and the unconscious was wide open in a highly subjectable state I 
was trained to be Special Ed, or a nut, just a sick experiment of giving pain for enjoyment.’ 

'Take a brilliant mind and kill it, over you can't be brilliant in this town when all kids 
have to be the same, or that is what I want to think is why so it's not so sinister even though the 
devil was in the details even my dream is not my own.' 

'I am so frightened, yet I would be crazy to say my mind is not my own.' 

'Do you even believe me?' 

'Just like the delusion now from being the experiments of your teachers.' 

'The range of communication they say, about me as the made to be rejected, is now all 
published worldwide for the world to see, all the labeling of my life.' 

'Plus, it is written in writing, using the logic of consciousness, over some made not to 
have one, yet they have a brain more than me.' 

'What do you all think about Nevaeh? Inquired stealthily, on a website pull on 
Facebook.’ 

'Who in the hell is Nevaeh? Oh, is she that creeper girl?' said, Paul Navis, in a 
Facebook post.’ 



'Yeah, she freaks me, and my friends out.' 


‘This was said, by another in a footnote the following many awful comments.’ 

‘She is crazy!’ Said, Nathaniel LaMarsh. 

‘She is a Stocker!’ Said, Jenny Valentino. 

‘She has an STD! She is not the type of girl that, I want to take home to my momma! ’ 
Said, Jonathan Eisezn. 

‘Isn’t she like- bisexual? No-1 wouldn’t even go for that girl’ Said, Ainge campo. 

‘Isn’t she- srmpleminded!’ Said, Hannah McGruben. 

'Although, 1 am the one with a mind that is not valid.' 

‘I have read her reports by are teachers and district and have given informed all my 
students the right to know about her (lEP) and her endangerment. 

'I have given them the vocal statements and made online booklets of her 
‘Individualized Education Program’ her documents. Moreover, so has everyone else that can get 
their hands on a copy.' Said Mr. DeVolcano. 

‘Mr. DeVolcano then went on to say, her IQ is below what is normal, it is at less than 
55, which puts her in the extreme the disability categories; we have informed all the parents 
about Nevaeh, and all the parents their children; so, that their kids are not in any danger, from 
this damaged child of endangerment.’ 

‘Also, if they're smart, they stay away, we make sure of that, by segregating her from 
all others, but her like kind.' Said, Mr. DeVolcano. 

Nevaeh- 'Even the teachers are in on this, yet why?' 

‘Yet, they would say to me that this is all just Epigenetic Memories.’ 


'I along with teachers, we think she needs emotional sport also!' 



'He went on to say, I think she needs help in every class too; she is a hold up for the 
others that want to learn. I think the girl needs help, in everything here at the school! I disagree 
with the guardian and Nevaeh; they do not believe she needs learning support accommodations!' 

'Sad this protector's denial, the school staff and 1 think she does, and that too is the law, 
we have our experts that say so that we have hired at our expenses. It was either sign or find 
some other school for her to attend for the mental handicaps.' Said the highly regarded teacher. 

'He went on to speak, you know, her reading level is second grade; she cannot write 
sentences, without having six ears in them. In my class, it is like her m in d wonders. She does not 
want to be taught; she is a waste of time to us all here, that why I lock her in the closet and say 
don't come out until class is over.’ 

'This boy has been my head for about six mounts, as a shard mind lover. I wonder how 
he got in without them knowing; where I tmsted him, yet should I? Conversely, is he being nice 
to just trick me, like all of them?' 

'I thought over wanting to be in my memoranda, to see what it is like to be me.' 

'They see everything of my body, at all times, like from my head down, all objects I 
see, and my lower body as if me, out of my eyes, as if my eyes are now cameras for them to see 
my everything.' 

Nevaeh- 'As for me, I like to keep my ears and eyes open, and my mouth shut.’ 

'Yet, I am still taking for belligerent for having my thoughts at any moment, that my 
teachers read at any time they want in are in my body, hide in my mind, and play in my soul like 
a hidden possessed clown-like child, where you can't stop a thought, they take an action that will 
be acted out are what you're going to say.' 

'In the lunchroom and in the halls too. I see the Jocks are just being plain stupid, 
making inappropriate immature gestures.' 

'I see all the faces staring at me once again. I see the preppy girls laughing hysterically 
about their superficial existence.' 



'While they all speak loudly. I see the Nerds talking about, most likely about 
computer-related things. Plus, wrapping tape on their crossbars to fix their eyeglasses, after 
getting hit in the face repeatedly by the Jocks.' 

'They also talk about the fact that they cannot find any girls that are willing to date 
them; yet, they kind of fade away in the background.' 

'As forme Nevaeh, I just want the day to be over. I sit alone- Yet Tf you are by 
yourself you are in good company. ’ I feel everyone's emotions fall upon my body, like icy cold 
snowflakes that chill me internally.' 

'After lunch, I go to history class, everyone in the class is half passed out from the 
boredom in which they have to endure. However, it may be from the overwhelming amount of 
tater tots that they have eaten.' 

'Either way, Mr. Mendocino is rambling on about the destmction and the overall 
horror of the Holocaust movement.' 

'Definitely, in his monotone voice, half the guys in the class have their hands under 
their desks playing with it and sending text messages that are extremely significant to their 
passion person.' 

'I just draw black and white sketches in my notebook! Like- ‘You all just cannot wait 
until class is over.’ I do not want to see that, nor have it next to me, or have what is leftover on 
me.' 


'That is why I hate when some of the guys and some creepy girls in class touch my 
hair. On the other hand, just touch me in general; yeah, I just do not know where their hands 
have been.' 


'I am not a germaphobe, yet I like to say clean in school, and only get down and dirty 
when I want to!' 

'So, in my classes where I am still the outcast of being the same grouping of needs, 
Elizabeth Smith is twirling her hair.' 


'Megan Davis is applying another layer of makeup.' 



'Besides, to using one of those things to fix her lashes, John Jackson is pulling Lily 
Anderson’s pigtails.' 

'My dream love is sitting behind me. I am in one of my average classes with him, yet 
after this one, it back to me being in the small room, where 1 sit for the rest of the day, with the 
rejects that are not wanted.' 

'One of the girls in this class with me is Lily she is a soft-spoken, shy sweetheart type 
of girl, that has a warm loving personality. She can always find the good in any situation, which 
crosses her path.' 

'Lily, she is peaceful and calm in her expressions, her hobbies include drawing, 
singing in her church's choir, and braiding her hair with ribbons that match her outfits.' 

'She is one of the good girls; she is a lot like me in a way! I think I could say that she 
is a friend of mine, maybe more.' 

'One Spederis- J.A Cowering he is shouting things like- ‘I like tatertotsl’ 

'Along with other profanity in his slow voice, while he is smacking himself in the 
chest, with his one hand.' 'Yet this is me, too right?' 

'The poor kid requires his needs, (I don't,) yet regardless of the needs overall being 
thought to be the same puke to your masters, I am placed with highly retarded disabled kids, yet 
some like me are not that severe to extreme, yet they're all throw in the same room, meaning you 
only have at the high second-grade education, do the others holding me back, I get what they 
thi nk I can handle.' 

'Yapper that is what they have me classed as also nothing more than a brain dead a 
chest tapper, and the kids and teachers reminded me every moment of every day that I am, and 
next to a child molester or not knowing better, like 1 have the understanding of that of a 5-year- 
old.' 


'In reject classes like always, Lily is with me, she sits next to me most days. Along 
with Taylor Brown that is asleep snoring, with her lips parted while drilling a puddle on her 
desk.' 



'Again, before passing out paraphrasing to the teacher that the first-grade childlike 
book, we need to read is fake and gay.' 

'There are no windows, the doors are not even that of the same style for a classroom, 
this was nothing more an old mop closet, made into a classroom, no more than ten old still and 
wood desk linked together are lined in rows of 5 hold us trapped, the wheelchairs are off to the 
side, looking at us all cockeyed.' 

'Your tooled to be your teacher's toilet in this program, just open up your mouth, so 
they can take a hot steamy long tard of crap in it, then again poopy in this room seems to be a 
theme, like self-playing with one's privates, or the child next to you privates.' 

'The sounds and the light seem way too bright as if meant to be to chatter tbe fragile 
minds even more, in this basement hole of a room with no heat, and it smalls of rat tards, and 
sofa, like in Granny's home with too many cats, along with black mold, the air is tight and stale, 
the walls mawkish with many years of kids whipping whatever on them and not being clean over 
no one cares about us, in the room of the insufficiency.' 

'Joseph Shaw is tearing his textbooks into spitballs and blowing them on others and 

me.' 


'Kassie Row is popping her gum tapping her pen, farting, asking dumb questions to the 
teacher that are sexual, and looking at me like she wants a piece of me, she knocks her books on 
the floor just so she can look up at me, and they, I not doing any of this bull sh*t, and I going to 
think about you as I go lefty, right now with my hand in my skirt.' 

'Anxious to say she was using her right hand, even I know that, and so did the teacher 
who did not see a thing, only me.' 

'Candy Sheldon she is cracking her knuckles and tapping her led pencil on her tabletop 
that she is carving bent over love depictions into.' 

'I think, I even saw a paper airplane go by me, and the teacher did not even blink, as if 
his intelligence was wasted by tolerating the kid's childish enjoyment, that becoming nothing 
more than a babysits for the class, this is tme unrelenting, of all that is grim, and an inexorable 



horror, that just suppressed and made to be pent up in the mind, never angry am I, just sorrowful, 
filling tragic, and grieving about the loss of time and memories.' 

'Nevertheless, none of the teachers even care outside this room to think, I more than a 
chest taper.' 

‘They all are getting paid the same amount of money if we students want to listen or 
not, and none of us want to learn they say anyway so they don't teach anything anymore to us.’ 

'These kids jokingly say, now, ‘it's time to goes back to the hating on others and conic 
masturbation,’ it is all they can do in school.' 

'That is just part of the teacher’s existence in life, yet should I feel apologetic for 

them.' 

'No, I think not.' 

'Yet, this is some of what my existence in life is like here in the hellhole known as the 
High school also.' 

'What do you all think about Nevaeh?' 

'She Sped in the head!' Said, Elizabeth Smith. 

'Yet he is in the same classes I am in.' 

She is a pedophile! Said, Megan Davis. 

'Yet he is in the same classes I am in, so your one too.' 

'She is the sweetest girl in the world!' Said, Lily Anderson. 

'I understand why she said this.' 

Taylor Brown- She is a waste of life! Just like all of us in this class. 

'Don’t even say her name around me I’ll throw-up!' Said, Joseph Shaw. 

'I feel the same about you.' 


'She is one nut job!' Said, Kassie Row. 



(Next class the bell rings) 


Miss. Stackawitz- the P.E teacher, ‘I tell her to leave my class or just do it.' 

'That girl can’t even throw a softball, yet she tries to run away from everything.’ I 
remember this one day in class the girls were playing Dodge-ball.' Said, Miss. Stackawitz. 

Along with saying, 'She was giving me a hard time. She did not want to play along. As 
a result, I asked her why, and Nevaeh said quote- 'T do not like balls in my face! ’ And- all the 
girls laughed until they cried, and so did I, I mean come on, that was hilarious. Because it is so 
true, she can come out with them, without even knowing.' 

(Next class away from the incapacitated) 

Mr. Mendocino- is the History teacher, ‘No comment, on that girl, it would take me 
too long, to express how I feel about her. ’ 

Then he went on to say, 'Previously, I often wonder why so many people were 
splattered, in the Holocaust, and yet someone like her is still walking free.' Said, Mr. Mendocino. 

Along with stating, 'Nevaeh did not even get, ‘Who was Hitler’ right on my test.' 

Then he said, 'she said quote- 'A bad guy, with a weird mustache.’ I was not amused... 
she said I was not trying to be funny I don't find this cute.' 

He responded, 'Besides, she spelled that wrong too. The only thing she got right was 
her name, surprisingly she did that! 'Fail!' However, Nevaeh cried in class while watching the 
movie 'Schindler's List' so she got something out of it I would hope when she saw the girl in the 
red jacket, and also when the girl being a wheeled way. She said, ‘I know how she feels.’ 

'That disturbed me! like really are you that illogical.' 

Nevaeh- 'Do I take this for them being right, when all I can be is wrong even if right or 
wrong? Preferentially am I just in loser denial, of sucking hard at life, where I cannot win?' 

Chapter: 7 


Naughty Daydreamer of Nightmares 



Nevaeh- 'Next morning the date of September 18, 2009, I am counting down the days, 
so when I have a break from- this hell once again.' 

‘The only thing keeping me going is the thought of him in my mind and moments that 
are cut to short.’ 

'It is a Friday, and I am thinking, that I have no plans for the weekend like always. I 
am sitting in my reject class; I am daydreaming about my loneliness, which 1 am going to face 
over the weekend.' 

'With no entertainment, other than me staring at my selling in my bedroom and my 
classroom, most of the time I just drift off into a trance while every room I am in spins, and the 
color fades from my eyes.' 

'The color fades from them all to, and then I am the only one in color wearing my blue 
and red uniform, just like that girl in the movie that I saw in my history class the other day. I am 
afraid of them, just like her.' 

'It haunts me now! Just like the red for the blood that we shed, and the blue is there for 
me it shows me dying slowly inside as I turn that color, all alone I am just like her, nowhere to 
mn, no one that cares, no family left or friends; in the end just to be wheeled away, and not 
remembered.' 

'I am just like her, yes! I am very familiar with how she feels, are existences are very 
much alike! I am a little Jewish girl, and they are the Nazi’s killing me.' 

'I can look out my window and the world move fast in time, I can see the others have 
their happy little lives when I look out, yet I can look in my room, and time moves so slowly, yet 
this is mine, this is my life.' 

'At the hellhole, all the days mn to gather, my first class of the day, and I am sitting in 
the music classroom. 1 am surrounded by a bunch of zombies, yet the choms-musical director 
thinks I am the one that is brain dead.' 

'Mr. DeVolcano as so-known as- the ‘Tiny guy!’ as some of the students call him, yet 
he is huge. He is the type that gets pissed if you do not reach his so-called standards of 



superiority. He makes his presence known by throwing pencils across the room and getting all up 
in your face.' 

'It is like he gets so worked up that his eyes rattle in his husky balding blockhead, as 
he glares right at you. He has a voice that will make you jump ten feet in the air when you are 
not expecting him to shout everything that is on his little mind out in the open.' 

'Once more, I try to be nice to him, but a lot of good that does me. He made all the 
others in the class completely lose respect for me. He has his pets, and I am surely not one of 
them. If anything, I am his main target.' 

'He has been trying to kick me out of this class from day one. I would guess he is 
prejudice against my type. Sad to say that, I while must put with his bullshit for the next six 
years. Yet- someday he will get his repayment. I do not know how; I do know not when.' 

'However, I am sure of it. His method of teaching is cursing you up and down, in front 
of your classmates. Shouting at the top of his lung's things like ‘I'm the director, if you do not 
like it then take your ass out the door.’ He thinks he is God's gift to music, while we watch him 
demonstrate singing, and playing out of time and key.' 

'Mr. DeVolcano configured his way to the top by using deception. I conjecture the fact 
that if you know someone, you can become a teacher here at this school. Yes, even without 
having the degree that you need.' 

'He tries to make himself feel like less of a failure, by making everyone feel 
insignificant in the processes of his developments in his class. By screaming and yelling at the 
freshmen just the same as he does the seniors. Just because he thinks, it builds character.' 

‘Talk about issues.’ 

'The day drags for seven long hours. Then the end of the day class bell rings out, for 
the trip back home on the bus and it seems to run back to the way it did in the morning when I 
got here. Now it is off to my home, where I sit and think for the remainder of the day.' 

'It is Friday night, and I just do not want to stay at home all night. Therefore, I thought 
I would go to the game, and watched the Jocks smash themselves into one another until they 
have brain damage.' 



'If they all know he was in my head now lost and sweet to me when I feel shy, they 
would not stand for this, he is why I live and why I die, cry, try, and sigh, and yet, I still ask my 
questions of why.' 

'Walking around the football field it is either the first or the second home game, I can 
hear the same disorienting school theme song playing repeatedly. It is sounding horribly out of 
tune in the background, and its reverberation goes all around the old stadium.' 

'The cheerleaders are shouting their battle cries, as they jiggle and wiggle to then- 
chants. A sea of navy blue and ruddy red hues in the stands, combined with the band's uniforms. 
Besides, everyone’s faces old and young have the look of war and frenzy.' 

'One middle-aged guy even has a cowbell and an air horn, and he is just losing his 
mind! Woot- Woot... 1 think sarcastically in my mind, who cares!' 

'The falling raindrops from the skies they shine like diamonds reflecting off the lights. 
I can smell the scent of rain, as I draw in a savoring breath, and yet letting it out my mouth 
sighing slightly, with a humming sound.' 

'As I walk to the ancient bleachers, mud is everywhere, mixed with confetti that is 
littering all over the ground along with the leftover food from the concession stands. I am 
surrounded by people, yet I still feel as if I am all alone.' 

'Football games in the rain. Yet nobody feels my pain.' 'Should I feel shame?' 

'While I stand to look up at everyone just like a freeze-frame.' 

'Everyone knows my name, yet they all do not feel the same.' 

'The game is over everyone is gone, yet I just sit in the rain as the lights go black on 

me.' 


'Then slowly walk out of there and begin my walk home in the rain alone! While 
ringing my uniform out as I go alone down the empty pathway. That reminds me, that I can meet 
someone throughout the day.' 



'I can have great associations underway. However, the very next day it all goes away. I 
wonder why, yet I am not surprised, by that fact. Nothing surprises me anymore. Maybe it is 
because of who I am? What 1 stand for, or is it my belief?' 

'Maybe it is because everyone has ways of destroying one another. How do you ask? 
Well-1 think one way is by using their communications technologies and the other by the words 
of cheap talk. Either way, my life has changed. Similarly, mine seems to be metamorphosing into 
something even more ugly than I thought in previous days of my life, and existence.' 

'What is a friend?' 

'What are people that you see day to day, and they see what they think you are by what 

they see?' 

'Do they only see what they know of you?' 

'What do they see in me?' 

'I see them yet; I don't know them. So, what are they? Are they acquaintances, contacts, 
or enemies? Is someone you know someone you can tmst?' 

'To me, it seems like the moral beliefs of friendships have been breached, to me no 
one is a friend, yet I am open to companionship if they come my way. What people think is not 
something that can be fixed just by changing a status online, or in the halls.' 

'Tmst me it cannot!' 

'The trust will not be regained with them, or me. Therefore, they do not see me for 
who I am, because of status, and their friendships that they tmst in seeing what they want to see.' 

'Do you see?' 

'I look at my social page, and it is an empty canvas. With no identified photography, 
that corresponds to additional individuals from the past or present time. The towering entity will 
not allow me to be seen with others, nor them to be seen around me.' 


'Can you see my picture developing?' 



'Yes, to me the meaning of friendship has been redefined. As I entered the modem age 
of electronics with my so-called friends.' 

'Sure, I can see your profile, sure-1 can see all your faces, sure, I can see the 
description, but then again, I do not know who you are. I do not know your intentions, nor do I 
know what you stand for. So, should I be paranoid, or should you be?' 

'I wonder sometimes while pacing the floor in my room, or just sitting on my bed with 
the laptop that is pink in color. Should I live with the freedom that has been established to link 
me together with them?' 

'Must I decide to deactivate, as they sometimes make me do to, I am childlike?' 

'So, I can be isolated furthermore; or should I remain ignored while active?' 

'I come home before the game is over it was over for me before it started, I look at my 
old typewriter that is sitting here on my disk, a reminder of how things were done in the past, and 
think that was a good way of communication.' 

'So not, like today. I thought about using it but- am I good enough to say anything, 
they say that I am not. They must be right; I am not even sure if I know how to work the fifty- 
pound clunker of a thing.' 

'I have thought about making a story of fantasy a reality. I love old things and old 
ways, of doing things; yeah-1 can’t help it.' 

'I surely have the time to do a story someday. I could see my writing, a forbidden 
romance or something like that... yeah right.' 

'Maybe, by all, I would need is some paper that will not smudge, I guess-1 could do it 
on the computer, but why?' 

'I am not much of a writer; I am not much of anything. 

It is just like the Vintage Camera, that I use because I feel that it adds emotion to the 
moment in time that I have captured. Just like the Victrola player, I have from the 1930’s.' 


'I love different things. They say I have an old soul and a young heart.' 



'For once, I think that they are right in saying that.' 'Frustrated, with only getting one 
up and down looking font typed line down, I stopped. Using two fingers on the typewriter does 
not work all that well. Sticky typewriter keys are annoying.' 

'So, that night I went to bed earlier than I normally do. It was a long day anyway 
because of all the negative spectacles that took place, throughout the day.' 

'Also, my mind was thumping just like the sounds that blast from the past machine 
make as well.' 

'I recall I was lying in my bed with my favorite pink nighty on.' 

'Before I knew it, I was undressed under my covers with my many thoughts of, school, 
life, everything, and him. Mostly him, in whispers in my consciousness.' 

'Then, I was in the land of pleasant dreams. There in my dreams, I am in a land where 
there is no evil, hatred and no need for lust. My dreams were always my fantasies.' 

'However, that night All of a sudden, I am jolted out of my dream, and a cold icy 
breeze moved across my face, after all-knowing as a child I was sold to satanic sacrificing for sin, 
thanks to my mother's side of the family.' 

'I sat up in my bed rapidly, asking if it was all in my head, or real; the room was pitch- 
black, and my covers were pulled off me and I felt exposed, as it was an inch over the full length 
of my body, engulfing feelings from my remembrance.' 

'Then, until I cannot believe my eyes at what I was seeing it has dark wings, and eyes 
that were too temptingly cloying to not look into to have as engulfing into soul travel. ’ 

Tt was a creature that was not human, a dark mysterious what I call a fallen angel, I 
have the gift of seeing them with my subconscious over dissociating, it was staring at me looking 
into my soul, taking all that happen in the last weeks for my masters, who are cacodemon or 
fallen flowers of the following the demons demotivators thinking its 'God's work hidden in dark 
magic, sorcery, astrology, voodoo, and witchcraft,' like over cognizance possessions, the sweet 
deception of true evil was peering into my eyes as if it could abolish my quintessence of ethos.' 



‘I look at myself as a child of pore sorcery, a 'White Angel' when death would come, 
thus of pouring, I will not be stolen to purgatory, yet that is becoming harder to endure tirelessly 
when this is what I was bom for to slaughter, yet I got away, I got away before, I was killed in a 
naked virgin child sacrifice, to the 'Angels of Darkness.' 

‘These girls sometimes on Earth other than being just like normal-looking girls they 
transform into ‘Blackbirds,’ or girls with black wings with bloody when in their angel form with 
wings, having feathered tips, blood-sucking fangs, omnipotent powers, of desire and revenge, of 
strength, and voltage, even fiery in the wings at a time, they are my sisters are divided angels the 
Amzel’s are the darkest of‘Fallen Angels." 

'The Natalie girls not so much, they went for the genuine, even if bom into evil and 
made of sin.' 

'The Fallen Angel had long fangs, almost cat pulling in my eyesight of frame- the 
moment of like having aesthetic abilities, with a face with sharp-pointed horns that protmded 
from the top of its head. Am I dreaming, I knew I was not?' 

'I was frozen in my horror of knowing I was slowly being taken to the dark side of 
enchantment; I did not know what to think.' 

'I know what it wants with me?' 

'I know what this meant, until the edge, coming stronger every day?' 

‘As for me, I am pore-like some of my other sisters, who like me are at war for our 

souls.’ 


"White Angels,' like me are heavenly, holy, divine, celestial, sweet, charming, yet 
sadness, will make them shad light gray as if the light dying within me, in the wings like me, 
over depression, grief, sorrow, catastrophe, and misery, yet I think this boy, I like knows what I 
am, I wonder how? Internet, my books, and religions?' 

'Therefore, I can read his mind like I can anyone around me, I let him in, I think? 
Maybe, or it is just one of my gifts or so they think?' 



'Yet something you demand to perceive about my Earth life is that I was half-human 
half- pore white angel, now ending by hanging over mind games, in a dark death was the change 
they wanted to take me to the dark side lost in purgatory, where death can't be had, nor can my 
soul that was damned rise, I didn't want immortal, as a teen girl locked in my limbo angel body. ’ 

'I wonder what he would say if I let wings rip as they do only when I want them to 
penetrate my smooth fleshly white skin before his eyes?' 

'Notwithstanding that night, as I sat staring in my bed, in an instant I watched as this 
entity was sucked into my dream catcher, it was absorbed away like a vacuum in a swirl.' 

'Was that just a dream?' 

'It has to be a dream; it is just a dream I kept thinking in logic-1 was saying.' 

'So, I lied back down in my bed. Besides, I got my covers from off the floor, and it put 
them back over me and my head.' 

'Scared, I begin repeating my prayers. Until I drifted, off into the land of blissful 
dreams once again. I still do not know what that was.' 

'Just a nightmare, I guess. The start of new days, sometimes I hope that all the stars 
will align so that God's grace can shine down on me. So that I can feel, the ray of the sun as it 
gives me hope and strength.' 

'Sometimes, I start my day with reading I light my candle and start laying them out, as 
I get ready for the day. I started to do this when I was feeling hopeless. Lily she gave me her old 
deck saying try this, it may work for you as it does forme, and I said, 'okay." 

'I have been doing it... oh my, yeah- all the way back then; Like when I was in 
seventh grade or so, is when I started, and that is when they began in full swing on me.' 

'My readings for today, as I shuffle my deck, the cards fly out on their own, right out 
of my tarot pile. I know what I am going to face throughout the day before it happens sometimes. 
Like today and most days, it is not good. Today let’s see what we have!' 



'Tarot Card One-1 got the Fool- yet I wish that all the fools in my life would not have 
any beginnings... in getting me to do as they do. I am not a fool... they are the ones that are the 
clowns around me.' 

'Tarot Card Two- the Tower-1 get this one every day, and to me, a tower is a person or 
persons. Yet I have to find why they keep towering over me! Yet the mighty tower may be 
strong now, in making them, make me.' 

'Nevertheless, as with anything, like the card cries. They will smash themselves at 
some point down on me, and they do just about every day that they can get on top of me.' 

'The towering clans will make me have the circulation of an explosion in the hall, 
bathroom, and even sometimes in the classrooms. Wherever they could get their hands up, and 
on me.' 


'They are the destmction of me, with fires within their eyes. That collapses down on 
me, just like the girls in the clan that sits on my face.' 

'One by one on me, just like the fiery body on the card in my hand exposed; which 
shows the tower falling to its knees. They all just ooze their heated hate on me, and all over my 
body. What they do to me, is what keeps the tower in power!' 

'Tarot Card Three- The Lover’s shows that I have a lover, I love him, yet we cannot 
have a love, which I want so badly.' 'Yet at the same time is it him, which I see in this card? Who 
is in love with me? Maybe it is some other boy or girl. That is worth thinking about- oh-hum!' 

'Tarot Card four- Temperance the learning to bring about balance, in life, for me that 
balance never comes. I am forever on the wheel of misfortune, when is it going to be my turn to 
have the thing go right?' 

'I did not even get that out of my mouth, then card number five an extra one, just 
seemed to pop out at me and flew out my hand out of the deck, and down on the floor in my 
room and that was the Devil card.' 

'Now it is lying at my feet. That card holds show me being hauled back in chains in 
everything.' 



'Yes, I saw him in my nightmares, I think last night... or was it a vision? Yet I know 
that all I have to say is be gone devil, I am a child of the highest God!' 

'You are not getting my soul! These cards show me that I need to beware. Yes, I will 
keep my telling deck in hand, to know when they will try to deck me, in the face or even more 
that has to come. I will use astrology as my philosophy, why not; I do not think it is evil?' 

'Yet, the nuns and priests that sin more than me... they do. Yes, life is a will of fortune 
it is always in constant transition.' 

'I never know which section the arrow is going to land on, it changes with discoveries 
and my mayhem. I know that each day is a gift it shall bring me the perfect someone in my life in 
the future from the heavens.' 

'I know Just like the apple tree in the background of the lover’s card; 1 shall blossom 
and grow with this new-found inspiration in my life.' 

'That is if he finds me before it is too late for me! This can only take place though if 
the entities in my dreams, and also in real life lose their grips on me.' 

'That is draining all the exquisiteness of passion, lust, and caring of chastity out of my 
body. 1 refrain from acts that carmot be satisfied by a divine stimulation.' 

'Yet, I am overwhelmed in not making associations, like shaking hands with the 
diminutive porthole to my soul that leads into Satan’s darkness.' 

'I do not like confessing that, yet I have. 1 remember father Joel, saying to me in a 
stem voice, ‘Do not do it again Nevaeh!'’ 

'Yet, with a dumb smile on his face through the mesh, at the church booth in there, my 
feet do not even touch the ground. I can kick my feet, and they swing freely when I am so 
nervous just like that.' 

'Yeah- he knew it was my voice talking to him. I told him everything I did solo and 
with my shamed fobbed lover like a good catholic girl I am, I even said, I do not know why, he 
was there inside me, but I think he liked, and so do I, what I was saying for some reason he was 



understanding, I said to Priests, 'what we did that night will last forever in my mind, it could 
never be erased." 

'All things are not a sin child, even when you know they are if good for the mind-body 
and soul.' He said. I recollect the last thing He said was- ‘Just try to be a good girl- Nevaeh.’ 

‘Okey-doke-y!’ I said, squeakily. Then, I went on my way out of the old church. 

Father Joel- ‘What a kid, cute as a button, and the same as all her age! ’ He shook his 
head thinking my ‘God,’ at how cute she was.’ 

'I know that I am misunderstood, most people just don’t get me. I always feel different 
as if 1 come from another planet. 1 know that I have sensory overwhelming, sometimes my 
senses are too sharp.' 

'Every sight, touch, sound, hearing and sense of smell can be excruciatingly strong at 

times.' 


'I am sometimes angry and have explosions with meltdowns, at school, and at home, 
this may happen when triggered or feeling trapped, as I do always.' 

'Although I mostly avoid situations like this, it can happen that when overwhelmed or 
extremely painful I explode with rage.' 

'To the point of crying meltdowns, I know a girl my age crying, yet happen when 
bewildered. After shaking in anger, I may feel distraught and cry uncontrollably.' 

'So, I have a teddy bear. Yet still, have many silent shutdowns, times when you can’t 
speak or socialize.' 

'Seldom, I may prevent noises by going silent and withdrawn. When this happens, I 
want to get away from people and to be quiet until I am cahn again.' 

'I use avoidance, not going places you imagine will be troublesome for you socially. 
To withdraw and not have meltdowns, sneaky escaping habits may develop. There may be many 



situations I avoid out of the fear of being overwhelmed or uncomfortable. However, since the 
avoidance is sneaky it is often hard to realize it about oneself.' 


'I am a sensible person who thinks and analyses everything too much they say. 
Although realistic and make decisions based on the analysis.' 

'I find a pattern in everything, the way I look at my life, I see patterns in everything. I 
am having the talent to connect the dots to come up with original ideas or ways of understanding 
people and the world.' 

'To the ones that I love they say I am an open book, when comfortable, I am extremely 
open and honest, like a being with him. More open than people in general when feeling 
comfortable and accepted.' 

'Some say, that I have a bluntness and directness, that my words are straight-talking. 
My favor literal and direct communication. I may be confused when people say things they don’t 
mean or say things to me when talking to them I'll take them as false politeness.' 

'I know in a normal friendship is alienating, feeling alone and empty when being 
colleagues in a normal way, yet I ask is it me or them.' 

'Being friends in the ‘normal’ way is either something that I can’t do, or it is social 
behavior I had to learn by observing to stay way or its charges and court.' 

'I try to dissolve my boundaries when I find intimates boundaries truly dissolve 
completely. I am far too clingy or bossy.' 

'I am a ‘genuine advocate,' I enjoy spending time with those that understand me. 
However, relationships with such people may be rare. Close tenderness lacks with me firm 
boundaries and I have been described as being to cling, bossy or controlling by a friend or 
partner.' 


'I have monotonous eating habits; you always eat the same thing or follow a rigid diet. 
I prefer to eat the same thing most of the time or follow a specialist diet that restricts certain 
foods. I prefer an eating plan for various health or personal goals and then stick with this (isn’t 
tempted to go off the diet like most people are.') 



'They say I make funny noises, when comfortable the sounds you create carry meaning 
in communication.’ 

‘Plays with the voice and accent or speaks with sounds instead of words. When feeling 
comfortable and accepted may make wet noises, high pitched noises or other noises to express 
feelings in the moment rather than use words.' 

'I am stubborn about time and plans; I know -1 may freak out if plans change 
unexpectedly if your time is taking away mine. True I don't like plans being changed. Lateness 
can trigger my biggest fears.' 

'I know-1 am awkward about social touch, I don’t touch other people or if 1 do you 
don’t like this. I know that my demurral is that you may enjoy your touch with your romantic 
touch only.' 

'Oppositely social touch such as random holding on me, patting on the shoulder, is not 
that big of thing yet, I don't like men's hands on me. This is all essence that has to be learned and 
forced, preferably than comes spontaneously.' 

'Some say-1 have a dissimilarity or hypnotic speech patterns at times, even if squeaky. 
The normal speaking is cracking at times and raised needed. I know that I have strong self- 
discipline, 1 reminded every day, 1 like to keep to my chosen routines. I am remarkably focused 
and dedicated to the things 1 chose to do or work on.' 

'I have been told that my mind going blank and empty, most of the time, this is said to 
happen when I am surprised or overwhelmed.' 

'I have the feeling of the mind going blank is like a frozen empty pause in which the 
mind is not able to think for at least a second, though it feels like longer it lasts for longer inside.' 

'I have eccentric interests, I know, 1 have many unusual hobbies or collections; yes, I 

know.' 


'I know that I have mastered somethings in researching hobbies or daily activities, 
anything and everything I love to learn, about most of the time something unusual to what other 
kids my age like to do.' 



'I have been told and believe that Ido have child-like imagination, a part of me has 
never grown old after 14 years or so.' 

'Meanwhile feeling comfortable, I express a childlike quality, no matter what age I 

am.' 


'True to say-1 am really bad with hair, somedays, I just can’t do it! I am not good at 
styling my hair. Also, over it being so long, my hair feels uncomfortable at times.' 

'I have a crystal ball, sometimes, I see a girl's face within, that looks just like me yet is 
not me. I wonder who she is, or is this me, as a prophecy?' 

'Ah, bedtime is a sweetly, gently, soft, pleasantly, comfortably, definitely an innocent 
time for me, of feeling guilty, lustful and sinful, yet as a girl as all do, like yourself I am sure.' 

'I feel the shameful need to feel, think known in just those wonderful moments of 
escaping, explore, touch, sense, even taste, even if I have said I would stop to be most holy of a 
girl I could be, know in my mind this so varies wrong until I am much older or with a man.' 

'Although my body needs to feel of being safe worm and naked in my bed, my mind 
damning my soul gives many fibs that are unstoppable, in my loving, crazed, ever so natural, 
need of feeling the freest I can feel as being well me, being so aroused mi nd is dumb with being 
excited, my breath quickens so heavy and stimulated, truly the homiest I could ever get, 
upsetting at the time as a young lady to not sin, when purples are black and wide with passions, 
the most alive I can honestly be.' 

'Sin is pleasant, balmy, comfortable, I love before bed I read all things at are magical, 
in the phantoms of my investigations on life from the afterlife, wondering where, I will go when 
dead yet like loving me, eating too much, or not eating enough, magic, music, and smarts, and 
loving a female is all a sin too then; I cannot say I am a good Catholic.’ 

‘Nevertheless, at least, I am not taking it up the butt, and saying- ‘I am more holy than 
you,’ not worded that way, yet you would get this, attitude, like every 12 up 17-year old girl: 
Walks the Hall’s would say they think they are, as they think they don’t know after 8 ki years, or 
thi nk they do in there mislead understanding.” 



‘The more that I think about life this way the more, I pull away from Catholic thinking, 
of judging what is not the same, or dooming someone from loving the lord, as I do, still after 
having a life of shady, dubious, dishonest, unethical, and unfair, from those that think their 
Godly I question the why of it all.' 

'However, I do sometimes at night in bed; I do, just by laying on top of my pillow or 
my big teddy bear, and I straddle it and embrace it like I am with him- only if I need, nothing 
wrong in that.' 

'Then sometimes, it is like it just happens in my dreams when I am with my lover in 
that perfect fantasy. I do not have to confess that too... do I?' 

‘I don’t want to!’ 

'However, I cannot help but think about that kiss. Nevertheless, is it okay if it happens 
in my dreams? Why is it that what feels good in life is wrong, and what hurts others is what feels 
good to them, yet not to me?' 

'Either way, I just seem to squeeze taut, with a fizzing bubbling that is heavenly in the 
finale. Yet, I do know if I do not refrain from these engagements, instead of having a crown of 
purity. I will surely be cast into the eternal lake of fire and bum forever in the afterlife. That is 
what I know, what I been told.' 

‘Yes, oh how I believe that guy should ruin your light pink lipstick, by kissing you.' 

'Not min your black mascara by crying over them, I get sick of crying over what I 
cannot have!’ 

'However, that is hard to find. When all they want to do is overpower you, and not 
love you- yet you love them, and they control you it seems.' 

'That kind of love is scary to me. I know, what I want!' 

‘If you are tmly meant to be, life and god will find a way to make it happen.' 


'Yes, even if you are forbidden.’ I have to believe that!' 



'Oh, yes, my dream lover is someone I see in the halls every day. I can see him in my 
dreams too, with his brown eyes, black hair fair skin.’ 

'He is so laid back in his ways just the way he looks at me makes me tremble in a good 
way as you have gathered. Yet in bed I toss, turn, and roll around, then morning, it comes, and I 
did not get any sleep.' 

'Also, I am so scorching worm, flustered, and exhausted. Because all I thought of all 
night was being with him, in every way imaginable.’ 

‘Yet, I know that it cannot be. It is just a dream in my fourteen-year-old mind; just my 
starry-eyed fantasy.' 

‘Good-God! I am going to need a cold shower, after confessing all of that!’ 

'So, anyway, the next morning comes and it is the start of a new day. It was just going 
to be another Monday morning; I was being dropped off at school because I did not want to be 
part of the school bus association again.' 

'Consequently, I was getting out of tbe car to go to school. It was not all that warm 
outside I could feel the sight frost in the air and falling upon my skin.' 

'Of course, I did not realize that I had my skirt caught in the car door. The car pulled 
away along with my skirt and what was underneath... was all... me showing, not another time I 
was thinking.' 

'Maybe I was getting paid back for the night before? Yet, there goes my blue and red 
skirt it was flapping away in the door, like a flag of a sham!' 

'Hopes rumbling chocolate brown-1 think it is a 1963 Chevy Impala, did not stand out 
enough in the school’s turn out as it was... yeah- No!' 

'That surely got everyone’s attention from the start just pulling in with her in that car! 
Yet, that was not shameful enough, hell- no!' 

'I had to go and add more to the spectacle, and boy... I sure did! Consequently, to all 
that, her car just kept going, all the way home.' 



'She did not know and did not see it when she got home either, she got out of the 
driver’s side, and my skirt was on the passenger side looking sad all frayed up, from the road 
muck while flapping on ‘God’ knows what down the uneven pathways. So, if you have not 
figured out yet, my uniforms are red, white and blue the schools’ colors.' 

'Accordingly, there I was standing in my glory once again. It seems like in my life 
what can go wrong will, and with every occasion, this kind of thing happens to me, it seems.' 

'Like always the jocks get a free show, the nerds start forming at the mouth. 
Furthermore, the girls say something like- ‘oh- would you look at that!’ So, ounces everyone is 
done staring, and taking pictures. I just think ‘This is not happening again!’ 

'Yah- now I know how a naked flagpole feels. It is moments like these, I feel like they 
will remain forever, and never end.' 

'They just keep happening in new ways, one way or another. Because as always, 
everyone is laughing hysterically.' 

'Equally, I hope he did not see me like that; I am so terrified, so I just ran like a bat out 
of hell out of site, to the nearest shelter, whatever I could find.' 

'Yeah-1 found a bush and waited until everyone went to the school.' 

'So, that I would not have, to have them all looking me. Naturally, I knew that no one 
was going to help me out, yet he wanted too I precisely recall, as I was running, he called my 
name- ‘Nevaeh, you okay?’ He said. No!’ 

'I squealed, bolting down the sidewalk, past him like a crazy girl off her Mids. With 
me holding my handbag in front of me.' 

'Yet, I think he saw my but cheeks rubbing together as I ran by. I thought I could have 
died of embarrassment, of all days to go to school like this, for that to happen. I mean really, who 
thi nk s that their skirt is going to get ripped off.’ 

‘I mean days when I have Gym class two days out of the school week, I have 
something on underneath. However, days like this one, yeah- not so much.' 



'I hope- I did not do anything to him to make him think I am a jerk. Because, I was so 
freaked- out! I mean I am an open person, but not that open. Now I am going to play that over in 
my head.' 

'Certainly, 1 always dreamed about him calling out my name sweetly like such. Yet I 
did not ever think it would be like that! Yeah-1 was on my own.' 

‘It is just one more Kodak moment with I will never forget.’ 

'That was the longest, yet fastest, run home ever... for me to do.' 

'Just to come back with a different uniform on, one hour later the same day.' 

'Yes, I have learned to look before closing the car door.' 

'I have read, studied, absorbed, digested, and received.' 

'I have learned!' 

'Yet, that day I walked through those big doors late, just to have to face all of them 

inside.' 


'That was fun explaining, that one to the school office ladies, with the principal one 
door down. I walked out of there, and it was back to my day as normal; while what is normal for 
me, that is!' 

Chapter: 8 

Steeples, Dwellings, and Tracks 

'My home- 'The House of Lost and Lonely Dreams' as I have named it, is an antique 
structure, with peeling paint that appears to be tearing away from the wood-clad siding.' 

'It has its original led glass wavy windows, which whistle, rattle, and leak when the 
wind blows; or it is raining heavily.' 

'My home has a foundation of stone tan and gray rock, which is crumbling under its 
weight. I would say that it is a result of old age.' 



'Because it has seen, numerous frigid winters that contrast with searing summertime 
and time over. The home displays a wraparound porch that has old wooden plank flooring, which 
is cracked and blistered. We have a bench swing hanging by msty chains that cry in agony as it 
swings back and forth in the wind. The crying swing is adjacent to the over-sized door entry into 
the dwelling of loneliness.' 

'When I come home from the hellhole, I slowly open the heavy wood door with all my 
might. Besides, I drop everything from my day next to the door my books, handbag, and shoes.' 

'Everything is placed, that I had with me, out there on the porch. Yet before closing 
the door, I cannot help but look over the land.' 

'The mailbox is all dinged up in its light tarnish, reddish, and blueish paint chipped 
colors, and totally somewhat limp, catawampus, and yes completely cock-eyed!' 

'It is hanging by one nail; it seems like on the post. The red flag that is part of it is 
broken off, just hosed down in the ground also like it is trying to be erect, straight up with a 
slight bend in it off to the one side too.' 

'That is okay with me I guess; I do not get any mail anyway. He-he, our mail girl 
Marsha just loves us, she always says when I see her delivering the mail. 

‘Your box reminds me of my husband, it needs a little help getting up! ’ 

I say- 'yeah,' with a confused look on my face, asking my mind if that is funny or not? 

'Yet, I did not get it- whatever that means?' 

'The grass is tall and needs to be whacked down with the bmsh hog, the sidewalk 
cracked, and the weeds and dandelions pulled out from in-between the orifices. 

'The gothic gate at the end of the sidewalk is hanging by one hinge wide open for 
anyone to come penetrating through our yard at any time day or night.' 

'The old farm tractor is sitting in the front yard next to the hand plow and garden hoe, 
along with whatever else all that junk is, yeah lookout for where you step, you just might find 
that missing pitchfork.' 



'Oh, and that green thing it is not a snake, I can assure you I have tried to kill it! Nope, 
it is just a garden hose.' 

'You know none of that stuff has moved in years. That is why this place looks as it 

does.' 


'The bams hardwood is rotting away, that holds its treasures inside. Yet once you get 
past my yard you can run free in the fields, I know I have entirely unleashed, with the grasses 
mbbing up on me.' 

'Try it it’s fun!' 

'So, the silo looks like ‘The Leaning Tower of Pisa,’ it’s surely going to fall one of 
these days, and certainly plummet.' 

'I know for a fact, one night, we are going to hear a thud, and it will be on top of those 
bushes or fall into the bam, and I will cry.' 

'Oh, let me not forget about that junked car over there msting away. Looking down the 
fields, I can see the many bales of hay, which have been there for some time.' 

'Hope- she has a sparking fire shooting up from the metal msty bum-barrel, to get rid 
of our garbage... out here, which is not all that uncommon, I guess.' 

'Furthermore, over there I can see my other uniform parts and the only pink nighty, it 
is on the line that sags nearly to the ground.' 

'There is a stick holding the lineup, yet everything I always smelled so good, because 
of the wind that blows through here, and the citmsy scented soap we use. I guess that's why my 
bedsheets are so cuddly and soft'. 

'Hope must have gotten those chores done forme; I do not like using that ancient 
wringer washer anyways. It is just too easy to get my fingers caught in there. If you have not 
guesstimated, the washer is on the back part of the porch, next to the droopy lines.' 

'It is just like the 1930's Frigidaire in the kitchen with the broken handle, which will 
not lock when I try to close it, and the cabinets that are way too high for me, that I need a chair to 
stand on to reach.' 



'Yeah-just to name some of the old pains in my butt, which I have to use here on this 


farmstead.' 


'Yet, I am blessed with what I have! Undeniably, it is gratifying Just to come home 
from school, and have my bedroom that is mine.' 

'Though on cold nights, I have to heat the upstairs of the house with the potbelly stove, 
that is right outside my room in the hallway, next to the staircase.' 

'I guess that is uncommon for most of the other girls that go to my school. Like the 
other animals far off in the distances of the land, I may too, tonight have grazing period on 
something at some point.' 

'To keep from passing out, or I may just go into town for something too. ..Ido not 
know yet. It would be the first thing I have eaten all day. Maybe a midnight snack feast is in 
order, or something like instant macaroni and cheese, and a cold tall glass of Iced tea... tonight, 
yeah sounds yummy!' 

'Oh, with something that is chocolate on the side also, ewe-yeah! Chocolate! Anyways, 
like I was saying before, I went off on a tangent, I step into the foyer of the dwelling when I 
come home.' 

'I am greeted with the timeworn wrap-around staircase, which has been well 
acquainted with me over the years. The end column of the banisters shakes, rattles and trembles 
as I walk up and down, the squeaky risers of the steps.' 

'It reminds me of myself every time I come home from the hellhole.' 

'I am looking down the main corridor of the hallway, with its old incredible woodwork, 
and its yellow faded scrolling wallpaper.' 

'The tarnished French lightings sconces flicker their soft glow onto the dusty crystals, 
that seem to rain down from them. The round Victorian hall table still has a bouquet of dead 
roses on it.' 

'The pink and red roses were on there as long as I can remember. Overtop is the dusty, 
dirty, partly bumt-out cobweb-covered chandelier. The whole house has a gothic feel.' 



'It is spooky, ominous, uncanny, weird, and mysterious, yet lovely at the same time.' 


'The worn-out mismatched mgs are tearing under my feet, and underneath them are 
the tattered wide, dark, and uneven wood plank floors. That makes my feet, so sore as I walk on 
them.' 


'I can see Hope she is slaving away over the cookstove. I wave, she ways, as the fire is 
blazing, with the smell of cinnamon rolls; which has been baking during the day.' 

'She is not in touch with modern-day technology, she does everything the old- 
fashioned way. I will make sure to get one of those hot gooey rolls when they're done!' 

'Hope- she does exactly what she has done over the year's inconsistent repetition and 
refuses to change. She lives life in a trance doing the same routine day in and day out. It is the 
lifestyle; she was bom into and raised into, so that is all she knows.' 

'Her dad was devoted Catholic and her mother in a tranquil Baptist grace. She believes 
in both ways, yet some parts more than others.' 

'So, which leads tome being raised with both styles. Catholic at school, then 
somewhat of a relaxed Baptist, when I get home.' 

'Additionally, she is continuously in the state of mourning over the loss of her only son, 
who died in the line of duty in the war against terror on 9-11, eight or so years ago, in ‘The 
World Trade Center.’' 

'I try to comfort her nevertheless; I know that I am never going to be a replacement to 
Benjamin Huber Black, which was her blood relation.' 

'I kind of remember him- yet not really. I kind of remember that day too, yet not 
really.' It is time to let Hope say something I think, Hope- 'Yeah while whatever... hi- there, 
what do you want!" 

'Nevaeh- ‘So, just say something to them...!’ Hope said, ‘Okay... what should I say? 
Nevaeh- whatever you like!" 

Hope- 'Oh-hum- so, I am getting older by the moment, and feel as if I am weathering 
away. Yes, just one day closer to the casket.' 



'The life I have had has done nothing but pressure me into becoming what I never 
intended to be. how is that so far?' 

'Nevaeh goes on!' 

Hope- 'Then again, look what I got to show for it. I got everything I ever wanted, just 
not in the way I wanted it to be.' 

'Everyone that I cared about died, so I grew old too fast. Yeah- if you do not have 
anything keeping you young. What in the hell do I have to live for- Nevaeh; she is no comfort to 
me truly.' 

'My Benjamin was only twenty-two years old fighting in the battlefields. Nevaeh is 
just there, just like all this work I must do. Nevaeh- thanks a lot... keep talking I am learning so 
much!' 


Hope- ‘Don’t you talk back to me... you little brat!’ She said to Nevaeh. 

She went on to say. 'So, like I was saying every day, I like to sit in my chair in the 
living room when she is a school and go through the pages of the family album one by one.' 
'Always knowing that when I get to the end, I will most likely close the book then start all over 
again, just so, I can remember my boy.' 

(Nevaeh- she is yelling loudly!) 

Hope- ‘Girl... do you want me to smack that small blushing ass of yours, just keep it 

up!’ 

(Nevaeh sticks out her tongue and rolls her eyes.) 

Besides, it speaks- ‘Go for it, then!’ 

Hope- 'Nevaeh does not have any photos in my book; all the photos in this book are 
from my family. So maybe I will see if I can find something that I missed from before.' 

'Maybe I will have to find one, that I can add to her that is if I can find one.' 


Nevaeh- ‘While who’s fault is that?’ 



Hope- ‘It is not my kid, why don’t you, go be somewhere?’ 


'Then, looking in this book, every time something comes to mind that takes me back to 
when I had my son in my life.' 

'All the things that happened during that moment in time, that are escaping my mind 
slowly are all there.' 

(Nevaeh runs out of the room crying, to go play by herself outside.) 

Hope- ‘Let her go she knows when to be back!’ 

'Anyways like, I was saying it is comparable to beholding the photographs, reading all 
the notes he sent from the war and looking over them so intently by the light of the fireplace, my 
eyes shoot blood from doing so. Maybe I need to get new bifocal glasses.' 

'That is my- boy, my baby, just look at him! ’ 

‘He is gone!’ 

(Hope- sobbing.) 

'Each page comes to life, and the photo starts to move as if I can look into that time, 
and place just like a slow-moving film clip.' 

'I can see all the scenes play out. I can feel, taste, and even hear it. I look at what was 
going on in the frame; as I view into every one of them, just like a porthole of the bygone.' 

'Okay...!' 

'I am okay now- one of the other photographs that I find unique and intriguing depicts 
thi s very house with nicely painted white siding and white tr im .' 

'And in the distance along the lane or walkway it used to be lit by flickering lanterns, 
those lanterns are long gone, no- there here somewhat, but they don’t work.' 

'Some I just had replaced with modem electric candlelight, so now some of them work 
and some do not, as of now I am too old and soberly to change the light bulbs.' 



'This property is becoming too much for me; I was hoping that I would live long 
enough to have someone inherit my empire of dirt.' 

'However, as of now, it seems like a far stretch to me. Some of these relics in this 
place make my heartbeat rapidly fast, and others bring tears to my eyes, some make me joyful, 
and others very disheartened. I am just tired.' 

'I think that I have been blessed for all this time that I have had. Blessed for the times 
we had, and all that was part of my life, most of them are gone, and I am getting older, and she 
an image of what I cannot be anymore, it is annoying.' 

'Oh- hum, to be like ber, and know what I know now! In my book with dark green 
covers, I start from the beginnings. I see the little faces in shades of gray.' 

'Though faded I can still make it all out. I see me as a little girl and see all the places, 
that we saw as a family as I got older, like a timeline.' 

'The first pages are ripping, tattered, and tom from being so upkeep. The binding on 
my book is hardly there anymore, you can see the string that holds it together, and some pages 
are falling out.' 

'All these notes of my life are now stained, all the love letters he and I wrote with a 
pan that I had to dip into an inkwell; all of this is my life, he is gone too, I loved them so.' 

'All these notes, some from my husband, some from the war, some from others that 
say that they loved me, this all tells a story, and it is just all history now.' 

‘Nothing lasts forever it is all going to be dust in the wind.’ 

'Evenhandedly, I gave you everything, just for you all to die with a smile; all we 
wanted is for you all to live for a while. No, you took everything and left me empty.' 

'So much I do not understand, all I ever wanted to be was a happily ever after.' 

'Yet, I am still hoping for it. I am so tired of being here, without you my loved ones; 
you are the evanescence of my Immortal love.' 



'All of this time has passed, after you all pass away, yet it cannot erase them from me, 
now or ever. Both of your faces haunt me in this book, and also in my consciousness!' 

'How you wiped my tears then, when we were young; I feel that nothing has changed, 
only the moment in time.' 

‘You still have all of me!’ 

'In the summer days, after Nevaeh goes to her room at night. I look out my window in 
the summer, and my wondering eyes overlook over the honey golden fields and thick dark 
woods.' 


'It splashes the sun's light and it shines my life before my eyes, in one blink.' 

'As the sunsets, and I sit there eagle-eyed. The darkness comes to let me know, that 1 
am sitting here in my home alone, on a summer's day.' 

'My life is just like my husband's red 1932 Ford convertible, which was his first car; 
he loved his old cars. The 1932 automobile he paid 417 dollars for the car.' 

'That was a lot of money back in the day, and I can still hear that horn.' 

‘AHOO-GAH!’ 

'He always planned to fix it back-up as a showpiece, but with that said it never 
happened.' 

'However, it was nice when it was new, not like these tiny wagons of today. It is 
msting away now in the weeds in the front yard; it is somewhat next to the bam, which holds the 
other cars.' 


'The 1932 automobile has a chrome grill that is pitted, and the headlight glass is now 
smashed, and the inside is trashed, from getting wet too many times.' 

'It needs some love, just like me. Nevertheless, it is more work than what I can do, so 
it is just another memory of our memories.' 



'Oh- hum, I remember, cherish, treasure, value, and faithfully honor that we used to 
drive around, running all the traffic lights, wild, crazy, a little insane as could be, and we shared 
our time.' 


‘In addition to that, we made are secrets in the front seats. He would kick up dirt in the 
air, as he would drive to our spot the gazebo on the pond.' 

'If that vehicle could talk, it would remember more than I do.' 

'I believe that pain is love!' 

'Pain is all I have; pain is like the rain without my lover next to me, it is like the rain 
brings my pain and it- washes the memories away from my mind.' 

'Pain and the rain are all that comes from these old eyes, which I rub red, pain as the 
rain that, I will cry over the spot in the graveyard, where more than one stone holds memories for 
me.’ 


All a little way away from the mansion home, that was part of me, as it is with 
Nevaeh. This is the same ground that will hold my old bones someday too. Said to say, just to be 
next to them; as I want to be as of now at this moment.' 

(Out on my long walk around the ground and railroad tracks, I start to get into deep 
thoughts like always.) 

'Sometimes, I wonder if Hope knew what she was singing me into in the school 
system, they had her deserted, in thinking she is delayed in the brain also, over her upbringing, or 
if she knew that my mother was saying, I was more than slow, as an act of revenge for stilling 
me away. 

‘Nevertheless, Hope had to sing me in or it would have been money out of her pocket 
for schooling for my delayed kind, where it was the school doing me justice for them to give me 
what I could handle in their mindset, or you're out a free public education.’ 

‘Made to be nothing more than backward, yet I know to this day, Hope did not have a 
fair fight for me to stand, it was taking it or leave it contracts.' 


‘1 am back!' Said, Nevaeh. 



Hope- 'Where have you been it is 11 ;59 pm, girly, you should have been home at 
10:00 pm, start explaining; you know it is a school night!' 

‘I was out!’ Said,Nevaeh. 

Then moments after said under her breath. 'Wow- she is so dramatic isn’t she, 
sarcastic even, scornful still!’ 

‘Right, I can just guess, you little hussy, seductress, I know what you have been doing 
with that boy, I am not stupid you know! ’ Said Hope. 

Nevaeh- ‘Ido not even have a boyfriend, geez!’ 

'You don't think, I know what you did that night with that boy I do, shame on you 

girlie.' 

‘Confess?' Said, Hope. 

‘NO ONE!' Said,Nevaeh. 

'...Tonight, yet you have been in the past; don't lie to me.’ Shrieked Hope. 

'So, we had quickie sex.' Said, Nevaeh shmgging. 

‘He smells like a boy, and I love that small.’ She said. 

'You are going to end up with a baby, that I will have to care for or lose the child by 
the courts, or this town madcap sources of you not being able to care for him or her. When I will 
not or have to have an abortion. Again, I will have to pay for, to hush it all up. Then where have 
you been.’ Said, Hope. 

‘I was all over town and the land, and that boy is too scared to be with me, okay get 
off my back please!’ Said, Nevaeh. 

'He loves me more than you do, that I am sure of.' 

'Just be safe.' Replied, Hope. 


'Like I am not, it is all I think about being.' Announced, Nevaeh. 



'Nonsense girl' Whispered, Hope. 


(At that moment, they both stroll from the main doorway to the formal living room.) 

Nevaeh- 'So, anyway, what has happened to Benny is forgotten; then again, they 
brought what was left of his remains back in a cardboard box, without even the echoes of the 
bugle, call sounding off in the background for surviving his county as a young man. 

'Hope held that military funeral the guns going off, she was handed a flag; yet, I don't 
remember everything.' 

'For Benny’s bravery, he got nothing in return, he was placed with all the rest that no 
one cares to tmly remember.' 

'I don't care to live.' Said, Hope. 

'I carmot take much more, I feel the same way, I feel rather than being burnt up after I 
die, just roll my lifeless little nude body down the hill in a wheelbarrow, and just tip it and dump 
me in the Susquehanna River.' Said, Nevaeh. 

'However, in all truthfulness, I do think that after my death though, I should be placed 
on the ground next to my loved ones; yet, I know 1 will, and so will you Nevaeh.' Said, Hope. 

She also stated moments after, 'Notwithstanding, that is if I have any to pay for my 
way to be there, after all you know we're poverty, and your other side took everything, I have 
had for the most part, hut this home, yet they wanted that too, I had to fight to keep, and yet I got 
you, they let me win. I get why, do you?' 

'I remember when your husband Henry had a heart attack on September 11, 2001. 
When he was gazing at the TV, when he saw the airplanes go in, knowing his boy was inside the 
Pentagon in Washington D.C.' 

'So, just like benny he also was left to be forgotten, upon the same mountain, with all 
the other forgotten bodies in the Gothic graveyard.' 


'He haunts me, Nevaeh.' Said, Hope. 



'Henry was one of those, ‘where are my teeth- girly type of a guy's,' not much of a 
father figure in my life when he was here with us, more like an ass hole.' 

'Then again, you are going to think, I don't like anybody that is not so, I just seem to 
find myself around all the butt-heads.' 

'He was always so cranky, irritable, cross and crotchety all the time.' 

'He likes to tap you on the head with his cane too, just to get your attention, saying, 

'girlie." 

'Furthermore, he smoked a pipe all the time. I remember he smelled of peppermint 

tobacco.' 


'He is gone, yet, I always tried to be nice to him. So, it is just me and Hope here, in the 
old far mh ouse now.' 

'My room, the bedroom of mine is pink; the room where all I do is think. I have a 
bathroom attached with an antique claw-foot tub and pedestal sink. It is a land of imitation fur, 
which is pink.' 

'The bedroom, where the day’s events are a blur to me that runs together like black 

ink.' 


'My stuffed teddy bear is my only tme friend; we lay together on my bed at the days’ 

end.' 


'All the feelings that will never mend, all this time in my room I spend.' 

'In my room, I week up to the beep, beep, beep of the alarm clock, and throw my 
sheets off me, and I stagger to my feet on the weekdays.' 

'Then, I see my undressed body in my mirror like always when I get up.' 

'I grab one uniform from my closet in my room, and I start buttoning and zipping 
everything up on me. I do my make-up and hair.' 

'Go down the steps; get my shoes on my feet that partly cover the fun socks that 
express me.' 



'I open and shut the door; yes, that is every weekday. Then walk down the lane of 
emptiness, the trees stand like soldiers in a tension.' 

'It is six in the morning, and the lane is eerily cahn and quiet, there is nobody around 

for miles.' 


'Yet I do not feel alone, I feel like, I am being followed by eyes in the sky others kine 
me of my kind, it is like it is constantly following me within the parting clouds, kind of like the 
moon, seems to walk with me, you know.' 

'It is like something or someone of the occult, or even magical realm is advising, 
monitoring, proctoring, and directing, even my wings wanted to expand, in fear of what was 
around me while demeaning me in all the ways of the Earthly life, I had just the day before.' 

'Even, just walking down my lane, I know what I now was, I am forever on the route, 
that seems to never go away or end; I have fallen like them, white to gray, gray to black the 
wings I hide from them all will be, I am certain of this now.' 

'I was kind, good, considerate, helpful, generous, and tolerant they made me evil.' 

'The sunlight slowly rises, and my face and skin start to glimmer, glint, and gleam 
with friendly affinity, and the sun shines through the trees.' 

'The various animals speak up often; while the mysterious fog bums off which was 
once part of the night’s low clouds.' 

'It reminds me of myself every time, I get up to leave the dwelling of lost and lonely 
dreams, but unlike days past now it is like my hearing is sharper, and my eyes can see everything 
as if zoomed and for miles, and I can hear things movie that is way off as if my hearing is 
amplified.' 


'I can move swift-like and mn great distances in a way that is not human, from here to 
there and back in record time. Even mn towns in minutes flat.' 

'One- to hunt, something, I must do now even if I feel it is nothing more than killing, 
destroying, and murder.’ 



‘True, I have to take young souls like mine, even if-1 feel I don't want to linger within 
them to take them to purgatory if 1 don't that is where I will stay.' 

'Two- to be able to spread my wings and fly, high in the heavens where there are no 
non-magical souls to see.' 

'Three- also to let my glittering skin twinkle, and warm my cold unoxygenated blood, 
in the true sunlight without fear of how it looks.' 

'Songbirds and they make their music, I remember days past, as I march along 
skipping down the path as I never did before. I step to the beat of loneliness, on a path of 
emptiness for the arrival of awareness.' 

'I am in a haze and fog thinking about everything that would be going to 'The 
Underworld,' and then-1 slowly awaken to the rays of reality, as I glow, and remember my past 
faith. Even now losing my faith, I still have it within me to believe in what is right.' 

'I think about all the kids on the bus knowing, I could rip them apart now by the throat, 
and drinking the heavenly blood, with my fangs holding them down with my newly strong arms, 
and keep their souls, yet still, I can't yet think lingers in my mind as revenge. I could kill the bus 
driver to kind of like a bonus.' 

‘I whisper to my mind. 'Be strong, Nevaeh, remember you're a newborn fallen angel.' 

'Walking along at my stature of under five feet tall, on this route, my shoes on my feet 
and my toes gripped in them tightly.' 

'Like days past, I am left to be greeted by crossing roads, with nothing more than 
golden fields, and many lush big and small trees, as far as my newborn eyes can see; I only have 
one choice to make.' 

'You know that scarecrow is not going to talk to me or get down on his pole and dance, 
and help me; yet right now, I feel like Dorothy, after learning my lesson. 'There is no place like 
home.' Nonetheless, I will never get that back after what I have done. Why did I give in, or did 
I?' 



'Likewise, I cannot help but say 'good morning' to him- the scarecrow, yet there are no 
charms, spells, or magic, there only within me, I can see, it makes me question realities and even 
my state of mind or did I just lose my mind? I questioned everything and anything.' 

'Oh yeah, I forgot all this was taken place in moments, yet time seemed to stand still. I 
giggle and say, ‘you don't have a brain either, whoopsies, yet you have seen, and know more 
than them, by hanging and being unliving too!" 

'I wonder if... I will?' 

'My only choice being, the road that leads into the land of simulated hell. And as the 
bus meets me there, and I step foot upon the yellow vehicle of impulsive mistreatment, along 
with all the combats of retaliation; knowing I could prevail if in a battle.' 

'The branches flutter by like arms that want to carry me back to the 'Dwelling of Loss 
and Lonely Dreams.' However, the vehicle is thmsting forward, sucking me onward into the pits 
of the hellhole also known as high school, to all the others, that seem so weak to me now, yet 
they have no idea what I am.' 

'The road has its twists and turns; it seems to go on forever- yet not long enough.' 

'However, there is always an end to the tunnel of trees. The light breaks through, and 
the sunshine’s bright as it hits my face, with the hope of delight, but most days it is nothing but 
fright of darkness and gloom.' 

'Also, now unlike before my mind was blank as if all voices were now off, I wonder if 
they would come back, it was defeating the silence.' 

'I also wanted him in my mind, so all I did was squeeze my teddy, and suck my thumb 
the whole way to school, like the cute sweet girl, I once was.' 

'Just like all these days, I wait for the revolting yellow bus to take me into the land of 
my most freighting, panic, horror, terror, and loathing.' 

'I wonder, if I can make it through another day until it is the night, then this is unlike 
other days even if feeling the same yet not.' 



'Remembering at the day's end there is no one to hold onto me tight, I wonder now if I 
will ever get someone to do just that. Nothing in my life feels right, as the day goes fast at times 
then fluctuates slowly at others. I just have to follow the guiding hope within me to keep it 
together, feeling baffled, perplexed, puzzled, and most bewildered.' 

'I take my first fight, where the tracks hangover on the fare side of the steel viaduct, 
that has twisted and bucked from a storm hundreds of feet in the air I dive arms to my side with 
no fear, wings ripping out of the flash of my back, were my back is fully exposed, and even 
ripping irregular slices into my uniform top and jacket magically.' 

'With the hope of optimism and faith, I take my end of the day walk, along the tracks, 
thinking. I do not wish to fall from the dizzying height unless most sure, as I have thought about 
doing many times, in the past walks along the rails of all falling bridge that hangs like 
questionable, mysterious tracks in the sky, piercing the line of Earth and the Heavens; and that I 
will never see more then, I do at this moment.’ 

‘Now, I don't have to think-1 can just jump freefall, and spread my wings and flap, fly, 
and climb great heights faster the raihoads did in the yesteryear making it from one end to side in 
the stream of air beneath my wings, at last, I felt free, and found the place I was bom to do this.' 

'I sword with all the fog and mist so and the stmcture weaving in and out of the 
supports, I can see all the lovely sites all the valleys and trees, the river below, and all the 
mainstays of the bridge that still stand, and lie on the ground below me. This night for the first 
time in years, I was happy to go home, and the movie on living, even if not, I felt alive.' 

‘There was only one other thing on my hushed mind was without thinking was him 
like never before, as the true feeling of love, with my power of mind not being overmled. ’ 

‘I am a girl, at last, that is free.’ 

Chapter: 9 

Dwelling of Hell 

"The Oak View Catholic High School,' is the name of the place- that I nicknamed the 
hellhole. From the outside, you can see it was built in the 1940’s it was meant to be an Art Deco 
style stmcture.' 


'Though in the 1960s, they added on to the school and killed its former glory. They 
tried to make some of the buildings look modem and contemporary, which looks cold and 
unfriendly.' 

'This building is so stupid in its floor plan, that rooms are cut off from the main 
hallways, for example on the basement floor, they only have one way in and out, and that is 
going up or down a long set of stairs.' 

'Just like, I must walk through the woodshop classroom, to get to the other classrooms 
on the basement floor where I stay most of the day. There are no hallways down here everything 
is just li nk ed up with no rhyme or reason.' 

'What so curious is that if you are trying to get from the basement to the third floor 
you have to walk through some classrooms and the teachers get pissed off? Because you are 
annoying, irritating, threatening, and disturbing there- so-called teaching.' 

'With that only path, the way I use, to get where I am going, I know that I am never 
going to be on time, until now.' 

'Notwithstanding, there is only one main staircase in the configuration, good luck 
gotten up when the others are coming down!' 

'The building has split-levels, what can I do? If you are trying to get to my one class 
on the third floor, will you know to just forget about getting there on time, most of the time, I am 
docked as late on the roll-call records.' 

'The school is made like a labyrinth, a total puzzle, network of dead ends and 
doorways, and a complete maze.' 

'However, if I am late it is my fault, even when the teachers that follow me around 
know what happened.' 

'They do not believe that the other kids, slow me down over my being tiny, they are 
the blame or the poor building planning, yet go figure?' 


'Therefore, so much shit goes on in these walls, teacher's eyes cannot be everywhere in 
these dead-end cellblock hallways and unused classrooms, that is still too good for the likes of 
us.' 


'Oh, this is my favorite pathway for them all; I love this one. In this floor plan design, 
someone thought that it was okay to have one staircase going from the second-floor entrance 
down to the girl’s locker room. Despite everyone uses it and they can look at us in the girl's 
locker room changing for class.' 

'Yes, they can see us girls standing there they can look at our vulva’s, all of us being 
smooth-shaven and completely hairless, and only one other girl in particular not so much, she is 
a tad bit trimmed with a triangle.' 

'Yet, I am not going to say any names, you're smart you figure it out who she is you 
would know that girl is me.' 'Anyways the girls are all out in the open, with the unsympathetic air 
blowing in from the door, because of the observing eyes of tbe boys that are peaking at us.' 

'Yes, the girls are standing in their nude postures, defenseless at any time in the 
beginning, and end of gym class.' 

'By whoever opens the door that is linked next to, that staircase that goes up to the 
next floor to another door to the knower.' 

'Hitherto, it seems that all the classrooms lead to other dead-end hallways, and random 
bathrooms, or random places. Where I sometimes, find the popular kids hooking up, you know 
having kiss time and fast pocking touching genitalia sex, as I do sometimes with him, and even 
her too, yes you can hear some of the girls thanking God, as I look at them in lust, with then- 
dirty talk; as I push past, yet yesterday, I found out why, I feel like them now a slut, yet as a girl 
my age that is what you have to be to feel alive.' 

'My lover even asked me why, I have scars down my back, as we had our affection 
bond, yet this would not be with whom you would think, yet I well get him today, I will pin him 
to a locker, and no one will stop me.' 

'Then, I saw him walking towards me, I graded him by the pants and placed my hands 
in his pocket. I know he was planning to walk past me. Yet, I nabbed him knowing the eyes 


would be on us. However, I did not care, like what are they going to do to me now, I was 
becoming like one of them?' 

'I pushed him to me, then very hard to the lookers with a bang, and I made him love 
me, like all the others, around us, and time stood still for me.' 

'Yet, I like to thank God in other ways, yet now I wonder, like if I should, after all, 
hanging yourself is a lingering to purgatory then hell. I wonder if God could understand, or if I 
can make him in all the time in this world being ever-so trapped, I will grow yet much slower 
than the individuals around me.' 

‘I understand what I am.’ 

'You know what is thought-provoking about the name of the school is that no 
landscapes are looking outside anymore; because the school covered up most of the large split 
pain arched windows, with bricks, when they added more classrooms instead of replacing them 
because it was cheaper.' 

'Although, in their eyes, that was meant to be a good thing, or so they deem.' 

'However, the money that was meant to go for the building, I guess that it went into 
the pockets like some of the teachers get paid more than others, of the higher authority like my 
Grandmother and Grandpa, who pull the strings of the school system. We the kids sure did, not 
see any of the funding's for books, papers, technology, and education, they don't care about us.' 

'Heck no they will not even put butt protectors, pads, and stuff like that in the girl’s 
room for free, I would know just days before I was here, and you knowhow revolting these 
toilets are, that none of the girls seem to flush, I mean it is not that hard to do, push the handle.' 

'Yeah, the dispensers are there, yet it is not like, I have the money needed, to get what 
I need, that is not a necessity as Hope would say to me.' 

'Yet, I have to bring what is needed from home they say, which I buy, yet have no 
money too, and I run out long before, I can get more when I do, I cannot afford to get more. 
They don't understand I am a poor girl.' 


'Therefore, I go to the school nurse and get one a day, all the days that I need to, and I 
have to beg and plead for it! Miss. Davies, she hands me what looks like a diaper pad, yet I use 
this over not being able to afford my own.' 

'Come on really...!' 

'I want something a little cuter maybe pink with flowers, and that fits me! I mean am a 
small girl! I am not complaining, but it is not comfortable, they are damp, and irritating, yes, and 
not all that flattering for me to walk in.' 

'Okay, I am sorry...!' 

'That is enough of me ranting on about that!' 'Yet, go ask for condoms, and you will 
get them no questions asked? I do not get this.' 

'Oh, yeah that was just my life as a teenage girl bleeding out a lot, I am thrilled to 
announce I will not be doing that like that again ever!' 

I will never have to say in ditto, 'forgive me, I am a little bitchy today!' 

-Or- 

'I just want someone to hug me!' 

-Or- 

'I want to cry!' 

-Or- 

'I feel emotional!' 

-And- 

'Oh, I need some chocolate!' 

'Plus, I remember that kept going from hot to cold, yet my hands feel like ice.' 


'I was jumpy all the time, around my time.' 


'I was nail-biting are knuckles cracking, and the polish is falling off from chowing my 

hand.' 


'All the young girl days lost to the remembrance of the past were, I had that itch that, I 
cannot scratch right now.' 

'God, I feel fat, and can't button my skirt!' 

'I am now delighted to say those days are now over for me.' 

'No more, 'someone kill me please, oh- my- God, admin pain!' 

'I remember just three days before; I have to squirm here sitting in class!' 

'Not, saying- anything, with all the dumb pocking fun, in the room not getting what a 
girl like me has to go through.' 

'Additionally, odd to say the blood of others now is what I want then anything to sink 
my fangs into, yet I need to control, and they can't find out what I am.' 

'That night was, no dream, the demon hunter that was once seraph the purest too of 
white angles, I remember her how she once existed, yet now dark and she has power over me, to 
do what I have done as if taking over me, I was an ever-so succubus young woman.' 

'So far, like-1 don't abhor what I have become, and afreet, a female demon, know to 
our world as a fallen angel, believed to have sexual intercourse with sleeping man or young girls, 
to cast them to 'The Underworld.' 

'And take over their minds, control their bodies, to they find they pleasure of wanting 
complete death in the evilest ways imaginable.' 

'So, I, like my sisters, can still their souls, to the promised land they asked for, of 
'Hell's Purgatory.' 

'All for our masters, our evil grandparents, who sold us at birth for satanic sacrifices, 
to the devil's cult they serve of Death-deviator's, the shield of arms 'The Black Crow,' over us 
girls, all of us sisters were made of sin, by being bastard children to or unwed whore of a mother, 


that we must now obey her and the cult, to not prevent the wickedness they want us to keep 
forever in the afterlife.' 

'And to think, I was worried about, the fact we are given one pencil for the whole year, 
it seems silly now, and I do always have a pencil for this class.' 

'So yes, we must get our supplies- along with all my notebooks, folders- and 

whatever!' 


'Yet my day is filled with light and dark magic now, oh yeah, the awesome, dark 
powers to bewitch the mind, positions to make them drink, to fascinate the ideas, that I want to 
give!' 

• 'Death Spells.' 

• 'Hurt Spells.' 

• 'Resurrection Spells.' (I like my one sister has done for me, at the ending 
of my true life.) 

• 'Banishing Spells.' 

• 'Binding Spells.' 

• 'Conjuring Spells' 

• 'Energy Spells.' 

• 'Nightmare Spells.' (As I have had pulled on me by them, to be here now.) 

• 'Power Spells.' 

• 'Revenge Spells.' 

• 'Bad Luck, and Misfortune Spells.' 

(I was taking up my time in my class of endless hell, thinking of a master plan, to save 
my kind with the light magic for the dark stolen throwing magical girl, yet of all things noble in 
hope for the fallen angel girl. I was thinking about a site, where this all could be a study in its 


world, all girls like me, I could see it already in my crystal ball at home that night; I knew what I 
was going to be, it was glorious.' 

'So, the plywood covering the big windows on the inside was covered gold shag carpet 
where the windows should be, except for a few small openings that are covered up by old dusty 
blinds, that is over what is left of the cracking antique windows, that are broke and do not open 
anymore.' 


'Despite this what is most odd is that the largest windows are in the stairwells the go 
from the first floor to the third story ceiling, and they are single pane glass they are shattered and 
leak air.' 


'Sometimes the rain mns down the inside, they get covered with this like fog, that I 
can see the ghostly childlike faces of my world from the past children that went here looking 
back at me in looking fora savior, to the point it is eerie to look through them; yet, I wonder if 
that is just all in my mind too or not.' 

'On the outside of the school, the contaminated brick is crumbling, mainly because the 
building is sliding down the hill that it was constmcted on.' 

'Everything in 'The Land of Many Staples' was built on the side of a hill or down in 
the valley where most of the town remains.' 

'On the outside of the school, the contaminated brick is cmmbling, mainly because the 
building is sliding down the hill that it was constmcted on.' 

'Everything in 'The Land of Many Staples' was built on tbe side of a bill, or down in 
tbe valley where most of the town remains.' 

'I swear that the architectural engineer was stoned when he made this floor plans for 
this high school remodel.' 

'Either that or he went here and wanted to get back at them. Who knows?' 

'So, it is a new class, as of now, I am sitting in Miss. Lewis mathematics class 
observing the same stem and leaf plot lesson for the tenth day in a row. My mind slowly drifts 
back into time.' 


'Back to a day that will remain in my mind forever.' 


'The year was 2005 spring was in full bloom. I remember walking down the pathways, 
that lead through these lush gardens.' 

'While I was standing along the red brick path that was part of 'The Andrea-Morgan 
Gardens and lagoon.' I reminisce about how, I would walk over the arched bridge with the 
stream that ran underneath, all the colors of the flowers overwhelmed my senses next to the 
gazebo.' 


'My mdimentary perception of the outside world of how it could be as a child.' 

'The gardens, past the railroad tracks, and the whistle and X crossing sing, and split 
tracks were the tracks cover North West to the coal min es and to North End of town where there 
is on last village church from the 1900s, past all the hay fields, sunflower fields, barley fields, 
and yes also all the cornfields.' 

'Sometimes, on my trails, I would make a stop along with the thick timbers, where this 
older man, would hideout and, would want me to mn a few jars of moonshine for him and I did 
10 jars for a dollar or so.’ 

T could see the warm heat of the hot flames, the worm, the clear liquid mnning from 
the raccoon-pecker into more jars; I could see the copper still making com whiskey, and I 
remember the small com biscuits.' 

'I just called him Popcorn, from the day we first met, when he said all youngsters like 
me did, and he was singing and dancing about, and did not even think to mind the oddities of that 
name; conversely, understand he was a legend in many states, or what I was doing was illegal.' 

'Anyways that is how, I made a little side money, that no one needed to know about, it 
was about the only job I could get being me.' 

'I walk through old stone train tunnel with a keystone arch, my little young feet in my 
girlie flats with my socks pushed down in them, one foot in front of the other on the shiny still 


rails, strolling through, however, this is my only path through the hillside in my walking path, 
that I want to for self-analysis and meditation that felt almost blessed from the heavens.' 

'The place where-1 could remove myself away from all the awareness that is in my 

life's past.' 

'A land where there was no pain, no hatred, and no fear, that was not far from home 
new home yet far away from my old, yet far enough, from the new and old that I was at liberty to 
do as I wanted or needed or wanted.' 

'This was a place where the stream trickled softly and the plant life grew wild, a 
relaxed atmosphere, where I finally felt as if there were nobodies' eyes upon me.' 

'This was the outside, after being locked up for years.' 

'I remember that this was such a tranquil, location, I was tmly comfortable, spacious, 
rich, and happy, and I felt carefree.' 

'All these pathways led me out of my hellish habitations that I remember always, as 
well as 'The Dwellings of Lost and Lonely Dreams." 

'This one time I was wearing a pink sundress and white boots. I had come to the end of 
the path. I sat with my knees folded up almost next to my face, to take a rest under the massive 
weeping willow tree.' 

'The tree shades the flowers that are hanging slightly over the stream.' 

'The tree seemed to move mysteriously in the cool spring breeze.' 

'The gardens and its trees, and waterfalls upholds the creation of a misty fog which 
created the stream next to me. The bubbling waterfall adds to the divine, spiritual, apostolic, and 
consecrated feelings I need.' 

'Some days, I would take off all the restricting clothing that I had on, and go 
swimming in the glassily golden looking pond, with all the orange sparkles.' 

'I used to swim over to where the waterfall is, also get out nude to dive 200 feet into 
the waters below, and then I would get out of the water.' 


'There is this leg under the falls, I would walk up to stark and stand on the immense 
rock, next to a hollow pool opening with soft glowing green water- where the sun would give 
waves of light.' 

'The waterfall shower was falling on the outside of that entrance, where the cascading 
water would fall on top of me, moderately. Still, I was pressed agents like grotto walls.' 

'At that time, 1 was so much younger. Wow, that always felt so amazing to stand under 
and even to lie under as I did.' 'However, this one time, I was there, and sometimes had passed.' 

'I opened my eyes out of surprise, to see that Codi Martinez was nearing the end of the 
path, he was my first cmsh. My first kiss on the cheek, he was, he held me in his arms as I would 
sit in his lap.' 

'Like most days, I was sitting in a grassy patch under the weeping willow tree drying 
myself in the open air, that was the first time, I let a boy see me this way.' 

'Y et most of the time the girl that, I spent time with, and swam with was a thoughtful, 
gentle, tender, sensitive, winsome, and kind young girl named Lily Anderson, she is why 1 came 
here most days.' 

'I have admired, loved, caressed, saluted, soft petted and kissed a girl and loved this, I 
had just gotten done with my swim and I was putting on my dress.' 

'I looked up, and that is when that girl she was looking over at me the whole time. She 
decided to sit down beside me, most days.' 

'She reached over and held my hand for no reason, to find the weakness of needing 

love.' 


'No one had ever shown me that kind of affection before, I was so nervous, I barely 
spoke a word; my breathing became rapid just, because of the way I looked at the time.' 

'It was a hot and bothered lust to find young love, girl or boy at this point did not 
matter to me.' 

'I was too young to know what tme love meant, I was captivated by him, yet loved her 
more, and did not know why.' 


'Furthermore, what all 1 saw, that he showed me, was the first time a young man ever 
did this, that was not mean, signify, intend, and anticipate.' 

'That swim that we had that day together, was one that I will never forget. I still caimot 
believe that 1 did that!' 

'Most nights from that day on we sat under the tree every night until the day became 
nightfall, one of those many nights, and socked in the grotto.' 

T use my magical scepter of enchanting power to make a lustrous, zealous, and 
phosphorescent ball of glowing pulsating light to make the waters gleam, redden, radiate, and 
glow from underneath.’ 

'I was hoping that we would kiss even more than we did, after all, she was like me in 
many ways even with magic and falling like an angel, in that perfect setting. She became my best 
friend she was a girl that was a girlfriend like most girls have a boyfriend, yet she was the only 
one I could trust with all my thoughts.' 

'Moreover, love was something we could not honestly hold, not over being same-sex- 
(girls,) more like we had the same bloodline down the line somewhere. How? I did not know. 

Yet I was told, by others in my class that seem s to know more about me then 1 do about myself.' 

'There is nothing more disappointing, than being in the friend zone as long as we're 
over feeling shame with each other, including descent, mostly blood, even if everything was 
ever-so right when together, and not genuinely knowing why it was.' 

'Notwithstanding wanting move onward that way regardless of our relationship 

stigmas.' 

'All I know is that to this very day, I dream about that time we had together grasped, 
that I can't live without her, but only with someone else that I dream about less seems unfair, if 
only he loved me.' 

'I wonder what that first kiss would have been like back when I was about ten with 


that boy. 1 can say now it was more.' 


'I ask this because being fourteen and never been kissed at all by someone I loved, yet 
have been kissed by man I did not, maybe that is why I can't find love in a boy yet like damaged, 
even so, all moments were a virtuous sensation to have, remember what it was like to my mind in 
the past.' 

'I wonder what might have taken place if she would have been more open with me, 
without thinking as we are both accused of not doing.' 

'Yet someone like Lily she was, I wonder why?' 

'Yet after her death, I did not wonder anymore.' 

'Although, I still do not know what it is like to have someone, which truly loves me 
now as she did even if so wrong.' 

‘I wanted her sex!’ 

'I do appreciate what that first passionate kiss would be like and miss it every day now. 
I have held hands and miss them now to hold, yet it did not mean much until she was gone 
without a goodbye.' 

'It is like, liking someone when you are that age, and liking someone, as you are a 
teenager is such different things. As always everyone is taken away from me. Codi Martinez and 
Lily all that; I have loved either move away at the end of that summer or have passed on.' 

'I have never seen or heard from him again, yet Lily I have. I still wonder why he 
never tried to find me; though, that is okay, because he is not my dream guy anymore, and Lily 
needs to let me go in her attachments to me, he like Lily were more than a friend to me in a time 
of need, yet I feel selfish to say that.' 

'As I got older, the gardens withered away just like me. Depress, discourage, oppress, 
and saddened I heard the end of the class bells ringing out, snapping me out of my daydream of 
the remembrances of all things past.' 

'Yes, I am now back into the real reality of the hellhole, looking at the black and white 
checkered board like a floor in this classroom, only on this floor, hand-colored butterfly dangle 
from stings dancing about above my head, from the ceiling ironically it a class about the study 


life, yet still thinking about my grandmother being my handler like a dirty crazy secret, that is 
my true existence in life.' 

'All the catholic nuns that teach my main classes also in black and white, it was a 
theme to my life, yet the color is coming back gradually.' 

'I sit and wait for my next class to start, I think and hum about 'Somewhere Over the 
Rainbow,' where bluebirds fly over the rainbow, yet why can't I?' 

'I have my life's saving out on the old wooden desk in front of me, of seventy-five 
cents in the shape of Mickey Mouse ears.' 

'I vow silence, as the teacher wants us, kids, to hack up a dead white rabbit for every 
two kids, for a piece of information, yet that I will not do, I am scrammed to the office for more 
enforcing discipline on me to muffle my brain, even more, where I can be anybody walking into 
the door by them, and sometimes, I pretend with my games and seldom not.' 

'As I am making many black and white drawings depicting me at stages of my life for 
my book covers; maybe some color we wash in when I find happiness, I start thinking and make 
little riddles in my head, that I add to my book of life, that well become long drawn out novels.' 

'At this time, in the moments that I have I look into my purple feline compact m ir ror 
that is cracked and a little shattered, that looks like a kittens face.' 

'At that moment after getting yet more in-school suspensions tacked on to my growing 
list of‘The Bad Girl,’ stigma.’ 

‘Like, Pinocchio nose, listing more lies by them grow; yet, I am the liar, and the child 
just handled in the same a doll on strings, denominated as the child that is nothing more than an 
article of mbbish of misusing teacher and student participation, that takes away from them that 
want to discover what I don't want to receive in their teachings.' 

'At that point, for being 'The Bad Girl,' my teacher's assistant ad teacher helps me go 
to Speech therapy class by holding my hand going down the halls, for all the others to see, as she 
drags me there as I am more than limp.' 


'Oppositely, I am turned over to the local cops for crim charges, and handcuffs, of 
fighting my teachers and kids and given yet another uniform by the young kids holding jail, 
when all my teacher is doing taking me down when I need emotional support for being, ‘The Bad 
Girl' 


'Speech class is only for me and two others that divide classes for me that should 
matter to my future, we do what is said to be testing in the subjects they think matter yet, I do not, 
in reading and understand words as we have word stupidity to the max, but that is a cover for 
what it is- tmly brainwashing.' 

'Simply, I open my eyes, and time has passed, yet have no memories of why, to see a 
bored grin of the creepy the teacher, of tmst, being far too nice to me, know what she did.' 

'She taps on the table with her pencil and it trains me to have triggers to the sound, 
sight, and even words.’ 

‘Immediately, I am is in deep hypnotism, to keep me drain-dead so my teachers can 
keep me ‘Sped,’ at the tap of a click of a pencil hitting a stack of paper.' 

'Finally, she gives up on what's made to look like an attempt to being trained 
nonsensical words, that I can’t do, where I make no progressions in learning, yet have been 
trained to go backward in understandings of reading and writing.' 

‘Little do they know; I write it all down; even if they try to erase my mind.’ 

(Daydreaming, as I do a lot in school.) 

'Someday, I would like to be part of the steel city and go out and live in Pittsburgh. I 
need to escape all my misery, which is surrounding me in the small town. When I come of age 
and am left go off by them.' 

'Where the moon is shining throughout the night on the demand glass statues buildings 
which embrace the silky black sky.' 

'So that, perhaps I can find what I am searching for in my reality, somewhere there is 
purpose more than think about my past. I need to find a brand-new place of signifying freedom.' 


'Yes, I have come to believe that it is a cutthroat world, in my hometown; either you 
learn to cut or be cut by others. I have been there just more issues I have had, yet I don't expect 
anyone to understand.' 

'That reminds me of some nights, and I do not know why, but just like roaring steam 
engines of the past, I walk along the lonely rails road tracks rails that are forever apart; never to 
be joined in harmony.' 

'In a way, there are many crossing rails but no connections for long distances of those 
parted rails.' 

'This reminds me of myself in every emotion in a romantic sense of my existence of 
life, long times without love or thinking I am lost, and just crossing intersections of tracks when 
romances happen; just to keep traveling the same line lost.' 

'Although, in my real life of the past and yesterday, as a pre-teenage girl, to this very 
day, I started to wander, walk, and step along the raihoad tracks, every day.' 

'They have been neglected, overlooked, disregarded, forgotten, and ignored by the 
community; I live in.' 

'I go through the cornfields of delight, enjoyment. Yet there are no fun, kicks, joy, 
pleasure, and thrills forme; It is like I can find happiness.' 

'I pass the windmills that twist, twirl and turn in the night’s cold breeze and zephyr.' 

'This reminds me of the ones that mock, counterfeit, sham, and burlesque me to my 
face. That has someone in the night to tumble with similar as they do.' 

'Nevertheless, they like to rub it in my face at school, that I don't, conversely, so they 

think.' 


'Accurate forme in saying- yes, they remind me of the windmills, just like acrobats 
dancing in the night's sky, and also with me in the past with ones I never genuinely admired, 
cherished, loved and even chosen, I was adopted for what love and affection denoted in a state of 
mind, damage to me in my thinking, investigating, and discerning to this day what it really could 
be.' 


'I can hear the haunting notes, tones, and sounds of the whistles from the ghostly 
railroad, which once traveled along here, as I am now, of the part they play in my mind in visions. 
I can feel the pressure as it builds inside of me, like the steam; I have to let it out, or I will 
scream.' 


'I can feel the vibrations; though should I get off the track, there is a new modern-day 
train coming. I can see the lights now and here the dinging of the bells, a highspeed commuter 
diesel.' 


'I don't get off until the very last moments when my heels slip off the rails. 

Furthermore, I know when I derailed, that it was not the end of the line; It is just the beginning of 
anew course forme.' 

'It was in a shiny blurred and the air horn sound stretching in the air around; I mean 
yes, I do balance one foot in front of the other as I go back home.' 

'These old tracks, mn next to my home, in a long cover, about 10 feet away from the 
one side of the house as I walk along until I come to the bridge of dizzying heights, that has been 
bypassed with a new 8 miles longer; yet a much safer route.' 

'This line was shut down in 2000. Therefore, like I still walk up to this bridge, yet can't 
get home this way even if shorter over it has fallen in places anyways it's a structure, that has 
been forgotten by the amenities.' 

'The bridge was built in 1882, It once stood in bewilderment, surprise, wonder, and 
amazement of its engineering marvel. It was strong, durable, stable and magnificent at about 
1,025 feet high.' 

'Um roughly even higher than that, call me crazy, stupid, insane and absurd; but I 
would say it is still the highest in the world.' 

'Moreover, I know that it was about 2,100 feet long, now that only about 600 feet are 
now still left standing.' 

'However, one night one stiff breeze came through here, and it collapsed under its 


weight.' 


'It was built of wood and steel it is a crumbling pile at the bottom of the valley.' 


'It has served its purpose in the establishment of life; just like me I am slipping away, 
plus crumbling just like the steel beams, and wood planks that once was a masterpiece.' 

'I wonder if my story will be a masterpiece too?' 

'The bridge is dissolving just like I was every day, as I must undertake the weathering 
of the hel lh ole or high school.' 

'I would wonder when I would get to the broken-off end that hangs like an arm in the 
sky if had I come to the end of my line too or not.' 

'I taught this daily, to the day my ending if today was or should be the end of my 
journey along this mn like this forgotten railway, and take the leap?' 

'Including if I should I go back home? Where no one cares, if I live or not, go to 
school, where I have to go, even if, I don't want too, and they wish to my face; that I would kill 
myself, like the townspeople what me to do for being a waste of life.' 

'I asked myself daily if I should go down to the bridge, and fly to silence, harmony, 

and rest?' 


'I asked myself daily, which decision should 1 make, with that small voice in my head 
saying do it, and other screaming not too?' 

'Despite daily I turned in the opposite direction and put one foot in front of the other 
then slowly caress the rails that lead me back to, ‘The Land of Many Steeples,' to the dwelling of 
Lost and Lonely Dreams; where I would do my life on repeat.' 

'Sometimes, I step off the tracks, I walk through the cemetery, and Lily grabs me by 
the ankles.' 


'It is like she rises to hold close to me, yet this terrifies me quite tmthfully, yet now we 
are the same, I understand.' 


'Nevertheless all the day of the past up 'till now; I loved it, because, 1 cherished, 
treasured, worshiped and adored her, she was one girl that knew what she and I went through, 
and what I put up with now still.' 

'Now it is just me, left agents them. So, I will tell you about her shortly, and why she 
was gone before me.' 

'She grasps me in all ways, as I did her, yet she follows me on the trail back to the 
homestead. She is the warmth that I have now, as my blood is getting so icy feeling, as I 
transform into what she is now.' 

'I look at her headstone on 'May 30, 1995, to May 29, 2010." 

'It is overgrown with tall grasses now, yet it was not all that long ago she walked in the 
halls, with all of us. I missed her so much, yet now she is back to me, as I am to her!' 

'She was only fifteen, and her birthday was the very next day, yet she never got to see 
sweet sixteen, she did not make it nor did she want too, or her sisters.' 

'I see my one pink rose, the only one she had, that I placed for her the time before; I 
was here over her grave plot.' 

'I see myself in the glossy stone ones more, and I see that that young girl’s face 
looking back at me, she looks just like me looking back into my eyes.' 

'Also, this stone was all I have left of her until now, yet it is like her spirit is with me, 
now more than ever. I can feel it; I can feel her, and I even see all of her now in front of me, also 
fallen just like me, thanks to are evil sisters.' 

'This is all that reminds me of what she used to be, yet a birth of what we both are now, 
the eyes that watch me here tarnishes her and me to the town, unlike me, she went into the 
ground, she keeps me from being next to her laying in the graveyard, just like her I can be in 
other souls, take them to save them, or steal them for my own, yet she chooses for me to keep my 
body as long as I can, as if magically persevered, thanks to her death wish, to go lower place in 
the afterlife to save me.' 


'They don't wail about her being in her grave, and part of my soul going with her, 
when she died, they think it hilarious to see young girls die.' 

'Yet, as for me. I'd cry for her in the past; intertwined entangled with her.' 

'Some of these nights without her, I sit there until the moon shines on me in the 
twilight, furthermore, the rocks are shown as colorless shadows of gray; against the blue-black 
starfield heavens.' 

'The graves are all that are alive to me even now, plus the world is dying around me.' 

'If I could label what she was to me, I would say she was my girlfriend, and still is; 
Lily, she was so sweet, never felt, loved, kissed, or admired by a boy.' 

'1 think about her often, now that she has remained gone as 1 once knew her lost to 
memories that get succumbed in my mind, brain, and spirit.' 

'Oh, some of the things we did, yet seldom it makes me feel down reliving the past, 
knowing she is not here for me anymore, alive, and I couldn't be there for her when she needed 
me the most.' 

'Besides, I know that she is far better off than I was, that why I decided to join her.' 

'I have to remember that some angels on Earth, are not meant to suffer, they're warm, 
caring, and loving. Will carry them away by their soul, like a French Kiss to me in a goodbye, on 
a magical school day night, and they will fly away and find genuine freedom.' 

'Although, I cannot help feeling depressed because, I know that she was the only girl 
in this emotionless world that, I had an identity with?' 

'Nevertheless, the part of me that knows that it was a sin... to let her pass before my 
eyes are okay with it because being locked up with her was the only delight for us to share were 
death was long-time peace, reconciliation, rest, and tranquility.' 

'Yet the halls here that I walk in are that much paler, colorless, cold, bitter, boring, and 
dull. Now that she is absent forever!' 



'I can picture her in my mind sitting next to me, yet-1 guess I just miss my girlfriend, 

mortal!' 


'I have done this for a year now think about life and death, how it is so final, every day 
until the last true day of my mortal life.' 

'I could see my breath wobbling within puffs out of my mouth as I exhaled, as I still 
made my walk and saw all the seasons change; yet my mind I was numb, to terms and seasons.' 

'Even at school, and days after Lily's death, so days it was like almost too cold to sit 
here in this form, in all senses tolerable, mediocre, poor, and common, yet I had too, yet she was 
always in my thoughts and prayers.' 

'You know it is very true, I prayed to have her back as she was.' 

'I can see now why I have become what they say looking back on my last year, I had 
an incomprehension, I had an unawareness to everyone and everything.' 

'An unconsciousness state of writing my life down in notebooks as it happened, so that 
someone would discover, perceive understand and even discern them for what they 
unquestionably mean, yet I had naivete to wanting to move on and learn; an innocence to myself 
and others even, with a pure unfamiliarity with whom I was on the inside and within.' 

'I know the lack of enlightenment, I had regarding everything and everyone close, next, 
and near to me; I was walking around ever-so cluelessness.' 

'I honestly weaved my caring toward nescience and lack of education, influencing me 
into what they wanted me to become, stupidity, foolish with idiocy and denseness of 
brainlessness, mindlessness, even more than what I used to be, making me have a case of: 'What 
is the Use." 


'All this just to find comfort slow-wittedness, likewise, I did not heed in caring.' 

'Yes, it is very true, I have found my stiffness, my thick-headedness, in my classes, 
now that have a dimness, of my full day- where I owned dumbness, and dopiness. Furthermore, 
was lost to a doziness of not minding anymore.' 



'Yes, I have tried to walk away and leave it all behind me, but the bond was just too 
tight, she was always so snug to me, preferentially at least that is what the sisters said about her 
too.' 


'She was so tight she could squeeze; I suspect as she squeezed me as we would hug.' 

'You will get to meet the relatives and see them as I do; yet you make your judgments 
don't let me influence you.' 

'Good luck you are going to need it; I know I do!' 

'Like, I have said, she called me to her grave at night too, and what can I do? I have to 
go and talk to her.' 

'She hugs me, and then, I come home and sit at the in the window undressed while 
looking over the train tracks that are next to the oversized bow-window, and fields of gold.' 

'I just sit here in the window, while I am thinking about how I could tell someone what 
goes on in my life, more them writing it down in my books.' 

'Including how my life is for a girl like me; I can still hear her voice calling out to me.' 

'I have to stop, and just overhear it in my mind, as I did on that day, she was screaming 
for me, for help, and I did not go to her, in time over I was observed by them, no not aid.' 

'I know that someday it will all come out in the open in an immense, huge, deep, and 
enormous way, of what they do to girls like us.' 

'However, as for now, I just have to sit in my closet in a classroom and think, until I 
cannot anymore over pain.' 

'Although is it okay, for a girl like me to come out of her closet, over my type of breed, 
and or would in the same moment of being pro-gay say, ‘I should go to hell’ over it? So, they 
tease me about.' 

'Lily, she follows me everywhere as the spirit of a girl, that is fallen, she calls herself 
an archangel, yet I know that is not altogether true.' 



'When people die, they stay the same age even in the afterlife this is something that, I 
found out as of late.' 

'They look the same just translucent, natural, straightforward, plus manifest, and at 
times she is even like transparent to my sight.' 

'Lily was always a tiny girl just like me, she stands at five nothing also, in a way we 
resemble identically.' 

'Yet I never let it in, that she was bom the same day as me so maybe we are long lost, 
twins, I know of another girl that was said to be the same as us to named, Naddalin. So, I would 
say, that I am a triplet; nevertheless, I never really meat her.' 

'Still, her eyes peer into my eyes, and they look into my soul like they always did. If 
only, I could have helped her out sooner, but I was in a softened, reduced, an exhausted and 
weakened, position they had a hold on me.' 

'Still, I cannot help but think we all have some type of value, even if I don't and neither 

did, she.' 


‘She was just like that spark of lightning that I see, when I stand in the rain with my 
arms wide open, pleading to God why she was taken away from me.’ 

'Additionally, I do not blame 'God,' even if I want to at times!' 

'I can never be angry with 'God!' Yet that makes me simple to believe in something, 
that I cannot see, yet now after death, I can say that I have, and I can also say, that I was turned 
away.' 

'She had a hell at school, and at her first home I retrieve fascinatingly deep in my 

mind.’ 


‘I remember, that reminds me that Lily’s adopted dad was her hero; because, for seven 
years a woman her real mother would stomp, beat, slam, sodomize, and tie her down, to a bed.’ 

‘I should remember, yet I don't. I had to succumb and die to yield to remember 
everything, that was taken away from me.' 



'Her mother, like my mother, so I would say our mother, would twist her feet and 
limbs until the bones would crunch; she even had her toes nailed down to the footboard on her 
little bed, so she would not run.’ 

'If she sprinted away, she would not get fair now, or if she talked back, they would 
wire her mouth shut after breaking her jaw. I know, I had it bad, but heir beatings were worse 
than mine.' 


'Sometimes, she used a ball-peen hammer on her feet, and her toes would be where her 
heels should be. Meaning that her feet would completely spin right around.' 

'Lily was given blinding with light, punishments one thing they did to her in the 
basement of the orphanage.' 

'Given visual impairment, also known as or eyesight loss.' 

'A decreased ability to see to a standard that causes problems not fixable by usual 
means, such as glasses. After all, that is the main reason, why she was in the program she could 
not see well, or walk well, with learned helplessness; making many difficulties with normal daily 
activities, reading, socializing, and walking. She will never be able to drive.' 

'Lily her life was truly churlish; water torture was one of mom's and Grandma's 
methods in which water is slowly dripped onto the scalp as your naked on a wooden board tied 
down with straps.' 

'Supposedly making the bound prey of us girls go insane, this is why we're both in 
emotional support in school now.' 

'I remember the screaming, and long subbing of crying in my ears all night long asking 
for love, and help; most of them under the age of 10 years of age.' 

'All some of us girls locked in solitary confinement always totally naked, where we 
sleep in their shit and piss.' 

'In many stone chambers of a cell with jail-like bar doors, unveiled as the day they 
were bom of sin, a lined in the corridors like a death row.' 


'A death row for the so very wrong ones like us- the 'The Bad Girls.' 



'Just the proper punishment for all the young girls, that were told they were crazy, 
erratic, insane, stupid, and mad.' 

'Just like, I made powerlessly and had a helpless to escape the hell of the mothers, 
grandparents' hands of abuses, as their wardens.' 

('Girl-81433, as the little silver tag would read.') 

'She was dmg out of her cell, by her arms next to limp, she was murdered not fully 
dead yet by the beatings she received, of thrashings, drubbings, whippings, and floggings by my 
sister's and mother no that wasn't threatening, creepy, frightening, and painful enough.' 

'No death- would be far worse than death by boiling water while still alive as all had to 
stand as a witness, over the open flames of the furnace, in a massive com pot was this girl 
bobbing, this was a means of execution, by the child in fighting back, in which the little five- 
year-old girl child was killed by drowning in a boiling water liquid.' 

'Furthermore, that night she was served to us bad girl as a meal, and a reminder we 
could be next.' 

'There was a girl that was crossed from me, I can still see her young face. Despite 
trying not to remember the pain of seeing a face I cannot forget, and life has taken.' 

'I remember her only identity, being what I have here in my hand; this identification 
tag, that I kept to this very day, to not forget, even if I was helped to not remember.' 

(‘'Girl-81433') I remember when I took the tag of the nail it was hanging on with all 
the other ID tags, like all the other numbers in a row naming young girls that don't have genuine 
names of anyone caring to give, the other ladies would say to me. 'It doesn't matter what her 
name is like we're all going to be dead, that girl you care about is soup now, she's gone, and we 
need to exist.' 

'Bone fracture with a wooden staff and even garden tools, for us all was common, 
even I have had broken bones, given to me by my sisters.' 

'It is a tme wonder, that I did not have a disfigurement, some of the others were not as 


fortunate. 



'I like all the children still have our human branding or stigmatizing denoting the 
method by which a mark, habitually is a symbol is burned into the skin of us living girls.' 

'Moreover, also the number tag as a hooped piece of jewelry, with the purpose, was 
the resulting scar makes it permanent on the head.' 

'The mark of the 'Fallen Angel,' this is what I was given, just like Lily including just 
like the foreign Naddalin.' 

'That I forthwith cover over with my long hair. Just one type of body modification; or 
under coercion, as a punishment or to identify an enslaved us, young ladies.' 

'Combing long nail torture was used on Lily's back, a signifying a red blood jacket 
showing that she was now a woman if she did not cry.' 

'I thank God, I got out, just two days before they planned on doing that to me. 
Nevertheless, I have had rusty nine-inch nails through my young seven-year girly nipples and 
have also spent a night hogtied sleeping on a bed of nails.' 

'Crushing or pressing was a method used to kill children, I even saw them use bricks 
to tbe heads of young girls, having intense weight upon a person by placing heavy things on their 
little bodies.' 

'I never saw this, although, I was informed about ('Girl-30265,') being in this room, 
where the walls would slowly close in on her in a room engineered by the Grandpa; to mash 
children. I don't know, if that was true, she was before my time, so-1 took it is nothing more than 
a rhymer.' 

'I have been through cutting, dehydration, de-nailing, the drowning feeling of been 
held down by my mother in a bathtub. I have experienced dry-boarding, flagellation all of this 
was done to me, and others in the back courtyard next to tbe graveyard, that was the playground.' 

'Some girls skins were flayed, and their skins lie around, like bear mgs as the bones 
are sorted in the basement in pills.' 



'Genital modification or even forced circumcisions were done on Sarah and Lily, I was 
there standing over the girls when Grandpa did it, who said ‘I was next,’ they did not do that to 
me, yet it was close.' 

'I ask why?' 

'I still don't know why, they did not; like, maybe over Ava wanting me for her love 
interest, and to keep the butcher knife from my clitoris. I announced in agreement, that I would 
be her delicate lover for life.' 

I am sure down in the passages of the orphanage, oxygen deprivation was a factor to 
my education claims now, like Lily's.' 

'I remember at time pliers, and to this day they make me cringe when I see them.’ 

‘I remember them being used on me and others. I remember Sarah had a full teeth 
extraction by Grandpa, so she would not bite, the other kids and them anymore, she spent her 
days drinking her food through a straw.' 

'My sisters finding all my pressure points, with their fingers and hands and tools, of 
their liking, when I was up with them in the bed chambers.' 

'I retrieve all the remembrances of all the rape and roping of young girls for their 

giggles.' 

'I recall all the sensory overloads, and all the sexual assaults of us young girls.’ 

‘I remember all the sleep deprivation, all the rats poking around even in the beds as we 
tried to sleep, they were even crawling all over my legs and upper body too.' 

'I remember all the sounds some extremely high volumes, some just at the active range, 
some at low frequency to make the mind hurt, some at high pitched noise, intended to interfere 
with rest, cognition and concentration.' 

'God, I remember all the starvation.’ 

‘I remember all the stoning's by other kids, in the yard, as they would throw rocks at 
me for being smaller and weaker.' 



'I remember Lily being on 'The Rack,' a torture device consisting of a rectangular, 
usually wooden frame, slightly elevated from the ground, with a roller at one or both ends meant 
to pull the body apart.' 

'I was on this thing ones too, for something-1 don't remember doing, like if 1 did 
anything at all other than being alive.' 

'I like was attached at the ankles and fastened to one roller at the wrists and chained to 
the other. As the interrogation progress would take place, of questions I don't remember, I think I 
was in too much pain and shock.' 

'A handle and ratchet mechanism attached to the top roller was used to simply 
gradually retract the chains, slowly building the strain on my shoulders, hips, knees, and elbows 
and causing excruciating pain; until I agree to everything they say.' 

'This was done to Lily to the muscle fibers they became so stretched extravagantly, 
she started to lose the ability to contract, rendering them worthless.' 

'You know, I cannot believe that she was able to walk as well as she could.' 

'I guess that is why she had an Individualized Education Program too.’ 

‘She had a cute shambling walk; it was sweet, like her. Yet she was perfect, in her 
body, and her mind. We had so many similarities, yet we did not get to talk about that all that 
much, she did not like too. So, we talked more about that, what was happening in the now, and 
not then.' 


'This woman would keep her locked up in a chamber that was cold, damp, and dark 
with only one light bulb hanging from wires under the tin roof tiles in the long hallways that 
seem to go on and onward.' 

'I retain in my memories, there was no bathroom, the windows covered up with wood 
planks, with the smell of excrement everywhere in that cell room.' 

'To this very day, nobody kn ows where this evil person went to our mother that is. It is 
like she was there and gone before anyone got to know the true story of Lily's mom, being my 


mom too. 



'Lily did not know that she could get away. So, that mother got away with all of this, I 
guess that she had a fear of the rage, fury, vengeance, and wrath that is why she never attempted 
to flee again, after being somewhat hobbled by Grandpa and Grandmother’s walking stick’s 
smashing into the tops of her feet.' 

'It is amazing how someone can brainwash someone, that is that young. What can a 
little girl do? And what does a little girl do to deserve this? Additionally, she was just like me; 
she had someone that fights for her, which saved her from certain death too.' 

Mr. Anderson- 'So what could I do? He said, along with, I was not going to leave her 
out in the cold the night she came crawling to my home, she said to me everything that happened 
to her, and I got to adopt her as my own.' 

'Like how could, I resist that adorable little girl?’ 

‘You know, I do miss Lily so much, now that she is gone, you have no idea. It is just 
not the same here without her around here in this home we shared, yet I am getting by, I have 
too.' 


'I saw Nevaeh going down the same path, I was concerned. She stopped over 
sometimes, and it is like she is not even on earth anymore, I do know what is wrong, yet I am 
powerless to heal her pain.' 

'She used to spend more time here when Lily and she would have their sleepovers. I 
do not know how to help her; I could not help my own, that I cherished so, I feel as if I have 
failed.' 


'Yet, if I see Nevaeh, out and about, I always ask her to come on in and chat and have 
some milk and chocolate chip cookies.' 

'Nevaeh, she is not like others her age, she is one of the once-in-a-lifetime types of 
young ladies, that speaks her mind, yet she is polite and charming, engaging, endearing, lovable, 
and endearing.' 



'I remember that Lily always did have a way of melting my heart too, and I guess she 
always will. It would not have been for this little girl; I would have given up on life a long time 
ago.’ 


'It is not easy being seventy-nine and lose your whole life- my life was that girl. I 
guess that my assignment in life is over my next stop is up on the hill, next to her I presume.' 

‘Life goes by like a blink of an eye. I did the best I could, but I frequently wonder if 
my best was good enough. Maybe, I was too hard on her.' 

'Maybe she was unhappy; maybe it was me? The only hobby I have, as I get older is 
looking at the scenery that surrounds me.' 

'Looking over the pond that cascades a reflection of the trees on along the walkway. 
Plus, stumbling back and forth from the kitchen, I mumble in whispers, remembering her voice 
in my mind, while trying to write my fragmented thoughts down on paper, as they msh in my 
head faster than I can scribble with my pencil.' 

‘Oddly Nevaeh is the writer 1 am not, yet 1 have given her all my notes about my 
memories.’ 

'As you may have guessed, I do blame myself for her being gone! I always tell Miss 
Nevaeh, to put her life thoughts down on paper! Because of it a story that will be marvelous in 
the end good or bad.' 

Nevaeh- 'Mr. Anderson was not Lily’s real dad; awe, he is a wonderful olderperson, 
even so, he was like a daddy to her.' 

'The story goes that one night; he had knocked on his front door. They're sitting on the 
doorstep was a little girl. She was only five years old at the time.' 

'She was nude with a tattered blanket wrapped around her, she looked up at him and 
said- save me, and that is what he did.' 

'Mr. Anderson was friendly, kind, cheerful, polite, and pleasant to everyone, but his 
love in life was caring for a girl he named Lily, that is what I remember him for.' 



'He liked me too... however, the past two months after she did, yes, he was another one 
out of my life too. I still think about him, now and then, he was a friend to me.' 

'It was said, Mr. Anderson when he first saw Lily when she was five, he did not know 
how he felt.' 

'The feelings of being oveijoyed led to the feelings of being horrified at what he was 
seeing, she had a broken cut up wrist and feet, and her fingernails were chewed right down to the 
bones.' 


'Her eyes bloodshot, with tears running down her cheeks, and everything in-between 
was cut up, you could even see all the welt markings.' 

'She did not even know her name, so she was named after his favorite flower, that he 
had everywhere in his home, as I remember.' 

(Present time) 

Nevaeh- 'I feel that I have been cut away from the umbilical cord to the womb of 
society’s connection, yet I have to breathe on my own and develop my life-cycle.' 

'People will come and go. Things will come and change. The pages will turn; the 
chapters will open and close, in my book of life, regarding all the sh-h.' 

'Some of the text, which was written, will fade away, and a broken heart will mend. 
Yet some of it will remain in my memory bold and vivid.' 

'Nonetheless, I have to understand it is all that I want to remember, and not what they 
choose for me to evoke.' 

'Yet, I can hear whispers, undertones I can feel, whispers that used to give me a thrill.' 

'Murmurs from the ones that kill, whispers that give me a chill, I recall whispers while 
trying to find love.' 

'I hear them whispering from the wings of the dove, even the whispers from the above 
one. I hear whispers!' 



'You know I think that life is all choice; one can either choose to live content or 
choose to live in suffering, torture, pain, anguish, and agony.' 

'Sometimes one cannot have a voice, preference, and choice, furthermore, will have to 
live with the results, outgrowths, outcomes, consequences, and weights, of a towering entity and 
dangerous person's, that takes everything away from her, and that girl is me.' 

'Yet, in my life, it is like someone is filtering, channeling, and monitoring all my life's 
events. They are the ones that give the allowances in the establishments in the society's circle for 
me to have.' 

'They are the string that is attached to my like a puppet; nothing can correspond or 
takes place in society without the approval.' 

'Just like the mystic, magical cards this one here is showing the 'Tower' in my life is 
my grandmother.' 

'Everyone has to bow down to them or live a life of failure or killing.’ 

‘Either way, I and the ones around me lose out on a life of liberty to decide on their 
selection or you could die just being my friend, or go to jail for saying, 'hey." 

'I have a question, 'so, is it nature that drives us, or nurture, which possesses all of us?' 

'It is just like now, ‘The Land of Many Steeples,' has its houses of horrors and its 
many mockeries to the tme faith.' 'The people contribute nothing to the utmost following of 
God’s instmctions.' 

'There are more souls made than saved, no lives in this country have a clear 
understanding of what they are doing.' 'Most live life in their brainwashed rituals, which keep 
them in purgatory. Besides they do not know what to follow because it has become a routine of 
what they think needs to be known.' 

'So, they prefer to not follow anything, and those are the one that seems to be lost on 
their path, or that is the way I see it. My path has its ups and downs also.' 

'I have learned, to follow my heart, and go with my gut feeling. I believe that I do not 
need to be a bible fanatic to have tme faith; I have faith.' 



'All I need is to have a love for the man who breathed his last breath so that I could 


breathe freely, yet I was asked to see more than what I did at death, I still don’t know why.’ 

‘I ask him to do more for me. Yet, I have to do more for myself, and I’ll know that 
someday he will answer me, with what I will become!' 

'Still, I feel like this, there is nothing to do in this town. There is nowhere to go, no one 
to see, and no one, that cares about me.' 

'I wondered before my death, how could I live a life of glee, happiness, joviality, and 
merriment; if I am not surrounded by people who are happy, or do not need me?' 

'I like some in my grouping was just a part of the towns and school's unknown history, 
of no one, cares, and have been chosen to be forgotten until the time of remembering my 
legendary, and the others that should not be forgotten.’ 


Nevaeh 
Book: 2 


The Forbidden Touches 



Freshman to sophomore days, I am sick of chasing a fantasy that is never going to be a 
reality; truly, I just do not care anymore. It is like she is not the same girl anymore what 
happened? 

~Chiaz~ 

So far, I cannot stop my feelings of wanting her here. I just cannot move on. Just tear out 
my heart and slam it on the floor. Your blue eyes shine it makes my heart sore. 

You are my life; you are like an angel. You are like a knife, you are ever 5 dhing, that I 
never needed and everything that I ever admired. I wish you could see that; I am trying to move 
on. I wish you could see that; you are the one. I wish you could feel that I no longer care. I wish 
you could feel that I am still there. I can see you; I can feel you, and- do I need you? 

Girl, I do need you. 

Yet she is always in control, even now. I am nothing but a fool; I can tell you whatever 
you wanted to hear. All the words from the past there still unclear, I can tell you do not have to 
cry a tear anymore. You do not need me up there... do you see me? I need you... yet you are not 
here. What can I do without you? I do not want to say good-bye. 

Yet you made me cry! 

-Nevaeh- 

Chapter: 10 

Blooming, yet Blurring Sentences 

Nevaeh- There is nothing like the smell of blossoms in the springtime at night, in early 
May. The nights are long and the sent in the breeze is awe taking. I stand outside in the elements, 
and it is so lovely, yet it contrasts with the way I feel inside, it is like everything is taken away 
like it is fading away. 



Everyone else can have their moments in elegant apparel ones more, yet I feel like that 
tree in the background that has no leaves on it. It has been left behind; with no beauty anymore, 
it is dead to the world. 

The blossoms are gone forever in my mind, unlike my surroundings that are covered in 
pinks and whites, the beautiful colors that cascade to the ground that show the end of what is no 
longer a season of time. The white blossoms are like the memories that I can never have. 

They symbolize to me what was there when I was younger, and like that- now she, the 
girl in a white lace dress that was named Lily, she has been sealed away in her casket, that is now 
in the ground under my feet for all time. 

Yet, everyone else they are blossoming all around me, yet I am not part of their 
surroundings anymore. 

The little girl has fallen like a petal in the wind without me, and the dead tree on the 
inside is all that is left behind. 

The time we could have had together is no longer there, or going to be. Just like the 
holding hands of the past are now part of the white blossoms of the springs of days gone by. 

I have forever disconnected away from the branches in which bring us together. The 
beauty of my life is gone, and the flowers have bloomed for the last time. 

Nevertheless, the memory of white, not the colors will be the memories that will never be 
forgotten, since I have never been allowed to blossom with another. 

All my colors fade to white. On that spring night, moments that do not feel right, 
observing all the blossoms in stunning white, wishing that I was part of the magnificent sight. 
Then again, we could have the only blossom when the time is right, on one of these beautiful 
spring nights, I guess that was not what was right? 

Summer break seems to come and go so fast, and then it is back into the same routine of 
hell. Yet with some new faces, the classes are all the same, the teachers are all the same... as for 
me, my life is the same. 

Yet with one girl in my classless, yet- ‘One year down, three more to go.’ In my time of 
grieving, I sometimes went to The Jena May's Family Restaurant, I did not eat much there, I tried 



to make new friends with the girls on the job. I cannot have what I had... No - that was a waste of 
time. I knew that... but I tried, no one can replace her. In that restaurant there is a relaxed 
country atmosphere, it is the only restaurant in the town really, in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, 
which slops out what most would call respectable food. It is an enjoyable place for all, yet the 
faces in the crowd still stare when I am in there. Most of the girls that work there that are my age 
or younger just hide in the kitchen when they see me sitting there, and talk about me. 

Likewise, because of that, they stick me with the same crappy, snotty, and just plain 
creepy- freaky waitress every time, will saying I stock them to the town and the police. Ha, yeah 
right keep dreaming. The people in the restaurant see me and they turn away in fright. It is the 
most common method of disapproval by society, for instance when two individuals are sitting in 
their booths. 

Y et slightly turned away from me with their one hand pressed against their face, while 
looking at the other person and talking about me, at the table, I know the whispering is about me. 
Whatever, say what you want, I am not going to stop you, or change your mind and what you 
think. Life is all about reading someone's body language and figuring out what they are truly 
thinking. I know that I am not welcome... anywhere in this town, it is so apparent to me anymore 
what they are thinking, and projecting to me. 

However, they just do not realize the signs that they are giving off... or maybe they do? 
Hello-1 am over here, I am not a piece of shit, you no! I find this to be kind of pathetic, to think 
that I am the one that is supposed to have a staring problem. If that is what they want to say, I 
cannot stop them from making judgments. 

If you stay at home, and mind you are on business then they labeled you like a creeper. 
However, if you go out, and try to be nice to people, talk, and socialize with them then you're 
considered to be a stalker... you just cannot win at their games. I did not know that small talk 
could be so terrifying. 

Nor do I care what they think anymore, I have learned that I have to be perfect in 
everything 1 do, why? For the reasons that everything I do is amplified by the tower and her clan. 
In other words, everything I do is known or twisted to be known in different non-beneficial- 
ways. 



Do you understand that? I always have to think twice about doing something or being 
with someone, since there is always a setup waiting around the comer. I wonder what it would be 
like to have so-called normal parents, and not an adoptive parent. I have a so-called family, but 
they do not tmly care about me. 

I am forever an orphan in my mind, and that so-called family, they're just a waste of life 
in my opinion. Besides, the ones that want to be part of their lives existence they just let them 
slip away, while they turn their backs. Yet they cannot figure out that I do not care what they do, 
nor do they understand that I do not want to be in their existence. They have no time forme, nor 
do I have the time for them. 

Then life moves on while the others fade away- that is okay! 

This comes to my mind, for instance, being at this restaurant, I see a family together and 
the parents were socializing with the children. I wonder what it would be like to have a family. I 
see a father as he affectionately mns his fingers through his teenage daughter’s hair. I wonder 
what that would be like, to know that he cared that much, and cherishes every moment of being 
together. 

Though just like everything else in my life, I was cheated out of that too. 

Nevertheless, I know someday that I will have my own family and something that I can 
call my own. It is just a matter of time- hopefully. All the same, I see her mother sitting there 
staring at her cell phone, without a care about anyone or anything except that device. I wonder 
what that is like too. 

It makes me cringe to think us a society cares more about electronics than our families; 
yes, I find this to be disturbing, but what can I do? So, some-time has passed, so I get up, and I 
put my money down on the counter, next to the register, $3.00 for a cold cup of coffee. I give her 
a tip of what was leftover from my five to that girl. What is her name...? While the two other 
girls look at me bashfully in the back. I think that they both have the same names if I recall. 

Anyways I walk in-between the tables, I see the door, push the door open and I hear the 
doorbells jingle, and slam on the glass. Besides, they all can come out from hiding now. I am 
leaving. Yapper- I think... I will go home now while walking I ponder this- Life is rebellion, 
either you are told to do something, which you do not want to do; or have to do it because it is 
what you think that you need to do. Either way, you just cannot win the game of life. 



We as humans are bom helpless, and we pass on helpless, only if we can survive to old 
age. We live in a land of death, yet we still have hope in this cold world. 

You just have to look up to see what you need. Besides, what I need is a way out of this 
hell! It is like some of this human in my life have infernos within their eyes; it is like they are the 
ones that are trying to extinguish all the unity of compassion out of me. 

Either way to them the world with me in it is never going to be at tbe right Fahrenheit, the 
book of life has been set aflame to bum, so they can get rid of me too, or so it seems. I find 
myself getting more and more disturbed, and disturbed by them and what they do. Nobody wants 
to listen anymore. 

No one hears what 1 am saying... yet I can scream it, and nothing happens. It is like 1 go 
to, be left only with an empty void of spun webs, in my brain for validating this life I have to live. 
The unacknowledged barrenness that was once thought to be wise in my mind it seems to be 
fleeting before me, as I become more like the others in my grouping, there are trying to make me 
senseless and to know only what they want me to know. As the days passed, I learn nothing, 
nothing at all! 

Zip, zero, and zilch, the only things I learned are the feelings of pain in my emotions and 
regressing in my education. I find that I get so upset, by not getting out of this, and knowing I 
cannot ever, it makes me glitch as if I do have some kind of not right thing to me; 1 cannot even 
write a word down, because they make me so tense, annoyed, and humiliated. 

That is what they needed for their label. They made me be like this! Just like this is the 
same books I had from before, 1 am not in first grade! I am not like this; I have been seeing Spot, 
Dick, and Jan... Run for over nine years. I know the fucking story! I do not need to do these little 
notebooks that are so insulting to my intelligence, which does not even form real words. 

Most of the time it is like just match the pictures. I do not need to have books 
withdrawing in them; I can invasion in my mind as I read for myself what the story is about... I 
do not need your educator to read my novels for me day in and day out. Like it is storytime... to 
gather around. So, do you want me to suck my thumb too? 

Besides, the schools shrink, hell- she is a lot crazier than I will ever be... yeab- so, suck 
on that! Oh, by the way- ‘You did not raise- Me.’ If anything, you are a scar on my life. You are 
not a help to me at all. If anything, you. Miss. Roth is a hindrance. Yeah-1 think she is losing 



it... kind of like her pantie hose, which she has on in the beginnings of the day, yet not at its end. 
Hum- do you have to wonder how that happened? 


Yet, it is no wonder to me why she drives a big fancy Cadillac. For the reason that with 
all the money I have made for her over the years... while you can get the picture. They 
mandat only forced me into that brain-numbing bullshit for a reason. 

Their greed leads to a rich retirement of accomplishment, while as for me I only have a 
trademark of being a loser in not having a life or being able to make a life for myself! All you so- 
called teachers at the hellhole you can shove you are- ‘Hooked on Phonics, Woodcock test, and 
you are Speech exercises up your asses, until you choke on it, as it comes back out of your 
mouth! 


You think that was tacky phrasing. Ha- I was holding back, ask me in person, what I 
think, and you will get an earful! 

Likewise, you reading to us every book, and every direction, along with every- single- 
thing else, like the Scantron tests is beyond embarrassing. It is like... we cannot do anything for 
ourselves, or so you all make it appear. Yet, I just have to sit not chit-chatting anything here 
falling apart, just like the chalk in my special teachers’ hands. 

‘What is the use!’ Sure-1 write the notes, that look as if the teacher is trying to go for 
world domination. It could be in Spanish; I would not notice any difference. This is not learning. 
This is abominable! 

Yes, it is bad, it is kind of like this pungent musty, dusty, moldy odor smells that are in 
this room right now, it sorta’ of leaves a bad taste in your mouth doesn’t it. 

Oh, a bit like those poor dead cats in the bio-room in their boxes with their embalming 
fluid- yuck! Anyways I have most likely have done this before in this class too, just like all the 
same lessons I have completed repeatedly of my years in school. This is so beneath me, knowing 
that I have seen the same thing for years now, along with the same rejects' faces, and the 
thoughtless actions they do. 

Like themmnning around the room and yelling, breaking the teachers’ chairs from 
whirling around the floor, slamming books on the ground, grinding and snapping pencils, 



banging the erasers together to make a dust cloud, making farting noises from both ends, some 
guys making sounds like the girl makes when she is getting it on... like- owe yeah. 

One can even rap, jumping over or sitting on the on stable desks that tip over. Broken 
calculators, whiteout splashing, ink dipping, paperclips bending or linking. Paper cutting with 
kiddy scissors, and staples through the finger or ear. 

They will try anything to piss the teacher off in any way possible- you know, that kind of 
stuff is just my existence. Wow- how do you like that for run-on sentences! 

‘See, see... I- is smart he- he!’ 

Like the others, they get the proficiency, and all I got was my brilliance of what I know 
completely sucked out of me. It is as if it was beaten, hit, and bitch-slapped all of it out of me. 

Now I have left with nonentity; nil- not a thing, but their substituted ways for me that are 
recurrences day in and day out. That goes for everything, it goes for my sense of mind, how I 
talk- if I can, think- if I can, and act- if I can. They make me have the- ‘I can’t attitude.’ 

All the same, just like I look and try to speak on the walls of the spun networking webs, 
on these computers that they have in the labs when I have spare time. 

Only for me to think that on my walls there is nothing but cobwebs to an empty, block 
wall of gray and that blue ‘F’ for the failure of sucking at life. Since there is no one on my 
profiles they have unknown and unfilled spaces. 

How do you add, what does not want you, and blocks you out? For the reason that I am a 
reject... it is just like the spiders that crawl up these walls here in this little room at the hellhole 
next to me- that is what I am placed as- just like that spine-chilling and gross insect of a bug that 
needs to be exterminated, before it creeps away on you. 

No, UN-ah-1 do not like spiders they make me squeal in class when they crawl up my 
inner upper legs. I believe that this place needs to be condemned it is just that bad. I can scream 
at the wall, with no one to view it, or hear what they have to say? 

Either way to me, listening back for their reply on the walls and what they say just leads 
to more cracks in me, and in my foundation, that I call life existence. While some rambling and 



incoherencies make no sense, yet it is liked. However, the scripts that have meaning behind them 
do not realize when they're read... if spoken at all. I just do not get it! 

Like- Sam did this, and Sam did that, Sam posting haphazard photos. No-1 do not care if 
you have Sam in your skirt right now. He- he! Wow-1 need to get out more! I have confidence in 
saying us as a society holds the torch; we need to make the right decisions so that we do not end 
up being the fuel that is burning. Society is not allowed to think for themselves, because of the 
towers that rain their fire hoses of destruction makes sure that they abolished all wisdom in 
someone like me. 

We have become fools the rejects to the walls, wearing a cap with bells, and tagging 
judgments just so that others can hear our crying out for attention. 

‘We have become its jester.’ 

We have grown into hermits to the screen's lights, we are seeking the answers alone in 
the dark. Even so, the soft light is no comfort, why because it needs to come from the sun and its 
hope, and we must learn to shine in the absence of the light of the lit walls of cyberspace, to 
become lovers to one another, and the world. 

That is what I think is right. What do you think? Just like that one card I have the hanged 
man- Do not become hung by anyone or anything. 

As you know I have tried that and it did not work, yet I got a second chance at life, also 
with a strange ability to see things differently, which is out of this world. It is funny how that 
night 1 thought it was all over, we are up to the night of my attempted suicide. 

Well, you will see what I mean shortly. 

Yes, after my first year and Lily were gone, everything and anything, which happened to 
me... I did not want to live anymore. Yet, I feel that I was bom again if you understand what I 
mean. You know if I thought that it all was hard on me then... I sure did not foresee what was 
coming up. 

So anyways I feel that you do need to cram your eyes with wonder, however, make sure 
what is being seen is moral. I feel that it is more eccentric to dream about reality, then being part 
of an irresponsible fantasy. Just like you will never know who is at the other end of a 
workstation! From listening, comes wisdom, from speaking comes repentance and ignorance. 



That is what I have learned. Back at the hellhole for the second year on one of the days 
that run together, I am sitting in Mr. Kingsburgh’s English class; he suffers from Parkinson's 
disease, his voice trembles. His body rocks side to side, he takes his sickness out on all the 
students referring to them as idiots. 

Saying things like ‘How did your children get up here, in this high school? You cannot 
read, you cannot spell, and you guys cannot do anything. Why do you all not just drop out, and 
go to hell? So that I do not have to look at your ugly ass adolescent faces anymore!’ 

Yes, Mr. Kingsburgh is such a positive role model in all our lives. 

While Mr. Kingsburgh is stuttering and spitting all over everyone, I look around the class, 
Jackson Alfaro is making that annoying clicking sound with his pen. I see a vacant desk where 
Ava Amsel supposed to be, she cut class to be with the higher authority in the janitor’s closet. 
Jack Baez is our class feminist; his hobbies include performing in the band with the color guard 
twirling silks and rifles. In addition to David Dawalinsky’s having his hand between Liz 
Remaro's knees, her sighing breaths are propelling on my nick, or so it seems. 

The Keyboard avatars or that is what I call them. Anyways the hellhole society refers to 
Jack as a faggot or quire on the walls, those names have replaced his true identity, yet his gender 
selection is on known. Yet he just seems to be that way. However, it has become known as what 
is implied, I ask: even if so, who are they to make such judgments? Yet some people can touch 
and feel, and nothing is said about it, and others like me, feel like we are constantly looking into 
the glass of reflected rulings by the others that only see what they want to see. Brandy Pacheco is 
composing love notes to Lenny Sanchez and passing them around the room, while the paper 
airplanes fly around the chamber. Andy Galvez is staring a hole through me, with his I wonder 
what is under the clothe's eyes. 

‘All girls know that look.’ 

Jenna Ordonez is picking her wedgie, she thinks that no one is looking at her, or she just 
does not care about modesty... geez- either way I am stuck... looking at what she is doing, 
because she sits directly in front of me. A bunch of thoughts, are running through my head like, 
why is it that there is never a clock in any of these boring classes? Why is it that the rooms are 
always dimly lit? Why is it there are always blinds covering the windows, with no natural light? 
Why can we not lookout, and see nature? 



Why must all these walls be made of cinder block, why is this I ask? It seems like the 
classes are never going to end, until you are ripped out of your daydream, by the eerie sounds of 
the end of class bells once more. Just to have to go to another one, and then have to sit through 
its torture. 

‘I have become comfortably numb.’ and I do not feel anymore. My dreams feel like real 
reality, and day-to-day life feels like I am not even there. My body is just like an empty shale 
that I am stuck in now, that seems to be cracking. 

My mind is still sprinting around the room. What to say, what not to say, what to do, 
what not to do. Do I look okay, does this uniform look good today, my hair looks like crap? 
AHH! Is it time to go home yet! My internal voice does not shut up; it runs fragmented thoughts 
constantly. 

Yet my exterior voice does not stand up for me, yet all those words have to make sense. 

So why say anything at all. Sometimes I jump five feet in the air when the voices come over the 
intercoms, and it screeches in my ears like Miss. Manco’s nails on the blackboard. The message 
sounds like it has no rhythm or conclusion. 

Just more shit my brain has to process. 

Who did this, and who did that, I do not care to hear about it. It is always the same names 
over and over anyways. I do not know how to show love and passion, but I want to learn. But - up 
until now I do not have any teachers that care. 

My mind is itchy with curiosity, yet I have no way to scratch that itch. 

‘Most just stick it in yoior face, and make you smell what they presume is wrong.’ 

The so-called higher authority they are just as guilty, if not more than the youth for being 
despicable. I wonder if I should just give up on him too like he has given up on me! 

The hellhole is just like jail the walls hold you in and compresses your thoughts. At first, 
you hate everyone, and everyone hates you. 

Time goes by and you get used to it. Why? Because you have no choice... then you start 
to look to them for guidance, you listen to what they have to say and you believe what they are 
saying. 



Without a freewheeled thought to do whatever is right for you. 


Now that is what institutionalizing is all about. 

Do not let someone tell you who you need to be, you have to be your person. If 
someone’s critiquing- analysis about you does not meet their so-called standards than that is their 
problem. That is just how I feel about it anymore. 

If you do not like the way, I look for example my hair, clothing, and aesthetics of style... 
then do not look. I do not have the time to satisfy you. You are all alike! All of you that cannot 
think for yourselves and text sixty lies per minute. 

Your chatter is all just ill-advised opinionated views ofjudgment, from the society, which 
all traces back to the tower's- the grandmother's words of slander. I just ignore them and keep 
being whom I want to be, not what they think I should become. I think this because you can 
never please an ever-changing society’s opinions; it is not worth the time or thought of mind. 

‘Shut up and mind your own business!’ 

The English teacher Miss. Bradbury, she is so mouthwateringly evil. Anyways she is the 
same one that I will have all my years here, makes us feel as if we are mentally incapable of 
comprehension. Her process of teaching is for us all to clap along with every syllable to every 
word. 


‘This woman is just aching to get me into trouble or write me up for some ridiculous 

reason.’ 

Yes, she will even give us detention for not participating in her degrading rituals. All the 
workbooks that are used for the class are beneath our standards of acknowledgment and ethics. 

However, she is demonstrating all the alphabetical sounds and vowel shouting at the top 
of her power of speech- flapping around the room like a chicken, making the floor shake from 
her big chubby plump ass, which jiggles side to side. While she is tripping over are five or so 
desks, which are crammed in this tight room. Do not rub that thing all up in my face once more; I 
know there is not that much room in here- but please. Ewe- it is butt sweat! 

Yet, in a way, she roars at us like a grizzly bear, with her snarling teeth. There is snot 
dripping from her nose. She is eyeing us, little children, with terrific intent. 



There is always some kind of stain that looks like tea on her shabby flapper out of style 
dresses, yet who can get past the face that seems to be dmmmed up from the depths of despair of 
the underworld. Why does she do this? So that the entire hell hole establishment acknowledges 
her vocal performances, 

‘What a bitch!’ 

We have to sit in this closet, with the door hanging open, and everyone viewing walking 
by or going down the corridors. 

‘Ha! And I wonder why I cannot get a date?’ 

They all are observing this despicable embarrassment of us having to follow the leader in 
what is called the sophomore year of high school. It is like having white fangs that annihilate 
your willpower every day when you walk into that classroom. 

She likes to narrate and spit and sway while reading books like ‘White Fang’, 
‘Frankenstein’, ‘The Giver’, ‘Fahrenheit 451’, she is spitting out the words as if we do not 
understand the storylines, every Wednesday. Yet forme to read something for myself that is 
wrong. 

Just like- ‘A Tale of Two Cities’. 

‘It was the best of times it was the worst of times.’ ‘This is not an age of wisdom for me. 
It was only the age of foolishness, as I perceive her tongue wording.’ Every other day it is back 
to the baby books and workbooks, other than on Fridays, oh just wait until I tell you about that. 

So, just like ‘The Giver’ is only transmitting pain; the receiver has no pleasures allowed 
within this controlled civilization of education. We are just like ‘Frankenstein's monster’ people 
are never going to accept us into their society. 

Why, because of what ‘The Giver’ our instructor takes away from us with their 
segregation. Yet, ‘The Givers’ feel like superior teachers. 

How do you like that for comprehension! 

You know I think that some people have the objective to just get at you; I seem to bust 
my ass to become someone in this society. Yet the higher authority does not want me to succeed. 



they want to see me, founder, in the bombardment of flames, like kerosene on a book's pages, 
until I disintegrate and cmmble to nothing but black soot on the floor at their feet. 

I suppose that it does not matter because; the country is going to blow itself up long 
before I have to struggle to find a joh. Yes, a job that only pays two dollars an hour, all I have to 
say is save your money now... because you can kiss your retirement goodbye. We all are going 
to work to the day we die. That is if they do not find a way to kill us first... like with boredom or 
mortification in what they do here in this room! 

I think that history repeats itself; a revolution is on its way. Are you going to be ready or 
is your head going to be buried? Then again, do we have a choice in the matter? I say that to my 
teacher, and he looks at me as if I am on something. 

Okay- see for yourself someday. Just like I do the work, I put in the time, and I like to he 
challenged. I do not do the homework anymore, for the reason that if I would... I would get the 
same grade as if I did it or not. Still, there is a limit to the point that, I just do not care anymore. 

Why? 

Because- what is the use of caring if I am not going to be anything in their eyes or 
appreciated. But then again if I am forced into something, I guess I would have to go through 
with it though? On the other hand, when someone says that I cannot do something that is when I 
have a new fire under my ass; to show him or her just how wrong they are in their judgments. It 
seems like everyone is trying to piss me off. Me, unlike the Amsel sisters that show, and uses 
ever 3 d;hing they have just to get extra credit, I would never put out just for higher grades in any 
classes. 


In a way, it kind of turns my stomach to even think about what they do. 
What goes on behind some closed classroom doors- will never be known...! 
So-o! 

(Saying groaning!) 


Do you remember your fifth-grade classes? 



The only thing that I recall is my teachers saying one word over and over again. The hair, 
the face, and the fiery eyes, it still creeps in my mind. This person makes my skin crawl. Let’s go 
way on back then... 

Welcome to classroom 202 that I called ‘The Mind Warp.’ Miss. Caballero is teaching 
style was to hand me a worksheet that I did not know how to do, at the time. Then scream at me 
saying quote- ‘fix, fix, and fix.’ 

‘How do I fix something, that I never learned how to do?’ 

How about instead of playing Solitaire on your computer, why don’t you do your task, to 
motivate and educate. This is your obligation and occupation to do so! So, damn-it just do it 
already, and stop wasting my time, because, in all honesty, I don’t give a shit...! 

Fix- it is just a dick- faced word! A word for those that do not want to explain and clarify, 
a word that teachers use to make us kids feel as if we are the problem. 

So, that they can have a high paying job and have their authority and power over the 
meek like me. 

What do they want from us? If we try... what do, they want us to know- obviously 
nothing? You know there is not a day goes by 1 do not have shame... not for the reason that 1 am 
here. 


No- it is more because they thought I should be. Anyways just, stamp me as the failure, 
besides stop assassinating with your words, which echoed around that I suck at life, and I do not 
want to learn! Just stop it! It is not me, that needs fixing! 

In addition to that, what is so intriguing about this is most of the time I had the work 
correct. She just wanted to SCREW with my head. Yes, she did adamn good job, in making me- 
numb to life, and my surroundings, all the way- back then! Yes, if I was not isolated up to this 
point in my life, I sure was after this black hole that pulled me away from all interactions. I did 
not think straight for several years after her brainwashing... if I could think at all. 

‘I forgot everything... yet remembered it all.’ 

I can still see the red pen that made all the slashes on my documents as if it has been 
written into my mind. 



The stories of the past will never go away, and the new one cannot be written the way 1 
would like them to be, do you see what I am saying? 

Looking around the room you would see the books that twist your brain into knots. In the 
far back of the room, you would see the Apple II series computer with its awe-inspiring eight 
bytes of power. 

In the middle of the room, you will see the blackboard that sucks all- common sense out 
of your mind, every time something is scribbled upon it. Along with the dumb names are reading 
groups had- like this one The Gun-Dumbs... yeah-1 do not know what it means either. 

You can see me chomping on a lemon Jolly Rancher candy as a reward for becoming 
lonely and loony. Until this very day when someone calls me Kid-o it makes me cringe! 1 
remember the teacher’s assistant Miss. Ramirez; she had to leave halfway through the year 
because she could not stand it any longer. 

Oh, how I was screamed at, and unequivocally mentally battered from it. Most likely, it 
was a good thing she was there when she was or I would have lost it. Furthermore, to report it... 
the situation would not go anywhere, and she would lose her job in doing so, always silenced and 
hushed- up was way it had to be! 

Yes, seven hours in the mind warp every weekday, with the other rejects is enough to 
drive anyone insane. I feel bad for all the kids that have to sit through this philosophy of being 
programmed to fail and being marked, as a waste to the society in future classes, just as I am. 
There is just no need for this sinful diminishment. 

Kids are not stupid, if they see that you are being classed differently for some reason, 
then the interaction is not going to happen. This is despicable to even think that the higher 
authority marks this as developmental issues, what a joke! 

I remember the day I wrote this- Sharpened pencils in a cup, all the days I wanted to give 
up, will I ever get caught up, and all the wrongdoings that have been erased or covered-up. Oh, 
yes just slap a gold star in the middle of my forehead. 

Brainwash me, until I start thinking that I need to stand in the comer and suck my thumb. 
You would like that, wouldn’t you? ha, ha, ha, I find myself laughing myself silly- then crying! 


Chapter: 11 



The Ways of Life 

(Present time) 

Soeial Studies now there is a fun elass, not! The teaeher is named is Mr. Trudeau he still 
is roeking the long hair and the 1970’s look. 

He sits behind his desk and the computer screen lights up his face; because the room’s 
lights are always off. He does not say more than two words to the class. 

He lets the movies and the projectors do the teaching for him. 

It is hard to have an attention span in this class. 

‘Does this guy not give a shit about us and the upcoming generations?’ What is his 
malfunction? 

No one in the class is caring about the movie, most are texting and talking loudly to one 
another, looking around the room you will see the class clown Aaron Montez answering every 
question that is asked to him with ‘That is what she said.’ 

Judd Espinoza is rambling on about drinking two six-packs last night and making out 
with Selena Enriquez who is only in the seventh grade. 

‘That is a sick dude!’ 

Selena's hobbies include horseback riding, mudding and lying down on her backside 
riding him, yet she is a wonderful girl to know, or so people say. Then there is me taking it all in, 
and I am wondering how much more of this I can take. Mr. Trudeau is too engrossed in 
observing whatever is on his monitor to look up yet we all can guess what is on the screen. 

Yet, that is amusing to me because the teachers are too focused on meeting state 
standards, ‘You can kiss the arts goodbye.’ So, they cram too much information through our eyes 
and ears at once, and we absorb nothing. All this shit on these multiple-choice questionnaires 
adds up to be nothing, but an ambitious failure. 

To me, a worksheet is nothing compared to having educators communicating on a high 
level to the class, with all the students that learn differently. Sorry to say handing us a worksheet 
is not going to teach us anything but frustration and saying the word fix is not the way to teach. 



Plus- having segregation provisions that some have to do against their well is just going to put 
everyone farther behind. This annoyance should not even exist in my opinion. 

When you finally get out of your cell long enough to take a class with other individuals, 
the rejects still get segregated. One of the higher authorities calls out your name in front of 
everyone, and they make you feel like you are, so special... like that you cannot even walk down 
the flipping hall by yourself. Just so that you can enter back into the closet once more to do the 
work that should be completed with the others in your class. 

At that point, there is nothing you can do, because all eyes are on you, and you cannot 
refuse or they will put a big fat red failure on your paper. 

The hell hole society does not let you forget about it either. 

‘They like to take a big wet juicy bite out of your ass.’ 

Yes, just to remind us of our existence every day, especially if you are in the rejected 
category. Oh, the higher authority wants to make everyone think that we are unable to interact 
freely. But then again how can we when we are only around the others for two out of seven hours 
out of the day. 

You learn what you want to learn, and if you do not pick up on it at the time, you will at 
the right time for you. 

I do not know what I am looking for anymore. Everyone and everything looks the same 
to me, I do not look at someone from the outside, because that is so deceiving. The beauty is only 
skin deep, I can see through you. I have a good idea of what you are all about. 

I know if you are going to be for me or against me at first glance. I can read you just like 
an open book. 

I know that all book covers are misleading. It is a must to read between the lines of the 
individual characters, and that is when it is acknowledged with me what to think. 

I can figure out what anyone’s interpretations are, and if I want to be a part of their story 
or not. Just because one is well cultured, and observes the world that is before them does not 
make them strange. 

Each one of us has our unique way of expression- like me. 



Besides, sometimes, an expression can conflict, yet not meaning to; just move on, do not 
fear rejection. 

‘Do not let the fear of the black ink spilling all over your drawing stop you from creating 
a masterpiece.’ 

The laughter is seen in my conscience, yet it plays out silently in my mind. My entire 
secret admirer base is left to admire, they have to close the door from the heart, and they are shut 
down if they desire, Because of the control of the tower, she holds the master keys. The tower 
and her clans can turn their backs at any time or face me, yet, there are cowards and fearless at 
the same time. 

They cannot look at me because, they know that I know what they have done to me over 
the years, and also her, and the others in my group. All I can say is turn your back no one wants 
to see your face anyways. 

You have nothing, nothing at all, yet I cannot stop you from turning on me! All that you 
care about is making up lies; to try to heal your abandonment that was in your troubled past. You 
are a miserable excuse for a human bean, so pathetic you have to feel wanted no matter the 
impossibility and your lust for acceptance. 

So, I ask: How does it feel to be breaking and crumbling down to nothing in society- or 
are you? What you have done to me is nothing compared to what you have to undertake, before 
your existence concludes. This will affect you considerably more than it ever has me. 

I always try to find the good within anybody or anyone including my expectations. I am 
not going to stress over trying to make myself appear to be something I am not. So... what I am 
saying here is just be you, plus that is more interesting to anyone than putting on a bunch of fake 
lines that mean nothing to them. 

Oh, I can feel you calling out for me, but yet you have no voice as of now. Only with the 
time that can change, what is branded will truly be known as false, so that we are redefined you 
and me, and we can establish this just by are phrases that yell loud and proud. 

We are stronger than ever by the powerful voices of harmony, which brings us together. 
This is only a melody that we can make together that is us being united with one another. If you 
stick up for the underprivileged, you can kiss your life goodbye. 



Here in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’... Some of their dates and their mates, some just 
have them handed to them. While some have powerful parents that do the dirty work for them, a 
prime example would be the Amsel sisters. This is life give or take! 

What I want seems to not mean a thing to anyone but myself, and even so, I am still 
forbidden unlike everyone else that has their moments in the golden hayfields. Their bodies ride 
against the breezes just like the windmills that are in the hazed background of the rolling hills. 

Oh- yes, they can have their many escapes from ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ They can 
express their deepest desires of expression to their significant others. But not me... I have been 
forbidden to, I thought it would have gotten better with time, however, the words that are 
expressed go down the line to the next set, and it proceeds down to the next generation, and so 
on. It is hard to lie in the fields of gold when there have been so many false stories that have been 
told. As forme, -1 keep steaming down the same old path, seeing but never being stopped to 
take on any passengers, that I desire or that desire me. My moments walking along with 
hayfields of gold remain as withered memories that sting because they do not exist, all I have is 
the colorless snapshots in my internal vision of what I think it should be like. However, I know I 
have admirers, and their lips are stitched shut, yes always forbidden to speak out. 

Then again someday soon you and I will walk upon the fields of gold together, and we 
will be united when we become a couple. 

Can you see the waves of barley? 

Can you see it as it moves and whispers peacefully? 

Can you see us together hand in hand? 

Can you see as my hair falls upon the ground? 

Can we stay for a while with one another as we are holding-? 

Close to what is in the silhouette? 

Can these all be shining memories they will last forever? 

Can the sun rays join us while we are upon the blanket of gold? Will you ask me to go 
there? Is this something that you would like to share? If you only make the dare...! 



Oh- how about fair...! Back to reality, I have learned that some people think they're so 
much more superior in their overall existence. ‘Will I have a reality check for you?’ 

You are not as good as the gum on the bottom of my shoes. If you do not want me all the 
time then you do not need to want me at all. Do not be my friend in secret, to have me gain trust 
in you just to have me lose all faith in you forever. When you turn your back for someone else 
you think is more superior, just remember; I do not forget, and it is hard to forgive, especially if I 
have not done anything to be sorry for, yet you act as if I should. Even until now, I still have to 
pay the price to the tower and the clans. 

‘I was in the path of the blizzard, who knew that it would last this long. Is it bad luck, or a 
hex, maybe it is a curse?’ 

Mother’s Day- and Father’s Day, and most holidays are a depressing joke to me because I 
do not want anything to do with my mom, and as far as I know, she is out in some big city 
driving all the men crazy in more ways than one. My dad is most likely a skeleton by now, and 
his headstone is all I have now that repeats to me of what a family must be. 

Halloween, you cannot give out candy anymore for safety reasons, carving pumpkins and 
dressing up as a slut is just not my thing. Whom needs Halloween I have enough witches, and 
devils pounding down my door and infiltrating my domain, in the true day to day reality, plus the 
tower and clan make sure that no one is knocking on my door. 

You just got to love Valentine’s Day; it is summed up to me as a national single 
awareness day. The last time I had a valentine was when I was in the second grade, and I still 
have it on my nightstand... him. 

Yes, I am a train wreck and I know it... I wish that people would stop breaking my heart. 

I guess I do not need anyone to eat lots of chocolate! Just like Easter comes and goes, with its 
depressing consumption of chocolate once again. 

Is it wrong to get the pleasure out of biting the ears off a chocolate rabbit? I do not 
know... nonetheless, it makes me feel better. Yapper, chocolate makes any girl feel better! 

On the 4th of July other people’s fireworks go boom and bang and have been popped, but 
not mine... but I could care less. What good are fireworks if you cannot observe them with 
someone that tmly cares about you or you care for them? 



Thanksgiving what do I have to he thankful for? Let’s see the only thing that comes to 
mind is... me being around so that people can torment me. 

It is not like we can sit down at the table and have a conversation anyways. The food is 
slammed down and it is always cold and tastes many days old, with the only words whispered 
being ‘Pass the gravy.’ 

It is just she, and I at the head ends of the ancient wood table, which wobbles, there is a 
matchbook under one leg. Of course, our chair’s creek, and slightly fall apart as we sit down in 
them; we do not eat until 9:00 pm. 

Why? 

I do not know... so maybe that is why we are so cranky; we just pain ravenous. 

How could I forget this... now there is my birthday June 19 is not much of a holiday but 
it might as will be for me, it goes by just like any other day. There was only one girl on the web 
of friendship, that said- ‘Have a good one.’ yet she is gone... not going to have any this year! 

Yet anyways friendship should go beyond getting a birthday wish on your wall. No- I have not 
unwrapped a birthday gift in years, if ever. 

Christmas comes and goes as if it never happened. The white 

lights strangle the tree half on and half off, just like the new lace thong string panties that 
I got myself for Gym class days it was a gift to me from me. I had them on today... yet they 
were uncomfortable there to nice I do not want to stain them, so I took them off myself- this time, 
so I set them beside me on the floor. My old ones have been tom they were washed far too many 
times. 


I am sitting just like the lonely tree in the living room, in the bay window nook, I am 
hugging my teddy bear, yet forme- this is what happens every day; even when it is not 
Christmas. However, as of now looking over this room, the tree is dying and the mantle of the 
fireplace is completely naked too. Why has the mantle remained untouched? 

When I masturbate with one finger slowing going inside and out of me, until I come all 
over the window bench, looking downwards at myself well arching forward, breathing heavy, to 
the last finger push inwards, pulling the one middle on out seeing it all bubbling out down my 
vagina, see mnning down my in between my cheeks in past the butt opening, I am cover in the 



creamy whiteness that I do so well, myself, not sure if that is right yet feels so good, yet dirty all 
at the same time I may just do this more. 

I did think I was able to do this like that, for me without feeling this way, I always have 
someone there looking so look at me from the window it’s okay... if she walks into well so what, 
I have to girl-cum as I heard the girls say at school, I want it too, like they do more than I, ever 
thought possible in one sitting, lying back feeling sliding in and out! Pinkie, ring finger out and 
like the index, and the nasty long-on in the come here yet upside-down finger movement slipping 
inside and me pushing down doing the reverse to bring it back out over and over fast and fast 
until it guesses out of me, and get this it feels good, so why is it so wrong, in the past to me? 

Make sure to trim and file your fingernails beforehand to stop any little accidents. Once I 
am all ready and set up and in the mood, all naked, like-1 am when I come home and have the 
nightie off that hangs from me and get annoying, it’s time to start fingering myself, and see what 
happens, I have done this since I was nine, yet felt like something bad would happen like I would 
push that little pink button in I would die, 1 surprise myself by want to touching my boobs, more 
now than ever like a boy was in my dreams. 

Or even her, I seem to be liking her more and more, for she makes me feel good about 
what 1 do. 1 knew she was looking at me, so why do, 1 feel that it was all so wrong to do; if she 
would have said stop yet she said she did this two when she was alive I have seen her do it, way 
more than I in her room with me to show me what to do, saying why not. That on the finger is 
now sliding down my chest over to stomach until you can feel my button (clitoris) which is just a 
little outside my black porthole (vagina) and I can see is all now, the hairy is there, yet trimmed 
up at this point, I feel there right I have to grow up, and not hear my caretakers’ old ways of 
thinking, no longer will I just shave up to the knees, I will do it all. 

(She’s - her doing it.) 

(Flashback- Lily flourishing) 

I said, what do I do here? I asked Lily the award little nasty question as she was looking 
at me standing there with face up close looking at it is snickering cutely. Besides she did it for 
me, saying here, this what you do in the font, and then she said I don’t mind bending it over and 
will get that too. 



Pre-trim your pubic hair, she said, here let me have these so you don’t hurt yourself! 

God- girl you are clueless about life! I- am? Razors are designed is not fun, so I’ll do that too. 
(See it happening) umm- she swilled out eyes closed tightly, she was tripping, it all good it’s the 
early 2000’s now shaves this shit fairly short hear, I don’t want to clog dull thing up with your 
gross long hair, so just look at me doing this so I don’t have to again. Trim it UP- GOD, gently 
pull the hair out and cut it away, and we'll move on here. 

Cutaway from the body Nevaeh God Freaking shit, you’re seriously not that dumb, and 
then cut it back with smaller sharp scissors, do you even have clippers? If at all possible, find 
some Jezz-us, some equipment here please with safety guards to the dumb girl doesn’t have to go 
to the ER, shaving her lips off. Okay just get that raiser you do your legs with it is old but it will 
do the job, stretch your skin tight. If it's loose, you'll end up cutting yourself. Got yah that why I 
did want to do this...! 

Razors... they can only do their job well on nearly flat surfaces... awe. Or new dumb-ass, 
I get you one from my home. With your freehand, stretch your skin tight and hold it firmly, see, 
how easy this is to do, go do I have to do it all! Make it easy on yourself, she starts below her 
bellybutton saying you know what comes after this...? 1 think so...? (Cute and award fooling 
around girlfriends) pulling the skin just above your foamed-up hairline upwards. Where you go 
from there is up to you. 

Chop it all off? ALL!!! She said. Hello, see this here; look it’s going to be l ik e that now! 

It feels nicer! Here if you want just to do-this with the line. And the girl may stop picking on 
you in Gym class. God, I have to do the butt hole too, like- do I get paid for this shit, Nevaeh? 

Oh, just kiss me and get it over! Your ass, or your lips? My lips, okay I will... (She kisses the 
one that she wanted to kiss the most and that was them down there.) 

Nevaeh, I did mind it was nice to have some that wanted to do that to me like know boy 
was... so yeah, I will go with it is all the same if she is wanting me, and I want her too, even if 
that is weird for me to say. So, I did what I felt was right in the heat of the moment, like she did. 
Just kiss it off I said, ‘Oh shut up you know you want it like this.’ 

‘Okay I do, then do it all.’ 

Lily- Baby powders this little thing down, it absorbs into the pubic area, which can 
reduce irritation and bumpiness, and with the thing I sure that is going to happen. ‘WHAT! She 



said.’ However, some care must be taken not to get any of this powder onto the very sensitive 
areas of the vagina. ‘Nice!’ Just dance-now forthat- looks good too! 

You’re such a weirdo! Lily’s methods showing herself to her: Below your clit that is this 
thing here, using just one finger, you will be able to feel fleshy folds of skin on either side of 
your vagina. These are your labia. To be right about this all you need to see it, and if I have to be 
like your girlfriend, lover or sister then okay, I will be your anything at this point for you to be 
with me the way I want you to be. And that just has sex with me. And the girl on girl you have to 
do it like this... or alone thinking about me. I think about you doing this all the time. I know 
creepy right, I said. ‘No- it’s kind of sweat’ she looks at me with big eyes, turning her head.’ 

These are the outer folds on each side is called the labia majora which is much bigger, 
while the inner fold of skin is called the labia minora, and is much thinner and ‘lose yours not so 
much, you’re a virgin.’ And you’re not, will not to a boy yet... have I lost it, to you if you say 
yes? ‘That’s on you, and I’ll go with it, (I am not gay you know) oh come on it just girlfriends 
playing and feeling.’ I have to break you open you know that it needs to be done away, like who 
were pads these days, just use there... here is a box of them, when you feel that you need to, 
instead you have the choice to, hide them so they don’t get tossed out. She twisted up her lips to 
her mouth and said: 

‘Okie-do-kie...’ 

Begin by lightly trailing one finger over your outer lips here. (Labia) Most girls like me 
will find that as they run around the outside perimeters before going into the line, they naturally 
start to get wet, see this as she pulls her finger away, and it was sticking the goo-ie-ness. If they 
are already turned on, there is nonstop, just ask my panties and skirt this in school when I see 
you there inform of me. I get so wet for you; this wetness will act as a lubricant on your finger 
also see mine going in you so easy. Now you try, on me, and then one yourself, and I will see 
you do it, and the other way around. I broker just some to get one in, I know that she wants to be 
with a boy someday, I did not want blood, just the band in-between was open for me. It will be- 
hanging there like mine, yet be daring like this bit here, in a snapped rubber band, of skin at the 
top of the black hole as you call it, in a V-ship. I will rip it at the bottom so it stays there until 
someone rips this in or off, and that can be you or your boyfriend if you ever get one, and if not, 
I’ll love ya. ‘Where just to girls that know we can get a boy.’ 



(Read in a cute, yet very sensual way.) 

As your finger gets covered in my inner body made lubricant, I start to slowly press the 
tip of it in and that rips, once in, I start going in and out of her vagina to check how it feels. And 
see if she is sighing the way I want her to, and she is. 

We both did this- She pushed her finger in and out, it will get covered in more and more 
of this wetness and pre-cum, allowing you to easily slide your finger deeper and deeper in the 
cunny- whole. Slowly mn the tip of your finger along the walls of your vagina paying attention 
to what feels most pleasurable. Feel it out and see if you find the stop that makes you feel like 
you’re going to gush it all out of you, stay with and do it until you do, it’s not hard if you find it 
and are relaxed, it just like squirting! 

If not right find what is with you or her, by the way- she looks and moves for you. What 
you find most pleasurable will be different from each other is not all the same yet enjoy it 
anyways- right? So, focus on the movements that you find most satisfying and don’t worry too 
much about being right on or there the first time, get better and feel it out. As well as, it’s okay to 
go as deep as possible, I want to feel as if I am having sex, pushing down and in, that how it 
works, fingering yourself should be about getting as much pleasure as possible. On the other 
hand, if you have never fingered yourself before, then it’s a good idea to experiment with how 
deep you like it and that what we both did to ourselves and each other this night. 

Fingering Your G-Spot push your finger in and out or your vagina, I said to her, you’ll 
notice that pressing up against certain parts of your vagina feels good, and has its feel that in-golf 
like somewhat rough. If you have slid your hand down your stomach and then started to finger 
yourself, try curling your fingers backward as we did before, so that you are pressing against the 
upper wall of your pussy just like this, now I will pull out and you do it to me to see if you can 
find it. This is where your G-Spot is located, she said. 

Yepper- that’s right! (I was one happy girl.) You’ll know it when you press and rub it 
because it feels like the back of your palate in your mouth when you suck your fingers like I had 
you do for me too. Some even describe it as feeling like a wet raspberry. In other words, it feels 
soft with tiny ridges. Try concentrating on the G-Spot for some intense orgasms. 

Ahhh- the spot comes, there are many different G Spot massage techniques to use to 
make yourself squirt that I cover in the squirting article here. 



Before continuing to the more advanced techniques, there is just two more quick, but 
important kneed-bits I need to cover with you. So, if you feel the need to pee every time you 
finger yourself and stimulate your G-Spot, it’s not pee...! Just let it gush out! don’t worry, it’s 
perfectly normal. 

A great tip that will minimize this ‘needing to pee’ feeling is peeing right before you 
masturbate. Simple :) Now that we’ve covered the ABC’s of girly-ness down there, here are for 
keys on fingering methods, which you can use to make yourself cum and have a lot of fun. 

Pressure Pressing technique works mainly well if you find it tough to have spot sprays. 
The tricky part of this many girls like you face is that they just can’t put enough pressure on Spot 
to have its build-up, during fingering themselves. The fix is easy... you just need to squeeze your 
tight down on yourself down the and spot contort from the other side, or like this see this moving 
in and out as it dips in and out of there. 

So just finger your spot as you normally would, and then place your other hand at the 
lowest part of your stomach thmsting upward to your ceiling it may seem firm, yet it’s not, just 
above your bone where the hair was, then softly push down, on your finger or toy, if you get one 
like this, so that you can feel your spot protruding more than normal, just doing this... You’ll 
notice that this makes it easier to provide yourself with more spot stimulation than normal, do 
you have a hair-brush? 

Mid-fingering from behind, we can this too, it’s fun and not hard to do together or apart I 
said to her. Another way to finger yourself is from behind, like this. Put your hand down your 
lower back, over your anus and then into your vagina. Once you enter you’re the lips and are in 
start rocking like this, if you curl your finger backward you can do that too, this time you will be 
stimulating the opposite side of your vajaja to your spot, and you gush like before, it may be 
more for you will find out- won’t we. 

Dual hands, one over top the other, fingers in-between fingers’ this last fingering 
technique is the best if you are someone who normally struggles to reach orgasm when 
masturbating, like here, the use of both hands. Or just to have one that is hard and sprays all over 
you and your bed. 

I do this for clitoral stimulation, for the most part. Fingering, after all, should be 
enjoyable, not shameful as you think, everyone is made differently... You-no! 



(Looking at the lady-lips, and the hips, and the hooded-ness-) 

To look at you and me and you’ll see that... 

I have this... 

You have that it is right- okay don’t say it not. 

So, have fun and enjoy your orgasms girl, you see that I do. 

With me or thinking about me or even a boy, like it’s not wrong to do that! 

Fantasize about a boy even if you not in- love with him, it helps. If you enjoyed my tips 
on this article but want a true sex master-or the class, then you may be interested in watching this 
blow job tutorial video where you'll learn my most powerful techniques & tips for giving your 
man incredible oral sex. 

Enjoy! 

(Me on the same bench doing conclusion or her existence-) 

This room is always bare just like me; the falling needles are littering the hard-wood 
floors, just like the teardrops and blood that is falling from my blue eyes, and my upper inner 
legs. They spatter to the ground, just like the trees red satin balls that drop from the branches that 
are older than me. 

A small red orbit is just the same as my- a hollow cavity and the red colors remind me of 
the stands that on my skirts, all the threads are snagged from being rubbed raw until my interior 
trimmings explode onto the floor like this broken ball. 

Outside the green garland on the front porch is mismatched and it hangs insecurely, and 
just like me the icicle lights are hustled by the sisters as they walk by my home, and they jerk on 
my white braided strings so harshly till they snap and the plug is pulled out completely, left to be 
tattered. 

On the Holladay nights, I generally look openly and naturally lying out on the window 
bench, sometimes I will draw a heart on the frosted windowpane while feeling the icy cold air 
blowing up and down the entire length of my nude body- why not. 



This jogs my memory like how my fingers touching my body gives me chills to the point 
of having Goosehumps stippling my skin all over, yet having the fantasy of us in my mind is 
what warms me. It is the twelve days of relapse and unfulfilled wishes it is just like every other 
time in this part of the month... the time I am most- needy. 

Yet again, what I want cannot fit under the tree. The carols make me sad and annoyed; I 
just want the New Year to start and have the same- New Year’s resolutions as always. Then there 
is New Year’s... I never gotten that kiss either, it is all about making stupid promises that you 
know that you are not going to keep, and old people drinking themselves dmnk, till they cannot 
even see straight. 

Then there are vacations it is just like the red death... tome. Because the only trip I take 
is to the bathroom, where every girl knows that you have to stab, poke, and prod yourself 
repeatedly, while you cry because you ruined your cutest pair. I have learned the lesson on my 
own too. The same can be said for every family voyage I have been a part of; it is always like 
stained- epiphany and moody. 

Besides it makes me grown to the point of carling up into the fetal position, just like 
having a period cramp. ‘So, lay down, the threat is real, when everything in sight goes red again.’ 
Then just like that, my restlessness can go away when the gravity falls like the rain, and the 
midnight sun begins to shine at day's end. I am finally at peace when the breeze blows twilight. 

The stars shine the light upon a world of darkness when the smokiness in my mind clears. 
Just like always, I go to bed... in my pink room and I can breathe tranquility for a while, until the 
whimpering of the animals outside that are freezing in the negative cold- like me, for another 
days’ start to begin. Some nights I think the bam is warmer than the house. 

Hay it can be worming... yes, I have slept in there on the nights that I was locked out-1 
do not mind, on the nights when ‘I give Hope so-called- horse shit!’ that what she calls it when 
she thinks I am in the wrong. ‘Some people have to play the field, yet I just play in them.’ Are 
you catching my drift, as to what I am saying? I have a railroad lantern in there, and a horse 
blanket, yet I do not have my teddy! 

Sometimes, I do it just to get away. Yeah, she will put me out for a stranger to stay over 
in the summer, as if she mns a bed and breakfast, it just one way to get the money I guess for us. 
Oh, I get my payback, I am not one for revenge... but I can resist sometimes, like this time, I 



waited until Hope was asleep in her chair, with her mouth hanging open sawing logs, and I just 
stick a wiener in there, you know a raw hotdog. I was thinking ha- ha- ha, see how you like that! 
Just like- the darkness is mysterious like me, and in that, darkness seeds constant spontaneous 
change and creation. 

The Ingenious creativity of thought of mind comes at your lowest darkest point of life. 
Just like I have the towers densities of being struck by their lightning... that pulls on me 
constantly into their constellations, yet that makes me reflect on the extraordinary level, or so I 
thi nk . I always have to be one step ahead of them! 

You never know where they are at... they could be in the bam for all I know! Up to this 
point, I have never had anyone tell me what he or she tmly thinks about me that goes for 
appearance, personality or anything. So, if I would have to describe myself this is what I would 
say. 1 would have to say that I find my eyes to be the most striking thing about myself, at least 
that is what she said- what she has told me... the first time I met her. Oh- finely things were 
looking up for me when I met her. 

She said that my light blue eyes tales the stories of my life. You can see the emotional- 
feelings when gazing into them, or at least that is what she made me believe. So, we got a new 
reject in class this week named Maiara, she is a transfer student; I liked her as soon as I saw her, 
she is wild, sweet, and outstandingly suggestive! She was what I was looking for and everything 
I needed. There was a glowing connection at first sight on both of our faces. 

The look of shock and surprise from both of us at that moment was dreamlike! Our eyes 
were fixated on each other the first time in the tiny room, she was like a love dove that flapped 
her wings my way, I knew, at last, I had someone that will brighten my drab cell for me. She 
came in there with a breath of fresh air; she is the hope I needed. Maiara- Hi everyone...! The 
others groaned their welcomes in false enthusiasm, one even yawned loudly. So, who are you? 
She walked up to me and bent a little into me in front of my desk? Nevaeh! I am shrieking said 
with butterflies’ like jitters. Then she touched my hair, and bmshed my chin and lower lip with 
her soft fingertips! 

Maiara- ‘Nevaeh! That’s a pretty name, for a very pretty girl!’ 

Nevaeh- ‘Awe- thank you-1 said kindheartedly!’ 



Then the teacher said. ‘Okay? Please take a seat Maiara.’ She sat where lily used to. 

Wow-what just happened there? 1 was thinking, feeling that all over in my thoughts and body 
like how it made me tremble... I had to let it soak in, the rest of the class, I felt wet with splendor. 
Just like the rain was pouring outside, that we could hear hammering the flat roof above like my 
heartbeat, and some of it was dripping from the ceiling on me. 

Yet the same can be said for my thoughts I felt like there were just dripping down, me 
also, like that light leak in the room. Dr-ip! Dr-ip! Dr-ip! I hope that does not stain or show on 
my skirt. 1 guess my books come in handy for something, covering me up until 1 dry. So, at lunch 
the same day she sat with me she said- Your eyes show your solitude. I understand that you feel 
by yourself in all that you do, you are looking for comfort from someone in this cold cmel world, 
and there is no one there. Nevaeh-1 was like- 

‘Yes, Yes, Yes- you so got me!’ 

Maiara- I see in your eyes that you have been looking for someone to care for and listen 
to what you have to say. So, I am going to be your friend now and for as long as you need knee 
in your life. You no longer have to feel like your life is so hopeless. 

‘Wow really’- I said! 

Maiara- Do not think that good friend is hard to find, you make it harder than you need to 
because you do not tmst anyone. 1 know that you are not terrified of meeting people, but you are 
a very shy and cautious person. ‘Just be who you are, and do not change a thing about yourself.’ 
you need exploration, because if they are right for you, then you cannot do anything wrong in 
their eyes. ‘What is right forme’- I asked? 

Maiara- Only you know that... sweetie, when the time comes. Though, stop having a 
barrier of being in your comfort zone. I do not care what others think about me, and neither 
should you. You feel like nothing's making sense, in your world that you live in. Stop fretting 
and take the risk to make the change. ‘How and why’ -1 asked? 

Only you can make the change, only you can do this. ‘You have to rise above it.’ You 
will not understand what I mean now, but you will. You feel like you are facing this whole thing 
by yourself, with not anything but a false smile, and tears to show for it all. ‘I know’ -1 cried. 



Maiara- awe, do not cry- ‘Do not worry yourself all things are meant to be, and if not, it 
was not meant to be.’ Know it is not a waste of time to think about what has happened, or what is 
going to happen. If you live your life with that attitude, you will never be disappointed in 
anything you set out to do. Besides, if you believe in yourself you can do anything you set your 
mind out to do. ‘You think that about me?’ I asked Maiara- ‘I sure do- love... you will be okay! ’ 

Nevaeh- as a result, I started hanging out with Maiara Chenoa, she is so expressive with 
style, because of her Native American Indian family’s history, that truly fascinates me. She 
always has some kind of fashion accessories like feathers or beads in her coal-black shiny hair; it 
always flows down on her uniform perfectly. It must be nice to be that confident and self- 
determined. Maiara told me that her last name Chenoa translated means dove; which I 
immediately thought was awesome. The first time I met her, she told me all about her family. 

This was interesting to me, mainly because I do not know much about my family’s history. 

All I know about my last name Natalie is that it is either French, English, or German. 

Yet, some say I have like a slight squeaky accent... I do not hear it... yet some of them 
say that I do. My words are sometimes drawn-out. Hum- like me saying longer words... I guess. 
Yet she said that it was cute... my high-pitched voice, and the way I talk with my country 
Pennsylvanian accent. 

I am so glad I have her now after everything I have gone through and still am... maybe I 
can tell her, what is going on with me in more detail? I do think she is tmstworthy. Anyhow, her 
family immigrated to California around 1917. 

She lived in one of those classy homes, which looked over the golden gate; she said 
Pennsylvania was a wide-ranging culture shock. One instance like- when she has to drive 
twenty-five miles, over these back roads, just to get to the insufficient shopping mall in the city, 
she said the only thing she likes about being here is me, that is so-o sweet of her to say! It is 
funny how life-changing events come in your life at your lowest points. 

Maiara Chenoa attempts to be creative like me; sbe is a strong-willed determined 
individual. Our personalities clicked the first time we spoke to one another. 

Like-1 said I know if you are for me or against me by the first conversation. 



It was just something about her that I said yes, this is somebody that has some common 
sense. I can relate to her... she has a sense of yearning for beauty unlike most that attend at the 
hellhole. Plus, she did not live here all her life, so she doesn’t know what they say about me. She 
is not indoctrinated, with their many fabrications of lies. Plus, she is classed like me, so it’s all 
good! She has an acknowledged understanding of life from a different perspective like myself. 
This is how friendship should be kindled, all conversations face-to-face without the interaction of 
the webbed walls. 

Friendship is based on compatibility in real-life situations, not based off of the keyboard 
avatars beliefs, and not the foraged words of mouths that have ignorance. That is what we both 
think; maybe she had a life like me, which is why she came here, I do not know? 

You have to follow your heart and not the power holders in ‘The Land of Many Steeples. ’ 
Refuse to follow the downward path of destruction. This is what I like about Maiara, she is not 
afraid to be blunt, and tell you how it is... but beautifully. She has specific goals and standards in 
which she believes. She is constantly looking for new forms of originality. With the tendency to 
resist the authority, the stubborn anarchy intrigues me. 

Yes, I would rather have one good friend than a bunch of so-called acquaintances, which 
have no substance in my being. 

Logically, I think I have a new girlfriend! 

Chapter: 12 

Why Do I care. If They Careless? 

I remember fighting off the sister’s clan’s time and time over. It was always like seven 
against me, just like Lily. They each got their ways on me, whatever they wanted to try they did. 

I would have to say that I put up a good fight most of the time, yet I am small and they over 
muscle me. This one time, I remember vagina slapping Alissa so hard, to back off, she fell crying 
to the ground. They always started on me for no reason. 

Yeah-1 was sent to lockdown for that one, for a week. 

Nevertheless, they got nothing every time, yet it was easy to time for me. Other rejects in 
my class say that a week in lockdown is comparable to a year of being isolated in ‘The Hole’ at a 
prison. The higher authority only saw what I did, and never what they did to me. 



There were no reasons at all other than getting a piece of me and making fun of me. 
While the other two girls like Allison and Adriane tried to hold me back from running away... 
and they did every time. 

Sometimes, they used my belt to strangle me, and they would kiss me all over, and their 
lipstick would smear on my face and their tongs would be flicking and their lips pulling on; they 
loved to rub up on me. They would spray their perfume all over and in me. Along with putting 
their used Secret deodorant, stick in my mouth to shut me up, I could taste them, and I could feel 
them. I am still horror-stricken, petrified, and terrified of them. My words do not define how I 
feel! 


Like, I could feel and sniffle, and whiff their aromas, along with their spearmint gum, 
red-hot pop rock candies, and their cheesy puff leftovers, along with whatever item else they 
would drill and practice on me. They even drew unique tattoos on me with their ink pins, which 1 
had to wash off, because of what they depicted, and said. Y et you could see the red raised 
irritated markings on my skin! You can just see how they looked- can’t you? Besides, where they 
all were? I think of how they even considered putting a pencil through my ear if I would not 
swallow and lick what she and her sisters dripped into my mouth and rubbed on my lips. 

I am a fighter though, just like this one other time, I punched Ava square in the face and I 
broke her two little perfect front teeth out. I guess I was the replacement girl after Lily was 
gone... because I knew, and, so did they. 

Yet, Ava- and of them, all got me back... oh, did she get me back! 

Yet, I recall that she had to drink her baby food in lunch for a month, because her mouth 
was all swelled up, and wired shut. The others in the lunchroom knew what happens, however, it 
was not talked about. 

Oh, the drawings on me- naturally, Ava even made one that looks like a butterfly using a 
very specific part of me, as the main body, as the focus. Payback forme slapping her sister there, 
and knocking her teeth out. Furthermore, things kept going like that, the paybacks just kept 
coming. 


Yet, like- I can still feel all that. 



Like, their long hair strands that would fall upon me as they brushed too and fro on my 
frail and fair body. With their uncanny physiques, which would make my body answer back in 
jolts and jerks, involuntarily as resistance, and they would dig their fingernails into me, on my 
back and hips. I was clawed and bullied... to the extreme! 

Furthermore, all that was leftover from the beatings were in my sensitive places too, 
which made me sting and pain! So, similar to a pulsating ice cold, or a fiery hot sensation 
depending on the place. They were always so rough, that I would start to bleed out. As you, all 
know! I remember that day was the first time they took it further than ever before, with me... 
that was the night... I wanted to end it all! 

Maybe I should have kept my big- little mouth shut! 

Yes, they teased me... and pushed me around, yet they never did all that, or would they 
have anyway? 

Ava has a thing for me. So, no matter where I go, I cannot say that I have warm and 
fuzzy feelings. You can stop following me everywhere I go. I know who you are; you have made 
it very clear, and obvious. I realize what you are trying to do. 

‘All I have to say is you better watch yourself.’ 

All your tales are like blue streaks; the sound waves that are echoed from your stations 
resonates around the lands. They have been retold and spoken over and over, by your troops to 
become known and twisted. Just like you the station's towers, are going to crumble, especially if 
my representatives and I have something to do with it. 

So, let me not forget about the principle of the hellhole, and their staff of evil monkeys. 

They are controlled like puppets; one person holds the strings while the rest of them do as 
they are told. 

‘Oh, these are going to be more memories scratched into my brain.’ I just know it! 

There is nothing like being pinned down and bent over backward, while having an evil 
monkey screaming in your face, bent over just the same as the sisters do, while they have all 
control over your mind body and soul... especially if you did nothing to cause the ear-splitting 
conversations, except having much concern about everything. 



There defaulted word of adviee is to ‘Just deal with it.’ 


Like- nothing is going down like there is not a higger issue going on here then what 
meets the eye. So, let us just say that was the last time that I asked any of them for any advice, on 
what I should do about any situation. My response became almost robotic, and I would say 
quote- ‘Once I graduate... and get out of this hell hole, I will never set foot in this place again.’ 

‘They would say why don’t you just drop out now!’ 

Also, for the record, I would like to let it be known... telling fellow students to kill 
themselves, and dropout is not a very good way to motivate them for success. 

Plus- having affairs and having your moments of public demonstrations of affection 
around the students is revolting. So, now you know why my shrinks’ pantie hose comes off, she 
is having an affair with the principle, yet all kinds of scandals with the higher authority runs 
rampant here in the hellhole. 

All the evil monkeys, and the so-called higher authority with their fiery eyes, yes, all 
these eyes that are everywhere but where they need to be. They do not think that we pick up on 
what is going on. 

Will- do I have news for you... we do! Plus- we all think you are a repulsive joke. 
Dammit, grow up, and be educators and do your jobs. 

‘I just thought you would like to know!’ Do you know what is an interesting fact? 

Most of these so-called educators and staff are going to retire after my class graduates. 
Why mainly for one reason they are scared that somebody is going to report them for these 
offenses that happened in this establishment. You quitters stand up and face what you have done 
to all of us. 

You should be ashamed of yourself. What we have learned we had to do it on our own, 
no thanks to you. Some are going to shine, and some are left to bum out, either way, I hope that 
you think about what you have done. As well as that, you cannot sleep at night, and it slowly 
drives you insane. Your secrets are no longer a secret, and your marking of rejection is going to 
stand no more, for the reason that you are going to fall, along with the tower who started this all. 
My day to shine is vastly approaching. I do hope so! 



(Two weeks later) 

Maiara gave me a homemade dream cateher as a gift on one of these days that go fast and 
slow at the same time. It was pink with white and gray feathers. 

She said to put this in your room, and when the time comes... you will know what to do, 
and that is all she said. I did not ask questions, nor did she go into great- detail. 

I believe she reads my life like a deck of cards. Oh, she told me that my cups, to life, 
would overflow eventually. That there will be balances, I will have the world in my hands that 
there may be obstacles as of now in my surroundings, but that will soon change, it was hard not 
to believe her. 

She is like my fortune-teller. Have I finally reached the next level of my existence; the 
floodgates are going to open it seems? The judgments will be over, and I will sing in harmony 
with her. The journeys of the undertaking are going to begin on the extraordinary, with great 
expectations of life, and hope and the cycles are going to be completed at last. 

Yes, it seems that T am a traveler of both time and space.’ The stars are going to align 
once more. I will soar like an eagle over that time and space; to I reach the highest destination of 
divine expression surely with her. When all hope is gone, you will realize that nothing was lost 
in that path of transition, with the will of fortune comes a new journey. 

Once the arrow has landed on or upon it the discovery that is when I have my new 
direction to go. Looking back the only things that were lost were the defined destination that was 
my thought of min d- at that time, because of them and them only. With time eventually, all 
things cross the path that leads down the many roads to temptations. However, I believe- that I 
make the right choices, but the main question remains what do you choose to do if you were me? 

So, do you want to go the high road, the one that everybody else follows, that only leads 
you into a pit of darkness and destmction? With its smooth shimmering roads that shine like a 
diamond, or will you be like me? I have selected to go on the journey of the rocky road, which 
leads to faith in the divine. I know that the sunlight of the master’s star that has the hope within 
is all I need. The light may not always be the sunshine. It may just be that the stars that light up 
your darkness, and will bring you to hope in times of need or despair, is someone that cares 
regardless... even if they are a girl just like you. 



They are the star that twinkles for you, as you do for them. The stars can he the guiding 
light that leads to the marvelous. That is if you choose to ignore the path that is well-traveled by 
others that pull you down with them, and away. 

‘Sometimes you have to drop everything and run, to have something, and when you have 
something to run too. You want to hold on to her tightly, and never let her go.’ 

The stars, in the human form, are most likely the ones that were once strangers. The 
unfamiliar person can be the greatest meaning in your life, only if you can gain tmst, which is 
how companions of courtship are determined. These people radiate a warm soft caring, 
comforting glow that shines when you gaze upon them. This is when one knows how to feel and 
the rest is left to fate. That is when you will know that they are a true lifelong friend and 
companion. As well as if they are there for you at all times, no matter the situation, and its 
consequences. 

Like- no words of the alleged tower or clans that fall upon you will stop them. They will 
not fade from your life, and their soft light will shine from day into night and will make you feel 
that ever 3 dhing's going right. There may be temperance in which to follow at some point, but 
sometimes the only things to do are go if it... and it will all work out itself, over time as you 
radiant on together. 

Sometimes making a risk is a good thing... it leads to more. Just like us being there for 
each other, are blackness in our space it is not so dark, when being with them, as a star that 
shines the passageway to security for one another. If we have to be a couple to be safe, then it is 
okay with me. 

It is like we both can now go far in our time travel of the light-years being together, 
‘Meaning is a relationship is moving fast, rather they like it or not.’ 

Also, for the reasons that we both feel so comfortable, in each other’s hands and embrace. 
It works for her and me, what can I say. Furthermore, the others that are against us, they streak 
by like the meteor shower in the skies. Just like us in this black space that we are in, we walk 
past all of them as if they are the meteor that we have to dodge. In the hall hand and hand, we 
can protect one another from being hit from all flying debris and strikes. 

Okay- that is a little far out there, but I think you get what I mean. I think my faith comes 
when I have a free mind, and I can be in the admired categories by the others. But - having an 



unconscious acceptance is one you will be accepted by all, and they will stay in their same 
thinking, and place along with you... that is if you choose to be a part of them, I made the choice 
to do what feels right, even if they think it is wrong. 

Having a belief in nothing leads to nothing, having a belief in something leads to 
something. Having the pressures of the past existence pressing you down will lead to nothing. 

This is the building blocks given to you, which can be whittled by you to carve into an 
extraordinary recovery of mastery. Even if it has to be like this. T hear what you have got to say 
and it is- okay. Yes, I will go with you, we made us official are the second week together.’ 

Maiara- She said- ‘Deprived of pain, ache, and aching, there would be no sympathy, 
kindness, and understanding. In a way, we have to see the light by having to go through all this 
darkness. Now we can do so, as a twosome.’ So, I just told her to always. ‘Look after my heart-1 
have placed it in your caring small hands, and 1 will do the same for you! Don’t break it, because, 
I will not be able to take it!’ she said- Same here. 

It was a done deal, from that point onwards. Perfectly side by side looking inwards, yet 
silent with her glittery brown eyes open, and fixed upon mine, so ocean blue. While everybody 
else falls to nothing and resembles pebbles. It is like ones you are on the right pathways, the 
others may want to take you down, with their destruction to make you break down too little 
gravel... however; we try to get around these individuals. These are the ones, who have done her 
and me wrong. We will stand here solid like a rock! 

At this instant is the perfect time for you to shine your beacon of hope to someone else to, 
who is less fortunate than you are. That is only if you choose to speak out, and have voices of 
harmony, that unites you together. That is a very powerful tool in the prevention of lost lives, and 
the rebuilding of lives to come. At this very moment is the right time for you to do your part for 
someone. I wish I could have done more for Lily, but as of now, I know I could not have, I have 
to stop blaming myself so much. 

(Two days later at the hellhole) 

Would you just look there; they are not in their sitting in their desks in class! Paul Navis 
and his girlfriend Hannah McGruben, they both cut class to go study anatomy together in the 
girls’ locker room. I think I can hear their voices in the vent next to me in soft mumbles; I guess 



the school needs to invest in some textbooks so that the teenagers do not have to learn from life’s 
goings-on. ‘No one knows, and no one cares!’ 

I guess that public speaking class is no longer needed for them or anyone it seems. 

Brandy Pacheco is absent; Taylor Brown went to the nurse’s office because of her stomach 
cramps, and Megan Davis spent the whole class period in the bathroom. Jonathan Eisezn, he is 
rambling on... he is trying to quote a passage from the book of Job, which is in a section of the 
Bible. It is what he has chosen to read in front of the class. Yet, the hellhole is trying to stop 
Jonathan from having his bible with him, they want us to only follow what they say- I guess. I 
ask- do they have the right to do that? 

This school does not believe in what they preach to us in being a Catholic school, I do not 
get it. I guess they are trying to kick that habit too, just like the nuns that teach some of our 
boring and strict classes. I can still feel that roller smacking on my bitten fingernails, and 
backside until they both bled or where red, and I cried. Sister Maggie would scream- ‘Nothing 
great is ever achieved without much enduring, there are consequences for your actions! ’ 

What do you think of Nevaeh? Sister Maggie- Only the hands of God could help that 
child, and that may be asking far too much. I have tried, yet with no improvement what-so-ever. 
Nevaeh-? What kind of a name is that? She has ‘Blasphemy!’ fora first name. Sown from the 
seeds of unmarried parents and abandoned, she is the afterbirth of the unholy, what more should 
you expect. That she would be backward in her ways also! I will have to pray... that she finds 
her way! Besides, she is making my hair gray! 

(Nevaeh at home from, yet another school day.) 

I sat in my room flexing my thoughts, in the fragile moonlight that is outside my window 
with its eeriness. While trying everything to type something down, and then just like out of the 
midnight blueness of the night, this page just seemed to fly from my fingers on to the keys, and 
onto the paper in a eureka surprise, and I heard that bell ding for the first time without any 
mistakes at all. Joy, at last, bursting out with a burst of giggle laughter, I have done it! My first 
typed page! 

This is the first page- 

‘People are not what they say; people eome and go every day. Some People have nothing 
good to say, some people do not stay, yet the words that they say portray. People are like my 



flickering ghosts, that I try to pray away, in their shades of gray. Some people only bring forth 
dismay. Some people can speak gaily, yet for them it is okay. 

Yet no one hears me, however, I am with these people all day. Why do I have to stay? 
Held at hay, listening to all their nah-say, though I want to he home and play in the hay, to lay 
there in the sun or rain, the rest of the day. People do not talk to one another anymore. People are 
careless, cold, blank, and bleak in their frenzy of life. People; do not understand what living is 
anymore, they sell themselves short and upset others in doing so. People are letting everything, 
which they see, have, and lust for gently slip all away, day by day, with what comes, and with 
what may. ’ 

Which made me think... one because it was a couple of good paragraphs, and two 
because it was so true and had some meaning behind it. So-o, maybe I can write, what do you 
think? Maybe I was saying this because everyone else has their face smashed into their cell 
phones and babbling about nothing and everything that has no substance. I wonder why I typed 
this, in this all most possessed like trance. 

However, 1 read it once more and realized that, if you do not have a number that you do 
not stand a chance in this land of smartphones and other electronic devices. So far, I would rather 
have a dumb phone or no phone then be a smart-ass that controls it with no outlook or wit or 
logic behind what is expressed and received. This also reminds me of the fact that Health class is 
just a waste of time in high school. We all had those talks, a decision of a plan ‘B ’ without really 
going into what needs to be identified. Do this... do not do that... or you will go blind. ‘What a 
big steaming pile of bull shit.’ Do you remember the Health class in fifth grade? How could you 
forget about that film... you know the one, oh god-1 do not want to see all that... in that much 
detail up on the silver screen. Maybe that is it... Was I traumatized all my life? 

I think back on that day- 

Hello! 

We are only eleven years old, ‘Yet there are some girls like Ava that was giving it all 
away long before this class.’ Please do not take is innocence away from us, oh... yes scarred for 
life. If you want to stop teens from doing things, then stop given them misleading information. 
‘Now that is a Google search that most teens do.’ Besides, just like everything else, there is a Fix. 
Yet to me the fix should not be capsules handed out freely without a thought of what can be, or 



what is stop forever. Giving kids the green light at the age of eleven is going to lead to a crashing 
explosion, with some of them moving on, and others left behind with broken dreams and split 
harts. I am not taking birth-control, if there is no need to, that is my decision, now and forever, I 
just do not like the idea of it. 

(One day later) 

Sitting here vegetating... yet thinking as always of thoughts... as of now, I am thinking 
of thoughts, that makes me so angry. What pisses me off beyond belief is when kids pick on kids. 
When teachers do not do their jobs not only are they supposed to educate us, but they are 
supposed to protect us we are in their environment their dwelling... it is their job to oversee us. 

Now I am not saying that they are supposed to be there holding our hands every waking 
moment of the day, but they should be there to oversee that others do not do things that would be 
catastrophic. I have seen it too many times not just in Lily's case but also in others that have been 
around the world other kids telling kids to kill themselves because they are worthless and have 
no meaning in life, what a bunch of bull shit... 

This is my question- ‘Who the hell do you think you are.’ You should be ashamed of 
yourselves for even making such judgments. Not only do I see kids picking on kids, but I have 
also seen the higher authority picking on students until they cry. Furthermore, if we cannot tmst 
the teachers that are the backbones of the school system who do, we tmst? I think the teacher 
was wondering why I was making faces at him while I was thinking- will oh well. 

Pissed off- is not even the word for this category however when individuals tell others to 
kill themselves... 

Really! 

How can someone make someone feel that they need to die? Who are you? You are 
despicable and you must have a black hole for a heart, how can you make somebody else feel 
like total and complete shit constantly. ‘Stop it now!’ 

People like this need to take a long deep look inside, and if they cannot find anything 
then they are inhuman. Think about your actions before you speak or do something, just 
remember what you do, and what you say will come back to haunt you that is a promise. If 



somebody is bothering you, just remember there is a light at the end of any tunnel. You will get 
through it; they will be the one left to crumble to nothing but dust. 

That is if you keep your composure, in a matter of time that is rough you will have to 
stand strong and fight your demons, ‘Do not be a victim, be a Victoire!’ You will make it 
through to another day, another week, another year. You will be the one that is better off at the 
end of these misfortunes because you will know how to react in every situation. Trust me I 
know; I have lived it! When you hear and look at something or someone, do you use your full 
comprehension to determine a thought? 

Listen to others- words think about their meaning. What do they have to say? Is it 
positive or is it negative? Is it deceitful, is it hateful and is it distasteful? If so, that is when you 
make the decision not to listen or look. That is what I do, and it works forme, it just might work 
for you. We as human beings are programmed to listen to nothing but negative words and dwell 
on it that is just the way the brain works. We could get twenty good comments throughout the 
day; however, the only comments that remain in our minds are the nasty ones, negative 
comments that someone said and it plays over and over in our minds. At least that is the way, it 
is with me, 1 know. Why? Because, that is how our brains are involuntarily set to think, and we 
need to stop thinking in this way. Just remember that- ‘positive thoughts, bring on positive 
actions.’ 

How do you stop their words? How do you rebuild self-esteem and image? How do you 
deal with the embarrassment of rejection, and being put in categories that you do not deserve to 
be in? How would you handle all this? What do you do if no one is listening to what you have to 
say? How do you make people open their eyes and view what is going on around them? We all 
make mistakes, but does that give anyone the right to call someone out for that mistake over and 
over? 


Should we dwell on what they have done wrong or should we let it go? However- What 
is the better question is- what would you do? So-o, what are you going to do? 

Chapter: 13 

A Closed Book, Sealed, and Sheltered 


Do you remember middle school? All I can remember was the clocks that ticked my life 
away, that was hanging from the ceiling. Along with the smell of chalk dust floating in the air, 



opaque's with a tunneling effect in the halls. All the walls where either tissue paper-thin, or 
cinder block, which makes no logical sense for a place of learning. All these dented, scraped, and 
beat up lockers; I can vaguely see tbe faces without the names as they opened them. All the 
hallways that interlinked to one another and the staircases that went on forever. A cavernous hole 
in the middle that interweaves the entirety of its geometry, with its moldy shag carpet... oh yes 
that space that is generally in darkness, yet they call that room the auditorium. 

Just out of curiosity, aren’t you supposed to do activities there? All the windows in the 
courtyards, which once shined the light of day where all now boarded up and gone away forever. 
Also, who could forget the black slate countertops in which we engraved our names and all the 
pencils that were thrown into the ceiling tiles just for the hell of it, to leave a legacy behind of 
what we have gone through? I cannot say that all the educators at the hellhole are mthless, that 
would be a lie. One educator, in particular, stands out and his name is Mr. Ashmore he cares 
about the students; he worked with me along with others. Yet he is an old school type of teacher. 
This class brightened my day; he cares about the arts and my creativity. 

Furthermore, how the others brought me down... yes, I was still with and around a bunch 
of rejects, which just do not care. However, with this person I excelled some in my education; 
even if it was not documented that I did... I was very grateful for having such a positive role 
model in this land of despair my eighth-grade year, it was so nice to know that someone cares, at 
least more than the rest. It is not that all rejects do not care... they either do not have a stable 
home life, or they do not have educators that care about them, they need to be pushed to be 
motivated. It has become, too easy for people to put other people into categories instead of 
looking at the real problem. 

About this time in middle school from seventh to eighth grade, this is when the groups 
start to form. Do not get me wrong some of the judging's start long before these years if you have 
the words of a toxic tongue that slandering you constantly this can change the outcome of your 
existence, for the upcoming adventures of high school. 

My Hell started in first grade; mainly because of one teacher, when she said I needed 
individualized assistance. For the reason that I could not read ‘See Spot Run! ’ as the others, or 
maybe I could, and they did not want me to. Maybe she was waylaid into letting me slide behind. 
Who knows, they are never going to talk. 



Do you remember the examples of preps, jocks, and nerds, and let us not forget the 
outcasts of rejects? This is all determined long before you walk through those double doors; your 
fellow students are going to be part of whom you are going to become, but also the higher 
authority has a big say in it all. If you are programmed to be beneath the rest, that is where you 
are going to remain, versus having popularity and establishment along with the superior name. 

This establishment is created, and it will automatically place you and them. Yet those that 
have higher levels of popularity have more establishments, and the ones like us get nothing 
because we are the scum on the floors of the lowest levels that they have made for us. 

You are probably wondering the question why is this important? The explanation is the 
ones that are in the higher popularity, and society is the ones that obtained the education, also the 
ones that are handed the scholarship, and the best overall outcome of experiences. Which is not 
fair to the ones that work just as hard, if not harder than the others do? 

Mr. Ashmore brought me up to heights of excellence in my schooling that was never 
thought possible by the ones that doubted me in the hellhole establishment. He also helped me 
deal with my surroundings, which overall service my well- being by being a positive listener. He 
likes to joke with me saying quote- ‘Wow, daydreamer how did you get so many correct on your 
test?’ And-1 would just giggle and say- ‘In a dream and not reality comes to the greatest 
creativity. ’ 

(Home once more typing at the typewriter, late into the night.) 

Page two- ‘It is just the game of life... What is plain to see? What is never going to be? 
What is going to last forever with you and me? Someone comes into my life, and others go away 
forever. Someone brings you happiness, and others bring forth pain. Some bring respectable 
memories; as other reminiscences fade away in the pouring down rain; it is all part of the game. 
Some will make you want to feel nothing but shame, and others will bring forth the fame. It is all 
part of what you choose to do with your flame; it is all part of the game. If you want memories to 
remain, we must all feel the same and be the masters of the game. 

Do you know my name? 

Does anyone feel the same? Should I point fingers at the ones to blame? Will all these 
memories be washed away in the rain, or should I set them all a flame, and see them as they 



blaze, so I don’t recall any more past days. So, I do not have to live life in a daze. The game of 
life is a gigantic maze, on all the shuffling days. 

The memories will play; the flames will dance and sing. What are these new individuals 
going to bring? Should I spend all my time with the ones that fly with the white wings? What is 
going to happen in another full swing, if all these individuals are not all here next spring? 

Do you know what to think? Do you know what you are going to make sure of? Do you 
know what to look after? Do you now understand what to do with your flame, in moments of 
shame, on the days of rain? This is all part of the game. ’ 

What do you think of Nevaeh-? 

Mr. Ashmore- ‘She is a good kid, sweet, caring, artsy, and oh so witty. No, she is no 
one’s dummy... that is for sure, but she has a hard time, doing tests, reading, spelling, and even 
some math and things like that. Because of her anxiety, she is smart... just not on paper. Yet she 
has been so mixed up with the past skills and teaching... I can see why.’ 

Nevaeh- The sisters like to call my home phone line at all hours of the day and the night, 
and there is no way to prove it because the numbers are always unavailable. What to do...? They 
want to keep my line busy, so no one can talk to me. What ends up happening is that Hope takes 
the phone off the hook; so that we can get some quiet. They do not say anything on the 
answering machine, but- yet they like to take up the whole length and the recording with their 
moaning and heavy breathing. 

This goes on at least ten times a day. Plus, they like to record all the conversations; I have 
on the phone with others when I do talk to someone. Just remember the cordless phones work off 
of radio waves, which others can tap into if they know the frequency... and I am sure they do! 
The sisters do not want me to talk to anybody; they know that I know who it is and it is them- 
them alone; but how do you prove that they are doing it when the town thinks you are the crazy 
one. They want to know what time 1 leave my home; what time 1 am on the phone, they want to 
keep me awake all night long ringing the phone, and not leaving me alone. 

They want to know all my arrangements before they happen, so they can destroy them 
before they even take place. Hell, they even want to know when 1 take a shit, take a leak, or even 
change a tampon too. 1 look in my bathroom mirror, and 1 swear 1 see one or more of their faces 
in the foggy glass. It is like they are watching me...! 1 cannot even have any privacy in my own 



home. They will not leave me alone at all. That is why I do not have a cell phone; no one is 
allowed to call me anyway. I wonder if they can see me now? 

I am sure they can...! Oh yes, some nights they throw small pebbles at my bedroom 
window glass Pee-ing, Pee-ing, Pee-ing, from the ground. Then they call out my name, Nev-aeh, 
Nevaeh... 

N-E-V-A-E-H! 

(Their yelling whispering gets more amplified every time my name is called.) They call 
out, just like the soundings off of the town fire whistle siren, uncannily in the cahn still of the 
nights’ breezes, however, it rings lastingly in my eardrums, as panic sets in. ‘Saying you have to 
come out and play... come out from in there if you don’t, we will get you to play with us at 
school!’ ‘You are going to come out at some point. We just want to play with you!’ -They would 
say in an animus voice. 

Hope...! She comes busting through my bedroom door, and says go play with your little 
friends... Nevaeh...! ‘No-no! That’s okay!’ I would say. Hope- ‘I don’t see why you don’t want 
to have friends? But- that’s up to you! ’ (Stomping out of the room with a door slam!) No- she 
just does not get it... no one does! 

While they weight there all night, and Ava she climbs up the tree next to my porch roof, 
then she jumps on the rooftop and crawls up to my window, and then she looks in at me... with 
mischievous determination! She has even unlocked the old window of mine somehow, and slid it 
up through the night... I could feel her presence. Like, she has even put a spooky ring on my 
finger, and laid a black rose flower in my belly-button, and touched me in the night, while I was 
asleep...! 

Yes, the photo she has on her phone shows me there, yet how do I stop it, if she makes it 
seem like I want all that... even my girlfriend thinks I am cheating on her. That so hard to 
explain to her, or anyone really; Oh-hum, what did I do to deserve all this? I do think... she locks 
my bedroom door, with a copy of my skeleton key that is to this old farmhouse, so no one can 
come in through the night, and see what she is doing to me. 

I am not even safe in my pink bedroom anymore! Plus, I know that my teddy cannot help 
me out either, yet I hold on to it, for he knows all my secrets. I know she has put her dirty little 
long fingers in my mouth, and I have sucked on it not knowing what it was, and she has gotten 



on top of me to...! I just know it. Yet, I always feel so drowsy, when I hear them calling for me, 
like-1 have been dmgged up... I wonder if I have been? Yet- how... ? It is like she has stood 
over my bed, and said- ‘Boo!’ When I was, asleep she would flashlight like it was beaming in 
my eyes with a flashlight, and she said... ‘It’s me- my love! I am going to sleep with you 
tonight! ’ What choice do I have? It is either do- it, or face their wrath at school, yet I was so 
looped... I did not know if I was dreaming or not. 

(One day has passed, my thoughts!) 

Just like when I did have a cell phone. I think that they use the Global Positioning System, 
which I had on my smart cell phone to track me down. It is as if they had their clan’s members 
with the blue and red-light bars, on their wagons follow me around the towns, just to see what I 
was up to... and where I was going and where I have been. So why have it, if I cannot have 
freedom! I do not do anything wrong... yet the others can get away with everything. 

So why keep something that I cannot use in the way it should be used. It is just a waste of 
time for me anymore. I understand that I am all alone when I am not really by myself. That even 
the dreams, which 1 have, are just as painful as being awake. It is as painful as being injured or 
cut just like it is during the school day. It is emotionally and psychologically grim, and it is 
hurting my brain to grasp, that it is. Being awake and daydreaming is the same to me just like 
today in Bio-Chemistry, I learned that I am a skanky slut and hoe, and in English that I am 
mentally retarded ‘Even though I maintain a ‘B’ average.’ Plus- in the lunchroom that I am just 
freaky and creepy, you learn so much about yourself when attending classes at the hellhole. Like 
more people are concerned about what I do, rather than the rats; that run past in the middle of the 
floor. 


(One day has past thinking, in class.) 

I have always hated the fact that I continuously feel so awkward around others that do not 
know me, and they judge me for it. I am just shy and that is it. If you let me gain trust with you 
first, then I will most likely become your best friend over time. Why do awkward things keep 
happening to me? 

(Another opinion) 

I do believe, that People are not something that you collect they are something that you 
earn. What do you think? 



(My dating advice, He- he- you have to be kidding me. While okay here goes nothing.) 

So how do you know if someone is into you? You- ask? 

Okay well- You have to look at the signs that they are giving off with their body 
language. If someone is not into you, you will feel the harshness in their voice, and how they act. 
You should be able to understand that you are getting rejeeted by their movements and lack of 
compassion, and eye contaet. This is when you should move on, and find somebody that is worth 
your time. 

Beeause, if you do not do this that is when you look desperate and tend to come off as 
ereepy, and nobody wants that! Thus, in other words, if the conversation is dying, do not stand 
there and kick a dead horse... Let it go, and walk away, and try again some other day. Yet 
sometimes I need to take my adviee... like really. If somebody likes you or is into you, they will 
do whatever possible to be around you. 

‘Yes, even if they are extremely shy like me.’ 

Like, many of my admirers will pop up at random locations where I am, ‘This is so sweet, 
yet kind of stalker-ish?’ -Don’t you think? Nonetheless, you have to draw the line on what you 
think; determining what their plans are going to be with you, and having good judgments while 
reading between the lines, and understand the characters is a must to distinguish. Like, I said 
before, I ean comprehend what someone’s motive is before they open their mouth just by reading 
their body language. 

Then when they finally do speak this is when I will know if they want to have a 
relationship, or just be aequaintanees, or friends with benefits, or not friends at all. I tried not to 
fall for a bunch of lines and end up heartbroken on a one-night stand, I have to know if you are in 
love or just infatuated with making any life-ehanging engagements. 

So, the question remains- what is the differenee between love and in-love? You ean 
deeide... Hum, or is at all lust that brings us together? I have to think about that one. It is all 
about the signs you see and hear, to look for to know, that someone is into you. 

As if there are unnecessary means of touehing or contaet between the two of you. This is 
a great sign that they are into you, or it eould mean that you have an unwanted friend...! Yet, 



also look at the position of their body or torso; if it is slightly turned towards you at an angle 
when standing in front of you, this is a good sign. This is how I knew that he liked me. 

The tone of voice is everything to me, with uncontrollable laughter, stumbling on the 
pronunciation of words, and flirty eyes, these are all going to give off the true thought of 
expression within; you will know if they want to get to know all about you or just some things 
about you. You can understand what I am saying. 

First of all, if somebody likes you then you have to make them feel comfortable around 
you, which also applies to those that have difficulties at first too. ‘If you do not want them 
around you, be sure to reject them nicely.’ That is all you can ask for really. I know with me 
everything is very awkward... But- it will work itself out. If somebody is into you, they will 
observe you from afar, meaning they will gaze at you and suddenly look away. Besides if they 
are a shy person, they may not make eye contact with you at all. These are all common signs. 

A sweet smile is the most common way to know of approval, if someone has a big smile 
for you every time you see them, then that is when you know they are into you and want to be 
around you. Also look for fidgeting expressions for example hair twirling, biting of the lips, 
playing with clothing, and Posture readjustment. Now if your admirers- is- the shy type that is a 
whole different situation, but shy people tend to be withdrawn, and try not to make a fool of 
themselves in front of the person that they are interested in. 

Why? 

Because of the fear of rejection or that they will lose the chance they might have with 
them. At least that is the way I am. If you look for the signs you cannot go wrong. Some of the 
signs will differ from person to person. Life is a game you have to figure out what each person’s 
unique ways are all about. Try to understand what they want, and how they are going to go about 
doing things, compromise and appreciative gestures is everything. 

The signs of awkwardness may mean a form of attraction. Try not to mistake the friend 
zone for the dating zone. The wonderful world of dating in high school, she's dating him... He's 
into her... She's brokenhearted... And the girl he's dating like somebody else. That is all part of 
the dating game in high school, one big love triangle with hatred in all the social circles. It is all 
just part of the existence of life... within the hellhole establishment. If I can help someone out 
throughout the day, then I feel as if my day is complete. ‘It is more blessed to give than to 



receive.’ this stands true with me and is a virtue that everyone should practice. In everything, 
including in the dating world. ‘Doing good things for others, then others will do good things for 
you.’ I try to believe that! How was that? Was that-good? Yes, no, maybe...? No- No...? I did 
not think so, okay! Yet, I am just a fifteen-year-old girl here-1 am sorry. 

(The next day at lunch) 

Maiara- She walks up to me, and slams her plastic tray down on the table. She starts 
giving me a chewing out like, I have never had before! 

Maiara- (Sobbing!) ‘You- you have said that you would never break my heart.’ 

‘Now look at you!’ 

‘What are you talking about’-1 asked? 

Maiara- ‘What am I talking about? What the fuck- Nevaeh! You should fucking know it 
is all over the motherfucking school! You- slut- you muff loving whore! You- were flat on your 
back with her, on your damn bed, fooling around. Oh- my- sweet- baby- Jesus! Shit, and with of 
all people, it had to be with that girl- Ava! Why- Nevaeh? Why- would you do this to me? You 
made me look like a complete dumbass!’ 

Nevaeh- ‘I did not do anything! I am not trying to break your heart, and I would never do 
that! You know that honey.’ 

Maiara- ‘Do not call me that... anymore! Ahh-1 can’t believe you!’ (Crying- so offended. 
‘Sure...! That is not what I have been hearing, and you have shattered my heart, here pick up the 
pieces. 

Yeah- here is my fork; do you want to stick that into me too?’ 

Nevaeh- ‘wow! None of it is true...! You of all people should know that? So, are you 
asking me to be sorry, for something in which I did not do?’ 

Maiara- ‘sure... you didn’t- sure! And-1 am just an idiotic girl, to spray your piss on- 

right?’ 

Nevaeh- ‘No! Please! Believe me! I was a set-up! Like, always!’ 



Maiara- ‘Sorry! I cannot right now, I need time away from you! Okay- maybe it is not 
you, maybe it is me? Either way, I need a break from us!’ (Hurtfully- speaking.) Oh, why did I 
let myself fall in love with you?’ (Mumbling speaking the word ‘Why?’ repeatedly. While she 
was crying, overtop of her food.) 

Nevaeh- ‘They are just trying to break us up...! Can’t you see that? Can’t you see that 
this is all one ass-munchers illusion, which she made up?’ 

Maiara- ‘Oh shut up, I can’t even look at you, and stop trying to swear you are not good 
at it! It is never your fault is it, Nevaeh?’ 

(Nevaeh is sitting flabbergasted, taking it all in.) 

‘Nope! I didn’t think so! 

AND- And... even not, you were with her... so! No! She was with me, and I did not want 
it. I don’t even recall this taking place! As I said, they see me and you happy, and they want us 
apart, and they are going to do it too... if you let them. ’ 

Maiara- ‘Oh! So, now it is my fault- Okay... I see!’ 

Nevaeh- ‘Okay- whatever, feel that way. I do not give a rat’s ass. You can kiss my ass 
girl, and if that is not dirty enough for yah, then kiss your own, and see how you like the taste of 
it!’ 


(Nevaeh- She gets up, walks away, and sits at an empty table, all by herself. With the 
look of hurt and shock on her face, yet knowing this was going to happen, at some point in time. 
Eventually, all the grains of sands in the hourglass of their time together would mn out, she knew, 
and she would be alone once more, like always! She recognized that it was coming, just like a 
thunderstorm pouring down rain, which would never end. Nonetheless, was it the end? She did 
not know. The clan has rained their disconcertion once more, the dark cloud over her head was 
stronger than ever before.) 

Chapter: 14 

Choices 


‘I am so happy because today I found my friends, they are in my head!’ - Nirvana That 
song was playing on my radio when I got up this morning for school. That is so true to me too. It 



made me stand in a frozen dumbfounded pose of awe, as I listened in and absorbed it all, the 
lyrics the grunge sound made me feel alive; yet at the same time, it is like I felt the pain of the 
singer. 

I understand how he feels. Then before I even walked out of my bedroom door, I thought 
about what has happened the day before, with her. Yet I know, not to think about it, yet I do. It 
was my first thought getting up, and my last thought going to bed last night, the fear of being all 
alone again... I cannot take this shit. Maiara and Chiaz or anyone really, I give up on it- T am 
not going to chase what I can’t have!’ Just l ik e the second song that was playing while I was 
getting ready, so, I am going to quote the musicians from the rock group ‘Rush!’ 

‘If you choose not to decide then you still have made a choice.’ This is so true... So, in 
other words, what you choose determines how others react to you. Also, how you react to them, 
as a result, reacts in the right ways... if you can. I know that I did, yet she did not, and he did not 
either, and I did, and all of them do not either. I wonder if we can just be friends someday, or is 
that going to be awkward too, if we could. Would it be possible? ‘It's impossible, tell the sun to 
leave the sky, it's just impossible.’ That was the song; I was singing walking down the pathway 
today while waiting for the horrendous bus to show up with its flashing lights. That is one of 
Hope's records, which she plays while doing her chores a lot- a lot. 

(The ride) 

Yes, I am sitting on the second bench back from the front of the bus alone as always. 
Certainly, always going down the same unmaintained bumpy road with its dust and dirt being 
kicked up from the bald tires of the bus. So, all that grime is coming in my window and landing 
on my clean uniform. Why? Because, my window will not lock tightly, and no one is going to 
close it forme; So, all that dust comes pouring in at me, and the others in gusts. Yet it is my fault 
that it will not shut. They all say! Because I am too weak and stupid to know how to close it up. 
‘It is just stuck!’ 

-I say! 

‘Yeah... just like, we are stuck with you Ta-rd!’ -One girl said. 

‘Fuck- tard- Fix it, or I will pound your pee-pee minded, dick- weed head, and fake it 
until you do.’ -The one boy named- David said. Yet- the bus driver did not hear or see a thing. 
Yet, some days he just yells, ‘Nevaeh- shut up, or I will write you up.’ ‘But- but-1 didn’t do 



anything!’ -I always say that every day! ‘Go be on the short bus where you belong.’ -That was 
said, by a girl named- Jolie, she is sitting in the back. I did not say anything back. Like their 
books, pencils, chewing gum, fondling, mean words, kicking, punching in the face, scratching, 
blood splattering, shoes tapping, tampons and pad tossing, and spit blowing, were all flying at 
me, or on me. 

The air all around me is cloudy just like my thoughts, which started rolling in as I am on 
my way. Only to stop at their stop, and they get on, and it all begins once more. I bite my lip and 
start to tremble, as 1 get ever so close to them... I can see them standing outside, and they get 
closer and closer until they get on, in front and behind me, and they smash everything, that they 
are, and have all up in my face! 

(My thoughts) 

If others are poisoning my reactions, then I decide to siphon them out if I can, the sooner 
I do... the sooner I can heal myself, and get back into the circles of life. This is when I make the 
decisions to try to figure out what is causing the negative energy- ‘The dark cloud’ in my life 
before it is too late. 

Remembering that there are many options I can take. I could be like those that will never 
speak again, and end the existence of life eternally, and become an angel with either white wings 
or black wings, depending on my life history, what 1 choose now determines where 1 go in the 
end. I remember that this is not the recommended option to take; I will try to find help from 
someone, and choose a better decision. I remember no matter how bad it may seem to be in my 
life... there is always a way. There is always someone, which loves me, and cares about me. 

Yes, even if it does not seem as so... I live in the hope of someday. 

I remember that my decisions can take away meaning from others’ lives that do care, just 
because of one decision that is made. I remember that it cannot be changed, this time there is no 
plan ‘B’ if it works. Yes, I remember what happened to me when Lily passed, which helps stop 
me. I can choose to be the ones that gain a voice, and speaks out, for the other individuals that 
are not so fortunate. 


On the other hand, I can decide to be a guardian angel for someone else. I can help the 
innocent lives that are being beaten and crucified mentally and physically. They do not have the 
strength to speak on their own, by using my voices of harmony and speaking up for someone, I 



can give all of the strength to make a change for the better. I want to stop the words of slander, 
and abuse of kicking and punching. For the reason, that who are we to make the decision, that we 
are better than someone else is when we were all created to be equal. 

I want you to think about that the next time you make a choice also. Some of us need to 
choose to relax, and not sweat the small things in life that bother us. Generally, everything works 
itself out, like what she has said to me before. ‘If it is meant to be then it will happen, and if not 
then it was not meant to be.’ -I remembered that... so, I hope something works out. Yes, I would 
have to say it is okay to question God and see why this is all happening. 

(My thoughts, in class today as I regress.) 

Anxiety and stress come over dwelling on negative thoughts of the demonic powers, you 
need to learn to ignore all of them. Stop dwelling on the pressures of life, and get out of your 
comfort zone this is what most need. Like that is what I need! This decision will make you live a 
better life, and have a more productive existence in your surroundings. So, with that said... if 
you need more time to make a choice that is going to benefit you in the right ways do so, even if 
there is a deadline, looming over your head, or around your neck sort-a speak, like a noose. I 
know there is always tomorrow, only if I can indoors. Things will change and become better for 
me, that is a promise from the divine master, of the game of life. Just because I do not know, 
what is going on all the time does not mean that there is not a plan for my being. That is what I 
thi nk anyway. Nevertheless, 1 cannot be sure of anything. 

(Deeper thoughts) 

Do you remember your middle school dance? I do not because I was not there. I still 
wonder about it from time to time. What was it like to be there? 

Remembering how everybody looked like back then comparing what has changed in all 
of our lives, realizing the innocence is gone forever, and time goes by, without the right memory. 
So, are we asked to grow up way too fast in society these days, or does the higher authority fill 
our m in ds with dark thoughts, or does the technology rape our minds? 

Once again, I will let you decide! Yeah, looking back, the eighth grade goes by like a bolt 
of lightning, with all the yearbooks with scribbled names, everyone else has pinned the same 
phrase in their books ‘Never change!’ yet that is what we all do... change, and grow into 



something, that cannot he controlled, or is controlled by something, that is out of your influence 
to control. Just like- ‘The decision is yours do the right thing!’ 

(Present time in the halls.) 

All the books I carry could be knocked out of my hands and left behind for all I care. Still, 
they have to travel with me, and the words that they tell me are not fair. All my papers fly up in 
the air. Others make my life despair, finding new creativity in which to share, yet all the faces 
still stare, I comb the hair over my face and eyes so they do not glare. All the paper and creativity 
that will tear, we could stop this if we would make the dare. 

The four Amsel sisters for some reason cannot keep their hands off my stuff. 

I do not touch your shit, so do not touch mine. I mean seriously keep your hands off! 
Speaking of the four sisters, they are the only ones in the school that were not drug tested during 
the lockdown that we had together for fighting. Hum-1 wonder why? The rejects, their purses, 
and bags we dumped out, and their lockers searched, and all the contents are shown for 
everybody in the hellhole to see... ‘Isn’t that wonderful?’ Because we are a danger to ourselves 
and others. -So, they say! You know, it is not as if I am going to bring a gun to school. Yet one 
did and he just got a fine, and one day out to play, out of the school. I do not get it. Hey, I do not 
make the roles. Plus, I do not want everyone seeing my personal belongings, ‘Shouldn’t this be 
against the amendments of freedom?’ 

However, the ones that need to be tested for dmgs and weapons are the ones that get 
away with everything. That is all part of the hellhole society. Like I have said, some can get 
away with anything and others do nothing and get reprimanded for what they do... it is just bad 
luck I suppose. Reject- Ryan Gibson has an obvious snuff ring in his back pocket, he spits all 
over everything. 

He has spiky hair that is somewhat distracting, chains hanging from his wallet, which is 
an accident waiting to happen, yet no one sees that. Ryan- he likes showing off... one thing, for 
instance, is how he- has five tattoos, and two of them being portraits of his two kids, offspring 
are from two completely different girlfriends. Let’s not fail to mention his hygiene problem; you 
can smell him before he walks in the building. He is not the brightest crayon in the box; the 
mmor in the hellhole is that his kids are going to finish school before he does. Yet this is what I 
am classed as too? I just do not get it! Stoner- Timothy Lartinez smokes two packs a day. Yet 



this is okay. Prep- Jessica Marshall pops pills out of a candy dispenser. Well, who am I to say 
what is right and wrong? It is your body you can do whatever you want with it. Just do not be 
stupid. 

(The periods) 

I have a teacher he is known to be the most gifted science educator and astrology fanatic, 
here at the hellhole. He likes to say- ‘We are all made out of star stuff!’ He is an interesting 
character, to say the least, he wears a lab coat constantly and combs what little bit of hair he has 
on his head all to the front. He drinks six cups of coffee per one class session, it is funny how 
high stmng he is... somebody whispers one word and he jumps five feet in the air. 

Dr. Valadez is his name, he is constantly talking about evolution, and that the Bible and 
religion, in general, are just one of the greatest works of fiction ever created. 

Dr. Valadez is the dumbest smart person, which I have ever met if that makes any sense. 
Have you ever noticed that some people are so smart they lack common sense? For example- 
This man will put his face right down to a Bunsen burner to light it. I am not a genius, but I know 
better than to do that. Every time I or one of my classmates wa lk s through the door, he always 
says quote- ‘When I kick the bucket... just put me on a wooden raft and float me out on a river, 
on a full moonlit night, and light me up like a Viking, and send me back to the stars.’ 

I just chuckle in my mind, yet I understand his logic, but I cannot help but roll my eyes, 
as well as wonder what is this man thinking... or is he? Since in my mind I think, you will not 
need that raft, because you are going to blow yourself up long before you need that, or your 
kidneys are going to fail you... or something like that is bound to happen. He is like a ticking 
timebomb. Boom- Boom! Something exploded! What a whack-job! Yet he is entertaining for us 
all in the class, I would have to say, I get a belly laugh, we all do. Not because we learned 
anything, ‘No!’ Itismore than this issuchajoke, to sit through every day. Yet he is the so- 
called smart one? I suppose that puts a completely new meaning to ‘Ashes to ashes dust to dust.’ 

I personally just find it to be a gmesome way of disposal. But- yet once again... it is all that you 
choose, and your beliefs- right? 

(Next period) 

Once again, I am in blood-curdling Bradbury’s class, we have to endure the same 
babbling performances of attention by her- one of the higher authorities. Except for today, we 



have to do our annual weekly spelling bee. However, the spelling list is probably what would be, 
considered to be at the second-grade level. I am thinking to myself along with the others that 
have to sit through this class along with me. ‘Really if you cannot spell by the time you are in 
high school, most likely you never will’ So... as the teacher is pronouncing words like Cat, Fish, 
and Dog. 

Once again, the door is hanging open the whole time, and our minds are forced shut. We 
just have to sit and listen to her screaming at the top of her lungs once more. As we roll our eyes 
in embarrassment and slide lower and lower in is a desk with humiliation, as she gets pissed, and 
the pride we had before walking into this class gets pissed on. The two reject twins Mary and 
Carry in the class mocks her in there fake British and Irish accents. Mary will say something 
like- ‘Oh- Bloody hell Miss. Bradbury, I pissed my skirt!’ Because she was not allowed to go to 
the restroom by herself. Then Carry will say- ‘I need to go... are you going to look at me this 
time?’ 


(Irish) Marry- ‘It is cold in here!’ 

(British) Carry- ‘Yes, yes- it is!’ 

(Irish) Marry- ‘I agree, tmly!’ 

(British) Carry- ‘Yes!’ 

It is a little- ‘Nipple-a-ly’ in here, is it not?’ 

(Irish) Marry- ‘Surely, I need a jacket, to cover them up.’ 

Me- he-he, with a giggle! 

At that moment, the pink slips come out once more, for all of us. ‘You all can sit in 
detention’ -She would say. - ‘I don’t care!’ Thinking to ourselves, we got news for you we do not 
care either. You sick twisted crazy bitch! The only things we care about is how you are screwing 
us over. Since there is not a damn thing, we can do about it. 

Yapper just stuck here, yes jammed in here, in all these classes, just like the food that is 
stuck in Miss. Bradbury’s teeth, and adult braces. You know that is never going to come out 
either. Then it is back to the two-class clowns. Oh, believe me, I almost pissed my skirt just 
laughing at those two comedians! The stuff they pull is just not normal. Yet again, what is 



normal anyway? You have to have some fun... just like- ‘You are not alive unless you live a 
little.’ Therefore, that is what we all try to do, live a little. 

However, that is not allowed for us, in these classes... like this one, and this classification. 
-I presume! Some days what I do generally after this ridiculous undertaking of achievement, of 
forming letters into one-syllable words on insignificant papers. Is open my notebook, and start 
drawings something to entertain my mind, which is not allowed by her, she takes my drawing or 
whatever has been created and rips it up. Then she throws it into the garbage can. Yet being 
creative is something that she will never understand. Oh, how I would love to wipe that grin off 
of her face, however, that is what she wants me to do is retaliate so, that she can throw me in the 
dungeon lockdown with the other rejects, after hours. 

Then the bell rings, and into the halls, we go to be mn over by a stampeding herd, all the 
faces still stare, yet they do not have a care about anyone or anything. Walking down the hall, 
you will see the two other rooms with the rejects that are in lockdown, generally for no good 
reason, however, the authority makes everyone else feel that they need to be punished. Just 
because some of us learn, think and do things differently than the so-called rest of the population 
in this school. Sad to say that I am forced into being part of this grouping, a classification of 
labeling that is complete bull shit for anyone that has to indoor what they want us to do, say, and 
thi nk . We are railroaded into it, and the tower is in control, she oversees the higher authority and 
the decision- making. It is all out of our hands, and those that refuse, have two options. They 
either put up with what they choose for us or have an alternative education at another 
establishment of hell. 

I call this lockdown; some of the rooms are no bigger than six by six feet, or so it seems. 
You are not allowed to move or speak for seven hours while some greasy-haired prick stares at 
you and make sure you lose your min d. Talk about solitary confinement. Just like every other 
class, I have to ask permission to go to the restroom. All these years, I have been asking 
permission just to take a piss and dripping it while holding it in, when not allowed too. 

Times like this- ‘I have just learned to become a space cadet, and dream my life away. 
Fantasy is a whole lot better than sitting in this reality.’ To keep from, exploding! I wait until the 
classroom bells ring out. Then I have to go to my next class which is music and listen to the 
shouting of DeVolcano the fat bastard, that has something against the rejects, and anyone that is 



not his pet. Ava, for example, is one of those pets; she gets all the solos, it is hilarious because 
she has no talent. 

Nevertheless, she gets the spotlight and I am left behind, it is funny to think that they 
even let me out of my little room long enough, to take a music class. 

DeVolcano thinks that I cannot handle it, or anything else for that matter. I guess the 
completely made up documentation is all the proof that he needed to make such judgments. I just 
politely go on with my day, because there is nothing I can do anyway. Then again, I told you this 
guy had issues, Along with the rest of them. 

(The support) 

I have this emotional support teacher named Miss. Thom, this woman was and still is a 
nut job. Yet she claims that I am a danger to myself and others, yet she creeps on me at the 
oddest of times, however, she never sees what they do to me, only what I do back. She makes it 
seem to the higher authority that I need to be in all these special classes too. 

Why? 

Because I am too much of a distraction and a hold up to all the others in their so-called... 
normal mainstream classes. 

Oh, yes and because I have emotional problems too, let’s not forget about that - or so they 
say. They all say that I need this...! Yet all my peers get to sit through, their normal days. 

Yet, I am locked up with the rejects, which do not care, if they all get a diploma or not...! 
Woot! Woot! For me- right! What gets me is I do care about getting good grades, and I want to 
be in the normal classes, yet the higher authority will not let me be normal. They want me to get 
behind! So, they can have their substantial income, I was a target for the reason that I have no 
one that would fight for me. If I would speak up, I would get this quote shoved in my face. 

‘You can go to an alternative school; we can have you sent out. ‘To a school that would 
fit your special needs.’ You know to a loony bin, funny farm, a dumb-dumb school. Yes, I know 
of some rejects that went there... it is not good! They go out as one person, and if they come 
back some-day, their minds have been raped, and they are never the same. 



All the rejects myself included having a speech teacher named- Miss. Mendoza, her job is 
to teach us the sounds in a word- ‘To break it all down.’ If you are categorized like me then the 
teacher thinks that you are too damn stupid to learn how to read and write a complete sentence 
without their so-called help. So, every day we go over the same old shit never getting past ‘Aaa, 
Baa, Daa, and Caa.’ We sit in the breezeway, being timed while reading our first-grade 
storybooks, day in and day out. As the other heartless children that walk by us yell- 

‘Sped, Sp-ed, and SPED-ers.’ 

‘Look at the sped, which are messed up in the head, they should be dead! ’ ‘-cute you can 
rhyme!’ Words I hear from them every day- ‘Sandwich makers, creepers, retards, losers, you 
should die, freaks, you're a waste, don’t talk to any of my friends, afraid to fight, no-swag, 
simple-minded.’ Just to name some. As they go to their normal classes, kids are so mean to what 
they do not understand! 

What is funny-1 most likely forgot more than they even know. 

Yet I am the one that is classed as a loser in this society. Oh, well, - I guess! I did not 
deserve all this crap! All they did was mixed me up, with everything. They all say that I will 
never do anything with my life. ‘But I will!’ Therefore, as of now, I am just sitting back while 
taking mental notes. Yet, I cannot help but think you all will get your payback someday. You just 
wait and see, somehow and some way, you have hell to pay, I am certain of that fact. Just like- 
Someday you might want me, and I will not want you! 

(A class I cannot have.) 

The art teacher is an asshole! Mr. Zimmer this man cannot even draw a stick figure. Yet 
he is known to be something remarkable. That reminds me, that I am not allowed to take any 
creative classes, electives, or something fun. Everything in my studies, I mean everything I have 
is basic, basic, and basic. I have to do the same extremely basic elementary studies all my years 
here. It is like in math we have not even gotten past 2+2=4! 

Lucky if we know how to read an old-style clock. Lucky if we can make a change with 
money. We are lucky if we know ten of the US states. We are lucky if we can fake to people that 
we can read more than what we do. Luckily if we can fake the words, we spell out on paper to 
hand to somebody. Lucky for us we can do what we can do. No thanks to them. 



Oh- yes, the world can be a very scary place, when you cannot understand or decipher 
what it is you are looking at, and everything goes fuzzy and scrambled when trying to focus in as 
if it all jumps around on the page. Then again, it is just as scary when they cannot understand 
you, and what you are trying to say or write to them. I always hated reading to the class, or when 
I was tricked into reading something to someone and having to stop at every other word. It 
makes you feel like a damn fool. 

Just like when the girl next to me in class has to whisper every sentence to me. I feel that 
my IQ is about the same as my shoe size. I want to mn out of the room and never face all of them 
ever again. Nevertheless, I know that I am not stupid. Yet I feel that way, and they see me that 
way. Though, what can I do? So, the higher authority said that all my time in school needs to be 
spent in a closet doing basic things because I have a basic mind. Hence, so I can get caught up in 
my studies... now that is a joke...! 

They also have for me what they call support class. No class, just time to do whatever I 
need to get caught up on, from the other classes I am in. Yet that consists of... not much of 
anything. Most days you just sit their sucking air. Like the only thing, you get in this period is a 
bunch of negative and hurtful comments and deceitful advisement. I do not give a shit about you, 
it is their attitude. 

There is no help for the rejects; the only escape is the library if you are lucky enough to 
get away. There were days I remember that I stayed in the same room, with the same teacher, 
and I did not leave for hours at a time. Then people wonder why I am a social retard? This is how 
I feel about any support classes or special education; all they do is support you in becoming a 
loser. It is not what is needed to learn. It is a waste of time, a waste of someone’s life. It stops 
that life from living; I should know I am living with it. You try it and see how you like it, and we 
would call you crazy too. 

In these classes, we know that our voices echo down the corridors as we read this shit, 
but we are forced to read out loud. Everyone knows that we are the rejects; they can see and hear 
that we are not the normal kids in the school. The other teens walk the halls with a strut, yet we 
are their suckers with the walk of shame, everyone that sees us glares down upon us as if we are 
from another planet. Like we are so gross, to them that we do not deserve to live or inhale the 
same air as they do. That reminds me- Just like Ava keeps saying that she is going to bury me 



alive, on top of Lily’s grave! Okay then- what the hell, is taking you so long; just do it, if that is 
what you, and your posse want. Then I would at least have Lily next to me for some company. 

Chapter: 15 

The Past It Haunts 

I think back to the past often and look at my life, and ponder my thoughts to see, who 
was there, who was not, and what is no longer and never going to be! I think about getting older, 
the memories they come and go, the stories start and end, what do I have to show for the life that 
I have led? As of now not much, who do I have to blame, or should I blame myself for what is 
out of my hands. 

Do I blame myself, or the others or should I pin it all on the tower? Sometimes I sit on 
the swing that is part of the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams, and I see my life flashed before 
my eyes. I float on a stream of air, and it drifts me away at the day’s end, and until it becomes 
night once more. I set, and it is as if I watch as the seasons slowly change. Sometimes, I see the 
pouring down rain. 

Sometimes, I see the sun. 

Some days it is like I do not see anything or anyone, for they are lost to me as I am in my 
fog. It is just like all those days that the snow starts to fall heavy, as I set with the freezing 
feeling inside and out. The fields are covered over with ice and snow, with nothing to do. 

It is no fun to sled ride, snowman making, and snowball fight all alone. All I can do is sit 
on this swing while looking over at all the magical wonders of Jack Frost. It is beautiful, yet so 
cold. Just like me as the days get emotionless, so do 1. 

It is like I freeze up too, as I sit with not a thing to do, or go inside and sit too. Looking 
out the frosty glass of the split windows feeling oh so blue. Just like the overcast sky, and 
snowdrifts on the land that reflects the airstreams paths, which cut right on through, that soft 
frosty color, and the flakes flutter outside it seems two by two. It is these days when the times 
change, and the night comes rolling in far too soon, and the lights outside have halos of iciness 
around them. As well, the ancient hand shovel becomes my best friend time and time again. Just 
like, there is a season for everything and everyone! ‘One is gone away forever, for another to be 



bom... it is all part of the circle of life.’ I believe that the divine master is the connection to our 
ancestors. 

If we listen, we can hear them as they speak wisdom down to us. That is only if we tune 
our ears to what they have to say. 

Can you hear the voices in your head as I do? Sometimes the sun shines; sometimes I am 
sitting alone in that rain watching as it pounds my body, and sometimes the rays of sun soothe 
my soul. Sometimes, I am not alone, even though she is not seen. There were times I was with 
Maiara Chenoa, and we talked about the times of the past, present, and future. Now all 1 have is 
the past to think about, and the future to worry about living. Oh yeah about that thing, I am so 
happy to say that she and I made up, about two weeks after our fight. 

However, it will never be as it was before. We are just friends, and nothing more. She 
comes over to my home on the weekends again, like before, yet not quite like beforehand. 
Sometimes she joins me and we become us again, just like some will watch and protect us, and 
some will try to destroy. 

Nevertheless, she is the one that guards me the most she is mine, and I am hers. Can you 
fathom what I am saying to you? She watches over me in her glow of white. We speak of a place 
that is so unlike what is known to the rest of the mere mortals, which live in this land. Do you 
understand? No? Oh, you will! 

(She talks to me) 

She speaks to me her words! Saying things like- ‘Being persistent are the keys to be tmly 
happy. The greater the struggle, the greater the reward will be!’ ‘That the more I suffer, the more 
it shows that 1 care, and care for others. What I plan for myself is what I am going to grow into, 
and that is what I will become.’ ‘To always remember, that you are only a doormat as long as 
you let others walk all over you. When you focus on what you have been given, and what you 
have received in your life, that is when you know you have something to live for. ’ 

She said to me. She would say- ‘If you feel that you do not have enough without 
whatever you think is needed, you will never have enough of what it is that you want. True faith 
comes within; it is not repetitious.’ 



Who is she, and why does she keep saying this stuff? Well... you should know! Yet I 
have to say that Repetition is a part of life; it is a habit, not a belief. In doing the right things 
good things will come, that is only if you have the faith and the belief not a reputation of 
repetition. I have learned from her that all your dreams can come tme, even if everybody else 
thinks it is impossible. 

You have to look at your own heart. Because no one can see your true story other than 
you. They can see fragmented parts of what may be but they cannot understand the full picture, 
the pitchers showed when it develops into what it is meant to be. One other thing that I have 
learned to do, even though it is difficult... is to look into my mirror and scan over my body and 
say. 

‘You are beautiful, you are positive, you are smart and creative, and you are something 
extraordinary that has meaning to someone.’ It is all because of her, she makes me feel good 
about who I am, yet she always did when she was with me, as I always did for her. ‘No one can 
stop me because I am perfect just the way I am, and nobody is going to change that fact.’ She 
made me promise her that I make the assurance to say one nice thing about myself, each day. 
What if I do all things will look up for me in my life. To keep telling myself all these beliefs... 
To- ‘Always think positive... about yourself and the others around you.’ 

‘This will help you live a more confident fulfilled life. It will bring happiness to you, and 
the others that you are surrounded with also.’ Therefore, from that, I have come to believe. If the 
others do not see my vision, that is when I walk away and find new ones that want to be in my 
illustration of life. 

Remember they have the choice, but it is your final decision about what you choose. Like 
everything in life is a sin it seems, yet it is known for us not to dwell, sometimes you just have to 
say what the hell, and see what happens. God is marvelous in what he has us do, even when we 
have no clue what we are doing, he does and she was sent to me because I was in need. I have to 
believe; I do believe that because she is next to me right now! You cannot see her, but I can. 
And-no, she is not imaginary; this became an ability forme, that started after my second chance 
at life. When I thought I feel free from the noose, she saved me, from certain death! 


(Have faith) 



I believe that if you tell yourself something long enough you can achieve anything. 
Furthermore, if you hear somebody's negative comments long enough you will believe what they 
have to say. What it may do for us and the others, which are part of our lives is an adventure in 
itself. That everything is just memories of the books of life. Like even if others that are part of 
the chapters do not want to be a part of our story or not, they all have some meaning and are 
meant to be in there- yes for some purpose. 

‘Do not believe the lies of a toxic mouth and tongue, for they do nothing but destroy your 
true being of self-expression.’ Generally, it is a bunch of nonsense words and thoughts of 
jealousy, hatred, and judgment. You have to believe in yourself and believe in your abilities. 

‘You will not believe what you can do if you only imagine.’ I have learned to let go of the past 
and all the yesterdays for they are no longer, the importance is the tomorrows to look forward to. 

That reminds me of Soul Travel- by definition is the astral projection and analysis of out- 
of-body experience. It is the adoption of an ‘Astral body.’ Like when it separates from the 
physical body, it is capable of traveling outside; I have felt that, as I have been with her. I have 
had this sensation many times in my life now... after that day. Oh yes, others have tried to 
penetrate mine, as you know. I can feel the energy. Just like the definition of an Angel is a 
supernatural being or spirit, often depicted in humanoid form, with feathered wings on their 
backs and halos around their heads, found in various religions and mythologies. Well, it is not a 
myth at all! 

They are real! 

They are real to me... I can see them as I said Lily, she is next to me right now! -She said 
hello, by tbe way. Oh, be nice to her as you know she is shy! There is so much more to them than 
that awful definition implies. They live within us and around us if we accept them in our time of 
need. It is like her spirit body descends and hovers around me at all times, she guides me now in 
my life path, only if I want to listen, and if I want to understand what she has to say. Just like 
true love never dies! You can even talk to them, and see them in front of you. Like I can! They 
are not that different from you and me. It is a great gift to have! ‘Angelology’ is an extraordinary 
study. 

Something I had never thought about until that day and days after. 



Just remember that all demons, devils, and fallen angels, they were all defeated the day 
Jesus was hung on the cross. Yet that does not stop them, the living people that want to follow 
what they say, and that have a hunger for blood and death, to do what they do-just like they do 
to me. Just like the sisters do, I am next on their hit list, and that is the reason why. They are truly 
daemonic! If you find them, do not listen to them! If anything, you should look down at them, 
because they belong below your feet. Do you know what I mean? 

If not just think about it, and you will get it. The one thing that is interesting about life, 
and the others surrounded by your society, they know what they are doing... they know if it is 
right or wrong. Yet there may still be a drive to do the right or wrong thing. It is all depending on 
their beliefs on what they choose to do, and how they want to do it, and when they are going to 
do it. T believe that everyone will have their day, and some will have a second chance.’ Like me! 
However, do they deserve it? Like, was I worthy of having it? That is the question; I will let you 
choose, what do you think? 

(My life as of now) 

I would have to say, and 1 believe that I got rid of some of my demons, throughout this 
last year, which has hounded me over the years and bites, at my heels constantly. Yet they still 
get at me sometimes, nevertheless what is known from there tells and rumors remains in some 
parts of this land of many steeples, that is not going away anytime soon even with the help of 
Lily. She can only do so much for me. Still, I feel this is my time now! I can feel it, like the wind 
in my hair on a summer’s day. I feel the time forme to do as I please, and spend my time in the 
summer breeze is coming fast. I feel that all is coming to the past. Maybe someone else is going 
come along with me also at some point, on these days to come, 1 sure hope so, I have faith that it 
will. 


Who knows what will happen? Over this summer’s break coming up. What will happen 
is out of my hands, but- yet at this moment as of now I can lose the shackles to my inhibitions, 
and then be free, if only for a little while. I think about love this way now- Tt should be that 
Cupid's arrow that strikes at a most unlikely time. It is when you may realize, that they have been 
in front of you all along, that is what love is all about.’ Love may just be right in front of me, and 
I have overlooked them? Always thinking I was not good enough, not cute enough, and not sexy 
enough. But- maybe I am? Maybe, I am my hardest enemy? 



(Looking forward) 

I believe- ‘A relationship will ehange me, and also you in many ways for the greater good 
or bad; this could be the right time for an association, that looks like it is about to deliver us the 
promises, comfort, pleasure, and lust that may come with it. This can be the start of intimacy in 
our lives; this may never be the same again without you. I know this is either going to pass or fail, 
in our relationship, if it works!’ -As planned! I know that everything in my life cannot always 
stay the same. Things are going to change. It is all part of the journey of life that our master 
creator has planned for us; it is all part of the path we choose. ‘We have the ultimate freedom to 
do as we please, to please the others around us, and to please our creator, to please our educators, 
to please our students, only if we choose to do so.’ Though I now feel that, it is my turn to do 
what I please, with whom I want to please, and whoever wants to please me. It is time for me to 
do what I need to do, and what I must do!’ I feel that I need to make the plans for someday, even 
as of now! I can dream, and that dream is going to come true, 1 can feel that it will! 

(The secrets of a closed book) 

One of the places 1 go throughout the day is a room that is considered to be the library. A 
room that is mysterious in its creation, a room that is lonely and longs for companionship, a 
room that contains endless possibilities. This intrigues me no end, just like the books I do not 
want to be judged by tbe covers, I want someone to open me up, and look inside... or something 
like that? This is a place where I go to regain my composure yes because I have all these endless 
thoughts and all the impressions spinning around me... from all the days. All of that in which I 
have gone through, I know that there will not be anyone else in the room that will disturb me, 
from the rebuilding of my emotions. Plus, it is so good to get away from that little room, when I 
can, as you know, the days are coming to their end, slow- but sure. I love to stroll through the 
hellhole’s library, where there is a smell of moldy paper and yellowing thoughts of past from all 
the authors that have been forgotten. 

Tbe librarian's name is Mr. Kunze the man has to be in his late seventies, you will see 
him sitting behind his desk half passed out, or looking over the books, that have been branded 
impractical by the hellhole society. Mr. Kunze’s glasses sit on the desk for there is no need for 
him to review anything because there has not been a book checked out in years. He is a forgetful 
person, repeating and murmuring the same phrases over and over. He refers to all the females as 
Jane, which comes across his range of view. Most of my classmates speak of him as being crazy. 



however, I think he is a genius, yet it is chosen not to be seen. He was left to be forgotten like the 
books on the shelves. Jane- was his late wife. Mr. Kunze’s- ‘Jane, Jane is that you?’ -Nope, it is 
just me, your friend Nevaeh. What did you do with Jane, sweetie? He asks me all the time and I 
have to say- ‘She passed on.’ 

He would say- ‘Oh, I see!’ Then he starts to cry, and tells me, the stories of how they 
encountered their togetherness, and their lives together, -it is so sweet, yet so sad. As preteen 
lovers on their homeland over in some European country, they both immigrated separately on 
steamer ships as teens, just too somehow, met up in this same town a few you are later on 
planned. A Tme love they had, with fate- that is what I want also! I look at his photos on his 
desk of his family, of his five kids, not one of them cares to say a word to him, or call, or 
whatever. 

Yet, I think he has done his job well. He tried his best; I feel that he did; now when he 
needs some love back, he is not getting it. The only one that loved him was she. Yet, that is 
life... it seems I think I know how he feels. Just like I suppose thinking for yourself is not 
allowed in this unorganized establishment. All the books that make you think on a higher level 
have been locked away and stored away to never be seen by anyone that has a brain left in their 
head. It is like the spiders have made curtains of webs that block, out the many volumes of 
information, that will never be acknowledged or obtained by my classmates, or me. The walls 
and the keyboard avatars are the ones that create the fiction placed down upon the characters in 
which they choose to harass. That is all part of the existence of life within the hellhole. 

The cyber webs replaced what was once known to be the ideal way of retrieving 
information, the fantasy lands and mind created places that were generated in the fiction category 
are lost forever. The facts in the text are all marked or printed to be out-of-date, and are nurtured 
senseless to the others to be identified as not needed in life anymore. Why look in a book when 
we can ask a computer? -They all say. The hellhole library is a dark and dusty cavernous space 
that was once found to be useful. Back in the days before electronics took over the minds of the 
world. 


The floorboards creak as I walk down the long mahogany tattered cases that are known to 
contain nothing but forgotten information. The only other use for this space is for the teens to cut 
class for a place of passion; for they know that there is no one there to catch them in their various 
acts. The library is ghostly in its sounds, which seem to resonate a crossed the chamber of 



whispers. I hear in the distance many distorted and twisted sounds... Maybe it is the sounds that 
are echoed from the air ducts, which are connected to all the classrooms? Maybe it is the sisters 
and clan following me around like always. Maybe it is the entities that are trying to escape from 
my dream catcher. Yet I am the only one that can see angels fighting them all off. Yes, fighting 
them off me, along with their demons, devils, and other spirits. 

The ones they worship also are in these battles. They like to stock and fondle me as they 
fly all- around me. Just like the sisters do what they want to do to me. It is like they use their evil 
powers as the energy stores, to get inside of me. The evil spirits come from the tower's spells. 
Have they followed me here from the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams to diminish me? What 
is that sound? It could be Lily expanding her wings, flying behind me as she is casting down her 
glow of protection right above me, never far away from me. From what I can see Lily fly’s 
particularly fast to keep up with me if I need to mn for some reason. It is like you can hear the 
screams from the hell. Maybe- it could be the teens cutting class, one or the other there is 
something plain spooky about the hellhole library, I feel as if they cast down on me with a spell. 
‘The pages seemed to whisper to me, yet I cannot hear what they have to say, their cases are 
forever closed, and they are faded in their colors that all blend into one another, yet they sparkle 
in their temptation of wonder.’ However, it would be inappropriate for someone that is classed 
like me to touch and view them, so I just walk past, trying not to even look at them. Just like love, 
it is forbidden to me. But someday soon, I will see! 

Tbe Art Deco style interior with its cascading lights seemed to dim as if the room has its 
heartbeat and pulse. The sun's rays beam in streams, the only room that has natural light, yet it is 
hollow and vast because there is no other human life in this section. The only part of the hellhole 
library that is inhabited is the new section which contains the modern-day technologies of 
acknowledgment. It is more important for us as a society to use electronics for entertainment and 
retrieval. We all have become illiterate and lazy, yet they say I am more than they are. Why- 
should we look in a book when we can push a button, however once again it is all about what we 
choose to do? ‘So, do we light all the books a flame and forget about them forever? Or do we all 
smash our electronics, and go back to information that makes perfect sense?’ The choice is yours 
what would you do? 


(Time is ending) 



Mr. Kunze was forced to retire after that year, and that section of the library was sealed 
off forever, brick by brick... gone never to see the light of day again. They are books in the dark, 
books that speak to the heart, books that once were considered to make us smart. Books that are 
now falling apart, all these books that will not be seen, it truly breaks my heart. It is hard forme 
to say goodbye to these works of art. 

Its summer’s, time to make a new start! 

Chapter: 16 

What I Need, And What I Have 

Chiaz Nazareth- How do I get away from Alissa? 

I do not know if I can anymore, how do I break up with someone that will not let me 
break up with them? She is latched on to me forever it seems, bonded for life? However, I want 
to move on to someone new. I plan to become friends with her best friend Maiara Chenoa, and 
maybe fate will take its course and we can finally be together. That is only if someone does not 
try to ruin my plans. We are going to be together; I just have that feeling. The wondering eyes, 
the eye in the sky. She believes that she can talk to Angels that can fly. All the days msh by, still, 
I try. However, she is so shy, having no choice but to sign, and standby, and waving to one 
another secretly at the day's end; no, we cannot even say the words goodbye. Allison and Alissa, 
two of the sisters like to watch us, and follow us everywhere we try to go to get away; they like 
to see if I will cheat on my so-called girlfriend -Alissa. 

Ava her little sister, is notNevaeh’s girlfriend! Yet in the eyes of the school and town, 
she is. She knows what I am going through, and I know how she feels too. They make it so we 
are kept apart. However, it is okay... for my so-called girlfriend. Alissa to do whatever, she can 
do as she pleases with any person she wants to please, I just do not like it, yet what the hell can I 
do about it, at least I know that I will have her to feel my needs, yet she is not what I need. She is 
someone to hold on too. Thus far, she has been holding on to far too many. I do not like all the 
mnning around, which is sickening, I think that a girl that has been with more the two partners is 
disgusting. 

Yeah what can I say, I do not want the leftovers. It is like any more you have to steal your 
girl from her momma, when she is at a young age, and raise her just to know that she is going to 



be true to you. Also, to know that they have not slept with every walk of life around here. Yet 
that is difficult too because it is not like the old days. 

Girls can say anything, and a guy can get into a lot of trouble, I should know what I have 
to put up with, by the ways of her. Yet I am stuck in her grasp with no choice in the matter, I 
have to watch every move I make because it will go back to her and her family that is awe so 
powerful. They could ruin me with their word of mouth like they have with her. However, it is 
also tempting to break the ties away from the Amsel family, and finally be with the girl of my 
dreams. ‘But as of now I just have to sit back and wait, and plan accordingly and let the puzzle 
pieces fall into place.’ 

Nevaeh- Thank God, that my sophomore year of high school has come to its completion. 
In all, honesty, I need a break, and I am tired of everybody's bullshit. However, I am going to 
take some of the people's advice, and get out there in the real world and intermingle with others. 
Let's see what the summer has to bring forme it shall be interesting, I cannot Wight! It is 
summertime June 6 it is here, at last, I have freedom, finally getting away from the hellhole. My 
vacation is finally here, ‘I have independence at last!’ ‘I am going to try, and let the past behind 
me, and all of the days gone by.’ Hopefully, I can find new people whom 1 can establish a 
relationship with, that is if the tower and her clan do not follow me. 

I will just have to wait and see. As I said, I have ideas. Oh, the summer breeze; bring 
some people to their knees. Staring up at all the shady trees, the summer is nothing but a tease, of 
saying the words like yes and please, while looking over the vast colorful horizons, and wishing 
to be somewhere there are gleaming seas. Even on the summer days, I still run the tracks with its 
many different paths when I feel frustrated, and when I need a break from all the individuals. I 
feel as if I could run forever, and never look back. Maybe if I ran fast enough nothing wicked 
will follow me. 

Lily my Guardian Angel she empowers me when my emotions change from calm, to 
sometimes turbulent. She helps me ride the waves of a troubled deep dark sea; she is always 
there for me if I fall to my knees. She helps me overcome my fears, and she wipes away any 
tears, she always stays near to me. She makes ever 3 d;hing clear; she is there to help me regain 
control. When life brings its fools and towers that steal my delight and tries to pull me into their 
black holes of fright. She opened my eyes to what is missing in my life and helps me see through 



the people who live in strife. And she lets me know that everything is going to be all right. She 
makes me see the world through her sight. 

Lily- Her words to me where: ‘You are about to get involved in something serious. Do 
not take any misled opportunities if you can avoid, do not take an 5 dhing too lightly, before 
having considered all your options and choices. Be sensible do not let down your guard. Listen to 
your heart, and your mind. Do not msh! If you msh things like- they may not work out as they 
should... so use this wisdom, you can save yourself from regret.’ 

So, Lily has white wings that resemble feathers on the ends of the wings, spiritual eyes 
that look into a pure soul. She radiates with the most stunning bright white light. I have learned 
that Angels that are younger than the age of twenty do not have rohes of white. They have a 
spiritual body that is flawless in every way, and they shimmer. Besides a halo that shines above 
their head. Yes, her hair is still braided. However, it flows in the gentle wind that seems to 
surround her as she floats above the ground. 

Lily reminds me that I will be taking a great risk, that there will be new adventures in my 
life, which most likely will lead to passionate endeavors. She is helping me figure out the pros 
and cons of every situation, although she lets me make the decisions of what I am going to do 
next. ‘She told me I need to plant myself and grow into what I am meant to be.’ 

That I should stop dwelling on what I do not have and think about what I do, Lily 
expressed to me- ‘That life is precious, and new lives are going to develop in my being.’ At this 
time, I did not understand what she meant, she was very ambiguous with me, and left the 
deciphering making in my hands. ‘She gave me the full picture. However, it was out of focus, 
only with time will it become clear.’ Every departure Lily says these words: ‘Do not live in fear, 
because I am always here, just like you never forgot about me, I will be there for you!’ Well, it is 
not so much that she goes away, it is more like she just makes it seem like she is not there, I 
guess? She is fast, she can go up there, and back in the blink of my eyes, so maybe? It seems for 
some reason I have become Ava's and her sisters’ clans object of desire- if you have not 
predicted. 

However, I am going to refuse her grasp in every way possible. I feel that her demonic 
power is no match for the spiritual power that guides me, and guards me. Not to mention- ‘It is 
about time someone stood up to her and her despicable family.’ 



I keep having premonitions. Some show me the way, and the others whisper to me. Some 
even call me up to their graves, like she did when she died, and I can see and feel them like they 
move through me internally. I can feel what may happen next to me, or someone else; even those 
that have not been bom yet. I can feel it all, even if I do not want too. What I want to feel I 
cannot. That is amusing is it not? 

(I remember this past school year, even though it is summer.) 

I forgot about this one. One of the traits that the sisters like to due to their victims as they 
walked past in the hall, spits on them, and make sexual kissing gestures. Then walk by with their 
noses in the air, yet there is no one to stop it, no one to care. It does not matter where you go; 
they are always behind you or in front. 

The only one that understands it all... and all about me is not seen by anyone but me. 
However, they may feel the breeze of her spirit. But yet I know she is always there for me. Once 
again-1 am reminded of the bridge of dizzying heights, will I ever make it a crossed. Will the 
other side bring joy or pain? Only with time shell, I know... Maybe once I make it a crossed 
there will be ultimate freedom, as 1 see in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ the freedoms are slowly 
being taken away. 

(What I see) 

We are spiraling into the infernos. While the kids cannot be kids because there are too 
many mandates preventing them from having a childhood and technology takes the place of their 
recreation of play. 

(Asking myself, why I am like this?) 

If I think back on it there was no good reason why they made me part of this rejected 
grouping. The only reason in my mind is that they wanted me to not have any popularity, and 
compress all my abilities and talents to the world. 

Why? 

Because, they are envious, jealous, and bitter of me, desirous of what... I still have not 
figured that out. Maybe I have something they want? Maybe I have some they do not want? I 
have worked extremely hard for what I have in my life, and I am blessed for everything, that is in 



my life existence, and if you're jealous of me you shouldn’t be, maybe try a bit harder, and you 
too can have what you want. 


That is how I feel about it. Just remember that you cannot have it all! I would like to say 
to the sisters and everyone that jealousy gets you nowhere, my only suggestion is to work hard 
and you will have just as much if not more than I will. I would love to say this to them! ‘This is 
what you need to do. Grow up, get a life, and stop being so damn ignorant. Most importantly go 
be somewhere that is not in my path.’ 

(Most summer’s days end this way) 

I was walking home at night, from the bridge of dizzying heights like always, and past 
the graveyard. Always balancing my one foot on the railroad tracks one by one and Lily is not 
far behind. Yet out of the misty haze jumped out Ava or one of the clan, from behind one of 
these old oak trees along the way, and she or they jump me. Like this one day, Ava tied me down 
to the tracks, with my own, one and an only sundress that I bought for the summer days, she 
wrapped it around my neck and tied it into knots, through the one rail, and she got her way with 
me ones more. Just like, she did in school. 

Nevertheless, Lily was trying to fight her off me, and the sparks flew as Lily was 
struggling with her, and she was strangling me. Yet Ava’s power was just too strong that night 
with the large full moon as the fire was in her eyes, and the look of a werewolf on her face, in the 
swoon light, it is like she is more powerful than another day on that night. It was like Ava was 
forming at the mouth, as she was attacking the top of me feeling me inside and out, as her evil 
soul was trying to penetrate mine. I could feel her wet drippy nose up my dress. I can feel her 
long tongue flicking and licking me, up down all around. I can hear her make this nose- Mum, 
Mum. 


Oh, the hot breath coming out of her mouth on each side, as she clamps on with her fang ¬ 
like incisors, that are razor sharp. It is like her teeth would bite into me there, and make me so 
weak I would pass out. Until now, I would bleed without any bight markings left behind. Yes, 
even on summer days, they come around me. Like that day, Ava pulled up one of the railroad 
spikes up and out of the railroad ties from the ground with her bare hands. Then she began 
roughly using it on me. It is like she pumps in cocktails of venom with her nibbles of taste, and 
my soul is floating out of my body as she comes in. 



My body is paralyzed, yet I feel the pain, and my soul and faith 


is challenged. So far, she will never get me all the way, I will never become one of them! 
1 found out that she loves to suck out my blood, and everything else that comes with it. For that 
is what gives her evil strength, it is the same as being drugged when she draws from me. That is 
why 1 could not remember the times before, she slurps it up, and to the point, 1 go into shock. 
Always, Lily rips her and her sisters off me, and she pulls out their powers at some point. At the 
very moment, Ava and her clan mn away like weeping puppies. They all go away until she and 
they want’ -to try once more. Then Lily helps me come back to life, did I die once more? Did-1? 
Like 1 did before? Once more, it is not my time to leave this life. Why? I do not know? 


Nevaeh 
Book: 3 


The Lusting Sapphire Blue Eyes 


Summer days and junior year, you are my sunshine that brightens up my full moon; we 
are going to soar together, we will not need to wish upon a star because our dreams will, at last, 
become tme. There may be dark clouds overhead, and times of rain. This may be there 
showering upon us, but love still grows, we will not care, we will be there looking at that view 
that goes on for miles. Sometimes we will have to cope with the rainfall that wants to keep us 
apart. Sometimes 1 think that I am going to lose my way to you. While the gray storms end up 
taking our joyful colors away once more. 

Upon the clear, we stand together at last... arm in arm, and hand and hand, we are laced, 
and we embrace one another. The colors of red, blue, and pink are the sky once more. Plus, all 
along you were there, this time we share. The colors begin setting the mood and light ones more. 



All the vivid gold sights with the feelings of being united and that will he us as a pair. The many 
stars shine bright because we are going to be there all night, holding on to what we had that night. 

I used to bite my lips, thinking about that gold band, and the sparkly rock on top. You can 
make me feel like royalty; yes, I will be your queen ruler. Maybe someday all this will not be a 
fantasy and the dreams will come true when we look at a different view, just me and you. 

-Nevaeh- 

Chapter: 17 

My Seclusion 

Just like, I remember the- Fireflies at night, they all carry their- own light in flight. They 
fly higher and higher until they are out of sight. They are never in fear of the darkness because 
they carry their light. They constantly have hope, and it shines brightly. The firefly flies by, 
unlike me there are never shy. I am lying outside on the grounds a few feet from my home, yet I 
am still feeling all alone, listening to all the sounds of the night as they moan. I look at the full 
moon, knowing that I will be back in hell soon, seeing all the faces at lunch at noon. Wondering 
what is going to happen on my vacation in the upcoming summer in the months like in June. I lie 
on the cold hard ground outside looking up with the stars in the sky, remembering all the days 
flashing that have gone by, seeing all the faces that never even say hi, remembering the terror 
from the wondering eyes. 

(Right now) 

My head is pounding just like the thunder and lightning, the evil faces streaks crossed my 
face, with every bolt of lightning. This takes me back to when I was a little girl; I hope that the 
pink suspended feathers sweep them away in the white webs. 

So, 1 can have a sunny day on all these rainy days that seem to never end, I just do not 
have much to say. I am not safe anywhere... the voices haunt me as they do. However, I just 
have an overwhelming urge to cry, all night and watch movies by myself. Like, I have done, 
these last two years of my high school life. Is anything going to change? Why must I live like 
this? Why do I keep living? Why can I not just pass on? I look out my window, and sometimes it 
takes me back to when I was young. 



Some days I look out the window and the skies are scarlet, and that reminds me that, I 
should be out doing things with people of my age. The summer has come and gone, and the 
school days have started with no one to see me, or even ask if I was alive. No one cares! 

Is the plan going to work? I have no idea at this point, yet I keep trying! 

I guess I was cheated out of that too; some people say life is all that you decide on. I 
think that too, yet something’s I cannot decide on. Nevertheless, to me, that is nothing but a 
bunch of lies with some truth behind it. If you have someone that towers over you, and that 
makes up complete shit about you and slanders you all your life you will end up all alone too, 
and then you will know what I mean. 

Sometimes, I lean out my split-pane window that seems to be high off the ground, and I 
can hear the whistling wind stream through the leaves of the growth of trees, sometimes this 
reminds me about being in the garden and golden fields when my eyes are closed. But, when my 
eyes are open, I realized, that it is just the wind rushing through the various hills and valleys of 
‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ I do not know what it is... but there is just something about letting 
your hair blow in the breeze, which feels so amazing. 1 feel that it is just one of the amazing 
moments in time, which I have experienced. Oh, just the same can be said, about me standing in 
the rain, freely and naturally on a warm spring day, while I am filling the ground squish under 
my toes. 

Yes, likewise can be said for the winters when I come home from the hellhole, and see 
the fireplace with its warm glow, from outside the frost chilled arched windows of the tort 
section of the house that is part of the dwelling. ‘It is amazing also because I know that I will 
soon be warm and comfortable, and out of this uniform that labels me as one of them.’ In the 
wintertime, the snowdrifts, the pointed part of the roof along with the weathervane is covered in 
a blanket of white, ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ sparkles, and soft with an almost spooky light 
blue cast in the moonlight. 

The trees down the lane drip with ice like a crystal cave, but- yet we all carve a pathway 
down the road that leads to the hell and then back to the emptiness. Snow days are rare, but that 
does not matter to me either way because I cannot truly share it with anyone it seems, as you all 
no. So, would you be my friend if I asked you? Would you spend some time with me? Can I 
depend on you; I would be there for you! 



So, on any day in any weather condition, unless the fog is rising from the valley, I can see 
in the distance ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, a far cry from this country land, where the dwelling 
of lost and lonely dreams is upon. Then there are some days there are thunderstorms outside my 
window, and it takes me back to the past, like when I was in that dark room. I do not think 
anyone gets over their past, the past that haunts me, and a past that the tower uses against me. 
Yes, you can change your name. Change your hair, and change your style, but the words of 
slander will remain. The only thing I can do is find someone that does not care about what the 
words mean or say, or just plainly pray for it to all go away. 

(Visions) 

The tower and the clan’s footprints are all-around ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, and 
lands that surround the distances. I want to believe that there are some people, that can think for 
themselves, yet I am not convinced yet. However, the chances are slim, I have learned this, and I 
know this fora fact. 

(Wishes) 

There is someone special in my life and I am sure when the planets realigned once more 
there will be more. That understands all my situations, and you should know what they are not 
going to care about accusations; speculations and mmors of interpretations. From your tower and 
clan... so just fall already, and leave me the hell alone. 

(Eyeing) 

Windows and rooms, they really can set the tone and mood of your whole atmosphere of 
life. Now my room is pink and perfect just the way 1 like it, I have my musical instruments, and 
all my comforts at hand, everything is the way I want soft and cozy and warm, unlike this 
emotionless cold world. 

My room is always a safe place to relax now, and I am tmly safe because I have the 
windows tamper- proofed with new locks and screens. Also, in the winter I have, they all nailed 
closed. Yet the clan is never far away, they are always looking in, and I just walk over and shut 
the curtains in their face, so I can go and lie down on my bed free and open, just the way I like it. 
The way it should be, without the world knowing about it. Yet I cannot help but wonder... what 
it would be like to look out the window someday, and see someone there to sweep me away off 
my feet, and take me away from this hellish land. 



That would be so romantic! 


(Home) 

‘This land is beautiful, but the people are horrible.’ The people took this beautiful land 
and raped it, and put up a bunch of ugly boxes, however, my home is in the Victorian-style and it 
is old and has a handcrafted personality. There is an ancient oak tree outside my window, 
sometimes I step out my window then onto the roof of the porch, and sit in the tree branch that 
hangs over, and watches all the stars as they appear to turn on and off. Yes, I have wished upon a 
shooting star, that things will change, and that the towers will be no more. Looking straight 
ahead, I can see all the lights that go on the horizon, some days the sunsets are blazing before the 
lights turn on. Then there are some days that the window is shut because it is cold windy while 
everything is chilled with the color of blue. 

(Frame of mind) 

My mood can change just like this and that it seems. Yes, just like all the summer turns 
into winter, and the winters turn into spring, and all of these thoughts running in my mind fall 
like the leaves through my brain, and they most likely do not mean a thing. I guess you could 
blame it on my ADD, ADHD, dyslexia, bipolar disorder, or my OCD. 1 do not have any of 
these. ..Ido not have anything wrong with me. But, if you are like one of the sisters or someone 
from my school, you would say my mood changes are because of my- STD’s, HIV, or being as 
they say GAY or BI, and LEZ-BO. They have also said, I am a pedophile and a child stocker, 
and I get moody if I do not get some from them. That is why I am so sober at times, or so they 
say. 

Whatever...! They also have said, that 1 am a schizophrenic- psycho and that I could not 
even buy love. I would not try that anyways. I think that having money does not give you 
happiness; I am okay being a humble farm- girl, the guy that finds me... needs to be happy with 
that also. I am sure there are more things they say. 

However, those are just some of them that I can dredge up as of now, off the top of my 
head. They have murdered me and my life, in so many ways. So now, do you wonder as to why I 
am afraid of talking to people or even looking at them? You know you and they can try to 
destroy me, and my life. However, 1 do not have any of those listed ether; none of these random 
arrangements of letters defines me as the person I tmly am. 



(Sight) 


Looking out the windows, I can see the golden hayfields of ecstasy, I see the windmills 
that twist and tumble. I can see the abandoned railroad track that lies not far from my home. I 
can hear the cries of the swing as the wind gusts in spurts. But yet I am still in my room, but that 
is just okay with me. Because I know that there will someday soon be someone there for me. 

(Household) 

My room is a land of peace and tranquility without all the gloom, with a bed and a 
canopy overhead but still, I am not truly happy? There is nothing- like the sounds of the crickets 
speaking up often in the cool August night breeze. It is relaxing to me, however; it is a reminder 
to me of how the last glimmers of summer are ending. Besides the sounds slowly fade away, yes- 
I can hear this music from my bedroom window. It is just like in the spring the birds sing in the 
morning and leave in the cool gusts to come. It is just like the hummingbirds that flutter by, and 
then before I know it, all has changed; so, it seems by the time I walk out my bedroom door, to 
start my day. ‘Life goes in cycles of tunes it seems, and nature is its synchronization in its 
symphony you just have to listen. ’ 

(Affection) 

What is passion? Is it something that you care about? Is it an emotion? Or is it just a 
made-up illusion? Just like having a smart cell phone, I do not have one now, but I did at one 
time. I learned to live without; do I need fake people? I do not want to need people. Why? 
Because I get attached to them so easily, if you love someone, they break your heart, if you want 
someone... everyone makes you feel that it is surely your fault. Yet I do want what I cannot 
have! What is Love? Sometimes it is, and sometimes it is not, that is the way it is forme, 
sometimes I just cannot win and all I do is lose out. 

Yet even in my room, I can fill their faces and eyes pressing down on my body, even 
though they cannot see me. Missing the true touch of tme compatibility while knowing that it is 
all caused by some entities. But then again someday soon, I will have the world, and this 
transition of temperance will be over. I feel that I need to get rid of these weights that are holding 
me down, but how do I smash the tower to the ground? Is it finding love that will do the trick or 
something else? As of now, I do not know, and Lily is letting all the mling cards of the lovers in 
my hands. I need to find the strength, endurance, and courage to overcome the towering terrors 



and her clans of slurs. I know the towers my grandmother's patterns and it is time to break her so 
that she can never rise again. ‘No weapons formed over me will ever prosper.’ My angel speaks 
the tmth of hope. I have to be honest with you for the real tmth to be celebrated, and I need to let 
him know how I feel, that he is more than my cmsh. 

(Lunch) 

Like I said- all my days go like repetition, it was either November or December, for some 
reason I cannot remember. But once again I am sitting in the lunchroom cramming the food 
down my throat, and I was sitting with Maiara Chenoa and Melvin Shezor. Melvin is only there 
to take in the conversations. Just like that, the conversation started that was supposed to only be 
between the two of us. 

Nevaeh- Thereafter me! 

Melvin and Maiara- Who is after you, they both said at the same time. 

Nevaeh- The sisters and her clan... 

Maiara- ‘Again?’ ‘So, you were telling me the tmth.’ 

Melvin- ‘Who is the sisters?’ (He mdely intenupted us to put in his two cents into the 
conversation.) 

Maiara- The Amsel sisters, why do you think they are after you? 

What did you do to them? 

Nevaeh- ‘Yes, from my experience, I did not do anything to them for them to want to 
stock me. They are up in my face constantly. They will not leave me alone. No matter where I go, 
there with me, yet nobody sees it but me. You will not understand-no one does... the only one 
that understands is Lily.’ 

Melvin- ‘ You mean the dead girl that ran through the window?’ 

‘If nobody sees it then how can it be there?’ 

‘What are you guys smoking, whatever it is I want some?’ 

Maiara- ‘Shut up Melvin! Nobody was talking to you.’ 



Melvin- ‘Makeme!’ 


Maiara- ‘Ewe no you would like that too much.’ 

Nevaeh asked Maiara- ‘So what should 1 do now?’ 

Maiara- ‘Do not let it bother you; it is out of your hands, rememher what I told you when 
the time comes you will know what to do.’ 

Nevaeh’s final reply she said- ‘Okay if you say so.’ 

(Thoughts of confidence) 

I can speak freely to others like never before, and you are not going to hold me back ever 
again. The power is in my voice, the voice that speaks up for others is going to show just how 
evil you are. My destiny is on the way, coming closer to me each day. It is in my own hands, and 
your rain is almost over forever. You will no longer be the towering serpent that slithers and 
tricks my secret admirers away from me; you will no longer be underneath my angel’s oak tree 
anymore, to coax them away. My tomorrows will reveal the new changes to my track so that 
they are together. 

I am forgetting about the roadways of the past, and I am walking hand and hand down 
new rails, with a champion of companion under my wheels of fortune. The lovers, identification 
card has been shown, only time will tell who he is. I am not letting anyone run me out of steam. 
The main question is which way we should go now we have to make a decision. The Judgment 
card is in my hands, and in my future, it is telling me to prepare myself for this change. There is 
a Star beginning to shine for me, and the planets are at last shining on my dwelling. It is as if I 
can feel the love going through me as I sit, stand, walk, and even lie down, it is pulsating through 
me. I know it is coming my way soon, what it may be or what it is, I not sure but of yet. 
Nevertheless, it is going to feel oh so good. It is feeling really good forme; it will feel good for 
him, and good for us, and it will be the end of them. Maybe this is what living is all about? This 
is going to be so good! 

Maybe this is what I needed to go for all along? 


(Lasting touch) 



Oh, I still remember the last time we touched, it seemed so long ago, yet it was not that 
long ago really. When he touched me, my hand tingled as if he made a spark of lightning mn up 
my arm and throughout my nerves. Which mshes to my brain and back down to my toes, and 
stimulates everything in between throughout me, which just turned me on, and lit me up with a 
white glow of exhilaration. Even a distance, all I have to do is think about him or simply imagine, 
and I know he can feel me, I know we have felt one another without touching also. 

As always, he feels like electricity passing through me. 

Even when he is just sitting next to me in class, or walking by me; I feel what it would 
feel like to have him inside of me, to past through me as he would go in and out of my body. Y et 
I want the real thing! I need him; I want to feel, even more, this is good, but I want everything, I 
need all of him! Yes, I am still in love with that boy! It is as if I am spiritual, emotionally, and 
morally aware of him, and linked somehow. It is what he does for pleasure, all his sensations go 
through me, as mine goes through him, all we need to do is think or feel ourselves. 

We both can feel each other, and that is so sensual to me, and surely to him as well. I 
wonder if anyone knows that? Yes, even though we do not touch in front of anyone, I can feel 
his lovely soul in mine. I think this gift is something, I was granted that day, I died also, and was 
given life ones more by Lily’s touch. Just as her touch brought me back to life, she is with me 
also, in many sensations, which I cannot explain, other than saying they are heavenly. 

Chapter: 18 

Am I Doing, Okay? 

All these days reminds me of Offspring songs. There is one set of lyrics, that strikes a 
chord with me, and my life... the one song it speaks these words saying quote- ‘Don't waste your 
whole life trying to get back what was taken away.’ So tme, that is all I have done from day one, 
maybe I just need to try to move on if I can. Yes, I knew that they were going to do this to me. I 
just had that filling along with that churning in my stomach. I knew it because; I was in the area 
at that time of the events that took place. I am a perfect target as usual! Oh, the sisters love to 
mess with people's heads. They love to toy with illusion, confusion until you have delusion; it is 
all part of their grandiose scheme to take control over you and me. 

However, I try to live my life aloof as much as I can. But, with them up my ass constantly, 
there is nothing I can do, but suffer the consequences of being human. An ultimate price for 



thoughtfulness. I always thought the sisters were evil, but then again, I did not foresee this quite 
like this... they are going to try to pin Lily's situation and her death on me. I know it, I can feel it, 
I can foresee it, and I can taste it. 

What can I do? I was there... and they know it. They know I felt her death and they know 
I saw the visions. I am a witness that will not die for them. Yet, they keep trying to kill me in 
every way imaginable, they have an image of evil that mystifies my mind. 

(Verdict) 

Yes, I believe that is what they are going to do, twist the tmth around as usual. What 
should I do! You cannot go to the higher authority because everything is cormpt by the tower, no 
one wants to talk or listen to what I have to say, so I cannot explain what happened. 

I guess-1 am just stuck with no way out as usual. 

Even on the witness stand. I saw it! I know it was them. Nevertheless, it is for against one, 
I do not stand a chance, they will try to convict me of something I did not do and place me in 
situations in which I did not cause. They are the ones that did the deeds they are the ones that 
need to face the consequences of what they did, instead of pinning the blame on everyone's 
shoulders but there's. They are pinning that all on me, and I do not know what I am facing if they 
do. I know that-1 will most likely refuse in talking to the authorities, yet I will give details on 
what I can. 

They will either think I am psychic or psycho. I can lead them to what happened, and I 
can illuminate the facts that they did not see, but are they going to believe me, I can show them 
the way. Just like- ‘You can lead a camel to water, but you cannot always get him to drink.’ Will 
they choose to see my visions? I do not think they will their minds were made up. Before I sat 
down in the courtroom, I could feel they unfriendliness, and see how they were looking at me. I 
cannot hark back to everything; you know they do not understand that either. I have the vision of 
getting charged with this manslaughter, because in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, you are guilty 
until proven innocent, and if the clan and the tower have anything to do with it, you will be 
locked in their dungeon forever. 

However, I know I have to tell someone, what exactly happened. Still, will anybody 
believe me? Probably not... I know I am going to get interrogated, and I know that I will have a 
polygraph facing me. The tmth will come out on autographed lines of morality, I suppose. The 



facts will be stranger than their fiction! I believe that there will be a trial ahead, where I will have 
to sit in front of twelve jurors, and they can make their judgments, the word verdict means tmth, 
what is the tmth only Lily Anderson knows, yet I know also... but how do I prove to a court 
system that I am talking to a spirit? They will think I am psychotic. How do you explain to the 
world, that you have psychic ability? 

Lily Anderson before she fell to her death three stories down was raped by the sisters, 
they forced her into acts that most cannot even imagine, or maybe you just do not want to. All 
the same, I saw everything anyway, and I tmly know what it feels, like to be in that state of 
affairs. If she did not want to engage in all of those activities, they would beat the crap out of her. 

Lily would always show up with fresh bmises, but she always made up excuses. 
Conversely, I always knew who did it, but she did not say much about it. She wore them well, 
and she did not like to tell, mainly because she had - fear. The fear is the alternate drive to 
stopping anyone from doing anything. Oh yes, fear can break a person, fear can drive a person to 
drastic solutions or conclusions. Fear can drive some nonsensical, and fear can make you 
brilliant. The fear does it all. Yes, fear is a death sentence, one way or another. 

Either you fear about living, or you fear about dying. Fear comes down to a simple choice 
actually; do I want to live, or when and where do I want to die? Who or what is going to be the 
cause, and will anybody care afterward or do they now? That is the fear we have when the eyes 
are upon us, and the spirit lives to talk to us. 

Lily, she had no choice, she either had to do what the sisters wanted... or be beaten with 
an inch of life, either way, she always ended up with markings on her body. I believe that if 
things would have pressed on like, that for her she would a lost her mind, yet some say she did? 
Like I said- time within the hellhole is a slow time, where anybody finds anything to keep their 
mind busy. Some draw! Some have sex! Some have sports and clubs! Someone like me has 
nothing to them, and yet I have it all. I know I can do anything, because I have so many god- 
gifted talents, and just because I am not like you, does not mean I ca nn ot do the unimaginable. 

(Alliances) 

So, the question is why do we make groupings? Why do we classify people according to 
how they will look, speak, or the way they act? Why do we put people in classes regarding what 
other people think, why do we? These are some of the activities, which some do to keep their 



mind sharp, and the others have to pay the price. What is your thing? There are some, which cut 
class for recreational reasons. 


Some go into the bathroom to relieve all the day’s stresses, and some that will sleep 
throughout the boring classes. There are some, which are the class pet. Some of the higher 
authority gets with the students, and they have their moments of disorderly conduct together. 
Then some are class clowns. Then there are some gay ones, some are straight ones, and then 
there are the ones that all they do is make out and suck face. Some cannot keep their hands off 
my private parts. A number of them just plain hate everything and everybody. 

Somewhere their boyfriend’s football jerseys on Fridays. Some sell drugs, several if not 
all are engaging in mischievous activities like sex you no like giving hand-jobs and blowjobs at 
the age of twelve and older. Some are the star of the team. 

Some have their grades handed to them. Then there are the ones just like I rejected and 
misunderstood in everything. Some are the color of white and others not, yet we all should be 
equal, but it seems that we are not. It all comes down to the fact that we all do things differently, 
no matter how hard we try not to be categorized it is still going to happen as a result of human 
control. I am just telling it how I see it. Which is the truth? Just like some girls and guys out 
there say they do not want to date you for some irrelevant reason, because of their mom and 
dad's belief, about you being this and that. 

Because, of what they said, or their friends say, yet the next day, she or he is with 
someone older or younger than you. 

Furthermore, the excuse they said to you is complete bullshit. So, when you see them 
with a jerk, which only wants one thing. Yet because of their friends, mom, and dad approves of 
them... that is whom they date, and not the one they truly love or want to get to know. I find it is 
so unbearably hard to get to know people when they do not want to get to know me, or they fear 
what they will say or do to them, no dater wants to be the first, to break this evil spell from them, 
because of the fear. Why do I not know? I guess it is all because they think they are too good for 
me. 


Likewise, I will never be good enough. Which pisses me off. 

Give it a chance, will you? Hello! It is not as if I am going to molest you. 



And-1 do not bite unless you want me to. He- he! 

(Decide on) 

What will you be in your hellhole? Are you the type that just harasses someone until they 
crack? Will you stand up for your rights, or let someone slam you to the ground? Will you let the 
others that are left out behind? Are you going to help them out in their time of need? What do 
you choose to be? If you are like the sisters, then all you do is cause havoc for innocent lives. 
Besides, if you are like me all I do is try to help people. 

(Murmurs) 

The ghostly words that I hear from the ones that speak to me are saying something like- 
‘Look out for the stars that shine for you in hope. But- be aware to not fall to the deception. Do 
not mistake a star for a black hole, in the days of days, and the times of time, where the banners 
will be the red blood your loved one will have to shed. This will show the light upon the fault 
line. When their vials break free upon you and them. This may pull you around while looking at 
the ground. If you see this coming it is already too late for them to ran, your loved one will be 
under the rains of fire, with the fight of freedom, and honor, with dust and sun. Remember you 
will have some loss to indoor, yet the footprints have been made, and the boots will bring you 
and them home. Think of keeping the angels near. Yet always looking look up even when you 
are knocked down by life. The stars that we know, and love may just fall to us in a cloud of 
white dust, and life as we know it may not be here, and surely nothing will be clear.’ I do not 
know what it means- do you? Should I be scared? What are they telling me? Is this in my future? 

(Spirit and evil life) 

It is interesting how you can find your Angel, and how they can find you. I still believe it 
is a blessing to be able to see an angel. 

However, the sisters must have heard the voices of hope and how they have spoken down 
on me, and they are going to try to reverse it and use it against me like a hex like they have been 
doing all these days in the past. Which makes me believe, they have dark powers for 
themselves... for them to know my abilities, which come from the divine. They must have some 
kind of inkling or something. As I said, I think the sisters and the clan took things way too far, 
and it got out of hand. They were in the moment of high ecstasy with their erotic acts, they had 
complete authority over their meek victim. 



Until they just pinned her against the window and she pushed her through in a moment of 
climax. Do I think they meant to kill her? In all honesty, I do not believe so; I think it was a 
crime of passion. An activity of rage and hot lust, that led to murder and manslaughter; however, 
now it is my cross to bear. Yet I am joyful, that I have what I have. It is thought-provoking to 
thi nk that I am the one that is being pinned for sexual harassment when the sisters have been 
with every walk of life and higher authority within the hellhole. Some of the allegations in which 
they are saying that I committed on Lily are as follows: devious acts, a lewd act on a child, 
indecent exposure, assault, corruption of a minor, harassment and disorderly conduct, and 
reckless endangerment. If only Lily could talk, to someone other than me. If they only knew the 
real story. 

Then 1 would not have to; try to explain the situation, which will never be understood in a 
court of law, or at the school. How can I explain Lily's situation when I caimot even explain my 
own? I wonder how much juvenile time, I will have to spend on these lies, I will be sent away in 
a dingy tan colored uniform, I just can feel it coming. All I have to say is watch what you do, 
watch where you are, and always keep your eyes alert, and your ears ready to listen. The vultures 
are always around the comer, and if they can get out of something, by pinning it on somebody 
else, they will do it... that is a threat and a promise by them. 

(Time) 

I should know I have to go to all these programs, and night classes, and it is in this 
Pennsylvania juvenile detention center just to keep them on my back for four months, yet I have 
not lost too many points. Yes, I have my thoughts to keep me entertained. I guess, yet being here 
like this is so depressing, no love just- hate! Yes, I miss seeing him too. I miss seeing all the 
faces too actually; I never thought that would ever happen. I was the blame in their game, at least 
I have time to think in this closet. 

Yet I miss my home, and my pink bedroom and my privacy, the staff here are mean, 
along with the girls I am with, the food is cold and tastes repulsive. On the other hand, my blue 
belt I have at the top of my tight-fitting shorts shows that I am doing what they say. That my 
uniforms are folded and worn the right way. That my paper-thin bed is tidy and also made the 
right way, I do not have any contraband. Nope-1 know NOT to talk back to them! I do not need 
that belt to change color, and keep me here any longer. Mainly so, that I can get away some days. 



and then it is back into this repetition they set up for me. Yet hoping to get back into the 
repetition of everyday life, that I took for granted. 


‘I am innocent!’ 

Y et many of the girls here say that, though I truly am. The public defender screwed me 
because the sisters paid him and the judge off. Surely, you knew that I did not have the money to 
get a good attorney. I am only fifteen almost sixteen as of now, and I am being accused of 
charges, that are just ridiculous. 

I do not know how one person can even be the mastermind of such heinous thoughts, but 
the towers and their clans have no life other than torturing those, that are trying to make a life for 
themselves. I know this record is going to destroy my future occupations, yet I keep trying. I will 
just have to wait and see how this all turns out. It may just blow over, or I will be in the path of 
the blizzard once more. 

However, it all comes down to one simple fact really; I do not know if I can take much 
more. But does it matter anyway; I have the term of something impossible to change. Just 
remember, that it should only be you, which chooses what you want to think about me. Not what 
they say. I remember that day as if it was yesterday, the day the sisters officially pin the murder 
of Lily Anderson on me. Sometimes I think if you dwell on something long enough, it will come 
true... therefore if you think that somebody is going to place something down upon you, they 
will. 


My convictions are a mile-long, and I did not do anything to anyone. 

However, being convicted of something you just did not do happens all the time? 

By the way, Lily Anderson was found is what they are trying to relate... all of that on me, 
and what they have made up about me in the past. Oh, stories can be told over with slight 
variations until they become believed by society. They also said I was guilty because I spent so 
much time ciying at her grave. Can you believe that? 

What was nothing becomes’ something? Whatever happened after the made-up fact gets 
past down the line and becomes the words of a travesty. 

Just like holding hands, it can lead to much more. Just like a kiss can be the beginnings of 
the end. I have learned this the hard way; like everything, I have learned how to do. So, this is 



how I became part of those classifications because the sisters made it appear that I was a danger 
to myself and others. Yet the higher authority does not see what they need to see. They cannot 
see just how dangerous these girls can be; nope they just blame someone like me, and that was 
all my life, not just as of now? 

So, I asked the question: ‘Are we blind or do we choose not to see?’ Do we sometimes 
see things, and misinterpret them and put the judgment on someone else's hands that were 
completely innocent? Yes, no, maybe? Do we all think corrupt, by pondering, that they are the 
ones that should be punished for doing something that was nothing in the wrong? It is all about 
choosing what we think? Is thinking just a state of evolution and illusion? Is it all about 
concluding? Is it all about seeing a vision from a guardian angel that protects you? Is this the 
only true hope, finding faith? Is faith the only help for us to get us through life? 

Thinking like this is all I have. When freedom is so far away, and it was taking away 
from me just like my life! 

Chapter: 19 

A Moment in Time 

The four months have passed, and I am home, as planned! Hope was happy to see me yet 
not thrilled. However, I still feel as if I am running a marathon, yes going down the same old 
path with no lights and no colors at all, time and time again like having their ghostly faces 
flashing in my eyes time and time again. ‘It feels as if all my trophies and rewards which I know 
I have earned have been taken away.’ It is not because I do not deserve it; it is because they do 
not think I should have them. 

What do I mean by this? 

While the tower thinks I do not deserve the honor, along with anyone's companionship or 
friendship, she makes it seem as if I should be looked down upon in society. She makes everyone 
think that I should be locked in my room, and not able to see the light of day. Though I know 
society does not believe all of her lies, most think very highly of me, yet they are not allowed to 
think and speak freely. They cannot show their support or their true feelings towards me or let it 
be known. 



If they do... she finds out... she will go into one of her hissy fits and starts threatening 
people. You cannot deny her! If you do you have to, kiss her ass for the rest of your life. 
Additionally, if you do not kiss her ass, she makes sure you have everything you want, but not 
what you tmly need. Yet they have to be friends with her. 

So, they cannot be friends with me, because of her, and I am never going to kiss 
anybody's ass- like that! Oh, society is a vicious circle of unjust human beings you should know 
this. They caimot see or think for themselves. Not all society is this way; nevertheless, as the 
days go by and the country keeps going downhill, more and more, we are falling into the tower's 
traps. There are many towers and clans among us, and their victims like me have been holding 
the death card far too long. 

So, we become hermits and seek for the answers while groping in the dark, yet there is no 
salvation unless we have hope and faith. I know that everything is going to work itself out. The 
tower is always depicted as crumbling and flaming. The tower is nothing but a big fat pain in the 
ass. That is never going to let me go or go away from me if I move, they will follow me if they 
do not then they will find somebody else in which to do their deed for them. 

That is why I refer to them as vultures, or the blackbird clan, and other animals, there 
nothing but beasts to me. As I have described in the past, they take on animal-like traits when 
they attacked me. It would be different if I could get away from my stalkers. All the same, they 
live far enough away from me that they are out of sight, but- yet they are close enough to me that 
they can draw their swords, and cut my tme identity down to nothing. Oh, as I have said 
reputation is everything, without popularity you are nothing in the hellhole society. If you do not 
have a cell phone number, then you just do not exist to them. If you are on the walls, they pick 
and choose whom they want to talk to... and it most likely is not going to be someone like me. 

What I am seeing. Is that youngest people cannot read or spell anything, because they are 
illiterate, yet why should it matter communication is all going electronic anyway. Forget about 
using cash to pay for anything everybody wants to use his or her plastic and mess around with it 
for hours to make it work. Besides, losing a couple of dollars doing it every time. Whatever 
happened to simplicity? I have fifty cents in my skirt pocket, and I am happy with that. If you are 
not on social networking, then there is no friendship. Tf you do not have one million pictures of 
you doing the same pose repeatedly then you are not considered attractive.’ Tmly think about it, 
and it is ridiculous how idiotic the world has become! 



(The neighborhood) 

Parents are afraid to let their ehildren play outside... parents are afraid to let their 
children go to school; why? Because the higher authority does not protect them and the kids are 
becoming nothing but hell raisers. So, we want the computers to become the teachers for the 
children, and the PlayStation's to be the main form of entertainment... Just look around, Joe 
Walsh he tells it like it is saying quote- ‘Violence and murder is rated PG, too bad for the 
children they are what they see!’ On the other hand, it all could be that they are afraid of me, and 
what they think I will do to them; I do not know- do you? The parents in ‘The Land of Many 
Steeples’ are getting welfare, and have ten different boyfriends or girlfriends a night to satisfy 
their needs. Then they just keep popping out kids. Yap and it is our tax dollars, which pays for it 
all. 


Children are blessings which need nurturing and loving and understanding parents, 
however, it seems to nurture has gone out the window. You cannot correct your child or the 
authorities will be knocking at your door while taking you away for child abuse. That is just how 
it is... yet, in school for me, I have my skirt lifted and my bare ass smacked every day, and it 
seems always by a male teacher just one of the higher authorities fordoing nothing in the wrong- 
yet they say I do. I just do not get it. 

Yet, I am reminded of a quote ‘If you spare the rod you will spoil the child.’ That is 
interesting because there is no discipline in this country anymore. Every one is ignorant, arrogant 
and just plain vain. Why are we like this? Yet why are some allowed to smack our asses and 
others not? Good question- right? 

The economy is in the shitter yet nobody gives a damn, why should we go out and find a 
job? We can make more money on unemployment then if we were working. ‘We do not export 
anything, yet we import them and yet they hate us, but yet we still love them! ’ All you have to do 
is look at our front-mnners and see for yourself. Pointing fingers is not getting us anywhere, 
throwing everything out and starting over is what is needed. But once again you have to think for 
yourself and make your own choices, instead of letting them decide for you. I mean this in the 
nicest way pull your head out of your ass and start caring about someone other than yourself, that 
is what I had to do, to see what was happening. 


(Readings) 



My tower and clan think she and they are so clever... the tower she knew this and she 
used it meaning she knew what to look up. That is why it is so important to understand the signs 
and cards. Those that know can figure out what is going to happen in life or heings around. If 
you follow the signs and cards, the stars can predict how things are going to turn out. I referred 
to this person as the tower mainly because they build and block, they cannot be stopped, this is 
only one solution that I know of... however you cannot blossom with any relationships or dating, 
and being social is over before it starts with any society around. Still, they are constantly 
watching over me. 

Just like I said they have eyes in the sky meaning, if they are not the ones following 
behind me, they make sure that they have someone that will. Their followers always report back 
to the main headquarters, they have to get the information to her so she can twist it and make 
everybody believe her lies. Some of the lies in which the tower has created for me include. Being 
gay, I am far from it... Engaging in activities with children, which is completely disgusting. 

Lewd acts the list goes on and on. 

‘Oh, the internet is a powerful tool; it was created for good, however, some use it for their 
evil.’ I had to pay with my time, for what I did not do, when is it going to end? I need to stop 
looking at ‘Blabber 

Book!’ that way I will not see what they say. The tower patrols the land still and forever, 
and if she dies her offspring will take, her place her spirit will rise from the ashes, and go into the 
next demon to be. It is a never-ending battle; you cannot do anything about it. What they do to 
you is never seen, but it is heard by everyone. ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ is corrupt, and she 
has all the officials wrapped around her little finger. So basically, she mns ‘The Land of Many 
Steeples’, we all cannot do anything without the tower getting involved, or having their nose in it 
somehow. 

(What they do) 

If you have something in which they want, and they do not have the means of getting it. 
They will either take it off you, or break yours, so it is no longer an enjoyment to you. They 
create enough stories until everyone turns their back on you, so much so that I could write a book 
about it. It is thought-provoking because most of my life I was naive, just an innocent girl doing 
everyday activities, which would not cause harm to anyone. 



But- life is cruel, and you have to become wise... get smart and look out for the 
unexpected, you do not want them or someone like a tower to start on you. All the same, do not 
let them stop you, do what you want, they are not godly, so do not be tempted by their welcomed 
takeovers they are only obscure fallen angel, like vouchers of mind corruption. 

‘They will slander you to, as they did to me, and will make your life a living hell.’ The 
towers and her clans, and cops she bangs comes around me so much that it is laughable. A deed 
she does for them to follow me, and to keep them in fear, of what she could say and what she 
could do. All the sisters all like to flaunt what they have got. I think that they like to make me eat 
my heart out. 

Why? 

For the reason that they have steady dates, in all honesty, I do not give a shit about what 
they have or what they do. I know what I want, and I plan to receive it with a loving heart, body, 
and soul. They want me to see them hand-in-hand with the Kissing, giggling and going out on 
dates. They have it set up so that I cannot even get one. Like I have said the tower and her clan 
make sure that all I do is sit in my pink bedroom, and think about what I cannot have... that is 
the whole intent they want to try to drive me insane, I do not think they will? 

A devious plan indeed, sometimes it bothers me, and sometimes not. It just depends on 
the day’s situation at hand. I know that I should not let the sisters bother me. I know that their 
dates are not in love with them; their mother just sets up everything to make it look like they 
have more than I do. ‘That is what I mean about love, in love or just infatuation.’ Being 
infatuated with somebody, yes, it is fun and can have its moments, but it is never going to last. 
Having cheap flings is kind of pathetic, and a joke. ‘I work for what I have; I do not live off what 
my parents hand me.’ 

(The first typed pages I have finished, now that I am back home.) 

There are real couples in which I can see; all the sisters and the tower want me, all they 
want me to do is sit in my misery, and think about what they have done to me. However, I got 
news for you... they will never get the best of me! All towers are nothing but weakly structured 
beings, which look for guidance from black hooded entities beings; they spend many hours, 
fading your identity, while the dark evil demonic powers, raining their acid over your flowers. 



You are left to pull the petals off the daisy flowers. Asking the question do they love me 
or not? While your emotions tear, you apart and you cannot speak because your tongue is tied 
into a not. It is no one's fault but the tower. As you sit going through flower after flower until the 
tears become sour. And you are left to rot like that one last daisy flower. You want to scream 
because you feel like it is your dying hour, knowing that there is only one more flower, knowing 
that is the only solution left, however, there are no pedals to fulfill that desire. 

Chapter: 20 

Bale of My Tme Identity 

The more days that go by the more belligerent the blackbird clan becomes towards me. I 
know that the clan is going to say that I am on drugs, and doing other things and more. God only 
knows what all she has been saying about me to my classmates. 1 can feel the talk all around me. 
Plus, I can see the fear on their faces. I know that the clan head is going to do everything in her 
power to make my life miserable because she thinks I have a thing for her boyfriend. How would 
she even know if I do or do not? She does not even really know me. Just like Ava and her sisters 
said that she missed me and that she has a ‘gift’ waiting for me, I have an idea of what that is 
going to be. 

Oh, how I would love to tell her to go and get ‘bent! ’ I cannot say that I know anything 
about the blackbird clan and their family. I do not know what their problem is... All I know is 
that they have a problem and major issues. There has to be something psychologically wrong 
with these people, and nobody chooses to see it. 1 guess that is trickery, Satan always takes care 
of his children. They just keep dancing around the fires, while chopping down the chosen ones’ 
spring flowers, yes down to nothing, with their flames. Those who do not bow down to them 
during their rituals of voodoo will be next on the list. If you live or have your right-thinking after 
their dancing, it is a wonder. 

I know that Ava thinks, I have a crush on her too... or so she tells everyone... that I want 
to be with her; in romantic ways, which is completely ludicrous. Could you just imagine what 
that would be like, or worse what it would look and feel like? It seems like I cannot even look at 
someone without them thinking that I am trying to make a pass at him or her. It is so stupid! It 
kind of makes me want to laugh, but on a serious note, it is a problem. Oh- yes it all started with 



the tower. So fascinating because people do not even know me, yet they make assumptions based 
on what she and her descendants say. 

Everyone thinks that I am into them in a romantic sense. Yet this is what the tower keeps 
saying to everyone, along with other words that are so heinous I cannot even wrap my mind 
around what is being said. Just when I think, the talk is dying off, their clan starts dancing around 
the fires again, and it all begins again like raining fire with the wrath of terror. The words should 
be getting old by now, however, they always put in some twists on what they say, and it always 
gets back to me eventually, but some people still buy into it because they have no choice. But, to 
bow down to her. Stand up for your rights, you have the freedom to do whatever you think is 
best for you... please do not listen to it they're two-faced! 

Like- I said they make everyone think that I am desperate for affection because they think 
that 1 cannot get any action. Ha, I learned that if you work hard, and you do the right thing you 
could achieve anything. You know 1 would rather have someone tell me to my face that they are 
not interested in having a friendship or relationship, rather than sneaking around just to avoid me. 
I would rather have you tell, me that I am nothing to you, why? Because I would have more 
respect for you. I know the only reason why they're avoiding me is because of what the tower has 
said, and you all are afraid of the wrath. 

But then again you have a choice to make, so what do you decide on? What do you 
believe about me? What else are you going to know, and think if that is what you have been told, 
withheld, and grown- up to do, it has all become known over the years, and that is what you 
understand as of now? 

Whatever that is exactly has become almost fact in all your minds. It is like instead of 
truly getting to know someone, you all just go along with what everybody else is saying, and 
accept it as true. So- ‘What a pity we can believe what we want to believe.’ We can do what we 
wanted to, but if you choose to go along with the tower then you are the one losing out, besides 
let’s not fail to mention that you may lose your soul as well. If enough voices come together, 
then the tower will be nothing, and she will cmmble. Though, the true question remains; have 
you figured out who the tower is? Do you have any idea... who she is yet? If not, then you need 
to keep reading between the lines. Then it will eventually become known. 

I have nothing to hide, asked me any questions you want. 



However, I do feel that surely, the tower will be unmasked and revealed at some point 
coming up shortly; the tower is not just a card in my deck. She is a real person! (Back to my 
normal school days.) Well, it is normal for me...! This is what I see all around me now, and what 
I am feeling. Just like in homeroom before class starts, while saying the pledge of allegiance 
everyone should be looking at the candy lines, but instead, I feel as if they're all looking at me. 
The books slam on the desk in stacks, and the doors bang. Then just to set down in the linked 
desks that have chewed gum on the seats, an awesome start to the day. Looking around Randy 
Waygate is sharpening his pencil into a woody, and it grinds in my ears. Plus- Ava is trying to 
play with my hair and cress it. 

Maybe it is because I have Lily’s one ribbon bobby-pinned above my left ear at all times 
now. It is the only thing, which defines me, away from this uniformity. Ava just has to sit behind 
me, doesn’t she? People ask me why I wear it, and I say because I loved her, and she was my 
girlfriend. Yet they think I wear it because I feel guilty, that I was the cause. Also, they do not 
understand that two girls can have strong feelings for one another. It is as if they do not get it. All 
I know is a lot of people need to keep their nose on their faces, and your hands on your skirts, all 
I am asking for is a little bit of space. Please just back off! 

(Drifting off in class) 

Then my daydream starts everything will work out, at a certain time, and a certain place. 

I can tmst you; you are the right one for me. It is like I am the shoe you are the laces. We do not 
need to care about anybody else's faces, as we do not care whoever chases. There are many 
opportunities, there have been my opportunities knocking on my back door, and I know that life 
is not always about making a score. It is all right to be ignored; I have the Lord, and he is 
walking by my side. Not to mention I have someone who thinks I am great, and they're not afraid 
of saying it now, they have nothing to hide. Oh, yes it will not be long until we hold hands and 
walk side by side, upon the silver chariot we will ride. It is going to be you in which I confide. 

Chiaz-1 still remember the first time that we met; it seems like it was just yesterday. Still 
takes my breath away, I guess fate took place, where she was standing in front of me; we did not 
say any more than two words to one another. 

However, I just brushed the hair away from her face with my hand and wrapped her hair 
around her earlobe, that was the first time, that I looked into eyes that made me feel like that, it 



was like I saw the future. Yes, the blue eyes that did all the talking for her. From that very 
moment, at that very time, it was love at first sight forme, as well as I knew that she was the one 
for me! Yes, it is easy for me to say that I am in love with Nevaeh; I have been cmshing on her 
for many years. However, there has always been something to stand in the way. 

Nevertheless, our time is about to come, and all things will be realized. 

‘I will be her hero; that is if she lets me.’ I will bet for a fact the first time, that we kiss 
she will tremble when our lips meet. She would be the type of girl that would hold me in her 
arms, as well as I would do the same for her. 

You need not fear because-1 would always be there to take any pain away that I can. I 
would stand by her for eternity. I have nothing to hide, how badly I want us to be together 
walking side-by-side. But then again only if it is right and it is me you see on your site, whenever 
the time is right one of these nights. 

I hope you can see that there is nothing or anyone that can stop me or change how I feel. I 
could see you in that white dress, I can envision our children when looking into your eyes, I 
know you are the girl that would never tell me any lies, take my hand, and we can leave this land, 
and start our life. 

Who knows what surprise will arrive. Let us go somewhere where there is a warm beach, 
and numerous sunrises and peaceful evenings. I guess the better question is would you wear my 
ring? 

All she has to do is say my name and my knees get a week, I am in love or am I in too 
deep? What is it that I am feeling that makes me want more and more? It is like I can feel 
Nevaeh beside me even when she is not touching against my body, yet I can feel the sensations, I 
do not even have a word that could even explain how this girl makes me feel. 

Oh, yes remembering all the words that were spoken that were right and that was wrong. 

I ask- ‘Does it matter what others say if you are happy with what you want? So, belief in what 
you need, yes it just might, after all, come tme for you. I believed that my hopes and dreams will 
happen, and come tme for me... so if you do the same it just might for you as well, if you have 
hope and yes listen to your own words that speak from the heart and nowhere different. 



Oh, I remember back when I was there; I felt an intense attraction toward her, whom I 
have only seen or noticed in passing back when I walked the halls. Yet I felt very drawn in 
incomprehensible ways, as I did not know Nevaeh all that well. Yet on another level, I did know 
her extremely well so it feels, yes, it is this feeling that pulled me into her like a magnet, ever 
closer to her side. If we are ready to step foot together, then all she needs to do was say ‘yes!’ 
Listen to your heart and nothing else. 

Nevaeh- Adriane the eldest of the evil bitches knows, that I know what she did, and is 
making everybody think that I have major issues, even though Alissa graduated last year, I still 
feel her pressures in the hellhole walls. It seems like even though someone graduates there is 
always someone else to take their place. One is demoted, and then one is promoted. 

The same goes for the higher authority, if the sisters do not want someone in an activity, 
they can pick and choose who is going to get the spotlight. That even goes for the higher 
authority, if they do not want a certain teacher in their little click, then he/she will not be in this 
establishment any longer. Just like they did to the librarian, they did not find him to be a user so 
he got the ax. 

For example- Ava will say the teachers do certain things to her. Yet if they do not do 
what she wants, she will make them, either way, they are getting fired. It is all part of the 
hellhole game. What can you do when someone has that much power over the whole land of 
many steeples? Everything is cormpt, crooked and dishonest. 

But- everybody is too busy looking at their cell phones and technologies to even care or 
understand what is going on. On the other hand, maybe they are just afraid. Fears a terrible thing, 
I should know I have the wrath of these people for many years. On the other hand, I have come 
to the point where I just do not care anymore. 

Like-1 said, I am not the one that is in the wrong here. You can call me whatever you 
want. I know that I did not do anything, what they are saying never happened, the time I did is 
the time I lost. Just because you follow me do not assume that you can get me to hook up with 
you. It is not going to happen now or ever. Also, just because I follow you, does not imply that 1 
want anything from you other than friendship. It seems like you cannot talk to anyone without 
having technology getting in the way anymore. If you do not have a number, you just do not 



exist. If you have a profile, you have 1,000 people or more saying things about you positive or 
negative their opinions resonate throughout the lands. 

Moreover- the entire negative comments are from the ill-advised profiles. They are 
making everyone forget about me entirely. It is just like the domino effect. One starts the lie and 
it just keeps going down the line, until my profile has no choice but to expire. Anymore I find 
anything online is just a waste of time, whatever happened to communication? You know when 
you talked to another person, and do not have to type it. Plus- people do not even type with real 
words anymore; it is like they have their language of bull shit. 

Think before you speak this will help out anyone and any the situation, so think before 
you type, we live in a world of instant messaging instant, everything can happen in that instant 
you could be in a lot of trouble. Just remember a profile photo is nothing like the real thing. Just 
because you are sitting behind a screen, does not make it safe to tell everybody about your life's 
history. Remember that someone is looking for you to help you make the right choice, but you 
have the choice to listen to them and not the entities of destmction. Just like I am a Christian I 
know that I am going to be cmcified. Just like being, prosecuted by a word of mouth, and stoned 
by the fighting battles of the ones that do not understand me and my behefs. For the reason that a 
life of righteousness I will be hated; since we live in a dark Infertility type of world.’ 

They think I cannot be holy because of the way I am, and the life I live and want to have. 
Okay if you say so...! Just remember that you are not always going to be in the judgment of your 
friends and networks, someday at the times of times and end of days, you will be judged by what 
truly matters. I have learned that my suffering shows my living off the right lifestyle. What else 
is said and seen does not mean a thing. As long as I feel okay, then most likely I will be. 

Chapter: 21 

Wrecked, Broken, Shattered, and Stained 

‘Sweet sixteen!’ Nevaeh- My junior year of school at the hellhole, I finally got my 
driver’s license- thank God after I got back! Yet I already had my wheels. 

Surprisingly one-night Hope gave me her late husband’s car. As a gift, it was the night, 
and the same day she ripped off my skirt at school. When she dropped me off... how could I 
forget? 



I guess she was so embarrassed for me, that she wanted to make me feel better, and that 
was surely a good way of doing it. That was the day she handed me the car keys. Besides, they 
said- ‘It’s all yours! However, you have to weigh you can drive.’ She also said, ‘I do not get you 
much because I do not have much to give you as you no. Your birthdays have passed without... 
time and time over, so hopefully, I have made up for not being bountiful to you.’ I said- ‘Yes, 
you did well!’ 

I was thinking this thing is mine; does this big car even run. Yet I said thanks- and I gave 
her a giant bear hug. And she said- ‘yeah- yeah- yeah, honey- don’t make a big thing out of this. 

I don’t want you to get your hopes up too much, and get disappointed.’ Yet I could not help it- 
but to be thrilled, I think I even squealed and then cried sweet tears of joy. If you have not 
figured out, I cry- about everything and anything. So, at that time- In the back of my mind- 
however, I was thinking does this car even idle? I am just a girl that does not know all that much 
about cars, other than knowing if 1 look cute in it. 

Plus-1 know that this car is unlike all the other cars in the parking lot- that is for sure, 
most of them drive shitty looking Toyota’s and Honda’s. Nevertheless, it has a style, and it is 
somewhat beat-up- yet has- elegance to it, that fits me quite well- if I do say so myself. Yes-1 
freaking love this car that is in the bam, it has sexy lines on it, and those fins are sweet. It is baby 
blue like my eyes, and cream on the lower section, she has two-doors. 

Yapper, I have a 1957 Chevy bel-air. I remember the first time I started it up- it roared to 
life and purred like a kiddy cat. Yet I had to put a pillow on the seat, just to see out and over, the 
V-shaped speedometer, and through the middle of the wrap-around windshield. The steering 
wheel is so big to me, it silly to me really; as it takes all my might to move it. Oh, yeah there was 
no power steering in 1957. As well as the headlights, the dimmer switch is on the floor of all 
places. 

Oh yeah- good luck in finding that gas door. 

That took some time to find. This car is my baby, plus- I like shiny things what can I say. 
I have been mbbing and cleaning her for over a year now, every day fixing her up, I do not mind 
that I have gotten a really dirty day in and day out fixing her, it gave me something to look 
forward to doing. I just wear one of hope's old ripped up tank tops and nothing else. So, I did not 
have to worry about it, getting my other stuff messed up, as you know I do not have a lot to 



where. Some days, I just worked in the bam all night wearing my only now see-through pink 
nighty. Yet once I was in there, I would take it off; to work so I could keep it clean, so it was 
nice to wear that night in the house. Anyways about a week after I got home from the young girls’ 
jail. Hope she said- ‘You have been through a lot, and I know, that you did not do those things 
they said. Because you passed with flying colors there. So, it is time for us to go for a ride in 
your car. You are a good girl, I know this.’ 

(‘It’s good to have you back!’ -she said under her breath.) 

I remember that the hardest thing for me to do was to learn how to drive it when I was 
about to turn sixteen. Because- it has a three-speed shifter that is on the column. With low, 
second and high, and you have to be so careful when you change the gears from low to second 
that you do not throw it into reverse accidentally, and completely grind the gears. As the car is 
doing like twenty down the path. Then the car stalls out- and sounds like a pig yelling, and 
begging for mercy. How do I know this you ask? 

Will let’s just say-1 have done that. Like the first time, I went down the lane to learn, 
how to operate this boat of an automobile. 1 am a fast learner though, unlike others think, and I 
finally got it. Yet I can still hear Hope yelling from the porch- ‘Grind me a pound- Nevaeh.’ I 
guess to her it sounded like a meat grinder... or something like that. It was not long that I found 
out that I had a classic, American car. Yet I remember the first day I drove it to the hellhole and 
left it sitting out in my parking spot. I should have known not to; I should have been wiser. Yet I 
thought everything would be safe. 

Nope- it was not! Ava and her girls that day went, and they cut a class at some point in 
the day and broke into my baby. Then Ava- ‘Rubbed one out!’ that means that she masturbated, 
and squirted her lady-juices all over the inside of my car. Yes- and I mean it went all over. It 
was on my seat on the dash, on the floor, and Ava smeared what creaminess that was on her two 
fingers on the windows, and driver’s side vent. As her clan, sisters pissed all over the carpet on 
the floor, and took their dumps on the seat, and left their thongs behind. Alison, she wrote a note 
on her undies saying- ‘Now you have some pairs to where! ’ 

It was so nasty! Plus- the outside was covered and wrapped with toilet paper as well as 
littered with Ava and her sisters used feminine products. What is wrong with these girls? What 
did I do to deserve this one? Likewise, the other kids thought it was the most humorous thing. 



which they ever witnessed at the end of the school day. When I discovered it- You know, I was 
utterly sick to my stomach. I think I screamed so loudly it echoed throughout the land, and 
started to cry and ran while being pushed around bouncing around off their bodies, I cannot 
remember- I was so upset, and then the kids were all around me kicking, and pushing me from 
one place to another. 

I was just like a hacky sack for them, until I passed out, and drop to the hard ground. That 
gave them time for them to spit on me, and dump things like glue in my hair or whatever that shit 
was. Then what gets me is that she signed her name- Ava on the dashboard with a black 
permanent sharpie marker, and It reads, ‘Suck on this- Nevaeh- lick, what I gave you all up!’ and 
she drew a heart, with a line through it also. She wanted me to know because there was not a 
thing I could do about it. Depressed- to say that her juicy sprays were more yellowish, and a 
thick sticky white, then clear on my blue and white cloth seats. Yet, Hope, had the car towed and 
cleaned for me inside and out, she could not believe what kids do these days. 

Therefore, that was the first time that I drove my car to school and the last. That whole 
thing cost me a lot. I guess it is back to the bus. That is what everyone wants is it not. This 
completely sucked; 1 have a car that 1 cannot drive anywhere other than at home, or have it 
locked up in the bam- with the other mst bucket car. 

I think it is from the 1930s, it was out in the yard until this happened. Oh well, at least I 
have it all fixed up again, nicer than before... so I estimate you win some and you lose some. I 
am tbe one that is still blessed I have to remember. I recall the next day on the bus; the kids 
asked- ‘Why you are not storming around in your big fancy car- Nevaeh!’ 

They were mocking me. I did not say a word, as I was sitting there boiling on the inside, 
the reputation and repetition continued that year, just like the years of the past. As a result, I tried 
to block those days out of my mind altogether. I have also wondered and pondered this... if I 
should not just join Lily, and get my own set of white wings, to beg her to let me come up there 
with her. 

However, I know that if I do not live my life to its complete finale, I may not get my 
wings that I so desire. Why for the reasons that, I know that I will not make it up to the heavens. 
What can I do? Why do I feel this way? Why? Mainly because I went through my hell on earth 
in ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ But- there still has to be a way out, a way that I have not found 



yet? I have the understanding and realization that no one would care that I am even gone, and if 
they do care, they cannot... so why stay. So, I am left with so many decisions. 

Should I try again? Either the sisters are going to put me through their beatings until I am 
a bloody pulp, or do I choose to conclude and haunt them when I return. At that juncture, no 
dreamcatcher could catch me, at that point. I would be the one that is all-mighty and powerful 
over them. ‘I would haunt your dreams just like you have haunted mine, which is a promise.’ 

Oh, yes how I would love to be above the clouds, and see the ones that tmly care about 
me. Up there I would have a crown of royalty; all I have left down here is brokenhearted dreams, 
and the smells of disappointment radiating from the cow pastures that remind me of the shit that 
I go through. Just to keep my head above the water. The teachers preach lectures, yet it seems we 
learn nothing. 

The students watch, they do not give a shit about anybody, with their noses up in the air. 
Furthermore, their hands never where they should be. I do not know what cuts deeper when 
looking into my full-length mirror, or my emotions of what I remember. 

All the markings that they have made on my dresses have either been washed out or 
patched over and left to be forgotten. The fabric and slashes have been stitched closed, yet some 
gashes and preambles cannot be as they were before the manipulating, yes, the incisions 
openings rains on me in the evenings a reminder of what I lost. Yes, for the seams can never be 
as they were beforehand, the threads have been ripped apart forever. 

Lily understood this feeling too; she knew it all too well, it is just one more thing that just 
keeps things building up and building up, until the end. I never realized at the time how bad the 
situation would become until I went through it myself. There is no meaning behind it, which is 
what gets me. Am I the only one or are there more girls in this hellhole like me, which I do not 
know about, maybe there is? The bullies harass, it is like they smell their victims or maybe they 
can smell and taste the blood dripping down from the gash, which they have caused from before, 
and then it is like you are a wounded animal on the Serengeti they come in packs. 

Until you have nothing- nothing left... they lick up what is left of your body time and 
time over, afterward you have to get up and go on with the day, knowing that you have a 
decision to make. What decision would you make? I know what decision I will make! On like 
most my age, I do not drink and dmg my brain cells away. I am not senseless or slutty, T feel 



that being romantic is not dead, and it does exist. Yon just need to be with the right persons, 
which can show you what real expressions of love are!’ So, are you like me by believing that 
nothing will ever destroy the hope or dreams? On the other hand, are you someone like the clan? 
Are you going to be praised in the eyes of the fire, or the eyes of the clouds? Just like fallen 
angels the ones, that have fear of not standing up for what is righteous. Why, because it is more 
fashionable to live a life of turpitude. 

If someone has the light of hope, someone is going to want to dampen the affection. Just 
like me- when you are single for too long people start thinking, that you are either committed to 
yourself or that you are a little bit crazy or gay etcetera. I know this... I am not crazy or gay or 
whatever is said; I just have someone that blocks me out constantly while destroying my 
reputation. Just think about it. All of you have grown up with the roomers, your parents believed 
those parents, I do not have parents to fight for me, and the rest is history. So, what she and her 
clan said becomes known, and that is what was implied to my image. 

Is ittme? 

Hell no, start thinking for yourself people. Just because someone says, something about 
someone else does not mean that it is factual. Oh, I have tried to fix it... However, it is out of my 
control, little do you all know that the tower is what prevents everything from happening. It is 
not my choice; she knew that I was going to be the empress; instead, she made me out to be the 
fool. She knew that I was one of the brightest stars in the land, and she had to bring that to an end, 
that was the beginning of the end of holding anyone's hands any more within the land. The 
friends and romances were in the retrograde I was dubbed unreachable, she made me a forbidden 
selection. 

I had no choice but to become the hermit in the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams. To 
look on the bright side, all this has made me a stronger better more creative productive person. 

You cannot stop me now; I will forever shine, and guide others so that they can shine as well. 
Remember you are the ones listening to slandering voices. My question is why do you listen? 

Get to know me, and then make your judgments. Yes, it is hard for me to even get things going 
because the eyes are always watching, and no I am not being paranoid this is part of my tme 
reality. Sure, the opportunity might come knocking down my door, but can you tmst them, is it a 
setup? 



Plus- the longer the wait; the greater the struggle, the better the reward is in the end, or at 
least that is what I would like to believe. Would you let me in? Life is so unfair you meant the 
world to me, but as of now, I am not so sure. I have been engrossing myself in you but you do 
not see me as more than a friend. I need to stop and think about what made you my world, and 
why it seems like I am going through the earthquakes. Now that I am getting to see your true 
colors, I am not so sure that we are meant to be. Let us just see what happens, but you need to 
change what you think to be with me. We are hearts upon the limbs, two hearts that are now 
beating independently, both hearts are feeling affectionate, but will they be joined together with a 
sentence spontaneously. Some of your choices may feel dastardly. Hearts they come together in 
the future with their descendants that are part of the diversity. 

Chiaz- We are living in the present, not the past. Will our hearts survive the blast, what I 
am asking is will you and I last? The hearts grow closer as the days go fast, upon the branches; 
yes, it is all part of our forecast. The leaves may fall, but the hearts will remain, even going 
through the various winters, pouring rains and even the pain, and there will be no shame. 

Because being sweethearts is a game, two hearts becoming one so that we feel the same. These 
two hearts will someday be in a picture frame. On the surface, we have to hide; on the inside, 
you and I could be devoted. But- it seems so very different for you to look past the foliage. 

You’re not all ways looking away, you have to understand the words and what they have 
to say, soon you and I will see what is below the surface; there will be an overwhelming bond. 
This relationship may begin so, innocently with attraction, but if we are soul-mates, it will 
deepen into much more with affection. We will eventually have to look deeper to see what it is 
that we truly want to do or have. That is if we are real soul mates going into a relationship, we 
both need and want to have. I am willing to communicate, as long as you are willing to listen, 
this is going to give and take, and we have to find the balance. I will learn to be less clingy 
because I know you are nurtured to need space. But I will always be there whenever you need 
me. We can learn, to share and be fair to one another, conversations will be lighthearted, only if 
it is God’s good fortune. 

Nevaeh-1 am feeling that I am moving out of this temperance, in this transition and 
passing the will of fortune. Yes, I feel that I am on my way to being the lovers without the 
tower's knowledge. There are many in which I could choose, many chances I could undertake 
which I may lose or win. 



But-1 believe I have the right person in mind. Yes, those are very kind, but- yet I tmst 
one more than the other. I do not know if my decision will be right, but it is someone I am going 
to go with, and I know that is going to be surprising to most when it happens. 

Is it a fight or is it the end, are you the right one, or should I go with the other person? 
That might see me for who I am more than you. The judgment has come; the chariot has arrived; 
now it is up to you, and the divine master to tell me what I will do next. There has to be a 
connection inside and join me and you in this journey, on with we ride. That is if you choose not 
to go the other direction and hide. 

Chiaz-1 feel that the choice is up in the air, it is just part of the signs that are shown. I am 
flexible in your transitions; I know that you are the type to tell me how it is going to be. I know 
you are up for the challenge of the tower. Your communication skills assure that you can take on 
that load and comprehend any false chats that may come across your path. I know that you will 
have to spend your time searching for something more before you find what you are looking for 
was in your sight the whole time. Just like I pinpoint you as the right girl, because when giving 
you my heart-shaped key with the guitar pick attached. It had a meaning behind it... it signifies 
that I pick you to be with me and that you hold the key, if you wear it around your neck then I 
will know that you feel the same about me. Say you want me! 


Nevaeh 
Book: 4 


The Miracle 


Love is a game, someone has the flame, and yet someone does not feel the same. Being in 
love is finding one another, being happy as friends and as a lover, and making a commitment to 
one another, having a family, and growing older. Taking the vows that will last forever, and 



promising that there will never be another. We will share the memories and all those pictures 
with the others. 

Yes, you are the game that 1 want to play; someday we will be together in the golden hey, 
together next to one another we shall stay, in the making of memories that will last from day-to- 
day. Is this love, because I have nothing more to say? 

-Nevaeh- 

Chapter: 22 

Shy Virgin of Everything 

(Summer of 2010) Chiaz Natherth- It was just going to be a typical summer day. I am at 
the local watering hole with my bud Melvin Shezor; we were just there to girl gaze, sitting on 
lawn chairs. I had warm lemonade in my right hand at the time. I am looking around at all the 
bodies that are bobbing in the water; they all just seem to blend. The lifeguard is blowing her 
whistle while screaming at the little kids that are mnning around. Some stunning bodies are 
smacking the cold blue water with great speed, from the high dive. 

But- there is no more perfect figure there than hers. Everyone else seems to fade away 
out of my vision, along with all the ear-shattering noises. Bryan Adams ‘Heaven’ is playing in 
the background, and it seemed to be pronounced to my senses. When I am looking at her, it is 
like she was moving in slow motion, swimming a crossed the pool. She climbed up the ladder 
and out of the pool. Her body dripping with water... what a moment, there is even water 
dripping down her chest. She looks amazing in that petite pink bikini. I was thinking to myself, 
that is a very cute looking camel-toe you got showing there Nevaeh! I never knew that she had a 
heart-shaped belly button piercing, when did that happen? 

Also, I could tell that her swimsuit was made by her, just like most of the sun-dresses she 
wears in the summertime too. Because it was not like any others I have ever seen around, it is 
cute somewhat skimpy and tailored to her perfect body. The fabric was not meant to get wet, it 
was somewhat see-through, yet she did not know, though it looks very good what can I say. She 
is walking towards me while mnning her fingers through her long brown hair. ‘I was thinking 
this is too good to be for real.’ She walked by and said ‘hi!’ and I was at loss for words. She was 
already gone, but I still babbled something like ‘Ahh-he-oll-o.’ At that point, into the changing 
room, she went, and I just sat there trying to fathom what had just happened. 



Melvin Shezor- ‘Chiaz! Ah, Chiaz! Hello, earth to Chiaz, snap out of it dude.’ 

Chiaz Naztherth- ‘She is so fine! I would not mind having her on my arm.’ 

Melvin Shezor- ‘Yah, the man she is not bad. But- isn’t she into girls though. 

So, do you like Nevaeh?’ 

Chiaz Naztherth- ‘I do not think that she is, and well... yes, did you see her in that 
swimsuit? She is adorable in every way.’ 

Melvin Shezor- ‘Really is that so? Go talk to her!’ 

Chiaz Naztherth- ‘No way!’ 

Melvin Shezor- ‘Why not, you pussy!’ 

Chiaz Naztherth- ‘If Alissa finds out that I like her, or even looked at her 1 am going to 

die.’ 


Melvin Shezor- ‘Ha, it sueks to be you man.’ 

Chiaz Natherth- ‘Hey, I will see you later, 1 got to go.’ (Text messages are going off... 
like crazy) 

Melvin Shezor- ‘Pu-ss-y!’ (Shouting as Chiaz Natherth is walking out the exit gate.) 

(Chiaz- He just waved it off, with the finger that is not supposed to be used in public, and 
does not think any more about it from that point on.) 

Chiaz Naztherth- Summer is over! Yet she is with him... he is so unconfident in himself 
that he has to follow me around. He gives me vain advice on what to do, and how to do it, yet 1 
would have to say I need to stand up for myself more than what 1 do, yet I do not because of her. 
He attempts to belittle me, with his words of temperament to her. These results lead to her 
having breakdowns, where she is feeling miserable because she stuck in the middle. She does not 
know what to do! She doesn't know how to feel! She does not want to hurt anyone's feelings, yet 
she is the one that is left to choke on her tears. Yes, I will save you long before you drowned! 


(Two weeks has passed) 



Chiaz-1 understand that he is just jealous of me because I am everything he wants to be. 

Yet she is everything that I ever wanted in my life. That is why he took her away from me from 
the beginnings. I cannot believe that she is now going with him on and off. What has he done to 
her, what is he doing to her? Some people do not want you, but they do not want to see you be 
with, or- around anybody else. It was all part of the controller’s plan... and we all know who 
controls every situation in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, the ones that deceives us all... but who 
is she? Is it still unknown? He is scared that I am going to take her away, and I will! 

You just wait and see. She is going to be with me, and you will be, nothing but a faded 
memory, of what was I thinking? All of you who doubted me you just sit back, and wait to see 
what is going to be, I am the one that will have the mastery, and you all will be left to wallow in 
your misery, and you can think about every time that you made her cry. You just wait and see! I 
have to wait for the collapse! 

Oh, yes, my best friend betrayed me. If you want something never to be spoken, keep it 
solely to yourself, because once it is vocalized to another it is no longer a secret. Information that 
is given to others, that is the fuel for their fire, for their torches of destruction. He may have her 
now; however, I will end up with her in the end. It is only a matter of time. So far, in my life, I 
have gotten everything, which I have wanted, and she will be no different. I feel that I deserve 
her next to me, as does she... or at least she did. 

What have I done wrong? Maybe I should have risked my life, all for her. Maybe I 
should still. However, would she accept me now or is it too late? Has my time come and past? I 
do not understand as to how, when, or why. Why would she want to do this? How could she do 
this to me, I am insulted. When did he talk to her, they are not even close to being in the same 
click? What is his motive, yet I think I know! How did he get her to say yes? I know she is going 
to get hurt here, yet that is what she seems to want right now. 

Okay then...! Then again, the tower knows what we all need, and she destroys the fate of 
what could have started, and what might have gone together, and may have been if it was not for 
her, she even stops what will be in the forthcoming. Her baby blue eyes melt my heart. Yet the 
hearts’ is split into two, I cannot wait until the day that I can take her in my arms. Nevertheless, I 
am growing tired of waiting all my life for her. ‘My Nevaeh! You have a choice to make, but 
will it be you and him, or you and me?’ The decision is yours to make select the right person for 



you, regardless of any situations that may arise from the ashes. So, I can hold you in my arms at 
last, so that we can get on with life, that was meant to be. 

Nevaeh- Some people will never have peace with you; however, you do not need them to 
reach your destiny. They are just trying to take up your time and energy from us, which we 
should use to thrive. Not everybody is going to understand me; just the same as I am not going to 
understand you, or anyone that is surrounded by me. If you do not accept me that is not my 
problem, it is yours. Just like with him if you want her, then go and be with her! Stop playing 
head games with me! I am not going to be your dirty little secret, which you come to find when it 
suits you! Go and play with her, I am going to find someone to play with too, which is for sure! 

You will be sorry! I will always be kind and respectful to anyone, do I have to agree with 
you, no not at all. The same can be said for the family they are not always going to get your 
dreams. Do not let family members stop you from your tme calling in life, some people just want 
to waste your time, if they do not see or understand you then they're in the wrong. ‘Do not ever 
get engaged into a battle that you do not need to fight’ The same can be said with me and my 
tower situation I may be combating a battle that will take me away from my divine destiny. 

Chiaz Nazareth- The whole job of the tower is to distort and manipulate, their negative 
energy upon you. So, you lose touch with your true faith and origin of life's understandings of 
reaching your goals. The goals include finding compatibility, passion, drives, and excellence 
with mastery. The best thing you can do is shake off their negative thoughts, move on to forget 
about them leaving them alone. Yes, eventually if you leave them alone long enough it will drive 
them nuts. All they want is your never-ending attention. 

They are trying to push us down in all the ways that they can. But - if you do not let them 
that is more annoying to them than fighting back. Always stand up for yourself, stand your 
ground, stick up for yourself however no when to pull out of the situation. Sometimes it is not 
always good to go with a temptation urge. Go with your gut and heart. That is what we did. 

The perfect girl what can I say; to be so close yet, feel miles away. I want to run to her, 
but have to walk out the door going the other way. The only words spoken to her is- ‘Have a nice 
day.’ I think about her and the summer, and what it could have been with her. It reminds me of- 
sixteen, you are on my mind all the time. I think about you. It is like a vision, of the stars shining, 
ribbon wearing, bracelet making, and holding hands forever. 



All the sunflowers in thehayfields and kissing in the rain, no more brick walls, no more 
falling teardrops of pain, and no more jigsaw puzzle pieces would remain. True love should not 
be such a game; does she feel the same. She is everything that 1 cannot have, and everything I 
lack. What if every day could be like this- Diamond rings, football games, and movies on the 
weekends? It is easy to see she belongs to me; she is everything that reminds me of ‘sixteen’ 
everything that is in my dreams. Everything she does is amazing, but then again, I am just 
speculating, and fantasizing about Nevaeh Natalie, who just turned the age of sixteen! 

Nevaeh-1 recall my first boy kiss was not at all, what I thought it was going to be like. I 
was wearing a light pink dress, and flip-flops that were also pink with white daisy flowers 
printed on them. I loosened my ponytail and flipped out my hair until my hair drops down my 
back, and around my shoulders. That gets A guy going every time, so I have read online. He was 
wearing ripped up jeans, and a Led Zeppelin t-shirt. 

He said that- ‘My eyes sparkled in blue amazement, which was breathtaking, that he 
never saw before.’ Tell me another line... I was thinking, while Phil Collins ‘Take Me Home’ 
was playing in the background. I smiled at him, he began to slowly lean into me, until our lips 
locked. So, enjoy, he kissed me, and my heart was all aflutter. 

When it happened, I felt like I was floating, and my stomach had butterflies. 

My eyes fastened shut with no intentions of me to do so during the whole thing. When 
my eyes unfastened my feelings of touch engaged, and I realized that his hands are on my hips. 
His hands slowly moved up my waist, and my body. I was trembling from the exhilaration. Plus, 
one thing led to another. It was sort of my first time, kissing and playing with him you know a 
boy, oh yet not really, I had gotten to do some things with Chiaz before like, in class as he sat 
next to me. I would mb my hand on it under the desks- yeah, he liked that, and he would be. 

Oh, how could I forget this... there was this one time in the front seat of his Ford pickup 
tmck, we snuck off... and this was my first tme time gulping down on him, for a lack of a better 
term. As I had my head in his lap and was about to move up for him to go in me down there, I 
was about to get on top and let him in me. When we both heard her this odd, yet remarkably loud 
scream of bloody murder! Avawas saying- ‘You too were going to fuck! What the fuck is going 
on here? Anyways, Ava spotted us before he got to ‘Take me!’ 



So, there was her little face pressed on the glass, looking in at us mortified outside the 
window, as she was getting a free show, as the truck was rocking side to side, in the back parking 
lot. She asked- Did you do to him; what I think you did?’ As you could guess, I could not talk 
with my mouth full, and a lady does not spit...! So, most of that went down, and some got stuck 
on my tonsils. I said with a hacking cough- ‘Yes, yes I am! Suck on that Ava!’ She said- ‘It looks 
like you aheady did!’ 

This was sweet payback for what they did to my car, and I truly thought I loved him 
anyway. It was so worth it. So yeah, you get the picture, and when she screamed, he ended up 
with my teeth there also, from me jumping out of surprise- Sorry! She kind of killed the loving 
moment, to say the least. That weekend I was told to confess that one, too to the father, and 
everyone. How come when someone else does it they get away with it, and when I try it is a big 
sin? Plus, that cellphone video was damning, for the sisters to use, hello to a million hits on 
YouTube! Just to pick on me more. So now, they are referring to me as- ‘The Little Virgin!’ all 
around the towns and lands. 

Yeah so, I feel that I am going to be a virgin forever! You know my virginity it was 
meant to be broken into by him. I was going to let him, I even recall it was so thumping big, and 
looked freaking scary to me, like that thing is never going to fit in there, but he is what I wanted, 
yet we cannot get it, nope we cannot! However, no it did not happen, sorry to say, yes, it is so 
sad to say, I am still the only virgin girl in my grade- that sucks! Ha- that is all we got to do is 
suck, come to think about it. 

Wow, that was graphic sorry, but what I just said was complete, one hundred percent 
true! When Hope found out, she was intrigued and stunned. We got home she took me by the 
arm to my bathroom, she looked at me and said- ‘Clean yourself up, it’s all over your face, and 
in your hair, you- piggy!’ I just smiled and giggled, and looked down as I got into my claw-foot 
tub. Then she got out a bar of soap, while I was sitting in the tub with the water running saying- 
‘Okay misses you like to do that, then suck on that for a while, that is your punishment. 

Girl I never heard tell of such things!’ -She said. It that very moment I howled. I waited 
until she walked out of the room and I stood up, and I ran my fingers through my hair to get as 
much as I could out, I looked at it on my two fingers, I know how I was going to get rid of what 
he gave me. But-would it work? I knew only time would tell. However, me- doing that would be 
inconceivable, I knew it would not be right, but I want to so badly, I guess my dream of him and 



I went down the drain too. Yet I could have trapped him, so easily. Then people dare to say that I 
am not smart, that plan was incredible. Either way, that ended that prematurely for him and me. 
So, 1 got tired of playing that game, so that is when I let someone new in, which would not get 
me into heap trouble. 

So, my true first time with a boy was like this... You can look but you cannot touch Ha- 
that is what I thought, I was so wrong too and it was not with him either regrettably. It was okay 
my heart was beating so rapidly; I thought that it was going to explode out of my chest. 

The silky-smooth skin ran along my body; it was like an enchanted expression of 
togetherness. At last, I felt as if I was loved. But I was not with the one that I loved. His brown 
eyes gazed- sweetly and softly into mine. I was so looking forward to this kiss and moment all 
my life. However, he walked with me in his arms to his bed. Then I was on his bed stripped of all 
forms of dignity. The lights were off, and the door was locked, and that took me back to when I 
was a little girl. Loving at night just hold onto me tight. The room is lit by the moonlight. When 
are you looking down at me is what you are seeing all right? This is maybe my special night. I 
cannot believe I am with a football player! I was not prepared at all for the performance of 
lovemaking. I had no idea what I was doing. I was thinking to myself this is not like the movies 
at all! 


Yes, all the touching was extremely steamy, like before and then again, the playing 
around that he did on me was more intriguing, to say the least. I was thinking that he was the 
most, sweetest guy on earth. However, all the thoughts in my mind ran fast... thoughts like 
should we be doing this? 

Yet, I am so shy and nervous my knees knocked beforehand. Then again, this is going to 
be so beautiful; I had fantasized about this moment since I was a young girl. ‘Yet, I have to say 
to all you girls out there, to lose it when you are ready to. Please do it for you and no one else. It 
is about your timing, and what you choose to do, you can choose when and whom you let in!’ So, 
starting I felt like my tearing and breaking-in took forever, and that his pushing forward was 
never going to stop, love is painful in more than one way, it was so intense. 

Yet, it was so perfect and feels so amazing with him now sliding in and out of me. It hurt 
at the start, but it got more enjoyable, that is for sure. 



Yet also, it was like being run over by a speeding train, and I could not help but, feel that 
he was not meant to be my first. Me being so naive and only sixteen years of age I was so 
embarrassed by, the fact that I was so under experienced in sensual activities. 

I wanted to make the best of the moments of intimacy. I was happy to say that I got my 
first French kiss as well, but his soft little kiss was sweeter, the first time we kissed as I 
remember at that time. Nevertheless, during the whole thing I was very self- conscious. I think 
he mshed into it though. Maybe it could have been more romantic. Then on the other hand, again 
it was the most incredible two minutes of my life. My body trembled afterword's, it was tension 
releasing of all the peer pressure and an escape from the existence of life. Just like a photo, that 
will be etched in my mind, which I will never forget. ‘Yet I feel that I am not in love, he was just 
the first!’ 

He was so gentle with me at first, and then it was like I was getting a pounding down 
there, ‘Hello! My little vagina, she did not do anything wrong... for her to get spanked and 
beaten by you, so be nice to her.’ I do not understand why guys think that going that fast is good, 
slow down! Anyways afterward, I did not think I could get up and walk out; I was in pain... yes, 
it was that bad. The walk of shame is not a fun path to go down. I wanted to be in love, and to 
feel that love. Not to be a one-night stand or just a bed buddy, and that boy made me out to be 
just that. Oh, well-1 cannot go back now! 

Chapter: 23 

Heartbreaker 

(The beginnings of the senior year) 

Nevaeh- How does one speak up if they did not have a voice at one time? How does one 
get back the times in the past? How does one stop a voice that slanders? How does one rebuild 
their future with equal voices? How do I make all this stop from playing in my mind? 

Melvin Shezor- (Number 69 on the football team) ‘ Yes we have had intimate encounters; 
it was nice to say that she thinks she is like every other girl now. Nevertheless, I cannot say that I 
was in love with her, or even really liked her at all’ ‘She is just another ass that needed a 
banging, so I took it, why not? From what I know, she liked it by the way she screamed... I 
cannot nitpick.’ ‘It was all right; she was just like every other girl I have had for there first. That 
look on their face is priceless every time.’ (Laughing with sarcasm) 



Nevaeh-1 have lost my crown of purity, and he just got what he wanted. However, at this 
point in my life, I do not care anymore about being a virgin, so 1 just started being with him so 
that it would help me become more popular. 

My body is nothing to anyone- so why should I care what somebody does with it. The 
first day at school was the worst, he told all his friends about it. I mean that everyone knows, 1 
thought we were in love, I thought we would have a family together. Maybe I am just a stupid 
girl for thinking that way. I thought he was the one, but 1 guess I was wrong. Will anybody ever 
come along and save me from this hell? Just remember that life is not like a romance novel, and 
it most likely never will be like that at all for anyone. 

We as a society have an impression of what is thought to be love, and that depiction is a 
joke. We build ourselves up for a letdown, no one or anything is perfect, and life is not fantasy. 
The reality always shows through in one way or another. We all have to find someone that is 
going to always be there for us, no matter what we have done or what has been said in the past. If 
we cannot be tmsted by one another then it is never going to work. We want to enjoy spending 
time together, not worry about it, which is what real romance is about. I feel that I am still 
stepping foot into my drum cadence. I play my drum beats; others may join in when they find the 
right rhythm. If they are out of step with me, there is nothing wrong with playing a solo 
sometimes. 

Chiaz Nazareth-1 trusted him, by saying that I liked her... and he uses that against me. 

‘A word of advice- If you like someone keeps it to yourself.’ because other guys will take what 
you want away from you. Yet, there is nothing I can do. I am stuck with Alissa, while she runs 
around on me. However, that is okay in her mind. I am just getting so sick of her moods, and 
one-night stands, that I have to look at. I am ending this now! I have a plan, and it is beyond 
brilliant, it is like I have downloaded a thought that would be so perfect no one could ever screw 
it up, not even the tower. 

The clan would be left to crawl under a rock in their little holes and hopefully die because 
they would not be able to handle it, so they would have no choice but to leave us alone. I cannot 
leave her now it is forbidden, and it seems that there is always something or someone in the way 
of her and me... from being together. But- yet I do not know if she is going to go along with this 
plan or not, she is a mystery behind blue eyes. But- she holds the key to my heart and our 
freedom. 



Melvin is just using her, as forme I would treasure every moment I would have with her. 
I can tell that he is afraid of losing her; by the remarks that he makes about me, that I need to 
change so that she would be interested in me. However, I know that she is interested in me. Then 
again, at this point, she cannot break up with him because; she is afraid of him, and what he 
might do to her, or say about her. Let us not forget would we be accepted as a couple? Since we 
all have to bow down to what is known. 

Why is it anyone’s business if we want to be together? Nevaeh, you have a choice to 
make, choose wisely. You know what is so amusing about this is that Melvin does not even think 
that I know about his relationship. So, as of now, we are blocked from following one another on 
the wall and the webs and forced apart by parents and lands and so-called friends. I wanted to be 
the first guy in her life, I wanted to be the first guy that she kissed affectionately, and I wanted to 
be her first in everything. Oh, while that dream is lost forever, but I would still love for us to be 
together. Let’s just leave this land of never; I will be right here waiting for you whenever let us 
be together! 

Nevaeh- When you toss something or someone away, where does it go? It is just the 
same as not missing a family that 1 have never had -1 guess. 1 was left to be buried under more 
useless substances, in a heap of forgetfulness, yet I dig myself back up, and out of the burial 
ground, they put me on top of, time and time again. Just for them to track me down and cover me 
over once more with their dirt as if I am trash. Besides the society just wants more matter to 
throw away, instead of embracing what they once had. 

This reminds me of the fact, that a lot of girls out there are used and then thrown away in 
the boys are left to go on was someone new and do it all over again. As well as, break yet 
another girl's heart. I should know it happened to me! Just like they can keep trying to kill me, 
yet I know I will stay thriving! Just when I thought, all was lost completely and everything was 
helpless, while I have hit rock bottom once more. 

Chapter: 24 

Sweetheart 

(Enchanted Dating) 

I was in the dwelling of lost and lonely dreams as always, looking over the horizon out 
my bedroom window, I unlocked it to sit in the big window seal seat. 



That is when...! At last, I saw that old silver Ford chariot coming down the lane; it was 
him coming to sweep me away off my feet. I just know it; I felt like what should I do now? 
Because my hair is not that long to cascade over and down the side of this place? Do I wave at 
him like a mindless idiot- nah? Nope, I went for the more laid-back approach, of yelling hi s 
name like a little girl and falling out the window stark naked. Rolling head over feet down the 
mff shingled porch roof snagging the tree, then falling right into his arms as he ran to catch me. 
That worked well...? If only, I had wings? 

Fie said-1 was walking to the door to get you, you did not need to do that, nice outfit by 
the way. -his said. I could have died in his arms, for many reasons- as you could guess. I just said 
all my uniforms, are going to be washed; and I did not expect this to happen. I always did have a 
way of making an entrance. Yes, and the rest is history. However, let me explain this- So, knock, 
knock, and knock he went on my door. Hope she opened the big heavy wood door, with me in 
his arms. 

Looking confused and dumbfounded. 

T thought you were in your room? Nevaeh! What on earth are you doing, like that with 
him?’ -She said ‘Ah-1 was... I just fell out of my window?’ -I said. ‘Hello!’ He said also, 
awkwardly! Hope- ‘Oh my god! 

Baby... are you okay?’ 

‘Yeah? I am good now! ’-I said, yet he had a funny little smile on his face at that time. 
‘Can I take her out?’ -he said. ‘I don’t know!’- Hope said. So, he just kept asking her until she 
said ‘Yes!’ Hope- ‘Sure- all right, but for God-sakes girl go and put something on!’ ‘Ah- would 
you excuse me’ -I said, as I ran up the staircase like a bolt of lightning to my room, to put on the 
same unclean tattered uniform, from the school day. 

Hope- ‘You think it is like she does not have anything to where?’ She said to him. (I do 
not I was thinking to myself. As I was overhearing their soft chats about me.) ‘That’s okay’ -he 
said. ‘Okay let’s go!’ -I said. I could never- guessed, -I would have never thought this was going 
to happen...! So, that he was going to propose to me that night, on the hill of hills, while looking 
down at the valley below on the cable tracks that go north and south, on the Johnstown inclined 
plane, at twilight time. And, of course, I said- ‘Yes!’ For the reasons, that at last being with him 
that form the love we both wanted, and we both knew from the past we belong together, and that 



no one is going to keep us apart. Finally, this may break the curse of the tower you know my 
Grandmother. Will this end the clans; will they no longer stock us? I would love to have stopped, 
and shouted from the top of this mountain, and say- ‘We are in love at last!’ -Maybe I did? 

Let us both just say that we finally got our moments in the Golden hayfields. From that 
day on, we had enchanted love time and time over, and we bridged the gap that made a miracle 
happen, that we thought would never. We thought this was our happily ever after. The first time 
it was looking over the horizons with its sunset along with the golden sunflowers. Which were 
next to us on the grounds, that we lied on top of... everything was so perfect! 

Then an unexpected problem popped up I got so sick. So, like approximately ten days or 
so after this date. I started coming down with what I thought was the flu, and I thought I was 
going to die, not the most romantic thing to happen to me. Like just when things were finally 
starting to work out forme. 1 was blowing chunks in the morning, besides 1 felt like my insides 
were ripping out my body. Yes, even as I am, I get sick! 

Yet he was the only one to comfort me in any way that he could, there are so many 
unanswered questions. Why do I feel this way? Is this the way I should feel? Why do I feel like I 
have everything that I need now? Yet what am I going to lose? I hope that nothing will be lost, 
with my angel Lily looking at bim and me, I know that she is so happy forme! She was looking 
perfectly crying from her eyes, heavenly tears of joy as he got down on his knee that day. She 
said- ‘See!’ Through my joy always ends fast, Hope, she was not at all thrilled when she found 
out about us being engaged. She said- ‘You are too young, and you will end up alone in the end. 

I am not allowing this to go on. End it now- you hear me!’ 

‘No!’ -I said back! 

(I will come back to this shortly.) 

Thinking back on our past days. Why was I so stupid to let somebody take advantage of 
me just for popularity back then? Was that what was supposed to happen, so that you found your 
way to me? When you are underpressure, and you let society make choices for you. You just do 
not realize at that time. If that may or may not benefit you in the coming up days, something’s 
like many things might not even be foreseen, and others may just pop out at you when you not 
even expecting them to. 



My advice to anyone is ... go to extremes to get to know your someone special... even if 
you think it is not worthy at the time, it may just be... just look at me for example! We live in a 
society where most girls have had at least two boyfriends by the time they're fourteen. Besides, 
most guys go through girls like pairs of underwear. Kind of sad and pathetic to think that there is 
no longer purity in this cold world. 

Oh well, I guess I am guilty of it as well. Nonetheless, there is a miracle awaiting me at 
the end of this term, and I will see that face for the first time something I can truly call mine. I 
can love to cherish and care for until she no longer needs me. Oh yeah, that is right I am pregnant. 

Chiaz-1 cannot help but wonder if this baby mine? I think he or she is? I sure hope so? 
Only time will tell! It has to be mine. Because that other jerk-off, he does not want anything to 
do with either one of them. The baby is mine I can just feel that he or she is! 

Nevaeh- It is funny how your life changes and your priorities are predetermined or so you 
think, but as you get older, they change or they are forced to be changed by something that is out 
of your control. But it is when you take control of your destiny and follow the path that miracles 
happen! 

Yes, I look at all things from a different perspective now. I look at the many trophies that 
I have gotten back from over the years for being a part of the track and softball teams, along with 
all the things I got for being good in the young girls’ jail. I have the medals, bits, and pieces on 
display now, but they mean nothing to me anymore. Not that I feel ungrateful that I made such 
accomplishments. However more, I feel that I am just moving on to my next project that means 
so much more. You can love your possessions but you will never love a possession more than 
another human life, this is something I have learned. 

I think about all the mothers of the past, which were in my situation they were looked 
down upon for becoming pregnant and in school. However, times changed and I thi nk for the 
better at let for this category. I am not forced to leave their place of education at the hellhole, for 
having a baby growing inside of me. Remarkably! Yes, there is nothing like peeing on about 
three different sticks that your boyfriend got you... to know that you are not getting your period, 
that you completely missed it. Yes, even the way I am, I still have to go through menstrual cycles 
every month. 



The first days of my pregnancy I was feeling a sense of guilt for... what have I done, 
having to go to school like this, and knowing I am just a teen girl here, can 1 be a mommy? Plus, 
at the time I did not know what the haby was... like the sex, how to take care of him or her when 
they pop out, or what to do. So, that was an adventure in itself. At that time, I was not even 
thinking that this baby is going to have a name and he with me for the next eighteen years. 

You just do not think like that, or at least I did not. Nevertheless, that was all coming fast 
and the nine or so months went fast, and yet horrihly slow at the same time. In the beginnings of 
those days of days and times of times, I did not know how to tell Hope, what I did, so I did not 
say anything to her. Yet she knew I was... I think she felt what was going on with me before I 
did; she had an idea of what we were up too. Okay- teen pregnancy it is tough for me to explain, 
it comes with joys and its pains. Being a girl, it is like nothing you have ever felt before. Yeah, it 
changes from trimester to trimester, like a school semester. 

Like in the first week's win I felt sick, breathless and tired most of the time. 

Hope was under the impression I was coming down with a disease like Multiple Sclerosis 
or something like that, at the beginning of those days and times. That all change, the day 1 was 
examined and felt up by some random ass girl, and she scanned me over. Yet she is the 
technician. She told me to plop down on this hard table, and somewhat on my back, then she 
squirted all kinds of goopy stuff on me. 

Shortly after that, I could see that hart beat up on the screen. 

‘That is the earliest stars of your baby that we can see!’ She said. 

Me- that is amazing and small. ‘So, do you know who the daddy is? Did I say- yes, I 
think so? ‘So, this was an oops?’ - She asked me. ‘Kind-of, yet I am okay with it.’ ‘You poor 
thing...! ’ that was the last thing she said. As I got up and was about to walk out, and drive in my 
car alone, just to go back home and sit, and ponder everything I did, and everything that was 
going to happen. Yet what was neat about this is I get to keep the black and white photos of my 
baby; I could not wait to know if it was a boy or girl. 

I remember that day also. However, when she started to show, that is when everyone was 
talking about it. I remember that my belly felt heavy, I felt so bloated, and could not go to the 
bathroom even if I wanted too for days. Plus, my feet, hands and everything in between looked 
weirder than normal, I looked bizarre altogether, as if I half died. The baby inside me was not 



showing much the first couple of weeks but I know, that it would soon with me being so small, I 
knew I could not cover up for long. I walk with this belly, day in and day out. With her kicking 
me and moving all-around and such. Going down the halls and past all the doors of perception, 
even now, I do not have a uniform that fits me. That is just fine with me; I have my little girl 
inside me, which shows the love we have and had. I know she belongs to him and me. 

The best way to describe a kick is like a muscle spasm. My belly skin just keeps getting 
tighter and tighter. I know that is going to look good after the baby is bom out of there. Yeah, I 
know my belly is going to be flabby like an old man frowning. 

My boobs look like two sad eyes staring at you going cross-eyed. Will what can I say at 
least she will not go hungry when she gets here, that is for sure. Yeah, and to think I used to pray 
for bigger ones. You know what also scares me to know that my baby is coming out of me down 
there...! While everyone is going to be looking at it, why- do I have to go through this? That is 
life for a girl I guess, being a rip, cut and tom apart in all ways possible, who knew, that having a 
little bit of unprotected sex only a couple of times here and there would start all this. ‘Yet I have 
to ask myself was it the making love, that started all of this, or did I do this to myself?’ 

However, I started showing at fifteen weeks and I honestly looked like I swallowed a 
small beach ball! I could not get up off the loveseat on my own and get out of bed was 
impossible, yet I had too. Oh, when I walk, it feels like she might come right out of my vagina! 
As I penguin-walk down the hall at school, everyone that sees me wants to put their hands all up 
in my business, and touch, feel, and poke everything I have, well at least it is kinder than what 
the sisters did, and do to me. It is like they want to still kill me, and even now my unborn baby! 
Hope and I have a restraining order on them, so hopefully, that will keep them at least one 
hundred feet away at all times. That is the theory. 

Nevertheless, that does not stop them from getting other boys and girls that are their 
friends to do their evil. There is no stopping the clans that bully...! Just like the teen moms in the 
past. Who were they to make such judgments on those girls back then? Why was it looked down 
upon back then, and not so much now? Did society change? Besides, why should it ever be okay 
to look down on somebody for carrying a human life? Life is just going to happen, and we 
cannot stop it. Yet if we do stop that human life is that not considered immoral at-least I think 
so? I should know I stopped mine at one point. Yet some are going to try in more ways than one 
on me to stop it again. In the days to come! 



(Life comes and goes) 

Maiara Chenoa was one of my true friends, but she left me also later that year. All she 
had to do was say my name, and I was forever there for her. Even when we did not see eye to eye. 
It was said, that she stabbed herself in the neck and so on, with a large butcher's knife, and shot 
herself also that was what truly ended it all. It was said that she had a slow painful death, that she 
bludgeoned herself in the head with her own metal baseball bat, beforehand because she lost her 
mind over me, in the graveyard. 

This took place right after my engagement... about two days after... while I was digging 
myself out of a whole once more. This happened, ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ wants us to think 
she did it because of me, and they want to deliberate that it was me, that did this one also. 

Because of the note, and what it said. ‘Nevaeh- You did this to me; I will see you in hell! ’ It was 
not me...! I was with him! Which is my alibi, and she and I were just friends at that time! I know 
she would never write something like that to me- would she? Nonetheless, I did not think she did. 

When I found her dumped on top of Lily’s grave naked, she was all cut up from her neck 
down to her belly button, with what looked - liked- an aero of her blood cut in her skin pointing 
down to, that girly spot. Furthermore, who in their right mind puts a pistol all up in their vagina 
six and a half inches deep, and pulls the trigger, to shoot themselves to stop their heart from 
beating? Then leaves it in there with their hand still holding on the handgrip, and their one long 
middle finger on the trigger? Who does that? I cannot believe that she would choose to do that! 
They did it... THEY DID IT! I knew who did it, and so do you? They could not get at me, so 
they got at her, through which one of the sisters was it. I guess that is a mystery too. 

Furthermore, Lily, she does not want to tell me because she does not want me to retaliate 
on that family. She said- ‘Payback will come, in time for them all, you need not do anything, and 
God he sees it all. ’ 

‘Yet someone needs to kick these girls in the head until there sped, so they stop hurting 
others. Yes, I feel that they are the ones that need to die not us!’ Anyways to me that note, it did 
not look like her handwriting, and she was sped too. So why would the grammar be so perfect 
and not sloppy? You and I both know that she could not spell or write to save her life? I was 
talking with Lily to see if she can bring her back to life as she did forme, time and time again! 
Who knows if she will, or can? 



Maybe some girls do not get a second chance at life-1 guess, as I did. Why I do not know, 
1 guess you have to be chosen for something, some die as she did and never speak again, that is 
what they choose to do. Why was I chosen to live on once more, and not she too? However, I can 
feel her presence around me at times, yet I do not know if it is good energies, she brings or not? 1 
do not know why she does not want to talk to me. She should not have many reasons to be mad 
at me. I just hope and pray that her spirit is bom into my baby girl, and she has the love and fight 
of life as she did. Who knows maybe she will? 

Yet I know that I can never hold her in my arms again. Like I can do with Lily as of now. 
Yes, her soul did not make it to the heavens. Therefore, she is not someone; I will be seeing or 
talking too, sad to say. I try to stay away from black-winged angels, and no, 1 am not being 
racist... I have real reasons. 1 can see Maiara flying around me with no voice from time to time, 
and she scares me now. 

To think she was so kind and good to me, now look...! What- happened to her? They 
must have gotten her soul! 

There is always someone in the way or so it seems to live life. She left her home for the 
last time, that night, to see the graves that we all are going to be in at some point that I have been 
overtopping. 1 wonder if she came to see if 1 was there, that might explain the one red rose, 
which was on Lily’s headstone. That is when they must have jumped her. That is when she was 
attacked and stripped naked like the day she was bom, and then completely dishonored. They 
must have killed her there; 1 think like they have done to me over and over? 

Yet I will not breathe my last breath, as long as Lily keeps giving 

me her breath to live on, 1 am as alive as any other girl on the earth, so it seems to them. I 
will let you in on a secret; I am an angel on earth. Yet I am also an angel on the inside in a 
human body, which will age and get older as I would have an 5 ^ay. However, no one can see 
that spirit living inside of me. All they see is the same old Neveah, as the girl she always was and 
will always be within their eyes. Little do they know! 

Therefore, the day I hanged myself with my school belt noose, I really did pass on, and 
every time they kill me, 1 do die and come back to life, yet do they know why? They just think 
they cannot get the job done, 1 guess! I do perish- every time, as I fall to the ground, and see the 
light, yet so far as I said I am saved to live on. As you know, and given life again, just in a non- 



living, yet not dead way. I cannot explain what it is like; I can inhale and exhale the air of worlds. 
Like you, but differently. It is like I have the life of a spirit, with a heavenly air that never ends. 
Everything looks the same on me, as I breathe in and out of my human body, yet I know that is 
not so. I have something more, and if I wanted to, I would not need to fill my lungs at all with 
earthly air; the heavenly air would keep me alive as I am now. 

Though to be as normal as possible, I do both, also because the baby is sharing 
everything that, I take in and out of my body also. Besides, she has to have oxygen to live. So, it 
has become a second nature habit, like before to breathe and eat and sleep as I did before. I am 
still the same girl, just even more different than before, yet the same. Do you understand? Yet 
even now, I have to do the right things to get my white wings when I ascend at some point 
someday. I know it is crazy an angel having a baby. Yes, it can happen, and she is going to be 
bom soon, as a human girl! Yet no one knows about me being like this. 

So, do not tell him, Hope, or anyone! No one ever needs to know about this! I am sure I 
will die at some point, for good. However, when and how, I do not know? I am just happy to be 
alive now and live on...! Well you know what I mean? Nonetheless, to look at me you would not 
know that, because, I look very much alive, as you can see. 

That is how I have the power to hear, see, and feel all that I do. Crazy I know, yet I am 
just like every other girl no different in what I have done and going to do in life! I am just happy 
that I was given the chance to live my life, yet it could end at any point if I ask and they want to 
send me away for good, it is all that I choose, and if they allow. 

It seems that when I love someone they die, so who is next to go in my life, that is the 
question? Yet I do not have an answer. I have also wondered if I am not the angel of death- 
jokingly. However, when I do love someone too much they go away. Hum- Nah-1 am too sweet 
for that role! Oh, that reminds me, I should be eating something about now, and yes, I am 
craving chocolate, which will never change! 

(Questioning Maiara’s demise) 

I guess I was wrong maybe; she did kill herself because I found out just last week that she 
really could not take any more of the town and the hellhole and me. Because she killed her, her 
father and mother with the same baseball bat. It was a crime of passion and hatred. On the other 
hand, did they, do it? To make it look as if she went wacky? I do not know? However, I can see 



her fighting someone off, but I cannot see who it was in my visions that I am having. It was also 
said, by the town criers, that she made this... it is a letter, which I have in my hand, right now. I 
never thought it was also a suicide letter. Yes, I got it in the mail, which is shocking, because tbe 
sisters like to come into our yard and steal our mail from the box, and smash it up, and knock it 
over even more then it is. Yes, just like Hopes income checks, yet this note was on time, and the 
date was right on the money. Additionally, what was odd is that this envelope was not opened or 
soiled, unlike all the others. 

The sisters are so destmctive to us, and our possessions around the house. They have 
even hanged a dead cat from the flower pot hook on the front porch, next to the swing. The poor 
black and white kitten's name were the same as mine. When I looked at the tag on her collar. 

They were making fun of me- I guess! Just like I cannot get a job because no one wants to hire 
me. For the reason that of what they say about me, and what they th ink . 

So, no I cannot get a job to make money around here, yet they make it that way for me 
and say that I live off Hope’s money and that I am too lazy and dumb to find work, the blame is 
always on me it seems! Just more rejection! Anyways back to this note, I think she was forced to 
write it letter by letter, they must have spelled everything out for her, which she said to me. I do 
not think this is her wording. Yet maybe it is? I believe in not saying one negative word about 
her so that I can receive my blessings, which will come even in times like these. 

My Maiara was everything to me, she was a shining star forme, and her kiss goodbye the 
last time still makes me weak at the knees until this very day, not knowing that night was going 
to be the last time. That I would ever see her again as a human. I remember what she said to me 
about placing my dream catcher next to a tree and the demon will not follow me anymore, the 
tree will die like me, so you can be free, that is why they killed her because she was trying to 
help me. She was going to tangled them up in her pink feathers and webbings that she gave me. 
Her- all that was left was a nude girl on top of a grave, which they took away in a body bag. 

Yes, they just cremated her because that was all they could do. About two days after the 
fact when she was found. She did not have any money coming from anywhere for a proper burial. 
So, I was given the ashes, she did not even have a wake, no grave, no headstone, no way to be 
remembered. That is exactly what the sisters wanted. 


I t hink ! 



That is why they gave me what was leftover of her, to hurt me! So, I just placed the um 
up on the fireplace mantel, I do not know what to do with her remands. Yes, it creeps me out, 
when her soul comes out and she flutters around me! Yes, it is like I can see her hlack hair and 
black wings. Yet once again, I was the only one that seemed to care about who she was, when 
she was alive, and will never be now that she is gone. I understand that she is never coming back 
as she was, so just like that, I was back to being alone all the time with no girlfriends. With their 
eyes on me. I just hope he does not leave me now. All I have left of who she was is some 
cmmpled up photos and a letter of abandonment. 

All I can say is I hope, that we both end up being in the heavens together someday, that is 
if she prays for forgiveness in hell, yet that is unlikely. Just remember do not let your dreams go 
with you to the grave or whatever; your stone is not going to say your story for you. 

Also, if you do not have a stone or a marker there is no one to care, if you do or do not, 
even if you do it just reads your name and dates, not your tme character! 

Maybe someday that will change. ‘Like being bom again, death to me is not a part of life, 
life to me is death!’ 

Chapter: 25 

My Night and Shining Armor 

I have not even touched the surface of what is in my future. I cannot even imagine what 
is going to come into my life. Look at what has changed in the last year. I have to agree with the 
divine master and Lily anything is possible, and it is for me to grow and about her, as she will 
grow up with him and me. 

Chiaz- so I remember the day I tookNevaehto her junior prom, this year, of course, we 
went together. Yes, she finally got to have her slow dance with me, and where her poufy pink 
and purple feathered gown, that looked so cute on her, because she is so small and tiny. 
Furthermore, that covered up her somewhat of a baby bump belly also. You would not even have 
known she was pregnant at the time. 

When we did the majestic march on the stage at the school in the auditorium for the 
others to see us, we felt the warmth of the crowds, yet that did not last all that long. At the start 
of our walk, no one would have ever known. Yet some big mouths could not help, but make their 



nasty comments, their families did not approve of us, going to prom in the condition, she was in. 
Like one called out- ‘See the slut dirtbag, that got knocked up!’ 

One yield- ‘There is a thing called birth control, you two should have used it!’ Why it is 
any of their business, I do not know. It is our choice not there’s. Yet that was not going to stop us 
or spoil our night together. 

Ava and her sisters and friends were saying all kinds of things there and at the dance. Ava 
and her girlfriends and their dates would gather around us, and they even kept bumping into us 
on the dance floor. Yet all she wanted was one slow dance and a photo, and we got it. Oh God, I 
can still hear their comments! 

Ava’s girlfriend and Nevaeh’s classmate Katie said at prom, as we were on the dance 
floor- ‘Hey who’s the daddy?’ 

Even Adriane said- ‘you are too good for her!’ 

Then Hannah McGmben speaks up saying- ‘Why would you have wanted to fuck her, 
and why do you want to stay. If I was you. I would go get checked, for many things!’ 

I recall that Ava and her sisters were even ripping at her dress, to show everyone what 
was underneath. There was not one boy or girl at prom or at the march, which gave her one good 
comment. Nope, not one, not even Mr. Devolcano, who was the one that took the photograph of 
us as we walk through the door. He took the photo of us, and then he said after to another teacher 
softly- ‘I can’t put this dumb C*NT in the yearbook!’ 

I could have beaten his face in with my fist, at that moment! When he said that. 

Nevaeh, she did not even blink at that, she said just let it go. Come on! -She said. From 
that moment on, we did not care what they had to say. We were us, and that is all that mattered. I 
have to say she was the most gorgeous girl there. We danced under the soft colored lights setting 
the mood, and the halls Gym walls were decorated with a Paris theme. That seemed tranquil and 
mallow, around all the confusion. We did not stay the whole dance. We left and went to our love 
spot. Where we would be alone together until I had to take her home. 

That night ended in a romantic kiss at her door, she asked me in, and we when up to her 
bedroom. She changed into her nightgown in her bathroom and she left the door open, as she 
changed, she left her prom gown on the floor, she said- 



‘I am not going to wear it anymore or again, the way it looks now, it’s not worth 
anything.’ Then she asked me- ‘Do you still like what you see when you look at me?’ - 
Insecurely, as she was pulling her lace-like night top down over her breasts, then to let it slip 
from her hands, and then fall around her knees. This all happens, as she stood in the doorway of 
the bathroom. And I said- ‘Yes, you're beautiful, now and always, I love you Nevaeh and the 
baby!’ She said- 

‘Awe, you’re such a sweetie! I love you too!’ 

Then we talked at the edge of her bed, and then we lied back together on her bed and 
nuzzled, the bed is so old, that it squeaks like the floorboards, when we make any movements at 
all. Everything in her room is either pink or white, maybe to pink for my liking, but it is nice and 
comfortable. 

Yes, I love being in there with her. Even her bedsheets are pink and fuzzy to be 
underneath, and I love her pillow, it is so soft and smells so good, just like her and her hair. She 
is very organized compared to my bedroom, everything has its place, and everything is old but 
perfectly pretty in a girly kind of way. While a prison movie was playing on her old, television 
set on her chest of drawers, we held each other. The nightlight and television is the only light in 
the room, she fell asleep in my arms, squeezing me so tightly like always. Though at midnight I 
had to go and be home, I got up and seen that she was going to be okay. Yes, I even tucked her in 
and kissed her forehead. I closed the door behind me, went down the rickety steps. 

I saw Hope sleeping away with a wine glass in her hand, in her big old chair in the living 
room facing the window. I think she thought I left a long time ago. 

Nevertheless, I do not know, or no if she cared. She does not have much time, for her or 
us. I left her home, got my truck started just to go to my home about a few miles away. On the 
drive down the snug pathway, I was thinking, yes in a way all the things Nevaeh and I ever 
wanted have been checked off her list. I knew from that night on I wanted to spend my life with 
this girl! I was also thinking that the prom was the prom from hell. 

However, to her, it was everything she thought it could be. Yet I feel that she still got 
cheated! Thus, far I can feel that I did all that I could for her. Me-1 try to be kind, thoughtful to 
all. I attempt to control my shame in life by focusing on how unique, and special my life is! Just 



like hers, like her particular talents and mine are a lot alike, we both look at the good not the bad 
in life. Yes, I would have to say that feeling is everything! 

(Interview) 

My characteristics, and most outstanding trades, you ask. Okay, I am a Cancer; I guess 
that makes me loyal, dependable, caring and adaptable. I like to do things my way at times if I 
think it is the right thing to do. My creativity highlights me as an individual I think, I am just me 
what can I say. She is a Gemini, and some days she has two personalities, I swear, yet I can see 
why she does. Okay back to me- What are my drawbacks, you ask. Hum-1 am moody at times, 
yet who isn’t? I can be clingy, with the one, I love, yet she likes that! Self-pitying at times, like I 
can be oversensitive and self-absorbed in my world that I create. People say that I know me, that 
I am complex and enigmatic. Okay if they say so...? Yet some even say that I am stuck up, and 
hard to get to know, nevertheless I am not at all- as you can see. I am more- happy go lucky. 
What do you think? 

Nevaeh-1 believe I am never going to go around with little dreams anymore, I will not 
have a contained mind; I am always going to be positive if I can, and dream big. Knowing that it 
all can, and will be coming tme if only I believe that it will. I know that I should never get stuck 
in a rut, for the reason that I do not know the whole plan that has been set for me. When you 
think like this, you can, and will break forth; this is when you will see an increase and praise. I 
hope that all our dreams come true, and we can all start anew. I hope, that we can think, all are 
choices through. Now I am hoping, that I can let you know that, you have an angel too. I hope 
that everything is going to work out for you. The angels will save you and me, in times that we 
are on our knee. I hope the tower and their clans will forever let me be. I hope that everything 
will be understood so all of you can see. 

(About six months back) 

Nevaeb- Tbe night that I was saved differently, I am only sixteen but the time is right. I 
could not stand living here another day or night, in ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ in the house of 
lost and lonely dreams, it was time forme to spread my wings and fly away from this land of 
misery. The day finally came and he saved me from the hell that is part of my existence. The 
boxy chariot with its small oblong taillights arrived near my doorstep. 



He greeted me with the presence of compassion. For I was looking down from the 
window, yes it was supposed to just be another date night. Yes, he arrived to sweep me off my 
feet once again and take me away. Hope was not very pleased with the onset of him being in my 
life... But there was nothing she could do at last I was contented, and that is all that mattered. 
She would not let me go on my dates, so I waited around until it was night outside, and she was 
asleep! That is when I would sneak out, and get away fora while, with him. Yet I think I got 
pregnant on date number one, yet I am not sure. 

(Looking back) 

I remember all the dates; we would drive through the town at night, and do all kinds of 
wild things. Besides, look at the stars in the back of his ford bronco tmck with a blanket at our 
spot, as the baby was asleep inside of me, this was about four months ago, or so. 

(The first days together as a couple.) 

Some of our dates started right after my school day, he would come and get me, and I 
would not come home until my curfew or not at all. We did not have much money, yet we 
always had fun just being together. Like this one time, we went kayaking in or swimsuits on the 
gently flowing river, and then afterward we had a picnic lunch, simple dates, but always fun. 

Yeah, that is right, we only had three normal dates before; I know I was indeed going to have a 
baby. Are craziness slowed down a lot after that fact, yet we still went out. 

(The revolution) 

I remember the night, I was saved about nine and a half months ago; I was not wearing 
anything more than my pink nightgown, which I put on in a rush it was not on fully. I leaped 
down the staircase and exploded through the heavy wood door of the dwelling. I sprinted down 
the long lonely path that seemed to lead to nowhere, and that is where his chariot awaited my 
arrival. I know what the plan is, and what it was going to instill. ‘Oh yes, we know what we're 
going to do. Nevertheless, for freedom, it had to be done like this. ’ At last, we are finally 
together so that all things would be all right once more. The tower has crumbled and her words 
are muffled, my life was starting to feel as if it was complete. 

Finally, I had my chances to mn through the cornfields of ecstasy hand, and hand, laced 
with desire. We were hoping and praying the night would not end, so we would not have to ever 
return to ‘The Land of Many Steeples’ once again. We saw the stars with its moonlight, while 



the thoughts of everything else was out of sight. So, the next day it was a Saturday, the weekend, 
so my boyfriend came to pick me up at my home for our date. Yet that did not go as planned, 
Hope was furious because she knows I was not home the night before, yet she and I were on the 
outs anyway. As well as I just do not care what she thinks anymore, plus I just had about enough 
of her bull shit? 

Yes, I was being rebellious, yet I needed this free will. 

Hope made it very clear that I was not going anywhere with him, she slapped me across 
the face, and pulled me away by my hair, and said that I was not going anyplace with him, that 
we are never apart, and that I need to stop being a whore for him just to lay-around with. Those 
are her words, not mine! As soon as she went upstairs to change into her nightdress that she 
where’s most of the time. 

My boyfriend and I left the kitchen where the fight took place, Hope said- T had enough 
of this. ..lam going to change, and when I get back down here, he best be gone- you hear me. ’ 
That is when he took me by the arm into the living room, to have a fast heart-to-heart about what 
just took place; we were sitting on the loveseat, with me on his lap, and his hands placed on my 
tummy. 

He said, ‘We should go... come along with me!’ I replied- ‘Where should we go?’ He 
said- ‘Anywhere but here, you need to get away from this. ‘She is unstable.’ -He said. We were 
whispering in one another's ears the plans to be, however you already know some of them. 
Nevertheless, I made it very clear to my boyfriend that I felt uncomfortable about the situation, 
and I said we should wait. And- his reply was ‘What are you waiting for trouble?’ He took my 
hand and we ran across the lonely lane to his chariot; he was so nervous that he flooded the 
engines. 

The engines were- like- clanking and grinding. You know what-1 am going to come back 
to that, and let the suspense build-up, I know- don’t you just love me? 

Anyways this reminds me of the first time Chiaz and I went out together after one of my 
school days. There is nothing like kissing in the rain. Oh, that night in the cornfields is love, at 
last, was realized, it was meant to be. 



Yes, the clouds were overhead, but we did not care it just led to things getting even more 
passionate for us, the rain started to fall nonstop, as we were rolling around on the mud-covered 
ground. Our lips locked and eyes fixed on one another? 

Everything was so amazing and amplified by the thunder, both of our hearts pulsed. Like 
raced along with its rhythm of the perfect shower; as he picked me up in his arms, there was one 
arm under my butt, and the other placed on my back, as we found our spot for the first time to do 
what we longed to do. As he ran with me held in his arms and underneath the bridge structure, 
we went. Below that part that is still standing, where we were covered from the rain, which was 
pelting down like a monsoon. 

He placed me down to stand on my own feet. That is when we embraced closer than ever 
before. Then he began to take off my soaking wet schoolgirl uniform, starting with my top down. 
Which was just clinging to my body. My top was so wet that it was clear; he could see my pink 
bra, which was underneath, and he said that he liked it. 

My white blouse was speckled with the mud from the brown and tan ground, which 
splashed upon us as we ran. Yet 1 did not care the uniform it was going to lay on the ground, at 
some point anyway. My skirt was just lying flat on my legs as if it was sticking to me. He was 
pressed up against me as we stood as one, at that same time we said to one another- ‘That we 
have been waiting for this moment all of our lives to be together like this.’ 

He raised my arms to pull my top off, and to remove the bowtie I were, as I removed his 
blue T-shirt up and off, at about the same time. Both are tops where like ripped off, and just 
thrown to the wet ground. As the dripping stream from the collapsed railroad bridge track so 
high above us was falling on us in trickles, as we stood together. 

He did mine without even unbuttoning it completely. Then our fingers joined, just for his 
hands to slide down my arms to my hips and back up, and his fingers brushed along my body so 
softly. I remember how he tugged my skirt down, and off me completely, to the point I was 
showing everything that made me a girl to him, I was alarmed yet thrilled, and the adrenalin was 
pumping all at the same time, I knew this was perfect. After my plaid skirt fell the rest of the way 
down to the ground, I step out of it and kicked it out of the way right into a big mud puddle. 

As he was unsnapping my pink bra in the back of me in a fast trembling passion at the 
same time. Around the same time, I was unbuttoning his jeans and sliding them down to his feet. 



and then I jerked his gray brief underwear down to his feet. Only to see what made him a man, 
that was pointing right up at me, all up in my face, and of course, I took care of that! 

Likewise, we had missionary sex for the first time in the dirt. I recall that he was on his 
knees somewhat, and I was on my back with my hair in the sludge, as his hands were holding my 
knees down, and that is when our miracle was formed and united. As he deposited the seed of his 
cells deep inside of me, that all embedded in me, and that became her. Everything went just like 
my dreams, which I have had in the nights of the past. Yes, we made love under that bridge, 
looking out over the golden fields, and the miracle began, it will be nine months of 
transformation until we could see her face for the first time. 

Nevaeh- He is warming me up for sex. Me-1 pulled her underwire off to the right side, 
and we both can hear my vagina, slightly hair covered. Her- my lips not yet parted by anything 
of his yet, just me feeling around; so, he could see. Then his hand softly starts stalking me, at that 
point in the stocking and touch of both are fingertips and my hand on top pulling up and down in 
a rhythmic pattern on me. -1 cum-ed, so- tingling- with a bleached, white and silver surge 
overflowing out of me, as my strengths inside were pushing it out... and I could see that moving 
up and in too. Me- then I kiss around... not yet going down and tasting as my tongue goes, all 
the way into her vagina. Her- he was intrigued by my hood, and how it is covering it all furrowed 
up the skin for it was hanging off ever so nicely, he said. He- and I saw it slow pop outward for 
me, her clitoris that is... it was changing, and soft pink, and I could see the button like thing 
come out at me. Awe- the smell of sex is on like anything! I love the scent of a lot of things and 
this is one, for yah. 

I want you to smell everything I have asked you to, you can get the memory more that 

way. 

Him- It was for sure fully covered by at least a half of inch of fleshiness that hangs skin 
was the only showing part at first, in-between the tightened lips looking at me sweetly, just 
wanting and sitting cutely to be pulled back, and like the lips apart for my kiss. 



Her- Oh, and I could see her there now, that I was slowly being turned on to him doing 
this to me. Me- It was good to see her getting turned on to me. Her-1 was laying on top of him at 
this point; we were wrapped in like around each other’s bodies. Her- In the wraparound poison I 
might add, awesome for... forme. Him- me too! Her- And to have a malleable orgasm, with his 
at the same time going off. Nevaeh- Um- honey are we saying too much here- Me- Nah, Love, I 
think they get it! Okay then- here it is-1 am quite yet not when I getting off with my man! How 
does it work? Me- shit! Say it all why do not yah! 

Her- Um ok-ie-dockie- he was laying on the bed, with his legs outstretched. 

Then I climbed him... Me- and she’s is so-o tiny...! Him-1 love her going all over me 
like that. (Taking together holding hands, being cute-z, and being awkward about their love life, 
yet so in love, interview- like. ‘It’s the quiet ones you have to worry about.’ Said the questioner 
named- Steven.) (Showing everything.) 

I am working my way up to him, and then I wrap my legs around behind his back, while 
he pulls you towards him. Then you move up and down at a speed to suit you, and me that is a 
fast as I can go... Until he screams out my name as he doses mine; you get very deep penetration, 
and can kiss throughout, and God does with making out, just see and hear that, he is so easily 
squeezing my boobs which he'll love, and so do I when there been pushed up. Just suck on me, 
please! What do you want... sucked? I said- Everything! (In a sexy whisper) I can do that! (With 
a sticking look on his face.) 

I say this is my: 'Love position. It Hits the G-spot every time. EXCELLENT! Wrapped 
around as tight as our two bodies could be holding each other, he was bending in upward for me 
as I was sliding up and down on his nude and abs chest, my boobs and nipples caressing him and 
giving us both shivers. Until she said, I am going to come! Breathing hard and fast like us in are 
thirsting, in and out seeing her vagina wet, and squirting all over my body. She licked her fingers, 
and said- let’s do it again, just having it all rub in... flip me around, not having one time be 
enough; so, he makes the bedrock and rattle, as I am in the reverse sitting position. His breath 
blowing on my back my- hair in his face, and his hand mbbing up and down my backside feeling 
my butt, and I go for the ride, and it goes off even harder than the last ten times. 

Tmly, the miracle we needed! I remember how he kissed my lips, he kissed my neck, he 
kissed my chest, and he continued kissing me, all the way down my body, and back up all over 



again. He is truly incredible every time, with making love. What can I say, yet I love him, maybe 
that is why I feel that way? ‘It cannot be bad, with the one you love! ’ 

Now that moment is part of my history and story. I can still see 

it in my mind, all the wet coverings as they fall to the drizzled ground. As well as how it 
was so cute to see him having difficulty in removing my shoes and socks, it made me feel as if 
nothing could go wrong. Afterward, he and I were covered in all that grime and whatnot. Way 
too muddy and sticky to get back into his truck. Therefore, we rinsed off together, out in the rain 
slightly. We walked up to the tmckhand and hand. However, our clothes were not salvageable, 
that we took off- so we just carried them in our other hand as we walked away from our spot, and 
we just threw them into the bed of the tmck, when we got there after the small hike back up the 
ridge. 

Naturally, we drove to his home with a bla nk et over us, all cuddled up in the front seat. 
While hoping that no one would see us. However, I am sure someone, if not all the town’s 
people, which were out and about at that particular and unmistakable time did. I am sure there 
were someone’s eyes on us the whole time! 

It was an overwhelming and tremendous night, one that I will never forget as long as I 
have this life to live. Using the basement door and the steps going to the first floor. 

I remember bow we snuck past his mom Bethany who was engrossed in a television 
show, as she was laying on the sofa in their living room. Tiptoeing ever so gradually. Without 
making a sound and of course, I had to sneeze and pee badly. Nevertheless, I held it all back as 
much as I could anyway. We did not need to be busted, like this! 

That would be hard to clarify. I mean he has a cool mom, but not that cool. His mom 
looked up as we were halfway across the room and she did look around because she thought she 
heard a thump in the night... and she did. It was me tripping on the floor mg or extension cord or 
whatever that thing was. So, we dropped to the floor behind the couch, like we were dodging an 
oncoming missile-like they must have in world war two in the battlefields. 

We did not need this bomb to drop on us that is for sure! Besides, I did not want to have 
to drop the bomb of what we did on her; because she would have unleashed the F -bomb on us 



many times. You can understand why, like one me being underage. The others you can predict! I 
know she would have exploded on us. Yet about a three or four weeks later I remember, that 
bomb was dropped on her and Hope. 

We were like- ‘Surprise, we are having a baby!’ -And the war started on us! The question 
where flying past us like oncoming round or fire! Bethany- ‘I still can’t believe that my baby is 
having a baby! I am going to be a grandma?’ So anyway at that time, I was thinking, I would 
have died once more that they would kill us, and I would be seeing him as a spirit too, as I would 
look over his grave. No- we did not die, but we sure got into a lot of trouble, him more than I did 
shockingly. Because he is over eighteen, and I am not of age to have sex with anyone, because of 
what they call full consent laws. Hope could have pressed charges if she wanted too. Though, I 
pleaded with her at the time not too! 

Anyways back to what I was saying, that just did not need to happen, right then and there. 
Finally, we made it the rest of the way on or hands and knees, Chiaz was behind me with his face 
bumping into my butt. There were a lot of things going through my mind, as you could imagine. 
At last, past the door, away we were in the hallway, we got up on our two feet, and we went and 
showered off entirely together in the bathroom. That is when we showered one another off 
completely. 

After we ended up in the laundry room and he got me something to were of his, it was a 
black hoodie and a beige pair of shorts. He asked if that was good, and I said- ‘That is all I need.’ 

He got a white- T, black underwear and dark red shorts for himself. Then he even put my 
uniform in the wash, for me at his house. Yet I knew it was not going to come clean. However, it 
was sweet that he tried. 

(Runaway) 

Now let’s get back to that day that we chose to leave. Yes, that flashback is over, and this 
one is about to start- I remember that Hope was mnning after us screaming with a frying pan in 
one hand and a branding iron in the other. 

Shrieking- ‘ You bring her back to me, or I will have your ass mounted over my fireplace, 
and I will get you... jackass for kidnapping too.’ We ran to the truck as fast as possible, and I got 
in the passenger side, he just jumped through the driver side window headfirst. 



The key was fiddled into the hole, and turned; thus far, the engine was hackfiring and 
making a hell of a lot of rackets, which was not promising; the damn thing did not want to run. 
She was nearly at the bumper, and the engine turned over. The vehicle finally started and 
knocked to life in a spitting and spitting sound, with a jolting motion. All the same, we were 
moving forward. Then hope was left to eat our dust as the wheels spun out, as we raced on down 
the path doing like sixty-five or more. 

After a very long chariot or truck ride like a full day, I was asked the question that every 
girl waits their entire life to hear... yes, it was perfect, just like it was when he gave me my 
heart-shaped diamond ring. On the drive, I remember him saying- ‘let’s elope, together, I have a 
plan! Furthermore, when we come back, I will get my mom to sign it, the marriage certificate, so 
it cannot be annulled.’ Plus, he got me three new dresses along the way, and a ticket! The night 
we left, I was fortunate, because I kept all my identification, like my passport and birth 
certificate all in one yellow envelope in the hall table. So, all I would have to do is just grab it, as 
I went out the door. 

That is what I did. Just like all of the things he needed were all in the glove box. I knew 
we were going far away some-day, 1 just felt it, yet I did not know he was going to pop the 
question when we left! I have a photo of us there, that day also it shows us, as we were boarding 
are shipped to leave Norfolk Virginia. The picture displays us standing in front of this enormous 
ship's arm and arm. Yes, it was a glorious moment. Just like the name of the liner, which we got 
on. A photo, it is something I will always remember, and, yes just like the moment when Chiaz 
Natherth said- ‘Will you marry me?’ And I said- Yes... for three reasons. 

One: He will always be there for me. Two: I needed to get away from the dwelling of lost 
and lonely dreams and ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ Three: I am pregnant with our child; which 
no one knew about at the time. It was the right thing to do, he thought, and he loves me! Then, 
for five or more days, we saw nothing but deep blue ocean in front of us, with no connections to 
the outside world. 

Yes, we were free to do whatever we wanted, on the boat deck, and in our stateroom. We 
went to these lovely enchanted islands that are far from our homes, with its cascading palm ferns 
blowing in the breeze, yes, the trees leaned over the Pacific, with smooth and as far as the eye 
could see. The sand in which we wrote our names in, to enclose with a heart, which we both 
drew around, with the date. 



Oh, yes gone away for the lands that we knew; only to return as a family, at last, the plan 
was accomplished no longer a forbidden, as we were oceans apart from ‘The Land of Many 
Steeples.’ Not even a distant ship on the horizon; no one's lies or eyes could find us. We were in 
a peaceful paradise. 

I remember when we applied for a marriage license on one of those nights. 

Yet we had to wait forty-eight hours before the big day. Yes, knowing that I was only 
sixteen at the time, but I said I was much older, and he is somewhat older than I, yet we both 
said- ‘I do!’ We did it! Anticipating many repercussions, praying that Hope would not have the 
license annulled, for the reason that I was underage at the time. 

The journey home was mixed with emotions, we are joyful because our honeymoon was 
on a luxury cmise, but will all of them be blissful for us? We are back in the land, and the news 
is out! The phone and walls are lighting up with an explosion. Nevertheless, is this good or bad? 
We just do not know yet! 

Chiaz- our wedding night was a lot like the first time we were together, I remember the 
first time we kissed, and it was like that all over again, with her. 

I remember saying our first kiss ever, thinking back- ‘I would love to kiss your lips.’ 
Nevaeh said to me, that she was afraid that she might be horrible at attempting a sweet tender 
kiss. I said do not overthink it, and if you feel that tingling feeling, it will be amazing for both of 
us; it cannot be bad you have to try to know, and you are going to know when we try! 

I care about you so do not worry you can take it slow. I told her that whatever her heart 
was saying to do she should do it, just go for it... live for the moment. I looked in her big 
beautiful blue eyes, and everything was even more perfect, it was beyond belief, and the kiss 
lasted longer than I thought it would, like three minutes, yet it was incredible. That first kiss with 
Nevaeh it was not like the type of kisses, that we have seen the other couples doing in the halls 
of school next to their lockers. 

This was certainly, her being loving and her being so innocent. 

Without a doubt in my mind, I loved how she feels when she is kissing me. I just love 
how she feels next to me; I love everything about her! She is always so thoughtful in an 



unidentifiable way, the wonder of it is incredible, and all 1 can think of is that moment when 1 
touched her lips with mine, I knew the reminiscence would last endlessly, with her and me. 

On our first date, and she knew that nothing would come between us, she got over being 
shy with me, and our relationship bloomed, faster than anyone would have imagined, yet that 
was the strategy. It is like in the spring whenever 1 look up to the blue skies above, I am in awe 
of it. It is like I am looking into Nevaeh’s eyes so heavenly, and then the tears that she cried 
reminds me of the warm summer showers, that made us bloom and grow, like the daisy and Lily 
flowers, that she loves so much. I recall her saying ‘I am not scared of being with you on our first 
date.’ That is what she said to me, yet I knew she had the butterflies flying around next to her 
trembling heart, as I did. Yet we knew what we were going to do was the only way to stay 
together. What else can 1 say other than miracles do occur and they do come true! We, at last, 
had found out what tme love was, and what it was meant to be loved... tmly we are in love. 

‘LOVE!’ 

Oh, love is meant to be what you care about in another individual, that you just cannot 
stand to live without. As well as if you love her, you have to love everything that she has, or do 
not have at any given time, and I love everything she has got on her body. I love everything 
about her personality, 1 love her voice, and I love her smile and her laugh. 1 love the entirety of 
this girl! I would lay down my life to be with her. 

Yes, yes, I would, and she knows that. 

Besides, you mostly have to have contentment, pleasure, and joyfulness more than any 
other feelings in that fact. No matter how painful any other feelings may be that you might face 
someday. If you love them, you need to be okay, with whatever they want as long as you both 
can stay li nk ed together and joined as one beating heart forever. I know that sounds foolish, but 
it is tme. ‘As a little lady, Nevaeh believed in the perfect gentleman, her hero! That would kiss 
her awake. 1... did not believe, that I was that very boy for her.’ However, I was! So-o, I was 
going to make sure that I always treated her like my little fairytale princess. ‘Nevaeh used to joke 
saying that I guess that I had to kiss one frog, to get to you my prince charming.’ 

The first time I held her oh so tightly to me, with my eyes fastened somewhat frightened 
by her. I was questioning in my mind at the time if something in my life had ever been so 
flawless and meaningful, and yet made me so nervous all at the same moments. I am so smitten 



with her, and the sensation was even more magnificent than I ever fantasized, that it possibly 
would have been, it is just amazing! She asked me ‘Are you falling in love with me?’ Besides, I 
said- ‘I always was in love with you, I just couldn’t be! ’ ‘Do you want to make love to me I 
asked?’ 


She smiled at me, and without hesitation, she said- ‘Yes!’ and that- ‘We don’t need to 
have it be perfect, as long as we fit perfectly together.’ I was like all right then! At first 
thought... I did not know what that meant, but when we linked our bodies together as one, and in 
a peaking ending, that was inside of her, I knew perfectly what she meant. Hoping that the 
kissing would not stop throughout, I kissed and tickled every part of her small body, and she 
would sigh in delight...! I knew I want to be with her forever, even more after, I was hoping we 
made the miracle happen that night! 

Yet 1 do not think she thought I was going to do that. 1 will never forget Nevaeh saying, I 
know you want me! Like I want all of you, I want to, I need to taste you, feel you inside me, and 
I know that you have been dreaming about me since we were really little. Besides you know you 
want it. I recollect saying I feel the same way about you. 

I remember her swallowing down hard, and saying I want to do this more than you even 
know... while she was gasping for the words, of course, I have dreamed of this moment with you. 
She said, that she fantasized about me since she was about eight years old, every night, to the 
point she could not sleep. I do not know if she would like me to say this but... she whispered to 
me that she would think of me while she licks her fingers, and reach down and tickled herself 
until her fantasy would peak with a thrilling squirting spray, that drizzled all over her bedsheets. 
Anyways she said, that gave her warmth and satisfaction and keeps the demons away. Within her 
body and mind. Too much information, yeah, I no! Afterwards her dreams would begin as she 
would be relaxed into a deep slumber holding her teddy bear as if it was me. That is what she 
said to me! 

Nevaeh-1 not can believe you said that! 

Chiaz- sorry, While too late now...! Nevaeh said- ‘That’s okay-1 guess, keep going now, 
and try to keep it PG-13 AND IT IS.’ Chiaz- Well... that night under the bridge, she was so wet 
down there and so tight, she pulled my pants down so fast the button zipped like a stone on the 



ground. Her breasts shined in the light, and her nipples were pointed as if they were looking at 
me as we were making love. How was that...? ‘Oh boy! ’ -Nevaeh said. 

(The spot) 

Chiaz- Yes, she was staring at me sweetly; everything on her was bouncing up and down 
as well as around. Her hips smacking into mine, she said, that she loved me on top of her, and 
she had her legs and her arms wrapped around me. I remember sliding down her skirt that night 
and sliding her bra off of her petite little figure. I remember her fingers touching me everywhere, 

I remember putting my fingers in places I had never had them before. She made me tingle and 
still does. 

She was so gorgeous when she was looking up at me; well she was on her knees. 
Nevertheless, nothing ever compared to her legs spread out before me, she had one of the most- 
savory flavors like strawberries, which makes me want more. I had never felt anything like this 
before, in my life when I entered into her. I will never forget her blue eyes rolling, the sounds she 
made, and the faces she made out of passion, it still takes my breath away. We went for about 
two minutes or more; she was moaning the words like, ‘Yes,’ ‘Oh my god!’ ‘So, this is what I 
have been missing out on.’ I can still hear her moaning. That was when I said, ‘I will love you 
forever. ’ 

Nevaeh- that so-o was not PG-13 Chiaz. I do not know what that was...! There is a thing 
called, being too truthful- you no! 

Chiaz- sure...! I will never forget afterward, she began to cry so hard that, droplets with 
mascara run down her sweet little face. So, I like to hold her in my arms all night when she 
stayed or I would over. Until she falls- asleep, with her had on my chest and her arms holding 
onto me. She said she liked hearing my heartbeat. Naturally, ever night with her was an amazing 
night. But I feel like she does there is nothing more exhilarating than the thunderstorms, the 
pouring down rain... you know that everything is better when wet! She would claw her nails into 
my back to the point my back was bloody. As I crested her sixteen-year-old body as lightly and 
softly as possible, yes, I have scars to this very day, just like a permit tattoo of devotion. 

She was just what I was looking for in my life. We were the love that we both needed yet 
never had before in our young lives. We brought joy to one another, just the same as we do even 



now. What more can I ask for? I remember all the classes and sitting behind her wanting to touch 
her hair, because it looked so soft, and looking at her backside, 1 felt a high just by being in her 
presence and smelling that scent that was uniquely hers that never changed. I remember some 
nights when she would climb outside the window of her house, scaled down the high trellis that 
was littered with roses in the summer nights; in her nightdress just, because she said that she was 
lonely for me. 

Her house was right down the path from me. Just like that, she would be standing in front 
of me in my room at night; she would take off her night top and place it on the rocking chair that 
was next to my bed. Then she would crawl in with me, and hold on to me so tightly, that I felt 
that she was suffocating the life out of me, and she would go back home before the sun comes up. 
This is when we first started dating. She always fell asleep resting her head on my chest, she 
must of- felt safe in my arms. I guess that is why she was always so tired to find love. I guess 
that is why she loves me, I was always there for her, and after everything she went through, she 
needed me. Plus- she said that she liked to hear my heart pounding. There is nothing more I ever 
wanted, or to be then was her hero! 

Come to think about it I really cannot hear the heartbeat at all, I wonder why, I know she 
has a pulse? It is interesting that when she is asleep, I check on her often. You know there is 
nothing more comforting than hearing her snoring away, she is so adorable! I look around the 
room, and the white laces on the windows are tied back, with lavender ribbons. I know that she is 
content, holding her teddy bear and me, under her canopy bed, she may be young but as for now, 
she will always be the little girl that I want to be with. The crystal chandelier is dimmed as low 
as it can go, with a soft glimmering creamy warmth, in our household. 

Nevaeh- Chiaz, I am going to stop you. You are getting ahead of me, and wow, you said 
a lot! Maybe too much, don’t you thi nk ? 

Ha- if you say so hon! 

Chapter: 26 

The Games We Played 


(About one year later) 



Who thought I would be married at the age of sixteen and now I am seventeen, I surely 
did not foresee this. However, that is how life works unexpected adventures of togetherness with 
one person, that you find irresistible, or that is how the story should go. With me, it was a 
completely different tale. We were married on a golden Bahamas beach at sunset; an archway 
was behind us with Lily flowers on it to remember the garden angel, which is still protecting me. 
The water was in the color of light blue and seafoam green. I had a short white dress on, along 
with my hair blowing in the breeze. He was wearing a black tuxedo both of our feet squishing in 
the sand. Yes, we were both holding hands, and I got the perfect kiss at last! It was a small 
wedding just us, but once again, it was perfect! Then we got back on the ship and the honeymoon 
started for us. 

Chiaz Natherth- (I remember about six months back) Nevaeh had not even finished high 
school yet, however she is pregnant with our baby. I was not there to see her in the halls because 
I am older than she is, but she told me all about it... and what it was like for her before me. At 
least they left her alone when she was caring for my baby, or at least that's what she said. Yet 
when people groom you to a label, you say things and do things, to protect you and them because 
of fear. 


They make you out to be the culprit, and they make you feel guilty of just trying to get 
pleasures out of life. I would not know what it is like to be a victim like that, yet I know how that 
family can be. I have dealt with all of them and their manipulations. I would countdown the 
hours until I could see her again; it was nice for me to pick her up every day from school, she 
would be leaning up on the retaining wall of the steps or sitting there. We look forward to seeing 
one another and spending the rest of the day together. I still want to get to know everything about 
her; it is funny how lust turned into love, and now we are tmly in- love with one another! 

Nevaeh- as you all know I have a human life growing inside me. Now I know how Juno 
felt! I remember there was nothing more remarkable than seeing her on the ultrasounds monitor 
after she put the goopy stuff on my belly, and then Chiaz shouted it’s a girl! All I remember 
about my trimesters is getting bigger and bigger, and my jeans, dresses and, undies feeling 
smaller, snugger and tighter, that he bought for me. 


(The nine months are up) 



I remember the night I gushed like the 1889 Johnstown flood, and I thought I completely 
peed in my jeans... that was not at all. I recall Chiaz was freaking out, and he got in the truck 
without me. At this time, I was living at his house with him and his mom, on the weekends. Then 
he realized that I should be with him... so he ran back into the house and carried me to the car. 
Furthermore-1 was saying just get me there. He did like ninety-five down the country roads to 
the city. So, we rushed to the hospital, and I was wheeled into a sterile-looking room; and not 
any more than fifteen minutes later, I was on my back pinned down wide open for everyone to 
look at me... it is so bizarre. 

They had no time for that spinal tap thing... so I was pushing everything out of me. That 
is just part of it I guess, you have to push so hard; that it all comes rolling out, and it is not like I 
wanted all that too. Nonetheless, the pain and me- screaming profanity was so worth it for me. 
Because that was the first time, I saw her face sliding out, and heard her cry. We are going to 
name her Jaylynn Lily Nazareth! 

Looking back over all this in my mind at the time I thought about all the many 
unanswered questions, that I was going to face when she came, I remember all the many choices 
of what can or cannot that we can do. Yet I am not like most. I would never stop a beating heart, 
we knew that we were going to keep her, yet some said to get rid of her in the first couple of 
weeks, yet I do not know how someone could say that, like Hope and the cmel kids at school? 

Yet others were pleased for us like his mom and some of his friends. I know that hope was just 
looking out for me, and my future; however, I do not like how she feels. I know that she will fall 
in love with her when she sees her, I hope! 

Hope to hold the baby- T hope you know that she is yours, that you did this to yourself, 
and I am not going to help you in the least. You need to see what being a mom is all about, I am 
not going to give you a free ride. You are going to have to work very hard to keep her. Yes, she 
looks like you, and yes I am happy for you if you are contented! ’ 

Bethany crying joyfully as she is given the baby- T am so happy! You are going to have a 
good daddy, yes you are! Nevaeh, I know you are going to be a good mommy too, and if you 
two need anything just let me know, and I will do what I can! 

Nevaeh- We both said thanks, and the families talked amongst themselves about her traits, 
that our baby girl has. Furthermore, what we need and the cost of everything to keep her a happy 



healthy baby. Her name was questioned, just like they cross-examined our relationship- if will 
last together or not. At this point, I wanted to rest and felt that I needed to sleep. 

Back then, I would never have thought- this was an option with me. I did what I did 
believe is right, and I am happy. With all of the choices, but will I be able to finish school? Is 
being seventeen too young to be a mom? What is it like to be a mother? Why doesn’t the 
hellhole cover this in their health class? They just give you ways to prevent, yet not how to be a 
mother, who is supposed to teach this? I remember bringing her home for the first time, we made 
a nursery for her in my room, and we had a white bassinet for her. She keeps me tending to her 
nonstop, on the weekends he and I stayed together, maybe someday soon we can get our place. 
Her first bath was in the farm sink, and his mom got her all kinds of cute things to where it was 
hard to choose what to put on her. She always looked so adorable. A real-life baby doll. 

(People talking) 

Nevaeb- Talk is cheap... in all honesty, most people just need to mind their own business, 
I think. Either somebody wants to kick the shit out of you, or steal your joy. Stop making 
judgments about us! It all comes down to the fact that they need to feel needed. Just stop 
bothering me, go get what you need, and fight for it as I did, stop trying to take it away from me. 
Besides, keep this in mind as you are doing it- ‘Do to others, as you would want them to do to 
you.’ Why do you ask? Just because you might end up worse, off in what you are doing, than 
what you are seeing, and saying about others. ‘Just remember when you point a finger at 
someone three fingers are pointing back at you.’ Just like you can always tell when someone is 
on the dark side. They have to dance around the fires of destruction and torment, the flame 
within their eyes sparkles as you look at them, as they are children of the night and immorality. 

Let's just say the sisters finally got their turn, for trying to kill my baby Jaylynn with her 
small pillow in my own home, in my room they stood over her one night. When hope was the 
only one home, and we were out for the first time all night without her. Hope caught and fought 
with all of them before they got the job done. Baby Jaylynn is still alive, yet it is a wonder that 
she is. 


Hope spent three weeks in the Altoona regional hospital, which is about forty miles out of 
the way from our small town; because they all pushed her down the steps head first right through 
the railings. Then they dragged her body out in tbe yard using the rug, and then they completely 



ran her over with the old farm tractor and brush hog, which they got mnning somehow. She must 
have called 911 at some point, yet did not say anything, I do not know. It was said, that she may 
not live much longer, it was just that bad. That she will need many surgeries to reattach her 
fleshiness to her body, I have to ask- why would they want to kill her? Who gave that order, and 
what would they gain in having her gone? 

Would they think that I would not have any place to go? 

What is the motive? 

Is it to kill everything that I love? -Or what? 

When the cops showed, they had no choice but to take them all away, even though they 
were somewhat reluctant. However, they were caught, red-handed! Ava was still sitting on the 
seat of the tractor, and the other girls were standing in between the wheel- wells fenders next to 
her up there. None of them were going to get them out of this one. I remember us coming home, 
to all that mess, and my first thought was where is my baby...! She was sleeping away, up in my 
room as nothing happened. 

We called Bethany to stay with the baby, using Chiaz’s white iPhone with the cracked 
screen, she came in her robe and slippers, she was there before they even loaded her up in the 
back. That is about the time 1 went to see if Hope was going to live or die. As well as, the 
paramedics said- it is not looking good. I remember getting in the tmck and him driving behind 
her, as all the blood-red and butterscotch yellow lights and sirens were blazing. Certainly, that 
was the scariest night of my life up to that point at least. 

Like, she is the only mother that I ever had, and I do love her... please live... please live, 

I was saying over and over, as we were speeding down the streets. As they were cutting her dress 
off, they were poking her with IV needles, and all kinds of big and small tubes and collection 
bags. As the ambulance msh down the road in front of us. After I was proven not guilty, and they 
confessed to what happened in the past. Because they could not get their stories straight to the 
investigators, I knew that they would get the crap beat out of them every day mentally and 
physically, by the guards and the other girls, just like I did. I hope that they run into that girl 
named Sabrina, she was the cracked bisexual, which had her eyes on me in the showers and 
lunchroom, which wanted me for her bitch, when I was there. 



So yeah-1 wonder if she is still there...? She like, killed her boyfriend. She was doing 
time with me when I was there. We were in the same group, when we were out for the little time 
we were not in our cells. 

Sabrina- ‘Undoubtedly, I killed the luscious dickhead, by punching in his chubby face, 
until his nose went up into his brain. Then I cut his dick off with a pocketknife, and I chewed it 
up with my teeth. So, I would shit it out the next day. He is nothing but shit to me anyway! 
Subsequently, he was nothing but shit to flush away. Uh-ha- He will never do another girl again! ’ 
(m-waa-ha-ha) ‘Then I threw him in the river, and the fish got to snack on him until he came 
back up to the suffuse, and floated on top of the water. At that juncture, some kid girl found that 
dumb tub of shit...!’ ‘You know I would have gotten away with it too, if that would not have 
happened, I am going to get her for that!’ 

Nevaeh- she said that she did this because; he cheated on her with someone else or 
something like that. Truly- I don’t really know...? That is the story, which she told me anyway, 
and she bragged about it all the time. That is another thing... she was certainly talking about 
things like that. Things that she did to people, boys that she smashed, and how she has been in 
and out of confinement scene, she was like eight years old. I am sure her future is lethal injection. 

She said- I was hers in there, and I could not make friends with any other girls, though I 
knew them all... yet I did not know them at all, I was so lucky, and that I did not get a shank in 
my ass at some point. I remember how I had to become her slave and the guards just looked 
away, so she could do what she wanted with me, yet she would not let any other girls at me. I am 
glad I got out when I did, back then. 

So now, the sisters are going to be locked away in their dungeon, like I was... because of 
them. That is only if their money does not get them out of this one like before... that is if they 
can buy their way out. Like they did in the past, panels of judges. It would be nice to know that 
they would never see the light of day again. Yet that is unlikely, yet maybe just at least for a 
while. I know that they're not going to get me now if they get some time, yet they may in the 
future, I can just feel it. At last, I will finally know who the tower is... the one that, is the head of 
that family organization. The witch said to do this all forme, and my loved ones, I am going to 
find out who has these Cosa Nostra-lrke powers. 



The sisters always had that deceiving glimmer in their eyes that instilled the fright, and 
they hold on tight to what they want. They will not let go until they have your body, soul, or both. 
But-1 guess that I won this battle, yet we still lost some life. They bum the fuel to keep the 
acknowledgment of the made-up past, apparently going. They try to lead us down the path of 
self-destmction; just remember with an idle mind that is Satan's workshop. We should have a 
mind at rest that has peaceful faith, that is not lazy. 

Oh, how could I forget that on Chiaz’s 19th birthday on July 20th of this year? Alissa and 
her gals hacked into his Facebook profile and deleted all his one thousand fifty-two friends off of 
his friend's list. In addition to that, the day before his birthday, they also got into his settings and 
locked out to his birthdate to his friends. 

So, no one would know about it, to wish him a happy day. He did not know about it until 
the day was over. She must have new his password of: (givemesomeloven2) I felt so bad for him 
when he found out what happened. Like who thinks of that. It is so sick! Just like what that girl 
did to her boyfriend, sick is the only word I have for it. 

Lily said- that she can now finally live a free eternal life. To quote her: ‘The demons no 
longer have a hold of me. That the only justice that matters is from the cloud of witnesses that 
look over you and me.’ The cloud of witnesses looks down on the earth, and we are graded by 
them every day, if we follow the golden mbrics and listen to what they say, we can live another 
day, if the Angels choose not to take us away. If we pass, we get our white wings, and what we 
have done wrong does not mean a thing. 

The sisters and their clans are fallen angels on earth. Fallen Angels ring hate and pain, 
and tempt us to join their clan. They are swindlers to everyone; they make us think that they are 
virtuous, and although they are just demon angels of the gloom. 

Fallen angels can look like you when I, we have to know what to deny if they cross our 
path. Demons can take on any shape or form that they desire if that is human or animal; my 
advice is just to be careful. Just like the snake under my angels’ oak tree, it was Ava slinking 
around me, they can transform into any animal that they want to be. Just like those eyes that 
looked into my soul that night in my room, just like those eyes in the sky that used to follow me, 
and just like the raining upon me with their cloud of fog that led to the dizzying heights. 



You have to see and feel to know what to do, and what to look for... if you see the fires 
in their eyes these are Satan spies. If you are tempted by them always deny them, and they will 
end up in the tangled webs of feathers, all the evil spirits should be gone forever if you have an 
understanding, of how to get rid of them. 

Yet, they're never gone forever they come back to feed off of someone like you, and they 
did to me. That is full of life, and their goal is to kill you slowly, and steal your soul so that they 
can have it to live on doing evil. They worship the devil; I do not need to feel within me, I know 
it, I discern they do, that is how they got at me, yet my soul will stay in the heavens if I can help 
it. I do not have human red blood anymore for them to suck out of me, but I did. 

Ava and her bloodthirsty sisters used to suck the life out of me through my ‘girly parts’ 
as they would bite down on me. That type of blood with all my other plasmas and body fluids is 
the type of thick gross stuff, that they liked the most. Because, of all the life, I and Lily, for 
example, would shed from the linings of our uteruses, that is what they thrive on the most. There 
cravings of any soul life, unborn or dead is what they live for. There living leads to death at some 
point for the victims. They want me because I am what they call an altering angel. 

I guess-1 have to prove myself. Yes, they love the blood of young live good living girls, 
which they can overpower, which is what gives them wicked life to go on and on and to do and 
do, and baby Jaylynn is a girl they wanted to bite and kill, along with Hopes soul. The day I 
became an angel on earth, I started to have this like crystalized sapphire blue blood that flows 
from my body when I bleed out from anywhere on my body, after that day I am what they hate 
the most. In this life, I have the choice I can pick aside, to go up or down, yet they want me to be 
down and dead forever, and they want me to bum in hell as they will. 

Only if I choose to follow the divine master, I will go up and get what I want and need. 
Heaven's ranks could not decide if I should get into heaven. 

Why? 

Because of my suicide! Yet, because of the hell, I had. 

Everything I went through, and have to withstand even now in this life. This all is the 
deciding factor of what they will select forme. I believe; they are trying to overlook me killing 
myself. That is why I have this second life, and why they cannot kill me. It is to see what I pick 
to do all over again. Because they do not th ink I belong in hell either, or that is what Lily told me. 



for the reason that-1 was so pure of heart! If I elect to deny the dark side, the sisters will go 
down to the core and bum in the eternal lake of fire forever. 

For what they did to me and their others, if I elect to go with the dark side, I will become 
one of them, never will I do that, yet I could, I could someday have black wings, and harass the 
innocent as they do. Up until now, that is not me at all. I want to have white garden angel wings 
after this life, and help the girls, which have a living life like me, the first life before they do their 
unthinkable end, that is what I would like. 

(What they said to the jury) 

Ava in the courtroom- ‘I liked it, yes, I liked it, and I liked sucking down on it, so hard, 
so fitted, so suctioned!’ ‘Yes, I confess! I like sucking her blood, and all the ones we got over our 
times. Y et no one will ever know that. -I thought, and if you tell, we will slaughter you... that is 
what I and my sisters said to them! ’ I am sure Ava was wishing, that the chains hold her down, 
and her sisters back, were on me, in there. 

I am sure she was wishing that she had her homemade sock ball gag, which she used on 
me in her mouth after she said what she said so thunderously. It is like; she cannot help but talk 
and brag up a storm! I bet she wishes that she had her schoolgirl tie around her eyes as she did to 
me, so she would not have to see them looking at her on the stand sweating bullets with the 
questions being spit into her face intently. 

Adrian on the stand in the courtroom- ‘It was not me!’-she said, she was glaring at me 
with her greenish-yellow pussycat eyes, yet that is how she answered every question asked of her. 
I was thinking to myself yeah- She was too high to remember! The other two were not even 
questioned in the courtroom. 

Yet their eyes on me looked like to piss holes in the snow, dark and yet flickering! 

Why...? I do not know! 

Yet they should the tapes of what they said, when they were questioned, you could feel 
the emotional state, from everyone but them, yet in the tapes, you could see the criminal minds 
of these girls, and that said it all, I guess. You could see the rage, temperament and the crying, 
along with the crazy chuckling and movements in the tapes, no not, for what they did to us, more 
because they were trapped. 



They all got the max of eighteen months in the young girl’s jail, and one- year probation. 
That is if they took the plea deal of saying they were guilty, and that is what they did. Without a 
doubt, I knew the emotionless and without conviction chilling look, which they gave me on their 
hard- icy faces, with their lips taught and rolled under the upper when they were taken away. 
There were going to be back forme someday soon, sooner than later I felt! I knew that all their 
hands that they threw up in the air would be on me once more for sure, or someone that I love. 

Oh, hell or the internal lake of fire, you are forever alone, in your dark evil body, yes 
always a flame. Y ou can hear the others as they cry and their murmurs of moans, you will be in 
constant discomfort. The others that have fallen with you can hear you, but you can never see 
them. You are always in a world of darkness even though you are on fire. That is forever and 
ever! That is if you choose to be part of the dark entity being realm. As of now I, feel- Something 
big is coming my way the divine master is not a small God. I feel that we are not meant to stay in 
one place for long periods. There will be increases in my life, new doors will be open that goes 
to places where I never imagined, and he has already planned massive things coming into my life. 
I believe that- new ideas, new advancements, and new adventures are coming the way I declared 
this to happen. 

(Present time) 

We all have trials of our faith, and the first place we lose us victory is in our minds. If we 
start to believe those lies then the game is over, but if we stmggle the natural and unnatural fight 
of life with the intentions to think, we can start to act upon those thoughts in positive ways. 
However, we do serve a supernatural master, I know this; do not live your life surrounded by lies. 
You have to rise above them with the guardian angel that you have, and we all have one if you 
are a believer or not. 

I am reminded of this scripture- The Psalms 23 (The LORD is my shepherd) 

I shall not want. He makes me lie down in green pastures: he leads me beside the still 
waters. He restores my soul: he led me in the paths of righteousness for his name's sake. Yea, 
though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for he is with me; thy 
rod and thy staff they comfort me. He prepares a table before me in the presence of mine 
enemies: He anoints my head with oil; my cup will run over. Surely, goodness and mercy shall 



follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the LORD forever. I feel that 
verse fits my story well at least up to this point. 


Like always, one of the first society’s folk to acquire the news about us being married, 
and what her girls did, was the Amsel sister’s mother and dad. Their mom is in her late forties 
however, she spends most of her time in the bars and dressing like a fifteen-year-old hooker. As 
well as the other times, she knew all about me, like on the phone and the walls, and everything 
about me. Besides, what else is so unusual about all of this is, that she has to be friends with all 
the teenagers in the land. 

I ask- Does that not come across as a bit odd? Isn’t it strange to lust over teenagers? Plus- 
force those young teens into being part of your contacts. She wants to call me a pedophile, ha, ha, 
and ha! Just look at her walls, and you will see how many young people she has on there; she 
stalks everyone and makes them think differently about them then what they should think. It is 
not hard to figure out really. You just have to look and see and read between all the characters 
and the tme story will be revealed, that is what I did, and what has become known to me. That is 
only if you choose to see what is going on and what is going down. 

Stop looking away, and do not be afraid of their wrath, because I have cracked the code. 
Yes, you can feel free to speak to me and befriend me at any time or place you like as of now, 
since nowadays you know the tme story. I have even seen cases where people have rejected the 
sisters, and they had to make a public video of why they are friends with the family, plus listing 
all the reasons why they are such a benefit in their life. It is sickening, to think that someone can 
scare another person into doing whatever they want, and whenever they want it to be with them. 

It is as if it is all part of a mind takeover. They have what seems to be total authority and 
control over their mind, and they use manipulating games in which, they pinned down on their 
prey. Some of the victims never walk away. Just look at Lily Anderson for example, she never 
bothered anyone, but they manipulated and manhandled her until she could not take any more, so 
yes Adrian did kill her because she was a bully just like the rest of the clan and the keyboard 
avatars? 

Once again, it is all how you view it? What do you think happened? What do you thi nk 
about the bullies? Another victim was... do you remember the class feminist? Nobody knows 
anything about him, yet the kids at school said they were going to bash his head in with a 



hammer, they judge this kid for being who he was, and that was what is called being asexual? He 
was not anything they made him out to be. It got so bad for him that he had to move away, never 
to be seen in our land again, did he choose to be that way, or did the others force him into that 
classification? Naturally, it was all created in the same ways, with one voice of slander, and yet 
another mystery that may never be solved. 

‘Some people do not try to understand; they just make failed comments.’ 

Just because you do not have a girl, pounding or nailing your hammer down does not 
mean you are gay. Do you remember when I said that everyone gets a turn, will Melvin have got 
his too? He was sending a text message while he was galloping down the double concrete paths 
from the city to the country to see his newfound lust. While sending one draft to the sisters, he 
swerved his chariot into oncoming traffic, the message was never completed, and that affected 
everyone’s history’s in ways that cannot be expressed. Let’s see if you can figure out why this 
was significant to me? 

Question- ‘Do we listen with our eyes, or do we hear what we see? It all comes down to 
whom, and what we are going to be. Let’s see are you what you want to be now, or will you be 
after what you cannot see?’ The four sister’s mother has been running around on her husband for 
years. Until now, nothing has been said about it in ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ The husband 
Klein carmot leave because he knows that if he did his life would be over. Therefore, he stuck, a 
hell of a life to choose, or did he choose it? Did she force him into the marriage back then? 
Alternatively, is the contenting now that his wife is roaming around the town? It all comes down 
to fear, what do you fear? No wonder her children turned out the same way. 

Nevertheless- who am I to judge, I would not do that! All I ask for them to do is leave me 
alone, but I know they will not complete. I still believe that there was something tragic, which 
happened in this woman's life. That makes her want to need and thrive on everyone's attention if 
she does not have your complete authority than she is miserable. All I have to say is the sisters 
picked on the wrong person when they chose me! 

(Opinions) 

Yes, love it is just something that you can feel. Like the rain on a warm spring day. Like 
the blossoms from the pear trees landing on your shoulders, as I walk, you’re walking down the 
path to the bridge, similar to the haze from the golden fields; it all reminds me of when I got 



eveiything I ever wanted. I remember Lily as she was to me, I believed at the time that- ‘The 
spaces between our fingers were created so that we could fill them in as we held hands; She was 
just the right size for me in every way. ’ I still love her, even though she still with me it is not the 
same, yet I love my new life also, yet why could I have it them all, in my life? 

Yes, I feel that I have walked in the center of the valley of death, and she has comforted 
me I would say that she is looking over me; she comforts me as much as she can. But- then it is 
not having her here, in her earthly body. It can be hard having faith in something that caimot be 
expressed in words. But- that is what remembering life is about, having faith that there is a plan 
for everything. 

Chiaz-1 remember her hands that I loved to hold the story that we told. We said that we 
would be together even when we got old. 

Just like that song ‘Remember When’ that would be the story of our lives. That we would 
have bands of gold, and someday our babies to hold. No-1 do not think she will ever get over her, 
yet they were so close. The sapphire blue eyes that looked into mine, lost in time. All the golden 
grasses blowing in the breeze, us kissing while we are on our knees. 

She loves me, but I have to say she loved her more than me. 

Maybe I am wrong; maybe she is just grief-stricken. It is hard for her to leave the past 
behind. When she is at war with your mind! Was I kind enough, did 1 leave her behind too much, 
things like this in such, is what is tearing her apart, so much? 

What she did before is none of my business, yet I am concerned, for her well-being. Yet 
to get her help I would lose her. I just work hard at my job to keep from thinking about the pain 
she feels. 

Our love is like the flowers in bloom all around in the spring, the trees with colors that 
display their majesty just for us, as we ran through them, so in love, but like them are we going 
to die too? I hope not! Yet I do not know how long I can go on working these crazy hours, and 
then she is like do not leave me again, it is so challenging just to make it in life. 

Listening to her singing in my ears added to all the lust, she was whispering sweet 
nothings to, which I can still lightly hear. I was the only one she could trust, being together was a 
must for both of us. No matter what the weather, our love was forever and ever, I will remember. 



Nevaeh- Nevaeh-1 will love you forever and ever, try to remember, even when I am, 
absent from your mind! 

Chapter: 27 

The Tower Malicious Voice 

Mazel Amsel-1 have the obsession of destroying Nevaeh, she is so perfect, I cannot stand 
it! My girls have to be on top, and I am never going to let her be anything, I will make sure of it! 
That is what I have been doing for years. Nevaeh that no good little pussy licker; even if she 
knows it is me, she will not be able to ‘Prove it.’ I am just that well-liked by everyone, I am so 
powerful that no one will ever defeat me. I am the master manipulator, Nevaeh- yes, she is the 
tower! She is about for a hundred pounds, u nn atural blond hair, lime green glowing eyes, and a 
voice that bellows! To me, she looks like a bulldog in the face, yet evil wicked witch-like also, 
yet to everyone else she blends in, to the others she looks as they do, just a normal mom, with 
normal kids. Yet I think she is crumbling, I think some people are seeing through her veil, 
because, of what happened recently. 

Mazel-1 have everyone wrapped around my little finger. Likewise, if they do not bow 
down to me, I will make their life a living hell. That is the way; I have to have it, all the time for 
Nevaeh! I have to know what she is doing at all times. I have to hack into her social networking 
and get her pears to think she is a ‘Creep’ and ‘Stocker’ to young girls. So, she has no friends at 
all. So, my girls can be the supreme of this area, so that they can do as they please, without 
anyone stopping them for being the best, no matter what, and from getting what they want, and 
what I want for them. Besides, foremost I wanted to make sure that she would never date anyone. 
So, I came up with the story of telling everyone that she was into girls and that she is just plain 
crazy. I should know my eyes are on her always. I did not want to see her go to proms; I did not 
want to see her succeed. I did not want her to be loved. I would like to see ber die, and not walk 
away from it. 

I have dreamed of ways to kill her repeatedly. Like this one, I would like to see her be 
impaled on a sharp wooden stick, starting through her butt bole, and then slowly have gravity 
have it go up into her delicious miniature body until it hits her brain, and she screams out my 
girl’s names, as we get what we need. I would love to see a Nevaeh- kabob! I would love to see 
her stoned us out in the open with rocks! I would love to see my girls bite her nipples off with 



their teeth! I want to see my girls claw her up to head to toe. I hunger to see them scratch her 
sweet blue eyes that are so heavenly right out of her face! 

I want to see her gush that cobalt blood like a waterfall from her naked sliced up body. 
Yes, I want us to torture her any way we can until she says yes to us. We are going to get at 
anything of hers we can until she comes with us! As we would, all dance around her, as we 
would light her up, cheerfully for the last time. How I would love to bleach and fry that perfect 
hair with chemicals. I and we all in our family want to fuck her up and down anyways we can! 
Mwah Ha, ha! Yes, Beforehand, we all would kiss, touch, lick and stick her, and do what we 
want to get the life from her by sucking away. 

We would eat her soul away as it would come down from the heavens then through her 
body, and into ours, as we would drink it out, the way we do. Yes, yes, hell- yes, I can see it 
now! Yes, I want her soul! Besides, anything or everything I can get out of her to add to my 
shrine. We even have a voodoo doll of her with pins in it I have a few things of hers like her 
hymen damaged red blood tarnished pink polka-dotted gym underwear, and her indigo-sh 
pantiliner she had on. That my girls ripped off of her in school, the more things we have the 
more we can control her mind, but I want more! 

We want more! 

We want and need it all! 

Just like the one girl Lily; I have her one hair ribbon; from Nevaeh, I have something far 
more personal than her underwear, and it is on display too, and that was her virginity! Who 
knows that she was a little cock sucker too? How do I have it, you ask? Tee- he- Will I tell you- 
how! Now come to think of it, back then my idea was to drive her insane so that she will do it to 
herself... like she did; by not having anyone to confide in, I wanted that to kill her slowly, that 
was the plan. 

Just like I was the arranger of her first sexual partner. I told him to pound the shit out of 
her, and pop her cherry so hard and fast, that the next day she could not even walk; plus, bleed 
for many days; which is how I got what is on display... I did this so that it would take everything 
away from her. If my girls do not have it, then neither does she. 

I made the schooling system think that she has major problems, from kindergarten up 
through high school. I will do whatever it takes to have her fall! For the reason that I have to be 



triumphant! It was a promise that I made to her mother. If I cannot have her mind, body, and soul, 
no one can. Yah, know I did not mind putting a bullet in her father's head, so I would have loved 
to put one on hers also. Yes, I should have gotten to her way back then, when she was just sitting 
in her playpens so defenseless. 

Then again, I thought what the hell... it would be better to torture her, and make 
everything in her life a living hell for her! Why should I play god, when I can send the devil to 
her bed every night! Let’s not forget to mention everybody showed up at her father's house right 
after the murder that took place. So, I did not have enough time to complete the job. Oh yes, her 
mother is a very good friend of mine, and I wanted to make sure that Nevaeh would have nothing. 
Nothing but pain, misery, and torture from me and my girls. Yes, without her ever knowing, that 
I was the one causing all the trouble in her life. 

That is what her mom wanted me to do. Because Leah detested her dad with a passion 
after he said- T want you out of my life. Pack your G-D bags, and get out, and I am keeping her, 
and the only way you are going to get her is over my dead body. You are nothing but a cheap 
whore!’ Hereafter, she told me, and I took care of it. It was a joy for me to do so! He always 
thought that he was so damn blameless and desirable and that all the girls around loved him. 

Yeah right, I did not want him either, even if he would have wanted me, or asked me out! 
It all started as a fight about money for diapers and baby food, and things for Nevaeh, yet Leah 
wanted the money to get the necessities she wanted to get. 

No, I do not think that she is high maintenance at all; if she needs a daily hit, well hell, 
she should go get want she needs. She just wants more, that he would not fund for her. So, if she 
does not get it, she finds a new man that can, and gets rid of the old goof, she has to get what she 
needs. 


Yes, with us, the first taste is always free, then the debts start piling up, and you have to 
pay somehow! So, Nevaeh is what I got in a way, for what her mom owes us in supplies also, 
and he would not pay for her habit. So, I killed him for that reason also, and that girl will pay 
too! For not doing what my girls, and I want her to do! In a way, we own her life, and all the 
lives she is having has now, and had! 


That night Leah left him; she threw, and broke every one of his classic rock records, on 
the floor and at his face. Then she jumped up and down on them! Before she came to us, good 



for her, to stay for a while, nearly free of charge, so we placed her in a new town and, we got her 
the job she does, yet we get ninety percent of what she makes per- one session. 

Oh, Nevaeh- if her mom could not have her, to beat on, in her life, then I was going to do 
it for my girlfriend. If she could not have her in her life, then no one would. Just because she did 
not get to kill her like her brothers and sisters back then, does not mean she does not deserve to 
die similarly! I will never back down. No one can ever defeat me! I am all too powerful. Not to 
mention my girls and their friends will spread the rumors around like the plague about her, so 
nobody will ever want to be associated with Nevaeh. 

Whoever refuses me will either pay dearly, or they shall die. Who is ever going to stop 
me, I know for sure she never will, and neither can you! The day she joined in matrimony with 
that boy, that was for my Alissa, I was beyond livid! I will do my flipping best to stop all of this 
now... even though she defeated me, by doing it. 

Who would have thought the dumb simple-minded Nevaeh, would get the best of me? 
Nevertheless, as you know I will get her, I will get everything she has, wants, and wishes. We 
will get to her soon! 

That is a promise! 


Nevaeh 
Book: 5 


The Cursed 


Breaking on through to the other side; my life is it coming to an end, yet I have nothing to 
hide, life is a journey that takes you on a dark ride. When you can see, and understand there are 
the doors of deception in your mind that doesn’t subside, you will understand that life is like a 
red river that comes in tides, as you try to make your strides. 



All I have left are the memories and the people that died. 

However, I ean at least say that 1 never lied; I recall all those that cried; all the ones that 
were denied. At least we can say we tried, and never gave up even after diving into the other side. 
Now the gates are open deep vast and wide. 

Yet it is going to be me, a witch walk’s on the inside? Who and what will deny. 

-Neveah- 

Chapter: 28 

Unloving Mouthful 

Nevaeh-1 could never let my enemies have the last words, you should know me better 
than that! So... can you see into my life, just like snapshots, of the past, present and future? Do 
you know what has taken place? Can you see all the evil entities, and all the good and wicked 
faces? Can you see, and feel all these different places? Can you hear all the voices reaching out 
to you? 

Chiaz- So, the myth has it that Mr. Amzel was out in his yard during a storm digging 
graves for his two stepchildren Grade and Grant. They went missing about oh let see, six months 
back. Their real mom was a crack-head, so they adopted both of the kids and the mom, they said 
died from overdoing it one night. 

Thus far, it is like that family takes kids in yet, they never come out, and if they do, 
they're not the same! It is like they all acted the same ways, and wanted to do the same things. 
Something wild about them, that I cannot clarify if they were all living in a controlled biodome 
getting probed in that house like they were just there for them to test on or something like that. 
Yet that is unlikely, but maybe, something's not right, about what they do to them. 

When I was there and seen the kids the little, I did in that big house, that they took care of, 
it is like everyone one of them had the same expressions and acts the same, it was so unusual. 
They would play, yet not as kids their age would play. It was almost like the boys and girls 
would lust over having one another’s affection, and they would all sleep together. 

That is what I found so weird. It was told to me they would dress and undress one another, 
before sleeping together, and that the boys and girls would shower once a week together. She 



said that was the most economical way to clean them all. Alissa also said that they all had a 
classifying idem, that they give to them, so they knew how they belonged to them. Yet what that 
is, I have no idea at all. 

I do not know if they went outside or not to play? I did not see much when I was there 
with her. 

I found out that some groups were placed in poorer rooms. Which I did not see in that 
house, but I knew they were there. Yet where they are located, I do not know. 

Yes, everything was routine for them. To me, it looked like the orphanage from hell! 

Alissa used to say to me when she made me stay over, that was the best way to take care of all of 
them, as they do. 

Therefore, they took the kids in and homeschooled them so they said. Yet no one knows 
what happened to him or her after they went missing? I wonder how many kids there where that 
went missing? 

Nevaeh and I remember Gracie she was a cute young fragile nine-year-old, a long-haired 
redhead with tan freckles. 

We recall that she had dark misty sienna eyes, which would fixate on you when she 
would look at you. They were dark with the colors lying within the inside of the pupil, that was 
asking for longing the deeper you and gazed into them, it was like she was mnning to me with 
her eyes, for help, yet she did not move from their legs. I do recall that Neveah and I would see 
her rarely in the town looking startled, with one of the Amsel girls; she did not look as if she had 
lived in her body. The boy they did not take out as much mostly because he talked far too much, 
-we guess. 

She was the only one that we saw out of the fifty or so children in which they took care of. 
The same can be said for the boy, grant he had light brown hair, with a pinkish undertone. His 
gold-sh green eyes faded, with all creativity drained from them, just like them all I would 
presume. I think he was ten, he always seems to be distracted, he was a chatterbox, yet never said 
anything that made, you want to overhear, he would stutter a lot saying the words ‘smack’ and 
‘bite’ over and over, yet I only saw him once in that house. 



Ido believe that there were- many erotic things going on between the kids just by the 
way they appeared; I would go as far as to say there was incest. I remember seeing Alissa with 
her after we got back; she would be glaring at me, as most would do in town. Maybe she was 
afraid I would say something, or maybe she just wanted me back even now, that she cannot have 
me. I do not know, how she feels, or what she feels, I never really did, and I do not care. 

Gracie, this girl she was always so pale-skinned like she never saw the light of day much- 
I believe that she did not see much sun, she did not even know how to talk to anyone, other than 
a couple of minor phrases. When 1 was over at my girlfriend’s home both kids along with most 
of the others lived up in a dark damp room, that I would call their attic space. With one or two 
double beds, pushed together that they shared, or so that is what I have come to believe. I was 
never up there, yet sometimes you could hear the laughter and their tears, and even slight 
screams. 

You could hear their murmurs in the walls. I think I could hear them all being like rabbits 
and going at it, the thmsting thumps on the ceiling plus all the pitter-patter of little feet above! 
Yet that is what I was estimating was going on, and no my mind just does not think like that, 
something was very wrong! It made me nauseated just being in that house with her, it was that 
vile. Yet the lower parts that they live in was neat as a pin! Like all the girls’ rooms, except for 
Allison, there was food all over the place. 

Yet, Nevaeh she thinks she killed them for the need of their blood of life, a human 
sacrifice to their deity? Me, I have not made up my mind, I do not think they would do such 
things, to harmless kids. Though it is becoming more and more believable to me, after what 
Nevaeh said, and that they did to her and Lily. Therefore, he must have covered them up for her, 
out in one of these fields somewhere. Never to be found, and if they were found, they made it 
look like animals got at them. Nevaeh said when they get into their rage, they are like rabid wolf 
dogs, and I agree. Alissa never likes to see anyone bleed, she said it was hard for her to look at. 
Yet I do not think that was it at all. She just knew that she could not control herself when looking 
at it, which is what I think now. Nevaeh-1 have a theory where most of the blood, and souls they 
take come from! 

Mr. Amsel, he was killed by being struck by lightning in the rain, maybe digging graves 
with a metal spade shovel. I have no clue if this is true or not, but he needed to fry, if it is real or 
not, she needs to fry too, either way, he is gone also. 



Maybe- she got rid of him, that is a thought? She does not love anybody but herself and 
her clingy girls. But, herself so much more! The death is all around them, I can feel that I can see 
them up there, yet like, do you understand, that some of them will never speak again, in a 
hellhole or land? They're just there, not to live, just to exist for their life, they give up, more and 
more of them it is never going to stop. 

Who is going to stop them? I think they are bred for them to kill. 

Yet they keep some to reproduce for their hunger of life! 

The kids do not know any better than to become evil black fallen angels like them, it’s all 
they know! Are you going to gain a victorious voice, and speak up in your land? Will you be 
there to hold someone's hand? Because life goes by like a grain of sand in all of the lands and yes 
this would be the time for you to do what you think is right. Would you help them! I would love 
to help them, yet we cannot, no one believes all those kids are even there. Plus, I think it would 
kill them being a part of ordinary life, they would not be able to live like us. 

Will it ever be known...? 

Chapter: 29 

Who I Was 

Nevaeh- Jaylynn’s life, what can I say she is a tortured soul. I will let her speak fora 
while. Jaylynn- while... I am at the graveyard, and we are, up on the side of the knoll, I am with 
her... my mommy, right now. 

This is where we talk the most. Strange, but this is where we feel the most- close to one 
another. I remember going for walks with my mom in the cemetery! 

When I was younger like we do even now. I always loved the time we had. The same can 
be said with my dad like when I was five, dad would take me fishing in the antique boat, not too 
far out from the gazebo on the pond. Adjacent from the old watermill, about mid-pond we would 
be, and then together after-word we had picnic food, like watermelon and potato salad, as we sat 
on the bank of the pond. While seeing the many swans float by us, to say hello, and the sun 
beating down on us. 



Time like those... I remember the most, yet they were all cut short. Mom and I talk about 
the time of the past often and how she tried to be there, yet she was not all there. What can I say I 
had a good mom and dad, I never wanted for anything? We were poor, but I was proud. I think 
about being a little girl. 1 remember my dad swinging me on the swing attached to the tree. I 
recall naptime, timeouts, groundings, and many good times, and unscrupulous times as well. 

Remember- mom? Nevaeh- Yes, yes, I do- honey. I think so. Jaylynn- Do you remember 
taking long walks with dad and me. Then walking in the fields to the roadways, and then walking 
into town past the old olive- green train station? 

Also, seeing everyone, that seemed to know us! 

Nevaeh- Yes, yes, I do, yet only in fragments, so much has happened. 

Hey, mom- Do you remember me being in the back seat of the 1957 Chevy when I was 
three, kicking your driver seat repeatedly trying to get your attention while blaring mommy? 
Nevaeh- How could I forget! 1 tried to give you as much time as I could, baby, yet was it enough 
for you. 

Jaylynn- Never... there was never was enough time. I remember you taking me with you 
to get things, that we need for grandma Hope’s house, too bad that I never got to meet her. I 
mean I did... but 1 do not remember, I was just a baby then, and she and I will never really speak 
even now, that just cannot be. 

Nevaeh- she was a hard person to get to know, yet just like you and I, she was the only 
mother I had. Just like 1 was the only one you had, sometimes in life, you cannot choose, 1 am 
just like her, we did what we could, I see that now, yet I did not them. Just to think it has been 
almost sixteen years her stone has been there, along with the smaller one next to hers. 

‘Yeah... I knew who, that girl was.’- said Jaylynn! 

‘So, did I, her life ended fartoo soon.’- said Nevaeh! 

Jaylynn- looking back on it. Mom she never really eats- all that much. I do not 
understand why. The older 1 got the harder it was forme to appreciate her, and her weird ways. 

Yet hanging out with mom, as a teenager is not cool either... maybe that was it. It is just nice to 
make up for it now. Now that no one cares. 



I remember my dad reading to me, I loved my dad more than anything in this world. I 
always feared that he would leave my mom at some point. I always believed that my mom was a 
little crazy, she had a hard life from what I gathered, a life that I repeated. Boy- in so many ways. 
My only difference is that I did blame God, who else was there to blame for what happens, that 
is what I thought. Yet mom tried to understand that, yet she cannot for some reason. She was 
always cramming her faith in my face. I recall that I spent a lot of time to myself, in my pink 
room just like she did, I had her old room, and my cat Emily would sleep with me on my hed, 
and now Emily sleeps there without me saddened, as my mom said to me. 

There was a day when I thought I would never talk to my mom again. Yet things happen 
and things change. I marvel at my thought maybe this was a good change? 

I never really wanted anything other than us all heing together as a family. I just wanted 
to be left alone. He had to get his hands on me! It was as if I was not even allowed to have a 
childhood, in all tmthfulness. I know I had to grow up to fast. He violated me! Why would he do 
such a thing to me, was it love or hate? It just started with a touch of the hand, and them more 
and more, I was not going to stop it, because I think I liked it? Yes, I think I did...? 

He made me feel good and had all at the same time! I need my friends like I need my dad, 
and without his love, in my life, my needing for life ran on low, and he drained the rest out of me. 
I never wanted to do what he wanted me to do. 

I just wanted to be a kid; I just wanted to be the average girl, like I have seen all around 
me in school. I do not think anyone loves me, the only one, which loved me like that was my dad. 
There were no hoys out there, that wanted me because they knew, only one hut he does not count 
to me. Because he would have done anything to get me to say yes, even if I said no. It was hard 
to find real love, because of who my mom is, and what my dad was. Yet I thought it was my 
mom, which destroyed my life. That she stopped me from heing whom I was meant to become. I 
wanted to do so much and see so much. Yes, I love her for heing my mom, hut why did she have 
to be my mom. Dad was the only one I wanted, then. 

After everything fell apart, I just needed to get away from the craziness, so I did, and that 
is why I am here now. The way I am, with my mom, it is so crazy I know. I never loved life; to 
me, there was no point in living at all. If I could not love whom I wanted to love and he with the 
one I wanted, it would have been so wrong. It was so wrong! I remember my first school bus ride 



and I met my two friends that were Lexi Cmosin and Stephanie Colt. Lexi was a mouthy friend 
she grew up to become a cheerleader in school, and she left me behind. 

She was everything I wanted to be at that age, I recall. 

Stephanie was sheepish and clumsy tripping over her own feet. Yet, she was always there 
for me, until her friends stopped her, because of what they thought. Who knows they might have 
thought he would get at them too, as he did with me, sometimes in front of them? 

By- staying out of trouble was the hard thing for me; I was always doing something to 
piss my mom off. She knew but did not stop it; I do not think she could have. 

Until now that was all right, no matter what I did, I could never get her complete time, 
she was always in la-la land, back then. Furthermore, that made me hate everything about myself. 
Because, 1 thought that it was me, doing that to her. I recall my dad was the only one to say I was 
beautiful! As I said, 1 found most in school hard to get to know, yet they did not want to get to 
know me. So, 1 was classed like mom was also, for not doing anything that she did. Just because 
they think that- ‘The apple doesn't fall far from the tree.’ 

I had an old man Devolcano for music also, he did not think, I could play my trombone, 
with the rest of the class. Therefore, he used to say to me to go into the storage room that smelled 
like- rat turds and turpentine and learn it. ‘And do not come out to you do.’ -he would shout! ‘Go 
make farting noises, and giggle about it mindlessly, with him, that is all you will ever do!’ He 
can go and suck on my trombone slide! I can read, and I can read music, no thanks to him, and 
do more than he does. Unlike all of them think in his class, 1 can do a lot of things. Plus, my 
mom is more than he will ever be. He needs to stop saying shit about her! 

My mother and 1 can count above four also. This was my education also, sitting in small 
rooms. Learning nothing while everyone laughed in my face. Never in a nice way while 
everyone else looked at me as if 1 was a hunk of shit. Thus, in the room with sluggish Steve the 
euphonium player, I went to whom he thought could not play or read or play music either. He 
and the class thought that all I do is giggle and make weird sounds together with him. Whatever- 
think what you like, about me. 

Oh, yes-1 would like to say to him, no- ‘We are not a match made in heaven!’ -so stop 
saying that we are. 



Anyways enough about that, my greatest obstacles were- trying to understand- why. I 
always want to be the fix, yet I think I just added more drama, than what I was worth for 
everybody. I was a wild child in my younger days, and I grew out of that and became stone-cold, 
because of what he did to me. It is just like that; the family will never stop! I consider the most 
overrated virtue, that I had was not seeing what was coming into my life, and not caring about 
what I had. I threw it all away, and I went nowhere, but down. After I lost everything, I did not 
see the light. 

I saw nothing- but darkness. Say-1 am crazy also, I do not care! 

I would lie all the time to others, I would lie about my name, I would lie about where I 
lived, I would lie about being stocked, and Isolated in school I was a liar. I should have never 
been bom; me being bom like everyone else was a lie too. 

I know that now, but I did not back then. 

I - Jaylynn liked to be part of the softball team. 

I - Jaylynn liked to dance and sing. 

I - Jaylynn loves picking flowers in spring. 

I - Jaylynn also remembers the words that would sting. 

I - Jaylynn wanted a fling. 

I - Jaylynn wanted everything and had nothing. 

I - Jaylynn is who I was, you know I was nothing inspiring. As a young girl, I all was like 
taking things apart, yet I could not always get them back together. I would have like to become 
an inventor; Edison or Tesla where some of the people I looked up too. I remember sticking a 
knife in an outlet just to feel the shock of it. I was always such a bright child! I loved the feel of 
the currents, I loved the look of electricity, and I wanted to be the one to make everything in the 
world run without having to plug it in. To make all things wireless! That was a dream, I was- a 
dreamer also! I think my imagination is why I could not keep my fingers off of things. 

I even thought of mind control headsets to wear, to mn everyday items. I never got any of 
those dreams. I knew that I would never have the money to do that. I always wanted a man like 
my daddy, yet I do not think there will ever be another man like him! He was everything that a 



man should be. I always loved Chinese food, as dad did, he would get that a lot for us. If I 
remember right. I was the happiest just being in his arms, the loving arms of my daddy. That did 
not need to happen to him. I still do not get why, it did, was it because of me, or not? 

The only talent that I had was being able to do many cartwheels; I am so lame, I no! That 
is what everyone thought of me, even mom! Mom wanted me to stay her little girl, but I had to 
grow up. That is why I like to cut myself, just like she did, just to see it bleed. That was 
fascinating to me also. Yes, I loved the pain, yet I love to run away from it too. I would have 
loved to have lived in New York, with all the lights and sounds, and people, that would not care 
about who I am. I would just be another face in the crowd. My most precious possession was 
taken away, so why even talk about that. 

This is all I have to say; I hope I did not depress you too much. I just want to say, that I 
still love you mom, yet I cannot understand why you stopped loving me back then. Just for trying 
to live my life, yet maybe, I can fix it now for you. I have never stop loving my dad either. 

I would love, to have a do-over in life! 

Chapter: 30 

Little Grownup 

(Nearly fifteen years back) 

Chiaz- Nevaeh is like the caramel, whipped cream, and the cherry on top of my sweet ice 
cream sundae! Caramel- because she is so sweet and innocent when with me, whipped cream- 
because she has the perfect complexion, that I love to kiss and caress with my fingers. As well as 
the cherry. Because of her small of her fragrance, and the scent of her hair that is sometimes 
braided; as well as the taste of her lips that, I kiss... and that kisses me so sweetly. All of that 
combined is one yummy flavor, which I want to last forever! I love our family! Yet looking at 
others I wonder. ‘We make such a cute-z couple, and we have a baby that is too amazingly 
unique!’ 

Nevaeh-1 thought what better way to end this part of the story, then with the miracle that 
ended all my torture in my life. Yet this is not the end at all. This was the beginning of a new 
story, which affected my life, and his in so many ways. Our little bundle of joy that brought us 
together and her precious name is Jaylynn Lily Nazareth. 



She was bom on May 19 of this year. She is 5 pounds and 11 ounces, with blue eyes and 
brown hair, as you can see, she is content clamped to my breastfeeding for comfort; as 1 sit with 
her in this hospital bed right after I gave birth to her. ‘A baby girl will make is love stronger, the 
days longer, money tighter, our home happier, clothes shabbier, the past forgotten, and the future, 
so worth living for!’ The new daddy and I went home the very next day. He moved in with me in 
the old farmhouse, we never planned on living there all that long, yet we did. So, now I have a 
family, and a kitten named Emily, now I have the photos on the walls of all of us. My life's 
mission has been fulfilled... or so I thought. 

So, at this phase in my life, I am a new mother, I am still thinking about everyone looking 
at me in the delivery room. I was so embarrassed, let’s just say that my loving husband made 
sure that everything down there would be nice and tidy before the big day. 

Because 1 was too big to trim all of that up myself. Too much information- sorry. 1 have a 
bad habit of that, don’t I? We had our new baby at 11:11 pm. That is when we started our new 
life as a young family. We had no money at the time, so I knew that it was going to be rough on 
us. 


My new husband Chiaz found a job working in the south end coal mines, just to make 
enough for us to get by day by day. We were happy, and I was away from all of the ghosts and 
horrors of the past, or so I assumed. The curse continued to linger even though it was not 
affecting me anymore, remember how I said it is always passed on... that is so true; in more 
ways than one. In this part of my story, I have aged - a few years now. I am no longer that little 
schoolgirl; I am a mother, a wife. I have been watching my little girl grow up so fast, it seems 
every day it is something new. 

Like her first bath, her learning to crawl, this little lady being potty-trained and even her 
first words, like when she said- ‘Mommy!’ We saw her first steps and have it on VHS tapes; she 
was walking from me and her daddy. I remember getting her a big girl bed. Yes, even her first 
day of school. Wow- how five years can go by so fast. Yet we were happy just to have her, we 
did not need anymore. Plus, we could not afford to. These days fly by like an angel in the night, 
and now they're just memories in my book of life. I still type every day, yet the story has 
changed, as I got older. 



It is like another five years of my life have passed, and it is as if I blacked out, because I 
cannot remember them, and I do not know why, yet maybe I do? I was there but my mind was 
elsewhere. I think about the past and relieving it while reliving it instead of being the mom, 
which I need and needed to be. I do not know where I was, where I have been, I was lost in my 
own body! Spinning- spinning- spinning around to the point of insanity, or so it seemed. Maybe 
my depression got the best of me? Maybe I was healing myself from the past; maybe, I do not 
know anything, and yet know it all. 

In those five years she became a teenager, when did that happen? She has hips and a 
chest. Plus, she wears more make-up than I do? When...! How...! What? Where have I been? 
Yeah, Jaylynn is a young lady, and I can see she is having the same dreadful existence in her life 
as I did when I was a young woman. Yes, I do see that, sad to say. 

It is interesting to watch children grow up in front of your eyes, 1 never knew how 
difficult, letting go could be. I remember when Jaylynn started to read. I remember when she, 
went through the change to become a woman and we had that talk, little did I know she did not 
need it. 


I remember Chiaz being the father figure I knew he could be. I look back on my life, and 
I reflect on it and I still have to wonder why. She was only fifteen when she left me. Just like me, 
she could not take any more, and she slit her wrists... she could not be saved. I could not save 
her, no one could! Likewise, I have been killing myself over it ever since, yet I have to suffer and 
live on. I am paying for what I did I think, maybe not, should I even pray anymore? 

I think Lily left me too, yet I am not sure... at all? I think I have become bitter, as I am 
getting older. Peoples say that you have to move on in your life... all I can say to that- is that she 
was my life. She was what I lived for other than my husband. She had the same life that I had in 
high school, why didn’t I help her more! Why didn’t I fix it? It seems so far away to me now. I 
sit with an unfilled heart of thinking that life is so unfair, listening to my mind as it spins like a 
tornado through Kansas and all my thoughts of what can and can't be mshing like a gunshot 
through my brain. 


All this takes me to a place that I will never be again. If only I would have done this and 
not that... If only is all I think about anymore. All I do is think, why did this happen to me is it a 



curse... Yes, no, maybe? Someone give me a sign or something, why is it that everything I loved 
goes away; and everything I care about dies? 

Jaylynn now haunts me just the same as Lily did. Sometimes I walk through the 
graveyard; however, their spirits swarm in my brain and around my mind constantly, I can see 
them all, even if I do not want to! Funny how the cemetery comes to life to me. 

Then their past life mshes through my veins. She speaks and talks to me in whispers, to 
the point I collapse in exhaustion from being overwhelmed with emotions. I am positive; her 
voice is not the only one I hear there, and her body is not the only one I see there, either. 

Jaylynn’s spirit is like a snowstorm in December cold lonely, and melancholy and Lily’s 
is beautiful and heavenly like the air I have, yet it is breathtaking to me in its memory. Just like 
thinking about Jaylynn back in the days, that we had together before the beginning of the end, is 
what I deliberate about in my mind and soul, and it has taken its toll on me! Nonetheless, mostly 
I think of all the existences from back in the days of when she was fifteen. I feel that I could have 
done more for her; maybe I could have been there for more of everything. 

Maybe I did not understand? 

I knew what she was going through... but I did not know it was so troubling. Maybe 
some people can't be helped? Maybe when they have the curse they cannot. I know what it is like 
because I have lived with the curse. That was placed on me from day one. A curse never dies! 
Just like sin! It never dies! She was everything real to me, the only thing I wanted, all that I still 
think about. ‘She was beautiful with big blue puppy dog eyes.’ 

Her eyelashes could put you in trances as they blinked. She was petite in her stature; she 
had it all going for her, and just like me, she ended it all, just because she felt so alone. Yes, I 
knew that all the boys wanted to get into her skirt any way they could; some more than others. 
Nevertheless, she would let them because she had too or face the wrath of the tower's clans. The 
curse goes on, it never perishes, the faces may change, but the spell remains; like I said it is just 
passed on from offspring to offspring. I can see the same evil dark cloud similar to shadows, 
almost like spirits flying within them in my visions. Oh, the evil it is passed on, moves in you, 
and takes over your mind and body! 

I remember she has those sweet pink lips, which could curl up your toes, as you would 
gaze at them, even to this day she is a gorgeous angel. Yet she is not the same type of angel that 



Lily is. No not at all, yet she is a younger angel also, she is unrobed, I can see it all, her body 
skin is transparent and glossy. With the black fluffy feathery wings, that makes air gusts as she 
moves as fast as the light around me. 

Jaylynn has a halo of spikes and thorns over her head, which digs into her forehead, and 
the blood runs down her shadowy brown wavy wispy hair. Her eyes can glow the color of pink. 

‘I call them Olivia Cooper eyes! You know, with the black teardrops! ’ and her dark cherry black 
blood flows from them too, as we talk. I think I saw from time to time a black widow crawling 
on her, making webs on her body. 

(So- hair-raising.) Along with the markings of unlucky, thirteen tattooed on her and 
chiseled into her chest. Other insignias are cataloging her, she has numbers on her marking her 
like a beast. She has the cereal barcode numbers of- 

(J-N-0069699611) on her left butt cheek, which glows lime green in the dark! You are 
nothing but a number along with your first and last initials when you are a dark angel. She can 
have fire readily available at her fingertips, sharp retracting claws. Along with withdrawing 
fangs and horns. She also has a very elaborate samurai-like a sword with a curved blade. As well 
as, yes you guessed it! She can sparkle like many thousands of little reflective broken mirrors in 
the brilliant full moonlight. 

I never thought 1 would speak to a black angel, yet she is my little girl, how could I not? 
‘To live is to be haunted, to die is to be unperturbed.’ I remember back when she was on the edge 
of fifteen, and my life was entertaining, pleasurable, and stimulating. Not at all like now; I 
remember her first days of high school everything seemed flawless, little did I know, that the 
towers children had their children, and their evil spirits were passed down to the next demons in 
the circle of pain; his clan started torturing my little girl until her end. Just as there, mothers did 
with me. 

All my life I have tried to prove this story... but how do I write a story that seems so silly 
to other people that do not understand? Oh, yes! I was young once in. Consequently, and 
regrettably, I know what she had to put up with; but you grow old fast if you do not have 
anything keeping you young. What the hell, do I have to live for now? I sure do not see any 
reasons, do you? Unrelentingly, as I get older, I wonder also, what the use is in living. Looking 
at her she was, and still is flawless in my eyes. Incidentally, everything changes and everything 



moves on, and I was always left behind to wallow in my misery also, as she is now and infinitely, 
and was I the motive of why she is not alive or not? 

Omitting- then again, she still talks to me and dances around me. I have her, yet I do not 
have her, yet we cannot be together as we would like to be you see. Those days were over a long 
time ago, I can only have someone in my life so long and then they die, and to me this is, the 
curse of the tower, the end is always near for me but never close enough. I think of Jaylynn and 
all of the stuff she has missed out on, and what I have missed out on too. 

All these years I said this is tme love too. I cannot help but feel violated; it is as if 
muggers came into my life and took away everything that I valued, and raped it until there was 
nothing left to steal away. That tingle in my heart that was love, that I had is now gone the 
replacement being an eking throb, plus all I can do is roll my eyes, and think it must have been 
meant to be! T have to believe, that sometimes God's lessons are hard to understand. But then 
again they are there to propel me forward and not back.’ 

True faith never dies either- just remember that! Life is like the scales never finding the 
balance it is either tipping one way or the other from good and evil. Nonetheless, I have to 
believe in my thinking that there is a meaning for everything; yes, even when someone is taken 
away... there is always a light at the end of the dark path that I am walking down- always! A 
pathway- you may not know about, or where it is going, but when you get there, you will see that 
it needed to be this way to reserve what is new and needed in life. 

‘Sometimes, you have to lose; to begin anew.’ Even if it makes no sense to you. However, 
to this day I do not know if love is real or just a state of mind, which is a ghost that haunts me 
too. How do you love something, which really cannot be shown to everyone, that they love you 
back? I still have a heart-shaped diamond ring on my finger, the ring was going to be hers 
someday; it will most likely go to the grave with me now; just like the key that my beloved 
Chiaz gave me that I wore, that key will be in his padded box forever. That was the last time; I 
saw his amazing yet ice-cold body. He could not be saved either, yet I pleaded! 

Just like my old teddy bear, that is in Jaylynn’s case. Forever locked six feet under in the 
cold hard ground. Their bodies may be there, but their souls are with me, and the lands that go 
far beyond, above and below. 



Just like- ‘Glory and gore go, hand and hand.’ I see them again, yet it is not the same. I 
cannot do, or go anywhere with them when they are like this or that. For the reason that it would 
look like I am just talking to myself; and people already think I am cuckoo! Without doing 
that...! So, if you have not figured it out yet, I have been alone for many years now. 

Chiaz died in a coal mining accident, a rockfall crushed him, and there was no way to 
save him, as I said. Consequently, I was a single mother when Jaylynn was about thirteen years 
old. My daughter just did not understand why things had to be as they were you see. She was a 
daddy’s girl, she did not take it well at all, and neither did I; I guess it shows. Conversely, I tried, 

I have always tried to be exactly what I needed to be, but it was never enough. I feel that I failed 
at everything, I tried to do what I could, I asked for a second chance at being motherly. Yet I 
know that I will not get it. I do not deserve to have it, I know! 

I always lost love, which I struggled with in my everyday life. I know that my daughter 
loved me; she was a teenager when she died, and it is not cool- to be friends with your mother. 
Thus, I forgave her. What can I do, she was my only child? She was an artist, she was creative, 
and she was a carbon copy of me! With the overlook of my years, I have come to this conclusion, 
that love is not loving unless it is shown to the world. Yet some just think that love is just getting 
it on, and not about being soul mates? 

Yes, love it dies also and sometimes it does not come back, for someone like me. I am a 
wiser woman now and I still have no clue... What is love? To some love is- ‘L’ for lust that 
makes you want to get it all, to do whatever you can to please. ‘O’ is Oh shit this is going to 
make me crazy, and what should Ido next. 

‘V’ is for virgins having victory in getting to the next level of intimacy, saying I got to 
touch and feel it. ‘E’ is for exposed, and unsatisfied, that is love for some, and me also to a point, 
when I think about it. 

On the other hand, if you are like me, I try to believe that Nat King Cole sings love the 
way it should be; but most of the time, that kind of love is just a fantasy. If you are like me, you 
have to believe in a little of both; just to see what it is all about. At least that is what we used to 
sing together, that melody! 

My life is just like flipping through the pages of an unorganized book; you will 
understand my life, and what it was all about, was it all a waste of time? Did my life have 



something more than I cannot see or not? I guess that is not up to me to figure out. It is up to you, 
and what you think! Oh, the temptation can make you go out of your mind, I thought about 
finding another love, but he was the first and the last, and the only one that tmly understood me. 
Indeed, he saved me, he was my hero. 

Besides, I feel that I would be cheating on him, to move on. He would know and he 
would see me if I did! 

All that is something, that stopped me all these years; and that was a promise that we 
made... the day we tied the knot, that we would always be tme to one another; yes, even in 
sickness or health, and even after one of us would pass away. I cannot break my promise to him. 

I remember he would write me a love letter every day if he could; I still have all of them sitting 
here on my desk breaking apart, in the long-standing age of the days gone by. ‘What we had, 
what we lost does it mean an 5 dhing?’ I think so- ‘To me it means everything!’ 

Just like the black crow clans, I will not let my family or me alone. Was that rockfall an 
accident? I do not think so- yet he thinks it was. Nevertheless, to me that was a planned mystery 
of death, 1 think someone wanted to have him blown-up, and 1 think you know who it was too! 
But, as of now and this present day my heart is heavy, and my hands are weak, as they sit with 
me as a memory at my feet. Saying sweet things, they are my warmth, and they keep the time of 
every heartbeat, they had. Yet, I just wish that they all could be up in the heavenly retreat if only 
I could live life on repeat! 

Chapter: 31 

Lights 

So, I think the year is now like 2050 or something like that I do not know, I cannot 
remember. I have lost track of years and dates because they do not matter. The names and what 
they have to say look like they are starting to fade away. Yah, I am not the girl that I used to be I 
am fifty-five years old now, since the day I was saved; but all their rocks in the graveyard just 
have indications of their names and their birthdates. This is one thing that I have now, that 
reminds me of what they all were to me then, and what they are to me as of now, and what they 
are to others in the land. How it can all be the same, yet so different, to me, and all of them. 

No one comes up here anymore, and it looks that way too. Yet for me I look around some 
of them are angels, some of them are ghosts, and some choose to be daemons. Where are the 



people? ‘The Land of Many Steeples’, has been bulldozed to the ground, a few years ago and 
made modem. All that is left is the steel frame buildings with their cold cement and glass walls. 
However, my home is still standing in its golden field, somewhat unattached from them over 
there. Looking shabbier than ever. Yet that is just fine by me. I could have moved into one of 
those boxes also, and had no privacy, and live as they do, but why? The home I have is my own, 
and those boxes communities of homes are never tmly yours, yet the populace does not 
understand that concept. That the government owns everything they have, and they look into 
everything they have. 

Ido not want that. Ido not need cameras looking at me when I am asleep or in every 
room to feel- as they say safe! All these years have gone by like those three hundred and ten 
miles per hour magnetic levitation trains in the darkness of night over there, like a hot pink blur. 
The cars of today make a light blue Prius look roomy and elegant. Yet if you get sick of the look 
of your car, all you have to do is to get one of the different body styles snapped on the one fit’s 
all frame. Some just push a button to change the color of the exterior, which lights up underneath 
that makes it eliminate. 

Y et some cannot afford all that junk, and still drive their ancient automobiles, like me! 1 
drive in the slow lane, and everyone can pass me up. I do not care, I want to see what the world 
looks like, not have it rush bye. I support the only gas station in town, everyone else just plugs 
there’s in, you look down the streets you can see the cars all plugged into the parking meters, 
sucking on the power grid, yet people think this is more sustainable. I do not think so at all! 

Their light bills are completely insane, because of all their gadgets and the rechargeable battery 
cars they have, yet they do not care it is not their problem to care about. They will just get more 
credit from the ones that own them. What is funny is I pay twenty- two in plastic cents for gas 
now. 


I remember when 1 was a young girl when it was sometimes over four dollars a gallon! 
All the small shops have been replaced with styleless boxes of white, gray and black, all the 
lights glow in cold colors in the background. Nonetheless, the color most predominant at night is 
that of yellow ocher throughout the atmosphere. 

The light-emitting diode billboards are everywhere you look, all of them with sexed-up 
vulgar and explicit ads, and they all jump out at you and say- ‘Hello! With a quote like- ‘Don’t 
you want some of this?’ Y et what is funny is there are these apps on all the young pre-teen kids’ 



phones that if they rub together at all it is as if they have made a real baby together on both of 
their screens. That they have to tend too just like a simulated infant or real lifelike baby fora 
week, it is all part of the preventions to not get pregnant, it is not working as they thought it 
would. It is all about stopping them from making a living because it is too much work. After all, 
what that app makes them think. Oh, there is an app for everything. I do not know if that is good 
or bad, really, I just do not try to understand the ways of the world anymore. It is just that scary. I 
can see being safe, but it is getting to the point it’s absurd. 

Like prepubescent kids think having a lover is not about making love anymore, it is just 
something they have for amusement. Because of what they see all around them. Kids no too 
much, yet have no intelligence, what so ever. Just like the sky, you cannot see the stars for the 
light rays of the city; and to me there are more mechanical devices, with brains than the humans, 
walking or racing around so frantically. 

What once was a small community town is- now a big city with no life in it. My land is 
the only field that was not stripped of their gold locks of hair. The bridge that was so significant 
to me is no longer even here. There was no need for that bridge years ago, other than a beautiful 
spot to be; now the coaches drive themselves; what fun is that? The trains float on magnetic 
levitation tracks in the air and fly by in the blink of an eye, replacing the old bridge, that I cannot 
walk on. 

The world went and got itself in even more of a big flipping hurry; I did not think that 
was possible. ‘Hurry up and weight, and do nothing at all’ Just like you cannot even walk down 
the path these days, and if you do see someone that you do not know, hell! You are lucky if you 
get the finger from them, they just do not see you. It is like all they see is the holograms 
playmate that they can customize to their liking, like a person, yet they want their complete 
attention. I guess why to talk to anyone else when you have the perfect personality with you at 
all times. That is if you have the plastic money to keep them around. 

Naturally, you can forget about getting a friendly hello from them; but I could see this 
happening a long time ago, back when I was a young girl. These kids these days are just not right, 
they do not have any respect for anyone or anything; but why should they be- they are on their 
own with no guidance from anyone, and no love other than having sex. Everything is 
emotionless modem and dead, the skyline has changed dramatically, the world is collapsing as I 



predicted. As well as the revolution is all that stands as unity. Just like I imagined, it would 
become when I said everybody was like a bunch of humanoid sleepwalkers. 

The skies are hazy and fiery with industry smoke, but the industry is not caused by the 
working hand of man; no rather the working hands of robots. People do not know your name, nor 
do they need to know anything, everything is known about them. Yet not me, they will never 
change me! 

Everything in their life is mn and done for them that is what happens when you do not 
think for yourself! But that is the way our higher authorities’ wants’ us to be, brain-dead to the 
realities of the world. All the same, it was becoming that way when I was a little girl in high 
school when they took the books away from us. Me- and my group more than any others, as you 
know! Surprisingly, I ended up going to college, I got my degree in nursing, but I never worked 
in a hospital a day in my life. My life was being with my husband and my daughter, in the old 
homestead; which Hope gave to me after she passed; it was in her last well and testament. 

So, that was one of the nicest things she ever did forme. This home, this land, and this 
family where my true joys in life! However, ‘The future is uncertain but the end is always near.’ 
As well as the laws here only apply to some of the people; and what they say is not always clear. 
Back then I did not think about being around other people because I had my family; I had 
everything I ever wanted. Then once you lose everything you ever wanted, that is when you 
become lonely and crazy to the ones that do not understand you or the way that you think. 
Nevertheless, they are the ones that are not thinking. Just like looking at myself what happened 
to my young pretty little hands and nails, that I used to paint with nail polish? I could not hold a 
pen in my hand if I tried now, what happens to my thin perky body. 

When I was a girl all I did was a bitch and complain that I was not cute enough. Hell, I 
wish for those days now, I wish I could talk to that girl back then and say you are sexy, and you 
got it going on, but I cannot, this droopy thing is all that is left. What a sight for sore eyes! - 
right? 

Tip- for all you young girls... do not spend your time thinking that you need to be this 
and that, you have it all, just look at yourself and say; Yes! I am gorgeous! For the reason, that 
time goes by, and that cute little girls’ reflection in the mirror changes overnight! Then you will 



wish for the days that you looked like that. Stay young and childlike as long as you can, life and 
getting older happens fast enough, without wishing for it. I thought I would not get older looking. 

Since for what happened to me, no it does not work that way. There is no such thing as an 
eternal youth, which is a myth; unless your part of the heavens, that is when you become young 
again, and stay that way, when you get your wings. I would say that, do not let anyone say that 
you do not have what you need because it all comes down to the fact that they are just jealous of 
you. 

You have it all... you are a masterpiece! God - he did not make any mistakes when 
making you, just so you know that! That is what I believe! It is just like when I walk to see my 
loved ones every day or at least I try, seeing that gleaming stone just makes me want to cry, but 
still I do it. I hope for the day that I die for the last time, is that wrong? 

Some folks would say that it is idiotic to keep a scrapbook, now that we have holograms 
and computers all over everything and all this technology. Yet I feel that I want something that 
has more meaning that is closer to the heart. Everywhere machines are taking over the world, so 
at least I feel that I have control of this book. 

I knew this was going to happen with technology when I was a little girl; that is why I did 
not want any part of it and still, do not really. There is something more nostalgic about opening a 
book in your hands and smelling the paper and remembering the memories. Well, 1 do not give 
two shits or care what others think, you can see that... yet I try to show my compassion to 
everyone if they want to see it if they want to get it. But that is completely up to them. Anyways 
this book holds the memories of us, the family that I fought to make, and a book that no one has 
ever seen before. 

It is a book of secrets that no one knows about other than me, but it is in my last well and 
testament that Jaylynn was meant to have it given to her. However, as of now, that could never 
happen. I was hoping to be able to have grandchildren, to keep the legacy going; and have all the 
memories passed down. But then again whoever gets it now, they can do what they want with it, 
it is completely up to them at that time, in this day and age they most likely will bum it. 

That is what they do with everything! The entirety of what they consider garbage. Yes, 
even the people that die. It is all part of their one fits all healthcare and life plan. That I will 
never sign too, they cannot make me it is against my religion, I say! 




All these notes love poems, suicide letters from the girls I knew in my life, and all my 
diary entries, this all tells a story, and it is just all history now. ‘Nothing lasts forever it is all 
going to be dust in the wind, at some point, and the lights of the world will shine no more! ’ 

Chapter: 32 

Nurturing the Losses 

‘Evenhandedly I gave you all everything, just for you all to die with a smile; all of you 
only wanted to live for a while. You took everything out of me, but it still left you empty; the 
tower still wants more. So much I do not understand, all I ever wanted to be was a happily ever 
after! ’ I am so tired of being here, without you; even if you are here next to me in ghostly angel 
form. You are the evanescence of my Immortal love. All of this time has passed, after you pass 
away, yet it cannot erase you from me, now or ever. I wiped your tears away then and I would 
even now, nothing has changed, only the moment in time. 

‘Y ou still have all of me! ’ 

They still have all of my love. I see myself in the glossy stone ones more, and I see that 
the young girl is gone, and this timeworn outer self is all that is left. This deep-rooted body is all 
that reminds me of wbat I used to be, and it makes fun of me, and it moans at me as I try to be as 
I was back in the day. I remember a quote from Hope she used to say that, ‘the moon sheens and 
the rocks are shown as colorless shades of gray, against the black starfield heavens, the grave is 
all that is alive, and the world is dying around me.’ Now I know exactly what she meant. It is just 
like I cannot get any satisfaction! 

‘Everything is just useless information that drives my imagination to insanity.’ 

Sometimes I wonder if I should be so paranoid? I try, and try! As it seems, like I am spiraling out 
of control, as the world is spinning the other way; and my emotions drive-in with their pouring 
rains, and I end up in tears, and they only taste like salt with regret. It is just like this old song 
that plays in my mind as I sit down on the grass in the graveyard, and think that I have lived an 
undaunted, yet all right life. It is like you have what you have, and you are blessed when you 
have it. As a result, my advice would be... do not take it greedily or you will lose it as I have lost 
it! 





Ever 3 Athing in this house is falling apart like the pieces of my old broken heart, which 
died a long time ago. Just like the panes of glass in the living room windows that have been 
cracked and are chipping out; yet they have been that way since I was a young girl. Just like the 
one sink in the main bathroom still has separate hot and cold faucets. The hot handle has been 
stuck in the off-setting position for years yet it drips like my eyes at night. In what was Jaylynn’s 
bathroom she had my old room, there still is no shower curtain around the clubfoot tub, which is 
the way that it always was. 

The old lock that flips over at the top of the doorknob does not work, and like all the 
rooms, you can see right through the key-hole. Certainly, something never changes, but yet I like 
having things the same; it adds character to my life. But then again, I am just too damn old to fix 
all these age-old things, in a sighing heavily heavenly breath- thinking that no one else knows 
what this place means to me; and no one cares really. Surely, someone should care about the past 
as I do? 

This home- is just one of those places, which was in our memories that we had together. 
If I could choose a song that would fit my life somewhat; it would be Remember When by Alan 
Jackson, in my old age I learned to like country music, which 1 thought would never happen. 
When you get this old, you just cannot head-bang anymore. I mean you can, but you are going to 
feel it in your neck the next day. I think about Lily, I think about my daddy, I think about my 
daughter, I think about my husband, and I think about the curse of the tower, and I think about all 
the sisters and the blackbird clan. 

Why? 

I do not kn ow really... they just pop into my mind now and then. ‘Old habits die hard.’ or 
so they say. I think that some habits never die at all even if you try. I often wonder what Lily 
would have done with her life if she could have had a life. She only gives me advice, a lot of the 
time, she talked about her life in the past somewhat to me, but she never went into that extreme 
graphic detail about what she had to go through; or about what she wanted. I predict that she is 
happy in the heavens. 

I guess that must have been her destiny. Yet I caimot see how? I often wonder what 
would have been different in my life if I did not have the curse of the tower. I frequently wonder 
what my daughter would have done with her life; like who would she would have married. 



I ponder time and time and again wondering if she would have any future children. I 
every so often wonder what it would be like to hold grandbabies in my arms. 1 guess I was 
cheated out of that too, on the other hand, you never know... what is going to show up at your 
threshold! I know that my God works in mysterious ways. 

I regularly wonder if I and my husband’s love for each other would be as strong as it was 
back then. I think of all the people I once knew. I can still see their younger faces yet they are 
fading, with the time that has passed. Thinking back their faces were a blur even then, but now 
they are fading differently and they're not coming back into my existence, and even if they do, I 
do not know them. Just for an instance, I look back over the blackbird clan sisters, in my mind 
from then to now. 

Anyways Alissa punched and crowned out a few kids. She had a son named Lance, that 
stocked my daughter until the day she slew and slaughtered herself. He got what he wanted from 
her time and time again, and the rest is history. Her other kids’ names escape me; they did not do 
anything to me, so why should I try to remember all their names. They all do not have an 
affluence of my existence. So anyways, Alissa is now sitting in a nursing home, taping herself on 
the head, and muttering the same words over and over. 

She is in a wheelchair strapped down, and she doesn't even know her name. You always 
get paid back, always! In her life she did well, she was a successful lawyer and a college 
cheerleader, but that is because her mother got her everything she ever wanted. But then again, 
she learned that you could not live without what you need. Besides, what she wanted more than 
anything was my husband, and in the worst kind of way; and that kind of wanting of what she 
could not have driven her completely insane. 

Yah, her mom has to be in her late eighties now. Yet she is still running that home for 
refugee or needy children, as they call it. That is why she is still so alive, and healthy! Sucking 
off the youth. Oh, Adriane committed suicide! She left an oncoming train mn her over as she 
was lying unclothed a crossed the rails; after Lily’s death, I guess she could not live with herself 
any longer knowing what she and her sisters did to others... all of their victims. I guess even 
demons have to repent. 

The engine that hit her was number thirteen; her limbs and brains were splattered all over 
the tracks, left for the acid rain to wash away. Yet there was an investigation and a big story in 



the cyber-press saying that it was accidental. Thirteen! I Think Jaylynn was holding her down on 
the track, so she would be hit, she could not escape her power or force, which is why Jaylynn has 
that marking number like an honor patch! She must have thought it was the right thing to do? I 
can understand why! 

Allison overdose so many times they could not pump her stomach anymore she died on 
the gurney because there was nothing left to her, in her insides. She never married and claimed 
that she was celibate all of her life. She became noted for being a graffiti artist, and her artwork 
is displayed in the museum here in the city. Yet it is just as disturbing now as it was back then. 
Ava became a movie star, but not the kind of movie star, that she wanted to be, she was the star 
in the adult entertainment industry. 

Nevertheless, she mothered her sister’s kids along with her own. Now, who would have 
guessed that? I presume that it would fit her personality. She ended up marrying, and inheriting a 
rich man's money and blowing it all on fashion and body enhancements. She divorced him many 
years back, and she and all the kids still live with her mom in that gigantic house. Other than that, 
there is not much to say about her. She died one night in her sleep, and her three children 
inherited what was left of her husband’s fortunes, and they own that company, which she starred 
in. Yet, that evil mother of theirs will never die! 

Chapter: 33 

Blame Game 

Sometimes, I like to reason with myself drawing in a heavenly breath and letting it go 
slowly. I cannot remember who I was back then, as my heart is heavy and my hands are shaky 
now. Besides looking back into the depths, and crevasses of my mind; I can see that they all were 
like wolves in sheep’s clothing, and I was the prey. Will you do pay for your sins! Yet those 
times still creep and plays with my brain, and the visions are so real. Then again, are they 
illusions or something more than I can feel like I did back then? They still tie me up in my 
thoughts, but is it all a waste to think about it or not? It is enough to drive you out of your mind. 
Do you know that 1 cannot say that 1 have any regrets about living the life I did live if you can 
call it a life? Why do we have life, just to die? Always so naturally I was the pray in a hairy 
situation of playing around with it. 



However, I see it as more like being scarred for life, by the fingering nails that touched 
me around there, which was my life. If I could only talk to myself back then... oh, what I would 
do differently; it comes around, however, I just did not know that it would last this long in my 
recollections. Maybe it is my fault for not standing up for myself; but at that time, I just thought 
that was the way of everyday existence forme... I guess that is why I got shaved down by them 
in so many ways so unnaturally. Yet even back then I kept it all... just the way I like it, anyways 
even if it not accepted by them. 

Maybe that is why all the girls looked at me in the locker room? However, Chiaz always 
said that I was perfect and cute and he loved everything about me. He did not find anything that 
needed to be changed on me. Maybe that was not it at all. Yet, there was nothing about that... 
stopping him from kissing every inch of my body, which he certainly enjoyed doing. Yet the 
times were somewhat different back then. So, to this day, I am not sure what to make of my own 
story; for the reason that it is never going to be easy for me to explain. What was in the past is in 
the past, and I do not care anymore about what is in my future. What I have lived for was a 
dream that was never going to be, and a dream that burnt me to a crisp. I believe that I will 
awaken from the ashes someday, with my white wings. 

It is a day I am looking forward to; if things do not change for me that day will come 
sooner than later. -I hope! I guess that you can hear the bitterness out of my mouth. Y et at least I 
am not selfish in what I say to you. You can either bless everything that you say, or you can 
curse it, by the words that come out of your mouth too... I know this... however, knowing that 
all the emotionlessness that I am feeling is me dying inside; my words are not always as refined 
as they should be. 

Yet I just do not give a shit! 

My existence is not an easy story forme to tell- to anyone, but no one understands it 
unless they lived through it. ‘It has its twists and turns and its tum-on’s and turns off’s.’ Just like 
having the land with its mountains of majesty that was blissful, that contrast with its tragic 
lightning storms. Just the same, like us we had our hopes, and our joys and we had a lot of 
disappointments too. 

Now that I am older, so much older I can close my eyes, and all I have is a photographic 
snapshot in my mind to remind me of the way things used to be. It is just as if it is showing the 



mountains we climb together and it shows what the tower ripped all away from my clenching 
hands. Just like that last hug I had from Jaylynn when she has pulled away in tears. I knew it was 
over before it started. Yet what could I do? 

You know I remember when I was thirteen with those cute braces on my teeth; hell-1 had 
a smile that looked so gentle and sweet; it has never changed in my mind, yet my teeth are now 
yellow and cracked, and my face is wrinkled and dappled, look at what all has changed. I cannot 
believe it, can you? Yes, as much as I can, I talk to the spirit's lives and read the cards for 
guidance. I want to be around them and to see them all smiling and dancing around me. Not 
always with success do I get their full attention. 

There are some days that they are moody, but that is okay by me all girls have that time 
that they need to deal with their emotions, even in the afterlife, and sometimes guys are hard to 
talk to also. Besides, sometimes others are wanting their devotion, however, I am most happy 
when with them because at least I can see all my loves; and look into their amazing blue spiritual 
eyes or the pink ones with their darkness of hell. 

Lily and Jaylynn, 1 can still hear both of them saying hello, and saying my name. Both so 
perfect in every way! No, I do not see anything wrong with having angels in my life at all times. 
This is my mystery and fantasy that is real in my life, and it is thrilling. It seems as of now, I 
have more of them then I do real people in my life. However, I hope for more people in my life 
too. Looking at my hands you can read all the crevasses, and the split forks in the trail that was 
my life; the paths that ended far too soon. No, my hands and palms are not the same as they once 
were back then they have changed. They are not like the ones he held, what happened to my life¬ 
line, heart line, and most importantly marriage line? 

The lines have transformed, but why if the plans were made in my skin long before? 
Where have they taken from me? What did I do? To this day, I do not know. There must have 
been some reason for this to happen this way? Do you know why? I look at my fingerprint each 
finger different and so unlike Lily or Jaylynn’s. Everyone has unique prints, which we leave 
behind. I have some of the smallest hands that you ever saw in your life, but they were sweet and 
felt amazingly perfect in his hand. Every line that was on my palms was strong then not like now 
and showed my love of the flesh, my true faith, and love for life, I was a giver; I never asked for 
anything but love in return; so why didn’t I get it all my lives. Maybe I just grieved it all away, 
as my life flashed by like a blur in fading blue eyes. 



The fingerprints we made on each other are now gone forever. It is just like that kiss, 
which comes to me in my short dreams at the don. It is just like a trance that comes over me, and 
always had an enchanted feel, that uplifted me. Depressingly to say, that I do not remember as 
much as I should; I lost what I needed the most, and that was my family... and my little girl, I 
lost my lover, but will I be able to keep going without them? But then again, I still have my faith. 
Yet even that is not a strong as it used to be. 

Sometimes, I cannot understand what the divine master has planned. All I hope is that 
maybe someday my life exists will help someone else out that is all I wish for anymore. My life 
seems like it has a gap in it. That has not been filled in years, yet what was taken from me is 
what is missing, and there is no one else to blame but the tower and her offspring of demons. 

They are the ones that deceived us all. Even in her kid’s graves, the sisters try to end my 
contentment! As well as she has gotten some of them, too that was in my life. Though, she will 
never get me! She will never drag me down with her to the pits of hell! Ava is the only one that 
is truly alive, yet they all haunt me! 

Let me go back through time ones more! I have never felt so attached to anyone like this 
before. Just thinking about Chiaz now is making me foolish, as it did when we were young 
lovers. I still can hear him saying my name, and it makes my week even now. I cannot help it! 
Back then, I was in love and did not even know what love was, I had the feeling as if he is the 
one for me, back when we walked the halls of the hellhole, but they stopped it, sure I would have 
loved to have been lovers in school as the others where. 

I would have loved to have public demonstrations of affection, in the halls with him. I 
would have loved to have cut class like them all too, and had sex in the old part of the library; 
between the bookshelves with me, on top of him! Like they all did. I just want to have the same 
things in life. 

No instead, I had to have the sisters looking up my ass, at all times in its place. Oh well... 
I still got him in the end right, and he got me. ‘You can’t always get what you want; but if you 
try sometimes, you just might find that you get what you need.’ However, we should have had 
more time to do all the things we wanted to do... that is what I think anyway. So, be careful in 
what you wish for you may just get it one way or another. 



Reality is never as it seems, and life likes to screw with you. I find it best to dream your 
life away, which is what I did to keep the pain away and to keep from going completely insane. I 
feel that I could have done anything if I just imagined I could have. That is the way you think 
when you are young. Just like I can still see what she was wearing that day it was a light blue 
dress; and with a pure white daisy in her hair. The day Jaylynn was laid out for the others to see. 
All of this was because, of Lance Amsel... he had to know everything about her. 

Yes, I mean everything! ‘Instant karma- is going to get you!’ 

Nevertheless, at the time, I did not grasp it. I did not see what he was doing to her, and I 
should have, he knew what he wanted, and that was everything that she was. He wanted me to be 
all alone! I never thought that it was going to happen; I did not foresee him taking her away so 
recklessly and final. I thought I would not let him get in the way with it, but I field miserably! 
There is no way to prove hearsay, and all I have are bits and pieces of the tme story. 

That reminds me now sometimes I walk into the bathroom, and Jaylynn writes the words 
‘I love you’ in blood on the mirror, and her supernatural face shows up in the shower mist as I 
wash. She just loves to play around with me in that room, ha that is kind of cute! She has a way 
about her that makes me lovesick for her. Yet I have to remember that she died in a bathroom, so 
maybe that is why she likes to play around in there. The day Jaylynn left me in her human form; 

I know that my life would never be the same. 

Though I did not know if, that was a good thing or a bad thing, it was just the way it had 
to be. Life goes on even after the ones you live for are gone away infinitely. I planned on letting 
her put this ring that was mine on her tiny finger when she got married. But I never got the 
chance to do it or give it to her as a gift; instead, all and everything I had in my life was given up 
to her the curse of the tower and their clans. 

Giving in ways that cannot be seen yet they are felt. I remember back when I was in 
school, I was too young to fight for my love. Yet, when you are young, it is mostly lusting that 
you want anyway. It would have been nice to have been the same age, yes it would be nice to be 
seventeen again or even younger, and know what I know now; and do some of the things we 
wanted to do; with my lover. 

However, you cannot live twice, will you can have life more than once if you are like me. 
Yet is that new life going to have them in it, not likely. My age does not count for anything, like 



this, you see; I forgot how old I truly am now, I feel as if I am a hundred years old, maybe I am? 
I have seen a lot of change, from then to now. 


‘The journey of life is through uncovering the trae beauty, which lies behind the eyes.’ It 
is not what is seen all the time it is what is felt, the same as how I feel towards the ones the knew 
me. I believe someday soon our souls can be re-joined as one as they were in my past life. Thus 
far, I feel as if I will never be content again, even though I have my angels; they just remind me 
of everything that I can and cannot have any more, and that is them in this earthly life. 

My greatest fear is still being alone, and dying alone. Yet I cannot say that I fear the 
unknown. I look at myself now and there is not one trait about myself, which I find desirable. To 
this point in my life, I wander around like a small child lost in the hay fields, looking for my way. 
I have old photos of back in the day; they are my snapshots that are stuck lost in time with the 
notes that underline the passage of time. 1 wonder what happened to me. I believe that my 
current state of mind is not a healthy one. 

Then again, I am not leaving this home... the only way I will give this up is if I am 
carried out the door in a body bag. Maybe I am just old or crazy or I just do not care anymore. 
Maybe I just have seen far too much in all my lives. No wonder I am so tired, one or the other I 
need a deep sleep anyways. 

So maybe I will go in my sleep with his ghost on top of me. Then again, I always thought 
that I would go into the arms of my beloved anyways. Observing back over all of this... I think 
that I never had any great achievements in my life; I went to college but never did anything with 
what I knew or study to do. 

Looking back at Chiaz’s life he worked in the coal mines for a career. He used to say 
that- ‘They drop you down in the hole and you work on your stomach like a rat. With the water 
mnning down you are back and into your ass crack.’ He was shoveling for the dwindling dollar; 
and we had to give it all back to the large companies and corporations, that run the contemporary 
world. 


Nevertheless, he made enough for us to get by, and to keep the house. Now I live off of 
what I inherited and that is not much, but to me, love is more important than money! Some 
would have to call me a millennium hippie, will that be just all right with me. I lived in this town 



all my life, I have seen people come and go, of seen houses being built, and I have seen the same 
very house being ripped down. 

That is when you know you have lived too long. I watched babies grow up before my 
eyes, into things that cannot be controlled; and I have seen baby’s die too, and I have seen the 
baby’s being killed by their mothers before they are bom, and they do not have a choice to live. 
Then the ones, which are bom do not have a choice on what they want to keep, that is up to the 
mom and dad to make that choice. I am probably the easiest person to get along with. 

However, I know, and I understand how this world works. As of now, I dislike 
everything about my appearance, and my skin is blotchy, and my hair is graying; my eyes are 
fading they are not pure blue in color anymore, everything is turning pale and ashen, everything 
is fading away. 

Looking back if I could change one thing about my life, I would go back in time and do 
all the things that I never did or got to see with my family. I would have liked to have more time, 
then and not so much now. So that we could have done all the journeys and discoveries that I 
planned on with them next to me; we should have had this. 

Besides, I didn't even get to do all the things that I was going to do throughout my life. I 
had plans and those dreams, but they could not come tme without them, and how do you blame, 
for some reason I cannot blame myself. Yet 1 have to remember that 1 was lucky and blessed to 
have gotten a family at all after what powers were against me. 

Whom do I blame? 

Chapter: 34 

Pulling Feelings 

Bom to live, bom to die, bom to cry and bom to wonder why? Some people say; while... 
my saying is all is fair in love and war, because; I have done both, with each of them having the 
same consequences. I have been at war with the tower, and I have fought to keep my loved ones 
around, yet most of them are on the ground, still, their souls linger around. I will never lie to 
anyone or tell him or her something untme. 

My type of personality is to be blunt and to the point, as you should know by now. If I 
th ink you are an ass hole then- while, I will tell you that to your face; not behind your back l ik e 



most. I am sorry but, I am not a very forgiving person anymore; you have three chances with me 
and after that, I am done with you. You would be the same way if you had a life like mine. Call 
me bitter; call me pathetic! Your names mean nothing to me anymore, nor did they ever. 

My mind goes back to these days often because they all pull on my heart; like strings on a 
guitar being tuned too tightly. To the point that I feel as if I am going to choke on the wooden 
splinters, and all the strings that were connecting us snapped away. Indeed, my angels Lily and 
Jaylynn are the only angelic and horrific faces that keep me going. They are like night- lights in 
my life, they are the stars that shine forme; Jaylynn she reminds me of how I affectionately 
named her after my daddy, and that is bittersweet. Yet to this day, he has not said anything to me, 
I wonder why? 

Jaylynn, she was so like me in every way; in her personality, in her actions, her laughter, 
and when I looked into her eyes it is all the same as if am looking into the eyes of a reflection of 
myself in my bloodstained mirror, from the eras of past, oh so long ago. I have never spoken 
about her to anyone until now; no one even knows about these stories, know no one cares. Now 
that I am getting older, and getting closer to that casket, I feel that I should share my story with 
someone, so I decided on putting everything in my life down onto paper in my scrapbook diary, 
as you know! I have some of it on notepaper, yet I want to get it all on neat crisp paper with the 
black crisp font. 

Yet my Early 1920’s Vintage black Underwood Standard Typewriter No. 5. It-the 
typewriter just smiles at me, because I start and stop one word at a time, plus the button letter ‘N’ 
has gone missing. Where it has gone is a mystery too, besides using a typewriter is not the way 
things work these days, everything is done digitally, with either video or recordings. Until now 
my dream was to write and complete my story! So, that is just okay with me I am not a writer, 
there are not many out there anymore. I cannot even get a complete thought on a page... without 
jamming, or type-o's now, it pisses me off, but I will do it in time! I wonder how much more 
time I have to do this. 

There is nothing more annoying than that snowy old page, maybe there is, but I need to 
get this down somehow. This is all my misery, which cannot stop playing in my head that I need 
to let out. Furthermore, this is the only way I want to do it because they all said I never would. 



The paper is so old now, that it is yellow in color. The stack of paper is just like my cracked 
teeth; hell, the little bell does not even go ding anymore. 

Plus, my hands hurt most of the time nowadays, oh who cares, whatever- never-mind. I 
have spent most of my life trying to become what I am not. This script is just another damn 
dream that has gone down the shitter. Because of the shutters in my life, and to tell you the tmth; 
I am getting tired of shoveling all this shit up with a little shovel, and having someone hovering 
over the ones I love with a bigger one. 

They call me to their graves at night, and what can I do? I have to go and talk to them. 
They hug me, and then I come home and sit at the typewriter. With the desk lamp lighting, the 
keys and my hands shake on top of the buttons. I get feebler as my faith gets weaker. 

Thinking maybe, I can tell someone of what goes on in my life. However, their voices 
call out to me Nevaeh... Nevaeh and I have to stop. It is almost like they do not want others to 
know what they say to me, and what they do for me. Only one of these angel girls stays with me 
at all times now. She follows me everywhere the spirit of young Jaylynn. When people die, they 
stay the same age even in the afterlife, as you know. 

Jaylynn is a tiny black angel girl, as you know, sbe hovers in the 

air yet she still only stands at five nothing. As well as her eyes peer into my eyes, then 
into my soul like always. Lily stepped down as my main angel, the day that Jaylynn got her 
white wings and began to fly; now Jaylynn is the one that looks over me the most. Lily has a new 
girl to look over, that needs her as I did when I was young. 

(Nevaeh exhaling noisily because her heavenly air is unsustainable.) 

So, Jaylynn used to come to me crying, with black eyes, and blood dripping from her 
inner thighs; saying to me look at what he is doing to me. I would say stay here, you can be 
homeschooled, you do not need to be all around them, but she always went back. For the reasons 
that, she wanted to have a social life, and there was not a thing I could do, that was up to her... it 
is like he and his clan had an almost demonic power over her. Just the same as Lily and I had 
with the sister’s clan. Yet he got her, oh did he get her. 

As you know they sucked the life out of us girls, in more ways than one, and they would 
use us whenever they wanted, and then through us out like trash when they did not. This clan 



was even more obnoxious to my little Jaylynn, God only knows what he did to her, but I can 
imagine... she has memories that terrify my thought of mind. I would say that I’ve seen a- lot in 
my time, but nothing like what she faced. It reminds me of what I and Lily went through in our 
teen life, it is all the same only the names change, or so it seems to be. It is the curse of the 
tower! 


When thinking about it, it creeps me out. But that is life; I know one thing, I always try to 
do the right thing, because after they are gone you have nothing but sad misgivings. They're 
nothing more than bullies! I wish all of those assholes would have taken their belts and hanged 
themselves with it or cut their wrists, no! That would be too good for them... either way, justice 
comes with a price, and that was my fifteen-year-old girl. She lost her innocence to her bullies, 
and that is when my fifteen-year-old girl, lost her existence in life too. All of this could have 
been stopped; yet after all these years’ people still bully the weaker individuals, which they can 
overpower. 

They can fry in hell, in the eternal lake of fire! That is all I can say. Him! He would put 
things in her mouth, and spattered her innocents over his face and walls of the halls. He even had 
a life-size poster in his bedroom of my little girl, which he idolized every night, if you know 
what I mean; the revolting twisted freak. So now, Jaylynn clings to my ankles, as I walked to and 
around the cemetery as well. Yet I cannot help but say I told you so, and she says T-NO-0!’ In a 
moaning vocal sounding whisper! It is weird to think about but, everyone I ever loved has died 
even my daughter. So, my philosophy as of now. I just made the choice to never love again, and 
I have kept that promise up until this point in my life. Things were about to change in a big way 
once again like always it is out of my control. All these years... I have been pining over what I 
cannot have, so I guess it is okay to drown my sorrows with a drink once in a while. I need one 
right now. 

Jaylynn, she had a lover at the age of fourteen you see. Jaylynn had a baby girl I do not 
even know the name, or if she named her, the day she died; in addition to that, the dad was Lance 
Amsel! Shocking yah I know; I was taken aback too! Little did I know that Jaylynn was seven 
and a half months pregnant at that time! She was so tiny that it did not show under her flowing 
dresses that she loved to wear. 


(They got rid of the uniforms, now they let the kids were what they want.) 



So anyway, I just thought that she was putting on a few pounds or some weight, or maybe 
I was too caught up in my own life to see what was going on all around me. So, I guess instead 
of telling me about it, she thought it would be better to end it all. It is so frightening how this all 
happened, and so fast or so it seemed. However, she kept it at all completely a secret from 
everyone, even me. She ended up having her premature baby girl, in the high schools’ girls’ 
bathroom while sitting spread out on the toilet. 

Lance ‘The so-called dad.’ Was standing in front of Jaylynn the whole time yelling and 
pulling on her... Poor Jaylynn she had to give natural childbirth with no medical assistance! 
Lance tied the baby’s umbilical cord off with his shoestring, and cut her the baby away from this 
new mommy with only a pair of dull school scissors. Other students could hear her screams and 
cries in the halls, yet no one cared or they were not allowed too. 

‘The lightning crashes and the new mother cries, her intentions, and ambitions, like her 
placenta, falls to the floor, as she tries to stand up. Then the angel opens her pale blue eyes, only 
for them to change color, in the irrelevant stall on the bathroom floor, and the mother dies. He 
gets her soul; I can feel it, as she did! Just like a clap of rolling thunder when it is chasing the 
wind, I can feel her fright!’ 

It is so frightening how this all happened, and so fast or so it seemed. Lance ‘The so- 
called dad’ was standing in front of Jaylynn the whole time yelling and pulling on her... Poor 
Jaylynn she had to give natural childbirth with no medical assistance! 

Lance, he cut Jaylynn to stretch her out, so to get the baby away from this new mommy, 
with the same pair of dull school scissors. At that time, he took the helpless baby away from her, 
and said that he was going to get rid of it... and there was nothing she could do to stop it. 
Furthermore, he just let Jaylynn there sitting on the toilet to bleed to death, I guess that is when 
she had enough pain, and not long after that, she cut her wrist... and I lost two girls... to the 
curse of the Tower! 

Maybe that is when my stmggle with affection began. Raged Lance or as I called him 
walked away, but later that year he put a rifle in his mouth, and he blew his brains, and other 
things, all over his bedroom walls, on a life-size poster of my little daughter. 

‘So, what is the Tower it has a meaning, in the deck of cards, that I read, ‘She!’ is dark 
and ominous. She- ‘The Tower’ is the embodiment of dismptionand conflict. 



When this card shows up, you know that it is not a good change coming your way, more 
like the unforeseen and jarring movement caused by the unexpected and painful events, which 
are a part of life. ‘The Tower’ in life is always a threat, but life inevitably involves tragedy, and 
you must decide whether you will face it with grace or not as it is past down.’ My life is 
presently in The Wheel of Fortune again meaning, that symbolically my life is about to start a 
new cycle, a transition. I also have ‘The Lover’s’ card showing up in my reading of life; however, 
my lover is gone forever? What could this mean? The Lovers card may specify and important 
difficult choices ahead in my existence, -hum? This is bad really, the choices it foreshadows 
usually is an equally exclusively, paths of two very different futures. However, it is also really 
good too, in that it also confirms, that at least one of those paths may take me to a virtuous place. 
It likewise implies that I will fall in love again! However, who in the world, am I going to fall in 
love with? 


Nevaeh 
Book: 6 


Stmggle with Affections 


Brave girls fight for what they know is right in their heart; strong girl’s battle for their 
freedom with what they think love is day and night. The toughest girls leave the past behind, yet 
they search for what they cannot find, while they walk in their boots on a path for someone kind. 
Heroic girls with desperation to keep their honor; may have to break the heart of another. All this 
attacking is for the affection of another, this is a war to stop the curse of the tower. 

-Neveah- 


Chapter: 35 



My Vanished Girls 


‘As a result, in all of this baby momma drama, I beeame a grandmother and a mourner all 
at the same time.’ When Kristen was bom as a miniature three pounds and seven ounces’ baby, 
she was not given to me. I did not think the baby lived really... just like everyone else thought at 
the time. Not to forget 1 was grieving over the fact that my daughter was gone forever, there was 
a lot to think about that was boggling my mind. Therefore, Lance said that he would get rid of 
the baby, yet at the time, I did not know about any of it! Hence, Lance’s family secretly claimed 
Kristen telling everyone else that the baby died at the scene with Jaylynn. How was I supposed to 
know any differently? She became one of those kids. Lance's story was that since Jaylynn died 
first in suicide, that the baby was not bom yet; and that she was bom as a stillborn baby after the 
fact. Little did 1 know that the baby did live! 

Lance’s mother stole baby Kristen away from me and her tme mommy Jaylynn, which 
was the plan all along. Then she claimed Kristen as an adopted child. Consequently, just like 
always, because of who they were; no one questioned this incident, nor did anyone care about it. 
Only five people showed up for Jaylynn’s last showing myself included before she was placed 
on a white couch and driven up to the cemetery, and then covered over by the earth above. One 
person stands out from them all. This person that showed up at the funeral home was a younger 
high school boy named Greg; he walked up to Jaylynn as she was so peaceful in her deep sleep 
lying there with her hair off to the one side. 

Her eyes were closed so tightly that you could see her long-curled eyelashes pointed 
skyward, in her baby blue coffin. She was an angel to look at even at that moment. 1 knew that 
she was looking over all of us! In addition to that, she was most likely looking at him and 
holding his hands with her spiritual touch, I could just feel it. He said that he felt the breeze of 
her presents. 

He was crying hysterically from his hazel-sh almost jade green eyes! I remember he said 
that he was secretly in love with Jaylynn back to when she was a little girl. That he never got the 
chance to say that to her in person. I remember him placing one pink daisy in her box on top of 
her small, yet perky upward-facing breasts next to her motionless heart; with the bloom under 
her chin and her slight smile. 



Along with that, then he slid an engraved promise ring on her finger as well; at that 
moment... one of his teardrops fell from his eyes on her petite hand, as he was holding it... not 
wanting to ever let go of her. That is love... if 1 ever did see it. Greg also whispered to me, that 
he never even got to kiss her as he always hoped to do, and that she was everything that he was 
looking for in a girl. Furthermore, he would never look for anyone else. That she was the one, 
and the only! The only thing I could say was; I thank you and follow your heart, and she will be 
watching over you. 

Then he walked away... I never saw him again after that. You know I do not even know 
his last name. Still, I will always remember his face, and the look that was upon it that day, he 
was devastated. So, someone did care about her, someone truly loved her, and adored her, and it 
was taken away from him too. Why! Why oh God, why? Why didn’t she see this when she was 
alive? ‘Why is a question that has no answers, only just more unanswered questions?’ 

Ava Amsel Lance’s mother kept Kristen locked up in a chamber, that was cold, damp, 
and dark; with only a light bulb hanging from the junction box, under a msty tin roof. There was 
no bathroom, and the windows were covered up with wood planks; with the smell of shit 
everywhere, in that underground room. That was Kristen’s existence in her beginnings of life. 

Thus, that is where they keep the underprivileged kids underground, in the damp, dim, 
stony crawl space of a basement. Nobody knew how evil she was as a mother, however, Kristen 
did. The town thought Ava was the perfect mother, which is what became known. 

Nevertheless, making up twisted stories was what she was all about, and really, the only 
thing she was good at. As well as keeping, something from others is also, what she was about to. 
Then one day it all changed, I got a knock on my front door, and by the time I got there, the 
woman was gone. They're sitting on my doorstep was my granddaughter... there she was alive in 
my sight. She was seven years old at that time; I recall that she was completely nude crying on 
my porch, and all she had on was Lily’s other childhood ribbon in her hair. Then when I saw the 
ribbon, I knew what happened. Then she leaped into my arms, and it was love for me from that 
point on! I remember that Kristen had smashed fingers, and cut up legs, they used a taser gun on 
her... as well as her butt and vulva were bleeding from being chewed, fondled and penetrated 
repeatedly. 



She was sold many times by Ava and was used as a slave for others thrills. She had to 
have virginity restoration surgery to regain her innocence so that someday she can be deflowered 
to whom she wants. She was only seven years old when the doctors put her under to do that, yet 
it was the right thing to do, for her. 

The doctor, Dr. Fennel, said that he never saw anything like what he saw with her in his 
whole time in practice. I did not care how much it cost, I knew what it was like to have that taken 
away and, I did not want that for her to go through in her life. 

Dr. Fennel- ‘Undoubtedly, it looks like a mad dog attacked her! However, there are 
something’s I am going to leave alone, therefore, it is not hurting her, and there is no reason to 
do anything medically to remove it. It would cause more damage to remove it I feel than to leave 
it there. I fixed the little sweetie up as well as I could. You know that no one would ever know, 
after she heals up, that she had this surgery. Yes, that is what we want for her definitely.’ 

Kristen, she was like a child prostitute for the clan. Besides, when she did not comply, 
she would face the wrath of all of them. Ava Amsel liked to pick her up by her matted hair, and 
smack her bare ass with her hands and other random objects until her butt was cherry red with 
blood, and she broke open her hymen back then too, as you know. Kristen remembers the blood 
mnning down her legs, and her getting all up in there with her fingers and also being held down, 
and chained to the wall, and bed headboard. 

She was deflowered at the age of four. Way too young to lose her innocents by anyone... 
yet that is what happened, thanks to the Amsel’s kids and they're whole fucked up, and perverted 
family, and the other kids that were around her. 

I could just kill Ava for this, and smash her faultless face in, certainly to a bloody pulp, 
and not even blink I hate her that much! She and her other kids in her family used to say that 
they were going to bury her alive, out in the backyard; so, their three dogs could chew on her 
bones after they dug her small remands back up. One of their punishments was to spit chewed, 
chewing tobacco, and also other organic matter into her mouth... and indeed they made her 
swallow it all, and stick out her tongue to prove it was all gone. 

Plus, if she would pee her bed at night for any reason, she used to make her march around 
in front of the entire family and all the boys... while she was telling Kristen that if she peed on 
the bed again she was going to cut her clitoris off with a pair of sewing scissors. Will they did 



not do that; however, they did put a ring horizontally through her clitoris with a needle and bottle 
cork. Hence, that is how they branded or identify their kids in their orphanage, with a ring that 
was permanent and impossible for them to remove. 

Kristen said that it only pinched and hurt as they were doing it. I do not believe that... To 
this day, Kristen has that piercing; and she said that she doesn't mind it at all. Besides, her doctor 
said to leave it alone, and when she gets a little older, she can change the ring, just to be very 
gentle and careful with the little hole opening that was made through the over-sensitive tissue, 
when feeding the new jewelry through. We both felt that it would be best to go to a tattoo shop to 
have it redone when she was a teenager. 

Now she finds it to be cute, she said that all she needed to do was find the right round 
ring, and that is what she did! 

She got a silver one with a sparkly single pink stone in the ball bead fastener, the old one 
was just a black spiked end ball ring and a small gray number tag, she was number- (G-K-14.) G- 
for a girl, K- for Kristen and the 14 for the fourteenth girl they had in the basement. You know 
what... that is all 1 have to say about that. It tmly troubles me how others, in this case, a kid was 
treated by others that should be role models, yet they are monsters. 

Nevertheless, they get away with it all, it happens all around us every day, and no one 
sees it or chooses to do anything about it; for her, it was all part of the houses of horrors. My 
recollection of that day... oh my, her eyes were bloodshot, she was balling with teardrops 
mnning down her cheeks. You could see the human teeth marks on her skin from the others that 
pecked and poked at her. I said who are you- and she trembled out the name Kr-is-te-n! 

This was like dejavu for me, really it was. I did not know how to feel; what could I feel I 
was numb to what to think; if it was the emotion of being delighted or horrified? She was just 
left there standing cold and lonely, with the unsympathetic November rain and orange, yellow, 
and red leaves falling around her as the rain hit her on her small chest, face, and delicate figure. I 
remember that attached to her wrist was a note... saying this is your granddaughter; this 
worthless pile of shit is your obligation now! 

T do not want to take care of it- (G-k-14) any longer. For the reason that it (G-k-14) is no 
use for me any longer. It-(G-k-14) is what we call used up, and no longer a use for us. It-(G-k- 



14) is no longer desirable for the male buyer’s needs, or the needs of the other progenies we have. 
It-(G-k-14) has been released, rather than dismissing to expiry.’ 

‘The crazy bitch’ did not even refer to Kristen as she, her, or a human girl; she just called 
her... ‘It! - (G-k-14)’ Plus, if they would not have chosen to release her, they would have killed 
her, and put her stripped down in the mass grave they have in the backyard because the only 
other thing she could have been for them would have been to be a young birth mother. Likewise, 
they did not want any more kids that were related to me. 

Why- I do not know! Maybe it has something to do with the blood type? For years, I 
thought my granddaughter was deceased; that was what the wright up in the cyber gazette 
babbled, along with the cops said. For about seven years this woman and the family along with 
the other kids would stomp, beat, slam, and tie-down my grandbaby, to a bed, and Ava would 
twist her feet and limbs until the bones would crunch; and her heels would be where her toes 
should be, it is a wonder she can even walk. I believe that they would even inject her with 
tranquilizers to make easier for all of them to rape her. Kristen without her even knowing that 
she could have gotten away from the hysteria, but because she had a fear of the wrath, she never 
attempted to leave. Furthermore, if she tried, she was always chased down and locked back up. I 
am just happy she is alive! 

Chapter: 36 

It’s the little things 

From that day, approximately ten years have passed, I would have to say that I am about 
sixty-five now, in this life, yet age these days is just a number, that does not count for much. It is 
the little things that count, they show the way; just like the little girl in the doorway, like the little 
dream that has not gone away. Just like the little girl, and her hopes and dreams, that came true 
because she knew how to pray; for a day she came home with me to stay. What could I do? I was 
not going to leave her out in the rain, plus how could I resist that lovable little girl. She could not 
help who her daddy was; she just had a way of melting my heart, and I guess she always will. I 
do believe that if it would not have been for this little girl, I would have given up on life a long 
time ago as you may have guessed. I have seen her grow up; every day was a discovery. 

‘We lived and learned, life threw curves, yes there was joy, and yes there was hurt, oh 
how I remember when.’ I remember when she was ten living life through twists and turns, and 



all she wanted to do was run through the golden fields wild and carefree, free and open to the 
heavens above. 1 remember when she turned thirteen and became and a mischievous teenager, 
that included curling her hair and wearing eyeliner and soft pink lipstick, she was a young lady 
and looking for lust. Now that she is nearing the age of seventeen a young woman, she does not 
need me as much as she used too; I guess that my mission in life is over. Life goes by like a blink 
of an eye. I did the best I could, but I often wonder if my best was good enough this time too. 
Sometimes I cannot help but wonder if she is going to be the next young girl on the list of 
heartbreak, because of the curse of the tower, or has she gone through all her pain? 

(Present time) 

Just about every day Kristen and I sit down at the dining room table, and I tell her stories 
of back in the day. We have the same meal of canned soup, canned peaches, and Pepsi in you 
guessed it a can. I have not had a home-cooked meal in years. Every morning I have peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich doubled over, and with a cup of instant black coffee with three spoons 
full of fake sugar; that so strong it could walk. It makes me want to cough when it is going down, 
I do not need to eat or drink. 

Nonetheless, I do, and then I start popping my peals, that keeps me going through the day 
or so they say, and to keep my broken heart going pitter and pat or so it seems to everyone else, 
with a few extra beats in-between, I do not have a heartbeat as you know. Yet to them they think 
that is what is wrong with me medically, I just play along, it stress-free that way! That reminds 
me that I have not slept in a bed for years; I sleep in my chair in the living room looking out the 
window. The bed has not been used after my husband’s death, the new sheets I put on have never 
been slept in, and the bed has a canopy in a soft purple color... just the way we always wanted it 
to be. 


Why? 

You ask; because that was the bed, we planned on being in together every night, and I do 
not like sleeping alone, I always loved to cuddle up. I miss him far too much when being in that 
room, on that bed; I just cannot even go in there, without breaking down. 

I remember when we were young, and we first started to sleep together in the same bed. 
Us we were uncovered with the only cover on top of us being the soft cotton sheets it was 



awkward and exhilarating... there were nights when I thought I had a heart that's pounding just 
like the drum solo in Soundgarden's song Spoonman! 

My heart has not to beat like that in many, numerous decades. Yes, I kind- of miss those 
days, what can I say. I have had so many days in my life’s no wonder they started to blur 
together. Yet it felt like my stalled hart hit so hard and fast I could not sleep; because of the 
intimacy, we had... just being pressed upon one another. ‘We were like two perfectly fitting 
spoons in the kitchen drawer.’ 

Then the morning would roll in, and we would cuddle together looking out our big arched 
picture window looking over the oak tree, the sun rises, and the golden land below. Then the 
birds would sing as if just for us; as if their lovely songs where them approving of us being 
together in our bed. 

Plus, not long after, that I would fall fast asleep with me wrapped around him. Then he 
wrapped around me in the sweetheart cuddling position. Yes, that was what we did; I could never 
forget that no matter how long I live. Sundays, we just liked to be lazy, and go for walks on the 
old abandoned railroad tracks at that time we held Jaylynn’s little hand between us, and we both 
would raise her and swing her back and forth ever so slightly. 

Then she would giggle and shout saying the word ‘Weeee!’ I can still hear her saying, ‘I 
love you momma, and dad- da...! ’ in her baby talk. Aww- how adorable, those days go by, and 
time can do so much. They were righteous days, what can I say! That jogs my memory forme, 
for seven years, Kristen lived with a mattress all most on the floor, and the headboard was 
attached to the wall, with a four-foot dog chain, that would attach to her ankle and the other kids 
had chains too, this is what they called bedtime, they were unchained from nine AM to seven PM. 
The time in between, they all were attached to their beds, two boys and two girls lined up bare 
naked in one single bed, which is how they lived most of the time. 

With only one thin blanket if they were ever so lucky to be given one, she and her 
bedmates were fortunate to have a pillow; sometimes during her misery, she did not even have 
those things. They had this bedroom in that house, which they would take the young girls into for 
the dirty old men to do what they wanted. That is if they choose to buy them, the girl... that is 
for sessions of any kind of sex they ask them to do, the girls that would complain or not comply 



would be beaten until they were killed, by Ava and her mother, the demons would come out in 
their rage! 

Ava and her mother love to snack on the boys and girls, for their blood, and kill them for 
their soul! They had a pick on the girls more than the boys, mainly for accessibility reasons. You 
can figure that one out on your own. Then they would suck out their blood from you know where 
and drink it, and bury all of them out in the backyard, and cover them over like they were 
nothing to them, or for the dogs to eat. They would even chop and hack them up for dog food, 
and blend them in a blender. 

That is a tme story Kristen seen them do that to a five-year-old girl, with her own eyes! 
Yes, I have to believe ber... that is too creepy and insane not to be tme! The men buyers they 
could choose what girl they wanted, and for how long they wanted, the price starting at fifty 
dollars went up for each act more they wanted to perform on them, or for the girl to perform on 
them. Every day she was given a bit of old bread, with coffee dumped on top, and that was all 
she got in one day as a meal. She never even had a dress to wear on her tiny body, the poor kids 
that were in the basement, they did not have clothing given to them, like the others that live in 
the upper levels of that house. 

They did this to her because of me? I still do not know what their problem was with me. 
Anyways- Ha- ha, getting her to keep a dress on was difficult, but out here in the county of the 
golden hayfields, she was able to mn free and play in the mud all she wanted to, I did the same 
thing to in the rain when I was a young girl; just a tomboy! She was crazy wild, and I was going 
too- in a way break her of all that, and raise her to be a respectable girl. This was my chance to 
make up for the past; I was not going to fail again, not with her! 

All life is just like the footprints in the snow as you look back, sometimes you see two 
sets, and sometimes not. Now and then, you look back on the path that is your life, and you only 
see one set of deep prints. 

However, they are not your prints. I have come to realize and believe, that is when I was 
carried, through the hard and difficult times, by my angels, or by the Lord himself. Should I, or 
could I? Did I need to get another love? Should I have found someone new to be with 
romantically? Was there any need for another man in my life? Well, I will leave that up to you to 
figure out. Just remember it is not always, what you do that stops you from what you wanted in 



life. Sometimes in my case, it is something or someone that has been there, and they are pulling 
at you. 

Just remember that he saved me from total and complete destmction, so just think about 
that. Then you will know how I feel about other relationships or letting them get into deep with 
me. So, that is a no I never had another man in my life romantically. Furthermore, afterward, you 
look back on life and think, maybe I should have done this, or maybe I should have done that, do 
not waste your time. It is all meant to be even if you cannot foresee it all. The journey is not 
always clear, however, I always got where I wanted to go, 1 remember a time when I had an 
opportunity to find love again in a living form. 

But- then I would hear the voices calling out saying ‘Listen you do not need to talk to 
them... okay. Do not try to ask them on dates or anything... I am all you need... and tmthfully I 
still feel that he was all I ever needed and everything I wanted to be with.’ 

Life tip- You need to make yourself listen to what you want to hear, even if it is difficult 
to move on. Life is a fight for what you want. As well as when you find true love, do not let it 
pass you by, and if you had tme love does not give it up for anyone. Besides, if you want it... 
you are going to have to battle them all... all the haters just to keep your love alive, remember 
sometimes you need to let go of the past. However, remember to keep all tbe good memories that 
you had together, try to never forget them. I will never forget you all... never- ever. 

Over the years, I have come to see it as it is not a tme relationship if the person is afraid 
of what they can and cannot do. All the same, remember that just because it is that way in the 
stars then does not mean shit, in the end, everything changes in a moment, life goes by so 
recklessly, it is the little things, which matter! Only the little things. No matter how bad 
something is, the good is always coming! 

‘All you need is a little faith, and the little things will become all the good big things in 
your life someday!’ 

Chapter: 37 

Expression of the bygone 

All relationships are going to end naturally or not. It is all up to you and what you want, I 
choose to stay in this relationship forever, and doing it is too difficult sometimes. Just remember 



you have choices in life. So, what are you going to listen to your inner voice or the ones that are 
all around you and me? 

It is just like we all needed to get off the cyber walls and take our life’s back. The webbed 
walls where doing nothing but showing names with faces that label others with either good or 
bad stigmas, it could not be deleted, and it would follow you everywhere you went... even if you 
had a past that was made up by someone else it remained with you. It needed to end; it was 
ripping the world apart. I still believe that we all need to find real friends in person if you can in 
this day and age, we should not spend all of our free time looking at faces on a screen, that are 
deceiving what tme thoughts of friendship should stand for. Please remember they are not your 
so-called friends... they are not your friends on there at all, if you do not or cannot talk to them 
in real life. 

Then what in the hell makes, you think you can chat with them on the webbed walls of 
the internet, and not real life? They are just there to look into your business, so stop being stupid. 
They do not care about you at all. They are stopping you from achieving your desires in your life, 
by talking or chatting behind your back, and how do you truly know what they are saying if you 
are like blocked out, or who it is that is saying it. They do not care about you! So, I ask why 
should you care about them by having them on a profile or friends list; it is useless and 
completely immature? 

For instance, as you can be in someone's photo on the walls from the past, yet they do not 
want you to be tagged with them because of what others might say, or think. Therefore, they go 
into that album and they delete the photo altogether or remove you from the tag. Thus, you are 
not a friend or a human being. In my opinion, they are just a despicable asshole, or someone, 
which cannot think for themselves. You understand-right? I remember back then some would 
block me from their profile, really- like whom the hell do you think you are? 

Do you think that you are better than me? Just summing it all up, you all need to realize 
that your complete little world, which you lived in, does not mean anything to anyone. You all 
need to know that I do not need to know everything about how you are or what you are doing. I 
do not need to see your, photos, whom you are dating, and if you are single or taken, what 
religion you say you believe in, and who your so-called friends are to you, I tmly do not give a 
shit. 



Remember that you are the ones that choose to post all of that to the world. Therefore, if 
you do not want everyone seeing your condescending shit, then stop posting everything to the 
world for everyone to see. 

I can assure you that no one gives a shit about you, and whom you are banging every 
night, and if they do, then they are the ones that are creepy- right? I think so... keep all your 
photos, notes and stories in a book, which means more to you than anyone else; it is more unique 
that way. That reminds me, just like the shit that can happen in this town, and all you have is two 
choices in making a complaint. One is going to the independent police; that does absolutely 
nothing, but drink free coffee and eat free donuts. 

As well as, stalk the blameless people in their cars, and pick on the innocent, like me, and 
Kristen. It is like we are followed, yet never questioned, so far that look on their faces is that of, 
we will get you for something! As well as the other one- number two is filing a complaint with 
the borough of ‘The Land of Many Steeples.’ So far, they are so corrupt, that nothing is going to 
be done, to help the people of the town. Most of the council and mayor can be overthrown at any 
time, by the ones that have so-called more power or the ones that they fear; as it has always been 
here. However, it is not like they can come to an intelligent decision anyways of what to do. Yet 
they have power over us and it is out of control, and that is a true statement, just look around, 
and you will see! 

The voice that follows you is the one that you choose to listen too. What you have to say 
about yourself means more, the word friend can mean that there- is good ones and evil ones. All 
you need to do is recollect about that statement, and you will see that it is true. 

Do not spend your time looking at photos or of people, that you can never have in your 
life, or that do not want you in theirs, all I can say is take back your freedom! Whatever 
happened to the old days? I remember every day we use to hold hands while walking from our 
bed into the bathroom, and we would get into the hot tub and bathe together in candlelight, with 
me lying on top of him, that was one of those good old days. 

Oh, how we would soap each other up, and he really liked it when he was lying back, and 
I was bent over with my head under the faucet when I was washing my hair. Yah he was a butt- 
man what can I say... we were so playful when we were young, and he was with me! 



Hitherto, those days’ ehange. 

The water would splash as we touched each other everywhere ever so gently all around 
each other’s most ticklish parts. A hand lightly flicking over my raised nipples. Under the water 
you can see him mbbing my clit in the opposite directions, then his hand moves’ up my tummy, 
and slightly tickle bmsh me as they go under my armpits. He away nibbles on my one nipple, 
now I am completely leg wrapped sitting on him in the bath. He was behind me rubbing my 
whole body with his hands, kissing me on the neck and cheeks, whispering in my ear, I bite my 
bottom lip, moving the movements of sweet love, as he was squeezing my boobs, I go from 
behind to the front his penis was pointed up, hitting my tummy, as I hold his face with my small 
hands... Once again, we were two lovers creating a feeling of warmth, and intimacy, just being 
happy being together. Then we kiss, with much passion, my hair wet, I glide hump up and down 
on him and it on my tummy as we sit. His soft fingers on my butt cheeks. 

Then he holds me in the middle of my back arm wrapped as he sucks’ in my nipple 
longer, then he picks me up, like a little girl that 1 am, 1 am hugging his neck and have my legs 
wrapped around his back, as his penis bonging un my butt crack. Still kissing and moving to the 
feelings within us for each other. I flip out my weather in the hold with my nick going for a long 
desire kiss. 

He kisses my lower lips with his lips, it feels good. I arch my back to his licking, my 
tongue glides up and down the shaft, rimming the head, then I go all the way down, bobbing for 
his sighing, I love when there are strings of my spit hanging being pulled away by me- from my 
lips all attached, then 1 squeeze him and below the tip. I lick from the bottom up to the bell- end. 

He is stalking my hair and I feel his chest, the look on his face is all love and hot lust. I 
give him a hand rub and then stick it back down in my self- lubed warm mouth, my teeth riming 
the rim... like my tongue like up and down the full length of seven inches, and yes that goes all 
own my sweltering- like trout, like what my vagina is doing, as it in the air and exposed to his 
touch, I stop sucking to kiss him and he takes it, and start sucking it again. 

I lick his tummy and him awe-a! 

I lick his balls to be in my mouth also, I was worried about this yet he likes it. Then we 
just fuck- with me on top sliding his hand derating, hugging tightly, me arching my back hips 
down and it's always down and out, move to the jotting... as I make it go in and out as it comes 



in from behind fast and then slow. Butt grabbing, slapping, wet wells of mine bidding up to 
orgasm- over and over as he does inside. AMAZING! We even did it in the sitting passion, 
where its ling me banging on him in a hug. WONDERFUL-1 said- ‘Come here and kiss me.’ he 
is now on top after the big and last moment where you can see it all mnning out of me, her an 
up-close shot. 

Though no one in this town could stand it, I wonder why? 

Speaking of bathing... Every night Chiaz would give Jaylynn a bubble bath when she 
was a younger girl about ten years old and back, it sticks out in my memory. 

Ele would help her take off all of her close from the day. Besides, he would loosen, 
straighten, and undo her hair, which was in pigtails, one on each side with his fingers. Yeah, they 
were close, she preferred him over me. You know he was the perfect dad! 

Then he would bath her; she would splash water ever 3 ^here and she would jump around 
from laying on her stomach with her but in the air, to sitting, as he tried to clean her up and wash 
her hair, she was a handful. Plus, then he would pick her up out of the tub she would be dripping 
and wiggling around, and she would get him all wet as she would cling around him hugging him 
around the neck with her arms fastened, and her legs around his lower chest. 

Then he would put her down to stand up for herself, and dry her off with a big fluffy pink 
and brown polka-dotted towel. Also, then he would simply put nothing more on her than a single 
light pink nightgown over her body; and it had the Disney’s Minnie Mouse on it with little bows; 
because that is all she wanted to wear to bed. As sbe got older as a teenager, it just became a 
single white T-shirt of his, which ended above her knees. Anyways then, he would then carry her 
to her room every night, and he would tuck her in with her stuffed animal. We would read her a 
bedtime story from a book. As well as we would kiss her on the forehead, and say good night, 
sleep tight... honey! As well as, she would say night-e Night! Sometimes I wish for those days 
back again, because after be was gone... everything changed; and not for the good as you no. Oh 
hum- you know she always said that she did not want to live a day without her daddy being there 
for her. A lot of little girls love their daddy, just a little more. Okay, that is enough of my 
ramblings. There is someone, I want you to meet! So, be kind to her, please. 


Chapter: 38 



Just Like Reflections 


Hello everyone, I am Kristen! I live with my grandma; I am all she has at this point, I 
know that she is a good person, but I think she is a little too grumpy for her good. Nevaeh- 
Kristen has a very high- pitched squeaky voice also, that is so adorably cute, and unlike any 
other girl, I ever knew. Her hand can fit into the palm of my hand, her giggling laugh is the only 
thing that warms me, and feels the emptiness in the space of my heart. Just like a snare dmm, I 
am not so hollow when around her. She just has a way of making my day complete. Without her 
I would not have any beat or cadence to play, she is the rhythm to my melody; she is the girl that 
I always wanted, in my life. 

Kristen, your mom was a lot like you! She had blue eyes, however, yours are hazel green. 
But, just like your mom you are so damn sweet to everyone, she was just like you! Yet you are 
just like me. Back then, she was all 1 wanted in my life along with your granddad. But, instead, 
she had to walk out the door with your dad. 

Just remember this... 

Kristen- ‘Tme love should not be such a game; you need to feel the same about one 
another.’ ‘Just remember you were not an accident, you were meant to be, and so you could be 
with me. We are there for each other.’ After Kristen goes to her room at night, I look out my 
window in the summer, and my wondering eyes overlook the honey golden fields, that splashes 
the sunlight in my eyes. Before my eyes blink the sunsets, and the darkness comes to let me 
know that I am sitting here in my home feeling alone. In addition to that, the memories of the 
past start playing in my mind. 

Hope! 

She- must have felt the same way back in the day, as I do now. I think about my first kiss, 
that meant so much to me, I think about us that night under the bridge, that is along the walkway 
where we made love. I remember all the sights of beauty that were worth beholding; they will 
forever exist in my memory. Yet this body of mine is deteriorating, like sand ever so slowly. I 
have become what I never thought I would become; I have become a person just like Hope! Now 
I see what her life was like; now I know why she was the way she was with me, all times in 



history seemed to repeat, along with people that are a part of that history. Do you know what I 
mean? 


(One day has passed.) 

Kristin, she is like the colorful blossoms on my tree of life now! Look at this house, look 
at the life I have had what does it stand for... what? 

What do you think it stands for Kristen? Asked by- Nevaeh? Kristen said- ‘I do not know 
yet, you have not said anything yet that makes any sense to me. But, that is okay I still love - yah! ’ 

Nevaeh- So just to have her know, that I am even there even now that is what I call love. 
Wishing her a good night, and some sweet dreams even though she is not a little girl anymore, is 
what I live for; and seeing what the next day brings with her beside me, is what I look forward to, 
she is my life my existence now. I like to tell her that love it should be that cupid's arrow, which 
strikes at a most unlikely time; or you may realize that they have been in front of you all along. 
That is what love is all about. I like to tell her that a relationship will change her in many ways 
for good or bad. 

That it is a time when a new relationship looks like it is about to deliver on the promises, 
that come with it. Life may never be the same again without them. 

Nevaeh- asked Kristen- ‘What is love to you?’ 

Kristen- Okay I remember the first time I had sex it was in the store's men’s bathroom 
where I work at, on the floor with this boy. Yah he was riding me, and going in so hard; I had my 
legs lifted up and on top of his shoulders. 

Nevaeh- Oh god! I do not need to know that... said Nevaeh, that is not romantic, that is a 
sick girl. You are not even seventeen yet! 

That shit should have been priceless to you, and it should have been precious to you also, 
and saved for marriage or tbe right one! At least love the guy! I cannot believe you would waste 
that moment. 

Kristen- you asked, and oh. Grandma you are so old fashion... plus he was so cute... it is 
not like that at all; it was not that type of love-1 do not consider that, love at all. 



Yes, maybe so... whispered Nevaeh... however, in my day we would have not even 
thought about doing such a thing in that way, without knowing you are in love with them, 
regardless of what you did. No- do not tell me, 1 do not want to know. 

Kristen- Maybe you're right, maybe I should have loved him, all we were was just friends 
with benefits maybe more I have to see what happens. Though I do not think that being romantic 
is dead these days, it does exist I hope so anyway. 

I also believe as you do that you just need to be with the right guy, which can show you 
what real expressions of love is! But I do think like you, that it is hard to find these days when 
you are afraid to make a move; because you never know what will turnabout and happen. 

Nevaeh- Oh yes to be under the spell of a girl or guy is like getting hit below the belt, 
when you have a love like this see, it is going to be like instant nausea. That is what I told her. 

Yet I know that she is going to be the only one that I can love, she is it the one, the only one. 

The only girl that I need to be around now other than my angels. 

However, the others still haunt me and tease me every so often. They toy with me and 
play around in my dreams and my day- to- day household tasks. 

That reminds me that I am all alone in my old age, and Kristen has grown up too fast and 
will be moving on without me, that day is coming too soon. 

So maybe I should get some more pet cats, and become that crazy cat lady, they say I am. 

Kristen’s father Lance does not speak to me as a spirit; as far as I am concerned, he can 
bum in hell in the lake of fire, for what he did to my daughter and granddaughter. I have nothing, 
nothing at all to say to him never- ever! 

So, when it comes to spirits that I can channel it just depends on who they were, and what 
they choose to be in life. Some do not want to be heard and others do not shut up. 

Just like thinking about Jaylynn back in the days, we had together before the beginning of 
the end. Ha, I am getting a vision, oh yes- I remember this day, Kristen comes here, and let me 
tell you about this story. 

One night in the graveyard, your mom told me about the time that she nearly drowned 
when she was fourteen years old. 



Back then, I had no idea that lance your dad would come into this house, and would 
watch as your mom was bathing, and he would hold her down under the water in the bathtub, by 
her hair if he did not get what he wanted. 

That was the first time he laid his hands and fingers on her, or so your mom said to me. 

Kristen- ‘How do you know that?’ 

Nevaeh- ‘I just do!’ 

I guess after your granddad’s depth, I did not see anything clearly, just as she was under 
the water; I had that same view in my mind. So, that must have been the same night and the way 
they conceived you, Kristen. 

Kristen- ‘That’s abizarrely vile grandma!’ 

Nevaeh- To this very day I could slaughter that boy for what he did to my lovely little girl, 
or at least beat him over the head with my shoe, yeah that would work. 

There is nothing like a spur from your boot, going into the side of their temple, to show 
your hatred, -am I right? Yes, 1 speculate I will always be a farm girl at heart, sort- of- speak! No 
one will take that away from me, not even in this day and age. Nonetheless, that did not stop me 
from dropping my pants and squatting down to the ground and spraying piss on, and as well as 
all over his grave and gravestone! Yes, she even did it too. 

Ha- that could be one for the photo album he- he. Now that is funny! That maybe 
Kristen’s father, but I have no respect for the man and neither does Kristen... no one will if it is 
up to me. Do not get me wrong I respect the ones that should be respected, I will honor them... I 
like to put flowers on the graves for all of my loved ones. One day I added white handmade 
wooden crosses with solar lights for them so that their bodies are never in darkness, their souls 
are not there, yet it shows I care, they see that. Thinking back on the years, that has past and I 
have forgotten about this but Jaylynn would sing to me, she had the voice of an angel! 

You know that Kristen looks, and sounds just like her. ..Ido believe that reincarnation is 
possible... do you? So, I gave Kristen all the poems 1 have, because she would hide them under 
her pillow anyway, plus now they have been made into songs, that Kristen plays for me on this 
old piano; that sits here in the living room, it’s been here as long as I could remember. Speaking 
of musical instmments to this day-1 still have Jaylynn’s old Fender Stratocaster guitar, the wood 



is now cracked on the fingerboard of the neck, and the high E string is broken, it most likely will 
never play a song in tune again. However, Jaylynn had painted a gorgeous white-winged angel 
on it, and she signed it with her name, also she added an X and O. 

I always knew her heart was in the right place. He was the way she is... the way she is, 
now. You know I do not have the heart to throw it away; it was played with love and compassion 
by her. So, I plan on giving it to Kristen, so that maybe we can get it working again if I have the 
energy. It is on my to-do list! A list that seems to get longer as my days are getting shorter. I 
remember back in my life there were days, that I just wanted to get up and mn into the sunset 
and never look back... there were days that I just wanted to scream at everyone at the hellhole. 

There were days where I was mnning from myself... there were days I was mnning to 
him for love and understanding, and there were days that I was mnning away from everything 
that the tower started. 

We all have been mnning for our lives. 

Running never stopping not even to look up, other than to eat, sleep and shit and piss the 
day away. Nevertheless, this mnning so fast in this sprint, my loved ones and I collapse to the 
track below and was not able to finish our marathon, the way it should have been. 

Yet I feel that I am still walking to get where I am going, but I like them to contemplate if 
it is taking us anywhere, or aiding anyone in away. I have learned to slow down now, now that 
they are not behind me so much, and take it all in, and let it go for the most part. Some are gone 
from the race, and some stay to watch to the bittersweet end. Run! Run! -away from the 
throbbing hurt, mn away from the reflection that is you, that is so much like me! Run-1 say, mn 
and never- ever look back, you can never look back! 

Chapter: 39 

What I am Tmly Living For 

It is interesting that when Kristen is asleep, I check in on her often. You know there is 
nothing more comforting than hearing her snoring away, she is so adorable, in every way! I do 
this for two reasons, one that I have a hard time sleeping at night, or sleeping at all. Two- that I 
want to make sure that she is still breathing, because-1 do not think I could take another loss or 
heartbreak. 



What is left of my motionless heart is just too week, and she is the only one that I love 
left in my life. I look around the room, and the white long lace curtains are still on the windows 
and they are tied hack, with lavender rihhons, and the windows are up and open, without worry, I 
can feel the breezes and see the laciness, dance in that soft draft blowing around the octagon part 
of the room. Where my old wood desk with the typewriter on top is located, not much has 
changed other than the young girl in the bed. That is the only bedroom that is used in these three- 
bedroom farmhouses now. 

I know that she is content, holding her teddy bear, under her canopy bed, she may be 
seventeen in two weeks, but as for now, she will always be my little girl. The crystal chandelier 
is dimmed as low as it can go, with a slightly flickering soft glimmering creamy dim light of 
warmth. So, now that I know that everything is okay, I shut the door keeping, it cracked slightly. 

Before 1 will shuffle, my feet back down the staircase, making my way back to my old 
lazy boy chair, which is in the living room, the room where I spend most of my days now. Then 1 
am going to stare out the window, at the obscure blackened lands until the sunrise’s ones again... 
so that I know that I have seen another day, and I can recall all the memories once more. As the 
fog lifts and the rays’ shine through my window like it did when I was a young girl. 

I remember- Hope saying to me when I was a girl ‘Early to bed and early to rise, she'll 
make us healthy, wealthy, and wise.’ Hope used to say that to me every night; I still try to 
believe that is so... maybe. Nonetheless, I cannot help but scratch my head and mutter in my 
mind these very questions. Just because one is wealthy, does not mean that they need to be a dick 
to everyone that has less- right? Just because one is healthy, does not mean that they caimot 
become deathly sick- right? 

Plus, some smart people are not very wise at all as you should know that- right? So, that 
saying just does not work forme. Likewise sleeping it is something that has become more of a 
need for me, but it is hard to obtain. Because not many out there know what it is like to have 
younger transparent ghostly like angels in transparent white all up in your face; being playful and 
animated around you all the time. Even when I take my glasses off, they are showing up on my 
face as clear as day. It makes it hard to slumber throughout the night. But that is okay... what 
can I say, I do not need it anyways, yet it would help me look more rested -1 presume. 


Why? 



For the reason that I am going to realize that, I am all alone when I am not alone. That 
even the dreams, which I have, are just as painful as being awake. Not painful as being injured or 
cut, but painful in its emotional and psychological makeup. So, undervaluing it can be difficult, 
and it is straining on my old dying brain to grasp what to make of it all. So, most of the time, I 
just put the music player on, which is part of the wall screen television. Then listen to the ancient 
classic rock station that is way up in the thousands, softly in the background. 

Yes, as I sit like a stone and I ponder everything, just like a stone skipping over a smooth 
pond that I tossed back in the days, I went in the garden, 1 sink into the vision depths of the past, 
just like a pebble. Just like a Chicago song; Jaylynn is my inspiration, Kristen she is now what 
gives me my life meaning, and she is the only thing that gives me any feeling. So, without her, I 
am just an empty body. I can still see Hope’s husband dragging on bis tobacco pipe, with it off to 
the one side in his mouth. I recall what he said when I was a little girl not long before he 
passed... he was a bitter person, to say the least. 

‘You will never be contented because you say dumb things, and do dumb things.’ I often 
wonder if he was right or not. Sorry to say that I have never missed that man at all; all these 
years, some souls do not deserve to rest in peace. ‘It is just like every saint is a sinner that keeps 
on trying for their worthy nobility.’ ‘Just like every cop is a criminal.’ Just like everyone gets a 
turn, in time good or bad.’ So, I guess what the real question is- what is coming after you? 

Do you know or are you clueless? See I disagree with what he said about me because at 
least I knew what was coming in my life. Yet he did not see it coming to it was too late. So, he 
was the dumb shit not me, when you think about it! I never regretted leaving home with my love, 
and I never stopped loving him either; unlike he did with hope, she knew about it. But she did 
not care about anything other than housework... let’s just say he was playing around with 
another family’s daughter, that he should not have been playing with, and the stresses were too 
much for him to take on. I will let you put the pieces together for yourself. You know - That girl 
always did get what she wanted! Yes, even an old man! 

Chapter: 40 

Past Doors in My Heart 

So yes, I still go to the same church, which I have gone to all my life; and I give what I 
can. I sit in the back, with Kristen by my side; she is the only youth there. It seems that faith is 



gone away, just like everything else in this land. I have paid for all my sins, and that is what I 
want Kristen to know; I always tried to do the right things at all times. That I liked to think 
before I do something; because you never know... you just may have to live with it all your life, 
and it stays with you forever. Then when I go back to my home it is just like clockwork, I can 
hear Jaylynn whispering, saying I am still with you, and I love you, 11-ov-e you! 

It is drawn out, and sweet and soft as well as lingering and haunting. It makes the hair on 
my arms stand up. Yet it is stimulating and yet melancholy all at the same time. Kristen must 
think that I am going completely loopy or plum loco... ha, ha, and ha! Well, I am getting older; 
she thinks that all old people are irrational. Hell, I was the same way at her age. Saying that- T 
hope I would die before I get old.’ Who in the hell used to say that good shit? Well, I cannot 
remember... was it the Who? I have seen a lot come and go in my life; I just wish I could 
remember all of it though. I never really wanted to live a day without Chiaz next to me, I 
remember one of my dates with him; I remember we went to this little amusement park, which 
has the oldest standing... to this very dayside friction wooden roller coaster, it was built in 1902. 

Oh, yes, I remember it has these big old comfy train cars, that sit two in the front and two 
in the back, they rattle back and forth on the track. However, we loved it because you could not 
help but bump into one another’s hips, and put your hands on one another’s knees and legs. That 
was the first time he put his hand down the front of my skirt and groped my one breasts through 
my pink striped spaghetti strap tank top. I think of us spending the day at that park; and seeing all 
the lights come on at night on all the rides, on those summer nights. I recall that everything on 
that ride was done by hand. Like them pushing the car on the chain to go up the lift hill of 41 feet. 
I recall that the stopping was done by a man. Which would pull on a handle to have the wood 
brakes grind the train car to a halt when you were coming into the station. 

The roller coaster next to the lake has a top speed of 15 miles per hour not fast, but it was 
romantic for its day, I remember back to those days I have lived far too long. On this roller 
coaster was the first time I put my arm around him, and we became more than friends. That last 
leap you get airborne and get to snuggle up with your love and squeeze what you like. I know 
what I had my hand on! 

Us... holding hands, with me holding cotton candy. 

Us... drinking soda out of the same bottle. 



Us... kissing repeatedly as we walk along. 

Us... riding on the double-decker earousel, with the sound of the Wurlitzer band organ 
playing its cheerful medley in the background. 

Us... in the same rocking seat on the huge Ferris wheel snuggled up. 

Us... going to the water park in our swimsuits. 

Us... going down all the highest slides, with me in front and him in back of me as we 
were on the same inner-tube together. 

Us... going on the little steam train to get cooled off, while it chugged and puffed along, 
as we were riding through the trees with me sitting on his lap. 

Us... is no longer, but he is with me forever. I do remember when we were... 

Us! 

(For months has passed) 

Kristen-1 cannot get away from my boyfriend he is not my tme love, or lust, or much of 
a boyfriend. He is more like my stocker, which 1 am in a relationship with the kind of. I am all he 
wants and all he wants is one thing from me, and that is not what 1 want from him. Yah- you 
know what that one thing is, that is stopping me from telling him off. It is that I am afraid of 
what he might do to me if 1 do get away and he finds me, yet 1 must get away 1 have too. 
Sometimes I just wish 1 could fly away from here like a bird... and nest somewhere new, and 
start a family of my own. But that is not going to happen anytime soon with what 1 have to put 
up with. Yet I have gotten to see what it is like to have a real man! Because I think, I am in love 
with someone else, yes, I am more than seventy percent sure, that I love him. 1 have a plan, and it 
is not going to be easy forme to do. But it is what has to be done; if I want to live another free 
day or live at all. 

Matt Shezor is his name, he is my boyfriend of about two years, and it started so good, 
the way it should, and just went downhill from there... now I am trapped. He doesn't love me at 
all... 


He is related to Melvin somehow, but that is not important right now. 



All I know is that I NEED to GETAWAY! I WANT to be with someone ELSE... but I 
CANNOT! Besides, me saying I can’t doesn’t work forme at all, I cannot say that I love him 
anymore. I do not know if I loved him at all. 

Nevaeh- Sometimes I get so preoccupied trying to make everything perfect in doing my 
everyday routines. That I forget to appreciate the things, which are aheady perfect. Maybe that is 
why nothing in my life stays that way? What is PERFECTION? All I know is that I had it in my 
life and LOST it all. Nothing in my life is perfect the towers hexes always find a way to 
exterminate them all from me one way or another. The clan friends always find away... yes to 
END IT ALL for me. My mind is achy half on and half off, most of the time. Now that she has 
gone way. My dreams are the tme reality. So, it seems to me, then when I am awakened, I am 
frightened by what 1 do not see, and curious about what 1 do. Yet I am so proud of her fordoing 
what she HAS TO DO. 

No- my words cannot explain the true emotions that I feel towards her, as of now. I said 
to Kristen do not THROW your life away! 

Just for me to be happy if you are unhappy. Go-! go and be happy! This is what you want, 
and what you need to do then- OKAY! Like always what she is going to do it is all out of my 
hands. Nonetheless, you can only TALK to someone like her so much. I am not going to hold her 
back now or ever; it is her life. Young people are going to do what they want to do. I was the 
SAME WAY back in the day, ha... but she does not need to know that. It is just my time to 
move on. Furthermore, I lose another girl I love. Just to think that my little girl is going to be 
having her seventeenth birthday, it just seems like yesterday, that she was on my doorstep, so 
much has changed since then. So, this is what is taking place just like me, Kristen had her 
boyfriends on and off. Yes, all was fine with all of them or so we thought. 

However, the one that wanted her the most is the one that did not want a baby or 
marriage, yet he did not want to let her go. I think because he was one of them or a friend of 
theirs! Matt, he did not want to find someone else, after two years of dating my granddaughter, 
and doing the same things over and over you get sick of a guy’s bullshit. I believe that he had a 
mission to kill Kristen, and he was not going to rest until the job was done. His family always 
believed that I was the reason that Melvin died. 



Why? 

I do not no...? Maybe it was; because Melvin and I had a one-night stand not long 
before...? I guess I was blamed for that too. Maybe, it is just what has been passed down, from 
clan to towering clan? Maybe, it is because I and Chiaz ran away and got married, and they were 
jealous of us, that we got away with all of it? 

Maybe, I am just losing my mind! It is just like... have you ever been in love, yet you 
had to let them go, and start a new life once more? Yet knowing that not far away is all the pain, 
hatred, and the obsession is still out there trying, so hard to get at you, or them. This was on my 
mind a lot back then with Kristen so-called a boyfriend. He drives up in a piece of shit car, and 
honks the horn three times; and my sweet innocent granddaughter goes running out the door in a 
short skirt, to him like he is the only guy in the world. 

Matt is the ass hole that deflowered my little girl. I carmot stand him! We have told him 
to stay away; nevertheless, he keeps coming back like a bad dream. Matt is a cocky blue- balled 
punk. Call me old-fashioned, but I still think that when you take a girl out you should meet her at 
the door of the home, and walk her to the door, and even open the carriage door for her. If a boy 
would have, done that back in my day... my God! He would never hear the end of it. It is just not 
right. How things have changed. Not only that but Matt expects her to pay for the date, the food 
or whatever they do. Plus, then he wants to bump, grind, and hump on Kristen too. -Good, God! 
Talk about selfish, yet she thought at the time that he is the only one with one in his trousers. 

They're young and dumb with nothing more than homy puppy-like lust. Back in my day, 
you walked the girl up to the door, and maybe you got a little kiss, now these a days’ these kids 
put their tongue down each other’s throats, along with other things on the first date. Yes, it is 
sickening to see and hear about. I remember that one day I told him that- T have bolt cutters in 
the basement, and I am not afraid to use them on you.’ That is what I said to Matt. It did not do 
any good... 

‘He just said- ‘ You would like that wouldn’t you. ’ That was the very day about two 
months back, they both went and they got back in his car that was in the yard. They made out 
before he drove away off into the sunset, like a bat out of hell with her. Y et she did not have a 
choice I feel, he forced her into the car that day. 



That was the last time I ever saw Kristen! She did absolutely the same thing I did when I 
was a girl, yet I came home. So, maybe I got paid back for what I did to Hope. Yet her story 
turned out somewhat different than mine. Just like, I have said not everything ends with a happy 
ending, only a new beginning. I do not look at her with eyes of judgment; I only look at her with 
eyes of mercy, which is unconditional love. Only eyes with love do I see her. I have to give her 
room to grow into what God planned for her to be, and judging her for what I do not understand; 
it is not going to help me, or her. Where she is- is not where she is going to stay, or end up, I 
have to feel that way. 

‘What you choose to do affects everyone, plus anyone that you love... thinking for 
yourself is everything; believe me!’ The little mnaway girl to become his fool; she is gone away, 
and she had to drop out of school. The mnaway girl is far away and out of control. I do not know 
what to do, and it is taking its toll, you are just going to have to find your way out of this hole. 

Chapter: 41 

Stranger Danger 

Nevaeh- There is always someone in the way or so it seems. I believe in not saying too 
many negative words, so that I can receive my blessings, that will surely come in due time, and 
can bring me joy. Yet I cannot see why this was meant to be like always in all my lives. My 
Kristen was my everything to me, but she left me to be with him, but was it what she wanted? In 
addition to that 1 do not want to leave my home or live alone, is this the time- the right time to 
break on through to the other side or maybe, maybe not. 

Kristen- Matt kidnapped me! He was planning to kill me! He said that he was going to 
put my dead body in the woods, that he had the perfect spot. That he could cover me over with 
the bmsh, that was there... out in the middle of nowhere. So, that no one would find me until my 
body would rot and smell to the high heavens. Will I live or will I die? He said that he wanted to 
do it slowly and diligently over some time to make sure I would feel as much pain that could be 
felt. In the car, his first stop along this journey through hell was a small one-room cabin out in 
the woods, with no power, no main roads nothing, nothing for me to think about other than death. 
That is where we went first, and he tied me down in that shack, to the one old lone bed, as well 
as flopped on top nonstop on me for many days. 



Of course, for many days I laid on top of that bed so vulnerable, for him at any time to do 
as he wanted. Never able to move, as he had that zeal glimmer in his eyes, all I could do is shake 
and squirm slightly in my pee and other substances like that. Yes, he loved to shine the light off 
of that large shiny knife blade in my face, to show me what he was capable of doing also if I did 
not give it all up to him when he wanted it. Oh, how he would, inject sedation dmgs into me 
every chance he got, I could not fight him off, I could not beat him off enough, so he would put 
me to sleep, so he could be as rough as he wanted to be. He had me wore out! 

He would handcuff me to the one murky lone bed in that room; spread out naked as the 
day I was bom. As you could imagine looking just like a starfish stuck on the side of a rock, yet 
strapped down with his belts, ropes, and his dirty underwear in my mouth so that I would not 
scream for help, up until then there was no one around for miles, to hear me anyway, as I would 
scream bloody murder. 

My voice would echo back through the trees at me, as it seemed, and he would cackle 
mthlessly. All that was on my face! Just like his offensive nasty hot sweat from his brow, that 
would land on my chest and drip down my belly down me, as I got ever more repulsed, by his 
actions, that he was doing to me. 

Yet, I was seeing, feeling and tasting it all. At all those moments in time, I felt it all. At 
night, he would chain me to a tree outside, with only a doghouse to sleep in and yes, I was 
completely nude, while he slept inside the cabin on that same filthy bed I was on, and no he did 
not see the need in cleaning up at all. I could not sleep from my skin was crawling by what he 
did, and also the fear I would not wake up the next day, and also my skin was crawling because 
of all the fire ants, centipedes, and worms were engulfing me. 

Affirmatively, I had bugs in places, which a girl never wants any bug to go into, or scuttle 
around. I remember that I would sketch the days in the wood of the msty red doghouse with a 
rock. I was there for three or more weeks, without a bath, clothing, and real food, without anyone 
knowing, that I was being used as nothing more than a plaything, just like a dog’s chew toy. I 
found myself wanting and longing to eat the bugs, which were on me, just to stay alive. 

Before that, I remember how he would make me get out of the car on the way they're 
undressed like always. He would make me mn down the road while he would rev that old classic 
2014 Hemi type of car, he called it as a street rod, I call it a death trap. Yes, I knew it was a Hemi 



challenger shaker because I could see the emblems getting ever so closer and closer to me, and 
the car getting bigger and bigger as it was coming at me on the hood and grill! I could smell the 
burning rubber, the old oil with the gas, and the tar from the road I was standing barefoot on, I 
knew the only thing that would identify me would be this black and white feathery dream catcher 
tattoo I have on my left foot. Y et, that is if he would not come back and cut that skin off me as a 
souvenir. 

He was a freak like that! I could see the car approaching faster and faster like those round 
LED headlights coming at me like eyes! As I was sprinting looking over my back-left shoulder, 
thinking this is how I am going to die! The sound rumbling and roaring coming out of those 
tailpipes is something that will haunt me, I am sure of that, this car had modem muscle, like a 
throwback to the past! 

I had a fast thought of I am just going to be posted here spread eagle for some poor 
person to find me. Surely, after, I am roadkill; yes, I felt as if I was going to be his canvas for his 
twisted artwork! I was mnning for my life barefoot. I could feel the stones cut me up as I was 
trying to outmn his car over and over, he was teasing me by speeding up and slowing down for 
miles, it was a sick game to him! Just flat out terrifying to me! 1 even tried mnning into a wheat 
field, and he chased me with his car until I was trapped, and I got pinned up against a barbwire 
fence and he then floored it, and the wires ripped into my back and my butt, and legs. 

Oh, how it was a wonder I was not cut completely in half, or decapitated! I do not know 
why he stops he could have killed me then and there, no he wanted me to feel more pain. Oh, 
what he called his love! I ran! I dashed! I jogged! I sprinted until I could not mn anymore and he 
was behind the wheel laughing his head off at me falling tripping to the concrete, and gravel, and 
then I had to get back up and mn some more. He would mn that red-ish orange Dodge 
Challenger with the black racing stripes; bumper right up on me until it touched my nude petite 
butt, as 1 was mnning, and I know there was nowhere to mn but forwards down the road, all day 
until late evening and the nightfall. Besides, after I collapsed from exhaustion, he would scoop 
me up and throw me back into the car, and get his way once more, and I would be too tired to 
fight him off me. 

That was the plan all along. The most painful thing he did to me pulled, tug, yank, and 
jerk on my ring down there with his teeth, and also a pair of oxidized old needle nose pliers. I 
thought at one point that he was going to rip it off me entirely. -Ouch! Oh yes, I remember 



coming awake after being drugged out of my mind, and him asking me... if I loved him... and I 
would have to say... yes! I like what you are doing to me. I had to play along, yet I was ripping 
apart inside with all kinds of frustrations. 

Yah how could I forget, he even put a dog shock collar on me, so mnning away was not 
something I could do. Also, my feet and hands were chained and immobilized together, with this 
sharp spiked like prickly shackles. I recall that he even stabbed the tree that I was chained to with 
the claw of his old msty hammer, and then he said- ‘That is going to be you- my baby.’ 

Matt- ‘If you run from me, I will get you; but you know that I love you! Do not stray 
away because if you do, I will nail every one of your toes and wrists to this tree right here, and 
you can hang from it, in the air, and you can think about, what you did wrong- my baby.’ He 
said- (In a spineless, bone-chilling, creeper voice!) Matt- ‘Truly, I will do it, and you will be 
awake to see it all, as well as feel it go through one by one, and swing by hammering swing. You 
see all of these corroded nine- inch nails there for you- my baby!’ he said- (I did not think his 
voice could get any creepier, however, it did! As he was showing me the hammer and nails. He 
was utterly insane and mad.) 

Kristen- So you know I ran... and he got me. He had his belt in hand ready to whip me, 
and he did repeatedly until I feel to the ground, with him straddling me, his hand touching me, he 
starts pinching me, and that is when he pierced my nipple with an old msty nail. ‘Honey hush,’ 
he said as I screamed, even more, the second time; because I knew the pain was picking and 
nearing. He laughed- 

‘Saying now everything matches!’ I recall him saying this- as he pulled me up dragging 
me by the hair. 

‘Good now your bare ass can mb up on the bark of the tree, and then I can smack it later 
on tonight. You would like that? Wouldn’t you? My little bitch! ’ 

Kristen-1 had to say- ‘Yes, Yes-1 would!’ I screamed louder than I have ever had in my 
entire life! For the reason that I knew what was coming! I could see him coming with the cmel 
tools in hand! I was thinking to myself. ‘Please God don’t let him have a screwdriver.” Because 
new what he would do with it, and where it would be shoved in! Just for the hell of it, he draws a 
target on my tummy with my lipstick and started throwing tools like wrenches, trying to hit the 
same spot. I thought for sure something of his was going to go deep inside me. He looked at me. 



flashing scissors, and said in a sick way. ‘Look, baby, these are the same scissors your momma 
used to slit her wrist. He slapped them in my hand, and said it is your choice; you can do the 
same thing she had the choice of... What do you say? You know these are the very same scissors, 
that gave your mother the episiotomy that brought you into this world. Now they can be the same 
scissors to take you out.’ 

Gasping for breath in being so appalled, I remember saying- ‘What did I do to you?’ 

He said- ‘It is not what you did to me, it is what they want, and what I was asked to do, 
and what they will do to me if I don’t!’ 

I said- ‘Who are they?’ He whispered in my ear, as well as he bit it- my earlobe with his 
teeth afterward saying. - ‘You are that stupid? I knew it! Will If I tell you, I will have to kill you. ’ 
He said- (In a very paranoid, yet almost cocky tone of voice.) 

So, I yelled back- ‘Just do it- you- vain shit-face!’ 

That is when he did it, one by one. Yes, one toe by toe, all the nails went in and through 
my fingernails and flesh. This happened to my hand, pahn, and wrists one nail at a time. (Bang! 
Bang! Bang!) Until the point that I was able to suspend from them alone on the tree. The same 
tree that he carved our names into, saying forever and ever. I have to say at that point I did not 
want to live, saying get me down! 

Then he yelled- ‘Not yet- my baby!’ 

As he walked back into the cabin to nap, as I was hanging about three feet off the ground 
on the tree. It was even more excruciating than you can imagine hanging there, for about five 
hours. Without a doubt, I must have passed out from the pain and blood loss. He even had a pail 
underneath me to collect the blood I dropped, that he made me drink, as did he, yet he said he 
was going to keep some and a glass jar to give to his family. 

(That is weird, I thought! What is he like a vampire?) I recollect when he tugs and pulled 
me down from the tree, with the nine-inch nails still pounded in and through me, and I fell to the 
bloody muddy ground as he ripped open my wounds even more as he yanked me down, as I slid 
down off the tree. Then he said- ‘You are not going to mn away, again are you?’ 

I whimpered- ‘No!’ Besides, he said- ‘Now are you going to take what I have foryou, or 
do I have to thmst it down like before? Are you going to be a good girl, and not complain! 



Alternatively, do I have to punish you more if you don’t?’ I said- ‘No! I will do what you want!’ 

I was thinking about what happened to you, you are not the boy I fell in love with? What is 
wrong with you? He was never in love with me...! 

The days went by so slowly, and all I did was cry, the whole time, I would have to say 
another week has passed. I was left in the mud, rain, and wind, cold and lonely partly barred in 
my shit and piss, I was treated worse than an animal. Yes, worse than even back when I was a 
young child, I guess it goes without saying- ‘Don't take anything for granted.’ 

Yes-1 was making a plan in my head of what I needed to do to run again, yet I did not get 
the chance. Then one night we left that place, we drove away, and we stopped along the dirt path, 
and then he took his clothes off, I was still the way I was like from the weeks past. Yet again, he 
got what he wanted over and over in his back seat of his car. At that point, he tied me up once 
more. Then he forced me in the tmnk of his car because he said that I was fighting him far too 
much. I thought that he loved me! I thought I was in love. There was a day I would have done 
anything for that boy. However, he did not want me for anything other than his favorite types of 
sex, and to push me around, and be his little weak bitch! 

Nevaeh- that night I did not call the cops because I knew that they would not do anything 
to help her or me. So, I just let it go... I let her go. To quote Hope she used to say to me that I 
was like a lost puppy, and now I think that about Kristen. The saying goes- ‘If you leave them 
alone, they will come home wagging their tails behind them.’ I just hope she comes back to me 
alive, and not as a spirit, that haunts me too. 

Kristen- So I was in the back of his car tmnk, and I was all cut up and naked from his 
beatings and poundings. Yes, he even made me bend over, I did not have a choice... besides my 
hands were tied with my now ripped up panties, yapper... with what used to be my cute purple 
butterfly thong panties. Besides, my feet were tied with my bra that matched; oh, how he treated 
me like a dog, which was the only style that he liked, now come to think of it. In the tmnk I was 
tossed, I was wrapped in a black plastic garbage bag, and it was closed at the top with duct tape. 

Left to die! 

Somehow, I managed to get loose by chewing myself free with my teeth and wiggling 
around. It was black in there, and I hate the dark! As well as the air was thinning with that smell 
of shit, he had to take a dump on my chest... that was all in the bag with me. I mean come on. He 



said that I was nothing, but something to shit on! That I have to take all of his shit, I did not 
realize he meant that so literally. It was like when I was in her basement all over again. At that 
moment, it took me back to that point in my life, when I was seven years old or even younger. 

I got away! Yes, I got away! While the car was driving along, I pick the lock on thetmnk 
lid from the inside and rolled myself out onto the moving pavement below, talk about road rash, 
thankfully, my butt was all that was ripped up! After I saw the taillights fade, away into the 
darkness of that night, I ran like hell, to be anywhere that I could go to get as far away as 
possible! Tha nk god, it was dark out! 1 ran so far and so fast, there was nothing around me but 
trees, and that was even scarier than being on the road. 

There was no moon that night, no stars, just darkness, and things crunching and breaking 
under my hurting raw feet, no light at all for me to see ahead or in back of me. Certainly, I just 
kept thinking in my mind, he could get me at any time, I was thinking about all the ways he said 
he would do it too, I could see that red-painted hatchet and that black hammer with its msty nails 
beside it, in my mind. What should I do? I was panic-stricken! I was surely having an asthma 
attack, hyperventilating, or something like that, as I was now crawling on all fours for my 
freedom, just like that day; I was dumped and dropped off at my grandma’s door. 

So, what do 1 do now? I have no money, no clothes, and I have no idea where I am at. I 
was freaking out! The only thing I could do was walk in the woods, which is what I did, I 
stopped at this big log, and I rested before going back to the paved road. I knew that was the only 
way, I would make it through the night, I could not stay there. I had to get help! Help- Help- me- 
please- some- buddy! 

H-e-l-p M-E! 

(Frantically crying weekly saying.) 

From that moment, I made the choice to hitch-hike! I stood stripped freezing and dying 
there with a thumb out in the air of night, my dirty auburn brown hair stuck to my chest and back, 
I was feeling hairy and fuzzy and nasty seeing what my- underarms and legs and everything in- 
between looked like, so, guerrilla-sh, and so, yucky. I knew I smelt worse than the old bam, 
which is in the side yard of my homeland, that I was missing so much at the time. No! No, the 
girl should ever have to feel like this, as I did! Yet, car after terrifying car was passing me up like 
a dirty shirt and splashing me with the puddle water of the road and side trench. 



NO! 


They did not care enough to stop! However, the whole time, I was wondering if one of 
those numerous cars was him coming at me! Then one finally stopped! I could not even tell you 
what the car looked like, or what color it was because that was not important to me at the time. I 
did not care what it looked like, or what the person inside looked like, as long as I could live! 
When fighting for your life, you forget about all the superficial things, which do not matter. 

That is when I met him for the first time, the cutest boy ever! 

Brandon Carol; he was the man that I was looking for all along, it was love at first sight 
for me, for many reasons as you could imagine! But what a way to meet him, not such a great 
first impression; So anyways he offered to take me home, which was a three day drive out of his 
way. It was like love at first sight for us, he like saw into me, and not at me, if that makes any 
sense. It did not matter what I looked like at the moment. He saved me! 

He is my hero! He got us one-bedroom rooms at these fancy hotels along the way, and I 
finally got to take a bath at last. I slept with him just because he made me feel safe, strange I 
know. So, before all that, I wear his long tan jacket into the first hotel to get a room. The girl 
Jacky I think her name tag recited. She looked at me from behind the serves desk and just 
observed me dumbfounded, yet did not ask. I am glad he did all the talking; however, that look 
on her face said it all, she knew 1 went through an ordeal. She was wondering what she was 
seeing if it was all for real, and it was...! 

He got me new dresses at the shops in the towns and underclothes too and took me to find 
restaurants, I never ate like that in my life. What a guy! I was safe at last! In his care! Before that, 
I knew at the time... one thing that would be hard to remove, would be to cut off the GPS 
tracking device bracelet, that was an on my ankle. That he put on me, as I was knocked - out the 
first time he got me. 

It- the tracker had a red blinking light on it, and the band was thick and tight on my ankle, 
just like the dog collar, however, Brandon got them off me when I explained what happened. 
Lucky for me he had his work toolbox in the back of his car. Everything was off me; I threw it 
down onto the pavement, so hard that it smashed into many pieces on the ground. Still, at that 
moment, I was not wearing anything, and that was awkward; yet I felt free once more by 
stomping and jumping on that tracking device, in the hotel parking lot. I am sure if anyone was 



watching from the veranda’s they were thinking I was nuts. Nevertheless, I was wondering if he 
was still following me, up till now I was so happy to be alive, I simply forgot it was on me... so- 
dumb- I no! 


Neveah- And there she was on my doorstep again! When I saw her, I could see what she 
went through, and I could not help but say, I told you so, and I love you. I am so happy that you 
are okay! I felt that you would be. I felt that you would come back to me! 

My sweet- sweet little girl, you will be safe now! I squeezed her so firm in a bear hug; I 
nearly broke her back into two. Furthermore, it was as if we were never away from one another, 
yet we both know now entirely what it is like to be taken advantage of of...! It was all the same 
for her and me. I had my little girl back- ‘Like teddy bears and chocolate.’ Is the bond just got 
stronger? I did not want to see her go away! 

Because she was mine for a little while once more; but that is when I told her that she 
needed to go and get away from the tower's clans, for the reason that she was ‘Hexed to be next.’ 
There was only one thing she could do, and that is what she did! I know I will miss her, and so 
will her new friend. Yet this is what had to be done, there was no other choice! But- for her to do 
this...! 


Chapter: 42 

Entrapments 

(A couple of days later) 

Nevaeh- There is always someone or something in the way, or so it seems. I believe in 
not saying too many words so that I can receive my blessings that will bring me joy. 

My Kirsten was my everything to me, but she will be moving out soon. It is what she has 
to do. In addition to that, I do not want to leave my home or live alone, what am I going to do 
now? I want to stay here. I am not leaving! 

Yet someone has to be with me. You know I wonder if this new plan will work or not? 
She was friends with Matt online, that is how they became an item when they were so-called 
dating, and what you see and read on there is and was a whole lot different, then what she saw in 
real life with him, as you know. 



So, with me looking back over my lives it is funny to me, that with all these technical 
advancements, that man has made and added to the world. I have witnessed throughout my life. 
They said that linking the world was the answer and the fix for this crazed world we live in. That 
we all needed this junk, yet it has done nothing but destroy everything I feel. You can believe I 
was just fine back in the glory days of tmsting someone with a handshake. Those days are gone 
forever, 

I am afraid to say; the webbed twisted networking will never completely die. It will rip 
everyone apart first, instead of joining them. 

There is no tmst anymore. 

You can be sure I have done a background check on Kristen’s new friend already, and he 
seems to be all right, the report was clean. As well as, I have a good feeling about him. Yet I 
cannot place what that feeling is, just yet. 

Yes, it would safely say that I liked him from the start. Yet, they have never found a way 
to fix other- people’s stupidity. That is something that cannot be fixed. There is not a thing you 
can do if they will not listen and learn, so far you have to try, and not say you did. So, there is 
one simple tmth really; you cannot fix ignorance. Just like you cannot have senseless teachers 
either, to have a good education, and people dare to say that I am simple-minded. 

Well, at least I am oh so wise! You did not have to have that in writing to see that, yet 
would you have appreciated my smarts, if it was not all written down onto this paper. Now, do 
you see what I mean? 

Sometimes you have to look at people differently, to see their true story. Just as you 
cannot believe all the stories, you hear. Will you see for yourself that was not true, if you have a 
brain in your head to comprehend? Ignorance is forever if you choose to be that way. So, now do 
you understand that I am not an ignorant person, nor was I ever? 

(Flashback) 

I remember back the sisters would want to take turns making out, kissing, and sucking on 
me and Lily; and the others that were in their group circle of pain. Yes, in front of everyone in 
the halls, this came back to my mind, after Kristen poured out her heart to me, about what she 
went through with Matt. You know I did not think there could not be a worse boy then Lance, I 



was so wrong; one thing about being wise is knowing when you are so mistaken. Oh, it was so 
weird! ‘I kissed some girls and didn’t like it.’ 

Plus, I and Lily had to kiss one another on all the lips, which we have, you got that? - 
Good! What was so comical about that is that everyone clapped as we had our lips smashed into 
one another? Not romantic at all! At that time, the only other boy I kissed was Melvin Shezor, 
and it just sucked ass honestly. He was a mistake that makes me say- eke...! On the other hand, 
maybe I just sucked at kissing at that time. 

Oh-hum, however, no one kissed like Chiaz. We had such a sweet gentle, almost soft kiss 
that could not be recreated with anyone else, but us doing it together. We would tilt our heads so 
perfectly to the one side, and his hands ran through my hair effortlessly... and from past 
experiences, that is not an easy thing to do. I saw where Kristen’s hair was thinned out from him 
pulling on it, I guess that is what brought that to mind for me. 

With my Chiaz, it was breathtaking every single time...! I never wanted to kiss anyone 
else ever again. Yet I had to in the long peculiar eerie halls of the hellhole. I remember also, 
how- ‘We had to act as we liked it. Yet we hated it with a passion.’ I mean that I loved Lily just 
not in that way. I recall when Lily told me that she did not like staring at her vagina her in own 
mirror, or how small her boobs looked. 

I said- ‘Yes... I know totally what you are saying.’ 

She said- ‘Yeah I no- It is like a Picasso down there.’ 

Then I said- ‘You kn ow that every girl is so different. You have... what you have.’ 

No instead, we should have been thinking that we're happy to be alive and cute like we 
were. As I said you do not think like that when you are young and dumb. All you tbink about is 
what other people, think about you. Which does not matter at all, as you get more mature? ‘You 
know what 1 find completely hilarious now? 

My classes wherein a closet, and yet the sisters wanted everyone in the school population 
to think we came out of it together.’ (I just giggled aloud.) So, one night I remember back in my 
school day Lily came to my house before she left me, and we sat on my bed and we kissed, and 
that was not that bad... it was kind of passionate. Just so, when we had to in the school, we knew 



what we were doing... it was nothing more, yet maybe it was for her? Some kisses do not count 
if you know what I mean if you are a girl. 

Why? 

Because, if you are a girl; then you have to learn how to kiss, sometimes that is with 
another girl as practice; or at least that is the way I see it be, yet I am not sure if that is how it 
was, for her. I guess when your eyes are closed it is all the same... maybe- maybe not? I think 
about this- ‘How many people can say that they kissed a girl the night previous to the day she 
became an angel?’ All these years she never said if she was in love with me or like- like me or 
not, I guess she doesn't want me to feel any blame, and that is in the past and does not matter as 
it did back then. All the same, my curiosity always did get the best of me. I have deliberated this- 
‘Was it the kiss of death, or was it just a normal girly kiss?’ 

Alternatively, was that affectionate kiss letting me know what was coming the next day 
or not? Was it letting me know that I would not have her as she was in my life any longer, yet 
she would always love me? I do not know, yet I wonder in my mind, at those very questions, that 
seen to have no logical answers. I never told anyone about that. However, 1 thought it would help 
Kristen cope with what she just went through. 

That sometimes in life things just do not have a rhyme or a reason it just happens, and it 
makes no sense to you. Though everything was meant to be for some reason, that you cannot see, 
you just have to wait and see, then look back on life. ‘Life is just like the feathers on the 
dreamcatcher blowing in the breeze. They have some freedom yet always held back by the 
strings, and the evil that is being sucked into it.’ Even though Kristen is going to be gone, maybe 
I will not feel all that lonely or maybe I will. 

‘Either she or I will need to learn how to fly.’ Besides, you will understand soon enough 
what is coming up in her story, and maybe mine by now if you can foresee, what is going to be; 
what is going to happen in mine is not clear to me. It is just like the word - Maybe! Maybe- is like 
a question, that has many answers; with nothing about that word being reassuring to me. Maybe I 
will see you again... or maybe not. See what I mean? 

The Maybe’s- is driving me crazy. I think overall the words I used in a day, and try to 
pick them apart, hoping what I said was decent and understandable. As well as think about it. 



what I said was the right things, or if I just put my foot in my mouth. ‘I have always seemed to 
have open mouth insert foot syndrome.’ 

So, that is why I am so hushed with people I do not know, I do not want to screw up my 
chances with you. It was always like that for me. Then again, if I say something will I have to 
live with it? Sometimes the best advice is not saying anything at all. Maybe I should have done 
that, or maybe I could have said that to them or maybe not. 

Maybe there is no point at all. 

Maybe it is all okay, what I say or maybe not. Maybe I have too much anxiety, and I 
worry about everything I do, and what others do to me. Maybe that is why their words are eating 
at me from the inside out Just like cancer. As well as I am left with one question and that is- 

Why? 

Why- do I do this? 

Why have I kept on doing this to myself? -Why? 

My God...! I am sounding completely insane; maybe I am all alone too much now? 
Maybe- He- he! Will, at least I can still giggle at how pathetic everything in my life seems to be, 
and was and is going to be. All I know is that I will have to- 

‘Tie a Yellow Ribbon Round the Ole Oak Tree!’ 

Chapter: 43 

The Encounters 

Nevaeh- Do you remember when I said Angels and fallen angels used to fight one 
another; they used to fight one another to the eternal death. As I had to sit through the clan 
torture. Both Angels and demon and fallen Angels are powerful in their ways, they use their 
powers in different ways as you know for good or evil. I forgot how vicious they were to one 
another. 

I guess I block that out of my mind too. Angels do not need to have any magic wands or 
cast any spells, they have enough strength in their hands, eyes, and wings to move anything with 
great energy and speed. Besides whatever that object maybe it whips by you like a blur, I have 



seen it, just like Melvin’s car way back when, that was thrown over into oncoming traffic by one 
of the dark ones, by one of those angels of death, that night I saw it in my visions. 

Maybe that is why I got the blame for it, because of what I see, and what they do not 
understand? All angels are like magicians of their power; it is like they have a barrier around 
them with a glow of white or black that protects them from following evil spirits, or good spirits, 
depending on the type. It is almost impossible to penetrate their heavenly force or the evil vigor. 

The demons do not need to cast spells however, they can, all they have to do is look into 
the eyes of what they want to destroy, or they trick all your true love's away until you crack 
under their pressure and give in to them. In these battles, it is beyond belief to see them and all of 
us fighting... it was so spiteful. The falling angel will try to jump on the backs of the white 
heavenly angels so that they can try to drain their strength to get at the human life their 
protecting. 

They will want to make the week and fall to the ground like a dying baby bird, that has 
broken wings. So, they can take what they want from you! Some dark angels will even try to bite 
the white angels head off with their long sharp malevolent tusks to drink and drain their heavenly 
lives away, and take their powers to. That is how they lose some of their power. 

When they fight it is the ground that opens up with cracking gashes, and I could see the 
pits of hell, with the red, orange and yellow flames shooting up from underneath. I remember 
seeing all the burning black chard nude bodies run about below me like ants on the ground from 
a distance. Oh yes, I could hear the troubled screams and weep, yes, all the cries they shouted for 
help were so unnaturally gmesome, even the voices and yelps of young children I could hear, 
from down below. By far the most morbid things, I have ever witnessed in my life. I felt as the 
sisters were leading me to hell day by day to incinerate me, just as the Nazis did to most of those 
little girls, with their sinful crematorium ovens. I have felt the infernos. I have had visions of 
those girls that walk the last walk down that path they took, and it pains me because I can feel 
what they felt, I can see it all too. I do not know if that is a gift or a curse. 

The sisters and their families of clans to me are nothing but a bunch of uncivilized pagans. 
(Remember Adriane’s star around her neck? That was their symbol, that their clan members all 
wore!) I remember almost being thrown into the underworld by the sisters and their clans, many 



times yet Lily always swooped me up in her arms before they could do that. Yet I could feel the 
heat and look down forever or so it seems, as I was hanging on the cliff edge of earth and hell. 

Can you see me there hanging helplessly by my one arm? I always felt that I was on the 
edge with my fingers on my one hand about to slip from their grip. Letting, or pushing me to fall 
into that black hole of fire. I was so petrified every time; I was a part of this too in my life; I was 
one of those girls. So yes, I know how that girl in red felt, I lived it in my past lives that I have 
had, just like I saw the first horseless carriage going down that path here too. The histories are a 
part of me, which people do not see. 

As an angel, I can skip around in time; I have even spent some time in the roaring 
twenties too, just to see what it was like, yet nothing compares to having your family and love, 
that killed the day I died for the first time. Ones they are gone in history, I cannot go back and 
see them as they were, it is like they are forever spirits to me even going back in time. It is as if 
they do not exist, I have tried. Maybe that is why my mind is so confused? I can stay the same 
unchanged, yet I age and everything changes around me. Something is there and something is 
not. The longer I live the more confusing it all gets. Yet, in those fights, I could see them, all of 
the angels above me. I could see the rays of bright lights of the joyous promise land, and the 
clouds of the heavens that would spin into a porthole-like with a stairway to heaven. 

The voices asking me to walk up to it, from the kids to the old. I overheard, I could even, 
hear the voice of God and his son, yes, I could overhear them all above me, and they were 
rejoicing the fact that I would not give up the struggle, to them, that I want to fight to live right. 

It was bizarre... because all of this was inside the halls of the school, it made no sense to me at 
the time, yet it happens. 

Sometimes fact is stranger than fiction. The only thing I could do was write it all down or 
at least try too, it is all here in my notebook, all I need to do is finish typing it all out, someday, if 
someday ever comes for me, as you know I just do not have the ambition. As I said, Lily was the 
one that fought for me the most back then, she has the halo to verify it too. 

She has been in many of my fights as an angel, and also when she was a human girl. Not 
always by choice... more because, it was what she, and I thought was the right thing to do, and it 
was what she, and I believed was spot-on right. You know maybe I was in love with her that way 



and just did not realize it back then. There is not a day goes by, I do not think about her or dream 
about her, as she was to me, and what we did together, and believed in about us together. 

Maybe Lily was my first true love, maybe it was Maiara, or maybe it was just him, I 
guess I have had more love in my life, which I looked over yet not knowing that I did? -Do you 
understand what that is like? That is just like some questions do not have any real answers. Just 
like how these angels have like a layer of defense, and that is like a glowing orb of light around 
them either white or black. 

When white angels replenish their supply the have a puff of glittery sparks, that expels 
from their body as they shoot back up into flight, they do not need to feed off anything other than 
the Divine's love, and the love from the others that they receive, the may die yet they live on. 
When falling, angels die in a battle, they reappear themselves repeatedly, as they catch fire, and 
slowly bum down to a black carbon like powdery ash in cmmbling destmction of disintegration. 
As well as they just keep coming back to life also. 

They suck the blood of the humans like me, which are on the floor until their energies can 
be repaired. When they do need to be replaced and replenished, they steal someone’s living soul 
to keep living on, that is what the sisters help them do. 

The battle would continue; it seemed like it was forever, yet it was only as long as it 
would take to get the sisters off, and me off, and them off of me. In all reality, it was only ten 
minutes at the most. 

The angels would fight until I was able to get up and walk away after the sisters got what 
they needed. Time and time over! The only way to get rid of the demons in any falling angel, is 
to rip their dark wings off, and they whisper to the ground, then say the phrase over and over- 
‘The power of almighty Jesus Christ compels you to halt and be gone.’ While throwing holy 
water on them as they fizzle up to nothing, and it bums them like acid back down to the depths 
of hell where they belong. On the other hand, just have a dream catcher and that should do the 
trick too. They never die, yet you can send them away from you. 

That is way Kristen, has one tattooed on her foot to keep them at bay, yet I not sure if a 
tattoo is the same as the real thing? Some fallen angels carry extended swords, depending on 
their ranking of evil powers. This is still not much of a challenge for the white angel, the white 



Angel can stop swinging swords with one bare spiritual hand. Fallen dark angels are generally 
weak and try to manipulate with their offers because they're not as tough. 

Fallen Angels they have fiery eyes, black pointed wings, with blood dripping from their 
demonic representations of their body, they have a smoky orb around them, and a trail of fog that 
follows behind them that leads into destmction as they sail by. All a white angel has to do is hug 
a fallen angel, or show them any kind of compassion, and they scream and instantly disappear or 
just disintegrate. 

Love- is what they despise the most! 

For the reason that all fallen angels hate any type of love or contentment, remember all 
fallen angels are internally weak unless a human life gives them the power to fight, I would have 
to say that I let Jaylynn suck the life out of me, yet 1 feel that 1 should. I think you can appreciate 
why I feel that way. So, that is what the sisters did with their clans, they gave them the power, to 
try to steal my soul and the souls of the ones I loved. However, they never did with me yet they 
got Jaylynn... That did not stop them from trying until they would get Kristen too, or have 
someone soul that is close to me. 

For them it will be a never-ending battle, of what they choose to steal away, they do not 
want me to be happy or loved. Why I still do not know, why was I chosen for this...? Why do 
they all have to suffer because of me, and my sins? Have I sinned at all, or not? The fights I was 
talking about were a tme statement and experiences 1 had; I remember back when I was with the 
clans; fighting off their battles they started on me, then the angels would come down and help me. 

The angels and myself, we were all fighting for me to not be taken in any way by demons, 
or by the girls, that wanted me for their sexual role-playing games. Yet, the sisters got there way 
a lot of the time as you know, as luck would have it. We were fighting them off, as well as 
beating them all off too. I remember the white angels would shock the demons away with their 
bolt of lightning strikes and the thunder would crack out the glass of the school windows, and 
spray all over us. Supematurally all the locker doors would open and close, the papers would fly, 
the pencils would zip by me like their uniforms and fingers, 1 was in the storm of their pain, 
everything was happening so hallucination like. 



This is how Kristen told me her rapes were like too, maybe, that is the way it is for all 
girls, which lived through all that hurt...? Your brain is half on, yet it is like it is wanting to be 
turned off. 

The demons have satanic powers, which make angels freeze in mid-fight and flight. They 
are so strong they could tear the wings off of an Angel with their thought of mind. However, the 
bolt of lightning can make demons blow-up; conversely, they disintegrate and then rise from the 
ashes once more to fight yet again. 

They do not go away unless they have bodies to go into, or there banished back down to 
hell. Otherwise, to claim the souls they want, you have to agree with what they say; only if you 
do not deny them, they will remain. Never- ever let them win! The demons can take on any 
figure or form they want to. Some choose to be animals, and some choose to be human-l ik e 
beings, like the four sisters and clan, and the only protection, was from the angels above me that 
would fight them off of me. Do you see what I mean- or did I lose you? 

Lily also fought for Jaylynn when she was in these halls; however, Jaylynn did not have 
the same faith 1 did. So, the forces of protections were not as strong enough for her, so maybe 
that is why she did not live on, or maybe it was just time for her to go? There are something’s, 
which I may never know about, even in spiritual life too. Will, as far as Kristen goes, she fought 
them all off, she battled her demons too, she grabbed them by the horns if you will, and she won 
for the most part. 

Kristen, is one strong little girl, even now as she is recovering from her wounds, and I am 
so honored that she is a part of me. Nevertheless, I am horrified that she is a part of them because 
of her father. 1 wonder what her future is going to be like being half- and- half, yet I do not plan 
on telling her all that, she has to find that out for herself. I do not want to freak her out anymore 
then she is now. I just hope she stays on the good side, and never stays away again. Yet I think 
she has learned that lesson the hard way. Her teachers used to say that she was hard-headed. You 
know what I think about that... Good for her! Give them hell. Wow, that reminds me of an old 
song that used to play on the bus. ‘When you see my face, I hope it gives you hell. ’ Yah you 
know sometimes it is awesome for us to be The All- American Rejects!’ 

If you are reading this, you must feel the same way, so- (Say it aloud, full of pride!) ‘We 
are rejects, and proud of it!’ I Also recall ‘My Humps’ by The Black-Eyed Peas, use to play a lot 



back then too on that bus ride. Yeah- but that is a whole other story altogether, but I think you 
can get the picture. ‘Maybe sometimes what happens on the school bus should stay on the school 
bus.’ I feel that- ‘Dying is not easy, it is hard to leave, and staying alive is hard when you want to 
go. Then keeping your soul is almost impossible. The spiritual life is an endless life of forever, of 
what would you do?’ 


Chapter: 44 

A New Beginning 

Nevaeh-1 am going to let them tell you what they did during their days apart. You know 
how close they have gotten. Besides what I saw bloom in front of me... it is and was truly 
amazing to see! 1 did not think that it was possible. Maybe there are some good ones out there 
these days? When Kristen was a young girl. I had her last name changed to mine so that her 
dad’s family could never take possession of her ever again. It was costly but so worth it, getting 
full custody of her until she was eighteen. 

Kristen Nazareth- So I joined the Marines! For the reasons that I knew that Matt would 
find me again. That is one thing he teased me with by saying over and overtime after time, that 
he would never- ever leave me alone. That he would never- ever let me go and date, or live with 
anyone else. That I had his- and his alone. I would have to say-1 do not think so! 

Will the only upside to this was, all these years, I was the dmm major and kept the beats 
and timing going in the high school marching band, and I was kind of there leader? So maybe 
that is a plus? I do not like to brag or anything like that, though, I have to say that I am a snappy 
marcher. Plus, I know how to take, and give commands. Yet there have been some that have 
overpowered me in the past, as you know. 

However, that is going to stop now! I want to be able to defend myself at any time, or any 
place. No man will ever- never do that to me again, and never- ever is a long time! I may be 
small but... however, they say I am fun-sized. (Whatever that means?) I have a lot of spunk and 
charisma, yet I am not afraid to be this small little girly- girl either. I think you know me by now, 
you would have predicted that. -Right? I do not mind mixing camouflage with my pink outfits 
though. I have a style that is my own; some call it cute-z, I call it just being me. 



It has become acknowledged by others that I am a small girl, which has a tiny sounding 
voice, which is sweet and squeaky all the time. Yet it is unquestionably unforgettable, because of 
tbe way I talk about it; maybe-1 do not know, I am just me...! Some say I just have something 
matchless to another, and it remains with them, long after time has passed. You should have 
heard me as a dmm major shouting, you would remember it forever! 

What they say- ‘That’s so... sweet, I-guess...!’ (Overemphasizing every word! With a 
light cracking upward, pitch in her voice.) I remember my whistles sounding off, one long and 
three short blows; and the dmm cadence would start playing, and it kind of still plays in my mind 
at times, as I waited for that first left-foot stride. I still find myself stepping out with my left foot 
in my everyday pastimes. If I learned anything in the band, it was discipline. I was in control of 
this extremely loud powerful respectable grouping of kids, and it was awesome, most days- 
anyway. 

Nevaeh- So I told her, that the only way she could getaway is to go to boot camp for 
twelve weeks, and sbe would get deployed to fight when needed. I thought surely, he would need 
to find someone else, to feel his needs. Let us hope anyways! Besides I think Brandon is so sweet, 
he would be perfect for her. He has been my and her blessing; I can tell he is one of the good 
ones out there. What that boy has done for us, I cannot be grateful enough in my words to 
express my actual feelings. 

Kristen- My hair is so long that it ends at my butt some days in sweet braid some days 
not. Though the hardest thing to do was when it was so needed to be cut, yes, a little lower than 
shoulders length, which is the length required. So, I could braid it into a hair bun, most days I 
just liked to have my hair down, with springy or bouncy brown curls or just straightened, so you 
could see just a little bit of the blonde or light brown highlights, that would shine in my hair. 

Those days are going for a while... I would say- so! 

I left home with only the recommended items; with my old marching band duffel bag 
with these things inside it. One- Travel toothbmsh with toothpaste. One- Gel deodorant only, no 
spray perfume permitted. I have one bottle of two in one shampoo and conditioner. A few or 
more tampons. A shaving kit, with a razor. I needed six pairs of plain- Jane bikini-style 
underwear only, nothing fancy. I needed six pairs of high socks; no ankle socks necessary. I 
needed three sports bras, so I could have one on most, if not all the time. I needed two variations 



of clothing outfits, other than the one I was going to wear there. So, three altogether, yet I think 
you knew that. Besides, all of my identifications. And yes, that was it. 

Chapter: 45 

Hard Work Never Killed Anyone 

Kristen- Oh, they do not care that you are out of your comfort zone, they are not your 
momma, or in my case grandmamma, and they're not going to hold your hand. However, they do 
make you wise and strong; for twelve weeks, that is what I found out. So, let me tell you all 
about it! The day I left Brandon made the crazy decision to ask me to marry him. 

Certainly, in a handwritten letter that he handed me as I stepped foot on the big old 
somewhat shiny bus. Therefore, when I did open it and read it, I was already being taken to this 
far away land. No! - No turning back! How I want to go back, and kiss him and never let go 
while flying into his arms at the very same moment, yet I could not. 

I was oveqoyed and down feeling all at the same time! Though, when he gave me the 
note at the time, I was standing with one foot in the door opening of the motorcoach. I was 
thinking- What in the world is this boy handing me? Is this a goodbye for good? 

What... is this? A lot of thoughts went through my head. -I am a girl... that just happens. 
I was reluctant and happily curious all at the same time, because, I did not know; it said that it 
was sealed! I remember that grandma and Brandon where the only ones to see me off... this was 
a moment that I will always treasure forever. However, it was gloomy at the same time, since I 
felt that it did not have to be like this. 

Brandon-1 can still see what she was wearing a light, cemlean dress with one white daisy 
in her beautiful hair. I am sure the soon to be war boys loved the way she looked, on the bus as I 
did. No, I am not jealous really; I just want to be withher that is all. They will not look at her as I 
do, you know what I am saying? I love her! They just love the way she looks; I think you're 
catching my drift. From that day we met, I knew she was all I ever wanted. That I was not going 
to let anything get in the way of being with her. 

All the time, an 5 dime I can, no not in a disturbing way, just so you know, just in a loving 
way, I love everything about ber. She is the girl I have seen in my dreams; all these years yet 
could never find. I believe that occasionally, you have to be far away from your sweetheart, but 



that does not make you love them any bit of a smaller amount if an 5 dhing, you love them more, 
that is how I felt every-day, I was not with her. I just want to walk into the golden field, and 
shout out her name, so that maybe she could hear it so far away, I know it is twelve weeks, even 
every moment feels like forever. 

Yes, one day, that night, her eyes, her ways, what she said, how she said it, her touch, her 
sounds, and that feeling of her body heat next to me. It only took me one day to fall for her 
completely, totally, wholly, and entirely! Eighty- four to know I do not want to live another day 
without her, with me. That the loving feeling just keeps getting stronger and stronger. 

The reason is that it pains me, so to be apart from her, that I now feel that our souls have 
connected from the day I met her. How something so tragic could lead into something 
fantastically magnificent. 

‘Nothing is ever easy when it comes down to love, and what you love, and what love is to 
you and her, and if they love you, it is always testing your sanity. 

That is one thing, which is for sure, and I am sure that I am crazy about her!’ 

I do believe that she was my answer to my prayers, as I must have been for her. I hope all 
our prayers will be answered; I feel that they will be. It is as if I feel that I cannot live without 
her now. I just hope she feels the same; the not knowing is driving me irrational. Nothing was 
going to stop me, not even, her going to fight in the war when she goes, and not even her cruel 
past boyfriend either. Her past boyfriend means nothing to me, yet I do care about what he did to 
her. It just does not seem fear. So that is why I gave her the note, I did not want to be rejected, 
and she will have some time to choose if she wants to be with me, or not. 

My letter reads- My sweet Kristen; I must say how I feel about you. That there is nothing 
more I would want to be then yours forever and ever, and never let go, only if you feel the same 
way about me, yes, I am being serious. All you need to do is say the word ‘Yes-1 will!’ the next 
time we meet; I will know you feel the same way too! I know when you are reading this; you 
will already be gone away from me. 

Nevertheless, I am asking you to be with me, and to marry me. It is not that long so we 
can be together once more. That is if you love me, as I love you. However, I understand that you 
have to go far, far away as of now because of your former boyfriend. Yet I feel that I have gotten 
to know you in every way, and I will think of you every day, even now, until the day you are 



walking my way. Yes, even when you are not here with me, I feel ever so close to you, the 
feeling is fairy-like; I want to make you my princess! 

Would you say- yes? 

I would have hked to say this to you, that I am making you this promise if you make it 
back from this war of affection. I want to be the one that will tie the knot with you. I wish I 
would have, said all of this sooner, and before you even got your first boyfriend. But, at the time 
we were at diverse points in our lives. Though, I do feel that we met up for a reason when we did 
like fate had something to do with it or something like that... I vow this to you! Even if I do not 
see you again, I am now forever part of your life. I will always and forever be there for you. Yet 
you know that... -Good luck my Love! Now and forever yours- 

Brandon Rosenbaum 

Chapter: 46 

The Few, and the Proud 

Kristen-1 remember getting on the bus, and getting shouted at from the first moments. I 
recollect captain saying- ‘You are in the Marines now; so, find your tiny virgin ass a seat and 
let’s get going! Now...! Faster...! Faster...! Move it!’ ‘...Ah... Okay!’ -I said (trembling.) He 
said no one in here gives a shit who the hell you are, or what your name is ‘princess.’ It does not 
mean shit to me or these guys on this bus. I must have been reading the envelope script aloud, 
that said- ‘To my princess!’ (With shocking surprise.) Still, I did not realize all the others could 
hear everything I was saying as I read squeakily. As I was walking up the steps and past all of 
them down the aisle to find a seat? 

Captain- ‘We do not care that you are a little girl, you are going to be out humping just as 
hard as everyone else. You are ass belongs to us now, and teamwork is the only thing you need 
to know from this point on.’ 

I remember sitting there thinking man, my body, and 


everything, that is a part of it now, it is theirs? Why would the captain say that? Do they 
feel that all of me now belongs to them? -Really? At the time, I did not even think about it, what 



was just said to me; yet I am not sure if I liked it... even now, when thinking about the situation. 
It was somewhat sexist, and mean I felt. I woulda- liked to have said- ‘Yes, I am a girl, but I 
could kick your ass up to your flapping mouth!’ I was just thinking that in my mind, I knew 
better than to talk back. I did not say a word! I have sidetracked anyways. 

I remember pulling the paper out and unfolding it, I just kept reading that note over and 
over. I could not believe what I was seeing, and holding it in my hand, I was going to keep it 
with me at all times, if I could. Until I had a permanent place for it. So, as for now, I will place it 
in a very safe place that every girl has been familiar with. So, I folded the note into fours in the 
envelope, and tucked it into my bra next to my heart, thinking- wow- wow, and wow! I cannot 
believe, that I have fallen in love with him, so fast. I was thinking I could not wait to kiss him, 
see him, and talk to him. Wondering, what my life would be like with him? I was sure at that 
moment it would be good. Wondering, if he would want kids with me, maybe like three. 

I was wondering, about life, I wanted! I think it is like I was lost in a dream of what could 
be? Then reality set in and then, at the same time I remembered how walking through the bus 
aisle to find a seat, it felt like it was taking forever, and it was. Anyways that took me back, and 
made me homesick, thinking about how the kids and my grandmother were treated, when they 
went to school and were on the bus. I knew how she felt because that was the same way for me 
too. Nevertheless, I was also thinking again not on here. As well as I started thinking about her, 
and her stories which she used to tell me; I felt the same way as she must have way on- way back 
when. Plus, I was missing my old life all ready. 

Not all of it just the good things. I was wanting a new life to start fast, so I could get back 
to them. Also, I am thinking about what my new life will bring me hopefully more good things. I 
will just have to see. I finally sat down with a girl named Makayla, and she was scared shiftless, 
to say the least. But she did say sit with me, so I did. The only other girl on the bus other than me. 
That was the only words she said the whole trip. Finally, I was at my destination, after a couple 
of days of sleeping, eating, and living on the bus. We all looked- really- good. So anyway, we all 
got off no time to stretch or anything, we all moved out of the bus mnning like men on fire into a 
single file line. Then are sergeant vocalized, in the loudest voice ever possible these very words? 

As we were in our single lines our eyes looking, forward, standing in what I call the solid 
statuesque pose. 



He said- ‘Welcome to the world's finest fighting force!’ ‘The words: me, I, and my; they 
do not apply to anything anymore! You will eat, sleep, and live as a team, there is no failure 
here!’ ‘When you walk through these doors it is the only time you will! ‘Understand!’ We all 
said- ‘Yes sir...!’ He shouted more powerfully- ‘Understand!’ ‘YES... SIR!’ 

I was thinking at the time I am making my footprints here now; I am part of this history. 
Plus, I am going to he part of the footprints that my colleagues have died to keep every one of 
you out there free...! To me, it is quite an honor, which should not be taken for granted, by 
anyone. As well as if you do take it for granted, join the Marines and you will soon learn, that 
freedom is not all about you! I remember being asked why I am in the Marines. So, I just 
answered by saying... ‘To get away from my past homy boyfriend, that won’t leave me alone, 
plus I want to be a brave girl!’ Then all the other guys and misses in the lineup with me 
snickered. 

The captain said- ‘Outstanding- Will you came to the right place; to get away from a man 
then, maggot. I am going to call you- a princess.’ Yeah, I feel that is a problem with our 
generations; of today, we have had everything handed to us. I think a lot of people out there need 
to go out and fight for it, and you will change your attitude. Just remember it does not take much 
to get your ass broken. Unity! It is what it is all about, being someone great. Being someone 
strong, and being brave, and having respect! It is comparable to when you see that seal on the 
door as you walk in; you know that you are a part of something greater. 

Something that I do not have words to express, something that means you have found 
pride in others and yourself, which is something you found to care about other than your own 
pint-sized life of before. You have to know how to work together and be able to comprehend 
what it means to be an in this alliance, and if you do not know it when you walk in, you sure will 
when you walk out. I think of the fact that I answered every question that was asked of me with 
either, yes-sir or I- sir or yes- ma'am, I- ma'am! 

Do not even think about projecting your opinions, they mean nothing, in other words, 
keep your mouth shut, and your ears open. Boot camp was intense because we had to get up 
early and do the same drills over and over. Besides if, you are anything like me then you have to 
learn the hard way, but you do learn one way or another. It is just like getting a quarter to bounce 
off your bed sounds easy, but you try it... it's not. Lights out was a lonely time forme. Yet I was 
in a bunker barracks with numerous other girls. But- do not think that you are going to make any 



intimate relationships here; that is not going to happen! As well as do not think you are going to 
find any guys to talk to either or anyone to fulfill your needs. 

However, Brandon was the only guy, I dreamed about and had a fantasy about, I could 
not seem to get him out of my mind. The whole time. I had a photo, that he put in with the note, 
and I used it as a tribute to my satisfaction. I was lovesick as well as homesick. All I can say is 
that you will have to become intimate with yourself; because you get rather stressed out. So 
maybe it was a good thing to have him to think about. Too much information yeah, I seem to 
have a problem with that. I know, but it is tmthfulto all the girls here really. So, yeah it took me 
a week to be able to do a jumping Jack and a push-up that was not completely girlie! Just like 
there were only about ten minutes for hygiene, and other necessities, that girls need to take care 
of; for example, like shaving. 

Yet, I guess I am getting used to feeling shabby. 

I was shocked to realize most of the time, other than training with the men, we were 
separated from them... and all you got to see was the same girl’s day in and day out. You get to 
know some of them as acquaintances, but you do not have time to become best friends forever. 
The weirdest thing was showering in front of them, which took some getting used to. 

There is no privacy at all, what you do is all out there for them to see. I bet you could 
picture that, can’t you. Not to mention that the uniform clothing gets old fast. But- this is what I 
want. I recall having it on at all times, or when we do change, you only have ten counts to 
change, what you are wearing to something else. Let us not forget scmbbing the floor with a 
toothbmsh, yes, I did that too. Six hours of class time every day. 

Climbing ropes, walls, and obstacles and PT are obsessive work. Just like me being a 
small girl, plus a water tank, with all my gear on equals- me sinking to the bottom of the pool 
like a stone. However, I can swim very well, that was one thing I would do competitions in, back 
when I was in high school. Will I do not like heights either I found out, however, I made it to the 
end of the long cable. With a little help from my senior’s drill instmctor's pushing me to ‘do it.’ 
Oh, I loved to dangle up there in the air by my right hand, and my forefingers trying to get my 
feet back up from slipping. Yet I did it. 



I have confidence in the cores; however, I struggle to have confidence in me being able to 
do it. Oh, I think that obstacle course we had to do hated my guts, as I hated doing it over and 
over, in the rain, in the mud in the hot sun, forget about looking cute. It is all about getting it 
done. This is a good thing to know for all you out there. Learn how to throw a punch, so when 
you are hit from hesitating... someone else does not knock you down on the ground. Tt is scary.’ 
-I say. Plus, I marched and marched, saying ‘Left... Left... Left... Right... Left!’ 

Hell-1 was saying that in my sleep! 

Drill instructor- asking Kristen- ‘Princess- Do you know you’re left from your right?’ 

Yes! -sir. Drill Sergeant Owen would shout at me... ripping my gun out of my hand, and 
completely lifting me off my feet while doing it, saying you would have had a good inspection if 
you would have had the right side up. Now take your weapon back out of my hands as you mean 
it! Easier said than done. He said- ‘Pay attention to the details.’ Then you should know what my 
reply was. - right? You know I am not going to have an ass because we walked so much. I know 
I walked mine off completely. Besides, I got to the point that everything I was saying rhymed too. 
Like thi s ... 

(Sing) 

‘I don’t remember everything I have been told, but being called the nickname ‘Princess’ 
gets old. I can’t wait until I get back home, so I can have someone to hold and call my own. I 
don’t know why I feel so alone, all I want to do is moan, and groan. After this training, I will be 
able to kick some ass, instead of being known as the girl, with the tiny one that will not last.’ ‘I 
am all about being girly, yet I hate having to get up this early. 

Because, I like wearing pink, though I am not going to be the one, which is the weakest 
link. My old boyfriend can kiss my sweet ass; I am leaving here with some sass. I still can’t 
believe that I got asked, yet I know that I and my new lover will be able to last and last. Because, 

I like getting down and dirty, yet I am counting down the days hoping, that they all will go in a 
hurry.’ He-he-he... that is funny! 

The name ‘Princess’ it stuck with me. I remember the first time, I fired my weapon the 
barrel of the gun came back and smacked me in the head, let's just say I learned fast how to hold 
the gun after that. The M- 16 is a powerful gun, especially if you are a tiny girl like me. 



Oh, just another tip for all of you out there, do not close your eyes when you are firing a 
weapon, for the first time like I did. Probably one of the coolest things, I ever did was joint the 
rifle drill team. Since 1 always liked twirling rifles even back then, like I said I was a snare 
dmmmer in the band before, and I was a dmm major that overseen everyone, so that was a good 
thing for me! I felt as if I had the ability, and maybe the upper hand. I just wanted to do 
something awesome, and say I have done it! I just wanted something to where I could feel good 
about myself. That was something that he took away from me. All the same, I will get back... I 
will be honorable! 

Nevaeh- Just like One of These Days, all the radiation bombs will drop and silence 
everything in this world. It is going to happen, I have seen it, and felt it. But, I most likely will, 
not see it this time coming up. I feel and see that there will be no more daylight to waste, and all- 
time will stop, and not stand for anything any longer, I fear for this country! 

T guess with the lights out, it is less dangerous; Oh well, whatever, never mind.’ 

It is just that my grandbaby is going to be out fighting in that war someday and someday 
is on its way I can just feel it. Maybe the world will come to an end; at some point, maybe not. 
Either way, after we have given all that we are, and all that we have, to them. 

When there are no more nickels and dimes to give away, that used to save us, that is 
when all days will end. For the reason that we cannot stand up alone if there is nothing to stand 
on. We can fight but is it enough? I do not think so... there is no work, no money, no real 
nourishment, no coal-mines, and no still to make anything. 

So, how can we fight them off if we are asking them for what we need to live? 
Understand...? I feel the United States needsto wake the hell up now, and come to their senses! 
Before there is no more freedom to waste, and wasted lives. My homeland is not the only place, 
which has gone to hell that is for sure, and there is nothing we can do about it, or so everyone 
wants to think. Just like my life, I try to put these thoughts and moments down into a complete 
story. 

As well as, when I think about it. I could have done precisely what Kristen when out and 
did, yet I didn’t, why didn’t I, I ended it, and had to pay and pray for it, so I could make it where 
I wanted to go. Will I have anything to show for it, I do not know, when is it time for me to go? 
What I am saying right now is I wonder if I would have left, and seen the world the way she did 



if this all would have changed for me too? Meaning the real first life I had, would all this be my 
tme reality or not? 

Would I have lived with a tragic love story or not? 

Kristen, she is so much like me and my lover, it so cute, forme to see tme love again! 

You can't kid me, I have seen those love notes coming and going day by day, and what can I say 
I love it. I am also happy to have someone here with me now. To see that boy going stir- crazy 
over her is so sweet. Yet I feel bad for him at the same time. As of now, all I can do is a weight 
for her to come back to me, and see what blossoms, as he does as well. 

That reminds me that I need to put the laundry out on the line and have the wind blow 
everything dry. While doing this I can see some of Kristen’s things she wore, and it makes me 
sad. I do miss her, I miss a lot of things, I have been missing Lily a lot lately, and Jaylynn too. I 
have been feeling blue, yet this new love story keeps me living, I live to see all of you, in my life. 
It is one of those lovely days. So, let us hope, that I might even get enough pep, to walk past the 
old gazebo, and then past the long-standing mill, and see the timeworn remands of the bridge...! 

I would love to see if I can get to the ancient wishing- well that used to be in the garden, 
and throw two quarters in for two new young lovers to get their wish of being together. That is 
my hope for the day. Yet I have to pass the graveyard to, and I know I will have to stop there, 
and that is where 1 most likely will stay, the rest of the day. Not meaning too. That was one 
thing; I did every day when I was a girl. And you know I did get what I wanted. 

I should have made the wish to keep them too, but I did not think about that, there is just 
something you just do not think about when you are young. Get older and you will see what I 
mean. I am hopeful they can get on that silver horse and they can ride off into the sunset like I 
always wanted to do... hopefully, the premonitions I had back when I was a young girl was for 
them, and they can go- go- go, and never look back on their past lives, and make the new start. 
Brandon, oh he is what I call a real carpenter, a hard worker and that is hard to find these days! 

He can make something out of nothing; I have seen it with my own old faded blue-gray eyes. 

Um-hum he is cute- he- he. What-? I can still look, can’t I? I see this in him. He is 
somewhat overprotective, extremely caring, and at times a bit melodramatic. Nevertheless, 
certainly romantic, he is perfect for her. He is old Fashioned though, in a good way, I like that, 
and I know she does too. His slicked-back wavy dark black hair and rock-solid body, and those 



gleaming brown eyes, which change to golden saffron in the sunlight. Are to die for, yet that is 
just me talking here, though. 

Brandon- All she has to do is say my name and I get a week to her voice; I am in love, I 
cannot sleep I toss and turn, I cannot think my mind is heavy, or eat I cannot hold it down? I 
want to see her so badly yet I do not have a choice. All I can do is look at her photograph, and 
wish she were here with me. What is this sensation that makes me want more and more? 

But-1 know that I will have to walk alone as she prepares to walk in the fields of war 
someday. I don’t want to be alone. 

I do not know why but when she was gone, I wrote her love letters every week every 
Wednesday until the day she came back home, even though I could have sent it electronically. I 
got her remn notes on Fridays. It means more to us that way- kind of like memories being made. 

I just felt that it would be more substantial, and romantic if it was handwritten being in my 
penmanship. 

I have all of hers too. While she was gone, I asked grandma- Nevaeh what I could do for 
her and Kristen, and she said, that Kristen always wanted to make the homestead like it was back 
in tbe days of days, when it was a ranch. To get it looking nice once more. Will then that is- what 
I did. So, in the home, I put in new hardwood floors down, and I replaced all the old windows 
too and painted all the siding. Once again, the land with its gold grasses was postcard perfect. 
You should see it now! 

I even got the old car that was in the back of the bam mnning. Sure, it needed a lot more 
work, but at least it can backfire along down the road, there a no brakes but it mns. I guess when 
you are in love, and lonely you have to keep your mind busy... to keep from going completely 
insane. I did not batb for like two weeks; all I wanted to do was make sure that when she got 
back, everything I did was perfect, and perfectly the way she always wanted it to be in her 
dreams, for her and also her grandmother Nevaeh. 

She has been through so much she deserved an oasis, and I had a plan, that was going to 
be miraculous if I could get it to work out. So, that is what I did, I restored the house to what it 
looked like when it was first built. Then I also bought two horses named, Baylee, Rylee. As well 
as, two small ponies, I named Haylie and Kylie. It just cost me one of my older work tmcks for 
the currency I needed, yet that was fine by me. 



We needed some life mnning free around here, I felt. I love to see them all mnning off 
into the sunset, and hearing the neighing, snorting, and whinny sounds, they make with their 
breath. The bam is now used as it should be, I made a car-port on the side for the old cars. I had 
to fix up the wooden bam, and I added a new split rail fence next to it. So, that there would be a 
horse corral, that she could ride in without having to go in the bigger fields, if she, and maybe I 
wanted too. As a result, I fixed the path lights; and trimmed some of the fields using the 1951 
gray Ford tractor. That has gears, and all kind of levers it is a pain in the ass. However, I wanted 
to keep one of the fields, as it was, with long hey. Mainly so, the dazzling golden grasses could 
stay as they were, blowing in the breeze. I like mixing the old with the new. 

Nevaeh said- ‘Don’t you want to rest? From the porch day in and day out. And I said- 
‘No- Mam! No-1 don’t, this is for her and you.’ She said- ‘Okay then, don’t get sick- now.’ I 
worked myself to the point of delusion, and delirium. Though, I would do it all again in a 
heartbeat, for her my sweetheart. A girl can make any man crazy! 

My hair was messed up, and my clothing was stained and dirty with sweat, I had Jalynn’s 
old straw hat on most of the time, and I was chewing on one strand of grassy hay from the field. I 
lost fifty pounds, in like three weeks. 1 was looking downright cracked in the head. It is 
fascinating to me, but the whole time I was working, an old tune kept playing in my head. It was 
the words and melody to The Eagles- the song ‘Desperado.’ I just began to sing out of my mouth, 
as I was working, I do not know why, and I could not stop repeating it, day in and day out 
nonstop. 

The song it goes- ‘Desperado, why don't you come to your senses? You have been out 
riding fences for so long now...! ’ And so on, I sang it word for word over and over, until the job 
was done. Nevaeh, she even took photos with her childhood camera, some of me, some of the 
work I did, and some of the newly rejuvenated lands, she said that we could look back on this 
someday. I was like, okay- that is cool! 

Chapter: 47 

Her Boots of Freedom 

Brandon-1 remember one night, I was sitting out on the top rail of the fence, looking over 
all the things that I did. Then there she was walking to me. She was in her blue uniform, and I 
hopped off that fence, and she ran to me, as I was mnning to her. We hugged and she jumped 



into my arms crying, just as if it was forever since we have seen one another. As if it was years, 
in a way it was rather like that for us. That night she and I sat there under the stars, and she told 
me all about her experiences she had when she was gone. I love hearing her tell her stories! 

Kristen-1 only got to see her once again in a living form... when I got back. Nevertheless, 
her fight was over for her for the most part, she got her dreams, all but one. I knew the days were 
getting shorter for her. 

Also, that is the old age I suppose, people go so long, and there is not a thing you can do. 
It is out of your hands. It is not what I want... yet that is what my life is giving me. 

However, I wish she could have been there to see her great-grandbabies someday, 
nevertheless, she did get to see me in this uniform, and that was one of the happiest days in her 
life. 


Nevertheless, you know somehow, she will be able to see all of us up there, I believe that. 
When she goes in these upcoming days. I just hoped she could see more big days in my life, 
before she leaves us, for- forever. I pray for more time! 

Brandon- By the way she adored everything I did for her here at the homestead. 

She said- ‘you did this all for me?’ 

I said- ‘I would do just about anything for you.’ Can I ask you a question Kristen, is that 

okay? 

She said- ‘I guess... if you like...!’ 

So, I asked Kristen this very question. ‘Are you in love with me?’ 

As we were sitting out under the stars, I recall that she lifted her small head to look into 
my eyes and began to cry with the note in her hand, and at that moment, she said the words... of 
course- ‘Yes-1 will!’ So, I asked her if she would make me the happiest man in the world. 

Then she said what would that be? So, I whispered in her ears, would you marry me 
tomorrow, now that you can? She said- ‘I would love too.’ then I opened the ring box, and I sled 
her Grandmother's heart-shaped engagement ring on her finger saying. -I love you, Kristen. 


She whispered back in tears ‘I do love you.’ 



Plus, she said GrandmaNevaeh, she is going to see our wedding isn’t she! I said-1 hope 
so, she is very weak. Then she wrapped her arms around me and kissed my cheek, and she 
nodded her head yes will do this tomorrow. Above us was the night sky, and we saw a shooting 
star, above and we knew that is love would last forever. It was like a good omen for us. It was 
the greatest day of my life, up to that point. 

Nevertheless, it also means that someone would be passing on. One day later, we were 
married at the small red brick cburch, which she went to as a young girl. It was the day at last; it 
was here; there she was walking down the aisle. With the flower pedals, everywhere. I remember 
seeing tbe angel oak trees with their leaves blowing in the breeze; it was tbe perfect 
heartwarming day. 

As 1 walked into the church. At that time, there were daisy and lily flowers all over the 
place on the floor, with the colors of white and pink in her bouquet, and some were even in her 
lovely hair, around the white lace veil, and of course next to the glittery silver princess tiara, 
which she wore. 

However, there was no one to give her away, but right before the ceremony, this older 
gentleman walked up to Kristen, he could barely stand or speak, yet he got up on his own two 
feet, he was very week, he said that he been living with lung cancer. Yet he said- T’ll do it for 
the little lady.’ That gentleman’s name was Greg; he said that he knew Nevaeh, and he knew 
Kristen’s mom, from way back when, so we both said okay, we all thought that was sweet of him 
to do. 


We said our vows, T take you, to be my soul mate, to love what I know of you, and 
trusting what I do not yet know.’ ‘To love and hold and to grow old, as one soul. To get to be 
with you all the days of my life. 

While falling even more in love with you every day, as we pray. To keep you in my life.’ 
‘I promise to love, and cherish you through whatever life may bring our way, as we become- us!’ 
We both quoted a remarkable saying by an astonishing person. ‘Love it is like the cupid's arrow, 
that hits at the most unlikely times. We chose to be as one forever and ever to never- ever forget 
that bond... now and forever! ’ 

(We all said -Amen! in the house of the Lord.) 


You may kiss the bride! 



Brandon- and I did! 


Kristen- The kiss was magnifieent and sweet. Then we walked out of the chureh together 
off into the sunset. 

Nevaeh-1 am glad that 1 got to be there to see them be married! 

Greg, he walked up to me gave me two-note one from Jaylynn and the other from Lily, 
whieh he kept all these years. He did not say how he got them, and I did not ask. Yet I wonder? 
After the wedding and the after-party, 1 went home, 1 told the young lovers to- ‘Go, and have fun, 
do not worry about me- loves, I will be fine. I will see you both when you all get baek.’ 1 said as 
they drove away, in there deeorated just married a car, with all the cans bouncing around in the 
back. Yet I felt that was the last time, 1 was going to see them. I don't really know why. 

So, 1 waited until that night as 1 was sitting in my chair in my spot looking over the land 
from the window. 1 looked at those notes that were placed on my desk, that has on it please do 
not open these letters until you think it is the last day of your life...! So now that Kristen is off 
on her honeymoon with her new love, let us see what these notes are all about. This is what 
Jaylynn’s note said as 1 read it; note one it had on it in that order. ‘Knowing that it was all meant 
to be, even though we could not foresee what was going to be, now open her letter to see what 
will be!’ 1 recall saying that to her a lot when she was a kid! However, why would she write this 
‘See what will be’ to me? Should 1 be scared? 

1 am tariffed as to what 1 see, what is in front of me! 

Chapter: 48 

Paradise 

Brandon- The honeymoon was at Hawaii Princes Hotels in Waikiki. 1 can still smell her 
perfume, for some reason it reminds me of strawberries, on that first night together. 1 am sure if 
that is not right at all. However, that is what 1 would compare the small too. 1 got us a suite 
room... but we wanted something more daring for our consummation though. Just like our love 
that was left inside, we had an awareness that could not be washed away, we were wild and 
carefree. While exploring the land and one another; we had a somewhat secluded pathway to 
walk down to an ornate gazebo, with tiki- torch-lights, that showed us the way, to one another’s 
hart. Love was definitely in the air for us, and we did not care who or what saw us. Even if there 



were others around, we kissed, touched and played non- stop for what seemed to be days, yet I 
am not complaining. These were the best days of my life, so far. 

The making of love! I know you're dying to know! 

Question asked- Do I need to say this? Okay-1 take two in when I do that... fingering 

myself. 

So, anyways that night in the gazebo, she said that spot reminded her of home. Hence, in 
there, she pulled my pants down so fast the button, zip and skipped, like a stone on top of the 
pond. That we were on top of...! Anyhow, she was so wet down there, and so snug, I knew that I 
must have been the only man in her life. The ring was breathtaking; it looked good and made her 
feel good, I was okay with it. 

It made everything even more sensitive to her, and that was a plus for me. I knew for sure, 
that night she was a virgin because all of her other boyfriends and unwanted partners went in 
using the back door only... if you know what I am saying; or they wanted other things done by 
her. You just do not bleed like, that if you are not a virgin. Plus, I believe what she said to me. I 
think she was one lucky and blessed girl to go, that long with what she had to keep away. She 
made sure that was the only place they could use at that time. 

She fought to keep her innocents...! I would say good for her, and good forme! That 
moment was not wasted after all! Maybe there are some happily ever after’s, in life after all? 

Kristen- Yes, all those jokes at boot camp were tme, but I knew what I wanted, and that 
was something special. Everyone always did have a pick on my butt, even since I was a small 
girl. ‘Let’s just say... I was always the butt of the joke. ’ 

Brandon-1 love her sense of humor. Even in all the pain, she can find whit. Okay back to 
that first night. The waves reminded me of her hair lying in puddles on the wood plank flooring 
of the gazebo. We have been wanting this; for some time. Yet we have been holding back for 
each other now for what seemed like an eternity. So, are destiny had it come to be! Oh yes, yes, 
and yes! That night was rewording and zealous. 



‘Like even in the death of something or someone, there is a new life, which shares a part 
of how you and the past elders look, talk and behave.’ ‘I knew the life to come, would remind me 
of the past, which we left behind. I knew I would see that in their young faces someday.’ ‘The 
past is gone, yet the past comes back in new ways in the future to the parent and the present, 
sometimes you have to be left behind, and leave it behind you. 

Nonetheless, it stays with you.’ 

Indeed, I remember massaging her feet and sucking on her small toes or whatever she 
wanted really. ‘I would do just about anything to please her.’ To find some of her erogenous 
zones, or so that is what she said at the time, I found out quickly what she liked. That it is all part 
of her signs...? She said. Works for me-1 guess. She is a flirt! I recall she was seducing me all 
day with her big green eyes, and batting her eyelashes at me. Then flipping her hair, that day all 
day. Yet because she is old-fashioned, in some of her ways of marriage. That was the role she 
played, that she wanted me to make the first move, yet she did...? What could I say, I loved it, 
and she had an influence over me, she took control! 

Though, 1 remember sliding down her pink panties down and off her legs and sliding her 
dress up and off of her petite little figure. I remember her fingers touching me everywhere, I 
remember placing my fingers in areas, which I had never had them before too. She said that I 
made her tremble, yet that I was what she calls a gentle lover. She was so gorgeous when she 
was looking up at me too; while she was on her knees! 

However, nothing ever compared to her legs spread out before me like a canvas to paint 
on. She has one of the most- savory flavors of strawberries when kissing her little body. The 
same body I get to caress with mine now and forever, I am a blessed man! The kissing was 
exquisite, full of fun. That was one of the wedding nights, that I will never forget, day one. 

I remember, we were like one in the twilight breeze, and it seemed as if our bodies were 
floating; yes, floating on top of the glassy blue-black pond in which we were on as if we had 
telekinesis like powers. All the reflections of the stars were shining their magnificent wonder of 
splendor for us in the still waters, and the dusking sky. That is just like now of days when that 
breeze moves through the fields it, sometimes brings me to my knees. When she is away from 
me on her deploying tours. I do not want her to leave me as she does, yet she has too when she is 
gone, I feel lonely here in the homestead without her, as the wind wafts by, not knowing if I will 



see her again. Okay, back to that night. How would I know, that something was in the making 
that night? We went against the odds, and we wanted that all to be left up to fate. Whatever 
would take place would take place, and if it was so meant to be it would be, and if not, then not. 

Along with this, I was thinking at the time, I do... I want this, and I am- going to live 
with my choices, you and I make, no matter what happens. We love one another; we were united, 
for whatever happens. I did not care at all really; I am truly in love with Kristen, so I lived with 
the consequences of not pulling away from her. I good with knowing that we have to live with 
what we did, that night for the next eighteen years. 

Yes, I am looking forward to it if conception happened. I think it would be awesome to 
have some little feet running in the home, and out in the fields too. 

Let’s get back to Kristen and me... that night... Being in those gentle arms, oh so 
lovingly as a soft tune was being hummed out of her moist lips in my ear with her soft sweet 
voice, and we slow danced under all the dazzling twinkling twilight lights. 

We kissed, and kissed again. We stayed into the loving sensual spell of one another, eyes, 
breath, and touch. She was mine and I was here’s. We were nude, her breasts shined in the 
moonlight, and her nipples were pointed as if they were looking at me as we were making love, 
her green eyes staring at me sweetly; everything on her was bouncing up and down as well as 
around it was incredible. 

Her heavy breathing and her calling out my name. It was tmly unforgettable! Yet she is 
sensationally incredible in everything she does. Her hips smacking into mine, she said that she 
loved me on top of her, and she intertwined herself, in my arms and legs around me. I had never 
felt anything like this before in my life when I entered in. I will never forget her green eyes 
rolling, and the sounds she made with high- the pitched voice sounds resonating in my ears, and 
the faces she made out of passion, it still takes my breath away. We went for about three 
minutes; she was moaning all kinds of words, a few that I am not going to repeat right now. But I 
think you could name some if you think about it. 

I will never forget afterward she began to cry from her smoky colored eyelids, the 
eyeliner started to run down and drop off of her long-curled lashes, and the teardrop started to 
mn down her sweet little face. She knew something magical just happened, and so did I. As a 
result, I just held her in my arms that night, until she fell asleep, with her head on my chest out 



on the gazebo. Then, I got up slowly and I carried her back to our room, and placed her in bed, 
along with myself, all nestled up! That nightfall our love ignited and never came apart, and yes, 
it is still going strong. I could never think of another girl this way ever again nor did I want to. 

She was my first tme love. I fell in love with her at first sight, and that feeling I felt was 
so right! That next mooring, she said she liked to listen to my heartbeat, to get to sleep. As you 
would expect that was just one amazing honeymoon day and night, though it was not over at all. 
From the first day, I met her. I knew that nothing will even give me the slight tad bit of interest 
afterward; ones you get to know a girl like her, you will know what I mean... she is everything 
to me; she has it all. You want more from the same person like her over and over; because she is 
so wonderfully perfect and affectionate. Our bond is always endless until the end of all time. As 
you know, my heaven is being with her that will never- ever end. Besides, my hell is not being 
without her, because she has to be far away. 

When she is not near to me, or in my arms. I never want to see her leave! 

Chapter: 49 

Adventures 

Brandon- The second part of the honeymoon was a gift from grandma Nevaeh, she 
booked us an antique 1920’s, long forgotten steam locomotive train tore, and all the staff was 
dressed like the period. Yet we had one of the classic bedroom cars that were attached, called a 
caboose...! 

Kristen- The dining car was a different experience that is for sure, one night we had what 
is called a hobo lunch. Involving, pulled pork, combread, and iced tea in a mason jar. Not what 
you would call classy but nice, it must have been what great- Grandma Hope grew up with I 
would imagine. Grandma Nevaeh thought that it would be romantic for us... and it was, it was 
spectacular to be on the rails like they did back in the day, I did not think that was possible to 
find... but she found a tour for us. 

I remember bearing all-aboard and the steam whistleblowing. Yet, we were rather worn 
out from the past couple of days, as Brandon said in a way too much detail. I have to add! Yes, 
we got to see the countryside as they did back then, at a nice leisurely speed twisting through the 



hills chugging along. We did not get to sleep much this whole trip either, I felt somewhat 
nauseated at times from the rocking of the car. Nevertheless, that did not stop me from having a 
good time. Like my husband implied when he was talking to you! However, we both loved it... 
How things have changed since way back then with traveling! 

Brandon-1 have to tell you this before I forget too. On the day of our wedding, Nevaeh 
handed me a list of places she wanted me to take Kristen, and to get photos of every stop along 
the way. For the reason that she said that is what she always wanted to do. So that is what we did, 
we checked everything off her lest. When we got home, we were completely exhausted as you 
would have guessed, to start our lives together. 

Though, we have good memories to look back on; That we had made... all the photos 
that we took of us, are now printed in black and white, and they are part of the gallery on the 
walls of home... along with the old ones. They look as if they were taken with an old vintage 
shutter camera, or like she would have taken them herself. That was the look, which I was going 
for. Yes, another dream of hers was completed! 

That is what I wanted to do for her; she was so good to us! 

Kristen- This is a good one...! I later found out that when Matt figured out that I was not 
in the back of the tmnk. That night he shot himself with a double-barrel shotgun. By putting the 
burl in his mouth, and using his toe to fire it. I have that picture in my mind... and it scares me, 
yet I was safe all along, and how I worried, and could not sleep or eat and ran from him. Why do 
you ask? I presume that he did that for not getting the job done, for the clan, and he knew they 
would kill him anyway. For the reasons that he knew that he was going to face their wrath at 
some point. Since he failed at killing me. Yet I cannot say that I feel deprived of his company! 

‘Everyone gets a turn.’ He got his... need I say more! 

That was his only choice to do that I surmise. What pisses me off... is that I lost out, on 
so much because of him. 


I did not know that he was not going to find me! 



I did not know that he was not going to bother me anymore! 

I did not know that he was going to he found in the woods, with the gun in his mouth, 
with maggots feasting on his head and his putrid remands. 

The condoms Matt used on me were still in his abandoned vehicle in the woods, and in 
the cabin all over the floor, and there was one even still on him when he was found undressed. 
Without a doubt, they all had my DNA-1 will call it on them, along with his. Some with my 
saliva and some with my fecal matter. 

Grossed- out yet? 

Yeah! -well me too! 

He was guilty as sin! Yet, Matt, he is dead, there was no justice to face. Yet, I feel he had 
to face someone for what he did, I am sure of that, maybe my mom...? There was something 
there, At least that is how I feel about it, and someone or something had to take him to the lowest 
pits of hell. I hope it was her. I am starting to believe that! I have my reasons. Call me old- 
fashioned, I do not care. I believe that a real man does not need to use protection. Because if he 
loves the girl as Brandon loves me, he is not afraid to get her pregnant. However, only if that is 
what the girl wants him to do. Remember to be respectful of each other’s wants and needs. 

This is just my opinion. Just like Brandon said in Hawaii, that night, and nights after we 
were attached forever from that movement and moment in time. He asked me, and I said it was 
okay, just so you all know. I remember we could hear the soft wave hitting the side of the land 
yet it was mostly in a cum relaxed why, yet there were some, which swayed and swirled around 
and traveled in words, that we could hear, and from our room looking out from day to the night. 
We could smell the mist in the air as we laid together, on the bed with the double doors wide 
open. We could see the tops of the trees dancing in the tropical airstream, and the colorful birds, 
that would fly down and nearby to the beach. 

We could see families! 

We could see children at play, in their little swimsuits. 

I was thinking that would be just like us someday. I was seeing a young boy and a cute 
little girl make a sandcastle together. As the mom and dad overlooked. 



Then we could see lovers just like us kissing and holding hands. 

We could see the ocean, for what seem to be miles. 

We could see what we wanted! 

The gazebo, I recall that we walked along the lovely white bridge that links two 
walkways across the water, to the structure itself. 

Then that is when things, became almost supernatural, so spiritual too, it was like 1 could 
see different types of love cherubs around me, and one younger girl angel, I pondered who she 
was, and why she was looking at me? Yet it was like 1 knew her, yet I just could not place her, at 
the time. As he said, there are no other words describe what happened, along with the touching 
and the feeling of us together. Oh, my god! What my grandma was saying was true about what 
she could see, because I can see them too! I must have that ability. 

Did she pass this down to me? 

How...? 

How could this be? 

I lost so much to the tower curse, and her clan's just like grandma Nevaeh predicted. But- 
yet somehow, 1 feel that I was the winner in this one. Nevertheless, I feel that somehow, they 
will get the last laugh. From what I have seen from the past, it is coming. The only questions are- 
when, where and whom? Who was that girl- I saw? 

Should I know? The better question is- do you know? 

Chapter: 50 

The Journey Home 

(Ten months later) 

Kristen- So-o, Brandon and I would like to take this time so that you could meet our- two 
newborn twin babies. 

They are such a joyful addition to our lives. Yet, I am sorry to say that Grandma never 
saw them, when she was thriving, she is next to her husband my Pappy, now and my Mom and 
her childhood girlfriend named Lily. Nevertheless- so, anyway, say hello to-Noah- Jay and 



Nevaeh- May. They are a lot of work, but we love them so much, they brought happiness to my 
life now that she is gone. 

Nevaeh- (Going back about eleven months in time, the same night Kristen and Brandon, 
left for their honeymoon trip.) 

So, now that I have some time to myself, I have been wondering what is in this envelope? 
This was the last note Lily wrote to anyone. 

It has on it- to Neveah. 

I will open it. I will read it. It reads- Note-1 always felt that nothing would ever change 
how I felt about you. Nor did I care what they would do to me, for loving you. You will know 
what happened to me, I will be leaving you, the next day. Yet you will not get this note until the 
end of your time after you have had all the lessons of life that you need to learn, and for others to 
learn from you. When you receive this note it means that you have passed the test that was asked 
of you, that it is time to make the journey home. After you read this, which is when I will be 
coming back to you for the last time. You will be seeing me! I can see you- now! 

Note- Know that I always wanted to be your lover, and I wanted to make hot passionate 
love to you. Know that you did not want me, as I wanted you, and I could not take it. They 
wanted me more than you too... that way, and it made me crazy. Though they did it because they 
knew I wanted you so badly, and I said I would rather die than not be with you. I dyed for your 
Neveah! For the reason that they could not keep me away. However, they did not know that even 
in death they could not keep me away from you, being a white angel. 

When you bum this note, know that I have always been in love with you. Still, when you 
do, this will be the end of your life’s, and the towers curse... on you. Also, it is the end of me 
being with you, like a spirit on earth, I will be looking over someone that you know, yet she is 
new forme, she will be seeing me, as I have seen you. This would be the start of your new life 
with me, and we can finally all be together in eternal life. So, when you choose to bum this letter, 
we all can be here together ones again and you can be with me, and all of them. 

I always will Love you. 

You're- Lily May 28, 2010 


Come with me, upwards! 



(The handwriting was shaky and misspelled, but I knew it was hers.) 

Nevaeh- It is time to light up this note in flames! I got everything I wanted now; I have 
lived long enough. 

I want to go home! 

I started this breathtaking journey, through seeing the light. 

I got my wings of white it was the time at last, as I went up with her. I went through the 
gates to my new homeland. 

Kristen- The note was my mom’s suicide letter, and Lily's return, and my grandma 
Nevaeh, could not handle it. 

That was the day; she died in her lazy boy, from what the experts said it was a heart 
attack. Yet you and I know differently. 

I guess the girl; I was seeing was younger angel Lily. As she was taking her away, letting 
me know that everything was going to be okay. She was looking out the window over the golden 
fields that she loved. She was holding her notebook, which I made into this novel. So, that she 
could always be remembered for the amazing life she led, and what her life existence was all 
about. 


She got every one of her dreams! We- Brandon and I made sure of that. However, with 
the help of all the ones that tmly loved her, as she loved them. She got to be what she wanted to 
be, just in a way, that others could not see. That she thought would never be. If only back when 
she was fourteen, she could have foreseen what was to be. 

Maybe she would not have had these lives of extraordinary, with all the people like me. 

Nevaeh- My last heavenly breath on earth was the first in the heavens. And... there they 
all were, they are all the same, as the last time I saw them. But now we all are glowing with 
white wings and can be together forever, the hugging and love will never end. I got to see him at 
last! Nevertheless, there is one more girl, which needs to be up here with me. I will get her to 
come home with me; we all up here feel that she has earned that right! 



Kristen-1 never knew that what she was telling me over the years was true! I made a 
promise to publish this story. So, that she could always be thought of for the love she had for the 
ones that never left her side. All I can say is that the curse must have gone away somehow; for 
the reason that I am still here. -I hope so! Just to think that I have grandma Nevaeh’s first copy of 
the book that she wrote mainly for herself, and the ones that she loved, to see if they wanted to 
see it. 


Though I thought that the whole world needed to see her work, as I said. She thought that 
it was not even publishable, because of what bullies of all types pounded into her way of 
thinking in her mind. However, it was an incredible story! Her script became an overnight top 
New York Times bestselling book; she won many author awards also, that I accepted for her. 
Looking back over the old pages, all it needed was an editor. That is what I did for her when I 
came home. Yes, she was one of those truly great writers, which only come around in one life’s 
existence! ‘It was her dream, and the amoral dream never dies.’ Her life stories helped me out, 
and now they are helping- out a lot of people out there. Yet- ‘Death is so final thought.’ 

Yet-1 have her memories that will live on within me, as do all the others that read this 
very story. Furthermore, if you talk well about someone, he or she never dies in your memory. 

(Five years later) 

Then one late summer's night, at sunset we were riding our horses, with the twins on their 
ponies, through the golden fields. 

We all were looking at everything that has changed, and everything that has stayed the 
same way, even after all these years. We want the kids to know the stories of where they come 
from. The trees were blackened, in the foreground, because of the colorful backgrounds, that was 
painted so beautifully by the sun setting ahead of us. That is when we all saw a white bright light, 
which seemed to flutter by us like a cold breeze, which left our hearts feeling warm. 

What is it I asked? 

It cannot be said- Brandon. 


Then we realized that there were three of them in the sky, in this bright glowing 
shimmery white. As a result, we got off our horses, so that we could walk up into the openness of 



the meadow to look up in amazement. At that moment, we could finally understand what we 
were seeing. The faces were so clear; there they were coming down from the heaven’s, three 
beautiful white angels. Grandma Nevaeh as a young girl, Mom Jaylynn, and young Lily. They 
did not say anything more to us, or then a very soft whisper of- We love you. However, they 
were looking over us, as we walked in the fields together holding hands. 

Noah was holding my hand, as little Nevaeh was holding her dads, as I was holding his. 
We had a child on either side of us, pressed upon our one leg while looking up in amazement, the 
same way we were. 

Yes, we had the same speechless jaw-dropping look on our faces as the children did on 
these. What can I say other than, that we are blessed, they were smiling and gleaming and their 
wings flapping? Then as fast as they were there they were gone; they flew away back up to their 
home in the heavens. I often try to picture, what the heavens will look like. 

Nevaeh-1 will be looking over them, as you should know, and all of you to; I will see 
you from above! I will be protecting you! 

Kristin-1 am sure it is something that cannot be expressed in words; because it is so 
gorgeous, that my brain cannot grasp the concept. Then again, if I had to give an idea of what it 
is like up there... this is what I would say. What I have come too believed as true, is that it is like 
a city within the clouds. A metropolis with gold paved highways, which bridge the gaps from 
one part of it to another part. There are many towering endless homes, which shine l ik e 
gemstones, with gold windows and silver trimmings in all of the high- rises. The households 
have extremely pointed rooftops, which end at different elevations. 

As well, the depths seem to be never-ending; with their voluminous levels and heights, of 
color in all ranges of the spectrum that gleam. 

Heaven is expansive with one massive getaway aperture to the earth below. 

Through the galaxy, bypassing what we call a black hole to another universe, and that is 
how you get there, with the help of your angels, as you pass on through to the other side. Which 
is why no human has been able to reach it, for a reason. That is what I believe, and yes, I have 
my reasons. Heaven is endless... it is a celebration of interminable soul life. As I said now the 
novels, titled ‘Nevaeh’ has been published to the world! What is ironic it is in a hardcover book, 
which sparkles in its wander over its reader because that is what she wanted, that was what all of 



her lives were about. Currently, there is a copy of her life’s existence and her story in the hands 
of every young girl or woman and some cool guys, in all the lands all around the world! What an 
awesome way to end her story. 

So, best of luck to you my friend, just remember no matter how bad something becomes, 
there is always an end in sight. You do not ever have to live in fright. Just enjoy the ride of life 
and hold on tight. Because sooner or later all your towers will be out of sight, and everything will 
start feeling right. Just remember to follow the beacon of light, or be the hope and delight for 
someone else's life, so that they can shine brightly; never give up the fight! Live life in the air of 
the wings, and someday soon we will all meet again, and the voices we miss will sing. 

This is why we have lived it is a test to see if we can have the true faith we need. True 
faith is not having everything going your way it is when life sucks the most you will know the 
most, of where you are going in the days of days, and also in the endings. That is why we have 
new beginnings. What is your life going to be about? 

How do you want to be remembered? What do you want to be...? Because anything is 
possible, if only you believe, it will come true! 

Do not give up on your life. 

-Nevaeh- 


Nevaeh 
Book: 7 


Falling too You 

‘A BOOK OF WHAT NOT TO DO- as a teen girl. This book shows, a life of a girl and 
how she will be remembered- and what you see you may say is- wow- yet this was her life, 
online- and at home- and most importantly at school! Is it all about being the cool girl? With that 



cute boy and maybe that girl- if you’re like me- you can’t make up your mind- on what was 
wrong or right or was right or wrong at the time.’ 


Preface: 

I have been told by many out their life is wonderful, that life’s a game, but it’s not fair, I 
break the mles, so I don’t care! That it is thrilling to be part of the freaking world of butt holes. I 
got news for you; I did want all that. I have been tooled, that dying you see the light too, along 
with the flashing by of your stupid pathetic life. 

Yet, at least I had a stupid pathetic life. Just like my great-grandma Nevaeh Natalie, 
grandmother Jaylynn, and my freaked-up mother Kristen, oh and also my dad, and mom said- 
‘she was I was bom on May 12, 2001.’ 

She had me later on in life to another freaker she’s even more freaked up than my step- 
monster, after Brandon my real dad passed from something that I cannot protonate, I don’t want 
to talk about it- finding out how she left him, for someone else other than him, which she said 
she would happen or never- ever do. He ended it... Besides, that was it... I am not saying more; 

I do not want to... I don’t freaking have too. Freak that crap in the butt! Yet sometimes, I feel 
like such a steep-child, yet in a way that is just what I am. However, my daddy loves me anyway, 
yet my little sis is their biological child. 

I was adopted before they realized that freaking one another in the old-school hallways 
would not work for them, anyway, it would not be long until she gets knocked up, with my pain 
in the butt sister Kellie. When she dropped out. 

I never really knew my real dad; my dad was always the one that was everything to me. 
Yet my mom is the monster, and I the mutant, (E-ugh! She said- ‘When she saw me as a baby 
girl in the nursery.’) However, she felt that way about me since day one, and I feel the same, 
damn- yes, the same way the same damn way. It was a new day... that fell to me... to me, if you 
think about it; I have always been falling. 



Honestly, I thought that someday, ‘I would do wonder and crap cucumbers.’ Never tmly 
pondering my last moments on this gray-green dying plant, we call earth. Looking over those 
visions from my past, mind it seems rather dreadful, nasty and bleak. Just plan sadly really. 

Lonely in my memories, I felt that nearly if not all things would have improved if it was 
just covered up, cover over and forgotten about completely in sixth grade. A fail to recall if you 
well. That would be awesome. 

It was the time of the change... no longer a little one, the time when, I was starting to see 
things happening, to me that I did not want to see. Like- passion pink braces on my unperfected 
overbite teeth along with ‘Pimples, periods, hips and boobs- oh my... I just want to cry or die.’ 

Moreover, I was utterly feeling all kinds of things that I didn’t want to feel. I was feeling 
too old for toys and want to feel up one of the older boys. I was an 8th grader, Yes, I was at that 
stage of my life... it feels strangely good and yet very weird too. ‘Oh yes- Live's through middle 
school all over again.’ All the days off. All the days on... all the days-1 was turned off, to all of 
them. 


And yes, all the days, I was turned on! 

Yet, really can anyone stand to relive that day... I mean really! Let’s not forget I had to 
spend time with the family, on the brakes, then to come home and do all the pointless homework 
like advanced mathematics. When 1 got most of that crap done sitting in long study halls not able 
to move or say a sound, with period cramps, yeah-1 know fun right! 

Kissing with open mouths, like breath sucking and tugs bmshing Frenching. 

As well as thinking about what boy, 1 want to have sizzling, exhilarating, desiring sex 
with is all 1 thought about! Plus- when, where, and how! Yes, I have had some really bad kisses, 
make-outs, and hookups... who hasn’t? So much so, I barely survived through them the primary 
time it happened. Just like the world keeps going around, this was not my first go-around either. 

Frankly, I thought I would not have minded living through all that again. What I thought 
where the ultimate times of all. Like the time I made out with a girl in the hallway slammed upon 
her locker, she was touching me in all the right places, let us just say. Anyways her name is 
Jenny Stevenson. She the type of girl that is a friend to try things with. Yes, I have been with a 
girl too. Mostly, I just wanted to see what being a lesbian world feel like. It was okay, it feels just 



as good. Though, I knew boys were my thing. However, I am the type, I will try anything once, 
even sex-wise! 

Though I thought, my paramount triumphs where with Ray Raymond, and like when we 
first hooked up underneath the football stadium bleachers. I knew everyone could see us doing it 
with his pants down, and my bare butt sticking out and up, as the game was going on. Still, we 
were in the moment, we did not care. 

The PDA was half the fun of doing it, it was all about getting some. 

I remember being wasted too, with my friends like Jenny, Kenneth, and Madeline. Y et 
we just called her Maddie. Like-1 said we got so drunk and high, that we went skinny dipping in 
like old man’s pool weather thirdly two degrease, and then made messed up looking snowman, 
and running around the street somewhat ass naked flashing whomever we would get to look at us. 

Naturally, we even made snow angels in the backyard as we stumbled around, and passed 
out. No one cared what we did really, thus far that was the fun of it all. Oh, and Kenneth was just 
the boy that only wanted one thing from Jenny. 

He had no personality to speak of... he would hit on me all the time, and sometimes he 
would get it from me too, or I would be out of the group by her if he said I was the one that 
wanted it from him. 

We could brake widows out of old buildings and homes, and who would stop us. Sure, 
we got chased by the cops, yet that was the fun of it too. There is nothing else for us to do. I 
remember Maddie leaving her handprints in the wet mud, Jenny her butt, and some of her lady- 
ness, when the town thought it was time for new sidewalks. Yet we all did, something that would 
last forever, we thought. Maddie drew a few other things too. You can get the picture! All 
inappropriate... all there for life. 

She was just crazy like that, like squatting down pissing and doing number two in the old 
man Jackups yard. She has more balls than most guys... I knew. Old man Jackups called us, 
‘Mindless slutty hooligans’ So that was payback. At the time-1 thought like what is wrong with 
that, we're just having some fun here... your old windbag, like go and sit on your cane! You 
know what I mean... I think? 



I remember being so smashed at my sweet sixteen too, that I don’t even remember it. Yet 
that is what having a good time was all about, so they say. Bumping and grinding on all the boys 
with loud music. And as the twinkling lights shine on your skin, that lights the way up to your 
bedroom. You know that your puffy dress is going to be pushed up a couple of times on that 
night. I just don’t remember how many times it was, and I didn’t remember who it was with, I 
am not even sure if I know them at all... all of them or not. All I know is I did it all and was 
happy to do whatever they asked me to do. But- but I thought I was having the time of my life. I 
was the birthday girl, that had the rosiest pink lipstick on most boys at the party. I thought it was 
such a horror. In my mind at the time, I thought that I high- jacked the rainbow, and crashed into 
a pot of gold! All the girls my age did it, yet I was the best at it! 

I recall the time Liv and 1, went trick or treating I was dressed as Hermione from the 
Harry Potter movies, Liv was a sexy witch! With the pointed hat. So, original...! That is what I 
tooled her. That was the night we scared the pants off of Ray in the not so scary haunted house. 
And before you ask, he was dressed as Harry. So, I wanted to play with his wand, that why I 
dressed the way I did at the time. Liv was one of those good friends... I thought, which would 
tell everyone what you all did the day after, to all the girls at the lunch table. She can text faster 
than anyone I know. Anyways... we jumped out at him, and he nearly craps his nicely pressed 
pants. I am sure there was a skid mark on his tightly- white-ies or something. Yet he did yack on 
Liv’s chest, and that was hilarious to me. She was dancing around, and flapping her hands doing 
the funky chicken while yelling, ‘Ou- ou- ou- wah!’ As I dibble over in lather, I guess it was 
funnier when it doesn’t happen to you too many times. 

I- Karly takes their fingers in me when 1 masturbate, just thought you would like to know. 

Jenny and boy, we-we’s she takes them all, sometimes she has two going in the same 
whole, two boys in there rubbing their crap seem guy to me even if it’s a three-way. 

Maybe... all of this is not what I wanted to be remembered for. I guess what I am saying 
is, I wanted to be remembered for how I have- ‘Fallen to You!’ 

However, before I kicked the bucket... I did think of Ray, or anyone- or another boy. No 
one is other than my selfish self. The clueless girl I was, living for the now, and not the happily 
ever after! Hell no...! I did not think about that. I did not think about all the dangerous, shocking, 
and even offensive things I have done with my friends. I did not even think about my family, like 



if they would even care about me being or not being around. Nope, I was too busy sucking off 
chill dogs and mnning around silly doing honorable things. 

1 did not even think about my adorable girly bedroom, and how the sun shined silky 
waves of light, in the window. Besides, how it woke me up as my days started. I did not think 
about the soft and cozy things in that room either, or the selfie photograph of me, and Ray 
kissing sitting on my night table. I did not think about how you can smell the rain rolling in on a 
spring day, as the window was open, or feel the chill in the air as 1 stood by it in the middle of 
December. 

‘Oh, let the sun beat down apron my face, and let the sounds caress my ears, I have been 
blind!’ 1 do not think about all the smells and feelings of food and family coming from down the 
steps or in the home at all. I completely ignored everything and it all just to be the cool girl. 

Instead, I thought of Jenny and Maddie back in the third grade how we used to play 
kickball and miss in our gym class. I also thought about that girl that no one liked too that no one 
wanted on the team including me. 

I think her name was Madilyn, I remember this because, I was the last one to pick, and 
she looked so sad and I did not say anything as she sat crying in the grass picking yellow 
dandelions the whole class. I was such an ass for my friends. I guess that guilt gets you at some 
point. I member how they and 1 said she was too weird and disgusting to play with us, and that 
she could not see what she was doing, because of her blue-eyed four- eyes. Meaning her glass on 
the fragile flushed face. I guess I get to be friends with these girls because they were what I 
wanted to be. I was not always friends with them I remember from seconded grade and back. 

Yes, I was just like her before, I joined their team. I would have done anything to be one of them, 
which is what I did. 

‘Look at the little freak over there sitting’ Jenny said, and we all giggled. 

‘Let’s kick our balls in her face, so she runs off crying for her mommy again like before.’ 
And- that is what we all did; the goal was to break her glass of her face. 

‘Like she is not even going to try to move said Maddie.’ BAM smack one! BAM smack 
two...! Me- direct hit- BAM! Furthermore, she goes mnning away just the way we wanted! 

Jenny always found away of making us snicker at the dumbest crap, like that. I-we- never forget 
that girls face! Red with pain, and dripping with her tears, dandelions in hand that she picked for 



US. Just so, we would like her! That all faded away from me. Just like the furry white ball of 
seeds that blow away as she rains inside. 

I can’t believe that is what, I remembered! 

This was more my beforehand death instant when I was theoretic Madilyn meant to be 
having some kind of vast revelation about my past. My moment froze like in time to the 
recollections of the slight of nail polish, and the squeak of my white dollar store flats as I walked 
on the waxed high school floor. The tightness of my skinny blue jeans, with one of my lacey 
junior’s nine- dollar Walmart thongs. The small of my wild cherry blossom shampoo, and Let’s 
not forget the laughing chatter in the resonating cafeteria of about sixty other teenagers. 

Oh...! Yes! Moreover, Jenny’s face all up in mine. 

The odd thing is that I have not thought about that in like what seemed to eternity ago. It 
was one of those reminiscences, I did not even know I kept. Like lost in my brain somewhere... 
If you know what I am saying. 

It’s not like Madilyn was disturbed or devastated anything like that. That is just the kind 
of things that kids do to girls like her, and what kids do to one another. 

Like there are just asking for it! However, come to think about it, no one wants that. It is 
no big deal it is not. 

Like there is always going to be that girls laughing and picking on other girls. Crap that 
happens every single day, walking the halls of the schools or just sitting in class, which is just the 
life of every teenage girl in the United States of 

America- damn... it most likely happens in other countries too for all I know. That is 
what life's all about laughing at what is less than you. 

Additionally, feeling better because of it. 

Madilyn was not stupid, she was just all little sightless, and by the time she went to high 
school, she lost the glass and was not a bad looking girl at all just shy. She was always tiny, at 
that time she had boobs and hips that would not quit. Yet she was still the one that got picked on. 
I do not think I had ever said more than two words to her. Though I think, Maddie was hushed 
friends with her just, so she could get her homework done. Madilyn was the smarty- pants in our 



grade. Likewise, she was on the softball time too, with us yet she sits alone most of the time. Yet 
she did not seem too mined. 

One time, during our freshman, it came to one of the big parties and said that she was a 
virgin and did not drink. We all laughed at her. I remember Jenny- saying get down on your 
knees girl and see what it is like. And she did, and I get it all on my phone and posted it on my 
web page. 

Then Maddie said, to me we need to get that girl popped. Therefore, I found her a random 
scuzzy guy to go and do her. I had to- yet I do not know why, but I feel as if that was so wrong 
now, yet I did it for my friends at the time. It was no different than what I went through really. If 
you were not given it all away by the time you were in training bras then there was something 
majorly wrong with you, or so the boys and some girls though. I was the one that had her purity 
taken away, to some twenty-five-year-old loser. Like she was only fourteen! But like I said... I 
was a lot younger my first time, so maybe that makes it okay. What do you think? 

I remember, Madilyn doing the walk of shame, we all have been there. Yet like I said that 
was the fun of it, seeing all that taking place in front of everyone at the party. I am not going to 
go into detail, but you could see that she was ridden hard and put away wet. 

We all laughed at her after the fact, because she said it hurt and did not know what all 
that ‘stuff’ as she called it... was all over her face and body. ‘What do you think it is.’ said Jenny. 
‘I-1 DON’T know’ said Madilyn downright freaked out. Just so, you know I am not saying this 
to be gross or anything like that... No! This crap is what happens to us pre-teens and teens, I was 
one of them. Yet will I always be remembered for being one of them, just like that I am afraid so, 

I am afraid to live it all over? 

That was just one of many weird things we have done. 

Even weirder to me than that, was the fact that we all talked about - like how it would be 
for one of us to die... if we would. Sex, drinking, and death were the main topics most nights. 

Yet that nightfall I do not remember how it came up in the conversations, other than Kenneth 
complaining that I got to sit in the front seat- aka ‘shotgun’ with Jenny after the party I guess I 
was where he thought he should be, and you know that wearing a seatbelt is for pussies. 

I do remember us talking about what are bucket let would be, yet to me, I thought mine 
was almost complete. The rap music was so loud, that we were yelling at one other just to 



overhear. Jenny kept going through her I-phone to change the song and text her other friends and 
boys, her phone was in her right hand in her lap. One reason, I sat there is because- I was the one 
that was meant to pick the music so she could drive. I remember hearing the lyric- ‘To the 
window to the walls... ’ the song was ‘Get 

Low!’ 

However, Jenny was so high, and Maddie was singing in the back to the words making 
her hands go in-between the front sits, and that was comical because she is as white as they come. 
I remember that is when we started shouting our theory on death and the afterlife, or if there is 
one. I thought there was... yet I was not sure. We were all gathering what those would be. 

Jenny was b*tching about how could it be and going to be, in the ground, and like her 
beautiful body is going to be eaten away overtime in her sealed casket. That made my skin crawl. 

We were all like you’re going to die you’re not going to feel anything dumb ass. Then 
Maddie said my dying wish is to hook up with Lizzy, Sam, and anther all at the same time and 
never stop. 

Hey, why not they were both very sexy hot girls. I could see that fantasy of doing it with 
until death. I was a little pissed that I was not one of the girls in that scenario but it's her death 
wish not mine. Yet this kind of surprising to me, because Maddie was never that way at all. Like 
she has a boyfriend of two years. However, there love life was always on again and off again. 

The makeup hookups are all that kept them together... I think...? 

(#- Hashtag: Wcw- Women cmsh 

Wednesday) 

Jenny was gaping down yet another whole can of bud light, as Kenneth was puffing on 
one of his homemade joints. I had to roll the SUV window down a crack just to catch my breath. 
The frizzing rain was pelting the windshield; the wipers could not even keep up tobmsh it off. 
The trees were rushing and swaying in the ghostly breeze showing up in the light cast of the 
headlights of our SUV, as we're doing at least ninety- five down the small, dark ruff, and narrow 
road. 


Yes, the slush was coming in on me and getting me cold and wet. 



Then Kenneth grabbed Jenny’s phone from her lap and changed the song to ‘Hero’ by 
Enrique Iglesias just to piss Maddie off because that is her and her boyfriend’s song. That is 
when she started to cry and said he broke up last Friday via text, he knew about it before I did. 
Yet no one likes getting dumped, so I forgave her for not saying anything. 

Tom was a drippy twerp what can I say. I was only with him once that I remembered. At 
that sometime ken in the back was slumped forward in between me and Jenny, when he graded 
Jenny's phone... Manly, so he could also touch jenny’s lady business in between her inner thighs. 
I could see it all as he moved her skirt up and undershorts off to the one side, and he was mbbing 
it up if you know what I am saying. 

Anyways that made her- jump! 

Then scrum plus freaking shriek in my ear! I grab the steering wheel to get the SUV back 
in our lane, as ken’s mouth dropped open and his smoking joint fall in between my boobs as the 
SUV rocked, and it was burning hot in my bra cleavage. 

Around that time, Maddie elbowed me in 

the one eye trying to get my clasp undone to get it out. The joint then fall in between my 
legs and was burning my set yet I did not know. Yah so then Jenny was b*tchmg and about that 
too, saying you cannot trash my car. Like she didn’t care that it was burning my sensitive skin. I 
was cushion at her to... as well saying it a good thing I shaved today! Well, I was trying to brush 
all the embers off the seat, and also me. 

As all this was taking place as the tires of the SUV were skidding and slipping on the 
somewhat frozen slash a little. Then just like that, there was a flash of white in my eyes. Jenny 
was yelling something- words I could not make out. 

Son- of a- Sh- sh- hit, oh my-y goo- that all I heard. 

That is when I knew that the SUV was wrapped around a tree it hit on the passenger side 
front door. It hit so hard that it bonds off the then and then rolled on to its roof. We skidded to 
the other side of the road next to the woodlands that were on that side. The last thing I heard 
other than screeching Jenny’s big mouth, was the sounds squealing of the metal of my door, 
glass, airbag exploding, popping and crunching into me. The SUV folded in on me like a pretzel. 



and caught fire, mainly because of the gas leaking out and maybe that one joint that fall to the 
floor. 


As I said, that is when Maggie’s little faces flash out of the past into my view. It is like I 
could hear her from the past her giggling echoing her crying too. It was all spinning around me 
dragging out into a screaming yell. Then nothing- nothing at all but silences! Like what gets me, 
if you don’t get to know, it is not as if you wake up with cramps and go on with your day. 

No, you don’t remember to tell the boy you like that you think you’re falling in love with 
him. You don’t remember to say goodbye to your parents, or that you readily do love them even 
though you don’t show it. In my case, I didn’t remember to say annoying at all to them that day. 

I guess that was not nice, and what I was made about with them was so minor compared to not 
saying good-bye. 

If you are anything like I am, you wake up and do what you need to do in bed and leave it 
a tangled miss. Then jump in the shower and scmb it up. Hop out wet to air dry while dances 
around naked as you look in the mirror glass to get all partied up, and then just like that five 
minutes and ten seconds later. Your boy or girl is at the crab going Beep- beep to pick you up, 
you rush out the get into the car and speed so you’re not both too late. You’re not worried about 
seeing your mom, and dad as a teenager. 

If you think at all like me, you think... I am young, I not going to die. Y ou’re more 
concerned about what boy you want to kiss if he misses you when you’re dating anniversary is 
coming up, if you’re going to get a flower on Valentine’s Day and what color it is, and if you’re 
going to be in his arms in the halls at some point in the school day. 

Too busy about that stuff like your clothing, bmshing your long hair and teeth. Plus, 
making sure that you put your make-up and another thing all in your handbag, so you can do the 
finishing touches in homeroom and the girl’s bathroom. Said to say that the time I was supposed 
to be praying to God at that moment before the bell, I was not caring about anyone but myself 
and my wants and needs. So, if you’re just like me then your fail day on this plant goes 
something like this: 

Chapter: 51 

Beep, Beep, Buzz, Buzz 



My day begins with Jenny aka (Jenna) Talya- laying on the horn in her black 2003 ford 
focus with the paint peeling on the hood. And reading a text from my bestie Jenny saying- 
‘Don’t forgetb*tches, it's love-o-grams day!’ 

My mom yells out the door every day not to do that, yet it goes in one ear and out the 
other with Jenny. Jenny does what Jenny wants to do. Yet that horn has a way of like going 
through you... you know. Especially at five- fifty-five every single morning. 

‘Hurry the hell up, I am not getting any younger over here! ’ She yells out the window of 
the SUV. And my mom yells about that too, ‘stop cursing!’ Then I say something like ‘Keep 
your pants on... I am coming! I am ‘camming! ” As the nosey neighbor lady peps- out one of the 
slats of their window blind at us. It always seems to be I am mnning to get where I am going, 
even from house door to car door. Most of the time passing up that one book up on the floor, 
which you need for class on the way out without thinking, in such a rush. I don’t even put on 
Rays letterman jacket he gave me to wear, I balled it up in my arms. Just like my purse and 
backpack zippers somewhat open, that was just thorn in my one right shoulder. 

Right before that my darling pain in the ass little sister Kellie, who is ten years old. She 
grabs one of my bookable handles and tugs me back off my footing. WHAT- is it! I spun around 
looking like a demon child just snarling at her. She said crying I just wanted to hug you, Karly. 
And I said- forget it... lam late now, and can’t you see I am texting my ‘BE! -Boyfriend’ So 
stop wasting my time little girl. 

(No-1 know I am not a very nice person. I know that now! Yet I did think! I thought I 
was going to see her letter that night. I would give anything to have going back and hugged her 
that last time... that day.) It seemed that I was always too busy to spend any time with her. 

As a teen girl, like I said. My time was mostly spent on boys- well mostly Ray, talking 
and getting together, and partying to be popular. I thought that was what living a good life was 
all about. It’s just as if she always picked the worst times to try to bother me. Um- I’m not 
perfect, and there is only some much time in the day to play, and she wanted to play all the time. 

Though, I can see her turning into a little me. I was the one she looked up too. Mom was 
certainly trying to get her some help for her impulsiveness; we all think she has ADHD or 
something for how clinging she is. She is mom and dad’s favorite though I feel, that girl is not 
what I would call under-loved that’s for sure. Yet mom and dad don’t see anything wrong with 



her having all that energy, and to be like running around, sucking down the soda and cramming 
down the junk food. She is picked on to like; I was before 1 fall into jenny’s hand of friends. 1 
hope she can do the same. All at the same time I hope she doesn’t, I don’t want to see her fall 
into the wrong as 1 did. 

I want to see her fall for a nice sweet boy someday that she loves. Not give it all away 
like- it did, just so I would not get teased about it. I guess the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree 
though, she takes after me! In like every way. She is just like me! I have always fallen for the 
wrong people too and stumbled on the ones that loved me... like Ray. 

Love is complex something that I guess I will never understand; I think... I have fallen in 
love with him. Until now I think I hold out another day to tell him how I feel. That I have to 
mean it when I feel I am fallen. (Little did 

I no... he would never truly know.) 

My little sis is always touching my stuff like my make-up and trying on my sexy short 
dress, short shorts, bras, and thongs. I have to just pat her on the head, and say what did I tell you 
about going through my thing. She is giggling- I am not too. Yes! That’s right... so don’t do it 
again-1 say. (Ugh really how you would like your sis putting your underwire and stuff like that 
on?) She thinks it’s okay to run around in the house in just underwire bottoms and less mom and 
dad say that okay, it’s cute she’s only seven. Yet if I would try that- oh my... the only place I can 
do that, is in my room. 

Little sis’s are always asking a personal question too. Like why do you have this and that 
and I don’t on my body, or can you teach me to do what you’re doing- please sis. Because she’s 
always busting in on me when I am on my bed. 

Like hello- embarrassing! Yet she still witches me even if I grunt out to leave. I have no 
privacy at all she always jumps up on the bed with me and has to ask a lot of questions. 

‘What yah doing- Karly?’ Um- what do you think? ‘I don’t know... like- what’s that 
purple thing you’re using that’s humming?’ Oh, my God- Just go! ‘Can I try?’ No- get! ‘I want 
to see and try...!’ Not now! 



And she runs out the room crying saying to mom- ‘Karly won’t share with me!’ And 
mom’s yells out- ‘Be nice to your sis and share.’ Mom just doesn’t get it, I don’t say anything 
back, as sis comes busting back in my room, all happy to learn how to ‘share’ as she calls it with 
me. So-o yah my sis starts to finger her vagina when she was 3 and was cuming. 

(Awaked! If there is a hell, I am proudly going there for teaching my sweet little seven- 
year-old sister, how to do that, use my old clear glass dildo with the cute pink-sh hearts on it, to 
cummie 7 times a day, like me. I thought she can get one and glass can wash clean, it's hers. Yet 
mom did say to share, so I did- and we do, now together!) My sister giggles l ik e a dork and said. 
This is so awesome, we love to masturbate together, time shared. The most fun I have ever had 
with you Karly; she said the first time. Yeah- well don’t tell mom or dad! -I said. ‘Okay, Karly!’ 

- She said. 

Though, she giggles all the time, but never quite like that. 

(#- Hashtag: Is that weird, playing with the kitty, and sis) 

Okay, TMI- Too Much Information! By the time, I did not even make it out of the house 
as you can see, there was not much time at all as always. And round that time Jenny is yelling 
out her Ford window at me and my mom. ‘How the freak is it hugging today Miss. B?’ And my 
sister has that gleam in her eyes... like-1 have a secret. (What a way to start my day. With all 
that pulsating around in my head.) Jenny and Maddie Jobs have their cars. 

Me, I can only hope for one, I have made it clear to mom that I am so not riding the bus 
with the creepy pre-teens to school, that is the most swagger-less thing you can do. The same can 
be said for getting dropped off, however, I am guilty of that one from time to time. I just want a 
car that runs. Maddie has a slammed to the ground blue and black Honda with the bumming 
raddling base, and a fart can muffler. You can hear that car long before you can see it, and when 
you do see it, you know it’s her! 

Loving people, you don’t realize, just how deadly that type of loving bound is. It’s like a 
disease that sucks down on you harder than any guy or girl can! At least that is the way it was 
with me. I have loved for all the wrong reasons, with all the wrong ones... they were slowly 
sucking the life out of me, and I was happy to give it all to them. They are what killed me. (They 
didn’t pull the trigger; however, they did drive me into the side of a tree!) 



I was killing myself for them anyways. Yet I always thought real love is even more 
dangerous because I have never had it... yet I was so close to having it with Ray. I guess that is 
why I never said anything to him. I loved my friends more than anything, yet did they love me? I 
was constantly grading what I was feeling. 

How, I wanted to be, all because of them, and only them... my friends. (Come to think 
about it now, like if they were my friends they would not be carried, or haven is envied of whom 
I want in my life or not.) 

(#- Hashtag: my life, I am a dumb ass, and mthless friends kill.) 

Speaking of cars, sometimes I get to borrow my dad’s red 4-Runner if necessary. But 
most of the time he needs it for work, so that’s like never. Ken, he drives a gray pimped out 
Dodge Cummins diesel truck, which his daddy bought for him that he was all jacked up. And 
poor Madilyn she has to drive her mom’s old, sad, and pathetic looking 1985 Toyota Tercel. I 
don’t even know what color that thing is... rust- maybe. Crap, they don’t even make that 
anymore, that thing hardly wants to go in the cold weather. 

As of now, it seems that the air is always cold around here at the start of the fall. Yet the 
sky shins that orange cast on the changing leaves, which feels, so picture-perfect agent the blue- 
gray October sky. The warmth of the sun is there; I can feel it rising on my face as I walk into 
the school. Yet, not as strong as it was in my bikini-ready body in the summer, as 1 laid out, at 
the beach with my friends. 

The sun in fall is a week like me, fallen to the mercy of the horizon line... just burnt out 
from all the changing sessions, which it had to indoor that year. 

So, for my last day as you know- it looked like it was going to storm cats and dogs. It was 
going to gush thicker slippery wetness than me and my sis did when we were sharing. Ha- ha, I 
had to say that. Anyways the sky was sinfully looking back and stayed evil black and deathly 
milky foggy. The sun did not shine. 

It was not one of those nice-looking days, it looked like hell was coming! 

‘Oh!’ 

Speaking of cats and dogs... why is it mine to look at me, and start licking me and sis’s 
toes from the bottom of the bed? That’s so strange! I thought it would start dumping down after 



we go to school. Mother Nature has a mind of her own, she didn’t have her crap together this 
morning. As far as the local news goes... who has the time to look at the television at that time, 
and the severe storms that they forecast are never as harsh as that say they’re going to be. 

I bounded into the passenger bucket seat. Jenny is puffing on one of many Marlboro 
Lights, surprising today she wasn’t vaping Marry-Jan with it too. 1 stopped smoking after I heard 
it makes your hoo-ha taste bad...! TMI, sorry- but it does! I was never one for smoking that crap, 
I did it for my friends. Plus, unlike Jenny, I didn’t want to die of any type of cancer. Pulls being 
stoned in schools... ha now that too funny, it’s like being in one of those whacked-out dreams 
with the melting clocks, it’s like can hear a pin drop. 

So, paranoid, and so freaking hungry. Hell No-1 would not recommend trying it- don’t 

do it! 


(If you want to be cool to get a job and a life, you can’t do that stoned all the time... 
that’s why you feel so alone and well fat.) Ya knows-1 think I have ADHD too. I can’t seem to 
stay on topic! Just like I say to my teachers along with all my friends that we all suffer from 
Tourette's syndrome for all the F-bombs and other profanities worlds, and free birds we drop-in 
class. Oh- oh, I remember this one time my teacher Miss. Riley said that finger should be used in 
public, and we all busted out giggling. And Liv said-1 am using that finger right now, is that 
okay! 

(#- Hashtag: Blowing smoke, day by day, and throwback Thursday) 

Okay so, back in Jenny’s car on that last day. She gives me the once over from top to 
bottom. Not bad- she said. Then Jenny lifted the fabric of my skirt and smacked my butt so hard 
and snapped the pink string of my thong, and said love that flirty short skirt. I said - Not so ruff... 
I’m kind of mbbed raw right now! She said- oh! Though it needs to be rolled up a little higher on 
your hip's girl. She pulled it up for me! Show them legs off and stuff. 

I sat down with my behind red and numb, as we spun- out of my street...! I was thinking 
to myself... I am showing more than just my legs, more like rosy cheeks too. Yet that is how I’m 
going to school. Jenny was always saying I was not slutty enough. I guess I’m not quite as free to 
show off all the goods as she is. Oh, I told her about my weird morning. So not a good idea! She 
was like- ‘for-reals’ that’s humorous, you poor thing! You just wanted to get off, and you had to 
help her get it in. 



I- can’t- believe- it! I can wait to tell the girls that one...! How do you get yourself into 
those things, she said? I was mortified! I knew I was not going to be eating lunch at school. Um- 
My mom I said, and she giggled even harder and rolled her big sparkly eyes. 

Note to self: Something’s I should learn to keep to myself only! I was never going to live 
that one down! On the drive; 

She said- ‘Want to hit McDonald’s?’ 

‘What do you want,’ Jenny asked me? 

‘I want a McGriddle and a hot- chocolate.’ 

Jenny- ‘I’ll have an Mc-muff-in... And an old lady’s coffee! She said!’ Sarcasm-1 was 
thinking awesome! Just what she needs! 

They don’t know how old you out when ordering at the drive-thm. So, you can get a 
small drink for fifty-five cents. The look on their faces is priceless when you bag and go! You 
know if I knew that was going to be my last meal, I would have gotten some else! Oh, I said I 
liked her skirt too, that I would have to barrow it some time. She said- Okay... but you’re going 
to look cuter than me in it! 

(Looking back-1 didn’t seem like just how jealousies she was of me. I was a good girl 
going bad. What she and my friends made me become.) 

I looked up at her and batted my eyes at her sweetly and said thank you sheepishly. She 
was a good friend. Still, I always felt so uneasy with her so close to me, yet I did tmst her with 
my life. There is only one week out of the whole school year Liv, Jenny, Maddie and I dress the 
same, and that is spirit week. Like PJ’s day, clash day, twin day, custom day, and school colors 
day as we call it boyfriend’s jersey day. I was going to be wearing number 14. 

I always- loved wearing his jersey. The scent and the feel, I felt so cozy in it on football 
Fridays. I like flannel PJ’S day too you don’t have to wear anything underneath and that comfy. I 
love these adorable PJ’s Ray bought them forme the previous Christmas, there pink and white 
and sexy and have a drawstring in the front! Jenny, Liv, and Maddie went to Victoria’s Secret 
and got the same ones so that we all could match. Which is the only time we have ever matched, 
other than a skirt here and there? 



(Yet now my PJ’s they don’t feel’ so special to me.) 

But- you know your boy loves you when he gets you gifts from there, or he will go out 
and buy you tampons no questions asked! And will hold you in his arms even when you’re all 
b*tch faced and emotional from PMS-ing. 

Oh, let’s not forget that, yes, we all somewhat match on Friday all the girls have that are 
popular have their own guys’ jersey also. Liv likes to wear number 19, Jenny 59, and Maddie is 
sporting number 3. Come to think about it. Maddie distastes the color pink and Jenny thinks it 
the only color in the world. 

Yah, I forget to say our school colors are red and black. It always so much fun to go to 
the mail together, because Jenny is a girly- girl and Maddie is a tomboy. It’s funny to see what 
they think is cute or not. The catfights they get into are very amusing! Like Jenny saying that a 
real girl shouldn’t wear all Camo or boy shorts undies and sports bras all the time. It shocked me 
that Maddie did wear the same PJ’s like me. 

Like go and do your things if you want. Just like I like Hollister, and Jenny like American 
eagle. Just like liv can’t leave the freak’n mail till she goes in and sees the old blue tmck at Old 
Navy. 

She got her first kiss at nine on the hood along with a few other things. 

Though she always said he would be back for her someday. Sweet but unlikely! That 
where they were supposed to hook up... yet he never did. We all keep saying to her that it was 
just puppy love. He’s not going to be there to wasp you away Liv, and like do it in the bed of the 
truck or something, get real! 

Liv- ‘He will! I know he will, I believe!’ 

Jenny- ‘Do you believe in Santa, faith, and not using a condom too, she said.’ 

We all giggled at Liv as we walked out of the store! 

‘Yeah, that kind of love only happens in novels, like theNevaeh books.’ We said. ‘What 
was that guy’s name that wrote those?’ Maddie asked. I have my books with me, Liv showed us 
as she pulled them out of her oversized handbag. ‘How the hell do you say that?’ Jenny said. I 
get Marcel, we have one dork named that in are school. Maddie started to babble- ‘Marcel Ray- 



Dur-reez, Door-ez, maybe it's Dur-e-a?’ Jenny blurted out overtop- ‘Diarrhea!’ 


‘WHAT!!!’ We all shouted at the same time, looking at her with confusion! 

Jenny- ‘I don’t know!’ 

Maddie- ‘Who cares... the Moovvviiieee- not the book is all we care about.’ 

Liv- ‘I guess you're right she pouted, and stomped her feet, holding her books in her 

hands.’ 


Me- She has those books with her all the time. Me- Thinking to myself, I wonder if they 
will make it a movie. I hope so because I not sure... that I can’t sit my ass through yet another 
wolf or vampire movie! I’ll end up strangling Maddie with Jenny’s spare per of undies that she 
keeps in her purse! Or at least put them in her mouth... so that she will shut up about it! Like 
her... gag on that crap, bit, and suck down on that, as well as see how that tastes! Girl you’re 
driving me crazy! Yeah-1 could see that happening! 

So-oo, if you have not guessed that was the day, we get are outfits for twin day! On twin 
day we all chose to go with short white miniskirts and brown and pink camo spaghetti strap tanks. 
OMG- they were so- so very perfect, pretty and cute! 1 was contented-that we finally found 
something that- we all liked, it only took four hours. I love those times so much when we all 
mull over every stupid little detail, everything has to be just right or to us, it’s an epic fall! 

At my school Clinton High, Jenny has a nickname for it, yet I am not going there, right 
now! We don’t have a snotty preppy uniform; we were what we have. It’s just as a slandered 
crappy public school that’s falling apart. The boys have it so easy ripped up blue jeans, plaid 
boxers showing, a shabby T-shirt with some dumb saying... Like-1 lost my phone number can I 
have yours. I remember this one-time Adam-James had this squirrel with to nuts on it. And the 
saying was... You can mb my nuts for luck. No- that’s okay... I would rather not! Looking 
down you’ll something like Nike sneakers, nothing to fancy. There is not much of a dress code 
for them to flow. 

Us, girls we work so hard to look good, it just doesn’t happen this way! Sometimes-1 
think Ray is the only one to notice or that appreciates me, yet was he the one that I was falling 
too? Most of the other boys here don’t care what we’re wearing just as long as everyone can 
come off after school. 



I guess I have a choice at the end of the day. Love is love and to me that something I am 
not sure if I can have with any guy, all I get is a one-night stand, where you wipe your mouth and 
walk away. 

At school, you see this a lot in all the popular hoys hooking up with all the girls that they 
thi nk they can score with, and the loser boys never get any at all form any girls. We girls have 
standers to whom with sleep with- you can understand, can’t you? It’s like one... two and done! 

Yet, I wish it was that easy for me to know my tme feeling, with the one I should want. 
(Perhaps- it would be too hard fallen, or that I’m so scared to fall in love, and be committed. 
Perhaps- he would not love me back? Perhaps- my friends wouldn’t like me being in a 
relationship. I do have to think about them and my reputation. Perhaps-1 would just be used like 
I always am or be excluded by everyone.) 

It’s smart to be the same as the others rather than standing out... you don’t want to be 
that one that gets chosen and nagged about for looking different. 

Amusing- we don’t have uniforms, yet we can’t be individuals it seems. In school, you 
also see a lot of hoodies, with the school name on it with our p*ssycat looking baby jaguar 
mascot on the front. That’s where the jock comes in by the way. Us girl we blow dries our hair 
and style it if you’re like me with a curling iron, like one out of ten of the boys even comb then- 
hair. 


We shave from the neck down! We have to squeeze ourselves into skin-tight skinny jeans, 
which you have to lay down to the button. We look good so we get all the right attention, you 
know it’s not easy to make a pink North Face jacket look sexy, yet that is what you see on most 
of the girls, and they work it because of the time they put in doing their hair and make-up. All 
these nice things we do... yet the whole objective, in the end, is to let some boy miss it up, one 
way or another. 

It’s going to happen- Smears- If its tears, fears, or boys- juices. Y ou’re going to end up 
with all kinds of smears, on the inside and out! Yes, there are smears on your face from boy’s 
things and crying. Smears you’re going to have to face because of. Smears that can’t be erased 
and can’t be changed. All the smears you get from your peers with fears, too... I should know I 
have lived with all of them. I choose to get smears by a boy, so I would not get smeared not 
being popular. Not being approved by the ones that smear, that is the teen seaside. 



Like when you can’t hide... I died because-1 was smeared in another way. Some smears 
you shouldn’t take to heart, be smarter than I follow your heart. Don’t be someone smudge on 
the side of the road just to wipe away. Be someone's reason to live. I guess- I miss being all girly, 
I miss that I did realize that he was the only one, that counted. The only boy I need to be all girly 
for! The one that had a hard time, walking away from the crash scene when I died. 

I try to be all hardcore, blunt and not care with ample anarchy. All the same 

I- Karly Barnes. ..Ido have feelings. I’m just an adolescent girl here nothing more, and 
I’m not trying to be your dirty little slut that yells o-yeah in your X- rated fantasy movie, she is 
not real. I am just a high school girl that’s trying to fit in real life. I’m not going to forget what 
you all do to me, just because I have too. I never thought to be popular I would have to be just 
like her, I just wanted to fall in love, and you to fall for me. I just want to carve pumpkins and 
kiss and cuddle in the fallen leaves, 1 have confidence in that 1 wanted areal love story! Would 1 
have had it...? What if... and if only... are the questions I appear to have! 

Yeah, our school has all kinds of clicks, some crazier than others. You have the scammer 
girls that every time they see a- girlfriend or girlie-friends, in the hall there obnoxiously yelling. 
Then there is the one that can keep their hands to themselves the PDA’s. We have hipsters, Emos 
and dorky geeks that can’t seem to get some. 

We have some that never shower, and we have cheerleaders that shake what their 
momma gave them, and we have stimulating jocks. Then there are the dramas and smarties, 
which you’re only going to see to do the impossible homework that you copy. Most of the time 
they just E-mail it to you, the night before. 

Everyone, but the complete loser geeks are only ones in the school that are not on some 
type of drug. Just about everyone drinks... I would say. Other the rejected losses that can’t get 
laid, because they’re so freakily weird, awkward and creepy. You know the type! 

Some in school has nine or more books, which are getting knocked out of their hands. 
Then some never carry a book in their life. For some... school is their life, and for some, it is a 
hell-a death sentence. Some are cheerful, and some are miserable! Emotional states in school all 
come down to what click you’re in... it shows if you want it to or not. Some are in the msh of 
their life, and others could give a crap walking around without a care in the world. Some are so 
jumpy if you say hey they crap themselves or babel in disbelief. 



That reminds me... like me and the girls sometimes just for amusement well go and pick 
out some loser virgin boy and say hey there- you like me. Do you want me? The way he acts is 
priceless, it sweet yet pathetic how they are around me and my girls. I am not trying to be 
conceited, but I am the type of girl they want! That they can never have! So, we and I teas them 
with that fact. They have even drooled over me and my girl in the click I am in. Oh, sometimes 
they even have to cover themselves in the front with their books, when I lightly brush up against 
them. All I have to do is talk softly in their ear with a sensual bowing breath! And they are all hot 
for me! It is like all they have to do is just think about me, and I know they have to run to the 
bathroom. Oh, harmless fun! I am beautiful, and I know it. 

Conversely, I feel ugly on the inside. I knew what I’m doing is hurtful, I have been there 
when I was little. 

Yet, I did it to get a giggle and approval of my clique of girlfriends. Plus, it makes our 
boys that we want so jealous when we look at other boys regardless of how dorky and shy, they 
are. Sometimes I look into their love-sick eyes, and then kiss them on the cheek, just so they 
have something to feel okay about. I try to be sweet I’m not a mean person, really- I’m not! 
(Every boy should get a kiss, even if it just a peck on the left check form a pretty girl. The other 
girls don’t do that or think that... they are heartless.) Those are the type of boys that we'll treat 
you right, I think... because, they have never had any, and once they get it from you, they will 
never want to let you go, they will do anything to keep your love. They would love to love you 
only if you love them back. Said to say that most of us girls don’t want that. That’s too easy and 
clingy and would hurt our reputations. Anyways as a result of being stressed out, I started to 
drink when I was about twelve at parties, about the same time I started rubbing off the older 
popular boys, that don’t even remember my name. That’s how most girls I know started too. You 
feel around and go from there. Yet do they care about you... or just the high they get? I don’t 
know that... but I do know that 1 drink way too much, however at least- 1 pass out. 

Just like there are some photos from my past that I wish I had, and there is one that I was 
never tagged in. Like I wish I had more pictures of me with the band kids and those types, and all 
the other ones out of my senseless click. 

Yes, some even with the drum major too would have been incredible. She was a friend I 
left behind way back in the younger grades, the one that got away, I never felt like I was part of 
the band because of whom was friends with whom. I could have done without all of those 



unfulfilled flashbacks. I could have done without all the one with my tongue hanging out, and 
hold red plastic cups all silly, or the sexy boobs shot, swimsuit shot, duck-faces, and peace signs. 

But I can get back what I never- ever had, and to me, that is just very sad. The saddest 
memories of all are the ones that were never made. 

(These are the photos in memory of me on Facebook. You can put wings on me, but I 
was no angel.) 

I don’t mind what they do in my memory. Ha, it’s not like I didn’t have friends drawing a 
penis on my face when I was alive. 

I- Maddie and the girls always planned on renting a small house together in 

Pittsburgh. Maddie and I were going to share a bedroom and a bed. And Jenny and Liv 
were going to have the other one. So, if we want to have boys over, we could. We could do what 
we wanted, that was the plan. Just like when we graduated that night, we all planned on getting 
forever anchors tattoos, plus getting a three more parsing, that we could have before, I have my 
ears and belly button, and the tongue is done, my mom was okay with that... dad not so much... 
yet he got over it. He always said that he didn’t understand why a party girl like myself- would 
want to do that. I would say to be a cool daddy. 

Thus far there were some other types, which I and the girl wanted to have, that mom or 
daddy well never know about. Jenny said that any girl that wants to be a good lover must have 
them. 


She called the one the hood emblem, I am not sure about that one. But If she thinks so... 
then it’s is a must-do! We could not weigh to be on our own. Like we wouldn’t have our little 
siblings come in on us either, and even so... with us girls, if we wanted to do anything at any 
time, we’re just that close that we do care what we see or hear. Like we have all been there 
together bent over bare in a row at some point at a party anyways, like with the same boys at the 
same time. We all know each other well you could say. 

So, we know that we could live together. 

(Showtime, it happens every night with me if I can, it a blue kind of night, spin the wheel, 
and I do what you want if you’re a top guy.) 



The show- Though there was that one time that Maddie, and I did mn away for two 
weeks to ocean city we had more boys that night than ever before. That was how we got a room 
at night to say like we did have any money. I planned on dropping out of school anyway, and I 
did, till my dad found me and made me go to school, dragging me by the hair. Saying no girl of 
mine is going to be a mnaway drop out. Yet daddy still thinks I am a virgin! He would he 
cmshed if he knows. 

(Well he did find out when I was naked under the white sheet on the table when he had to 
try to identify- before I got all pumped with emhalming flowed. He asked the mortician, and he 
said yes, she has been with someone.) 

Daddy always thought I was his innocent little girl, which was going to save all that for 
when I had that white dress on. Yet to he cool you can he daddy's little darling girl forever. 

(Now I think like daddy... as a dying girl. Mayhe Ray should have been the one, that got 
to be the first and the last. If I could go back in time. I would have done that. I do think-1 could 
have weighed a lifetime for that boy if I would have had too. He was something so very special 
to me. Yet now it’s never going to be the way it should be. That is something you can’t get hack 
even in a white dress someday, and I did even think about it at all. Like just because I was like 
always on the pill and could not get pregnant, that shouldn’t have meant that I should be with 
every boy that wants to have sex with me. What was I thinking... was I even thinking at all? I let 
my friend take over me and my life.) 

If I could say one last thing to Ray, it would be: Don’t forget about me! 

(#- Hashtag: Don’t judge me, mnway, and none-virgin roadkill.) 

I’m not saying, that I don’t like being at home, I do it's comforting to know I am always 
welcome, yet to he popular you have to have a place as soon as you turn eighteen. Or you’re 
forgotten about. Like no guy wants to be with you in your room when your mom and sis are in 
the next room over. 1 like living at home as of now, yet the girls don’t know that I love my 
family secretly, even if my sis is the only one that tells me that she loves me face to face. The 
love in the family started to die when, I became a teenager, and got into my click. 

Leaning frontward, trying to not smear on my mascara with one eye shut. Looking into 
the small visor glass. Jenny has never been the safest driver... I think she has taken driving 
lessons off of Beth Cooper. That just how wild and crazy she is. (I knew that she was going to 



crack my head like walnut to at some point.) She tends to run all the lights, stop signs, pass on a 
dubbed yellow line- on hills and blind spots. 

Jenny jolts me around harder in her car, then I get jerked around on the Thunderbolt at 
‘Kenwood Park.’ And that’s a roller-coaster...! 

Both have about the same oh- crap factor. 

(Ironic-1 thought I was going to be thrown out of that ride and not of Jenny’s car.) 

She floors the motor hard then that first hill coming out the station. She has even burnt up 
her beaks because she stops way too fast. Her brakes squeal louder than she does when she flat 
on her back getting pounded from her boy! Ha! 

(She can’t kill me now for saying that... 

I’m already going to be dying!) 

Kenneth better get me a teddy bear or flowers or something before long! I'm getting tired 
of getting used here, Karly. Jenny cries frantically out of her mouth because of her hormones 
going all crazy. Running throw yet another stop sign nearing missing an oncoming car, I nearly 
stabbed my brain out with my eyeliner pencil when she slammed on the brakes sapping my head 
forward and back. 

As you know Jenny and ken are a couple one minute broke up the night, just in a text. 

They were on and off as long as I remember. Yeah, there is some love there I would say, 
they just need to settle down some and trust. 

They have broken up at least nineteen times, since the beginning of this school year. 

That has to be a new record for them! They can’t seem to live without one other! 

The office-1 was sitting next to Ray Raymond while he was filling out one of the 
permission forms, to be somewhere... I betted my eyes up at him and then rolled them to the one 
side. ‘It’slike slave labor isn’t it!’ Ray and I have been going out somewhat since September 
without anyone knowing what we're more than just hookup friends. Yet again I think truly that I 
have been in love with him since a fourth or fifth girl. Back when I was nothing and he was too 



popular and cool to talk to me. I never forgot that I shouldn’t hold that agent him, though should 
I? 


I think-1 have somewhat... anyways, Ray was my first cmsh, that I feel all tingly over, or 
at least he was the first genuine crush! I did just the once kiss Steven Tucker in first or second 
grade, but that visibly didn’t rack in my mind or anyone else’s. We were playing an imaginary 
house, as a married mommy and daddy... Maddie was our make-believe baby! We even had 
tinny-like play rings with hearts cut in them. So really, I just wanted his chocolate chip cookie, 
before nap time! 

You know the first time you fall too someone like it changes you forever and no matter 
how hard your strain not to fall completely head over heels, that emotion and sensation that they 
give you just never- ever go away regardless of the others that have been with you. However, in 
life, you should know that you’re going to discover boys that you love they will say all the right 
things, at all the right moments in time in life. 

However, in the end... it’s more about their ways, and the way they are with you. If it’s 
real or just an act. You should judge them on their true actions, what they feel with you, and 
what you feel with them. Those actions of thoughtfulness and not the words they say that’s what 
matters in the end. 

That is the way that you’ll realize that you have fallen too them. That love... should be 
more than confrontations and hooking up. It should be more than a text at bedtime, or a pass by 
in the school halls muffled and muttered softly in crowds. 

Love is a sensation and feelings of actions you don’t hear, it’s what you see in person and 
feel. Love to me is a devotion that 1 don’t feel. Yet it was understood after it was too late to feel. 
Though I had that sensation each day of my life, with Ray... though I did not understand what it 
was, I reflect I was tmly in love. 

Just when you think it can’t get any worse it does. And-just when you think it’s never 
going to last it does. Life is a gift and if you don’t understand that it is... life can be taken away 
too fast, and you will be left in the past. 


For me to understand I was in love and what it meant, I had to see things differently. 



I understand that now... love is when you care for another individual’s contentment more 
than your own and don’t care what others think. No matter how painful the choices you face may 
be, to feel the love you have to feel the pain of losing them or them losing you. You have to care! 
The most significant things are the toughest things to say audibly. Why is it that it’s so freaking 
hard to say- I love you, and 1 only want you in today’s world of life? 

There is a boy out there that was meant for you, just as he was meant for me... I feel. 
Someone is meant to be the love of your life, even if you have missed up. Be sure to see it... just 
don’t die for loving the wrong things as I did. There is that boy out there like Ray, that will brush 
your hair out of your eyes too as he did with me. And send you flowers when you don’t need 
them. He will look down at you sweetly in a hug, or see you far down the hall, text you all night 
long, and be there when you’re feeling not okay. 

He will be the one that will tell you every chance he gets looking into your eyes that 
you’re the most beautiful girl he has ever seen. YES! I had that with him, and I did not believe in 
a loving feeling like that. NO! I did not understand what being in love was, I thought love was 
just hooking up and being with my girlfriends. As well as crying over all the boys that were the 
one-night stands, that I thought loved me more than mom, daddy, and little sis. 

I’ve never really had faith in anything when I was alive as a teen, it’s just not something I 
thought was needed to live life. Jenny and Maddie and most my age are atheists, though I would 
have to say I believed in something. I had a bible under my bed most of my life, yet never read a 
line of it. 

No, I do not blame God for taking me, if tbe others can live life and see what they’re 
doing wrong. Then that was the right thing to do. I think that God is forgiving... maybe too 
forgiving in some cases. 

(#- Hashtag: Clueless girl) 

Back in Jenny’s car before my last school day-1 say- Last year I got a dozen- pink roses! 
Jenny hits her cigarette butt on the cracked window glass flicking all the red and black embers 
off in the cold air breeze as we were speeding. At that moment, she slouches’ over the other 
ways grabbing her cup of strong coffee in the car holder, and then starts chugging down her 
mostly cream and Splenda concoction, well-exhaling puffs of smoke out her nose. I’m hoping for 
a stuffed animal to this year, or a ring would be nice! 



So, anyways after spirit week, starting Monday, we have this... I want to fall in love- 
‘Secret admirer week.’ It corresponds to the auntie drug relies upon’, where you wear those red 
ribbons pinned to your chest or inner leg. Jenny and the girls always seem to find ways to 
destroy there’s so that it will fray and fall apart. It looks like they have been chewed on. Any- 
how’s ‘Secret admirer week.’ Like- is a big deal, the student set up tables outside of the 
lunchroom, for a dollar fifty each a boy can, buy their secret love a colored rose with a love note 
attached. 

While- I am glad we’re friends, or I am cmshing on you. 

Pink-1 like you, I have a feeling for you, and let’s get together. 

Red -1 am totally in love with you, I want to be with you, and I am glad we’re together. 

The fun of the game is trying to find out who is sending them to you. Girls can get boys 
some too. Yet that’s not that common with the upperclassmen and getting flowers for the same 
sex is not allowed, why I don’t know. However, it’s an old-school custom maybe that why. 

Though every girl wants to feel loved this week! Said to say that no girl cares about the 
white ones. Only the nerdy boys send us those... they're wasting their time and money. The 
stronger the color the stronger the passion, or the boys that want to be or have been with you. 

Every, girl, wants one regardless, and if you don’t get at least one, you look like a damn 
fool! Every girl wants that pink or red rose. Yes, I have seen a girl mn out crying on Friday at 
last class bell when there are passed out. Hell, after a week of this week of hunger, desire, and 
yearning you need to have a hookup! I feel for them... yet why should I, they just need to change 
their ways... so the boys would like them too. ‘You have to give some, to get some!’ If you 
know what I mean! 

(However, looking back, I should have only been given that out to one boy, and not them 
all- the only one that matter... should have been Ray.) 

We also get a lot of those white ones to form the freshmen boys, that don’t understand 
what it’s like to get in girl pants. Cute, but- NO! I am not going to be your teacher! Plus, if a girl 
does send out a flower to a boy it’s usually a freshmen girl, sending to an upperclassmen 
hottie...! So, she can hook up for the first time. 



Yapper she is getting- desperate to lose it, and kiss it, and hit it at this point. So, she’s not 
a loser next year as a Cherry- Mary sophomore. 

(There are so many more life-changing peer pressures being a girl. Being that young to 
make those choices... you give in, I know that I did way before then. Only you- can say when is 
right! In the end, you’re the one that’s in charge of your vagina!) 

I would be okay with one flower- maybe. But only I knew if it was from him, but though 
I don’t- know. Hopefully-1 get fourteen or more that is what I am tmly shooting for this year! I 
say it’s a really big deal like how many roses you get. You can tell who’s the most popular, and 
who sucks at life. Just by looking at the girl’s hand, I am hoping that I will have so many-1 
won’t be able to hold them all in my little hands. 

If you get under two, you’re either ugly or faceless in the school kind-of like the sped 
kids, maybe both... they don’t get anything ever. I am not sure if I could take that kind of 
humiliation as they do. Some said girls get themselves some, and that’s just pathetic because we 
all know that she did. Like you know when it’s real, plus the girls at the table... that mn the sign¬ 
ups, let us know what they see! 

Jenny looks down her nose at me with her glistening eyes. So, are you enthusiastic as I 
am for this the big day Friday or what? Looking forward to de-flower day, she giggles- saying no 
joke. We are going to the open mic out the night, and then the hookup party right. You- coming- 
she asks me, and giggles even harder. Shmgging my shoulder while looking out the SUV 
window. I said-1 may be coming many times that night, and Jenny said- stop, I going to pee 
myself. 

Drawing a heart on the glass after my hot berth frosted the window. ‘It’s not that big of a 
deal really.’ I said- groaning softly. I was not amused by Jenny’s perverted- twists of words, so 
early in the morning. Jenny is always like that... yet as forme, I mn hot and cold. I have my 
moments-1 presume. 

I was thinking about how Ray said that his mom and dad are going to be away for that 
weekend. And that’s where I wanted to be, he tooled me about them going away like two weeks 
ago. Long be before Jenny even thought about this weekend’s parties. 

I know that Ray was eager and preparing me ahead of time. Because he wanted to have 
warm sticky sex with me all over the weekend in his bed, or mom and dad's bed, on the loveseat. 



or anywhere really in the house. Besides we would be able to run around his house stark naked, 
that’s so what I want to do in all honesty! I wanted to be with him, and do him only, and be his 
girl! So that he could shot his ha hum- tasty stuff all over my face and body after he was finished 
sliding it in and out. 

Certainly, about the same time, I start squirting him down with my shaking drizzling 
orgasm! That boy makes me tingly in all the right ways, just thinking about him! 

Thinking back- when I was about twelve or so, we got so close so many times of going 
all the way in... like in the back of the school bus, yet that more like foreplay to get us there. As 
we got older, we tried at the football games, and in my basement or my bedroom, with mommy, 
daddy and sis sleeping in the next rooms over. We have tried a lot of places. Though it seems 
that someone always saw us every time. Oh yeah- we have even played around with my daddy 4- 
mnner. So many times, it just felt so wrong. It would be tremendous to have it be perfect this 
weekend! 

So, when he asked me to stay the overall night, I said- OMG-Yes! Without thinking 
about it at all. Because 1 just want to be with him so badly! Jenny starts freaking out at me, 
slamming her half-empty coffee cup down in the holder, and then whacking the steering wheel 
stiffly with her long fingers curled up into a fist. Not that big of a deal? Or you-joking with 
me...? Like what wrong with you? I don’t know, maybe I am growing out of it. 

Maybe I am changing into a woman that descent want a bunch of guys, maybe I just want 
one. Jenny laughs herself senseless, and said- my darling baby girl, it sounds like you’re in love, 
and my little girl is big now? She’s a woman! That’s hilarious she said, you can’t be for real... 
are you? She said, with a sneaky suspension. Na-No? -1 guess not. I said shacked and regrettably. 

‘Give me a break.’ I can now feel the scorching warmness move stealthily moving ever 
so rapidly form my toes to my legs into my quivering chest, and then to my face. Naturally... I 
knew that my fair toned skin was starting to radiate a blemishing, throbbing, and trembling 
cherry red glow. 

My embarrassment always seems to show my emotional state, when I didn’t want it too, 
like this. Why do I do this, when I am ashamed, self-conscious, and just uncomfortable? Why 
now! This is something I can’t even cover up with more makeup. 

Perhaps it’s just disgust that I am feeling now too? 



I tried to be persuasive about everything. ‘I saw my expression in the mirror, and I knew 
that it’s most likely not going to happen the way I want it to.’ He would- like- have to kidnap me 
away from the girls so that we could go wild without anyone knowing. Making sure that all of 
them were completely off our trail. We are going to have to take a roundabout route to have sex 
and spending time together, of course, like always, yet if it was some other asshole at a part or in 
the backwoods, it would all work out. 

‘Leave me alone!’ I muttered through my one or two tears at Jenny, she was just rubbing 
it in that I can have a true love... that I really can’t have anyone but her and the girls, if I want to 
be in the click. I started retrieving through my bag to cover my mood. I reached swiftly for a 
Kleenex before Jenny called me a crybaby and nosed into more of my personal life anymore. ‘I 
don't know. For one and all, but the pain of changing your ways is the sharpest dagger of 
memory that you will have in human life. 

(‘Her voice was always so melancholy.’) At this moment I fell that all the X-out cream in 
the world would not fix my face after this morning! 

Jenny, like my lovely family, makes me want to break out. We pick on Madilyn for 
that... I can’t show this. Like we call her ‘Pimpled skank face’ too. I don’t want to look like that. 

(Madilyn is the lonely loser- that I should have been friends with... she would have never 
hurt me as I hurt her, she wasn’t a slut. Nevertheless, being that sweet and kind-hearted girl 
doesn’t get you anywhere. I mean really what’s in it for you? If you’re the good girl, you spend 
all your time at home; with mommy and daddy, wondering why you’re so misunderstood. 

With no friends at all, to see or hear from. 

Looking at photos and wall posts, and feeling in your belly all the things in life, you’re 
not a part of... It’s sad but true! 

Being that good girl, you lose out on so much, you lose touch with reality- I know she 
has... but in the end, does, it matters an 5 rway? I have partied my tight little ass off, and what do I 
have to show for it? I have gotten so drunk that I don’t even remember half of it... I have gotten 
so high, so many times to not feel the pain of life... I was mnning away from everything! 



Just, like I have used plan B pills to stop pregnancies at thread teen and up, many times 
like most my age... that stuff flies off the shelves in stores! I didn’t want a baby, yet I was killing 
lives... before they started, to have a red death period, to be a normal girl... that’s okay. So, I 
could just be a careless teen, and not even think about it, and do it all again. Being a teen girl, 
you just don’t think about what you’re doing to yourself and others! When really, I didn’t 
deserve to live myself. 

So, what is the point? No matter what you do, you’re going to have regretted it at the end. 
In the end who is your friend? Plus, what kind of a life are you having if it’s mshing by and you 
can’t remember it... the day after, and you have to take pills to terminate lives to please others 
just to be cool and popular... yah- right, you don’t have a life worth living!) 

Shaking in the sit of Jenny’s SUV. I quickly nodded my head for her approval, and then 
mb the steam of the window. Things are detracting fast outside, looking out I see that Jack Frost 
has done his wonder, it was a very odd start of the day. Everything is looking sparkly slick and 
shiny. Unusually cold... for this time of year. I could see my breath in the side, Jenny’s heartier 
was never the beast as she tries hitting it to get it working, I was beholding demand like drips 
everywhere on the trees, power lines, and buildings. Its freezing rain, it is magical- I said. Jenny- 
it like everything is frozen in time. Thought at the same time, I felt like my chafed intimate skin 
was cracking, it is that chilly. 

I hate that it’s like you shave your legs too, and all that in between before school and then 
you get goosebumps or cold, and just like that... you can see the dark little hair pop out, in front 
of your eyes. 

This day just keeps getting sweeter! 

(Not!) 

I went from feeling on fire to shivering with my knees knocking. Within like fifteen 
minutes! Jenny in deep thought she just blurts out the question, which she had an inkling about. I 
knew it was coming, she knows me that well. 



Jenny- So when did you and Ray do it... anyhow? I know that you have done something, 
it’s obvious- you like- like him! I lied and just said we did like two months ago. I would like to 
make up for lost time this weekend, just him and me! 

Jenny slams her butt back in the driver's seat. 

Jenny- ‘Oh my flipping God... baby girl, 

Gross! Wah- why?’ 

‘Don’t worry about it, I am fine just being with him only.’ 

Jenny- ‘I am worried about it, why him, you could have anyone. He’s not right for us. 

Any boy would be better, than that. ’ 

‘I don’t feel that way, and it’s not for you to decide. Why does it always have to be us, 
when it’s what you- want... you just... do it... you don’t ask me... you just do it... why?’ 

Jenny- ‘It most serenely is... Because I love you, and you going to have to choose who’s 
the love you want in your life... if you loo-vv-ee him a baby girl, then you can’t love us. You see 
what I mean.’ 

‘I can’t do both.’ -I whispered. 

Jenny- ‘NO! No- Kar- you can’t, I think you have been swelling way too much stuff, you 
lost your mind. To want that offbeat boy. Jes-z He’s cute but he’s not for you!’ 

Why! -I squalled. 

Jenny- (Panicking) He’s just not. Baby girl- don’t talk to him, don’t look at him, you 
know what. Don’t even think about him that way... you got it! 

‘Don’t call me baby girl, I am not your freaking infant that you need to pamper. I am 
going to have sex with h im tonight, and you’re not going to stop me!’ I screamed! 

Jenny- ‘Okay then, have it your way! 

You’ll- be- sorry!’ 

Go have sex with him, I know he's still a V- card virgin, just because he plays on the 
team, he’s not that popular you never see him on the field. I was thinking to myself, yeah that’s 



because we’re trying to do it under the bleachers or somewhere with someone isn’t stopping us. 
Yet it never fails someone is there...! 


Jenny- Do you want to be his first, with him being all clingy- creepy with you? I didn’t 
say anything back. If you do this, you know that everyone is going to mob you and make fun of 
you again. I am sure you’ll go back to being- that girl. Us girls- we wouldn’t have any 
admiration for you anymore. Karly- We got you where you are now, and we can take that all 
away in an aching heartbeat! ‘It’s no big deal, I know you’ll do the right thing!’ 

‘If you say so.’ - I mattered. 

Jenny has always found a way to make me nervous before the school day even starts. I 
see all the buildings with their shiny glass rush by, wording if tomorrow everything would look 
and feel different to me or if will I get starched out; I know he will feel different to me, I know 
what I am dealing with... with him, he is unlike the other boys, one he is a lot bigger, and two he 
is fully intact. So, I had something new to play around with there. I don’t mind that... I do feel 
that I am falling for him. He is so sweet to me it’s not even funny. Really if you care about 
someone nothing is going to stop you from having all types of sex. 

Nothing at all! 

Jenny said that he is gross for that reason, I should stay away because he most like is 
unclean or has an STD. But I don’t feel that way at all. That’s just ridiculous, maybe she likes 
him? And she thinks that going to keep me away, yet I know-1 think other girls my age has the 
wrong ideas to what they think should be standard practice. I hope that the other girls don’t look 
at me differently for wanting him. But if they do; I still have him in the end. If I have to fall too 
that boys’ level that’s okay with me. 

Sometimes, you don’t choose whom you want to be, or what you have, sometimes it just 
happens that way, and you have to live with it; because it’s not for you to decide on. Jenny and 
the others they don’t get that. I have to be in love, there is nothing wrong with him in my eyes, 
and he’s just perfect! 

Jenny and the other girls in the click they don’t see the cemetery we have together all 
they ever think about is the hookup. I just hoped that everything would work itself out! 



We arrive at Olivia’s Hansom- Liv’s place and before Jenny can even honk the horn- me- 
P- 

The door bursts open and swing radically on it hinges smacking back and then forth. Liv, 
she comes trotting down the walkway like a model. She is strutting in her brown pointy toe high 
heel boots looking sexy as hell. Though the sidewalks are- a sheet of glass. 

I don’t understand how she can bounce, jiggle and wiggle like that with four-inch heels 
on ice. Like-1 fall on my ass just looking at ice! That takes skill- when I wear heels they turn 
over on the sides when it’s not on the ice. She runs out of the apartment complex in the morning 
like it’s on fire, I just don’t get that... like- how can you be that freaking perky this early. I 
wonder what she is running away from. Liv opens the door, Jenny blurts out nice nipples you got 
point out at me, you think they're showing enough there liv? 

Liv- yes, yes- Ido... there are just so cold their rock hard, I didn’t think it was going to 
be this cold! Liv is in a short belly button showing tank top with a little blue washed-out denim 
jacket over top a thin white tank top, paired with a short brown ruffle skirt. Even though the 
weather report that she took the time to look at said... it was below freezing this morning. This is 
what she picks to wear. I say- it is a little nipp-aly today right liv! A quote from one of her 
favorite books, she just giggles awkwardly and says- yes, yes- it is. Jenny says you're donning 
better than Karly, and her sisters that are mbbed raw! Ask her about that Jenny snickers. 

Liv looks at me with a look of confusion, I said please don’t ask! And I pouch Jenny’s 
arm. Liv says- Okay then. Jenny said- I’ll feel you in at lunch Liv! I just shook my head - no in 
disbelieve. She was going to bring more than that up at the table, today I could just feel it, just 
like I thought. 

Flashback- That reminds me of last Friday night the night of the bonfire, we all were mn 
and dancing like wild caveman around the shooting flames, as the worm heat and glow shined in 
the skin as we would flash the boys that would pass us by, so primitively we were acting so, that 
we could have a matting afterword. 

So anyway, after the running around the boys found their girls, I remember seeing Liv 
and Jenny getting kissed sucking face and their boobs and butts getting felt up. Their boobs 



looked the same as Liv’s does right now, cold and flawless. Ray and I just had look at one 
another from afar, though his eye never stopped looking at me. 

All the hocking up was making me hot and thirsty. Yet, I couldn’t get what I wanted so 

badly. 

At about that time is we everyone stop noticing me if I was there or not, they were in the 
passion moments. That was the time I choose to cut loose, so I ran up to him and I said let's get 
out of here, we did we sneaking past all the couples, to get into his tmck down the way. 

We got out of the school field with the motor running softly, as we thought completely 
undetected, yet that is never the case. Anyhow, we spend to Walmart and was in the back of the 
parking lot. 

Fourteen minutes later- The bonfire is now being soaked with water by the fireman, as 
the event is over and everyone is heading to their cars. Did Jenny ask where Karly? Liv- how the 
hell should I know like it’s not my time to babysit. Maddie-1 thought she was with you! 

Jenny- okay then... she can walk home for all I care. I not spending my night looking for 
her. I have my boy, let’s just go. 

Karly-1 started slowly, pulling off his briefs downwards to his knees, his erection triggers 
up and out at me. I get down between his legs; I was on my knees; drawing him in ever so deeper 
into my mouth. So that I could feel him at the back of my throat and then to the front yet again, 
over and over. 

My tongue whirling around the rim and tip. I was sliding my misty tongue from the base 
to the end tip too. 

Yes, sucking him ever so harder and harder! He was firm up to that point, till I could taste 
his wonderful pre-come mixing with my saliva, as I went down even farther than the times 
before, sliding my gulping lips tightly around, it was all dripping down him, as I moved my head 
up and down a few more time completely fishing off the blow job. Suddenly, he sits back up 
after losing all control. When he descended into me, and to my movements. 

Ray busted a nut at the back of my tonsils. He was saying what was happening, while 
holding my hair out of the way, with his right hand. And shrieking my name at the finish, as my 
eyes were looking up into his rolling back in enjoyment! I gulped it all down and showed him 



my cleaned off tongue afterward. Then and there I said- ‘How that was that!’ he just moaned- 
‘Aww-uh-al’ he was speechless! And that was good enough for me. 

Around that time is when he tugs my thong off, and slide it down my smooth legs, and 
feels the little bit of short hair that was growing on my pubic bone, with his soft touching hand. 
He reaches between my legs and pulls on the white interwoven string, and gently pulled my 
tampon out and tosses it into the nearby floor at his feet. 

I knew at last my hole was open, and ready for him to slip it all the way in! He balled up 
my undies in his right hand and tosses them onto the floor of the truck also. As he started sucking 
and tugging down on my hooded lady with his lips. And I said there’s no time for this... come 
one let’s just do it! 

About that time is when, is when I managed to get the condom out of the wrapper, which 
was in my hip pocket of the skirt which was just pushed up. I put it on for him... it’s just easier 
that way. I was preparing him to unload ‘round two inside of me. I sided and unrolled it down 
him. Making sure everything was right. At last, we are going to do it...! 

(Y-ha!) 

I was just about to get on top of him from the passer set. That is when I looked over two 
or three parking spots down Jenny and ken was looking at me, and somewhat at Ray's tuck, as 
her SUV was rocking side to side. I looked even harder and Liv and Maddie were making out in 
the back seat. I think Maddie saw me, I yelled don’t put it in Ray, we have to go! 

I’m- like really... really! I can’t get away or get off fast enough! I snapped the mbber off 
him, so quickly it made a popping sound. 

(Just rip it all off- he screeched at me.) 

So, I tied note in it as I do with them all, and I threw it out the window onto the pavement, 
not thinking it would be found... I know what they must have thought, they must have seen us! I 
said- This is never- ever going to happen... Ray. My head lay on his lap, and the body curled on 
the seat as he pulled out of the lot, passing the Burger King and DQ his jeans wrapped around his 
knees! 


I said- So just get me home before they see us if they didn’t already. He was just a little 
shaken up, to say the least. We can never go any further than that before someone is watching! 



(What I don’t get is why did they care?) So, Ray and I didn’t get it that night either. All he saw 
was my freezing boobs after he unbuttoned my top and jostled and pulled my bra lose from the 
back. (Like- hello- it is not that hard to get off.) I was wearing a skirt for easy access, as you 
might have guessed. 

Seeing Liv like that... is what brought all this back to my mind. That is how Jenny 
figured out I liked Ray more than a friend, she followed all the suspicions that she had. She is 
smarter than she puts on to the guys she with, it’s like she knows me better then I know myself! 

Oh yeah, I had him drop me off a street back from my home. And of course, to add more 
drama it started to pour icy rain down my body, and the car that passed had to splash mud on my 
face on my clothing, yet I hiked... so I could say to Mommy and daddy I walked, without 
hearing yet, another long lecture about the birds and the bees! That way I have a layby for 
everyone that cared where I was at. 

(Mommy and Daddy were so in the dark with me. Nonetheless, that is how every young 
teen girl wants it to be... I’m-1 am, right? Mom and Dad knowing everything you do are not 
cool, plus you wouldn’t be doing it anyway if they did. 

What they don’t know won’t hurt them!) 

Mom was pissed that I had to walk home, I could hear screaming on the phone that night 
I was in my room, after having a long hot shower. Yeah somehow, I came down with a sore 
throat, he- he. 

A win forme, Jenny and the other girls got hell, and not me! Daddy even read me a 
bedtime story, he felt that bad for his little girl, that was crying over how she was dumped by her 
cruel girlfriends. 

Daddy asks me this question out of the blue. Karly...? Why do you always have a 
Pringles can on your nightstand, next to your bed? I’m like don’t open it! I was thinking to 
myself. Um-1 said nervously. Now it is in his hands, he was going to get I chip out, and I finally 
stopped him with my hand before the lid came off. Saying- Daddy- don’t! And I think he got the 
drift, by the look on his face, that there were no chips in there. Who would ever... thought... that 
one... yet daddy always seemed to be hungry, I should have known? 



He put the can back down where it was, and turned to look at me; he patted me on the 
head, as I was laying on my back in bed, kissed my cheek. He tucked me in and then left the 
room all gloomy and shaking his head at the same time. His complete attraction was nice for a 
change though, yet so weird. The light went off and he latched the door closed. That when I took 
my restating Pj’s off and throw them on the floor with all my other dirty laundry turned over on 
my side. I fall asleep; in my bed slightly uncovered or completely deepening if I move around in 
my sleep. Oh, and if anyone sees how I sleep from that point on. Oh, well that’s their problem... 
they should’ve nocked! 

(#-Hashtag: eye-reaction, a failure to lunch, shut down & freezing temps) 

Liv getting into the SUV after she does her little mnway walk. She says what the point of 
looking so freaking cute if you can’t show it all off. So, Liv pulls up her top and flashes her 
chilled bouncy boobs at us, and they fall out so perfectly with what looks like two eyes gawking 
at us. So, Jenny being Jenny, she rips down her thong swiftly, plus up her skirt up and flashed 
her lady thing right back as she then hunches over putting her butt all up in her face... letting her 
breeze blow, saying beat that honey! Liv smacks her ass firmly saying, I already did before you 
did that, I am not wearing any underwire today. I say- you guys are so-oo gross! 

We all giggle! Oh, Liv is that glue that keeps us together, and she makes us unwind. It 
seems that all my butterflies go away when Liv is with us. I said- Jenny already said my tmth or 
dare for the day. 

Liv grabs what is let of jenny coffee in the cup holder and glops it down. Saying I glad 
you all got me one. Jenny said- we did get you a McGuffin, girl you’re sitting on it, she giggled. 

Liv- aww-crap! That’s going to leave a mark! Liv shouted. I thought that was nasty that 
Jenny did that to her. Like she was envious of her ferity skirt. Jenny has to have the spotlight like 
always. Liv spins her skirt around on her lower west, so the back is in the front and starts crying 
about how it was new and she bought it with her own money and dabbing the grease and yellow 
cheese stain with a used cmmpled up snotty napkin. 

Liv did notice that she did that before she sat down. Shocking because of how she’s so 
touchy about what’s on her seats, you drop a crumb and she freaks out. Jenny slaps her one the 
back snickering and says it will wash out. Yet I knew that wasn’t coming out. Plus, she has to go 



to school like that now. I said- look on the bright side. You can always give your butt Muffin to 
your wiener dog ‘Pickles!’ Liv was just starting in her seat not saying a word, with her black 
mascara running down her cheeks, her day was going just as well as mine, I could just tell. 

Dan Dilco- Liv calls him her ‘Dildo’ because he became her new sex toy over the 
weekend and for now... instead of that. She gives him that pet name, there have been a lot of pet 
names, that is how we all keep track of them all too. She has one of those also like most of us 
girls, nevertheless, she’s more cover than me, in not hiding it in a Pringles can. 

Anyway, this one came about because it rhymes with his last name. I guess she thinks 
that’s cute. He’s the last one on the list to pick up today. I’m sure next week or maybe tomorrow 
for all I know it will be someone new, but as for now, he’s the one that is all homed-up for her as 
she is for him. It won’t last... 

I think she randomly started making out with him at the bonfire, they have hooked up at 
least ten times, senses Friday. I don’t think Liv knows what she wants. I think she is to Bi or Bi- 
curious or something to choose. 

It seems after they become a dating couple it ends as fast as it starts. I don’t think she’s 
that hard to get along with, high maintenance maybe, but she’s a sweet girl overall, with a too 
loving and tmsting person. Liv his already asked me to go out with her... Um-1 like her, yet not 
in that way. I have been there done that kind of a thing, I have kissed her, yet I never thought 
about it going an 5 ^here. I don’t want to end a good friendship. Plus, I only want the forbidden 
boy named Ray! 

Standing on the comer sidewalk, cold as steel in his letterman jacket weighting for us 
next to his place’s steeps, there he is... What can 1 say; he is a lip-licking, eye batten, and 
moisture beading hottie. 

You know the type long defined hard body, tan and handsome with light brown wavy 
hair parsing blue eyes, the type of boy that makes you pulsate just looking at them, even if his 
face looks like it was getting frostbitten. 

Um-hum, I can see why she went for him? He's like McDreamy holding on to what 
leftover of Liv’s McDonald's muffin, as he gets in the SUV. Looking dumbfound yet adorable. 
Liv- look what happened, she shoves the muffin in his face when he bent down to set. 



He ends up saying- It’s going to be okay baby, no need to cry anymore! Wow- He seems 
to like her, and that’s a plus. Maybe this is the one her? We pull away they can’t keep their hands 
off one another in the back seat. Their playfulness to me that good thing, it got Liv over her 
accident in a hurry. The muffin rolled to the floor when she decides to make a quick move to sit 
on his lap the rest of the way, with his arm hugging her from behind around her tummy. 

(It’s so cute!) 

I want to say that Liv lost her virginity freshman year, yet not to whom you would think. 

I had already been with like three other boys, and one girl. Yeah, we all go there at some point in 
our lives, we have to see what we want, where we have to find our sexuality, Maddie and I 
hooked up a Sophomore year and we dated for a like week. Holding hands in the corridors and 
kissing, and all that stuff. 

Nevertheless, I always had my mind on Ray even then... even now. Just like she had her 
mind on someone else too. 

Liv is one that asks me the most question for advice. She feels close to me, like a sister. 
She is the one that asked me, before doing it the first time. If I was sore after the first couple of 
times, I had sex if it bleeds a lot and what it like as she called being ripped oven, I said yes like 
hell, but it gets better. Just let him do what he needs to go slowly as you’re on your back and 
count it down before he goes all the way, and after it will feel really good. 

I know that made her twenty times more nervous, yet I was tmthful. Liv never knew that 
some things have to be opened to have sex, she thought that her horseback riding on the 
weekends at her grandpa’s farm would have done that for her- nope. 

She thought that volleyball would do it too- nope. She was not brave enough to do it 
herself, unlike Maddie how was in seventh grade when she did to herself out of curiosity. I 
remember Liv saying that she was scared, so I said for the first time let him show you what to do. 
Like there not much you need to know others the lying down or bending... you can do it I said, 
and she smiled and said that it? 


I said you’ll do fine now on no until they try, can you do that? She said- yes, yes- I can! 



‘I told her just feel it, if it feels right, don’t think about it, and go with it.’ (Any why I 
help my girlfriend become what she is today.) 

Liv grasps her tummy, and said, 1 hope that’s just hunger pains, I not feeling too good, 
because I not sure if... she didn’t fish the sentence, and Dan said-1 hope you are, I don’t mind. 
Jenny slams on the brakes hard, 1 hit my knees on the dash. Jenny looks back at them and says- 
WHAT! Do you think got her pregnant? What were you to thinking, are you to dump to pull the 
freaking thing out! Dan- no, and it knows of your business, maybe it broke, and it was anybody’s 
fault. 


Liv, it can be; I am on the pill. Jenny- yeah and it only works if you remember to take it! 
Me- 1 was speechless, twirling my hair around my one finger. 

Like she would know better... right? Yet, she never asked me those questions, and she 
can be forgetful. 1 said oh- boy. Then- Jenny says oh no- no Karly it could be a girl too. Liv 
holds on... we don’t know for sure now, after school I will do a test or three. Jenny- gets in her 
handbag and said- ‘the test its in the bathroom when we get there. We need to stop this for you 
before you can’t.’ Dan- what if she doesn’t want to? Jenny- Shut up, no one asked you! Get out 
of the car now! And he did... Me-1 didn’t get invalid, because it was what Liv wanted to do; like 
I didn’t want a say. 

Liv was crying again... yet we would have all been late for school if he wouldn’t have 
gotten out. Because Jenny would not have moved forward with him in her SUV. We left Dan on 
the side of the road. Jenny even broke his cell phone by throwing it on the solid ground ripping it 
out of his hands, when the sides all I do is make a phone call. Yet I had a feeling that we 
wouldn’t have to worry anymore at school as if it was a boy or girl. Because Jenny would be 
giving her something, and explaining to take this pill, and it would be still from that moment on 
like she did forme with my first freak up, when I was younger than a- freshmen. 

On the dive, after we finally got moving again, going to the school we pass Madilyn the 
meek and humble walking all by herself with her head down all lonely. Jermy grasps that muffin 
off the floor slow the SUV almost to a stop rolls down the window and throws it out, hitting her 
in the face with it. She’s yelling the words- dumb-ass skanky loser as all the cars pass! What 
happened did your jalopy car broke down again... Maggie- She looks up cry saying no my mom 



had to sell it to pay the bills and put food on the table. Jenny stops completely- aww, that’s so 
sad, she rips my coffee out of my hands, and slashes in her face down her top, and floors it. 

‘There a free meal for yah.’-she said 

I remember that first kiss that I had with Ray... oh so long ago, it meant so much to me, 
even more than what comes after the first kiss. It was so sweet and most inane feeling; he was so 
shy he nearly missed my lips. I recall that he didn’t even use any tongue. He got better each time. 
Like I said we tried, I didn’t mind teaching him what to do. He’s the football player just trying to 
fit in, and I was in the band girl looking like a dork, yet I liked it. I got to go places, and see 
things. 

Things my girls just don’t understand. Jenny can hardly read a book, so I don’t see her 
reading or liking music as I did. 

That was before Jenny and the others made it clear to me that being a tmmpet player was 
not cool, that I need to choose them or the band. Plus, that I was not going to get me any, even 
though it was, just not as fast and with so many. 

(She just wanted to keep me away from him. I think, looking back on it. Hell- Jenny 
doesn’t have any talents, she was only good for a couple of things, and at the end who cares. And 
the other girls in my click did as she said too. If Jenny couldn’t do it, you didn’t do it.) 

I was there mainly so Ray and I could be on the bus and games together or meet up, 
which is where we kissed for the first time, at one of the away games. On the bus, we used to get 
down in between the back sets it was all band kids, they don’t take other clicks I had nothing to 
worry about. We could hold tight and make out with one another to our school, yeah with the 
others looking not caring that it would get around. Things were different back then. 

Popularity changes you...! 

Yet, I just wanted to follow the football team nothing more. I did a lot of things just to 
see if I could be with him, yet the girls came first before for all and everything, I can’t do what I 
want. It all comes down to what do I love more...? So, I went out for that cheerleader too in 
tenth grade, not long after leaving the band of three years, just for my girlfriends. I stop cheering 
own my own after like two weeks in after I fall out of a bucket toss intention Madilyn at a game. 



Ray runs off the field from the sideline and I fell somewhat perfectly into his arms yet 
smacking my head on the ground beforehand. I knew after that I was truly fallen to him, he 
carried me off the filled and the paramedics did their thing, and I don’t remember anymore after 
that, the memory went black. 

I woke up with him standing over me, I was in a bed in the emergency room. He was 
holding my hand, I will never forget that, even though I can remember it all, because of my 
impressive head pounding concession, nevertheless I am sure he was there for me when I need 
him the most. 

I feel he has always been there, even when I need him on the list too. 

(#- Hashtag: face plant, high pitched screamer, and fingering fun.) 

We pull into the school parking lot. I close my eyes tightly to the thought of the day to 
come, I was thinking to myself- please know more bull crap drama, I can’t take anymore today. 
Yet I knew I was in for a lot more. I had to go to a happy place, and that place was with him in 
my mind like at the winter dances, at the old movie theatre, or even in my room, I could only 
imagine how sweet those moments would be. 

I remember the end year back in the seventh grade we had danced before I was all the 
way in with my girls. I went with him on a date, we were younger no one seem to care then. 
However, there was nothing like having him pulling me towards him on the dance floor and 
suddenly kissing my lips, yet this time I could feel his tongue sliding underneath mine, I could 
feel the heat from his hot breath, as it took my breath away. 

I could see the twinkling white lights blur in my sight, as I closed my eyes. I could feel 
his hand running through my long hair, his hands moving down me and gripped my butt through 
my blue party dress. 

Yes, the bass was vibrating, the air coming from above was a child. The reverberating 
music seemed to all be- fading away as he seemed to be pressed very tightly as if we were one, 
we could feel one another's bodies, I sure he could feel my heart flutter and skip a couple of beats. 



As I was shaking all over. With the pounding inside my ribs as my chest was shushed 
upon his. As I did his hips did press- into mine and everything was pulsing. My arms wrapped 
around his neck we were swaying side to side, nothing back then to hide, it was wonderful. 

The back of my mouth was dry, and sore from painting in his embrace. I will never forget 
that night that kiss it made me light-headed into his arms as I got dizzy like the dance floor was 
springing. 

I was never happier in my life when he had to sit me down on his lap at a table, which led 
into the bathroom together with a little lighter. Yet we didn’t get that far, with the t eachers 
looking for us. I have never had such a climaxing moment in all my life, not even getting high 
could compare to, that first French kiss and feeling his firm... boner... all pressed against me. I 
thi nk that was the first time, I ever made a boy do that, without making it happen for him first 
using my lips or hand. 

(Yet, I wanted to be popular more than anything, maybe I blow it myself; having to be 
with so many others to get popular. I didn’t know that love, and arousal was that it should be a 
real thing that just happens, that it is not forced. That it should be there before you start moving 
forward in a hookup or relationship. He was the only boy, that I felt that way with he was my 
fantasy lover. 

I think I could have had him then and gave it up. In the end, he was always my fantasy; 
before school, throughout the day, at night in my bed, in the shower and even in my dreams. On 
my mind and in my head, and times alone I was alone like that he was- all mine!) 

(#- hashtag: lust stuck, pitching a tent, and bump and grind) 

Chapter: 52 

Popularity can Suck 

Popularity can make a girl suck, and sucking can make a geeky girl popular. One way or 
another a girl is going to be sucking at something or for something in high school. That’s just the 
way of life, it may sound sucking... yet it is true. The point is that popularity is an outlandishly 
bizarre thing to apprehend. The popularity’s like you can’t aesthetically give it a realistic 
definition. 



What you do to get popular isn’t glamorous and is not spoken about becoming no one 
cares to hear what you have to do. You’re cool if you do this and you’re a loser if you don’t do 
that, depending on your click. Like some can do, and some can’t... the ones that can’t- are the 
ones that we talk about. 

Girls you know if you have it when you give that flirty look at any boy from the comer of 
your shimmering eye. You know you have it when all you have to do is flip your hair with your 
hand, and the girls and guys look at you. 

Popularity is like teen pom, it’s not even though it’s happening in front of you. With its 
oohs and a-ahs, that only show what is thought to be the good parts and not the bad. It’s just like 
that because it makes you feel good, and the girl seems happy to get it. 

(Yet is she... is she really happy or just taking a pounding in the end.) 

It just like that because the ones that just have to look and see... that they don’t have any 
of their own. It makes them feel miserable. If they can only look at what they can’t have they are 
losing out. Since they can see it, they can only hear it, yet they're never going to feel it in real life, 
only less they do as they see. And that wanting to have it, that makes them even less desirable to 
the one that does have it already. 

I have been there, and I did what I had to do. In a way, I gave up what I had in the past. 
Just to be one of them and be a popular girl in an ever-changing future uncertainty. Instead of 
that girl that had a boy that was without a doubt in love with me. Why you ask... for popularity! 

In a way, the boys- is- what makes a girl popular... to a point; and the popular girls are 
what displays witch guys you want to be with. Yes, like girls want to have what is already been 
taken, it’s the challenge of taking them away from another girl. 

Just like girls that have popular girlfriends, before you... they can get you higher up on 
the invisible list if you fall to them a do as they want, and by hooking you up. Why because they 
have been there already. How you get popular is all on you. Plus, what you’re willing to do and 
willing to give up. If you have no friends or don’t know predominant boys in your life, then 
you’re not going to be as prevalent in high school. If you fall too your knees and party your ass 
off, you just might rank on the list. Like I said- what you give, is what you get. Popularity and 
hooking up, it all goes hand and hand. 



(#-Hashtag: cheap thrills, one-night stands, and what happened to just hold hands) 

Jenny is a drop-dead dazzling girl in our halls. With her baby blues that make you a week, 
yet Just as gorgeous as she is on the outside she twice as ugly on the inside. That is where her 
outstanding looks end, she has everything every other girl has, she just an average Jane at an 
average height like all the others most of the time in the winter wearing the same average- 
looking size seven blue jeans with the sparkles on the hip posits when it too eold to wear her 
short skirts, like everyone else. What she has more than the others is the ability of how to get 
what she wants, when she wants it. 

She has to get her way, and she acts that way; she thinks she’s the hottest girl in the 
sehool, and her ass shakes side to side to prove it, and yet really, she looks the same as every 
other missy walking by. Though from what the boys say she is the hottest. And yes, it went to 
her head in like a sixth grade that she was the one everyone wanted or wanted to be. Yet she had 
braces on her teeth and now they are perfect and white. She had puberty pimples that she covers 
with makeup, she not even as clean as some that shower, or shave more than she doses. The boys 
that she hooks up with determines how good she feels about herself. 

No- she is far from perfect! 

Me- the only thing, I like about the way I look is, that I have these big beautiful jade- 
colored eyes in the light of day. And that they change throughout the day, like my moods to a 
moonlight soft gray-green at the start of the night. What I never liked is that, I am what they eall 
dainty and super skinny, I was like a size one skirt, 1 guess that is better than being fat, like some. 
Though I am shorter than most my age. Ha- it seems that 1 always have to look up at them, one 
way or another. 

I have lengthy cherry-brown, whieh straight with flipped waves only at the ends. Bushed 
cheeks most of the time, I have fringes that 1 try to eover up, and my teeth, for the most part, are 
perfect, all for one that’s slightly out of line that I call the fang. I have a small nose and face, 
with a big smile showeasing my soft pink lips. I feel my ears are too big, yet I have mutable 
earrings. 

Nevertheless, my hair eovers them anyway. I don’t have much of a butt or chest, yet it’s 
all there for a girl my size... yet Ray likes what I have, he has felt it all up in the past, so maybe 



that’s all that should madder. Yet I think Jenny and every other girl at the school is prettier, 
sexier and cuter than me. I can help it, I feel dissimilar, yet I made the list, with a little help from 
my friends, and the boys they party with. 

Janet Cassidy is fair prettier than Jenny, but being good looking doesn’t make you that 
more popular, and I certainly don’t think Janet even had a date at all yet. She’s in the same grade 
as us and that’s not a good thing for her. 

I remember her asking a lot of boys out for the winter dance, nevertheless, she not 
popular, because she doesn’t want to do anything with a guy or party, because she is to Christion 
and all the boys no, that she wants to stay pure, so they don’t want to be bothered with her if she 
not going to hook up. Guys only want a sure thing... not a bible lesson. If a guy takes a gal out 
and spends all that money on her, he wants something in return, yeah other the whammy talking 
at the end of the night and maybe a kiss on the cheek. And all she does is whine and tease. Tmly 
she only gets on her knees for the lord. 

(#- Hashtag: hot or not, Sister Christian, chastity belt, me- I’m just a tiny girl, and don’t 
call me a red-head) 

Just like this one girl named Lorie, that’sjust a freak’n ninth-grader, and this girl her 
boobs are rather big. And here’s me over here. I’m flat as a board compared to her. Like, have 
you ever done the nose to the wall test? Me- my nose hits the wall first, not my boobs. I hate 
that! Just like Jenny can do a split with her one leg going up the wall touching her head, and I 
can’t. I’m not that flexible... like I can’t spread my legs quite as open as she does. Yet she was a 
cheerleader a lot longer than I was too. Looking at other girls just makes me feel weird. I like 
what I see on them, yet not what I see on myself, yet we girls all have the same things just 
slightly different. 

(I never really learned to love myself, so how was I going to love anyone else. And no 
not that kind of love I knew how to do that. I think you know what I’m saying.) 

That one reason Jenny calls me her baby, or Kar- not Karly, when she made at me is in 
her mind, she thinks that I have not even gone through puberty complete yet. Even though she 
saw me on the days of my period, bleeding like crazy in the girl’s room. She knows better, two 
she calls me baby because she is the one that gets me where I am today in my popularity. 



I was just a baby girl until she got me hooking up with the hot boys. She took me on as 
hers. Yeah- so in away... I become the top b*tch that she babies. No of these girls are perfect, we 
all have something we don’t like. Just like Sam, she is really cute, I think... the only reason, she 
not one of us is because of her wheelchair, and not being able to walk. She got a smell that lights 
up a room, yet she has no popular friends. She is also a virgin, mainly because know boy has 
tried with her yet and to me, that is just sad. Yet that’s just the way it is. 

Jenny likes to have a contest to see who has the biggest boobs, or who’s the cutest 
looking. And to see if any of us went up a cup size or have something new on. I always lose that 
game at lunch. We also talk about how many guys we had the night before, or if we just had to 
share with our sisters. What our nails look... like, and our hair. 

The cafeteria is the place where you find out everything you wanted or didn’t want to 
how about your girl’s sex life, feelings, and body changes. The chatting gets so gross at times, 
that I stopped eating lunch. Jenny has a way of turning all of our stomachs, with the gross stuff 
she does and wants us to try. She is the type that talks with her hands too. I think Jenny could 
make the girl from the Fifty Shades of Gray books blush! 

Yet, I am not going there. But Hum-1 don’t know... my butt hole is an exit only, I feel. 
I’m not as freaky as Jenny, yet I feel that we all are going to have to try this at some point, she 
will make us at a party. Gag- me! 

I remember back to freshmen year, I got so sick after hearing the girls; I just got done 
eating my hot dogs with nasty chilly on it. And then I went to class the talk in health was more of 
the same. So yeah-1 blow chunks on Zack Woods lap, though I made it up to him, the next day 
under the first-floor steeps, I pinned him against wall grabbed what I need too and made out with 
him. He was so bad as he was doing. 

(He was so shocked and bad it was cute.) Yet the side, I was the best kisser ever, and he 
liked it. I felt bad for him... and I’m sure he did like! What’s not to like right, when a girl is 
feeling you up! Like- am I everything he has ever masturbated to, I am sure of that... and yes, I 
can say that about a lot of tbe boys in my school. I know what they do, sweetheart Zack even 
confessed that to me, after I kissed him. They all think they’re in love with me. 

Yet, they don’t know anything about who I am really... like I’m not sure if I know who I 
am...! They just see what they see. I’m not sure if Ray understands me completely or not, so 



how are they going to, just looking at my profile photos on their computers clicking away. They 
just want to feel the inside of me, not get inside of me. 

(Yah- know.) 

So anyway, at lunch today. Jenny is somewhat okay, that I want to be with Ray... so she 
said, at the table smelling through her teeth. The stipulation she gave was only if we keep on 
nodding terms, like with all the other guys or even girls I am with. So that means that I can have 
a full-blown relationship, whether I find them attractive if they're popular, hot or not. That I can 
only hook up with a girl or boy, yet not stay with them. It made no sense to me. At the time I 
didn’t get it. 

Just like I didn’t get it when 1 saw Maddie was wearing bunny slippers, and a holy 
bathrobe to school today. 

Looking like, she was ridden hard and put away wet. I giggled so hard in math class 
today when she walked into the room; I think I snorted loudly. 

Awkward- everyone looks at you when you do that. But only she can get away with that 
messy hair and what looks to be harry legs, Maddie will do anything for a chortle. I mean come 
on shower girl at least. The teacher he even asked, and she side quote: ‘Hi teach- I was out all 
night banging my boy, and I have a raging hangover, so can we get this crap over. ’ He said yes, 
take your test and a smart mouth to the office. 

She shuffles her bunnies to his desk, she rips the papers out of his hands, will giving him 
the middle finger, and you know the one that you’re not supposed to use in public. As she trips 
out the door. We all clapped and wotted! That’s when I got it, she has a secret relationship too. 

Yet does Jenny know, and how is that okay when she just like me? 

The point is we can do things we like to do because we’re are popular and have it all. Up 
till now... we can only have and like what Jeimy says is okay, so really- I can’t do what I want. 
Mine popularly is not that strong even to this day it could change at any moment with her say. 

Maybe I had more before I was popular. Like-1 have to only like what the popular girls 
like, and only do things that popular girls do. I had to leave my past self behind in away. I can try 
to sneak around with my unpopular dream boy, yet she will find out, and if she does, will I be 
out of the click? 



I don’t know, I love my girls, yet do I love him more to give that all up and go back to 
that girl that has nothing. Or would 1 have something with him... now that I didn’t before. Do I 
have to fall back or keep going falling apart? I just don’t know! I can get away with just about 
anything, yet I feel like I have nothing. 1 have awesome girlfriends; however, I feel so empty. 

I don’t feel like Karly anymore, Karly, was gone the day I was forced out of my virginity 
by Jenny at a drunken party. Though the blames on me, because, I wanted to be popular, and 
Jenny said that was the only way if I was going to be like her and her girls. So, I did it. 

Ugh- maybe Maddie is now out of the click, and not caring anymore maybe that why she 
looks like that? What should I do, what can I do? 

(#- hashtag: kiss and tell, misperception misfits, and yacking trash talk) 

You can look at popularity, as the universe ever-expanding and changing. Starting with a 
bang, with black holes that can take it all way, if you get too close and get sucked in. you can 
look at it just like a star, you’re going to bum yourself out. It’s just whom are you going to bum 
yourself out for. 

Whom are you going to make your world in your universe? When just about everything 
revolves around you? I guess what I am saying is there’s no point in studying popularity. There 
will always be someone that has more. And there will always be someone that has less. 

Unless you’re a complete wack-a-doodle- it rather easy to see which- is- which. Just like 
every girl poops... (Yes- we do!) It happens, all the time... Sometimes more than once in a day. 

Yet girls don’t talk about it, so it’s just like popularity, and just like crap it just happens! 
If you’re popular, you have to deal with a lot of stupid drama crap. And if you a loser, nard, 
invisible or small like a turd; no one gives a crap about you. You've just whipped away and 
pissed on. 

All the same, they have to deal with all the crap piling upon them to fit in. School life- 
everyone seems to have their nose in your crap regardless of where you rank. Metaphorical 
speaking... Okay, that was gross- I know, yet you get what I am saying. If you haven’t figured 
out, I speak my mind. Wow-1 have issues, don’t I? I have been hugging with Maddie to long, 
that sounds like something she would say. 



Tip- for all my girls out there, do background checks on you boys, before you hook up. It 
may not be cool to ask about his business, yet it not cool to get nasty sick either. 

Like no one wants to wake up with gonorrhea Larry or mono Mike. 

Also- if you’re going to sleep with a guy, and spend the night, and you’re not in love with 
him or like know his name, be sure to get out of his bed, and place before the next morning. You 
don’t need to deal with that. It’s so unlike he going to wake up and say let’s cuddle. It’s not 
going to happen unless he loves you. Look out for yourself, no one is going to look out for you, 
if you make bad choices it’s all on you. 

I’m not going to fib here, it's tremendous knowing that I can do just about anything. 
Because my girls will back me up. And that us girls we can and will get away with virtually 
anything. 

We can say to any pain in the ass teacher to F-off, even slap the crap of them if we 
wanted to. And like nothing is going to happen. Why because the teachers Just want us to like 
that and feel us like that too, yet they can’t feel anything anymore they're too old. We can walk 
out of class at any time... and we can speak our minds. 

We know that after high school, and we flashback to the past days of walking the halls. 

We’ll know that we did it dead-on right, that we kissed all the cutes and hottest boys, or 
the ones that just need a kiss from us because we were their fantasy. We’ll look back and know 
that we went to the greatest parties, and we resized some hell along the way. 

That we smoked and drank ‘till we dropped, and popped and locked to all the coolest 
loudest music. That we did and tried far too many different things, like cigarettes, things that are 
so illegal with different types of getting it in. We drank far too much cheap beer with big plastic 
funnels and hoses or doing the handstands of the cage gaping it down. 

Almost the same way we girls did with all the boys. We got so messed up to the point 
everything was funny, and any boy looked good enough to hook up with. We popped the drugs, 
like candies, we heard what we wanted to hear, and put our middle fingers up to what we didn’t. 
We didn’t get or an education like most, it was more like a crazy fun ride, that all blurs- together 
like the lines that we all saw on the marrow at the party. 



You could not tell us what to do. We did what we wanted, and when we want to do it. We 
know how to be trashy and yet act as if we were classy. We were the girls the made the school 
cool, and everyone knew it, and they knew where they ranked with us. 

Trust me: I know what it is like to be on the other side looking in. 

I know that the grass is not always greener too. I was on the other side of popular for the 
first part of my lifespan. I was the lowest of the low-life scraping the bottom. Dispute it if you 
want, I had zilch growing up, I was like that trash in the streets that get discarded. I felt like a girl 
that was homeless in elementary school living under a Pittsburgh bridge in a ball in the fetal 
position. 

I would come home and feel the same way, I was the one that was forgotten about, mom 
and dad would be fighting over money, and having yet a mother-baby mouth to feed my sis. And 
I was just their pinking throws their leftovers at the table if they even remember at all to give me 
a place sitting at the table. I not making excuses for them; however, they were young when they 
had me, I was the only reason they get married, and really, they didn’t know that they were doing. 
They did not how to be good parents, because their parents kicked them to the streets before they 
were eighteen. So yeah, they strained to show their love and caring for me. 

All the times that I could beg you please, in vain. It’s not going to change anything about 
how you feel. All the times that I felt insecure; it was for them. So, I found a way out as I got 
older. I left all my burdens and innocents at the door. Mom and Dad you are what bring me to 
my knees because I felt insecure. All the time the argumentative yelling won't end. All the times 
that I've cried, all this wasted, it's was all inside, for you to never notice. I saw through you all, 
saw the real you, I waste more time trying to get loved by you, just time wasted! And what was 
said the first boy that ever made me felt loved was Ray, and I wasted that time on them? 

The girls took place of the family that I had, that I was never part of. 

And even they did want me to have love, because, they didn’t have it either. So, really in 
the end... I was nothing but a bloodstain on the road, for life to wash away. The sky that boy and 
my sis was the only tearing raindrops that fall forme when I dyed, no one else cared. My mother 
always sides that I was going to find a way to kill myself. She did shed a tear! And dad never 
thought, I was going to grow up, he didn’t have a clue about who I was. But I still love them all. 



even if they never loved me. All the others in the SUV where-in the hospital in a coma, so they 
never got to say goodbye. 

I’m I bitter: yes, do I care: No. I just think about what I would have done differently. 
Nobody ever said that that life was far! Noting is for sure only death, it is always near in any 
graveyard, even if it seems so far away until you have your maker with your name on it. 

Death is the only face in life you can tmst. (#Hashtag: Bead beat daddy, screaming 
meme mommy, and first Cadillac ride was in a hearse) 

(It’s on) 

Right after we fleetly pull in the parking lot at the school. About five m in utes before the 
late ball. Jenny speeds and floors, it is squealing like a pig and turning the wheel hard to the right 
into any random open parking spot, near hitting coffee covered Maggie and ripping the pitted 
bumbler of the orange Chevy tmck next to us. And scamming some other kids who were mnning 
by just to get out of the way, and in the school doors on time. 

They were mostly the dumbfounded freshmen. That has not gotten the fact that Jenny 
will mn their asses over, and not even blink. Let just say that Jenny never parks in her spot at the 
end of the lot. Nope nut-ah, she has even parked sideways in the principal space, up in the staff 
lot, just because. Jenny, she jokingly says... 

‘What are they going to do spank me!’ 

Unlikely... yet even if they would, she would probably enjoy it. Anyone else that would 
do that, would get towed at their own expense. I can see some of the girls with the light pink and 
love stranded red lace dresses peeping out from under their jackets, along with the glittery 
joinery, one was holding a tiara, papering for the big dance. Covering them up so putatively so 
the water would not trade them. 

‘Hurry up- you’ll are slower than six bags of crap! ’ 

Jenny muttered as we got out of her SUV next to the back door of the school. This row or 
lot was only reserved for the seniors, yet it seems, that everyone conjugates here before the ball. 



Yet, Jenny has been parking in a senior row since freshman year. Jenny has even parked 
in the handicap space. Her excuse she gives was it was her time of mouth. And she didn’t want 
to have to do the shuffle walk, riding the cotton pony in the ferrying cold. Yah no- feeling things 
sticking to her oh so grossly as she was crimpy. 

Yet in a way, I can’t say I blame her. 

(Who wants that?) 

We girls have some much more crap to deal with... like that. Period- handicap approved? 
Nevertheless, she has parked there for more than seven days in one month, she only really needs 
two. I guess I or one of the other girls, that ride in her car gets the blame for her parking there 
when she not on her leak week. Up to now... I’m not complaining we can get away with it. Just 
like yesterday, Jenny pulled into this very lot, yelling oh F-no. 

She is blaring the horn with her palm, her eyes were all wide wild, even though it was so 
apparent that Taylor (a senior) was there before us. Then without thinking Jenny presses her foot 
down on the gas pedal. Liv puts her hands over her eyes and screeches like a little girl. About the 
same time, what little bit of hot cholate that I was sipping on dribbles all down my chin from 
being jerked around. Oh no she didn’t-1 thought... yes, yes- she did. She piled out burning 
mbber cutting Taylor off. Yeah like- she cut her off faster than a fat boy getting cut at a bar 
mitzvah. 

(Ouch!) 

Jenny’s balding mixed tires Coopers in the front and Firestone in the back were spinning 
the whole time. In the blink of an eye Taylor slams on her screeching old brakes that cry as she 
gets pushed back and ripped off by Jenny. 

Her orange Chevy tmck stopped... yet gets sniped by her SUV letting Jeimy in her spot. 
Let’s just say that Taylor bumper and some others take a beating and get scared up most days. 
That is why Taylor only has one working taillight, and her one headlight looks like it is winking 
at you. She doesn’t bother in getting it fixed, just like her passenger-side mirror, that Liv 
smashed when she opens her door; because it’s just going to happen again. I guess something’s 
just don’t need fixing, even if it would look nicer? That reminds me... 



‘Great... ’ I said, mopping up the hot chocolate going down in my chin and, boobs with a 
balled-up McDonalds’ napkin. 

‘Now I get to go around all day with my boobs smelling like a Hershey chocolate bar.’ 
‘Boys like the smell of junk food,’ says Liv from the backseat. ‘I read it in Seventeen magazine.’ 

‘Why don’t you put a Snickers bar down your pants, and Ray would probably freak or 
suck you before homeroom. ’ Jenny said gmffly. As she flips up the mirror from the sun visor 
checking her appearance. ‘God- Jen, jealous much- says Liv.’ Jeimy- oh shut up! I’m not jealous 
of that! Why don’t you just go dry hump on your gay lover?’ 

Liv- ‘Maybe I will, why do you want to watch Jen?’ Jenny just made a face that a girl in 
pre-school would make, sticking out her tongue, with her hands flapping at her ears. 

(#- Hashtag: Handicap in the head, freshman demolition derby, and the girly flu) 

Karly- Ray he is so smart and funny, and can always make me smile. He can even read... 
and that’s a lot more than most boys that I have been with, it’s like all their blood goes to the 
wrong head. Away ways he says that- ‘A book is either really good or can suck hard then your 
girlfriend on your birthday.’ I giggled so hard when he said that. 

He said- ‘That you just know what you like. ’ And from that, I knew that he liked me 
because I am his open book for him to read. Just like how two books are never perfectly the same, 
just like he is different from the other boys. We were going to write a story as one in love couple, 
a happily ever after story. Yet it never happened. Every day could have felt like his birthday with 
me. 


(Yes-1 am just that awesome! He- he) 

I would have to say, that I loved everything about him. 
(I want my love story!) 

He was not like the others... 


(Yet, I found that out somewhat too late.) 



There was something there that was different, something real. He felt unlike any other to 
me. Like 1 have dreamed of him making me arch my back out of plush, his warm breath on my 
neck, as he moves ever so, slowly downwards kissing my chest, and sucking on whatever he 
wanted. Only to move back up and whisper sweet words in my ears. Hearing that low sensual 
voice makes me quiver in satisfaction. As I was letting him go down on me. With him feeling all 
the wetness and warmth from way down inside of me. 

Awh God- it’s got to be more than a daydream! I have had the sensations of him spread 
my legs apart one by one, moving his body unstop of mine, and before feeling those little 
tugging kisses right there on me before siding what I wanted the most in. I have felt him down in 
there... yet only in my fatuity. (It’s just like a dream that is so real, all I have to do is think about 
him!) Of course, I have found myself groaning softly sometimes out of pleasure in boarding 
classes, just lost in the moment. 

I can’t complain about even being the dead girl looking back. I have had the pleasure of 
seeing that thumping hard thing in my face when trying to head for the right areas speeding my 
lips open and hitting all the right stops, yet never reaching the pick of the journey. 

Yet. I’m content with know the fact that he did slip his hand down my panties and rub me 
up down and around. Every chance we could cut away from the others. I loved his fingers 
touching me, and petting my little pink kitty, till the point of an ecstatic explosion. 

I will always remember feeling one another's love parts, many times over with our hands 
and mouths only. Yet I wanted to feel his penetrating love so hard, long and deep where it should 
have been. Without having someone getting in the way. 

(Why couldn’t I have shown him, 1 loved him even more, than the others? It’s never 
going to happen now!) 

(#- Romeo Romeo wherefore art thou 

Romeo, and moist humming daydreamer) 


‘Ou- yah-a-ah’ Ohaaaa! 



Jenny is a screamer in more ways than one! One day not too long ago back she cut Taylor 
off the same why yelling out the window. She said- sorry honey, you’re not freaking going to 
get any today, like always. She meant that in more than one way also. Taylor yells back- ‘It was 
all your sweetie anyway, you’re nothing but a parking horror! ’ That was a lie coming from her, 
but we knew what she meant by the words she said. (Awkward staring from everyone, even the 
kids looking down from the windows of the school building towering above us. All the same, 
Jenny keeps her freshly powdered nose in the air.) 

Chapter: 53 

Maddie and Liv, more than friends? 

(Girls) 

Maddie- It was my freshman year on a Monday, it was could just like- the day of the 
accident. It felt more like December than November it was so comparable. Just Like the day-1 
said- goodbye to one of girlfriend Karly. 

That day was hard forme, yet it made me see back to another day, I remembered how I 
was in love to and wasn't sure if it was right or not. If anything, Karly was the one that showed 
me, that I can love another person even if she is a girl. I loved Karly that way, I kissed her too. 

Yet she wanted Ray Raymond more than anyone, 1 knew... but know girl turn me on more them 
my 

BFF Liv. 

No boy has ever made me feel like she can. That day the leaves on the street were wet 
and shiny, just like the first time I saw her p*ssy as she was standing in front of me. I was 
undressed standing in front of her too, it was the first time... for us to try this. 

She was wet, shiny and dripping droplets of stickiness that I could see. It was oozing 
mnning down her falling off like the frozen ran dripping falling of the dangling leaves on the 
naked tree branches. She wanted me just as I wanted her. 

My dream comes tme! It may have been so wrong, yet she felt so right! At the time all I 
wanted to be was her! At this time all I want is her. I have tried to put my love for her out of my 
mind with boys, yet it’s not the same. I give up on loving, I mean just look at me now! Look at 



what I have done to kill the pain of not having whom I loved. I have had a boy all night in my 
room, yet I need her only. I have Liv on my mind all the time! Just like Karly did with Ray. 

About three years ago is when I moved here from Orlando, I lived five minutes from the 
famous park. I remember my first day at a new school here it was so scary, yet that was when I 
saw Liv with Jenny for the first time. Any- how’s Mom and step Dad moved here to 
Pittsburgh... why it is beyond me. Then again it was very much so the best thing that ever 
happened to me, like a weird twist of fate. Why Pittsburgh? 

I presume, it was so they could be together after the marriage, which was doomed from 
the start. Yet I just the kid no one ever listened to me other than my girls. One girl more than the 
others, she knew me from the inside and out. This is an okay city, what can I say, it could have 
nicer weather. 

The summer is too short and the winters are a way to freaking long. Though I dream of 
her body worth to keep me warm when I am oh so cold. There are more brown trees, purple hill, 
and glassy concrete things... than flowers that bloom in the short spring. 

Most of the buildings in the Hills are residential four or five-story gray stones with run 
down homes in-between with little gardens in the back most have some kind of dried up stuff 
they call grass as a yard. I have always liked living in Florida more than here because it does 
tend to be a bit duller here then there, where nearly everyone is white so unl ik e my old school. In 
my old hometown, most people's parents had jobs as doctors, lawyers, and teachers. Here it 
seems your mom and dad just have to struggle to get what they can get. 

I remember the first time I meet Olivia in the parking lot. You know that I got her cell 
phone number as fast as I could without looking too creepy. And a photo of her that I idolized. 
She asked me my name my heart was all aflutter. I said- ‘Madelyn’ but you can call me 
Maddie... everyone does. I said sweetly yet shaky batting my eyes at her. I think I managed to 
sound casual, at least I know I tried to. My heart was raising my belly was full of butterflies. My 
palms were sweating, as I handed her the blue-covered phone back, after typing in my contact 
information in her cell, as she did with mine. 1 was thinking about all the text we were going to 
send to one another and the photos. 



My lips where tingling... I so wanted to kiss her right there and then. My vagina becomes 
aroused and slippery, I could feel my heartbeat down there, my breasts seemed to swell a little, 
and nipples become erect and hard. 

I hope she didn’t note! I was getting hot for her. 

I wondered was she feeling the same about me? 

Was- all the same things happening to her like me? I wanted to ask, yet I did then. It 
wouldn’t have been right too. I wanted her to touch me! I wanted to touch her so badly! I wanted 
to rain my fingers throw and down her long soft hair and grab her tight little butt with both of my 
hands, and crease her body with my fingertips, and slide my tongue up and down as much as she 
would let me. I just want to hug her on the spot, and never- ever let her go. Not let go until she 
said releases me, please. However, I knew that would not be right either. 

It was all happening too fast for me. I never thought I was into girls like I never had a 
lesbian thought in my awareness before until that moment. I was thunderstmck something just 
went off on me, saying in my brain saying- 

‘Yes! Yes! Oh-yes!’ 

You are what I have been looking for along. I was into her, it was love at first sight, and I 
fall so hard for her. Then again, I felt so dirty and weird for what I wanted to do to her in my 
mind, my mouth felt dry as I walked away, I knew what I was feeling was not what I thought 
was, normal for a girl like me to think. I knew if my mom and dad would find out they would 
disown me. She would have to stay my hush-hush girl cmsh! 

Liv- One week later- ‘Hey,’ Maddie said,’ you never called me back!’ It stmck me to me 
in my mind because girls, don’t ask that. So frantically, that’s when she didn't know what to say 
anymore. She was frightened of me, while applying pink lip gloss, looking more at the ground 
then at me, just like a little boy that didn’t know what to say to the girl he liked. Then I did, I 
said- ‘Oh- sorry but... I don’t know you.’ Andforafew seconds past with her rocking on the 
heel and then tow. We both just fumbled for a clear word. But after about the fourth very long 
pause, she said, in this really small voice and hesitantly, ‘Um-1- was- wondering... if you’d like 
to go-o to the movies o-or something with me on Saturday? Like you don’t ha-have to- if you 



don't w-want to. I thought mayhe you'd like to since I’m new here. You could sh-show me 
around the town. I da-didn’t care what the movie is... but... oh... um- okay, well, ma-may-be 
you wouldn't. It- it was wrong for ma- me to ask.’ 

‘Sure, I would,’ I said rapidly stopping her somewhat adorably cute stuttering... ‘You 
would?’ she started to tear up. She sounded shocked. I didn’t know that girls her age still yelped 
when delighted. However, she did. ‘Sure, I would love it. I’ll even show you the parks, and the 
buildings like the Benedum, and I’ll show you everything.’ Ever 5 dhing, she gulped hard taking 
down some air. 

‘Sure, I said- Ever been to Primanti Brothers?’ ‘Ah- no what’s that... she asked surprised 
with confusion.’ I lend into her face with mine to the point our lips almost touch, while looking 
deep into her gleaming eyes, and said you’ll just have to see.’ ‘A-um- okay!’ She said, so 
satisfied with a long sigh. I thought... well- what do you know? 

I said to Maddie just promise me, that you won’t try putting your arm around me when I 
sit together watching the movie, ah- nah- no I wouldn’t think of it she said disappointedly. And 
the look on her face becomes sadden. I was joking... of course, you can if you want. Then 1 said 
you can hold my hand too, Maddie giggled cutely then! Somewhat relieved that I was just 
teasing her. Yah I have to say I thought she was cute from the start. 

I think that was the first time, 1 heard her laugh that way... in her special way. It was full 
of cheerfulness. I don't mean amusing, although it was that too. She laughed as if what I'd just 
said was so crafty and meant so much to her, that it had somehow made her fizzle over with 
pleasure and delight. That phone number I gave her was the best thing that had happened to her. 
And that situation at the school of me not assuring her texts and calls didn't seem nearly so bad 
anymore. 

(#-hashtag; making the movie, U-Hauling, and lipstick lesbian) 

I recall that a couple of days after she asked me out in Ms. Oliver’s class the teacher was 
a couple of minutes late to Math that day it was on Monday, which was my last class for the end 
of the day. Maddie- she gave me that quick nod, and her face got crimson red and she picked up 
her algebra book and cover her sweet little faces sitting at her desk. I walked over to her pulled 



the book down she looked at me so angelic, that is when I said can I share with you today, I left 
my book at home. 

That was the time we'd studied to gather, and sit next to each other, almost on top of each 
other’s laps. I could feel her thigh touching mine, I could feel her body heat, and that felt nice 
and comforting. Just like the next day in Miss. Gardens English class Maddie saw me, and she, 
and she sat beside me like before yet even closer than before, we had to read out loud to the class 
a poem. I will never forget she trembled as she stood and spoke softly and said- 

T Think I Love You.’ 

It was that first look, which was all it took. 

I knew it from the start, we would never part, that you took my heart. 

When I saw your warm smile, there was no denial, that I must be your gal. 

When looking into your eyes, there are no lies, you gave me the butterflies. 

There are no words to say, how you make my day, even if others will call us gay. 

Only your words touching my ears is what I want to hear, with your love I have no fears, 
moments with you are so dear. 

You have touched my heart and soul; you make me feel whole. 

I love your lips, I love your hips, I can’t resist. I love everything about you, it’s like hits 
me so heard. 

That my heart seems to do backflips. 

When you say: T Think-1 Love you.’ 

I know- she chooses- the pome she read forme. She was next to me, facing all the kids in 
the class as she read her feelings, which we're all taking it all in stunned and wide-eyed, even the 
teacher was speechless. Maddie, she was coming out about liking me. I don’t care how you are 
that take a lot of lady balls to do that! 

I’ll never- ever forget after she was done the reading. She dropped the paper out of small 
her hands, and with everyone's eyes looking at her boys and girls the same; thinking she was 



crazy. She turned and faced me. Frightened, but eager, and said- innocently ‘I THINK I LOVE 
YOU-OLIVIA!’ 


She bent down, and French kissed me right on the lips, as everyone gasped. The kids in 
the class started to giggle, woot, and whistle. Some of the things some said about her was awful. 
She got so embarrassed that she ran out of the room, knocking books off desks and everyone, 
crying and blushed. I think my jaw was most likely hanging open after that sensual, breathtaking 
kiss. I was bushed too, nevertheless, I was thrilled that she did it. I had to say to the class that it 
wasn’t very nice of you guys... like what she just did was so charismatic and brave of her. The 
teacher said I don’t get it... but, yes class did you see the passion and emotion she put into her 
reading. That is why she gets an A+ unlike the rest of you lifeless slackers, Y'all didn’t even try. 

Inside the notebook paper, she drops on the floor under my desk with my left foot 
unnoticed, that she wrote her poem on. So that 1 could pick it up after class without everyone 
looking at me doing it. The ball rages out three times, everyone one ran out of the room like it 
was on fire, wanting to get to their lockers and go home. 

Yet, I just stayed at my desk for a couple of extra minutes, so that I could be down and 
get the note that was under my foot. I looked at the wrinkled up lined paper intently and read it 
again, looking at every penstock and letter in her sweet handwriting, and I carefully I folded it up 
into fours, and put it in my hip pocket, for safekeeping. T believe that you have to kiss a lot of 
frogs before you find out that you just want a princess and not just some boy.’ 

Ms. Oliver walks back into the room, and I look up. She sits down and the chair it creeks 
at her desk in the front of the room. She pushes her tired bangs out of her graying eyes. She said- 
‘You can stay as long as you want honey, I don’t have anything to go home to.’ She isn't that old, 
yet she looks as if she had not slept for years, either that or just sexily frustrated. I can’t place it, I 
could tell that her husband, he didn’t care about her anymore. 

Let just say she let herself go, and her only friends live in the books that she reads. But 
the way she acted when she saw Maddie kiss me. It was like she was dreaming about being 
young and in love again. Or just maybe she had a girlfriend at one time and let her go. Because 
times were different then. It was almost as if she was having a flashback or something. I don’t 
know... Just like sometimes she joked about it, how she doesn’t get any last night to the class, in 
that special saddle way. 



She has a sense of humor in things most people don’t find funny. I kind of feel for her. 

She said- ‘You kn ow it’s hard to love a man... when he doesn’t love you back. I remember being 
your age, love was different then. Enjoy it now, will you can. It’s not as carefree and easy to find 
in a partner, as you get to become a grownup.’ I just shook my head yes, understandingly and 
said- ‘Um- okay- while, I have to go.’ I wanted to leave before she started to cry or something. 
Plus, I wanted to see where Maddie ran off too. 

Ms. Oliver Just gave me a little wavy, as I headed to the door and out into the paper and 
pencil littered the empty hallway. I knew that she was mostly going to fall asleep at her desk. 
Darling on the papers that she was going to grade for us to give back the next class. 

Her voice is always so weak like she has lost her only friend. The only time she seems 
that she is alive is when she is reading to the class. She gets so worked up when teaching. Kind 
of like Lewis Black, getting a point made, that’s not that relevant. Y ou know the type, which 
looks like they’re going to have a coronary on stage. She looks and shouts just like that. 

Maddie-1 remember freshman year, and how I told my parents about my first Spirit week 
and the Friday night dance. They were like- 

‘That’s nice honey...’ 

(Half paying attention.) 

‘So-o who’s the lucky boy?’ dad said. ‘Who got you flowers?’ Said, mom. She 
remembered the flowers from way back in the old school day when she went to high school there 
in the nineteen-eighties. ‘I remember how I loved that...!’ she said. I said- ‘Um- Yes! I am 
looking forward to it too.’ Yet it was hard for me to break it to them. So hard to say that- ‘I am 
not receiving any flowers.’ Dad asks me- ‘why not?’ 

And I said- ‘Girls can’t give other girls flowers.’ Dad said- ‘Yeah and why the hell does 
that matter- Madeline? 

(He was dumbfounded for a minute or two.) 

After the long uncomfortable halt in the chat, I spoke up... ‘So-o mom- dad... I am not 
going with a boy, that’s why. 


(I hesitated with a deep breath.) 



‘I am going to go with a girl to the dance. I’m kind of going out with her.’ Yeah, you 
know it. The look on their faces was that of horror! ‘Mom the guy of my dreams is a girl sorry... 
but I love her!’ 

Mom got up from the table, we were having dinner, leftover meatloaf, and potatoes. 

Dad, he dropped his fork in the mnny brown gravy, and said- ‘You’re kidding, right?’ I 
said (Nervously) ‘NO!’ 

No- I’m not!’ 

‘I’m going with a girl named Olivia, and I want you to meet her. I want you to love her as 

Ido.’ 


Dad said- ‘You LOVE her!’ I held- ‘Yes daddy-1 LOVE her. She’s cute, smart, funny, 
and sexy... she makes me happy. Oh, daddy-1 could go on and on about her and what she does 
tome.’ 


Dad, he just shivered all up and down his body when I said that. Mom was now in the 
living room rocking in her chair. Saying- ‘Where did I go wrong’ over and over. I think dad was 
more open-minded or just fascinated by me like a girl. It seemed as if he was looking forward to 
meeting the girl that stole my heart away. Either that or he knew that at least I was not going to 
get parents! 

Telling them I was seeing a girl, was extremely difficult. 

(I would like to say that I am still the same girl, and like I don’t have a deadly disease!) 

Yet, the acted as if I was sick! My mother was furious. Saying ‘You're an intelligent 
person, this not how couple’s work.’ She thundered. ‘You should know better and have better 
judgment than to want to do this atrocity.’ 

My mother was unsympathetic, which was worse than you could imagine. It hurt me that 
she didn’t get it. And she was judging Olivia before getting to see what I see in her. I had to 
explain, that she was not changing my mind. She could force a boy on me, yet I was always 
going to love her and never- ever stop. 

Then the sex questions popped up. Dad asking if I had it yet with anyone? And I said of 
course with her. And he was like- ‘How does that work with a girl...?’ He said. 



I just sighed- and said- ‘Daddy it’s not hard to figure out! You just scissor smack and ruh 
your vaginas together and figure inside and out. Or just do oral on one another... sometimes at 
the same time.’ Yeah- he was sorry that he asked! As for mom- that’s just when she fainted 
while beforehand saying- ‘Jesus please help this sinning little girl!’ I could not believe the big 
deal she was making over this...! 

Dad just said- ‘Oh? Oh- oo- Okay? 

Madeline that’s enough!’ Yeah- I think he got it! All I could hope for is that mom and 
dad would see her in that flush pink sparkle covered dress ahead of time, and fall in love with 
her... take our photo, and he happy for us; that is all 1 hoped for! 

Three years later, right now. I still treasure that photograph hugging next to my bed, of us 
kissing and holding hands before the dance us in our dresses! We got our flower bouquets for 
each other and danced all night as a close twosome. As well as mom and dad learned to love her 
as if she was my really good friend that was a girl. Liv was the love of my life that year. And all 
I really wanted and need all the years after, until this point anyway. 

I guess just like Karly, I had to do what I need to do just to be in the cool kid's group. I 
fall into the same trance that Jenny put over us, thinking the grass is green on the other side. Yet 
mom and dad were happier too, with her calling all the shots forme, to be as they call normal. I 
fall to what they wanted, and not what I wanted forme. I was not tmly happy, yet I did it 
anyway... I was so dumb. To nearly give up everything... everything that I loved for them to 
want me. ‘I hate it... when people say to move on to something else. When there was nothing 
else to move on to in my mind.’ 

(#-hashtag; don’t forget about me, kissing a girl and liking it, nothing can keep us apart) 

Liv-1 rememher my first date with her, the cutest, sweetest, and loveliest girl in the 
world! We desisted to ride a bike through the many throughout the city. It was the day that was 
worm for December first, it was like sixty outside. We were going to overlooks the river most 
over the way, we didn’t know how far we were going to go before we would stop, we were 
testing the waters, mainly we just wanted to find a place to hook up, which was private, so we 
could play with each other’s privates. The sun was peeking up over the trees and burning off the 



medieval fortress of night, it was early, yet we wanted to be on the partway going into the park, 
before all the others. 

Maddie was there in front of me. As I walked upholding my old bike, she said ready to do 
this, as she winked her one eye; and I knew what she had in mind. Just as my mind was on her 
even minute of every ticking second of the weak and the days that passed, to when we could do 
this. I saw her near the entrance, leaning against the buildings that house the bathrooms, there 
was a reddish-brown granite off in the opposite direction. That we had to pass to get on the trill. 

I remember looking her over. She had on a long cotton skirt with a pattern in it, and a 
heavy blue sweater; I remember thinking the sweater made the skirt look out of place, as did the 
small olive handbag strapped to her shoulders that was childlike. Her lavish hair tumbled freely 
down over the pack. A green hair clip on the one side, she was biting her bottom lip nervously, 
her lips were begging to be kissed by me. It was just one of the corks that she does when waiting 
for me, it’s only for me, kind of like letting me know she is feeling- all tingly-tingly for me. I 
stopped for a few seconds before walking up to her, and I just stood there watching her, but she 
didn't notice me. 

Five minutes or so past, as I was daydream about all the things, I want to do with her and 
do creasing, touching, and even tasting, her... anyhow I went up to her and said, ‘Hi.’ She gave a 
little jump wavy and a thumbs’ up- such a girly tomboy... shouting over here, she'd had been 
there somewhat longer than me, and she had already done- a half-mile or so to meet up with me. 
She was looking at me over in her thoughts. 

She gave me this wonderful slow smile, as it spread across her face and her eyes were 
bright and glittery, ‘Hey,’ she said as she throws her leg over the tall tubing of her bike lifting 
her skirt to her showing somewhat of her one butt cheek for me to see in a flirty way. She 
bounded down on her sit, as she gave that first thrust on her puddle and said as she was pulling 
away ‘Liv... you- coming?’ I was thinking, yes Maddie I’m coming! I coming right now for 
you... ‘Of course. I’m coming,’ I said- hastily, and my voice cracked in the air. 

‘Why wouldn't I have?’ 

Like, I would follow her cute butt anywhere that she leads me! She should know that a 
came for her! Seeing her hair blowing back in the breeze, as she was bent forward on her bike 
stretched out over the handlebars. I knew she was mbbing the small seat as I was with mine, the 



scraping down there like it just made me think about her even more, as I was pedaling hoping to 
get there, and to get off. I was getting so hot, out of breath, and thirsty! I just wanted to have that 
full release, and ride with her agent the wind, going downhill, feeling the sensations throughout 
my body. 

She was flying in front of me. As I was trying to pass, I did this just to see what she 
would do, maybe I would get there before her. I knew that she wanted to see me... like I was 
looking at her because she keeps looking back to see if I was still there. I even said ‘Babe- I’m 
not going anywhere!’ 

Finally, while grinding my gears, I could feel the vibrations of my tiers from mnning 
over the loose gravel, as I got around her, stimulating my clitoris as I pressed even harder down 
on my bike seat, boning up and downward with ever leg pump pedaling hard. The feeling was 
much the way; I knew she will be doing to me. When we got to the right spot, and she would hit 
all the right spots. 

Um- her pressing and flicking up with her with one blue-green nail polish elongated 
middle finger. I knew that it would be going deep inside of me. As the others would ride on the 
outside, of my blushing skin pressed down jiggling and cycling me. Aww yes, feeling my inner 
walls contracting and cramping squeezing down on her finger as she tries to pull it back out. The 
feeling she gives me is gushing. Just the way she like mshes to my brain! 

And that is exactly what happened when we found a grove of the evergreen tree, we 
kissed until she laid me down slowly and got on top of my shivering body, we were off to the 
sideway down this dreamy pathway the trees made it dark and cool color in the light, the sun was 
filtering through tenderly... it was a tranquil spot. At the end of the trees, it opens up into a half- 
frozen river that we overlooked as we made love. 

Yes, it was so cold, yet we still got naked. 

Maddie- Yes-1 remember... unbuttoning her top on the button at a time. She smelt so-oo 
good, as I was looking into her lovestmck eyes, her lips parted... I was mnning my hands up her 
back, tickling her a little, along with squeezing her boobs with my hands, thought lacy her bra. 
Siding my hands down her bailey, as she was mbbing her hand and fingers over the little front 
fabric pace of her undies. She was doing this with me, as I was doing it to her. Her nipples 



pointed and squeezable with my thumb and fingertip, they were in my face, as bent slightly 
jerking down my skirt to fall. 

Both of us Kicking off the shoes, and everything slipped off around our feet. Letting the 
undies fall to the ground, just as we fall to the ground in a hug. Us rolling around in the dew- 
covered foliage. Mum- feeling her body heat was all I needed to keep warm. Yes, it’s safe to say, 
that I am hot for her... and I feel safe intertwined with her cozy embrace. 

Liv- I was wondering what she was thinking the whole time. I love getting into her 
feelings. I love every meaningful thought she had and told me, about everything and anything. 

And that giggle that melts my heart. I enjoyed just trying to get her to laugh, just so I 
could hear her. Yet she just about does that giggle with about everything I said, because she had 
a nervous laugh... because she loves me. 

Looking at her wrist I could see her classic gummy bristles. I remember how when we 
were younger in middle school, they resented what all we would do with a partner. Maddie when 
to a different school then, yet the gummy were the same regardless. And looking at her wrist that 
day she was wearing a back one and a green one, and that was exactly what we did. Black- 
indicates that she is willing to have regular ‘missionary’ sex! Green- indicates ‘oral’ sex with a 
girl. Yet most girls that I know, walking in the halls of the school have been wearing blue- that 
meant the girl would give ‘oral’ to a boy. 

(Karly had that one on a lot, and sometimes purple- manning that she was Bi, and would 
be willing to kiss and make out with a girl.) 

Most girls were blue and black colored one’s scenes seventh grade. As for Maddie and 
me, we stuck with Green and Black mostly that freshmen year. The other colors no one cared 
about in high school, like all you wanted to see, was that one Black one, to know if they would 
go all the way with you. You weren’t all that cool if you didn’t have those colors on. I remember 
Madilyn and losers’ girls like her only had a yellow one and that goes for even now, and that’s 
just lame! (Boys what more than hugs!) Just like it was lame when girls would try to wear too 
many at one time. Because you know they were lying about what they’re willing to do. It’s not 
cool- to try that hard. 

I knew I was in love to go all the way on the first date! I never did that with anyone 
before. There was nothing I wanted more, nothing I would give her up for... so I alleged. Things 



change if you want them to or not! And others can change what you want for you... that’s the 
life of a teenage lesbian! Changing into something they want you to be, and not whom you are 
meant to be at the time and time after. To me... It’s more wrong forme to pretend that I like a 
boy and break his heart... because I’m not into it. Then it is to be with a girl, I think that. She can 
go and be a heart barker that’s not for me. 

Yet, Jenny thinks I should be just like her. And my family thinks Jenny is what I should 
become, they have no clue who and what she is. And most in this world never see things like- I 
do. It's easy loving another girl, it’s hard for other people to love you for loving her though. 

Love is love... and without her, because of them, I feel loveless... and it all because they 
feel that my love should be given differently, then I know-how. What is wrong with us being this 
way? It could be because I’m this way that it was slowly taking away. Like I’m being 
punished... Maybe I was doing something wrong. Perhaps... it will all work out, and maybe not. 

Perhaps...? 

Chapter: 54 

Falling to your knees 

Karly- Oh before getting out of the car how could I forget: ‘Maybe you should try it with 
Ray, said Liv.’ Jenny throws her coffee-stained napkin at me, and I catch it and toss it back. 

She’s laughing. ‘You didn’t think I’d forget about your big night, did you? 

I know what you have been planning on doing with him?’ She fuddles in her handbag and 
the next thing that flies at me is my and Rays used a crumpled-up noted condom with bits of my 
old bubble gum stuck to it. Jenny cracks up and said this is your baby from the other night. We 
saw you playing with it, about to get on and off! Liv looks at the condom that is sticking to my 
face, and side there no man stuff in it. Jenny giggles even heard saying- yeah, I know that’s 
what’s funny, and there never will be... because baby girl here doesn’t know how to get it done! 
‘You’re so sick,’ I said, taking the icky condom of my face with my thumb and one finger, 
dropping it in Jenny’s glove compartment, with all the others that are used along with all the 
other gross girly stuff she keeps in there that used too. 

Just touching it gets my nerves going yet again. I can feel something spiral at the bottom 
of my stomach. I was thinking about how we can get this done. 



(Oh, how I wanted him. Jenny knew it and was ruhhing it in.) 

Then Liv speaks up saying, I don’t know why you bother using those things anyways. 

That’s what slows you down! ‘What!’ Jenny slams on the brakes. 

‘Saying only a dumb ass fool doesn’t have their boy rap their tool!’ 

Liv says I’ve by no means understood why eondoms are used and kept in those tiny foil 
wrappers. They look so scientific, like something your physician would prescribe for allergies or 
bowel problems. Jenny looks at Liv, and said you don’t know how to use one? I said only you 
would think there for taking a dump and sneezing! 

Liv- shakes her head no... Jenny, she leans her set back, kisses her on the cheek. Saying 
you’re so dumb! 

(Yet in my mind, I was thinking that’s how she gets it done. She doesn’t be time... like I 

do.) 

Jenny- she leaves a small circle of pink lip gloss on her. Then she grabs her handbag pulls 
out a new one rips the wrapper open with her teeth. Saying- ‘I have to teach you girls everything. ’ 

She tells Liv- okay stick up your pointer and middle fingers, and she unrolls it down her 
two fingers. 

Saying- see that’s not so hard is it! Liv says- ou-w-ha does that main I’m going to have to 
touch his wee-wee! And Jenny just slaps her hand on her forehead. Just l ik e one girl's pleasure is 
another girl’s turn off. 

(That’s when it hit me too... I knew that she was still gay for Maddie. And that she was 
just putting on a front, for everyone. She’s l ik e me, so in love with what she was NOT allowed to 
have, because of what others would think.) 

Karly- Mr. Davis, the gym teacher, is standing outside the gymnasium, like always when 
we’re getting out of the car. You know that he’s most certainly checking out our asses. Liv 
thinks the reason he insisted on teaching the girls is so he can see the young cute girls in the 
showers and just bare ass naked. His office is all open windows and it is right next to the girl’s 
exposed dressing room, open shower, and the visible toilets. 



Now every time I pee in the gym, I get paranoid that he is looking up my tampon tunnel! 
He always walks in like when you’re peeing a stream like Trevi Fountain and can stop it! I just 
wonder what all he has seen of us over the years? I know he has seen me, and most of the girls 
braless and without undies many t im es. 

He says- this is my job to look at you, and make sure you’re all doing what you need to 
do... um- okay if you say so, creeper! Jenny, she has no problem showing off her waxed goodies, 
me not so much... the only one that needs to see my tiny fuzzy puss is Ray, or my stocker sis if 
she what to share again... ha! 

‘Howdy young lady's, let’s move it along’ he calls to us. He’s also the softball and track 
coach, which is tongue-in-cheek since he undoubtedly couldn’t sprint two feet and back. He 
looks like a cow, and his skin is splotchy, just like a dairy cow. He is the type that his chest hair 
gets caught in the fly of his slacks. 

‘Come on now my lovely little ladies, I don’t what to say that you are late on my roll 

paper.’ 

(#- Hashtag: a sticky situation, looking in the tuimel of love, and creeper teacher) 

I don’t want to have to spank him, yet I did. Jenny does a mocking impression of his 
voice, walking past. It is strangely low-pitched and raspy another reason why Liv thinks he is 
such a pedophile. Liv and Jenny crack up just looking at his sideways little grin. 

(The look is like- come here and freaking ride me!) He always eyes us, little girls, with 
bad intent, with his icy stone-cold stocker blue eyes. Those eyes that chill your blood just 
looking into them for too long. We all know he has gotten his way with some young ones... just 
like me. I would know too... You know for sure his bent them over, doing doggy style. Putting 
his curved nasty penis into their snug honey hole. 

Like a spy on a mission for what is coursing all the bloodshed in the house of love. I just 
feel that... all of us girls do! Jenny says it... it must be tme! It like you can see and hear their sex 
screams in the steaminess of the room, as you channel into his creepy gaze! I know he wants me 
like that, I know he wants to go down on me, like before! I know- he wants to eat me out, again. 



Like the orange, he is sucking on now! Just like the others, he has had in the locker-room 
and showers. We girls just add to all the photos from all the years... of girls thirty years’ worth. 


Jenny would know, she mostly has like banged her brains out that way. With him forcing 
it down inside of her, all these years! She has seen all the photos of the girl’s plastid on his office 
wall. Me being one of them. She is the week all of us girls are compared to his big flabby body 
flopping around on us. 

You can’t fit him off you when he grips you. I would know... Nevertheless, these girls 
have to beat him off! He likes it more that way, if you scuffle with him, and slap him up a bit. He 
has an immense appetite... and for more than just food, as you can see... he eats a lot, like all the 
time. 


You will always see him holding a brown bag, snacking on munchies; looking for his 
next girl. To feed that appetite... and if you tell on him, and what his dose to you he will funk 
you all the marking periods, and mark your light every day! He has you by the ass! 

I drift off into a slight daydream standing there, and I recall my freshman year standing 
alone in the shower nude, wet, and soapy. I was the last one out of the guy room, I was running 
least as usual and the last one to shower. He walks up behind me and puts his arms around my 
west. He said you look good naked. 

However, there is something you must do. What’s that I asked? He looks down at me and 
pointed. I had pubic hair, and he said that took away from my sensual beauty. He plants a kiss on 
the cheek, and then my lips. Saying you have such beautiful breasts. He plays with them... I 
could feel my nipples lengthen under his whispering beneath, saying I going to take care of you. 

I was never so turned off yet turn on at the same time. 

Disposable razor in his hand he rubs and combs his fingers through my thick hair down 
there. He moans as he begins shivering it off, and I see all the stands fall to the floor. Without 
even asking me first. I think you missed a spot I said, and gently tugs on what is leftover. He said 
that how you should do it, never have any more than that, girls should have good hygiene. 

That surprised me, that he ran, that razor over my sensitive private skin... leaving a line of 
short hair, from my underwear line down to my pink opening, saying that’s the way I like it. 
Looks much better... yes? He said... I said yes. 



But-but I feel so dirty! He sniggers, saying, Karly, you look so sexy now! 

Mr. Davis! I said. (Taken baek) He ‘Shushes’ me! With a mischievous smile, saying 
don’t be afraid Karly, I know you’re not a virgin... I am just showing you what to do, for your 
pleasure, and I’m just coaching you! So- you know what a man wants, and what a man like me 
wants is to feel the inside of you! I want you, Karly! 

Mr. Davis slowly and effortlessness puts a finger inside me. He said - oh so tight! I 
stmggle and twist determined to back him off me. He doesn’t move, and pushed it farther in me, 
even though I am using all my might pushing his big body of mine. All at the same time he was 
tugging... gently sucks on my nipples. Saying- 

Mu-mmm! (‘Send My Love (To Your New 

Lover)) was playing in the background.’ 

He mns his hands up and down my hips then bump’s me forward pressing his mouth 
against my p*ssy. My eyes closed... tightly! I was panting! 

This was wired and eristic all at the same time. He smacks my butt cheek till it cracked a 
loud and hard sound that echoed within the vast room. Squeezing and pulling apart my now rosy 
ass with both hands. And yes-1 started to cry! His fingers gently started caressing my pulsing 
clitoris as he was pulling the skin up that covers it exposing it to the air, and his gentle touch. As 
my backside is now pinned to the cold wet shower wall. 

I was shaking and emotionless at this point. However, there was nowhere to mn... I was 
corned by him from the start, at that moment his face down there. Is it wrong if it feels so good? 

I have never been so freaking out in all my life. 

That was the first time an older man went down on me. What’s is sick about the whole 
thing is that he was good at it. Spreading the moisture around and working his kisses down to my 
anus opening rimming me ever so softly, as he pulled me to the floor holding legs up in the air 
and my back against the wall. He pressed agent me the hardest when he knew, I was nearing my 
0-ing sighing release. He said-1 was the youngest he- his finger freaked and sucked. That I was 
the best one yet! That I was- ‘so cute and tasty!’ 

The only way I got through it was thinking he was Ray! I never told anyone because I 
thi nk I like it, and that would be wrong for me to... I’m not a hypocrite. 



I think a- lot of girls, he has played with feel as I do. Or maybe they're just frightened. I 
knew he wanted more when he unzipped, and it was ready for me, he put my hand on it. I 
recognized what he wanted, so I did it with my hand in a fast rhythm. I hark back to his moaning 
matching my hand stocking, it was fast and hard. 

I felt the heat of him ejaculating suddenly, with all of it spurt out at me all over my face, 
shooting in my one eye, running down my lips and chest. 

I remember him saying how’s that taste? I said sheepishly- it’s good! Even though it 
wasn’t, it was slimy and salty. He’s not half the man Ray is! And as fast as that... it was all over. 

As he left me to get up. I was running the least for my next class, as the next class ball 
ring out. 1 was cleaning up. He said hurry up... get dressed darling. I’ll write you a light pass. As 
he moved swiftly to his office. With it still hanging out... looking like a dead baby bird. You 
can’t be gone too long now... harry it up! When the walls back I was at my locker, he handed me 
the pass, and I was putting on my top. He said- don’t say anything to anyone about this, and 
you’ll have an ‘A’ for the whole year! If you do say something, and you rat me out... I’ll find 
you. And I’ll stretch you out so hard, that you’ll think you got freaked by a train. You’ll wish 
that you were dead. 

Like I had to do with you one girlfriend, that can’t shut up. Sia’s ‘Cheap Thrills’ was 
playing in my mind, over and over again, followed by ‘Salted Wound.’ That was a movie that I 
and the girls said could have had more lovemaking in, like ‘Sausage Party’ was more thrilling to 
my girlie parts... (yet now I want to suck on some Winnie's’ said Jenny Ha!... the girls bust out. 
So- degrading to woman crap. Finding Dory- was okay- but Crash should have had a movie too, 
said Liv. ‘Mike and Dave’- got sluts... cool that’s what all we girls are today- so! It flopped like 
a limp d*ick- said, Jenny. Movie nights on 

Saturdays... fun- fun. ‘I love Life of Pets- said Maddie-um- us too.’ 

I went to the art class traumatized, with razor itch. I tool jenny, and she was pissed, after 
that day Jenny has stood in for me any time when he was coming for me all homed up. She took 
the bow in my place. Which is one more reason why I have to put up with her crap? She didn’t 
want me to have to go through that, or maybe she just wanted it. Either way that was okay with 
me. I only wanted what I could have... the way I wanted. 

The flashback ends, as I hear that same bell that reminds me of all of that... 



Present time- 


‘One minute after the bell,’ Maddie says, sharply. Hey sexy girlie- to Liv, and Maddie 
puts her arm through hers, they pick one another on the lips. Jermy said to get a room... they 
both just giggle. I side to Jenny-1 think he heard you back there doing that you know. Jenny 
yeah well, I don’t give a crap, he’ll get me from the backside later on. 

Wow-1 said... walking down the hall some- ‘Happy Friday girls,’ Jenny squeaks out! 

We all just look at her wondering why the hell she’s so freaking happy, that was uninstall for her. 

(Little did I no... she had plans for the letter on that night, involving me and my lover 

boy.) 

Maddie takes out her cell phone and takes a selfie of all of us, making silly faces. 
Beforehand she was looking into the screen to pick her teen with pink nails. 

(If I knew that it was going to be my last snapshot of all of us together, I would have to 
keep my fingers down from my lips, and my tongue in my mouth! You know the pose tongue out 
between two fingers. Yeah- you know it... I looked good! NOT!) 

‘This photo sucks,’ Jenny says, without looking at it. ‘Totally,’ I say it’s not even a good 
boob shot. Fridays are the toughest in some ways: you’re so close to freedom yet have to get 
down on your knees and beg them for mercy. 

‘Kill me now.’ 

(I said- Not thinking in less than eight hours I would be dead.) Jenny grips my face and 
kisses me. (I have been kissed by death by the lips of a teenage girl!) 

‘No way.’ 

Jenny embraces my arm. We were all arm chi nn ed together ‘Oh no! I can’t let my bestie 
die a without freaking her virgin lover boy Ray. It’s about time you get down on your knees or 
spread them, for someone you want to be with! ’ I said to Jenny it is all about sex with you, isn’t 
it? And she said yep- what else is there? You’re a freak-1 said... and she whispers back in my 
ear- you know it, baby! Blonde has more fun you know! (Licking her lips) Maddie said nah, I 



have just as much fun as you do... plus this way I am smarter. I said, come on let’s get to our 
classes! 


(#-Hashtag: blond bombshell, not all-natural hair and colors, and who’s your daddy?) 

Maddie’s-1 have been keeping her a secret, just like Jenny keeps Karly’s secret, and 
Karly keeps her secrets. All of us girls have a dirty little secret, which no one will ever know 
about. No one ever found out what was happening inside me. Like what was happening to her, it 
happened to all of us. Just like me not showing the world that I love her. It still pains me as it did 
with her, and it's eating away at all of us slowly. 

Liv- I remember Karly telling me about him coming on to her. And from that point on I 
made sure he thought she was gay like me and Maddie. He has made a pass at me, yet he knows 
that he is not getting me to do anything like she had to do. 

Sometimes, Karly is so meek and global! She got used and there was no need in it if she 
would have stood up for herself. Nonetheless, look who is talking... I am so much like her. I 
never stood up for what I wanted or did want either. Yet all of us girls have been licked by that 
man. The sick twisted bastard. And no one believes it happening! Because he is so well-liked by 
the school staff and respected. 

(The girl’s internal thoughts walking to class.) 

Maddie- Why are people so harsh? What did I or she ever do to them? 

Why can’t they understand me or her? 

God’s it is getting hot in here. 

I’m so bloated, at least I’m not pregnant! 

Jenny must be on her period; she tries so hard not to be a b*tch! 

Hum-1 need some chocolate! 

Does she still love me? 


I feel like crying! 



Liv’s thoughts-1 don't sleep last night. 

All night long I was wide awake. 

Thinking! Secrets, secrets, secrets! 

I am sick of keeping Maddie and me a secret! 

This is my fault, mine? Now, look at what I did! 

Where could we go to not be seen? 

Would I be a good mommy? 

I’m so homy! 

Karly’s thoughts-I'm scared! 

Afraid of all of you! 

And of them, and that man over there! 

I am scared of who I am! 

I must be with him, tonight! 

I would never bleach my hair! 

I have a paper I need to write. 

Why should, I keep these secrets! 

It’s cold in this hallway! 

I have topee! 

Jenny-1 remember my freshman year and asking Ray out, and he said no to me. To me! 
Like no one has ever passed me up! 

I typed- If you have the chance in the future, will you and I ever go out? I know you do 
have someone now, but I would like to have a yes or no answer. You don’t have to answer this 
right away... think about what you want and get back to me okay thanks. 



Ray- three moments pass, and I get- No! 

With- It’s never- ever going to happen! I like someone else! 

Jenny- We were friends on Facebook and our friendship was short-lived, I confirmed his 
request... and he unfriended me? The same day- What happened? He deleted me; no, the boy has 
ever done that to me. I must have him as my boyfriend, he is the first one to ever say no to me. 

He said he I don't remember sending you a request! Sure... to be truthful I am kind of 
disappointed in him, I was thinking finally we can at least be friends. 

Why doesn’t he want me? 

Why does he like her more? 

(Facebook chat) 

He typed - No we can't be friends. 

I, asked- why not? 

He typed - Because I don't want to. 

1 typed - That’s mean... what did I ever do to you? 

He typed -1 tried to be nice to you but you took it too far, and I feel a little uncomfortable 
around you. I'm not trying to be mean. 

I- was- thinking uncomfortable? Uncomfortable because you don’t like me? Or 
uncomfortable because you can control yourself around me because you like me that much? 

I typed -1 am sorry I never meant to do anything to you. 

Yes, I like you, and I know you’re with Karly, I was hoping for someday... 

Maybe we could go to a movie or something like that? I’m not a bad person... you no! 

You have to give people a chance. And if you’re judging me, I have changed a lot. 

Is ask you out so wrong? Why, do I make you so uncomfortable? 

His typed-1 am very happy with Karly, and 1 see her in my future, so I wish you could 
respect that. I don't understand why... you think it’s okay for me to give you a chance when I 
have a girlfriend. I'm not like that, and I think that's very wrong. 



I typed - My god you not married to her. You need to stop listening to your friends so 
much... what are you so scared of? 

He typed-1 scared to fall in love with someone like you! 

I said- It will happen! You will fall forme! 

Jenny’s thoughts walking to class- I’m going to get what I want... And none of you 
h*tches know! 

I’ll get you! 

I’ll have to sit in class like this. 

I hope you don’t mind blood Mr. D 

I have to change this tampon out... 

The gym is my only ‘A,’ I wish they were all that easy for me. 

Karly small good, I wonder what she is wearing? 

Does anyone have a tampon? 

Do people still use pads? 

These... underwear cost me $30! 

I WISH I WAS A GUY! 

(So. me being on my period feels like you getting- kicked in the balls for a week, non¬ 
stop, like that love a sick feeling or you have to squeeze something out of yah, consent churning 
inside.) 

Chapter: 55 

Admiration 

Karly- My first two periods- Art and American History history are always been my best 
subject-1 get only five roses I was told at the end of the day so far. I’m not that stressed about it, 
although it does kind of piss me off that Eliza gets four roses from her boyfriend, Chris. It didn’t 



even arise to me to ask Ray Raymond to do that, and in a way-1 don’t think it’s fair. It makes 
people think you’ve got more friends than you do. I guess I’m more honest than that? 

As soon as I make it to Spanish, Mr. Pierce announces a pop quiz. This is an immense 
problem since one, I did understand a word of my homework in four weeks. 

(Okay, so I came to a standstill trying to get it... after week one.) 

And two Mr. Pierce is kind of a d*ickto me. Always threatening to take my phone away 
and making me stay long after school sometimes. I have a failing grade, yet I don’t care it’s not 
like I am going to do anything with my life anyways after I get out. I haven’t been accepted to 
school yet. Because the stiff here don’t know how to get you into a place. 

He said, that he is going to make sure I don’t graduate. I’m not sure whether he’s being 
serious or whether he’s just trying to keep me in line for next year when I become a- senior, but 
there is no way I’m letting some d*ick headteacher ruin my chances of getting into Pitt/IUP. Just 
two be able to count to ten in Spanish. 

I want to go to Pitt or there- I don’t know yet- (you know the big gay building) too if I 
can get Jenny to get it for me as she did with the other girls. Like always she has the pull. Yeah- 
it’s not like I could even have enough money to go to a cmmmy community college either. 

Mom and Dad are kicking me out regardless of what I do with my life when I turn 
eighteen. They say... I have to make it on my own just like they did there not handing- me a 
dime or anytime soon. 

They don’t care if I end up on the street, will maybe daddy a little more than mom, but I 
think you get it. Ray plan on going to Pitt. That is the only reason I want to go to. I guess I have 
to kiss Jenny’s ass hole till the day I die! 

(Ha, that’s amusing... I did die and I was lying in a pool of bold on the street. 

It’s funny how your hopes and dreams seem to work out!) 

Even worse. I’m sitting next to Liken Lorre, possibly the only girl in the class more 
clueless about this stuff than I am. She is even more clueless about everything then Jenny seems 
to be about life itself. 



My grades have been pretty good in chem. this year. I like how sexy, I feel in that white 
lab jacket and mixing things different things together, with my lab partner Maggie. I was the 
only one to say ‘okay’ I’ll work with her. If I get into Pitt, I would maybe like to major in that, 
yet my straight A-average can be summarized in one word: Maggie. If she would be doing all 
my work for me, I would have never gotten this far, in any of my classes. I most likely would 
have dropped out and had a baby or two. 

I would say we're friends, but in a way where we are without anyone knowing about it. I 
like the girl what can I say. She smart, funny, nice and even cute. I have even spent time at her 
house. 


I have learned so much from her, as I showed her how to attract a significant other. 

And what is surprising is that she has a crush on Maddie. When Maddie isn’t all that nice 
to her. She likes a boy named Greg too but she doesn’t stand a chance, with either. Her first kiss 
was with me. That happened the night I sleepover, and she and I had a plow fight after she 
changed out of all her clothing into her hoddie- footie PJs. And I sleep with her in her cozy 
single bed, the same way 1 do at home. She did mind, I not much of a Pj’s type of girl. Oh- and 
the kiss was more showing her what she needs to do... I think she kind sneaked it on me. But I 
didn’t mind, we were in her room and no one could see us. 

She felt safe with me, I guess... 

(I do know that she misses me.) 

Greg He’s skinnier than most and his breath always smells like spearmint gum. But 
Madilyn she lets me copy her homework and even inched her desk nearer to mine on test days, 
so I can peek over at her answers without being too apparent. 

Unfortunately, since I stop before Smith class I didn’t get to pee or to check in with 
Maggie- we always meet in the bathroom before the fourth period, yet for some dumb ass reason 
or days and class periods rotate from week to week and day today, and it can be confusing just 
knowing where you need to be. I didn’t know where I need to be... anyways fourth I go to tbe 
bathroom just to see if we can hang out since she has Math thread at the same time I have, 
English- she is in the next class over. And we leave at the same time to go in. Yet today 1 got to 



Chem., and I arrive too late to get my usual seat next to her. 1 was stuck look at a Bunsen burner 
and weirdo Marcel Vogel. 

(He is always sniffing things... like me or like his armpits. And touching his junk, always 
making sure I see it popping up under there!) 

I swear if he touches my arm or anything else on me one more time, I will scream so loud 
that all the glass test tube will break to my shriek! 

This is just my luck for the day. 

There are four questions on Mr. Smith's quiz, and I don’t know enough to even fake the 
first answer. Why do they have to belong to an essay question? Next to me, is Liv and she still 
thinks she’s knocked up, so I drought anything on her paper is worth looking at, yet that moronic 
look on her face is interning. She, like- her tongue poking out between her teeth, off to the one 
side of her head and hair, and one of her one finger tearing up her scalp under her lacy headband. 

Eyes looking far-out staring blankly at the block wall! 

(I bet- she was thinking about her girl! 1 think some of her brain cells die, every time she 
does think about Maddie.) 

She always does that when she thinks too hard. Her first answers are complete crap-olla, 
actually: that so not like her, Liv’s answers are mostly well-ordered and unhurried, not 
hysterically scribbled like mine, when you don’t know what the hell you’re talking about, and 
are eagerly scrawling all these words so your teacher won’t notice, just how dumb you are. 

(Yes- it was in cursive- the style of writing, which I never use unless I am hiding my 
stupid or showing my love!) 

(Of course: I know that never works, but I have to put down something, so I don’t look 
Sped that have to get the ads to spell everything for them!) 

Then, I remember that Mr. Smith lectured Liv about improving her grade last week. 
Maybe she’s been studying extra hard, not to fail, or maybe he told her he would call home or 
something like them to back in elementary. Whatever it is she looks freaked out just like me, 
and most of the class! These questions don’t need to be this hard, I main come on! 



I peeked over Liv’s shoulder and copy down three of her answers- there not that good, 
but good enough to be at the same Liv she is- when Mr. Smith calls out, ‘Fiiiiivvvveee minutes 
kid-d-ie’s.’ He says it intensely, sounding demonic talking so stridently it makes the loose skin 
under his chin jiggle. 

It looks like Liv finished and checking her work and said- skew it under breath. But she's 
taking it up to him, so I can’t see the fourth answer. ‘Freaking-A’ I said out loud. And everyone 
gives me that look. As I snapped my pencil in my fisted right hand out of frustration. 

He said ‘Is there something wrong missy.’ Mr. Smith, he roars, glaring at me. 

‘Are you talking during my quiz?’ 

I turn bright red and looks back and forth from me to the teacher, licking my lips. I don’t 
say anything. I just shook my head- no. liv looks up and said ‘I was just-’ she says faintly. He 
said trying to ask you for anger. She looked petrified at me and back at him. 

‘Enough of all the chatter. ’ 

He stands up, glowering so hard his mouth looks like it’s going to dissolve into his neck. 

1 think he’s going to say something more to Liv because he’s giving her a death stink eye. 

But instead, he just says, ‘Time is nearing down, everybody.’ And got up and didn’t even 
look the test over and handed it to him. He said I can wait to read over this... he said 
sarcastically! I knew I was F-ed! I went and sat back down seeing the hand on the clock tick-tock 
down. 


‘Two miiinnnuuutes and thirrrrty onnneee secondssss,’ Samantha- and I lean over and 
stabbed her arm with my pencil tip. She looks up- ouch! She said alarm at me. Sam-1 haven’t 
talked to her in ages and for a second... I see a look come over her face that I can’t quite classify. 
Blue ink pen, in her mouth, sucking on the back end. 

She looks mixed up as she glanced- up at Liv, who is thankfully bent over the desk 
picking up her textbooks. And not completely at me, the books weren’t allowed on the deck 
while taking the test, so we all had them on the floor at our feet. 

(Liv does have a nice ass! I knew what Sam was looking at! Or maybe it was just that 
greasy spot. Either way, she was looking at her perfectly rounded butt.) 




‘What?’ Sam whispers. With her gothie blaek hair falling over her brown eyes. 

Karly- ‘Um- ah- how do you think you did?’ 

Sam- ‘Okay, it wasn’t that hard.’ 

Karly- ‘Why?’ 

She’s staring at me dumbly and then makes some gestures with her pen shaking in a 
jerking up and down in her finger curled up hand in a shaking motion, trying to communicate to 
me that she mns out of ink. 

So, I said-1 think I have one in my purse, let me see. A couple of seconds go by and I 
feel like reaching out and shaking out my whole handbag out because it’s taking too long. 

All my tampons, lipstick, used clean-x, and my make-up is dumped out and rolls off my 
desk on the floor, and Marcel picks all the tampons up for me, saying jess-z that’s a lot, Karly. 

Also, said- yeah try being a girl! He wants me to explain... yet I didn’t. Sam stops 
looking at me when 1 did that. I handed her the nicest pin I have; it has that pink puff at the top. I 
knew that she wouldn’t put that in her mouth. She said- thanks... it’s very pretty and pink, but 
you didn’t need to do that. I said I wanted to. 

‘Ooonneee minnnuttt everrrryoneee I-um donneee.’ Finally, her face frees up and she 
smiles so angelically at me as I give her the great gift in the world. 

‘Seriously,’ she says, ‘you’re going to need a pen. For notes and stuff.’ 

(#- Hashtag: it’s wet, pretty and pink, and what makes you cry) 

(I guess she is not so different from me after all? She seems to be a sweetheart. The girls 
always said to not waste my time talking to dorky emo kids like her, saying she was kind of slow 
and unfriendly and terrifying looking. 

(No that is so untrue! Underneath all the black, red and white, she is an ordinary girl, the 
black her the covers her one eyes are just deference, take all that, away she would look she’s just 
like us, she is covering up, so she is not going to get hurt by someone like me. Plus, she is far 
more intelligent than I or the girls ever hope to be. I wish I would have befriended her a lot 
sooner!) 



While Liv is bent over rummaging for her folders and right notebook for her next class, I 
see the final answer on the chunks test. Actually, what I put was rather close to what he 
misspelled and wrote down, and then he whispered and get my attention. And said thanks for 
sitting by me today, you been a help. I was speechless... to his hitting on me! ‘Thirrrrttttyyyy 
seconnndss nooww.’ 

Everyone- said something like- here take it, as they got up pissed to hand their test to him. 
So, I took her old one from her the one end is chewed and wet: gross. 

(Yet I felt I had a new girlfriend.) 

I give her a snug lipid smile and looked away, but a second or two later she whispers, 
‘Does it work for you?’ I said- no, but that’s okay you keep that one, I have more somewhere in 
my locker. 

I give Marcel, that you're starting to be the annoying look. I guess he takes it as a sign of 
flirting, he did understand. ‘The Pen. Does it work,’ he said? I don’t respond- he whispers a little 
louder and taps my hand with his delicately. That’s when I slam my textbook against his desk. 

The sound is so loud everyone jumps. I said- Marcel, can’t you get it through your head, please 
leave me alone, I am not into you. Okay! You’re making feel unbearable... I have a boyfriend! 

Karly, he stopped me as I walked out the door. He said- ‘You failed my test today for 
talking too much to others and speaking inappropriately to your classmates! You need to learn 
that you are not the boss in my classroom.’ I smile tightly and dropped Sam’s champed up the 
pen in my bag. Will he grin, his voice in my ear? 

I said- you done, I have to get to my next class, as I ran out. 

Of course; I carried walking through the hallway to my next class with a slobber mood 
coming over me. Yet he will never see me cry, he would feel that he was winning! On the bright 
side: my daddy continuously says you should do one good thing a day. And something good will 
come back to you in time. So, I guess that means I did mine for the day. You always get what 
you- devise! Daddy is a very smart man. 

Next period today I have ‘PE’ which is what they call gym when you’re old enough to be 
affronted by forced physical activity (Liv thinks they should call it on needed life skills instead. 



for accuracy). We’re studying CPR, which means we get to make out with a life-sized dummy in 
front of Mr. Davis just more proof of his perv-E-ness. 

I am sure that it’s been in her mouth too! I can almost taste it- gross! After that the girls 
all were gotten ready for the dance, school class ended early, too bad I still had to go to his class. 
All the girls wear rhinestone masks, our costumes dress doesn’t make sense in the context of the 
day in my mind, yet that’s the whole point 1 guess to look mysterious to your boy on the dark 
dance floor. 

So, you can be free and crazy! I was wearing a small pink eye mask covered in what 
looked like red rubies, so no would know I was dancing with him, but him. The whole point is to 
show off in front of the junior and senior boys and look sexy. I don’t blame them forgetting turn 
on. We want them too. 

Freshman year Jenny dated Nick Sermon- a senior at the time- they were together all of 
the eighth-grade years too on and off. Anyways for two months after he integrated them doing 
the nasty, in every position you could think of... 

Why? 

Because, she broke it off that night after they did it, saying it sucked, and not in a good 

way. 

(If you’re going to have any type of sex, and don’t want others to see it, don’t take the 
photos on your cell, and then send them to a boy to upload the pictures to the internet!) That’s a 
real love story right there, they were so in love... yet Jenny is never happy! Jenny told me at the 
time the only reason she ended it with him was that she had her eye on someone else. 

She was petrified of how stem he was over her, she never said but I knew, that she felt 
more like his daughter then his lover. Other guys were not even supposed to look at her or 
anything, or he would beat the crap out of them. I feel bad for all tbe boys that she leads on that 
lost their teeth! Oh yeah- Jenny thought this new boy was going to be a sure thing. Yet, it did 
work out. No- she never told me who he was... I wonder myself? 


I make a big deal of unfolding the tiny card to get a rose at the end of the day on the 
dance floor it’s from Ray, I felt the spotlight was on me when the girl named Jace waked up to 



me and handed it to me, she was passing them out. I read the note that looked to have been 
already opened, even though all he’s written. It said, ‘Luv yah,’ and then in smaller letters near 
the bottom: I’ll be with you tonight. 

‘Luv yah’ isn’t exactly ‘I love you’ which we’ve never said it aloud in front of anyone- 
but it’s getting closer. I’m pretty sure he’s saving it for tonight, we are going to do it. Last week 
it was late, and we were sitting on his couch and he was staring at me and I was sure certain- he 
was going to say it- but instead he just said I look like Alyson Hannigan from a certain angle. 

I said- oh the girl from the ‘American Pie’ movies? Um- thank you, I guess she’s kind of 
cute? So, I said the famous line: ‘This one time, at band camp, I stuck a flute in my p*ssy.’ He 
busted out laughing and that’s when he said it: Oh my god I so love you right now! You know 
what I think you’re cute! He said knowing you-you would do that too! I said- ‘ah’ in a gasp, and 
smacked his arm, and looked at him massively with my flirty eyes. I could not believe it... 
though he can be shy, I have a way of making him feel relaxed. 

Yet, I just want to hear the words ‘I LOVE YOU’ And nothing else. And just like her, I 
was thinking in my mind ‘So, are we going to screw soon because I'm getting kind of antsy.’ 
And as you know it just did happen. And after he left that night at around 3 am, and I was 
disappointed, just like her it was just me and my good friend Mr. Shower-head in the bathtub. 

At least my note is better than the one Alexis got from Seth Shorts last year: ‘Roses are 
red, violets are blue if I get you in bed, and I’ll cover you in my goo.’ She thought he was 
kidding- no not really... but still, Blue and goo do that even rhyme. 

‘Is Goo even a word?’ 

No- didn’t thi nk so... We all remember her look on her face the weekend after, she was 
in his bed a lot, and she looked so tired that 

Monday morning. We just knew. I don’t know... I kind of find it funny and suck what he 
said. Yet he tried, and that’s all that matters, right? 

Tip- to all you boys out there, make the note about something other than wanting to get 
her in your bed or pants. That’s not romantic if anything that would put her out of the mood. Just 
saying! You got to be sweet to her, and care about more than just her vag.! 

(If all you have is just sex where is the love that you need?) 



(#-Hashtag- movie night look-alike, under the spray, and bubble bath) 

I think that’s going to be all of my love-o-grams, but then the girl makes her rounds and 
then comes over to me and hands me another one. It now the end of the day and I see these 12 all 
color roses are all different colors and this one’s pretty incredible they were sent from the flower 
shop in town: white with pink-streaked petals like it’s made out ribbon candy. Alone with the 1 
red that means so much to me. ‘It’s beautiful,’ I was breathless. I look up, and all the other girls 
in my homeroom are just standing there drilling, staring at the roses lying on my desk. 

Gracie said- My God girl, someone loves you! She said it with a bratty attitude! I said- 
Um- yeah, I no. It’s pretty shocking for a lowerclassman to even have the balls to speak to a 
senior about who loves you. It annoyed me for a second. I just looked off... and take in my 
moment with my bundle. But in the back of my mind, I was thinking, I don’t ask you who loves 
you, do I? Like just how envious can she and the others be of me? She has her hair so pale blond 
at the tips that it’s almost white and brown at the top which was so last year. And I can see 
individual veins through her skin and sun markings from getting fried. 

She reminds me of someone, but I can’t think of whom. I catch her looking at me and she 
gives me a quickie glance, with that embarrassed smile. I’m happy to see some girls color rush 
into her face- at least it makes her look less like a cold-blooded freshman zombie, that sucks into 
boys' lives that they shouldn’t be in. 

All these batches need to stand the freak back and mind their crap... seriously! You can’t 
have him; he’s mine... MINE! I was thinking! So-o in love, I trilled like a drunk ballerina around 
with the bunches in my arms. I bmsh my finger over the rose petals-they’re so soft. Instantly 1 
feel stupid, as I sniff them with my eyes closed. 

I open the one-note, expecting all these from Ray or Maddie or Liv... No, it was from 
Jenny, it said (I will always love you... to death, my b*tch- my baby girl! A flower for every 
hour of love I have for you till death do us all apart! You will always remain in my heart like the 
red mbbers and red blood you’ll drip, like a memory you and he will be just like a kiss on your 
lips, your fate has been sealed! 


(You have made your choices.) 



(I was so dumb at the time I didn’t get it.) 

Underneath all the flowers on my desk was a eartoon drawing eard it says: I love you. It’s 
obviously from Parker Paterson- he draws my cute cartoons for me to be with him, they show his 
puppy love forme, so I give him one of my senior pies, last week just beeause, and I think he’s 
in love with me now. I look up and glanee in his direction and flirt. He always sits in the baek- 
left comer of the room staring at my butt trying to see if he can see my thong sting, and down my 
crack, or something like that. He is one weird boy, not the one I want. 

Yet, he is sweet to me so. I’ll play nice, and let him dream about me at night and beat off 
to me and my pie like all the others do when I tease them like that. 

Y es-1 have been the tribute girl to many of the boy’s urges. He- he! Every boy and even 
some gay girls in the sehool wants my Snapchat, for my sensual but naked pies. But just like me 
and my cell number, it’s hard to get. I like to say my number has a 2,433, in the end, you’ll have 
to figure out the rest. 

Funny many of a boy has tried to erack my number. I love getting random texts at 3 am. 
Along with your junk pic, it’s the highlight of my day. 

Not really... but send away I’m not going to stop you... silly boys. Sure enough, he’s 
watching me from behind. I look back and he gives me a quick smile and a wave, then makes 
that motion with his arm trying to eover up what he was doing as he sits baek, I knew what he 
was doing, about that time is when he blew me a kiss too, that I caught with my left hand to save 
for letter, I was grossed out by it shooting out at me underthings his desk, why do boys have to 
do that? 

That doesn’t turn me on! I guess if I had one, I would play with it too in class ha- ha. 

Anyway, I take his drawing and crumble it up, and I know that it will get lost at the 
bottom of my bag and that’s just okay with me. I don’t think he minds what 1 do with his 
drawings. 

Oh, My God, I remember when I was about five, and I asked dad what happen to mine, I 
thought I was one of the boys... because I saw my little eousin ehanging when he stayed over for 
Christmas in my room, and he let it all hang out, plus when he was asleep in my bunk bed too I 



got a glimpse. Anyways I asked dad and he said that I played around with mine so much it falls 
off, that’s why I have a hole there and not one of those. 

Hells yeah, I was pissed! That messed me up for many a year! Like, come on dad just 
‘tell me the truth about me being a girl, not a boy. I was freaked out by that for sure, as I wanted 
it back and even cried about it. I did want to touch myself for a long time after that. Just like he 
said- if I push in or jiggle around my little button as he called it... I would die. 

Thanks, daddy you made me sexily insecure! And just like any nine-year-old girl at the 
time, I had to push it in to see what would happen in my bedroom, and no I didn’t die! 

Dad and I have always seemed to get into wired moments just like that. Just like when he 
finds out 1 was popping the pill, and I did them to say it was okay to get them. Because I was of 
age to get it myself at the store. 

#-Hashtag: (The black hole was not cool, hot for teacher, and dripping dowers) 

Mr. Pamper comes up and down the passageways, collecting homework, and he pauses at 
my desk. I have to admit it: he’s the reason I’m psyched to get so many other love-o-grams from 
other boys. I would so do him! I might just leave 

Ray if he would say let’s do it here and now! Mr. Pamper’s only twenty-five and he’s 
gorgeous. He’s the assistant coach of the swimming team, and it’s pretty fuimy to see him 
standing there showing off his goods in those short shorts. I see him looking at me when I get in 
and out of the pool dripping wet and walk past to jump off the diving board. We are complete 
physical opposites, yet opposites attract. 

Mr. Pamper is over five feet ten, always tan, and dresses like we do, in jeans and hoodies 
and Nicki sneakers. I would love for him to take me and throw me on top of his desk and jam 
that all in, mmm he is dazzling! He graduated from here. We looked h im up once in the old 
yearbooks in the library. He was prom king, he had a little more hair then, he was in one picture 
wearing a blue tux and smiling with his arm around strawberry blonde prom date. That looked a 
lot like me. 


I love that picture; I wish I was that girl. I bet that was the night she lost her virginity to 
him. You can just till they were saving that for that night, by the glowing look on her face. But 



you know what I love even more? Is that I could pretend to be her if he would want me too. It’s 
so ironic that he is the hottest guy here and he is one of the faculty. 

As usual, when he smiles at me my stomach does a slight flip, and I feel myself getting 
hot and wet. When I see him running his hand through his messy black hair, and I fantasize about 
doing the same things with my hand. And his hand going through mine, and down my back and 
squeezing my butt cheeks. Why not I can fantasize... right! I think he is kind of what Ray will 
look like in ten or so years. I am looking forward to Ray to become more of a man. 

There are some things he needs to do to become that. 

‘13 roses already?’ 

He raises his eyebrows, makes a big deal of it show everyone my flowers that I got. 

‘Well done he said along with... I knew you would have this many you are a cutie.’ 

I just smiled with a sigh thinking thank you, you think I am cute? I said- ‘sure honey,’ he 
says and winks at me. 

I let him move a little farther down the aisle before I say, at full volume, ‘I still haven’t 
gotten my rose from you, Mr. Pamper!’ He doesn’t turn around, but I can see his cheeks get 
cherry red. There are giggles and snorts from the class, one girl giggled so hard she started to cry. 

I get that rush that comes when you know you’re doing something wrong, yet it feels so 
good, and are getting away with it, like stealing a pair of sexy undies from Victoria's secret that 
you can’t afford but have to have, or taking food from the school cafeteria, or getting tipsy at a 
family holiday, or doing someone in your mom and dad's bed without anyone knowing. 

That was the feeling I had; it was almost as good as the sex would be with him. Jenny 
says Mr. Pamper’s going to for sure get me for sexual harassment one of these days, but I can’t 
help myself. She said- Karly you will be in handcuffs if you keep doing that. And I jokingly say 
to her if there are cuffs... I would like that; I hope their pink and fuzzy! She just giggles... and I 
say- I don’t think he would do that; he wants me too badly. I think he secretly likes it. Jenny 
said- Your crazy babe...! 

Example: when he turns around to face the class, he’s smiling. But not at them... he's 
only looking at me, undressing me- with his eyes, his eyes hardly ever stop staring at me. The 



other girls know this... but I feel he’s mine too, they try too hard to get his attention, you have to 
become day go a day, to keep a man like he turned on. 

‘Afterreviewing last week’s results, as I looked over last week’s swimming lap times, I 
feel like I am not moving forward fast enough in both. Yet at least I am getting the grade I want 
and winning. I realize there’s still a lot of confusion about us, and about my limits.’ 

This is what I did last week, I kissed my test paper with my pink lipstick, and said push 
me against the wall and kiss me. Yes, I left everything blank! He stared at that paper for like ten 
minutes, I don’t think he wanted to give it back to me. He was pondering if he wanted to or not, I 
remember he began, leaning against his desk and then he sits down crossing his legs one over the 
other, a little bit of sweat ran down his face. I knew I had him... I think this week I’ll put my 
phone number and say sext me! 

I can be a dirty girl. 

Nobody else could make world history even remotely interesting, I’m sure of it, I feel 
that I did well. He notes back to me was I could lose my job if I did, I keep this a secret, and he 
filled out all the answers on the paper for me and said-1 passed. I love that man! For the rest of 
the class, he barely looks at me, and even then, only when I raise my hand. 

But I swear that when our eyes do meet, it makes my whole body feel like a massive 
shiver. I even had to ask to go to the ladies’ room to change my undies to my spar pair, it like I 
could’ve mined them out to dry at the snick, I just put them in my purse and went back to class. I 
swear he’s feeling it too. He was so feeling me too just like that! 

After his class, Marcel catches up with me in the hall. ‘Karly... Karly... Karly...?’ he 
says. ‘What did you think?’ ‘Of what Marcel?’ I say annoyed at him. He’s like a little five-year- 
old boy. I know he’s talking about the cartoon and the tiny rose. I keep walking faster and faster 
but he catches up with me. ‘So?’ he says. ‘What did you think?’ ‘Okay with what?’ I say to 
infuriate him. I said not bad, I just put it with all the rest I said. 

(Cramped up in the pit of my handbag.) 

Marcel just smiles, briskly he modifications the subject to what I thought he was going to 
ask. ‘I’m having a party tonight. He said. Are you coming?’ ‘It’s going to be great,’ he says, still 



smiling. I just said- I’ll never be coming for you! Then he spits it out- ‘Yeah- my parents are 
gone for the weekend.’ I just said- 

‘Good for you Marcel. But sorry... I’ve got plans. I’ve got a boyfriend too, which will 
kick your ass if you don’t start leaving me alone.’ He said- ‘Oh yeah Karly- Mr. Pamper scares 
me.’ I just walk away giggling shaking my head, saying you have a lot of growing up to do. As I 
walk down the hallway, I overhear him saying loudly to frank his buddy, ‘I’m going to marry 
that girl someday, and God she is so fine, I’m going to do her.’ I was thinking in your dreams 
little boy... in your dreams. 

‘See you there,’ he says. Down the hall I see Ray bobbing out of the cafeteria, and he 
starts walking faster up to me, hoping that Marcel will get the picture and back off. It’s pretty 
hopeful thinking on my part. That he would kiss me in front of Marcel, it would make him so 
pissed, he has had a crush on me for years, possibly even since our kiss. I would love that. 

Yeah, there are about 69 reasons as to why, I can’t stand him, that just being one! I still 
can believe he asked me to do that with him at his party. It’s not going to be much of a party it’s 
just going to be him, Frank and Paul most likely. If there are any girls there. I’ll be surprised, yes, 
a total sausage fast. I bet there won’t even be any beer, he just wants me to take his virginity or 
something like that... for his friends to think he’s cool. No thank you! He clingy engulf as is now 
with doing that crap. I’m shocked that he hasn’t tried dry humping my leg in the hallway. ‘Down 
boy!’ 

I knew he is the one that broke into my locker today and got into my handbag and swiped 
my sheer white tiny undies... that I took off. I loved those too. 

He knows... what Ido... when I go into the bathroom? Like I need to stop putting my 
bag in my locker, when I go to lunch, he knows my combo. He will most likely put them under 
his pillow tonight and say to his friends that we were together. I look at him. 

I’ve never understood Marcel. Or at least I haven’t understood him in years. We were 
super close when we were little when we were baby, we would play in the mud together ass 
naked- technicality suppose he was my best friend as well back then, my little boyfriend that you 
have when you're too young to realize. It was his first kiss too. 

Then as soon as he hit middle school and he grows a d*ick, some boys like him just wear 
their balls on their faces. He started getting stranger and stranger. 



Since freshman year he’s always worn a long black trench coat to school, even though 
most big holes in his jeans you can see his hairy ass and boxers, not a turn on! I remember the 
eighth-grade field trip he sat with me on the school bus, he laid his head down on my boob, and 
then put his face in my armpit and licked it... so weird. 

‘I’m not an orange Creamsicle...!’ I said that... at the time. 

Then the whole way back to the school he was nuzzled up to me. That’s another thing he 
was like an octopus's, he couldn’t keep his hands off me. That is the price of being cute; I guess 
and smelling good. Like I would move one hand, and then the other would pop up and be 
touching me, where I did want him touching me. He wanted to be more than friends- way back 
then. He even said that he liked me- liked me... but- no. 

He was just a friend that was a boy. Yet he didn’t get that. Known him as I do, he most 
likely will be licking and sniff the crotch area of my thong undies tonight too, the little weirdo! 
That boy needs to find himself a frozen flag pool and lick that instead! Like why must I be his 
fetish? 


He wears the same scuffed-up black-and-white checkered s converse sneakers every day 
and his hair is greasy and long swinging down over his eyes every four seconds. But the real 
deal-breaker is this: he wears a fedora hat... to school. The worst thing is that he could be cute. 
He has the face and the body for it. 

He even has dimples, big gorgeous blue eyes, and nice teeth. No-a joke. But he has to 
screw it up by being such a freak with his group of friends and little boy ways. If he would cut 
that hair and take a bath it would help. Maybe I should say that to him? 

He stops walking entirely when I met up with Ray, yet I think Marcel was hoping I’ll 
stop and turn back to him. But I don’t. For a second, I feel bad like I was too cruel, but then his 
voice rings out after me, and I can tell just by the sound of it that he’s still creeper smiling and 
staring at my ass. 

‘See you tonight,’ he said again. I hear the squeak of his sneakers on the dirty red 
linoleum, and I know he has about-faced around and started marching off in the reverse direction. 
He starts singing ‘You Are So Beautiful’ by Joe Cocker, and I admittedly felt so bad for treating 
him like that. The sound of it carries back to me, getting fainter. It takes me a while to place the 
tune, for he was saying out of tune and off-key. Just like me, I guess he was trying to get by with 



A little help from his friends. Yet, I was not much of a friend to him there, yet I have to be that 
way, or he would be on top of me. 


He makes me feel a little uncomfortable around him, he always takes it too far. I feel I 
bmsh him off as Maddie does with Maggie, we just don’t like them like that, but they won't back 
off. Yet I th ink Maddie and she would be a good match. 

I know no one else in the hall will get it, I’m so embarrassed and can feel the heat 
creeping up my neck, and face I was getting hot under my top and color. He’s always doing 
things like that: acting as he knows me better than anyone else just because we used to play in 
the sandbox together stark-naked. Acting like nothing that’s happened in the past... like the last 
ten years has not changed anything, even though it’s changed everything. 

We were kids then it didn’t mean anything, even if he thought it did my God, we were 
like in diapers then. My phone’s buzzing in my butt pocket was not allowed to have them... I 
can get away with it. Strangely the vibration today reminded me of the mooring I had sharing 
with my sis. I am backtracking here, but this is when I went into the lunchroom. 

New text message its shows on the screen- from Jenny. I open it looking around to see if 
there are any teachers around. It reads- ‘Party at Marcel's 2-night u in?’ I stall for just a second, 
puffing out a long breath before I text back. 

‘Nah’ 


(#-Hashtag- a pantie snatcher, licking and sticking, and hot to not) 

I stand in line for my lunch... Ray has his hand in my front part of my jeans looking fora 
dollar and touching my obviously, the PDA makes all the girls crazy. 

Even if it’s just Ray, he needs to kiss me but with Jenny not too far behind us, so I don’t 
think so. 

There are three acceptable things to eat in the Thomas Jefferson cafeteria: 

1. Plain pizza with nasty string cheese. 

2. French fries, or a cheese soft pretzel. 



3. Turkey sandwich make-your-own, or salad bar. 

And an iced tea. No one wants spoiled milk! That’s for the bullies to dump down nearly 
girl’s tops, or pain in the ass boys’ pants. 

Turkey is the most common, ham, or chicken breast. Salami is gross, and roast beef is 
doubtful when it looks greenish. This is a shame because I would like to have that if it was good, 
but this crap looks like it is been sitting out for far too long. Ray is leaning over by the cash 
register with a group of his friends, he jumped the line to be with them and not me... that pisses 
me off when he does that. He’s holding a huge tray of French fries. He eats them every day with 
ranch dressing. He catches my eye and gives me a nod, and that looks like you better get your ass 
back over here... and love me, boy. 

(Sometimes, he does not do so well with feelings his or mine in and being all love-ie- 
dove-ie. Case in point: the ‘Love yah’ on the note he sent me.) 

It’s peculiar. Before we were going tactically going out, I liked him so much, and for so 
long, that every time he even looked in my direction, I would get this bubbly, fizzing feeling so 
strong it would make me light-headed. No lie: sometimes, I got light-headed thinking about him 
and had to sit down, just like my blood sugar would drop. Just like when Maddie met Liv for the 
first time, she peed her in her undies a little, and her pahns got sweaty ha- she going to kill me 
for saying that, but she still does that when Maddie looks at her that flirty way. 

But, now that we’re un-official slash official couple, I sometimes have the strangest 
thoughts when I look at him like I wonder if all those fries are obstmction his arteries if he would 
die, I know I would; or whether he flosses and brushes his teeth as I do or how long it’s been 
since he washed hair... or if he shaved his face with the same riser he used on his balls, or like if 
the skin on thingy is clean! 

Yikes...! 

It’s pretty much liked that same filthy Old Navy jacket he wears every day, because- I 
have his letterman. If we get married. I’m going to have to be like his mamma, yet I guess I’m 
okay with that? I can see it now at... Ray! Did you remember to put on clean shorts? Did you 
pay for the TV bill? 



Do you think my butt looks big in these jeans? Did you just get me pregnant, because you 
forgot to wrap it up... really? Yeah- Sometimes I’m worried there’s something wrong with me... 
no joke! 

‘Oh, no,’ I said not realize I was speaking out loud. Mss. Fairbanks one of the little old 
lunch lady says is everything, okay honey? She looks at them, because my mouth was hanging 
open in disbelief, and she said aren’t they a cute couple? I just said- ‘Ahgg,’ like Charlie Brown. 

I couldn’t even make a word come out! ‘My stomach feels as if a dog is chasing its tail in 
it.’ ‘You okay,’ said Gill the girl behind me as I almost passed out in her arms. ‘Jenny was 
talking to him, and kissed him on the lips... okay, Karly Just thinks before you speak, take all the 
time you need before freaking out. Oh, God, I think I'm going to be sick if she touches him again, 
it’s like she is all over him, pressed so tightly. 

Who wouldn’t want to go out with Ray, maybe she sees what I see in him? Or she is just 
doing this because she can, to play with me. If he leaves me for her, I don’t know what I would 
do. Like sometimes I have to keep going over repeatedly in my skull as to why I liked him in the 
first place like if I don’t. I’ll somehow forget... why he is so meant for me. 

Gratefully there is a zillion- good reasons: to the fact that he has black hair and glass but 
somehow, they don’t look stupid with them; that he’s quiet but sweet and fuimy; that everyone 
knows him, but he’s not over popular that he's- an ass hole, yet not a loser. 

Most likely, half of the girls in the school have a cmsh on him; yet want to admit it 
because he not that popular because he’s not the same as the other boys when you get him naked. 
I love it when he’s really tired, he lays his head on my shoulder and falls asleep, on movie night. 
That’s one of my favorite things about him. I like to lie next to him when it’s late, dark, and so 
quiet, I can hear my heartbeat with his. 

It’s times like that when I’m sure that I’m in love, and that he's in love with me too. It's 
love when you’re that compatible with each other. It's love when you can just wear a nightshirt 
and nothing else in front of him as he sits in his underwear and nothing else, under a fuzzy 
blanket on the sofa in the living room. It's love when you get naked together under that blanket 
and get unstop of him to cuddle, yet with his mom and dad in the next room, we never had sex. 

Not that we have not tried, I loved the time his dad walked in on us and I was on top of 
him and the blanket was on the floor, he saw more of me then I wanted him to that’s for sure. 



Nevertheless, I have stayed all night on the weekends in the past, yet could never seem to be 
alone, not even in his room, he shares with his sis too. Well not l ik e that! We don’t want her to 
wake up and be freaked out, she’s only five. (I could see it now little Hadley saying something 
like: ‘Mommy- daddy Karly and Ray were butt naked, and resealing last night in his single bed. 

And it was squeaking, and-and Karly was saying ‘Oh- yeah’ over and over. I think Ray 
was hurting her!’) 

Funny it’s the same way at my house too with my sis in my room. Plus, why do all moms 
and dads have to be so snoopy? They do it... why can’t we? I swear we could be in the little red 
dog house outside and someone would see us and stop it. 

(#-Hashtag- sucking on a six-inch, a bump in the night, and tattle-tells) 

Okay back in line- I ignore Ray as I move down the line me to pay for my MTO (Sheetz 
SUB) and swap my school card-1 can play hard to get too- and then head for the senior section. 
The rest of the cafeteria is a rectangle. Sped kids sit down, at the table closest to the doors 
coming in, and then there are the freshman tables, and then tbe sophomore tables, and then the 
junior tables. The senior section is at the very head of the cafeteria in one line of tables pushed 
together. 

All the windows are on the one side. Okay, so it only looks out over the courtyard and the 
other part of the school, sometimes- you can look up and see a boy taking a leak in the urinal in 
the third-floor bathroom, from the right angle. You can also see Sped kids coming in on their 
short bus form the third fool bathrooms, it’s so sad, they have to be assessed by teachers because 
of there a danger to themselves and others. 

No offense, but I don’t want to see that brigade dribbling applesauce down their mouth in 
the room with me, everyone thinks they should have they own place to be, and yes Madilyn is 
classed as one of them, she sits there and she doesn’t look to the left or the right, she looks 
straight down depressed. She must be humiliated; I know I would be if I was her. If I would sit 
with her, I would be muttered by everyone in the room, that just how it goes. Poor little Maggie, 

I know her sort of well... she doesn’t need to be in that group... she is as smart as they come, I 
think. 



But sometimes you can be so smart that teachers think you’re as dumb as they come! 


Liv’s already sitting at a small circular table right by the window; our favorite. ‘Hey, girl. ’ 
1 put down my tray. Showing off all the cards and stuff 1 got from the boys. I forgot to say that 
on this day, are class ends before lunch, it’s a have day so we picked up our flowers when we 
went to homeroom briefly. Liv has her care and her bouquet sitting on the table and I do a quick 
count. ‘Ten roses.’ I wave to hers and then give my bouquet a rattle. ‘I have to more than her.’ 

She makes a cute funny face. ‘One of mine doesn’t count, Marcel sent one to me. Can 
you believe it? ‘The Jack off Stalker.’ ‘Yeah, well, I got one from Mr. P too, yet that doesn’t 
count either, because it was sent to me with no name’ I know he sent it to me... it has to be him. 

‘He loves you,’ she says, holding out the o. ‘Did you get Jenny's text?’ 1 hum- ‘Um-hum. ’ 
Who, loves me? I asked, the movie the conversation alone. 

Said Jenny- Who do you think? I said-1 don’t know! Said Jenny- It's an obvious baby girl, 
that Marcel got the hots for you! ‘He is so right for you! You should do him, for a night at the 
party. That is if you don’t have your mind on someone else. Do you have your mind on someone 
else? If not, you have to at least have a one-night stand with him, he’s too hot to pass up.’ ‘You 
think he’s hot?’ I say- with a grossed outlook on my face. 

Jenny- ‘ Yah, you need to get over your teacher cmsh, his balls were cut off when he 
started working here. If you can’t see all this, you need to be over there with the sped kids.’ I 
pick the mushy MTO and slam it in my mouth. ‘Are we going to go to his party?’ Liv snuffles 
and then snorts. ‘Afraid he’ll date rape you?’ I say- ‘Very funny, and yes!’ ‘There’s going to be a 
beer, Maddie says. 

She takes a tiny nibble of her turkey sandwich and spits it into a napkin. ‘This food tastes 
like old man ass!’ Jenny- Really Maddie? 

Like you know what old man ass taste like...? She just looks at her with a blank stare, 
and we all start cackling up. 

Jenny- says ‘You’re so gay Mattie!’ Yes- yes-1 am, and she winks at Liv! I giggle out 
loud, because, Jenny did get it at all. Mattie- ‘So-oo will all met up at my place after school, all 
right?’ 



She doesn’t have to ask. It’s our custom on Fridays... we order something like Chinese 
food, raid her closet... swapping eye shadows, lip glosses, bars, and undies, blast music till the 
plaster ceiling cracks more, and dance around, till her mom asks what the hell was doing up there. 

At the table- ‘Yeah, sure.’ We all agree... I have been watching Ray from the comer of 
my eye, and suddenly he’s there. Scouting down into a chair next to me. Jenny has the look on 
her face like she just ate a raw flapping fish and had no choice but gulp it all down! He is leaning 
into my face look at my mouth and touching my right ear, earring and trawling my hair around 
his finger. He smells like- Old Spice body spray. He always does. I think he smells a little like 
my daddy- is that weird, that I kind of like that? 

No-1 haven’t told him that yet. ‘Hey, Squirt.’ 

‘Hey- Winky- dink!’ He always calls me that, the reason why... will he found that out the 
first time he touched me down there, just like I call him ‘Winky- dink!’ You kn ow when you 
touch, before you see, on like the second date and just feel around to see what you’ve got. That’s 
where the nicknames came from. I knew from that date that he was different from all the other 
boys. Oh, how I was infected with him every day after... I still am! I wanted to see more of him. 

‘I will bite that thing off with my teeth and suck it dry don’t think I won't, um- you need 
to do this forme and my girls.’ 

She grabs him hard in the paints... 

Um- you know that I am going to cut that thing off of you! Um-hum- he said reluctant- 
and then she said, and I know how I am going to do it too- it's gross- and looks bad- and you’re a 
little boy over it... I did it using a string and a knife- no- if s and's or huts- Mr.! Said, Karly. Or it 
can be the laser or hot knife, always 1 am doing it to you. 

Any-who... his said- ‘Did you get my Love-o-gram?’ I say- ‘Yeah I got them and the 
card too... But...!’ I say it varies bashfully. ‘But- what he said?’ I make sure I say this so 
everyone at the table can hear. ‘Ray do you love me?’ Everyone is looking at him and me. He 
didn’t say a thing he just lends even more into me and kissed me on the lips, like never before. 
Then said- ‘Does that answer your question?’ I look at him stunned, and give a slight nodded yes, 
he gets up from the chair and mshed out of the cafeteria when he sees the look on Jenny’s face 



along with everyone else, all my other girlfriends were smitten and saying aww! But he seemed 
embarrassed, that I put him on the spot like that. It was the kiss of the day... maybe of the week 
too. I think it was talked about more than Liv’s and Middies. 

Jenny swings her handbag off his shoulder and unzips it dumping it out. The tamps’, 
lipstick, and pins all roll onto the floor. There are about a dozen cmmpled roses in the bottom of 
her bag, the welted petals are just hung and falling off the stems. I’m assuming one of them is 
from Ray- and as well that, a half pack of cigarettes falls out too, with a pack of juicy fruit gum, 
her cell phone, K and Y lube, and her change of undies. And let’s not forget about the bag of 
weed, wrapped around her magic bolt, if you know what I am saying. 

Maddie and Liv started studying together after they dumped their trays. 

‘Who are the roses from?’ I say, teasingly to Jenny. She was waiting for me to ask. 
‘They're all from Ray!’ she says, arching his eyebrows like I should know that. ‘I think he’s 
more in love with me then you baby!’ she whispers. ‘You’re such a b*tch, Jenny,’ Maddie says. 

‘I just say oh... really? I don’t think so.’ But in the back of my mind, like- I had to 
wonder where they all were from him? Jenny is a good liar, but I don’t think she would make 
something like that up. Before there was a catfight, Liv asked - So-ooo! Are you going to 
Marcel’s freaking party tonight, or not?’ There is no reply from any of us. 

Ray comes back in he must have just had to go to the bathroom, it's next to the 
lunchroom. I ask so Ray are you going to Marcel Party tonight? ‘Yah silly with you!’ I look over 
at Jenny and she gives me the gangster finger, the one that turned to the side. He said ‘Probably.’ 
Ray shmgs and suddenly looks bored. Whom are you going with asked Jenny? ‘Not you’ he 
said! I just laugh... Here’s a secret: when we were kissing, I opened my eyes and saw that his 
eyes were open. He wasn’t even looking at me. 

He was looking over my shoulder, watching the room, and maybe her. It’s like he is 
trying to make her jealous with me. ‘He’s getting a keg,’ Maddie says for the second time. 

Every Tom, Dick, and Harry here jokes that going to Clinton High prepares you for the 
overall college experience: you learn where you stand in life, if you work hard or not it doesn’t 
matter, and you learn to drink, and who are skewing you, or who skewing someone else like your 
boyfriend. Three years ago, we were ranked in some magazine among the top ten worst public 



schools in Pa. for drinking, drugs, and good education. It gives us girls a bad image of being 
dumb sluts, which were not. I know that my mom and dad can’t afford a prep school like 

St. Paul’s, Maddie and Liv, are the same way they have nothing, yet as for Jenny she 
went there one year and got kick out forever for hooking up with a boy in the computer room, or 
at least that what I heard. 

It’s not like there’s anything else to do around here, though. We’ve got malls and 
basement parties and hooking up and that’s about it. Let’s face it; that’s how most of the country 
is now. Just look at all the bums on the streets living in cardboard boxes. My pappy always said 
that malls and McDonald’s would be the only place to go. That the little guy would get the crap 
stick. He was so right, he always tells me what it was like, back in the 1950s. 

I mean we have so much more than they did, all the same, it seems, like those days 
people were happier for some reason. I guess if you have too much it makes you discontented? 
Or maybe people were just happy to be alive after the war. Jenny thinks the Holocaust never 
really happened, that it was just all a made-up story. 

Yet, she is a German, maybe that’s why? They ran off got married in an old house in 
Maryland, and had the honeymoon in the car they sleep in it all nice and drive back they were so 
young then, I am surprised but the fact that a baby was not made in that thing, just like at the 
fold-down seats, that why my dad liked this car and the older dudes. 

He said that- ‘The car would rock side to side... like going fast, yepper- and that what I 
thought it meant too.’ 

Which pisses of Maddie who come from Jewish descent. And pisses me off too because 
my pap was in that war. He used to say (Smoking with oxygen tubes in his nose.) ‘I remember 
flying in that airplane with them ass holes coming for me, and bolts blasting past my face. They 
looked like the devil, coming for your soul, Karly. I never back down! (Inhale nose) Hell, I 
would have ripped my prop into his head on if I needed too. No never stopping the gunfire until 
you killed the S of a B. And if you got one, they would spiral Arrrrrr-nnnnn! 


(Inhale nose) 



Splat...! Down into the water or hit one of our ships killing hundreds of men. You would 
never believe the carnage and the smell of the burning oil and dying flesh. I can still hear it and 
see it in my mind. 

(Coughing) 

The wounds did more than scare my body, they scare me for life little girl. I lost many of 
a friend, you just think about that. Most of them fresh out of high school around your age. Karly! 
You G-D kids need a freaking war so that you’re not so damn ignorant and selfish.’ Yes-1 loved 
my pappy, rest in peace. He would cuss you out, and then give you a big hug and kiss. All I left 
of him is his metal thingy and a black and white photograph. 

#-Hashtag- (he loves me- he loves me not, make love not war, old-timers) 

‘Ah-em. Excuse me!’ Jenny boot scoots herself over into Rob's lap and clearing her 
throat loudly. Says- just so you’ll know where going together tonight. She has her hand tucked 
down around his butt and she’s her foot is going up and down on his inner leg. 

T think you’re in my seat, Jenny,’ I say. I am pretending to be a hard-core badass. Ray 
and Jenny have always been friends on and off. At least, they’ve always been since before 
freshman year, and by requirement have always had to be okay with that. Yet I am not okay with 
that... 


‘My apologies, I did now that you were here to suck his d*ick and make his sandwich.’ 
She gets up, and he stands up and makes a big fanfare, like a bow, we all could see that he has a 
half chub on. He sat down, and I sit down on his lap just like she did. 

Yet, my hands weren’t on his butt though. Yet I feel that I was not the girl that was 
turning him on. I knew that he Irked her, I just never thought like that. ‘See you tonight, Ray!’ 
she yells, and then she walks up to us and bends down, she whispers in his ear. ‘Okay then bring 
your baby girlfriend. So, she can see me sucking you off, and freaking riding you tonight, like 
she can’t- never do!’ in addition to that before leaving she snaps my one bra strap. I didn’t want 
too much of it; she loves to joke around. 


Nevertheless, I was not liking it at all. 



Jenny walks up to a group of her other friends and sits with, Lizzie, Randi, and Autumn. I 
overhear Jenny says ‘Just look at that little promising ring on Morgan Ferguson finger. Like- 
she’s not fooling anyone... all she is promising is that she will be taking it in the butt, uninstall 
mirage! ’ Morgan is one of the over crazed Christian, you know the type too sweet and timed, so 
brainwashed she thinks boys don’t like girls that have sex with them. 

She like Madilyn both wanted to be pure, as we all point and giggle. I am betting five 
dollars tonight that Jenny is going to get Morgan laid tonight at the party, all the girls pull bets on 
whom the lucky guy is going to be. We have talked about this... My money's on Marcel, mainly 
so he not all up on me. Plus, Marcel needs a girlfriend like her. 

Yes, we like to poke fun at her and her for being a junior virgin. The height bet for us 
girls on the guy wins, and he is the one that gets to have sex with the girl, as we hold her down, 
legs spared, and airs pined by one of us girls. We try to get the girl drunk, or high to make it 
easier, and he gets into it when she loosened up. We all witch and snigger if he wants to pull out 
is up to him. 

Madilyn is called a baby killer too by the girls because the boy we set her up with got her 
pregnant. 1 think this traumatized her so much she became gay. (There are no words for me to 
say, on how sorry 1 am for being a part of this.) 

Anyways so far there are about 20 dollars on Marcel, 1 know for sure he is going to take 
Morgan’s virginity tonight. 1 asked Maddie and Liv to bet on him. Why? So, 1 would be left 
alone. All Marcel needs is a plaything... yes-1 could be a matchmaker! 1 don’t want to go to this 
party, I am sick of seeing this, but to be popular, I guess 1 have to do what 1 have to do. I’ll try to 
comfort Morgan after the fact, as I do with Maggie, after all... I went through it too. 

I did even know the boy’s name, it was so long ago, and it was at my first party. Just like 
this is Morgan’s first party. Just like me, she is New blood. You never stop partying until the 
police, and that’s when you run to the next hot spot in town, like Maddie’s basement. 

Back in the lunchroom- Ray leans forward and buries his face in my hair, making his 
voice soft and quiet. The calm sexy voice he uses to make all of the nerves in my body brighten 
up like many fireworks exploiting all at once. ‘Don’t forget. It’s all about you and me tonight.’ ‘I 



haven’t forgotten,’ I say- hoping my voice sounds sensual and not scared. My palms are 
sweating and, I beg God he doesn’t try to take my hand. 


Thankfully, he doesn’t. Instead, he bends down and presses his mouth into mine, and he 
sticks his tongue in my mouth. We make out for a bit until jenny looks squeals, I swear she was 
foaming at the mouth, ‘Not after we just eat, I could taste the beef sandwich!’ Liv throws a fry in 
my direction; it hits me on my chest. Said- ‘Stop it before I throw-up on Maddie, God I’m going 
to have to hose you two down.’ ‘Maddie- said when did you two get so- ‘kissy-kissy- goo- goo?’ ’ 
Ray just said, ‘You just failed to see us. I’m sick of hiding it.’ He was about to say it, to Maddie 
and Liv, ‘I am falling lo... ’ And then he stops in mid-sentence, Jenny bounced over and she was 
back at our table. 

What were you saying, Ray? 

She asked, oh I was saying that I’m falling in like with her. Maddie and Liv just looked at 
one another like what hell does that mean? Jenny- ‘Ah that’s so cute... just save you Love for 
me.’ 


(Yapper any way a girl can get blocked Ido!) Crap Ray just say you LOVE me! I was 
thinking grow some balls and stop being so scared! He was looking at me to say that I loved him, 
but I don’t care how long it takes a girl should never say ‘I love you’ first! ‘Bye, ladies,’ Ray 
says, and moseys off, with a cool stmt, and I felt like the school slut, as he walked past everyone 
with my lip gloss on his lips and jawline, to sit with his guy friends. 

Here’s another secret with boys overall: 

No boy should ever... ever get up and walk away from his girl, to be with the guys. 
That’s just a big no-no! It makes a girl feel like you don’t care about her, other than to hit and 
quit it. 

I wipe my mouth on one of Maddie's extra napkins, along with spitting Rays gum out of 
my mouth. When I thought nobody’s looking since the bottom half of my face is saturated with 
Ray’s saliva. There was no way I was swallowing that or chewing it! Here’s another secret about 
Ray: I hate the way he kisses me sometimes. 

Yet, when we're alone it's magical when he thinks people are looking, he gets sloppy and 
tries showing off. If he is trying to impress me and my friends, it’s not working. The first kiss 



was good enough, I kind of think he was trying to make her envious. He wouldn’t cheat on me... 
would he? It makes me wonder if he’s Mr. Right. If he can’t show his love or even say it... 
without being a douchebag, I don’t know. I am rethinking to us tonight. I don’t know what was 
making me feel the stomach-churning the food or everything else. 

Jenny boogie's back over to her other ho- friends, when Ray walked away from us. 
Maddie says all my stressing is just insecurity because Ray and I haven’t sealed the deal yet. 

Once we do, she’s positive I’ll feel better, and I’m sure she’s right. After all, she’s like an 

expert. 

She hooked up Caden March and Scarlett Walker, and Beth Phillida, and Mindy Buck. 
She said the love you make makes the relationship work out. ‘That you have to bang it out for it 
to work out.’ I hope so...? I have always seemed to be able to confide in Maddie’s advice. Liv 
just looked at her and said, how you would know, we haven’t in so long. Maddie- ‘That’s 
because you have been playing around with that boy and not me... that’s why. ’ 

Liv- ‘That’s so Jinny leaves us alone you know that hon.’ 

I go into a daydream of thoughts: Like- you don't get to elect if you get hurt in this 
world... nevertheless, you do have some say in who hurts you. I know that I have been a little 
pink girly p*ssy for far too long, but I thought that was the way of life. I just don’t know what I 
want to do tonight. I am going to get hurt one way or the other tonight. It’s either going to be 
mentally or physically, I have such great choices to pick from, don’t I? Some people don't 
understand the promises they're making when they make them, is he going to come through 
tonight? Or should I just back out now? I know what the girls think. I don’t know what I should 
think. 


Do you like someone who can't like you back, why? Because needed love... real love can 
be endured in a way that unneeded love cannot. Nothing ever happens like you imagine it will, it 
like- I’m on a roller coaster that’s too wicked, my friend ride with me, and the boys and Jenny 
are the hills going up and down, yet they’re not the ones that want to get off, and blow-chunks, 
it’s me. Sometimes I just want it all to stop. You can love a boy so much... But you can never 
love a boy as much as you can miss them. And I am missing whom I thought Ray was to me 
right now. It’s like a part of me just dyed at little. 



(Little did I know the rest of me was going to be too...) I just hope that the promise- ‘Just 
you and me’ will stand as our forever. Like what we say now it okay, well last always. Shynna 
aka (Shylo) Woodley you haven’t met her yet, but she is kind of one of us- kind of. 

Like she chips into the conversions and joins up with a group when she can, like in the 
halls she’s Just l ik e a little sis that follows you everywhere, same thing. She said- ‘You need to 
stop the fear of being terrified of getting left behind, or you will end up by yourself forever. 

I said- ‘I feel that I’m only going to be used, and not loved’ She said- ‘Just stop thinking 
with your head girl.’ She is like the last to join us at lunch every day, Liv can’t stand her. Yet 
that doesn’t stop her from grabbing all of her fries when she sets down her tray next to her. She 
makes a halfhearted attempt to swipe her hand away, yet she wants to be popular, so she lets us 
do whatever. She is our ‘Go-fer’ if we want something, she goes for it, and I mean anything. She 
slaps her bouquet of roses down next to mine. She has twelve, and I feel a momentary twinge of 
jealousy. 1 guess Liv and Maddie feel- it too because they both say something like- ‘What did 
you have to do for those? 

Shylo as we call her sticks her tongue out, but the look on her face was priceless she 
seemed so pleased that we noticed. All of a sudden, Jenny looks at something over her shoulder, 
from her table and starts giggling. Just like a psycho killer, she was looking at me, and was 
twittering on her phone about Shylo- ‘Shylo! Must have been putting out, or giving lots of 
handjobs to get that may flowers’!’ 1 read the post out loud, and she said- ‘Thanks a lot Kar.’ 

(She thought those were my words.) 

Then, I said- ‘I didn’t say that... read this.’ (I have a bad habit of reading everything out 
loud.) Shylo said- ‘Can’t a girl in this school just be liked for her persona, and have boys give 
her flowers because of that. We’re not all sluts like Jenny... you know.’ ‘I know... I said; you 
should post that...’ Shylo- ‘She’s not even worth it!’ Shylo- calls her: Jenny ‘Drama’ Stevenson! 
Oh no! Don’t even think about cutting her name down, like she did with ours- to ‘Jen.’ Oh no- 
she will punch you in the eye! Just ask Maddie how she got her black eye to freshen year. 

#- Hashtag: (nicknames, table manners, and trash talk) 

Chapter: 56 


Love is Love 



(A drawing of the two- made by one of the girls) 

We all turn around. Julie Sherie is she’s earrying hastily into her brown paper bag in her 
long pale fingers. After she read a tweet from Jeimy that says- ‘I saw Julie- fingering Maggie’s 
bushy hairy p*ssy today in the library during study hall!’ Then there was a follow-up post one 
minute later, and it read- ‘Oh look now she is smelling her fingers!’ Everyone in the room is 
laughing and staring at her. Her face is shielded behind a curtain of pale blond hair, shoulders 
hunched up around her ears. It’s a shame to cover up those pastel sky-blue eyes, I sure they're 
bloodshot now. 

Madilyn aka (Maddie) keeps her phone in her looker, like the good little girl that she is. 

Even so, she has no friend-flowers on twitter to even know what’s being said. She only 
has to friends on Facebook and that’s her mom and dad, that’s sad. So, yeah- she is in the dark as 
usual. Everyone in the school has Madilyn blocked so she can’t send a request even if she 
wanted too, when you’re the sped kid like her, you’re just blocked out. 

For the most part, everyone in the cafeteria glares at her- she’s the definition of 
unforgettable- the bell rings; Jenney, Maddie, Liv, and shy start making that screeching piercing 
sound motion with their chairs, and shoes because, Julie she is walking so slowly. Like she has a 
stick up her ass. She hasn’t been this upset science she had a sleepover a couple of years ago for 
us to come to that we all belled out of. (She wanted to sleep with us with the lights on... creepy!) 

Walking out- I’m not sure if Julie hears us. Like Jenny can always hear us because our 
voices seem to carry around the room, some say we're too loud. ‘That we all are ear-shattering! ’ 
Julie keeps up that same slow pace across the room, eventually reaching the door that leads out 
into the hallway. I’m not sure where she is going. I hardly ever see her in the classrooms. Julie 
has to thmst her shoulder against the door a few times before it will open, she had to be that slow 
that it latched! Like she’s too fragile to make it work. ‘Did she get our love-o-gram?’ Maddie 
says, licking salt off her pink lips from the pretzel she ate. 

Maddie nods. ‘In the library. I was sitting right behind her.’ She was sitting with her... 
because no one else would. ‘Did she say anything?’ I asked. ‘Does she ever say anything?’ 
Maddie said. Maddie puts one hand across her heart, pretending to be upset. 

Saying- she probably did do that. She had her hand under the table most of the time. 

‘Then Maddie threw the one rose she got from a boy, named Antony Whiteout in the trash can in 



the hall. Can you believe it? Right in front of him, me... and everyone! ’ I was thinking to give it 
to me, or at least take it home with you, that boy spent money on that. The boy was broken¬ 
hearted, just by the look on his face. Maddie looks up and says: ‘Silly boy... I’m gay... I only 
like girls! Maybe when you cut that thing off, then we can talk.’ (And she points at it.) He ran 
like a five-year-old girl, that just got their candy stolen! 

That was mean Maddie, I said. Maddie- ‘Will the dork should freaking know!’ ‘Okay... 

okay. ’ 

I mumbled... I am not one for dumpster diving, but I fished the crud cover rose out, and 
read the note attached: ‘I love you! ’ Maddie, you get a boy to say that and throw it away? Crap! 
This day just keeps getting better! 

Freshman year Jenny one way or another found out that Julie didn’t get sent a single 
Love-ograms. 

I guess she is comparing then and now. She has a way of knowing all the school's gossip 
or starting it. 

I put the note back in the can, I see Jenny picking it up. I overhear her saying: I get such a 
good Idea to her other ho-friends. So, Jenny attached a note on that one rose and duct-taped it on 
Julie locker. Saying- ‘I bet this smells’ better than that nasty p*ssy! The note said: Maybe next 
year you’ll get some, but probably not.’ 

Norm Madilyn, I would feel bad, but Juliet deserves her nickname Jull’s. 

She’s a freak in school in the sheets. Rumor has it that she the one in this video found by 
her mom and sis stark naked straddling daddy on the living room sofa, with it all the way in! 

Even her little sis Haylee even hates her, she posted the video on her cell to everyone! And that 
made her even more popular, I still have it in my inbox it’s just that funny. You can’t see her 
face, just her backside, and that yellow hair and that pale ass bobbing up and down on daddy. 

‘Oh, daddy! Give it to me daddy! Ugh- yah...! 

Yah...! Yah! 


YAH!!! 



She got that nickname because will now everyone thinks’ she would smell and taste like 
old man’s hairy balls. None of the boys want to kiss that! My tip: ‘Girls don’t ever let anyone see 
or know where your mouth or both lips have been if you want to keep guys wanting what you 
got! Like, come on that’s first-grade stuff!’ knowing Jenny as I do, she probably said to Haylee 
get some dart for me on Julie to be one of us. And her sis new about her and her dad, and thought 
that my key, to popularity. Maybe that how Haylee got so popular so fast this year? She went 
from zero to head powder-pow cheerleader, I would never do that to my sis, even if she was 
banging daddy. Sis’s should have a bound of little secrets, that no one should ever- ever know 
about. 


Come to think of it; if Jull’s is doing it, and little Haylee knows about it, you can presume 
she’s doing it with him too. I’m just thinking he’s one of those kinds of loving daddies. It takes 
one to know one, right? Isn’t popularity just awesome! ‘Like- one girl can do something, and 
that’s fine if she’s popular. But another girl can do the same very thing, and it gets everyone all 
hot and bothered if she’s not liked by the popular’s.’ 

Ones you're headed for something like that, it’s almost impossible to dig yourself out of 
that whole, yeah you might as well cover yourself over with a dart because your next years are 
going to be pure hell. As well as payback just gets you heated even more. Even if your movie to 
another school, it will follow you online, that’s a fact. 

#- Hashtag: (Keep it clean, loving daddy, every rose comes with a thorn) 

There was a thump and a bump in the night, and not the kind of thump and bump you 
want or want to feel and hear. Honey- hon wake up; I think there is someone in the house! Go 
and see! Wha- what? There someone at the foot of the bed! Last year Shy said she saw Julie in 
the bathroom looking spiced out, stroking her hair over and over and staring at her reflection. 

She said that Julie never says a word to her, she was taking off her makeup with her slave, and 
from that day on that year years and this one too, it looks like she stopped wearing makeup 
altogether, as far as I know, she gave up on herself. 

Jenny hates her. I think Jenny and Julie were in a couple of the same elementary school 
classes, back then, and for all, I know Jenny has hated her since then. She makes the sign of an 
‘L’ with her hand on her forehead for loser whenever Julie’s around. Maddie holds up her cross 
on her nickels like Julie might be fallen angel because she is so white like she might jump at her 



and give her the kiss of death and suck her blood or something with those fang-like teeth she has. 
It was 


Jenny who found out Jull has peed her bed every night ever since eighth grade, so the 
rumor that still goes around is that she smells like pee and period blood. Some of the boys that 
have a metal shop class, describe her small like iron, or metal when it’s hot. 

I’m looking out the window and, I watch lull’s yellow hair flash in the sunlight like its 
catching fire, and it was... like, she lit herself on fire. We could her dumping what looked like all 
whole bottle of perfume on herself. And then the fame from the lighter. The pouf is was- 
engulfed. (I think it was a real seaside attempted. She said it was a joke afterward.) 

Madilyn grabs the fire extinguisher and puts her out. Then Jenny says- ‘See I told you 
that Madilyn was lighting Jull’s fire. That was the only way to get her stink off.’ It looked like 
something you would see in a Lifetime movie. Madilyn hugs her as she falls to the ground 
rolling around in the smoke. There’s a darkness on the skyline as we look up, like what she and 
as giggle to it was a slur and a storm is rising. Mag and lull’s are getting wet. It occurs to me for 
the first time that I’m not exactly sure why Jenny started hating Julie in the first place, she is just 
as crazy as us to just get a chuckle. I open my mouth to ask her, but my girls have already moved, 
from the courtyard back into the hallway. Wet hair is never a good look. 

Maddie says look ‘a reenactment of the daddy’s girls’ video when she sees- Madilyn on 
top of Julie on the ground.’ And we girls giggle. 

‘On the inside, I’m terrified and horrified at what I just saw.’ Mr. Slimmer says 
sarcastically. ‘Clearly, I’ve missed something.’ ‘What’s going on?’ I say- ‘Nothing.’ He looks at 
us like yeah right and takes Jull’s to the nurse’s office to go to the ER. 

Jenny starts crap and we girls take the blame for it. I grab Shy’s another the teacher 
leaves, when we were walking down the hand, pulling her back, and she turns to me. And I turn 
to her. ‘Shyann ‘Shylo’ Baum!’ I said whispering in her ear- ‘She has ruined her life. And 
Maggie’s too, that was no joke! She is fed up with living like that.’ Shy- ‘I no... but there is 
nothing we can do but giggle it off. 

What can we do? She’ll be okay. Just be glad it’s not you.’ 


-It’s buzzcut season anyway- 



‘She won’t be swimming in the finals tomorrow. And you know she lives for that erap. 

It’s her life, and now the team is going to lose. 

Shy- ‘Ha at least she is more hairless now!’ 

Do your reminiseenee last year she forgot to take her goggles off after morning praetiee, 
and she wore them until thread period?’ then she said as we walk - ‘She probably hangs all of her 
blue ribbons on a wall in her room over to her erib and teddy bears.’ Then I thought to myself- 
(Shy- you don’t care about what just happen to her at all!) 

Then I thought out loud- ‘I guess Jenny is going to win first tomorrow, she always gets 
the second place next to her.’ Jenny always hated coming in second, even if the event was butt 
scratching and nose picking. It doesn’t matter, she has to win. Jenny's room is cover with Red 
ribbons there all over the floor, next to all her unwashed closes like her skimpy undies. She has 
the messiest room of any girl 1 know. But we all know better than to say anything about it when 
we come over there is like no place to sit down. She has a nerve saying other people small if 
anything her room smells putrid. I remember the time, I sit on her used condoms from the night 
before, so gross, they were in her bed sheets! 

Maddie and liv stop in the hall to group up. Shylo- ‘Kar used to do that. 

Didn’t you? What’s that I said? With your ribbons hang them in your baby room, for 
riding and petting hor-sies.’ I sighed and said- ‘Yes, but Jenny ripped them all down saying to 
grow up, that boys don’t want little girls in my room. So, I quit! I have them all in a shoebox, 
under my bed with all my other baby girl things.’ 

(I thought to myself I miss all that. Like my walls seem naked, and at least back then I 
was riding something.) I look at that stuff every night thinking about what I have given up. And 
how I change so much since then and now. 

That when I said; ‘It’s too bad they don’t give out the blue ribbon for lying on your back! 
You all would win!’ Shylo elbows me with one raised eyebrow. Then I walked away... I will 
always be a baby to them. Just because I am the youngest and newsiest girl they add to the group. 

‘Can we get back to the point?’ I wave my hands, partly because I did want to hear the 
story, again of how I such a baby girl. Partly to take the attention off me, and the fact that I used 



to be such a girly- girl dork. When I was in fifth grade, I spent more time with horses than with 
other humans. ‘I still don’t get why everyone is pissed about me being a dork on the inside.’ 

Maddie rolls her eyes at me as I belong at the special- Ed table. When I was trying to 
cover up the long story of how I got popular. They not getting it, I’m still not getting it for them 
though, and I sigh. It like I hear this story every day when Shy walks into homeroom. ‘She has 
been late to homeroom every day this year because she had to park in the lower lot and haul ass 
to get in here. ’ 

Like just get over it already! I am in the group now! Shylo sometimes acts like, I took her 
place in the group, and in a way, I did. We all bust it out at the same time and then start giggling 
like maniacs, when Shy walks in at the bell, with pit stands and looking like she sprinted a 
marathon. 

Shylo- ‘Shut the freak up! I say- ‘You’re just sore because I am hotter than now.’ ‘Don’t 
worry, kar-z, I don’t want to be in the baby seat any longer, you can freaking have it, I don’t 
what to be like you! You’re still such a dork!’ ‘If you guys throw down. I’m putting money on 
you Kar.’ Said Maddie. ‘Yeah, we’ve got your back,’ says Liv. 

Shylo yells and it echoes in the hall ‘Oh, like I am afraid of the two-p*ssy sucker!’ 

Maybe we should get back Liv says in her shy voice that she gets when she’s trying to say 
something serious. ‘Isn’t it kind of weird how that stuff happens? 

One minute we're all fine and the next we want to kill each other. How everything spirals 
out from everything else? It not like Jenny made her give her a spot in the group for me. 

Even if she did, I can’t help it! ‘I didn’t steal it. I got it fair and square,’ Jenny protests, 
three weeks ago, bringing her hand down on the table for importance in the group. And that Shy 
is losing popularity. I remember this because Maddie’s water flipped over, soaking some fries. 
This makes us start laughing again. Shylo has been losing her popularity slowly since her 
sophomore year. 

Many because she wants to do her own thing. And doesn’t ask us what we think, we all 
stick together if she wants to be like us, she needs to tell us everything. 

‘I’m serious we need to go! ’ Liv raises her voice to be heard over us. 



Maddie- ‘It’s like a web Shylo, you know? Everything’s connected. You keep too many 
things from us like dating a boy that’s so beneath you and what we think.’ Shylo- ‘Have you 
been smoking dad’s stash again Liv? Your girl hides stuff fromme, it’s not all me!’ 

(The late bell rings.) 

I say- ‘It’s okay girls, I made up some fake hall pass, with Mr. Pamper signature on them. ’ 
I give one to every one of us except Shy. Shy walking down the hall says- ‘Yah go and freak 
your teacher some more you skank, and let Ray lick it off!’ Good thing all the class doors were 
closed. The only teacher to look out at us was Mr. P and he just looked and shook his head and 
waved at us. Then he pointed at me and give me a sexy little wink. Maddie said- ‘He is- so going 
to Kar!’ (I just sighed lustily: and said -1 no!) 

#- Hashtag: (put in like, insta hate, and that b*tch is on fire) 

You know Maddie she always has to say something colorful. Saying- ‘You know I don’t 
like her- Shylo, I became a lesbian because of girls, because girls are beautiful, strong, and 
compassionate. But that girl just sucks in every way, she sucks hard then, I suck on Liv’s pink 
vagina!’ I look at Maddie and Liv and say- ‘It okay, I would certainly never propose that any 
lesbian should be ashamed of her sexual preference like she just did. You’re my tme friends and 
thank you for being there forme. She just wishes she had a love for you to do.’ When they 
thought no one was looking other than me they kiss on the lips. ‘People will stare so make it 
worth their while.’ Liv said after the make out. ‘Hey- Kar you want to Join in?’ I said- 

‘Maybe another time... Maddie.’ 

Then, Maddie said quickly- ‘I am going to hold you to that, my place for the night, we're 
all going to all shower together, and users will use the handheld showerhead on each other, to we 
all come! What do you say?’ I said- ‘Um- um okay... sound like dirty girl fun!’ Maddie said 
with a little girl giggle- ‘Don’t worry. I’ll take control or tell you what to do, and you’ll feel so- 
00000 good.’ 

Then, Liv said- ‘I’ll wash your hair for you and bubble you up with my hands and body 
wash! It’s going to be so much fun to do this with you! You cool with that?’ I said- ‘Okay... 
after the party. I’ll need some loving. I’ll require some stress release.’ (I was thinking... I wish 
Ray or Mr. P wanted me to come for them that much!) (In my mind I was thinking that just got a 
little too weird, but I’ll try it.) 



#- Hashtag: (Pluck and suck, three girls dropping the soap, and that burning itch) 

After the next elass end, I was only there for like five minutes, our gals met up in the hall. 
‘I’m serious!’ Maddie raises her voice to be heard over us. ‘Everything’s connected.’This is all 
it takes to get us going. This is a joke we’ve had with Shy for the years because she is such a 
baby about losing her popularity. You pick on me; I’ll pick on you! I was picked on in the past 
it’s niee to do the pieking now! Her daddy is a lawyer; Shy says- ‘If you keep it up, he is going 
to get you your asses.’ Jenny- ‘Sure in his little monkey suit.’ Jenny claims he’s secretly a hippie 
Stoner, and like alternative rock. She would know she has been with him like that, or so she says. 
As we’re laughing, doubling over. Shy turns pink. ‘You guys never listen to me,’ she says, but 
she’s fighting a smile. Maddie- ‘Shy shut up, and go fix you top you like you have a un-a-boob.’ 
Shylo- ‘Oh no one’s just bigger than then the other, puberty freaked me! We giggled as we know. 
It’s funny looking at the little colorful kiddy band-aid covering her gigantic zit on her face. Then 
she had to an add-in. ‘Like I have to pluck hair off my nips too, do you guys do that? 

Ugh! We all said! (TMI! Or Gross!) 

Shylo eould use a day at the spa, just saying, I don’t then she has even been through a full 
body waxing, it would be good payback. I would pay to see that. Ha! (I could see it now- the girl 
doing it, we need more max! I need more for this girl's vagina. Lol!) 

Nah she’s not that bad, but she needs something! She takes a cramped-up notebook paper 
and throws it at me. ‘I read once that if a girl that’s made fun so much and has a connection to 
God, he can give her powers, which can case thing to happen, like this rainstorm. Freaky!’ 

‘Jenny yeah, well, one of your farted back there did you smell that. Me- ‘I think that was 
a little crap.’ Jenny- ‘Maybe that eould’ve caused this little blackout in the lunchroom.’ We 
snigger, we all know it was Jenny that let it rip, that’s why she got up the first time. I remember, 
Maddie, Liv and I were laughing at something not that funny, and Jenny and Shy keep throwing 
fries back and forth. I try to say they’re wasting perfectly good food, there are starving kids in 
Africa. But Jenny snorted so hard she can barely get the words out; it eame out the other end 
though. 

Even Jenny goes crazy at this, and suddenly we’re all trying it. Oh, not the peeing part the 
other part. Laughing and sneezing and snorting at the same time. 



Everybody’s staring at us, but we don’t care. After about a million sneezes I did feel 
something down there, Jenny leans back in her chair, clutching her stomach and gasping for 
breath. ‘Mr. P said there was a major thunderstorm warning for surrounding parts.’ This sets us 
off again because it was obvious, and Mr. P sometimes acts like us teens when he’s freaking out. 
He even sits with us time from time. 

I and the girls all decide to cut the seventh period and just hang in the hallways. 

Maddie had French, which she can’t stand, and I have I think English, I don’t even kn ow. 
We cut the seventh period a lot together, it could be Health or something dumb like that. We’re 
second- semester seniors, so it’s like we’re expected not to go to class or missing anything. It’s 
been the same crap all four years. Plus, I hate my English teacher like I do with them all but Mr. 

P. My English teacher sucks, she’s always going off on tangents and yelling at us to pay 
attention. 

Sometimes, I’ll zone out for a few minutes, and all of a sudden, she’ll be talking about 
underwear in the eighteenth and how she can see mine, proving Global warming, and that we 
have all evolved in time. Even though she’s probably only in her sixties, I’m pretty sure she’s 
losing her freaking mind. She dissents like me because, I am sexy as hell, and she’s just icky! 

She looks like she has and few black and grey pubes, on her chin. 

That’s how it started with my pap; to he would be talking and talking and the effects, of 
point A, switched with point B. and 1 would get confused. When my pap was still alive, we 
would visit him, and even though young, I remember thinking: I hope I die young before I get 
old! Officially you need a special pass signed by your parents and the administration to leave 
campus during the school day, so if we can fake it, we just raise hell in the halls, or say freak it, 
and leave anyways. For a long time, one of the perks being a senior was getting to leave campus 
whenever you wanted. You don’t give a crap when you’re a senior like you do as like a freshman. 

Like, I said my school has got a reputation for one of the highest teen suicide rates in the 
country. The nickname for it other than Clit high is Suicide High. We had three girls hang by 
ropes, five-car crashes, ten OD’s, and one used a gun, and that was just this year so far. Maddie 
almost died this year after she cut her wrists with a razor blade, but she’s okay now. She got cute 
tattoos to cover the scars, one is a dragonfly and the other a topless mermaid! The teachers don’t 



like that one, but us girls we do, so that’s all that matters. It’s not like there that big... there 
rather small. Sometimes she has to put a band-aid or makeup on the girl. 

Oh, yeah and then one day a bunch of kids left campus and drove off that big yellow 
bridge. Anyway, after that, the school forbade anyone from leaving school during the day 
without special permission or singing out in the office. It’s kind of stupid if you think about it. 
That’s like finding out that kids are bringing vodka to school in water bottles and forbidding 
anyone to drink water. Like I know girls that soak their temps in alcohol, and use them 
throughout the day to get a little buzz, there is always a way to do what we want! Luckily, 
there’s another way to get off campus: you go through the bathroom window and then there is a 
hole in the fence beyond the gym by the football field, which we call the Smoker's’ alley since 
that’s where all the smokers hang out, make out and even inject! No one’s around, though, when 
Jenny and I slip through the fence and get started across the grass. 

In a little while, we’ll come on to Route 279. Everything is still and frozen, leaves crack 
under our shoes, and our breath rises in solid silvery clouds. 

.. .Clit is about three miles away from three rivers- or what you can call the point where 
all the waterway intersects. But only about a half-mile from a small strip of dingy stores we’ve 
named the Strip Row. It’s the same comer where all the desperate old guys pick up young girls 
like us for a BJ! 

Jenny has done it for $100. It’s a good way for her to get gas money. There’s a gas 
station, a there are shops with top, and haircutters, a Chinese restaurant and family place, and 
some other gay places, that no one cares about. Chinese that once made Liv sick for three days. 

(And again, she thought was preggers.) 

There is a random card gallery store where you can buy pink glittery ballet dancer 
figurines, teddy bears and snow globes and crap like that. Too bad they don’t have a- T’m sorry 
your friend just got an STD card.’ 

I know we must look like total freaks. Yeah, no teens stomping around in boots or highs 
along the road, in our tiny little skirts and are tops tied up, tank slightly showing in the front, our 
jackets flapping open to show off our sexy flat bullies, and dangly jewelry. We pass the 

Gateway Clipper Fleet on our way to Primanti’s. 



We Look over off the way hanging over the rail we spot Bridget Semen and Alex 
Martello, look down the street, not too much time has passed, there’s Jenny bent over a bench a 
boy is taking off her undies, I saw them being thrown down on the walkway, she just made some 
cash. 


‘Ohoo, scandal,’ Jenny says groaning, raising her eyebrows, when she about too... after 
getting beat from behind, and she stands up fully with his stuff all over the backside and skirt. 
Maddie snaps a pic and sends it to Shy-, and Shy- sends it off to everyone even Ray. Maddie’s 
payback for Liv being with a boy, I guess. Although it’s an only half scandal, he did wom-ed- 
her that he was going to pull his man gun out and shot. Everyone knows that Jenny comes back 
to school, with a lot of cheating stuff on her every day. 

Anna Doosan texts about it every day too, saying she such a slut, you can see it in her 
outfit! Jenny doesn’t care she’s pleased to be the school's’ slut, she wears- her stains with pride! 

What do I think? I think it’s cheap and tacky! 

But, she’s popular, so I just go with it. It’s not like it’s my ass getting a reaming. 
Sometimes I act like she’s not with me on the streets she’s that crazy. Me and Maddie and Liv, 
shop, and let her have her sexy time. But we know the kids in school think we do it because she 
does like it like that. That’s why all the boys want me, they think I am loose and easy. We girls 
joke saying that Jenny has nothing left... nothing but what looks like a hanging ham, meat flaps, 
beef curtains, you get the idea! Jenny now has 50 for gas and 50 for beer pot and crap like that. 

We are outside of Bridget’s family cafe it’s a tremendously- Catholic type of place. It’s 
next to the old stone church. The restaurant named after Bridget is age, she’s pretty and clean¬ 
looking, like every time you see her like in the girl’s room she’s just scmbbed her face very hard. 
Bridget apparently, she’s saving herself for marriage, unlike us girls, which gave it all way 
around thirteen. I wish I would have kept it, it’s cute and sweet to be that way on your wedding 
night. 

That’s what she says, anyway, although Maddie and Liv both think Bridget might be a 
closet lesbo. So, she can get off without offending God. Because there is nothing in the Bible 
about masturbating with another girl being a sin. Yet Bridget is only a junior she may change her 
mind, and just take it in the ass like most girls as her type does. There is nothing in the Bible 



about that either. Just ask a priest or altar boy. But if the rumors are true, she’s already had sex 
with at least five girls and a possible boy... hook up- up the poop-shoot! Do I believe it? 

Nah! She started the rumors herself, so everyone would stop picking on her about it. 

She’s one of the few kids who does come from money. She doesn’t need to- freak for a 
buck! Her mom’s a banker, and dad mns the restaurant. Jenny is not what you would call poor, 
she just a hussy! Bridget, she lives in one of the nice yet crafty condos next to here in strip row. 
She works as a waitress on the weekends, we love to make fun of her, little apron with her name 
on it twice, outside the window! I remember Jenny made a cardboard sign one time that said- 
‘Bridget shows- T*ts for Tips!’ and pressed it against the window! 

One old biddy lady dropped her fork and her mouth... like most did in the restaurant. It 
was a good show! You can see it on YouTube! ‘Let’s go in and say hi,’ Jenny says, reaching for 
my hand interlacing my finger into hers, even though we were banned... I try to hang back. ‘I’m 
going through embarrassment and being pulled. My face has to be so red! I feel as hot as Mrs. 
Doubtfire when she set her ta-tas on fire! ’ Jenny- ‘Come on Karly ... what’s up to your ass?’ I 
said- ‘A cotton string that I played $35 for! ’ He- he- he- Nice! Jenny said- as giggled. 

#- Hashtag: (a PDA give away, shop till you drop, and hookie) 

I let myself be dragged inside. She pulls a pack of small pills from the waistband of her 
skirt. ‘Here. Take two of these pills, it will chill you out.’ Jenny always carries something like 
that on her, 24/7, like she’s packing dmgs like I pack candy. ‘Just for a second we’ll sit down, I 
promise.’ 

A bell jingles as we come through the door. A woman is flipping through Pitt-post 
newspaper behind the counter. She looks at us, then looks down again when she realizes we’re 
not there to order. And that we are young. Jenny slides right up too next to me in the booth, 
never keeping her hands to herself, you know where they were on me. I was leaning elbows on 
the table, hoping no one could see where her hands where her. 

This was her plan to embarrass me, good thing the drugs were kicking in. Because about 
that time I was about to scream. Then our friends Stacey and Becky. Strolled in through the door. 
(Ding-a-ling-a-ling!) The sled into our open both on the other side of the table. 



Becky said- ‘Jenny what are you doing to her?’ Jenny- ‘Nothing!’ Me- ‘I have the look 
on my face is like I am trying to push a baby out!’ Stacey said with confusion- ‘Okay then?’ 
Becky is kind of, sort of friends with a lot of people, like us, she bumps around, meanwhile, she 
deals pot and stuff like that out of a shoebox, and she keeps under her bed in his bedroom next to 
her girly things, that her mom and dad should never see her using. She is Jenny's link for her 
stash. Sometimes Jenny marks up the price and passes it around the school. 

She and I have an-1 know you- but I don’t know your friends, as that’s pretty much the 
maximum of our dealings. Stacey, she’s cool mellow, she’s just your stranded emo chick. She’s 
just there... for something to do, and maybe for a coffee. She’s actually in English class with me, 
though she shows even less than I do. Our school is a flipping joke, learning is a joke, girls in the 
USA, are the butt of the joke. The baby-boomer doesn’t want us to know anything. 

So, they can have all the money and work. That’s what 1 think, keep us dumb, and so 
when don’t know what you’re taking away. Like I would make a better president, than the one 
we have in now. Girls like us are never going to be anything more in this world then sluts... and 
that’s a fact. Now and then she’ll say something like, ‘This 500-word writing assignment we 
have to do blow, huh?’ but other than that we don’t talk much. 

‘Hey, hey,’ Jenny says. ‘You going to Marcel’s party tonight?’ Becky's face lights up 
saying ‘yes I am going with Zack Woods,’ Jenny- ‘Oh he’s a cute boy.’ Becky- ‘So Karly who 
are you going with?’ Jenny chips in cutting me off at the pass. Saying- ‘I going with Ray tonight 
someone has to make him a man! A baby girl she doesn’t seem to know how to squeezes it in.’ 
My face is red and splotchy, I was mad and sick all at the same time. 

Plus, I remember what he said to me, I kissed him. I just said- ‘I hook up with someone 
when I get there.’ I did know what to say. Becky winked at me and said- ‘I got yah.’ Stacey got 
embarrassed like me too because she was caught in a lie, saying she was going with Sam... when 
Sam was going with Lizzy or so Jenny said. Jenny would know...! Stacey is so blatant by 
saying... she was going with me, she knew what Jenny was doing, I think. I was seeing 
psychedelic colors. So, I was like- ‘Yeah, sure whatever.’ At this time, we all had our food, we 
decided to say and eat because we were chatting and taking up space, or so the woman said. 

Jenny could not believe she said that to me. Or maybe she’s was just reacting to the lousy food. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if she said you can’t do that. Jenny makes her voice extra perky. 



‘Um... I don’t know if you can’t do that, or you would what too. Stacey- ‘Maybe. Gotta 
see...’ okay said Jenny along with ‘It’s going to be super fun.’ I said- ‘Are you going to bring 
Bridget? She’s such a sweetheart.’ Even though everyone I am friends with thinks Bridget is 
annoying- she’s always really cheerful and she wears T-shirts with lame slogans like: ‘I want 
you to talk nerdy to me.’ 

(No lie...) 

But, Jenny despises, everything about her also. Becky went to like all the bathrooms 
around the city, and school, and wrote all over the across the wall- If you like white trash, and 
want a sucking blow Job to call me Bridget at... And she had her cell number, with a drawing of 
a penis framing it. The situation is beyond awkward, so I blurt out, I point at the meat congealing 
in a grayish sauce in a bowl on the table, next to two cookies and a sad-looking orange slices. 
‘Roast beef,’ Stacey says. She seems relieved that she has changed the topic. Jenny gives me a 
look, annoyed, but I keep rattling on with her about food. ‘You should be careful about eating 
here. 


The beef once poisoned Maddie. She threw up for, like, four days straight. She swears 
she found a hair in it. As soon as I say this Jenny picks up her frock and takes an enormous bite, 
looking up and smiling at me as she chews and it’s the sticks out her tongue. 

So, 1 can see the food in her mouth. I’m not sure whether she’s doing it deliberately to 
gross me out, but it seems like it. ‘That’s nasty, 

Stevenson,’ Becky says, but she’s smiling at her. Jenny rolls her eyes, like you all a total 
waste of our time. 

‘Come on, Kar.’ Let’s- ‘Dine and dash!’ She reads the bill, and I crack up and ra nk le up 
my nose when we all make a face of shock when seeing the $51.95 bill. One the food sucks and 
tasted like crap. Two none of us had that kind of money on us. Other than Jenny and she was not 
spending it on us and that meal. 

Jenny balls up the little slip of paper and let it flutter to the ground. ‘Useless.’ I take a 
deep breath. ‘The doing this stuff always makes me sick, we run everything gray out and blurry, 
as we mn knocking tables over in our way. ‘Oh, what a rush Jenny says, better than sex!’ ‘Tell 
me about it I say!’ Jenny puts a hand on her stomach. ‘You know what I need?’ I said - ‘No 
what?’ 



‘A jumbo cup of Sweet Fogs yogurt!’ I say, smiling. This another thing we can’t bring 
ourselves to abbreviate. Knowing Jenny, she’ll just put her mouth on the spout and gulp it down 
and run. 

Me-1 like to have a cone or something. ‘A jumbo cup frozen yogurt,’ Jenney booms in 
my eyes she like a two-year-old I swear. 

Even though we’re both freezing, we order double- chocolate soft-serve with sprinkles 
and crushed peanut butter cups on top, whip cream, and cherry, which we eat on our way back to 
school, puffing on our fingers to keep them warm. We pass Liv and Maddie at the smoker’s alley. 
We have exactly seven minutes left until the bell for the eighth period, and Jenny pulls my head 
behind the fields, so she can have a cigarette without listening to Liv and Maddie chatting about 
how they want to be living alone for a while. That’s what it looks like they’re doing, anyway, 
trying to make out. Jenny can stop them all the time. 

Jenny grabbing my one shoulders, whispering to me stand there so I can put my 
underwear on. The cigarette in her hand is burned so close to my hair I’m positive it’s going to 
catch fire, and I picture what happened to Jull’s, her whole head just going up like that, like a 
match. 


Jenny finishes her cig and we drop our yogurt cups right there, on top of the frozen 
gloomy dying leaves and crushed cigarette boxes, used condoms, bloody pads, ripped out temps, 
plastic bags, and trash cans next to dumpsters half jam-packed with icy rainwater on top. I’m 
feeling apprehensive about tonight- half dismay and half exhilaration- like when you overhear 
thunder and know that any second, you’ll see lightning ripping across the sky, or like when your 
boy squeezes his through your teeth in your mouth. I shouldn’t have skipped out on English 
today. It has given me too much time to think. And intellectual thoughts never did anybody any 
good, no matter what your educators and close relative and the book-club and honorary society 
freaks tell you. Yet I don’t think I am thinking rationally right now, because of the Skittles I 
popped, I am still seeing the rainbow, yet not as bad as I was. 

We skirt the perimeter of the fields, walkways, and steps, and go up along the senior wall. 
It’s two concrete retaining walls that are long and high, they kind of make an outdoors make out 
the hallway. They have all the lettermen’s graffiti on them with school crap stats and their names. 



Along with a makeshift memorial of all the kids that died this year in the end. Stacey and Becky 
are still standing half-obscured behind the gym. Liv and Maddie are darting from tree to tree. 

(Like a scene out of mission impossible. You know with the sexy trombone music in the 
background.) 

Becky is on her second cigarette at least when she sees- Marcel flirting with some 
freshman I think her name is Sam. A tiff has a string about. Y ou know how freshmen are they’ll 
hit anything for popularity. I feel a momentary msh of satisfaction: Ray and I hardly ever fight 
about that, at least not about anything serious. That must mean something is working in our favor. 

#- Hashtag: (freaky chick kicking the bucket, brain freeze, and food on the mn) 

I found out later that day that lull’s didn’t make it. Her bums were just that bad, and she 
inhaled the flames and bmnt out her lungs. I will never forget Jenny saying- ‘Guys it’s so true 
she is a flamer-r-tte. It’s probably better that she did die, she wouldn’t like... have much of a 
face left, and what she did wouldn’t get her any guys. I now know what to believe... like with 
heaven or hell or if we are just dead. Yet I think that at least she is in a better place and out of her 
misery. 

(You don’t know until you go through it too.) 

If she would have lived there wouldn’t be anyone that wanted to take care of her anyways, 
she was just a burden on everyone. No one cared or even shed a tear for her, there was no 
moment of silence, there were no memories of her at all because she was not popular. On the 
kids, that means something here is immortalized. Her only memories within these walls will be: 
‘The crazy b*tch that light herself on fire because she was caught fingering the retarded sped 
girl.’ I feel somewhat bad, but it’s not me so... life goes on. Like really why should I care? 

She’s nothing to me or my friends. Yes, it’s cold and calculated, but sometimes pulling 
the plug is the only thing you can do just ask Jenny. 

She has seen many perish in front of her eyes. 

(And a lot of it was brought on because of her. If there is a hell that’s where she is going 
to go, for all the blood on her hands.) 



Anyways, looking at them fighting. ‘Trouble in couple heaven,’ I say. ‘More like trouble 
in the low life square,’ Jenny says. She said that because both of them live in low-income 
apartment buildings, which are mn down, its Pitts form of trailer trash. One step lower is living 
in a cardboard box homeless like a bum. 

‘Ha- they deserve one another,’ I think. We start cutting across the teachers’ lot when we 
see Ms. Handcock, the vice-principal, squeeze through amongst the cars, trying to sniff out the 
smokers, and looking in the car windows to see who’s cut classes to go a have sex in their cars. 
She is also looking for cars that are in the wrong spots. Looking for lazy kids that do what to 
walk down the lots. 

She looks- for kids that hideout between the teachers’ cars too. Yet we are always one 
step ahead of her, we're sneaky like that. Like the setting of Jenny's car alarm with the remote so 
she goes to her car thinking someone is messing around up there as we run. Ms. Handcock has 
some crazy campaigns against people who smoke. Along with drug programs. I heard that her 
mommy died of lung cancer, and her son passed in an OD five years ago. If you get caught 
smoking by Ms. Handcock you get four after-school detentions, no if’s and's or but’s. I have 
never gone to it; I always find a way out of it. 

(As I said- If you’re like me and my friends you can get away with anything.) Jenny 
hysterically rifles in her bag for her gum and pops two pieces in her mouth. To cover her bad 
breath. 


‘Piss’n crap,’ she says. I asked Jenny why she puffs on the grass so much. ‘A b*tch 
always smokes, and you know I am a badass b*tch,’ says Jenny. ‘You can’t get busted just for 
smelling like smoke,’ I say, even though Jenny knows this. She likes the drama, though. 
Amusing how you can know your gal’s so well, but you still end up playing the similar games as 
they do next to them, I don’t puff or take hits anymore, but as of now, I small as I do. I use the 
vapor e-cigs, now and then, just because it’s soothing. 

She ignores me when I say you should use one of these... ‘How’s my breath?’ She 
breathes in my face with her mouth in my nose. I started thinking about Ray and my knees got 
weak, or maybe it was from Jenny rank breath... I don’t know either way. I am wondering what 
he was doing and doing it with. I was thinking about tonight and what I was going to do. ‘It 
smells like you been sucking on some bananas!’ 



Ms. Handcock hasn’t detected us yet, and that’s awesome. She’s making her way along 
the rows, occasionally stopped with her big fat wide ass up in the air. You could park a Cadillac 
on that ass! The same as that probably hasn’t been taped in years, that why she’s so prickly to us 
hot girls. Bent over to peer underneath the cars looking for bags of nose candy and junk in the 
wheel wells, and also to see if someone might be squash in underneath, trying to light up or make 
a deal go down, or waiting to go down on someone. 

All she ever finds are used up a pair of girl’s undies covered in boy’s baby gravy, and her 
girly goo! She has a collation in her office... I swear, that why her office smells like sex and 
candy. 

And other trash like that. 

There’s a reason why everyone calls her ‘The Rock Cock,’ The Rock for the prison and 
Cock for her last name and being a d*ick. This is behind her back. ‘Ha, it’s like we’re escaping 
from Alcatraz! And if she sees you it’s like the mnning of the bulls... there a joke there did you 
get it?’ I hesitate, looking back toward the fields and gym. I don’t particularly like what the other 
girls are doing now, but anyone who’s ever been through high school understands you have to 
stick together against parents, teachers, and cops. And as of now Becky and Stacey have their 
plan and we have ours. 

Running form, the high up... It’s one of those imperceptible blurred lines: us against 
them. You just know this, like you know where to sit in class and whom to talk within the 
lunchroom, without even knowing how you know. Got it? They should be with us now if they're 
really in the group. Liv and Maddie are following our path back. ‘Should we go back and warn 
them?’ I ask Jenny, and she pushes me, and I lose balance on one foot as she is saying- nowhere 
good.’ 

‘Screw it,’ she finally says.’ 

‘They can take care of themselves their big girls.’ ‘And I was thinking to myself, and I’m, 
not right?’ As if to emphasize to Jenney’s pointed finger, the bell for tbe final period rings out 
and she gives me a shove. ‘Come on Karly.’ She’s right, as usual. After all, it’s not like they’ve 
ever done anything forme. So why should I save their ass if they get busted? They wouldn’t do it 
for me. It’s every girl for herself when you get busted. Becky and Stacy scram apart never a good 



thing. With the path they're going down one is going to end up in her trap. My money is on Stacy 
for getting busted. 

Chapter: 57 

Olden times friendship 

I think that Jenny and I became started becoming friends in seventh grade. Jeimy picked 
me out. I’m still not certain why she did. After years of trying, I had only just clawed my way up 
from the social bottom to the social middle, yet at least not I am a social butterfly and not a bug 
that needs a squashing. Jenney’s has seemed to be popular since like first grade when she moved 
here. In the class she was the leader that how it all starts; that was the year we did a play of ‘The 
Wizard of Oz,’ I was Dorothy and she was the ‘Wicked Witch of the West.’ 

(So- fitting to her personality he- he.) 

And in sixth grade, when we all performed 

Romeo and Juliet in English, I had to play 

Romeo because boys weren’t allowed to kiss girls yet, and Jenny was Juliet, boy that was 
one awkward little girl kiss, yet after that, she seems to like me more or something. 

(I was ‘Kissed by Death’ back then.) I think that pretty much gives you an idea. 

She’s the kind of person who makes you feel plastered and homy just by her being 
nearby like precipitously the world’s boundaries are clouded and all of the colors are mstled 
together in a steak. I’ve never told her that. She’d make fun of me for lazing out on her. (In a 
way it reminds me of the novel, Liv and the girls were reading about that girl Nevaeh.) 

‘A girlfriend is someone who knows all about you, yet still loves you anyway.’ ‘Truth is- 
everybody is going to hurt you. You just got to treasure the ones worth suffering for.’ ‘It's the 
friends you can text up at 3 a.m. that matter, like 

Madilyn she will always text back.’ 

Jenny only talks to boys at night or turns her phone off. Some nights she’ll hear me out 
on the phone, but not forme... only to get the scoop. 



Anyway, the summertime before seventh grade a bunch of us was at Riverview 
Swimming Pool kiddy party this was my first real party I ever went too. Lizzy Lovestein was 
showing off by doing cannonballs and jack-knifes down on the deep end, but really, she was 
showing off the fact that between April and June she’d developed a pair of 36C cup boobs the 
biggest of any girl there at the time. As she jiggled, I thought for sure she was going to pop out 
of her top little girl top that was like five sizes too small. 

I was so jealous I was barely out of the A size almost filling in a 28B! I remember this... 
all of a sudden Jenny came up to me, eyes shining. She’d never spoken to me before other than 
in school when she had to. ‘You’ve had to come and see this,’ she said, clutching my arm. Her 
breath smelled like root beer float. 

She pulled me into the locker room, where all the girls had piled their bags and their 
changes of clothes. Lizzy bag was lavender and had her initials marked in white needlework on 
the sides. Jenny had has gone through it, for the reason that she directly crouched down and 
reached for a clear zipper case, like the kind we all had to store pencils, highlighters, and erasers 
in when we were like first or second graders. ‘Look!’ She held it up, rattling it. Inside where 
three U tampons. ‘Me being me I asked why are they different colors?’ 

Jenny just giggles- ‘Saying they make them like that to look cuter. ’ And yes- we took 
them, so we would have one for the day our period would start! I snatched one and Jenny stashed 
one. I don’t remember how it started, but suddenly Jenny and I were running around the pool, 
checking girls are age and older bags gathering up all the tampons and pads moving fast so no 
one would see, doing this made me dizzy in a good way this is the first time I got that rush with 
Jenny. 

Jenny and I were talking, and not just talking but laughing, and not just laughing but 
laughing so hard I had to squeeze my legs together to keep from peeing out of my suit bottoms. 

Then we ran up on the high dive and started throwing handful after handful of tampons 
down onto the pool party below. Jenny was shouted, ‘Lizzy just had her first period, and she has 
to plug her p*ssy up! ’ We were throwing them down on her like confetti! Some of the tampons 
twirled down into the water, and all the guys looked mortified, yet some had thrown them on her, 
and she started to cry. 



Quickly pushing and shoving to get out of the pool, was in a full-on panic. That is when 
Shy moved in for the kill- she was Jenny's best friend at the time. She grabbed Lizzy’s goodies, 
and bikini bottom and pulled the plug out by the sting, and the blood started to show in the water 
all pink. 

Shy dunked her and swam away, that is when Lizzy swam over to the diving board ass 
showing to get out, she claimed out and ran the length of the Olympic sized pool dripping and 
shaking to get around everyone, while the rest of us nearly died laughing at the sight of her new 
hair and a blood-covered vertical smile that was showing. That is how Shy become popular, she 
did Jenny dirty work for her. 

It reminded me of the time my parents took me to the Kenny Wood when I was about in 
the fourth grade and made me get on one of the big coasters. My legs not able to stop shaking 
and my feet got a tingling feeling on the bottom side of them like they were itching to get out of 
a pair of hot shoes: I couldn’t stop thinking about how easy it would be to fall out, how high up 
we were. 

After my mom got the picture, they take of you on the ride, 1 started laughing and 
couldn’t stop at how scared yet thrilled I was. Standing on the high dive with Jenny got me 
exactly in the same way. It’s like I started craving more and more of that feeling too. It feels like 
that twenty-six seconds when you have a girly emption and shaking because of it so good. 

Successively, I did that... and Jenny I was besties. Liv came in not much before I did 
after she and Jenny were in girl scouts camp together in the summer before eighth grade. Like I 
said Maddie moved to here around freshman year. Yet they rank higher up than me. ..lam still 
the baby of the group, even though I been in it longer. At one of them in the beginning parties of 
the year, I saw Jenny hooking up for the first time with Alec Shane, whom Jenny had a 
prepubescent puppy love cmsh on for six months. I saw him taking her virginity, neither one of 
them knew what they were doing. I remember Jenny saying ouch, and it was over in less than a 
minute. 


(And by no means am I saying that underage sex is okay! Don’t do it! I ask this of you 
now, do this forme, save it for someone you love! Like just because I make bad choices doesn’t 
mean you should. Just because I was stupid like my friends doesn’t mean you should be too. I 
know I shouldn’t be looked up too. Hell, my little sis Kellie is becoming more like me every day. 



‘Like how a small spark can rage into a frost fire, I never wanted to be so distinctive, slaying 
innocents with my ignorance.’ I know am not a good role metal for anyone! Don’t look up to me, 
since I would be a fake idol, a fake hero...! 

Ha- the gag that the gods portray on me... it's all right, I accepted the joke. I am a joke!) 

I remember those days like every person believed Jenny would murder Liv. 

(Funny they knew she would... nevertheless, they had their money on the wrong girl in 
the group.) But the next Monday at school Liv was at our lunch table, and she and Jenny were 
hunched over a plate of wavy fries, giggling and acting like they’d known each other forever. It’s 
a love and hates thing...! Yet we all stay friends regardless, even though Liv can sometimes be 
trying, I think deep down she’s the politest, gentlest of any of us. She is trying because she is so 
fragile, she gets hurt effortlessly. She seems to attract that too. 

Even though they don’t always try too, they hurt her deeply. Maddie is not always good 
for her either, she speaks without thinking. Maddie and Liv like suck off each other for good or 
bad, like they can move without each other even if what they saying and doing is cruel 
sometimes it gets physical, right down to hair pulling and catfighting. Like when Maddie’s 
pissed, she can claw you! Liv she just goes sight for the hair. 

‘When I first started Junior high school, I was just like Lizzy, I used to go home and cry, 
at night. But after about two months of being terrified and miserable, I found out that if you keep 
away from everyone, they keep away from you. Maybe that’s why Jenny started liking me? 

Even though I was kicked down, I keep asking for more. The only reason I never tried to 
transfer is that when my mother works late, I go home and babysit my sis. It would never have 
worked out; I could’ve done that if I went to online school. Either way, it was difficult to back 
then.’ 


(I’ll never forgive myself for what I did to all these innocent girls, and yes even the stupid 
boys too. I have to live with that over and over. Killing others emotion Madilyn, so I could live 
thrillingly in their popularity death. Its ether destroys them, or they will destroy you. If you get 
them to look bad you look good. I have to relive that, and I am betting I have to answer to 
someone for it. The question is who?) 


#- Hashtag: (wannabe, unfollow me, and pool party plug up) 



Nevaeh 


Book: 8 


Young Taboo 


Notice: In Pennsylvania: 

• Children less than 13 years old cannot grant consent to sexual activity. 

• Teens between the ages of 13 and 15 cannot consent to sexual activity with anyone who 
is four or more years older than them. 

• People ages 16 and older can legally consent to sexual activity with anyone they choose, 
as long as the other person does not have authority over them as defined in 
Pennsylvania’s institutional sexual assault statute. 


Statutory Sexual Assault 

It is eonsidered a felony statutory sexual assault when: 

• one person is 13 and the other is 17 or older 

• one person is 14 and the other is 18 or older 

• one person is 15 and the other is 19 or older 


Institutional Sexual Assault 

Pennsylvania also recognizes that power imbalances in certain relationships make consent 
impossible, regardless of age. It is considered felony institutional sexual assault when sexual 
activity occurs with an employee/agent of a: 

• School (teacher/coach) 

• State or county jail 

• Personal care/group home 

• Other lieensed residential facility serving youth 



Young taboo- feeling that-1 once knew you, like the way wind once blow, it was always 
you, I knew, from the start, till the end, it was our time to spend, now it’s the end, what do we 
have left to spend, what will I send, when we’re reaching the end. Too young, to fast never 
realized that I was going too fast, the day goes by in a blink of an eye, too dumb to see, it was all 
you and me. 

Chapter: 58 

Party time Part 1 

After school, we go to Maddie’s. When we were little, like freshman year and even some 
of the sophomore year, we would sometimes stay in her room and put on x-out and plucking our 
eyebrows into that fine little line, and coloring our hair with highlights, and order pizza, 
cramming down as much as we could eat. 

Those days are going, we can’t get fat. Now Jenny hardly eats an 5 dhing, and if she does, 
she can hardly keep it down. I think maybe that’s what I get so lightheaded, I only eat like once a 
day now. Jenny back then had a little extra around the middle, and now you can see her ribs, she 
even has that two-defined line on her tummy that goes into her underwear. 

I remember sneaking around late at night in her hose stilling cookie from the jar on the 
top shelf in the old wood cabinet, that is also where her mom would hide her cigarettes that 
Jenny loved also, and the condoms were in a trinity box on top of the fridge, I sorry but I find 
that hilarious. 

At that time, we would stretch out on one her, old enormous worn-out couches and watch, 
TV or movies until we fell asleep in our nightshirts’-the TV in Maddie’s living room is like 80 
inches it’s like being in a movie theater our legs tangled together under an enormous fleece 
blanket. Maddie and liv are always entangled more passionately then Jenny and me on the 
loveseat! Maddie has an ancient TV in her room from the 1990’s it sucks and is small, it’s one of 
those with the big back on it, and the color is green, like looking into a fish tank. It’s funny her 
mom and dad don’t have money blinds on the windows, yet they have a big ass TV. You can 
sometimes see the people in the next condo overlooking over at us like we can see them get’n 
busy in their room! Yet nothing beats the hot guy taking a leak in room 302, he looks to be in his 
late twenties. 



He takes the boxes off at 10 pm and we get a free show. He knows we can see him that 
why he makes it look inflexible you no more personable. Jenny and we girls love to press upon 
the glass, and just have fun and be a little crazy, like lifting our nighties and flash the goods. 
Facebook stocking gets boring quickly anymore, so some nights the webcam comes out too. 
After her mom and dad are asleep... like it’s more fun to be bad! Like we all have profiles and 
fake names because none of us are eighteen yet. Any- how’s mine is ‘Angel Pink Wings 01’ 

Maddie goes by: ‘Mad kitty 69’ Jenny goes by: 

‘Ms. Little Lover 14’ Liv goes by: ‘Olivia O 123’ Yet everyone knows her by Liv so that 
name is okay-1 guess. We make good money- 

‘Double Clicking the Mouse.’ 

You would not believe all the perv’s on this cam. the site, just wanting to see us doing it. 
Like old guys like our PE teacher! Man- that I didn’t even think new how to turn on a computer. 
Just like him, I guess they need too to see more of us close up. We have our checks mailed to 
Jenny's college boyfriend’s PO Box. Me this is what I do and yes- I come for you all, I just put in 
fake blue hair dye in, and have fake long lashes, and put in my blue contacts, and you don’t even 
know me. And then pen in more eyebrows. Fake, fake, fake, fake FAKE! Boys don’t like it when 
you fake it or do they look at me, that why 1 am Bi. 

Chatting, with them all is good, yet don’t send me a three-inch d*ick, like that boy, I 
don’t want to see it, tip me higher, and you’ll see the top come off mother freakers. 

Ninja is my highest, 1 am flirty see me here, here as of now, 1 love you all 1 say. 
(Squealing yells) my top comes off slowly, don’t I like Katie Parry, (Yes, show us your p*ssy. 
One of the guys typed.) 

1 don’t feel like it tonight, maybe. 1 said chirpily. 1 give a sexy and flirty look, and smile 
sweetly, they say I am a slut so I do it, and show it all and the come too, I have on gray lace 
panties, tonight you like them as she pulls them down a little in the front. 

Screenshot! 

IT’S ME CUMING HARD WITH MY 


DILDO’S 



See this! 


Day: 11/9/15 

Height: 5 1 inches 

Gender: Female 

Body Type: Slim/Petite 

Eyes: Contacts Colors Brown, Blue and 

Green- 

Weight: 100 pounds 

Sexual Preference: Bisexual 

Favorite Food: Pizza, sushi, burritos Average Rating: 5 stars (1521 votes total) 

Rate KatiSKat: 5 <3 <3 <3 <3 <3 the highest for the night! And the girl on here has been 
here for years like Jenny and never-ever did what 1 did. I like to have sex with my nerdy glasses 
on, I feel smart! 

Not even Maddie and Liv, together sucking crap off did that! 

Admirers: (admire) 1,478 

I made 90,000 in one night! That pays for school, and a car, and an apartment of my own. 

(There not grandma panties, said some dude in here creeping on me. It not for them it the 
only way he can see me the way he wants me, at this point.) 

Oh yeah- I forgot-1 like it sideways too, so we tried that also, go for going deep, I a girl I 
like in there. 

#- Hashtag: (Pound Karly F’n Bams!) 

Karly- She pulled them down some her underwire, I am not fat, am I? 

Marcel- Hell- No! I said on the screen yet to her. (Yes- she goes from some asses in the 
room) The long sleeves black and white top comes off, with an X-ed aim crossed, the hand 



opposite formation. As she is up close, she holds her legs and kicks them both you can see some 
of her down there showing through, and that is a turn on. 


Karly-1 have a black bracelet, and I take off my bra shyly; I am sitting legs openly as you 
can see...? You can see some, yet not all as of now... white and pink bed, walls tan, posters 
everywhere, white carpet see my game wheel, I give you crap for that, like a video or something 
of mine that I will mail out to you. A three-way light on the nightstand with balls that glow, 
(Nice) I got my highest tip of 2,000 what do you think of my nipples. 

‘I will blow you a kiss!’ 

(It was really for Marcel!) 

I have a blue crystals necklaces also, it's sexy, ‘I blow you kisses.’ 

Me- (You’re blowing my min d right now.) 

‘Why do I... have to masturbate?’ 

‘Instead of me freaking you!’ 

I’ll to your nerdy to you! She asked sweetly yet, mischievous nottie way, with a look of 
lusting in your eyes, just look at her make and smoky eyes, to see it all. (I don’t care if you have 
a whitened face, feck eyelashes and blue hair, I still saw you underneath that all.) 

Indian style she is sitting, showing what he wants to see and that’s the little down there 

for me. 


‘What movie do you like...?’ 

‘Like I robot.’ 

Marcel- seeing it all... (1 am sure of that, I feel that he’s here with me, as I want to get it 
on, like mbbing him on me.) I found her out for all the random girls of the sight, I will- say that 
she so-oo-o hot wanna touch the hinnie! Awoo-o-oo, boob’s butt, and p*ssy, and finger her there, 
love me like you should like the way I want you too, say you want me to-u-wo-o-o!!! 

Then said- Just look at me here I feel like getting these off, she was facing herself to the 
said, side profile, showing it all. Perfect boobs they angle down and cover around nicely, like 
how is so right to me, like everything she has her backside also, covering ever so precise, in what 



I want in a girl. Vigorously flooding under, showing her erect nipples, so blushing pink almost, 
like both sights of lips! 

Myself- Moving a swarming around, I could not keep up with it all in my mind, I was 
thoughtless it was that good.) Like her but does also two cheeks... and then... there... it all 
was... you get it her up close vagina. 1 can say why I like it I just do, that’s everything, yet I have 
to look at that now. So pretty and flushed pink, just thumping for me, I saw her clit, and the 
opening too. Finger mbbing and petting herself, there and everywhere! She mbs in between her 
chest and it drives me nuts! She up pushes them up with an embrace spread finger grab on both, 
in a way that she can only do, she has shown me this, they and I feel lovesick! I see that this is 
the only way she can be with me, and me with her. 

YES! Stimulating, suggestive, racy, erotic, sensual, and even erogenous, pale pink sexy 
lips as constricted as if they are all tucked inwards. Pale-n-pink, and then she is biting, fluttering, 
winking, and shoulder rolling, dithering, and blinking sometimes a- lot. Yes- biting, off to the 
side and top teeth rolling over the bottom lip and holding looking at the webcam. Her eyes, it’s 
so working forme! All the same, I want to see it all; as she is laying there on her bed, with 
sideward leaning on her elbows, chatting away about whatever comes to the wacky mind of hers. 

Yours tmly- is flapping her hair a lot making them what me! 

•Big eyes! 

•Sucking, her crystal nickels! 

•Tasting herself. 

•Kissie faces, and erotic expressions 

•Screeching. 

•Rolling around, back to front, and on the said. 

•You never understand what she is going to do. 

•Cut- Butt in the air o Crazy stupid fun, loveable, and adorable, even as a blue heir chick, 
it could be hot pink, and I would love her! I yelled these words- Snap chat me. I give photos out, 
for tips like 111 and you get me on your phone forever-a! 


Don’t you want to see my p*ssy! 



(You do the math I am-a making hank! That is why I am here, doing this, and what girl 
would come, fora crapload of money, it’s fun, and something that is all mine. Doing something I 
love doing anyway. Dumb boys are cute.) 

WANNA SEE ALL ABOUT ME, GOTO MY TWITTER! YOU’LL SEE IT ALL!!! 
TWITTER: 

FLOW ME! 


• I love it when you boys buy things like new undies! Send me crap! Cute!!! Send via 
Amazon!!! 

Katie Kitten 

@kati<3kat_CB 

• Tweets 7,478 

• Following 627 

• Followers 149K 

• Likes 24.IK 
Katie Kitten 
@kati<3kat-CB 

NSFW! Miss MyCamgirl 2014. Mermaid | 

Vampire | Kitten | Dork | Internet Nudist 

Extraordinaire. Instagram: blu<3kitten profiles.myfreecams.com/kati<3kat 
I Follower you know 

• My biggest fan! < 


361 Photos and videos 



NSFW! Miss MyCamgirl 2014. 

Mermaid | Vampire | Kitten | Dork 

|Weirdo| Internet Nudist Extraordinaire. 

• Instagram: bluSkitten 

•Find me on Twitter: @kati<3kat_CB www.twitter.eom/katie HYPERLINK 
"http://www.twitter.com/katie%3c3kitten"< HYPERLINK 

"http://www.twitter.eom/katie%3e3kitten’'3kitten#fan 

•Friend me on Faeebook like my page, you get erap there too. 

•Friend her and I’ll add you if you're niee to me. In addition to that, I will say cheese on 
here and you can see me do it. 

•I have and I- phone do you like, not eveiyone has this I here, 

(FN- PRTSC, I’ll take the photos, Karly! Screenshot there is! As I copy it over to MS 
paint. And save to my desktop.) 

•Humming the animal, and laying back on it, that’s a- truth-1 well. 

• 1 got this mic, for my birthday, do you like it, I can sing for you too. (Here 1 go-) 

•Do I e-eject like what...? Is that squirting then yes... if that what you mean then okay. 

(What do you mean?) 

(Going back to the start of the sexual show-) 

Oversized, a big chair like bear... Gray and white, like her bra and undies, I see you 
sitting there, hands through your hair, scratching yourself and such. 

•HotforyouKarlly3! 

That’s... me... don’t tell anyone, she knows- yet that the only I want to see doing this. It 
may all be just forme, even if they see it. 

Topic: #3 (as of now) TIP 2 for 2! SC 4 life 333 - Friend add 200 - HT of the night wins 
all my videos! Big booty plug >: D- 5901 Blah (7777) and if you're like I will do more, for tips, I 
may have two t im es or three dippings. 





‘Tip: 7777 to seem me eumshow- 

tonight!’ 

The journey is in the background. Singing and shaking her hoohs to the lyrics, OH MY 
GOD YES!! Yes, squeeze them boohs, Love it, girl! 

•Tips- like crazy in here! Thank you! 

(Yell’s girlie!) 

Shaking out her hair! 

CRAP I said, looking shocked. 

Dance move to the beats, to just a little, and then a- lot! Rock out! 

Showing the up close up shot, of undies in the front. On knees- Hand on the nose, looking 
cute. You can spell! I said for I can’t even if I try now! Rap song- showing hair, and slight p*ssy, 
then it all, look at this, look at me with my thumb at my forehead, the song play, she is acting it 
out, all 90’s! 1 dance like a freaking white girl! Do you see my hair it looks like a button; 1 don’t 
think I want to shave it all! 

CumShow one: Do you like my green and white tank with the alien face on it, I have it on 
after the first show, and 1 did my hair now it’s time for more do you like this, white socks, and 
still, 1 am under-wear-less. Rabbit dildopink fast, and hard, yelling, screaming it out like his 
name, it all out, spraying, guessing whiteness, it all over the sheets, and showing it up close 
p*ssy shot, like three minutes, 1 have it up high so that’s why. 

CumShow two: Pillow humping for six to seven minutes, and I say I came! 

Sliding as it’s in- between my legs, in a crouching why, leaning forward to stimulate it 
more and more, fast and faster, and it squirts for me and him, and them. 

I’ll shave my p*ssy for you, and you can see it up close! I give the finger and then give it 
to myself for you. 

CumShow three: bath time, and shower it off with hair, and hand mbbing one out, until 
the end and it mns all down my legs. 

This girl- her-1 can take anymore I need to sleep. 



I got everything I wanted! And more I said, as I went to bed, I eould die at the paee at this 
point: yet I have to go on thinking about her, do I have to let go, and just lie, her with him in me? 

(New night at the party falling asleep) 

I just gave him a handjob become, I am a teen girl, and I do that and can when it comes to 
coming! I have something to say, Mr. Obama, I want to have sex with older boys. Like-1 did 
when I was a pre-teen, and get away with it. I have a brain; I know what... I am doing that, and 
so should he if you write your name here, on a contract to mom and dad, or just you, it’s your 
body say it okay as you. So why do mom and dad care at that point! I said to him. 

Like a marriage certificate to hags- on my wall, do that, where my blue ribbons where. 
The guy that did me was in his mid-thirties, it was not sexed it was just ripping through my 
hymen, and moving one, and it did not count for me. That thmst was so freaking hard, that I 
screamed like a b*tch, over everything. It’s just liked that girl I go to school with doing her 
daddy, yet that’s okay for there not related, hum that’s okay. I have it on speed five and it’s 
wiggling in me, and pulsating, the way I need it too. 

I personally- I know I am at the party, yet I not out there, we come that ware now to go 
here, and do this. I may not be reliving this, it’s on, like hot steamy sex passion! 

Unbreakable sex and coming with Marcel, that last for three hours or so, it was 
breathtaking, coming over and over, in every way you could think off, as age my age. 

-Like he pulled off my blue and white pad before shoving it all in! 

-Besides, then I spun around, rapidly while down on it, that’s something that I feel I can 
only do. 

-I don’t feel that I need to use pill or rings, and patches to stop what I want to do all I 
need to do is insert this sponge-ie thing-ie in me and have seen it, and I know it will work. 

There is a 20% fall rate on this thing, and that good for me, so I don’t F-up my flow and 
get spotting and crap, and crazy. I want it from behind, sliding in and out- (see that) I want old 
school h im on top smothering me out, to that is romantic, all cuddled and crap, yes-1 am still a 
girl and such. 



-I just wanna sick him off too! Like he going to go down on me, and lick and kiss, 
humming and mbbing my lady-ness on him back and forth. 

-Stocking his hardness, feeling the wetness, down and around and inside. 

-69 this crap for me 1 asked, we did. He wanted cowgirl, so we did it first me facing, then 
stopped and just shoved it down my tonsils, I even did the Miley thing like him like the sled 
hammer!!! 

Yeah, you know it, daddy! (I wonder if he sees this some time or boy he works with.) 

(Do you hear the suck-age, as I pull my lips off and then so will he do the same not long after.) 

As well as then, I gave him a thrill and turned it around. We did more than the orgies that 
I saw the times before! He even used a seven-inch dildo on me and made me come three times, 
and like the kiss, song licked it up. And made me arise with an aching back that way, and spray, I 
am rolling what can I say, I am a happy girl now! I want more, I don’t like saying hit into me, yet 
I go fast, and bruise my ass! Laying on my back I could feel it all in the spot that, I wanted it to 
be felt, not fare is yet right. 

Tree a night is me! 

Me, yet, I want firm thmsting, ultimate, uninhibited sex, at this point, making love, that 
is! 

(The night before still on cam) 

Incumshow one: 

See me laying on my back, flapping around, see me now I am just crazy and rocking out! 
Hair is up now; 1 have a fake tattoo! Texting her girlfriends, and her boy, I have to pee, be right 
back, leaning back, legs open, playing with my hair, singing, and missing up cute-ie! 

Three blinks, her whooshing back, as I sit back, showing my p*ssy, and now I’ll do a fist 
pump, as Stacy's mom is playing! Throwbacks are hot! I have a cut clit I have to say it! You like 
me creepers- yes, yes-1 do! Rubbing her clit on the bedsheets now, as she lies on her gut. 
Texting, Jenny to see what’s on her end and she above me so I have to do more! Hay Yah! But 
shaking- all right- all right! Piece eyes dancing around, and tight ass shot, see my backside 
covering for you, arching! Hair covering one boob, face, pail, yet sweet! Thigh, stay up until 



midnight? Give it to me you're showing it all now! I see my cat coming into the room. She is 
playing with the kiddie! She would look cute blue! I am petting my p*ssy boys what do you 
think about that? Shoulder shaking, snap chat shot! Of my p*ssy! 

Slow and good do you see! Do you want to be healed? 

Y es, yes- I do! Snapping fingers, hugging the cam. If you want to do it now, then go for 
it! Doing a stretched out a pose for pitch-perfect! Awesome right! 

Perfect! We say what we need right! 

‘Nailed it!’ What is my favorite animal? 

Owl...? I th ink so... Horses! You ride them, like a girl! 1, 2, 3, 4 tell me... to shout! You 
can go I won’t cry for you! I am Bipolar! Love it do it all! I love for this, I said, I hate pink, yet 
that why I hump it, like this pillow, funny butting thingie! Need more of the up-close humming 
please rub the clit on the pillow! 

Back and forth, startling it. Home away! Matilda yelp you got me hot! Showing toes and 
wiggling them in her gray stockings. That for the comments, Oh honey, honey! You are my 
candy girl! I can believe it true! I see you laying out looking amazing! She was showing it all 
and I need more I said. 

Damn, when I die, I hope to see this, all the time, GOD! Close up P*ssy and showing 
more! Give it to me! I said wanting it all! I feel it was forever ago, that I did this I need it! Say 
you want it for me! Funny but sick! Too cute here! You need to hear that 1,000,000 times, I said! 
Cover the songs is lovely! Wink! And she did! 

And she did... I got a photo I did want to see from some old dude, that’s okay. Penis! She 
said over and over, I get it! Yet it’s not mine so, yeah-1 get it! ELO, don’t stop! Sing the song it 
sounds like she is sing. I think of them, hearing it... yeah not that one, I said and then it when old 
school and it was all good. Touch yourself already!!!!!! I have to say it is- been- long enough 
now! Do it here or it doesn’t work, you got my okay. 

All the way now! She is taking them off the stockings. Legs tight, showing the line of 
mine! Cowgirl riding the plush over-sized toy. You got a yellow wall, that good, say that Yellow 
wall alert! The purple dildo comes out and she starts using it, and sighs to it, till she comes. Nice 
glasses funny, sexy teacher look it works forme. Nice mic! Yes, it is turning me on! I get in the 




bathtub and is cold, yet I’ll work with it. In the box, funny your sis must have the old one. Oh, it 
a light crap! I said. She donks, and wipes her hair back, so sexy! Get up on the edge of the tube, 
and do it then, no on the comer thanks. Gross okay she said I will, you’re getting paid right, now 
you can have it off under there no up on the tile yes, call me fake and guy it okay. 

Okay- that was cool, now she is laying on the bad and rocking my world! And squirt for 
me! And she did and showed it all and licked her fingers. And said good night, I am number one! 

Profile: Katy<3Kat, I own the right to this so I can show it, my name is here, and that was 
my boys and girls! 

I love Vampire, Mermaid, Princess of all things awesome I am into girls only, boys come 
and see me though. I’ll do things for you. 

Room Topic: #4! Lazy Sunday:) SC for life 333! Top off 2352 HT gets my kinky 
Cummie- covered undies! 

699 in the chat room. Guests/Basics Muted. 

Miss MFC: #1 in the room 

Location: 

Fantasy Land 

Age/Ethnicity: 

16 and 1/2, No Answer -I cum for you. 

Tags: blue hair, petite, mermaid, long hair, skinny, talkative I know that the videos are all 
online and show it all and have been downloaded a million times. 

Get on the bed that what happens here- 

(About it all and why we do what we do) 

But 1 didn’t care, I wanted to be cool. ‘It’s because of this the boys worship the ground I 
walk on. They see it, they want it. And I want them to want me! So, I can give them a hard time. 
To see if they just want me, or if they need me.’ Like I said- This surely wouldn’t be the first 
time a boy uses me as his tribute impression! Yeah- we're young we can be a little crazy, why 
not. I remember last Friday Maddie’s said- ‘OMG! Jenny- you’ve made nipple-boob smudges! 



On the window. ’ I don’t know why hut we always end up unclothed under them blankets or run 
around the room that way. 

(That’s what I meant about the photos of me and being remembered for them. Like 
sometimes I think there are more photos of my little lady and lower half, then there was of my 
sweet little face. I know that I didn’t have any respect for myself and I was only seventeen and 
younger than that even, and really neither did my friends, with me fallen to their level. Girls 
promise me right now, that you want to strip and spray for website money, I know it’s just on 
cam but, it’s not going to get you anywhere in life. 

Even if it’s trilling at the time. Think higher of yourself! Someday your kids could see 
that... if you live to see it! You got to think ahead. You have to consider and think! ‘All the 
money in the world won’t get back your innocents or life.’ Oh, and shame on you- older man 
looking at us, what if that was your daughter or granddaughter, that popped up on the screen, 
dancing around, and diddling, you wouldn’t like it then would you. Didn’t think so...!) 

Since the junior year, though on Fridays and the weekends, I don’t think we’ve stayed in 
even once, we would go down the Fire escape, and go to the parties if we won’t allow, 
sometimes our mom's and daddy’s no, yet most of the time they didn’t know where we were 
going or what we were going to do. Just like they don’t think we're even sexually active. 

Today we raid middies’ closet, so we don’t have to wear the same outfit to Marcel’s party, 
she seems to have a lot of things that look cut on me. Liv, Maddie, and Jenny are giving special 
attention to how I look. Liv puts the maroon polish on my nails, I do mine too but my hands are 
shaking a little, so some get soft blue on my cuticles and make it look like I’m a five-year-old, 
that has gotten into her mom’s make up for the first time, but I’m too nervous to care. I was 
thinking about my boy getting all up in me, for the first time... his first time, with me. 

I just had that feeling that Ray couldn’t wait to get into my glory hole! Yet I wasn’t sure 
if I wanted it or not. Even though I tectonically not a virgin, I never really ever have sex that was 
meant to be passionate, like what I had in the past it was just always a hookup nothing more, like 
they didn’t even kiss me droning, like with no feeling attached. 1 am scared that I am going to 
suck, even though I know how it works. Ray and I are going to meet up at Marcel’s. I get this in 
a poorly written text. Like hello, you’re not even going to pick me up? You’re not going to woo 



me in any way, you just expect me to blow your mind, without having some chivalry in return. 
You got to give some to get some! 

#- Hashtag: (cam show, movie night cuddles, and risky steps) 

(Night Show- on cam some days back before the physical end, I may do some shocking 
things for you, like show my puss from the front and the back on my knees, and then lay on my 
floor or sit web for you, this is part of how 1 was it's my documentary only now forever like I 
said I am not proud of it yet I am remembered for it, it was all for my friends you say what you 
want and money, 1 don’t mind doing it for him or me, yet 1 saw it too, and it not my best sides. I 
use an enormous pink Hitachi vibrates too, and you all know that. Yes, Yes, Yes- Um it’s pink 
that the color of it! I am a little girl- what can 1 say, (that an excuse for my cover I thought, I not 
buying another one just for this.) I do like it what girl doesn’t like I like boys.) 

Ray- It’s Like- In her smile I know, that I don't need any other lover, something in her 
style that shows me, that I am the one for her, I do care about her, what’s cool is she’s like my 
best bud too. The only deferments are that she is a girl so that benefits me! I could love her... but 
she makes it hard too, no scratch that her friends make it hard too, she needs to pick them or me. 
And I know that it’s not going to be me, so I can’t feel fully committed to her until she is with 
me. Sex sure, she would be my first ever she would be the right girl for that, we know just about 
everything about one another anyways. 

Maybe after tonight I can get more and find out who loves me more. I am not saying that 
she needs to give up her girls. But she needs to think for herself sometime, I feel like I have to 
babysit her. Thinking for her is not something I can do for her. I thought she was cooler when 
she was a nobody at least I felt like I was the only that she needed. Sometimes I sense that Jenny 
likes me just as much as she does, and Jenny to me is like that pain in the ass friend’s girlfriend’s 
sister that you can touch. I am tom Karly is my little bud, that I just about do everything with, 
and I don’t want to complicate that. 

Jenny is my beautiful dream that can be a nightmare, which I sometimes can stand, yet I 
still want her, and I don’t get why. I don’t know maybe I can have both? 

That’s what I am donning now, and it seems to be working, don’t tell Karly she would be 
cmshed. I could not bear to see her be heartbroken over me, wanting to be with her friend more 



than her. I don’t love Jenny; I just want Jenny. I want Karly to say she loves me and shows and 
not hide it. She makes me feel like I am not good enough at times. You get it to, don’t you? 

Karly- Massage received: ‘Got the bedroom 4 tonight's would have been nice if it said for 
us, or he said looking forward to seeing you. What’s with boys all think about is getting it in, 
yes- I want him to put it in, but I want him to want me for it... whatever, he is no different from 
those others. (Thought- Boy you need to try harder, there are so many others that would love to 
be where you’re at.) I let Liv pick out my outfit, I was too shaky and undeceive to choose myself. 
She got out a long red glittery tank top, that I got to use a short dress, it’s too big in the chest, so 
I had to stuff it out, I was thinking awesome now 

Ray can blow his nose before he sees, feels, kiss my chest. I have a new thing that I have 
kept for this day it’s hlack. I put the tank over my naked body Liv and Maddie overlooking, as I 
step into the new undies. Maddie says I got it... she mns over to the closet and got out her silly 
Dorothy slippers also Rudy and sparkly. Liv said- ‘Girl you look good. 

Sometimes, you have to show a little skin. That reminds hoys of being naked, and then 
they think of sex. ’ 

(I thought I looked like a stripper, my butt was barely covered, yet that’s the point I 
guess.) I thought the good thing I shaved my legs up and didn’t stop at my knees. Sometimes I 
get lazy with the shaving, we girls all do in the winter months. Did you know there is a whole 
month devoted to it in November in not shaving your legs? That’s the way we were jeans, and no 
skirts or shorts... Jenny does my makeup, doing the smoky eye look with some light brown on 
the lids, with hlack mascara on top of the fake lashes. I do my hair adding in long extension, 

Maddie helps me make perfect springy waves. But, I don’t all the white powder in the 
world could get my face white like it should be, humming and breathing Maddie mns to her 
dad's’ liquor cabinet and gets me a shot of something nasty and says here this will chill you out. 

I didn’t ask what was in it, I don't want to know really. She slipped something in it I am 
sure of it. That is when Jenny says we all should take two more shots, so were a little buzzed a 
loosened up for the party. I mixed me down with some orange juice. Liv said as she was making 
a shot face, red is the color of passion, and it will drive any boy wild. I was like good it will 
much my rosy cheeks and blushed out the face. 



I like I have this perfect picture in my mind of how everything is supposed to be, or the 
way I think it should be, maybe this is why I get disappointed. I set the bar too high for everyone 
but myself, with me it’s like I have to do the limbo. Afterward, I lock myself in the bathroom, 
trying to hold down the shots, I can feel the hotness and itchy from my fingertips up to my skull, 

I felt like a baseball cracked me in the back of the head. Like-1 am somewhat used to balls 
smacking me in the front of the face... I hate Gym class! He- he, and TMI- LOL! 

So, I am trying to memorize exactly how I look there, in that second. But, after a while all 
of my features seem like they’re just hanging there, like something I’m seeing on an unfamiliar 
person, I didn’t even look like me, in that second, I thought what happens to the real Karly. 
Whom did I become? This isn’t me... is it? I am butt- crazy in love with Ray, but I not sure if I 
can go through with this! I know I can get out of this by saying I am on it like he has the app, 
there just has to be an app for that, like that was girls’ ways of getting out of everything. Yet I 
have to think some boys are not lucky enough to be as naturally adorable as he is, I would be a 
fool if I didn’t let him feel my insides. 

My mind is going crazy! I feel so pissing impotent, and yet so pissing out of control. 

Which I hate. I love him! I know I am such a brown-noser, for wanting him to love this- 
me. I just feel butt ugly! And I look like such a bloated cow. Um- maybe I am PMS-ing? It is 
like only a week before your period. OMG-1 feel just like a heifer! I mean for- real’s I only had 
a handful of peanut butter M&M's and like four pieces of licorice since lunch. Somet im es I think 
searching for the right boy in high school is as hopeless as searching for meaning in a Harry 
Potter movie, the lights or on yet no one is home. They can’t see tme love if it was a flipping 
brick being flung smacking them between the lookers and the sniffer. Like they just don’t feel it 
or see it! I can see why Maddie and Liv are why there are...! 

Oh, and the reason, I sat through Potter was- well... I for- real’s have such a girl crush on 
Emma Watson! I think she is so pretty, flirty, and has that sexy way of talking. If I die and need 
someone to play me in a movie, about my cruddy life, like- she would be my first pick! (Ha- to 
bad no one cares what I think... they never did, or they well. The memory of my short life will 
go by like a stinky fart in the breeze, just around long engulf to piss everyone off and then 
vanishes in midair!) 



Looking at myself... When I was little- I used to do this all the time: in the bathroom, I 
would take hot showers and the mirrors would stem entirely over, then stand there, watching as 
my face took shape slowly behind the steam, looking at my bare body thing what looked good 
and what looked so bad. 

Then I could rough outlines at first, then details would start illustrating out. 

The more I could see the more I disliked. Each time I’d think that when my face came 
back, I would see somebody beautiful, I like to feel when washing, like during my shower I 
would have transformed into someone that I would love or that someone would love me. I only 
felt beautiful when I was letting that water hit me, after that, I would set out and dry off... just 
like creepy eyes looking at me, I always looked the same, and that’s not what I wanted, and just 
like when my skin dry off just standing there, the ugly soak in. There is so much push-ie to look 
like girls in magazines or on the internet molds and movie stars, I want to look like that, I know I 
will never live up to that. I mean come on. Standing in Maddie’s bathroom, I smile and think, 
tomorrow I’ll finally be different because I’ll be his first and he’ll be mine. 

(Yet some days 1 just looking in this glass and think, now I am nothing but a freaking slut 
and a bully. Maybe I liked myself more back then, then I knew I did. I never thought that would 
be possible, at least the only one that was getting hurt was me. But I hid that fact to everyone 
because I like me feeling good.) 

Rally this all started when Ansley Baum passed away, she was one of us, in our group. I 
knew her back to freshman year, like when she commented on my hair looking cute, with the 
ribbon in it, or something like that. She was a fun outgoing and to young of a girl to die. She was 
everything that I am not. Then like in lunch I see her sis Kara with a bandana around her head at 
the sped table, because she looks freaky and is sickly. She has been dying of the same cancer 
now for years, and I am like appalled. Sometimes life doesn’t seem fair. This is not nice to say, 
but why her and not her sis. Why do bad things happen to good people? 

I feel reasonable for Ansley dyeing, I was supposed to have her home at midnight, last 
year after Sam’s Friday night kegger party. 

However, I was too drunk to remember too. 

That is one reason I don’t have a car now, we had my dad’s SUV and that’s the car she 
drives away- in, I throw her my keys, saying- ‘If you want to go, then go! ’ I was being crazy 



grinding with my girls, it was past her curfew, and she left without me in a panic. I knew I had a 
ride with Jenny, Maddie, and Liv. I could have been with her, I cheated death. She drives herself, 
and hit a truck going into the squirrel hill tunnels, she was doing 85 in a 55 and slid on black ice. 

She was killed on impact; she went through the windshield and was buried on Monday. 
Just in a bit of an eye life can be over, and leave you traumatized. I was messed up for six 
months after, I missed two weeks of school, just crying in my room. All because of me saying 
nastily: ‘If you want to go, then go! ’ (I should have taken her home, and I should have been her 
sis’s friend when no one else would be, I didn’t because I wanted to be popular.) 

Jenny walked into the room, and asks- 

‘How do I look?’ I say- ‘You look a little retro like 1995 or a tennis player, I like it.’ Liv 
and Maddie nodded in approval. I think it’s cute that Jenny matched Iggy’s school outfit from 
the video. 

Yellow is good for her, it also for some reason reminded me of that really old movie 
clueless, I and that girl could relate. Jenny is kind of obsessed with music- just like she is with a 
vintage yet hot outfits, so she makes us a playlist for the ride to- Marcel’s house, even though he 
lives only like seven miles away... whatever. We listen to Iggy Azalea, and then we blast ‘Fancy’ 
and we all sing along. Iggy’s not bad... really, but I get sick of rap all the time. Followed by 
Taylor Swift - ‘Shake 

It Off,’ and that song just gets stuck in my head, just like seeing Maddie twerking with 
those big black framed nerdy glass. That is when Liv hits next and she starts singing: ‘Too Fast’- 
‘I don't want to be a restless soul. 

Running on empty, burning up the road... ’ Not the kind of song that you want to pull up 
to a party blasting. Even so... we can pull it off, the eyes were on us! 

Anyways back to today, on the drive, we do some uncanny things, though: as we are 
driving there along with all those familiar streets, like that I’ve known my whole life, and I can 
name them all off by heart. We pass the same fast food places and the shops, and all the high- 
rises. Liv’s is barking like a dog at the top of her lungs. 



Maddie’s got her ass sticking out the window, and I’m just flipping everyone off as we 
drive past them, saying something like- ‘Suck on this butthole batches!’ (I hope those won’t be 
my famous last words to my city! Yet I think they will be.) Liv has the lowest acceptance out of 
all of us, fordoing dumb crap. In a way’- she is kind of the most- moodiest of us all. Maddie’s 
got the rest of the vodka inserted into her handbag but with nothing to chase it down with she is 
not chugging it. 

Jenny’s driving because she can drink all night and hardly feel it. Plus, she always drives 
it’s just her thing. I take selfies as we are diving along look so cool, just like a hipster girl, doing 
the kissy face. The wet snowfalls start spitting down when we’re virtually there, but it’s so light 
it’s almost like it’s just hanging in the air, like a big curtain of white haze, it was so odd and 
magnificent. I don’t remember ever seeing something so weird weather-wise in all my life. At 
this instant, I was at Marcel's house woo and hoo- he is like the only guy that I know that has a 
home and not an apartment. 

Anyways looking down the yard, I was looking for the clown because it looked just like 
his fifth birthday party to me. I’ve forgotten how distant it’s setback in the woodlands. The 
driveway seems to wind on forever. I could see the cheesy lanterns bouncing in midair. I could 
see all the dull light from the headlights bouncing off a winding, pathways and skimpy lifeless 
tree branches flocking narrowly overhead, and tiny bits of frozen rain like diamonds sparkling. 

(Albert Einstein said- ‘Look deep into nature, and then you will understand everything 
better.’ You know I didn’t know just how true that would be forme. But he is the same man that 
said- ‘A person who never made a mistake never tried anything new.’ This leaves me with the 
fact of life and popularity with this one he said- ‘ You have to learn the rules of the game. And 
then you have to play better than anyone else.’ If you a girl like me, you have learned to play the 
game and master it the hard way.) 

Jenny says- This road reminds me of that ancient horror movies, you no like how it starts.’ 

Maddie replays back, fine-tuning her apparel, ‘Yeah let’s not dive off the side of a cliff 
today, I feel like living.’ ‘It’s just a little farthernow,’ 1 say, even though I have no clue, and I’m 
starting to wonder whether we turned too early. I have butterflies in my stomach, but I’m not 
sure whether they’re good or bad, they are getting more intense. 



The woodlands press closer and closer until they’re nearly brushing up against the car 
doors. Jenny twitches grumpy about the paint job. I don’t see why the paints flaking off on the 
hood, but that just the way she is. Just when it seems like we’ll be slurped up into the abyss, the 
mist was dripping from the window from me been pressed agents it, for a joke I write the word 
HELP on the window, like something you would see on a creepy book cover. 

Unexpected the coppices disperse entirely and there’s the main, lawn it’s like the cutest 
yard I have ever seen as a city girl, with a light blue house pushed way back surrounded by 
weepy looking trees. It’s got passageways and a long porch that mns along all sides. 

The shutters are white; the entire place is carved with crazy would cover designs which 
make everything stand out. I don’t remember any of it, yet I can’t say it was because I was 
stoned or high. Thinking so hard I start to daydream... Maybe it’s the alcohol, I can’t dredge up 
when I started drinking either, but then again, I think this is the most beautiful house I ’ve ever 
seen. 


The type of house I would love to have with Ray and a baby girl someday. Yet boys 
don’t think like us girls, they don’t think ahead, they don’t use the right head... all they think 
about it how they’re going to get off, and what girl they can get to do it with. Well maybe not all 
of them do, but most. I wouldn’t be a good momma, I know this... if I am anything like my mom, 
crap I would suck at it and fall miserably, and my baby would grow up fallen to every- one too. I 
think Ray would be a good dad if he would grow up some, yet he is getting better, my training is 
paying off; somewhat. Oh well, it’s not like I want to have a big belly anyways. 

(A single teardrops from my eye, and I wipe it away before any of my girlfriends see.) 
Sometimes, like I just feel like Miley riding the wrecking. I have licked my share of sled 
hammers too, after a while it gets to a girl like boys do nothing but break you down and cmsh 
your heart and yet they keep accepting more blows until you fracture. Sometimes you can’t win 
if he won’t let you in! 

We’re all silent for a minute, looking. Half the house is in darkness, but there is a soft 
warm light shining on the upper level, where it makes the lawn turn shiny in a yellow glow. 

Jenny says, ‘It’s almost as big as our school, Kar.’ 


I’m regretful she spoke: it feels like the charming spell has been broken because it not 
that big at all. ‘Almost,’ Maddie says. She takes the vodka out of her bag and takes a sip and then 



wipes her chin with the slave of her jacket. ‘Give me a shot of that stuff,’ Liv says, reaching for 
the bottle, and then kiss me! 

‘Ugh you too make me sick,’ Jenny says. ‘Like go find some boys tonight.’ They both 
just giggle, I roll my eyes at how clueless Jenny can be. The bottle’s in my hand before I realize 
it. I take a sip. It bums my throat and tastes horrible, like paint or gasoline, but as soon as it’s 
down I get a msh. We climb out of the SUV and the light from the house flows and expands, 
twinkling at me as some of the snow falls and melts on my extended tongue. 

Walking into parties always gives me that period cramp feeling at the bottom of my 
stomach. It’s not a good feeling, even though it has paternal of being good for me, like the 
feeling of knowing anything can happen, if all falls into place. Most of the time nothing does, of 
course. Most of the time one-night blends into the next, and weeks blend into weeks and month’s 
blur into years. And sooner or later we all die alone and thrown into a pit or firebox. What’s the 
point of living at all? (I guess all have to find that out the hard way?) 

Jenny always says- 

‘We're only here to having sex and orgasms and punch out some boys’ kids.’ I hope there 
is more than that, there has to be, yet deep down, like I think she is right, she always is. Yet I 
just... I just miss him. And I hate feeling so alone. But at the beginning of the night anything’s 
possible, I know this and it makes me nervous. The front door is locked, and we have to go 
around to the back, where a door opens onto a cramped foyer it is so sweet all covered in 
grannies like wallpaper and rich woodwork. The wooden stairs are- to die for. It smells like 
something unforgettable it’s so yummy, like gingerbread at Christmas. I wish Ray had a home 
like this... I guess you can have it all, I wish Marcel wasn’t so weird I might just go out with him 
because of this place. Yet he is not going to change anytime soon either. 

I hear the tinkle of breaking the glass and someone yells, ‘break it up!’ two assholes were 
fighting over Jenny already, and the one goes push through the window. 

That is when a roar screeched from the speakers: ‘Yo Yo Yo, how you are doin’ tonight? 

I am Marcel... and now is your time to get your freak on!’ That is when the DJ took over the mic, 
and side- ‘Can that boy get any whiter?’ The house erupted in a chuckle. Now we all are out on 
the dance floor. That’s when the DJ said lady let’s see those panties come off, and roll them in 
your hand to this next song. The DJ said- ‘I wanna see you all- Wabbel Baby!’ 



So of course, all the girls did it... I don’t mind going commando; I knew at some point 
thought out the night they were coming off anyway. Plus, like it’s more freeing to dance that way 
too, without the wedges. After the first dance, the stairs are so packed we have to squeeze up in 
single, everyone one is making out, I see Lizzy her one boob is exposed, it looks like she got one 
for the night. People are coming down in the opposite direction after hooking up in one of the 
bedrooms, empty beer cups in hand. Same of them half-naked with that afterglow on their faces. 

Most of them have to turn so their backs are against the wall. We say hi to a few people 
and ignore the rest of the losers, the loser gawks they’re not getting any, they shouldn’t even be 
here, and all they want to do is hook up with hot girls like us. As usual, I can feel all of them 
looking at me. I like to play games with boys, Ha just giving them enough to get a boner and I 
bmsh up and walk on passed. I had ten or more boys say I looked hot, and I just say- ‘That’s nice 
fellas, but I have a BF!’ So, in other words, I am only banging him tonight, was the message I 
was trying to give! 

So okay, I don't want to be a turncoat wannabe to my generation, in all... but, looking 
around I don't get how guys dress today. I mean, come on, it looks like they just rolled out of bed 
still holding on to their man meat with one hand, while throwing some holey baggy jeans over 
their nasty body fluid covered boxers with the other, and didn’t bother washing up, or fixing their 
oily hair - ew-h - and just covered it up with a sideward cap, like we're expected to faint or 
curtsey in their magnificent-ness? I don't think so, and yes, I made that word up, I can do that. 

Aw- boys are so gross, like if we ladies would do that you boys would ship us to a 
deserted island like we’re lepers. Surely what with you all always grabbing at it, if we girls 
would have our hand down there all the time, like we would be handcuffed, just like boys can go 
topless when swimming and we're not supposed to, it just doesn’t seem fair to me. Even basic 
girls try to look good and refrain from doing that. Can’t even! 

At the top, I said out aloud not meaning too. ‘Would you call me selfish?’ 

Maddiesaid- ‘Nut-huh, um- like not to your face.’ Jenny giggles and said- Uh-baby girl 
you worry too much, like some girls are not lucky enough to be as naturally adorable as you are, 
stop thinking or you’ll get frown lines!’ I look in my compact mirror and see the line forming, oh 
crap something new to freak out about, I thought. Good thing Ray and most boys don’t look at 
my face... lol. 



#- Hashtag: (Gangbang, the stairway to heaven, taking shots) 

I pass the bathroom the door is hanging open; I can see Stacy and Ryan. 

His boxers are around his ankles, she is sitting on the toilet, they have shared needles. It’s 
still in his hand, Stay is shaking and pulling on her hair like someone that is going crazy. She and 
her 25 or something boyfriend that she only sees for her junk, just shot up heroin. It’s the scariest 
thing I have ever witnessed. You can smell it, like vinegar mixed with ammonia. She has pissed 
all over the floor. It reeks, as fast as he intended it into her starts to collapse, rubbing her eyes 
and face, and rubbing her body uncontrollably, her eyes are red, just like his, but he has been on 
it longer so it’s not affecting him as much. She is balking a lot, she looks so confused, while 
making moments like the kids at the sped table do. 

Stacy is 14 and she has sex with Ryan at least three times a day, just so she can get her 
heroine for free, I knew when I saw her today at school, she was going through withdraw. With 
her sudden changes in behavior or actions, she likes to have a droopy appearance, as if her 
extremities are heavy. I know for sure she is going to be the next dead girl because she was most 
likely to OD. 

I knew she was too far going for me to help, and what could I do? She is a big girl she 
knows what she is doing. (I was wrong.) Stay has said to me what it’s like- ‘Oh Karly It’s like 
having the best orgasm you've ever had multiply it by a billion, and you're still nowhere near it. 
Like, imagine a warm wave washing over your body that eliminates any feelings of sorrow, 
regret, anger, stress, or guilt. Imagine all those bad feelings being washed away as you feel the 
warmth mnning through your veins. You sure you don’t want to try it?’ I remember saying- 
‘Yeah I’m sure. ’ I think she is one dumb punani! If you don’t know what that means look it up, 
I’ll wait for you... 

Okay got it? Hey, it could have been worse, like I could have asked you to look up a 
Prince Albert, and yes to me doing that is just as dumb as doing hardcore dmgs. Anyways, down 
the dim hallway hanging all over with white icicle Christmas lights. There is a classification of 
rooms for those that want to hook up, each leading off the next, the further down the run the 
lower your popularity the dirtier the room will be because it’s the rooms most used for the act, I 
know me and Ray will most like have Marcel’s mom and dad’s master bedroom, that room is 



off-limits to everyone, except the high rankers like me and my girls. I peck in... saying under my 
breath- That’s the room fortonight! I thought- Ifnotthenl’ll know he doesn’t love me; he just 
wants to get into my dress. 

I look in some of the room, the music is blasting, I see the orgies taking place, some of 
the girls are yelling overtop the music, and asking me to join in, and they look so elementary like 
they should still be sucking on a baby bottle. Just remember having sex is a party, and not 
everyone is invalid, it all goes back to who hot and who’s not. 

OMG! It’s like 10 to 20 boys and girls going at it like rabbits. Some are even doing, 
butthole-roulette there are more- younger girls than boys, I know most of the boys face they are 
in the senior class. The floors are filled, all the draped fabrics ripped off the windows, all the big 
pillows form the beds and the couches ripped apart, feathers all over in the air in the girl’s man 
goo covered hair, so yucky! The sofas are packed with naked interlocked people, 1 have to say 
some of these girls are fixable, I let you picture that for yourself. 

Jenny leans back and declares something to me in a hasty fashion, but it gets lost in the 
murmur of voices and passion moaning, and pulsating music. Then she’s moving away from me 
some boy was pulling on her arm, lacing through the crowd. I turn around, but Mad die and Liv 
are vanishing too in the thick of it all, and before I know it my heart is pounding like never- ever 
before, and I get this itchy feeling in my palms, I was scared to be all alone around all these 
people, I didn’t know if I was going to gets’ a- stick-ed, with a needle, shank, or worse some 
random ass boys d*ick. I don’t know why but it always seems like I get left behind, or my girls 
forget about me like I am just another face in the crowd. 

I have had this nightmare many times in my dreams at night in my single bed, where I’m 
standing in the center of an enormous crowd, being thrown from left to right, like a rag doll, and 
becoming naked and the boys descend on me. The faces and expressions look familiar to me so 
like I know them however very dreamlike, almost there’s something wrong with all of them; just 
like being a crazy Van Gogh painting someone will walk by who looks like Jenny, but then her 
mouth is weird and droopy like it’s melting off in a creep laugh, like the old music video to that 
song ‘Black Hole Sun,’ and none of them recognize me or speak English, and I can find my way 
out of the house or back home, and that’s all I say- ‘I want to get back home. Help me! ’ Dreams 
are so weird! 



Hum-1 wonder if they mean anything? Standing in Marcel’s house isn’t the same thing 
yet is oh so uncanny. But still, it’s enough to make freak me out a little. 

I’m about to head over to Amanda Scott she's tremendously revolting and generally, I 
wouldn’t be caught dead talking to her, but I’m getting frantic with all the stranger danger in the 
house- and that is when it happened 1 was tackled, I feel these lust-locking bear hugging arms 
wrap around me, and I smelt his sweet and Axe. 

Marcel? 

‘Yeah, baby! 

He was gazing into my eyes lovesick for me, and that when he said- ‘You came!’ He said, 
along with- ‘I kn ew I get you to come forme!’ He puts his damp mouth against my ear, playing 
with my hair, he plants a nibbling kiss under my ear, and whispers ‘Hey- babe-licious Karly, 
you’re so sexy. 

Would you be my girl?’ 

He is so awkwardly lame it’s kind of cute... kind-a...? Everyone knows Jenny calls me 
baby, so-o I guess that is how he can up with that pet name. Then he used the oldest line in the 
book ‘Where’ve you been all my life?’ it was all I could do not to giggle in his face, even though 
I thought it was sweet that he wants me. 

Where in the friend zone, yet he doesn’t see that I don’t know why l ik e I’ve made it so 
obvious! I wish Ray would give me a nibbling kiss on the lips, as 1 like it when the kisser softly 
bits and pulls my lower lip, it is so romantic. Sad to say Marcel might be a better kisser then Ray 
is... maybe I should find out? Nah... I am not lowing myself down to that. However, if I see him, 
and no is looking, I might just see how good he is pinning him up on a locker in the hallway... 
maybe, just saying, I love kissing boys, girls, and even teachers too! ‘You’re drunk aren’t you,’ 
he said to me. I said not quite yet, but the night is young. I said- I see you are. It comes out more 
snappish than I think I meant it to. ‘Sober enough to know you’re the one I want tonight,’ He 
says, trying and worsening to raise one eyebrow or to let me go, I try to pull away and he hugs 
me even tighter. 

‘Oh, look at the time, it’s ten o-two, I look at my phone intently, seeing the seconds tick 
away.’ thinking he would back off some, I was glad he was there don’t get me wrong like he 



makes me feel somewhat comfy and safe, and although edgy. ‘It’s not late. I called you, you 
didn’t answer.’ 

He pats’ his hand down his jean pockets, to show me the countless calls. In my mind, I 
knew, and I was like who calls anymore, that’s so 1990’s. He said- ‘I must’ve put my phone 
down somewhere. He is losing it... because he knew the I-Phone was gone forever. I roll my 
eyes. ‘You’re so felonious and puerile.’ He said- ‘I like it when you use those big words, it turns 
me on!’ ‘Silly boy- It wouldn’t if you knew what they meant.’ His smile is getting creeper 
pulling to the one side rising ever so slowly, and I know he’s going to kiss me with those now 
puckered duck lips. Ah- what the hell. I’ll give him what he wants, that is when Ray sneakily 
walked up and tapped me on the shoulder lock-lipped, and said offended, ‘So this what you do 
when I’m not around?’ 

I turn moderately turned away from Marcel's cheeks beat red. And just as 1 thought Ray 
push Marcel and said that’s mine... making a scene. That’s when I said to Ray crying. ‘It’s not 
what it looks like he’s dmnk and forced himself onto me.’ ‘Why don’t I believe you...? He said 
walking off. ’ I don’t want to cry like a baby girl, quickly I started searching for a room, and I 
rain. Little did I know I rain smoking into my friends, but they’re still nowhere to be found. 

Jenny, why are you crying what happened? Liv and Maddie look as if they could kill the 
person that hurt me, to the point of waterworks. ‘I said Marcel kissed me.’ Jenny said- ‘Is that all, 
no need to cry over that. ’ I looked at Maddie and Liv they know there was more to it than that. 
Jenny walked off with yet another boy, patting me on the back as she scooted off. While saying- 
‘You know when you cry after a first kiss it means your soul mates.’ Maddie yells out- ‘Okay- 
who’s ass do I need to kick!’ at this put the music was cut. That when I fall into Maddie’s aims, 
Liv is side hugging me too. ‘Ray saw me kissing Marcel.’ Maddie kissed my forehead and said- 
‘It’s going to be okay.’ I get yet another tap on my shoulder, its Ray saying- Come on Karly now 
your chest hugging girls, your Bi too? I felt like two cents! 

In the comer, I spot Marcel beating her head into the wall, wearing a wholly Pink Floyd 
shirt about four sizes too big for him, half-tucked into his underpants. 

At least he’s not wearing his fedora hat. Ray walk-off well-saying something like- ‘If 
that’s the way it is then fine... ’ and I set down on the sofa in the living room. I look over and he 
is striking up a chat with Justen Lamer and they’re laughing about something. Are you kidding 



me? I not jealous- faahh... like she such a little eighth-grade dog, looking for a big bad bone 
form sturdily boy. 

I know that look and what she wants him, trilling her hair stand around her finger, and 
bonding back and forth on one leg, with her thumbs in the loops of her belt keepers. Oh, yes, he 
is willing so willing to give that young cowgirl a ride tonight. I can see that gleam in his eyes, he 
like-likes her, and why not she is a lot younger than me and is most likely never been with a boy 
yet. They would be a good match, it’s so cute when both virgin hookups, they’ll always 
remember their first together, but not with my boy. I need to fix this fast. It annoys me that he 
hasn’t noticed me at all since he left over a half-hour ago. I feel sick! I’m kind of hoping he’ll 
look up and come barreling over to me like he usually does, but he just bends closer toward her 
like he’s trying to hear her better, or kiss or feel her up. I sit like a moron, I send out some texts, 
one to my sis saying- ‘Hey sis. I’ll see you when you wake up, and we can share.’ 

I send one to my daddy saying- ‘Daddy I am with the girls to study.’ Oh, and It’s funny I 
think about her... my little sis, when I don’t have any other options. I look around and I feel 
overdressed and made up. Crap, my fake lashes are starting to peel in the comers. Most of the 
girls have been naked and changed into their jeans by now, an obvious inkling that they have 
hooked up. 

My change of outfit is in my purse, untouched just like me so far tonight. Why change? 
So, our moms and dads don’t freak out when they see what we were warring. Dah! Like we don’t 
want to be locked up forever! 

#- Hashtag: (Bathroom blowouts, pick a door game, she before me.) 

Party time Part 2 

My OMG moment! 

That is when Ray Raymond sits down next to me and pulls me up to him. I now have my 
head on his chest, he is breathing heavily like he ran the mile. I think that I know what he did, 
but I am not sure. He didn’t say, and I didn’t ask. I don’t want to think about it. I hope he 
wouldn’t. ‘We’ll only stay for an hour.’ I look up and Justen is walking down the steps, with I 
think looks like hymen blood splatter on her denim, her hair has been pulled and played with, she 
looked scared, yet the little smirk she gives- me... said the tmth, and that tmth is that she was 
tmly satisfied. In my heart, I know... though I didn’t want to believe it. I thought I was going to 



be his first. Like the one he loved and would sure that with. I thought to myself, as I hear his 
heart pounding in my ear. Maybe they didn’t go all the way? 

On the other hand, no boys can’t stop. 

Ray said- ‘Is that okay? Then we’ll go.’ His breath smells like beer, and a little- like 
cigarettes when he kisses me, I could have sworn I tasted that girl leftovers. Yes-1 was going to 
be sick! I close my eyes and think about him kissing her all over, oh and going down on her. I 
closed my eyes even tighter and I recall when I saw him kissing Joy Mabelle in fifth grade. I 
want to be the first in something I thought to myself. 

This is what I get for not saving it for him. I was so jealous of Joy; I couldn’t eat for like 
three days. I wonder if I look like I’m enjoying it now. I no Joy must-a, in sixth grade, I wonder 
if Justen enjoyed it more than me? I consider is she better than me? As a girl. As a kisser. As an 
oral sex partner. Or even worse a sexual intercourse partner. I don’t like using those nasty fifth- 
grade health class terms but... I have to say what I mean. 

It relaxes me to think about things like that: like how comical how life is, like before you 
know it my sis is going to do what I am doing now, and I will be so old, l ik e in my late 1920’s... 
scary getting old, I don’t want her to do what I do. Yet she’s starting, she is already starting to 
change into a young woman. She loves to put on my make up! I was about her age when I got 
my first drip and grow some tiny breasts. She wants to wear a little bra, but you know how mom 
is she said no to her. She doesn’t say ‘NO’ too much to her... but when it comes to her baby 
growing up, she holds back. I have told sis that it's not something to be happy about... you’re too 
young- be a kid as long as you can, you grow up fast enough. She looks at me confused asking- 
‘What do you mean?’ 

I remember saying, not too many days back- ‘You’ll find out soon enough!’ ‘Okay,’ she 
said. In my thoughts- It relaxes me knowing that I, not the only one that’s missing up in life, that 
inside all girls want existences starting way back in elementary school. 

Maybe I not doing too badly? I predict yah have to grow up at some point. 

Like, If you want to know my biggest secret of all, here it is: I know you’re theoretically 
supposed to wait to have sex with someone you love and all that, and I didn’t really that I loved 
Ray-I mean, I’ve kind of been in love with him forever, but didn’t call it love, I didn’t realize- it 



until- I saw her coming down the stairs, so how could I not? But that’s not why-1 decided to 
have sex with him tonight. 

I ’ll get to why here... 

I haven’t even taken off my jacket I was could and it shows, but Ray unzips and pulled it 
off me, that is when he slowly moved his hands up the bottom of my dress, stopped lightly to 
touch me there. I could feel it moving up, I try not to giggle because, it tickling bushing over so 
softly along my waist and then he moved to the top, and my dress was pulled up I knew Marcel 
was looking me over, along with most in the room, I was showing more than I wanted too, after 
everyone knowing I was girl number two If I would have been first I would have to go all the 
way on the sofa and not have cared how looked. But Ray’s palms are sweaty and felt gritty like 
they haven’t been washed. I just go that Owyhee feeling. Naturally, I start to pull away, he pulls 
me back in strength, Ipull away again just long enough to say, ‘Not right here, in the middle of 
everyone.’ ‘What’s wrong you don’t you’re your boyfriend over there to see?’ I give him that 
look, like don’t freak with me because I’m not in the mood. 

He said ‘Oh, I was just messing with you.’ I said- ‘Yeah I know you been messing 
around too much tonight.’ It went over his head... that comment. ‘Nobody’s looking babe,’ he 
says, as he is press-holding me down again with all his poundage. This is a big fib. He knows the 
whole world is watching us, or at least the world I live in is. He can see it, I know it. He doesn’t 
even try to fasten his eyes shut for me, and his lick kissing my face like Liv’s puppy dog Pickles. 

Hell- even Pickles has better breath than he does right now. Dude- you need a tic-tac, I 
thought politely to myself. His hands crawl over my stomach and his fingers are jerking on the 
underwire of my bra. Jenny said before at Maddie’s place, that I should go braless. But I’m not 
comfortable doing that as they do, I don’t need to pop out of the top. Ha 

Jenny and the girls can flap I’m not going too. 

Plus, I needed something to hold the clean x tissue in. Ray is so not good with bras. The 
clasp is his worst nemesis I swear. I know he’s not going to stop and everyone will see that 

I stuff, I just know it. I didn’t plan for this. He’s not that good with boobs or foreplay in 
general. He fingers like he is picking the button fora can of Pepsi over and over on a vending 
machine. I having sex with him because I want to get it over with, and for the reason, that sex 



has always frightened me and I don’t want to be scared of it anymore. I am afraid of making real 
love, not the sex part. 


In the past, I always felt safe with Ray, like it was right to want to do him. 

Yet not this night, when we're doing it, it doesn’t feel right... I wonder why? This is not 
the night I wanted. I mean, it’s not like I know what it’s supposed to feel like, with someone I 
like... but every time he touches my boobs, he kind of just massages them in a circle hard. And I 
am just there like... okay, you like this? 

It like I am getting a cancer exam. I remember how Marcel did it on the bus I loved tbe 
way his hands felt on them, and he was so gentle with me, even though he was a little creepy. 

However, I would take creepy over Ray's wham bam thank your mom- right now. And to 
be honest, my gyno is like more loving with his fingers and movements- jeez! Crap- that thing 
the gyno puts in your vag. to looking down in like that thing slips in and goes down easier than 
what Ray is doing. Nice visional right... I know. Ray is making me think about that, like being 
in that bright white room naked on that cold table, and that’s not sexy at all, just like now in the 
spotlight, sweating bullets. 

So, one of them has to be doing the boob squeezing and touching way wrong. I get that 
having quickies are the only way-1 am allowed to have it. 

T can’t wait to wake up next to you, every day naked in our king-sized bed.’ Ray says, 
his mist lips alongside my ear, he is pulling my hair. In my mind, I was like does this mean 
you’re going to marry me or ask me tonight? Is that why you cheated because you know this is 
your last free night? I wonder what boys think about during? I am sure it’s not all that! 

It’s a sweet thing to say, I needed to hear it. But I can’t focus while his hands are on me 
like this and his body unstops and his legs straddling around me. And it arises to me all of a 
sudden that I have not once thought about the waking up part, or sharing everything, I have 
thought about nothing but the sex part. There is a lot of living together, that I never- ever thought 
about. 


Tbougb I still want to play house with the man I am going to love someday, like maybe if 
I have a baby that will fix everything that awkward? That’s if he asks me... to be his girl. I have 
no idea what you’re supposed to talk about the day after you’ve had sex, with someone that’s 



like Ray I never did a younger lower-ranking boy, or what you’re supposed to say well during 
the sex with someone you're falling too. Normally I am more vocal! 

I’ve imagined us lying side by side, under the stars, or like in that book by Marcel Ray 
Duriez that Liv loves, where they make love under a bridge. I never thought about just in a bed 
farting and snorting around. Like with if I have to pee or do number two...? 

OMG- I never want Ray seeing me getting up to do that. In my imagined desires, I have 
seen us touching like those in romance movies, all hushed, wind blowing my hair, while the sun 
slowly rises and looks so big and lovely. I love how romance should be... why is it so wrong to 
not have it be like that? 

Ha- sorry boys that I like to take like three honors to finish, unlike Ray that takes less the 
one minute. 1 and most girls can pick more than once, however, the boys need to stimulate us, so 
we girls will be able to pick a least once and is not a one pump tmmp. Will, at least I have what’s 
in the Pringles can to satisfy me. But even that can’t be all mine or lead me into the perfect 
fantasy because I have to share it with my little sis! It’s like I can’t have any peace. She is my sis, 
so I guess it’s okay? 

Yeah- I’ve thought about sharing toys with my little sis, but somewhere in my mind like I 
thought it would be a Barbie. But at least I know what I’m getting her for her birthday he- he. 

So, Marcel walks up about at Ray’s big finish and says ‘Do you two want to go up and 
get a room! That’s why there are rooms! I can have you doing it on my mom’s sofa!’ 

He didn’t stop, even throw, I say let’s go up, and then, I look around everyone else is 
getting to it like us. It’s all because it’s Ray and me. I don’t see why others care so much. Like I 
think I want this? So, they can go and suck eggs. This all happened so fast: 

We hear: 

Bridgit: ‘Oh god- get a room.’ 

Stivey: ‘Hey guys look at this live pom.’ 

Maddie: I overheard her say- ‘Holy crap she’s getting nailed. Why didn’t he take her 
upstairs?’ 



Jenny: ‘WOOoooo! Get some! Yah! Yah! Yah!’ She is getting it all on her cell video 
camera. This was big scene number two this night. Everyone has circled us; the music was cut in 
a roar. Rays slacks and undies are around his ankles. The ending always ends up with it in my 
mouth, that is when... 

Justen: Shriek out- ‘Karly is Rays ‘round number two. Hey Karly, how does my after’s 
taste- going down? And just so you know he didn’t wear a condom either. I was his fist; I lost 
my virginity tonight to Ray! AND I BLOW HIS MIND TONIGHT TOO!’ Everyone is cheering 
for her, that when Justen starts the chant that haunted me the rest of the night. 

‘Sloppy seconds, sloppy seconds!’ 

I hear Liv’s voice far off in the room: ‘Oh I feel bad for her like this is not cool.’ I 
thought- You think? I felt like more of a loser then I have felt ever in my whole life. I think this 
was planned. But I don’t wanna think Ray is that mean. This is someone that is pissed that I 
become popular and wants to see me go down and fall too where I was in middle school. But 
who...? 

(I didn’t know then, but as the night went on, I got it. Somebody wants to destroy me, so 
they get what I have.) It’s Just like in Ray’s rooms, no privacy, and the windows bar not covered 
with anything. It’s all out in the open and everyone seems to be looking, even like in the next 
building over they look in the room, even the bathroom is all uncover glass. 

Even the window-washer has seen me and him going to third base. 

Ray pulls away from my face as Jenny, Justen, Liv, and Maddie and appears like ghosts 
next to me. Justen is making a face. Mocking the expression, I made when I glopped the jizz 
down. All girls know that nasty taste face, with your nose all wrinkled up. Yet a classy girl 
doesn’t spit! Plus, I heard that it makes your hair shiny. 

Also- I’ll get some calories like ten or so to, so maybe I won’t have to eat dinner, and 
become fat? But the least someone could do is hand me a towel for all the ruimy drips. 

Maddie says ‘You two are perverts. Doing this in front of all these younger grade kids.’ 
‘It’s not what I had planned for the night that’s for sure!’ After everyone gives me the drop-dead 
look. I said-‘I think I want to go home!’ But the girls they talked me out of it... saying- ‘Stay for 
us! ’ I wanted to walk out that door. 



I didn’t care if I had to do the walk of shame all the whole way home, no mugger would 
mess with me... I would rip them to shreds. (That was my last chance for redemption. I was 
going down in flames.) 

That reminds me, like why is there a highway to hell and only a stairway to heaven? It 
beats me...? I never really put much thought into either place, because, I just thought there were 
hoary stories that were made up by old crazy guys in white robes, with their nut hanging out, or 
so that is what Jenny and the girls preached to me. 

Saying- ‘They only want you to believe that crap to put fear into your mind, and so you 
don't think for yourself or have sex. Do you believe in Santa, Easter bunny, or Unicorns?’ The 
church was not something I thought was cool, really it was a waste of my time. My mom and dad 
never made us go, so we didn’t. 

(Like it’s not cool- to yack on heaven’s door either, the night you die. 

Because you so butt drunk even your soul is messed up! Believe me... you’re no longer 
an atheist when you see your life flash by, in the ten seconds death is coming to get you. Like 
even the Ten Commandments rushed through my brain, and I didn’t even know them! Yet even 
though everyone I was friends with was anti-God, and I was too to for my friends, I never 
doubted that there wasn’t a high power than man. I just didn’t know.) 

I will never forget is the first time that’s for freaking sure. It’s played over in my mind 
afterward, like a slow-mo- movie, Ray is lifted both arms and take off my dress for me in front 
of everyone, and then he rips my arms around his waist, he doesn’t unclasp my bra he pulls it up 
and over my head. All my clean x’s are everywhere as he pulls me into the sex passion he wants, 
and that is with my legs up in the air feet touching my head. 

He gurgles a little bit of beer some of it drips down my boobs, he makes a sound as if he 
is annoyed at with everything falling out. I think- I might have squealed like a piglet when he 
jammed it in the other hole down there when he thrust it in wildly, he spits on me for the lube, 
mbbing my clit speedily with his free hand, so, I would pick as fast as he was about to, so it 
looked like he did a good job in front of all that were observing, yet he keeps dropping out will 
thirsting. All I was thinking was- pull out- pull out. 



I think them vibrating chairs in Bed Bath and beyond give me more of a thrill than that 
Edge of Heaven banging style, I was involuntary laid into, like for the first time... I wanted to be 
on top and take control and ride him like my horse it's! 

‘Forgive me, babe.’ He shrugs his showers and nods. What does that mean? I thought to 
myself. I see beer in his cup, and it’s almost gone golden and foamy, knowing that has to be his 
tenth and he stares at it, frowning. ‘You should get a final, and just tip the keg Ray. ’ ‘Yah I 
should!’ He didn’t seem to get the dig for drinking so much and acting like a butt. ‘You guys 
want another?’ Said J-C a boy that is two years younger than us and that goes to another school, 
he seems like the only one that was willing to talk after me and Rays PDA show. 

J-C I think stands for Jeremiah Calando Redondo, he’s Mexican or something like that. 
Every time I see him, he is like in the Home Depot, chillin’ or asking us to help push the car. He 
has like has two babies’ girls to Christina Alonzo. Her daddy was black, and her mom was 
whiter than me. 

So, she looks in-between tan all the time, she was a cutie in school and was somewhat 
popular, even for being the knocked-up chick at fourteen and then again at sixteen. She lived 
with him scene she was thirteen and makes do, by getting her GED or so that what I heard. She 
stays at home with the kids, as he’s out looking for younger asses to tap. Christina dropped out at 
the start of this year... I think... I think it was this year? 

Maddie walks up to me like she is protecting me: ‘We brought our own.’ Maddie slaps 
the vodka in her purse. And said to him- ‘She doesn’t need you lipping her anything.’ ‘Ba-Bye!’ 
‘Clever! ’ Ray thumbs his nasty middle finger beating the side of his forehead, nearly stabbing his 
right eye out. 

One because he is drunk as a skunk. Two he needs glass and doesn’t have contacts in... 
why I don’t know. Maybe that’s why he has a hard time getting his key on the whole? He’s 
drunk-er-er than I thought. Maddie covers her mouth with her lift hand and giggles like a little 
school girl. I groan and roll my eyes- like this is going to be a lonnnggg night! I say to Maddie 
and Liv. 

‘My boyfriend’s such blockhead,’ I say as soon as he wobbles away tripping over all the 
bodies. Maddie- ‘You’ve said it.’ ‘But a cute idiot,’ Liv modifies what I said. ‘I said yeah, he 
is... he’s my cute idiot.’ He’s walk looks like something from the walking dead, all zombified. 



I couldn’t stay mad at Ray deep down I felt like he had to do it with her, to not get picked 
on by the others. And it’s not like I haven’t had my share of guys. Maybe he did want his first 
time to be with a girl like me, all used up? She is everything I couldn’t be, and everything I 
should be, and everything I would have been if I would have never fallen to everyone’s pushing 
me so young. But most of all I filled at being me. I think Jenny was behind it, I just feel she is, if 
she can’t have him, she doesn't want me to either. She no how he is when he dri nk s. 

(Chatting with the girls) 

Maddie- ‘I would love him too if he didn’t have that nasty dingily thingy hanging on 
there that need to see a knife, all the girls- like- have been saying that you’re the only one that 
didn’t care. That’s why some girls are calling you dirty. Maybe I would consider looking at it if 
he would have that done as he said to her, he would and that’s why she did.’ 

‘You know Maddie that’s like saying a transgender is cute.’ She giggles, 

‘Sure- it does... Maddie said- sure it does.’ ‘I’m I am missing something here?’ 

Maddie- ‘Yes, yes- you are.’ 

Liv’s observing what going down around the room, puckering her lips to make them 
appear more smoochable, she takes a selfie and sends it to Maddie. 

‘Aww-h cute- I overhear, yet she is standing next to her. ’ ‘Anywhere where did you guys 
go, anyway?’ In mid-sentence, it hit me what Maddie meant. I thought since when did Ray 
became so cute? Then I got it. Other than his little issue holding him back he would be such a 
lady’s man. That is the only thing turning the girls away from sleeping with him. 

It- must be? 

I felt so betrayed. I’m feeling more annoyed than I should by the whole thing and 
everything: I feel like ripping my hair out and mnning out the door saying you all can go to hell. 
But that is when the girls start their step team dance cheer thingy. Beating the floor and stopping 
around, will rapping insults to the boys' team. 

Maddie and Liv do the chest bump thing. Yet I lost in my thoughts with all the 
circumstance thinking that my besties ditched me tonight, and let all this crap go down, and that 



is pissing the crap out of me. The point that Ray so butt drunk, and the point that Marcel is still 
looking at me like, I love you, I want to sleep with you look. He’s talking with Jenny. 

I think I overhear her saying. ‘You’ll find someone daddy. She’ll come around when she 
realizes you’re the one that loves her.’ Not that I want him to be in love with me, understandably, 
yet I do find it adorable. That even after seeing what went down, like he still only has eyes for 
me, that’s so dreamy. 

#- Hashtag: (Sortie’s get’n low, dropped off, and more hole in ones then a game of golf.) 

I remember us as kids Marcel made me glad, we had each other, and you made me giggle, 
and if I could do it all over again, I would not change that. I just wish he was still like that or is 
he? Was it me that got all weird? Looking at our life, I see forks in the road, and choices made, 
the trips we took, the voyages we had. My pap used to say something like this- ‘We fall to 
someone wholeheartedly, and you never stop fallen to them until you fall your sprite ways at 
death, but you have to fall to them as they fall to you. In a crazy thing called life, and mine has 
been filled with bliss, because I fell for you as my granddaughter, just like I fall for your 
grandma. Falling to you, mean love everlasting never falling about, always fallen together. 

You’ll know when you have fallen forthe right one.’ It’s just an unbroken comforting 
feeling, weirdly. 

I stmggle the bottle out of Maddie’s bag and take another sip. I need it! ‘We made around 
the house like three and had our get-togethers. There’s, like, ten different rooms up here and 
down there.’ ‘Did ya have to check em’ all out?’ 

Liv gawks at me, seeing my face, and holds up her hands as Macaulay Culkin did in 
Home Alone to her dropped jaw face. ‘What Kar? It’s not like we abandoned you in the middle 
of nowhere. You’re a big girl.’ I was thinking yeah-right comforting. 

‘Don’t trust people... they have to make you have a reason to tmst them, yet never- ever 
turn your back, because you never know who is going to stab it. You’re only wanted when 
you’re needed. And that’s the tmth. Truth is a lie to make others feel okay. That is why I don’t 
believe anything anyone tells me unless I feel that it right. And even my rights in my mind have 
been wrong. Tmst is for baby girls and simple-minded- spiders’- that don’t know any better.’ 



I will not cry, I would rather die than a painful so death, then to cry over a boy in front of 
my friends. I look at Liv’s face all-loving and such. I think- god I’m such a little p*ssy. Like 
she’s right. I don’t know why I’m feeling so pissy, and detestable. As well as she’s looking at me 
like- you did get what I wanted. I guess you can’t have it all, the way you want. ‘Where did 
Jenny go?’ Maddie asked me. 

Oh! She’s off making Marcel feel good, about not getting with me tonight. Maddie asks 
me- Karly would you, if you would, like would you be willing to with him? I just said I don’t 
know, maybe? ‘0-M-G! Like You FALL IN LOoooVE WITH HIM TONIGHT! ’ ‘I DID?’ ‘Urn- 
hum!’ She Hummed. ‘Like your eyes were never off him.’ I thought-maybe like I never fall out? 
I was so confused like you would think, I was the one that was a girl in the room. ‘Maddie is 
now glugged to Liv’s lap, there sitting next to me on the sofa lip locked. I was thinking like this 
is fun. And Jenny is fighting with Ray about me.’ I do believe that Jenny and her Ex-boyfriend 
may have had some hardcore makeup sex tonight. However, that’s just a rhymer, I overhear 
going around. I lost track of all the Ex’s it could have been any one of these guys. 

#-Hashtag: (Lovedrug, tear jokers, and spared out on the sofa) 

‘You never know how much time you'll have.’ So, I thought the best way to spend it was 
partying my as off with whose I thought were my friends and the perfect boyfriend. (However, 
looking back at the dying girl looking for the borderlines, I see where I should have been. I see 
the arms that should have been held in.) It's the outlandish world. Living for other observations 
and expectations. ‘Love is merely where it is, where it’s at, where it going to be, and never- ever 
changes. But you have to let that love you in regardless of you shutting them out.’ Back on the 
sofa- As I said- ‘Maddie is suctioned to Liv’s lap. And Jenny is fighting with someone’s 
girlfriend now, and Samara Still is stroking off Christopher Work’s willy in my ear, she is 
pressed up on the sofa cushion with her small chest, with her knees churching down in, facing 
the back he is standing like, right behind me behind the sofa. I want to say she like a seventh 
grader, if not she looks it. He is in my grade also. That’s a lovely sight and sound. Is it not?’ 

(My thoughts drift off, as I hear every fap- fap- fap of every beat. Like ticking-talking 
every second of my life away.) Yucky! Like no wonder Liv and Maddie became gay lovers, I get 



it. I’m like seventeen and I already hate everything about sex. It makes us girls feel used, and 
valueless in a man’s mind. 

I have to think that all boys are like that, except for my daddy, unless your dad is l ik e 
some girls, I know that’s correct. Your daddy is the one that holds your hand, picks you up and 
on his shoulders so you can see, he’s the only boy that not trying to get something from you. 

‘Love your daddy.’ Even if I never said it. Even if you embrace the piss out of me. Even 
if you made me feel as if I was not always there, or you were there too much. Even if you were 
snooping in my room. I will always be your little girl, always. 

‘Yeah, well, as everyone has is like kissing all around me for the five minutes. I look over 
there and its Maddie and live, flicking tongues and look over the other way and Samara and 
Chris are sucking face. I’m like the only girl that didn’t get an awesome long tender kiss today. 
Even Marcel got a kiss a long sexy kiss from Jenny because she felt bad for him. Ray and I only 
kiss for thirdly seconds... if that. 

‘I yell out all-righty stop it already.’ Eiv- ‘What’s your problem?’ ‘You to have been 
going at it the whole time you set here, like hello I here.’ 

The cracks Maddie up and Eiv starts laughing. It’s making me feel crappy, and even 
more comfortable. The vodka fills my head with warmth. More people are arriving as some are 
leaving going to cheap hotels or campers in the backyard for the night. 

To sleep it off, or to get off. One of the two, most likely. No one just talks to anyone 
anymore. It’s all sex, sex, and more sex. 

So, I get plastid sipping increasingly of the nasty stuff, and Maddie hands me something 
to pop a forget pill. At this point. I’ll like all pop anything... it works fast. I all chill down; I see 
the faces just like I do in my dreams. The room is spinning just a little. Yet it feels enjoyable, 
though, like being on a creepy sluggish merry go ‘round, with the creepy music, all jacked up 
like evil, and clown-like. I feel like I did when I play- ring around the rosy, as a little girl, the 
dmg took me back there. Maddie and Liv decide to go on an undertaking to save Jenny before 
her catfight with that girl over there turns into an extreme scuffle. The wondering eyes are on 
me; he’s never looked away yet. Damn it appears like the entire Clit high school has shown up, 
like even the middle school kids too. I know that like 200 were invited, however it looks like 
there is about 500 teen and tweens here. A tween is a girl ages about 914... too old for toys, but 



too young for boys. Yet those are the ones the senior boys like the most because of their easy, 
and down for anything that they ask them to do... I should know that’s how I lost my virginity. 

The boys that are under 18 are like if I’m underand she’s under were not doing any time 
if she consents, and even if she doesn’t there are several guys around to say she did, and she 
most likely wants it she not saying anything. She wants to be a popular girl in high school 
coming up. Girls will do anyone or an 5 dhing to be popular and not a loser that is bullied. I should 
know 1 had to do it. 

This is the most that ever seen shows up at one party... for-reals- I didn’t think- like- 
Marcel was so cool with the in-crowd? The house is trashed. Popularity wise me and the girls are 
the highest, and everyone else here is more mid-level most of the senior girls that are on the 
homecoming court have left already with their boyfriends for the night. 

Popularity wise- Marcel just holds the top spot in his class in my eyes, he is like the rung 
ladder to his posies, more like the jester. To wired to be one of use, and too unique to be one of 
them. And there is a lot of low life in here like the tweens, looking for a boy toy popularly boost. 

He seems to be in with more of the sophomores and younger, that mostly be the cool kids 
when we graduate, 1 have to say like they could be cool sophomores, I wouldn’t mind gotten to 
know some of them if it would be cool for me to do so. It’s all part of being a girl that’s a 
teenager. 

#- Hashtag: (fantastic, slang, and cherry popping) 

Party time Part 3 

Maybe I’m in the wrong crowd? I know I’m supposed to hate them and hate on them, yet 
I can help but like them, they’re nice kids. Just because I’m older and more popular, I’m 
supposed to treat them like crap...? I can’t see that. When I am just sitting on my ass feeling left 
out by my peps. I remember being like them like I was hated when I was sophomore from all the 
senior girls at the parties, yet most of us girls in my class didn’t have their rankings yet, it’s 
understandable. 

I can’t bring myself to care, I’ll talk or be with anyone, I find fit. I know it’s breaking the 
popularity rolls, but that's okay by me. Liv gives a group of them one of her stink eyes as she 
goes by them. Yet she does that with anyone she doesn’t try to get to kn ow. 



Maddie is on the character. Says ‘Young skanks, ho-ing it up! ’ vociferously. One of them, 
Chrissa Dillard Is rolling around ass naked on the floor, hooking up Brice Rice (a senior boy.) 
There is a lot of that going on, with the tweens and older boys. Hell- It’s more like a coming of 
age party, then a beer bash, at this point. 

The social bottom doesn’t ever show their loser faces. They would not even get past the 
door. Like the sped and undesirables rejects the loosest of the lowlife. 

The stay home and creep on Facebook, they're never invited to anything, nobody wants 
them or would care if they're gone. Harsh but true! It isn’t for the reason that people would make 
fun of them, although they undoubtedly would. It’s more than that. They don’t hear about these 
parties until after they’ve transpired. And nobody likes them, they have no friends or contacts, 
and that’s the way we want it, they can’t make a move up without us knowing or approving. 

They can have any friend online or in real life unless the popular approve the contact. 

Because all we have to say is- ‘If your friends with him or her, you’re not friends with us 
anymore and you lose your ranking.’ The lowlife- the more they try to be like us, like the lower 
they go, if we don’t want them to gain popularity. We make it that way. They're so dumb that 
they would even think about coming in the back door where the popular’s come in. they don’t 
know about the secret side entrances to the parties, there so naive they walk up to the guarded 
front door asking to get in, like come on. 

Sometimes, you have to show that you got a text from some with a stancher, like the one 
that invited you. And yeah no if its la-jilt, because most lowlife- rejects have no cell contacts 
other than their mommy. To invite them... you can spot a faker. You're either in the loop or 
pushed out. And just like a bad dog they get slapped on the nose, they are told to go home and 
cry to mommy, for sucking at life. 

Its 2015 everyone has a fake ID, not like we need them for Marcel’s party, but they do 
come in handy for the night joints, and bars. I have a visa card, school ID, and a suspended 
driver’s license. However, I am a good driver compared to Jenny, yet Jenny can get away with 
anything. I know boys that like to spend all their weekend time in the strip clubs. I have never 
seen Marcel at one of those, however, Ray has had a lap dance, and it wasn’t from me, or so I 
was told. Would that be considered cheating? I am getting thirsty so I am going for a beer or two, 
maybe three. If everyone else is drinking it like it has to be okay. The D J keeps the beats coming, 



making sure everyone has a glass as well, and is having a good time. The laser lights are going 
nuts, flashing colors on the walls, floor, ceiling, and mobs of kids. The house is trashed; 
everyone it’s wasted or stoned. 

There are even thongs hanging from the chandelier. And about five minutes or so ago, 
like I saw Bob Zaza Tarzan swing from it, form the upstairs landing down to the living room 
dance floor. It would have been okay with me if he would have been wearing pants. That’s a 
Facebook photo, that I will tag him in. Daisy Clemenza is crowd surfing. 

Oh, that reminds me, like there is one of my favorite thongs hugging form Marcel’s 
rearview mirror of his 2014 Toyota Corolla. He is one strange boy, it’s kinda sweet... Kinda? I 
wonder where Ray is? High school is supposed to prepare you for the real world, I could just 
imagine college parties and spring break. 

#- Hashtag: (sleeping bag, sleeping around) 

I get up and do some walking around. I was sick of seeing this suck fest in the living 
room. There are several tiny passages and rooms, it feels like a maze, in this place. Only one 
door is closed, with a boy’s boxer hanging on the nob. I like a sign to keep out were doing the 
nasty and we don’t want you seeing it. I had planned on using a big ass sign that says: ‘KEEP 
THE HEEL OUT’ and post it on the master's door... yeah, that was not needed. 

I passed one girl that was using a pocket rocket on another girl. Um-okay doesn’t look... 
yet it’s hard not to. 1 walk more, and I pass Melissa Franc a freshman, she was downing a bobby 
shot, that has been poured downNicki Dickerson small of her petite back running down into her 
very naked ass crack where Melissa’s mouth is slipped under... it's freaking sick and awesome 
all at the same time. 

Everyone in that room is cheering for her, (Melissa’s! Gulp it! Lick it up!) Or maybe 
making fun or her doing it. One of the two, she is going to be a YouTube star with her freshmen 
hazing, I mean her lips are touching Nikki’s lady lips. Or maybe she wanted it? 

Oh, cool some random ass freshmen girl just flashed me... running past. But like her t*ts 
are bigger than mine... what gives? I think I ’ll pass on showing mine. Walking down the hall 
that never seems to end. I wonder what Madilyn is doing at this very moment? 



I could see her like kissing a photo of Maddie and making out with it in her bed, before 
doing what she needs to do, and then roll over to fall asleep, all alone with just a teddy bear. It’s 
a sad thought... like here I am having all this fun, and she is lonely. (She needs a cuddle buddy 
and so do I. Ha- maybe I should sleep with her tonight?) I wonder if she and Maddie will ever 
hook-up, Hey, anything is possible...? I hope she finds someone. 

Someone, that will see her for who she is, and not what people around her think she is. ‘I 
see her... but have to un-see her for my friends, friendship.’ I walk into the bathroom and sit 
down on the pot. I’m not going to say, what I was doing-1 think you’ll get it. Looking on the 
wall next to the crapper, some ass hole drew a naked girl cartoon with a big d*ick going up in 
her, and it said above... it was Maggie. 

‘This is what it looked like her first time.’ 

With the word ‘Ouch! ’ coming out of the drawing's mouth. I got some paper towels and 
washed what I could off, yet I don’t think it did any good. Marcel is going to have to paint over 
that before his parents come home at the end of the weekend. Or they will go ape on his ass! I 
have to say 1 am grossed out! I didn’t want to go in here, but a girl has to do what a girl has to do. 
Flush! I stride out. 

Walking, walking, and walking! And that’s when I walked into Marcel’s room. The door 
was cracked, it’s the typical nerdy boy’s room, stuff all over. I like the big king-sized bed even if 
it’s undone. I have to do some snooping. There is a photo of me under his pillow. I had to pick 
the pillow up and smell it... creepy-1 know... it’s a girl thing. I walk to the dresser, and I 
snatched a pair of his undies from the top drawer... two can play that game. Like why does he 
have so many anyway? Like who wearer black socks? I found a cute T-shirt, that I could not 
resist taking for my own. 

I know he wouldn’t mind, if I wear it for the rest of the night, and not wash it and give it 
back at some point. I think he would like that. I put on over my dress at first, oh it's black with 
the saying- ‘Kiss me I’m Desperate.’ I felt it was appropriate for the night I was having. That 
when I thought- nah, I am taking off this dress and bar off. 

So- there I was naked standing in his room, I sure there was a hidden camera somewhere, 
but I didn’t care... it’s like I had to do this... I felt so devilish. And I don’t understand why, but I 
ran from the door and jumped into his bed and pulled the covers over, and they were so soft next 



to my bar skin. ‘ Awe-hhh- so nice! ’ I may have even dozed off for a minute or two. It has to be 
the softest bed I ever wiggled around in. hugging a pillow and with one between my legs. It’s a 
girl thing, I can’t expand. Looking around there is everything you could want at your fingertips. 
TV, PC, guitars, books and so much more. 

I jumped up when I thought I heard someone coming down the hallway. And I did... I 
did see someone pass they looked in but didn’t say anything. I need to learn to closes the door... 
like I scream at my sis for that. 

So, I slid my unclothed butt and laid business on his cozy sheets getting out of the big, 
and that is when I put on his T-shirt. Dancing around in the mirror-like a maroon of course. I 
grabbed the handbag that I place on the floor walking in. I reimaged out my thong and jeans that 
were in my purse. Then I placed my bra and the dress in there as a rolled-up ball. 

By the time we get to Jenny, she broke up yet another couple and has made it with yet 
another boy, big surprise. That has to be boy number five tonight...? She if fight for her boy with 
yet another girl. She’s sitting on his lap and he’s smoking they are sharing a joint and suck the 
smoke out of each other’s mouth every time they take a bong hit. 

They're the cutest couple ever. I have to find out his name... like who is he? The girl that 
was his date or one-night stand left out the front door all pussies- like, leaving in some lowlife 
rejects that can be held back. I guess she can sleep with one of them tonight outside in a tent. Ha! 

#- Hashtag: (bedhead, swiping, peaking, and making the change) 

I back on the dance floor, Liv is standing comer with Dan Dilco who is press upon her 
snugger than a PP and J sandwich. I read the words coming out of her mouth, it looks like- T 
took care of it.’ and T don’t want to see you. Get something out of my face.’ Maddie comes up 
and clocks in right in the face, his nose is beading, he mns into the next room with a sophomore 
girl named Veronica, he got her too. I think she is showing some. She chose to be dumb and keep 
the oopsie. 

I see Shy and she is pressed up against the wall and she’s semi-dancing and a half 
grinding against him my boyfriend. Ray will say he’s where just having fun... if I walk up, so I 
not going to break it up. It’s okay with me. 



Shy is nothing but a wall follower now that she lost most of her rank. There both smashed 
anyways, I drought they’ll do anything other than barf on each other and dance ‘till they drop. 
Dan was sobbing like he wanted the baby or something. 

Every girl he has had sex with has to take something... or finds out too late. Like does he 
want to be a 17-year-old daddy, and throw away his life... or worse hers for that thought? Boys 
they don’t think; it is good that we girls do that for them! Liv has a half-gone cigarette flaccid- 
like dangling from her lips, she smokes a- lot when she is under the gun, or she skips a period. 
She doesn’t shake her ashes... she just inhales. 

In these low-ride jeans, I was thinking-1 should have warned-my tight leggings because 
I see a lot of the girls here are wearing black ones. It must be- the new thing? Oh, why do boys 
come up to you and think it’s okay to make a random dance move and mb up on you? And then 
they use their heavy arms to keep their footing, most times feeling your butt end, also. 

My hair's a mess. I see it in black form night window glass. It’s from falling asleep in 
Marcel’s cozy bed, and Ray’s hands mnning through it. Like even though I know I’m an 
attractive girl, I don’t always feel beautiful. I wish I had someone in my life that would make me 
feel beautiful all the time, even when I know I don’t. I do think there is someone that would 
make me feel that way... there has to be. 

Oh, life- ‘life is a slut that makes us bend and bangs over and over every day... humping 
it until it has enough of you.’ Oh, boys- ‘boys are d*icks heads that penetrate us over and over 
any way they can. Mentality and physically. ’ 

‘Life sucks butt, but sucking butt is life. And when you die- like-1 did you miss sucking 

butt.’ 


‘Mom and dad and little sisters are a pain in the neck, but it’s nothing like having some 
random man mortician seeing you naked on a table shoving embalming liquid in your neck 
artery.’ I was floating over like; I could see it all as he was doing it. 


I remember, Frank said as he touched my hair, and ripped the sheet off me completely- 
‘Awe- such a young pretty little girl, what a shame her life is over. Why? Why is it always the 



young ones... that never did anything wrong?’ I think- he was taken back by me or something. It 
was like he didn’t want to cut me up. Like I was too beautiful to him, to do such a thing. 

I remember, him touching my hand and stroking it- ‘Saying your time was too short... 
there just was not enough time... ’ and he whispered it again- ‘Not enough time... ’ I was looking 
down thinking this must be hard on him, like having to do this with every dead person. Like how 
could you do this a job? 

But, it really, I think it was hard on him when it’s a teenager like me, never see life other 
than high school. 

(Life in high school is not a life at all it’s a pretend world to what life after graduation 
will be. There is so much more than getting wasted, partying, and hooking up. So much more...) 

(If he only they knew... I did a lot wrong.) 

Like, cheating on my math test in thread grade. Peeing in the shower onto my sis when 
we were younger. Even spitting in her orange juice every morning, before school. Nasty little 
things like that, I was not blameless. I remember the day I said to my sis, that I wished that she 
would never be bom... I didn’t mean it. 

(Ido love her! And will look out for her.) 

1 remember, picking on her all the time, just because she was frailer. I would get onto her 
and reseal her down. I even put a pillow over her had one night saying stop freaking snoring. (I 
am not above suspicion.) Just because I like to look cute, sweet, and loveable doesn’t me that I 
not disagreeable, vail, and worthless. And I am valueless! Only one boy thought I was valuable, 
and he went and got all creepy, or was it me that became the creep? I did so much wrong, I 
would love to have do-overs until I get it right. 

I drift off and think about how funny it is that my dad is always in his lazy boy chair, 
barking orders on Sundays. He loves the Game Show Network; he has to do his Steve Harvey 
impressions too. 

Yeah know- smelling big and such. 

However, his favorite show is the Newlywed Game. He bursts out laughing, with the 
question Sheri Shepherd asks. Some of them are dirty! Like last Sunday I was doing something. 



in the living room, and I heard something about a- Lush underbmsh. And the back door.’ I just 
got up and left him to have his moment. I was thinking so gross! Yet I can’t help but snicker! 

#- Hashtag: (daddies got the giggles, under the spotlight, and damsel in distress) 

I snap out of it- ‘Poor Liv,’ I say. I don’t know why I suddenly feel bad for her. ‘She’s 
too nice. That has always been her downfall.’ Plus, boys will piss on you without the decency to 
call it to rain. Just like Jenny, she let boys piss on her all the time. 

And yes, you could take that literally if you wanted too. ‘She’s a whore,’ Maddie says, 
but not spitefully. She knows that she has to be to keep the sanity within the click. I don’t think 
Maddie gets that she not interested in him, maybe she just wanted to have a baby? So that she 
has something that is all hers? And that’s something Maddie could give her? Either way, it all 
ended today with Jenny’s say and not hers. I said- ‘Liv’s not the whore, Jenny’s just making you 
thi nk that. Put yourself in her shoes. You don’t care, she does.’ 

‘Do you thi nk we’ll remember, any of this?’ Maddie asks me. I said- ‘I don’t remember 
what I eat last, so I don’t think so.’ 

I said- ‘Maddie What the point in remembering... you only have regret.’ She said- ‘It’s 
so you don’t forget that there is hope before you die.’ ‘Hope to die?’ she said- ‘You get to have 
hope, or life is not worth living.’ 

Me- ‘This is coming for the girl that’s faith is shaken by some boy hooking up with your 
girlfriend?’ I’m not sure where the words come from or what end or side. I think out of her butt 
hole, or maybe you could have called- it a quaff. She’s talking out of her holes! My whole head 
feels light and uncertain, all set to drift away. 

Maddie- ‘Do you think we’ll remember any of it two years from now?’ I said- ‘Who 
knows... ’ I thought about it more and said- ‘Like maybe when you and I are old and crazy 
crapping in our Huggies in the old age home, it will come back to us.’ 

Maddie- ‘I’ll drink to that... he- he.’ Then she said- ‘Karly you have one distorted way of 
thinking, and that’s why I love you as I do!’ 



Maddie giggles, saying- ‘I know she loves me more.’ Tapping the bottle lightly on my lift 
arm. There’s a little bit of it left. I can’t believe that we drank it all in less than four hours. I sip 
and chase it down with my beer, which I know is not a good idea, but, I did it anyway. ‘Could 
take my picture, because I don't remember.’ By this time Jenny and Kenneth have made up and 
are a boyfriend, and girlfriend once again, even after swearing up and down that they would 
never hook up again, all the same, they did they made up, and not there kissing up and it’s 
sickening- yet-NO-big surprise. 

That the way that has been seen they were in middle school; they thrive off one another 
love and hate. They can live with each other or without. Now Liv is sitting Maddie’s lap and 
smoking her joint. Just like Jenny is doing with Kenneth. 

Marcel is looking at me from the comer of the room with puppy dog eyes. 

Maybe on slow dance wouldn’t heart? So, I walked over and asked him to dance. It was 
nice, he wasn’t creepy at all, and it was kind of sweet. He’s leaning against the wall and I am 
pressed upon him and out of nowhere I just kiss him like I never kissed another. 

Where half dancing and I am half grinding against him, he’s so in love with me I can just 
tell and making out. I never- ever thought that would happen. Ray is off with his little slut for the 
night anyways. It’s time forme to have some fun too. Two can play the cheating game! Isn’t 
spitefulness fun! 

Jenny cries when she sees us and stumbles off when she is on Kenneth’s lap. 

Jenny never cries! What is up with that? 

But, is she crying over me been with Marcel or him? They walk up after are slow dances 
are over, Jenny and ken throwing an arm around each of us like it’s been years since we were 
together, and we all are old buddies. She snatches the vodka from me and takes a sip while her 
arm is still wrapped around my shoulders, Jenny’s face is so close to mine, I can feel her 
eyelashes bmsh against my cheek. I forgot-1 was still holding it when I had my arms wrapped 
around Marcel's neck. 

I guess I was lost in the moment. 

‘Where did you go tonight Kar?’ She yells. Her voice is raspy but loud, even over the 
music and the wide-ranging sounds of everybody talking and laughing like idiots. ‘I was looking 



everywhere foryou.’ ‘I was sitting here all night,’ I said, ‘total bull-crap,’ Ken, and Jenny says, 
‘we saw you coming out of his room. 

All sneaking like out of his room like you just had sex. And you obtusely changed, what 
did he dojizz all over your dress?’ ‘Nothing happened-I was just looking around.’Ken- ‘Yeah 
we got it, you were looking up will kneeling on the ground, in his room. Am 1 right? And then 
you to end up naked together in his bed slapping hips?’ 

I said- ‘You’re so wrong and nauseating.’ 

Ken- ‘Suuurrrre!’ I said- Why do you care anyway? Ken- ‘Why? Like so we can tell 
everyone that matters that you got some tonight!’ I said- ‘Is that all you think about?’ Ken- ‘Um- 
yeah purdy much, that all that matters at a party.’ I mn to the bathroom, they make me sick, and I 
hear Ken say- ‘She’s got morning sickness already.’ 

Ha- ha ha’s are coming from everywhere. Ken, he is such an ass! I let poor Marcel stand 
there to define for himself. I was so embarrassed saying I was in his room without him okaying it. 
I wonder what he said, we did or didn’t do, to them? I wonder if he figured out that I was 
wearing his T-shirt when I ran away? Thank you- toilet rim for being cold, it makes my head feel 
better, after vomiting beer and vodka. 

#- Hashtag: (Hold me, thrill me, and kiss me) 

Party time Part 4 

I have to un-lock myself from this bathroom before someone thinks I’m ending it. I spend 
thirty minutes in the bathroom, first washing my face and then reapplying makeup, even though 
my hands are unsteady, and my face keeps doubling up in the mirror, with my eye movements. I 
know at some point. My head is still fuzzy and pounding with every move or eyelid blink I make. 
I was trying so hard to not think yet this popped into my mind. ‘If you don't have trust, you don't 
have anything. And if you don’t tmst them you lose them to someone that well.’ 

Jenny sees me down the hall and runs to my side... Saying- ‘Come on back. You're- such 
a baby, we didn’t mean anything by it.’ 

Jenny is such a bull-crapper and Maddie dmnker and then me and with her. Liv is like a 
little girl on Ritalin when she has a sip too many and I’m antisocial and paranoid, and someone 
cracks a window to let out the smoke and sex stink yet know does. There like are you nuts, it's 



freezing out... that was the look on their cold-hearted faces, everyone in the room is like 
icebergs to me, and I felt like the Titanic about to sneak, no mercy, no compassion. I was a- 
nobody among everybody. 

I think Marcel went to his room to see what all I did or did not do. I think Ray most of 
went out to a camper or up to one of the rooms with his little slut for the night. I could not see 
that boy around anywhere. Whaaattteeevvveeer, Jenny saw me scratching my neck looking for 
him. Jenny said- ‘He’ll be back to kiss your goodnight at some point.’ 

‘Who?’ 


I asked, Jenny- ‘You know who!’ I walk back to his room not sure what to expect. I see 
him standing next to his bed. I think he was planning on getting naked to sleep or something. I sit 
down with him on top of it, we start talking- he is playing with my hair, I did not boys know how 
to make small talk. We’re laughing over the fact that Jenny is such a stuck-up b*tch. We talked 
about Maddie and Liv having issues because of her. I even told him that Liv terminated Dilco’s 
baby. 

That’s we he said- ‘Hey Karly was you and I make a baby would you do that?’ I said- 
‘No.’ I endup laying on top of him, and we talked and talked. I said- ‘You want to have a baby 
with me?’ 

Marcel- ‘I don’t know, I want to spend my life with you so, yeah someday or sooner, 
that’s if you want kids... or like me like that.’ I put my arms around his waist. I pulled ever so 
slowly toward him as he did me. The kiss was hard yet soft, it was fiery yet passionate, romantic, 
it was filled with a hunger for each other, the hunger I had for him oh so long ago. It was also 
filled with affection, he showed me he loves me with that kiss. But can I love him back can I 
show it, or do I want to? 

Even though we have kissed before it seemed like the first. It felt as if the whole world 
stilled for us. As if fireworks and explosions went off. As if all eyes were looking into each 
other’s souls. I could see into him as he could- me... I just wonder what he saw looking in. I 
wonder if he really wants me, forever or if that just a line. I wonder... even if we felt all these 
emotions. 

Even though I feel them for him, I had to hold back, to know for sure. I just had to hold 
back. That’s we he drifted off... Why did he fall asleep on me? Was it because I’m boring or is 



he just exposed? My head thumbing still, I know was not thinking clearly, so I staggered back 
down the long hallway back into the dwindling party. I see one of the double-hung windows. 
Without anyone observing 1 reach my hand forward and place it on the big old sill, there is an 
electric candle with a night light bulb sitting in the middle. I crack the window to let out the 
smoke and smells out, and to get some much-needed air. 

A fine stream of rain-sh snow is gusting in on my face, it’s cold but feels so-o good, even 
though it’s winter. Enjoying the freezing air and the sensation of a hundred of little sparkly 
flacks. 


I squeezed my eyes closed tightly and promise myself that I’ll never forget the moment I 
just had with him. Funny I wanted to forget about all the sound, the tacky lights, and smalls of 
my friends and their mindless hilarity that there tittering about. For some reason... I wanted to 
forget about all the heated hookups and the many bodies that were around me. What surpasses 
me the most about this, is that this is what I lived for and sacrificed so much to gain... to have 
the gathering and wanting of others that are popular, it's everything I ever wanted. Yet it seemed 
at that moment, I was better off before not having it. Before I became this girl... the girl that I’m 
not... not tmly on the inside. 

When I open my eyes, I get the shock of my life. My little sis is standing in the doorway, 
staring at me. With that look of holding me. She must have snuck out and followed me to this 
party with some of her older girlfriends, she been messing with the wrong crewed lately. I knew 
what happen to her tonight just by looking at her face, I knew. And if I find that boy. I’ll rip his 
sagging balls off! Then again, I was not much older than her when I want to my first party. I was 
horrified, she is doing what I did, back when I felt like I was dying inside. I was dead long before 
I wound up dead. I just wonder if she feels the same... ? I wonder if I am the cause. I how would 
let her in... and how did she get so popular already? 

I swear there is not going to be a virgin in the house after tonight like come one some of 
these girls are young. I guess when you’re a boy that’s is high, drink or whatever you can see 
that. My little sis looks a lot older than she is when she wears my makeup, she could pass for 
about a freshman to these boys. 

My words for her where- ‘Go home, take a bath and you can cry and tell me about it 
when I get home. But leave now. Get home before mom blames me or see that you’re going!’ 



She said- ‘Mom thinks at a slumber party with Justen.’ I said to her- ‘Okay... (In my mind, I was 
thinking more resign to heat on Justen.) Go home then... but go home- please, I think you have 
been all grown up enough for one nigbt. I’ll see you when it cracks daylight or sooner than that, 
but you need to sleep your buzz off.’ Her mascaras- like- was rurming down her little face. 

Before she walked away sis wanted a hug. But I didn’t hug her back, I was too mad or upset at 
her. 


I feel reasonable for her god knows I have to; mom and dad don’t get it. She likes how 
old... they should like to know that she not at a slumber party, that what babies do. I’ll never 
forget her sweet little hair pulled back into a long ponytail, and I think it’s the first time I’ve ever 
really seen her face, and that it looks so precious. 

Shockingly, she’s there, but it’s even more shocking that she’s pretty. She is pretty, 
sweeter and cuter than me. Clear and white skin, pink lips. Every boys’ dream! I couldn’t stop 
gawking at her. Kellie has amazing big almost turquoise eyes that open wide and slight rosy 
cheekbones, like a model. And the best part of it all is her boobs look at big as mine. People are 
nudging and pushing us because she’s and, I am obstructing the entranceway, but we just stood 
there, anyways when we had that chat. 

Oh, I forgot to say that a girl was peeing behind a car when looking out. It's kind of 
slipped my mind. It’s a cold night those intents better have a snuggle buddy to stay warm, and a 
good sleeping bag. 

Maddie and Liv catch a glimpse of her walking by, and their mouths both drops open. 
‘What the... hell... is that relay 

Karly little sister?’ Jenny and her boy turn to see what we’re both of them staring at. 1 see 
Shy- looking to form the steps. Jenny goes ashen at first-she looks afraid, which is beyond 
strange, for her... because of her- the type to say you’re never too young to go down and get 
down. She loves to see young girls fall to their knees; I call it- ‘Fallen too You.’ It’s when you 
get up everything for a boy, like your dignity, pride, and justice. 

When you fall in every way- to me, it’s not about love... I have a hard time believing in 
something that I don’t find too real for me or can trust... like pap said-1 should. Times have 
changed. To me, it’s trying to keep it, after the fact. 



That’s color of Jenny her skin is never that natural looking. What was the look on her 
face all about? 

Maddie begins giggling hysterically until she doubles over and has to cover her mouth 
with both hands. I don’t know what she could find funny. Then I see it Ray and Justen are love 
drink doing it on the pole table, with my little sis just eyeing it all up. 

She knows- Ray is my guy, and Justen is her new besties. 

‘God save me if you can hear me!’ I am ready to rip someone’s head off and the skin that 
goes with it. ‘I can’t believe it,’ she- my sis says. ‘I can’t believe it.’ She looks back at me- like I 
know your heart has broken. Justen looks at her and said- ‘OH MY GOD’ get her out of here. 

She was her to dance not see this. I grab her by the back of her short dress and take her into the 
next room and said. ‘It’s okay, everything is going to be fine no damn it go home!’ 

She said- ‘Know it’s not... Kar-ley I did aNo-no!’ (She still baby talks.) You’re never 
going to forgive me. I said- ‘I know you had sex, for the first time tonight.’ She said- ‘Yes, but...’ 
I said- ‘But... what... go on.’ She starts subbing. She said- ‘It was Ray that did it to me, up in the 
master bedroom. He said- ‘That you would think it would be okay because I knew him.’ ‘So, I 
believed him.’ She added- During sex I bleed a lot out of there (and the point) and it hurt so 
much Karly, I cried the whole time. But I felt close to him... How was it I ask? And then she 
dropped the shocker of a lifetime. She said- ‘I think 1 am in looovvveeee with your boyfriend, 
yet Justen just ripped him away. 

She asks me the most complex question ever coming from the mind of a ten-year-old. ‘So, 
which of us girl do you think he loves the most? Is it me, you or her?’ I said- ‘I don’t know... 
she looks puzzled by that... just like I could not believe that I didn’t say- me.’ 

Kellie said-1 feel a little sore but other than that I am a hundred percent perfectly fine 
emotion Madilyn and physically, up till this point at least.’ I whispered in her ear- ‘Aww sis, 
boys will say anything to get you to do what they want. She has her head on my chest. No, I am 
not mad at you. I’ll take care of this, ‘I am not mad’-1 said once more. On the other hand, inside 
I was pissed, she had the night that I have been planning for a long time. 

I whispered- ‘Sis now would you go home. I looked into those big sad eyes and said the 
only man you can trust is daddy remember that. Said- ‘Okay, I-1- will.’ We got up both 
heartbroken, I walked her to the door, I was asking around if someone would give her a ride back 



into the city and get her home safely. (She left and that was the last time I ever saw her, and no -1 
didn’t hug her.) 

I have been betrayed, and I don’t know why or who or the cause, or what for. All I know 
is that someone is the mastermind of all this. 

But Is Ray that is malicious? 

#- Hashtag: (IDK! WTF! F2F, and FC) 

You know how in flicks someone says or does something wick and the record scratches 
and there’s dead silence all of a sudden in a fast impulsive? That is the crap that went down for 
the thread time tonight. I was not sure if I should add this in because my sis has been hurt enough, 
but... it's part of the story so I will. So, the music stops, that is when everyone in the room starts 
to pick up on the fact that my sis just-wet herself, and was freaking out about Justen and Ray, 
and all around-1 hear ‘Pink Pisser,’ you could see it through her light almost white dress. She 
still wet the bed from time to time and feel guilty about it when I have to wash her sheets late at 
night. 

I have given everyone the stink eye, and the chatter started and we when off into the other 
room as I said. It was getting louder and louder more insistent until it’s was continuous hum until 
it sounded like a breeze on the beach. Yet I don’t think that is going to hurt her popularity really 
if anything her freak out is going to get her known. And everyone is going to know that she 
freaked out because she is in love with Ray and she did it with him. She walks slowly and 
confidently walks toward a car with Beth Thomas- I’ve never seen her look so shaken-shuffling 
her feet past all the campers and tents and kids around the fire. 

I see Justen running after my sis half-naked. I hear my sis say to her- ‘You’re a b*tch, 
and she b*tch slapped her right a-crossed the face, which I wanted to do to, but like everything 
tonight someone got there before me. Justen said- ‘I thought you were my friend.’ There was 
some hair pulling and then I walk up and said- ‘I should be the one that’s pissed, you two- like 
he’s my boyfriend...! ’ And there was like a gasp from everyone like they could be I said that... 
everyone was looking out the doors and windows. 



I overheard Bright say in the background- ‘You mean to tell me she still wants him after 
he did what he did to her. Disgusting what a flack! ’ Kellie’s voice was firm and too loud like 
she’s deliberately addressing everyone in all the rooms and yard. I’d always imagined her voice 
would be high-pitched like it always jerky in-such, but it was deep and kick ass like a boy’s. She 
meant business. It's kind of slipped out what I said. I was just so livid, and I don’t know why-1 
was done with Ray, but my emotions weren’t. I see Marcel coming to my aid, in his footy PJ’s, 
and he impressed me, and the chanting started to buzz, and he walks with me back into- like- his 
house- like- I was his girl. I was amazed. I saw sis being driven off down the lane, and she 
waved, but I didn’t even look up to see. 

I remember my Pap saying- ‘Don’t let a boy wear the pants in your relationships.’ 

And I remember saying back- ‘Pap it’s not the 1950’s anymore. Like no one wears pants 
in a relationship anymore or at all of that matter it’s a partnership.’ But 1 didn’t know just how 
true that was. He just grunted. It takes less than half a second for Marcel to feel a little bettered 
also when inside, and then before he got it out of his mouth I said- ‘We're done.’ His eyes got all 
watery. He said- ‘I think your sister needs to get new friends.’ 

I said- ‘You said it.’ Everyone was shocked at what all just happened. 

Maddie is still giggling yet is more a nervous giggle. Liv’s mouth is still hanging opening 
tying to say something, but nothing’s coming out. 

Jenny is balling up her fists like she’s thinking of clocking Justen in the face. 

Which I can believe. I know that it’s not for my defiance. And even though I’m infuriated 
and embarrassed, the only thing I can think about was Kellie being here: I never knew that she 
was so beautiful. Justen gets a bloody nose, but the boys broke it up before it got to be too much. 
I’ve never seen her so angry; I think her eyes are going to pop out, her head was like shaking. 

Her mouth is twisted into a snarl, like a hungry wolf. For an instant, she looks really ugly. I hear 
Justen screams as the car was going doing the long lane. ‘I’d rather be a b*tch than a slut than 
bangs her sister’s boyfriend off.’ 

Maddie runs up to her like lightning, she is grabbing her by the shirt, and spits are 
coming out of her mouth, she hocked a loogie in right in her eye, and some of went into her 
mouth, then she walks off like Miss. Cool. Maddie is the only girl that I know that spits like that. 



Yet, she a tomboy. Justen tries to shove Maddie backward, but it was an epic fall on her 
part. Justen stumbles into my arms and you know what 1 did? 1 just drop her. 

(Thump on the ground.) 

Jenny starts screaming, ‘B*tch, B*tch,’ and just like a slow clap everyone joins in, 
everyone follows Jenny, regardless. That is when 1 ripped some random ass guy’s been out of his 
hand and overturn it onto her head. 

I said- ‘That’s for my little sis.’ And then 1 kicked her in the ribs, (I am sure two snapped) 
and said- ‘B*tch that what you get for what you did to me tonight.’ Jenny said- ‘Damn girl, when 
did you get so tough.’ I said- ‘I’m not... it’s because I love my sis, and blame Justen.’ Jenny 
said- ‘Is that so... ’ (Thought to myself- what did that mean?) ‘You should blame Ray,’ she said. 

I didn’t even realize I’m screaming along with everybody else until my throat got sore. It could 
be sore for other reasons too... yeah, that’s a possibility. 

-You can see McCrory's shop in the background. 

(Funny I would have much rather it has been Marcel’s crammed down then Rays tonight. 

I can believe I just thought that.) 

Liv does the unthinkable and smashes the vodka bottle over Justen's head. 

Saying- ‘That one way to get rid of it. ’ It was empty anyway. We all knew that she would 
be stumbles away from that anytime soon. She was knocked out. Before Liv did that Justen gives 
me a look after the beer was dump out over her head... yeah know-1 can’t explain it- it’s silly- 
but it’s almost looked like a pity look like she felt bad for what she did to me, like she had to do 
it or something, but didn’t want to. It was not over Maddie dropped her jeans in pissed right on 
her face, and took a small dump on her chest- her goodies were visible to everyone, but that’s 
Maddie she’s crazy. All of the breath leaves my body in a rush, as Liv shoves tampons up her 
nose, and we all walk away. 

‘Payback is a b*tch!’ 

I feel like I’ve been punched in the ovaries, and I was slogged in the stomach... by you 
gusset, it Ray. He still loves drunk, off all the humps, rumps, and lumps he had tonight. Saying- 
‘What the hell are you guys doing to her? She didn’t do anything to you.’ I said- ‘Don’t even talk 
tome ass hole-you’re missed up!’ 



He said- ‘Fine, you’re a baby anyways. And he walked off all pissed.’ (He is the one to 
blame, isn’t he?) I said when he was walking off- ‘If she gets knocked up at ten by you not 
pulling out, I will kill you!’ I know this because she just started her period last month, and I had 
to be like her mom and explain everything, hke always. 

My girls had my back... when he walked off. I think that is why he backed off. Oh yeah, 
without thinking, I chest bump them both as hard as I can, I felt like they saved me tonight. I am 
sure a fist bump would have worked but... you know. 

They showed they carried forme. That is when I see Rays' phone on the windowsill, like 
most boys he is all laying it down... I go throw it and see an ammeter video of him taking my sis 
on Marcel’s mom and dad's bed, I deleted it, before everyone sees it, online and on their phones. 

I am sure it’s been sent or is going to everyone that matters. I just hope I am not too late. And 
just like that, I see all the sexy texts and pics, so 1 drop it into a full cup of beer that someone left 
next to it on the sill. It’s bad enough she was popped and dropped like she doesn’t need that too, 
on top of it all. 

Jenny is squeezing Kenneth like she is frightened or uncomfortable by all, that is around 
her with all this drama. I see him- we lock eyes for a moment. I think he saw me doing it 
dropping the phone in. He was going out the door to aid Justen that was surely still passed out. I 
can’t exactly tell what he’s thinking, but whatever it is, it’s not good. I look away, feeling hot 
and uncomfortable. 

Like I should’ve done that. 

Everyone’s buzzing with energy now, laughing and talking about Kellie. She had 
everyone fooled with her age. But my breathing won’t go back to usual, and the feeling of all 
that vodka and beer is burning the lining of my stomach, and more is creeping back up my throat, 
and I am holding it down. The room is muggy and feels airless revolving quicker and quicker. I 
need to lay down and fast or something. I overhear Marcel's voice coming from somewhere, I am 
so sick feeling to be 100% sure where from. 

But I think he said- ‘it’s all going to work out. 

She cares about me, and I care about her, and that's all that matters!’ I was feeling 
‘Aaawwwhhaacute’ inside. 



I try to push my way back to the sofa, but Ray gets all up in my face and blocks my way. 
‘What the hell was that about?’ He demands me to speak. ‘Get away from me, crap- can you let 
alone, please?’ I’m not in the mood to deal with anyone, and I’m especially not in the mood to 
deal with Ray and his stupid explanations. 

‘What did-1 ever do to you?’ 

‘Boy- you got that crap backward- what did I ever do to you, if anything-1 fall to your 
leave to date you.’ I had my arms crossed, tapping my foot. ‘I get it, you wanted to take a girl, 
and I could see that, which you did. But you should have stopped with Justen or me! Your 
second time was with me. I know this... your thread time was with my sis and I am pissed off 
about it. And your fourth was with Justen again. God, what’s wrong with you! Was there more 
than that? You’re not a virgin anymore- but she was and you were when you did it with her. I 
know- I’ll never be your virgin girl, that you wanted. 

Is that it... am I ever- going to be good enough- to you? I got news for you-1 don’t sleep 
around as you do.’ He scents his eyes at me. 

‘Get away from me... GETAWAY’ I manage to squeeze past seeing the sofa in my 
sights, but he grabs my arm. ‘Why?’ he says.’ I don’t need a why you should know the- because.’ 

We’re standing so close together I can smell my sis’s girl perfume she uses. Even though 
everything else is blurry, I look into his eyes and see no love. He’s looking at me like he’s 
desperate to understand, why I feel the way I do. The look like I never gave you a ring or 
anything, so we're free to do as we please. He was like trying her to finger out something, I was 
trying to read his thoughts, and it’s worse, much worse than anything else he has said thus far. 

It’s scary not knowing what a boy is thinking, and yes-1 am scared of him at this moment. Then 
Justen comes up and puts her hands in his back pockets and starts grinding on his ass. 

Like- I could not tell if she changed or not-1 could not even see sight enough to tell, and 
the whole place smelled like crap anyways... so yeah. Anyways that is when his anger towards 
me pics, like never before. 

The feeling I’m going to be sick is coming up again, so I make a step forward. I was 
terrified- and uncomfortable. I try to shake his hand off my arm, face, and boobs. He was 
grabbing me all over. ‘You can’t just grab people, you know. You can’t just grab me that’s for 
damn sure. 



You’re not my boyfriend anymore, nor will you be again.’ ‘Oh- yeah- keep your voice 
up- so everyone nearby can see and hear us. I know how you like to do this crap, so the eyes are 
on you. Ray- Keep my hands to myself that’s not you were saying before the party. Really cute 
Karly- you’re such a mother-freaking baby- and all the time too. He said to Justen go and I’ll, see 
you upstairs... she wiggles her bubble butt off blowing Ray a kiss. 

Ray makes sure she is up in a room. I see him looking up there. That is when he knocks 
me down on my ass with one push of his right hand and said so loud my ears started ringing. ‘I 
freaked your sister tonight because she is more mature than you and hotter than you’ll ever be. 
She had the tightest p*ssy, I ever had too. And with you, it’s like throwing a hotdog down a 
hallway. ’ 

‘Ah’- Is the sound I made it was sharp and fast. ‘Look! - Get off!’ He said- ‘Ha- That’s 
what she said.’ 

‘Oh- and I am the one that needs to mature?’ I said- discussed. I prospered in shaking him 
off of me, by talking too loud and too recklessly, and pulling away with my body. But more like 
I was lying on the floor, somewhat carling away. 

(You could ask Maddie and she would say I was flopping around like a dead fish.) I 
know I sound frenetic, but I can’t help it, and I know that I shouldn’t. When he walked off, he 
said- ‘I don’t know what your problem is... you don’t own me. ’ (Like in my mind before this 
party, I thought he owned me and was going to be my soulmate or something like that. Maybe I 
have been too clingy?) And there is Marcel in the background shyly obsessing over me. I would 
never in a million years go out with someone like Marcel. 

At that moment within that thought, I look up at Ray walking up the staircase and say the 
same thing. Wow- how a million years can just fly by, in a girl's mind. I would reconsider like 
Marcel seems safe, and easy, not my type that I been going for- but I suppose he could be? 
Should I have... let him in tonight, when I had the chance? Maybe I should wait... there is 
always tomorrow. 

#- Hashtag: (Smackdown, it’s going down, and feeling down) 

Chapter: 59 


Tomorrow is coming 



Tomorrow is coming, unlike me at this moment, and like everyone else in this house. I 
should be riding him like he's never been ridden before. I want him to yell my name so that 
everyone in the house will hear. I didn’t win blue rabbis for noting. It’s all in the legs... Yet back 
to reality. My mom said to me when I was twelve or so that I was over-sexed whatever that 
means. 


My sis is the same as me... at that age, yet nothing said about her. Suddenly, I can’t 
breathe, with Marcel's unbreakable starring. I was not on the sofa long. He walks into the 
hallway back to his room, and I follow him stubbing. He stops and 1 see hem looking at me, and 
I walk up to him. Then he leans in even closer to me, than ever before so close, I can feel his 
breath on my cheek, his lips almost touching mine. For a second, I think he’s going to try to kiss 
me and my heart stops. 

(This is my chance should 1 take it or leave it?) Would 1 respect me if I did? Would 1 
have respect from him if I didn’t? What to do? I promised myself that I wouldn’t just hook up 
with someone just because, any more than I wanted respect before and after. But he just puts his 
mouth to mine, and our lips started touching softly, he was sucking on my lower lip and then he 
sucked my tongue, and I did it back, the kiss last like six minutes. I just wish you could have 
seen it... it was that good. 

I was completely breathless! So, as he put his now wet lips up to my ear and says, T see 
right into you, you’re not sure about me, are you?’ I said how do you know that? He said I can 
tell... I said back- T can see into you too, and I know you love me, and I love that fact. It’s nice 
to be loved. Don’t feel that I don’t love you, it’s just that I closeout everyone. 

Love is hard for me to show. Y ou understand that... as of now, I am in-like with you, but 
the love will come if you keep being so sweet to me.’ I started to kiss him again! It was great! 
The best kiss I have ever had in my life. My heart is pounding in my chest so hard I think it will 
explode. Yet I need to think with my head and not my heart it has hurt me too many times in the 
past. He turns to look at me. 

So, ten minutes have past or so, and I get a tap on the arm. So, I do a - girlie like spin 
around, wishing I hadn’t borrowed a pair of Maddie’s mby slippers. Something twisted a little 
wrong, the room spins with me and I have to steady myself against the handrail of the staircase. 

It was Liv poking me saying- T am not touching you!’ she said so this is where you sneaked off 



to. I was beginning to wonder if you went off with someone for the night. Marcel said, ‘Y our 
boyfriend’s upstairs.’ 


Liv said- ‘Yeah she knows- that he is he is putting his winner in many girls tonight. ’ I 
give her that look like go be somewhere... she got it, and said- ‘I leave you too to get at it.’ I 
gave her a side hug before she walked back into the main space. Then I said to Marcel- T don’t 
even care, now that I am with you. You know he took my sis virginity tonight the creep.’ 

‘He said- Wha-ooo, I would never do anything like that to hurt you! ’ ‘I replayed yes I 
think you mean that.’ He whispered- ‘I do.’ I asked- ‘What do you think about that?’ He alleged- 
‘I don’t think it’s right, and I don’t think he treats you right. I think he is kinda shallow and 
unsympathetic, and just pathetic. Like she just a little girl.’ (He is holding me.) I said- ‘Yeah and 
they both are underage, so he’s not going to get into trouble for it. All he has to do is say she 
consented. 

And no one will believe her if she says otherwise.’ ‘That horrible... ’ ‘I no!’ 

I may be out of my mind tonight, but Marcel is looking perfect, to me almost superhuman, 
in his awkwardly sexy body, that’s not perfect, yet molds perfectly to me, so I guess it’s perfect. 

I will never forget the first time 1 saw you, 1 fall in love with you, and 

I remember him saying tome, not believing it. 

He is not fat, but not lean, he is muscular, but not overly buff. I am falling to those 
lovesick eyes, so dreamy. Like a liquid shin, and above suspicion. Tick messy hair, which I want 
to pull, and play with, and run my manicured fingers though. He has that chiseled faces, strong 
jawline, which, I never really took the time to look at. His skin is soft you some scruff can be felt 
when cheek to cheek. He’s her is somewhat dark, yet bronze under the twinkling lights. Soft 
white, warm skin radiating heat. Cute smile with almost straight white teeth dazzling indirect 
smile. 


(Which do I love) 

Perfect size lips soft and delicious. Long lashes, which rub against my face. He has to be 
tall; I have to be on my tippy toes to kiss. The only thing that is out of place is his fashion style. I 



would just imagine everything else is just perfect. I don’t get it, but when I am holding his hand 
my heart is racing. 

Then I thought to myself- Marcel... or him or her? ‘Am I Falling Too,’ you are a way 
that I have never fallen before? Is this me feeling genuine love? I think you know with the one I 
am falling too. 

#- Hashtag: (up Cucking, panting, and alluring) 

I see Justen looking down at me from the walkway overhead, I just gave her the finger 
over my shoulder without even turning around to see if he’s watching me. Like I was too into 
feeling him all up on me. It’s like a psychological instinct that comes from when little girls are 
bom, they want to be held, it makes me and most girls feel so safe and loved. The only other man 
that has held me like this is my daddy. Yet daddy is not this romantic. Even before I go down the 
hallway, and said about Ray, Marcel already seem to know it is true, he knew. Like he already 
believed- that-1 was falling to him. I had to think about what Jenny said. About how we would 
make a great couple. I know it; tonight isn’t the night after all. 

(Haunting whisper) 

There is always tomorrow... to find out if I want to have sex or date him or whatever. 

I’ll have to see how it goes. You know I can’t tmst anyone. Even if he is one of those 
nice type boys. I have to feel that it’s right. 

The mixture of displeasure and relief is so, overpowering my mind. I knew that I would 
pick to have that pleasure if he keeps being so passionate and felt right. I look down the 
tunneling hallway my eyes feel like kaleidoscopes, yet I can figure there are kids with sparklers 
and the firecrackers the sounds are going off within all the colors I see. He has to hold me with 
my back against the walls or I am sure I would fall, I see Justen feeling the left of a rail of the 
stairs, walking over the entryway into their room feather down that hallway, up above me, me 
like they’re going to slip away any second, and share the rest of the night cuddling in bed. Is 
tonight the night I follow him to his room and crawl in with him, or isn’t tonight the night, 
maybe hold back until tomorrow? That kept running through my head. 

Tonight, or tomorrow? Tomorrow I’ll wake up and be the same, regardless if I in his bed 
or not. This earth will look the same, and everything will feel and taste and smell the same. What 



am I rushing it for, he’s going to love me the same if not more is, I hold out? Maybe play that 
three-date mle. 


My throat gets taut, just thinking about what we could be doing right now, also I have to 
think about Ray and Justen are doing, and my eyes start to tingle in ire, and all I can think at that 
moment is that it’s all Ray’s fault, that my sis has gone home broken-hearted. 

Yet I don’t want her spending the night here anyway, with him of all boys. It’s funny 
how you can go from love to hate in seconds. Half an hour later the party starts to wind down. 

Inside, everyone is just about passed out, at this point, I need to find a place to crash too. 
Then I thought should I, or shouldn’t I? My sis is one of those shy ones around cute boys, and 
those are the ones you have to worried about because they are freaks between the sheets. I can 
see that somebody pulled the drooping icicle lights off the wall there getting crouched on by the 
others passing by. 

They are getting tangled up in my feet, as I move. There twanging and shorting out from 
the broken blabs, in sparks lighting up the grime comers, like cups and broken beer bottles. You 
have to be careful like I see a- lot’ girls with flip flops on or barefoot mnning around not a good 
idea. 


I think that I’m feeling better now until I move away from the walls, but I’m starting to 
feel more like the girl I should be around all my friends. ‘There’s always tomorrow,’ Jenny 
walked up to me and said before going up to her bed when I told her about Ray, yet she seemed 
not suppressed and I mn the phrase over and over in my head like a chant: There’s always 
tomorrow. There’s always tomorrow. So that is what I went with thinking... I am going to be 
with him tomorrow night. I see myself in the ornate hall mirror is the makeup that I replayed, 
thinking- ‘God Marcel loves this face.’ Every time I put on makeup it rem in ds me of my mom, I 
used to watch me bowed over her vanity, getting ready for dates with my father-daughter dates- 
and it calms me down. Until I thought about how that stop and my sis got to go because, I was 
always going out with my friend because it not- cool- to spend time with daddy. Thinking- 
There’s always tomorrow, to be with daddy. 

Now-1 see my sis bent over my vanity in my room doing that. Sometimes like I want the 
old days back, I could see that face, which I used to have in that glass as a flashback. Now all I 
see are lines mnning down my face, like lines of crack that I can see on the glass on the coffee 



table with the razor blade. Shoving a straw up my nose is not my thing either, yet Maddie and 
Liv seem to enjoy it. 


It’s the time of the night I like best when most people are asleep and it feels like the 
world waters are belongs lifted off my shoulders, as though nothing is in my way of having the 
time that I want, everywhere is darkness and quiet, soothing I like the dark, it’s where I see the 
bright points of my day. I may sleep with Marcel tonight, with everything on that is... or maybe 
on the floor, I don’t know yet. The groups seem not to madder anymore. Everyone is open to 
anything. 

Hell-1 may just get on top in the nude, I am sure he would love that... however, I don’t 
know yet. It’s not like I know him all that well, it may be a little creepy to creep into his room 
and do that, or maybe not. 

Jenny is always talking in preppy girly code. Like ‘Totes ma goats, boat and fur coats- ‘I 
am just standing there... like in the replay- ‘Marry Had a Little Lamb. ’ Uhhh? That crap gets 
annoy-ing! She is like a Yorkie dog barking in my ears, I surprised at howhipper she is she 
doesn’t piss herself. I swear she bounces when she bones and talks like she can do both miles a 
minute. 


Maddie is leaving with Liv, they’re going to sleep together tonight, and you know to do a 
little girl on a girl too, most likely, hey good for them. There are so stinking cute together. 

Maddie and Liv like they just belong together take their last names Hansom and Jobs and 
combine them you get Hand-jobs, any everyone loves girls that give good hand-jobs. The crowd 
is thinning as people take off, a lot of them are driving home which is not the best thing to do 
with all the pain in the ass cope creeping around in the city. Looking for a teen to slam around. 

But, it’s still hard to move around in here or so it seems to me. Jenny keeps calling out, 
‘move it, excuse me, get lost, girly emergency!’ all of us girls have been there, and it’s not fun. 
Know her as I do, she probably forgets to put a tampon back in, she so freaked up dmnk and high. 

Nevertheless, nothing clears a room fasterthan referencing to a girly emergency. It’s l ik e 
people think a decrease, more the boys then the girls. Jenny and us girls found that out in seventh 
grade when we when on a field trip to Kenwood park, and I got mine after going on the phantom. 
You don’t know if you can run, but you can walk. LUN! Ah- the thrills of being a woman, yet I 
was always kind of spotty. 



Sometimes, I feel just like standing on a hill holding a dream catcher, wanting the perfect 
dream, however the only thing I seem to have is nightmares, something I wish I knew what 
dream I wanted to be in because it is sure not my own. 

On our way to Marcel’s room, I see two couples hooking up one in comers, and the other 
is a girl pressed against the stairwell- going hot- and heave- with some sophomore boy. Behind 
closed doors we hear the soft sounds of people giggling, gagging, crying and snoring. Maddie 
knocks her fist against each door and yells out, ‘I don’t need any condoms and she points to Liv 
lady- business, each time, saying but you all do, you can have mine.’ She put them on the hall 
table. Maddie- ‘Were heading off to bed to do the bump and grind.’ Then- Liv said to everyone 
in the rooms- ‘Yes I am going to suck and bit Maddie’s forbidden fruit tonight.’ The ones that 
were awake that all cheered them on. 

(All Right!) 

Jenny turns around and whispers something to Maddie, and Liv and that really shuts them 
up, and they both look at me shamefacedly. ‘What’s that all about?’ I want them to know that I 
don’t care what they do. Or is it something else? What’s Jenny keeping form me? 

Really-1 don’t care- but in a way, I want to know. I do not care about Ray or missing my 
scheduled lovemaking an event of the night. Really-1 am too drowsy to mn all that passed my 
clouded brain. Too lethargic to talk it out with them now, 1 thought 1 ask, or know all about it 
tomorrow. That is when I see Marcel sneaking out of his room, oh boy- with a bathrobe open in 
the front, I see him drop it as he is getting in the foaming water of his off-limits Hot tub on hi s 
veranda. 

That was my chances I thought. I pass many doors going down to his room, I see many 
freshmen, girls, with their head in her hands and crying at the edge of a bed, after the fact of 
doing. I see more d*icks than I want to also. I see a girl taking a cold shower outside in this cold, 
talking to herself. Anyways- You know it, I got naked so fast in his room, and rain, as well as I, 
could and cannonballed in with him. He was suppressed, and he laid into me with the bubbles 
massaging us. I had my legs wrapped around his bully. 

All we did was make out, truly. I wanted more, yet this time he was holding back, it was 
sweet. Yet there was something I was feeling on my bully, that said he wanted me. 

And then I thought 1 have to play hard to get. 



Make him work for it. Nevertheless, there was some mhbing going, on I will say. Where 
and when-1 let you run that in your mind. I love to get my back and butt mbbed by his hands and 
ever space in-between. 

I said to Marcel so- ‘What’s wrong with her over there taking the cold shower talking 
nutty?’ I say, wondering if she is going to be all right. He said - Oh Kristy she got dumped and 
cheated to on the night, they were in the pool house doing it and she saw it, and that ended it. 

Tony was her boyfriend of four years and left her for a freshman boy. Tony said she 
turned him gay, is so freaked up in the head. I said- ‘Wow harsh.’ ‘No kidding, oh and now she 
not sure if she needs to get tested.’ Marcel said. 

‘OMG,’ is all I said back. When her crying got so freaking loud that you could hear it 
over the bubbles. She clasped and was just let there to croak... I would say, no one cared about 
her. And of course, like always I can’t get the dead done, no-how. There is always someone with 
their eyes on me. Ray grabs onto my elbow. He pulls me out, legs like splitting on the wood 
decking, I am like- ass naked. He rips me up to my wrist to my feet. 

He is looking at my vag. and little boobies on the front. That’s where his eyes were 
locked. Saying- ‘I can believe you did this with him. You cheated on me forthis d*ick!’ Justen is 
still hanging around his neck. She seems a little more- sober and mnning at the mouth, but her 
pupils are enormous, poking out at me like my nipples are picking out at her, and her eyes so 
bloodshot, she looks- like- she eat a brick of crystal meth. I’s- eyes are red from being under the 
water, so are Marcels. 

You can believe it and shy and the other wannabe girl saw us together. And had to end it. 

I am naked, and Ray won’t let me go, and Marcel is too cautious to get out of the tub as I want 
him too. Though I could see why. 

He said- ‘Karly let go I have job appointment in the morning.’ ‘On Sunday, I said.’ ‘Yah!’ 
He is dragging me by one arm over the wood, the splinter is- going up my butt whole-1 swear- to 
flipp’n GOD. My legs are getting cut up by nail heads sticking up. I said- 

‘I am not leaving with you; it’s not going to happen. My hands slipping off random 
object passing by, as he is pulling me into the house, to get his way. ‘I am not your wife; you 
cannot act like I am.’ He said- ‘Stop it! With a kick to my side.’ Marcel just looked from a 



distance, as Ray made me do what he wanted on Marcel’s bed just like before. I have a hard time, 
just lying there, but what choice do I have. 

Ray said- ‘I have you, now and always. The way I want you, anytime anyplace you're 
m i ne- you're mine. Regardless if I marry you or not. I own you! Don’t you forget it?’ ‘You don’t 
own me?’ I said. ‘Yes- yes I do!’ Ray said finishing off with a gmnt. All the same, I knew 
Marcel was not the guy for me either when he didn’t come and save me from this horror of 
getting beaten and used. Yet I get it... 

I was not his girlfriend. But yet again, I was heartbroken all over again. Ray was getting 
off me, and then I said pressing my luck; ‘What do you mean you own me?’ He said- ‘You’ll 
see.’ In an almost evil way. Ray is only like this when he is drunk. Maybe I should forgive him 
for knowing that. 

Marcel finally comes to my aid, Ray was heading to the door, and Ray looks back at him, 
saying- ‘You’ll be better off, d*ick-weed staying away from her, or I will kick your ass up to 
your face.’ Justen is standing over my shoulders shaking up and down like she’s convulsing, and 
just like that she grabs me, and hugs me so tight. Saying- ‘It’s going to be okay.’ 1 could have 
died. I am not the only one that is petrified. ‘They’re all gangbang!’ she said. She was crying on 
my shoulder. 

At this time Jenny takes her cup and sets it on a side table, in bedroom three on top of 
Liv’s worn copy of Nevaeh. Why she has it I don’t know. Before going to bed she pockets 
Marcel’s grandmother’s two-carat wedding ring too. Why I don’t know, it’s not like she going to 
elope anytime soon or settle for one man. She most likes going to hock it. 

(Hell- that ring may have been mine.) She always steals something from parties. She calls 
them her mementos. And that’s a big word for her- but yeah... I swear she would take a potty 
bmsh if she could get something for it. She has even taken a thing from my room, like my blue 
ribbons, undies, and knickknacks. 

At this time ken is stretched out on a couch downstairs, and not with Jenny. But he 
manages to grab the hand of some freshmen girl to lie on top of him. They sleep together, I don’t 
know who she is and neither does he, and names don’t matter at this point. 

I start to walk out of Marcel’s room ‘Where’re you going love?’ Marcel says. His eyes 
are distracted by the door, like looking to see if he comes back, and the ones walking by, his 



voice is gruff. ‘Whoo, you love me?’ ‘I know I do-1 always did; you just did want me too.’ I was 
creeped out more than ever. ‘You know a thing about me, yet you love me?’ 

‘Yes, I want you to have my baby’s too, and I want to spend my days with you.’ I was so 
freaked out at this point. This just is not normal... yet Marcel was never normal. But this is going 
beyond wired even for him. ‘Okay lover boy, let me go. 

So, I can get something on.’ ‘Not before a kiss and a selfie.’ I said- ‘Oh okay,’ even 
though we were both stark-naked, with the lights soft in the room. 

(What could it hurt, I thought.) I shove him off me playfully. I said- ‘This is somewhat 
your fault, too, you need to grow some balls boy, and stand up forme, if you want me to be all 
this, you want me to be. Be a man, not a boy like Ray!’ 

‘I have balls!’ I said rolling my eyes and batting my lashes- ‘It’s a figure of speech, silly.’ 
‘We were supposed to... ’ His voice trails off and he wobbles his head, confused, then narrows 
his eyes at me. ‘Are you falling in with me?’ He asked. I said-1 not going to say it just to say it, I 
said I like you very much, you have a lot to offer even if you're silly, but love takes time for me. 

I may get there but, I have to feel it. 

Yeah, know.’ He looked at me sadden. Then I said- ‘You’re doing okay.’ Even if he 
wasn’t completely like I am just not that mean. I kiss him- ‘Don’t stop,’ he said. I was winding 
back to being on the bus with him in my head. Thinking OH MY GOD, this is love, I have had it 
all along, and didn’t see it back then. Did I keep love away... am I running away from it? Am I 
going to run from it again? 

Just like my mind reminded back in the past few weeks ago, back to the moment when 
Ray leaned over, rested his head on my shoulder, saying I want to spend my life with you. What 
happened? That he and I wanted to sleep next to me, every night, and kiss me every morning. 
Like how can you change that much in a week or so? 

Yes, go back to that soft moment, in his dark living room with nothing on under the 
blanket, the television flickering the sound faint mostly just hearing the sound of his breathing 
and my parents sleeping in the next room over, going back to the moment, I opened my mouth 
and heard my wipers to that daydream. Yet I said it to Marcel without thinking- ‘I do- feel the 
way.’ At this time, I am lying on his bed, so sleepy. I didn’t even ask I just crashed. ‘You are 
you’re sleeping,’ Marcel nudges me. ‘You love me. Existent or not existent?’ 



I tell him, ‘Existent.’ Nodding off. 

#- Hashtag: (Not enough Bubbles, Naptime, and two boys’ one bed.’ 

Chapter: 60 

Dawn arising 

1 am a girls-1 1 ehange my hair eolor as 1 do with undies, boys, and my mind about loving 
only girls. 

‘Our existence is drawn-out by chances, even the ones that are missed out on.’ Sleeping 
with me is a lot like the first step of dying. Running down a dream, looking for an answer that 
may never come. Yet when it comes, will you want to go or run the other way. It’s just like you 
never- ever fail to recall the appearance of the soul who was your last and hopes to save you 
from yourself. Your future life is shown to throw your dreams; however, I could see much of 
anything, and that was odd forme. 

The only thing that was shown in this dream was my hand slipping away for someone 
else’s in the scary blackness. I was falling, and you were falling to me. Yet never together even 
in the dream. I am sure he is holding me, yet 1 was never really sure. 

Something a guess is best left unknown. Or maybe I fainted in his arms and he put me to 
bed, I don’t know. 

I swear that I am going to have a sex consent document made, so 1 know when where and 
how. I am sick of boys that freak hard I want to know I am making love. I am sick of serenading 
my everything to anyone, that says they own me. Yet again I am on the pill, so I don’t have 
anything to worry about. The whole time Bela Lucas, one of Ray Hobro’s girl's best friends, is 
standing in the comer laughing at me, and Ray stumbles over to her and kisses her like they have 
been hooking up for months. 

Marcel loves to call me Miss. Bams that’s so weird, he was doing that all night. He wants 
me to become Miss. Vogel in the worst way, he even slips and called me that tonight, along with 
that I can see it in his loving stricken eyes, he wants me. And he wants me more than to just bend 
me over as Ray does, he wants my whole entirely. Marcel would own me, on paper only by me 
took his name, yet I would have the freedom to do as I please. It’s worth thinking about. I know 



that I would not have a life with Ray, it would he nothing but bondage, pain, and crying myself 
to sleep at night alone in my bedroom. I don’t want that. 

#- Hashtag: (Smack in the face, bedtime, and call me Miss Bams) 

Note to self: ‘Just because a boy is hot or cool, doesn’t me he is going to be the one. Just 
because a boy is weird or odd, doesn’t mean he can’t be the one.’ 

I was out with the note to self-playing in my head, and then I awoke slightly when I 
overhear a battle. Marcel becoming my everything at that moment. 

That is when crazy-eyed Ray walked back into the room about ten minutes after, I passed 
out, and Marcel defended me, just the way I always wanted, my man too- do. ‘Are you cheating 
with my girlfriend, Vogel?’ ‘Not cheating taking your place ass hole.’ ‘Is that so?’ said Ray. 
Marcel- ‘Yes- that is so- so go freak yourself and get out of here you're dmnk!’ 

Ray said- ‘She won’t be yours for long, she’ll be nothing but your hunting recollection.’ 
Ray pulls out his belt and was going to hit us with it. 

He didn’t though... He said- ‘She’s not worth it. I already got what I wanted, when I did 
this to your little sister, oh how she screamed when I had her typed down and wiped her ass nine 
times, and rammed it in. Revenge is on its way, with you in another way. You see these skies 
blue petite underwear there hers. (He’s trolling them around his index finger by the stings.) I 
used them to tie her hands together.’ He throws the undies on my face and said- ‘inhale that!’ 
The door slammed shut. I drifted off once more, I could stay awake. 

I only like had one eye open during the whole thing. I heard was the sounds of Marcel 
getting up and locking the door. Getting back in with me and cuddling up. I knew that I was safe 
in his embrace. 

If you ask others what went down in that room, you’ll hear many differing takes of the 
event. Some will say that Marcel jumped on the back of Ray and ripped his slicks off, as he was 
clawing at the door. Some will say that Ray's head budded Marcel and that’s how he falls into 
bed with me. The freshmen girls will say, Marcel and Ray were wrestling; they don’t know any 
better. Others in the living room will say they heard a little scuffling around the room, or things 



being knocked to the floor. Some might add that they heard sounds like the headboard hitting the 
wall. 


With to gay man going at it- roaring. Some that knew that I was in the room, though it 
was a threesome. 

Oh, boy how gossip gets going... and the fun fact of it all is that I didn’t do anything. I 
am telling the truth or God strike me dead. Either way, Ray ends up getting Marcel down on his 
knees. And then they’re both on the floor. Come to think of it Ray always gets yeah on your 
knees. From what I heard girls were yelping looking in the doorway, at what they saw. 

Someone cries out, ‘Where a condom!’ I was told that Mark Formare said- ‘You don’t 
want crap on your d’'‘ick.’ Yet I don’t think that is tme. Fike whoa what did happen...? I am butt 
crazy infatuated with Marcel; 1 just hope Ray isn’t too. 


I am almost all the way asleep when I feel a little squeezes’ from behind. I knew he was 
there. 1 could feel, just like 1 could feel his arms rubbing mine. Soothing me off to Fa Fa Fand. If 
anything happened, 1 was not awake to know, yet 

I don’t think he likes that. Even so, I wouldn’t mind if he would- is that weird? I would 
love to be rolled over on my belly, feeling him go for that tight squeeze position on top of my 
backside, yes feeling it all as I dream about us. Is that strange? Yeah, I know, I am messed up! 

There comes a point where you’re both out, but as a girl, you wake up because you have 
to go pee in the night like three am or so. I look at the time and think I have to get a move on. ‘I 
can’t just leave him,’ I say, though a part of me wants too. It not normal forme to wake up with 
a man the day after, I normally split. ‘He’ll be fine. 

I am looking back lusting.’ I was pondering what I should do. Say or go? I have to go. I 
hopped in his bathtub and washed up, so when I get home mom would not freak at how I looked. 
Fet’s not forget she thinks I was at a sleepover with my girlfriend’s, doing homework, painting 
our nails, and girly stuff like that. 

I had my toilettes in my bag, so I brushed my teeth and hair. I keep the T-shirt and put it 
back on with my jeans and other things. I walked past his bed hair still damp, I blow him a kiss 
and said- ‘See you at school Monday.’ He was snoring a little. I know he didn’t even know I was 



gone, or I said that. I unlooked the door, locking it back up as I walked out, knowing if I shut it. 
I’m not getting back in. I closed his bedroom door softly, then I walk down the hall, and 
everything is dead still. I was scared crap-less; it was pitch black. I didn’t know who would jump 
out at me. But I have to go, it was time, and I knew that I was going to leave with the girls to be 
home before five am. To make it look like I was home long before that time. And with Jenny it 
takes’ a lot of time for her to get her crap together in the morning, that’s why she is always 
speeding in her car. 

Sunday’s mom and dad like to drag me out for crappy eggs and toast, with my sis at the 
Rusty Anchor it’s like a cafe opens at seven am. Down in the lobby of or apparent building. They 
say it’s the only family time we all get to have all together. It’s so-oo painful to sit through. The 
meal is free for us kids, that why where there, I been saying I’m younger than I am on the same 
server for years now. I have to say I’m only twelve, and where a paper hat with a baby bib of the 
cartoon logo of caption Wet Willie on it. Like, get real! Yet my sis never seems to mind this 
embarrassment. My dad makes nautical jocks and says R- thought the meal. R- You having fun? 
R- You winches going to walk the plank? He pocks me and my sis in the arm with his egg cover 
fork saying- Scall 5 ^ags! I love my dad, yet I just want to say fork you, and leave! My mom 
never looks up, yet I know she’s just trying to make it through the meal too. My sis is giggling, 
and I just roll my eyes, sucking on the straw of my peewee juice box. 

I know if I mn into Ray he is going to be so pissed still. Yet I have to walk past all these 
doors and go up the steps to find my girls. I see Jenny she is like a spread eagle on the bed more 
then I wanted to see. She must have gotten into a fight with the covers, because they were all on 
the floor, as her clothing. I wake her up saying- ‘Hey- hey- we need to get going soon.’ 
‘Already?’ She’s groggy- yet 

Jenny knows I’m thinking about ditching Ray and leaving him here at the after-party. 

She knows me and how I am. Like I plan on going with him last night as you know, that 
didn’t happen. She said- ‘So you’re coming with us?’ 

I said- ‘Without a drought!’ She gmmbled- ‘Okay.’ You and Marcel didn’t hit it off? 
Jenny asked. I said- ‘Yes, you were right about him... but my mom, she’ll kill me if I am not 



home to have our family time. You know how she is... ’ Jenny- Yeah I know she’s a b*tch!’ 
Jenny is not on her feet; she gives me a quick side hug. ‘Remember what I said.’ ‘I said- I’m not 
going to remember anything until you cover up your junk.’ ‘Oh- sorry.’ She said. She starts 
singing ‘High Highs’ by Open Season, as she gets decent, as I walk back out into the hallway, I 
wonder if Ray is looking at me. I hear: ‘Get on your knees in the fire, you can leave it, all in your 
mind, it is all in your mind.’ For a moment my stomach tightens on the inside, thinking they're 
all going to be making fun of me at school Monday at lunch, but it’s a coincidence... what 
happened. 

Jenny didn’t know me when I was little, yet I knew that she was in course, until it was no 
longer cool for her to be. She is an amazing singer. I was in the band but even back then she 
wouldn’t even have spoken to me then. Come to think about she was more- nerdy than I was, 
back then she even wore thick eyeglasses, that was taped for being broken in co-ed gym class. 

I remember the day little Ken Kicked a ball in her face, just to make her cry. She has no 
way of knowing that I can sing too and play music. I a little girl I wanted to become a pop singer, 
I used to lock myself in my room with the sing-along with late 1990’s soundtracks, using my 
hairbmsh like a mic and belting out lyrics Like- ‘Hit me, baby, one more time.’ at the top of my 
lungs until my mom and dad would say stop or you’ll be kicked out and have to live in a box on 
the block, stop or you're grounded. Sometimes the apartment next door would compline. The old 
lady down stars would hit her ceiling with a broom handle. God -1 was such a little Britney, I had 
the look too- sort of. Those are the song I played over and over no wonder my friends and I grew 
up all messed up. 

‘Suck-sh party, huh?’ Maddie says, coming up on the other side of me, from down the 
hallway. I know that she is pissed that Dilco showed up and wanted to be with Liv. She said- 
‘I’m glad she says it worked out, yet I depressed that Liv won’t be having that baby. I don’t 
know I could see us as mothers.’ I looked at her like you got to be kidding me. The sound of the 
sleet is thunderous betting down on the roof. It’s coming down so hard that startles me, know 
that the roads will be a sheet of black ice. Maddie said to me while Jenny was doing her thing. 

‘I’m supposed to me Liv down on the porch, she is sitting on the swing. So, come down 
with me Karly,’ she said. For a twenty-minute or so, we all swing together under the porch attics. 



looking at it is dumping down on all the kids sleeping the mud intents a- campers, waiting on 
Jenny. 

Mud is even spaying upon up, with the ice rain, and that is all I need. 

I want to stay clean, so I don’t have to change to-go-to breakfast when I take these 
clothes off it going to be to crawl into bed. We were all making little puffy clouds with our 
breath, contemplating hugging ourselves from one of those oak trees, like it would be far less 
painful than sitting here with are ass cheek freezing. Yet this is where Jenny said - to meet up 
with her. Water is falling in steady streams from the eaves and over the gutters. 

Jenny only said she would be a couple of minutes. We should know by now that it is a 
big lie. Mandy Jan Smith got ahold a Bebe gun and is firing rounds into her ex Sang Yung 
Dong’s car, even those she has a restraining order. His parents own Chinatown Inn Chinese 
restaurant, downtown. Yet he acts like he is going to be a big-time rapper someday- Nope... not 
going to happen. Yet with Mandy Jan and some girls like her, they don’t know when to give up. 
You should see that car, like the headlights, are shamed along with the side glass. Maddie was 
saying that she heard it from a friend that heard it from a friend, that she throws an empty beer 
bottle at his face last night. Yicks- I kinda know Mandy Jan, she seems corky but friendly. She 
sits next to me in math class sometimes. The gunshot makes an ear-splitting crack every time and 
makes us all jump. 

Young girls are running around topless, or nude still it’s complete anarchy. 

The craziness never stops till the cops come. And out this far they're not coming. There 
are no neighbors to call the cops for miles. Boys and girls are chuckling and shouting and 
mnning in the rain dancing around like fools, some are mn and sliding, like a very muddy slip 
and slide in the yard, some of the boys are all shalong and the ball’s out. It’s gross when you’re 
hungover and freezing. 

The cold rain is coming down fast and hard everything appears as though it’s being 
wished into everything else, like looking in the door of a washer at the laundromat. The grass is 
tossed up, immense murky pits of mud are exposed, and girls are fighting in the pits it’s so 
disgusting. Like there scraping all over one another. 

This party has gone too far. Marcel wants everyone out at nine a.m. Yet I don’t think that 
is going to happen. Like how is he going to explain this or clean it up in time? His mom and dad 



are going to freak when they see this place! I would stay and help, but I have to be home soon. 

No one going to help him clean up this disarray. 

Yet, the price to be somewhat cool in high school. Headlights are flashing on the bodies, 
by the cars that are mudding or leaving. Looking around all you can see is peculiar looking 
woods and the driveway that snakes through being washed-out by sheets of water. ‘I think I 
would be warmer if I was dead,’ I said joking around. (Amusing not thinking that was a true 
statement.) At about the same time, we hear little Hanna O’Conner vomiting behind us. What a 
great way to start the day. 

Jenny sprints out the door, looking sexier than ever, the storm door bangs and rattles on 
the hinges ‘Run you guys!’ Jenny yells as she passes up like lumps of crap. I feel Liv tugging on 
me, saying come on. She not going to wait up. I grab Maddie’s hand, and she aheady holding 
Liv’s and then we’re running all hand and hand, blaring profanity, and giggling in the chilly 
shower blinding us gushing down our hair, tops, and bottoms. The mud in Maddie and Liv’s flip- 
flops is just oozing, and gushing in their shoes between their toes; their cute toenail polish is 
toast. My landed ruby slippers feel squishy, and one gets stuck, and I have to lean on Maddie on 
one foot to get it out of the mud. As Liv is pulling my arm. 

The icy rain so firm it’s like everything is shiny liquefying everything away, yet the trees 
all look heavy as they are solidifying. By the time we get to Jenny’s Ford Focus, at this time I 
certainly don’t care about the terrible way the get-togethers turned out for the reasons that we’re 
chuckling uproariously, nevertheless saturated from head to toe and trembling, roused up from 
the unsympathetic and bitter downpour, yet amused at each other’s appearance. 

#- Hashtag: (Powder your nose and let’s go, three girls one swing, and saying goodbye.) 

Jenny yells from the driver's set- ‘Ugh I am so wet!’ Liv said to Maddie nagging her arm 
with hers- ‘Yeah we no, you’re always that way. ’ the inside joke is so much fun when Jenny is 
clueless. All the same Jenney’s crying boo-hoo tears about her and our wet butt making marks on 
her fuzzy pink and zebra cloth seats covers, and all the mud on the floor carpet, she doesn’t want 
us messing up her Walmart replacement mats either. Yet like if you look at the flip-flop air 
freshener hanging from the rear-view marrow for too long, she starts giving you this long story 
of how her first time gives her that to remember him by it was in his car. 



It doesn’t even smell good anymore... yeah, it’s that old. I bolt of lightning cracks and it 
looks like it was right next to the SUV, Maddie said- ‘You’re not going to have to worry so 
much about the mud, but more about me making pee stands on your set. I am still not wearing 
undies. Liv giggled, saying the same here, they start touching each other inappropriately. I am 
thinking to myself sluts! I see looking over my shoulder a little squeeze here and a little grab 
there. That why I take a shotgun, so they can roll around in the back seat, and play around. 

Liv is begging Jenny to go to Bob Evans Farmer's Choice Breakfast, and complaining, 
that I always get shotgun, even though she wants to be next to Maddie. Maddie is shouting for 
Jenny to turn up the heat, so it reached the back. 

Yet, Jenny said- ‘No- cool it.’ I have to defog the windows first, so I can at least see some. 
Even so, this car is so old I not sure if I can get it warm enough for you.’ Liv is being 
overdramatic, and intimidating says- Oh my flipping God Jenny, 1 am going to die from 
pneumonia.’ I was thinking about it... but didn’t say anything, I knew it wouldn’t do any good. I 
entertained myself drawing on the steamy window with my finger. 

I don’t know why... but every time we girls start chatting as it starts with food, then all 
types of sex and way of having it with boys and girls, then that leads into death, and how as well 
as when. I guess that’s how we get underway with chitchatting about it: disappearing, you know 
kicking the bucket in all. Maybe Jenny is right maybe that is the only thing in life that is worth 
talking about? like what do you do when you're too old to bang hard, barf on heavens gates to 
forget how sucky life is, or wait slowly die sober? I assumed that Jenny all right to drive, she 
seems all good and such, even though she drank as much as three all combined. She is different 
about the need to speed. 

I look at the dash and see the needle pointing at seventy-five... like that would be okay 
with me if we would be on the highway yet were not. My teeth are chattering in my head. My 
kidneys ratted, and my little boobs gigging, a witch that’s amazing. I have not been this bounced 
around since I was on my exquisite mare- Wonder. Anyways, I notice she’s going faster than 
what I think she should for this long, confined, and twisting driveway, that is not paved. 

The trees look haunted bare frameworks with demonic hands branches lathed with 
dripping Ice trying to rip throw the glass. You could hear their unnatural cries in the moaning in 
the wind, even though all the windows of the SUV where slug it conjectured its way through the 



gaps. I have my iPod in my lap with one earbud in my ear, on the scuffle, a song was about only 
half though when I heard: 

‘The road to hell is paved with good intentions, or so they say, and some believe. That no 
good deed. Goes unpunished in the end or so it seems.’ That is too creepy! I was panicky, 
however hiding my worried feelings, as the song ended, and the battery just seemed to die out of 
the blue. 

#- Hashtag: (Ice cave pathway, spooky wind, and the road to hell?) 

Chapter: 61 

Burring, heated urges, with the chill of death 

‘I partake this philosophy of passing away,’ I’m proverb as Jenny spin out on 79 and the 
tires screech spinning dramatically on the slick ghostly road. The green on the gray clock on the 
dashboard is shining: 6:16. ‘I have this theory that before you die you see your high points and 
you're low like a slideshow of both. 

What do you all think? I got an- ‘Um- maybe?’ From Liv and Maddie, slightly taking 
part in my question, and a shoulder shmgs from Jenny, she said- ‘When where we are dead, 
we're dead. I don’t think you see an 5 hhing or go anywhere other than in the ground or someone 
old vase on their mantel. 

‘How do you know?’ 

Then Jenny said something smart. How would you? It’s not like someone has come back 
to life to tell us. And if they do can you believe it?’ 

(Nevertheless, she was not around when I was ten almost died, getting bucked from my 
horse and hitting my head on a rock. Or when daddy was bathing me and my sis back in the day 
and he was sidetracked, and I went under for too long. Or when I was put under to have my 
umbilical hernia repaired at five. I have like this half innie button by the way, that I am iffy about. 
Either way, right now I have it covered up with my dangly butterfly ring. I think I saw something 
unexplainable at those times. Even so, I just let Jenny have the floor. Right or wrong Jenny 
always wins.) 



Yet, the question was still there of what was the highlights- of your- life, or the lowlights. 
So, I asked- ‘What’s the top and the bottom things you’ve accomplished?’ Jenny said- ‘A 
lowlight was when I fall asleep laying out in the sun and got so red that, I could even move, for 
like a week when I was fourteen. 

Maddie and Liv’s were- almost the same. Saying- ‘It was when we came out to our 
parents.’ Jenny slams on the brakes, mouth hanging open saying- ‘Whoa you’re gay for each 
other?’ I said- ‘Thank you captain obvious!’ Maddie said to Jenny- ‘You’re so slow you should 
be in the sped class!’ Liv giggled, well mbbing her hand softly on the inner part of Maddie’s 
upper leg! 

Jenny- ‘Shut up b*tches!’ 

Maddie and Liv- ‘No!’ They say in unison, with the same vice pitch. 

Jenny- ‘Lezbos.’ 

Maddie- ‘Jenna Talya!’ 

(Jenna is her birth given name, yet we have to call her Jenny for... well, I think you get it. 
Even Jenny is not perfect. Like where her parents stoned when they named her? That’s going to 
be so-ooo embarrassing for her at graduation!) 

Jenny- ‘I told you never to call me that!’ 

Liv- ‘Okay- Ice princess.’ 

Then Maddie said- ‘No babe more like- 

‘Icer!’ 

‘What’s that mean?’ Said Jenny. ‘Look it up, Jenny... that is if you can read.’ Said Liv. 

Me- ‘Stop it you all- God, get back to my question!’ Jenny looks at me like she could rip 
my tongue out, for speaking. All at the same time she is hugging the middle of the road while 
driving. And I want to yell about that too, but I don’t. 

‘Richard, baby Rich,’ Jenny says and takes one hand off the wheel to and jerks her fist up 
and down in the air while doing some hip thrusts at the same time. (Jenny knows how to work 
those hips. I look out of the comer of my eye.) The First time I hooked up with him was in eighth 



grade, um- that boy gives me my first rolling eye into the back of my head orgasm, which made 
me sake all over, as 1 was holding tightly sinking my fingernails into his ripped senior body!’ 
(Jenny starts doing the 3-fingered point shot on herself while drawing and talking about him. I 
try so hard not to look at her. Don’t look... I think to myself, yet 1 do... I could not help myself. 

(I am thinking god- I’m likely to get 2 in mine, and that is pushing it. Then again, I am 
not a complete suite.) Liv said- ‘Mine was with you, Maddie.’ Maddie- 

‘Same!’ She said back straightaway.’ Yet in her vice, there was uncertainty, as Jenny was 
about to blow. (Yet she yells at us about the sets, yet for her it’s okay.) Like really, I thought Liv 
would have said Dilco, or some random boy’s name. Like how can a girl give you more than a 
boy, when a girl doesn’t have what another girl needs, to keep life, love going? I have tried it, yet 
I always come back to the boys. 

Maybe it’s because I want a family someday... and babies, and well a hard d*ick, lol. I 
don’t know... I am a girl that wants what she wants when she wants it, and how she wants it to 
be. Yet that doesn’t mean that I may not change what I want. 

I’ll tie anything once, like death you can only do that one time though. 

#- Hashtag: (A loaded gun, girls on the mn, and sex talk is fun) 

Before I and Jenny started hugging like I never thought about all this stuff. I was happy to 
go to the park, or ride a bike, or go swimming, or just be a kid- or teen girl. 

However, Jenny made me hunger for wbat she had, back then by forcing it on me. After 
Jenny finishes up, she lights up and puffs the smoke out onto the side of my face. (Awesome just 
wanted, my hair too smells like an ashtray when I get home.) I groan and leans forward to plug 
my charger in where the lighter goes while reaching for my I pod. ‘Need so relaxing music, 
please, before I murder myself.’ Maddie and Liv have the same I pod going sharing one earbud 
headphone site. It’s not like we all could have one song playing. Yet we get sick of the crap 
Jenny has on. ‘Can I get a cigarette?’ 

The wildlife crossing the road don’t stand a chance. Liv asks, and Jenny pops it in 
between her lips and lights it up for her, really stretching her arm backward. Jenny shoves one in 



my mouth lighting the hutt end she’s holding, not looking to see what’s right or wrong. Saying- 
‘Baby girl live a little, this might be your last cigarette.’ 

I thought why not turn it around, I already smell like smoke, and I have not had one in a 
long while. Jenny cracks the windows in the back only, and the cold comes in with a mist. Then 
Liv starts to complain about the cold again. Jenny said- ‘Well we have to get the smoke out.’ 
Maddie takes a hit off of Liv’s cig, saying- ‘Cuddle up with me I’ll keep you warm.’ I knew that 
she had to be shivering- because, I was. 

Jenny rips my iPod out of my hands and plugs it into her tape deck converter. I was so 
embarrassed I was playing ‘I want to know what love is,’ by Foreigner, it’s so not cool to like a 
mushy love song, yet I do. This kind of music pisses Jenny off, she says it’s sexist, old, and 
boring. Yet to me at least it has a melody. 

I don’t know why Jenny did it... maybe because she’s was sick of hearing Liv whining, 
and I with my earbuds shoved my ears talking too loudly, and Maddie’s cell phone making that 
annoying clicking sound when she texts to Liv who is sitting right next to her. Maddie calls 
Jenny an ass stopping in mid-text, and frees her seat belt, leaning forward trying to grab the iPod 
off Jenny’s lap to give it back to me. She thought it was an invasion of my privacy or so she 
stated. I never wear a seatbelt I can stand them I feel like I am being strangled. 

‘They say to know a girls’ heart just listen to her playlist.’ 1 think that is true. Jenny nags 
that someone is breathing heavily down the back her in the neck and that someone is Liv open 
mouth breathing as she is talking and snuffling, she must be coming down with a cold. Jenny 
said- ‘Cough it up it’s not yours!’ I reach into my handbag fora crumpled-up napkin and say- 
‘Here now blow,’ I felt like her mother doing that you are holding my hand up to her nose and all. 
Yet that’s what friends are for. The cigarette drops from her mouth and lands between her thighs 
when she sneezes bogies- snot on the back of Jenny’s head and Barbie doll bleach blond hair. 

(Yummy!) 

Jenny starts more execrations than ever before, trying to brush the snot out of her long 
blond locks with her hands. Grossed out as she is doing it. The cigarette falls, from her lips as her 
mouth drops open. This all happens at about the same time. Now the lovers in the back are 
fighting even more with Jenny, and squabbling with one another. Maddie said- ‘If you need to 
sneeze you could have pointed it me, for all I care.’ 



Liv- ‘Sorry!’ Yet Jenny thinks the sneeze was internal. And it may well have been. 


And Maddie being Maddie starts hair pulling or removing the mess as she ealled it, from 
Jenny's hair. All the same Jenny thigh is starting to get burnt. Maddie pulls so hard that she rips 
out one of Jenny's extensions. 

Now Jenny has no hands on the wheel, as we wave in and out of the oncoming traffic 
lane, the music is blasting also, so us girls are yelling overtop. Instead of hitting the sound down, 
I turn it up in a panic. Amplifying AC/DC’s ‘Highway to hell.’ (Ironic) And I’m over here just 
trying to talk over them, jog their memory that we're all friends, and Jenny needs to focus on the 
road. ‘Yet it was more like you’ll shut- the- freak- up! 

So, she can get me home on time.’ Not the best way to say it. Yet I do have a way with 
words, like when I am cheating death, or pissed, or haggy, or on my period, or a boy is being an 
ass to me, or my sis is getting on my nerves, or I am hating on my mom and dad for being dumb, 
you know times like that. The clock pulses onward: 6:32. The tires slip slightly on the wet road, 
and the car is occupied with all the cigarette smoke, little threads of it are rising underneath 
Jenny’s kitty, like spirits still trying to get out of there. 

Jenny slams on the brakes stopped dead on the highway. Maddie’s face slams nose-first 
right in between Liv’s, perky boob calving. Then the SUV rockets forward abruptly, and at that 
moment there’s a flash of silver in front of the SUV. 

(Now where are up to the moment of the crash, where the angel of death was chasing me 
down.) Why Jenny slammed on the gas like that after she stopped to freak out, I will never 
know? She’s not that psycho... is she? Was this the plan all along? Like she had to know that she 
was not going to make the sharp cover and that she was going to hit a tree, she had too. Did she 
snap, did she want us all to die? Or just me? Did you just feel that? As I said Jenny yells 
something wicked- some gibberish swear words, that I can’t even make out, and suddenly the car 
is thumbing and bent in half around a tree on the highway, next to the lonely shadowy ice cover 
opening of the woodlands. 

I was not sure what was going on to tell you the tmth. I make out a horrifying, shrieking 
sound-steel on steel, and cracking splintering sounds of wood going through my body, mixed 
with glass shattering, cutting up the side of my face and shoulder, a car folding in two like a 



taco-and with the smell of depth and fire. And yes, just so you don’t ask, I did infect pooped 
myself, yet we all do when we die, gross... but true. 

Like-1 said- ‘Jenny always had a way of scaring the crap out of me.’ at this time I have 
nothing but my life fishing before, and what I saw was not, what I saw when I was living it. It 
was shocking to see my life form than proactive. I was in shock, blacking out, and the photo 
show was coming to an end. The last birth I remember taking in was a whiff Jenny’s cigarette 
smoldering out- and at that moment... There was no nothing. 

Nothing... nothing... nothing... It was complete- emptiness, sadness, with the feeling of 
being lost in-universe, vanished and frozen with-in time. 

That’s when it transpires. The instants of death-is full of flashing scooching warmth, 
with the sound of people crying out for help with no hope to be savvy, with the feeling of pain 
inside and out, that will last endlessly. The last sent I remember smelling was that of daring roses 
the boys sent us. When you go down, you’re the fuimel that keeps the death within you burning, 
like me, you never believe in the farming heat until it happens, your bag to the Gods for it not to 
be so, asking not to go down. Yet by that time, it’s too late... you've swallowed up the hole and 
consumed, like a naked soul falling too- the devil’s children, you're tariffed - all you can see are 
raging fire, nothing else. No one is going to save you- ever! The smell of burning flesh is 
repulsing, and that is always. It’s like being in one of my scary dreams, I know I am falling 
though there is no up or down, no walls or sides or ceilings, just the sensation of falling to the 
pits below, with darkness everywhere until I get to the bottom. 

You can cry all you want, but your tears just dry up, instantly in the heat. In this quote 
hell, you've branded nothing but a number and lift to never be seen again infinitely. You’re in 
complete havoc, a scary nightmare that never- ever ends, just slowly harassed by these dark 
entries playing with-in your min d to the point of insanity. 

They love to toy with you and make you feel helpless. You’re all alone, yet never left 
alone, with nothing left to feel other the regret, defeated down to nothing but wallowing in self- 
pity! In this place, you have to be strong! You may move out and up if you see where you went 
wrong in your living life. Only if you have the epiphany to get your seven stabs. Yes-1 have 
found out that you have seven times to get into paradise. Up till now, that is not as easy as it may 
sound. 



You have to earn it. 


You have like do-overs, like being in a Deja Vu dream, that alters the space-time 
continuum. Think of it this way- life is like nothing but a preset sci-fi video game conjured for 
one higher power enjoyment, we are the main characters in this game. The one behind the 
conceal (We call that person on earth God, and the programmers that make it happen behind 
their smaller screen we call them angels.) 

Nothing in time happens, it’s all just a challenge to see where going at the end when it 
comes. I have seen how this all works now that 1 am dead, how things are made and dragged and 
dropped onto the earth, and other plants that have a life. 

Like a place called Vie a planet not yet discovered by the living earthlings. They are so 
unlike us, yet have the same things we do and more just in a different way. I’ll try to describe it, 
yet you would not believe me. 

Incredibly beautiful, especially at nightfall. Everything, that is living, has some sort of 
glowing feel. 

The brightest coolers you have ever seen. Trees bigger than skyscrapers, Trans that float 
as the race by. All kinds of floating glass homes, connected by vines that glimmer with cascading 
waterfalls, there incredible stone stmctures arching all over that connect the one floating island 
to the next. Star covered skies with many big moons. 

Vie has these humanoid people called La-Marie's, they look so much like us it’s daunting. 
Their skin is so much more transparent then what we have, there body’s completely hairless 
(every earth girl’s dream right.) Yet they have long hair on the head that lights up, in a wispy 
way, every pulse of their heartbeat there a flash of light within their body, most of them have 
blue eyes that glow at night. There vans light up at night also bright indigo. 

Oh, and they have seven fingers and toes with one hand or foot. Why I don’t know. The 
USA space program will get to thereby solar spaceship and land on that planet in the year 2075. 

Yet, I am not sure if that is a good thing. And I don’t want to get too unbelievable, so I 
am going to stop there before 1 get into trouble. 



Anyways with Earth and life itself, it’s all programmed, like a scene out of The Hunger 
Games control room. It all can be changed, with a flick of a switch or a say, and you can look 
down into the world where we once lived and see it all play out, it’s all arranged from conception 
to death. It’s already mapped on this big screen. Everything we call era or lifetime or ordinary 
life is just a hallucination. 

That’s why we sleep to be programmed for the next day, based on the choices we made 
the day before. Life is a gift that is a gift, don’t piss it all away or you’ll be terminated. Just 
remember every birth is accounted for. 

At this time Marcel most likely has woken up slightly to see that I am gone. 

Saying that he is so lovesick for me, to himself before going to the bathroom. I have been 
lovesick before it’s not fun it pulls and triangles at your hart and junk until you can’t take it 
anymore. And you have to be with them- one way or another. There is always a way if you see, 
that you love them. 

Jenny- Love without the glove is okay, I say to all my girls if you’re a girl like me. Um-1 
have Mirena birth control, this to me is better than any pills you can pop, you’re not killing life, 
yours prevent before it happens... and that’s smart. Mirena/ Skyla prevents pregnancy, most 
likely in several ways: Thickening cervical mucus to prevent sperm from entering your utems, 
inhibiting sperm from reaching or fertilizing your egg. 

Thinning the lining of your utems. While there’s no single explanation for how Mirena 
works, most likely, the above actions work together to prevent pregnancy for up to 5 years. 
Mirena does not protect against HIV or STDs, dah- where you can choose to not have a baby for 
up to three years or have it removed at any time to have just that, yet a 14- 17 why do you want 
to think about babies all you want is to feel good down there with a boy, with no risks, so I can 
have as much sex as I want to when I want how I want and with as many boys as I want to, and 
they can cum inside and I don’t have to hide the fact that I want them too. 

And it’s safe, and I only have a period 3 times a year, yet you feel the need to plug it up 
more... aw, the drawbacks of have sex all the time... yet come one right. 

You can have this done at sixteen without mom and daddy even knowing, so if you want 
to get popped at 16 you can, and there’s not a thing they can say about it, I pissed my dad off yet 



it’s my life, and that’s how I feel about my girls- do you- for you- freak the world that not getting 
it. 


There are risks with this implanted in you- but it’s not baby killing so for that I feel good 
about being me. It’s as easy as sitting on a boy’s lap at a Pittsburgh Steelers game and feeling 
good about it, I remember doing that at 12 for the first time... with a cute boy- love was starting 
with me and these feelings I can help but have for boys. 

#- Hashtag: (Hocking a loogie, you’ll only see me now in your dreams, blind hit, and 
whiskey throttle) 

Chapter: 62 

Gone at Seventeen 

The ministry of depth has fallen to me like I am fallen to it, and it’s so magical at the start, 
and then so frightening, it bloodcurdling not knowing the end of the end. DEATH -1 know some 
of you are thinking mayhap I deserved it. I get that I think I do too, even my sis said -1 had it 
coming when she found out I was roadkill. Maybe I shouldn’t have sent that rose to full’s, or 
maybe I shouldn’t have dumped my drink on Justen at the party and fought with her over Ray, or 
maybe I should have never shown my sis how to do that stuff. 

Maybe, I shouldn’t have copied off my classmates’ quizzes. Maybe I should have let Ray 
have his way with me. I still have not fully fallen out of love with him, I know that I should. 
Maybe I shouldn’t have said those things to Ray. Maybe I should have saved myself for 
marriage? Maybe I should have kissed more losers to make them feel good about themselves. 
Maybe I should have stayed a geek, and never become friends with my girlfriends. Maybe I 
should have said more to Marcel that was not hurtful. Maybe I am to blame for it all? 

Besides, I know some of you would say I erred death for not seeing, that I have a boy that 
would be good to me, and would treat me right, that I passed on so many times. There are 
undoubtedly some of you who think I deserved all this, for the reason that I was going to let Ray 
go all the way with me even though he’s mean and nasty to me. Yet for some reason, I just 
thought it was the way it should be. I was afraid to leave him. I knew if I would he would get his 
revenge. 



Plus, I know that some of you would say I received a humiliating death because I didn’t 
sleep with Marcel, still not sure if he was good enough, and to be truthful you're right there, I 
should have seen this all long before I thought I was falling too him. I fall but not all the way... 
and it’s killing me that I may never- ever fall to him as I should have. 

To be truthful I should never sleep with anyone but Marcel. I know now that I was 
always in love with him, even when I wasn’t with him. But before you begin pointing your 
fingers, let me ask you some questions: is what I did so bad? 

So, bad I deserved to die? So, bad I deserved to die like this with no dignity at all? Is 
what I did so much worse than what anybody else does? I’m a mthless mean girl? 

I am a slut that had it coming? 

I don’t think so... do you? Like really is what I have done so much worse than what you 
have done in your everyday life? Think about it, and you’ll see I’m not that bad. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 9 


Dreaming of you Play with Me 


I am so scared screaming of all peoples- Marcel’s name, but when I open my mouth 
nothing comes out over top the others ear-piercing calls out, and I wonder if you fall forever and 
ever, and never touch down, I am still falling? I think I will fall forever into this ring of fire. 1 
even call out for my sis, yet she'll never hear me this far below her feet. 



Of course- dreaming it is happening inside your head, when on earth, is not real, and why 
is it so when you’re dead? 

Do not pity the dead like me it’s not worth it. Pity the living, and, all those who are alive 
without true love like I did. Pity the ones like me that did not see the true love right in front of 
her face. We're all human, aren't we? Every single human life is worth the same and worth 
saving even mine... right- don’t you think so? 

#- Hashtag: (plummeting, mistakes and someone saves me) 

Dreaming at night, you’re not in sight, -felling a fright, it could be so right, playing with 
you play with me in the night sun, it could be so much fun, like a loaded gun going off over and 
over, until we would see the daylight sun, then we are on the run, staring down the barrel of the 
gun when we could be holding on feel what was to come, breathing, and scramming, shooting to 
the ceiling like the built of that gun, wouldn’t that be so much fun, under the twilight sun? 

Chapter: 63 

Envisaging 

A sound litters’ within my silence, as the SUV cmnches into the huge tree, a tiny nagging 
growing louder and louder until it is like a slice of metal slicing the air, slicing and sliding 
through me, it got all up in me, ripping me almost in half, right above my petite hips, I feel the 
warm blood bursting from in my heart and my insides falling out of the gashing wounds, it’s like 
I looked down and could see my uterus, I touch it with my hand grabbing the one ovary that was 
rolling out of me. When the metal went up in me above my vagina or my lower waist, I could 
feel one... my fallopian tube just dinging down there. I was in shock, my eyes bugged out, 
pulling my hand up to my face seeing that its cover in my thick red blood and Karly guts 
dripping down my arm. 

-Then I wake up. Was it all a dream? 

-Or am I dreaming while dead waking up? 

I feel like Eiv’s must of throughout the day, having her bastard child bled and dripped 
slowly out of her insides. How she slipped last night is beyond me like I would have nightmares 
of the fetus coming out of my pink thing and saying- ‘Why did you not want me, mommy? Why 
would you kill me? Do you not love me? I loved you... it was love that made me. Or something 



really disturbing like that.’ I was going to ask about getting rid of it at lunch Monday, how she 
was feeling. As you know to be a normal girl, and Jenny pushing Liv, she had sex without the 
glove with Dilco, and had an oopsie, for being empty-headed about bad boys. 

(Hum- Why am I the girl that is dying, I didn’t kill my first kid like Liv just did. I’ve 
kissed a girl but ever had a full-on girl on a girl as Maddie and Liv do. And I and Jenny are on 
two different levels, she’s a bully, and I am not like her at all. If anything, I am a good girl in the 
group.) 

I am jolted out of my sleep or so I thought with tunneling sparking flashing light. For a 
second when I look around the room everything seems soft unclear and slightly distorted, 1 am in 
my bed naked like I am every day when I get up and hug my stuffed bunny for the last time, as I 
snap on the lamp on my nightstand. I have to hide my bunny when the girls come over. Ray used 
to just though him of the bed onto the floor. 

That was not cool! I don’t think Marcel would m i n d my cuddly stuffed bunny, with the 
cute floppy ears. My alarm has been blaring and Beep- Beeping for five minutes. It's seven-o to 
six am. I smash and mb my face in my soft pillow for the last time. I look around the room I am 
sweating I wipe my forehead, saying wow, I have had a dream that I’m falling- but never like 
this. ‘Damn that was a crazy dream!’ So-1 start my morning retain- you know grabbing for what 
inside my Pringles can by my bed before all hell comes busting through my door. 

I sit up in bed slightly and I turn on my laptop, might as well live record what going to do 
on cam, why not. So, push the quilt away, I look down at my unclothed body with my toy in 
hand, and I see my toes wiggling with nail polish, and my almost smooth legs and everything in- 
between. 

Thinking I just shaved and look at all this stubble, growing here already... don’t you hate 
that, I sure do? It’s like all you can see and feel. Now I’m covered with sweat even though my 
room is frigid cold. My throat is dry my heart is racing, and I’m desperate for a drink, yet I am 
almost there, my sighing is getting loud, I can feel it building up, I can stop it feel so good and 
the tips are just rolling in for the boys that tune into my show. 

The camera is right there, whoosh- and I feel on top of the world. Yet after I hit a low 
with having to start my day, mnning away from me away from who I am. I’ve just been running 



a long way. My floral sheets are stocked with everything rushing out, and so is my keyboard, yet 
the boys love it and love me for it, so that is good enough for me. Yet after I do that it’s like I get 
an embarrassing feeling, I pull it out, then close the lid of my lap, to cover up fast. It’s like I get a 
msh from it, and then the gilt comes after in my mind saying- ‘That was the wrong missy, yet I 
can’t stop. Jenny and my girls give me that same msh, always doing something that feels so good 
yet maybe wrong. 

I remember, the time on the school bus back before anyone could drive, Jenny bet me a 
dollar, to put my hand down her jeans to prove she wears thong undies. Saying that I am such a 
baby, for not knowing, that’s how that all started, she felt like she had to teach me everything. 
Anyways back then I was still where Mickey Mouse Briefs and did even think about what was 
underneath. She beat me to feel that she was not a virgin, that she was all open and smooth, 
unlike me at the time. I didn’t even shave my legs yet. So, I did, I went for it. The msh here was 
touching a girl inappropriately, with everyone looking, and hoping the driver didn’t see. 

I ’ll never forget Danny Hover looking over the site with Andrea Doeskin smelling, like 
little perv’s, and Shy saying- ‘Oh my God’- snickering at the fact, from the set accordingly. Yeah, 
it’s that kind of msh I get, over and over being with them. Just like Jenny got Liv fixed up with 
Dilco, it’s all about the msh in the end. Jenny can be a hell of a lot of fun, and it’s that fun that 
keeps me coming back for more, the same way Liv and Maddie do, and other girls keep trying to 
be like us, it’s all about the craziness. I don’t know why but when I am with them-1 want to be 
so naughty! I remember Marcel smacking my butt, just to be cute, every time he would see me in 
the hallways a school. -Yeah, he’s weird, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him as I was- well... 
doing me. Yet Ray’s photo was looking at me on my nightstand. 

In my bed, I snap the bright light off when I hear my little sis coming down the hall, 
everyone goes back to being fuzzy, like I’m not looking at my room but only at a blurry photo of 
my room that was taken with a shaky hand incorrectly and nothing match up with the real thing. 
My sis went into the bathroom next door to tinkle, so I snap on my nightlight, and then that light 
modifies everything, so it looks somewhat ordinary again. If my sis sees my light on from the 



crack at the bottom of my door, she will come busting in. I have learned to keep it as dark as I 
can when I hear her coming mn down the hallway. I love her, yet I want my privacy. 

All at once it comes back to me, like a hangover rush all my blood starts going back up 
into my head: the party, my sis getting laid, the argument with Ray, falling to Marcel, all the sex, 
all the drinking, and drugs, it’s all thumping hard in my brain, like my covered button was a few 
moments ago, on cam. I am still lying here uncovered, with everything still out in the open. 

‘Kellie!’ My door swings open, hammering the doorhandle against my wall, and sis 
comes bolting across my room, jumping in my bed, pacing over my textbooks notebooks, love 
notes, and pills of dirty tops and bottoms and discarded jeans, I panic thinking my Victoria’s 
Secret Heritage Pink nighty way over there on the floor, where I thought it off and left it the 
night before. Yet it’s not like my sis has not seen me naked before... but is wired when this 
happens. 

Something is not right, something seems very wrong and oggie; something skirts the 
edges of my memory, but then it is gone as my head pounds and sis is bouncing on my bed on 
top me, throw her arms and legs around my nude torso. 

Saying- ‘So what are you going to show me today?’ I am thinking to myself- girl you 
already got it down, doing what you’re doing now, I don’t need to teach you anything. Kellie- 
she is so hot... (Oh God not in that way, she’s- my sis.) She is like a little furnace with her worth 
coming from her tiny body. It’s not too long before her nighty rides up, and I can see it all in my 
face like she wants to be just like me, and then she starts you know asking her questions. 

She curls tightly to me kissing me on the lips and cheeks, her body skin to skin to mine, 
she’s kind of- like- a hyper puppy... you know- wet nose, big sad eyes, giving you lots of 
unwanted wet kisses, and can’t sit in one place for too long. 

Now she is pulling on my necklace, the one I am always wearing it has my dad’s 
wedding ring hanging from it -a thin silver chain and the gold band hanging from it, a gift dad 
gives me- saying- ‘He loves me more than mom, that I am the love of his life.’ Yet sis tugs 
gently to get my full attention. I ask here- ‘Why are you not wearing your undies?’ 

And she baby- talks without missing a beat- ‘Be- because you don’t at night so-o why 
should I’s.’ I knew not too long from now she would be miming around the house stark-naked 
like always, saying it’s because I sleep this way. I am sure mom will say I am a bad role model. 



but yet there are far worse things she has done, things that mom and dad never need to know 
about, things that I can even remember right now. If she wants to be in my bad nude, will- I 
guess that’s okay...? She is just trying to be like me, and that’s sweet. I have saved her butt 
many times when she has done bad things. I have been like a mom to her, ever since she was 
bom if I wanted to be or not. And she has been there forme when I was a- nobody. Yeah, she’s 
the best pain in the butt a girl can have. 

‘Mommy says you have to get up soon, her hand covering her eyes as she walks my room 
and sees both of us.’ Her breath smells like toothpaste, as she kisses us good morning, and she 
stumbles over all the stuff lying on the floor and it’s not until I push sis off me that I realize how 
badly I’m shaking. Mom, she has one of those green face masks speed on, which is some scary 
looking crap, pulls she has curlers in her hair. Yet that’s not what’s got me traumatized. ‘It’s 
Friday,’ I say confused. I thought we were going to the msty anchor today? Mom said- ‘I thought 
you didn’t like doing that Karly that you’re too grow up to be with your mommy and Daddy and 
sissy... always- yes we are all going this upcoming weekend, glad to see you want to go.’ I said- 
‘Oh- okay?’ Mom- ‘Karly are you feeling okay? Are you not your usual descent and moody self? 
Me- ‘Yah I am a fine mom. ’ 

I have no idea how I got home last night, or what I did or didn’t do. It’s like it never 
happened, yet I think it did... didn’t it? Maybe I drink too much? 

Mom said- ‘Um-hum- come on you two bare cuddle bugs it’s getting late.’ 

Then-1 remember getting in the car, with the girls and the fighting it was all coming back 
to me, as I see my sis mn into her room, leaving her nighty behind on my bed. 

I knew that something looked different about her when I looked her over, I am starting to 
remember what Ray did to her last night. Yet she seems to be taking is so well- so strange. I have 
no idea what happened to Jenny or Maddie or Liv, and just thinking about it makes me awful 
sick, pissed, and yet so worried. I put my feet on the ground, first on my fuzzy shaggy throw rug, 
and then I step forward feeling the hard would under my feet. 

The cold wood reminds me. When I was younger, I would lie on the floor all summer 
wishing I have some friends to spend my time with. Back then my only friend was my sis and 
my horse. I’m curious to do the same thing now, and reflect a bit on what the heck is going on- 
and also on how things have changed, I know my sis will be another half hour getting ready. And 



with me all I have to do it jump in my outfit laying there on the floor. My skin feels so cold yet, 
yet on the inside, I feel scorching. 

Like- photos on Instagram, all these snapshots start scrolling, row after row in my mind. 
Seeing bits and pieces of what went down last night. My, I - phone starts vibrating on top of my 
bed until it falls off the edge hitting me square in the face making me jump two feet in the air. I 
reach for it and slide my finger over the cracked screen. There’s a new text from Jenny. Oh, good 
she must be okay then... or maybe it’s a text saying one of the girls is not okay; I was so scared 
to look, yet I had too. 

#- Hashtag: (sleeping quarters, clothing hoarders, and sisters with disorders.) 

Chapter: 64 

OCD much? 

I read it and it is looking oddly former, yet I’m not one- hundred percent sure, I do resave 
and send out over six-hundred texts a day, yet this almost seems like a copy of the same infect to 
one that I vaguely remember getting, what would be in my mind two days ago- ‘Don’t forget 
b*tches, it's love-o-grams day!’ Too- strange... this should be Sunday... right? I wanted to text 
back and say- this already happened, yet before I got a new message started, another one from 
Jenny popped up on the screen waiting to be opened. I look at the date and it’s the same too, I 
thought for sure my phone was broken, it has been dropped many times. Yet how could it be 
wrong? I have to be mistaken. Maybe the whole thing was a messed-up dream? I open it, and it’s 
not the same, so I thought maybe I am not crazy? It said- ‘B- there in 5 min.’ I knew by the way 
it was written she was driving fast. 

I unexpectedly feel like I’m plummeting underwater unable to swim to save myself, I 
don’t know what I did that was so wrong if I am repeating this all over. Did I do anything 
wrong? I look out the window and see Madilyn walking to school, and Jenny passing her up 
calling her a retard out her window, I get a new text with the same repeating date. It said- ‘I am 
going to start a rumor that I saw 

Julie- fingering Maggie’s bushy hairy p*ssy today in the library during study hall.’ This 
terrifyingly creepy I thought! I knew about this already, this is old news, which I assumed was 
true. Why is she telling me this? It’s not like I can stop it from happening. I wonder if I should 
forward this to Maggie. However, if Jenny finds out I am going to be screwed. 



Also, If I am recreating this day like I think I might be doing, maybe I should tell Liv not 
to abort her baby, yet is it my place too? I am, I recreating that day? Is this happening to me? 
Why is it happening to me did I earn this? Was I given a new chance? It must be...! So, I do the 
unthinkable and I forward the message, will she get, I wonder what I’ve just done was meant to 
be altered. I feel sick doing this, for the fear of Jenny revenge, yet something inside, a small 
voice was telling me to do it. I feel like I’m weightless, spinning around lying naked on my floor. 
Have you ever felt like you were re-watching yourself from space making chooses, that’s what I 
feel like-1 am doing now? I know I have to snap out of it and get dressed to impress at school, I 
know I sure can where Marcels T-shirt that lying next to me on the floor, or I would be laughed 
out of the building. I stand up unsure if I am going to fall to my knees. 

Now I am standing, yet I feel so woozy and woosy. My belly cramps in knots, worse than 
when I am on my period. I stumble to the bathroom bumping into everything down the hallway, 
the bathroom is by my mom and dad’s bedroom, I am holding my mouth. My legs trembling 
over what I have done, certainly, I’m going to throw up or shut myself, or both... I didn’t even 
think about closing the door when I get there or turn on the light... I barfed in the scarp can 
while side saddling one leg on either of the toilets, as it runs coming out of me from both ends at 
the same time. I reached for the sink after I thought it was all over and bmshed my teeth and then 
shower to wash off. 

My shower is on way too hot and there’s thick steam everywhere, fogging up the mirror, 
drops are budding upon the tiles. I hear voices in the hallway, but the water’s mshing down on 
me, and it feels wonderful, it’s falling so hard on my head and body I can’t make them out, yet I 
sure if the mother says nasty things to me, dad. I stop the water flow overhead. I hear dad 
looking in at me saying: ‘Get out of the shower, and get going, your friend is out there waiting 
for you. I said- What? Oh my god, close the door dad and don’t look at me. Yet he left not 
remember to close the door all the way. 

I step out of the shower stall dripping wet, I blot the remainder off with a towel, and there 
is no time for makeup or doing my hair. 

Jenny, early I thought... it has to be a miracle. I feel there is like an electric current 
mnning through my body, coming for deep inside me when I looked up and see my little sis 
looking up me, saying- ‘Are you okay?’ Her fingers bmshed against my lower back skin, as I 
was staring at her without expression on my face. My eyes widen in the phenomenon, yet I hide 



know idea why it was in such utter shock to me. She is always sneaking up on me. Yet you 
would think I saw a ghost hy the look with-in my unconscious feeling eyes. 

I look into my hand mirrors, pulling it off the countertop, and-1 see that my irises are 
surrounded by a jade green- a glowing circle of light, let me now that I have made it... the 
powers at be are letting me have my do-overs. My eye was always green but never like this, 
they're so alluring now, almost like glowing the light of the other universe above, letting me 
know that I am echoing the final days of my life. 

Me being me even though I am sick, I have a theory at how this works: that each time I 
have to do this over the light in my eyes gets weaker, and if I use this up, and-1 don’t make it 
right. I’ll surely fall into the pit below, never to be saved. Oh- so the dream of being in hell 
wasn’t a dream at all, it was real! That means, I only have seven attempts, or so that’s the 
philosophy. Do you think I’ll make it...? 

I sure don’t! 

It’s Jenny- my daddy’s let her in. I walk into my room undressed, holding my wet towel 
in my right hand. Jenny looks at me and said- T see we are going for the earthy look today; god 
you could have shaved a little.’ Jenny is lying bully down on my bed, looking through my phone, 
with her legs up in the air, letting one fall and bounces on the Serta ever once in a while. She 
looks up me, she got that pissed off look, eyebrows bent, 1 knew she saw 1 forwarded the 
message. I pay it off, acting like I was happy to see her, and in a way, I was, I would never want 
to see one of my girlfriends die- or be dead. 

Oh, Jenny- She looks so typical, so acquainted with everyone, yet on the inside is falling 
apart. Jenny is Bipolar and has Social Anxiety Disorder mixed with Bulimia, like every time she 
feels not wanted by a boy or feel overweight or something is not going her way, she has a hard 
time keeping her food down, she has even up-cucked on me and the girls at lunch, not meaning 
too. I am far from being a psychologist, yet those are my diagnosis, yet everyone just seems to 
ignore her faults. I know she saw the text, because she ran down the hall to throw-up, running 
my little butt over. 

If she asks why- I’ll just say- ‘Butt dialing!’ 

Jenny walks back into my room; she flops bully fist on the bed. I asked uneasily with 
curiosity- ‘So what transpired last night?’ 



She mopes fora second. ‘Yeah, sorry about that. I couldn’t call back. I didn’t get off the 
home phone with Ken until, like four am. And because my mom is a b*tch she took my cell 
away last night before for staying out too late on a school night.’ 

‘You did call me back; Jenny’-1 knew it was happening for sure now? I mb my arm, I 
have goosebumps. ‘No, I just told you didn’t- that I couldn’t... ’ ‘I-no-1 meant- never mind. ’ 
‘You drink too much,’ said Jenny. ‘Ken, he was freaking out over the fact that some college boy 
named Josh asked me to go to a Taylor Swift concert in June, and I said yes. I told him it not like 
we’re going to do anything. Yet he doesn’t believe me. I told him I would make it up to him. 

Ken going to end it I feel, he’s sick of me.’ I said-‘Oh you poor thing...’ I knew what she had to 
do; all girls understand that. She said- ‘I swear to you, Kar, guys are so needy. But if you follow 
these three things you can’t go wrong- Feed ’em, Blow ’em, and Ride ’em, and they're happy to 
keep you around, if not they’ll find some on that will do just that, like if you don’t. 

I said- ‘I’ll remember that... ’ Then I added- ‘Yeah and then where the sluts if we do, and 
a b*tch if we don’t.’ Jenny said- ‘You got that right baby girl.’ Jenny said holding back for 
crying- ‘I only wanted to be loved, that’s why I do what I do for all these boys.’ I thought to 
myself-1 get yah. I nodded my head yes when she said that, but 1 did not comment, as I was 
slipping into my outfit at the foot of the bed. 

She looks up at me with misty eyes. ‘Talking of boys- are you eager about tonight?’ 
‘About what?’ I say acting like I don’t what is going to go down, or don’t even know what she’s 
talking about. I play dumb! Her words are all ranning past me, faster than how she drives, 
everything is distorted together. Jermy always talks like that when she gets upset. Her words go 
into overdrive. I’m holding on to the bedpost, trying not to fall over, or on top of Jenny, I would 
love to sit down yet, Jenny is hogging up my single bed. She said- ‘I think you should back up 
with Ray or do him already.’ She throws me a condom from her purse. 

I said- ‘Who do you think would be my type then?’ ‘You, Marcel, some worm Bud Lite, 
and his Star Wars sheets. OMG that would be perfect and she giggles. ‘How romantic,’ she 
shouted. Though, I was thinking OMG Jenny you’re always right. Like it would be so romantic, 
yet little did she know I felt that way, already... I never realized how much of a weirdo I am. I 
have fallen too a complete nerd, on the outside, I have completely changed, but on the inside, I 
am one too! We all try to be something we're not in high school, even Jenny has everyone fooled 



Nevertheless, the ones that seem the most put together are the ones that are falling apart 
the most. No one’s life is as good as it seems, and it’s even worse when you’re like lull’s and 
Madilyn that have us throwing crap in their faces. I stand here feeling like such an ass hole, not 
even hearing what Jenny is rambling on about, because it’s nonsense, compared to what I have 
done in my thoughts. 

-White teeth teens are out- 

#- Hashtag: (unperfect girls, the charmed life, we want real love) 

I go pee one last time, and Jenny flows me in the bathroom and sits on the edge of the 
tube looking at me as I go. Then after I got up, she went, I was thinking like we didn’t need to do 
this together, yet that how Jenny is we have to do everything together. That is when my sis walks 
into my room and said- T have to Ba-bath Karly, would get my stuff Re-ready and help me a 
bath?’ I try to close the door saying get mom to bath you, but she wedges her hand in at the last 
minute and pushes into the bathroom. 

And Jenny said- ‘It’s okay we can bath her.’ I was thinking to myself the girl is ten years 
old, and still needs someone to help her take a bath, wash her hair, and get her dressed. Yet mom 
and dad want to keep her their baby girl. ‘You haven’t showered yet?’ 

She shakes her head. ‘Uha- ha.’ Jenny said- ‘Come on the hoop in here, as she pulls off 
her nighty. I just look at like when did you become so motherly. She said- ‘What! Like I always 
want to have a sister, and do this.’ I said- Okay then, knock yourself out!’ Jenny- tee- he-e’s like 
it’s the greatest thing in the world. I have done this so many times, that I just don’t see the fun in 
it. I reach into the tub and turns off the water. I about that time is when sis surprised me by 
saying- ‘Jeez sis you look like sh-crap. Then I said- ‘Thanks a lot!’ She must have thought she 
hurt my feeling because she grabs me by the hand and jumped up wraps her wet body around me 
in a hug; as Jenny grabs the big fluffy towels to dry her off the rest of the way. ‘Aw - that’s so 
cute,’ Jenny said. 

I was starting to feel okay, and much less sick. I said- ‘Here honey step into these undies, 
and let’s get these jeans and blouse on you. I sit here on the toile and side on her socks, as her 
toes are wiggling. Jenny said- ‘Come on Kellie you need some makeup, just like your sis, she 
says. Jenny scans over are pale white faces saying, as I sit on the edge of my bed, I got it. ‘Your 
right Kellie your sis does look like crap today.’ 



‘I’ll do both of yin's make up now. We can make five minutes or so for this.’ ‘Okay- I’m 
done girls- OMG! You two look like gorgeous twines.’ I was like um-hum. Thinking to myself, I 
got the same vary reaction last light. You know sometimes, Jenny can be so sweet, she not 
always cold and heartless! Jenny pulls out my cell phone from the middle of my bra, probably to 
text Maddie and Liv that we’re going to be late for the first bell. She watches me for a second, 
packing Kellie book bag and then turning away, like she has something to type that not for our 
eyes to see, Jenny always delete her history, which is something I should do. 

Jenny- ‘Don’t take this wrong way baby girl, but you’re not smelling the best today, you 
smell like boy’s balls!’ I said- ‘Really?’ Stopping to think- ‘Yeah you would know what that 
small like,’ I said. Kellie is giggling and says baby talk stuttering like always. - ‘Yeah, sh-she has 
Ba- BO every morning!’ She was so stinking cute saying that, like that, I couldn’t be mad at her. 
Kellie starts pulling on my clothes my ta nk top, my skirt, as I look in the closet for my boots. 
Jenny runs back into my room, to find my Secret roll-on deodorant in my underwear drawer. 

Surely throwing all of them on the floor to find it. She’s back, I roll it on hastily. Jenny 
said- ‘You could’ve shaved you pits to... God.’ ‘I hope the boys don’t mind your lack of hygiene 
today.’ Sis- ‘let me have some of that... ’ so like everything, 1 let her share my used deodorant. It 
makes her feel like a big girl. But in my mind. I’m like you’re already a woman after last night. 
Uncanny isn’t it! 

#- Hashtag: (My stench, need a pinch, things that make us flinch) 

Chapter: 65 

Before Yesterday is Today? 

I hear from the sofa- ‘Wear a jacket, Karly!’ My mom thinks even when I’m dressed. I’m 
still half-naked. 

So, where out the door, I see sis get on the yellow bus. Waving at me like a moron out the 
window! And the cold feels like a b*tch slap to my face, yet it is a good way to wake up. I get 
into the SUV that was wrecked the night before. Thinking that this thing is like a coffin to me, 
yet I could say anything, or Jenny would think I have completely lost my mind. 

So, we go down all the same roads, not stopping at any of the red or yellow lights or 
signs. When Liv gets into the car she leans forward and grabs my hot- chocolate, and the smell of 



her perfume is strawberry, it is a body spray she has been wearing devotedly ever senses she was 
twelve and her hips and boobs develop in like the end of sixth grade, she buys like five bottles 
every time we go into Sally Beauty Supply. 

I know that she has it on her, so I ask her for a squirt, even though I am sick of it after all 
these years, and even though I don’t want to smell like her, I ask for it anyway, I don’t want to 
smell like balls! Even though it stopped being cool in seventh grade, to where kiddy stuff like 
she still does-1 have to close my eyes, overwhelmed and coffin as a puff of it surrounds me, or 
then what I asked for. Gross, I smell like a pre-teen after gym class now, just trying to cover it up. 

Closing my eyes was a horrible idea. One-1 get to feeling car sick. Two-1 can see where 
Jenny is driving, and the way it feels- it must be off the road. Three- I start to daydream about 
Marcel, plus heartsick over Ray still, even though I side I was done after what he did to me, I can 
stop having feelings for him, he was the first that took me from behind. Oh no, he was not my 
first love god no, I didn’t know what love was until I saw it in Marcel's eyes, but was it real? 

That what I am afraid of- trusting my heart to a boy again. I could see all the flashes of sincere 
light within Marcel's home, I could see him holding as no boy has ever done with me. I could 
almost feel the tingle of his kiss on my lips. 

‘Holy freaking crap balls,’ said Jenny. 

I snap my eyes open as Jenny swerves to avoid hitting a cuddly black cat, walking past. 
That is when 1 start to look out the window into the side mirror, and the glossy dark trees are 
flocking on either side of us like outlined ghosts in the navy-blue sky. I smell something hot. 1 
said- ‘Yeah that’s just me.’ I hear Jenny shrieking not too long after I feel relaxed, and yet ones 
more, I feel my stomach go to the bottom of my feet and back up, as the SUV rolls to the one 
side, tires wailing- ‘It was a family of deer this time, trying not to get murdered. You should 
have seen their faces. It’s like mine every time I ride in this SUV.’ Once again, I feel like I have 
cheated depth, with Jenny at the wheel. The girls chortle as Jenny throws her coffee cup out the 
window, hitting the baby fawn, about the same time is when Jenny throws out her morning joint 
too, and the smell of pot smoke is bizarrely duple: I’m not sure whether I’m smelling it or 
recalling the night before. 

Maybe I’m just high on life, at the moment. 



Liv- ‘Dear sweet baby Jesus I think you’re without a drought the worst driver on the 
planet!’ I said- ‘You think?’ Maddie sniggers. And Liv spit sprays some of my hot on the back of 
my headrest. Liv, she has become a real squirt-er she is always sparing one of us girls down, yet 
Maddie the most! I said- ‘I don’t want to die like this today! ’ ‘Please- please be more alert, 
please,’ I stammered, I’m clutching the sides of my seat without meaning to. Jenny said- ‘Kar, 
it’s all good. Hey- It’s not like I am going to crash, I never even been in a car wreck yet.’ 

I said- ‘That’s amazing!’ 

I start to think as I close my eyes, trying so hard not to hold my breath. Like it’s so weird 
how life works, isn’t? Like how I always wanted one thing, all my life, and I waited and waited 
for it but it never comes. And then it did happen last night, yet it was not what I hope for all, 
however, all you want to do is curl back up at that moment before things changed. And see if he 
is the one for me or if I should fall back into the arm of Ray, after all, I am his girl. One thing I 
have resized from dying: Every person you have dependencies on, and every person you need to 
count on, will ultimately upset you. No matter how much they try not to, nothing in life is ever 
going to perfect, so maybe you have to forgive and forget, or tmst and move on? 

In my deepening delusional thoughts, I ask myself these questions. 

‘I just want to be normal, like everyone else that is popular.’ 

‘Karly are you sure that being like everyone else is making you a happy girl?’ 

Maddie- ‘Mail Box!’ (Smack, thump, thump.) 

Jenny- ‘It’s okay, it was falling over anyway!’ 

I said- ‘Not really!’ 

‘Don’t worry.’ Jenny leans over and mbs my inner thigh. Honestly, I was wondering 
what she is reaching for when she did that. 

‘I just want to be normal, like everyone else that is popular.’ 

‘Karly are you sure that being like everyone else is making you a happy girl?’ 

‘Mail Box!’ (Smack, thump, thump.) 

Jenny- ‘It’s okay, it was falling over anyway!’ 



I said- ‘Not really!’ 

‘Don’t worry.’ Jenny leans over and rubs my inner thigh. Honestly, 1 was wondering 
what she is reaching for when she did that, 1 thought I felt her finger go up in. 

Jenny- ‘I won’t let my best friend die without knowing what it’s like having a boy give 
her first orgasm.’ 

Then I added- ‘All have it be just me and my lover, without everyone looking at us 
smacking hips.’ 

Jenny- ‘Giggles saying good luck with that.’ 

Maddie- ‘I get it your Cream shy!’ 

1 said- ‘1 would like to have some privacy squeezing it out. And not have someone next to 
me, like liking my nose or something gross like that. Like the last time I was doing it, I had some 
boy playing with it while looking at us. 

Liv- ‘You’re so strange!’ 

Jenny- whoa, are you saying yet went all the way with Ray and didn’t tell us? 

‘Crap-1 did it, 1 slipped up.’ 

1 said- ‘No- this was with some other joker, at a party months ago, you don’t know him.’ 

Jenny, said- ‘really?’ 

‘I like- know everybody.’ 

Maddie- ‘Oh maybe it was with a girl?’ Liv- ‘Maybe it was with a boy and a girl?’ 

‘So,’ Jenny said. 

So-1 lied and said- ‘Yes it was with Addison and Avery and a college boy named 
Connor.’ 1 freaked, saying that- ‘I was like, so love drunk and missed on roofies, that I took part 
in a three-girl one boy orgy at a party.’ 

Yes, I have kissed a girl and liked it. But I never did anything like this. (By far the worst 
lie I have ever made in my life. Yet I have been in some, not wanting to be, and it was only with 
one person. And no, I was not always with someone 1 loved either, it was just hook-up sex.) 



Oh- and sad but true, but no a boy has never gotten me there and I been with at least 
fifteen. The first time was the worst of them all as you know. But my freshman year I went 
through like five different boyfriends, I have boxes under my bed with memoirs from each, and 
after they got what they wanted they all dumped me, like a week later. The same thing happens 
in my sophomore year, I had two boyfriends that year and three random hookups, plus some 
experimenting with a girl. Junior more of the same, so much so that I stop thinking about it. I 
even let the gym teacher gave me because I didn’t care anymore. So, the number may be higher 
than fifteen. 

I only have an orgasm doing it myself. Never with another person, mostly have I thought 
it’s because I am not relaxed to enjoy it. With these boys, it's always harried up, so I can brag 
about doing you. Ray doesn’t even last long enough to get me damp down there. However, I 
liked Ray for another reason. TMI-1 know! I thought to myself: I never wanted this-1 just 
wanted to fit in. 

I wonder what it would be like with Marcel if I would let him inside me? 

I don’t know why I didn’t I let him in last night. I’ve let every other boy in. I guess it was 
just those internal voices of the girls saying he's too creepy and unpopular. Jenny only thought I 
should hook up with him for a joke because he's still a virgin. Yet on the inside, I don’t find that 
funny, on the outside I have to smile and giggle at it as they do. 

I’m desperate to spill my guts and tell her everything like I always do, to Jenny and the 
girls at that moment, to ask them what’s happening to me- just to see if they would believe me. 
Yet some little voices inside me said shut up Karly or you’ll blow it. And really, I can’t articulate 
any way to say I have lived passed death- it just would not make any sense. Yet I ignored that 
voices, and blurted it out an 5 rways-1 had to test the limits. ‘We all in a car mishap after a party 
that hasn’t occurred, and I was impaled when this SUV hit a tree, and I think I may have passed 
away yesterday. And like I saw hell, and then I got to live again when I woke up in my bed.’ 

Jenny said- ‘Yeah baby girl they call that dreaming, and you’ all call me the dumb one.’ 

How can this day be happening all over again, and yet be so different from the first time 
around? It was puzzling my mind. 

I thought that the girls were going to die over giggling at me, saying something that they 
find so stupid. 



‘I thought I died tonight,’ I said knowing how incredible it sounded. 

Liv said- ‘It’s a dream, Karly. You have dreams like this when you’re under the gun, and 
what something like a boy or sex, it’s just your nightmares playing tricks with you. You may just 
be stressed over falling some of your classes at school. 

I whispered kind of under my berth- ‘Oh- don’t remind me!’ 

Maddie- ‘She’s just sexually frustrated that all.’ 

Jenny- ‘It could be what you’re eating too, that you’re dreaming this stuff.’ 

Maddie must think I’m quiet because I’m worried about Ray and me what I have planned 
for the night. Like it at this point was no big secret that I was going to go all the way at some 
point, yet at this point in the day, they didn’t know that I was going to be at Marcel’s party. 

Maddie wraps her arms around me from the back seat, and Liv holds my hand. Maddie is 
Saying- ‘Good sex is just like learning to swim, or holding your breath what you know how to 
control your body, you get good at it.’ 

Maddie, kisses French kisses me on the lips, and slides my undies off to the one side and 
starts fingering me... (I didn’t want it, yet I was not going to stop it, it would be rude to ask her to 
stop.) At the same time, she was saying- ‘You should become gay, it’s easier that way to have 
them. Liv is looking over us jealous. 

Saying- ‘That’s true, only girls knowhow to please another girl.’ 

Maddie utters- ‘See, I told you!’ 

I said- ‘I am still afraid.’ 

Maddie said- ‘Don’t fear, Karly. You’ll be fine, it will be fine, will always be there for 
you, and as far as having a big-0, you just have to be stress-free or in-love. See you're relaxed 
with me, that why it happened.’ ‘That’s right,’ said Jenny! Liv- snaffled and then nodding-yes, 
and petting my hand with hers, yet still envious, about what just happened, I can tell. 

I try to force a smile and act like I am happy, yet really, I was revolted. So much so that I 
can barely focus on what happened last night, all I could think about is what going to happen 
tonight and what just happened. It seems like a long time ago that I got up from my bed, and 
even longer since 1 imagined being side-by-side with Ray next to me in that bed. It feels like it is 



been so long that I am not even sure if it has the naked body I want to be pressed upon mine. It 
feels to right to imagine Marcel next to me feeling his warm, soft hands mbbing over my skin. 

Thinking about him makes me ache from the inside out, my heart thump, and knees 
knock my throat threatens to close up just think about have it sliding down, and going up in me. I 
so what to feel it. I unexpectedly can’t wait to see him, to feel all of him, to just be with him. 

Yet, I still feel like I am cheating on Ray, feeling this way. And then again, as he did it 
with my sis and Justen and every other girl he could get with, why should I? Once a cheater 
always a cheater! I really can’t wait to see his sideways smile, and his and messy hair, and even 
his dirty-looking jeans that he always wears that smells slightly like boy sweat, even after his 
mom wash them for him. Yeah, it’s safe to say I am falling! I am so wishing I had his shirt on 
now, so I could inhale his boy-sh sent. 

‘It’s like riding a horse,’ Jenny modifies Maddie’s rambling aloud thoughts. ‘You’ll be a 
blue-ribbon champion in no time, baby girl. Just ride his thingy unstill you win your reward at 
the end, it doesn’t matter how many times it takes him to reload, just along as you get one. Even 
if he is done you keep going. Don’t stop until you want to stop! Own your man! ’ ‘1 always forget 
that you two used to ride horses,’ said Maddie. 

Jenny- ‘And she was damn good at it too. But I have been riding longer’ 

Liv giggles saying- ‘You can say that again.’ 

I said- ‘But I’m not like you, Jenny, I don’t know how to be controlling.’ 

Jenny- ‘Grow some lady nuts, and just do what I say, and you feel unstop of the world 
next time.’ 

I said- ‘Okay I will. I’ll keep going until it happens.’ 

The girl all cheered me on wott-ing in the SUV- fists pumping! 

Liv has the sniffles, Maddie and Jenny have the giggles, and I sitting here kind of moody 
going over my same old thoughts while blowing the steam off what’s left of my small hot 
chocolate. Which I might add is not more than one short gulping swallow. 


‘I gave it up!’ 



I need a hooded-Lady-show for this one to get off and not stress so much, crap I going to 
freaking break out! I use the pink on it is fast and I do it fast and right now that all I need, it has 
the gray ball on the end that jiggles it around just right, what can I say, I want it all now, and I 
going to do it and have them see it. 

(Horses like boys...?) 

I had to remind myself that I give up riding before I started eighth grade. I said that 
because I knew the same tired Jokes were going to roll in soon, about me riding horse-ie’s from 
the day I was like, seven until then.’ ‘I don’t think I could ride now to save my life.’ Jenny said- 
‘It’s just like riding a bike you never forget how too.’ 

‘How would you know’ I asked? 

Jenny said- ‘I still ride from time to time, I just got second place in a jumping 
competition two weeks ago.’ 

I whispered- ‘0-oh.’ (On the inside-1 was crushed, thinking it okay for you to ride but I 
can’t. My horse dyed not long after, I stopped riding her, thinking I didn’t love her anymore. I 
didn’t want to stop.) I think if she starts making fun of me now, I would bust out crying. And if I 
cry then I’ll be a BABY! Y et it okay for her to cry to us over stupid boys or her time of the 
month drama. I could never clear the truth to her: that riding was my favorite thing in this whole 
wide world. It wasn’t about winning with me, no- it was about having my freedom, my 
happiness, and my relaxation. The way I could escape from all of them that put me down, back 
them. I loved it more than boys, more than friends, more than family even. I was the best I could 
be back then. I was strong then, now I am nothing but a weekp*ssy that lets everyone crap on 
me. 


I can’t believe, that I wanted this life. I loved to be alone in the bam, or out on the fields 
particularly in the late summer when everything is cmnchy and golden, and the plants show off 
all their wonderful different colors, and it smells of hay, is what made my day complete, racing 
past all the trees, down the wooded trails, it was more than just jumping her at compassion. We 
had a bond-1 loved bmshing my horse down, braiding her main, and being her best friend, 
feeding her carrots sticks, I loved it all. I gave up my best friends for ones that I can’t always 



trust. Your horse’s always your trusting best friend. And if I am crying now it’s not that I am sad, 
it’s that I am happy. 

I have to lie...! 

I am nothing- nothing, but a complete liar, a wide-ranging slut, and a total baby! 

#- hostage: (Galloping, Groping, Gulping) 

Chapter: 66 

Shadow People 

I search for my sunglasses in my purse to cover my crying eyes. I just said it was to keep 
the glare out of my eyes when I put them on. I look in the visor mirror, and I see Liv smiling at 
me. Like I knew she was going to cry, yet really, I wanted to see if my makeup was okay. I start 
to tune myself out I don’t hear the phones going off. I can’t hear their laughter or chirpy voices. I 
can’t see the houses mshing by or the cars, I just close my eyes and fade away in my daydreams. 

Maybe I’ll tell her that I wish I was the girl I used to be, but at the same time, I know that 
I won’t dare. She would think I was crazy. They all would. Jenny might just say- ‘Okay if you 
feel that way, you can go back to flowing me around like my shadow. 

Go- go, be with all the losers or the sped, and don’t think about coming back.’ I don’t 
want that either. It gets quiet, and I open my eyes, and I keep quiet, just looking out the window, 
as it steams up and I have to keep wiping it with my palm. 

The light outside is faint and soggy-looking like the sun is attempting to roll over the 
horizon of tree-covered hills and peeking into the valleys. The day is overcast like the sun is too 
lazy to get out of bed and wake itself up. 

The shadows are as piercing and jagged like needles. Like the shadow, I used to be 
wanting to be in the group of three girls following them around in awe. I watch buzzard, black 
crows, vulture circling the SUV like I am dead meat. It was a scary omen taunting me, from 
down below. I see all of the fifty or more taking off at the same time from power lines above, 
follow me like a creepy shadow of death. 

‘Sometimes, I wish I was a bird. So, I can fly far. Far, far away from here. ’ But not one 
like these... something more majestic. I was I could soar over all creation, maybe over a beach. 



flying higher, and higher until I could touch the clouds or what lies beyond. Seeing the ground 
drop away looking like puzzle pieces, or patchwork on afghan blanket flying so far away that 
nobody would know my name. 

‘It’s too stuffy in here song, please,’ Jenny says, and I shuffling through the iPod until I 
find her lady jam Iggy Azalea - Fancy, she has to sing just like her alone with the track and 
wiggle butt to the beat in the set. Yet like I am getting tired of this song. Nevertheless, I keep my 
eyes open, because this is worth watching. I should video this and put it on YouTube or 
Facebook! Yet I have supersized that her theme song isn’t Sisqo- Thong Song, maybe-1 guess 
that is to the 1990s for her. After Jenny was done embarrassing herself, Maddie finds- The Ting 
Tings - That's Not My Name. We all can sing along to that one like morons. Yet we let Jenny 
take the I- phone, and we do the lines, Jenny does the nettles! That where I draw the line and do 
that, yet not the other crap that freaks with your mind. 

By the time we pull into the long covering driveway, that winds past the lower parking 
area just a row down from the faculty lot we hit Senior Lane. I’m feeling better, just thinking of 
what might happen today has got me in the a-okay mood, even though Jenny’s cursing F- 
Baum’s and Maddie complaining that one later will she have so many that they will withhold her 
diploma. 

And she has- to go to summer school at her own expense. Its Friday yet can tell know of 
the kids give a crap about being here, I know that we will all have detention and it’s already two 
minutes after the first bell. Yet with Jenny, I know she’ll get us out of it, someway somehow. 
Even if her mom has to do favors, with the staff, or pay big money will get out of it. 

Everything and everybody look’s so ordinary, just like another Friday. The only thing 
that has everyone hyped up about is that it is love-o-grams day. 

I know that because it’s Friday, will Shy will be coming from house Kevin Peteai’s home, 
sure enough, I see them, ducking through the cars holding hands to go sit up on the wall to make 
out before the first period starts. They have a hard time being about, she wears his class ring like 
it’s something to be proved of... yet really, it’s not. 1 know he cheats on her like it happened last 
night. I saw him with a freshman, and they were going at it like bunnies. Oh no, I am not going 
to say anything she dislikes me as it is. 



I see Lizzy making her way up to the door with Johnny Kacatomes like they have been 
dating forever. When it has not been any more than three days. Nikkei and Jacky both have loser 
boyfriends, yet they think their asses are something else, most boys don’t want to mess with that. 
Nikkei has pimples all over there face, and Jacky has nasty braces on her teeth and she drools 
and lisps when she talks. Boys don’t like girls that have braces, you can understand why. Yet he 
doesn’t seem to mind, even though Scotty Smalls had to go to the ER with her attached. I bet be 
loves expanding that one to his mom and dad. You can see photos of it on Facebook! I am 
friends with everyone, I have over 3,000 FB-er’s. I am sure we all are going to cut and run the 
fence. Yet I am not sure at what time we are going to do it. 

I was looking at Jenny as she was pulling on my hair after I slapped her crossed the face. 
Telling me that I was so wrong yet I? Yet this is all one big freaked up the dream, T am not the 
one that is to blame, here am I?’ I not relaxing at all at this point fearing that I have made some 
big mistake, Yes, 1 see my sis over there giggling like a little girl, and it is starting to piss me off. 

Yet, she is still making out with Ray, and I am slicked by it. (It’s not a dream, which 
small voice inside me screamed.) I look at Kellie she said this what I want can you be happy for 
me, and leave us alone! I can do what the hell ever I want. T can kiss anyone, I what also! And 
you’re not going to stop me, what do you say to that, go suck it. I see all the boys I could be with 
and I know what I have been missing out on. I could kiss each and everyone if I wanted to, and 
make them bend me over too. I see Ray standing over in tbe parking lot. 

I was looking at Jenny as she was pulling on my hair after I slapped her crossed the face. 
Telling me that I was so wrong yet I? Yet this is all one big freaked up the dream, T am not the 
one that is to blame, here am I?’ I not relaxing at all at this point fearing that I have made some 
big mistake, Yes, I see my sis over there giggling like a little girl, and it is starting to piss me off. 
Yet she is still making out with Ray, and I am slicked by it. (It’s not a dream, which small voice 
inside me screamed.) I look at Kellie she said this what I want can you be happy for me, and 
leave us alone! I can do what the hell ever I want. T can kiss anyone I what also! And you’re not 
going to stop me, what do you say to that, go suck it. I see all the boys I could be with and I 
know what I have been missing out on. I could kiss each and everyone if I wanted to, and make 
them bend me over too. I see Ray standing over in the parking lot. All it seems am tripping and 
marry-go-rounding. 

I am blinded by tbe light I say out loud. 



That is when she starts singing- 

Revved up like a deuee Another runner in the night. 

Blinded hy the light. Revved up like a deuee Another runner in the night. 

‘And I am like what?’ 

Chapter: 67 

Titanium 

In hed, it’s the start of yet another repotting day, I don’t have much to say, I just wish 
everyone would go away, come whatever, and what may, I just want to say- with Madilyn only, 
and never he lonely again. 

Jenny, who’s tugging on my hand and tossing down on me as she is looking down 
impatiently beside me, with her hair falling on my face, that I’m an only dream (Yet it was not a 
dream all to me.) I wanted to say that I had this amazing dream, about a girl she dislikes, like I 
could feel her like I could see her like she was crazily coming through me have I lost my mind, 
she’s not here, or is she? It’s like I can even hear her giggle out of my mouth, and I start to relax. 
It’s all a dream; as I roll over knowing this girl is like side me, and inside my mind she is, having 
missionary sex with me, I feel the thrusting she is doing it for me, I kiss the plow and I feel her 
lips and tongue going in my mouth, I feel my clitoris mb up and down on the soft plow beneath 
me until I come so hear I can even breath yet it’s her voices and birth coming out of me. I feel 
myself reaching for my dildo and yet I feel in it not me in my body complaining me to do this it 
is Madilyn I feel her on the inside, I slime it on the floor on my glass mirror and I feel like I am 
having sex with her even if it a boy-sh thing to do. 

I feel my face tighten her then it does down there, I feel myself going up and down faster 
and faster, I can’t breathe- it wonderful-1 hear my name- yet it not me- saying it out of my 
mouth it is here, it’s like the only she figured out how to be with me, yet I feel nuts saying this to 
Jenny, yet I feel I have to tell someone. 

Then I just roll Jenny off me and show her what happens and she doesn’t get I am on my 
backside and I am screaming my head off and I know that Madilyn is there yelling forme, just to 
me, and being a butt about it. Jenny said nice retired impressions or Maggie. 



Damn, do you all ways come to that herd? Look at the glass and then Madilyn inside me 
make me get down and licks it up. Umm- yummy! I hear ough- gross- what the freak, even I 
don’t do that! In its vibrating a crossed the floor, yet all hard and pink. I wish it would have been 
the glass one at least my dad would have asked- if-1 was jack hamming the hardwood floor. 

Jenny said that what she said and my dad rolls his eyes and walks out smiling, like girls-1 don’t 
get it two beats and where done. 

Jenny opens the lining of my old band jacket and said I didn’t know you had four or them. 

She takes one and it wiggles back and forth, I start gigging even though it was not me 
doing it, yet I had one in my hand to, so we just started jousting with them. And my flung out 
into the hallway where my sis said ‘I’ll keep this one for myself. I didn’t know you had all these.’ 
And I see my dad walk up with one eyebrow up- like what the hell! How did you get all these? 
‘My silly like sis asked- ‘At the mail with a group of girlfriends your dumb crap we hid them 
with dolls in the same box.’ There I am spared eagle and my dad looking up the black hole 
saying good god, that’s not right. I and the girls even took a photo just to see if the body get it. 

Nevertheless, to most all they see is the cute doll inside and not what it hides behind. 

That is, when my dad walks into the room and looks in the black jacket and pulls out the little 
pink bolt vibrate, I could have crap and pissed myself. My mom walks in the door and without 
missing a beat said- ‘That’s kinda-hot!’ My dad slaps himself on the forehead and said what 
happened to my little girl. 

I am thinking of Madilyn dreaming about her constantly, she is on my mind day and 
night. Yet she is not the only one I see in my mind at this point that could be the one. Her 
giggling laugh, yet his sweet smile gets me through. However, Rays can do this forme. 

Nevertheless, is it all a dream? In this dream I am relaxed, yet I can’t see that far ahead of 
me. What do I want? I don’t know I feel as if I am deeming, nevertheless I know that this is not 
so. I can kiss anybody I want to, and as we walk past groups of guys or girls and I can check 
them off in my head, as I see all the lovely colors. I could kiss and freak each and everyone if I 
wanted to day in and day out. 

I see Ray standing in the comer talking to Jenny and I think, and now Marcel talking to 
my sis and it’s starting to piss me off, his mine b’'‘tch! Or is he, hell I need to figure out what I 
want, or what I need. I could walk up to him right now and slap off his glasses right off his face. 



I know that I am tall enough to reach his face, yet I was hoping she would after I saw him 
smacking her ass as if it was mine. Would it make any differences? Do I care? Maybe? Why? 
Why is a question that has known the answer? 

I have nothing look at me, I know-1 pull my pockets out and a nickel and a dime fall out. 
I am not okay with that at all, yet do I have a choice- like-1 have a choice here, like my great 
grandmother in the past. She had to make them they were not easy. It’s all the same hex, only the 
names have changed. I don’t know where the idea comes from, she had like I don’t get the ones I 
am having either, I wonder if sometimes in this dream I am having if it is if I don’t see her 
standing before me in stunning white. Then that voice said to me ‘It’s not a dream as I see her 
descending to me. What does she have to say to me? 

Should I be scared?’ That is when they all came down after she said this... 

‘Why?’ 

‘Why are you doing this to yourself?’ 

‘What?’ 

I asked impatiently! ‘Don’t talk to me that way.’ ‘What way?’ Did I just get angled 
b*tch-slapped? ‘What the hell?’ Do you talk to your mother with that mouth, speaking of the 
places it has been? ‘Um-hello you did it- remember silly! ’ oh yeah that’s right... maybe not. 

Why am I here then? Don’t do what I did, you feel nothing pain, and maybe it not all on you. ‘I 
would have never kissed a girl where you did!’ Oh- yeah you did? I just got b*tch slapped again! 

I saw fifty shad of gay! And not the sucky movie. 

I just want to which the movie ‘Pitch Perfect,’ yet it was playing in my mind as she plays 
with it with my hand. Yet it likes it her little hand doing it! I can even small here though my 
breathing ever so deeply. She is all I ever want yet so far away, yet so close to me she is my body 
or so it seems to me as the dead girl, or am 1 dead? 

Yesterday morning, I felt the same way, I saw Madilyn in the comer with her hand 
wrapped around ray and it pisses me off so much you have no idea. I wanted her arm wrapped 
around my waist not his, or even the other way around; I don’t know what I want at this point. 
She was smiling and giggling about something stupid that he said like used to do with me, it 



makes me sick she is mine, I can stand it, him breathing on her and kissing her nick hell I 
thought she was gay. 

I am the one that wants to be nuzzled up against her. He was bending down to kiss her, 
and I so wanted to kick him dead in the ass hole. Payback is a b*tch, is not! She looks up and 
sees me, yet does she care at this point or am I dream yet another dream, that’s even more 
freaked than the last. She was looking me with goo-goo eyes, yet kissing him or was he kissing 
her? What going on and what is going down. Then he takes my hand and drags him over to him, 
pushing other people out of the way, then make both kiss him at the same freaking time- the 
same freaking time! What’s wrong with an asshole! 

Jenny was looking over our shoulder saying damn! Just what I always wanted a three- 
way with Ray and Madilyn in the hallway. I don’t know what is turning me on anymore. I see 
getaway and get off, and that what they both said they were turning to do. And everyone in the 
hallway has that simple smile on their face, like- oh yeah. 

I search for my sunglasses in my purse to cover my crying eyes. I just said it was to keep 
the glare out of my eyes when 1 put them on. 1 look in the visor mirror, and I see Liv smiling at 
me. Like I knew she was going to cry, yet really, I wanted to see if my makeup was okay. I start 
to tune myself out I don’t hear the phones going off. I can’t hear their laughter or chirpy voices. I 
can’t see the houses rushing by or the cars, I just close my eyes and fade away in my daydreams. 
Maybe 

I’ll tell her that I wish I was the girl I used to be, but at the same time, I know that I won’t 
dare. She would think I was crazy. They all would. Jenny might just say- ‘Okay if you feel that 
way, you can go back to flowing me around like my shadow. Go- to be with all the losers or the 
sped, and don’t think about coming back.’ I don’t want that either. It gets quiet, and I open my 
eyes, and I keep quiet, just looking out the window, as it steams up and I have to keep wiping it 
with my palm. 

The light outside is faint and soggy-looking like the sun is attempting to roll over the 
horizon of tree-covered hills and peeking into the valleys. The day is overcast like the sun is too 
lazy to get out of bed and wake itself up. The shadows are as piercing and jagged like needles. 
Like the shadow, I used to be wanting to be in the group of three girls following them around in 
awe. I watch buzzard, black crows, vulture circling the SUV like I am dead meat. It was a scary 



omen taunting me, from down below. I see all of the fifty or more taking off at the same time 
from power lines above, follow me like a creepy shadow of death. 

‘Sometimes I wish I was a bird. So, I can fly far. Far, far away from here. ’ But not one 
like these... something more majestic. I was I could soar over all creation, maybe over a beach, 
flying higher, and higher until I could touch the clouds or what lies beyond. Seeing the ground 
drop away looking like puzzle pieces, or patchwork on afghan blanket flying so far away that 
nobody would know my name. 

‘It’s too stuffy in here song, please,’ Jenny says, and I shuffling through the iPod until I 
find her lady jam Iggy Azalea - Fancy, she has to sing just like her alone with the track and 
wiggle butt to the beat in the set. Yet like I am getting tired of this song. 

Nevertheless, I keep my eyes open, because this is worth watching. I should video this 
and put it on YouTube or Facebook! Yet I am supersized that her theme song isn’t Sisqo- Thong 
Song, maybe-1 guess that is to the 1990s for her. After Jenny was done embarrassing herself, 
Maddie finds- The Ting 

Tings - ‘That's Not My Name.’ We all can sing along to that one like morons. Yet we let 
Jenny take them Liv, and we do the harmonies. I know how to play that on my pink fender gaiter 
it sits in the comer of my room that is trashed. 

By the time we pull into the long covering driveway, that winds past the lower parking 
area just a row down from the faculty lot we hit Senior Lane. I’m feeling better, just thinking of 
what might happen today has got me in an a-okay mood, even though Jenny’s cursing F-Baum’s 
and Maddie complaining that one more late will she have so many that they will withhold her 
diploma. And she has to go to summer school at her own expense. Its Friday yet can tell know of 
the kids give a crap about being here, I know that we will all have detention and it’s already two 
minutes after the first bell. Yet with Jenny, I know she’ll get us out of it, someway somehow. 
Even if her mom has to do favors, with the staff, or pay big money will get out of it. 

Everything and everybody look are so un-ordinary to me now, it’s just like another 
Friday, I get freaked by her and miss her and then I hook-up and feel bad- about leaving her at 
home when it could have been on hot ass date. The only thing that had everyone hyped up yet 
not me about this day going over was the stupid love-o-grams. I could give a freak! I know that 
because it’s Friday and the fourteenth, I feel for the ones that don’t have anyone I have someone 



all feel like she is come down in me, like designing in and reiterating out just Like an angel in 
the night, feeling everything about you to see if you’re okay. Hell, you should see them 
sometimes at the game they have a love-hate relationship, sucking face one-minute sucking 
someone else ass the next. 

Shy will be coming from form her house to Kevin Peteai’s home, I don’t have a car, yet 
I’ll get to ride with on if I ride them for it, sure enough- sure enough-1 see them driving passed 
in there crappy car at some point, as I duck through the cars trying not to get hit and maybe 
secretary holding hands with Madilyn to go sit up on the wall to make out before the first period 
starts. 


They have a hard time being about, she wore his class ring like it’s something to be 
proved of... yet really, it’s not. I know he cheats on her like it happened last night. I saw him 
with a freshman, and they were going at it like bunnies. Oh no, I am not going to say anything 
she dislikes me as it is. 

I see Lizzy making her way up to the door with Johnny Katnessachi like they have been 
dating forever. You can see by the way they're making out like just freaking have the baby in the 
hallway. When it has not been any more than three days. 

Nikkei and Jacky both have loser boyfriends, yet they think their asses are something else, 
most boys don’t want to mess with that. Nikkie Gattia has pimples all over her face, and Jacky 
Valgeil has nasty braces on her teeth and she drools all over, yet she still kisses some of the loser 
boys, yet there was this nasty time when, us girls got her hooked up that she got her braces a 
cough in boys forsaken, and I was like it happen to the best of us, and lips were shaken as talking 
not realizing I was the still thing about Ray. 

Boys don’t like girls that have braces, you can understand why. Yet he doesn’t seem to 
mind, even though Scotty Smalls had to go to the ER with her attached. I bet he loves expanding 
that one to his mom and dad. You can see photos of it on Facebook! I am friends with everyone, 

I have over 3,000 FB-ers. I am sure we all are going to cut and run the fence. I see another girl 
named Ellody Lays, snagging her tank strap on a part of the face that was cut open, to get out, 
yet she is using it to get in on time. She’s not going to make it. 

I see Madilyn giving me- a big thumbs up, from over a crossed the way. I can see that she 
is wearing the same pair dirty rose pink flats she’s had for- a zillion years, because she wears 



them every single day, even though there are so many holes in them you can see what color 
socks she’s wearing, and they're usually mismatched; one stripped and one polka-dotted. The 
same can he said for her skirt it’s got many rips and is what I would call filthy, I can see her haby 
blue thong panties as she walks by looking at the tear. Knowing that I give those to her so the 
girls would lay off on picking at her; like her mom only by her stuff from Goodwill when she has 
the money too. I watch her go rushing by, with her books pressed up against her boobs, knowing 
that the tank top she is wearing went out for style more than five years ago. Nonetheless, she is 
heading for the main structure, content in who she is, I wish I had her confidence. Madilyn is just 
Madilyn... she is one girl that I secretory look up too. Yeah, it’s safe to say she is my girl cmsh, 
yet nobody needs to no. 

Like underneath all the ratty clothing, and regardless of what everyone one says about her, 
she is one hot, sensual, and totally cute girl, in my min d. She is so much win to hang with, we 
have so much that we like about one another the list could go on forever. Even though I have 
girlfriends that are so- popular were not always together, really all they want to do is a party and 
hook up and that gets old fast with me. Madilyn is just different... 

Every time we are done doing it, (I say-1 love you my awesome nard-Madi-lyn) 

(Shush!) 

I look at her like- Do you see me here with my one finger up to my lips, hitting the tip of 
my nose? You’re my dirty little secret. You and I, we have to keep this undercover. I was 
thinking as she winks at me with those big bright eyes, and then she walks in the door. 

Jenny- ‘Eooks at me saying- ‘What that freak was that all about.’ 

I said- ‘I think she was just picking a wedgie.’ 

The girls were like- ‘Oh? Ooo-okay?’ 

Jenny said- ‘Oh that’s good, a butt picker scratch and sniffer!’ 

I just roll my eyes, like- you- poor girl, you can’t win no matter how hard you try. 

Seeing all these things- like the kids, the school, the way everything looks tome, makes 
me feel a million times better, and I start thinking maybe all of yesterday- everything that 



occurred, everything that I thought happened - was just some kind of stretched crazy drawing out 
a peculiar dream. Like maybe the girls were right like maybe it never happened at like I thought 
it did. And yet that small voice inside me was saying: it wasn’t a dream, just look into your eyes 
to see the light, to be reminded. Seeing is believing yet at this point, I don’t know if what- I have 
seen is believable. I even question- if I am dreaming now, or if I am living this out. 

Jenny travels down the senior lane like it’s a race track doing forty or more, even though 
there’s zilch of a chance of finding a parking spot up here. Stop and start in jolts, to see if you 
see one to ram into. It’s a religious conviction for her to do so, and if there is nothing here, we go 
for a teacher spot. And if we don’t find something their Jenny will go for their grass or even a 
handicap. Jenny even banged Mr. Mentally so she would get detention for parking in his spot or 
so she claimed she did. The guy is like sixty-1 didn’t think he had it in-um. Yet Jenny said she 
was on top and did all the work. That’s a visual I didn’t need. 

My stomach feels like I have little swimmer inside it. When we pass that one spot from 
the stadium about three cars in, and I see the orange Chevy tmck next to us, with all the damages, 
that I saw- in what I thought was a dream. 

I didn’t know if I should-just cry or scream- run or hide. 

Before I could blink... 

Jenny said- ‘Sucking crap, I could have thrown my coffee at Madilyn today when I 
passed her before gettingyou, Kar.’ I said- ‘Oh well crap happens. Hum-1 wonderwhat 
happened here?’ 

Jenny said- ‘The dumb ho must have sideswiped someone.’ 

I said- ‘I think it was the other way around.’ 

Jenny- ‘Oh you’re an expert on truck damage?’ 

I whipped- ‘No.’ 

Liv-1 want to be a Bella. 

You sing about as good as blondie- what was her name? 

Liv- Avery- 



Maddie-No Aubrey- 


Karly-1 have the DVD now I want the star nickels. 

The second one sucked old man balls. 

The Liv said I think the redhead is sexy! She has blue eyes I never- ever seen 
combination before. 

Maddie-1 want the girl in my pants, I think she is so lovely, I love everything about her, I 
would love to spend some time with her! And start to sing ‘Laid’ by James so loudly that 
everyone could hear me scream out that high note like I do when I do get laid. I even feel I have 
the same vibrato as she does. Yet I never get the time of day she to freaking moody and 
mysterious for my liking. 

#- Hashtag: (High-notes, troublemakers, and all lady singers) 

I love to sing yet nobody knows or thinks I can... Just like the girl from that movie, it not 
even on the album for its full initiatory. I have even added my lyrics just because I can relate. 

Chapter: 68 

Shout it out! 

You shout it out (Titanium) You shout it out, but I can't hear a word you say I'm talking 
loudly, with nothing to say I'm criticized but all your bullets ricochet; you shoot me down, but I 
get up. I'm bulletproof, nothing to lose, fire away, fire away... Ricochet, you take your aim. Fire 
away, fire away... You shoot me down but I won't fall-1 am titanium! 

You shoot me down but I won't fall... I am titanium stone-heart, broken-heart, shattered- 
heart-1 am the thinks I am smart, slammed down, pushed around, by someone like you smashing 
my heart and hitting the ground - broken glass, as you pass- do you hear that sound it is of 
nobody around, cutting glass, the blood spilled- yet I am still titanium. Hart ripped out- and I 
shout I am titanium! They call out- the all can hear us now; they stare and I pout... I glare-1 hear 
she’ll never going to be titanium. Cut me down, I still don’t make a sound I am titanium! I 
mn.. .Cut me down, it goes around but titanium! 



Facedown... But it's you who'll have further to fall Haunted love and Ghost town. Yet I 
want to fall for someone that is Titanium- a Ghost town, and haunted love Soft voice, soft look. 
All the sticks and stones may have broken my hones. They were talking loud not saying much, I 
was afraid and could not say... Now is the day, went through all the dismay. But I have nothing 
to lose Fire away, and have it all ricochet, take your aim... Fire away, you shoot me down hut I 
won't fall-1 am titanium. You can try to shoot me down... But I never fall 

I am titanium... 

I am titanium... 

I am titanium... 

You shout me out, but I can't hear a word you say. Yet okay I not doing much 

I'm traumatized but all your bullets don’t all bonce away. You shoot me down, but I’m 
not always getting back up. I'm not bulletproof, I had everything to lose 

Fire away, another day... They don’t all Ricochet, you take me away, say what you want 
to say, fire away. You take me down, without any sound... Other than that, of titanium... Fall to 
the ground, yet I am still titanium. Cut me down... But it's you who'll have further to fall... 

Ghost town and haunted love... Raise your voice, sticks and stones may break my bones, I'm 
talking loud not saying much. I'm bulletproof, nothing to lose. Fire away, fire away, Ricochet, 
you take your aim... Fire away, fire away. You shoot me down but I won't fall-1 am titanium... 

You shoot me down but I won't fall... 

Get out- drop out- missed out-by the one that shouts- my name it’s not the same, It all 
the same, to them- they can all go down with the flames, picture frames, shattered farms, not all 
the same, you’re the one in them to blame, playing your game, feeling my sham- look what’s left 
of me that remains- all the tears, all the fears, and the one the heart with suspicious ears. 

Cut me down... 

I am titanium... 

I bulletproof, you have something to choose, I am titanium 

You’ll bruise, I’ll be amused when you all lose, I am the one that is Titanium 



You no find of mine... Will 1 find something to eall all mine? 

The is the time it might- be if I fight... What is time, when you’re in rewind? 

Your mine, you’ll be the one that is fine; When you’re all mine 

So, kind- Like Titanium... You never be the girl that is... Titanium... (I ominously said 
to myself.) 

#- Hashtag: (YouTube cover) Sia 

I reason- with my head; She got that last spot because, we’re so late today, or so 1 do 
believe it would have happened again, and I would be squashing my ripped-up nails into my 
palms like before. Duplicating what I did before to myself, once again I say in my mind, I am 
only dreamed this the last time because if it would have taken place, I wouldn’t have any nails 
left after bitten them off. None of this has happened before, so maybe it’s was all a dream. And 
then I heard that eerie voice inside saying: You’re not dreaming. 

‘Feeling all the holes inside of me’ 

Chapter: 69 

Haunted Love 

Would you remember me like this...? 

I feel 1 can do whatever I want when the freak I want to screw the world and death at this 
point. 1 can kiss anybody I want to boy or girl, I am so going to hell I feel, and don’t even care, 1 
know my grandmother would not like that one, yet I never met her anyways so freak off, b*tch. I 
am going to get b*tch-slapped so hard I just know it. 

That is when I see her Nevaeh demanding down to me in what I thought was another 
dumb butt dream of me repeating one day of my freaked young life, or maybe 1 Just blacked out- 
a little after sing so freaking high, I feel I have been out of it for a while- dazed and confused. 
She said- ‘She had a girlfriend like me and to love her and not think about what could happen if I 
would go the other way. I had the scent of lilies surrounding me- or so it seemed. She said if you 
love that boy then be true to him- and stop playing the lonely heart game.’ I just said- Well I shut 
everybody out. Don't take it, person. It's just easier. And I loved the way Brittany Snow's finally 



I took control of how she wanted to be... I know that I have been hard on everyone here. Nevaeh- 
Yes for being you- yet... be you! 

Why do I say freak the world Lizzy doll is the only girlfriend I feel is my real friend in 
this world she’ll go to the grave with me and know the hurt and pain I have gone through? She 
has rad hair that is all kinds of crazy and goes every which way spring-like, she has green eyes, 
that are big and goggle-a-ley, Lizzy doll has a sweet wavy smile that brightens my day even, 
even when her arm goes every which way, what can I say, if I want to cry my eyes out or pout or 
shout. I know someday have passed I’m not bleeding out anymore, and that is just fine by me, 
you can do anything motive it. 

She is all I need, other than that one that I need to find, that is sweet and kind, so hard to 
find, yet she plays with-in my mind... or do-1 like to want him instead. In my dream, I am 
falling forever through the darkness. Falling, falling, falling. Is it still falling if it has no end? Yet 
I am holding her along with my doll. Her teeth are so white they’re glowing. Everything about 
her is awesome, just look at her with my eyes. She was all I ever really need yet she is in a girl’s 
body, why can’t she be a boy and look like that and act like that why are most boy fagots. Sorry 
if that insults someone yet you can shove a two by four up your butt and feel it splinter if it fits, 
and 1 am sure 1 can make it do just that, stop being a p*ssy- yet look who’s talking here. (Freak 
you all!!!) I have lived this day for attesting fourteen days now like holy piss just moves on 
already. 

Her teeth are so white they’re glowing she has blue eyes that are shining also so wistful. 
‘Miss. Edanella gives out the essay assignments today I can’t spell sometimes I think I am 
dyslexic?’ 

‘So, What?’ Godsend me here to piss the hole would off- I’m so confused it takes me a 
second to grasp she’s talking about English class, (Blah blah- blah- ba- blah-1 make that move 
with my eyes, she looks and I said either wake-up or get out and I say- Freak you in the ass here 
my d*ick!) I shrug my shoulders upward-moving my head to the one side and give a side was 
grin that is misgiven throwing both hands up and outward, blinking my eyes rapidly. 

Anna Camp- ‘I knew it! I knew she had one!’ Yeah, suck it, b*tch! You have a freaked- 
up clit! Teacher- Leave and by the way you expelled, ‘Don’t feel bad teach- all retired try 



sharpening their pencil in their bum hole!’ ‘GET OUT OF MY CLASSROOM NOW!’ (I flip the 
bird and hip my chest doing the Nirvana piece out.) 

Yet the Anna get nothing like always as she can even sing a note, I’ve heard that off 
sounding crap in the cores room, like I know I can blow that away too. Like I can blow all the 
minds. ‘The essay assignments suck I rip it up into confetti and throw in backward as I walk out 
the door. And I mn to the bathroom and brake down all over again-1 can take any more of this- 
for real. ‘I missed a period; it is only fourteen days late or so I think it could be eighty-eight for 
all I know.’ Olivia- Liv runs out of the room, not giving-a-crap about her work, and she finds me 
sitting in the comer of the bathroom holding my doll that I had hidden in my handbag. She 
nudges to me and Lizzy doll and says hey you okay-1 didn’t know you still had that thing what 
her name Matilda? 

What? 

Know- sorry she looks like that one in that movie, our eyes meet me and then look away, 
saying ‘you’ll be an okay baby girl’ That is when she sees Jenny walking out of the sped stall 
talk on about her ‘One hell of smelly poop.’ ‘God that crap would make you cry.’ She is waving 
her hand back and forth. Damn Liv said- walking in yet I must have tuned it out. 

You’re a psychosexual I said, what? I feel stupid and contagious, you know what- Oh 
well, whatever, never-mind. I mn out of the bathroom Lizzie doll is clasped tightly to me in my 
arms. As we walk past groups of guys one girl, I check them off in my head - Marshall Adams, 
Suzanne Kendrick, and Robert King/ Andrews- he has two sets of parents-1 didn’t want to kiss 
any of the boys I wanted to right now I am contented, or am I? Or do I want to feel Marcel all up 
inside me, feel all that loneliness and tightness. I want to feel all that too yet I don’t want to leave 
Madalynn for I feel safe, in her body too, for she is just like me on the inside. 

I even heard Suzanne Kendrick say, ‘I am going to shove Jack Paterson head downwards 
and make hem suck of Steffen Myer for freaking some other girl last night, and stealing my 
typewriter that was my pap’s It’s an 1888 corona it’s all copper and crap, it sat in his study 
underneath Tomas Andrews painting.’ What even more freaked up Robert King/ Andrews’s said 
isn’t that insect...? ‘Like- you freaked your fourteen-year-o Id-cuz...?’ ‘Yah main I did!’Inthe 
ass hole... I looked up... tears mnning down- with that holy freak balls look on my face- and I 
rain-1 rain so far away! I couldn’t talk to all the boys I want to for they all were laughing at me. 



or Lizzy and herring me talking to myself, how to explain a girl is inside you, and you’re starting 
to feel sexily confused. 

I lean forward to tell Jenny this- and then she said you’re not dreaming this, yet, I am not 
sure what you mean. Was yesterday and all the day before a dream too? I see my sis standing in 
a comer with her arm around Ray’s waist. She’s amused and he’s leaning down to nuzzle her lips. 
She looks up at that moment and sees me watching them. I walk past crying and Ray asks and 
thi nks it’s over h im . 

I rain so far away that I was in the elementary side of the school, where Ray loves to find 
his little sluts. Yet I would have never guessed that my little sis was the one and only girl on his 
knock-off list. I see them in the comer talking to one another and I think to myself... and about 
the time I do, I find that I am waking up in my bed naked all over again. Kissing the pillows and 
dry humping them too- ‘Good- what happened to me?’ 

It like I am being kissed and can look into her eye, and it wouldn’t make a difference it 
was not my hand my mom saw finger myself as she walks past my open bedroom door. However, 
how do I explain that I hear voices, inside my head of my dream lover, she likes- ‘Why don’t 
you just use one of those may vibrate you have and get it over with! ’ ‘I just roll my eyes saying 
get out- Good!’ When- how- who and what- when did I get back in bed, is it a new day; or the 
same day all over again? 

I don’t know where the idea comes from, of me even doing this with the door open 1 
mean really- I would never kiss and make out with my bed pillow, yet it doesn’t feel like a dream 
and yet I feel so dream as this is happening with my eyes closed. She is there- but I could if I 
wanted to so she could see me all naked and such, I know she is looking through my eyes just 
like focused cameras on my lady parts, she has the equipment and the skills to pull this off on her 
PC- it's creepy- nonetheless kind of adorable all at the same time- at the same damn time. 

Somewhere- I’m lying stretched out under a warm blanket on a big bed surrounded by, 
my hands folded down around my boobs, sleeping in her arms, yet it's only my pillow or is it... 
so, 1 feel it next to me, ever so nude also. Speaking of boobs, they were being squeezed not by 
me yet with my hands hard and pushed together, like never before in a toe-curling orgasm and 
they all wiggle individually. 



‘I am on the other end of this... doing all this all of that- it’s all I ever wanted to her, I felt 
her come twenty times over and over, getting stronger, faster and harder- loving every 
stimulating moment, her movements, her legs spread open as far as they will go, her back 
arching upwards, her feet pushing forward- ah- her breathing- her coming nonstop- like me... the 
sexy voice she has it was coming out of my mouth. She said- ‘YES- finally I can do this with 
you is what I heard her say! Where both naked! In each other’s arms! All I have to do is put my 
thumbs together and kiss them going up and down ever so nicely and slowly for this program I 
am using feel just like I am going down on her, just like I can feel her vagina to it like she is 
having sex me her being on top, pushing back towards the headboard- feeling her eyes rolling 
up- she did it through mine.’ 

So- adorable! She always was to me. 

Who am I? I think you know- right? 

I can’t say for- well-1 may get sued...? 

Stay with me: she said- not wanting me to get out of bed- stay with the thoughts of her 
mining through my head, stay home with instead, I feel at this point someday we will be wed. So, 
the song lyric I just wrote for her readers and I said. 

Are feel of being self-assurance is- forever and never letting go! 

(Stay with me) 

My day just splits again, and I am at the table sitting with the girls, Jenny is hearing me 
say all this. ..lam saying at lunch to all of them not leaving out one gross detail- and Jenny said- 
‘Damn I have loaded in my undies right now just leasing to this crap.’ Liv and Maddie are 
kissing like to ribbed- hot- b*tch dogs in heat over it, so yeah it hot. I said- ‘I am coming - OH- 
hh-Aaa- UM-mmm-COME-meeting!!! ’ So loud that I know that the rooms in the apartments 
could hear me, one even said back my god- yet miss Wilddickersion is eighty-eight I know who 
you are... a girl over there, rolled my eyes feeling so award.’ 

I am so going to hell for this-1 said out loud. Do you ever look back over the crap you 
say, and say what the freak was I thinking? I just had the thought of this crap I am saying. Jeimy 



said- nope not really- my dad hears me coming all the time so- like last night he said- ‘Stop it! 
You’re going to go throw your bedroom floor girl, and it’s four in the morning! 

‘Yet I hear their freaking headboard hitting my wall- but- but that’s okay?’ I said about to 
have the old b*tch over in the next apart room there getting off too- ‘We all do’ -said Maddie 
and Olivia. Have you ever had the cops come, over that crap? Jenny said- ‘Well- freak know- 
Maybe...? I’ve done an officer here at the school, said Jenny proudly, so the whole cafeteria 
could hear her. Hey- Jeimy- no one cares to hear about you being a slutty ho,’ Said - Marcel, 
yelling it at table or two away. Maddie- ‘So was it that good?’ ‘It’s good under the hood.’ said 
Maddie, I said the same thing too, in a different way, I said- ‘If you know what you’re doing 
down there.’ Jenny- ‘I- am- the- one that showed you-you b*tch, and your sis too.’ 

It’s all good! I say! Not sure if I am going to keep my nasty pizza down at this point 
really, 1 don’t want to have though played around in my mind freaking and fingering my brain. 1 
put my feet up all girly and per-die on the table, and he sits accused from me to check me out so 
why not give him what he wants, and I don’t give a crap if I am in a skirt, I spread them out 
sloughing like a dude, and Marcel turns bright red, I want him to see that, I was not wearing 
annoying underneath I know that someone took a picture of my p*ssy and all on of his freaked 
up face- yep jaw-dropping moments, good thing I shaved it! 

The teaching that was looking over us freaking fainted at the sight my va-jay-jay, is that a 
good thing? Oliva was saying please don’t fart- please don’t fart- she had the set on the other 
side of me, yet she was all pressed up to Maddie, so I knew he could see all of this- YOU-NO! I 
said- ‘Dude shut up! You’re freaking me over, and I put my one hand down between my legs, 
and start to play with myself, caressing it all around, sometimes up and down or in a little 
circular pattern, making lots of sounds. I even put my long fingers down inside and feel all the 
wetness and wroth, and I hear voices coming out of me, so he could see the come on my fingers 
unstop of my dark purple nail polish, and I come right in front of everyone, but it was only for 
him to see.’ Jenny- ‘do I see a d*ick; you need one to freak that p*ssy? I said- ‘Nah- dude that’s 
just my heart throbbing clit, and I get written up by another old b*tch teach, that must have a 
hairy one, or something like that- she has always been up against my ass hole.’ 

‘Sometimes you are as blunt as the butt end of a fork, freaking strapping you in the one 
boob!’ said- Oliva. 1 see Marcel in the lunch line making a cute all most a kiss-ie face at me, and 



I rankle up my nose and turn my head off to the right side and shake it in a short fast yet 
deliberate quiver. 

I walk up to where more than friends and this point to I hug him and the cafeteria gaps, 
he kisses me in front of everyone, and I look up before walking was saying with fluty eyes- 
(You’re such a weirdo!) Then he slaps my ass- and I could have died- or so they all thought by 
the look on my face, I love it on the inside it made me tinge. And then Marcel walks up and asks 
me to be his date at his party tonight-1 was shocked crap-less, on my face, yet I was like I 
wanted it- and I said- ‘Hell’s yes.’ The girls giggle, but not Jenny she looks at him like she could 
rip his d’'‘ick and make suck it. Maybe she even said that I am not sure I was lovesick for him. 

I AM LOVESICK!!! 

#- Hashtag: (Eating out, screaming it out, shout it out, and making out, coming out) 


Nevaeh 
Book: 10 


They Call Out 


Chapter: 70 

These are all my photos; I hope you enjoy um’. This was my life... baby! 

Like before I get in the door and the girls disperse, and Marcel and I see one another and 
it on I could not help myself all I can say is he is amazing. He takes his hand and drags him over 
to me, pushing other people out of the way back to his room. The party has started this night I am 



not out on the dance floor shaking my ass, instead, my ass is shaking for its riding up and down 
on Marcel’s hard long d*ick. 

(Holy crap he said, after about the thirty times. I knew he jizzed inside me, yet I did not 
care at this point, I did want him to pull out, it was hart even if he came as hard as I, over and 
over it went all down in.) 

Just like I always wanted it with the one that falls to me, we are soaked from head to toe, 
yet I felt someone pulling me away like always, it must be Madilyn, yet I was feeling it all, 
saying it all, even the ones on the dance floor I think could here this, and the music is rocking the 
house, yet it was all the same. Jenny- ‘busted in saying what is that nose. Are you getting 
mattered? Why him she grossed out.’ What is that small she said? 

Marcel- ‘You should know come-dumpster.’ ‘WHAT THE HELL!’ ‘SER-io-us-LYI’ I 
say in my special way. Maddie and Olivia say at the same time- at the same damn time. ‘And I 
just break into song and danced it out into the bathroom awkwardly. Hey, you can sing? You 
have a higher belt- It sounds like someone I know.’ 

I was walking all along just going for a walk outside after the party, I just felt good, I 
didn’t know if I wanted to sing, dance, and or cry; I was that happy getting to be with Marcel, so 
I when to my spot the old car in the junkyard. I have to jump the face and rip my tank top or 
something like that yet it worth it, to see my dream car, sitting there 1 not a girlie girl but 1 love 
this cute thing its sex looking like me. I found this old car at colleen’s junkyard it like right next 
door, I freak’n loved this old piece of crap, I even had sex with myself in the back seat, I took the 
old hood ornament off myself and keep it, my dad said it was off of Neveah’s dad's car, yet it 
was given to my mom and that why it just sitting outside for all the kids like me to rip the parts 
off of and sell on eBay. 

My stepmom hatted Kristen my real mother, so that is why the car ended up where it’s at, 
it was passed down yet the step-monster made sure I would never have it. My stepdad said the 
emblem is of a 1950 Nash that I found, little did I know it doesn’t go on that car yet, I think it’s a 
good fit, I was getting the car on my eighteenth birthday-1 freaked up and had to die, just like me 
in the graveyard we both are retreating away. 

My stepdads had the 1950 Nash which he said was the first real sports car and it’s all 
steel, so I put it back on his without him knowing that I did, funny maybe that why I passed 



doing something like that... it like it was meant for that car, or so he said and I did also. There is 
an old fender off what likes like to be some old ford over there too the is rusty red, I am not sure 
of the year it’s too damn old for me to know. I remember right my dad said that grand-ma 
Nevaeh went to school in something like a 1965 Cadillac Deville convertible, yet, I don’t see that 
she had like nothing, I don’t know what that thing is. Like with these old cars don’t think you 
have a seat belt, you just cracked you head off the dash of the Nash and then they wiped it off, 
and sell it to some other poor ass hole. 

(Back at school) 

I never realized that if a girl is in-like with she starts right at your Junk, then the look 
back up and if you turn around, they look at the cute butt. I say walking down the hallway out of 
the door of the lunchroom- Tt is February- yeah, what can I say, it just another freaking- freaked 
up day, who-and-ray. Oh- Oliva said- all the other girls are too busy doing whatever it is they do 
to care about me. Where are you going next? She said, T didn’t know I’d be outside.’ I pass the 
soccer fields on our right as we loop back toward Lower Lot. At this moment in time of year the 
fields are all tousled up, looking ever so dirty with a few straggly weeds, and a few patches of 
auburn grass. T feel like I’m having deja vu,’ I say once more. 

‘Flashback Fridays, Throwback Thursday Facebook, twitter Mondays- I don’t give a 
flying crap- even back to freshman year-1 don’t give a rat’s ass, you know it’s all hitting me like 
a brick in the red nose.’ Just like all the holidays I don’t freaking care what everyone does, I just 
sit in my room and pet the Kittie. 

Ha! Classic punt! ‘I’ve been having deja vu all morning, afternoon, evening, and all the 
freaking time.’ I can’t stand it anymore-1 feel like it not me doing crap anymore-1 feel freaked 
up and sore, for sure, I- myself am rubbed raw and tour, must you- some more-1 hear as I pass 
one of the windows to the cafeteria from the outside, and I say what the freak- That what I just 
said. I blurt it out yes, yes, yes- I can stop myself. Instantly I feel better I feel like it happened, 
sure that not what this is, yet it feels good to feel good. ‘Let me guess.’ Jenny brings one hand to 
her temples and frowns, pretending to concentrate. 



‘You’re having flashbacks of freaking yourself to the last time Madilyn was this 
annoying before nine a.m. you're just sick.’ They rush too to window from the inside knowing 
my sexy voice. 

‘Shut up!’ Madilyn said as she leans forward and Oliva grabs her ass as she doses, her 
arm flies up and grabs her boob, and we all start to laugh. I smile too, relieved to have spoken the 
words out loud, and maybe, I am not the only freak up girl in this school. It makes sense... I 
hope so-1 hope. 

Hey-yy-1 am-m Emallie Emersen, I feel that is time for me to speak, however really I 
can’t as good as the other girls, yet 1 am still part of the group, you can call me hearing-in-part, 
or say I have a disability it’s okay, I do, I have wires coming out of the back of my neck yet I 
still an awesome girl to get to know you I do get hell for it, and it’s going to take the right boy to 
fall to me. I don’t do the sign-language- crap, more-ever- I miss a lot like this whole thing, I 
don’t hear the music, I see and feel, I don’t hear the sounds of the kids next to me, I don’t even 
know what it sounds like to hear water in my ears, 1 was bom this way. Karly just said it was 
time to say something... ‘Hi-a! Everyone.’ I don’t talk for I don’t want anyone to thi nk I am 
restarted; I am far from that... like really! 

Karly, she said, 1 feel she is a cute-ie, blond hair- with black underneath, her eyes are 
gray yet with almost a purple cast to them, so odd, so cast it amethyst, ‘I have to learn not to talk 
so fast it all blends together, can you understand me now?’ Karly giggles because I sit all day 
making vagina hands in class and no one gets is that looks like a demand jester, not even the old 
guy or girls at the front. ‘Look at my hearing aid, ain't it nice aren't my wars perr-id-E-e! ’ I am 
looking for a boyfriend yet I can’t get on at this crappy school, I would love to have love. I feel 
that I am sweet, yet no guy gets past this little thing about me, ‘Like I mean sweet baby Jesus-1 
have boobs and a vagina too you know.’ 

‘Just because you were- was not bom with a gold spoon up your ass, doesn’t mean you 
better than me.’ One boy even said- ‘He’d thought I would short-circuit and shock his d*ick off, 
so yeah I am the virgin in the group not wanting to be.’ 

‘Gross- God-Crap!’ 

‘Don’t worry, heaters. You’ll be fine.’ 



It's only one reason why I am this way, I’m happy I decided to have sex anyways I see 
what my girlfriends do and I feel sick about it; I don’t see the fun in it anyway, I said yet it 
would be nice to be more than what I am to everyone, just because I am like this does not mean 
that I, not a girl. Gratefully, since Madilyn still a virgin it means I won’t be the very last one, 
either. 


Sometimes, I feel like out of the five of us I’m always the one tagging along just for the 
ride not hearing annoying that I should something I feel like I not even wanted by the others 
other than Karly, just there for the drive. ‘I told you it was no big thing yet it is I have heard 
some talk about Madilyn like a girl- do I have to turn to find love? I hope not I like d*ick too 
much. 


What I am girl-oaky!’ One even asked me what would sex sound like to you, my 
eyebrows neared thinking- hum I would not I can’t freaking hear it- when I am soloing. ‘My 
mom thought I was dying once.’ I said weirdly- and the boy just walked away- with a little 
sideward weird smile on his pimple face, like he enjoyed that or something. I was giggling on the 
inside too, like if you love me why would you care- ass-wipe. 

Karly- look at you crater face, makes fun of you and your flawless look at your face, I 
wish I had that. Jenny said- ‘Freak that you’ll be freaked, that’s all you’ll ever get face it.’ I don’t 
like this girl she freaked Karly over we were friends before and now we seem to be drifting apart, 
she just wants to be like that slut, and I don’t get it. ’ It makes me nervous anyway for my ‘Girly 
parts’ look different than the other girls, all tucked in and such, not seen anything thing but a 
slight and the skin of my hood hanging down, it’s all pushed together, Jenny called it- ‘A full-out 
hairy coin-slot!’ I don’t hear what people say- ‘I-find with it.’ 

And that’s why yet get a part in it's what guys like, likewise, I am a virgin too maybe just 
maybe that is why also. Jenny has made me nervous, so I count all the mailboxes as we go by. I 
wonder if by tomorrow everything will look different to me; I wonder if I’ll look different from 
other people, I hope so. This is what I want out of a boy, to do for me and it’s not asking much. I 
would love to have a boy coming me fully, I mean yes, yes, yes, please I am on my knees asking 
for this every night that I could be on my knees like my girlfriends, I feel left out and not wanted 
by anyone. And if you giving hand you want only if you fit the molded, that an asshole boy 
wants you to fit into. I asked out a cute boy saying please have sex with me at the end of the first 
date like my girlfriends do, it was not happening at all with him- and why not it should have. 



Get over here she gestured, ‘No- that is okay.’ Why-a not? ‘I mean, it’s not you... it’s 
me,’ he said. I get freaking sick of boys saying that like they get sick me saying- that’s okay I 
have a boyfriend, it’s a good cover-up. He said maybe give me some time... Make up your mind 
now, or it’s not going to be. I what I want him to do is shove it in sideways or anyway right now- 
damn why must I be so damn homy, I jeez- what gives, god it pushing me- not be okay, find me 
someone- already. ‘Um- okay- creepy.’ I don’t get it; I don’t see what I am doing wrong here. I 
feel that I getting to depart, yet can’t they see that I become a senior, and that says something 
doesn’t I am a loser over being this way, yet I did not choose to be. I feel like I am going to be a 
virgin through college, and most of my life it-1 don’t get it tonight I have to keep away from the 
shame. 


Just freak me, I said! Done is okay if I don’t look, he said-1 said sure just do it! I lost all 
respect for myself yet it’s overtime, given by the people in my school. 

So, this is it, we get down on the floor he just undoes his pants and that was it, mine her 
just pulled down some, and my boy-shorts style undies off to the one side, yet it was going to 
happen I did not care. I can say it over and done, and he can tell all his finds about it the next 
day- or maybe not... for it's me. 

He rips through me, and I scream bloody murder, not even counting down or nothing, 
‘Just popping it,’ as he said. It was so vocal and he said shut up B*TCH! I didn’t care... It was 
Ray so I get it if Karly knows I would be killed, yet I think it was a setup for me really, and that 
is sweet. She just trying to help and I get that. So not romantic- so not! Not what I wanted at all, 
like what a girl wants to feel like she is on her period when having sex for the first time. Ray had 
something down and want to try it out on me- so I was the genie-pig. 

It was so vocal on my end, not his. I felt like I was peeing it was gushing out of me, is 
this pee? 

Ray-1 feel her on the bottom, not... no crap-1 felt this tight clamping down so tight I 
could not tell her about how-1 could not pull back out... I was liking it... yet could not say, if... 
anything she was a better feeling to me than any other girls it was just that she was surely above 
not below. 



I hear her sighs and it was all right, she is too hard on herself and I have to be that way to 
keep what I got going too. I was in- feeling her sweeping feeling the wetness pushing out is he 
was rushing in; she is sighing long breath-ly and shaken with a tremble. She had such 
playfulness and bent upward to kiss me, I did and Irked it but did not let her feel that I did. If 
anything, this is the girl forme... or so I was thinking yet it can’t be. Yet you’re the girl that-a 
looks hotter to me, yet is not that good, she was not a virgin, how did that happen? 

How is she not a virgin... at her age... what is her age... I know it’s younger. I know this 
girl has not been giving handjobs at five, she was all mine, and she did know how to do that 
either. Freak you- if you think this crap is wrong to say it is what goes on in my school. 

Chapter: 71 

You going to miss me 

(My story) 

Emallie- (Number: E- 019-417491) I feel as if I am not wanted, so I ended it, now I am 
here as an angel on earth to give my story, just like Karly, I want to save her from herself and the 
other girls before she can live on, she is in the renovation passe however she doesn’t know that. I 
have nothing about me that is anything different than any other girl, I don’t even have wing yet 
not supposed to show you but, I will make the translon now so you can see, I have fallen 
downward yet should I have? 

Like we all have to, by seeing the light and having some faith in it which Karly does not- 
she may go to hell for it. I did this so I would not have to feel not wanted by others. Just 
remember boys out there that it only that’s thirty minutes for a girl come, and not three flipp’n 
hours! Like come on boys are you that dumb, I would know I been doing it all myself since I was 
ten. As on now she is going down and I never see her again, for you bam all alone, like what I 
am doing now, can I be safe too... if I was not wrong in what I did, she going to help me or so I 
feel. 


Do not buy into it, not really. Hell- with that, there is no white-sh stuff- coming out when 
she said she done then she not done, if it’s not mnning down then it not done. And boys do not 
think you need to last that long the first time, I’ve seen that with Ray with my own eyes and after 



the first take he was fifteen minutes longer, and we both hit the ending at them sometimes, so 
that has to be right, yet I was wishing that there was more I could feel that there was no need to 
be gone, 1 would have been okay with that, freak that crap- there is no need for a boy to feel that 
way, just so some asshole can make some fast money. 

I would love him just the same and if any girl has an issue with cut off your hood and see 
if you like having it mb your jeans, you not going to feel anything when making love. Or so I 
think... the girl needs to see what it should be like... not think of its right that way they think it 
should be, it’s made to be thought of that way for that what was made to be right. Kiss and 
cuddle what happen to that too! I want it!!! I need it!!! I want to feel it!!! CRAP! This was all on 
Jenny saying- that he needs to have a change made, girl gets over it! It a personal choice, not 
some girls to make, if you love them you should not care. I lived in one messed up the town! 
Where I normal and there freaked up! Can’t you see it not me? I, not the one that was the one, it 
was all of them, dude. One family, I got to crap- in my family restraint he in town. 

‘My mom bought me the abortion pill today to end it so that makes it okay.’ I don’t think 
so... that going to hell right there. I’ll see if I can get here to do what is right, yet what is right is 
what she has done... or is it? 1 asked her- ‘What would you do- make the choice what is it going 
to be.’ I get sick of looking at freaked up faces looking at me for no go reason. 

‘It is all- Bull crap!’ 

What kind of son of a h*tch are you! You are condensing prick! You’re nothing to me or 
anyone... out of this freaked up the town within this city. ‘Hey, you! Look at me mother freaker- 
ha-ha-hey- you over their mother freaker, in green- look at me- get the freak off my hack! Get 
out of my life, and that goes for you all! Why not just pop another baby on the counter and the 
have sex right after, you over there with the freaked-up face and ratty hair, clean it up some.’ 

Ask me to say that you freaked up face and I will, you better ran. Just like you in school 
seven to one, gain-banging someone like me, you need to ran, you don’t know what I have to 
outdo that number now. This is just me finally speaking my mind- its time is it not any you going 
to lesson to like it or not, ‘I have the floor.’ I get sick of little girls whispering in other girls 
saying crap about me that I cannot hear. 

So- you want to stare at me, okay- yet I am getting pissed. I am happy- always-1 was and 
you don’t want to see that. Yet smelling look simple, or so they all say and who are they! I am 



not sad, I am not accounting weirdly, I- am just being me, so think what you want! I don't care... 
what you say, leave me alone. I want to get along with everyone. So why did everyone stop it? ‘I 
don’t care anymore.’ 

Hashtag- (Out of tune, out of touch, out of chastity) 

Chapter: 72 

When I am gone 

Karly-1 think back on it my great x4 Grandmother Hope went to school on black and 
wood 1919 Ford Model T Ford, I don’t get that, there were not even windows in the piece of 
crap. And then I can get my car. My dad was telling me this unbelievable story. About this old 
car like a red 28 ford coup or so he thought. 

My dad was showing me the roof form it, somewhere down the line someone thought it 
was okay to cut up this cute little car just to be a d*ick about it, it must have been my great x4 
granddad baby that someone was jealous of, saying he wanted to pass it down yet never to 
Neveah, so he junked it out for parts, and that explains why someone wanted the rooftop. Maybe 
someone thought it was going to go to her and the sisters’ family cut it up, really-1 think that is 
how I got these parts. 

Emallie- I feel that my little nine-year-old sisters are in her room I as school, however 
since that day she’s never once stepped foot in my room. It’s a bummer she more freaked up than 
me in some ways is it not? Like- since she never surprises me by fixing up my sheets anymore, 
she leaves all that should be folded laundry or a new sundress on my bed like she did when I was 
in middle school, yet all messy and crap, but at least I know she’s not rooting through my 
drawers while I’m at school, looking for my sex toys or thongs. ‘If you want to come out here, 
why do you drag me? 

I’ll get the thermometer, and crap and say I sick,’ she says, she is- very- hyperactive, and 
more! She needs to be on Methylphenidate or (Ritalin) as they call it. She on something that I 
don’t like yet that what they say is needed. Her name is Judcel. Yet we just call her Judie, she 
hates that just say I am the boy she said, she not yet she might want to be on this crap. ‘I don’t 
thi nk I have a temperature.’ There’s a yell kicking and screaming my mom hitting my mom in 



the face, pushed in the wall and punched of is how I lost my hearing that to this little hrat... I 
was fine until she was impetus out of my mother. She should have had a d*ick it would have 
been a lot easier, than putting up with this... and get this mom is single, and on her own now 
with her. 

I think sex before marriage is not a sin. I think the big deal should be about SEX 
BEFORE LOVE. If you have been with somebody for a long time and you can easily see 
yourself growing old with them, getting married, maybe having children, then sure, I think it 
would be fine to make love. Sex is a natural desire found in all animals. Why should we deny 
Mother Nature's ways? (Of course, I respect all religions and beliefs, and I mean no offense if 
you believe in abstinence until marriage.) Well... uh, for one thing, you can get diseases. And 
then if you’re not married before having sex, what's keeping the guy from leaving you? Nothing... 
He'll use you then leave. I think it's pretty dumb that you think it's no big deal... 

#- Hashtag: (Rubbing too hard, and a hard way to die, and dying feels good) 

Karly-1 swear to God, I hear them kissing Ray and my sister or her. Not little bird pecks 
either. Open-mouthed, slurping, moaning, and groaning kind of sucking maybe some freaking- 
kissing. 0-oh, crap’n-piss!!! I have to bite my hand off to keep from screaming, or crying, or 
bursting out laughing, or getting sick or crap myself-or all of the above. A girl in my class named 
Stephaney Lizarick died for having too much sex, she did like over two hundred times and could 
not help but coming over and over, and it killed her, what a way to go, I would have loved to die 
that way to yet not alone as she did. Death is fun, for that want to die, dying is living when you 
want to live, and lie. Here’s Jenny’s big secret: she was the one that said she could do this. She 
did think there was a such-of-a thing and there is not. 

Death on the bed, feeling it in my head, things that have been said, things that can be read, 
all those that have fled, turning it all to black and blue, and feeling the red, what was shed, what 
led me to feel this way, what would you say? 

Life is not worth living, when crying overdyeing, when flying over yourself to see what 
was never there all up in the air, is all far, to stare at the one that does not care. What should I 
give and what should I take, what should I forsake, to life to live a life that some won’t take 
away from me, don’t you see? 



What will it be, just you and me... can it be? What does it need to be? What is free, what 
is right, if we spend the night, if it’s not you and me? I want to sit with you under the angel oak 
tree, on a branch looking down, we don’t care if they all frown, in this town, and they don’t need 
to make a sound, there beneath us on the ground. 

Kiss me now, why not just do this, at last, the life of mine is going too fast, it’s like 
gunfire going through my head, everyone wishes we were both dead. What more could be said, I 
think you get what I mean; about them, all being so mean. 

Chapter: 73 

You’re going to miss me when-1 am gone... 

Karly- ‘Don’t be all nice to face- like on the inside... I’ll be saying suck on my lady 
d*ick!!!’ 


Ellody- Jenny is my little freaked up sister, yet I freaking love this crap, she going with 
me this weekend to go with us to this party, when I came back for a visit I go to lUP it’s my 
freshman year, and she is partying her ass off, she’s awful student yet awesome partyer, yet that 
all it’s about when you go to college than what I have been saying all along. She wants to be like 
me so much and that cute, yet be who you are not me. -snapping at everybody in half for fun 
getting crap, that what it’s all about in college, getting in the ass or puss. Yeah, I eighteen yet, so 
what she could freak a guy to my age. It is their freaking choices. 

I making fun of Maddie and Liv for having weird food issues yet my sister does more, 
it’s what I do, I said it was okay, yet not too much. I love picking on these little girls, like- 
making fun of Olive for being such a lush and a pushover and Bi, they try to making fun of me... 
yet there are never going to be a good as I, for always being the last to do things first and longer, 
and that goes for FREAKing too. I the best b*tch! I got freak when I was seven, I was in 
elementary school- still, so I have one on all of them, it may have been before... It was a long 
time ago and many freakers before. Shut your freaking face if you think I say freak too much, 
this is me, ass hole. 

Emallie- Maddie, Olivia and I knew something must have happened in New York, the 
time we went on a trip altogether, but Jenny wouldn’t tell us when we asked her, and we didn’t 
push it. 



You don’t push things with those two, I knew they both got it and she was young. I think 
it freaked her up and make her hate herself, she was like freaking five, who does that to their 
sister and thinks it’s funny? 

Jenny was always after some boy to feel whole. It’s so monotonous... what she does now, 
like she learned of her, then one night toward the end of the school year, she went all the way in 
front of us and everyone, and so did Karly, she made her-1 bet you no... this. 

All she does is like just lay there and say just freak me, that how she feels, they all do, yet 
that what they were made to think it was learned like: spelling, or reading or arithmetic, you do 
what you want, all the same, that’s on your teacher too. 

Now we were all at Olive garden, this crappy pizza type of restaurant one town over 
where they do not a card if you want something like water down strawberry foo-foo drink. Or 
having margaritas and waiting for our dinners to come. Jenny was not really eating, she was 
yacking it up in the bathroom, so why eat again. 

She had not been eating since returning to her sister maybe she cannot because, that 
makes her nervous you know being around her, being something, she is not. She would not touch 
the permitted chips, saying she wasn’t hungry, and instead, she kept dipping a finger into the salt 
and another dip, and saying that good enough. I just like one word can set a girl of- like PMS- 
ing- or in Jenny’s case FOOD, or reading, and spelling! She knows nothing but making a guy 
come, and girls too, yet that not talked about either. And those sweet girls two might just be Bi, 
and not messed up completely like she is, I think... she is the one taking them all to hell. I would 
know, I am holding their sets, for them, if you will. 

Karly-1 was rimming her margarita glass and eating and eating crystals with the other 
one, that Jenny gives me. ‘I think not!’ Said- Olivia. ‘P*ssy!’ She said. I don’t want to die yet, I 
am only sixteen, I have a lot to see and do, and you don’t get that. I don’t recollect what we were 
talking about, but all of a sudden Jenny blurted out, ‘I had sex sixty times today, soloing and 
twenty times with different boys.’ Just like that... was it true or was it the drug’s talking... we 
don’t know? Why is she doing this to herself? Oliva asked within, I was questioning her 
morals... We all stared at her in stillness, and she leaned forward and told us in a breathless 
moment, that she was only eighty-five pounds now... and shedding like a dog. Olivia thought to 
herself that’s not that unrealistic, I have soloed twenty times, in one sitting. ‘Is that your two 



front teeth, she bit into a breadstick, I said then adding in- ‘Do you have baby teeth?’ Jenny was 
freaking out it was the two in the front both went at last you know the one that everyone could 
see, she looked like on missed up farmer. 

(Going back) 

They’d had sex on her sister's California king long bed with Jenny fading in and out, and 
the guy was so-o uncomfortable, to say the least, she not doing anything really at this point-1 
think she going to die, there nothing left of her, I said - way back when; like seven or so weeks 
ago. 

(Present time) 

‘It was only, like, two minutes ago or so it felt I was saying just that,’ she said at the end, 
and I knew then she was shaking it off, that she is walking death. 

She is having her midlife creases at seventeen, I swear that what this is... She is not even 
shaving her underarms anymore, God what do the others look like. Things we’ll never talk about, 
yet this is getting scary to me, I am a friend after all. 

(Seven weeks back) 

I have lived this more then I want nor need too, and this time It’s was in my hands... 
what will people think happened to me, that I went down with the bridge or was twisted around 
the tree, what do you see? 

Karly-1 am taking back in some ways, far off in the comer of her mind, everything it so 
blared yet so clear to me of what going on, I feel like I can do an 5 dhing like- jump off a bridge, 
and fly and feel my wings, which I never- ever have. Or will I...? Ha- I may have them I need to 
find out, I ran from inside there and found the yellow overpass, and fowl over everything and 
everyone, with gray wings, it was a night sky, all the light made me glow even more, to the 
dying world below. 

I want to fly to him or her or someone that loves me to get that those white one that I 
should have I see it all now, or so I think I do; yet will I remember when, I wake up in my bed 
undead, like all the days before. I killed myself- it’s what they all see... I see the three rivers mn 
through me now over my head, yet that is fine, I will- drowned- that’s fine- to stop all this... I 
cannot take what I am doing or see any longer. 



I kissed a girl said Jenny, we all just about crap ourselves. I want to go home and sleep 
this off, said Madalyn was also known as Maddie, wanted you to come home with me, Olivia 
was also known as Liv, but I- she would not let us or for we all mnning after crazy Karly that is 
all freaked up in the head these days. She’s going to do it- she’s going to do it this time. 

Right before the real came, she flows out the door crying. She was freaking out waving 
her hands like a girl on dmgs! Jenny was hugely relieved after telling us- ‘She not going to go 
over, tee-he-ing- Saying ‘Chick-en sh-it, freaking- doit.’ 

And that is when she did, toes hangover she put her left foot out and took the first step 
down to the water below. 

No- the rest of us said to see her fall for what seems like a lifetime plunging to ice-cold 
death. There was a rescue, up till now she was dead when she smacked her head on the side of 
the bridge and freaked up her little cute nose, don’t you see here her laying out. No one came to 
this... said thing... that, I don’t want to see yet that is life, you have too; it was just us two, we 
were are it- Maddie and Liv. 

Her dad just gave up after the rack, saying ‘my baby life is over.’ 

The little girl...? 

The sister, move out with the boy toy, and the mother moved on with some other poor 
bestirred. The dad just walked out of all their lives and started over the best he could, yet he 
loves was Karly. She was his baby girl- And Jenny even made fun of that to. 

All though she swore to us there was never- ever a pain of death, to her, it was absolute 
secret- it’s the quiet ones you have to look out for- we would see her whole mood changed 
instantly like she was in a dream as she called it. 

#- Hashtag: (Free falling out into nothing, open-air, legs, and arm looked in the lovers 
hold that lover with-in, saying no.) 

Karly- this was not all in my mind!!! 

The cards were not- laid out for me to see. 

Chapter: 74 


Y ou and I 



(Going back in time) 

Marcel- I remember when Karly was a pretty freshman with heavy eyeliner, and moody- 
ness, yet fun, have big headphones around her neek all the time, black nail polish or French nails 
like all the time. I remember before she did all the d*iek-lieks in high school. She said she was 
not much of a singer, yet would you look at this- old video I have, she sings her music here that 
she worth all by herself, and made her on the album, Yet Jenny said it freaking sueked so she 
killed it and her voiees my making her try and outdo her with the rasp, doing this is something 
she should not Jenny- ‘Like- voice didn't sound- Aguilera at all.’ Explain your poor- 
performanee, you b*tch-1 say. I know this girl is going to b*tch-slap me so hard you have no 
idea for this. I think this while walking past the football field seeing all the dumb ass hole though 
sit that eannot eateh, it’s like holding their balls... 

FOOTBALL GUY’s-Hey, resound vagina! They said to Karly- she is getting pieked on 
for being with me. Their asses are- just sore for I am not freaking them... I would love to be with 
you. 

Marcel- Little did she know she always was, on and off, when she could be. She had to 
do what she did for her friends, showing off to be cool, and I am okay with that, I got her in the 
end, yet they say how does it feel eating out my d*iek, and all of our leftovers. 

Though I've tried before to tell her, of the feelings I have for her in my heart. 

Every time that I eome near her, I just lose my nerve, as I've done from the start. Every 
little thing she does is magic. Everything she does just turns me on. Even though my life before 
was tragic, now I know my love for her goes on... Do I have to tell the story, of a thousand rainy 
days sinee we first met? I resolve to eall her up a thousand times a day and ask her if she'll marry 
me in some old-fashioned way but my silent fears have gripped me, long before I reach the 
phone, long before my tongue has tripped me... Must I always be alone? 

(Remembranee- of who I was-) 

I eould have eried-1 am not like that at all. 

Karly- They suek baby d*iek don’t lesson to it! I say- as we walk past holding eyes were 
on us ever looked insufferable to our joy, they though a football at my faee, ‘Oh my- nose! 
‘Throw the ball baek now baby rapper!’ ‘I can’t she was all award with her left hand up to her 



mouth. I don’t get it you a slut if you don’t give it all away, and a loser, snob, and wannabe if 
you don’t! And they think you're either gay, or sucking girls’ asses, or do yourself and they rub 
your nose in that too. 

Karly-1 stopped wearing my glasses to after that day, when Jess Smith walked up and 
ripped them off my face and broke them in half, and poked me in the boob hard. I miss them, 
what wrong with glasses, they make you look sophisticated. Why was I so quiet and laid back, 
and a pushover? Marcel- She mns like everything for the bathroom, like always- not making it 
very far. 

She feels like some poor little girl, with a broken nose, and I remember when that 
happened. That is when I felt like she was in love with me she took the balls to the face for me. T 
thought you like balls in your face one boy said.’ You tripped and falls to the ground, hard, and I 
picked you up and carried you to safety, and we fall in love, even more, kissing under the 
bleachers. ‘You’re a weirdo,’ and the kiss was long and - fearing H-O-T! Like, kick your tongue 
out smoking hot! 

It’s still not as bad as the time my face was smashed it to a brick wall, by some back boy- 
and I have to have something done about it, like getting my nose redone, yet I blamed it on my 
dad. 


Jenny- Sing the same girl-ie crap every year, you’ll blow chu nk s all over the place, which 
never happened, that’s why she stopped sing way back when. You can see here doing it on 
YouTube! Like- It happened! 

Jenny says every time some brings it up. 

Until some unicycles guy flies into the frame where nothing freaking speedo- showing 
his torpe-do with the American flag up his ass! I don’t know if that is patriotic or what the hell 
that is... I am not sure what to look at. What can you say other than- ‘Ew-ah- gross...? Who does 
that...?’ 

Marcel- It kind of reunions the magic does it...? I said. 

Karly- Yep! 


I am glad I cannot see all that anyway! 



I am sure yours is better anyway. 


(She goes underneath his underwear down for it getting a handful, and does what she 
feels is right in front of them all. It was more romantic then you would think pervs.) I did it for 
me and him, I did not give a crap; if they liked it or not... they can all look the other way. I have- 
a leaning popping lag kisses, and he mbbed his nose on mine saying it-1 LOVE YOU! You’ll be 
fine... I’ll make sure of that. 

Karly- Back it time: We rain from the schoolyard, to my house... stole my dad’sNash 
and got married. My stepmother casing us down, with a bible in her hand saying where si nn ers. 

Both- We’re sinner okay then- we all are- yet love is love even if age is in the way. 

Marcel- the very next day, it was all over. Say what you want to say... I know why- how- 
and who. 

It’s all good, I know she still loves me... deep down, even if it’s hard to remember, and 
hard to forget, she knows overall. 

Marcel- Like with Jenny- Her parents just never- ever took her out of the shrink wrap, 
she still has the condom on her head, and that explains the brain damage, and why she can’t sing 
a note. 


(All at the same time) 

Stacey- ‘Gett’n- it...’ 

Becca- ‘Yep.’ 

Stacey- ‘Yep!’ 

Becca- ‘Yep...’ 

Stacey- ‘She has no-Undies...?’ 

Karly- ‘Um- she said- when the pants came down.’ 
Stacey- ‘Umm-hum- Marcel and Karly!’ 

Becca- ‘They want some of that.’ 

Stacey- ‘Yes they do!’ 



Becca- ‘Um-hum... ’ 


Stacey- ‘You know it.’ 

Chloe- ‘Who is easiest to sleep with? Ray or Marcel?’ 

Staeey- ‘Marcel, her ass is his!’ 

Becca- ‘How would you know?’ 

Amie- ‘He’s only been with her, Like- like- it’s all over his face that she was it.’ 

Staeey- Nut-nah! It can’t be that he was it too just look at that. 

Chloe- ‘Holy-Freak- like- crap- um-damn. This ginger needs a drink, God hoses them 
down... my blood God... Oh, my... Just roll in the grass why don’t yah! ’ 

‘You want to make out?’ Stacey said to Chloe, and then Becca said -1 feel left out l ik e 

always. 

Chapter: 75 

Schools 

You can see the old school sitting next to our new school; the sign is not even there 
anymore it's nameless. The one door off to the side is off the hinges, all old heavy wood. 

There is a small of death, or crap coming from the inside, yet you can small form far 
away, why to tear it down, it’s falling on its own or so they say why to spend money on it. Look 
at the old playground swings swaying as the wind knockbacks, the siding boards rusting and off 
to the one side. 

The teeter-totter some up some down some snapped in half, non-rideable the ground full 
of weeds and tall yellowing grass, in the air... I can hear the faint sounds of young girls laugh, 
and whisper come inside and play. I know she not that young, yet if she wants me to play I will, I 
don’t see why not, I left my child-sh days behind, so maybe I should. 

I this is the old Oak View school, or so they say- but it’s where I see the face of a little 
girl, like looking back at me all ghostly and crap. They say her name is Lily Anderson, I heard 
the freaked-up story of the girl fallen to her death and crap... we all have, my did pounds it into 



my little head or he says, I will always be his baby, saying I act like one doing what these girls 
want me to do. 

So-ooo one day at dusk, I have a flashlight that was on the blink, so freak- it was not 
working for crap, yet it was something, I was load in I swear I don’t think my feet took me where 
1 need to go, I feel someone was doing the walking forme. 

(Is the blame on me...? I have been here lots of times looking around.) 

-Who gets the blame for this? 

-It’s all going back to the hex of the four sisters, -I feel- that got her- I could feel it too- 

-It was not me, yet I was with her all the way- 

-I saw it too- 

-I don’t get it either- 

-How do I explain this one without being crazy- 

-I can’t tell anyone; they wouldn’t believe it- 

-It’s that unbelievable- 

I Karly- want into the abandoned building, to see if this was true. 

Like I was walking up to this old abandoned staircase, where every other step was 
missing holding my hand shaking on top of the one servicing rail, the top of the tree somewhat 
next to me. The old tree is what shut the school down, after a big rainstorm, and two girl’s deaths. 
She was there out of nowhere, looking- see- feeling me. She went through me, like a knife, yet it 
was- worm. 

She is now holding my hands to her like she was my girlfriend. Saying you look just like 
her! Her voice was a whisper, but yet strong adequate in an eerie way, she leads me to the 
window that was never fixed gusting in cold air, it was icy looking, and wispy, blowing back my 
hair, she said- yes- so like her... in every way, I love that! Creepy-1 thought...? -Like- who is 
this girl she speaks of? 



The got louder to me, and her voice softer, and more- lovely, I felt like I was falling for 
her, yet how... ? You never changed, did you? What-1 asked... she thought I was someone else 
at this point, time move on. She was in a flashback I think... yet I don’t get it for I have those too. 

(Questions- for the radiant girl) 

‘Why did you do it yourself?’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Why- would you let them do this?’ 

Why are you doing it, and not facing you bullies, like I said you should or could even 

now.’ 

(It was passed on, yet did she know?) 

If you bully would have for you. 

(The school outside to in) 

Look at this place, it's falling, now look around; Karly it’s all still- the- same isn’t it? 

Sure- I say, thinking she might go away, no- she gets closer to me and hugs me and long kisses 
me on the lips. 

She said- I must be here all alone like always, where are you now? 

‘Home’ I said- like what kind of question is that? 

I am here for I have to be my soul is not at rest. 

I said... ‘Cool- what-ever- rock on which-a bad-self.’ 

The wood floor is- so splintery on my flip-flops like nails are sticking up, poking me and 
crap, the boards are all cracked and you can see down one story, or more at times. Besides, some 
floorboards are missing altogether; I feel like I could go through the floor at any time. 

(Room 202) 

There is no light coming anywhere but her light she is giving off, looking over everything 
in its interiority, I see that there are boards over the old glass smashed glass window panes; not 
even the smallest glimmer or flicker of a star or moonlight at this point to guide me, nothing to 



show the way other than spun web cover over everything, even the hole that should not be cover 
seemed reached out, look at all the spiders crawling all down me, I don’t go in there I was 
thinking. I went at night so no one would find me. Look even going down the hall the lockers 
start bang themselves like bumpers of the past. I could see kissing here doing that too. Like I 
could see it all in my mind too, like they all did when the kids slammed their looker in these 
unhallowed halls, look now there are papers everywhere, just left behind like love notes of the 
past, I want to read yet it has nothing there to be said, I could get some of it, yet not all... I don’t 
have anything wrong with me, I can’t see, should I take it with me? 

I do- 

(It was tucked in her underwire right strap, her outfit when cut off to be laid out for 
viewing.) 

-It was Nevaeh and Chiaz’s first love note. 

(Now) 

You can foresee what going to happen... can’t you-1 sure did not in the past nor do I 
know, yet I do at times. It’s a new day, she sat back- crap let's do it a new way today- damn 
(‘Like- I want to choke down my rabbit,’) it works forme its good to get that right, or so Jeimy 
said. Yet I was feeling more than that below, and so was she, in my mouth. ‘If you are going 
through hell keep on going don’t slow down, if you scared don’t show it...!’ My love was 
singing to be will donning this, yet you can’t hear that and if you do, you’ll hear Maggie coming 
out. 


(Back at the old school) 

The hollowing sound of her voices in my face, it blows’ a-crossed me and spooks me out, 
it is so haunted within these falling walls, yet see is not scaring me at this point, I feel somewhat 
safe. As well as the wind howling as my thought makes, makes me think of who she maybe 
thinks’ I am. I see the hand covered, handrails going up past the old Gym and girl’s locker room, 
looking into the showers it’s like- I could see bare ass naked girls, and the steam in the air. With 
the sounds of: ‘O-op-e-s-y- don’t drop the soap!’ All along with the sounds of girls giggling, 
hell- I don’t want to know what’s going on. Water mnning, just guessing like them... I had the 
bad thoughts and photos mnning in my little-wicked mind. 



Like the sands of time... not fading all away or turning all too black and write. Up till 
now the water and sound or the girls are from the past, or so I think and have been long gone 
away, for them to be real girls, it was abandoned for years, like what is this crap...? 

Like the snapping of a towel, my head spun around, as the little girl pulled me to the next 
room by her resenting glow. In the locker part of the room-1 see all the old desked linked 
together, she's sitting there proverb her story to me, her hair brads are freaking cute to me; like 
no girl does that anymore. Yet who are these girls, I think- I know, yet they don’t, see me. They 
don’t even think I see them all up in it. I heard these stories and believe it yet; I don’t believe it 
seeing it now unfolding in front of me. There is some rand omb*tch putting the redhead face in 
the capper, with the sound of the flush! I am good she said. 

They all don’t even believe in this dumb ghost story, or so the girl that feels to death, the 
kids say that I go with; her noting her but legion and myth. I think about all the haunted love in 
this ghostly building, hell yeah, I do... that what it’s all about. I see the light coming towards me, 
and then I start to come off my feet into it, weird - into the old library, there is no floor holding 
me you can see the swimmers in the pool below, just like the auditorium is over there off to the 
one side. 

The shaves are floating too, everything is, there are ghostly-like boards there translucent I 
am not standing at all my feet are hanging down, floating on nothingness, not even my toes are 
touching as I seem as if I am sixty feet in the air or more, my arms crossed not wanting to look 
down, yet I have too. 

(‘Angels Fair playing in the background) 

I see it, I see, I see, the big window at the front see to suck me into it, getting bigger and 
bigger. I float past all the books that have been forgotten, like the kids of the past must have done 
also. 


Oh- so long ago... The dace like to me in my eyesight and that would be all right if I was 
crapping myself by it, it cool, yet creepy; they twinkle with wonder as if they want me to know 
something that lies inside. Like a scrapbook, with a photo of my fall and open up or something, 
like that. And it did, yet it was not my life that I saw this time it was everyone in my past that I 
never knew, mom, dad, and going back, it’s a slideshow mining in reverse. 


That is when she opened her wing spend to me and said- ‘Don’t give up without a fight!’ 



All right- I said. 

‘This is what you give up to them’ -She said, (As she is standing in front of me with 
phenomenon!) 

I got to the end and saw me passing and did believe it. 

‘So... go-o...’ 

‘Run!’ 

‘Or they will kill- YOU!’ 

‘Like they did me.’ 

(I didn’t believe it, ha- what was she- like just some dream to me, if you will. It was not 
something I believed in at all like up or down, I want to say here in-between. I too young to think 
about death. It’s never-ever on my mind, only when some old dude kicks it, yet who gives a crap, 
they have nothing to say anyway. 

(Nevertheless, they do, open your mind to wander and you’ll see it all. Muddy thinking 
leaves to muddy water when they piss on you for being a- well- d*ick.) 

Yet I saw it all, it is my memory of the last days leading up to the end, and I feel too their 
scheme. She all wrote to me and see though, she was glissading in her floating gaze, blue eyes 
peering into mine, she hands something to say, yet I walked away back away from the light that 
light my way, I tripped into the darkness in the creeped-out hallways. Everything I touch-1 drop, 
like my cell phone, I left behind: I have- well- Dropasea! I walk now, as I descend back to my 
feet, I feel my body and the weight on my feet now. 

I saw it all, it is my memory of the last days leading up to the end, and I feel too their 
scheme. She was floating all in white in front of me, note haunting- but almost angelic, and see- 
through, she was glissading I was looking too hard in a gaze, her blue peering into mine, she 
hands something to say, yet I walked away, backing away from the light, all the way back even if 
it lights my way, I tripped into the darkness in the creeped-out hallways, falling to them all the 
next day. Into the darkness I shall creep, now on my feet, I feel as if I am slithering like a snake, 
looking for the pathway out of the underworld. The pool went from little kids have fun giggling 
and swimming to little kids burning naked in what seems to be a lake of fire, black wing spread. 



As they ruined up and into my face and swirled around sucking the life, or so it seemed, 
to me, as I feel I was blacking out, by their pulling on my body and lips. I never believed in 
Devilisb entities until then with that thing sucked my face off, with the kiss of death to get it live 
to demonize onward. Loin- like up till now with horns that slowly started to feel like they were 
ripping through my soul if there is a such-of-a thing. With a long hollow, I feel me feeling it, go 
in hard then it did the first time I got freak in the p*ssy. I was hugged in a well-founded way, and 
they were all welcoming home, staying it fun here- (Yet- is- it?) I felt her hand all over my 
goodies, seeing if I cut the teen group, or that what she feeds me. I was getting bit up with the 
lies. 


(I did get it- do you?) Then she held my face, like the boy I am love with and she drops 
away fast, then everything was back as it was before, just some old school, I was walking 
through. She said- T love you-you can be mine, like my girlfriend down here.’ I was looking at 
the tat- it was Bacca or (B- 1441- 669 5033) I feel the of thorns, I see the flames in the eyes it 
makes me feel warm inside, when I am cold all the time, I feel the mbbing on me and I don’t 
mind it now she has a spell on me that is tempting and lusting, and oh so sexy. Why I would go 
looking for someone I know wants to slay me, I thought so I never- ever want to go back for that 
phone, I was being a wimp and wasn’t planning on going the back anyways. 

#- Hashtag: (I want to read this, I need to see this, this is going by too fast, don’t get it) 

Anyway's, like they put this crown-ie thing-ie, on me- and crap. It’s in my head now on 
mine even if you can see it, I always feel the blood dripping down my pretty face, yet I feel okay 
with this, I am not sure if it was a girl the face was not really there, and hitherto it was moving 
through mine in a howling scream when she did it. I mean look at me I have a rock-ish each to 
me that my girl hate, yet I find cute still, I not going to change everything, or did I? I have on 
blue and white sneakers, I have somewhat messy hair all the time: Jenny calls it sex hair, l ik e 
hers in nice all belched out with the black roots showing, and her eyebrows in plucked, like all 
that crap, needs to match too. 

What’s wrong with wearing a baggie boy type top and having a bra strap showing, so 
what, hell I just take the bra off and were a flannel red and blue boy style button-down with a 
few buttons at the top open just to give the guys some to look at other them my brown eyes, you- 



know. Jenny like her easy accesses skirts and make all feel we need to do the same, I don’t- so 
much, not me, yet I feel it- it is not that hard to push them down some like you get that if you 
don’t have an 5 dhing on underneath it all the same- right? It’s just as fast! I like I have a habit of 
touching my hair and looping it back behind my ear, quietly, I also talk with my hands and move 
from side to side or so they say, like now I have skenn-ie black dress-ie pants on, see- ain't they 
cute. I have long fingers also, that Jenny said- ‘I might stab my brain out with when I- am-a 
picking a booger. ’ 

Grooooossssseeeee! 

Thi s top is all checkered, I have a bandanna tied around my wrist, and ring on a chain, 
that is his, I stole it. Yet he’s okay with it or so-1 think so... I twist my mouth outwards like I am 
going to kiss, thi nk it's okay. This T- is pink- gray- and dark blue, it just too-o CUTE! Don’t tell 
um- I said that, do feel that I can be shy at time...? I do... I always kind of was... I think about 
all the stupid crap I do and get red-faced, like what I did today, crazZzie, I no better, I want to 
shut them all up. 

Like I’ve shown all that down there- OMG! 1 don’t sleep with all those boys’ you-NO, I 
just cuddle up. I say more than I do- all girls do. 

(Flashback to her) 

I saw it all, it is my memory, in the last days leading up to the end; and I feel too then- 
scheme. She was floating all in white in front of me, note haunting- but almost angelic, and see- 
through, she was glissading 1 was looking too hard in a gaze, her blue eyes peering into mine, 
she hands something to say, yet I walked away, backing away from the light, all the way back 
even if it lights my way, I tripped into the darkness in the creeped-out hallways, falling to them 
all the next day. 

Not all the windows are completely covered over some have the old cracked glass hang 
in there rattling and hollowing, like the scream of this girl as I was walking away, I ran, she was 
right there behind me, and then in front- so fast, I could not turn to run fast enough. 


The doors of the rooms started to bang as they would open and close all by themselves, 
the light they come on and off in dissimilar places at different times, and started to flicker, the 



bullies were walking to me from the end of the hall they're coming after this girl I know as Lily, 
so they can rap, as she said in this long cold, twisted, painful long ass story of her day in the 
haunted halls. 

So, she screamed in my ear for help. ‘I will never be fast enough’ she said, as she gripped 
me and took me to her hiding spout the old and falling in the bathroom. A flicker of light over 
my head like a light glowing evil, I saw all the faces she did, way back when, looking at her with 
murder and sodomy in their minds, shining through their inflamed eyes, like squalling catcalling 
at her, there were going to tear her apart, and that what they did to her every time they could, in 
the past and every time they could get their hands on her. It was the four sisters- and they want 
someone to take it all down, or take me down, and they had their eyes on me, they- said- they 
would get me if I got away, I said that will be the day. 

(They got me in the ass, and in the vag., you can say they got all of me.) I ran having like 
a whole within me with a fire hell pouring out from down below, as I feel down to the lower 
overall the riff stars, I knew I should not have walled up in here, I would have never mn- into 
them... or so she said. I ran out the doors that just seem to blow open in a whoosh, I looked back 
and saw her looking out the only window that was not covered up on the second floor. She said I 
see you soon, Karly-1 am there for you. I did get it... I crap myself! And peed too, I would not 
say that to the girl but I did. I knew I had to go back and spend the night on Saturday with them 
to see what this was all about, and they did, the next day, and let them see the threaded story and 
that girl. (Funny she said she had my back.) 

Someone from every year is drawn into it... This time I guess it was me, it’s something 
that pulls at you if you don’t believe in it. Look at it it's leaning and bricks are falling out, yet 1 
love it-1 faking love this old pace of crap, I just never- felt I should go inside, for this reason. It 
was calling out to me for years! Like the girl’s haunting voice. The school was here back when 
the town was nothing but and run-down ghostly town, now it’s a big city, the old school is doffed 
next to Clit. All the old trees are stumps, and the routs show, like bitter withered arms pulling at 
your feet, and there is one that is dead, way overhead that has fallen to the grasses of the 
doorway. 

Chapter: 76 


Sliding down 



We cut loose, and when to the old abandoned track in the sky, it not all there anymore, 
yet it a cool spot up in the air where the wind blow and you feel as if you are flying. I love 
having my hair whooshing backward, as I look over the edge. I want to hold his hand and look 
down feel the ninety-five mile-per-hour wind mshing around me. I want it was our first hook 
spot ever, and I was like nine ten he was like. 

I keep this my dirty little secret for years, he was my true first, yet it was not the most 
romantic yet it was something, now looking back now how is the loser, it did it long before, yet it 
was with him so it was not cool, I never- ever said this to anyone, that he took me. Yet play 
around like that with a boy that was me, he wanted to know so I said okay. It was the first time 
seeing all that- you know, at least mine was real, and not like time two at a party. 

This thing is up so high-1 get sick of feeling so short at like four-foot, on top this I can 
see the world by looking down, and they are looking up at me, my mom and grandmother where 
all the same size also, if not shorter, or so they say. 

The car is old and dusty and looks like no one has been in it for years on the outside, it 
just blacked and cmsty, the only car other than the coal car behind the locomotive, and it too is 
msted red-ish orange. The used to have tripped over this thing and park it on the bridge, and you 
spent the night up in the stars, and so that is what we did on a big full moon night. In the big bed 
looking out the one side of all those old windows. 

The car and train sit here for there was a fire or something on that line, and this becomes 
the new home of the serving remanences about half a mile in, the train was going over and was 
near the end on the one said when the wind took it all down, and all the cars but one fall all the 
many feet to the ground below, yet it never steamed over again. There sits the old Pullman car 
it’s red and has a black, with yellow writing on it, up till now I am not sure what it says. It was a 
custom car made just for spending the night on top of the linked - mountains the train is all the 
same color for what I can make out, dating around 1800’s or so, that what my dad said anyway 
we and he was up here, oh so long ago. We both walked up to her me on the left tack him on the 
right hand-woven tight. 

The grass tall the track worn, and feet sore, from the journey there. Over smaller yet high 
crossings that have known side rails. Inside you can see it is in touch, and all dark wood, I light 
one of the old lanterns, I though down a towel, and we had juice pouches and P-P and J. 



Romantic- No! It’s all good, he tried. It wasn’t about that anyway. 

The bed is off to the back and looks like a five-star hotel room to us, there is a living 
room spot, where ass naked in the big old sofas... or next to it, we were playing house, and 
loving it. We were young but we feel- we did on the bed all night long. Looking out over... see 
the tree sway below, it was cold in the car, yet he keeps me warm, I was fogging up the windows, 
with my breath Moan it out in a sweet- yet sensual way, I was pressed upon it looking out as I 
was on top, he was looking up at me, yet I was looking out and at his eyes, at definite times. 

I even kissed the glass to live something behind, I wonder if it’s still there, and my name 
covered in the old wood, next to his. 

It was like I could hear the bell of the past, from the engine in front. He hands his nose in 
girl-lie-ness, and he said it smelt sweet, along with the test. You have to give to get it baek I 
thought to be a virgin at the time. 

So, I took what he was going to give too, we're just playing, yet it must have been young 
love, that I feel too. I would say the inside of this ear is all Earth tones, soft, the top of the roof 
all white, and crap. 

Damn, there is even a erapper in here, and I used it. Just take a dump onto the tacks. Just 
take a whiff of that one... I am so-o romantic when I want to be. (Her lip went up, and off to the 
side.) I saw a shooting star and made the wish to never be lonely, I guess that came true, I should 
have wished to be with him forever, instead - and never- ever let go. There was a plan that was 
lower than us up on this thing as we were roeking and a-roll’n. 

(Art deeo style) 

1 know that Mareel, wants to be all niee about it us doing this more in his bed or wherever 
we can, yet we can for we have to take what we can get, like us- being together and all, you 
know all joined up, it just not happening the way it should. I want to make love more, and feel 
his love, all the love not just the sex, yet I want- want that also. 

However, a girl wants these days is to be satisfied, and not so mueh hold off-sh, I want 
candy and flowers, sure but have sex me, Jez-us! So just do me- and he did last night, I know this 
time, I had to find out- it’s a girl thing you know-1 think it was the only time too, oh not the only 



time, only with him. I was afraid that the car would start rucking to much that it would go of the 
beige and roll down the tracks, where it was ripped off so many years ago. 

Get this the bridge was built for one US dollar in like three weeks in the year 1882. The 
mean of this goes ten cents a week. So they went on the stick and got less crap then that or so I 
have heard, that may be why it was weaker on that side too, it was done faster, ‘Like this one 
gets me- why would you take out old rivets that are plated in, and put in bolts with thinner plates 
said my dad, when what was there was stronger they why it was for over a hundred three years. 

‘It was- too kill-111- it.’ he said ‘For it was too freaking high up in the middle. I would 
know I am an engineer, I said- ‘leave it, just go with a lighter train at it would be fine even know 
if it was rebuilt. 

Freak- just re-rivet the thing not a nut and built! Threads give and brake more, or work so 
there not tight enough to hold strong, and get more brittle then what was there. PA pisses me off 
for FREAKING with it!’ 

My dad never says the F-word, in front of me, unless it to my b*tch of a mother. This is 
how I knew about this place, and how he did, from the historical crap’n thing-ie. My dad worked 
on the yellow bridge that I went down on, as the Gateway Clipper Cmise would go under, I have 
been on that thing like seven times, fun crap. I am sure my mom and dad were too; I was on it 
with Marcel too yet we were going as fiends of so they all thought. I could go to a Steelers game 
yet freak that too, sports do nothing for me, or my friends, yet Jenny finds a way to get in and be 
with someone. She was even in the glassed-out part with a man. Money talks for her- not me. 

Back in the car, we had the time of our lives... and this is how it went. 

Um- Just aw-ha- like- push me up agent you- um-hum. 

Aw-wah- standing- sliding, thrusting- pushing- in- out and up and down. 

Until the end- never feel as it is going to come. 

Not stopping until it goes off... NO! 

YES! 


-Breath- ‘Ahaw’ 



He was sitting in a puddle of mine, which went a-crossed the room. Going off, at a point 
together, then started to slide down, with me sliding down the wall with his; penis in my vagina. 

In the sitting position, all pushed and back out not to fast not too slow, I could feel it in 
and go down on his, at this point, I am just SCREAM-ING his name! 

YES! 

Yet-1 am a lady- 

I don’t give two crap who hears us now! 

That was extraordinary!!! -I yelped! Yes, yes it was he said, out ofbreath 

OH my God and I don’t say that! 

#- Hashtag: (Good ending, elated endings, and feelings strong) 

Chapter: 77 

Suck it 

I want to freaking kill- a teacher at this point, or someone at my school, I feel like I never 
have a career. So this one of these days, I watched a porno at a high school while the teacher was 
looking and saying nothing anyways, the music was okay, (Bon-ka wanna- bon ka) I had it 
blasting out for us all to hear, yet it was only supposed to me, as I have on my big ASS 
headphones, I did get why everyone was looking simple at me, until the teacher- was in my face 
look on the screen patting me on the head, like my dad. ‘So, you’re big into sax solo-ing I see.’ 

Yes, do you want to see me do her on the desk, it the same as what they made me look at in PE 
min-us the bushes? He jolts up his shoulders making a face as I get it- but then he said- ‘Now 
take your cute down to the office.’ Sure- it was shrugged only on the one side- you know... I was 
mbbing into it also; he saw that- its one-nna of those good ass days. I was hoping to get off and 
get out of that class like all of them, freak them all, I feel I was doing a good job, or so they said. 
The teacher's name is Hood, like go and freak off and left up that hood in find it yourself I don’t 
need to show you. Yet that’s okay, I was at home. 

(Why don’t I feel like I was in class doing that- hell if I know?) 

I-yah didn’t go there, my gut was grumbling so inside, I went to the cafeteria did wash 
my hand either so yeah- yah-no, I just rubbed it in- anyways, and there were having pork-stuffed 



burritos with extra sour cream and guacamole, whatever the freak that is- it looks like one big ass 
turd - sandwich to me on the plat- 

Um-mm- that’s one big tasty turd!!! 

Freak! Ha-1 love the word FREAK it can be used as a noun, verb, or adjective. 

I am going to prove that- what the freak, this is freaking crap, and I am getting freaked. 

Freak it all in the ass hole! 

Chapter: 78 

By my hair, and everywhere 

Marcel- ‘Oral sex is the new goodnight kiss, okay...? That’s nice... as a guy that sick! 
What if she finds me, and 1 have to kiss those lips after she did that, it just like eating out his 
d*ick- that’s sick! No matter how many times she brushes her teeth or floss, or baths I still feel I 
get what he gave her, and now want I want her to have. I think about you on this one and it turns 
me so off, maybe that why it never- ever would have worked. 

And even if you are doing that and you’re with a guy and say you didn’t I still think you 
did, for all girls are like this today, just giving it away. Let’s just say you do it with him and then 
you do that guy now you want to do it to me... One word for it is- gross when it should have 
been all mine from the start, and only! Girls if that's not mn through your mind now it should be.’ 
It was like last year when Karly when went with Ray to Prom, she was all into me then, and I cut 
in and got my dance, and then we ran off, to my car in the lot and made while you get it, and we 
did it there I had to think about that as we made out. It just got to the point, which I was like go. 
I’ll find someone else that will love only me. What if she believed in me... what if she did care, 
what if it was not a waste of time. What if she loves me more than any other, what if it would 
have just happened sooner, and then she felt she was safe for the words that ricochet. 

I recall her saying- ‘I am very happy with my boyfriend and I see him in my future so I 
wish you could respect that.’ ‘Why should I respect that, when you do not get it and, and I don’t 
have too for that ring is not on your finger, that why I don’t have too. And now that is not very 
wrong it’s very right if you would see that, and not be so dumb about it. My God you are not 
married to the guy. You need to stop listening to your friends so much... what are you so scared 



of? What...? Just FREAKING say it! WHAT! I think to know why, but just say- why from you! 
What is wrong with you being so cold, you’re not like that.’ 

Karly- Sex is all I think about- and want, yet can seem to have it in me and right, or was 
it in the past and I fail to remember, here I am at the best dinner we’d had in years, it was years 
ago, I said- to myself, as I sit thinking back on that time up there in there and crap. 

We all stuffing our faces, even Madilyn, she is drinking margarita after margarita in 
different flavors-1 feel sick just looking at this crap, maybe lovesick in the flashback I was 
having, I am not sure- really. I feel I need that back, that day, and those sweet thoughts. I want it 
all that has always been the issue with me, I have to have it my way and that has always got me 
into something I didn’t want to be in. I see them all laughing so loudly, I don’t give a freaking 
crap at this point. 

At least one table asked to be moved to a different part of the restaurant, for Jeimy was 
farting too much and loudly I might add, God-1 going to toss my cookies as she did. I don’t 
recollect what we were even talking about, but at one-point Madilyn (Maddie) took a picture of 
Liv wearing flashing her crap, and showing her see-food in her mouth... she was showing the 
chewed-up bits of crap. 

She said- she was going to dump entire thing of hot sauce into Maddie’s ass crack. In the 
comer of the people getting up and walking out, I don’t give a crap. I feel like doing that also. I 
want my old life back I was thinking in another flashback of the past, ‘He was romping in my 
mind, and oscillation in my blood.’ At this point, I am on my cell just to hold it all down and gag 
it all back up, it's not mine- an 5 rway. 

I tap on to Jenny Facebook and see nip in my face or whatever those things she has are... 
ones an innie... I think, looking at how freaked-up her face is on this... one... eyes... is- almost 
closed, shut. You can see a third of Jenny’s profile and it all sexy photos as she calls them, I 
don’t have a name for this crap. 

(She’s doubling and did-a-ling over them, cracking up, her face was a bright purple. One 
hand is clutching her stomach. I just want to get off!!!) 

What nice table manners and etiquette, NO-? 



Yes! I would say... 

Liv- Freak- Me- Gross! 

Maddie-Piss’n- Sh*t! 

Me- As there all huddled around me looking at my phone it’s the gayest group hug to be 
in have, so many girls all up on your junk and crap. I think I was getting some and felt up to like 
a holy d*ick! 

It's- Dope! (Rankle up your nose, and she rolled eyes.) 

After dinner, Jenny threw down her mom’s credit card to pay for the whole thing. She’s 
only supposed to use it for tragedies, but she leaned forward over the table and made us all grab 
hands like we were praying. And she said- ‘Lord! I want to be freaked SO-Ooooo hard to the 
night that you hear me say your name, oh- yeah- um- freak- LORED-E, he- he- he, I don’t even 
thi nk you're there, I think all of this is-a- crap is just freaking horse crap! Like- it’s all crap, and 
s-sh-crap on the pages, (Sweetly- A-man.’) The Jenny throw Liv’s bible a-crossed the room 
hitting some old ninety-year-old lady in the face, that said to hush up, eat that crap she said. 

You done said Liv-1 don’t think that was right, I not for it either yet just shut the freak up, 
you look dumb. 

Jenny- ‘Hell it is all just fantasy story, of an old man with their d*ick out, sucking each 
other like all that is in the writing why read it.’ 

Maddie- ‘Like- feel that way okay- we don’t want to hear it... stop, look at these faces in 
here, where getting embraced.’ 

Me- I don’t feel quite that way yet I get the fiction that she is saying. I don’t know what 
to believe in if anything also, yet I try not to think about it, that what they want you to do, be 
brainwashed, and p*ssy whipped. (Jenny going to hell I know... NOW! Yet I thought that was 
funny at the time. She can read that is one thing.) 

‘She, is my friends, yet I feel this has become a disaster,’ She laughed because she was 
being melodramatic as usual, just injudicious. The plan was to go off to a party afterward yet I 
feel I may get jail time for this crap this time: it’s become a tradition, to piss off old crap’n 
people at the start of the weekend we had the unabridged night ahead of us. Everyone was in a 



blameless mood. Jenny was being normal, and that if fun to us and piss the old ones off that 
don’t freaking get it. 

She went to the bathroom after the woman got up and dumped the margaritas all over 
saying- ‘Find some kind of realign.’ I know that she was going to go anyways to fix her makeup, 
and five seconds after she left the table, the cops came and she was not the one that goes the 
cuffs it was us girls that went downtown. She- F-n booked, out the bathroom window. 

Everyone is laughing at us as we get into the cars, I had to be warning white just my luck- 
right. Every one of those hit me all at once: old people know how to throw crap. ‘Just hose the 
b*tch down one said. And she was older than my grandmother.’ 

I’d never had to pee so badly in my life, either being soggy- and wet down there. Yet I 
sure she didn’t even have to piss. I was sprinting for the bathroom when I was talked, still 
laughing for I had to, while Liv and Madilyn throw at me with a half-eaten sandwich, and 
cmmpled napkins and yelled, ‘Jesus is going to get you, Jenny, for freaking him in the ass hole 
with your strap-on d*ick.’ You should have seen the faces now! It was like Niagara Falls duping 
crap and piss all over me, ah more like there food and crap, but 1 think you got that right- dumb 
ass, ah I love yah, keep reading this crap... it is not like you have a life either.’ 

And ‘If it’s yellow, you get it!’ so another table asked to be moved yet why would they 
want to say at this point a show and dinner I get it-1 think. 

The yellow- crap, well-1 peed... okay, it happens to us girls. 

The bathroom was single-person, I was thrown five feet into the door by the big d*ick of 
a cop thrown the door and a girl scream as she was latterly crap-ing on the crapper as I fly 
inwards on her, just hump me I said, and get off. (Brake throw the door, is what she did. It was 
hugging from one hang...) ‘Funny- you like other girls, in your ass.’ 

Why yes- yes-1 do officer. (She’s on the floor looking up, just batting those eyes 
sweetly.) I said- offers d*ick-head; I can flash you to get out of this right?) He said- ‘Don’t think 
so sweetie!’ 

(So, she did...) ‘FREAK!’ the guys say. The one whiff-ie punched her husband in the 
face for looking, it was a good ass night. I was looking at the calling yet wondering where Jenny 
went too, I know where she went it a good hiding spot yet it's my spot- ever-ever hers. You’re 



crazy to be up there now. Hours later after my dad was called, I went up there, thinking I am nuts 
for going on to this thing I start rattling the handle at the same time, as I was calling out her 
freaking real name. 

‘Jenn-a Jenn-a Tal-ya!’ you’re a p*ssy! I walked in and she was dying! Her face blue, 
and her skin cold, her eyes wide open, saying help me, she was on the bed ass naked, saying he 
got me, with a knife in it. She was followed by someone for saying what she said or something 
that she did, it caught up with her, yet she’ll make it she always does. Her note was left on the 
other window on the other side, saying- I want it all to stop, I never wanted to do anything to 
anyone. 

Along with these lyrics that she copied off her cell phone, which she looked up: ‘But I'm 
on the outside... I'm looking in, I can see through you, see your true colors. Because inside 
you're ugly; you're ugly like me. I can see through you, see to the real you. ‘And its- you that 1 
will never feel or have,’ and that was all spelled wrong even though she copied it all.’ 

Whom does she want to have? 

How or who... I asked- she said- ‘Don’t.’ 

Jenny- (I did it to myself for the attraction. I am freaked up- okay. That’s why I dyed, 
they wanted me too.) 

(Me-1 think it was my sister that did it.) (Ray- it wasn’t me, I got out after a year, I am 
sitting in this cell for a reason, she’s not believing me, yet I blame Marcel as she did also.) I 
scream and run, to the cops yet they didn’t believe me. 

I guess she’d was in a msh to get in there, for she hadn’t locked the door correctly and it 
was left somewhat opened, we-1 walked through, 1 was leaning against it, as 1 flow into the sight 
of her laying there. I tumbled into the bathroom, to find that she killed me and my sister's kitten. 
Cotton, she was still laughing when I walked in about killing something that I loved, the girl has 
just gone nuts, expecting Jenny is standing in front of the I see her in the mirror with her lips 
beading holding the knife over me, saying it you or your sister take your pick, you both are 
freaking me over so one shill goes now. 



I fought her off me and ran to the door. I feel like I was going to go over the edge the 
handrail is long gone now. She had me by the neck, saying- ‘I shall kill you for this... ’ What did 
1 do? ‘Just be so freaking perfect! I can’t stand it 1, not you!’ She was talking all crazy and crap. I 
was over she was holding me by my feet and one of my feet gave way, and my shoe was it. I was 
going to go down with the bridge... I just feel it. and then just like that she goes all nice and crap 
and started freaking out that she needed to pull me back up, yet there was know why that was 
going to happen, so 1 just a few, and 1 thought I was going to die that time too, yet somehow I 
live and woke up in my be naked and happy- to go on, yet that was months ago, yet living the 
same date. It like she keeps trying to get rid of me and she can and crap. 

Shove down the toilet was the dissevered head of my little cat, I screamed my head off 
after the fact, my sis didn’t eat, sleep, for days all she did was the cry of our kitten, and the 
remains were laid to rest next to the old car over a-crossed the way. She flushed but not quickly 
enough, for all of it to go... 1 loved my cat she knew all my up and downs in life. I saw two 
entire undigested tomato pieces swirl down the toilet bowl. All of the laughter left me instantly, 
as 1 was going downward quickly. ‘I feel safe doing this, yet 1 thought it was my time this time?’ 

1 asked, even though it was obvious. 

Your bridges are burning down, they're all coming down, they're all coming around, 
gather in the ashes, scattered not to be found, as they blow around, they threw me away, living 
on another day, not much to say, not much I can say, it’s all going down there all around, don’t 
make a sound, fallen to the ground. 

It a new day and it starts with me and my sister all over again, freak just learns how to do 
this yourself, Jesus-H-Crist the girls freaking stupid’ faces light up with recognition, as I say sure, 
and I walk out of the ‘Bathroom, get ready for it.’ Show me- Show me- what I need to do! God 
shoot me now, freak! Freak! Freak! Crap! Freak! 

Buzz- buzz! 


(Mind thoughts not my own) 



I am going to hell for this I just know it. I feel like 1 am being someone robot- that they 
program, I feel what they want me to feel with me inside, they can get into my body and act it 
out using my mind, it’s like they have the technology up there to mn me even if 1 don’t want to 
mn. 


I have to go through this to get it or so that say- and I still don’t get it. Occupancy with 
reason with the extraordinary, while let us do theundoable, let us get ready to deal with the 
indescribable and aforementioned, and see if we may not- freaking goes nuts it after all. I may 
not have gone where I intended to go, but 1 think I have ended up where I needed to be, yet I 
don’t get why- do you? I love end even if they're not all happy. 

I love the whizzing noises as I fly downward, for it, it’s what makes me live, I love the 
death for the most alive you can be in life itself, it the height of going off that gets you not to feel 
so low. 1 want to be high all the time- to keep them off my mind, or even him whomever he may 
be. I know it must have been Ray... (Think again... a soft voice for with-in said.) 

‘She lay into the whole enchilada in life with a fusion of bizarre mastermind, and 
childlike ineptitude and it was often problematical to tell which was right from wrong.’ 

Time is an illusion... of seconding ticking away to death, everything its death, to have a 
life. ‘Why eat if you’re going to die.’ Said Jenny, as she was sitting in her hospital bed, looking 
over her cell on Facebook making sure all her photos looked good and axing the one that didn’t 
show her good side. Before the end was nearing. She asked to see me yet, I was reluctant to go 
in... Yet 1 did agent my mom’s wishes. 

My dad said- ‘Folks- who think they know it all is a big frustration to those of us who 
know are crap.’ 1 was standing by a little niche just before going into the kitchen when he said 
this at the hospital. ‘Don’t waste your time going after that crap! Don’t be so naive and simple- 
minded! She’ll eat the crap out of you and come back for more.’ He was starting to sound like 
me on that one, so 1 think he had enough, of Jenny. He said- ‘I’m not going to cry over the girl!’ 

There’s a line of people gathered in front of a closed door. I had to wait for three hours 
just to see this girl, my mom said I was insane! ‘Does this girl have charry tasting nipples or 
p*ssy for these boys to be mshing in like this...?’ My god dad-1 said dropping my jaw- ‘Crap 
her harry little mouse should be worn out by now.’ It’s not hairy- dad! He looked at me with 



confusion- and said- ‘Umm- hum!’ (‘Sure, that where her mind went, missing ALL the 
importance.’) 

So are in the waiting room, one girl has her legs crossed and hopping up and down, 
saying I have to pee yet I am not giving up my set or spot. She was the most popular girl in the 
school there where over a thousand people come to her laying-out to see here in this like a see- 
through nightgown. Even in death she getting the last giggle and has to show off her goodies. 

She made sure ever 3 dhing looked preteen, down there and back up, her face airbrushed to 
perfection, it sickens- me fori know I would never get any of the crap, down, or even look that 
good even alive. 

(Old hospital, called; Miners) 

I dislike the elevators, the hum- and rattle and I get stuck it one-time, big drafty windows 
way at the end, you can hear: ‘Paging Dr. What-the-freak! ’ and see bed flying down the halls, 
kids where have wheelchair races and whiling crap, and one nard was shoved into a body bag, 
and thrown to the shaft of the elevator, and left, he still might be there... ? Kids these days... who 
do they think they are- me. 

(Flashback to the hallway) 

There is a line, rapping the six-floor to the six-sixth room, kids are ripping open the door, 
and Jenny getting off to some I swear to someone on that she is and that’s the big man above 
while okay then, I see her kissing a boy and even down to the youngest girl... and that pissed me 
off so much, I walked away, saying I saw yet I never did, and maybe that why I feel guilty about 
passing this up, it’s not like I can go back and say goodbye! I kick myself, yet feel it was right 
yet wrong. Jenny thinks she is a sexy beast! Yet everyone gave her a big head. 

Death is all I want to think about, like... at this point, one year ahead! 

Leaving without her next to me, I want to die, for her so, I can be with her. 

Locking back which would have been, her now that she doesn’t remember me, yet she 
does and does not want me any longer. 

‘Hey Karly, good to see you again!’ (She looks at me the same with love, yet the feel is 
not being received all the way in.) ‘What the heck's her problem?’ ‘She doesn't want to 
remember who you are, bra.’ ‘Oh yeah. I suck at life that’s right!’ 



Karly-1 hardly know you. 

Olivia- ‘Actually sweetie, your kind were dating each other.’ 

(Karly looks at him) 

‘Yeah. Sorry, I'mnot better looking.’ 

(Giving a wink) 

#-Hashtag: (Girl from hell, hell riders, her eoming from underneath) 

Chapter: 79 

It's Winking at Me! 

Books of what right and what’s wrong in a teen's life. 

(Going back three weeks) 

One of them points to her watch and says something I ean’t hear, but she looks pissed. 
‘She’s been in there for, like, twenty minutes,’ a sophomore says, she was eating with her 
parents- ‘like such a loser thing to do, like for real you do that and you may as well so suek a 
d*ick in front of a Holy-Father, it’s the same to us, or so, Liv said. What is she like five I said 
even my little pain in the butt sis get to go places, all by herself?’ ‘Yeah but is that a good thing, 
Liv asked, you know she is freaking boys- and not and not playing with her toys, your boy is her 
new toy, and I know she is using you power-toys also, always a baby you shall stay, unless you 
break away for her, that bring you down with her.’ My stomach drops to my feet feeling it all 
want to come back- up. I almost get sick right nearby the bathrooms, I was close by I have pills, 
for that and that also. I have razors too and, I feel, I eould do that, also, and not give two- craps. 

People loek themselves in bathrooms’ glass when they want to I ean do that too, of brake 
it and cut myself like I want to all so I want to do bad things, like have sex or throw up, freak and 
never stop, kill something or someone, have a threesome or something unforgivable or 
unbelievable to be remembered by- for there not kill themselves, to be like me. So far-1 do it 
every day for them, to slice me up one side and down the other, they have end freaked though me, 
at least my girlfriend can’t do that as those boys do. 


(Lunehroom) 



‘Liv...? Are reading that same pace of crap again?’ 

‘It sucks, not that heard it better than Twilight pace of horse crap, that I could write better 
in one day-yet come on, like read something else, I am just in love this man writhing I can’t help 
it, then read something else, by him, I never even thought of that really, in a dumb moment of 
Eureka! Do you read Twilight? Are you freaking five... that for babies! Said Ray, boy falls to 
freaked up face guy, and she has no freaking face yet she looks freaking high all the time, oh 
may- and thing happens. 

You suck for saying this book suck! Said liv is awesome! Where does the daemon come 
out of? Asked Maddie, Liv- ‘My book says out of there girls’ p*ssy’s.’ Maddie- ‘Smartass that 
not what that meant at all- sick-o, as she leans over and reads into her open book down on her lap, 
I can look at the spot art at the banging’s over the chapters, and get what they meant, and that not 
what 1 see, her laying on her bed feeling all that she lost. Some of these my mom said are graphic, 
I don’t think so get with the time's mom and dad, like a holy freak! It’s just a naked girl l ik e me, 
sitting in her room, on her octagon window bench, look down at herself showing it all, (like we 
girls do that you know-1 know I do) with her hand just about to touch it, (and more) showing her 
tight little line of girl-ie-ness, feeling said with a tear mnning down her cheek.’ (Just- Get over 
it!) 

-A week has passed- 

My days there not supposed to go this way, I read the first page. I’m supposed to say to 
you. I elbow Liv saying okay can I have this when you’re done with it, sure, you might just get 
something out of it you need. I get up for the food line and start shoving through the line of 
people crowded there, all the way to the front. 

I’ll read more, yet I know it will time me more time then she took, she knows it off by 
heart. He taps me on the nose, and I softly with his one finger; like he does after he kisses me, 
and I am on top of him skin to skin find it so- cute- to me. 

(Nevaeh lived a hundred years, yet never-ever meet Karly she was in her little world, or 
so her mother said.) 


‘I feel she didn’t what to know her, her mother that is. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 11 


A Void She Cannot Feel 


Chapter: 80 

New start beholding- 

-Breath through me, I feel double. 

Nevaeh- Hey it good to talk to you again-1 said, I would be back, yet I never thought I 
would meet my grandbaby’s up here, and not down there with you all. She a wild one kind of 
like I was at her age, if you flip some pages back, and read between the lines you’ll see me there. 

Jaylynn- which possesses all of us, to take crap to give a crap or have crap, or just crap it 
out? 1 have inquiries- So, is its natural surroundings that pushes us, it’s like a house of horrors 
and its many faith- that is sarcasm to my life. Freak nurture, freak the universe in the ass with a 
two by four. The people give nothing and tmst like the AL-mighty is a thing of the past yet that 
fine with me, ass holes. Yet I love you just so you know, I love everyone, ago crap- on. There are 
more depths made than saved, no lives in this city that have a clear understanding of what they 
are doing. 

Yet you can see that crap, can’t you! My mom said, T have a potty mouth,’ yet I don’t 
see that. I’m living in a persuaded rite, which keeps them in limbo, breaking my back fallen to 
my ass. I don’t follow anything or anybody’s crap-1 do me because it has become a routine of 
what they think needs to be identified. So, I prefer to not follow anything, those asses are the one 
that seems to be lost on their path, not I, or that is the way I see it- do you- d*ick head. Look at 
how this crap took place they say that kids skip a generation- Karly is so like me, good for her, 
her mom is like my mom, a dumb ass, that I have to love for she is my mother, yet I never really 
know her, that was my choice it wasn’t hers. 



(Dark wings and all you can see me now.) 

My path when all downs also, the easy way to hell, yet hell is where the fun is, until you 
get there, and have to find a way to get it up- he-he-1 said get it up. 1 am still a young girl can 
you see; I am fifteenjack off’s. I am not surrounded by people who are happy or do not need me. 

1 am just a part of its unknown past. I have learned to follow my heart, and go with my gut 
feeling. Even if that is to cut it open and blood the feeling outs. I have confidence that I do not 
need to be a bible thumper to have true faith, I didn’t see the need too- really- at all- it’s all a 
steamy pull of erap, like a ‘Harry Potter’ movie, just like Jesus he died at the end I could have 
told you that, crap. I have faith, is sex, drugs, and rap. WORD! ‘All I need is to have a love for 
the man who breathed his last breath so that 1 could breathe freely.’ ‘God, 1 just need to get 
freaked, my grandmothers quote suek Harry Potter butt!’ 

Karly- (Past weeks) -1 have to suck in the air on my own, 1 have the impressions that 1 
have been cut away from the umbilical cord to the uterus of culture’s association, like mother 
must have felt losing out on me, yet the same thing happened to her of so the freaked up story 
goes that my dad has told to me, over the years every-night for as long as 1 can remember. I am 
in a sequence that I need to develop my own, and not have repeated, yet 1 am not in central of 
that either, I have no eentral in anything anymore or so it seems, 1 am spiraling- 1 am spiraling, 
falling- falling- crawling- and always- down on my knees, begging for more. 

I want to see me have everything 1 want to see, 1 would like to read more pages, and see, 
some that I need to see I just want to remember me and find out about them, in addition to the 
one that I need to love, and I see that I had it and give it up. Yet I have to piek the right one-1 see, 
and that is so... me... I don’t get what I need, or realized what I had, with them. I don’t know if 
it the ehildhood boy, or the sweet girl that plays with me that I need the most. Love is a hex, of 
not knowing what to love more. Just like the general public will come and go. Falling to 
someone shall stay. 

Things will eome and there may be modifieation not foreseen. Yet, is the one a girl or a 
boy-? I just don’t know! Maybe I am just BI- yet how do 1 get over that? 

I have to choose at some point, don’t 1? Look here- The pages will turn; the chapters will 
open and close, as I, myself own a book of life, ha-1 think I read my own story without ever 



knowing, yet Liv did that why she read it in front of me to see if I would see the way, to my own 
life. Some of the text, which was written, will fade away, and a broken heart will mend. 

Up till now some of it will endure in my reminiscence unflinching and vibrant. (I may 
have passed on for reading a bewitched story with I was never- ever meant to read about my 
family, and the hex of losing everything that I loved, I wonder if the girls set me up for this one?) 
I can hear whispers, whispers I can feel, whispers that used to give me a thrill, whispers from the 
ones that kill, whispers that give me a chill, I recall whispers while trying to find love, I hear 
them whispering, just like the girl in the story that I should have known, that I may need to find. 

Even so, I have to comprehend it is all that I want to think of, and not what they choose 
for me to arouse, I was forbidden to see her... nevertheless, I did, the day before my end. I hear a 
soft voice! After that moment with her- You know I think that life is all optimal; one can either 
select to live comfortably or choose to live in fear, and that is what 1 did the fear, of not fitting in 
and they kill me for it. 

They're still killing me, every day not to I find out what I love the most, and that is not 
my girlfriends, it comes down to two. I ask him to do more for me, yet is he? Or has he, or has 
she done it all for me, that is the question. I know that someday he will answer me, and if he 
doesn’t, she will! I feel I want her to; she is the one the most like me, and I feel she needs me 
more. And I love that about her she needs me, and that is love. 

Yet I feel like this- There is nothing to do in this here for me, or then her or should it be 
him? I know that my dad would disown me for dating a girl, so- I don’t get what I should do. I 
have use thing like with a boy anyway, so I should just go with the real thing inside me, I am not 
a lez-bo! But that girl could sway me- I don’t know. There is just a glow in my mouth- like all 
the white teeth teen wants me to be, it’s all spitting out, yet I have swallowed it, yet they don’t. 
Look at my eyes with bloodshot eyes, with tears miming down her cheeks, and everything in- 
between feeling the same, you could even see all the welt markings of all their words, yet you 
can’t see them. 

She did not even know her name... so she was named after his favorite flower, that he 
had everywhere in his home as I remember. There is nowhere to go, no one to see... and no one 
or two, which cares about me. How can I live a life of ecstasy? If infrequently one cannot have a 
choice, yet I want to pick this if I have anticipation, if I have the preference to. 



Well, I have to live with the consequences of an entity life with me next to me and even 
inside me and some, I call my friends. Everyone has to bow down to them, I have been blown to 
yet not always the way you think I have, my live a life abortion, ripping out my heart blood 
dripping down my arm, and the demons I just hoping flyout of my piss so, I can strangle them 
with my come! Yeah, I am the only girl that will say that out loud! CRAP! Moreover, the way I 
am the one loses out on a life of authorization to make a pronouncement and my selection, crap 
really- is it me that has this or not. They are the cord that is attached to me; nothing can 
correspond or takes place in humanity without my friend’s approval. Yet, in my life it is like 
someone- they sieve, network, and monitor all my life's events. They are the ones that give the 
stipends in the formations in the society's loop. 

Chapter: 81 

Her real love going inside 

Aylden- Moya-1 am a- freshmen here at Bill Clinton high, I have some to say-1 am in 
love with you Maggie, I see you every day, and all you have to do is just been in front of me and 
it drives me nuts. 

So, I did the unthinkable and asked her out, and like that she said yes, I was not sure she 
would and all herring, what I have heard about her, it was not long until I got her pants off, and I 
was in love with everything that I was looking at her so cute, and just a fourteen-year-old little 
girl, it refreshing to see she not slut-ing it out. 

Girls where what they think boy’s thing is sex, so they think they’re having lots of sex, 
this girl she is not like so they just assume she is gay for not have sex with boys, where and when 
she can get it, 1 know that she has girls that play round yet what girl has not. I am okay with her 
past and doing that, it not what you all think it was, there was girly love there yet not a full¬ 
blown relationship. If there was, she never said, I just got that she never went that far with a boy, 
yet she knew what I was going to do. ‘Ha that tickles-1 have them off to the side. Frilly most 
girls in my school would call them baby-fi-ed. She is wearing training Briefs, with the scallop up 
and down banding at the top, their multicolored size six to seven, white background, white 
edging, and with tiny light blue, and pink hearts on them, and the little white bow in the front- 
too cute it’s just adorable to see a girl do this, and not care what other girls say. I want to keep- 



um and never wash them to have the scent of her when she is not with me when she is away from 
me. 


Maggie- you want to sniff my panties? 

Me- possibly...? (Award saying) Which side the inside or the out? 

Me- What do you think? 

(She just gives a sweet small- and giggles, as I got it.) 

Maggie- The inside right-? 

Me- Um-hum! 

Here you go you earn these by saying that like that! 

Me- Thanks!!! (The first time - like it is a nice keepsake well too look to look back on 
every time you need to?) 

Maggie- How do you know you going to like doing this if you never sniffed them before? 

Me- well-ah it is you isn’t...? 

Okay, I see! 

Maggie said to me that- ‘Shaving line down there, is not fair to us girls. Yet that the only 
part of me that I don’t shave, God-1 have enough to do with my legs and under-arms.’ Got-yah! 

‘I like these I have on their comfy I so glad you like them; I was worried that you would not like 
me for this... ’ lam okay with it because I love anything you do or have on, it doesn’t matter to 
me, I said it’s cute- go with it. Um- can I have them? Ah- you what these? I sure do, to keep. 

Okay then... (Her eyes rolled like why? Her index finger- off to the side of her sweet lips, 
maybe biting her nail, face down eyes looking up rolled to the side.) 

Then she said- ‘I am not using a razor down there, that I don’t know where it been, God 
you don’t know what you may pick up- like if you get cut or just irritate yourself, I did it once 
and swore never again, it was Karly saying try it, and where fabric sting up your butt, I think not 
when I can be comfortable and having it natural feel right to me, do you mind?’ Not really! It’s 
not what, I am used to but it’s what you want so I love that about you too. It’s not about what 
they think about us and what we're okay with- and I don’t mind. 



Her underwire bottoms show to me that is most inane still, and also shy, and I find that 
amusing, and wonderful. Not wearing what all the girls do shows me this is a girl that has 
something I want and that standing up for her right to do what she wants and believes in like her 
faith. 


Say with me-1 love her blue eyes, the way she cries; she never lies to me, always hearing 
me, always near me, stay what me. Say with me, and make me happy; stay with me, and say you 
love me, stay with me, and someday marry me- won’t you please...? Just stay with me. 

I love you! 

There was this on time, where a girl felt my girl up and pulled on her hair to see if it was 
there... and it was, and she okay with felting it, you may just want to do the same... as... I know. 

She let her... that’s what happened, so she would see what she wanted to do with her 
style down there. 

Maggie- Two week’s letter I have completely fallen in love! I changed schools, to be so 
the girls would not rip us apart, and say crap in the halls, yet when we get off the clock it’s on. 

He here to pick me up, and I go to his place, and we hang out, and do the touching, feeling, 
kissing things, that I always watering yet never had. I LOVE HIM! Yet how do I get rid of her, 
come over afterward, just to make sure I am okay, it like she has known idea I have a boyfriend 
now, she gets lost in me and my eyes, I see it he does the same, Karly want me, yet I just want to 
be friends at this point, yet I don’t want to be mean she was always there for me, know what in 
the world do I do to say back off. She said she feels me? Okay- if you say so-1 felt her then not 
so much now. I hope she is okay- she been through more than I have. 

Having it hairy would keep a boy away wouldn’t it, maybe that is why she did it, so she 
would say it for the one that would not mind it, and for that show, he loves everything about her, 
regardless. 

Aylden Moya- leave her alone you make her feel uncomfortable. 

The sex in bed the morning, and at night and when we feel is right, it is out of sight! 

Karly- are you kidding me she was mine first- are you saying- that I made you feel like 
your skin was crawling? Uncomfortable this is what is means- scratchy, painful, tight, and sore, 
or rough, uncomfortable- bumpy, itchy, and lastly- prickly. Is that insulting or what? 



Uncomfortable, like sticking your d*ick in the pencil sharpener, it just feels good, 
doesn’t? 

Karly- It was said- Miss. Gibson when he first saw with Maggie when she was five, he 
did not know how he felt. The feelings of being oveijoyed led to the feelings of being horrified at 
what he was seeing, she had a smashed cut up wrist and boobs and nipples, and her hair all cut 
off, she was speechless for some years after, she was discovered, standing there in her underwire, 
you can see there are going up are butt cheeks. They look like she was picked up by them, by 
someone mean ripping hands. Miss. Gibson was not Maggie’s actual mom; awe- she is a horrible 
mature creature. Just a nasty piece of crap. 

The story energies that one day; he had on ring out and she came to the door to see a man 
holding her up by her underwire saying take her she is going to be euthanized. That is what they 
do this day just look at the train mshing by, there is no love, just death. Just think in a few years’ 
cars should be flying in the air, look at the buildings now, so modem and space-ie. 

She was only ten years old at the time. Why did we all think she was slow, it was for she 
didn’t say much at all, back in middle school... she looked up at her and said- help me, and that 
is what she did. Mss. Gibson was nasty to everyone, but she is caring for her girl he named 
Maggie, so for that, it was too far, in that she would not let her go on her own and do the thing, 
and like any teen, she rebelled and lost her car over it, and she said okay smart ass, know you can 
walk to school, I said you couldn’t drive. She bought the car herself, and start going out agent 
her mother’s wishes. 

Karly- She did not like me either, I do not think she like anyone she was a man-hater also, 
that’s why he left sixty years ago too. I think that is why she is so old-fashioned in her ways, just 
look at who raised her, she thinks I a complete slut even if that the way a girl is. Now and then, I 
realize what friend she is to me, and more. Start with the stomach area. 

Lick kiss and such- me going down on Maggie, I started by working my way down, work 
her inner thigh, as if she were wearing underwear play and tease outside the outlines... then as 
you see the labia work their way out into sight juddering on the clitoris. 1 start up toward it, 
liking with the tip of your tongue, then she should be going; now work your tongue in between 
the labia inner and outer, not lick the inside her vagina yet... just the between lips area. 



Finger with the index, then go back to the clitoris with my lips on her lips and give it a 
little more thoughtfulness, it is all about the art of the tease, and the wetness, and the coming. 
Now droplet downwards and slide as much of your tongue inside the vagina as possible get it 
wet, with your spit and such, feel it all dripping that’s love there, and gross, yet you have to love 
it, or wetter and relax her up, with her I know that works. She loves me doing this and now she is 
getting good at giving it back. 

I walked into my sis’s room... and saw nothing but her ass and spread open p*ssy she is 
on her knees, on her little bed, with bubbly little mermaid bedding, look at that her butt is shown 
pointing towards the door, got yah-1 see lots of her... and so will my friends... if I send this to 
them. Payback sister- the wetness running out of her, let's put it that way. I think you know what 
that crap is. I have to prove I am not a complete p*ssy, and will not put up with my little sister 
getting more than me, like taking my men. 

See this Maddie and Liv say- her but was like in our faces, I knew it would be set to more 
girls, yet 1 did not have the heart too. That was up to my friends to see if they were real friends. 
You can see and hear sighing in her Arial themed room to every inward and outward stroke. I 
even see her rubbing it in rotating patterns, with her fingers also, she into it. Uh-ah, uh-ha- Oh- 
ooo-a, ow- yeah, she feels everything deep I will say that for her. Man, she can bend it in, she 
has known idea I have this all on my cell, and I am looking in at her the door not closed. Look at 
her next to her stuffed dog, she is rubbing it also on her vag., Maddie said I can send this she 
seven, and so did Olivia if Jenny was here what do you think she would have done with this 
video? 


(Hall discussions at lockers number 94 and 96.) I wound if she sent this to anyone else, if 
so that not nice. Locker 95 is now sitting as it was, but with like a drop off of flowers and bars, 
and photos stuck on the door for her memory. Girls kissing the door, and boys, it is nuts, you 
don’t want to see what inside there, it freaky. Olivia-1 wonder if we could get our lockers 
changed it was nice then when we all wanted to be together, now not so much, this turns me so 
off. Did you see that Maggie is getting a life now that she is gone? 

Olivia- Yes, yes, I did, I wonder if Jenny was the one doing that too. 


Maddie- she liked her so I say know. 



Liv- maybe...? 

Maddie- Do you miss her? 

Liv- Not always- yet she pops into my mind once in a while. 

Karly about the video (not with the girls, alone.) I showed her one, and now she seems to 
have it- good for her. I think she does it better than me, b*tch- is what the girls well think too I 
just know it, I love her, look you can see her face in the pillow, cute right, arched back, putting 
her two fingers in and out, and I forget how old she, yet see this crap, she looks like a 
professional, my girls will get it. 

Miss. Jo-Anne Gibson-1 did the best I could, but I often a spectacle, if my best was well 
enough, was sufficient, enough. Maybe I was too hard on her or not hard enough. Perhaps she 
was ill-fated; maybe it was I- mayhap? As you may have guessed-1 do blame myself for her 
being the way she is now, but not then, and you cannot change something wild inside, just look 
at the gay girl she with all the time, posing her fresh young mined with sin! 

Karly- Anettia- is a freaking b*tch that needs to be shot in the face at point-blank range, 
for what she did to this girl, I have seen it, lies in the book, and fake reports, no wonder she 
cannot have a life, until now. Jenny was on that ran and said - she was doing crap she was not. 
Like, look at girl peeing on the crappers. How would you know if you were looking at her doing 
the same? 

I remember that Maggie always did have a way of a little crap, and I conjecture she 
always will be for-1 say. It would not have been for me taking in this little girl, she would have 
given up on life a long time ago, I say also. You can see that, she needs more and more help in 
the home and out, I need to see if she need more that they are not giving, I have her going to 
places now and there was a TSS teacher with her at all times, previous years, they say, she 
doesn’t need it to say she does. Now that girl is doing not things to her that I find so- uncouth. 

(TSS) is a Teacher Support Specialists, a d*ick of a person, just to be there so you are not 
a danger to yourself or others. Look at her there just popping gum, sighing yet she cannot, do not 
blink do not even think, flapping their mouth saying nothing logically, here what she wants to 



hear, making you fear every little move you make; you can’t make a mistake or being a kid at 
this point you under the light. 

She is tapping her pencil, documenting it all for your life to go to hell. You- epic FAIL 
now! Like get real this girl would not hurt anyone, if anything she the getting hurt yet they all 
just look away, now it is my time to say, she is okay. Back- OFF! 

Chapter: 82 

Eat- Yo Sandwich 

(Lunch) 

It is a foot long; 

Ha- better than six inches, said Maddie. Karly- Suck on your meatballs... 

‘You should know you’ve done both.’ Some girl down the table- said. 

Let’s talk about books, said Olivia. 

God just shot me in the head, so I can die, ha- hey see the sped? 

Nice- book’s- Maddie- ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! 

Karly-1 think movies like Twilight freaking suck, (Throwing both middle fingers in the 
air making skilling face.) The sporting actress made fame, what it is. Look at her and the look at 
that, what is- that, I love Aima Kendrick? 

Teach walking by saying that a mother week Bams. 

Liv- I think she would have made a better Bella, than the girl with no personality, yet 
that’s the book I read that thing and it was painful. 

I guess that my assignment in life is over my Karly kiss my ass where it brown and holy! 

And that another one, sure it is... Suck my clit. 

No! 

Yes, you want to! (Sexy eyes) 


That's it- you're expelled- 



Good now I can party and have some fun sleeping and not doing this crap, so you going 
to punishing me by not being here, freak yeah! 

The towing sick of a teacher his name is Mr. Abdelaziz Okay smart-ie, in-school 
suspension, then right. 

Karly- Freaking-, ho-bag, psycho, b*tch, p*ssy-tart- cunt! Under her breath. 

(She gets taken out by her hair, by the officer what’s his name, roughly, I might add.) 

Like who paints a room all black, and face the desks at the wall, where you could only 
piss two times... no air to speak of and some fat ass smelling like crap farting up and down the 
five by thirdly long skinny room, next to you is what... I got for six out of seven freaking hours, 
all week I might add. 

(Flashback) 

I loved band yet that not cool so what do you do here? 

Freak yeah, at least I made it as one of our dumb ho’s... in a short skirt that shows 
nothing under it, to think I made it, wow good to think... you think I am good enough to be the 
same look, and size or whatever, yet you can’t say the N-word or a knotty little swore ward... 
Yet- yet- teachers can call me every name you can think of... in the urban book of crap, like I 
cannot even wear a tank... without a bra in the halls, yet, this girl can... do you see all the 
bouncing, and nipples pointing, at you, I sure do? 

Yet, the face pant keeps me from looking down and up. Can I squeeze this one boob, I 
said as I walked past going to the office like I do every day, for no true reason, I not the bad girl 
here, is my line, they just roll their eyes, saying- something like- dumb crap? 

Oh, to be oh so freaking cute as one of those, bubal head moraines. That thinks that has 
the world by the ass, just jumping to a not so sick beat. And I am not talking- about, all the 
movies either, they all are PMS-ing b*tches, sore if your one, but dumb stop with the snoot-e- 
ness. I could look like one talk like one yet I don’t want to be one of those things, this boys and 
girls call- tremendous. Oh yeah- so cute, and sexy, NOT! So hairy- and they say that about my 


arms. 



(What- about them?) 


I am sure to have you seen her junk? Goddam! Like they want to be an ass of a 
cheerleader, doing sexy things, hell I can do that in my bedroom naked for my boy. ‘I’ll spell out 
your name for ya! Freak and that may be misspelled too!!! 

‘He- he.’ (Cuts to the try-outs, you’re up okay she said sweetly) hands up in the air thrust 
bunch with each, give me a T- give! Give me and me!! Give me a TTTT- mother freaking d*ick 
sucking, lip biting, come- glopping- eat out my p*ssy- y! Now give me a C, gimme a, L give me 
an I, then bend me over and freak me for the- crap- piss’n- T. 

(Blond haired girl name Holly, blinks a few times fast-ly in a row, saying-1 like her, the 
faces were priceless, she finishes with jazz hands, and firing fake guns with hands, then trips out 
the door, saying yeah there’s nothing wrong with me.) (So, they just said it all back to me, 
awesomeness!) 

‘Gooooooooooooooooood evening Clit-high! So, how’s it hanging, well I can say, yet it's 
all goooood, so this is your afternoon amusements. Lex Mithez got, a- a- Goff win, and so did 
Jackie-sue, and Amy Lue, yeah (girl in calls screw you.) 1-0, 5-9, 5-10 is how high she with is 
that what that read? And eight, (what) don’t forget the football games, and your ticks, there is a 
jack-off coming up, (a what, the teachers look up in the office) oh that said- said smack off, 
football, so bout that, oh my. 

Um okay then moving on. Don’t forget that you need to have your red ribbon on fora 
dug week, yah- Yaaaaahhhha! (Whaooo- dugs, and not doing them.) I get a- thumbs up and a 
good job, ass hole by the d*ick behind me. You could hear it over the intercom. Nice! Don’t 
forget to dress up like some you like a day, and your others will stay home and feel left out. 

(That’s not what that said either. (I heard from Marcel- yours such a good speller, I loved 
it was informed the whole school. As he said don’t die to get out of the parking lot and slow 
down and don’t forget to pay for you spot money is overdue like just get it down here NOW so I 
don’t have to keep saying this crap. There is a bottle of something in the boy’s room that needs 
to throw away, GOD-!!! 

I don’t want to ask, what is this? Do I have to-1 have to read this... Do we know it’s 
there? (Nod for thep*ssy ass behind me again.) There are con-da-mine-on for sail her in the 
pyo... ogin-o... okay- OH-shank- rap-room. God, I can read this writing. Thank god it over, it’s 



not let me do this today. Movie! She said imposingly.) (Maddie someone Jizz-ed in a bottle? 
What is this?) 

(Talking to the girls in homeroom, intermpted by this...) 

Now I don’t remember- what I was saying, I asked, they look at me like... whatever, 
they're just want to go home, look- you know stoned, mixed with ass freaked and smashed 
freak’n dmnk. I don’t remember anything after that, oh yeah- um- that a pad should not show if 
you’re wearing spank-ie-thing-ie-s. And she shows that, ha- Hana, and you don’t get kicked out. 
All they do is dance around sacking their big bubble butts, saying nothing, and freaking every 
boy, I should be in the locker-room. 1 don’t need to hear you... I mnoff... to get pampered up. 

And we split, in the clit. (The classic line is away therewith, every girl.) 

#-Hashtag: (I don’t have anything to say, it’s all up there.) 

Just think I get the same ass hole, that been here for over fifteen years, I remember back 
when we had that kiss in-between the buses at the football game, we were both in the band at that 
time, now he goes it alone, or so they say. I would love to be on that bus now, yet they say that is 
not the cool one to be in. she pressed him up on the run bus, Diesel Fuel, at night band night 
playing in the background, it was perfect until the band directors said- ‘Don’t FREAK it up!’ 

I had a solo to Beth, at lUP, that when to a sixth-grader, yeah you heard me, what 
happened here with rolls... and crap, what the hell, every other time. The dmm starts up, and I 
was captain- nope that was taken away to, for he said I could not handle it, will hear me now 
mother-freakier freak you in the ass with a trombone. At least I do not freak my students! What a 
night lots of kissing and touching, on the band bus, it dark and the red in the back is all that we 
need to feel and see it all. 

Hands down uniforms I think so... and maybe more, what happened on the band bus 
stays on the band bus... what do you think I go on the bus? The first time he ever puts his hands 
on me all up under my top. (I nailed it) Marcel, I was there and I saw the stand ovation! 

(One the field with the band of five hounded.) 

Karly- it was awesome, having that part echo back at me. 


Football game; band- 



We combined the old school over there, with our’s years ago now where larger and crap, 
so our uniform had to change to red and blue, and that was a bloodbath, we hate each other still. 
CHS over OVHS is not cool. They said- OVHS we are number one the best! I think not. When 
the other school was red white and blue and we were. Clit pride lasts forever! Let’s Go Pennies! 

I am sure mine will never be the same now! This school will diddle with your brain, and make 
you go insane. At least I, not the p*ssy- saying this, I glad not to be a part of that over there, 
though! It’s a thing of the past... sad- but true- it needed to die, or did they kill it... themselves. 
All good things come to an end; this is yours now. 

Black and gold time ‘Hey my little pennies, you're nothing but a bunch of pussies!’ Hey, 
clit, here my d’'‘ick, suck it, I heard on the field. By MCHS, ‘Guy team No! A player’ of ours 
said as they were a bent for their ball! Morning Campania... 

Okay... inhale here... this is long and hard. Ha- that’s what she said. Momingside- Cam- 
withia for Cambria parts of Pennsylvania, preia for Pittsburgh areas, mush them all together and 
you- while getting that steamy turd up there, all up in our asses, and crap. 

Hear the band, it should like someone like 1 took a dump in the sousaphone, I am sure fat 
Freddie their worst player loves that one. Yeah, suck that crap!) Make it rain! Crap, Fred! 

Marcel- This drum keeps messing up here girl I will show you have it done and I am a 
trumpet player. It just that one left sticking that crap, and it may be the tuning of the snare too, 
yet I fix it you know-1 said they sounded like crap, to your pain in the ass band doctor. (See me 
saying it!) He just said- you need to learn to respect young man, you have to give it to get it from 
my asshole! 

Head to head- ‘Line up kid if you’re so smart and belligerent!’ He said-1 said after- Yeah 
you beat the crap out of those drums, just break the head, it's fine, you suck! I when here! At 
practices, this happens the night before the game. 

(Drum solo) 

(It is half-time) 

Crap- look at the people, so freak’n load. Awesome! 



Foo fighters show is the show is playing. Learn to fly, Hearon, Times like Theses, and 
The Pretender. I have to do something here to show what I can do so 1 just hit the highest note, at 
the end of that show. 1 saw him going Hum, over there, like okay then don’t stick to the sheet 
music, that you that they get paid for. We break it down yet crap. 

The other band only played one sound and that was- ‘Do Not You Forget About Me,’ and 
Eminem- ‘Lose Yourself’ (look at them hip-hop dancing on the field, (Garbage can dmm solo) 
and Whitney Houston- ‘I Will Always Love You,’ and the get this one more: Fergie- ‘London 
Bridge.’ 

We do need to do that, if I have written and the name makes it happen. I’ll garbage can 
dmm solo, and I won’t drop my sticks... did you see that ‘You tmmpet play remember that... 
said John.’ Yeah, maybe so but come on. 

Dad-1 thought it was time, Karly you see this it’s been at my cost for years, I am giving 
you this uniform of your mothers, ‘Do I want it? I said. Razing up my one eyebrow high, making 
a snarled face. Like this is not something, I would want to keep in my room, I hate my mother 
for not being there forme and doing this crap. ‘Their baby killers!’ 

I would not feel that way yet I can not help it. You have to understand my feelings of loss. 
Yet to all of the girls out there like me in her group or a group, she studs up for herself when no 
other girls did, she was something else, don’t feel like this... it not fair to her, she was doing 
what she had to do. 

Yes, she gave you up but in her mind, that is what she thought was right, don’t you see 
that she didn’t have the choice, here it was kind of made for her, she passed on the field at the 
age of twenty-five saving one of her younger girls that lost her legs after being blasted off, she 
made back home yet your mom did not yet, here is her uniform, she went through hell to become 
what she was at so young of an age, look at this thing, she was fully departed, and a female I 
might add, not easy to do, yet she spoke her mind, to all the boys and got her way. Come hare sit 
on this bed with me and I will this story here, it was not long after she was just privet, which she 
went in front of the board asking for dress uniform changes. For the love of God - Just give the 
same uniform as the boys, yeah-1 am a girl my holy hell, ‘I think you’re a scum-sucking 
freaking maggot, private, for saying this.’ 



We are not all the same here can you see this she said to the up squadron, these things 
have not changed since nineteen forty-two. ‘What the freak is your point her little lady, the sex 
here is all the same.’ I think not sir... ‘We don’t care really what you think, your part of a thing 
that is bigger than you and your simple thought, of hormones, and nail polish. Do you want to be 
here?’ Yes, I do sir, is that a question that needs to be questioned about it, I have done everything 
you said with you snickering in my face, about it. 

Okay enough crap around her, about nothing... I love doing this, I just want to feel the 
same as one of the boys. ‘So, what the hell and crap and piss do we do about that to fit your 
freaking needs here.’ Okay, you asked for it- permission to speak my mind. ‘You’re like I don’t 
kick the crap out of you for even being here, you have seen men die, in trading. I feel I need to 
talk to another man here, and why are all you men... I have something to say- here me out. I get 
one little patch on my slave, and my caller here is flapping over all my metals, that I have and yet 
my racking is the same, and yours all went up, this is not far... ‘I don’t care you’re a girl her- 
this is what we do.’ 

We look ridicules like the nineteen forties, flight attendants. ‘Then you can walk out the 
door and hang your uniform up.’ ‘1 don’t see the need to do something you want me to do, when 
I am the same ranking as you, now.’ Commandant- older man said okay what do you want here 
sweaty- I feel like you do, this is not right she is not wrong here, we see it now. This is what we 
all girl needs that a tiny like I am, a hat that fits, and a jacket that is the same or even fitted to my 
covers, this skirt it is sexist, and the pants to baggy, so what do you take the skirt so you’re not 
falling on your face. (She flaps it back and forth shown the out of date look.) 

Can you raise them more than slakes that is? No, for my cheat is there and the spenders 
are maxed out now, and I don’t feel that I need to be rubbing this down here either, (point hand 
moment up and down near vagina.) I am sorry sir for this one grannie panties don’t work for me! 
As you can see, they're not on me now. 

(She holds them up, saying would you put them on?) ‘Now- crap! ’ (Guy’s that all just 
look at her like- are you for real.) ‘Now we have to ask what down there?’ something nice that a 
girl of today would wear. She flips her hair back, taking off the hat, that’s covering her eyes, 
saying this: I want and need like us all her of the female type- that is short and girls, I want my 
hair down under my hat if you say yes! ‘We have issues as of why you have to do that... ’ yes-1 
see- conversely this is my body, and I have the final say, I don’t see doing this if just being in a 



blue dress. I am swimming in this thing- you can see that- no? And where is my white belt that I 
should have under my boobs? ‘Did she say boobs?’ Yes, sir- Like- we have them! 

He said- ‘Sit!’ make us look like boys, yet I am wearing a girl’s uniform...? Okay keep it 
if this is what I get to do- and we all should have done here. 

The list: 

1. Coat: I want something that fits inwards with red piping on it somewhere more than 
what I have here, and has a fitted clasp caller. Look at all my meats are a cover for I am small 
and these overlaps, my caller that is, sleeves are too long also. Just give me a black coat here 
with some buttons on it also, that has the same bagging, give me red cords too, that I should have 
at this point, at something for my shoulders to so I don’t feel so small, that I don’t look so small 
among all these towering men. 

2.1 do not want to have, these men’s look blouse either, what are we high school girls, 
needing to cover them up. So just give me a necktie to... and it's all good. 

3. What: I want just a bucket hat in white and gold, if that works, with insignia on it, yet 
bigger, you can even see this! Think of a band hat- there adjustable with the stings. 

4. Sleeve Cuffs, Black with white piping with two buttons-1 would love to have this now 
for, it makes up for what we never had over the years, and it looks sharp. 

5. Pants: White- Hey I where the pleated skirt, if it white also ending above the knees, 
let’s say I am on a date with my husband or something formal, where I need one, or if I not in a 
lineup, where there is nothing but paints, with all the other man. I would like to have one just for 
wearing my uniform home. If it’s where it should be up here, and it goes all the way up showing 
off the lags and side of her butt, do you like that boy you should that why I am in it. ‘So, where 
do you want this thing at?’ (Here, I need to march in this, and have my legs look nice, do you see 
this guy. Don’t I look cutter now, I think I should be cute and all.) I want them to fit that all, not 
be all bagged out. 

6.1- um- we, want light make- up, I have to look good, it’s up-to-the-minute days, 
standard shads, for our skin tone. 


7. A white riffle would be nice. 



8. Last name plat. 


9. Bayonets I feel are dangerous, and don’t need to be there! 

10. And I was a drum major, I ean outdo you all that are over me, I want master sergeant 
spot now please! Give someone like me a drum, and I show you how it’s done! 

(Prove it the next day! Lineup!) 

Dad- ‘Back in the 90’s or so not that long ago-1 thought twerking was fortightening lug 
nuts...? Twerking? Shaking your ass, here I’ll change your mbbers for you, don’t crap yourself, 
now you young kids are hummping in midair-1 might add, and dumb faces and limp over 
backward gyrating to this crap. It’s all hanging out-.. .crap- everything flopping and dropping, 
up- low and whatnot, I don’t get it! ’ 

Mom- ‘Word!’ 

Karly-1 walk away busting a lady nut! 

So, you feel that you need more now to make up for it. Yes-1 do! And what that to keep 
it! 


Yes, keep it forever so you can remember who she was, she gave up everything for this 
century, yet was what she did the right thing, I don’t know, I feel there was not enough do for her 
there is not even a flag on her gave now, and her husband is not laid to rest next to her yet, they 
never- ever got much time together for she felt she had to do what she needs to do, for the fear, 
of what was, and who she was. Give this a week and will see what can be done for a solution to 
the situation we have here. 

And she got it, and this is it, this one here she wore out on nice events or for home and 
such, and she wore the men’s style when on the drill time. She was laid out in the outer one, yet 
she said that one also, ‘you can’t keep it... yet you can die in it.’ 

Dad- Brandon- We were the age of five at this time, I remember sitting on our branch 
over the house, looking at the trees and the golden fields, I remember the way she looked at me, 
oh so long ago, she was everything I ever wanted way back then: ‘Just say a tiny bit longer for 
me! ’ ‘Okay, I will for you! ’ do you see here in that little sundress. He passed, not ever find 



someone like her to feel the place that he did, she did not spend any time with him for it was not 
what she could do, it was all work, and never being together, he was always lonely, or that what 
they said, it can make a man crack, he passed young of a broken heart. He was okay too, I think. 

Chapter: 83 

Love is what I had 

(I was ten) 

Holy, mother of god, we are in the shower together he bubbled up yet not covered up, and 
back down will it around until I would come, I got some just call me, he was Just enjoying me 
being cute, he washed my hair and played with my body, like my boobs feeling the and mbbing, 
suck, and kissing them, flicking with his fingers and others, HOT steamy water pouring on our 
head, as we were hugging it out, and do it all. Rubbing my legs and crap-1 say freak, yeah, but I 
don’t swear like that! 

I fasten the garter around his hips legs side to side around his hips, and as I am arching 
my back to slip the silk stocking off my toes, I unclasped my bar for him to see them fall, as we 
go to bed for the night, we were body unstop of body, and we even had our toes laced, together 
on one foot, like our hands. I have to bite my lip to stop my impatient moan from escaping, yet it 
all comes out of me. Scorching flush rivalries over my skin, my face hot and red that down there 
pink feeling has a handprint on my body. 

My figure is shaking with shock at the news of us doing this tonight at this age. A baby 
they say I show them? No freaking way, no way should I be doing this yet they will never- ever 
no, NO WAY!!! Unserviceable my awareness is tiresome to grasp this staggering bit of data. Of 
why... Like a small child gets out and the woman is here to say. I’m downhearted, helplessly 
trying to fit everything together in my mind, like I should some time you have to say what the 
hell and go with it and piss on them. 

My inner goddess is quickly losing my virginity, the light in the room fading recklessly 
as I see it all there looking at it deeply, but I can’t settle on that now. I not sure we're ready for all 
of this Just yet. Gritty again I feel as I work its way in, I scan the room for anything I might have 
elapsed to say when my eyes fall on my ribbons on the wall. I would say anything to make him 
think about not going in so fast, yet I want it all. The blinking to ever downward moment, see it 
all so fast what to last, it was hard, not slow and good, I don’t remember it all. 



Phone’s screen draws my attention, I don’t look, I do what I need to and that is lying 
there and take all of it, yet that the way I want it, announcing it. Quickly, I tip the contents onto 
the bed to paw finished the untidiness, for the things that I needed like my underwire, I all but 
gasp with the force of the solution, which hits me like a rock to the face, I may be in love, I have 
fallen too him. 

He looks at and his reply, was all I need to hear that this was the love I need to have, or 
the sex at this point not sure, what to say, and again I hear the suggestion of his self- hate is 
everything when spooking at this point in my life. ‘I’m sorry for being me, ‘I’m too un-loveable. ’ 
He drops his eyes to at me, what not to love, hiding the mayhem by the conclusion, not looking 
away at all with ever weird, wacky, and odd, and the gross thing I would say is so nervous. 

My heart liquefies instantly as the memory recalls to me in flashing of the day, away it 
goes- yet will it stay, out of my control, your selfishness, 1 want here nothing more, yet that what 
I think about him at this point to it all about getting it in me even on the band bus we try crap, 
that feels good. Jealousy is they that what to stop it yet they when. It- he or the girls what to pick, 
you know what I did. 

Every part of him has attracted me to him. I’m horrified at that thing to look at it, ‘Big 
enough’ I said, looking at his legs to that could cmsh this little girl I am. I think you had 
everything you need but not this... I did think it was possible to be so right, and wrong all at the 
same time. I can see now how I acted without thinking, about it but what the hell, I did before 
they got it in me. So-o selfish. So, I was young, it better than cummie camming to an asshole that 
just wants to get off to me. 

that what they want, I like it yet I don’t, I want to come for him only, yet I have to pick 
one or the other and I picked the girls, not him- not him- do you see that. 

‘The consequences you face can change your life, for the right or wrong.’ ‘I was it just 
demonstrates, that I am the one who’s no good for you.’ 

Chapter: 84 

I dyed on the inside, or is that love? 


(Now) 



My hair flips over my shoulders, and boobs hiding them some of my shy blush faces I 
remember it all, now A compounding ache nails at my fragile body into my young heart, and 
more cries drop onto my shirt and though me. ‘I’m still only yours.’ I scream in class as I mn out 
the door looking for him, yet here am I, at this point, I don’t know. This is not my school and 
those girls are not my girls. I may be dreaming this yet I not, I feel it all! Uniform though it’s a 
low-slung, protected whisper, it sounds loud in my ears, I hear the call-out within me, and it was 
him, yet through me, I never stopped loving him and only him. I want him to know that leaving 
him left me as broken as he still seems to be, even if I feel as if I have died every day, we have 
been apart. 

(Night in his room) 

Discovering everything with my fingers. But he’s not here I think yearningly. I run my 
hands over my boob, I do it all the same as always, pausing to feel the erect nipples under my 
timid, I softly circle my razed hands and then flat fingers over the hills that are the only mine, 
and touch the beautiful scratchiness within me like when he unzips me down there and blows on 
my belly and mon into it with every feeling. I pinch the strain that I have down there asking if 
it’s all good, 

‘I don’t mind he said.’ Like he was with my hair coming all around me and my body at 
that time it was down past my ass. Steadfastly, between my thumb and forefinger he plays with 
me and my hair and hands, the sweet biting and scratching as we do a thing in bed, a silent cry I 
might make for being happy, it makes me want more... and more what can I say I am a teen girl. 

Courageous now I slip my right hand into my sleep shorts, where 1 instantly, join with his 
body for sex. I never thought about anything, not even a condom, he can pull out. With my eyes 
shut I evoke his touch, mnning through me like come out of me, and whipping it with my undies 
that he keeps, my finger plummeting on his chest, when we ride for it, them into him sucking off 
slick and wet desiring as he having sex with me onto. My hot breath, I can almost feel his teeth 
on my lady's lip, sucking my clit, my jaw and his on my lid skin, the same with him. The other 
hand is working my left nipple and boob, massaging like his fingers down below, and squeezing 
there and there and shaking it some too, nerve-wracking my tender nipple, at this point from all 
the suckage. 



It directs the rhythm is right, to his, my body shudders and quivers to the orgasms, which 
spray and show up like cream, as it recalls the delicious sensations it’s capable of. Vaguely I hear 
my moan as my finger gently circles my clitoris. 

Ah! His mouth on me, hot and tingling my lips with his then his mouth flicking goes into 
my mouth and slid over mine it right. The look in his eyes as he watched me returning the fever 
of all the responses, and I admission of defeat- smoothly. 

My body taking over, my back arching a bow. Everything clenches, stiffening as my 
orgasm quakes through me. Gently the soft breeze carries me back to earth, yet, I don’t want it to 
I want to come as long as I can at this point. Whoa, incredible, sexy- sixty-three seconds- going 
into non-stop! 

He sucks in a hard breath down on me, eyes pained and jaw clenching tightly around it, 
the muscles in me moving with his sucking that would not take away, they're mnning off, yet he 
keeps going... 

T am not going to stop if she wants more. The taste is everything I wanted too, it’s all her 
like her skin, it's sweet and cute!’ I arched up to see this all going down, my eyes finding ever 
look on his face, that I love, to see, and a new upsurge of anxiety flushes through me, I want 
more but have to go at some point it ends, with us both breathless for really holding breath, how 
will we ever get past this, at school we-1 see him and tell his guy finds.’ 

(He never did, is that a good thing?) 

Chapter: 85 

The feeling of it deep 

Remind me why I walked away from that?! Oh, yes, my damned uncertainty! I grimace 
at myself and they feel okay with a nod. What am I going to say to him today? What do I want? 
The complex is he as, he stares at me, brow knitted in a tight view. He holds up four fingers for 
me to see where when it going to go. 

‘How can you still only be mine?’ 

My self-esteem undoes at the understanding that it’s where I want to be. As tight as I can 
I gripping back, keen to take the soothing balm his hold proposals for my ravaged soul and his? 



Nothing can hold back the break of awesome feelings. Submerged like water running down on 
me with feeling, I weep- my broken heart out against his firm familiar chest, yes, I cried the first 
time all girls do! A strangled moan escapes him. 

‘Oh, Karlyl’ He closes his eyes, creasing them up as he stmggles with some internal 
melee. When they open, I see a flicker of resolution before his strong arms wrap around me with 
such a hold down on me... like a drowning me in so, I don’t go under. He cmshes me against his 
length, his agitated heat almost scorching hot in his body heat. 

Chapter: 86 

Eyes on this young gorgeous thing 

(Back) 

Freshman year November 11/11/2012 

Hot date with Marcel after school- ‘You have Disney, Pepsi, and a black-ie.’ ‘Your homy 
and depart, it works! Now sit don’t, and eat something, GOD!’ 

In front of the bathroom mirror, I stand stark naked I stand thinking about what I did with 
him. I hate to do this to myself, but it’s time for an honest about everything that does, I love 
more them or him. I’m half keen, half afraid to see what Marcel sees when he looks at me. It’s 
been a long while since I’ve had a hard look at myself- why would I? Thankfully my body 
survived pregnancy well if that happens after tonight, yet I wonder why I don’t remember all this, 
my t*ts are still nice and full yet I young even now so what the freak am I talking about if 
anything, a little crazy here and crap. Surely that can’t be a bad thing, I have lost some of it I 
think over the years, why can I recall it all, why must I go in and out. 

(My Free Chat Show) 

And panties see-through in light blue, black T-shirt, white and black thigh high socks. 

The top is off and now you can see my blue bra; I take down all the five-hour energy, that I need 
to do this all night. And gag on it to move them this long thing, do you like it when I do that? 

Not really do it to me not that. I will talk about anything on here if you chat I will too, even balls! 
My life, and how I have a lack of one. Hand on my cheeks, or crossed, saying whatever comes to 
my mind, there is no filter, I blast it all out, boys like that. Lick your knees, do you like that crap? 
Maybe...? 



Weird! 


Doesn’t that go under sick fetish? 

I’s, not ages anything- NOT- even butt-chugging- ‘whatever that is! I said.’ This one is 
for your ass hole boyfriend. (Ray- die mother-freaker die!) I just want to play with it. 

ME- How are you? And what are you doing with your life? (I wonder if they have one to, 
to spend so much time on here, get a real girl if you can.) Get my vid- cream-sick-al. Does X-box 
have a vagina...? What...? I may even pick my nose for you. I’ve seen me do it. supergluing my 
vagina is the worst, how would you suck a girl that had that, try pulling it out, have that 
nightmare at night- F-ers. Come into my house and Jiz-zz all over me and squirt it... one take is 
all I get to get it right, yet it’s so wrong. I tilt my head to the side and continue my stock with my 
dumb yet cute crap. 

My belly is almost as flush as it used to be, but not moderately as tense, yet I have the 
line that runs down into my vagina. I like being a copycat, I have to take you through this... I 
don’t want to know what you did in a dark early, what dirty man’s cock did you put in your 
mouth for five bucks that worth fifty, ouw-a, honesty in here- b*tch, it’s a five-dollar foot long. 

Ass in the camera and shake it out, I see it on YouTube why not- on me... like- in my 
chat room, its PGI am sure, oh my Jesus, it's getting dirty in here. It's not fan fiction that real-life 
crap- mother-f-er. I don’t have to be part of the cool kid's club, are you: taking in the butt- what? 
Feisty!!! Band-K cee. 0-h I done crap, here, I need a new PC. Having anal sex-n’ strangers can 
complicate things, would not recommend it. I here for advice, not masturbating, I want to take 
about life, I got you on my mind, so let’s take the bar off. Are you feeling hurt? We- got some 
crap going on. On my sheet I feel all blue you can’t see me, rolling around. 

THANK YOU! Boobs hugging lying on my bed on my tummy showing the nipples 
downward fingers on my lips. It’s your first time here... let see what you never expect, it's a 
hump-day what do you expect... we all homy on Wednesday, I say your p*ssy- Hey ‘Me- ways: 
have a chat with me, all you have to do is p-lick me, and you be in. you guy are such weird-o’s, 
showing what I see on my screen. I see- kitties! Go it so hot in here, I have to turn down the heat, 
BRB! 


(Be right back) 



I not faking myself- by my videos, are you a mind-reader he just did what I wanted him 
to do, 357, good tip! No vid- for you-just ass-F-ed by Brad, do you know something about me, I 
had to be the yellow ranger, and I want to be black. SpongeBob is my hero! This is my life! I 
question a lot of the choices I have me, almost as natural as letting someone Ass-F-me in the 
early. I have lots of stuffed animals I regret nothing. I have plenty in being a young woman... 
doing stuff like a girl? Playing with the elastic of my undies at the top, letting it snap running the 
rim with my fingers. One Fingers rubbing my lower lip, I like too it feels good to me. Squeezing 
my boob as I do, feels good, like you do, love’n me as you do. Hell-al-light-blue is my hair on 
Minnie-cam. 

(Gust 69360 show that anyone can get in here.) 

Laying on my bed heir flip back. I’ll give you the chance, sucking my fingers, holding 
my one finger to my lips like I do with him, and him only. Here this! 1 am a movie in ways you 
don’t get, I could cry at this. Pinching my nipples feels so good. Tha nk you- YOU-AH! I love 
you-1 love you! May sound like something else to you! 

(He will get it, he’s a smart guy.) I DON’T CARE- song... I am about to blow your mind. 

Sbe’s My Cberry Pie- song playing in tbebackground. Us- ‘Yab you know it!’ Maggie 
and Ray, and I said, and even here sis said damn! Tips make me wet. Lady OJ- is money! Taking 
the word Christ out of Christmas is wrong, we must bam them to the ground your coffee guys 
that suck, stop playing so much jazz I don’t find it cool. If your agent realigns, I think you need 
to be burnt down, the cups are just red now- fun! Don’t say what I should have for faith, you may 
get conflicting answers. Queen- ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’ I am singing for him I know he is a 
rocker, like me at heart. Do like my butt in this, sliding them down I mb from behind. I have to 
hit the goal! 

Butt in air panties off! 

A band for no reason, I was for so face. I was in my friends’ cam, and doing crap and 
they kicked me out. It not like I have a cam for all that long, I am learning. 

Don’t GO-go! So many songs requests, my God. Here we go- rock me... singing. 

Grinding it out playing with my hair, dibble handing mbbing my lady-ness. I don’t give my 
height- 5-3’, 5-4’, 5-10’. BRB! 



Some anything things I want to say-1 just want to use your love tonight. It’s all showing 
now, to you see my pinkness, I love being naked like this for you all. Hood-rubbing, talking 
about holidays. Laying down on my stuff-ie bear, and showing my side shot. Hair down there 
being rubbed, god dog feels good. The Clit-er-stach... Nice, my girl's hair. Do you want me to 
shave it all off and regrow it? 

Showing more fortips, p*ssy shot! I want my bush to go back to full size, don’t just 
creep on me, and tips. (What do you do if you don’t want to go to school, I do this.) I had every 
color you can think of, even a rainbow! The not gray hell with gray and it's fifty shades. (I do 
more than that and I am twelve years old, and looking back on it.) I touched the butt! END! 

‘What happened to my room?’ His look is relieved but still surprised as his large eyes 
look trustingly into mine. I slide into his bed and pull him into the loop of my arms, ‘We moved 
last night after you went to sleep, buddy. Don’t you heat it when things fall into a hole and you 
have to dig it out me myself and I did that one? 

Mud-ie! 

I wanna chat with my boy, so I am ignoring you guys. 

My... iPhone is a piece of poop! 

Talk to Howie the owlie... BRB! 

Smile and I thought you might like this room better.’ I’m smiling into his hair as he bands 
an arm around my neck. ‘I have any animals to sleep with.’ He breaks my heart, yet I embrace 
the bear as excitement lights my innocent face, so I feel right about doing the next part. 

The show- It looked like the owl eyes where my hotter, see my butt, see me up close to 
like should have done for you, it’s all pink and crap! Owl-humping is on! He’s in neck lock now, 
what the hell I said, moving to the bathroom, I have my mic and PC next to me. Taking a shower, 
I do everything you want, it's cold to hot, it’s a piece of a crap heater in this apartment. The 
showerhead is too tall for me, any day now shower, I can ever reach it, the knob. Tbe wide eye 
face and stare that only I would get. Light going off cool, right? Do- dis- crap! 


Should I get a vibrator? 



Texting him and her and them. Showing my pink-ness one again. Cold as freak! The 
water hitting me so hard. I don’t want to break my phone, don’t drop it- oopsie’s. But shaking is 
going down. Thank you! Body wash sparing, and that smile only she can make, rub it in all over, 
in the font and the back, god it feels good, squeeze the luffa and rubbing on it. 1 start fingering, 1 
am all wet now for you! Up closer than ever before, I get lots of tips, thank you, hair flipping out 
and dancing under the water, hair goes black now. You can see my wavy wet, with shampoo and 
more, going down my young body. Rubbing my whole body up and down on you. See the water 
as it runs off me, hair dripping down my back, nice, right? Chest gabbing and back ass and 
vagina shot 1 am showing at this point, it’s all for you squeezing my cheeks, to the hot right! 
Bonging them up and down, now you get it. Do you want to see me shave- ‘Sure...?’ 1 said. 

Him- Blue is nice, dance forme! I so love you! Love that but apart back shot! I say what 
1 need there, god I am a parv. 

There that smile again, one finger is rubbing now, 1 have my clit working it around can 
you see this. Soupy butt and p*ssy fingering in the, from the back, one is in and out now, do you 
see this so close it feels like you’re in here. I don’t care if I am just on cam soloing, at least I am 
not banging some random dude, on the first date forgive me for the sin of being a start teen girl 
here. And doing me! 


I get two girls to have sex and grinding their things-is together, there face to face and see 
it all go on, two boys one has to behind, so is it wrong for me to say... boy- on the boy- should- 
you should not- do that- for you can see your partner, at all regardless of what you do. 

‘We got tonight, who needs tomorrow, why don’t you stay- stay with me. ’ 

(Future days) 

Maggie- Yes, you can have heroes in the forms worshiping a boy. I do not recommend 
that you do. Love the crap out of them I do. Yet I did her also, but come on growing up and do 
something with your life now. Why would you want not to they are not going to help you when 
you need them? 



Boys are the crap; one is he’s my crap! Always do this... do not fault courage for 
acumen; be wise in your choices, you may fall to some you never thought you would. It will help 
you make the right choice. Remember it is better to be sometimes a run-away than not having 
what you need and that is love and understanding. Make the right choice at the right time, which 
will please the heavenly hero. 

Your boy will continuously help if he can! Remember that... your opponents can help 
you over time, so always be on the lookout for your hero, if you are a damsel in distress like me, 
find a girl, and find Mr. Right when he comes along and sweeps you off your feet. I would have 
to say that what is neat about falling too someone. You do not need to have everything to be one 
with one just have love and trust, it’s a must you see that... I know you do, you just need to be a 
true friend and lover, with eyes that see the truth behind all the lies, yet that should not happen 
either, ears that listen for what is straightforwardness, and an expression that will speak up for 
you, and make you both happy. Y ou know I think all of us have a hero inside when you feel this; 
I just need to let it speak out and stand up for it, to do this. 

For instance, forme, I want him to show him I was a brave, sweet and loving side like he 
always thought, undeniably to someone like me... is a damsel in distress! I get that, I had to be in 
my old life... if you want to put it that way, what girl doesn’t want that... even if they have this 
now? That to me is the true definition of a hero and she was one forme at that time, and I am 
grateful for her being part of me inside and out, like another person that is helping someone who 
is awkwardly in need of reassuring from another person. She is a hero! No doubt to me, it is 
someone in my view that can ever part she sticks up for me like no one else has, and does not let 
someone else's views influence what they need. 

Your boy will continuously help if he can! Remember that... your opponents can help 
you over time, so always be on the lookout for your hero, if you are a damsel in distress like me, 
find a girl, and find Mr. Right when he comes along and sweeps you off your feet. 1 would have 
to say that what is neat about falling too someone. You do not need to have everything to be one 
with one just have love and trust, it’s a must you see that... I know you do, you just need to be a 
true friend and lover, with eyes that see the truth behind all the lies yet that should not happen 
either, ears that listen for what is straightforwardness, and an expression that will speak up for 
you, and make you both happy. 



You know I think all of us have a hero inside when you feel this; I just need to let it speak 
out and stand up for it, to do this. For instance, for me, I want him to show him I was a brave, 
sweet and loving side like he always thought, undeniably to someone like me... is a damsel in 
distress! I get that, I had to be in my old life... if you want to put it that way, what girl doesn’t 
want that... even if they have this now? That to me is the tme definition of a hero and she was 
one for me at that time, and I am grateful for her being part of me inside and out, like another 
person that is helping someone who is awkwardly in need of reassuring from another person. She 
is a hero! No doubt to me, it is someone in my view that can ever part she sticks up forme like 
no one else has, and does not let someone else's views influence what they need. 

Chapter: 87 

Squeal it out 

Karly-1 want to squeal, yet no one is going to hear it. I inquire- am I becoming locked up 
in chains? Help! I fear the vehicles that follow behind me at night. To this actual day, I still fear 
not having her at night, though I do love you not in the ways you would think, while completely 
open to the world 1 see nothing, that 1 should and fare nothing but the past, and losing out. Of 
course, I know you know that about me already. I fear that the world is becoming like a 
humanoid, with no front-mnner in which to follow as she was. Most of all I fear loneliness, and 
not see any one of them here with me now! 

So much fear that the terror it seems as if it will never stop, in this blameless life like 
mine; plus, I will be saved, by him or her someday-1 hope. Maybe- is all that I have. I terror that 
nobody will ever see my resourcefulness or predictable me for the good in-which I do for others. 

I sense like I am the only one left in this world is me as I fall off it and fall to them. All the 
loveliness of life has been crestfallen, and it is all an illumination around me is darkness. 

‘Affirmative-1 terror being in the outside realm of things.’ Just as it said- I would be after 
seeing the forbidden. Magical- Cards of wisdom and blue crystals in my hand, I look for 
something to show the way to the land of no pain. ‘I look to the skies to save me, looking for the 
sine of life, to make my way back home, I better learn to fly- fly! See the stars, as they go around 
my head? I am going to: bum out bright! 

I think that if I could be left alone, with the one that I want... I could have a life- you 
know what I am sure of it. I fear that the towering entity will never collapse, and the demons will 



keep playing in my head. I fear that I will never have a social ability, to be part of the nobility of 
compatibility. 

I fear what society has done to me. I fear that I have no tmst in anyone or anything. I fear 
that my life has no meaning. I fear that I will never get out of this hell. I just want to start my life, 
and get a degree in music someday from for lUP, if I can make it through all of this. 1 do not 
think that is too much ask for- is it? 

I am 100 pounds, really tiny; surely there is someone that would find me attractive? I 
wonder if I can find someone who can think for themselves. I want someone who will love me, 
for who I am- and not what they want me to be. Most importantly, I need someone that will not 
use me. Is that too much to ask for? 

Fear! Anxiety is something that I have inside, it is the source of the things in which lead 
to distress. Not finding someone that loves me, for who I am, is some of my fears. 

I fear not having a family by my side at all times. I have tears about the overwhelming 
stmggle to rebuild my reputation, which has been destroyed. I ask this question, if I was to die 
tomorrow would anybody come to my wake, to see me lying there? 

I fear the fact that I am most likely going to be alone forever. Another being, that 
everyone that has meaning in my life is fading away from me it seems. 

Chapter: 88 

Emotions Dreams 

I feel like my skin is crawling with vimses when it is on my figure. It’s mid-November 
and I am standing in the rain, as I ran out the door it is, so cold, so lonely, and so freaking 
loveless! As I find my way back to him the one, I left behind oh so long ago. Up till now this is 
not habitual for me, I am always naked around my house, yet this is not a home at all, I don’t 
know what you call this place, it’s like a school however not so. I have my reason you’ll see, not 
to say too much, I have someone looking down at me with the eyes and the face and crap. The 
rain is falling on me, eyes and ears, and boy and girls all like knives inside me, never since the 
moment I got off the damn bus so it could just mn my ass over and get it over with. The rain is 
matting my long brown hair on me as it lies on down my rump, just like a movie just like the 
books. Just like me living it, like her. 



Some of this shower is cascading off my little face, and it slowly collects on my breasts, 
where it beads up and separates into two different watercourses down to my belly button. I 
eyeball it, as it goes all the way down the front of me. Yet I okay with it... at last, 1 am free. To a 
fact! 1 still feel so shut in by all of them. Ten or twenty-five or three minutes have passed, 1 am 
still in a similar vary advertisement. ‘Girly portion.’ Almost like a waterfall gushing in-between 
my legs. It trickles down to me to where it turns and goes in my butt cheeks, falling too and 
thrashing my mud exposed toes. After standing so long, holding me upright, weekly my legs so 
not right give out. Just letting water follow down me. 

I'm soaked! Soft thump, sooner or later the pounding gets rains resilient. Making me fall 
to the ground with where I will remain until I feel that I can get up and over what has happened 
to me. I can feel the wetness as it lingers in my hair for a while, so unforgivably waterlogged my 
body even more. That’s if I can... like if I can accept it all. It’s all because of them! Counting my 
sanctification, I feel dissatisfied in a way when I do feel it releasing offends my hair. Like it is 
wiping away everything that happened to me today, away from the day of the past. I feel the 
dropping rain is weeping forme, like hell’s tears of pain and flam it runs out of me as I yell out 
for his safety in a call of his name. 

At this time, it follows the center point on my back. Then down in-between my petite butt 
cheeks. It streams off my butt to the ground near the heels of my feet. The wetness is still 
mnning down the small of my back thirty minutes must have passed. However, it is like it is all 
pounding down on me at once. I look, up to the sky, lying on my backside. It hits me! Even with 
all this rain. 

1 feel that my vagina will surely never feel the same, or like it’s clean again. The pain hits 
me! I start rolling around, like a pig in mud. I have the sensation like I have been ripped in two 
parts, by all the one that never cared and not seeing it till no yet it too late does he even know my 
name now, is it all lost and forgotten about, it’s been so long now. 

Where have I been? I can feel as if that part of me is washed clean from the day that I had 
to go through. On no account can it be yes, no, maybe! The rainwater can only wash away 
somewhat of what they have done to me. What he did to me and her- and her and him too all of 
them all- crappers! Never all of it... never- EVER-NEVER EVER! EVER NEVER! They have 
sucked! AND FREAK AND now that can suck this... I don’t care, kill me! You’re doing it 
anyway; I have read the story just do it! I cannot wash away all my fears that I have. Erke being 



tugged on the hood they suck you off and you have to put up with it. Pending with the thought of 
bite it off me completely. That is why I’m bleeding out cutting and crap! See this it’s for you! All 
you-1 carved the hacker for you! On my lower hip bone. I scmbbed and touched me in all the 
places. AND FEEL THE GOOD OF IT. 

I ripped my black hole wide open, and they see me do it, let sit for him all - all. 

Fingernails and slashing teeth, see me now he- he sees me, it all for you. Not having you did this 
to me, same with her, same with losing ever 3 dhing I have ever love and my dad too. I cannot run 
away, I don’t want to stay, I don’t want to act gay, or live another day, what more do I have to 
say. 

I need to get away! Come whatever may... I have to get away from them. They always 
find me! Always. Pledging with Supernatural being saying this has halted. Thus far it goes on 
every school day on repeat to me only 1 see the thing that I don’t want to yet that don’t see it it's 
right there she talks to me. They don’t get that- it’s not crazy I see them, I am one. They beat me 
up for the gratification. 

My nipples are raw like me and my skin! I have nowhere to mn or to hide! I cannot stop 
them from point out, assault, and sucking on me! Sometimes it’s like I blackout and see it all 
pass me. I just need to okay! It is like these hallucinations of what my life existence about comes 
and goes away from me. I know how a candle feels, careworn not to be blustered out by the 
mshrng air, which is stale. It smells like death in this small room, alone. Nothing but my thought 
to keep me. 

‘There it is!’ I say as I rip it out. The paper is jagged and wet, but I have a farewell note 
in my hand. I made it earlier in school at lunch when I was sitting alone, on this cmmpled up 
notebook paper. The black ink is mnning like a watercolor all over all my shaky childlike 
penmanship handwriting. All have on it all words that need to be said, about my existence in life! 
They're all there, maybe spelled incorrectly, but there regardless. 

I feel like I am existing not living! It is as if I have all these flashbacks, to the point it 
haunts me. Even at the strangest times, my mind drifts off. Corresponding I said - It is all because 
of them! The air that is around me now, is making my slit labia skin hurt with bum and sting. 


I have every right to be troubled! 



Do you even freaking care? Do you? Yes, no, maybe... what do you think? Look at me, 
and close your eyes tightly. Now can you seem me? I was never like some of you: popular and 
loved. Or maybe you’re like me, which fits in with everything that category is not. Do you see 
my teardrops, that splash out of my blue eyes? Do you see my brown hair that covers them and 
hides my tme sentiments in class? Do you feel what I feel right now? It just seems that 
everything in my life is like trickling down my body, and away from me in every way 
imaginable. As a result, the only thing I can do is get up and raise my hands to the heavens. 

While shouting the question- ‘Why did you let this happen to me?’ 

Can you feel my hurting insides? Nope did think so, no one can feel it unless they live it! 
Have you ever had to feel just like I do? Can you see my makeup mixing with my teardrops, as it 
all falls to the ground like my emotions, passions, and caring? If not you're just as heartless as 
them! 


I hear that small voice in my head again it’s a small whisper saying: ‘End it! End it!’ I 
have nothing but my split thoughts mshing in my head. 

Like a screaming bolt of lightning cracking in the sky above me. GOD-and loving-crap! 

I give or take! Should I just end it all? I have every day now and they would let me go. But there 
is not one person around here for me, and he not always here for me. A long time ago, he said no, 
now look at me so old- gray and not caring at all, I wonder if he is coming to see me, know the 
past at an old age, crap I remember now, I am ninety-nine and see him all the time, like a rhyme 
out of time, I am young and so his he, yet those days never made me happy or did he? Not one 
which is going to miss me at all. The blinds cover the spacy world that I don’t recall, it was not 
real to me. they say it’s 2114 is not real to me, I want the past, not the future, yet they have me 
here in this whiteness that all the same and cold looking, icy and with some blackness, 
depressing as me... it will be and stay every day until they say I can die. 

Would anyone care? I came to that gloomy deduction a would anyone think of me? Hell- 
with them all! I should end it all right now! I crawl over on my hands and knees, grabbing my 
minor skirt, pulling the belt out of the guards. I think about me grabbing my uniform, in tugged 
and unsnapped off myself, and- see the light go out, like days before. The same awful garb they 
slap on me, I don’t want to have on me, oh and how I would do it. So tasty so gory, hag forms 
the bunk bed, stung by my head, that may work, nope they kill me. KILL ME! KIEL ME! 



PLEASE JUST KIEL ME, so I can live with h im up there. 


Snapping my neek. I see it over there, the end is nearing I almost see him there, seeing 
me welcoming to his home. Calling outreach, feel slipping of... I do it to see him, all the way not 
just the dream of him. To do what must he done! Holding the bedsheets in my small hands. I stop 
and look at my fingernails, which are painted purple with pink straps. (Eye twitching) I say, will 
make the blaek leather belt into a noose, looping, twisting, and eoiling it through the shiny silver 
buckle to make snugger around my neck. 

Sure, I am thinking about the sheet, and it but, that pain is nothing like what they put me 
through. At least with this, it’s over and done fast. But I also think about that last fall, that I 
would take. I have the sheet around my neek attaehed to the bed frame. All I have to do is a 
swing and jump off, and it would pull me baek through the air. 

YES! 

Don’t you do this it’s all for me! Like them, you did this to me too! I blame you two, I 
see you looking into me. 

Oh yes! Ha ha ha...! 

So, all this time, I have had to think about why I pasted away as I did. And it was to save 
my sis, from ending her young life, I had to see what her life was more parishes then my own. To 
stop her from having sex with Ray and blowing her brains out on Sunday the next day. To tell 
her not to have sex any boy until she feels she found the one and only. To save myself-1 had to 
save her from being like me, and help out others like Madilyn that needed me along to be there 
as a friend. So now I will be looking over Kellie and all of you from the sky above. And be the 
big sis that I should have always been. I am happy to say I have made it, with no regrets. The rest 
you’ll have to diseover for yourself when you breathe your last breath. 

How are you going to be remembered? What do you value in your life and others? That’s 
worth thinking about... and final note: before you fall, know where you have been, and where 
you’re going! Always fall to yourself first and the one you fall to first, and fall to the ones that 
tmly love you, and then fall to them if you Madilyn need too or you can’t leave your life or days 
without them. It’s up to you whom you fall too, just remember that. All along it was Marcel... I 
felt.. .it I felt... all of it! All of that all of him all up inside me, and it was his... know our baby, 
that was left behind inside me, yet I am still not sure how I got pregnant. When did it happen or 



did it happen? It was through me? Through him- yet inside me? Maybe it was all Marcel in 
everyone that I did fall for anyway. If I did love him and fall for someone else or made love to 
someone else it was Madilyn only to him, I saw and felt within me. 

PS.-1 loved you alone Marcel! 

#-Hashtag: (fallen too you!) 

Chapter: 89 

Final say 

Kellie- My sis did not get all she wanted -1 know this to be tme I loved Ray more and for 
that, she is not here anymore, for I have to confess, I have had sex with him or any time and I 
was only seven years old at the time. Look at me know I am fourteen years old, and I still 
remember it all. 

I had it after I was gone and it was like she was haunting me, the whole time I was the 
little girl- known as sis-1 was me acting as Karly acted I am a lot like her even now I live with 
Ray I mom and dad both suck, and she is the one that was not right, we are so very much in love. 
She was pulling us away or so I thought. I don’t get it? I am younger than what my friends think 
of fortune, that doesn’t stop me from loving him, 1 always will even if he doesn’t love me back-1 
have fallen to my first. 

Falling to you! 

(In a whispered voice) 

Karly-1 love Marcel! All along it was you I loved, Marcel was just playing so I Madilyn 
using her body so I would feel- will okay about doing things, with him that I would never do 
with him in person, he always loved me, more yet I did not let myself fall too him until it was too 
late. 


Say hello toNevaeh Anna Bams, she is seven weeks old and doing just fine, she is a 
brown-haired blue-eyed baby girl, full of life. She was bom before the end of Karly’s life, in 
2016, yet she doesn’t remember any of that for she had a memory issue, it was all because of her 



car accident, she got sick of not see the world as she knew it, and she even forgot about the one 
she feels too. It was all grieving over 

Jenny, and her friends like her, and also her garden angel as she called her- Emallie. 

Maddie still goes to see her every day at the cemetery and talks to the gay stone next to 
all the others, and she cries her eyes out only for her, saying she was in-love yet she’ll never love 
again... 

I’ll he seeing you! Wherever you may he... 

Where did she go... ? 

I don’t know... 

Was it like heaven or hell? 

I- undoubtedly don’t know... what do you think? 

I-Left a flower behind a lily. 

I am- ‘Going in and out!’ 

With- Hallucinations.... 

‘I Can’t Help Falling in Love with You!’ 

Maddie and Olivia, this is how it went for us: 

(Cut) 

Natalynn Bams, my mother is Killie, you don’t know me as of yet but you will. The year 
is 2117, the car that is flying on the roadways looking like modem 36 ford cops and sedans of the 
way gone past most if not all tan and thunder gray, and train that msh by, people die and no one 
cries, it all just a part of this cold world like the electronic music that has no rhythm just beeps 
and bops. Robots walking freely taking over, your thoughts. Saying everything for you, taking 
money from you and you don’t have a say, on is the height power and you are eating the crap off 
the floor, do I need to say more for you to get it? 

It would be my peace, peace at last! Sure, I don’t want to hang myself, but at the same 
time, I do. The voice in my head is saying too, and getting more vibrant. 



Do I have a choice at this point? Oh Yes, I don’t! I am going to dangle! Yes, dangle off 
one of these old angel oak tree branches, tonight. This ancient tree is next to the rundown house! 
The home of loneliness, and it feels as empty inside as I do right now. Why do I want to do this? 
Fine: I will tell you why mainly so that everyone from my school of hell can see me up here in 
the tree naked. 

(Start of the re-ending around 2020) 

Olivia- For all the people who have septic I with amour in the past, you know who you 
are. This is for you to understand you’re not alone and I did all I could to not be a part of all this. 
For the girls who will contaminate me in the future-1 can’t wait yet 1 have to say it was not all 
my washes to have it be this way. 

To see whom, you’ll be, and who 1 was and what I have become now. And in both cases: 
Thank you, not for what you girls put me thought. Her life sucked why should mine? Up till then 
and before till the after, that is what she wanted to be done she? The most hazardous viruses are 
those that make us believe we are well. I saw her slipping away every day in the halls and did 
nothing about it, yet was it I that had too? Did I have to fall to that level to be something I was 
not to her, and even her too? 

It has been many years since those old days looking back on it, nevertheless, she haunts 
me still, like my girlfriend of the past. Chair and the association identified love as a disease, and 
fifty-three since the scientists perfected a cure if you want to call it that. One and all else in my 
family has had the formula already. 

You know I had and younger sister, Christie, who has been disease-free for ten years now. 
Not long after Jenny's end of her life. She’s been safe from love for so long, not as I was, she 
wants the old school ways, not what I did, Maddie always says’ she can’t even remember what 
all took place, we were high and crazy, it was part of the times then. I was not a babysitter, for 
that girl I didn’t do anything wrong. I’m scheduled to have a hearing on all the small details, and 
it is breaking us apart at the like glass smashing, and cracking to shards. 

I ’ve seen countless unsecured dragged to their procedures, so racked and ravaged by the 
love that they would rather tear their eyes out, or try to impale themselves on the barbed-wire 
fences outside of the laboratories than be without it. Numerous years ago, on the day of her 



procedure, one girl managed to slip from her restraints and find her way to the laboratory roof. 
Pending the procedure has been achieved, until it has been made safe for the under eighteen, we 
will never be protected. It still moves around us with invisible, sweeping tentacles, choking us... 
‘taking it all down as she used to say.’ 

Many people are afraid of the procedure. I am looking at this how it all on rolled out 
some people even resist. But I’m not afraid, if she would just stand by my said like she used to. I 
can’t wait. I would have it tomorrow if I could, but you-1 can’t, have to be at least at seeing what 
it is I need to have done here, sometimes a little older, sometimes a little crazier, sometimes wild. 
Ha! They drive you nuts about all the girls that I got the blame for dyeing. I have to look backing 
and say, I have sex with a girl only and look I don’t have a family to turn too, now. Earlier the 
scientists will cure you, I said as she was dying for something, I cannot recall the name of, 
otherwise, the procedure won’t have it, I would rather not live if I can do what I want with you. 

People end up with brain damage, fractional paralysis, blindness, or worse. I get that I 
said to her yet you still have me, yet in her mind, she gave up on life, after all the drama. I don’t 
like to think that I’m still got it all, yet I don’t. Walking around with the disease running through 
my blood. I don’t have much time really either doing the crap I did with anybody. You have tolls 
of your action I am facing mine now. 

Sometimes- I swear I can feel it writhing in my veins like to some degree of spoiled, sour 
milk in and coming out of me. I mn all the time... I feel like fun all the time too. It reminds me 
of being young offspring pitching fits. Jenny was known for that, not Karly, yet she was 
sometimes a pain in the butt. It repeats me of confrontation, of diseased girls uninteresting their 
nails on the pavement, tearing out their hair, their mouths It makes me feel dirty. 

Know what I did to myself and others. I have to live on like this... they don’t. They're 
gone now. I left it in the past yet the past has not left me. 

And of course, it reminds me of my mother, she messed up also in her life, and I hear it 
playing in my mind of her voices, as hearing the harsh word of- shame on you. The rooms spring, 
like she in my mind. The world has nothing to offer me, no single shred of interest. I'm a teen 
girl trapped on a circle, watching a passing parade, a blur of noise and motion that sooner or later 
turns to a single point on the horizon, a gutter full of trampled and muddy cups, and the sense of 
wasting an evening. 



I’m holding hands with someone you would not get a boy not a girl, but whenever I turn 
to look at him his face blurs, like a camera losing focus, and I can’t make out any features. But 
his hands are cool and dry, and my heart is beating steadily in my chest and my dream, I know it 
will always beat out that same rhythm, not skip or jump or swirl or go faster, just womp, womp, 
womp, until I’m dead. Harmless, and free from pain. Things weren't always as good as they are 
now. In school, we learned that in the old days, the dark days, people didn’t realize how deadly a 
disease love was. Dripping spit. 

That they would get you on there on the side and then do zero but fail, and fail, and fail 
again. Individuals should come with warnings, like cigarette packs: 

involvement would kill you over time.’ Tt was one-sided that people could pretend to be 
one thing when they were approximately else. Dripping girl jizz after the procedure I will be 
cheerful and safe forever, yeah right kiss it, that’s what everybody says, um-hum, that people say, 
commodes hanging from the walls in my room, the scientists, and my sister. I will have the 
procedure and then I will be paired with a boy the surveyors choose for me. In a few years, we’ll 
get married, or so I thought to Dilico, Recently I have started having dreams about my never 
happening wedding. In them. I’m standing under a tree canopy with flowers in my hair, in 
something that you would not understand, and that is a white dress, I am a girlie- girl; however, I 
do want that crap also, just for my past I don’t need to pay for it all. 

For a long time, they even viewed it as a good thing, something to be celebrated and 
pursued. Of course, that’s one of the reasons it’s so dangerous: It affects your mind so that you 
cannot think clearly, or make rational decisions about your well-being. He loves me yet does he, 

I can have sex with him now I have a nasty STD. (That’s symptom number twelve, listed in the 
I- myself section of the twelfth edition of The Safety, Health, and Happiness Handbook, or The 
Book- Sh thingy-ie, as they call it.) Instead of people back then named other diseases-stress, 
heart disease, anxiety, depression, hypertension, insomnia, bipolar disorder-never realizing that 
these were, in fact, only symptoms that in the mainstream of cases could be traced back to the 
effects of this crap, of course, we aren’t yet absolutely free from the hallucinations in the United 
States. I was said to go and live on a tiny Island by on nurse I had. 

Maddie- She dropped quickly, without screaming. For days afterward, they broadcast the 
image of the dead girl’s face on television to remind us of the dangers of the deliria. Her eyes 
were open and her neck was twisted at an unnatural angle, but from the way her cheek was 



resting on the pavement, you might otherwise think she had lain down to take a nap. Surprisingly, 
there was very little blood-just a small dark trickle at the comers of her mouth. 

I phenomenon whether the procedure will hurt. I want to get it over with. It’s hard to be 
patient. It’s hard not to be afraid while I’m still uncured, though so far, the deliria haven’t 
touched me yet. Still, I have apprehension. They say that in the old days, love drove people to 
psychosis. That’s bad enough. The deadliest of all deadly things: It kills you both when you have 
it and when you don’t. 

The book of crap also tells stories of those who died because of love lost or never found, 
which is what terrifies me the most. I wonder when and who’s next, I remember how I loved that 
thing now look at it. She watches me in silence. When I’m finished, she holds the orange, now 
unpeeled, in both hands, as though it’s a glass ball and she’s worried about breaking it. I nudge 
her. ‘Go ahead. Eat now.’ She just stares at it and I sigh and begin separating the sections for her, 
one bygone. 

Like- like- most if not all the girls that passed before me. It only takes one like Ray to do 
us all in, and get this, free love is not all ways free. Yet 1 the one that gets it, not her and she okay 
what, like why me... I was just being a cool girl. I should have been thinking more as Karly did, 
and her sister, they had ways of not have all that going up in. better than birth control, it stopped 
it. ‘There is no fix for stupid she said.’ Nevertheless- love is love-1 yelled back pissed. 

I’m nervous, of course. 

Ninety-five days, and then I’ll be safe. 

Chapter: 90 

In and out 

It’s seven o’clock, as of this moment. We must be constantly on guard against the 
Disease; the health of our nation, our people, our families, and our minds depends on constant 
vigilance. ‘Basic Health Measures,’ The Safety, Health, and the smell of oranges has always 
reminded me of funerals. On the morning of my evaluation, it is the smell that wakes me up. I 
look at the clock on the light is ashen, the sunlight just fading away slowly dying, breath in my 
lounges the chemicals. I'm waking up to ash and dust, I wipe my brow and I sweat my rust. I'm 
breathing in the chemicals; remembering the hot, scratchy dress 1 was forced to wear when my 



mother died; to keep from remembering the murmur of voices, a large, rough hand passing me 
orange after orange to suck on, so I would stay quiet. 


I'm breaking in, shaping up, and then checking out on the prison bus, this is it, the 
apocalypse. I'm waking up, I feel it in my bones, enough to make my system blow. Welcome to 
the new age, to the new age, already dressed, watching me. She has a whole orange in one hand. 
She is trying to gnaw on it, like an apple, with her little-kid white teeth. 

My stomach twists and I have to close my eyes again to keep from. At the funeral, I ate 
five oranges, section by section, and when I was left with only a pile openings heaped on my lap 
I instigated to suck on those, the light sweet yet bitter taste of the pith aiding to keep the tears 
away, never- ever doing so. I open my eyes leans forward; the orange cupped in her outstretched 
palm. I used to jock at that song about the world look at it now it came true. They own our butts. 

Bedside table, I don’t see the flowers of the past, that I cared so about, dumb, I push off 
my covers and stand up. Peeing myself, for not having central to it any longer, my 
gastrointestinal is clenching and untightening like a fist. ‘And you’re not supposed to eat the peel, 
you know.’ She continues blinking up at me with her big gray eyes, not saying anything. 1 sigh 
and sit down next to her. ‘Here,’ I say, and show her how to peel the orange using her nail, 
unwinding bright carroty curls and dropping them in her lap, the whole time trying to hold my 
breath against the smell. 

She doesn’t respond to the girl in the story. As I do, I whisper, as gently as possible, ‘You 
know, the others would be nicer to you if you would speak once in a while.’ Not that I expect her 
to hear her say a word in the whole seven years, and four months not a single did I relate, 
thinking there’s something wrong with her brain or worse mine... is there something wrong with 
me? 


I stand up and go toward the window, moving away from her and her with big eyes I said 
the caretaker, staring eyes, and thin, quick fingers. I feel sorry for her as I look over and see the 
miss that she has become. Karly, you're there in white. 

Saying everything is going to be all right. So far, the doctors haven’t found it. ‘She’s as 
dumb as a tower of strength crumbling to nothing for there was nothing that she could say.’ Fatly 
just the other day, watching turn a bright-colored block over and over in her hands, as though it 
was beautiful and miraculous, as though she expected it to turn suddenly into something else. 



One Direction - Story of My Life, days go by, like stories written on the walls, I don’t 
feel the same about you, and it was on her stone. Holding on too tight. 

I remember taking her home. Colors of no change, caged up... light is not showing the 
way, and I will be gone, holding on too tightly, nothing there to hold on too. Frozen in time, I 
give her hope, the story of my life. 

Time, it seemed like a good choice. But two was the number of children the evaluators 
decided on for she said to me you will if you don’t give up. Something good can come your way, 
just stay with me... and you’ll see the way, okay? ‘Now is dead,’ she looks at me- not make 
sense to me. She always said she never wanted children in the first place. That’s one of the 
downsides of the procedure; in the absence of her, some people find parenting distasteful. Her 
family had earned high stabilization marks in the twelve-monthly review. 

Her husband, a writer, was well respected. Thankfully, cases of full-blown detachment- 
where a mother or father are unable to bond normally, dutifully, and responsibly with his or her 
children, and winds up drowning them or sitting on their windpipes or beating them to death 
when they cry-are few. This is going to be the best day of my life; it's looking up now. They 
lived in an enormous house on Twilight Street. 

Ho hey- children, had to move I had been living a lonely life, I don’t where I belong, I 
will bleed, you belong within my sweetheart. 1 don’t think you're right for him, 1 stand looking 
down, next to me, and I blond with you belong me. People whispered and pointed at them 
everywhere they went. I wouldn’t remember that, of course; I’d be surprised if she has any 
memories of her parents at all. Her husband extinct before my trial could begin. 

I smoke two joints in time of peace, and two in time of war, I smoke two joints before I 
smoke two joints, and then I smoke two more. Hard work good and hard work fine, but first take 
care of head, a meal from scratch, and taught piano, sounds around when you smoke two joints. I 
smoke two Joints, I smoke two joints in the morning, I smoke two joints at night, I smoke two 
joints in the afternoon; it makes me feel all right. Spare time, to keep us busy when I smoke two 
joints. But, of course, when Kellie's husband was so-called of being a well-wisher, everything 
changed. 

The trials are mostly for show. Sympathizers are almost always executed. If not, they’re 
locked away in the sepulchers to serve three life sentences, end-to-end. that, of passage. Thinks 



that’s the reason her heart gave out only a few months after her husband’s withdrawal when she 
was indicted in his place. I suck in deeply, inhaling the clean smell of seaweed and damp wood, 
listening to the distant cries of the seagulls as they circle endlessly, somewhere beyond the low, 
gray, sloping buildings, over the bay. 

It’s a ghost of you, hang around. Hey, don’t lesson to award 1 say, the tmth is happiness. 
The screams all the same. It’s undoubtedly a good thing he did. 

Outside, a car engine guns to life. The sound startles me, and I jump. ‘Nervous about 
your evaluation?’ A day after she got served the papers, she was walking down the street and 
bam! Heart attack. 

Hearts are fragile things around me is all the same. That’s why you have to be so vigilant, 
it will be hot today, I can tell, it’s already hot in the chamber, and when I crack the window to 
sweep out the smell of orange which is death, the air outside feels as thick and heavy as an idiom. 

‘Don’t worry. You’ll be fine. We can review your answers along the way.’ I turn around, 
to look at the lock was gone, standing in the doorway, her hands gathered. ‘Not at all,’ I say, 
though this is an untmth. We are young so I set the world on fire, tonight we are you, I thi nk 
back, bright then the sun, we shined, carry me home. She smiles, just barely, a brief, flitting thing. 
Take your shower and then I’ll help you with your hair. 

Of course. I’ll have to get used to it. During the exam, there will be four evaluators 
staring at me for close to two hours. The hypothetical assessors will examine my strengths and 
weaknesses, and then assign me to a school and a major. 

I’m pretty sure, I did well enough to get assigned to a university. I’ve always been a 
decent student. ‘Satisfactory.’ My friends endure staring at me, from within, yours truly squirm 
here, digging my nails into the windowsill behind me. I’ve always hated being looked at. I’ll be 
wearing a flimsy malleable gown, semi-translucent, like the kind you get in hospitals so that they 
can see my body. 

‘A seven or an eight, I would say,’ my friends within me say, puckering her lips. It’s a 
decent score and I’d be happy with it. ‘Though you won’t get more than a seven if you don’t get 
cleaned up.’ 


(Back to our halls) 



Like a dumb ass I went college, (assuming I pass all my boards. Senior year is almost 
over, and the calculation is the final test I will take. For the past four months. I’ve had all my 
various board exams-math, science, oral magic, and written proficiency, sociology and 
psychology, and photography (a specialty elective)-and I must be getting my scores one-time in 
the next few weeks ago it was not long ago or so it seems to me. Solitary of them will become 
my husband after I graduate, girls who don’t pass get paired and married right out of high 
school). The evaluators will do their best to match me with people who received a similar score 
in the evaluations. As much as possible they try to avoid any huge disparities in intelligence, 
temperament, social background, and age. Of development you do hear oceasional horror stories; 
cases, where a poor seventeen-year-old girl is given to a wealthy old man, is the delirium dream, 
which is dumb, dumb, dumb. 

The stairs let out their awful moaning, Jenny, appears before me. She is nine and tall for 
her age, but very thin: all angles and elbows, her chest caving in like a warped sheet pan. It’s 
terrible to say, but I don’t like her very much. She has the same pinched look as her mother did. 
The assessment is the last step, so I can get paired, paid and laid, in the coming months, the 
evaluators will send me a list of four or five approved matches. 

She joins me- in the doorway and stares at me, as I lay there feeling naked, I am only 
five-two and Jenny is, amazingly, just a few creeps shorter than I am now. 

It’s silly to feel self-conscious in front of my aunt and cousins, but a burning, crawling 
itch begins to work its way up my arms. I have been hard, losing sleep, count the stars, I know 
they’re all worried about my performance at the evaluation. I must get paired with someone good. 
Old I am not the old young, and I am not the bold, Jenny and are years away killed me but that 
was my life. From their procedures. If I marry well, in a few years it will mean extra money for 
the family. It might also make the whispers go away, singsong snatches that four years after the 
scandal still seem to follow us wherever we go, like the sound of mstling leaves carried on... 

It was only in my dreams that, I heard the word shouted, screamed. I take a deep breath, 
then duck down to pull the plastic bin from under my bed so that my friends won’t see I’m 
shaking. T may be getting married today?’ 

Jenny... I said over and over, it was maybe today. The wind; Follower, Adherent, and the 
Champion. It’s only slightly better than the other expression that followed me for eons after her 



death, a serpent hiss and it kisses, undulating, leaving its trail of poison: Suicide. A sideways 
word, a word that individuals whisper and mutter and cough: a word that must be squeezed out 
behind cupped palms or murmured behind closed doors. 

Honestly, I’ve never even talked to a boy for longer than five minutes, Wal-Mart and is 
always picking his nose and wiping his not on the underside of the sweet potato. All and sundry 
espouse as soon as they are ended with their tutoring. It’s the way things are. The mark of a 
Vigorous society.’ And if I don’t pass my boards-please God, please God, let me pass them- I’ll 
have my wedding as soon as I’m cured, in less than three months. Her voice has always, reminds 
me of birds flying droning flatly in the heat. 

‘Don’t be irresponsible,’ Karly would say, but underprivileged of blocking. ‘Bridal is 
Order and Stability, 1 take my towel from the bin and straighten up. That name- espouse- makes 
my mouth go dry. ‘Y ou know she can’t say ‘1 do’ until she’s healed.’ But the thought of it still 
makes my heart flutter frantically, like an insect behind glass. I’ve never touched a boy, of 
course, physical contact between uncured of the opposite sex is forbidden. 

Which means I’ll have my nuptial night. My mother, sister, and I had, lived closer to the 
border, and I was amazed and terrified by all the winding, pitch-black highways, which smelled 
like garbage and dying flash. I always wished for my aunt to hold my hand, but she never did, 
and I had balled my hand and so fists and followed the spellbinding upmarket of her corduroy 
pants, dreading the moment that lUP, would rise over the crest of the final mountain. The dark 
stone building lined with fissures and cracks like the weather-beaten face of one of the industrial 
fishermen who work along the docks. 

My friend’s sighs and checks her the smell of strawberries is still strong, and my stomach 
does another swoop. 1 watch. Entomb my face in my towel and inhale, willing myself not to be 
sick. From downstairs there is the clatter of dishes. ‘We have to leave in less than an hour,’ she 
says. ‘You’d healthier get moving.’ 

Chapter: 91 

Out and in 

A peer of the realm, help us root our feet to the earth, and our eyes to the road and always 
remember tbe fallen angels, who, attempting to soar, where seared instead by the sun and, wings 



melting, came crashing back to the sea. Lord, help root my eyes to the earth and stay my eyes on 
the road, so I may never stumble. 

Psalm 24,1 read it all again, they say not to yet I do. 

(From ‘Prayer and Lesson’) 

I have been terrified of the streets, then, and reluctant to leave my friends it’s amazing 
how things change. 

Maggie- Side walking me down to the workrooms, which, like all the management 
offices, are lumped unruffled along the quaysides: a string of bright, white buildings, glistening 
like teeth over the slurping mouth of the ocean. When I was little and had just moved in with her, 
she used to walk me to school every day. 

‘Parents teach you a lot of things, but the most important thing they teach you is this: how 
people will freak you up in the future. The salt blowing off the sea makes the air feel textured 
and heavy. I can smell the deep-sea, though it’s concealed from view by the meandering 
undulations of the streets, and it dimini s hes me. ‘Evoke,’ she is saying for the now I know them 
so well I could, follow their dips and curves with my eyes closed, and today I want nothing more 
than to be alone. 

Over and over like times before- ‘They want to know about your personality, yes, but the 
more generalized your answers the better chance you have of being considered for a variety of 
positions.’ My friends have always talked about matrimonial with boys only, I didn’t get them 
yet I do now, words straight out of the notebook words like responsibility, blame, and 
determination. If they're any good, they teach you to get used to it.’ 

Olivia- ‘Modification to it,’ I say. I don’t like makeup, I have never been interested in 
clothes or lip gloss. A bus container- past you and me and her. Everyone knows I am having my 
appraisal today. Only four are offered throughout the year, and slots are strong-minded well in 
money upfront. The makeup insisted I wear, makes my skin feel coated and slick. In the 
bathroom mirror at home, I thought I looked like angelic, especially with my hair all pinned with 
metal constable pins and clips: a fish with a bunch of metal knobs sticking in my head. My best 
friend, Shy-, thinks I’m crazy, but of course, she would. ‘Humorous, isn't it, how swiftly the 
future becomes the past.’ 



Like using a fire snake on the rails, I have to expand my mind. But that's the beauty of 
life: time is yours to keep and to change. Just a few proceedings can be satisfactory to carve a 
new road, a new track. Just a few minutes, and the void is kept at bay. You will live forever with 
that new road inside of you, stretching away to a place suggested, barely, on the horizon. 
Everything is in- between. I have eyes that aren’t green or brown, but a middle finger. I’m not 
thin, but I not fat either. 

Shy- She’s stunning- even when she just twists her blond hair into a messy knot on the 
top of her head, she looks as though she’s just had it styled. I’m not ugly, but I’m not pretty, 
either. ‘If they ask you, God forbid, about your friends, reminisce to say that you didn’t know 
them well, yet that okay or so they say.’ For the shortest time, shorter than the shortest second's 
breath, you get to stand up to infinity. But eventually, and always, infinity wins.’ 

The only thing you could say about me is this: I’m short. ‘Um huh.’ I’m only half 
listening. It’s hot, too hot for her, and sweat is picking up already on my minor back and in my 
armpits, even though I slathered on and upon roll-on this morning on top of her. 

White and black is all the same- not shut up! Get some color right, ‘Blue,’ I parrot back at 
her. ‘Blue is my favorite color. Or pink maybe purple.’ Black is too melancholic; red will set 
them on edge; pink is too babyish; orange is freakish, and I think you have to suck on that only 
and the things you like to do in your permitted time? Ruined by the disease. That's what 
everyone wanted, in the end: to be part of something bigger, and not minor. I got it big... 

‘Karly? Are you even eavesdropping on me?’ Maddie puts a hand on my arm and 
gyrations me in her course. I mildly slip away from her soft handed touching, and brushing off 
her fingertips. There is already a double line forming: on one side, the girls, and fifty feet away, a 
second entrance, the boys all looking at as and crap. ‘We’ve gone over this already.’ ‘This is 
important, Karly, Jenny, Maddie. Possibly the most important day of your whole life.’ I sigh, and 
think, into the future of me the gates that bar and my bra, the government labs swing open slowly 
with an involuntary drone. I squint against the sun, trying to locate people 1 know, but the ocean 
has dazzled me and my vision is clouded by floating black spots. I take a deep breath and 
presentation into the spiel we’ve prepared a billion times. 



‘I like to work on the school paper. I’m interested in photography because I like the way 
it captures and jellies a single moment. I relish hanging out with my friends and attending 
concerts at Oaks Park. I like to mn and was a co-captain of the track team for four years. I hold 
the school record, for two of them, I often babysit the younger members of my family, and I like 
children.’ ‘You’re making a face, its everything.’ 

Jenny- ‘I love children,’ I repeat, plastering a smile on my face. The tmth is, I don’t like 
very many children except for like Kellie. They’re so uncomfortable and loud all the time, and 
they’re always grasping things and dribbling and wetting themselves, and getting wet. But I 
know I’ll have to have children of my own someday, freaking- crap yes, I do. I finish, ‘My 
favorite subjects are math, and I count all the boys in the room, to see if I can get some. And 
history,’ and nods, satisfied, thinking about all that I had. ‘Olivia!’ I turn around. Karly is just 
climbing out of Jenny's parents’ car, her blond hair flying, the door hitting another car in the lot. 
In tendrils and breakers around her face, her semi-sheer tunic slithering off one sunburned 
shoulder. 

Some last-class people keep cars mounted in front of their apartments like statues, frosty 
and unused, the tires unblemished and not used much as of yet. All the girls rowed at the gym, 
and now down the same line-up to enter the labs have twisted to watch her. Hana has that kind of 
power over folks. Life Is the total of all our small mistakes, little upheavals, wicked choices. 
Calculation on a maximum of accumulation. They pile up like cow crap all in a pile and it builds 
up until the cost of keeping up appearances is too high and the weight is just too much. Then; 
collapse like the bridge so long ago. ‘Jenny! Jenny Wait!’ I got your number- he- he, classic 
pun... Maddie lingers mn hauling ass down the street, waving at me, like a loser! Uncontrollably, 
behind her, and the car begins a slow upheaval; back down tbe hill, back in the narrow drive until 
it is facing the opposite direction, flying into trees and crap. 

Let’s just say- She lost her parents’ car is as sleek and dark as a panther. The few times 
we’ve driven, around in it composed I’ve felt like a monarch. Hardly anyone has SUV, to any 
further extent, and even fewer have cars that drive. Emollient is austerely rationed and extremely 
expensive. People, Caroline thought, where like dynasties. They could open their doors. You 
could walk through their rooms, and touch the bits and pieces hidden in their comers. But 
something- the assembly, the wiring, the invisible mechanism that kept the whole thing standing- 
lingered indistinguishably, recommended only by the fact of its obtainable at everything. 



‘Mom made me bring it. She said, P-o-ed I should read it while I’m waiting for my 
evaluation. She said it will give the right impression. ’ Maddie sticks her finger down her throat 
and mimes gagging. That the same sound she made last night Jenny yelled out! She is catching 
up to us Madalyn says breathlessly, a magazine pops out next to her favorite books, of her half- 
open bag, and she patronizes to retrieve it. It’s one of the government newspapers, Home and 
Family, and in answer makes a face, to my upstretched eyebrows, she confused, yet that’s just 
her. 


Olivia- ‘Maddie,’ whispers fiercely. 

Her voice is back to normal. ‘Don’t worry. They’re not eavesdropping on us.’ The 
nervousness in her voice makes my heart skip. She hardly ever loses her temper, even for a 
minuscule. She whips her head in both directions, as though expecting to find regulators or 
evaluators lurking in the bright morning street. Maddie turns her back to me, and mouths to me, 
yet. Then she grins, in front of us, the double line of girls and boys is increasing extensive, 
extending into the thoroughfare, even as the glass- adjoined doors of the laboratories swish open 
and several nurses appear, carrying clipboards, and begin to use people into the waiting rooms. I 
rest one hand on my elbow lightly, quick as a bird. ‘You’d healthier get online,’ she says. I 
commend some of her quietnesses would polish off on me. 

Chapter: 92 

Phantasm 

Maddie- ‘And Olivia?’ 

‘Yeah?’ 

Maddie- ‘Good luck with that.’ ‘Thanks.’ I kind of wish Liv would 

Say something else-something like I’m sure you’ll do great, or Try not to worry- but she 
just stands there, blinking, her face composed and incomprehensible as always. ‘Don’t worry, I 
said to her and her mother, and she winks at me. This is how we grow: not up, but out, like trees- 
-puffiness to embrace all these stories, the possibilities, and fabrications, and bribes and habits, 
Maddie said-1 don’t feel very well. The labs look far away, so white, I can hardly stand to look 



at them. The roadway is icy cold in front of us. The world's most important day of your life 
keeps repeating in my head. The sun feels like giant limelight. 

TTl make sure she doesn’t screw up too hadly. Promise.’ All my nervousness dissipates. 
Liv is so tranquil about the entire thing, so offhand and normal. Maddie and I go down to the 
labs together. She is almost five-one. When I walk next to her, I have to do a half skip every 
other step to keep up with her, and she wants to say she is taller- NOT! 

I would be a complete wreck otherwise. I wind up feeling like a nod jogging up and down 
in the water. Today I don’t mind, though. I’m glad she’s with me. ‘God,’ she says, as we get 
closer to the lines. Amazing, isn’t it? That hearts that once beat in sync could be so perfectly and 
forever separated. That’s the whole process of life, I think a long, slow process of separation. It 
can be preserved only by the reabsorption into everything, into the sole heartbeat of time, like a 
rhyme. 

‘Your aunt takes this whole thing pretty seriously, huh?’ ‘Fine, it is thoughtful.’ We join 
the back of the line. I for one see a few folks I distinguish, some girls I know imprecisely, from 
school; some guys I’ve seen playing soccer, some left behind like the Sped-ers, never- ever the 
Preps, one of the girls of the schools is such that. This girl looks me at the way, I see me staring. 

She raises her eyebrows and I drop my eyes quickly, my face going hot all at once and an 
anxious itch working in my abdominal. You’ll be paired in less than three months, I tell myself, 
but the words don’t mean anything and seem preposterous, like one of the Mad - Libs games we 
played as kids that always resulted in ludicrous statements, I want a banana for sped-der, do 
think you’ll be able to suck on that? 

Give me a wet shoe to your blistering cupcake. ‘Of course, I am acquainted with... 
believe me, I have delivered, look at the pages turn, and twist, your thoughts, Shy- pushes her 
sunglasses up onto her temple and bats her eyelashes at me, making her voice super sugary... 

She drops her sunglasses back down on her nose and makes a face. ‘You don’t have faith 
in it?’ I lower my voice to a whisper. 

‘Assessment day is the exciting rite of the passageway that concocts you fora future of 
happiness, solidity, and business.’ Shy- has been strange recently. She was always different from 
other people- more tactful, more self-governing, and more unafraid. It’s one of the reasons I first 
wanted to be her friend. 



(Disclaimer of thoughts) 

The second year, SATURDAY, JUNE 18th Maggie! SATURDAY, JUNE 22nd. 
Marcel! 

Maggie!! 

Maggie!!! SUNDAY, JUNE24thMareel! TUESDAY, JUNE29thMaggie! FRIDAY, 
JULY 19th. 

Marcel! 

Maggie!! SATURDAY, JULY 20th. 

All of them inside me. 

MONDAY, JULY 14th. 

I want to go back and feel over. 

Marcel! 

Maggie!!! 

Jenny and friends FRIDAY, JULY 15th. 

Maggie! 

Marcel!! 

SATURDAY, JULY 17th. 

Maggie... then him... 

MONDAY, JULY 21st. 

Marcel, yes, please! WEDNESDAY, or Friday the 13th Maggie! Under me. Sexy 
WEDNESDAY, JULY 20th Maggie, Maggie, and Maggie! 

WEDNESDAY, JULY 27th. 


Marcel, I am in his back seat. 



FRIDAY, JULY 29th. 

Marcel! I see it all in my face. 

Maggie, yet I see this butt too he-he! 
SATURDAY, JULY 30th Maggie! 
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 4th. 

Mareel! Getting it! 

Maggie! Had it! 

Mareel! Feeling now all in and stuff. 
SATURDAY, AUGUST 5th. 

Maggie, on her period, so it all boy, things today. 
SUNDAY, AUGUST 7th. 

Maggie, get off aheady. 

SUNDAY, AUGUST 14th. 

Mareel, Maggie, Ray 
MONDAY, AUGUST 15th. 

Maggie is on my mind more than Jenny- 
TUESDAY, AUGUST 16th. 

Maggie, not a school, so it’s all him. 
THURSDAY, AUGUST 17th. 

Marcel, is got it going on. 

MONDAY, AUGUST 22nd. 

Maggie is farting too much, and I have to sleep. 


THURSDAY, AUGUST 25th. 



Marcel, Maggie, Marcel, Maggie... 

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 8th. 

Maggie is feeling fat, like me... 

(The jump-off) 

SATURDAY, Maggie the- WATER WAS so-o EMOTIONEESS and eold it, TOOK 
MAGGIE’S BREATH away as she fought past the kids thronging the pavement and standing in 
the shallows, waving towels and not yet dressed she mn for my mom’s ear, and said she’ll 
change in here. Reassuring and ealling up to the remaining steeplechasers. She took a deep 
breath and went under on to whatever she was holding in, the sound of voices, of shouting... she 
was saying it more and more, and laughter was directly subdued. 

There’s just something about her, and yet him. I didn’t mean for it to happen. Only one 
voice stayed with her. Those eyes; the long lashes, the lashes under his eyebrow so right so nice, 
and the lips that are so wet and kissable. Something about her. I suppose, in some sense, wills are 
like maps: they are the imprint we authorization, the places our cares have been entrenched; the 
work we have done; the money we have burrowed away; the furrows and the paths that lead back 
to spaces we have gone, and marked, and loved. Which predestined, nothing about you, anymore, 
looked back into my thoughts. She’d been planning to tell him she loved him tonight. The cold 
was deafening, a vivacious msh through her body. Her denim shorts felt as though they’d been 
prejudiced with nuggets. 

(Gym Class girls swimming) 

That’s what fright was all about: no fear. 

Karly- Like this, I ean’t swim 

As luck would have it, an inordinate length of time of braving the arroyo and raeing the 
quarry with him had made Maggie so strong swimmer. The water was threaded with bodies, 
twisting and kicking, splashing, treading water- the showjumpers, and the people who had linked 
their eommemorative swim, sloshing into the quarry still elothed, earrying beer eans and joints. 
She eould hear a distant rhythm, faint drumming, and she let it move her through the water- 
without thought, without fear. 



Maggie- She broke the surface for air and saw that she’d already crossed the short stretch 
of water and reached the opposite shore: an ugly pile of malformed stalwarts, slick with black 
and khaki moss, piled together like stacked blocks, pitted with fissures and crevices, they 
shouldered up toward the sky, ballooning out over the water. 

Thirty-one people had already hopped over-all of them Maggie’s, has no friends and 
former classmates. Only a small knot of girls continued at the highest of the ridge-the jagged, 
rocky lip inside the pool, which has rock faces, jutting forty feet into the air on the polar side of 
the quarry, like a massive tooth biting its way out of the pulverized. It was too dark to see them. 

(Lager fire) 

The penlights and the bonfire only illumined the beach on a school night trip out of town 
and a few feet of the pitch-black dark water, with the big full twilight moon, and the faces of the 
people who had jumped, still nodding in the aquatic, glorious, too contented to feel the cold, 
taunting the other competitors. The gun was just the goes between the legs. 

It was the loneliness that got me in the end, like the knife, Jenny fake die to get boys to 
kiss her, the topmost of the ridge was a shaggy mass of black, where the trees, cove, where 
encroaching on the black rock, on a pink and orange backdrop, where the rock was getting 
slowly pulled into the on the city far away, one or the other. But Maggie knew who they were, 
and she wanted all me in the water, yet the plan was to be with him fulling about what a girl to 
do? 


All the competitors had to announce, themselves once they reached the top of the ridge, 
and then, this year’s sportscaster, white wood roller-coaster bulb lights reflection of the waves, 
three or more kids had yet to jump: Marcel being one. 

Dinna Pliez, and Velez Washington. Nat, the dude with the red hair, hell with the last 
name, I can’t remember. Maggie’s best friend is me, her only friend, now. Maggie wedged her 
fingers in a fracture in the rocks and pulled. Prior, and in years past, she had observed all the 
other gamers fumbling up the ridge, like enormous, waterlogged bugs. Every year, people raced 
to be the first to jump, even though it didn’t earn any extra points. It was a pride thing. 


She hammered her knee, hard, against a sharp elbow of rock. When she looked down, she 
could see a bit of dark blood streaking her kneecap. Bizarrely, I did not feel any pain. Even if she 



cried her eyes out. And though everyone was still cheering and shouting, it all sounded distant. 
Matt’s words drowned out all the voices. Look, it’s just not working for me. 

There’s something about her, we can still be friends or more, I was wishing. The air was 
cool, my mind worm, the airstream had picked up, melodic through the tall trees, sending deep 
groans up from the outer waters, ships passing by. 

Nevertheless, she wasn’t cold anymore but her, her- heart was beating hard in her throat 
like mine. She found another handhold in the rock, braced her legs on the slick moss, lifted and 
leveled, as she had watched the gamers do, every summer since eighth grade. Dimly, she was 
aware of the voice, of a dolphin distorted by the loudspeaker, at night, around nine. 

‘Late in the disposed of... a new competitor. ’ But half his words got whipped away by 
the wind. Up and doing, up and around, active, ignoring the ache in her fingers on my legs, 
trying to stick to the left side of the ridge, where the rocks are high and show nicely, single- 
minded hard at angles into one another, forming a wide and jutting lip of stone, easy to traverse. 

Suddenly a dark shape, a person, rocketed past her. She almost slipped. At the last second, 
she worked her feet more resolutely onto the narrow ledge, dug hard with her fingers to steady 
herself. A huge cheer went up, and Maggie’s first thought was; Natalie, her daughter, but then 
she roared out, ‘And he’s in and were out, ladies and gentlemen! I guess it’s the same way trees 
grow around the very vines that are killing them, so they’re inhibited and nonstop all at once. 
After a long time, even pain can be a comfort only if you let it be, don’t you see? 

Chapter: 93 

Mirage 

Baby, I am amazed by you... 

It suddenly seemed a million miles away. Her belly turned, and for an another, the mist 
cleared commencing her head, the annoyance and the hurt where blustered away, and she wanted 
to creep onward lower down the rock, not jump off back to the safety of the beach, where I was 
waiting, to mn a huge They could go to Dot’s for late-night waffles, extra butter, extra whipped 
cream. 


Marcel, is the one I contemplate about being with at this point. We make genuineness our 
own, handle it until it is soft as pressed butter. Maddie, our thirty-second gamer, is in!’ Not quite 



at the top now. But those are just words, and words are just stories, and eventually, always, 
stories come to an end. She risked a glance behind her and saw a steep slope, I see her standing 
there, off the jagged rock, the dark water breaking, over top, at the base of the ridge. 

But it was too late. Andie's voice came whispering back, and she keeps climbing, not 
stopping, I want to push where from the bottom No one knows who invented terror, or when it 
first opened. There are dissimilar theories. Some responsibility the securing of the paper 
manufacturing works, which overnight placed 50 percent of the teen population of Pittsburgh, on 
unemployed. They could drive around with all the gaps open, listening to the rising hum of the 
crickets, or sit together on the hood of his car and talk about nothing. 

She learned to swallow words back like the water down in and hold secrets on my tongue 
until they were liquefied like bubbles. Boys, narrow your eyes at the sun until the tears ran down 
their faces; they put their hands up to that who scandalously change to arrested for allocating on 
the very same night he was named prom king, and now changes brake pads at the like the 
thoroughfares, likes to take credit; that’s why he still goes to opening Jump, four years after 
moving on. 

‘Standing by?’ 

‘All set.’ 

‘This day and age of now.’ 

‘Almost immediately.’ 

‘Look after, we all will know? 

Will it come about today, will it? I asked over and over.’ 

‘Mien, guise; see for automatically!’ 

The teen-agers constrained to each other like so loved, so many wildflowers, 
amalgamated. Scrutinizing on view for a look at the veiled rays of hope. It drizzled, with it. 
Cream and that amazing blue-ness and they breathed of the fresh, fresh air and listened and 
listened to the silence which on the back burner them in a blessed sea of no encyclopedic and no 
wave. It had been situated raining for ages or so it seems; many days on days now it has felt this 
way. 



Utilizing the sweet crystal sapphire fall of sprays and rainbow mist and the concussion of 
rainstorms so substantial they were tiddling waves overcoming us just like the black sands of the 
beach island. Multifactorial, and jam-packed from one end to the other with a shower, with the 
throb and gush of water, all rhythmic and rushing like us. They looked at everything and savored 
everything. Then, wildly, like colorful wild birds escaped from their tree's fronds, they take part 
and entered in shouting spheres. They ran for- 60 minutes, and did not stop successively. 

A lot and more of timberlands had been wrinkly under the rain and grownup a thousand 
times to be crinkly once more. 

(The flashback) 

Marcel- Let's go swimming in the moonlight. 

Karly- Yeah, he said to me, I remember back. Come back here and put your clothes on! 
We don’t need them I said. I don't want to wear stuff in the water so come on. It isn’t good to be 
mnning around naked all the time, and have kids looking at us oh come on and stop being shy. 
By ourselves, at last, I said to her. I neediness swear to you me something I can’t put into words. 
I want you to promise me also, now that you will be mine and fall for only me. That you will 
never- ever, go away... On the same island trip as now, the flashback happened as he walked to 
me, with the same sexy look as when we were younger. 

Why? 

I’ll express why you, youngsters, we were at that time. Look at us. Look at us. She was 
silly, him nervous are you ready for the first kiss? There he is was, he must have swum over 
there thinking about doing it, under the moonlight, thing get sexual and we go-to fare, with the 
heavy petting and so on. Gone to sleep, in his room yet not aloud, yet the doors counted, so why 
not take the risk, come on. 

Could you repeat that are your responsibility that for? ‘It’s ending, it’s discontinuing!’ 
‘Yes, surely! ‘She reared apart from them, from these kids who possibly will ever remember a 
period when there wasn’t rain and pain and sin. 

They were all nine years old, and if there had been a day, so many eons ago, when the 
sun came out for an hour and showed its face to the stunned world, they possibly will not 
amnesia. Wake up occupancies go! Don't fear, Karly, we'll be all right they would hear or see us. 



Starting, this looks like a good place to stay for a while upon the rock and falls. What are you 
talking about? Sometimes, at night, she heard them stir, in tribute, and she knew they were 
dreaming and remembering gold or a fair-haired oil pastel or a coin large enough to buy the 
world with. 

She knew they thought they remembered a temperateness, like a blushing in the face, in 
the physique, in the trembling hands, weaponries, legs, and then they always awoke to endless 
movements of us, shaking downcast of clear bead blue necklaces upon the table it was forme to 
keep, I said I would never- ever take it off, the walk, the gardens, the forests, and their dreams 
were gone. And then- amid their mnning one of the girls howled. 

She’s like a person looking through the wrong end of a telescope, complaining that 
everything appearances small. Everyone still, the girl, stand-up in the open, held out her hand. 
‘Oh, look, aspect,’ she said, shuddering. They came unhurriedly to look at her opened palm and 
long fingers. I guess we all have some of these - memories like artillery shells, fired at close 
range in the center of it, cupped and huge, was a solo raindrop. She began to cry, looking at it. 
They peeped unobtmsively at the rays. 

A breeze blew cold around them. They turned and started to walk back toward the 
underground house, their hands at their sides, their smiles vanishing away. That's innovativeness 
if you ask me- never-ending division. ‘Oh, Um-hum.’ Or maybe its life that is the infection: a 
feverish dream, a hallucination of feelings. Death is sanitization, a cleansing, and a medication. 
A few cold drops fell on their noses as well as her cheeks plus her mouth. The sun faded behind 
a stir of mist a successful of boom startled them and like leaves beforehand a new gale, they 
were fallen upon each other like ran drips kissing the sky. 

Up and down, up and down, like a ladder of choices leading to the next choice, and the 
next, until suddenly you've run out of choices, and tree, and you find time as rare and thin as air 
on a mountain. Then its un-oh-m’s, sad, turn's more than. Lightning stmck seven miles away, 
five miles away, and them closer and closer than here only a half a mile from us in the waves. 

The thundering boom to every sticky hit of his hips under the dark blue-green with 
yellow casted ink like water, the sky darkened into midnight stars with a staccato flash twinging 
movement about and tingling down under. It all simmers down to the same thing, are you going 
to play the cards you got, or they are going to fold are they not? 



All-day yesterday they had read in class about the sun. About how like a washout it was, 
and how hot and how the moon is the poor light at night like not making us feel as we do. As 
well as they had written small stories or essays or poems about it, I think the sun is a flower, that 
flowers for just one in 60 minutes. 

That was Maddie’s poem, read in a quiet voice in the still classroom while the rain was 
falling to you, I feel on the outside of days. They stood in the doorways looking in, of the open 
for a moment until it was found, there raining hard, see clearly through the purring ran storm, 
then they closed the door was fessed, as they could over her head, gotten the enormous sound of 
the rain falling to You! Masses and falls, everywhere and forever- never all the fallen. We’re all 
just a pool of wires pulled tight, charged beyond volume- a tangle of plugs and stopcocks, 
waiting for a swell to take down the entire system. Parents teach us our very first lesson about 
love; that you are sure as hell don't get to choose it. 

Looking back... 

Chapter: 94 

Tangled 

Certain stories must remain mine so that there is me to remain. ‘Will it be seven more 
years?’ ‘Aw, you didn’t write that!’ protested one of the boys. ‘I did,’ said to Maggie. ‘I did.’ 
‘Marcel said the teacher. But that was yesteryear. Now the rain was a lull, and the youngsters 
were crushes in like looking out the windows of young love. Where’s a teacher I look for my 
bottoms and top also?’ ‘She’ll be back soon.’ ‘She should hurry up in an imperativeness why we 
will miss out on it!’ They turned on themselves, like a feverish wheel, all tumbling spokes. 
Maggie stood alone like a stone. 

She was a very frail girl who looked as if she had been lost in the rain for years and the 
rain had washed out the blue from her eyes and the red from her mouth and the yellow from her 
hair. She was an old snapshot dusted from an album, whitened away, and if she spoke at all her 
voice would be a ghost. Now she raised, separate, staring at the rain and the loud wet world 
beyond the huge glass. 


What’re you looking at? 



Margot said nothing. ‘Speak when you’re spoken to.’ He offered her a thrust. But she did 
not move; rather she let herself be moved only by him and nonentity else. They edged away from 
her; they would not look at her. She felt them go away. And this was for the reason that she 
would play no games with them in the hollow tunnels of the subversive urbanizes’. If they 
labeled her and ran, she stood irregular after them and did not monitor. We no longer pay 
attention to the clocks. 

Why? 

Why should we? Noon is the taste of tropical-ness and the feel of a splinter under a nail. 
Morning is mud and decaying seal. The evening is the smell of cooked pasta and mushroom. 

And the night is shivering, and the feel of mice sniffing around our skin. When the class sang 
songs about happiness and life and games her lips just about stimulated. 

Only when they sang about the sun and the summer did her lips move as she watched the 
drenched windows. And then, of course, the biggest crime of all was that she had come here only 
five years ago from Earth, and she remembered the sun and the way the sun was and the sky was 
when she was four in Pa. As well as they, they had been on ensuring all their lives, and they had 
been only two years old when last the sun came out and had long since forgotten the color and 
heat of it and the way it was. But Margot remembered. 

(Cut into the future) 

Kellie- A FLICKER, Of LIGHT with no hope. Just burliness. Perceptible. 

ORANGE...YELLOW... the sky’s as we realize... It’s on FIRE... with could robotic 
industry. ‘It’s like a penny,’ she said once, eyes closed. ‘No, it’s not!’ the children cried. ‘It’s 
like a fire,’ she said, ‘in the stove.’ ‘You’re lying, you don’t dredge up like mud and quicksand!’ 
Cried the children see them as run and do. Bum like books as they do. Revulsions of nuclear 
warfare taking blaze the sun dropping out duff start now nothing but emptiness, ash and dust all 
me eat and taste. They have mshed in with the flag and the eyes of fire. Eyes, snapping open. 

My face, covered in sweat lying in bed. Sheets, tangled around looking at the all-glass 
wall seeing the dismay, of life falling into nothingness, his legs mnning away from yet she dies. 
Alarm clock, playing something mthlessly and sunny, unlike the landscape. Sits up not thinking 
the change is here. Wincing domes day over and ended, like clocks mnning backward like the 



rosins of the polls, shakes it out I do, a Trying to forget so not a dream, I remember the past and 
the world before we killed it. 

You are in danger... the eyes look on my face. I mb my hands over his face. Gets out of 
bed. The apartment, simple plastic. Unexceptional sterol, rash behavior the signs of someone 
who lives alone, for man has to fight them all off, no window covers the flying ships look in all 
the time. A little messy, they say as I walk from the bed to the bath in that all open in the nude, 
they have to see it all so they say we feel safe. But she remembered and stood quietly apart from 
all of them and watched the patterning windows. And once, a month ago, she had refused to 
shower in the school shower rooms, had clutched her hands to her ears and over her head, 
screaming the water mustn’t touch her head. So, after that, dimly, she sensed it, she was different 
and they knew her difference and kept away. 

There was talk that her father and mother were taking her back to Earth next year; it 
seemed vital to her that they do so, though it would mean the loss of thousands of dollars to her 
family. I tube down to the low's levees 5,000 feet or mover down, past the hegemonic plant life 
on the roofs, and parks within the building cities. I live on top of the water on the way up at the 
height, steps outside. 

Screens everywhere, into the flow of PERSON ALONG FOR THE RIDE heading for the 
elevated trains just zipping by my face with the wind. Elbow to elbowing craziness. A river of 
human race mixed with animatronics. 

Moves along on the ground if you can call it that with it creepy glow, like everyone else, 
not a tree to be found only within the buildings, it’s all pumped out so we can live on the HVAC 
over ever roadway. Swiftly I see all the lights making up for the brightness of the sun that has 
departed, the moon a close to us as it can get all the others stars shining brightly ours linking like 
a dubbed sided light hose of the past. 

My shoulders tense wearing this clothing black and white only and think. That feeling at 
the back of his neck of them sniffing me out. Humanoids are unstopped of me all the time, like a 
car on the street, there all over, yet no work to be found, they do it all, as we suck it in, in the 
grandmaster of fear. 

A ROBOT Just behind me touching me all over with his cold not soft hands. Humanoid 
in design, but still clearly a mechanism of tritium, real looking eyes, and girly faces, or boy like 



they have sexual identity and names, they are bom into the world and killed by robots also with a 
feel not useful, like us, by doctors; Copper and man-made casings covering hydraulic muscles 
glowing light colors of their personality. 

Like this little girl Allie, she glows pink age five, harmless to all, not sufficient to live yet, 
the choice not chosen yet. Yet what is life to a robot, do they have a soul or have emissions or 
feel if you are like her then maybe you do, why kill her for being a kid, and meeting their 
standards, the thing wisdoms her stare. 

She Looks up and then dragged away like that guy over there to be put down. Nothing 
but mutter... is life now and so, the children cut off from us... as they run like nude bugs over 
the play yards. 

Doing the test to live or die, what is right for life? They pick it now us, hated her for all 
these reasons of big and little consequence. The government overturned, they win, and they 
hated her shiny articulate face, her waiting silence, her thinness, and her possible future. I am a 
teacher or so they say in the yard now ever looking as they do the teaching or so they say for us, 
as they know me than me, ‘Get away from him it yells! ’ 

The boy gave her another push. ‘What’re you waiting for he is injected with it and out?’ 
Then, for the first time, she turned and looked at his eyes still open he said goodbye in a quick 
breath. There are over ten of these in five years groping a day, and up, and what she was waiting 
for was in her eyes not to look at her in the way, yet they always do. The kids loved her to 
understand, how they would not meet the ways of the world. 

‘Well, don’t wait around here!’ cried the boy savagely. ‘You won’t see anything!’ Her 
lips moved. ‘Nothing!’ he cried. ‘It was all a joke, wasn’t it?’ He turned to the other children. 
‘Nothing’s happening today. Is it?’ They all bat an eyelid at him and then, understanding laughed 
and shook their heads, ‘Nothing, and nothing!’ 

It (death) isn't an infection, she said. She might be right. Then again, we've nested in the 
walls like bacteria. We've taken over the house, its insulation, and its plumbing- we've made it 
our own. ‘Oh, but,’ Margot whispered, her eyes helpless. ‘But this is the day, the scientists 
predict, they say, they know, the sun.’ Or maybe it's a life that it's the infection: a feverish dream, 
a hallucination of feelings. Death is a purification, a cleansing, and a cure. A WORK SQUAD of 
mysteriously- formed 



RUBE GOLDBERG ROBOTS resourcefully repairs the street. No human supervision, on 
any working like building skyscapes looks at that on so high, it's nuts to me. They have talked 
over, ALL!!! A ROBOTIC CLEAN-UP CREW. 

Lumbering along the sidewalk. 

Washing, sweeping. Trash sucking fix... Humanoid ROBOTS peppering the crowd. 
Lollowing their past owners. Walking slowly, or fast running so going past. Carrying boxes and 
crap. Requirements, fake facts document cases, and young bodies. She always imagined their 
voices entangled somewhere in the wires when they spoke, caught up in a grid she didn't fully 
understand, passing back and forth. Once the calls were disconnected, she imagined the echoes 
of old conversations would be trapped there, floating back and forth with no exit, like ghosts. 

‘All a joke!’ said the boy, and seized her roughly. 

‘Hey, all and sundry, let’s put her in a clandestine before the teacher comes! ’ 

The NIGHT TRAIN like long memorials dashing toward me a white line in the front red 
in the back on the up first of seven uppers. Soaring, gravity-defying OLLICE BUILDINGS 
dominate the skyline. Older buildings wedged among the new. All protected by huge glass and 
steel shields. As we get closer congested roads and freeways begin to disappear below ground 
into a series of subterranean tunnels. The oldie highways have become titanic, voluminous 
arcades. An elevator opens with a hiss steps out into a flavorless passageway. 

MY footpaths, hollowing thought the sky rise, which I am now going into out of the 
death. MY stops at a set of DISPARATE DOORS. Looks over at one, when the other suddenly 
OPENS with a command. AS yours truly TIMEPIECE THE SCREENS to see the news around 
the world all the same. The elevator opens and CLINICIAN phases into the metal corridor. In 
countless VIEWPOINTS. High, low, close-up, wide. 

All facts not known to be composed but tight and young to a point. Death is nearing me, I 
feel that I see that, they want that. ME- watches the doors open to admit me in the msh upwards. 
The doors slide closed behind him. Then a muffled red laser-ROUND like an endless machine 
gun I hear kid yells out. I walk and not look, as they tumble down in a lined-up row, all death no 
reason. Turns back to the screens. 



Y OU-1 gave you an order... you the order not to kill her I ran to the desk, of the hands 
that run the government, robotics departments. ‘Yes- we hear your cries out for help yet that rain 
the math that we can, or you don’t have.’ 

FREAK YOU! 

She has by the tie, I don’t see kill your life, that you don’t even understand, I think we 
can see more than enough looking over the wall screens, at the wastes. You killed my baby girl 
off- Kantilla! The Robot did not us, she was one point away from life, pushed backing towards 
the door. The gun on my back- go or die. 

Killer robots, not of the laws, I never thought it possible. 

Shaking in its hand, I see as mothers’ cry. Happy for the clean-up as they say. Bodies 
burnt in a large firebox in the mid-city, see the black smoke for kilometers. Mass-graves are 
wanted and have been in place now, it’s all the same no name to be remembered by, just a large 
hologram in the full finger, saying lines- as I love you, on your wrist is not life to me or having 
them here. I am desperate and unclear, be incompatible. 

Sbe touches the WALL PANEL making her way back to her appearance in the high rise, 
without her young life. The doors slide open. The Robot, said I am sorry for your loss today, 
‘Anything I can do,’ as she goes and weeps, 

‘Yeah FREAK OFF!’ 

‘NO! Need for luggage, or you be put down,’ Turning to RUN as the doors begin to shut... 
‘Then do it ass hole!!! ’ do you see all the fold up taxies flying by and also lined up changing, I 
wanted to run a grab one I have played into it for years, ten dollars a day, and everyone one of 
them you can take and use if you see it? You know them by the yellow glass they have and the 
bubble and one-person compact coup shape. 

Only people that have the many for a grandmaster car or on like it doesn’t- use the 
people’s transportation, like the trains. If you have the money for biofuel to run them, and that 
seven dollars a gallon. You can see the grayness rushing out the side finders. Everything else is 
an electric, see some war man working man for nothing at the coal mines to keep light up and 
flying, see them all way down yonder. 



It could easily be a robots’ job, yet man needs money for their partners, weeding is a 
thing of the past we just live together regales of sex, we reproduce at age 17 and 19 and, to kids, 
male and female, if younger or older you have them terminated. They find the right boy at 14 for 
you yet you say okay if you fall to them. 

My girl never has that neither did I thankfully, she may be better off, then live in this 
world. Robots have they’re on the little box-like huller trucks with titanium sides all swoop. 

The Robot turns steps out into the metal corridor. To look at her, WEAPON running 
through her pointing to the floor. Looking out the high-rise, car races up to and down a RAMP 
slow showing up by the window, you can see a grandmaster in pink, and the roadway becomes a 
14- as races in the building, lane underground tunnel system. A river of HEADLIGHTS stretches 
forever in both directions. 

Chapter: 95 

Specter 

#- sis- #- wannabe! 

(Flashback contented) 

The rain stopped... they crowded to the huge door. The rain slacked still more. It was as 
if, amid a film vis-a-vis an inundation, a cyclone, a gale, a volcanic outburst, something had, first, 
gone wrong with the all-encompassing apparatus, thus deadening and finally spiteful off all noise, 
all of the blasts and ramifications, and thunders, and then, second, ripped the film from the 
projector and inserted in its place a beautiful tropical slide which did not move or tremor. 

Then, laughing, the turned and went out and back down the tunnel, just as the teacher 
arrived. ‘No,’ said Maggie, falling back on to her backside. They surged about her, caught her up 
being a smart aleck to her, complaining, and then imploring, and then crying, back into a tunnel, 
an area, a closet, where they slammed and locked the door. 

She was fmstrated, to say the least. They stood looking at the door and saw it tremble 
from her beating and throwing herself against it. They heard her muffled cries. ‘Ready, Kiddies?’ 
She glanced at her watch. ‘Yes, yes we are!’ Said everyone or in some way like that. 


‘Are we there yet?’ 



‘Yes!’ 


Decent mood, bad mood, ugly, pretty, beautiful good-looking girl and then him all 
brilliant out before me like the sun and the night moon, what have you, the right person will still 
think the sun shines out your ass. That's life, that’s the kind of person, that's worth sticking with 
the world ground to a standstill. The hush was so immense and fantastic that you felt your ears 
had been stuffed or you had lost your hearing altogether. In my opinion, the best thing you can 
do is find a person who loves you for exactly what you are. 

The sun came out. The children put their hands to their ears. They stood apart. The door 
slid back and the smell of the silent, waiting world came into them. It was the color of flaming 
bronze and it was very large. And the sky around it was a blazing blue tile color. And the jungle 
burned with sunlight as the children, released from their spell, mshed out, yelling into the 
springtime. 

‘Oh, it’s improved than the sun up-lighters, exist it?’ 

‘Nowadays, don’t go too far,’ called the teacher after them like wildfire and heat. 

‘You’ve only two hours, you know. You wouldn’t want to get jammed out.’ But they were 
mnning and turning their faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on their cheeks like a warm iron; 
they were taking off their jackets and letting the sun bum their arms. 

‘Abundant, much recovering the sun!’ 

It was the shade of neoprene and slag, this rainforest, from the many years without the 
sun. It was the color of stones and white cheeses and ink, and it was the color of the moon. They 
stopped mnning and stood in the great jungle that covered the moon, which nurtured and never 
stopped growing, peacefully, even as you watched it. The children lay out, laughing, on the 
jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and squeak under them resilient and alive. It was a layer of 
octopi, clustering up great arms of bodily tidy, wavering, flowering in this brief mainspring. And 
so, the lion fell in love with the lamb... ’ he murmured... I looked away, hiding my eyes as I 
thrilled to the word. ‘What ill-advised mutton- what is it what might it be?’ I moaned. Could you 
repeat that a sick, masochistic lion? 

I like the night, and its sky and the moon setting inside. With the dark, we'd never see the 
stars as the clouds past till now hand and hand looking up on the beach. I decided as long as I'm 
going to hell, I might as well do it thoroughly. Unfluctuating more, I had never meant to love 



him. One thing I truly knew- distinguished it in the depths of my belly, in the center of my 
frames, knew it from the summit of my head to the soles of my feet, and knew it deep in my 
empty boobs- was how love gave somebody the power to break you... I know love and lust don't 
always keep the same company. Its nightfall the darkness is so liable, don’t you think this, yet I 
ponder the fact? It’s the safest time of day for us. The easiest time, but also the saddest, in a 
way...the end of another day, the return of the night. I remember it all eye not if it at the same 
time. No matter how perfect the day is, it always has to end. 

Chapter: 96 

Damocles 

They ran among the trees, they slipped and demolish, they pushed each other, they played 
hide-and-seek and tag, but furthermost of all they squinted at the sun until the tears ran down 
their faces; they put their arrows up to that blueness and that amazing yellowness into gray 
whiteness, and they breathed of the fresh, fresh air and listened and listened to the silence which 
suspended them in a blessed sea of no sound and no motion. 

Everyone stopped. The girl, standing in the open, held out her hand. They gazed at 
everything and savored everything. Then, wildly, like animals escaped from their caves, they ran 
and ran in uproar circles. They ran for an hour and did not stop running and then- of all the midst 
of their consecutively one of the girls wailed. ‘Oh my- wow- oh- look at that WO-ow, gaze, 
stare,’ we all trembling his arm around me at this time. They came sluggishly to look at her un¬ 
opened palms. 

In the center of it, cupped and huge, was a single raindrop. 

She began to cry, looking at it. What is she to me? Except fora hazard a danger, you’ve 
chosen to inflict on all of us. They glanced quietly at the sun. ‘Oh. Oh. And OH!’ A few cold 
drops fell on their noses and their cheeks and their mouths. 

The sun faded behind a stir of mist. His voice is nearly noiseless. He turned to look at me 
with a wistful manifestation. The wonderful eyes held mine, and I lost my train of believed. I 
stared at him until he looked away. ‘You haven’t asked me, with a wind blew cold around them. 
Are you still fainting from the run? Or was it my kissing expertise? They turned and started to 
walk back toward the anti-establishment house, their hands at their sides, their smiles vanishing 
away. 



Lightning struck... A flourishing of thunder startled them and like leaves before a new 
hurricane, they stumbled upon each other and ran. Ten miles away, five miles away, a mile, a 
half-mile. The sky darkened into midnight in a flash. They stood in the doorway of the 
underground fora moment until it was raining hard. Then they closed the door and heard the 
gigantic sound of the rain falling in heaps and falls, ever 5 where and forever. ‘Will it be seven 
more years, till?’ 

‘Yes. Seven.’ Then one of them gave a little cry.’ 

You- her- she- Karly! ‘What?’ ‘She’s still in the closet where we locked her.’ They stood 
as if someone had driven them, like so many stakes, into the floor. They observed at each other 
and then beheld and looked away. They could not encounter each other’s glimpses. They glanced 
out at the world that was raining now and drizzling and raining progressively. 

IT’S ALL RUNNING OUT OF ME! 

It’s a -Full moon... 

I FELT LIKE I WAS IMPRISONED IN ONE OF THOSE CHILLING... hallucinations, 
the one where you have to run, trip until my lungs would surely burst to my heartbeat, but you 
can't make your body move fast enough nor your breath to your heart. Holding it all in... My 
legs seemed to move sluggish, leisure- liner and dawdling as I clashed my way finished the 
callous horde, but the hands-on the huge like timepiece of the tower didn't slow me the way. 

With unyielding, heartless strength, they turned inescapably in the direction of the termination of 
the whole thing. 

I have to say more, more needs to be said, my life has to go on, I have to get those days 
back, I have too. They up or down there will not stop me from doing just that. But this was no 
dream, and, unlike the nightmare, I wasn't running for my life like always; run for them or agents, 
mn to him and they yet mn away, I was battling to save something substantially more prized, 
valued, and treasured. My own life meant little more than most in the past to me nowadays then 
way back in- between or before and now. The clock ding-donged again, and the sun beat 
miserable from the particular center argument of the heavens. 

Olivia had said- Thus it did not substance to me that we were enclosed by our particularly 
dangerous opponents. ‘There was a good chance we would both die here someday up on this 
thing looking at the new moon. Perchance the aftermath would be unlike if she weren't trapped 



by the brilliant sunlight or midnight moon, solitary I was free to run across this bright jam- 
packed quadrangular; as well as I might not run speedily amply. As the clock began to ring out 
the hour, vibrant less than the soles of my lethargic bottoms, I knew I was too nighttime- and I 
was glad something murderous waited in the dark wings. For in failing at this, I forfeited any 
desire to live. 

Chapter: 97 

GET-TOGETHER 

SURE, I WAS- dreaming- yes, I was maybe not- why? It could be all. 

The whys and wherefores, I was so unsure where that primary, I was stand -up in a lively 
channel of sunbeams- the sympathetic of extraordinary strong rays that never be skilled at on my 
wet new hometown in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, I was looking at my dad. Like you hadn't 
changed much; his face looked just the same as I remembered it. Some years move on and I get 
out of that place I was in, I go looking for him, I did not know what I would find, yet my dad was 
the first step towards the way like following the moon at night. 

I remember now him- the crust was soft and emaciated, bent into a- many miniature 
wrinkles that hugged moderately to the maxilla beneath. Like a dehydrated apricot, but with a 
wisp of profuse silver hair standing out in a mist around it. Our doorways- hers a crinkly picker- 
blowout into the same flabbergasted demi-beam at just the same time as I. Ostensibly, she makes 
certain been expecting to see me, one or the other. 

On the other hand, she opened her mouth when I did, so I stopped to let her go first. She 
paused, too, and then we emo- smiled at the little gracelessness. I was about to ask her a 
question; I had so many-what was she doing here in my dream? What had she been up to in the 
past six years? Was popular okay, and had they found each other, everywhere they were? 

‘Karly!’ 

I was awake or asleep... or even dead. I'd bet. The voice I'd walk through fire for-or, less 
dramatically, slosh every day through the cold and endless rain for, Marcel; It wasn't the dad 
who called my name, and we both turned to see the accumulation to our small reunion. I didn't 
have to look to know who it was; this was a voice, I would know anywhere- know, and retort to, 
whether even though I was always electrified to see him- mindful or otherwise-and even though I 



was almost positive that I was dreaming, I lose your nerve as Marcel walked toward us through 
the conspicuous sunlight. 

I freak out because dad didn't be acquainted with, that I was in love with an angel- 
nobody knew that- so how was I personally, hypothetical to give details the fact that the 
wonderful sunbeams where shattering off his skin into a thousand polychromatic ruins like he 
was made of diamond or crystal-like in the rain? Well, dad, you might have noticed that my 
girlfriend gleams in white. It's just something she does... in her glow for only me. Don't disquiet 
about it... you would not understand he still thinks; I sound senseless- even if I know she is true. 

What was his responsibility? In that subsequent, I wanted that I was not the one omission 
to his mysterious talent; I usually felt appreciative that I was the only person whose thoughts he 
couldn't hear just as clearly as if they were spoken aloud. 

The in one piece of purpose he lived in Pittsburgh, the rainiest place in the world, was so 
that he could be outside in the daytime without exposing his family's secret. 

Marcel- still smiling so strikingly that my heart, felt like it was going to swell up and 
burst through my container- put his arm around my- assume and turned to face my mother. Up 
until now here he was, strolling charmingly toward me- with the most fine-looking smile on his 
seraph's face- like hers in the night as if I were the only one here. But now I wished he could 
hear me, too, so that he could listen to the warning, I was earsplitting in my skull. I shot a 
panicked glance back at my dad and saw that it was too late at night. 

My dad's manifestation surprised me. She was just turning to stare back at me, her eyes 
as alarmed as mine. I promise to love you forever- never- ever- ever, important go not one solo 
day of forever. Does it bother you, me being half-naked all the time I was thinking to myself, 
like me dressing like this? Simply then, as I looked at the better- quality picture, did I warn the 
huge gilt frame that enclosed my mother’s method. 

She copycatted the effort exactly, mirrored it. But where our fingers should have met, 
there was nothing but cold glass... With a dizzying thunderbolt, my hallucination abruptly turns 
out to be horrendous. There was no dad here for me at this time yet, I knew he would be there for 



me if I needed him. Instead of looking depressed, she was staring at my self- consciously, as if 
waiting for an admonishment. Besides she was standing in such an outlandish position- single 
arm held awkwardly away from her body, stretched out and then curled around the air. 

Like she had her arm around someone I couldn't see, someone invisible... Inexpressive, I 
raised the hand that wasn't wrapped around Marcel’s waist and reached out to touch her. That be 
there me, I in a stand- up in the glass looking am I, in my opinion, and myself looking back by 
me. Me- prehistoric, wrinkled, and faded. Marcel stood beside me, casting no reflection, 
agonizingly lovely and forever fourteen. He pressed his freezing, perfect lips against my wasted 
cheek and hands-on my backside all at once. 

‘Happy birthday,’ he whispered. It was my birthday all right- ‘I wanted my birthday sex! ’ 
I woke with start-my eyelids nipping open wide- and wheezed. Cloudy gray light, the used to the 
light of a gloomy morning, took the place of the blinding sun in my daydream. 1 coveted you. I 
had no right to want you- but then again yours truly reached out and took you anyway. And now 
look what's become of you! Trying to seduce an angel. As well as the all-encompassing of your 
heart,’ he continuous. 

‘It's the most significant sound in my biosphere. I'm so attuned to it now; I curse I could 
pick it out from miles away. But neither of these things matter. This,’ he said, taking my face in 
his small hand. ‘You. That's what I'm keeping. You'll always be my Karly, you'll just be a little 
more durable just a dream, Dream happy dreams. You are the only one who has ever touched my 
heart. It will always be yours. 

All through the perfect summer- the happiest summer I had ever had, the happiest 
summer anyone anywhere had ever had, and the rainiest summer in the history of the Olympic 
Cape- this bleak date had lurked in ambush, waiting to spring. Sleep, my only love or so I feel 
that it is like not eating is my next. I told myself. It was only a hallucination or a daydream into a 
nightmare. I took a deep inhalation and then hurdled again when my alarm went off like always. 
The little schedule in the angle of the clock's display knowledgeable me that today was 
September thirteenth. Only a dream, but far- nearsighted enough in one way, at a minimum. 

Today was my birthday. I was officially eighteen years old. I have personally been being 
terrified of this day for months, and longer or more than that even. In addition to knowing that it 
had hit, it was even of inferior quality than I for one to be afraid of it would be present. I could 



feel it- I was adult, every day I got grown- up more than the last, hut this was dissimilar, worse, 
inferior, shoddier, poorer, not as good as, and eviler than they. 

Measurable... was I- fourteen. 

Me- my- eyebrows hang-up about wedged in a worried line, over my nervous brown eyes. 
Besides Marcel never- ever would be all mine, nor did I see it being that way, on that day at the 
time, in that year at the moment in the flashback. When I went to brush my teeth, I was almost 
surprised that the face in the mirror hadn't changed. It was just a dream, I reminded myself again, 
just at freaked up dream, crap, piss, just freaking crap! Just a dream- God- A- crap... but also my 
worst nightmarish thing-ie. You detained out your hand out at me, and I took it shorn of bringing 
to an end to make intelligence of what I for one set upright doing. 

Aimed at the original time in nearly a period, I touched courage. 

Crap- I skipped breakfast, in a hurry to get out of the house as quickly as a freak. I wasn't 
entirely able to avoid my dad, and so I had to spend a few minutes acting cheerful, myself didn’t 
give a freak at that either, crap- suck- and freak a p*ssy! 

He- he- p*ssy farts! 

Chapter: 98 

Feel the inside of me 

Don’t you just looooovvvveeee here she’s so-ooo -like me!- #- sis! 

Look at this photo of the past- not like mine either! 

You saw how I was remembered... what did you think? 

(Story) 

Cave of wonders her vajaja, and the one next to it all the girl there in their seats-1 
honestly tried to be excited about the gifts, I for one requested him not to get me, but every time I 
had to smile, it felt like I might start crying. 

HOLY Soggy box-1 stmggled to get a grip on myself as I drove to school. The vision of 
Gran-I would not think of it as me-was hard to get out of my head. I couldn't feel anything but 
despair until I pulled into the familiar parking lot behind 



Pitt- Clit High and spotted Marcel leaning motionlessly against his polished silver Volvo, 
like amarhle tribute to some forgotten pagan god of beauty. 

Titties-1 stared at myself, looking for some sign of impending wrinkles in my ivory skin. 
The only creases were the ones on my forehead, though, and I knew that if I could manage to 
relax, they would disappear. I couldn't... 

He- he-1 said pitt- cl*t- and t*ts! 

Well they go together don’t they...? make the beast with two backs- 

Hand on d*ick- and his winner there in my mind- The dream had not completed him 
justice. And he was in the making there for me, just the same as every other day. Hopelessness 
momentarily missing; wonder took its place. Even after half a year with him, I still couldn't 
believe that I deserved this degree of good fortune. The sight of sis waiting there- her tawny eyes 
brilliant with excitement, and a small silver-wrapped square in her hands- made me frown. I for 
one told Kellie, I didn't want no matter which for anything, not gifts or even attention, for my 
birthday. Understandably, my wishes were being passed over. 

My ass of a sister Kellie was standing by his side, waiting forme, too. So not cool, so 
not- crap- b*tch, Of course, Marcel and she weren't related (in Pittsburgh the story was that all 
the Cullen siblings were adopted by Dr. Parks and his wife, Ilsmel, both too young to have 
teenage children), but their skin was precisely the same pale shade, their eyes had the same 
strange golden tint, with the same deep, bmise-like shadows beneath them. Her face, like his, 
was also startlingly beautiful. To celebrity in the know- big shot like me- these resemblances 
marked them for what they remained. I see Mr. King in class today saying- ‘How’s it hanging!’ 
he was stmggling some poop freaker. 

(That man over there- look... with that again you get it he yells crap out not saying 
anything like- but butt-pug and crap with piss and honey whole beeped out- mn of words here- 
thathe said ending with hamburger. We Have to keep it PG- 13 here, more for mom and dad; so- 
they don’t freaking crap themselves, yet the teenagers, feel it’s all good. -Yeah, suck on this 
crap- MR. KING! SEXY is it NOT? It's good crap... is it not? Here is my pooper scooper. Good 
boy!) 

Mr. King is barking at kids again, I said looking at Olivia! He’s nuts-o and sometimes 
creepy. Butt-poop-ie-1 slammed the door of my 50 Nash- a burst of mst specks trembled down 



to the wet blacktop-and walked slowly toward where they waited. Olivia skipped forward to 
meet me, her fairy face glowing under her spiky black hair. 

‘Happy birthday, Karly!’ Yeeeeaaaahhh! 

‘Shh-it!’ I whispered, glancing around the lot to make sure no one had overheard her. The 
last thing, I wanted to be some kind of celebration of the obscure event. She ignored me. ‘Do you 
want to sweep your present now or later?’ She asked eagerly as we made our way to where 
Marcel still waited. 

Olivia would have ‘seen’ what my parents were planning as soon as they'd decided that 
themselves. ‘Nope no presents- no mothers and dad either damn.’ I moaned in a murmur. She 
finally seemed to process my mood. ‘Satisfactory... later, then. Did you like the notebook your 
mom sent you, as well as the phone from daddy?’ I groaned and felt the crap inside me move 
downwards, that duping feeling and crap- of course, she would know what my birthday presents 
where. Marcel wasn't the only member of his family with few and far between skills of random 
crap. 

‘Yeah, they are awesome, grand, and everything, I wanted- freak, not.’ 

‘I think it's a nice idea. You're only a senior once. Might as well document the 
experience.’ ‘How numerous times have you been a senior or backward in life?’ ‘That's different 
to me yet the same it’s all the same yet not it's rolling off me like water or something else that is 
thicker. Not all blood do I have coming out of me.’ ‘I am one- down with your bad-self, kick-ass 
emo- chick!’ 

We reached Marcel then at that point in the room, in that place, here now, and there, we 
looked, we saw, it was, he held out his hand for mine. I took it eagerly, forgetting, for a moment, 
my glum mood. His skin was, as always, smooth, hard, and very cold. He gave my fingers a 
gentle squeeze. I looked into his liquid eyes, and my heart gave a not-quite-so-gentle squeeze of 
its own. Hearing the stutter in my heartbeats, he smiled again. 

He lifted his free hand and traced one cool fingertip around the outside of my lips as he 
spoke. ‘So, as discussed, I am not allowed to wish you a happy birthday, is that correct?’ ‘You 
know I love you right?’ 



‘I know,’ he breathed, his arm tightening automatieally around my waist. 


‘You know how much I wish it was enough.’ ‘Naturally, that is truthful’ I could never 
quite mimic the flow of his perfect, formal articulation. It was something that could only be 
picked up in an earlier century. 

‘Just checking.’ He ran his hand through his tousled bronze hair. ‘You might have 
changed your mind. Most people seem to enjoy things like birthdays and gifts.’ 

Olivia laughed, and the sound was all silver, a wind chime. ‘Of course, you'll enjoy it. 
Everyone is supposed to be nice to you today and give you your way, Kar. What's the worst that 
could happen?’ She inescapable it as a linguistic interrogation. 

‘I am getting older and wiser every mother- freaking day- mother,’ Dad-1 answered 
anyway, and my voice was not as steady as I wanted it to be. Nevertheless, I said that in front of 
her so points forme. She was so pissed you would not get it... if you tried too. 

Beside me, Marcel’s smile tenses up into a solid line. Like I am freaking, love this butt-a 
cute crazy girl! ‘Fourteen ain’t even that-very old,’ Olivia said. Marcel- ‘Good grammar,’ he 
said out loud to her nuzzled to me. ‘Don't girls usually wait till they're twenty to get upset over 
birthdays?’ I going to die in a year of old age- oh no! 

‘It's older than Marcel’ I mumbled. 

He sighed. Not as the pad you have on that I can whiff in the durable form right smack- 
dab- here. 

‘Gross! A-hole!’ said Liv. 

#- Hashtag- (Ba-boom-ching, and LOL) 


Nevaeh 
Book: 12 


Hard to Let Go 



Chapter: 99 

‘Technically,’ she said, gripping her tone knowledge. ‘Simply by one little year, though.’ 

And I understood... if I could be sure of the expectation I required, sure that I would get 
to spend always with Marcel, and Olivia and the rest of the Barn’s like my little sis Kattie- may, 
she is on three, (willingly not as a wrinkled tiny old lady...) at that following a year or two one 
course or the other wouldn't matter to me so considerably. 

Then Marcel was inanimate set corresponding any future that changed me. 

Inconsiderably future that made me like him- that made me immortal, extravagantly. 

You are protected inside your consciousness. Not one can reach you there. Or so I 
believed was tme- until this time, I should live over and over, like the day before it, the same yet 
not so. A dead-end, he baptized this. 

I couldn't see Marcel’s point, to be accurate. What was so numerous about destmction? 
Being angel didn't look like such a terrible thing-not the way the Barn’s did it, nevertheless. 

‘What point will you be at home?’ Olivia declared, changing the subject. Of her profile, 
she was up to stipulate the kind of thing I'd been dreaming to elude. 

‘I didn't recognize I had layouts to be there.’ 

‘Oh, be fair. Bell!’ She bellowed. ‘You aren't going to exhaust all our entertainment like 
that, are you?’ 

‘I revived my birthday was about what I demand.’ 

‘I'll get her from Mr. Anderson’s right after school, ‘Marcel told her, disregarding me 
collectively. 

‘I have to work,’ I complained. 

‘You don't, tmly,’ Olivia informed me smugly. 



‘I previously spoke to Mrs. Newton of such... She's trading your shifts. She spoke to 
inform you she wishes you a: 'Happy Birthday." 

‘I- yet can't come over,’ I resolved, clambering for an excuse. ‘I, well, I mustn't watch 
Romeo and Juliet yet for English.’ 

Olivia squealed, ‘You have Romeo and Juliet memorized.’ 

‘Although Mr. Smith proclaimed, we obliged to notice it performed to thoroughly 
acknowledge it that's how Shakespeare intended it to be presented.’ 

Marcel rolled his eyes. 

‘You've already seen the movie,’ Olivia accused. 

‘Although not the nineteen-sixties version. Mr. Smith said it was the best.’ 

Subsequently, Olivia lost the self-satisfied smile and glared at me. 

‘This can be obvious, or this can be troublesome. Bell, but one way or the others’ 

Marcel interrupted her threat. ‘Relax, Olivia. If Karly wants to watch a movie, then she 
can. It's her birthday.’ 

‘So there,’ 1 added. 

‘I'll bring her over around seven,’ he continued. ‘That will give you more time to set up.’ 

Olivia's howling sounded again. ‘Sounds immeasurable good. See you tonight. Bell! It'll 
be fun, you'll see.’ She grinned - the wide smile revealed all her perfect, glistening teeth-then 
pecked me on the cheek and danced off moving her first class before I could respond. 

‘Marcel, please-’ I started to beg, but he clasped one crisp finger to my lips. 

‘Let's review it later. We're going to be late for school.’ 

No one bothered to stare at us as we took our representative seats in the back of the 
classroom (we should almost every class together now-it was amazing the favors Marcel could 
get the female administrators to do for him.) 

Marcel and I had been together too long now to be an object of gossip anymore. Even 
Lance didn't bother to give me the glum stare that used to make me feel a little guilty. 



He smirked now alternatively, and I was glad he had trusted that we eould only be friends. 

Lance had developed over the summer-his face had lost some of the completeness, 
making his cheekbones more outstanding, and he was diminishing his pale blond hair a new way; 
alternatively, of bristly, it was exceptional and gelled into strictly inconsistent disarray. 

It was simple to see where his stimulus came from- but Marcel’s look wasn't something 
that could be delivered through imitation. 

As the day continued, I contemplated ways to get out of whatever was going down at the 
Natalie house later. 

It would be bad enough to have to celebrate when I was in the mood to mourn. 
Nevertheless, more dangerous than that, this was sure to involve attention and benefits. 

Chapter: 100 

Wishes 

Mindfulness is nevermore a good thing, as any other accident-prone fumbler would 
accept. No one wants a floodlight when they're likely to stumble on their face. 

Moreover, I would extremely pointedly be asked- well, ordered really-that no one give 
me any presents this year. It seemed like Mr. Anderson and Ayanna weren't the only ones who 
had decided to overlook that. 

I would have never had much wealth, furthermore, that had nevermore disturbed me. 
Ayanna had raised me on a kindergarten teacher's wage. 

Mr. Anderson wasn't getting rich at his job, either he was the police chief here in the tiny 
town of Pittsburgh. 

My only personal revenue came from the four days a week I worked at the local 
Goodwill store. In a borough this small, I was blessed to have a career, after all the viruses in the 
world today having everything shout down. 

Every cent I gained went into my diminutive university endowment at SNHU online. 

(College transpired like nothing more than a Plan B. I was still dreaming for Plan A; 
however, Marcel was just so unreasonable about leaving me, mortal.) 



Marcel ought to have a lot of funds I didn't even want to think about how much. Cash 
involved alongside to oblivion to Marcel or the rest of the Bams, like Karly saying she never had 
anything yet walked away with it all. 

It was just something that swelled when you had extensive time on your hands and a 
sister who had an uncanny ability to predict trends in the stock market. 

Marcel didn't seem to explain why I objected to him spending bills on me, why it made 
me miserable if he brought me to an overpriced establishment in Los Angeles, why he wasn't 
allowed to buy me a car that could reach speeds over fifty miles an hour, approximately how? I 
wouldn't let him pay my university tuition (he was ridiculously enthusiastic about Plan B.) 

Marcel believed I was being gratuitously difficult. 

Although, how could 1 let him give me things when I had nothing to retaliate amidst? 

He, for some amazing incomprehensible understanding, wanted to be with me. Anything 
he gave me on top of that just propelled us more out of balance. 

As the day went on, neither Marcel nor Olivia brought my birthday up again, and I began 
to relax a little. 

Then we sat at our usual table for lunch. 

An unfamiliar kind of break survived at that table. The three of us, Marcel, Olivia, 
including myself hunkered down on the steep southerly end of the table. Now that the ‘superb’ 
and scarier (in Emmah's case, unquestionably.) 

The Natalie siblings had finished we were gazing at them they're so odd, Olivia and 
Marcel arranged not to seem quite so intimidating, and we did not sit here alone. 

My other compatriots, Lance, and Mikaela (who were in the uncomfortable post-breakup 
association phase,) Mollie and Sam (whose involvement had endured the summertime...) 

Tim, Kaylah, Skylar, and Sophie (though that last one didn't count in the friend category.) 

Completely assembled at the same table, on the other side of an interchangeable line. 



That line softened on sunshiny days when Marcel and Olivia continuously skipped school 
times before there was Karly, and then the discussion would swell out effortlessly to incorporate 
me. 


Marcel and Olivia didn't find this minor elimination fragmentary or dangerous the way I 
would hold. 

They scarcely noticed this at all. 

Characters always felt remarkably hostile at leisure with the Barn’s, around anxious for 
some purpose they couldn't justify to themselves. 

I implied a unique exemption to that precept. Seldom it confused Marcel whence very 
satisfied I was withstanding adjacent to him. 

He deemed he was dangerous to my health-a feeling I rejected vehemently whenever he 
uttered that. 

The midday moved briskly. 

School completed, and Marcel walked me to my truck as he customarily prepared. 
Disregarding this time, he held the pilgrim entrance open for me. Olivia must have obtained 
using his automobile home so that he could restrain me from making a charge for this. 

I wrapped my arms and performed no move to get out of the downpour. ‘It's my birthday, 
don't I get to drive?’ 

‘I'm faking it's not your birthday, just as you yearned.’ 

‘If it's not my birthday, then I don't have to proceed to your home later... ’ 

‘All right,’ He closed the passenger door and shuffled past me to open the driver's side. 
‘Happy birthday.’ 

‘Sh-h,’ I shushed him halfheartedly. I climbed through the opened door, begging he'd 
exercised the other suggestion. 

Marcel played with the radio while I drove, shaking his head in dissatisfaction. 


‘Your radio has awful treatments.’ 



I scowled; I didn't like it when he picked on my tmck. The tmck was transcendent it had 


nature. 


‘You want a pleasant stereo? Drive your vehicle.’ I was so annoyed about Olivia's plans, 
on top of my already discouraged feeling, that the words came out sharper than I'd anticipated 
them. 


I was harely ever bad-tempered with Marcel, and my tone made him press his lips 
together to keep from smiling. 

When I parked in front of Mr. Anderson’s house, he stretched over to take my face in his 

hands. 


He handled me very thoroughly, touching just the tips of his fingers softly against my 
temples, my cheekbones, my jawline. Like I was exceptionally breakable. 

Which was specifically the case-compared with him, at most limited. 

‘You should be in a good mood, today of all days,’ he muttered. 

His unseasoned breath fanned crossed my face. 

‘Moreover, if I don't want to be in a good mood?’ I asked, my breathing irregular. 


His golden eyes smoldered. ‘Too bad.’ 

My head was already spinning by the time he leaned closer and pressed his icy lips 
against mine. As he intended, no doubt, I forgot all about my worries and concentrated on 
remembering how to inhale and exhale. 

His mouth lingered on mine, cold and smooth and gentle until I wrapped my arms around 
his neck and threw myself into the kiss with a little too much enthusiasm. I could feel his lips 
curve upward as he let go of my face and reached back to unlock my grip on him. 

Marcel had drawn many careful lines for our physical relationship, with the intent being 
to keep me alive. Though I respected the need for maintaining a safe distance between my skin 



and his razor-sharp, venom-coated teeth, I tended to forget about trivial things like that when he 
was kissing me. 

‘Be good, please,’ he breathed against my cheek. He pressed his lips gently to min e one 
more time and then pulled away, folding my arms across my stomach. 

My pulse was thudding in my ears. I put one hand over my heart. It dmmmed 
hyperactivity under my pahn. 

‘Do you think I'll ever get better at this?’ I wondered, mostly to myself. ‘That my heart 
might someday stop trying to jump out of my chest whenever you touch me?’ 

‘I hope not,’ he said, a bit smug. 

I rolled my eyes. ‘Let's go watch the Capulets and Montagues hack each other up, all 

right?’ 

‘Your wish, my command.’ 

Marcel sprawled on the couch while I started the movie, fast-forwarding through the 
opening credits. 

When I perched on the edge of the sofa in front of him, he wrapped his arms around my 
waist and pulled me against his chest. It wasn't exactly as comfortable as a sofa cushion would 
be, what with his chest being hard and cold-and perfect-as an ice sculpture, but it was preferable. 
He pulled the old afghan off the back of the couch and draped it over me, so I wouldn't freeze 
beside his body. 

‘You know. I've never had much patience with Romeo,’ he commented as the movie 

started. 


‘What's wrong with Romeo?’ I asked, a little offended. Romeo was one of my favorite 
fictional characters. Until I'd met Marcel, I'd had a thing for him. 

‘Well, first, he's in love with this Rosaline-don't you think it makes him seem a little 
fickle? And then, a few minutes after their wedding, he kills Juliet's cousin. That's not very 
brilliant. Mistake after mistake. Could he have destroyed his happiness any more thoroughly?’ 


I sighed. ‘Do you want me to watch this alone?’ 



‘No, I'll mostly be watching you, anyway.’ His fingers traced patterns across the skin of 
my arm, raising goosebumps. ‘Will you cry?’ 

‘Probably,’ I admitted, ‘if I'm paying attention.’ 

‘I won't distract you then.’ But I felt his lips on my hair, and it was very distracting. 

The movie eventually captured my interest, thanks in large part to Marcel whispering 
Romeo's lines in my ear-his irresistible, velvet voice made the actor's voice sound weak and 
coarse by comparison. And I did cry, to his amusement, when Juliet woke and found her new 
husband dead. 

‘I'll admit, I do sort of envy him here, ‘Marcel said, drying the tears with a lock of my 

hair. 


‘She's very pretty.’ 

He made a disgusted sound. ‘I don't envy him the girl-just the ease of the suicide,’ he 
clarified in a teasing tone. ‘You humans have it so easy! All you have to do is throw down one 
tiny vial of plant extracts... ’ ‘What?’ I gasped. 

‘It's something I had to think about once, and I knew from Chiaz's experience that it 
wouldn't be simple. I'm not even sure how many ways Chiaz tried to kill himself in the 
beginning... after he realized what he'd become... ’ His voice, which had grown serious, turned 
light again. ‘And he's still in excellent health.’ 

I twisted around so that I could read his face. ‘What are you talking about?’ 

I demanded. ‘What do you mean, this something you had to think about once?’ 

‘Last spring, when you were... nearly killed... ’ He paused to take a deep breath, 
snuggling to return to his teasing tone. ‘Of course, I was trying to focus on finding you alive, but 
part of my mind was making contingency plans. As I said, it's not as easy forme as it is for a 
human.’ 

For one second, the memory of my last trip to Phoenix washed over my head and made 
me feel dizzy. I could see it all so clearly-the the blinding sun, the heat waves coming off the 
concrete as I ran with desperate haste to find the sadistic angel who wanted to torture me to death. 
James, waiting in the mirrored room with my mother as his hostage-or so I'd thought. I hadn't 



known it was all a ruse. Just as James hadn't known that Marcel was racing to save me; Marcel 
made it in time, but it had been a close one. Unthinkingly, my fingers traced the crescent-shaped 
scar on my hand that was always just a few degrees cooler than the rest of my skin. 

I shook my head as if I could shake away the bad memories-and tried to grasp what 
Marcel meant. My stomach plunged uncomfortably. ‘Contingency plans?’ I repeated. 

‘Well, 1 wasn't going to live without you.’ He rolled his eyes as if that fact were 
childishly obvious. ‘But I wasn't sure how to do it-1 knew Emmah and Joh would never help... 
so I was thinking maybe I would go to Italy and do something to provoke the Ministry.’ 

I didn't want to believe he was serious, but his golden eyes were brooding, focused on 
something far away in the distance as he contemplated ways to end his own life. Abruptly, I was 
furious. 


‘What is Vulture?’ I demanded. 

‘The Ministry is a family,’ he explained, his eyes still remote. ‘A very old, very powerful 
family of our kind. They are the closest thing our world has to a royal family, I suppose. Chiaz 
lived with them briefly in his early years, in Italy, before he settled in America-do you remember 
the story?’ 

‘Of course, I remember.’ 

I would never forget the first time I'd gone to his home, the huge white mansion buried 
deep in the forest beside the river, or the room where Chiaz Marcel’s father in so many real 
ways-kept a wall of paintings that illustrated his personal history. The most vivid, most wildly 
colorful canvas there, the largest, was from Chiaz's time in Italy. 

Of course, I remembered the calm quartet of men, each with the exquisite face of a seraph, 
painted into the highest balcony overlooking the swirling mayhem of color. Though the painting 
was centuries old, Chiaz-the blond angel-remained unchanged. And I remembered the three 
others, Chiaz's early acquaintances. Marcel had never used the name Ministry for the beautiful 
trio, two black-haired, one snow white. He'd called them Aron, Caius, and Marcellus, nighttime 
patrons of the arts... 



‘Anyway, you don't irritate the vulture, ‘Marcel went on, interrupting ray reverie. ‘Not 
unless you want to die-or whatever it is we do.’ His voice was so cahn, it made him sound 
almost bored by the prospect. 

My anger turned to horror. I took his marble face between my hands and held it very 

tightly. 

‘You must never, never, never think of anything like that again!’ I said. ‘No matter what 
might ever happen to me, you are not allowed to hurt yourself! ’ 

‘I'll never put you in danger again, so it's a moot point.’ 

‘Put me in danger! I thought we'd established that all the bad luck is my fault?’ I was 
getting angrier. ‘How dare you even think like that?’ The idea of Marcel ceasing to exist, even if 
I were dead, was impossibly painful. 

‘What would you do, if the situation were reversed?’ He asked. 

‘That's not the same thing.’ 

He didn't seem to understand the difference. He chuckled. 

‘What if something did happen to you?’ I blanched at the thought. ‘Would you want me 
to go off myself?’ 

A trace of pain touched his perfect features. 

‘I guess I see your point... a little,’ he admitted. ‘But what would I do without you?’ 

‘Whatever you were doing before I came along and complicated your existence.’ 

He sighed. ‘You make that sound so easy.’ 

‘It should he. I'm not that interesting.’ 

He was about to argue, but then he let it go. ‘Moot point,’ he reminded me. Abmptly, he 
pulled himself up into a more formal posture, shifting me to the side so that we were no longer 
touching. 


‘Mr. Anderson?’ I guessed. 



Marcel smiled. After a moment, I heard the police cmiser pulling into the driveway. I 
reached out and took his hand firmly. My dad could deal with that much. 

Mr. Anderson came in with a pizza box in his hands. 

‘Hey, kids.’ He grinned at me. ‘I thought you'd like a break from cooking and washing 
dishes for your birthday. Hungry?’ 

‘Sure. Thanks, Dad.’ 

Mr. Anderson didn't mention Marcel’s obvious lack of appetite. He was used to Marcel 
passing on dinner. 

‘Do you mind if I borrow Karly for the evening? ‘Marcel asked when Mr. Anderson and I 
were done. 

I saw at Mr. Anderson. Maybe he had some concept of birthdays as stay-at-home, family 
affairs-this was my first birthday with him, the first birthday since my mom, Ayanna had 
remarried and gone to live in Amelia Island, so I didn't know what he would expect. 

‘That's fine-the Navigators are playing the Sox tonight,’ Mr. Anderson explained, and my 
hope disappeared. ‘Accordingly, I won't be any kind of partnership... Hereabouts.’ He scooped 
up the camera he'd gotten me on Ayanna's scheme (because I would need pictures to fill up my 
scrapbook,) furthermore threw it to me. 

He ought to know better than That-I'd always been coord inatively questioned. The 
camera brushed off the tip of my finger and tumbled toward the floor. Marcel snagged it before it 
could collapse onto the Congoleum. 

‘Nice save,’ Mr. Anderson noted. ‘If they're doing something fun at the Barn’s' later. Bell, 
you should take some pictures. You know how your mother gets she’ll be wanting to see the 
pictures faster than you can take them.’ 

‘Good idea, Mr. Anderson, ‘Marcel said, handing me the camera. 

Chapter: 101 

Pictures 


I turned the camera on Marcel and snapped the first picture. ‘It works.’ 



‘That's immeasurable. Hey, say hi to Olivia forme. She hasn't been over for a while.’ Mr. 
Anderson’s mouth pulled down at one comer. 

‘It's been three days, Dad,’ I mentioned him. Mr. Anderson was crazed regarding Olivia. 
He'd convert added last may if she'd helped me through my cumbersome convalescence; Mr. 
Anderson would be forever beholden to her for saving him from the horror of an almost-adult 
daughter which required help showering. ‘I'll tell her.’ 

‘Okay, all youngsters have fun later.’ It was a dismissal. Mr. Anderson was already 
edging toward the living room furthermore the TV. 

Marcel beamed, champion, and took my hand to pull me from the kitchen. 

When we got to the tmck, he opened the passenger door forme again, and this time I 
didn't argue. 

I still had a tough time finding the obscure turnoff to his house in the nightfall. 

Marcel drove north within Pittsburgh, visibly chafing at the speed limit required by my 
ancient Cbevy. 

The engine groaned even louder than usual as he pushed it over fifty. 

‘Take it easy,’ I warned him, I say. 

‘You know what you would love? A nice little coupe. Very quiet, lots of power...’ 

‘There's nothing wrong with my tmck. And speaking of expensive nonessentials, if you 
know what's good for you, you didn't spend any money on birthday presents.’ 

‘Not a dime,’ he replied virtuously. 

‘Satisfying.’ 

‘Can you do me a kindness?’ 

‘That depends on what it is. ’ 

He sighed- his lovely face serious. ‘Bell, the last real birthday any of us had was Emmah 
in 1934. Cut us a little slack, and don't be too ambitious later. They're all very passionate.’ 

It always surprised me a little when he brought up stuff like that. ‘Exceptional, I'll act.’ 



‘I probably should warn you... ’ 

‘Delighted.’ 

‘When I say they're all excited... I do mean all of them.’ 

‘Everyone?’ I gasped. ‘I thought Emmah and Rose were in Cape Verde.’ 

The rest of Pittsburgh was under the hypothesis that the older Barn’s had gone off to 
college this year, to Dartmouth, but I knew better. ‘Emmah wanted to be here.’ 

‘Nevertheless... Rose?’ 

‘I know. Bell, like don't disturb, she'll be on her most vigorous behavior.’ 

I didn't answer. Eike I could simply not despair, that straightforwardly. Unlike Olivia, 
Marcel’s other ‘adopted’ sister, the golden blond and lovely Rose didn't like me much. 

The feeling was a little bit stronger than just objection. As far as Rose was affected, 1 was 
an undesirable intruder into her family's mysterious behavior. 

I felt guilty about the present circumstances, suggesting that Rose and Emmah's 
continued absence was my responsibility, also as I furtively relished not having to see her 
Emmah, Marcel’s playful bear of a brother, I did miss. 

He was in many ways just like the elder brother I would always want... only much, much 
stronger and to be terrifying. 

Marcel decided to change the question. 

‘Therefore, if you won't let me get you the Cadillac, isn't there anything that you'd like 
for your birthday?’ 

The messages spread out in a disclosure. ‘You know what I want.’ 

A profound frown carved creases into his marble forehead. He wished he'd stuck to the 
subject of Rose. 

It felt like we'd had this argument a lot today. 

‘Not tonight. Bell, please.’ 

‘Well, maybe Olivia will give me what I want.’ 



Marcel growled a deep, menacing sound. ‘This isn't going to be your last birthday, Bell,’ 
he promised. ‘That's not fair!’ 

I thought I heard his teeth clench together. 

We were pulling up to the house now. A bright light shined from every window on the 
first two floors. An extended line of gleaming Chinese lanterns hung from the porch eaves, 
reflecting a soft radiance on the huge cedars that surrounded the house. Big bowls of flowers- 
pink roses-lined the wide stairs up to the front doors. 

I moaned... 

Marcel took a few deep inhalations to tranquilize himself. ‘This is a party,’ he reminded 
me. ‘Try to be a good sport.’ 

‘Certainly,’ I muttered... 

He came around to get my door and offered me his hand. 

‘I have a question.’ 

He waited warily. 

‘If I develop this film,’ I said, toying with the camera in my hands, ‘will you show up in 
the film?’ 

Marcel started laughing. He helped me out of the car, pulled me up the stairs, and was 
still laughing as he opened the door forme. 

They were all set in the huge white living room; when 1 walked through the door, they 
greeted me with a loud choms of ‘Happy birthday, Bell! ’ while I blushed and looked down. 
Olivia, I assumed, had covered every flat surface with pink candles and dozens of crystal bowls 
filled with hundreds of roses. There was a table with a white cloth draped over it next to 
Marcel’s grand piano, holding a pink birthday cake, more roses, a stack of glass plates, and a 
small pile of gold- wrapped gifts. 

It was a hundred times worse than I'd imagined. 

Marcel, sensing my distress, wrapped an encouraging arm around my waist and kissed 
the top of my head. 



Marcel’s parents, Chiaz and Esme-impossibly youthful and lovely as everywhere the 
closest to the door. Esme hugged me carefully, her soft, caramel-colored hair brushing against 
my cheek as she kissed my forehead, and then Chiaz put his arm around my shoulders. 

‘Sorry about this. Bell,’ he stage-whispered. ‘We couldn't rein Olivia in.’ 

Rose and Emmah attained behind them. Rose didn't smile, but at least she didn't frown. 
Emmah's face was stretched into a huge grin. It had been months following. 

I'd seen them; I'd forgotten how gloriously wonderful Rose was-it almost hurt to look at 
her. And had Emmah always been so... consequential? 

‘You haven't changed at all,’ Emmah said with mock disappointment. ‘I expected a 
perceptible difference, but here you are, red-faced just like always.’ 

‘Thanks a lot, Emmah,’ I said, blushing deeper. 

He laughed, ‘I have to step out for a second’-he paused to wink conspicuously at Olivia- 
’don't do anything funny while I'm gone.’ 

‘I'll try.’ 

Olivia let go of Job's hand and skipped forward, all her teeth sparkling in the bright light. 
Joh grinned, too, but kept his distance. He pitched long and blond-haired person, upon the post at 
the foot of the stairs. Throughout the days we'd had to spend cooped up together in California, I'd 
thought he'd gotten over his aversion to me. But he'd gone back to exactly how he'd acted before 
avoiding me as much as possible the moment he was free from that transient responsibility to 
shield me. I knew it wasn't personal, just a precaution, and I tried not to be overly sensitive about 
it. Joh had more struggle attaching to the Barn’s' diet than the rest of them; the scent of human 
blood was much harder for him to resist than the others he hadn't been trying as long. 

‘Time to open presents,’ Olivia declared. She put her cool hand under my elbow and 
towed me to the table with the cake and the sparkling cases. 

I put on my best scapegoat face. ‘Olivia, I know I told you I didn't want anything.’ 

‘However, I didn't listen,’ she interrupted, smug. ‘Open it.’ She took the camera from my 
hands and replaced it with a big, old-fashioned grayish crate. 



The case was so light that it felt empty. The card on top declared that it was from Emmah, 
Rose, and Joh. Self-consciously, I tore the paper off and then stared at the box is concealed. 

It was something electrical, with lots of numbers in the name. I opened the box, hoping 
for further illumination. But the box was empty. 

‘Um... gratitude.’ 

Rose cracked a smile. Joh laughed. ‘It's a stereo for your tmck,’ he explained. ‘Emmah's 
installing it right now so that you can't return it.’ 

Olivia was always one step ahead of me. ‘Thanks, Joh, Rose,’ I told them, grinning as I 
retained Marcel’s complaints about my radio this afternoon all a setup. ‘Thanks, Emmah!’ I 
called more loudly. 

I heard his booming laugh from my tmck, and I couldn't help laughing, too. 

‘Open mine and Marcel’s next,’ Olivia said, so excited her voice was a high-pitched trill. 
She held a small, flat square in her hand. 

I turned to give Marcel a basilisk glare. ‘Youpromised.’ 

Ere he could respond, Emmah ricocheted through the doorway. ‘Just in time!’ She 
crowed, she pushed in behind Joh, who had also drifted closer than usual to get a good look. 

‘I didn't spend a dime, ‘Marcel assured me. He bmshed a strand of hair from my face, 
leaving my skin tingling from his touch. 

I breathed sincerely and turned to Olivia. ‘Give it to me,’ I sighed. 

Emmah smiled with pleasure. 

I took the little package, rolling my eyes at Marcel while I stuck my finger under the edge 
of the paper and jerked it under the tape. 

‘Gauntlet,’ I muttered when the paper sliced my finger; I pulled it out to examine the 
damage. A single drop of blood leaked from the miniature constmction. 

It all appeared very quickly then. 


‘No! ‘Marcel shouted. 



He threw himself at me, flinging me back across the table. It fell, as I did, scattering the 
cake and the presents, the blossoms, and the silverware. I landed in the mess of shattered crystal. 

Joh pushed into Marcel, and the quality was like the crash of fieldstones in a rockslide. 

There was another vibration, a grisly snarling that appeared to be beginning from deep in 
Job's ribs. Joh tried to shove past Marcel, snapping his teeth just inches from Marcel’s face. 

Emmah grabbed Joh from behind in the next instant, locking him into his massive steel 
grip, but Joh stmggled on, his wild, hollow eyes concentrated only on me. 

Surpassing the shock, there was also a pain. I'd fallen to the floor by the keyboard, with 
my arms thrown out intuitively to catch my fall, into the jagged shards of glass. Only now did I 
feel the searing, stinging endeavor that poured from my wrist to the crease inside my elbow. 

Unconscious and disoriented, I looked up from the bright red blood pulsing out of my 
arm-into the fevered eyes of the six swiftly voracious angels. 

Chapter: 102 

Part: 1 July 

This one more of how where remember these days. 

Photos online, and cam videos all that are my memories- of me to others. 

Part: 2 August 

Compare... them then and now- naked slut girl or 1940s modesty. 

I remember having the old photo album spread out on the bedroom floor. 

Oh! Wow! Look at this one... do you like how she was remembered better than me? 

(Photo) 

Part: 3 

It's- September 

More of the same-1 have become a cam-whore!!! Nothing more... 


Part: 4 



OCTOBER 


.. .And yah- a, ah- pics that would make you blush, and hard, you boys would love to see 
me, now wouldn’t you? 

Part: 5 

NOVEMBER 

Making cummie videos is my life. 

Part: 6 

DECEMBER 

Coming 7 hours out of the day is taking time away from other things. 

Part: 7 

WAKING UP 

.. .After fraping till-1 passed out all hot gross and sweaty, I did not remember falling 
asleep- with mom and dad- sis and the world see me as my door to my trashed bedroom- all 
jammed open- and’s- and’s- AND’S- did not cares at this point. (SAY IT WITH exhausted 
SLURRING.) 

JANUARY yet how- ga-gives- a_. 

Ef... 

E- un- mm- ah- in-n... 

Whatever... 

I am making 50 G’s in a night... so that makes it okay. 

(A photo of me lying in bed with all this money!) 

Part: 8 

TIME PASSES 


Craziness... look at my life here... all board... 



‘I am home,’ I mumbled, eonfused-not even more. 

‘What did I do?’ I felt my faee wrinkle. It was so unfair. 

My behavior... here is wow... 

After that first week... of doing this... 

How do I look... whieh neither of us ever mentioned what we do? 

I hadn't missed a day of school or work. 

My grades were perfect. 

Yet this show it all going to shit- no? 

This is what I did here... showing everything that makes me a girl! 

Now I am passing down-to her- yah me- is it wrong? I must live with it. 

#- A cam video and all these photos of her online now are worth 1,000 words! #-0-okay 
then what does this one says then? 

My little sis- and she is frapping harder than I do- in this- damn, she is my Minnie me! 
She started young than me even- yet that is all girls, her age. 

Here is one with here dressed wow seem weird to see her with something on anymore- 

(Swipe- and the phone in your hand would make a click sound...) 

Oh, this one- 

She loves these, beautiful white lace kid’s girls’ shorts- so girl- girl-ie- from Wal-Mart, 
yet she was band form wearing them in school without anything under them, yet I look around 
and all other girls do it. 

Yet, on Facebook- and Instagram 1, you get one persona and on Google images a whole 
other-just like Snap Chat you have her as your girlfriend for the night yet have- yet she is your 
striptease only- and the other Instagram- that grammar should never- ever see- yet this is how to 
get popular- and stay popular. 

Besides then there is the community of internet nudists- on MFC. And the profile- she 
now has too, a legacy to be remembered by no? Yet, when you have no education to speak of 



and working for some d*ck head is just out of the question, over they think you’re not worthy of 
their time- were you're not making anything, and at this point in Pa she too young to work, yet is 
old enough to have unprotected sex... Um- and then I wonder- yet she needs the money- for 
school coming up- because your mommy and daddy don’t have it, and all for fun, boys, and a 
girls night of fun- and partying- and being crazy. Money is everything... and why girls do what 
they must do... 

Part: 9 

Penetrating 

‘Her residence, ‘Marcel said, his husky voice low and intense. 

Someone answered, and Marcel altered in an instant. He straightened up, and his hand 
dropped from my face. His eyes went flat, his face blank, and I would have bet the measly 
remainder of my college f and that it was Olivia. 

I recovered myself and held out my hand for the phone. Marcel ignored me. ‘He's not 
here, ‘Marcel said, and the words where menacing. 

There was some very short reply, a request for more in formation it seemed because he 
added unwillingly, ‘He's at the funeral.’ 

Then Marcel hung up the phone. ‘Filthy bloodsucker,’ he muttered under his breath. The 
face he turned back to me was the bitter mask again. 

‘Who did you just hang up on?’ I gasped, infuriated. ‘In my house, and on my phone?’ 

‘Easy! He hung up on me! ’ 

‘He? Who was it?’ 

He sneered the title. ‘Dr. Chiaz Natalie.’ 

‘Why didn't you let me talk to him?!’ 

‘He didn't ask for you,’ Marcel said coldly. His face was smooth, expressionless, but his 
hands shook. ‘He asked where Mr. Anderson was, and I told him. I don't think I broke any mles 
of etiquette.’ 


‘You listen to me, Marcel Black-’ 



But he wasn't listening. He looked quickly over his shoulder as if someone had called his 
name from the other room. His eyes went wide and his body stiff, then he started trembling. 1 
listened too, automatically, but heard nothing. 

‘Bye, Bells,’ he spits out and wheeled toward the front door. 

I ran after him. ‘What is it?’ 

And then I ran into him, as he rocked back on his heels, cursing under his breath. He spun 
around again, knocking me sideways. I hobbled and fell to the floor, my legs tangled with his. 

‘Shoot, now!’ I protested as he hurriedly jerked his legs free one at a time. 

I stmggled to pull myself up as he darted for the back door; he suddenly froze again. 

Olivia stood motionless at the foot of the stairs. 

‘Bell,’ she choked. 

I scrambled to my feet and lurched to her side. Her eyes were dazed and far away, her 
face drawn and whiter than bone. Her slim body trembled to an inner turmoil. 

‘Olivia, what's wrong?’ I cried. 1 put my hands on her face, trying to calm her. 

Her eyes focused on mine abmptly, wide with pain. 

‘Marcel,’ was all she whispered. 

My body reacted faster than my mind was able to catch up with the implications of her 
reply. I didn't at first understand why the room was spinning or where the hollow roar in my ears 
was coming from. My mind labored, unable to make sense of Olivia's bleak face and how it 
could relate to Marcel, while my body was already swaying, seeking the relief of 
unconsciousness before the reality could hit me. 

The stairway tilted at the oddest angle. 

Marcel’s furious voice was suddenly in my ear, hissing out a stream of profanities. I felt 
vague disapproval. His new friends were a bad influence. 

I was on the couch without understanding how I got there, and Marcel was still swearing. 
It felt like there was an earthquake-the couch was shaking under me. 



‘What did you do to her?’ He demanded. 


Olivia ignored him. ‘Bell? Bell, snap out of it. We have to hurry.’ 

‘Staybaek,’ Marcel warned. 

‘Calm down, Marcel Black,’ Olivia ordered. ‘You don't want to do that so close to her.’ 

‘I don't think I’ll have any problem keeping my focus,’ he retorted, but his voice sounded 
a little cooler. 

‘Olivia?’ My voice was weak. ‘What happened?’ I asked, even though I didn't want to 

hear. 


‘I don't know,’ she suddenly wailed. ‘What is he thinking?!’ 

I labored to pull myself up despite the dizziness. 1 realized it was Marcel’s arm 1 was 
gripping for balance. He was the one shaking, not the couch. 

Olivia was pulling a small silver phone from her bag when my eyes relocated her. Her 
fingers dialed the numbers so fast they were a blur. 

‘Rose, I need to talk to Chiaz now.’ Her voice whipped through the words. ‘Fine, as soon 
as he's back. No, I'll be on a plane. Look, have you heard anything from Marcel?’ 

Olivia paused now, listening with an expression that grew more appalled every second. 
Her mouth opened into a little O of horror, and the phone shook in her hand. 

‘Why?’ she gasped. ‘Why would you do that. Rose?’ 

Whatever the answer was, it made her jaw tighten in anger. Her eyes flashed and 
narrowed. 

‘Well, you're wrong on both counts, though. Rose, so that would be a problem, don't you 
think?’ she asked acidly. ‘Yes, that's right. She's fine-1 was wrong... It's a long story... But 
you're wrong about that part, too, that's why I'm calling... Yes, that's exactly what I saw.’ 

Olivia's voice was very hard, and her lips were pulled back from her teeth. ‘It's a bit late 
for that. Rose. Save your remorse for someone who believes it.’ Olivia snapped the phone shut 
with a sharp twist of her fingers. 



Her eyes were tortured as she turned to faee me. 

‘Olivia,’ I blurted out quickly. I couldn't let her speak yet. I needed a few more seconds 
before she spoke, and her words destroyed what was left of my life. 

‘Olivia, Chiaz is back, though. He called just before... ’ 

She stared at me blankly. ‘How long ago?’ she asked in a hollow voice. 

‘Half a minute before you showed up.’ 

‘What did he say?’ She focused now, waiting for my answer. 

‘I didn't talk to him.’ My eyes flickered to Marcel. 

Olivia turned her penetrating gaze on him. He flinched but held his place next to me. He 
sits awkwardly as if he were trying to shield me with his body. 

‘He asked for Mr. Anderson, and I told him Mr. Anderson wasn't here,’ Marcel muttered 
resentfully. 

‘Is that everything?’ Olivia demanded, her voice like ice. 

‘Then he hung up on me,’ Marcel spit back. A tremor rolled down his spine, shaking me 

with it. 

‘You told him Mr. Anderson was at the funeral,’ 1 reminded him. 

Olivia jerked her head back toward me ‘What were his exact words?’ 

‘He said, 'He's not here,' and when Chiaz asked where Mr. Anderson was, Marcel said, 
'At the funeral.'‘ 

Olivia moaned and sank to her knees. 

‘Tell me, Olivia,’ I whispered. 

‘That wasn't Chiaz on the phone,’ she said hopelessly. 

‘Are you calling me a liar?’ Marcel snarled from beside me. 

Olivia ignored him, focusing on my bewildered face. 

‘It was Marcel.’ The words were just a choked whisper. ‘He thinks you're dead.’ 



My mind started to work again. These words weren’t the ones I'd been afraid of, and the 
relief cleared my head. 

‘Rose told him I killed myself, didn't she?’ I said, sighing as I relaxed. ‘Yes,’ Olivia 
admitted, her eyes flashing hard again. 

‘In her defense, she did believe it. They rely on my sight far too much for something that 
works so imperfectly. But for her to track him down to tell him this! Didn't she realize... or 
care...?’ Her voice faded away in horror. 

‘And when Marcel called here, he thought Marcel meant my funeral,’ I realized. It stung 
to know how close I'd been, just inches away from his voice. My nails dug into Marcel’s arm, 
but he didn't flinch. 

Olivia looked at me strangely. ‘You're not upset,’ she whispered. 

‘Well, it's rotten timing, but it will all get straightened out. The next time he calls, 
someone will tell him... what... really... ’ I trailed off. Her gaze strangled the words in my throat. 

Why was she so panicked? Why was her face twisting now with pity and horror? What 
was it she had said to Rose on the phone just now? Something about what she'd seen... and 
Rose's remorse; Rose would never feel remorse for anything that happened to me. But if she'd 
hurt her family, hurt her brother... 

‘Bell,’ Olivia whispered. ‘Marcel won't call again. He believed her.’ 

‘I. Don't. Understand.’ My mouth framed each word in silence. I couldn't push the air out 
to say the words that would make her explain what that meant. 

‘He's going to Italy.’ 

It took the length of one heartbeat for me to comprehend. 

When Marcel’s voice came back to me now, it was not the perfect imitation of my 
delusions. It was just the weak, flat tone of my memories. But the words alone where enough to 
shred through my chest and leave it gaping open. Words from a time when I would have bet 
everything that I owned or could borrow on the fact that he loved me. 

Well, I wasn't going to live without you, he'd said as we watched Romeo and Juliet dies, 
here in this very room. But 1 wasn't sure how to do it I knew Emmah and Joh would never help... 



so I was thinking I would go to Italy and do something to provoke the Ministry... You don't 
irritate them. Not unless you want to die. 

Not unless you want to die. 

‘NO!’ The half-shrieked denial was so loud after the whispered words, it made us all 
jump. I felt the blood mshing to my face as I realized what she'd seen. ‘No! No, no, no! He can't! 
He can't do that!’ 

‘He made up his mind as soon as your friend confirmed that it was too late to save you.’ 

‘But he... he left! He didn't want me anymore! What difference does it make now? He 
knew I would die sometime!’ 

‘I don't think he ever planned to outlive you by long,’ Olivia said quietly. 

‘How dare he! ’ I screamed. I was on my feet now, and Marcel rose uncertainly to put 
himself between Olivia and me again. 

‘Oh, get out of the way, Marcel! ’ I elbowed my way around his trembling body with 
desperate impatience. ‘What do we do?’ 1 begged Olivia. There had to be something. ‘Can't we 
call him? Can Chiaz?’ 

She was shaking her head. ‘That was the first thing I tried. He left his phone in a trash 
can in Rio-someone answered it... ’ she whispered. 

‘You said before we had to hurry. Hurry how? Let's do it, whatever it is! ’ 

‘Bell, I-I don't th in k I can ask you to... ’ She trailed off in indecision. 

‘Ask me!’ I commanded. 

She put her hands on my shoulders, holding me in place, her fingers flexing sporadically 
to emphasize her words. ‘We may already be too late. I saw him going to the Ministry... and 
asking to die.’ We both cringed, and my eyes were suddenly blind. I blinked feverishly at the 
tears. ‘It all depends on what they choose. I can't see that until they decide. 

‘But if they say no, and they might-Aron is fond of Chiaz, and wouldn't want to offend 
him- Marcel has a backup plan. They're very protective of their city. If Marcel does something to 
upset the peace, he thinks they'll act to stop him. And he's right. They will.’ 



I stared at her with my jaw clenched in frustration. I'd heard nothing yet that would 
explain why we were still standing here. 

‘So- if they agree to grant his favor, we're too late. If they say no, and he comes up with a 
plan to offend them quickly enough, we're too late. If he gives in to his more theatrical 
tendencies... we might have time.’ 

‘Let's go!’ 

‘Listen, Bell! Whether we are on time or not, we will be in the heart of the Ministry city. 

I will be considered his accomplice if he is successful. You will be a human who not only knows 
too much but also smells too good. There's a very good chance that they will eliminate us all- 
though in your case it won't be punishment so much as dinnertime.’ 

‘This is what's keeping us here?’ I asked in disbelief. ‘I'll go alone if you're afraid.’ I 
mentally tabulated what money was left in my account and wondered if Olivia would lend me 
the rest. 

‘I'm only afraid of getting you killed.’ 

I snorted in disgust. ‘I almost get myself killed daily! Tell me what I need to do!’ ‘You 
write a note to Mr. Anderson. I'll call the airlines.’ 

‘Mr. Anderson,’ I gasped. 

Not that my presence was protecting him, but could I leave him here alone to face... 

‘I'm not going to let anything happen to Mr. Anderson.’ Marcel’s deep voice was gruff 
and angry. ‘Screw the treaty.’ 

I glanced up at him, and he scowled at my panicked expression. 

‘Rush, Bell,’ Olivia intervened enthusiastically. 

I ran to the kitchen, dragging the drawers apart and submitting the contents all over the 
floor as I hunted for a pen. 

A smooth, coffee-colored handheld one out to me. 



‘Thanks,’ I grumbled, picking the cap off with my teeth. He wordlessly handed me the 
pad of paper we wrote phone messages on. I tore off the top sheet and threw it over my shoulder. 

Dad, I penned. I'm with Olivia. Marcel’s in crisis. You can ground me when I get back. I 
grasp it's a critical time. 

So-o sorrowful. 

I love you so much. Bell...? 

‘Don't go,’ Marcel murmured. The anger was all concluded now that Olivia was out of 

sight. 

I continued to waste time arguing with him. ‘Please, please, take care of Mr. Anderson,’ I 
said as I hurled back out to the room. Olivia was waiting in the doorway with a bag over her 
shoulder. 

‘Take your wallet-you'll need ID. Please notify me you have a passport. I don't have time 
to forge one.’ 

I nodded and then raced up the stairs, my knees weak with gratitude that my mother had 
wanted to marry Phil on a beach in Hawaii. 

Of course, like all her plans, it had fallen through. However not before I'd made all the 
functional arrangements I could for her. 

I shredded through my room. I packed my old pocketbook, a plain T-shirt, and 
sweatpants into my backpack, and then threw my toothbrush on top. 

I hurled myself back down the stairs. The sense of Deja vu was nearly stifling by this 
duration. At least, unl ik e the last time when I would run away from Pittsburgh to escape thirsty 
angels rather than to find Them-I wouldn't have to say goodbye to Mr. Anderson in person. 

Marcel and Olivia were locked in encounter in front of the open door, occupying so far 
apart you wouldn't believe at first that they were having a dialogue. Neither one resembled to 
notice my boisterous reappearance. 

‘You might restrain yourself on occasion, but these bloodsuckers you're taking her to-’ 
Marcel was furiously challenging her. 



Part: 10 


Puzzlement 

She glared in bewilderment. ‘Someone uprooted you out?’ 

‘Yes. Mareel protected me.’ 

1 accepted curiously as an enigmatic range of changes flashed across her face. Was 
something troubling her, wrong reasoning? Though I wasn't certain. Then she purposely leaned 
in and inhaled my arm. 

1 stopped, at that moment at that time in that place 1 was. 

‘Don't be laughable,’ she whispered, inhaling at me some further. 

‘What are you preparing?’ 

She neglected my problem. ‘Who was with you out there just now? It sounded like you 
were battling. ’ 

‘Marcel’ 

‘He's... variety of my best friend, I assume. At least, he was... ’ I considered of Marcel’s 
mad, frustrated face, and questioned what he was to me now. 

Olivia nodded, appearing preoccupied. 

‘Whichever...?’ 

‘I don't understand,’ she said. ‘I'm not positive what it imports.’ 

‘Well, I'm not dead, at most invisible.’ 

She circled her eyes. ‘He was a fool to think you could endure simply. I've nevermore 
witnessed anyone so prone to life-threatening stupidity.’ 

‘I remained,’ I tended out. 

She was believing of something different. ‘So, if the currents were too much for you, how 
did this Marcel manage?’ 



‘Marcel is... compelling.’ 


She heard the hesitation in my communication, and her eyebrows raised. 

I nibbled on my lip for a moment. Was this a secret, or not? Besides, if it was, then who 
was my most distinguished loyalty to? 

Marcel, or Olivia? 

It was too hard to keep secrets, I deeided. Marcel knew everything, why not Olivia, 
additionally? 

‘Observe, well, he's... sort of a lycanthrope,’ I announced in a dash. ‘The Quileute 
converts into gourmands when angels are encircling. They know Chiaz a long time before. 


Continued you with Chiaz baek then?’ Olivia rubbernecked at me for a moment, and then 
recovered herself, blinking immediately. ‘Well, I guess that explains the smell,’ she muttered. 
‘But does it explain what I didn't see?’ She frowned, her porcelain forehead creasing. 

‘The smell?’ I reproduced. 

‘You smell awful,’ she said absently, still scowling. ‘A lycanthrope? Are you positive 
about such?’ 

‘Very certain,’ 1 declared, wincing as I cherished Paul and Marcel fighting on the road. ‘I 
imagine you weren’t with Chiaz the last time there were lyeanthropes here in Pittsburgh?’ 

‘Neither. I hadn't discovered him yet.’ Olivia was still lost in thought. Abmptly, her eyes 
increased, and she turned to stare at me with a dismayed character. ‘Your best friend is a 
lycanthrope?’ 

I drowsed sheepishly. 

‘How long has this been going on?’ 

‘Non-long,’ I answered, my call sounding frustrating. ‘He's only been a lyeanthrope for 
just several weeks.’ 



She scowled at me. ‘A young lycanthrope? 


Even worse! Marcel was right you are an electromagnet for exposure. 

Weren’t you assumed to be visiting out of the problem?’ 

‘There's nothing wrong with lycanthropes,’ I gmnted, stung by her critical tone. 

‘Continuously they misplace their sturdiness. ’ She shook her head distinctly from side to 
side. ‘Leave it to you, Bell. 

Anyone else would be better off when the angels left town. But you have to start hanging 
out with the first monsters you can find.’ 

I did not want to argue with Olivia-1 was still trembling with pleasure that she was, 
absolutely here, that I could touch her marble skin and hear the wind-chime voice-hut she had it 
all wrong. 

‘No, Olivia, the angels didn't leave-not all of them, anyway. That is the whole trouble. If 
it were not for the lycanthropes, Maggie would have gotten me by now. Well, if it weren’t for 
Maggie and his friends, Sophiet would have gotten me before she could, I guess, so-’ 

‘Maggie?’ She hissed. ‘Sophiet?’ 


I nodded ateensy bit alarmed by the expression in her black eyes. I pointed at my chest. 
‘Danger magnet remember?’ 

She shook her head again. ‘Tell me everything-start at the beginning.’ 

I glossed over the beginning, skipping the motorcycles and the voices, but telling her 
ever 5 dhing else right up to today's misadventure. Olivia did not like my thin explanation about 
boredom and the cliffs, so I hurried on to the strange flame I had seen on the water and what I 
thought it meant. Her eyes narrowed to slits at that part. It was strange to see her look so... so 
dangerous-like angel. I swallowed hard and went on with the rest of Harry. 

She listened to my story without interrupting. Occasionally, she would shake her head, 
and the crease in her forehead deepened until it looked like it was carved permanently into the 



marble of her skin. She didn't speak and, finally, I fell quiet, struck again by the borrowed grief 
at Harry's passing. I thought of Mr. Anderson; he would be home soon. What condition would he 
be in? 


‘Our leaving didn't do you any good at all, did it?’ Olivia murmured. 

I laughed once-it was a slightly hysterical sound. ‘That was never the point, though, was 
it? It's not like you left for my benefit.’ 

Olivia scowled at the floor for a moment. ‘Well... I guess I acted impulsively today. I 
probably shouldn't have intmded.’ 

I could feel thehlood draining from my face. My stomach dropped. ‘Don't go, Olivia,’ I 
whispered. My fingers locked around the collar of her white shirt and I began to hyperventilate. 
‘Please don't leave me.’ 

Her eyes opened wider. ‘All right,’ she said, enunciating each word with slow precision. 
‘I'm not going anywhere tonight. Take a deep breath.’ 

I tried to obey, though I couldn't quite locate my lungs. 

She watched my face while I concentrated on my breathing. She waited till I was calmer 
to comment. ‘You look like hell, Bell’ 

‘I drowned today,’ I reminded her. 

‘It goes deeper than that. You're a mess.’ 

I flinched. ‘Look, I'm doing my best.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘It hasn't been easy. I'm working on it.’ 

She frowned. ‘I told him,’ she said to herself. 

‘Olivia,’ I sighed. ‘What did you think you were going to find? I mean, besides me dead. 
Did you expect to find me skipping around and whistling show tunes? You know me better than 
that.’ 


‘I do... But I hoped.’ 



‘Then, I guess I don't have the eomer on the idioey market.’ 

The phone rang. 

‘That must be Mr. Anderson,’ I said, staggering to my feet. I grabbed Olivia's stone hand 
and dragged her with me to the kitchen. I wasn't about to let her out of my sight. 

‘Mr. Anderson?’ I answered the phone. 

‘No, it's me,’ Marcel said. 

‘Maggie!’ 

Olivia scmtinized my expression. 

‘Just making sure you were still alive,’ Marcel said sourly. ‘I'm fine. I told you that it 
wasn't-’ 

‘Yeah. I got it. 'Bye.’ 

Marcel hung up on me. 

I sighed and let my head hang back, staring at the ceiling. ‘That's going to be a problem.’ 
Olivia squeezed my hand. ‘They aren't excited I'm here.’ 

‘Not especially. But it's none of their business anyway.’ 

Olivia put her arm around me. ‘So, what do we do now?’ she mused. She seemed to talk 
to herself for a moment. ‘Things to do. Loose ends to tie.’ 

‘What things to do?’ 

Her face was suddenly careful. ‘I don't know for sure... I need to see Chiaz.’ 

Would she leave so soon? My stomach dropped. 

‘Could you stay?’ I begged. ‘Please? For just a little while. I've missed you so much.’ My 
voice broke. 

‘If you think that's an innovative idea.’ Her eyes were unhappy. 

‘I do. You can stay here-Mr. Anderson would love that.’ 



‘I have a house, Bell.’ 

I nodded, disappointed but resigned. She hesitated, studying me. 

‘Well, I need to go get a suitease of elothes, at the very least.’ 

I threw my arms around her. ‘Olivia, you're the best!’ 

‘And I think I'll need to hunt. Immediately,’ she added in a strained voice. 

‘Oops.’ I took a step back. 

‘Can you stay out of trouble for one hour?’ she asked skeptically. Then, before I could 
answer, she held up one finger and closed her eyes. Her face went smooth and blank for a few 
seconds. 

And then her eyes opened, and she answered her question. ‘Yes, you'll be fine. For 
tonight, anyway.’ She grimaced. Even making faces, she looked like an angel. 

‘You'll come back?’ I asked in a small voice. 

‘I promise-one hour.’ 

I glanced at the clock over the kitchen table. She laughed and leaned in quickly to kiss me 
on the cheek. Then she was gone. 

Part: 11 

Bottomless 

I took a deep breath. Olivia would be back. I suddenly felt so much better. 

I had plenty to do to keep myself busy while I waited. A shower was first on the agenda. I 
sniffed my shoulders as 1 undressed, but I couldn't smell anything but the brine and seaweed 
scent of the ocean. I wondered what Olivia had meant about me smelling bad. 

When I was cleaned up, I went back to the kitchen. I couldn't see any signs that Mr. 
Anderson’s child was eaten recently, and he would be hungry when he got back. I hummed 
tunelessly to myself as I moved around the kitchen. 



While Thursday's casserole rotated in the microwave, I made up the couch with sheets 
and an old pillow. Olivia wouldn't need it, but Mr. Anderson would need to see it. I was careful 
not to watch the clock. There was no reason to start myself panicking; Olivia had promised. 

I hurried through my dinner, not tasting it-just feeling the ache as it slid down my raw 
throat. Mostly I was thirsty; I must have drunk a half-gallon of water by the time I was finished. 
All the salt in my system had dehydrated me. 

I went to go try to watch TV while I waited. 

Olivia was already there, sitting on her improvised bed. Her eyes where liquid 
butterscotch. She smiled and patted the pillow. ‘Thanks.’ 

‘You're early,’ 1 said, elated. 

I sat down next to her and leaned my head on her shoulder. She put her cold arms around 
me and sighed. 

‘Bell. What are we going to do with you?’ 

‘I don't know,’ I admitted. ‘I have been trying my hardest.’ 

‘I believe you.’ It was silent. 

‘Does-does he... ’ I took a deep breath. It was harder to say his name out loud, even 
though I was able to think about it now. ‘Does Marcel know you're here?’ I couldn't help asking. 

It was my pain. I'd deal with it when she was gone, I promised myself and felt sick at the thought. 

‘No...’ 

There was only one way that could be true. ‘He's not with Chiaz and 

Esme?’ 

‘He checks in every few months.’ 

‘Oh.’ He must still be out enjoying his distractions. I focused my curiosity on a safer 
topic. ‘You said you flew here... Where did you come from?’ 

‘I was in Denali. Visiting Tanya's family.’ 


‘Is he here? Did he come with you?’ 



She shook her head. ‘He didn't approve of my interfering. We promised... ’ she trailed off, 
and then her tone changed. ‘And you think Mr. Anderson won't mind my being here?’ she asked, 
sounding worried. 

‘Mr. Anderson thinks you're wonderful, Olivia.’ 

‘Well, we're about to find out.’ 

Sure enough, a few seconds later I heard the cmiser pull into the driveway. I jumped up 
and hurried to open the door. 

Mr. Anderson tmdged slowly up the walk, his eyes on the ground and his shoulders 
slumped. I walked forward to meet him; he didn't even see me until I hugged him around the 
waist. He embraced me back fiercely. 

‘I'm so sorry about Harry, Dad.’ 

‘I'm going to miss him,’ Mr. Anderson mumbled. 

‘How's Sue doing?’ 

‘She seems dazed like she hasn't grasped it yet. Sam's staying with her... ’ The volume of 
his voice faded in and out. ‘Those poor kids. Leah's just a year older than you, and Seth is only 
fourteen... ’ He shook his head. 

He kept his arms tight around me as he started toward the door again. 

‘Um, Dad?’ I figured I'd better warn him. ‘You'll never guess who's here.’ 

He looked at me blankly. His head swiveled around, and he spied the Mercedes across 
the street, the porch light reflecting off the glossy black paint. 

Before he could react, Olivia was in the doorway. 

‘Hi, Mr. Anderson,’ she said in a subdued voice. ‘I'm sorry I came at such an 
inconvenient time.’ 

‘Olivia?’ Peered at the slight figure in front of him as if he doubted what his eyes were 
telling him. ‘Olivia is that you?’ 

‘It's me,’ she confirmed. ‘I was in the neighborhood.’ 



‘IsChiaz...?’ 


‘No, I'm alone.’ 

Both Olivia and I knew he wasn't asking about Chiaz. His arm tightened around my 
shoulder. 

‘She can stay here, can't she?’ I pleaded. ‘I already asked her.’ 

‘Of course,’ Mr. Anderson said mechanically. ‘We'd love to have you, Olivia.’ 

‘Tha nk you, Mr. Anderson. I know it's horrid timing.’ 

‘No, it's fine. I'm going to be busy doing what I can for Harry's family; it will be nice for 
Karly to have some company.’ 

‘There's dinner for you on the table, Dad,’ I told him. 

‘Thanks, Bell.’ He gave me one more squeeze before he shuffled toward the kitchen. 

Olivia went back to the couch, and I followed her. This time, she was the one to pull me 
against her shoulder. 

‘You look tired.’ 

‘Yeah,’ I agreed and shmgged. ‘Near-death experiences do that to me... 

So, what does Chiaz thi nk of you being here?’ 

‘He doesn't know. He and Esme were on a hunting trip. I'll hear from him in a few days 
when he gets back. ’ 

‘You won't tell him, though... when he checks in again?’ I asked. She knew I didn't mean 
Chiaz now. 

‘No. He'd bite my head off,’ Olivia said grimly. 

I laughed once and then sighed. 

I didn't want to sleep. I wanted to stay up all night talking to Olivia. And it didn't make 
sense forme to be tired, what with crashing on Marcel’s couch all day. But drowning had taken a 
lot out of me, and my eyes wouldn't stay open. I rested my head on her stone shoulder and drifted 
into more peaceful oblivion than I had any hope of. 



I woke early, from a deep and dreamless sleep, feeling well-rested, but stiff. I was on the 
couch tucked under the blankets I'd laid out for Olivia, and I could hear her and Mr. Anderson 
talking in the kitchen. It sounded like Mr. Anderson was fixing her breakfast. 

‘How bad was it, Mr. Anderson?’ Olivia asked softly, and at first, I thought they were 
talking about the Clearwater’s. 

Mr. Anderson sighed. 

‘Bad.’ 

‘Tell me about it. I want to know exactly what happened when we left.’ There was a 
pause while a cupboard door was closed and a dial on the stove was clicked off. I waited, 
cringing. 

‘I've never felt so helpless,’ Mr. Anderson began gradually. ‘I didn't know what to do. 
That first week-1 thought I was going to have to hospitalize her. She wouldn't eat or drink, she 
wouldn't move. Dr. LORENZO was throwing around words like 'catatonic,' but I didn't let him 
up to see her. I was afraid it would terrify her.’ ‘She locked out of it though?’ 

‘I had Ayanna suit to take her to the islands. I just didn't want to be the one... if she had 
to go to a clinic or something. 

I expected to be with her mother would attend. Exactly when we started gathering her 
dresses, she woke up energetically. I've never more beheld Karly throw a tantrum like that before 
she was insane. She was never one for the tantmms, but, boy, did she fly into violence. 

She threw her dresses wherever and squealed that we couldn't make her leave-and then 
she finally started sobbing. I imagined that would be tbe transforming position. I didn't argue 
when she insisted on staying here... and she did seem to get better at first... ’ 

Mr. Anderson pursued off. It was hard accepting of this, knowing how much pain I'd 
caused him. 

‘However?’ Olivia assisted. 

‘She went back to school and work, she ate, masturbated, and napped in the nude and did 
her homework. 



She acknowledged when someone questioned her a direct question. Although she was... 
questionnaire. Her eyes were empty of feelings colorless. There were lots of little things-she 
wouldn't listen to music anymore; I found a bunch of records cmshed in the debris. 

She didn't read; she wouldn't be in the corresponding room meanwhile the TV was 
proceeding paid programming, not that she watched it so much already. I finally concluded it 
out-she was withdrawing everything that might prompt her of him. 

‘We could hardly talk; I was so worried about saying something that would upset her-the 
littlest things would make her flinch-and she never volunteered anything. She would just answer 
if I asked her something. 

‘She was alone all the time. She didn't call her friends back, and after a while, they 
stopped requesting. 

‘It was a night of the living decedent round hereabouts. I still hear her screaming in her 
slumber... ’ 

I could almost see him shuddering. I shuddered, too, remembering. And then I sighed. I 
hadn't fooled him at all, not for one second. 

‘I'm so melancholy, Mr. Anderson,’ Olivia said, speech glum. 

‘It's not your fault.’ The way he said it made it clear that he was holding someone 
responsible. ‘You were always a good friend to her.’ 

‘She seems more valid now, though.’ 

‘Yeah, ever since she started hanging out with Marcel, back- I've regarded a real 
improvement. She has some color in her chops when she comes home, some light in her eyes. 


She's hilarious.’ He hesitated, and his speech was modified when he articulated 
repeatedly. ‘He's a year or so more fashionable than her, and I know she used to think of him as a 
friend, but I think maybe it's something more now or headed that direction, anyhow.’ 



Mr. Anderson said this in an almost opposing nature. It was a lesson, not for Olivia, but 
for her to pass along. ‘Maggie's old for his ages,’ he proceeded, still blowing defensive. ‘He's 
taken care of his father the way Karly took care of her mother emotionally. It culminated him. 
He's a good-looking kid, too-takes after his mom's view. He's good for Bell, you know,’ Mr. 
Anderson insisted. 

Before play- 

It’sall flying by... 

Going back in forth in my life... 

(Her in the past) 

Marcel- What she does to me for me that goes through me-1 want her to draw arbitrary 
things on me with a Sharpie marker in whatever color she feels is right or fits her fancy. 

Like a little heart in my mid - palm that is arched like only she can do with tapered arches. 
I say I love you every time I stare at it when not with her in some random class or something like 
that, it’s kind of dainty, adorable, and beautiful; in a moderately cute primary way, I prefer 
seeing her girlie-ness on me, very sweet overall. 

(Don’t you see, this hand opens to reveal the humble yet brave portrayal?) 

I love her for this... adorable things like this one are what make her all mine! AWE! I 
would tattoo it if she wanted me too. 

Oppositely just have it drawn again if washed continuously. Just like her ciying that I 
whip away, she hates yet I am okay with it and find it sweet. She mine! <3 

Karly- The devil is the root of all evil, don’t criticize any moron like you or mom for 
instance for what he is arranging, even I want to say I get that one too, that fool is continuously 
up my ass; go to hell and stay there. Smell your rump for a- while. 

Marcel- ‘I am virtually frightened to touch her for the fear -that- I might break her.’ 

(Intumesce significances in the origins.) 



Kissing- Noses don’t regularly really hit, they interlock collectively side by side touching 
and touching, and rubbing on the tip afterward -perfectly- when we kiss. Dreamily she is made 
for me only. 

(Recollection) 

Marcel sucked in a breath. ‘He got that close?’ 

‘He got precise, right up on me.’ 

Me- And-1 felt ever cover and molding-ness of her girlie body. 

I stroked my hair with your fingers and feel my boobs and in- between my boobs and rub 
my body soft loft non- stop in a holding hug and unbraced- feel my vagina backing forth intake 
hold of yet in a- teasing, playful, jokey, mischievous, bantering, and joshing why. 

Press held tight, feel, kiss, feel, kiss, stop to breath, feel, and then kiss -panting- in-love 
kissing. Arms a laced, in braced, pulled in tighter, which each movement into our bodies. 

‘Loving in braced, looking at her lovely face... time held still so we could feel, freewheel. 
You and I- they cannot deny- love is real when you can see it and feel, they try to steal us apart 
breaking a heart. 

They’re not smart, missing the dart- that smashes us isolated... crossed the hart, broken 
glass- breaking and quivering us up fast... 

I asked- like, well it last? Going so quick, time that has past slowly, yes ever so fast¬ 
falling to you down like thundershower and pain with an endeavor, comparable to a speeding 
train, spring- gone, winter love materialized in the haze, love stayed, we misbehaved- in love, 
notwithstanding them being the cold inside to hide. Accesses denied.’ 

Part: 12 

‘Then it's good she has him,’ Olivia agreed. 

Mr. Anderson sighed out a big gust of air, folding quickly to the lack of opposition. 

‘Okay, so I guess that's overstating things. I don't know... even with Marcel, now and 
then I see something in her eyes, and I wonder if I've ever grasped how much pain she's really in 



It's not normal Olivia, and it... it frightens me. Not normal at all. Not like someone... left her, 
but as someone died.’ His voice cracked. 

It was like someone had died-like I had died. Because it had to be more than just losing 
the truest of tme love as if that were not enough to kill anyone. It was also losing a whole future, 
a whole family- the whole life that I'd chosen... 

Mr. Anderson went on in a hopeless tone. ‘I don't know if she's going to get over it-I'm 
not sure if it's in her nature to heal from something like this. She's always been such a constant 
little thing. She doesn't get past things, change her mind.’ 

‘She's one of a kind,’ Olivia agreed in a dry voice. 

‘And Olivia... ’ Mr. Anderson hesitated. ‘Now, you know how fond I am of you, and I 
can tell that she's happy to see you, but... I'm a little worried about what your visit will do to her.’ 

‘So am I, Mr. Anderson, so am 1.1 wouldn't have come if I'd had any idea. I'm sorry.’ 

‘Don't apologize, honey. Who knows? Maybe it will be good for her.’ 

‘I hope you're right.’ 

There was a long break while Pittsburgh scraped plates and Mr. Anderson chewed. 

I wondered where Olivia was hiding the food. 

‘Olivia, I have to ask you something,’ Mr. Anderson said awkwardly. 

Olivia was calm. ‘Go ahead.’ 

‘He's not coming back to visit, too, is he?’ I could hear the suppressed anger in Mr. 
Anderson’s voice. 

Olivia answered in a soft, reassuring tone. ‘He doesn't even know I'm here. 

The last time I spoke with him, he was in South America.’ 

I stiffened as I heard this added information and listened harder. 

‘That's something, at least.’ Mr. Anderson snorted. ‘Well, I hope he's enjoying himself.’ 

For the first time, Olivia's voice had a bit of steel in it. ‘I wouldn't make assumptions, Mr. 
Anderson.’ I knew how her eyes would flash when she used that tone. 



A chair scooted from the table, scraping loudly across the floor. I pictured Mr. Anderson 
getting up; there was no way Olivia would make that kind of noise. The faucet ran, splashing 
against a dish. 

It didn't sound like they were going to say anything more about Marcel, so I decided it 
was time to wake up. 

I turned over, bouncing against the springs to make them squeak. Then I yawned loudly. 

All was quiet in the kitchen. 

I stretched and groaned. 

‘Olivia?’ I asked innocently; the soreness rasping in my throat added nicely to the 
charade. 

‘I'm in the kitchen, Bell,’ Olivia called, no hint in her voice that she suspected my 
eavesdropping. But she was good at hiding things like that. 

Mr. Anderson had to leave then-he was helping Sue Clearwater with the funeral 
arrangements. It would have been a very long day without Olivia. She never spoke about leaving, 
and I didn't ask her. I knew it was inevitable, but I put it out of my mind. 

Instead, we talked about her family-all but one. 

Chiaz was working nights in Ithaca and teaching part-time at Cornell. Esme was restoring 
a seventeenth-century house, a historical monument, in the forest north of the city. 

Emmah and Rose had gone to Europe for a few months on another honeymoon, but they 
were back now. 

Joh was at Cornell, too, studying philosophy this time. And Olivia had been doing some 
personal research, concerning the information I'd accidentally uncovered for her last spring. 

She'd successfully tracked down the asylum where she'd spent the last years of her human life. 
The life she had no memory of. 

‘My name was Mary Olivia Brandon,’ she told me quietly. ‘I had a little sister named 
Cynthia. Her daughter-my niece-is still alive in Biloxi.’ 



‘Did you find out why they put you in... that place?’ What would drive parents to that 
extreme? Even if their daughter saw visions of the future... 

She just shook her head, her topaz eyes thoughtful. ‘I couldn't find much about them. I 
went through all the old newspapers on microfiche. My family wasn't mentioned often; they 
weren’t part of the social circle that made the papers. My parents' engagement was there, and 
Cynthia's.’ The name fell uncertainly from her tongue. ‘My birth was announced... and my death. 
I found my grave. I also filched my admissions sheet from the old asylum archives. The date of 
the admission and the date of my tombstone is the same.’ 

I didn't know what to say, and, after a short pause, Olivia moved on to lighter topics. 

The Barn’s where reassembled now, with the one exception, spending Cornell's spring 
break in Denali with Tanya and her family. I listened too eagerly to even the most trivial news. 
She never mentioned the one 1 was most interested in, and for that I was grateful. It was enough 
to listen to the stories of the family I'd once dreamed of belonging to. 

Mr. Anderson didn't get back until after dark, and he looked more worn than he had the 
night before. He would be headed back to the reservation first thing in the morning for Harry's 
funeral, so he turned in early. I stayed on the couch with Olivia again. 

Mr. Anderson was a stranger when he came down the stairs before the sun was up, 
wearing an old suit I'd never seen him in before. Mr. Anderson hung open; I guessed it was too 
tight to fasten the buttons. His tie was a bit wide for the current style. He tiptoed to the door, 
trying not to wake us up. I let him go, pretending to sleep, as Olivia did on the recliner. 

As soon as he was out the door, Olivia sat up. Under the quilt, she was fully dressed. 

‘So, what are we doing today?’ She asked. 

‘I don't know do you see anything interesting happening?’ 

She smiled and shook her head. ‘But it's still early.’ 

All the time I'd been spending in La Push meant a pile of things I'd been neglecting at 
home, and I decided to catch up on my chores. I wanted to do something, anything that might 
make life easier for Mr. Anderson-it would make him feel just a little better to come home to a 
clean, organized house. I started with the bathroom-it showed the most signs of neglect. 



While I worked, Olivia leaned against the doorjamb and asked nonchalant questions 
about my, well, our high school friends and what they been up to since she'd left. Her face stayed 
casual and emotionless, hut I sensed her disapproval when she realized how little 1 could tell her. 
Or I just had a guilty conscience after eavesdropping on her conversation with Mr. Anderson 
yesterday morning. 

I was up to my elbows in Comet, scmbbing the floor of the bathtub, when the doorbell 

rang. 

I looked to Olivia at once, and her expression was perplexed, almost worried, which was 
strange; Olivia was never taken by surprise. 

‘Hold on!’ 1 shouted in the general direction of the front door, getting up and hurrying to 
the sink to rinse my arms off. 

‘Bell,’ Olivia said with a trace of frustration in her voice, ‘I have a fairly good guess who 
that might be, and I think I'd better step out.’ 

‘Guess?’ I echoed. Since when did Olivia have to guess anything? 

‘If this is a repeat of my egregious lapse in foresight yesterday, then it's most likely 
Marcel Black or one of his... friends.’ 

I stared at her, putting it together. ‘You can't see werewolves?’ 

She grimaced. ‘So, it would seem.’ She was annoyed by this fact very annoyed. 

The doorbell rang again-buzzing twice quickly and impatiently. 

‘You don't have to go anywhere, Olivia. You were here first. ’ 

She laughed her silvery little laugh-it had a dark edge. ‘Tmst me-it wouldn't he an 
innovative idea to have me and Marcel Black in a room together.’ 

She kissed my cheek swiftly before she vanished through Mr. Anderson’s door-and out 
his back window, no doubt. 

The doorbell rang again. 


THE FUNERAL- 



I SPRINTED DOWN THE STAIRS AND THREW THE DOOR open. 

It was Marcel, of course. Even blind, Olivia wasn't slow. 

He was standing about six feet back from the door, his nose wrinkled in distaste, but his 
face otherwise smooth-masklike. He didn't fool me; I could see the faint trembling of his hands. 

Hostility rolled off him in waves. It brought back that awful afternoon when he'd chosen 
Sam over me, and I felt my chin jerk up defensively in response. 

Marcel’s Rabbit idled by the curb with Jared behind the wheel and Embry in the 
passenger seat. I understood what this meant: they were afraid to let him come here alone. It 
made me sad, and a little annoyed. The Barn’s weren’t like that. 

‘Hey,’ I finally said when he didn't speak. 

Maggie pursed his lips, still hanging back from the door. His eyes flickered across the 
front of the house. 

I ground my teeth. ‘She's not here. Do you need anything?’ He hesitated. ‘You're alone?’ 
‘Yes.’ I sighed. 

‘Can I talk to you a minute?’ 

‘Of course, you can, Marcel. Come on in.’ 

Marcel glanced over his shoulder at his friends in the car. I saw Embry shake his head 
just a tiny bit. For some reason, this bugged me to no end. 

My teeth clenched together again. ‘Chicken’ I mumbled under my breath. 

Maggie's eyes flashed back to me, his thick, black brows pushing into a furious angle 
over his deep-set eyes. His jaw set, and he marched-there was no other way to describe the way 
he moved-up the sidewalk and shmgged past me into the house. 

I locked gazes with first Jared and then Embry-I didn't like the hard way they eyed me; 
did they think I would let anything hurt Marcel? .. .Before I shut the door on them. 

Marcel was in the hall behind me, staring at the mess of blankets in the living room. 

‘Slumber party?’ He asked, his tone sarcastic. 



‘Yeah,’ I answered with the same level of acid. I didn't like Marcel when he acted this 
way. ‘What's it to you?’ 

He wrinkled his nose again like he smelled something unpleasant. ‘Where's your 'friend'?’ 
I could hear the quotation marks in his tone. 

‘She had some errands to mn. Look, Marcel, what do you want?’ 

Something about the room seemed to make him edgier-his long arms were quivering. He 
didn't answer my question. Instead, he moved on to the kitchen, his restless eyes darting 
ever3rwhere. 

I followed him. He paced back and forth along the short counter. 

‘Hey,’ I said, putting myself in his way. He stopped pacing and stared down at me. 

‘What's your problem?’ 

‘I don't like having to be here.’ 

That stung. I winced, and his eyes tightened. 

‘Then I'm sorry you had to come,’ I muttered. ‘Why don't you tell me what you need so 
you can leave?’ 

‘I just have to ask you a couple of questions. It shouldn't take long. We have to get back 
for the funeral.’ 

‘Okay. Get it over with then.’ I was overdoing it with the antagonism, but I didn't want 
him to see how much this hurt. I knew I wasn't being fair. I’d picked the bloodsucker over him 
last night. Td hurt him first. 

He took a deep breath and his trembling fingers were suddenly still. His face smoothed 
into a serene mask. 

‘One of the Barn’s is staying here with you,’ he stated. 

‘Yes, Olivia Natalie.’ 

He nodded thoughtfully. ‘How long is she here for?’ 

‘As long as she wants to be.’ The belligerence was still there in my tone. 



‘It's an open invitation.’ 

‘Do you think you could... please... explain to her about the other one- Maggie?’ 

I paled. ‘I told her about that.’ 

He nodded. ‘You should know that we can only watch our lands withNatalie here. You'll 
only be safe in La Push. I can't protect you here anymore.’ 

‘Okay,’ I said in a small voice. 

He looked away then, out the back windows. He didn't continue. 

‘Is that all?’ 

He kept his eyes on the glass as he answered. ‘Just one more thing.’ 

I waited, but he didn't continue. ‘Yes...?’ I finally prompted. 

‘Are the rest of them coming back now?’ he asked in a cool, quiet voice. It reminded me 
of Sam's always calm manner. Marcel was becoming more like Sam... I wondered why that 
bothered me so much. 

Now I didn't speak. He looked back at my face with probing eyes. 

‘Well?’ He asked. He struggled to conceal the tension behind his serene expression. 

‘No!’ I said finally. Gmdgingly. ‘They aren't coming back.’ 

His expression didn't change. ‘Okay... that's all.’ 

I glared at him; annoyance rekindled. ‘Well, mn along now. Go tell Sam that the scary 
monsters aren't coming to get you.’ 

‘Okay,’ he repeated, still calm. 

That was it. Marcel walked swiftly from the kitchen. I waited to hear the front door open, 
but I heard nothing. I could hear the clock over the stove ticking, and I marveled again at how 
quiet he'd become. 

Part: 13 


Calamity 



What a disaster... How could I have alienated him so completely in such a short amount 
of time? Would he forgive me when Olivia was gone? What if he didn't? 

I slumped against the counter and buried my face in my hands. How had I made such a 
mess of everything? But what could I have done differently? Even in hindsight, I couldn't think 
of any better way and perfect course of action. 

‘Bell...?’ Marcel asked in a troubled voice. 

I pulled my face out of my hands to see Marcel hesitating in the kitchen doorway; he 
hadn't left when I'd thought. It was only when I saw the clear drops sparkling in my hands that I 
realized I was crying. 

Marcel’s calm expression was gone; his face was anxious and unsure. He walked quickly 
back to stand in front of me, ducking his head so that his eyes were closer to being on the same 
level as mine. 

‘Did it again, didn't I?’ 

‘Did what?’ I asked, my voice cracking. 

‘Broke my promise. Sorry.’ 

‘0-okay,’ I mumbled. ‘I started it this time.’ 

His face is twisted. ‘1 knew how you felt about them. It shouldn't have taken me by 
surprise like that.’ 

I could see the revulsion in his eyes. I wanted to explain to him what Olivia was really 
like, to defend her against the judgments he'd made, but something warned me that now was not 
the time. 

So-o, I just said, ‘Sorry,’ again. 

‘Let's not worry about it, okay? She's just visiting, right? She'll leave, and things will go 
back to normal.’ ‘Can't I be friends with you both at the same time?’ I asked, my voice not 
hiding an ounce of the hurt I felt. 

He shook his head slowly. ‘No, I don't think you can.’ 



I sniffed and stared at his big feet. ‘But you'll wait, right? You'll still be my friend, even 
though I love Olivia, too?’ 

I didn't look up, afraid to see what he'd think of that last part. It took him a minute to 
answer, so I was right not to look. 

‘Yeah, I'll always be your friend,’ he said- gmffly. ‘No matter what you love.’ 

‘Promise?’ 

‘Promise?’ 

I felt his arms wind around me, and I leaned against his chest, still sniffling. 

‘This- sucks...’ 

‘Yeah.’ Then he sniffed my hair and said, ‘Ewe-ah.’ 

‘What?’ I demanded. I looked up to see that his nose was wrinkled again. 

‘Why does everyone keep doing that to me? I don't smell!’ 

He smiled a little. ‘Yes, you do you smell like them. Blech. Too sweet sickly sweet. 

And... icy. It bums my nose. ’ 

‘Really...?’ That was strange. 

Olivia smelled unbelievably wonderful. To a human, anyway. ‘But why would Olivia 
think I smelled, too, then?’ 

That wiped his smile away. ‘Huh. I don't smell so good to her, either. 

‘Huh!’ 

‘Well, you both smells fine to me.’ I rested my head against him again. I was going to 
miss him terribly when he walked out of my door. It was a nasty Catch-22-on the one hand, I 
wanted Olivia to stay forever. I was going to die-metaphorically when she left me. But how was 
I supposed to go without seeing Maggie for any length of time? What a mess, I thought again. 

‘I'll miss you,’ Marcel whispered, echoing my thoughts. ‘Every minute. I hope she leaves 

soon. ’ 


‘It doesn't have to be that way, Maggie.’ 



He sighed. ‘Yes, it does. Bell. You... love her. So-o, I'd better not get anywhere near her. 
I'm not sure that I'm even-tempered enough to handle that. Sam would be mad if I broke the 
treaty, and’-his voice turned sarcastic-’you probably wouldn't like it too much if I killed your 
friend.’ 


I recoiled from him when he said that, but he only tightened his arms, refusing to let me 
escape. ‘There's no point in avoiding thetmth. That's the way things are, Bells.’ 

‘I do not like the way things are.’ 

Marcel freed one arm so that he could cup his big brown hand under my chin and make 
me look at him. ‘Yeah. It was easier when we were both human, wasn't it?’ 

I sighed...! 

We stared at each other for a long moment. His hand smoldered against my skin. In my 
face, I knew there was nothing but wistful sadness-1 didn't want to have to say goodbye now, no 
matter how short a time. At first, his face reflected mine, but then, as neither of us looked away, 
his expression changed. 

He released me, lifting his other hand to bmsh his fingertips along my cheek, trailing 
them down to my jaw. 1 could feel his fingers tremble-not with anger this time. He pressed his 
palm against my cheek so that my face was trapped between his burning hands. 

‘Bell,’ he whispered. 

I was frozen... 

No! I hadn't made this decision yet. I didn't know if I could do this, and now I was out of 
time to think. But I would have been a fool if I thought rejecting him now would have no 
consequences. 

I stared back at him. He was not my Marcel, but he could be. His face was familiar and 
beloved. In so many real ways, I did love him. He was my comfort, my safe harbor. Right now, I 
could choose to have him belong to me. 

Olivia was back for the moment, but that changed nothing. True love was forever lost. 
The prince was never coming back to kiss me awake from my enchanted sleep. I was not a 



princess. So, what was the fairy-tale protocol for other kisses? The mundane kind that didn't 
break any spells. 

It would be easy-like holding his hand or having his arms around me. It would feel nice. 

It wouldn't feel like a betrayal. Besides, who was I betraying, anyway? Just myself. 

Keeping his eyes on mine, Marcel began to bend his face toward me. And I was still 
undecided. 

The shrill ring of the phone made us both jump- but it did not break his focus. He took his 
hand from under my chin and reached over me to grab the receiver, but still held my face 
securely with the hand against my cheek. His dark eyes did not free mine. I was too muddled to 
react, even to take advantage of the distraction. 

Part: 14 

Grimacing 

‘Yes. You're right, dog.’ Olivia was snarling, too. ‘The Ministry is the very essence of 
our kind-they're the reason your hair stands on end when you smell me. They are the substance 
of your nightmares, the dread behind your instincts. I'm not unaware of that.’ 

‘And you take her to them like a bottle of wine for a party! ’ he shouted. 

‘You think she'd be better off if I left her here alone, with Maggie stalking her?’ 

‘We can handle the redhead.’ 

‘Then why is she still hunting?’ 

Marcel growled, and a shudder rippled through his torso. 

‘Stop that! ’ I shouted at them both, wild with impatience, ‘argue when we get back, let's 

go!’ 

Olivia turned for the car, disappearing in her haste; I hurried after her, pausing 
automatically to turn and lock the door. 

Marcel caught my arm with a shivering hand. ‘Please, Bell; I'm begging.’ 

His dark eyes were glistening with tears. A lump filled my throat. 



‘Maggie, I have to-’ 


‘You don't, though. You don't. You eould stay here with me. You eould stay alive... for 
Mr. Anderson... for me. ’ 

The engine of Chiaz's Mercedes purred; the rhythm of the thrumming spiked when Olivia 
revved it impatiently. I shook my head, tears spattering from my eyes with the sharp motion. I 
pulled my arm free, and he didn't fight me. 

‘Don't die. Bell,’ he choked out. ‘Don't go... Don't.’ 

What if I never saw him again? 

The thought pushed me past the silent tears; a cry, moan, snuffle, and cry, broke out from 
my chest. 

I flung my arms around his waist and hugged for one too-short moment, burying my tear- 
wet face against his chest. He put his big hand on the back of my hair as if to hold me there. 

‘Bye, Maggie.’ I pulled his hand from my hair and kissed his palm. I couldn't bear to look 
at his face. ‘Sorry,’ I whispered. 

Then I spun and raced for the car. The door on the passenger side was open and waiting. I 
threw my backpack over the headrest and slid in, slamming the door behind me. ‘Take care of 
Mr. Anderson!’ I turned to shout out the window, but Marcel was nowhere in sight. 

As Olivia stomped on the gas and with the tires screeching like human screams-spun us 
around to face the road, I caught sight of a shred of white near the edge of the trees. A piece of a 
shoe. HATE- WE MADE OUR FLIGHT WITH SECONDS TO SPARE, AND THEN the tme 
torture began. 

The plane sat idle on the tarmac while the flight attendants strolled-so casually- up and 
down the aisle, patting the bags in the overhead compartments to make sure everything fit. The 
pilots leaned out of the cockpit, chatting with them as they passed. 

Olivia's hand was hard on my shoulder, holding me in my seat while I bounced anxiously 
up and down. 

‘It's faster thanmnning,’ she reminded me in a muffled voice. 



I just nodded in time with my bouncing. 

At last, the plane rolled lazily from the gate, building speed with a gradual steadiness that 
tortured me further. I expected relief when we achieved liftoff, but my frenzied impatience didn't 
lessen. Olivia lifted the phone on the back of the seat in front of her before we'd stopped 
climbing, turning her back on the flight attendant who eyed her with disapproval. Something 
about my expression stopped the flight attendant from coming over to protest. 

I tried to tune out what Olivia was murmuring to Joh; I didn't want to hear the words 
again, but some slipped through. 

‘I can't be sure, I keep seeing him do different things, he keeps changing his mind... A 
killing spree through the city, attacking the guard, lifting a car over his head in the main 
square... mostly things that would expose them-he knows that's the fastest way to force a 
reaction... ’ 

‘No, you can't.’ Olivia's voice dropped until it was inaudible, though I was sitting inches 
from her. Contrarily, I listened harder. ‘Tell Emmah no... Well, go after Emmah and Rose and 
bring them back... Think about it, Joh. If he sees any of us, what do you think he will do?’ 

She nodded. ‘Exactly. I think Karly is the only chance-if there is a chance... 

I'll do everything that can be done but prepare Chiaz; the odds aren't good. ’ She laughed 
then, and there was a catch in her voice. ‘I've thought of that... Yes, I promise.’ Her voice 
became pleading. ‘Don't follow me. I promise, Joh. 

One way or another. I'll get out... And I love you.’ 

She hung up and leaned back in her seat with her eyes closed. ‘I hate lying to him.’ 

‘Tell me everything, Olivia,’ I begged. ‘I don't understand. Why did you tell Joh to stop 
Emmah, why can't they come to help us?’ 

‘Two reasons,’ she whispered, her eyes still closed. ‘The first I told him. We could try to 
stop Marcel ourselves-if Emmah could get her hands on him; we might be able to stop him long 
enough to convince him you're alive. But we can't sneak up on Marcel. And if he sees us coming 
for him, he'll just act that much faster. He'll throw a Brick through a wall or something, and the 
Ministry will take him down. 



‘That's the second reason, of course, the reason I couldn't say to Joh. Because if they're 
there and the Ministry kills Marcel, they'll fight them. Bell’ She opened her eyes and stared at 
me, imploring. 

‘If there were any chance, we could win... if there were a way that the four of us could 
save my brother by fighting for him, maybe it would be different. But we can't, and. Bell, I can't 
lose Joh like that.’ 

I realized why her eyes begged for my understanding. She was protecting Joh, at our 
expense, and at Marcel’s, too. I understood, and I did not think badly of her. 

I nodded... 

‘Couldn't Marcel hear you, though.’ I asked. ‘Wouldn't he know, as soon as he heard your 
thoughts, that I was alive, that there was no point to this?’ 

Not that there was any justification, either way. I still could not believe that he could 
react like this. 

It made no sense! I remembered with painful clarity his words that day on the sofa, while 
we observed Romeo and Juliet kill themselves, one after the other. 

I wasn't going to live without you, he'd said as if it should be such an obvious conclusion. 
But the words he had spoken in the forest as he'd left me had canceled all that out-forcefully. 

‘If he were listening,’ she explained. ‘But unbelievably, it's possible to lie with your 
thoughts. If you had died, I would still try to stop him. And I would be thinking 'she's alive, she's 
alive' as hard as I could. He knows that.’ 

I ground my teeth in mute frustration. 

‘If there were any way to do this without you. Bell, I wouldn't be jeopardizing you like 
this. It's very wrong of me.’ 

‘Don't be stupid. I'm the last thing you should be worrying about.’ I shook my head 
impatiently. ‘Tell me what you meant, about hating to lie to Joh.’ 

She smiled a grim smile. ‘I promised him I would get out before they killed me, too. It's 
not something I can guarantee-not by a long shot.’ She raised her eyebrows as if willing me to 
take the danger more seriously. 



‘Who is this Ministry?’ I demanded in a whisper. ‘What makes them so much more 
dangerous than Emmah, Joh, Rose, and you?’ It was hard to imagine something scarier than that. 
She took a deep breath, and then abruptly leveled a dark glance over my shoulder. I turned in 
time to see the man in the aisle seat looking away as if he wasn't listening to us. 

He was a businessperson, in a dark suit with a power tie and a laptop on his knees. While 
I stared at him with irritation, he opened the computer and very conspicuously put headphones 
on. 


I leaned closer to Olivia. Her lips were at my ears as she breathed the story. 

‘I was surprised that you recognized the name,’ she said. ‘That you understood so 
immediately what it meant when I said he was going to Italy. I thought I would have to explain. 
How much did Marcel tell you?’ 

‘He just said they were an old, powerful family-like royalty. That you didn't provoke 
them unless you wanted to... die,’ I whispered. The last word was hard to choke out. 

‘You have to understand,’ she said, her voice slower, more measured now. 

‘We Bams are unique in more ways than you know. It's... abnormal for so many of us to 
live together in peace. It's the same for Tanya's family in the north, and Chiaz speculates that 
abstaining makes it easier for us to be civilized, to form bonds based on love rather than survival 
or convenience. Even James's little coven of three was unusually large-and you saw how easily 
Sophiet left them. Our kind travel alone, or in pairs, as a mle. Chiaz's family is the biggest in 
existence with one exception. The Ministry. 

‘There were three of them originally, Aron, Caius, and Marcellus.’ 

‘I've seen them,’ I mumbled. ‘In the picture in Chiaz's study.’ 

Olivia nodded. ‘Two females joined them over time, and the five of them make up the 
family. I'm not sure, but I suspect that their age is what gives them the ability to live peacefully 
together. They are well over three thousand years old. Or it’s their gifts that give them extra 
tolerance. Like Marcel and I, Aron and Marcellus are... talented.’ 

She continued before I could ask. ‘Or maybe it's just their love of power that binds them 
together. Royalty is an apt description.’ 



‘But if there are only five-’ 


‘Five that make up the family,’ she eorrected. ‘That doesn't inelude their guard.’ 

I took a deep breath. ‘That sounds... serious.’ 

‘Oh, it is,’ she assured me. ‘There were nine members of the guard that was permanent, 
the last time we heard. Others are more... transitory. It changes. And many of them are gifted as 
well-with formidable gifts, gifts that make what I can do look like a parlor trick. The Ministry 
chose them for their abilities, physical or otherwise.’ 

I opened my mouth and then closed it. I didn't think I wanted to know how bad the odds 

where. 


She nodded again as if she understood exactly what I was thinking. ‘They don't get into 
too many confrontations. No one is stupid enough to mess with them. They stay in their city, 
leaving only as duty calls.’ 

‘Duty?’ I wondered. 

‘Didn't Marcel tell you what they do?’ 

‘No,’ I said, feeling the blank expression on my face. 

Olivia looked over my head again, toward the businessperson, and put her wintry lips 
back to my ear. 

‘There's a reason he called them royalty... the mling class. Over the millennia, they have 
assumed the position of enforcing our rules-which translates to punishing transgressors. They 
fulfill that duty decisively. ’ 

My eyes popped wide with shock. ‘There are mles?’ I asked in a voice that was too loud. 

Motivations... 

‘Got it!’ he crowed. ‘Another promise to keep.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ 

He let go of my hand and pointed toward the southern edge of the beach, where the flat, 
rocky half-moon dead-ended against the sheer sea cliffs. I stared, uncomprehending. 



‘Didn't I promise to take you cliff diving?’ 

I shivered... strongly. 

‘Yeah, it'll be pretty cold-not as cold as it is today. Can you feel the weather changing? 
The pressure? It will be warmer tomorrow. You up for it?’ 

The dark water did not look inviting, and, from this angle, the cliffs looked even higher 
than before. 

Nonetheless, it had been days since I'd heard Marcel’s voice. That was part of the 
problem. I was addicted to the sound of my delusions. It made things worse if I went too long 
without them. Jumping off a cliff was certain to remedy that situation. 

‘Sure, I'm up for it. Fun.’ 

‘It's a date,’ he said and draped his arm around my shoulders. 

‘Okay-now let's go get you some sleep.’ I didn't like the way the circles under his eyes 
were beginning to look permanently etched into his skin. 

I woke early the next morning and snuck a change of clothes out to the tmck. I had a 
feeling that Mr. Anderson would approve of today's plan about as much as he would approve of 
the motorcycle. 

The idea of a distraction from all my worries had me almost excited. It would be fun. A 
date with Marcel, a date with Marcel... I laughed darkly to myself. Maggie could say what he 
wanted about us being a messed-up pair-1 was the one who was truly messed up. I made the 
werewolf seem downright normal. 

I expected Marcel to meet me out front, the way he usually did when my noisy truck 
announced my arrival. When he didn't, I guessed that he might still be sleeping. I would wait-let 
him get as much rest as he could. He needed his sleep, and that would give the daytime to warm 
a bit more. 

Maggie had been right about the weather, though; it had changed in the night. A thick 
layer of clouds pressed heavily on the atmosphere now, making it almost sultry; it was warm and 
close under the gray blanket. I left my sweater in the tmck. 


I knocked quietly on the door. 



‘C'mon in, Bell,’ Billy said. 

He was at the kitehen table, eating cold cereal. 

‘Maggie sleeping?’ 

‘Err, no.’ He set his spoon down, and his eyebrows pulled together. 

‘What happened?’ I demanded. I could tell from his expression that something had. 

‘Embry, Jared, and Paul crossed a fresh trail early this morning. Sam and Maggie took off 
to help. Sam was hopeful- she's hedged herself in beside the mountains. He thinks they have a 
good chance to finish this.’ ‘Oh, no, Billy,’ I whispered. ‘Oh, no.’ 

He chuckled, deep and low. ‘Do you like La Push so well that you want to extend your 
sentence here?’ 

‘Don't make jokes, Billy. This is too scary for that.’ 

‘You're right,’ he agreed, still complacent. His ancient eyes were impossible to read. 

‘This one's tricky.’ I bit my lip. 

‘It's not as dangerous for them as you think it is. Sam knows what he's doing. You're the 
one that you should worry about. The angel doesn't want to fight them. She's just trying to find a 
way around them... to you. ’ 

‘How does Sam know what he's doing?’ I demanded, brushing aside his concern for me. 
‘They've only killed just the one angle that could have been lucky.’ 

‘We take what we do very seriously. Bell. Nothing's been forgotten. Everything they 
need to know has been passed down from father to son for generations.’ 

That didn't comfort me the way he intended it to. The memory of Maggie, wild, catlike, 

lethal, 

was too strong in my head. If she couldn't get around the wolves, she would eventually 
try to go through them. 

Billy went back to his breakfast; 1 sat down on the sofa and flipped aimlessly through the 
TV channels. That didn't last long. I started to feel closed in by the small room, claustrophobic, 
upset by the fact that I couldn't see out the curtained windows. 



‘I'll be at the beach,’ I told Billy abruptly and hurried out the door. 

Being outside didn't help as much as I'd hoped. The clouds pushed down with an invisible 
weight that kept the claustrophobia from easing. The forest seemed strangely vacant as I walked 
toward the beach. I didn't see any anhnals-no birds, no squirrels. I couldn't hear any birds, either. 
The silence was eerie; there wasn't even the sound of wind in the trees. 

I knew it was all just a product of the weather, but it still made me edgy. The heavy, 
warm pressure of the atmosphere was perceptible even to my weak human senses, and it hinted 
at something major in the storm department. A glance at the sky backed this up, the clouds where 
churning sluggishly despite the lack of breeze on the ground. The closest clouds where a smoky 
gray, but between the cracks, I could see another layer that was a gmesome purple color. The 
skies had a ferocious plan in store for today. The animals must be bunkering down. 

As soon as I reached the beach, I wished I hadn't come- I'd aheady had enough of this 
place. I'd been here every day, wandering alone. Was it so much different from my nightmares? 
But where else to go? I trudged down to the driftwood tree and sat at the end so that I could lean 
against the tangled roots. I stared up at the angry sky broodingly, waiting for the first drops to 
break the stillness. 

I tried not to think about the danger Marcel and his friends were in. Because nothing 
could happen to Marcel. The thought was unendurable. I'd lost too much aheady-would fate take 
the last few shreds of peace left behind? That seemed unfair, out of balance. But I’d violated 
some unknown mle, crossed some line that had condemned me. It was wrong to be so involved 
with myths and legends, to turn my back on the human world. Maybe... 

No... Nothing would happen to Marcel. 1 had to believe that, or I wouldn't be able to 
function. 

‘Argh!’ I groaned and jumped off the log. I couldn't sit still; it was worse than pacing. 

I'd been counting on hearing Marcel this morning. It seemed like that was the one thing 
that might make it bearable to live through this day. 

The hole had been festering lately like it was getting revenge for the times that Marcel’s 
presence had tamed it. The edges burned. 



The waves picked up as I paced, beginning to crash against the rocks, hut there was still 
no wind. 1 felt pinned down by the pressure of the storm. Everything swirled around me, but it 
was perfectly still where I stood. The air had a faint electric charge-1 could feel the static in my 
hair. 


Farther out, the waves were angrier than they were along the shore. I could see them 
battering against the line of the cliffs, spraying big white clouds of seafoam into the sky. There 
was still no movement in the air, though the clouds roiled more quickly now. It was eerie looking 
like the clouds were moving hy their own will. I shivered, though I knew it was just a trick of the 
pressure. 

The cliffs where a black knife edge against the livid sky. Staring at them, I remembered 
the day Marcel had told me about Sam and his ‘gang.’ I thought of the hoys-the werewolves- 
throwing themselves into the empty air. 

The image of the falling, spiraling figures was still vivid in my mind. I imagined the utter 
freedom of the fall... I imagined the way MarceT s voice would have sounded in my head furious, 
velvet, perfect... The burning in my chest flared agonizingly. 

There had to be some way to quench it. The pain was growing increasingly intolerable by 
the second. I glared at the cliffs and the crashing waves. 

Well, why not? Why not quench it right now? 

Marcel had promised me cliff diving, hadn't he? Just because he was unavailable, should 
I have to give up the distraction I needed so badly needed even worse because Marcel was out 
risking his life? Risking it for me. 

If it weren’t for me, Maggie would not be killing people here... just somewhere else, far 
away. If anything happened to Marcel, it would be my fault. That realization stabbed deep and 
had me jogging back up to the road toward Billy's house, where my tmck waited. 

I knew my way to the lane that passed closest to the cliffs, but I had to hunt for the little 
path that would take me out to the ledge. As I followed it, I looked for turns or Pittsburgh, 
knowing that Maggie had planned to take me off the lower outcropping rather than the top, but 
the path wound in a thin single line toward the brink with no options. I didn't have time to find 
another way down- the storm was moving in quickly now. The wind was finally beginning to 



touch me, the clouds pressing closer to the ground. Just as I reached the place where the dirt path 
fanned out into the stone precipice, the first drops broke through and splattered on my face. 

It was not hard to convince myself that I didn't have time to search for another way-1 
wanted to jump from the top. This was the image that had lingered in my head. I wanted the long 
fall that would feel like flying. 

I knew that this was the stupidest, most reckless thing I had done yet. The thought made 
me smile. The pain was aheady easing as if my body knew that Marcel’s voice was just seconds 
away... 

The ocean sounded very far away, somehow farther than before, when I was on the path 
in the trees. I grimaced when I thought of the probable temperature of the water. But I wasn't 
going to let that stop me. 

The wind blew stronger now, whipping the rain into eddies around me. 

I stepped out to the edge, keeping my eyes on the space in front of me. My toes felt ahead 
blindly, caressing the edge of the rock when they encountered it. I drew in a deep breath and held 
it... waiting. ‘Bell.’ 

I smiled and exhaled. 

Y es? I didn't answer out loud, for fear that the sound of my voice would shatter the 
beautiful illusion. He sounded so real, so close. It was only when he was disapproving like this 
that 1 could hear the true memory of his voice-the velvet texture and the musical intonation that 
made up the most perfect of all voices. 

‘Don't do this,’ he pleaded. 

You wanted me to be human, I reminded him. Well, watch me. 

‘Please. Forme.’ 

But you won't stay with me any other way. 

‘Please.’ It was just a whisper in the blowing rain that tossed my hair and drenched my 
clothes-making me as wet as if this were my second jump of the day. 

I rolled up onto the balls of my feet. 



‘No, Bell!’ He was angry now, and the anger was so lovely. 

I smiled and raised my arms straight out, as if I were going to dive, lifting my faee into 
the rain. But it was too ingrained from years of swimming at the public pool-feet first, the first 
time. I leaned forward, crouching to get more spring... 

And I flung myself off the cliff. 

Part: 15 

Midair 

I screamed as I dropped through the open air like a meteor, but it was a scream of 
exhilaration and not fear. The wind resisted, trying vainly to fight the unconquerable gravity, 
pushing against me, and twirling me in spirals like a rocket crashing to the earth. 

Yes! The word echoed through my head as I sliced through the surface of the water. It 
was icy, colder than I'd feared, and yet the chill only added to the high. 

I was proud of myself as I plunged deeper into the freezing black water. I hadn't had one 
moment of terror-just pure adrenaline. The fall wasn't scary at all. Where was the challenge? 

That was when the current caught me. 

I'd been so preoccupied with the size of the cliffs, by the obvious danger of their high, 
sheer faces, that I hadn't worried at all about the dark water waiting. I never dreamed that the true 
menace was lurking far below me, under the heaving surf. 

It felt like the waves were fighting over me, jerking me back and forth between them as if 
determined to share by pulling me into halves. I knew the right way to avoid a riptide: swim 
parallel to the beach rather than struggling for the shore. But the knowledge did me little good 
when I didn't know which way the shore was. 

I couldn't even tell which way the surface was. 

The angry water was black in every direction; there was no brightness to direct me 
upward. Gravity was all-powerful when it competed with the air, but it had nothing on the 
waves-1 couldn't feel a downward pull, a sinking in any direction. Just the battering of the 
current that flung me round and round like a rag doll. 



I fought to keep my breath in, to keep my lips locked around my last store of oxygen. 

It didn't surprise me that my delusion of Marcel was there. He owed me that much, 
considering that I was dying. I was surprised by how sure that knowledge was. I was going to 
drown. I was drowning. 

‘Keep swimming!’ Marcel begged urgently in my head. 

Where? 

There was nothing but the darkness. There was no place to swim, I thought. 

‘Stop that!’ He ordered. ‘Don't you dare give up!’ 

The cold of the water was numbing my arms and legs. I didn't feel the buffeting so much 
as before. It was more of just dizziness now, a helpless spinning in the water. 

But I listened to him. I forced my arms to continue reaching, my legs to kick harder, 
though every second I was facing a new direction. It couldn't be doing any good. What was the 
point? ‘Fight!’ he yelled. ‘Damn it. Bell, keep fighting.’ 

Why? 

I didn't want to fight anymore. And it wasn't the light-headedness, or the cold, or the 
failure of my arms as the muscles gave out in exhaustion, that made me content to stay where I 
was. I was almost happy that it was over. This was an easier death than others I'd faced. Oddly 
peaceful. 

I thought briefly of the cliches, about how you were supposed to see your life flash before 
your eyes. I was so much luckier. Who wanted to see a rerun, anyway? 

I saw him, and I had no will to fight. It was so clear, so much more defined than any 
memory. 

My subconscious had stored Marcel away in flawless detail, saving him for this final 
moment. I could see his perfect face as if he were there, the exact shade of his icy skin, the shape 
of his lips, the line of his jaw, the gold glinting in his furious eyes. He was angry, naturally, that I 
was giving up. His teeth were clenched, and his nostrils flared with rage. 


‘No! Bell, no!’ 



My ears were flooded with the freezing water, but his voice was clearer than ever. I 
ignored his words and concentrated on the sound of his voice. Why would I fight when I was so 
happy where I was? Even as my lungs burned for more air and my legs cramped in the icy cold, I 
was content. I'd forgotten what real happiness felt like. 

Happiness. It made the whole dying thing bearable. 

The current one at that moment, shoving me abruptly against something hard, a rock 
invisible in the gloom. It hit me solidly across the chest, slamming into me like an iron bar, and 
the breath whooshed out of my lungs, escaping in a thick cloud of silver bubbles. Water flooded 
down my throat, choking and burning. The iron bar seemed to be dragging me, pulling me away 
from Marcel, deeper into the dark, to the ocean floor. 

Goodbye, I love you, was my last thought. 

PARIS AT THAT MOMENT, MY HEAD BROKE THE SURFACE. 

How disorienting. Td been sure I was sinking. The current wouldn't let up. It was 
slamming me against more rocks; they beat against the center of my back sharply, rhythmically, 
pushing the water from my lungs. It gushed out in amazing volume, absolute torrents pouring 
from my mouth and nose. The salt burned, and my lungs burned, and my throat was too full of 
water to catch a breath and the rocks were hurting my back. 

Somehow-1 stayed in one place, though the waves still heaved around me. I couldn't see 
anything but water everywhere, reaching for my face. 

‘Breath!’ a voice, wild with anxiety, ordered, and I felt a cruel stab of pain where I 
recognized the voice-because it wasn't Marcel’s. 

I could not obey. The waterfall pouring from my mouth didn't stop long enough forme to 
catch a breath. The black, icy water filled my chest, burning. 

The rock smacked into my back again, right between my shoulder blades, and another 
volley of water choked its way out of my lungs. 

‘Breathe, Bell! C'mon!’ Marcel begged. 

Black spots bloomed across my vision, getting wider and wider, blocking out the light. 


The rock stmck me again. 



The rock wasn't cold like the water; it was hot on my skin. I realized it was Marcel’s hand, 
trying to beat the water from my lungs. The iron bar that had dragged me from the sea was 
also... warm... My head whirled; the black spots covered everything... 

Was I dying again, then? I didn't like it-this wasn't as good as the last time. It was only 
dark now, nothing worth looking at here. The sound of the crashing waves faded into the black 
and became a quiet, even whoosh that sounded like it was coming from the inside of my ears... 

‘Bell?’ Marcel asked, his voice still tense, but not as wild as before. ‘Bells, honey, can 
you hear me?’ 

The contents of my head swished and rolled sickeningly like they'd joined the rough 
water... 

‘How long has she been unconscious?’ someone else asked. 

The voice that was not Marcel’s shocked me, jarred me into a more focused awareness. 

I realized that I was still. There was no tug of the current on me-the heaving was inside 
my head. The surface under me was flat and motionless. It felt grainy against my bear arms. 

‘I don't know,’ Marcel reported, still frantic. His voice was very close. Hands-so warm 
they had to be his- I bmshed wet hair from my cheeks. ‘A few minutes? It didn't take long to tow 
her to the beach.’ The quiet whooshing inside my ears was not the waves-it was the air moving 
in and out of my lungs again. Each breath bumed-the passageways were as raw as if I'd scmbbed 
them out with steel wool. But I was breathing. 

And I was freezing. A thousand sharp, icy beads were striking my face and arms, making 
the cold worse. 

‘She's breathing. She'll come around. We should get her out of the cold, though. I don't 
like the color she's turning... ’ I recognized Sam's voice this time. 

‘You think it's okay to move her?’ 

‘She didn't hurt her back or anything when she fell?’ 

‘I don't know.’ 


They hesitated. 



I tried to open my eyes. It took me a minute, but then I could see the dark, purple clouds, 
flinging the freezing rain down at me. ‘Maggie?’ I croaked. 

Marcel’s face blocked out the sky. ‘Oh!’ he gasped, relief washing over his features. His 
eyes were wet from the rain. ‘Oh, Bell! Are you okay? Can you hear me? Do you hurt anywhere?’ 

‘J-Just m-my throat,’ I stuttered, my lips quivering from the cold. 

‘Let's get you out of here, then,’ Marcel said. He slid his arms under me and lifted me 
without effort-like picking up an empty box. His chest was bare and warm; he hunched his 
shoulders to keep the rain off me. My head lolled over his arm. I stared vacantly back toward the 
furious water, beating the sand behind him. 

‘You got her?’ I heard Sam ask. 

‘Yeah, I'll take it from here. Get back to the hospital. I'll join you later. 

Thanks, Sam.’ 

My head was still rolling. None of his words sunk in at first. Sam didn't answer. There 
was no sound, and I wondered if he were aheady gone. 

The water licked and writhed up the sand after us as Marcel carried me away like it was 
angry that I'd escaped. As I stared wearily, a spark of color caught my unfocused eyes-a a small 
flash of fire was dancing on the black water, far out in the bay. The image made no sense, and I 
wondered how conscious I was. 

My head swirled with the memory of the black, churning water-of being so lost that I 
couldn't find up or down. So, lost... but somehow Marcel... 

‘How did you find me?’ I rasped. 

‘I was searching for you,’ he told me. He was half-jogging through the rain, up the beach 
toward the road. ‘I followed the tire tracks to your tmck, and then I heard you scream... ’ He 
shuddered. ‘Why would you jump. Bell? Didn't you notice that it's turning into a hurricane out 
here? Couldn't you have waited for me?’ Anger filled his tone as the relief faded. 


‘Sorry,’ I muttered. ‘It was stupid.’ 



‘Yeah, it was really stupid,’ he agreed, drops of rain shaking free of his hair as he nodded. 
‘Look, do you mind saving the stupid stuff for when I'm around? I won't be able to concentrate if 
I think you're jumping off cliffs behind my back.’ 

‘Sure,’ I agreed. ‘No problem.’ I sounded like a chain-smoker. I tried to clear my throat- 
and then winced; the throat-clearing felt like stabbing a knife down there. ‘What happened 
today? Did you... find her?’ It was my turn to shudder, though I wasn't so cold here, right next to 
his ridiculous body heat. 

Marcel shook his head. He was still more mnning than walking as he headed up the road 
to his house. ‘No. She took off into the water-the bloodsuckers have the advantage there. That's 
why I raced home-1 was afraid she was going to double back swimming. You spend so much 
time on the beach... ’ He trailed off, a catch in his throat. 

‘Sam came back with you... is everyone else home, too?’ I hoped they weren’t still out 
searching for her. 

‘Yeah. Sort of.’ 

I tried to read his expression, squinting into the hammering rain. His eyes were tight with 
worry or pain. 

The words that hadn't made sense before suddenly did. ‘You said... hospital. Before, to 
Sam. Is someone hurt? Did she fight you?’ My voice jumped up an octave, sounding strange 
with the hoarseness. 

Marcel’s eyes tightened again. ‘It doesn't look so great right now.’ 

Abmptly, I felt sick with guilt-felt tmly horrible about the brainless cliff dive. Nobody 
needed to be worrying about me right now. What a stupid time to be reckless. 

‘What can I do?’ I asked. 

At that moment the rain stopped. I hadn't realized we were already back to Marcel’s 
house until he walked through the door. The storm pounded against the roof. 

‘You can stay here,’ Marcel said as he dumped me on the short couch. ‘I mean it-right 
here I'll get you some dry clothes.’ 



I let my eyes adjust to the darkroom while Marcel banged around in his bedroom. The 
cramped front room seemed so empty without Billy, almost desolate. It was strangely ominous- 
probably just because I knew where he was. 

Marcel was back in seconds. He threw a pile of gray cotton at me. ‘These will be huge on 
you, but it's the best I've got. I'll-a, step outside so you can change.’ 

‘Don't go anywhere. I'm too tired to move yet. Just stay with me.’ 

Marcel sat on the floor next to me, his back against the couch. I wondered when he'd 
slept last. He looked as exhausted as I felt. 

He leaned his head on the cushion next to mine and yawned. ‘Guess I could rest for a 
minute...’ 

His eyes closed. I let my slide shut, too. 

Poor Harry. Poor Sue. I knew Mr. Anderson was going to be beside himself. Harry was 
one of his best friends. Despite Maggie's negative take on things, I hoped fervently that Harry 
would pull through. For Mr. Anderson’s sake. For Sue's and Leah's and Seth's... 

Billy's sofa was right next to the radiator, and I was warm now, despite my soaked 
clothes. My lungs ached in a way that pushed me toward unconsciousness rather than keeping 
me awake. I wondered vaguely if it was wrong to sleep... or was I getting drowning mixed up 
with concussions...? Marcel began softly snoring, and the sound of it soothed like a lullaby. I fell 
asleep quickly. 

For the first time in a very long time, my dream was just a normal dream. 

Just a blurred wandering through old memories-blinding bright visions of the Pa-sun, my 
mother's face, a ramshackle treehouse, a faded quilt, a wall of mirrors, a flame on the black 
water... I forgot each of them as soon as the picture changed. 

The last picture was the only one that stuck in my head. It was meaningless just a set on a 
stage. A balcony at night, a painted moon hanging in the sky. I watched the girl in her nightdress 
lean on the railing and talk to herself. 

Meaningless... but when I slowly struggled back to consciousness, Juliet was on my 


mind. 



Marcel was still asleep; he'd slumped down to the floor and his breathing was deep and 
even. The house was darker now than before, it was black outside the window. I was stiff but 
warm and almost dry. The inside of my throat burned with every breath I took. 

I was going to have to get up at least to get a drink. But my body just wanted be-a here 
limp, to never move again. Instead of moving, I thought about Juliet some more. 

I wondered what she would have done if Romeo had left her, not because he was 
banished, but because he lost interests What if Rosalind had given him the time of day, and he'd 
changed his mind? What if, instead of marrying Juliet, he'd just disappeared? 

I thought I knew how Juliet would feel. 

She wouldn't go back to her old life, not really. She wouldn't ever have moved on; I was 
sure of that. Even if she'd lived until she was old and gray, every time she closed her eyes, it 
would have been Romeo's face she saw behind her lids. 

She would have accepted that, eventually. 

I wondered if she would have married Paris in the end, just to please her parents, to keep 
the peace. No, not, I decided. But then, the story didn't say much about Paris. He was just a stick 
figure-a placeholder, a threat, a deadline to force her hand. 

What if there were more to Paris? 

What if Paris had been Juliet's friend? Her very best friend? What if he was the only one, 
she could confide in about the whole devastating thing with Romeo? The one person who 
understood her and made her feel halfway human again? What if he was patient and kind? What 
if he took care of her? What if Juliet knew she couldn't survive without him? What if he loved 
her, and wanted her to be happy? 

And... what if she loved Paris? Not like Romeo. Nothing like that, of course. But enough 
that she wanted him to be happy, too? 

Marcel’s slow, deep breathing was the only sound in the room-like a lullaby hummed to a 
child, like the whisper of a rocking chair, like the ticking of an old clock when you had nowhere 
you needed to go.. .It was the sound of comfort. 



If Romeo was gone, never coming back, would it have mattered whether Juliet had taken 
Paris up on his offer? She should have tried to settle into the leftover scraps of life that were left 
behind. That would have been as close to happiness as she could get. 

I sighed and then groaned when the sigh scraped my throat. I was reading too much into 
the story. 

Romeo wouldn't change his mind. That's why people still remembered his name, always 
twined with hers: Romeo and Juliet. That's why it was a delightful story. 

‘Juliet gets dumped and ends up with Paris’ would have never been a hit. 

I closed my eyes and drifted again, letting my mind wander away from the stupid play I 
didn't want to think about anymore. I thought about reality instead of jumping off the cliff and 
what a brainless mistake that had been. And not just the cliff, but the motorcycles and the whole 
irresponsible Evil Knievel bit. What if something bad happened to me? What would that do to 
Mr. Anderson? Harry's heart attack had pushed everything suddenly into perspective for me. The 
perspective that I didn't want to see because if I admitted to the truth of it-it would mean that I 
would have to change my ways. Could I live like that? 

Maybe... It wouldn't be easy; in fact, it would be downright miserable to give up my 
hallucinations and try to be a grown-up. But I should do it. And I could. If 1 had Marcel. 

I couldn't make that decision right now. It hurt too much. I'd think about something else. 

Images from my ill-considered afternoon stunt rolled through my head while I tried to 
come up with something pleasant to think about... the feel of the air as I feel, the blackness of 
the water, the thrashing of the current... Marcel’s face... I lingered there for a long time. 
Marcel’s warm hands, trying to beat life back into me... the stinging rain flung down by the 
purple clouds... the strange fire on the waves... 

There was something familiar about that flash of color on top of the water. Of course, it 
couldn't he fire- 

My thoughts were intermpted hy the sound of a car squelching through the mud on the 
road outside. I heard it stop in front of the house, and doors started opening and closing. I 
thought about sitting up and then decided against that idea. 



Billy's voice was easily identifiable, but he kept it uncharacteristically low so that it was 
only a gravelly grumble. 

The door opened, and the light flicked on. I blinked, momentarily blind. 

Maggie startled awake, gasping, and jumping to his feet. 

‘Sorry,’ Billy grunted. ‘Did we wake you?’ 

My eyes slowly focused on his face, and then, as I could read his expression, they filled 
with tears. 

‘Oh, no, Billy!’ I moaned. 

He nodded slowly, his expression hard with grief. Maggie hurried to his father and took 
one of his hands. The pain made his face suddenly childlike-it looked odd on top of the man's 
body. 

Sam was right behind Billy, pushing his chair through the door. His normal composure 
was absent from his agonized face. 

‘I'm so sorry,’ I whispered. 

Billy nodded. ‘It's going to be hard all around.’ 

‘Where's Mr. Anderson?’ 

‘Your dad is still at the hospital with Sue. There are a lot of... arrangements to be made.’ 

I swallowed hard. 

‘I'd better get back there,’ Sam mumbled, and he ducked hastily out the door. 

Billy pulled his hand away from Marcel, and then he rolled himself through the kitchen 
toward his room. 

Maggie stared after him for a minute, then came to sit on the floor beside me again. He 
put his face in his hands. I rubbed his shoulder, wishing I could think of anything to say. 

After a long moment, Marcel caught my hand and held it to his face. 

‘How are you feeling? Are you okay? I probably should have taken you to a doctor or 
something.’ He sighed. 



‘Don't worry about me,’ I croaked. 


He twisted his head to look at me. His eyes were rimmed in red. ‘You don't look so good.’ 

‘I don't feel so good, either, I guess.’ 

‘I'll go get your truck and then take you home-you probably ought to be there when Mr. 
Anderson gets back.’ 

‘Right...’ 

I lay listlessly on the sofa while I waited for him. Billy was silent in the other room. I felt 
like a peeping tom, peering through the cracks at a private sorrow that wasn't mine. 

It didn't take Maggie long. The roar of my tmck's engine broke the silence before I 
expected it. He helped me up from the couch without speaking, keeping his arm around my 
shoulder when the chilly air outside made me shiver. He took the driver's seat without asking, 
and then pulled me next to his side to keep his arm tight around me. I leaned my head against his 
chest. 


‘How will you get home?’ I asked. 

‘I'm not going home. We still haven't caught the bloodsucker, remember?’ My next 
shudder had nothing to do with the cold. 

It was a quiet ride after that. The chilly air had woken me up. My mind was alert, and it 
was working very hard and very fast. 

What if? What was the right thing to do? 

I couldn't imagine my life without Marcel now-I cringed away from the idea of even 
trying to imagine that. Somehow, he'd become essential to my survival. 

But to leave things the way they were... was that cmel, as Lance had accused? 

I remembered wishing that Marcel was my brother. I realized now that all I wanted to be 
a claim on him. It didn't feel brotherly when he held me like this. It just felt nice-warm and 
comforting and familiar. Safe. Marcel was a safe harbor. 

I could stake a claim. I bad that much in my power. 



I'd have to tell him everything, I knew that. It was the only way to be fair. I'd have to 
explain it right so that he'd know I wasn't settling, that he was much too good forme. He already 
knew I was broken, that part wouldn't surprise him, but he'd need to know the extent of it. I'd 
even have to admit that I was crazy-explain about the voices I heard. He'd need to know 
everything before he decided. 

But even as I recognized that necessity, I knew he would take me despite it all. He 
wouldn't even pause to think it through. I would have to commit to this-commit as much of me as 
there was left, every one of the broken pieces. It was the only way to be fair to him. Would I? 

Could I? 

Would it be so wrong to try to make Marcel happy? Even if the love I felt for him was no 
more than a weak echo of what 1 was capable of, even if my heart was far away, wandering and 
grieving after my fickle Romeo, would it be so very wrong? 

Marcel stopped the tmck in front of my spooky house, cutting the engine so it was 
suddenly silent. Like so many other times, he seemed to be in tune with my thoughts now. 

He threw his other arm around me, cmshing me against his chest, binding me to him. 
Again, this felt nice. Like being a whole person again. 

I thought he would be thinking of Harry, but then he spoke, and his tone was apologetic. 
‘Sorry. I know you don't feel exactly the way I do. Bell. I swear I don't mind. I'm just so glad 
you're okay that I could sing and that's something no one wants to hear.’ He laughed his throaty 
laugh in my ear. 

My breathing kicked up a notch, sanding the walls of my throat. 

Wouldn't Marcel, indifferent as he might be, want me to be as happy as possible under 
the circumstances? Wouldn't enough friendly emotion linger for him to want that much forme? 1 
thought he would. He wouldn't begrudge me this: giving just a small bit of love he didn't want to 
my friend Marcel. It wasn't the same love at all. 

Maggie pressed his warm cheek against the top of my hair. 



If I turned my face to the side-if I pressed my lips against his hare shoulder... I knew 
without any douht what would follow. It would be very easy. There would be no need for 
explanations tonight. 

But could I do it? Could I betray my absent heart to save my pathetic life? Butterflies 
assaulted my stomach as I thought of turning my head. 

And then, as clearly as if I were in immediate danger, Marcel’s velvet voice whispered in 

my ear. 

‘Be happy,’ he told me. 

I froze... to that look... 

Marcel felt me stiffen and released me automatically, reaching for the door. 

Wait, I wanted to say. Just a minute... But I was still locked in place, listening to the 
echo of Marcel’s voice in my head. 

Storm-cooled air blew through the cab of the truck. 

‘OH!’ The breath whooshed out of Marcel like someone had punched him in the gut. 
‘Holy crap!’ 

He slammed the door and twisted the keys in the ignition at the same moment. His hands 
were shaking so hard I didn't know how he managed it. 

‘What's wrong?’ 

He revved the engine too fast; it sputtered and faltered. 

‘Fallen Angel,’ he spits out. 

The blood rushed from my head and left me dizzy. ‘How do you know?’ 

‘Because I can smell it. Damn it!’ 

Marcel’s eyes were wild, raking the dark street. He barely seemed aware of the tremors 
that were rolling through his body. ‘Phase or get her out of here?’ he hissed at himself. 

He looked down at me for a split second, taking in my horror-struck eyes and white face, 
and then he was scanning the street again. 



‘Right. Get you out.’ 


The engine eaught with a roar. The tires squealed as he spun the truek around, turning 
toward our only escape. The headlights washed across the pavement, lit the front line of the 
black forest, and finally glinted off a car parked across the street from my house. 

‘Stop!’ I gasped. 

It was a black car a car I knew. I might be the furthest thing from an audiophile, but I 
could tell you everything about that car. It was a Mercedes S 55 AMG. I knew the horsepower 
and the color of the interior. I knew the feel of the powerful engine purring through the frame. I 
knew the rich smell of the leather seats and the way the extra-dark tint made noon look like dusk 
through those windows. 

It was Chiaz's car. 

‘Stop!’ I cried again, louder this time because Marcel was gunning the tmck down the 

street. 


‘What?’ 

‘It's not Maggie. Stop, stop! I want to go back.’ 

He stomped on the brake so hard I had to catch myself against the dashboard. 

‘What?’ he asked again, aghast. He stared at me with horror in his eyes. 

‘It's Chiaz's car! It's Bams. I know it.’ 

He watched dawn break across my face, and a violent tremor rocked his frame. 

‘Hey, calm down, Maggie. It's okay. No danger, see? Relax.’ 

‘Yeah, calm,’ he panted, putting his head down and closing his eyes. While he 
concentrated on not exploding into a wolf, I started out the back window at the black car. 

It was just Chiaz, I told myself. Don't expect anything more. Esme... Stop right there, I 
told myself. Just Chiaz. That was plenty. More than I'd ever hoped to have again. 

‘There's an angel in your house,’ Marcel hissed. ‘And you want to go back?’ 



I glanced at him, ripping my unwilling eyes off the Mercedes-terrified that it would 
disappear the second I looked away. 

‘Of course,’ I said, my voice blank with surprise at his question. Of course, I wanted to 
go back. 

Marcel’s face hardened while 1 stared at him, congealing into the bitter mask that I'd 
thought was gone for good. Just before he had the mask in place, I caught the spasm of betrayal 
that flashed in his eyes. His hands were still shaking. He looked ten years older than me. 

He took a deep breath. ‘You're sure it's not a trick?’ he asked in a slow, heavy voice. 

‘It's not a trick. It's from Chiaz. Take me back!’ 

A shudder rippled through his wide shoulders, but his eyes were flat and emotionless. 

‘No.’ 

‘Maggie, it's okay-’ 

‘No. Take yourself back. Bell.’ His voice was a slap- I flinched as the sound of it struck 
me. His jaw clenched and unclenched. 

‘Look, Bell,’ he said in the same hard voice. ‘I can't go back. Treaty or no treaty, that's 
my enemy in there.’ 

‘It's not like that-’ 

‘I have to tell Sam right away. This changes things. We can't be caught on their territory.’ 
‘Maggie, it's not a war!’ 

He didn't listen. He put the truck in neutral and jumped out the door, leaving it mnning. 

‘Bye, Bell,’ he called back over his shoulder. ‘I hope you don't die.’ He sprinted into the 
darkness, shaking so hard that his shape seemed blurred; he disappeared before I could open my 
mouth to call him back. 

Remorse pinned me against the seat for one long second. What had I just done to 
Marcel?' 


But Remorse couldn't hold me very long. 



I slid across the seat and put the truck back in drive. My hands were shaking as hard as 
Maggie's had been, and this took a minute of concentration. Then I carefully turned the tmck 
around and drove it back to my house. 

It was very dark when I turned off the headlights. Mr. Anderson had left in such a hurry 
that he'd forgotten to leave the porch lamp on. I felt a pang of doubt, staring at the house, deep in 
shadow. What if it was a trick? 

I looked back at the black car, almost invisible in the night. No, I knew that car. 

Still, my hands were shaking even worse than before as I reached for the key above the 
door. When I grabbed the doorknob to unlock it, it twisted easily under my hand. I let the door 
fall open. The hallway was black. 

I wanted to call out a greeting, but my throat was too dry. I couldn't quite seem to catch 
my breath. 

I took a step inside and fumbled for the light switch. It was so black-like the black 
water... Where was that switch? 

Just like the black water, with the orange flame flickering impossibly on top of it. The 
flame thaf couldn'f be a fire, buf what then... ? My fingers traced the wall, still searching, still 
shaking- suddenly, something Marcel had told me this afternoon echoed in my head, finally 
sinking in... She took off into the water, he'd said. The bloodsuckers have the advantage there. 
That's why I raced home -I was afraid she was going to double back swimming. 

My hand froze in its searching, my whole body froze into place, as I realized why I 
recognized the strange orange color of the water. 

Maggie's hair, blowing wild in the wind, the color of fire... 

She'd been right there. Right there in the harbor with me and Marcel. If Sam hadn't been 
there if it had been just the two of us...? I couldn't breathe or move. The light flicked on, though 
my frozen hand had still not found the switch. 

I blinked at the sudden light and saw that someone was there, waiting for me. 



VISITOR UNNATURALLY STILL AND WHITE, WITH LARGE BLACK EYES 
intent on my face, my visitor waited perfectly motionless in the center of the halt, beautiful 
beyond imagining. 

My knees trembled fora second, and I nearly fell. Then I hurled myself at her. 

‘Olivia, oh, Olivia!’ I cried as I slammed into her. 

I'd forgotten how hard she was; it was like running headlong into a wall of cement. 

‘Bell?’ There was a strange mingling of relief and confusion in her voice. 

I locked my arms around her, gasping to inhale as much of the scent of her skin as 
possible. It wasn't like anything else-not floral or spice, citrus, and musk. No perfume in the 
world could compare. My memory hadn't done it justice. 

I didn't notice when the gasping turned into something else-I only realized I was sobbing 
when Olivia dragged me to the living room couch and pulled me into her lap. It was like curling 
up into a cool stone, but a stone that was contoured comfortingly to the shape of my body. She 
mbbed my back in a gentle rhythm, waiting for me to get control of myself. 

‘I'm... sorry,’ I blubbered. ‘I'mjust... so happy... to see you!’ 

‘It's okay, Bell. Everything's okay.’ 

‘Yes,’ I bawled. And, for once, it seemed that way. 

Olivia sighed. ‘I'd forgotten how exuberant you are,’ she said, and her tone was 
disapproving. 

I looked up at her through my streaming eyes. Olivia's neck was tight, straining away 
from me, her lips pressed together firmly. Her eyes were black as pitch. 

‘Oh,’ I puffed, as I realized the problem. She was thirsty. And I smelled appetizing. It had 
been a while since I'd had to think about that. 

‘Sorry.’ 

‘It's my fault. It's been too long since I hunted. I shouldn't let myself get so thirsty. But I 
was in a hurry today.’ The look she directed at me then was a glare. ‘Speaking of which, would 
you like to explain to me how you're alive?’ 



That brought me up short and stopped the sobs. I realized what must have happened 
immediately, and why Olivia was here. 

I swallowed loudly, ‘you saw me fall.’ 

‘No,’ she disagreed, her eyes narrowing. ‘I saw you jump.’ 

I pursed my lips as 1 tried to think of an explanation that wouldn't sound nuts. 

Olivia shook her head. ‘I told him this would happen, but he didn't believe me. 'Karly 
promised,' ‘her voice imitated his so perfectly that, I froze in shock while the pain ripped through 
my torso. ‘'Don't be looking for her future, either,' ‘she continued to quote him.' ‘We've done 
enough damage.’ 

‘But just because I'm not looking, doesn't mean I don't see’ she went on. ‘I wasn't 
tracking you, I swear. Bell. It's just that I'm already attuned to you... when I saw you jumping, I 
didn't think, I just got on a plane. I knew I would be too late, but I couldn't do anything. And then 
I get here, thinking I could help Mr. Anderson somehow, and you drive up.’ She shook her head, 
this time in confusion. Her voice was strained. ‘I saw you go into the water and I waited and 
waited for you to come up, but you didn't. What happened? And how could you do that to Mr. 
Anderson? Did you stop to think about what this would do to h im ? And my brother? 

Do you have any idea what Marcel? 

I cut her off then, as soon as she said his name. I'd let her go on, even after I realized the 
misunderstanding she was under, just to hear the perfect bell tone of her voice. But it was time to 
interrupt. 

‘Olivia, I wasn't committing suicide.’ 

She eyed me dubiously. ‘Are you saying you didn't jump off a cliff?’ 

‘No, but... ’ I grimaced. ‘It was for recreational purposes only.’ Her expression hardened. 

‘I'd seen some of Marcel’s friend’s cliff diving,’ I insisted. ‘It looked like... fun, and I 
was bored... ’ She waited. 

‘I didn't think about how the storm would affect the currents. I didn't think about the 


water much at all.’ 



Olivia didn't buy it. I could see that she still thought I had been trying to kill myself. I 
decided to redirect. ‘So, if you saw me go in, why didn't you see Marcel?’ 

She cocked her head to the side, distracted. 

I continued. ‘It's true that I probably would have drowned if Marcel hadn't jumped in 
after me. Well, okay, there's not about it. But he did, and he pulled me out, and I guess he towed 
me back to shore, though I was kind of out for that part. It couldn't have been more than a minute 
that I was under before be grabbed me. How come you didn't see that?’ 

Part: 16 

Acting of us- 

You got to love the p*ssy fart vid-1 do! 

His eyes bulged, and his face turned a strange, sallow color under the tan exterior. He 
looked like he was about to be sick. Marcel noticed because he held the hand I moved. 
‘Whatever's that I ponder with suspicion?’ He traded hands, examining my right. ‘This is your 
funny scare, the cold one.’ He looked at it closer, with new eyes, and gasped. 

‘Naturally, it's what you think it is,’ I whispered. Love isn't something you find. Love is 
something that finds you. ‘He kissed me so hot, startlingly, and tastefully.’ 

Let us always meet each other with a smile, for the smile is the start of love. Keep love in 
your heart. A life without it is like a sunless garden when the flowers are dead. Love is composed 
of a solo soul inhabiting two bodies. A new command I give you: Love one another. As I have 
treasured you, so your commitment to fall in love with one another. 

True love is like ghosts, which everyone talks about and few have seen. You can't blame 
gravity for falling in love. Immature love says: I love you because 1 need you. Mature love says 
'I need you because I love you. Love finds each other that has caught fire as no other can do. It is 
quite sympathetic, conjoint self- assurance, distribution, and forgiving. It is faithfulness through 
good and wicked eras. It settles for less than faultlessness and makes pin money for human 
weaknesses. Sometimes the heart sees what is invisible to the eye. The best thing to hold onto in 
life is each other. Love is life. And if you miss love, you miss life. 



‘Definitely not,’ I said curtly. I couldn't imagine that the wolves running faster than an 
angel. When the Barn’s ran, they all but turned invisible with speed. ‘As a result, tell me 
something I don't know,’ he said. ‘Something about angels. How did you stand it, being around 
them? Didn't it creep you out?’ I have never found anybody who could stand to accept the daily 
demonstrative love I feel in me and give back as good as I give. Love is when the other person's 
happiness is more important than your own. 

It did mean something to me. My tone made him thoughtful for a moment. 

‘Say, why your bloodsucker would kill that James, anyway?’ He asked suddenly. ‘He 
was trying to kill me I feel maybe not all the way yet some shit like that - it was like a game for 
him. He lost. Do you remember last spring when I was in the Kennywood at night?’ 

‘But if he kissed you...? 

‘Shouldn't you be... dating someone else?’ 

(Jenny never wanted this she wanted him more than what they thought.) 

He choked. Of any kind, you happen to be feeling at the twinkling is fine with them. 
That's what real love amounts to- letting an individual be what he is. In-Lovers- can help each 
other. A loyal friend is nobody who lets you have total freedom to be yourself- as well as 
particularly to sense, or, nonsense. Love like a rose- flower cannot blossom without sunshine, 
and man cannot live without love. 

‘Marcel saved me twice form myself in falling to someone, not for me, I feel that.’ I 
believed. ‘He sucked the kiss out of me here and there- you know, like with a never before.’ I 
twitched as the pain lashed around the edges of the hole. The sweetest of all sounds is that of the 
voice of the woman we love. But I wasn't the only one twitching. I could feel Marcel’s whole 
body trembling next to mine. I believe that imagination is stronger than knowledge. That myth is 
more potent than times gone by. That dreams are more prevailing than facts. That always hopes 
victories over experience. That laughter is the only cure for sorrow. And I believe that love is 
stronger than death. Existence deeply loved by someone gives you metier, while loving 
somebody severely gives you nerve. 


In the car on the speed drive: 



Even the car shook. 


‘At least we have each other,’ he said, clearly comforted by the thought. 

I was comforted, too. ‘At least there's that,’ I agreed. 

And when we were together, it was fine. But Marcel had a horrible, dangerous job he felt 
compelled to do, and so I was often alone, stuck in snubber for safety, with nothing to do to keep 
my mind off any of my worries. I felt awkward, always taking up space at Marcel’s. I did some 
studying for another life test that was coming up next week, but I could only look at the math for 
so long. When I didn't have obvious to do in my hands, spread love everywhere you go. Let no 
one ever come to you without leaving happier. I felt like I ought to be making conversation with 
Marcel the pressure of normal societal mles. But Marcel wasn't one for filling up the long 
silences, and so the awkwardness continued. Oh like- stolen kisses are always sweetest and are 
the best ones I can have! 

She criticized lightly about the increase in the boy’s cravings from all their extra 
successively, but it was easy to see she didn't mind taking care of them. It wasn't hard to be with 
her; we were both wolf girls now. I tried hanging out at Maggie's place afternoon night, for a 
change and more than only to girls can do for girls. At first, it was nice. 

Maggie was cheerful sitting still lusting for me. I go with the flow behind her while she 
flitted around her little house and yard, scrubbing at the spotless floor, fixing a broken hinge, 
pulling a tiny weed, tugging a string of fabric through an antique loom, and always cooking, too. 
A kiss is a lovely trick designed by nature to stop speech when words become unnecessary. 
Kindness in words creates confidence. Sympathy in thinking creates a degree. Kindheartedness 
in giving creates in-love with lovers, or so I feel like this day. 

But Sam checked in after I would be- there for a few hours. I only stayed long enough to 
make certain that Marcel was fine and there was no news, and then 

I had to discharge, like she. ‘It’s not always pretty- yet that is love.’ The aura of love and 
contentment that surrounded them was harder to take in concentrated doses, with no one else 
around to thin it like this. 



Love doesn't make the world going around. Love is what makes the ride meaningful. So 
that left me wandering the beach, pacing the length of the rock-strewn crescent back and forth, 
repeatedly, and more, and so on. 

Sh*t! You can search throughout the entire universe for someone who is more deserving 
of your love, and fondness than you are physical wants and needs, in addition to that person is 
not to be found anywhere. You physically, as much as any person in the entire cosmos deserve 
your love and affection. 

Alone time wasn't good for me. Thanks to the new honesty with Marcel, I'd been talking 
and thinking about the Barn’s way too much. I have decided to stick with love. Detestation is too 
great a weight to tolerate. On the other hand, heat is easier for some, don’t you see that? 

No matter how I tried to distract myself and I had plenty to think of: I was honestly and 
desperately worried about Marcel- I was getting in deeper and deeper with Marcel without ever 
having consciously decided to progress in that direction and I didn't know what to do about it- 
none of these very real, very deserving of thought, very pressing concerns could take my mind 
off the pain in my chest for long. At the end of the day, I couldn't even walk to any further extent, 
because I couldn't breathe. I sat down on a patch of semidry rocks and curled up in a ball. We 
love life, not because, we are used to living but because we are used to loving. 

His warmth made me tremble, but at least I could breathe with him there. T'm 
adulteration your spring break,’ Marcel suspects himself as we walked back up the shore. ‘On no 
account, you are not. I didn't have any plans. I don't think I like spring dismptions, anyway.’ A 
teen girl knows the face of the man she loves as a seafarer knows the open sea. Marcel found me 
like that, and I could tell from his expression that he understood. ‘Sorry,’ he said right away. He 
pulled me up from the ground and wrapped both arms around my shoulders. I hadn't realized that 
I was cold until then. 

Marcel is so cute- saying: 

Boob play- is like wax on and wax off. 


Vagina play- is like paint the fence. 



Clitoris play- is like nipples- would be sand the floor. 


Butt play of hers- is like side by side. 

just think of this and it’s all good! And you can touch a girl well! 

Piss the day started, and I am in bed- messed up in the head- God- GOO! 

‘I'll take tomorrow morning off. The others can mn without me. We'll do something fun. 
‘Fun is exactly what you need. Hammam... ’ he gazed out across the heaving ashen waves, 
deliberating. As his eyes glance at the skyline, he had a flash of the stimulus.’ The word seemed 
out of place in my life right now, barely comprehensible, bizarre. 

‘Fun? Is it not?’ 

Part: 17 

Silence 

‘Sh-h!’ 

‘Shouldn't somebody has mentioned this to me earlier?’ I whispered angrily. ‘I mean, I 
wanted to be a... to be one of you! Shouldn't somebody have- already- like, explained the mles 
tome?’ 


Olivia chuckled once at my reaction. ‘It's not that complicated. Bell. There's only one 
core restriction-and if you think about it, you can probably figure it out for yourself.’ 

I thought about it. ‘Nope, I have no idea.’ 

She shook her head, disappointed. ‘Maybe it's too obvious. We just have to keep our 
existence a secret.’ 


‘Oh,’ I mumbled. It was obvious. 



‘It makes sense, and most of us don't need policing,’ she continued. ‘But, after a few 
centuries, sometimes one of us gets bored. Or crazy. I don’t know. And then the Ministry steps in 
before it can compromise them, or the rest of us.’ 

‘So-o Marcel...’ 

‘Is planning to flout that in their city-the city they've secretly held for three thousand 
years, since the time of the Etruscans. They are so protective of their city that they don't allow 
hunting within its walls. Volterra is probably the safest city in the world-from angel attack at the 
very least.’ 

‘But you said they didn't leave. How do they eat?’ 

This is what she becomes because of me... what do you think of here... do you like her 
or heat? Are you going to hate her for this? 

‘They don't leave. They bring in their food from the outside, from quite far away 
sometimes. It gives their guard something to do when they're not out annihilating mavericks. Or 
protecting Volterra from exposure... ’ 

‘From situations like this one, like Marcel,’ I finished her sentence. It was amazingly 
easy to say his name now. I wasn't sure what the difference was. Maybe because-1 wasn't 
planning on living much longer without seeing him. Or at all, if we were too late. It was 
comforting to know that I would have an easy out. 

‘I doubt they've ever had a situation quite like this,’ she muttered, disgusted. 

‘You don't get a lot of suicidal angels.’ 

The sound that escaped out of my mouth was very quiet, but Olivia seemed to understand 
that it was a cry of pain. She wrapped her thin, strong arm around my shoulders. 

‘We'll do what we can. Bell. It's not over yet.’ 

‘Not yet.’ I let her comfort me, though I knew she thought our chances were poor. ‘And 
the Ministry will get us if we mess up.’ Olivia stiffened. ‘You say that like it's a good thing.’ 


I shrugged. 



‘Knock it off, Bell, or we're turning around in New York and going back to Pittsburgh.’ 


‘What?’ 

‘ Y ou know what. If we're too late for Marcel, I'm going to do my damnedest to get you 
back to Mr. Anderson, and I don't want any trouble from you. Do you understand that?’ 

‘Sure, Olivia.’ 

She pulled back slightly so that she would glare at me. ‘No trouble.’ 

‘Scout's honor,’ I muttered. 

She rolled her eyes. 

‘Let me concentrate, now. I'm trying to see what he's planning.’ 

She left her arm around me, but let her head fall back against the seat and closed her eyes. 
She pressed her free hand to the side of her faee, mbbing her fingertips against her temple. 

I watched her in fascination fora long time. Eventually, she beeame utterly motionless, 
her face like a stone sculpture. The minutes passed, and if I didn't know better, I would have 
thought she'd fallen asleep. I didn't dare intermpt her to ask what was going on. 

I wished there was something safe for me to think about. I couldn't allow myself to 
eonsider the horrors we were headed toward, or, more horrifie yet, the chanee that we might fail- 
not if I wanted to keep from screaming aloud. 

I couldn't anticipate anything, either. If I were very, very, very lucky, I would somehow 
be able to save Marcel. But I wasn't so stupid as to think that saving him would mean that I eould 
stay with him. I was no different, no more special than I'd been before. There would be no new 
reason for him to want me now. Seeing him and losing him again... 

I fought back against the pain. This was the price I had to pay to save his life. I would pay 

for it. 


They showed a movie, and my neighbor got headphones. Sometimes, I watched the 
figures moving across the little screen, but I couldn't even tell if the movie was supposed to be a 
romance or a horror film. 



After an eternity, the plane began to descend toward New York City. Olivia remained in 
her trance. I dithered, reaching out to touch her, only to pull my hand back again. This happened 
a dozen times before the plane touched down with a jarring impact. 

‘Olivia,’ I finally said. ‘Olivia, we have to go.’ 

I touched her arm. 

Her eyes came open very slowly. She shook her head from side to side for a moment. 
‘Anything new?’ I asked in a faint voice, conscious of the man listening on the other side 

of me. 


‘Not exactly,’ she breathed in a voice I could barely catch. ‘He's getting closer. He's 
deciding how he's going to ask.’ 

We had to mn for our connection, but that was good-better than having to wait. As soon 
as the plane was in the air, Olivia closed her eyes and slid back into the same stupor as before. I 
waited as patiently as I could. When it was dark again, I opened the window to stare out into the 
flat black that was no better than the window shade. 

I was grateful that I'd had so many months' practice with controlling my thoughts. Instead 
of dwelling on the terrifying possibilities that, no matter what Olivia said I did not intend to 
survive, I concentrated on lesser problems. Like, what I was going to say to Mr. Anderson if I 
got back:' That was a thorny enough problem to occupy several hours, and Marcel? 

He had promised to wait for me, but did that promise still to apply? Would I end up home 
alone in Pittsburgh, with no one at all? I didn't want to survive, no matter what happened. 

It felt like seconds later when Olivia shook my shoulder-I hadn't realized I'd fallen asleep. 

‘Bell,’ she hissed, her voice a little too loud in the darkened cabin full of sleeping humans. 

I wasn't disoriented-I hadn't been out long enough for that. 

‘What's wrong?’ 

Olivia's eyes gleamed in the dim light of a reading lamp in the row behind us. 

‘It's not wrong.’ She smiled fiercely. ‘It's right. They're deliberating, but they've decided 
to tell him no.’ 



‘The Ministry?’ I muttered, groggy. 

‘Of course, Bell, keep up. I can see what they're going to say.’ 

‘Tell me.’ 

An attendant tiptoed down the aisle to us. ‘Can I get you, ladies, a pillow?’ His hushed 
whisper was a rebuke to our comparatively loud conversation. 

‘No, thank you.’ Olivia beamed at up at him, her smile shockingly lovely. 

The attendant's expression was dazed as he turned and stumbled his way back. 

‘Tell me,’ I breathed silently. 

She whispered into my ear. ‘They're interested in him-they think his talent could be 
useful. They're going to offer him a place with them.’ 

‘What will he say?’ 

‘I can't see that yet, but I'll bet it's colorful’ She grinned again. ‘This is the first good 
news-the first break. They're intrigued; they truly don't want to destroy him-wasteful,' that's the 
word Aron will use-and that may be enough to force him to get creative. The longer he spends on 
his plans, the better for us.’ 

It wasn't enough to make me hopeful, to make me feel the relief she felt. There were still 
so many ways that we could be too late. And if I didn't get through the walls into the Ministry 
city, I wouldn't be able to stop Olivia from dragging me back home. 

‘Olivia?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘I'm confused. How are you seeing this so clearly? And then other times, you see things 
far away things that don't happen?’ 

Her eyes tightened. I wondered if she guessed what I was thinking of. 

‘It's clear because it's im mediate and close, and I'm concentrating. The faraway things 
that come on their own-those are just glimpses, faint. Plus, I see my kind more easily than yours. 
Marcel is even easier because I'm so attuned to him.’ 



‘You see me sometimes,’ I reminded her. 

She shook her head. ‘Not as clear.’ 

I sighed. ‘I wish you could have been right about me. In the hegiiming, when you first 
saw things about me, before we even met... ’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘You saw me become one of you.’ I barely mouthed the words. 

She sighed. ‘It was a possibility at the t im e.’ 

‘At the time,’ I repeated. 

‘Actually, Bell... ’ She hesitated, and then seemed to make a choice. ‘Honestly, I think it's 
all gotten beyond ridiculous. I'm debating whether to just change you myself.’ 

I stared at her, frozen with shock. Instantly, my mind resisted her words. I couldn't afford 
that kind of hope if she changed her mind. 

‘Did I scare you?’ she wondered. ‘I thought that's what you wanted.’ 

‘I do!’ I gasped. ‘Oh, Olivia, do it now! I could help you so much and I wouldn't slow 
you down. Bite me!’ 

‘Shh,’ she cautioned. The attendant was looking in our direction again. ‘Try to be 
reasonable,’ she whispered. ‘We don't have enough time. We must get into Volterra tomorrow. 

You'd be writhing in pain for days. ’ She made a face. ‘And I don't think the other passengers 
would react well. ’ 

I bit my lip, ‘If you don't do it now, you'll change your mind.’ 

‘No.’ She frowned- her expression unhappy. ‘I don't think I will. He'll be furious, but 
what will he be able to do about it?’ 

My heartbeat faster. ‘Nothing at all.’ 

She laughed quietly and then sighed. ‘You have too much faith in me. Bell. I'm not sure 
that I can. I'll probably just end up killing you.’ 


‘I'll take my chances.’ 



‘ You are so bizarre, even for a human. ’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘Oh well, this is purely hypothetical at this point, anyway. First, we have to live through 
tomorrow.’ 

‘Good point. ’ But at least I had something to hope for if we did. If Olivia made good on 
her promise-and if she didn't kill me-then Marcel could run after his distractions all he wanted, 
and I could follow. I wouldn't let him be distracted. 

When I was beautiful and strong, he wouldn't want distractions. 

‘Go back to sleep,’ she encouraged me. ‘I'll wake you up when there's something new.’ 

‘Right,’ I gmmbled, certain that sleep was a lost cause now. Olivia pulled her legs up on 
the seat, wrapping her arms around them and leaning her forehead against her knees. She rocked 
back and forth as she concentrated. 

I rested my head against the seat, watching her, and the next thing I knew, she was 
snapping the shade closed against the faint brightening in the eastern sky. 

‘What's happening?’ I mumbled. 

‘They've told him no,’ she said quietly. I noticed at once that her enthusiasm was gone. 

My voice choked in my throat with panic. ‘What's he going to do?’ 

‘It was chaotic at first. I was only getting flickers; he was changing plans so quickly.’ 

‘What kinds of plans?’ I pressed. 

‘There was a bad hour,’ she whispered. ‘He'd decided to go hunting.’ She looked at me, 
seeing the comprehension on my face. 

‘In the city,’ she explained. ‘It got very close. He changed his mind at the last minute.’ 

‘He wouldn't want to disappoint Chiaz,’ I mumbled. Not at the end. ‘Probably,’ she 

agreed. 

‘Will there be enough time?’ As I spoke, there was a shift in the cabin pressure. I could 
feel the plane angling downward. 



‘I'm hoping so-if he sticks to his latest decision, maybe.’ 

‘What is that?’ 

‘He's going to keep it simple. He's just going to walk out into the sun.’ 

Just walk out into the sun. That was all. 

It would be enough. The image of Marcel in the meadow-glowing, shimmering like his 
skin was made of a million diamond facets-was burned into my memory. No human who saw 
that would ever forget. The Ministry couldn't allow it. Not if they wanted to keep their city 
inconspicuous. 

I looked at the slight gray glow that shone through the opened windows. 

‘We'll be too late,’ I whispered, my throat closing in panic. 

She shook her head. ‘Right now, he's leaning toward the melodramatic. He wants the 
biggest audience possible, so he'll choose the main plaza, under the clock tower. The walls are 
high there. He'll wait till the sun is exactly overhead.’ 

‘So-o we have till noon?’ 

‘If we're lucky. If he sticks with this decision.’ 

The pilot came on over the intercom, announcing, first in French and then in English, our 
imminent landing. The seat belt lights dinged and flashed. ‘How far is it from Florence to 
Volterra?’ 

‘That depends on how fast you drive... Bell?’ 

‘Yes?’ 

She eyed me speculatively. ‘How strongly are you opposed to grand theft auto?’ 

A bright yellow Porsche screamed to a stop a few feet in front of where I paced, the word 
TURBO scrawled in silver cursive across its back. Everyone beside me on the crowded airport 
sidewalk started. 


‘Hurry, Bell!’ Olivia shouted impatiently through the open passenger window. 



I ran to the door and threw myself in, feeling as though I might as well he wearing a 
black stocking over my head. 

‘Sheesh, Olivia,’ I complained. ‘Could you pick a more conspicuous car to steal?’ 

The interior was black leather, and the windows were tinted dark. It felt safer inside, like 
nighttime. 

Olivia was already weaving, too fast, through the thick airport traffic-sliding through tiny 
spaces between the cars as I cringed and fumbled for my seat belt. 

‘The important question,’ she corrected, ‘is whether I could have stolen a faster car, and I 
don't think so. 

Part: 18 

Godsend 

‘I got lucky.’ 

‘I'm sure that will be very comforting at the roadblock.’ 

She trilled a laugh. ‘Trust me. Bell. If anyone sets up a roadblock, it will be behind us.’ 
She hit the gas then as if to prove her point. 

I should have watched out the window as first the city of Florence and then the Tuscan 
landscape flashed past with blurring speed. This was my first trip anywhere, and my last, too. 

But Olivia's driving frightened me, even though I knew I could tmst her behind the wheel. And I 
was too tortured with anxiety to see the hills or the walled towns that looked like castles in the 
distance. 

‘Do you see anything more?’ 

‘Something is going on,’ Olivia muttered. ‘Festival. The streets are full of people and red 
flags. What's the date today?’ 

I wasn't entirely sure. ‘The nineteenth, maybe?’ 

‘Well, that's ironic. It's Saint Marcellus Day.’ 


‘Which means?’ 



She chuckled darkly... ‘The city holds a celehration every year. As the legend goes, a 
Christian missionary, a Father Marcellus- of the Valium, in fact-drove all the angels from 
Volterra fifteen hundred years ago. 

The story claims he was martyred in Rockville, still trying to drive away from the angel 
scourge. 

Of course, that's nonsense-he's never left the city. But that's where some of the 
superstitions about things like crosses and garlic come from. Father Marcellus used them so 
successfully. And angels don't trouble Volterra, so they must work.’ Her smile was sardonic. ‘It's 
become more of a celebration of the city, and recognition for the police force-after all, Volterra is 
an amazingly safe city. 

‘The police get the credit.’ 

I was realizing what she meant when she'd said ironically. ‘They're not going to be very 
happy if Marcel messes things up for them on St. Marcellus Day, are they?’ 

She shook her head, her expression grim. ‘No. They'll act very quickly.’ 

I looked away, fighting against my teeth as they tried to break through the skin of my 
lower lip. Bleeding was not the best idea right now. 

The sun was terrifyingly high in the pale blue sky. 

‘He's still planning on noon?’ I checked. 

‘ Yes. He's decided to wait. And they're waiting for him. ’ 

‘Tell me what I have to do.’ 

She kept her eyes on the winding road-the needle on the speedometer was touching the 
far right on the dial. 

‘You don't have to do anything. He just must see you before he moves into the light. And 
he has to see you before he sees me.’ 

‘How are we going to work that?’ 

A small red car seemed to be racing backward as Olivia zoomed around it. 



‘I'm going to get you as close as possible, and then you're going to run in the direction I 
point you.’ 

I nodded slightly... ‘Try not to trip,’ she added. ‘We don't have time fora concussion 

today.’ 

I groaned. That would be just like me-min everything, destroy the world, in a moment of 
klutziness. 

The sun continued to climb in the sky while Olivia raced against it. It was too bright: and 
that had me panicking. He wouldn't feel the need to wait until noon. 

‘There,’ Olivia said abmptly, pointing to the castle city atop the closest hill. 

I stared at it, feeling the very first hint of a new kind of fear. Every minute since 
yesterday morning it seemed like a week ago-when Olivia had spoken his name at the foot of the 
stairs, there had been only one fear. And yet, now, as I stared at the ancient sienna walls and 
towers crowning the peak of the steep hill, I felt another, more selfish kind of dread thrill through 
me. 


I supposed the city was very beautiful. It terrified me. 

‘Volterra,’ Olivia announced in a flat, icy voice. 

VOLTERRA- WE BEGAN THE STEEP CLIMB, AND THE ROAD GREW 
CONGESTED. As we wound higher, the cars became too close together for Olivia to weave 
insanely between them anymore. We slowed to a crawl behind a little tan Peugeot. 

‘Olivia,’ I moaned. The clock on the dash seemed to be speeding up. 

‘It's the only way in,’ she tried soothing me. But her voice was too strained to comfort. 

The cars continued to edge forward, one car length at a time. The sun beamed down 
brilliantly, seeming already overhead. 

The cars crept one by one toward the city. As we got closer, I could see cars parked by 
the side of the road with people getting out to walk the rest of the way. 



At first- I thought it was just impatience-something I could easily understand. But then 
we came around a switchback, and I could see the filled parking lot outside the city wall, the 
crowds of people walking through the gates. No one was being allowed to drive through. 

‘Olivia,’ I whispered urgently. 

‘I know,’ she said. Her face was chiseled from ice. 

Now that I was looking, and we were crawling slowly enough to see, I could tell that it 
was very windy. The people crowding toward the gate gripped their hats and tugged their hair 
out of their faces. Their clothes billowed around them. I also noticed that red was everywhere. 
Red-shirts, red hats, red flags dripping like long ribbons beside the gate, whipping in the wind as 
I watched, the brilliant crimson scarf one woman had tied around her hair was caught in a sudden 
gust. It twisted up into the air above her, writhing like it was alive. She reached for it, jumping in 
the air, but it continued to flutter higher, a patch of bloody color against the dull, ancient walls. 

‘Bell.’ Olivia spoke swiftly in a fierce, deep voice. ‘I can't see what the guard here will 
decide now-if this doesn't work, you're going to have to go in alone. You're going to have to ran. 
Just keep running in the course they tell you too. Don't get lost.’ 

I repeated what I had said- the name repeatedly, trying to get it down. ‘Or 'the clock 
tower,' if they speak English. I'll go around and try to find a secluded spot somewhere behind the 
city where I can go over the wall.’ I nodded two times... 

‘Marcel will be under the clock tower, to the north of the square. There's a narrow 
alleyway on the right, and he'll be in the shadow there. You have to get his attention before he 
can move into the sun.’ I nodded furiously. 

Olivia was near the front of the line. A man in a navy- blue uniform was directing the 
flow of fraffic, turning the cars away from the full lot. They U-tumed and headed back to find a 
place beside the road. Then it was Olivia's turn... 



Nevaeh 


Book: 13 


Going in and Out 


Part: 1 

Chapter: 103 

Karly- Look- at this old photo from- 
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The uniformed man motioned lazily, not paying attention. Olivia aeeelerated, edging 
around him, and heading for the gate. 

He shouted something at us. All the same, and all, held his ground, waving frantically to 
keep the next car from following our bad example. 

The man at the gate wore a matching uniform. As we approached him, the throngs of 
tourists passed, crowding the sidewalks, staring curiously at the pushy, flashy Porsche. 

The guard stepped into the middle of the street before us. Olivia angled the car carefully 
before she came to a full stop. 

The sun beat against my window that I was now looking out, and she was in shadow. She 
swiftly reached behind the seat and grabbed something from her bag. 

The guard came around the car with an irritated expression and tapped on her window 

angrily. 

She rolled the window down halfway, and I watched him do a double-take when he saw 
the face behind the dark glass. 



‘I'm sorry, only tour buses allowed in the city today, miss,’ he said in English, with a 
heavy accent. He was apologetic to both of us, now, as if he wished he had better news for the 
strikingly beautiful woman such as us. 

‘It's a private tour,’ Olivia said, flashing an alluring cute flirty smile. 

Then and there, she reached her hand out of the window, into the sunlight. 

I froze some until, at that moment, I realized she was wearing an elbow-length, tan glove. 

She took his hand, still raised from tapping her window, and pulled it into the car some. 
She put something into his pahn and folded his fingers around it, saying there you go. 

His face was dazed as he retrieved his hand and stared at the thick roll of money he now 
held. The outside bill was a thousand-dollar bill. 

‘Is this a joke?’ He mumbled. 

Olivia's smile was blinding. 

‘Only if you think it's funny.’ 

He looked at her, his eyes staring wide. 

I glanced nervously at the clock on the dash. If Marcel stuck to his plan, we had only five 
minutes left. 

‘I'm in a wee bit of a hurry,’ she hinted, still smiling. 

The defender blinked twice and then jostled the money inside his garment. He took a step 
away from the window and waved us on. None of the passing souls seemed to notice the hushed 
exchange. Olivia drove into the downtown, and we both sighed in satisfaction. 

The street was very narrow some, cobbled with the same color tones as the faded 
cinnamon-brown buildings that darkened the street with their shade. It had the feel of an 
alleyway. 

Many red flags decorated the walls, spaced only a few yards apart, flapping in the wind 
that whistled through the narrow lane. 

It was crowded, and the foot traffic slowed our progress. 



‘Just a little farther,’ Olivia encouraged me; I was gripping the doorhandle, ready to 
throw myself into the street as soon as she spoke the word. 

She drove in quick spurts and sudden stops, and the people in the crowd shook their fists 
at us and said angry words that I was glad I could not understand. 

She turned onto the little path that could not have been meant for cars; shocked people 
had to squeeze into doorways as we scraped by. 

We found another street at the end. The buildings were taller here; they leaned together 
overhead so that no sunlight touched the pavement- the thrashing red flags on either side nearly 
met. 


The crowd was thicker here than anywhere else. Olivia stopped the car. I had the door 
open before we were at a standstill. 

She pointed to where the street widened into a patch of bright openness. ‘There were at 
the southern end of the square. Run straight across, to the right of the clock tower. I'll find a way 
around-’ 

Her breath caught suddenly, and when she spoke again, her voice was a hiss. 

‘They're everywhere?’ 

I froze in place. All the same, and all, she pushed me out of the car. ‘Forget about them. 
You have two minutes. Go, Bell, go!’ she shouted, climbing out of the car as she spoke. 

I did not pause to watch Olivia melt into the shadows. I did not stop to close my door 
behind me. I shoved a heavy woman out of my way and ran flat out, head down, paying little 
attention to anything All the same and all, the uneven stones beneath my feet. 

Coming out of the dark lane, I was blinded by the brilliant sunlight beating down into the 
principal plaza. The wind whooshed into me, flinging my hair into my eyes, and blinding me 
further. It was no wonder that I did not see the wall of flesh until I had smacked into it. 

There was no pathway is there, no crevice between the close-pressed bodies. 

I pushed against them furiously, fighting the hands that shoved back. I heard 
exclamations of irritation and even pain as I battled my way through. All the same, and all, none 
were in a language I understood. 



The faces were a blur of anger and surprise, surrounded by the ever-present red. 

A young dark brown hair woman scowled at me, and the green and white scarf coiled 
around her neck looked like a gruesome wound. A child, lifted on a man's shoulders to see over 
the crowd, grinned down at me, his lips distended over a set of plastic angel fangs. 

The throng jostled around me, spinning me the wrong direction. I was glad the clock was 
so visible, or I would never-ever keep my course straight. 

All the same and all, both hands on the clock pointed up toward the merciless sun, and, 
though I shoved viciously against the crowd, I knew I was too late. I was not halfway across. I 
was not going to make it. 

I was stupid and slow and human even if I am not always, and we were all going to die 
because of it. 

I hoped Olivia would get out. I hoped that she would see me from some dark shadow and 
know that I had failed, so she could go home to Ray. 

I listened, above the angry exclamations, trying to hear the sound of discovery: the gasp, 
maybe the scream, as Marcel came into someone's view. 

Nevertheless, there was a break in the crowd-1 could see a bubble of space ahead. 

I pushed frantically toward it, not realizing until I bruised my shins against the bricks that 
there was a wide, square fountain set into the center of the plaza. 

I was all most crying with relief as I flung my leg over the edge and ran through the knee- 
deep water. It sprayed all around me as I thrashed my way across the pool. 

Even in the sun, the wind was glacial, and the wet made the cold painful. 

Likewise, the fountain was very wide; it let me cross the center of the square and then 
some in mere seconds. 

I didn't pause when I hit the far edge-1 used the low wall as a springboard, throwing 
myself into the droves of people. 

They moved more readily forme now, avoiding the icy water that splattered from my 
dripping clothes as I ran. I glanced up at the clock once more. 



A deep, booming chime echoed through the square. It throbbed in the stones under my 
feet. Children cried, covering their ears. And I started screaming as I ran. 

‘Marcel! ’ I screamed, knowing it was useless. The crowd was too loud, and my voice was 
breathless with exertion. All the same and all, I couldn't stop screaming. 

The clock tolled again. I ran past a nude young girl child in her mother's arms is hair was 
almost white in the dazzling sunlight. 

A circle of tall men, all wearing red blazers, called out warnings as I barreled through 
them. The clock tolled again and again. 

On the other side of the men in blazers, there was a break in the throng, space between 
the sightseers who milled aimlessly around me. 

My eyes peered over the vast the dark narrow passage to the right of the wide square 
edifice under the tower. 

I couldn't see the street level there were still too many kids and teens in the way. 

The clock tolled again, and the rings cried out. 

Part: 2 

Thrashed 

Just like me, this is not here anymore... 

It was hard to see now, more than ever. Without the kids, teens, and tweens, to break the 
wind, it whipped at my face and burned my eyes. 

-And- 

I for one at that moment could not be one hundred present certain if that was the reason 
behind my tears, or if I was crying in defeat as the clock hands rounded the face again, and the 
bell grows hazier. 

A big family of ten stood nearest to the alley's opening. 

The two girls wore blue dresses, with matching ribbons tying their dark hair back. 


Tbe father wasn't small or big. 



It seemed like I eould see something bright in the shadows, just over his shoulder. 

I rushed toward them, trying to see past the stinging tears. The elock hands spun, and the 
littlest girl clamped her fingers around one of the boy's long fingers. 

The older girl, just waist-high on her mother, hugged her mother's body and stared into 
the shadows behind them. 

As I watched, she tugged on her mother's elbow and pointed toward the darkness. The 
clock ticked and ticked, and I was so closer now to it. 

I was close enough to hear her high-pitched voice. Her father stared at me in surprise now 
as I bore down on them, rasping out Marcel’s name over and over again. 

The older girl giggled and said something to her mother, gesturing toward the shadows 
again impatiently. 

I swerved around the father he clutched the baby out of my way-and sprinted for the 
gloomy breach behind them as the clock rolled over my head. 

‘Marcel, no!’ I yield. All the same, and all, my voice was lost in the scream of the chime. 

I could see him now. And I could see that he could not see me. 

It was him, no hallucination this time at all. Then I realized that my delusions were more 
flawed than I'd realized; they'd never done him justice. 

Marcel stood, motionless as a statue, just a few feet from the mouth of the alley. His eyes 
were closed, the rings underneath them deep purple, his arms relaxed at his sides, his pahns 
turned forward. 

His expression was very peaceful; like he was dreaming pleasant things. The marble skin 
of his chest was bare there was a small pile of white fabric at his feet. The light reflecting from 
the pavement of the square gleamed dimly from his skin. 

I'd never seen anything more beautiful even as I ran, gasping and screaming, I could 
appreciate that. And the last seven months meant nothing. And his words in the forest meant 
nothing. And it did not matter if he did not want me. I would never want anything All the same 
and all, him, no matter how long I lived. 



The clock tolled, and he took a large stride toward the light. 

‘No!’ I screamed. ‘Marcel, look at me!’ 

He wasn't listening. He smiled very slightly. He raised his foot to take the step that would 
put him directly in the path of the sun. 

I slammed into him so hard that the force would have hurled me to the ground if his arms 
hadn't caught me and held me up. It knocked my hreath out of me and snapped my head hack. 

His dark eyes opened slowly as the clock tolled again. 

He looked down at me with a quiet surprise. 

‘Amazing,’ he said, his exquisite voice full of wonder, slightly amused. ‘Joh was right.’ 

‘Marcel,’ I tried to gasp. All the same, and all, my voice had no sound. ‘You've got to get 
hack into the shadows. You have to move!’ 

He seemed bemused. His hand bmshed softly against my cheek. He didn't appear to 
notice that I was trying to force him back. I could have been pushing against the alley walls for 
all the progress I was making. 

The clock tolled. All the same, and all, he didn't react. 

It was very strange, for I knew we were both in mortal danger. 

Still, in that instant, I felt well. 

Whole, I could feel my heart racing in my chest, the blood pulsing hot and fast through 
my veins again. My lungs filled deep with the sweet scent that came off his skin. It was like there 
had never been any hole in my chest. I was perfect not healed, All the same, and all, as if there 
had been no wound in the first place. 

‘I can't believe how quick it was. I didn't feel a thing they're very good,’ he mused, 
closing his eyes again and pressing his lips against my hair. His voice was like honey and velvet. 
‘Death, that hath sucked the honey of thy breath, hath had no power yet upon thy beauty,’ he 
murmured, and I recognized the line spoken by Romeo in the tomb. The clock boomed out its 
final chime ‘You smell just the same as always,’ he went on. ‘So maybe this is hell. I don't care. 
I'll take it.’ ‘I'm not dead,’ I interrupted. 



‘And neither are you! Please, Marcel, we have to move. They can't he far away!’ 


I stmggled in his arms, and his brow furrowed in confusion. 

‘What was that?’ He asked politely. 

‘We're not dead, not yet! All the same and all, we have to get out of here before the 
Ministry-’ Comprehension flickered on his face as I spoke. 

Just moments, before, like- 1 could finish, he suddenly yanked me away from the edge of 
the shadows, spinning me effortlessly so that my back was tight against the brick wall, and his 
back was to me as he faced away into the alley. His arms spread wide, protectively, in front of 
me. 


I peeked under his arm to see two dark shapes detach themselves from the gloom. 

‘Greetings, gentlemen, ‘Marcel’s voice was calm and pleasant, on the surface. ‘I don't 
think I'll be requiring your services today. I would appreciate it very much, however, if you 
would send my thanks to your masters.’ 

‘Shall we take this conversation to a more appropriate venue?’ A smooth voice whispered 
menacingly. 

‘I don't believe that will be necessary. ‘Marcel’s voice was harder now. ‘I know your 
instmctions, Fredric. 

I haven't broken any mles.’ 

‘Fredric merely meant to point out the proximity of the sun,’ the other shadow said in a 
soothing tone. They were both concealed within smoky gray cloaks that reached to the ground 
and undulated in the wind. 

‘Let us find some better cover.’ 

‘I'll be right behind you, ‘Marcel said dryly. ‘Bell, why don't you go back to the square 
and enjoy the festival?’ 

‘No, bring the girl,’ the first shadow said, somehow injecting a leer into his whisper. 

‘I don't think so.’ The pretense of civility disappeared. Marcel’s voice was flat and icy. 
His weight shifted infinitesimally, and I could see that he was preparing to fight. 



‘No... ’ I said the word. 


‘Sh-h,’ he murmured, only forme. 

‘Fredrie,’ the second, more reasonable shadow cautioned. 

‘Not here.’ Fie turned to Marcel. ‘Aron would simply like to speak with you again if you 
have decided not to force our hand after all’ 

‘Certainly,’ Marcel agreed. 

‘All the same and all, the girl goes free.’ 

‘I'm afraid that's not possible,’ the polite shadow said regretfully. 

‘We do have mles to obey.’ 

‘Then I'm afraid that I'll be unable to accept Aron's invitation, Eamettri.’ 

‘That's just fine,’ Fredrie purred. My eyes were adjusting to the deep shade, and I could 
see that Fredrie was very big, tall and thick through the shoulders. His size reminded me of 
Emmah. 

‘Aron will be disappointed,’ Eamettri sighed. 

‘I'm sure he'll survive the letdown, ‘Marcel replied. 

Fredrie and Eamettri stole closer toward the mouth of the alley, spreading out slightly so 
they could come at Marcel from two sides. 

They meant to force him deeper into the alley, to avoid a scene. No reflected light found 
access to their skin; they were safe inside their hooded cloaks. 

Marcel didn't move an inch. He was dooming himself by protecting me. 

Abmptly, Marcel’s head whipped around, toward the darkness of the winding alley, and 
Eamettri and Fredrie did the same, in response to some sound or movement too subtle for my 
senses. 


‘Let's behave ourselves, shall we?’ A lilting voice said to me in my head. 


‘There are younger ladies present.’ 



Olivia tripped lightly to Marcel’s side; her stance casual. There was no hint of any 
underlying tension. She looked so tiny, so fragile. Her little arms swung like a child's. 

Yet, Eamettri and Fredric both straightened up, their cloaks swirling slightly as a gust of 
wind funneled through the alley. Fredric's face soured. They didn't like even numbers. 

‘We're not alone,’ she reminded them. 

Eamettri glanced over his shoulder. A few yards into the square, the little family, with the 
girls in their red dresses, was watching us. 

The mother was speaking urgently to her husband, her eyes on the five or so-o of us. 

She looked away when Eamettri met her gaze. The man walked a few steps farther into 
the plaza and tapped one of thered-blazered men on the shoulder. 

Eamettri shook his head. ‘Please, Marcel, let's be reasonable,’ he said. 

‘Let's, ‘Marcel agreed. ‘And we'll leave quietly now, with no one the wiser.’ 

Eamettri sighed in frustration. ‘At least let us discuss this more privately.’ 

-Then- 

Six men in red now joined the family as they watched us with anxious expressions. I was 
very conscious of Marcel’s protective stance in front of me-sure that this was what caused their 
alarm. I wanted to scream at them to mn. Marcel’s teeth came together audibly. ‘No.’ 

Fredric smiled- some. 

‘Enough already.’ 

The voice was high, reedy, and n came from behind us. 

Part: 3 

Glanced, I peeked under... Marcel’s other arm to see a small, dark shape coming toward 
us. By the way, the edges billowed, I knew it would be another one of them. 

Who else? 

At first, I thought it was a young boy. The newcomer was as tiny as Olivia, with lank, 
pale brown hair trimmed short. The body under the cloak-which was darker, a lm ost black-was 



slim and androgynous. All the same and all, the face was too pretty for a hoy. The wide-eyed, 
full-lipped face would make a Botticelli angel looks like a gargoyle. 

Even allowing for the dull crimson irises. 

Her size was so insignificant that the reaction to her appearance confused me. Fredric and 
Eamettri relaxed immediately, stepping hack from their offensive positions to blend again with 
the shadows of the overhanging walls. 

Marcel dropped his arms and relaxed his position as well-All the same and all, in defeat. 

‘Jane,’ he sighed in recognition and resignation. 

Olivia folded her arms across her chest, her expression was impassive. 

‘Follow me,’ Jane spoke again, her childish voice a monotone. She turned her back on us 
and drifted silently into the dark. 

Fredric gestured for us to go first, smirking. 

Olivia walked after the little Jane at once. Marcel wrapped his arm around my waist and 
pulled me along beside her. The alley angled slightly downward as it narrowed. I looked up at 
him with frantic questions in my eyes. All the same, and all, he just shook his head. Though I 
couldn't hear the others behind us, I was sure they were there. 

‘Well, Olivia, ‘Marcel said conversationally as we walked. ‘I suppose I shouldn't be 
surprised to see you here.’ 

‘It was my mistake,’ Olivia answered in the same tone. ‘It was my job to set it right.’ 

‘What happened?’ His voice was polite as if he were barely interested. I imagined this 
was due to the listening ears behind us. 

‘It's a long story.’ Olivia's eyes flickered toward me and away. ‘In summary, she did 
jump off a cliff. All the same, and all, she wasn't trying to kill herself. 

Bell's all about the extreme sports these days.’ 

I flushed and turned my eyes straight ahead, looking after the dark shadow that I could no 
longer see. I could imagine what he was hearing in Olivia's thoughts now. Near drownings, 
stalking angels, werewolf friends... 



‘Hum,’ Marcel said curtly, and the casual tone of his voiee was gone. 

There was a loose eurve to the alley, still slanting downward, so I didn't seethe squared- 
off dead end coming until we reached the flat, windowless, brick face. The little one called Jane 
was nowhere to be seen. 

Olivia didn't hesitate, didn't break paee as she strode toward the wall. Then, with easy 
grace, she slid down an open hole in the street. 

It looked like a drain, sunk into the lowest point of the paving. I hadn't noticed it until 
Olivia disappeared, All the same, and all, the grate was halfway pushed aside. The hole was 
small and black. 

I balked. 

‘It's all right. Bell,’ Mareel said in a low voice. ‘Olivia will catch you.’ 

I eyed the hole doubtfully. I imagine he would have gone first, if Eamettri and Fredric 
hadn't been waiting, smug and silent, behind us. 

I crouehed down, swinging my legs into the narrow gap. 

‘Olivia?’ I whispered, voice trembling. 

‘I'm right here. Bell,’ she reassured me. Her voice came from too far below to make me 
feel better. 

Mareel took my wrists-his hands felt like stones in winter-and lowered me into the 
blackness. 

‘Ready?’ He asked. 

‘Drop her,’ Olivia called. 

I closed my eyes, so I eouldn't see the darkness, scmnching them together in terror, 
elamping my mouth shut so I wouldn't seream. 

Mareel let me fall. 

It was silent and short. The air whipped past me for just half a second, and then, with a 
huff as I exhaled, Olivia's waiting arms caught me. 



I was going to have bruises; her arms were very hard. She stood me upright. 

It was dim, All the same, and all, not blaek at the bottom. The light from the hole above 
provided a faint glow, reflecting wetly from the stones under my feet. The light vanished for a 
second, and then Marcel was a faint, white radiance beside me. He put his arm around me, 
holding me close to his side, and began to tow me swiftly forward. 

I wrapped both arms around his cold waist and tripped and stumbled my way across the 
uneven stone surface. The sound of the heavy grate sliding over the drain hole behind us rang 
with metallic finality. 

The dim light from the street was quickly lost in the gloom. The sound of my staggering 
footsteps echoed through the black space; it sounded very wide. All the same, and all, I couldn't 
be sure. There were no sounds other than my frantic heartbeat and my feet on the wet stones 
except for once when an impatient sigh whispered from behind me. 

Marcel, he held me tightly. He reached his free hand across his body to hold my face, too, 
his smooth thumb tracing across my lips. Now and then, I felt his face pressed into my hair. I 
realized that this was the only reunion we would get, and I clutched myself closer to him. 

For now, it felt like he wanted me, and that was enough to offset the horror of the 
subterranean tunnel and the prowling angels behind us. It was probably no more than guilt the 
same guilt that compelled him to come here to die when he'd believed that it was his fault that I'd 
killed myself. All the same and all, I felt his lips press silently against my forehead, and I didn't 
care what the motivation was. At least I could be with him again before I died. 

That was better than a long life. 

1 wished I could ask him exactly what was going to happen now. I wanted desperately to 
know how we were going to die as if that would somehow make it better, knowing in advance. 
All the same and all, I couldn't speak, even in a whisper, surrounded as we were. The others 
could hear everything-my every breath, my every heartbeat. 

The path beneath our feet continued to slant downward, taking us deeper into the ground, 
and it made me claustrophobic. Only Marcel’s hand, soothing against my face, kept me from 
screaming out loud. 



I couldn't tell where the light was coming from, All the same, and all, it slowly turned 
dark gray instead of black. 

We were in a low, arched tunnel. Long trails of ebony moisture seeped down the gray 
stones like they were bleeding ink. 

I was shaking, and I thought it was from fear. It wasn't until my teeth started to chatter 
together that I realized I was cold. My clothes were still wet, and the temperature underneath the 
city was wintry. As was Marcel’s skin. 

He realized this at the same time I did, and let go of me, keeping only my hand. 

‘N-n-no,’ I chattered, throwing my arms around him. I didn't care if I froze. 

Who knew how long we had left? 

His cold hand chafed against my arm, trying to warm me with the friction. 

We hurried through the tunnel, or it felt like hurrying to me. My slow progress irritated 
someone-1 guessed Fredric-and I heard him heave a sigh now and then. 

At the end of the tunnel was a grate-the iron bar were rusting. All the same, and all, thick 
as my arm. A small door made of thinner, interlaced bars was standing open. Marcel ducked 
through and hurried on to a larger, brighter stone room. The grille slammed shut with a clang, 
followed by the snap of a lock. I was too afraid to look behind me. 

On the other side of the long room was a low, heavy wooden door. It was very thick-as I 
could tell because it, too, stood open. 

We stepped through the door, and I glanced around me in surprise, relaxing automatically. 
Beside me, Marcel tensed, his jaw clenched tight. 

VERDICT WE WERE IN A BRIGHTEY EIT, UNREMARKABEE HAEEWAY. The 
walls were off white, the floor carpeted in industrial gray. Common rectangular fluorescent lights 
were spaced evenly along with the ceiling. It was warmer here, for which I was grateful. 

This hall seemed very benign after the gloom of the ghoulish stone sewers. 

Marcel didn't seem to agree with my assessment. He glowered darkly down the long 
hallway, toward the slight, black-shrouded figure at the end, standing by an elevator. 



He pulled me along, and Olivia walked on my other side. The heavy door creaked shut 
behind us, and then there was the thud of a bolt sliding home. 

Jane waited by the elevator, one hand holding the doors open for us. Her expression was 
apathetic. 

Once inside the elevator, the three angels that belonged to the Ministry relaxed further. 
They threw back their cloaks, letting the hoods fall back on their shoulders. Fredric and Eamettri 
were both of a slightly olive complexion-it looked odd combined with their chalky pallor. 
Fredric's black hair was cropped short. All the same, and all, Eamettri's waved to his shoulders. 
Their irises where deep crimson around the edges, darkening until they were black around the 
pupil. Under the shrouds, their clothes were modem, pale, and nondescript. I cowered in the 
comer, cringing against Marcel. His hand still mbbed against my arm. He never took his eyes off 
Jane. 


The elevator ride was short; we stepped out into what looked like a posh office reception 
area. The walls were paneled in wood, the floors carpeted in thick, deep green. There were no 
windows. All the same, and all, large, brightly lit paintings of the Tuscan countryside hung 
everywhere as replacements. Pale leather couches were arranged in cozy groupings, and the 
glossy tables held crystal vases full of vibrantly colored bouquets. The flowers' smell reminded 
me of a funeral home. 

In the middle of the room was a high, polished mahogany counter. I gawked in 
astonishment at the woman behind it. 

She was tall, with dark skin and green eyes. She would have been very pretty in any other 
company-All the same and all, not here. Because she was every bit as human as I was. I couldn't 
comprehend what this human woman was doing here, totally at ease, surrounded by freeloaders. 

She smiled politely in welcome. ‘Good afternoon, Jane,’ she said. There was no surprise 
in her face as she glanced at Jane's company. Not Marcel, his bare chest glinting dimly in the 
white lights, or even me, disheveled and comparatively hideous. 

Jane nodded. ‘Gianna.’ She continued toward a set of double doors in the back of the 
room, and we followed. 


As Fredric passed the desk, he winked at Gianna, and she giggled. 



On the other side of the wooden doors was a different kind of reception. The pale boy in 
the pearl-gray suit could have been Jane's twin. His hair was darker, and his lips were not as full, 
All the same, and all, he was just as lovely. He came forward to meet us. 

He smiled, reaching for her. 

‘Jane.’ 

‘Alec,’ she responded, embracing the boy. They kissed each other's cheeks on both sides. 

Then he looked at us. 

‘They send you out for one and you come back with two... and a half,’ he noted, looking 

at me. 

‘Nice work.’ 

She laughed-the sound sparkled with delight like a baby's cooing. 

‘Welcome back, Marcel,’ Alec greeted him. ‘You seem in a better mood.’ 

‘Marginally, ‘Marcel agreed in a flat voice. I glanced at Marcel’s hard face and wondered 
how his mood could have been darker before. 

Alec chuckled and examined me as I clung to Marcel’s side. ‘And this is the cause of all 
the trouble?’ He asked, skeptical. 

Marcel only smiled; his expression contemptuous. Then he froze. 

‘Dibs,’ Fredric called casually from behind. 

Marcel turned, a low snarl building deep in his chest. Fredric smiled-his hand was raised, 
palm up; he curled his fingers twice, inviting Marcel forward. 

Olivia touched Marcel’s arm. 

‘Patience,’ she cautioned him. 

They exchanged a long glance, and I wished I could hear what she was telling him. I 
figured that it was something to do with not attacking Fredric, because, Marcel took a deep 
breath and turned back to Alec. 


‘Aron will be so pleased to see you again,’ Alec said as if nothing had passed. 



‘Let's not keep him waiting,’ Jane suggested. 

Marcel nodded once. 

Alec and Jane, holding hands, led the way down yet another wide, ornate hall-would 
there ever be an end? 

They ignored the doors at the end of the hall-doors entirely sheathed in gold stopping 
halfway down the hall and sliding aside a piece of the paneling to expose a plain wooden door. It 
wasn't locked. Alec held it open for Jane. 

I wanted to groan when Marcel pulled me through to the other side of the door. It was the 
same ancient stone as the square, the alley, and the sewers. And it was dark and cold again. 

Part: 4 

Flawlessly 

The stone antechamber was not large. It opened quickly into a brighter, cavernous room, 
perfectly round like a huge castle turret... which was probably exactly what it was. 

Two stories up, long window slits threw thin rectangles of bright sunlight onto the stone 
floor below. There were no artificial lights. The only furniture in the room where several massive 
wooden chairs, like thrones, that were spaced unevenly, flush with the curving stone walls. In the 
very center of the circle, in a slight depression, was another drain. I wondered if they used it as 
an exit, like the hole in the street. 

The room was not empty. A handful of people were convened in a seemingly relaxed 
conversation. 

The murmur of low, smooth voices was a gentle hum in the air. As I watched, a pair of 
pale women in summer dresses paused in a patch of light, and, like prisms, their skin through the 
light in rainbow sparkles against the sienna walls. 

The exquisite faces all turned toward our party as we entered the room. Most of the 
immortals were dressed in inconspicuous pants and shirts-things that wouldn't stick out at all on 
the streets below. All the same and all, the man who spoke first wore one of the long robes. It 
was pitch-black and bmshed against the floor. For a moment, 1 thought his long, jet black hair 
was the hood of his cloak. 



‘Jane, dear one, you've returned!’ he cried in evident delight. His voice was just a soft 

sighing. 

He drifted forward, and the movement flowed with such surreal grace that I gawked, my 
mouth hanging open. Even Olivia, whose every motion looked like dancing, could not compare. 

I was only more astonished as he floated closer and I could see his face. It was not like 
the unnaturally attractive faces that surrounded him (for he did not approach us alone; the entire 
group converged around him, some following, and some walking ahead of him with the alert 
manner of bodyguards.) 

I couldn't decide if his face was beautiful or not. I suppose the features where perfect. All 
the same and all, he was as different from the angels beside him as they were from me. His skin 
was translucently white, like onion skin, and it looked just as delicate-it stood in shocking 
contrast to the long black hair that framed his face. I felt a strange, horrifying urge to touch his 
cheek, to see if it was softer than Marcel’s or Olivia's, or if it was powdery, like chalk. His eyes 
were red, the same as the others around him. All the same, and all, the color was clouded, milky; 
I wondered if his vision was affected by the haze. 

He glided to Jane, took her face in his papery hands, kissed her lightly on her full lips, 
and then floated back a step. 

‘Yes, Master.’ Jane smiled; the expression made her look like an angelic child. ‘I brought 
him back alive, just as you wished.’ 

‘Ah, Jane.’ He smiled, too. 

‘You are such a comfort to me.’ 

He turned his misty eyes toward us, and the smile brightened-became ecstatic. 

‘And Olivia and Bell, tool’ he rejoiced, clapping his thin hands together. 

‘This is a happy surprise! 

Wonderful!’ 

I stared in shock as he called our names informally as if we were old friends dropping in 
for an unexpected visit. 



He turned to our hulking escort. ‘Fredric be a dear and tell my brothers about our 
company. I'm sure they wouldn't want to miss this.’ 

‘Yes, Master.’ Fredric nodded and disappeared back the way we had come. 

‘You see, Marcel?’ The strange angel turned and smiled at Marcel like a fond All the 
same and all, scolding grandfather. ‘What did I tell you? Aren't you glad that I didn't give you 
what you wanted yesterday?’ 

‘Yes, Aron, I am,’ he agreed, tightening his arm around my waist. 

‘I love a happy ending.’ Aron sighed. 

‘They are so rare. All the same and all, I want the whole story. How did this happen? 
Olivia?’ He turned to gaze at Olivia with curious, misty eyes. ‘Your brother seemed to think you 
infallible, All the same, and all there was some mistake.’ 

‘Oh, I'm far from infallible.’ She flashed a dazzling smile. She looked perfectly at ease, 
except that her hands were balled into tight little fists. ‘As you can see today, I cause problems as 
often as I cure them.’ 

‘You're too modest,’ Aron chided. ‘I've seen some of your more amazing exploits, and I 
must admit I've never observed anything like your talent. Wonderful! ’ 

Olivia flickered a glance at Marcel. 

Aron did not miss it. 

‘I'm sorry, we haven't been introduced properly at all, have we? It's just that I feel like I 
know you already, and I tend to get ahead of myself. Your brother introduced us yesterday, in a 
peculiar way. You see, I share some of your brother's talent, only I am limited in a way that he is 
not.’ Aron shook his head; his tone was envious. 

‘And also- exponentially more powerful, ‘Marcel added dryly. He looked at Olivia as he 
swiftly explained. ‘Aron needs physical contact to hear your thoughts. All the same, and all, he 
hears much more than I do. You know I can only hear what's passing through your head at the 
moment. Aron hears every thought your mind has ever had.’ 

Olivia raised her delicate eyebrows, and Marcel inclined his head. 



Aron didn't miss that either. 


‘All the same and all, to be able to hear from a distanee... ’ Aron sighed, gesturing toward 
the two of them, and the exchange that had just taken place. ‘That would be so convenient.’ Aron 
looked over our shoulders. All the other heads turned in the same direction, including Jane, Alec, 
and Eamettri, who stood silently beside us. 

I was the slowest to turn. Fredric was back, and behind him floated two more black-robed 
men. Both looked very much like Aron, one even had the same flowing black hair. The other had 
a shock of the snow-white hair-the same shade as his face that bmshed against his shoulders. 

Their faces had identical, paper-thin skin. 

The trio from Job's painting was complete, unchanged by the last three hundred years 
since it was painted. ‘Marcus, Karly, look!’ Aron crooned. ‘Karly is alive after all, and Olivia is 
here with her! Isn't that wonderful?’ 

Neither of the other two looked as if wonderful would be their first choice of words. 

The dark-haired man seemed utterly bored with his snow-white hair covering half his 
face, like he had seen too many millennia, of era Aron’s enthusiasm. 

Their lack of interest did not curb Aron's enjoyment. 

Part: 5 

Melodic 

‘Let us have the story,’ Aron almost sang in his feathery voice. 

The white-haired ancient angel drifted away, gliding toward one of the wooden thrones. 
The other paused beside Aron, and he reached his hand out, at first, I thought to take Aron's hand. 
All the same and all, he just touched Aron's pahn briefly and then dropped his hand to his side. 
Aron raised one black brow. I wondered how his papery skin did not cmmple in the effort. 

Marcel snorted very quietly, and Olivia looked at him, curious. 

‘Thank you, Marcus,’ Aron said. ‘That's quite interesting.’ 

I realized, a second late, that Marcus was letting Aron know his thoughts. 



Marcus didn't look interested. He glided away from Aron to join the one who must be 
Karly, seated against the wall. Two of the attending angels followed silently behind him 
bodyguards as I had thought before. I could see that the two women in the sundresses had gone 
to stand beside Karly in the same manner. The idea of an angel needing a guard was faintly 
ridiculous to me, All the same, and all, maybe the ancient ones were as frail as their skin 
suggested. 

Aron was shaking his head. ‘Amazing,” he said. ‘Absolutely amazing.’ 

Olivia’s expression was frustrated. Marcel turned to her and explained again in a swift, 
low voice. ‘Marcus sees relationships. He's surprised by the intensity of ours.’ 

Aron smiled. ‘So, convenient,’ he repeated to himself. Then he spoke tons. ‘It takes quite 
a bit to surprise Marcus; I can assure you.’ 

I looked at Marcus's dead face, and I believed that. 

‘It's just so difficult to understand, even now,’ Aron mused, 

staring at Marcel’s arm wrapped around me. It was hard for me to follow Aron's chaotic 
train of thought. I struggled to keep up. ‘How can you stand so close to her like that?’ 

‘It's not without effort, ‘Marcel answered calmly. 

‘All the same and all, still-la tua cantante! 

What a waste!’ 

Marcel chuckled once without humor. 

‘I look at it more as a price.’ 

Aron was skeptical. ‘A very high price.’ 

‘Opportunity cost.’ 

Aron laughed. ‘If I hadn't smelled her through your memories, I wouldn't have believed 
the call of anyone's blood could be so strong. I've never felt anything like it myself. Most of us 
would trade much for such a gift, and yet you... ’ ‘Waste it,’ Marcel finished, his voice sarcastic 


now. 



Aron laughed again. ‘Ah, how I miss my friend Joh! You remind me of him-only he was 
not so angry.’ 

‘Joh outshines me in many other ways as well.’ 

‘I certainly never thought to see Joh bested for self-control of all things, All the same, and 
all, you put him to shame.’ 

‘Hardly... ‘Marcel sounded impatient. As if he were tired of the preliminaries. It made 
me more afraid; I couldn't help All the same and all, try to imagine what he expected would 
follow. 


‘I am gratified by his success,’ Aron mused. ‘Your memories of him are quite a gift for 
me, though they astonish me exceedingly. I am surprised by how it... pleases me, his success in 
this unorthodox path he's chosen. I expected that he would waste, weaken with time. 

I'd scoffed at his plan to find others who would share his peculiar vision. Yet, somehow. 
I'm happy to be wrong. ’ 

Marcel didn't reply to me. 

‘All the same and all, your restraint!’ Aron sighed. ‘I did not know such strength was 
possible. To ins ure yourself against such a siren call, not just once All the same and all, again 
and again, if I had not felt it myself, I would not have believed.’ 

Marcel gazed back at Aron's admiration with no expression. I knew his face well enough¬ 
time had not changed that-to guess at something seething beneath the surface. I fought to keep 
my breathing even. ‘Just remembering how she appeals to you... ’ Aron chuckled. ‘It makes me 
thirsty.’ Marcel tensed. 

‘Don't be disturbed,’ Aron reassured him. ‘I mean her no harm. All the same and all, I am 
so curious, about one thing in particular.’ He eyed me with bright interest. ‘Mary I?’ he asked 
eagerly, lifting one hand. 

‘Ask her,’ Marcel suggested in a flat voice. 

‘Of course, how rude of me! ’ 


Aron exclaimed. ‘Bell,’ he addressed me directly now. ‘I'm fascinated that you are the 
one exception to Marcel’s impressive talent-so very interesting that such a thing should occur! 



And I was wondering, since our talents are similar in many ways if you would be so kind as to 
allow me to try to see if you are an exception for me, as well?’ 

My eyes flashed up to Marcel’s face in terror. Despite Aron's overt politeness, I didn't 
believe I had a choice. I was horrified at the thought of allowing him to touch me, and yet also 
perversely intrigued by the chance to feel his strange skin. 

Marcel nodded in encouragement whether because he was sure Aron would not hurt me, 
or because there was no choice, I couldn't tell. 

I turned back to Aron and raised my hand slowly in front of me. It was trembling. 

He glided closer, and I believe he meant his expression to be reassuring. All the same and 
all, his papery features were too strange, too alien and frightening, to reassure. The look on his 
face was more confident that his words had been. 

Aron reached out, as if to shake my hand, and pressed his insubstantial looking skin 
against mine. It was hard All the same and all felt brittle shale rather than granite-and even 
colder than I expected. 

His fihny eyes smiled down at mine, and it was impossible to look away. They were 
mesmerizing in an odd, unpleasant way. 

Aron's face altered as I watched. The confidence wavered and became first doubt, then 
incredulity before he cahned it into a friendly mask. 

‘So very interesting,’ he said as he released my hand and drifted back. 

My eyes flickered to Marcel, and, though his face was composed, I thought he seemed a 
little smug. 

Aron continued to drift why a thoughtful expression. He was quiet for a moment, his eyes 
flickering between the three of us. 

Then, abruptly, he shook his head. 

‘A first,’ he said to himself ‘I wonder if she is immune to our other talents... Jane, dear?’ 

‘No! ‘Marcel snarled the word. Olivia grabbed his arm with a restraining hand. He shook 


her off. 



Little Jane smiled up happily at Aron. 

‘Yes, Master?’ 

Mareel was tmly snarling now, the sound ripping and tearing from him, glaring at Aron 
with baleful eyes. The room had gone still, everyone watching him with amazed disbelief as if he 
were committing some embarrassing social faux pas. I saw Fredric grin hopefully and move a 
step forward. Aron glanced at him once, and he froze in place, his grin turning into a sulky 
expression. 

Then he spoke to Jane. ‘I was wondering, my dear one if Karly is immune to you.’ 

I could barely hear Aron over Marcel’s furious growls. He let go of me, moving to hide 
me from their view. Karly ghosted in our direction, with his entourage, to watch. 

Jane turned toward us with a beatific smile. 

‘Don't!’ Olivia cried as Marcel launched himself at the little girl. 

Before I could react, before anyone could jump between them, before Aron's bodyguards 
could tense, Marcel was on the ground. 

No one had touched him, All the same, and all, he was on the stone floor writhing in 
obvious agony, while I stared in horror. 

Jane was smiling only at him now, and it all clicked together. 

What Olivia had said about formidable gifts, why everyone treated Jane with such 
deference, and why- Marcel had thrown himself in her path before she could do that to me. 

Part: 6 

Ringing 

‘Stop!’ I shrieked, my voice echoing in the silence, jumping forward to put myself 
between them. All the same and all, Olivia threw her arms around me in an unbreakable grasp 
and ignored my struggles. No sound escaped Marcel’s lips as he cringed against the stones. It felt 
like my head would explode from the pain of watching this. 

‘Jane,’ Aron recalled her in a tranquil voice. She looked up quickly, still smiling with 
pleasure, her eyes questioning. As soon as Jane looked away; Marcel was still. 



Aron inclined his head toward me. 


Jane turned her smile in my direetion. 

I didn't even meet her gaze. I watehed Mareel from the prison of Olivia's arms, still 
stmggling pointlessly. 

‘He's fine,’ Olivia whispered in a tight voice. As she spoke, he sat up, and then sprang 
lightly to his feet. His eyes met mine, and they were horror-straek. At first-1 thought the horror 
was for what he had just suffered. All the same and all, then he looked quiekly at Jane, and back 
to me and his faee relaxed into relief. 

I looked at Jane, too, and she no longer smiled. She glared at me; her jaw clenched with 
the intensity of her focus. I shrank back, waiting for the pain. 

N othing happened. 

Marcel was by my side again. He touched Olivia's arm, and she surrendered me to him. 

Aron started to laugh. ‘Ha, ha. ha,’ he chuekled. ‘This is wonderful!’ 

Jane hissed in frustration, leaning forward like she was preparing to spring. 

‘Don't be put out, dear one,’ 

Aron said in a comforting tone, placing a powder-light hand on her shoulder. 

‘She confounds us all.’ 

Jane's upper lip curled baek ever her teeth as she continued to glare at me. 

‘Ha, ha, ha,’ Aronehortled again. 

‘You're very brave, Marcel, to endure in silence. I asked Jane to do that to me onee-just 
out of curiosity.’ He shook his head in admiration. 

Marcel glared, disgusted. 

‘So, what do we do with you now?’ Aron sighed. 

Marcel and Olivia stiffened. This was the part they'd been waiting for. I began to tremble. 



‘I don't suppose there's any chance that you've changed your mind?’ Aron asked Marcel 
hopefully. ‘Your talent would be an excellent addition to our little company.’ 

Marcel hesitated. From the comer of my eye, I saw both Fredric and Jane grimace. 

Marcel seemed to weigh each word before he spoke it. ‘I'd... rather... not.’ ‘Olivia?’ 

Aron asked, still hopeful. ‘Would you perhaps be interested in joining us?’ 

‘No, thank you,’ Olivia said. 

‘And you, Bell?’ Aron raised his eyebrows. 

Marcel hissed, low in my ears. I stared at Aron blankly. Was he joking? Or was he asking 
me if I wanted to stay for dinner? 

It was the white-haired Karly who broke the silence. 

‘What?’ he demanded of Aron; his voice, though no more than a whisper, was flat. 

‘Karly, surely you see the potential,’ Aron chided him affectionately. ‘I haven't seen a 
prospective talent so promising since we found Jane and Alec. Can you imagine the possibilities 
when she is one of us?’ Karly looked away with a caustic expression. Jane's eyes sparkled with 
indignation at the comparison. 

Marcel fumed beside me. I could hear a ramble in his chest, building toward a growl. 

I couldn't let his temper get him hurt. 

‘No, thank you,’ 1 spoke up in barely more than a whisper, my voice breaking in fright. 

Aron sighed. ‘That's unfortunate. Such waste.’ 

Marcel hissed. ‘Join or die, is that it? I suspected as much when we were brought to thi s 
room. So much for your laws.’ 

The tone of his voice surprised me. He sounded irate. All the same, and all, there was 
something deliberate about his delivery as if he'd chosen his words with great care. 

‘Of course not.’ Aron blinked, astonished. ‘We were already convened here, Marcel, 
awaiting Heidi's return. Not for you.’ 

‘Aron,’ Karly hissed. ‘The law claims them.’ 



Marcel glared at Karly. ‘How so?’ he demanded. He must have known what Karly was 
thinking, All the same, and all, he seemed determined to make him speak it aloud. 

Karly pointed a skeletal finger at me. ‘She knows too much. You have exposed our 
secrets.’ His voice was papery thin, just like his skin. 

‘There are a few humans in on your charade here, as well, ‘Marcel reminded him, and I 
thought of the pretty receptionist below. 

Karly's face twisted into a new expression. Was it supposed to be a smile? ‘Yes,’ he 
agreed. ‘All the same and all, when they are no longer useful to us, they will serve to sustain us. 
That is not your plan for this one. If she betrays our secrets, are you prepared to destroy her? I 
think not,’ he scoffed. 

‘I wouldn't-,’ I began, still whispering. 

Karly silenced me with an icy look. 

‘Nor do you intend to make her one of us,’ Karly continued. 

‘Therefore, she is a vulnerability. Though it is trae, for this, only her life is forfeit. You 
may leave if you wish.’ 

Marcel bared his teeth. 

‘That's what I thought,’ Karly said, with something akin to pleasure. Fredric leaned 
forward, eager. 

‘Unless... ’ Aron inteirupted. He looked unhappy with the way the conversation had gone. 
‘Unless you do intend to give her immortality?’ 

Marcel pursed his lips, hesitating for a moment before he answered. ‘And if I do?’ 

Aron smiled, happy again. 

‘Why, then you would be free to go home and give my regards to my friend 

Joh.’ His expression turned more hesitant. 

‘All the same and all. I'm afraid you would have to mean it.’ 


Aron raised his hand in front of him. 



Karly, who had begun to scowl furiously, relaxed. 

Marcel’s lips tightened into a fierce line. He stared into my eyes, and 1 stared back. 

‘Mean it,’ I whispered... 

‘Please.’ 

Was it such a loathsome idea? Would he rather die than change me? I felt like I'd been 
kicked in the stomach. 

Marcel stared down at me with a tortured expression. 

And then Olivia stepped away from us, forward toward Aron. We turned to watch her. 

Her hand was raised like his. 

She didn't say anything, and Aron waved off his anxious guard as they moved to block 
her approach. Aron met her halfway and took her hand with an eager, acquisitive glint in his eyes. 

He bent his head over their touching hands, his eyes closing as he concentrated. 

Olivia was motionless, her face blank. I heard Marcel’s teeth snap together. 

No one moved... Aron seemed frozen over Olivia's hand. The seconds passed, and I grew 
more and more stressed, wondering how much time would pass before it was too much time. 
Before it meant something was wrong more wrong than it already was. 

Another agonizing moment passed, and then Aron's voice broke the silence. 

‘Ha, ha, ha,’ he laughed, his head still bent forward. He looked up slowly, his eyes bright 
with excitement. ‘That was fascinating!’ 

Olivia smiled dryly. ‘I'm glad you enjoyed it.’ 

‘To see the things, you've seen especially the ones that haven't happened yet! ’ He shook 
his head in wonder. 

‘All the same and all, that will,’ she reminded him, voice cahn. 

‘Yes, yes, it's quite determined. Certainly, there's no problem.’ 

Karly looked bitterly disappointed-a feeling he seemed to share with Fredric and Jane. 



‘Aron,’ Karly complained. 


‘Dear Karly,’ Aron smiled. ‘Do not fret. Think of the possibilities! They do not join us 
today. All the same, and all, we can always hope for the future. 

Imagine the joy young 

Olivia alone would bring to our little household... Besides, I'm so curious to see how 

‘Karly turns out!’ 

Aron seemed convinced. Did he not realize how subjective Olivia's visions where.' That 
she could make up her mind to transform me today, and then change it tomorrow? A million tiny 
decisions, her decisions, and so many others', to Marcel’s- eould alter her path, and with that, the 
future. 


And would it matter that Olivia was willing, would it make any difference if I did 
become angels, when the idea was so repulsive to Mareel? If the death was, to him, a better 
alternative than having me around forever, an immortal annoyance? Terrified as I was, I felt 
myself sinking into depression, drowning in it... 

‘Then we are free to go now?’ Mareel asked in an even voiee. 

‘Yes, yes,’ Aron said pleasantly. ‘All the same and all, please visit again. It's been 
enthralling! ’ 

‘And we will visit you as well,’ Karly promised, his eyes suddenly half-elosed like the 
heavy-lidded gaze of a lizard. ‘To be sure that you follow through on your side. 

Where, I- you, I would not delay too long. We do not offer seeond ehances.’ 

MareeTs jaw elenched tight. All the same, and all, he nodded once. 

Karly smirked and drifted baek to where Marc still sat, unmoving and uninterested. 
Fredric groaned. 

‘Ah, Fredric.’ Aron smiled, amused. 

‘Heidi will be here at any moment. Patience.’ 



‘Hmm. ’ Marcel’s voice had a new edge to it. ‘In that case, perhaps we'd better leave 
sooner rather than later.’ 

‘Yes,’ Aron agreed. ‘That's a good idea. Accidents do happen. Please wait below until 
after dark, though, if you don't mind.’ 

‘Of course,’ Marcel agreed, while I cringed at the thought of waiting out the day before 
we could escape. 

‘And here,’ Aron added, motioning to Fredric with one finger. Fredric came forward at 
once, and Aron unfastened the gray cloak the huge angel wore, pulling from his shoulders. He 
tossed it to Marcel. ‘Take this. You're a little conspicuous.’ 

Marcel put the long cloak on, leaving the hood down. 

Aron sighed. ‘It suits you.’ 

Marcel chuckled. All the same, and all, broke off suddenly, glancing over his shoulder. 
‘Thank you, Aron. We'll wait below.’ 

Part: 7 

Ta-ta 

‘Goodbye, young friends,’ Aron said, his eyes bright as he stared in the same direction. 
‘Let's go,’ Marcel said, urgent now. 

Eamettri gestured that we should follow, and then set off the way we'd come in, the only 
exit by the look of things. 

Marcel pulled me swiftly along beside him. Olivia was close to my other side, her face 

hard. 


‘Not fast enough,’ she muttered a little. 

I stared up at her, frightened. All the same, and all, she only seemed chagrined. It was 
then that I first heard the babble of voices-loud, rough voices coming from the antechamber. 

‘Well this is unusual,’ a man's coarse voice boomed. 


‘So, medieval,’ an unpleasantly shrill, female voice gushed back. 



A large crowd was coming through the little door, filling the smaller stone chamber. 
Eamettri motioned for us to make room. We pressed back against the cold wall to let them pass. 


The couple in front, Americans from the sound of them, glanced around themselves with 
appraising eyes. 

‘Welcome, guests! Welcome to Volterra!’ I could hear Aron sing from the big turret 

room. 


The rest of them, maybe forty or more, filed in after the couple. Some studied the setting 
like tourists. A few even snapped pictures. Others looked confused as if the story that had led 
them to this room was not making sense anymore. I noticed one small, dark woman in particular, 
around her neck was a rosary, and she gripped the cross tightly in one hand. She walked more 
slowly than the others, touching someone now and then and asking a question in an unfamiliar 
language. 

No one seemed to understand her, and her voice grew more panicked. 

Marcel pulled my face against his chest. All the same, and all, it was too late. I already 
understood. 

As soon as the smallest break appeared, Marcel pushed me quickly toward the door. 1 
could feel the horrified expression on my face, and the tears beginning to pool in my eyes. 

The ornate golden hallway was quiet, empty except for one gorgeous, statuesque woman. 
She stared at us curiously, me in particular. 

‘Welcome home, Heidi,’ Eamettri greeted her from behind us. 

Heidi smiled absently. She reminded me of Rose, though they looked nothing alike-it was 
just that her beauty, too, was exceptional, unforgettable. I couldn't seem to look away. 

She was dressed to emphasize that beauty. Her amazingly long legs, darkened with tights, 
were exposed by the shortest of miniskirts. Her top was long-sleeved and high-necked. All the 
same, and all, extremely close-fitting, and constmcted of red vinyl. Her long mahogany hair was 
lustrous, and her eyes were the strangest shade of violet-a color that might result from blue-tinted 
contacts over red irises. 



‘Eamettri,’ she responded in a silky voice, her eyes flickering between my face and 
Marcel’s gray cloak. 

‘Nice fishing,’ Eamettri complimented her, and I suddenly understood the attention- 
grabbing outfit she wore... she was not only the fisherman All the same and all, but also the bait. 

Part: 8 

Skyrocketed 

‘Thanks.’ She flashed a stunning smile. 

‘Aren't you coming?’ 

‘In a minute. Save a few for me.’ 

Heidi nodded and ducked through the door with one last curious look at me. 

Marcel set a pace that had me mnning to keep up. All the same and all, we still couldn't 
get through the ornate door at the end of the hallway before the screaming started. 

FLIGHT- 

EAMETTRI LEFT US IN THE CHEERFULLY OPULENT RECEPTION area, where 
the woman Gianna was still at her post behind the polished counter. Bright, harmless music 
tinkled from hidden speakers. 

‘Do not leave until dark,’ he warned us. 

Marcel nodded, and Eamettri hurried away. 

Gianna did not seem at all surprised by the exchange, though she did eye Marcel’s 
borrowed cloak with shrewd speculation. 

‘Are you, all right? ‘Marcel asked under his breath, too low for the human woman to hear. 
His voice was rough-if velvet can be rough-with anxiety. Still stressed by our situation, I 
imagined. 

‘You'd better make her sit before she falls,’ Olivia said. ‘She's going to pieces.’ 



It was only then that I realized I was shaking, shaking hard, my entire frame vibrating 
until my teeth chattered and the room around me seemed to wobble and blur in my eyes. For one 
wild second, I wondered if this was how Marcel felt just before exploding into a werewolf. 

I heard a sound that did not make sense, a strange, ripping counterpart to the otherwise 
cheery background music. Distracted by the shaking, I could not tell where it was coming from. 

‘Sh-h, Bell, sh-h,’ Marcel said as he pulled me to the sofa farthest away from the curious 
human at the desk. 

‘I think she's having hysterics. Maybe you should slap her,’ Olivia suggested. 

Marcel threw a frantic glance at her. 

Then I understood. Oh. The noise was me. The ripping sound was the sobs coming from 
my chest. That's what was shaking me. ‘It's all right, you're safe, it's all right,’ he chanted again 
and again. He pulled me onto his lap and tucked the thick wool cloak around me, protecting me 
from his cold skin. 

I knew it was stupid to react like this. Who knew how much time I had to look at his 
race? He was saved, and I was saved, and he could leave me as soon as we were free. To have 
my eyes so filled with tears that I could not see his features was wasteful insanity. 

All the same and all, behind my eyes where the tears could not wash the image away, I 
could still see the panicked face of the tiny woman with the rosary. 

‘All those people,’ I sobbed. 

‘I know,’ he whispered. 

‘It's so horrible.’ 

‘Yes, it is. I wish you hadn't had to see that.’ 

I rested my head against his cold chest, using the thick cloak to wipe my eyes. I took a 
few deep breaths, trying to calm myself. 

‘Is there anything I can get you?’ a voice asked politely. It was Gianna, leaning over 
Marcel’s shoulder with a look that was both concerned and yet still professional and detached at 



the same time. It didn't seem to bother her that her face was inches from a hostile angel. She was 
either totally oblivious or very good at her job. 

‘No,’ Marcel answered coldly. 

She nodded, smiled at me, and then disappeared. 

I waited until she was out of hearing range. ‘Does she know what's going on here?’ I 
demanded, my voice low and hoarse. I was getting control of myself, my breathing evening out. 

‘Yes, she knows everything,’ Marcel told me. ‘Does she know they're going to kill her 
someday?’ ‘She knows it's a possibility,’ he said. 

That surprised me. 

Marcel’s face was hard to read. ‘She's hoping they'll decide to keep her.’ 

I felt the blood leave my face. 

‘She wants to be one of them?’ 

He nodded once, his eyes sharp on my face, watching my reaction. 

I shuddered. ‘How can she want that?’ I whispered, more to myself than really looking 
for an answer. ‘How can she watch those people file through to that hideous room and want to be 
a part of that?’ Marcel, didn't answer. His expression twisted in response to something I'd said. 

As I stared at his two beautiful faces, trying to understand the change, it suddenly stmck 
me that I was here, in Marcel’s arms, however fleetingly, and that we were not at this exact 
moment about to be killed. 

‘Oh, Marcel,’ I cried, and I was sobbing again. It was such a stupid reaction. The tears 
were too thick forme to see his face again, and that was inexcusable. I only had until sunset for 
sure. Like a fairy tale again, with deadlines that ended the magic. 

‘What's wrong?’ he asked, still anxious, mbbing my back with gentle pats. 

I wrapped my arms around his neck what was the worst he could do? Just push me away- 
and hugged myself closer to him. ‘Is it sick for me to be happy right now?’ I asked. My voice 
broke twice. 



He didn't push me away. He pulled me tight against his ice-hard chest, so tight it was 
hard to breathe, even with my lungs securely intact. ‘I kn ow exactly what you mean,’ he 
whispered. ‘All the same and all, we have lots of reasons to he happy. For one, we're alive.’ 

‘Yes,’ I agreed. ‘That's a good one.’ 

‘And together,’ he breathed. His breath was so sweet it made my head swim. 

I just nodded, sure that he did not place the same weight on that consideration as I did. 

‘And, with any luck, we'll still he alive tomorrow.’ ‘Hopefully,’ I said uneasily. 

‘The outlook is quite good,’ Olivia assured me. She'd been so quiet; I'd almost forgotten 
her presence. 

‘I'll see Ray in less than twenty-four hours,’ she added in a satisfied tone. 

Lucky Olivia. She could trust her future. 

I couldn't keep my eyes off of Marcel’s face for long. I stared at him, wishing more than 
anything that the future would never happen. That this moment would last forever, or, if it 
couldn't, that I would stop existing when it did. 

Marcel stared right back at me, his dark eyes soft, and it was easy to pretend that he felt 
the same way. So that's what I did. I pretended, to make the moment sweeter. 

His fingertips traced the circles under my eyes. ‘You look so tired.’ 

‘And you look thirsty,’ I whispered hack, studying the purple bruises under his black 

irises. 


He shmgged. ‘It's nothing.’ 

‘Are you sure? I could sit with Olivia,’ 1 offered, unwilling; I'd rather he killed me now 
than move one inch from where I was. 

‘Don't be ridiculous.’ He sighed; his sweet breath caressed my face. ‘I've never been in 
better control of that side of my nature than right now.’ 



I had a million questions for him. One of them huhhled to my lips now. All the same, and 
all, I held my tongue. I didn't want to ruin the moment, as imperfect as it was, here in this room 
that made me sick, under the eyes of the would-be monster. 

Here in his arms, it was so easy to fantasize that he wanted me. I didn't want to think 
about his motivations now-about whether he acted this way to keep me calm while we were still 
in danger, or if he just felt guilty for where we were and relieved that he wasn't responsible for 
my death. Maybe the time apart had been enough that I didn't bore him for the moment. All the 
same and all, it didn't matter. I was so much happier pretending. 

I lay quiet in his arms, rememorizing his face,pretending... 

He stared at my face like he was doing the same, while he and 

Olivia discussed how to get home. 

Their voices were so quick and low that I knew Gianna couldn't understand. I missed half 
of it myself. It sounded like more theft would be involved, though. I wondered idly if the yellow 
Porsche had made it back to its owner yet. 

‘What was all that talk about singers?’ 

Olivia asked at one point. ‘La Tua Cantante,’ Marcel said. His voice made the words into 

music. 


‘Yes, that,’ Olivia said, and I concentrated for a moment. I'd wondered about that, too, at 
the time. 

I felt Marcel shrug around me. ‘They have a name for someone who smells the way 

Karly- does to me. They call her my singer-because her blood sings for me.’ 

Olivia laughed. 

I was tired enough to sleep, All the same, and all, I fought against the weariness. I wasn't 
going to miss a second of the time I had with him. Now and then, as he talked with Olivia, he 
would lean down suddenly and kiss me-his glass-smooth lips bmshing against my hair, my 
forehead, the tip of my nose. Each time it was like an electric shock to my long-dormant heart. 
The sound of its beating seemed to fill the entire room. 



It was heaven-right smaek in the middle of hell. 

I lost traek of the time eompletely. So-o when Marcel’s arms tightened around me, and 
both he and Olivia looked to the back of the room with wary eyes, I panicked. I cringed into 
Marcel’s chest as Alec-his eyes now a vivid ruby. All the same, and all, still spotless in his light 
gray suit despite the afternoon meal-walked through the double doors. 

It was good news. 

‘You're free to leave now,’ Alec told us, his tone so warm you'd think we were all 
lifelong friends. ‘We ask that you don't linger in the city.’ 

Marcel made no answering presence; his voice was ice cold. 

‘That won't be a problem.’ 

Alec smiled, nodded, and disappeared again. 

‘Follow the right hallway around the comer to the first set of elevators,’ Gianna told us as 
Marcel helped me to my feet. ‘The lobby is two floors down and exits to the street. Goodbye, 
now,’ she added pleasantly. I wondered if her competence would be enough to save her. 

Olivia shot her a dark look. 

I was relieved there was another way out; I wasn't sure if I could handle another tour 
through the underground. 

We left through a tastefully luxurious lobby. I was the only one who glanced back at the 
medieval castle that housed the elaborate business facade I couldn't see the turret from here, for 
which 1 was grateful. 

The party was still in full swing in the streets. The street lamps were just coming on as 
we walked swiftly through the narrow, cobbled lanes. The sky was a dull, fading gray overhead. 
All the same, and all, the buildings crowded the streets so closely that it felt darker. 

The party was darker, too. 

Marcel’s long, trailing cloak did not stand out in the way it might have on a normal 
evening in Volterra. There were others in black satin cloaks now, and the plastic fangs I'd seen 



on the child in the square today seemed to be very popular with the adults. ‘Ridiculous, ‘Marcel 
muttered once. 

I didn't notice when Olivia disappeared from beside me. I looked over to ask her a 
question, and she was gone. 

‘Where's Olivia?’ I whispered in a panic. 

‘She went to retrieve your bags from where she stashed them this morning.’ 

I'd forgotten that I had access to a toothbmsh. It brightened my outlook considerably. 

‘She's stealing a car, too, isn't she?’ I guessed. 

He grinned. ‘Not ‘till we're outside.’ 

It seemed like a very long way to the entryway. Marcel could see that 1 was spent; he 
wound his arm around my waist and supported most of my weight as we walked. 

I shuddered as he pulled me through the dark stone archway. The huge, ancient portcullis 
above was like a cage door, threatening to drop on us, to lock us in. 

Part: 9 

sleuth 

He led me toward a dark car, waiting in a pool of shadow to the right of the gate with the 
engine mnning. To my surprise, he slid into the backseat with me, instead of insisting on driving. 

Olivia was apologetic. ‘I'm sorry.’ She gestured vaguely toward the dashboard. 

‘There wasn't much to choose from.’ ‘It's fine, 

Olivia.’ He grinned. ‘They can't all be 911 Turbos.’ She sighed. ‘I may have to acquire 
one of those legally. It was fabulous.’ 

‘I'll get you one for Christmas, ‘Marcel promised. 

Olivia turned to beam at him, which worried me, as she was already speeding down the 
dark and curvy hillside at the same time. 


‘Yellow,’ she told him. 



Marcel kept me tight in his arms. Inside the gray cloak, I was warm and comfortable. 

More than comfortable. 

‘You ean sleep now, Bell,’ he murmured. ‘It's over.’ 

I knew he meant the danger, the nightmare in the aneient city. All the same, and all, I still 
had to swallow hard before I eould answer. 

‘I don't want to sleep. I'm not tired.’ Just the second part was a lie. I wasn't about to close 
my eyes. The car was only dimly lit by the dashboard eontrols. All the same, and all, it was 
enough that I eould see his face. 

He pressed his lips to the hollow under my ear. ‘Try,’ he encouraged. 

I shook my head. 

He sighed. ‘You're still just as stubborn.’ 

I was stubborn; I fought with my heavy lids, and I won. 

The dark road was the hardest part; the bright lights at the airport in Florence made it 
easier, as did the ehanee to bmsh my teeth and ehange into elean clothes; Olivia bought Mareel 
new clothes, too, and he left the dark eloak on a pile of trash in an alley. 

The plane trip to Rome was so short that there wasn't a ehanee for the fatigue to drag me 
under. I knew the flight from Rome to Atlanta would be another matter entirely, so I asked the 
flight attendant if she eould bring me a Coke. 

‘Bell, ‘Marcel said disapprovingly. He knew my low toleranee for caffeine. 

Olivia was behind us. I eould hear her murmuring to Ray on the phone. 

‘I don't want to sleep,’ I reminded him. I gave him an excuse that was believable beeause 
it was true. ‘If I elose my eyes now. I'll see things I don't want to see. I'll have nightmares.’ 

He didn't argue with me after that. 

It would have been a very good time to talk, to get the answers-1 needed- All the same 
and all, not wanted; I was already despairing at the thought of what I might hear. We had an 
uninterrupted block of tire ahead of us, and he couldn't escape me on an airplane-well, not easily, 



at least. No one would hear us except Olivia; it was late, and most of the passengers were turning 
off lights and asking for pillows in muted voices. The talk would help me fight off the exhaustion. 

All the same and all, perversely, I bit my tongue against the flood of questions. My 
reasoning was probably flawed by exhaustion. All the same, and all, I hoped that by postponing 
the discussion, I could buy a few more hours with him at some later times in this out for another 
night, Scheherazade-style. 

Part: 10 

Self-entertainment 

My sis upskirt and masturbating video and pic are all on me. 

So, I kept drinking soda and resisting even the urge to blink. Marcel seemed perfectly 
content to hold me in his arms, his fingers tracing my face again and again. I touched his face, 
too. I couldn't stop myself, though I was afraid it would hurt me later when I was alone again. He 
continued to kiss my hair, my forehead, my wrists... All the same and all, never my lips, and that 
was good. After all, how many ways can one heart be mangled and still be expected to keep 
beating? I'd lived through a lot that should have finished me in the last few days. All the same, 
and all, it didn't make me feel strong. 

Instead, I felt fragile, like one word could shatter me. 

Marcel didn't speak. Maybe he was hoping I would sleep. 

Maybe he had nothing to say. 

I won the fight against my heavy lids. I was awake when we reached the airport in 
Indiana, and I even watched the sun beginning to rise over the Alleghenies cloud cover before 
Marcel slid the window shut. I was proud of myself. I hadn't missed one minute. 

Neither Olivia nor Marcel was surprised by the reception that waited for us at Sea-Tac 
airport. All the same, and all, it caught me off guard. Ray was the first one I saw he didn't seem 
to see me at all. His eyes were only for Olivia. She went quickly to his side; they didn't embrace 
like other couples meeting there. They only stared into each other's faces, yet, somehow, the 
moment was so private that I still felt the need to look away. 



Joh and Isla waited in a quiet comer far from the line for the metal detectors, in the 
shadow of a wide pillar. Isla reached for me, hugging me fiercely, yet awkwardly, because- 
Marcel kept his arms around me, too. 

‘Thank you so much,’ she said in my ear. 

Then she threw her arms around- Marcel, and she looked like she would be crying if that 
where possible. 

‘You will never put me through that again,’ she nearly growled. 

Marcel grinned, repentant. 

‘Sorry, Mom.’ 

‘Thank you, Bell,’ Joh said. ‘We owe you.’ 

‘Hardly,’ I mumbled. The sleepless night was suddenly overpowering. My head felt 
disconnected from my body. 

‘She's dead on her feet,’ Isla scolded Marcel. ‘Let's get her home.’ 

Not sure if the home was what I wanted at this point, I stumbled, half-blind, through the 
airport, Marcel dragging me on one side and Isla on the other. I didn't know if Olivia and Ray 
were behind us or not, and I was too exhausted to look. 

I think I was mostly asleep, though I was still walking when we reached their car. The 
surprise of seeing Emmah and Rose leaning against the black sedan under the dim lights of the 
parking garage revived me some. Marcel stiffened. 

‘Don't,’ Isla whispered. ‘She feels awful’ 

‘She should, ‘Marcel said, not attempt to keep his voice down. 

‘It's not her fault,’ I said, my words garbled with exhaustion. 

‘Let her make amends,’ Isla pleaded. ‘We'll ride with Olivia and Ray.’ Marcel glow- hard 
at the absurdly lovely blond angel waiting for us. 

‘Please, Marcel,’ I said. I didn't want to ride with Rose any more than he seemed to. All 
the same, and all. I'd caused more than enough discord in his family. 



He sighed and towed me toward the ear. 


Emmah and Ross got in the front seat without speaking, while Marcel pulled me in the 
back again. I knew I wasn't going to be able to fight my eyelids anymore, and I laid my head 
against his chest in defeat, letting them close. I felt the car purred to life. 

‘Marcel,’ Ross began. 

‘I know. ‘Marcel’s bmsque tone was not generous. 

‘Liv?’ Ross asked softly. 

My eyelids fluttered open in shock and excitement. It was the first time she'd ever spoken 
directly to me. 

‘Yes, Rose?’ I asked, hesitant. 

‘I'm so incredibly sorry, Liv. I feel miserable about every part of this and so appreciative 
that you were brave enough to go save my brother after what I did. Please say you'll exonerate 
me.’ 


The words were awkward and strange, stilted for the reasons that of her embarrassment. 
All the same, and all, they seemed sincere. 

‘Of course, Ross,’ I stammered, seizing at any chance to make her hate me a little less. 
‘It's not your fault at all. I'm the one who jumped off the damn cliff. Of course, I pardon you.’ 

The words came out like mush. 

‘It doesn't count until she's conscious, Rose,’ Emmah chuckled. 

‘I'm conscious,’ I said; it Just sounded like a garbled sigh. 

‘Let her sleep, ‘Marcel insisted. All the same, and all, his voice was a little warmer. 

Marcel set me on my feet. I could recognize that I was upright. All the same, and all, I 
couldn't feel my legs. I trudged forward anyway until the sidewalk swirled up toward my face. 
Marcel’s arms caught me before I hit the pavement. 

And then I heard Jack. 


‘Bell!’ he shouted from some distance. 



‘Jack,’ I mumbled, trying to shake off the stupor. 

‘Sh-h,’ Marcel whispered. ‘If s okay; you're home and safe. Just sleep.’ 

‘I can't believe you have the nerve to show your face here.’ Jaek bellowed at Mareel; his 
voiee mueh closer now. 

‘Stop it. Dad,’ I groaned. He didn't hear me. 

‘What's wrong with her?’ Jack demanded. 

‘She's just very tired. Jack, ‘Marcel assured him quietly. 

‘Please let her rest.’ 

‘Don't tell me what to do!’ Jaek yelled. 

‘Give her to me. Get your hands off her! ’ 

Marcel tried to pass me to Jaek, All the same, and all, I clung to him with locked, 
tenaeious fingers. I eould feel my dad yanking on my arm. 

‘Cut it out, Dad,’ I said with more volume. I managed to drag my lids back to stare at 
Jaek with bleary eyes. ‘Be mad at me.’ 

We were in front of my house. The front door was standing open. The cloud cover 
overhead was too thiek to guess at a time of day. 

‘You bet I will be,’ Jack promised. ‘Get inside.’ I- '‘Kay. Let me down,’ I sighed. 

Marcel set me on my feet. I could see that I was upright. All the same, and all, I couldn't 
feel my legs. I tmdged forward anyway until the sidewalk swirled up toward my faee. MareeTs 
arms caught me before I hit the concrete. 

‘Just let me get her upstairs, ‘Marcel said. ‘Then I'll leave.’ 

‘No,’ I cried, panicking. I hadn't got my answers yet. He had to stay for at least that much, 
didn't he? 

‘I won't be far, ‘Mareel promised, whispering so low in my ear that Jack didn't have a 
hope of hearing. 



I didn't hear Jack answer, All the same, and all, Marcel headed into the house. My open 
eyes only made it to the stairs. The last thing I felt was Marcel’s cool hands prying my fingers 
loose from his shirt. 

-THE TRUTH- 

I HAD THE SENSE THAT I'D BEEN ASEEEP FOR A VERY long time- my body was 
stiff like I hadn't moved once through all that time, either. My brain was bewildered and slow; 
strange, colorful dream dreams and nightmares-swirled dizzily encompassing the inside of my 
head. 


They were so definite. The dreadful and the heavenly, all mixed into a bizarre jumble. 
There were sharp impatience and fear, both part of that frustrating fantasy where your feet can't 
move fast enough... And there were plenty of dragons, red-eyed fiends that were all the ghastlier 
for their hollow civility. 

The dream was still strong-1 could even remember the names. 

All the same and all, the strongest, clearest part of the dream was not the horror. It was 
the angel that was clearest. 

It was hard to let him go and wake up. This vision did not want to be shoved away into 
the vault of images I refused to stay. I struggled with it as my mind became more alert, 
concentrating on reality. I couldn't retain what day of the week it was. All the same, and all, I 
was sure Marcel or school or work or something was waiting for me. I breathed profoundly, 
wondering how to face another day. 

Something cold touched my forehead with the softest pressure. 

I pressed my eyes more tightly shut. I was still dreaming, it seemed, and it felt 
abnormally real. I was so close to waking... any second now, and it would be gone. All the same 
and all, I recognized that it felt too real, too real to be good for me. The stone arms I imagined 
wrapped encompassing me were far too abundant. If I let this go any further. I'd be melancholy 
for it later. With a resigned sigh, I yanked back my eyelids to dispel the delusion. 


‘Oh! ’ I gasped and threw my fists over my eyes. 



Well, I'd gone too far; it must have been a mistake to let my imagination get so out of 


hand. 


Okay, so ‘let’ was the wrong word. 

I'd forced it to get out of hand pretty much stalked my hallucinations-and now my mind 
had snapped. 

It took less than half a second for me to realize that, as long as I was tmly insane now, I 
might as well enjoy the delusions while they were pleasant. 

I opened my eyes again-and Marcel was still there, his perfect face just inches away from 

mine. 


Part: 11 

Terrify 

‘Did I threaten you?’ His low voice was troubled. This was very good, as misconceptions 
went. The face, the call, the scent, everything- it was so much better than drowning. The 
gorgeous figment of my creativity watched my changing expressions, with alarm. His irises were 
pitch-black, with bmise-like adumbrations under them. 

This surprised me; my hallucinatory they were usually better fed. 

I blinked twice, desperately trying to remember the last thing that I was sure was real. 
Olivia was part of my dream, and I wondered if she had come back at all, or if that was just the 
preamble. I thought she'd returned the day I'd nearly drowned... 

‘Oh, crap’ I croaked. My throat was thick with sleeping. ‘What's wrong, it was asked?’ 

I frowned at him unhappily. His face was even more anxious than before. 

‘I'm dead, right?’ I moaned. ‘I did drown. Crap, crap, crap! This is going to kill Jack.’ 

Marcel frowned, too. ‘You're not dead.’ 

‘Then why am I not waking up?’ I challenged, raising my eyebrows. 

‘You are awake?’ 


I shook my head. ‘Sure, sure. 



That's what you want me to think. And then it will he worse when I do wake up. If I wake 
up, which I won't, because I'm dead. 

This is awful. Poor Jack. And Ayanna and Maggie... ’ I trailed off in horror at what I had 

done. 


T can see where you might confuse me with a nightmare.’ His short-lived smile was grim. 
‘All the same and all, I can't imagine what you could have done to wind up in hell. 

Did you commit many murders while I was away?’ I grimaced. ‘Not. If I was in hell, you 
wouldn't be with me.’ 

He sighed. 

My head was getting clearer. My eyes flickered away from his face unwillingly-for one 
second, to the dark, open window, and then back to him. I started to remember details... and I 
felt a faint, unfamiliar blush warms the skin over my cheekbones as I slowly realized that Marcel 
was really, tmly here with me, and I was wasting time being an idiot. 

‘Did all of that happen, then?’ It was almost impossible to reassign my dream to reality. I 
couldn't wrap my head around the concept. 

‘That depends. ‘Marcel’s smile was still hard. ‘If you're referring tons nearly being 
massacred in Italy, then, yes.’ 

‘How strange,’ I mused. ‘I went to Italy. Did you know 

I'd never been farther east than Albuquerque?’ 

He rolled his eyes. ‘Maybe you should go back to sleep. You're not coherent.’ 

‘I'm not tired anymore.’ It was all coming clear now. ‘What time is it? How long have I 
been sleeping?’ 

‘It's just after one in the morning. So, for about fourteen hours.’ 

I stretched as he spoke. I was so stiff. 


‘Jack?’ I asked. 



Marcel frowned, ‘Sleeping... you should probably know that I'm breaking the rules right 
now. Well, not technically, since he said-1 was never to walk through his door again, and I came 
in the window... 

All the same and all, still, the intent was clear. ’ 

‘Jack banned you from the house?’ I asked, disbelief quickly melting into fury. 

His eyes were sad. ‘Did you expect anything else?’ 

My eyes were mad. I was going to have a few words with my father-perhaps it would be 
a good time to remind him that I was over the legal age of adulthood. It didn't matter so much, of 
course, except in principle. All too soon there would be no reason for the prohibition. I turned 
my thoughts to less painful avenues. 

‘What's the story?’ I asked, genuinely curious, All the same, and all, also trying 
desperately to keep the conversation casual, to keep a firm grip on myself, so I wouldn't scare 
him away with the frantic, gnawing craving that was raging inside me. 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘What am I telling Jack? What's my excuse for disappearing for... how long was I gone, 
anyway?’ 1 tried to count the hours in my head. 

‘Just three days.’ His eyes tightened, All the same, and all, he smiled more naturally this 

time. 


‘Actually, I was hoping you might have a good explanation. 

I've got nothing.’ 

I groaned. ‘Fabulous.’ 

‘Well, maybe Olivia will come up with something,’ he offered, trying to comfort me. 

And I was comforted. Who cared what I had to deal with later? Every second that he was 
here-so close, his flawless face glowing in the dim light from the numbers on my alarm clock 
was precious and not to be wasted. 


Part: 12 



‘So,’ I began, picking the least important-though still a vitally interesting question to start 
with. I was safely delivered home, and he might decide to leave at any moment. I had to keep 
him talking. Besides, this temporary heaven wasn't entirely complete without the sound of his 
voice. ‘What have you been doing, up until three days ago?’ 

His face turned wary in an instant. 

‘Nothing exciting.’ 

‘Of course not,’ I mumbled. 

‘Why are you making that face?’ 

‘Well... ’ I pursed my lips, considering. ‘If you were, after all, just a dream, that's exactly 
the kind of thing you would say. My imagination must be used up.’ 

He sighed. ‘If I tell you, will you finally believe that you're not having a nightmare?’ 

‘Nightmare!’ I repeated scornfully. He waited formy answer. ‘Maybe,’ I said aftera 
second of thought. ‘If you tell me.’ 

‘I was... hunting.’ 

‘Is that the best you can do?’ I criticized. 

‘That doesn't prove I'm awake.’ 

He faltered, and then lectured slowly, choosing his words with care. ‘I wasn't hunting 
foot food... I was trying my hand at... tracking. I'm not very qualified at this.’ 

‘What were you tracking?’ I asked, intrigued. 

‘Nothing of consequence.’ His words didn't match his expression; he looked upset, 
uncomfortable. 

‘I don't understand.’ 

He hesitated; his face, shining with an odd green cast from the light of the clock, was tom. 

‘I-’ He took a deep breath. ‘I owe you an apology. No, of course, I owe you much, much 
more than that. All the same and all, you have to know,’ the words began to flow so fast, the way 



I remembered he spoke sometimes when he was agitated, that I had to concentrate to catch them 
all.’ That I had no idea. 


I didn't realize the mess I was leaving behind. I thought it was safe for you here. So, safe. 

I had no idea that Jenna,’-his lips curled back when he said the name,’ would come back. I'll 
admit when I saw her that one time, I was paying much more attention to James's thoughts. All 
the same and all, I just didn't see that she had this kind of response in her. That she even had such 
a tie to him. I think I realize why now she was so sure of him, the thought of him failing never 
occurred to her. It was her overconfidence that clouded her feelings about him that kept me from 
seeing the depth of them, the bond there. 

‘Not that there's any excuse for what I left you to face. When I heard what you told 
Olivia-what she saw herself-when I realized that you had to put your life in the hands of 
werewolves, immature, volatile, the worst thing out there besides Jenna herself-he shuddered, 
and the gush of words halted for a short second. ‘Please know that I had no idea of any of this. I 
feel sick, sick to my core, even now, when I can see and feel you safe in my arms. I am the most 
miserable excuse for-’ 

‘Stop,’ I intermpted him. He stared at me with agonized eyes, and I tried to find the right 
words the words that would free him from this imagined obligation that caused him so much pain. 
They were very hard words to say. I didn't know if I could get them out without breaking down. 
All the same and all, I had to try to do it right. I didn't want to be a source of guilt and anguish in 
his life. He should be happy, no matter what it cost me. 

Td been hoping to put off this part of our last conversation. It was going to bring things to 
an end so much sooner. 

Drawing on all my months of practice with trying to be normal for Jack, I kept my face 
smooth. ‘Marcel,’ I said. His name burned my throat a little on the way out. I could feel the ghost 
of the hole, waiting to rip itself wide again as soon as he disappeared. I didn't quite see how I 
was going to survive it this time. ‘This has to stop now. You can't think about things that way. 

You can't let this... this guilt... mle your life. You can't take responsibility for the things that 
happen to me here. None of it is your fault, it's just part of how life is for me. So, if I trip in front 
of a bus or whatever it is next time, you have to realize that it's not your job to take the blame. 



You can't just go running off to Italy because you feel bad that you didn't save me. Even 
if I had jumped off that cliff to die, that would have been my choice, and not your fault. I know 
it's yours... your nature to shoulder the blame for everything, All the same, and all, you really 
can't let that make you go to such extremes! It's a very irresponsible thing of Isla and Joh and-’ 

I was on the edge of losing it. I stopped to take a deep breath, hoping to calm myself. I 
had to set him free. I had to make sure this never happened again. 

‘Is a Karly,’ he whispered, the strangest expression crossing his face. He almost looked 
mad. ‘Do you believe that I asked the Ministry to kill me because I felt guilty?’ 

I could feel the blank incomprehension on my face. 

‘Didn't you?’ 

‘Feel guilty? Intensely so. 

More than you can comprehend.’ 

‘Then... what are you saying? I don't understand.’ 

‘Bell, I went to the Ministry because-1 thought you were dead,’ he said, voice soft, eyes 
fierce. ‘Even if I'd had no hand in your death’-he shuddered as he whispered the last word,’ even 
if it wasn't my fault, I would have gone to Italy. I should have been more careful-1 should have 
spoken to Olivia directly, rather than accepting it secondhand from Rose. All the same and all 
that was I supposed to think when the boy said Jack was at the funeral? What are the odds? 

‘The odds... ’ he muttered then, distracted. His voice was so low 1 wasn't sure I heard it 
right. ‘The odds are always stacked against us. Mistake after mistake. 

I'll never criticize Romeo again.’ 

‘All the same and all, I still don't understand,’ I said. 

‘That's my whole point. So- what?’ 

‘Excuse me?’ 


‘So- what if I was dead?’ 



He stared at me dubiously for a long moment before answering. ‘Don't you remember 
anything 1 told you before?’ 

‘I remember everything you told me.’ Including the words that had negated all the rest. 

He stroked the tip of his cool finger against my lower lip. ‘Bell, you seem to be under a 
misconception.’ He sealed his eyes, shaking his head back and forth with half a smile on his 
gorgeous face. 

It wasn't a happy smile. ‘I thought I'd explained it before. Bell, 1 can't live in a world 
where you don't exist.’ 

‘I am...’ My head swam as I looked for the appropriate word. ‘Confused.’ That worked. I 
couldn't make sense of what he was saying. 

He stared deep into my eyes with his sincere, earnest gaze. ‘I'm a good liar. 

Bell, 1 have to be.’ 

I halted, my flesh locking down as if for the collision. The fault line in my chest rippled; 
the endeavor of it took my wind away. 

He shook my shoulder, trying to loosen my rigid pose. ‘Let me finish! I'm a good liar. All 
the same, and all, still, for you to believe me so quickly.’ He winced. ‘That was... excruciating.’ 

1 waited, still frozen. 

‘When we were in the forest when I was telling you goodbye-’ 

I didn't allow myself to remember. I fought to keep myself in the present second only. 

‘You weren't going to let go,’ he whispered. ‘I could see that. I didn't want to do it-it felt 
like it would kill me to do it All the same and all, I knew that if I couldn't convince you that I 
didn't love you anymore, it would just take you that much longer to get on with your life. 1 hoped 
that, if you thought I'd moved on, so would you.’ 

‘A clean break,’ I whispered through unmoving lips. 

‘Exactly. All the same and all, I never imagined it would be so easy to do! I thought it 
would be next to impossible that you would be so sure of the truth that 1 would have to he 
through my teeth for hours to even plant the seed of doubt in your head. 



I lied, and I'm so sorry-sorry because I hurt you, sorry because it was a worthless effort. 
Sorry that I couldn't protect you from what I an. I lied to save you, and it didn't work. I'm sorry. 

‘All the same and all, how could you believe me? After all the thousand times- I've told 
you I love you, how could you let one word break your faith in me?’ 

I didn't answer. I was too shocked to form a rational response. 

‘I could see it in your eyes, that you honestly believed that I didn't want you anymore. 

The most absurd, ridiculous concept-as if there were nah’ way that I could exist without needing 
you!’ 

I was still frozen... His words were incomprehensible because they were impossible. 

He shook my shoulder again, not hard, All the same, and all, enough that my teeth rattled 
a little. ‘Bell,’ he sighed. ‘Really, what were you thinking!’ 

And so, I started to cry. The tears welled up and then gushed miserably down my cheeks. 

‘I knew it,’ I sobbed. ‘I knew I was dreaming.’ 

‘You're impossible,’ he said, and he laughed once-a hard laugh, frustrated. ‘How can I 
put this so that you'll believe me? You're not asleep, and you're not dead. I'm here, and I love you. 
I have always loved you, and I will always love you. I was thinking of you, seeing your face in 
my mind, every second that I was away. When I told you that I didn't want you, it was the very 
blackest kind of blasphemy.’ 

I shook my head while the tears continued to ooze from the corners of my eyes. 

‘You don't believe me, do you?’ he whispered, his face paler than his usual pale-I could 
see that even in the dim light. ‘Why can you believe the lie, All the same, and all, not the tmth?’ 

‘It never made sense for you to love me,’ I explained, my voice breaking twice. ‘I always 
knew that.’ 

His eyes narrowed; his jaw tightened. 

‘I'll prove you're awake,’ he promised. 

He caught my face securely between his iron hands, ignoring my stmggles when I tried to 
turn my head away. 



‘Please don't,’ I whispered. 

He stopped his lips just half an inch from mine. 

‘Why not?’ he demanded. His breath blew into my face, making my head whirl. 

‘When I wake up’-He opened his mouth to protest, so I revised-’ okay, forget that one- 
when you leave again, it's going to be hard enough without this, too.’ 

He pulled back an inch, to stare at my face. 

‘Yesterday, when I would touch you, you were so... hesitant, so careful, and yet still the 
same. I need to know why. Is it because I'm too late? Because I have hurt you too much? 

Because, you have moved on, as I meant for you too? That would be... quite fair. 

I won't contest your decision. So- don't try to spare my feelings, please just tell me now 
whether or not you can still love me, after everything I've done to you. Can you?’ he whispered. 

‘What kind of an idiotic question is that?’ 

‘Just answer it. Please.’ 

I stared at him darkly for a long moment. ‘The way I feel about you will never change. Of 
course, I love you and there's nothing you can do about it!’ 

‘That's all I needed to hear.’ 

His mouth was on mine then, and I couldn't fight him. Not because he was so many 
thousand times stronger than me. All the same, and all because my will crumbled into dust the 
second our lips met. This kiss was not quite as careful as others I remembered, which suited me 
just fine. If I was going to rip myself up further, I might as well get as much in the trade as 
possible. 

So, I kissed him back, my heart pounding out a jagged, disjointed rhythm while my 
breathing turned to pant and my fingers moved greedily to his face. I could feel his marble body 
against every line of mine, and I was so glad he hadn't listened to me no pain in the world would 
have justified missing this. His hands memorized my face, the same way mine was tracing his, 
and, in the brief seconds when his lips were free, he whispered my name. 

When I was starting to get dizzy, he pulled away, only to lay his ear against my heart. 



I, lay there, dazed, waiting for my gasping to slow and quiet. 

‘By the way,’ he said in a casual tone. 

‘I'm not leaving you.’ 

I didn't say anything, and he seemed to hear the skepticism in my silence. 

He lifted his face to lock my gaze in his. ‘I'm not going anywhere. Not without you,’ he 
added more seriously. 

‘I only left you in the first place because, I wanted you to have a chance at a normal, 
happy, human life. I could see what I was doing to you-keeping you constantly on the edge of 
danger, taking you away from the world you belonged in, risking your life every moment I was 
with you. 

So, I had to try. I had to do something, and it seemed like leaving was the only way. If I 
hadn't thought you would be better off, I could have never made myself leave. I'm much too 
selfish. 


Only you could be more important than what I wanted... what I needed. What I want, and 
need is to be with you, and I know I'll never be strong enough to leave again. I have too many 
excuses to stay tha nk heaven for that! It seems you can't be safe, no matter how many miles I put 
between us.’ 

‘Don't promise me anything,’ I whispered. If I let myself hope, and it came to nothing... 
that would kill me. Where all those merciless angels had not been able to finish me off, hope 
would do the job. 

Anger glinted metallic in his black eyes. 

‘You think I'm lying to you now?’ 

‘No- not lying... ’ I shook my head, trying to think it through coherently. To examine the 
hypothesis that he did love me, while staying objective, clinical, so I wouldn't fall into the trap of 
hoping. ‘You could mean it... now. All the same and all, what about tomorrow when you think 
about all the reasons you left in the first place? Or next month, when Ray takes a snap at me?’ 


He flinched... 



I thought back over those last days of my life before he left me, tried to see them through 
the filter of what he was telling me now. From that perspective, imagining that he'd left me while 
loving me, left me for me, his brooding and cold silences took on a different meaning. ‘It isn't as 
if you hadn't thought the first decision though, is it?’ I guessed. ‘You'll end up doing what you 
thi nk is right.’ 

‘I'm not as strong as you give me credit for,’ he said. ‘Right and wrong have ceased to 
mean much to me; I was coming back anyway. Before Rose told me the news, I was already past 
trying to live through one week at a time, or even one day. I was fighting to make it through a 
single hour. It was only a matter of time, and not much of it- before, I showed up at your window 
and begged you to take me back. I'd be happy to beg now if you'd like that. ’ 

I grimaced... ‘Be serious, please. ’ 

‘Oh, I am,’ he insisted, glaring now. ‘Will you please try to hear what I'm telling you? 
Will you let me attempt to explain what you mean to me?’ 

He waited, studying my face as he spoke to make sure I was listening. 

‘Before you, girl, my life was like a moonless night. Very dark. All the same, and all, 
there were stars-points of light and reason... And then you shot across my sky like a meteor. 
Suddenly everything was on fire; there was brilliancy, there was a beauty. When you were gone, 
when the meteor had fallen over the horizon, everything went black. 

Nothing had changed. All the same, and all, my eyes were blinded by the light. I couldn't 
see the stars anymore. And there was no more reason for anything.’ 

I wanted to believe him. All the same and all, this was my life without him that he was 
describing, not the other way around. 

‘Your eyes will adjust,’ I mumbled. ‘That's just theproblem-they can't.’ 

‘What about your distractions?’ 

He laughed without a trace of humor. ‘Just part of the lie, love. There was no distraction 
from the... the agony. My heart hasn't beaten in almost ninety years. All the same, and all, this 
was different. It was like my heart was gone-like I was hollow. 

Like I'd left everything that was inside me here with you.’ 



‘That's funny,’ I muttered. 

He arched one perfect eyebrow. 

‘Funny?’ 

‘I meant strange-1 thought it was just me. Lots of pieces of me went missing, too. I 
haven't been able to breathe in so long.’ I filled my lungs, luxuriating in the sensation. ‘And my 
heart. That was lost.’ 

He closed his eyes and laid his ear over my heart again. 1 let my cheek pressed against his 
hair, felt the texture of it on my skin, smelled the delicious scent of him. 

‘Tracking wasn't a distraction then?’ I asked, curious, and also needing to distract myself. 
I was very much in danger of hoping. I wouldn't be able to stop myself for long. My heart 
throbbed, singing in my chest. 

‘No.’ He sighed. ‘That was never a distraction. It was an obligation.’ 

‘What does that mean?’ 

‘It means that, even though I never expected any danger from Jenna, I wasn't going to let 
her get away with... Well, as I said, I was horrible at it. I traced her as far as Texas, All the same, 
and all, then I followed a false lead down to Brazil-and she came here.’ He groaned. 

‘I wasn't even on the right continent! 

And all the while, worse than my worst fears-’ 

‘You were hunting with Jenna?’ I half-shrieked as soon as I could find my voice, 
shooting through two octaves. 

Jack's distant snores stuttered, and then picked up a regular rhythm again. 

‘Not well, ‘Marcel answered, studying my outraged expression with a confused look. ‘All 
the same and all. I'll do better this time. She won't be tainting perfectly good air by breathing in 
and out for much longer.’ 

‘That is... out of the question,’ I managed to choke out. Insanity. Even if he had Emmah 
or Ray help him. Even if he had Emmah and Ray help. It was worse than my other imaginings; 
Marcel Black standing across a small space from Jenna's vicious and feline figure. I couldn't bear 



to picture Marcel there, even though he was so much more durable than my half-human best 
friend. 


‘It's too late for her. I might have let the other time slide, All the same, and all, not now, 
not after-’ 

I interrupted him again, trying to sound calm. ‘Didn't you just promise that you weren’t 
going to leave?’ I asked, fighting the words as I said them, nor letting them plant themselves in 
my heart. ‘That isn't exactly compatible with an extended tracking expedition, is it?’ 

He frowned... with a snarl began to build low in his chest. ‘I will keep my promise, her. 
All the same and all, Jenna’-the snarl became more pronounced-’ is going to die. 

‘Soon...’ 

‘Let's not be hasty,’ I said, trying to hide my panic. ‘Maybe she's not coming back. 
Maggie's pack probably scared her off. There's no reason to go looking for her. 

Besides, I've got bigger problems than Jenna.’ 

Marcel’s eyes narrowed, All the same, and all, he nodded. ‘It's tme. The werewolves are 
a problem.’ 

I snorted. ‘I wasn't talking about Marcel. My problems are a lot worse than a handful of 
adolescent wolves getting themselves into trouble.’ 

Marcel looked as if he were about to say something and then thought better of it. 

His teeth clicked together, and he spoke through them. ‘Really?’ he asked. ‘Then what 
would be your greatest problem? That would make 

Jenna's returning for you seem like such an inconsequential matter in comparison?’ 

‘How about the second greatest?’ I hedged. 

‘All right,’ he agreed, suspicious. 

I paused. I wasn't sure I could say the name. ‘There are others who are coming to look for 
me,’ I reminded him in a subdued whisper. 



He sighed, All the same, and all, the reaction was not as strong as I would have imagined 
after his response to Jenna. 

‘The Ministry is only the second greatest?’ 

‘You don't seem that upset about it,’ I noted. 

‘Well, we have plenty of time to think it through. Time means something very different 
to them than it does to you or even me. They count years the way you count days. I wouldn't he 
surprised if you were thirty before you crossed their minds again,’ he added lightly. 

Horror washed through me. 

Thirty...??? 

So-o, his promises meant nothing, in the end. If I were going to turn thirty someday, then 
he couldn't be planning on staying long. The harsh pain of this knowledge made me realize that 
I'd already begun to hope, without permitting myself to do 5.0. 

‘You don't have to be afraid,’ he said, anxious as he watched the tears dew up again on 
the rims of my eyes. ‘I won't let them hurt you.’ 

‘While you're here.’ Not that I cared what happened to me when he left. 

He took my face between his two stone hands, holding it tightly while his midnight eyes 
glared into mine with the gravitational force of a black hole. ‘I will never leave you again.’ 

‘All the same and all, you said thirty,’ I whispered. The tears leaked over the edge. 

‘What? You're going to stay. All the same, and all, let me get all old anyway? Right.’ 

His eyes softened, while his mouth went hard. ‘That's exactly what I'm going to do. 

What choice have I? I cannot be without you, All the same, and all, I will not destroy 
your soul. ’ 

‘Is this really... ’ I tried to keep my voice even. All the same, and all, this question was 
too hard. I remembered his face when Aron had almost begged him to consider making me 
immortal. The sick look there. Was this fixation with keeping me human really about my soul, or 
was it because he wasn't sure that he wanted me around that long? ‘Yes?’ he asked, waiting for 
my question. 



I asked a different one. 


Almost-All the same and all, not quite as hard. 

‘All the same and all, what about when I get so old that people think I'm your mother? 
Your grandmother?’ My voice was pale with revulsion- I could see Gran's face again in the 
dream mirror. 

His whole face was soft now. 

He bmshed the tears from my cheek with his lips. ‘That doesn't mean an 5 dhing to me,’ he 
breathed against my skin. ‘You will always be the most beautiful thing in my world. Of course,’ 
he hesitated, flinching slightly. ‘If you outgrew me-if you wanted something more-I would 
understand that, Bell. I promise I wouldn't stand in your way if you wanted to leave me.’ 

His eyes were liquid onyx and utterly sincere. He spoke as if he'd put endless amounts of 
thought into this asinine plan. ‘You do realize that I'll die eventually, right?’ I demanded... 

He'd thought about this part, too. ‘I'll follow after as soon as I can.’ 

‘That is serious... ’ I looked for the right word. ‘Sick!!! ’ 

‘Bell, it's the only right way left-’ 

‘Let's just back up for a minute,’ I said; feeling angry made it so much easier to be clear, 
decisive. ‘You do remember the 

Ministry, right? I can't stay human forever. They'll kill me. Even if they don't think of me 
till I'm thirty’-I hissed the words’ do you think they'll forget?’ 

‘No,’ he answered slowly, shaking his head. ‘They won't forget. All the same and all?’ 

‘All the same and all...?’ 

He grinned while I stared at him warily. 

Maybe I wasn't the only crazy one. 

‘I have a few plans.’ 

‘And these plans,’ I said, my voice getting more acidic with each word. ‘These plans all 
center around me staying human.’ 



My attitude hardened his expression. ‘Naturally.’ His tone was brusque, his divine face 
arrogant. 

We glowered at each other for a long minute. 

Then I took a deep breath, squared my shoulders, I pushed his arms away so that I could 

sit up. 

‘Do you want me to leave?’ he asked, and it made my heart flutter to see that this idea 
hurt him, though he tried not to show it. 

‘No,’ I told h im . ‘I'm leaving.’ 

He watched me suspiciously as I climbed out of the bed and fumbled around in the 
darkroom, looking for my shoes. 

‘Mary I ask where you are going,’ he asked. 

‘I'm going to your house,’ I told him, still feeling around blindly. 

He got up and came to my side. ‘Here are your shoes. How did you plan to get there?’ 

‘My tmck.’ 

‘That will probably wake 
Jack,’ he offered as a deterrent. 

I sighed. ‘I know. All the same and all, honestly. I'll be grounded for weeks as it is. How 
much more trouble can I get in?’ 

‘None. He'll blame me, not you.’ 

‘If you have a better idea. I'm all ears.’ 

‘Stay here,’ he suggested. All the same, and all, his expression wasn't hopeful. 

‘No dice. All the same and all, you go ahead and make yourself at home,’ I encouraged, 
surprised at how natural my teasing sounded, and headed for the door. 

He was there before me, blocking my way. 



I frowned and turned for the window. It wasn't that far to the ground, and it was mostly 
grass beneath... 

‘Okay,’ he sighed. ‘I'll give you a ride.’ 

I shrugged. ‘Either way. All the same and all, you probably should be there, too.’ 

‘And why is that?’ 

‘Because, you're extraordinarily opinionated, and I'm sure you'll want a chance to air your 

views.’ 

‘My views on which subject?’ He asked through his teeth. 

‘This isn't just about you anymore. You're not the center of the universe, you know.’ My 
universe was, of course, a different story. ‘If you're going to bring the Ministry down on us over 
something as stupid as leaving me human, then your family ought to have a say.’ 

‘A say in what?’ he asked, each word distinct. 

‘My mortality. I'm putting it to a vote.’ 

-VOTE- 

HE WAS NOT PLEASED, THAT 
MUCH WAS EASY TO READ on his 

face. All the same and all, without further argument, he took me in his arms and sprang 
lithely from my window, landing without the slightest jolt, like a cat. It was a little bit farther 
down than I'd imagined. 

‘All right then,’ he said, his voice seething with disapproval. 

‘Up you go.’ 

He helped me onto his back and took off running. Even after all this time, it felt routine. 

Easy. 

This was something you never forgot, like riding a bicycle. 

It was so very quiet and dark as he ran through the forest, his breathing slow and even- 
dark enough that the trees flying past us were nearly invisible, and only the msh of air in my face 



truly gave away our speed. The air was damp; it didn't bum my eyes the way the wind in the big 
plaza had, and that was comforting. 

As was the night, too, after that terrifying brightness. Like the thick quilt I'd played under 
as a child, the dark felt familiar and protecting. 

I remembered, that running through the forest like this used to frighten me, that I used to 
have to close my eyes. It seemed a silly reaction to me now. I kept my eyes wide, my chin 
resting on his shoulder, my cheek against his neck. The speed was exhilarating. 

A hundred times better than the motorcycle. 

I turned my face toward him and pressed my lips into the cold stone skin of his neck. 

‘Thank you,’ he said, as the vague, black shapes of trees raced past us. 

‘Does that mean you've decided you're awake?’ 

I laughed. The sound was easy, natural, effortless. It sounded right. ‘Not really. More that, 
either way, I'm not trying to wake up. Not tonight.’ 

‘I'll earn your tmst back somehow,’ he murmured, mostly to himself. ‘If it's my final act.’ 
‘I tmst you,’ I assured him. 

‘It's me I don't tmst. ’ 

‘Explain that, please.’ 

He'd slowed to a walk-1 could only tell because the wind ceased, and I guessed that we 
weren't far from the house. I thought I could make out the sound of the river mshing somewhere 
close by in the darkness. 

‘Well-’ I stmggled to find the right way to phrase it. ‘I don't tmst myself to be... enough. 
To deserve you. There's nothing about me that could hold you.’ 

He stopped and reached around to pull me off his back. His gentle hands did not release 
me; after he'd set me on my feet again, he wrapped his arms tightly around me, hugging me to 
his chest. 


‘Your hold is permanent and unbreakable,’ he whispered. ‘Never doubt that.’ 



All the same and all, how could I not? 


‘You never did tell me... ’ he murmured. 

‘What?’ 

‘What your greatest problem is.’ 

‘I'll give you one guess.’ I sighed and reached up to touch the tip of his nose with my 
index finger. 

He nodded. ‘I'm worse than the Ministry,’ he said grimly. ‘I guess I've earned that.’ 

Part: 13 

Whys and wherefores 
I rolled my eyes. ‘The worst the 
Ministry can do is kill me.’ 

He waited with tense eyes. 

‘You can leave me,’ I explained. ‘The Ministry, Jenna... they're nothing compared to 

that.’ 

Even in the darkness, I could see the anguish twist his face-it reminded me of his 
expression under Jane's torturing gaze; I felt sick and regretted speaking the truth. 

‘Don't,’ I whispered, touching his face. 

‘Don't be sad.’ 

He pulled one comer of his mouth up halfheartedly. All the same, and all, the expression 
didn't touch his eyes. ‘If there was only some way to make you see that I can't leave you,’ he 
whispered. ‘Time, I suppose, will be the way to convince you.’ 

I liked the idea of time. 

‘Okay,’ I agreed. 

His face was still tormented. I tried to distract him with inconsequential. 



‘So-since you're staying. Can I have my stuff back?’ I asked, making my tone as light as I 
could manage. 

My attempt worked, to an extent: he laughed. All the same and all, his eyes retained the 
misery. ‘Your things were never gone,’ he told me. ‘I knew it was wrong since I promised you 
peace without reminders. It was stupid and childish, All the same, and all, I wanted to leave 
something of myself with you. The CD, the pictures, the tickets-they're all under your 
floorboards.’ 

‘Really?’ 

He nodded, seeming slightly cheered by my obvious pleasure in this trivial fact. It wasn't 
enough to heal the pain in his face completely. 

‘I think,’ I said slowly, ‘I'm not sure, All the same, and all, I wonder... I think maybe I 
knew it the whole time.’ 

‘What did you know?’ 

I only wanted to take away the agony in his eyes. All the same, and all, as I spoke the 
words, they sounded truer than I expected they would. 

‘Some part of me, my subconscious maybe, never stopped believing that you still cared 
whether I lived or died. 

That's probably why I was hearing the voices.’ 

There was a very deep silence for a moment. ‘Voices?’ he asked flatly. 

‘Well, just one voice. Yours- It's a long story.’ The wary look on his face made me wish 
that I hadn't brought that up. Would he think I was crazy, like everyone else? Was everyone else 
right about that? All the same and all, at least that expression-the one that made him look like 
something was burning him-faded. 

‘I've got time.’ His voice was unnaturally even. ‘It's pretty pathetic.’ 

He waited. 

I wasn't sure how to explain. ‘Do you remember what Olivia said about extreme sports?’ 

He spoke the words without inflection or emphasis. ‘You jumped off a cliff for fun.’ 



‘Er, right. And before that, with the motoreyele-’ 


‘Motoreyele?’ he asked. I knew his voiee well enough to hear something brewing behind 
the calm. ‘I guess I didn't tell Olivia about that part.’ 

‘No!’ 


‘Well, about that... See, I found that... when I was doing something dangerous or 
stupid... I could remember you more clearly,’ I confessed, feeling completely mental. ‘I could 
remember how your voice sounded when you were angry. I could hear it like you were standing 
right there next to me. Mostly I tried not to think about you. All the same, and all, this didn't hurt 
so much it was like you were protecting me again. Like you didn't want me to be hurt. 

‘And, well, I wonder if the reason I could hear you so clearly was that, underneath it all. I 
always knew that you hadn't stopped loving me.’ 

Again, as I spoke, the words brought with them a sense of conviction. Of rightness. 

Some deep place inside me recognized truth. 

His words came out half-strangled. 

‘You... were... risking your life... to hear-’ 

‘Sh-h,’ I intermpted him. ‘Hold on a second. I thi nk I'm having an epiphany here.’ 

I thought of that night in Pittsburgh when I'd had my first delusion. I'd come up with two 
options. Insanity or wish fulfillment. 

I'd seen no third option. 

All the same and all, what if... 

What if you believed something was true. All the same, and all, you were dead wrong? 
What if you were so stubbornly without too many thoughts, sure in all, that you were right, that 
you would not even consider the truth and subject your realities? 

Would the truth be silenced, or would it try to breakthrough? 

Option three: Marcel loved me. The bond forged between us was not one that could be 
broken by absence, distance, or time. 



-And- 


Like no matter how much more special or lovely or brilliant or perfect than me he might 
be, he was as irreversibly altered as I was. As I would always belong to him, so would he always 
be mine. 

Was that what I'd been trying to tell myself? 

‘Oh!’ 

‘Bell?’ 

‘Oh. Okay. I see.’ 

‘Your epiphany is?’ He asked, his voice uneven and strained with the rasp. 

‘You love me,’ I marveled. The sense of conviction and Tightness washed through me 

again. 

Though his eyes were still anxious, the crooked smile I loved best flashed across his face. 
‘Tmly, Ido.’ 

My heart inflated like it was going to crack right through my ribs. It filled my chest and 
blocked my throat so that I could not speak. 

He did want me the way 1 wanted him forever. It was only fear for my soul, for the 
human things he didn't want to take from me, that made him so desperate to leave me mortal. 
Compared to the fear that he didn't want me, this hurdle-my soul-seemed almost insignificant. 

He took my face tightly between his cool hands and kissed me until I was so dizzy the 
forest was spinning. Then he leaned his forehead against mine, and I was not the only one 
breathing harder than usual. 

‘You were better at it than I was, you know,’ he told me. 

‘Better at what?’ 

‘Surviving... You, at least, made an effort. You got up in the morning, tried to be normal 
for Jack, followed the pattern of your life. When I wasn't actively tracking, I was... useless. I 
couldn't be around my family couldn't be around anyone. I'm embarrassed to admit that I more or 
less curled up into a ball and let the misery have me.’ 



He grinned some vary, sheepishly. ‘It was much more pathetic than hearing voices. And, 
of course, you know-1 do that, too.’ 

I was deeply relieved that he seemed to understand - comforted that this all made sense to 
him. At any rate, he wasn't looking at me like I was crazy. He was looking at me like... he loved 
me. 


‘I only heard one voice,’ I corrected him. 

He laughed and then pulled me tight against his right side and started to lead me forward. 

‘I'm just humoring you with this.’ He motioned broadly with his hand toward the 
darkness in front of us as we walked. There was something pale and immense there-the house, I 
realized. ‘It doesn't matter in the slightest what they say.’ ‘This affects them now, too.’ 

He shrugged indifferently, at me and then he led me through the open front door into the 
dark house and flipped the lights on; the room was just as I'd remembered it- the piano and the 
white couches and the pale, massive staircase; no dust, no white sheets. 

Marcel called out the names with no more volume than I'd use in regular conversation. 

‘Joh? 


Isla? Rose? Emmah? Ray? 

Olivia?’ They would hear. 

Joh was suddenly standing beside me as if he'd been there all along. ‘Welcome back, 
Bell.’ He smiled, ‘what can we do for you this morning? I imagine, due to the hour, that this is 
not a purely social visit?’ 

I nodded. ‘I'd like to talk to everyone at once if that's okay. 

About something important.’ 

I couldn't help glancing up at Marcel’s face as I spoke. His expression was critical All the 
same and all, resigned. When I looked back to Joh, he was looking at Marcel, too. 

‘Of course,’ Joh said. ‘Why don't we talk in the other room?’ 


Joh led the way through the bright living room, around the comer to the dining room, 
turning on lights as he went. The walls were white, the ceilings high, like the living room. In the 



center of the room, under the low-hanging chandelier, was a large, polished oval table 
surrounded by eight chairs. Joh held out a chair forme at the head. 

I'd never seen the Barn’s use the dining room table before it was just a prop. 

They didn't eat in the house. 

As soon as I turned to sit in the chair, I saw that we were not alone; Isla had followed 
Marcel, and behind her, the rest of the family filed in. 

Joh sat down on my right, and Marcel on my left. Everyone else took their seats in 
silence. Olivia was grinning at me, already in on the plot. Emmah and Ray looked curious, and 
Rose smiled at me tentatively. My answering smile was just as timid. That was going to take 
some getting used to. 

Joh nodded at me. 

‘The floor is yours.’ 

Part: 14 

Edgy 

I swallowed. Their gazing eyes made me nervous. Marcel took my hand under the table. I 
peeked at him. All the same, and all, he was watching the others, his fate suddenly fierce. 

‘Well,’ I paused. ‘I'm hoping Olivia has already told you everything that happened in 

Volterra?’ 

‘Everything,’ Olivia assured me. 

I threw her a meaningful look. 

‘And on the way?’ ‘That, too,’ she nodded. 

‘Good,’ I sighed with relief. 

‘Then we're all on the same page.’ 

They waited patiently while I tried to order my thoughts. 



‘So- 0 , I have a problem,’ I began. ‘Olivia promised the Ministry that, I would become 
one of you. They're going to send someone to check, and I'm sure that's a bad thing to avoid. 

‘And so, now, this involves you all. I'm sorry about that.’ I looked at each one of their 
beautiful faces, saving the most beautiful for last. Marcel’s mouth was turned down into a 
grimace. ‘All the same and all, if you don't want me, then I'm not going to force myself on you, 
whether Olivia is willing or not.’ 

Isla opened her mouth to speak. All the same, and all, I held up one finger to stop her. 

‘Please, let me finish. You all know what I want. And I'm sure you know what Marcel 
thinks, too. I think the only fair way to decide is for everyone to have a vote if you decide you 
don't want me, then... I guess I'll go back to Italy alone, I can't have them coming here.’ My 
forehead creased as I considered that. 

There was the faint rumble of a growl in Marcel’s chest. I ignored him. 

‘Taking into account, then, that I won't put any of you in danger, either way, I want you 
to vote yes or no on the issue of me becoming an angel.’ I half-smiled on the last word and 
gestured toward 

Joh to begin. ‘Just a minute, ‘Marcel intermpted. 

I glared at bim through narrowed eyes. He raised his eyebrows at me, squeezing my hand. 
‘I have something to add before we vote.’ 

I sighed... 

‘About the danger. Bell's referring to,’ he continued. ‘I don't think we need to be overly 
anxious.’ 

His expression became more an im ated. He put his free hand on the shining table and 
leaned forward. 

‘You see,’ he explained, looking around the table while he spoke, ‘there was more than 
one reason why I didn't want to shake Aron's hand there at the end, there's something they didn't 
think of, and I didn't want to cine them in.’ He grinned. 

‘Which was?’ Olivia prodded; I was sure my expression was just as skeptical as hers. 



‘The Ministry is overconfident, and with good reason. When they decide to find someone, 
it's not a problem. Do you remember Eamettri?’ He glanced down at me. 

I shuddered. He took that as a yes. 

‘He finds people- that's his talent, why they keep him. 

‘Now, the whole time we were with any of them, I was picking their brains for anything 
that might save us, getting as much information as possible. So, I saw how Eamettri's talent 
works. He's a tracker- a tracker a thousand times more gifted than Jarres was. His ability is 
loosely related to what I do, or what Aron does. He catches them... flavor? I don't know how to 
describe it... the tenor... of someone's mind, and then he follows that. It works over immense 
distances. 

‘All the same and all, after Aron's little experiments, well... ’ Marcel shrugged. 

‘You think he won't be able to find me,’ 

I said flatly. 

He was smug. ‘I'm sure of it. 

He relies totally on that other sense. When it doesn't work with you, they'll all be blind.’ 

‘And how does that solve anything?’ 

‘Quite obviously, Olivia will be able to tell when they're planning a visit, and I'll hide you. 
They'll be helpless,’ he said with fierce enjoyment. ‘It will be like looking for a piece of straw in 
a haystack!’ 

He and Emmah exchanged a glance and a smirk. 

This made no sense. ‘All the same and all, they can find you,’ I reminded him. 

‘And I can take care of myself. ’ 

Emmah laughed, and reached across the table toward his brother, extending a fist. 
‘Excellent plan, my brother,’ he said with enthusiasm. 

Marcel stretched out his arm to smack Emmah's fist with his own. 


‘No,’ Rose hissed. 



‘Absolutely not,’ I agreed. 

‘Nice.’ Ray's voice was appreciative. 

‘Idiots,’ Olivia muttered. 

Isla just glared at Marcel. 

I straightened up in my chair, focusing. 

This was my meeting. 

‘All right, then, Marcel has offered an alternative for you to consider,’ I said coolly. 

‘Let's vote.’ I looked at Marcel this time; it would be better to get his opinion out of the way. 
‘Do you want me to join your family?’ 

His eyes were hard and black as flint. 

‘Not that way. You're staying human.’ 

I nodded once, keeping my face businesslike, and then moved on. 

‘Olivia?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Ray?’ 

‘Surely,’ he said, voice grave. I was a little surprised-1 hadn't been at all sure of his vote 
All the same and all, I suppressed my reaction and moved on. 

‘Ross?’ 

She hesitated, biting down on her full, perfect bottom lip. ‘No.’ 

I kept my face blank and turned my head slightly to move on. All the same, and all, she 
held up both her hands, palms forward. 

‘Let me explain,’ she pleaded. ‘I don't mean that I have an aversion to you as a sister. It's 
just that... this is not the life I would have chosen for myself. I wish there had been someone 
there to vote no for me.’ 


I nodded slowly and then turned to Emmah. 



‘Hell, Surly!’ He grinned. ‘We ean find some other way to pick a fight with this Eamettri.’ 


1 was still grimacing at that when 1 looked at Isla. 

‘ Yes, of course, girl. 1 already think of you as part of my family. ’ 

‘Thank you, Isla,’ 1 murmured as 1 turned toward Joh. 

1 was suddenly nervous, wishing 1 had asked for his vote first. 1 was sure that this was the 
vote that mattered most, the vote that counted more than any majority. 

Joh wasn't looking at me. 

‘Marcel,’ he said. 

Nevaeh 
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Anxious 

‘No,’ Marcel snarled. His jowl was strained stingy, his lips rolled back from his teeth. 

‘It's the only way that makes sense,’ Ray insisted. ‘You've chosen not to live without her, 
and that doesn't leave me a choice.’ 

Marcel lowered my hand, shoving away from the table. He stalked out of the room, 
gmmbling under his breath. 



‘I guess you know my vote.’ Ray sighed. 

I was still staring after Marcel. ‘Thanks,’ I mumbled. 

An earsplitting crash echoed from the other room. 

I flinched and spoke quickly. ‘That's all I needed. Thank you. For wanting to keep me. I 
feel the same way about all of you, also.’ My voice was rough with sensation by the end. 

Isla was at my side in a flash, her cold arms around me. 

‘Sweetest Bella,’ she breathed, you look just like your real mom, and I know who she 
was and she was lovely, yet I can say to this day over fear. 

I held her back. Out of the comer of my eye, I saw Ross glancing down at the table, and I 
understood, understood that my words could be construed in two ways. 

‘Well, Olivia,’ I said when Isla released me. ‘Where do you want to do this?’ 

Olivia stared at me, her eyes widening with terror. 

‘No! No! No!’ 

Marcel yelled, charging back into the room. He was in my face ere I had time to blink, 
circling over me, his grimace distorted in rage. ‘Are you crazy?’ He shouted. ‘Have you utterly 
lost your mind?’ 

I cringed away, my hands over my ears. 

‘Um, girl,’ Olivia inteijected in an anxious voice. ‘I don't think I'm ready for that. I'll 
need to prepare... ’ 

‘You promised,’ I reminded her, glaring under Marcel’s arm. 

‘I know, but... Seriously, girl! I don't have any idea how to not kill you.’ 

‘You can do it,’ I encouraged. ‘I trust you.’ 

Marcel snarled in fury. 

Olivia shook her head quickly, looking panicked. 


‘Ray?’ I turned to look at him. 



Marcel grabbed my face in his hand, forcing me to look at him. His other hand was out a 
palm toward Ray. 

Ray ignored that. ‘I'm able to do it,’ he answered my question. I wished I could see his 
expression. ‘You would be in no danger of me losing control.’ 

‘Sounds good.’ I hoped he could understand; it was hard to talk the way Marcel held my 

jaw. 

‘Hold on, ‘Marcel said between his teeth. ‘It doesn't have to be now.’ 

‘There's no reason for it not to be now,’ I said, the words coming out distorted. 

‘I can think of a few.’ 

‘Of course- you can,’ I said sourly. ‘Now let go of me.’ 

He freed my face and wrapped his arms across his chest. ‘In about two hours, Jack will 
be here scanning for you. I wouldn't put it past him to involve the policemen.’ 

‘All three of them.’ But I frowned. 

This was always the hardest part. Jack, Renee. Now Marcel, too. The people I would lose, 
the people I would hurt. I wished there was some way that I could be the only one to suffer, but I 
knew that was impossible. 

At the same time, I was hurting them more by staying human. Putting Jack in constant 
danger through my proximity. Putting Maggie in worse danger still by drawing his enemies 
across the land he felt bound to protect. And Renee-I couldn't even risk a visit to see my mother 
for fear of bringing my deadly problems along with me! 

I was a danger magnet; I'd accepted that about myself. 

Accepting this, I knew I needed to be able to take care of myself and protect the ones I 
loved, even if that meant that I couldn't be with them. I needed to be strong. 

‘In the interest of remaining inconspicuous, ‘Marcel said, still talking through his gritted 
teeth, but looking at Ray now, ‘I suggest that we put this conversation off, at the very least until 
Karly Finishes high school, and moves out of Jack's house.’ 

‘That's a reasonable request, girl,’ Ray pointed out. 



I thought about Jack's reaction when he woke up this morning, if after all that life had put 
him through in the last week with Harry's loss, and then I had put him through with my 
unexplained disappearance-he where to find my bed empty. Jack deserved better than that. It was 
just a little more time; graduation wasn't so far away... 

I pursed my lips. ‘I'll consider it.’ 

Marcel relaxed. His jaw unclenched. 

‘I should probably take you home,’ he said, calmer now, but clearly in a hurry to get me 
out of here. ‘Just in case Jack wakes up early. ’ 

Hooked at Ray. ‘After graduation?’ 

‘You have my word.’ 

I took a deep breath, smiled, and turned back to Marcel. ‘Okay. You can take me home.’ 

Marcel rushed me out of the house before Ray could promise me anything else. He took 
me out the back, so I didn't get to see what was broken in the living room. 

It was a tranquil trip home. I was feeling successful, including a little self-righteous. 
Scared stiff, too, of course, but I heard not to think about that part. It did me no good to worry 
about the pain-the natural or the emotional- so I wouldn't. Not until I ought to. 

When we got to my house, Marcel didn't pause. He dashed up the wall and through my 
window in half a second. Then he pulled my arms from around his neck and set me on the bed. 

I believed I had a pretty good belief of what he was thinking, but his character surprised 
me. Instead of angry, it was anticipating. He paced morosely back and forth across my darkroom 
while I watched with growing mistrust. 

‘Whatever you're planning, it's not going to work,’ I told him. 

‘Sh-h... I'm thinking.’ 

‘Ugh,’ I groaned, throwing myself back on the bed and pulling the quilt over my head. 

There was no sound, but suddenly he was there. He flipped the cover back, so he could 
see me. He was lying next to me. His hand reached up to brush my hair from my cheek. 



‘If you don't mind, I'd much rather you didn't hide your face. I've lived without it for as 
long as I can stand. Now... tell me something.’ ‘What?’ I asked, unwilling. 

Part: 2 

Creation 

‘If you could have anything in the world, anything at all, what would it be?’ 

I could feel the skepticism in my eyes. 

‘You.’ 

He shook his head impatiently. 

‘Something you don't already have.’ 

I wasn't sure where he was trying to lead me, so I thought carefully before I answered. I 
came up with something that was both tme, and also probably impossible. 

‘I would want... Ray not to have to do it. I would want you to change me. ’ 

I observed his reflection warily, expecting more of the fury I'd noticed at his house. I was 
astonished that his expression didn't change. It was nevertheless calculating, deep and wise. 

‘What would you be willing to trade for that?’ 

I couldn't accept my ears. I ogled at his composed face and blurted out the clue before I 
could think about this. 

‘Anything.’ 

He smiled faintly, and then pursed his lips. ‘Five years?’ 

My face twisted into an expression somewhere between chagrin and horror. 

‘You said anything,’ he reminded me. 

‘Yes, but... you'll use the time to find a way out of it. I have to strike while the iron is hot. 
Besides, it's just too dangerous to be human-for me, at least. So, anything but that.’ 

He frowned. ‘Three years?’ 


‘No!’ 



‘Isn't it worth anything to you at all?’ 

I thought about how much I wanted this. Better to keep a poker face, I decided, and not 
let him know how- very much that was. It would give me more leverage. ‘Six months?’ 

He rolled his eyes. ‘Not good enough.’ 

‘One year, then,’ I said. ‘That's my limit.’ 

‘At least give me two.’ 

‘No way. Nineteen I'll do. But I'mnot going anywhere near twenty. If you're staying in 
your teens forever, then so am I.’ 

He thought for a minute. ‘All right. 

Forget time limits. If you want me to he the one-then you'll just have to meet one 
condition.’ 

‘Condition?’ My voice went flat. ‘What condition?’ 

His eyes where cautious-he spoke slowly. ‘Marry me first.’ 

I stared at him, waiting... ‘Okay. What's the punchline?’ 

He sighed. ‘You're wounding my ego, girl. I just proposed to you, and you think it's a 

joke.’ 

‘Marcel, please be serious.’ 

‘I am one hundred percent serious.’ He eyed at me with no hint of joviality in his face. 
‘Oh, come on,’ I said, an edge of insanity in my voice. ‘I'm only eighteen.’ 

‘Well, I'm nearly a hundred and ten. It's time I settled down.’ 

I looked away, out the dark window, trying to control the panic before it gave me away. 

‘Look, marriage isn't exactly that high on my list of priorities, you know? It was sort of 
the kiss of death for Renee and Jack.’ 

‘Interesting choice of words.’ 


‘ You know what I mean. ’ 



He gasped deeply. ‘Please don't say me that you're fearful of the commitment,’ his voice 
was disbelieving, and I realized what he meant. 

‘That's not it exactly,’ I hedged. ‘I'm... afraid of Renee. She has some intense opinions 
on getting married before you're thirty.’ 

‘Because she'd rather you became one of the eternal damned than getting married.’ He 
laughed darkly. 

‘ You think you're joking. ’ 

‘Girl, if you compare the level of commitment between a marital union as opposed to 
bartering your soul in exchange for eternity as an angel... ’ He shook his head. ‘If you're not 
brave enough to marry me, then-’ 

‘Well,’ I intermpted. ‘What if I did? 

What if I told you to take me to Vegas now? 

Would I be an angel in three days?’ 

He smiled, his teeth flashing in the dark. 

‘Sure,’ he said, calling my bluff. 

‘I'll get my car.’ 

‘Dammit.’ I muttered. ‘I'll give you eighteen months.’ 

‘No deal,’ he said, grinning. ‘I like this condition.’ 

‘Fine. I'll have Ray do it when I graduate.’ 

‘If that's what you want.’ He shrugged, and his smile became angelic. 

‘You're impossible,’ I groaned. ‘A monster.’ He chuckled. ‘Is that why you won't marry 

me?’ 

I groaned again. 

He tilted toward me; his night-dark eyes vanished and smoldered and shattered my 
concentration. ‘Please, Bella?’ He exhaled. 



I misremembered how to inhale for a moment. When I recovered, I shook my head 
quickly, trying to clear my abmptly clouded mind. 

‘Would this have gone better if I’d had time to get a ring.'‘ 

‘No! No rings!’ I very nearly snouted. 

‘Now you've done it,’ he whispered. 

‘Oops.’ 

‘Jack's getting up; I'd better leave, ‘Marcel said with resignation. 

My heart stopped beating. 

He gauged my expression for a second. ‘Would it be childish of me to hide in your closet, 

then?’ 

‘No,’ I whispered eagerly. ‘Stay. Please.’ Marcel smiled and disappeared. 

I seethed in the darkness as I waited for Jack to check on me. Marcel knew exactly what 
he was doing, and I was willing to bet that all the injured surprise was part of the poly. Of course, 
I still had the Ray option, but now that I knew there was a chance that, Marcel would change me 
himself, I wanted it bad. He was such a cheater. 

My door cracked open. 

‘Morning, Dad.’ 

‘Oh, hey, girl.’ He sounded embarrassed at getting caught. ‘I didn't know you were 

awake.’ 

‘Yeah. I've just been waiting for you to wake up, so I could take a shower.’ I started to 

get up. 

‘Hold on,’ Jack said, flipping the light on. I blinked in the sudden brightness, and 
carefully kept my eyes away from the closet. 

‘Let's talk fora minute first.’ 

I couldn't control my grimace. I'd forgotten to ask Olivia for a good excuse. 


‘You know you're in trouble.’ 



‘Yeah, I know.’ 


‘I just about went erazy these last three days. I eome home from Harry's funeral, and 
you're gone. 

Marcel could only tell me that you had run off with Olivia and that he thought you were 
in trouble. You did not leave me a number, and you did not call. I did not know where you were 
or when-or if-you were coming back. Do you have any idea how... how...?’ He could not finish 
the sentence. He sucked in a sharp breath and moved on. ‘Can you give me one reason why-1 
shouldn't ship you off to Ashville this second?’ 

My eyes narrowed. So, it was going to be threats, was it? Two could play that game. I sat 
up, pulling the quilt around me. ‘Because I won't go.’ 

‘Now just one-minute, young lady-’ 

‘Look, Dad, I accept complete responsibility for my actions, and you have the right to 
ground me for as long as you want. I will also do all the chores and laundry and dishes until you 
think I've learned my lesson.’ 

-And- 

‘I guess you're within your rights if you want to kick me out, too-but that won't make me 
go to Florida.’ 

His face turned bright red. He took a few deep breaths before he answered. 

‘Would you like to explain where you've been?’ 

Oh, crap... ‘There was... an emergency.’ 

He raised his eyebrows in expectation of my brilliant explanation. 

I filled my cheeks with air and then blew it out noisily. ‘I don't know what to tell you. 
Dad. It was mostly a misunderstanding. He said, she said. It got out of hand.’ 

He waited with a distmstful expression. 

‘See, Olivia told Rose about me jumping off the cliff... ’ I was scrambling frantically to 
make this work, to keep it as close to the tmth as possible so that my inability to lie convincingly 



would not undermine the excuse, but before I could go on, Jack's expression reminded me that he 
didn't know anything about the cliff. 

Major oops as if I wasn't aheady toasted. 

‘I guess I didn't tell you about that,’ I choked out. ‘It was nothing. Just messing around, 
swimming with Maggie. Anyway, Rose told Marcel, and he was upset. She sort-of accidentally 
made it sound like I was- trying to kill myself or something. He wouldn't answer his phone, so 
Olivia dragged me to... L.A., to explain in person.’ I shmgged, desperately hoping that he would 
not be so distracted by my slip that he'd miss the brilliant explanation I'd provided. 

Jack's face was frozen. ‘Were you trying to kill yourself, baby girl?’ 

‘No, of course not. Just having fun with Maggie. Cliff diving. The La Push kids do it all 
the time. Like I said, nothing.’ 

Jack's face heated up-from frozen too hot with fury. ‘What's it to Marcel Cullen anyway?’ 
he barked. ‘All this time, he's just left you are dangling without a word-’ 

I intermpted him. ‘Another misunderstanding.’ 

His face flushed again. ‘So, is he back then?’ 

‘I'm not sure what the exact plan is. I think they all are.’ 

He shook his head, the vein in his temples pulsing. ‘I want you to stay away from him, 
Bella. I don't tmst him. He's nasty to you. I won't allow him to mess you up like that again.’ 

‘Fine,’ I said curtly. 

Jack rocked back onto his heels. ‘Oh.’ 

He scrambled for a second, exhaling loudly in surprise. ‘I thought you were going to be 
difficult.’ 

‘I am.’ I stared straight into his eyes. ‘I meant, 'Fine, I'll move out.’ 

His eyes swelled; his face turned puce. My resolve wavered as I commenced to worry 
about his well-being. He was no younger than Harry... 



‘Dad, I don't want to move out,’ I said in a softer tone. ‘I love you. I know you're worried, 
but you need to trust me on this. And you're going to have to ease up on Marcel if you want me 
to stay. Do you want me to live here or not?’ 

‘That's not fair, baby girl. You know I want you to stay.’ 

‘Then be nice to Marcel, because he's going to be where I am.’ I said it with confidence. 
The conviction of my epiphany was still strong. 

‘Not under my roof,’ Jack stormed. 

I sighed a heavy sigh. ‘Look, I'm not going to give you any more ultimatums tonight-or I 
guess it's this morning. Just think about it for a few days, okay? But keep in mind that Marcel 
and I are sorts of a package deal.’ 

‘baby-’ 

‘Think it over,’ I insisted. ‘And while you're doing that, could you give me some 
privacy? I need a shower.’ 

Jack's face was a strange shade of purple, but he left, slamming the door behind him. I 
heard him stomp furiously down the stairs. 

I threw off my quilt, and Marcel was already there, sitting in the rocking chair as if he’d 
been present through the whole conversation. 

‘Sorry about that,’ I whispered. 

‘It's not as if I don't deserve far worse,’ he murmured. ‘Don't start anything with Jack 
over me, please. ‘ 

‘Don't worry about it,’ I breathed as I gathered up my bathroom things and a set of clean 
clothes. ‘I will start exactly as much as is necessary, and no more than that. Or are you trying to 
tell me I have nowhere to go?’ I widened my eyes with a false alarm. 

‘You'd move in with a house full of angels?’ 

‘That's probably the safest place for someone like me. Besides... ’ I grinned. 

‘If Jack kicks me out, then there's no need for a graduation deadline, is there?’ 



His jaw tightened. ‘So, eager for eternal damnation,’ he muttered. 


‘You know you don't believe that.’ 

‘Oh, don't I?’ He fumed. 

‘No, you don't.’ 

He glowered at me and started to speak, hut I cut him off. 

‘If you helieved that you'd lost your soul, then when I found you in Volterra, you would 
have realized immediately what was happening, instead of thinking we were both dead together. 
But you didn't-you say 'Amazing. Ray was right, ‘I reminded him, triumphant. ‘There's hope in 
you, after all.’ 

For once, Marcel was speechless. 

‘So, let's both just be hopeful, all right?’ I suggested. ‘Not that it matters. If you stay, I 
don't need heaven.’ 

He got up slowly and came to put his hands on either side of my face as he stared into my 
eyes. ‘Forever,’ he vowed, still a little staggered. 

‘That's all I'm asking for,’ I said and stretched up on my toes so that I could press my lips 

to his. 


-EPILOGUE TREATY- 

ALMOST EVERYTHING WAS BACK TO NORMAL-THE GOOD, pre-zombie 
normal-in less time than I would have believed possible. The hospital welcomed Ray back with 
eager arms, not even bothering to conceal their delight that Isla had found life in P.A. so little to 
her liking. Tha nk s to the Calculus test I'd missed while abroad, Olivia and Marcel were in better 
shape to graduate than I was at the moment. 

Suddenly, the college was a priority (college was still planning B, on the off chance that 
Marcel’s offer swayed me from the postgraduation Ray choice.) Many deadlines had passed me 
by, but Marcel had a new stack of applications for me to fill out every day. He had already done 
the Harvard route, so it did not bother him that, thanks to my procrastination, we might both end 
up at Penn’s Community College next year. 



Jack was not happy with me or speaking to Marcel. But at least Marcel was allowed 
during my designated visiting hours-inside the house again. I just was not allowed out of it. 

School and work were the only exceptions and the dreary, dull yellow walls of my 
classrooms had become oddly inviting to me of late. That had a lot to do with the person who sat 
on the desk beside me. 

Marcel had resumed his schedule from the beginning of the year, which put him in most 
of my classes again. My behavior had been such last fall, after the Barn’s' supposed move to P.A., 
that the seat beside me had never been filled. Even Mike, always eager to take any advantage, 
had kept a safe distance. With Marcel back in place, it was almost as if the last eight months 
were just a disturbing nightmare. 

Almost, but not quite. There was the house arrest situation, for one thing. And for another, 
before the fall, I had not been best friends with Marcel Black. So, of course, I had not missed 
him then. 

I was not at liberty to go to La Push, and Marcel was not coming to see me. He would not 
even answer my phone calls. 

I made these calls mostly at night after Marcel had been kicked out-promptly at nine by a 
grimly gleeful Jack-and before Marcel snuck back through my window when Jack was asleep. I 
chose that time to make my fruitless calls because I had noticed that Marcel made a certain face 
every time, I mentioned Marcel’s name. Disapproving and wary... even angry. I guessed that he 
had some reciprocal prejudice against the horse, though he was not as vocal as Marcel had been 
about the ‘bloodsuckers.’ 

So, I did not mention Marcel much. 

With Marcel near me, it was hard to think about unhappy things-even my former best 
friend, who was very unhappy right now, due to me. When I did think of Maggie, I always felt 
guilty for not thinking of him more. 

The fairy tale was back on. Prince returned; the bad spell broken. I was not sure exactly 
what to do about the leftover, unresolved character. Where was his happily ever after? 



Weeks passed, and Marcel still would not answer my calls. It started to become a 
constant worry. Like a dripping faucet in the back of my head that I could not shut off or ignore. 
Drip, drip, drip. Marcel, Marcel, Marcel. 

Part: 3 

Allusion 

So, though I did not mention Marcel much, sometimes my frustration and anxiety boiled 

over. 


‘It's just plain rude!’ I vented one Saturday afternoon when Marcel picked me up from 
work. Being angry about things was easier than feeling guilty. ‘Downright insulting!’ 

I had varied my pattern, in hopes of a different response. I had called Maggie from work 
this time, only to get an unhelpful Billy. 

Again... 

‘Billy said he didn't want to talk to me,’ I fumed, glaring at the rain oozing down the 
passenger window. 

‘That he was there and wouldn't walk three steps to get to the phone! Usually, Billy just 
says he is out or busy or sleeping or something. I mean, it is not like I did not know he was lying 
to me, but at least it was a polite way to handle it. I guess Billy hates me now, too. It's not fair! ’ 

‘It's not you, girl, ‘Marcel said quietly. 

‘Nobody hates you. ’ 

‘Feels that way,’ I muttered, folding my arms across my chest. It was no more than a 
stubborn gesture. There was no hole there now-1 could barely remember the empty feeling 
anymore. 

‘Marcel knows we're back, and I'm sure that he's ascertained that I'm with you,’ Marcel 
said. ‘He won't come anywhere near me. The enmity is rooted too deeply.’ 

‘That's stupid. He knows you're not... like other angels.’ 


‘There's still good reason to keep a safe distance.’ 



I glared blindly out the windshield, seeing only Marcel’s face, set in the bittermask I 


hated. 


‘Girl, we are what we are, ‘Marcel said quietly. ‘I can control myself, but I doubt he can. 
He is very young. It would most likely turn into a fight, and I don't know if I could stop it before 
I k-’ he broke off, and then quickly continued. ‘Before I hurt him. You would be unhappy. I don't 
want that to happen.’ 

I remembered what Marcel had said in the kitchen, hearing the words with the perfect 
recall in his husky voice. I am not sure that I am even-tempered enough to handle that... 

You would not like it so much if I killed your friend. But he had been able to handle it, 
that time... 

‘Marcel,’ I whispered. ‘Were you about to say 'killed him? Where you?’ 

He looked away from me, staring into the rain. In front of us, the red light I had not 
noticed turned green and he started forward again, driving very slowly. Not his usual way of 
driving. 

‘I would try... very hard... not to do that, ‘Marcel finally said. 

I stared at him with my mouth hanging open, but he continued to look straight ahead. 

We were paused at the comer stop sign. 

Abmptly, I remembered what had happened to Paris when Romeo came back. 

The stage directions were simple: They fight. 

Paris falls. 

But that was ridiculous. Impossible. 

‘Well,’ I said, and took a deep breath, shaking my head to dispel the words in my head. 
‘Nothing like that is ever going to happen, so there's no reason to worry about it. And you know 
Jack's staring at the clock right now. You'd better get me home before I get in more trouble for 
being late.’ 

I turned my face up toward him, to smile halfheartedly. 



Every time I looked at his face, that impossibly perfect face, my heart pounded strong 
and healthy and very there in my chest. This time, the pounding raced ahead of its usual besotted 
pace. I recognized the expression on his status till the face. 

‘You're already in more trouble, baby girl,’ he whispered through unmoving lips. 

I slid closer, clutching his arm as I followed his gaze to see what he was seeing. I do not 
know what I expected-AVA standing in the middle of the street, her flaming red hair blowing in 
the wind or a line of tall black cloaks... or a pack of an angry horse. But I did not see anything at 
all. 


‘What? What is it?’ 

He took a deep breath. ‘Jack... ’ ‘My dad?’ I screeched. 

He looked down at me then, and his expression was calm enough to ease some of my 

panics. 

‘Jack... is probably not going to kill you, but he's thinking about it,’ he told me. He 
started to drive forward again, down my street, but he passed the house and parked by the edge 
of the trees. 

‘What did I do?’ I gasped. 

Marcel glanced back at Jack's house. I followed his gaze and noticed for the first time 
what was parked in the driveway next to the cruiser. Shiny, bright red, impossible to miss. 

My motorcycle, flaunting itself in the driveway. 

Marcel had said that Jack was ready to kill me, so he must know that that it was mine. 
There was only one person who could be behind this treachery. 

‘No!’ I gasped. ‘Why? Why would Marcel do this to me?’ The sting of betrayal washed 
through me. I had trusted Marcel implicitly-trusted him with every single secret I had. He was 
supposed to be the safe harbor person I could always rely on. Of course, things were strained 
right now, but I did not think any of the underlying foundations had changed. I did not think that 
was changeable! 


What had I done to deserve this? Jack was going to be so mad and worse than that, he 
was going to be hurt and worried. Didn't he have enough to deal with already? I would have 



never imagined that Maggie could be so petty and just plain mean. Tears sprang, smarting, into 
my eyes, but they were not tearing of sadness. I had been betrayed. I was suddenly so angry that 
my head throbbed like it was going to explode. 

Ts he still here?’ I hissed. 

‘ Yes. He's waiting for us there. ‘Marcel told me, nodding toward the slender path that 
divided the dark fringe of the forest in two. 

1 jumped out of the car, launching myself toward the trees with my hands aheady balled 
into fists for the first punch. 

Why did Marcel have to be so much faster than me? 

He caught me around the waist before I made the path. 

‘Let me go! I'm going to murder him! Traitor! ’ I shouted the epithet toward the trees. 

‘Jack will hear you, ‘Marcel warned me. ‘And once he gets you inside, he marries brick 
over the doorway.’ 

Part: 4 

Intuitively 

I glanced back at the house instinctively, and it seemed like the glossy red bike was all I 
could see. I was seeing red. My head throbbed again. 

‘Just give me one round with Marcel, and then I'll deal with Jack.’ I stmggled futilely to 
break free. 

‘Marcel Black wants to see me. That's why he's still here.’ 

That stopped me cold-took the fight right out of me. My hands went limp. 

They fight; Paris falls. 

I was furious, but not that furious. 

‘Talk?’ I asked. 


‘More or less.’ 



‘How much more?’ My voice shook. 

Marcel smoothed my hair baek from my faee. ‘Don't worry, he's not here to fight me. 

He's acting as... a spokesperson for the pack.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

Marcel looked at the house again, then tightened his arm around my waist and pulled me 
toward the woods. ‘We should hurry. 

Jaek's getting impatient.’ 

We did not have to go far; Marcel waited just- a short- ways up the path. He lounged 
against a mossy tree tmnk as he waited, his face hard and bitter, exactly the way I knew it would 
be. He looked at me, and then at Mareel. Marcel’s mouth stretched into a humorless sneer, and 
he shrugged away from the tree. He stood on the balls of his bare feet, leaning slightly forward, 
with his trembling hands clenched into fists. He looked bigger than the last time I had seen him. 
Somehow, impossibly, he was still growing. He would tower over Mareel if they stood next to 
each other. 

Nonetheless, Marcel stopped as soon as we saw him, leaving a wide space between us 
and Mareel. Marcel turned his body, shifting me so that I was behind him. 1 leaned around him to 
stare at Marcel-to accuse him with my eyes. 

I would have thought that seeing his resentful, cynical expression would only make me 
angrier. Instead, it reminded me of the last time I had seen him, with tears in his eyes. My fury 
weakened, faltered, as I stared at Mareel. It had been so long sinee I had seen him-1 hated that 
our reunion had to be like this. 

‘HEY- Girl,’ Marcel said as a greeting, nodding once toward me without looking away 
from Mareel. 

‘Why?’ 

I whispered, trying to hide the sound of the lump in my throat. 

‘How eould you do this to me, Marcel?’ 

The sneer vanished, but his faee stayed hard and rigid. ‘It's for the best.’ 



‘What is that supposed to mean? Do you want Jack to strangle me? Or did you want him 
to have a heart attack, like Harry? No matter how mad you are at me, how could you do this to 
him?’ 


Marcel winced, and his eyebrows pulled together, but he did not answer. 

‘He didn't want to hurt anyone-he just wanted to get you grounded so that you wouldn't 
be allowed to spend time with me, ‘Marcel murmured, explaining the thoughts Marcel would not 
say. 

Marcel’s eyes sparked with hate as he glowered at Marcel again. 

‘Awe, Maggie!’ I groaned. ‘I'm already grounded! Why do you think I haven't been down 
to La Push to kick your butt for avoiding my phone calls?’ 

Marcel’s eyes flashed back tome, confused for the first time. ‘That is why?’ He asked, 
and then locked his jaw like he was sorry he had said an 5 dhing. 

‘He thought I wouldn't let you, not Jack, ‘Marcel explained again. 

‘Stop that,’ Marcel snapped. 

Marcel did not answer. 

Marcel shuddered once and then gritted his teeth as hard as his fists. 

‘Karly wasn’t exaggerating about you... abilities,’ he said through his teeth. ‘So-o you 
must already know why I'm here.’ 

‘Yes, ‘Marcel agreed in a soft voice. ‘On the other hand, before you begin, 1 need to say 
something.’ 

Marcel waited, clenching, and unclenching his hands as he tried to control the shivers 
rolling down his arms. 

‘Thank you, ‘Marcel said, and his voice throbbed with the depth of his sincerity. ‘I will 
never be able to tell you how grateful 1 am. I will owe you for the rest of me... existence.’ 

Marcel stared at him blankly, his shudders stilled by surprise. He exchanged a glance with me, 
but my face was just as mystified. 


‘For keeping Karly alive, ‘Marcel clarified, his voice rough and fervent. 



‘When I... didn't.’ 


‘Marcel-,’ I started to say, but he held one hand up, his eyes on Marcel. 

Understanding washed over Marcel’s face before the hard mask returned. ‘I didn't do it 
for your benefit.’ 

‘I know. But that does not erase the gratitude I feel. 1 thought you should know. If there's 
ever anything in my power to do for you... ’ 

Marcel raised one black brow. 

Marcel shook his head. ‘That's not in my power.’ 

‘Whose, then?’ Marcel growled. 

Marcel looked down at me. ‘Hers. I am a quick learner, Marcel Black, and 1 do not make 
the same mistake twice. I'm here until she orders me away.’ 

I was immersed momentarily in his golden gaze. It was not hard to understand what I had 
missed in the conversation. The only thing that Marcel would want from Marcel would be his 
absence. 

‘Never,’ I whispered, still locked in Marcel’s eyes. 

Marcel made a gagging sound. 

I unwillingly broke free from Marcel’s gaze to frown at Marcel. ‘Was there something 
else you needed, Marcel? You wanted me in trouble-mission Accomplished. 

Jack might just send me to military school. 

But that will not keep me away from Marcel. There is nothing that can do that. 

What more do you want?’ 

Marcel kept his eyes on Marcel ‘I just needed to remind your bloodsucking friends of a 
few key points in the treaty they agreed to. 

The treaty chat is the only thing stopping me from ripping his throat out right this minute.’ 

‘We haven't forgotten, ‘Marcel said while I demanded, ‘What key points?’ 



Marcel still glowered at Marcel, but he answered me. ‘The treaty is quite specific. If any 
of them bite a human, the tmce is over. Bite, not kill,’ he emphasized. Finally, he looked at me. 
His eyes were cold. 

It only took me a second to grasp the distinction, and then my face was as cold as his. 

‘That's none of your business.’ 

‘The hell it-’ was all he managed to choke out. 

I did not expect my hasty words to bring on such a strong response. Despite the warning 
he had come to give, he must not have known. He must have thought the warning was just a 
precaution. He had not realized-or did not want to believe that I had already made my choice. 
That I was intending to become a member of the Cullen family. 

My answer sent Marcel into near convulsions. He pressed his fists hard against his 
temples, closing his eyes tight and curling in on himself as he tried to control the spasms. His 
face turned sallow green under the msset skin. 

‘Maggie? You okay?’ I asked anxiously. 

I took a half-step toward him, then Marcel caught me and yanked me back behind his 
own body. ‘Careful! He's not under control,’ he warned me. 

But Marcel was already himself again; only his arms were shaking now. He scowled at 
Marcel with pure hate. ‘Ugh. I would never hurt her.’ 

Neither Marcel or I missed the inflection or the accusation it had. A low hiss escaped 
Marcel’s lips. Marcel clenched his fists reflexively. 

‘BELLA!’ Jack's yell echoed from the direction of the house. ‘YOU GET IN THIS 
HOUSE THIS MOMENT!’ 

All of us froze, listening to the silence that followed. 

I was the first to speak; my voice trembled. ‘Crap!’ 

Marcel’s furious expression faltered. ‘I am sorry about that,’ he muttered. ‘I had to do 
what I could-1 had to try... ’ 



‘Thanks.’ The tremor in my voice ruined the sarcasm. I stared up the path, half expecting 
Jack to come barreling through the wet ferns like an enraged bull. I would be the red flag in that 
scenario. 

‘Just one more thing, ‘Marcel said to me, and then he looked at Marcel. ‘We've found no 
trace of AVA on our side of the line-have you?’ 

He knew the answer as soon as Marcel thought it, but Marcel spoke the answer anyway. 
‘Last time was while Karly was... away. We let her think she was slipping through-we were 
tightening the circle, getting ready to ambush her-’ Ice shot down my spine. 

‘But then she took off like a bat out of hell. Near as we can tell, she caught your little 
female's scent and bailed. She hasn't come near our lands since.’ 

Marcel nodded. ‘When she comes back, she's not your problem anymore. We'll-’ 

‘She killed on our turf,’ Marcel hissed. 

‘She's ours!’ 

‘No-,’ I began to protest both declarations. 

‘BELLA! I SEE HIS CAR AND me- 

KNOW YOU'RE OUT THERE! IF YOU- 

AREN'T INSIDE THIS HOUSE IN ONE MINUTE...! ’ 

Jack didn't bother to fin ish his threat. 

‘Let's go, ‘Marcel said. 

I looked back at Marcel, tom. Would I see him again? 

‘Sorry,’ he whispered so low that I had to read his lips to understand. '‘Bye, Bells. ’ ‘You 
promised,’ I reminded him desperately. ‘Still friends, right?’ 

Part: 5 

Capacity 

Marcel shook his head slowly, and the lump in my throat nearly strangled me. 



‘You know how hard I've tried to keep that commitment, but... I can't see how to keep 
trying. Not now... ’ He fought to keep his hard mask in place, but it hesitated and then 
disappeared. ‘Miss, you,’ he mouthed. One of his hands reached near me, his fingers outstretched 
like he wished they were long enough to cross the distance separating us. 

‘Me, too,’ I choked out. My hand reached toward his across the wide space. 

Like we were connected, the echo of his pain twisted inside me. His pain, my pain. 

‘Maggie... ’ I took a step toward him. I wanted to wrap my arms around his waist and 
erase the expression of misery on his face. 

Marcel pulled me back again, his arms restraining instead of defending. 

‘It's okay,’ I promised him, looking up to read his face with trust in my eyes. 

He would understand... 

His eyes were unreadable, his face expressionless. Cold. ‘No, it's not.’ 

‘Let her go,’ Marcel growled, furious again. ‘She wants to!’ He took two long strides 
forward. A glimmer of apprehension flashed in his eyes. His chest seemed to enlarge as it 
shuddered. 

Marcel pushed me behind himself, wheeling to face Marcel. 

‘No! Marcel!’ 

‘Come on! Jack's mad!’ My voice was panicked, but not because of 

Jack now. ‘Hurry!’ 

I tugged on him and he relaxed a little. He pulled me back slowly, always keeping his 
eyes on Marcel as we retreated. 

Marcel watched us with a dark scowl on his bitter face. The anticipation drained from his 
eyes, and then, just before the forest came between us, his face suddenly crumpled in pain. 

I knew that the last glimpse of his face would haunt me until I saw him smile again. 

And right there I vowed that I would see him smile, and soon. I would find a way to keep 
my friend. 



Marcel kept his arm tight around my waist, holding me close. That was the only thing 
that held the tears in my eyes. 

I had some serious problems. 

My best friend counted me with his enemies. AVA and her girls were still on the loose, 
putting everyone 1 loved in danger. If I did not become an angel soon, the Ministry would kill me. 

And now it seemed that if I did, the Ciguayo they sometimes take the shape of sweet 
vampire, or wild horses would try to do the job themselves-along with trying to kill my future 
family. I didn’t think they had any chance really, but would my best friend get himself killed in 
the attempt? 

This is why these girls love to ride horses. 

Very serious problems in evil. So why did they all suddenly seem insignificant when we 
broke through the last of the trees and I caught sight of the expression on Jack's purple-blue face? 
Marcel squeezed me gently. T'mhere.’ 

I drew in a deep breath. 

That was tme. Marcel was here, with his arms around me. 

I could face anything as long as that was tme. 

I squared my shoulders and walked forward to meet my fate, with my destiny solidly at 
my side. 

Part: 6 

Insignia 

Life... after... time, that has past... it shows the story in all colors. 

Their faces were solemn and pale. They looked at their hands and feet, their faces down. 

‘Margot.’ 

One of the girls said, ‘Well...?’ No one moved. 


‘Go on,’ whispered the girl. 



They walked slowly down the hall in the sound of cold rain. They turned through the 
doorway to the room in the sound of the storm and thunder, lightning on their faces, blue and 
terrible. They walked over to the closet door slowly and stood by it. 

Behind the closet door was only silence. 

They unlocked the door, even more slowly, and let Margot out. 

‘Yes, Seven.’ 

Then one of them gave a little cry. 

‘Margot!’ 

‘What?’ 

‘She’s still in the closet where we locked her.’ 

‘Margot.’ 

They stood as if someone had driven them, like so many stakes, into the floor. They 
looked at each other and then looked away. They glanced out at the world that was raining now 
and raining and raining steadily. They could not meet each other’s glances. Their faces were 
solemn and pale. They looked at their hands and feet, their faces down. 

‘Margot.’ 

One of the girls said, ‘Well...?’ No one moved. 

‘Go on,’ whispered the girl. They walked slowly down the hall in the sound of cold rain. 
They turned through the doorway to the room in the sound of the storm and thunder, lightning on 
their faces, blue and terrible. They walked over to the closet door slowly and stood by it. 

Behind the closet door was only silence. They unlocked the door, even more slowly, and 
let Margot out none of these stories is correct, however. Panic began as so many things do in 
Carp, a poor town of twelve thousand people in the middle of nowhere: because it was summer, 
and there was nothing else to do. The rules are simple. The day after graduation is Opening Jump, 
and the game goes all through summer. After the final challenge, the winner takes the pot. 

Everyone at Carp High pays into the pot, with no exceptions. Fees are a dollar a day, for 
every day that school is in session, from September through June. People who refuse to pony up 



the cash receive reminders that go from gentle to persuasive: vandalized locker, shattered 
windows, shattered face. 

It’s only fair, anyone who wants to play has a chance to win. That’s another mle: all 
seniors, hut only seniors, are eligible and must declare their intention to compete by participating 
in the Jump, the first of the difficulties. 

Sometimes as many as forty kids enter. 

There is only ever one winner. Two judges plan the game, name the challenges, deliver 
instmctions, award and deduct points. They are selected by the judges of the previous year, in 
strict secrecy. No one, in the whole history of Panic, has ever confessed to being one. There have 
been suspicions, of course-rumors and speculation. 

Carp is a small town, and judges get paid. How did Myra Campbell, who always stole 
extra lunch from the school cafeteria because there was no food at home, suddenly afford her 
used Honda? She said an uncle had died. But no one had ever heard of Myra’s uncle-no one had 
ever thought about Myra, until she came rolling in with the windows down, smoking a cigarette, 
with the sun so bright on the windshield, it a lm ost completely obscured the smile on her face. 

Two judges, picked in secret, sworn to secrecy, working together. It must be this way. Otherwise, 
they’d be subject to bribes, and possibly to threats. 

That’s why there are two-to make sure that things stay stable, to diminish the possibility 
that one will cheat, and give out knowledge, leak hints. If the players know what to expect, then 
they can equip. And that isn’t fair at all. 

It’s partly the unexpectedness, the never-knowing, that starts to get to them, and weeds 
them out, one by one. The pot usually amounts to just over $50,000, after fees are deducted and 
the judges-whoever they take their cut. Four years ago, Jimi Hareson took his winnings, bought 
two items out of hock, one of them a lemon-yellow Ford, drove straight to Vegas, and bet it all 
on black. 

The next year, Lauren Davis bought herself new teeth and a new pair of tits and moved to 
New York City. 

Come on, come to Em, hurry. 


That's where the reindeer where see? 



Look at our stockings. 

And there's something in them! 

Look, just what I always wanted. What are they? 

What do they look like? They're marbles. See, these are your Jaspers, and these are your 
Peewees. 

You did it all. 

But... 

Fooled ya, didn't I? 

You! 

Why are we always fighting so mueh? 

I don't know. 

That should be our New Year's revolution: to stop fighting so much. 

-I'll try, but... 

-But, what? 

I don't know what's wrong with me when I say the things I say. I just keep on having all 
these strange thoughts. 

What kind of thoughts? 

Just thoughts... 

Funny thoughts about you and me. 

Tell me... 

I couldn't... 

They're just thoughts... They don't mean anything... Where did you find these? 

I found them in those little shells. 


They're beautiful. Thank you. 



‘O come, all ye faithful... ’ ‘O little town of Bethlehem... ’ ‘Dashing through the snow, in 
a one-horse open sleigh... 

‘All the’ Help! What's wrong? You're bleeding, don't! I'm all right. But you're bleeding- I 

say. 

Go away! Don't look at me. Go away! 

What was it, Em? 

-Why were you bleeding like that? 

-I don't know. 

Liar! Ll-ar! 

It's tme, I don't know. People don't bleed like that unless they've cut themselves. Maybe 
you're hurt bad and you just don't know it. 

-Let me look. 

-No! I don't want you to look. 

-But, why? 

-Just because. 

That is not fair. 

I don't keep any secrets from you. I tell you everything. Everything... what are you 
looking at? Your muscles... what about them? You're acting silly lately. Always saying dumb 
things like that. Always looking at me funny. You're not coming down with something, are you? 
Well, don't give it to me. 

Tell me again, I said. 

-Where are your mother and father? 

-In heaven. 

But where's heaven? You know, up there. 


-Your father might be there, too. 



-No, he's not. 


He's coming on a ship someday to take us home. 

Do you hear it? No...? Do you ever hear it? Sometimes- I think I do. 

I think Paddy was a liar. He told us there was a pot of gold at the end of every rainbow... 

...And that was a lie. He told us if we dug far enough, we'd reach China. Then Santa 
Claus never came. 

Do you ever think about him? I do... I know you don't like to talk about it, but... don't 
you ever wonder what happened? I don't want to know what happened. I do... There are so many 
things I don't understand all of this- ah- yet. 

Why? Why- do fish stop swimming and lie on top of the tide pools after it rains? Why do 
you hear the waves inside the big shells? 

Why are all these funny hairs growing on me? 

I wish a big book with all the answers to every question in the world... would drop out of 
the sky and land in my hand right now. 

-I'd read it till I knew everything. 

-You can't know everything. 

Only God knows everything. God? He can't find us any better than Santa Claus. 

I wonder what fish think about? What are you doing? Trying to cheer you up. Come on, 

laugh. 

It's not going to work... There it is again... Do you think it's the bogeyman? 

Maybe it's another person. No...? Otherwise, he would have come over to meet us, and 
say hello. That's the proper thing to do. What if he's not nice...? What if he wants to hurt us? 
Then I'll spear him, look! I'm the greatest fisherman who ever lived. 

I'm the greatest fisherman who ever lived. While you scare them off, I catch as many as I 


want to. 



That's my fish dance! It doesn't scare them off. It brings them up to the surface where I 
can spear them. 

Who cares what you say? It's not how many you catch. It's how you do it. Stop that!!! 

I say! 

Please play something else. Why must you do that when you know it makes me angry? 

‘It doesn't scare them away. It brings 'em to the top... ‘...where I can spear them.’ I'll 
spear you. 

Here I am. Come back here... or I'll pull your britches down and take a switch to you. 
Don't you dare try to spank me? I mean it. I'll put never-wake-up berries in your food! I mean it. 
Say, ‘Marcel is the smartest person 

on the island.’ 

-Say it! 

-Stop it, Marcel. I'm getting angry. 

-Stop it! Now get off. 

-Say it! 

Marcel is the smartest person on the island. 

-The fastest swimmer. 

-The fastest swimmer. 

-The fastest runner. 

-The fastest runner. 

-The best hut builder. 

-You're the best everything. Now get off! 

It's tme... Just you wait. 

You'll never know when it'll happen. Just one little bite and you'll never wake up again. 



-What is it? What happened? 

-I saw him. 

-Who? 

-The Face Paddy thought was a bogeyman. 

-Did you go to the other side? 

-He's not the bogeyman. 

I think he's God. 

God? 

He looks like Pastor Logan said he looked like: ‘You'd better be good or else.’ And he 
was bleeding. 

-I don't believe you. 

-Just like Jesus. 

Don't go there again. It's the law. 

What if he is God? 

Shouldn't we go and pray? Or won't he be mad and not let us go to heaven? 

I don't want to talk about it. 

What is it? 

I'm here. 

-You ate the ‘dead and berries...’ 

-No, I'm fine. 

-You just had a bad dream. 

-Don't ever leave me. 

Promise you won't. 


Promise you'll always be with me. 



I promise. 

Don't. 

What are you doing? 

Go away! 

Where are you going? 

Wait. What’s the matter? 

-What are you doing? 

-What do you want? 

Why won't you talk to me? 

Just leave me alone. 

A ship, Emmeline! 

The signal fire, you didn't light it. 

Why didn't you light it? 

You know how much I want to leave. 

It's the most important thing to me. 

I know. First, you cry for help, then you throw sticks at me. 

A ship comes, a ship! The first ship we've seen since we've been here, and you let it go by. 

Well, that's it. I've had it. I'm sick and tired of waiting for you to get better. 

I'm going to San Francisco without you. You'll never build a boat strong enough to get to 
San Francisco. 

That's the fourth time you've tried, and they've all sunk. 

Shut up! 

Why don't you give up? 


You don't even know where San Francisco is. 



You're such a silly dodo. 

We're never getting off this island. 

Thanks to you. 

This is where we live. 

This is our home, now and forever. 

No! 

I could never live here forever with just you. 

I don't even like you. 

You never used to laugh at me. 

You never used to have secrets. 

You're not so perfect either, Mr. Marcel. 

I've seen you playing with it. 

And I'll tell your father if he ever gets here. 
You... 

I hate you... 

You almost hit me... -Take back what you said. 
-I've seen it all. 

What happens after you do it for a long time? 
Shut up! That isn't fair, peeking. 

-I don't peek on you. 

-That's a lie. 

You're always staring at my buppies’. 


Only because they look so funny. 



Do you know what you look like now? You look like one of those pictures Paddy had. 
One of his Hoochie Coochie girls. 

I do not! 

Stop that, or I'll never talk to you again. 

See them jiggle, wiggle and shake. 

I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hit you. 

I wish you were dead and buried. 

What are you doing? 

It's my hut, I built it. 

That's not true. I helped you. 

I did most of it. 

You can find some other place to live. 

I said I was sorry, Marcel. 

What more do you want me to say? 

I don't want you to say anything. 

I don't ever want to see you again. 

You just wait, Marcel. 

I'll get you for this! 

What's wrong with you? 

Go away. 

What happened? 

I stepped on one of those fish that looks like a rock. 


Don't go to sleep. 



Oh, no. Please wake up. 

God. 

Take me to God. 

But the law... 

God... 

...Please don't make Em never wake up. 

I didn't mean it when I said I wanted her dead and buried. 

I forgot most of my prayers, God... 

But... Our Father... who art in heaven... kingdom come... with liberty and justice for all. 
Amen. 

Part: 7 
Beach love 

25- is the new 17! I can believe what I have passed up... 

>said this girl here< 

(I wish not to say who I am... who do you think I am?) 

Em, are you, all right? I've been so worried. 

You mean, you're not mad at me anymore? Of course, not... I was so scared. 

All I could think of was: what if I lost my Em? What would I do? Here's some food to 
help you get your strength back. 

Do you see that island out there? 

Yes... 

I've been thinking, maybe the person who makes the drum noise... lives there and then 
comes here to pray. Maybe. .. .Maybe it is all I have... Would you like to try to walk? 


You, all right? 



Yes. Kiss me... he said, looking into my love-stricken eyes... You're all gross- like I said 


back. 


So, what? Kiss me like you always wanted too long and slow like. 

HOT! 

Stop it, I can't breathe. It was so-o nice- long and soft feels sweet and loving. Like a nice 
hug from the one you always wanted to be with... like falling into them... like falling to them... 
it’s the melting into them that is love... 

But 1 don't want to stop. What are you doing? 

Stop it, I say to him as he feels me up there... in-between... I feel so funny in my 
stomach. Me, too, I am okay with this it's slutty, but what hell, I want it. His heart is beating so 
fast I hear it as I am laying on him with my head on his chest. Mine, too... Come on up, keep me 
warm, I side upon him, and do so... while kissing him... What's the matter? I'm sorry, Blair, that 
it was not that long- yet was right- right? You didn't want it all day yesterday either. Don't you 
love me anymore? Yes, 1 love you more than ever, Blair. Then why don't you want to do it? It 
just hurts right now, that's all. When it stops hurting, we'll do it. When is that going to be? 1 don't 
understand. Why does it hurt? I don't know... why you feel so much down there... I did this 
before... so... so... um... maybe not, 1 said back 1 knew. 

Hello, baby. Answer me, and say you love me... Tell me what to do... and I will please 
you as much as I can... 1 want to make you happy with me in all ways. 

He said to me-1 don't know anything. But if you touch my tummy right now, you can 
feel it. Feel what? How did you make your tummy move like that? I'm not doing it. It's not doing 
it by itself... 1 want you to do me... Yes, it is. There... 1 felt it again, his love forme. What's 
making it do that? I don't know... really... it feels good... so go... with it. What's wrong with 
what I am doing? Nothing- Did I hurt you- go too hard? 

Look, I think he's hungry, with that look on his face... it was love... for me... What did 
they look like? 

I don't want to talk about it. I don’t know why I feel this way about you... I just do... 


If they come. I'll do to them what I do to the fish. 



I'll stick it in their eyes! I'll stick it through their bellies and watch their guts come out! 
Remember on the ship when we tried to get to the dinghy... 

...How the men pushed and shoved each other? 

How did their eyes look? 

Look at all the Water blue-green whooshing. It was the same with the dmm people. 

I don't understand. Why do people have to be so bad to each other? I'm busy keeping 
watch. Come here, hurry. Come on, you have to see this. You taught him to swim, around the 
tree, there was a boat, that we used for are fun-we had this loved spot all to ourselves- the lost 
beach- where we went to have what was so wrong to them. Look at the bird. Look, Priced-Day. 

Do you see some fish? What do you see? We’re out there we are now in the water naked- 
looking at all the things in the sea do you see that ship? Big-1 said. Blair. 

Yes? He said my name, as we rain back up on the lost lovers’ beach, we're making 
footprints- being playful with each other. Remember the snowball fights we had every time it 
snowed? We say together- side by side and tight... it's freezing no... I remember that... look at 
us now... It's was cold. 

I love you... 

I want to see it again... and- over and- over- and over. What are you doing? Get those out 
of your mouth, she swallowed some. 

Come here. 

Don't close your eyes.. .Please don't go to sleep. Please. 

(Fade) 

I thought you were afraid. Of not being with me- take me there? Sure. I go there for 
bananas, myself... not getting along... at all at this point. Are you coming? 

The next day in the hut- they made- it was part of the fun of doing this they said. Can we 
go closer to me jezz? Sorry- let's go- were now out- I'll see the moonlight, swimming now with 
her over a careful reef. Look at that face, it was a thought I had. The blue boat was overhead. 



I can't stop this, yet we're drifting, for the boat... Look how far out we are! Shark! 

Look... When it hits the water, you can hear it hiss. Look, see? Hear it? 

-Where did you get those? 

-Get those out of your mouth. 

I can't make it out... 

Swim... swim... 

And we did... 

Not by much, we made it out... 

Remember me Shy-? 

I got what I wanted too... Thanks, Jenny for being a d*ck, it took this long for your shit 
to stop- and get I boy to love me. ROT IN HELL! 

B*TCH! 

This was always where the girl came with their guys back in the day... the cove... next to 
the falls... 

Part 8 

Anecdotes 

(Cut) 

She recovered to Carp two Christmases later, stayed just long enough to show off a new 
purse and an even newer nose, and then blew back to the downtown. Hearsays floated back: she 
was dating the producer of some reality TV weight-loss show; she was becoming AVA’s Secret 
model, though no one has ever seen her in a catalog. (And many of the boys have seen.) 

Conrad Spurlock went into the manufacture of methamphetamines-his father’s line of 
business-and poured the money into a new shed on Mallory Road, after their last place burned 
straight to the ground. 

But Sean McManus used the money to go to college; he’s thinking of becoming a doctor. 
And this was the way life was forever on the planet Venus, and this was the schoolroom of the 



children of the rocket men and women who had come to a raining world to set up civilization and 
live out their lives. 


In seven years of playing, there have been three deaths-four including Jimi Hareson, who 
shot himself with the second thing he’d bought at the pawnshop after his number came up red. 

Do you see? Even the winner of Panic is afraid of something. So: back to the day after 
graduation, the opening day of Panic, the day of the Jump. Rewind to the beach but pause a few 
hours before Maggie stood on the ridge, suddenly petrified, afraid to jump. 

Turn the camera slightly. We’re not quite there. Almost, though. Marcel NO ONE ON 
THE BEACH WAS CHEERING 

FOR Marcel Mason-no one would cheer for him either, no matter how far he got. 

It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the win. And Marcel had a secret-he knew 
something about Panic, knew more about it, probably than any of the other people on the beach. 

He had two secrets. Marcel liked secrets... They fueled him, gave him a sense of power. 
When he was little, he’d even fantasized that he had his secret world, a private place of shadows, 
where he could curl up and hide. 

Even now-on Dayna’s bad days, when the pain came roaring back and she started to cry, 
when his mom hosed the place down with Fiberize and invited over ber newest Piece of Shit date, 
and late at night Marcel could hear the bed frame hitting the wall, like a punch in the stomach 
every time he thought about sinking into that dark space, cool and private. 

Everyone at school thought Marcel was a pussy. He knew that. 

He looked like a pussy. He’d always been tall and skinny-angles and comers, his mom 
said, just like his father. As far as he knew, the angles-and the dark skin- where the only things 
he had in common with his dad, a Dominican roofer his mom had been with for one hot second 
back in Miami. Marcel could never even remember his name... Roberto. Or Rodrigo... Some 
shit like that. 

Back when they’d first gotten stuck in Carp (that’s how he always thought about it 
getting stuck-he, Dayna, and his mom was just like empty plastic bags skipping across the 
country on fitful bits of wind, occasionally getting snagged around a telephone pole or under the 



tires of some semi, pinned in place for a bit), he’d been beaten up three times: once by Greg 
O’Hare, then by Zavic Keller, and then by Greg O’Hare again, just to make sure that Marcel 
knew the rules. And Marcel hadn’t swung back, not once. 

He’d had worse before. Besides that, it was Marcel’s second secret and the source of his 
power. He wasn’t afraid. He just didn’t care, and that was very, very different. 

The sky was streaked with red and purple and orange. It reminded Marcel of an enormous 
bmise, or a picture taken of the inside of a body. It was still an hour or so before sunset and 
before the pot, and then the Jump would be announced. 

Marcel cracked a beer. His first and only. He didn’t want to be buzzed and didn’t need to 
be either. 

But it had been a hot day, and he’d come straight from Home Depot, and he was thirsty. 
The crowd had only just started to assemble. Periodically, Marcel- heard the muffled slamming 
of a car door, a shout of greeting from the woods, the distant blare of music. 

Whippoorwill Road was a quarter-mile away; kids were just starting to emerge from the 
path, fighting their way through the thick underbmsh, swatting away hanging moss and creeper 
vines, carting coolers and blankets and bottles and iPod speakers, staking out patches of sand. 
The school was done for good, forever. He took a deep breath. Of all the places, he had lived- 
New Orleans-New York, Chicago, DC, Dallas, Richmond, Ohio, Rhode Island, Oklahoma, 
smelled the best. Like growth and change, things turning over and becoming other things. Ray 
Hanrahan and his friends had arrived first. That was unsurprising. 

Even though competitors weren’t officially announced until the moment of the Jump, 

Ray had been bragging for months that he was going to take home the pot, just like his brother 
had two years earlier. Luke had won, just barely, in the last round of Panic. Luke had walked 
away with fifty- grand. The other driver hadn’t walked away at all. If the doctors were right, 
she’d never walk again. Marcel flipped a coin in his palm, made it disappear, then reappear 
easily between his fingers. In fourth grade, his mom’s boyfriend-he couldn’t remember which 
one had bought him a book about magic tricks. 

They’d been living in Oklahoma that year, a shithole in a flat bowl in the middle of the 
country, where the sun singed the ground to dirt and the grass to gray, and he’d spent a whole 
summer teaching himself how to pull coins from someone’s ear and slip a card into his pocket so 



quickly, it was unnoticeable. It had started as a way to pass the time but had become a kind of 
obsession. There was something elegant about it: how people saw without seeing, how the mind 
fills in what is expected, how the eyes betrayed you. 

Terror, he knew, was one big magic trick. The judges where the magicians; the rest of 
them were just a dumb, gaping audience. 

Part: 9 

Lifeguard Chair 

Mike Dickinson came next, along with two friends, all of them visibly dmnk. The D*ck’s 
hair had started to thin, and patches of his scalp were visible when he bent down to deposit his 
cooler on the beach. His friends were carrying a half-rotted lifeguard chair between them: the 
throne, where Diggin, the announcer, would sit during the event. Marcel heard a high whine. He 
smacked unthinkingly, catching the mosquito just as it started to feed, smearing a bit of black on 
his bare calf. He hated mosquitoes. Spiders, too, although he liked other insects, found them 
fascinating. Like humans, in a way -stupid and sometimes vicious, blinded by need. 

The sky was deepening; the light was fading and so were the colors, swirling away 
behind the line of trees beyond the ridge, as though someone had pulled the plug. Maggie Nill 
was next on the beach, followed by Nat Velez, and lastly. Bishop Marks, trotting happily after 
them like an overgrown sheepdog. Even from a distance, Marcel could tell both girls were on 
edge. Maggie had done something with her hair. He wasn’t sure what, but it wasn’t wrestled into 
its usual ponytail, and it even looked like she might have straightened it. And he wasn’t sure, but 
he thought she might be wearing makeup. 

He debated getting up and going over to say hi. Maggie was cool. He liked how tall she 
was, how tough, too, in her way. He liked her broad shoulders and the way she walked, straight- 
backed, even though he was sure she would have liked to be a few inches shorter could tell from 
the way she wore only flats and sneakers with worn down soles. 

But if he got up, he’d have to talk to Natalie-and even looking at Nat from across the 
beach made his stomach seize up like he’d been kicked. Nat wasn’t exactly mean to him-not like 
some of the other kids at, school but she wasn’t exactly nice, either, and that bothered him more 
than anjdhing else. She usually smiled vaguely when she caught him talking to Maggie, and as 



her eyes skated past him, through him, he knew that she would never, ever, actually look at him. 
Once, at the homecoming bonfire last year, she’d even called him Dave. 

He’d gone just because he was hoping to see her. And then, in the crowd, he had spotted 
her; had moved toward her, buzzed from the noise and the heat and the shot of whiskey he’d 
taken in the parking lot, intending to talk to her, really talk to her, for the first time. Just as he 
was reaching out to touch her elbow, she had taken a step backward, onto his foot. 

‘Oops! Sorry, Dave,’ she’d said, giggling. 

Her breath smelled like vanilla and vodka. And his stomach had opened up, and his guts 
went straight onto his shoes. There were only 

107 people in their graduating class, out of the 150 who’d started at Carp High freshman 
year. And she didn’t even know his name. So, he stayed where he was, working his toes into the 
ground, waiting for the dark, waiting for the whistle to blow and for the games to begin. He was 
going to win Terror. He was going to do it for Da 5 ma. He was going to do it for revenge. 

Maggie ‘TESTING, TESTING. ONE, TWO, -THREE.’ THAT WAS DIGGING, testing 
the megaphone. The old quarry off Whippoorwill Road, empty since the late 1800s, had been 
flooded in the fifties to make a swimming hole. On the south side was the beach: a narrow strip 
of sand and stone, supposedly off-limits after dark, but rarely used before then; a dump of 
cigarette butts, crushed beer cans, empty Baggies, and sometimes, disgustingly, condoms, 
scattered limply on the ground like tubular jellyfish. 

Tonight, it was crowded-packed with blankets and beach chairs, heavy with the smell of 
mosquito repellent and booze. 

Maggie closed her eyes and inhaled. This was the smell of Panic- the smell of summer. 
At the edge of the water, there was an explosion of color and sound, shrieks of laughter. 
Firecrackers. In the quick glare of red and green light, Maggie saw Kaitlin Frost and Shayna 
Lambert laughing, doubled over, while Patrick Culbert tried to get a few more flares to light. It 
was weird. Graduation had been only yesterday- Maggie had bailed on the ceremony, since 
Krista, her mom, wouldn’t show, and there was no point in pretending there was some big glory 
in floating through four years of mandated classes. But aheady she felt years and years away 
from high school like it had all been one long, unmemorable dream. 



Maybe, she thought, it was because people didn’t change. All the days had simply blurred 
together and would now be suctioned away into the past. Nothing ever happened in Carp. There 
were no surprises. Digging’s voice echoed through the crowd. 

Part: 10 

Hollered 

‘Welcome to the second challenge,’ Digging boomed out. 

‘Suck it, Rodgers,’ a guy yelled, and there were whoops and scattered laughs. 

Someone else said, ‘Sh-h.’ Digging pretended he hadn’t heard: 

‘This is a test of bravery and balance-’ 

‘And sobriety!’ 

‘Dude, I’m going to fall.’ 

More laughter. Maggie couldn’t even smile. Next, to her, Natalie was fidgeting turning to 
the right and left, touching her hip bones. Maggie couldn’t even ask what she was doing. 

Digging kept plowing on: ‘A test of speed, too, since all the contestants will be timed-’ 

‘Jesus, get on with it.’ Digging finally lost it. He wrenched the megaphone from his 
mouth. ‘Shut the hell up, Lee.’ This provoked a new round of laughter. To Maggie, it all felt off 
like she was watching a movie and the sound was a few seconds too late. 

She couldn’t stop herself from looking up now-at that single beam, a few bare inches of 
wood, stretched fifty feet above the ground. The Jump was a tradition, more for fun than for 
anything else, a plunge into the water. This would be a plunge to the hard earth, packed ground. 
No chance of surviving it. 

There was a momentary stutter when the tmck engine gave out, and everything went dark. 
There were shouts of protest; and when, a few seconds later, the engine gunned on-again, 

Maggie saw Matt: standing in the beam of the headlights, laughing, one hand in the back of 
Delaney’s jeans. Her stomach rolled over. Weirdly, it was that fact-the way he had his hand 
shoved up against her butt-more than even seeing them together, that made her sick. He had 



never once touched her in that way, had even complained that couples who stood like that, hand- 
to-butt, should be shot. 

Maybe he’d thought she wasn’t cute enough. Maybe he’d been embarrassed by her. 
Maybe he had just been lying then, to spare her feelings. 

Maybe she’d never really known him. 

This thought stmck her with terror. 

If she didn’t know Joel Flores- the boy who’d once applauded after she burped the 
alphabet, who’d even, once, noticed that she had a little period blood on the outside of her white 
shorts and not made a big deal of it, and pretended not to be grossed out-then she couldn’t count 
on knowing any of these people, or what they were capable of. 

Suddenly she was aware of stillness, a pause in the flow of laughter and conversation, as 
though everyone had drawn breath at once. And she realized that Kim Hollister was inching out 
onto the plank, high above their heads, her face stark-white and terrified and that the challenge 
had started. It took Kim forty-seven seconds to inch her way across, shuffling, keeping her right 
foot always in front of her left. 

When she reached the second water tower safely, she briefly embraced it with both arms, 
and the crowd exhaled as one. 

Then came Fred Harte: he made it even faster, taking the short, clipped steps of a 
tightrope walker. And then Merl Tracey. Even before he’d crossed to safety, digging lifted the 
megaphone and trumpeted the next name. ‘Maggie Nill! Maggie Nill, to the stage! ’ 

‘Good luck, Heath- bar,’ Natalie said. 

‘Don’t look down.’ 

‘Thanks,’ Maggie said automatically, even as she registered it as ridiculous advice. 

When you’re fifty feet in the air, where else do you look but down? 

She felt as though she were moving in silence, although she knew, too, that that was 
unlikely-Digging couldn’t keep his mouth off that stupid megaphone for anything. It was just 
because she was afraid; afraid and still thinking, stupidly, miserably, about Matt, and wondering 
whether he was watching her with his hand still shoved down the back of Delaney’s pants. 



As she began to climb the ladder that ran up one leg of the eastern water tower, her 
fingers numb on the cold, slick metal, it occurred to her that he’d be staring at her butt, and 
feeling Delaney’s butt, and that was sick. 

Then it occurred to her that everyone could see her butt, and she had a brief moment of 
panic, wondering if her underwear lines were visible through her jeans, since she just couldn’t 
stomach thongs and didn’t understand girls who could. She was already halfway up the ladder by 
then, and it further occurred to her that if she was stressing so hard about underwear lines, she 
couldn’t tmly be afraid of the height. 

For the first time, she began to feel more confident. But the rain was a problem. It made 
the mngs of the ladder slick under her fingers. It blurred her vision and made the treads of her 
sneakers slip. When she finally reached the small metal ledge that ran along the circumference of 
the water tank and hauled herself to her feet, the fear came swinging back. 

There was nothing to hold on to, only smooth, wet metal behind her back, and air 
omnipresent. Only a few inches’ difference among being alive and not. A tingle worked its way 
from her feet to her legs and up into her palms, and for a second, she was worried not of falling 
but of jumping, springing out into the mysterious air. 

She shuffled sideways toward the wooden beam, pressing her back as hard as she could 
against the tank, praying that from below she didn’t look as frightened as she felt. Crying out, 
hesitating-it would all be counted against her. 

‘Time!’ 

Digging’s voice boomed out from below. Maggie knew she had to move if she wanted to 
stay in the game. Maggie forced herself away from the tank and inched forward onto the wooden 
plank, which had been barely secured to the ledge utilizing several twisted screws. She had a 
sudden image of wood snapping under her weight, a wild hurtle through space. But the wood 
held. 


She raised her arms unconsciously for balance, no longer thinking of Matt or Delaney or 
Joh Joh staring up at her, or anything other than all that thin air, the horrible prickling in her feet 
and legs, an itch to jump. 



She could move faster if she paced normally, one foot in front of the other, hut she 
couldn’t bring herself to break contact with the board; if she lifted afoot, a heel, a toe, she would 
collapse, she would swing to one side and die. 

She was conscious of deep silence, a quiet so heavy she could hear the fizz of the rain, 
could hear her breathing, shallow and quick. Beneath her was blinding light, the kind of light 
you’d see just before you died. 

All the people had merged with shadow, and for a second, she was afraid she had died, 
that she was all alone on a tiny, bare surface, with an endless fall into the dark on either side of 
her. Inch by inch, going as fast as she could without lifting her feet. 

And then, all at once, she was done -she had reached the second water tower and found 
herself hugging the tank, like Kim had done, pressing flat against it, letting her sweatshirt get 
soaked. A cheer went up, even as another name was announced: Ray Hanrahan. 

Her head was ringing, and her mouth perceived like alloy. Over. It was over. Her arms 
felt suddenly useless, her flesh weak with relief, as she made her way stumblingly down the 
ladder, dropping the last few feet and taking two stumbling steps before righting herself. Souls 
reached out, hugged her shoulders, patted her on the back. She didn’t know if she grinned or not. 

‘You were amazing!’ Nat barreled to her through the crowd. Maggie barely registered the 
feel of Nat’s arms around her neck. ‘Is it scary? Where you freaked?’ 

Maggie shook her head, conscious of people still watching her. ‘It went quick,’ she said. 
As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she felt better. It was over. She was standing in the 
middle of a crowd: the air smelled like damp fleece and cigarette smoke. 

Solid- Real! 

‘Forty-two seconds,’ Nat said proudly. Maggie hadn’t even heard her time be a nn ounced. 

‘Where’s Joh Joh?’ Maggie asked. Now she was starting to feel good. A bubbly feeling 
was working its way through her. Forty-two seconds. Not bad. 

‘He was right behind me...’ Nat turned to scan the crowd, but the truck’s headlights 
turned everyone into silhouettes, dark bmshstroke-people. Another cheer empted. 



Maggie looked up and saw that Ray had crossed already. Digging’s voice echoed out 
hollowly: ‘Twenty-two seconds! A record so far!’ 

Maggie swallowed back a sour taste. She hated Ray Hanrahan. In seventh grade, when 
she still hadn’t developed boobs, he stuck a training bra to the outside of her locker and spread a 
rumor that she was taking medicine to turn into a boy. ‘Got any chin hairs yet?’ he’d say when 
he passed her in the halls. He only left her alone once Joh Joh threatened to tell the cops that 
Luke Hanrahan was selling weed from Pepe’s, where he worked, slipping bags of pot under the 
slice if patrons asked for ‘extra oregano.’ Which he was. 

It was Zavic Keller’s turn next. 

Part: 11 

Root For 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, I have an announcement: the school’s out for summer. ’ Everyone 
cheered... There was a no their pop- pop- pop, a burst of firecrackers. They were in the middle of 
the woods, five miles from the nearest house. They could make all the noise they wanted. They 
could shout. They could scream. No one would hear them. 

Maggie’s stomach seized up. It was starting. She knew Nat must be freaking out. She 
knew she should say something encouraging toher-Maggie and Bishop were there for Natalie, to 
give her moral support. Bishop had even made a poster: Go, Nat, he had written. Next, to the 
words, he had drawn a huge stick figure -Natalie could tell it was supposed to be here because 
the stick figure was wearing a pink sweatshirt-standing on a pile of money. 

‘How come Nat’s not wearing any pants?’ Maggie had asked. 

‘Maybe she lost them during the Jump,’ Bishop said. He turned, grinning, to Nat. 
Whenever he smiled like that, his eyes went from symp brown to honey-colored. ‘Drawing was 
never my thing.’ 

Maggie didn’t like to talk about Matt in front of Bishop. She couldn’t stand the way he 
rolled his eyes when she brought him up as she’d just switched the radio to a bad pop station. 

But finally, she couldn’t help it. ‘He’s still not here.’ Maggie spoke in a low voice, so 
only Nat would hear her. 



‘Sorry, Nat. I know this isn’t the time-1 mean; we eame for you-’ 

‘It’s okay.’ Nat reaehed out and squeezed Maggie’s hand with both of her own. She 
pulled a weird face-like someone had just made her chug a limeade. ‘Look. Matt doesn’t deserve 
you. Okay? You can do better than Matt.’ 

Maggie half laughed. ‘You’re my best friend, Nat,’ she said. ‘You aren’t supposed to lie 
tome.’ Nat shook her head. ‘I’m sure he’ll be here soon. The game’s about to start.’ Maggie 
checked her phone again, for the millionth time. Nothing. She’d powered it down several times 
and rebooted it, just to make sure it was working. 

Digging’s voice boomed out again: 

‘The rules of Panic are simple. Anyone can enter. But only one person will win.’ 

Digging announced the pot. 

$67,000. 

Maggie felt as though she’d been punched in the stomach. $67,000. That had to be the 
biggest pot ever. The crowd began to buzz-the number ran through them like an electric current, 
jumping from lip to lip. Shit, man, you’d have to be crazy not to play. Nat looked as though 
she’d just taken a large spoonful of ice cream. 

Digging plunged on, ignoring the noise. He announced therules-a half-dozen events, 
spaced throughout the summer, conducted under conditions of strictest privacy; eliminations 
after every round; individual challenges for each contestant who made it past the halfway, mark- 
but nobody was listening. It was the same speech as always. Maggie had been watching Panic 
since she was in eighth grade. 

She could have made the speech herself. 

That number-67,000-wrapped itself around her heart and squeezed. Without meaning to, 
she thought of all she could do with the money; she thought of how far she could go, what she 
could buy, how long she could live. How many miles away from Carp she could get. 

But no. She couldn’t leave Matt. Matt had said he loved her. He was her plan. The grip 
on her heart eased a little, and she found she could breathe again. Next, to Maggie, Natalie 
shimmied out of her jean shorts and kicked off her shoes. ‘Can you believe it?’ she said. She 



took off her shirt, shivering in the wind. Maggie couldn’t believe she’d insisted on that ridiculous 
bikini, which would fly off as soon as she hit the water. Natalie had only laughed. Maybe, she’d 
joked, that would earn her extra points. 

That was Natalie: stubborn. Vain, too. Maggie still couldn’t understand why she’d even 
chosen to play. Nat was afraid of everything. 

Someone-probably Billy Wallace- whistled. ‘Nice ass, Velez.’ Nat ignored him, but 
Maggie could tell she had heard and was pretending not to be pleased. 

Maggie wondered what Billy Wallace would say if she tried to wear a scrap of fabric like 
that on her butt. Whoa. Look at the size of that thing! Do you need a permit to carry that thing 
around, Maggie? But Matt loved her. Matt thought she was pretty. The noise on the beach 
swelled, grew to a roar: hoots and screams, people waving homemade banners and flags, 
firecrackers exploding like a smattering of gunfire, and she knew it was time. The whistle would 
blow. 


Terror was about to begin. Just then Maggie saw him. The crowd parted temporarily; she 
could see him, smiling, talking to someone; then the crowd shifted again, and she lost sight of 
him. ‘He’s here. Nat, he’s here.’ ‘What?’ Nat wasn’t paying attention anymore. 

Maggie’s voice dried up in her throat. Because the crowd had opened again, just as she’d 
started moving toward him, as though directed by gravity-relief welling in her chest, a chance to 
make things right, a chance to do things right, for once-and in that second, she had seen that he 
was speaking to Delaney O’Brien. 

Not just speaking. Whispering... 

And then: kissing. The whistle blew sharp and thin in the sudden silence, like the cry of 
an alien bird. 

Maggie reached the top of the ridge just as Derek Klieg got a running start and hurled 
himself into the air, body contorted, shouting. 

A few seconds later, a cheer went up as he hit. Natalie was crouching a few feet away 
from the edge, her face pale; for a second, 



Maggie thought she heard her counting. Then Nat turned and blinked repeatedly, as 
though trying to bring Maggie’s face into focus. She opened her mouth and closed it again. 

Maggie’s heart was beating hard and high. ‘Hey, Nat,’ she said, just as Natalie 
straightened up. 

‘What the hell are you doing?’ Natalie spat out. Now Maggie registered everything, all at 
once: the ache in her hands and thighs, the pain in her fingers, the sharp bite of the wind. Natalie 
looked furious. She was shaking, although that might have been the cold. 

‘I’m going to jump,’ Maggie said, realizing, as she said it, how stupid it sounded how 
stupid it was. All of a sudden, she thought she might puke. 

I’ll be cheering for you; Maggie had said to Natalie. The guilt was there, throbbing 
alongside nausea. But Matt’s voice was bigger than everything. 

Matt’s voice, and underneath it a vision of the water stains above her bed; the dull thud of 
music from the park; the smell of weed and cigarettes; the sounds of laughing, and later, 
someone screaming, you're a dumb piece of... Shit! ‘You can’t jump,’ Nat said, still staring. ‘I’m 
jumping.’ 

‘We’ll jump together,’ Maggie said. 

Natalie took two steps forward. Maggie noticed she was balling her fists almost 
rhythmically. Squeeze, relax. 

Squeeze, relax. Three times. 

‘Why are you doing this?’ The question was almost a whisper. 

Maggie couldn’t answer. She didn’t even know, not exactly. All she knew-all she could 
feel was that this was her last chance. 

So-o she just said, ‘I’m going to jump now. Before I chicken out.’ 

When she turned toward the water, Natalie reached for Maggie, as if to pull her back. But 


she didn’t. 



Maggie felt as though the rock underneath her had begun to move, bucking like a horse. 
She had a sudden terror that she was going to lose her balance and go tumbling down the rocky 
slope, cracking her head in the shallows. 

Fear. She took small, halting steps forward, and still reached the edge far too quickly. 

‘Announce yourself!’ Digging boomed out. Below Maggie, the water, black as oil, was 
still churning with bodies. She wanted to shout down-move, move. I’m going to hit you-but she 
couldn’t speak. She could hardly breathe. Her lungs felt like they were being pressed between 
two stones. 

And suddenly she couldn’t think of anything but Chris Heinz, who five years ago drank a 
fifth of vodka before doing the jump and lost his footing. The sound his head made as it cracked 
against the rock was delicate, almost like an egg breaking. She remembered the way everyone 
ran through the woods; the image of his body, broken and limp, lying half-submerged in the 
water. 


‘Say your name!’ Digging prompted again, and the crowd picked up the chant; Name, 
name, name. 

She opened her mouth. ‘Maggie,’ she croaked out. ‘Maggie Nill.’ Her voice broke, got 
whipped back by the wind. 

The chant was still going: Name, name, name, name. Then: Jump, jump, jump, jump. 

Her insides were white; filled with snow. Her mouth tasted a little like puke. She took a 
deep breath. She closed her eyes. 

She jumped. 

Part: 12 

SATURDAY, JUNE 25 

-Maggie- 

MAGGIE HAD ONCE READ AN ARTTCEE ONEINE ABOUT how time was 


relative and moved faster or slower depending on where you were and what you were 
doing. But she had never understood why it moved slower during the awful stuff-math class. 



dentist appointments-and speeded up whenever you tried to make time go slow. Like when you 
were taking a test, or at your birthday party. 

Or, in this case, dreading something. 

Why? Why- did time have to be the wrong kind of relative? She had never regretted 
anything as much as she regretted making the decision, on the beach, to enter the game. In the 
days that followed, it seemed to her like a kind of insanity. Maybe she’d inhaled too much 
booze-vapor on the beach. Maybe seeing Matt with Delaney had driven her temporarily 
psychotic. 

That happened, didn’t it? Weren't whole defenses built on that kind of thing, when people 
went crazy and hacked their ex-wives to pieces with an ax? But she was too proud to withdraw 
now. And the date of the first official challenge kept drawing nearer. Even though the breakup 
made her want to go into permanent hiding, although she was doing her best to avoid everyone 
who knew her even vaguely, the news had reached her: the water towers near Copake had been 
defaced, painted over with a date. Saturday. Sundown. 

A message and invitation to all the players. 

Matt was gone. The school was over. 

Not that she’d ever liked school, but still. It got her out of the house; it was something to 
do. Now everything was over and done. It occurred to her that this was her life: vast and empty, 
like a coin dropping down a bottomless well. She moved as slowly as she could, spent her nights 
curled on the couch watching TV with her sister, Lily, turned off her phone when she wasn’t 
obsessively checking it for calls from 

Matt... 

She didn’t want to deal with Bishop, who would lecture her and tell her that Matt was an 
idiot anyway; and Nat spent three days giving her the cold shoulder before admitting, finally, 
that she wasn’t that mad anymore. Time tumbled, cascaded on, as though life had been set to 
fast-forward. Finally, Saturday came, and she couldn’t avoid it anymore. 

She didn’t even have to bother to sneak out. Earlier in the evening, her mom and her 
stepdad. Bo, had gone over to some bar in Ancram, which meant they wouldn’t be stumbling 
home until the early hours or, possibly, Sunday aftemoon-bleary-eyed, reeking of smoke, 



probably starving and in a foul mood. Maggie made mac ’n’ cheese for Lily, who ate in sullen 
silence in front of the TV. Lily’s hair was parted exactly down the middle, combed straight, and 
fixed in a hard knot at the back of her head. Recently she had been wearing it like that, and it 
made her look like an old woman stuck in an eleven-year old's body. 

Lily was giving her the silent treatment, and Maggie didn’t know why, but she didn’t 
have enough energy to worry about it. Lily was like that: stormy one minute, smiley the next. 
Recently, she’d been more on the stormy side- more serious, too, very careful about what she 
wore and how she fixed her hair, quieter, less likely to laugh until she snorted milk, less likely to 
beg Maggie for a story before she went to bed-but Maggie figured she was just growing up. 
There wasn’t that much to smile about in Carp. There wasn’t much to smile about in Fresh Pines 
Mobile Park. 

Still, it made Maggie’s chest ache a little. She missed the old Lily: sticky Dr. Pepper 
hands, the smell of the bubblegum breath, hair that was never combed, and glasses that were 
always smudgy. She missed Lily’s eyes, wide in the dark, as she rolled over and whispered, ‘Tell 
me a story, Maggie.’ But that was the way it worked- evolution, she guessed; the order of things. 
At seven-thirty p.m., Bishop texted her to say that he was on his way. 

Lily had withdrawn to the Comer, which was what Maggie called their bedroom: a 
narrow, cramped room with two beds squeezed practically side by side; a chest of drawers 
missing a leg, which rocked violently when it was opened; a chipped lamp and a varnish-spotted 
nightstand; clothes heaped ever 3 ^here, like snowdrifts. Lily was lying in the dark, blankets 
drawn up to her chin. 

Maggie assumed she was sleeping and was about to close the door, when Lily turned to 
her, sitting up on one elbow. In the moonlight coming through the dirty windowpane, her eyes 
were like polished marbles. 

‘Where are you going?’ She said. Maggie navigated around a tangle of jeans and 
sweatshirts, underwear and balled-up socks. 

She sat down on Lily’s bed. She was glad that Lily wasn’t asleep. She was glad, too, that 
Lily had decided to talk to her after all. 

‘Bishop and Nat are picking me up,’ she said, avoiding the question. ‘We’re going to 
hang out fora little while.’ 



Lily lay down again, huddling in her blankets. For a minute, she didn’t say anything. 
Then: ‘Are you coming back?’ Maggie felt her chest squeeze up. 

She leaned over to place a hand on Lily’s head. Lily jerked away. ‘Why would you say 
something like that, billy-goat?’ 

Lily didn’t answer. For several minutes Maggie sat there, her heart racing in her chest, 
feeling helpless and alone in the dark. Then she heard Lily’s breathing and knew she had fallen 
asleep. Maggie leaned over and kissed her sister’s head. Lily’s skin was hot and wet, and Maggie 
had the urge to climb into bed with her, to wake her up and apologize for everything: for the ants 
in the kitchen and the water stains on the ceiling; for the smells of smoke and the shouting from 
outside; for their mom, Krista, and their stepdad, Bo; for the pathetic life they’d been thrust into, 
narrow as a tin can. But she heard a light honk from outside, so instead, she got up, closing the 
door behind her. 

Maggie could always tell Bishop was coming by the sound of his cars. His dad had 
owned a garage once, and Joh-John was a car freak. He was good at building things; several 
years ago, he’d made Maggie arose out of petals of copper, with a steel stem and little screws for 
thorns. 


He was always tinkering withmsted pieces of junk he picked up from God-knows-where. 
His newest was a Le Sabre with an engine that sounded like an old man trying to choke out a belt 
buckle. Maggie took the shotgun. Natalie was sitting in the back. Weirdly, Natalie always 
insisted on sitting b*tch, in the exact middle, even if there was no one else in the car. She’d told 
Maggie that she didn’t like picking sides-left or right-because it always felt like she was betting 
on her life. Maggie had explained to her a million times that it was more dangerous to sit in the 
middle, but Nat didn’t listen. ‘I can’t believe you roped me into this,’ Joh Joh said when Maggie 
got in the car. It was raining the kind of rain that didn’t so much fall as materialize, as though it 
was being exhaled by a giant mouth. There was no point in using an umbrella or rain jacket-it 
was coming from all directions at once and got in collars and under shirtsleeves and down the 
back. 


Part: 13 


Failsafe 



‘Please... ’ She cinched her hoodie a bit tighter. ‘Cut the holier-than-thou crap. You’ve 
always watched the game.’ 

‘Yeah, but that was before my two best friends decided to go bat-shit and join.’ 

‘We get it, Joh-John,’ Nat said. ‘Turn on some music, will you?’ 

‘No can do, my lady.’ Joh-John reached into the cup holder and handed Maggie a Slurpee 
from 7-Eleven. Blue. Her favorite. She took a sip and felt a good freeze in her head. ‘Radio’s 
busted. I’m doing some work on the wiring-’ Nat cut him off, groaning exaggeratedly. ‘Not 
again.’ 

‘What can I say? I love fixer-uppers.’ He patted the steering wheel as he accelerated onto 
the highway. As if in response, the Le Sabre made a shrill whine of protest, followed by several 
emphatic bangs and a horrifying rattle, as if the engine were coming apart. 

‘I’m pretty sure the love is not mutual,’ Nat said, and Maggie laughed, and felt a little 
less nervous. As Joh- John angled the car off the road and bumped into the narrow, packed-dirt 
one-liner that ran the periphery of the park, NO TRESPASSING signs were lit up intermittently 
amid his headlights. 

Already, a few dozen cars were parked on the lane, most of them squeezed as close to the 
woods as possible, some almost entirely swallowed by the underbmsh. 

Maggie spotted Matt’s car right away-the old used Jeep he’d inherited from an uncle, its 
rear bumper plastered withhalf-shredded stickers he’d tried desperately to key off, as though he 
had backed up into a massive spider web. She remembered the first time they’d ever driven 
around together, to celebrate the fact that he had finally gotten his license after failing the test 
three times. He’d stopped and started so abmptly she’d felt like she might puke up the doughnuts 
he’d bought her, but he was so happy, she was happy too. 

All-day, all week, she’d been both desperately hoping to see him and praying that she 
would never see him again. 

If Delaney was here, she really would puke. She shouldn’t have had the Slurpee. 

‘You okay?’ Joh Joh asked her in a low voice as they got out of the car. He could always 
read her: she loved and hated that about him at the same time. 



‘I’m fine,’ she said, too sharply. 

‘Why’d you do it, Maggie?’ he said, putting a hand on her elbow and stopping her. 
‘Why’d you do it?’ Maggie noticed he was wearing the same outfit he’d been wearing the last 
time she’d seen him, on the beach- the faded-blue Lucky Charms T-shirt, the jeans so long they 
looped underneath the heels of his Converse-and felt vaguely annoyed by it. His dirty-blond hair 
was sticking out at crazy angles underneath his ancient Pittsburgh- hat. He smelled good, though, 
a very Joh Joh smell: like the inside of a drawer full of old coins and Tic Tacs. 

For a second, she thought of telling him the tmth: that when Matt had dumped her, she 
had understood for the first time that she was a complete and total nobody. 

But then he mined it. ‘Please tell me this isn’t about Matthew Haiplley,’ he said. 

There it was. The eye- roll. 

‘Come on, Joh Joh.’ She could have hit him. Even hearing the name made her throat 
squeeze up into a knot. 

‘Give me a reason, then. You said yourself, a million times, that Panic is stupid.’ ‘Nat 
entered, didn’t she? How come you aren’t lecturing her?’ 

‘Nat’s an idiot,’ Joh Joh said. He took off his hat and mbbed his head, and his hair 
responded as though it had been electrified, and it promptly stood straight up. Joh Joh claimed 
that his superpower was electromagnetic hair; Maggie’s only superpower seemed to be the 
amazing ability to have one angry red pimple at any given t im e. 

‘She’s one of your best friends,’ Maggie pointed out. 

‘So? She’s still an idiot. I have an open-door idiot policy on friendship.’ 

Maggie couldn’t help it; she laughed. Joh Joh smiled too, so wide she could see the small 
overlap in his two front teeth. 

Joh Joh shoved on his baseball hat again, smothering the disaster of his hair. He was one 
of the few boys she knew who was taller than she was-even Matt had been exactly her height, 
five-eleven. Sometimes she was grateful; sometimes she resented him for it like he was trying to 
prove a point by being taller. 



up until the time they were twelve years old, they’d been the same height, to the 
centimeter. In Joh Job’s bedroom was a ladder of old pencil marks on the wall to prove it. 

‘I’m betting on you, Nill,’ he said in a low voice. ‘I want you to know that. I don’t want 
you to play. I think it’s idiotic. But I’m betting on you.’ He put an arm over her shoulder and 
squeezed her, and something in his tone of voice reminded her that once- ages and ages ago, it 
felt like she had been briefly head-over-heels in love with him. 

Freshman year, they’d had one fumbling kiss in the back of the Hudson Movie- Plex, 
even though she’d had popcorn stuck in her teeth, and for two days they’d held hands loosely, 
suddenly incapable of the conversation even though they’d been friends since elementary school. 
And then he had broken it off, and Maggie had said she understood, even though she didn’t. She 
didn’t know what made her think of it. 

She couldn’t imagine being in love with Joh Joh now. He was like a brother-an annoying 
brother who always felt the need to point out when you had a pimple. Which you did, always. 

But just one. Already, she could hear faint music through the trees, and the crackle and boom of 
Digging’s voice, amplified by the megaphone. 

The water towers scrawled with graffiti and imprinted faintly with the words Allegheny- 
counties, where lit starkly from below. Perched on rail-thin legs, they looked like overgrown 
insects. No-like a single insect, with two rounded steel joints. Because Maggie could see, even 
from a distance, that a narrow wooden plank had been set between them, fifty feet in the air. 

The challenge, this time, was clear. 

By the time, Maggie, Nat, and Joh Joh had arrived at the place where the crowd was 
assembled, directly under the towers, her face was slick. As usual, the atmosphere was 
celebratory- the crowd was keyed up, antsy, although everyone was speaking in whispers. 

Someone had managed to maneuver a truck through the woods. A floodlight, hooked up 
to its engine, illuminated the towers and the single wooden plank running between them and lit 
up the mist of rain. Cigarettes flared intermittently, and the truck radio was playing old rock song 
thudded quietly under the rhythm of conversation. They had to be quieter tonight; they weren’t 
far from the road. 


‘Promise not to ditch me, okay?’ 



Nat said. Maggie was glad she’d said it; even though these were her classmates, people 
she’d known forever, Maggie had a sudden terror of getting lost in the crowd. 

‘No way,’ Maggie said. She tried to avoid looking up, and she found herself 
unconsciously scanning the crowd for Matt. She could make out a group of sophomores huddled 
nearby, giggling, and Shayna Lambert, who was wrapped in a blanket and had a thermos of 
something hot, as though she was at a football game. 

Maggie was surprised to see Vivian Travin, standing by herself, a little ways’ apart from 
the rest of the crowd. Her hair was knotted into dreadlocks, and in the moonlight, her various 
piercings glinted dully. Maggie had never seen Viv at a single social event-she’d never seen her 
doing much of anything besides cutting classes and waiting tables at Dot’s. For some reason, the 
fact that even Viv had shown made her even more anxious. 

‘Joh Joh!’ Avery Wallace pushed her way through the crowd and promptly catapulted 
herself into Joh Job’s arms, as though he’d just rescued her from a major catastrophe. Maggie 
looked away as Joh Joh leaned down to kiss her. Avery was only five feet - one and standing next 
to her made Maggie feel like the Jolly Green Giant on a can of com. 

‘I missed you,’ Avery said when Joh Joh pulled away. She still hadn’t even 
acknowledged Maggie; she’d once overheard Maggie call her ‘shrimp faced’ and had never 
forgiven her. Avery did, however, look somewhat shrimp like, all tight and pink, so Maggie 
didn’t feel that bad about it. Joh Joh mumbled something in return. Maggie felt nauseous, and 
heartbroken all over again. No one should be allowed to be happy when you were so miserable- 
especially not your best friends. It should be a law. 

Avery giggled and squeezed Joh Job’s hand. ‘Let me get my beer, okay? I’ll be back. 

Stay right here.’ Then she turned and vanished. Immediately, Joh Joh raised his eyebrows at 
Maggie. ‘Don’t say it.’ ‘What?’ Maggie held up both hands. Joh Joh stuck a finger in her face. ‘I 
know what you’re thinking,’ he said, and then jabbed at Nat. 

‘You too.’ 

Nat did her best innocent face. 

‘Unfair, Marks. I was just thinking about what a lovely accessory she makes. So-o small 


and convenient.’ 



‘The perfect pocket liner,’ Maggie agreed. 

‘All right, all right.’ Joh Joh was doing a pretty good job of pretending to be angry. 

‘Enough.’ 

‘It’s a compliment,’ Nat protested. 

‘I said, enough.’ But after a minute, Joh Joh leaned over and whispered, ‘I can’t keep her 
in my pocket, you know. She bites.’ His lips bumped against Maggie’s ear-by accident, she was, 
sure- and she laughed. The weight of nerves in her stomach eased up a little. But then someone 
cut the music, and the crowd got still and very quiet, and she knew it was about to begin. Just 
like that, she felt a numbing cold all over, as though all of the rain had solidified and frozen on 
her skin. 

Part: 14 

Disremembered 

Maggie forgot about looking for Joh Joh. She watched, transfixed, as Zavic moved out 
onto the plank. From the safety of the ground, it looked almost beautiful: the soft haze of rain, 
Zavic’s arms extended, a dark black shape against the clouds. Ray hadn’t come down the ladder. 
He must have been watching too, although he had moved behind the water tank, so he was 
invisible. 

It happened in a split second; Zavic jerked to one side, lost his footing, and was falling. 
Maggie heard herself cry out. She felt her heart rocket into the roof of her mouth, and in that 
second, as his arms pin-wheeled wildly and his mouth contorted in a scream, she thought, 
Nothing and none of us will ever be the same. 

And then, just as quickly, he caught himself. He got his left foot back onto the board, and 
his body stopped swaying wildly from right to left, like a loose pendulum. He straightened up. 

Someone screamed Zavic’s name. And then the applause began, turning thunderous as he 
made his way, haltingly, the remaining few feet. No one heard the time that- Digging shouted. 
No one paid any attention to Ray as he came down the ladder. But as soon as Zavic was on the 
ground, he flew at Ray. Zavic was smaller than Ray and skinnier, but he tackled him from behind 
and the move was unexpected. Ray was on the ground, face in the dirt, in a second. 



‘You are a freaking asshole. You threw something at me.’ Zavic raised his fist; Ray 
twisted, bucking Zavic off him. 

‘What are you talking about?’ 

Ray, staggered to his feet, so his face was lit in the glare of the spotlight. He must have 
cut his lip on a rock. He was bleeding. He looked mean and ugly. Zavic got up too. His eyes 
where wild -black and full of hatred. The crowd was still, frozen, and Maggie once again thought 
she could hear the rain, the dissolution of a hundred thousand different drops at once. Ever 3 dhing 
hung in the air, ready to fall. 

‘Don’t lie,’ Zavic spat out. ‘You hit me in the chest. You wanted me to fall’ 

‘You’re crazy.’ 

Ray started to turn away. Zavic charged him. And then they were down again, and all at 
once, the crowd surged forward, everyone shouting, some pushing for a better view, some 
jumping in to pull the boys off each other. 

Maggie was squeezed from all sides. She felt a hand on her back and she barely stopped 
herself from falling. 

She reached forNat’s hand instinctively. 

‘Maggie!’ Nat’s face was white, frightened. Their hands were wrenched apart, and Nat 
went down among the blur of bodies. 

‘Natl’ Maggie shoved through the crowd, using her elbows, thankful now to be so big. 
Nat was trying to get up, and when Maggie reached her, she let out a scream of pain. 

‘My ankle!’ Nat was saying, panicked, grabbing her leg. ‘Someone stepped on my ankle.’ 
Maggie reached for her, then felt a hand on her back: this time deliberate, forceful. She tried to 
twist around to see who had pushed her, but she was on the ground, face in the mud before she 
could. Feet churned up the dirt, splattered her face with moisture. For just one moment, Maggie 
wondered whether this-the seething crowd, the surge was part of the challenge. She felt a break 
in the crowd, a fractional release. 

‘Come on.’ She managed to stand up and hook Nat under the arm. 



‘It hurts,’ Nat said, blinking back tears. But Maggie got her to her feet. Then a voice 
came blaring, suddenly, through the woods, huge and distorted. 

‘Freeze where you are, all of you... ’ 

Cops... 

Part: 15 

Beams of Light 

Everything was chaos. Beams of light swept across the crowd, turning faces white, 
frozen; people where mnning, pushing to get out, disappearing into the woods. Maggie counted 
four cops-one of them had wrestled someone to the ground, she couldn’t see who. Her mouth 
was dry, chalky, and her thoughts disjointed. Her hoodie was smeared with mud, and the cold 
seeped into her chest. 

Joh- John was gone. Joh Joh had the car. 

Car. They needed to get out or hide. 

She kept a hand on Nat’s arm and tried to pull her forward, but Nat stumbled. Tears 
welled up in her eyes. 

‘1 can’t,’ she said. 

‘You have to.’ Maggie felts desperate. Where was the hell, Joh Joh? She bent down to 
loop an arm around 

Nat’s waist. ‘Lean on me.’ ‘I can’t,’ Nat repeated. ‘It hurts too bad.’ 

Then Marcel Mason came out of nowhere. He was suddenly next to them, and without 
pausing or asking permission, he put one of his arms around Nat’s waist as well, so that she 
could be carried between them. Nat gave a short cry of surprise, but she didn’t resist. Maggie felt 
like she could kiss him. 

‘Come on,’ he said. They passed into the woods, stumbling, going as quickly as possible, 
moving away from the booming megaphone-voices, the screaming, and the lights. It was dark. 
Marcel kept his cell phone out; it cast a weak blue light on the sodden leaves underneath them, 
the wet ferns and the shaggy, moss-covered trees. 



‘Where are, we are going?’ Maggie whispered. Her heart was pounding. Nat could barely 
put any weight on her left leg, so every other step, she leaned heavily into Maggie. 

‘We have to wait until the cops clear out,’ Marcel replied. He was short of breath. A few 
hundred feet beyond the water towers, nestled in the trees, was a narrow pump house. 

Maggie could hear mechanical equipment going inside it, humming through the walls, 
when they stopped so Marcel could shoulder the door open. It wasn’t locked. 

Inside, it smelled like mildew and metal. The single room was dominated by two large 
tanks and various pieces of msted electrical equipment; the air was filled with a constant, 
mechanical thrush, like the noise of a thousand crickets. 

They could no longer hear shouting from the woods. 

Part: 16 

Twisted 

‘Probably sprained,’ Marcel said. 

‘Jez-us.’ Nat exhaled heavily and maneuvered onto the ground, extending her left leg in 
front of her, wincing. ‘It hurts.’ 

He sat down as well, but not too close. 

‘I swear I felt someone crack it.’ Nat leaned forward and began touching the skin around 
her ankle. She inhaled sharply. 

‘Leave it, Nat,’ Maggie said. ‘We’ll get some ice on it as soon as we can.’ She was cold 
and suddenly exhausted. The rush she’d felt from completing the challenge was gone. 

She was wet and hungry, and the last thing she wanted to do was sit in a stupid pump 
house for half the night. She pulled out her phone and texted Joh Joh. Where are you? 

‘How’d you know about this place?’ Nat asked Marcel. ‘Found it the other day,’ Marcel 
said. ‘I was scouting. Mind if I smoke?’ 


‘Kind of,’ Maggie said. 



He shrugged and replaced the cigarettes in his jacket. He kept his cell phone out, on the 
floor, so his silhouette was touched with blue. 

‘Thank you,’ Nat blurted out. ‘For helping me. That was really... I mean, you didn’t have 
to.’ 


‘No problem,’ Marcel said. 

Maggie couldn’t see his face, but there was a weird quality to his voice like he was being 
choked. 

‘I mean; we’ve never even spoken before.... ’ Marrybe realizing she sounded mde, Nat 
trailed off. 

For a minute, there was silence. 

Maggie sent another text to Joh Joh. 

What The F*ck? 

Then Marcel said abmptly, ‘We spoke before. Once. At the pep rally, last year. You 
called me David.’ 

‘I did?’ Nat giggled nervously. 

‘Stupid. I was probably dmnk. Remember, Maggie? We took those 

disgusting shots.’ 

‘Mmmm.’ Maggie was still standing. She leaned up against the door, listening to the 
sound of the rain, which was dmmming a little harder now. She strained to hear, underneath it, 
the continued sounds of shouting. She couldn’t believe Joh Joh still hadn’t texted her back. Joh 
Joh always responded to her messages right away. 

‘Anyway, I’m an idiot,’ Nat was saying. ‘Anyone will tell you that. But I couldn’t very 
well forget a name like Marcel, could I? I wish I had a cool name.’ 

‘I like your name,’ Marcel said quietly. 


Maggie felt a sharp pain go through her. She had heard in Marcel’s voice a familiar 
longing, a hollowness-and she knew then, immediately and without doubt, that Marcel liked 



Natalie. For a second, she had a blind moment of envy, a feeling that gripped her from all sides. 
Of course. Of course, Marcel liked Nat. She was pretty and giggly and small and cute, like an 
animal you’d find in someone’s purse. 

-Like- 

Avery. The association arrived unexpectedly, and she dismissed it quickly. She didn’t 
care about Avery, and she didn’t care whether Marcel liked Nat, either. It wasn’t her business. 
Still, the idea continued to drum through her, like the constant patter of the rain: that no one 
would ever love her. 

‘How long do you think we should wait?’ Nat asked. 

‘Not too much longer,’ Marcel said. They sat in silence for a few minutes. Maggie knew 
she should make a conversation, but she was too tired. 

‘I wish it wasn’t so dark,’ Nat said after a few minutes, rustling. Maggie could tell from 
her voice she was getting impatient. 

Marcel stood up. ‘Wait here,’ he said and slipped outside. For a while, there was silence 
except for a tinny banging-something moving through the pipes and the hiss of water on the roof. 

‘I’m going to go to L.A.,’ Nat blurted out suddenly. ‘If I win.’ Maggie turned to her. Nat 
looked defiant, as though she expected Maggie to start making fun of her. ‘What for...?’ Maggie 
asked. 


‘The surfers,’ Nat said. Then she rolled her eyes. ‘Hollywood, bean brain. What do you 
think for?’ Maggie went over to her and crouched. Nat always said she wanted to be an actress, 
but Maggie had never thought she was serious-not serious enough to do it, definitely not serious 
enough to play Panic for it. But Maggie just nudged her with a shoulder. 

‘Promise me that when you’re rich and famous, you won’t forget the bean brains you 
knew back when.’ 

‘I promise,’ Nat said. The air smelled faintly like charcoal. 

‘What about you? What will you do if you win?’ Maggie shook her head. She wanted to 
say: Run until I burst. Build miles and miles and miles between me and Carp. Leave the old 
Maggie behind, bum her to dust. Instead, she shmgged. ‘Go somewhere, I guess. 



Sixty-seven grand buys a lot of gas.’ 

Nat shook her head. ‘Come on, Maggie,’ she said quietly. ‘Why’d you enter?’ 

Just like that, Maggie thought of Matt, and the hopelessness of everything, and felt like 
she would cry. She swallowed back the feeling. ‘Did you know?’ she said finally. 

‘About Matt, I mean, and Delaney.’ 

‘I heard a mmor,’ Nat said carefully. 

‘But I didn’t believe it.’ 

‘I heard she ... with him... ’ 

Maggie couldn’t say the words. She knew she was probably a little prude, especially 
compared to Nat. She was embarrassed about it and proud of it at the same time: she just didn’t 
see what was so great about fooling around. ‘At the frigging 

Arboretum.’ ‘She’s a whore,’ Nat said matter of- factly. ‘Bet she gives him herpes. Or 

worse.’ 

‘Worse than herpes?’ Maggie said doubtfully. 

‘Syphilis... Turns you into a mutter. 

Puts holes in the brain, swiss- cheese- style.’ Maggie sometimes forgot that Nat could 
always make her laugh. ‘I hope not,’ she said. She managed to smile. ‘He wasn’t that smart, to 
begin with. I don’t think he has a lot of brains to spare.’ 

‘You hope so, you mean.’ Nat mimed holding up a glass. 

‘To Delaney’s syphilis.’ 

‘You’re crazy,’ Maggie said, but she was laughing full-on now. 

Nat ignored her. ‘Marry it turn Joel Flores’s brain to delicious, gooey cheese.’ 

‘Amen,’ Maggie said and raised her arm. 

‘Amen.’ They pretended to clink. Maggie stood up again and moved to the door. Marcel 
was still not back; she wondered what he was doing. 



‘Do you think-’ Maggie took a deep breath. ‘Do you think anyone will ever love me?’ ‘I 
love you,’ Nat said. ‘Joh Joh loves you. Your mom loves you. ’ Maggie made a face, and Nat said, 
‘She does. Heath bar, in her way. 

-And- 

Lily loves you too.’ 

‘You guys don’t count,’ Maggie said. 

Then, realizing how that sounded, she giggled. ‘No offense.’ ‘None took,’ Nat said. After 
a pause, Maggie said, ‘I love you, too, you know. I’d be a basket case without you. I mean it. I’d 
be carted off and, I don’t know, drawing aliens in my mashed potatoes by now.’ 

‘I know,’ Nat said. Maggie felt as if all the years of their lives together, their friendship, 
where welling up there, in the dark; the time they’d practiced kissing on Nat’s mom’s sofa 
cushions; the first time they’d ever smoked a cigarette and Maggie had puked; all the secret texts 
in classes, fingers moving under the desk and behind their textbooks. All of it was hers, hers and 
Nat’s, and all those years were nestled inside them like one of those Russian dolls, holding 
dozens of tiny selves inside it. 

Maggie turned to Nat, suddenly breathless. 

‘Let’s split the money,’ she blurted out. 

‘What?’ 

Nat blinked... 

‘If one of us wins, let’s split it.’ Maggie realized, as soon as she said it, that she was right. 
‘Fifty-fifty. Thirty grants can still buy a lot of gas, you know.’ 

For a second, Nat just stared at her. 

Then she said, ‘All right. Fifty-fifty.’ Nat laughed. ‘Should we shake on it? Or pinkie 

swear?’ 


‘I tmstyou,’ Maggie said. 


Marcel returned at last. ‘It’s clear,’ he said. 



Maggie and Marcel supported Nat between them, and together they made their way 
beneath the water towers and into the clearing that had so recently been packed with characters. 
Now the only evidence of the crowd was the trash left behind: stamped-out cigarette butts and all 
the joints, crushed beer cans, towels, a few umbrellas. The tmck was still parked in the mud, but 
its engine was stopped. 

Maggie imagined the cops would bring out a tow for it later. The quiet was strange, and 
the whole scene felt weirdly creepy. It made Maggie think that everyone had been spirited away 
into thin air. 

Marcel gave a sudden shout. ‘Hold on a second,’ he said and left Nat leaning on Maggie. 
He moved several feet away and scooped something up from the ground-a transportable cooler. 
Maggie saw, when he angled his cell phone light onto it, that it still contained ice and beer. 
However, the Joh Job’s phone was still going straight to voicemail and was getting cut off on the 
second ring. Matt and Delaney where probably intimate sung and warm wooden plank, and the 
itch in the soles of her feet, telling her to jump. 

‘Jackpot,’ Marcel said. He smiled for the first time all night. He took the cooler with 
them, and when they reached Route 22, he made a substitute ice pack for Nat’s ankle. 

There were three beers left, one for each of them at that time, and they drank so much 
collectively on the side of the road, in the pouring rain, while they waited for the bus to appear. 
Nat got giggly after just a few sips, and she and Marcel joked about smoking a cigarette to make 
the bus come quicker, and Maggie knew she should be satisfied. 

<3 

Nevaeh 

Book: 15 


Seventeen 



Chapter: 105 


Part: 1 
(Back) 

It all started two years ago; I drew for her, to see what she would think. She likes it... but 
it was not enough to get her talking. To week later she was with him... what does she see in 
him? 


Sometimes-1 go to see her... at this little place in the same town. Where she is the worth 
that I can feel in what is left of my broken heart. 

Sending letters that the father never gave- yes, as much as I can, I go to be around her, to 
see that smile and these braces on her teeth that smile that brightens my day. Not always with 
success do I get attention, but at least I can see her and her amazing eyes. 

Who knows it might even get a hello from her- she is perfect in every way! I did see 
anything wrong with having a seventeen-year-old dream girl at the time. 

Back then it all started with me making the crazy decision to ask her to marry me, over a 
social networking site, I sure her boyfriend loved me asking her that question. But at the time I 
did not give a shit, I knew what I wanted, and I was not going to let anything get in the way. 

She must think I am smoking something, or that I am just completely waked! For the 
reason that I hardly even know her in tme reality, but yet, I know everything about here in my 
mind. 


I have never felt so attached to anyone like this before. Just thinking about here is making 
me foolish. Not knowing anything about her, yet, I cannot help it, but feel as if she is the one for 
me. That the search is finally over! I believe that I found the one for me maybe, there is one more 
issue and that is her family. 

My mind is mnning fast and with intention what should I do next. Oh, networking is a 
double-edged sword her profile on the web is a tease. 

But then again is love? I guess...? Let’s just say that I did get an answer, but I did know 
that there was so much more than I need to wait for... 


Part: 2 



Ponder 


Did I just scare her away? 

Oh no- what did I do? Maybe she will see that I admire her? Maybe she will think what I 
ask was sweet my she thinks I am a freak. Hum- What does Olivia think? It is like- ‘Open mouth 
insert foot,’ or not say anything and lose her to him. 

What should I do, what can I do? 

Her boyfriend Brandon is going to kill me! Yet, I have a heart ring sitting on my 
nightstand. Is she going to single soon, just because you have photos and relationship status as 
taken but doesn’t mean that you’re his mind, body, and soul? Or are you dating him because that 
is what others want, like your family? 

Without me knowing what to do or think, this thought popped in into my head? Would 
her friends approve of us even being together? I know some of them may, and then again how do 
I know what they might say, hopefully, it is all good. Will I ever know? 

Oh yes, she is still in high school, and I am six years older; but age is just a number, 

right? 

She did a drawing, and it was breathtaking, I commented, and things started to work out. 
But will this blessed luckily streak last? 

However, the ice has been broken. 

Artwork and creativity can open up all kinds of doors even the one to the heart... Did she 
make this impress me? As of now, I don’t know, however it was excessive, wonderful and 
beautiful. Just what I was looking for, someone that enjoys the same things that I do. 

What more can I ask for? 

The 28th I don’t know what to think? Yes, no, maybe? Someone give me a sign or 
something? The love heart line kind of flat-lined until the 14th of the next month, which was a 
win I felt that the relationship finally took off some. 

The online conversion ware light-hearted, and modest. 



Nevertheless, it was a remarkable achievement of accomplishment; looking back at how 
completed it can be just to have her know that I am even there. Just have to see what the next 
couple of days bring. 

Maybe there is a date on the way. I wished her goodnight and sweet dreams and have to 
see what the next day brings me. 

The 22nd what an amazing day, I got to speak to her at last in the place where one can 
meet and greet, yet I had a few intermptions; I could help it, I was unusually popular that day. 

She was so cute about it... with her braces on her teeth, and the way she looks at me. 
When she waked up to me, I could not speak because of the other that was wanted my- complete 
attention in the place. 

Finally, at the cash register that magic spot for flirting together... we talked more face to 
face, no screen of allowance no button to click just real stimulation of interaction. It was all 
nervously publicized to one another so that just lead to the plans to talk online more, awesome! 

The perfect girl what can I say, to be so close yet, feel miles away. Want to mn to her but 
have to walk out the door the ether way. The only words spoken to her is- ‘Have a nice day.’ 

Thinking about her and the summer and what it could be- with her it reminds me of 
Seventeen- you’re on my mind all the time and I think about you yet we're not together. The stars 
shining combined with ribbon holding hands forever. 

This is the days we could have together it could be like Sunflowers, Mayfields, kissing in 
the rain, no more brick walls, falling teardrops no more prize paces remain. 

True love shouldn’t be such a game; does she feel the same. She’s is everything she is 
seventeen. What if every day could be like this: Dimmed rings, football games, and a movie on 
the weekends? Its plan to see you belong to me, she’s is everything that reminds me of Seventeen 
everything that is in our dreams. Everything she does is amazing, but then again, I am just 
speculating. 

The 26th I don’t have much to say, it feels there is something in the way, let’s see what 
happens in another day. The 27th I give her a guitar pick to make into a nickel, I hope she liked it, 
I got her to smile! But is she going to know the meaning behind it or not? 



She looked at the message that I made from before 4:58 pm. That I told her about let’s 
see if this becomes a date? 

The 29th so when are you going to let me take you out, to a movie or something of your 

choice? 


The 30th is it all over T don’t know... ’ Those are the words that answer all the 
unanswered questions. 

Note: I wish I would have met her sooner so that we could have been together. Back 
when I was in school. It would have been nice to be the same age and to be seventeen again and 
know what I know now, and doing the same things... but it's ok hopefully we can still make it 
work. Even if I can’t date her, I still want to be a part of her life. 

The 1st it’s a new moth is love going to start up for me? But right now, he is still in the 
way. The leaves are changing and so am 1, but 1 just can’t wait any longer? October is in the air, 
and it would be perfect to get together! 

The 2nd I can’t sleep, I can’t think, I can’t breathe, hell I eat a whole box of apple jacks 
in one day. Am I falling in love with a girl that 1 know that I can never have, yes, she is 
seventeen? 

And what gets me is that I feel that she feels the same way about me, yet the social world 
thanks to that he is the one for her... why not he is her age and the boy toy that most of the high 
school girls drool over. All I have to say is that we will have to see, what is meant to be? 

The 5th I don’t know what to think. 

The 12th it’s not over if anything it’s a new start! 

The 19th being romantic is not dead, and it does exist. Youjust need to be with the right 
guy, which can show you what real expressions of love is! :0 

Where do you consider being places for romance? - Romance doesn't exist don't kid 
yourself has a guy ever asked you to marry him? - Yes, but not whom you would expect :0 

The 22nd I got to see my girl today and invited her to my book thing so... ya-ah me! 
Let’s see if she comes to see me. 



The 28th everyone sucks in this town hut what else is new, and I learned that it’s uncool 
to tie your shoes. Carved Halloween stuff... 

The 6th of November I saw here today, and it was awesome like magic, and I go to her 
too small because of an inside joke. The 7th and 6th are forecasted to be romantic let’s see if we 
make it into a joined partnership. 

She is going to feel this on the 7th. 

Today you will have a chance to change certain areas of your life, especially your love 
life. You will seek adventure - not in the physical sense of a journey anywhere, but the 
metaphysical sense of a journey within. You get a new perspective on your relationship and feel 
like a whole new world has opened up to you. 

Partners will never seem the same again. 

The 8th so I asked via the social network, how is your Thursday going? What have you 
been up to! - She answered on another web page her reply to me, it’s like a secret message to me, 
however, she is with him; seeing a scary movie that is boring to her to the point of agony. 

T think that If you’re with the right person, then you should not be bored, or watching the 
movie.’ You should, making out the whole time, and cuddling with one another. Does she want 
to be with me, but can’t be? However, is she happy being unappreciated by him? What is going 
to happen? Is this seventeen-flame going workout or happen? 

There is a lot of speculation circulating about your love life at the moment. It could take a 
new and very different path forward, sooner than you think. All this is good news, although you 
may worry about how your relationship will be affected. Shake off that pessimistic view and 
allow a miracle to unfold. Then take that first step forward. 

11/9/ 13 

I don’t know why but I feel say it is going to be an amazing day! 

You've had a lot of dates and met a lot of interesting people, but at times like the 
beginning of the week, you yearn for that special someone in your life who knows you well, 
someone you can tell all of your problems to. 



Platonic friends can turn into something more if there's an attraction combined with 
intimacy midweek. Taking the relationship to the next level can be complicated but fulfilling. 
The flow of dating energy is different at the beginning of the week, so take advantage of it and 
mix things up a little. 

When you go somewhere out of the ordinary you open up your chances of meeting 
exciting new people! You run up against some stiff competition at the end of the week. Whether 
you like it or not, you'll have to prove yourself if you want to ‘win’ the affection of your latest 
cmsh. 


The 9th it’s all over and I don’t know what to do! 

The 13th Bartering is the name of the game to get you back- 

Sometimes, I get so preoccupied trying to perfect everything that I forget to appreciate 
the things that are already perfect, have you ever been in love with a girl that you can’t have? 

I am getting older by the moment and feel as if I am weathering away. Yes, just one day 
closer to the casket, or am I in it. This life I have had has done nothing but pressure me into 
becoming what I never intended to be. Then again look at what I get to show for it. I got 
everything I ever wanted just not in the way I want it to be. 

I sit with a non-filled heart of thinking that life is so unfair, listening to my mind as it 
spins like a tornado through Kansas and all the thoughts of what can and can’t be rushing like a 
bolt through my brain. All this takes me to a place that I will never be again. If only I would have 
done this and not that... If only is all I think about. 

Nonetheless, mostly I think of all the existences from back in the days of seventeen. Why 
seventeen you ask? While it was everything real to me, the only thing I wanted, all that I still 
thi nk about. ‘She was a black-haired beauty with big blue dog eyes.’ Her eyelashes could put 
you in trances as they blinked. She was petite in her stature, but she had it all if you know what I 
am saying. 

Pulse I was going get into that skirt, and the way I could. She has those sweet pink lips, 
which could curl up your toes, even to this day, oh yes! I was young once, but you grow old fast, 
if you don’t have anything keeping you young, what the hell do I have to live for? 



Back when she was on the edge of seventeen and my life was entertaining, pleasurable, 
and stimulating. Everything seems flawless when with her; she was, and still is flawless in my 
eyes. But everything changes and everything movies on. But she still talks to me and dances 
around me. 

Yet we can’t he together as we would like to be you see. Those days were over a long 
time ago. 

She was the gasoline that lite my match on fire, and only she had the right moisture or 
what it took to extinguish it out. I guess we filled each other up with our hopes, and dreams let’s 
not forget about the compassion. 

We filled each other up on the pitches and surrounding grounds to, don’t get me wrong. 
But there was more there then just young stupid lust here. Something deeper that sucks down on 
you to the point you don’t know what you going to do. You feel that your head is going to 
explode, it will make your bean spin and go numb. But is this what you would call love? 

Is this what we all come back for more of? All this year, I think of what I have missed out 
on. All these years I said this is true love? But to this day I don’t know if love is real or just a 
state of mind, which is a ghost that haunts me. How do you love something that cannot be shown 
to everyone that they love you back? I still have a two-carat heart-shaped diamond ring around 
my neck on the ball chain that my ear tags -was- ones did, the ring was going to be hers; it will 
most likely go to the grave with me, and the tag will be in her bark padded box forever. 

Love is not- loving unless it is shown to the world- right? Is love just getting it on, or is it 
about being soul mates? I am, and an old man and I still have no clue... What is love; to some 
love is L for lust that makes you want to get it all, to do whatever you can to please. 

O is Oh shit this is going to be crazy, and what should I do next. V is for virgins having 
victory getting to the next level, saying I got to touch and feel it. E is for Exposited, and 
unsatisfied, that is love for some. 

On the other hand, if you’re like me I try to believe that Nat King Cole sings love the way 
it should be, but most of the time that kind of love is just a fantasy. If you’re like me you have to 
believe in a little of both, just to see what it’s all about. 



My life is just like flipping through the pages of an organized book, you will understand 
my life and what it was all about, was it a waste of time? Or did my life have something more? I 
guess we will have to gaze into notes to see. 

I was told in 1945,1 was a twenty-two-year-old soldier back from the battlefields and the 
air raids, and looking for my innocents, and Olivia Sartre’s was the girl for me. 

Her father was a teacher at the local high school; he knew that and believed that I had 
found love within it his precious little girl. This man hated my guts, but the feeling was mutual, 
around this time when I was at war Olivia was a worker at the local cafe. She was only seventeen, 
and a shy as can be in her ways and was so sweet to talk to and even sweeter to gaze at. 

Plus, up to this point in her life, she was not that interested in any other boys, but we were 
close associates all of our lives, so would say more than friends. 

However, destiny has its plans that no one can foresee, do you believe in soul mates? If 
you are anything like me, you still do not know what the hell I am doing when it comes to love. 
Love can make you seem crazy to the ones that just do not understand. 

With Olivia, I felt like I had the world by the ass and was loved. I had to leave my little 
coal mine town to go and fight. 

Oh, I am not saying that war didn’t fix us boys up with or ladies the nights to make us 
man... but I felt that I was the man that I was supposed to be before I left. Anyways that type of 
girl was not my style. 

Oh, the temptation can make you go out of your mind, but there was only one thing that 
was stopping me. That was a promise that I made to Olivia, who was about to turn seventeen in a 
month or so at the time. I wrote her a love letter every day If I could, I still have all of them 
sitting here on my desk breaking apart in old age. 

But as of now and this present day my heart is heavy, and my hands are weak, as she sits 
with memory at my feet. Yah, I am not the rock that I used to be, but her rock displeases her 
name, and her birthdate this is one thing that I have now that reminds me, of what she ones were 
to me, and what she is to me as of now. I could not hold a pen in my hands if I tried, but I walk 
to see her every day or at least I try, seeing that gleaming stone just make me want to cry anyway 
but still I do it, I hope for the day that I die, is that wrong? 



Some would say that it not manly to keep a scrapbook; well I do not give two shits or 
care what others think, you see. This book holds the memories of us, and even more that no one 
has ever seen before. It a book of secrets that no one knows about other than me, but it’s in my 
last well and testament that Kristen will be given it, and what she does what it is completely up 
to her at that time. 

In the winter, I like to sit in my chair at night in the living room and go through the pages 
one by one. Knowing that when I get to the end; I will most likely close the book, and start all 
over again, maybe seeing something that I missed from before. Every time something comes to 
mind, all the things that happened during that moment in time, that are escaping my mind slowly. 
Beholding the photographs, and notes reading, and looking at them so intently by the light of the 
fireplace, 

that my eyes shoot blood... Maybe, I need to get new bifocal glasses? 

Each page comes to life, and the photo starts to move as if I can look into that time and 
place just like a slow-moving film clip. I can see all the scenes play out, I can feel, taste, and 
even hear, what was going one in the frame; as 1 view into each and everyone, just like a 
porthole of the bygone. 

Some of these relics make my heart beat rapidly fast and others bring tears to my eyes, 
some make me joyful, and others very disheartened. 1 think that I have been blessed for all this 
time that I have had. Blessed for the times we had, and all that was part of my Hfe, most of them 
are going, nevertheless, I can still get the sensation from them all, as I recall them and let them 
shine into my collective soul. 

Besides in times of creed, she takes me to a higher place- with her arms wide open, and 
wings vast in the midair. This was all part of her sacrifice... yet how are we going to be 
remembered? When - am the only one that remembers her now? 

In my book with a brown cover, I start from the beginnings and see our little faces in 
shades of gray. Though faded I can still make it all out. The first pages are ripping and tattered 
from being so timeworn. The binding of my book is hard there any more you and see the strings 
that hold it together, and some pages are falling out. 

All my notes of my life are- now yellowing, all the love letters I wrote with a pan that I 
had to dip into an inkwell, all of this is my life that I planned on making into a book someday. 



But someday never came for me, I plan that this story of us yet, I thought it would be quite 
different; the end of the scrapbook or manuscript has not been made yet, because 1 do not have 
an end to show or wright as of now. To me, the end was in the middle, and that is when I lost 
interest in creative expressions. 

Part: 3 

warfare 

All these notes... some from Olivia, some from the war, some from others that loved me, 
this all tells a story, and it’s just all history now. 

‘Nothing lasts forever it is all going to be dust in the wind.’ ‘Evenhandedly I gave you 
everything, just for you to die with a smile; all you wanted was to live for a while. You took 
everything, but it left you empty.’ So much we don’t understand, all I ever wanted to be was a 
happily ever after.’ 

I am so tired of being here, without you, even if you are here next to me in ghostly form. 
You are the evanescence of my Immortal love. All of this time has passed, after you pass away, 
yet it cannot erase you from me, now or ever. I whipped your tear than and I would even now, 
nothing has changed, only the moment in time. ‘You still have all of me!’ 

I see myself in the glossy stone one more, and I see that the young man is gone, and thi s 
timeworn outer self is all that is left. This deep-rooted body is all that reminds me of what I used 
to be, and it mocks and howls at me as I try to be as I was back then. 

The moon sheens and the rock are shown as a colorless shade of gay agent the black 
starfield heavens, the grave is all that is alive, and the world is dying around me. 

I can see my breath wobbling within poufs out of my mouth as exhaling; yes, I try to 
walk away and leave it all this behind me, but the bound is just too tight she was all ways so tight. 
So, tight she could squeeze, just like she was when she was seventeen. 

The feeling I have is more intense than anyone could imagine. ‘Some of them just hurt, 
and some of them hurt so well. Yet the best was with her when she was alive.’ 

Olivia grabs me by the ankles, and she rises to hold close to me, being this old it terrifies 
the shit out of me quite tmthfully, but I love it because I adore her. 



She knows all this, yet she follows me on the trail back to the homestead. She is the 
worth that I had now, that my blood is getting so cold. 

On the way home I have to rest, as I said I am not what I used to be, I walk to the gazebo 
on the pond; the pathway is overgrown with tall grasses and last roses of summer now, and the 
old yellow wood rowboat float over the mist tied by its rope that is fraying away. 

The whitewashed timber bridge is splinted and falling apart just as is the gazebo itself. 
But then again, I am just too damn old to fix it, in a sighing breath heavily- thinking that no one 
else knows what this place means to me, and no one cares, really it is just one of those places that 
were our memories. If I could choose a song that would fit my life somewhat it would be 
‘Remember When’ by Alan Jackson. 

That song plays in my mind as I sit, and think now that I have lived an undaunted, yet all 
right life; you have what you have, and you are blessed when you have it, so do not take it 
greedily or you will lose it. I reason with myself drawing in a breath and letting it go slowly. I 
cannot remember who I was, back then, as my heart is heavy, and my hands are shaky now. 

Besides looking back into the depths, and craves of my mind, I can see that she was a 
wolf in sheep’s clothing, and I was the prey. 

Will you do pay for your sins, yet she creeps and plays with my brain and the visions or 
so real but are they an illusion or something more? She ties up my thoughts but is it all a waste? 
It is enough to drive you out of your mind. You know that I cannot say that I have any regrets. 

Nash- The chrome grill is pitted, and the headlight glass smashed, and the inside is 
trashed, from getting wet too many times. 

It needs some love, just like me. 

But it is more work than what I can do anymore, so it’s just another memory of our 
memories. 

We used to drive around, miming all the traffic lights, wild and crazy as could be and 
share our time, and make are secrets in the back sets. I would kick up dirt in the air as would 
drive to our spot, the gazebo on the pond. If that car could talk it would remember more than it 
does. 



Maybe I should write a story about it the car coming back to life and haunting me, I could 
give the car a cute name, or has someone already done that? I can’t remember, but that would be 
a book, or maybe I have read it... shit, it sucks to get old. It is impossible to love and be wise, it 
makes your brain soft. 

I love some of this new saying these young kids say. Just the same as saying in today’s 
terms being what is called whipped; this is what she was to me. However, I still do not mind it 
being that way. Having her whipping me makes me feel alive. The more pain the more I feel 
from her the more she knows that I love her, and she loves me. 

Pain is love! Pain is all I have; pain is like the rain without her on top of me, rain and pain 
it washes the memories away from my mind. Pain and the rain are all that comes from these old 
eyes, that I rub red, pain as the rain that will cry over the spot that will hold my old remands. 

I was the pray, but I see it as more like be scarred for life. Though back then I was 
praying to get next to her in any way possible. If I could only to myself back, then... it comes 
around. 


She was the one that was going to take me to places and give me expressions that I could 
not be expressed or had with any other girl. To this day I am not sure what to make of my own 
story, because it never going to be easy for me to explain. 

Wbat was in the past is in the past, and I do not care anymore about what is in my future. 
What I have lived for was a dream that was never going to be, a dream that burnt me to a crisp, 
and I will arouse from the ashes someday. 

Oh shit! I did not remember to tell you my name while it Deniel, or did I tell you that? 
This is my story of what it takes to have a sweetheart or love, what it takes to walk away, and yes 
never look back all your life, never hear that voice again, never hear that laugh again. 

Also, back then some of these times sadden me even more then than now. Knowing that 
all the coldness that I am feeling is me dying inside, but I am going to go through this story one 
more time before my time is upon this earth. 

I recall when I was nineteen my life transformed incessantly, and all I had that keep me 
going was a love that I nicknamed seventeen Olivia. It, not an easy story forme to tell, it has its 
twists and turns, and it’s- turns- on’s, 



Just like having the land with its mountains of majesty that where blissful, that contest 
with its tragic storms. Just the same as us we have the hopes’, and our joys and we had a lot of 
disappointments, now that I am older, so much older, I can close my eyes and all I have is a 
photographic snapshot in my mind to remained me just like showing the mountains we climb 
together, she was ripped away from my grasp hands. Just like that last hug, she has pulled away 
in tears. 

Yes, as much as I could, I want to be around her, and to see that smile, I remember when 
she was thirteen with those cute braces on her teeth and that smile that looked at me so gently. It 
has never changed in my mind. 

Not always with success did I get her full attention, there was someday that she was 
moody, but that was okay by me all girls have that time that they need to deal with, she would 
just tell to say way. Besides, sometimes others are wanting her devotion, as her asshole dad, but 1 
was mostly happy then because at least I can see her and look into her amazing blue eyes. 

I can still her saying hello and saying my name. She was so perfect in every way! I did 
not see anything wrong with having a seventeen-year-old dream girl at the time. She was my 
mystery fantasy that was real in my life. 

Looking at my hands you can read all the crevasses, and the split forks in the trail that 
was my life, the paths that ended far too soon. No, my hands and palms are not the same as they 
once were back then. They are not like the ones she held, what happened to my lifeline, heart 
line, and most importantly marriage line? The lines have changed, but why if the plans were 
made? 


Where- they- taken from me? What did 1 do? To this day, I don’t know. There must have 
been some reason for this to happen this way? I look at my fingerprint each finger different, and 
so unlike hers. 

Everyone has unique prints, which we leave behind. She had some of the smallest hand I 
ever seem my life, but they were sweet and felt amazingly perfect on me. 

Every line that was on her palms was strong and showed her love of the flesh, her true 
faith, and love for life, she was a giver, she never asked for anything, but love return. But she just 
had given it all away. 



The fingerprints she made on me are now going forever. It is just like that kiss that comes 
to me in my shot drams at the don, it is just a trance that you always had over me. 

Looking back in the 1940s: I have never felt so attached to anyone like this before. Just 
thinking about her now is making me foolish. She can say my name, and it makes my week even 
now. I cannot help it! Back then I had the feeling as if she is the one for me. That the search is 
finally over, I know this senses day one! I believe that... I believed that I found the one for me, 
maybe... there is one large issue, and that was her dad, he was in love with her senses she was 
bom, but not the k in d of love that most have for their little girls, this was oddly different. 

Nonetheless, it was not long until I had her completely and forever. Be careful in what 
you wish for you may just get it one way or another. Reality is never as it seems, and life likes to 
skew with you. 

At this time, I was living in a one-bedroom house that I rented for 17 dollars a month, I 
few years before my mother and father we all lived in a house on 17th street, anyways both of 
my parents typed to fly off a bridge together and live... yeah, that's not going to happen. They 
were coming home from a new year’s party smashed. 

So, I have been on my senses I was seventeen. Seventeen, seventeen! Is the number that 
has been hunting me down for years. 

Part: 4 

Although I felt lucky because I had a radio in my home, the home I always wanted what 
the one in the pond. We were going to live here together. 

I feel that I could do anything if I just imagined I could. That is the way you think when 
you are young. So-o, one day I left I made the crazy decision to ask her Olivia ‘seventeen’ to 
marry me, in a letter that I handed to her. But here was the shitter; I was stepping foot on a bus 
that was taking me to this far away land. She was the only one to see me off as her dad pulled us 
apart, I can still see what she was wearing a light blue dress; with a white daisy in her heart. 

I am sure her overprotective father loved me asking her that question because he nosed in 
all of our stuff, and keep things that I sent to her to hidden, and that was the beginning of the end. 



Because he had to know everything about her, yes, I mean everything. But at the time I 
did not give a shit, I knew what I wanted, and she wanted me, and I was not going to let anything 
get in the way, not even the war or at least that is what we wanted to believe. 

That reminds me now sometimes I walk into the bathroom and she writes the word 
seventeen in blood on the mirror, and her faces show up in the shower mist as I wash. She just 
loves to play around with me in that room. Ha, that’s kind of cute! She has a way about her that 
makes me lovesick. 

Back to my story- The journey to hell is not where I wanted to go at all, no this was hell 
on earth, 1 am in a far-off land from what I was used where no one even knows my name, yes to 
go and kill the slanted eyed mean, to this day I still have no idea why this event took place. It 
was senseless and stupid, I am not a baby killer or a tree hugger, yet the metals on my chest 
would say that I am. 

They all remind me of what I had to endure, and all the friends that I lost like Jack Row 
and Tom Richford, that went missing at sea in their planes, there are more but I can’t remember 
their names, I have a photo of all of us but the faces are nameless to me now. But 1 do remember 
how I lost you. 

Like I am supposed to be proud of killing another human being, I do not know.. .not 
really, I just do not think it is an honor worthy only if tmly needed. 

The air force they threw my bony ass into a plain faster than you can say suck on this 
Japs, shit! There is nothing like having rounds of ammunition flying past your head. Every bolt 
you think it is all over, besides having what appeared to look like Satan's face coming at you as 
your in-flight, get ever so closer till you could see them snarling at you. Never backing down, 
until their right in front of you; anticipating the whole time that the baster goes down before you 
do. Now I sit back and think that my grandbaby drives an orange Toyota Corolla, nice right and 
there it is sitting in the driveway. 

So back in the plane, I was hoping that the bullets that I was firing would go through then- 
head because in World War II you had one choice kill or be killed. 

For the reason that if not it always ended in a death spiral. 



Those that were going down, a- lot of them where clever ass holes if they knew that they 
were dying they would take out a ship with them, it was like a bam explosion, or they would land 
in the ocean never to be seen again, this was all part of Pearl Harbor, and I still cannot believe 
that I made it out of there in one piece. 

But whom the hell cares any more, it seems as if today people do not remember the story 
of the past, hell most- young people do not even believe that the Holocaust even existed? 

Most just sit in their mother basement licking the peanut butter off bananas, and popping 
cherries, and talking shit about nothing relevant. Yes, that is a metaphor if you went to school, 
and got an education you would know that. 

You know that is what this cautery need is- another good war, so your smartass new what 
it is like to not have every damn thing handed to you. Then you would see how smart you are in 
boot camp and the bush. 

I was a drill sergeant also, so I don’t take bull shit from anyone. I will march your ass off 
until you have some respect for authority, and something more than your simple little life. Then 
again, I have seen all this with my own two eyes, and I can still taste the blood, and the smell of 
rotting flesh, you have no idea what that is like, that small is something that is locked up in your 
mind and never leaves your wisdom. 

I flew through the air in a single-engine, single-seat monoplane, with a mockery of a half- 
naked pinup girl painted on the front which just reminded me of my own seventeen baby- back 
home. Things were so cmde back then you fringing a gun was like a pissing your name in the 
snow. 


I remember squinting with the one eye, firing the gun in one hand, and flying the plane 
with the other, and your feet controlling the flaps, it was ridiculous how difficult it was. 
Especially when most pilots had never flown- a plane before in his life just like me. 

Yet hoping that we all can make it home in one piece, most of my colleagues did not. 
Those poor bastards are still out in the ocean just fish food, and yet no one cares or gives a damn 
about them. They are just an eighty-year-old story of who gives a shit. 

The day I left I made the crazy decision to ask her to marry me, in a letter that I handed to 
her. As I stepped foot on the bus that was taking me to this far away land, she was the only one 



to see me off that I treasured, I can still see what she was wearing a light blue dress with a white 
daisy in her heart. 

I am sure her overprotective father loved me asking her that question. But at the time I 
did not give a shit, I knew what I wanted, and I was not going to let an 5 dhing get in the way, not 
even the war. 

My letter reads- My sweet Olivia; I must say how I feel about you. That there is nothing 
more I would want to be yours forever and ever. When you are reading this, I will already be one 
my way. Nevertheless, I ask you to weigh for me to return, it not that long so we can be together 
once more. That is if you love me, as I love you. However, I have to go far, far away as of now. I 
have gotten to know you in every way, and I will think of you every day. 

I would have liked to say this to you, but 1 am making you this promise if I make it back 
from this war. I want to be the one that is married to you. 

I wish I would have said all of this sooner, so that we could have been together, but is age 
only a number? Even if I don’t see you again, I am now forever part of your life. 

Your devoted lover- Brandon. 

Back when I was in school, she was too young forme. It would have been nice to be the 
same age, yes it would be nice to be seventeen again, and know what I know now, and do so of 
the same things. 

But you can’t live twice. To this day, I don’t know if she had ever seen this love note or 
not, yet she has not said. But up till now, she seems to know what I wanted and that was her. 

After I give this letter to her, I know that my life would never be the same. Though I did 
not know if that was a good thing or a bad thing, it was just the way it had to be. 

Plus, I had never been away from home; I have never been more than ten miles away 
from my hometown of Coalville. I planned on putting this ring on her tiny finger, but I never got 
the chance to do it. 



The journey of life is through uncovering the true beauty that lies behind the eyes. It is 
not what is seen all the time it is what is felt, the same as how I feel towards Olivia, she made me 
joyful and blissful. Someday soon our souls can be rejoined as one as they were in this life. 

I feel as if I will never be happy again, even though I have my granddaughter she just 
reminds me of everything I can and cannot have anymore. 

My greatest fear is being alone and dying alone, I look at myself now and there's not one 
trait about myself that I find desirable, yet I have Army photos of back in the day, the snapshot 
stuck that are lost in time, I wonder what happened to me. I believe that my current state of mind 
is not a healthy one. Maybe I am just old or crazy or I just do not care anymore. One of the 
others I need a deep sleep anyway. So maybe I will go in my sleep with her ghost on top of me. 
But I always thought that I would go into the arms of my beloved Olivia. 

I never had any great achievements in my life, I never went to college. I worked in the 
coal mines most of my career, and all I have now to show for it is blacked longs and Parkinson’s 
disease. They drop you down in the hole, and you work on your stomach like a rat. With the 
water mnning down your back and into your ass crack, the work sucked. 

Shoveling for nickels and dimes and giving it all back to the company. But I made 
enough to get my dream house on the pond but had one little girl to share it with and that was our 
baby that she named Abbie. I came back from the war and was handed a baby to rise. At the time, 
I did know if I could do it or not. But I did my best. Everything was fine until she was seventeen; 

I don’t want to say any more about it right now. 

I lived in this town most of my life, I have seen people come and go, of seen houses 
being built, and I have seen the same very house being ripped down. That's when you know you 
have a life too long. I watched babies grow up before my eyes- into things that cannot be 
controlled, and I saw- my grandbaby’s too. I ask what more do I need really? 

Part: 5 

Honey 

I am probably the easiest person to get along, as I know, and 

I understand how this world works. As of now, I dislike everything about my appearance, 
my skin blotchy, and my hair is gray, my eyes are faded green in color. 



Looking back if I could change one thing about my life, I would go back into time and do 
all the things that I never did or got to see with her next to me and do all the things that -1 was 
going to do throughout life, I had plans and those dreams could come true without her. 

Bom to live, bom to die, some say... while- my saying is all is fair in love and war, 
because; I have done both, with each of them having the same consequences. 

I will never lie to anyone or tell them something untme. My type of personality is to be 
blunt and to the point, as you should know by now. If I think you are an ass hole, will I will tell 
you that to your face. I am not a very forgiving person anymore, you have three chances with me, 
and after that, I am done with you. You would be the same way if you had a life like mine. Call 
me better; call me pathetic, your names mean nothing to me anymore nor did they ever. 

My mind goes back to these days often because she pulls at my heartstrings, like a gutter 
being tuned too tightly. To the point that I feel as if I am going to choke on the wood splinters. 

Like the first time we meet I was in the first grist grade, in a one-room schooUiouse that 
had all eight grades in one sitting arrangement, she was crying because of separation anxiety, or 
that she had to walk to school in freezing rain either way she was upset, or maybe it was 
something more. I guess that I was the only one there that cared or know how she felt, or maybe 
I was the only one that was under her influence. 

I tried to make it okay for her, from that point I had a crush on her that never seems to 
subside. I was going to do whatever I could to be there for her. 

Why? 

Why-1 do not know, it just seemed that she was unlike anyone or anything that was in 
my life at that time, I was mesmerized. 

She had everything that I desired even back then up through school, and she now it, it 
confusing how love works? 

The ice has been broken; artwork and creativity can open up all kinds of doors, even the 
one to the heart. Did she make this impress me a drawing that I still have? 

As of now, I do not know, however it was excessive, wonderful and beautiful. Just what I 
was looking for, someone that enjoys the same things that I do. 



What more can I ask for? 


I remember this one day when I was in school, she did a drawing, and it was breathtaking, 
I made a comment, and things started to work out for me, but just me being a boy I had no clue 
what I was doing. But will this blessing of a lucky streak last till the end of my life or will it 
change my life forever! 

I remember art class and sitting behind her wanting to touch her hair because it looked so 
soft, I feel a high just by being in her presence and smelling that scent that was uniquely here’s 
which after all these years never changed. 

My granddaughter's name is Kristin, she is all I have left; she just had her seventh 
birthday, so I wonder how much longer I will have her in my life? 

Indeed, Kristen is the only thing that keeps me going, she is the only light in my life. She 
reminds me of the girl that I affectionately named ‘seventeen.’ Yes, in every way, her personality, 
action, laughter and when I look into her eyes it's all the same as if am looking into the eyes of 
my love. I have never spoken about seventeen until now to her; no one even knows about the 
story but, yet Olivia would be her grandmother, not even my granddaughter now about seventeen. 

Now that I am getting older, and getting closer to that casket, I feel that I should share my 
story with someone, so 1 decide on Kristen. 

I have some of it on paper, yet my royal typewriter just smiles at me. 

Because, I start and stop, plus the button letter N has gone missing, where it has to go is a 
mystery too. Now that would be a good book... ‘The Missing N’ by Brandon Deniel- ha! Now 
that’s funny. Yes, I am an author in my mind! 

So... that’s just okay with me I am not a writer, I can even get a complete thought on the 
first page. There is nothing more annoying than that first white page, maybe there is, but I need 
to get this down somehow to get this despair to stop playing in my head. The paper is so old now 
that it is yellow in color. 

The stack is just like my cracked teeth; hell, the little bell doesn't even go ding anymore. 
Plus, my hands hurt most of the time now... Ahh- never mind. I have spent most of my life 
trying to become what I am not. That is just another damn dream that was gone down the shitter 
and just l ik e the planes in world war two. 



Taking a drink and choking on it hard as it goes down-Anyways Kristen's parents Abbie 
and Divide, back in the day it is still mysterious what happened exactly. But I believe that David 
pushed her car off the side of a cliff as he was chasing behind her in his old work truck. The 
black marks on the highway made me believe that as so; you wouldn’t have such making on the 
road if it wasn’t forced? 

Kristen’s dad ended up with glass going throws chest cutting through his spin but lived 
paralyzed from the hips down. Abbie whom I didn't speak of until now ended up with the 
steering column through hart at the age of seventeen. 

The steering column through the heart was not from the fall, it was done before the car 
went over the drop-off. It seems so unfair... only seventeen at the time. She could have had it all, 
a college degree, she could have been a doctor or something like that; no, she had to choose to be 
his b*tch, and she sucked his ass from day one until she died. 

The divide was a monster just the same as Olivia's dad was to her; this just seemed to be 
an evil pattern in my life. The ones I love were gone forever at the age of seventeen, and then 
they hunt me because I was the one that cared about them. 

They call me to their graves at night, and what can I do? I have to go and talk to them. 
They hug me, and then I come home and sit at the typewriter. With the desk lamp lighting, the 
keys and my hands are shaking on top of the buttons. 

Thinking maybe I can tell someone of what goes on in my life. But their voice calls out to 
me Paul... Pa-ul and I have to stop, it like they do not want others to know what they do to me. 

Kristen thinks I have flipped my nuts! There is no point in trying to find the key to their 
heart if you don't know the shape of the lock, so why keep going. 

Only one of these spirit girls stays with me all the time. She follows me everywhere the 
spirit of seventeen-year-old Olivia. When people die, they stay the same age even in the afterlife. 
They look the same just transparent; Olivia is a tiny girl; she stands at five nothing. 

And still her eye peers into my eyes into my soul like always. 

Exhale noisily- Abbie used to come to me crying, with black eyes, and blood dripping 
from her inner thighs, saying to me look at what he is doing to me, I would say stay here... you 
don’t need him, but she always went back to him, and there was not a thing I could do. He had an 



almost demonic power over her just the same did Olivia father, they sucked the life out of these 
girls, in more ways than one, and used them whenever they wanted, and then throw them out like 
trash when they don’t. 

Divided was even more obnoxious to my grandbaby 

Kristen, God only knows what he did to her... Kristen has a memory that terrifies my 
thought of mind. It reminds me of what Olivia went through in her child's life, it all the same 
only the names change, or so it seems to be, it is the curse of seventeen. When thinking about it 
creeps me out. 

I wish all of those ass holes would have taken their belts and hanged himself with it, no! 
That would be too good for them... either way, justice comes with a price, and that was 
seventeen-years-old innocents and seventeen-year-old existences. These so-called men can fry in 
hell! 


But that's a life I know one thing, I always try to do the right thing because after they're 
gone you have nothing but sad misgivings. 

Raged David as I called him walked away, but later that year he put a rifle in his mouth 
and blow his brains all over his bedroom walls, on a life-size poster of my little granddaughter. 

So now Abbie clings to my ankles as I walked to the cemetery as well. Yet I can’t help 
but say I told you so, and she says I-NO-0 in a moaning vocal sounding whisper! 

Some say Abbie drove her blue Chevy bell air off the side of a mountain in a suicide; it 
was easier from them to say, then saying that a coal truck smashed into her and pushed her off 
the highway. 

At least I have a seventeen-year-old friend, and his name is Jack Daniels, weird ever girl I 
ever love has died at the age of seventeen even my daughter, so I just made the choice to never 
love again, and I have kept that promise up till this point. 

All these years... I have been pinning or what I cannot have, so I guess it is okay to 
drown my sorrows. 



Abbie, she had a lover at the age of fifteen you see, she had Kristen at sixteen, little did I 
know that when I was fighting in the war Olivia was seven weeks pageant it’s so scary how this 
all happened so fast, so it seemed, however 

Olivia keeps that a complete secret from everyone even her dad until it started to show. 

Part: 6 

Hop 

I remember going to the movies on the weekends, and what you would call making out 
the whole time. I remember going to dances and learn how to jitterbug with her. I could twirl her 
around like you would not believe, I remember going rollerblading on Sundays too, wishing the 
days would never end, oh yes, it’s all coming back to me, those were the good old days. 

I walk with a cane now, and ever since I got back from the war, I was shot in the foot. So, 
I was discharged earlier than expected, with the Medal of Honor, for the reason of my so call 
bravery; that I had in the mission of flight number you gusset it flight number seventeen. My best 
friend Aaron, went down in his plane if I would have known that I would have at least have said 
goodbye. 

Yes, 1 was the only plane that survived, and that was me in plane number seventeen, with 
the black-haired blue-eyed pinup girl on the front. 

When I got back that medal meant nothing to me, because I lost all ever had to the war, 
so no that honor sits on top of her stone that is under the weeping willow tree that we sit in as 
lovers, looking over the golden waters, and the gazebo of passionate love. When the wind blows 
the ferns in this immense tree, I can feel her soft warm body molding perfectly into mine, we line 
up as one being. 

Anyways back to Abbie’s car accident, it was flipped over on its roof there was Kristen, 
who was only about three at the time still inside the vehicle. It was only through the grace of God 
she survived somebody pulled her free. I think this because the door handle was broke- off with 
force, Kristen was only a baby at the time, she was not given to me... 

This person stole her out of the car and then claimed her as one of her children. Jamie 
Keller keeps her locked up in a chamber that was cold, damp, and dark with only a light bulb 



having from wires under the tin roof tiles. No bathroom, the windows covered up with wood 
planks, with the smell of shit everywhere in that basement. 

To this very day, nobody knows who this evil person was, or what she was all about. It is 
like she was there and going before anyone got to know her. Who knows if that was her real 
name, I sure don’t? 

Until one day... I got one knock on my front door, and by tbe time I got there, the woman 
was gone. They're sitting at the doorstep was my granddaughter. She is now seven years old, 
there is was nude wraps in a blanket in a cardboard box, and I do not know how I feel if it was 
the emotion of being overjoyed or horrified? 

Kristen had a broken cut up the wrist, and her fingernails were chewed down to the bone, 
her eyes bloodshot and tears running down her cheeks, and everything in-between bit up, you 
could see the human teeth marks. 

She was Just left there cold and lonely snow falling on her tiny chest... With a note 
attached to her neck, saying this is your granddaughter; she is damn responsibility now, and I 
cannot take care of her any longer! Till this very day; I have never found this woman, it like she 
never existed. 

She better hopes that I never do! I may be in the end stages of my seventies, but I can still 
kick some ass. 

For years, I thought my granddaughter was deceased. That was what the wright up in the 
Coalville gazette babbled along with the cops said, for seven years this woman would have 
stomped, beat, slam, and tie-down my grandbaby, to a bed, and twist her feet and limbs until the 
bones would crunch, and her heels would be where her toes should be. 

Without even knowing that she could have gotten away, but because sbe had a fear of 
wrath she never attempted. It is amazing how someone can brainwash some that are young. What 
can a little girl do to deserve this? 

So, what could I do? I was not going to leave her out in the cold, plus how could I resist 
that adorable little girl. She always did have a way of melting my heart, and I guess always will. 

It would not have been for this little girl I would have given up on a life a long time ago. Now 



that she is nearing the age of seventeen, she does not need me as much as she used too; I guess 
that my mission in life is over. Life goes hy like a hlink of an eye. 

I did the best I could, but I often wonder if my best was good enough. But I often wonder 
if she is going to be the next seventeen-year-old girl on the list of heartbreak. 

The only hobby I have as I get older is looking at the scenery that surrounds me, looking 
over gazebo that cascades a reflection on the pond along the walkway. Stumbling back and forth 
for the kitchen, I mumble in whispers, to the voices, while trying to write my fragmented 
thoughts down on paper, as they rush in my head faster than I can scribble with my pencil. 

whispers I can hear, whispers I can feel, whispers the used to give me a thrill, whispers 
from the ones the kill, whispers that give me a chill, I recall whispers while making love, I hear 
them whispering from the wings of the dove, even the whispers for the above one. I hear 
whispers! 

The seasons seem to change in a blink of my eye; the house I live in is surely over a- 100 
years old, it is a craftsman in its style, nothing fancy just your ordinary house in the middle of the 
country land. 

In this house, I have a gallery of all the photos that I made me into the person I am today, 
some are black-and-white, so are in color. Then some of them have never been taken at all there 
in my thoughts... 

Those are the ones I missed most because they are fading away, especially the pictures 
that I never had of me in her, I wonder what she would have looked like as she aged, I wonder if 
we would have done more thing together, like travel the world, I wonder if we would of have a 
bigger family, and maybe a son that keep the name going. 

I wounded if the curse of seventeen would have even happened if only I could go back in 
time. I wonder why- I lost all of my love when they turned seventeen. 

One photo, in particular, is a picture of me standing next to my World War II plane, and 
another my favorite photograph that is in the center of them all is one that was considered quite 
risque for the time, it is a sensual photograph of Olivia looking amazingly sexy she so poured in 
nature as can be in that stripped-down pose, I used to have that picture with me at all times, it 
slightly sticks out of my uniform pocket, and now it is in an old frame. 



I kissed a photo so much that I wore a whole, on the lips. 

Looking down my gallery, you will see a photograph of Kristen when she was ten years 
old, green-eyed girl to this day I cherish, with strawberry blond hair, she was a hell-raiser for her 
age, just like her grandfather. 

Also, until this very day, nothing has changed she's still a holy terror that lingers in my 
head. My mind is like a slideshow projector that never turns off, yet the frames snag and twitches 
in the cogs until it’s all distorted. 

One of the other photographs that I find unique and intriguing depicts this very house 
with green siding and white trim, and the distance along the lane, that used to be let by flickering 
lanterns, those lanterns are long gone... Just to be replaced with posts that modem electric 
candlelight that some work and some don’t, as of now on to old change light bulbs. 

Hell, I still have about over the fear heights... Which sounds ridiculous coming from a 
World War II pilot? This property is becoming too much for me, I was hoping that I would live 
long enough to wear my granddaughter could inherit my empire of dirt, but as of now, it seems 
like a far stretch. 

The house was once part of the working farm in the 1900s. As you can see from the old 
windmill and horse-drawn plow, sitting in the front yard. I sometimes wonder if the course I 
have is not for the seventeen-year-old girl named Megan that lived in this house, who hung 
herself supposedly accidentally in the whipping willow tree in 1917. She was broken-hearted that 
night, so the story goes because her lover was cheating on her with an even younger girl. The 
tree was the place Meghan went for her an escape. 

Somehow, she was going to jump off in the fight however the rope got caught around her 
neck, and she was not found till the next mooring, I know this because she has talked with me 
to... Now and again I can see Meghan swing at night in a glowing white, singing the words to 
the to ‘America the Beautiful.’ The song that she was sings that night. Her voice is beautiful, but 
it is spooky to me. The rope swing that is hanging from the branches is still here, after all these 
years. 

The windmill; yes, its missing halfwits its blades, yet it still twirls in the breeze, the 
ancient Watermill is still standing yet decrepit. Oh, how we used to swim around in the pound 
while the water proud on top of us, we were holding onto one each other, say that we would 



never let go. That is a French kiss that I long for! She keeps her promise; I do what I believe is 
right! I am human I have made mistakes. 

Looking at how it is still turning into woe clanking and cracking as the giant while goes 
around. You know I know how it feels; I feel the same way. I would have to say, I love and hate 
it here, I cannot make up my mind. It is probably the only thing that I still love in my life other 
than my granddaughter, but it is all dead, and that is what I hate the most! Just like the curse of 
seventeen, will it dye at pace or will it live on? 

The treehouse was where I and Olivia played as children, and learn the defenses, between 
me being a boy and she a girl, Olivia was amazing to me even then. 

The house was made by the Janz family, the dad made this house for his little girl named 
Meghan this was her spot but in her time. The treehouse is about 47 feet off the ground and has a 
swing. 

From the porch, you can see the hayfields for miles, and that was when I had her hand for 
the first time, I would say she was about the age of seven. Looking at it now not much has 
changed the spring steep still wrap around the tmnk, the wood and rope bridge spends over 20 
feet accursed the trees. It was like a little castle that was only ours when we were kids. Meghan’s 
name is scratched in the hardwood, along with this poem she wrote it cries when you read it, but 
does it mean anything? 

The treehouse: If you read this your love will be with your forever. The dwellings that 
our love began where we became more than just friends. The place where you took my soul, the 
place you made me your fool. The treehouse tells the story of you and me, and how you made 
me cry. 

The is the place where it all going to end, and so will I, without the love, it’s all going to 
die, this is my time to say goodbye, and I will make sure that any couple that comes in here will 
always be more than a friend, even if life comes to an end. Your soul is with mine, at this time, 
there is nowhere you can hide, for she and I will always be at your side. 

All of this is a part of me, and it going to go to the grave with me most likely, as I know 
that Olivia will never let go, now or ever. And the lands well, dissolve into nothing but dust, and 
rolling hills will end up with no memories, other than or gave stones with the names chipped 
away from old age. 



Just as the sun it is going to bum out, my fire is fading just like the heat for a summer's 
day from the past, so why to live at all, if you don’t have love, you do not have any worth living 
for, and having this type of love has been killing me slowly for years, I have been dying seen sbe 
was seventeen. 

Generally, every day at its end I sit, and an antique chair and stare out the window and 
watch as the world goes by. And I think, and I think... to the point that I am probably going to 
end up with dementia. 

I find myself laughing in my head for no reason, and then becoming very sad as I think 
about the life 1 had. Sad to think that she never really had much of a life and neither did Abbie 
ether. I would give up everything I have to bring both of them back. 

I remember my first date, some would call it quite bland in today’s state standards, but 
that is just what we did back in those days, we used to walk along the railroad tracks, and watch 
the stars... And the many galaxies, we used to play chicken with the oncoming steam trains. And 
lock lips under the moonlight, my first kiss was not until my thread date. 

My date second with Olivia was at the ancient weeping willow tree with the swing; we 
would climb the tree, and sit holding hands. Maybe that was when the spell stated, 1 do not know. 

Maybe it was because of Megan? Maybe she was the one that did this to me, maybe not, 
either way, I still wound why, who, and when. 

My third date is the one that is still vivid in my mind, it was in a gazebo that is on my 
property now today, we walked along the lovely white bridge that li nk s the walkway across the 
waters on the pond to the structure itself, and that is when things, was supernatural, there is no 
other word describe the touching the feeling, the thrusting. 

All the emotions coming together at once, we made love under the scarlet black skies. 

We were attached forever from that movement. We could hear the wave hitting the side 
of the land, which swayed and voyaged in the moving waters, which splashed against the gazebo 
frame. 


You can smell the mist, I can still smell her perfume, for some reason it reminds me of 
strawberries. I am sure if that is right or not the right at all, but that is what I compare it to. Just 



like our love that was left inside an awareness, it can be washed away, the waves remind me of 
her coal-black hair lying in layers puddled on the wood plank flooring of the gazebo. 

We were like the one at the twilight breeze, and it seemed as if our bodies were floating 
on top of the glassy pond in which we were on. Now that breeze brings me to my knees, as I 
scream the word, ‘WHY DID YOU DO THIS TO ME!’ 

Whom would I know that Abbie was in the making that night? I had no clue, back then 
you had one move and one style. Now a day’s you have to be an Olympian just to get the job 
done. In my opinion that takes all the romance out of the state of affairs. 

Let us not forget to mention in those days you did not put shrink-wrap, on it, or have and 
have a plan of getting rid of it... you went against the odds, and fate would take place or not, you 
had to think about what you were doing. Along with I was thinking at the time I do I want this, 
and I am I going to live with it no matter what happens. I did not care at all really; I was truly in 
love with Olivia, so I live with the consequences, and I good a new life in my life but only for 
seventeen years. 

Part: 7 

Confidential 

I will never forget Olivia saying, I know you want me! Like I want all of you, I want to, I 
need to taste you, feel you inside me, and I know that you have been dreaming about me since 
we were really little. Besides you know you want it. I recollect saying I feel the same way about 
you. I remember her swallowing down hard, and saying I want to do this more than you even 
know, and gasping on the words. Of course, I have dreamed of this moment with you. 

Olivia said that she fantasized about me scene she was about eight years old, every night 
to the point she could not sleep at night. She said that she would lick her fingers, and reach down 
and tickle herself until her fantasy would peak with a thrilling squirting spray that drizzled all 
over her bedsheets. She still looks to me as I sleep. Anyways she said that gave her worth and 
satisfaction, within her body and mind. Afterward, her dreams would begin as she would be 
relaxed into a deep slumber holding her teddy bear as if it was me. 

That night in the gazebo, she was so wet down there and so tight, she pulled my pants 
down so fast the button zip like a stone on top of the pond. Her breasts shined in the moonlight. 



and her nipples were pointed as if they were looking at me as we were doing it, staring at me 
sweetly; just the same as she was during the whole time, everything on her was bouncing up and 
down as well as around. Her hips smacking into mine, she said that she loved me on top of her, 
and she wrapped herself arms around me. 

I had never felt anything like this before in my life when I entered, we lost our virginities 
to one another. I will never forget her eyes rolling, the sounds she made, and the faces she made 
out of passion, it still takes my breath away. 

We went for about two minutes; she was moaning the words like. And I can hear that 
same moaning every day. But back the words were like ‘Oh yes, right their baby.’ 

I will never forget awards she began to cry so hard that that droplet of blood would mn 
down her sweet little face, so I just held her in my arms all night, until she falls asleep with her 
had on my chest. She said she likes to listen to my heartbeat. Naturally, that was one amazing 
summer. 

I remember sliding down her pink panties that night and sliding her dress up and off of 
her petite little figure. I remember her fingers touching me ever 5 ^here, I remember putting my 
fingers in places I had never had them before. 

She made me tingle and still does. She was so gorgeous when she was looking up at me; 
well she was on her knees. But nothing ever compared to her legs spread out before me, she had 
one of the savory flavors of strawberries. 

Those are the nights that I will never forget even this old mind can forget that. The nights 
that are love ignited and never snip apart and yes, it is still going strong. I could never think of 
another girl this way ever again. She was the first, my first love; my first in everything, all this 
happen before she was seventeen, and she was my first ghost, that embraces me. 

Who would have thought my first time, would be my only time with her, yes is the only 
one that, I have loved in my life? 

I have gone most life without now because there is no other girl I want to be connected 
with. It is more than just a collection of bodies; it is mating of hearts and souls as well and I do 
not us to ever end that bond. Besides once you make these connections, in my opinion, they can 



never be broken, you always remember your first, and they hold something sacred to you and 
yours that you and she will never forget. It would never be the same it never perishes. 

Nothing has even given me the slight of interest afterward; once you get it, you want 
more from the same person over and over, for a whole summer's break that was all we did, we 
christened that gazebo every night, buy joining hearts and souls. 

Besides now is beside are bond always and endlessly until the end of all time. As you 
know my heaven with her all end, and my hell began. 

There was nothing more exhilarating than the thunderstorms, the pouring down rain, you 
know that everything is better when gone! She would claw her nails into my back to the point my 
back blooding. As I crested her seventeen-year body as lightly and softly as possible; yes, I have 
scars to this very day, just like a permit tattoo of devotion. 

I think this is one reason I am hex not being able to let go, I loved her love that she had 
for me and that she gives to me. 

So, does that make any sense? It is just what happens to come to mind now and again. 
That I have the marking of seventeen on scared in my back, you can still see it today and oddly it 
looks like the number seventeen. 

Just like Olivia's spirit that follows me everywhere I go, yes- she is still in connecting 
with me every a-waken hour of the day. Even though she is no longer alive on this planet we can 
still communicate, almost like a telegraphic power, I can hear whispers along with others that I 
have adored. 

After I give this letter to her, I know that my life would never be the same again. I did not 
know if that was a good thing or a bad thing, it was just the way it had to be at the time. 

It was not what I tmly wanted, plus 1 had never been away from home. I have never been 
more than ten miles away from my hometown of Coalville. 

I have never been away from her loving arms and soft warm body all my life. I knew that 
I was going to miss her, her personality, her ways, and hear everything. 



My attention goes back to these days often because she pulls at my heartstrings like a 
gutter being tuned too tightly. That she likes to play in my ears now and then. This happens to 
the point that I feel as if I am going to choke on the wood splinters. 

I remember the first time we meet; I was in the first grist grade. We were in a one-room 
schooUiouse that had all eight grades in one sitting arrangement, she was crying because of 
separation anxiety-tears of blood because she had to walk to school in freezing rain and snow. I 
guess that I was the only one there that cared to know how she felt? 

I tried to make it okay for her, from that point; you know I had a cmsh starting than on 
her that never seems to subside. I was going to do whatever I could to be there for her no matter 
what. Why I do not know it just seemed that she was unlike anyone or anything that was in my 
life, at that time I was mesmerized it was love at first sight. 

Still, the ice had been broken for us and we become friends. Artwork and creativity can 
open up all kinds of doors even the one to the heart... she made a drawing that impresses me so 
much that I still have it. It was a drawing of a girl sitting on a swing with a big tree in the 
background; it was wonderful, beautiful, and yet spooky. 

Sbe was just what I was looking for in my life. We were the love that we need that we 
both never had before in our young lives. We brought joy to one author, just the same as we do 
even now. What more can I ask for? 

I remember- all the classes and sitting behind her wanting to touch her hair, because it 
looked so soft, and looking at her backside, I felt a high just by being in her presence, and 
smelling that scent that was uniquely here’s with never changed. 

Speaking of that drawing, and it was breathtaking- you can see it is hanging in that frame 
over there on the wall, it's yellowing now from old age and tattered in its look, but I still have it! 

I remember- that I made a comment at the time, and she gives it to me, and that is we 
things started to work out forme like never before, but just me being a boy I had no clue what I 
was doing, but I knew-1 wanted more. But was all this a blessing of a lucky streak or not. 

Either way, it is going to last all my life and never end, yet it ended all my other chances 
forever! 



Yet her spirit- is like a snowstorm in December cool and lonely, yet beautiful like a fall 
day and berth taking in the memory of thinking about the days we had together in the summer 
before the beginning of the end. 

After the war my injury did stop me from working in the coal mines, something is 
thrilling about working seven miles on the ground, in total darkness. The coal mine was not the 
job 1 wanted, but it the one 1 had that paid the bills. 

I remember the coalmines walking to that cage of a shattered dream; you can see the 
conveyors and lights in the dissents along with the stars, which are glowing in the midnight skies 
to not see the light of day for hours. Yes, only to end up with blackened lungs, to make a 
working man’s play for the family that I have. 

They drop us down that hole, and it feels like your lunch is going to come up into your 
mouth. You snap that light on, and you remanded that if there is a rockfall that you will never see 
your loved ones again. 

Bouncing along on the mantrip, to get off and start the day, that seems to never end. That 
shaft is so low that you are always bent over, water run down your slacks constantly. You feel 
like you pissed yourself. Oh, being six miles down and six miles out is bone-chilling. 

Having a respirator just plan sucks, so I hardly ever have one on my face, 1 just chew 
gum; all I have to do is think about what I am leaving behind if I do not for some reason make 
back home. She and the little one knows that I love them. But could they live without me? Yet 
we know that they would be protected. 

Part: 8 

Thank you. Next 

(Past) 

I never really wanted to live a day without her next to me, I remember how we used to go 
to this little amusement park that still has the old standing to this very day aside friction wood 
rollercoaster built-in 1902. 

It has these big old comfy train cars that sit two in the front and two in the back, they 
rattle back and forth on the track, but we loved it because you could not help but bump into one 



another hips and put your hand on each other’s knees and legs. Back then everything was done 
by hand; like pushing the car on the chine to go up the lift hill of 41 feet, and to stop was done by 
a man that would pull on a handle, to have the brakes grind the train car to a halt when coming 
into the station. 

The costar next to the lake has a top speed of 17 miles per hour not fast but it was 
romantic for its day, on this coaster was the first time-1 put my arm around her and we became 
more than friends, that last leap you get airborne, and get to snuggle your love and squeeze what 
you like. 

We still ride this coaster now and then, but with Kristen, and Olivia hovers above us. 

Just about every day Kristen and I sit down at the dining room table and, I tell her stories 
of back in the day. We have the same meal of canned soup, canned peaches, and Pepsi in a can. I 
have not had a home-cooked meal in years. 

Every morning I have a peanut butter and jelly sandwich doubled over, a cup black coffee 
with three spoons full of sugar that so strong it could walk, it makes me cough going down, then 
I start popping the peals that keep me going. I have not slept in a bed for years; I sleep in my 
char in the living room. 

The bed has never used; the sheets have never slept in the bed and have a canopy in soft 
purple just the way she always wanted. 

Why you ask because that was the bed, we planned on being in together. She grow-up 
with a mattress on the floor, and only had one blanket, and a teddy bear that I give her, she was 
lucky to have a pillow, times were trying during The Great Depression. 

I remember as a kid my dad giving me a pace of old bread with coffee on top and that 
was all I got in the one-day meal. Olivia’s mom before she died made her dresses out of floral 
flower bags. So much wind and dust, no one can believe it unless you lived it, yet we had one 
another. 

Television did not come out until the about 1950’s, and it was snowy as hell, shit you 
only had one channel and had to get off your ass to turn it on and off, plus it went off the air at 
midnight. 



Ever 3 Athing was on the radio, and back then, or You talked to your neighbor about your 
day and what was going on, as well as sit on the porch at night. Not like today at all! 

Part: 9 

NY 

I remember my dad telling me about this new highest building in New York is that was 
just compiled, and that was The Empire State Building. Think about that I and Olivia planed on 
to see it, along with the Statue of Liberty, but it never happened. 

I have to pop peels now; I do not know if any of them do anything. They make me feel 
like I did in the 1960s my mind starts thinking and it takes me back. They say I should not have a 
drink now, because I am on so many medications, but I do not care anymore. 

The only thing that could happen is that I would kick the bucket, hell that would be a 
good thing. Put me under the tree next to my lover, I have lived too long now, 80 years is too 
long without love. Yes, I am 92 years old and still kicking, just not as high. 

I think of when she and I were about 10 years old, she used to ride sitting on top of my 
handlebars on my pulled bike, going down the hill as fast as we could, having her hair blowing in 
my face. I can still hear giggling in my ears while she would saying go faster... faster! 

I remember this one-time way back when I had what it took to get another girl that was in 
the 1960s. Hell way not everyone needs what is real to feel consoled. 

Sometimes, you have to stray away to know what you love in life, that is what it is all 

about. 


Life tip If you stay in one place too long life gets old fast, I fun before you get old, or 
start to have doubts. 

It is just like the footprints in the snow, sometimes you see two sets, and sometimes not. 
Now and then you look back on the path you made that is your life, and only see on set. However, 
they are not yours, so I have come to realize that is when I was carried through the hard or 
difficult times. 



Did I have to get another lover? Well, that is up to you to figure out? Just remember it is 
not always what you do that stops you from what you wanted in life, it is something or some that 
being there and pulling at you! 

Furthermore, afterward, you look back on life and think, maybe I should have done this, 
or maybe I should have done that, do not waste your time. It is all meant to be even if you cannot 
foresee. 


The journey is not always clear, however, I always got where I wanted to go, I remember 
a time when I had an opportunity to find love again in a living form. On the other hand, I would 
hear the voices calling out say ‘Listen you do not need to talk to her okay. Do not try to ask her 
on dates or anything.’ 

Life tip- You need to make yourself lesion to what you want to hear even if it difficult to 
move on. Life is a fight for what you want. If you want it you are going have to corroborate and 
let go of the past. Love is just like fighting in a warplane, your ether- got- shot down, or you 
have someone else firing a bolt at you. Either way, it always ends in a climaxing explosion, it is 
just how it is going to come about in the end. 

I think this... about the voices, you do not have control over what I can and cannot do... 
so shut up, please. And the voices say to me... 

‘No need to talk to her.’ Well, I say-1 can talk to whomever I want, and you are not 
going to stop me. Over the years, I have come to see it is not a tme relationship if the person is 
afraid of what they can and cannot do. 

Just because it is the way it is now, does not mean shit. All relationships are going to end 
naturally or not, it is all up to you and what you want, I choose to say in this relationship forever, 
and doing it is to different sometimes. 

Just remember you have chosen, so are you going to run scared? So, are you going to 
listen to your inner voice? 

The voice that follows you is the one that you choose to lesion to, there is a good one, 
and evil ones just recollect about that statement, and you will see that it is tme. 

Kristen-1 live with my grandpa; I am all he has at this point, I know that he was a good 
man, but I think he is a little too guppy for his good. 



Brandon- Kristen has a very high-pitched squeaky voice, that is so cute, and unlike any 
other girl I ever knew. Her hand can fit into the palm of my hand, her giggling laugh is the only 
thing that warms me and feels the emptiness in the space of my heart, just like a snare dmm I not 
so hollow when around her. She just has a way of making my day complete. Without her I would 
not have any bet or cadence to play, she is a rhythm to my melody. 

She just like Olivia was at that age so cute ... with her braces on her teeth and the way 
she looks at me. When she waked up to me, I sometimes find it hard to speak because she looks 
so much like her. 

I remember Olivia had a summer job at the 5 and 10 where is made five cents an hour 
while standing on the perfect little feet. Back then you had to be nice to the people in the stores, 
besides, ask them if they need help with anything. 

Now it is like they are doing- a fever for you just to get checked out. ‘Get your shit and 
get out.’ 

Anyway, back to my story so I used to go in there and talk to her at the cash register that 
magic spot for flirting together. The perfect girl what can I say. 

Kristen, she was a lot like you! Blue eyes and so damn sweet, back then she was all I 
wanted to do was mn to her. But instead, I had to walk out the door, just remember this Kristen 
that ‘True love should not be such a game; you need to feel the same.’ 

I don’t remember said Brandon; it will come back to me in flashes... Kristen asked; so, 
where do you consider being places for romance? Brandon- Romance does not exist do not kid 
yourself, honey. 

YES- yes, its dose said Kristen, how is that said, Brandon? 

Brandon- you can’t have romance if you’re not in love. 

Kristen- Okay I remember the first time having sex in the restaurant man’s bathroom! On 
the fool with me on top... oh god! 

I don’t need to know that said Brandon, that not Romantic that is rap. You are not even 
seventeen yet, that shit should have been a secret to only and perishes to you and saved for 
marriage! At least love the guy. 



Oh, papa you are so old fashion said Kristen, yes maybe so whispered, Brandon ... 
however, in my day we would have not even thought about doing such a thing, with being in 
love. 


So, has this guy ever asked you to marry him? Yes, but not whom you would expect, I do 
not think that I loved him. Maybe your right, I should've- loved him, all we are is just friends 
with benefits. 

Though I do not think that being romantic is not dead this day, it does exist. You just 
need to be with the right guy, which can show you what real expressions of love is! 

Brandon- enough of this babbling... back to my story. Yes, she is still in high school, and 
I am six years older; but age is just a number- right? I guess said, Kristen! 

After Kristen goes to her room at night I look out my window in the summer, and my 
wondering eyes overlook the honey golden lake that splashes as the sunlight flashes and shines 
my life before my eyes in one blink as the sun sets, and the darkness comes to let me know that I 
am sitting here in my home alone, thinking that on this very lake we had our the first kiss on the 
bridge that is along the walkway to the gazebo. 

The sight of beauty is worth beholding forever even if only exists in my memory as it 
once was. Look at this house, look at the life 1 have had what does it stand for... what? 

What do you think it stands for Kristen? Kristen said I don’t know yet you have not said 
anything yet that makes any sense to me, but that okay I still love ya! 

In 1944 I, do not know what to think? Yes, no, maybe? Someone give me a sign or 
something? That was what I was thinking Kristen if you learn anything from this story is that 
man- are damn stupid, when it comes to being smooth around a cmsh. It is like every song is 
about her; everything you see is not as good as her... do you know what I mean? Love is the 
heart line that just happiness when you least expect it. 

Back then it was not about friends approving of us even being together like it is today? I 
know some of them may, and then again how do I know what they might say, hopefully, it is all 
good. Back then everything about a girl that was a mystery. Not like the days, it is like 
everything is given away in an instant and that is the end of the innocence. 


The conversion ware light-hearted, and modest. 



Nevertheless, it was a remarkable achievement of accomplishment; looking back at how 
completed it can be, you had to wait a week before even know that your letter got back home, or 
if it would be returned to sender, and I got most of them back because of her dad. 

It should be that cupid's arrow strikes at a most unlikely time, and you may realize that 
they have been in front of you all along that is what love is all about, a relationship that will 
change you in many ways for good. It is a time when a new relationship looks like it is about to 
deliver on the promises that came with it. Life may never be the same again without them. 

So just to have her know that I am even there even now that’s what I call love. Wishing 
her goodnight and sweet dreams even throw she not here and have to see what the next day 
brings just like she is beside me. 

So back to my story Ha! Will I guess as of now I know I am going to call this the curse of 
seventeen? 

Oh, yes to be under the spell of girl is like getting hit below the belt. When you have a 
love like this see it is going be like instant nausea. 

To know that she is going to be the only one that I can love, but the one in need to love, 
even if she does not love me anymore in this life... She is it... the one, the only... the seventeen 
dream that now haunts me, that tease me, that toys with me and plays around in my dreams and 
my day to day activities. 

That reminds me that I am all alone in my old age, with seventeen black cats, and Kristen 
how has grown up too fast. 

Oh, I field to mention that Kristen's mother Abbie was only seventeen at the times she 
died, and she haunts me just the same but only at the graveyard, however, Olivia spirits swarm in 
my brain and around my mind constantly, and their past life mshes through my veins. 

She speaks and talks to me in whispers, to the point I collapse in exhaustion from being 
overwhelmed with emotions. 

Kristen’s father does not speak to me, as far as I am concerned, he can bum in hell, for 
what he did my daughter. Yet all these spirits are like a snowstorm in December cooled and 
lonely, yet some are beautiful and breathtaking in their memory. 



Just like thinking about Olivia back in the days, we had together before the beginning of 
the end. 

Ha, I am getting a vision, oh yes-1 remember this day, Kristen comes here, and let tell 
you about this story. 

Legend has it- Jamie Keller was out in her yard during a storm digging graves for her 
seven children, and she was killed by the underwire in her bar by getting stmck by lightning. I 
have no clue if this true or not, but she needed to fit if it is real. 

Kristen remembers the seven girls, two of them tweens, I can remember their names, but 
I can feel their discomfort. This woman is in hell now, for what she did to my Kristen and her 
kids. 


That reminds me that finding someone else to loves it was like me putting an elevator in 
the old shit house outback it is just not going to work now or ever. I knew that your great¬ 
grandfather had problems Kristen but who could have foreseen what he did to Olivia your 
grandmother. 

I later found out her dad used to keep her locked in a room, like a dog locked in a cage, 
she was like a puppy that has her snout hit too many times with the newspaper. 

This girl was broken mentally, emotionally psychologically, and spiritually, the evenly 
she went mad because I was not there for her. The sick ass hole would come into her room and 
look at her and stroke her as she would sleep. She had to sleep with one eye open at all times. 
But that did not stop what happened. 

I remember some night when she little she would climb outside the window of her dad 
house, by picking the lock with her hair clip, and claimed down the trellis that was littered with 
roses in the summer night; in her nightdress, just, because she said that she was lonely forme. 

But I now know that was not the only reason. And just like that she would be standing in 
front of me she would take off her night top and placed it on the rocking chair that was agent to 
my bed, and then she would crawl in with me, and hold on to me so tightly, that 1 felt that she 
was suffocating the life out of me. Little did I know that is exactly what she was doing? 


She always fell asleep resting her head on my chest, she must have felt safe in my arms. I 
guess that is why she was always so tired because of him, I guess that is why she loved me, I was 



always there for her, and after everything, she went through. Plus, she said that she liked to hear 
my heart beating. Back then there was nothing more I ever wanted to be then was her hero! 

Just like the one night, I noticed that her legs and inner thighs were all cups up, she said 
that it was because she was out on the river in her yellow rowboat and it capsized. 

Sbe said- ‘you know that I can swim very well... ’ and that the rocks were sharp. I did by 
a word of it. I knew the markings on her legs were done with a razor blade or a dull knife. She 
never wanted me to ask about it again... so I didn’t. 

That night she told me about the time that she nearly drowned when she was seven-years- 
old. Back then I had no idea that her dad was holding her down under the water in the bathtub by 
her hair, and that was the first time he laid his hands and fingers on her. 

To this very day, I could slaughter that man for what he did to my lovely seventeen- girl. 
But by the time I got back from the war he was on the ground. Nonetheless, that did not stop me 
from pissing on his gravestone! That maybe Kristen’s great-grandfather but I have no respect for 
the man, and neither will she... no one will. 

Part: 10 

Golden 

All we ever had was the gazebo on top of the golden water, with my seventeen-year-old 
lover; the blue eyes shekel into mine lost in time. Tell pasture grasslands blowing in the breeze, 
kissing her would bring on our knees. 

Tbe flowers in bloom all around in the spring, the trees with colors that display their 
majesty just for us. Leasing to her sing in my ears added to all the lust, she was whispering sweet 
nothing that 

I can still lightly hear. 

I was the only one she could trust, being together was a must for both of us. No matter 
what the weather, our love was forever and ever, I will remember. 

Her hands that I loved to hold, the story that we told. We said that we be together even 
when we got old. Just like that song 



‘Remember When’ that would be the story of our lives. That is, we would have bands of 
gold, and someday it is our baby to hold. 

I forgot about this, but she would sing to me, she had the voice of an angel! 

You know that Kristen looks and sounds just like her. ..Ido believe that reincarnation is 
possible? 

So, I gave Kristen all the poems I wrote to Olivia because she would hide under her 
pillow anyway, plus now they have been made into songs that Kristen play to me on this old 
piano that sits here in the living room. 

Speaking of interments to this day I still have Olivia’s 1920’s guitar, the wood is now 
cracked, and the high E string is broken, it most likely it will never play a song in tune again, but 
I do not have the heart to throw it away, it was played with love and compassion by her. 

So, I plan on giving it to Kristen so that maybe we can get it working again if I have the 
energy. It is on my to-do list! A list that seems to get longer as my days are getting shorter. 

You know it is like me when I look out my window, I can still see her out on that boat 
just floating the day away. 

Yes, that was one of our hobbies that we would like to do. 

Going out on the water, and embarrass one another until it was so back out that we could 
not see the dock any longer. All we could see was the lights and reflections flickering in the 
water, that was so picturesque and tranquil, it was a fairytale-like. 

From the gazebo, that seemed to be the creation of everything, we were at the time. We 
had the perfect elements for love, a forbidden lovers’ equestrian on the water of time that seem to 
ever steal when locking as one. 

On the other hand, in are fairytale there were many dark storms, that the father caused, he 
was going to end it at all costs, even if that meet heartbreak and torture. 

In addition to that he did he said that I was the one that did all those terrible twisted 
things to his daughter, and that is why I listed in the Army, I had to leave. There was nothing I 
could do but hand here my note. 



Nothing, that I could do or say again; because-1 never saw her again after that. All I had 
was notes that never got to her. 

I remember- in the summer, my wondering eye overlooks the honey golden lake that 
splashes, as the sunlight flashes. It shines my life before my eyes in one blin k as the sun sets, and 
the darkness comes to let me know that I am walking back to my home alone. 

Thinking that on this very lake we had our first kiss on the bridge that is along the 
walkway to the gazebo. 

Part: 11 

Lifetime 

Look at this house it is the home we always wanted to have together, look at the life; I 
have had what does it stand for... what? What do you think it stands for Kristen? Kristen said it 
shows that you cared! Yes, said Brandon, that is tme love. 

Back to them Hope and her love- Nevaeh’s tells about her life and the ones before. 

1944,1 do not know what to think? Yes, no, maybe? Someone give me a sign or 
something that has happened? That was what I was thinking Kristen if you learn anything from 
this story, it’s like every song is about was about her everything you see is not as good as her... 
do you know what I mean? 

Love is the heart line of happiness. With that kind of flat-lined something is going to snap, 
and it did. 

Just to have her know that I am even there. Oh, just too able to be with her for a couple of 
days again in life. Maybe there is a date on the way at the end of my life. While Kristen it is 
getting least, we will talk about all tomorrow, go get some rest. 

It is interesting that when Kristen is asleep, I check in on her often. You know there is 
nothing more comforting than hearing her snoring away, she is so adorable! I do this for two 
reasons that I have a hard time sleeping at night. Two that I want to make sure that she is still 
berthing because I do not think, I could take another loss. 

My heart is just too week, and she is the only one that, I love left in my life. I look around 
the room, and the white laces on the windows are tied back, with lavender ribbons. 



I know that she is content, holding her teddy bear, under her canopy bed, she may be 
seventeen in two weeks but as for now, she will always be my little girl. 

The crystal chandelier is dimmed as low as it can go, with a soft glimmering creamy 
warmth. 

So now that I know that everything is okay, I shut the door keeping it cracked slightly. I 
will shuffle my feet back down the staircase, make my way back to my old char, which is in the 
living room. Then stare out the window at the pond and gazebo until tbe sunrise. 

I remember my saying to me when I was a boy ‘Early to bed and early to rise, shell 
makes a man healthy, wealthy, and wise.’ 

My mother used to say to me every night; I still try to believe that is so. Nonetheless, I 
cannot help but scratch my head and matter in my mind these questions. Just because one is 
wealthy does not mean that they need to be a d*ck to everyone that has less. Just because one is 
healthy does not mean that they cannot become deathly sick, that saying just does not work for 
me. 


Not too many out there know what it's like to have a seventeen-year-old transparent ghost 
in all white in your face being playful and animated all the time. Even when you take my glasses 
off, she is showing up in your face as clear as day. It makes it hard to slumber throughout the 
night. 

Why; for the reason that you are going to realize that, you are all alone when you’re not 
alone. That even the dreams that you have are just as painful as being awake. 

Not painful as being injured or cut, but as emotionally and psychologically difficult, and 
it is straining on the old bran to grasp. 

Just like a Chicago song; she was my inspiration, Kristen she is now what gave me my 
life mining, and she is the only thing that gave me any feeling, without I am just an empty body. 

‘Before I go to the place of no return, I remember that I had to live in a land of gloom and 
utter darkness.’ So tme, I do not fear the unmown anymore. ‘For though I should walk in the 
center of the through the valley of death, they have comforted me before so maybe it will have to 
be my turn, even on earth the spirits are with me, I will fear no evil anymore. 



Part: 12 


Nibbana 

Olivia is from the paradise above: I would say that she is looking over me, she eomforts 
me as much as she can. But then it is hard not having her here, in her earthly body. It can be hard 
having faith in something that cannot be expressed in words. 

But it is just something that you can feel, like the rain on a warm spring day, like the 
blossoms from the pear trees landing on your shoulders as a walk down the path to the gazebo, 
similar to the haze from the golden water; it all reminds me of Olivia when she was my 
seventeen. 

I still go to the same church that I have going to all my life, and I give what I can. I sit in 
the back, with Kristen by my side; she is the only youth there. It seems that faith is gone away. I 
have a pad for all my sins, and that is what I want to Kristen know, always to do the right things 
at all times. To think before you do something because you may just have to live with it or it all 
life and it stays with you forever. 

I can hear her whispering Paul, Paul- I am still with you, and I love you, I lo-v-e you, 
Brandon! It is drawn out, and sweet and soft and lingering. It makes the hair on my arms stand 
up. Yet it is stimulating and yet melancholy at the same time. Kristen must think that I am going 
loopy... ha- well I am old; she thinks that all old people are irrational. 

Hell, I was the same way at her age... saying that T hope I would die before I get old.’ 
Whom the hell used to say that good shit, well I can’t remember... who? I have seen a lot come 
and go in my life; I just wish I could remember all of it, like Woodstock. 

All I remember was mud all over all the nude people, it smelt like shit, and Jenny 
Hendrix was playing the star-spangled banner, which was astonishing weird. It seems that all 
good musicians dye to young. Life comes and goes just like a hit song, and once you get sick of 
the riff, and the fame that is when it is all over. The same can be said about existence! 

Here is one of the notes that I fished: Thinking about her and the summer and what it 
could be, with her it reminds me of Seventeen- you’re on my mind all the time and, I think about 
you yet we're not together. The stars shining combined with ribbon holding hands forever you 
are my eternal love. 



Part: 13 


Memory forfeiture 

Me freaking out video being the top room, on MFC! « Past remembers of Karly... » 

Sometimes I get so preoceupied trying to perfect everything that I forget to appreciate the 
things that are already perfect. Like, have you ever been in love with a girl that you cannot have 
in your life? 

My mind is achy half on and half off, most of the time. A lot of my dreams are the tme 
reality, so it seems to me, then when I am awakened, 1 am frightened by what I do not see, and 
curious about what 1 do. 

In my life, I try to put these thoughts and moments down into a story. And this is what I 
am telling you. What I'm saying right now Is wonder if it even makes any sense. But this was my 
tme reality, a tragic love story... That did not end, the way I wanted. 

There is one thing that is on my mind, and that is Kristen so-called boyfriend, he drives 
up in a piece of shit car, honks the horn three times, and my sweet innocent granddaughter goes 
mnning out the door in a short skirt, to hem like he is the only guy in the world. Jayson Parker in 
the ass hole that deflowered my little girl. 

I can’t stand hem; he is a cocky blue balled punk. You know when you take a girl out you 
should meet her at the door of the home and walk her to the car open the damn car door for her. 
If I would have done that back in my day... God, you would never hear the end of it. It- is just 
not right. 

Not only that but he expects her to pay for the date, the food or whatever they do. Plus, 
then he wants to bump and grinds on her too. God-talk about selfish, yet she thinks he is the only 
one with one in his trousers. 

So, 1 told him- T have bolt cutter out in the shed, and I am not afraid to use them; that 
what said to Jayson’. Then when they get back, they make out in the car, and he kicks her out 
like she is nothing to hem. Back in my day you walked the girl up to the door and maybe you got 
a little kiss, besides your tongue didn’t need to go down each other’s throat along with other 
things, it's sick. 



I said to Kristen don’t though your life away but that what is going to do. But you can 
only talk about someone so much, young people are going to do what they want to do. I was the 
same way back in the day, ha... but they don’t need to know that. It is just my time to move on. 
And lose another seventeen-year-old girl. 

Just to think that my little girl is going to have her seventeenth birthday, it just seems like 
yesterday that she was bom so much has changed scenes than. 

All she has to do is say my name and my knees get a week, I am in love or am I in too 
deep? What I am feeling that makes me want more and more. 

But I know that I have to walk out that door of life. Yet, I know that I can never I cannot 
hold you in my arms forever. 

There is always someone in the way or, so it seems. I believe in not saying one negative 
word so that I can receive my blessings that will, and can bring me joy. 

My Kirsten is my everything to me, all her blue eyes still shine for me, and Olivia kisses 
still takes my breath away tell this very day, you are mine and I would not have it another way. 
Even if I have to eat coal dust, and even if I have lost it all to the hex of seventeen. 

Part: 14 

Swathe 

Video: MFC me nude showing it all for you saying: ‘ant-1 the cutest!’ « Past remembers 
ofKarly... ~ 

So, there is only one more thing to do and that is this. Please do not open this letter until 
you think it is the last day of your life. 

This was the last note she wrote to me. 

So, all these years-1 have been wording what is in this envelop? I always felt that nothing 
word change how I felt, nor did I don’t care, I will open it and read it. 

It reads- you will know what happened to me, I never leave you ever. When you bum this 
note, which is the end of your life. Also, it is the end of me being with you in spirit. 



We can finally be together in eternal life, so my sweet Brandon bum this letter, and we 
can be in love once again. 

Olivia after-1 left she could take anymore she killed her father with an ax; it was a crime 
of passion and hatred. And that is the night she made this me the love letter that I have in my 
hand, I never that it was also a suicide letter. 

She left her home for the last time, naked as the day she was bom, and laid down on the 
railroad tracks weighting for the next train to mn her over. It was over.. .on her seventeenth 
birthday. And my life was empty ever senses, but I did not kn ow how it happened all these years. 

Her spirit may be with me, and it may hunt me, but it is nothing like having that worm 
seventeen body next to me. Never to kiss those lips again to hear her voice again, and never hear 
her laugh again. 

All I have left some cmmpled up photo in a letter of abandonment. All I can say is I hope 
that we both end up being in the heavens together once more. Just remember do not let your 
dreams go with you to the grave. 

It is time to bam this note! Brandon’s last berth on earth and first in the heavens... There 
she was the same as the last time I saw her seventeen a glowing but this time she is mine forever, 
now that is love. Kristen, this is the story of a seventeen-year-old girl, the love of my grandpa's 
life. 


The man was the rock in my life too. I found some of his notes and enjoyed his story so 
much that, I need to write them down into this book. 

I never know that what was he was telling me over the year was all tme; I made him the 
promos to publish this story so that he could always be remembered. 

For love, he had for the one that never left his side. All I can say is that the curse of 
seventeen went to the grave with him, so I believe. For the reason that -1 am still here, and I am 
now the age of seventeen. 


Yet, he is still with me in spirit. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 16 


Crescent Moon 


Chapter: 106 

The Confusion? 

Karly-1 got Miss. Cammy girl award, you voted, and I won! « Past remembers of 
Karly... ~ 

2016- Boys today feel that feeling is hummping! Olivia always feels absent-minded after 
the kids come home from school and seeing her husband after a long hard day at work. She 
forgets everything about her day when seeing them, it’s the highlight of her day. Even though 
their day is about to end hers is about to start, she races off without even a hug. Y et that’s just 
me-1 have a hectic life. ‘Well?’ she prompted. She had wanted to save the news, to torture her 
by not telling, but he had to talk. 

I read a book that had the first chapter like this- and it oh so reminds me of life and how it 
is becoming. 2021- ‘It was a yearning to bum.’ The computers and robots have taken over the 
world, nobody needs to read any of that shit, or think. Everything is at our fingertips with cell 
phones, I- pads, and PC's, without looking through old dusty pages, plus its agents the law to 
think for yourself, and read any books. We bum books like most have the burning itch to have 
unpredicted sex. They were dragging the two women; we saw last night by the hair. I don’t want 
to look, I didn’t want to stare, and I just acted like I didn’t care. Both girls where complete bare. 
Their lives where over it seemed so unfair. 



A girl without a name just a number of hers-1 look at my girlfriend and said and said- we 
just so two hookers getting whacked and jacked. She said- yeah, I no let’s get in the house before 
they get any ideas about us. There was a thump and a bump in the night, and not the kind of 
thump and bump you want or want to feel and hear. Honey- hon wake up; I think there is 
someone in the house! Go and see! 

Wh-a- what? I looked and there is someone at the foot of the bed! 

Blood dripping, from her chest, she is scared to look down yet does it anyway. She was 
thrown around the room by something dark. It wasn't a woman yet; it was a thing it wasn't 
anything but unfairness. It was unlike anything she had ever seen. But what was it? No face, no 
name, nobody... what could it be, and what does it want with me? A flash of lightning appeared 
in the sky, letting her see the gigantic outline of the grim reaper is what I got by them! Doing 
exercise helps to boost the power energy nevertheless, she could not boost it enough, not enough 
to escape from the... Thing. It was sucking the life out of her with its dark back lips. Slowly 
closing her eyes, she was with me, in my mind. Yet never alive after that day. 

Nothing but impressions of life... 

Start: 1941- Grandpas Natalie story- he’d remember... been fresh out of high school not a 
day over seventeen. I had five cents to my name, I was still living at home, but not for long. I 
was a virgin, to the world! I never saw anything other than farmland. I didn't know what I was in 
for. Yet I had to go... Hitler was taking over, killing babies and baring them alive of all things. I 
will never forget the sounds of the troop train steaming through, dropping off more maggots like 
me to kill the Nazis'. 

Knowing that ninety percent of them would not make it back home. I never thought I 
would live this long, and I never thought young-ins would doubt the war and the Holocaust. 

I have seen men, women, and kids being lined up on their knees and shot in the back of 
the head, for no reason at all. It’s incredible, tragic, and despicable, how one man’s loathing can 
start so much destmction. I do believe that history is going to repeat; it’s just a matter of time. I 
just hope I can fish this story with you all before I am fished myself. He had to share it with 
someone. He put the plate down, came into the living room, and sat on the couch, which me here 
this all there was more yet he passed midline. 



As I wake alone this morning, I miss the feeling of last night the softness of the sheets 
between my thighs. 1 look around the room and nothing has changed, she still sleeps next to me, 
yet sees can't see me. Yet I see her, and in a way, I think she can feel me there, yet I am not quite 
sure... I have been gone for so long now I don't think she even remembers what it’s like to be 
with me as we were oh so long ago. It like I was never there, but I was there at one time holding 
her, I still there, yet I ask not... I would love to be alive, once more. I could talk to him now, yet I 
don’t want too, for being a meanie as she said to me! 

He and Diana had nicknamed the Butt. ‘It was a bust,’ he said. ‘Cops came the night of 
this party. ’ She watched him carefully. 

‘Are you sure you want to do this, Marcel?’ she said unobtrusively. ‘Come on, Diana.’ 

He was annoyed that she’d even asked. He hoven on her legs into his lap. The message was in 
order on the back butt and in-between her, the only thing that would keep them from total 
atrophy, and he still insisted on working her calves every day, even though she’d been saying for 
a long time that it was useless. 

Diana, she had seen a few or more different doctors. And she’d been going to physical 
therapy for well over a year now. But there’d been no change. No improvement. She’d never 
walk again. Come on, honey, let's get you ready for bed I was 13 at the time. I am no special 
your girl here, just a collective girl here doing a thing as I should, think of boys and mbbing 
myself on then in my thoughts at night, I read, I think, I even poop too, throw girl is not allowed 
to say that right, not in these times. All way with sweet and common girly thoughts. I've led a 
common little life. There is no testimonials dedication to me or for me, yet I may be dying of 
something bad, I can say. Plus, my name Dinia will soon be unable to be remembered by all that 
was of the past days. But in single deference, I thrived as magnificently as anyone who ever 
lived a young dumb yet cute life. 

Looking good, girl. As I walk the halls of this big creepy place. ‘I feel okay today.’ Y ours 
truly here feels that she loved another boy with all my heart, and soul body and mind. My soul 
and for me, that has always been enough to give to him if that would be his wish. 

How's it feeling and doing, hunnie- bunnies? Going to kick it-1 keep trying to die, but 
they won't let me they say I am so stinking cute. Well, you can't have everything even if it’s 
fading or living without pain on both. 



Immense day today I have planned. 

You say that every day, with the eutest smile of your little blond-haired blue-eyed faee, 
you little angel. It's a lovely day outside. Let's take a walk, outside of today. We, don't think so, 
you’re not able to- at all- yet. (Wishful thinking) Well, we've got to get you out of this room. 
Come on now, honey goes to the playroom and does coloring and things like that. Some fresh air 
is what I want! Grrrr! 

Chapter: 107 

fixable 

Karly- Video of me mnning around the room nude « Past remembers of Karly... » The 
delusions? 

It’s all good I do what I always do no compacts, -Good morning. Me-1 am so sad and 
sorry at this point of my beginnings starts of my young little life, it's not a good day, to be me I 
want to play and dance and sing and do girl little cute-z thing like painting my toenail to match 
my Paullieger-ie ones. I have a long sunn-ie dress and not as much hair as I did, but it's fixable if 
I work for it. OUTSIDE??? I asked she said - baby- girl- I don't think it can happen. Nurse says- 
she's up for anything. 

Chapter: 108 
Ciao 

Karly- Photo of me sucking one-off... my dildo that is, for the show » 

Past remembers of Karly... ~ The girl? 

Hello? (Boy) I like him, he's-a funny and handsome. This is me! doors fly open as she 
mns and stops runs and stops looking in at the dying kids in their rooms and beds, older boy 
Daved- he comes to read to you. Read a kiddie story of hope and love and goo-goo-ness, with 
unicorns and ponies? Yeah- No that pain starts within me and I feel as I had to mn to the 
bathroom to not keep it down the treatments are talking to me; I don't know if this is a goodie 
thing-ie. Oh, come on, back to bed, and sleep this off, it goes in OUCH-ies, and her sweet little 
light goes out. 

Ahh... snoring, yet one old betty said- All right now, that keep her away for three hours. 



(Noon) 

Where did we leave off? In the story... Oh, yeah, yeah, here it is- bahy. It was the night 
of the carnival, a news story this time, I knew yet I didn’t remember it, I lose something I can 
feel yet they don’t tell me anything so I pulled out what I can, yet that not much being my age. 
‘Daved, was there with his friends, and Maraca.’ -Daved? 

-That's where those both met- them... It was at the time and date of September- 19th of 
14, Dinia was years nine old or so. (Girl) She has the same name as me. 

See then there at the park- groundwater squirting game: Little girl wins a prize. He tied to 
get her something yet epic fail! -Foo-ie! I watched that off so hard, no dingaling here. -Thank 
you for playing the boy. Hah, you're really funny I am a man here not a boy. Man, I clobbered, 
it’s all good she bears hugged him for being just him and that was some time being, cute yet very 
dumb for the acting of dumbness. I bet that thing, Yakie- funny it didn’t come off, oh that that 
thing. I'm telling you I did baby; these games are rigged. 

Chapter: 109 

Time to turn in 

The span? 

Nighttime before bedtime. Hello, it was him I kind of remember some of the stories now, 
that he said earlier... How are you, good- feeling good? Howdy, what's your name, U- NO it 
baby think- hard ...???... I don’t think I do- and story time starts for her, as she thinks on. 
Footstep comes right up here now. Over the knob, certainly. Whoa. 

Y eah, singing it out in a hum- 

-Who's this girl with Maraca? 

-Her name's Dinia Samilton. 

She's here for the summer with her family. 

Dad's is the poorest around, yet she cute right good butt for you. 

Ha- funny then why haven’t you been with her yet? 


Walked apart to go see this girl. 




-Hello, Paullie! 


-Hi, honey. 

Look, 1 won you a prize, he rips one down from the mouse game as she walked towards 

him. 

That woman was P-O-ed, at the game, yet they walk off one arm wrapped around. 

Paullie- oh, thank you! She giggled without thoughts on the thought of him and she was 
mn around like the mouse on the wheel of the game. 

Osha! A bear- cute- Love! He said Yeah, -sure- kiss me! They did... Hey great, huh 1 
look at Daved like I hooded her? 

Chapter: 110 

Trendy 

The happening? 

Hey Dinia, you want some cotton candy baby-girl? - Umm, okay honey. That would be 
so much fun if your pants’, someone. Sure, look down there... GOD keep it in there 1 don’t 
wanna see it, she said. You only get one chance, teenager. You want to dance with me or rid with 
me, or on me, or something like that? 

I'm Daved Talhhoun. 

SO-o? 

-So, it's nice to meet you. 

-Dinia, who is this guy? 

-1 don't know, Daved Talhhoun. 

-1 would like to take you out. 

-Friend! Do you mind? 

You can't sit more than two people in a chair, Daved. 


Go out? 



-No. 


-Why not? 

-CUZ- I don't want to. 

David, she's with us, so don’t chase her away with your dumbness, and crap. 

Hey Dinia, you want to ride the merry-go-round? 

Up down, up-down. Up Down- 
they went their love life would go. 

-I'd love to sugggggerrrr. 

They are kissing and feeling each other out in the tomal of love. 

-All right the boy said in the 1st seat. 

Love is all we need right- the book closes for the night as she falls asleep on him. 

(Boy) walks out of the room kissing her forehead and said I never forget you as you did 
with me, yet love and luck don’t always go hand and hand. 

Chapter: 111 

Collective 

Photos of my sis, online to at her age, asking like a slut, all over me and my friends. It 
shows her puss and mnning come, shot. 

When and why? 

Reason with me. Plea me. - Daved Talhhoun. 

-What? 

Works down at the McDonald's with Paullie age seventeen. 

Oh... Did you see he was standing like that god do you think it’s- like- oh? 

Run up- he dad- like not even one inch away from her face? GOD- what do you want 
from me, she said not happy, yeah, I saw, said the girlfriend, that’s Daved, though. Always doing 



the crazies, are you at all surprised, not at all I like it yet I don’t, we'll see, maybe, I don’t know 
yet, I girl what can I say. 


He even came over to you, like was he going to kiss you and not even know your name 

first. 


Sweet but creepy! 

I think he likes you, she said with delight. Yeah, my dad would too. I think nah- for now 
anyway. Hey what... jerk... as he pulled my hair, saying I was cute. Get off me, I said as he was 
all wrapped around me going for it all. God older boy- Don't touch me. -Hey! I love you, girl, 
without a name! - Well, I... ugh! HUM, I thought about him and what I saw there. What are you 
doing tonight? Hey, you can't do that as she mns off the merry-go-round! As she was there, he 
almost falls on his tush-ie, I'll pay you when I get off, Dan. 

-He asked you out- 

Yes, he did-1 like him- eyes rolled dreamily, both hands fly up on her reading cheeks. 
Okay, Dan, I’ll get- it- oh- off, all right. Get off, Daved, you need to come.... (Girls-What?) 
Award stop in his yelling words- ‘OFF’ as it spins around, you need to come- what...? Off. He 
tripped you're going to kill yourself for her boy! 

Daved, cut it out, boy. Now, will you go out with me as he hopped on my hose-ie? 

What the freak? - No? 

Hey boy, she just told you. 

It keeps going around. Rings being tossed in the mouth of the clown. 

Lean into it so you don’t fall getting off, it goes, fast. 

Why not? 

I don't know you at all, and because I don't want to. You don’t need to know me to 1st 
date girl. How else do you get to know someone if you don’t try first- dates, go by what your 
friends say? 

Daved! 


Come again? Would you- GO! 



NO! He said. 


Girl- Well, you leave me no other ehoiee then. Oh, my God gets it in your head and not 
that one I don’t want it. 

I'm not kidding, I am falling too you. 

Daved, stop misleading around. 

-What are you doing? 

-I'm going to ask you one more time, he kisses her on the cheek, from behind. Will you... 
NOW as he gets up on her and the house, doing things I can say, yet think like a boy. Will you 
go out with me? Daved, you best come on and stop it. 

Girlfriend next one over... my leg is slipping. Then get down and off, you- idiot. That 
way I am doing if she says- yes. Not until she decides. ‘Ah, go on out with him, baby said some 
old dude in next row.’ All right, all right, her and goes down his undies, and then see feel it and 
push him off, I'll go out with you. She knew it was all love she was feeling it too. It was up to my 
butt so- yeah- feel in the blanks here. 

Chapter: 112 

The who and then what? 

What? 

Who? 

When? 

Why? 

They? 

It? 

Some? 

Doing it? 

No, don't do me any favors if you say yes, he spun out on the floor of the ride. 



No, no. Do I want to, yes? 

Do you want to? 

Did she say Sueking- yes! 

Do you want to? 

Yes! 

Say it again. 

I want to go out with you- now. 

Say it again. 

I want to go out with you. 

All right, all right God keep it in your pants! 

We’ll go out. 

You think you're so elever, do you not? 

Daved, you- idiot! She said 

She remembers my name- yes! 

Girlfriend- That wasn't funny, nope, it's okay hun, I'll take care of this boy soon. 

Girl asked- on her deathbed-1 remember the girl from the Carnival, right... she was my 
friend, right? 

Do you remember me? I asked with wondering thoughts- of hope. 

Yeah, sure, the boy that reads to me, not the boy- what was he called- Mr. Bonner, was 
it? He looked pickled. How could I overlook the speculations of me wondering though-age? I 
wanted to clear that up with you, for the reason that I'm categorically regretful about that all. It 
remained an imprudent thing to do... on that ride, to talk to somebody. But then again, I had god 
was saying she was my baby angel sent from the heavens. I had to see I could get her naked 
before the night was over. To be next to you. I was being been so pulled from you. Um... oh, 
what a saying here, it’s nice, so nice! Do you use that on all the barbs? 



-No, not all just you hun. 

-Right, you’re dumb. 

I saw you all rubbed up to your little girlie-friend what’s her name with the brown hair 
and green eyes. 

-What are you doing tonight? 

-Could you repeat that? Go out tomorrow night? 

What do you say, baby? What about this weekend, say at a hotel or whatever? 

I know what you want I don’t give that to boys. 

-Why? 

Our date then? 

Maybe- she walked away- skipping, and humming show tunes. 

I did not even say; I would go on that date with you. 

The date that you agreed to go on with me. 

No...! 

Yes, you promised. 

You pledged, and you swore it did you not. 

Sound good, I speculate the thoughts of yes or no: Yeah for you would have killed me 
with it behind me if not. I changed my mind over time to yes or no, I have to see, maybe? Look, I 
know you get some dirty boys coming up to you on the street doing crazy things... I don't know 
him. Why do act as if I do? You don't know me by now don’t you, I know me and that’s good 
enough, right? 

Chapter: 113 

Trinkets 


Who did what? 



Plus, when I see something that I like, I got to love it see the small-town charms- ha... I 
love it. I go... I mean, I go crazy for it. Okay, what are you speaking of? Well, you, see into me, I 
feel, that you do. Oh, you're good at this ant you. What the Hel-? You're so moral. Certainly not. 
No, you're getting me wrong. You have it all now, yet not me. But you- You're something ain't 
you. You are you ain't nothing bad. You're whimsical, fanciful, unusual, imaginative, original, 
creative, and quirky, and I would even give you impulsive and capricious. 

Hugh? 

I'm not. 

You’re so stupid, I think I like that... 

Chapter: 114 

Emotional 

The good and the bad- you are so-o goooood. I'm mesmerized. I'm not frequently like this, 
I'm sorry. You make me dumb feeling and acting. 

Uh-oh, oh my- like- yes, you are. 

I can be amusing if you want... thoughtful, uh, smart, um, illogical, and courageous. And 
uh... I can be light on my feet. I could be your all and wonder, and magical, whateveryou want. 
You just tell me what you want me to be and I do that- love. I'll be that for you forever and ever 
never letting go of you to the day you or me, is not around to say-1 love you. 

You're CUTELY dumb and love me I see that. OKAY! You win, not smart-1 could be 
that for yah too. Come on, let’s go for this date, you want as bad as me. 

What's it going to hurt if we do things after and now? Umm... ah- unh-1 don't think as a 
result so maybe it’s okay if I am like you. Fine, what can I do to change your mind? 

Dinia, you remember- Daved, don't you? The move adds to start with supposition- You'll 
total and get something out. You unquestionable she's coming for it hard? Lessen, chum, it's all 
set up. We are meeting her for the late show tonight so back off her. 

Look... what did... I tell you what? Come on now and see this movie picture. 



Oh, my goodness, it's bad, his hand on mine... I feel more to come. What a happenstance 
she felt! Kissing him with popcorn, and the taste of butter, and Pepsi, I need to talk to you for a 
second. He's here! Him sitting on my hand, and the other way around. Yes, I remember- Yah. 

Chapter: 115 

Levels 

The tell of tells- the tale of my butt plug ha! I'm- cute no? 

-Come here. 

-Paullie! 

-Hi. 

-You look great. 

-Hello. 

-It's nice to see you yet again. 

-You too. 

-Aw, thanks. 

You look great and feel good next to me. She is kissing my ear, saying sweet nothings. 

You do look great. You look great. 

And I know I look great, said Paullie so could we please go see this movie now and hush 
up? The show's about to start. After you, he asked for a kiss on the lips. You come back here, 
baby. You ain't going to catch me, she mns for the water’s edge and prattled-boats. 

Swans all-round them as they kiss in the sunshine, next to the old steam train puffing 
down next to the oak trees and picnic tables. 

See her as she runs, wild and carefree, in stupid love, with so poor boy. 

I'm supposed to catch you! Kiss, kiss, kiss, lip bite, eyes tight, and lashes long on his 
cheeks. I'm faster than you. ‘Nah- you- ant.’ ‘You- ant- you- ant- you ant!!! Nope, No!’ I am wet 
for you know, just drenched with the water on the edge. 



I'll get you, baby girl! I'm going to get... Here I come! Let me love you. You bettermn 
fast! And then met slowly in a hug, mn and it's falling in love again being apart for that long. 

Park and outlying past them all that looked passed all the rides too. Love after, after falling 
madly in love, love, love, la- love. The big wheel in the sky is lighting as fireworks off above 
and inward. Wait forme, baby girl- I see you there, never about where they, never- ever apart-1 
would even sleep with me in the night for I said I was scared, and ran in his bed, held tightly. 

(Back on the first date) 

Want to walk with me to my house? He did old ways I said- mom will love you for this. 
Her- what happened? .. .In that movie? We didn’t even see it I could not even tell you for sure. 
Here you go. Thank you for this night we didn’t even kiss at the door mom was looking so yeah. 
What are you guys doing now and then? We giggled and did say anything but the tmth. 

Even if I was opened up to him now. 

Yeah, what's going on you too? Yeah, is that all... 

....???.... 

Just a and movie no more no less- um she now by the look on my face, and the glow your 
un-flow-her-ed-ness. Mom passed a week later of what I have. Do you guys feel it for each 
other? Yes- yes- we do. 

Do you-ah Love each other? Yes-1 love him! I love her too. Oh, I get it. You guys do 
love each other, THEN HUN? Don't do an5dhing you’re going to regret I wouldn't do. 
Unacceptable, goodbye. All right, all right. Mmm... 

That was fun we going to do it again. Mm-hmm. I haven't seen a movie, in ages. Really? 
Huh-uh. Not meanwhile I was a little kid. Pardon? 

Nope-ie, I,uh...what? 

I'm busy, you know, I don't have that much time don’t ya- see. Are you busy? hmm- Mm- 
I have a very stem agenda. 

My days are all planned out even back then, I had to dale with this crap. I get up in the 
morning... banquet, school day, get it in- here- work on homework here, play some all alone, 
reading time, bath time and sleep time and do it all over and over and over and over and over and 




over and over. Math, English tutor, lunch at some point if I can hold it down, music lessons- 
piano lesson, and that about all they will like me do, TV. It is nice when it works also. And after 
dinner and blowing it all over- I spend time with my family, for three hours before they go home, 
and I say here all alone in this glowing white and could room, next to my bedmate Sam. 

She does do or say much she has a week to live and she is five years old. 

And then 1... I catch up on some reading, she is sawing logs! Wow, stop breathing- um I 
think about that one hard and then say Nah- don’t do that. 

Oh, Mom and Daddy see you soon pull through one more day baby. 

We decide to pull the plug- so she would not suffer- age ten. 

We all gather around to see her. Everything is over... they look down on the life she 
never had- yet she has a sketchbook of her short life here. No, not everything is readable- 
however, it’s all there in her handwriting. But the important thing is she was remembered for her. 
And then everything else, she was not. And that way youth and innocence with young love 
mixed in. free- and wild to see life fad fast. You get to decide all by yourself to live on or let go? 
She didn’t we did- it the hardest thing a dad has to do is she, someone, you love to go- before 
you. It had to be I would say- it had to be this way. I don’t get it either. 

Why? God- or whomever why make the plan of killing sweet little kids? Why the hell do 
you want to do this to me- why? Mom- she never did stop crying it's been four years now. 

I'll always think of you that way I'll pull you in the morning sun and when the night is 

new... 


I'll be looking at the moon and think of you... 

But the first time I ever saw your face... The first time I ever saw your face I'll be seeing 

you. 

Morning, Mr. Talhboun. 

Mr. Talhhoun? Call Dr. Mandite Von and USC, okay? I've got no, I got no pulse 
anymore- she said. I've got nothing to say just how I love you and you feel that even now with 
things gone like even if your heart in new it feels the same to me and you. 


Let them know we are in full arrest. 



Call me- on my cell if you can, if you can this evening, I see you tomorrow if I can and 
you can. All right, we will do this if we can. We talked about this. It's all right now sleep, and 
rest now think about your life and how it was. Come on, come on, sweetie. Okay, yes, come on, 
let's go. Time to go- It's okay, baby, come on. You know it is. 

Just try it not to get her over happy she needs rest not a boyfriend right now, said, mom. 

Oh, Mr. Talhhoun you came to see her. 

Welcome back, the baby girl sees that you want it through all that. How do you feel? 
Paulie. Apt as a swindle. Where are you going girl at the stand asked? I was just taking a walk, 
thinking about how-1 can't sleep without her. Fine, you know you're not supposed to, it's against 
the mles. 

Yeah, I know. You weren't going for a walk, where you? You were going to see Miss 
Dinia again wasn’t yah. I just got out of the hospital and I miss her you see. 

Mr. Talhhoun, I'm sorry you can be coming in out of her room like that at night, but I 
can't let you see her tonight. Here and now you're going to have to go back to your room. As for 
me. I'm going to go downstairs and get myself a cup of coffee. I won't be back to check on you 
for a while, so don't do anything foolish-1 want to go to do that-1 just want to see him if I can- 

Hi. 

Daved. 

Daved. 


Hi, Baby girl. I'm sorry I haven't been able to be here to read to you. 

I didn't know what to do. I was frightened you were not ever coming back to my love. I'll 
continuously come back. What's going to happen when I can't remember anything to any further 
extent? What will you do? I'll be here always and ever. I'll never- ever leave you. I need to ask 
you something. What is it. Baby girl? Do you think that our love can make marvels? Sure, I do if 
the same. That's what conveys you back to me each time. Do you think our love could take us 
away together even if I go away from you? I think our love can do something we want it to. 


I love you. 



I love you, Dinia. 


Good night. 


• Good night. 


I'll be seeing you there soon. 

I want to show you something the boy said I have this it was hers. 

• Daved, what are you doing? As the pages sated to show and he read out- to them as 
he did with her- day in and day out. -What now? She loves to paint. 

Yeah? -Mm-hmm. Huh. Most of the time, I have all these drawings showed in here and 
look over than seeing her do them going back to the time she did them. 

Thoughts bouncing around in my head. Are you okay? Why are you crying? It’s all good, 

I said whipping them away. 

(Memory) 

Do you want to dance with me? Now? Sure. -Mm-hmm. Is are the song playing in the 
background? -Mm-hmm. 

I want to fly like a colorful bird- so I don’t have to be here and see the world until then an 
I msh over their heads, are you going to be one-two? If you're a birdie, I'm a birdie. Come on, 
darling, don’t do this to yourself- What are you doing? You need to hear this all there is the thing 
you don’t know about us. Don't. Don't! Okay then if you insist. Here we go, reading easily- Okay, 
okay. We were crazy about each other. Yah we know- Okay, Daddy- Oh, and Daddy I love him- 
she said here in her book quoting her life. 

I want to meet her in heaven now. This young man is not going to make it. 

Heartbroken he is... Okay. I am okay... Nope... he ain't. Good night, Daddy, as she ran 
to me and left you for a night out- of fun and games. 



Good night first kisses we had- like- like- like- do you see this? 

Oh, that's lovely, dear. Her dream was like a movie- I want a big old poreh that wraps 
around the walkway and a big old entire into the house. We can drink sugary soda and candy... 
nonstop. Big windows and open doors to watch the sun go down, no shades, like here. Do you 
promise? This for me? Hmm- Mm, I promise. Yeah! -Where are you going? Is something 
happening to me? 

Here... 

Always next to you. Wow... This is the part you all need to here for sure. What that dear? 
Ha-hum? She said- make love to me. Daved. -Yeah? 

The old-rick-a-t-ie Covered Bridge I waited for her to say when and where. 

Did she say- Daved? Okay, I want you? I want you to- And It all happened... all and 
everything, which makes a girl a woman. And...? 

Did...???... you...? 

?... Um...? I know I said, the kiss... I want you to make love to me, she asked once more. 

So, I did- we did- it was not easy for me- know what I was doing and she not. She said- 
you're going to have to walk me through this sex like this, it broke, she feels, so did I the kissing 
lots. Right. 

You, all right? -Yeah, it’s okay- it’s okay. I asked- Did I hurt you? -No, no. Dad said we 
know... boy we know- it was good she had her magical boyfriend he was you, which was her 
dying wish, to have love and feel the love. I'm just having a lot of thoughts, of age and things. 

It’s Okay! I should go- over this I feel... No, I don't want you to go. I got to th in k... about what I 
did here. Come here and talk to us. 

You’re not leaving till it’s all been said. 

I'm so happy that you did? Um- yes. You got so much ahead of you. Yet not love, he said. 
It's true... I will never love another girl, at all. I'm not going to have nice things, fancy things, 
sure but not her... I don’t want to live without it. It's never going to happen for me. Sh-h- boy- 
stop. It's not in the cards forme, don’t you see it was all ripped away, like her life, why? Stop it! 




You going to die to and we don’t need that on- top. Oh! You know what? I'm going to do it. It's 


over. 

Okay? 

What’s over? Come here. 

The first time I ever saw her face- was... 

He passed for a broken heart. 

(Falling to the floor with a thud.) 

Not without a miracle. Despite the daily massages, Daina’s legs where thin stalky and 
pale, like something that would grow on a flower. Unfluctuating as her face had come to be 
overweight, the flesh of her arms looser and her legs continued to wither. 

Close much...? 

Interval 

Deceiving my end 

Part: 1 

Here is something that only a short girl can do... 

We- can kiss as I slide upon him as it goes out, and then that makes me able to reach his 
face to kiss, and I go back in and I have to leave the kiss to get it in me, so each time I go down, 
we part just forme to come to him to meet his waiting kiss, I have my hand under his head, and I 
pull him into for the lip lock. Over and over until... and we let it all in- and make out for an hour 
or so. 


Finally, today is the day that I am finally saying it. The day that I say for sure that I love 
Marcel, I am in love with that boy. Sometimes, I reflect that he knew this all along. That they 
would laugh in my face if I would say it, to him in front of them. 

He is- One of the most amazing things that can happen is finding someone who sees 
ever 3 dhing you are and won't let you be anything less. They see the potential for you. They see 
endless possibilities. And through their eyes, you start to see yourself the same way. As someone 
who matters. 



As someone who can make a difference in this world. If you're lucky enough to find this 
person, never let them go.’ ‘Hey,’ he says, surprised. ‘You’re not going to sit with me?’ I try to 
keep walking down the aisle, but he grabs my arm. Are you kidding me? 

You have to sit with me.’ He looks around to see if anybody’s listening. 

‘You’re my girlfriend.’ I shake him off. ‘We’re breaking up soon, aren’t we? We might 
as well make it look more realistic.’ When 1 slide into the seat next to her, Chris is shaking her 
head at me. ‘What? I couldn’t just let you sit alone. You came here for me, after all.’ I open up 
my backpack and show her the snacks. ‘See? I bought your favorite things. What do you want to 
eat first? Gummies or sugar or sugar?’ 

‘It’s barely even morning,’ she grouses. Then: ‘Hand me the gummies.’ 

Smiling, I rip open the bag for her. ‘Have as much as you want.’ I stop smiling when I 
see him get on the bus and sit down in the seat next to me, he wants to be. 

‘You did that to him,’ ‘For you!’ Which isn’t true, not really. 1 think maybe I’m just tired 
of all this. This in-between-ness of being somebody’s girlfriend but not really. He stretches. But- 
‘You can never wholly know anyone, no matter how well you think you do. There will always be 
some truth about them you don’t ever get to know.’ I stuff a gummy into my mouth and chew, 
and swallow too hard. I watch Maggie whisper something in Lizzie’s ear, and Marcel falls asleep 
right away just like she said, his head on my shoulder. It’s implausible how you can affect 
someone else so deeply and never know. 

Two days before my death- school trip. 

(Remembering as he sleeps) 

Listen to him and the music in my one ear. Head on my shoulder I say I love you; I recall 
that- ‘I enjoyed the hot tub moments.’ ‘I always do- flashback.’ I’m shaking. 

Is it true? 

I love him! 

Things don’t get better just because you want them to. The unwise thing about anger is 
how people hurt you, and then you let them keep hurting you by being angry about how they 
originally hurt you. It’s a vicious cycle... Could he be right? It’s interesting how something that 



comes so easily to one person can be so impossible for someone else, no one can be everything 
you want them to be. 

The physical attraction that strong is addictive. 

As well as knowing what kind of magic isn’t just a fantasy makes me want to find it 
again. But what about being with someone who makes me a better person? What about sharing 
my life with someone who adores me as much as I adore him, whom I can always count on, who 
benefits me find my way when- I’m lost? I want deeper connections with the people around me. I 
need to reach out more. For the reason that not everyone leaves. Every so often if you reach out, 
the person you’re trying to reach will be right there waiting. 

The past doesn't just disappear after it's happened or was it happening to me for you to 
see? Sometimes amid all your boy drama, you just need a cupcake... like 1 would love to eat one 
with him now, both biting at the same time kissing getting on our nose and oddly like that off. 

He licked me... so- yeah. It's up to me to create the life I want. He never gives up on who I am or 
who I could be. He doesn't mn away when things get complicated. 

Now that I know where this life is going, it's time to decide how I'll get there. 

Just when it seems like life is getting good, something always has to come along and ruin 
it, waiting for my real life to start is no excuse to waste the life I have right now. One of the most 
amazing things that can happen is finding someone who sees everything you are and won't let 
you be anything less. They see the potential for you. They see endless possibilities. And through 
their eyes, you start to see yourself the same way. As someone who can make a difference in this 
world. If you're lucky enough to find that person, never let them go. 

It used to be extremely common for families to have two parents. They stayed together 
because that’s what all the other parents did. Now there are so many options, so many different 
ways to be a family. So many ways to rip a family apart. But maybe those things are like 
background noise if you’re from here. 

Maybe you have to experience this as a whole new place to appreciate it as I do. The only 
person I can count on is myself. It's up to me to create the life I want. I can't blame my parents or 
him or her or she or anyone else for the way things are... I just never stopped believing that what 
I wanted could be real, seriously, if we stayed inside the lines on everything we’re supposed to 
be doing, we wouldn’t get anything done. Know what 1 mean? 



When I open my back door, Marcel is holding his phone over his head playing ‘Stay with 
me he put lyrics to my piano.’ 

‘Happy anniversary,’ he says. 

‘You remembered!’ I’ve been wondering if he was going to remember that our first date 
was one month ago today. He didn’t say anything at school. 

So, I didn’t say anything, either. I didn’t want to come off like a total spaz over being 
together for a month. 

Now I’m so happy I didn’t ruin his surprise. I had no idea he was organization this when 
he said he wanted to come over tonight. He comes in and kisses me. Still holding his phone over 
his head. Still playing ‘In Your Eyes.’ 

‘You imperative,’ I tell him. 

‘I don’t rule yet. Maybe I’ll rule when we get to where I’m taking you to celebrate. If you 
like what we’re doing.’ 

‘You didn’t have to do all this.’ 

Marcel hugs me tight. ‘I wanted to make tonight special.’ 

It’s hard to believe we’ve only been together for one month now. It feels like I’ve known 
him forever. 

In the present day at lunch, we were talking about last Saturday night. We were driving 
around in Ethan’s car with no destination in mind. I was supposed to be home in half an hour. 

But I was desperately trying to block out the harsh reality of time. 

The sex- all the first week... 

‘And we got the motel room for safety. You were tired, and we were worried you might 
fall asleep at the wheel’ ‘Exactly. Your mom would buy that, right?’ 

‘As much as your mom would.’ We smirked at each other. Both moms would see right 
through that scam. He reached into my lap and held my hand. This was always the worst part of 



the night when we knew we’d have to go home soon. I wanted to drive around all night. Holding 
hands in my lap or his. Singing along to the radio. Getting lost down side streets to make out. 
We’re both shocked hy how much alone time we want together. Neither of us has ever felt this 
way before. 

Ethan loves having lots of people around. He’s a classic extrovert like me. We’re both 
into going out and meeting new people. But nothing compares to how happy I am when it’s just 
the two of us. A Pearl Jam or maybe STP or some rock song. Ethan started laughing. 

‘Could you repeat that?’ I asked. 

‘Incomprehensible situation.’ 

‘Try me.’ 

‘How are you so breathtaking?’ 

‘How are you so tremendous?’ 

‘We’re both geeks at heart. That makes us both splendid and cute-z.’ 

‘I love our unintelligible awesomeness.’ ‘I love everything about you.’ 

Stay with me! He said as I look back on it. He made me melt when he said that. I was 
melting right into the passenger seat. My bones went soft and my heart swelled, and I couldn’t 
imagine ever feeling happier than I did right that second. I knew he could see how much I loved 
him when he looked into my eyes. We haven’t said ‘I love you!’ to each other yet or did I want 
to confess that to him or me. But we both know it’s there. 

That night in his car feels like it was three weeks ago. Nevertheless, it was only three 
days ago. When we’re together, time dilates and stretches in mysterious ways. It’s like we enter 
our private universe. Expressly when we are alone. 

Specifically, when we’re making out. 

When he is touching me and kissing me and were pressed against each other in bed, I 
never want it to end. I wish we could stay together forever. We usually go to my apartment after 
school. One minute it will be forever and never-ending to me, and we’ll have three whole hours 
until he has to be home for dinner. 



The next thing we know it’s after seven. How do hours pass in a space of time that feels 
like minutes or forever? 

I suspect back in the room, I change into my blarney nighty and put on thick socks. I 
don’t even go wash up. I just turn out the lights and crawl into bed. I can’t fall asleep, though. 
Every time I close my eyes, I see his face. How dare he say I need to grow up? What does he 
know about anything? As if he’s so mature! 

But... is he right about me? Do I only like the boys I can never have? I’ve always known 
Marcel was out of my reach, yet not out of my hands. I’ve always known he didn’t belong to me. 

But tonight, he said he Irked me. The thing I’ve been in suspense for, he said it. So why 
didn’t I just tell him I liked him hindmost when I had the chance? Because I do. I like him back. 

Of course, I do. What girl would not fall to him, the most handsome boy of all the 
handsome boys? 

Now that I know him, I know he’s so much more than that. I don’t want to be afraid 
anymore. I want to be brave. I want life to start fashionably. I want to fall in love and I want a 
boy to fall in love with me back. Formerly I can talk myself out of it, I put on my puffy coat, slip 
my keycard in my pocket, and head off to the hot tub. 

THE HOT TUB IS OVERDUE the foremost cottage, tucked in the woods on a wooden 
platform. On the way there, I mn into kids with wet hair who are on their way back to their 
rooms before the time limit set by mom. Curfew is at eleven for me, and it’s already ten fifty-five. 
There’s not much time left. 

Kellie- I hope Ray still out there. I don’t want to lose my nerve. So, I quicken my pace 
and that’s when I spot him, alone in the hot tub, his head tipped back with his eyes closed. Time 
is going to pass even faster tonight. I have no idea where Ethan’s taking me to celebrate. But 
something tells me it’s going to be romantic. Tn Your Eyes’ finishes playing. Ethan smiles in 
that way he has where his eyes sparkle like I’m the most important person to him. ‘Are you 
prepared?’ he asks. Why does it seem like he’s asking about more than just tonight? Ethan won’t 
give me any hints in his car. He even takes a few random turns to fake me out. 



Our small town is already shut down for the night. The river, piers, and boats all seem 
like they’re sleeping. I’m surprised when we end up at his house. ‘Didn’t see that coming,’ I say. 
‘You have no idea... What I go through’ No one’s home at Ray’s house. We go up to his room. 
Which is filled with candles. Candles in different shapes, sizes, and colors are on every available 
surface. Candles are on the windowsills, the dresser, the desk, the shelves, and the night table. 
There are even some big pillar candles clustered in a comer on the floor. He turns the lights off. 
He starts lighting candles. 

‘Have a seat,’ he says. 

‘This might take a while.’ 

(Romanic only for her) I lie hack on 

Ray’s big bed and watches him light the candles. I love watching him. One time he fell 
asleep in my room. I watched him for almost an hour, memorizing the slope of his nose, the 
curves of his cheeks, and the shape of his lips. He is the gorgeous boy I’ve ever seen. And he 
picked me... over them all and even my sis that he freaked first, and I have to live with that. 

How did I get so lucky? After the lights the last candle, Ray grabs his I- Pod. 

He lies down next to me. Then he puts one earbud in my ear and the other in his. ‘Thanks 
again for the song last night, you know I wanted it- and you too’ he says. ‘I loved it.’ where my I 
love you, I asked him for it and got love yah! I was so nervous about sending Ray ‘Everything’ 
by Lifehouse. 

I have had that song on repeat ever since the day Ethan first asked me out. 

To me, it’s Ray’s love song for us. It sounds like him. It feels like him. I love losing 
myself in the sound of him. I’m so deep in the love haze, I can’t remember what I used to think 
about before Ray. East night I was suddenly inspired to share the song with him. The message I 
wrote with it said that he’s all I want. He’s all I need. 

What we have is amazing. 

The second I sent the song, I worried that it was too much. The last thing I want to do is 
scare him away. Nevertheless, he isn’t a representative boy. He doesn’t get freaked out by strong 
emotions. And he’s so romantic. ‘Your song inspired me to find one for you,’ Ethan says. 



Haunting, resonant music starts playing in our earbuds. ‘You’re the Inspiration’ ‘Their music is 
beautiful. Just like you.’ Melting- On- The bed. 

‘I don’t have the words to tell you how I feel about you. So, I found a song in another 
language to do it for me. I read that it’s about two people falling in love. How they spend the day 
together walking around downtown and enjoying being in their world where they understand 
each other better than anyone ever has before. 

It’s called ‘An all right Start.” I have to know its love- before I fall! 

‘You were being sweet. You’re the sweetest girl I’ve ever known.’ 

More than your sister, more the 100 girls of the past too. You’re 101 and that right... so 
right for me. 

‘You always out- romantic me. I thought I was being all sweet sending you everything. 
You’re like, ‘I had to go to a whole other philological to tell you how I feel!’ I put my head on 
his chest, breathing with him and listening to the music. Ethan slides his fingers through my hair 
over and over. 

‘Excellent,’ Ray says. 

‘Yeah- yepper?’ 

‘I love you- baby-love.’ 

I lift my head to look at him. He glows in the candlelight. Just looking at him takes my 
breath away. ‘I love you, too,’ I tell him. Say it- say it- say it I was thinking over and over-1 do 
this for you. I more that way... (She more into her then he is her.) 

How could it be any better than this? ‘Hi,’ I say, and my voice resonances into the woods. 
His eyes fly open. Nervously, he looks over my shoulder. 

‘Liv- Jean! What are you doing out here?’ ‘I came to see you,’ I say, and my breath 
comes out in white puffs. I start taking off my boots and socks. My hands are shaking, and not 
because it’s cold. I’m nervous. ‘Uh... what are you doing?’ Marcel’s looking at me like I’m 
senseless. 



‘I’m getting in!’ Shivering, I unzip my puffy eoat and set it on thebeneh. Steam is rising 
out of the water. I dip my feet in and sit down on the edge of the hot tub. It’s hotter than a bath, 
but it feels niee. Mareel’s still watehing me warily. 

My heart is sprinting out of eontrol and it’s difficult to look him in the eyes. I’ve never 
been so scared in my life. ‘That thing you brought up earlier... you caught me off guard, so I 
didn’t know what to say. But... well, I like you too.’ It comes out so fumbling and uncertain, and 
I wish I could start over and say it smoothly and confidently. I try again, louder. ‘I like it! Silly! 

He blinks, and he looks so young all of a sudden. ‘I don’t understand you girls. I think I 
have you figured out, and then- and then... then, I hold my breath as I wait for him to speak. I’m 
so nervous; I keep swallowing soft and hard, and it sounds loud to my ears. Even my breathing 
sounds loud, even my heartbeat. 

His pupils are dilated he’s looking at me so hard. He’s staring at me like he’s never seen 
me before. ‘As well as then I do not know.’ 

I think I stop breathing when I hear him say ‘I don’t know.’ Did I screw things up that 
badly that now he doesn’t know? It can’t be over, not when I finally found my courage. I can’t 
let it be. 

My heart is pounding like a million trillion beats a minute as I scoot closer to him. I bend 
my head down and press my lips against his, and I feel his jars some in surprise. Besides, then 
he’s kissing me back, openmouthed, soft-tipped kissing me back, and at first. I’m nervous, but 
then he puts his hand on the back of my head, and he reassuringly strokes my hair, and I’m not 
so nervous anymore. It’s a good thing I’m sitting down on this ledge because I am weak in the 
knees. He pulls me into the water so I’m sitting in the hot tub too, and my nightgown is soaked 
now but I don’t care. I don’t care about anything. I never knew kissing could be this awesome. 

My arms are at my sides, so the Jets won’t make my skirt fly up. Marcel’s holding my 
face in his hands, kissing me. ‘Are you okay?’ he whispers. His voice is different: it’s ragged and 
imperative and susceptible somehow. He doesn’t sound like he and I know; he is not smooth or 
bored or amused. 



The way he’s looking at me right now, I know he would do anything I asked, and that’s a 
strange and powerful feeling. 1 wind my arms around his neck. I like the smell of chlorine on his 
skin. He smells like pool, and summer, and vacations. It’s not like in the movies. It’s better 
because it’s real. ‘Touch my hair again,’ I tell him, and the comers of his mouth turn up. I lean 
into him and kiss him. 

He starts to ran his fingers through my hair, and it feels, so nice I can’t think straight. 

It’s better than getting my hair washed at the salon. I move my hands down his back and 
along his spine, and he shivers and pulls me closer. A boy’s back feels so different than a girl’s 
back more muscular, more solid somehow. In between kisses, he says, ‘It’s a past curfew. We 
should go back inside.’ 

‘I don’t want to,’ I say. All I want is to stay and be here, with him, at this moment. ‘Me 
either, but I don’t want you to get in trouble,’ Ray says. He looks worried, which is so sweet. 

Softly, I touch his cheek with the back of my hand. It’s smooth. I could look at his face 
for hours, it’s so beautiful- oh so- and lovely. Then I stand up, and immediately I’m shivering. I 
start wringing the water out of my nightgown, and he jumps out of the hot tub and gets his towel, 
which he wraps around my shoulders. Then he gives me his hand and I step out, teeth chattering. 
He starts drying me off with the towel, my arms, and my legs. I sit down to put on my socks and 
boots. 


He puts my coat on me last. He zips me right in. Then we run back inside the lodge. 
Beforehand he goes to the boys’ side and I go to the girls’ side, I kiss him one more time and I 
feel like I’m flying. 

Part: 2 

Butt up in the air pic! « Past remembers of Karly... ~ 

WHEN I SEE he is as the bus the next morning, he’s standing around with all his lacrosse 
friends, and at first, I feel shy and nervous, but then he sees me, and his face breaks into a grin. 
‘He says, so I go to him and he throws my tote over his shoulder. In my ear he says, ‘You’re 
sitting with me, right?’ 

I nod and look up sweet wetly I am so short next to him that his hip is where my face its- 
I don’t have to get on my knee's girls! As we make our way onto the bus, somebody wolf 



whistles. It seems like people are staring at us, and at first, I think it’s just my imagination, but 
then I see Genevieve look right at me and whisper to Emily Assbaum. It sends a chill down my 
spine. 

‘Genevieve keeps staring at me,’ I whisper to Marcel. 

‘It’s because you’re so adorably quirky,’ he says, and he rests his hands on my shoulders 
and kisses me on the cheek, and I forget all about Genevieve. 

Ray and I sit in the middle of the bus with Gabe and the lacrosse guys. I wave to Tom, so 
she’ll sit with us, but she’s cozies with Chad Dickhard. I haven’t had a chance to tell her about 
last night. When I got back to the room, she was already asleep. This morning, we both overslept 
and there wasn’t time. I’ll tell her all about it later. But, for now, it’s kind of nice that Ray and I 
are the only ones who know about it. The way down the mountain, I share my sweet sugary 
sticks with the boys and we play a heated round of Uno, which I also bought. An hour into the 
trip, we stop at a rest-stop dinner for breakfast. I eat a cinnamon bun, and under the table Ray, 
and I hold hands. 

I go to use the bathroom, and there is Genevieve, alone, applying lip gloss with a little 
bmsh. I step into the stall to pee and hope she’ll be gone by the time I come out, but she’s still 
there. I wash my hands quickly, and then she says, ‘Did you know that when we were kids, I 
used to wish I was you?’ 

I freeze... 

Genevieve snaps her compact shut. ‘I used to wish your dad was my dad and Margot and 
Kitty were my sisters. I loved coming over to your house. I would hope and pray that you would 
invite me to the sleepover. 

Part: 3 

(Us- in music trips and class) 

‘What key is this in?’ he asks. 


‘B- Flat,’ I tell him sweetly. 



‘My pages are messed up.’ I make some notations on his sheet music with a pencil. ‘Let’s 
hit it,’ Tom says from behind the drums. Stefan is only happy when he’s behind the dmms. 

Tom, Killie, and Jenna furer’s are Marcel’s bandmates. Those guys’ high school days are 
behind them. 

Now they’re working random jobs while waiting for the band to get mega-famous. Their 

band is 


Invincible. Marcel plays bass and Seath rocks the keyboard. Along with his best friend, 
Megan, these guys our closest... 

Shy-1 hated being at home with my dad.’ Haltingly, I say, ‘I-I didn’t know that. I used to 
like going to your house because your mom was so nice to me.’ 

‘She liked you,’ Maddie says. 

I screw up all my courage and I ask, ‘So why did you stop being friends with me?’ 
Maddie narrows her eyes at me. 

‘You don’t know?’ 

‘No!’ 


‘You kissed Ray that day at my house in seventh grade. You knew I liked him, but you 
kissed him anyway.’ I recoil, and she remains. ‘I always knew your goody-goody act was fake. 
It’s no wonder you and my cousin are BFF’s now. Although at least Chad owns her sluttiness. 

She doesn’t put on an act.’ 

My whole body goes rigid. ‘What are you talking about?’ 

She laughs, and it’s chilling how happy she sounds. That’s when I know I’m already dead. 
I brace myself for whatever mean thing will come out of her mouth, but even still I’m not ready 
for what comes next. 


Part: 4 



Video- of my shows- and there over 50 of them all online forever, and 10 pages of me 
need dripping to come from my puss, with those kinds of pics! 

Karly- ‘I’m talking about how you and Marcel had full-on sex in the hot tub last night.’ 
My mind goes completely blank. I might even blackout for a second. I can feel myself sway on 
my feet. Somebody comes quickly with the smelling salts; I’m about to faint. My head is 
swimming. ‘Who told you that?’ I choke out. ‘Who said that?’ Maddie tilts her head to the side. 

‘Everybody?’ 

‘But then again... we didn’t.’ 

‘I’m sorry, but I th in k it’s disgusting. I mean, sex in a hot tub- a public hot tub- is just... 
‘She shudders.’ ‘God only knows what kind of stuff is floating around in there now. 

Families use that hot tub, Lara Jean. There could be a family in there right now.’ 

Tears are spiking my eyes. ‘All we did was a kiss. I don’t know why people would even 
say that.’ 

‘Um, because Marcel telling them you did?’ 

My whole body goes cold. It’s not true. There’s no way that’s true. 

‘All the guys think he’s a God because he got sweet little Lara Jean Covey to give it up in 
the hot tub. Just so you know, the only reason Marcel even dated you was to make me jealous. 

His ego couldn’t take the fact that I dumped him for an older guy. He was using you. If 
he got free sex out of it, all the better. But he still came mnning whenever I called. 

That’s because he loves me. He will never love another girl as much as he loves me.’ 
Whatever she sees in my face must please her, because she smiles. ‘Now that Blake and I are 
done-well, I guess we’ll see, won’t we?’ I stand there mute and numb as she fluffs her hair in the 
mirror. 


‘But don’t worry. Now that you’re a slut. I’m sure you’ll have plenty of guys who’ll want 
to date you. For a night.’ 


I flee. I mn out of the ladies’ room and out the doors, back onto the bus, and I cry. 



PEOPLE ARE STARTING TO FILE back on the bus. I can feel their eyes on me, so I 
keep my head turned toward the window. I run my finger along the edge of the foggy glass. The 
window is cold, so it leaves a trail. 

Chad slides in next to me. In a low voice, she says, ‘Um, I just heard something cray- 
cray.’ Uninterestingly I say, ‘What did you hear? That Marcel and I had sex in the hot tub last 
night?’ 

‘Oh my God! Yeah! Are you okay?’ 

My chest feels tight. If I get a good breath, I am going to start crying again, I know it. 

I close my eyes. ‘We didn’t have sex. Who told you that?’ 

‘Marcel. ’ -making his way down the aisle. He stops at our seat. ‘Hey, why didn’t you 
come back to the table? Is everything okay?’ Marcel is looming over the seat, looking at me with 
concerned eyes. 

In a quiet voice, I say, ‘Everybody’s saying how we had sex in the tub.’ 

He groans. ‘People need to mind their own business.’ He doesn’t sound surprised, not at 
all. 

‘So, you already knew?’ 

‘Some of the guys were asking me about it this morning.’ 

‘But- where did they even get that idea?’ I feel like I’m going to be sick. 

He shrugs. ‘I don’t know, maybe somebody saw us. What does it even matter? It’s not 

true.’ 


I fasten my lips together tight. I can’t cry right now, because if I start. I’ll never be able to 
stop. I will cry the whole way home, and everyone will see, and I can’t have that. I fix my 
observation somewhere over his slick shoulder. 

‘I don’t get it. Why are you mad at me?’ He’s still confused. 

People are starting to bottleneck behind Marcel. They need to get to their seats. ‘People 
are waiting for you,’ I say. 



He says, ‘Chad, can I have my chair here?’ Chris looks at me and I shake my head. 

Part: 5 

A little hair on my puss- yet it’s down on my dildo, that sucked to a book, so I can thrill 
ride it hard, till I scream come, for all you boys, and you knotty girls too. 

~ Past remembers of 

Karly’s sis... « 

‘It’s my seat now, D*ckweed,’ she says. 

‘Come on, Liv Jean,’ he is saying, touching my shoulder. 

I jerk away from him and his mouth drops open. People are looking at us and whispering 
and snickering. 

He glances over his shoulder, his face red. Then he finally makes his way down the aisle. 

‘Are you okay?’ Chad asks. 

1 can feel my eyes welling up. ‘No. Not really.’ 

She sighs. ‘It’s not fair for the girl. Guys have it easy. I’m sure they were all 
acknowledging him, pounding him on the back for being such a stud.’ Snuffling, I say, ‘Do you 
think he’s the one who told folks?’ 

‘Who knows?’ 

A tear trickles down to my cheek and Chad wipes it away with her sweater sleeve. ‘It 
might not have been him. But it doesn’t matter, Liv- Jean, because even if he didn’t encourage 
all the talk, I doubt he discouraged it, if you know what I’m saying.’ 

I shake my head. 

‘What I’m saying is. I’m sure he denied it- with a shit-eating grin on his face. That’s how 
guys like Marcel are. They love to look like the man, have all the other guys look up to them.’ 
Brattie says, ‘They care more about their reputation than yours.’ She shakes her head. ‘But 
what’s done is done. You’ve just got to hold your head up and act like you don’t give a shit. ’ I 
nod, but more tears leak out. 



‘I’m telling you; he isn’t worth it. Let Gen have him.’ Chris tousles my hair. 

‘What else can you do, kid?’ 

Olivia comes on hoard last. I quickly straighten up and wipe my eyes and hrace myself. 
But she doesn’t go directly to her seat. She stops at Beth Morgan’s seat and whispers something 
in her ear. Beth gasps and turns in her seat- and looks right at me. 

OMG- Oh my God- my God... 

Chad and I watch as Genevieve goes from seat to seat. 

‘B*tch,’ Chad respires. 

Tears hum my eyes. ‘I’m just going to go to sleep now,’ and I rest my head on Chad’s 
shoulder, and I cry. She keeps her arm tight around me. 

Part: 6 

Photo of my boobs « Past remembers of Karly sis... « MAGGIE AND KILLIE PICK 
ME up from school. They ask me how the trip was if I stayed on the slope all day. I try to be 
upbeat; I even make up a story about how I went down a blue circle slope. Softly SHE asks, ‘Is 
everything okay?’ 

I pause- to the moments within. Maggie always knows when I’m not significant in saying 
all the truth. ‘Yeah. I’m just tired. Chad and I stayed up late talking.’ 

‘Take a nap when we get home,’ Maggie’s recommends. 

My phone buzzes and I look down at it. A text from Marcel. 

Can we talk? 

I turn off my phone. ‘I think maybe I’ll just sleep right through Christmas break,’ I say. 
Thank God and Jesus for Christmas break. At least I have ten days before I have to go back to 
school and face everyone. Maybe I’ll just never go back. Maybe I can convince Daddy to 
homeschool me. 

When Daddy and Killie go to bed, Margot and I wrap presents in the living room. 

Middle- wrap, Maggie decides that we should have recital party the day after Christmas. I’d 
hoped she’d forgotten all about her grand idea to have recital party, but Margot’s memory has 



always been killer. ‘It will is a post- Christmas, Pre- New Year’s Eve party,’ she says, tying a 
bow on one of Kitty’s presents from Daddy. 

‘It’s too last-minute,’ I say, carefully cutting a sheet of rocking horse wrapping paper. 
I’m being extra careful because I want to save a strip of it for a background page in Maggie’s 
scrapbook, which is nearly done. ‘No one will come.’ 

‘Yes, they will! We haven’t had one in ages; tons of people used to come.’ She gets up 
and starts pulling down Mommy’s old cookbooks and stacking them on the coffee table. 

‘Don’t be a Grinch. I think this should be a tradition that we bring back for Kellie's sake.’ 
I cut off a strip of fat green ribbon. Maybe this party will help me take my mind off things. ‘Find 
that Mediterranean chicken dish Mommy used to make. With the honey yogurt dip.’ 

‘Yes! And remember the caviar dip? People love the caviar dip. We have to make that, 
too. Should we do cheese straws or cheese puffs?’ 

‘Cheese puffs,’ I say. Margot’s so excited about it that even in my current state of self- 
pity, I can’t begmdge her. She gets a pen and paper from the kitchen and starts writing things 
down. ‘So, we said the chicken dish, caviar dip, cheese puffs, punch ... We can bake some 
cookies or brownies. We’ll invite all the neighbors- Josh and his parents, the Shahs, Ms. Child. 

Who of your friends do you want to invite? Chad?’ 

I shake my head. ‘Chad is visiting Becca Mitchel her relatives in the upper parts of the 
state, around this time... 

Too quickly I say, ‘No. Nothing happened.’ 

‘I think he might be going out of town too.’ I can tell Maggie he doesn’t believe me, but 
she doesn’t press me further. 

(Flashback) 

Kellie- She sends the invites out that night, and right away there are five yeses. In the 
comments section Aunt-e -M. (not our real aunt, but one of Mommy’s best friends) writes, 
Maggie, I can’t wait to hear you and dad sing ‘Baby, It’s Cold Outside!’ Another recital party 
tradition. Maggie and Daddy intone ‘Baby, It's Cold Outside’ and I am always commissioned to 



sing ‘Santa Baby.’ I used to do it lying on top of the piano with my mom’s high heels on and our 
grandma’s fox stole. Not this year. No way. 

When Maggie tries to get me to go with her and Killie to deliver our cookie baskets to the 
nationals the next day, I beg off and say I’m tired. I go up to my room to put the finishing 
touches on Maggie’s scrapbook and listen to only the slow songs from Dirty Dancing, and I keep 
checking my phone to see if Ray texted again. 

He hasn’t, but Ray has. I heard what happened. Are you okay? So even Josh knows? He’s 
not even in our grade. Does the whole school know? I write back, it isn’t true, and he writes back, 
you don’t have to tell me-1 didn’t believe it fora second, which makes me feel weepy. He and 
Maggie have hung out once since she’s been home, but they haven’t taken that DC trip Josh 
mentioned. It’s probably for the best if I go ahead and take the Josh and- Maggie page out of the 
scrapbook. 

I stay up late just in case Ray texts again. I think to myself, if he calls or texts me tonight. 
I’ll know he’s thinking about me too and maybe I’ll forgive him. 

But he doesn’t text or calls, around three a.m. I throw away Marcel’s notes. I delete the 
picture of him from my phone; I delete his number. I think that if I just delete him enough, it will 
be like none of it ever happened and my heart won’t hurt so badly. 

Part: 7 

Kelly- Photo of me using my butt plug, and masturbating over 6 times! 

~ Past remembers of Karly little sister... ~ Video online forever- CHRISTMAS 
MORNING, KITTY WAKES Us, Everyone, while it is still- um- dark out, which is her tradition, 
and Daddy makes waffles, which is his tradition. 

We only ever eat waffles on Christmas, for the reason that we all agree it’s too much 
trouble to lug the waffle iron out and clean it and store it back on the cabinet top shelf where we 
keep it. And anyway, it makes waffles more of a special occasion this way. 

We take turns opening presents to make it last longer. I give Maggie her scarf, and the 
scrapbook, which she loves. She pores over every page, screaming over my handiwork, 
marveling over my font choices and paper scraps. Hugging it to her chest, she says, ‘This is the 



perfect gift,’ and I feel like all the tension and bad feelings between us evaporate into 
nothingness. Maggie's gift to me is a pale pink cashmere sweater from Scotland. 

I try it on over my nightgown and it’s so soft and luxurious. Killie's present from Maggie 
is an art set with oil pastels and watercolors and special markers, which makes Killie squeal like 
a piglet. In return, Kitty gives her socks with monkeys on them. I give Killie a new basket for her 
bike and the ant farm she asked for months ago, and Killie gives me a book on knitting. ‘So, you 
can get better,’ she says. 

The three of us pitched in for Daddy’s present, a thick Scandinavian pullover that makes 
him look like an ice fisherman. It’s a little too big, but Daddy insists he likes it that way. He 
gives Maggie a fancy new e-reader, Kitty a bike helmet with her name on it, Kellie and me a gift 
certificate to Oliva Grandin. ‘I wanted to get you that locket necklace you’re always looking at, 
but it was gone,’ he says. ‘But 1 bet you will find something else you like just as much.’ 1 jump 
up and throw my arms around him. I feel like I could cry. 

Santa, aka Daddy, brings silly gifts like sacks of coal and water guns with disappearing 
ink inside, and also practical things like athletic socks and printer ink and my favorite kind of 
pens-1 guess Santa shops at Costco too. Santa- got Killie a new dildo too, thanks to me! 

When we’re done the opening presents, I can tell Kitty is disappointed there is no puppy, 
but she doesn’t say anything. I pull her into my arms and whisper to her, ‘There’s always your 
birthday next month,’ and she nods. 

Daddy goes to see if the waffle iron is hot and the doorbell rings. ‘Kellie, could you get 
that?’ He calls from the pantry. 

Kellie goes to the door, and seconds later we hear her high-pitched scream. Maggie and I 
leap up and run to the door, and right there on the welcome mat is a basket with a biscuit colored 
puppy in it and a ribbon around its neck. We all start jumping up and down and high-pitched yell, 

Kellie scoops the puppy up in her arms and runs into the living room with it, where 
Daddy stands grinning. ‘Daddy- Daddy- Daddy- Daddy! ’ she cries. ‘Thank you tha nk you thank 
you!’ I got a goofy small for what I got here and a run me over a hug. 



According to Daddy, he picked the puppy up from the animal shelter two nights ago, and 
our neighbor Ms. Rothschild has been hiding him in her house. It’s a boy, by the way, we figure 
that out pretty quick since he pees all over the kitchen floor. 

Part: 8 

Karly- Photo of me showing my ass and spread puss-puss! 

« Past remembers of Karly little sister... « 

‘I always wanted a dog with bangs,’ I say, cuddling him to my cheek. 

‘What should we name him?’ 

Maggie asks. We all look to Killie, who chews on her bottom lip in a contemplative way. 
‘1 don’t know,’ she says. 

‘How about Sandy?’ I suggest. 

Killie sneers. ‘Unoriginal.’ 

‘No thanks,’ Kitty says. Cocking her head, she says, ‘What about Jenny?’ 

‘Jenny,’ Daddy repeats. ‘I like it, yet she is not here so do not say...’ Maggie nods. ‘It has 
a nice ring to it... yeah moving on.’ 

‘What’s her full name?’ I ask, setting him down on the floor. 

She claps her hands and said it, wagging like mad. 

I only check my phone once to see if Marcel called. And he didn’t. 

THE MORNING OF THE PART- I’ve come downstairs after ten, and they’ve been 
working for hours. 

Kelly- young Holladay’s: 

‘Hello, the toilet needed to be scrubbed anyway! 

Besides, it’ll all be worth it. We haven’t done a recital party in so long.’ 



She slides a cookie sheet into the oven. ‘Daddy, I’m going to need you to make a run to 
the store soon. We’re out of sour cream and we need a hig hag of ice.’ 

‘Aye, aye. Captain,’ our dad says. 

The only one of us Margot doesn’t put to work is Jamie Fox-Pickle, who is taking a nap 
under the Christmas tree. 

I’m wearing a red-and-green plaid how tie with a white hutton-down and a tartan skirt. I 
read on a fashion blog that mixing plaids is a thing. I go to Kitty’s room to beg her to give me a 
braid crown, and she curls her lip at me and says, ‘That’s not very sexy.’ 

1 frown... ‘Excuse me? I wasn’t trying to look sexy! I was trying to look festive.’ 

Hmm... We might need to put some parental controls on the TV. 

Killie goes to my closet and pulls out my red off-the-shoulder knit dress with the swishy 
skirt. ‘Wear this. It’s still Christmassy but less elf-costume.’ 

‘Fine, but I’m putting my candy cane pin on it.’ 

‘Fine, you can wear the pin. But leave your hair down. No braid.’ I give her my best sad 
pouty face, but Killie shakes her head. ‘I’ll curl the ends to give it somebody, but no braids of 
any kind.’ I plug in the curling iron and sit on the floor with Jamie in my lap, and Kitty sits on 
the bed and sections my hair off. She wraps my hair around the barrel like a real pro. 

The party?’ She asks me. 

‘I’m not sure,’ I say. 

‘What about Marcel?’ 

‘He’s not coming,’ I say. 

‘Why not?’ 

‘He just can’t,’ I tell her. 

Maggie’s at the piano playing ‘Blue Christmas,’ and our old piano sitting next to her 
singing along. Across the room, Daddy’s showing off a new cactus to about her divorce when 



Marcel walks in wearing a green sweater with a button-down shirt underneath, carrying a 
Christmas tin. I almost choke on my punch. 

Kitty spots him when I do. ‘You came! ’ she cries. She mns right into his arms, and he 
puts down the cookie tin and picks her up and throws her around. When he sets her down, she 
takes him by the hand and over to the buffet table, where I’m busying myself rearranging the 
cookie plate. 

‘Look what Marcel brought,’ she says, pushing him forward. He hands me the cookie tin. 
‘Here. Fmitcake cookies my mom made.’ ‘What are you doing here?’ I whisper accusingly. ‘The 
kid invited me.’ He jerks his head toward Kellie, who has conveniently run back over to the 
puppy. Marcel is standing up now, looking over at us with a frown on his face. 

‘We need to talk.’ 

So now he wants to talk. Well, too late. ‘We don’t have anything to talk about.’ 

Marcel takes me by the elbow and I try to shake him off, but he won’t let go. He steers 
me into the kitchen. ‘I want you to make up an excuse to Kellie and leave,’ I say... ‘And you can 
take your fruitcake cookies with you. ’ 

‘First, tell me why you’re so pissed at me.’ 

‘Because!’ I burst out. ‘Everyone is saying how we had sex in the hot tub and I’m a slut 
and you don’t even care!’ 

‘I told the guys we didn’t! ’ 

‘Did you? Did you tell them that all we did was kiss and that’s all we’ve ever done?’ 
Marcel hesitates, and I go on. ‘Or did you say, ‘Guys, we didn’t have sex in the hot tub,’ wink- 
wink, nudge- nudge.’ 

Marcel glares at me. ‘Give me a little more credit than that, Covey.’ 

‘You’re such a scumbag, Marcel.’ 

I spin around. There is Marcel, in the doorway, glaring at Marcel. 

‘It’s your fault people are saying that crap about Lara Jean.’ Marcel shakes his head in 
disgust. ‘She’d never do that.’ 



‘Keep your voice down,’ I whisper, my eyes darting around. This is not happening right 
now. At recital party, with everyone, I have ever known my entire life in the next room. 

Marcel’s jaw twitches. ‘This is a private conversation, Marcel, between me and my 
girlfriend. Why don’t you go play World of Warcraft or something? Or maybe there’s a 

Godfather marathon on TV. ’ 

‘Freak you,’ Marcel says. I gasp. To me, Marcel says, ‘Liv, Jean, this is exactly what I’ve 
been trying to protect you from. He’s not good enough for you. He’s only bringing you down.’ 
Beside me, Marcel stiffens. ‘Get over it! She doesn’t like you anymore. It’s over. Move on.’ 

‘You have no idea what you’re talking about,’ Marcel says. ‘Whatever, dude. She told me 
you tried to kiss her. You try that again, and I’m kicking your ass.’ 

Marcel lets out a short laugh. 

‘Go ahead.’ 

Panic rises in my chest as Marcel moves toward Marcel with purpose. I pull Marcel’s arm 
back. ‘Stop it!’ That’s when I see her. Margot, standing a few feet behind Marcel, her hand to her 
mouth. The piano music has stopped, the world has stopped spinning because Maggie has heard 
the whole thing. 

‘It’s not tme, is it? Please tell me it’s not tme.’ 

I open and close my mouth. I don’t have to say anything because she already knows. 

Maggie who knows me so well. ‘How could you?’ she asks, and her voice trembles. The 
hurt in her eyes makes me want to die. I’ve never seen that look in her eyes before. 

‘Margot,’ Marcel begins, and she shakes her head and backs away. ‘Get out,’ she says, 
her voice breaking. Then she looks at me. ‘You’re my sister. 

You’re the person-1 trust more than anybody.’ 

‘Go-go, wait-’ But she’s already gone. I hear her feet mn up the stairs. I hear her door 
shut and not slam. 


And then I burst into tears. 



‘I’m so sorry,’ Marcel says tome. Forlornly, he says, ‘This is all my fault.’ He walks out 
of the back door. 

Marcel moves to put his arms around me, but I stop him. ‘Can you just... can you just go?’ 

Hurt and surprise register on his face. ‘Sure, I can go,’ he says, and he walks out of the 
kitchen. I go to the bathroom, off the side of the kitchen, and sit on the toilet and cry. Someone 
knocks, and I stop crying and call out, ‘Just a minute or so.’ 

Then I get up and splash cold water on my face. My eyes are still red and puffy. I run 
water with a hand towel and I wet my face with it. 

My mom used to do this for me when I was sick... She had put an ice-cold washcloth 
over my forehead, and she’d switch it out with a fresh one when it was not cold anymore. I wish 
my mom was here. 

Part: 9 

When I step back into the party, Maggie is sitting at the piano playing- ‘Have Yourself a 
Merry Little Christmas,’ and I have my dad cornered on the couch. She’s throwing back 
champagne, and he has a mildly startled look on his face. As soon he sees me, my dad jumps off 
the couch and over to me. ‘Oh, thank God,’ he says. ‘Where’s Go-go? We haven’t done our 
number yet.’ 

‘She doesn’t feel well,’ I say. 

‘Hm. I’ll go check on her.’ 

‘I think she just wants to be left alone.’ 

Daddy’s forehead creases. 

‘Did she and Marcel fight? I just saw him leave.’ 

I swallow. ‘Maybe. I’ll go talk to her.’ 

He pats me on the shoulder. 

‘You’re a good sister, honey.’ 


I force a smile. ‘Tha nk you. Daddy. 



I go upstairs, and Margot’s bedroom door is locked. I stand outside it and ask, ‘Can I 
come inside?’ No answer. 

‘Please, Margot. Please just let me enlighten me...’ Still nothing. 

‘I’m sorry. Maggie, I’m so sorry. 

Please talk tome.’ 

I sit down outside my door and start to cry. My big sister knows how to hurt me best. 
Silence from her, being shut out by her, is the worst punishment she could conjure up. BEFORE 
MOMMY DIED, Maggie AND I were friends. We battled constantly, mostly for the reason that, 
I was always messing up something of hers- some game, some toy. Maggie had a doll she loved 
named Rochelle. Rochelle had silky auburn hair, and she wore glasses as Margot did. 

Mommy and Daddy had given her to her for her sixth birthday. Maggie only doll. She 
adored her. I remember begging her to let me hold her, just for a second, but Margot always said 
no. 


There was this one time, I had a cold, and I stayed home from school. 

I crept into Margot’s room and I took... She and I, played with her all afternoon, 1 
pretended she and I were best friends. I got it into my head that, Rochelle’s face was kind of 
plain; she would look better with lipstick on. It would be a favor too- her- if I made them more 
beautiful. 

I got one of Mommy’s lipsticks out of her bathroom drawer and I put some on her lips. 
Right away I knew it was a mistake. I’d drawn it on outside of her lip lines, she looked clownish, 
not sophisticated. So, then I tried to clean off the lipstick with toothpaste, but it only made her 
look like she had a mouth disease. 

I hid under my blankets until Margot came home. When she found the state Rochelle was 
in, I heard her screech. 

After Mommy died, we all had to realign ourselves. Everybody had new roles. She and I 
were no longer locked in battle because we both understood that Kellie was ours to take care of 
now. ‘Look out for your sister,’ Mommy was always saying. When she was alive, we did it 



begrudgingly. After she was gone, we did it because we wanted to. Days go by and still nothing. 
She looks through me, speaks to me only when necessary. 

Part: 10 

Kelly- Photo of me with my pink vibrates. 

~ Past remembrance of Karly little sister ~ 

Kellie watches us with worried eyes. Daddy is bewildered and asks what’s going on with 
us, but doesn’t push me for an answer. There is a wall between us now, and I can feel her 
moving farther and farther away from me. Sisters are supposed to fight and make up because 
they are sisters and sisters always find their way back to each other. But the thing that scares me 
is that maybe we won’t. 

OUTSIDE MY WINDOW, SNOW IS falling in clumps that look like cotton. 

The yard is starting to look like a cotton field. I hope it snows all day and all night. I hope 
it’s a blizzard. 

There’s a knock at my door. 

I lift my head from my pillow. ‘Come in.’ 

My dad comes in and sits down at my desk. ‘So,’ he says, scratching his chin the way he 
does when he’s uncomfortable. ‘We need to talk.’ 

My stomach drops. I sit up and wrap my arms around my knees. ‘Did Margot tell you?’ 

My dad clears his throat. ‘She did.’ I can’t even look at him. ‘This is awkward. I never 
had to do this with Margot, so... ’ He clears his throat again. 

‘You’d think I would be better at this since I’m a health professional. I’ll just say that I 
think you’re too young to be having sex, Liv, Jean- girls. I don’t think you’re ready yet.’ He 
sounds like he’s about to cry. 

‘Did- did Marcel pressure you in any way?’ 

I can feel all the blood rush to my face. ‘Daddy, we didn’t have sex.’ 



He nods, but I don’t think he believes me. ‘I’m your dad, so of course. I’d rather you wait 
until you’re fifty, but... ‘He clears his throat again. ‘I want you to be safe. I’m making an 
appointment with Dr. Vudeciez on Monday.’ 

I start to cry. ‘I don’t need an appointment because I’m not doing anything! I didn’t have 
sex! Not in the hot tub or anyplace. Somebody made the whole thing up. You have to believe 
me.’ 


My dad has a pained expression on his face. ‘Liv, Jean- girls, I know it’s not easy to talk 
about this with a dad and not a mom. I wish your mom was here to navigate us through this.’ 

‘I wish she was too because she’d believe me.’ Tears are running down my cheeks. It’s 
bad enough for strangers to think the worst of me, but I never thought my sister and dad would 
believe it. 

‘I’m sorry.’ My dad puts his arms around me. ‘I’m sorry. I do believe you. If you tell me 
you’re not having sex, you’re not having sex. I just don’t want you to grow up too fast. When I 
look at you, you’re still as young as Kellie tome. You’re my little girl, Liv, Jean- girls.’ 

I sag against him. There’s noplace safer than my dad’s arms. ‘Everything’s a mess. You 
don’t trust me anymore; Marcel and I are broken up; Margot hates me.’ ‘I trust you. Of course, I 
trust you. 

And of course, you and Margot will make up like you always do. She was only worried 
about you; that’s why she came to me.’ No, it’s not. She did it out of spite. It’s her fault that 
Daddy thought that of me for even a second. 

Daddy lifts my chin and wipes the tears off my face. ‘You must like Marcel, huh?’ 

‘No,’ I sob. ‘Maybe. I don’t know.’ 

He tucks my bair behind my ears. ‘Everything will work out.’ There is a specific kind of 
fight you can only have with your sister. It’s the kind where you say things you can’t take back. 
You say them for the reason that you can’t help but say them because you’re so angry it’s 
coming up your throat and out your eyes; you’re so angry you can’t see straight. 


Part: 11 



All you see is blood. As soon as Daddy leaves and I hear him go to his room to get ready 
for bed, I barge into Maggie's room without knocking. 

Margot is at her desk on her laptop. 

She looks up at me in surprise. Wiping my eyes, I say, ‘You can be mad at me all you 
want, but you had no right to go to Daddy behind my back. ’ 

Her voice is piano- string tight as she says, ‘I didn’t do that as revenge. I did it because 
you have no idea what you’re doing, and if you’re not careful, you’re going to end up some sad 
teenage statistic.’ Coldly, as if she is speaking to a stranger, Maggie continues. ‘You’ve changed, 
Liv, Jenn- girls. I honestly don’t even know who you are anymore.’ 

‘Nope, you don’t know me anymore, if you think for one second that I would have sex on 
a school trip! In a hot tub, in plain view of anybody who might happen to walk by? You must not 
know me at all!’ And then I lay it down, the card I’ve been holding against her. ‘Just because 
you had sex with Marcel, that doesn’t mean I’m going to have sex with Marcel.’ 

Margot sucks in her breath. 

‘Lower your voice.’ 

I feel happy that I’ve wounded her too. I yell, ‘Now that Daddy’s already disappointed in 
me, he can’t be disappointed in you, too, right?’ 

I whirl around to go back to my room, and Margot follows close behind me. 

‘Come back here!’ She shouts. 

‘No! ’ I try to close my door in her face, but she wedges her foot inside. 

‘Get out!’ 

I lean my back against the door, but Margot is stronger than me. She pushes her way in 
and locks the door behind her. 

She advances toward me and I backed away from her. There’s a dangerous light in her 
eyes. She’s the righteous one now. I can feel myself start to shrink, to cower. ‘How did you 
know Marcel and I had sex, Lara Jean? 



Did he tell you that himself while you two were going behind my back?’ ‘We never went 
behind your back! It wasn’t like that.’ 

‘Then what was it like?’ She demands. 

A sob escapes my throat. ‘I liked him first. I liked him all that summer before ninth grade. 
I thought - thought he liked me back. But then one day you said you were dating, and so I just, I 
swallowed it. I wrote him a goodbye letter.’ Maggie faces twists into a sneer. ‘Do you seriously 
expect me to feel sorry for you know?’ 

‘Nope. I’m just trying to explain what happened. I stopped liking him, I swear I did. I 
didn’t think of him like that again, but then, after you left, I realized that deep down I still had 
feelings for him. And then my letter got sent and Marcel found out, so I started to pretend to date, 
Marcel... ’ 

She shakes her head. ‘Just stop. I don’t want to hear it. I don’t even know what you are 
talking about right now.’ 

‘Marcel and I only kissed one time. Once. And it was a huge mistake, and I did not even 
want to do it in the first place! You’re the one he loves, not me.’ 

She says, ‘How can I believe anything you ever say to me now?’ 

‘Because it’s the truth.’ 

Trembling, I tell her, ‘You have no idea the power you have over me. How much your 
opinion means to me? How much I look up to you.’ 

Part: 12 

Kelly- 2 fingers in the hole, she is snap-chatting. 

Past remembers of Karly little sister... ~ 

Margot’s face screws up like a fist; she is holding back tears. ‘You know what Mommy 
would always say to me?’ She lifts her chin higher. “Take care of your sisters.’ So that’s what I 
did. I’ve always tried to put you and Kellie first. Do you have any idea how hard it was being so 
far away from you guys? How lonely it was? All I wanted to do was come back home, but I 



couldn’t because I have to be strong. I have to be’ she struggles for breath, ‘a good example. I 
can’t be weak. I have to show you guys how to be brave. 

Because - ‘because Mommy isn’t 

here to do it.’ 

Tears roll down my cheeks. ‘I know. You don’t have to tell me, Gogo. 

I know how much you do for us.’ 

‘But then I left, and it’s like you didn’t need me as much as I thought.’ Her voice breaks. 
‘You were fine without me.’ 

‘Only because you taught me everything!’ I cry out. 

Margot’s face crushes like. 

‘I’m sorry,’ I weep. ‘I’m so sorry.’ 

‘I needed you, Liv, Jenn- and girls.’ 

She takes one step toward me and 

I take one toward her, and we fall into each other’s arms, crying, and the relief I feel is 
immeasurable. We are sisters, and there’s nothing she or I can ever say or do to change that. 

Daddy knocks on the door. ‘Girls? 

Ever 3 dhing okay in there?’ 

We look at each other and together at the same time, we say, ‘We’re fine. Daddy.’ 

IT’S NEW YEAR’S EVE. New Year’s Eve has always been a stay-at-home holiday for 
us. We make popcorn and drink sparkling cider, and at midnight we go outside to the backyard 
and light up sparklers. 

Some of my friends from high school are having a party at a cabin in the woods, and she 
said she wasn’t going to go, that she’d rather stay with us, but Kellie and I made her. I hope that- 
Marcel is going too, and that they’ll talk, and who knows what will happen. It’s New Year’s Eve, 
after all. 



The night of new beginnings. 

We sent Daddy to a party someone from the hospital is throwing. Kellie ironed his 
favorite button-down shirt and I picked the tie and we shoved him out the door. I think Grandma 
is right; it’s not good to be alone. 

‘Why are you still sad?’ Kellie asks me as I dump the popcorn into a bowl for us. We’re 
in the kitchen; she’s sitting on a stool at the breakfast bar with her legs dangling. The puppy is 
curled up like a centipede under her stool, gazing up at Kellie with hopeful eyes. ‘You and 
Maggie made up. What’s to be sad about?’ 

I’m about to deny being sad, but then I just sigh and say, ‘I don’t know.’ Kellie grabs a 
handful of popcorn and drops a few kernels on the floor, which Jamie gobbles up. ‘How can you 
not know?’ 

‘Because sometimes you just feel sad and you can’t explain it.’ 

Kellie cocks her head to the side. 

‘PMS?’ 

I count the days since my last period. ‘No. It’s not PMS. Just because a girl is sad, it 
doesn’t mean it has anything to do with PMS.’ 

‘Then why?’ She presses. 

‘I don’t know! Maybe I miss someone.’ 

‘You miss Marcel?’ 

I hesitate. ‘Marcel.’ Despite everything, Marcel. 

‘So-o call him.’ 

‘I can’t.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

I don’t know how to answer her. 

It’s all so embarrassing, and I want to be someone she can look up to. But she’s waiting, 
her little brow furrowed, and I know I have to tell her the tmth. 



‘Kellie, it was all fake. The whole thing. We were never really together. He never really 
liked me.’ 

Kellie wrinkles. ‘What do you mean it was fake?’ 

Sighing, I say, ‘It all started with those letters. Remember how my hatboxwent missing?’ 
Kellie nods. ‘I had letters inside, letters I wrote to the boys I loved. They were supposed to be 
private; they were never supposed to be sent, but then somebody did, and everything turned into 
a mess. 


Marcel got one, and Marcel got one, and I was just so humiliated. Marcel and I decided to 
pretend to date so I could save face in front of Marcel and he could make his ex-girlfriend 
jealous, and the whole thing just spun out of control.’ Kellie is biting her lip nervously. ‘Lara 
Jean - if I tell you something, you have to promise not to be mad.’ 

‘What? Just tell me.’ 

‘First promise.’ 

‘Okay, I promise I won’t be mad.’ Prickles are going up my spine. 

In a msh, Kellie says, ‘I’m the one who sent the letters.’ 

‘What?’ I scream. 

‘You promised you wouldn’t be mad! ’ 

‘What?’ I scream again, but less loud. ‘Kellie, how could you do that to me?’ 

She hangs her head. ‘Because I was mad at you. You were teasing me about liking 
Marcel; you said I was going to name my dog after him. I was so mad at you. 

So, when you were sleeping-1 snuck into your room and stole your hatbox, and I read all 
your letters, and then I sent them. I regretted it right away, but it was too late.’ 

‘How did you even know about my letters?’ I yell... 


She squints at me. ‘Because I go through your stuff sometimes when you’re not at home.’ 



I’m about to scream at her some more, and then I remember how I read Maggie's letter 
from- Marcel and me, bite my/our tongue(s.) As calmly as I can, I say, ‘Do you even know how 
much trouble you’ve caused? How could you be so spiteful to me?’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ she whispers. Fat teardrops form in the comers of her eyes, and one plops 
down l ik e a raindrop. I want to hug her, to comfort her, but I’m still so mad. ‘It’s fine,’ I say in a 
voice that is the exact opposite of fine. None of this would have happened if she hadn’t sent 
those letters. 

Kellie jumps up and mns upstairs, and I think she’s going to her room to cry in 
private. I know what I should do. I should go comfort her, forgive her for real. It’s my turn to be 
a good instance. To be a good big sister. 

I’m about to go upstairs when she comes mnning back into the kitchen. 

With my hatbox in her arms. 

WHEN IT WAS JUST Maggie- and I, my mom used to buy two of everything, blue for 
Maggie and pink for me. The same quilt, stuffed animal, or Easter basket in two different colors. 
Everything had to be fair; we had to have the same number of carrot sticks or French fries or 
marbles or erasers shaped like cupcakes. Except I was always losing my erasers or eating my 
carrot sticks too fast, and then I’d beg for just one of Margot’s. 

Sometimes Mommy would make her share, which even then I realized wasn’t fair, that 
obviously, Margot shouldn’t be penalized for eating her snack slowly or keeping track of her 
erasers. After Kellie was bom. Mommy tried to do blue, pink, and yellow, but it’s just a- lot 
harder finding one thing in three different colors. Also, Kellie was enough years undeveloped 
than us that we didn’t want the same kinds of toys as her. 

The teal hatbox might be the only gift from Mommy I got that was just for me. I didn’t 
have to share it; this one was mine and mine alone. When I opened it, I expected to find a hat, 
maybe a straw hat with a floppy brim, or maybe a newsboy- but it was empty. 

Part: 13 

‘This is for your special things,’ she said. ‘You can put all your most precious, most 
favorite, most secret things in here.’ 



‘Like what?’ I said. 


‘Whatever fits inside. Whatever you want to keep just for you. ’ Kellie’s pointy little 
chin trembles and she says, ‘1 am sorry, Lara Jean.’ When I see that, the chin tremble, I can’t be 
mad anymore. I just can’t, not even a little bit. So, I go to her, and I hug her tight. ‘It’s all right,’ 

1 say, and she sags against me in relief. ‘You can keep the box. Put all your secrets in it.’ Kellie 
shakes her head. ‘No, it’s yours. I don’t want it.’ She thrusts it at me. ‘I put something in there 
for you.’ I open the box, and there are notes. 

Notes and notes and notes. 

Marcel’s notes. Marcel’s notes 1 threw away. 

‘I found them when I was emptying your trash,’ she says. Hastily she adds, ‘I only read a 
couple. And then I saved them because I could tell they were important.’ 

I touch one that Marcel folded into an airplane. ‘Kellie - you know Marcel and I, are not 
getting back together, right?’ 

#- Hashtag: (Got mall?) 

Kellie grabs the bowl of popcorn and says, ‘Just read them.’ Then she goes into the living 
room and turns on the TV. 1 close the box and take it with me upstairs. When I am in my room, I 
sit on the floor and spread them out around me. 

A lot of the notes just say things like ‘Meet you at your locker after school’ and ‘Can I 
borrow your chemistry notes from yesterday?’ I find the spider webs’ one from Halloween, plus 
it makes me smile. Another one says, ‘Can you take the bus home today? 

I want to surprise Kellie and pick her up from school, so she can show me and my car off 
to her friends.’ 

‘Thanks for coming to the estate sale with me this weekend. You made the day fun. I owe 
you one. ’ ‘Don’t forget to pack a Korean yogurt for me! ’ ‘If you make Marcel’s dumb white- 
chocolate cranberry cookies and not my fruitcake ones, it’s over.’ I laugh out loud. And then, the 
one I read over and over: ‘You look pretty today. I l ik e you in blue.’ 



I have never gotten a love letter before. But reading these notes like this, one after the 
other, it feels like I have. It’s like- it’s like there’s only ever been, Marcel... Like everyone else 
that came before him, they were all to prepare me for this. I think I see the difference now, 
between loving someone from afar and loving someone up close. When you see them up close, 
you see the real them, but they also get to see the real you. 

-And- 

Marcel does... he sees me, and I see him. Love is scary: it changes; it can go away. 

That’s part of the risk. I don’t want to be scared anymore. I want to be brave, like Margot. It’s 
almost a new year, after all. Close to midnight, I gather up Kellie and the puppy and the sparklers. 
We put on heavy coats and I make Kellie wear a hat. ‘Should we put a hat on Jennie too?’ she 
asks me. 

‘He doesn’t need one,’ I tell her. 

‘He’s already got on a fur coat.’ 

The stars are out by the dozen; they look like faraway gems. We’re so lucky to live in the 
mountains the way we do. You just feel closer to the stars. 

To heaven. I light up sparklers for each of us, and Kellie starts dancing around the 
snowmaking a ring of fire with hers. She’s trying to coax Jamie to jump through, but he isn’t 
having it. All he wants to do is pee around the yard. Luckily, we have a fence, or I bet he’d pee 
his way down this whole block. 

Marcel’s bedroom light is on. I see him in the window just as he opens it and calls out, 
‘Song girls!’ 

Kellie hollers, ‘Want to light a sparkler?’ 

‘Maybe next year,’ Marcel calls back. I look up at him and wave my sparkler, and he 
smiles, and there's just this feeling of all rightness between us. One way or another, Marcel will 
be in our lives. And I’m certain. I’m so suddenly certain that everything is exactly the way it’s 
supposed to be, that I don’t have to be so afraid of goodbye because goodbye doesn’t have to be 
forever. 



When I’m back in my room in my flattery nightgown, I get out my special flowypen, and 
my good thick stationery and I start to write. Not a good-bye letter. Just a plain old love letter. 

Dear- Marcel - 

Acknowledgments- 

To All My Literary Loves: 

To you, fairest of them all. I think you and I might just be meant to be. 

To you, for putting a ring on it. 

All of my love, baby girl! <3 

Look, in my opinion, the best thing you can do is find a person who loves you for exactly 
what you are. 

Good mood, bad mood, ugly, pretty, handsome, what have you, the right person is still 
going to think the sun shines out your ass. That's the kind of person that's worth sticking with. 

Part: 14 

Come show showing the chat lines, she is masturbating, with over 2,000 boys loving her 
for making them explode, on the screen for her to see, yet only if you’re her top pick. » Past 
remembers of Karly little sister... » she has become a mini-me... 

More and more it has been occurring to me that this, too, will change our procedures. 
She’ll retreat to the North End and make friends with her neighbors, with people richer, and 
more sophisticated than I am. I’ll stay in some crappy apartment on Ebensburg, and I won’t miss 
her, or remember what it felt like to run side by side. 

They’ve warned me that after my procedure I may not even like mnning anymore, period. 
Another side effect of the cure: People often change their habits afterward, lose interest in their 
former hobbies and things that had given them pleasure. 

‘The cured, incapable of strong desire, are thus rid of both remembered and future pain’ 
(‘After the Procedure,’ The Safety, Health, and cheerfulness.) 



The world is spinning by, people and streets along, unfurling ribbon of color and sound. 
We run past St. Vincent’s, the biggest all-boys school in town. A half-dozen boys are outside 
playing basketball, lazily dribbling the ball around, calling to one another. 

Their words are a blur, an indistinct series of shouts and barks and short bursts of 
laughter, the way that boys always sound whenever they’re together in groups, whenever you 
only hear them from around comers or across streets or down the beach. It’s like they have a 
language all their own, and for about the thousandth time, I think how glad I am that segregation 
policy keeps us separate most of the time. As we mn by I- think-1 sense a momentary pause, a 
fraction of a second when all their eyes lift and turn in our direction. I’m too embarrassed to look. 

My whole body goes white-hot like someone’s just stuck me headfirst into an oven. But a 
second later I feel their eyes sweeping past me, a wind, latching on to Hana. Her blond hair 
flashes next to me, a coin in the sun. 

The pain is creeping back into my legs, a leaden feeling, but I force myself to keep going 
as we around the comer of 219- Maine- Juniper Street and Laurel St. Vincent’s behind. I feel 
Hana straining to keep up next to me. I turn my head, barely management to gasp out, ‘Duel you.’ 
But as Hana pulls up, arms pumping and nearly passes me, I put my head down and lunge 
forward, cycling my legs as fast as I can, trying to suck air into my lungs, which feel like they’ve 
shmnk to the size of a pea, fighting the screaming in my muscles. 

Blackness eats the edges of my vision, and all I can see is the chain-link fence that rises 
in front of us suddenly, blocking our path, and then I’m reaching out and thwacking it so hard it 
begins to shake, turning around to yell, ‘I won!’ as Hanna pulls up a second behind me, gasping 
for breath. 

Both of us are laughing now, hiccupping and taking huge gulping breaths of air as we 
pace around in circles, trying to walk it off. When she can finally breathe again, Hanna 
straightens up, laughing. ‘I let you win,’ she says, an old joke of ours. I toe some gravel in her 
direction. She ducks away, shrieking. ‘Keep telling yourself that.’ 

My hair has come out of its pigtail, and I wrestle it out of it is flexible, flipping my head 
down so I get the wind on my neck. Sweat drips down into my eyes, stinging. 



‘Nice look.’ Hana pushes me lightly, and I stumble sideways, whipping my head up to 
swipe back at her. She sidesteps me. There’s a gap in the chain-link fence that marks the 
beginning of a narrow service road. 

This is blocked by a low metal gate. Hana hops it and gestures forme to follow. I haven’t 
been paying attention to where we are: The service drive threads down through a parking lot, a 
forest of industrial Dumpsters and cargo storage sheds. 

Yonder those are the familiar string of white square buildings, like giant teeth. This must 
be one of the side entrances of the lab complex. I see now that the chain- link fence is looped on 
top with barbed wire and marked at twenty-foot intervals with signs that all read: PRIVATE 
PROPERTY. NO! 

TRESPASSING, AUTHORIZED EMPLOYEES - ONLY. 

Part: 15 

‘I don’t think we’re supposed to-’ I start to say, but Hana cuts me off. ‘Come on,’ she 
calls out. ‘Live a little.’ I do a quick scan of the parking lot beyond the gate and the road behind 
us: no one. The small guard hut just past the gate is also empty. I lean over and peek inside. 

There’s a half-eaten sandwich sitting on wax paper, and a stack of books piled messily on 
a small desk next to an old-fashioned radio, which is spitting static and patchy bits of music into 
the silence. I don’t see any Surveillance cameras, either, though there must be some. All the 
government buildings are wired. I hesitate for a second longer, then swing myself over the gate 
and catch up to Hanna. Her eyes are lit up with excitement, and I can tell that this was her plan, 
and her destination, all along. 

‘This must be how the Invalids got in,’ she says in a breathless msh, as though we’ve 
been talking about- yesterday’s drama at the labs all this time. 

‘Don’t- you think?’ ‘Doesn’t seem like it would have been hard.’ I’m trying to sound 
casual but the whole thing- the empty service road, and the enormous parking lot, like- the high 
overpasses, sparkling in the sun, the cobalt dumpsters and the electrical wires across the sky, the 
sparkling white slope of the lab roof- smack's me uneasy. Everything is silent and very still- 
frozen, almost, the way things are in a dream, or just before a chief cloudburst. 



I don’t want to say it to- Hanna, but I’d give pretty much anything to head back to Old 
Port, to the complex nest of familiar streets and stores. Even though there’s no one around, 1 
have the impression of being watched. It’s worse than the ordinary feeling of being observed in 
school and on the street and even at home, having to be cautious about what you do and say, the 
close, blocked-in feeling that everyone gets used to eventually. 

‘Yeah... ’ Hana kicks at the packed dirt road. A plume of dust puffs up, resettles slowly. 
‘Pretty crappy security fora major medical facility.’ 

‘Pretty crappy security fora petting zoo,’ I say. 

‘I resent that.’ The voice comes from behind us, and both Hana and I jump. 

I spin around. The world seems to freeze for an instant. 

A boy is standing behind us, arms crossed, head cocked to the side. A boy with caramel- 
colored sk in and hair that’s a golden-brown color, like autumn leaves getting ready to fall. 

Part: 16 

It’s him... The boy from yesterday, from the observation deck. The Invalid... Except he 
isn’t an Invalid. 

He’s wearing a short-sleeved navy guard’s uniform over jeans, and he’s got a laminated 
government ID clipped to his collar. 

‘I leave for two seconds to get a refilT-he gestures to the bottle of water he’s holdings’ 
and I come back to find a full-fledged break-in.’ 

I’m so confused I can’t move or speak or do anything. Ha nn a must think I’m scared 
because she jumps in quickly, ‘We weren’t breaking in. We weren’t doing whatsoever. We were 
just mnning and we - hum, we got lost.’ 

The boy crosses his arms in front of his chest, rocking back on his heels. ‘Didn’t see any 
of the signs outside, huh? ‘No Trespassing’? ‘Authorized Personnel Only?’ Hana looks away. 

She’s panicky too. I can feel it. Hana’s a thousand times... 



More confident than I am, but neither of us is used to standing in the open and talking to 
a boy, especially not a- bodyguards, and it must have occurred to Hanathat he already has plenty 
of grounds to arrest us. 

‘Must have missed them,’ she... Mumbles... 

‘Uh-huh.’ He raises his eyebrows. It’s obvious he doesn’t believe us, but at least he 
doesn’t look angry. ‘They’re pretty subtle. Solitary a few dozens- of them. I can see how you 
might not have noticed.’ 

He looks away for a second, squinting, and I get the feeling he’s trying to stop himself 
from laughing. He’s not like- any guard I have ever seen- at least, not the typical guards you see 
at the border and all-around Pitt, fat, and slowly and old. I think about how sure I was the recent 
past that he came from the Wilds, the solid certainty deep inside of me. 1 was wrong. As he turns 
his head, I see the unmistakable sign of someone who is cured: the mark of the procedure, a 
three-pointed star, just behind the left ear, where the scientists insert a special three the pronged 
needle used exclusively for immobilizing the patient so that the cure can be administered. 
Individuals show off their scars like badges of honor; you hardly see any curds with long hair, 
and the women who haven’t lopped off their hair entirely are careful to wear it pulled back. 

Part: 17 

My fear recedes. Talking to a cured... Isn’t illegal. The rules of segregation don’t 
apply... 

I’m not sure if he has recognized me or not. If so, he hasn’t given any sign of it. In 
conclusion- I can’t take it anymore, and I burst out, ‘You, I saw you... ’ At the last second, I 
can’t finish the sentence. I saw you yesterday. 

You winked at me. 

Hana looks startled. ‘You two know each other?’ She shoots a look at me. 

Hana knows I have hardly ever exchanged two words with a boy before, unless it’s 
‘Excuse me’ in the street or ‘Sorry for stepping on your toes’ when I trip on somebody. 



We’re not supposed to have more than minimal contact with uncured boys outside of our 
own families. Even after they’ve been cured, there’s hardly a need or excuse for it, unless we are 
dealing with a doctor or teacher or someone like that. 

He turns to look at me. His face is completely professional and composed, but then again, 
I swear I see something flickering in his eyes, a look of amusement or pleasure. ‘Nope,’ he says 
smoothly. ‘We have never met. I’m sure I would remember.’ The flash in his eyes is back -is he 
laughing at me? 

‘I’m Hanna,’ Hanna says. ‘And this is Jenn.’ She jabs me with an elbow. I know I must 
look like a fish, standing there with my mouth gaping open, but I’m too outraged to speak. He’s 
lying. I know he’s the one I saw yesterday, would bet my life on it. 

Part: 18 

‘Marcel- nice to meet you.’ Marcel keeps his eyes on me as he and hands. 

Then he extends a hand to me. ‘Jenn,’ she says thoughtfully. ‘I’ve never heard that name 
before.’ I hesitate. Shaking hands makes me feel awkward like I’m playing dress-up in an adult’s 
too-big clothing. Besides, I have never essentially touched skin-to-skin with a stranger. But he’s 
just standing there with his hand out, so after a second, and I reach out and shake. The moment 
we touch, a tiny electrical shock calls through me, and I pull away quickly. 

‘It’s short for Maggie,’ I say. 

‘Maggie.’ Marcel tips his head back, watching me with narrowed eyes. 

‘Pretty.’ 

I’m momentarily distracted by the way he says my name. In his mouth, it sounds musical, 
not clunky and angular, the way my teachers have always made it sound. 

Love is in the air... l ik e music! 

Part: 19 

His eyes are a warm amber color, and as I look at him, 1 have a sudden, flashing memory 
of my mother pouring syrup over a stack of pancakes. I look away, feeling ashamed, as though 
he has somehow been responsible for dredging the memory up, has reached in with his hand and 
wrenched it from me. 



Awkwardness makes me feel irritated, and I press on, ‘I do know you. I saw you 
yesterday in the labs. 

You were on the observation deck, watching- observing everything.’ 

Again, my courage fails me at the last second and I don’t say, watching me. I can feel 
Hanna glaring at me, but I ignore her. She must be furious I haven’t told her any of this. 

Part: 20 

Marcel’s face doesn’t change. He doesn’t blink or drop his smile for even a fraction of a 
second. ‘Case of mistaken identity, I guess. Guards aren’t allowed in the labs during evaluations. 
Especially not part-time guards.’ For a second longer, we stand there, staring at each other. Now 
I know he’s lying, and the easy, lazy grin on his face makes me want to reach out and slap him. 

I ball my fists and suck in a deep breath, willing myself to stay calm. I’m not the violent 
type. I don’t know why I’m feeling so aggravated. 

Hanna jumps in, breaking the tension. ‘So, this is it? A part-time security guard and some 
‘Keep Out’ signs?’ 

Marcel keeps his eyes on me a half-second longer. Then he turns to look at Hanna as 
though noticing her for the first time. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I would have thought the labs would be better protected, that’s all. It doesn’t seem like it 
would be too hard to break into this place.’ 

Part: 21 

Marcel raises his eyebrows. 

‘Thinking about attempting?’ Hanna freezes, and my blood goes to ice. She has gone too 
far. If Alex reports us as possible supporters, or troublemakers, or anything, we’re in for months 
and months of surveillance and investigation- besides, we can kiss our chances of passing the 
evaluations with decent scores goodbye. I picture looking for a lifetime of watching ANNA 
Kendrick do things to me! 

Marcel must sense our fear because he raises both hands. ‘Olivia. I was kidding. You 
don’t exactly seem like terrorists.’ It occurs to me how ridiculous we must look in our running 
shorts and sweaty tank tops and neon sneakers. Or at least, I must look ridiculous. Hanna looks 



like a model for athletic wear. Again, I feel a fit of blushing coming on, followed by a surge of 
irritation. Nope- wonder the regulators decided on the separation of boys and girls: else, it would 
have been a nightmare, this feeling livid, self- conscious, disordered, and annoyed all the time. 

Kellie- My daddy said- that my one pap passed from a planned rockfall- what is that? 
That one of the girls did it the taller one. 

‘This is just the stacking area, anyway, for freight and stuff.’ Marcel gestures out there 
the line of consignment sheds. ‘Real security starts closer to the facilities. Full-time guards, 
cameras, electrified fence, the whole shebang.’ Haima doesn’t look at me, but when she speaks, I 
can hear the excitement creeping into her voice. ‘The loading area? Like, where the deliveries 
come?’ In my head I start praying, don’t say anything stupid. Don’t say anything dumb. Do not 
mention the Invalids. 

‘You got it.’ 

Flanna dances on her feet, shifting her weight back and forth. I try to shoot her a warning 
look, but she avoids my eyes. 

‘So, this is where the trucks come? 

With medical equipment and - and other stuff?’ 

‘Faithfully.’ O'er I have the impression of something flickering behind Marcel’s eyes, 
even as the rest of his face stays neutral. I don’t trust him, I realize, and again wonder why he is 
lying about being in the labs yesterday. 

Maybe only because it’s forbidden as he said. Maybe because he was laughing instead of 
trying to help out. And maybe, after all, he doesn’t recognize me. We made eye contact for only 
a few seconds, and I’m sure to him I was only a blurry, in-between face, easy to forget. Not 
pretty. Not that ugly, either. 

Just plain, like a thousand other faces you would see on the street. 


Hands- oh hands and holding them... 



He, on the other hand, is most definitely not in- between. There’s something insane to me 
about standing in the open talking to a strange boy, even if he is cured, and though my head is 
whirling, it’s like my vision gets razor-sharp, making ever 3 hhing look ultra-detailed. I notice the 
way a piece of his hair curls around his scar, like a surround; I notice his large brown hands and 
the whiteness of his teeth and the perfect symmetry of his face. His jeans are faded and belted 
low on his hips, and the laces in his sneakers are the strangest ink-color blue like he has colored 
them in with a pen. 

Thoughts oh thoughts and having them... 

I think about you, this is tme, what to do, it’s now me and you! 

I phenomenon how old he is. He looks my age, but he must be slightly older, maybe 
fourteen now. I wonder, too-a brief, flitting thought- whether he’s aheady been paired. But of 
course, he has; he must have been. 

I have been staring at him unintentionally and he turns suddenly to look at me. I drop my 
eyes, feeling a quick, besides, unreasonable trepidation that he has managed to read my thoughts. 

T had love to look around,’ Karly hints not- so-o delicately. I reach out and pinch her 
when Marcel is not looking, in addition to her psychoanalysts away, giving me a guilty look. At 
least she doesn’t start grilling him about what happened former times and get us thrown in the 
penitentiary or dragged through a questioning, interrogating, and enquiring. 

Marcel softball pitches his water magnum in the air, catches it in one small hand. ‘Trust 
me, there’s zilch to see- and crap. Unless you’re a fan of industrial waste. There’s sufficient of 
that from one place to another here.’ He tips his head toward the dumpsters. 

‘Oh- plus the best view of the bay in Pitt. She all the yellow and black things over the 
wither- We’ve got that going for us too.’ 

‘Really?’ Karly wrinkles her nose momentarily distracted from her detective assignment. 

Marcel nods, tosses the bottle again, catches it. As it arcs through the air the sun winks 
through the water like light from a charm. ‘That I can show you,’ he says. ‘Come on now.’ All I 
want is to get out of here, but Karly says, ‘Sure, thing,’ so-o I tmdge along after her, mutely 
cursing her curiosity and obsession with all things invalid- related, and swearing never to let her 
pick, our mnning route again. 



Marcel and I walk in front, and I pick up scattered bits of their teteatete: I hear him say he 
takes classes at one of the colleges but miss what he says he studies; Hanna tells him we’re about 
to graduate. He tells her he’s fourteen I think; she says that we’re both turning I think in several 
months. 

Appreciatively, they avoid talking about the botched evaluations yesterday. The service 
road connects with another, lesser drive, which mns parallel to Facade Street, slanting 
precipitously uphill toward the northern boardwalk. 

Part: 22 

See us- 

Here there are rows of long, metal storage sheds. The sun is flat and high and unrelenting. 
I’m exceedingly thirsty, but when Marcel turns around and offers me a sip from his water bottle, 

I say, ‘Nope,’ hurriedly and too flamboyant. The thought of putting my mouth where his mouth 
has been making me feel anxious all over again. 

As we come up to the top of the hill- all three of us panting a little from the climb- the 
bay unfolds to our right like an enormous map, a sparkling, shimmering world of blues and 
greens. 

Hanna gasps a little. 

It is a beautiful view: unobstructed, and just oh so perfect. The atmosphere is full of puffy 
white clouds that make me think of feather pillows, and seagulls turn lazy arcs over the water, 
patters of birds forming and dissolving in the sky. 

Hanna, not Karly walks forward a few feet. ‘It’s amazing... So- freakin’ gorgeous, isn’t 
it? No matter how long I live here I never get used to it.’ She turns and looks at me. ‘I think this 
is my favorite way to see the ocean. 

Middle of the afternoon, sunny and bright. It’s just like- a photograph- and that shit. 

Don’t you think, Liv?’ I’m feeling so relaxed- relishing the wind at the top of the hill, which 
sweeps over my arms, and legs, hips, hoobs and makes me feel cool and delicious, enjoying the 
view of the bay and the high, blinking eye of the sun- I’ve almost forgotten that Marcel is with us. 
He’s been droopy back, standing a few feet behind us, and ever since we came up the hill, he 
ought to say a word. 



Which is why I nearly jump out of my skin when he leans forward and directs a solitary 
word into my ear: ‘Ashen.’ ‘Come again...?’ 1 whirl around, my heart beating, pounding, and 
hitting on so very hard. 

Part: 23 

The lookback: the dubbed take the wanting- Hanna has turned, and twisted back to the 
water and is going on about wishing she had her camera and how you never seem to have 
anything you need. 

Ray is bent close to me so close I can see his eyelashes, like perfect bmshstrokes on a 
canvas portrait, besides now his eyes are like literally dancing with light, and with me, I feel 
them move in my and I feel dirty, burning as though on fire. For the lust and the lust-1 must have 
with this boy, not love. I want hotly lost. ..lam in- love with...? You pick... IDK (I don’t know) 
at this point. 

‘What did you say?’ I repeat. My voice comes out a croaky whisper. Ray leans another 
inch closer, and it’s like the flames seep out of his eyes, and light my whole body on fire. I have 
never- ever been this close- to a boy before. I feel like fainting and mnning all at the same time. 
But 1 can’t move. 

‘I said, I prefer the ocean when it’s grim. Or not gray. A pale, in-between color. It mn by 
again me of waiting for something good to happen.’ 

Ray does remember- all advantageous everything never- ever forget. He was there. The 
ground seems to be dissolving under my feet the way it does in the dream about my mother. All I 
can see are his eyes, the shifting pattern of shadow and light turning there. 

‘You peijure yourself,’ I manage to croak out. 

‘Why did you lie?’ 

Ray doesn’t answer me. He pulls away a few inches and says, ‘Of course it’s even 
prettier at sunset, around eight-thirty the sky looks like it’s on fire, especially at Back and Gold 
Cove. You should see it.’ He pauses, and though his voice is low; as well as unpremeditated I get 
the feeling, he is trying to tell me something important. 

‘Tonight, it will most likely be amazing!!!’ 



My mind grinds into action, unhurriedly processing his words, the way he’s emphasizing 
definite details. 

Then it clicks: He has given me time, besides a place. He’s telling me to meet him. ‘Are 
you asking me to-?’ I start to say, but just then Karly innings back up to me, grabbing my arm. 

‘God,’ she says, snickering. ‘Can you believe it’s after five already? 

We’ve got to go.’ She’s dragging me retrograde before-1 can respond or protest, and by 
the time I think to look over my shoulder above my armpit adjacent my side boob, too see if 
Marcel is watching or giving me any kind of sign, he has disappeared from view. 

I’ll I want- 

Is him... 

Or her... 

Or her... 

Or him... 

Or love... 

Can I have both...? (She asked sweetly) without payback for it! (pouting face and stomp 
of her left foot.) 

Part: 24 

‘Maggie- ‘Mom! Mom! Mom! 

Mommy! Mommy! Mommy! Mama! 

Mama! Mama! Ma! Ma! Ma! Ma! 

Mum! Mum! Mum! Mum! Mummy! 

Mama, Mama...’ 

Shit! 

Help me get home I’m out in the woods, 1 am out on my own. I found me a werewolf, a 
horrid old pooch It showed me its teeth and went straight for my gut. 



Mama, Mama, help me get home I’m out in the woods, I am out on my own. 

I was stopped by an angel, a rotting old wreek It showed me its teeth, and went straight 
for my neck. 

Mama, Mama, put me to bed, I won’t make it home. I’m already halfdead. I met an 
Invalid, and fell for his art she showed me her smile and went straight to my heart. 

When I’m setting the table for dinner, I by cbance pour wine in Kellie juice cup and 
orange juice in my uncle’s wineglass, and while I’m grating cheese, I for one caught my 
knuckles so many times in the teeth of the grater my aunt finally sends me- out of the kitchen, 
saying she had preferred not to have a topping of skin for her ravioli. 

I can’t stop thinking about the last thing Marcel said to her, the forever and always- 
shifting pattern of his eyes, the strange expression on his face- like he was inviting me. around 
seven-thirty- the sky looks like it’s on fire, especially at Back and Gold Cove. You should see it... 

Is it even remotely, imaginably possible he was sending me a message? 

Is it possible he was asking me to meet...? 

Him...? 

Part: 25 

Dizzy- dizzy- dizzy- dizzy- dizzy- dizzy!!.^ 

Ami...! 

The idea makes me wobbly, faint- sbaky- lightheaded- and dazed! I keep thinking, too, 
about the single word, directed low and quietly straight into my ear: Steely. He was there; he saw 
me; he evoked me. 

So many inquiries gathering my wits at once, it’s, and like one of the famous Pittsburgh 
(Pitt.) fogs has swept up from the ocean and settled there, making it impossible to think normal, 
functional thoughts. 

My aunt finally notices something’s wrong. Just before dinner. I’m helping Jenny with 
her homework, as always, testing her on her multiplication tables. We’re sitting on the floor of 



the living room, which is squashed up right next to the ‘dining room’ (an alcove that scarcely 
holds a table and seventh chairs,) as well as I’m holding her workbook on my knees, reciting the 
problems to her, but my mind is on autopilot and my thoughts are a million miles away. 

Otherwise rather, they are exactly 3.5 miles away, down at the marshy edge of Back and 
Gold Cove. I know the distance exactly for the reason that, it’s a nice run from my house. 

Now I’m calculating how quickly-1 could get down there on my bike, and then beating 
myself up for even considering the idea. 

‘Seven times eight?’ 

Jenny pinches her lips together. ‘Fifty-sixth to the one.’ She said- dumbly! 

‘Nine times six?’ 

‘Fifty-two- da- four-sh.’ She said- oh so- moronically. 

On the other hand, no law says you can’t speak to a curd. 

Curds are safe. They can be mentors or guides to- the un-curd. Even though Marcel is- 
only- only a year older than I am-1 think...? - Right? We are separated, irreparably and totally, 
by the procedure. He might as well be my grandfather. 

‘Seven times eleven?’ 

‘Seventy-seven- one 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, and 10. somewhere in there it is.’ 

‘Liv.’ My aunt has squeezed out of the kitchen, past the dining room table, and is 
standing behind Jenny. I blink twice, trying to focus. Carol’s face is tight with concern. ‘Is 
something the matter?’ 

‘Nope.’ I drop my eyes quickly. I hate it when my aunt looks at me like that like she’s 
reading all the bad parts of my soul. I feel guilty just for thinking about a boy, even a cured one. 
If she knew, she would say, o-Oh, Liv. Careful. 

Dredge up what happened to your mother. She would say, these diseases tend to mn in 


the blood. 



‘Why?’ 


I keep my eyes trained on the worn earpet underneath me. Carol bends forward, swoops 
up Jenny’s workbook from my knees, and says loudly in her clear, high voice, ‘Nine times six is 
fifty-four tenths.’ She snaps the workbook closed. ‘Not fifty-two, Liv. I assume you know your 
multiplication tables?’ Jenny sticks her tongue out at me. 

My cheeks start heating up as I realize my mistake. ‘Sorry. I guess I’m just kind of - 
distracted.’ 

There’s a momentary pause. My eyes never leave the back of my neck. I can sense them 
burning there. I feel like I well shriek, or cry, or confess if she keeps staring at me. 

Finally, she sighs. ‘You’re still sophisticated about the evaluations, aren’t you?’ I blow 
the air out of my cheeks, feel a weight of anxiety ease off my chest. 

‘Affirmative. I guess so.’ I venture a glance up at her, and she smiles her little skittering 

smile. 


‘I know you’re disappointed- you have to go through the procedure again but think about 
it this way- this time you will be even more equipped.’ 


Nevaeh 
Book: 17 


Midnight Sun 


Interval Two- 



Chapter: 116 


Dumb love 

Marcel's oldest brother is Daved. 

Marcel tried not to think about how often, as a kid, those same legs had pumped him 
forward during a footrace and propelled her into trees when they had climbing wars. She had 
always been strong- as hard as polished timber, scrappy and made of muscle. Stronger than most 
boys, and braver, too. For Marcel’s whole life, she had been his best friend, his partner in crime. 

(One year forward after high school.) 

Liv- She was two years older than him and had been the de facto leader of whatever 
scheme or game they had invented. When he was five, they’d bottled their farts and tried to sell 
them. Olivia! Only in Pennsylvania would parents throw a dropping-out of-college party for their 
daughter. Now, to be fair, the invitations didn’t acknowledge the whole dropping-out bit. 

Nothing as crass as that. I mean, this is the Indiana University of Pennsylvania, after all. People 
have standards. At least when other people are watching. See, the twelve one-dollars-each 
invitations rolled the whole debacle as a ‘sending-off celebration for Olivia.’ 

Sending-off indeed. Not exactly. At least they got the location right, although even 
that’s a bit of a joke. It’s not exactly Rwanda or Haiti or any of the places that Olivia originally 
intended to go to save the world. 

But when your parents know someone who knows someone who knows everyone, 
you’re bound to get hooked up with someone who needs help a little closer to home. But the 
whole do-gooder motivation? 


Total bullsh*t, I should know, it's that way since the begging of the end. 



See, I’m Olivia lUP drop- out and soon- to- be resident of Middle- of- Nowhere. And 
let me tell you, my reasons have nothing to do with charity. I am not that good. Not even close. I 
certainly don’t deserve a freaking party for the things I have done. But I’m an Indiana. Parties 
are what we do. At this point. I’m just counting myself lucky I talked my mother asking to stay 
home and not get kicked out, know why I can make it is on my own, I see that now, yet I didn’t 
when I was in high school that is for sure. 

Money is hard to come by when you on make two dollars an hour, working your ass off, 
busing tables. Pa. -wages suck! Like the cops in my hometown all sh*tting through the same 
whole. Sucking each other off, in the backroom, doing nothing but buying new cars. That’s all 
there good for covers some assholes ass, that takes their sh*t. 

I wish I were kidding, about both here, yet I am not. So here I am, dressed in a brand- 
new cute melange dress, trying to make everyone believe, I was bitten by the humanitarian bug 
just in time to bail on my first year of college in music. I would be better, yet I left the band for 
Jenny also. 

The most depressing thing is that everyone seems willing to just go with it as I did, 
things you do just to be cool makes you lose you in the long run- does it not? Well done, Liv! So 
proud of you, Olivia! I said to myself when I got all F’s Lovely inside and out, I feel now. You 
can spend all your time doing boys or at the beach when you have no life or money to pay for a 
living- A-Okay- life... money is everything that makes the world go around. I wised up to this 
fast, in the first week of leaving home, when I was kicked out, begging to come back and suck on 
mom sh*t just to eat. Feel l ik e com? 

My best friend, at least, doesn’t seem to be buying it. ‘Liv, you can’t be serious. I mean, 
where are you going to get your hair highlighted and your designer clothes?’ I am not... I said. A 



good wheel is where I have to shop now, and I wear what I have. Some part of me that deep 
wants to snap at my oldest friend to stop being so superficial. But the other part of me- the more 
familiar one- is dying to grab her by the shoulders and give her an oh- my- flipping God-I- 
know! 


Because, the truth is, 1 have spent way too much time wondering about how I’m going 
to keep my honey- blond hair just right now from returning to its natural mud color while in the 
God-awful hometown of mine. I have had the same hairdresser since our mothers decided it was 
time, we become versed in the difference between highlights and lowlights. 

I was inseparable long before that. 

Julyan Gorllie- She was the cute brunette to my classy blonde all through twelve years 
of private school. 

Olivia taught me the art of rolling my plaid uniform skirt just enough to be interesting 
without being obvious, and in return, I was her explanation when she let Eliyn talk her out of her 
couture lavender dress on prom night at the college. Even when Julyan went off to Pittsburgh to 
meet up with her girlfriend since she dropped out. 

They hooked up and want it to go more like meet mom and dad. Both made a pact to 
see each other at least a couple of times a month. So, far- like- it seems they have stuck to it. 

Two months ago, this was, she’s been telling me she will be my best friend no matter 
what (the no matter what, of course, is the not so minor fact that 1 won’t be finishing my first 
year with a degree, someday soon, 1 have spent what seems like years racing after.) Oh, deep 


down, we both know things have changed. 



Phone calls just aren’t the same, I don’t have one now. I cannot afford one, I need gas 
for the car I can make payments for like I to have five dollars to spare when all but two goes in 
the tank that I make. 

Weekend nights, are not the same it party and flunk out or read in the dorm and pass 
what would you do in my shoes? Collage is an expansive way to party your butt off I can say that 
much- do you want to pay the eighty grand I owe. Dreaming at this point is the height of 
stupidity like smoking and doing drugs, I have to think about the clock inside me running too. I 
want to think about that one too a boy may be on the way, if this doesn’t work out this time, the 
last girl broke my heart, and maybe a sex change is what I need in a lover. 

‘I’ll be home for Thanksgiving,’ I say by way of response to her email I see in the 
school library a place I thought I would never- ever be, just like being in horror over my hair 
crisis, in high school, it was a no-no! ‘I’ll make an appointment when I have some change too 
spare.’ 

My best friend purses her glossy lips and takes a sip of pink cava- a tiny one, since 
champagne has carbs, and Julyan lives in constant fear that her hourglass figure will turn lumpy 
before she can make it down the aisle in a size- 0 wedding dress. Where lovers yet we come to 
the point we feel we need boys in our lives too. 

It’s a big step for a girl that was Bi. I not so anymore, I don’t know maybe I am getting 
too old for all this nonsocial sh*t, and love games. The fun was nice will it lasted, like before I 
may have to look at it and get on with it. ‘So- three-plus months, we did think your mom would 



call sick.’ She says, giving my hair a once-over. And kiss me goodbye, ‘Your ends might survive 
it if you don’t flatiron your hair, but the roots... ugh- love yeah- see you around.’ It was a flirty 
fling- if you want to call it that, we all have in eollege, I did. 

‘Maybe-1 eould just wear a bag over my head instead of, like my dart pillow- and 
wishing I was dead, all freaked up, and sped - in the head- days like this I wish I was ahead, with 
the story’s all read. 

Like the preps the joeks, hitting them all that step on my bloek, I know what I got a 
hanging sock filled with rocks, I am about to hit anyone that steps on my block, I hate on the 
preps’ and the joeks, with their niee polo shirts and matching socks, throwing at me like a roek 
on glass, as they pass. 

Just another saueed- like her, oh-1 am sorry- I didn’t want it this way, but what you are 
it if it will never ehange, I will just be another left behind, life is unkind, I did want it this way, 
and yet what good is it always, I will be left behind.’ This is here to show you all that I did it! 
Plus, I am not stopping! Living life on rewind... what do you say about that? I am the only one 
that would get that, do you? Just like all of you I know that you have too. You ean’t define it, this 
life that you live. All the anger let it out, LET IT OUT!’ 

Chapter: 117 

Tonic 

I say, taking a sip of my champagne. A bigger sip than she, beeause unlike my curvy 
friend, I’m more of the willowy (read: flat chested) type, and if my parents’ geneties are any 
indieation, my beanpole figure will probably outlast my teeth. 



Being able to legally drink at my parents’ frequent social gatherings is pretty much the 
only good thing about getting older. I suspect that’s one of the reasons the drinking age is 
twenty-one. It’s as though some wise person way back when knew that alcohol would start to get 
reaaaaally helpful at that point in your life. 

I’m nearly twenty-two, and God knows I’ve found a drink handy a time or two. 
Especially in the last year. 

I catch a whiff of candy-scented perfume a second before an arm goes around my waist. 

‘You’ll never guess who dared to show his face,’ my friend Andrea murmurs in my ear. 
‘And he brought her.’ She and he are giving me that wary, wide-eyed look that everyone gets 
when Ethan Price and I are in the same room, and before I know it. I’m flanked by four of my 
other friends, all nearly identical in jewel-colored cocktail dresses and designer high heels. I 
don’t have to turn around to know that the girl- Maddie is so concerned about won’t be matchy- 
matchy with anyone. Ethan’s new girlfriend has a distinct style that the socially polite set refers 
to as unique and the total snobs among us would call weird. In my circle, there’s nothing worse 
than weird. 

‘Marcel and Karly perfectly wired together, and that is perfectly right for them, or so 
they both say.’ 

Olivia and her new love: ‘You want to talk about it?’ she asks, not looking up. ‘I 
wouldn’t even know where to start.’ ‘She does tend to have that effect on people. They come in 
expecting to feel kindly but walk away wanting to strangle her.’ ‘That about sums it up,’ I say, 
tracing a finger through the flour dusting the counter. ‘But you’re saying this to me?’ She asks. 



That I may want a boy now, and that we need to see others, it’s not you- it’s me. I press 
my lips together as I consider the thoughts of letting go and finding new love. Like the thought 
of the taste and feel of her lips pressed to mine, it felt so right to me. I don’t want to stay that 
don’t want me in their life anymore she said with disappointment. Yet there was some regret in 
her eyes and voice, I feel that I knew her so well, yet I didn’t at all really, you know what kind of 
loves you have where you want more yet no less. I want to scream at the top of my lungs and 
hightail may cute ass it back to her apartment as soon as I got home here now, where people buy 
bread and don’t give a sh*t if you want to be alive or died, and where it’s not so freaking quiet, 
or nose with the fart can cars that go by, and where ware the girl don’t have sexy auburn eyes 
and sh*tty attitudes. Sometimes like her PMS-ing or over crap. 

But then I picture her smug condescension as he stared down at me from that ravaged, 
once-gorgeous face. I knew I would feel this way. Heck, Julyan made sure that there’s nothing to 
hold me here, other than her love for me and mine for her. More lust then loves, if you want to 
get- down to it. 

It’s as though she saw right through my plan to swoop in here like a saintly guardian 
angel to absolve my sins, and she’s telling me he is not going to play with my emotions and brain 
or life. Getting forgiveness is not going to be as simple as ladling soup into a weary, appreciative 
soul’s gateway. 

Maddie gives another of those half-smiles that she seems to have in endless supply. It’s 
a smile that says. Life sucks, but it’s always worth living. ‘Most people don’t admit how 
frustrating he is,’ she is. ‘Most of them pretend he’s an absolute dear and claims they’re the ones 
who can fix them. Although sometimes they don’t bother to pretend, they just do. They just leave 
within minutes of meeting them. ’ 



‘Can’t say I blame her or her,’ I say, pushing away from the counter. 


Looking around and back behind me. ‘But it just so happens I have nowhere else to be. 

-And- 

I’m also probably not the right person to help him, but then I don’t know if there is such 
a thing when you’re dealing with him.’ 

‘Can we forget about the things 1 said when 1 was dmnk! Sleeping with my close on- 
and you're gone! I am my own worst enemy, kicking my sh*t out of me.’ looking out the 
window last night- ‘Well then.’ Maddie gives the dough a satisfied pat before wiping her hands 
on a dishtowel, 1 begged her to love me again for a place to live also, yet don’t tell her that. ‘I’ll 
show you to your room.’ The upstairs of the house- the apartment is as vast and grand as the 
downstairs, but its emptiness is a little frightening, she has like noting in here. I follow Madilyn 
down a long series of hardwood hallways, noting that we pass a half dozen bedrooms- that is not 
used, not one of which seems to be in use for anything really, they need work I can see. 

Of course, they wouldn’t be: her father doesn’t live here yet he pays for her to be and 
own the building, and I’m assuming her like my mom and her mon for life in this cmd hole, in 
the nearby the ghetto part of the town, wherever this is- it what I call it. 

Which means it the worst of the worst being alone. Alone- is not something you want to 
be walking around this place? You get some you don’t want or mugged. The thought should be 
terrifying, and it is. But then I remember my reaction to her and also her... and those girls too 
that are gone. That pure, undiluted surge of desirability, and now, 1 am frantic on top of being 
nervous as hell. Thinking about all this sh*t. 



‘Here we go,’ Maddie says, stopping at a room on the left at the end of the hall. ‘It’s not 
the biggest of the guest rooms, but the view’s the best in the house. 

Other than the master suite, of eourse.’ At this point where just kind of bed buddy’s, 
some there to hold on to yet it’s not the same for me, nor her or so I feel. I think we grow up 
some, maybe not she soft to hold on to in the night- so- yeah- I will go with that. 

‘Is the master suite where Maddie’s father sleeps when he comes off to the home he 
lives in now after he left her mom also?’ I ask, stepping into the room. 

Everyone seems to back up after all the deaths, at clit- high joint schools. The joint 
meaning joined with the old oak view one next door. 

Chapter: 118 

Apartments 

Here daddy rarely stays the night, yet I like him a lot I could see myself with a man like 
that.’ She says quietly, and I overhear. Cute yet creepy all at the same time. ‘When he does, he is 
in the guest room, I may pop in just in to see him, in a see-through night top, and see that man. 
It’s the only way they can keep the peace in my heart of what it could be like.’ ‘How 
wonderfully dysfunctional I would have it be with someone like that.’ I mutter in my mind 
feeling the thoughts of wetness like in my brain making me hot. 

But as 1 take in my new bedroom, 1 temporarily forget all about the Langdons’ issues, 
because the room looks like something out of a luxury resort. 

The bed is huge, it's bedding a pristine white save for the fur blanket draped across the 
foot of the bed. The furniture is all-natural wood and has that sort of oversized one-of-a-kind 



quality look that makes me think it was made loeally instead of ereated in bulk and distributed to 
thousands of households. 


There’s a large desk in one eomer, a reading ehair in another, but the star of the room is 
the massive windows overlooking the water. ‘Wow,’ I whisper. ‘See, we do have a few things 
Pittsburgh doesn’t,’ Maddie says, not bothering to hide the pride in her voice. ‘Frenchman Bay is 
one of them.’ I can’t argue. I’ve seen plenty of gorgeous views on summer vacations and spring 
break trips, but this ranks up there with the best of them because it’s unanticipated. It’s nearly 
dark now, but it only adds to the appeal of the shadowy water. 

The ‘Bathroom’s through there,’ she says, gesturing to the door opposite the window. ‘I 
put in fresh towels, and there’s a small fridge next to the closet with water and a few snacks. I 
cook three meals a day. Not anything at all fancy, so if you need anything in between, or 
anything else, you’re on your own.’ I like she imagined in the bright sunlight it would be 
postcard-worthy. 

‘Resonances great,’ I say, giving her a small smile. ‘Although I’m not hungry when I 
travel back and forth, I said glad to see, and be home and love you again, she knew it was a line, 
and a waste of time, so I’m good for tonight on the sofa maybe I crawl in with you like the old 
times back in the days of high school.’ I got in naked and she in a nightgown, it came off and we 
did the old stuff, it was fun, some of the magic back. We fall asleep looking out at all the lights. 
Her side hug cuddling me like them. The sun rays were the alarm... 

Chapter: 119 

Days 

Photo of me going down on my 7" long toy, laying on my belly legs kicking. 



« Past remembers ofKarly « 


Days- 

I haven’t eaten since breakfast, but may need to eat has, without doubt, deserted me for 
the jiffies of moments. It probably has something to do with the fact that I have somehow gotten 
myself into the mother of all disasters. ‘For meals, do the caretakers usually eat with her?’ I 
ask...? Her-1 want to press my lips together- yet hers with mine just for a moment or a longer. 

Like thin never wanting to stop. 

‘No. He takes almost all of his meals in the study, some in his bedroom. You are of 
course welcome to eat with Mick and me at any time, although we tend to eat in the small house. ’ 

I like to rock into my man thing-ie replica with the two lumps at the bottom, that I use 
to get there, sometimes behind me sucking cupped to the wall, as she is coming tough me or him, 

I rock ever so easy back and forth into it, sapping my hip down on it. (Awwwahhh! Saying in a 
sexy sigh...) 

She says it in that way people have of not expecting you to take them up on the offer, 
and I admit 

I’m a little depressed by the fact that I’m expected to eat by myself. My family has 
always made a big deal about sharing meals, so the thought of four people living in one home 
and eating separately seems strange. 

Then again, eating alone seems a lot less strange than sharing a meal with Paul. As if 
he’d even allow it, especially afterthe way I behaved. 



Although, oddly, I still don’t regret my over-the-top rudeness. It was worth it for the 
sheer surprise on his face. And something tells me that surprise is the only thing I’ll have going 
for me if I want to have any chance of keeping the upper hand. 

Lindy heads toward the door. 

‘There’s a phone in the kitchen and at the end of the hall, and both have a number listed 
for the small house. I usually head over there shortly after I get Paul his dinner, so if you need 
anything-’ 

‘I’ll be fine.’ 

But the file didn’t answer any of the things I wanted to know. Like whether she enjoyed 
that kiss yesterday or was just pretending. Whether she likes guys to hold her face or her hips 
when they kiss her. 

Whether she has a boyfriend. 

And, most important - what the freak is she doing in Maine? 

-And- 

‘Don’t go mnning alone here,’ I say. I don’t bother to explain all the dangers of a 
woman mnning alone in the dark. Bar 

Harbor is safe enough, but all it takes is one sick freak lurking in the bushes to destroy a 

life. 


Chapter: 120 


Fooling around 



At lunch- a boy asked what does- she use and like, so I know. 


Why? 

‘I want to date her... is that okay?’ 

Maybe! You have to pass my test. 

Maddie- like all the girls in my group wall a have three, like most girls in the world I 
feel, 1 also have the suetion eup 7 inehes, a rabbit my is blue, and a hot pink seven vibrating 
funetions hard plastie vibrators slash dildo. You asked I have no shame in saying. I have my 
built-in my handbag now, ‘really’ do you want to see- he said nothing- without even a thought 
she turns it on, and it bounces on the table and round the food trays. Do have it hop into some 
one’s milk he said. 

Maddie is quite must of the time yet can be silly when you want her to be. She said to 
the girls-1 have Some time-1 use a flat looking-glass under me on my bed and rode it bouneing 
up and down on the bead meatus, letting the bed do the work, he- he, leaning baek downing the 
eowgirl, or forward for old-school freaking feeling all missionary and- aw-ah oh- yeah. Karly, 
she likes it sideways; I don’t get it? 

Do you? 

Karly- Madalyn all summed up- she likes, fingering herself- cooking anything and 
ever 5 dhing. Singing not always hitting the notes, yet sweetly, running, biking, swimming, 
outdoors hunting, I don’t get that one. Jewelry making all kinds of cool things, look at all these 
we have, and she has on. Take one to tell her to see if she notices. 



Pole dancing working out like Zumba sh*t. Even Knitting- Knitting ...Ill Gardening at 
her apartment on her veranda porch. Photography like of her taking pics of her more fallow and 
of the country land when she is there in the small towns, or school trips like D.C, 

Teenage, New York, flora, and Canada. Collect Things like old radio’s, and records, 
and typewriters, on is white and platinum, with her name on it, in cloud blue. Which is worth 
something! Her dad loved the sh*t out of her for that one. 

Suck up! 

God, I need to which my wording read that one again. Yoga- yah, the only time I get 
into those positions is when- yah you get it. 

Why not do it for fun she said? I want to get some out of me for it if I going to bend it 
around like that- God! She has funny moments, of randomness too, blurting out sh*t as I do. Too 
much time with gaming and dumb gaming at the school always on the brown team. Dressing up 
in dumb sh*t like a lumbeijack and once a cow, she was dry humming on me the apple in the 
hallway. 

Pooping three times a day god- I don’t sh*t in a week! ‘Getting it!’ Piss! Fingers! More 
about that pace of she over there huh- okay, she loves balhoom dancing, and asking all fairy and 
sh*t. Oh,piss! More...? 

Sure, a boy wants to know... noses boy. Do it yourself... ask- her yourself baby- d*ick! 
I was thinking. Blogging whatever I ask why the freak does she want to PMS- b*tch online for 
anyway? I don’t get...? 

Where friends that don’t get one another? Belly-Dancing, god- yah no- like- do that on 
your red flow! Antiques- did I say that? Um- lap Dancing- ‘I see it!’ I see that your one of those 




dumb boys ant’ yab? Gulp- sure! He said nervously! I love making dumb boys feel awkward!!! 
Flower arranging... oh, Aromatherapy- ‘Yeah got ah-w! ’ ‘Boy said yeah I see we have a lot in- 
eommon, hook me up!’ Wink- I’ll see what I can do! A Boy-1 don’t even know his name- 
‘Okay,’ she says, surprising me. I narrow my eyes and wait for it, and he squirms. ‘Why are you 
looking at me like that?’ 

‘I’ve never known a female to acquiesce that easily without a catch. How about you hit 
me with it now and get it over with.’ 1 shmg’. ‘Fine. 1 was going to say that 1 won’t freak you 
over if you promise to go with her, but you freak up- I’ll cut your balls off- got it.’ ‘GOD! He 
said.’ Snip- snip-1 made that finger moment. 

I think he is okay- he does not get any 1 can see that all over his face and down there 
too- so as soon as he smells some puss- puss- he’ll be all over her- in loving lust. I love looking 
down at boys! You have to see if it’s good enough for your girlfriend if you would do it, by 
looking at- it is saying hello; she should not have to either. You got feel it too so- yeah. Girls get 
it. 

Feel that hard thing-ie, moving on! I need a cold shower- God! :0 < clown! 

What a goof-ball slash clown! It’s kind of cute, I have to say, oh boys- right...??? 

Dumb!!! 

Chapter: 121 

Squeal 

Maddie- ‘No,’ I say, almost before she’s finished her sentence. ‘Why not?’ he is your 
type, okay for you. I rap my cane once against the ground. ‘Well, for starters, even though there 
are tortoises that could surpass your sorry excuse for a jog. I’m in no shape to accompany even 




the most pathetic of runners.’ ‘What a handy skill you have of overloading a sentence with 
insults,’ she says as she reaches up to adjust her ponytail. ‘That must he helpful, what with your 
thriving social life and all.’ I thump my cane against the ground again, studying her. ‘Must be 
nice, picking on the cripple.’ Maddie rolls her eyes like I have to do what with and to this boy. 
‘Please. Your soul’s more crippled than your leg.’ 

She has no idea how right she is, and I have no intention of letting her anywhere close 
enough to find out. I’ve gotten good at shutting people out by pushing them away... being as 
nasty as possible until they reach their breaking point. But with her? It’s different. And not only 
because the three- month rule she has will more her father's implemented means I can’t scare her 
away. I irregular she of all people might realize that the caustic, hostile routine isn’t a routine at 
all. This girl might just figure out what I’m truthfully rotten to the core. 

It’s better than she does; I just need to delay that realization for a while. 

Three months, specifically. I’m not saying I’m going to be nice to her. I have no 
intention of going all friendly on her ass. But I’ll do whatever it takes to prevent her from 
realizing that I’m deader inside than she can know. I’ll do whatever it takes to ensure that little 
Kellie gets the treatment she needs, the same can be said for all my girls, I look out for. I will not, 
however, accompany her on her morning ‘runs,’ and I use that word loosely. 

The boy will, he freaked up he gets it, honey nut cheerios she will be having I am sure 
of that, he- he- he! 1 love it, its time she gets it in, god, like a real on even, I like the real deal! 
Being me! Get it in- like, your only young ounces, find a boy, girls like me find a boy with the 
one you like! ‘There’s a treadmill in the gym,’ I say, continuing along the path. We can do it in 
that room at the school! ‘Is there? Colettolyn said.’ she asks, falling into step beside me. 



‘Rumor has it you don’t use it there with you pass meetups.’ ‘You know, this...?’ I say as though 
realization just struck, in the thought of that girl. Karly said you did. ‘I just had the best idea. 

How about we do not do this chatty little shared morning together? You go ahead and 
scamper back up to the house with your flip-floppy fitting shoes, and I’ll continue slithering 
along this path alone. 

Yeah?’ 

His- joke- ‘A teacher is teaching a class, and she sees that Johnny isn't paying attention, 
so she asks him, ‘If three ducks are sitting on a fence, and you shoot one, how many are left?’ 
Johnny says, ‘None.’ The teacher asks, ‘Why?’ 

Johnny says, ‘Because the shot scared them all off.’ 

The teacher says, ‘No, two, but I like how you're thinking.’ Johnny asks the teacher, ‘If 
you see three women walking out of an ice cream parlor, one is licking her ice cream, one is 
sucking her ice cream, and one is biting her ice cream, which one is married?’ The teacher says, 
‘The one sucking her ice cream.’ Johnny says, ‘No, the one with the wedding ring, but I like how 
you're thinking!’ 

Her- Joke back- ‘The teacher asked me, ‘Why is your cat at school today?’ I replied 
crying, ‘Because I heard my girlfriend tell my mommy, 'I am going to eat your p*ssy so that is 
why she is at the school today!’ 

Nice! 

I snort, he so funny, I didn’t want to... ‘Please. Where’d we talk more, online?’ She’s 
silent fora second. ‘They got great chatting it up.’ ‘I’m sure they did. Probably by people who 
liked the pretty pink color.’ ‘What’s wrong with the color?’ ‘For lipstick? Nothing,’ I say, even 



though I have no idea why I’m eontinuing this eonversation. The innocuousness of it feels 
suspiciously standard. 

‘Let me guess,’ she says. ‘Your high school track team placed second in the state like a 
hundred years ago, and you’re still reliving the glory?’ I feel the love coming hard from inside 
me! 

Chapter: 122 

It sounds dirty 

One-day later- Karly- oh...? God...?hose um- down... God, you tow-just freak in the 
lunchroom tables why don’t ya! And the do something like that- yet can picture it, I am done. 
YAH! JUST GRAB her ASS- a boy-girl down the way said, as they were doing as they do on the 
Discovery channel! ‘A hundred years ago? Exactly how old do you think I am? 

And no, I didn’t run track in high school.’ A thin line of my black lashes lined in and 
out eyes at her. ‘Is that a crack about the thrash?’ 

‘Oh yeah, can we talk about that for a second me and liv, I see I do not need anymore?’ 
she asks, peering down at the object in question. ‘That whole snake thing is a reference to your 
penis, right?’ Karly said you want me to kiss you, baby, it will make you feel better. Sure! She 
said. 

We are so freaked up! Is Love- love, right? 

Get’n it- form anyone or at any time... that how it is these days, girl brake up one night 
after sex and do it with your friend the night. That’s HIGH SCHOOL for a popular preppie type, 
like me now. I starting to look more and more like the girl on the cam I said to Liv- ‘Awh- that is 
okay, we all know, anyway.’ 



Oh- that is NICE! I am not scared to lick or take anything on my girl down there and 
down more than that in the backside, neither is she if the love you finger and suck it all and in- 
between too. I kiss every inch, every inch as she does for me. 

My footsteps falter than ever before or so it felt to me. This girl looks like a poster child 
for a church’s youth group, opposite of Maddie, and the penis is so not a word I was prepared for. 
She loves the lord yet not a d*ick. Not in this context, anjrway. ‘Seriously?’ I ask, annoyed at 
being thrown off guard. Not only does she invade my personal space and invite herself on a walk 
she undoubtedly wasn’t invited on, but she’s prying into my past, aeeusing me of being an old 
man with that and those don’t work for her or me sometimes, and now dropping penis into 
conversation like we’re diseussing the weather. 

Olivia shmgs but doesn’t make any move to head in the opposite direction. ‘I think you 
should have gotten a jaguar cane. That would have been cool.’ ‘I’m just saying this,’ she says 
with a shmg. ‘It’s a serpent head, and the way you use it keeps it sort of in the vicinity of, well... 
your snakehead. I figure that ean’t be a eoincidenee.’ Sweet baby Jesus. ‘It’s a eane. 

I can’t use it and not have it in the vicinity of bull sh*t. Just never mind. 

Can you please just trot along baek to the house? Your Barbie shoes are going to get 
dirty out here.’ I puckered brow. For a second, I almost tell her that I don’t need any help upping 
the sexy hot factor. Then I remember that I’m not well, not anymore. 

I’m the crippled, small-town version. Looking at photos doesn’t even remind me, of that 
day of days and places of places. 

I take a long breath of cold morning air to keep myself from letting the despair that’s 
lodged in my throat come mshing out in an angry bellow. If I let her see even a graying of what’s 



inside me, she’ll be on her way baek to my school days. In addition to alluring as that is, I need 
her here. At least until I formulate a plan for what the hell to do with my life, now I asked the 
question, with anger and fear and desperation. 

In anticipation of then, I have to keep her around in a way that doesn’t make me want to 
strangle her or push her against a nearby tree and kiss her nonsensically. Or better yet, none at all. 
‘How long have you been mnning?’ I ask, almost choking on the inane, unimportant question. 

It’s been so long since I’ve had a casual conversation that it feels both unnatural and strangely 
familiar. 


Plus, it keeps my mind off the way she fills out her pink mnning shirt. Practicality tells 
me she’s got a sports bra under there- probably pink- but it doesn’t stop me from fantasizing 
about seeing 

Olivia is less utilitarian undergarments. ‘The mnning thing’s kind of new,’ she replies, 
jerking, lurching, and shuddering me back to the dialogue exchange. 

‘Tolerant yet as soon as I think I am out they suck me back into them!’ 

‘Shocker,’ I mutter out to them in a grumble. 

‘Well, sorry I’m not you.’ 

I smile a little at her. ‘That’s the only sprinter you know, isn’t it?’ 

‘Maybe. Jeez. What is it with you and mnning? I didn’t realize that track trivia would 
be part of the job necessities parts,’ she says, her tone maddened, as we take a sharp right turn in 
the path, bringing us closer to the water. 


‘I miss it.’ My answer is simple and a good deal more revealing than I intended. 



I half expect her to mock me. To inform me that there are more important things in life 
than the ability to mn, or to pacify me by telling me that there are other things I can do that are 
just as great. 

Chapter: 123 

Everlasting 

Nods and gulp’s Instead, she nods, and I whip my chin off the spit, but not in a pitying 
way, just a quick acknowledgment of my statement. T started running as an escape,’ she says 
after several seconds of silence. I glance down at her profile, noting that her nose is just slightly 
upturned and kind of cute. ‘An outflow from what?’ She glances back at me, and our eyes collide 
for one charged moment. The message is clear: she’ll tell me her secrets when I tell her mine. 

Which will be never- ever... never- ever - ever happen. 

‘Your inhalation’s all wide of the mark,’ I say, tearing my eyes away from hers. 

‘My breathing’s fine, I feel find you fine, I am fine where all find to move on.’ ‘Not if 
you want to run more than three miles. Your breaths are too shallow with a swallow. You need to 
inhale deeper. Engage your diaphragm. And get used to matching the breaths to your steps. For 
your slow pace, inhale for maybe three or four steps, then exhale for the same.’ ‘That seems like 
a lot of thinking for something that’s supposed to be natural.’ ‘You’ll get used to it if you suck it 
in harder.’ ‘Okay, what else?’ she says, spreading her arms wide, thi nk of your legs when you’re 
with your girlfriend. ‘Am 1 bowlegged? My ponytail nothigh enough?’ 

‘Just start with the breathing for now,’ I say, irritation mn in and out starting to set in as 
I realize how much I want to be the one mnning, not the one telling somebody else how to mn. 


‘Sure thing. Coach,’ she murmurs. 



‘So- 0 , by any chance, does your sudden sympathy for running mean you want to be all 
by yourself?’ She mopes making a sad face, with a pouting lip and so on. ‘Not really. Why?’ 
‘Jesus, take a hint and do what is implied- already.’ 

‘Ah. You want me to leave you to your ruminating.’ 

‘Yup-per.’ 

She stops walking immediately and pivots so she’s facing back toward the house. ‘Fine. 
I’ll try to master your little breathing activity on the way back. Same time tomorrow?’ 

‘Nope, find another time to mn and on my time if you don’t get it.’ ‘I’m getting paid, 
either way, do what you like its wrong be to do it your way. I’ll keep you company, you know 
over here looking down on you shaking my head when you F- it up.’ 

‘Well, do so in silence, and from far afield.’ 

She sighs as though I’m a peevish child. ‘It’s shocking that none of your other 
companions stuck around for more than a twosome of weeks. 

Shocking, I say.’ ‘See you later,’ I say all with F- you in my mind, not at all happy with 
the outcome of everything, nodding with my cane back toward the house. ‘See ya, I said to my 
girls,’ she says as she begins walking backward so that she's still finished - facing me. ‘Also, fun 
little trivia for this morning? In the argument for your uncalled- for breathing advice?’ ‘No 
thanks, do I want more of this sh*t.’ 

Chapter: 124 


Open mouth 



She ignores me and points to the eane. ‘That eane? All for the show. You haven’t used 
it once to support your weight this entire time.’ 

I open my mouth to argue, but instead, my jaw goes a little slack as it hits me. 

She’s right... 

.. .And I haven’t once thought about my leg or my scars. 

She’s already jogging away from me, and 1 stand still for several minutes, watching her 
until she disappears around a bend in the path. Then I continue with my walk, telling myself I’m 
relieved to have my solitude back. And if there’s the slightest undercurrent of loneliness, I ignore 
it. 

Olivia- After my shower, I go looking for Paul. 

He’s not in his library or the kitchen. Halfway back up the stairs, I hear the hard, driving 
music from the direction of his bedroom. I didn’t grow up with a brother 

(or a sister, for that matter,) but I’m pretty sure all that scary guitar noise is dude code 

for- 

‘keep the hell out.’ 

Fine with me... 

I’m not sure which encounter feels stranger: the kiss in the library last night, or the 
unexpected predawn walk/run, where we almost connected for like a half-second before he 


reverted to butt-hole mode. 



Returning to my bedroom, I check my email, ignoring everything except the message 
from Harry Langdon. I hit reply and proceed to vomit out a bunch of lies about how ‘Paul and I 
are going to do just fine together! ’ 

It’s not like I can tell him the truth: that I’m not at all sure how to survive three months 
with his gorgeous, tormented son. 

And then, because I have no idea what else I’m supposed to be doing, I take myself on a 
little tour of the Langdon estates. 

The compound is just as enormous and impressive in the morning as it was at twilight, 
and although everything is state-of-the-art, right down to the sound system in the small house, 
which Mick insists on showing me, I can’t help but feel like I’ve stepped back into another era 
where some desolate duke reigns over a semi-abandoned estate. 

The gym, in particular, is depressing. It has enough equipment for an entire football 
team, which is a little pathetic considering only one person is using it, and according to Harry 
Langdon’s earlier emails, Paul only works his upper body- not the leg that so desperately needs 
rehabilitation. 

Yet-1 wasn’t lying this morning when I pointed out that he doesn’t seem to need his 
cane. Admittedly, my psychology expertise is limited to one throwaway psych class during my 
freshman year at NYU, but I’d bet serious money that Paul Langdon’s issues are a lot more in his 
head than in his leg. 

And I suspect that, deep down, he knows it too. 


Which is why he’s avoiding me. 



He’s not trying to run me off with the same sort of hostile enthusiasm he displayed 
yesterday, but he’s certainly not seeking me out. I’m disappointed but not surprised. After all, 
he’s made it very clear that he can’t stand anything about me. Not my personality, not my 
mnning technique, not my pink shoes- Later, Lindy asks me to take Paul lunch- homemade 
minestrone and a ham sandwich- but when I bring it into the study, the room is still empty. 
However, there’s a glass of some brown alcohol on the desk that I know wasn’t there earlier, so 
he’s not locked in his bedroom anymore. 

Yup. Avoiding me. I take the tumbler of liquor out with me after setting the tray on the 
desk. I’m not a teetotaler by any means, but the last thing this guy needs is to be drinking before 
noon. 

When I get back to the kitchen, I dump the alcohol down the sink, perversely hoping 
that I’ve just tossed something extremely expensive. 

I spend the next couple of hours in my room. I call my mom and give her a glossy, half- 
tmth-filled version of my first day. Next-1 call Bella, and although I fill her in on the fact that 
Paul is younger than expected and ridiculously sexy (best friend privilege; I can’t tell her,) I stop 
short of confiding that I’m both drawn to him and utterly terrified by him. I certainly don’t tell 
her about the kiss. 

But something else has been bothering me since last night. 

In those first moments, after I pulled back, deliberately degrading her, she was shocked 
and angry, as she was supposed to be. But in the moments, that followed, there was something 
else that pissed me off: resignation. In a matter of seconds, the angry, betrayed light went out of 
her eyes, and she just stood there, accepting what I’d just done as though it were her due. 



I may not know Olivia Middleton well- okay; I don’t know her at all, but I do know that 
she deserves more than what she got from me last night. 

There’s a soft knoek at the door, and I hate that my head shoots up in the expeetation 
and my heart seems to beat just a little bit faster. 

Then I remember: Olivia doesn’t knock. It’sLindy. 

‘You look tired,’ Lindy murmurs as she sets the tray with my lunch on my desk. 

‘Yeah.’ 1 dig the heels of my hands into my eyes. ‘Rough Night.’ 

She nods. 

‘Same with Olivia. She was up early, but I sent her right back to bed. The girl looked 
like she hadn’t slept a wink.’ 

1 catch myself before 1 can beg for more detail. Did she tell Lindy what happened? I 
scan the housekeeper’s familiar features carefully, looking for any clue, but Lindy’s calm and 
expressionless, as always. I like that about her. She’s one of the few people who’ve figured out 
how to be there for me without acting like a goddamned battering ram. Are you listening. Dad? 
And all your doctor and shrinks with your bullsh*t about how PTSD can be ciued? 

But just for the briefest second, I wish she’d ask. I wish someone would ask what 
happened. How I am. Something other than the vapid Need anything? 

Hell yes, 1 need something. I need someone to care for. 


Nevaeh 


Book: 18 



Dusking Lust 


Chapter: 125 

Part: 1 

‘You’re not drinking today,’ Lindy says, eying my coffee mug. 

I raise my eyebrows as if to say, and? 

-And- 

She shmgs in response. ‘I asked your father for a weekend off. It won’t be for a couple of 
weeks yet, but I’m giving you a heads-up now.’ 

‘Fine,’ I muttered, relieved that she dropped the topic of my drinking. I’ve been telling 
myself all morning I’m laying off the whiskey because of my headache. Not because a certain 
green-eyed girl has made me all too aware that I might be using alcohol for all the wrong reasons. 

‘Mick is taking some time off too,’ Lindy says, heading toward the door. ‘We’re headed 
to Pittsburgh for a little getaway. Your father offered to get us a hotel. Thought we’d go to the 
movies. Have someone cook for me for a change.’ 

Wait, what? My father is giving his employees free vacations now? And the two of them 
are taking it together? I try to think back to the times I’ve seen Mick and Lindy together. Not 
often, but then I make a point of ignoring everyone as often as possible. Are they - you know? 
Good for them if they are. At least someone should be getting some. 

‘Cool,’ I say. 

Lindy purses her lips. ‘You’ll be fine. For food and stuff. I mean, it won’t be my cooking. 


but...’ 



Technically she’s talking to me, but I know from her tone she’s trying to reassure herself 
that she’s not abandoning me. 

1 give her a look. ‘Do you have any idea what they feed soldiers in Afghanistan? I’ll be 

fine.’ 


‘Olivia tells us she’s handy enough around the kitchen,’ Lindy responds, as though she 
didn’t hear me. ‘I’m sure you can survive on scrambled eggs or grilled cheese, or whatever she 
has in her repertoire.’ 

Olivia. 

Me and Olivia. 

Alone. In the house. 

Olivia in itty-bitty pajamas, with full breasts and long, toned legs. 

Olivia with her don’t-freak-with-me green eyes and lips that taste better than the most 
expensive Scotch on the market. 

I won’t survive it. 

‘Whatever,’ 1 mutter. 

I keep one eye on the door as I eat, half expecting Olivia to come barging in with that 
Andrew Jackson book she’s about two pages into, insisting that we share a meal. But the door 
stays shut. The house stays quiet. 

After lunch, I try to read, but I can’t concentrate. Instead, I head to the gym. Usually, I hit 
the gym first thing in the morning, after I walked along the water and before my shower, but I 
didn’t have the energy this morning. Not after last night. 

The gym is, admittedly, ridiculous. It’s huge by normal standards, but considering that 
only one person uses it, it’s downright absurd. Mick and Lindy are welcome to use it, but they’re 
not exactly fitness buffs. It’s just me. 

I move steadily through my routine, relishing the familiar bum as I push my upper body 
to the limit. The tmth is, from the waist up. I’m in better shape than I was at the peak of my 



military training, and that’s saying something. On some level, I guess I know that it has to do 
with overcompensating for the bad leg, but I don’t give a sh*t. 

For some reason, 1 can’t stop thinking about my leg today, all too aware that it’s only 
going to get weaker and weaker. I keep it in usable shape by taking my daily walks. I’m not a 
complete idiot. I might not buy any of that physical therapy bullsh*t, but I know that unused 
limbs atrophy and all that. But I draw the line at any lower-body exercises in here, even for my 
good leg. It’s too much of a reminder of where I used to be, and where I’ll never be again. No 
squats. No lifts. No leg presses - 

I push the thought aside, and with the last grunt, I finish my set of presses. I lie on my 
back on the bench, chest heaving. 

‘You’re going to wind up hideously out of proportion if you keep that up.’ 

The voice is unexpected, and I sit up so quickly that I almost hit my head on the bar. 

Olivia. 

She’s wearing a sports bra and matching athletic shorts in - wait for it - pink. There’s an 
iPod in her hand and a water bottle under her arm. She’s here to use the gym herself, not to 
hound me. Probably could have figured that out from the way she looks. The boobs might be 
God-given, but the rest of her has been well earned. 

She moves toward me, and although her ponytail is as perky as ever, she has shadows 
under her eyes and her expression is more guarded than it was yesterday. 

She’s put walls between us, keeping me at a distance. 

I feel a flash of regret, even as I mentally congratulate her. And myself. 

Mission accomplished, asshole. 

‘You’re going to be disproportionate,’ she repeats. ‘All bulky and ridiculous on top, and 
scrawny on the bottom.’ 

‘I’m not scrawny,’ I say immediately. Why are we talking about this instead of last night? 

She comes closer, reaching out a hand and plucking at the fabric of my pants. She raises 
an eyebrow. ‘Yeah? When was the last time you wore shorts?’ 



I lift my eyebrows right baek. ‘You saw me in boxers last night. Did you see scrawny?’ 

She snatches her hand back. ‘We’re not talking about last night.’ 

‘I thought you’d be back in New York by now. Or at least all up my face demanding an 
apology. ’ 

Her expression never changes. ‘I thought about it. But I need some distance from New 
York, and I know better than to expect an apology, so -’ She holds out her arms as though to say, 
here we are, deal with it. 

Her matter-of-fact reaction to last night pisses me off. She should be demanding an 
apology- what the hell is wrong with her that she isn’t? Even more annoying - why do I want to 
give one? 

‘When was the last time you did any sort of lower-body workout?’ she asks, oblivious to 
my inner turmoil. 

I snatch her water bottle and take a long drink as I study her. ‘Not your business.’ 

She pretends to think about this. ‘Oh, wait for a second, actually it is my business. If you 
want, I can get you my job description. It specifically says-’ 

‘I’m sure it does,’ I intermpt. ‘But you can go ahead and scratch that physical portion off 
because I’m not doing it.’ 

‘Ten leg lifts,’ she says calmly, ignoring me. 

‘What?’ I ask, annoyed, as I get into a standing position. ‘No way.’ 

‘We can start them easy. No weight at all’ 

‘I’m going back to the house,’ I mutter, leaning down to grab my towel. 

She moves in front of me. ‘Five. Leg lifts.’ 

I roll my eyes. ‘You’re a terrible negotiator. You lower your price too quickly even 
before you’ve offered an enticing reward.’ 



‘I’m not haggling with you for the thrill of it. I’m just trying to do my job.’ She puts her 
hands on her hips. It reminds me that my hands were in that very spot not so long ago. And that I 
want them to be there again. 

I tear my eyes away from the enticing points of her hip bone. 

‘Why is this your job?’ I ask. 

She jerks her shoulders back a little, defensively. Interesting. ‘What?’ 

‘Why is coaxing me to work my sh*t leg your job of choice? My little recon exercise 
says you were a marketing major. Didn’t Daddy want you in the lucrative family business?’ 

Her eyes flit away from mine. ‘Sure. That was the original plan.’ 

‘What changed?’ I ask, surprised to realize that I’m genuinely interested. 

‘Life,’ she snaps. ‘And we’re not talking about me.’ 

‘Obviously, we are,’ I counter, taking another gulp of her water. 

She opens her mouth, probably to tell me to f*ck off, but then she seems to reconsider. 
She tilts her head, and just then I realize exactly what I’ve set myself up for. 

‘I’ll trade you one question for ten leg lifts.’ 

‘Nope,’ I reply, already turning around. ‘No way.’ 

‘Come on,’ she says, scooting around to get in front of me. ‘Don’t you want to know why 
a hot twenty-two-year-old with everything going for her is hiding out here in Maine?’ 

I give her a glance over my shoulder. ‘Did you just call yourself hot?’ 

Olivia smiles a gotcha smile. ‘Aren’t I?’ 

I flick my eyes over her. Yes. ‘Maybe.’ 

‘So, you’re in? Ten leg lifts for one question?’ 

I hesitate, even though my brain is demanding I walk away now. ‘Will I get the real 
story?’ I ask. ‘Or some bullsh*t evasion?’ 

‘I’ll give you a tme statement, but no guarantees that it’s the whole story. Final offer.’ 



‘Not good enough.’ 


She sighs. ‘How about I’ll give you a true statement, and I’ll let you give me running 
pointers tomorrow?’ 

I put a hand on my chest. ‘I can’t believe this is happening. All my dreams are coming 

true.’ 


‘You in or out, Langdon?’ 

Walk away. Walk the hell away. 

Her green eyes are practically bursting with a challenge. And, even more intriguing, 

secrets. 


‘Freak it. I’m in.’ 

Olivia- 

Yeah, okay. So, agreeing to answer Paul Langdon’s questions isn’t going to go into my 
Good Choices Hall of Fame. But to be fair. I’ve been pretty short on good choices lately, so this 
feels about par for the course. 

However, that doesn’t make it any easier to think about the possibility of spilling my guts, 
even though 1 fully intend to censor the heck out of whatever truth I have to give him. 

For a second I’m about to back out and tell him there’s no way I’m going to spill my guts 
just to bribe him to do something he should have started a long time ago. 

But then I see the tension on his face when he looks at the waiting leg-press machine. 

He’s nervous. I mean, he’s pissed too, because I’m guessing I’m not the only one who’s furious 
about getting back into a comer. 

But it’s not Paul’s anger that has me swallowing my pride and pushing on with our 
agreement, even at the expense of my privacy. It’s his unease. 

He’s afraid of failing. 

As he starts to head toward the leg-press machine like it’s the guillotine, I mentally throw 
away the bubblegum pep talk that I figure is written in the Caretaker 101 textbook for this type 
of situation. We’re supposed to be our client’s cheerleaders, but this guy needs something 



entirely different. Acting entirely on instinct, my hand reaches out and gives him a sharp smack 
on the ass. 

He halts, throwing me an incredulous look over his shoulder. His very nice, very sculpted 
shoulder, by the way. 

‘What was that?’ He snaps. 

I shrug as though touching his firm and, um, perfect ass cheek is no big deal. 

‘Thought you needed a little encouragement.’ 

He lifts his eyebrows. ‘Oh, I could use some encouragement. 

Why don’t I show you what sort of encouragement would rev my engines?’ His eyes 
drop to my chest, and my nipples tighten in response. 

Well - crap. That backfired. 

I shoo- him forward. ‘Chop- chop, Langdon. I don’t have all day. Women need to 
exercise too.’ 

He gives me an understanding nod. ‘Kegels. I get it.’ 

I make a face and jab a finger at the bench. ‘Sit.’ 

There’s no fear on his face anymore. It’s perfectly blank, as though he’s preparing 
himself for failure. 

‘Okay,’ I say, moving over to the machine, grateful that my mom- had me going to a 
personal trainer since I was sixteen. Sort of psycho, now that I think about it, but at least I know 
my way around weight machines. 

His right leg immediately falls into place, but he hesitates before moving his left leg into 
position. He’s wearing blue sweatpants, so I can’t see his injured leg, and although I hate to 
admit it, I’m kind of glad. 

Granted, I could have looked at it- last night when I barged in on him in his boxers, but I 
had more important things to worry about. Like the fact that the guy had some seriously messed- 
up dreams. And that he knew his way all too well around my body in way too short a time. 



‘Olivia - 


‘Don’t apologize,’ she says quietly. ‘I shouldn’t have tried. I’m sorry.’ 

She reaehes down to piek up the purse that she dropped and seoops her keys off the 
eounter. ‘Mick said I could borrow one of the cars. I won’t be late, but I have my cell if you need 
anything.’ She heads toward the door. 

‘Wait,’ I say, moving toward her. 

Olivia pauses, giving me a look over her shoulder. ‘What?’ 

‘I -I...’ 

I have no freaking idea what I’m trying to say. I don’t know if I want to tell her to stay or 
have fun, or something even more godawful and unimaginable, like beg her to take me with her. 

Take me with you on a Friday night where there are people and beers and laughter and 
sh*tty music, and my old friend Kali. 

But I say none of those things, especially not the last one. 

I don’t go out. Not anymore. 

‘Thanks for making me dinner,’ 1 say gruffly. 

This time she doesn’t even turnaround. ‘Just doing my job, Langdon.’ 

Olivia- 

I’ve never been to a bar by myself. 

And I can’t say I’ve ever imagined my first foray into solo drinking being at a tiny local 
bar on the outsk ir ts of Bar Harbor, Maine. But tonight, I force myself. 

Lately, I’ve been terrified that Paul’s reclusiveness will be contagious. Like if I don’t get 
some outside human interaction. I’ll turn into a hostile turd like him, and become this wretched 
beast who doesn’t have to be accountable to anyone for my pissed moods. 

That’s only part of the reason I left the house tonight. Truthfully? I hoped he’d come with 
me. Not that I asked. I intentionally didn’t ask, being stupid enough to imagine that the thought 
of being left all alone might be enough to spur Paul into leaving the house of his own volition. 



I planned to make it look very much like I wanted him to stay. I made what Google 
claimed to be the Ultimate World-Famous Chili, avoided him all day (actually, he avoided me 
first, but whatever,) and I dressed carefully in an outfit intended to be sexy but understated. You 
know, a girl going out on the town for her amusement, but if she happened to meet a cute guy, 
then hey, why not? 

But Paul didn’t take the bait. I guess I should count it as progress that he even came out 
of his lair in search of food, but the truth is. I’m disappointed. It’s just not right for a 
twenty something guy to be cooped up in the house for years. How long until all of that isolation 
turns him into one of those weird hermits who can’t function in normal society even if he wanted 
to? 


I’m parked outside of Frenchy’s. I want to turn right back around and go home, but 
Lindy’s lecture from earlier that afternoon is still rattling around in my brain. Just because he 
wants to pretend, he’s dead doesn’t mean you have to. We may not be New York City, but we 
have good people here. Work your thing, sister. 

Okay, so the talk had been half sweet, half awkward, but Lindy made a good point. I 
don’t want to end up like Paul: socially stunted and on a one-way street toward freakdom. 

I get out of the car. 

From the outside, Frenchy’s- I assume the name comes from its location on Frenchman 
Bay- looks like a combination of a ski lodge and roadside dive. The wood beams give it a homey, 
welcoming feeling, while the smattering of neon beer signs in the windows lends just the right 
amount of bar vibe. On the right side of the building is a covered deck, which I imagine is the 
place to be on a clear summer’s day, but in late September it’s deserted. However, the faint 
thump of music shows that inside, at least, there’s some activity. 

I take a deep breath and open the door. 

My worst-case scenario is that the entire place falls silent as everyone turns to stare at the 
newcomer. The best case is nobody notices me and I can find a bar stool, preferably on the end, 
where I can sit and get my bearings. 


The reality is somewhere in between. The old-school rock music rocks on as I step inside, 
and although the majority of the clientele is far enough along in whiskey and beer to be oblivious 



to my arrival, people at the handful of tables nearest the door turn to glance at me. And then 
glance a second time. 

Lindy assured me that this was a local hangout, a place where I’d fit right in, but I think 
she may have been forgetting the not-so-tiny detail that I’m not exactly a local. I don’t fit right in. 
Not even a tiny bit. 

Even if my clothes don’t scream city girl (which they do,) I stand out just under being a 
girl at all. I count maybe five women, sure, but the majority of the clientele is men. Fishermen, 
judging from the attire. 

Still, it’s not quite the painful scene I was fearing. It’s uncomfortable, sure, but most of 
the looks are curious, not lecherous or leering. I give a tentative smile to a middle-aged couple, 
and the woman gives me a half-smile back as her companion turns back to his phone and beer, 
totally disinterested. 

Although there are plenty of available tables, sitting alone at a table somehow seems a 
little too lonely considering I’m after human companionship, so I make my way to a cluster of 
empty bar stools. 

Almost immediately a glass of water is in front of me, followed by a white paper coaster 
withFrenchy’s scribbled across the middle in a no-nonsense font. 

‘What can I get yah?’ Asks a friendly voice. 

The bartender is a cute bmnette with freckles and warm honey-brown eyes. 

Her hair pulled up in one of those messy buns that some girls make look adorable. She’s 
one of those girls. 

‘Um, white wine?’ I ask, hoping it’s not a terrible faux pas in a place like this. 

‘I’ve got a chardonnay or a pinot grigio. The chard’s way better.’ 

‘I’ll have that, then,’ I say, returning her friendly smile. 

She plunks a glass in front of me before heading to the fridge and pulling out the wine 

bottle. 


‘Not a lot of wine drinkers?’ I ask, noticing that the bottle is unopened. 



She shrugs. ‘Beer’s the drink of choice, hut more people are getting wine now that I got 
rid of the sugary swill they used to serve here.’ 

‘Oh, wow,’ I say as she fills my glass way heyond the typical pour. 

‘You look like you need it,’ she says with a wink before sliding back down the bar to 
check on the other patrons. 

She’s right on two fronts- the chardonnay is delicious, and I do need it. 

I watch the bartender out of the comer of my eye she chats up an old guy at the end of the 
bar, she laughs long and genuine as he tells her some story about his grandson’s antics. 

Lindy didn’t describe the mysterious Kali to me beyond saying that she’s a ‘good sort,’ 
but the age is about right, and I wonder if this is Paul’s childhood summer friend. 

When she makes her way toward me again to refill my water, 1 get up the nerve to ask. 

‘Yeah, I’m Kali,’ she says, looking a little surprised by the question. ‘Have we met?’ 

‘Nope, I’m new to the area.’ 

‘Yeah, I guessed that by the silk shirt,’ she says in a confidential whisper. 

‘I’m betting it costs more than a car payment for most of us in here. Tourist?’ 

‘Sort of,’ I hedged. ‘I’m working over at the Langdonhouse.’ 

Her smile slips. ‘Paul’s place?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

She stands up straighter, her palms flat against the bar as she studies me, almost 
protective. ‘You don’t look like Langdon employee material.’ 

Her tone isn’t unkind, but it’s clear I’m being evaluated. ‘What do I look like?’ 

She shmgs. ‘A few years ago-1 would have pegged you as girlfriend material for Paul. 
But now...?’ 

We make eye contact and have one of those weird moments of female understanding. We 
both know he doesn’t do girlfriends anymore. ‘I’m the new caregiver,’ I say quietly. ‘Although 
that word never quite feels right.’ 



‘Yeah, Paul’s never really been one to be taken eare of. At least, not as I remember him.’ 

I lean forward a little, desperate to keep her talking, but not wanting to eome off as 
prying. ‘You haven’t seen him since he came back?’ 

She shakes her head and needlessly tops off my wine glass- a good sign that she’s not 
trying to get rid of me. ‘Nah. My folks’ place isn’t too far from his house. The Langdonused to 
rent that place where they live, you know. Paul’s father only bought it a couple of years ago 
when he needed a full-time, um, retreat for Paul. I live closer to town now, but back when we 
were kids, 1 lived for the day when Paul would show up for those couple of weeks in the 
summer. ’ 

1 quickly stamp down the surge of jealousy. They were just kids, for God’s sake. Friends. 
At least I think they were just friends. And not that it’s any of my business if they were more. 

‘He knows you’re here tonight?’ she asks, her tone casual. Too casual. I know what she’s 
asking: Why hasn’t he come to see me? 

‘He, um - he’s not so much the social type,’ I say. 

‘Yeah,’ she mutters. ‘I gathered that after getting turned away at the door every day for a 
month after he moved in.’ 

My heart twists a little at the sadness in her voice. 

What the hell, Paul? It’s clear to me now that he’s friendless and alone because he wants 
to be. Not because everybody shurmed him. 

‘How’s he doing?’ she asks. ‘I mean, we all hear things, but you know small towns and 
their mmors. It’s hard to pull out the facts.’ 

‘He’s probably about like you’ve heard,’ I say, maintaining eye contact. 

‘Rude, angry, and generally unpleasant.’ 

‘Well now,’ a low voice says from behind me. ‘There’s something to make a guy’s heart 
skip a beat.’ 



I freeze at the familiar voice. Too late I realize that the place has grown mostly quiet, 
save for the music. I turn around and realize that the awkward staring I’ve been expecting has 
finally commenced. 

Only they’re not staring at me. 

They’re staring at Paul. 

His eyes hold mine for several seconds, his thumb doing that slow stroking over the head 
of his cane before his eyes move over my shoulder and lock on the girl behind the bar. ‘Hey, 
Kali.’ 


Please don’t reject him, I silently beg of her. Please understand how big a moment this is 
for him. 

I don’t know if she hears my unspoken plea or if she’s just a good sort of person because 
she doesn’t throw a beer in his face or make any kind of snotty remark. Instead, she launches 
herself across the bar and winds her arms around his neck. It’s a hug. The stunning look of 
pleasure on his face almost breaks my heart. 

When Kali releases him, Paul gives an almost shy smile and starts to sit on the stool to 
my right, but then inexplicably moves around to sit on the other side of me. 

The pressure in my chest tightens as I realize what he’s just done. He’s intentionally sat 
with the scarred side of his face toward me, his good side facing everyone else. 

He tmsts me. 

The realization makes me ridiculously warm. 

‘What can I get you?’ Kali asks. ‘Last time we drank together; it was sneaking citrus 
vodka out of your dad’s liquor cabinet.’ 

Paul laughs. ‘I’ve graduated. How about whiskey and Coke?’ 

Kali plops the drink down in front of him before reluctantly moving back down the bar to 
attend to a gesturing patron. 

Several people are still looking our way and whispering, but Paul seems determined to 
ignore them, and I follow suit. 



‘So, my chili was that bad?’ I ask, taking a sip of my wine. 

He stabs at his ice with the stir stick. ‘I had some. It wasn’t awful.’ 

‘It was amazing, and you know it. Take baek what you said about me not being able to 

cook. ’ 


The eomer of his mouth turns up slightly. ‘I found a sandwich in the fridge. I’m guessing 
you made it for luneh and then took it away beeause I was hiding like a little b*tch?’ 

I tap my nose. Bingo. 

He smirks. ‘Well, I had a bite of the sandwieh. Completely pedestrian.’ 

‘It was turkey and eheddar on wheat. What the hell were you expeeting for lunch, some 
sort of asiago souffle and escarole salad?’ 

Paul snorts. ‘YourNew York is showing.’ 

He has a point. I’ve long been part of the high-prieed wine bar and frou-frou eafe set. 
Asiago souffles used to be part of an average Wednesday. Even though 

I’ve been holed up here in Maine for all of a few weeks, those days feel like they were 
forever ago. It somehow feels exaetly right to be perehed on this worn leather stool at a wooden 
bar that looks older than I am, sitting next to a guy who’s a one-part beautiful mystery and one- 
part unpredietable beast. 

‘You ean relax,’ I say quietly. ‘Everyone’s gone back to their business.’ 

‘Only because they ean’t see the sears from this angle. If they eould, they’d be heading 
toward the door or puking up their onion rings.’ 

‘I see them, and I’m not mnning toward the door.’ 

His eyes flick to mine then, and for a second there’s this moment between us. 

She comes back and the moment’s gone. I don’t resent her. Not really. She represents a 
normal side of Paul that I haven’t been able to aeeess- his pre- Afghanistan self. And her 
response to his new appearance couldn’t have been more perfect. 


It’s official: I don’t get women. 



Olivia should be pissed at me. Just a few hours ago, I would have sworn that she was. But 
now she’s changing it up, and I don’t like it at all. I don’t tmst forgiveness I didn’t earn. 

The weird thing is, I never used to be so clueless with girls. I won’t pretend that I’m a 
mind reader or anything, but of course, I know that fine never means fine, and if you ask a girl if 
you can skip a date to go to a Red Sox game with your friends, she will probably say, ‘Go ahead,’ 
which means you’re a dead man. 

I’ve had a few girlfriends. Only one was serious. Serious enough that we did the long¬ 
distance thing when I went to Afghanistan. When I got back, a well-meaning nurse told me that 
Ashley had come by to see me, once. 

Honestly, I don’t blame her for not sticking around after she saw my mangled face. My 
scars are ugly now, but early on when the wounds were fresh, I was downright grotesque. 

My dad mentioned that Ashley got married to the son of one of his vice presidents and 
had twins. I don’t know if he meant it to be a wake-up call or what, but the tmth is I didn’t feel 
much of anything when he told me. 

The point is, I used to know girls. But this thing with Olivia is a whole other ball game. 

Sometime in the past hour, she’s gone from acting like I’m a ticking bomb to being, well, 
friendly. Which is not to say that she’s been unfriendly. In a couple of weeks since I basically 
called her a useless hooker and then threw her ex-boyfriend in her face, leaving her to cry alone 
at night (is there a gold medal for assholes? I’ve earned it,) Olivia hasn’t done the prissy silent 
treatment thing, and 1 give her props for that. 

But even though she’s been perfectly civil, things have been different. 

The conversation is shallower. She never touches me anymore, not even accidentally. 

More often than not she avoids prolonged eye contact, and she’s taken to ‘reading alone’ 
in the afternoons so she can concentrate. 

I should be thrilled. I accomplished my goal of distance quite easily. It’s supposed to feel 
like a reward. Instead, it feels an awful lot like punishment. 


I miss her... 



But that’s not to say that there aren’t alarm bells going off in my head right now. Because 
without warning, the old Olivia is back. And I’m way too relieved for comfort. 

Her long, slim fingers appear in front of my face and she snaps rapidly three times. ‘Yo... 
Langdon. A toddler can do more squats than you. Focus.’ 

See what 1 mean? Old Olivia... The sassy version who doesn’t treat me like an invalid. 
We’re in the gym, and she’s doing her tough-love physical trainer thing, which is both annoying 
and cute as hell. 

Her hair is pulled into a high, perky fountain, reminding me a little of a cheerleader, and 
she’s wearing purple instead of the usual pink. Except for the shoes. The shoes are still pink. She 
insists on wearing the old pink ones on days when she doesn’t mn because she has a limit on 
how many days per week, she’s willing to look like, and I quote, ‘a freaking hobo.’ 

What she’s wearing doesn’t matter, though. Because she’s got me right where she wants 
me. 


I’m doing squats. 

With weight. Not much weight, and nothing even close to what I was managing before 
the ambush. But the steady, repetitive bend-and-straighten motion isn’t something I imagined 
doing ever again in any capacity. My leg doesn’t even hurt. Much. 

I refocus my efforts, and with Olivia looking on, I finish the last set of reps. 

She grins, making it all worth it. ‘How’d it feels...?’ 

‘Sh*tty,’ I say, doing my best to resist her good mood. 

She takes a step closer. I step back, but I’m pinned in by the weight machine. The little 
minx has me cornered. She scoots up nice and close. In other words, torment. 

‘Liar,’ she says. ‘It feels good, and you know it.’ 

Christ. Is she talking about the exercise or her nearness? Because one felt great, but the 
other is bittersweet agony. 

Her eyes flick to my lips just briefly before she takes a step back. 


My eyes narrow. She’s up to something. 



‘I don’t suppose-1 could talk you into doing my yoga routine with me?’ she asks, rolling 
her shoulders as though to loosen them. 

‘Hell, no,’ I mutter. ‘I’ve got nothing against yoga. It’s just that watching you do yoga is 
a good deal more interesting than participating.’ 

Her eyes go dark, and I smile in satisfaction. Two can play this game. 

But by the time she unrolls her yoga mat- pink- and starts with the now-familiar poses, 
it’s clear that she’s winning. Watching Olivia do yoga is, in fact, interesting, but it’s also torment. 
Is it just my imagination, or is she holding that downward-facing dog position just a second 
longer than necessary? And I’m pretty sure I don’t remember that position where she arches her 
back quite like that from previous days. 

Those damned tight yoga pants girls like to wear are tempting enough when they’re not 
doing yoga. But when her butt’s in the air all tight and cute? 

Sh*t. By the time she contorts herself into something that’s her grabbing her ankles. I’m 
Peking sweating. 

Is there a yoga position that involves her beneath me, hands pinned above her head, 
clothing-optional? Because then I might rethink her yoga offer. By the time she’s finished. I’m 
hard, even though I’ve been pretending to be adjusting the weights on one of the mach in es. She 
carefully ignores me. I ignore her right back as I move to refill my water bottle. 

She tucks her yoga mat under her arm and we move toward the door together. 

So, she says, her voice easy and sweet. Too sweet. I instantly go on guard as I hold the 
gym door open for her. Here it comes. Whatever she’s been working up to is finally coming to 
light. 

‘Any nightmares lately?’ She asks. 

I tense even further. ‘Nope.’ 

That’s a lie, and I can tell immediately that she knows it. Her lips flatten a little in 
disappointment that I don’t confide further, but what the hell does she expect? That she just has 
to wiggle her butt around and badger me into exercising and I’ll suddenly go all ‘Dear Diary’ on 
her? 



She recovers quickly. ‘Okay. Next question. Why’d you say that thing about Ethan when 
your dad was here?’ 

I almost choke on my water. Talk about a subject change. 

‘I’m an ass,’ I say, glancing briefly at her profile. 

‘Finally, a tme statement,’ she says as we get closer to the house. 

She’s probably waiting for an apology, but I’m not really in the mood. 

Olivia doesn’t ask anything more, but I’m still tense, certain that I’m missing something. 
Two unrelated questions delivered back to back, but with no push for a real answer? It’s all very 
un-female- very un- Olivia. What the hell is she up to this t im e? 

Once inside the main house, she immediately starts up the stairs. Still lost in thought, I 
start to follow her up, my eyes still sort of checking out her ass, because, you know, yoga pants. 
That and more than two years of celibacy. My dad knew exactly what he was doing, sending a 
twentysomething in here for my ‘recovery.’ 

Olivia turns around abmptly, and I’m caught staring, but I don’t care. 

She’s a step-in front of me, so I’m looking up at her, and I lift my eyebrows in question, 
bracing. 

Here it comes. Her trump cards. 

‘Hey, I just realized something,’ she says. 

I roll my eyes. Sure, you did. ‘Okay?’ 

Her eyes sparkle in triumph. ‘Your cane. You left it in the gym.’ 

Her casual observation has me taking a full step backward on the stairs. 

She’s right... What... The... Hell. 

I stand there long after she’s skipped up the steps. I’m unable to move. Almost unable to 
breathe. 

She’s right. I walked the entire way, not only without my cane but without even realizing 
I didn’t have my cane. 



The thought should elate me, hut I can’t shake the dark sense of foreboding. No matter 
where I look, my walls are crumbling, and this damned girl keeps presenting me the most 
dangerous element of all. 

Hope... 

Olivia... 

On some level, I guess I must be bracing for his nightmares. My bedroom is on the same 
floor as Paul’s but not exactly next door, so I’m not sure I’d hear his shouts through two closed 
doors if I wasn’t listening to them. 

But I am listening to them. 

I’ve heard them the past couple of nights too, but things have been so weird between us 
that I knew my presence was the last thing that would be of comfort to him. 

Tonight, however, instinct leads me in a different direction. It leads me straight to Paul. 

My feet are on the floor the second I hear his first cry. Knowing that he sleeps almost 
naked, this time I grab my robe and pull it over my boxers and tank top, knotting the belt as I 
move down the hall. 

I hesitate outside his door, tom between wanting to allow him privacy and give him 
comfort. God knows that the last time I went barging in there in the middle of the night, it didn’t 
exactly end well for my pride. 

I hear a low moan. 

Then ‘Alex. Alex, no...’ 

Screw it. 

He needs me. 

The sheets are down around his waist, and there’s just enough light to make out that he’s 
sh ir tless. 


Oh boy. 



I take a deep breath and move toward the bed. One arm is flung up over his head, the 
other fisted at his side as his fingers flex against the bedding. 

Moving slowly, I reach for his hand, taking it in mine as I sit beside the bed. I feel a little 
silly. The whole thing is very Florence Nightingale, but the need to comfort is almost 
overwhelming. 

Fie makes another moaning noise. 

Do I wake him? I did that last time, and he flipped his sh*t. But let him stay in whatever 
hell his sleeping mind’s taken him seems cmel. 

‘Paul.’ 

Fie twitches. 

‘Paul.’ Louder this time. 

Fie stills, but his body’s still rigid. 

Gently I put a hand on his shoulder, trying to shut out the shock waves that go through 
me at the contact of skin on skin. It’s just a shoulder, Olivia. 

‘Wake up,’ I say softly. 

Lie’s stopped crying out, but his breathing is harsh and ragged. 

‘Paul! ’ I shake him now. 

His eyes fly open, and he lies perfectly still. 

I stay still too, letting him get his bearings. I wait for the tension to ease and his breathing 
to become more regular, but it’s almost as though the air becomes electric as he realizes my 
presence. 

His eyes meet mine, and the mood goes from tense to intoxicating. 

‘This better still be part of my dream,’ he says, his voice raspy. 

I shake my head, afraid that if I talk. I’ll break the moment. That he’ll go ballistic like he 
did last time, drinking booze like it’s going out of style and doling out bruising kisses like 
they’re punishments. 



If he kisses me tonight, I don’t want it to be about pushing me away. I want it to be about 
bringing me closer. 

I don’t know who moves first. One second, I’m trying so hard not to look at his mouth, 
working up the courage to ask him about his dream, and the next second, I’m beneath him. 

I should be shocked, but I’m not. I think I knew as soon as I left the safety of my 
bedroom that I would somehow end up here, on Paul Langdon’s rumpled bed with him braced 
above me. 

His weight on his left arm, he uses his right hand to trace a line from my temple down 
around my ear. His finger continues its slow downward movement, skimming across my 
collarbone. He pauses when he reaches the edge of my robe. 

‘You shouldn’t have come,’ he whispers, his eyes following the slow-motion of his finger. 

I swallow... ‘I heard from you. You sounded -’ Like you need me. 

He shakes his head once, as though to tell both of us that he doesn’t need anyone, but we 
both know better. 

I lie there, silent, wondering whether I dare to ask outright. Ever since that conversation 
with Lindy about how nobody had ever asked him point-blank about what happened overseas. 
I’ve known that the time will come when I have to be the one to ask. He needs to talk about it; 
he’s just never been given the chance. Not really. 

But I have to move slowly. It’s been buried inside him for so long that prying will only 
result in him pushing me away. Just like he has with his father and anyone else who’s ever cared 
about him. 

Maybe now isn’t the time. 

Because tonight - tonight he doesn’t look like he wants to talk. And when he’s staring at 
me with hot, burning eyes, I don’t want to talk either. 

Blue eyes ask the words that he won’t voice out loud. Do you want me? 

My answer is also wordless. 

But I make sure I’m very, very clear about what I want. 



I slip my hand around the hack of his neck, relishing the crispness of his ruthlessly short 
haircut against my palm. 

I tug his face downward. He’s already in motion. 

There’s no teasing this time as his lips quickly nudge mine open, his tongue sliding in to 
claim mine. I let out a tiny moan, wrapping both arms around his neck as he rolls more firmly on 
top of me, pressing me against the softness of the mattress. 

Our mouths move frantically, restlessly, as we struggle to get closer. One or both of us 
kick the tangled sheet out of the way, and we both groan as his hips settle between my thighs. 

My stomach drops even before I see the regretful twist of my father’s mouth. This is l ik e 
one of those wretched movie scenes come to life. You know, the one where the d*ick-head guy 
says something cruel about the girl who’s standing behind him? It’s on the tip of my tongue to 
say that I don’t need anyone to take care of me. But I want Olivia to tell him that. I want her to 
tell him that she’s here with me because she wants to be, not because he’s paying her. I want her 
to tell him the truth about breakfast, and last night. 

I put on a quick swipe of mascara and pink lip gloss. I try to tell myself that it’s out of 
habit (my mom believes that ladies should always be groomed,) but I’m pretty sure it’s because 
I’m trying to make up for the fact that the last time Paul saw me, I had major boob sweat and a 
greasy ponytail and was short on oxygen. 

My dark jeans and cream sweater aren’t exactly sexy, but they’re a big improvement 
from my mnning gear. As is the fact that I’m showered. 

You’re an employee, my brain reminds me. So not the time to cultivate your inner tramp. 

At the library door, I start to knock, only to realize that’ll give him a chance to throw 
himself out the window or sneak out some secret passageway that I’m only half kidding about. 
Instead, I go right in, and the scene in front of me is- um- a well, it’s ridiculously appealing. 

The roaring fireplace in the comer, the sexy guy in the big wingback chair by the 
fireplace with a book and another of those amber-liquid filled tumblers. It’s all very apres-ski 
chic. 



For the first time since arriving in this hellish place, I feel a true pang of regret for 
intruding on him. He doesn’t seem like a victim who needs a keeper so much as a guy trying to 
read a book in peace by the fire on a blustery afternoon. 

I’m thinking about backing away and leaving him to the quiet when he opens his fat 

mouth. 


‘That liquor you tossed earlier came from a five-hundred-dollarbottle.’ 

Ah... Back to normal... I use my foot to close the door behind me. ‘I’m sure that made a 
dent in the family coffers. You know, right, that all of the artwork in your halls is original?’ 

‘Come on,’ he says, still not looking up from his book ‘You’re a rich girl. 

Surely you know how stereotypical comments like that can be.’ 

‘Yeah, you look tom up about it,’ I mutter, moving closer to him. ‘And how do you know 
I’m rich?’ 

‘Google. Your family’s a big deal.’ 

I ignore this. We’ll both be better off not talking about me. 

‘So, what is it?’ I ask, tentatively sitting in the chair across from his even though I’m 
uninvited and unwelcome. I study him. Paul has just a bit more stubble than he did yesterday. 
Normally I prefer a clean-cut guy, but this slightly rough look suits his golden-boy-meets-jaded- 
war-hero vibe. I wait for him to look at me, mentally bracing myself for the shock of it. 

As though he’s sensed my thoughts, his gray eyes flicked to mine, and I’m not sure why I 
thought bracing for it would make a damned bit of difference. It still sends ripples of want from 
my eyelashes right down to my toes. 

‘What is what?’ He asks. 

It takes me a moment to realize, that I asked him a question. ‘The precious liquor I threw 
out. What is it?’ 

His eyes flicker in irritation and I think he’s going to tell me to get the hell out, but 
something seems to stop him, and he very slowly lifts the crystal glass from the table and hands 
it to me. 



I sniff... ‘Scotch...’ 


He nods. ‘A thirty-year-old Highland Park. Not the best we have, but not something to be 
tossed down the drain, either.’ 

‘Very alpha.’ 

He rolls his eyes, and I take a tiny sip, knowing from experience that I don’t like Scotch. 
Turns out I don’t like the $500 one either, and I hand it back to him with a little shmg. 

‘Want anything?’ He asks. ‘Wine?’ 

‘I’m good.’ 

Water would be great right about now. Between the hot look in his eyes and the heat of 
the fire. I’m a bit, um, parched. 

‘What are you reading?’ I ask. 

He groans. ‘Not this again. I know we’re stuck with each other, but do we have to do the 
get-to-know-each-other chat? Can’t we just sit in silenee?’ 

The way he says stuck with each other gives me pause. I know why I’m stieking this out, 
but why is he? From what I’ve heard from Lindy and what I inferred from his father; Paul has no 
qualms about driving people away. 

Is he treating me differently? Or just biding his time until he figures out how to add me to 
his list of banished caretakers? 

I want it to be the first one. 

‘Fine,’ I say, sitting back in the chair and settling in. ‘I’ll give you twenty minutes of 
silence in exchange for a shared dinner.’ 

‘Hell no,’ he says calmly, his attention aheady returned to his book as he turns a page. 

‘Thirty minutes of silenee.’ 

‘I don’t share meals with anyone.’ 

‘Come on,’ I eajole. ‘I promise not to try to feed you your soup airplane-style like a ehild.’ 


m.’ 



‘Paul.’ 


His eyes fliek up again, and for the briefest of moments, the look on his faee is almost 
one of longing. 1 realize it’s the first time I’ve spoken his name out loud. 

I’m pretty sure I’m not just another earetaker. Thing is, I don’t know what I am. 

‘I can keep a one-sided conversation going for a long time,’ I press on, quickly trying to 
move us away from the charged moment. ‘Let’s see, I was bom on August thirtieth, which 
means that my birthstone is peridot, which is a fancy word for ugly green. And speaking of color, 
this hair color? So not natural. I mean, I was one of those adorable blond toddlers, but it all went 
mouse-brown right about the time I started third grade, and I’ve been adjusting it ever since. I 
got my first period when I was... um- 10.’ 

What Karly said- ‘I first made cummie when I was 13. -About the time I fall to loving 
boys and also me...’ 

‘Okay!’ he intermpts. ‘I cave. You give me an hour and a half of silence now, and I’ll eat 
dinner with you later, but we can’t talk during that either.’ 

‘No deal. I’ll give you one hour of quiet time now, but we talk at dinner.’ 

He takes a small sip of Scotch and studies me. ‘You’re annoying.’ 

I start to argue that annoying has never been one of my personality traits. I’ve always 
been more in the polite, mellow, and shy category. I always say the right thing at parties, I 
respect other people’s boundaries, and I dodge controversial topics like they’re landmines. But 
there’s something about him that’s brought out this other version of myself. I kind of like it. 

I shrag, refusing to apologize. Besides, the old, sweet Olivia would get stomped on by 
this guy. 

‘So, do you know who Andrew Jackson is?’ I ask, pulling my legs beneath me and 
curling into the soft black leather of the chair. 

‘Yes, I know who Andrew Jackson is. Old Hickory.’ 



Old what? ‘Whatever,’ I say. ‘Have you heard of this book? It’s called American Lion,’ 
and- ‘Olivia,’ says mildly, turning the page of his book, ‘that hour of silence is effective 
immediately.’ 

I sigh... Guess I’ll have to read this book intend to talk about it. So disappointing. 

‘Okay,’ I say as I open to the foreword. ‘But you should know that I plan to eat very, very 
slowly at dinner.’ 

I ignore his groan as I settle in to read about this Old Hickory guy. And maybe sneak a 
few glances at the hottest guy I’ve ever seen. 

It’s hot. So, freaking hot, but I’m not even aware of it. None of us are because it’s always 
hot, and not worth complaining about because there are bigger things to worry about, like tbe 
helicopter, that went down last week or the Humvee that didn’t return to the base last night. 

The best you can do is ignore the heat, play football with your friends when you can, and 
pray to any god, spirit, or deity you can think of that you’ll be one of the lucky ones. 

Then Williams breaks the code. 

We’re out on standard patrol, and he breaks the damn code. 

‘I freaking hate it here.’ 

I’m in the process of mentally thinking about what the hell I’m supposed to write to 
Ashley, my girlfriend back home, but my brain skids to a halt at Williams’s outburst. Garcia and 
Miller stop bastardizing whatever outdated Jay-Z song they were attempting to sing and stare at 
Williams with a mixture of dismay and disgust. 

Alex Skinner, my best friend since boot camp, just looks pissed. ‘Goddamn it, Williams.’ 

Greg Williams merely shrugs. Of all of us, he’s the smallest, but he’s damned fast. And 
smart. At least I thought so until he broke the freaking code. 

‘Don’t start that,’ I say, trying to lighten the mood. ‘You know the second we start 
acknowledging that we are, living the sh’‘‘t life, that’s the second our luck mns out.’ 

‘I’m just saying. This freaking- blows. The sand, the heat, the constant fear of being sent 
home in a box. You all know it.’ 



Skinner leans forward to get in Williams’s face. ‘We all knew that getting into it. This 
isn’t some glorified World War I bullsh*t where we didn’t know what to expect.’ 

Williams shoves at Skinner’s shoulder, and I place an arm between them before the two 
hotheads make a sh*tty situation sh*ttier. 

‘I’m allowed to say what I think,’ Williams grumbles, shaking both of us off and staring 
down at his hands. ‘I’m allowed to say what we’re all thinking. There ain’t no freaking curse 
that’s going to come because I spoke the tmth.’ 

Less than ten minutes later, we find out he’s wrong. 

Williams gets sent home in a box. 

So, do the rest of them. 

Suddenly time both speeds up and slows down, and a second later I’m on the ground 
holding on to Alex, and he’s trying to talk but the only thing that comes out of his mouth is blood. 

There’s too much blood. Mine. His. It’s all one bitter, metallic mess. 

I try to understand what Alex is telling me. I try to understand his dying wish, try to 
comprehend his last word, but there’s too much blood. 

There’s always too much-damned blood. 

It’s not the first time I’ve woken up in a pool of sweat. 

But it’s the first time since those early days in the hospital that someone’s been there 
when I wake up. 

I don’t remember the nurses well, but I’m pretty sure none of them looked like Olivia 
Middleton, kneeling on my bed, wearing only a tiny white T-shirt and pink boxer shorts. What is 
it with her and pink? 

And then I comprehend that she’s here. In my bedroom. 

I comprehend why she’s here. 

Part: 2 


The dream. 



I was yelling, and she came to find out why. 

‘Get the freakout,’ I say, pushing myself into a sitting position and rolling out of hed on 
the other side before she can touch me. ‘Get the freak-out!’ 

‘You were screaming,’ she says calmly as she climbs off the bed and turns to face me, the 
king-size hed separating her from my sweaty, amped-up self. 

‘Of course. I’m yelling. It’s a goddamned war. 

My chin dips down and rests on my chest in defeat. I can’t turn around. I can’t make 
myself look at her face. But the little hurt noise she makes tears at me anyway. 

But that doesn’t mean I have to like the way he keeps laughing at every other thing she 
says, or the way they’re both dropping names of mutual friends I’ve never heard of. Five minutes 
ago, I thought Kali was just about the cutest, nicest thing on the planet- definite Maine BFF 
material. Now I hate that she’s the cutest, nicest thing on the planet. I also hate the way Paul is 
smiling so easily around her. 

He never smiles like that around me. 

She studies me for a moment, and I’m pretty sure she wants to call my bluff. 

Instead, the door closes behind her, and I stand for several moments staring at bobbing 
sailboats, wishing I could be on one of them sailing to anywhere that’s not here. 

It’s a testament to just how cushy my life has been up until the past couple of months that 
I’ve truly never given much thought to being unhappy. I mean, I never really thought about being 
happy either. I guess you could say I’ve floated but in a harmless, life-is-good kind of way. 

And now? 

Now I can’t bear the thought of returning to my life with all of its glossy easiness, and yet 
staying in Maine is almost as unfathomable. Not just because it’s foreign, and not just because 
Paul is a complete ass-plug who may or may not turn me on. But because I don’t know what I’m 
supposed to do. 

Tomorrow morning is right around the comer, and I’ll be expected to do the job that 
they’re paying me for: being a companion to a guy who can’t take care of himself. Except, 
beyond that limp and the sneer, he seems to be managing just fine. 



I can’t imagine he’ll want me to read the classics aloud to him while he dabbles in 
watercolors. I’ll be lucky if he even lets me in the same room. 

The futility of it all threatens to choke me, and I go through the motions of unpacking the 
suitcase that Mick carried upstairs forme. With each bra I drop into the dresser, I keep hoping 
it’ll help my brain accept that I’m staying. 

Instead, my mind is going down a ridiculous path - wondering which bra Paul would 
most like to see. Wondering what it would feel like to have him take it off me. Wondering - Oh, 
my God, Middleton. You are half a dirty thought away from being a revolting perv. 

By the time I bmsh my teeth and wash my face in the small but modem bathroom, I’m 
surprised to realize that I’m exhausted even though the sun’s barely set. 1 wonder if I’m 
supposed to check on ‘Mr. Paul,’ but from the way he glared at me as I stormed out of his cave 
earlier, I don’t think another encounter today will do either of us any good. 

Changing into my pajamas, I curl up on my side on the large bed, resting my cheek on 
my hands as I stare out at the dark sky. When I finally drift off to sleep, it’s not picturesque water 
and boats I see. It’s an angry mouth and gorgeous blue eyes. 

For the first time in months, my dreams aren’t about Ethan. Or Michael. 

Tonight, my dreams are about someone far more dangerous to me than either of the guys 
from my past. 

Back when I was in high school, I and football were kind of a big deal. And I always 
liked it well enough, but football was never really my tme passion, cheesy as that sounds. 

I was semi-disappointed when my coach marked me for QB early in my freshman year. 
The quarterback doesn’t get to mn much. 

That’s my passion. Running. Tossing a football to a bunch of other guys is nothing 
compared to the rush I got from mnning. 

I ran every day leading up to Afghanistan. I ran as often as I could around the base after I 
got there. And since getting back - Well, let’s just say that my future holds as much hope for 
mnning as it does flying. 


But I have a secret. 



Not a big one. It’s pathetic. But one that nobody knows. Well, I suspect Mick and Lindy 
might, but they won’t dare mention it. 

The truth is, running is the one area of my life where I let the tiniest ray of hope shine in. 
Not hope. Because I can’t let myself think that it’s going to happen. But I dream of running again. 

It’s that dream that has me getting up at the ass crack of dawn every morning. Before 
Lindy or Mick or whatever godforsaken caretaker is lurking about is awake - hell, before the 
sun’s even up. 

I go outside and pretend I’m mnning. Not physically pretending, of course. My leg’s not 
even remotely able to sustain that kind of fantasy. But mentally? I mn. 

It’s the only time I’ll use my cane. Partially because nobody’s watching, but also because 
the cane allows me to go longer, farther, faster. Just a mile or so on a trail that winds around the 
bay. I walk/hobble in the predawn silence and let myself pretend just for an hour that I’m 
mnning. That I’m normal. It’s my time. Of course, being the hermit that I am, all time is my time. 
But this is different. 

I’d almost say- sacred if that didn’t sound so ridiculous. But save for the fishermen, 
because this is Maine, after all. I’m alone. And this solitude is different from the rest of my day 
because it’s intentional. 

This time of the day is the only time I feel alive. 

And I never dreamed that it could be ripped away from me in the most debilitating way 
possible. 

Olivia- the very person who kept me up the entire night- is a mnner. Worse, she’s 
mnning on my path during my time. 

She’s miming toward me, and although she’s still a good ways’ off, I know it’s her. That 
blond ponytail and that tall, slim frame are all I’ve been able to think about since that kiss. 

Turning around would be futile. Her jog would easily overtake my walk, so there’s 
nothing to do but wait. And brace... 

I slow to a standstill. It’s bad enough that she has to see me with the cane; I’ll be damned 
before I give her the spectacle of watching me hobble along with it. 



Part: 3 


She’s got hot pink running shoes, whieh are ridieulous, espeeially sinee they perfeetly 
mat eh the long-sleeved pink running shirt. The hairhand is also pink. 

Come to think of it, wasn’t she wearing a pink sweater yesterday? Just what I need. A 
huhblegum explosion in my life. 

Even if her fashion-forward running gear didn’t clue me in (real runners don’t care about 
matching their hairhand to their shoes,) it’s obvious from her slow pace, her pink cheeks, and the 
gait that’s just slightly off that she’s new at this. 

Already my brain is racing with pointers. Breathe in through your nose, out through your 
mouth. Don’t move your arms so much. You overpronate, do your girly shoes compensate for 
that? 


At first, I think she doesn’t see me. There’s no change in her gait or expression as she 
closes the gap between us. But then she’s almost upon me. Then in front of me. She stops. 

My fingers clench on the handle of my cane- a black python affair I ordered on the 
Internet mostly because it was so ridiculously gaudy- and I resist the urge to turn my head and 
give her my profile. My good side. 

But if the two are going to be stuck together for three months, she’d better get used to 
seeing me. I’d better get used to her seeing me. 

She doesn’t look at the cane at all, and other than the briefest flick of her green eyes over 
my scars, she doesn’t seem to care about those either. Then again, it’s still dark, with the barest 
hint of the early morning sun illuminating us, so perhaps she can’t see their ugliness. Which 
reminds me- 

‘You shouldn’t go running alone in the dark,’ I growl. 

She frowns almost imperceptibly, just the finest line between her dark blond eyebrows. 
‘Why not?’ 

‘You go running through the streets of New York City at the crack of dawn?’ 

‘How do you know I’m from New York City?’ 



I remain silent, not wanting to have to explain that I spent most of the night studying the 
limited information my dad had sent over on Olivia. Nothing interesting. NYU drop-out. 
Manhattan resident. Short of a crash course in CPR, no experience in taking care of anyone. She 
turned twenty-two just days before arriving in Maine. 

‘What the hell is she wearing?’ Sarah asks cattily. 

It’s no secret that my friends fall into the snob category, Bella excepted most of the time. 
Sarah’s the worst of the lot, and not for the first time in my life I wonder why I continue to let 
her pretend we’re friends. 

Knowing that they’ll continue to hover around me like a pack of glamorous guard dogs 
until I’ve dealt with the newcomers, 1 sneak a tiny peek over my shoulder at where Ethan and 
Stephanie stand to talk to a mutual family friend. 

My heart twists the tiniest bit at the sight of Ethan. In his gray slacks, perfectly tailored 
white shirt, and Burberry tie, he looks as well-groomed and gorgeous as ever. He has the dark 
blond hair and broad shoulders better suited to Hollywood than the Manhattan business world, 
but luckily, he’s got the brains and the charm to keep his head above water amid the Manhattan 
sharks. 


Then-1 look at her. 

From the sneer on my friends’ faces, I was expecting Stephanie to be wearing tom jeans, 
a leopard-print catsuit, or something else ridiculous, but thetmth is she looks kind of cute. Her 
dark eye makeup is the perfect complement to her wide blue eyes, and the strapless gray dress 
would be downright demure if not for the bright orange belt around her tiny waist. She’s paired 
the whole thing with these beat-up-looking riding boots, which, while not exactly an Upper East 
Side standard, gives the whole effect of a girl comfortable with herself. 

Of course, she’s comfortable. She’s perched on the arm of the boy you thought you were 
going to marry. 

I push the b*tchy thought away. I’ve had months to accept that Ethan isn’t coming back. 
Hell, I was even the one who insisted that he and his new girlfriend be invited to the party. 
Ethan’s parents and mine have been best friends since long before we were even in the womb. 
I’m not about to let a little thing like betrayal throw a wrench in that. 



‘You okay, Liv?’ Bella asks softly. 


I tear my eyes away from Ethan and Stephanie. ‘Yeah. Give me a minute, though, ’kay?’ 
I hand her my champagne glass. ‘And don’t let them attack Stephanie,’ I murmur to my best 
friend. 


But escaping is no easy task. I’m stopped at least five times by well-wishers who want to 
tell me that they always knew I had such a good heart. 

Ha. 

Finally- I’m able to pour myself a glass of my raspberry iced tea to stave off an 
impending headache and head toward the stairs to escape to my bedroom, just for a couple of 
minutes. 

My mother grabs my arm. ‘Where are you going?’ 

I point down at my six-hundred-dollar Jimmy Choo pumps. ‘Blister. I just want to grab a 
Band-Aid. ’ 

Mom’s green eyes- the ones everyone is always saying are identical to my own- narrow 
slightly, but her grip eases on my arm. ‘Everyone is so proud of you,’ she says, looking both 
relieved and delighted. ‘Holly Scherwitz said she wouldn’t be surprised to see you win a Nobel 
Peace Prize someday.’ 

Inside, I’m cracking up in bitter amusement, but years of training in social 
appropriateness have me merely lifting my eyebrows. ‘I hope you told her that was absurd.’ 

Mom’s smile slips. ‘It’s not absurd. It’s admirable, what you’re doing. 

Moving to the middle of nowhere to help out one of our injured veterans?’ 

‘Except it’s not the middle of nowhere, is it? It’s a one-hour plane ride, thanks to your 
and Dad’s interference. ’ 

Mom doesn’t bother to look guilty. ‘Olivia, honey. You wouldn’t have lasted a day in El 
Salvador or wherever it was you were going to go build houses. 

There are plenty of people right here at home that needs help. And we’re so proud of you 
for doing this.’ 



I give her a look. ‘Uh-huh. Is that why you guys didn’t speak to me for a week when I 
first told you about it?’ 

‘We were in shock,’ Mom says, unruffled. ‘Your father and I had no idea you weren't 
happy in business school, and of course, we’d always envisioned you taking over the company-’ 

It’s times like these that I wish my parents were really old money instead of second- 
generation money. Each of my friends is richer than the next, but most of their families’ wealth 
goes back to some 1800s railroad or some industry whose income is pretty much self-generating 
by now. Not in my case. 

My grand father had the whole American-dream syndrome going on and changed his 
midwestem middle-class destiny, building a highly respected advertising firm instead. Dad’s 
only built on his father’s success, and it’s fully expected to remain a family affair. 

And I’m an only child. No pressure. 

‘I might still take over the company. Mom. I just need to get away from all this, you 
know? The only time I leave Manhattan is to go to the Hamptons in the summer or Saint-Tropez 
in January. I mean, you’ve always said you don’t want me to be one of those girls.’ 

Mom shakes her head to interrupt me. ‘1 know. Believe me, as much as 1 play the New 
York society game, I do want you to know that there’s a big world out there, Olivia. But are you 
sure you don’t want to stay a little closer to home? There’s a facility out in Queens, and... ’ 

‘I’m already committed. Mom,’ I say gently. ‘Mr. Langdon’s already sent a check to 
cover my travel expenses and I’m expected next Friday.’ 

Mom sighs. ‘Can’t a grown man arrange for his care? Something’s weird about his father 
having to do all the plaiming.’ 

‘You’re the one who connected me with the Langdon’s in the first place. They’re legit. 
Plus, Paul’s invalid. If he could arrange for his care, he probably wouldn’t need care.’ I say this 
as patiently as possible. It’s a clear indication ofjust how small my mom’s world is, despite her 
good intentions. 

She doesn’t know anyone who’s gone to war, much less been injured. 



Not that I do, for that matter. Park Avenue isn’t exactly swarming with members of the 
U.S. armed forces. 

‘Well,’ Mom says, taking a deep breath and pushing my long hair over my shoulder 
affectionately, ‘it’s lucky he has a pretty girl like you to take care of him.’ 

I smile wanly. I’ve been hearing this refrain all evening, and it makes me slightly ill. Not 
only because it’s condescending to the poor guy I’ll be caring for, but because it makes me into 
some sort of sweet, saintly figure. 

Only two other people in this house know the tmth about me. My mother isn’t one of 

them. 


‘Hurry back down,’ Mom says. ‘The Austen's said they hadn’t had a chance to talk to you 

yet.’ 

Part: 4 

Probably because I’ve been dodging them. Annamarie Austen is the catty kind of gossip 
I’ve avoided like the plague in recent months, and Jeff Austen stares too long at my boobs. 


‘I’ll be fast,’ I say before fleeing up the winding staircase to fetch my imaginary Band- 
Aid. My feet are far too used to being pinched in high heels to be plagued by blisters. I just 
won't- need- five minutes to myself. A chance to be away from everyone’s misplaced fawning 
and the cmshing pressure in my chest every time I look at Ethan. 

But my bedroom isn’t quite the solitary sanctuary I imagined. Far from it. 

I jump in surprise, but a part of me isn’t surprised at all to see him in here. 

Him being the iceberg that destroyed my life. It’s only appropriate that he also be around 
to watch me sink. 

Now three people in the house know the tmth about me. 

‘Michael,’ I say, keeping my voice calm. Polite. I’m always polite. 


‘Liv.’ 



Michael St. Claire is one of those amiable, good-looking guys who attract friends- and 
girls- like a magnet. He gets his dark brown hair perfectly styled at a salon that costs just about 
as much as my own, and his light golden skin is the gift of great Italian genes on his mother’s 
side. He’s been one of my best friends for as long as I can remember. 

When he was seven, they’d spent a summer exploring their neighborhood in Dawson, 
Minnesota, looking for treasure and wound up with a garden shed full of weird sh*t: an old top 
hat, a busted radio, two tire spokes, and the rusted frame of a bicycle. They’d found adventure in 
whatever sh*tty-ass town their mom had happened to dump them. Now they would never have 
another adventure. She would never climb, or bike, or bet him five bucks she could still beat him 
in a footrace. She would always need help to bathe, to get on and off the toilet. 

And it was all Luke Hanrahan’s fault. He’d messed with Dayna’s car, freaked with the 
steering in advance of the showdown, forcing her off the road. 

Marcel knew it. 

‘Mom went on a date last night,’ Dayna said, obviously trying to change the subject. 

‘So...?’ Marcel said. He was still vaguely annoyed. Besides, everywhere they went, his 
mom found some new loser to date. 

Dayna shrugged. ‘She seemed into it. And she wouldn’t tell me who.’ 

‘She was probably embarrassed,’ Marcel said. In the silence, he heard banging from 
outside-someone was going through the Dumpsters. Dayna leaned forward to look out the 
window. 

‘Sh*t,’ she said. 

‘Little Kelly?’ he said, and Dayna nodded. Little Bill Kelly had to be thirty and at least 
six foot five, but his dad, Bill Kelly, had been police chief for twenty years before his retirement, 
and everyone knew him as Big Kelly. Marcel had only ever seen Big Kelly once, and even then, 
only for a second, when he’d accidentally hiked out in front of Bill’s car. Bill had leaned on the 
horn and shouted for Marcel to be careful. 

Marcel sighed, eased Dayna’s legs off his lap, and stood up. Through the window, he 
could see Little Kelly balancing on the steel drum full of old grease, methodically sorting 



through one of the Dumpsters sandwiched up against the hack of Dot’s Diner, just next to the 
kitchen door. It was the third time in a month he’d been picking garbage. 

Marcel didn’t bother putting on a shirt. He crossed the short concrete alley that divided 
their apartment from the diner, careful to avoid the broken glass. The kitchen boys drank beers 
during their shift sometimes. 

‘Hey, man,’ Marcel said, deliberately loud, deliberately cheerful. Little Kelly 
straightened up like he’d been electrocuted. He climbed down unsteadily from the steel dmm. 

‘I’m not doing anything,’ he said, avoiding Marcel’s gaze. Other than the stubble on his 
chin, Little Kelly had the face of an overgrown baby. He had once been a star athlete, a good 
student, too, but had gotten screwed in the head over in Afghanistan... Or Iraq... like- one of 
those. Now he rode the buses all day and forgot to come home. Once Marcel had passed Little 
Kelly sitting cross-legged at the comer of the road, crying loudly. 

‘You are looking for something?’ Marcel noticed that Little Kelly had made a small trash 
pile at the foot of the Dumpster, of tinfoil wrappers, metal coils, bottle caps, and a broken plate. 
Little Kelly looked at him for a minute, jaw working like he was trying to chew through the 
leather. Then, abmptly, he pushed past Marcel and disappeared around the comer. Marcel 
squatted and started to gather up all the crap Little Kelly had removed from the Dumpster. It was 
already hot, and the alley smelled. 

Just then he sensed movement behind him. Thinking Little Kelly had returned, he 
straightened and spun around, saying, ‘You really shouldn’t be back here-’ The words dried up 
in his throat. Natalie Velez was standing behind him, leaning her weight onto her good foot, 
looking clean and showered and pretty and like she belonged anywhere else but here. 

‘Hi,’ she said, smiling. His first, instinctive response was to walk past her, go into the 
house, slam the door, and suffocate himself. But of course, he couldn’t. Holy sh*t... Nat Velez 
was standing in front of him, and he was shirtless. And hadn’t bmshed his teeth. Or showered. 
And he was holding tinfoil from the trash. 

‘I was just cleaning up...’ He trailed off helplessly. 

Nat’s eyes ticked down to his bare chest, then up to his hair, which was in all probability 
sticking straight up. 



‘Oh my God.’ Her face began to turn pink. ‘I should have called. I’m so sorry. Did you 
just get up or something?’ 

‘No. No, not at all. I was just -’ Marcel tried not to talk too forcefully, or breathe too hard, 
in case his breath was rank. ‘Look, can you give me a minute? Just wait here?’ 

‘Of course.’ Nat was even cuter when she blushed. She looked like a cookie that had been 
iced for Christmas. 

‘One minute,’ Marcel repeated. Inside, Marcel sucked in a deep breath. Holy sh*t. Nat 
Velez. He didn’t even have time to worry about the fact that she was seeing his house, his crappy 
little apartment, and had probably had to walk past the grease traps being emptied, had gone in 
her little sandals past the sodden bits of spinach that got trekked out of the diner by the cooks, 
past the Dumpsters and their smell. In the bathroom, he bmshed his teeth and gargled with 
mouthwash. He smelled his underarms-not bad-and put on deodorant just in case. 

He ran water through his hair and pulled on a clean white T-shirt, one that showed just a 
bit of the tattoo that covered most of his chest and wrapped around his right shoulder and 
forearm. His hair was already sticking up again. He rammed on a baseball hat. 

Part: 5 

Good... decent, at least. He sprayed on a bit of this man’s body-spray thing his mom had 
gotten for free at Wahnart, feeling like a douche, but thinking it was better to feel like a douche 
than to smell like an asshole. 

Outside, Nat was doing a good job of pretending not to notice that Marcel lived in a 
falling-down apartment behind a diner. 

‘Hey.’ She smiled again, big and bright, and he felt his insides do a weird turnover. He 
hoped Dayna wasn’t watching out the window. ‘Sorry about, like, barging upon you.’ ‘That’s 
okay. ’ 

‘I was going to call,’ she said. ‘I texted Maggie for your number. Sorry. 

But then I thought it might be better to talk in person.’ ‘It’s totally fine.’ Marcel’s voice 
came out more harshly than he’d intended. Sh*t. He was screwing this up already. He coughed 



and crossed his arms, trying to look casual. It was because, his hands suddenly felt like meat 
hooks at the end of his arms, and he had forgotten what to do with them. 

‘How’s your ankle?’ An Ace bandage was wrapped thickly around her ankle and foot, 
which made a furmy contrast to her bare legs. 

‘Sprained.’ Nat made a face. ‘I’ll live, but-’ For a brief second, her face spasmed, like she 
was in pain. 

‘Look, Marcel, is there someplace we can go? Like, to talk?’ 

There was no way he was taking her inside. Not an icicle’s chance in hell. He didn’t want 
Nat gaping at Dayna or, worse, trying too hard to be nice. 

‘How did you get here?’ he asked, thinking she might have a car. 

Again, she blushed. ‘1 had my dad drop me,’ she said. 

He didn’t ask how she’d figured out where he lived. Like all things in Carp, it was 
usually just a question of asking around. The problem was where to take her. 

He couldn’t go into the diner. His mom was working. That left Meth Row. Nat walked 
slowly, still limping, although she seemed to be in less pain than she had been last night. But she 
took the first opportunity to sit down: on the rusted fender of an abandoned, wheel-less- Buick. 
All its windows were shattered, and the seats were speckled with bird sh*t, the leather tom up by 
tiny animals. 

‘I wanted tothankyou again,’ Nat said. ‘You were so - You were great. 

For helping me last night.’ Marcel felt vaguely disappointed, as he often felt when 
interacting with other people when the reality failed to meet his expectations. Or in this case, his 
fantasies. Some part of him had been hoping she’d come over to confess that she’d fallen madly 
in love with him. Or maybe she’d skip the words altogether, and strain onto her tiptoes and open 
her mouth and let him kiss her. Except she probably couldn’t stand on her toes with her ankle the 
way it was, which is one of the 2,037 ways his fantasy was unrealistic. He said, ‘It’s not a 
problem. ’ 

She twisted her mouth like she’d swallowed something sour. For a second, she didn’t say 
anything. Then she blurted, ‘Did you hear Cory Walsh and Felix Harte was arrested?’ He shook 



his head, and she clarified, ‘Drunk and disorderly conduct. And trespassing.’ She shifted her 
weight. ‘You think Panic is over?’ ‘No way,’ he said. ‘The cops are too stupid to stop it, anyway.’ 
She nodded but didn’t look convinced. ‘So, what do you think will happen next?’ 

‘No idea,’ he said. He knew that Nat was asking him for a hint. He swallowed back a bad 
taste in his mouth. She knew he Irked her, and she was trying to use him. 

‘I think we can use each other,’ she said abruptly, and it was this fact-the fact of her 
acknowledgment, her honesty -that made him want to keep listening. 

‘Use each other how?’ he asked. She picked at the hem of her skirt. It looked like it was 
made of terry cloth, which made him think of towels, which made him think of Nat in a towel. 

The sun was so bright, he was dizzy. 

‘We make a deal,’ she said, looking up at him. Her eyes were dark, eager, and sweet, like 
the eyes of a puppy. ‘If either of us wins, we split the cash fifty-fifty.’ 

Marcel was so startled; he couldn’t say anything for a minute. 

‘Why?’ 

Why- he asked finally. ‘Why me? You don’t even -I mean; we hardly even know each 
other.’ What about Maggie? he almost said. 

‘It’s just a feeling I have,’ she said, and once again he found her honesty appealing. 
‘You’re good at this game. 

You know things.’ It seemed somehow surprising that Nat Velez, with her thick, perfect 
hair and slicked lip-gloss lips, would speak so frankly about a subject most people avoided. It 
was like hearing a supermodel fart: surprising and kind of thrilling. She plowed on: ‘We can help 
each other. Share information. Team up against the others. We have more of a chance of getting 
to Joust that way. And then-’ She gestured with her hands. 

‘Then we’ll have to face off... ’ 

Part: 6 


Marcel said. 



‘But if one wins, we both win,’ Nat said, smiling up at him. He had no intention of letting 
anyone else win. Then again, he didn’t care about the money, either. He had a different goal in 
mind. Maybe she knew that or sensed it somehow. 

So, he said, ‘Yeah, okay. Partners.’ 

‘Allies,’ Nat said, and stuck out her hand, formally. It felt soft, and also slightly sweaty. 

She stood up, laughing. ‘It’s settled, then.’ She couldn’t crane onto her tiptoes to kiss him, 
so she just grabbed his shoulders and planted a kiss on the side of his neck. She giggled. 

‘Now I have to do the other side, so you’re even.’ 

And he knew then that he was going to fall head over heels for her this summer. 

Afterward, no one knew who had posted the video online; it appeared on so many pages 
simultaneously, and spread to everybody else so quickly, it was impossible to determine its point 
of origin, although many people suspected it was Joey Addison or Jack Wong, just because they 
were both d*icks and two years ago had secretly filmed, and posted, videos of the girls’ locker 
rooms. 


It wasn’t even that interesting-just a couple of jerky shots of Ray and Zev swinging at 
each other, shoulders butting up into the frame as a crowd formed; and then flashing lights, 
people screaming, a moment when the feed went dead. Then more images: sweeping lights and 
cops’ distorted voices, tiny and harmless-sounding in the recording, and one close-up of Nat, 
mouth wide, with one arm around Maggie and the other around Marcel. 

Then darkness... Marcel still kept a copy on his hard drive, so he could freeze-frame on 
that final moment when Nat looked so scared and he was helping support her. Just a few hours 
later an email made the rounds as well. 

Subject line: blank. From: judgmentfallingtoovou@email.com 

The message was simple, only 3 or 4 lines. 

Loose lips sink ships. 

Nobody tells. Or else. 


TUESDAY, JUNE 



Date of the 28th 


Maggie- 

‘ YOU’RE SURE THIS IS EEGIT, RIGHT?’ JOH JOH WAS SITTING forward in the 
driver’s seat, both hands on the wheel, maneuvering the car over a pitted one-lane dirt track. His 
hair looked even more exuberant than usual, as though he’d tried to style it with a vacuum 
cleaner. He was wearing his dad’s old Virginia Tech sweatshirt, loose flannel pajama bottoms, 
and flip-flops. When he came to Maggie he had announced, with a certain pride, that he had not 
yet showered. ‘You’re not going to get axed to death by some psychopath, right?’ 

‘Shut up, Joh Joh.’ Maggie reached out to shove him, and he jerked the wheel, nearly 
sending them into one of the ditches that ran along both sides of the road. 

‘That’s no way to treat your driver,’ he said, pretending to be offended. 

‘Fine. Shut up, driver.’ There was an anxious feeling in Maggie’s stomach. The trees here 
were so thick, they almost completely blocked out the sun. 

‘Just looking out foryou, malady,’ Joh Joh said, smiling, showing off the overlap in his 
teeth. ‘I don’t want my best girl to be turned into a lampshade.’ ‘I thought Avery was your best 
girl,’ Maggie said. She’d meant it as a joke, but the words came out sounding bitter. Like a bitter, 
heartbroken, lonely spinster. Which she kind of was. Maybe not a spinster-you couldn’t be a 
spinster at eighteen, she didn’t think. But close... ’ 

Come on, Maggie,’ Joh Joh said. He looked hurt. ‘You’ve always been my best girl.’ 
Maggie kept her face to the window. They would arrive any second. But she felt a little better 
now. 


Joh Joh had that effect on her-ltke a human anti-anxiety pill. The day after the challenge 
at the water towers, Maggie had overslept, waking only when an anonymous text pinged on her 
phone: Quit now, before you get hurt. She was so shaken, she’d spent fifteen minutes searching 
for her car keys before remembering she’d stashed them on the hook by the door, then got fired 
from Walmart when she showed up twenty minutes late for her shift. 

And suddenly she had found herself blubbering in the parking lot. A week and a half 
earlier, she’d had a boyfriend and a job-not a good job, but still a job. A little money in her 



pocket. Now she had nothing. No boyfriend, no job, no money. And someone wanted to make 
sure she didn’t play Fright. 

Then, out of nowhere, she’d been attacked by a dog with the biggest tongue she’d ever 
seen. Maybe attacked was the wrong word, since the dog was just licking her-but still, she’d 
never been much of an animal person, and it had seemed like an attack. And some crazy old lady 
carrying a sh*t ton of grocery bags had offered her a job on the spot, even though Maggie had 
snot dripping from her nose and was wearing a tank top streaked with salad dressing, which she 
hadn’t noticed in her msh to get out of the house. 

The woman’s name was A nn e. 

‘Muppet’s taken a .shine to you,’ she’d said. Muppet was the name of the dog with the 
long tongue. ‘He doesn’t usually get on with strangers. You seem like you’re a natural with 
animals.’ Maggie had stayed quiet. She didn’t want to admit that for the most part, she thought 
animals, like pimples, were best to ignore. If you fuss too much with them, it would backfire. 

The only time she’d tried to keep a pet, an anemic-looking goldfish she’d called Star, it had been 
dead within thirty-two hours. But she said yes when Anne asked if she’d be into doing some pet 
sitting and light chores. It was $150 a week, cash in the hand, which was roughly the same as she 
would have made working part-time for Walmart. 

Suddenly the trees opened up and they arrived. Maggie immediately felt relieved. She 
didn’t know what she’d been expecting-maybe, after what Joh Joh said, a dingy bam full of 
msting farm tools and machetes-but instead she saw a sprawling red farmhouse and a large 
circular parking area, neatly trimmed of grass. She could see a bam, too, but it wasn’t dingy-and 
next to it, a series of whitewashed sheds. 

As soon as she opened the door, several roosters came trotting toward her, and a dog 
more than one dog? .. .Began furiously barking. Anne emerged from the house and waved. 

‘Holy sh*t,’ Joh Joh said. He looked impressed. ‘It’s a zoo.’ ‘See? Not a human 
lampshade insight.’ Maggie slid out of the car, then ducked so she could say good-bye. 

‘Thanks, Joh Joh.’ He saluted. ‘Text when you need a pickup, ma’am.’ Maggie closed the 
door. Anne crossed the yard toward her. 



‘Is that your boyfriend?’ Anne said, shielding her eyes with one hand, as Joh Joh began to 
turn around. 

This was so unexpected, Maggie’s face got hot. ‘No, no,’ she said quickly, angling her 
body away from the car, as though Joh Joh, in case he was still watching, would be able to read 
the conversation in her body language. 

‘He’s cute,’ Anne said matter-of-factly. She waved, and Joh Joh tapped the horn before 
pulling away. The blush grew into an all-over body inferno. Maggie crossed her arms and then 
dropped them again. Fortunately, A nn e didn’t seem to notice. 

‘I’m glad you came.’ Aime smiled, as though Maggie had just dropped by for a social 
visit. ‘Let me show you around.’ 

Maggie was glad that Anne seemed to approve of her choice of outfit: clean jeans, 
sneakers, and a soft, nubby henley shirt, which had belonged to Joh- John before he accidentally 
shrank it. She hadn’t wanted to look sloppy, but then again, Anne had told her to wear clothes 
she could muck up, and she hadn’t wanted to look like she hadn’t listened. 

They started toward the house. The roosters were still running around like crazy, and 
Maggie noticed a chicken pen on the other side of the yard, in which a dozen yellow-feathered 
chicks were strutting and pecking and preening in the sun. The dogs kept up their racket. There 
were three of them, including Muppet, pacing around a small enclosure, barking lustily. 

‘You have a lot of animals,’ Maggie pointed out, and then immediately felt like an idiot. 
She tucked her hands into her sleeves. 

But Anne laughed. ‘It’s awful, isn’t it? I just can’t stop.’ ‘So-o, is this, like, a farm?’ 
Maggie didn’t see any farming equipment, but she didn’t know anyone who kept chickens for 
fun. 


Again, Anne laughed. ‘Hardly. I give the eggs away to the pantry sometimes. But I don’t 
pull up a damn thing besides bird poop, dog poop, poop of all kinds.’ She held the door to the 
house open for Maggie. Maggie thought that she would probably spend the whole summer 
shoveling sh*t. ‘My husband, Larry, loved animals,’ Anne continued as she followed Maggie 
into the house. They entered the prettiest kitchen Maggie had ever seen. 



Even Nat’s kitchen didn’t compare. The walls were cream and yellow; the cupboards 
tawny wood, bleached nearly white from the sun, which poured through two large windows. The 
counters were spotless. No ants here. Against one wall were shelves arranged withblue-and- 
white pottery and small porcelain figurines: miniature horses, cats, donkeys, and pigs. Maggie 
was almost afraid to move, as one step in the wrong direction might cause everything to shatter. 

‘Tea?’ Anne asked. Maggie shook her head. She didn’t know anyone who drank tea in 
real life-only British people in TV miniseries. Anne filled a kettle and plunked it on the stove. 
‘We moved here from Chicago.’ 

‘Really?’ Maggie burst out. The farthest she had ever been from Carp was Albany. Once 
on a school trip, and once when her mom had a court date because she’d been driving with a 
suspended license. ‘What’s Chicago like?’ 

‘Cold,’ Anne said. ‘Freeze your balls off ten months out of the year. But the other two are 
pure joy. ’ Maggie didn’t respond. Anne didn’t seem like the type who would say balls, and 
Maggie liked her a little better for it. 

‘Larry and I worked in ad sales. We swore we’d make a change someday.’ Anne 
shrugged. ‘Then he died, and I did.’ 

Once again, Maggie didn’t say anything. She wanted to ask how Larry had died, and 
when, but didn’t know if it was appropriate. She didn’t want Anne to think she was obsessed 
with death or something. When the water had boiled, Anne filled her mug and then directed 
Maggie back through the door they had come. It was funny, walking across the yard with Anne, 
while the steam rose from her tea and mingled with the soft mist of morning. Maggie felt like she 
was in a movie about a farm somewhere far away. They rounded the comer of the house, and the 
dogs began to bark again. 

‘Shut it!’ A nn e said, but good-naturedly. 

They didn’t listen. She kept up a nonstop stream of conversation as they walked. ‘This 
one’s the feed shed’- this, as she unlocked one of the small, whitewashed sheds, pushing it open 
with one hand-1 try to keep everything organized so I don’t end up throwing grain to the dogs 
and trying to force kibble on a chick. Remember to turn off the lights before you lock up. I don’t 
even want to tell you what my electricity bills are like.’ 



‘This is where the shovels and rakes go’-they were at another shed - ‘buckets, horseshoes, 
any kind of crap you find lying around that doesn’t seem to fit anywhere else. Got it? Am I going 
too fast?’ 

Maggie shook her head, and then, realizing Anne wasn’t looking at her, said, ‘No.’ 

She realized she wasn’t nervous anymore. She liked the feel of the sun on her shoulders 
and the smell of dark, wet ground everywhere. Probably some of what she was smelling was 
animal sh*t, but it didn’t smell that bad-just like growth and newness. Anne showed her the 
stables, where two horses stood quietly in the half-dark, like sentinels guarding something 
precious. 

Maggie had never been so close to a horse before, and she laughed out loud when Anne 
gave her a carrot and instructed her to feed it to the black one. Lady Belle, and Maggie felt its 
soft, leathery muzzle and the gentle pressure of its teeth. 

‘They were racehorses. Both injured. Saved ’em from being shot,’ Anne said as they left 
the stables. 

‘Shot?’ Maggie repeated. Anne nodded. For the first time, she looked angry. ‘That’s what 
happens when they’re no good for miming anymore. The owner takes a shotgun to their head.’ 
Anne had saved all the animals from one gmesome fate or another: the dogs and horses from 
death, the chickens, and roosters from various diseases when no one else had cared enough to 
spend the money to nurse them. There were turkeys she had saved from slaughter, cats she had 
rescued from the street in Hudson, and even an enormous potbellied pig named Tinkerbell, 
which had once been an unwanted mnt. Maggie couldn’t imagine that it had ever been the brant 
of anything. 

‘All she wanted was a little love,’ 

Anne said as they passed the pen where Tinkerbell was lolling in the mud. ‘That, and 
about a pound of feed a day.’ She laughed. 

Finally, they came to a tall, fenced-in enclosure. The sun had finally broken free of the 
trees and refracted through the rising mist; it was practically blinding. The fence encircled an 
area of at least a few acres-mostly open lands, patches of dirt, and high grass, but some trees, too. 
Maggie couldn’t see any animals. 



For the first time all morning, Anne grew quiet. She sipped her tea, squinting in the sun, 
staring off through the chain-link fence. After a few minutes, Maggie couldn’t stand it anymore. 

‘What are we waiting for?’ She asked me. 

‘Sh-h-h,’ Anne said. ‘Look... they’ll come.’ 

Maggie crossed her arms, biting back a sigh. The dew had soaked through her sneakers. 
Her feet were too cold, and her neck was too hot. There. There was a movement by a small 
cluster of trees. She squinted. A large, dark mass, which she had taken fora rock, shook itself. 
Then it stood. And as it stood, another form emerged from the shadow of the trees, and the two 
animals circled each other briefly, and then loped gracefully into the sun. 

Maggie’s mouth went dry. 

Tigers... 

She blinked. Impossible. But they were still there, and coming closer: two tigers, tigers, 
like you would find at a circus. Massive square heads and huge jaws, bodies muscled and 
rippling, coats glossy in the sun. Anne whistled sharply. Maggie jumped. Both tigers swung their 
heads toward the sound, and Maggie lost her breath. Their eyes were flat, incurious, and old- 
impossibly old, as though instead of looking forward, their eyes saw back to a distant past. They 
ambled up to the fence, so close that Maggie stepped backward, quickly, terrified. So, close she 
could smell them, feel the heat of their bodies. 

‘How?’ she finally managed to ask, which was not quite what she meant, but good 
enough. A thousand thoughts were colliding in her head. 

‘More rescues,’ Anne said calmly. 

‘They get sold on the black market. Sold, then abandoned when they’re too big, or put 
down when there’s no one to care for them. ’ As she spoke, she reached her hand through a gap in 
the fence and petted one of the tigers-like it was an overgrown house cat. 

When she saw Maggie gaping, she laughed. ‘They’re all right once they’ve been fed,’ she 
said. ‘Just don’t try and cuddle up when they’re hungry.’ ‘I don’t-I won’t have to go in there, 
will I?’ Maggie was rooted to the ground, paralyzed with fear and wonder. 



They were so big, so close. One of the tigers yawned, and she could make out the sharp 
curve of its teeth, white as hone. 

Part: 7 

‘No, no,’ Anne said. ‘Most of the time, I just chuck the food in through the gate. Here, 

I’ll show you.’ Anne walked her to the padlocked gate, which to Maggie looked alarmingly 
flimsy. On the other side of the fence, the Tigers followed - languidly, as though by coincidence. 

Maggie wasn’t fooled, though. That’s how predators where. They sat back and waited, 
lured you into feeling safe, and then they pounced. She wished Joh Joh were here. She did not 
wish Nat where here. Nat would flip. She hated big animals of any kind. 

Even poodles made her jumpy. When they turned their hacks on the Tigers’ pen and 
returned to the house, Maggie’s stomach started to unknot, although she still had the impression 
the Tigers were watching her and kept picturing their sharp claws slotting into her back. Anne 
showed her where she kept all the keys to the sheds, hanging from neatly labeled hooks in the 
‘mudroom,’ as she called it, where Maggie could also find spare ruhher boots like the kind Anne 
wore, mosquito repellent, gardening shears, and suntan and calamine lotions. 

After that, Maggie went to work. She fed the chickens while Anne instructed her how to 
scatter the feed, and laughed out loud when the birds piled together, pecking frantically, like one 
enormous, feathered, many-headed creature. 

Anne showed her how to chase the roosters hack in the pen before letting out the dogs to 
mn around, and Maggie was surprised that Muppet seemed to remember her, and immediately 
ran several times around her ankles, as though in greeting. 

Then there was mucking the stables (as Maggie had suspected, this involved horse poop, 
but it wasn’t as bad as she’d thought,) and brushing the horses’ coats with special, stiff-bristled 
bmshes. Then helping Anne prune the wisteria, which had begun to colonize the north side of the 
house. By this time, Maggie was sweating freely, even with her sleeves rolled up. The sun was 
high and hot, and her back ached from bending over and straightening up again. 

But she was happy, too-happier than she’d been in forever. She could almost forget that 
the rest of the world existed, that she’d ever been dumped by Matt Hepley or made the Jump in 
the first place. Panic. She could forget Panic. She was surprised when Anne called an end to the 



day, saying it was almost one o’clock. While Maggie waited for Joh Joh to return for her, Anne 
made her a tuna sandwich with mayonnaise she’d made herself and tomatoes she’d grown in her 
garden. Maggie was afraid to sit down at the table since she was so dirty, but Anne set a place for 
her, so she did. She thought it was the best thing she’d ever eaten.’ 

Hey there, cowgirl,’ Joh Joh said when Maggie slid into the car. He still hadn’t changed 
out of his pajama pants. He made a big show of sniffing. ‘What’s that smell?’ 

‘Shut up,’ she said and punched him in the arm. He pretended to wince. As Maggie rolled 
down her window, she caught a glimpse of herself in the side mirror. Her face was red, and her 
hair was a mess and her chest was still wet with sweat, but she was surprised to find that she 
looked kind of - pretty. 

‘How was it?’ Joh Joh asked as they began thumping down the drive again. He’d gotten 
her an iced coffee from 7-Eleven; lots of sugar, lots of creams, just how she liked it. She told him 
about the mnt pig that had ballooned to a huge size, the horses, the chickens, and roosters. She 
saved the Tigers for last. Joh Joh was taking a sip of her coffee and nearly choked. 

‘You know that’s illegal, right?’ he said. She rolled her eyes. ‘So are the pants you’re 
wearing. If you don’t tell, I won’t.’ 

‘These pants?’ Joh Joh pretended to be offended. ‘I wore these just for you.’ 

‘You can take them off just forme,’ Maggie said, and then blushed, realizing how it 
sounded. 

‘Anytime,’ Joh Joh said, and grinned at her. She punched him again. 

She was still fizzy with happiness. It was a twenty-minute ride back to downtown Carp, if 
the Motel 6, the post office, and the short string of greasy shops and bars could be counted as 
downtown, but Joh Joh claimed to have figured out a shortcut. 

Maggie went quiet when they turned onto Coral Lake, which couldn’t have been more 
inaccurately named: there was no water in sight, nothing but fallen logs and patchy, burnt-bare 
stubs of trees, because of a fire that had raged there several years ago. The road ran parallel to 
Jack Donahue’s property, and it was bad luck. Maggie had been on Coral Lake only a few times. 



Trigger-Happy Jack was known for being constantly drunk, and half-insane, and for 
owning an arsenal of weapons. His property was fenced in and guarded by dogs and who knew 
what else. When his fence came into view, pushing right up to the road, she half expected him to 
come banging out of his house and start taking potshots at the car. But he didn’t. Several dogs 
came running across the yard, though, barking madly. These dogs were nothing like Anne’s. 
They were skinny, snarling, and mean-looking. They had almost passed the limits of Trigger- 
Happy Jack’s property when something caught Maggie’s eye. 

Part: 8 

Sh*t- 

I,NO! 

Then Jack Donahue-paunchy, shirtless, wearing only a pair of saggy boxers-lifted his 
rifle and began to fire. 

Pop... 

Pop... 

Pop... 

Shots exploded- louder, sharper, than Marcel had expected, the first thing that had tmly 
thrown h im off guard. He’d never been so close to gunfire. 

In the front yard, Trigger-Happy Jack was still screaming. 

‘ Y ou-cock-suckers-dead-as-a-doomail-I ’ll-bury-you-all-you-freakers!!!! ’ 

Tick. 

It wouldn’t be long now. Donahue would call the cops at some point. He’d have to. 

Marcel sprinted around the house. His breath was caught somewhere in his throat, like 
each time he inhaled he was taking in the glass. He didn’t know what had happened to the other 
players, where Ray was, whether anyone had made it inside yet. He thought he heard a whisper 
in the dark-he assumed Maggie and Nat had taken up their positions, as planned. At the back of 
the house was a half-rotten porch, cluttered with dark shapes - Marcel vaguely registered a 



refrigerator before he saw the distended screen door, barely hanging on its hinges. The shots 
were still cracking through the air. One two three four. 

Tick... 

He didn’t stop to think. He flung open the door. 

He was in. 

Part: 9 

‘Stop!’ she nearly screamed. 

‘Stop.’ 

Joh Joh slammed on the brakes. 

‘What? Jesus, Maggie. What the hell?’ 

But she was already out of the car, jogging back toward a sagging scarecrow-at least, it 
looked like a scarecrow-slumped on the ground, leaning back against Donahue’s fence. Her 
stomach was tight with fear, and she had the weirdest sense of being watched. There was 
something wrong with the dummy. 

It was too cmdely made, too useless. There were no farms on this side of Carroll Lake, no 
reason for a scarecrow, especially one that looked like it had been dumped from the tmnk of a 
car. 


When she reached the scarecrow, she hesitated for a second, as it might suddenly come to 
life and bite her. Then she lifted its head, which was slumped forward on a spindly stuffed neck. 

In place of features, the scarecrow had words written neatly, in marker, on its blank 
canvas face. 

FRIDAY, MIDNIGHT. 

THE GAME MUST GO ON. 

FRIDAY, JULY 1 


Marcel THE CROWD WAS SMALLER ON FRIDAY NIGHT; THE atmosphere- tense, 
unhappy. Nervous. There was no beer, no music, no bursts of laughter. Just a few dozen people 



huddled silently fifty feet down the road from Trigger-Happy Jack’s fence, massed together, lit 
up white-faced in the glare of the bouncing headlights. 

When Joh- John cut the engine, Marcel could hear the sound of Nat’s ragged breathing. 
Marcel had spent the ride over trying to distract her by doing easy magic tricks, like making a 
joker appear in her jacket pocket and a penny vanish from her pahn. Now he said, ‘Just follow 
the plan, okay? Follow the plan and everything will be okay.’ 

Nat nodded, but she looked sick- like she might puke. She was deathly afraid of dogs; she 
had told him. Also: ladders, heights, darkness, and the feeling you get in the middle of the night 
when you check your phone and see no one has texted. As far as he could tell, she was pretty 
much afraid of ever 5 d;hing. And yet, she had decided to play. This made him like her even more. 
And she had chosen him, Marcel, as her ally. 

Joh- John said nothing. Marcel wondered what he was thinking. He’d always thought Joh 
John was nice enough, and book smart for sure, but just like a big dumb sheepdog of a person 
who followed Maggie everywhere. But- Marcel was starting to change his mind. 

During the drive, Joh Job’s eyes had clicked to his for a second in the rearview, and 
Marcel had detected some kind of warning there. The night was clear and still. 

The moon was high and halfway to full, and turning everything to the silhouette, drawing 
angles around the fence. Still, it was dark. A flashlight went on and off several times, a silent 
signal. Maggie, Joh Joh, Nat, and Marcel walked toward it. Marcel had the urge to take Nat’s 
hand, but Nat was hugging herself tightly. 

At least Marcel had had time to plan, to prepare. If Nat hadn’t told him about the dummy 
Maggie had spotted on Tuesday, he might not have known about the newest challenge until this 
morning. The email had come to all the players simultaneously from an encrypted address, 
iudgmentfallmgtoovou@gmail.com 

Location: Coral Lake Road 

Time: Midnight- 

Goal: Take a prize from the house. Bonus: Find the desk in the gun room and take what’s 


hidden there. 



‘All right.’ Diggin was speaking quietly as they drew up close to the group. They were 
late. ‘Players, step forward.’ 

They did, detaching themselves from the people who had come to watch. Fewer players, 
fewer spectators. After the bust, everyone was jumpy. 

Part: 10 

-And- 

Carroll Lake Road was bad luck. Trigger- Happy Jack was bad-all bad. A psycho and a 
drunk and worse. 

Marcel knew he wouldn’t think twice about shooting them. The beam of a flashlight 
swept over each of the players in turn. It felt like the minutes were swelling into hours. The 
counting took forever. 

Marcel could see Ray Hanrahan, chewing gum loudly, standing on the outer edge of the 
circle of players. His face was concealed in shadow. Marcel felt a familiar clutch of anger. 
Strange how it didn’t go away; over the past two years, it just seemed to be growing, like cancer 
in his stomach. 

‘Walsh is missing,’ -Digging said finally. ‘So is Merl’ 

‘They’re out, then,’ someone said. 

‘It’s midnight.’ -Digging was still practically whispering. The wind lifted the trees, hissed 
at them, as though it knew they were trespassing. The dogs were still quiet, though. Sleeping, or 
waiting. ‘The second challenge-’ 

‘Second challenge?’ Zev broke in. 

‘What about the water towers?’ ‘Invalidated,’ -Digging said. ‘Not everyone got to go.’ 
Zev spat on the ground, and Maggie made a noise of protest. -Digging ignored them. 

‘When I say go,’ he said. He paused. For a moment, it seemed that everything went still. 
Marcel could feel the slow dmmof his heart, beating in tbe hollow of his chest. And as they 
stood there in the dark, waiting, it occurred to him that here, somewhere in this crowd, where the 
judges-hiding behind familiar faces, maybe enjoying it. 



‘Go,’ -Digging said. 

‘Go!’ Marcel said to Maggie and Nat, at the same time. Maggie nodded and took Nat’s 
hand; they vanished together into the dark, Nat moving stiff-legged, still limping slightly, like a 
broken doll. 

Mareel made straight for the fenee like they’d agreed like he’d seoped the plaee out and 
knew what he was doing. And as he predicted, a half-dozen people ran after him in silence, 
doubled over as though, even now, they were being watehed. 

Nevertheless, mueh of the group didn’t move right away. They floated aimlessly to the 
fenee, paeing it, watehing, too seared to try to climb. They’d all be disqualified for doing nothing. 
Still, they stood there, paeing, watching the dark house, watching the shadow-people climb the 
fenee, everything silent exeept for the oceasional creak of metal, a muttered eurse, and the wind. 
Marcel was one of the first up the fence. There were other players around him-people grunting 
and breathing hard, bodies knoeking into, his-but he ignored them, foeused on the bite of ehain 
link on his pahns and his breathing and the seconds running forward like water. 

It was all about timing. Just like magic tricks: planning, mastery, staying calm under 
pressure. You eould antieipate another person’s response; you eould know what people would do, 
or say, or how they would reaet, even before they did. 

Mareel knew it wouldn’t be long until Donahue came out with a rifle. At the top of the 
fence, he hung baek, even though his adrenaline was pumping, telling him to go. Several other 
people-it was too dark to make out faces-dropped and hit the ground first, and even though they 
barely made a sound, the explosion of barking came right away. Four dogs-no, five-tore out from 
the baek of the house, barking like mad. 

Marcel felt every second like it had a different taste, a different texture from the seeond 
before it, like individual moments were ticking off in his head. 

Tiek. Someone was screaming. There’d be points taken off for that. Tiek. Only a few 
more seconds until the shooting would begin. Tiek. Maggie and Nat should have reaehed the 
hole in the fenee by now. 


Tick... 



He was airborne, and then he felt the impact of the ground and he was up and fumbling 
for the Mace in his pocket. 

He didn’t head for the front of the house directly but instead made a loop, 
circumnavigating the small crowd of players, the dogs going crazy, snarling and snapping. Some 
of the players were already climbing the fence again, trying to reach the safety of the other side. 
But- Marcel kept going... 

Tick... 

A dog came at him. He almost didn’t see it; it had its jaws practically around his arm 
before he pivoted and sprayed it, full-on, in the face. The dog dropped back, whimpering. Marcel 
kept going. 

Tick. 

Right on time, a light in the house clicked on. There was a roar-a sound that echoed out 
even over the chaos and the frantic sounds of barking and something crashed to the ground. A 
black shape rocketed out the front door, into the night. Even from a distance of one hundred 
yards, Marcel could make out the stream of individual courses. 

#- Hashtag: (God damn mother freaking’s on and off b*tches get the hell off my yard 
you- pieces- of sh*t craping d*ick wipe of as ass sucking pie hole puss-ie liker.) 

Maggie- 

MAGGIE AND NAT REACHED THE PLACE WHERE THE fence veered north, away 
from the road, just as the dogs began barking. Their timing was already all wrong. And Marcel 
was counting on them. 

‘You got to move faster,’ Maggie said. 

‘I’m trying,’ Nat said. Maggie could hear the strain in her voice. There was a volley of 
shouting from the yard-a a cry of pain and the snarling of an enraged animal. Maggie felt her 
pulse beating frantically in her neck. 

Focus. 


Focus. 



Stay calm. 


They had reached the portion of the fenee they’d prepped yesterday. And no one had 
followed them. Good. Marcel had cut a makeshift door in the fence. Maggie gave it a solid push 
and it groaned open, giving her just enough room to squeeze through. Nat followed. 

Suddenly Nat froze, her eyes wide, horrified. 

T’m stuck,’ she whispered. 

Maggie whirled around, impatient. 

Nat’s left sleeve was snagged on the fenee. She reaehed out and tugged it free. 

‘You’re unstuek,’ she said. ‘Come on.’ 

But Nat didn’t move. ‘I-I can’t.’ Her face was drawn, terrified. ‘I’mnoteven.’ 

‘You’re not what?’ Maggie was losing it. Mareel would he going in any minute; he 
expected them to stand guard. 

They’d made a pact. He was helping them; Maggie didn’t know why, hut she didn’t care, 

either. 


‘I’m not even.’ Nat’s voiee was high-pitched, hysterical. She was still standing, frozen, as 
though both legs had been rooted to the ground. 

That’s when Jack Donahue came blasting from the front door. 

‘God damn mother freaking sons of b*tches get the hell off my yard you piece’s - of sh*t.’ 

‘Come on.’ Maggie grabbed Nat’s arm and pulled, hard, dragging her across the lawn 
toward the house, ignoring the sound of Nat’s whimpering, the words she was muttering under 
her breath. Counting. She was counting up to ten, then down again. Maggie dug her nails harder 
into Nat’s arm, almost wanting to hurt her. Jesus. They were running out of time, and Nat was 
losing it. She didn’t eare about Nat’s ankle, or that Nat was shaking, ehoking baek sobs. 

Pop... 

Pop... 


Pop... 



Maggie jerked Nat down and into the shadows as Donahue thundered off the porch, gun 
up, firing. The light on the porch was white, half-blinding, and made him look like a character 
from a movie. Maggie’s thighs were shaking. 

She didn’t see Marcel. She couldn’t see anyone-just shapes, blurring together in the 
darkness, and the small cone of light illuminating Donahue’s back, the curl of hair on his 
shoulders, his flab, the awful butt of his rifle. 

Where was Marcel? Maggie could hardly breathe. She pressed up against the side of the 
house, rocking her weight back onto her heels, trying to think. There was too much noise. And 
she didn’t know if Marcel had made it into the house aheady. What if he hadn’t? What if he’d 
screwed up? 

‘Stay here,’ Maggie whispered. ‘I’m going in.’ ‘Don’t.’ Nat turned to her; eyes wide, 
frantic. ‘Don’t leave me here.’ Maggie gripped her shoulders. ‘In exactly one minute, if I’m not 
out yet, I want you to run back to the car. Okay? In exactly one minute.’ 

She didn’t even know if Nat heard her-and almost didn’t care, at this point. She 
straightened up. Her body felt bloated and clumsy. And suddenly she registered several things at 
once: that the shots had happened, and were no longer happening; that the front door had just 
opened and closed with a firm click. 

Someone had gone in. Immediately, her body turned to ice. What if Marcel was inside? 
She, Maggie, was supposed to have been watching. She was supposed to have whistled if 
Donahue approached. But the front door had opened and closed. And she had not whistled. 

She was no longer thinking. Instinctively, she pulled herself onto the porch and opened 
the front door and slipped inside, into the hall. It stank of BO and old beer, and it was pitch-dark. 
Donahue had turned on a light earlier- that she had noticed, a bad omen, just as her left arm was 
snagged by the toothy bite of the fence-so why had he turned it off? Her heart surged into her 
throat and she reached out with both hands, grazed both walls lightly with her fingertips, 
centering herself in the hallway. She swallowed. She took several steps forward and heard a 
mstling, the creak of a footstep. She froze, expecting at any second for the lights to click on, for 
the barrel of a gun to shine directly at her heart. Nothing happened. 

‘Marcel?’ she risked whispering into the dark. 



Footsteps crossed quickly toward her. She fumbled along the wall and hit a doorknob. 
The door opened easily, and she slipped out of the hall, closing the door as quietly as possible, 
holding her breath. But the footsteps kept going. She heard the front door creak open and closed. 
Was- it Donahue? Marcel? Another player? 

FIere, moonlight filtered in through a large, curtainless window, and Maggie suddenly 
sucked in a breath. The walls were covered with metal, glinting dully in the milky light. Guns... 
Guns mounted on the walls, hanging from upended deer hooves, crisscrossing the ceiling. The 
gun room... She thought it even smelled faintly like gunpowder, but she might have been 
imagining it. 

The room was cluttered with workbenches and overstuffed chairs, bleeding stuffing onto 
the floor. Underneath the window was a large desk. Maggie felt as if the air in the room were 
suddenly too thin; she felt breathless and dizzy, remembering the email she’d received that 
morning. Bonus: Find the desk in the gun room and take what’s hidden there. 

Maggie moved across the room to the desk, navigating the clutter of objects. She began 
with the drawers on the sides-right and then left. Nothing. The shallow central drawer was loose, 
as though from frequent use. The gun was curled there, like an enormous black beetle, shiny, 
hard-backed. 

The bonus. She reached in, hesitated-then seized it quickly as it might bite her. Maggie 
felt nausea rising in her throat. 

She hated guns. 

‘What are you doing?’ Maggie spun around. She could just see Marcel silhouetted in the 
doorway, although it was too dark to make out his face. 

‘Sh-h-h,’ Maggie whispered. ‘Keep your voice down.’ 

‘What the hell are you doing?’ 

Marcel took two steps across the room. 

‘You were supposed to keep watch.’ 

‘I was.’ Before Maggie could explain further, Marcel cut her off. 


Where’s Natalie?’ 



‘Outside,’Maggie said. ‘I thought 


I heard-’ 

‘Was this some kind of a trick?’ 
I ’ll have to find out... 


Nevaeh 
Book: 19 


Maggie 


Chapter: 126 

Part: 1 

Marcel spoke quietly, but Maggie could hear the edge in his voice. ‘You get me to do 
the dirty work, then sneak in and grab the bonus? So, you could get ahead?’ 

Maggie stared at him. ‘What?’ 

‘Don’t screw with me, Maggie.’ Two more steps and Marcel- was- um like- there, 
directly in front of her. ‘Don’t lie to me.’ 

Maggie fought for breath. Tears were pushing at the back of her eyes. She knew they 
were being too loud. Too loud. Everything was all wrong. The gun in her hand felt awful, cold 
but also alive, like some alien creature that might suddenly roar to life. 

‘What are you doing here?’ She finally said. ‘You were supposed to get proof for us 
and get out.’ 



‘I heard something,’ Marcel fired back. ‘I thought it might be one of the other 

players...’ 

The lights came on. Jack Donahue was standing in the doorway, eyes wild, chest slick 
with sweat. Then he was shouting, and the barrel of the gun was swinging toward them and there 
was an explosion of glass, and Maggie realized Marcel had just hurled a chair straight through 
the window. Everything was a fracture, roar, blur. 

‘Go, go, go!’ Marcel was shouting, pushing Maggie toward the window. Maggie 
threw herself shoulder-first into the night. She heard the second explosion and felt a spray of 
softwood- as she went through the window, felt pain slice through her arm and an immediate 
dampness pooling in her armpit. 

Marcel hauled her to her feet, and they were running, fleeing into the night, toward the 
fence, while Jack shouted after them and sent two more shots off into the dark. Through the 
fence-gasping, panting-to the road, mostly empty of cars. There was the dazzle, the wide sweep 
of headlights. Maggie recognized Joh Job’s car. Nathaniel suddenly materialized in front of her, 
backlit, like an evil angel. 

‘Are you okay?’ Her voice was wild, urgent. ‘Are you okay?’ ‘We’re okay,’ Maggie 
answered for both. 

‘Let’s go.’ 

Then they were in the car and moving quickly, bumping over the country roads. For 
several minutes they were quiet, listening to the distant sound of police sirens. Maggie gritted her 
teeth every time they hit a rut. She was bleeding. 

A piece of glass had sliced the soft skin of her inner arm. She still had the gun. 
Somehow, it had ended up in her lap. She kept staring at it, bewildered, half in shock. 

‘Jesus Christ,’ Joh Joh finally said when they had put several mi les behind them, and 
the noise of the sirens was lost beneath the quiet shushing of the wind through the trees. ‘Holy 
sh*t. That was crazy.’ 



Suddenly, the tension broke. Marcel started whooping and Nathaniel began to cry, and 
Maggie rolled the windows down and laughed like a maniac. She was relieved, grateful, alive 
sitting in the warm backseat of Joh Job’s car, which smelled like soda cans and old gum. 

Joh- John told them about nearly pissing himself when Trigger-Happy Jack came 
barreling out of the house; he told them that Ray had cracked one of the dogs with a huge rock 
and sent it whimpering off into the dark. But half the kids never even made it over the fence, and 
he thought Byron Welcker might have been mauled. It was hard to tell in the dark, with all the 
chaos. Marcel told them about getting so close to Donahue; he thought for sure he’d be shot in 
the skull. But Donahue was enraged, and drunk. 

He wasn’t aiming well. ‘Thank God,’ Marcel said, laughing. Marcel had stolen three 
items from thekitchen-a butter knife, a saltshaker, and a shot glass shaped like a cowboy boot-to 
prove they’d all been in the house. He gave Nathaniel the shot glass and Maggie the butter knife 
and kept the saltshaker for himself. 

He made Joh Joh pull over and placed the saltshaker on the dashboard, so he could get 
a good picture of it. 

‘What are you doing?’ Maggie, she asked. Her brain still felt like it was wrapped in a 
wet blanket. Marcel passed over the phone wordlessly. Maggie saw that Marcel had emailed the 
photo to iudgmentfallingtoovou@gmail.com , subject line: PROOF. Maggie shivered. She didn’t 
like thinking of the mysterious judges- invisible, watching, judging them. 

‘What about the gun?’ Marcel said. 

‘The gun?’ Nathaniel repeated. 

‘Maggie found it,’ Marcel said neutrally. 

‘Marcel and I found it at the same time,’ she said automatically. She didn’t know why. 
She could feel Marcel staring at her. 

‘You should both get credit, then,’ Nathaniel said. 

‘You take the picture, Maggie,’ Marcel said. His voice was slightly gentler. ‘You send 
it.’ Maggie arranged the shot glass and the gun on her lap, clumsily, with one arm. Her stomach 



tightened. She wondered if the gun was loaded. Probably. So, weird to have a weapon so close. 
So-o, weird to see it sitting there. 

She’d been a year old when her dad shot himself-with a gun just like this one. She had 
a paranoid fear that it might go off on its own, exploring the night into noise and pain. Once the 
picture was sent, Joh Joh asked, ‘What are you going to do with the gun?’ 

‘Keep it, I guess. ’ But she didn’t like the idea of having a gun in her house, waiting, 
smiling its metal smile. 

And what if Lily found it? 

‘You can’t keep it,’ he said. 

‘You stole it.’ 

‘Well, what should I do with it?’ 

Maggie felt Fear welling inside her. 

She had broken into Donahue’s house. She had stolen something worth a lot of money. 
People went to jail forsh*t like that. 

Joh Joh sighed. ‘Give it tome, Maggie,’ he said. ‘I’ll get rid of it for you.’ 

She could have hugged him. She could have kissed him. Joh Joh shut the gun in the 
glove box. Now everyone was quiet. The dashboard clocks glowed green 1:42. 

The roads were all dark except for the adhesive cone that was made by the headlights. 
The land was dark too, on either side of the- houses, trailers, whole streets swallowed up by 
blackness like they were traveling through an endless tunnel, a place with no boundaries. It 
started to rain. 

Maggie leaned her head against the window. At some point, she must have fallen 
asleep. She dreamed of falling into the dark, slick throat of an animal, and of trying to cut herself 
out of its belly with a butter knife, which turned into a gun in her hands and went off. 


Part: 2 



SATURDAY, 


JULY 2 

THE NEXT DAY, THE NOTICES WERE EVERYWHERE of us not being round: 
skip a day it was- were somewhere in Pa- between the wire fences that orange belt that is so 
deadly, by Clit. Where you’ll find quite a suburban street some building down the way, that you 
would call nicer than home, where we are from, they appeared, half-sodden, sunk in the mud in 
Meth Row, where Jenny would meet up with boys for her needs and a quickie. 

She comes down here more and more- The betting slips blew to the Pines Mobile Park, 
accepted on the soles of muddy boots, snatched up by the metal underbelly of passing trucks 
before absconding on the wind, printed on large, glossy sheets of paper, inscribed with the crest 
of the Pitt-County Police Department, 1 see jenny doing and mnning for it with a bag... 

Our school had an annulment over the intercom the day before- ANY INDIVIDUALS 
FOUND TO BE IN WILL BE SUBJECT TO CRIMINAL PROSECUTION as an adult. 

Part: 3 

MONDAY, JUEY 4 

Marcel, 

THE WEATHER STAYED BEAUTIFUE-FINE AND SUNNY, just hot enough for a 
whole week after the challenge at Ray’s house. 

The Fourth of July was no different, and Marcel woke to sunlight washing over his 
navy-blue blanket, like a slow surf of white. He was happy. He was more than happy. He was 
psyched. He was hanging out with Nathaniel today. His mom was home, awake, and making 
breakfast. He leaned in the doorframe and watched her crack eggs into a pan, break the yolks up 
with the edge of a wooden spatula. 

‘What’s the occasion?’ He said. He was still tired and his neck and back were sore; 
he’d worked two shifts stocking shelves after closing time at the Home Depot in Feeds, where 
his mom’s ex-boyfriend Danny was a manager. Dumb work, but it paid okay. He had a hundred 



dollars in his pocket and would be able to buy Nathaniel something at the mall. Her birthday was 
still a few weeks away- July 29-but still. Might as well get her something small a little early. 


‘I could ask you the same thing.’ She let the eggs sizzle away and came over to him 
and gave him a big smack on the cheek before he could pull away. 

‘Why are you up so early?’ 

He could see traces of makeup. So...? 

She’d been on a date last night. No wonder she was in a good mood. 

‘Didn’t feel like sleeping anymore,’ he said cautiously. He wondered whether his 
mom would admit to going out. Sometimes she did if a date had gone well. 

‘Just in time for eggs. Do you want eggs? Are you hungry? I’m making some eggs for 
Dayna.’ She shook the scrambled eggs onto a plate. They were perfectly scrambled, trembling 
with butter. Before he could answer, she lowered her voice and said, ‘ You know all that therapy 
Dayna’s been doing? 

Well, Bill says-’ 

‘Bill?’ Marcel cut in. His mom blushed. Busted. ‘He’s just a friend, Marcel’ 

Marcel doubted it, but he said nothing. 

His mom went on, in a rush; ‘He took me out to Lea’s in Judson last night. Nice 
tablecloths and everything. He drinks wine, Marcel. Do you believe that?’ She shook her head, 
amazed. 


‘And he knows someone, some doctor at Columbia Memorial who works with people 
like Day. Bill says Dayna’s got to go more regularly, like every day.’ 

‘We can’t-,’Marcel started to say, but his mom understood and fini s hed for him. 

‘I told him we couldn’t afford it. But he said he could get us in, even with no 
insurance. Can you believe it? At the hospital’ 



Marcel said nothing. They’d gotten their hopes up the before-new doctor, new 
treatment, someone who could help. And something always went wrong. A pipe burst and the 
emergency fund would dry up replacing it, or the doctor would be a quack. The one time they’d 
managed to see someone in a real hospital, he’d looked at Dayna for five minutes, done nerve 
tests, banged on her knee and squeezed her toes, and straightened up. 

‘Impossible,’ he’d said, sounding angry, like he was mad at them for wasting his time. 
‘Car accident, right? 

My advice is: to apply for a better chair. No reason she should be wheeling around in 
this piece of junk.’ And he’d toed the wheelchair, the five-hundred-dollar wheelchair Marcel had 
busted his ass for whole autumn trying to purchase, while his mom cried, while 

Dayna lay curled up every night on her bed, fetal, vacant. 

‘So, you want eggs or not?’ His mom said. 

Marcel shook his head. ‘Not hungry.’ He picked up Dayna’s plate, grabbed a fork, and 
carried both into the living room. She had her head sticking out of the open window, and as he 
entered, he heard her shout, ‘In your dreams!’ and then a burst of laughter from below. 

‘What’s that about?’ He asked her. 

She snapped around to face him. 

Her face went red. ‘Just Ricky, talking stupid,’ she said and took the plate from him. 
Ricky worked in the kitchen at Dot’s, and he was always sending gifts up to Dayna-cheap 
flowers, purchased at the gas station, little teddy bear figurines. Ricky was all right. 

‘Why are you staring at me?’ Dayna demanded. 

‘Not starring,’ Marcel said. He sat next to her and pulled her feet into his lap, began 
working her calves with his knuckles, as he always did. So, she could walk again. So, she would 
keep believing it. Dayna ate quickly, eyes on her plate. She was avoiding him. Finally, her mouth 
crooked into a smile. ‘Ricky said he wants to marry me.’ 


‘Maybe you should,’ Marcel said. 



Dayna shook her head. ‘Freak.’ 


She reached out and punched Marcel’s shoulder, and he pretended it had hurt. 

He was overwhelmed, momentarily, with happiness. 

It was going to be a good day. 

He showered and dressed carefully -he’d even remembered to put his jeans in the 
wash, so they looked good, crisp, and clean and took the bus to Nathaniel’s neighborhood. 

It was only ten thirty, but the sun was already high, hovering in the sky like a single 
eye. As soon as Marcel turned onto Nathaniel’s street, he felt like he was stepping onto a TV set 
like he was in one of those shows from the 1950s where someone was always washing a car in 
the driveway and the women wore aprons and said hello to the mailmen. Except there was no 
movement here, no voices, no people hauling trash or banging doors. It was too quiet. That was 
one thing about living in the back of Dot’s: someone was always yelling about something. It was 
kind of comforting, in a way, like a reminder that you weren't all alone in having problems. 

Nathaniel was waiting on her front stoop. 

Marcel’s stomach bottomed out as soon as he saw her. Her hair was fixed low, in a 
side ponytail, and she was wearing a ruffled yellow jumper-type thing, with the shirt and shorts 
attached, that would have looked stupid on anyone else. But on her, it looked amazing like she 
was life-size, exotic Popsicle. 

He couldn’t help but think that whenever she had to use the bathroom, she’d have to 
get undressed. She stood up, waving at him, as though he could miss her, wobbling slightly on 
large wedge heels. 

She wasn’t wearing her ankle brace anymore, even though he knew she’d screwed her 
ankle up again running away from Donahue’s house. But she winced slightly when she walked. 

‘Joh- John, and Maggie went to get iced coffees,’ she said as he approached her, doing 
his best not to walk too quickly. ‘I told them to get us some too. Do you drink coffee?’ 

‘I’d shoot coffee if I could,’ he said, and she laughed. The sound made him warm all 
over, even though he still felt a weird, prickling discomfort standing on her property like he was 



in a One-of-These-Things-Doesn’t-Belong drawing. A curtain twitched in a ground-floor 
window, and a face appeared and disappeared too rapidly for Marcel to make out. 

‘Someone’s spying on us,’ he said. ‘Probably my dad.’ Nathaniel waved dismissively. 
‘Don’t worry. He’s harmless.’ 

Marcel wondered what it would be like to have a dad like that in the house, around, so 
taken-for-granted you could dismiss him with a wave of the hand. Dayna’s dad, Tom, had been 
married to Marcel’s mom-only for eighteen months, and only because Marcel’s mom got 
pregnant, but still. Her dad sent emails to her regularly, and money every month, and sometimes 
even came for a visit. Marcel had never heard a word from his father, not a single peep. All he 
knew was his dad worked construction and came from the Dominican Republic. He wondered, 
for just a split second, what his father was doing now. He was alive and well, back in Florida. 

He’d finally settled down and had a whole host of little kids running around, with dark 
eyes like Marcel’s, with the same high cheekbones. 

Or even better, he’d taken a big-ass tumble from a tall scaffold and split open his head. 

When Joh Joh and Maggie returned in another one of Joh- John’s Junkers- which 
rattled and shook so badly, Marcel was sure it would quit on them before they reached the mall- 
Marcel helped Nathaniel to the back and opened the door for her. 

‘You’re so sweet, Marcel,’ she said, and kissed his cheek, looking almost regretful. 

The ride to Kingston was good. Marcel tried to pay Joh Joh back for the iced coffee, 
but Joh- John waved him off. Maggie managed to coax a decent station out of the patchy radio, 
and they listened to Johnny Cash until Nathaniel begged for something that had been recorded in 
this century. Nathaniel made Marcel do magic tricks again, and this time she laughed when he 
made a straw materialize from her hair. 

The car smelled like old tobacco and mint, like an old man’s underwear drawer, and 
the sun came through the windows, and the whole state of New York seemed lit up by a special, 
interior glow. Marcel felt, for the first time since moving to Carp, for the first time in his life, as 
he belonged somewhere. He wondered how different the past few years would have been if he 



had been hanging out with Joh- John, and Maggie if he’d been dating Nathaniel, picking her up 
to drive her to the movies on Fridays, dancing with her in the gym at homecoming. 

He fought down a wave of sadness. 

None of it would last. It couldn’t. 

Marcel had driven past the Hudson Valley Mall in Kingston but had never gone inside 
it. The ceiling was fitted with big skylights, which made the spotless linoleum floors seem to 
glow. The air smelled like body spray and the little bags of potpourri his mom put in her 
underwear drawer. 

But mostly, it smelled like bleach. Everything was white, like a hospital, like the 
whole building had been dunked in Clorox. It was still early, and the crowds were thin. Marcel’s 
cowboy boots echoed loudly on the ground when he walked, and he hoped Nathaniel wouldn’t 
find it annoying. 

Once inside, Nathaniel consulted a small flyer she had pulled from her bag and 
announced that she would meet up with the group in an hour or so, outside the Taco Bell in the 
food court. 

‘You’re leaving?’ Marcel blurted out. 

Nathaniel looked at Maggie for help. 

Maggie jumped in: ‘Nathaniel has an audition.’ 

‘An audition for what?’ Marcel asked. He wished he didn’t sound so upset. 
Immediately, Nathaniel began to blush. 

‘You’re going to make fun of me,’ she said. His heart practically ripped open. Like he, 
Marcel Mason, would ever dream of making fun of Natalie Dalcas. 

‘I won’t,’ he said quietly. Joh- John and Maggie were already wandering off. Joh- 
John pretended to shove Maggie into the fountain. She yelped and walloped him with a fist. 
Wordlessly, Nathaniel passed him the flyer. It was badly designed. The font was illegible. 



WANTED; MODELS AND ACTRESSES TO SHOWCASE THE BEST AND THE 
BRIGHTEST AT DAZZLING GEMS! 

COMMERCIAL AUDITIONS: 11:30 A.M. SATURDAY AT THE HUDSON 
VALLEY MALL. 

MUST BE EIGHTEEN OR OLDER. 

‘Your birthday is on the twenty-ninth, right?’ Marcel said, hoping he might get extra 
points for remembering. 

‘So? That’s only three weeks away,’ Nathaniel said, and he remembered she was one 
of the youngest in their graduating class. He passed her the flyer, and she shoved it back into her 
bag as though she was embarrassed to have shown him. ‘I thought I’d try, anyway.’ 

You’re beautiful, Natalie, he wanted to say to her. But all he could say was, ‘They’d 
be morons to take anyone else.’ 

She smiled so widely, he could see all her perfect teeth, nestled in her perfect mouth, 
like small white candies. He was hoping she might kiss his cheek again, but she didn’t. ‘It won’t 
take more than an hour or two,’ she said. ‘Probably less.’ Then she was gone. 

Marcel was left in a foul mood. He wandered behind Joh- John, and Maggie fora 
while, but even though both were perfectly nice, it was clear they wanted to be alone. They had 
their language, their jokes. They were constantly touching each other too- pushing and shoving, 
pinching, and hugging, like kids flirting on a playground. Jesus. Marcel didn’t know why they 
just didn’t get it on already. 

They were crazy about each other. 

He made an excuse about wanting to get something for his sister-Joh- John looked 
vaguely surprised he even had a sister-and wandered outside, smoking three cigarettes in a row 
in the parking lot, which was beginning to fill up. He checked his phone a few times, hoping 
Nathaniel had already texted. She hadn’t. He began to feel like an idiot. He had all this money on 
him. He’d been planning to buy her something. But this wasn’t a date. 


Was it? 



What did she want from him? He couldn’t tell. Inside, he wandered around aimlessly. 
The mall wasn’t that big-only one floor-and there was no carousel, which disappointed him. One 
time he’d taken a carousel ride with Dayna at a mall in Columbus-or was it- Chicago? 

They’d raced around, trying to ride every single horse before the music stopped 
playing, yelling like cowboys. The memory made him happy and sad at the same time. It took 
him a moment to realize he’d accidentally stepped in front of a Victoria’s Secret. 

A mom and her daughter were giving him weird looks. He looked like a perv. He 
turned away quickly, resolving to go to Dazzling Gems and see whether Nathaniel was done yet. 
It had been an hour, anyway. 

Dazzling Gems was on the other side of the building. He was surprised to see a long 
line snaking out of the boutique-girls waiting to audition, all of them tanned and wearing next to 
nothing and perching like antelope on towering heels, and none of them close to as pretty as 
Nathaniel. They were all cheesy looking, he thought. Then he saw her. 

She was standing just outside the boutique doors, talking to an old person with a face 
that reminded Marcel of a ferret. His hair was greasy and thinning on top; Marcel could see 
patchy bits of his scalp. He was wearing a cheap suit, and even this, somehow, managed to look 
greasy and threadbare. At that second, Nathaniel turned and spotted Marcel. She smiled big, 
waving, and pushed toward him. Ferret melted into the crowd. 

‘How was it?’ Marcel asked. 

‘Stupid,’ she said. ‘I didn’t even make it through the doors. I waited in line for, like, 
an hour and barely moved three places. And then some woman came around and checked IDs.’ 
She said it cheerfully, though. 

‘So, who was that?’ Marcel asked carefully. He didn’t want her to think he was jealous 
of Ferret, even though he sort of was... 

‘Who?’ Nathaniel blinked. 

‘That guy you were just talking to,’ he said. Marcel noticed Nathaniel was holding 
something... a business card. 



‘Oh, that.’ Nathaniel rolled her eyes. ‘Some modeling scouts. He said he liked my 
look.’ She said it casually like it was no big deal, but he could tell she was thrilled. 

‘So-o he just, like, goes around handing out cards?’ Marcel said. 

He could tell right away he’d offended her. ‘He doesn’t just hand them out to anyone,’ 
she said stiffly. ‘He handed one to me. Because he liked my face. Gisele got discovered in a 
mall.’ 


Marcel didn’t think Ferret looked anything like a modeling agent-and why would an 
agent be scouting at the mall in Kingston, New York, anyway? -But he didn’t know how to say 
so without offending her further. He didn’t want her to think he thought she wasn’t pretty enough 
to be a model because he did. Except for models where tall and she was short. But otherwise. 

‘Be careful,’ he said because he could think of nothing else to say. 

To his relief, she laughed. ‘I know what I’m doing,’ she said. 

‘Come on. Let’s go get something to eat. I’m starving.’ Nathaniel didn’t like to hold 
hands because it made her feel ‘imbalanced,’ but she walked so close to him, their arms were 
almost touching. It occurred to him that anyone looking would assume they were together, like 
boyfriend-girlfriend, and he had a sudden rush of insane happiness. He had no idea how this had 
happened that he was walking next to Nathaniel Dalcas as he belonged there like she was his girl. 
He thought, vaguely, it had something to do with Terror. They found Joh- John, and Maggie 
arguing about whether to go to Sbarro or East Wok. While they hashed it out, 

Marcel and Nathaniel agreed easily on Subway. He bought her lunch-a chicken sub, 
which she changed at the last second to a salad (‘Just in case,’ she said cryptically)-and a Diet 
Coke. They found an empty table and sat down while Maggie and Joh- John stood in line at Taco 
Bell, which they had at last agreed on. 

‘So, what’s up with them?’ Marcel said. 

‘With Joh- John and Maggie?’ Nathaniel shrugged. ‘Best friends, I guess.’ She slurped 
her soda loudly. He liked the way she ate unselfconsciously, unlike some girls. ‘I think Joh- John 
has a cmsh on her, though.’ 



‘Seems like it,’ Marcel said. 


Nathaniel tilted her head, watching him. 

‘What about you?’ ‘What about me what?’ 

‘Do you have a cmsh on anyone?’ He had just taken a big bite of his sandwich; the 
question was so unexpected he nearly choked. He couldn’t think of a single thing to say that 
wasn’t lame. 

‘I’m not -’ He coughed and took a sip of his Coke. Jesus. His face was burning. 

‘I mean, I don’t-’ ‘Marcel.’ She cut him off. Her voice was suddenly stem. ‘I’d like 
you to kiss me now.’ He had just been scarfing a meatball sub. But he kissed her anyway. What 
else could he do? 

He felt the noise in his head, the noise around them, swelling into a clamor; he loved 
the way she kissed like she was still hungry like she wanted to eat him. Heat roared through his 
whole body, and for one second, he experienced a crazy shock of anxiety: he must be dreaming. 
He put one hand on the back of her head, and she pulled away just long enough to say, ‘Both 
hands, please.’ 

After that, the noise in his head quieted. He felt relaxed, and he kissed her again, more 
slowly this time. On the way home, he barely said anything. He was happier than he’d ever been, 
and he feared to say or doing anything that would min it. 

Joh- John dropped Marcel off first. Marcel had promised to watch fireworks on TV 
withDayna tonight. He wondered whether he should kiss Nathaniel again-he was stressing about 
it, it-but she solved the problem by hugging him, which would have been disappointing except 
she was pressed up next to him in the car and he could feel her boobs against his chest. 

‘Thanks a lot, man,’ he said to Joh- John. Joh- John gave him a fist bump. 

Like they were friends. 

They were. He watched the car drive off, even after he could no longer make out 
Nathaniel’s silhouette in the backseat until the car disappeared beyond a hill and he could hear 
only the distant, guttural growl of the engine. Still, he stood there on the sidewalk, reluctant to 



head inside, back to Dayna and his mom and the narrow space of his room, piled with clothes 
and empty cigarette packs, smelling vaguely like garbage. 


He just wanted to be happy for a little longer. 

His phone buzzed. An email. His heart picked up. He recognized the sender. 

Luke Hanrahan. 

The message was short. 

Leave us alone. I’ll go to the police. 

Marcel read the message several times, enjoying it, reading desperation between the 
lines. He’d been wondering whether Luke had received his message; he had. Marcel scrolled 
down and reread the email he had sent a week earlier. 

The bets are in. 

The game is on. 

Part: 4 

I’ll make you a trade: 

A sister’s legs fora brother’s life. 

Standing in the fading sun, Marcel allowed himself to smile. 

Maggie, 

IT HAD BEEN A GOOD DAY-ONE OF THE BEST OF THE whole summer so far. 
For once, Maggie wouldn’t let herself think about the future, and what would happen in the fall, 
when Joh- John went to college at SUNY Binghamton and Nathaniel headed to Eos Angeles to 
be an actress. Maggie thought, she could just stay on at Anne’s house, as a kind of helper. She 
could even move in. Eily could come too; they could share a room in one of the sheds. 

Of course, that meant she’d still be stuck in Carp, but at least she’d be out of Fresh 
Pines Mobile Park. She liked Anne, and she especially liked the animals. She’d been out to 
Mansfield Road three times a week, and she was aheady looking forward to heading back. She 



liked the smell of wet straw and old leather and grass that hung over everything; she liked the 
way the dog Muppet recognized her, and the excited chattering of the chickens. She decided she 
liked the white Bengal’s, too-from a distance, anyway. 

She was mesmerized by the way they moved, muscles rippling like the surface of the 
water, and by their eyes, which looked so wise-so bleak, too, as though they had stared into the 
center of the universe and found it disappointing, a feeling Maggie completely understood. But 
she was happy to let Anne do the feeding. She couldn’t believe the balls on the woman. It was a 
good thing Anne was too old for Fear. She would have nailed it. 

Anne went inside the pen, got within three feet of the white Bengal’s as they circled 
her, eyeing the bucket of meat hungrily-although Maggie was sure they’d be just as happy to 
take a chomp of Anne’s head. 

Anne insisted they wouldn’t harm her, though. ‘As long as I’m doing the feeding,’ she 
said, ‘they won’t use me for feed.’ Maybe-just maybe-things would be okay. The only bad part 
of the day was the fact that Joh- John was constantly checking his phone, Maggie assumed for 
texts from Avery. This reminded her that Matt hadn’t texted her once since their breakup. 
Meanwhile, Joh- John had Avery (Maggie wouldn’t think of her as a girlfriend,) and Nathaniel 
had Marcel hanging on her every word and was also still seeing a bartender over in Kingston, 
some sleazy guy who rode a Vespa, which Nathaniel insisted was just as cool as a motorcycle. 

Right...? 

But after they dropped off Marcel, Nathaniel asked, ‘Is Avery coming tonight, Joh- 
John?’ and when Joh- John said no, too quickly, Maggie felt at peace with the world. Nathaniel 
made them detour so she could get a six-pack; then they headed to 7- Eleven and bought junky 
Fourth of July food: Doritos and dip, powdered doughnuts, and even a bag of pork cracklings, 
because it was funny and Joh- John had bravely volunteered to eat some. 

They headed to the gully: a steep, barren slope of gravel and broken-up concrete that 
bottomed out in the old train tracks, now red with mst and littered with trash. The sun was just 
starting to set. They picked their way carefully down the slope and across the tracks, and Joh- 
John scouted the best place to light off the sparklers. 



This was a tradition. Two years ago, Joh- John had even surprised Maggie by buying 
two fifty-pound bags of mixed sand from Home Depot and making a beach. He’d even bought 
loopy straws and those paper umbrellas to put in their drinks, so she would feel they were 
somewhere tropical. 

Today, Maggie wouldn’t have chosen to be anywhere else in the entire world. Not 
even the Caribbean. Nathaniel was already on her second beer, and she was getting wobbly. 
Maggie had a beer too, and even though she didn’t usually like to drink, she felt warm and happy. 
She stumbled over a loose slat in the tracks and Joh- John caught her, looped an arm around her 
waist. She was surprised that he felt so solid, so strong. So warm, too. 

‘You okay there, Heath-bar?’ When he smiled, both of his dimples appeared, and 
Maggie had the craziest thought: she wanted to kiss them. She banished the idea quickly. That 
was why she didn’t drink.’ 

I’m fine.’ She tried to pull away. He moved his arm to her shoulders. She could smell 
beer on his breath. She wondered if he, too, was a little dmnk. 

‘Come on, get off me.’ She said it jokingly, but she didn’t feel like joking. Nathaniel 
was wandering up ahead of them, kicking at stones. Darkness was falling, and her heart was 
beating hard in her chest and for a moment, she felt like she and Joh- John where alone. He was 
staring at her with an expression she couldn’t identify. She felt heat spreading through her 
stomach-she was nervous for no reason. 

‘Take a picture. It’ll last longer,’ she said and gave him a push. The moment passed. 
Joh- John laughed and charged; she Marcel him. 

‘Children, children. Stop fighting!’ Nathaniel called back to them. They found a place 
to set off the sparklers. Nathaniel’s fizzled and sputtered out before they could get properly lit. 
Maggie tried next. When she stepped forward with the lighter, there was a series of cracking 
sounds, and Maggie jumped back, thinking confusedly she’d messed up. But then she realized 
that she hadn’t even gotten the sparkler lit. 

‘Look, look!’ Nathaniel was bouncing up and down excitedly. Maggie turned just as a 
series of fireworks-green, red, a shower of golden sparks-exploded in the east, just above the tree 
line. Nathaniel was laughing like a maniac. 



‘What the hell?’ Maggie felt dizzy with happiness and confusion. It wasn’t even all- 
the-way dark yet, and there were never any fireworks in Carp. The nearest fireworks wherein 
Poughkeepsie, fifty minutes away, at Wary as Park- where Lily would he with their mom and Bo 
right now. 


Only Joh- John didn’t seem excited. His arms were a-crossed, and he was shaking his 
head as they kept going: more gold, and now blue and red again, blooming and fading, sucked 
back into the sky, leaving tentacle-traces of smoke. And just as Nathaniel started running, half 
limping but still laughing, calling, 

‘Come on, come on!’ like they could race straight through to the source, it hit Maggie 
too: this wasn’t a celebration. 

It was a sign. In the distance, sirens began to wail. The show-stopped abruptly: ghostly 
fingers of smoke crept silently across the sky. At last, Nathaniel stopped running. Whipping 
around to face Maggie and Joh- John, she said, ‘What? 

What is it?’ Maggie shivered, even though it wasn’t cold. The air smelled like smoke, 
and the wail of the fire tmcks cut through her head, sharp and hot. 

‘It’s the next challenge,’ she said. 

‘It’s Fright.’ 

It was just after eleven p.m. by the time Joh- John dropped Maggie off in front of the 
trailer. Now she wished she hadn’t had the beer-she felt exhausted. Joh- John had been quiet 
since Natalie got out of the car. 

Now he turned to her and said, abruptly, ‘I still think you should quit; you know.’ 

Maggie pretended not to know what he was talking about. ‘Quit what?’ 

‘Don’t play dumb.’ Joh- John rubbed his forehead. The light shining into the car from 
the porch lit up his profile: the straight slope of his nose, the set of his jaw. Maggie realized that 
he wasn’t a boy anymore. Somehow, when she wasn’t looking, he had become a guy -tall and 
strong, with a stubborn chin and a girlfriend and opinions she didn’t share. She felt an ache in her 
stomach, a sense of loss and a sense of wanting. 



‘The game’s just going to get more dangerous, Maggie. I don’t want you to get hurt. 
I’d never forgiven myself if -’ He trailed off, shaking his head. Maggie thought of that awful text 
message she’d received. Quit now, before you get hurt. Anger sparked in her chest. Why was the 
hell everyone trying to make sure she didn’t compete? 

‘I thought you were rooting for me.’ 

‘I am.’ Joh- John turned to face her. They were very close together in the dark. ‘Just 
not like that.’ For a second, they continued staring at each other. His eyes were dark moons. His 
lips were a few inches away from hers. Maggie realized that she was still thinking about kissing 
him. 


‘Good night, Joh- John,’ she said and got out of the car. 

Inside, the TV was on. Krista and Bo were lying on the couch, watching an old black- 
and-white movie. Bo was shirtless, and Krista was smoking. The coffee table was packed with 
empty beer bottles-Maggie counted ten of them. 

‘Hey’ a Maggie Lynn.’ Krista stubbed out her cigarette. She missed the ashtray on her 
first try. She was glassy-eyed. 

Maggie could barely look at her. She better not has been messed up and driving with 
Lily in the car; Maggie would kill her. ‘Where you been?’ ‘Nowhere,’ Maggie said. She knew 
her mom didn’t care. ‘Where’s Lily?’ 

‘Sleeping.’ Krista stuck a hand down her shirt, scratching. She kept her eyes on the 
TV. ‘Big day. We saw fireworks.’ 

‘Piss-packed with people,’ Bo put in. ‘There was a line for the goddamn porta-potties.’ 

‘I’m going to sleep,’ Maggie said. 

She didn’t bother trying to be nice. 

Krista was too dmnk to lecture her. 


‘Keep the TV down, okay? 



She had trouble getting the door to the bedroom open; she realized that Lily had balled 
up one of her sweatshirts and shoved it in the crack between the door and the warped floorboards, 
to help keep out the noise and the smoke. Maggie had taught her that trick. It was hot in the room, 
even though the window was open, and a small portable fan was whirring rhythmically on the 
dresser. 


She didn’t turn on the light. There was a little moonlight coming through the window, 
and she could have navigated the room by touch, anyway. She undressed, piling her clothes on 
the floor, and climbed into bed, pushing her blankets to the footboard, using only the sheet as a 
cover. She had assumed Lily was sleeping, but suddenly she heard rustling from the other twin 
bed. 


‘Maggie?’ She whispered. ‘Uh-huh?’ 

‘Can you tell me a story?’ 

‘What kind of story?’ 

‘A happy kind.’ It had been a long time since Lily had asked for a story. Now Maggie 
told a version of one of her favorites, ‘The Twelve Dancing Princesses,’ except instead of 
princesses, she made the girls normal sisters, who lived in a falling-down castle with a queen and 
king too vain and stupid to look after them. But then they found a trapdoor that led down to a 
secret world, where they were princesses, and where everyone fawned over them. 

By the time she was done, Lily was breathing slowly, deeply. Maggie rolled over and 
closed her eyes. 

Part: 5 

‘Maggie?’ 

Lily’s voice was thick with sleep. Maggie opened her eyes again, surprised. 

‘You should be sleeping, Billy.’ 


‘Are you going to die?’ 



The question was so unexpected, Maggie didn’t answer fora few seconds. ‘Of course 
not, Lily,’ she said sharply. 

Lily’s face was half-mashed into her pillow. ‘Kyla Anderson says you’re going to die. 
Because of Terror.’ 

Maggie felt a current of fear go through her fear, and something else, something 
deeper and more painful. 

‘How did you hear about Terror?’ She asked. Lily mumbled something. Maggie 
prompted her again. 

‘Who told you about Fear, Lily?’ she asked. 

But Lily was asleep. 

The Graybill house was haunted. 

Everyone in Carp knew it, had been saying it for half a century, since the last of the 
Graybill's had hanged himself from its rafters, just like his father and grandfather before h im . 

The Graybill curse. No one had lived in the house officially for more than forty years, 
although infrequently some squatters and mnaways risked it. 

No one would live there. At night, lights flickered on and off in the windows. 

Vocal sounds whispered in the mouse-infested walls, and ghosts of children ran down 
dust-covered hallways. Sometimes, locals claimed they heard a woman earsplitting screaming in 
the attic. 


Those where the rumors, at least. And now, the fireworks; some of the old-timers, the 
ones who claimed they could still recollect the day the last Graybill was found swinging by the 
neck, swore that the fireworks weren't set off by kids at all. 

They might not even be fireworks. Who knew what sort of forces leached out of that 
tumbledown house, what kind of bad juju, sizzling the night into fire and flame? 



The police officers thought it was just the usual Fourth of July prank. But Maggie, 
Nathaniel, and Marcel knew better. So, did Kim Hollister and Ray Hanrahan and all the other 
players. Two days after the Fourth of July, their suspicions were confirmed. 

Maggie had just gotten out of the shower when she booted on the ancient laptop and 
checked her email. Her throat went dry; her mouth turned itchy. 

JudmentfallmgtooYou@ gmail.com 

Subject: Enjoy fireworks? The show will be even better this Friday at ten p.m. 

See how long you can stand it. 

Remember no calling for help. 

FRIDAY, JULY 8 

Maggie, 

TT’S TOO EASY,’ MAGGIE SAID AGAIN. SHE SQUEEZED the steering wheel. 
She didn’t like to drive. 

But Joh- John had been insistent. He wasn’t going to make it to the challenge today, 
wasn’t going to sit around and wait for hours while the players tried to outlast one another in a 
haunted house. 

And for once, she’d been able to use the car. Her mom and Bo were getting smashed 
with some friends in Lot 62, an abandoned trailer mostly used for partying. They’d crawl home 
around four, or not until sunrise. 

‘They’ll probably try and screw with us,’ Nathaniel said. ‘They’ve probably rigged the 
whole house with sound effects and lights.’ 

‘It’s still too easy.’ Maggie shook her head. ‘This is Fright, not Halloween.’ Her palms 
were sweating. 

‘Re min isces about the time we were kids, and Joh- John dared you to stand on the 
porch for three minutes?’ 


‘Only because you flaked,’ Nathaniel said. 



‘You flaked too,’ Maggie reminded her, sorry now that she had brought it up. ‘You 
didn’t make it for thirty seconds.’ ‘Joh- John did, though,’ Nathaniel said, turning her face to the 
window. ‘He went inside, remember? He stayed inside for five whole minutes.’ 

‘I forgot about that,’ Maggie said. 

‘When was that?’ Marcel spoke up unexpectedly. 

‘Years ago. We must have been ten, eleven. Right, Maggie?’ 

‘Younger, Nine,’ Maggie wished that Joh- John had come. 

This was their first challenge without him, and her chest ached. Being with Joh- John 
made her feel safe. 

They turned the bend and the house became visible: the sharp peak of its roof 
silhouetted against the clouds knotted on the horizon, like something out of a horror movie. It 
rose crookedly out of the ground, and Maggie imagined even from a distance she could hear the 
wind howling through the holes in the roof, the mice nibbling at the rotten wood floors. 

The only thing missing was a flock of bats. There were a dozen cars parked on the 
road. Most people felt the same way Joh- John did, and most of the spectators had stayed home. 
Not all of them, though. 

Maggie spotted Vivian Trevin, sitting on the hood of her car, smoking a cigarette. A 
group of juniors huddled not far off, passing around a shared bottle of wine, looking solemn, as if 
they were attending a wake. For a second, before Maggie turned the engine off, the rain misting 
through the headlights reminded her of thin slivers of glass. 

Marcel climbed out of the car and opened the door for Nathaniel. Maggie reached for 
the bag she’d packed for the night: food, water, a big blanket. She would be here for as long as it 
took to win. Nathaniel and Marcel, too. 

Suddenly there was a muffled shout from outside. Maggie looked up in time to see a 
dark shape rocket past the car. Nathaniel screamed. And people were suddenly rushing into the 
road. Maggie threw herself out of the car and ran around to the passenger side, in time to see Ray 



Hanrahan catch Marcel in the stomach with a shoulder. Marcel stumbled backward, bumping 
against the remains of a fence. A shower of wood collapsed behind him. 

‘I know what you’re doing, you little freak,’ he spat out. ‘You think you can-’ 

He was cut off and gmnted sharply. 

Marcel had stepped forward and grabbed Ray by the throat. There was a collective 
gasp. Nathaniel cried out. Marcel leaned in and spoke quietly into Ray’s ear. 

Maggie couldn’t hear what he said. Just as quickly, he stepped backward, releasing 
Ray, who stood, coughing, and gagging in the rain. 

Marcel’s face was cahn. Nathaniel moved as though to hug him and then, at the last 
second, obviously thought better of it. 

‘Stay the hell away from me, Mason,’ Ray said when he had regained his breath. ‘I’m 
warning you. You better watch it.’ ‘Come on, guys,’ Sarah Wilson, another contestant, spoke up. 
‘It’s pouring. Can we get started?’ Ray was still glowering at Marcel. 

But he said nothing. 

‘All right.’ That was -Digging. 

Maggie hadn’t seen him in the crowd. 

I love the old Chevy looking at the photos 3 on the tree, yet with newer parts... I find 

that cool. 


His voice was suctioned away by the darkness and the rain. ‘Rules are simple. The 
longer you make it in the house, the higher your score.’ Maggie shivered. The night of the jump, 
when -Digging was crowing into the megaphone, seemed like it had happened years ago: the 
radio, the beer, the celebration. 

She suddenly couldn’t remember how she had ended up the here-in front of the 
Graybill house, all its angles and planes wrong. A deformed place. Listing to one side as though 
it was in danger of collapse. 



‘No calling for help,’ -Digging said, and his voice cracked a little. Maggie wondered 
whether he knew something they didn’t. ‘That’s it. Challenge is on.’ 

Everyone broke apart. Beams of light-flashlights and the occasional blue glow of a 
cell phone-swept across the road illuminated the crooked fence, the tall grass, the remains of a 
front path, now choked with weeds. Marcel was pulling his backpack out of the tmnk. Nathaniel 
was standing next to him. Maggie pushed her way over to them. 

‘What was that about?’ Maggie asked. Marcel slammed the tmnk closed. 

‘No idea,’ he said. In the dark, it was hard to decipher his expression. Maggie 
wondered whether he knew more than he was telling. 

‘The guy’s a psychopath.’ Maggie shivered again as moisture seeped under the collar 
of her jacket, dampening her sweatshirt. 

She knew, like everyone did, that Marcel’s older sister had gone up against Ray’s 
older brother two years ago in Joust and been paralyzed. Maggie hadn’t been watching -she’d 
been babysitting Lily that night with Joh- John. 

But Nat had said the car folded up l ik e an accordion. Maggie wondered if Marcel 
blamed the Hanrahan's. ‘Let’s stay away from Ray inside, okay?’ She said. 

‘Let’s stay away from all of them.’ She didn’t put it past Ray Hanrahan to sabotage 
them-jump out at them, grab them, or take a swing. Marcel turned to her and smiled. His teeth 
were very white, even in the dark. 

‘Deal.’ They tmdged across the road and into the yard with the others. Maggie’s chest 
was heavy with something that wasn’t fear, exactly-more like dread. It was too easy. 

The rain made the mud suck at her shoes. It would be a sh*t night. She wished she’d 
thought to try and sneak a beer. She didn’t even like the taste, but that would take the edge off, 
make the night go quicker. 

She wondered whether the judges were here-maybe sitting in the front seat of one of 
the darkened cars, legs on the dash; or even standing in the road, jogging up and down, 
pretending to be normal spectators. 



That was the part of Fear she hated most of all: the fact that they were always being 
watched. They were on the front porch too quickly. Even Seller had just disappeared inside, and 
the door swung shut with a bang. 

N athaniel jumped... 

‘You okay?’ 

Marcel asked her, in a deep voice. 

‘Fine,’ Nat spoke too loudly. Once again, Maggie wished Joh- John had come along. 
She wished he were next to her, making stupid jokes, teasing her about being afraid. 

‘Here goes nothing.’ Nathaniel took a step forward and heaved open the door, which 
was hanging at a weird angle. She hesitated... ‘It smells,’ she said. ‘As long as it doesn’t shoot 
or bark. I’m fine with it,’ Marcel said. 

He didn’t seem afraid at all. He moved forward, in front of Nat, and stepped into the 
house. Nathaniel followed. Maggie was the last to enter. 

Immediately, Maggie smelled it too: mouse sh*t and mildew, rot, like the smell of a 
mouth closed for years. Jagged beams of light zigzagged across the halls and through dark rooms, 
as the other players slowly spread out, trying to stake out their comers, their hiding spots. 

Floorboards creaked, and doors moaned open and closed; voices whispered in the dark. 
The blackness was as thick and heavy as soup. Maggie felt her stomach pooling, open with fear. 

She fumbled in her pocket for her phone. Nathaniel had the same idea. Nathaniel’s 
face was suddenly visible, lit up from underneath, her eyes deep hollows, her skin blue-tinged. 
Maggie used the feeble light from her phone to cast a small circle on the faded wallpaper, the 
termite-eaten molding. 

Suddenly a bright light flashed on. 

‘Flashlight app,’ Marcel said, as Maggie brought a hand to her eyes. 


‘Sorry. I didn’t know it would be so strong.’ 



He directed the beam upward, to the ceiling, where the remains of a chandelier were 
swinging, creaking, in a faint wind. That was where three Graybill men had hanged themselves if 
the mmors were tme. 

‘Come on,’ Maggie said, trying to keep her voice steady. The judges might be 
anywhere. ‘Let’s move away from the door.’ They advanced farther into the house. Marcel took 
the lead. Footsteps rang out above them, on the second floor. 

Marcel’s flashlight cut a small, sharp blade through the blackness, and Maggie was 
reminded of a documentary about the wreck of the Titanic she’d watched once with Lily-the way 
the recovery submarines had looked, floating through all that dark space, crawling over the 
mined wood and the old china plates, which were covered with mossy growth and underwater 
things. That was how she felt. 

As if they were at the bottom of the ocean. The pressure on her chest was squeezing, 
squeezing. She could hear Nathaniel breathing hard. From upstairs came muffled sounds of 
shouting: a fight. 

‘Kitchen,’ Marcel announced. He swept the beam of light across mst pitted stove, a 
tile floor half ripped up. 

All the images were disjointed, bleached white, like in a bad horror film. Maggie 
pictured insects everywhere, spider webs, horrible things dropping on her from above. Marcel 
aimed his beam in the comer and Maggie almost screamed: for a second, she saw a face-black, 
pitted eyes, mouth leering. 

‘Can you stop pointing that thing at me?’ 

The girl raised her hand in front of her eyes, squinting, and Maggie’s heartbeat slowed. 
It was just Sarah Wilson, huddled in the comer. As Marcel angled the light down, Maggie saw 
that Sarah had brought a pillow and a sleeping bag. It would be easier, far easier, if all the 
players could huddle together in one room, passing Cheetos and a bottle of cheap vodka someone 
had stolen from a parent’s liquor cabinet. 

But they were beyond that. They passed out of the kitchen and down a short set of 
stairs, littered with trash, all of it lit up in starts and jerks: cigarette butts, brittle leaves. 



blackened Styrofoam coffee cups. Squatters. Maggie heard footsteps: in the walls, overhead, 
behind her. She couldn’t tell. 

‘Maggie’-Nathaniel turned around, grabbed Maggie’s sweatshirt. 

‘Sh-h-h-h,’ Marcel hushed them sharply. He shut off the flashlight. They stood in 
darkness so heavy, Maggie could taste it every time she inhaled: things moldering, rotting 
slowly; slippery, sliding, slithery things. Behind her. The footsteps stopped, hesitated. 
Floorboards creaked. 

Someone was following them. 

‘Move,’ Maggie whispered. She knew she was losing it-that it was probably just 
another player exploring the house-but she couldn’t stop a terrible fantasy that seized her: it was 
one of the judges, pacing slowly through the dark, ready to grab her. 

And not a human, either-a supernatural being with a thousand eyes and long, slick 
fingers, a jaw that would come unhinged, a mouth big enough to swallow you. The footsteps 
advanced. One more step, and then another. 

‘Move,’ she said again. Her voice sounded strangled, desperate in the dark. 

‘In here,’ Marcel said. It was so dark, she couldn’t even see him, though he must have 
been standing only a few feet away. He gmnted; she heard the groaning of old wood, the whine 
of msted hinges. She felt Nathaniel move away from her and she followed blindly, quickly, 
nearly tripping over an irregularity in the floor, which marked the beginning of a new room. 

Marcel swung the door closed behind her, leaning into it until it popped into place. 
Maggie stood, panting. 

The footsteps kept coming. They paused outside the door. Her breath was shallow, as 
though she’d been underwater. Then the footsteps withdrew. 

Marcel turned on the flashlight app again. In its glow, his face looked like a weird 
modem painting: all angles. 

‘What was that?’ Maggie whispered. She was almost afraid neither Marcel nor Nat 


had heard. 



But Marcel said, ‘Nothing. Someone trying to freak us out. That’s all’ 


He placed his phone on the floor, so the beam of light was directed straight up. Marcel 
had a sleeping bag stuffed in his backpack; Maggie shook out the blanket she’d brought. 
Nathaniel sat down next to the cone of light, drawing the blanket around her shoulders. 

Suddenly, relief broke in Maggie’s chest. They were safe, together, around their 
makeshift version of a campfire. It would be easy. 

Marcel squatted next to Nathaniel. ‘Might as well get comfortable, I guess.’ Maggie 
paced the small room. It must have once been a storage area, or a pantry, except that it was a 
little way from the kitchen. 

It was no more than twenty feet square. High up against one wall was the room’s 
single window, but the cloud cover was so thick, barely any light penetrated. 

On one wall where warped wooden shelves, which now contained nothing but a layer 
of dust and yet more trash; empty chip bags, a cmshed soda can, an old wrench. She used the 
light of her cell phone to perform a quick exploration. 

‘Spiders,’ she commented, as her phone lit up a web, perfectly symmetrical, glistening 
and silver, which extended between two shelves. Marcel rocketed to his feet as though he’d been 
bitten on the ass. 

‘Where?’ 

Maggie and Nathaniel exchanged a look. 

Nathaniel cracked a small smile. 

‘You’re afraid of spiders?’ 

Maggie blurted out. She couldn’t help it. Marcel had shown no fear, ever. She would 
never have expected it. 


‘Keep your voice down,’ he said roughly. 



‘Don’t worry,’ Maggie said. She turned off her phone. ‘It was just the web, anyway.’ 
She didn’t mention the small blurred lumps within it: insects, spun into the threads, waiting to be 
consumed and digested. 

Marcel nodded and looked embarrassed. He turned away, shoving his hands in the 
pockets of his jacket. 

‘Now what?’ Nathaniel said. 

‘We wait,’ Marcel replied, without turning around. Nathaniel reached over and popped 
open a bag of chips. A second later, she was crunching loudly. Maggie looked at her. 

‘What?’ Nathaniel said with her mouth full. ‘We’re going to be here all night. Except 
it came out, ‘we're going to be crazy and sh*t all night.’ 

She was right... Maggie went and sat down next to her. The floor was uneven. 

‘So, wave do you think it’s right too?’ Nathaniel said, which this time Maggie had no 
trouble translating. 

‘What do I think about what?’ She hugged her knees to her chest. She wished the cone 
of light where bigger, more powerful. Everything outside its limited beam was rough shadow, 
shape, and darkness. Even Marcel, standing with his face turned away from the light. 

In the dark, he could have been anyone. 

‘I don’t know. Everything. The judges. Who plans all this?’ 

Maggie reached out and took two chips. She fed them into her mouth, one from each 
hand. It was an unstated rule that no one spoke about the identity of the judges. ‘I want to know 
how it got started,’ she said. 

‘And why we’ve all been crazy enough to play. ’ It was meant to be a joke, but her 
voice came out shrill. Marcel shifted and came to squat next to Natalie again. 

‘What about you, Marcel?’ Maggie said. ‘Why did you agree to play?’ Marcel looked 
up. His face was a mask of hollows, and Maggie was suddenly reminded of one summer when 



she’d gone camping with some other Girl Scouts, the way the counselors had gathered them 
around the fire to tell ghost stories. 

They had used flashlights to turn their faces gruesome, and all the campers were afraid. 
For a second, she thought he smiled. 

‘Revenge.’ 

Nathaniel started to laugh. ‘Revenge?’ She repeated. 

Maggie realized she hadn’t misheard. ‘Nat,’ she said sharply. Nathaniel must have 
remembered, then, about 

Marcel’s sister: her smile faded quickly. 

Marcel’s eyes clicked to Maggie’s. She quickly looked away. 

So-o, he did blame Luke Hanrahan for what had happened. She felt suddenly cold. 

The word revenge was so awful: straight and sharp, like a knife. As if he could tell what she was 
thinking, Marcel smiled. ‘I just want to cream Ray, that’s all,’ he said lightly, and reached out to 
grab the bag of chips. 

Maggie felt instantly better. They tried to play cards for a while, but it was too dark, 
even for a slow-moving game; they had to keep passing the flashlight around. Nathaniel wanted 
to learn how to do a magic trick, but Marcel resisted it. 

Occasionally- they heard voices from the hall or footsteps, and Maggie would tense up, 
certain that this was the beginning of the real challenge-spooky ghost holograms or people in 
masks who would jump out at them. But nothing happened. No one came barging in the door to 
say boo. 

After a while, Maggie got tired. She balled up the duffel bag she’d brought under her 
head. She listened to the low rhythm of Marcel and Nathaniel’s conversation they were talking 
about whether a shark or a bear would win in a fight, and Marcel was arguing that they had to 
specify a medium. 
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Then they were talking about dogs, and Maggie saw two large eyes (a white Bengal’s 
eyes?) the size of headlights, staring at her from the darkness. She wanted to scream; there was a 
monster here, in the dark, about to pounce. And she opened her mouth, but instead of a scream 
coming out, the darkness poured in, and she slept. 

Part: 6 

Marcel, 

Marcel WAS DREAMING OF THE TIME THAT HE AND Dayna had - ridden the 
carousel together in Chicago. Or Columbus. But in his dream, there were palm trees, and a man 
selling grilled meats from a brightly colored cart. Dayna was in front of him, and her hair was so 
long it kept whipping him in the face. 

A crowd was gathered: people shouting, leering, calling things he couldn’t understand. 
He knew he was supposed to be happy he was supposed to be having fun, but he wasn’t. It was 
too hot. 


Plus, there was Dayna’s hair, getting tangled in his mouth, making it hard to swallow. 
Making it hard to breathe. There was the stench from the meat cart, too. The smell of burning. 
The thick clouds of smoke. 

Smoke... 

Marcel woke up suddenly, jerking upright. He’d fallen asleep straight on the floor, 
with his face pressed against the cold wood. He had no idea what time it was. He could just make 
out 


Maggie’s and Nathaniel’s entangled forms, the pattern of their breathing. For a second, 
still half-asleep, he thought they looked like baby dragons. Then he realized why: the room was 
filling with smoke. It was seeping underneath the crack below the door, snaking its way into the 
room. 


He stood up, then thought better of it, remembering that smoke rises, and dropped to 
his knees. There was shouting: screams and footsteps sounded from other parts of the house. 


Too easy. He remembered what Maggie had said earlier. 



Of course...? 


Firecrackers exploded here on the Fourth of July; there would be a prize for the 
players who stayed in the house the longest. 

Fire... The house was on fire. He reached over and shook the girls not bothering to 
distinguish between them, to locate their elbows from their shoulders. ‘Wake up. Wake up.’ 

Natalie sat up, rubbing her eyes, and then immediately began coughing. 

‘What-?’ 


‘Fire,’ he said shortly. ‘Stay low. 

Smoke rises.’ Maggie was stirring now too. He crawled back to the door. No doubt 
about it: the rats were leaving a project. There was a confusion of voices outside, the sound of 
slamming doors. 

That meant the fire must have already spread far. No one would have wanted to bail 
right away. He put his hand on the metal doorhandle. It was warm to the touch, but not scalding. 

‘Nathaniel? Marcel? What’s going on?’ Maggie was fully awake now. Her voice was 
shrill, hysterical. ‘Why is it so smoky?’ 

‘Fire!! ’ It was Natalie who answered. Her voice was, amazingly, cahn. 

Time to get the hell out. Before the fire spread further. He had a sudden memory of 
some gym class in DC-or was its Richmond? 

-When all the kids had to stop, drop, and roll onto the foot smelling linoleum. Even 
then, he’d known it was stupid. Like rolling would do anything but turn you into a fireball. 

He grabbed the handle and pulled, but nothing happened. Tried again. Nothing. For a 
second, he thought maybe he was still asleep in one of his nightmares, where he tried and tried to 
mn but couldn’t, or swung at some assailant’s face and didn’t even make a mark. On his third try, 
the handle popped off in his hand. And for the first time in the whole game, he felt it: horror, 
building in his chest, crawling into his throat. 


‘What’s happening?’ Maggie was practically screaming now. ‘Open the door, Marcel.’ 



‘I can’t.’ His hands and feet felt numb. The Fear was squeezing his lungs, making it 
hard to breathe. No. That was the smoke. Thicker now. He unfroze. He fumbled his fingers into 
the hole where the doorhandle had been, tugging frantically, and felt a sharp bite of metal. He 
jammed his shoulder against the door, feeling increasingly desperate. ‘It’s stuck.’ 

‘What do you mean, stuck?’ Maggie started to say something else and instead started 

coughing. 

Marcel spun around, dropped into a crouch. ‘Hold on.’ He brought his sleeve to his 
mouth. ‘Let me think.’ He could no longer hear any footsteps and shouting. Had everyone else 
got out? He could hear, though, the progress of the fire: the muffled snapping and popping of old 
wood, decades of rot and ruin slurped into flame. Maggie was fumbling with her phone. 

‘What are you doing?’ Nathaniel tried to swat at it. 

‘The mles said no calling for.’ 

‘The mles?’ 

Maggie cut her off. 

‘Are you crazy?’ She punched furiously at the keyboard. Her face was wild, contorted, 
like a wax mask that had started to melt. She let out a sound that was a cross between a scream 
and a sob. ‘It’s not working. There’s no service.’ 

Think, think. Through the dread, Marcel carved a clear path in his mind. A goal: he 
needed a goal. He knew instinctively that it was his job to get the girls out safely, just like it was 
his job to make sure nothing bad ever happened to Dayna, his Dayna, his only sister, and best 
friend. 


He couldn’t fail again. No matter what. The window was too high-he’d never reach it. 
And it was so narrow... But he could give Natalie a boost... She might be able to fit. Then what? 
It didn’t matter. Maggie might be able to squeeze through too, although he doubted it. 

‘Nathaniel,’ he stood up. The air tasted gritty and thick. It was hot. ‘Come on. You 
have to go through the window.’ Nathaniel started. ‘I can’t leave you.’ 



‘You have to, go... take your phone. Find help.’ Marcel steadied himself with one 
hand on the wall. He was losing it. ‘It’s the only way.’ Marcel harely saw her nod in the dark. 
When she stood up, he could smell her sweat. For a crazy second, he wished he could hug her, 
and tell her it would he okay. 

But there was no time. An image of Dayna popped into his head, the mangled min of 
her car, her legs shriveling slowly to pale-white stalks, his fault. 

Marcel bent down, gripped Nathaniel by the waist, helped her climb onto his shoulders. 
She drove a foot into his chest by accident, and he nearly lost it and fell. He was weak. It was the 
goddamn smoke. But he managed to steady himself and straighten up. 

‘The window!’Nathaniel gasped. 

And Maggie, somehow, understood. She fumbled for the wrench she’d spotted earlier 
and passed it upward. 

Nathaniel swung... 

There was a tinkling. A msh of air blew into the room, and after just a second a 
whooshing sound, as the fire- beyond the door, edging closer-sensed that air, felt it, and surged 
toward it, like an ocean thundering toward the beach. Black smoke poured underneath the door. 

‘Go!’ Marcel shouted. 

He felt Nathaniel kick his head, his ear; then she was outside. 

He dropped to his knees again. He could barely see. ‘You next,’ he said to Maggie. 

‘I’ll never fit.’ She said it in a whisper, but somehow, he heard. He was relieved. He 
didn’t think he had the strength left to lift her. 

His head was spinning. ‘Lie down,’ he said, in a voice that didn’t sound like his own. 
She did, pressing flat against the ground. He was glad to lie down too. Lifting Nathaniel that 
small distance had exhausted him. It was as though the smoke was a blanket - as though it was 
covering him, and telling him to sleep... 



He was back on the carousel again. But this time the spectators were screaming. And it 
had started to rain. He wanted to get off - the ride was whirling faster and faster - lights where 
spinning overhead- lights, spinning, voices shouting. 

Sirens screaming. 

Sky. 

Air. 

Someone-Mom? -saying, 

‘You’re okay, son. You’re going to be okay.’ 

Part: 7 

SATURDAY, 

JULY 9 

Maggie, 

WHEN MAGGIE WOKE UP, SHE IMMEDIATELY KNEW SHE was in a hospital, 
which was disappointing. In movies, people were always groggy and confused and asking where 
they were and what had happened. But there was no mistaking the smell of disinfectant, the clean 
white sheets, the beep-beep-beep of medical equipment. It was pleasant-the sheets were clean 
and crisp; her mom and Bo weren’t shouting; the air didn’t reek of old alcohol. She’d slept better 
than she had in a long time, and for several minutes she kept her eyes closed, breathing deeply. 

Then Joh- John was speaking, quietly. 

‘Come on, Maggie. We know you’re faking. I can tell your eyelid is twitching.’ 
Maggie opened her eyes. 

Joy surged in her chest. Joh- John was sitting in a chair drawn up to the bed, leaning 
forward, as close as he could get without crawling into the cot with her. 

Nathaniel was there too, eyes were swollen from crying, and she rocketed straight at 


Maggie. 



‘Maggie.’ She started sobbing again. ‘Oh my God, Maggie. I was so scared.’ 


‘Hi, Nathaniel.’ Maggie had to speak through a mouthful of Nathaniel’s hair, which 
tasted like soap. She must have showered. 

‘Don’t suffocate her, Nathaniel,’ Joh- John said. Nathaniel drew back, still sniffling, 
but sbe kept a grip on Maggie’s hand, as though she where worried Maggie might float away. 

Joh- John was smiling, but his face was sheet white and there were dark circles under 
his eyes. Maggie thought, he had been sitting by her bed all night, worried she might be dying. 
The idea pleased her. 

Maggie didn’t bother asking what had happened. It was obvious. Nathaniel had gotten 
help, somehow, and Maggie must have been carted off to the hospital when she was passed out. 
So, she asked, ‘Is Marcel okay? Where is he?’ 

‘Gone. He got up a few hours ago and walked out. He’s okay,’ Nathaniel said all in a 
rush. ‘The doctor said you’d be okay too.’ 

‘You won tbe challenge,’ Joh- John said, his face expressionless. Nathaniel shot him a 
look. Maggie inhaled again. When she did, she felt a sharp pain between her ribs. ‘Does my 
mom know?’ she asked. Nathaniel and Joh- John exchanged a glance. 

‘She was here,’ Joh- John said. Maggie felt her chest seize again. She was here meant 

she’d left. 


Of course...? 

‘Lily, too,’ he rushed on. ‘She wanted to stay. She was hysterical-’ ‘It’s all right,’ 
Maggie said. Joh- John was still looking at her weirdly l ik e someone had just forced a handful of 
Sour Patch Kids into his mouth. It occurred to her that she must look like crap, smelled like crap 
too. She felt her face heat up. Great. Now she’d look like crap warmed over. 

‘What?’ she said, trying to sound annoyed without breathing too hard. 


‘What is it?’ 



‘Listen, Maggie. Something happened last night, and your’ The door swung open, and 
Mrs. Dalcas came into the room, balancing two cups of coffee and a sandwich filmed in plastic, 
obviously from the cafeteria. 

Mr. Dalcas was right behind her, carrying a duffel bag Maggie recognized as 
belonging to Nathaniel. 

‘Maggie!’ Ms. Dalcas beamed at her. ‘You’re awake.’ 

‘I told my parents,’ Nathaniel said unnecessarily, under her breath. 

‘It’s all right,’ Maggie said again. And secretly, she was pleased that Ms. and Mr. 
Dalcas had come. She was suddenly worried she might cry. Mr. Dalcas’ hair was sticking 
straight up, and he had a grass stain on one of the knees of his khakis; Mrs. Dalcas was wearing 
one of her pastel cardigans, and both of them were looking at Maggie as though she had come 
back from the dead. She had. For the first time, she realized, really realized, how close she had 
come. She swallowed rapidly, willing back the urge to cry. 

‘How are you feeling, sweetheart?’ Ms. Dalcas set the coffees and sandwich on the 
counter and sat down on Maggie’s bed. She reached out and smoothed back Maggie’s hair; 
Maggie imagined, just fora second, that Ms. Dalcas was her real mother. 

‘You know.’ Maggie tried and failed, to smile. 

‘I had my dad bring some stuff,’ Nathaniel said. Mr. Dalcas hitched the duffel bag a 
little higher, and it occurred to Maggie that she had lost her bag- left it in the Graybill house. It 
was ashes by now. ‘Magazines. And that fuzzy blanket from my basement.’ The way Nathaniel 
was talking made it seem as if Maggie was going to be staying here. 

‘I’m really fine.’ She sat up a little higher in bed, as though to prove it. ‘I can go 
home.’ ‘The doctors need to make sure there’s no damage inside,’ Ms. Dalcas said. ‘It might be a 
little while.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Maggie,’ Joh- John said quietly. He reached out and took her hand; she 
was startled by the softness of his touch, by the slow warmth that radiated from his fingertips 
through her body. ‘I’ll stay with you. ’ I love you. She thought the words suddenly; this urge, like 
the earlier urge to cry, she had to will down. 



‘Me too,’ Nathaniel said loyally. 


‘Maggie needs to rest,’ Ms. Dalcas said. She was still smiling, but the comers of her 
eyes were creased with worry. ‘Do you remember what happened last night, honey?’ 

Maggie tensed. She wasn’t sure how much she should say. She looked to Nathaniel 
and Joh- John for cues, but both avoided her eyes. ‘Most of it,’ she said cautiously. Ms. Dalcas 
was still watching her extra carefully as if she were worried Maggie might suddenly crack apart 
or begin bleeding from the eyeballs. ‘And do you feel up to talking about it, or would you rather 
wait?’ 


Maggie’s stomach began to twist. 

Why wouldn’t Joh- John, and Nathaniel look at her? ‘What do you mean, talking 

about it?’ 


Part: 8 

‘The police are here,’ Joh- John blurted out. ‘We tried to tell you.’ ‘I don’t get it,’ 
Maggie said. ‘They think that the fire wasn’t an accident,’ Joh- John said. Maggie felt like he 
was trying to communicate a message to her with his eyes, and she was too stupid to get it. 
‘Someone burned the house down on purpose.’ 

‘But it was an accident,’ Nathaniel insisted. 

‘For God’s sake, both of you.’ 

Ms. Dalcas rarely lost her temper; Maggie was surprised to even hear her say ‘God.’ 
‘Stop it. You’re not doing anybody any good by lying. This is because of that game-Fright, or 
whatever you call it. Don’t try to pretend it isn’t. The police know. It’s all over. 

Honestly, I would have expected better. 

Especially from you, Joh- John.’ Joh- John opened his mouth, then closed it again. 
Maggie wondered whether he’d been about to defend himself. But that would mean selling out 
Maggie and Nathaniel. She felt ashamed. Fear. The word seemed horrible spoken out-loud, here, 
in this clean white place. 



Ms. Dalcas’ voice turned gentle again. ‘You’ll have to tell them the tmth, Maggie,’ 
she said. ‘Tell them everything you know.’ 

Maggie was starting to freak. ‘But I don’t know anything,’ she said. She pulled her 
hand away from Joh- John’s; her palm was starting to sweat. ‘Why do they need to talk to me? I 
didn’t do anything.’ 

‘Someone is dead, Maggie,’ Ms. Dalcas said. ‘It’s very serious.’ For a second, Maggie 
was sure she’d misheard. ‘What?’ Ms. Dalcas looked stricken. ‘I thought you knew.’ She turned 
to Nathaniel. ‘I was sure you would have told her.’ Nathaniel said nothing. 

Maggie turned to Joh- John. Her head took a very long time to move on her neck. 
‘Who?’ She said. 

‘Little Bill Kelly,’ Joh- John said. He tried to find her hand again, but she pulled away. 

Maggie couldn’t speak fora moment. The last time she’d seen Little Bill Kelly, he 
was sitting at a bus stop, feeding pigeons from the cup of his hands. When she’d smiled at him, 
he waved cheerfully and said, ‘Hiya, Christy.’ Maggie had no idea who Christy was. She’d 
barely known Little Kelly-he was older than she was and had been away for years in the army. 

‘I don’t-’ Maggie swallowed. Mr. and Ms. Dalcas were listening closely. ‘But he 
wasn’t -’ ‘He was in the basement,’ Joh- John said. His voice broke. 

‘Nobody knew. You couldn’t have known.’ Maggie closed her eyes. Color bloomed 
behind her eyelids. Fireworks. Fire... smoke in the darkness. She opened her eyes again. 

Mr. Dalcas had gone into the hall. The door was partly open. She heard murmured 
voices, the squeak of someone’s shoes on the tile floor. He poked his head back in the room. He 
looked almost apologetic. 

‘The police are here, Maggie,’ he said. 

‘It’s time.’ 

Part: 9 


MONDAY, JULY 



Marcel, 


‘CAN I HAVE SOME WATER, PLEASE?’ 

Marcel wasn’t thirsty, but he wanted a second to sit, catch his breath, and look around. 

‘Sure thing.’ The police officer who had greeted Marcel and ushered him into a small, 
windowless office- OFFICER-SADOWSKI, read his name tag-hadn’t stopped smiling like he 
was a teacher and Marcel was his favorite student. 

‘You just sit tight. I’ll be right back.’ 

Marcel sat very still while he waited, just in case someone was watching. 

He didn’t have to turn his head to take in nearly everything: the desk, piled high with 
manila file folders; the shelves stacked with more papers; a prehistoric telephone, unplugged; 
photographs of several- fat, smiling babies; a desk fan. It was a good thing, he thought, that 
Sadowski hadn’t brought him into an interrogation room. 

Sadowski was back in only a minute, carrying a Styrofoam cup full of water. He was 
on a mission to seem approachable. ‘You relaxed? Happy with the water? You don’t want a 
beverage or anything?’ 

‘I’m fine.’ Marcel took a sip of the water and nearly choked. 

‘It was piss-warm.’ 

Sadowski either didn’t notice or pretended not to. ‘Glad you decided to come down 
and talk to us. 

Dan, right?’ 

‘Marcel,’ Mason said, who was just their sucking air and taking up space. ‘Marcel.’ 

He said again, then Sadowski had taken a seat behind his desk. He made a big show of shuffling 
around some papers, grinning like an idiot, twirling a pen and leaning back in his chair. All 
casual. But Marcel noticed that he had Marcel’s name written down on a piece of white paper. 


‘Right. Right. Marcel. Hard to forget. So- what can I do you for, Marcel?’ 



Marcel wasn’t buying the village idiot act, not for a second. Officer Sadowski’s eyes 
were narrow and smart. His jaw was like a right triangle. 

He’d be a mean old bastard when he felt like it. 

‘I’m here to talk about the fire,’ Marcel said. ‘I figured you’d want to talk to me 
eventually. ’ It had been two days since Marcel had woken up in the hospital. Two days of 
waiting for the knock on the door, for the police officers to show up and start grilling him. The 
waiting, the tickling feeling of anxiety, was worse than anything. 

So earlier that morning he’d woken with a resolution: he wouldn’t wait anymore. 

‘You’re the young man who left the hospital on Saturday morning, aren’t you?’ Right. 
As though he’d forgotten. ‘We just missed talking to you. Why’d you run off in such a hurry?’ 
‘My sister - needs help.’ He realized, belatedly, he shouldn’t have mentioned his sister. It would 
only lead to bad places. 

But Sadowski seized on it. ‘Wbat kind of help?’ 

‘She’s in a wheelchair,’ Marcel said, with some effort. He hated saying the words out 
loud. It made them seem more real, and final. 

Sadowski nodded sympathetically. 

‘That’s right. She was in a car accident a few years ago, wasn’t she?’ 

D*ick... So, the village idiot thing was a trick. He’d done his homework. 

‘Yup,’ Marcel said. He thought Sadowski would ask him more about it, but he just 
shook his head and muttered, ‘Shame.’ Marcel started to relax. He took a sip of water. He was 
glad he’d come. It made him look confident. He was confident. 

Then Sadowski said, abruptly, ‘You ever heard of a game called Fear, Marcel?’ 

Marcel was glad he’d already finished swallowing, so he couldn’t choke. He shmgged. 
‘I don’t know. I never had too many friends around here.’ 



‘You have a few friends,’ Sadowski said. Marcel didn’t know what he was getting at. 
He consulted his page of notes again. ‘Maggie Nill. Natalie Dalcas. Someone must have invited 
you to that party.’ That was the story that had gone around: a party in the Grayhill House. 

A bunch of kids getting together to smoke weed, drink alcohol, freak one another out. 
Then: a stray spark. An accident. The blame was spread around that way, couldn’t be pinned to 
anyone specific. Of course, Marcel knew it was all bullsh*t. Someone had lit the place up, 
deliberately. It was part of the challenge. 

‘Well, yes. Them. But they’re not a friend-friends.’Marcel felt himself blushing. He 
wasn’t sure whether he’d been caught in a lie. 

Sadowski made a noise in the back of his throat Marcel didn’t know how to interpret. 
‘Why don’t you tell me all about it? In your own words, at your own pace.’ 

Marcel told him, speaking slowly, so he wouldn’t screw it up, but not too slowly, so 
he wouldn’t seem nervous. 

He told Sadowski he’d been invited by Maggie; there’d been mmors of a keg party, 
but when he got there, he found out it was pretty lame, and there was hardly any booze at all. He 
hadn’t been drinking. 

(He congratulated himself on thinking of this-he wouldn’t get in trouble for anything, 
period.) Sadowski intermpted him only once. ‘So why the closed room?’ 

Marcel was startled. ‘What?’ Sadowski only pretended to glance down at the report. 
‘The fire chiefs had to break down the door to get to you and the girl-Maggie. Why’d you go off 
with her if the party was raging somewhere else?’ 

Marcel kept his hands on his thighs. 

He didn’t even blink. ‘I told you, the party was lame. Besides, I was hoping -’ He 
trailed off suggestively, raising his eyebrows. 


Sadowski got it. ‘Ah. I see. Go on.’ 



There wasn’t much else to tell; Marcel told him he must have fallen asleep next to 
Maggie. The next thing he knew, they heard people running and smelled smoke. He didn’t 
mention Nathaniel. 

No need to explain how she’d known to direct the firefighters to the back of the house 
unless he was asked. For a while, after Marcel finished talking, they sat in silence. Sadowski 
appeared to be doodling, but Marcel knew this, too, was an act. He’d heard everything. Finally- 
Officer Sadowski sighed, set down his pen, and rabbed his eyes. 

‘It’s tough sh*t, Marcel. Tough sh*t.’ Marcel said nothing. 

Sadowski went on. ‘Bill Kelly was -is-a friend. He was on the force. Little Kelly went 
to Iraq. Do you know what I’m saying?’ 

‘Not really,’ Marcel said. Sadowski stared at him. ‘I’m saying we’re going to figure 
out exactly what happened that night. And if we find out the fire was started on purpose.’ 

He shook his head. ‘That’s a homicide, Marcel’ 

Marcel’s throat was dry. But he forced himself not to look away. ‘It was an accident,’ 
he said. ‘Wrong place, wrong time.’ Sadowski smiled. But there was no humor in it. ‘I hope so.’ 
Marcel decided to walk home. He was out of cigarettes and in a bad mood. 

Now he wasn’t so sure that going to the police officers had been a clever idea. The 
way Sadowski looked at him made him feel like the police officers thought he’d started the damn 
fire. It was the judges had to be, whomever they were. 

Anyone of the players could squeal about the game, and that would be the end of that. 
If Fear ended - Marcel had no plans beyond winning Fear-beating Ray in the final round of Joust 
and making sure it was a hard, bloody win. He hadn’t thought of his life beyond that moment at 
all. 


He’d be arrested. He’d go out in ablaze. He didn’t care either way. Dayna, his Dayna, 
had been destroyed, mined forever, and someone had to pay. 

But for the first time, he was seized with the fear that the game would end, and he 
would never get his chance. And then he would just have to live with the new Dayna on her 



plant-stalk legs, live with the knowledge that he’d been unable to save her. Live with knowing 
Ray and Luke where fine, going through the world, breathing, and grinning and sh*tting and 
crapping on other people’s lives too. 

And that was impossible. 

Unimaginable. 

The sun was bright and high. Ever 3 dhing was still, gripped in the hard light. There was 
a bad taste in Marcel’s mouth; he hadn’t eaten yet today. He checked his phone, hoping 
Nathaniel might have called: nothing. They’d spoken the day before, a halting conversation, full 
of pauses. When Nathaniel said her dad needed her downstairs and she had to get off the phone, 
he was sure she’d been lying. 

Marcel circumnavigated Dot’s Diner, checking instinctively to see whether he could 
spot his mom behind the smudgy glass windows. But the sun was too bright and turned everyone 
into shadow. 

He heard a burst of laughter from inside the house. He paused with his hand on the 
door. If his mom was home, he wasn’t sure he could deal. She’d been practically hysterical when 
he came home with a hospital bracelet, and since then she’d been giving him the fish-eye and 
grilling him every .5 seconds about how he was feeling like she couldn’t tmst him even to pee 
without risking death. Plus, the news about Little Kelly was all over Dot’s Diner, and when she 
wasn’t demanding whether Marcel thought he had a fever, she was gossiping about the tragedy. 

But then the laughter sounded again, and he realized it wasn’t his mom laughing-it 
was Dayna. She was sitting on the couch, a blanket draped over her legs. Ricky was sitting in a 
folding chair across from her; the chessboard was positioned on the coffee table. When Marcel 
entered, there were only a few inches between them. 

‘No, no,’ she was saying, between fits of giggling. ‘The knight moves diagonally.’ 

‘Diag-on-ally,’ Ricky repeated, in his heavily accented English, and knocked over one 
of Dayna’s pawns. 

‘It’s not your turn!’ She sched her pawn back and let out another burst of laughter. 
Marcel cleared his throat. Dayna looked up. 



‘Marcel!’ she cried. Both she and 


Ricky jerked backward several inches. 

‘Hey.’ He didn’t know why they both looked so guilty. He didn’t know why he felt so 
awkward, either-like he’d interrupted them in the middle of something far more intense than a 
game of chess. 

‘I was just teaching Ricky how to play,’ Dayna blurted. Her cheeks were flushed, and 
her eyes were bright. She looked better, prettier than she had in a while. Marcel thought she 
might even be wearing makeup. 

He suddenly felt angry. He was out busting his ass for Dayna, almost dying, and she 
was at home playing chess with Ricky on the old marble board his mom had bought on- Marcel’s 
eleventh birthday, and that- Marcel had schlepped everj^here they’d moved since then. Like she 
didn’t even care. Like he wasn’t playing Fear just for her. 

‘Want to play, Marcel?’ She asked. 

But he could tell she didn’t mean it. For the first time- Marcel looked, really looked, at 
Ricky. Could he be serious about marrying Dayna? He was twenty-one, twenty-two, tops. Dayna 
would never do it. The guy barely spoke any English, for Christ’s sake. And she would have 
told-Marcel if she liked him. She’d always told- Marcel everything. 

‘I just came in to get a drink,’ 

Marcel said. ‘I’m going out again.’ In the kitchen, he filled a glass with water and kept 
the sink running while he drank, to drown out the sound of muffled conversation from the next 
room. What the hell were they talking about? What did they have in common? When he shut off 
the sink, the voices fell abruptly into silence again. 

Jesus... 

Marcel felt like he was trespassing in his own house. He left without saying goodbye. 
As soon as he shut the door, he heard laughter again. He checked his phone. He had a response 
from Maggie, finally. He’d texted her earlier: Heard anything? Her text reads simply; Game over. 



Marcel felt a surge of nausea riding up from his stomach to his throat. And he knew, then, what 
he had to do. 

Marcel had been to the Hanrahan's’ house only once before, two years earlier, when 
Dayna was still in the hospital- when, briefly, it had seemed like she might not wake up. Marcel 
hadn’t budged from the chair next to her bed except to pee and smoke cigarettes in the parking 
lot and get coffee from the cafeteria. 

Finally, Marcel’s mom had convinced him to go home and get some rest. He had gone 
home, but not to rest. He had stopped in only long enough to remove the butcher’s knife from the 
kitchen and the baseball bat from the closet, along with a pair of old ski gloves that had never, as 
far as he knew, been used by anyone in his family. 

It took him a while to find Ray and- Luke’s house on his bike, in the dark, half- 
delirious from the heat and no sleep and the rage that was strangling him, coiled like a snake 
around his gut and throat. But he did, finally: a two-story stmcture, all dark, that might have been 
nice one hundred years ago. Now it looked like a person whose soul had been sucked out through 
his asshole: collapsed and desperate, wild, and wide-eyed, sagging in the middle. Marcel felt a 
flash of pity. 

He thought of the tiny apartment behind Dot’s, how his mom put daffodils in old 
pickle jars on the windowsills and scmbbed the walls with bleach every Sunday. Then he 
remembered what he had come to do. He left his bike on the side of the road, slipped on his 
gloves, removed the baseball bat and knife from his duffel bag. 

He stood there, willing his feet to move. A swift kick to the door, the sound of 
screaming. The knife flashing in the dark, the whistle of the bat cutting through the air. He was 
after Luke and Luke alone... 

It would be easy... 

Quick... 

But he hadn’t managed it. He’d stood there with his legs numb, heavy, useless, for 
what felt like hours, until he began to fear that he’d never move again- he’d be frozen in this 
position, in the darkness, forever. 



At some point, the porch light had clicked on, and Marcel had seen a heavy woman, 
with a face like a pulpy fruit, wearing a tent-like a nightgown and no shoes, maneuver her bulk 
out onto the porch and light up a cigarette. Luke’s mother. All at once, Marcel could move again. 
He had stumbled toward his bike. 

It wasn’t until he was four blocks away that he realized he was still holding the knife 
and he had dropped the baseball bat, on the lawn. It had been two whole years, to the day. 

Ray’s house looked even more mn-down in the daylight. The paint was shedding like 
gray dandruff. On the porch where two tires, a few smelly armchairs, and an old porch swing 
hanging on msty chains, which looked like it would collapse under the slightest pressure. There 
was a doorbell, but it was disconnected. Instead Marcel banged loudly on the frame of the screen 
door. 


In response, the TV inside was abmptly muted. For the first time, it occurred to 
Marcel that it might not be Ray who answered the door, but that pulpy woman from two years 
ago-or a father or someone else entirely. But it was Ray. He was wearing only basketball shorts. 
For a split second, he hesitated, obviously startled, just behind the screen. 

Before Marcel could say anything, Ray kicked open the screen door. Marcel had to 
jump back to avoid it. He lost his footing. 

‘What the freak are you doing here?’ The sudden motion had screwed Marcel up. He 
was aheady off-balance when Ray grabbed him by the shirt and then shoved h im . 

Marcel stumbled down the porch stairs and landed in the dirt on his elbows. He bit 
down on his tongue. And Ray was above him, in a rage, ready to pounce. 

‘You must be out of your mind,’ he spat out. Marcel rolled away from him and 
scrambled to his feet. ‘I’m not here to fight.’ 

Ray let out a bark of laughter. ‘You don’t have a choice.’ He took a step forward, 
swinging; but Marcel had regained his balance and sidestepped him. 


‘Look.’ Marcel held up a hand. 



‘Just listen to me, okay? I came to talk.’ ‘Why the hell would I want to talk to you?’ 
Ray said. His hands were still balled into fists, but he didn’t try and swing again. 

‘We both want the same thing,’ Marcel said. 

Part: 10 

For a second, Ray said nothing. His hands uncurled. ‘What’s that?’ ‘Fear.’ Marcel wet 
his lips. His throat was dry. ‘Both of us need them.’ There was an electric tension in the air, hot 
and dangerous. Ray took another quick step forward. 

‘Luke told me about your little threats,’ Ray said. ‘What kind of game do you think 
you’re playing?’ Ray was so close; Marcel could smell cornflakes and sour mi lk on his breath. 
But he didn’t step back. 

‘There’s only one game that matters,’ he said. ‘You know it. Luke knew it too. That’s 
why he did what he did, isn’t it?’ For the first time, Ray looked afraid. ‘It was an accident,’ he 
said. 


‘He never meant-’ 

‘Don’t...!’ Ray shook his head. ‘I didn’t know,’ he said. Marcel knew he was lying. 

‘Are you going to help me, or not?’ Marcel asked. Ray laughed again: an explosive, 
humorless sound. ‘Why should I help you?’ he asked. ‘You want me dead.’ Marcel smiled. ‘Not 
like this,’ he said. And he meant it, 100 percent. ‘Not yet.’ 

Sometime around midnight, when Carp was quiet, dazzling in a light sheen of rain. 
Even Seller woke in the dark to rough hands grabbing him. Before he could scream, he was 
gagging on the taste of cotton in his mouth. A sock, and then he was lifted, carried out of bed and 
into the night. 

His first, confused, thought was that the police officers had come to take him away. If 
he’d been thinking clearly, he would have realized that his assailants were wearing ski masks. 

He would have noticed that the tmnk they forced him into belonged to a navy-blue 
Taums, like the kind his brother drove. That it was his brother’s car, parked in its usual spot. 



But he wasn’t thinking clearly. He was Feared. Kicking out, watching the sky narrow 
to a sliver as the trunk closed over him, Even felt something wet and realized that, for the first 
time since he was five years old, he’d peed himself. 

At last, he realized too that despite everything, the game was ongoing. And that he had 

just lost. 


WEDNESDAY, 

JUEY 13 

Maggie, 

THE WAR MEETING TOOK PLACE AT JOH- JOHN’S HOUSE. IThad to. 
Maggie’s trailer was too small, Marcel wouldn’t have invited them to his place, and Nathaniel’s 
parents were home all day doing a garage clean. Maggie had to bring Lily. 

Lily had nothing to do now that school was over, and most days took the bus by 
herself a half-hour to Hudson, where the library was. But the library was understaffed and closed 
for a week while the director was on vacation. For once, Lily was in a good mood, even though 
she was dirty and sweaty and stank like horses; in the morning, she’d helped Maggie at Anne’s. 

She sang a song about white Bengal’s to Joh- John’s house and made waves with her 
arm out the window. Joh- John lived in the woods. His father had once owned an antique store 
and pawnshop, and Joh- John liked to say his dad ‘collected’ things. 

Maggie always threatened to sign them up for that TV show about hoarders. The 
house and the yard around it was littered with stuff, from junky to bizarre: at least two to three 
old cars at all times, in various states of repair; crates of spray paint; rusted slides; stacks of 
timber; old furniture, half-embedded in the soil. Lily ran off, yelling, weaving through the old 
piles. 


Maggie found Nathaniel and Joh- John behind the house, sitting on an old merry-go- 
round, which no longer turned. 

Joh- John looked as though he hadn’t slept in days. He pulled Maggie into a hug as 
soon as he saw her, which was weird. She tensed up; she smelled like stables. 



‘What’s up with you?’ Maggie said when he pulled away. The circles under his eyes 
were as dark as a bruise. 

‘Just glad to see you,’ he said. 

‘You look like crap.’ She reached out to smooth down his hair, an old habit. But he 
caught her wrist. He was staring at her intensely like he wanted to memorize her face. 

‘Maggie-,’ he started to say. 

‘Maggie!’ Nathaniel called out at the same time. She, at least, seemed unaffected by 
Bill Kelly’s death. ‘I mean, it’s not like we knew him,’ she’d said days earlier when Maggie had 
told her how guilty she felt. 

Maggie didn’t wait for Nathaniel to speak, although Nathaniel had called the meeting. 
‘I’m out,’ she said. ‘I’m not playing anymore.’ 

‘We have to wait for Marcel,’ Nathaniel said. 

‘I don’t have to wait for anyone,’ 

Maggie said. She was annoyed by Nathaniel’s calm. She was blinking happily, 
sleepily, in the sun-as though nothing had happened. ‘I’m not playing anymore. 

It’s as simple as that.’ 

‘It’s sick,’ Joh- John said fiercely. 

‘Sick. Anyone in their right minds-’ ‘The judges aren’t in their right minds, though, 
are they?’ Nathaniel said, turning to him. ‘I mean, they can’t be. You heard about Even?’ 

‘That wasn’t-’ Joh- John abruptly stopped speaking, shaking his head. 

‘I, for one, don’t plan on losing my chance at sixty-seven thousand dollars,’ Nathaniel 
said, still with that infuriating calm. Then she shook her head. ‘It isn’t right to start without 
Marcel.’ 



‘Why?’ Maggie fired back. ‘Why are you so worried about- Marcel? I made the deal 
with you, remember?’ Nathaniel looked away, and then Maggie knew. A bitter taste mshed into 
her throat. ‘You made a deal with him, too,’ she said. ‘You lied to me.’ 

‘No.’ Nathaniel looked at her, eyes wide, pleading. ‘No. Maggie. I never planned on 
cutting him in.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ 

Joh- John asked. ‘What do you mean, 

‘cutting him in’?’ 


‘Stay out of it, Joh- John,’ Maggie said. 

‘I’m in it,’ he said. He dragged a hand through his hair, and in that instant, Maggie felt 
they would never get back to normal: to making fun of Joh- John’s hair, to loading it with gel 
and twisting to make it stick straight up. ‘You’re at my house, remember?’ 

‘This isn’t a game anymore,’ Maggie said. Ever 5 dhing was spiraling out of control. 
‘Don’t you get it? Someone’s dead.’ 

‘Jesus.’ Joh- John sat down heavily, rubbing his eyes, as though Maggie saying the 
words had made them real. 

‘Why did you play, Maggie?’ Nathaniel stood up when Joh- John sat down. Her arms 
were crossed, and she made little clicking noises with her tongue. 

Rhythmic... A pattern. ‘If you didn’t want the risk if you couldn’t handle it, why did 
you play? Because Matt stupid Hefley dumped you? Because he was sick of getting blue-balled 
by his girlfriend?’ Maggie lost her breath. She was conscious of the air going out of her at once, 
escaping in a short hiss. Joh- John looked up and spoke sharply: ‘Nathaniel.’ 

Even Natalie looked surprised and immediately guilty. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said quickly, 
avoiding Maggie’s eyes. ‘I didn’t mean-’ 

‘What did I miss?’ Maggie turned. Marcel had just appeared, emerging from the 
glittering maze of junk and scrap metal. She wondered what they looked like to him: Nathaniel 



flushed and guilty, Joh- John awful white, wild-eyed; and Maggie blinking back tears, still 
sweaty from the stables. And all of them angry; you could feel it in the air, a physical force 
among them. 

Suddenly Maggie realized that this, too, because of the game. That it was part of it. 

Only Marcel seemed unaware of the tension. ‘Mind if I smoke?’ He asked Joh- John. 
Joh- John shook his head. 

Maggie broke in. ‘I’m out. I said I was out, and I meant it. The game should have 

ended...’ 


‘The game never ends,’ Marcel said. Nathaniel turned away from him and for a 
moment, just a moment, he looked uncertain. Maggie was relieved. Marcel had changed this 
summer. He wasn’t the slope-shouldered weirdo, the outsider, who had sat for three years in 
silence. It was as though the game was feeding him somehow-like he was growing on it. 

‘You heard about Even?’ He exhaled a straight stream of smoke. ‘That was me.’ 

Nathaniel had turned back to him. ‘You?’ 

‘Me, and Ray Hanrahan.’ 

There was a moment of silence. 

Maggie finally managed to speak. 

‘What?’ 

‘We did it.’ Marcel took a final drag and ground out the cigarette butt underneath the 
heel of his cowboy boot. 

‘That’s against themles,’ Maggie said. ‘The judges set the challenges.’ Marcel shook 
his head. ‘It’s Fear,’ he said. ‘There are no rules.’ ‘Why?’ Joh- .John tugged at his left ear. He 
was furious and trying not to show it; that was his tell. 

‘To send a message to the judges. The players, too. The game will go on, one way or 
another. It has to.’ 



‘You don’t have the right,’ Joh- John said. 


Marcel shrugged. ‘What’s right?’ he said. ‘What’s wrong?’ 

‘What about the cops? And the fire? What about Bill?’ No one said anything. Maggie 
realized she was shaking. 

‘I’m done,’ she said. She spun around and nearly collided with a rusty-spotted furnace, 
which, along with an overturned bike, marked the beginning of the narrow path that wound 
through the landscape of litter and junk to the house, and around to the front yard. Joh- John 
called out to her, but she ignored him. She found Lily crouching in a bit of yard uncluttered by 
junk, marking the bare grass with bright-blue spray paint she had unearthed somewhere. 

‘Lily... ’ Maggie spoke sharply. Lily dropped the paint and stood up, looking guilty. 

‘We’re going,’ Maggie said. 

Lily’s frown reappeared, as did the small pucker between her eyebrows. Immediately, 
she seemed to shrink and age. 

Maggie thought of the night she had whispered, ‘Are you going to die?’ and felt a fist 
of guilt hit her hard in the stomach. She didn’t know whether she was doing the right thing. She 
felt like nothing she did was right. 

But what had happened to Bill Kelly was wrong. And pretending it hadn’t happened 
was wrong too. That, she knew. 

‘What’s the matter with you?’ Lily said, sticking out her lower lip. 

‘Nothing.’ Maggie seized her wrist. ‘Come on.’ 

‘I didn’t get to say hi to Joh- John,’ 

Lily whined... 

‘Next time,’ Maggie said. She practically dragged Lily to the car. She couldn’t hear 
Nathaniel or Joh- John or Marcel anymore; she wondered whether they were talking about her. 
She couldn’t get out of there fast enough. She drove in silence, gripping the wheel as though it 
was in danger of slipping suddenly from her hands. 



WEDNESDAY, 


JULY 20 

Maggie, 

THE WEATHER TURNED FOUL, COLD AND WET, AND THE ground turned to 
sludge. For two days, Maggie heard nothing from Nathaniel. She refused to be the one to call 
first. She texted back and forth with Joh- John but avoided seeing him, which meant that to go to 
work she had to bus it to the 7-Eleven and walk three-quarters of a mile in the driving rain, 
arriving wet and miserable just to stand for more hours in the rain, chucking the chickens soggy 
feed and hauling equipment into the sheds so it wouldn’t rust. 

Only the white Bengal’s seemed more miserable than she was; she wondered, as they 
huddled underneath a canopy of maple trees, watching her work, whether they dreamed of other 
places as much as she did. Africa, burnt grasses, a vast round sun. For the first time, it struck her 
as selfish that Anne kept them here, in this ceroplastic climate of blistering heat, followed by rain, 
followed by snow and sleet and ice. 

There were mmors that the police had turned up evidence of arson at the Graybill 
House. For an entire day, Maggie waited in agony, certain that the evidence had to do with her 
duffel bag, positive that the police would haul her off to jail. What would happen to her, if she 
were accused of murder? She was eighteen. That meant she would go to real jail, not juvenile. 

But when several more days passed, and no one came looking for her, she relaxed 
again. She hadn’t been the one to light the stupid match. When you thought about it, this was all 
Matt Hefley’s fault. He should be arrested. 

And Delaney, too. About Fear, there was not a single whisper. Marcel’s move had 
failed to rouse the judges to act. Maggie wondered whether he would try again, then reminded 
herself it was no longer her business. Still, it rained: this was mid-July in upstate New York, lush 
and green and wet as a rain forest. 

Krista got sick from the humidity and the wet in the air, saying it made her lungs feel 
clotty. Maggie refrained from pointing out that her lungs might feel better if she stopped 



smoking a pack of menthol cigarettes a day. Krista called in sick to work and instead lay on the 
couch in a daze of cold medicine like something dead and bloated dragged up by the ocean. 

At least Maggie could use the car. The library had reopened. She dropped-Lily 

there... 


‘Want me to pick you up later?’ She asked. 

Lily was back to being snotty. ‘I’m not a baby,’ she said as she slid out of the car, not 
even bothering with the umbrella Maggie had brought for her. 

‘I’ll buy it.’ 

‘What about-?’ Before Maggie could remind her to take the umbrella, Lily had 
slammed the door and was dashing for the library entrance through a slow ooze of dark puddles. 
Despite the rain, Maggie was in a decent mood. Lily was twelve. It was normal for her to be a 
brat. It was even a good thing. 

It showed she was growing up okay, the way that everyone else did-that maybe she 
wouldn’t be messed up just because she’d grown up in Fresh Pines with ants parading all over 
the spoons and Krista fumigating the house. And there were still no police knocking on her door, 
still not a single, solitary breath about- Fright. 

Work was hard: Anne wanted her to muck the stables, and afterward, they had to re- 
caulk a portion of the basement, where the rain was coming in and the walls were speckled with 
mold. 


Maggie was shocked when Anne stopped her for the day. It was five p.m., but Maggie 
hadn’t noticed time passing, had barely looked up. The rain was worse than ever. It came down 
in whole sheets, like the quivering blades of a giant guillotine. 

While Anne was preparing her a cup of tea, Maggie checked her phone for the first 
time in hours, and her stomach went to liquid and pooled straight down to her feet. She had 
missed twelve calls from Lily. Her throat squeezed up so tight she could hardly breathe. She 
punched Lily’s number at once. Her cell phone went straight to voicemail. 



‘What is the matter, Maggie?’ Anne was standing at the oven, her gray hair frizzing 
around her face, like a strange halo. 

Maggie said, ‘I have to go.’ 

Afterward, she did not remember getting into the car or backing it down the driveway; 
she did not remember the drive to the library, but suddenly she was there. She parked the car but 
left the door open. Some of the puddles were ankle-deep, but she hardly noticed. She sprinted to 
the entrance; the library had been closed for an hour. 

She called Lily’s name, circled the parking lot, searching for her. She scanned the 
streets as she drove, imagining all the terrible things that might have happened to Lily- like- she 
had been hurt, sched, killed-and trying to stop herself from losing it, throwing up or breaking 
down. 


Finally, she had no choice but to go home. She’d have to call the police. Maggie 
fought back another wave of- Terror. This was it, the real thing. The road leading to ‘Fresh Pines’ 
was full of ruts, sucking black mud, deep water. 

Maggie bumped through it, tires spinning and grinding. The place looked sadder than 
usual; the rain was beating fists on the trailers, pulling down wind chimes and overflowing 
outdoor fire pits. 

Maggie hadn’t even stopped the car when she spotted Lily: huddled underneath a 
skinny birch tree missing most of its leaves, only fifteen feet away from the trailer steps, arms 
wrapped around her legs, shivering. 

Maggie must have parked because suddenly, she was rocketing out of the car, 
splashing through the water, taking Lily in her arms. 

‘Lily!’ Maggie could not hug her sister tight enough. Here, here, here. 

Safe. ‘Are you okay? Are you, all right? What happened?’ 

‘I’m cold.’ Lily’s voice was muffled. She spoke into Maggie’s left shoulder. Maggie’s 
heart seized up; she would have spun the world in reverse for a blanket. 


‘Come on,’ she said, pulling away. 



‘Let’s get you inside.’ Lily reared back, like a bucking horse. Her eyes went huge, 
wild. ‘I won’t go in there,’ she said. ‘I don’t want to go in there! ’ 

‘Lily.’ Maggie blinked rain out of her eyes, crouching down so she was eye level with 
her sister. Lily’s lips were ringed with blue. God. How long had she been out here? ‘What’s 
going on?’ 


‘Mom told me to go away,’ Lily said. Her voice had turned small, broken. ‘She-she 
told me to play outside.’ 

Something inside Maggie cracked, and at that moment- she was conscious that all her 
life she had been building up walls and defenses in preparation for something like this; behind 
them, the pressure had been mounting, mounting. Now the dam broke, and she was flooded, 
drowning in rage and hate. 

‘Come on,’ she said. She was surprised she still sounded the same when inside of her 
was a sucking blackness, a furious noise. She took Lily’s hand. ‘You can sit in the car, okay? I 
will turn on the heat. You’ll be nice and dry.’ 

She brought Lily to the car. There was an old T-shirt in the back- Krista’s, reeking of 
smoke-but it was dry, at least. She helped Lily wriggle out of her wet shirt. 

She untied Lily’s shoes for her, and peeled off her wet socks, then made Lily press her 
feet up to the vents where the heat had begun to blow. The whole time Lily was limp, obedient as 
if all the life had been washed out of her. Maggie moved mechanically. 

‘I’ll be right back,’ she told Lily. She felt detached from the words, as though she 
wasn’t the one speaking. The anger was dmmming out the knowledge of everything else. 

Boom, boom, and boom. 

There was music coming from the trailer, practically shaking the walls. 

The lights were on too, although the blinds were down; she could see a figure swaying 
in silhouette, dancing. She had not noticed before because she had been too worried about Lily. 
She kept seeing the little figure huddled underneath the pathetic birch- the single tree that Fresh 
Pines boasted. Mom told me to go away. She told me to play outside. 



Boom, boom, boom. 


She was at the door. Locked. From inside, she heard a shriek of laughter. Somehow, 
she fit the key in the lock; that must mean she wasn’t shaking. Strange, she thought, and: Maybe 
I could have won Fear. She pushed the door open and stepped inside. 

There were three of them: Krista, Bo, and Maureen, from Lot 99. They froze, and 
Maggie froze too. She was seized momentarily by the sense that she’d entered a play and had 
forgotten all her lines-she couldn’t breathe, didn’t know what to do. The lights where high, bright. 
They looked like actors, all three of them-actors you see too close. 

They were too made up. But the makeup was horrible. It looked as though it was 
beginning to melt, slowly deforming their faces. Their eyes were bright, glittering: doll eyes. 
Maggie took in everything at once: the blue haze of smoke. The empty beer bottles, the 
overflowing cups used as ashtrays, the single bottle of Georgi vodka, half empty. 

And the small blue plastic plate on the table, still faintly outlined with the imprint of 
the Sesame Street characters -Lily’s old plate-now covered with thin lines of fine white powder. 
All of it hit Maggie like a physical blow, a quick sock to the stomach. Her world went black for a 
second. The plate. Lily’s plate. 

Then the moment passed. Krista brought a cigarette unsteadily to her lips, missing. 
‘Maggie Lynn,’ she slurred. She patted her shirt, her breasts, as though expecting to find a lighter 
there. ‘What are you doing, baby? Why are you staring at me like I’m a-’ Maggie lunged...? 

Before her mother finished speaking before, she could think about what she was doing, 
all of the rages traveled down into her arms and legs and she picked up the blue plate, 
crisscrossed with powder like it had been scarred by something, and threw. 

Maureen screamed, and Bo shouted. Krista barely managed to duck. She tried to right 
herself and, staggering backward, managed to land on 

Maureen’s lap, in the armchair. This made Maureen scream even louder. The plate 
collided with the wall with a thud, and the air was momentarily full of white powder, like indoor 
snow. It would have been funny if it were not so horrible. 



‘What the hell?’ Bo took two steps toward Maggie and for a moment, she thought he 
might hit her. But he just stood there, fists clenched, red-faced and enraged. ‘What the hell?’ 
Krista fought to her feet. ‘Who in the goddamn do you think you are?’ 

Maggie was glad that they were separated by the coffee table. Otherwise, she wasn’t 
sure what she would do. She wanted to kill Krista. Kill her. 

‘You’re disgusting.’ Her voice sounded mangled like something had wrapped around 
her vocal cords. 

‘Get out.’ The color was rising in 

Krista’s face. Her voice, too, was rising, and she was shaking as though something 
awful was going to detonate inside her. 

‘Get out! Do you hear me? Get out! ’ She reached for the vodka bottle and threw it. 
Fortunately, she was slow. Maggie sidestepped it easily. She heard shattering glass and felt the 
splash of liquid. 

Bo got his arms around Krista. He managed to restrain her. She was still shrieking, 
writhing like an animal, face red and twisted and awful. And suddenly all the anger, the writhing 
snake in Maggie’s stomach, released. She felt absolutely nothing. No pain. No anger. No fear. 
Nothing but disgust. She felt, weirdly, as if she were floating above the scene, hovering in her 
own body. She turned and went to her bedroom. She checked her top drawer first, in the plastic 
jewelry box where she kept her earnings. Everything was gone but forty dollars. Of course. Her 
mom had stolen it. 

This didn’t bring a fresh wave of anger, only a new kind of disgust. 

Animals. They were animals, and Krista was the worst of them. She pocketed the 
twenties and moved quickly through the room, stuffing things in Lily’s backpack: shoes, pants, 
shirts, underwear. When the backpack was full, she bundled things up in one of the comforters. 

They would need a blanket, anyway. And toothbrushes. She remembered reading in a 
magazine once that toothbrushes where the number one item travelers forgot to pack. But she 
wouldn’t forget. 



She was calm, thinking straight. She had it all together. She slid the backpack onto one 
of her shoulders it was so small; she couldn’t fit it correctly. 

Poor Lily... 

She wanted to get food from the kitchen, but that would mean walking past her mom 
and Bo and Maureen. She’d have to skip it. There probably wasn’t much she could use, anyway. 
At the last second, she took the rose off her dresser, the one Joh- John had made her from metal 
and wire. It would be good luck. 

She hefted the blanket in her arms, now heavy with all the clothing and shoes it 
contained and shuffled sideways out of the bedroom door. 

She’d been worried her mom would try and stop her, but she shouldn’t have been. 
Krista was sitting on the couch, crying, with Maureen’s arms around her. Her hair was a stringy 
mess. Maggie heard her say, did ever 5 dhing - on my own.’ Only half the words were 

audible. She was too messed up to speak clearly. 

Bo was gone... 

He’d split since the dmgs were nothing but carpet crumbs now. He’d left to get more. 
Maggie pushed out the door. It didn’t matter. She’d never see Bo again. 

She’d never see her mother or Maureen, or the inside of that trailer again. For one 
second, she could have sobbed, going down the porch steps. Never again -the idea filled her with 
relief so strong, it almost turned her knees to water and made her trip. 

But she couldn’t cry, not yet. She had to be strong for Lily. Lily had fallen asleep in 
the front seat, her mouth open, her hair feathering slightly in the heat. Finally, her lips weren’t 
blue anymore, and she was no longer shivering. 

She didn’t open her eyes until they were just bouncing out of the entrance to the Pines 
and onto Route 51- like its- so-o deadly. 

‘Maggie?’ She said in a small voice. 


‘What’s up, Billy?’ Maggie tried to smile and couldn’t. 




‘I don’t want to go back there.’ Lily turned and rested her forehead against the 
window. In the glass’s reflection, her face was narrow and pale, like a tapered flame. Maggie 
tightened her fingers on the wheel. ‘We’re not going back there,’ she said. Weirdly, the words 
made the taste of sick come up. ‘We’re never going back, okay? I promise.’ 

‘Where will we go?’ Lily asked. 

Maggie reached over and squeezed Lily’s knee. Her jeans had finally dried. 

‘We’ll figure something out. Okay? 

We’re going to be just fine.’ The rain was still coming down in sheets; the car carved 
waves in the road, sending liquid rivers sloshing toward the gutters. ‘You tmst me, right?’ 

Maggie asked. Lily nodded without turning her face away from the window. 

‘We’re going to be fine,’ Maggie repeated, and returned both hands to the wheel, 
gripping tightly. 

They couldn’t, she realized, go to Joh- John’s or Nathaniel’s. She’d taken her mom’s 
car and had no intention of returning it, which counted as stealing. 

And her friends’ houses would be the first place her mom would think of looking 
when she sobered up and realized what had happened. Would she call the police? Would they 
track Maggie down? Her mom would convince them that Maggie was a delinquent, and they 
would try to pin the fire on her. But there was no point in worrying about that yet. 

No one could know. It came down to that. She and Lily would have to be very, very 
careful about the next few weeks. As soon as they had enough money to leave Carp, they would. 
And until then, they had to hide. They’d have to hide the car, too, and use it only at night. 

The idea came to her suddenly: Meth Row. The whole road was cluttered with old cars 
and abandoned houses. No one would notice one sh*ttier car parked there. 

Lily had fallen asleep again and was snoring quietly. Meth Row looked even bleaker 
than usual. The rain had tiuned the pitted road to sludge, and Maggie had trouble just keeping the 
wheel from jerking under her hands. It was hard to tell which houses were occupied and which 



weren't, but she finally found a spot next to a storage shed and an old Buick, stripped nearly to its 
metal frame, where she could angle the car, so it was mostly unseen from the road. 


She turned off the engine. No point in wasting gas. They’d have to be careful about 
wasting anything now. 

They’d be more comfortable in the backseat, but since Lily was already asleep and 
Maggie doubted, she would sleep at all it wasn’t even six o’clock -she reached into the back and 
shook out all the things from the comforter. Stuff that had only an hour ago been littering then- 
beds, the floor of their bedroom. 

Their home... 

Homeless... 

It was the first time the word occurred to her, and she pushed it out of her mind. It was 
an ugly word, a word that smelled. Runaways were better, a little more glam. 

She spread the comforter over Lily, careful not to wake her. She found a hoodie in the 
back and put it on over ber shirt, pulled up the hood, cinched the drawstrings tight. 

Thankfully it was summer and wouldn’t get too cold. It occurred to her that she should 
turn her cell phone off too, to conserve battery power. But before she did, she typed out a text to 
Nathaniel and Marcel. She included Joh- John too. Like he’d said, he was in it, one way or 
another. 


Changed my mind, she wrote. I’m back in. 

She was playing for keeps now. 

For Lily. Forget the promise she’d made to Nathaniel. The money would be hers, and 
hers alone. 

That night, long after Maggie had finally drifted off, head back in the front seat of the 
Taums-when Nathaniel was curled up in bed with her computer, searching for funny videos- 
when even the bars were shutting down and the people who wanted to drink were forced to do it 
outside, or in the parking lot of 7-Eleven -Ellie Hayes was woken up by two masked figures. 



They hauled her to her feet and handcuffed her wrists in front of her body as if she were a 
convict. Her parents were gone for the weekend-the players knew what they were doing. 

Her older brother, Roger, heard the noise and the scuffling and burst into the hall, 
holding a baseball bat. But Ellie managed to cry out to him. 

‘It’s Terror!’ she said. Roger lowered the baseball bat, shook his head, returned to his 
room. He, too, had played. 

Elbe’s biggest fear, other than floods, was an enclosure, and she was relieved when 
instead of being packed in the trunk, she was guided into the backseat of a car she didn’t 
recognize. 

They drove for what seemed like forever-long enough that she began to get bored and 
fell asleep. Then the car stopped, and she saw a vast, empty parking lot, and a fence enclosed by 
barbed wire. Before the headlights cut, she saw a weathered sign tacked to a sad, saggy-looking 
building. 

WELCOME TO THE DENNY SWIMMING POOL. 

HOURS 9 A.M.-DUSK, MEMORIAL DAY TO LABOR DAY. 

The padlock on the gates had been left undone. Ellie remembered, as they passed 
through it, that Ray Hanrahan had done maintenance at the Swimming Pool last summer. 

Could he be in on this? Across the wet grass, the squelching mud, to the edge of the 
pool, which sat glimmering slickly in the moonlight, faintly lit up from below, electric, and 
improbable. The fear came mshing back all at once. ‘You have to be kidding me.’ 

She was at the edge of the deep end, trying to backpedal. But she couldn’t move. They 
had her tightly. Something metal bit into the palm of her hands, and she curled her fingers 
instinctively around it, too frightened to think or wonder what it was. ‘How do you expect me to- 
?’ 


She didn’t get to finish before she was pushed headfirst into the water. Flood. A flood 
of water everywhere: mouth, eyes, nose. She was underwater for a little more than a minute 
before she was hauled to the surface, but she would afterward swear it was at least five, or seven. 



Endless seconds of her heartbeat thudding in her ears, her lungs screaming for air, her 
legs kicking forpurchase. So many seconds of Fear-so complete, so all-consuming, it wasn’t 
until she was once again in the open air, taking deep, grateful breaths, she realized that all along 
she had been clutching tightly to the small metal key that fitted her handcuffs. 

Marcel’s gamble, at last, paid off. In the morning, the story of Elbe spread, and by 
noon the betting slips had once again appeared. This time, they were passed from hand to hand, 
secretively, cautiously. Even Seller and Elbe Hayes had both failed their challenges. They were 
out of the game. 

Colin Atkinson, too. He’d been the first to flee the Graybill house-mmor was he 
hadn’t stopped running until he was to Massachusetts. Marcel, Ray, Maggie, and Nathaniel were 
still in. So- where Harold Lee, Kim 

Hollister, and Derek Klieg. 

Only seven players left. 

WEDNESDAY, 

JULY 27 

Marcel, 

THERE WAS NO JOY LEFT IN THE GAME-NO LIGHTNESS or humor at all. 
Terror, as far as Marcel knew, had never been this serious. It had never been played with so 
much secretiveness, either. This was about more than getting in trouble for continuing a game. 
The police officers were still trying to pin the fire at the Graybill house, and Little Bill’s death, 
on someone. Even the judges had lost their sense of humor. The next email that arrived, several 
days after Elbe had been eliminated from the game, was bleakly to-the-point. 

Malden Plaza, 1-85. 9:00 p.m. 

Wednesday. 

Joh- John drove. It felt almost routine: Maggie sat shotgun, Nathaniel and Marcel were 
in the back. Nathaniel spent the whole drive tapping the window with a knuckle, unconsciously 
beating out her private rhythm. Marcel could a lm ost believe they were just heading on late-night 



adventure to the mall. Except that Maggie looked exhausted and kept yawning, and Joh- John 
hardly said a word except to ask her, in a deep voice, what was wrong. 

‘What do you think is wrong?’ Maggie replied. Marcel didn’t want to eavesdrop, but 
he couldn’t help it. ‘Your mom called,’ Joh- John said after a pause. ‘She said you haven’t been 
home.’ 


‘I’m just staying at Anne’s fora few days. I’m fine.’ 

‘She said you took the car.’ 

‘So now you’re on her side?’ 

Joh- John must have gone to Little Bill’s funeral. Marcel recognized the folded 
memorial pamphlet, featuring a winged angel, now hanging on a ribbon from his rearview mirror. 
Like a charm, or a talisman. Weird that he’d felt the need to hang it. Joh- John didn’t strike 

Marcel as superstitious. Then again, Marcel didn’t get Joh- John. He didn’t, for 
example, understand why he felt he was part of the game, why he felt guilty for Bill Kelly’s 
death. 


When they passed the Columbia County water towers, Marcel looked out and 
remembered the night of the first raid, when he, Nathaniel, and Maggie had hidden from the 
police officers. He felt a sudden wrench of grief, for the way time, always goes forward, 
relentlessly. It was like flood water: it left only clutter in its wake. The sky was choked with 
masses of dark clouds, but it had stopped raining at last. 

Impossible to tell where the sun was coming from. 

A thick beam of light, singular and strange when the rest of the sky was still so dark, 
cut across the road. But the drive to Malden Plaza was long they had to loop around to get to the 
northbound side- and before they’d arrived, the sun had set. 

There were a few dozen cars in the lot, most of them hugging up as close to the 
McDonald’s as possible, plus a couple of eighteen-wheelers, tmcks that must have been on a mn 
from Albany to Canada. Prom the opposite side of the lot, Marcel watched a family emerging 



from the big swinging doors, carrying paper bags of fast food and large soda cups. He wondered 
where they were off to. Somewhere better than here. 


The players had parked as far from the building as possible, at the edge of the lot, 
where the trees where creeping close to the pavement and it was much darker. Seven players left 
and only two dozen spectators. Marcel was surprised that -Digging had bothered to show up. 
Standing under the tall, stiff-necked streetlamps, he looked green, as if he was in danger of 
vomiting. 


‘Rules are simple.’ -Digging practically had to shout over the roar of traffic behind 
him. 1-87, separated from the parking lot by only a flimsy, shin-high divider, was a six-lane mega 
highway. 


‘Each of you has to cross. The five who cross the fastest move on. The other two 

don’t.’ 


‘I’ll go first.’ Ray stepped forward. He had avoided even glancing at- Marcel. There 
was something like a tmce between them, at least temporarily. It was fun. Ray was the guy- 
Marcel hated most in the world, besides Luke. And yet Ray was the guy who knew more of 
Marcel’s secrets than anyone. ‘I want to get this over with.’ 

‘Wait.’ -Digging extracted a strip of black fabric from his pocket and shook it out. He 
tmly looked miserable. ‘You have to wear this.’ 

‘What is that?’ Ray asked, even though it was a blindfold. 

Nathaniel and Maggie exchanged a look. 

Marcel knew what they were thinking without having to ask. There was always a twist. 
The game was never easy. -Digging hesitated. For a second, it looked as though he was going to 
attempt to tie the blindfold on Ray himself. 

Ray scowled at him. ‘Give me that,’ he said and snatched the blindfold from -Digging. 
-Digging backed off quickly, obviously relieved. Ray put the fabric over his eyes and knotted it 
behind his head. 



‘Happy now?’ he said, to no one in particular. 


Marcel stepped forward, so he was standing directly in front of Ray. He threw a punch, 
stopping a few inches short of Ray’s nose. Nathaniel gasped and -Digging shouted. But Ray 
didn’t even flinch. 

‘It’s all right,’ Marcel said. ‘He can’t see sh*t.’ 

‘Don’t trust me. Mason?’ Ray’s mouth curled into a smile. 

‘Not even a little,’ Marcel said. -Digging had to help guide Ray to the dividerthat 
separated the parking lot from the narrow patch of grass and gravel that ran along the highway. 
Trucks where thundering past, spitting exhaust and roaring heat. A car blew its horn as Ray 
fumbled over the divider, and Marcel imagined a sudden swerve, the headlights swollen, freezing 
Ray in place, the shudder of the impact. 

But that would come later. 

‘Time,’ -Digging shouted. He had his phone out. For the first time, he noticed that 
Joh- John was standing some ways apart, his lips moving as though in silent prayer. His face was 
incredible; anguished, twisted. And at that moment, Marcel had a suspicion. More like an 
intuition. But he dismissed the thought quickly. Impossible. 

‘Ten seconds down,’ -Digging announced. Marcel turned his eyes back to the highway. 
Ray was still hesitating, swaying like a dmnk, like he was hoping momentum would unglue his 
feet. A tmck blasted a horn, and he jerked backward. The sound rolled and echoed through the 
night air, distorted by the distance to an alien cry. The motion was noise: Marcel closed his eyes 
and heard the fizz of the tires on the road, the thud of bass and music, engines grinding and 
spitting, the msh of air when a car blew by. He opened his eyes again. 

‘Twenty seconds!’ -Digging’s voice had gone shrill. There was a sudden break in the 
traffic. Four, five seconds-in all six lanes, the road was clear. Ray sensed it and ran. He barreled 
straight into the divider on the other side of the road and face planted. But it didn’t matter. 

He’d done it. He whipped off the blindfold and waved it above his head, victorious. 

The whole thing had taken him twenty-seven seconds. He had to wait for another break in the 
traffic to cross, but this time he did so at a jog. He was showing off. 



‘Who’s next?’ -Digging said. 


‘Let’s get this over with before-’ Another truck blasted by, whipping away the rest of 

his words. 


‘I’ll go.’ Marcel stepped forward. Ray dangled the blindfold from one hand. For a 
second, their eyes met. They were joined now, more than ever. 

‘Don’t choke,’ Ray said in a deep voice. Marcel snatched the blindfold from him. 

‘Don’t worry about me,’ he said. The cloth was thick and opaque, like something 
you’d fashion a tarp out of. Once- Marcel put it over his eyes, he was completely blind, and fora 
moment he felt a tightness in his chest, the overwhelming sense of disorientation and dizziness, 
like when you wake up from a nightmare in an unfamiliar place. 

He focused on the sounds: trucks, music, the fizz of the tires, and gradually he could 
map out space in his mind. Funny how just being without sight could leave him feeling so 
exposed, raw. Anyone could rush at him and he’d never know. He felt two soft hands slip around 
his wrist. 


‘Be careful,’ Nathaniel whispered. He didn’t answer, just fumbled to touch her face, 
hoping he wouldn’t accidentally get her boob instead. Hoping he would, too. 

‘All right,’ he announced in what he hoped was -Digging’s direction. ‘I’m ready.’ 

As he had done with Ray, -Digging took his arm and guided him to the low metal 
divider and instructed him to climb it. Then- Marcel was standing blind on the side of the road, 
while cars and semis roared past him. The wind blew hot and stinking with exhaust, and the 
ground trembled from the motion of the crushing wheels. Homs screamed out and faded. 

Marcel’s heart was going hard and his mouth was dry. He hadn’t expected to be so 
afraid. His ears where full of a pounding rh 5 dhm-he couldn’t tell if it was noise from the highway 
or the echo of his heart. He barely heard -Digging call time. 


Sh*t! 



He couldn’t hear-like how- is- he going to know when to cross? What if he tripped? 

His legs felt liquid and unstable-if he tried to walk, they would collapse, get tangled up. He 
pictured Nathaniel’s hands, the way she’d tilted her face to his when he kissed her. 

He imagined Dayna’s stalk-legs, imagined her chair pushed next to the window, the 
sun flooding the room, her legs growing, thickening, sprouting again into strong, muscled calves. 

The pounding in his ears receded. He could breathe again. And suddenly he realized it 
was quiet. No fizz of tires, no honking, no roar of an engine bearing down on him. A break. 

He ran... 

Pavement, and then a narrow strip of grass, which marked the space that divided the 
different sides of the highway. He should have stopped and listened again, just to be sure, but he 
couldn’t-if he stopped, he’d never go again. He had to keep moving. The wind was mshing in his 
ears and his blood was on fire. Suddenly he felt a searing pain in his shins, and he jerked forward. 

He’d reached the divider on the other side. 

He’d passed. He ripped off the blindfold and turned around. He thought Nathaniel and 
Maggie were cheering, but he wasn’t sure-two cars went by him, a twin blur, and although he 
could tell they were shouting, he couldn’t hear what they said. 

Underneath the streetlamp, they looked like actors on a stage, or tiny figurines, set up 
for display and the cars, shining as they passed through the light, like toy models of the real thing. 

He still felt dizzy. He waited for another break in the traffic, then crossed back at a 
slow jog. He wanted to move faster, but his legs resisted. 

He could barely lift them to climb over the divider. -Digging patted him on the 
shoulder and Maggie grabbed his arm. He was glad. Otherwise, he might have collapsed. 

‘Nineteen seconds!’ -Digging said. 

And Maggie kept saying. 


‘Awesome. Awesome.’ 



Maggie volunteered to go next. Something had happened to her in the past few days- 
something had changed. 

She’d always been pretty, Marcel thought -sturdy-looking and dependable, like 
someone in an advertisement about deodorant. A little awkward, too- always holding herself 
carefully, like she was worried if she didn’t pay attention, she’d knock someone or something 
over. 


He hadn’t gone to prom, but he’d seen pictures on Facebook, and Maggie had stood 
out; slouching a little so she wouldn’t be too much taller than Matt, wearing some mffled pink 
thing that didn’t suit her at all, and trying to smile through her discomfort. But there was nothing 
awkward about her now. She was serious, straight-backed, focused. She barely hesitated at the 
edge of the road. As soon as there was a break, she ran. Nathaniel gasped. 

‘There’s a car-,’ she said. Her fingers tightened on Marcel’s arm. 

There was car-northbound traffic, speeding toward her. It must have caught her in its 
headlights just as she crossed into the lane, because the driver sounded his horn, three quick 
blasts. 


‘Jesus.’ Joh- John was frozen, white-faced.’ 

Maggie!’ Nathaniel screamed. But Maggie kept moving, and she reached safety just as 
the car blew over the spot where she’d been standing only a few seconds earlier. The driver gave 
four more furious blasts on the horn. Maggie whipped off the blindfold and stood, chest heaving, 
at the side of the road. For a while, she was lost to view in a surge of sudden traffic: two tmcks 
passing simultaneously from opposite directions, a stream of cars. 

When Maggie crossed back, -Digging through an arm around her shoulders. 

‘Seventeen seconds!’ he crowed. 

‘Fastest one yet. You’re safe.’ 

‘Thanks,’ she said. She was out of breath. As she passed under the streetlamp, she 
looked tmly beautiful: hair long and tangled down her back, high cheekbones, and glittering eyes. 


‘Good job,’ Marcel said. 



Maggie nodded at him. 


‘Heath bar! I was so scared for you! 

That car.’ Nathaniel threw her arms around 

Maggie’s neck. She had to stand on her tiptoes. 

‘It’s not that bad, Nathaniel,’ Maggie said. For a second, she kept her eyes on Marcel. 
Something passed between them. 

He thought it was a warning. Kim Hollister went next, and she was unlucky. As soon 
as she took her place blindfolded at the side of the road, there was a blast of traffic from both 
directions. But even after it cleared, she stayed where she was, hesitating, obviously afraid. 

‘Go!’ -Digging shouted. ‘You’re fine! Go.’ 

‘No fair,’ Ray said. ‘No fair. 

That’s freaking cheating.’ They started to argue, but it didn’t matter anyway; Kim still 
hadn’t moved. 

Finally, she screeched, ‘Be quiet! 

Please. I can’t hear anything. Please.’ It took a few more seconds before she shuffled 
onto the road, and almost immediately she backed up again. 

‘Did you hear that?’ Her voice was shrill in the quiet. ‘Is that a car?’ 

By the time she made it across, fifty-two seconds had elapsed. The longest time by 
almost double. 

It was Natalie’s turn next. Suddenly she turned to him, eyes shining. He realized she 
was on the verge of tears. 

‘Do you think he’s watching?’ Nathaniel whispered. Marcel thought she must be 
talking about God. 


‘Who?’ He said. 



‘Bill Kelly... ’ A spasm passed over her face. 


‘There’s no one watching us,’ Marcel said. ‘No one but the judges, anyway.’ 

His eyes met Joh- John’s across the lot. And again, just for a minute, he wondered. 

FRIDAY, JULY 29 

Marcel, 

Marcel HAD BEEN HOPING NATHANIEE’S BIRTHDAY PARTY would be small, 
and he was disappointed when he pulled his bike up to Joh- John’s house and saw a dozen cars 
fitted together like Tetris pieces in the only part of the yard not dominated by junk. There was 
music playing from somewhere, and lanterns had been placed all around the yard, perched on 
various objects like metallic fireflies settling down to rest. 

‘You came!’ Nathaniel weaved toward him, holding a paper cup. Beer sloshed on his 
shoe, and he realized she was already dmnk. She was wearing lots of makeup and a tiny dress, 
and she looked frighteningly beautiful, like someone much older. Her eyes were bright, like she 
was on something. He was aware that she had just been talking to a group of guys he didn’t 
know they, too, looked older and were now staring at him-and felt suddenly uncomfortable. She 
saw him looking and waved a hand. ‘Don’t worry about them,’ she said. Her words were slurring 
together. 


‘Some guys I know from a bar in Kingston. I only invited them because they brought 
the alcohol. I’m so glad you’re here.’ 

Marcel had Nathaniel’s present wrapped in tissue paper in his pocket. He wanted to 
give it to her but not here, while people were watching. He wanted to tell her, too, that he was 
sorry about Terror. 

Nathaniel had frozen up at the side of the highway and taken more than a minute to 
cross. Just like that, the game was over for her. 

Everyone else would move on to the next challenge. On the way home from the 
highway challenge, Nathaniel had barely said a word, just sat stiffly next to him with tears 
mnning down her face. No one had spoken. Marcel had been annoyed at Joh- John, and Maggie. 



They were her best friends. They were supposed to know what to say to make her feel 
better. He had felt helpless, as frightened as he had while standing on that highway with the 
blindfold. But Nathaniel was already hauling him off toward the back of the house. ‘Come get a 
drink, okay? And say hi to everyone.’ 

At the back of the house, a large grill was letting off thick clouds of smoke that 
smelled like meat and charcoal. An old man was pushing around some burgers on it, holding a 
beer in one hand. Marcel thought it might have been Joh- John’s dad-they had the same nose, the 
same floppy hair, although the men were gray-and was surprised. In school, he’d always thought 
of Joh- John as kind of a dork, well-meaning but just too nice to be interesting. He’d imagined 
Joh- John’s family would be of the mom-dad-sister older- brother-picket-fence variety. 

Not some guy with a beer grilling in the middle of towers of rusting junk. But that was 
another thing you learned when playing Fear: people would surprise you. 

They would knock you on your ass. It was the only thing you could count on. Kids 
from the school were standing around in little groups or using some of the old furniture and 
gutted car frames as makeshift chairs. They were all staring at Marcel, some with curiosity and 
some with open hostility, and it was not until then that he realized none of the other Fear players 
had been invited, except for Maggie. That’s when it hit him that there weren’t many Fear players 
left. 


Just five... 

And he was one of them. 

The two things-Nathaniel’s hand, and the fact that he was getting so close- sent a thrill 
up his spine. 

‘The keg’s over there, behind the old motorcycle.’ Nathaniel giggled. She gestured 
with her cup, sending another bit of beer sloshing over the rim, and he remembered suddenly the 
time she’d called him Dave at homecoming last year. His stomach tightened. He hated parties, 
never felt comfortable with them. 


‘I’ll be back, okay? I must circulate. 



It’s kinda my party, after all.’ She kissed him on the cheek, he noticed, and of course 
then again on the other cheek-and quickly disappeared, blending into a knot of people standing 
around the keg. Without Nathaniel next to him, he felt like he was back in the halls at school, 
except this time, instead of everyone ignoring him, everyone was staring. When he spotted 
Maggie, he could have mn up and kissed her. 

She saw him at the same time and waved him over. She was sitting on the hood of 
what Marcel could only imagine was one of Joh- John’s projects: A Pinto junk-er, wheel-less and 
propped up on cinder blocks. He could count a half-dozen cars, in various states of constmction 
and deconstmction, just from where he was standing. 

‘Hey... ’ Maggie was drinking a Coke. She looked tired. ‘I didn’t know you would be 

here.’ 


Marcel shmgged. He wasn’t sure what that meant. Nathaniel had only invited him at 
the last minute. ‘Didn’t want to miss the big birthday,’ was all he said. 

‘Nathaniel’s trashed already,’ Maggie said with a short laugh. She looked away, 

squinting. 

Again, he was stmck by the change that had come over her this summer. She was 
thinning out, sharpening, and her beauty was becoming more pronounced. Like she’d been 
wearing an invisibility cloak her whole life, and now it was coming off. Marcel leaned against 
the hood and fumbled in his pocket for his cigarettes. 

He didn’t even feel like smoking-he just wanted something to do with his hands. 
‘How’s Lily?’ he asked. She looked at him sharply. ‘She’s fine,’ she said slowly. Then: ‘She’s 
inside, watching TV.’ Marcel nodded. The day before he’d been smoking a cigarette in Meth 
Row when he’d heard someone singing behind the shed where he usually kept his bike. Curious, 
he circled to the back. 

And there was Maggie. 

Butt-naked. 

She’d shouted, and he’d turned quickly away, but not before he noticed she was 
washing with the hose from Dot’s Diner, the one the kitchen boys used to spray down the alley 



in the evenings. He saw a car, her car, with clothes drying on its hood; and a girl who must have 
been Maggie’s sister, sitting in the grass, reading. 


‘Don’t tell,’ Maggie had said. 

Marcel had kept his back to her. One of the pairs of underwear had blown off the hood 
and onto the ground; he kept his eyes fixed on it. It was full-butt underwear, patterned with 
strawberries, faded. Next, to it, he’d seen two toothbrushes and a curled-up tube of toothpaste 
sitting on an overturned bucket, and several pairs of shoes lined up neatly in the dirt. He 
wondered how long they’d been camping out there. 

‘I won’t,’ he had said without turning around. 

And he wouldn’t. That was another thing Marcel liked about secrets: they bonded 
people together. ‘How long you think you can keep it up?’ he asked now. 

‘As long as it takes to win,’ she replied. 

He looked at her face so serious, so dead set-and felt a sudden surge of something like 
joy. Understanding. That’s what it was; he and Maggie understood each other. 

‘I like you, Maggie,’ he said. 

‘You’re all right.’ She briefly scanned his face, as if to verify that he wasn’t laughing 

at her. 


Then she smiled. ‘Right back at you, Marcel.’ 

Nathaniel reappeared, carrying a bottle of tequila. ‘Take a shot with me, Maggie.’ 
Maggie made a face. ‘Tequila?’ 

‘Come on,’ Nathaniel said, pouting. Her words were more blurred than ever, but her 
eyes kept their strange, unnatural brightness- like something not human. ‘It’s my birthday.’ 
Maggie shook her head. Nathaniel laughed. 

‘I don’t believe it.’ Her voice was getting louder. ‘You’ll play Fear, but you’re afraid 
of taking a shot.’ 



‘Sh-h-h-h.’ Maggie’s face turned red. ‘She wasn’t even supposed to play,’ Nathaniel 
said, pointing the bottle at Maggie, as though addressing an audience. And people were listening. 
Marcel saw that they were turning in Maggie’s direction, smirking, whispering. 

‘Come on, Nathaniel. You’re not supposed to talk about the game, remember?’ he said, 
but Nathaniel ignored him. 

-Then- 

‘I was going to play,’ Nathaniel announced. ‘I did play. Not anymore. She-you- 
sabotagedme. You sabotaged me.’ She turned to Maggie. 

Maggie stared at her for a second. 

‘You’re dmnk,’ she said matter-of-factly, then slid off the hood of the car. 

Nathaniel tried to grab her. ‘I was just kidding,’ she said. But Maggie kept walking. 
‘Come on, Heath. I was just freaking around.’ 

‘I’m going to find Joh- John,’ Maggie said without turning. Nathaniel leaned up 
against the car, next to- Marcel. She uncapped the bottle of tequila, took a sip, and made a face. 

‘Some birthday,’ she grumbled. Marcel could scent her skin, the alcohol on her 
breathing and strawberry shampoo in her hair. He was aching to touch her. Alternatively, he 
shoved his hands into his pocket and felt for the present. He knew he had to give it to her now 
before he chickened out or she got even more wasted. 

‘Look, Nathaniel. Is there somewhere we could go? I mean, to be alone for a minute?’ 
Realizing she might think he was going to try to feel her up or something, he mshed on: ‘I have 
something for you.’ And he showed her the little tissue-paper-wrapped box, hoping she wouldn’t 
care that it had gotten squashed in his pocket. Her face changed. She smiled hugely, showing off 
her perfect little white teeth, and set the bottle of tequila down. 

‘Marcel, you didn’t have to,’ she said. 

And then: ‘Come on, I know somewhere we can go.’ Just beyond the back porch was 
an area dedicated to what looked like lawn decorations: towering limestone statues of various 
mythical figures- Marcel should probably know but didn’t; limestone benches and birdbaths full 



of standing water, moss, and leaves. Because of the statues and the porch, it was concealed from 
view, and as he entered the semicircular enclosure, Marcel’s stomach started going crazy. The 
music was muffled, and he and Nathaniel were alone. 

‘Go ahead,’ he said, passing her the box. ‘Open it.’ He thought he might vomit. What 
if she hated it? Finally, she got the wrapping off, and she opened the little box and stood there 
staring at it; a dark cord of velvet and a small, crystal butterfly charm, light dazzling from its 
wings, resting neatly on a bunch of pieces of cotton. 

She stared at it for so long, he thought she must hate it, and then he thought he really 
would be sick. The necklace had cost him three full days of the cash he got stocking shelves. 

‘If you want to return it,’ he started to say. But then she looked up and he saw that she 
was crying. 

‘It’s beautiful,’ she said. ‘I love it.’ And before he knew what was happening, she 
reached for him and drew him down to her and kissed him. 

Her lips tasted like salt and tequila. 

When she pulled back, he felt dizzy. 

He’d kissed girls before but not like that. Usually, he was too stressed about what their 
tongue was doing or whether he was using too much pressure or too little. But with Nathaniel, he 
forgot to think, or even breathe, and now his vision was clouded with black spots. ‘Listen,’ he 
blurted out. ‘I want you to know I’ll still honor the split. If I win, I mean. You can still take your 
share of the money.’ She stiffened suddenly, as if he’d slapped her. For a second, she stood there, 
rigid. Then she shoved the jewelry box back at him. ‘I can’t take this,’ she said. ‘I can’t accept it.’ 

Marcel felt like he’d just inhaled a bowling ball. ‘What do you mean?’ ‘I mean I don’t 
want it,’ she said and forced the box into his hand. ‘We’re not together, okay? I mean, I like you 
and all but - I’m seeing someone else. It isn’t right.’ Cold, cold: washing his whole body. 

He was freezing, confused and furious. He didn’t feel like himself, didn’t sound like 
himself either, as he heard himself say, ‘Who is it?’ She had turned away from him. ‘It doesn’t 
matter,’ she said. ‘No one you know.’ 



‘You kissed me,’ he said. ‘You kissed me, you made me think-’ She shook her head. 
She still wouldn’t look at him. ‘It was for the game. Okay? I wanted you to help me win. That’s 
all.’ That voice he didn’t recognize came out of his mouth again. ‘I don’t believe you.’ The 
words sounded thin and flimsy. 

She kept speaking, as if he wasn’t there. ‘But I don’t need Fear. I don’t need you. I 
don’t need Maggie. 

Kevin says I’ve got potential in front of the camera. He says-’ ‘Kevin?’ Something 
clicked in Marcel’s brain, and his stomach opened. ‘That scumbag you met at the mall?’ 

‘He’s not a scumbag.’ Now she whirled around to face him. She was shaking. Her fists 
were balled, and her eyes were bright and there was wetness on her cheeks, and it broke his heart. 
He still wanted to kiss her. He hated her...! 

‘He’s legit. He believes in me. He said he would help me....’ The cold in Marcel’s 
chest had turned into a hard fist. He could feel it beating against his ribs, threatening to explode 
out through his skin. ‘I’m sure he did,’ he said, practically spitting. 

‘Let me guess. All you had to do was show him your tits-’ ‘Shut up,’ she whispered. 

‘Maybe let him feel you up for a while. Or did you have to spread your legs, too?’ As 
soon as he said it, he wished the words back into his mouth. Nathaniel stiffened as though a 
shock had mn through her. And he could tell from her face-the guilt and the sadness and the 
sorrow that she did, she had. 

‘Nathaniel.’ He could barely say her name. He wanted to say he was sorry, and he was 
sorry for her too, for what she’d done. He wanted to tell her that he believed in her and thought 
she was beautiful. 

‘Go away,’ she whispered. 

‘Please. ’ He started to reach for her. 

She stumbled backward, nearly tripping on the grass. ‘Go,’ she said. 

Her eyes locked on his fora minute. He saw two dark holes, like wounds; then she 
whirled around and was gone. Maggie JOH- JOHN HAD A TRAMPOLINE; ORAL LEAST, 



HE HAD A trampoline frame. The nylon had long ago disintegrated and been replaced with a 
heavy canvas tarp, stretched tautly. 


Maggie wasn’t surprised to find him there, hiding out from the rest of the guests. He’d 
never been super social. 

She wasn’t either. It was one of the things that bonded them. 

‘Having an appropriate time?’ she asked as she maneuvered onto the canvas next to 
him. Joh- John smelled like cinnamon and a little like butter. 

He shrugged. When he smiled, his nose crinkled. ‘So-so. You?’ ‘So-so,’ she admitted. 
‘How’s Lily doing?’ Maggie had had no choice but to bring her. They’d installed her in the den, 
and Joh- John had volunteered to check in on her when he went inside for more plastic cups. 

‘She’s fine... Watching a marathon of some celebrity show. I made her popcorn.’ He 
leaned back, so he was staring at the sky, and motioned for Maggie to do the same. When they 
were little, they had sometimes slept out here, side by side in sleeping bags, surrounded by 
empty packages of chips and cookies. 

One time, she had woken up and found a raccoon sitting on her chest. Joh- John had 
yelled to startle it away-but not before getting a picture. It was one of her favorite memories from 
childhood. 


She could still remember what it felt like to wake up next to him, with dew covering 
their sleeping bags and soaking the canvas, their breath steaming in the air-they were so warm 
next to each other. Like they were in the only safe, good place in the world. 

Now she unconsciously moved her head onto the hollow space between his chest and 
shoulder, and he wrapped one arm around her. His fingers grazed her bare arms, and her body 
felt suddenly fizzy and warm. She wondered how they must look from above: like two pieces of 
a puzzle fitted neatly together. 

‘Are you going to miss me?’ Joh- John asked suddenly. 



Maggie’s heart gave a huge, awful thump like it wanted to leap out of her throat. 

She’d been trying all summer to ignore the fact that Joh- John was going away to college. Now 
they had less than a month left. ‘Don’t be an idiot,’ she said, nudging him. 

‘I’m serious.’ He shifted, withdrawing his arm from under her head, rolling over onto 
one elbow to face her. Casually, he slung his other arm over her waist. Her shirt was riding up 
and his hand was on her stomach- his tan skin against her pale, freckled belly-and her lungs were 
having trouble working properly. 

It’s Joh- John, she reminded herself. 

It’s just Joh- John. ‘I’m going to miss you so bad, Maggie,’ he said. They were so 
close; she could see a hit of fuzz clinging to one of his eyelashes; she could see individual spirals 
of color in his eyes. And his lips. Soft-looking. The perfect imperfectness of his teeth. 

‘What about Avery?’ Maggie blurted. She didn’t know where the words came from. 
‘Are you going to miss her, too?’ 

He drew back an inch, frowning. Then he sighed and shoved a hand through his hair. 
As soon as he wasn’t touching Maggie anymore, she would have given anything to have his 
touch-back. ‘I’m not with Avery anymore,’ he said carefully. ‘We broke up.’ 

Maggie stared. ‘Since when?’ ‘Does it matter?’ Joh- John looked annoyed. ‘Look, it 
was never a real thing, okay?’ ‘You just liked hooking up withher,’ Maggie said. She suddenly 
felt angry, and cold, and exposed. She sat up, tugging down her shirt. Joh- John was leaving her 
behind. He would find new girls-pretty, tiny girls like Avery-and he would forget all about her. It 
happened all the time. 

‘Hey.’ Joh- John sat up too. Maggie wouldn’t look at him, so he reached out and 
forced her chin in his direction. ‘I’m trying to talk to you, okay? I -1 had to break up with Avery. 
I like - someone else. There’s someone else. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. But it’s 
complicated....’ 

He was staring at her so intensely; Maggie could feel the warmth between them. 

She didn’t think. She just leaned in and closed her eyes and kissed him. It was like 
taking a bite of ice cream that’s been sitting out just long enough: sweet, easy, perfect. She 



wasn’t worried about whether she was doing it right, as she had been all those years ago, in the 
movie theater, when she could only think of the popcorn in her teeth. 

She was simply there, inhaling the smell of him, of his lips, while the music thudded 
softly in the background and the cicadas swelled an accompaniment. 

Maggie felt little bursts of happiness in her chest, as though someone had set off 
sparklers there. 

Then, abruptly, be pulled away. 

‘Wait,’ he said. ‘Wait.’ And instantly, the sparklers in her chest where extinguished, 
leaving only a smoking black place. Just that one word and she knew: she’d made a mistake. 

‘1 can’t-’ Suddenly he looked different-older, full of regret, like someone she barely 
knew. ‘I don’t want to lie to you, Maggie.’ 

She felt like she’d swallowed something spoiled: there was a bad taste in her mouth, 
and her stomach was lashing. She felt her face begin to bum. It wasn’t her. He was in love with 
someone else. And she’d just shoved her tongue down his throat like a lunatic. She had to crab- 
walk backward, away from him, to the edge of the trampoline. 

‘Stupid,’ she said. ‘It was stupid. Just forget it, okay? I don’t know what I was 
thinking.’ For a second, he looked hurt. But she was too embarrassed to care. And then he 
frowned, and he just looked tired and a little irritated, like she was an unmly child and he was a 
patient father. She realized suddenly that that was how Joh- John saw her: as a kid. A kid sister. 

‘Will you just sit down?’ he said in his tired-dad voice. His hair was sticking straight 
up-the hair equivalent of a scream. 

‘It’s getting late,’ Maggie said, which it wasn’t. ‘I have to take Lily home. Mom will 
get worried.’ Lie on top of a lie. She didn’t know why she said it. Maybe because at that moment 
she wished for it-wished that she was heading back to a real home with a normal mom who cared, 
instead of back to the car and the parking spot on Meth Row. She wished that she was small and 
delicate, like a special Christmas ornament that needed to be handled correctly. I wished that she 
was someone else. 



‘Maggie, please,’ he said. The world was breaking up, shattering into colors-and she 
knew if she didn’t get out of there, she would start to cry. ‘Forget about it,’ she said. ‘Seriously. 
Would you? Just forget it ever happened.’ She only made it a few steps away before the tears 
started. She swiped them away quickly with the heel of a hand; she had to pass through a dozen 
old classmates to get to the house, including Matt’s best friend, and she would rather die than be 
the girl crying at her best friend’s birthday party. 

Everyone would think she was wasted. Funny how people could be around you for so 
many years and be so off the mark. She went in through the back door, taking a second inside to 
stand, inhaling, trying to get control of herself. Weirdly, although Joh- John’s whole property 
was a junkyard, the house was clean, sparsely furnished, and always smelled like carpet cleaner. 
Maggie knew that Mr. Marks’s longtime girlfriend, Carol, considered the yard a lost cause. But 
the home was her place, and she was always scrubbing and straightening, and yelling at Joh- 
John to take his dirty feet off the coffee table, for God’s sake. 

Even though the house hadn’t been remodeled since the seventies, and still sported 
shag carpet and weird orange-and-white- checkered linoleum in the kitchen, it looked spotless. 

Maggie’s throat tightened again. 

Everything was so familiar here: the Formica dining room table; the crack mnning 
along with the kitchen countertop; the curled photographs stuck to the fridge with magnets 
advertising dentists’ offices and hardware stores. They were as familiar to her as any she had 
ever called her own. They were hers, and Joh- John had been hers, once. 

But no more. 

She could hear mnning water and muffled TV sounds from the den, where Lily was 
watching. She stepped into the darkened hall and noticed the bathroom door was partly open. A 
wedge of light lay thickly on the carpet. Now she could hear crying, over the sound of the water. 
She saw a curtain of dark hair appear and disappear quickly. 

‘Nathaniel?’ Maggie swung the door open carefully. Water gushed from the faucet, 
and steam was dmmming up from the porcelain bowl. The water must have been scalding, but 
Nathaniel was still scmbbing her hands and sniffling. Her skin was raw and red and shiny like it 
had been burned. 



‘Hey.’ Maggie forgot, for the moment, about her problems. She took a step into the 
bathroom. Instinctively, she reached out and shut off the faucet. Even the taps where hot. 

‘Hey- are you okay?’ 

It was a stupid thing to say. Nathaniel was not okay. She turned to Maggie. Her eyes 
were puffy, and her whole face looked weird and swollen, like bread that was rising wrong. ‘It’s 
not working anymore,’ she said in a whisper. 

‘What isn’t?’ Maggie asked. She felt suddenly on hyper-alert. She noticed the drip- 
drip-drip of the faucet, and Nathaniel’s monstrously red hands, hanging like deflated balloons by 
her side. She thought of the way that Nathaniel always liked things even, straight down the 
middle. 


How sometimes she showered more than once a day. The taps and tongue clicks. 

The stuff she’d mostly ignored because she was so used to it. Another blind spot 
between people. 

‘That’s why I froze on the highway, you know,’ Nathaniel went on. ‘I just - glitched.’ 
Her eyes were watery again. ‘Nothing’s working.’ Her voice wavered. ‘I don’t feel safe, you 
know?’ 


‘Come here,’ Maggie said. She drew Nathaniel into a hug and Nathaniel continued 
crying, dmnk, against her chest. She gripped Maggie tightly as if she worried, she might fall. 
‘Sh-hh,’ Maggie murmured, repeatedly. ‘Sh-hh. It’s your birthday.’ 

But she didn’t say it would be okay. How could she? She knew that Nathaniel was 

right. 

None of them was safe. 

No more. Never again. 


Marcel- 



Marcel HEARD VOICES IN THE LIVING ROOM AS SOON as he opened the door 
and immediately regretted coming home directly. It was just after eleven, and his first thought 
was that Ricky was over again. 

He wasn’t in the mood to deal with Ricky grinning like an idiot and Dayna blushing 
and trying to make things not awkward and all the time shooting Marcel dagger eyes like he was 
the one intmding. But then his mom called, ‘Come in here, Marcel!’ A man was sitting on the 
couch. His hair was graying, and he was wearing a mmpled suit, which matched his mmpled 
face. 


‘What?’ Marcel said, barely looking at his mom. He didn’t even try to be polite. He 
wasn’t going to play nice with one of his mom’s dates. 

His mom frowned. 

‘Marcel,’ she said, drawing out his name, like a warning bell. ‘You know Bill Kelly, 
don’t you? Bill came over for a little bit of company.’ She was watching Marcel closely, and he 
read a dozen messages in her eyes at once: Bill Kelly just lost his son, so if you’re mde to him, I 
swear you’ll be sleeping on the streets... 

Marcel felt suddenly like his whole body was made of angles and spikes, and he 
couldn’t remember how to move it correctly. He turned jerkily to the man on the couch: Big Bill 
Kelly. Now he could see the resemblance to his son. The straw-colored hair mnning, in the 
father’s case, to gray; the piercing blue eyes and the heavy jaw. 

‘Hi,’ Marcel said. His voice was a croak. He cleared his throat. ‘I was -am-1 mean, 
we’re all sorry to hear-’ 

‘Thank you, son.’ Mr. Kelly’s voice was surprisingly clear. Marcel was glad he’d been 
intermpted because he didn’t know what else he would have said. He was so hot he felt like his 
face was about to explode. He had a sudden, hysterical impulse to shout out: I was there. I was 
there when your son died. I could have saved him. 

He took a deep breath. The game was wearing on him. He was starting to crack. After 
what seemed like forever, Mr. Kelly’s eyes passed away from Marcel, back to his mother. ‘I 
should go, Sheila.’ He stood up slowly. He was so tall he nearly grazed the ceiling with his head. 



‘I’m going to Albany tomorrow. Autopsies were done. I don’t expect any surprises, but -’ He 
made a helpless gesture with his hands. ‘I want to know everything. I will know everything.’ 

Sweat was picking up underneath Marcel’s collar. It might have been his imagination, 
but he was sure Mr. Kelly’s words were directed at him. He thought of all the Fear betting slips 
he’d been collecting this summer. Where were they? Had he put them in his underwear drawer? 
Or left them out on his bedside table? Jesus. He had to get rid of them. 

‘Of course.’ 

Marcel’s mom stood too. Now all three of them were standing, awkwardly, like they 
were in a play and had forgotten their lines. ‘Say goodnight to Mr. Kelly, Marcel.’ 

Marcel coughed. ‘Yeah. Sure. Look, 

I’m sorry again-’ 

Mr. Kelly stuck out his hand. 

‘God’s works,’ he said quietly. But Marcel felt that when Mr. Kelly shook his hand, he 
squeezed just a little too hard. 

That was the night -Digging went to a party down at the gully and ended up with a 
cracked rib, two black eyes, and one of his teeth knocked out. Derek Klieg was drunk; that was 
the excuse he gave afterward, but everyone knew it was deeper than that, and once the swelling 
in -Digging’s face went down, he told anyone who would listen how Derek had jumped him, 
threatened him, tried to get him to cough up the names and identities of the judges, and wouldn’t 
listen when -Digging insisted he didn’t know. It was an obvious violation of one of Fear’s many 
unspoken rules. The announcer was off-limits. So were the judges. 

Derek Klieg was immediately disqualified. He had forfeited his spot in the game, and 
his name was struck from the betting slips by morning. And Natalie, tbe last player eliminated, 
was back on. 

SATURDAY, 


JULY 30 



Maggie, 


MAGGIE WAS WOKEN BY SOMEONE RAPPING ON THE window. She sat up, 
rubbing her eyes, startled and momentarily disoriented. Sun was streaming through the windows 
of the Taurus. 

Marcel was watching her through the windshield. Now that she was awake, everything 
came into sudden focus: the kiss with Joh- John and its botched end; Natalie crying in the 
bathroom; and now Marcel watching her, taking in the rumpled sheet and beaten-up cups from 
Dairy Queen in the passenger seat, the chip bags, and the flip-flops and the scattered clothing in 
the backseat. 

Outside, Lily was barefoot and dressed in a bathing suit. Maggie opened the door and 
got out of the car. ‘What are you doing here?’ She was furious with him. He had violated an 
unspoken agreement. 

When she had said, don’t tell, she had also meant Don’t come back. ‘I tried calling 
you. Your phone was off.’ If he could tell she was angry, he didn’t seem to care. Her phone. 
She’d been powering down her phone as much as she could since she could only charge it when 
she worked at Anne’s house. 

Besides, she didn’t need to see the texts from her mom. But she realized she’d brought 
it into Joh- John’s kitchen last night to charge, and never retrieved it. Sh*t. That meant going 
back for it. 

Maggie had slept in her clothes- the same clothes she’d worn to Nathaniel’s party, 
including a tank top with sequins. 

She crossed her arms over her chest. 

‘What’s up?’ He passed her a folded piece of paper. The newest betting slips. 
‘Nathaniel’s back on. Derek was disqualified.’ ‘Disqualified?’ Maggie repeated. 

She’d only heard of someone being disqualified from Terror once before, years 
earlier-one of the players was sleeping with a judge. It later turned out that the guy, Mickey 
Barnes, wasn’t a judge, just pretending to be one so he could get laid. But it was too late. The 



player was replaced. Marcel shrugged. Behind him, Lily had overturned their bucket of water 
and was making rivers out of the dirt. 

Maggie was glad she wasn’t listening. 

‘Are you going to tell her?’ He asked. 

‘You can,’ she said. He looked at her again. Something shifted in his eyes. ‘No, I 
can’t.’ They stood there for a second. Maggie wanted to ask him what had happened, but she felt 
too weird. She and Marcel weren’t exactly close-not like that, anyway. She didn’t know what 
they were. She wasn’t close to anyone. 

‘The deal’s off,’ he said after a minute. ‘No splits.’ 

‘What?’ Maggie was shocked to hear Marcel say it. That meant he knew she knew 
about his deal with Nathaniel. Did he know about the deal she and Nathaniel had made? His eyes 
were almost gray, like a stormy sky. 

‘We play the game how it was meant,’ he said, and for the first time, she was almost 
afraid of him. ‘Winner takes the pot.’ 

‘Why can’t I come in and see Joh- John?’ Lily was in a bad mood. She’d been 
whining since she got up. She was too hot. She was dirty. The food that Maggie had for her-more 
tinned stuff, and a sandwich she’d bought at the 7- Eleven-was gross. Maggie guessed that the 
adventure of being without a home (she couldn’t bring herself to think the word homeless,) the 
newness of it, was wearing off. Maggie gripped the wheel, squeezing out her frustration through 
her palms. ‘I’m just mnning in fora second. Lily-belle,’ she said, forcing herself to sound 
cheerful. She wouldn’t snap, she wouldn’t scream. She would keep it together-all for Lily. ‘And 
Joh- John’s busy.’ She didn’t know if this was true- she hadn’t been able to call and see whether 
Joh- John was even home, and part of her was hoping he wasn’t. 

She kept flashing back to the kiss, the moment of warmth and rightness - and then the 
way he had pulled away as the kiss had physically hurt him. I don’t want to lie to you, Maggie. 

Never had she been so humiliated in her life. What on earth had possessed her? 
Thinking about it made her stomach hurt, made her want to drive to the ocean and keep running 
straight into it. 



But she needed her phone. She was going to have to suck it up and risk seeing him. 

She could even do damage control, explain that she hadn’t meant to kiss him so he wouldn’t 
think she was in love with him or something. Her stomach gave another lurch into her throat. She 
wasn’t in love with Joh- John. 

Was she...? 

‘I’ll be back in ten,’ she said. She’d parked a little way- down the driveway, so if Joh- 
John was outside, he wouldn’t see her car and all the evidence that she was living inside it. The 
last thing she wanted was more pity for him. There was still evidence of the party in the yard: a 
few plastic cups, cigarette butts, a pair of cheap sunglasses swimming in a birdbath filled with 
mossy water. But everything was quiet. He wasn’t home. 

But before she could even make it to the front door, Joh- John appeared, carrying a 
trash bag. He froze when he saw her, and Maggie felt the last flicker of hope that things would 
be normal, that they could pretend last night had never happened fizzle out. 

‘What are you doing here?’ he blurted out. 

‘I just came to get my phone.’ Her voice sounded weird like it was being replayed on a 
bad sound system. ‘Don’t worry. I’m not staying.’ She started to move past him, into the house. 

He caught her arm. ‘Wait.’ There was something desperate about the way he was 
looking at her. He licked his lips. 

‘Wait-you don’t-I have to explain.’ 

‘Forget about it,’ Maggie said. 

‘No. I can’t-you have to tmst me-’ Joh- John pushed a hand through his hair, so it 
stood up straight. Maggie felt like she could cry. His clown-hair; his faded Rangers T-shirt and 
sweatpants spotted with paint; his smell. She had thought it was hers-she’d thought he was hers- 
but all this time he’d been growing up and hooking up and having secret cmshes and becoming 
someone, she didn’t know. And she knew, looking at him holding a stupid bag of trash, that she 
was in love with him and always had been. Since the kiss the first year. Even before that... 



‘You don’t have to explain,’ she said and pushed past him into the house. It had been 
bright outside, and she was temporarily disoriented by the dark, and she took two unsteady steps 
toward the living room, where she could hear the fan going, as Joh- John flung open the door 
behind her. 

‘Maggie,’ he said. Before she could respond, another voice called out. A girl’s voice. 

‘Joh- John?’ 

Time stopped. Maggie froze, and Joh- John froze, and nothing moved except the black 
spots across Maggie’s eyes as her vision slowly adjusted; as she saw a girl float up out of the 
shadow, emerging from the darkness of the living room. 

Weirdly, although they’d gone to school together forever, Maggie didn’t immediately 
recognize Vivian Trevin. It was the shock of seeing her there, in Joh- John’s house, barefooted, 
holding a mug from Joh- John’s kitchen. As though she belonged. 

‘Hey, Maggie,’ Vivian said, taking a sip from her mug. Over the rim, her eyes 
connected with Joh- John’s, and Maggie saw a warning there. Maggie turned to Joh- John. All 
she saw was guilt: guilt all over him, like a physical force, like something sticky. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Vivian asked, still casual. 

‘Leaving,’ Maggie said. She threw herself forward, down the hall and into the kitchen. 
She was fighting the feeling that she was going to be sick, fighting the memories threatening to 
drown her: the times she’d dmnk cocoa from that mug, her lips where Vivian’s now where her 
lips on Joh- John’s-Vivian’s Joh- John. Her phone was still plugged into an outlet near the 
microwave. Her fingers felt swollen and useless. It took her several tries before she could unplug 
it. 


She couldn’t face passing Joh- John and Vivian again, so she just hurtled out the back 
door, across the porch, and down into the yard. Idiot. She was such an idiot. She tasted tears 
before she knew she was crying. 

Why would Joh- John go for her, Maggie? He was smart. He was leaving for college. 
Maggie was a nobody. 



Nill... 


As in zero. That’s why Matt had dumped her too. 

No one had ever told her this basic fact: not everyone got to be loved. It was like those 
stupid bell curves they’d had to study in math class. There was the big, swollen, happy middle, a 
whale hump full of blissful couples and families eating around a big dining room table and 
laughing. And then, at the tapered ends, there where the abnormal people, the weirdos and freaks 
and zeros like her. 

She wiped away the tears with her forearm and took a few seconds to breathe and 
calm down before she returned to the car. Lily was picking at a mosquito bite on her big toe. She 
stared at Maggie suspiciously when Maggie got in the car. 

‘Did you see Joh- John?’ Lily asked. 

‘No,’ Maggie said and put the car in drive. 

Contented: 1 

WEDNESDAY, 

AUGUSTS 

Marcel, 

Marcel HAD LOST THE RECEIPT 

FOR NATALIE’S NECKLACE, and instead had to pawn it for half of what he had 
paid. He needed the money. It was August 3; he was mnning out of time. He needed a car for the 
Joust. 


A junkier would do-he was even thinking of buying one off Joh- John. So long as it 

drove. 


He had just finished a shift at Lowe’s when he got a text. 

He hoped fora wild second it was Natalie; instead, it was from his mom. 


‘Meet us @ Cambria Memorial as soon as posable!! Dayna... ’ 



Something bad had happened to Dayna. 


He tried calling his mom’s cell phone, and then Dayna’s, and got no response. He 
barely registered the twenty-minute bus ride to Hudson. 

He couldn’t sit still. His legs were full of itching, and his heart was lodged underneath 
his tongue. His phone buzzed in his pocket. 

Another text. This time, it was from an unknown number. 

Time to go solo. Tomorrow night we’ll see what you’re made of. He shut his phone, 
shoved it in his pocket. When he reached Cambria Memorial, he practically sprinted from the 
bus. 


‘Marcel! Marcel!’ Dayna and his mom were standingoutside, by the handicapped 
ramp. Dayna was waving frantically, sitting up as tall as she could in her chair. And she was 
grinning. They both where-smiling so big, he could see all their teeth, even from a distance. 

Still, his heart wouldn’t stop going as he jogged across the parking lot. 

‘What?’ He was breathless by the time he reached them. ‘What is it? What happened?’ 

‘You tell him, Day,’ Marcel’s mom said, still smiling. Her mascara was smudged. 
She’d been crying. 

Dayna sucked in a deep breath. Her eyes were shining; he hadn’t seen her look so 
happy since before the accident. 

‘I moved, Marcel. I moved my toes.’ He stared at Dayna, then his mom, then Dayna 
again. ‘Jesus Christ,’ he finally burst out. ‘I thought something happened. I thought you were 
dead or something.’ Dayna shook her head. She looked hurt. 

‘Something did happen.’ Marcel took off his hat and ran a hand through his hair. He 
was sweating. He jammed on the hat again. Dayna was watching him expectantly. He knew he 
was being a d’'‘ick. 

He exhaled. ‘That’s amazing, Day,’ he said. He tried to sound like he meant it. He was 
happy; he was just still wound up from the trip over, from being so afraid. ‘I’m proud of you.’ 



He leaned down and hugged her. And he felt the tiniest convulsion in her body like she was 
holding in a sob. 

Marcel’s mom insisted they go out to eat to celebrate, even though they couldn’t 
afford it, especially now with all the bills. 

They ended up at an Applebee’s outside Carp. Marcel’s mom ordered a margarita with 
extra salt and nachos for the table to start. Nachos where Marcel’s favorite, but he couldn’t bring 
himself to eat. His mom kept prattling on about Bill Kelly: how Bill Kelly was so nice, so 
thoughtful, even though he was grieving; how Bill Kelly had set them up with the appointment 
and made a phone call on their behalf and blah, blah, blah. 

Her cell phone rang in the middle of dinner. Marcel’s mom stood up. 

‘Speak of the devil,’ she said. ‘It’s Bill. 

He might have news...’ 

‘What kind of news?’ Marcel asked when she had stepped outside. He could see her 
pacing the parking lot. Under the glower of the lights, she looked old. Tired, saggy... more 
mom-like than normal. 

Dayna shmgged. 

‘Are they screwing or something?’ Marcel pressed. Dayna sighed and wiped her 
fingers carefully on her napkin. She’d been picking apart her burger, layer by layer. 

This was something she’d always done: deconstruct her food, put it back together in a 
way that pleased her. With burgers it was lettuce and tomato on the bottom, then ketchup, then 
the burger, then bun. 

‘They’re friends, Marcel,’ she said, and he felt a flicker of irritation. She was speaking 
to him in her grown-up voice, a voice that had always grated on him. 

‘Why do you care, anyway?’ 

‘Mom doesn’t have friends,’ he said, even though he knew it was kind of mean. Dayna 
set down her napkin-hard, in her fist, so that the water cups jumped. 



‘What is up with you?’ Marcel stared at her. ‘What’s up with me?’ ‘Why do you have 
to give Mom such a tough time? That doctor isn’t cheap. She’s trying.’ Dayna shook her head. 
‘Ricky had to leave, like, his whole family to come here-’ 

‘Please don’t bring Ricky into this.’ 

‘I’m just saying, we should feel lucky.’ 

‘Lucky?’ Marcel barked a laugh. ‘Since when did you become such a guru?’ 

‘Since when did you become such a brat?’ Dayna fired back. 

Marcel suddenly felt lost. He didn’t know where the feeling came from, and he 
stmggled to get out from underneath it. ‘Mom’s clueless. That’s all I’m saying.’ He stabbed at 
his mac ’n’ cheese to avoid meeting Dayna’s eyes. ‘Besides, I just don’t want you to get your 
hopes up....’ 

Now it was Dayna’s turn to stare. 

‘You’re unbelievable.’ She spoke in a deep voice, and somehow that was worse than if 
she’d been screaming. ‘All this time you’ve been telling me to keep trying, keep believing. And 
then I make progress-’ ‘And what about what I’ve been doing?’ 

Marcel knew he was being a brat, but he couldn’t help it. Dayna had been on his side- 
she was the only one on his side and now, suddenly, she wasn’t. 

‘You mean the game?’ Dayna shook her head. ‘Look, Marcel. I’ve been thinking. I 
don’t want you to play anymore. ’ 

‘You what...?’ Marcel exploded; several people at a neighboring table turned to stare. 

‘Keep your voice down.’ Dayna was looking at him the way she used to when he was 
a little kid and didn’t understand the mles of a game, she wanted to play disappointed, a little 
impatient. ‘After what happened to Bill Kelly - it’s not worth it. It’s not right.’ Marcel took a sip 
of his water and found he could barely work it down his throat. ‘You wanted me to play,’ he said. 
‘You asked me to.’ 



‘I changed my mind,’ she said. ‘Well, that’s not how the game works,’ he said. His 
voice was rising again. He couldn’t help it. ‘Or did you forget?’ 

Her mouth got thin: a straight pink scar on the face. ‘Listen to me, Marcel. This is for 
you for your good.’ 

‘I played for you.’ Marcel no longer cared about being overheard. The anger, the sense 
of loss, ate away the rest of the world, made him careless. 

Whom did he have? He had no friends. 

He’d never stayed in a place long enough to make them or tmst them. 

With Maggie, he’d thought he’d gotten close, with Natalie, too. He’d been wrong, and 
now even Dayna was turning on him. 

‘Did you forget that, too? This is all for you. So that things can go back.’ He hadn’t 
intended to say the last part-hadn’t even though- the words until they were out of his mouth. For 
a second there was silence. Dayna was staring at him, openmouthed, and the words sat between 
them like something detonated: everything had been blown wide open. 

‘Marcel,’ she said. He was horrified to see that she looked like she felt sorry for him. 
‘Things can never go back. You know that, right? That’s not how it works. Nothing you do will 
change what happened.’ Marcel pushed his plate away. He stood up from the table. ‘I’m going 
home,’ he said. He couldn’t even think. 

Dayna’s words were making a storm inside his head. Things can never go back. 

What the hell had he been playing for, all this time? 

‘Come on, Marcel,’ Dayna said. 

‘Sit down.’ ‘I’m not hungry,’ he said. He couldn’t bring himself to look at her: those 
patient eyes, the thin, dissatisfied set of her mouth. Like he was a little kid. A dumb kid. ‘Tell 
mom I said- goodbye.’ 


‘We’re miles from home,’ Dayna said. 



‘I could use the walk,’ Marcel said. He shoved a cigarette in his mouth, even though 
he didn’t feel like smoking, and hoped it wouldn’t rain. 

Maggie, 

MAGGIE DIDN’T RETURN TO METH ROW. IT WAS CONVENIENT, in some 
ways, but there was no privacy in it, now that Marcel knew where she was. 

She didn’t want him to be spying on her, seeing how she was living, running his 
mouth about it. Maggie had been careful, thus far, to move the car only in the middle of the night, 
from the parking lot to empty road to the parking lot, when there was less danger of being 
spotted. She’d developed a routine: on workdays, she set her alarm for four a.m., and, while Lily 
was still sleeping, headed through the ink-black to 

Anne’s house... 

She had found a break in the trees just off the driveway where she could park. 
Sometimes she slept again. Sometimes she waited, watching the black begin to blur and change, 
turning first to smudgy dark, then sharpening and splitting, peeling off into vivid purple shadows 
and triangles of light. She tried very hard not to think about the past, or what was going to 
happen in the future, or anything at all. 

Later, when it was nine, she’d walk up to the house, telling Anne that Joh- John had 
dropped her off. Sometimes Lily came with her. Sometimes she stayed in the car or played in the 
woods. 


Twice, Maggie had arrived early and chosen to bathe, sneaking through the woods to 
the outdoor shower. Then she’d stripped, shivering in the cool air, and stepped gratefully under 
the stream of hot water, letting it run into her mouth and eyes and over her body. Otherwise, 
she’d been making do with a hose. Maggie had to stop herself from fantasizing about mnning 
water, microwaves, air conditioners, and refrigerators and toilets. 

Toilets... 

It had been two weeks since she’d left her mom’s, and she’d gotten two mosquito bites 
on her butt while peeing at six a.m. and eaten colder canned ravioli than she could stomach. 



What she wanted to do was make it to Malden Plaza, where they’d crossed the 
highway-to that vast, impersonal parking lot with only a few streetlamps. Truckers came on and 
off the highway all the time, and cars stayed in the lot overnight. There was a McDonald’s, and 
public restrooms, with showers for the truckers who passed through. 

First, they needed gas. It wasn’t yet dark, and she didn’t want to stop in Carp. 

But she’d been running on fumes for twenty-four hours, and she didn’t want to break 
down, either. 

So, she pulled into the Citgo on Main Street, which was the least popular of the three 
gas stations in town because it was the most expensive and didn’t sell beer. 

‘Stay in the car,’ she told Lily. 

‘Yeah, yes,’ Lily mumbled. 

‘I’m serious, Billy.’ Maggie wasn’t sure how long she could take this: the sniping, the 
back-and-forth. She was losing it. Cracking up. Grief had its hands around her neck; she was 
being choked. She kept seeing Vivian sipping from Joh- John’s mug, her black hair hanging in 
wisps around a pretty, moon-white face. ‘And don’t talk to anybody, okay?’ 

She scanned the parking lot: no police cars, no cars she recognized. That was a good 
sign. Inside, she put down twenty dollars for gas and took the opportunity to stock up on 
whatever she could: packages of ramen soup, which they would eat dissolved in cold water; 
chips and salsa; beef jerky; and two fresh-ish sandwiches. 

The man behind the counter, with a dark, flat face and thinning hair slicked to one side, 
like weeds strapped to his forehead, made her wait for change. While he counted singles into the 
register, she went to the bathroom. 

She didn’t like standing under the bright lights of the store, and she didn’t like the way 
the man was looking at her either- like he could see through to all her secrets. 

While she was washing her hands, she dimly registered the jangle of the bell above the 
door, the low murmur of conversation. Another customer. When she left the bathroom, he was 



blocked from view by a big display of cheap sunglasses, and she was at the counter before she 
noticed his uniform, the gun strapped to his hip. 

A police officer... 

‘How’s that Kelly business going?’ the man behind the counter was saying. The police 
officer with a big belly pushing out over his belt shmgged. ‘Autopsy came in. Turns out Little 
Kelly didn’t die in that fire.’ 

Maggie felt like something had hit her in the chest. She tugged her hood up and 
pretended to be looking for chips. She picked up a package of pretzels, squinted at it hard. 

‘That right?’ 

‘Sad story. It looks like OD. He’d been taking pills since he came back from the war. 
Probably just went to that Graybill house for a nice warm place to get high. ’ 

Maggie exhaled. She felt an insane, immediate sense of relief. She hadn’t realized, 
until now, that she had held herself accountable, at least a little bit, for his murder. 

But it wasn’t murder. It hadn’t been. 

‘Still, someone started that fire,’ the police officer said, and Maggie realized she’d 
been staring at the same package of pretzels for several seconds too long, and now the police 
officer was staring at her. She shoved the pretzels back on their rack, ducked her head, and 
headed for the door. 

‘Hey! Hey, miss!’ 

She froze. 

‘You forgot your groceries. I got change for you too.’ 

If she bolted, it would look suspicious. Then the police officer might wonder why 
she’d freaked. She turned slowly back to the counter, keeping her eyes trained on the ground. 

She could feel both men staring at her as she collected the bag of food. Her cheeks were hot, and 
her mouth felt dry as sand. She was at the door again, in the clear, when the police officer called 
out to her. 



‘Hey.’ He was watching her closely. ‘Look at me.’ She forced her eyes up to his. He 
had a pudgy, doughy like face. But his eyes were big and round, like a small kid’s, or an 
animal’s. 


‘What’s your name?’ He said. She said the first name that came to her: ‘Vivian.’ 

He moved gum around in his mouth. 

‘How old are you, Vivian? You in high school?’ 

‘Graduated,’ she said. Her pahns were itching. She wanted to turn and run. His eyes 
were traveling her face quickly like he was memorizing it. 

The police officer took a step closer to her. 

‘You ever heard of a game called Terror, 

‘Vivian?’ 


She looked away. ‘No,’ she said in a whisper. It was a stupid lie, and immediately she 
wished she’d said yes. 

‘I thought everybody played Fear,’ the police officer said. 

‘Not everyone,’ she said, turning back to him. She saw a spark of triumph in his eyes, 
as though she’d admitted to something. God. She was messing this up. The back of her neck was 
sweating. The police officer stared at her for a few more beats. ‘Go on, get out of here,’ was all 
he said. Outside, she took a few deep breaths. The air was thick with moisture. A storm was 
coming-a bad one too, judging from the sky. It was green like the universe was about to get sick. 
She shoved her hood back, letting the sweat cool off her forehead. She jogged across the parking 
lot to the pump. 

And stopped. 

Lily was gone. There was a resonant boom, a sound so loud she jumped. The sky 
opened, and rain hissed angrily against the pavement. She reached the car just as the first fork of 
lightning tore across the sky. She jiggled the doorhandle. Locked. Where the hell was Lily? 


‘Maggie!’ Lily’s voice rang out over the rain. 



Maggie turned. A police officer was standing next to a blue-and-white patrol car. He 
had his hand on her sister’s arm. ‘Lily!’ Maggie ran over, forgetting to be worried about police 
officers or being careful. ‘Let go of her,’ she said. 

‘Calm down, calm down.’ The police officer was tall and skinny, with a face like a 
mule. ‘Everyone be calm, okay?’ 

‘Let go of her,’ Maggie repeated. The police officer obeyed, and Lily barreled over to 
Maggie, wrapping her arms around Maggie’s waist like she was a little kid. 

‘Hold on now,’ the police officer said. Lightning flashed again. His teeth were lit up, 
gray and crooked. ‘I just wanted to make sure the little lady was okay.’ ‘She’s fine,’ Maggie said. 
‘We’re fine.’ She started to turn away, but the police officer reached out and stopped her. 

‘Not so fast,’ he said. ‘We still got a slight problem.’ 

‘We didn’t do anything,’ Lily piped up. 

The police officer squinted at Lily. ‘I believe you,’ he said, his voice a little softer. 

‘But that right there’-and he pointed to the beat-up Taurus-’ is a stolen car.’ 

The rain was coming down so hard, Maggie couldn’t think. Lily looked sad and extra 
skinny with her T-shirt stick to her ribs. 

The police officer opened the back door of the squad car. ‘Go on and get in,’ he said to 
Lily. ‘Dry off.’ Maggie didn’t like it she didn’t want Lily anywhere near the police car. That’s 
how they got you: they were- were nice, and they lured you into thinking you were- were safe, 
and then they flipped the tables without warning. She thought of Joh- John and felt her throat 
squeeze. That was how everyone got you. 

But Lily had scooted inside before 

Maggie could say. Don’t. 

‘How about we go somewhere and 


talk?’ The police officer said. At least he didn’t sound mad. 



Maggie crossed her arms. ‘I’m fine,’ she said, hoping he wouldn’t see her shiver. ‘And 
I didn’t steal that car,’ she said. ‘It’s my mom’s car.’ He shook his head. ‘Your mom said you 
stole it.’ She could barely hear him over the rain. ‘You got quite the setup in the back seat. Food. 
Blankets. 


Clothes.’ A bead of rain rolled off the tip of his nose, and Maggie thought he looked as 
pathetic as Lily had. She looked away. She felt the need to tell, to spill, to explain, swelling like a 
balloon inside her chest, pressing painfully against her ribs. But she just said, ‘I’m not going 
home. You can’t make me.’ 

‘Sure, I can.’ 

‘I’m eighteen,’ she said. ‘With no job, no money, no home,’ he said. 

‘I have a job.’ She knew she was being stupid, stubborn, but she didn’t care. She’d 
promised Lily they wouldn’t go back, and they wouldn’t. Probably if she told her mom, told 
about the partying and the dmgs, she wouldn’t have to go back. But they’d stick her mom in jail 
and put Lily in some home with strangers who didn’t care about her. ‘I have an excellent job.’ 

And suddenly it occurred to her: 

Anne. She looked at the police officer. ‘Don’t I get one phone call or something?’ For 
the first time, he smiled. But his eyes were still sad. ‘You’re not under arrest.’ 

‘I know,’ she said. She was suddenly so nervous, she felt like she would vomit. What 
if Anne didn’t care? Or worse, sided with the police? ‘But I want my phone call, just the same.’ 
Marcel HAD ONLY MADE IT HALFWAY HOME WHEN THE sky split open and it began to 
pour. Just his freaking luck. Within a few minutes, he was soaked. 

A car passed, blaring its horn, sending a fierce spray of water across his jeans. He was 
still two miles from home. He was hoping the storm would let up, but it got worse. 

Lightning ripped across the sky, quick flashes that gripped the world in the weird 
green glow. Water accumulated fast in the ditches, driving leaves and paper cups onto his shoes. 


He was blind; he couldn’t see the oncoming traffic until it was on top of him. He 
realized, suddenly, that he was only a few minutes away from Joh- John’s. He turned off the road 



and started jogging. With any luck, Joh- John would be home, and he could wait it out or bum a 
ride. 


But when he came up the driveway, he saw the whole house was dark. Still, he went 
up to the porch and knocked on the front door, praying that Joh- John would answer. Nothing. 

He remembered the back porch was screened in and circled the house through the slog of mud. 

He banged his shin against an old lawnmower and went stumbling forward, faceplanting, cursing. 

The screen door was, of course, locked. He was wet and so miserable he briefly 
considered punching a hole through it-but then lightning bit through the sky again, and in that 
half-second of u nn atural brightness, he saw a kind of gardening shed, some little ways back and 
half-obscured by the trees. The door to the shed was protected by a padlock, but Marcel had his 
first bit of luck; the lock wasn’t in place. He pushed into the shed and stood to shiver in the 
sudden drjmess and coolness, inhaling the smell of wet blankets and old wood, waiting for his 
eyes to adjust. He couldn’t see sh*t. Just outlines, dark objects, more junk. 

He pulled out his cell phone for light and saw the battery was out. 

He couldn’t even call Joh- John and ask where he was and when he would be home. 
Great. But at least in the glow of the screen, he could make a better scan of the shed, and he was 
surprised to see that it was wired: a plain bulb was screwed into the ceiling, and there was a 
switch on the wall, too. 

The bulb was dim, but it was better than nothing. Immediately he saw that the shed 
was better organized than he’d thought. 

Certainly, cleaner than the junkyard. There were a stool and a desk and a bunch of 
shelves. A bunch of betting slips, water-warped and weighted down with a metal turtle, where 
piled on the desk. 

Next to the betting slips was a pile of old A/\ and recording equipment, and one of 
those cheap pay-per-use cell phones, the kind that required no subscription. His second piece of 
luck; the cell phone powered on and didn’t requires a password. 

He looked in his contacts for Joh- John’s cell phone number and managed to retrieve it 
just before his cell went dead. He thumbed it into the keypad of the cell phone he’d found and 



listened to it ring. Five times, then Joh- John’s voice mail. He hung up without leaving a message. 
Instead, he flipped over to the texts, planning to shoot off a 911 to Joh- John. He had to come 
home sometime. 

Where could he be in this weather, anyway? 

And then: he froze. The driving of the rain on the roof, even the weight of the cell 
phone-all of it receded, and he saw only the words of the last outgoing text. 

Time to go unaccompanied... 

Tomorrow night we’ll see what you’re made of. 

He read it again, and a third time. 

The feeling returned in a rush. He scrolled down. More texts: instmctions for the game. 
Messages to other players. And at the very bottom, a text to Maggie’s number. 

Quit now, before you get hurt. Marcel replaced the phone carefully, exactly where it 

had been. 


Now everything looked different: recording equipment. Cameras... Spray paint 
stacked in the comer, and plywood leaning against the shed walls. All the stuff Joh- John had 
needed for the challenges. 

A half-dozen mason jars were lined up on one shelf; he bent down to examine them 
and then cried out, stumbling away, nearly upsetting a stack of plywood. 

Spiders... The jars were full of them -crawling up the glass, deep brown bodies 
blurring together. Meant for him. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Marcel spun around. His heart was still beating hard; he 
was imagining the feel of a hundred spiders on his skin. Joh- John was standing in the doorway, 
totally- immobile. 

The storm was still raging behind him, sending down sheets of water. He was wearing 
a hooded rain poncho, and his face was in shadow. For a second, Marcel was tmly afraid of him; 
he looked like a serial killer in some bad horror movie. 



Marcel had a sudden flash of clarity: this was what the game was about. This was what 
true fear was that you could never know other people, not completely. That you were always just 
guessing blind. Then Joh- John took another step into the shed, shoving off his hood, and the 
impression passed. It was just Joh- John. 

Some of Marcel’s fear eased too, although his skin was still prickling, and he was 
uncomfortably aware of the spiders in their thin glass jars, only a few feet away. 

‘What the hell, Marcel?’ Joh- John burst out. His fists were balled up. 

‘I was looking for you,’ Marcel said, raising both hands, just in case Joh- John was 
thinking of swinging at him. 

‘I just wanted to get out of the rain.’ ‘You’re not supposed to be in here,’ Joh- .John 
insisted. ‘It’s all right,’ Marcel said. ‘I know, okay? I already know.’ There was a minute of 
electric silence. Joh- John stared at him. ‘Know what?’ he said at last. 

‘Come on, man. Don’t bullsh*t,’ Marcel said quietly. ‘Just tell me one thing: why? 

Why? 

I thought you hated- Fear.’ Marcel thought Joh- John might not answer, might still try 
to deny the whole thing. Then his body seemed to collapse like someone had pulled the drain in 
his center. He tugged the door closed behind him, then sagged into the chair. For a moment, he 
sat with his head in his hands. Finally- he looked up. 

‘Why did you play?’ he asked. 

Revenge, Marcel thought, and Because I have nothing else. But out loud he said, 
‘Money. Why else?’ Joh- John gestured wide with his hands. 

‘Same...’ 

‘Really...?’ 

Marcel watched him closely. There was a look on Joh- John’s face he couldn’t identify. 
Joh- John nodded, but Marcel could tell he was lying. It was more than that. He chose to let it go. 


Everyone needed secrets... 



‘So -0 what now?’ Joh- John asked. He sounded exhausted. He looked exhausted too. 
Marcel realized how much it must have weighed on him this summer-all the planning, all the lies. 

‘You tell me,’ Marcel said. He leaned back against the desk. He was feeling slightly 
more relaxed, and grateful that Joh- John was positioned so that he could no longer see the 
spiders. 

‘You can’t tell Maggie,’ Joh- John said, sitting forward, suddenly wild. 

‘She can’t know about this all.’ 

‘Calm down,’ Marcel said. His mind was ticking forward, already adjusting to the 
added information, thinking of how he could use it. ‘I’m not going to tell Maggie. But I’m not 
going to do the solo challenge either. You’re just going to say I did.’ Joh- John stared at him. 
‘That’s not fair.’ 

Marcel shrugged. ‘Maybe not. But that’s how it’s going to go.’ He wiped his pahns on 
his jeans. ‘What were you planning to do with those spiders?’ ‘What do you think?’ Joh- John 
sounded annoyed. ‘All right. Fine. 

You’ll go straight to Joust. Okay?’ Marcel nodded. Abruptly, Joh- John stood up, 
kicking the chair so it scooched forward a few inches. ‘Jesus. 

Do you know. I’m glad you found out? I was almost hoping you would. It’s been 
awful. Freaking awful.’ Marcel didn’t say anything stupid, like that Joh- John could have said no 
when he was approached about being a judge. 

So, he just said, ‘It’ll be over soon.’ Joh- John was pacing. Now he whirled around to 
face Marcel. Suddenly he filled the whole space. ‘I killed him, Marcel,’ he said, choking a little. 
‘I’m responsible.’ 

A muscle flexed in Joh- John’s jaw; it occurred to Marcel that he was trying not to cry. 
‘It was part of the game.’ He shook his head. ‘I never meant to hurt anyone. It was a stupid trick. 

I lit some papers in a trash can. But the fire got out of control so quickly. It just - exploded. 

I didn’t know what to do. ’ 


Marcel felt a moment of guilt. 



Earlier tonight, when he’d gone off on Dayna about Bill Kelly, he hadn’t been 
thinking of Little Kelly at all. And about how awful his father must feel. ‘It was an accident,’ he 
said softly. 

‘Does it matter?’ Joh- John asked. His voice was strangled. ‘I should go to jail. I 
probably will.’ 

‘You won’t. Nobody knows.’ It occurred to Marcel, though, that Joh- John must have 
a partner. There were always at least two judges. He knew that Joh- John wouldn’t tell him if he 
asked, though. ‘And I won’t say anything. You can trust me.’ 

Joh- John nodded. ‘Thanks,’ he whispered. Again, the energy left him at once. He sat 
down again and put his head in his hands. They stayed like that for a long time, while the rain 
dmmmed on the roof, like fists beating to get in. 

They stayed until Marcel’s leg started to get numb where he was leaning on it, and the 
noise of the rain receded slightly and became the light scratching of nails. 

‘I have a favor to ask you,’ Joh- John said, looking up. Marcel nodded. 

Joh- John’s eyes flashed: an expression gone too quickly to interpret. 

‘It’s about Maggie,’ he said. 

SATURDAY, 

AUGUST 6 

Maggie, 

ANNE HAD DECIDED THAT MAGGIE WAS READY TO FEED the white 
Bengal’s. She had shown Maggie how to unlock the pen and where to place the bucket of meat. 
Anne took her time doing it-sometimes, she even wound up and threw a steak, like player hurling 
a Frisbee, and occasionally one of the white Bengal’s would snap it up in midair. 

Maggie always waited until the White Bengal’s were on the other side of the pen or 
lying underneath the trees, where they liked to spend the sunniest afternoons. She worked as 



quickly as possible, never taking her eyes off them. The whole time she could practically feel the 
heat of their breath, the sharp rip of their teeth in her neck. 


‘Do you think they miss home?’ Maggie turned around. Lily. Earlier that morning, 
Lily had helped Anne wrestle Muppet into a bath, and her legs were spotted with muddy water. 
But she looked cleaner, healthier than she had in weeks. From the other side of the bam, they 
could hear Anne humming as she pulled daffodils from the garden. 

‘I think they’re pretty happy,’ Maggie said, although she’d never really thought about 
it one way or another. She triple-checked that she’d locked the pen, then turned once again to 
Lily. Lily’s face was puckered like she was trying to swallow something too big. 

‘What about you, Bill?’ she asked, resting a hand briefly on Lily’s head. 

‘Do you miss home?’ 

Lily shook her head so hard her braid whipped her in the face. ‘I want to stay here 
forever,’ she said, and Maggie knew that the words had been the too-big thing that was choking 
her. 


Maggie had to bend down awkwardly to hug Lily. Still, Lily was growing; she was at 
Maggie’s chest. It was just one more thing that had changed while Maggie wasn’t paying 
attention. Like Joh- John. 

Like her friendship with Nathaniel. 

‘No matter what, we’ll be together. Okay? We’ll be fine.’ Maggie put her thumb on 
Lily’s nose, and Lily swatted at her. ‘Do you believe me?’ Lily nodded, but Maggie could tell 
that she didn’t, not entirely. 

It had been three days since Maggie had been picked up by the police officers, and for 
now, Anne had agreed to let Maggie and Lily stay with her. They were sleeping in the ‘blue 
room:’ wallpaper patterned with blue posies, blue coverlets, ruffled blue curtains. 

Maggie thought it was the most beautiful room she’d ever seen. Earlier that morning, 
she’d woken up and Lily’s bed had been empty. For a moment, she was seized with Fear, until 
she heard laughter from outside. When she went to the window, she saw Lily was helping Anne 



feed the chickens and laughing hysterically as one of them chased her, picking up the feed. The 
day before, Krista had arrived in the Taurus, which the police officers had returned to her. She 
refused even to acknowledge Anne but made a big show of embracing Lily, who stood rigidly, 
her face squashed against Krista’s sun freckled chest. Maggie had expected her to be angry about 
the car, and she was, but she was sober, at least, and trying to put on a good show. She reeked of 
perfume, and she was wearing her work pants and a blue blouse that puckered under her boobs. 

She told Maggie she was sorry, and she wasn’t partying anymore, and she was going 
to do a better job of paying attention to Lily. But she recited the words stiffly, like an actor 
reading lines that bored her. 

‘So? You going to come home?’ She said. 

Maggie shook her head. And then she’d seen it: Krista’s face had, for just a minute, 
transformed. 

‘You can’t stay here forever,’ Krista said in a deep voice, so Anne couldn’t hear. 
‘She’ll get sick of you.’ 

Maggie felt something open deep in her stomach. ‘Good-bye, Krista,’ she said. 

‘And I won’t let you take my baby, either. Don’t think you’re taking Lily from me.’ 
Krista had reached out and grabbed Maggie’s elbow, but seeing Anne move toward them, had 
quickly released it. 

‘I’ll be back soon,’ Krista said loudly with her plastic smile. The words were like a 
threat. And Maggie had walked around for the rest of the day with that pit in her stomach, even 
after Anne had approached, unexpectedly, unasked, and given Maggie a big hug. 

Don’t worry, she’d said. I’m here for you. Maggie wished she could truly believe it. 

The White Bengal’s had moved across the pen now, toward the meat-lazily at first, as 
though uninterested. They sprang on it in one quick, fluid motion, jaws opening, teeth gleaming 
momentarily in the sun. Maggie watched them tear into it and felt a little queasy. What had Anne 
said on her first day of work? She liked taking in broken and damaged things. 



Nonetheless, Maggie couldn’t imagine the White Bengal’s needing help. Her phone 
buzzed in her back pocket. Natalie... they hadn’t spoken since her birthday. 

‘Maggie?’ Natalie’s voice sounded distant, as though she were speaking from 
underwater. ‘Did you see the newest?’ 

‘Newest what?’ Maggie asked. 

Cradling the phone between her ear and shoulder, she shoved open the door to the 
toolshed and replaced the keys to the white Bengal pen. 

‘The betting slips,’ Natalie said. 

-And- 

‘Marcel beat his solo challenge. Spiders.’ She paused. ‘One of us is next.’ 

Maggie’s stomach gave another twist. ‘Or Ray. Or Harold Lee,’ she pointed out. 

‘But it’ll be our turn soon,’ Nathaniel said. She paused. ‘Have you - have you spoken 
to him?’ Maggie knew right away that Nathaniel was talking about Marcel. ‘Not really,’ she said. 
She hadn’t told Natalie about what Marcel had said: that their deal was off. She suspected that 
Nathaniel knew as much. Nathaniel sighed. ‘Let me know, okay?’ 

‘Yeah, sure,’ Maggie said. There was an awkward pause. She remembered how 
hysterical Nathaniel had been in the bathroom the other night, with her hands scraped raw from 
scmbbing. She felt a sudden wave of emotion-love for Natalie, grief for all the things that were 
never said. 

‘And Maggie?’ Nathaniel said. 

‘What’s up?’ 

Nathaniel’s voice was quiet. ‘I couldn’t have done this without you. I would never 
have gotten this far. You know that, right?’ 


‘The game’s almost done,’ Maggie said, trying to keep her voice light. 



‘Don’t tummelty on me now.’ As soon as she hung up, she saw she’d missed a text. 
She clicked over to her messages and felt her breath stick in her mouth. 

-Then- 

Tomorrow it’s your turn, the message read. 

SUNDAY, 

AUGUST? 

Maggie, 

‘ARE YOU OKAY?’ NATHANIEL ASKED. 

‘I’d be better if you’d stop jerking the wheel,’ Maggie said. Then, immediately: ‘I’m 

sorry.’ 

‘It’s all right,’ Nathaniel said. Her knuckles where tiny half-moons on the wheel. As 
soon as Maggie saw the sign for Fresh Pines Mobile Park, she felt like her stomach might drop 
out of her butt. They were headed to Lot 62, only a few rows down from Krista’s house. 

Even though no one had lived there for ages, it was wired and fitted with a fridge, a 
table, and a bed. 

Maggie knew that people used Lot 62, which had been empty for as long as she could 
remember, for partying and for other stuff she didn’t want to think about. Once, when she was 
eight or nine, she and Joh- John had gone on a rampage there, emptying all the beers in the fridge, 
shaking the cigarette packs and bags of weed they found in the cupboards into the trash cans-like 
that would stop anyone. 

Maggie wondered what Joh- John was doing right now, and whether he’d heard it was 
her turn for a challenge. 

Not... then she found that thinking of him was too painful, so she forced herself to 
concentrate on Natalie’s awful driving. 

‘At least you’re getting it over with,’ Nathaniel said. Maggie knew she was trying to 
be helpful. ‘I almost wish it was my turn.’ 



‘No, you don’t,’ Maggie said. Already, they were at Lot 62. The shades were pulled, 
but she could see light glowing in the windows, and people turned to silhouettes inside. 

Great... so- she’d have an audience, too. Natalie cut the engine. ‘You’re going to be 
great,’ she said. She started to get out of the car. 

‘Hey.’ Maggie stopped her. Her mouth was dry. ‘You know what you said earlier? 
Well, I could never have gotten this far without you, either.’ 

Part; 11 

Nathaniel smiled, she looked so-o sad. ‘May the best girl win,’ she said softly. Inside, 
the air was hazy with cigarette smoke. -Digging was back, his face still swollen and shiny, 
patterned all over with bruises. He was showing off his injuries like they were badges of honor. 
Maggie was annoyed to see that Ray had come-to watch her fail. 

There were a few cheap bottles of liquor and some plastic cups on the counter. A 
group of people was sitting around the table; as Maggie and Nathaniel entered, they turned 
around as one. 

Maggie’s heart stopped. Vivian Trevin had come. 

-And- 

So, had Matt Hefley. 

‘What are you doing here?’ She directed the question to Matt. She didn’t move from 
the doorway. She kept thinking that this was part of the test- like a setup. 

Terror challenge: see how long Maggie can last without crying in a small trailer with 
her ex-boyfriend and Joh- John’s new girl. Bonus points for not vomiting. Matt stood up from 
the table so quickly, he nearly overturned his chair. 

‘Maggie. Hey.’ He waved awkwardly like they were standing at a distance instead of 


five feet from each other. 



Maggie could feel Vivian watching her, looking slightly amused. B*tch. And Maggie 
had never been anything but nice to her. ‘-Digging asked me to come. For help with He trailed 
off. 


‘With what?’ Maggie felt cold. 

She couldn’t feel her mouth, even as it made words. Matt turned a deep red. Maggie 
used to like that about him-how he was an easy blush. Now she thought he just looked stupid. 
‘With the gun,’ he said finally. 

For the first time, Maggie became aware of the object on the table, around which 
everyone had gathered. Her breath froze in her throat, became a hard block. 

She couldn’t swallow, not a pack of cards: a gun. The gun-the one Maggie had stolen 
from Trigger-Happy Jack’s place. But no, that was impossible. Sbe was losing it. Joh- John had 
taken the gun and locked it away in his glove box. 

Maggie wasn’t sure she could tell the difference between guns, anyway. They all 
looked the same: like horrible metal fingers, pointing the way to something evil. 

She remembered, suddenly, listening as a small child while Krista was drinking with 
the neighbors in the kitchen. ‘Now Maggie’s father - he was a mess. Offed himself right after the 
baby came along. Came home and found his brain splattered on the wall.’ Pause. ‘Can’t say I 
blame him, sometimes.’ 

‘Please...? 

Just for a minute?’ Matt had come even closer. He was staring at Maggie with his big 
cow eyes, pleading; she belatedly registered that he had asked her whether they could talk. He 
lowered his voice. ‘Outside?’ 

‘No.’ Everything Maggie thought was taking a long time to turn into words, into 

action. 


‘What...?’ Matt looked momentarily confused. He wasn’t used to having Maggie 
stand up for herself. Delaney always said yes to him too. 



‘If you want to talk, you can talk to me here. ’ Maggie was aware that Nathaniel was 
doing her best to pretend she wasn’t listening. Vivian, on the other hand, was still staring at her. 

Matt coughed. He blushed again. 

‘Look, I just wanted to tell you - I’m sorry. Everything happened between us. The 
Delaney thing-’ He looked away. He was doing his best to seem apologetic, but Maggie knew 
that he was gloating, just a little bit, to be in the position of having to apologize. He was in 
control. 


He shrugged... 

‘You have to believe, it just kind of - happened.’ She felt a rush of hatred for him. 
How had she ever believed she was in love with him? He was a dolt, just like Nathaniel said. 

At the same time, an image of Joh- John rose in her mind: Joh- John in his stupid 
sweatpants and flip-flops, grinning at her; sharing an iced coffee, sharing the same straw, 
mindless of backwash and the fact that Maggie always chewed her straws to bits; lying side by 
side on the hood of his car, surrounded by crushed cans, which Joh- John said would make the 
aliens more likely to abduct them. Saying, Please, please, take me away from here, alien friends! 
And laughing. 

‘Why are you telling me this now?’ Maggie said. 

Matt looked startled, as though he’d expected her to thank him. ‘I’m telling you now 
because you don’t have to do this. You don’t have to go through with it. Look, I know you, 
Maggie. And this isn’t you.’ 

She felt like she’d been socked in the stomach. ‘You think this is about you? About 
what happened?’ Matt sighed. She could tell he thought she was being difficult. ‘I’m just saying 
you don’t have to prove anything.’ 

A vibration went through Maggie -tiny electrical pulses of anger. ‘Freak off. Matt,’ 
she said. By now, the people in the room were no longer pretending not to be listening. But she 
didn’t care. 


‘Maggie-’ He reached for her arm as she started to move past him. 



She shook him off. ‘This was never about you.’ That wasn’t, she realized, 100 percent 
true. She had entered at least, she thought she had-out of a sense of desperation, a sense that her 
life was over when he dumped her. 

But she was playing for herself now, for herself and Lily; she was playing because she 
had made it this far; she was playing because if she won, it would be the first and only time she 
had ever won something in her life. ‘And you don’t know me. You never did.’ He let her go. She 
was hoping he would leave, now that he had come to say what he had to say, but he didn’t. 

He crossed his arms and leaned against the bathroom door, or the sheet of graffiti 
printed plywood where the bathroom door should have been the plumbing lines hadn’t been 
connected. Just fora second, she saw Matt Hefley and Ray Hanrahan exchange a glance. 
Imperceptibly, Matt gestured to him. 

Like, I did what I could. She felt a twin surge of disgust and triumph. So now Ray was 
enlisting Matt’s help to get Maggie to drop out. It was Ray who’d sent her that text in June 
telling her to quit Fear. He thought she was a real threat. 

And that made her feel powerful. 

‘What is this...?’ She said, gesturing with her chin to the gun. Her voice was overloud, 
and she was aware that everyone was watching her-Matt, Ray, Nathaniel, Vivian, and all the rest 
of them. It was like a painting; and at the center, framed in light, was the gun. 

‘Russian roulette.’ -Digging sounded almost apologetic. He added quickly, ‘You only 
have to pull the trigger once. 

‘Harold had to do it too.’ 

‘But Harold didn’t do it.’ Vivian spoke up. Her voice was deep and slow and reminded 
Maggie of warmer places. 

Places where it never rained. 

She forced herself to meet Vivian’s eyes. ‘So, Harold is out?’ 

Vivian shrugged. ‘Guess so.’ She had one foot on the chair, knee up to her chest, and 
she fiddled unconcernedly with the necklace she was wearing. 



Maggie could see her collarbones protruding from her tank top. Like baby bird bones. 
She had an image of Job- John kissing that spot and looked away. So, Harold was out. That left 
just four players. 

‘All right,’ she said. She could hardly swallow. ‘All right,’ she repeated. She knew she 
should get it over with, but her hands wouldn’t move from her sides. Nathaniel was staring at her, 
horrified, as though Maggie was already dead. 

‘Is it loaded?’ someone asked. ‘It’s loaded.’ It was Ray who answered. ‘I checked.’ 

But even he looked queasy, and he wouldn’t meet Maggie’s eyes. 

Don’t be afraid, she told herself. But it had the opposite effect. She was rooted, 
paralyzed with fear. How many chambers were in a gun? What were her chances? She’d always 
been crap at things like that-probabilities. 

She kept hearing her mom’s voice: Came home and found his brain splattered on the 
wall... She had no choice unless she wanted the game to end here, now. Then what would Lily 
do? But what would happen to Lily if Maggie blew her brains out? She saw her hand leave her 
side and reach for the gun. Her hand looked pale and foreign, like some weird creature you’d 
find living in the ocean. 

Behind her, Nathaniel gasped. Suddenly the door flew open behind them, with such 
force that it banged hard against the wall. Everyone turned simultaneously, as though they were 
all puppets on the same string. 

Marcel, 

Maggie felt immediately disappointed; she knew that deep down, she’d been hoping 
for Joh- John. 

‘Hey,’ she said. But Marcel didn’t answer. He just crossed the small space toward her, 
shoving Matt out of the way. 

‘It was you,’ he said. His voice was low and full of spite. 

Maggie blinked. ‘What?’ ‘You told someone about the spiders,’ he said. He glared at 
Natalie next. ‘Or you did.’ 



Ray snickered. Marcel ignored him. 


‘What are you talking about?’ It had not occurred to Maggie to wonder how the judges 
had known about 

Marcel’s fear of spiders. But now she did. How did they know about any of them? Her 
stomach tightened, and she was worried she might throw up. 

‘Neither of us said anything, 

Marcel, I promise.’ That was Natalie. Marcel stared at each of them in turn. Then, 
unexpectedly, he reached out and seized the gun. Several people gasped and -Digging ducked 
like he expected Marcel to start firing. 

‘What are you doing?’ Vivian said. 

Marcel did something with the gun -opened the chamber, Maggie thought, although 
his fingers moved so quickly, she couldn’t be sure. Then he replaced it on the table. 

‘1 wanted to be sure it was loaded,’ he announced. ‘Fair’s fair.’ 

Now he wouldn’t look at Maggie at all. 

He just crossed his arms and waited. 

‘Poor Marcel,’ Ray said. He didn’t bother to stifle a laugh. ‘Afraid of itsy-hitsy 

spiders.’ 

‘Your turn’s coming, Hanrahan,’ Marcel said calmly. This made Ray stop laughing. 

The room got quiet. Maggie knew there would be no more intermptions. No more 
distractions. She felt as though someone had turned the lights up. It was too hot, too bright. She 
took the gun. Maggie heard Nathaniel said, ‘Please.’ Maggie knew that everyone was still 
watching her, but she could make out no individual faces: everyone had been transformed into 
vague blobs, suggestions of color and angles. Even the table began to blur. 

The only real thing was the gun: heavy and cold. She fumbled a little to get her finger 
on the trigger. She couldn’t feel her body anymore from the waist down. This was what it was 
like to die: a slow numbing. 



She placed the gun to her temple, felt the cool bite of metal on her skin, like a hollow 
mouth. This was what my father must have felt like, she thought. 

She closed her eyes- at once... 

Nathaniel screamed, ‘Don’t do it! ’ At the same time, a chair clattered to the floor and 
several voices called out at once. 

She squeezed the trigger. 

Click... 

Nothing. Maggie opened her eyes. 

Instantly, the room was a roar of sound. People were on their feet, cheering. Maggie 
was so weak with joy and relief she found she couldn’t hold on to the gun and let it fall to the 
floor. Then Natalie had rocketed into Maggie’s arms. 

‘Oh, Maggie, oh, Maggie,’ she kept saying. 

‘I’m so sorry.’ Maggie was saying, ‘It’s okay, it’s okay,’ but she didn’t feel the words 
leave her mouth. Her lips where numb, her tongue was numb, her body was quivering like it was 
preparing to disintegrate. When Nathaniel released her, 

Maggie thudded into a chair. 

It was over... 

She was alive... 

Someone pressed a drink into her hand, and she sipped gratefully before noticing it 
was warm beer. Then -Digging was in front of her, saying, ‘I didn’t think you’d do it. Wow. 
Holy sh*t.’ She didn’t know whether Matt congratulated her; if he did, she didn’t register it. 

Vivian smiled at her but said nothing. 

Even Marcel came over. ‘Look, Maggie,’ he said, kneeling so they were at eye level. 
For a second, his eyes searched hers, and she was sure he was going to tell her something 
important. 



Instead, he just said, ‘Keep this safe, okay?’ and pressed something into her hand. She 
slipped it mindlessly into her pocket. 

Suddenly, Maggie wanted to get out of there more than anything. Away from the too- 
close smells of beer and old cigarettes and other people’s breath; far away from Fresh Pines, 
where she had never intended to return in the first place. She wanted to be back at Anne’s house, 
in the blue room, listening to the wind sing through the trees, listening to Lily’s sleep murmurs. 

It took her two attempts to get to her feet. She felt like her body had been sewn together 
backward. 


‘Let’s go, okay?’ Nathaniel said. Her breath smelled a little like beer, and normally 
Maggie would have been annoyed that she was drinking right before they were going to drive. 
But she didn’t have the strength to argue, or even to care. 

‘That was epic,’ Nathaniel said, as soon as they were in the car. ‘Seriously, Maggie. 
Everyone will be talking about it-for years. I do think it’s unfair, though. I mean, your challenge 
was, like, a billion times harderthan Marcel’s. You could have died.’ 

Can we not talk about this?’ Maggie said. She unrolled her window a little, inhaling 
the smell of pine and climber moss. Alive. 

‘Sure, yes.’ Nathaniel looked over at her. ‘Are you okay?’ 

‘I’m okay,’ Maggie said. She was thinking her way into the deepness of the woods, 
the soft spaces of growth and shadow. She shifted to lean her head against the window and felt 
something in her pocket. She remembered what 

Marcel had given her. She wondered whether he felt guilty about his earlier outburst. 

She reached into her pocket. Just then they passed under a streetlamp, and as Maggie 
uncurled her fingers, time seemed to stop for a second. Everything was perfectly still: Nathaniel 
with both hands on the wheel, mouth open to speak; the trees outside, frozen in anticipation. 

Maggie’s fingers half-uncurled. And the bullet, resting in the fleshy middle of her 

palm. 


SUNDAY, 



AUGUST 14 


IT WAS ALREADY THE SECOND WEEK OF AUGUST. The game was ending. 
Four players remained: Marcel, Maggie, Nathaniel, and Ray. 

For the first time since the game began, people began to place bets that Maggie would 
win, although Ray and Marcel were still evenly split for the favorite. 

Maggie heard that Ray passed his solo challenge: he’d broken into the county morgue 
in East Juniper and stayed locked up next to the corpses all night. Creepy, odd, and weird, but 
not likely to kill him; Maggie was still angry that her challenge had been the worst. But then, of 
course, there was the fact that Marcel had ensured her challenge would be harmless too. 

Marcel, who had palmed a bullet while making a show of checking the gun for ammo. 
Marcel, who now refused to pick up her phone calls. It was such a joke. Joh- John called Maggie 
incessantly. Then a that moment she called out the name- Marcel. 

Krista called Maggie. No one picked up for anyone else. Like some mixed-up game of 
telephone. Nathaniel stayed out of it. She had still not been given her solo challenge. 

Every day, Nathaniel grew paler and skinnier. For once, she wasn’t chattering 
endlessly about all the guys she was dating. She’d even announced, solemnly, that she thought 
she might try and stay away from guys for a while. 

Maggie didn’t know if it was the game or whatever had happened on the night of 
Nathaniel’s birthday, but Nathaniel reminded Maggie of a painting she’d once seen reproduced 
in a history textbook, of a noblewoman awaiting the guillotine. 

A week after Maggie’s challenge, the blade fell. Maggie and Nathaniel had taken Lily 
to the mall to see a movie, mostly to get out of the heat-it had been recorded ninety-five degrees 
for three straight days, and Maggie felt as if she was moving through soup. The sky was a 
scorched, pale blue; the trees were motionless in the shimmering heat. 

Afterward, they returned in Nathaniel’s car to Anne’s house. Nathaniel knew, at last, 
that Maggie wasn’t living at home, and had offered to come sleep at Anne’s with her, even 
though she disliked the dogs and wouldn’t even get close to the White Bengal’s pen. But Anne 



had left town for the weekend to visit her sister-in-law on the coast, and Maggie hated being in 
the big, old house without her. 

That was one good thing about the trailer: you always knew what was, where the walls 
where who was home. Anne’s house was different: full of wood that creaked and groaned, ghost 
sounds, mysterious thumps, and scratching noises. 

‘Get it,’ Nathaniel said when her phone dinged between her legs. 

‘Ewe. I’m not reaching for it,’ Maggie said. 

Nathaniel giggled and tossed the phone at her, taking her hand off the wheel only 
briefly. She swerved, and Lily yelped from the backseat. 

‘Sorry, Bill,’ Nathaniel said. 

‘Don’t call me that,’ Lily said primly. Nathaniel laughed. But Maggie was sitting with 
the phone in her lap, ice running through her wrists, into her hands. 

‘What’s the matter?’ Nathaniel asked. 

Then her face got serious. ‘Is it-?’ She cut herself off and glanced in the rearview at 
Lily, who was listening attentively. 

Maggie read the text again. 

Impossible... ‘Did you tell anyone you were sleeping over at Anne’s tonight?’ she 
asked, in a muffled voice. 

Nathaniel shrugged. ‘My parents. And Joh- John. I think I mentioned it to Joey, too.’ 

Maggie slid Nathaniel’s phone shut and chucked it into the glove compartment. 
Suddenly she wanted it as far from her as possible. 

‘What...?’ Nathaniel asked. 

‘Someone knows that Anne’s gone,’ Maggie said. She turned the radio up so Lily 
couldn’t eavesdrop. 



‘The judges know.’ Who had Maggie told? Marcel-she’d mentioned it to him in a text. 
Said he should come over, so they could talk, so she could thank him. And of course, Anne had 
told some people, probably; it was Carp, and people talked because they had nothing else to do. 

The implication of what Maggie had just read-what Nathaniel would have to do sank 
in. She unrolled her window, but the blast of warm air gave her no relief. 

She shouldn’t have drunk so much soda at the movie theater. She was nauseous. 

‘What is it?’ Nathaniel said. She looked afraid. Unconsciously, she’d begun tapping 
out a rhythm on the steering wheel. ‘What do I have to do?’ Maggie looked at her. Her mouth 
tasted like ash, and she found she could not even speak a complete sentence. 

‘The white Bengal’s,’ she said. 

Marcel, 

THE CHALLENGES were ALWAYS POPULAR, BUT THIS year, many spectators 
had been staying away. It was too risky. The police had threatened to haul in anyone associated 
with Pear, and everyone was worried about taking the rap for the fire at the Graybill house. 

The rumor was Sadowski wanted someone-anyone-to take the fall. The roads, usually 
so empty, were infested with police cars, some from other counties. 

But the word-white Bengal’s-was too much to resist. It had its lift and momentum: it 
flitted through the woods, stole its way into houses barred up against the heat, spun into the 
rhythm of fans that cycled in bedrooms across- Carp. 

By afternoon, all the players and ex-players and spectators and bettors and welshes 
and squealers-everyone who cared even remotely about the game and its outcome-had heard 
about the white Bengal’s of Mansfield Road. Marcel was lying naked on his bed with two fans 
going at once when the text came in from Maggie. Lor a second, he was not sure whether he was 
sleeping or awake. 

His room was dark and as hot as a mouth. He did not want to open the door, though. 
Ricky was over again, and he had brought food forDayna, stuff he’d cooked himself at the 
dinner, rice and beans, and shrimp that smelled like burned garlic. They were watching a movie. 



and occasionally, despite the noise of the ancient fans and the closed door, he could hear the 
muffled sound of laughter. 

The effort of sitting up made Marcel begin to sweat. He punched in Joh- John’s 

number. 


‘What the hell?’ He said when Joh- John picked up. No preamble. Nobullsh*t. ‘How 
could you do it? How could you make her do it?’ 

Joh- John sighed. ‘Rules of the game, Marcel. I’m not the only one in control of this 
sh*t.’ He sounded exhausted. ‘If I don’t make it hard enough, I’ll get replaced. And then I won’t 
be able to help at all. ’ 

Marcel ignored him. ‘She’ll never go through with it. She shouldn’t.’ 

‘She doesn’t have to.’ Marcel felt like throwing his phone against the wall, even 
though he knew what Joh- John said was true. For Marcel’s plan to succeed, Nathaniel would 
have to drop out anyway, and soon. Still, it felt unfair. Too hard, too dangerous, like Maggie’s 
challenge. But at least there, Joh- John-and Marcel-had made sure she wouldn’t be in any real 
danger. ‘Maggie will find a way to help her,’ Joh- John said, as though he could read Marcel’s 
thoughts. ‘You don’t know that,’ Marcel said and hung up. He didn’t know why he was so angry. 

He’d known the rules of Terror from the start. But somehow everything had gotten out 
of control. He wondered whether Joh- John would show tonight, whether he could face it. Poor 
Natalie. He thought about calling her and trying to convince her to drop out, to leave it, but then 
he thought about how she’d returned the necklace to him, and what he’d said to her that night - 
about opening her legs. It made him hot with shame. She had a right not to speak to him. She had 
a right to hate him, even. 

But he would go tonight. And even if she did hate him, even if she ignored him 
completely, he wanted her to know that he was there. That he was sorry, too, for what he had 
said. 


Time, for him, was running out. 

Maggie- ONE OF the MAGGIE’S PROBLEMS-OUT OF ABOUT A HUNDRED 
big problems- was what to do about Lily. 



Anne had left them food for the weekend -mac ’n’ cheese, not from a box, but made 
with real cheese and milk and little spiral pasta, and tomato soup. Just heat it - made Maggie feel 
like a criminal: Anne had invited them into her home, was taking care of them, and Maggie was 
plotting behind her back. Maggie watched Lily polish off three portions. She didn’t know how 
Lily could eat in this heat. All the fans were going, all the windows were open, but it was still 
sweltering. 

She couldn’t have taken even a mouthful. She was sick with weakness and resolutions. 
Outside, the sky was turning to milk, the adumbrations where dividing long on the soil. It 
wouldn’t be long before sundown, and amusement time. 

Maggie wondered what Natalie was doing. She’d been locked in upstairs for the past 
three hours. Maggie had heard the shuddering of pipes, the gush of water in the shower, three 
times. 


After Lily ate, Maggie brought her into the sanctum: a big, dark room that still bore 
the sign of Anne’s late husband - beat-up leather furniture and mohair blankets and rug that 
smelled a little like wet dog and old man ass with a hint of harry ball-sack. 

Here it was a little cooler, although the leather stuck uncomfortably to Maggie’s thighs 
when she sat down. ‘I need you to promise me that you won’t come outside,’ Maggie said. 

‘There will be people. And you might hear noises. But you must stay right here, where 
it’s safe. Promise me.’ 

Lily frowned. ‘Does Anne know?’ She asked. 

That guilty feeling rode a wave up into Maggie’s throat. She shook her head. ‘And she 
won’t,’ she said. Lily picked at a bit of stuffing that had begun to poke out of the couch. She was 
silent fora second. Maggie wished, suddenly, she could take Lily into her arms and squeeze her, 
tell her everything -how scared she was, how she didn’t know what would happen to either of 
them. 


‘This is about Fear, isn’t it?’ Lily said. She looked up. Her face was expressionless, 
her eyes flat. They reminded Maggie of the White Bengal’s eyes: ancient, all-seeing. Maggie 
knew there was no point in lying. So, she said, ‘It’s almost over.’ 



Lily didn’t move when Maggie kissed her head, which smelled like grass and sweat. 
The leather released Maggie’s skin with a sharp sucking sound. She put on a DVD about a zoo, 
which Lily had requested- another gift from Anne. Anne, Maggie knew, was a good person. The 
best person Maggie had ever met. 

So, what did that make Maggie? She was at the door when Lily spoke up. ‘Are you 
going to win?’ Maggie turned around to her. She’d left the lights off, so it would stay cool, and 
Lily’s face was in shadow. Maggie tried to smile. ‘I’m already winning,’ she lied and closed the 
door behind her. 

The haze of the sky, milk-white and scorched, at last, turned to dark; and the trees 
impaled the sun, and all the light broke apart. Then they came: quietly, tires moving soundlessly 
on the dirt, headlights bouncing like overgrown fireflies through the woods. There was no 
thudding music, no shouting. Everyone was on alert for police officers. 

Maggie stood outside, waiting. The dogs were going crazy; she kept feeding them 
treats, trying to get them to shut up. She knew there were no neighbors around for miles, but she 
couldn’t shake the feeling that someone would hear- that Anne would know, somehow, be 
summoned back to the house by the barking. 

Nathaniel had still not come down. Maggie had fed the white Bengal’s more than 
double their normal amount. Now, as the last light drained from the sky, and the stars began to 
pulse through the liquid haze of heat, they were lying on their sides, asleep and indifferent to all 
the cars. 


Maggie prayed they would stay that way-that Nathaniel could do whatever she needed 
to do and get out. 

Car after car: -Digging, Ray Hanrahan, even some of the players who’d been 
Eliminated early, like Cory Walsh and Ellie Hayes; Mindy Crammer and a bunch of her dance 
team friends, still dressed in bikinis and cutoffs and bare feet, like they’d just come from the 
beach; Even Sell or, eyes red-rimmed and liquid, obviously drunk, with two friends Maggie 
didn’t recognize; people she hadn’t seen since the challenge at the water tower. Matt Hefley, too, 
and Delaney. He walked right by Maggie, pretending she didn’t exist. She found she didn’t care. 



They drifted across the yard and gathered around the White Bengal’s pen, silent, 
disbelieving. Flashlights clicked on as it got darker; the floodlights on the bam, motion-detected, 
came on too, Illuminating the white Bengal’s, sleeping almost side by side, so still they might 
have been statues, held in a flat palm of the earth. 

T don’t believe it,’ someone whispered. 

‘No freaking way.’ But there they were: no matter how many times you blinked or 
looked away. White Bengal’s. A bit of a miracle, a circus wonder, right there on the grass under 
the Carp trees and the Carp sky. Maggie was relieved to see Marcel arrive on his bicycle. She 
still hadn’t had a chance to thank him in person for what he’d done. 

Almost immediately, he asked, ‘Is Joh- John here?’ 

She shook her head. He made a face. 

‘Marcel,’ she said. ‘I wanted to say...’ 

‘Don’t.’ He put a hand on her arm and squeezed gently. ‘Not yet...’ 

She didn’t know exactly what he meant. She wondered, for the first time, what Marcel 
was planning to do this fall, and whether he would remain in Carp, or whether he had plans for a 
job somewhere-or even college. She’d never paid any attention to how he did in school. 

Suddenly the thought of Marcel leaving made her sad. They were friends or something 
like it that was close enough. 

It stmck her how sad it was that all of them-the kids standing here, her classmates and 
friends and even the people she’d hated-had grownup on top of one another like small animals 
in a too-small cage, and now would simply scatter. And that would be the end of that. Everything 
that had happened- those stupid school dances and basement after-parties, football games, days 
of rain that lulled them all to sleep in math class, summers swimming at the creek and stealing 
sodas from the coolers at the back of the 7-Eleven, even now, this, Fear-would be sucked away 
into memory and vapor, as though it hadn’t even happened at all. 



‘Where’s Natalie?’ That was -Digging. He was speaking softly, as if afraid to wake 
the white Bengal’s. Hardly anyone made a sound. They were all still transfixed by the sight of 
those dreamlike creatures, stretched long on the ground like shadows. 

‘I’ll get her,’ Maggie said. She was grateful to have an excuse to go into the house, 
even for a moment. What she was doing, what she was helping Nathaniel do, was too horrible. 

She thought of Anne’s face, her smile pulling her eyes into a squint. 

She’d never felt so much like a criminal, not even when she’d taken her mom’s car 
and run away. Another car was arriving, and she knew from the spitting and hissing of its engine 
that it was Joh- John. She was right. Just as she reached the front door, he climbed out of his car 
and spotted her. 

‘Maggie!’ Even though he wasn’t shouting, his voice seemed to her like a slap in the 
silence. She ignored him. She stepped into the kitchen and found Natalie sitting at the table, eyes 
red. There was a shot glass in front of her, and a bottle of whiskey. 

‘Where’d you get that?’ Maggie asked. 

‘In the pantry.’ Nathaniel didn’t even look up. ‘I’m sorry. I only had a sip, though.’ 

She made a face. ‘It’s awful.’ 

‘It’s time,’ Maggie said. Nathaniel nodded and stood up. She was wearing denim 
shorts and no shoes; her hair was still wet from the shower. 

Maggie knew that if Nathaniel weren't so afraid, she would have insisted on putting on 
makeup, on doing her hair. Maggie thought Nathaniel had never looked so beautiful. Her fierce 
and fearful friend- who loved country music and cherry Pop-Tarts and singing in public and pink, 
who was terrified of germs and dogs and ladders. 

‘I love you, Nathaniel,’ Maggie said on impulse. 

Nathaniel looked startled, as though she’d already forgotten Maggie was there. 


‘You, too. Heath bar,’ she said. She managed a small smile. ‘I’m ready.’ Joh- John 
was standing some little ways, from the house, pacing, bringing his fingers up to his lips and 



down again as though he were smoking an invisible cigarette. As Nathaniel moved into the 
crowd, he caught up with Maggie. 

‘Please... ’ His voice was hoarse. 

‘We need to talk.’ 

‘This is kind of an inconvenient time.’ Her voice came out harsher, more sarcastic 
than she’d intended. It occurred to her that she hadn’t seen Vivian, and she wondered whether 
Joh- John had begged her not to come. Please, babe. Just until I can patch things up with Maggie. 

She’s jealous, you know - she always had a thing forme. The thought made her throat 
knot up, and a part of her just wanted to tell Joh- John to freak off. Then there was the part of her 
that wanted to put her arms around his neck and feel his laughter humming through his chest, 
feel the wild tangle of his hair on her face. Instead, she crossed her arms as if she could press the 
feeling down. 

‘I need to tell you something.’ 

Joh- John licked his lips. He looked awful. His face was sickly, different shades of 
yellow and green, and he was too skinny. ‘It’s important.’ 

‘Later, okay?’ Before he could protest, she moved past him. Natalie had reached the 
fence, closer to the White Bengal’s than she had ever allowed herself to go. Unconsciously, the 
crowd had backed off a little, so she was surrounded by a halo of negative space-like she was 
Contaminated with something contagious. Maggie jogged over to her. Now the dogs started up 
again, shattering the stillness, and Maggie hushed them sharply as she passed the kennel. She 
pushed easily through the crowd and stepped into Nathaniel’s open circle, feeling as if she were 
trespassing. 

‘It’s okay,’ she whispered. ‘I’m here.’ ButNathaniel didn’t seem to hear her. 

‘The mles are simple,’ -Digging said. Even though he was speaking at a normal 
volume, to Maggie it sounded like he was shouting. She began praying the White Bengal’s 
wouldn’t wake up. They still hadn’t even lifted their heads. She noticed a bit of the steak she’d 
given them earlier was still untouched, buzzing with flies, and couldn’t decide if that was a good 



thing or not. ‘You go into the pen, you stand with the White Bengal’s for ten seconds, you get 
out.’ He emphasized this last part just slightly. 

‘How close?’ Nathaniel said. 

Part: 12 

‘What?’ 

‘How close do I have to get?’ She asked, turning to him. 

-Digging shrugged. ‘Just inside, I guess.’ 

Nathaniel pushed out a small breath. Maggie smiled at her encouragingly, even though 
she felt like her skin was made of clay about to crack. But if the white Bengal’s slept, Nathaniel 
would have no problem. They were a full forty feet away from the gate. Nathaniel wouldn’t even 
have to go near them. 

‘I’ll time you,’ -Digging said. Then: 

‘Who has the key to the gate?’ 

‘I do.’ Maggie stepped forward. She heard a slight mstle, as everyone turned to stare 
at her; she felt the heat of all those eyes on her skin. The air was leaden, totally still. 

Maggie fumbled in her pocket for the key to the padlock. Nathaniel’s breathing was 
rapid and shallow, like an injured animal. For a second, Maggie couldn’t feel the key and didn’t 
know whether to be relieved; then her fingers closed around the metal. 

In the silence and the stillness, the click of the padlock seemed as loud as a rifle report. 
She un-looped the heavy chain carefully and laid it on the ground, then slid the metal latches 
back, one by one, desperately trying to stall, trying to give Nathaniel a few more seconds. As the 
final latch clanged open, both white Bengals’ lifted their heads in unison, as though sensing that 
something was coming. 

The whole group inhaled as one. 


Nathaniel let out a whimper. 



‘It’s okay,’ Maggie told her, gripping Nathaniel by the shoulders. She could feel 
Nathaniel trembling under her hands. ‘Ten seconds. You just must step inside the gate. It’ll be 
done before you know it.’ 

People had started buzzing, giggling- nervously, shifting. Now the stillness was 
replaced with electric energy. And as Nathaniel took one halting step toward the gate, and then 
another, the White Bengal’s, too, stood up-twisting onto their feet, stretching, yawning their 
enormous jaws so their teeth glistened in the floodlight -as though they had decided to perform. 

Nathaniel paused with a hand on the gate. 

Then her other hand. Then both hands. Her mouth was moving, and Maggie wondered 
if she was counting or praying, whether for Nathaniel they were the same thing. Dwarfed by the 
gate, silhouetted against the sharp, unnatural light, she looked unreal, one-dimensional, like a 
cardboard cutout. 

‘You don’t have to do it.’ 

Marcel’s... the voice was loud and so unexpected that everyone turned to stare. 
Nathaniel turned too, and Maggie saw her frown. Then she pulled open the gate and stepped 
inside. 


Part: 13 

‘Start the timer,’ Maggie cried out. 

She saw -Digging fumbling for his phone. 

‘Now...’ 

‘Okay, okay,’ -Digging said. ‘Time!’ It was too late. The White Bengal’s had started 
to move. Slowly, their massive heads swinging between their shoulder blades like some awful 
clock pendulum - tick, tick, tick. But still, they were too close, aheady too close; three strides 
and they covered five yards, mouths open, grinning. 


‘Three seconds!’ -Digging announced. 



Impossible. Surely Nathaniel had been in the pen for ten minutes, for half an hour, 
forever. Maggie’s heart was bursting out of her throat. No one spoke. No one moved. Everything 
was a black sea, dim and featureless: everything but the bright circle of white light, and the 
cardboard cutout Nathaniel, and the long shadow of the white Bengal’s. Nathaniel was shaking 
now, and whimpering, too. Maggie feared for a second that she would collapse. Then what? 
Would the white Bengal’s pounce? Would she, Maggie, be brave enough to try to stop them? 

She knew she wouldn’t. Her legs where water, and she could hardly breathe. 

‘Seven seconds!’ -Digging’s voice was shrill, like an alarm. 

The White Bengal’s were less than eight feet from Nathaniel. They would be on top of 
her in two more paces. Maggie could hear them breathing, see their whiskers twitching, tasting 
the air. Nathaniel had started to cry. But she still held herself there, rigid. She was too scared to 
move. Their eyes, like deep black pools, had transfixed her. 

‘Eight seconds!’ Then one of the white Bengal’s twitched; a muscle flexed, and 
Maggie knew it was getting ready to pounce, felt it, knew it would jump on Natalie and tear her 
apart and they would all stand, watching, helpless. And just as she was trying to scream Run but 
couldn’t, because her throat was too thick with terror, Nathaniel did run. Someone else screamed 
it. 


There was noise suddenly-people shouting-and Nathaniel was out of the gate and 
slamming it shut, leaning back, crying. 

Just as the white Bengal, the one Maggie had been sure was moving to spring, lay 
down again. 

‘Nine seconds,’ -Digging said above the sudden roar of sound. Maggie registered a 
small burst of triumph- Nathaniel was out of the game and then a stronger pull of shame. She 
pushed over to Nathaniel and drew her into a hug. 

‘You were amazing,’ she said into the top of Nathaniel’s hair. 

‘I didn’t make it,’ Nathaniel said. Her voice was muffled and her face sticky against 
Maggie’s chest. 



‘You were still amazing,’ Maggie said. 


Nathaniel was the only one who wasn’t celebrating. She returned almost immediately 
to the house. But everyone else seemed to forget about the threat of cops, forget about what had 
happened at the Graybill house and about the body of Little Kelly, found charred and blackened 
in the basement for a short while, it felt almost as it had at the beginning of the summer when the 
players had first made the jump. 

It took more than an hour for Maggie to get everyone out, into their cars and off the 
property, and the whole time the dogs were going crazy and the White Bengal’s were still again, 
as though deliberately making a point. By the time the yard was almost empty of cars, exhaustion 
numbed Maggie’s fingers and toes. But it was over, thank God. It was all over, and Anne would 
never have to know. There were only three players left. 

And Maggie was one of them. 

‘Maggie,’ Joh- John tried again when everyone had gone. ‘We need to talk.’ 

‘Not tonight, Joh- John.’ A few people were lingering, leaning up against their cars, 
hands down each other’s pants. Strange how just a few months ago she had been one of them, 
hanging out at parties with Matt, her capital B Boyfriend, flaunting it however she could. 

Wearing his sweatshirts, his baseball hats, like a badge of something -that she was lovable, that 
she was fine, and normal and just like everybody else. Aheady the old Maggie seemed like 
someone she barely knew. 

‘You can’t avoid me forever,’ Joh- John said, deliberately moving in front of her as 
she stooped to collect a cigarette pack, half trampled into the grass. She straightened up. His hair 
was poking out from every side of his hat, like something alive trying to get out. 

She obtained the urge to reach up and try and fight it into the configuration. The most 
dangerous was that when she looked at him now, she still saw their kiss: the heat that had roared 
through her and the mellowness of his lips and the brief instantaneous moment when his tongue 
had found hers. 

‘I’m not avoiding you,’ she said, looking away so she wouldn’t have to remember. 
‘I’mjust tired.’ 



‘When, then?’ He looked lost. ‘It’s important, your all right? I need you now. I need 
you to listen.’ 

She was intrigued to ask him why Vivian couldn’t listen, hut she didn’t. He resembled 
awful and sorrowful, and she loved him even if he didn’t love her. The feeling that he was upset, 
in pain, was a worse feeling than her pain. 

‘Tomorrow,’ she said. Foolishly, she stretched out and squeezed his hand. He looked 
startled, and she dropped it immediately, as though it might bum her. ‘I guarantee, tomorrow.’ 

Part; 14 

MONDAY, 

AUGUST 15 

Maggie IN THE Morning tide, MAGGIE WAS Aroused UP With yelling. Eily was 
calling her name, pounding up the stairs; then the door flew open, so hard it stmck the wall. 

Lily said, ‘The White Bengal’s are gone now.’ She was gasping hard, her face red and 
clammy with sweat. She smelled a little like manure-she must have been out feeding the 
creatures. 


‘What?’ Instantly Maggie was awake and sitting up. 

‘The gate is open, and they’re gone,’ Lily said. 

‘Unthinkable... ’ Maggie was already pulling on clothes, shoving her legs into shorts, 
wrestling on a T-shirt. She didn’t even bother with a bra. ‘Vain,’ she repeated, but even as she 
said it, a dull thud of terror began, bringing back images from last night, dismembered 
memories-hugging Nathaniel, latching the gates. Had she replaced the fastener device? 

She couldn’t remember. Mindy Crammer had been talking to her about her job at 
Anne’s, and then she’d had to yell at Even Zen Seller for trying to get into the pigpen. She must 
have substituted the fastener. 



The White Bengal’s weren’t missing. They were just hiding out in the trees 
somewhere, where Lily hadn’t spotted them. Underneath, Maggie saw that it was already eleven 
a.m., that she’d overslept, that Anne would be home soon. 

Lily understood her outside. It was another day of thick heat, but this time the sky was 
overcast, and there was moisture shimmering in the air like a screen. It would rain. She was 
halfway across the yard when she saw it: the fastener, coiled in the grass like a metal snake, 
exactly where she had placed it last night when she unlocked the gate for Natalie. 

And the gate, now swinging open. The terror turned to stone and dropped straight 
through her stomach. There was no need to search for the whole enclosure. They were gone. She 
could manipulate this. Why hadn’t the dog's bark? But they had, and she hadn’t heard. Or they’d 
been frightened, bewitched like the crowd last night. Maggie closed her eyes. For a second, she 
thought she might faint. The White Bengal’s were withdrawn, it was her fault, and now Anne 
would despise her and throw her out. She’d possess every right to. She opened her eyes, fueled 
by a wild Fear: she had to find them, now, quickly, before Anne came home. 

‘Stay here,’ she told Lily, but she didn’t have the force to argue when Lily followed 
her back into the house. 

She hardly apprehended what she was doing. She found a bucket under the sink, 
dumped out a bunch of shriveled sponges and washing t 5 q)es of equipment, and filled it with 
some half-thawed steaks. Then she was out of the house again and plunging into the woods. 
Mayhap they hadn’t gone far, and she could lure them back. 

‘Where are we going?’ Lily asked. ‘Sh-h-h,’ Maggie said sharply. She considered the 
bite of tears in her eyes. How could she be such a nincompoop, such an absolute moron? 

The bucket was heavy, and she had to pull it with both hands, considering from left to 
right, looking for a flash of color, those luminous black eyes. Come on, come on, come on. 
Behind Maggie, there was a rustling in the undergrowth, a shift in the air-a presence, animal, 
watchful. Suddenly it stmck Maggie that what she was doing was thick-witted: charging off into 
the woods with Lily, searching for the White Bengal’s like they were lost kittens, hoping to lure 
them home. 



If she did find the white Bengal’s, they’d tear her head off fora snack. A stimulating 
zip of fear went up to her spine. She was over conscious of every mstle, every snapping twig, the 
diamond patterns of light and shadow that could easily conceal a pair of eyes, a swath of tawny 
fur. 


‘Take my hand, Lily,’ she said, trying to keep the fear out of her voice. 

‘Let’s go back inside.’ 

‘What about the white Bengal’s?’ Lily asked. She thought it was an adventure. 

‘We’ll have to call Anne,’ Maggie said, and instantly knew it was tme. She still had 
the unmistakable sense of something Other watching her, watching them. ‘She’ll know what to 
do.’ A raccoon punched its head swiftly from between the fat leaves of a spire-a bush, and 
Maggie felt a flood of relief that nearly made her pee. She abandoned the bucket in the 
woodlands. It was too cumbersome, and she wanted to move quickly. 

As they were emerging from the woods just next to the outdoor shower, Maggie could 
hear tires spitting on the driveway and thought that Anne must be homeward. She didn’t know 
whether to feel appreciative or afraid. She was both. 

But then she saw the msted hood of Joh- John’s Le Sabre and remembered she’d 
promised him they could talk today.’ 

Joh- John! ‘Lily was mnning to him before he had even fully extricated himself from 
the car. ‘The white Bengal’s are gone! The White Bengal’s are gone!’ 

‘What?’ He looked even worse than he had the night ahead, as though he hadn’t slept 
at all. He turned to Maggie. ‘Is it correct?’ 

‘It’s tme,’ she said. ‘I forgot to padlock the gates.’ Suddenly, the tmth hit her like a 
hard punch to the stomach, and she was crying. She’d get kicked out of Anne’s house; they’d 
have to move back to ‘Fresh Pines’ or go on the mn. Furthermore, Anne would be devastated. 
Anne, who was the only person who gave a sh*t about Maggie. 

‘Hey, hey.’ Joh- John was next to her. 


She didn’t resist when he hugged her. 



‘It’s not your responsibility. It’s going to be okay. ’ 


‘It is my fault.’ She buried her face in the hollow of his joint and yelled until she 
coughed, while he mbbed her back and her hair, touched her lightly on her cheek, murmured into 
the top of her head. Only Joh- John could make her feel small. Only Joh- John could make her 
feel defended. 

She didn’t even hear the entrance of Anne’s car until a door was slamming and Anne’s 
voice, frantic, called, ‘What’s the matter? What’s wrong?’ 

Maggie stepped away from Joh- John and quickly, Anne took her by the arms. ‘Are 
you okay? Are you hurt?’ 

‘It’s not me.’ Maggie swiped an arm across her nose. Her mouth was thick with the 
taste of phlegm, and she couldn’t look Anne in the eye. ‘I’m fine.’ She tried to say it. The White 
Bengal’s are gone. The White Bengal’s are gone. Lily was quiet, her mouth moving soundlessly. 
It was Joh- John who spoke. ‘The white Bengal’s got out,’ he said. 

Nevaeh 

Book: 20 


Flashbacks 


Chapter: 127 

(Flashback text- video message.) « Past remembers of Karly... « 
Part: 1 


Past memories 



I get a new text message- and there a photo attached - and there it is Maggie, spared, 
showing off her new butt plug in her hole... making it push in and out as she squeezes down 
hard on it... it's pink! And oh, so sparkly she said! And she is playing with herself- also. 

I love this video I have it... 

It’s on my pc now... with all the pom... and sh*t of here young sex ass! 

Something they all new after I passed... I was... um... living a fake and gay life... 
take that any wayyou want too... it’s all good forme now. Cute for she was bom in 2000, and 
she calls me old fori was bom in the late- 1990’s... 1998- for a fact. 

(Now) 

My vision is cloudy. I can barely make out the banisters. I’m tripping, half falling 
down the stairs, finding the front door by touch. I think Hanna might be calling to me, but 
everything is lost to a roaring, mshing in my ears, inside my head. Sunshine, brilliant, brilliant 
white light-cool biting iron under my fingers, the gate-ocean smells, gasoline. 

Wailing, growing louder. A punctuated shriek: beep, beep, beep. 

My head clears all at once and I jump out of the middle of the street just before I’m 
squashed by a police car, which barrels past me, horn still blaring, siren whirling, leaving me 
coughing up dirt and dust. The ache in my throat gets so bad it feels like I’m gagging, and when I 
finally let the tears come it’s a huge relief, like dropping something heavy after you’ve been 
carrying it for a long time. Once I start crying, I can’t stop, and all the way home I have to keep 
mashing my palm into my eyes every few seconds, smearing away the tears just so 

I can see where I’m going. I comfort myself by thinking that in less than two months 
this will seem like nothing to me. 

All of it will fall away and I’ll rise new and free, like a bird winging up into the air. 

Part: 2 


Lasting images 



That’s what Hanna doesn’t understand, has never understood. For some of us, it’s 
about more than the deliria. Some of us, the lucky ones, will get the chance to be reborn: newer, 
fresher, better. Healed and whole and perfect again, like a misshapen slab of iron that comes out 
of the fire glowing, glittering, razor-sharp. 

That is all I want all I have ever wanted. That is the promise of the cure. 

Lord- 

Suspicious minds- 

Keep our hearts fixed; as you fixed the planets in their orbits and cooled the chaos of 

emerging- 

As the gravity of your will keeps star and star from Collapsing... Keeps ocean from 
turning to dust and dust from turning to water... Keeps planets from colliding... And suns from 
exploding- 

So, Lord, keep our hearts fixed in the steady orbit and help them stay the path. 

-Psalm 21 plays over in my mind... 

That night, even after I’m in bed, Hana’s words replay themselves endlessly in my 
head. You won’t end up like her. You don’t have it in you. She only said it to comfort me, I 
know it should be reassuring-but for some reason it isn’t. For some reason, it makes me upset; 
there’s a deep aching in my chest, as though something large and cold and sharp is lodged there. 

Here’s another thing Hana doesn’t understand: Thinking about the disease, and 
worrying about it, and stressing about whetherl’ve inherited some predisposition for it- that’s all 
I have of my mom. The disease is what I know about her. It is the link... 

Otherwise, I have nothing. 

It’s not that I don’t have memories of her. I do lots of them, considering how young I 
was when she died. I remember that when there was fresh snow, she would send me outside to 
pack pans with handfuls of it. Once inside we would drizzle maple symp into the snow-filled 
pans, watching it harden into amber candy almost instantly, all loops and fragile, sugared filigree, 



like edible lace. I remember how much she loved to sing to us as she bounced me in the water at 
the beach off Eastern Prom. 

I didn’t know how strange this was at the time. Other mothers teach their children to 
swim. Other mothers bounce their babies in the water and apply sunscreen to make sure their 
babies don’t bum, and do all the things that a mother is supposed to do, as outlined in the book of 
hush-hush- But they don’t sing. 

I remember that she brought me trays of buttered toast when I was sick and kissed my 
bmises when I fell, and I remember once when she lifted me to my feet after I fell off my bike 
and began to rock me in her arms, a woman gasped and said to her, ‘ You should be ashamed of 
yourself,’ and I didn’t understand why which made me cry harder. After that, she comforted me 
only in private. In public, she would just frown and say, 

‘You’re okay, Lena. Get up.’ 

We used to have dance parties too. My mother called them ‘sock jams,’ because we 
would roll up the carpets in the living room and put on our thickest socks and slip and slide along 
the wooden hallways. 

Part; 3 

Always on my mind 

Even Rachel joined in, though she always claimed to be too old for baby games. 

My mom would draw the curtains and wedge pillows under the front and back doors 
and turn up the music. We laughed so hard I always went to bed with a stomachache. 

Eventually, I understood that on our sock-jam nights she would close the curtains to 
prevent us from being seen by passing patrols, that she’d stopped up the doors with pillows so 
that the neighbors would not report us for playing music and laughing too much, both potential 
warning signs of the deliria. 

I understood that she used to tuck my father’s military pin-a silver dagger he had 
inherited from his father, which she wore every day on a chain around her neck-beneath the 



collar of her shirt whenever we left the house, so no one would see it and become suspicious. I 
understood that all the happiest moments of my childhood were a lie. 


They were wrong and unsafe and illegal. 

They were freakish. My mother was freakish, and I’d probably inherited the 
freakishness from her. 

For the first time, I wonder what she must have been feeling, thinking, the night she 
walked out to the cliffs and kept walking, feet pedaling the air. I wonder whether she was scared. 
I wonder whether she thought of me or Rachel... I wonder whether she was sorry for leaving us 
behind. 


I start thinking about my father, too. I don’t remember him at all, though I have some 
dim, ancient impression of two warm, rough hands and a large looming face floating above mine, 

I think that’s just because my mother kept a framed portrait in her bedroom of my father and me. 

I was only a few months old and he was holding me, smiling, looking at the camera. But there’s 
no way I’m remembering for real. I wasn’t even a year old when he died. 

Cancer...! 

(Flashback) 

Karly- Maggie just loves wearing my class ring, that has a 1950’s look gold with a 
silver inlay, and the band swatter that I gave up for Jenny and the girls- Just to be popular- as you 
no band is not cool when you do something more than they can... that is red- white- and blue... 
yes, it has my name on it- yet they all think it was for she has nothing- ha it for the fact I love her. 
Little do they all know. 

Part: 4 

Media 

Twitter: @01ivia- ‘Showing her puss- puss- nice no? even I am not that slutty!’ Ha- 
love her!!!! You can see all here puss pic on Instagram also... the boys love- for reals. That’s 
what it’s all about the boys and popularity- and who hooks up with whom... grade freak that... I 
want to be laid- not the grade. That is how I thought then. 



(Now) 


Girl boy girl in- bad-rubbing- licking- kissing sucking- his head. 

The heat is horrible, thick, clotting on the walls. Kellie is rolled over on her back, arms 
and legs flung open on top of her comforter, breathing silently with her mouth gaping open. 
Hanna is fast asleep, murmuring soundlessly into her pillow. The whole room smells like a wet 
exhalation, skin and tongues and warm milk. 

I ease out of bed, already dressed in black jeans and a T-shirt. I didn’t even bother to 
change into my pajamas. I knew I would never be able to sleep tonight. And earlier in the 
evening. I’d come to a decision. I was sitting at the dinner table with Carol and Uncle William 
and Jenny and Grace, while everyone chewed and swallowed in silence, staring blankly at one 
another, feeling as though the air was weighing down on me, constricting my breath, like two 
fists squeezing tighter and tighter around a water balloon, when I realized something. 

Hanna said I didn’t have it in me, but she was wrong. 

My heart is beating so loudly 1 can hear it, and I’m positive that everyone else will 
too-that it will make my aunt sit bolt upright in her bed, ready to catch me and accuse me of 
trying to sneak out. 

Which is, of course, exactly what I am trying to do. I didn’t even know a heart could 
beat so loudly, and it reminds me of an Edgar Allan Poe story we had to read in one of our social 
studies classes, about this guy who kills this other guy and then gives himself up to the police 
because he’s convinced he can hear the dead guy’s heart beating up from beneath his floorboards 
It’s supposed to be a story about guilt and the dangers of civil disobedience, but when I first read 
it I thought it seemed kind of lame and melodramatic. Now I get it, though. Poe must have snuck 
out a lot when he was young. 

I ease open the bedroom door, holding my breath, praying it doesn’t squeak. At one- 
point Jenny lets out a shout and my heart freezes. But then she rolls over, flinging one arm across 
her pillow, and I exhale slowly, realizing she’s just fussing in her sleep. 

The hall is dark. The room my aunt and uncle share- like is- dark too, and the only 
sound comes from the whispering of the trees outside and the low ticks and groans from the 



walls, the usual old house arthritic noises. I finally work up the courage to slip out into the hall 
and slide the bedroom door shut behind me. I go so slowly that it almost feels like I’m not 
moving at all, feeling my way by the bumps and ripples in the wallpaper over to the stairs, then 
sliding my hand inch by inch over the banister, walking on my very tiptoes. Even so, it seems 
like the house is fighting me like it’s just screaming forme to be caught. Every step seems to 
creak, or shriek, or moan. 

Part: 5 

Socializing 

Liv on- Instagram- ‘You’ll- like- be seeing a lot of here in the upcoming slid show! 
Cute but- OMG!’ 

I think Jenny to wide and sh*t, and raunchy sluty to show those... you- have seen here 
photos by now... what did you think... cute...??? Or am I cutest? 

Snap-chat me for 1,000 tokens, and you have it for life! 

Every single floorboard quivers and shudders under my feet, and I start mentally 
bargaining with the house: If I make it to the front door without waking up- mom, would-1 
swear to God I’ll never slam another door. I’ll never call you ‘an old piece of turd ’ again, not 
even in my head, and I’ll never curse the basement when it floods, and I will never, ever, ever 
kick the bedroom wall when I’m annoyed at Jenny. 

Maybe the house hears me, because, miraculously, I do make it to the front door. I 
pause fora second longer, listening for the sounds of footsteps upstairs, whispered voices, 
anything- but other than my heart, which is still going strong and loud, it’s silent. 

Even the house seems to hesitate and take a breath, because the front door swings 
open with barely a whisper, and in the last second before I slip out into the night the rooms 
behind me are as dark and still as a grave. 


Outside, I hesitate on the front stoop. 




The fireworks stopped an hour ago-1 heard the last stuttering explosions, like distant 
gunfire, just as I was getting ready for bed and now the streets are strangely silent and empty. It’s 
a little after eleven o’clock. Some cursed must be lingering at the Eastern Prom. 

Part: 6 

Nocturnal 

Everyone else is home by now. Not a single light is burning on the street. All the street 
lamps were disabled years ago, except in the richest parts of Pittsburgh, and they look to me like 
blinded eyes. Thank God, the moon is so bright. 

I strain to detect the sounds of passing patrols or groups of regulators -1 almost hope I 
do, because then I’ll have to go back inside, to my bed, to safety, and already the panic is starting 
to drill through me again. But everything is perfectly still and quiet, almost like it’s frozen. 
Everything rational, right, and good is screaming for me to turn around and go upstairs, but some 
stubborn inner center keeps me moving forward. 

I go down the walk and unchain my bike from the gate. 

My bike rattles a little bit, particularly when you first start pedaling, so I walk it some 
ways down the street. The wheels’ tick reassuringly over the pavement. 

I’ve never been out this late on my own in my life. I’ve never broken curfew. But 
alongside the fear-which is always there, of course, that constant crashing weight is a small, 
flickering feeling of excitement that works its way up and underneath the fear, pushing it back 
some. Like, it’s okay. I’m all right, I can do this. I’m just a girl-an in-between girl, five-two, 
nothing special- but I can do this, and all the curfews and the patrols in the world aren’t stopping 
me. 


It’s amazing how much comfort this thought gives me. It’s amazing how it breaks up 
the fear, as a tiny candle lit in the middle of the night, lighting up the shapes of things, burning 
away the dark. 

When I reach the end of my street I hop up on my bike, feeling the gears shudder into 
place. The breeze feels good as I start pedaling, careful not to go too quickly, staying alert in 



case there are regulators nearby. Fortunately, Stroud water and Roaring Brooke Farms are in the 
exact opposite direction from the 


Fourth of July celebrations at Eastern Prom. 

Once-1 get to the broad swath of farmland that surrounds Pittsburgh like a belt, I 
should be okay. The farms and slaughterhouses rarely get patrolled. But first I have to make it 
through the West End, where rich people like Hanna live, through the old town, and over the 
Fore River at Bridge Street. 

Thankfully, each street I turn down is empty. 

Stroud-water is a good thirty minutes away, even if I’m biking quickly. As I get off- 
peninsula- moving away from the buildings and businesses of downtown Pittsburgh and onto the 
more suburban mainland-the houses get smaller and farther apart, set back on weedy, patchy 
yards. This isn’t rural Pittsburgh yet, but there are signs of the countryside creeping in: plants 
poking up through half-rotted porches, an owl hooting mournfully in the dark, a black scythe of 
bats cutting suddenly across the sky. Almost all these houses have cars in front of them just like 
the richer houses in. Northern End-but these have been salvaged from the junkyards. 

They’re mounted on cinder blocks and covered in rust. I pass one that has a tree 
growing straight through its sunroof, like the car has just dropped out of the sky and been 
impaled there, and another one, hood open, missing its engine. As I go past, a cat startles up out 
of its black cavity, meowing, blinking at me. 

After I cross the Fore River the houses fall away altogether, and it’s just field after 
field and farm after farm, with names like Meadow Lane and Sheep bay and oak’s part by the 
river, which make them sound all homey and nice: places where someone might be baking 
muffins and skimming fresh cream for butter. 

Across the fields I see the low, dark silhouettes of bams and silos, some of them 
brand-new, some of them barely standing, clinging to the earth like teeth Digging into something. 
The air smells slightly sweet, like growing things and manure. 

But... but... but... but... um... 



most of the farms are owned by big corporations, packed with livestock and often 
staffed by orphans. 

I’ve always liked it out here, but it’s kind of freaky in the dark, open and empty, and I 
can’t help but think that if I did come across a patrol there would be no place to hide, no alley to 
turn down. 

Roaring Brooke’s Farms is right next to the southwestern border of the town. It’s been 
abandoned for years since half the main building and both grain silos were destroyed in a fire. 

About five minutes before I get there, I think I can make out a rhythm dmmming 
almost imperceptibly under the throaty song of the crickets, but for a while, I’m not sure if I’m 
just imagining it or only hearing my heart, which has started pounding again. 

Farther on, though, and I’m sure. Even before I reach the little dirt road that leads 
down to the bam-or at least, the portion of the bam that’s still standing- strains of music spring 
up, crystallizing in the night air like rain turning suddenly to snow, drifting to earth. 

Now I’m scared again. All I can think is wrong, wrong, wrong, a word that dmms in 
my head. Mom would kill me if she knew what I was doing. 

Kill- 

me, or have me thrown into the Burial chamber or taken to the labs for an early 
procedure, willow and oak marks-style. 

I hop off my bike when I see the turnoff to Roaring Brooke, and the big metal sign 
staked in the ground that reads PROPERTY OF Pittsburgh, NO TRESPASSING. I wheel my 
bike some little ways, into the woods at the side of the road. The actual farmhouse and the old 
bam are still five or six hundred feet down the road, but I don’t want to bring my bike any farther. 
I don’t lock it up, though. I don’t even want to think about what would happen if there was a raid, 
but if there is, I’m not going to want to be fumbling with a lock in the half-dark. I’ll need speed. 


I step around the NO TRESPASSING sign. 



I’m getting to be quite the expert at ignoring them, I realize, remembering how Hana 
and I hopped the gate at the labs. It’s the first time I’ve thought about that afternoon in a while, 
and right then a vision of Alex rises in front of me, a memory of seeing him on the observation 
deck, head tilted back and laughing. 

I have to focus on the land around me, the brightness of the moon, the wild flowers on 
the road. It helps me beat back the feeling that I’m going to be sick at any second. I don’t know 
what compelled me out of the house, why I felt like I had to prove Hana wrong about something, 
and I’m trying to ignore the idea-way more disturbing than anything else-that my argument with 
Hana was just an excuse. 

That may be, deep down, I was just curious. 

Someone is singing: a beautiful voice as thick and heavy as warm honey, spilling up 
and down a scale so quickly I feel dizzy just listening. 

That music was metallic and awful, fuzzy through the speakers. The music that’s 
playing underneath the voice is strange and clashing and wild-but nothing like the wailing and 
scratching that I heard Hanaplaying on her computer earlier today, though I recognize certain 
similarities, certain patterns of melody and rhythm. 

This music ebbs and flows, irregular, sad. It reminds me, weirdly, of watching the 
ocean during a bad storm, the lashing, crashing waves and the spray of sea foam against the 
docks; the way it takes your breath away, the power and the hugeness of it. I’m not feeling 
curious now. I’m feeling scared. And very, very stupid. 

The farmhouse and the old bam are positioned in a dip of land between two hills, a 
mini valley, like the constructions, are sitting right in the middle of somebody’s pursed lips. For 
the reason that of the way the land slopes I can’t see the farmhouse yet, but as I get closer to the 
top of the hill the music gets clearer, louder. It’s like nothing I’ve ever heard before. It’s not like- 
the authorized music you can download off LAM, prim and harmonious and stmctured, the kind 
of music that gets played in the bandshell in Deering Oaks Park during official summer concerts. 

That’s exactly what happens as I listen to the music, as I come up over the final crest 
of a hill, and the half-mined bam and collapsing farmhouse fan out in front of me, just as the 
music swells, a wave about to break: The breath leaves my body all at once, and I’m stmck dumb 



by the beauty of it. For a second it seems to me like I am looking down at the ocean-a sea of 
people, writing and dancing in the light spilling down from the bam-like shadows twisting up 
around a flame. 

The bam is completely gutted: split open and blackened by the fire, exposed to the 
elements. Only half of it is left standing-fragments of three walls, a portion of the roof, part of an 
elevated platform that must once have been used to store hay. That’s where the band is playing. 
Thin, stalky trees have begun pushing up in the fields. Older trees seared completely white from 
the fire and bald of branches and leaves, point-like ghostly fingers to the sky. 

Fifty feet beyond the bam, I see the low fringe of blackness where the unregulated 
land begins. The Wilds. I can’t make out the border fence from this distance, but I imagine I can 
feel it, can sense the electricity buzzing through the air. I’ve only been close to the border fence a 
few times. Once with my mother years ago, when she made me listen to the zipping of the 
electricity-a current so strong the air seems to hum with it; you can get a shock just from 
standing four feet away-and promise never, ever, ever to touch it. 

She told me that when the cure was first made mandatory, some people tried to escape 
over the border. They never put more than a hand on the fence before being fried like bacon -1 
remember that’s exactly what she said, like bacon. 

Since then I’ve mn alongside it with Hanna a few times, always careful to stay a good 
ten feet away. 

In the bam, someone has set up speakers and amps and even two enormous, industrial¬ 
sized lamps, which make everyone close to the stage look starkly white and hyper-real, and 
everyone else dark and indistinct, blurry. 

A song ends and the crowd roars together an ocean sound. I think, they must be 
mooching power from a grid on one of the other farms. I think, this is stupid. I’ll never find Hana, 
there are too many people and then a new song starts, this one just as wild and beautiful, and it’s 
like the music reaches across all that black space and pulls at something at the very heart and 
root of me, plucking me like a string. I head down the hill toward the bam. The weird thing is I 
don’t choose to do it. 



My feet just go on their own, as though they’ve happened on some invisible track and 
it’s all just slide, photograph, print. 

For a moment, I forget that I’m supposed to be looking for Hana. I feel as though I’m 
in a dream, where strange things are happening, but they don’t feel strange. Everything is 
cloudy- everything is wrapped in a fog and I’m filled from head to toe with the single, burning 
desire to get closer to the music, to hear the music better, for the music to go on and on and on. 

‘Kellie! Oh my God, Kell!’ Hearing my name snaps, me out of my daze, and I’m 
suddenly aware that I’m standing in a huge crush of people. 

No. Not just people. Boys. And girls. 

Uncured, all of them, without a hint of a blemish on their necks-at least the ones 
standing close enough for me to scope out. Boys and girls talking. Boys and girls laughing. Boys 
and girls sharing sips from the same cup. All of a sudden, 

I think I might faint. 

Hanna is barreling toward me, elbowing people out of the way, and before I can even 
open my mouth, she’s jumping on top of me as she did at graduation, squeezing me in a hug. I’m 
so startled I stumble backward, nearly falling over. 

‘You’re here.’ 

She pulls away and stares at me, keeping her hands on my shoulders. ‘You’re here.’ 

Another song ends, and the lead singer -a tiny girl with long black hair- calls out 
something about a break. As my brain slowly reboots, I have the dumbest thought: She’s even 
shorter than I am, and she’s singing in front of five hundred people. 

Then I think, five hundred people, five hundred people, what am I doing here with five 
hundred people? 

‘I can’t stay,’ I say quickly. The moment the words are out of my mouth I feel relieved. 
Whatever I came here to prove has been proven; now I can go. I need to get out of this crowd, 
the babble of voices, a shifting wall of chests and shoulders all around me. I was too wrapped up 



in the music earlier to look around, but now I have the sensation of colors and perfumes and 
hands twisting and turning around us. 


‘Lena,’ she says, ‘this is my friend Drew.’ I think she looks guilty for just a second, 
but then the smile is back on her face, as wide as ever like we’re standing in the middle of St. 
Paul’s talking about a bio quiz. 

Hana opens her mouth- maybe to object-but at that second, we’re interrupted. A boy 
with dirty blond hair falling into his eyes pushes his way over to us, carrying two big plastic cups. 
The dirty-blond-hair boy passes a cup to Hana. She takes it, thanks to him, and then turns back to 
me. 


I open my mouth, but no words come out, which is probably a good thing, considering 
that there’s a giant fire alarm going off in my head. It may sound stupid and naive, but not once 
when I was heading to the farms did, I even consider that the party would be coed. It didn’t even 
occur to me. 

Breaking curfew is one thing; listening to unapproved music is even worse. But 
breaking segregation laws is one of the worst offenses there is. Thus, willow Marks early 
procedure and the graffiti scrawled on her house; thus, the fact that Chelsea Brown was kicked 
out of school after allegedly being found breaking curfew with a boy from Spencer, and her 
parents were mysteriously fired, and her whole family was forced to vacate their house. And - at 
least in Chelsea case- there wasn’t even any proof. Just a rumor going around. 

Drew gives me a half-wave. ‘Hey, Liv... ’ 

My mouth opens and closes... Still no sound... For a second, we stand there in 
awkward silence. Then he extends a cup to me, a sudden, jerky gesture. 

‘Whiskey...?’ 

‘Whiskey...?’ I squeak back... I’ve only had alcohol a few times... At Christmas, 
when mom pours me a quarter glass of wine, and once at Hana’s house when we stole some 
blackberry liqueur from her parents’ liquor cabinet and drank until the ceiling started spinning 
overhead. 



Hanna was laughing and giggling, but I didn’t like it, didn’t like the sweet sick taste in 
my mouth or the way my thoughts seemed to break apart like a mist in the sun. Out of control- 
that’s what it was, that’s what I hated. 

Drew shrugs. ‘It’s all they had. 

Vodka always goes first at these things.’ At this things-as in, these things happen, as in, 
more than once. 

‘No.’ I try to shove the cup back at him. ‘Take it.’ 

He waves me away, obviously misunderstanding. ‘It’s cool. I’ll just get another.’ 

Drew smiles quickly at Hanna before disappearing into the crowd. I like his smile, the 
way it rises crookedly toward his left ear- but as I realize I’m thinking about liking his smile, I 
feel the panic winging its way through me, beating through my blood, a lifetime of whispers and 
accusations. 

Control. It’s all about control. 

‘I have to go,’ I manage to say to Hanna. Progress. 

‘Go?’ She wrinkles her forehead up. 

‘You walk out here-’ 

‘I hiked.’ 

I pretend to shiver so she doesn’t feel bad, wondering why it feels so awkward to talk 
to her. This is my best friend, the girl I’ve known since second grade, the girl who used to split 
her cookies with me at lunch, and once put her fist in Jillian Dawson’s face after Jillian said my 
family was diseased. 

‘I’m tired,’ I say. ‘And I shouldn’t be here.’ I want to say, you shouldn’t be here either, 
but I stop myself. 


‘Whatever, you bike out here and then you’re just going to go?’ 



Hanna reaches for my hand, but I cross my arms quickly to avoid her. She looks 
momentarily hurt. 

Part; 7 

Gracelessness 

‘Did you hear the band? They’re amazing, aren’t they?’ Hanna’s being way too nice, 
totally un- Hanna, and I feel a deep, sharp pain in my ribs. She’s trying to be polite. She’s acting 
like we’re strangers. She feels the awkwardness too. 

‘I-1 wasn’t listening.’ For some reason, I don’t want Hanna to know that yes, I heard, 
and yes, I thought they were amazing, better than amazing. 

It’s too private- embarrassing even, something to be ashamed of, and even though I 
came to Roaring Brooke Farms, and broke curfew and everything, just to see her and apologize, 
the feeling-1 had earlier today returns to me: I don’t know Hanna anymore, and she doesn’t 
know me. 


I’m used to a feeling of double-ness, of thinking one thing and having to do another, a 
constant tug-of-war. But somehow Hanna has fallen cleanly away into the double half, the other 
world, the world of unmentionable thoughts and things and people. 

Is it possible that all this time I’ve been living my life, studying for tests, taking long 
mns withHana-and this other world has just existed, running alongside and underneath mine, 
alive, ready to sneak out of the shadows and the alleyways as soon as the sun goes down? Illegal 
parties, unapproved music, people touching one another with no fear of the disease, with no fear 
for themselves. 

A world without fear. Impossible. 

And even though I’m standing in the middle of the biggest crowd I’ve ever seen in my 
life; I suddenly feel very alone. 

‘Stay,’ Hana says quietly. Even though it’s a command, there’s a hesitation in her 
voice, like she’s asking a question. 


‘You can catch the second set.’ 



I shake my head. I wish I hadn’t come. 


I wish I hadn’t seen this. I wish I didn’t know what I know now, could wake up 
tomorrow and ride over to 

Hanna’s house, could lie out at Eastern Prom with her and complain about how boring 
summers are like we always do. 

I could believe that nothing had changed. 

‘I’m going to go,’ I say, wishing my voice didn’t come out shaky. ‘It’s all right, 
though. You can stay. ’ 

The second I say it; I realize she never offered to come back with me. She’s looking at 
me with the weirdest mixture of regret and pity. 

‘I can come back with you if you want,’ she says, but I can tell she’s only offering 
now to make me feel better. ‘No, no. I’ll be fine.’ My cheeks are burning, and I take a step back, 
desperate to get out of there. I bump against someone-a boy who turns and smiles at me. I step 
quickly away from him. 

‘Lena, wait.’ Hana goes to grab me again. Even though she already has a drink, I 
shove my cup in her free hand, so she has to pause, momentarily frowning as she tries to juggle 
both drinks into the crook of an elbow, and in that second, I dance backward out of her reach. 

‘I’ll be fine, I promise. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.’ Then I’m slipping through a narrow 
space between two people- that’s the only benefit of being five-two, you have a good vantage 
point on all the in-between spaces-and before I know it, Hana has dropped behind me, swallowed 
up by the crowd. I weave a path away from the bam, keeping my eyes down, hoping my cheeks 
cool off fast. 

Images swirl by, a blur, making me feel like I’m dreaming again. Boy. Girl. 

Boy/Girl. Laughing, shoving each other, touching each other’s hair. I’ve never, not 
once in my whole life, felt so different and out of place. There’s a high, mechanized shriek, and 
then the band starts playing again, but this time the music does nothing forme. I don’t even 
pause. I just keep walking, heading for the hill, imagining the cool silence of the starlit fields, the 



familiar dark streets of Pittsburgh, the regular rhythm of the patrols, marching quietly in sync, 
the feedback from the regulators’ walkie-talkies- regular, normal, familiar, mine. 

Finally, the crowd starts thinning. It was hot, pressed up against so many people, and 
the breeze stings my skin, cools my cheeks. I’ve started to calm down a little, and at the edge of 
the crowd, I allow myself one look back at the stage. The bam, open to the sky and the night and 
glowing white with light, reminds me of a palm cupping a small bit of fire. 

‘Kellie!’ 

It’s strange how I instantly recognize the voice even though I’ve heard it only once 
before, for ten minutes, fifteen tops -it’s the laughter that mns underneath it, like someone 
leaning in to let you in on a really good secret in the middle of a boring class. 

My vision does its camera- zooming in focus again, and all I see is Ray, shouldering 
his way out of the crowd toward me. 

‘Liv! Wait!’ 


A brief flash of terror zips through me -for a wild second, I think he must be here as 
part of a patrol, as a raiding group or something- but then I see he’s dressed normally, in jeans 
and his scuffed-up sneakers with the ink-blue laces and a faded T-shirt. Everything freezes... 

The blood stops flowing in my veins, my breath stops coming also. For a second even 
the music falls away and all I hear is something steady and quiet and pretty, like the distant beat 
of a dmm, and I think. I’m hearing my heart, except I know that’s impossible because my heart 
has stopped too. 

‘What are you doing here?’ I sta mm er out as he catches up with me. 

He grins at me- ‘Nice to see you too.’ 

He has left a few feet of distance between us, and I’m glad. In the half-light, I can’t 
make out the color of his eyes and I don’t need to be distracted right now, don’t need to feel the 
way I did at the labs when he leaned in to whisper to me- the total awareness of the bare inch that 
separated his mouth from my ear, terror and guilt and excitement all at once. 


‘I’m serious.’ I do my best to scowl at him. 



‘But you can’t... ’ I’m struggling to find words, not quite sure how to say what I want 
to say. ‘But then again this is... ’ 

‘Illegal...?’ He shrugs... His smile falters, though it doesn’t disappear entirely. He 
blows air out of his lips. ‘I came to hear the music,’ he says. ‘Like everybody else.’ 

One strand of hair curls down over his left eye, and when he turns to scan the party it 
catches the light from the stage and winks that crazy golden-brown color. ‘It’s okay,’ he says, 
quieter so that I have to lean forward to hear him over the music. 

‘Nobody’shurting anybody.’ 

You don’t know that I start to say, but the way his words are just edged with sadness 

stops me. 

Part; 8 

Snaps 

Olivia tweets-Tell me how pretty it is, #p*ssy-pic. 

Kiss me here Kellie... 

Maybe he’s only regretful for the things he lost after the cure. Music doesn’t move 
people the same way, for example, and while he should have been cured of feelings of regret, too, 
the procedure works differently for everybody, and it isn’t always perfect. Ray runs a hand 
through his hair and I make out the small, dark, three-pronged scar behind his left ear, perfectly 
symmetrical. 

That’s why my aunt and uncle sometimes still dream. That’s why my cousin Marcella 
used to find herself crying hysterically, with no warning or apparent cause. 

‘So, what about you?’ He turns back to me and the smile is on again, and the teasing, 
winking quality of his voice. 

‘What’s your excuse?’ 


‘I didn’t want to come,’ I say quickly. 



‘I had to-’ I break off, realizing I’m not sure why I had to come. ‘I had to give 
something to someone,’ I say finally. 

He raises his eyebrows, clearly unimpressed. I rush on, ‘To Hanna. My friend. You 
met her the other day.’ 

‘I remember,’ he says. 

‘For standing me up.’ One comer of his mouth hitches higher, and again I have the 
feeling that he’s sharing some delicious secret with me, that he’s trying to tell me something. 
‘You were a no-show at Back and Gold Cove that day.’ 

I’ve never seen anyone maintain a smile for so long. It’s like his face is naturally 
molded that way. ‘You haven’t said you’re sorry yet, by the way.’ 

‘For what?’ The crowd has continued to press closer to the stage, so Ray and I are no 
longer surrounded by people. 

Occasionally, someone walks by, swinging a bottle of something or singing along, 
slightly off-key, but for the most part, we’re alone. 

I feel a burst of triumph-he was waiting forme at Back and Gold Cove! He did want 
me to meet him! At the same time, the anxiety blooms inside of me. He wants something from 
me. I’m not sure what it is, but I can sense it, and it makes me afraid. 

‘So?’ He folds his arms and rocks back on his heels, still smiling. ‘Are you going to 
apologize, or what?’ 

His easiness and self-assurance aggravate me; just like they did at the labs. It’s so 
unfair, so different from how I feel like I’m about to have a heart attack or melt into a puddle. 

‘I don’t apologize to liars,’ I say, surprised by how steady my voice sounds. 

He winces. ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ 

‘Come on.’ I roll my eyes, feeling more and more confident by the second. ‘You lied 
about seeing me at evaluations. You lied about recognizing me.’ I’m ticking his lies off on my 
fingers. ‘You lied about even being inside the labs on Evaluation Day.’ 



‘Okay, okay.’ 


To keep the process ‘pure’ or something, I don’t know. But I needed a cup of coffee, 
and there’s this machine on the second floor of the C complex that has the good kind, with real 
milk and everything, so I used my code to get in. He holds up both hands. 

‘I’m sorry, okay? Look, I’m the one who should apologize.’ He stares at me for a 
second and then sighs. ‘I told you, security isn’t allowed in the labs during evaluations. That’s it. 

End of story. 

And afterward, I had to he about it. I could lose my job. And I only work at the stupid 
labs to subsidize my school -’ He trails off. For once he doesn’t look confident. He looks worried 
like he’s scared I might tell-on him. 

‘So why where you on the observation deck?’ I press on... ‘Why where you are 
watching me?’ 

‘I didn’t even make it to the second floor,’ he says. He is staring at me closely, as 
though judging my reaction. 

‘I came inside, and-and-1 just heard this crazy noise. That rushing, roaring sound. 

And something else, too. Screaming or something.’ 

I close my eyes briefly, recalling the feeling of the burning white lights, my 
impression of hearing the ocean pounding outside the labs, of hearing my mother scream across 
the distance of a decade. When I open them again, Ray is still watching me. 

‘Anyway, I had no idea what was going on. I thought-1 don’t know, it’s stupid but I 
thought maybe the labs where under attack or something. And then as I’m standing there, all of a 
sudden there’s, like, a hundred cows charging me.’ He shrugs. ‘There was a staircase to my left. I 
freaked out and booked it. Figured cows don’t climb stairs.’ A smile appears again, this time 
fleeting, tentative. ‘I ended up on the observation deck.’ 

A perfectly normal, reasonable explanation. I feel relieved, and less frightened of him 
now. At the same time, something is working under my chest, a dull feeling, a disappointment. 



And some stubbornness, a part of me that still doubts him. I remember the way he 
looked on the observation deck, head tilted back, laughing; the way he winked at me. The way he 
looked amused, confident, happy. Unafraid. A world without fear- 

‘So-o, you don’t know anything about how-how it happened?’ 1 can’t believe I’m 
being so bold. I ball up my fists and squeeze, hoping he doesn’t notice the sudden strangled 
sound of my voice. 

‘The mix-up in the deliveries, you mean?’ He says it smoothly, without a pause or a 
break in his voice, and the last of my doubts vanish. Just like any cured, he doesn’t question the 
official story. ‘I wasn’t in charge of signing for deliveries that day. The guy who was- Sal-was 
fired. You’re supposed to check the cargo. I guess he skipped that step.’ He cocks his head to 
one side, spreads his hands. ‘Satisfied now?’ 

‘Satisfied,’ I say. But the pressure in my chest is still there. Even though earlier I was 
desperate to be out of the house, now I just wish I could blink and be home, sit up in bed, 
pushing the covers off of my legs, realizing that everything-the party, seeing Ray- was a dream. 

‘So -?’ He tilts his head back toward the bam. The band is playing something loud and 
fast-paced. I don’t know why the music appealed to me before. It just seems like noise now- 
mshing noise. ‘Think we can get closer without getting trampled?’ 

I ignore the fact that he has just said ‘we,’ a word that for some reason sounds 
amazingly appealing when pronounced with his lilting, laughing accent. ‘Actually, I was just 
heading home.’ I realize I’m angry at him without knowing why-fornot being what I thought he 
was, I guess, even thought should be grateful that he’s normal, and cured, and safe. 

‘Heading home?’ he repeats disbelievingly. ‘You can’t go home.’ I’ve always been 
careful not to let myself give in to feelings of anger or irritation. I can’t afford to at Carol’s house. 
I owe her too much and besides, after tbe few tantmms I threw as a child, I hated the way she 
looked at me sideways for days, as though analyzing me, measuring me. I knew she was thinking. 
Just like her mother. But now I give in, let the anger surge. I’m sick of people acting like this 
world, this other world, is the normal one, while I’m the freak. It’s not fair: like all the mles have 
suddenly been changed and somebody forgot to tell me. 



‘I can, and I am.’ I turnaround and start heading up the hill, figuring he’ll leave me 
alone. To my surprise, he doesn’t. 

‘Wait!’ He comes bounding up the hill after me. 

‘What are you doing?’ I whirl around to face him again, surprised by how confident I 
sound, considering that my heart is mshing, tumbling. 

Maybe this is the secret to talking to boys-maybe you just have to be angry all the time. 

‘What do you mean?’ We’re both slightly out of breath from hoofing it up the hill, but 
he still manages a smile. ‘I just want to talk to you.’ 

‘You’re following me.’ I cross my arms, which helps me feel as though I’m closing 
off space between us. ‘You’re following me again.’ There it is... He starts backward, and I get a 
momentary, sick twinge of pleasure, that I’ve surprised him. ‘Again...?’ He repeats... I’m glad 
that for once. I’m not the one stuttering, or stmggling to find words. 

The words fly out: ‘I think it’s a little bit strange that I go pretty much my whole life 
without seeing you, and then all of a sudden I start seeing you everywhere.’ I hadn’t planned on 
saying this-it hadn’t stmck me as strange-but the second the words are out of my mouth I realize 
they’re true. 

I think he’s going to be angry, but to my surprise he tips his head back and laughs, 
long and loud, moonlight turning the curve of his cheeks and chin and nose silver. I’m so 
surprised by his reaction I just stand there, staring at him. Finally, he looks at me. Even though I 
still can’t make out his eyes-the moon draws everything starkly, highlighting it in bright, 
crystalline silver or leaving it in blackness- I have the impression of heat, and light, the same 
impression I had that day at the labs. 

‘Maybe you just haven’t been paying attention,’ he says quietly, rocking forward 
slightly on his heels. 

I take an unconscious, half-shuffling step backward. I find myself frightened by his 
closeness; by the fact that even though our bodies are separated by several inches I feel as though 
we’re touching. 



‘What-what do you mean?’ 


‘I mean that you’re wrong.’ He pauses, watching me, and I stmggle to keep my face 
composed, even though I can feel my left eye-straining and fluttering. Hopefully, in the darkness, 
he can’t tell. ‘We’ve seen each other plenty.’ 

Part; 9 

Immature 

‘I would remember if we’d met before.’ 

‘I didn’t say that we’d met. ’ He doesn’t try to close the new distance between us and 
I’m grateful, at least, for that. He chews on the comer of a lip-a gesture that makes him look 
younger. 

‘Let me ask you a question,’ he goes on. 

‘How come you don’t mn past the 

Governor anymore?’ 

Without meaning to I gasp a little. 

‘How do you know about the 

Governor?’ 

‘I take classes at lUP,’ he says. 

The University of Pittsburgh-I remembers now, the afternoon we walked up to see the 
ocean from the back of the lab complex, hearing bits of his conversation floating back to me on 
the wind. He did say he was a student. ‘I worked at the Grind last semester, in Monument Square. 
I used to see you all the time.’ My mouth opens and shuts. No words come out; my brain goes on 
lockdown whenever I need it the most. 

Of course, I know the Grind; Hana and I used to mn past it two, maybe three times a 
week, watching the college students float in and out like drifting snowflakes, blowing the steam 
from the top of their cups. The Grind looks out onto a small square, all cobblestone, called 



Monument Square: It marked the halfway point of one of the six-mile routes I used to do all the 
time. 


In its center is a statue of a man, half-eroded from snow and weather and scrawled 
over with a few looping curls of graffiti. He is striding forward, one hand holding his hat on his 
head so that it looks like he is walking through a horrible storm or a headwind. His other fist is 
extended in front of him. It’s obvious that he was, in the distant past, holding something- 
probably a torch- but at some point, that portion of the statue was broken or stolen. So now the 
Governor strides forward with an empty fist, a circular hole cut in his hand, a perfect hiding 
place for notes and secret stuff. 

Hanna and I and she used to check his fist sometimes, to see if there was anything 
good inside. Nonetheless, there weren’t-just a few pieces of wadded-up chewing gum and some 
coins. 


Part: 10 
Infidelities 
(Past- chatting) 

I never got this by liv like to cummie- with little almost- no make on- or not fixed up- 
not like pridddieee- and sh*t- for she said, ‘Like kar- if a boy wants to see me cummie- he- we 
have to love me like this... I am doing this at home in my room- like the way I want too. They’ll 
look regardless.’ Not me at all- in my thinking- but okay. 

#- Hashtag: (Girlie talk’n) 

(Now) 

I don’t know when Hana and I started calling him the Governor, or why. The wind and 
rain have rubbed the plaque at the base of the statue indecipherable. No one else calls him that. 
Everyone else just says, ‘The statue at Monument Square.’ Ray must have overheard us talking 
about the Governor one day. 



Ray is still looking at me, waiting, and I realize, I never answered his question. ‘I have 
to switch my routes up,’ I say, I probably haven’t mn past the Governor since March or April. ‘It 
gets boring.’ And then, because I can’t help it, 

I squeak out, ‘You remember me?’ 

He laughs... ‘You were pretty hard to miss. You used to run around the statue and do 
this jumping, whooping thing.’ Heat creeps up my neck and cheeks. I must be going a deep red 
again, and I thank God for the fact that we’ve moved away from the stage lights. I completely 
forgot; I used to jump up and try to high-five the Governor as Ha nn a and I and she ran past, a 
way of psyching myself up for the mn back to school. 

Sometimes we would even scream out, ‘Halena!’ We must have looked completely 

crazy. 


‘I don’t-’ I lick my lips, fumbling for an explanation that won’t sound ridiculous. 
‘When you mn you sometimes do weird things. Because of the endorphins and stuff. It’s kind of 
like a dmg, you know? Messes with your brain. ’ 

‘I liked it,’ he says. ‘You looked -’ He trails off for a moment. His face contracts 
slightly, a tiny shift I can barely make out in the dark, but in that second, he looks so still and sad 
it almost takes my breath away, like he’s a statue or a different person. I’m afraid he won’t finish 
his sentence, but then he says, ‘You looked happy.’ 

For a second, we just stand there in silence. Then, suddenly, Ray is back, easy and 
smiling again. ‘I left a note for you one time. In the Governor’s fist, you know?’ 

I left a note for you one time. It’s impossible, too crazy to think about, and I hear 
myself repeating, ‘You left a note for me?’ 

‘I’m pretty sure it said something stupid. Just hi, and a smiley face, and my name. But 
then you stopped coming.’ He shrugs. ‘It’s probably still there. The note, I mean. Probably just a 
bit of paper pulp by now. ’ 

He left me a note. He left me a note. For me. The idea-the fact of it, the fact that he 
even noticed and thought about me for more than one second is huge and overwhehning, makes 
my legs go tingly and my hands feel numb. 



And then I’m frightened. This is how it starts. Even if he is cured, even if he is the 
safe-the fact is, I’m not safe, and this is how it starts. Phase One: preoccupation; difficulty 
focusing; dry mouth; perspiration, sweaty palms; dizziness and disorientation. I feel a mshing 
blend of sickness and relief, a feeling like finding out that everyone knows your worst secret, has 
known all along. And the thing, the disease, is inside of me, ready at any moment to start 
working on my insides, to start poisoning me. 

All this time mom was right, my teachers were right, my cousins were right. I’m just 
like my mother, after all. 

T have to go.’ I start up the hill again, nearly sprinting now, but again he comes after 
me. 


‘Hey. Not so fast.’ At the top of the hill, he reaches out and puts a hand on my wrist to 
stop me. His touch bums, and I jerk away quickly. ‘Lena. Hold on a second.’ 

Even though I know I shouldn’t, I stop. 

It’s the way he says my name: like music. 

‘You don’t have to be worried, okay? You don’t have to be scared.’ His voice is 
twinkling again. ‘I’m not flirting with you.’ My mind is spinning blindly in a panic, and I realize 
I don’t even know what flirting is. 1 just know about it from textbooks; 1 just know that it’s bad. 

Is it possible to flirt without knowing you’re flirting? Is he flirting? My left eye goes a full flutter. 

‘Relax,’ he says, holding up both hands, a gesture like, don’t be mad at me. ‘I was 
kidding.’ He turns just slightly to the left, watching me the whole time. 

Part: 11 

Like her stupid 

Liv’s- nip is hanging out- like her stupid! 


Awkwardness sweeps through me. 



Flirting. A dirty word. Fie thinks I think he’s flirting. ‘I’m not- I don’t think you were- 
I would never think that you-’ The words collide in my mouth, and now I know there’s no 
amount of darkness that can cover the rush of red to my face. 

He cocks his head to the side. ‘Are you flirting with me, then?’ 

‘What? No,’ I splutter. 

The moon lights up his three-pronged scar vividly: a perfect white triangle, a scar that 
makes you think of order and regularity. ‘I’m safe, remember? I can’t hurt you.’ 

He says it quietly, evenly, and I believe him. As well as yet my heart won’t stop its 
frantic winging in my chest, spinning higher and higher, until I’m sure it’s going to carry me off. 
I feel the way I do whenever I get to the top of the Hill and can see back down Legislature Street, 
with the whole of Pitt, lying behind me, the streets a shimmer of greens and grays-from a 
distance, both beautiful and unfamiliar-just before I spread my arms and let go, trip and skip and 
mn down the hill, wind whipping in my face, not even trying to move, just letting gravity pull 
me. 


Breathless; excited; waiting for the drop. 

I suddenly realize how quiet it is. 

The band has stopped playing, and the crowd has gone silent too. The only sound is 
the wind shushing over the grass. From where we are, fifty feet past the crest of the hill, the bam, 
and the party are invisible. I have a brief fantasy that we’re the only two people out in the 
darkness that we are the only two people awake and alive in the city, in the world. 

Then soft strands of music begin to weave themselves up in the air, gentle, sighing, so 
quiet at first, I confuse the sounds for the wind. This music is different from the music that was 
playing earlier-soft, and fragile, as though each note is spun glass, or silken thread, looping up 
and back into the night air. 

Once again. I’m stmck by how beautiful it is, as nothing- I’ve ever heard, and out of 
nowhere. I’m overwhelmed by the dual desire to laugh and cry. 



‘This song is my favorite.’ A cloud skitters across the moon, and shadows dance over 
Ray's face. He’s still staring at me, and I wish I knew what he was thinking. ‘Have you ever 
danced?’ ‘No,’ I say, a little too forcefully. 

He laughs softly. ‘It’s okay. I won’t tell.’ 

Images of my mother: the softness of her hands as she spun me down the long- 
polished wood floors of our house, as though we were ice-skaters; the fluted quality of her voice 
as she sang along to the songs piping from the speakers, laughing. ‘My mother used to dance,’ 1 
say. The words slip out, and I regret them almost instantly. 

But then again, Ray doesn’t question me or laugh. 

He keeps watching me progressively. For a moment he seems on the edge of saying 
anything at all. But then he just holds out his hand to me across space, across the dark. 

‘Would you like to?’ He says... His voice is hardly audible above the wind so low it’s 
barely a whisper. 

‘Would I like to what?’ 

Part: 12 

Interrogations 

Impersonal words from Liv- 

MFC- Silly boy question: ‘So-o Liv- when did you become a smart ass...?’ 

She said back- ‘When I became smart and found out I had an ass!’ 

Kisses... (Do you want to suck on my candy cane?) 

My heart is roaring, mshing in my ears, and though there are still several inches 
between his hand and mine, there’s a zipping, humming energy that connects us, and from the 
heat flooding my body you would think we were pressed together, palm to palm, face to face. 



‘Dance,’ he says, at the same time closing those last few inches and finding my hand 
and pulling me closer, and at that second the song hits a high note and I confuse the two 
impressions, of his hand and the soaring, the lifting of the music. 

We dance... 

Most things, even the greatest movements on earth, have their beginnings in 
something small. An earthquake that shatters a city might begin with a tremor, a tremble, a 
breath. 


Music begins with a vibration. The flood that mshed into Pitt twenty years ago after 
nearly two months of straight rain, that hurtled up beyond tbe labs and damaged more than a 
thousand houses, swept up tires and trash bags and old, smelly shoes and floated them through 
the streets like prizes, that left a thin film of green mold behind, a stench of rotting and decay 
that didn’t go away for months, began with a trickle of water, no wider than a finger, lapping up 
onto the docks. And God created the whole universe from an atom no bigger than thought. 

Grace’s life fell apart because of a single word; sympathizer. My world exploded 
because of a different word: suicide. 

Correction: That was the first time my world exploded. 

The second time my world exploded, it was also because of a word. A word that 
worked its way out of my throat and danced onto and out of my lips before I could think about it, 
or stop it. 


The question was: Will you meet me tomorrow? 

And the word was: Yes. 

Part; 13 
Ecstasy 

Karly- periods of euphoria; hysterical laughter and heightened energy periods of 
despair; lethargy changes in appetite; rapid weight loss or weight gain fixation; loss of other 
interests compromised reasoning skills; distortion of reality disruption of sleep patterns; 
insomnia or constant fatigue obsessive thoughts and actions paranoia; insecurity difficulty 



breathing pain in the chest, throat, or stomach difficulty swallowing; refusal to eat complete 
breakdown of rational faculties; erratic behavior; violent thoughts and fantasies; hallucinations 
and delusions emotional or physical paralysis (partial or total) 

Death- 

If you fear that you or someone you know may have contracted deliria, please call the 
emergency line toll-free at 1-800PRECLUDE to discuss immediate intake and treatment. 

I would never have understood how Hana could lie so often and so easily. But just like 
anything else, lying becomes easier the more you do it. This is why, when I get home from work 
the next day and Carol asks me whether I don’t mind having hot dogs for the fourth straight night 
in a row... (The result of a shipment surplus at the Save a lot; we once went a whole two weeks 
having baked beans every day.) 

I say that actually, Kellie from St. Paul’s invited me, and some other girls over for 
dinner. I don’t even have to think about it. The lie just comes. Besides even though, I still feel 
sweat pricking up under my palms, my voice stays cahn, and I’m pretty sure my face keeps its 
normal color because Carol just gives me one of her flitting smiles and says that that sounds nice. 
At six-thirty I get on my bike and head to North End Beach, where Ray and I plus she agreed to 
meet. 


There are plenty of beaches in Pitt. North End Beach is probably one of the least 
popular-which, of course, made it one of my mother’s favorites. The current is stronger there 
than it is at Moon Shoreline or Sunset Park. I’m not exactly sure why. I don’t mind. I’ve always 
been a strong swimmer. After that first time when my mother released her arms from around my 
waist and I felt both the surging panic and the thrill, the enthusiasm-1 learned pretty quickly, and 
by four I was paddling out by myself past the breaks. 

There are other reasons why most people avoid North End Coastline, even though it’s 
only a short walk down the hill from Eastern Prom, one of the most popular parks. The beach is 
nothing more than a short strip of rocky, gravel flecked sand. It backs up against the far side of 
the lab complex, where the storage and waste sheds are, which doesn’t make for particularly 
pretty scenery. And when you swim out at East End riverside you get a clear view of Yellow 
Bridge and the wedge of unregulated land between Pittsburgh and Y armouth... A lot of people 



don’t like being so close to the Wilds. It makes them nervous. It makes me nervous too, except 
that there’s a part of me-a a tiny, a little flick of a part-that likes it. For a while, after my mom 
died, I used to have these fantasies that she wasn’t dead, really, and that my father wasn’t dead 
either- that they had run away to the Wilds to be together. 

Part: 14 

Unrealities 

He had gone five years before her, to prepare everything, to build a little house with a 
woodstove and furniture hewed from tree branches. At some point, I imagined, they would come 
back and get me. I even imagined my room down to the smallest detail: a dark red carpet, a little 
red and green patchwork quilt, a red chair. 

I had the fantasy only a few times before I realized how wrong it was. If my parents 
had escaped to the Wilds it would make them sympathizers, resisters. It was better than they 
were dead. Besides, I learned pretty quickly that my fantasies about the Wilds where just that- 
make-believe, little kiddie stuff. 

She says that’s why the government doesn’t bother doing an 5 dhing about them, 
doesn’t even acknowledge their survival. 

They’ll die out soon enough, all of them, freeze or starve or just let the disease mn its 
course, turn them against each other, have them raging and belligerent and clawing one another’s 
eyes out. 


The Invalids have nothing, no way of trading or getting red patchwork quilts or chairs, 
or anything else for that matter. She said as far as we know that’s already transpired - she said the 
backwoods might be empty now, dark and dead, full of only the mstle and whispers of animals. 

Hanna once told me that they must live like animals, filthy, hungry, desperate. 

She’s probably right about the other stuff-about the Invalids living like animals-but 
she’s wrong about that. They’re alive, and out there, and they don’t want us to forget it. That’s 
why they stage the demonstrations. 



That’s why they let the cows loose in the labs. I’m not jumpy until I get to East End 
Beach. Even though the sun is sinking behind me, it lights the water white and makes everything 
sparkle. I shield my eyes from the glare and spot Ray down by the water, a long black 
brushstroke against all that blue. I flashback to last night, to the fingers of one of his hands just 
hard- pressed against my lower back, so lightly it was like I was only dreaming them-the other 
hand cupping mine, dry and encouraging as a piece of wood warmed by the sun. 

We danced, too, the kind of dancing that people do at their wedding after the pairing 
has been formalized, but better somehow, looser and less abnormal. 

He has his back toward me, facing the ocean, and I’m glad. I feel self- conscious as I- 
trudge down the wobbly, salt- warped stairs that lead from the parking lot to the beach, pausing 
to unlace and kick off my sneakers, which I carry in one hand. 

The sand is warm on my bare feet as I set off toward him. 

An old man is coming up from the water, carrying a fishing pole. He shoots me a 
suspicious glance, then turns to stare at Ray, then looks at me again and frowns. I open my 
mouth to say, ‘He’s cured,’ but the man just grunts at me as he walks past, and I can’t imagine 
he’d bother to call the regulators, so I don’t say anything. 

Not that we’d get in trouble distress if we were caught- that’s what Ray meant when 
he said, ‘I’m safe’-but I don’t want to answer a lot of questions and have my ID number run 
through SVS and all of that. Besides, if the regulators did haul ass out to North End Coastline to 
check out ‘suspicious behavior,’ only to discover it was some cured taking pity on a seventeen- 
year-old nobody, they’d be annoyed-and guaranteed to take it out on someone. Taking pity. I 
push the words out of my mind quickly, surprised by how difficult it is to even think them. 

All-day I tried not to worry about why on earth Ray would be so nice to me. I even 
imagined-for one brief, stupid second -that maybe after my evaluation I’d get matched with him. 
I had to shunt that thought aside too. 


Night- 



Freak me with her I said,’ I said, giving him approval, taking him into my flesh, a soft 
offer to lunacy. My knees were weak, but he held me with one hand, managerial me with the 
motion of his hips. I was entirely his to do what he wanted, and he knew it and I was going to 
give it more than her. I no longer believed in the idea of soul mates, or love at first sight. But 
then again, I was commencement to believe that a very few times in your life, if you were lucky, 
you might meet a celebrity who was exactly right for you. 

Not because he was perfect, or because you were, but because your combined flaws 
were arranged in a way that allowed two separate beings to hinge together. Done- I feel- I think 
you still love me, but we can’t escape the fact that I’m not enough for you. I knew this was going 
to happen. 

So-o I’m not accusing you of falling in love with another girl. I’m not angry, either. I 
should be, but I’m not. 

I just feel pain... a- lot of pain. I thought I could envision how much this would hurt, 
but I was wrong so wrong, what I the one that was wrong or you? I will love you always. When 
this red hair is white, I will still love you. 

When the smooth softness of youth is replaced by the delicate softness of age, I will 
still want to touch your skin. When your face is full of the lines of every smile you have ever 
smiled, of every surprise I have seen flash through your eyes when every tear you have ever 
cried has left its mark upon your face, I will treasure you all the more, because I was there to see 
it all. I will share your life with you, HANNA not KELLIE, and I will love you until the last 
breath leaves your body or mine. 

My story ended that day- she started. 

I was done with the three-way cheating. 

Part: 15 


Semi-kaput 



He never really loved me or her or anybody- when we're half-finished, we're always 
searching for somebody to complete us. 

When, after a few years or a few months of an association, we find that we're still 
exasperated, we blame our partners and take up with somebody more promising. This can go on 
and on- series two-timing- pending we acknowledge that while a partner can add sweet 
magnitudes to our lives, we, each of us, are responsible for our fulfillment. 

An insignificant person can offer it to us, and to have faith in or else delude ourselves 
treacherously and to database for eventual failure every relationship we enter... it was just sex- 
no love. 


That why I ended it- or did I? 

Or did he just want her? 

Ernest Hemingway said- ‘The most painful thing is losing yourself in the process of 
loving someone too much and forgetting that you are special too.’ 

So right on- right? Every couple needs to argue now and then. Just to prove that the 
relationship is strong enough to survive. Long-term relationships, the ones that matter, are all 
about weathering the peaks and the valleys. Well I come back I don’t know, should I stay, or 
should I go what do you think I well and should I do? 

I smart than her- and her and she too so I think you know what I’ll do. 

Ray has already received his printed sheet, his recommended matches-he would have 
gotten it even before his cure, directly after the evaluations. He’s not married yet because he’s 
still in school, end of the story. But he will be, as soon as he finishes. 

It was just a fight- but it’s me or her... I think he loves me only. We waste time 
looking for the perfect lover, instead of creating the perfect love. So, I will stay and take the 
freaking in the ass- like always. 


Love- with him is better than none in high school- no? 



Love is the answer, but while you are waiting for the answer, sex raises someone's 
loser feelings... 

I went there for a week with the breakup- so yeah you would do me too. 

No hug back just the night time buddy- like before I a teen girl- I going to do this is I 
am not that girl. 

I caught myself thinking about falling in love with someone whom I hoped was out 
there right now unthinking about the possibility of me, but I quickly expatriate the notion. It was 
that kind of thinking that landed me in this situation, to begin with. Hope can ruin you. And it’s 
not him any longer. 

Do you see why? 

Part; 16 

Panties 

Photo of me saying ‘MFC girl with my green and white panties’- showing the text that 
said: ‘SEE ME P*SSY!’ ~ Past remembers ofKarly ~ 

Kellie age 10-1 am coming so hard! Like- um- ah-hh-ah- using my hair pink bush 
with my name on it, you do need one like this for this, mom and dad do get it- and it’s on my 
dresser. I not for my hair anymore, on my back and my knees up and down in and out I go, 
squirting and thick stuff too. Mum- yah! 

You see me soloing for your baby. 

My sis did this on cam, so she didn’t have to work at some fry- hole only making 
$2.00 an hour, when playing with her hole she made- sh*t loads-1 do it for me... like this. 

And so, can you, like- it’s safe. If I want, I can take cell vids- and give to my 
boyfriends... just say. That’s up to you but, they love it. 

Maybe where gay so we did have to bang a boy three times a day yet still be the 
popular girls. Bi girls yes- you can call us that, that high school finding yourself and feeling out 
others. 



Of course, then I started wondering about the kind of girl he’s been matched with- 
someone like Hanna, 1 decided, with bright blond hair and an irritating ability to make even 
pulling her hair into a ponjhail look graceful, like a choreographed dance. 

There are four other people on the beach; a mother and a child, one hundred feet away, 
the mother sitting in a faded fabric folding chair, staring blankly toward the horizon, while the 
child- who is probably no more than three- toddles in the waves, gets knocked over, lets out a 
shriek (of pain? pleasure?) and stmggles back to her feet. ‘Any fool can know. The point is to 
understand.’ 

Okay is it okay not to get it in high school then? 

For I don’t yet I have too. 

‘Hi,’ he says. ‘I’m glad you came.’ 

1 feel shy again, stupid holding my ratty shoes in one hand. I can feel my cheeks 
getting hot, so I look down, drop my shoes, turn them over once in the sand with my toe. ‘I said 1 
would, didn’t 1?’ 

1 don’t mean for the words to come out so harshly and I wince, psychologically 
cursing myself. It’s like there’s a filter set up in my brain, except instead of making things better, 
it twists everything around so what comes out of my mouth is wrong, totally different from what, 
I was thinking. 

Further, then them, a couple is walking, a man and a woman, not touching. They must 
be married. Both have their hands clasped in front of them, and both look straight ahead, not 
talking and not smiling, either, but cahn, as though they are each surrounded by an invisible 
protective bubble. 

Then I’m coming up behind Ray and he turns and sees me, smiles. The sun catches his 
hair, turns it momentarily white. Then it smolders back to its normal golden-brown color. 

Thankfully, Ray laughs. ‘I just meant that you stood me up last time,’ he says. 


He nods toward the sand. ‘Sit?’ 



‘Sure,’ I say, relieved. I feel much less awkward once we’re both settled in the sand. 
There’s less chance of falling over or doing something dumb. I draw my legs up to my chest, 
resting my chin on my knees. Ray leaves a good two or three feet of space between us. 

We sit in silence for a few minutes. At first. I’m searching for something to say. Every 
beat of silence seems to stretch into infinity, and I’m pretty sure Ray must think I’m a mute. 

But then he flicks a half-buried seashell out of the sand and hurls it into the ocean, and 
I realize he’s not uncomfortable at all. 

I went back to be the loser girl- then freaking an asshole- I AM DONE! 

Eooser that is me... hope your happy Ray- you did this to me in the halls. 

Nevaeh 

Book: 21 


Butterfly Kisses 


Interval 
Chapter: 128 
Olivia- story’s 
Part: 1 

Some photos of Neveah growing up... look through them... ~ Past remembers ~ 

They say you fall in love only once but every time, I see her I fall in love with her all 
over again and again. He said to me and I feel too that like any girl, even if I was not sure, about 
boys. Randy Zeimd after that I relax. 


I’m even glad for the silence. 



Sometimes, I feel like if you just watch things, just sit still and let the world exist in 
front of you-sometimes I swear that just for a second-time freeze and the world pauses in its tilt. 
Just for a second. In addition to if you somehow found a way to live in that second, then you 
would live forever. 

I do the unthinkable and start dating a boy- going out,’ I say. 

Younger than me lovely, but not cool. 

Throwing yet another seashell in a high arc movement, and it just hits the dismption. 

We have to countenance ourselves to be treasured by the individuals who love us, the 
people who matter. Too much of the time, we are blinded by our chases of people to love us, 
individuals that don't even matter, while all that time we waste and the general public who do 
darling us have to stand on the footway and watch us beg in the streets! It's time to put an end to 
this. It's time for us to let ourselves be prized. 

T know.’ The ocean is leaving a litter of pulpy green seaweed, twigs, and scrabbling 
hermit crabs in its wake, and the air smells tangy with salt and fish. A seagull pecks its way 
across the beach, blinking, leaving tiny thatched claw prints. ‘My mom used to bring me here 
when I was little. We’d walk out a little bit at low tide-as far as you can go, anyway. Crazy stuff 
gets stranded on the sand-horseshoe crabs and giant clams and sea anemone. Just gets left behind 
when the water goes out. She taught me to swim here too.’ I’m not sure why the words bubble 
out of me then, why I have the sudden urge to talk. 

‘My sister used to stay on the shore and build sandcastles, and we would pretend that 
they were real cities like we’d swum to the other side of the world, to the uncured places. Except 
in our games, they weren't diseased at all, or destroyed, or horrible. They were beautiful and 
peaceful, and built of glass and light and things.’ 

Randy stays silent, tracing shapes in the sand with a finger. But I can tell he’s listening. 



The words tumble on: T remember my mom would bounce me in the water on her hip. 
And then one time she just let me go. I mean, not for real -real. I had those little inflatable 
thingies on my arms. But I was so scared I started bawling my head off. I was only a few years 
old, but I remember it, I swear I do. 

I was so relieved when she scooped me back up. But-but disappointed, too. Like I’d 
lost the chance at something great, you know?’ 

‘So, what happened?’ Randy tips his head to look at me. ‘You don’t come here 
anymore? Your mom loses her taste for the ocean? ’ I look away, toward the horizon. The bay is 
relatively calm today. Flat, all shades of blue and purple as it draws away from the beach with a 
low sucking sound. Harmless. ‘She died,’ I say, surprised by how difficult it is to say. 

He is quite next to me and I rush on, 

‘She killed herself. When I was six.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ he says, so low and quiet 

I almost miss it. 

‘My dad died when I was eight months old. I don’t remember him at all. I think -I 
thi nk it kind of broke her, you know? 

My mom, I mean. She wasn’t cured. It didn’t work. I don’t know why. She had the 
procedure three separate times, but it didn’t - it didn’t fix her.’ I pause, sucking in a breath, afraid 
to look at him, who is as still and soundless next to me like a statue, like a carved piece of 
shadow. Still, I can’t stop speaking. 

I realize, strangely, that I’ve never told the story of my mother before. I’ve never had 
to. Everyone around me, everyone in the school, all my neighbors and my aunts’ friends-they all 
knew about my family already, and my family’s disgraceful secrets. Tbat’s why they always 
looked at me pityingly, from the comer of their eyes. 

That’s why for years I rode a wave of whispering into every room, was slapped with 
sudden silence when I entered-silence and guilty, startled faces. 


Even I knew before she and me where desk partners in second grade. 



I remember because she found me in the bathroom stall, crying into a piece of paper 
towel, stuffing my mouth with it so no one would hear, and she kicked the door right open with a 
foot and stood there staring. Is it because of your mom? she said the first words she ever spoke to 
me. 


‘I didn’t know there was something wrong with her. I didn’t know she was sick. I was 
too young to understand.’ I keep my eyes focused on the horizon, a solid thin line, taut as a 
tightrope. The bay edges farther from us, and as always-1 have the same fantasy I did as a child: 
that maybe it won’t come back, maybe the whole ocean will disappear forever, drawn back 
across the surface of the earth like lips retracting over teeth, revealing the cool, white hardness 
underneath, the bleached bone. ‘If I had known, maybe I could have-’ 

At the last second my voice falters and I can’t say any more, can’t finish the sentence. 
Maybe I could have stopped it. It’s a sentence I’ve never spoken before, never even allowed 
myself to think. But the idea is there, looming up solid and unavoidable, a sheer rock face: I 
could have stopped it. I should have stopped it. 

We sit in silence. At some point during my story, the mother and child must have 
packed up and gone home; Alex and 1 are all alone on the beach. Now that the words aren’t 
bubbling, mshing out of me, I can’t believe how much I’ve shared with a next- to- perfect 
stranger- and a boy, no less. I’m suddenly, itching, squirming- embarrassed. I’m desperate for 
something else to say- something harmless, about the tide or the weather but, as usual, my mind 
goes blank now that I need it to function. I’m afraid to look at her now my old lover. 

When I finally work up the courage to shoot him a tiny sidelong glance, he’s sitting, 
staring out at the bay. His face is completely unreadable except for a tiny muscle, which flutters 
in and out at the base of his jaw. My heart sinks... just like I feared- he's ashamed of me now, 
disgusted by my family’s history, by the disease that runs in my blood. At any second, he’ll stand 
up and tell me it’s better if he doesn’t speak to me anymore. 

It’s weird... I don’t even really know... 

Her or him, and there’s an impassable divide between us, but the idea upsets me 


anyway. 



I’m two seconds away from jumping up and mnning away, just so I won’t have to nod 
and pretend to understand when he turns to me and says, Listen, Lena. I’m sorry, but - and gives 
me that all-too-familiar look. 

(Last year there was a rabid dog loose on the Hill, biting and snapping at everyone, 
frothing at the mouth. It was half-starved, mangy, he- and like her missing one leg, but still it 
took two cops to shoot it down. A crowd gathered to watch, and I was there. I stopped on the 
way back from my mn. For the first time in my life, I understood the look that people had been 
giving me forever, the same curl of the lip whenever they hear the name Maddie, yes-but disgust, 
also, and fear of contamination. It was the same way they were looking at the dog while he 
circled and snapped and spit, and then a mass exhalation of relief when the third bullet finally 
took him down and he stopped twitching.) 

Just when I think I can’t take it anymore; he reaches over and barely skims my elbow 
with one finger. 

‘I’ll race you,’ he says, standing up and beating the sand off his shorts. He spreads a 
hand out to me and helps me up, a smile flickering back on his face. 

I’m endlessly grateful to him in that second. He’s not going to hold my family’s past 
against me. He doesn’t think I’m dirty or damaged. He pulls me to my feet, and I think he 
squeezes my hand once I’m standing, a quick pulse, and I’m startled and happy, thinking of my 
secret sign with Hanna. 

‘Only if you’ve got a thing for total humiliation,’ I say... 

He raises his eyebrows... ‘So-o, you think you can beat me?’ 

‘I don’t think, I know... ’ 

‘We’ll see about that.’ she cocks his head to the side. ‘First one to the buoys, then?’ 

That throws me. The tide doesn’t go out too far in the bay; the buoys are still floating 
on at least four feet of water. 


‘You want to race into the bay?’ ‘Scared?’ He asks, grinning. 



‘I’m not scared, I’m just-’ ‘Good.’ He reaches out and bmshes my shoulder with two 
fingers. ‘Then how about a little less conversation, and a little more-Go!’ He screams out the last 
word and takes off at full speed. It takes me two whole seconds to launch myself after him, and 
I’m calling out, ‘No fair! I wasn’t ready!’ and both of us are laughing as we splash through the 
shallows in our clothes, the little ripples, and dips of the ocean floor now exposed by the tide’s 
retreat. Shells crunch under my feet. 

I get my toe caught in a tangle of red and purple seaweed and nearly do a face plant. 

I push myself off the wet sand with a pahn and get my balance again, have almost 
caught up to Randy, when he drops down in a way- and scoops up a handful of wet sand, 
whirling around to peg me with it. 

I shriek and duck out of the way, but a bit of it still catches me on the cheek, dribbling 
down my neck. 

‘You are such a cheater!’ I manage to gasp, out of breath from mnning and laughing. 

‘You can’t cheat if there are no rules,’ Alex shoots back over his shoulder. 

‘No rules, hum?’ We’re wallowing shin-deep now and I start palming water at him, 
making a splatter pattern over his back and shoulders. He turns around, sweeping his arm across 
the surface of the water, a glittering arc. I twist to avoid it and end up slipping and falling elbow 
deep, soaking my shorts and the bottom half of my T-shirt, the impulsive cold making me gasp. 
He’s still slogging forward, his head craned back, his smile dazzling, his laugh rolling off and 
away so loud I imagine it dipping past Great Diamond Island and over the horizon, reaching to 
other parts of the world. I scramble up and haul after him. 

The buoys are bobbing twenty feet ahead of us and the water is at my knees, and then 
my thighs, and then to my waist, until both of us are half mnning and half swimming, frantically 
paddling forward with our arms. I can’t breathe or think or do anything but laugh and splash and 
focus on the bright red bobbing buoys, focus on winning, winning, I have to win, and when 
we’re only a few feet away and he’s still in the lead and my shoes are leaden and filled with 
water, my clothes dragging me down like my pockets have been weighted with stones, without 
thinking I leap forward and tackle him, wrestling down into the water, feeling my foot connect 
with his thigh as I rocket off of him and reach out to slap the nearest buoy, the plastic shooting 



away from my hand when, I hit it. We must be a quarter-mile off the beach, but the tide’s still 
going out, so I can stand, the water hitting me in my chest. 


Part; 2 

He reached for her hand. She jerked her head up, eyes wide. ‘Stay,’ he repeated. ‘I 
could use the company.’ She hesitated. A rueful smile pulled at his lips. ‘I promise I won’t try to 
kiss you again... tonight. I raise my arms triumphantly as Ray comes up spluttering water, 
shaking his head so water pinwheels from his hair. 

‘Don’t stop, please,’ You're so fucking beautiful when you come on me,’ he said, 
cupping her face, nuzzling her mouth. 

Kissing him longer, unwilling to let him go. 

This is what I want; this is what I’ve wanted since his damn phone intenupted us this 
morning, his mouth, his body claiming mine. ‘Now turn around and bend over. I need to ride 
you.’ His forehead pressed to mine as we gasp together, the cold air barely cooling the heat 
raging between us. Tate opened her eyes, and let out a wobbly giggle. ‘Bend over the bed? It 
goes in and out of me, and it drips on my back his gift to me. After being on my feet the whole 
night? I don't think so, buddy. 

Now,’ he said- as he lifted her left my leg and spared, we wide open showing my 
slight, hooked his elbow under her knee, and entered her- I’m on fire, every muscle in my body 
attuned to his, my groin clenching with delicious need. When the voices grow louder his hold 
loosens. 


I beg into his mouth. 

Diving into me once more his tongue slays me, erases every thought of the outside 
world until the passion has left us breathless and we have to break away if only to live. He opens 
up wide and I squirt, it in... and he loves me for it so hard and fast after, the- comes and comes 
again. 



Maddie-1 missed talking to you, and playing with you, and touching you, and seeing 
you smile. I missed just ... sitting next to you. I’ve never missed anyone or anything that much. 

Yet-1 am fucking him hard now with her in my mind doing the same. I still love her, 
yet not move him. 

(Things we did) 

T won,’ I pant- it out. 

‘You cheated,’ he says, pushing forward a few more steps and collapsing with both 
arms hehind him, looped over the rope stringing along the buoys. He arches his back, so his face 
is tilted up toward the sky. His T-shirt is completely soaked, and water beads off his eyelashes 
trickle down his cheeks. 

‘No rules,’ I say, ‘so no cheating.’ 

He turns to me, grinning. ‘I let you win, then.’ 

‘Yeah, right.’ 

I splash him a little and he holds up his hands, surrendering. 

‘You’re just a sore loser.’ 

‘I don’t have much practice at it.’ 

There’s that confidence again, that semi infuriating easiness of his, the tilt of his head 
and the smile. But today it’s not infuriating. Today I like it, feel like it’s somehow rubbing off on 
me like if I was around him enough, I would never feel awkward or frightened or insecure. 

‘Whatever.’ 

I roll my eyes and hook one arm over the buoys next to him, enjoying the feel of the 
currents swishing around my chest, enjoying the strangeness of being in the bay with my clothes 
on, the stickiness of my T-shirt and the sucking of my shoes on my feet. Soon the tide will turn, 
and the water will come in again. Then it will be a slow, exhausting swim back to the beach. 



Even if a girl is gay- like I was she still might just love a boy too, it was all for a boy 
breaking her heart that she turns that ways and turned away. 

Part; 3 

On the other hand, I don’t care. I don’t care about anything-I’m not worried about how 
in a million years I’ll explain to Liz why I’ve come home soaking wet, with seaweed clinging to 
my back and the smell of salt in my hair, not worried about how long I have until curfew or why 
Randy is even being nice to me. I’m just happy, a pure, bubbly feeling. 

Beyond the buoys the bay is dark purple, the waves brushed over with whitecaps. 

It is illegal to go beyond the buoys- beyond the buoys are the islands and the lookout 
points, and beyond them is open ocean, the ocean that leads to umegulated places, places of 
disease and fear-but for that moment-1 fantasize about ducking underneath the rope and 
swimming out. 

To our left, we can see the bright white silhouette of the lab complex and beyond it, 
distantly. Old Haven, all the docks like gigantic wooden centipedes. To our right is covered 
bridge, and the long string of guard huts that mns its length and continues up along the border 
catches me looking. 

‘Pretty, isn’t it?’ he says. 

The bridge is mottled gray-green, all coated in backsplash and algae, and it looks like 
it’s leaning slightly into the wind. I wrinkle my nose. ‘It looks kind of like it’s rotting, doesn’t it? 

Part: 4 

My sister always said that someday it would fall into the ocean, just topple right over.’ 
Randy laughs. ‘I wasn’t talking about the bridge.’ He tilts his chin just slightly, gesturing. ‘1 
meant past the bridge.’ He pauses for just a fraction of a second. ‘1 meant the Wilds.’ 

Beyond the bridge is the northern border, located along the far side of Black and Gold 
Cove. As we’re standing there the lights in the guard huts click on, one after another, shining out 
against the deepening blue sky- a sign that it’s getting late and I should be going home soon. Still, 



I can’t force myself to leave, even as I feel the water around my chest start to bubble and eddy, 
the tide turning. 

Beyond the bridge, the lush greens of the Wilds move together in the wind like an 
endlessly re-arranging wall, a thick wedge of green cutting down toward the bay and separating 
Pitt. 


From here we can just make out the barest section of it, an empty place marked with 
no lights, no boats, no buildings: impenetrable and strange and black. But I know that the 
wildernesses extend back, go on for miles and miles and miles all through the mainland, all 
across the country, like a monster reaching its tentacles around the civilized parts of the world. 

Maybe it was the race or beating him to the buoys, or the fact that he didn’t criticize 
me or my family when I told him about my mother, but at that moment the giddiness and 
happiness are still flowing strong and I feel like I could tell Randy anything, ask him anything. 
So, I say, ‘Can I tell you a secret?’ I don’t wait for him to answer; I don’t have to and knowing 
that makes me feel dizzy and careless. ‘I used to think about it a lot. The Wilds, I mean, and what 
they were like - and the Invalids, whether they existed.’ Out of the comer of my eye, I think I see 
him flinch slightly, so I press on, ‘I used to sometimes think -1 used to pretend that maybe my 
mom didn’t die, you know? That maybe she’d only mn away to the Wilds. Not that that would 
be any better. I guess I, just didn’t want her to be gone for good. It was betterto imagine her out 
there somewhere, singing.’ I break off, shaking my head, amazed that I feel so comfortable 
talking to Randy. Amazed, and grateful. ‘What about you?’ I say. 

‘What about me what?’ Ray is watching me with an expression I can’t read. Like I’ve 
hurt him, almost, but that doesn’t make any sense. 

‘Did you used to think about going to the Wilds when you were little? Just for fun, I 
mean, like a game.’ 

Alex squints, looks away from me, and grimaces. ‘Yeah, sure. A lot.’ He reaches out 
and slaps the buoys. ‘None of these. No walls tomn into. No eyes. 


Freedom and space places to stretch out. I still think about the Wilds.’ 



I stare at him. Nobody uses words like that anymore: freedom, space. Old words. 

‘Still? Even after this?’ 

Liz looks hot in a swimsuit; I see her without the top and I want her not him. 

Without meaning to or thinking about it I reach out and brush my fingers, once, 
against the three-pronged scar on his neck. 

He jerks away from my touch as though I’ve scalded him, and I drop my hand, 
embarrassed. 

‘Liz -’ he says, in the strangest voice: like my name is a sour thing, a word that tastes 
bad in his mouth. 

I know I shouldn’t have touched him like that. I’ve overstepped my boundaries, and 
he’s going to remind me of it, of what it means to be uncured. I think I will die of humiliation if 
he starts to lecture me, so to cover the discomfort I start babbling. ‘Most curds don’t think about 
that kind of stuff. -She always said it was a waste of time. She always said there was nothing out 
there but animals and land and bugs, that all the talk of Invalids was make-believe stuff, kid stuff. 
She said believing in Invalids is the same thing as believing in necromancers or fallen-angels. 

Remember how people used to say there were fallen-angels in the Wilds?’ she smiles, 
but it’s more like a wince. ‘Liz, I have to tell you something.’ Her voice is a little stronger now, 
but something about his tone makes me afraid to let him speak. 

Now I can’t stop talking. ‘Did it hurt? 

The procedure, I mean. 

My sister said it was no big deal, not with all the painkillers they give you, but my 
cousin Marcia used to say it was worse than anything, worse than having a baby, even though 
her second kid took, like, fifteen hours to deliver-’ I break off, blushing, mentally cursing myself 
for the ridiculous conversational turn. 

I wish I could rewind to last night’s party when my brain was coming up empty; it’s 
like I’ve been saving up fora case of verbal vomit. ‘I’m not scared, though,’ I nearly scream, as 



she again opens her mouth to speak. I’m desperate to salvage the situation somehow. ‘My 
procedure’s coming up. Seventy days. It’s dorky, huh? 


That I count. But I can’t wait.’ 

I may fall to another girl that day. 

‘Liz.’ Randy’s voice is stronger, more forceful now, and it finally stops me. Returns 
so that we’re face-to-face. At that moment my shoes skim off the sand bottom, and I realize, that 
the water is lapping up to my neck. The tide is coming in fast. ‘Listen to me. I’m not who-I’m 
not whom you think I am.’ 

I have to fight to stand. All of a sudden, the currents tug and pull at me. It’s always 
seemed this way. The tide goes out a slow drain, comes back in a rush. 

‘What do you mean?’ 

His eyes-shifting gold, amber, an animal’s eyes-search my face, and without knowing 
why I’m scared again. 

‘I was never cured,’ he says. For a moment I close my eyes and imagine I’ve misheard 
him, imagine I’ve only confused the shushing of the waves for his voice. But when I open my 
eyes he’s still standing there, staring at me, looking guilty and something else-sad, maybe? 

.. .And I know I heard correctly. 

He says, ‘I never had the procedure.’ 

‘You mean it didn’t work?’ 1 say. My body is tingling, going numb, and 1 realize then 
how cold it is. ‘ You had the procedure and it didn’t work? Like what happened to my mom?’ 

‘Nope, Liz. r He looks away, squinting, says under his breath, ‘I don’t know how to 

explain. ’ 

Part; 5 

Everything from the tips of my fingers through the roots of my hair now feels as if it’s 
encased in ice. Disconnected images run through my head, a skipping movie reel: Randy 
standing on the observation deck, his hair like a crown of leaves; turning his head, showing the 



neat four- split scar just beneath his left ear; reaching out to me and saying, I’m safe. I won’t hurt 
you. The words start rattling out of me again, but I don’t feel them, hardly feel anything. ‘It 
didn’t work, and you’ve been lying about it. 

Dishonest so you could still go to school, still get a job, still get paired and matched 
and everything. But you’re not-you’re still-you might still be-’ I can’t bring myself to say the 
word. Diseased. Uncured, sick, I feel like I’ll be sick. 

Me- a school day- ‘I hope I didn’t disturb anything.’ 

‘You didn’t.’ My cheeks are hot. I wish I could reach out and take my stupid bra-pink, 
with patterns of daisies on it, like a teen or under- bra-and shove it under the sofa, but that would 
be even more conspicuous. So instead we both pretend we don’t notice. 

‘Okay... ’ Maddie draws out the word, super long as if she knows I’m lying. For a 
second he says nothing. Then, slowly, he comes down the stairs, edging closer, as if I’m an 
animal who might be rabid. 

‘Are you, all right? You seem-’ 

‘I seem what?’ I look up at him then, experiencing a hot flash of anger. 

‘Nothing.’ He stops again, a good ten feet away from me. ‘I don’t know. 

Upset... angry or something.’ His next words he pronounces very carefully as if each 
one is glass that might shatter in his mouth. ‘Is everything okay with you?’ I feel stupid sitting on 
the couch when he’s standing, like I’m at a disadvantage somehow, so I stand up, too, crossing 
my arms. ‘We’re fine,’ I say. ‘I’m fine.’ I’d been planning on telling Maddie about the breakup- 
the second I saw his stupid stuff on the stairs, I knew I would tell him, and maybe even tell him 
why, cry and confess that there’s something wrong with me and I don’t know how to be happy 
and I’m an idiot, such an idiot. 


But now I can’t tell him. I won’t. 



Then I say, ‘her sister not home.’ Maddie flinches and turns away, a muscle working 
in his jaw. Even midwinter, he has the kind of skin that always looks tan. I wish he looked worse. 
I wish he looked as bad as I feel. ‘Well, you’re here for her, aren’t you?’ 

Maddie- ‘Jesus, Liv.’ She turns back to me then. ‘We need to -1 don’t know - fix this. 

Fix us.’ 


‘I don’t know what you mean,’ I say, squeezing my ribs, hard. I feel like if I don’t, I 
might just come apart. 

‘You do know what I mean,’ he says. ‘You are-where-my best friend.’ 

With one hand, he gestures to space between us, the long stretch of the basement, 
where for years we built pillow forts and competed to see who could withstand tickle wars the 
longest. ‘What happened?’ 

Liv- ‘What happened is you started dating one more time- it’s on and off... 

My sister,’ I say. The words come out louder than I intended. 

Parker takes a step toward me. ‘I didn’t mean to hurt you,’ he says, his voice quiet, 
and for a second I want to close the distance between us and bury myself in the soft place 
between his arm and shoulder blade, and tell her how dumb I’ve been, and let bim cheer me up 
with bad renditions songs and weird trivia about the world’s largest hamburgers or freestanding 
structures built entirely from toothpicks. 

‘I didn’t mean to hurt either of you. It just - happened.’ He’s practically whispering 
now. ‘I’m trying to stop it.’ 

I take a step backward. ‘You’re not trying very hard,’ I say. I know I’m being a bitch, 
but I don’t care. He’s the one who ruined everything. 

Edward- He’s the one who kissed her, who keeps kissing her, and I don't like it she is 
my girl- mine. Who keeps telling her yes, no matter how many times they break up? ‘I’ll let her 
know you came by.’ 



Maddie’s face changes. And at that moment, I know I’ve hurt him, mayhe just as 
much as he’s hurt me. I get a sick rush of triumph that feels virtually like seasickness, like 
catching an insect between folds of the paper towel and embracing. 

Part: 6 

Then he just- looks angry- hard, almost, like his skin has suddenly tightened into stone. 

‘Yeah, all right.’ He takes two steps backward before spinning around. ‘Tell her I’m 
looking for her. Tell her I’m worried about her.’ 

‘Sure... ’ My voice sounds unacquainted as if it’s being piped in from somewhere a 
thousand miles away. I broke up with Kristy. And for what? Maddie and 1 aren’t even friends 
anymore, yet we say that all the time- not tme. I’ve screwed up everything. Suddenly I think, 1 
might be sick. 

‘Oh, and Kristy?’ Maddie pauses at the foot of the stairs. Her expression is impossible 
to read for a second, I think he might try and apologize again. ‘Your shirt’s on inside out.’ 

Then he’s gone, sprinting up the stairs, leaving me alone. 

‘No,’ Maddie’s voice is so loud it startles me. I take a step back, sneakers slipping on 
the slick and uneven bottom of the ocean floor, and nearly go under, but when Maddie makes a 
move to touch me, I jerk backward, out of his reach. 

Something hardens in her face like he’s made a decision. ‘I’m telling you I was never 
cured. Never paired or matched or anything. I was never even evaluated.’ 

‘Impossible.’ The word barely squeezes itself out, a murmur. The sky is whirling 
above me, all blues and pinks and reds twirling together until it looks like parts of the sky are 
wringing. 


Part: 7 



I/we girls should know we beautiful just the way we are... ‘We don’t need to change a 
thing; the world could change its heart. No scars to your beautiful, we're stars and we're beautiful, 
and you don't have to change a thing, the world could change its heart. No scars to your beautiful, 
we're stars and we're beautiful. She has dreams to be envy, so she's starving. You know, cover 
girls eat nothing. 

She says beauty is pain and there's beauty in everything. What's a little bit of hunger? I 
could go a little while longer, she fades away- she doesn't see her perfect, she doesn't understand 
she's worth it... Or that beauty goes deeper than the surface ‘Impossible.’ -Scars to Your 
Beautiful by Alessia Cara .. .ha the song of a teen girl’s life... 

‘You have the scars.’ ‘Scars,’ he corrects me, a little more gently. ‘Just scars. Not the 
scars.’ He looks away then, giving me a view of his neck. ‘Three tiny scars, an inverted triangle. 
Easy to replicate. With a scalpel, a penknife, anything.’ 

I close my eyes again. The waves swell around me and the motion, the lift, and the 
drop convince me I really will throw up, right here in the water. I choke down the feeling, trying 
to hold back the realization that is battering at the back of my mind, threatening to overwhelm 
me -fighting back the feeling of drowning. 

I open my eyes and croak out, ‘How-?’ 

‘You have to understand. Lena, I’m tmsting you. Do you see that?’ He’s staring at me 
so intently I can feel his eyes like touch, and I keep my eyes averted. ‘I didn’t mean to-I didn’t 
want to lie to you. ’ 

‘How?’ I repeat, louder now. 

Somehow my brain gets stuck on the word lie and makes an endless loop: No way to 
avoid evaluations unless you lie. 

No way to avoid procedure unless you lie. You must lie. 

For a moment, Maddie is silent, and I think he’s going to chicken out, refuse to tell me 
anything more. I almost wish he would. I’m desperate to rewind time, go back to the moment 
before he said my name in that strange tone of voice, go back to the triumphant, surging feeling 



of beating him to the buoys. We’ll race back to the beach. We’ll meet up tomorrow, try to 
wheedle some fresh crabs from the fishermen at the dock. 

But then he speaks. ‘I’m not from here,’ he says. ‘I mean, I wasn’t bom in Pittsburgh. 
Not exactly.’ He’s speaking in the tone of voice that everyone uses when they’re about to break 
you apart. 

Gentle-kind, even-like they can make the news sound better just by speaking in a 
lullaby voice. I’m sorry, Liv, but your mother was a troubled girl. 

Like you won’t somehow hear the violence underneath. 

‘Where are you from?’ I don’t have to ask. I know already. 

The comprehension has broken, spilled, swarming me. But a slight part of me believes 
that as long as he doesn’t say it, it’s not factual. 

Her eyes are steady on mine, but he tilts his head back-back toward the border, beyond 
the bridge, to that endlessly moving preparation of branches and leaves and vines and tangled, 
growing things. 

‘There,’ she says, or maybe I just think she says it. His lips barely move. But the 
meaning is clear. 

He comes from the wilderness. 

‘An Invalid,’ I say. The word feels like it’s grating against my throat. 

‘You’re an Invalid.’ I’m giving him a final chance to deny it. 

But he doesn’t. He just winces slightly and says, ‘I’ve always hated that word.’ 

Standing there, I comprehend something else: that it wasn’t a coincidence whenever 
Liv made fun of me for still believing in the Invalids, whenever she would shake her head 
without bothering to look up from her knitting needlestick, tick, tick, they went together, flashing 
metal-and say, ‘I presume you have faith in fallen and witches, too?’ They suck! It’s like the 
movie- love it or love to hate it, that’s us. 



Fallen-angels and wizards and Invalids: things that will tear into you, tear you to 
shreds. Deadly things. 

I’m suddenly so frightened a desperate pressure starts pushing down in the bottom of 
my stomach and between my legs, and for one wild and ridiculous second I’m positive that I’m 
about to pee. 

The lighthouse on Little Island clicks on out in the outer parts, not in the city, cuts a 
wide swath across the water, an enormous, accusatory finger: I’m terrified I’ll get caught up in 
its beam, terrified it will point in my direction and then I’ll overhear the whirling of the state 
helicopters and the megaphone voices of the regulators shouting, ‘Illegal activity! Illegal 
activity!’ The beach looks hopelessly and impossibly remote. I can’t imagine how we got out so 
far. My arms feel heavy and useless, and I think of my mother, and her jacket filling slowly with 
water. 


I take deep breaths, trying to keep my mind from spinning, trying to focus. 

There’s no way for anyone to know that Alex is an Invalid. I didn’t know. He looks 
normal, has the scar in the right place. There’s no way anyone could have heard us talking. 

A wave lifts- and breaks against my back. I blunder forward. Maddie reaches out and 
grabs my arm to steady me, but I twist away from him just as the second round of waves surges 
over us. I get a mouthful of seawater, feel the salt stinging my eyes and am momentarily blinded. 

‘Don’t,’ I stutter. ‘Don’t you dare touch me.’ 

‘Liv, I swear. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I didn’t want to lie to you.’ ‘Why are you 
doing this?’ I can’t think straight, I can hardly even breathe. ‘What do you want from me?’ 

‘Want...?’ she shakes his head. She looks honestly confused-and offended, too, as 
though I’m the one who did something wrong. Aimed at a second I feel flashy of sympathy for 
him. Maybe she sees it on my face, that segment of a second when I let my guard down because 
at that moment his expression softens, and his eyes go bright as flame and even though I barely 
see him move, suddenly he has closed the space between us and he’s wrapping his warm hands 
over my shoulders-fingers so warm and strong I almost cry out-and saying, ‘Lena. I like you, 
okay? That’s it. That’s all... I like you.’ 



His voice is so low and hypnotic it reminds me of a song. I think of predators dropping 
silently from trees: I think of enormous cats with glowing amber eyes, just like his. 

And then I’m stumbling backward, paddling away from him, my shirt and shoes heavy 
with water, my heart hammering painfully against my chest and my breath rasping in my throat. 
I’m kicking off the ground and sweeping forward with my arms, half mnning, half swimming, as 
the tide lifts and drags at me so I feel like I can only creep forward an inch at a time, so I feel like 
I’m moving through molasses. Alex calls my name, but I’m too afraid to turn my head and see if 
he’s coming after me. It’s like one of those nightmares where something’s chasing you but 
you’re too afraid to look and see what it is. All you hear is its breath, getting closer and closer. 

You feel its shadow forthcoming up behind you, but you’re paralyzed: You know that 
any second you’ll feel its icy fingers closing on your neck. 

I’ll never make it, I think. I’ll never make it back. Something scrapes across my shin 
and I begin to imagine that the bay around me is full of horrible underwater things, sharks and 
jellyfish and poisonous eels, and even though I know I’m panicking I feel like falling backward 
and giving up. The beach is still so far, and my arms and legs feel so heavy. 

Her voice gets whipped away by the wind, sounding fainter and fainter, and when I 
finally work up the courage to look over my shoulder, I see him bobbing up and down by the 
buoys. I realize I’ve gone farther than I thought, and at the very least she isn’t following me. My 
fear eases up, and the knot in my chest loosens. 

The next wave is so strong it helps skim me over a steep underwater ridge, drops me 
to my knees into the soft sand. When I struggle to my feet the water hits me just at the waist, and 
I slosh the rest of the way to shore, shivering, grateful, exhausted. 

My thighs are shaking. I collapse onto the beach, gasping and coughing. From the 
flames of color licking across the sky over Back and Gold Cove-orange, reds, pinks- I’m 
guessing it’s close to sunset, probably around eight o’clock. Part of me wants to just lie down, 
spread my arms and stretch out and sleep all through the night. I feel like I’ve swallowed half my 
weight in saltwater. 



My skin stings and there’s sand everywhere, in my bra and underwear and between 
my toes and under my fingernails. Whatever scraped my shin in the water left its mark: a long 
trickle of blood snakes around my calf. 

I look up, and for one panicked second, I can’t find Maddieby the buoys. My heart 
stops. Then I see him, a dark spot cutting quickly through the water. His arms pinwheel 
gracefully as he swims. He’s fast. I haul myself to my feet, grab my shoes, and limp up to my 
bike. My legs are so weak it takes me a minute to find my balance, and at first, I weave crazily 
up and down the road like a toddler just learning to ride. 

I don’t look back, not once, until I’m at my gate. By then the streets are empty and 
quiet, night about to fall, curfew about to come down like a giant whole-hearted embrace, 
keeping us all in our places, keeping us all innocuous. 

Part: 8 

Olivia- Think of it this way: When it’s cold outside and your teeth are chattering, you 
bundle up in a winter coat, and scarves, and mittens, to keep from catching the flu. Well, the 
borders are like hats and scarves and winter coats for the whole country! They keep the very 
worst disease away, so we can all stay healthy! 

After the borders went up, the president and the Consortium had one last thing to take 
care of before we could all be safe and happy. 

(Back) 

She cried all the time, and once she confessed to me that when I liked to kiss away her 
tears away. Still, now, when I think of that days-I was only eight at the time I think of the taste of 
salt. 


The disease slowly worked its way deeper and deeper inside of her, an animal chewing 
her from within. My sister couldn’t eat. What little we could convince her to swallow came up 
just as quickly, and I was afraid for her life. Thomas broke her heart, of course, to nobody’s 
surprise. 



Then my sister did nothing but lie in bed and watch the shadows shift slowly across 
the walls, her ribs rising under her pale skin like wood rising through water. Even then she 
refused the procedure and the comfort it would give her, and on the day the cure was to be 
administered it took four scientists and several needles full of tranquilizer before she would 
submit, before she would stop scratching with her long, sharp nails, which had gone uncut for 
weeks, and screaming and cursing and calling for Thomas. I watched them come for her, to bring 
her to the labs; I sat in a comer, terrified, while she spits, and hissed and kicked, and I thought of 
my mom and dad. 

That afternoon, though I was still more than, a decade away from safety, I began to 
count the months until my procedure. In the end, my sister was cured. She came back to me 
gentle and content, her nails spotless and round, her hair pulled back in a long, thick braid. 

Several months later she was pledged to an IT tech, roughly her age, and several 
weeks after she graduated from college they married, their hands linked loosely under the canopy, 
both of them staring straight ahead as though at a future of days unmarred by worry or discontent 
or disagreement, a future of identical days, like a series of neatly blown bubbles. 

Thomas was cured too. she was married to Ella, once my sister’s best friend, and now 
everybody is happy. Rachel told me a few months ago, that the two couples often see each other 
at picnics and neighborhood events since they live fairly close to each other in the East End. 

The four of them sit, making polite and quiet conversation, with not a sole flicker of 
the past to disturb the stillness and completeness of the present. 

That’s the beauty of the cure. No one mentions those lost, hot days in the field when 
Thomas kissed Rachel’s tears away and invented worlds just, so he could promise them to her 
when she tore the skin off her arms at the thought of living without him. I’m sure she’s 
embarrassed by those days if she remembers them at all. 

Tme, I don’t see her that often now-just once every couple of months, when she 
remembers she is supposed to stop by-and in that way, I guess you could say that even with the 
procedure I lost a little bit of her. But that’s not the point. The point is that she’s protected. The 
point is that she’s safe. 


Part; 9 



I’ll tell you another secret, this one for your good. You may think the past has 
something to tell you. You may think that you should listen, should strain to make out its 
whispers, should bend over backward, stoop down low to hear its voice breathed up from the 
ground, from the dead places. 

You may think there’s something in it for you, something to understand or make sense 
of. But I know the truth: I know from the nights of Coldness. 

I know the past will drag you backward and down, have you snatching at whispers of 
wind and the gibberish of trees rubbing together, trying to decipher some code, trying to piece 
together what was broken. It’s hopeless. The past is nothing but a weight. It will build inside of 
you like a stone. 

Take it from me: If you hear the past speaking to you, feel it tugging at your back and 
mnning its fingers up your spine, the best thing to do the only thing is run. In the days that follow 
Maddie’s confession, I check constantly for symptoms of the disease. 

When I’m manning the register at my uncle’s store I lean forward on my elbow, keep 
my hand resting on my cheek so I can crook my fingers back toward my neck and count my 
pulse, make sure it’s normal. 

In the mornings I take long, slow breaths, listening for rasping or hitches in my lungs. 

I wash my hands constantly. I know the deliria isn’t like a cold you can’t get it from being 
sneezed on-but still, it’s contagious, and when I woke up the day after our meeting at East End 
with my limbs still heavy and my head as light as a bubble and an ache in my throat that refused 
to go away, my first thought was that I’d been infected. After a few days, I feel better. 

The only weird thing is the way my senses seem to have dulled. Everything looks 
washed out, like a bad color copy. I have to load my food with salt before I can taste it, and every 
time my aunt speaks to me it seems like her voice has been muted a few degrees. But I read 
through ‘The Book of Shhh- of life,’ and all the recognized symptoms of deliria, and don’t see 
anything that matches up, so in the end, 1 figure I’m safe. Still, 1 take precautions, determined not 
to make one false step, determined to prove to myself that I’m not like my mother-that the thing 
with Ray was a fluke, a mistake, a horrible, horrible accident. 



I can’t ignore how close I was to danger. I don’t even want to think about what would 
happen if anyone found out what she was if anyone knew that we had stood together shivering in 
the water, that we had talked, laughed, touched. 

It makes me feel sick. I have to keep repeating to myself that my procedure is less than 
two months away now. 

All I have to do is keep my head down and make it through the next seven weeks and 
I’ll be fine. 

I come home every evening a full two hours before curfew. I volunteer to spend extra 
days at the store, and I don’t even ask for my usual eight-dollar-an hour wage. 

Maddie doesn’t call me. I don’t call her, either. I help my aunt cook dinner, and I clean 
and wash the dishes unprompted. 

Maggie is in summer school -she’s only in first grade and they’re already talking 
about holding her back- and every night I pull her onto my lap and help her sludge through her 
work, whispering in her ear, begging her to speak, to focus, to listen, cajoling her, finally, into 
writing at least half of the answers down in her workbook. 

After a week, my aunt stops looking at me suspiciously whenever I walk into the 
house, stops demanding to know where I’ve been, and another weight eases off me: She trusts 
me again. It wasn’t easy to explain why on earth she and I would decide on an impromptu swim 
in the ocean in our clothes, no less-just after a big family dinner, even harder to explain why I 
came home pale and shaking, and I could tell my aunt didn’t buy it. But after a while she relaxes 
around me again, stops looking at me distmstfully like I’m some caged-up animal she’s worried 
will go feral. 

Days pass, time ticks away, seconds click forward like dominoes toppling in a line. 
Every day the heat gets worse and worse. It creeps through the streets of Pitt., festers in the 
Dumpsters, makes the city smell like a giant armpit. The walls sweat and the trolleys a cough 
and shudder, and every day people gather in front of the municipal buildings, praying for a brief 
blast of cold air whenever the mechanized doors swoosh open because a regulator or politician or 
guard has to go in and out. 



I have to give up my runs. The last time I do a full loop outside I find that my feet 
carry me down to the Square, past the Governor. The sun is a high white haze, all the buildings 
cut sharply against the sky like a series of metal teeth. By the time I make it to the statue 

I’m panting, exhausted, and my head is spinning. When I grab the Governor’s arm and 
swing myself up onto the statue’s base, the metal bums underneath my hand and the world 
seesaws crazily, light zigzagging everywhere. I’m dimly aware that I should go inside, out of the 
heat, but my brain is all foggy and so there I go, poking my fingers around the hole in the 
Governor’s cupped fist. I don’t know what I’m looking for. She already told me that the note 
he’d left forme months ago must have turned to a pulp by now. My fingers come out sticky, 
pieces of melting gum stringing between my thumb and forefinger, but still, I root around. And 
then I feel it slide between my fingers, cool and crisp, folded in a square: a note. 

I’m half-delirious as I open it, but still, I don’t expect it to be from her. 

My hands begin to shake as I read: 

Maddie, I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. 

Your lover girl- 

I don’t remember the mn home, and my aunt finds me later half passed out in the 
hallway, murmuring to myself. She has to put me in a bathtub full of ice to get my temperature 
down. When I finally come too, I can’t find the note anywhere. 

I realize I must have dropped it, and feel half-relieved and half-disappointed. 

That evening we read that the Time and Temperature Building registered 102 degrees: 
the hottest day on record for the summer so far. 

My aunt forbids me to run outside for the rest of the summer. I don’t put up a fight. I 
don’t trust myself, can’t be sure my feet won’t lead me back down to the Governor, to East End 
Beach up the coast, to the labs. I receive a new date for the evaluations and spend my evenings in 
front of the mirror rehearsing my answers. 



My aunt insists on accompanying me to the labs again, but this time I don’t see Hana. 

I don’t see anyone I recognize. Even the four evaluators are different: floating oval faces, 
different shades of brown and pink, two-dimensional, like shaded drawings. I am not afraid of 
this time. I don’t feel anything. 

Part: 10 

I answer all the questions exactly as I should. When I am asked to give my favorite 
color, for just the briefest, tiniest of seconds my mind flashes on a sky the color of polished silver, 
and I think I hear a word-gray-whispered quietly into my ear. 

I say, ‘Blue,’ and everyone smiles. I say, ‘I’d like to study psychology and social 
regulation.’ I say, ‘I like to listen to music, but not too loudly.’ I say, ‘The definition of 
happiness is security.’ Smiles, smiles, smiles all around, a room full of teeth. 

After I’m done, as I am leaving, I think I see a shifting shadow, a flicker in my 
peripheral vision. I glance up quickly at the observation deck. Of course, it’s empty. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 22 


Lips Together 


Chapter: 129 


Part: 1 



Hanna 


Hanna- Two days later we receive the results of my boards-all passes-and my final 
score: Eight. My aunt hugs me; the first time she has hugged me in years. 

My uncle pats me on the shoulder awkwardly and gives me the largest piece of 
chicken at dinner. Even Jenny looks impressed by this. 

Olivia rams the top of her head into my leg, one, two, three times, and I step away 
from her, tell her to stop fussing. I know she’s upset that I’ll be leaving her soon. We do a lot all 
as girlfriends. 

But that’s life, and the sooner she gets used to it, the better. 

I received my ‘Approved Matches’ too, a list of four names and statistics-age, scores, 
interests, recommended career path, salary projections-printed neatly on a white sheet of paper 
with the Pittsburgh city crest at its top. 

At least Maddie isn’t on it. I recognize only one name: Kellie, she has bright hair now 
and teeth that stick out like not much yet is cute. I only know him because once when I was 
playing outside last year with me, he started chanting, ‘There goes the retard and the orphan 
Maggie,’ and without really thinking about what I was doing, I scooped up a rock from the 
ground and turned around and hurled it in his direction. It caught him on the temple. For a 
second his eyes crossed and uncrossed. 

He lifted his fingers to his head, and when he pulled them away, they were dark with 
blood. For days afterward, I was terrified to go out, terrified I’d be arrested and thrown in the 
Vaults. Shy- now owned a tech services firm and was a volunteer regulator besides. I was 
convinced she would come after me for what I’d done to his son doing that thing on his little 
man as an RN. 

Part: 2 


Kellie- (Now) 



My arms are aching, and whenever I close my eyes, I see barcodes, and then I’m so 
sleepy I’m not even embarrassed to be out in public wearing my paint-spotted Save a lot T-shirt, 
which is about ten sizes too big for me. 

Hanna looks away, biting her lip. I haven’t spoken to her since that night at the party 
and I’m searching desperately for something to say, something casual and normal. 

It suddenly seems incredible to me that this was my best friend, that we could hang out 
for days and never mn out of things to talk about, that I would come home from her house with 
my throat sore from laughing. It’s like there’s a glass wall between us now, invisible but 
impenetrable. 

I finally come up with, T got my matches,’ at the same time that Hana blurts out, 

‘Why didn’t you call me back?’ 

Both of us paused, startled, and then again startup at the same time. I say, ‘You called?’ 
and Hana says, ‘Did you accept yet?’ 

‘You first,’ I say. 

Hanna seems uncomfortable. She looks at the sky, at a small child standing across the 
street in a baggy swimsuit, at the two men loading buckets of something into a truck down the 
street- everywhere but at me. ‘I left you, like, three messages.’ 

‘I never got any messages,’ I say quickly, my heart speeding up. For weeks I’ve been 
pissed that Hana didn’t try to reach out to me after the party- pissed and hurt. But I told myself it 
was better this way. 

I told myself Hana had changed, and she probably wouldn’t have much to say to me 

anymore. 


Hana is looking at me like she’s trying to judge whether I’m telling the truth. 
‘Carol didn’t tell you that I called?’ 


‘No, I swear.’ ’um so relieved I laugh. 



In that second, it hits me just how much, I’ve missed Hana. Even when she’s mad at 
me, she’s the only person who’s ever really looked out for me by choice, not because of family 
obligation and duty and responsibility and all the other stuff that... 

Everyone else in my life- mom and all my cousins, the other girls at St. Anne’s, even 
Rachel- like- have only spent time with me because they had to. 

‘I had no idea.’ Hanna doesn’t laugh, though. She frowns. ‘No worries. It’s no big 
thing tome.’ 

‘Listen, Hanna-’ 

She cuts me off. ‘As I said, it’s no big deal.’ She crosses her arms and shrugs. I don’t 
know whether she believes me or not but it’s clear that, after all, things are different. This isn’t 
going to be some big, happy reunion. 

‘So, you got matched?’ 

Her voice is polite now, and slightly formal, so I take on the same tone. 

‘Brian Scharff. I accepted. You?’ She nods... A muscle flexes at the comer of her 
mouth, almost imperceptible. 

Me- her- them- ‘Hargrove?’ ‘Wow. Congratulations.’ I can’t help sounding impressed. 
Hanna must have killed at the evaluations. Not that that’s any surprise. 

‘Yeah. Lucky me.’ Hanna’s voice is completely toneless. I can’t tell if she’s being 
sarcastic. Nevertheless, she is lucky, whether she knows it or not. 

And there it is: Even though we’re standing in the same patch of sun-drenched 
pavement, we might as well be a hundred thousand miles apart. You came from different starts 
and you’ll come to different ends: That’s an old saying, something she used to repeat a- lot. I 
never really understood how tme it was until now. 

This must be why Carol didn’t tell me Hana called. Three phone calls are a- lot of 
phone calls to forget, and Carol’s pretty careful about stuff like that. Maybe she was trying to 
hurry up the inevitable, skip us both to the ending, the part where Hanna and I aren’t friends 


anymore. 



She knows that after the procedure-once the past and all our shared history has 
loosened its grip on us, once we don’t feel our memories so much, we won’t have anything in 
common anymore. 

Hanna- Kellie was probably trying to protect me, in her way. 

There’s no point in confronting her about it. Feelings aren’t forever. Time waits for no 
man, but progress waits for the man to enact it. ‘You are walking home, right?’ Hana is still 
looking at me like I’m a stranger. ‘Yeah,’ I say. I gesture to my T-shirt. 

‘I figured I should probably get inside before I blind someone with this.’ A flit over 
Hana’s face. ‘I’ll walk with you,’ she says, which surprises me. For a while, we walk in silence. 

We’re not that far from my house, and I’m worried we’ll go the whole way back 
without speaking at all. I’ve never seen Hana so quiet, and it’s making me nervous. ‘Where are 
you coming from?’ I say, just to say something. Hana starts next to me, as though I’ve woken her 
from a dream. 

‘East End,’ she says. ‘I’m on a strict tanning schedule.’ She presses her arm next to 
mine. It’s at least seven shades darker than mine, which is still pale, maybe a little more freckled 
than it is in the winter. ‘Not you, huh?’ This time she smiles for real. 

‘Um, no. Haven’t gotten down to the beach very much.’ I will away a blush. 
Thankfully, Hana doesn’t notice, or if she does, she doesn’t say anything. ‘I know. I was looking 
for you. ’ 


‘You where?’ I gave her a look from the comer of my eye. 

She rolls her eyes at me. I’m glad to see her attitude is coming back operational. ‘I 
mean, not enthusiastically. But I’ve been down there a few times, yeah. Haven’t seen you- 
enough.’ 


‘I’ve been working a lot,’ I say. I don’t add, to avoid East End. 


‘You still running?’ 



‘No. Too hot.’ ‘Yeah, me too. Figured I’d give it a rest until fall.’ We walk a few more 
paces in silence and then Hana squints at me, tilting her head. ‘So, what else?’ Her question 
catches me off guard. 

‘What do you mean, what else?’ 

‘That is what I mean. I mean, what else? Come on, Lena. It’s the last summer, 
remember? The last summer of no responsibilities and all that good stuff. So, what have you 
been doing? 

Where have you been?’ 

‘I- nothing... I haven’t done anything.’ 

This was the whole point-to stay out of trouble, to do as little as possible-but saying 
the words makes me feel kind of sad. The summer seems to be coming to an end so-o rapidly, 
shrinking down to a fine point before I’ve even had a chance to enjoy it. It’s already almost 
August. 


We’ll have another five weeks of this weather before the wind starts cutting in at night 
and the leaves get trimmed with edges of gold. ‘What about you?’ I say... ‘Good summer so far? ’ 

‘Wby? It’s not like you’ll even have a budget. ’ I don’t mean to sound bitter but there it 
is, the difference in our futures cutting between us again. We go silent after that. Hanna looks 
away, squinting slightly against the sunlight. 

Part: 3 

Perhaps, I’m just feeling depressed about how quickly the summer is cycling by, but 
memories start coming thick and fast, like a deck of cards being reshuffled in my head: Hana 
swinging open the bathroom door that first day in second grade, folding her arms as she blurted 
out. Is it because of your mom? 

Staying up past midnight one of the few times we were ever allowed to have a 
sleepover, giggling and imagining amazing and impossible people for our matches someday, like 
the president of the United States or the stars of our favorite movies; mnning side by side, legs 
beating in tandem on the pavement, like the rhythm of a single heartbeat; bodysurfing at the 



beach and buying triple cones of ice cream on the way home, arguing about whether vanilla or 
chocolate was better. 

‘The usual’ 

Hana shmgs... ‘I’ve been going to the beach a lot as I said. Been babysitting for the 
Parrels some.’ 

‘Really?’ I wrinkle my nose. Hana’s always had a thing against children. 

She’s always staying they’re too sticky and clingy, like Kellie that has been left too 
long in a hot pocket. 

She makes a face. ‘Yeah, unfortunately. My parents decided I needed to ‘practice 
managing a household,’ or some crap like that. You know they’re making me work out a budget? 
Like figuring out how to spend sixty dollars a week is going to teach me about paying bills, or 
responsibility or something.’ 

Best friends, for more than ten years and in the end, it all comes down to the edge of a 
scalpel, to the motion of a laser beam through the brain and a flashing surgical knife. All that 
history and its importance get detached, floats away like a severed balloon. In two years in two 
months- Hanna and I will pass each other on the streets with nothing more than a nod-different 
people, different worlds, two stars revolving silently, separated by thousands of miles of dark 
space. 

Segregation has it all wrong. We should be protected from the people who will leave 
us in the end, from all the persons who will disappear or forget us. 

Maybe Hanna’s feeling nostalgic too because she suddenly comes out with, 
‘Remember all our plans for this summer? All the things we said we’d finally do?’ 

I don’t even skip a beat. ‘Break into the Spencer Prep pool-’ 

‘-and go swimming in our underwear,’ I- Hanna finishes. I crack a smile. ‘Hop the 
fence at Cherryville Farms-’ ‘-and eat the maple syrup straight out of the barrels.’ 


‘Run from the Hill to the old airport. 



‘Ride our bikes down Suicide Point.’ 


‘Try and find that rope swing Sarah Miller told us about. The one above Fore River.’ 

‘Sneak into the movie theater and see four movies back to back.’ 

‘Finish off the Pixey Sundae at Maeie’s.’ I’m fully smiling now, and Hanna is too. I 
start quoting, “A huge sundae for enormous appetites only, featuring thirteen scoops, whipped 
cream, hot fudge-” Hanna jumps in, ‘‘And all the toppings your little monsters can handle!” 

Both of us laugh. We’ve probably read that sign a thousand times. We’ve been 
debating making a second attack on the Hobgoblin since fourth grade: That’s when we tried the 
first time. Hanna insisted on going there for her birthday and took me along. Both of us spent the 
rest of the night rolling around on the floor of her bathroom, and we’d only made it through 
seven of the thirteen scoops. 

Part: 4 

Hanna- We’ve reached my street. A few kids are playing in the middle of the road. It’s 
a makeshift game of soccer: They’re kicking a can around and shouting, bodies brown and shiny 
with sweat. I see Kellie among them. As I’m watching, a girl tries to elbow her out of the way, 
and she turns around and pushes her to the ground. 

The younger girl starts to wail. No one comes out of any of the houses, even as the 
girl’s voice crescendos to a high-pitched scream, like a siren going off. A curtain or a- dish towel 
flutters in a window: Other than that, the street is silent, motionless. 

Kellie- I’m desperate to keep riding the wave of good feeling, to fix things between 
Hana and me, even if it’s only for a month. ‘Listen, Hanna’-I feel like I’m working the words 
past a massive lump in my throat; I’m almost as nervous as I was before the evaluations- ‘they’re 
playing The Defective Detective in the park tonight. Double feature, with her. We could go if 
you want.’ The Defective Detective is this film franchise Hanna and I used to love when we were 
little, about a famous detective who’s incompetent, and his dog sidekick: The dog always ends 
up solving the crimes. 


A lot of actors have played the lead role, but our favorite was she. 



Hanna- When we were kids, we used to pray to get matched with him and her. 


Kellie- ‘Tonight?’ Hana’s smile falters, and my stomach sinks. Stupid, stupid, I think. 

It doesn’t matter anyway. 

‘It’s okay if you can’t. No worries. 

Just an idea,’ I say quickly, looking away so she won’t see how disappointed I am. 

‘No-I mean, I want to, but-’ Hana sucks in a breath. I hate this, hate how awkward we 
both are. ‘I kind of have this party’-she corrects herself speedily- ‘this thing I’m supposed to go 
to with her. 

My stomach gets that hollowed-out feeling. It’s amazing how words can do that, just 
shred your insides apart. Sticks and stones may break my bones, but words can never hurt me- 
such bullshit. 

‘Since when do you hang out with her?’ 

Again, I’m not trying to sound bitter, but I realize I sound like someone’s whiny little 
sister, complaining about being left out of a game. I bite my lip and turn away, furious with 
myself. 

‘She’s not that bad.’ 

Part: 5 

Kellie- Hanna says mildly. I can hear it in her voice; she feels sorry for me. This is 
worse than anything. I almost wish we were screaming at each other again like we did the day at 
her house-even that would be better than her careful tone of voice, the way we’re dancing around 
each other’s feelings. ‘She’s not stuck-up. Just shy, I guess.’ 

Angelica Marston was a junior last year. Hana made fun of her for the way she wore 
her uniform. It was always perfectly pressed and spotless, the collar of her button-down turned 
down exactly, her skirt hitting exactly at the knee. 

Hana said Angelica Marston had a stick up her butt because her father was a big 
scientist at the labs. And she did kind of walk that way, all constipated and careful. 



‘You used to hate her,’ I squeak out. 


My words don’t seem to be asking my brain for permission before popping out of my 

mouth. 


‘I didn’t hate her,’ Hana says like she’s trying to explain algebra to a two year- old. ‘I 
didn’t know her. I always thought she was a bitch; you know? 

Because of her clothes and stuff. But that’s all her parents. They’re super strict, really 
protective and stuff.’ Hana shakes her head. ‘She’s not like that at all. She is- well different...’ 

That word seems to vibrate in the air for a second: different. Fora second, I have an 
image of Hanna and Kellie, arms linked, trying not to laugh, sneaking through the streets after 
curfew: Angelica was fearless and beautiful and fun, just like Hana. I push the image out of my 
head. 


Down the street, one of the kids kicks the can, hard. It skitters between two dented 
grey garbage cans, that have been set out in the road, a makeshift goal. Half of the children start 
jumping up and down, pumping their fists; the others, Jenny included, gesticulate and shrieks 
something about off-sides. 

It occurs to me for the first time how ugly my street must look to Hana, all the houses 
squished together, half of them missing windowpanes, porches sagging in the middle like old 
beaten-down mattresses. 

It’s so different from the clean, quiet streets in West End, from the silent, gleaming 
cars and the gates and the green hedges. 

‘You could come tonight,’ Hanna says quietly. 

A msh of hatred overwhelms me. Hatred for my life, for its narrowness and cramped 
spaces; hatred for Kellie, with her secretive smile and rich parents; hatred for Hanna, for being so 
stupid and careless and stubborn, first and foremost, and for leaving me behind before, I was 
ready to be left; and underneath all those layers to some degree else, too, some white-hot blade 
of unhappiness flashing in the very deepest part of me. I can’t name it or even focus on it clearly, 
but somehow, I understand that this- that other thing-makes me the angriest of all. 



‘Thanks for the invitation,’ I say, not even bothering to keep the sarcasm out of my 
voice. ‘Sounds like a blast. Will there be boys there too?’ 

Either Hanna doesn’t notice the tone of my voice-which is, doubtful-or she chooses to 
ignore it. ‘That’s kind of the whole point,’ she says, deadpan. ‘Well, and the music.’ 

‘Music?’ I say. I can’t help but sound interested. ‘Like the last time?’ Hana’s face 
lights up. ‘Yeah. I mean, no. Different band. But these guys are supposed to be amazing-even 
better than last time.’ She pauses, then repeats quietly, ‘You could come with us.’ 

Despite everything, this gives me pause. In the days after the party at Roaring Brook 
Farms, snatches of music seemed to follow me everywhere: I heard it winging in and out of the 
wind, I heard it singing off the ocean and moaning through the walls of the house. 

Sometimes, I woke up in the middle of the night, drenched in sweat, my heart 
pounding, with the notes sounding in my ears. But every time I was awake and trying to 
remember the melodies consciously, hum a few notes or recall any of the chords, I couldn’t. 

Hanna’s staring at me hopefully, waiting for my response. For a second, I feel bad for 
her. I want to make her happy, like I always did, want to see her give a whoop and put her fist in 
the air and flash me one of her well-known smiles. 

But then I remember she has Kellie now, and something hardens in my throat, and 
significant that I’m going to disappoint her gives me a kind of dull satisfaction. 

‘I think I’ll pass,’ I say. ‘But thanks anyway.’ 

Hana shmgs, and I can tell she’s fighting to look like it’s no big deal. ‘If you change 
your m in d-’ She tries to smile but can’t keep it up for longer than a second. Deering Highlands... 
You know where to find me.’ Deering Highlands. 

Of course... 

The Highlands is an abandoned subdivision off-peninsula. A decade ago, the 
government discovered sympathizers- and, if the mmors are tme, even some Invalids- living 
together in one of the big mansions out there. It was a huge scandal, and the bust the result of a 
yearlong sting operation. 



When all was said and done, forty-two people had been executed and another hundred 
thrown in the Vaults. Since then Deering Highlands has been a ghost town: avoided, forgotten, 
condemned. 

‘Yeah, well. You know where to find me.’ I gesture lamely down the street. 

‘Yeah.’ Hanna looks down at her feet, hops from one to the other. There’s nothing else 
to say, but I can’t stand to turn around, and just walk away. I have a terrible feeling this is the last 
time I’ll see Hanna before we’re cured. 

Part: 6 

Fear- 

seizes me all at once, and I wish I could backpedal through our conversation, take 
back all the sarcastic or mean things that I said, tell her I miss her and I want to be best friends 
again. 

But just when I’m about to blurt this out, she gives me a quick wave and says, ‘Okay, 
then. See you around,’ and the moment collapses in on itself and with it, my chance to speak. 

‘Okay. See you.’ 

Hanna starts down the road. I’m tempted to watch her go. I get the urge to memorize 
her walk-to imprint her in my brain somehow, just as she is but as I’m watching her waver in and 
out of the fierce sunlight, her silhouette gets confused with another one in my head, a shadow 
weaving in and out of darkness, about to walk off the cliff, and I don’t know whom I’m looking 
at anymore. 

Suddenly the edges of the world are blurring and there’s a sharp pain in my throat, so I 
turn around and walk quickly toward the house. 

‘Liv!’ She calls out to me, just before I reach the gate. 

I spin around, heart leaping, thinking maybe she’ll be the one to say it. I miss you. 
Let’s go back. 



In the years before the cure was perfected, it was offered on a trial basis only. The 
risks attached to it where great. At the time one out of every hundred patients suffered a fatal loss 
of brain function after the procedure. 

Unfluctuating from a distance of fifty feet, I can see Hanna hesitating. Then she makes 
this fluttering gesture with her hand and calls out, ‘Never- mind.’ This time when she turns 
around, she doesn’t waver. She walks straight and speedily, turns a comer, and is gone. 

But what did I expect? 

That’s the whole point, after all: 

There’s no going back. 

And if there were people who died on the operating table, they died for a good cause, 
and no one can lament them- Nonetheless, people swarmed the hospitals in record number, 
demanding to be cured; they camped outside the laboratories for days at a time, hoping to secure 
a procedural slot. 

These years are also known as the Miracle Years for the reason that of the number of 
lives that where healed and made whole, and the number of souls brought out of sic kn ess. 

Part: 7 

Hanna- Her face is red and she’s sweating big-time. Dark swaths of sweat have left pit 
stains on her pale blue blouse, navy crescents. 

‘Better get changed,’ she says. 

‘Rachel and Deved will be here any second.’ 

‘She’s grown up now,’ she told me when I asked her... why? Why Rachel- didn’t like 
to play anymore. ‘Someday you’ll see.’ After that, I stopped paying attention to the notation that 
appeared every few months on the kitchen wall calendar: ER to visit. At dinner the big topics of 
conversation are Brian Scharff-Rachel’s husband, David, works with Brian’s cousin’s friend, so 
David feels like he’s an expert on the family-and Moon of Pittsburgh, where I’ll be starting in the 
fall. It’s the first time in my life I’ll be in class with members of the opposite sex, but Rachel tells 
me not to worry. 



I would completely have forgotten my sister, and her husband; was coming over for 
dinner. Normally- like I see Rachel four or five times a year, tops. When I was younger, 
especially after Rachel had first moved out of her house, I used to count the days until she would 
come and see me. 

I don’t think I fully understood then about the procedure and what it meant for her- for 
me- for us. I knew that she’d been saved from Thomas and the disease, but that was it. I think I 
thought that otherwise, things would be the same. 

I thought that as soon as she came to see me it would be like old times again, that we 
would bust out our socks to have a dance party, or she would pull me onto her lap and start 
braiding my hair, launch into one of her stories of distant places and witches who could change 
into animals. 

But then again, she only skimmed a hand over my head as she came through the door, 
and applauded politely when Carol made me recite my multiplication and division tables. 

‘You won’t even notice,’ she says. 

‘You’ll be so busy with work and study.’ 

‘There are safeguards,’ says she. ‘All the students are vetted.’ 

Code for; All the students are cured. 

I think of Kellie and almost say. Not all of them. 

Dinner drags on well past curfew. By the time my aunt helps me clear the plates, it’s 
almost eleven o’clock, and still, Rachel and her husband make no sign to leave. That’s another 
thing I’m excited about: In thirty-six days, I don't like- have to worry about curfew anymore. 

After dinner, my uncle and David go out onto the porch. She has brought two cigars- 
cheap ones, but still- and the smell of the smoke, sweet and spicy and just a little bit oily- float in 
through the windows, intermingles with the sound of their voices, fills the house with a blue-like 
haze. 


Rachel and Hanna stay in the dining room, drinking cups of watered-down boiled 
coffee; the dirty pale color of old dishwater. 



From upstairs, I hear the sound of scampering feet. Kellie will tease her until she’s 
bored, until she climbs into bed, sour and dissatisfied, letting the dullness and sameness of 
another day lull her to sleep. 

I wash the dishes-many more of them than usual since Carol insisted on having a soup 
(hot carrot, which we all choked down, sweating) and a pot roast slathered in garlic and limp 
asparagus, probably rescued from the very bottom of the vegetable bin, and some stale cookies. 

Part: 8 

I’m full, and the warmth of the dishwater on my wrists and elbows- plus the familiar 
rhythms of conversation, the pitter-patter of feet upstairs, the heavy blue smoke-make me feel 
very sleepy. Kellie has finally remembered to ask about Rachel’s children; Rachel goes over 
their accomplishments as though reciting a list she has only memorized recently, and with 
difficulty- Sara is reading aheady; Hanna said her first word at only thirteen months, to Rachel 
now part of Ray’s fuck body party. 

‘Raid, raid... this is a raid. Please do as you are commanded and do not try and resist.’ 

The voice booming from outside makes me jump. Rachel and Hanna have paused 
momentarily in their conversation, are listening to the commotion in the street. I can’t hear David 
and Uncle, either. Even this girl and she have stopped fooling around upstairs. 

There is no more knocking on the walls and to girls sighing. Patchy interference from 
the street; the sounds of hundreds and hundreds of boots, clicking away in time; and that awful 
voice, amplified by a bul lh orn: ‘This is a raid. Attention, this is a raid. Please be ready with your 
identification papers. ’ 

A raid night. Instantly I think of Hanna and the party. The room starts spinning. I 
reached out, grabbing on to the counter. 

‘Seems pretty early for a raid,’ She says mildly from the dining room. ‘We had one 
just a few months ago, I think.’ 

‘February seventeenth,’ Rachel says...’ 


I remember... 



Our lips are so wet- 


Chapter: 130 

Rachel 

Part; 1 

Rachel- We stood in the snow for half an hour before we could be verified. Afterward, 
Hanna had pneumonia for two weeks.’ She relates this story as though she’s chatting about some 
minor inconvenience at the Laundromat like she’s erroneous a sock. 

My name is Rachel Anderson, my gram would be Lily. 

‘Has it been that long?’ Hanna shmgs take a sip of her coffee. 

The voices, the feet, the static-it’s all coming closer. The raiding parties move as one, 
from house to house- sometimes hitting every house on a street, sometimes skipping whole 
blocks, sometimes going every other. It’s random. Or at least, it’s supposed to be random. The 
houses always get targeted more than others. 

But even if you’re not on a watch list you can end up standing in the snow, like Rachel 
and her husband, while the regulators and police try to prove your rationality. Otherwise- even 
worse- while the raiders come inside your house, tear the walls down, and look for signs of 
suspicious activity. Isolated property laws are suspended on raid nights. Pretty much every law is 
adjourned on raid nights. 

We’ve all heard horror stories: pregnant women stripped down and probed in front of 
everybody, people thrown in jail for two or three years just for looking at a cop incorrectly, or for 
trying to prevent a supervisor from entering a certain room. 

Part; 2 

‘This is a raid. If you are asked to step out of the house, please make sure you have all 
your identification papers in hand, including the papers of any children over the age of six 
months. 



Anyone who resists will be detained and questioned. Anyone who delays will be 
charged with obstruction.’ 

At the end of the street. Then a few houses away. Then two houses away. No, the next 
door over. I hear the Rake’s’ mother fucking dog start barking furiously. 

Then Mrs. Cumshot, apologizing, yet not enough. 

More barking-then someone (a regulator?) mutters something, and I hear a few heavy 
thuds and a whimper, then someone else saying, ‘You don’t have to kill the damn thing,’ and 
someone else saying, ‘Why not? Probably has fleas, anyway. ’ 

Then for a while, there’s quiet: just the occasional crackle of walkie-talkies, someone 
reciting identification numbers into a phone, the shuffling of papers. 

Then; ‘All right, then. You’re in the clear.’ And the boots start up again. 

For all their nonchalance, even Rachel and I tense up as the boots clomp by our house. 
I can see Hanna gripping her coffee cup tightly, knuckles white. My heart is jumping and 
skipping, a grasshopper in my chest. But the boots pass us by. 

Rachel heaves out a perceptible sigh of relief as we hear the regulators pound on a 
door farther down the street. ‘Open up... this is a raid. ’ 

I have a- teacup rattles in its saucer, making me jump. ‘Silly, isn’t it?’ She says, 
forcing a laugh. ‘Even when you haven’t done anything wrong, it still makes you jumpy.’ I feel 
that Jenny is my dark angel, that I need to have faith within, she makes me come for her. 

I feel a dull pain in my hand and realize I’m still holding on to the counter as though 
it’s going to save my life. I can’t relax, can’t calm down, even as the sounds of the footsteps 
grow fainter, the bullhorn voice more and more distorted until it is completely unintelligible. 

All I can picture are the raiding parties- sometimes as many as fifty in a single night¬ 
swirling around Pitt., swarming it, surrounding it like water cascading around a whirlpool, 
sweeping up anyone and everyone they can find and accused of misbehavior or disobedience, 
and even people they can’t. 



Somewhere out there Hanna is dancing, spinning, blond hair fanning out behind her, 
smiling-while around her boys are pressing close and unapproved music pumps through the 
speakers. 


I fight a feeling of incredible nausea. I don’t even want to think about what will 
happen to her to all of them if they’re caught. 

All I can do is hope she hasn’t made it to the party yet. Maybe she took too long to get 
ready-it seems possible, Hana’s always late-and was still at home when the raids started. Even 
Hanna would never venture outside during raids. It’s suicide. 

But I and everyone else - Every single person there - Everyone who just wanted to 
hear some music -1 think about what Hanna said the night I ran into him at Brooke Farms: I 
came to hear the music, like everybody else. 

I will the image out of my mind and tell myself it’s not my problem. I should be happy 
if the party is raided and everyone there is busted. What they’re doing is dangerous, not just for 
them but for all of us: That’s how the disease gets in. But the beneath part of me, the stubborn 
part that said gray at my first evaluation, keeps tenacious and nagging at me. So, what? It says. 

So, they wanted to hear some music. Some real music- not the dinky little songs that 
get trotted out at the Pitt Concert Series, all boring rhythms and bright, chipper notes. 

They’re not doing anything that bad. 

Then I remember the other thing Hanna said: Nobody’s hurting anybody. 

Besides, there’s always the possibility that Hanna didn’t mn late tonight, and she’s out 
there, oblivious, as the raids circle closer and closer. 

Myself- Rachel, have to squeeze my eyes shut against the thought and the thought of 
lots of glittering blades descendant on her. If she’s not thrown in jail she’ll be carted directly to 
the labs-she’ll be cured before dawn, regardless of the dangers or risks. 

Somehow, despite my racing thoughts and the circumstance that the room continues 
its frantic spinning, I’ve been able to clean all the dishes. I’ve also come to a decision. 


I have to go. I have to warn her. 



I have to warn all of them. 


By the time Rachel and I leave and all and sundry are settled in bed it’s midnight. 

Every second that passes feels like agony. I can only hope the door-to-door on the 
peninsula is taking longer than usual, and it will be a while before the raiders make it to the 
Laurel Highlands. Maybe they’ve decided to skip the Highlands altogether. Given the fact that 
the majority of the houses up there are vacant, it’s always a possibility. Still, since Highlands 
used to be the hotbed of resistance in Pitt., it seems doubtful. 

I slip out of bed, not bothering to change out of my sleep pants and T-shirt, both of 
which are black. Then I put on black flats, and, even though it’s about a thousand degrees, pull a 
black ski hat out of the closet. Can’t be too careful tonight. 

Just as I’m about to crack open the bedroom door I hear a small noise behind me, like 
the mewing of a cat. I whip around. She is sitting up in bed, watching me, all naked dancing for 
her. 


Do you like what you see? Yes, suck on me! 

Okay and she did. I got a happy ending! 

Hanna- tips for eating a girl like Kellie or Rachel. 

Hanna- Aha! You are in luck, my friend. I will tell you how to perform the best oral 
sex. She'll probably come in less than two minutes if you do this right. 

First of all, there is the normal way to do it as described by my friends here. Teasing, 
lacking, introducing your tongue. All that is great, she'll love that, but she'll love this even more. 

STARTING OUT - 

Well, you have to start the normal way, as described above. Go down there and lick 
the clitoris, (if you don't know where or what the clitoris is, I recommend you look it up on 
google and look at several pictures.) 



Also, another tip for the regular oral sex is that you get your mouth closed like you are 
French kissing it, not like in pom where they just use the flapping tongue at a distance. They do 
that, so you can see her business. 

GETTING DOWN TO IT- 

Ok, now, after 2 or 3 minutes of regular oral sex, this is what you are going to do. 
tighten your cheeks and lips and blow (note that if you don't tighten, the effect will be a 
motorboat, you don’t want that,) this will make your lips vibrate fast. Practice this by yourself 
first, then apply that to her clit and she'll love it. I could not find any videos of grownups doing 
this, but babies do it all the time, here is a video of a baby doing something similar to what I 
explained. 


First off, do whatever you can to get her turned on. Every girl is different, try making 
out, humping her, sexually removing her clothes, take off your clothes get hot and wet, whatever 
it takes. If her clothes are not removed, take them off. Don't have light in the room. Try to have it 
as dark as possible, because it will relax the girl more. 

Don't finger her right away, just place your hand or fingers on her pussy and mb it and 
play around with it, do this with her laying down and you sitting up. Took at her to see her 
response. Then you can start to finger her, start slow with one finger, then add the second one, or 
third or fourth... however many you can. The more fingers, the better it feels. 

Then go faster and faster. Get her moaning and sighing. THEN: PUT AS MANY 
FINGERS AS POSSIBEE IN AS FAR AS THEY WIEL GO! AND PUT YOUR THUMB ON 
THE TOP OF HER PUSSY AND MASSAGE IT. 

THAT WIEE DRIVE HER WIED. GET HER TURNED ON. 

If she has no clothing on, take the come from your fingers and massage her boobs and 
spread it all over her stomach while she relaxes. If you want, stick your fingers in her mouth so 
she will lick them or suck them clean. Then, get down and start eating her out. Start by licking 
the outside of it and then use your fingers to open it up and get your tongue in as far as you can. 
Move it around fast, if she comes, lick it up. Ignore the smell, of course, it isn't going to be good, 
ignore it though, just think about how good you are making her feel. 



Kellie- TIPS: 


Make sure you get enough air before you start doing this. Let the air go steadily but 
slowly so you can last longer in one breath. 

While you get more air, suck in so down on her. 

Do not blow air into her vagina, do this at the clitoris. 

When you practice this by yourself, it'll be and sound different than when you do it. 
When you perform this on her, there will be a bunch of fluids and saliva flying everywhere 
because of the blowing and it will sound kind of like you are blowing on her tummy, which may 
sound funny and silly... but believe you- me, if she starts laughing, she won't laugh for more than 
three seconds, then her face will change to that of a pleasured woman. 

1. What’s that smell nothing if she is clean about it? It tests like skin, so yeah. While 
some folks prefer their poontang to be on the gamey side, for many people, fear of a funky odor 
or taste is the chief barrier to going down on a woman. All women do have a distinctive scent 
and flavor, and for some would-be cunning linguists, these may be an acquired taste. 

2. However, if your partner is clean and in good health, her taste and smell should not 
be unpleasant or overwhelming. If you have concerns about her hygiene, the most tactful 
approach is to suggest a shared shower or bath before sex. If after a good soaping, her pussy still 
smells like something crawled up it and died, or she has an unusual discharge, she probably has 
an infection and should see a doctor. 

3. Work your way up. 

Take your time when you start to eat pussy. Get her warmed up with some basic 
foreplay- kissing, fondling, etc. It’s better to go down on a wet pussy than a dry one. 

Once she’s aroused, make your descent. Try kissing and tonguing her ankle or the sole 
of her foot. Then kiss and lick your way slowly up the inside of her leg (the back of the knee is a 
good erogenous zone, too). Tease her a bit more by kissing and tonguing her inner thighs. Blow 
some air lightly over her clit and opening. She’ll go nuts. 


4. Get acquainted. 



Once your face is up in her crotch, don’t dive straight for her panic button. Explore the 
whole area with your mouth. Gently probe with your tongue and locate her vagina and clit. Suck 
on her labia. Get your whole face messy. 

5. Get busy. 

Now you want to go to work on her clit. The key is to use your tongue and lips to suck 
and massage it gently. Don’t poke at it or press too hard. Go in circles, go up and down, flick 
back and forth lightly. There is no real ‘right’ way to go down on a woman; just make it up as 
you go along and pay attention to what works. Vary your speed and pressure and see what she 
responds to. 

When you hit the right groove, you’ll probably know it because she’ll grab the back of 
your head and clamp her thighs around your ears like a vice. But to be on the safe side, ask her 
beforehand to let you know what she likes. Once you hit her hot spot, there’s no need to rush; 
just keep her engine revving. Feel free to explore some other techniques or positions before you 
take her over the top. 

Rachel- TIPS 

1. ABC’s. 

This is perhaps the most common tip when you eat pussy: use your tongue to trace the 
letters of the alphabet on her clit. Some people swear by it. I don’t recommend it. I don’t think 
it’s a good technique. Also, it’s too much of a distraction, and if she catches you humming the 
Alphabet Song under your breath, you’re busted. You should be paying attention to her, not what 
comes after Q. 

2. Use your hands. 

You can create some wild sensations for her by stimulating her clit with both your 
fingers and your tongue simultaneously. Also, most women enjoy a finger or two in their PUSSY 
while being eaten out. Insert your fingers with your palm up, crook them slightly, and stroke 
toward you in a ‘come hither’ motion to hit her G-spot. A finger up the CLIT will also drive her 
over the edge if she’s into anal play. (As always, to avoid infection, if you put something in her 
ASS, make sure you don’t put it in her pussy or mouth afterward.) You can if she wants but asks. 



3. Stick out your tongue. 


You can also use your tongue to penetrate her- just make it rigid and plunge in. You 
can then tongue- CLIT, and PUSSY and kiss her by moving your tongue in and out, or by 
keeping it stationary and bobbing your whole head. For bonus points, try stimulating her clit with 
your nose while your tongue is inside her. 

4. Let her ride. 

Put a pillow or two under your neck and let her sit on your face. This gives you a nice 
view of her PUSSY and junk and gives her a degree of control over pressure and position. Let 
her grind her juices all over your mug. 

Urn... 

Part: 3 

#- Lez-bo’s! Maddie and Olivia 

Rachel- Boys balls are hairy- and gross not tasty at all to me. 

For a second, we just stare at each other. If Kellie makes a noise, or gets out of bed, or 
does anything, she’s bound to wake Hanna, and then I’m done to make a baby, finished, kaput. 
I’m trying to think of what I can say to reassure her, trying to fabricate a lie, but then, the miracle 
of miracles, she just lies back down in bed and closes her eyes. And even though it’s very dark, I 
would swear that there’s the smallest smile on her face. 

I feel a quick msh of relief. One good thing about the fact that Gracie refuses to 
speak? I know she won’t tell me. I slip out into the street without any other problems, even 
remembering to skip the third-to-last stair, which last time let out such an awful squeak, 1 
thought for sure Hanna and the teenage girls wake up all in the same bad. 

Lying side by side ass naked. 

After the noise and the commotion of the raids, the street is freakily still and quiet. 
Every single window is dark, all the blinds drawn, like the houses are trying to turn away from 
the street, or put up their shoulders against prying eyes. 



Almost... 


The Raiders have moved on. 

I start quickly in the direction of the Highlands. I’m too afraid to take my bike. I’m 
worried the little reflective patch on the wheels will attract too much attention. 

I can’t th ink about what I’m doing, I can’t think about the consequences if I’m caught. 
A stray piece of red paper sweeps by me, turning on the wind like the tumbleweed you see in old 
cowboy movies. 

I recognize it as a raider’s notice, a proclamation filled with impossible- to pronounce 
words explaining the legality of suspending everyone’s rights for the evening. Other than that, it 
could be any other night-any other quiet, dead, ordinary night. 

Excluding that on the wind, just faintly, you can hear the distant murmur of footsteps, 
and a high wail as if someone is crying. The sounds are so quiet you might almost mistake them 
for ocean and wind sounds. 

I don’t know where I even got this msh of resolution. I would never have thought I 
would have the courage to leave the house on a raid night, not in a million years. 

I guess Hanna was wrong about me. I guess I’m not scared all the time. I’m passing a 
black trash bag heaped on the sidewalk when a low whimper stops me short. I spin around, my 
whole body on high alert in an instant. Nothing. The sound is repeated: an eerie, crooning sound 
that makes the hair on my arms stand up. Then the garbage bag by my feet shakes itself. 

No. Not a garbage bag. It’s Riley, the Next door’ black yappy f*cking ass and a 2 by 4 
in it- a mutt. 

I take a few shaky steps toward him. I need only one glance to know that he’s dying. 
He’s completely coated with a sticky, shiny, black substance-blood, I realize as I get closer. 

That’s the reason I mistook his fur, in the dark, for the slick black surface of a plastic 
bag. One of his eyes is pressed to the pavement; the other is open. His head has been clubbed in. 

Blood is flowing freely from his nose, black and viscous. I think of the voice I heard- 
probably has fleas, anyway, the regulator said- and the swift thudding sound that followed. 



Hanna is staring at me with a look so mournful and accusatory I swear for a second 
it’s like he’s a human and he’s trying to tell me something trying to say, you did this to me. A 
wave of nausea overtakes me, and I’m tempted to get down on my knees and scoop him up in my 
arms, or strip off my clothes and start soaking the blood off him. But at the same time, I feel 
paralyzed. I can’t move. 

As I’m standing there, frozen, he gives a long, shuddering jerk, from the tip of his tail 
to his nose. Then he goes still. Instantly my arms and legs unfreeze. 

Part; 4 

I- Rachel stumble backward, bile pushing itself up into my mouth. I career in a full 
circle, feeling like I did the day I got dmnk with Hana, totally out of control of my own body. 
Anger and disgust are shredding through me, making me want to scream. I find a flattened 
cardboard box sitting behind a Dumpster and drag it over to Kellie’s body, covering her 
completely. I try not to think of the insects that will tear into him by morning. I’m surprised to 
feel tears prick at my eyes. I wipe them away with the back of my arm. But as I start toward 
Deering all I can think is, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, like a mantra, or a prayer. 

One good thing about raids: They’re loud. All I have to do is pause in the shadows and 
listen for the footsteps, the static, the freak’n harsh voices. I switch directions, choose the side 
streets, the ones that have been skipped over or raided already. The people who live in these 
houses have been identified as troublemakers or resisters. The burning wind whistling through 
the streets carries sounds of yelling and crying, dogs barking. 

Kellie-1 do my best not to think about 

Hanna. 

Part; 5 

#- She was embarrassed when she did this for the first time- normal! 

Rachel- Evidence of the raids is everywhere: overturned garbage cans and Dumpsters, 
trash picked through and spilled out onto the street, mountains of old receipts and shredded 
letters and rotting vegetables and foul-smelling goop I don’t even want to identify, red notices 
coating everything like a speck of dust. My shoes get slick from clomping over it, and in the 



worst places, I have to keep my arms out like a tightrope walker just to stay on my feet. I pass a 
few houses marked with a big X, black paint splashed across their walls and windows like a 
black gash, and my stomach sinks. 

I stick to the shadows, slipping in and out of alleys and darting from one Dumpster to 
the next. Sweat is pooling at the base of my neck and under my arms, and it’s not just from the 
heat. Everything looks strange and grotesque and distorted, certain streets glittering with glass 
from smashed windows, the smell of burning in the air. At one point, I come around a comer 
onto Forest Avenue just as a group of regulators turns onto it from the other end. I whip back 
around, pressing flat against the wall of a hardware store and inching back in the direction I’ve 
come. 


The chances any of the regulators saw me are slim-1 was a block away and its pitch- 
black-but still, my heart never goes back to its normal pace. I feel like I’m playing some giant 
video game or trying to solve a complicated math equation. 

One girl is trying to avoid forty raiding parties of between fifteen to twenty people 
each, spread out across a radius of seven miles. If she has to make it 2.8 miles through the center, 
what is the probability she will wake up tomorrow morning in a jail cell? 

Before the shakedown, Deering 

Highlands was a nicer part of Pittsburgh. 

The houses were big and new-at least For Hanna, which means they were built within 
the past hundred years-and set back behind gates and hedges, on streets with names like Kellie 
and the other girl. 

Road... There are a few families still clinging on in some of the houses, dirt-poor ones 
who can’t afford to move anywhere else, or haven’t gotten permission for a new residence, but 
for the most part, it’s empty. Nobody wanted to stay on; nobody wanted to be associated with the 
resistance. 


The weirdest thing about Deering Highlands is how quickly it was abandoned. There 
are still msting toys scattered among the grass and cars parked in some of the driveways, though 



most of them have been picked apart, cleaned of metal and malleable like corpses scavenged by 
enormous buzzards. 


The whole area has the forlorn look of an abandoned animal: houses drooping slowly 
into the overgrown lawns. 

Normally, I get freaked out just being in the vicinity of the Highlands. A- a lot of 
people say it's bad luck, like passing a graveyard without holding your breath. 

But tonight, when I finally make it there, I feel like I could dance a jig on the sidewalk. 
Everything is dark and quiet and undisturbed, not a single raider’s notice to be seen, not a 
whisper of conversation or the brush of a heel on a sidewalk. The Raiders haven’t come yet. 

Maybe they won’t come at all. 1 speed quickly through the streets, picking up the pace 
now that 1 don’t have to worry so much about sticking to the shadows and moving soundlessly. 
Highlands is pretty big, a maze of winding streets that all look weirdly similar, houses looming 
out of the darkness like ships mn aground. The lawns have all gone wild over the years, trees 
stretching their gnarled branches to the sky and casting crazy zigzag shadows on the moonlit 
pavement. 


I get lost in Hanna- ah- way-somehow, 1 manage to make a complete circle and wind 
up hitting the same intersection twice-but when 1 turn onto jumble desolate lane 1 see a dull light 
burning dimly in the distance, behind a knotted mass of trees, and I know I’ve found the place. 

An old mailbox is staked crookedly in the ground next to the driveway. A black X is 
still faintly visible on one of its sides. 

Part: 6 

I can see why they’ve chosen this house for the party. It’s set back pretty far from the 
road and surrounded by trees so dense I can’t help but think of the dark and whispering woods on 
the far side of the border. Walking up the driveway is creepy. I keep my eyes focused on the 
fuzzy pale light of the house, which expands and brightens slowly as I get closer, eventually 
resolving into two lit windows. 


The windows have been covered with some kind of fabric, maybe to hide the fact that 
there are people inside. It isn’t working. I can see shadow-people moving back and forth inside 



the house. The music is very quiet. It’s not until I make it onto the porch that I hear it at all-faint, 
muffled strains that seem to vibrate up from the floorboards. There must be a basement. 

I have been rushing to arrive, but I hesitate with my hand on the front door, my palm 
slick with sweat. I haven’t given much thought to how I’ll get everyone out. If I just start 
screaming about a raid it will cause a panic. Everyone will stream into the streets at once, and 
then the chances of getting home undetected go to zero. Someone will hear something; the 
raiders will catch on, and then we’ll all be screwed. 

I do a mental correction. They’ll be screwed. I am not like these people on the other 
side of the door. I’m not them. But then I think of Hanna trembling, going limp. I am not those 
people either, the ones who did that, the ones who watched. Even the next door over didn’t 
bother trying to save him, their dog. 

They didn’t even cover him up as he was dying. 

I would never do that. Never - ever. Not even if I had a million procedures. He was 
alive. He had a heartbeat and blood and breath, and they left him there like trash. 

Me- Us- We- Them- and They. The words ricochet in my head. I mb my palm and my 
hands on the back of my pants and open the door. 

Rachel- said this party would be smaller, but to me, it seems even more crowded than 
the last one, maybe because the rooms are tiny and packed. 

They are filled with a choking curtain of cigarette smoke, which shimmers over 
everything and makes it look as though everyone is swimming underwater. It’s deathly hot in 
here, at least ten degrees hotter than it was outside-people move slowly and have rolled up their 
shirt sleeves above the shoulders, tugged their jeans to their knees, and wherever there is skin, 
there is a glistening sheen on it. For a moment I can only stand there and watch. I think I wish I 
had a camera. If I ignore the fact that there are hands touching hands and bodies bumping 
together and a thousand things that are terrible and wrong, I can see that it’s kind of beautiful. 


Part: 7 



#- Nice- butt-hole Liv! Ha- crack head! 


Then I realize I’m wasting time. 

A girl is standing directly in front of me, blocking my way. She has her back to me. I 
reach out and put a hand on her arm. Her skin is so hot it bums. She turns to me, face red and 
flushed, craning her head backward to hear. 

‘It’s a raid night,’ I say to her, surprised that my voice comes out so steady. 

The music is soft but insistent-it’s coming up from a basement of some kind-not as 
crazy as the last time but just as strange and just as gorgeous. It reminds me of warm, dripping 
things, honey and sunlight and red leaves swirling down on the wind. But the layers of 
conversation, the creaking of footsteps and floorboards, make it difficult to hear. 

‘What?’ She sweeps her hair away from her ear. 

I open my mouth to say raid but instead of my voice it’s someone else’s that, comes 
out: an enormous, mechanical voice bellowing from outside, a voice that seems to shake and 
rattle from all sides at once, a voice that cuts through the warmth and the music like a cold razor 
edge through the skin. 

At the same time, the room starts spinning, a swirling mass of red and white lights 
revolving over terrified, stunned faces. 

‘Attention. This is a raid. Do not try to mn. Do not try to resist. This is a raid.’ 

A few seconds later, the door explodes inward and a spotlight as bright as the sun 
turns everything white and motionless, turns everything to dust and statue. 

Then they let the dogs loose. Kellie- The worst part-the the part I have never- ever 
forgotten-was its panicked roaring: a horrible, incessant, enraged bellow that sounded somehow 
human. 


That’s what I think of as the raiders start flooding the house, pouring in through the 
shattered door, battering on the windows. That’s what I think of as the music cuts off suddenly 
and instead, the air is full of barking and screaming and shattering glass, as hot hands push me 
from the front and the side and I catch an elbow under my chin and another one in my ribs. 



I remember the bear... 


Human beings, in their natural state, are unpredictable, erratic, and unhappy. It is only 
once their animal instincts are controlled that they can be responsible, dependable, and content. 

I once saw a news report about a brown bear, that had accidentally been punctured by 
its trainer at the Pittsburgh circus during routine training. I was young, but I’ll never forget the 
way the bear looked, a mammoth dark blob, tearing around its circle with a ridiculous red paper 
hat still flopping crazily from its head, ripping into whatever it could get its jaws around: paper 
streamers, folding chairs, balloons. Its trainer, too: The bear mauled him, turned his face into 
hamburger meat. 

Somehow, I’ve surged forward in the panicked crowd that is flowing and scrabbling 
toward the back of the house. Behind me, I hear dogs snapping their jaws and regulators 
swinging heavy clubs. Folks are screaming- so many people it sounds like a single voice. 

A girl falls behind me, stumbling forward and reaching for me as one of the 
regulator’s batons catches her on the back of the head with a sickening crack. I feel her fingers 
tighten momentarily on the cotton of my shirt, and I shake her off and keep mnning, pushing, 
squeezing forward. I have no time to be sorry and no time to be scared. I have no time to do 
anything but move, push, go, can’t think of anything but escape, escape, escape. 

The strange thing is that for a m in ute in the middle of all that noise and confusion, I 
see things super clearly, in slow motion, like I’m watching a film from a distance: I see a guard 
dog leap over a guy to my left; I see his knees buckle as he topples forward with the barest, 
tiniest noise, like a breath or a sigh, a crescent of blood spattering up from his neck, where the 
dog’s teeth tear into him. 

A girl with flashing blond hair goes down under the raiders’ clubs, and as I see the arc 
of her hair, fora second my heart goes still, and I think I’ve died; I think it’s all over. Then she 
twists her head my way, shouting, as the regulators get her with pepper spray, and I see that she 
isn’t Rachel, and relief mshes through me, a wave. 

More snapshots. A movie-only a movie. Not happening, could never really happen. A 
boy and a girl, fighting to make it into one of the side rooms, maybe thinking there’s an exit that 
way. 



The door is too small for both of them to enter at once. He is wearing a blue shirt that 
reads Pittsburgh NAVAL SCHOOL OF THE ARTS, and she has long red hair, bright as a flame. 
Only five minutes ago they were talking and laughing together, standing so close that if one of 
them had even tipped forward accidentally they might have kissed. 

Now they wrestle, but she is too small. She locks her teeth on his arm like a dog, like a 
wild thing; he roars, rages grab her by the shoulders, and slams her back against the wall, out of 
the way. 


She stumbles, falls, slipping, trying to stand up; one of the raiders, an enormous man 
with the reddest face I’ve ever seen, reaches down, knots his fingers around her ponytail, and 
hauls her to her feet. 

Naval Conservatory doesn’t get away either. Two raiders follow him, and as I run by- 
I hear the thud of their clubs, the mangled sound of screaming. 

They’ve got the place surrounded. And then the open back door rises in front of me- 
and beyond it- dark trees, the cool and whispering woods behind the house. If I can make it 
outside - if I can hide from the lights for long enough- animals, I think. We’re animals. People 
are shoving, pulling, using one another as shields as the raiders keep gaining, surging forward, 
swinging at us, dogs at our heels, batons whirling so close to my head I can feel the air 
whooshing on my neck as the wood twirls, twirls near the back of my skull. I think of searing 
pain, I thi nk of red. 

The crowd is thinning around me as the raiders advance. One by one people is 
screaming next to me-crack! And dropping, getting wrestled to the ground by three, four, five 
dogs. Screaming, screaming. Everyone screaming. 

Somehow, I have managed to avoid being caught, and I’m still rocketing through the 
narrow, creaking hallways, passing a blur of rooms, a blur of publics and raiders, more lights, 
more devastating windows, the sound of engines. I hear a dog barking behind me, and behind 
that, a raider’s pounding footsteps, gaining, gaining, a sharp voice yelling, ‘Halt!’ and I suddenly 
realize- I’m alone in the hallway. Fifteen more steps - then ten. If I can make it into the darkness- 


Five feet from the door and sudden, shooting pain rips through my leg. The dog has 
got its jaws around my calf, and I turn and that’s when 1 see him, the regulator with the massive 



red face, eyes glittering, smiling-oh, God, he’s smiling, he enjoys this-cluh raised, ready to swing, 
I close my eyes, think of pain as hig as the ocean, think of a hlood-red sea. Think of my mother. 

Then I’m being jerked to the side, and I hear a crack and a yelp, the regulator saying, 
‘Shit.’ The fire in my leg stops and the weight of the dog falls off, and there’s an arm around my 
waist and a voice in my ear-a voice so familiar in that moment it’s like I’ve been waiting forit all 
along like I’ve been hearing it forever in my dreams-breathing out: 

‘This way.’ Rachel keeps one arm around my waist, half carrying me. We’re in a 
different hallway now, this one smaller and empty. Every time I put weight on my right leg the 
pain flares up again, searing into my head. The raider is still behind us and pissed -Hanna must 
have pulled me to safety at just the right second, so the raider cracked down on his dog instead of 
my skull and I know I must be slowing Kellie down, but he doesn’t let me go, not for a second. 

‘In here,’ she says, and then we’re ducking into another room. We must be in a part of 
the house that wasn’t being used for the party. This room is pitch- black, although Rachel doesn’t 
slow down at all, just keeps going through the dark. I let the heaviness of his fingertips guide me- 
left, right, left, right. It smells like mold in here, besides approximately else- fresh paint, almost, 
and something smoky, like someone’s, been cooking here. But that’s impossible. These houses 
have been empty- for years. 

Behind us, the raider is stmggling in the dark. He bumps up against something and 
curses. A second later something crashes to the ground; glass shatters; more cursing. From the 
sound of his voice, I can tell that he’s falling behind. ‘Up,’ Kellie whispers, so quiet and so close 
it’s like I’ve only imagined it, and just like that he is lifting me, and I realize I’m going out a 
window, feel the rough wood of the windowsill grate against my back, land on my good foot on 
the soft, damp grass outside. 

Part: 8 

Photos of Madalyn or as we girl’s call here- Maddie! No makeup! Yet Maddie always 
looks gross- to me... ha- love- her too! 

Rachel- dick in a condom-1 think to myself- A second later Hanna follows 
soundlessly, materializing beside me in the dark. Though the air is hot, a breeze has picked up, 
and as it sweeps across my skin I could cry from gratitude and relief. 



But we’re not safe yet far from it. The darkness is mobile, twisting, alive with paths of 
light: Flashlights cut through the woods to our right and left, and in their glare, I see fleeing 
figures, lit up like ghosts like an angel like the dark that was Jenny, frozen for a moment in the 
beams. The screams continue, some only a few feet away, some so distant and forlorn you could 
mistake them for something else-for owls, maybe, hoot peacefully in their trees. 

Then Kellie sees Jenny all the time that way or, so she said, has taken my hand and 
we’re mnning again. Every single step on my right or left foot is a fire down below, a blade. I 
bite the inside of my cheeks to keep from crying out, as well as taste blood. It’s falling apart, and 
so overgrown with moss and climbing vines that even from a distance of only a few feet it 
appeared to be a tangle of bushes and trees. I do what he says without irresolute. A tiny wooden 
shed has appeared miraculously in the dark. I have to stoop to get inside, and when I do the smell 
of animal urine and the wet dog is so strong I almost gag. 

Confusion... Scenes from hell: floodlights from the road, shadows falling, bone¬ 
cracking, voices shattering apart, dissolving into silence. 

Tn here.’ Alex comes in behind me and shuts the door. I hear a mstling and see him 
kneeling, stuffing a blanket in the gap between the door and the ground. The blanket must be the 
source of the smell. It reeks. 

‘God,’ I whisper, the first thing I’ve said to him, cupping my hand over my mouth and 

nose. 


‘This way the dogs won’t pick up our scent,’ he whispers back matter-fact- like. 

I’ve never met someone so calm in my life. I think fleetingly that maybe the stories I 
heard when I was little where true-maybe Invalids are monsters, freaks. 

Then I feel embarrassed... He just saved my life. 

He saved my life-from the raiders. From the people who are supposed to protect us 
and keep us safe. From the people who are supposed to keep us safe from the people like Hanna 
or her. Nothing makes sense anymore. My head is spinning, and I feel dizzy. I stumble, bumping 
against the wall behind me, and Alex reaches up to steady me. 



‘Sit down,’ he says, in that same commanding voice he has been using all along. It’s 
comforting to listen to his low, forceful directives, to let myself go. I lower myself to the ground. 
The floor is damp and rough underneath me. 

The moon must have broken through the clouds; gaps in the walls and roof let in little 
spots of silvery light. I can just make out some shelves beyond Kellie or her or even her. head, a 
set of cans-paint, maybe? - Piled in one comer. Now that Hanna and I - Rachel, are both sitting 
there’s hardly any room left to maneuver-the whole stmcture is only a few feet wide. 

‘I’m going to take a look at your leg now, okay?’ He’s still whispering. I nod okay. 
Even when I’m sitting down, the dizziness doesn’t subside. He sits upon his knees and draws my 
leg into his lap. It’s not until he begins rolling up my pant leg that I feel how wet the fabric is 
against my skin. I must be bleeding. I bite my lip and press my back up hard against the wall, 
expecting it to hurt, but the feeling of his hands against my skin-cool and strong- somehow 
dampens the whole kit and caboodle, sliding across the pain like an eclipse blotting the moon 
dark. 


Once he has my pants rolled up to the knee, he tilts me gently, so he can see the back 
of my calf. I lean one elbow on the floor, feeling the room swaying. I must be bleeding a lot. 

She let your breath out suddenly, a quick sound between her teeth. 

‘Is it bad is it not?’ I say, too afraid to look. ‘Hold still,’ he says, like-1 know that it is 
bad, but he won’t tell me so, and at that moment I’m so flooded with gratitude for him and hatred 
for the people outside-hunters, primitives; with their sharp teeth and heavy sticks, and the air 
goes out of me- and I have to stmggle to breathe. 

I not so into Kellie as I am Hanna, you see that I love them both yet her more, do you 

get that. 

Yet we all want the same boy- so I do what I have too. 

It's nine inches cock- so yeah... ha- maybe be not-but you’ll never know. 

Hanna reaches into a comer of the shed without removing my leg from his lap. He 
fiddles with a box of some kind and metal latches creak open. A second later he’s hovering over 
my leg with a bottle. 



‘This is going to bum fora second,’ he says. Liquid splatters my skin, and the 
astringent smell of alcohol makes my nostrils flare. Flames lick up my leg and I nearly scream. 
Alex reaches out a hand, and without thinking I take it and squeeze. 

‘What is that?’ I force out through gritted teeth. 

‘Rubbing alcohol,’ he says. ‘Prevents infection.’ 

‘How did you know it was here?’ I ask, but he doesn’t answer. 

He draws his hand away from mine and I realize I’ve been grabbing on to him, hard. 
But I don’t have the energy to be embarrassed or afraid; The room seems to be pulsing, the half- 
darkness growing fuzzier. 

‘Shit,’ Kellie mutters. ‘You’re bleeding.’ 

‘It doesn’t hurt that much,’ I whisper, which is a lie. But he’s so calm, so together, it 
makes me want to act brave too. 

Everything has taken on a strange, distant quality-the sound of mnning and shouting 
outside get warped and weird like they’re being filtered through water, and Kellie looks miles 
away. I start to think I might be dreaming, or about to pass out. And then I decide I’m dreaming 
because as I’m watching, Kellie starts peeling her shirt off over her head. 

What are you doing? I almost scream. Kellie finishes shaking loose the shirt and 
begins tearing the fabric into long strips, shooting a nervous glance at the door and pausing to 
listen every time the cloth goes rip. 

Part: 9 

I’ve never in my whole life seen a guy without a shirt on, except for really little kids or 
from a distance on the beach, when I’ve been too afraid to look for fear of getting in trouble. 

Now I can’t stop staring. The moonlight just touches his shoulder blades so they glow 
slightly, like wingtips, like pictures of angels I’ve seen in textbooks. Hanna, she’s thin but 
muscular, too: When he moves, I can make out the lines of his arms and chest, so strangely, 
incredibly, beautifully different from a girl’s, a body that makes me think of running and being 



outside, of warmth and sweating. Heat starts beating through me, a thmmming feeling like a 
thousand tiny birds have been released in my chest. 

I’m not sure if it’s from the bleeding, but the room feels like it’s spinning so fast we’re 
in danger of flying out of it, both of us, getting thrown out into the night. Before, Kellie seemed 
far away. Now the room is full of him: He is so close I can’t breathe, can’t move or speak or 
thi nk . Every time he brushes me with his fingers, time seems to teeter for a second, like it is in 
danger of dissolving. The whole world is dissolving, I decide, except for us. Us. 

‘Hey.’ He reaches out and touches my shoulder, just for a second, but in that second 
my body shrinks down to that single point of pressure under his hand and glows with warmth. 
I’ve never felt like this, so cahn and peaceful. Maybe I’m dying... The idea doesn’t upset me, for 
some reason. It seems kind of funny. ‘You okay?’ ‘Fine.’ I start to giggle softly. ‘You’re naked.’ 

‘What?’ Even in the dark, I can tell he’s squinting at me. 

‘I’ve never seen a boy like-like that. 

With no shirt on. Not up close.’ He begins wrapping the shredded T-shirt around my 
leg carefully, tying it tight. ‘The dog got you good,’ he says. 

‘But this should stop the bleeding.’ The phrase stop- the bleeding sounds so clinical 
and scary it snaps me awake and helps me to focus. Kellie finishes tying off the makeshift 
bandage. Now the searing pain in my leg has been replaced by dull, throbbing pressure. Alex 
lifts my leg carefully out of his lap and rests, it on the ground. ‘Okay?’ he says, and I nod. 

Then he scoots around next to me, leaning back against the wall like I am so we’re 
sitting side by side, arms just touching at the elbows. I can feel the heat coming off his bare skin, 
and it makes me feel hot. I close my eyes and try not to think about how close we are, or what it 
would feel like to mn my hands over his shoulders and chest. 

Outside, the sounds of the raid grow more and more distant, the screams fewer, the 
voices fainter. The raiders must be passing on. I say a silent prayer that Hana managed to escape; 
the possibility that she didn’t is too terrible to contemplate. 

Still, Kellie and I don’t move. I’m so tired I feel like I could sleep forever. Home 
seems impossible, incomprehensibly far away, and I don’t see how I’ll ever make it back. Kellie 



starts speaking all at once, his voice a low, urgent rush: ‘Listen, Liv. What happened at the 
beach- I’m sorry? I should have told you sooner, but I didn’t want to frighten you away.’ ‘You 
don’t have to explain,’ I say. 

‘But I want to explain. I want you to know that I didn’t mean to-’ ‘Listen,’ I cut him 
off. ‘I’m not going to tell anyone, okay? I’m not going to get you in trouble or anything.’ She 
pauses. I feel him turn to look at me, but I keep my eyes fixed on the darkness in front of us. 

‘I don’t care about that,’ she says, lower. Another pause, and then: ‘I just don’t want 
you to hate me.’ Again, the room seems to be shrinking, closing in around us. I can feel his eyes 
on me like the hot pressure of touch, but I’m too afraid to look at him. I’m afraid that if I do. I’ll 
lose myself in his eyes, forget all the things I’m supposed to say. 

Outside, the woods have fallen silent. 

The raiders must have left. After a second the crickets begin singing all at once, 
warbling throatily, a great swelling of sound. 

‘Why do you care?’ I say, barely a whisper. 

‘I told you,’ he whispers back. I can feel his breath just tickling the space behind my 
ear, making the hair prick up on my neck. ‘I like you.’ 

‘You don’t know me,’ I say quickly. 

‘I want to, though.’ The room is spinning more and more quickly. I press up more 
confidently against the wall, trying to stable myself against the feeling of dizzying movement. 

It’s impossible: She has an answer for everything. It’s too quick. It must be a trick. I 
press my palms against the damp floor, taking comfort in the solidity of the rough wood. 

Part: 10 

‘Why me?’ 

I don’t mean to ask it, but the words slide out. ‘I’m nobody.’ I want to say. I’m 
nobody special, but the words dry up in my mouth. This is what I imagine it feels like to climb to 



the top of a mountain, where the air is so thin you can inhale and inhale and inhale and still feel 
like you can’t take a breath. 

Ray doesn’t answer, and I realize he doesn’t have an answer, just like I suspected- 
there’s no reason for it at all. He’s picked me at random, as a joke, or because he knew I’d be too 
scared to tell on him. 

‘My point is that it’s possible to get in and out. Difficult, but possible. I moved in with 
two strangers-supporters, both of them and was told to call them my aunt and uncle.’ He shrugs 
ever so slightly next to me. ‘I didn’t care. I’d never known my real parents, and I’d been raised 
by dozens of different aunts and uncles. It didn’t make a difference to me.’ 

But then he starts speaking. His story is so rapid and fluid you can tell he has thought 
about it a lot, the kind of story you tell over and over to yourself until the edges get all smoothed 
over. ‘I was bom in the Wilds. 

My mother died right afterward; my father’s death. He never knew he had a son. I 
lived there for the first part of my life, just kind of bouncing around. All the other’ - he hesitates 
slightly, and I can hear the grimace in his voice- ‘Invalids took care of me together. Like a 
community thing...’ 

Outside, the crickets pause temporarily in their song. For a second it’s like nothing bad 
has happened like nothing has happened tonight out of the ordinary at all-just another hot and 
lazy summer night, waiting for morning to peel it back. Pain knifes through me at that moment, 
but it has nothing to do with my leg. It strikes me how small everything is, our whole world, 
everything with meaning-our stores and our raids and our jobs and our lives, even. 

Meanwhile, the world just goes on the same as always, night cycling into day and back 
into the night, an endless circle; seasons shifting and reforming like a monster shaking off its 
skin and growing it again. 

Ray keeps talking. ‘I came into Pitt when I was ten, to join up with the resistance here. 

I won’t tell you how. It was complicated. I got an ID number; I got a new last name, a new home 
address. There are more of us than you think- Invalids, and supporters, too- more of us than 
anybody distinguish. We have people in the police force and all the municipal subdivisions. We 
have people in the labs, even.’ Goosebumps pop up all over my arms when he says this. 



I love her and him too what can Ido... 


I have fallen to them. 

The tied bit with me- at the top of your vag. do you ever just tickle and pull up where 
the hair and end and the shat starts, and it pulls the hood up some and feels so good? Just the tip 
poops out a little, do you do that? 

Part: 11 

Anne’s face turned colors, as though Maggie was watching her on a screen and 
someone had just adjusted the contrast. ‘You’re - you’re joking.’ 

Maggie managed to shake her head. 

‘How?’ Anne said. 

Before Maggie could speak, Joh- John cut in, ‘It was my fault.’ At last, Maggie found 

her voice. 


‘No. Joh- John had nothing to do with it. It was me. It was - the game.’ 

‘The game?’ Anne squinted at Maggie as she’d never seen her before. ‘The game?’ 
‘Terror,’ Maggie said. Her voice was hoarse. ‘I opened the gates... I must have forgotten to lock 
them again.’ For a second, Anne was silent. Her face was awful to see: white and ghastly. 
Horrified. 


‘But I was the one who told her to do it,’ Joh- John said suddenly. ‘It’s my fault... ’ 

No.’ Maggie was embarrassed that Joh- John felt he had to stand up for her, even as 
she was grateful to him. ‘He had nothing to do with it.’ 

‘I did.’ Joh- John’s voice got louder. 

He was sweating. ‘I told her to do it. I told all of them to do it. I started the fire at the 
Graybill place. I’m the one.’ 


His voice broke. He turned to Maggie. 



His eyes were pleading, desperate. ‘I’m a judge. That’s what I wanted to tell you. 
That’s what I wanted to explain. What you saw the other day, with Vivian -’ He didn’t finish. 

Maggie couldn’t speak either. She felt like time had stopped; they were all 
transformed into statues. Joh- John’s words were sifting through her like snow, freezing her 
insides, her ability to speak. 

Impossible... Not Joh- John. He hadn’t even wanted her to play... 

‘I don’t believe it.’ She heard the words, and only then realized she was speaking. 

‘It’s tme... ’ Now he turned back to Anne. ‘It wasn’t Maggie’s fault. You have to 
believe me.’ Anne brought her hand briefly to her forehead, as though pressing back pain. 

She closed her eyes... Lily was still standing several feet away, shifting her weight, 
anxious and silent. Anne opened her eyes again. ‘We need to call the police,’ she said quietly. 
‘They’ll need to put out the alert.’ 

Joh- John nodded. But for a second no one moved. Maggie wished Anne would yell-it 
would be so much easier. 

And Joh- John’s words kept swirling through her: I told her to do it. I told all of them 

to do it. 


‘Come on, Lily,’ Anne said. 

‘Come inside with me.’ Maggie started to follow them into the house, but Anne 
stopped her. ‘You wait out here,’ she said sharply. ‘We’ll talk in a bit.’ 

Her words brought little knife aches of pain to Maggie’s stomach. It was all over. 
Anne would hate her now. Lily shot Maggie a worried glance and then hurried after Anne. Joh- 
John and 


Maggie was left standing alone in the yard, as the sun pushed through the clouds and 
the day transformed into a microscope, focusing its heat. 

‘I’m sorry, Maggie,’ Joh- John said. ‘I couldn’t tell you. I wanted to-you to have to 


know that. But the mles-’ 



‘The rules?’ she repeated. The anger was bubbling up from a crack opening inside her. 
‘You lied to me. About everything. You told me not to play, and all this time.’ 

‘I was trying to keep you safe,’ he said. ‘And when I knew you would not back down, 

I tried to help you. 

Whenever I could, I tried.’ Joh- John had moved closer and his arms where out-he was 
reaching for her. She took a step backward. 

‘You almost got me killed,’ she said. ‘The gun- if it wasn’t for Marcel.’ 

‘I told Marcel to do it,’ Joh- John cut in. ‘I made sure of it.’ Click-click-click. 

Memories slotted together: Joh- John insisting on taking the shortcut that led past Trigger-Happy 
Jack’s house. The fireworks at the Graybill house on the Fourth of July, which Joh- John made 
sure she would see. 

A clue: fire. 

‘You have to believe me, Maggie. 

I never meant to lie to you.’ 

‘So why did you do it, Joh- John?’ 

Maggie crossed her arms. She didn’t want to listen to him. She wanted to be angry. 

She wanted to give in to the black tide, let it suck away all her other thoughts about the tigers, 
about how badly she had disappointed Aime, about how she would be homeless again. 

‘What did you need to prove so badly, huh?’ More parts of her were flaking off. Crack. 
‘That you’re better than us? Smarter than us? We get it, okay? You’re leaving.’ Crack. ‘You’re 
getting out of here. That makes you smarter than the whole fucking rest of us put together.’ Joh- 
John’s mouth was as thin as a line. ‘You know what your problem is?’ he said quietly. ‘You 
want everything to be shitty. You have a sister who loves you. Friends who love you. I love you, 
Maggie.’ He said it recklessly, in a mumble, and she could not even be happy, for the reason that, 
he kept going. 

‘You’ve endured almost everyone in Fear. But all you see is the crap. So, you don’t 
have to believe in anything. So, you’ll have an excuse to fail.’ Crack. Maggie turned around, so 



if she started crying again, he wouldn’t see. But she realized she had nowhere to go. There was 
the house, the high bowl of the sky, the sun like a laser. 

And she, Maggie, had no place in any of it. The last bits of her broke apart, opened 
like a wound: she was all hurt and anger. 

‘You know what I wish? I wish you were gone already.’ 

She thought he might start yelling. She was almost hoping he would. But instead, he 
just sighed and mbbed his forehead. ‘Look, Maggie. I don’t want to fight with you. I want you to 
understand-’ 

‘Didn’t you hear me? Just go. 

Leave... Get out of here.’ She swiped at her eyes with the palm of her hand. His voice 
was screaming in her head. You want everything to be shitty - so you’ll have an excuse to fail. 

‘Maggie.’ Joh- John put a hand on her shoulder, and she shook him off. 

‘1 don’t know how many other ways I can say it.’ Joh- John hesitated. She felt him 
close to her, felt the warmth of his body, like a comforting force, like a blanket. For one wild 
second, she thought he would refuse, he would turn around and hug her and tell her he was never 
leaving. For one wild second, it was what she wanted more than anything. Instead, she felt his 
fingers just graze her elbow. 

‘I did it for you,’ he said in a low voice. ‘I was planning to give you the money.’ His 
voice cracked a little. ‘Everything I’ve ever done is for you, Maggie.’ Then he was gone. He 
turned around, and by the time she couldn’t stand it anymore and her legs were about to give out 
and the anger had turned to eight different tides pulling her to pieces, and she thought to turn 
around and call out for him-by then he was in the car and couldn’t hear her. 

It was an upside-down day for Carp. Joh- John Marks turned himself into the police 
for the murder of Little Kelly- even though, as it turned out, Little Kelly hadn’t been killed in the 
fire at the Graybill house. 

Still, no one could believe it: Joh- John Marks, that nice kid from down the way, 
whose dad had a frame shop over in Hudson. Shy kid. One of the good ones. At the police station, 



Joh- John denied the fire had anything to do with Panic. A prank, he said. Upside down and 
inside out. 


Sign of themessed-up times we’re living in. That night, Kirk Finnegan came outside 
when his dogs began to go crazy. He was carrying a rifle, suspecting drunk kids or maybe his 
piece-of-shit neighbor, who’d recently started parking on Kirk’s property and couldn’t be 
convinced that it wasn’t his right. Instead, he saw a tiger. 

A f*eking tiger, right there in his yard, with its enormous mouth around one of Kirk’s 
cocker spaniels. 

He thought he was dreaming, hallucinating, drunk. He was so scared he peed in his 
boxer shorts and didn’t notice until later. 

He acted without thinking, swung the rifle up, fired four shots straight into the tiger’s 
flank, kept firing, even after it collapsed... 

Even after by some grace-of-God miracle its jaws went slack, and his spaniel got to 
his feet and started barking again-kept firing, because those eyes kept staring at him, dark as an 
accusation or a lie. 

Part: 12 

TUESDAY, 

AUGUST 16 

Maggie- 

MAGGIE HAD SUCCESSFULLY MANAGED TO AVOID talking to Anne for a 
whole day. 

After her fight with Joh- John, she had walked two miles to the gully, and spent the 
afternoon cursing and throwing rocks at random things (street signs, when there were any; 
fences; and abandoned cars.) 

His words played on endless repeat in her head. You want everything to be shitty - so 
you’ll have an excuse to fail. 



Unfair, she wanted to scream. But a second, smaller voice in her head said. True. 


Those two words -unfair and true-pinged back and forth in her head, like her mind, 
was a giant Ping-Pong table. By the time she returned from the gully, it was evening and both 
Anne and Lily were gone. 

She was seized with a sudden and irrational fear that Anne had taken Lily back to 
‘Fresh Pines’. Then she saw a note on the kitchen table. 

Grocery store, it said simply. 

It was only seven-thirty, but Maggie curled up in bed, under the covers, despite the 
stifling heat, and waited for sleep to put a stop to the Ping-Pong game in her mind. 

Nonetheless, when she woke up early when the sun was still making its first, tentative 
entry into the room, poking like an exploratory animal through the blinds -she knew there was no 
avoiding it anymore. 

Overnight, the Ping-Pong game had been resolved, and the word true had appeared 

victorious. 


What Joh- John had said was true. She felt even worse than she had the day before, 
which she had not believed was possible. 

Aheady, she could hear Anne noises from downstairs: the clink-clink-clink of dishes 
coming out of the dishwasher, the squeak of the old wooden floorboards. 

When waking up in ‘Fresh Pines’ to the usual explosion of sounds-cars backfiring, 
people yelling, doors banging and dogs barking and loud music-she had dreamed of just this kind 
of home, where mornings where quiet and mothers did dishes and got up early and then yelled at 
you to get up. 

Funny how in such a short time, Anne’s house had become more like home than 
‘Fresh Pines’ had ever been. And she had ruined it. Another truth... 

By the time she came downstairs, Anne was on the porch. She called, Maggie out to 
her immediately, and Maggie knew: this was it. 



Maggie was shocked to see a squad car parked some little ways down the drive, half 
pulled off into the underbrush. The cop was outside, leaning his butt against the hood of the car, 
drinking a coffee and smoking. 

‘What’s he doing here?’ Maggie said, forgetting for a moment to be scared. Anne was 
sitting on the porch swing without swinging. Her knuckles around her mug of tea were very 
white. 


‘They think the other one might come back.’ She looked down. ‘The ASPCA would at 
least use a stun gun... ’ ‘The other one?’ Maggie said. ‘You didn’t hear?’ Anne said. And she 
told her; about Kirk Finnegan and his dog and the gunshots, twelve in total. 

By the time she was done, Maggie’s mouth was as dry as sand. She wanted to hug 
Anne, but she was paralyzed, unable to move. 

Anne shook her head. She kept her eyes on the mug of tea; she hadn’t yet taken a sip. 

‘I know it was irresponsible, keeping them here.’ When she finally looked up, Maggie saw she 
was trying not to cry. ‘I just wanted to help. It was Larry’s dream, you know. Those poor cats. 
Did you know there are only thirty-two hundred tigers left in the wild? And I don’t even know 
which one was killed.’ 

‘Anne.’ Maggie finally found her voice. Even though she was standing, she felt like 
she was shrinking from the inside out until she was little-kid-sized. 

‘I’m so, so, so sorry.’ Anne shook her head. ‘You shouldn’t be playing Panic,’ she 
said, and her voice momentarily held an edge. 

‘I’ve heard too much about that game. People have died. But I don’t blame you,’ she 
added. Her voice softened again. 

‘You’re not very happy, are you?’ Maggie shook her head. She wanted to tell Anne 
everything: about how she’d been dumped by Matt just when she was ready to say I love you; 
about how she realized now she hadn’t loved him at all, because she had always been in love 
with Joh- John; about her fears that she would never get out of Carp and it would eat her up, 
swallow her as it had her mom, turn her into one of those brittle, bitter women who are old and 
drug-eaten and done at twenty-nine. 



But she couldn’t speak. There was a thick knot in her throat. 


‘Come here. ’ Anne patted the swing next to her. And then, when Maggie sat down, 
she was shocked: Anne put her arms around her. 

And all of a sudden Maggie was crying into her shoulder, saying, ‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry. 
I’m so sorry.’ ‘Maggie.’ Anne pulled away but kept one hand on Maggie’s shoulder. With her 
other hand, she bmshed the hair back from Maggie’s face, where it was sticking to her skin. 
Maggie was too upset to be embarrassed. ‘Listen to me. 

I’m not sure what this means for you and Lily. What I - did-keeping the tigers here - 
was illegal. If your mom wants to make a big deal out of it if the county wants the police might 
force you to go home. I’ll do everything I can to keep you here for as long as you and Lily want 
to stay, but-’ Maggie nearly choked. ‘You-you're not kicking me out?’ 

Anne stared at her. ‘Of course not.’ ‘But-’ Maggie couldn’t believe it. She must have 
misheard. ‘I was the one who let the tigers out. It’s all my fault.’ 

Anne rubbed her eyes and sighed. Maggie never thought of Anne as old, but at that 
moment, she truly looked at it. 

Her fingers were brittle and sun-spotted, her hair a dull and uniform gray. 

Someday she would die. Maggie’s throat was still thick from crying, and she 
swallowed the feeling. 

‘You know, Maggie, I was with my husband for thirty years. Since we were kids. 

When we first got together, we had nothing. We spent our honeymoon hitchhiking in California, 
camping out. 

We could not afford anything else. And some years were very hard. He could be 

moody...’ 


She made a restless motion with her hands. ‘My point is, when you love someone, 
when you care for someone, you have to do it through the good and the bad. Not just when 
you’re happy and it’s easy. Do you understand?’ 



Maggie nodded, she felt as though there was a glass ball on her chest- something 
delicate and lovely gorgeous that might shatter and crack if she said the wrong word if she 
disturbed the balance in any way. 

‘So - you’re not mad at me?’ she asked. Anne half laughed. ‘Of course, I’m mad at 
you,’ she said. ‘But that doesn’t mean I don’t want you to stay. That doesn’t mean I’ve stopped 
caring.’ Maggie looked down at her hands. Once again, she was too overwhelmed to speak. 

She felt as though, just for a second, she had understood something vastly important, 
had had a glimpse of it: love, pure and simple and undemanding. 

‘What’s going to happen?’ she said, after a minute. 

‘I don’t know.’ Anne reached over and took one of Maggie’s hands. She squeezed... 
‘It’s okay to be scared, Maggie,’ she said, in a low voice, like she was telling her a secret. 

Maggie thought of Joh- John, and the fight she’d had with Nat. She thought about 
everything that had happened over the summer, all of the changes and tension and weird shifts, 
as though the air was blowing from somewhere unfamiliar. ‘I’m scared all the time,’ she 
whispered. 

‘You’d be an idiot if you weren't,’ Anne said. ‘And you wouldn’t be brave, either.’ 
She stood up. ‘Come on. I’m going to put the kettle on. This tea is ice cold.’ Joh- John had, for 
the most part, come clean to the police. He’d been questioned for the better part of three hours 
and had at last been released back home to his father, pending official charges. 

But he’d lied about one thing. The game wasn’t over. There were still three players 

left. 


It was time for the final challenge. 
It was time for Joust. 

Part: 13 
THURSDAY, 


AUGUST 18 



Marcel- 


Marcel KNEW IT WAS JUST A MATTER OF TIME before Job- John came to see 
him. He didn’t wait long. 

Just three days after Joh- John had turned himself into the police for the Graybill fire, 
Marcel came home from work and spotted Joh- John’s car. 

He wasn’t outside, though; Marcel was surprised to see that Dayna had let him in. Joh- 
John was sitting on the couch, hands on his knees, knees practically to his chin, he was so tall, 
and the couch was so low. And Dayna was reading in the comer like it was normal like they 
were friends. 

‘Hey,’ Marcel said. Joh- John stood up, looking relieved. ‘Let’s go outside, okay?’ 
Dayna looked at Marcel suspiciously. He could tell she was waiting for a sign, an indication that 
everything was okay. But he refused to give it to her. She had betrayed him-by changing, by 
suddenly flipping the script. Panic had been their game, a plan they had made together, a shared 
desire for revenge. 

He knew that nothing could bring his sister back, and that, hurting Ray, or even killing 
him, would not restore Dayna’s legs. But that was the whole point: Ray and Luke Hanrahan had 
stolen something Marcel could never get back. 

So-o - Marcel was going to steal something from them. Now that Dayna was shifting, 
turning into someone he didn’t know or recognize-telling him he was immature, criticizing him 
for playing, spending all her time with Ricky-he felt it even more strongly. It wasn’t fair. It was 
all their fault. 

Someone had to pay. Outside, he gestured for Joh- John to follow him into Meth Row. 
For once, there were signs of life here. Several people were sitting out on their sagging porches, 
smoking, drinking beers. One woman had snaked a TV out into the front yard with her. Everyone 
was hoping to catch a glimpse of the tiger; in just a few days, it had become an obsession. 

‘I’m out, you know,’ Joh- John said abmptly. ‘I won’t get my cut or anything. 

It was all pointless.’ His voice was bitter. Marcel felt almost bad for him. He 
wondered why Joh- John had ever agreed to judge, to go along with it. Or why anyone else 



agreed to it, for that matter. Maybe all of them- the players, the judges, -Digging, even had their 
secrets. Maybe the money was only part of it, and the stakes were much higher for each of them. 

Marcel said, ‘We’re almost at the end. Why back out now?’ 

‘I don’t have a choice. I broke the rules. I talked.’ Joh- John took off his hat, ran a 
hand through his hair, then smashed his hat back on. ‘Besides, I hate it. I always have. F*cking 
Fear... 


It drives people crazy. It is crazy. I only did it because-’ He looked down at his hands. 

‘I wanted to give Maggie my cut,’ he said quietly. ‘When she started playing, I had to keep going. 
To help her. 

And keep her safe.’ Marcel said nothing. In a screwed - up way, they were both acting 
out of love. Marcel felt sad that he hadn’t gotten to know Joh- John better. There was so much he 
regretted. Not spending more time with Maggie, for example. They could have been real friends. 

And Nat, of course. He’d royally screwed things up with her. He wondered if all of 
life would be like this: regret piled on regret. 

‘Did you ever do something bad fora good reason?’ Joh- John blurted out suddenly. 

Marcel almost laughed. Instead,he simply answered, ‘Yes...!’ 

‘So, what does that make us?’ 

Joh- John said. ‘Good, or bad?’ Marcel shrugged. ‘Both, I guess,’ he said. ‘Like 
everybody else.’ He felt a sudden pang of guilt. What he was doing -what he wanted to do to 
Ray-was bad. Worse than anything he’d ever done. 

Nevertheless, there was that old saying: an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. That’s 
all he was doing. Getting even. 

After all, he wasn’t the one who had started this. 

Joh- John turned to him and stopped walking. ‘I need to know what you’re going to 
do,’ he said. Joh- John looked so lost, standing there with his big arms and legs as if he didn’t 
know how to work them. 



‘I’m going to keep playing,’ Marcel said quietly. ‘We’re almost done. But not quite, 

not yet...’ 

Job- John exhaled loudly, as though Marcel had just punched him in the stomach, even 
though he must have been expecting it. And Marcel suddenly knew how he could make Joh- 
John feel better, how he could do something good for a change, and how he could make sure that 
Ray lost. 

‘I can keep Maggie safe,’ Marcel said. Joh- John stared at him. ‘I can make sure she 
doesn’t go up against Ray. I’ll make sure she doesn’t get hurt. Deal?’ Joh- John watched him for 
several long minutes. 

Marcel could tell he was stmggling with something; he probably didn’t trust- Marcel 
completely. Marcel couldn’t blame him. 

‘What do I have to do?’ Joh- John said. 

Marcel felt a weight lift from his chest. One step closer. Everything was slotting into 

place. 

‘A car,’ he said. ‘I need to borrow a car.’ 

Marcel had been worried Maggie wouldn’t listen to him. After all, he was the one 
who’d told her all deals where off, no splits. However, when he asked her to meet him at Dot’s, 
she agreed. It was ten p.m. the only time the dinner was ever empty, in between the dinner rush 
and the late-night crowd when couples blasted from the bar next door came in for pancakes and 
coffee to sober them up. 

He explained what he needed her to do. She’d ordered a coffee, made it light with 
cream. Now she stared at him mid-sip. 

She set her cup back down. 

‘You’re asking me to lose?’ she said. 

‘Keep your voice down,’ Marcel said. His mom had worked the early shift and was 
probably out with Bill Kelly-they were practically goddamn inseparable at this, point-but he 



knew everyone else in Dot’s. Including Ricky, whom he could see every time the kitchen door 
opened and closed, grinning and waving at him like an idiot. 

Marcel had to admit the kid was pretty nice. He’d already sent out a free grilled cheese 
and some mozzarella sticks. 

‘Look, you don’t want to go up against Ray, do you? The kid’s a beast.’ Marcel felt a 
tightening in his throat. He thought about why he was doing this- thought about Dayna wheeled 
home for the first time, Dayna falling out of bed in the night and crying for help, unable to climb 
back into bed. Dayna wheeling around, hopped up on pain meds, practically- comatose. And 
even though she’d seemed better and happier lately- hopeful, even he, Marcel, would never- ever 
forget. ‘He’ll knock you off the road, Maggie. You’ll end up losing anyway.’ 

She made a face but said nothing. 

He could tell she was thinking about it. 

‘If we play it my way, you still win,’ he said, leaning over the table, tacky from years 
of accumulated grease. 

‘We split the money. And nobody gets hurt.’ Except for Ray. She was quiet fora 
minute. Her hair was swept back into a ponytail, and she was flushed from a summer outside. All 
her freckles had kind of merged into a tan. She looked pretty. He wished he could tell her that he 
thought she was great. That he was sorry they had never been closer. 

That he had fallen for her best friend and had messed it up. 

But none of that mattered now. 

‘Why?’ she asked finally, turning back to him. Her eyes were clear, gray-sh green, like 
an ocean reflecting the sky. 

‘Why do you want it so bad? It’s not even the money, is it? It’s about the win. It’s 
about beating Ray.’ 

‘Don’t worry about it,’ Marcel said a little roughly. The kitchen doors swung open 
again and there was Ricky, his cook’s whites streaked with marinara sauce and grease, grinning 



and giving him the thumbs-up. Jesus. Did Ricky think he was on a date? He turned his attention 
back to Maggie. ‘Listen. I promised Joh- John I would-’ 

‘What’s Joh- John got to do with it?’ she asked sharply, cutting him off. 

‘Everything,’ Marcel said. He drained his Coke glass of ice, enjoying the bum on his 
tongue. ‘He wants you to be safe.’ 

Maggie looked away again. ‘How do I know I can tmst you?’ she said finally. 

‘That’s the thing about tmst.’ He cmnched an ice cube between his teeth. 

‘You don’t know.’ 

She stared at him fora long second. 

‘All right,’ she said finally. ‘I’ll do it.’ Outside, at the edge of the parking lot, the trees 
were dancing in the wind. Some of the leaves had already begun to turn. Gold ate up their edges. 
Others were splotched with red, as though diseased. Less than three weeks until Labor Day and 
the official end of summer. 

Besides only a week until the showdown. After saying goodbye to Maggie, Marcel 
didn’t go home straight away but spent some time walking the streets. He smoked two cigarettes, 
not because he wanted them, but because, he was enjoying the dark and the quiet and the cool 
wind, the smells of autumn coming: a clean smell, a wood smell, like a house newly swept and 
sprayed down. 

He wondered whether the tiger was still loose. It must be; he hadn’t heard anything 
about its capture. He half hoped he would see it, and half feared he would. 

All in all, the conversation with Maggie had gone easier than he’d expected. He was 

so close. 


Rigging the explosion, he knew, would be the hard part. 
Part: 14 


MONDAY, 



AUGUST 22 


Maggie- 

IN THE DAYS FOLLOWING THE 

TIGERS’ ESCAPE, MAGGIE was so- anxious she couldn’t sleep. She kept expecting 
Krista to show up with some court order, demanding that Lily return home. Or, even worse, for 
the cops or the ASPCA to show up and haul Anne off to jail. 

What would she do then? But as more days passed, she relaxed. Maybe Krista realized 
she was happier with her daughters out of the house. That she wasn’t meant to be a mother. All 
the things Maggie had heard her say a million times. And although the cops floated in and out, 
still trying to locate the second tiger, still patrolling Anne’s property, and the ASPCA showed up 
to verify the conditions of the other animals and make sure they were all legal, Anne wasn’t 
clapped in handcuffs and dragged away, as Maggie had feared. 

Maggie knew, deep down, that her situation at Anne’s was temporary. She couldn’t 
stay here forever. In the fall, Lily had to go back to school. Anne was floating them, paying for 
them, but how long would that last? Maggie had to get a job, pay Anne back, do something. She 
just kept clinging to the hope that Panic would fix it: that with the money she earned, even if she 
had to split it with Marcel, she could rent a room from Anne or get her own space with Lily. 

The longer she stayed away from ‘Fresh Pines,’ the more certain she became: she 
would never, ever go back there. 

She belonged here, or somewhere like it somewhere with space, where no neighbors 
were crawling up your butt all the time and there was no shouting, no sounds of bottles breaking 
and people blasting music all night. Somewhere between animals and big trees and that fresh 
smell of hay and poop that somehow wasn’t unpleasant. It was amazing how much she loved 
making the rounds, cleaning out the chicken coop and bmshing the horses down and even 
sweeping the stalls. It was amazing, too, how good it felt to be wanted somewhere. 

Because, Maggie believed, now, what Anne had said to her. Anne cared. Maybe even 
loved her, a little bit. 


Which changed everything. 



Three days until the final challenge. Now that Maggie knew how it would go down- 
that she would only be called on to lose in the first round of Joust, to Marcel-she felt incredibly 
relieved. The first thing she was going to do with the money bought Lily a new bike, which she’d 
been eyeing when they took a trip to Target the other day. 

No! First, she would give Anne some money, and then she would buy a bike. 

And then maybe a nice sundress for herself, and some strappy leather sandals. 
Something pretty to wear when she finally worked up the courage to talk to Joh- John-if she did. 

She fell asleep and dreamed of him. He was standing with her on the edge of the water 
tower, telling her to jump, jump. Beneath her-far beneath her- was a swollen msh of water, 
interspersed with bright white lights, like unblinking eyes pasted in the middle of all that black 
water. 


He kept telling her not to be afraid, and she didn’t want to tell him she was terrified, so 
weak she couldn’t move. Then Marcel was there. ‘How are you going to win if you’re scared of 
the jump?’ he was saying. Suddenly Joh- John was gone, and the ledge under her feet wasn’t 
metal, but a kind of wood, half-rotten, unstable. 

Boom! 

Marcel was swinging at it with a baseball bat, whittling away the wood, sending 
showers of splinters down toward the water. Boom. ‘Jump, Maggie.’ Boom. ‘Maggie.’ 

‘Maggie...’ 

Maggie woke up to double-ness- Lily whispering her name urgently, standing in the 
space between their beds; and also, like an echo, a voice from outside. 

‘Maggie Lynn!’ the voice cried. Boom. The sound of a fist on the front door. ‘Get 
down here! Get down here so I can talk to you.’ ‘Mom,’ Lily said, just as Maggie placed the 
voice. Lily’s eyes were wide. 

‘Get in bed, Lily,’ Maggie said. She was awake in an instant. She checked her phone. 
1:14 a.m. In the hall, a small fissure of light was showing underneath Anne’s bedroom door. 



Maggie heard sheets rustling. So, she’d been woken too. The banging was still going, 
and the muffled cries of ‘Maggie! 

I kn ow you’re in there. You going to ignore your mother?’ Even before reaching the 
door, Maggie knew her mom was drunk. The porch light was on. When she opened the door, her 
mom was standing with one hand to her eyes, like she was shielding them from the sun. She was 
a mess. 


Hair frizzy; shirt so low Maggie could see all the wrinkles of her cleavage and the 
white half-moons where her bikini had prevented a tan; jeans with stains; enormous wedge heels. 
She was having trouble standing in one place and kept taking miniature steps for balance. 

‘What the hell are you doing here?’ ‘What am I doing here?’ She slurred... ‘What are 
you doing here?’ ‘Leave.’ Maggie took a step onto the porch, hugging herself. ‘You have no 
right to be here. You have no right to come barging.’ 

‘Right? Right? I got every right.’ Her mom took an unsteady step forward, trying to 
move past her. Maggie blocked her, grateful, for the first time, that she was so big. Krista started 
shouting, 


‘Lily! Lily Anne! Where are you, baby?’ 

‘Stop it.’ Maggie tried to grab Krista by the shoulders, but her mom reeled away from 
her, swatting her hand. 

‘What’s going on?’ Anne had appeared behind them, blinking, wearing an old 
bathrobe. ‘Maggie? Is everything okay?’ 

‘You.’ Krista took two steps forward before Maggie could stop her. 

‘You stole my babies.’ She was weaving, swaying on her shoes. ‘You a mother 
fucking bitch, I should-’ 

‘Mom, stop!’ Maggie hugged herself tightly, trying to keep her insides together, trying 
to keep everything from spilling out. 


And Anne was saying, ‘Okay, let’s calm down, let’s everyone cahn down.’ 



Hands up, like she was trying to keep Krista at bay. 


‘I don’t need to cahn down-’ 

‘Mom, stop it!’ 

‘Get out of my way-’ 

‘Hold on, just hold on.’ And then a voice from the darkness beyond the porch: ‘What’s 
the trouble?’ A flashlight clicked on, just as the porch light went off. It swept over all of them in 
turn, like a pointed finger. Someone emerged from the dark, came heavily up the stairs, as the 
porch light, in response to his movement, clicked on again. The rest of them were momentarily 
frozen. Maggie had forgotten there was a patrol car parked in the woods. The cop was blinking 
rapidly like he’d been sleeping. 

‘The problem,’ Krista said, ‘is that this woman has my babies. She stole them.’ The 
cop’s jaw was moving rhythmically like he was chewing gum. 

His eyes moved from Krista to Maggie, to Anne, then back again. His jaw hinged left, 
right. Maggie held her breath. 

‘That your car, ma’am?’ he said finally, jerking his head over his shoulder, where 
Krista’s car was parked. 

Krista looked at it. Looked back at him. Something flickered in her eyes. 

‘Yeah, so?’ 

He kept chewing, watching her. 

‘Legal limit .08.’ ‘I’m not dmnk.’ Krista’s voice was rising. ‘I’m as sober as you are.’ 
‘You mind stepping over here for a minute?’ Maggie found herself ready to throw her arms 
around his neck and say tha nk you. She wanted to explain, but her breath was lodged in her 
throat. 


‘I do mind.’ Krista sidestepped the cop as he took a step toward her. She nearly 
stumbled over one of the flowerpots. He reached out and grabbed her elbow. She tried to shake 
him off. 



‘Ma’am, please. If you could just walk this way-’ 


‘Let go of me.’ Maggie watched it in slow motion. 

There was a swell of noise. Shouting. And Krista was swinging her arm, bringing her 
fist to the officer’s face. The punch seemed amplified by a thousand: a ringing, hollow noise. 

And then time sped forward again, and the cop was twisting Krista’s arms behind her 
as she bucked and writhed like an animal. ‘You are under arrest for assaulting a police officer.’ 

‘Let go...!’ 

‘You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against 
you in a court of law.’ 

She was like- handcuffed. Maggie didn’t know whether to feel relieved or terrified. 
Maybe both, Krista was still shouting at the cop led her off the porch, toward the squad car¬ 
calling up to Lily, screaming about her rights. Then she was in the car and the door closed and 
there was silence, except for the engine running on, the spit of gravel as the cop turned a circle. 
A sweep of headlights. Then darkness. The porch light had gone off again. 

-And- 

Maggie was shaking. When she could finally speak, the only thing she could say was: 
‘I hate her.’ Then again: ‘I hate her.’ 

‘Come on, sweetie.’ Anne put her arm around Maggie’s shoulders. ‘Let’s go inside.’ 

Maggie exhaled some, she let the anger go with it. They stepped into the house 
together, into the coolness of the hall, the patterns of shadow and moonlight that already looked 
familiar. 


She thought of Krista, raging away in the back of a cop car. Her stomach started to 
unknot. Now everyone would know the truth: how Krista was, and what Maggie and Lily were 
escaping. 


Anne squeezed Maggie. ‘It’s going to be okay,’ she said. ‘You’re going to be okay.’ 



Maggie looked at her. She managed a smile. ‘I know,’ she said. The end of August 
was the saddest time of the year in Carp. 

Maybe the saddest time everywhere? Every year, no matter what the weather, the 
public pools were suddenly clogged with people, the parks carpeted in picnic blankets and beach 
towels, the road packed bumper-to-bumper with weekenders descending on Copake Lake. 

A shimmering veil of exhaust hung over the trees, intermingling with the smell of 
charcoal and smoke from a hundred fire pits. It was the final, explosive demonstration of 
summer, the line in the sand, a desperate attempt to hold fall... 

This is the first thing you’ll open up, don’t let it stop you unless your saying you can’t 
handle the fact that you’re being a teen girl hypocrite, remember were just girls being girls and 
that the next page is going to make you judge me... 

Yet should I judge you first if you close the book of my life, yet, if you think about it- 
you’re a girl, and at some point, in your day you would like me, and looking up to your hero- just 
like me, and she will always he. 

This is my disclaimer now- if you don’t want to know me over me being me, then go 
away... yet, I am sure you’ll like me, and then maybe not- it’s up to you. 

You’ll understand by the end... 

‘Say HELLO to my sister! ’ 

(picture this... She has her hand up in this photo- not looking a day over pubescent- 
yet she thinks she is a hot woman- and to me being a woman means you either have been 
penetrated, or you have hardcore intercourse, her eyes flirty her top pushed up showing her 
mosquito, she calls boobs, she waving like a dumb but, and a sinful smile, and the tucked tight 
line she calls her goodies and the bean that looks like there is too much hanging from it.) 



Nevaeh 


Book: 23 


Kiss me Here 


Part- 1 

I - Karly Make $10;000 a week just making cummie on cam! Other jobs can go suck 
it! That is $400 a day, and like 3 shows- so about 5 times making cummie!! 

Part- 2 

Here are the facts. 

• When you look bored; you are much less likely to make any money because your 
guests will get bored along with you. 

• With the proper equipment; training, and attitude - a new model does have the 
potential to start off making anywhere from $20 - $40 per hour. 

• I read all the tips I could find before I started, and I did my best to have a good setup. 
During my first week on cam; I was shy and awkward - and I averaged about $13 per hour. 

• The better looking; she is; the easier it will be starting. 

• In the long run; though; a great personality is much more important to the longevity 
of her career as a webcam model. 


The more a camgirl is willing to do on cam; the higher her earning potential will be. 



• If she’s not willing to do some X rated performances; she will have a harder time 
starting. That does not mean it’s impossible; as of course there are fetishes and niches out there 
that are in high demand as well. It’s just a matter of finding her audience. 

• Consistent earnings come from sticking to a consistent schedule and working toward 
developing a solid fan base. 

Tip #1 

New Model Status- Take Advantage of Extra Promotion 

The promotion period varies from site to site; so, pay attention when you’re setting up 
your account. 

Streamate - 30 days 

Chaturbate - 7 days 

These examples are current while I’m writing this, but you should always cross- 
reference in case they become outdated. 

The key to your success as a webcam model is your fan base. These are the top 5 tips 
to help you develop your solid foundation of loyal customers. Follow these from the start, and 
you’ll be setting yourself up for long-term success. 

Tip #2 

Treat Camming Like the Job it is- Consistency is Key Repeat customers become 
repeat customers because they know when you’re open for business. 

Imagine you’re the customer for a sec. You’re hooked on this awesome camgirl and 
she tells you she’s going to be online at a certain time; so, you go to meet her in her chat room. 
But she doesn’t show up. Think you’ll be inclined to keep coming back? 

Treat your customers like you would in any business, and be reliable with your 

schedule. 


Your consistent schedule will lead to your consistent fan base. 



Tip #3 


Tweet; Tweet; Tweet! 

Twitter- 

Second to keeping your consistent schedule is to keep up with Twitter. Get your fans 
following you so you can keep them updated on what sites you’re using and what shows you’re 
planning. 

If you decide to try a new site; for example; your fan base will follow you there. Many 
cam sites do not allow mentioning other cam sites or outside contact information; so, Twitter 
serves as a platform where you are free to market yourself wherever you may be and keep in 
touch with your loyal customers. 

Get repeat boys and you have them giving you loads- in more ways than one! It’s nice 
to have boys love you! When you’re not all that loved or love yourself. And doing this I don’t 
feel that way. This is safe- and I do not fuck some dick- that is going to be a dick to me the next 
or break my heart... see! 

More on Twitter. 

Tip #4 

Money happens more when you don’t think about it. 

If you act like you’re just there for the money; you’re going to lose potential clients. 

Your guests want to believe that you WANT to be online banging with them. Sure; at the back of 
their minds they know you’re working for an income, but that’s not what they need to be focused 
on. 


Chill out; enjoy getting to know your guests and learning to rock your cam. Get your 
fans’ focus away from their wallets and they’re more likely to open their wallets for you. 

Get your fans’ focus away from their wallets and they’re more likely to open their 

wallets. 


Tweet This. 



Tip #5 


Turn Up Personality; Be Assertive, and Be Ready for Anything- 

Remember your personality is the ultimate factor to whether you’re going to gain a 
loyal following. Let yourself shine. Let them see you. Trust me; your quality fans will love you. 

Know your boundaries and be ready to experiment within your boundaries. Customers 
love a camgirl willing to try new things within her limits. Eventually; you may even push those 
limits, but don’t rush that process. Stay true to yourself and your personality, and your best fans 
will keep coming back for more. 

Stay true to yourself and your personality, and your best fans will keep coming back 

for more. 


• The ads report the earnings of the site’s best models and usually state ‘up to’ - l ik e 
how your Internet Service Provider says; ‘up to’ the download/upload speeds you pay for lol. 

• When you try too hard; you are much less likely to make any money because you 
look desperate. 

• When you engage your visitors; keep a positive attitude and just be yourself on cam; 
you are much more likely to make money because your guests are more likely to find you 
entertaining and likable. 

• I’m about oh 5 years into this job. On my best days; I can make $100 in an hour. On 
worse to average days; I can see anything from $20 - $50 per hour. Hell; this is better than $2.50 
at an eating hole- serving A-holes- where I get nothing- and the same gets it all! 

• When they make those claims of weekly earnings or even sometimes monthly or 
yearly earnings; this is dependent on the model’s stamina and how much time she wants to put 
into this. 


• Sure; I could make $100;000 in a year; if I worked 40-hour weeks; but I work less 
than 10 hours most weeks because it’s better for my health and overall sense of well-being. 


It makes me feel good in all ways too- about me... 



The longer you stay logged on; the better your chances are of actually making 


money. 

• Don’t base your hourly wage off of logging on for one hour and then logging off. 
It’s an average, and traffic comes and goes so it’s best to try and be around when your guests are 
around. 


• I’d be willing to wager that every model in the history of webcam modeling has 
gone through a shift and earned zero dollars. This is unlikely... boys love to see girls make 
cummie! 


Someone said to me- like- that I am a lazy girl- that people who want to what I am just 
abusing the system... if you say so... I do it for its fun and I make more than you do your shitty 
job so... 


Eat me- ha- OUT! 

Like it better to me than having some boss thinking he knows more than I do... I make 
my times... also; there no mean girls 1 have to work for or with... remember there is a lot of 
sucks out there with others... the real world is an ass... here I am queen bee! And they all just 
loooovvveee me! 

‘BE NICE OR YOU’LL BE BANNED!’ 

Part- 3 

A text message from Jenny of here sitting out the pot- ‘There is nothing like the sweet 
pitter-patter of piss.’ 

Right on-1 said back it just feels good to let it all out in three pushes! 

Mumm hum... 

THURSDAY; 

AUGUST 25 


Marcel, 



THE DAY OF JOUST WAS WET AND VERY COLD. Marcel dressed in his favorite 
jeans and a worn T-shirt; emerged sockless into the den; ate cereal from a mixing bowl, and 
watched a few reality TV shows with Dayna; then making some jokes about the douche bags 
who would let their whole lives get filmed. He seemed relieved that he was acting somewhat 
normal. 


Nevertheless, the whole time; his mind was several miles away; on a dark 
straightaway; on engines gunning and tires screeching and the smell of smoke. He was worried. 

Worried the fire would start too early when Marcel was driving the car. Likewise, 
ever-so worried that Ray wouldn’t go for the switch. He was counting on that; he had rehearsed a 
speech in his head. 

T want to change cars like now;’ he’d say after Maggie let him win the first round. ‘So, 
I know it’s fair... and so, l ik e I know he didn’t go turbo on his engine, or screwed around with 
my brakes and all. ’ 

How could Ray say no... to this? 

If Marcel drove carefully; no more than forty miles per hour; the engine shouldn’t heat 
up too much, and the explosion wouldn’t get triggered. 

Maggie had to let him win even if she was going at a crawl. Ray would never suspect. 

And then she’d get in the car; floor it, and the engine would start smoking and 
sparking- and even flaming and then - Revenge. 

If everything went according to plan. If- if- if, Maggie hated that stupid word. 

At three p.m. Kelly Bill came by to take Dayna to physical therapy. Yet Maggie 
though she needs it more than this girl who was getting for free. 

Marcel so, didn’t understand or get, like how Kelly had just wormed his way into their 

lives. 


Dayna was practically up to his ass all day-breathing off of his farts. 



Like they were suddenly all one big happy family unit in all; nonetheless, Marcel was 
the only one who could remember anything at all- they weren't family; would never-ever be one. 
It had always been Marcel and Dayna and no one else, from a turning point in time- of their lives 

-And- 

Now; he’d even lost her, to his ways- of how he is and all. 

‘You going to be okay?’ She asked confused. 

She was getting good with her chair; spinning herself around furniture dumbly; 
bumping up the place where the floor was slightly uneven, just to be childlike and annoying, 
hated that she’d had to get good at being crippled. 

‘Yeah; sure,’ it was so deliberately don’t, so- we all didn’t even look at her. 

‘Just going to watch some TV and stuff like that.’ 

‘Okay have fun playing with yourself...’ she said. 

‘We’ll be back in a couple of hours;’ she said. And then at that moment at that time 
and place- ‘I think it’s working; Marcel.’ 

‘I’m happy for you;’ he said. He was surprised and alarmed to feel his throat getting 
so-o tight. She was halfway out the door when he called her back. ‘Dayna;’ he said. All for you... 

She turned. ‘What?’ 

He managed to smile. ‘Love yah, always- You and I always- that what we make.’ 
‘Don’t be such a dick then from now own- and I/we agree;’ she said and smiled back. 
Then she wheeled out of the house and closed the door behind her, sighing- in 

happiness. 

Maggie WITH EVERY PASSING MINUTE; SHE WAS CLOSER TO THE END. 

Maggie should have felt a sense of relief and letting go of a feeling of tenseness, but 
instead; she was gripped; all day; with dread. 



She told herself that all she had to do was loose. She would have to trust that Marcel 


would keep his promise about the money- and love and everything that has was not holding up to 
in the past- and if he had changed. 

He wasn’t playing for the money. She had always known that on some level. 
Nevertheless, she wished she’d pushed him about what motivated him some. 

Maybe that was making her jumpy- now; even at the very end of the game; she didn’t 
understand his end goal. 

It made her feel as though other games were going on; secret mles and pacts and 
alliances being made, and she was just a pawn. 

...Around five o’clock; the storm passed, and the clouds started to shred apart. 

The air was so thick with moisture and mosquitoes, and all the roads would be slick 

and wet. 


Barring in mind she reminded herself it wouldn’t matter at all. 

She could back out; even; if she wanted to; pretend to flake out, or pussy out; at the 
last second. 

Then Marcel and Ray could face off and she’d be done. Still; tbe sick feeling a weight 
in her stomach; an itch under her skin- wouldn’t leave her. 

Just had been moved. There had been no formal messages about it; no texts or emails, 
or even Facebook. 

Joh- John was lying low and being mysterious... just in case anyone was angry about 
the way the game had shaken out. 

Maggie didn’t blame him, at all for this- and presumably Vivian; too; was keeping her 
head down. 

Like, for the first time, in the history of the game; the final challenge would proceed 
with or without the judges. 



...Apart from word had come back to Maggie; as it always did in a town so small; 
with so little but talk to feed it. 

The officers and cops were all posted all around the runway where Joust traditionally 

occurred. 


So- a change in location, a spot not far from the gully and the old train tracks. 

Maggie wondered; with another pang; whether Nat would show up. 

It was six o’clock when she left, her hands were already shaking, and she worried that 
in another hour or so; she’d be too nervous to drive, or she’d flacked out entirely. 

Anne had agreed to let- Maggie uses the car for that night, and Maggie hated herself 
for lying about why she needed it in all. 

Likewise, she said to herself in her mind that this was it; the end - no more lies from 
here on out. 

Then she would be extra careful about everything- just like a young preteen girl, 
needed to feel safe and warm and content like a lost child, and pull the car off the road well 
before Marcel came anywhere close to her. Seeing her like this... 

She didn’t say goodbye to- Lily. 

She didn’t want to make a big deal of it all and such. 

It wasn’t a big deal- at all. This was rurming through her head. 

She’d be home in a few hours. 

She had just turned out of the driveway when she felt her I-phone- buzzing on her ass 

cheek. 

She ignored it for the time being; but the calls started up again right away, even on 

vibrate. 


-And- 



Then a third time and even fourth time. She ripped the battery out of the back by the 
fifth... and through the phone to the floor, and the battery to the back. 

She pulled over, to get all the flown parts of her phone, to see what could not weigh, 
Nat. As soon as she picked up; she knew something was very; very wrong. 

‘Maggie; please;’ Nat was saying; even before Maggie said- hello. 

‘Something really- really- bad is going to happen. We have to stop it- now.’ 

‘Hold on; hold on.’ Maggie could hear Nat sniffling. ‘Calm down. Start at the 
beginning.’ 

‘It’s going to happen tonight;’ Nat said as if foreseeing the future. ‘We have to do 
something. He’ll end up dead. Or he’ll kill Ray.’ Maggie could barely follow the thread of the 
conversation. 

‘Who?’ 

‘Marcel;’ Nat wailed. ‘Please; Maggie. You have to help us.’ 

Maggie sucked in a deep breath hard and very fast. The sun chose that moment to 
break through the clouds completely with heavy rays. 

The sky was streaked with fingers of red and orange; the exact color of new blood. 

‘Who’s us...?’ 

‘Just come;’ Nat said. ‘Please. I’ll explain everything when you get here.’ 

Marcel; Marcel DROVE PAST THE GUEEY JUST AFTER SIX O’CEOCK. The car 
Joh- John had lent him-a Le Sabre that Marcel knew could never- ever- never- ever, ever- never- 
be returned- was old and temperamental, and drifted to the left whenever he didn’t correct it. 

It didn’t matter at all. Marcel didn’t need it for very long. 

He parked on the side of the road next to a yield sign on one side of the straightaway 
that had been selected for the challenge. 


The road was pretty dead-maybe people were discouraged by the bad weather. 



Marcel was glad about this. He couldn’t risk being spotted. 


It didn’t take long at all. Like- It was surprisingly easy- kaddish stuff; which was so-o 
ironic; especially considering that Marcel had failed chemistry three times, and wasn’t exactly a 
science guy at all. 

Funny to me, how easily you could look this shit up online, and just pass without 
knowing or even caring- yet that the times we live in. 

Explosives; bombs; Molotov cocktails; lED’s - anything you wanted. 

Learning how to blow someone up was easier than buying a frigging beer. 

Earlier that day; he would linkify a bit of an old Styrofoam cooler in some gasoline 
and poured the whole mixture into a mason jar. 

Homemade napalm I call it- so-o it's like easy as making dressing for a Caesar salad, 
now he carefully duct-taped everything with a firecracker to the outside of the mission jar and 
tightly packed the whole thing down into the engine compartment. 

Not too close to the exhaust manifold- he needed to get through the challenge with 
Maggie first. 

And he would drive carefully; make sure in all the engine didn’t get too hot. 

Then the car would go to Ray. 

Ray would gun it, and the firecracker would ignite, and the jar would shatter; 
discharging the explosives. 

Kaboom and all would be done! 

All he had to do now was wait. But almost immediately; he got a text from Maggie. 
Need to pick uup. 


Emergency, we have to talk about this. 



And then-now, Marcel cursed out loud. Then he had a sudden fear- she was going to 
back out. That would ruin everything. He wrote her back quickly. Comer of Wolf Hill and 
Pleasent-Valley. Pick me up. 

Coming; she wrote back. He walked circles while he waited for her; smoking 
cigarettes. He had been calm before, but now he has filled with anxiety; a crawling; itching 
sensation; as though spiders were scurrying under his skin. 

He thought of Dayna in the hospital bed as he’d first seen her after the accident-wide- 
eyed; a little blood and snot cmsted above her mouth; saying; T can’t feel my legs. What 
happened to my legs?’ Getting hysterical in the hospital room; trying to stand, and landing 
instead in Marcel’s lap. He thought of Luke Hanrahan; driving off with fifty grand, and the night 

Marcel had stood outside the Hanrahan's house with a baseball bat and been too afraid 

to act. 


And by the time Maggie pulled up; he felt a little better. 

Maggie wouldn’t tell him an 5 dhing in the car. ‘What’s this about?’ he asked her. But 
she just kept repeating; ‘Just hold on. Okay? She’ll want to tell you herself.’ ‘She?’ His stomach 
flipped. ‘Nat;’ she said. 

‘Is she okay?’ he asked. Nonetheless, Maggie just shook her head; indicating she 
would say no more. He was getting annoyed now. 

This was a bad time; he needed to focus. His stomach was tight with nerves. 

Or at the same time; he was flattered that Maggie needed him- flattered; too; that Nat 
might have asked to see him. 

Then they still had two hours before full dusk. More than enough time. 

There were two cars in Nat’s driveway; one of them a battered 1952 Ford truck he 
didn’t recognize. 

He wondered if this was some kind of intervention for her and got that crawling 
feeling under his skin again. 



‘What’s going on here...?’ He asked again and again. ‘I told you;’ Maggie said. 


‘She’ll want to explain it herself.’ The door was unlocked. Weirdly; although the light 
was rapidly fading outside; there were no lamps on in the house. 

The air was dull and gray like the primer on the side of the old Ford truck; lying like a 
textured blanket over everything; smudging out details. 

Walking into Nat’s house; Marcel had the feeling he used to get in the church before 
given up on that too- like he was trespassing on sacred ground. 

There were tick trees everywhere; lots of nice-looking furniture; things that screamed 
money to him. But not a sound. 

‘Is she even here...?’ he asked. His voice sounded extremely loud. 

‘Downstairs, at that moment,’ Maggie moved ahead of him. 

She opened a door just to the right of the living room. 

A set of unfinished stairs led down into what was a basement. 

Marcel thought he heard some slight movements; maybe a whisper or footsteps; but 
then it stopped. 

‘Go ahead;’ Maggie said. He was going to tell her to go first, but he didn’t want her to 
thi nk he was afraid. Which he was; for whatever reason. Something about this place-the silence; 
maybe- was freaking him out. 

As if sensing his hesitation; Maggie said; ‘Look; we’ll be able to talk down there. 
She’ll tell you everything.’ Maggie paused. ‘Nat?’ she called out. 

‘Down here!’ Nat’s voice came from the basement. Reassured; he headed down the 
stairs; into the musty gritty; humid; underground air. 

The basement was large and filled with discarded furniture. He had just reached the 
bottom of the stairs and turned around to look for Nat when the lights went off. He froze; 
confused and dazed. 



‘What the-’ he started to say; but then he felt roughly seized; heard an explosion of 
voices. He thought for one second this must be part of the game; a challenge he hadn’t 
anticipated. 

‘Over here; over here!’ Nat was saying. Marcel struck out; struggling, but whoever 
was holding him was big; fleshy, and strong. A guy, Marcel could tell by his size, and by the 
smell; too- menthol; beer; aftershave. Marcel kicked out; the guy cursed, and something toppled 
over. There was the sound of breaking the glass. Natalie said; ‘Shit. Here. Here.’ Marcel was 
forced into a chair. His hands were twisted behind him; tied up with something. Duct tape. His 
legs; too. 


‘What the fuck?’ He was yelling now. ‘Get the fuck off me.’ 

‘Sh-h-h, Marcel, It’s okay.’ Even now; here; Marcel was paralyzed by the sound of 
Natalie’s voice. 

He couldn’t even struggle. ‘What the hell is this?’ He said. ‘What are you doing?’ His 
eyes were slowly adjusting to the dark. He could just make her out; the wide contours of her 
eyes; two sad; dark holes. 

‘It’s foryou;’ she said. ‘For your good.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ He thought; suddenly; of the car parked on Pleasant- 
Valley Lane; the mason jar of gasoline and Styrofoam; nestled in the engine like a secret heart. 
He strained against the duct tape binding him. 

‘Let me go.’ It was said. 

‘Marcel; listen tome.’ Nat’s voice broke, and he realized she’d been crying. ‘I know-1 
know you blame Luke for what happened to your sister. 

For the accident; right?’ Marcel felt something ice-cold move through him. He 
couldn’t speak at all. ‘I don’t know exactly what you’re planning, but I won’t let you go through 
with it;’ Nat said. ‘This has to stop now.’ 



‘Let me go.’ His voice was rising. He was fighting a panicked feeling; a sense of dull 
dread in his whole body; the same feeling he’d had two years earlier; standing on the lawn in 
front of the Hanrahan's house; trying to get his feet to move. 

‘Marcel; listen to me.’ Her hands were on his shoulders. He wanted to push her off, 
but he couldn’t. And another part of him wanted her and hated her at the same time. ‘This is for 
you. This is because I do care.’ 

‘You don’t know anything;’ he said. He could smell her skin; a combination of vanilla 
and bubblegum, and it made him ache. ‘Let me go; Natalie. This is insane.’ ‘No. I’m sorry, but 
no.’ Her fingers grazed his cheek. ‘I won’t let you do anything stupid. I don’t want you to get 
hurt.’ 


She leaned even closer until her lips were nearly touching his. He thought she might 
be leaning in to kiss him, and he was unable to turn away; unable to resist. Then he felt her hands 
moving along his thighs; groping. 

‘What are you-?’ he started to say. But just then she found his pocket and extracted his 
keys and phone. 

‘I’m sorry;’ she said; straightening up. And she did truly sound sorry. ‘You must 
believe me; it’s forthe best.’ 

A wave of helplessness overtook him completely. He made a final; futile attempt to 
free himself. The chair moved forward a few inches or two on the concrete floor. 

‘Please;’ he said. ‘Natalie...’ 

‘I’m sorry; Marcel;’ Nat said. ‘I’ll be back as soon as the challenge is over; I swear.’ 

She was fumbling with his phone, and the screen lit up temporarily; casting her face in 
brightness; showing the deep; mournful hollows of her eyes; her expression of pity and regret. 
And lighting up; too; the guy behind her. The one who’d wrestled Marcel into the chair. 

He’d gained weight-at least thirty pounds-and he’d let his hair get long. 

Fifty grand wasn’t sitting too well on him. But there was no mistaking his eyes; the 
hard set of his jaw, and the scar; like a small white worm; cutting straight through his left 



eyebrow. Marcel felt a fist of shock plunge straight through him. He could no longer speak or 
even breathe. 

Luke Hanrahan. 

Maggie- 

MAGGIE WAITED IN THE CAR WHILE NATALIE AND LUKE did whatever they 
had to do. She was trying to breathe normally, but her lungs weren’t obeying and kept fluttering 
weirdly in her chest. 

She would have to go up against Ray Hanrahan now. There was no giving in or 
weaseling out. She wondered what Marcel had planned for tonight. Luke hadn’t exactly known 
either; although he’d shown Nat and Maggie some of the threatening messages that had come 
from Marcel. 

It was surreal; sitting in Nat’s kitchen with Luke Hanrahan; football star Luke- 
Hanrahan; the homecoming king who’d gotten kicked out of homecoming for smoking weed in 
the locker room during the announcement of the court. 

Winner of Fright. 

Who’d once assaulted a cashier at the 7-Eleven in Happy when the guy wouldn’t sell 
him cigarettes. He looked like shit. Two years away from Cace hadn’t done him any good; which 
was shocking to Maggie. She thought all you needed to do-all all of them needed was to get out. 
But maybe you carried your demons with you everywhere; the way you carried your shadow. 

He would have found Nat; he said; because of a betting slip that had reached him in 
Buffalo. And because of that stupid video- the; one filmed at the water towers; which showed 
Marcel with his arm slung around Nat. Nat had been the easiest of the remaining players to 
locate, and he was hoping he could talk her into helping him convince Marcel to bow out. 

Nat emerged from the house at last. Maggie watched her talking with Luke on the 
front porch; he was nearly double her size. Crazy how several years ago; 

Nat would have freaked at the idea that Luke might ever look in her direction or know 
who she was. It was so strange; the way that life moved forward - the twists and the dead ends; 



the sudden opportunities. She supposed if you could predict or foresee everything that was going 
to happen; you’d lose the motivation to go through it all. The promise was always in the 
possibility. 


Ts Marcel okay?’ Maggie asked when Nat slid into the car. 

‘He’s mad;’ Nat said. 

‘You did kidnap him;’ Maggie pointed out. 

‘For his good;’ Nat said, and for a minute she looked angry. But then she smiled. ‘I’ve 
never kidnapped someone before.’ 

‘Don’t make a habit of it.’ They both seemed to have resolved not to mention their 
fight, and Maggie was glad. She nodded at Luke; who was getting into his tmck. ‘Is he coming 
to watch?’ 


Nat shook her head. ‘I don’t think so.’ She paused, and said in a low voice; ‘It’s awful; 
what he did to Dayna. I thi nk he must hate himself.’ ‘He seems like he does;’ Maggie said. But 
she didn’t want to think about Luke; or Marcel’s sister; or legs buried beneath a ton of metal; 
rendered useless. 

She was already sick with nerves. 

‘Are you okay?’ Nat said. 

‘No;’ Maggie said bluntly and belligerently. 

‘You’re so close; Maggie. You’re almost at the end. You’re winning.’ 

‘I’m not winning yet;’ Maggie said. But she put the car into gear. There was no more 
delaying it. There was hardly any light left in the sky as though the horizon where a black hole; 
sucking all the color away. Something else occurred to her. ‘Jesus. This is Anne’s car. I’m barely 
allowed to be driving it. I can’t go up against Ray in this.’ 

‘You don’t have to.’ Nat reached into her purse and extracted a set of keys; jiggling 
them dramatically. 


Maggie looked at her. ‘Where’d you get those?’ 



‘Marcel;’ Nat said. She flipped the keys into her palm and returned them to her bag. 
‘You can use his car. Better to be safe than sorry; right?’ As the last of the sun vanished, and the 
moon; like a giant scythe; cut through the clouds; they gathered... 

Quietly they materialized from the woods; they came down the gully; scattering 
gravel; sliding on the hill; or they came packed together in cars; driving slowly; headlights off; 
like submarines in the dark. 

And by the time stars surfaced from the darkness; they were all there- all the kids of 
Cace; come to witness the final challenge, it was time. 

There was no need for -Digging to repeat the rules; everyone knew the mles of Joust. 
Each car aimed for the other; going fast in a single lane. 

The first person to swerve would lose... 

And the winner would take the pot. Maggie was so nervous; it took her three tries to 
get the key in the ignition. 

She’d found the LeSabre pulled over on the side of the road; practically buried in the 
bushes. It was Joh- John’s car- Marcel must have borrowed it. 

She was unreasonably annoyed that Joh- John had helped Marcel in this way. She 
wondered if Joh- John had risked coming tonight-somewhere in the crowd; the dark masses of 
people; faces indistinguishable in the weak moonlight. 

She was too proud to text him and see. 

Ashamed; too. He’d tried to talk to her; to explain, and she had acted awful. She 
wondered whether he would forgive her. 

‘How are you feeling?’ Nat asked her. She’d offered to stay with Maggie until the last 
possible second. 

‘I’m okay;’ Maggie said; which was a lie. Her lips were numb. Her tongue felt thick. 
How would she drive when she could barely feel her hands? As she pulled the car up to her 
starting position; the headlights lit up clusters of faces; ghost-white; standing quietly in the 
shadow of the trees. The engine was whining like there was something wrong with it. 



‘You’re going to be fine;’ Nat said. She twisted in her seat. Her eyes were suddenly 
wide; urgent. ‘You’re going to be fine; okay?’ She said it like she was trying to convince herself. 
-Digging was gesturing to Maggie; indicating she should turn the car around. 

The engine was making a weird grinding noise. She thought she smelled something 
weird too; but then thought she must be imagining it. It would all be over soon; anyway. 

Thirty; forty seconds; tops. When she managed to get her car pointed in the right 
direction; -Digging rapped on her windshield with his fingers; gave her a short nod. At the other 
end of the road-a thousand feet away from her; a thousand miles-she saw the twin circles of 
Ray’s headlights. They went on and off again. On and off. Like some kind of warning. 

‘You should go,’ Maggie said. Her throat was tight. ‘We’re about to start.’ ‘I love you; 
Maggie.’ Nat leaned over and put her arms around Maggie’s neck. She smelled familiar and Nat- 
like, and it made Maggie want to cry; as though they were saying good-bye for the last time. 

Then Nat pulled away. 

‘Look; if Ray doesn’t swerve- I mean; if you’re close and it doesn’t look like he’s 
going to turn - You have to promise me you will. You can’t risk a collision; okay? Promise me.’ 

‘I promise;’ Maggie said. 

‘Good luck.’ Then Nat was gone. Maggie saw her jog to the side of the road. 

And Maggie was alone in the car; in the dark; facing a long; narrow stretch of road; 
pointing like a finger toward the glow of distant headlights. 

She thought of Lily... 

She thought of Anne... 

She thought of Joh- John. She thought of the tigers, and of everything she’d ever 
screwed up in her life. 

She swore to herself that she wouldn’t be the first to swerve. While in a dark 
basement; with the smell of mothballs and old furniture in his nose; Marcel realized; too late; 
why Nat had taken his keys-and; crying out; fought against his restraints; thinking of a little 
time-bomb heart; ticking slowly- away... 



Something in the engine was smoking. Maggie saw little trails of smoke unfurling 
from the hood of the car; like narrow hlack snakes. But just then -Digging stepped into the center 
of the road; shirtless; waving his T-shirt above his head like a flag. 

Then it was already too late. She heard the high-pitched squeal of tires on asphalt. Ray 
had started to move. She slammed her foot on the accelerator and the car jumped forward; 
skidding a little. The smoke redoubled almost instantly; for a second her vision was completely 
obscured. 


(Fear...) 

Then it broke apart and she could see. Headlights growing bigger. The slick sheen of 
the moon. And smoke; pouring like liquid from the hood. Everything was fast; to fast-she was 
hurtling down the road; there was nothing but two moons; growing larger 

- closer- 

The stink of burning mbber and the scream of tires - Closer; closer - She was hurtling 
forward. The speedometer ticked up to sixty miles per hour. It was too late to swerve now, and 
he wasn’t serving either. It was too late to do anything but crash. 

Flames leaped suddenly out of the engine; a huge roar of the fire. Maggie screamed. 
She couldn’t see anything. The wheel jerked in her hand, and she struggled to keep her car on the 
road. 


The air stank like burning plastic and her lungs were tight with smoke. She slammed 
on the brakes; suddenly overwhelmed with certainty- she would die. She saw movement from 
somewhere on her left-someone mnning into the road- and realized; a second later; that Ray had 
swerved to avoid it; had jerked his wheel to the left and was plunging straight into the woods. 

There was a shuddering crash as she sailed past him; flames licking her windshield. 
She was screaming. She knew she had to get out of the car now before she hit anything. 

Skidding; shuddering; spinning in circles; the car was slowing; it was wandering toward the 
woods. Maggie fought to open the door. 

The handle caught and she thought she would be trapped there as the fire consumed 
her. Then she thmsts with her shoulder and the door popped open and she jumped; rolled; felt the 



bite of asphalt on her arm and shoulder, she tasted all the dirt and grit that would fit in her 
mouth; heard a distant roar of sound as if individuals were yelling her name. 

Sparks fell from the wheels of the car as it flipped off the road and into the woods. 
There was an explosion so loud; she felt it through her whole body. She covered her head. Now 
she could hear that people were calling hername-and Ray’s; too. 

A siren wailed in the distance, fora second or so-o; she thought she must be dead. But 
she could taste blood in her mouth. If she were dead; she wouldn’t be able to taste any blood. 

She looked up. The car was in mins; a pillar of flame was eating it; turning it to mbber 
and metal. Amazingly; she managed to sit up, and then to stand. She felt no pain as if she were 
watching a movie about her own life. 

-And- 

Now she couldn’t hear anything... Nothing- not the voices calling to her; urging her 
out of the road; away from the car-not the sirens; either. She was in a watery; deep place of 
silence. She turned and saw Ray stmggling to get out of his car. There was blood trickling down 
his face; three people were trying to pull him from the wreck. 

When he’d swerved; he’d gone straight into a tree; the hood was cmmpled; 
compressed nearly in half. 

And now she saw why... 

Standing in the middle of the road; perfectly still; not twenty feet away; was the tiger. 

It was watching Maggie with those deep black eyes; eyes that were old and sorrowful; 
eyes that had watched centuries go to dust. And at that moment; she felt a jolt go through her, 
and she knew that the tiger was afraid of the noise and the fire and the people shouting; crowding 
the road on both sides. But she; Maggie; wasn’t afraid anymore. 

She was compelled forward by a force she couldn’t explain. She felt nothing but pity 
and understanding. She was alone with the tiger on the road. And in the final moment of the 
game; as smoke billowed in swollen plumes into the air and fire licked the sky; Maggie Nill 
walked without hesitation to the tiger, and placed her hand gently on its head, and won. 



Part- 4 


SATURDAY; 

OCTOBER 8 

Maggie; 

IN EARLY OCTOBER; CACE ENJOYED A WEEK OF FALSE summer. It was 
warm and bright and; if it weren’t for the trees that had already ehanged-deep reds and oranges 
interspersed with the deep green of the pines-it might have been the beginning of summer. One 
day; Maggie woke up with a sudden; strong impulse to return to where the game had begun. A 
mist rose slowly over Cace; shimmering; dispersing finally in the mounting sun; the air smelled 
like the moist ground and Shaddyly eut grass. 

‘How’d you like to go swimming; Bill?’ she asked Lily when Lily rolled over; 
blinking; hair seattered aeross the pillow. Maggie could see the light pattern of freckles on Lily’s 
nose; individual lashes highlighted by the sun and thought her sister had never looked so pretty. 

‘With Joh- John; too?’ Lily asked. Maggie couldn’t stop herself from smiling. ‘With 
Joh- John; too.’ He had been driving home every weekend from college; to fulfill his community 
service duties. And to see Maggie. In the end; she decided to invite Nat and Marcel; too. It 
seemed right; somehow. 

When the small yellow envelope containing a single gold key- the key to a strongbox 
at a local bank- had arrived mysteriously in the mail; she had collected and divided the money 
among the three of them. 

She knew Marcel had given most of his portion to Kelly Bill; they were building a 
small memorial for Little Kelly at the site of the Grayed House; which had been demolished. 

Nat was taking some acting classes in Albany, and she’d gotten a job modeling clothes 
on weekends at the Happy Valley Mall. And starting in January; Maggie would enroll in the 
Jackson Community College’s program in veterinary services. 


Maggie packed the trunk with a blanket; beach towels. 



Mosquito repellent, and sunscreen; a stack of old; waterlogged magazines from 
Anne’s living room. 

A cooler full of iced tea; several bags of large bags of lays potato chips, and creaky 
beach chairs with faded; striped seats. 

She could sense that tomorrow the weather would turn again, and the air would be 
edged with cold. 

Soon Krista would get out of her thirty-day program, and then Maggie and Lily might 
have to return to Shady Pines; at least temporarily. And soon the months of rain would come. 

But today was perfect... 

They arrived at the estuary just before lunch. Nobody had spoken much in the car. Lily 
had squeezed in between Marcel and Nat in the backseat. 

Nat braided a portion of Lily’s hair and whispered to her about which movie stars she 
thought were the cutest; Marcel had leaned his head back against the window. 

And it was only from the occasional way his mouth twitched into a smile that Maggie 
knew he wasn’t asleep. Joh- John kept one hand on Maggie’s knee as she drove; It still seemed 
miraculous to see it there. To know that he was hers as he always had been; in some way. But 
everything was different now. 

Different and better. Once out of the car; all their restraint lifted. Lily went whooping 
into the woods; holding her towel over her head so it flapped behind her like a banner. Nat 
chased after her... swatting away the branches in her path; Marcel and Joh- John helped Maggie 
clear out the trunk, and together they all went pushing through the woods; loaded down with 
towels and beach chairs and the cooler clinking ice. 

The beach looked cleaner than usual. Two trash cans had been installed at the far end 
of the shore. 

And the sand and- gravel strip of beach was free of the usual cigarette butts and beer 
cans; Sunlight filtering through the trees patterned the water in crazy colors- purples and greens 
and vivid blues. 



Even the steep face of the rock wall across the water; from which all the players had 
jumped; now looked beautiful instead of frightening- there where flowers growing out of fissures 
in the rock. 

Then Maggie noticed; tangled vines sweeping down toward the water. The trees at the 
top of the jumping point where fire-red already; burning in the sun. 

Lily trotted back to Maggie as she was shaking out the blanket. There was a light 
breeze, and Maggie had to tamp down the comers with different belongings- her flip-flops; Joh- 
John’s sunglasses; the beach bag. 

Ts that it; Maggie?’ Lily pointed. 

Ts that where you jumped?’ 

‘Nat jumped too;’ Maggie said. 

‘We all did. Well; except Joh- John.’ 

‘What can I say?’ He was already unlacing his Converses. He winked at 

Lily. ‘I’m chicken.’ 

Briefly; his eyes met Maggie’s. After all this time; she still couldn’t quite believe that 
he had planned fear, or forgive him for not having told her. 

She would never have guessed in a million years- her Joh- John; her best friend; the 
boy who used to dare her to eat her scabs and then almost throw up when she did. 

However, that was the point. He was the same, and different. And that made her 
hopeful in away. If people changed; it meant that she was allowed to change too. She could be 
different. 


She could be happier. Maggie would be happier-being happier already. 
‘It isn’t that high;’ Lily said. She squinted. ‘How’d you get up there?’ 


‘Climbed;’ Maggie said. Lily opened her mouth soundlessly. 



‘Come on; Lily!’ Nat was standing by the water; shimmying out of her shorts. Marcel 
stood a short distance away; smiling out over the river; watching her. ‘Race you into the water!’ 

‘No fair!’ Lily ran; kicking up sand; struggling out of her T-shirt at the same time. 

Maggie and Joh- John lay down on the blanket together; on their backs. 

She rested her head on his chest; every- so- often; he ran his fingers lightly through 
her hair. For a while; they didn’t speak. 

They didn’t need to. Maggie knew that no matter what; he would always be hers, and 
they would always have this- a perfect day; a reprieve from the cold. 

Maggie had started to drift off to sleep when Joh- John stirred. ‘I love you; Maggie.’ 
She opened her eyes. She was warm and lazy. ‘1 love you; too;’ she said. The words came with 
no trouble at all. 

...He had just kissed her-once; lightly; on the top of her head, and then; when she tilted 
her face to his; harder; on the lips-when Lily began to shout. 

‘Maggie! Maggie! Look at me! 

Maggie!’ 

Lily was standing at the very top of the rocks. Maggie hadn’t seen her climbing; she 
must have been quick. 

Maggie felt a pulse of fear... 

‘Get down!’ She called out. 

‘She’s fine;’ Marcel said. He was now standing in the water with Nat-Maggie couldn’t 
believe Nat had managed to convince him to swim; or that he even owned a bathing suit. 

One arm was wrapped around Nat’s waist. They looked amazing together; like statues 
carved from different colored rocks. 



‘Watch me!’ Lily crowded, ‘I’m going to jump!’ She did; without hesitating; Lily 
threw herself into the air. For a second she seemed to be suspended there; legs and arms splayed; 
mouth open and laughing. 

Then she was hitting the water and surfacing; spitting out a mouthful of water; calling; 
‘Did you see...? I wasn’t scared. Not at all...’ Then at that moment at that time, this feeling of joy 
flooded Maggie's body and hart- made her feel light and dizzy. 

She was on her feet and plunging into the water before Lily could reach the shore; 
splashing past Nat; who shrieked; tackling her sister as she tried to stand up and dragging her 
back into the water. 

‘You weren’t scared; huh?’ 

Maggie attacked Lily’s bare stomach as Lily wriggled away from her; squealing with 
laughter; calling for Joh- John’s help. 

‘Are you scared of being tickled; huh? 

Are you...?’ 

‘Joh- John; help me!’ Lily screamed as Maggie wrapped her in a bear hug. 

She pauses... ‘Look; you still have time; okay? I just don’t want you to wait too long 
and have all the good placements go to other people. I’m just worried about you is. But 
everything’s fine; you’re still okay.’ 

‘You can’t get rid of me that easily;’ Joh- John said. He kept his arms around her waist. 
His eyes were the same blue-green as the water. Her Joh- John, her best friend. 

‘Children; children; don’t fight;’ Nat said; teasing. 

The wind lifted goosebumps on- Maggie’s skin; but the sun was warm. She knew that 
this day; this feeling; couldn’t last forever. Ever 5 dhing passed; that was partly why it was so 
beautiful. 


Things would get difficult again. But that was okay too. The bravery was in moving 
forward; no matter what. Someday; she might be called on to jump again. And she would do it. 



She knew; now; that there was always light-beyond the dark, and the fear; out of the 
depths; there was the sun to reach for, and air and space and freedom. There was always a way 
up, and out, and no need to be afraid. 

I’ve always been shy, and afraid that I’ll say or do the wrong thing. Hanna is the 

opposite. 

But... um- lately; it’s been more than that. 

She’s stopped caring about school altogether; for one thing and has been called to the 
principal’s office many times for talking back to the teachers. 

And sometimes in the middle of talking, she’ll stop; just shut her mouth as though 
she’s run up against a barrier. Other times I’ll catch her staring out at the ocean as though she’s 
thinking of swimming away. 

Looking at her now; at her clear gray eyes and her mouth as thin and taut as a 
bowstring; I feel a tug of fear. I think of my mother floundering for a second in the air before 
dropping like a stone into the ocean; I think about the face of the girl who dropped from the 
laboratory roof all those years ago; her cheek turned against the pavement. I will away thoughts 
of the illness. Hanna isn’t sick. 

She can’t be. I would know. Tf they want us to be happy; they’d let us pick ourselves;’ 
Hanna gmmbles. 

‘Hanna;’ I say sharply. Criticizing the system is the worst offense there is. 

‘Take it back...’ 

She holds up her hands... ‘All right; all right. I take it back.’ 

‘You know it doesn’t work. Look how it was in the old days. Chaos all the time; 
fighting, and war. People were miserable.’ 

‘I said; I take it back.’ She smiles at me, but I’m still mad and I look away. 


‘Besides;’ I go on; ‘they do give us a choice.’ 



Usually; the evaluators generate a list of four or five approved matches, and you are 
allowed to pick among them. 

This way; everyone is happy. In all the years that the procedure has been administered 
and the marriages arranged; there have been fewer than a dozen divorces in Maine; less than a 
thousand in the entire United States- and in almost all those cases; either the husband or wife was 
suspected of being a sympathizer and divorce was necessary and approved by the state. 

‘A limited choice;’ she corrects me. ‘We get to choose from the people who have been 
chosen for us.’ 

‘Every choice is limited;’ I snap. 

(‘That’s life...’) 

She opens her mouth as though she’s going to respond, but instead she just starts to 
laugh. Then she reaches down and squeezes my hand; two quick pumps and then two long ones. 
It’s our old sign; a habit we developed in the second grade when one of us was scared or upset; a 
way of saying; I’m here; don’t worry. 

‘Okay; okay. Don’t get defensive. I love the evaluations; okay? Long live- Evaluation 

Day.’ 

‘That’s better;’ I say, but I’m still feeling anxious and annoyed. The line shuffles 
slowly forward, we pass the iron gates; with their complicated crown of barbed wire, and enter 
the long driveway that leads to the various lab complexes. We are headed for Building. 

The boys go in, and the lines begin to curve away from each other. As we move closer 
to the front of the line; we get a blast of air-conditioning every time the glass doors slide open 
and then hum shut. 

It feels amazing; like being momentarily dipped head to toe in a thin sheet of ice; 
popsicle-style, and I turn around and lift my ponytail away from my neck; wishing it weren't so 
damn hot. 


We don’t have to air-condition at home; just tall; gawky fans that are always 
sputtering out in the middle of the night. And most of the time- Carol won’t even let us use 



those; they suck up too much electricity; she says, and we don’t have any to spare. At last; there 
are only a few people in front of us. A nurse comes out of the building; carrying a stack of 
clipboards and a handful of pens, and begins distributing them along the line. 

‘Please make sure to fill out all required information;’ she says; ‘including your 
medical and family history.’ 

My heart begins to work its way up into my throat. The neatly numbered boxes on the 
page -Last Name; First Name; Middle Initial; Current Address; Age-collapse together. I’m glad 
Hanna is in front of me. 

She begins filling out the forms quickly; resting the clipboard on her forearm; her pen 
skating over the paper. ‘Next.’ 

The doors whoosh opens again, and a second nurse appears, and gestures for Hanna to 
come inside with me. In the dark coolness yonder her; I can see a bright white waiting room with 
a green Cachet; she is standing over me. 

‘Good luck;’ I say to Hanna. 

She turns and gives me a quick smile. 

But I can tell she is nervous; finally. There is a fine crease between her eyebrows, and 
she is chewing on the comer of her lip. She starts to enter the lab and then turns abmptly and 
walks back to me; her face wild and unfamiliar-looking; grabbing me by both shoulders; putting 
her mouth directly to my ear. I’m so startled I dropped my clipboard. 

‘You know you can’t be happy unless you’re unhappy sometimes; right?’ she 
whispers, and her voice is hoarse; as though she’s just been crying. ‘What?’ Her nails are - 
Digging into my shoulders, and at that moment I’m terrified of her. 

‘You can’t be really happy unless you’re unhappy sometimes. You know that is; right?’ 

Before I can respond she releases me, and as she pulls away; her face is as serene and 
beautiful and composed as ever. She bends down to scoop up my clipboard; which she passes to 
me; smiling. Then she turns around and is gone behind the glass doors; which open and close 
behind her as smoothly as the surface of the water; sucking closed over something that is sinking. 



The devil stole into the Garden of Eden. He carried with him the disease- Amor deliria 
Nervosa- in the form of a seed. It grew and flowered into a magnificent apple tree; which bore 
apples as bright as blood. 

-From Genesis- A Complete History of the World and the Known Universe; by Steven 
Horace; Ph.D.; Harvard University By the time the nurse admits me into the waiting room; 

Hanna is gone-vanished down one of the antiseptic white hallways and whisked behind one of 
the dozens of identical white doors- although there is about a half-dozen; other girls; milling 
around; waiting. One girl is sitting in a chair; hunched over her clipboard; scribbling and 
crossing out her answers, and then re-scrubbing. Another girl is frantically asking a nurse about 
the difference between ‘chronic medical conditions’ and ‘pre-existing medical conditions.’ She 
looks like she’s on the verge of having some kind of fit-a vein is standing out on her forehead 
and her voice is rising hysterically-and I wonder whether she’s going to list a tendency toward 
excessive anxiety on her sheet. 

It’s not funny, but I feel like laughing. I bring my hand to my face; snorting into my 
palm. I tend to get giggly when I’m extremely nervous. During tests at school; I’m always 
getting in trouble for laughing. I wonder if I should have marked that down. 

A nurse takes my clipboard from me and flips through the pages; checking to see that; 
I haven’t left any answers blank. 

‘Lena Haloway?’ She says in the bright; clipped voice that all nurses seem to share 
like it’s part of their medical training. 

‘Uh-huh;’ I say, and then quickly correct myself. My aunt has told me that the 
evaluators will expect a certain degree of formality. ‘Yes. That’s me.’ 

It’s still strange to hear my real name; Holloway and a dull feeling settle at the bottom 
of my stomach. For the past decade; I’ve gone by my aunt’s name; 

Tiddle. Even though it’s a pretty stupid last name- Hanna once said it reminded her of 
a little-kid word for peeing-at least it isn’t associated with my mother and father. At least the 
Fiddles is a real family. The Haloway’s are nothing but a memory. But for official purposes; I 
have to use my birth name. 



‘Follow me.’ The nurse gestures down one of the hallways, and I follow the neat tick- 
tock of her heels down the linoleum. The halls are blindingly bright. The butterflies are working 
their way up from my stomach into my head; making me feel dizzy, and I try to calm myself by 
imagining the ocean outside; it's ragged breathing; the seagulls turning pinwheels in the sky. 

It will be over soon; I tell myself. It will be over soon and then you’ll go home, and 
you’ll never have to think about the evaluation again. 

The hallway seems to go on forever. Up ahead a door opens and shuts, and a moment 
later; as we turn a comer; a girl bmshes past us. Her face is red, and she’s been crying. She must 
be done with her evaluation already. I recognize her; vaguely; as one of the first girls admitted. 

I can’t help but feel sorry for her. Evaluations typically last anywhere from half an 
hour to two hours; but it’s common wisdom that the longer the evaluators keep you; the better 
you’re doing. Of course; that isn’t always tme. Two years ago- Marcy Davies was famously in 
and out of the lab in forty-five minutes, and she scored a perfect ten. And last year Corey Wine 
scored a record for longest evaluation -three and a half hours and still received only a three. 
There’s a system behind the evaluations; obviously; but there’s always a degree of randomness 
to them too. 

Sometimes; it seems the whole process is designed to be as intimidating and confusing 
as possible. I have a sudden fantasy of mrming through these clean; sterile hallways; kicking in 
all the doors. Then; immediately; I feel guilty. This is the worst of all possible times to be having 
doubts about the evaluations, and I mentally curse Hanna. This is her fault; for saying those 
things to me outside. 

You can’t be happy unless you’re unhappy sometimes. A limited choice. We get to 
choose from the people who have been chosen for us. 

I’m glad the choice is made for us. I’m glad I don’t have to choose-but more than that; 
I’m glad I don’t have to make someone else choose me. It would be okay for Hanna; of course; if 
things were still the way they were in the old days. 

Hanna; with her golden; halo hair, and bright gray eyes, and perfectly straight teeth, 
and the laugh that makes everyone in a two-mile radius whip around and looks at her and laughs 


too. 



Even clumsiness looks good on Hanna; it makes you want to reach out a hand to help 
her or scoop up her books. When I trip over my own feet or spill coffee down the front of my 
shirt; people look away. You can almost see them thinking; What a mess... And whenever I’m 
around strangers my mind goes fuzzy and damp and gray; like streets starting to thaw after a 
hard snow-unlike Hanna; who always knows just what to say. No guy in his right mind would 
ever choose me when there are people like Hanna in the world- It would be like settling for a 
stale cookie when what you want is a big bowl of ice cream; whipped cream, and cherries, and 
chocolate sprinkles included. 

So, I’ll be happy to receive my neat; printed sheet of ‘Approved Matches.’ At least it 
means I’ll end up with somebody. It won’t matter if nobody ever thinks I’m pretty (although 
sometimes 1 wish; just for a second; that somebody would.) It wouldn’t matter if 1 had one eye. 

‘In here.’ The nurse stops; finally; outside a door that looks identical to all the others. 
‘You can leave your clothing and things in the antechamber. Please put on the gown that is 
provided for you; with the opening to the back. Feel free to take a moment; have some water; do 
some meditation.’ I imagine hundreds and hundreds of girls sitting cross-legged on the floor; 
hands cupped on their knees; chanting om, and have to stifle another wild urge to laugh. 

‘Please be aware; however; that the longer you take to prepare; the less time your 
evaluators will have to get to know you. ’ 

She smiles tightly. Everything about her is tight - her skin; her eyes; her lab coat. She 
is looking straight at me; but I have the impression that she isn’t focusing; that in her mind she’s 
already tick-tocking her way back to the waiting room; ready to bring yet another girl down yet 
another hallway, and give her this same spiel. I feel very lonely; surrounded by these thick walls 
that muffle all sounds; insulated from the sun and the wind and the heat; all of it perfect and 
unnatural. 


‘When you’re ready; go on through the blue door. The evaluators will be waiting for 
you in the lab.’ After the nurse clicks away; I go into the antechamber; which is small and just as 
bright as the hallway. It looks like a regular doctor’s examination room. 


There’s an enormous piece of medical equipment squatting in the comer; emitting a 
series of periodic beeps; a tissue-paper-covered examination table; a stinging; antiseptic smell. I 



take off my clothes; shivering as the air-conditioning makes goosebumps pop up all over my 
skin; the fuzz on my arms standing up a little straighter. Great. Now the evaluators will think I’m 
a hairy beast. I fold- my clothes; including my bra; in a neat pile and slip on the gown. It’s made 
of super-sheer plastic, and as I wrap it around my body; securing it at the waist with a knot; I’m 
fully aware that you can still see pretty much everything-including the outline of my underwear- 
through its fabric. 

Over. Soon it will be over. I take a deep breath and step through the blue door. 

It’s even brighter in the lab- dazzlingly bright; so, the evaluators’ first impression of 
me must be of someone squinting; stepping backward; bringing her hand to her face. Four 
shadows float in a canoe in front of me. Then my eyes adjust, and the vision resolves into the 
four evaluators; all sitting behind a long; low table. This room is very large and empty except for 
the evaluators and; in the comer; a steel surgical table that’s been shoved up against one wall. 

Dual rows of overhead lights beat down on me, and I notice how high the ceiling is- at 
least thirty feet. I have a desperate urge to cross my arms over my chest; to cover myself up 
somehow. My mouth goes dry and my mind goes as hot and blank and white as the lights. 1 can’t 
remember what I’m supposed to do; what I’m supposed to say. 

Fortunately; one of the evaluators; a woman; speaks first. ‘Do you have your forms?’ 
Her voice sounds friendly, but it doesn’t help the fist that has closed deep in my stomach; 
squeezing my intestines. 

Oh; God; I think; I’m going to pee; I’m going to pee right here. I try to imagine what 
Hanna will say after this is over when we’re walking through the afternoon sunshine; with the 
smell of salt and sun-warmed pavement heavy on the air around us. ‘God;’ she’ll say. ‘That was 
a waste of time. All of them just sitting there staring like four frogs on a log.’ 

‘Um-yes.’ I step closer; feeling like the air has turned solid; resisting me. 

When I’m a few feet away from the table; I reach out and pass the evaluators my 
clipboard. There are three men and one woman, but I find I can’t focus on their features for too 
long. I scan them quickly and then shuffle backward again; getting only an impression of some 
noses; a few dark eyes; the winking of a pair of glasses. 



My clipboard bobs its way down the line of evaluators. I squeeze my arms to my sides 
and try to appear relaxed. Behind me; an observation deckmns along the back wall; elevated 
about twenty feet off the ground. It is accessed through a small red door high up beyond the 
tiered rows of white seats that are meant to hold students; doctors; interns, and junior scientists. 
Not only do the lab scientists perform the procedure; but they also do checkups afterward and 
often treat difficult cases of other diseases. 

It occurs to me that the scientists must perform the cure here; in this very room. That 
must be what the surgical table is for. The fist of anxiety starts closing in my stomach again. For 
some reason; though I’ve often thought about what it would be like to be cured; I’ve never really 
thought about the procedure itself- the hard metal table; the lights winking above me; the tubes 
and the wires and the pain. 

‘Lena Haloway?’ 

‘Yes. That’s me.’ ‘Okay. Why don’t you start by telling us a little about yourself?’ 

The evaluator with the glasses leans forward; spreading his hands, and smiles. He has big; square 
white teeth that remind me of bathroom tiles. The reflection in his glasses makes it impossible to 
see his eyes, and I wish he would take them off. 

‘Talk to us about the things you like to do. Your interests; hobbies; favorite subjects.’ 

I launch into the speech I’ve prepared; about photography and mnning and spending 
time with my friends; but I’m not focusing. I see the evaluators nodding in front of me, and 
smiles beginning to loosen their faces as they take notes; so I know I’m doing fine, but I can’t 
even hear the words that are coming out of my mouth. I’m fixated on the metal surgical table and 
keep sneaking looks at it from the comer of my eye; watching it blink and shimmer in the light 
like the edge of a blade. 

And suddenly I’m thinking of my mother. My mother had remained uncured despite 
three separate procedures, and the disease had claimed her; nipped at her insides and turned her 
eyes hollow and her cheeks pale; had taken control of her feet and led her; inch by inch; to the 
edge of a sandy cliff and into the bright; thin air of the plunge beyond. 



Or so they tell me. I was six at the time. I remember only the hot pressure of her 
fingers on my face in the nighttime and her last whispered words to me. I love you. Remember. 
They cannot take it- they can’t take much more. 

I close my eyes quickly; overwhelmed by the thought of my mother; writing and a 
dozen scientists in lab coats watching; scribbling impassively on notepads. Three separate times 
she was strapped to a metal table; three separate times a crowd of observers watched her from 
the deck; took note of her responses as the needles, and then the lasers; pierced her skin. 

Normally patients are anesthetized during the procedure and don’t feel a thing, but my aunt had 
once let slip that during my mother’s third procedure they had refused to sedate her; thinking that 
the anesthesia might be interfering with her brain’s response to the cure. 

‘Would you like some water?’ Evaluator One; the woman; gestures to a bottle of water 
and glass set up on the table. She has noticed my momentary flinch, but it’s okay. My statement 
is done, and I can tell by the way the evaluators are looking at me- pleased; proud like I’m a little 
kid who has managed to fit all the right pegs in all the right holes that I’ve done a good job. 

I pour myself a glass of water and take a few sips; grateful for the pause. I can feel 
sweat pricking up under my arms; on my scalp, and at the base of my neck, and I pray to God 
they can’t see it. I try to keep my eyes locked on the evaluators, but there it is in my peripheral 
vision; grinning at me- that damn table. 

‘Okay now; Lena. We’re going to ask you some questions. We want you to answer 
honestly. Remember; we’re trying to get to know you as a person.’ 

As opposed to what? The question pops into my mind before I can stop it. 

As an animal? 

I take a deep breath; force myself to nod and smile. ‘Great.’ ‘What are some of your 
favorite books?’ 

‘Love; War, and Interference; by Christopher Malley;’ I answer automatically. 

‘Border; by Philippa Harolde.’ It’s no use trying to keep the images away- They are rising now; a 
flood. That one word keeps scripting itself on my brain; as though it is being seared there. Pain. 



They wanted to make my mother submit to a fourth procedure. They were coming for her on the 
night she died; coming to bring her to the labs. 


But instead; she had fled into the dark; winged her way into the air. Instead; she had 
woken me with those words-1 love you. Remember...? They cannot take it. Which the wind 
seemed to carry back to me long after she had vanished; repeated on the dry trees; on the leaves 
coughing and whispering in the cold gray dawn. 

‘And Romeo and Juliet; by Kmmenacker Shakespeare.’ 

Romeo and Juliet are required to read in every freshman-year health class. The 
evaluator's nod; make notes. 

‘And why is that?’ Evaluator Three asks. 

It’s frightening- That’s what I’m supposed to say. It’s a cautionary tale; a warning 
about the dangers of the old world; before the cure. 

But my throat seems to have grown swollen and tender. There is no room to squeeze 
the words out; they are stuck there like the burrs that cling to our clothing when we jog through 
the farms. 


And at that moment; it’s like I can hear the low growl of the ocean; can hear its 
distant; insistent murmur; can imagine its weight closing around my mother; water as heavy as 
stone. And what comes out is- 

‘It’s beautiful...’ 

Instantly all four faces jerk up to look at me; like puppets connected to the same string. 

‘Beautiful...?’ Evaluator One wrinkles her nose. There’s a zinging; frigid tension in 
the air, and I realize I’ve made a big; big mistake. The evaluator with the glasses leans forward. 
‘That’s an interesting word to use. Very interesting.’ This time when he shows his teeth; they 
remind me of the curved white canines of a dog. ‘Perhaps you find suffering beautifully? Perhaps 
you enjoy violence?’ 

‘No. No; that’s not it.’ I’m trying to think straight, but my head is full of the ocean’s 
wordless roaring. It is growing louder and louder by the second. And now; faintly; it’s as though 



I can hear screaming as well-like my mother’s scream is reaching me from across the span of a 
decade. ‘I just mean - there’s something so sad about it.’ 


I’m struggling; floundering; feeling like I’m drowning now; in the white light and the 
roaring. Sacrifice. I want to say something about sacrifice, but the word doesn’t come. 

‘Let’s move on.’ Evaluator One; who sounded so sweet when she offered me the 
water; has lost all pretense of friendliness. She is all business now. 

‘Tell us something simple. Like your favorite color; for example.’ Part of my brain-the 
the rational; educated part; the logical me part- screams; Blue! Say blue! But this other; older 
thing inside of me is riding across the waves of sound; surging up with the rising noise. ‘Gray;’ I 
blurt out. 


‘Gray?’ Evaluator Four splutters back. My heart is spiraling down to my stomach. I 
know I’ve done it; I’m tanking; can practically see my numbers flipping backward. But it’s too 
late. I’m finished-it’s the roaring in my ears; growing louder and louder; a stampede; that makes 
thinking impossible. I quickly stammered out an explanation. 

‘Not gray; exactly... Right before the sun rises there’s a moment when the whole sky 
goes this pale nothing color-not really gray but sort of; or sort of white, and I’ve always really 
liked it because it reminds me of waiting for something good to happen.’ 

But they’ve stopped listening. All of them are staring beyond me; heads cocked; 
expressions confused; as though trying to make out familiar words in a foreign language. And 
then suddenly the roaring and the screaming surge and I realize, I haven’t been imagining them 
all this time. 

People are screaming, and there’s a tumbling; rolling; dmmming sound; like a 
thousand feet moving together. There’s a third sound too; mnning under both of those- a 
wordless bellowing that doesn’t sound human. 

In my confusion; everything seems disconnected; the way it does in dreams. Evaluator 
One half rises from her chair; saying; ‘What the hell -?’ At the same time; Glasses says; ‘Sit 
down; Helen. I’ll go see what’s wrong.’ But at that second the blue door bursts open and a 



streaming blur of cows- actual; real; live; sweating; mooing cows-come thundering into the lab. 

A stampede; I think, and for one weird; detached second feel proud of myself for correctly 
identifying the noise. 

Then I realize I’m being charged by a bunch of very heavy; very frightened herd 
animals, and am about two seconds from getting stomped into the ground. Instantly I launch 
myself into the comer and wedge myself behind the surgical table; where I’m completely 
protected from the panicked mass of animals. I poke my head out just a little; so, I can still see 
what’s going on. 

The evaluators are hopping up onto the table now; as walls of brown and speckled cow 
flanks fold around them. Evaluator One is screaming at the top of her lungs, and Glasses is 
yelling; ‘Calm down; calm down!’ even though he’s grabbing onto her like she’s a life raft and 
he’s in danger of sinking. Some of the cows have wigs hanging crazily from their heads, and 
others are half-swaddled in gowns identical to the one I’m wearing. 

For a second I’m sure I’m dreaming. Maybe this whole day has been a dream, and I’ll 
wake up to discover that I’m still at home; in bed; on the morning of my evaluation. But then 1 
notice the writing on the cows’ flanks- NOT CURE- DEATH. 

The words are written in sloppy ink; just above the neatly branded numbers that 
identify these cows as destined for the slaughterhouse. 

A little chill dance up my spine and everything starts clicking into place. Every couple 
of years the Invalids-the people who live in the Wilds; the unregulated land that exists between 
recognized cities and towns-sneak into 

Pittsburgh and stage some kind of protest. 

One year they came in at night and painted red death skulls on every single one of the 
known scientists’ houses. Another year they managed to break into the central police station; 
which coordinates all the patrols and guard shifts for Pittsburgh and move all the furniture onto 
the roof; even the coffee machines. That was pretty funny; actually-and pretty amazing since 
you’d think Central would be the most secure building in Pittsburgh. People in the Wilds don’t 
see love as a disease, and they don’t believe in the cure. They think it’s a kind of cruelty. Thus; 
the slogan. 



Now I get it- The cows are dressed up like us; the people being evaluated. Like we’re 
all a bunch of herd animals. 

The cows are calming down somewhat. They’re not charging anymore, and have 
begun to shuffle back and forth in the lab. Evaluator One has a clipboard in her hand, and she’s 
swooping and swatting as the cow's butt up against the table; mooing and nipping at the papers 
scattered across its surface -the evaluators’ notes; I realize; as a cow snaps up a sheet of paper 
and begins to rip at it with its teeth. 

Thank God- Maybe the cows will eat up all the notes, and the evaluators will lose 
track of the fact that I was completely tanking. Half-concealed behind the table-and safe; now; 
from those sharp; stamping hooves-1 have to admit the whole thing is kind of hilarious. 

That’s when 1 hear it. Somehow; above the snorting and stomping and yelling; 1 hear 
the laugh above me-low and short and musical; like someone sounding out a few notes on a 
piano. The observation decks. A boy is standing on the observation deck; watching the chaos 
below. And he’s laughing. 

As soon as I look up; his eyes click on my face. The breath whooshes out of my body 
and everything freezes for a second; as though I’m looking at him through my camera lens; 
zoomed in all the way; the world pausing for that tiny period between the opening and closing of 
the shutter. His hair is golden brown; like leaves in autumn just as they’re turning, and he has 
bright amber eyes. 

The moment, I see him-1 know that he’s one of the people responsible for this. I know 
that he must live in the Wilds; I know he’s an Invalid. 

Fear clamps down on my stomach, and I open my mouth to shout something-I’m not 
sure what; exactly-but at precisely that second-he gives a minute shake of his head, and 
suddenly 1 can’t make a sound. Then he does the absolutely; positively unthinkable. 

He winks at me... 

At last; the alarm goes off. It’s so loud I have to cover my ears with my hands. I look 
down to see whether the evaluators have seen him, but they’re still doing their little tabletop 
dance, and when I look up again; he’s gone. 



Step on a crack; you’ll break your mama’s back. 


Step on a stone; you’ll end up all alone. 

Step on a stick; you’re bound to get the Sick. Watch where you tread; you’ll bring out 
all the dead. 

-A common children’s playground chant; usually accompanied by jumping rope or 
clapping... That night; I have the dream again. 

I’m at the edge of a big white cliff made out of the sand. The ground is unsteady. The 
ledge I’m standing on is starting to cmmble; to flake away and tumble down; down; down 
thousands of feet below me; into the ocean; which is whipping and snapping so hard it looks like 
one gigantic; frothing stew; all Whitecaps, and surging water. 

I’m terrified I’m going to fall, but for some reason, I can’t move or back away from 
the edge of the cliff; even as I feel the ground shifting away from underneath me; millions of 
molecules rearranging themselves into space; into the wind- Any second I’m going to fall. 

Likewise, just before, I know that there’s nothing underneath me but air-that at any 
split second I’m going to feel tbe wind shrieking around me as I drop down into tbe water-the 
waves lashing underneath me open up for a moment and- I see my mother’s face; pale and 
bloated and splotched with blue; floating just below the surface. Her eyes are open; her mouth is 
split apart as though she is screaming; her arms are extended on either side of her; bobbing in the 
current; as though she is waiting to embrace me. 

That’s when I wake up. That’s when I always wake up. 

My pillow is damp, and I’ve got a scratchy feeling in my throat. I’ve been crying in 
my sleep. Grade is folded next to me; one cheek squashed flat against the sheets; her mouth 
making endless; noiseless repetitions. She always gets into bed with me when I’m having the 
dream. 


She can sense it; somehow. I bmsh her hair away from her face and pull the sweat- 
soaked sheets away from her shoulders. I’ll be sorry to leave Grace when I move out. 



Our secrets have made us close; bonded us together. She is the only one who knows of 
the Coldness- a feeling that comes sometimes when I’m lying in bed; a black; the empty feeling 
that knocks my breath away and leaves me gasping as though I’ve just been thrown in the icy 
water. 


On nights like that although; it is wrong and illegal- I think of those strange and 
terrible words; I love you and wonder what they would taste like in my mouth; try to recall their 
lilting rh 5 dhm on my mother’s tongue. 

And of course; I keep her secret safe. I’m the only one who knows that Grace isn’t 
stupid, or slow- There’s nothing wrong with her at all. I’m the only one who has ever heard her 
speak. 

One night after she’d come to sleep in my bed I woke up in the very early morning; 
the nighttime shadows ebbing off our walls. She was sobbing quietly into the pillow next to me; 
pronouncing the same word over and over; stuffing her mouth with blankets so I could barely 
hear her- ‘Mommy; Mommy; Mommy.’ 

As though she was trying to chew her way around it; as though it was choking her in 
her sleep. I’d put my arms around her and squeezed, and after what felt like hours; she exhausted 
herself on the word and fell back to sleep; the tension in her body slowly relaxing; her face hot 
and bloated from the tears. 

That’s the real reason she doesn’t speak. All the rest of her words are crowded out by 
that single; looming one; a word still echoing in the dark comers of her memory. 

Mommy... 

I know, I remember. I sit up and watch the light strengthen the walls; listen for the 
sounds of the seagulls outside; take a drink from the glass of water next to my bed. Today is June 
3. Ninety-five days. 

I wish; for Grace; the cure could come sooner. I comfort myself by thinking that 
someday she will have the procedure too. Someday she will be saved, and the past and all its 
pain will be rendered as smoothly palatable as the food we spoon to our babies. 



Someday we'll all be saved. By the time I drag myself down to breakfast-feeling as 
though someone is grinding sand into both of my eyes-the the official story about the incident at 
the labs has been released. 

Carol keeps our small TV on low while she makes breakfast, and the murmur of the 
newscasters’ voices almost puts me back to sleep. 

‘Yesterday a truck full of cattle intended for the slaughterhouse was mixed up with a 
shipment of pharmaceuticals; resulting in the hilarious and unprecedented chaos you see on your 
screen.’ Cue- nurses squealing; swatting at lowing cows with clipboards. 

This doesn’t make any sense, but as long as no one mentions the Invalids; everyone’s 
happy. We’re not supposed to know about them. They're not even supposed to exist; supposedly; 
all the people who live in the Wilds were destroyed over fifty years ago; during the blitz. 

Fifty years ago; the government closed the borders of the United States. The border is 
guarded constantly by military personnel. No one can get in. No one goes out. Every sanctioned 
and approved community must also be contained within a border that's the law and all travel 
between communities requires the official written consent of the municipal government; to be 
obtained six months in advance. This is for our protection. Safety; Sanctity; Community- That is 
our country’s motto. For the most part; the government has been successful. We haven’t seen a 
war since the border was closed, and there is hardly any crime, except for the occasional incident 
of vandalism or petty theft. There is no more hatred in the United States; at least among the 
cured. Only sporadic cases of detachment-but every medical procedure carry a certain risk. 

But so far; the government has failed to rid the country of the Invalids, and it is the 
single blemish on the administration and the system in general. So, we don’t talk about them. We 
pretend that the Wilds-and the people who live there- don’t even exist. It’s rare to hear the word 
even spoken; except when a suspected sympathizer disappears; or when a young diseased couple 
is found to have vanished together before a cure can be administered. 

One piece of really good news is this- 

All of yesterday’s evaluations have been invalidated. All of us will receive a new 
evaluation date, which means I get a second chance. This time I swear I’m not going to screw it 
up. I feel completely idiotic about my meltdown at the labs. 



Sitting at the breakfast table; with everything looking so clean and bright and normal- 
the chipped blue mugs full of coffee; the erratic beeping of the microwave (one of the few 
electronic devices; besides the lights; Carol allows us to use)-makes yesterday seem like a long; 
strange dream. It’s a miracle; actually; that a bunch of fanatical Invalids decided to let loose a 
stampede at the exact moment I was failing the most important test of my life. I don’t know what 
came over me. I think about Glasses showing his teeth, and the moment I heard my mouth say. 

‘Gray;’ and I wince. Stupid; stupid. 

Suddenly I’m aware that Jenny has been talking to me. 

‘What?’ I blink at Jenny as she swims into focus. I watch her hands as she cuts her 
toast precisely into quarters. 

‘I said; what’s wrong with you?’ Back and forth; back and forth. The knife dings 
against the edge of the plate. ‘You look like you’re about to puke or something.’ ‘Jenny;’ Carol 
scolds. She is at the sink; washing dishes. ‘Not while your uncle is eating breakfast.’ ‘I’m fine.’ I 
rip off a piece of toast; slide it across the stick of butter that’s getting melty in the middle of the 
table, and force myself to eat. The last thing I need is a good old family-style interrogation. ‘Just 
tired.’ Carol turns to look at me. Her face has always reminded me of a doll’s. Even when she’s 
talking; even when she’s irritated or happy or confused; her expression stays weirdly immobile. 

‘Couldn’t sleep?’ 

‘I slept;’ I say. ‘I just had a bad dream; that’s all.’ At the end of the table; my uncle 

Kmmenacker starts up from his newspaper. 

‘Oh; God. You know what? You just reminded me. I had a dream last night too.’ 

Carol raises her eyebrows, and even Jenny looks interested. It’s extremely unusual for 
people to dream once they’ve been cured. Carol once told me that on the rare occasions she still 
dreams; her dreams are full of dishes; stacks and stacks of them climbing toward the sky, and 
sometimes she climbs them; lip to lip; hauling herself up into the clouds; trying to reach the top 
of the stack. But it never ends; it stretches on into infinity. As far as I know; my sister Rachel 
never dreams anymore. 



Krumenacker smiles; ‘I was caulking the window in the bathroom. Carol; you 
remember I said there was a draft the other day? Anyway; I was piping in the caulk, but every 
time I finished; it would just flake away-almost like it was snow-and the wind would come in 
and 


I’d have to start all over. On and on and on for hours; it felt like.’ 

‘How strange;’ my aunt says; smiling; coming to the table with a plate of fried eggs. 
My uncle likes them super mnny, and they sit on the plate; their yolks jiggling and quivering like 
hula-hoop dancers; spotted with oil. My stomach twists. Kmmenacker says; ‘No wonder I’m so 
tired this morning. I was doing housework all night.’ 

Everyone laughs but me. I choke down another bit of toast; wondering whether I’ll 
dream once I’ve been cured. 

I hope not. 

This year is the first year since sixth grade that I don’t have a single class with Hanna; 
so, I don’t see her until after school; when we meet up in the locker room to go mnning; even 
though the cross-country season ended a couple of weeks ago. 

(When the team went to Regionals it was only the third time I’d ever been out of 
Pittsburgh, and even though we went just forty miles along the gray; bleak municipal highway; I 
could still hardly swallow; the butterflies in my throat were so frantic.) 

Still; Hanna and I try to mn together as much as we can; even during school vacations. 

I started mnning when I was six years old after my mom committed suicide. The first day I ever 
ran a whole mile was the day of her funeral. I’d been told to stay upstairs with my cousins while 
my aunt prepared the house for the memorial service and laid out all the food. 

Marcia and Rachel were supposed to get me ready, but in the middle of helping me 
dress, they’d started arguing about something and had stopped paying me any attention at all. So- 
o I had wandered downstairs; my dress zipped halfway up my back; to ask my aunt for help. Mrs. 
Eisner; my aunt’s neighbor at the time; was there. As I came into the kitchen she was saying; 

‘It’s horrible; of course. But there was no hope for her anyway. It’s much better this way. It’s 
better for Eena; too. Who wants a mother like that?’ 



I wasn’t supposed to have heard. Mrs. Eisner gave a startled little gasp when she saw 
me, and her mouth shut quickly; like a cork popping back into a bottle. 

My aunt just stood there, and in that second it was as though the world and the future 
collapsed down into a single point, and I understood that this-the kitchen; the spotless cream 
linoleum floors; the glaring lights, and the vivid green mass of Jell-0 on the counter- was all that 
was left now that my mother was gone. 

Suddenly, 1 couldn’t stay there. 1 couldn’t stand the sight of my aunt’s kitchen, which I 
now understood would be my kitchen. I couldn’t stand the Jell- O. 

My mother hated Jell-0. An itchy feeling began to work its way through my body; as 
though a thousand mosquitoes were circulating through my blood; biting me from the inside; 
making me want to scream; jump; squirm. 

Iran... 

Nevaeh 

Book: 24 


This Kiss 


Hanna; one foot on a bench; is lacing up her shoes when I come in. My awful secret is 
that I like to run with Hanna partly because it’s the single; sole; a solitary shred of a thing that I 
can do better than she can; but I would never admit that out loud in a million years. 

I haven’t even had a chance to put my bag down before she’s leaning forward and 
grabbing my arm. 

‘Can you believe it?’ She’s fighting a smile, and her eyes are a pinwheel of color-blue; 
green; gold-flashing like they always do when she’s excited about something. ‘It was definitely 
the Invalids. That’s what everybody’s saying; anyway.’ 



We’re the only people in the locker room-all the sports teams have finished their 
seasons-but I instinctively whip my head around when she says the word. 

‘Keep your voice down.’ 

She pulls back a little; tossing her hair over one shoulder. ‘Relax. I did recon. Even 
checked the toilet stalls. We’re in the clear.’ 

I open up the gym locker I’ve had for all my ten years at St. Anne’s. At its bottom is a 
film of gum wrappers and shredded notes and lost paper clips, and on top of that; my small limp 
pile ofmnning clothes; two pairs of shoes; my cross-country team jersey; a dozen half-used 
bottles of deodorant; conditioner, and perfume. In less than two weeks I’ll graduate and never 
see the inside of this locker again, and for a second I get sad. 

It’s gross; but I’ve actually always loved the smell of gyms- the industrial cleaning 
fluid and the deodorant and soccer balls and even the lingering smell of sweat. 

It’s comforting to me. It’s so strange how life works- You want something, and you 
wait and wait and feel like it’s taking forever to come. Then it happens and it’s over and all you 
want to do is curl back up at that moment before things changed. 

‘Who’s everybody; anyway? The news is saying it was just a mistake; a shipping error 
or something. ’ I feel the need to repeat the official story; even though I know just as well as 
Hanna that it’s BS. 

She straddles the bench; watching me. 

As usual; she’s oblivious to the fact that 1 hate it when other people see me change. 
‘Don’t be an idiot. If it was on the news; it definitely isn’t tme. Besides; who mixes up a cow and 
a box of prescription meds? It’s not like it’s hard to tell the difference.’ 

1 shmg. She’s right; obviously. She’s still looking at me; so-1 angle slightly away. 

I’ve never been comfortable with my body like Hanna and some of the other girls at St. Anne’s; 
never gotten over the awkward feeling that I’ve been fitted together just a little wrong in some 
very key places. Like I’ve been sketched by an amateur artist- If you don’t look too closely; it’s 
all right, but start focusing and all the smudges and mistakes become really obvious. Hanna kicks 
one leg out and begins stretching; refusing to let the issue drop. 



Hanna’s more fascinated with the Wilds than anyone I’ve ever met. ‘If you think about 
it; it’s pretty amazing. The planning and all that. It would have taken at least four or five people- 
maybe more-to coordinate everything.’ I think briefly of the boy I saw on the observation deck; 
of his flashing; autumn-leaf-colored hair, and the way he tipped his head back when he laughed 
so I could see the vaulted black arch of his mouth. I told no one about him; not even Hanna, and 
now I feel I should have. 

Hanna goes on; ‘Someone must have had security codes. Maybe a sympathizer.’ 

A door bangs loudly at the front of the locker room, and Hanna and I both jump; 
staring at each other with wide eyes. Footsteps click quickly across the linoleum. After a few 
seconds of hesitation; Hanna launches smoothly into a safe topic- the color of the graduation 
gowns; which are orange this year. Just then Mrs. Jonson; the athletic director; comes around the 
bank of lockers; swinging her whistle around one finger. 

‘At least they’re not brown; like at Fieldston Prep;’ I say; though I’m barely listening 
to Hanna. My heart is pounding and I’m still thinking about the boy and wondering whether 
Jonson heard us say the word sympathizer. She doesn’t do an 5 dhing but nod as she passes us; so, 
it seems unlikely. 

I’ve learned to get really good at this -say one thing when I’m thinking about 
something else; act like I’m listening when I’m not; pretend to be cahn and happy when really; 
I’m freaking out. It’s one of the skills you perfect as you get older. You have to learn that people 
are always listening. 

The first time I ever used the cell phone that my aunt and uncle share; I was surprised 
by the patchy interference that kept breaking up my conversation with Hanna at random 
intervals; until my aunt explained that it was just the government’s listening devices; which 
arbitrarily cut into cell phone calls; recording them; monitoring conversations for target words 
like love; or Invalids; or sympathizer. 

No one; in particular; is targeted; it’s all done randomly; to be fair. But it’s almost 
worse that way. I pretty much always feel as though a giant; revolving gaze is bound to sweep 
over me at any second; lighting up my bad thoughts like an animal lit still and white in the ever- 
turning beam of a lighthouse. Sometimes I feel as though there are twome’s; one coasting 



directly on top of the other- the superficial me; who nods when she’s supposed to nod and says 
what she’s supposed to say, and some other; deeper part; the part that worries and dreams and 
says ‘Gray.’ 

Most of the time they move along in sync and I hardly notice the split, but sometimes 
it feels as though I’m two wholly different people and I could rip apart at any second. Once I 
confessed this to Rachel. She just smiled and told me it would all be better after the procedure. 
After the procedure; she said; it would be all coasting; all glide; every day as easy as one; two; 
three. 


‘Ready;’ I say; spinning my locker closed. We can still hear Mrs. Jonson shuffling 
around in the bathroom; whistling. A toilet flushes. A faucet goes on. 

‘My turn to pick the route;’ Hanna says; eyes sparkling, and before I can open my 
mouth to protest; she lunges forward and smacks me on the shoulder.’ 

‘Tag- you’re it;’ she says, and just as easily spins off the bench and sprints for the 
door; laughing; so-1 have to mn to catchup. 

Earlier in the day; it rained, and the storm cooled everything off. Water evaporates 
from puddles in the streets; leaving a shimmering layer of mist over Pittsburgh. Above us; the 
sky is now a vivid blue. The bay is flat and silver; the coast like a giant belt cinched around it; 
keeping it in place. 

I don’t ask Hanna where she’s going, but it doesn’t surprise me when she starts 
winding us toward Old Port; toward the old footpath that runs along Commercial Street and up to 
the labs. 


We try to keep on the smaller; less-trafficked streets, but it’s pretty much a losing 
game. It’s three-thirty. All the schools have been released, and the streets surge with students 
walking home. A few buses mmble past, and one or two cars squeeze by. Cars are considered 
good luck. As they pass; people reach out their hands and bmsh along with the shiny hoods; the 
clean; bright windows; which will soon be smudged with fingerprints. Hanna and I mn next to 
each other; reviewing all the day’s gossip. We don’t talk about the botched evaluations yesterday, 
or the mmors of the Invalids. 



There are too many people around. Instead; she tells me about her ethics exam, and I 
tell her about Cora Dervish’s fight with Minna Wilkinson. We talk about Willow Marks; too; 
who has been absent from school since the previous Wednesday. Rumor is that Willow was 
found by regulators last week in Deering Oaks Park after curfew -with a boy. 

We’ve been hearing mmors like that about Willow for years. She’s just the kind of 
person people talk about. She has blond hair, but she’s always coloring different streaks into it 
with markers, and I remember once on a freshman class trip to a museum; we passed a group of 
Spencer Prep boys and she said; so loud one of our chaperones could have easily heard; T’d like 
to kiss one of them straight on the lips.’ Supposedly she was caught hanging out with a boy in 
tenth grade and got off with a warning because she showed no signs of the deliria. 

Every so often people make mistakes; it’s biological; a result of the same kind of 
chemical and hormonal imbalances that occasionally lead to Un-naturalism; to boys being 
attracted to boys and girls to girls. These impulses; too; will be resolved by the cure. But this 
time it is serious; apparently, and Hanna drops the bomb just as we turn onto Center- Mr. and 
Mrs. Marks have agreed to move the date of Willow’s procedure up by a full six months. She’ll 
be missing graduation day to get cured. 

‘Six months?’ I repeat. We’ve been running hard for twenty minutes; so- I’m not sure 
if the heavy thumping in my chest is a result of the exercise or the news. I’m feeling more out of 
breath than I should be like someone’s sitting on my chest. ‘Isn’t that dangerous?’ Hanna tips her 
head to the right; gesturing the way to a shortcut through an alley. ‘It’s been done before.’ 

‘Yeah; but not successfully. What about all the side effects? Mental problems? 
Blindness?’ There are a few reasons why the scientists won’t let anyone under the age of 
eighteen have the procedure, but the biggest one is that it just doesn’t seem to work as well for 
people younger than that, and in the worst cases it’s been known to cause all kind of crazy 
difficulties. Scientists speculate that the brain and its neuropathways are still too plastic before 
then; still in the middle of forming themselves. Actually; the older you are when you have the 
procedure; the better; but most people are scheduled for the procedure as close as possible to 
their eighteenth birthday. 


‘I guess they think it’s worth the risk;’ 



Hanna says. ‘Better than the alternative; you know? Amor deliria Nervosa. The 
deadliest of all deadly things.’ This is the catchphrase that’s written on every mental health 
pamphlet ever written about the deliria; Hanna’s voice is flat as she repeats it, and it makes my 
stomach dip. All of yesterday’s craziness has made me forget Hanna’s comment to me before the 
evaluations. But now I remember and remember how strange she looked too; eyes cloudy and 
unreadable. 

‘Come on.’ I feel a straining in my lungs and my left thigh is starting to cramp. The 
only way to push through it is to run harder and faster. ‘Let’s pick it up; Slug.’ 

‘Bring it.’ Hanna’s face splits into a grin, and both of us start pumping faster. The pain 
in my lungs swells up and blossoms until it feels like it’s ever 3 rwhere; tearing through all my 
cells and muscles at once. The cramp in my leg makes me wince every time my heel hits the 
pavement. It’s always like this on miles two and three; like all the stress and anxiety and 
irritation and fear get transformed into little needling points of physical pain, and you can’t 
breathe or imagine going farther or think anything but I can’t. I can’t. I can’t. 

And then; just as suddenly; it’s gone. All the pain lifts away; the cramp vanishes; the 
first ease off my chest, and I can breathe easily. Instantly a feeling of total happiness bubbles up 
inside of me- the solid feeling of the ground underneath me; the simplicity of the movement; 
rocketing off my heels; pushing forward in time and space; total freedom and release. I glance 
over at Hanna. I can tell from her expression that she’s feeling it too. She has made it through the 
wall. She senses me looking and whips around; her blond ponytail a bright arc; to give me the 
thumbs-up. 

It’s strange. When we mn; 1 feel closer to Ha nn a than at any other time. Even when 
we’re not talking; it’s like there’s an invisible cord tethering us together; matching our rhythms; 
our arms and our legs; as though we’re both responding to the same drumbeat. 

For my sister; Karly- Han girl’s forever I like to save things. Not important things like 
whales or people or the environment. Silly things. Porcelain bells; the kind you get at souvenir 
shops. Cookie cutters you’ll never use; because who needs a cookie in the shape of afoot? 
Ribbons for my hair. 



Love letters. Of all the things I save; I guess you could say my love letters are my 
most prized possession. I keep my letters in a teal hatbox my mom bought me from a vintage 
store downtown. 

They don't love letters that someone else wrote for me; I don’t have any of those. 

These are the ones I’ve written. There’s one for every boy I’ve ever loved - five in all. 

When I write; I hold nothing back. I write as he’ll never read it. Because he never will. 

Every secret thought; every careful observation; everything I’ve saved up inside me; I 
put it all in the letter. When I’m done; I seal it; I address it, and then I put it in my teal hatbox. 

They do not love letters in the strictest sense of the word. My letters are for when I 
don’t want to be in love anymore. They’re for good-bye. Because after I write my letter; I’m no 
longer consumed by my all-consuming love. I can eat my cereal and not wonder if he likes 
bananas over his Cheerios too; I can sing along to love songs and not be singing them to him. If 
love is like a possession; maybe my letters are like my exorcisms. My letters set me free. Or at 
least they’re supposed to. 

JOSH IS MARGOT’S BOYFRIEND; BU IT guess you could say my whole family is 
a little in love with him. It’s hard to say who most of all. Before he was Margot’s boyfriend; he 
was just Josh. He was always there. I say always, but I guess that’s not true. He moved next door 
five years ago, but it feels like always. 

My dad loves Josh because he’s a boy and my dad is surrounded by girls. I mean it- all 
day long he is surrounded by females. My dad is an ob-gyn, and he also happens to be the father 
of three daughters; so, it’s like girls; girls; girls all day. He also likes Josh because Josh likes 
comics and he’ll go fishing with him. My dad tried to take us fishing once, and I cried when my 
shoes got mud on them, and Margot cried when her book got wet, and Kellie cried because 
Kellie was still practically a baby. 

Kellie loves Josh because he’ll play cards with her and not get bored. Or at least 
pretend to not get bored. They make deals with each other- if I win this next hand; you have to 
make me a toasted cmnchy-peanut-butter-sandwich; no crusts. 


That’s Kellie... 



Inevitably there won’t be crunchy peanut butter and Josh will say too bad; pick 
something else. But then Kellie will wear him down and he’ll run out and buy some because 
that’s Josh. 

If I had to say why Margot loves him; I think maybe I would say it’s because we all do. 

We are in the living room; Kellie is posting pictures of dogs to a giant piece of 
cardboard. There are paper and scraps all around her. Humming to herself; she says; ‘When 
Daddy asks me what I want for Christmas; I am just going to say; ‘Pick any one of these breeds 
and we’ll be good.’ ‘Margot and Josh are on the couch; I’m lying on the floor; watching TV. 

Josh popped a big bowl of popcorn, and I devote myself to it; handfuls and handfuls of it. 

A commercial comes on for perfume- a girl is miming around the streets of- Paris in 
an orchid-colored halter dress that is thin as tissue paper. What I wouldn’t give to be that; the girl 
in that tissue-paper dress mnning around Paris in springtime! I sit up so-o suddenly; I choke on a 
kernel of popcorn. Between coughs I say; ‘Margot; let’s meet in Paris for my spring break!’ I’m 
already picturing myself twirling with a pistachio macaron in one hand and a raspberry one in the 
other. 


Margot’s eyes light up. ‘Do you think Daddy will let you?’ 

‘Sure; it’s culture. He’ll have to let me.’ But it’s tme that I’ve never flown by myself 
before. And also; I’ve never even left the country before. Would Margot meet me at the airport; 
or would I have to find my own way to the hostel? 

Josh must see the sudden worry on my face because he says; ‘Don’t worry. 

Your dad will definitely let you go if I’m with you.’ 

I brighten. ‘Yeah! We can stay at hostels and just eat pastries and cheese for all our 

meals.’ 

‘We can go to Jim Morrison’s grave!’ Josh throws in. 

‘We can go to a perfumeries’ and get our personal scents done!’ I cheer, and Josh 

snorts. 



‘Um; I’m pretty sure ‘getting our scents done’ at some perfumeries’ would cost the 
same as a week’s stay at the hostel;’ he says. He nudges Margot. ‘Your sister suffers from 
delusions of grandeur.’ 

‘She is the fanciest of the three of us;’ Margot agrees. 

‘What about me?’ Kellie whimpers. 

‘You?’ I scoff. ‘You’re the least fancy Song girl. I have to beg you to wash your feet 
at night; much less take a shower.’ 

Kellie’s face gets pinched and red. ‘I wasn’t talking about that; you dodo bird. I was 
talking about Paris.’ 

Airily; I wave her off. ‘You’re too little to stay at a hostel.’ 

She crawls over to Margot and climbs in her lap; even though she’s nine and nine is 
too big to sit in people’s laps. ‘Margot; you’ll let me go; won’t you?’ 

‘Maybe it could be a family vacation;’ Margot says; kissing her cheek. ‘You and Lara 
Jean and Daddy could all come.’ 

I frown... That’s not at all the Paris trip I was imagining. Over Kellie’s head Josh 
mouths to me; we’ll talk later, and I give him a discreet thumbs-up. 

It’s later that night; Josh is long gone. Kellie and our dad are asleep. We are in the 
kitchen. Margot is at the table on her computer; I am sitting next to her; rolling cookie dough 
into balls and dropping them in cinnamon and sugar. Snickerdoodles to get back in Kellie’s good 
graces. Earlier; when I went in to say good night; Kellie rolled over and wouldn’t speak to me 
because she’s still convinced; I’m going to try to cut her out of the- Paris trip. 

My plan is to put the snickerdoodles on a plate right next to her pillow so she wakes 
up to the smell of fresh-baked cookies. 

Margot’s being extra quiet, and then; out of nowhere; she looks up from her computer 
and says; ‘I broke up with Josh tonight. After dinner.’ 

My cookie-dough ball falls out of my fingers and into the sugar bowl. 



‘I mean; it was time;’ she says. Her eyes aren’t red-rimmed; she hasn’t been crying; I 
don’t think. Her voice is calm and even. Anyone looking at her would think she was fine. 

Because Margot is always fine; even when she’s not. 

‘I don’t see why you had to break up;’ I say. ‘Just cause you’re going to college 
doesn’t mean you have to break up.’ 

‘Lara Jean; I’m going to Scotland; not UVA. Saint Andrews is nearly four thousand 
miles away.’ She pushes up her glasses. ‘What would be the point?’ 

I can’t even believe she would say that. ‘The point is; it’s Josh. Josh who loves you 
more than any boy has ever loved a girl!’ 

Margot rolls her eyes at this. She thinks I’m being dramatic, but I’m not. It’s true; 
that’s how much Josh loves Margot. He would never so much as look at another girl. 

Suddenly she says; ‘Do you know what Mommy told me once?’ 

‘What?’ For a moment; I forget all about Josh. Because no matter what I am doing in 
life; if Margot and I are in the middle of an argument; if I am about to get hit by a car; I will 
always stop and listen to a story about Mommy. 

Any detail; any remembrance that; Margot has; I want to have it too. I’m better off 
than Kellie; though. Kellie doesn’t have one memory of Mommy that we haven’t given her. 
We’ve told her so many stories so many times that they’re hers now. ‘Remember that time-;’ 
she’ll say. And then she’ll tell the story like she was there and not just a little baby. 

‘She told me to try not to go to college with a boyfriend. She said she didn’t want me 
to be the girl crying on the phone with her boyfriend and saying no to things instead of yes.’ 

Scotland is Margot’s; yes; I guess. Absently; I scoop up a mound of cookie dough and 
pop it in my mouth. 

‘You shouldn’t eat raw cookie dough;’ Margot says. 


I ignore her. ‘Josh would never hold you back from an 3 dhing. He’s not like that. 



Remember how when you decided to mn for student-body president; he was your 
campaign manager? He’s your biggest fan!’ 

At this; the comers of Margot’s mouth turn down, and I get up and fling my arms 
around her neck. She leans her head back and smiles up at me. ‘I’m okay;’ she says, but she 
isn’t; I know she isn’t. 

‘It’s not too late; you know. You can go over there right now and tell him you changed 
your mind.’ 

Margot shakes her head. ‘It’s done; Lara Jean.’ I release her and she closes her laptop. 
‘When will the first batch be ready? I’m hungry.’ 

I look at the magnetic egg timer on the fridge. ‘Four more minutes.’ I sit back down 
and say; ‘I don’t care what you say; Margot. You guys aren’t done. You love him too much.’ 

She shakes her head. ‘Lara Jean;’ she begins; in her patient Margot's voice; like I am a 
child and she is a wise old woman of forty-two. 

I wave a spoonful of cookie dough under Margot’s nose, and she hesitates and then 
opens her mouth. I feed it to her like a baby. ‘Wait and see; you and Josh will be back together in 
a day; maybe two.’ But even as I’m saying it; I know it’s not trae. Margot’s not the kind of girl 
to break up and get back together on a whim; once she’s decided something; that’s it. There’s no 
waffling; no regrets. It’s like she said- when she’s done; she’s just done. 

I wish (and this is a thought I’ve had many; many times; too many times to count) I 
was more like Margot. Because sometimes it feels like I’ll never be done. 

Later; after I’ve washed the dishes and plated the cookies and set them on Kellie’s 
pillow; I go to my room. I don’t turn the light on. I go to my window. Josh’s light is still on. 

THE NEXT MORNING; MARGOT making coffee and I am pouring cereal into 
bowls, and I say the thing I’ve been thinking all morning. ‘Just so you know; Daddy and Kellie 
are going to be really upset.’ When Kellie and I were brushing our teeth just now; I was tempted 
to go ahead and spill the beans, but Kellie was still mad at me from yesterday; so-1 kept quiet. 
She didn’t even acknowledge my cookies; though I know she ate them because all that was left 
on the plate where cmmbs. 



Margot lets out a heavy sigh. ‘So; I’m supposed to stay with Josh because of you and 
Daddy and Kellie?’ 

‘No; I’m just telling you.’ 

‘It’s not like he would come over here that much once I was gone; anyway.’ 

I frown... This didn’t occur to me; that Josh would stop coming over because Margot 
was gone. He was coming over long before they were ever a couple; so-1 don’t see why he 
should stop. ‘He might;’ I say. ‘He really loves Kellie.’ 

She pushes the start button on the coffee machine. I’m watching her super carefully 
because; Margot’s always been the one to make the coffee and I never have, and now; that she’s 
leaving (only six more days); I’d better know-how. With her back to me; she says; ‘Maybe I 
won’t even mention it to them.’ 

‘Um; I think they’ll figure it out when he’s not at the airport; Gogo.’ Gogo is my 
nickname for Margot. As in go-go boots. ‘How many cups of water did you put in there? 

And how many spoons of coffee beans?’ 

‘I’ll write it all down for you;’ Margot assures me. ‘In the notebook.’ 

We keep a house notebook by the fridge. Margot’s idea; of course. It has all the 
important numbers and Daddy’s schedule and Kellie’s Caceool. ‘Make sure you put in the 
number for the new dry cleaners;’ I say. 

‘Already done.’ Margot slices a banana for her cereal- each slice is perfectly thin. 
‘And also; Josh wouldn’t have come to the airport with us anyway. You know how I feel; about 
sad good-byes.’ Margot makes a face; like Ugh; emotions. 

I do know. 

When Margot decided to go to college in Scotland; it felt like a betrayal. 

Even though I knew it was coming because of course; she was going to go to college 
somewhere far away. And of course; she was going to go to college in Scotland and study 



anthropology; because she is Margot; the girl with the maps and the travel books and the plans. 
Of course; she would leave us one day. 

I’m still mad at her; just a little. Just a teeny-tiny bit. Obviously; I know it’s not her 
fault. But she’s going so far away, and we always said we’d be the Song girls forever. 

Margot first; 1 in the middle and my sister Kellie last. On her birth certificate, she is 
Katherine; tons she is Kellie. Occasionally we call her Kitten because that’s what I called her 
when she was bom- she looked like a scrawny; hairless kitten. 

We are the three Song girls. There used to be four. My mom; Eve Song. Evie to my 
dad; Mommy to us; Eve to everyone else. The song is; was my mom’s last name. Our last name 
is Covey- Covey like a lovey; not like a cove. But the reason we are the Song girls and not the 
Covey girls is my mom used to say that she was a Song girl for life, and Margot said then we 
should be too. We all have Song for our middle name, and we look more Song than Covey 
anyway; more Korean than white. At least Margot and I do; Kellie looks most like Daddy- her 
hair is light brown like this. People say I look the most like Mommy, but I think Margot does; 
with her high cheekbones and dark eyes. It’s been almost six years now, and sometimes it feels 
like just yesterday she was here, and sometimes it feels like she never was; only in dreams. 

She’d mopped the floors that morning; they were shiny, and everything smelled like 
lemons and clean house. The phone was ringing in the kitchen; she came mnning in to answer it, 
and she slipped. She hit her head on the floor, and she was unconscious; but then she woke up 
and she was fine. That was her lucid interval. That’s what they call it. A little while later she said 
she had a headache; she went to lie down on the couch, and then she didn’t wake up. 

Margot was the one who found her. She was twelve. She took care of everything- she 
called 911; she called Daddy; she told me to watch over Kellie; who was only three. I turned on 
the TV for Kellie in the playroom and I sat with her. That’s all I did. I don’t know what I would 
have done if Margot hadn’t been there. Even though Margot is only two years older than me; I 
look up to her more than anybody. 

When other adults find out that my dad is a single father of three girls; they shake their 
heads in admiration; like How does he do it? How does he ever manage that all by himself? The 
answer is Margot. She’s been an organizer from the start; everything labeled and scheduled and 



arranged in neat; even rows. Margot is a good girl, and I guess Kellie and I have followed her 
lead. I’ve never cheated or gotten drunk or smoked a cigarette or even had a boyfriend. 

We tease Daddy and say how lucky he is that we’re all so good, but the truth is; we’re 
the lucky ones. He’s a really good dad. And he tries hard. He doesn’t always understand us, but 
he tries, and that’s the important thing. We three Song girls have an unspoken pact- to make life 
as easy as possible for Daddy. But then again; maybe it’s not so unspoken; because how many 
times have; I heard Margot say; ‘Shh; be quiet; Daddy’s taking a nap before he has to go back to 
the hospital;’ or ‘Don’t bother Daddy with that; do it yourself’? 

I’ve asked Margot what she thinks it would have been like if Mommy hadn’t died. 
Like would we spend more time with our Korean side of the family and not just on- 
Thanksgiving and New Year’s Day? Or- Margot doesn’t see the point in wondering. This is our 
life; there’s no use in asking what if. No one could ever give you the answers. I try; I really do, 
but it’s hard for me to accept this way of thinking. I’m always wondering about the what-ifs; 
about the road not taken. 

Daddy and Kellie come downstairs at the same time. Margot pours Daddy a cup of 
coffee; black, and I pour milk into Kellie’s cereal bowl. I push it in front of her, and she turns her 
head away from me and gets a yogurt out of the fridge. She takes it into the living room to eat in 
front of the TV. So; she’s still mad. 

‘I’m going to go to Costco later today; so- you girls make a list of whatever you need;’ 

Daddy asks; taking a big sip of coffee. ‘I think I’ll pick up some New York strips for 

dinner. 


We can grill out. Should I get one for Josh; too?’ 

My head whips in Margot’s direction. She opens her mouth and closes it. 

Then she says; ‘No; just get enough for the four of us; Daddy.’ 

I give her a reproving look, and she ignores me. I’ve never known Margot to chicken 
out before, but I suppose in matters of the heart; there’s no predicting how a person will or won’t 
behave. 



so NOW IT’S THE LAS Todays of summer and our last days with Margot. 


Maybe it’s not altogether such a bad thing that she broke up with Josh; this way we 
have more time with just us sisters. I’m sure she must have thought of that. I’m sure it was part 
of the plan. 

We’re driving out of our neighborhood when we see Josh run past. He joined track last 
year; so now he’s always running. Kellie yells his name, but the windows are up, and it’s no use 
anyway- he pretends not to hear. Turn around;’ Kellie urges Margot. 

‘Maybe he wants to come with us.’ 

‘This is a Song-grrls-only day;’ I tell her. 

We spend the rest of the morning at Target; picking up last minute things like Honey 
Nut Chex mix for the flight and deodorant and hair ties. We let Kellie push the cart so she can do 
that thing where she gets a running start and then rides the cart like; she’s pushing a chariot. 
Margot only lets her do it a couple of times before she makes her stop; though; so as not to aimoy 
other customers. 

Next; we go back home and make chicken salad with green grapes for lunch and then 
it’s nearly time for Kellie’s swim meet. We pack a picnic dinner of ham-and-cheese sandwiches 
and fruit salad and bring Margot’s laptop to watch movies on because swim meets can go long 
into the night. We make a sign; too; that says Go Kellie Go! 

I draw a dog on it. Daddy ends up missing the swim meet because he is delivering a 
baby, and as far as excuses go; it’s a pretty good one. (It was a girl, and they named her Patricia 
Rose after her two grandmothers. Daddy always finds out the first and middle name for me. It’s 
the first thing I ask when he gets home from delivery.) 

Kellie’s so excited about winning two first-place ribbons and one-second place that 
she forgets to ask where Josh is until we’re in the car driving back home. She’s in the backseat 
and she’s got her towel wrapped around her head like a turban and her ribbons dangling from her 
ears like earrings. She leans forward and says; ‘Hey! Why didn’t Josh come to my meet?’ 



I can see Margot hesitate; so-1 answer before she can. Maybe the only thing I’m better 
at than Margot is lying. ‘He had to work at the bookstore tonight. He really wanted to make it; 
though.’ Margot reaches across the console and gives my hand a grateful squeeze. 

Sticking out her lower lip; Kellie says; ‘That was the last regular meet! He promised 
he’d come to watch me swim.’ 

‘It was a last-minute thing;’ I say. ‘He couldn’t get out of working the shift because 
one of his coworkers had an emergency.’ 

Kellie nods begrudgingly. Little as she is; she understands emergency shifts. 

‘Let’s get frozen custards;’ Margot says suddenly. 

Kellie lights up, and Josh and his imaginary emergency shift are forgotten. 

‘Yeah! I want a waffle cone! Can I get a waffle cone with two scoops? I want a mint 
chip, and peanut brittle. No; rainbow sherbet and double fudge. No; wait... ’ 

I twist around in my seat. ‘You can’t finish two scoops and a waffle cone;’ I tell her. 

‘Maybe you could finish two scoops in a cup; but not in a cone.’ 

‘Yes; I can... Tonight I can. I’m starving.’ 

‘Fine; but you better finish the whole thing.’ I shake my finger at her and say it like a 
threat; which makes her roll her eyes and giggle. As for me; I’ll get what I always get; the cherry 
chocolate-chunk custard in a sugar cone. 

Margot pulls into the drive-thm, and as we wait our turn; I say; ‘I bet they don’t have 
frozen custard in Scotland.’ 

‘Probably not;’ she says. 

‘You won’t have another one of these until Thanksgiving;’ I say. 

Margot looks straight ahead. ‘Christmas;’ she says; correcting me. 


‘Thanksgiving’s too short to fly all that way; remember?’ 



‘Thanksgiving’s going to suck.’ Kellie pouts. 


I’m silent. We’ve never had a Thanksgiving without Margot. She always does the 
turkey and the broccoli casserole and the creamed onions. I do the pies (pumpkin and pecan) and 
the mashed potatoes. Kellie is the taste tester and the table-setter. I don’t know how to roast a 
turkey. And both of our grandmothers will be there, and Nana; Daddy’s mother; likes Margot 
best of all of us. She says Kellie drains her and I’m too dreamy-eyed. 

All of a sudden; I feel panicky and it’s hard to breathe and I couldn’t care less about 
cherry chocolate-chunk custard. I can’t picture Thanksgiving without Margot. I can’t even 
picture next Monday without her. 

I know most sisters don’t get along, but I’m closer to Margot than I am to anybody in 
the world. How can we be the Song girls without Margot? 

MY OLDEST FRIEND CHRIS SMOKE- She hooks up with boys she doesn’t know 
hardly at all, and she’s been suspended twice. One time she had to go to the court for tmancy. 

I never knew what tmancy was before 1 met Chris. FYl; it’s when you skip so much 
school; you’re in trouble with the law. 

I’m pretty sure that if Chris and I met each other now; we wouldn’t be friends. We’re 
as different can be. But it wasn’t always this way. In sixth grade; Chris liked stationery and 
sleepovers and staying up all night watching John Hughes movies; just like me. But by eighth 
grade; she was sneaking out after my dad fell asleep to meet boys she met at the mall. They’d 
drop her back off before it got light outside. I’d stay up until she came back; terrified she 
wouldn’t make it home before my dad woke up. She always made it back in time though. 

Chris isn’t the kind of friend you call every night or have lunch with every day. She is 
like a street cat; she comes and goes as she pleases. She can’t be tied down to a place or a person. 
Sometimes I won’t see Chris for days and then in the middle of the night there will be a knock 
at- my bedroom window and it’ll be Chris; crouched in the magnolia tree. I keep my window 
unlocked for her in case. Chris and Margot can’t stand each other. Chris thinks Margot is uptight, 
and Margot thinks Chris is bipolar. She thinks Chris uses me; Chris thinks Margot controls me. I 
think maybe they’re both a little bit right. 



But the important thing; the real thing; is Chris and I understand each other; which I 
thi nk counts for a lot more than people realize. 

Chris calls me on the way over to our house; she says her mom’s being a beotch and 
she’s coming over for a couple of hours and does we have any food? 

Continued 

Chris and I are sharing a bowl of leftover gnocchi in the living room when Margot 
comes home from dropping Kellie off at her swim team’s end-of-season barbecue. ‘Oh; hey;’ she 
says. Then she spots Chris’s glass of Diet Coke on the coffee table; sans coaster. ‘Can you please 
use a coaster?’ 

As soon as Margot’s up to the stairs; Chris says; ‘Gawd! Why is your sister such a 

botch?’ 

I slide a coaster under her glass. ‘You think everyone’s a be-otch today.’ 

‘That’s because everyone is.’ Chris rolls her eyes toward the ceiling. 

Loudly; she says; ‘She needs to pull that stick out of her ass.’ 

From her room Margot yells; ‘I heard that!’ 

‘I meant for you too!’ Chris yells back; scraping up the last piece of gnocchi for 

herself. 


I sigh. ‘She’s leaving so soon.’ 

Snickering; Chris says; ‘So is Joshy; like; going to light a candle for her every night 
until she comes back home?’ 

I hesitate. While I’m not sure if it’s still supposed to be a secret; I am sure that Margot 
wouldn’t want Chris knowing any of her personal business. All I say is; ‘I’m not sure.’ 

‘Wait a minute. Did she dump him?’ Chris demands. 

Reluctantly I nod. ‘Don’t say anything to her; though;’ I warn. ‘She’s still really sad 


about it.’ 



‘Margot? Sad?’ Chris picks at her nails. ‘Margot doesn’t have normal human emotions 
like the rest of us.’ 

‘You just don’t know her;’ I say. ‘Besides; we can’t all be like you.’ 

She grins a toothy grin. She has sharp incisors; which make her look always a little bit 
hungry. ‘Tme.’ 

Chris is pure emotion. She screams at the drop of a hat. She says sometimes you have 
to scream out emotions; if you don’t; they’ll fester. The other day she screamed at a lady at the 
grocery store for accidentally stepping on her toes. I don’t think she’s in any danger of her 
emotions festering. 

‘I just can’t believe that in a few days she’ll be gone;’ I say; feeling sniffly all of a 

sudden. 


‘She’s not dying; Lara Jean. There’s nothing to get all boo-hoo about.’ Chris pulls at a 
loose string on her red shorts. They’re so short that when she’s sitting; you can see her 
underwear. Which are red to match her shorts. ‘In fact; I think this is good for you. It’s about 
time you did your own thing and stopped just listening to whatever Queen Margot says. This is 
your junior year; beotch. This is when it’s supposed to get good. French some guys; live a little; 
you know?’ 

‘I live plenty;’ I say. 

‘Yeah; at the nursing home.’ Chris snickers and I glare at her. 

Margot started volunteering at the Belleview Retirement Community when she got her 
driver’s license; it was her job to help host cocktail hour for the residents. I’d help sometimes. 
We’d set out peanuts and pour drinks and sometimes Margot would play the piano, but usually 
Stormy hogged that. Stormy is the Belleview diva. She mles the roost. 

I like listening to her stories. And Miss Mary; she might not be so good at 
conversation due to her dementia, but she taught me how to knit. 



They have a new volunteer there now, but I know that at Belleview it really is the 
more the merrier; because most of the residents get so few visitors. I should go back soon; I miss 
going there. And I for sure don’t appreciate Chris making fun of it. 

‘Those people at Belleview have lived more life than everyone we know combined;’ I 
tell her. ‘There’s this one lady; Stormy; she was a USO girl! She used to get a hundred letters a 
day from soldiers who were in love with her. And there was this one veteran who lost his leg; he 
sent her a diamond ring! ’ 

Chris looks interested all of a sudden. ‘Did she keep it?’ 

‘She did;’ I admit. I think it was wrong of her to keep the ring since she had no 
intention of marrying him, but she showed it to me, and it was beautiful. It was a pink diamond; 
very rare. I bet it’s worth so much money now. 

‘I guess Stormy sounds k in d of like a badass;’ Chris says begmdgingly. 

‘Maybe you could come with me to Belleview sometime;’ I suggest. ‘We could go to 
their cocktail hour. Mr. Perelli loves to dance with new girls. He’ll teach you how to foxtrot.’ 

Chris makes a horrible face like I suggested we go hang out at the town dump. ‘No; 
thanks. How about I take you dancing?’ She nudges her chin toward upstairs. ‘Now that your 
sister’s left; we can have some real fun. You know I always have fun.’ 

It’s true; Chris does always has fun. Sometimes a little too much fun; but fun 
nonetheless. 

THE NIGHT BEFORE MARGOT EEAVE; Sail three of us are in her room helping 
pack up the last little things. Kellie is organizing Margot’s bath stuff; packing it nice and neat in 
the clear shower caddy. Margot is trying to decide which coat to bring. 

‘Should I bring my pea-coat and my puffy coat or just my pea-coat?’ She asks me. 

‘Just the pea coat;’ I say. ‘You can dress that up or down.’ I’m lying on her bed 
directing the packing process. ‘Kellie; make sure the lotion cap is on tight.’ 


‘It’s brand-new-course it’s on tight!’ Kellie growls, but she double-checks. 



‘It gets cold in Scotland sooner than it does here;’ Margot said; folding the coat and 
setting it on top of her suitcase. ‘I think I’ll just bring both.’ 

‘I don’t know why you asked if you already knew what you were going to do;’ I say. 

‘Also; I thought you said you were coming home for Christmas. You’re still coming 
home for Christmas; right?’ 

‘Yes; if you’ll stop being a brat;’ Margot says. 

Honestly; Margot isn’t even packing that much. She doesn’t need a lot. If it was me; 
I’d have packed up my whole room; but not Margot. Her room looks the same; almost. 

Margot sits down next to me, and Kellie climbs up and sits at the foot of the bed. 

‘Everything’s changing;’ I say; sighing. 

Margot makes a face and puts her arm around me. ‘Nothing’s changing; not really. 
We’re the Song girls forever; remember?’ 

Our father stands in the doorway. He knocks; even though the door is open, and we 
can clearly see it is him. ‘I’m going to start packing up the car now;’ he announces. We watch 
from the bed as he lugs one of the suitcases downstairs, and then he comes up for the other one. 
Daily he says; ‘Oh no; don’t get up. Don’t trouble yourselves.’ 

‘Don’t worry; we won’t;’ we sing out. 

For the past week; our father has been in spring-cleaning mode; even though it isn’t 
spring. He’s getting rid of everything- the bread machine we never used; CDs; old blankets; our 
mother’s old typewriter. It’s all going to Goodwill. A psychiatrist or someone could probably 
connect it to Margot’s leaving for college, but I can’t explain the exact significance of it. 
Whatever it is; it’s annoying. I had to shoo him away from my glass- unicorn collection twice. 

I lay down my head in Margot’s lap. ‘So; you really are coming home for Christmas; 

right?’ 


‘Right...’ 



‘I wish I could come with you.’ Kellie pouts. ‘You’re nicer than Lara Jean.’ 

I give her a pinch. ‘See?’ she crows. 

‘Lara Jean will be nice;’ Margot says; ‘as long as you behave. And you both have to 
take care of Daddy. Make sure he doesn’t work too many Saturdays. Make sure he takes the car 
in for inspection next month. And make sure you buy coffee filters; you’re always forgetting to 
buy coffee filters.’ 

‘Yes; drill sergeant;’ Kellie and I chorus. I search Margot’s face for sadness or fear or 
worry; for some sign that she is scared to go so far away; that she will miss us as much as we 
will miss her. I don’t see it; though. 

The three of us sleep in Margot’s room that night. 

Kellie falls asleep first; as always. I lie in the dark beside her with my eyes open. I 
can’t sleep. The thought that tomorrow night Margot won’t be in this room- it makes me so sad I 
can hardly bear it. 

I hate to change more than almost anything. 

In the dark next tome, Margot asks; ‘Lara Jean - do you think you’ve ever been in 
love before? Real love?’ 

She catches me off guard; I don’t have an answer ready for her. I’m trying to think of 
one, but she’s already talking again. 

Wistfully; she says; ‘I wish I’d been in love more than once. I think you should fall in 
love at least twice in high school.’ Then she lets out a little sigh and falls asleep. Margot falls 
asleep like that-one dreamy sigh and she’s off to never-never land; just like that. 

I wake up in the middle of the night and Margot’s not there. Kellie’s curled up on her 
side next to me; but no Margot. It’s pitch- dark- out; only the moonlight filters through the 
curtains. 


I crawl out of bed and move to the window. My breath catches. There they are; Josh 
and Margot; standing in the driveway. Margot’s face is turned away from him; toward the moon. 



Josh is crying. They aren’t touching. There’s enough space between them forme to know that 
Margot hasn’t changed her mind. 

I drop the curtain and find my way back to the bed; where Kellie has rolled farther into 
the center. I push her back a few inches so there will be room for Margot. I wish I hadn’t seen 
that. It was too personal. Too real, it was supposed to be just for them. 

If there was a way for me to un-see it; I would. 

I turn on my side and close my eyes. What must it be like; to have a boy like you so 
much he cries for you? And not just any boy. Josh. Our Josh. 

To answer her question- yes; I think I have been in real love. Just once; though. With 
Josh. Our Josh.... Um maybe... 

THIS IS HOW MARGOT AND Josh got together. In a way; I heard about it from 

Josh first. 


It was two years ago. We were sitting in the library during our free. I was doing the 

math- 


homework; Josh was helping because he’s good at math. We had our heads bent over 
my page; so close I could smell the soap he’d used that morning. Irish Spring. 

And then he said; T need your advice on something. I like someone.’ 

For a split-second; I thought it was me. I thought he was going to say to me. I hoped. 
It was the start of the school year. We’d hung out nearly every day that August; sometimes with 
Margot but mostly just by ourselves because Margot had her internship at the Montpelier 
plantation three days a week. We swam a lot. I had a great tan from all the swimming. So-o for 
that split-second I thought he was going to say my name. 

But then I saw the way he blushed; the way he looked off into space, and I knew it 
wasn’t forme. 

Mentally; I ran through the list of girls it could be. It was a shortlist. Josh didn’t hang 
out with a ton of girls; he had his best friend Jersey Mike; who had moved from New 



Jersey in middle school, and his other best friend; Ben, and that was it. 


It could have been Ashley; a junior on the volleyball team. He’d once pointed her out 
as the cutest of all the junior girls. In Josh’s defense; I’d made him do it-1 asked him who was 
the prettiest girl in each grade. For the prettiest freshman; my grade; he said, Genevieve. 

Not that I was surprised; but it still gave me a little pinch in my heart. 

It could have been Jodie; the college girl from the bookstore. Josh often talked about 
how smart Jodie was; how she was so cultured because she’d studied abroad in India and was 
now Buddhist. Ha! I was the one who was half-Korean; I was the one who’d taught Josh how to 
eat with chopsticks. He’d had kimchi for the first time at my house. 

I was about to ask him who when the librarian came over to shush us, and then we 
went back to doing work and Josh didn’t bring it up again and I didn’t ask. 

Honestly; I didn’t want to know. It wasn’t me, and that was all I cared about. 

I didn’t think for one second that the girl he liked was Margot. Not that I didn’t see her 
as a girl who could be liked. She’d been asked out before; by a certain type of guy. Smart guys 
who would partner up with her in chemistry and mn against her for student government. In 
retrospect; it wasn’t so surprising that Josh would like Margot since he’s that kind of guy too. 

If someone were to ask me what Josh looks like; I would say he’s just ordinary. He 
looks like the kind of guy you’d expect would be good at computers; the kind of guy who calls 
comic books graphic novels. Brown hair. Not a special brown; just regular brown. 

Green eyes that go muddy in the center. He’s on the skinny side, but he’s strong. I 
know because I sprained my ankle once by the old baseball field and he piggybacked me all the 
way home. He has freckles; which make him look younger than his age. And a dimple on his left 
cheek. I’ve always liked that dimple. He has such a serious face otherwise. 

What was surprising; what was shocking; was that Margot would like him back. Not 
because of who Josh was; but because of who Margot was. I’d never heard her talk about liking a 
boy before; not even once. I was the flighty one; the flibbertigibbet; as my white grandma would 
say. Not Margot. Margot was above all that. She existed on some higher plane where those 
things- boys; makeup; clothes- didn’t really matter. 



The way it happened was sudden. Margot came home from school late that day in 
October; her cheeks were pink from the cold mountain air and she had her hair in a braid and a 
scarf around her neck. She’d been working on a project at school; it was dinnertime, and I’d 
cooked chicken parmesan with thin spaghetti in watery tomato sauce. 

She came into the kitchen and announced; T have something to tell you.’ 

Her eyes were very bright; I remember she was unspooling the scarf from around her 

neck. 


Kellie was doing her homework at the kitchen table; Daddy was on his way home, and 
I was stirring the watery sauce. ‘What?’ Kellie and I asked. 

‘Josh likes me.’ Margot gave a pleasing kind of shrug; her shoulders nearly went up to 

her ears. 


I went very still. Then I dropped my wooden spoon into the sauce. ‘Josh- Josh? Our 
Josh?’ I couldn’t even look at her. I was afraid that she would see. 

‘Yes. He waited forme after school today; so, he could tell me. He said-’ 

Margot grinned ruefully. ‘He said I’m his dream girl. Can you believe that?’ 

‘Wow;’ I said, and I tried to communicate happiness in that word, but I don’t know if 
it came out that way. All I was feeling was despair. And envy. Envy so thick and so black I; felt 
like I was choking on it. So-o; I tried again; this time with a smile. ‘Wow; Margot.’ 

‘Wow;’ Kellie echoed. ‘So-o; are you; boyfriend and girlfriend; now?’ 

I held my breath; waiting for her to answer. 

Margot took a pinch of parmesan between her fingers and dropped it in her mouth. 

‘Yeah; I think so.’ And then she smiled, and her eyes went all soft and liquid. I 
understood then that she liked him too. So much. 

That night I wrote my letter to Josh. 


Dear Josh - 



I cried a lot. Just like that; it was over. It was over before I even had a chance. The 
important thing wasn’t that Josh had chosen Margot. It was that Margot had chosen him. 

So; that was that. I cried my eyes out; I wrote my letter; I put the whole thing to rest. I 
haven’t thought of him that way since. He and Margot are meant to be. 

They’re MFEO. 

Made for each other. 

I’m still awake when Margot comes back to bed, but I quickly shut my eyes and 
pretend to be asleep. Kellie’s cuddled up next to me. 

I hear a sniffly sound and I peek out of one eye to look at Margot. Her back is to us; 
her shoulders are shaking. She’s crying. 

Margot never cries... 

Now that I’ve seen Margot cry over him; I believe it more than ever- they’re not over. 

THE NEXT DAY; WE DRIVE Margot to the airport. Outside; we load up her 
suitcases on a luggage carrier- Kellie tries to get on top and dance, but our father pulls her down 
right away. Margot insists on going in by herself; just like she said she would. 

‘Margot; at least let me get your bags checked;’ Daddy says; trying to maneuver the 
luggage carrier around her. ‘I want to see you go through security.’ 

‘I’ll be fine;’ she repeats. ‘I’ve flown by myself before. I know how to check a bag.’ 

She stretches up on her toes and puts her arms around our dad’s shoulders. 

‘I’ll call as soon as I get there; I promise.’ 

‘Call every day;’ I whisper. The lump in my throat is getting bigger, and a few tears 
leak out of my eyes. I’d hoped I wouldn’t cry because I knew Margot wouldn’t, and it’s lonely to 
cry alone, but I can’t help it. 

‘Don’t you dare forget us;’ Kellie warns. 


That makes Margot smile. ‘I could never.’ She hugs us each one more time. 



She saves me for last; the way I knew she would. ‘Take good care of Daddy and 
Kellie. You’re in charge now.’ I don’t want to let go; so, I hold on tighter; I’m still waiting and 
hoping for some sign; some indication that she will miss us as much as we’ll miss her. 

And then she laughs, and I release her. 

‘Bye; Gogo;’ I say; wiping my eyes with a comer of my shirt. 

We all watch as she pushes the luggage carrier over to the check-in counter. 

I’m crying hard; wiping my tears with the back of my arm. Daddy puts one arm 
around me and one around Kellie. ‘We’ll wait until she’s in line for security;’ he says. 

When she’s done checking in; she turns back and looks at us through the glass doors. 

She lifts one hand and waves, and then she heads for the security line. We watch her 
go; thinking she might turn around one more time, but she doesn’t. She aheady seems so far 
away from us. Straight-A Margot; ever capable. When it’s my time to leave; I doubt I’ll be as 
strong as Margot. But; honestly; who is? 

I cry all the way home. Kellie tells me I’m a bigger baby than she is, but then from the 
backseat; she grabs my hand and squeezes it, and I know she’s sad too. 

Even though Margot isn’t a loud person; it feels quite at home. Empty; somehow. 

What will it be like when I’m gone in two years? What will Daddy and Kellie do then? I hate the 
thought of the two of them coming home to an empty; the dark house with no me and no Margot. 

Maybe I won’t go away far; maybe I’ll even live at home; at least for the first semester. 
I think that would be the right thing to do. 

LATER THAT AFTERNOON CHRIS CALL’S and tells me to meet her at the mall; 
she wants my opinion on a leather jacket, and to get the full effect I have to see it in person. I’m 
proud she’s asking for my sartorial advice, and it would be good to get out of the house and not 
be sad anymore, but I’m nervous about driving to the mall alone. I (or anyone; really) would 
consider myself a skittish driver. 



I ask her if she’ll just send me a picture instead, but Chris knows me too well. She 
says; ‘Nuh-uh. You get your ass down here; Lara Jean. You’ll never get better at driving if you 
don’t just suck it up and do it.’ 

So; that’s what I’m doing- I’m driving Margot’s car to the mall. I mean; I have my 
license and everything; I’m just not very confident. My dad has taken me for lessons numerous 
times; Margot too, and I’m basically fine with them in the car, but I get nervous when I drive 
alone. It’s the changing-lanes part that scares me. I don’t like taking my eyes away from what’s 
happening right in front of me; not for a second. 

Also; I don’t like going too fast. 

But the worst thing is I have a tendency of getting lost. The only places I can get with 
absolute certainty are school and the grocery store. I’ve never had to know how to get to the mall 
because Margot always drove us there. But now I have to do better; because; I’m responsible for 
driving Kellie around. 

Though truthfully; Kellie is better with directions than I am; she knows how to get to 
loads of places. But I don’t want to have to hear her tell me how to get somewhere. I want to feel 
like the big sister; I want her to relax in the passenger seat; safe in the knowledge that Lara Jean 
will get her where she needs to go; just like I did with Margot. 

Sure; I could just use a GPS, but I would feel silly putting in directions to go to the 
mall when I’ve been there a million times. It should come to me intuitively; easy; where I don’t 
even have to think about it. Instead; I worry about every turn; second - guess every highway sign; 
is it north or is it south; do I turn right here or is it the next one? I’ve never had to pay attention 
to it. 


But today; so far so good. I’m listening to the radio; bopping along; even driving with 
just one hand on the wheel. I do this to feign confidence because the more I fake it; the more it’s 
supposed to feel true. 

Everything is going so well that I take the shortcut way instead of the highway way. I 
cut through the side neighborhood, and even as I’m doing it; I’m wondering if this was such a 
great idea. After a couple of minutes; things aren’t looking so familiar, and I realize; I should 



have taken a left instead of a right. I push down the panic that’s rising in my chest and I try to 
backtrack. 


You can do it; you can do it. 

There’s a four-way stop sign. I don’t see anyone; so, I zip ahead. I don’t even see the 
car on my right; I feel it before I see it. 

I scream my head off. I taste copper in my mouth. Am I bleeding? Did I bite my 
tongue; off? I touch it and it’s still there. My heart is racing; my whole body feels wet and 
clammy. 

I try to take deep breaths, but I can’t seem to get air. 

My legs shake as 1 get out of the car. The other guy is already out; inspecting his car 
with his arms crossed. He’s old; older than my dad, and he has gray hair, and he’s wearing shorts 
with red lobsters on them. His car is fine; mine has a huge dent in the side. ‘Didn’t you see the 
stop sign?’ He demands... ‘Where you are texting on your phone?’ 

I shake my head; my throat is closing up. I just don’t want to cry. As long as I don’t 
cry. He seems to sense this. The irritated furrow of his brow is loosening. ‘Well; my car looks 
fine;’ he says reluctantly. ‘Are you; all right?’ 

Part- 5 

I nod again. ‘I’m so sorry;’ I say. 

‘Kids need to be more careful;’ the man says as if I haven’t spoken. 

The lump in my throat is getting bigger. ‘I’m very; very sorry; sir.’ 

He makes a grunting sound. ‘You should call someone to come get you;’ the man says. 

‘Do you want me to wait?’ 

‘No; thank you. ’ What if he’s a serial killer or a child molester? I don’t want to be 
alone with a strange man. The man drives off. 



As soon as he’s gone; it occurs to me that mayhe I should have called the police while 
he was still here. Aren’t you always supposed to call the police when you’re in a car accident; no 
matter what? I’m pretty sure they told us that in driver’s ed. So that’s another mistake I made. 

I sit down on the curb and stare at Margot’s car. I’ve only had it for two hours and I’ve 
already wrecked it. I rest my head in my lap and sit in a tight bundle. My neck is starting to ache. 
This is when the tears start. My dad is not going to be happy. 

Margot is not going to be happy. They’ll both probably agree that I have no business 
driving around town unsupervised, and maybe they’re right. Driving a car is a lot of 
responsibility. Maybe 

I’m not ready for it yet... 

Maybe I’ll never be ready. Maybe even when I’m old; my sisters or my dad will have 
to drive me around; because that’s how useless I am. 

I pull out my phone and call Josh. When he answers; I say; ‘Josh; can you do me an f- 
f-favor?’ and my voice comes out so wobbly I’m embarrassed. 

Which of course he hears because he’s Josh. He comes to attention immediately and 
says; ‘What’s wrong?’ 

‘I just got into a car accident. I don’t even know where I am. Can you come to get me?’ 

Wobble - Wobble. 

‘Are you hurt?’ He demands... 

‘No; I’m fine. I’m just- ‘If I say another word; I will cry. 

‘What street signs do you see? What stores?’ 

I crane my neck to look. ‘Obsession;’ I say. I look for the closest mailbox. 

‘I’m at 9810 Obsession Road.’ 

‘I’m on my way. Do you want me to stay on the phone with you?’ 


‘No; that’s okay.’ I hang up and start to cry. 



I don’t know how long I’ve been sitting there crying when another car rolls up in front 
of me. I look up, and it’s Marcel Kavinsky’s black Audi with the tinted windows. One of them 
rolls down. ‘Lara Jean? Are you okay?’ 

I nod my head yes and make a motion as he should just go. He rolls the window back 
up, and I think he’s really going to drive off; but then he pulls over to the side and parks. 

He climbs out and starts inspecting my car. ‘You really messed it up;’ he says. ‘Did 
you get the other guy’s insurance info?’ 

‘No; his car was fine.’ Furtively; I wipe my cheeks with my arm. ‘It was my fault.’ 

‘Do you have Triple A?’ I nod. 

‘So; you called them already?’ 

‘No. But someone’s coming.’ 

Marcel sits down next to me. ‘How long have you been sitting here crying by 

yourself?’ 

I turn my head and wipe my face again. ‘I’m not crying.’ 

Marcel Kavinsky and I used to be friends; back before he was Kavinsky when he was 
Marcel K. There was a whole gang of us in middle school. The boys where 

Marcel Kavinsky and John Ambrose McClaren and Trevor Pike. The girls were 
Genevieve and me and Allie Feldman who lived down the block and sometimes Chris. Growing 
up; 

Genevieve lived two streets away from me. It’s funny how much of childhood is about 
proximity. Like who your best friend is directly correlated to how close your houses are; who 
you sit next to in music is all about how close your names are in the alphabet. Such a game of 
chance. 


In eighth grade- Genevieve moved to a different neighborhood, and we stayed friends 
a little while longer. She’d come back to the neighborhood to hang out, but something was 
different. By high school- Genevieve had eclipsed us. She was still friends with the boys, but the 



girls’ crew was over. Allie and I stayed friends until she moved last year, but there was always 
something just a little bit humiliating about it like we were two leftover heels of bread and 
together we made a dry sandwich. 

We’re not friends anymore. Me and Genevieve or me and Marcel. Which is why it’s 
so weird to be sitting next to him on somebody’s curb as no time has passed. 

His phone buzzes and he takes it out of his pocket. ‘I’ve got to go.’ 

1 sniffle. ‘Where are you headed?’ 

‘To Gen’s.’ 

‘You’d better get going then;’ I say. ‘Genevieve will be mad if you’re late.’ 

Marcel makes a piffle sound, but he sure does get up fast. 1 wonder what it’s like to 
have that much power over a boy. I don’t think I’d want it; it’s a lot of responsibility to hold a 
person’s heart in your hands. He’s getting into his car when; as an afterthought; he turns around 
and asks; ‘Want me to call Triple-A for you?’ 

‘No; that’s okay;’ I say. ‘Thanks for stopping; though. That was really nice of you.’ 

Marcel grins. I remember that about Marcel- how much he likes positive 
reinforcement. 

‘Do you feel better now?’ 

1 nod. I do; actually. 

‘Good;’ he says. 

He has the look of a Handsome Boy from a different time. He could be a dashing 
World War I soldier; handsome enough for a girl to wait years for him to come back from the 
war; so handsome she could wait forever. He could be wearing a red letterman’s jacket; driving 
around in a Corvette with the top down; one arm on the steering wheel; on his way to pick up his 
girl for the sock hop. Marcel’s kind of wholesome good looks feels more like yesterday than 
today. There’s just something about him girls like. 



He was my first kiss. It’s so strange to think of it now. It feels like forever ago, but 
really it was just four years. 

Josh shows up about a minute later; as I’m texting Chris that I’m not going to make it 
to the mall after all. I stand up. ‘It took you long enough! ’ 

‘You told me in 9810. This is 89011’ 

Confidently I say; ‘No; I definitely said 8901.’ 

‘No; you definitely said 9810. And why weren't you answering your phone?’ Josh gets 
out of his car, and when he sees the side of my car; his jaw drops. 

‘Holy crap... Did you call Triple A yet?’ 

‘No... can you?’ 

Josh does, and then we sit in his car in the air-conditioning while we wait. I almost get 
into the backseat; when I remember. Margot isn’t here anymore. I’ve ridden in his car so many 
times, and I don’t think I’ve ever once sat up front in the passenger seat. 

‘Um - you know Margot’s going to kill you; right?’ 

I whip my head around so fast my hair slaps me in the face. ‘Margot’s not going to 
find out; so, don’t you say a word! ’ 

‘When would I even talk to her? We’re broken up; remember?’ 

1 frown at bim... 

‘I hate when people do that- when you ask them to keep something a secret and 
instead of saying yes or no; they say; ‘Who would I tell?’ 

‘I didn’t say; ‘Who would I tell?’ 

‘Just say yes or no and mean it. Don’t make it conditional’ 

‘I won’t tell Margot anything;’ he says. ‘It’ll just be between you and me. Ipromise... 


all right?’ 



‘All right;’ I say. And then it gets quiet with neither of us saying anything; there’s just 
the sound of cool air coming out of the A/C vents. 

My stomach feels queasy thinking about how I’m going to tell my dad. 

Maybe I should break the news to him with tears in my eyes; so, he feels sorry forme. 
Or I could say something like; I have good news and bad news. The good news is; I’m fine; not a 
scratch on me. The bad news is; the car is wrecked. Maybe ‘wrecked’ isn’t the right word. 

I’m mulling over the right word choice in my head when Josh says; ‘So just because; 
Margot and I broke up; you’re not going to talk to me anymore either?’ Josh sounds jokingly 
bitter or bitterly joking if there is such a combination. 

I look over at him in surprise. ‘Don’t be dumb. Of course; I’m still going to talk to you. 

Just not in public.’ This is the role I play with him. The part of the pesky little sister. 

As if I am the same as Kellie. As if we aren’t only a year apart. Josh doesn’t crack a smile; he 
just looks glum; so, I bump my forehead against his. ‘That was a joke; dummy!’ 

‘Did she tell you she was going to do it? I mean; was it always her plan?’ 

When I hesitate; he says; ‘Come on. I know she tells you everything.’ 

‘Not really. Not this time anyway. Honestly; Josh. I didn’t know a thing about it. 
Promise.’ I cross my heart. 

Josh absorbs this. Chewing on his bottom lip he says; ‘Maybe she’ll change her mind. 
That’s possible; right?’ 

I don’t know if it’s more heartless for me to say yes or no because he’ll be hurt either 
way. Because while I’m 99.9 percent sure that she will get back together with him; there’s that 
tiny chance she won’t, and I don’t want to get his hopes up. So-o I don’t say anything. 

He swallows; his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. ‘No; you’re right. 

When Margot makes up her mind; she doesn’t go back on it.’ 


Please; please; please; don’t cry. 



I rest my head on his shoulder and say; ‘You never know; Joshy.’ 


Josh stares straight ahead. A squirrel is darting up the big oak tree in the yard. Up and 
down and back up again. We both watch. ‘What time does she land?’ 

‘Not for hours...’ 

‘Is - is she coming home for Thanksgiving?’ 

‘No. They don’t get off for Thanksgiving. It’s Scotland; Josh. They don’t celebrate 
American holidays; hello!’ I’m teasing again, but my heart’s not in it. 

‘That’s right;’ he says. 

I say; ‘She’ll be home for Christmas; though;’ and we both sigh. 

‘Can I still hang out with you guys?’ Josh asks me. 

‘Me and Kellie?’ 

‘Your dad; too.’ 

‘We’re not going anywhere;’ I assure him. 

Josh looks relieved. ‘Good. I’d hate to lose you; too.’ 

As soon as he says it; my heart does this pause, and I forget to breathe, and just for 
that one second; I’m dizzy. And then; just as quickly as it came; the feeling; the strange flutter in 
my chest; is gone, and the tow tmck arrives. 

When we pull into my driveway; he says; ‘Do you want me to be there when you tell 
your dad?’ 

I brighten up and then I remember how Margot said I’m in charge now. I’m pretty sure 
taking responsibility for one’s mistakes is part of being in charge. 

DADDY ISN’T SO MAD After all. I go through my whole good news-bad news spiel 
and he just sighs and says; ‘As long as you’re all right.’ 



The car needs a special part that has to be flown in from Indiana or Idaho; I can’t 
remember which. In the meantime; I’ll have to share the car with Daddy and take the bus to 
school or ask Josh for rides; which was already my plan. 

Margot calls later that night. Kellie and I are watching TV and I scream for Daddy to 
come quick. We sit on the couch and pass the phone around and take turns talking to her. 

‘Margot; guess what happened today!’ Kellie shouts. 

Frantically; I shake my head at her. Don’t tell her about the car; I mouth. I give her 
warning eyes. 

‘Lara Jean got into -’ Kellie pauses tantalizingly. ‘A fight with Daddy. 

Yeah; she was mean to me and Daddy told her to be nice; so, they had a fight.’ 

I grab the phone out of her hand. ‘We didn’t have a fight; Go-go. Kellie’s just being 

annoying.’ 

‘What did you guys have for dinner? Did you cook the chicken I defrosted last night?’ 

Margot asks. Her voice sounds so far away. 

I push the volume up on the phone. ‘Yes; but never mind about that. Are you settled in 
your room? Is it big? What’s your roommate like?’ 

‘She’s nice. She’s from London and she has a really fancy accent. Her name is 
Penelope St. George-Dixon.’ 

‘Gosh; even her name sounds fancy;’ I say. ‘What about your room?’ 

‘The room is about the same as that dorm we saw at UVA; it’s just older.’ 

‘What time is it over there?’ 

‘It’s almost midnight. We’re five hours ahead; remember?’ 

We’re five hours ahead like she’s already considering Scotland her home, and she’s 
only been gone a day; not even! ‘We miss you already;’ I tell her. 



‘Miss; you too.’ 


After dinner; I text Chris to see if she wants to come over, but she doesn’t text back. 

She’s probably out with one of the guys she hooks up with. Which is fine. I should 
catch up on my scrapbooking. 

I was hoping to be done with Margot’s scrapbook before she left for college, but as 
anyone who’s ever scrapbooked knows; Rome wasn’t built in a day. You could spend a year or 
more working on one scrapbook. 

I’ve got Motown girl-group music playing, and my supplies are laid out all around me 
in a semicircle. My heart hole punch; pages, and pages of scrapbook paper; pictures I’ve cut out 
of magazines; glue gun; my tape dispenser with all my different colored washi tapes. 

Souvenirs like the playbill from when we saw Wicked in New York; receipts; pictures. 

Ribbon; buttons; stickers; charms. A good scrapbook has texture. It’s thick and 
chunky and doesn’t close all the way. 

I’m working on a Josh-and-Margot page. I don’t care what Margot says. 

They’re getting back together; I know it. And even if they aren’t; not right away; it’s 
not like Margot can just erase him from her history. He was such a big part of her senior year. 

And; like; her life. The only compromise I’m willing to make is I was saving my heart 
washi tape for this page, but I can just do a regular plaid tape instead. But then I put the plaid 
tape up against the pictures and the colors don’t look as good. 

So; I go ahead and use the heat tape. And then; swaying to the music; I use my heart 
template to cut out a picture of the two of them at prom. Margot’s going to love this. 

I’m carefully gluing a dried rose petal from Margot’s corsage when my dad raps on 
the door. ‘What are you up to tonight?’ he asks me. 

‘This;’ I say; gluing another petal. ‘If I keep at it; it’ll probably be done by Christmas.’ 


‘Ah.’ My dad doesn’t move. He just hovers there in the doorway; watching me work. 



‘Well; I’m going to watch that new Ken Bums documentary in a bit; if you want to 

join me.’ 

‘Maybe;’ I say; just to be nice. It’ll be too much of a pain to bring all my supplies 
downstairs and get set up again. I’m in a good rhythm right now. ‘Why don’t you get it started 
without me?’ 

‘All right. I’ll leave you to it; then.’ Daddy shuffles down the stairs. 

It takes me most of the night, but I finish the Josh-and-Margot page, and it comes out 
really nice. Next is a sister page. For this one; I use flowered paper for the background, and I 
glue in a picture of the three of us from a long time ago. Mommy took it. We’re standing in front 
of the oak tree in front of our house in our church clothes. 

We’re all wearing white dresses, and we have matching pink ribbons in our hair. The 
best thing about the picture is Margot and I are smiling sweetly and Kellie is picking her nose. 

I smile to myself. Kellie’s going to pitch a fit when she sees this page. I can’t wait. 

MARGOT SAYS THAT JUNIOR Years the most important year; the busiest year; a 
year so cmcial that everything else in life hinges upon it. So; I figure I should get in all the 
pleasure reading I can before school starts next week and junior year officially begins. I’m sitting 
on my front steps; reading a 1980’s romantic British spy novel I got for seventy-five cents at the 
Friends of the Library sale. 

I’m just getting to the good stuff (Cressida must seduce Nigel to gain access to the spy 
codes!) when Josh walks out of his house to get the mail. He sees me too; he lifts his hand like 
he’s just going to wave and not come over; but then he does. 

‘Hey; nice onesie;’ he says as he makes his way across the driveway. 

It’s faded light blue with sunflowers and it ties around the neck. I got it from the 
vintage store; 75 percent off. And it’s not a onesie. ‘This is a sunsuit;’ I tell- him; going back to 
my book. I try to subtly hide the cover with my hand. The last thing I need is Josh giving me a 
hard time for reading a trashy book when I’m just trying to enjoy a relaxing afternoon. 


I can feel him looking at me; his arms crossed; waiting. I look up. ‘What?’ 



‘Want to see a movie tonight at the Bess? There’s a Pixar movie playing. We can take 

Kellie.’ 


‘Sure; texts me when you want to head over;’ I say; turning the page of my book. 
Nigel is unbuttoning Cressida’s blouse and she’s wondering when the sleeping pill she slipped in 
his Merlot will kick in; while simultaneously hoping it won’t kick in too soon because Nigel is 
actually quite a good kisser. 

Josh reaches down and tries to get a closer look at my book. I slap his hand away, but 
not before he reads out loud; ‘Cressida’s heart raced as Nigel moved his hand along her 
stockinged thigh.’ Josh cracks up. ‘What the heck are you reading?’ 

My cheeks are burning. ‘Oh; be quiet.’ 

Chuckling; Josh backs away. ‘I’ll leave you to Cressida and Noel then.’ 

To his back; I call out; ‘For your information; it’s Nigel!’ 

Kellie’s over the moon about hanging out with Josh. When Josh asks the girl at the 
concession stand to layer the butter on the popcorn (bottom; middle; top); we both give an 
approving nod. Kellie sits in the middle of us, and at the funny parts; she laughs so hard she 
kicks her legs up in the air. She weighs so little that the seat keeps tipping up. Josh and I share 
smiles over her head. 

Whenever Josh; Margot, and I went to the movies; Margot always sat in the middle 
too. It was so she could whisper to both of us. She never wanted me to feel left out because she 
had a boyfriend and I didn’t. Sbe was so careful about this that it made me worry at first; that she 
sensed something from before. But she’s not someone to hold back or pretty up the truth. She’s 
just a really good big sister. 

The best... 

There were times; that I felt left out an 5 ^ay. Not in a romantic way; but a friend way. 
Josh and I had always been friends. But those times when he’d put his arm around Margot when 
we were in line for popcorn; or in the car when they’d talk softly to each other and I felt like the 
kid in the backseat who can’t hear what the adults are talking about; it made me feel a little bit 
invisible. They made me wish I had someone to whisper to in the backseat. 



It’s strange to be the one in the front seat now. The view isn’t so different from the 
backseat. In fact; everything feels good and normal and the same; which is a comfort. 

Chris calls me later that night while I’m painting my toenails different colored pinks. 
It’s so loud in the background she has to yell. ‘Guess what!’ 

‘What? I can barely hear you!’ I’m doing my pinky toe a fruit-punch color called Hit 
Me with Your Best Shot. 

‘Hold up.’ I can hear Chris moving rooms because it gets quieter. ‘Can you hear me 

now?’ 

‘Yes; much better.’ 

‘Guess who broke up.’ 

I’ve moved on to a mod pink color that looks like White-Out with a drop of red in it. 
‘Who?’ 

‘Gen and Kavinsky! She dumped his ass.’ 

My eyes got huge. ‘Whoa! Why?’ 

‘Apparently; she met some UVA guy at that hostessing job she had. I guarantee you 

she was cheating on Kavinsky the whole summer.’ A guy calls Chris’s name, and 
Chris says; ‘I got to go. It’s my turn at bocce.’ Chris hangs up without saying goodbye; which is 
her way. 

I actually met Chris through Genevieve. They’re cousins- their moms are sisters. Chris 
used to come over sometimes when we were little, but she and Gen didn’t get along even back 
then. They’d argue over whose Barbie had dibs on Ken because there was only one Ken. I didn’t 
even try to fight for Ken; even though he was technically mine. 

Well; Margot’s. At school; some people don’t even know Gen and Chris are cousins. 
They don’t look alike; like at all- Gen is petite with fit arms and sunny blond hair the color of 
margarine. Chris is blond too, but peroxide blond, and she’s taller and has broad swimmer’s 
shoulders. Still; there is a sameness to them. Chris was pretty wild in our Shaddyman year. She 



went to every party; got drunk; hooked up with older boys. That year a junior guy from the 
lacrosse team told everyone that Chris had sex with him in the boys’ locker room, and it wasn’t 
even tme. 


Genevieve made Marcel threaten to kick his ass if he didn’t tell everybody the tmth. I 
thought it was a really nice thing Genevieve did for Chris, but Chris insisted that Gen had only 
done it; so, people wouldn’t think she was related to a slut. After that Chris stopped hanging out 
and pretty much did her own thing; with people from another school. She still has that freshman- 
year reputation though. She acts like she doesn’t care; but I know she does; at least a little. 

ON SUNDAY; DADDY MAKES - lasagna. And he does- that thing where he puts 
black-bean salsa in it to jazz it up, and it sounds gross but it’s actually good and you don’t notice 
the beans. Josh comes over too, and he has three helpings; which Daddy loves. When Margot’s 
name comes up over dinner; I look over at Josh and see how stiff he gets, and I feel sorry for him. 
Kellie must notice too because she changes the subject over to dessert; which is a batch of 
peanut-butter brownies I baked earlier in the afternoon. Since Daddy cooked; our kids have 
kitchen duty. He uses every pot in the kitchen when he makes lasagna; so, it’s the worst cleanup; 
but worth it. 

After; the three of us are relaxing in the TV room. It’s Sunday night, but there’s not 
that Sunday night feeling in the air because tomorrow is Labor Day and we have one last day 
before school starts. Kellie’s working on her dog collage; Quelle surprise. 

‘What kind do you want most of all?’ Josh asks her. 

Kellie answers back lightning fast. ‘An Akita.’ 

‘Boy or girl?’ 

Again; her answer is prompt. ‘Boy.’ 

‘What’ll you name him?’ 

Kellie hesitates, and I know why. I roll over and tickle Kellie’s barefoot. ‘I know what 
you’ll name him;’ I say in a singsong voice. 


‘Be quiet; Lara Jean!’ she screeches. 



I have Josh’s full attention now. ‘Come on; tell us;’ Josh begs. 


I look at Kellie and she is giving me evil glowing red eyes. ‘Never mind;’ I say; 
feeling nervous all of a sudden. Kellie might be the baby of the family, but she is not someone to 
trifle with. 


Then Josh tugs on my ponytail and says; ‘Aw; come on; Lara Jean! Don’t leave us in 

suspense.’ 

I prop myself up on my elbows, and Kellie tries to put her hand over my mouth. 

Giggling; I say; ‘It’s after a boy she likes.’ 

‘Shut up; Lara Jean; shut up!’ 

Kellie kicks me, and in doing so she accidentally rips one of her dog pictures. 

She lets out a cry and drops to her knees and examines it. Her face is red with the 
effort of not crying. I feel like such a jerk. I sit up and try to give her an I’m a sorry hug, but she 
twists away from me and kicks at my legs; so hard 1 yelped. 1 pick the picture up and try to tape 
it back, but before 1 can; Kellie snatches it out of my hands and gives it to Josh. ‘Josh; fix it;’ she 
says. ‘Lara Jean ruined it.’ ‘Kellie; I was only teasing;’ I say lamely. I wasn’t going to say the 
name of the boy. I would never ever have said it. 

She ignores me, and Josh smooths the paperback out with a coaster, and with the 
concentration of a surgeon; he tapes the two pieces together. He wipes his brow. ‘Phew. I think 
thi s one will make it.’ 

I clap, and I try to catch Kellie’s eye, but she won’t look at me. I know I deserve it. 
The boy Kellie has a crush on- it’s Josh. 

Kellie whisks her college away from Josh. Stiffly she says; ‘I’m going upstairs to 
work on this. Good night; Josh.’ 

‘Night; Kellie;’ Josh says. 

Meekly; I say; ‘Good night; Kellie;’ but she’s already mnning up the stairs, and she 
doesn’t reply. 



When we hear the sound of her bedroom door closing; Josh turns to me and says; 
‘You’re in so much trouble.’ 

‘I know;’ I say. I’ve got a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. Why did I do that? 

Even as I was doing it; I knew it was wrong. Margot would never have done that to me. 

That’s not how big sisters are supposed to treat their little sisters; especially not when 
I’m so much older than Kellie. 

‘Who’s this kid she l ik es?’ 

‘Just a boy from school.’ 

Josh sighs. ‘Is she really old enough to have cmshes on boys? I feel like she’s too 
young for all that.’ 

‘I had crushes on boys when I was nine;’ I tell him. I’m still thinking about Kellie. I 
wonder how I can make it; so, she isn’t mad at me anymore. Somehow; I don’t think 
snickerdoodles will cut it this time. 

‘Who?’ Josh asks me. 

‘Who what?’ Maybe if I can somehow convince Daddy to buy her a puppy. 

‘Who was your first crush?’ 

‘Hmm. My first real crush?’ I had kindergarten and first- and second-grade crushes 
aplenty, but they don’t really count. ‘Like the first one that really mattered?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘Well -1 guess Marcel Kavinsky.’ 

Josh practically gags. ‘Kavinsky? Are you kidding me? He’s so obvious. I thought 
you’d be into someone more -1 don’t know; subtle. Marcel Kavinsky’s such a cliche. He’s like a 
cardboard cutout of a ‘cool guy’ in a movie about high school.’ 


I shmg. ‘You asked.’ 



‘Wow;’ he says; shaking his head. ‘Just - wow.’ 


‘He used to be different. I mean; he was still very Marcel; but less so.’ 

When Josh looks unconvinced; 1 say; ‘You’re a boy; so, you can’t understand what 
I’m talking about.’ 

‘You’re right. 1 don’t understand!’ 

‘Hey; you’re the one who had a crush on Ms. Rossinchild! ’ 

Josh turns red. ‘She was really pretty back then!’ 

‘Uh-huh.’ I give him a knowing look. ‘She was really ‘pretty.’ ‘Our across-the-street 
neighbor Ms. Rossinchild used to mow her lawn in terry-cloth short shorts and a string bikini top. 
The neighborhood boys would conveniently come and play in Josh’s yard on those days. 

‘Anyway; Ms. Rossinchild wasn’t my first cmsh.’ 

‘She wasn’t?’ 

‘No... you were.’ 

It takes me a few seconds to process this. Even then; all I can manage is; ‘Huh?’ 

‘When I first moved here; before I knew your true personality.’ 1 kick him in the shin 
for that, and he yelps. ‘1 was twelve and you were eleven. I let you ride my scooter; remember? 
That scooter was my pride and joy. 1 saved up for it for two birthdays. And I let you take it for a 
ride.’ 


‘I thought you were just being generous.’ 

‘You crashed it and you got a big scratch on the side;’ he continues. 
Continued-1 
‘Remember that?’ 


‘Yeah; I remember you cried.’ 



‘I didn’t cry. I was justifiably upset. And that was the end of my little cmsh.’ Josh gets 
up to go and we walk to the foyer. 

Before he opens the front door; Josh turns around and says to me; ‘I don’t know what I 
would’ve done if you hadn’t been around after - Margot dumped me.’ A blush blooms pink 
across his face; underneath each sweetly freckled cheek. ‘You’re keeping me going; Lara Jean.’ 
Josh looks at me and I feel it all; every memory; every moment we’ve ever shared. Then he gives 
me a quick; fierce hug and disappears into the night. 

I’m standing there in the open door and the thought flies in my head; so quick; so 
unexpected; I can’t stop myself from thinking it- If you were mine; I would never have broken 
up with you; not in a million years. 

THIS IS HOW WE MET josh. We were having a teddy-bear; tea-party picnic on the 
back lawn with real tea and muffins. It had to be in the backyard; so, no one would see. I was 
eleven; way too old for it, and Margot was thirteen; way; way too old. I got the idea in my head 
because-1 read about it in a book. Because of Kellie I could pretend it was for her and persuade 
Margot into playing with us. Mommy had died the year before and ever since Margot rarely said 
no to anything if it was for Kellie. 

We had everything spread out on Margot’s old baby blanket; which was blue and 
nubby with a squirrel print. I laid out a chipped tea set of Margot’s; mini muffins studded with 
blueberries and granules of sugar that I made Daddy buy at the grocery store and a teddy bear for 
each of us. We were all wearing hats because I insisted. 

‘You have to wear a hat to a tea party;’ I kept saying until Margot finally put hers on 
just so; I’d stop. She had on Mommy’s straw gardening hat, and Kellie was wearing a tennis 
visor, and I’d fancied up an old fur hat of Grandma’s by pinning a few plastic flowers on top. I 
was pouring lukewarm tea out of the thermos and into cups when Josh climbed up on the fence 
and watched us. The month before; from the upstairs playroom; we’d watched Josh’s family 
moved in. We’d hoped for girls, but then we saw the movers unload a boy bike and we went 
back to playing. 



Josh sat up on the fence; not saying anything, and Margot was really stiff and 
emharrassed; her cheeks were red, but she kept her hat on. Kellie was the one to call out to him. 
‘Hello; boy;’ she said. 

‘Hi;’ he said. His hair was shaggy, and he kept shaking it out of his eyes. He was 
wearing a red T-shirt with a hole in the shoulder. 

Kellie asked him; ‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Josh.’ 

‘You should play with us; Josh;’ Kellie commanded. 

So- he did. 

I didn’t know it then; how important this boy would become to me and to the people I 
love the most. But even if I had known; what could I have done differently? 

It was never going to be me and him. Even though. 

I THOUGHT I WAS OVER him. 

When I wrote my letter; when I said my goodbyes; I meant it; I swear I did. 

It wasn’t even that hard; not really. Not when I thought about how much Margot liked 
him; how much she cared. How could I begrudge Margot a first love? Margot; who’d sacrificed 
so much for all of us. She always; always put Kellie and me before herself. 

Letting go of Josh was my way of putting Margot first. 

But now; sitting here alone in my living room; with my sister four thousand miles 
away and Josh next door; all I can think is; Josh Sanderson; I liked you first. By all rights; you 
were mine. And if it had been me; I’d have packed you in my suitcase and taken you with me; 
or; you know what; I would have stayed. I would have never left you. 

Not in a million years; not for anything. 

Thinking these kinds of thoughts; feeling these kinds of feelings; it’s more than 
disloyal. I know that. It’s downright traitorous. It makes my soul feel dirty. 



Margot’s been gone less than a week and look at me; how fast I cave. How fast I covet. 
I’m a betrayer of the worst kind; because I’m betraying my own sister, and there’s no greater 
betrayal than that. But what now? What am I supposed to do with all these feelings? 

I suppose there’s only one thing I can do. I’ll write him another letter. A postscript 
with as many pages as it takes to X away whatever feelings I have left for him. 

I’ll put this whole thing to rest; once and for all. 

I go to my room and I find my special writing pen; the one with the really smooth inky 
black ink. I take out my heavy writing paper, and I begin to write. P.S. I still love you. 

I still love you and that’s a really huge problem forme and it’s also a really huge 
surprise. I swear I didn’t know. All this time; I thought I was over it. How could I not be when 
it’s Margot you love? It’s always been; Margot- - when I’m done; I placed the message in my 
diary alternatively of in my hatbox. I have a feeling I’m not done-done yet; that there’s still 
further I need to tell; I just haven’t thought of it, nevertheless. 

KELLIE’S STILL MAD AT ME- In the wake of the Josh revelation; I’d forgotten all 
about Kellie. She neglects me all daybreak, and when I ask if she wants me to take her to the 
store for class accumulations; she locks; ‘With what car? You destroyed Margot’s.’ 

Oops! ‘I was going to take Daddy’s when he comes back from Home Depot.’ I back 
away from her; far enough away that she can’t lash out at me with a kick or a hit. 

‘There’s no need to be sarcastic; Katherine.’ 

Kellie practically growls; which is exactly the reaction I was hoping for. I hate when 
Kellie goes mad and silent. But then she flounces away, and with her back to me; she says; ‘I’m 
not conversing with you. 

You yourself know what you did; consequently, don’t bother attempting to get back 
on my good side.’ 

I follow her around; trying to provoke her into talking to me, but there’s no use. I’ve 
stayed cleared. 



So; I give up and go back to my room and put on the Mermaids soundtrack. I’m 
planning my first-week back-to-school outlay on my bed when I get a text from Josh. A little 
excitement mns up my spine to see his name on my phone, but I sternly remind myself of my 
pledge. He is still Margot’s; not yours. It prepares things that they’re broken up. He was hers 
first; which means he’s hers always. Want to go for a bike ride on that trail by the park? 

Biking is a Margot-type activity. She loves going on trails and hikes and bikes. 
Negative with me. 

Josh knows it too. I don’t even own my bike an 3 anore, and Margot’s is too big for me. 

Kellie’s is more my size. 

I write back that I can’t; I have to help my dad around the house. It’s not a total lie. 

My dad did ask me to help him report some of his plants. And I said only if he was 
making me and if I had no say in the matter; then sure. 

What does he need help with? 

What to say? I have to be careful about my excuses; Josh can easily look out the 
window and see if I’m home or not. I text back a vague Just some random chores. 

Knowing Josh; he would show up with a shovel or a rake or whatever tool the chore 
entailed. And then he’d stay for dinner because he always stays for dinner. 

He said I was keeping him going. Me; Lara Jean. I want to be that person for him; I 
want to be the one who keeps him going during this difficult time. I want to be his lighthouse 
keeper while we wait for Margot’s return. But it’s hard. Harder than I thought. 

I WAKE UP HAPPY BECAUSE it’s the first day of school. I’ve always loved the 
first day of school better than the last day of school. Firsts are best because they are beginnings. 

While Daddy and Kellie are upstairs washing up; I make whole-wheat pancakes with 
sliced bananas; Kellie’s favorite. First-day-of-school breakfast was always a big thing with my 
mom, and then Margot took over, and now I guess- it’s my turn. The pancakes are a little dense; 
not quite as light and fluffy as Margot’s. And the coffee - well; is coffee supposed to be light 
brown like cocoa? When Daddy comes down; he says in a merry voice; T smell coffee!’ And 



then he drinks it and gives me a thumbs-up, but I notice he only has the one sip. I guess I’m a 
better baker than I am a cook. 

‘You look like a farm girl;’ Kellie says with a touch of meanness, and I know she’s 
still at least a little bit mad at me. ‘Thank you;’ I say. I’m wearing faded short-tails and a scoop- 
neck floral shirt. It does look farm-girlish, but I think pleasantly. Margot left her brown lace-up 
combat boots, and they’re only a half size too big. With thick socks; they’re a perfect fit. ‘Will 
you braid my hair to the side?’ I ask her. ‘You don’t deserve a braid from me;’ Kellie says; 
licking her fork. ‘Besides; a braid would take it too far.’ 

Kellie is only nine, but she has good fashion sense. 

‘Agreed;’ my dad says; not looking up from his paper. 

I put my plate in the sink and then put Kellie’s bag lunch down next to her plate. It’s 
got all her favorite things- a Brie sandwich; barbecue chips; rainbow cookies; a good kind of 
apple juice. 

‘Have a great first day;’ my sad chirps. He pops out his cheek for a kiss, and 1 bend 
down and give him one. I try to give Kellie one too, but she turns her cheek. 

‘I got your favorite kind of apple juice and your favorite kind of Brie;’ I tell her 
pleadingly. I don’t want us to start the school year off on a bad note. 

‘Thank you;’ she sniffles with a tissue. 

Before she can stop me; I throw my arms around her and squeeze her so tight she 
yelps. Then I get my new floral back-to-school book bag and head out the front door. It’s a new 
day; a new year. I have a feeling it’s going to be a good one. 

Josh is already in the car, and I run over and open the door and slide inside with him. 

‘You’re on time;’ Josh says. He lifts his hand for a hand bump, and when I slap his 
knuckles; our hands make a soft smack. ‘That was a good one;’ he says. 

‘An eight at least;’ I agree. We zipped past the pool; the sign for our neighborhood; 
then past the Wendy’s. 



‘Do you think, Kellie, forgiven you yet for the other night?’ 


‘Not quite; but hopefully soon.’ 

‘Nobody can hold a grudge like Kellie;’ Josh says, and I nod wholeheartedly. I can 
never stay mad for long, but Kellie will nurse a hatred as her life depended on this. ‘I made her a 
good first-day-of-school lunch; so, I think that’ll help;’ I say. ‘You’re a good elder sibling.’ 

I pipe up with ‘As good as Margot?’ Furthermore, collectively we chorus; ‘Nobody’s 
as immeasurable as Margot.’ 
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SCHOOL HAS OFFICIALLY BEGUN AN found its own rhythm. The first couple of 
days of school are always throwaway days of handing out books and syllabuses and figuring out 
where you’re sitting and who you’re sitting with. Now is when school really begins. 

For the gym; Coach White set us loose outside to enjoy the warm sun while we still 
have it. Chris and I are walking the track field. Chris is telling me about a party she went to over 
Labor Day weekend. ‘I almost got into a fight with this girl who kept saying I was wearing 
extensions. 



It’s not my fault my hair is fabulous.’ As we around the comer for our third lap; I 
catch Marcel Kavinsky looking at me. I thought I was imagining it at first; him staring in my 
direction, but this is the third time. 

He’s playing ultimate Frisbee with some of the guys. When we pass them; Marcel jogs 
over to us and says; ‘Can I talk to you for a minute?’ 

Chris and I look at each other. ‘Her or me?’ she asks. 

‘Lara Jean.’ 

Chris puts her arm around my shoulder protectively. ‘Go ahead. We’re listening.’ 
Marcel rolls his eyes. ‘I want to talk to her in private.’ 

‘Fine;’ she snaps, and she flounces away. Over her shoulder; she looks back at me 
with wide eyes; like What? I shrag back like I have no idea! 

In a low; quiet voice; Marcel says; ‘Just so you know; I don’t have any STDs.’ 

What in the world? I stare at him; my mouth open. ‘I never said you had an STD!’ 

His voice is still low but actually furious. ‘I also don’t always take the last piece of 

pizza.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ 

‘That’s what you said. In your letter. How I’m an egotistical guy who goes around 
giving girls STDs. Remember?’ 

‘What letter? I never wrote you any letter! ’ 

Wait- Yes; I did. I did write him a letter; about a million years ago. But that’s not the 
letter he’s talking about. It couldn’t be. 

‘Yes. You. Did. It was addressed to me; from you.’ 

Oh; God. No. No. This isn’t happening. This isn’t reality. I’m dreaming. I’m in my 
room and I’m dreaming and Marcel Kavinsky is in my dream; glaring at me. I close my eyes. 

Am I dreaming? Is this real? 



‘Lara Jean?’ 


I open my eyes. I’m not dreaming, and this is real. This is a nightmare. 

Marcel Kavinsky is holding my letter in his hand? It’s my handwriting; my envelope; 
my everything. ‘How- how did you get that?’ 

‘It came in the mail yesterday.’ Marcel sighs. Gruffly he says; ‘Listen; it’s no big deal; 
I just hope you’re not going around telling people...’ 

‘It came in the mail? To your house?’ 

‘Yeah.’ 

I feel faint. I actually feel faint. Please let me faint right now; because if I faint, I will 
no longer be here; at this moment. It will be like in movies when a girl passes out from the horror 
of it all and the fighting happens while she is asleep, and she wakes up in a hospital bed with a 
bmise or two, but she’s missed all the bad stuff. 

I wish that was my; life instead of this. I can feel myself start to sweat. Rapidly I say; 
‘You should know that I wrote that letter a really long time ago.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Like; years ago, years and years ago... I don’t even remember what I said.’ 

Up close; your face wasn’t so much handsome as beautiful. ‘Seriously; that letters 
from middle school. I don’t even know who would have sent it. Can I see it?’ I reach for the 
letter; trying to stay calm and not sound desperate. Just casual cool. 

He hesitates and then grins his perfect Marcel grin. ‘Nah; I want to keep it. I never got 
a letter like this before.’ I leap forward, and quick like a cat I snatch it out of his hand. Marcel 
laughs and throws up his hands in surrender. ‘All right; fine; have it. Geez.’ 

‘Thanks.’ I start to back away from him. The paper is shaking my hand. 

‘Wait.’ He hesitates. ‘Listen; I didn’t mean to steal your first kiss or whatever. I mean; 
that wasn’t my intention... ’ 



I laugh a forced and fake laugh that sounds crazy even to my own ears. 


People turnaround and look at us. ‘Apology accepted! Ancient history!’ And then I 
holt. I run faster than I’ve ever mn. All the way to the girls’ locker room. 

How did this even happen? 

I sink to the floor. I’ve had the going-to-school-naked dream before. I’ve had the 
going-to-school-naked-forgot-to-study-for-an-exam-in-a-class-I-never-signed-up-for combo; the 
naked-exam-somebody-trying-to-kill-me combo. This is all that times infinity. 

And then; because there’s nothing left for me to do; I take the letter out of the 
envelope and I read it. 

Dear Marcel; 


First of all; I refuse to call you Kavinsky. You think you’re so cool; going by your last 
name all of a sudden. Just so you know; Kavinsky sounds like the name of an old man with a 
long white beard. 

Did you know that when you kissed me; I would come to love you? Sometimes I think 

yes. 

Definitely yes. You know why? Because you think EVERYONE loves you; Marcel. 
That’s what I hate about you. Because everyone does love you. Including me. I did. Not anymore. 

Here are all your worst qualities- You burp, and you don’t say excuse me. You just 
assume everyone else will find it charming. And if they don’t; who cares; right? Wrong! You do 
care. Y ou care a lot about what people think of you. Y ou always take the last piece of pizza. Y ou 
never ask if anyone else wants it. That’s mde. You’re so good at everything. 

Too good. You could’ve given other guys a chance to be good, but you never did. You 
kissed me for no reason. Even though I knew you liked Gen, and you knew you liked Gen, and 
Gen knew you liked Gen. But you still did it. Just because you could. 

I really want to know- Why would you do that to me? My first kiss was supposed to 
be something special. I’ve read about it; what it’s supposed to feel like- fireworks and lightning 



bolts and the sound of waves crashing in your ears. I didn’t have any of that. Thanks to you it 
was as un-special as a kiss could be. 


The worst part of it is; that stupid nothing kiss is what made me start liking you. I 
never did before. I never even thought about you before. Gen has always said that you are the 
best-looking boy in our grade, and I agreed; because sure, you are. But I still didn’t see the allure 
of you. 


cool. 


Plenty of people are good-looking. That doesn’t make them interesting or intriguing or 


Maybe that’s why you kissed me. To do mind control on me; to make me see you that 
way. It worked. Your little trick worked. From then on; I saw you. Up close; your face wasn’t so 
much handsome as beautiful. How many beautiful boys have you ever seen? For me; it was just 
one. 


long. 


You. I think it’s a lot to do with your lashes. You have really long lashes. Unfairly 


Even though you don’t deserve it; fine; I’ll go into all the things I liked about you- 
One time in science; nobody wanted to be partners with Jeffrey Suttleman because he has BO, 
and you volunteered like it was no big deal. Suddenly everybody thought Jeffrey wasn’t so bad. 

You’re still in the chorus; even though all the other boys take band and orchestra now. 
You even sing solos. And you dance, and you’re not embarrassed. 

You were the last boy to get tall. And now you’re the tallest, but it’s like you earned it. 
Also; when you were short; no one even cared that you were short- the girls still liked you and 
the boys still picked you first for basketball in the gym. 

After you kissed me; I liked you for the rest of seventh grade and most of eighth. It 
hasn’t been easy; watching you with Gen; holding hands and making out at the bus loop. 

You probably make her feel very special. Because that’s your talent; right? You’re 
good at making people feel special. 



Do you know what it’s like to like someone so much you can’t stand it and know that 
they’ll never feel the same way? Probably not. People like you don’t have to suffer through those 
kinds of things. It was easier after Gen moved and we stopped being friends. At least then I 
didn’t have to hear about it. And now that the year is almost over; I know for sure that I am also 
over you. 


I’m immune to you now; Marcel. I’m really proud to say that I’m the only girl in this 
school who has been immunized with the charms of Marcel Kavinsky. All because I had a really 
bad dose of your in seventh grade and most of eighth. Now I never ever have to worry about 
catching you again. 

What a relief! I bet if I did ever kiss you again; I would definitely catch something, 
and it wouldn’t be love. It would be an STD! 

Lara Jean Song; IF I COULD CRAWL INTO a hole and burrow in it comfortably and 
live out the rest of my days in it; well; then that is what I would do. 

Why did I have to bring up that kiss? Why? 

I still remember everything about that day at John Ambrose McClaren’s house. We 
were in the basement, and it smelled like mildew and laundry detergent. I was wearing white 
shorts and an embroidered blue-and-wbite halter top I stole out of Margot’s closet. 

I had on a strapless bra for the first time ever. It was one of Chris’s, and I kept 
adjusting it because it felt urmatural. 

It was one of our first boy-girl hangouts on a weekend and at night. That was a weird 
thing too because it felt purposeful. Not the same as going over to Allie’s house after school and 
neighborhood boys are there hanging out with her twin brother. 

Also- not the same as going to the arcade at the mall knowing we would probably mn 
into boys. This was making a plan; getting dropped off; wearing a special bra; all on a Saturday 
night. 

No parents around; just us in John’s ultra-private basement. John’s older brother was 
supposed to be watching us, but John paid him ten dollars to stay in his room. Not that anything 
exciting happened; for instance; an impromptu game of spin the bottle or seven minutes in 



heaven- two possibilities for which we girls had prepared for with gum and lip gloss. All that 
happened was the boys played video games and us girls watched and played on our phones and 
whispered to each other. 

And then people’s moms and dads were picking them up, and it was so anticlimactic 
after all that planning and anticipation. It was disappointing forme; not because I liked anyone; 
but because I liked romance and drama and I was hoping something exciting would happen to 
someone. Something did. 

To me! 

Marcel and I were downstairs alone; the last two people to be picked up. We were 
sitting on the couch. I kept texting my dad; where are you-u? Marcel was playing a game on his 
phone. And then; out of nowhere; he said; ‘Y our hair smells like coconuts.’ 

We weren’t even sitting that close. I said; ‘Really? You can smell it from there?’ 

He scooted closer and took a sniff; nodding. ‘Yeah; it reminds me of Hawaii or 
something.’ 

‘Thanks!’ I said. I wasn’t positive it was a compliment, but it seemed like enough of 
one to say thanks. ‘I’ve been switching between this coconut one and my sister’s baby shampoo; 
to do an experiment on which makes my hair softer.’ 

Then Marcel Kavinsky leaned right in and kissed me, and I was stunned. 

I’d never thought of him any kind of way before that kiss. He was too pretty; too 
smooth. Not my type of boy at all. But after he kissed me; he was all I could think about for 
months after. What if Marcel is just the beginning? What if - what if my other letters somehow 
got sent too? To John Ambrose McClaren. Kenny from camp. Lucas Krapf. 

Josh. 

Oh my God; Josh. 


I leap up from the floor. I’ve got to find that hatbox. I’ve got to find those letters. 



I go back outside to the track. I don’t see Chris anywhere; so, I guess she is smoking 
behind the field house. I go straight over to Coach; who is sitting on the bleachers with his phone. 

‘I can’t stop throwing up;’ I whimper. I double over and cradle my arms to my 
stomach. ‘Can I please go to the nurse’s office?’ 

Coach barely looks up from his phone. ‘Sure.’ 

As soon as I’m out of his eye line; I make a run for it. The gym’s my last period of the 
day, and my house is only a couple of miles from school. I run like the wind. I don’t think I’ve 
ever run so hard or so fast in my life, and I likely never will again. I run so hard; a couple of 
times; I have to stop because I feel like I really am going to throw up. 

-And- 

Then; I remember the letters and Josh, and Up close; your face wasn’t so much 
handsome as beautiful, and I’m off and running again. As soon as I get home; I dash upstairs and 
go into my closet for my hatbox. It’s not sitting on the top shelf where it usually sits. 

It’s not on the floor; or behind my stack of board games. It’s not anywhere. I get on 
my hands and knees and start rifling through piles of sweaters; shoe boxes; craft supplies. I look 
in places it could not possibly be because it’s a hatbox and it’s big, but I look anyway. My 
hatbox is nowhere. 

I collapse onto the floor. This is a horror movie. My life has become a horror movie. 

Next to me my phone buzzes. It’s Josh. Where are you? Did you get a ride home with 

Chris? 


I turn my phone off and go down to the kitchen and call Margot on the house phone. 

It’s still my first impulse; to go to her when things get bad. I’ll just leave out the Josh 
part of it and focus on the Marcel part. She’ll know what to do; she always knows what to do. 

I’m all set to burst out; Gogo; I miss you so much and everything’s a mess without 
you, but when she picks up the phone; she sounds sleepy, and I can tell that I’ve woken her up. 
‘Were you sleeping?’ I ask. 



‘No; I was just lying down;’ she lies. 


‘Yes; you were sleeping! Gogo; it’s not even ten o’clock over there! Wait; is it? Did I 
calculate wrong again?’ 

‘No; you’re right. I’m just so tired. I’ve been up since five; because-’ Her voice trails 
off. ‘What’s wrong?’ 

I hesitate. Maybe it’s better not to burden Margot with all of this. I mean; she just got 
to college- this is what she’s worked for; this is her dream come true. She should be having fun 
and not worrying about how things are going back home without her. Besides; what would I 
even say? I wrote a bunch of love letters and they got sent out; including one I wrote to your 
boyfriend? ‘Nothing’s wrong;’ I say. I’m doing what Margot would do; which is figure it out on 
my own. 

‘It definitely sounds like something’s wrong.’ Margot yawns. ‘Tell me.’ 

‘Go back to sleep; Gogo.’ 

‘Okay;’ she says; yawning again. 

We hang up and I make myself an ice cream sundae right in the carton- chocolate 
sauce; whipped cream; chopped nuts. The works. I take it back up to my room and eat it lying 
down. I feed it to myself like medicine; until I’ve eaten the whole thing; every last bite. 

A LITTLE WHILE EATER wakes up to Kellie standing at the foot of my bed. 
‘You’ve got ice cream on your sheets;’ she informs me. 

I groan and turn over to my side. ‘Kellie; that’s the least of my problems today.’ 

‘Daddy wants to know if you want chicken for dinner or hamburgers. My vote is 

chicken.’ 


I sit straight up. Daddy’s home! Maybe he knows something. He was on that cleaning 
binge; throwing things away. Maybe he’s spirited my hatbox away somewhere safe, and the 
Marcel letter was just an unfortunate fluke! I jump out of bed and run downstairs; my heart 
thumping hard in my chest. 



My dad’s in his study; wearing his glasses and reading a thick book on Audubon 

paintings. 

All in one breath I ask; ‘Daddy-have-you-seen-my-hatbox?’ 

He looks up; his face is hazy, and I can tell he is still with Audubon’s birds and not at 
all focused on my frenzied state. ‘What box?’ 

‘My teal hatboxMommy gave me!’ 

‘Oh; that-;’ he says; still looking confused. He takes off his glasses. ‘I don’t know. It 
might have gone the way of your roller skates.’ 

‘What does that mean? What are you even saying?’ 

‘Goodwill... There’s a slight possibility I took them to Goodwill’ 

When I gasp; my dad says defensively; ‘Those roller skates don’t even fit you 
anymore. They were just taking up space!’ 

I sink to the floor. ‘They were pink, and they were vintage, and I was saving them for 
Kellie - and that’s not even the point. I don’t care about the roller skates. I care about my hatbox! 
Daddy; you don’t even know what you’ve done. ’ My dad gets up and tries to pull me off the 
floor. I resist him and flop onto my back like a goldfish. 

‘Lara Jean; I don’t even know that I got rid of it. Come on; let’s have a look around 
the house; all right? Don’t let’s panic yet.’ 

‘There’s only one place it could be, and it’s not there. It’s gone.’ 

‘Then I’ll check Goodwill tomorrow on my way to work;’ he says; squatting down 
next to me. He’s giving me that look- sympathetic but also exasperated and mystified; like How; 
is it possible that my sane and reasonable DNA created such a crazy daughter? 

‘It’s too late. It’s too late. There’s no point.’ 


‘What was in that box that’s so important?’ 



I can feel my ice cream sundae curdling in my stomach. For the second time; today I 
feel like I’m going to be sick. ‘Only everything.’ 

He grimaces... ‘I really didn’t realize your mother had given it to you or that it was so 
important.’ As he retreats off to the kitchen; he says; ‘Hey; how about an ice cream sundae 
before dinner? Will; that cheers you up?’ 

Continued- 2 

As if dessert before dinner would be the thing that cheers me up as if I am Kellie’s age 
and not sixteen going on seventeen. I don’t even bother dignifying it with an answer. I just lie 
there on the floor; my cheek against the cool hardwood. Besides; there isn’t any ice cream left 
anyway, but he’ll find that out soon enough. 

I don’t even want to think about Josh reading that letter. I don’t even want to think 

about it. 


It’s too terrible. 

After dinner (chicken; per Kellie’s request); I’m in the kitchen doing dishes when I 
hear the doorbell ring. Daddy opens the door, and I hear Josh’s voice. ‘Hey; Dr. Covey. Is Lara 
Jean around?’ 

Oh; no! No- no-no-no. I can’t see Josh. I know I have to at some point; but not today. 

Not right this second. I can’t. I just can’t. 

I drop the plate back into the sink and make a mn for it; out the back door; down the 
porch steps; across the backyard to the Pearces’ yard. I scramble up the wooden ladder and into 
Carolyn Pearce’s old treehouse. I haven’t been to this treehouse since middle school. We used to 
hang out up here sometimes; at night. Chris and Genevieve and Allie and me; the boys a couple 
of times. 


I peek through the wooden slats; crouched in a ball; waiting until I see Josh walk back 
to his house. When I’m sure he’s inside; I climb down the ladder and run back to mine. I sure 
have been doing a lot of running today. I’m exhausted; now that I think of it. 



I WAKE UP THE NEXT morning renewed. I am a girl with a plan. I’m just going to 
have to avoid Josh forever. It’s as simple as that. And if not forever; then at least until this dies-a 
down and he forgets about my letter. There’s still the tiny chance he never even got it. 

Perhaps whoever mailed Marcel’s only sent the one! You never know. 

My mom always said optimism was my best trait. Both Chris and Margot have said 
it’s annoying, but to that; I say looking on the bright side of life never killed anybody. 

When I get downstairs; Daddy and Kellie are already at the table eating toast. 

I make myself a bowl of cereal and sit down with them. 

T’m going to stop by Goodwill on my way to work;’ my dad says; crunching on his 
toast from behind his newspaper. T’m sure the hatbox will turn up there.’ 

‘Your hatbox is missing?’ Kellie asks me. ‘The one Mommy gave you?’ 

I nod and shovel cereal into my mouth. I have to leave soon or else I’ll risk mnning 
into Josh on my way out. 

‘What was in the box; anyway?’ Kellie asks. 

‘That’s private;’ I say. ‘All you need to know is the contents are precious to me.’ 

‘Will you be mad at Daddy if you never get the hatbox back?’ Kellie answers her own 
question before I can. ‘I doubt it. You never stay mad for long.’ 

This is tme. I never can stay mad for long. 

Peering over his newspaper; he asks Kellie; ‘What in the world was in that hatbox?’ 

Kellie shrugs. Her mouth full of toast; she says; ‘Probably more French berets?’ 

‘No; not more berets.’ I give them both a mean look. ‘Now if you’ll excuse me; I don’t 
want to be late for school. ’ 


‘Aren’t you leaving a little early?’ 



‘I’m taking the bus today;’ I say. And probably every day until Margot’s car is fixed, 
but they don’t need to know that. 

THE WAY IT HAPPENS IS a strange sort of serendipity. A slow-motion train 

wreck... 


For something to go this colossally wrong; everything must intersect and collide at the 
exact right; or in this case; wrong; moment. 

If the bus driver hadn’t had trouble backing out of the cul-de-sac; taking four extra 
minutes to get to school; I never would have mn into Josh. 

If Josh’s car had started up and he hadn’t had to get a jump from his dad; he wouldn’t 
have been walking by my locker. 

And if Marcel hadn’t had to meet Ms. Wooten in the guidance office; he would not 
have been walking down the hallway ten seconds later. And maybe this whole thing would not 
have happened. But it did. 

I’m at my locker; the door is jammed, and I’m trying to yank it open. I finally get the 
door loose and there’s Josh; standing right there. 

‘Eara Jean -’ He has this shell-shocked; confused expression on his face. 

‘I’ve been trying to talk to you since last night. I came by, and nobody could find 
you... ’ He holds out my letter. ‘I don’t understand. What is this?’ 

‘I don’t know;’ I hear myself say. My voice feels faraway. It’s like I’m floating above 
myself; watching it all unfold. 

‘I mean; it’s from you; right?’ 

‘Oh; wow.’ 1 take a breath and accept the letter. I fight the urge to tear it up. 

‘Where did you even get this?’ 

‘It got sent to me in the mail’ Josh jams his hands into his pockets. ‘When did you 
write this?’ 



‘Like; a long time ago;’ I say. I let out a fake little laugh. ‘I don’t even remember 
when. It might have been middle school.’ Good job; Lara Jean. Keep it up. 

Slowly he says; ‘Right - but you mention going to the movies with Margot and Mike 
and Ben that time. That was a couple of years ago.’ 

I bite my bottom lip. ‘Right. I mean; it was kind of a long time ago. In the grand 
scheme of things. ’ I can feel tears coming on so close that if I break concentration even for a 
second; if I waver; I will cry and that will make everything worse if such a thing is possible. I 
must be cool and breezy and nonchalant now. Tears would min that. 

Josh is staring at me so hard I have to look away. ‘So then - Do you - or did you have 
feelings forme or...?’ 

‘I mean; yes; sure; I did have a cmsh on you at one point; before you and Margot ever 
started dating. A million years ago.’ 

‘Why didn’t you ever say anything? Because of Lara Jean - God. I don’t know.’ His 
eyes are on me, and they’re confused, but there’s something else; too. ‘This is crazy. I feel kind 
ofblindsided.’ 

The way he’s looking at me now; I’m suddenly in a time warp back to a summer day 
when I was fourteen and he was fifteen, and we were walking home from somewhere. 

He was looking at me so intently I was sure he was going to try to kiss me. I got 
nervous; so, I picked a fight with him and he never looked at me like that again. 

Until this moment. 

Don’t. Just please; don’t. 

Whatever he’s thinking; whatever he wants to say; I don’t want to hear it. I will do 
anything; literally anything; not to hear it. 

Before he can; I say; ‘I’m dating someone.’ 

Josh’s jaw goes slack. ‘What?’ 


What? 



‘Yup, I’m dating someone; someone I really- really like; so please don’t worry about 
this.’ I wave the letter like it’s just paper; trash; like once, upon a time I didn’t literally pour my 
heart on this page. I stuff it into my bag. ‘I was really confused when I wrote this; I don’t even 
know how it got sent out. Honestly; it’s not worth talking about. 


CHAPTER ONE 

The Bellboys snickered at me. Tom impersonated Noah, making his voice high- 
pitched. 'Eeave off. Don’t talk to my girlfriend- he said all snotty.' 'Yeah- you heard me, off 
leave- yah-ow, I said in my English way of speaking.' Harry yelped. 'Otherwise, I’ll beat you up 
with my dollie.' Rallie started toward the Bell house, head downward. Abundant, Noah's beliefs 
and feelings. As usual, he’d made it not as good as-. 'Da- Don’t go yet,' Harper shouted to Rallie, 
pay no attention to her pain in the romp brothers. 'Call home and just see if you can spend the 
night.' 


'I personally better not- not so- do,' Rallie said. 'I’ve just got to get my knapsack from 
inside.' 'Ah- hey- what up for me,' Noah said, clutching Jann. He headed for the canopy way door 
and got there just as it shut in his face. 'You overlooked... no?' Inside of Harper’s house was 
always a mess. Discarded clothes, half-empty cups, and sports apparatus covered most surfaces. 
Her parents seemed to have given up on the house around the same time they gave up on trying 
to administer any rules about dinners and bedtimes and fighting-around Harper’s eighth birthday 
when one of her brothers threw her cake with its still-lit birthday candles at her older sister. 


Now there were no more birthday parties. There weren’t even family meals, just 
packages of canned ravioli top with macaroni and cheese, and tins of sardines in the pantry so-o, 
that the kids could feed themselves long before tbeir mother and father would come home from 
work and fell, exhausted, into their bed. They were old-bought from Salvation army-with big 
shiny heads, different-colored tails, and frizzy hair. HARPER SET DOWN ONE OF THE 



MERMAID DOLLIES CLOSE to the stretch of asphalt road, that represented the Murkiest Sea. 
They’d crash the ship against the shallows if they could, lure the crew into the sea, and eat the 
pirates with their jagged teeth. 

Their silly plastic smiles, hiding their lethal intentions Noah- Ethan could almost 
imagine- their flippers lashing back, and forth as they waited for the boat to get closer. Noah 
mmmaged through his bag of action figures. He pulled out the pirate with the two cutlasses and 
placed him gently at the center of the boat-shaped paper they’d considered down with the 
passageway of the shingle. Without gravel, the Neptune’s Pearl was likely to blow away in the 
early autumn wind. He could almost believe he wasn’t on the scmbby pasture in front of 
Harper’s ramshackle house with the sagging siding, but aboard a real ship, with salt spray 
stinging his face, on his way to the voyage. Noah had a different way of speaking for each of his 
figures. He wasn’t sure that anyone but him could tell his voices apart, but he felt different when 
he talked to them. 'We’re going to have to lash ourselves to the mast,' Noah said, as Tommy 
sings the Blade, captain of the Neptune’s Pearl. 'You think Jon’s guards will be waiting for us in 
Blue falls?' Rallie made Girl Jann ask. She was loud and wild, almost nothing like Rallie, who 
chafed under the thumb of her overprotective grandmother, but did it quietly. 

Rallies braids spilled in front of her amber eyes as she moved a hand covered wood 
doll- Jann figures closer to the center of the boat. Girl Jann was a thief who’d begun traveling 
with Tommy sings the Blade after she’d been unsuccessful in picking his pocket. It was 
something he never wanted to give up. He’d rather go on playing like this constantly, no matter 
how old they got, although he didn’t see how that was possible. 

It was already hard sometimes. That was why Noah loved playing: those moments 
where it seemed like he was retrieving some other world, one that felt real as anything. 'He might 
catch us,' said Noah, grinning at her. 'But he’ll never hold us. Nothing will. We’re on a mission 
for the Great Princess and we won’t be stopped.' He hadn’t expected to say those words until 
they came out of his mouth, but they felt right. They felt like Tommesings’s true thoughts. 

CHAPTER TWO 

'You can knot ropes to keep you safe, but no boat can pass through these waters unless 
a sacrifice is given to the deep,' Harper made one of the mermaids say. 'Freely or reluctantly. If 
one of your crew doesn’t spring into the sea, the sea will pick her own sacrifice. That’s the 



mermaid’s jinx.' It was said... Harper tucked windblown strands of red hair behind her ears and 
regarded Noah and Rallie very seriously. 

She was insignificant and violent, with speckles thick enough to remind Noah of the 
stars at night. She adored nothing better than being in charge of the story and had a sense of how 
to make a moment melodramatic. That was why she was the finest at playing anti-heroes. Rallie 
and Noah exchanged a look. Were the mermaids telling the truth? Really, Harper wasn’t 
supposed to make up rules like that-ones that no one else had agreed to-but Noah objected only 
when he didn’t like them. A curse seemed like it could be fun. ‘But just then,’ said Harper 
ominously, moving one of the mermaids to the edge of the ship, 'webbed fingers grab Girl Jann’s 
ankle, and the mermaid pulls her over the side of the boat. She’s gone.' 

'We’ll all go down together before we lose a single member of this crew,' he fake- 
shouted in Tommesings’s voice. 'We’re on a mission for the Great Princess, and we fear her 
curse more than yours.' 'You can’t do that!'Rallie said. 'I was lashed to the mast.' Rallie groaned, 
as though Harper was being especially annoying. Which she kind of was. 'Well, Girl Jann was in 
the middle of the boat. Even if she wasn’t lashed, a mermaid couldn’t get to her without crawling 
on board.' 'You didn’t specify that you were,' Harper told her. 'Tommesings suggested it, but you 
didn’t say whether or not you did it.' 

'If Jann gets pulled over the side, I’m going after her,' Noah said, plunging 
Tommesings into the gravel water. 'I meant it when I said no one gets left behind.' 

'I didn’t get pulled over the side,' Rallie insisted. 

As they sustained arguing two of Harper’s brothers walked out of the house, letting the 
screen door slam behind them. They observed over and started to snicker. Tbe older of the two, 
Tom, pointed directly at Noah and said something under his breath. His younger brother laughed. 

Noah felt his expression heat. He didn’t the reason they knew anyone at his middle 
school, but still. If any of his colleagues found out that, at twelve, he was still playing with action 
figures, basketball would become a lot less fun. School might get bad too. 


'Close your eyes to them,' Harper declared loudly. 'They’re BUTTS.' 



'All we were going to say is that Rallie’s grandma called,' Tom said, his face a parody 
of hangdog incormptibility. 

He and Harry had the same tomato-red hair as their sister, but they weren’t much like 
her in any other way that Noah might understand. 

They, along with their firstborn sister, were always in trouble-fighting, cutting school, 
smoking, and other stuff. 

The Bell kids were considered hoodlums in town and, Harper aside, they seemed 
intent on doing what they could to uphold that character. 

'Old magnates says that you need to be home before shadowy, and for us to be sure to 
tell you not to forget or make excuses. 

She seems rough, Rallie.' The words were supposed to be nice, but you could tell from 
the sickly-sweet way Tom talked that he wasn’t being nice at all. 

Rallie stood up and fleecy off her skirt. The orange glow of the setting sun-bronzed 
her skin and turned her glossy box braids metallic. 

Her eyes narrowed some. Her appearance wavered between confused and angry. 

Boys had been harassing her ever since she’d hit ten, gotten bends, and started looking 
a lot older than she was. 

Noah hated the way Tom talked to her like he was making fun of her without really 
saying anything bad, but he never knew what to say to stop it either. 

'Leave off,' Noah told them. 

Noah felt envious every time he thought of that kind of self-determination, and Rallie 
loved it even more than he did. She spent as many nights there as her grandmother permissible. 
Harper’s parents didn’t seem to notice, which worked out pretty flawlessly. 


He undone and pushed open the screen door and went inside. 



Rallie was standing in front of the dusty, old, locked display cabinet in the comer of 
the Bell living room, peering in at all the things Harper’s mother had forbidden Harper, on pain 
of death and possible dismemberment, from touching. 

That was where the dollie they called the Great Princess of all their realms was 
surrounded, next to a blown-glass vase from Savers that had turned out to be vintage something- 
or-other. The Princess had been picked up by Harper’s mother at a tag sale, and she insisted that 
one day she was going to go on Antiques Live broadcast, sell it, and move them all to Sam. 

The Princess was a bone china dollie of a child with straw-gold curls and paper-white 
skin- and the soul of a young girl within. Her eyes were closed, lashes a fair-haired fringe against 
her cheek. She wore a long gown, the thin fabric dotted with something dark that might be a 
fungus. Noah couldn’t remember when exactly they’d decided that she was the Great Princess, 
only that they’d all felt like she was inspecting them, even though her eyes were closed, and that 
Harper’s sister had been terrified of her. 

Seemingly, one time. Harper had woken in the middle of the night and found her sister 
with whom she shared a room- sitting upright in bed. 'If she gets out of the case, she’ll come for 
us,' her sister had said, unqualified-faced, before slumping back down on her pillow. No amount 
of calling to the other side of the room had seemed to stir her. Harper had tossed and turned, 
unable to sleep for the rest of the night. But in the morning, her sister had told her that she didn’t 
recollect saying whatsoever, that it must have been a terrifying dream, and that their mother 
really needed to get rid of that dollie. I felt like I could not sleep with that dollie looking right 
through me as if she was alive and wanting me in some creepy way- she was feeling me... and I 
was feeling uncommentable... by it all. Subsequently, that, to escape being entirely frightened, 
Noah, Harper, and Rallie had added the dollie to their game of play. Conferring to the legend 
they’d created, the Princess ruled over the whole enchilada from her beautiful glass tower high 
up. She had the influence to put her mark on anyone who refuses to comply with her guidelines. 
When that occurred, nothing would go right for them until they regained her kindness. They’d be 
convicted of crimes they didn’t commit. Their friends and family would sicken and decease. 
Ships would sink, and squalls would strike. 

The one thing the Princess couldn’t do, though, was an escape. 'Are- you all right?' 
Noah asked Rallie. She seemed fascinated by the case, staring into it as though she could see 



approximately- Noah couldn’t. Lastly, Rallie turned around, her eyes shining. 'My grandmother 
wants to know where 1 am every second. She wants to pick out my clothes for me and grumbles 
about my braids all the time. I just am so-o over it. Besides yours truly don’t know if she’s going 
to let me be in the play this year, even though yours truly got a good part- but...? Uh? She can’t 
see so well after twilight, and she doesn’t want to drive me home. I’m just so tired of all her mles, 
as well as it’s like the older I myself get, the poorer she gets.' 

Noah had heard most of that before, but usually, Rallie just sounded resigned to it. 
'What about your aunt? Could you ask her to pick you up after rehearsals?' 

Rallie snorted. 'She’s never forgiven Aunt Linda for trying to get custody of me way 
back when. Brings it up at every holiday. It’s made her super paranoid.' 

Mrs. Mag Harry grew up in the Philippines and was fond of telling anyone who would 
listen to how different things were over there. According to her, Filipino teenagers worked hard, 
never talked back, and didn’t draw on their hands with ink pens or want to be actresses, like 
Rallie did. They didn’t get as tall as Rallie was getting either. 

Rallie laughed. 'Yeah, okay. Made her extra-super paranoid.' 

'Made her super paranoid?' Noah asked. 'Hey.' Harper came into the living room from 
outside, holding the rest of their figures. 'Are you sure you can’t stay over, Rallie?' Rallie shook 
her head, plucked Girl Jann out of Noah’s hand, and went down the hallway to Harper’s room. 'I 
was just getting my stuff.' 

'Her grandmother,' he said, with a shmg. 'You know.' Harper turned impatiently to 
Noah for an explanation. She never liked it when she wasn’t part of a conversation and hated the 
idea that her friends had kept any secrets from her, even stupid ones. 'Otherwise, maybe she’ll 
just make him do another quest.' He thought about it a moment and grinned. 'Maybe she wants 
him to get skilled adequate with a blade to break her out of that cabinet.' 

Harper exhaled and beheld at the cabinet. After a moment, she spoke. 'If you finish 
this quest, the Princess will probably lift the curse on Tommesings. He could go home and 
finally solve the mystery of where he came from.' They walked down the hall to Harper’s room 
just as Rallie came out, backpack over the left shoulder. 'Don’t even think about it,' Harper 
alleged, only half-joking. 



'Come on. 


'See you tomorrow then,' she said as she slid past them. She didn’t look happy, but 
Noah thought she might just be upset that she was leaving early and that they were going to be 
hanging out without her. He and Harper didn’t usually play the game when Rallie wasn’t there. 
But lately, Rallie seemed to be more bothered by him and Harper spending time alone together, 
which he didn’t understand. 

An odds and ends of her sister’s old Barbies were on top of a bookshelf, waiting for 
Harper to try to fix their melted arms and chopped hair. The bookshelves were overfull with 
make-believe paperbacks and overdue library books, some of them on Greek myths, some on 
mermaids, and a few on homegrown hauntings. Noah thought about drawing a map of their 
kingdoms-one with the seas, and the islands and the whole kit and caboodle-and wondered where 
he could get a gigantic enough piece of paper. 

Noah walked into Harper’s room and flopped down on her gray-sh shag mg. Harper 
used to share the room with her younger sister, and piles of her sister’s outgrown clothes still 
endured spread out in meanings, along with an assemblage of used makeup and notebooks 
covered in stickers, plus indecipherable with lyrics. 

He ran down the steps, cutting her off in mid- reproach. 'Where’s my carrier- bag? The 
action figures. The models and early made cars. All of them. They’re not upstairs.' 

'Noah?' she called up from down the stairs. 'That’s the second time you’ve banged-' 

'Nope, Mom, they’re gone.' Noah looked over at his father and was surprised to see the 
expression on his dad’s face-an appearance he wasn’t sure how to understand. 

'I didn’t take anything out of your room. I bet it’s underneath one of the element-size 
piles of laundry up there.' She smiled as she got down a stack of plates, but he didn’t smile back 
at me. Why...? 'Clean your room, and I bet the bag turns up.' 

She followed Noah’s gaze, turning to Noah’s father, her voice very quiet. 'Evelyn?' 

'Where are they?' Noah asked, a hazardous edge to his voice. 



'He’s twelve years old, playing with a bunch of crap,' he said; getting up from the sofa, 
and raising his hands in a pacifying way. 'He’s got to grow up. It was time he got rid of them. He 
should be absorbed with friends, listening to music, goofing off. Noah, trust me when I say this 
to you-you won’t miss them.' 

'Those figures were mine-1 tell ya!' Noah was so angry about this- he could hardly 
thi nk about it really. His voice shook with anger and frustration. 'They were mine- MINE.' 

'Forget it- shit, they’re gone,' his pop said. 'There’s no point in throwing a hissy fit.' 

'Somebody’s- like- needs to get you ready for the real world, kid...' said his father, his 
face flushing red. 'Be mad all you want, but it’s done. Done... Do you comprehend me? It’s time 
you grew up. End of discussion.' 

'Evelyn, what were you thinking?' Noah’s mother demanded. 'You can’t just go 
making decisions without talking-' 

'Oh, don’t be so melodramatic,' his dad said. 

'Where are they?' Noah snarled at him with the look of hate. He had never talked to his 
father this way, never talked to an adult this way. 'What did you do with all of the stuff?' 

'Evelyn!' His mother’s voice was threatening. 

His father stopped for an instant, his expression was suddenly undefined. 'I threw them 
out... okay- out- I’m sorry about it- but- o-well. I didn’t think you’d be this upset. They’re just 
plastic-' 


'GIVE THEM BACK NOW- NOW!' Noah roared. He was out of the switch, and he 
didn’t care about looking like a little baby about it. 

'In the garbage they are?' Noah ran dashing out the door, and down the old worn steps. 
Two big dented metal garbage cans were at the end of the yard by the driveway, resting on the 
fence tipped some. He pulled off the lid of one with numb fingers, then threw it against the road 
with a clang and it rolled down the hill. GO after that - NO! 


Please, he thought. Please- please- pretty please. 



It felt like a punch to the gut. Tommy sings the Allyson and Jasper and all the others 
were dead. Without them, all their stories would be dead too. He wiped his face against the 
sleeve of his shirt. 

But the inside of the can was unfilled. The trash truck had previously come and gone. 
Then he twisted back to the house. His father was silhouetted in the entranceway. 

'Hey, I’m sorry,' he said. 

'Don’t bother trying to be my father any longer,' Noah said, strolling up the front steps 
and past him. 'It’s too late forthat, it was too late- like years ago- it was- so-o.' 

'Noah,' his mother said, her hand accomplishment out to touch his shoulder, but he 
walked past her. 

His father just stared at him, his face troubled. 

In his room, Noah looked up at the ceiling, trying to noiseless the feelings inside him. 
He didn’t complete’ his homework. He didn’t eat dinner, even though his mother carried up a 
plate of food for him, and set it down on his desk- he left it to sit being a brat. He didn’t change 
out of his clothes into his pajamas he just sat three in his undies. He didn’t cry- he just looked 
miserable. 


She took another sip of coffee... now do stars... 'He called the dump, too. Asked them 
if there was any way to get your toys back. He even obtainable to drive over there and look for 
them himself- but there was no way. I’m sorry. I know that he did a stupid thing, but he honestly 
tried to fix it, sweetheart.' 

Noah tossed and turned, concentrating on the glooms moving across the ceiling and on 
the anger that seemed to grow instead of lessening. He was angry. At his father, for destroying 
the game. At his mother, for letting his father back into their lives. And that anger coagulated 
inside his belly and crawled up his throat until it felt like it might choke him. Until he was sure 
that there was no way he could ever tell anyone what had happened without all of his anger 
spilling out and engulfing everything. 



At Harper and Rallie, who hadn’t lost anything. And at himself, for acting like a little 
kid, just like his dad had said, and for caring about Tommy sings the Blade and a bunch of 
plastic toys as though they were real people. 

And the only way not to tell anyone was to end the game. 

CHAPTER THREE 

THE NEXT MORNING, NOAH PUSHED HIS LIMP CEREAL around in a bowl of 
milk as his mom poured herself a second cup of coffee. Light filtered in through the dirty 
windowpane to make the scarred wood on the kitchen table show the pale watermarks from wet 
mugs and the greenish smudge where Noah had once drawn a spaceship in permanent marker. 

He traced the faint outline of it with a finger. 

'Your father called the trash company last night,' his mother said. 

Noah blinked and looked up at her. 

Noah felt weirdly numb, as though everything that happened was on a slight delay. He 
knew what she was saying was supposed to be important, but somehow he couldn’t make it 
matter. He felt tired, too, as though he hadn’t slept at all, even though he’d actually slept so 
deeply that the ringing of his alarm had seemed to bring him up from the bottom of something 
deep and dark. He’d had to fight through his dreams to wake. 

'Okay,' he said because there was nothing else to say. 

'Tonight we’re going to sit down and have a family discussion. Your dad was brought 
up by a very strict man and, as much as he hates it, he acts like his father sometimes. It’s what he 
knows, honey.' 

Noah shmgged and put a scoop of soggy cereal in his mouth to keep from telling her 
that he’d rather be hung upside down by bis toes over a blazing fire than talk to his father. Still 
chewing, he grabbed his backpack and started for school. 

'We can discuss later,' his mother said with false cheer, moments before he slammed 
his way out the door. 



But this morning he hurried along the side of the street, glad to be alone. He kept his 
head down as he stalked along, kicking rocks and chunks of loose asphalt into the road. When he 
saw the school building in the distance, he wondered what would happen if he just kept going, 
the same way his father had left them three years ago. If he just kept walking until he came to a 
new place where no one knew him, lied about his age and got a job delivering newspapers or 
something... The cold air felt like a slap in the face. He was relieved not to see Harper and Rallie 
on the sidewalk. They all lived close enough that sometimes they ran into each other on the way 
to school, and they usually walked home together. 

Well, he didn’t know quite what he would do after that. 

If a story idea came to him, he concentrated on something else until it went away. 

By the time he made up his mind to go to school, he was late. Mr. Lockwood 
glowered at him as he slunk into class just after the bell. He sat at his desk and drew nothing in 
the margins of his notebook. 

At lunch, his sandwich tasted like cardboard. He threw out his apple. 

After school, he told the coach he was too sick to go to practice, but really, it was just 
that he didn’t want to. He didn’t much want to do anything 

A few minutes later Rallie caught up with him, the slap of her shoes on the pavement 
heralding her approach. He felt like an idiot for taking the same old route and not expecting to 
see any of his friends. He started walking home, thinking he could sit in front of the television 
until Mom got home from work, then tell her the same thing he told the coach. She was wearing 
a Jon T-shirt with a creature on it that appeared to be half brontosaums, half kitten. Her braids 
were pulled back into a headband, and little feather earrings hung from her ears. 'Noah?' Rallie 
asked, out of breath from running. 

But that seemed forever ago, and so much had happened since. He almost didn’t feel 
like the same person. 

He had no idea what to say to her. He wanted to ask her about the day before when she 
was giggling with her friends-he wanted to know why she hadn’t talked to him. 



He was like a random generator of weirdness. 'Hey,' he said. 'Harper wanted me to tell 
you to walk slow. She’s getting a book from the librarian.' 

A kid named Aubrey waved to them, walking in their direction. He had big glasses 
and was always saying crazy things. 

Then one of them would ask, 'Want to play?' like always. And he would have to say 
something. 'Oh,' Noah said, feeling doomed. He knew what would happen next. One by one the 
mass of kids who walked home together would gather and then peel away into clumps headed in 
different directions until it was just Harper and Rallie and him. 

'You okay?' Rallie asked. 

'Yeah,' said Aubrey. 'You don’t look so good, Noah. Somebody walk over your 

grave?' 

He blinked a couple of times. At least Aubrey was acting like his normal crazy self. 
That was one thing that wasn’t going to change. 'What?' 

'No,' Noah said. His foot sent a few leaves spiraling up into the air. Talking about 
graves made him think about walking home the night before when he’d thought he heard the 
wind howling at his heels. He shivered. 'So, my grave is going to be in front of Thomas Peebles 
Middle School? That’s so-o lame.' 

'That’s what my grandpa always said. You never heard that?' 

Rallie rolled her eyes. 'It’s a saying. It means somewhere someone is stepping on the 
place where you’re going to be buried.' 'It doesn’t mean that you’re going to be buried here.' 

'So, it could be any old place?' Noah asked, shaking his head. 'How does that help to 

know?' 


'It’s not supposed to help,' Aubrey said. 'It’s just supposed to be true.' 

Her hair was in coppery pigtails, and her eyeliner looked smudged on one eye like 
maybe she’d forgotten it was there and rubbed over it. 'What are you guys talking about?' Harper 
asked, bounding up to them. She had on a black sweater and was bouncing on her Jon Chucks, 
one of the pink laces untied and dragging muddily behind her. 



Harper looked over at Rallie and raised her eyebrows. 'Nothing like nothing or nothing 
like something?' 

'Nothing,' Noah said with a shmg. 

He was pretty sure that they used to all speak the same language a year ago. Rallie 
shook her head and smiled, but then turned her smile down at the pavement like she was 
embarrassed. Noah had no idea what was going on. He wondered if it had to do with yesterday 
and the giggling, but couldn’t think of how to ask. Sometimes it seemed to him that girls spoke a 
different language, but he couldn’t figure out when they’d learned it. 

'We’re talking about superstitions,' said Aubrey. 'Like how stepping where someone’s 
grave is going to make them shudder involuntarily.' 

He always talked with big words, like a textbook. Superstitions. Shudder. 
Involuntarily. Some kids said it was because his mother was a part-time teacher over at the 
college, but Noah thought that was just how Aubrey was. 

Wait, no, I do remember! Harry pushed me in the backyard, and 1 whipped a branch at 
him. The branch got him good, right above the eye. He was bleeding like crazy, so-o even 
though he started it, I was the one who got in trouble. 

I stomped on cracks all up and down the block. And the next day, she slipped into the 
garden and sprained her ankle.' 'Like stepping on a crack is supposed to break your mother’s 
back?' Harper asked. 'I tried that when I was really little. I was so mad at Mom, but I don’t even 
remember why now. 

Harper laughed. 'It’s not like she actually broke her back. I mean, it was just a 
coincidence that she fell. But it scared me at the time. I thought I was some kind of powerful 
enchanter or something.' 

Noah could see him mentally filing that away with all his other oddball stories. 'No 
way,' Aubrey said. 

'And you avoided cracks for years after,' Rallie said. 'Remember that? You would be 
crazy careful, always putting your feet sideways and going up on your tiptoes and stuff. You 
swerved around like a dumb butt.' 



Dumb butt-Noah said automatically. For some reason, words were funnier smashed 
together. Rallie echoed, spinning on one toe and then stumbling a little. 'Exactly.' 

They passed the old Episcopalian church with the big spire as they headed down Main 

Street. 


'That’s a good portmanteau,' said Aubrey. Noah nodded, the way he usually did when 
he had no idea what Aubrey was talking about. 

This was the town he’d grown up in, and even though it was small and a lot of the 
stores on Main Street were closed, even though windows were boarded up and rentals went 
unrented, Noah was used to the place. 

They walked past the barbershop, the pizza place where Noah had birthday parties 
when he was little, the bus station next to the post office, and the big old graveyard on the hill. 
Noah had followed this exact route many times... his fingers curled in his mother’s when he was 
little and then gripping the handlebars of his bike when he was older, and now on foot to and 
from school. 

He couldn’t imagine living anywhere else, which was a real stumbling block in 
imagining mnning away. 'For a while, my parents moved us around a lot, and there was this one 
apartment we lived in that was haunted. I swear-when the ghost was in the room, the air would 
get really cold, even in the middle of summer. 

'That stuff is real,' Aubrey said. And there was one spot that was always ice-cold. You 
could put a space heater on top of it, and it wouldn’t warm up. That’s where somebody died. The 
land-Girl even said so.' 

'Did you ever actually see the ghost?' Rallie asked. Her cheeks were pink from the 
wind, and her eyes were bright. 'Have you ever heard this one? When you drive past a cemetery, 
you have to hold your breath. If you don’t, the spirits of the newly dead can get in your body 
through your mouth and then they can possess you.' 

Aubrey shook his head. 'No, but sometimes he would move things. Like my mom’s 
keys. Mom would yell for the ghost to give them back, and then, nine times out of ten, she’d find 
them right after. Mom says you have to know how to talk to ghosts or they’ll walk all over you.' 



Harper smiled like she did when she was anticipating revealing something exciting-a 
twist to a story, a shocking turn, a villain’s big move. 

Noah shivered, the hairs on his neck rising. Without meaning to, he imagined the taste 
of a ghost, like an acrid mouthful of smoke. He spat in the dirt, trying to untaste the idea. 

Noah thought again about the night before and the feeling of something right behind 
him, breathing on his neck, something that was about to reach out and grasp for him with its cold 
fingers. 


'Ugh,' Rallie said into the silence that followed the end of Harper’s story. 'You made 
me hold my breath! I was totally just trying not to inhale. Anyway, we already passed the 
graveyard-shouldn’t you have told us the story before we passed it? Unless you wanted us to get 
possessed.' 

The story was like that, grabbing hold of him and promising that he’d think about it 
every time he was near a graveyard. 

'Maybe I’m not Harper anymore. Maybe I didn’t know to hold my breath and 1 learned 
the hard way. Maybe a spirit possessed me and now it’s warning you because it’s too late. Tbe 
spirits are aheady inside you- 'Harper kept smiling. She made her eyes really wide and spoke in 
a flat, affectless tone. 'That’s why it’s a scary story. Because you can’t do the one thing that 
would protect you-you’ll never know if you held your breath long enough or let it out too soon. 
And you can’t hold your breath forever.' 

'Come on, stop,' Rallie said, shoving Harper’s shoulder. They both began to laugh. 

'The smiling was creepy,' said Noah. 'Anyone tell you that you have a creepy smile. 
Harper?' Aubrey laughed nervously along with them. 

She looked very pleased with herself. 

They walked a few blocks more and then came to the place where Aubrey split off for 
home. He waved goodbye and headed off, cutting across a big lawn toward a trailer park. 


CHAPTER FOUR 



Then it was just Rallie and Harper and Noah walking the few blocks to the 
development where their houses were clustered, all three nearly identical from the outside. His 
heart started to speed up again and his legs turned to lead because there was no way to avoid the 
conversation that was coming, even though he wanted to with all his might. 

He thought of the folded-up Questions, still in his backpack, and of how he’d said 
Tommesings’s nightmare was being buried alive. THE AIR WAS COOL, THE TREES 
BRIGHT WITH YELLOW and red leaves, and lawns thick with a wilted carpet of brown. A gust 
of air shook the branches above Noah and blew his bangs over his eyes. He pushed them back 
impatiently and looked up at the cloudless sky. He thought of all of them-all his characters, stuck 
in the duffel bag, rats chewing at the edges. He thought of bugs crawling over them and trash 
dumped on top of them. 

'I can’t,' Noah said quickly. He’d planned out a whole speech the night before, lying 
on his back, staring up at the ceiling of his room, but he couldn’t remember any of it now. 'Hey,' 
said Rallie. 'Do you guys want to meet up? I have an idea for what might-' He took a deep breath 
and blurted out the only thing he could think to say. 'I don’t want to play anymore.' 

Harper frowned in confusion. 'What are you talking about?' 

'I’ve been really busy with school and basketball and everything,' he said instead, his 
voice low. 'I mean; you guys can keep playing or whatever.' 

For a moment, it seemed possible to take the words back, to tell Harper and Rallie 
what had really happened. He could explain what his dad had done and how angry he was and 
how he had no idea what to do now except be angry. He could tell them how he didn’t want all 
the stories to remain unfinished. He could tell them how he felt like pieces of himself were gone, 
like part of him had been thrown out with his action figures. 

'It’s just that we’re in the middle of something big. We came all the way through the 
Gray Country and to the Blackest Sea. Couldn’t we just finish this part?' 

'You mean ever? Like you don’t want to play ever again?' When Harper got upset, her 
neck would flush a blotchy red. He could see it coloring, as pink as her wind-whipped cheeks. 
She launched into a slightly desperate negotiation. 



He’d been looking forward to crossing swords with the leader of the mermaids, who 
knew the way to an ancient underwater city full of secrets-including the secret to completing the 
Princess’s quest and lifting her curse-plus there was the promise of fighting sharks. There were 
even hints that they might find a clue to Tommy sings the Blade’s parentage, plus the treasure of 
the Shark Prince-piles of gold and jewels so vast that Girl Jann had been questing after it since 
she had first heard the story as an orphan beggar child. Remembering how awesome it was going 
to be made every new thought about playing hurt like the back of a shoe robbing against a burst 
blister. 


Rallie looked stricken. 

'We’re too old anyway, don’t you think?' he made himself say. 

'We were,' Noah said 'That’s stupid,' Harper said. 'We weren’t too old the day before 
yesterday.' 

'It’s because of your friends on the team, isn’t it?' Rallie glanced over at Harper like 
maybe they’d had this conversation before. 'You think they’re going to find out and hassle you.' 

'You don’t mean that,' Harper said. 

'I don’t think anything.' Noah sighed. '1 just don’t want to play anymore.' 

He forced the words out. 'I do.' 

'Maybe we could just take a break,' Rallie said slowly. 'Do something else for a while.' 

'And then maybe if you change your mind...' 

'Sure,' he said with a shrug. 

Before Girl Jann, Rallie’s favorite character had been a Barbie named Aurora who had 
been raised by a herd of carnivorous horses. But on Monday morning, on the walk to school, 
Rallie explained that she’d repainted an action figure from a thrift store over the weekend. She 
wanted to play somebody new. Noah thought about the time that Rallie had first brought her Girl 
Jann dollie to a game-three month back. 



Jann was different, all right. She was a thief who’d grown up on the streets of the 
biggest city in all their kingdoms, called Haven. And she didn’t care about anything except for 
what she could steal and what fun she could have along the way. 

Tommy sings had to bail her out of the situation after situation, until he finally got her 
to agree to stay aboard the Neptune’s Pearl. Jann was crazy. She got a ride on Tommesings’s 
ship because she wanted a ride to the Shark Prince’s treasure, but every time he docked. Girl 
Jann kept stealing from people, so they’d been banned from landing in at least five different 
places. 


'I’m not going to change my mind,' Noah said numbly. 

Rallie’s descriptions of Girl Jann’s antics had made Noah laugh so hard that his 
stomach hurt. His stomach hurt now, too, but for a different reason. 

Except then she wound up doing things like climbing the mast with a blindfold on, just 
to show off. 

We’re in the middle of a scene. What happens to everyone else? What happens to Girl 
Jann? Even if she gets away from the mermaids, what then? What about the crew?' 'But it 
doesn’t make any sense,' Harper said, not willing to let him off that easily. 'You can’t just stop. 

'Maybe one of your people can take over as captain.' Noah hated the idea, but the 
Neptune’s Pearl wasn’t a particular toy that one of them owned. It was just a cutout piece of 
paper, and there was no reason for him to hang on to it. 

Tommy sings had promised Girl Jann that he’d take her to the place marked on the 
map as the lair of the Shark Prince. He’d sworn it on his honor and on the Neptune’s Pearl. 

'You figure it out. I don’t care anymore.' 

'Maybe they’ll make her walk the plank,' said Harper. 

'I don’t care what happens,' Noah said, and all the simmering anger at his father, at this 
conversation, and at everything bled into his voice then, turning it cmel. 


Rallie wasn’t allowed there, so it was a generous offer. 



'Okay,' Rallie said, holding up her hands like she was surrendering. 'How about we 
walk over to the dirt mall? Whatever. See what’s at the used bookstore and play the arcade 
games in the movie theater lobby. Like I said, a break.' 

Or bike over. 

'I don’t really feel like it today,' Noah said. 'But thanks.' They were almost to his street, 
almost home. He picked up his pace. 

'Did you finish the Questions?' Harper asked him. 

He hitched his backpack higher on his shoulder and shook his head. The note was 
folded and tucked away in the front zippered pocket, scribbled on and illustrated, full of proof 
that he did care. He couldn’t give it to her. 

She held out her hand. 

'I didn’t answer them,' he said. 'What do you want?' 

'Give me the paperback an 5 rway. Maybe I’ll make up my own answers.' 

He frowned. 'I don’t have them anymore. 1 lost them.' 

'They’re probably just in your bag, right?' Rallie said. 'You could look.' 

'You lost them?' Harper yelled. He wondered if she was afraid of someone finding out 
what she’d asked. He would have been. 

'What happened?' Harper asked, grabbing his arm. 'What’s so different all of a 
sudden? Why are you so different?' 

'Sorry,' Noah mumbled. 'As I said, I don’t know where they are.' 

He turned to look at her. He had to get away before he said something that he couldn’t 
take back. 'I don’t know. I don’t want to play, that’s all.' 

'Fine,' Harper said. 'Just bring your people over one last time. One final time. So that 
they can say goodbye to our people.' 


'1 can’t,' he said. 'I just can’t, Harper.' 



'They’re not real, you know.' He knew he was being a jerk, but it felt good to lash out, 
even if was at the wrong person. 'They’re not real, and they can’t want anything. Stop being such 
a loser. You can’t play pretend forever.' 

'I just want to say good-bye.' The hurt on Harper’s face was raw and so much like his 
own that it was hard to look at her. 'They would want that. They’ll miss Rose and Girl Jann and 
Aeryn and Lysander, even if you don’t.' 

Rallie sucked in her breath. The red blotches on Harper’s neck had moved to her 
cheeks. She looked like she was about to cry or hit him; Noah wasn’t sure which. With her 
blessing, all his crimes might be forgiven, his curse lifted, and Tommesings would be allowed to 
dock the Neptune’s Pearl anywhere he wanted. 

Noah hesitated. The Great Princess, who ruled over the Blue Hills, the Gray Country, 
the Land of the Witches, and the whole Blackest Sea. She would have information about Tommy 
sings the Blade’s father. 

The dollie was very, very old, and according to Harper’s mother-worth a lot of money. 
She’d be worth a lot less if they touched her papery cotton dress or pawed at her brittle straw- 
gold curls. And if the Princess was freed from her cage, then who knew what that meant for the 
world. It was a big thing for Harper to promise-especially because her mother would be furious if 
Harper actually took the dollie out from the cabinet. 

When she spoke, though, her voice was flat and grim. 'The Princess-what if I take her 
out of the cabinet? I know where my mom keeps the key. I’ll play her. She knows all the secrets, 
and she’ll give you whatever you want. Everything. If you come tomorrow, you can have 
ever 3 Thing you want.' 

For a moment, he’d forgotten that there was no more game. It was an unpleasant shock 
to remember. No matter how tempting it was, Noah couldn’t play. There were no Tommy sings 
the Blade anymore. 

'Sorry,' he said, turning toward his house with a shrug. 

Harper made a strangled sound. Rallie said something under her breath. 


Noah bent his head, closed his eyes, and kept walking. 



'Your mother pointed out to me that if I want you to start acting like a grown-up, I 
can’t keep treating you like a kid,' his father was saying, sounding overly sincere. 'She’s right. I 
shouldn’t have tossed out your stuff, because it’s my joh to guide you toward the right choices, 
not make all those choices for you.' 

THAT NIGHT, AT the kitchen table, Noah poked at his baked chicken. He wasn’t 

hungry. 


The tone of his father’s voice made Noah think of last year when he’d gotten into a 
fight at school. His mother had made him sit in the principal’s office until he was ready to tell 
Grayson Fatter that he was sorry for punching him, even though Noah hadn’t been sorry at all. 
Noah’s father’s apology sounded as forced as he had been. 

'I know that it’s hard to adjust to us being back together,' Mom said. 'But we’re going 
to keep working on it. Noah, do you have anything you want to say?' 

'Nope,'Noah said. 

Finally, Noah nodded, because he did understand his father. He understood his 
wanting to make Mom happy. He understood not being sorry. It just didn’t make Noah forgive 
him. 


'That’s okay,' said his dad, getting up from the table and clapping Noah on the 
shoulder. 'We understand each other, don’t we?' 

An awkward silence stretched between them. 

He tried not to think about the story, which would go on without him, flowing around 
the empty spaces where his characters used to be until they were swallowed up and forgotten. 

The next day, 

Noah went to practice and tried to blot out thoughts of Harper and Rallie and his father 
by playing ball so aggressively that he got lectured by his coach and benched for the rest of 
practice. 


He thought again about mnning away, but the more time passed, the more he’d 
realized that he had nowhere to go. 



In the morning Noah asked her to drive him to school, and that afternoon he went 
home with Alex Rios. They played video games in Alex’s finished basement on a bigger 
television than Noah had seen outside of a store. 

Since his father was at the restaurant that night, his mother lets him eat ravioli from a 
can on the couch in front of the television. They didn’t talk much, although he caught her 
shooting him worried looks. 

'Shut up,' Noah said, shoving Jack Lewis since he was standing closest. 

'What?' Jack said. 'I didn’t say anything.' 

The day after that, Rallie walked up to Noah while he was shooting baskets at recess 
and pressed a note into his hand. A couple of the other guys yelled 'Go ask Rallie!' and 
'Somebody’s got a girlfriend!' as she walked off, which made her hunch her shoulders like she 
was braced against a hard wind. 

The note was folded up in a square this time, with his name carefully printed in Jon 
ink. When he opened it, there were only three short sentences on the lined paper: 

It’s nothing, Noah told h im self. 

Something happened with the Princess. Go to the hermit’s place by the Blue Hills after 
school. It’s important. 

Important was underlined three times. 

He thought of the Princess’s fluttering lashes and the feeling of her closed eyes 
following him as he walked through the room. 

This was just Harper and Rallie attempting to get him to show up so they could all 
have the same fight over again. They wanted him to play and he couldn’t. There was nothing he 
could do except explaining why it was over, and he couldn’t bring himself to do that. 

The Princess wasn’t real, though, so nothing important could have happened with her. 

'What did the note say?' Alex asked. 'She tells you that she wants your skinny body?' 


Noah tore it in half and then in half again. 'Nah. She just wants my math homework.' 



There was no practice after school that day, but he stayed late an 5 rway, pretending 
there was. He managed to talk the coach into letting him shoot hoops in the gym, which he did 
methodically, alone, letting himself drown in the thump of the ball, the squeak of his sneakers, 
and the familiar smell of fresh floor wax and old sweat. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The moon was high enough to give the room an eerie blue glow. He could make out 
the familiar shapes of his furniture. His black cat was uncurling and stretching her long sleek 
body, claws digging into the coverlet. She padded up to him, her yellow eyes full of reflected 
light. 


NOAH WOKE IN THE DARKNESS OF HIS BEDROOM. He wasn’t sure why, but 
his heart raced, adrenaline pumping through his body, as though something had activated his 
body’s fight-or-flight response. He bli nk ed in the dark, letting his eyes adjust. 

'What’s up?' he whispered to The Party, reaching out to pet her soft triangular head 
and press his thumb against her ear, folding it down and rubbing it. She butted against him and 
started to purr. 

Bang- Tap-tap! 

He jumped. The cat hissed, her white teeth flashing in the moonlight, and she jumped 
off the bed. Something small and hard had struck the window. 

A sudden gust of wind made the branches outside shake and jitter. He couldn’t help 
imagining the long, bony fingers of the trees scraping against the glass. 

This was no echo of a dream, no made-up story. Something really had hit the glass, 
smacking against one of the panes he couldn’t see, one of the lower ones, hidden behind Jon 
half-curtains. 

Then one night-quite randomly-he fell asleep with his head above the covers like a 
normal person, and no monster got him. Over time he got spottier about observing his safety 
precautions until he routinely slept with an arm dangling off the side of his bed and his feet 
kicked free of the sheets. 



When he was a little kid, he’d had a firm belief in universally observed monster rules. 
He’d been sure, for example, that if he kept all parts of himself on the mattress and shrouded 
beneath blankets if he kept his eyes closed, and if he pretended to be asleep, then he’d be safe. 

He didn’t know where he’d gotten the idea from. He did remember his mother saying he’d 
smother himself if he kept sleeping with his head under the comforter. 

But right then, at the sound of the wind, for one panicky moment, all he wanted was to 
burrow under the blankets and never come out. 

Tap- Tap - bang. 

The thing hitting the window was just a branch, he told himself. 

Or a neighbor cat trying to pick a fight with The Party. 

Or an insomniac squirrel rattling around in the gutters. 

Tap- Tap. 

He was never going to be able to go back to sleep if he didn’t look. Noah slid out of 
bed, his bare feet padding over the carpet. Steeling himself and taking a deep breath, he pushed 
aside the curtain. 

He was too surprised to shout. They had windblown bair and upturned faces and, for a 
moment, he didn’t know them. But then he realized it was only Harper and Rallie, not zombie 
girls or witches or ghosts. Rallie lifted her hand in a shy wave. Harper had another handful of 
pebbles and looked ready to throw them at h im . 

There were a few scattered pebbles on the roof tiles in front of his window. That was 
the first thing he noticed. The second was that when he looked past the roof, he saw two dark 
figures looking up at him from the moonlit lawn. 

He let out his breath and waved back a little unsteadily. His hammering heart started 

to slow. 


Harper beckoned to him. Come down, she was signaling. 



Noah backed away from the window. Quietly he went to the closet and pushed his feet 
into a pair of sneakers. He pulled a sweater over his T-shirt and crept downstairs in his alligator 
pajama bottoms. 

He thought of the note that Rallie had passed him and the way she’d underlined 
important, but he couldn’t think of anything so important that it would lead them to sneak out of 
their houses on a Friday night. Rallie’s grandmother would ground her for the rest of forever if 
she found out. 

The under-cabinet lights in the kitchen were bright enough to stumble through, and he 
managed to find his coat on a hook in the entranceway. The microwave showed the time in 
blinking green numbers: three minutes past midnight. Noah shouldered his coat on and went 
outside, closing the door before the cat could slip through. 

Harper and Rallie were waiting for him. The Party followed, mewling plaintively, 
probably hoping to be fed. 'Hey,' he whispered into the dark. 'What’s going on? What happened?' 

'Sh-h-h-h a,' Harper said. 'You’ll wake up everyone. Come on.' 

'Where to?' He asked, looking back at his house. There was a light on in his parents’ 
bedroom upstairs. Sometimes his mother stayed up late to read; sometimes she fell asleep with 
the light on. If she was still awake, the sound of them talking might carry up to her, but he 
wanted to know something before he just followed Rallie and Harper into the night. 

'The Blue Hills,' Rallie said. 

That was a junkyard that specialized in metal about half a mile from their houses. The 
owner bought everything from car parts to tin cans and, although no one was sure what he did 
with them other than let them rust in huge mounds on his property, they were a pretty impressive 
sight. The stripped rods, machine parts, and batteries gleamed like mountains of blue, so that’s 
why they’d started calling it the Blue Hills. They’d come up with a whole storyline, including 
dwarves and trolls and a princess dollie that Harper had painted blue. 

Noah jogged behind Harper and Rallie, the wind cutting through his thin pajamas, 
making him feel both cold and sort of ridiculous. After a few minutes. Harper pulled a flashlight 



out of her jacket and clicked it on. It illumiHarryd only a narrow patch of grass and dirt, so she 
had to swing it back and forth to see much. 

There was the same old high chain-link fence around the property that Noah 
remembered. And there was the same old abandoned shed that they’d found a few summers ago 
and used as a clubhouse until Rallie’s grandmother had found out about it and given them a 
speech about tetanus and how it led to something she called lockjaw. Noah wasn’t sure lockjaw 
was a real thing, but he thought about it every time his neck felt stiff. 

They hadn’t been their since-or at least, he hadn’t. He wondered if Harper and Rallie 
snuck out to the shed without him. They seemed full of secrets tonight. The only secret he had 
was one he wished he didn’t. 

Rallie opened the creaky old door and went inside. He followed nervously. 

'So, are you going to tell me what’s going on?' Noah asked, sitting down across from 
Harper. The wood planks were cold rmder his pajama pants, and he shifted, trying to get 
comfortable. 

Harper sat down on the splintery floor, cross-legged, setting the flashlight against her 
sneakers, so it lit her face. Then she unhooked her backpack from one shoulder, pulling it around 
onto her lap. 

She unzipped her bag. 'You’re going to laugh,' she said. 'But you shouldn’t.' 

He tried to suppress a shudder. Ghosts weren’t something you talked about in an 
abandoned shed at night. 'You’re just trying to freak me out. This is some kind of stupid-' 

He glanced over at Rallie. She was leaning against one wall of the shed. 'Harper saw a 
ghost,' she said. 

Harper carefully took the bone china dollie from her backpack. Noah drew in his 
breath and went silent. The Princess’s dull black eyes were open, her gaze boring into his own. 
He’d always thought she was creepy-looking, but in the reflected beam of the flashlight, she 
seemed demonic. 



'The Princess,' Noah said unsteadily, forcing a sneer into his voice to cover his rising 
fear. 'So what? You brought me all the way out here to see a dollie?' 

Harper touched the doll's face. It was pure white, like a dinner plate. Hair, dry as brush 
bristles, was threaded into her scalp, and her cheeks and lips were rouged a faint pink. When she 
was tilted onto her back, her eyes stayed open instead of closing the way they should have, as 
though she was still watching Noah. There was a tear at the shoulder of her thin, brittle gown and 
tiny pinholes through the discolored fabric. It hadn’t aged as well as the rest of the dollie-and the 
ride in Harper’s backpack probably hadn’t helped. 

'Just listen,' Rallie said. 'Try not to be the huge jerk you’ve turned into. 

'1 know you told us you weren’t going to come over the other day, but I thought you 
might anyway,' Harper said, talking fast. 'And I couldn’t just go in the cabinet and get the 
Princess if Mom was there. 

Rallie never said stuff like that, especially not to him. It stung. 

So, I took the dollie out of the case that night when we had the argument and moved 
around some of Mom’s other stuff to hide what I’d done. But that night-well, I saw the dead girl.' 

'You mean you had a nightmare,' Noah said. 

'Just shut up a minute,' said Rallie. 

It reminded Noah of the way Harper talked when she played villains or even the 
Princess herself. 'It wasn’t like dreaming at all. She was sitting on the end of my bed. Her hair 
was blond, like the dollies, but it was tangled and dirty. She was wearing a nightdress smeared 
with mud. She told me I had to bury her. She said she couldn’t rest until her bones were in her 
own grave, and if I didn’t help her, she would make me sorry.' 'It wasn’t like a regular dream,' 
Harper said, her fingers smoothing back the Princess’s curls and her voice changing, going soft 
and chill as the night air. 

Rallie shifted uncomfortably. Noah was silent for a long moment, arrested by the 
images Harper had conjured. He could almost see the girl in her stained nightgown. 


Harper paused, as though she was expecting him to say something sarcastic. 



'Her bones?' he finally echoed. 


'Did you know that bone china has real bones in it?' Harper said, tapping a porcelain 
cheek. 'Her clay was made from human bones. Little-girl bones. That hair threaded through the 
scalp is the little girl’s hair. And the body of the dollie is filled with her leftover ashes.' 

What’s the punch line? Did one of you rig a sheet outside to flutter from a tree or 
something?' 

A shiver ran up his spine. He closed his eyes to keep from looking at the dollie in 
Harper’s lap. 'Okay, this is your idea of a funny prank. I get it. You’re mad at me for not playing 
the game anymore, so you made up this story to scare me. 

'I told you,' Rallie said to Harper, under her breath. 

'No, idiot,' said Rallie. 'I told her that you wouldn’t believe us and that you wouldn’t 
want to help.' 

'You really did rig a sheet?' Noah frowned, looking out at the trees and the mounds of 
cans and metal. 

He threw up his hands in confusion. 'Help with what? Help you bury a dollie? Why 
would you need to wake me up in the middle of the night to help you do that?' 

Harper pulled the dollie to her chest, and one of the eyes closed and opened, as though 
it was winking at him. 'Skylar Stella is real. That’s the dollie-girl’s name. She told me about 
herself. Her father was some kind of worker fora china manufacturer, designing and decorating 
pottery, and when Skylar died, her dad went totally crazy. He couldn’t bear to put her in the 
ground, so he took her body back to the kilns at his job, chopped her up, and cremated her. 'She 
told you that?' It was too easy to imagine the dollie moving on her own, fluttering her painted 
eyelids and turning toward him. Maybe opening her tiny rosebud of a mouth to scream. He 
ground up to her burnt bones and used them to make a batch of bone china, then poured it into a 
mold cast from one of Skylar’s favorite dollies. So, her grave stayed empty.' Noah tried to 
swallow, although his throat suddenly felt very dry. 



'She’s not going to rest until we bury her. And she’s not going to let us rest either. She 
promised to make us miserable unless we help her.' 'Each night she told me a little bit more of 
her story.' Illuminare by the flashlight, Harper’s face had become strange. 

And I’m still not totally sure, but show him the thing. It’s pretty convincing.' He 
looked at Rallie. 'And you believe it? You believe all of this?' 'I never believed in ghosts, so not 
at first,' Rallie said. 'No offense, Harper, but it’s a crazy story. 

'Show me what?' 

Harper pulled the dollie’s head sharply up from the body. Noah gasped at the sudden 
violence of it, but all that it revealed was a string-and-rusty-metal-hook apparatus. With a twist, 
the Princess’s head came entirely off, leaving the hook still attached to the neck, hanging from 
the cord. Harper slid her fingers into the body of the dollie, feeling around like she was trying to 
reach something. 

Harper drew out an old burlap bag from the neck cavity. 'Here, take this and look 
inside.' 'What are you doing?' He stared at the disembodied head resting on Harper’s knee. The 
eyes were closed now. The bag was full, but Noah couldn’t tell what it was full of. He took the 
rough cloth as she turned the beam of the flashlight on it, revealing letters and dates in blocky 
print. 

'Eaton?' he read out loud. He had a vague memory of the place from some late-night 
British rock documentary his mom had been watching. 'That’s where the Beatles are from-in 
Eaton. There’s no way we can go there. I guess we’re going to have to find out if ghost girls 
really can curse people, because-' 

So, we could get on a bus and be there by morning.' She paused. 'And we are. We’re 
going. Tonight. Well, technically, it’s morning, so we’re going in the morning.' 'That’s what I 
thought at first,' Rallie said and pointed to the markings. 'But look again. It says. East Eaton. In 
Ohio. 


He looked from the dollie to Rallie and then to Harper. 'This is why you brought me 

out here?' 


'We tried to explain yesterday,' Rallie said. 'I told you it was important.' 



Harper reached down and turned the flashlight beam on her watch, then shone it at 
him. 'There’s a bus stopping in town at two fifteen in the morning. It’s coming from Philadelphia 
and going to Youngstown. One of the stops is East Eaton. Rallie said she’d come if you would 
too.' 


Was she trying to play a different kind of game? A game that she was making out of 
their real lives? But Harper didn’t look gleeful, the way she did when she had a thrilling idea. 

She looked pale and nervous like she hadn’t been sleeping well. Noah thought about the ghost 
story that Harper had told on their last walk home, the one about holding your breath when you 
passed a cemetery. 

Rallie shrugged. 

'You’ll really go?' he asked finally, looking at Rallie. Her grandmother wouldn’t like a 
single thing about this: not the ghost, not the bus, definitely not Rallie being out at two in the 
morning with a boy-even if the boy was just him. 

Noah’s parents wouldn’t like him going either, but that was a point in favor of the plan, 
as far as he was concerned. And if he decided that he never wanted to come back, well, at least 
he’d have some company while he figured out where he was going. In real life, he wasn’t sure 
there were any equivalent jobs. In stories, orphan boys became assistant pig keepers and 
magician’s apprentices. 

'You still haven’t looked in the bag,' Rallie said, pointing to the burlap sack he was 
holding. 'It’s pretty weird.' 

Harper handed Rallie the flashlight. She held it up high, pointing it down at him. With 
trepidation, he pulled the drawstrings so that he could peer inside. 

Of course. The leftover ashes. The remains of a ghost. Of a girl. Of the Princess. 

For a moment, Noah didn’t know what he was seeing. The bag seemed to be full of 
something that looked a little bit like dark sand with chunks of shells in it. Then he realized that 
the bag was full of gray ash, and what he’d thought were shells were actually sharp, pale pieces 
of bone. 



A nameless primal terror washed over him. He wanted to drop the bag, wanted to race 
out of the shed and go back to bed where he could shiver under his own covers. But he didn’t 
move. His hands started to shake, and he drew the strings tight so he didn’t have to look anymore. 

Despite her words, Rallie’s voice grew a little uncertain. Noah wondered if she’d 
balked at first before she’d apparently promised Harper that if he went, she would go too. 

'Harper thinks we can catch a bus back in the afternoon and be home by dinnertime. 

It’s only a three-hour ride, but there aren’t a lot of buses from here to there-just this one early in 
the morning, and another in the afternoon that gets in too late for us to ride back in time. We left 
a note for her parents.' 

'If these bones are real,' he began, 'shouldn’t we tell someone? A girl died. Maybe 
Skylar’s father murdered her. Maybe it’s some kind of cold-case file.' 

'No one’s going to care about some old story,' Harper said. 'And even if they did, 
they’d just take the dollie away from us-put her in a museum or display her somewhere-and then 
her spirit would be angry.' 

He paused, considering everything she’d said and also what she hadn’t said. 'Did you 
find the ashes before or after you dreamed about Skylar Stella?' 

'I’m going whether you both come or not,' Harper said, snatching the burlap bag out of 
his hand. He guessed that meant she’d found the ashes first. 'Whether you believe me or not. I’m 
going to bury her as she wants.' 

Getting on a bus in the middle of the night to a place they’d never been was daunting. 

It also seemed a little bit like an adventure. 

'Okay,' he said. 'Fine. I’ll come.' 

Rallie looked at him in wide-eyed surprise. He wondered for the first time if she’d 
been planning on him saying no and hadn’t considered the possibility that he’d say yes. If so, she 
probably should have told him. 


Okay? No more hassling me about it.' 



'I’ll come,' he continued, 'so long as you both promise not to ask me about the game or 
why I don’t want to play. 'Okay,' said Harper. 

'Okay,' said Noah. 

'Okay,' said Rallie. 

'You need to get ready fast,' Harper said. 'And leave a note so your parents don’t freak 
out. Just tell them you got up early and that you’ll be back tonight.' 

'Yes,' Harper said. 'I planned it all out. Just bring food and supplies, okay, Noah? 

We’ll meet at the mailbox in twenty minutes.' 

'And you’re sure the bus will get us back in time?' Rallie asked. 'You’re positive?' 

She switched off the flashlight and, fora moment, the shed was plunged into darkness. 

By the time they did, Harper had put away the Princess, so at least her terrible head 
with its winking eye was hidden. Noah blinked, willing his eyes to adjust. 

There was a kind of quiet that hung over the world in the middle of the night, as 
though there was no one else awake anywhere. It felt ripe with magic and endless possibility. 
Noah walked home through the hushed streets, his sneakers wet with dew from the frosted grass. 

He did find a can of orange soda, a package of saltrne crackers, three oranges, red 
Twizzlers, and ajar of peanut butter, all of which he stuffed into his backpack. 

His mother didn’t have either of those things nor did she have elven limbs, which had 
kept Joseph and Samantha from starving on the way to Mount Doom and always made him think 
of matzoth (which his mom also didn’t have). 

He snuck back into his house and stood for a long moment in the dark kitchen, a 
feeling of great daring swelling his heart. When he finally went to the cabinets, he felt as though 
he was provisioning himself for one of those epic fantasy quests-the kind that required a lot of 
jerky or something called hardtack that he’d read about soldiers eating during the Civil War and 
which he thought might be a kind of bread. 



In his room, Noah changed into jeans, switched out his sweater for a zip-up sweatshirt, 
and packed a few other random things he thought he might need: twenty-three dollars (twenty of 
which had come from his aunt in a card for his birthday), a book identifying poisonous plants (in 
case they needed to live in the wild and eat berries, which admittedly seemed like a remote 
possibihty), and a sleeping bag that was a little too small for him but worked okay as a blanket 
when completely unzipped. In the hall closet, he found a flashlight, and he picked up a garden 
spade from beside the back door. 

Before he left, he wrote out the note and propped it up on his bed. It read: 

Got up early. Gone to play basketball. Might not be back for dinner. 

Might not be back forever, he thought but didn’t write. 

As he left the house, closing the door quietly behind him, he wondered, for a moment, 
again, if this was a trick. A lie. Harper’s attempt at one last game. 

Nonetheless, the ashes had seemed real, he reminded himself. 

In the end, he wasn’t sure if he went because he half believed in the ghost already or 
because he was used to following Harper’s lead in a story or simply because leaving allowed him 
to mn away and still believe he could come back. 

If he wanted. 

CHAPTER SIX 

Noah’s mother’s parents, now living permanently in Florida, would tell stories about 
how things used to be. About how the big Victorian houses-the ones built by some famous 
architect, the ones that were in the center of town used to be owned by single families and not 
divided into run-down apartments. 

NOAH WAS USED TO STORIES WITHOUT HAPPY Endings. His dad called 
where they lived West of 

Nowhere, Pennsylvania, claiming it bordered Better Off Forgotten, West Virginia, and 
Aheady Forgotten, Ohio. When Noah was little, those had seemed like magical place names, 
before he realized they were just sarcasm. Noah’s mother had gone to school to be an art 



therapist, but the only place she could get work was in a juvenile detention center. If she wanted 
the kids there to do art, she had to bring the supplies and collect them after each session because 
her supervisor was afraid of the kids jabbing each other’s eyes out with markers. 

His grandmother told stories about the people she’d known when she was a little girl, 
people who got out of town and made it elsewhere. The happiest the stories got was when his 
parents talked about how things were going to get better, although neither one of them really 
seemed to believe it, and Noah didn’t believe it anymore either. 

That was all. It was as if the town had some kind of gravitational influence on the 
people who lived there. But even as Noah thought that he knew it was just another story. Dad 
was back because he hadn’t been able to hack it in the city. 

When Noah’s dad left three years ago, he said he was going to ran his own restaurant 
in Philadelphia and he was going to Italy to study how pasta was really made and he was getting 
a late-night spot on a local cable channel and would parlay that into a fortune. But two months 
later, he moved back and into one of the crappy apartments in the biggest and worst-kept 

Victorian and drifted in and out of Noah’s life, until he finally drifted back to their 

house. 


He wondered whether growing up was learning that most stories turned out to be lies. 

Rallie was in a big shapeless red coat. Both of them had backpacks slung over their 
shoulders. The bus stop was cold enough that Noah’s breath clouded in the air. The wind had 
picked up. It washed over them as they huddled together against the brick exterior of the post 
office. In the flickering streetlight, Noah could see the girls better. Harper had pulled back her 
coppery hair into a ponytail and was wearing a dark-green sweater with jeans and tall brown 
boots. 


He felt his gaze going to Harper’s backpack, knowing the Princess was inside and 
knowing, without knowing how he knew, that her eyes were open. He felt the weight of her stare 
on his back when he turned away. The hairs on the back of his neck stuck up, tickling his skin 
and making him shiver. 



A while back they’d seen a police car from a way off and had pressed themselves 
against the wall of the building. As they hid, Harper muttered the whole time about the vividness 
of Rallie’s coat giving them away and Rallie muttered back about how she’d just packed for a 
sleepover because she hadn’t thought they were taking off somewhere harebrained that very 
night. But the police car had turned onto Main Street and away from them. And the next car that 
passed was a tmck. It didn’t even slow. 

The bus was already fifteen minutes late, and there was no sign of it or any other 
vehicle on the road. 

Rallie yawned. 'Maybe we should go back. It doesn’t look like the bus is coming.' 

Noah, impelled by the impulse that makes yawns catch, yawned too. 

'Stop,' Harper said. 'We just have to wait a little longer.' 

'You can’t be mad at us for being tired,' Noah said. 

Harper was clearly still upset, but she didn’t argue with him. 'We’ll sleep on the bus.' 

Rallie bit her lip and looked hopefully at the stretch of empty road. She looked happier 
the longer they waited. Noah was pretty sure she was betting on the bus not coming and the three 
of them going back to their beds, having had a nice little middle-of-the-night adventure. He 
could tell Rallie didn’t want to be the one who chickened out, but she obviously also didn’t want 
to go. If Rallie’s grandmother found out about any of this, there would be no more play practice, 
no more sleepovers, no more chance of hanging out with Noah or Harper. Ever. 

Noah understood all that and he felt bad for her, but not bad enough to say anything. 
Selfishly, he wanted her along. 

'Two more minutes,' said Rallie, 'and then we go back. I’m freezing.' 

Harper didn’t reply. 

Looking at the bus stop sign, Noah thought about what it would be like to get off at a 
place like this in a different town, one he had no idea how to navigate. 'When we get to East 
Eaton, you know where we’re supposed to go, right? What cemetery Skylar is supposed to be 
buried in and how to find the grave. You know all that, right?' 



'One minute, fifty-nine seconds,' Rallie said. 'One minute, fifty-eight seconds.' 


Harper opened her mouth and hesitated over the answer. Just then a bus turned the 
comer three blocks away, washing them with its headlights. He didn’t realize how worried 
Harper had been that it wasn’t coming until he saw how relieved she looked as the bus drew 
closer. Rallie’s face froze in an expression of dread. 

'No,' she said, looking back down the street, away from the bus, and sighing. 'It’s not 
that. I’m just tired. Anyway, if I snuck back into my house when I’m supposed to be sleeping at 
Harper’s, Grandma would have a lot of questions.' 

'You don’t have to go,' he whispered to her, deciding he could be only so much of a 

jerk. 


Somehow the parent who was giving them a ride didn’t come on time, or maybe it 
took too long to drop everybody off, but Rallie wound up home a half-hour late. That was all it 
took. Boom. She was in mega-trouble. No phone calls. No Internet. No nothing. 

The last time Rallie had gotten busted for staying out after curfew, she’d get grounded 
for a solid month. She’d been to the movie version of one of her favorite musicals, along with 
some of her theater the door opened with a creak of gears. An old man with a short whiteboard 
looked down at them. A small gold hoop hung from one of his ears, and he had a face that 
reminded Noah of a gmff and unfriendly wizard. 'Well, get on if you’re getting on.' friends and 
Harper. 


So even though he knew that she wasn’t telling the whole truth about wanting to go, 
given that she was likely to get in trouble, either way, he figured she might as well have an 
adventure and hope for the best. 

Harper, Noah, and Rallie climbed the steps, each feeding cash into a machine beside 
the driver. It printed three tickets and dispensed change into a bowl with a clatter. Noah shuffled 
down the aisle, past a knitting woman and three college-age guys asleep in their seats, past a guy 
muttering to himself and looking out the window. 

Noah went all the way to the back of the bus, following Harper. They sat in the long 
last seat. A moment later Rallie joined them, squeezing in next to the window. 



Noah looked at Harper’s backpack resting on the floor and wondered whether Harper 
had reattached the Princess’s head or whether it would roll around in the bottom of her bag when 
the bus turned comers. He thought he could see a few threads of her blond hair peeking out from 
where the zipper wasn’t fully closed. 

'See,' Harper said, pulling her legs up so that she was sitting on her feet in a weird 
yoga pose. 'Everything’s going according to plan.' 

'I can’t believe the bus actually came,' Rallie said faintly. 

The bus lurched forward, pulling away from the bus stop, and despite everything, 
Noah started to grin. 

'You never really answered me before,' Noah said. 'Do you know where the cemetery 
is? Do you know where we’re going. Harper?' 

They were left home by themselves-going on a real adventure, the kind that changed 
you. He felt a thrill mn through him. 

'The grave is under a willow tree. Skylar will tell us the rest.' 

'Skylar will tell us?' He asked in a quiet, urgent voice. 

'She told me this much, didn’t she?' Harper answered, and then in that way she had, 
where Noah was sure she wasn’t right yet somehow, she seemed right, she added neatly and 
unanswerable, 'If you didn’t believe me, why did you come?' 

Rallie leaned against the window and pulled her legs up onto the seat, resting one shoe 
against Noah’s leg. She looked exhausted, but no longer unhappy. 'I’m going to try to sleep.' 
Exasperated, he mimed banging his head against the back of the seat. Harper ignored him. 

He rested a hand on her ankle so it wouldn’t slip. 

'We should take shifts,' Harper said. 'Keep watch. Like you’re supposed to on a quest. 
So, we don’t miss our stop.' 


'Okay,'Noah said, sticking out a fisted hand. 'Rock, paper, scissors.' 



She still beat him, throwing a rock to his scissors. He stuck with scissors and tricked 
Harper, who threw paper, expecting him to change moves. And then Rallie beat Harper, sticking 
Harper with first watch, Noah with second, and Rallie, third. Noah rested his head against his 
own backpack and closed his eyes. 

Rallie held out her hand and blinked muzzily like she was trying to stay awake. 

He didn’t think he’d be able to go to sleep, but he must have dozed off because it 
seemed like moments later, he awoke to Harper’s sharp yelp. 

He sat up. The old guy who’d been talking to himself had moved to the seat in front of 
them. He was leaning close to Harper and just letting go of a strand of her hair. 

'I was just kidding you. Come on, you’re a cute little thing. Ain’t you used to be 
teased?' His bad breath washed over Noah, bringing with it a molding smell, like wet clothes left 
in the washing machine overnight and sneakers after a long game. His hair was wild tangled 
curls, shot through with gray, and he had a scraggly beard hiding half of his windblown face. 
Nicotine stains darkened the ends of his pale fingers. 'That your brother? Don’t he tease you?' 

'Yes, he’s my brother,' Harper lied quickly. 'And he doesn’t like it if I talk to 

strangers.' 


He sounded teasing all right but in a bad way. A scary way. 'That bus driver-you can’t 
trust him. He’s senile as a moose. And sometimes he gets aliens in him.' 

He cackled, revealing a black gap where a few bottom teeth should have been. He 
turned his attention to Noah. 'I was just telling your smart-mouth little sister here that you can’t 
be sure this bus is going to take you where you want to go.' 

Rallie shifted and opened her eyes, blinking away dreams. When she saw the old guy, 
her eyes went wide and she grabbed her bag. 'What’s going on?' 

His father would say that as the boy, it was his responsibility to protect the girls. That 
made him even more scared because he was afraid, he’d let them down. 'Thanks for the advice.' 


'Okay,' Noah told the man, leaning forward, trying to get between him and Harper. 



The old guy’s grin widened. 'Oh, the little man is going to give Kanth Jones the brush- 
off. Do you want to fight? Do you want to show off for the girls? And who is that one over 
there? She’s no sister of yours. Just what is it that you three are doing, anyway? Running off 
from home?' Rallie leaned forward. 'We’re not doing anything.' 

'Look, we appreciate you coming over and talking with us,' Harper said placatingly. 
'But if that’s all-' 

'Crazy as anything. Sometimes he gets a little lost. Sometimes he just parks and gets 
out of the bus, wanders around for a while. And sometimes he has meetings with them-them 
things. In their shiny spaceship. You can see the lights. Just leaves us out here for as long as it 
takes h im to communicate.' 

'Senile as all get out.' Kanth tapped his head and made a swirly motion with his finger, 
returning to what seemed to be his favorite subject-the bus driver. 

Rallie elbowed Noah and raised her eyebrows, eyes wide. 

'Okay,' Harper said. 'We’ll watch out for that. 

'You’ve got really pretty hair too,' Kanth Jones said, turning to Rallie with a sly grin. 
His fingers darted out to tug at one of her braids. 'Like little ropes.' 

Rallie jerked back. 

'Don’t touch her,' Noah said. 

'Oh, possessive, huh? Well then, what if I talk to your sister and leave the two of you 
alone?' Kanth grabbed Harper’s arm. She pushed herself back against the cushion and out of the 
range of his hand before he could touch her. 

Well, I’m not going to talk to the blonde, so you better forget that idea. I don’t like the 
way she’s looking at me. She’s going to tell you that she’d never hurt anybody, but don’t you 
listen. She’d hurt you, all right. She’d hurt you and she’d like it.' The man laughed. 'You all are 
really jumpy; you know that? Real paranoid. 


'Hey!' Noah said. 



None of them were blond. In fact, as far as Noah could tell, no one on the bus was 
blond. He wondered what it was like to be so crazy that you actually saw things that weren’t 
there. He wondered if when you halluciHarryd, the stuff you were imagining was just as clear as 
the regular stuff, or if it was hazy at the edges so that if you really concentrated, you could tell. 

'It’s time for you to sit somewhere else,' Rallie told him, drawing herself up 
impressively as she did on stage at the school play. 'I might not look like it, but I am their sister. 
I’m adopted. And I don’t want you to talk to my brother like that anymore.' 

'Aw, C'mon,' he said, reaching into his front breast pocket and coming out with a small 
paper bag-wrapped bottle. 'I have a black belt. You’ll need me when the aliens come.' 

'You wait and see. Those drivers going to roll on out of this bus and leave all of us 
alone, and when he comes back, he’s going to have a new face. The aliens ride around in his skin. 
So, when he does that, who are you going to tell?' 

The bus turned a comer and started to slow. There was a brightly lit bus station up the 
road. Noah let out a sigh of relief. 

The rest of the bus was quiet and dark, the only lights in two strips down the center 
aisle and near the front, where the knitting Girl sat. It seemed like a vast distance. There was 
only the click of her needles and the sound of the man’s voice. 

In just a couple of minutes, they would be able to get off the bus, but what then? It was 
too soon for this to be East Eaton. This was just a random stop in a random town they didn’t 
know. 


'You be careful,' Kanth Jones said, looking right at Noah. 'You better not let them get 
taken. That’s your job as a brother. You the man in the family, and you got to fight to make sure 
the aliens don’t steal their faces. Aliens like red hair. They take you down in the diamond ghost 
caves and you never come out again.' 

'But aliens don’t live underground,' Rallie said, completely incapable of not pointing 
out when something didn’t make sense. 'They live in the sky. In spaceships.' 



The bus stopped, its engine grinding. The door opened and the overhead lights came 
on, making Kanth’s skin look sallow. He took a swig from the paper-bag-covered bottle. Then he 
stood up. 

Noah widened his eyes, trying to signal her not to say anything that would agitate 
Kanth Jones. 

They looked at one another. 

Shows what you know. No, the safest thing is for you all to stay right here on the bus.' 

'I’ve got to use the bathroom,' Noah said. 

'What if we need to protect him?' Rallie asked, standing up. 

'Then you go,' Kanth Jones said. 'I’ll protect these ladies and make sure you got the 
same face you left with.' 

Kanth Jones shook his head. 'You can’t go where he’s going.' 

And if he took this route, he must have harassed passengers before. The bus driver 
would come back, say a few things, and Kanth Jones would go back to his seat. Everything 
would work out. 

For a horrible moment, Noah worried that Kanth Jones was going to block the aisle 
and make it impossible for them to exit. But then the bus driver stood up and turned his head 
toward them. Noah let out a sigh of relief. 

If Kanth Jones knew the driver well enough to complain about him constantly 
stopping for aliens, he must take this route a lot. 

But the driver just took a long look at Noah, Harper, and Rallie and got off the bus. He 
didn’t say or do a single thing to help them. 

Kanth Jones wore a smirk on his face as he’d known all along he wasn’t going to get 


in trouble. 



Kanth Jones grabbed for Rallie, and sbe gave a single, blood-curdling shriek, loud 
enough for the frat boys to wake up and the knitting Girl to turn around in her seat. Loud enough 
for Kanth to let Rallie go in surprise. 

Harper shoved past him with a suddenness that got her through before he could react. 
While Kanth Jones gaped at her, Noah charged down the aisle, catching Rallie’s hand and 
pulling her with him. 

'Don’t come crying to me when the aliens take your faces!' he yelled after them. 

There were benches and vending machines and bright fluorescent lights. Rallie 
collapsed onto a bench, her eyes a little wet. She looked as freaked out as Noah felt. 

The bus driver was smoking a cigarette, talking to two station employees, when they 
charged past him and into the building. 

'This was your plan,' Noah said, and then regretted it. He knew he wasn’t being fair, 
but he was tired and upset and had no idea what to do himself. He felt useless. Noah took 
Harper’s arm. 'Right now. Come. Go.' 

'What are we going to do?' Harper asked, pacing back and forth, backpack over one 

shoulder. 


'We can’t get back on that bus,' said Rallie. 

'Maybe we could tell someone-like a cop. There has to be a cop around a late-night 
bus station, right?' 

Noah looked over at the bus driver. One station employee was speaking into a walkie- 
talkie. The other was watching the three of them. 

'Yeah, and they’ll ask us how old we are.' Rallie shook her head. 'And call our families. 

No.' 


'I think we have to get out of here,' Noah said. 

'Why?' asked Rallie. Then she noticed the three men standing together and got up 
quickly, swinging her bag onto her shoulder. 



'But we didn’t do anything,' Harper said, walking along with him. 'Why would they be 
after us? Why not do something about that guy? He’s the one-' 

'Because we’re kids,'Noah whispered, cutting her off. 

'We’re being too obvious,' Rallie said under her breath. 'Harper, we should go into the 
girls’ room and sneak out from there. Noah, meet us outside. Get something from the vending 
machine. 


Everyone, go slow.' 

Noah took a deep breath and then spoke loudly and as casually as he could, 'I’ll meet 
you guys back on the bus.' 

Rallie smiled and nodded exaggeratedly, playing casual too now. Harper tried to 
follow her lead. 

One of the bus station employees had peeled away from the others and was heading in 
Noah’s direction, his shoe falls echoing in the mostly empty space. He wasn’t rushing, but he 
had too much purpose in the way he moved to be just strolling. Noah started toward the door, 
deliberately not running despite wanting to. He paused a minute to look at the vending machine. 
In its reflection, he saw the station guy drawing closer, his Jon uniform making him seem 
ominously authoritative. 

Noah moved toward the door. 

'Hey you, there,' the station guy called to him. 

But Noah was out through the doors and turning a comer of the building and seeing 
Rallie lowering herself from the girls’ bathroom window. Harper jumped out after her and they 
were off and mnning into the darkness of an unknown town. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


'Where are we?' Rallie asked finally, her breath clouding in the air. 



All the adrenaline Noah had felt hack in the station burned off of him, and he felt tired 
down to the marrow of his bones. Eye-droopingly exhausted. He leaned against the brick wall 
and wondered if it was possible to fall asleep standing up. 

'And how are you going to get out of here?' asked Noah, pushing off from the wall. 

'We don’t even know what town we’re in.' 

THEY HUDDLED IN THE DARK BEHIND A TATTOO PARLOR and watched as 
the bus pulled out of the station in a cloud of exhaust, taking with it both the crazy guy and their 
chances of getting to East Eaton by morning. 

Harper followed. 'There are only two buses to East Eaton that take this route, and if we 
wait to take the next one-in the afternoon-then we won’t have enough time to take the bus back 
by tonight.' 

'Forget East Eaton. We’ve got to get home,' Rallie said, digging out the cell phone that 
she was only allowed to use for emergencies. 

'Sure,' Noah said. 'But we can’t do that, either, can we?' 

Rallie took the bus schedule and opened it, studying the names of stations as though 
she were going to be able to figure out where they were just by finding a name that stmck her as 
feeling like the right one. 

'Hold on,' Noah said, walking the other way down the alley so that he could see the 
front of the bus station. He walked back again. 'East Rochester. There’s a sign that says so-but 
where is that?' 

Harper pulled the bus schedule from one of her pockets, along with a raggedy map. 
'You can look at this stuff if you want, but it’s not going to tell you anything I haven’t already 
told you.' 


Harper crowded next to Rallie, so they were squinting together at the schedule in the 
dim moonlight. 'There were only two more stops before East Eaton,' Harper said finally. 'We 
almost made it.' 



'We’re not even out of Pennsylvania yet,' said Rallie. 'We didn’t almost make 

anything.' 

Rallie pulled her coat more tightly around her, sitting down on the back steps of a 
building. Dumpsters loomed to one side of her. 'Can you call Tom and see if he’ll pick us up?' 
Her voice sounded on the verge of panic. Cahn, but not likely to stay that way. 

Harper unfolded the map and tapped it grandly. 'Look, that says Ohio.' Then she shook 
her head. 'Oh, it says Ohio River.' 

Harper just looked at her. 'My brother will never come all the way here. Not in that 
junker car of his.' 

Harper shook her head. 'She broke her phone and hasn’t gotten a new one yet. I 
couldn’t get ahold of her if I wanted to.' 

'Your sister, then?' Rallie asked, chewing on the end of one of her braids. 

Rallie looked at the face of her phone, frowning. 'I guess I could call my aunt Linda. 
She’d be mad, but she’d come.' 

'Would she tell your grandmother?'Noah asked. 

Noah tried to imagine a single thing they could tell Rallie’s grandmother to try and 
make sense of what they’d done. She wouldn’t want to hear about a creepy, possibly-still- 
headless dollie, a ghost, and a curse that, more likely than not, didn’t even exist. 

Rallie sighed heavily, a little shudder going across her shoulders. 'Probably. And then 
I’ll get grounded forever and have to quit the play and be totally miserable. But what else are we 
going to do?' 

'I won’t go back,' Harper said, sitting on the steps next to Rallie. 'I’m going to wait for 
the next bus and keep going.' 

'But you said that the next bus wasn’t coming until the afternoon, so you won’t make 
it home before Sunday,' Rallie said. 'Where would you sleep?' 



Harper took a deep but unsteady breath. Noah could see that the idea of Rallie leaving 
her made Harper feel a lot less daring. He didn’t want Rallie to go either; she was good at 
making crazy ideas actually work. If Rallie is right. We can bury the Princess next weekend or 
the weekend after that,' Noah said. 'What’s the difference?' 

Harper came up with the idea that they needed an ancient temple under the waves, 
Rallie was the one who would actually find the discarded chunks of concrete to build it. Her 
going home would pretty much signal that they were doing something dumb. 

You guys will make excuses and I’ll chicken out and Skylar will find someone else to 
haunt because I won’t be interesting enough to have a ghost talk to me. I don't deserve to be the 
hero of a story, and I won’t be one.' 

Harper’s shoulders hunched forward as she got tenser. 'If we don’t keep going now, 
we’ll never do it. We just won’t. 

'Everyone has a story,' Rallie murmured. 'Everyone’s the hero of their story. That’s 
what Ms. Evans said in English.' 

'No,' Harper said, her low voice very fierce. 'There are people who do things and 
people who never do-who say they will someday, but they just don’t. I want to go on a quest. 

I’ve always wanted to go on a quest. And now that I have one, I’m not backing down from it. 

I’m not going home until it’s complete.' 

And he decided that even if it was dumb, he wanted to be the kind of person who was 
interesting enough to have a ghost talk to him. Even if the idea of the Princess being made of 
bones and filled with human ash grew more frightening the farther, they got from home. Noah 
thought she might be right. He thought of his dad, who wanted to do things and then didn’t. 

Rallie laughed a little, uncomfortably, like what Harper said about being a hero had hit 
a little close to home for her, too. 

Leaving in the middle of the night and escaping from the bus station already seemed 
like the kinds of things that happened on quests, so from that perspective, they were doing really 
well. And thinking that made his tired brain slip into playing mode, which led to thinking like 
Tommesings. 



'What if we don’t go back right away?' he asked suddenly. 'If we don’t call anyone, we 
don’t get in trouble, right? No one will know what happened. So, if you take the bus back 
tonight-not the one to East Eaton, the one back home-then your grandmother will never know 
anything. Or maybe we could even make it to East Eaton and take the bus back from there. 
There’s got to be a way for us to get there-we could walk if we have to. It can’t be that many 
miles up the river. And the quest would be completed, despite some slight setbacks.' 

'In the dark?'Rallie asked. 

'We might as well try,' Harper said, brightening. 'And you don’t want to get in trouble, 

right?' 

'Em tired and it’s the middle of the night,' said Rallie. '1 don’t feel like trying to follow 
some stupid map with a dying flashlight and the compass on my phone.' 

The North Star was the brightest of the Eittle Dipper stars and the one at the very end 
of the Little Dipper’s handle. Noah thought about Tommy sings the Blade, steering his ship by 
the North Star, and blinked up into the night sky. You were supposed to be able to find it by 
looking for the Big Dipper and then use that to find the Little Dipper. 

That’s the Polaris, he thought. If we can see that, we can’t get lost. 

'We’ll find our way.' When he spoke, he could feel Tommesings’s voice creeping into 
his own voice, which was strange because Tommesings was gone. 'And figure out a place to 
make camp.' 

'Make camp?' Harper asked. 

Heck, he liked trouble. 'We’ll eat the provisions we brought. Look, even according to 
the tiny map on the bus schedule, if we just follow the river, it should take us to East Eaton. Our 
quest could still be completed.' 'Until the break of day.' Maybe it was exhaustion, but it wasn’t 
that hard to think of what Tommesings would say. Tommy sings always got into scrapes, so they 
didn’t bother him. 


'You want us to walk?' Rallie said. 'Both of you have gone crazy.' 



'My Girl, I want us to rest,' Noah replied, offering her his arm. For once, he didn’t feel 
uncertain. 'I want us to take our meager supplies and turn them into a feast. She laughed tiredly 
and looped her arm with his. 'Fine. But I am going to want to go home upon the morrow, so plan 
on that happening.' 

I want us to make a fire and warm our bones. Then, in the morning, we can decide 
what to do from there. Should you, fair maid, wish to return home upon the morrow, then we 
shall entertain your arguments.' 

'See, you missed the game.' Harper’s mouth lifted in a triumphant smile. 'You missed 
us playing. Admit it.' 

Harper took a step back. Noah stopped abmptly, whirling on her, the spell broken. 'I 
told you not to talk about that, and you said you wouldn’t.' His voice came out harsher than he’d 
intended, almost a growl. 

'Okay,' Rallie said, grabbing his shoulder and propelling him down the alley. 'So long 
as we’re not freezing, I won’t call home. If we can make camp, get warm, and sleep for a while, 
then let’s do that and try not to get in more trouble than we’re already in.' 

'Girl Jann would be good at surviving on the streets,' Harper said innocently. 

Noah glared. 

'What? I was talking to Rallie, not you. I’m allowed to talk to Rallie about the game, 
aren’t I? You didn’t make any rules about that.' 

'We should keep off big roads,' Noah warned, pointing toward a narrow street up 
ahead. 'If someone sees us with the map and the flashlight, they’re going to guess we’re lost kids 
or mnaways or something. We aheady had those people at the bus station after us.' 

Rallie sighed. 'I don’t even know what you two are fighting about. You both want to 
stay on this crazy adventure, and that’s what we’re doing.' 

'We still don’t know if they were really chasing us,' Harper said. 'Maybe they wanted 
to apologize about the crazy guy. Maybe they were afraid we were going to miss the bus. Or 
maybe they were aliens trying to take our faces.' 



Noah raised his eyebrows and started walking. 


'Oh fine, yeah, let’s use the dark scary road,' Rallie said, but she followed him anyway. 
'Let me see the map.' 

Harper handed it over along with the flashlight. There was a strange quiet in the air, as 
though everyone and everything was asleep. The echo of their footsteps was the loudest sound 
for several blocks. It felt both eerie and kind of exciting to Noah. It seemed to him that the whole 
world had become theirs fora little while. 

The asphalt of the alley was cracked, and they had to be careful not to stumble as they 
headed down it, passing heaped mounds of garbage and the back doors of restaurants. 

'There’s a stretch of woods,' Rallie said, waving the map. 'Close to the water. We’d 
have to cross the highway to get there, but we’re not too far.' 

'Is it a lot of woods?' 

'Not really. But it’s a park. Like a small, protected-area park looking out on the water, 
not a kid park with swings. Too small for a fire to be hidden, but probably big enough that we’re 
not going to be seen from the road.' 

Noah nodded and let her direct them. He didn’t know how to make a fire anyway. It 
had just seemed like something that you did when you made camp, along with making stews and 
playing lutes and swigging from jugs of cider. 

They passed a supermarket with tracks pulled up to the back-unloading flats of 
cardboard boxes. They passed a donut shop, closed, but with a light on inside. It gave off a warm 
waft of fresh dough and melting sugar. Noah’s stomach growled, and he fished a Twizzler out of 
the pack. In comparison to the delicious smell, the candy tasted like sweet rubber. 

'This was such a terrible idea,' Rallie muttered as they walked. 'How did you convince 
me this was a good idea? This was a terrible, terrible, terrible idea.' 

He dug around and took out enough to give Rallie and Harper a couple of Twizzlers 
each, in case they were hungry too. 


'Thank you, k in d sir,' said Harper, with a little bow. 



Harper looked crestfallen, which was stupid because she’d been needling him a minute 
ago about playing. He didn’t know why she was upset over something she started. If she hadn’t 
pointed out that he was playing, he wouldn’t have had to stop. 

'I am not doing that with you,' Noah said, biting the Twizzler savagely. 

'Will you two quit it?' Rallie said, aiming the beam of the flashlight at the sidewalk. 
She had the red candy hanging out of one side of her mouth and was chomping on it like it was a 
cartoon cigar. 

Noah started to say something about how it was her fault that they were tired when he 
realized saying that might actually prove her point that he was cranky. 

Harper looked at her feet. 'We’re cranky because we’re tired, that’s all.' 

The highway was a long stretch of lanes, with an even wider overpass, but at half-past 
four in the morning, they saw only a single truck, headlights lighting up the street so brightly that 
it almost seemed like a day. 

Once it zoomed by, Polly and Rallie held hands and raced for the median. They 
climbed the concrete block quickly; Noah’s long legs made it easy for him to hop over. Then 
they ran across the lanes on the other side, even though there were no cars coming from either 
direction. 


They could still see the lights of East Rochester on one side and could just glimpse the 
glimmering, rippling surface of the Ohio River stretching out on the other. But after a few 
minutes of walking, Noah felt pretty hidden from the road. The edge of the woods was scrubby 
and sloped down at a steep angle. They tripped over sticks and uneven patches of earth. Long 
roping tendrils of bushes scraped at their legs. 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

'Well, THIS IS IT,' RALLIE SAID, SHADING THE Flashlight with her hand. 'You 
really think we can sleep out here?' 

Noah knelt down. The ground was wet-the kind of wet that seeps up and soaks 
through clothes. He leaned against a tree, and despair washed over him. He liked the idea of an 



adventure-but what did he really know about having one? He wasn’t used to roughing it. He 
wasn’t used to bugs and dirt and all the stuff soldiers and pirates had to deal with. The only time 
he’d done anything even sort of like camping was when set he’d up his grandfather’s old tent in 
his backyard; it had turned out to be full of spiders, and he’d ripped the old canvas trying to 
escape from them. 

Even though they were close to the highway, the branches swinging overhead and the 
smell of leaf mold rising up from the forest floor made Noah feel a million miles away from the 
world he knew. Like maybe they really were in some fantasy land where dragons flew overhead 
and magic was possible. 

Harper sat down on the root of a tree. 'Ugh, it’s kind of damp and cold on my butt-u- 
lar region. We’re going to need a hammock or something.' 

Pushing away from the tree, he unzipped his backpack and pulled out his sleeping bag. 
It was waterproof on one side, so if he opened it fully and spread it out like a picnic blanket, it 
would be big enough for all of them to sit on. Maybe keep them dry. 

'That was smart, bringing that,' Rallie said, helping him to spread it out. 'All I have is a 
change of clothes, toothpaste, and cookies that we got from Harper’s.' 

'You couldn’t sneak back into your house,' Harper reminded her, crawling onto the 
sleeping bag, flopping down, and rooting around in her own pack. 'And I didn’t exactly give you 
advance notice.' 

The lolling head and closed eyes combined to make the Princess look as tired as they 
were, which was oddly reassuring. Harper set the dollie down and smoothed out her dress, then 
turned back to the bag. She tugged out a thin-looking coverlet, some safety pins, and Band-Aids, 
a bar of chocolate that had gotten slightly mashed, a package of baby carrots, a bmised apple, a 
sweater, a pair of socks, a notebook, and one of her mermaid dollies. 

Which, from Harper, was almost an apology. 

She took the Princess out of her bag. The dollie’s eyes were open, but as Harper 
leaned her one way and then another, her eyes closed. Noah was glad to see that Harper had 



reattached the Princess’s head, although it lolled slightly like maybe Harper had done it in a 
hurry and it wasn’t on exactly right. 

'This is what I bought,' she said. 'To share, if you want any.' 

'We should take turns keeping watch,' Noah said, 'as we did on the bus.' He took out 
his jar of peanut butter, a package of crackers, oranges, and orange soda and put everything but 
the soda with the other supplies. Thirsty, he popped the tab on the drink. Fizzy foam bubbled up, 
and he quickly shifted the can over a mound of grass so the spraying liquid could spill onto the 
dirt. Then he took a long swig. 

He thought about how he’d met them both when they were all little kids. Harper had 
been riding her bike up and down the block when she saw Noah sitting on his front steps, reading 
a beat-up old copy of James and the Giant Peach. She stopped to tell him that she’d read the 
book and it was good, but not as good as The Witches, and had he read The Twits? She was the 
one who’d met Rallie, too, picking her up at a carnival, where they’d been the only two girls who 
had their faces painted like Batgirl instead of fairies and cats and clowns. The first time the three 
of them had hung out, they’d dangled upside down from the jungle gym until the blood mshed to 
their heads, trying to get their brains to work better so that they’d be able to move things with the 
combined power of their minds. 

The bubbles hit the back of his throat in a satisfying way. 

It seemed like such a long time ago. 

'Watch? For what?' Rallie said, reaching out her hand for the soda. 'It’s not like there 
are going to be marauding ores or bears or wolves or creepy, crazy old bus riders. We’re in a tiny 
strip of park.' 

'We’ll sleep better if someone’s on watch,' said Noah, glancing at the dollie’s creepy, 
almost sleeping face. He wanted someone making sure she didn’t wake up and move around 
while their eyes were closed. 'Or I will, anyway.' 

'Not me,' said Rallie, yawning. 


'I’ll go second,' Noah said. 'Kick me if you get tired sooner.' 



'I can stay up,' Harper said. 'How about I wake one of you in an hour?' 


She nodded. He finished off his orange soda in another two gulps. Rallie had her 
enormous red coat off and was quickly layering her change of clothes-jeans and a Jon hoodie 
with cat ears on the hood-on along with the gray dress she was wearing. Then she curled up like 
a bug under her coat, closed her eyes, and seemed to falls almost instantly into slumber. 

Harper had her thin blanket wrapped around her like a cape and was sitting with her 
back against the tmnk of the tree, looking out at the water. Noah’s eyes had adjusted enough to 
the moonlight that he could see the determined set of her jaw. 

Harper’s hand rested absently on the thing’s chest like she was holding it still. As 
Noah looked, his imagination fed him a horrible image: The Princess staggering across the 
uneven ground toward him, her chubby arms reaching for him. He wondered if he could 
convince Harper to put the Princess back in her bag. On her lap was the Princess, eyes open now 
as though she was on watch with Harper, staring at nothing, the bone-white of the dollie’s face 
seeming to glow in the gloom. 

Harper tilted her head, her gaze going to where he was sitting. 'What?' she whispered. 

He pointed to the dollie-that was once AVA’s passed down, now with part of the soul 
of Nevaeh inside, and inside the mind was the minds of the mother and the 4 girls that had her 
stolen, realizing he’d been staring. He kept his voice low. 'This whole thing. Is it a game? Just 
tell me.' 


She narrowed her eyes. 'It’s real, Noah.' 

'Okay,' he said, too tired to fight, lying down on the open sleeping bag and pillowing 
his head on one arm. 'Wake me when it’s my turn to be on the watch.' 

HE DREAMED ABOUT a big building near a river billowing smoke from its towers. 
And then, his dream vision swooping forward, he saw a yellow-haired girl watching as her father 
spun beautiful things from bone china. Teapots were so thin and white that they seemed to glow 
from inside, covered in paper-fine china roses and lilies and leaves. Vases were so fine that it 
seemed like a breath would shatter them, painted with lots of real gold. 


She grunted a yes. He closed his eyes. 



Skylar. 


At the thought of her name, she seemed to turn toward him, her large black eyes 
widening like she was the one who saw a ghost. 

His vision seemed smeared, and he was in front of a big, drafty house, welcoming a 
skinny and pinch-nosed woman. He knew, without knowing how, that he was looking at Skylar’s 
aunt and that she’d come down from the city to take care of Skylar after Skylar’s mother had 
died six months past and it became clear that her father had no plans to remarry. 

Children break things, her aunt said, and took away the dollies her father had made for 
her with spare clay, telling her they were too precious for her to keep. 

Children are dirty, her aunt said, and forbade her from playing outside. She gave her 
chores instead, making her wash the windows and sweep the floors and move the furniture 
around. 


Noah watched as Skylar swept the floors, polished the blue, and hid things under her 
bed. Clothespins that she marked with ink so it seemed they had eyes. A pillowcase tied with 
string so it seemed like it had a neck and head. In the dark of her room at night, when her father 
and her aunt had gone to their beds, she took them out and played with them, whispering to 
herself, calling them by the same names as her old dollies. 

The aunt displayed them, along with less successful bone china pieces Skylar’s father 
brought home from the factory. There was the bone china coffeepot wound with a vine that 
didn’t curve quite right, resting on the sideboard in the dining room. There were sets of too-small 
teacups and a bowl with alligator feet that were too frightening and no one liked. There were 
countless vases marred by mistakes, that listed a little to one side or had gold paint that had 
smeared or blistered before they were fired or had three-dimensional flowers that had broken 
coming out of the kiln. Soon several mistakes rested on every side table, forcing Skylar to tiptoe 
through the parlor to avoid breaking any. 

NOAH WOKE, BLINKING, to Jon sky overhead, dotted with puffs of clouds. 


Sunlight filtered through the canopy of green and brown leaves, dappling the ground 
with bright spots and shadow. He heard a sound that reminded him of the ocean. He’d gone to 



stay with his grandparents one summer after his dad left, and they’d stayed in a house hy the 
beach. He’d woken up with the crash of the waves in his head every morning. 

But this wasn’t the ocean, he knew, and a moment later he realized it wasn’t the Ohio 
River, either. It was the sound of the highway, of cars and trucks, whooshing past the woods, that 
sounded like breaking surf. 

Noah sat up, blinking, stretching out his stiff limbs and looking around him. Rallie 
was asleep on the sleeping bag, wrapped in her coat, braids falling in her face, a few pieces of 
white fuzz or feathers dusting her skin. Harper was asleep too, her head lolling back against the 
tree. She’d fallen asleep on watch, Noah realized. 

Now that it was daytime, he could see that the glass orbs were slightly too small for 
her eye sockets, leaving gaps in the comers. An ant crawled out from one of them, marching 
across her eye and up over her forehead into the thicket of her hair. Noah sprang up and scuttled 
away from her, his heart racing. 

Turning, he saw the Princess resting in the dirt right behind his head, far from where 
she’d been the night before. Her black eyes were wide open, leering down at him. 

There was more of the white stuff settling on the grass. It looked almost like snow, but 
then he realized what he was looking at. It was the inside of the sleeping bag. Something had 
ripped it, cutting the fabric and pulling out the lining, and scattered that, along with all their food. 

Crackers were cmmbled over the ground, and the chocolate bar was tom in half, 
pieces of gold foil scattered like confetti. He wondered who’d done this and then looked over at 
the dollie’s empty eyes, the ant on her bone-white cheek. 

Baby carrots were tossed around in the dirt. The peanut butter was smeared on the 
bark of a nearby tree, the jar resting against a rock as if it had rolled there. 

As he stared a squirrel ran up to the open jar of peanut butter and stuck its furry body 

inside. 


It didn’t seem possible that they’d spent the night in a tiny stretch of woods in a town 
he didn’t know. Looking back at the night before, at Harper and Rallie waking him up in the 



middle of the night, the story about the Princess, the walk to the bus station, and making camp in 
the dark-all of those things felt distant like they’d happened to someone in a book. 

Turning back to where the dollie rested, outside the circle of Harper’s arms, he 
wondered about other impossible things. Had a ghost really trashed their campsite? Was Skylar 
watching him out of the Princess’s glass eyes? A chill shivered up his spine. 

Out in the middle of nowhere with an angry ghost and no idea how to get to her grave. 

Oh yeah, they were in trouble. 

CHAPTER NINE 

'Five more minutes,' she mumbled. 

'Stranded in East Rochester, Pennsylvania,' Noah said with a shrug, hoping that 
gesture would somehow convey that he shared her feeling that everything had gotten pretty 
weird. 


'Rallie,' he said quietly, poking her upper arm. 'Something happened. Come on. Get up. 
You have to see this.' 

NOAH WOKE RALLIE BY SHAKING HER SHOULDER UNTIL she groaned and 
rolled over. Her braids spread out on the slashed sleeping bag and more white stuffing got caught 
in her hair. 


She opened her eyes and seemed surprised to see him there. 'Where....'Whom....?' 

Then, as she took in the state of their campsite, she turned back to him with her brow 
furrowed in further puzzlement. 

He jerked his head toward Harper and then the dollie. 'Do you believe in ghosts?' he 
asked, keeping his voice low. 'Because I think I do now. For real and for sure.' 

'It could have been raccoons,' Rallie said. Her expression grew more horrified as she 
looked around. 'I thought one of us was supposed to stay awake. Isn’t that what you said last 
night?' 


'Raccoons? Really?' 



Rallie nodded slowly like maybe she wasn’t so sure anymore. 'Or Harper did it. She 
was on watch.' 

'She’s not crazy,' Noah said. 'And she’d have to be totally crazy to do this. Anyway, I 
thought you believed her about the ghost.' 

Rallie pushed herself to her feet and walked around the woods, shivering. 'This is too 
much. I don’t believe this. Maybe animals ransacked the camp, or maybe Harper was mad at us 
for wanting to go back and was trying to convince us to keep going. Either way, it wasn’t a 
ghost.' I do-1 do... 

'I did. I don’t know. It was fun to play along.' 

Noah said, but as he said it, he realized that it still did feel like an adventure-maybe 
even more than it had before-just not the same kind of adventure. He was scared. Little hairs 
were standing up along his arms, and he thought that maybe Rallie was scared too. That was 
probably why she didn’t want to believe in ghosts anymore. 'It seemed like an adventure last 
night, right?' 

But Noah wanted them to be real, wanted that desperately. 

If they were real, then maybe the world was big enough to have magic in it. And if 
there was magic-even bad magic, and Noah knew it was more likely that there was bad magic 
than any good kind-then maybe not everyone had to have a story like his father’s, a story like the 
kind all the adults he knew told, one about giving up and growing bitter. He might have been 
embarrassed to wish for magic back home, but there in the woods, it seemed possible. He looked 
over at the cruel, glassy eyes of the dollie, so close that she could have touched his face. 

He thought about what Harper had said-about how if they didn’t go on the quest right 
then, they never would. How if they faltered, they’d never come back. 

Anything was better than no magic at all. 


And he thought about his dream. 



'I think it was Skylar,' Noah said. 'Maybe her spirit’s angry that we aren’t taking this 
quest seriously enough. Maybe she’s mad that we got off the bus before we got to the right stop. 
Or maybe she’s mad that you want to go home.' 

'I bet Harper got that story about Skylar and the bones from one of her library books. 
I’m not trying to be mean. Harper makes everything more interesting, but sometimes she gets 
carried away, you know?' 

'I’m sticking with the raccoon explanation,' Rallie said, picking up her coat and 
shouldering it on over her layers. 

Harper, who’d been the last one awake and who wanted to convince them both to stay 
on the quest. Who might have thought it was funny to put the Princess so close to him, knowing 
it would freak him out? 'What about the ashes? Those were real. 'He thought about that, turning 
the words over in his mind. Rallie was saying raccoons, but the rest of what she said pointed to 
Harper. 


Rallie nodded, but not in a way that was agreeing. 'I keep thinking about them. Maybe 
she took some ash from a grill and mixed in pieces of chicken bone. It was dark when we both 
looked at it. People fake that kind of thing on stage all the time.' 

He’d just dreamed about what Harper described, like the way that after you see a 
movie, you sometimes dream yourself into it. He had no way to know if any of it was tme or if it 
was just his brain regurgitating stuff. 

He remembered that he’d wondered the same thing the night before, about whether it 
was all a trick, but somewhere along the way he’d become convinced, and he didn’t want to give 
that feeling up. He wanted to tell Rallie about his dream and insist it meant that she was wrong, 
but he realized it didn’t prove an 5 dhing. 

'Nope,' he said. 'I don’t think so.' 

Any food?' 

Rallie seemed to have lost interest anyway, unzipping the front part of Noah’s 
backpack and sticking her hand inside, fishing around. 'Do we have anything left? 



Her hand came out of his backpack, her fingers clutching a folded-up square of paper. 
She began to unfold it. He knew exactly what she was holding. 

'What’s this?' she asked, distracted by her discovery. 'A note? What’s in here? Secret 
boy stuff?' 

'Give it to me,' Noah said, grabbing the paper. 

Rallie stood up, still reading, the smile sliding off her face. It was replaced with an 
expression of astonishment. Noah could see the scrawl of his own handwriting across the page 
and doodles decorating the margins. 'These are the Questions Harper gave you. You answered 
them. You told her you didn’t, but you did.' 

'I guess I did. Can I have them back now?' He stood too, starting toward her. He 
lunged forward to grab the note from her hand. 

She danced out of his way. 'But why would you answer them when you were going to- 

?' 


Rallie never got to finish because at that moment Harper jumped up from the sleeping 
bag with a shriek. She was crouching, blinking in the sunlight, her hands outstretched like she 
was ready to fight. It was a move of surprising awesomeness. 

'Harper?' Noah asked. 

To his relief, Rallie folded the note twice and shoved it into the pocket of her coat, 
then walked over to Harper. They sat back down together. Noah could see that Harper was still 
breathing hard. 

'I dreamed that I was Skylar. I fell-' Harper said, pressing her hands against her face. 

Noah didn’t speak for a long moment. He wondered if he was a bad person if he didn’t 
say anything about his dream. He wondered if Rallie would think he was ridiculous if he did. 

The leaves overhead rustled. 'I think you better look around,' he said finally. 'Did she seem 
angry? Because it looks like something trashed our camp.' 



Harper stood up and dusted herself off, going over to the Princess and lifting her up. 
The dollie’s eyes moved to half-open, which made it appear as though she was watching them, 
the way his cat did when she was pretending to sleep. 

'You think a ghost did this?' Harper asked finally, turning back toward them. 

'It’s classic poltergeist stuff, isn’t it?' Noah asked. 

'I don’t,' Rallie said. 'I think it was raccoons. But I thought that you’d say it was a 

ghost.' 


'She’s not a poltergeist,' Harper said, as though Noah had suggested her brand-new 
box set of Doctor Who DVDs were bootlegs. 'And why would she toss out our food? Ruin the 
only thing we’ve got to sleep on? She wants us to take her to East Eaton. She’s not going to 
make it harder for us.' 

Noah thought he detected a note of uncertainty in her voice, though. 

'Okay, whatever,' he said. 'You think it was raccoons too?' 

Harper looked around and sucked in her breath. 'I don’t know. What if it was Kanth 
Jones? What if he followed us?' 

A shiver went up against Noah’s back, ending with a twitch between his shoulder 
blades. He could too easily imagine that weathered, smirking face watching them from the 
darkness. But there was no reason for Kanth to have gotten off the bus, followed them, waited 
for them to falls asleep, then tossed around their stuff. No reason at all. They didn’t have 
anything he wanted. He probably thought they’d all been grabbed by aliens and gotten their faces 
stolen. 


But Skylar had plenty of reasons to be mad at Rallie and was probably frustrated that 
she wasn’t already in her grave. 

'Look, I want to figure out what happened as much as you do,' said Rallie, looking 
between them like she wasn’t sure which side she was on just then-maybe neither of theirs. 'But 
can we please get out of here first? The woods are creepy and I have to pee and I’m hungry.' 


'We passed that donut shop last night,' Noah said. 



There wasn’t much to pack up, so they didn’t. The sleeping bag had been mined along 
with the rest of their supplies, the long gashes making puffs of white stuffing well up with every 
gust of wind. The best they could do was gather up everything, roll up the wounded sleeping bag, 
and dump it all in one of the trash cans along the river. 

Rallie nodded. 'Perfect. So long as they have a bathroom.' 

No one else was there, but that didn’t mean that no one else had been. 

They walked back along the highway and managed to find a spot to cross that was less 
crazy than jumping over the median. Then they walked quietly, heads bent against the chill air. 
Noah could smell the melting sugar and rising dough of the shop blocks before he could see it. 

By the time he got to the door, he was practically drooling. 

'How much money do we all have?' Harper asked. 

'I’ve got fifteen dollars and fifty cents.' Noah had started with twenty-three dollars, but 
tbe bus ticket had cost him seven-fifty and it would be another seven-fifty to get back. Of the 
fifteen fifty he had, that left him with only eight dollars he could actually spend. 

'I have twenty,' said Rallie. 

'Eleven and a bunch of pennies,' said Harper. 'We should save something for later. For 
lunch and the trip back.' 

There were cinnamon cider donuts, Boston cream and jelly cmllers, chocolate sprinkle, 
rainbow sprinkle, maple cream, sour cream, old-fashioned, June-berry, toasted coconut, bear 
claws, and apple fritters. And then beneath the glass of the counter, stranger flavors-Froot Loops, 
peanut butter, ketchup, pickle juice, mandarin orange, honeycomb, lox and cream cbeese, lobster, 
cheeseburger, fried chicken, wasabi, acorn flour, bubblegum. Pop Rocks, and spelled. 

But as they opened the door, Noah’s stomach growled, and saving money was the last 
thing on his mind. There were rows and rows of baskets along the back wall, each of them filled 
with a different flavor of the donut, their frostings bright under the lights. 

The man behind the counter had a thick, wild head of black hair. It stuck up as though 
he’d been electrocuted, except where it crawled down his cheeks into sideburns. 'Get your kids 



something?' he asked as the bell on the door rang. 'The wasabi donuts just came out of the fryer. 
They’re still hot.' 

They were also a muted green color and smelled spicy, like hot peppers. 

'Uh,' Noah said, glancing at the menu. 'Can I have hot chocolate? A big one.' 

He took his warm cup with its spirals of whipped cream to one of the small plastic 
tables. Rallie headed to the bathroom in the back while Harper ordered two more hot chocolates. 
They sat for a while, letting the heat of the paper cups warm their fingers. 

Then they each ordered a donut. Noah got Pop Rocks, Rallie got maple cream, and 
Harper got Froot Loops. The crumbling cake was delicious, and there were real Pop Rocks inside 
that fizzed against Noah’s tongue. He licked his fingers when he was done, forgetting that he 
hadn’t washed his hands in a very long time. 

The hot chocolates had been two-fifty apiece and the donuts were a dollar twenty-five, 
costing them each three seventy-five and leaving Noah with four twenty-five that he could spend 
for the whole rest of the trip. Harper had even less. He hoped she had at least twenty-five pennies, 
or she wasn’t going to be able to pay her bus fare home. 

Harper sat the Princess on a nearby chair. The dollie slumped, her head twisted on an 
angle, her hair mmpled as though she’d really been sleeping on it. Her half-closed eyes were 
bright with reflected light. 

'If you died,' Harper said, keeping her voice low. 'Do you think you’d want to be a 

ghost?' 

'Get revenge by doing what?'Rallie asked, laughing. 'You would be a disembodied 
spirit. What are you going to do? Yell ‘boo!’ at them? Try to convince them to go on a stupid 
road trip?' 

'If I was murdered, then yeah, definitely,' Noah said. 'So, I could haunt my killer and 
get revenge.' 


'I could throw stuff around,' Noah re min ded her. 



'Maybe,' Rallie said. Td do it if I could be me, but see-through. The whole world 
would be like my television. I could visit the people I loved. But not if I had to repeat the same 
thing over and over again, like haunting some stretch of road or going up and downstairs.' 

'Even if you couldn’t talk to anyone?' Noah asked. 

Rallie looked briefly uncomfortable. 'I’d definitely want there to be a ghost society 
with ghost friends.' 

Harper pushed her hair back. 'Well, what if you decided you wanted to come back 
from the dead and then changed your mind, but you were stuck?' 

Noah thought he’d better intermpt that line of conversation. 'Would you want to be a 
ghost, Harper?' 

'You mean like how I’m stuck here in East Rochester?' said Rallie, and then she took a 
big swallow of hot chocolate. 

I had something really important to tell him. Up there, I could see for what seemed to 
be miles-I could see the river and boats and the iceman’s tmck in front of a house down the 
street-but I kept slipping and catching myself on the copper gutters. And I heard this woman’s 
voice from behind me, whispering to me, telling me I better get inside or she was going to make 
me sorry. She had a broom, and she was sticking it out the window, trying to hit me.' 

She shmgged. 'I don’t know. Lingering around, whooshing past people who’d never 
see me? It’s scary to imagine things happening and me not being able to affect them. I keep 
thinking about the dream I had. It was like I was really her-I was climbing around on the slate 
tiles of the roof of this giant house, trying to keep away from the windows while I waited for my 
father to get home. 

Noah thought about his own dream of the pinch-faced woman and the big Victorian 
house of flawed pottery. He wanted to tell her about the dream, but he felt a little silly about it. 
When he’d woken, it had seemed so obvious that the dream was real, that it had been given to 
him by their ghost. But now, in the warmth of the donut shop, after Rallie being so certain there 
was no ghost, he was unsure about everything. 



'Do you think that was really what happened?' Harper asked, leaning forward eagerly 
like there was only one possible right answer. 'Do you think she’s trying to tell us about her 
death? Imagine that the whole time she was in the cabinet, she was just waiting for one of us to 
take her out.' 

Noah opened his mouth to describe his dream, but it seemed as though not telling 
Harper and Rallie what had happened to his action figures or why he didn’t want to play made it 
hard to tell about other things too. It felt like everything was all mixed up together, weighing 
down his tongue. 

The man moved behind the counter, dumping a fresh batch of peach muffins into a 
tissue-lined bin. 'No problem,' he called to them. 

'Your blond friend sounds pretty hungry,' he said, coming out from behind the counter 
with a pink-glazed donut on a paper plate. He placed it down in front of the dollie. 'Here. On the 
house. It’s Pepto-Bismol flavored. We’re trying it out to see if it gets on the regular menu.' 

'What?' Noah asked, confused. 

As the man walked back into the kitchen, Noah could only stare at him. 'Did he-?' 
Noah whispered. 

'It was just a joke,' Rallie said quickly, but she looked nervous. 'You know because we 
had a dollie. He was pretending it was real.' 

'Because he thinks he’s being some kind of cool adult.' Rallie took another sip of her 
hot chocolate and then pushed it away as it had burnt her. She shuddered. Noah thought 
uncomfortably about what Aubrey had said on the walk home from school way back when. 
Somebody walk over your grave? 

'Why would he do that?' Harper asked. 

Your blond friend. There was something familiar about the words, though, something 
that snagged in Noah’s mind. 'No, wait. Kanth. That’s what he said on the bus- T’m not going to 
talk to the blonde.’ Because he didn’t like the way she was looking at him. Remember?' 


'I remember that,' said Rallie. Harper nodded. 



'Do you think he was talking about the dollie too?' Noah felt cold, and the food he’d 
eaten churned in his stomach. He’d wanted the ghost to be real, but the more real Skylar seemed, 
the more scared he was. He tried not to look over at the Princess. He tried not to think about what 
it meant that she sounded hungry. He tried not to notice that her cheeks seemed a little rosier 
today like she was feeding on something other than donuts. 

They had to bury her, and they had to bury her soon. 

'Okay, well...' Rallie said. She checked the face of her cell phone, then took out the 
map. It was ripped down the middle, but she rested it on the table so all the streets lined up. 'It’s 
ten forty-three now, and the next bus isn’t until four-thirty. There’s time and all, but I really have 
to be on that bus.' 

'East Eaton isn’t that far,' said Harper. 'Noah said so last night. We could still make it. 
On foot... Like real adventurers.' 

They were all quiet for a long moment. 

'I’m going,' Harper said, picking up the dollie and cradling it in her lap. Her cheek 
rested against its pale bone china brow. Its eyes seemed more open than before. Pale milk glass 
with a black center. 'With or without you guys.' Her voice was small, though. 

Noah thought about all the food thrown around the woods, about the slashed sleeping 
bag. And he wondered what else a ghost could do. 

Have you ever heard this one? When you drive past a cemetery, you have to hold your 
breath. If you don’t, the spirits of the newly dead can get in your body through your mouth and 
possess you. 

But he’d already decided. He wasn’t turning back. 'I’m still up for an adventure,' he 
said with a nod. 'I’m in.' 

So-o I am not going to be late. Okay?' Her voice got louder, and the words came out 
faster as she spoke, and when she finished there was a long silence. Rallie slapped her hands 
down on the table like she was calling a meeting to order. 'I’m not a coward. I care about 
adventures too, okay? It’s not that. But I need to get home by tonight or my grandmother is going 
to lose her mind. She’s going to call the cops. She’ll make sure I don’t go anywhere for months. 



and she’ll remind me of what I did whenever I ask for permission to do anything for the rest of 
my life. Forever. 

'Okay,' Harper said finally. 

'So-o, look, I want to go, but I want you to promise we’ll get back home today. The 
bus leaves here at four-thirty, and I want you to promise we’re not going to miss it. Promise that 
we’ll turn around in time if we have to. Promise me that you’ll get on it with me.' 

'But what if we’re almost there and-' Harper started. 

'No way,' Rallie said. 'We still have to get to the graveyard and bury the Princess and 
find the bus station before the bus from East Eaton leaves-at three forty-five. If we make it to 
East Eaton and there’s time, great, but remember that the bus leaves earlier from there. I’ll come 
with you, but if it doesn’t look like we’ll make it, we all come back together.' 

'Then I’m going to the bus station now,' Rallie said, pushing back her chair and 
standing. 'You and Noah can adventure by yourselves. I’m not going with you.' 

Harper looked reluctant. 'Em not going back without finishing this quest.' 

'Wait,' Noah said, standing too and reaching for her. 'We started this together. We 
need to stay together. We can make it to East Eaton and still get home.' 

'Harper,' Noah said. 

Rallie folded her arms over her chest. 

Noah put out his hand to pull Harper to her feet. 'We’re aheady up. We’re waiting for 

you.' 

She sighed. 'Fine. But if we’re going to make it by Rallie’s deadline, we have to go 
now. And we have to go fast.' 

Harper stood without letting him help, holding the Princess under her arm. 'You 
believe me now, don’t you? About the dream. About the ghost. You believe me, right?' 

Noah opened his mouth to tell her that he’d dreamed about Skylar too. But just then, 
Rallie said, 'Sure we do,' and the moment passed. 



The frosting was sickly sweet, but it was the bitter taste underneath that stayed on his 

tongue. 

Instead, he picked up the Pepto-Bismol donut and bit into it. 

CHAPTER TEN 

First, he’d pictured himself with a loyal steed that would have done most of the 
walking, so he hadn’t anticipated the blister forming on his left heel or the tiny pebble that 
seemed to have worked its way under his sock so that even when he stripped off his sneaker he 
couldn’t find it. ADVENTURING TURNED OUT TO BE BORING. NOAH thought back to all 
the fantasy books he’d read where a team of questers traveled overland and realized a few things. 

He hadn’t thought about how hot the sun would be either. When he put together his 
bunch of provisions, he never thought about bringing sunblock. Aragom never wore sunblock. 
Sam never wore sunblock. Percy never wore sunblock. But despite all that precedent for going 
without, he was pretty sure his nose would be lobster-red the next time he looked in the mirror. 

He was thirsty, too, something that happened a lot in books, but his dry throat 
bothered him more than it had ever seemed to bother any character. 

And, unlike in books where random brigands and monsters jumped out just when 
things got unbearably dull, there was nothing to fight except for clouds of gnats, several of which 
Noah was pretty sure he’d accidentally swallowed. 

Also, it wasn’t like they were walking through the awesome vistas of Middle Earth-a 
forest full of Ent's or elves, a mountain pass brimming with ores and ice-they were mostly 
walking past industrial buildings and a bowling alley. Eventually, the warehouses thinned out 
until it was just highway on one side and water on the other. They kept heading along the road, 
pausing occasionally to kick rocks or adjust their backpacks. 

Rallie was walking ahead, with Noah behind her. She had a blade of grass and was 
trying to turn it into a whistle, a trick she claimed her uncle could do. So far all she’d managed 
was to make a lot of spitting noises. 



'I had an idea,' Harper said, speeding her pace to draw even with Noah. She was still 
carrying the Princess, the dollie settled against her hip like it was a child. He tried to keep his 
gaze from going to it. 'About Tommesings. About who his father is.' 

'You promised not to talk about the game.' He was tempted to, though. He wanted to 
know how the story would have ended since he’d never get to play it. And he was bored. 

'No,' Harper said with a trickster’s smile. 'I agreed not to ask why you stopped playing. 
And I didn’t.' 

Noah sighed. He was arguing because he thought he should, not because his heart was 
really in it. 'I guess I had some ideas too,' he admitted. 

Harper looked at him with astonishment. 'You did?' 

'He’s my character, after all. But even if his father is the king of the whole Gray 
Country, he’s going to stay a pirate. He’s happy where he is, on the Neptune’s Pearl. No dad is 
going to change that.' 

Harper was looking at him oddly like she wanted desperately to ask why he thought 
about any of this stuff since he’d said he didn’t want to play anymore. But for once, she was 
smart and didn’t. 'Even if his father was the Jon of Deep winter Barrow?' 

They didn’t have a dollie to represent him, but Jon was a bad guy, through and 
through. They’d loved making up his crimes. He’d been raising a zombie army of broken dollies 
to march over the rest of the lands. He’d chopped off the heads of his enemies and abducted an 
evil priestess to be his duchess. Another action figure that Noah used to play had fought them 
over by tbe Blue Hills and nearly died. He was being healed by one of Rallie’s dollies, in a 
temple, she’d made from a shoebox. 

'That would be pretty good,' Noah said. 

Harper looked flustered. She was good at making up stories, but she wasn’t always 
good at accepting the stuff he and Rallie made up, no matter how awesome it was. It took her a 
little while to accept a universe she didn’t have total control over. 



'If Tommesings was Jon’s son, then he could get close enough to assasslHarry him. Or 
maybe he could say that he was Jon’s son-maybe he’s really someone else’s kid entirely. Maybe 
someone even better. Like an ancient pirate lord or some kind of monster.' 

Rallie halted abmptly. 

The path had ended. Up ahead, another big fat river flowed into Ohio, making it 
impossible to go farther. Two bridges spanned the river, but he could see that they were useless 
to three kids on foot. One was a railway bridge, msted and abandoned, with large gaps where 
metal rails had fallen off. The other was a massive concrete three-lane highway, with a toll booth 
on one side and no room for walking on the shoulder. 

'Well, that’s that,' Rallie said. She had a strange expression on her face, half relief, and 
half disappointment. 

If this was a book or a movie, they would meet a mysterious figure with a boat and 
that person would ferry them across. Like Charon. Probably try to trick them too-but if they were 
clever, they could make it. And if he was Tommy sings, he wouldn’t need to be ferried across 
because he’d have the Neptune’s Pearl-his two-mast-ed schooner-and all his crew. Noah sighed, 
gazing up along the waterway. There were shabby-looking marinas on either side of the big 
unknown river. 

But in real life, those things didn’t matter. He was suddenly aware of how tired he was. 

'Let’s go ask,' Harper said. 'Maybe there’s a ferry?' 

It was only a little afternoon, so they walked down to the marina. The few buildings- 
an oversized boat storage area, a lean-to, and an office-sat beside three long docks, with an array 
of boats separated by berms. Two little kids were leaning over the side of piling with a fishing 
net, watching something in the water. 

'You want to split up?' Noah asked. 'See if we can find somebody who might know 
how to cross?' 

'Okay,' said Rallie, glancing toward the office. 'Let’s meet back here in five minutes.' 


'I’m going to talk to those kids,' Harper said, turning to head in their direction. 



As he wandered, he spotted an old rowboat, pulled up to one side of the dry dock and 
leaned against some pilings. The paint was chipped along the sides, and he didn’t see any oars, 
but for a moment, be imagined them ferrying themselves across. As he got closer, though, he saw 
the hull had enough rot damage to keep it from being seaworthy. He didn’t need to know much 
about boats to know it would leak like crazy if he put it in the water. 

He walked a little way, inhaling the smell of diesel and river and tar baking in the sun. 
The day had turned warm, and Noah wondered if it would be possible to swim across. He 
wondered if Rallie had had the right idea, going into the main building. There was probably air- 
conditioning and maybe even a water fountains up there. 

Despite reading tons about pirates and drawing the Neptune’s Pearl in such detail that 
he’d figured out most of the rigging, and even building model ships, Noah had never been on a 
boat. 


With a sigh, he studied the sleek motorboats, shaped like long cigars, and the towering, 
multilevel fishing vessels with tall antennae shooting off of them like whiskers on a cat. He 
couldn’t imagine the sort of people who owned boats like that, but he was pretty sure that they 
didn’t give kids rides just for asking. 

He took another look at the rowboat and wondered if it might be possible to patch it. 
Maybe he could find some nails and wood glue and tar. And if that didn’t work, then maybe they 
could boil water faster than the boat could sink? 

'Noah!' 

He turned at the sound of his name being shouted. Harper was standing next to the two 
kids with the net and waving him over. 

'Brian’s dad is trying to sell a dinghy,' she said when Noah stepped onto the dock. It 
dipped underneath him and he steadied himself, lamenting his lack of sea legs. 

'Uh-huh,' he said warily. They had maybe fifteen dollars before they were dipping into 
the funds for the way back. 'How much does he want for it?' 

'Twenty-five.' Harper glanced at Noah’s watch and raised her eyebrows. 'But Brian 
said that maybe we could trade if we had anything he wanted. And he’ll throw in oars.' 



'There’s no other way across?' 


She shook her head, making her red hair flying around her. The sun had pinked her 
nose and deepened her freckles. 'There’s another bridge, but it’s more than a mile away. If we’re 
on the water, Brian says we can make it to East Eaton in a half hour. Easy.' 

Brian nodded. 'We go up that way to fish sometimes. It’s not far,' the other kid said. 

'Okay,'Noah said. 'Let’s see this thing.' 

Brian pointed to the one on the end, painted a slate gray. It was beat-up, but afloat, 
with no visible leaks. A lot better than the rotted-out one Noah had found near the dry dock. 

Brian led them down to the end of the dock, where a few small dinghies and rowboats 
were moored. Three rowboats rocked gently beside one another, buffered by plastic fenders. 

'Can you give us a second to talk it over?' Noah asked. 

Brian shrugged and headed back to where his friend was manning the net, trailing it 
through the water like he was going to catch something by sheer accident. As Noah watched the 
kid go, he saw Rallie crossing the gravel-covered yard toward them. 

Her coat was tied around her waist. She looked determined and sweaty and a little bit 
hopeful. Her angular face and thin eyebrows were utterly familiar, but he realized for the first 
time that she looked like one of those older, mysterious girls he wondered at sometimes in the 
mall, and that made her strange to him. 

It was interesting watching her when she didn’t notice herself being observed. 

'I’ll trade that, though.' 

'All I’ve got is a necklace,' Harper said, touching the thin blue chain around her neck 
protectively. She wore a tiny typewriter key charm on it. He hadn’t seen her without it since 
she’d gotten it from her father on her birthday. 

'I’ve got my watch and a flashlight,' Noah said. 'And a book I’m pretty sure they don’t 

want.' 



I know you’re going to be mad, but he said it was impossible, Harper.' She sighed. 

'I’m sorry.' Rallie walked up to them, pushing back her braids impatiently. 'Hey, look, guys, I 
talked to an old guy up at the marina office. He said there was no way to walk to East Eaton. 

'What if we don’t go on foot?' Harper said, pointing to the gray-sh boat. 

'Do we even know which way the current of the river runs?' Rallie asked. 'Or anything 
about boats?' 

Noah itched to be on the water, even in the little dinghy. 

Harper looked momentarily thrown, then she frowned. 'What’s to know? We just row 
harder if the current is against us.' 

'You promised we’d go back,' Rallie said. 'Both of you said that if we couldn’t get to 
East Eaton in time to get the bus, we’d go back to East Rochester. Well, it’s time to turn around.' 

'Seriously?' Rallie asked them. 'You’re really going to break your promises?' 

Harper hesitated, and Noah stayed silent fartoo long. 

'It’s not that,' Noah said, looking longingly at the water. 'It’s just that I think we can 
still make it.' 

'Yeah?' he said, trying to sound like he didn’t care-like he didn’t even know what she 
was going to threaten him with. He did know, though, and he did care. 

Rallie’s expression hardened into a tight, unfriendly smile. Her eyes shone like chips 
of glass. 'Oh no, you have to come back with me,' she told Noah. 'Even if Harper doesn’t come 
with us.' 'Tell me?' Harper asked. 'Wait, what do you mean? Tell me what?' 

'I’ll tell her,' Rallie said. 'That you lied, and what you lied about.' 

'Nothing,' Noah said, stepping back from them. He took a deep breath of diesel and 
river muck. He couldn’t think-all he knew was that if Harper found out about the Questions, she 
would never stop picking at his reasons for lying about them until the whole story came out. 
Imagining that filled him with nameless panic. 'Rallie is right about us promising. If she wants to 
go back, then-' 



He remembered, too late, how much Harper hated her friends keeping secrets from her. 


Harper intermpted him, looking at Noah like if she stared hard enough, she could read 
his mind. 'What don’t you want me to find out?' 

'It’snothing,' Noah insisted. 

'Then tell me,' Harper said. She hesitated a moment, then looked at Rallie. 'Tell me.' 

'No way,' said Harper. 'I could tell Noah something that I bet you don’t want him to 
know, Rallie. I know a secret too.' 

'Come on,' Rallie said. 'Give up. The game’s over. We’re going back. Let’s all just go 
back. It was still fun. It was still a quest.' 

Maybe Rallie had talked about how much she hated him or said that he smelled or 
how stupid he was. Maybe she had made fun of him to Harper, snickering behind his back. 

Rallie’s whole face changed. He wondered if he’d been so transparent if it had been as 
clear when he’d figured out just what he had to lose. And he understood, right then, why Harper 
was so upset about Noah and Rallie not telling Harper things. Because whatever Rallie didn’t 
want Harper to say had to be pretty bad. 

'You wouldn’t do that,' Rallie said, her voice hushed. 'You’re my best friend. That’s a 

secret.' 


'Just tell me,' Noah said. 'Come on. Whatever it is, I won’t be mad. At least I don’t 
think I’ll be mad.' 

Harper laughed, and Noah thought he saw a strange dancing light in the glass eyes of 
the dollie, as though the Princess was laughing too. When Harper spoke, her voice was different. 
'She’s not going to tell you. I win at blackmail. Rallie has to come, and since you apparently 
have to do what she wants, you have to come too. So come on, let’s buy this boat.' She could be 
mean sometimes, but never before did she seem gleeful about being cmel. 

'I don’t care. You didn’t care about me, and now 1 don’t care about you either,' said 

Harper. 



'You don’t understand how much trouble I’m going to get in,' Rallie said, mnning her 
fingers through her braids. 

'But you promised!' Rallie said, her voice anguished. 

'I don’t care,' Harper repeated. 

Noah paced down the dock, too angry at everyone to be ready to give in to anyone, 
especially those kids with their fishing net who were going to try and talk him out of all the cash 
they had. And he looked back at the three rowboats and the dinghy, which, now, under his 
resentful gaze, looked increasingly shabby. He glanced at Rallie, who was staring at the water in 
an agony of indecision. 

None of it was right. This wasn’t how their quest was supposed to go. 

He had read lots of stories where heroes succeeded in spite of long odds, where they 
accomplished a task that everyone else had failed. He wondered for the first time about all the 
people who’d gone before those heroes, about whether they’d been heroic too or whether they’d 
been at each other’s throats before everything had gone wrong. 

At the very end of the dock, Noah stopped. He drew in his breath. 

He wondered if there was a point where they realized they weren’t going to make it, 
weren’t going to beat those long odds-that in the legend that would follow, they were going to be 
the nameless people that failed. 

In front of him was a tiny sailboat, low and slim, only a little bigger than the dinghy, 
but made from fiberglass. A black-and-white striped sail was folded loosely around the boom, 
the symbol of a sunfish visible on the Dacron cloth. Someone must have just left it, intending to 
come right back, because the centerboard was pulled out and there were two life jackets piled 
together in the cockpit. 

Across the stem was one word in a curling script: PEARL. 

Noah jumped down onto the hull, his sneakers hitting the curved deck. The boat 
rocked wildly underneath him, and he had to pinwheel his arms and grab the mast to steady 
himself. With a grin breaking across his face, he looked up at Rallie and Harper. 



'We’re not buying anything,' he said. 'We’re pirates, remember?' 


Their twin expressions of disbelief only made his smile wider. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

The boat rocked lightly. When her foot touched the edge of the deck, though, it tipped 
dangerously toward her. Noah threw his weight hard to the other side, hoping to balance it out. 
Harper staggered, falling on her knees with a yelp. After a few moments of wobbling, the boat 
settled. HARPER NEARLY CAPSIZED THE BOAT GETTING INTO IT. Noah sat in the 
center, fingers splayed against the hull, with his legs in the shallow cockpit as she climbed down 
mngs drilled into one of the pilings. First, she handed him her backpack, which he dumped next 
to his, in a small cavity under the centerboard. 

'You’re next,' Noah called up to Rallie. 'If Harper goes to the prow and I stay in the 
center, it won’t be as hard for you to come aboard. At least I think it won’t be hard.' 

'Wow,' she said, trailing her fingers through the water and lifting them up like it was 
marvelous to be so close to the river and not swimming in it. 'We’re actually doing this thing.' 

'Let me cast off the lines first,' Rallie said, beginning to untie the boat from the pilings. 

'I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,' Noah said. 'We can untie them from here and 
leave the ropes.' 

Starboard was to the right and port was to the left. The boom was the other metal part 
that the sail attached to, making the L shape that swung the sail where it was supposed to be to 
catch the wind. And the mdder was the part that you steered with. But that was just vocabulary, 
and none of it would help him at all if he couldn’t recall the principles. 

Noah tried to remember everything he’d ever read about sailing, which was a lot. The 
prow was the point of the boat and the aft was the back end-he was pretty sure about that. And 
the stem was another word for the back end. The mast was the big thing sticking up from the 
center of the boat. 

Rallie put her hand on her hip. 'What if we have to dock in East Eaton? We can’t dock 
without a rope.' 



At first, the Pearl swung closer to the piling, one of the boat’s fenders bumping against 
the floats holding up the dock. But while Rallie scampered down the piling, the Pearl began to 
drift away from the dock. 

He couldn’t argue with that, but he could worry as the boat, no longer held by a line at 
its bow, began to angle more sharply in its berth. Then Rallie untied the aft line. 

In books, Noah remembered, there was some kind of pole that you used to cast off, 
hooking on to the dock to hold the boat in place once the ropes were released, and pushing off 
with the pole when everyone was on. He didn’t have anything like that. He scrambled to grab 
hold of piling, but it was too late. 

'Jump!' Noah yelled to Rallie. 'Now!' 

They were moving. They’d pirated a boat. 

And she did. She pushed herself off the piling and half fell into the cockpit, making 
Noah have to crouch low to keep his balance. The boat sat lower in the river with a third person 
weighing it down, water sloshing up over the edges of the hull, but it didn’t tip over. As Noah 
pushed off the far piling that marked the outer edge of the berth, he realized that they’d done it. 

For better or for worse, they were on Beaver River, the current swinging them toward 
Ohio. The wind overhead gusted with the promise of good sailing. 

And despite the fact that Rallie hadn’t even wanted to come, she was laughing. You 
just let out the sail-Noah remembered that term and that it involved letting the sail billow, which 
must be done with one of the three ropes attached to the deck, although he wasn’t exactly sure 
which one-and the sail filled with lots of air, which propelled the boat straightforward. 

Sailing was supposed to be simple, so long as the wind was right behind you. 

At least that was how all the books said it was supposed to work. But reading about it 
and doing it were completely different. He understood the theory, the ropes, the figuring out the 
wind, and the positioning yourself on the boat, but he couldn’t seem to make the Sunfish actually 
sail. They sat in the water, pushed around by the current, spinning slowly. 



But if the wind was coming from the side-which it usually was-then things was harder. 
Y ou still caught the wind, but because of the keel on the bottom of the boat, instead of just 
moving away from where the wind was blowing, you mostly went straight. Mostly. 

Harper was strapping herself into one of the life vests, while Noah flailed around, 
overwhelmed, pretending to know what he was doing, pulling on ropes and testing things out. 

She offered the other vest to Rallie, who took it grudgingly. Although Rallie seemed to have 
accepted that they were continuing on the quest, she clearly hadn’t come close to forgiving 
Harper. It was a very tiny boat, but Rallie managed to sit as far from Harper as was possible. 

Noah wanted to say something to them, to make them talk to each other, but it was 
hard to concentrate on that while he was pulling on lines to lift the sail. They were coming up on 
the two bridges. The first one was high enough not to present much of a problem, but the second 
had more pylons underneath it, and Noah wanted to be sure they steered wide of those. 

He suddenly remembered that he hadn’t dropped the mdder. Crawling to the stem of 
the boat, he pushed it down and grabbed the tiller so he could start to steer. Rallie started 
working on the sail. It billowed wildly, flapping back and forth, the boom swinging to the right. 

'Tighten it,' he yelled, and she did, pulling the rope until the wri nk les went out of the 
sail. And suddenly they were moving. Spray splashed up off the water and wet their hair and 
faces like raindrops. The wind mffled Noah’s hair. 

Starboard, some part of his brain reminded him. 

Despite the fear of Harper finding out about the Questions and the weirdness of 
Harper and Rallie having some secret, at that moment he felt pretty happy. He loved the feeling 
of the river beneath them and ahead of them and behind them. He was the captain of a real ship; 
a real ship really called the Pearl. It was almost too much magic to bear, but for once he didn’t 
question it. He threw back his head and grinned up into the Jon of the sky. 

'We’re going to flip!' Harper yelled. On either side the banks were green, occasionally 
punctuated with oil tanks and industrial buildings and a few stretches of houses. Rallie let out the 
sail more, and the boat sped, tilting starboard, the port side rising up and making them lean 
against it with their feet balanced against the edge of the cockpit, trying to flatten things out. 

They were cutting through the water, faster and faster. 



'Hold on,' said Rallie. 


Harper scrambled into the cockpit and got the Princess from her pack, zipping the 
dollie beneath her hoodie. 'Incase we flip,' she said. 'I’m afraid of her going overboard.' 

Noah pushed the tiller so that they moved to the left, and they slowed a little, 
flattening. The sail began to luff, flapping noisily, and Rallie tightened it to their new, slower 
speed. That had been exhilarating but also scary. 

'Obviously, I don’t,' Harper told him. 

'Don’t you think she’d be safer where she was?' Noah asked. 

It took a while to get used to what made the boat move faster when to let out the sailor 
tighten it, what to do when the wind changed slightly (which it seemed to do every ten minutes), 
and how to stay out of the way of other boats. 

Rallie raised both her eyebrows as if to remind Noah that Harper was crazy. 

They sailed for what seemed like hours but was really only a single hour. Usually, 
when Noah was doing something, even walking, he could kind of zone out and think about other 
things. But handling the boat was like playing basketball-it demanded every bit of his attention. 
Maybe if he’d been more experienced at it, things would have been different, but half the time he 
was terrified that the boat was going to topple over because it was zooming along at such a steep 
angle. The other half of the time, the sail hung slack, and he barely could get it to move. 

'Do you think Pearl’s owner has noticed their boat’s gone?' Harper asked as they 
passed a rocky island rising up on the right-hand curve of the river. A few scrub trees grew on it. 

Occasionally, a massive barge would pass by, sending a wake that forced them to grip 
on to anything they could as the sailboat careened from side to side, nearly throwing them off 
like a bull at a rodeo. 

Noah shifted uncomfortably. When he’d played Tommy sings the Blade robbing 
people, he was always able to find a good excuse-mostly that that was bad guys-but in real life, 
excuses felt different. 'When we dock in East Eaton, we’ll call the marina and tell them where 



the Pearl is. The owners will be able to pick up the boat, so hopefully, they won’t worry for too 
long.' 

Rallie pointed to the island, clearly not listening to Noah and Harper. 'It seems like 
anything could be there, doesn’t it? I bet no one has ever stepped foot on the shore. Imagine if 
there was a gateway next to one of those rocks and no one knew it because everything that goes 
there disappears.' 

Noah looked at the island as they sailed past, imagining. 

Around the curve was an industrialized stretch of river with houses along the eastern 
shore and pipes, tanks, and barges along with the other. Many were docked, and a few 
powerboats raced between them, making the water choppy. The constant rocking of the boat 
made it hard to steer. Noah’s muscles were sore from leaning hard in one direction, and his 
clothes were soaked through with spray. 

Rallie checked her phone. 

'What time is it?' Noah asked her. 

'About two forty,' she said. 'We’ve got an hour to get there and find the bus station.' 

Harper looked over nervously. Even though this had started out as her plan, Noah 
thought that she looked as worried as the rest of them. 

'This is taking longer than we thought,' Harper said finally. 'Longer than those boys 
said.' He and Rallie had gotten good at sailing the little boat. They were going faster, catching 
the wind and skimming through the water like a bike speeding downhill. 

Noah was tempted to point out that it would have taken a lot longer if they were 
rowing, but he didn’t. Even though they didn’t have much time, he was still feeling pleased. 

Noah leaned back and watched the shoreline, watched the woods turn to town and 
highway and then back to woods again, watched the few houses built close enough to the river 
that he could spot them. In other places, houses on the river would have been big estates with 
their own private docks and vast lawns, but there were regular houses like it was no big deal to 
live on the water. 



The city beyond them reminded him a little of a more sprawling version of his town-a 
couple of nice Victorian houses with boarded-up windows and a sluggish central square. There 
was a small metal bridge, which the boat was about to pass beneath. He could hear the rattle of 
cars across its metal supports. Up ahead, the river curved south. 

Then they passed more industrial buildings, these a lot older-looking, with crumbling 
chimneys reaching into the sky. 

'Wait,' Harper said, pointing back at the town they’d just passed. 'You’ve got to turn 
around. That’s East Eaton. That’s the old pottery factory. Look.' 

Noah half stood; he was so surprised. 'Turn around? Do you understand that the 
current is running the way we’ve been sailing? And the wind-if we turn about, we’re going 
against the wind.' 

'But we’ve got to go back.' Harper’s eyes were wide. 'We missed it.' 

'Okay,' he said. 'So, you swing the boom, and I’ll pull the tiller.' 

He looked at Rallie and he could see the blank terror in her face. She had no more idea 
how to turn a sailboat around than he did. 

Rallie nodded. Noah steered toward the sandy bank to give them plenty of room to 
come about. 'When the sail shifts, we’re going to have to change sides too,' he told Harper. 'So, 
get ready.' 


The water was shockingly cold, and the impact of it rattled him down to his bones. He 
grabbed the side of the boat. 

He pulled on the tiller, and Rallie pulled in the rope so that the sail tightened and 
swung. The boat turned in a single graceful movement, and then, with the wind and the current 
coming at them the wrong way and almost no idea what they were doing, the boat listed to one 
side and went over, dumping them all into the river. 

Rallie sputtered to the surface. Harper was treading water, holding on to the mast and 

the sail. 



Noah swam to the keel, which rose from the hull like a shark’s fin. 'Get clear for a 


second.' 


Noah threw his weight against the hull, and it righted itself, its sail lifting up off the 
water. He scrambled to pull himself on board. 

Harper kicked away from the boat, dog-paddling toward Rallie. 

Rallie lunged at Harper. 'This is enough. The end. Enough with the creepy dollie and 
the lying and the trying to make this tme.' With those words, her hand darted out and snatched 
the dollie from where it was half zipped inside Harper’s wet hoodie. 

Rallie heaved herself onto the deck, and then both of them grabbed for Harper, who 
kept one arm pressed across her chest to hold the dollie in place even as she was hauled onto the 
boat. Another barge was passing to their left, creating a rippling wake that made their boat rock 
wildly again. And Noah could see that two barges followed it. For a moment they just drifted 
farther in the wrong direction, sail slack, holding on. 

Harper screeched, and Noah gasped, but it was too late. Rallie threw it overhand, up 
and out toward the barge and the deep water. 

Everything froze for a long moment. The Princess hit the waves with barely a splash, 
the water seeming to soak her dress in slow motion, drawing it down. Her hair spread in a golden 
wave, and her dull black eyes looked up at them as she bobbed for a moment before sinking in a 
froth of bubbles. 

CHAPTER TWELVE 

NOAH DIDN’T THINK ABOUT IT, THE DOVE. 

He kicked now, over and over, toward the Princess, reaching for her, opening his eyes 
in the murky brown river. 

When he was a little kid, his mom had taken him to swimming classes at the YMCA. 
He remembered the bleachy smell of the chlorine and the feel of the orange swimming inflated 
too tightly against his upper arms and the way all the kids’ shouting bounced off the ceiling to 
echo. And he remembered how to kick like a frog. 



His fingers closed on a scrap of her dress. Striking his other hand out hard, he caught 
her arm and hauled her to him. For a moment the cold deadweight of her small china body 
seemed warm against his. Before he could think too much about that, he was swimming toward 
the surface. His head broke through the waves, and he sucked in a grateful lungful of air. 

His whole body was shaking with cold. His teeth chattered. His toes had gone numb. 
Behind him, Harper and Rallie were fighting, but it was hard to focus on their words. 

The sailboat was at a strange angle, closer to shore. The waves had carried it to 
shallower water, where the keel caught in the mud. The Pearl had run aground. 

Then the wake of the barge hit, the waves sending him under again, this time without 
him holding his breath. He came up choking. 

They were shouting at each other, but Noah didn’t pay attention. The water was too 
cold, and it took too much energy for him to do anything but put his head down and swim. 

The girls were wading through the shallow water. 

He kicked and kicked and kicked. 

Harper was sitting on a fallen tree tmnk, looking bedraggled and miserable. Her lips 
were Jon with cold. Rallie had sloughed off her coat somewhere and had her arms around herself 
like she was trying to physically restrain herself from shivering. 

Clutching the Princess to his chest, leaving only a single free arm with which to 
paddle, reaching the shore seemed to take forever. And when he finally got there, the bank of the 
Ohio River was muddy, sucking at his feet, making wading ashore even harder than swimming 
had been. 


'The backpacks are gone,' Rallie said. 'They must have fallen out when the boat rolled 
the first t im e.' 

He hadn’t even thought about it. He didn’t even remember deciding. He’d just known 
that if he didn’t, he would lose something he wasn’t ready to give up. 


Noah sank down on the sandy, muddy bank and looked at the dollie in his arms. The 
Princess’s dress was tom, and it seemed ready to disintegrate further as it dried. One of her arms 



had been pulled free from the socket and was hanging limply from a dirty string. He stared down 
at her and wondered why he’d been willing to jump back into a freezing river to get her. 

'What time is it?' Rallie asked. 'My phone’s dead.' 

He looked at his watch. The center of the crystal face had fogged up, but even if it had 
stopped, it couldn’t be too far off. 'Three twenty.' 

'We’ve got to get moving,' Rallie said, clearly panicked. 'Get up. We’ve got to go.' 

As the Princess’s dull black eyes rolled up at him, he remembered what Harper had 
said about breathing in the dead. Maybe when he’d opened up her bag of ashes, he’d inhaled 
some by accident. And if that was true, then maybe she could possess him anytime she wanted, 
just like the dead people who possessed you when you passed by graveyards. He wanted to drop 
her on the riverbank, but his hands wouldn’t obey him. 

Noah’s feet felt like they were filled with lead. 'Rallie...' We’re not going to make it, 
he wanted to tell her. There’s no way. We don’t even know where we’re going. But he could see 
in her face that she already knew all those things. That she’d figured them out on the boat before 
she’d hurled the Princess into the waves. 

Rallie walked with determination, and although Noah wasn’t sure she knew where she 
was going, he and Harper followed her. 

'How could you-?' Harper said to her but then bit off the end of the sentence as Rallie 
stalked off. Harper pulled the dollie from Noah’s hands silently. He let her take it. 

They stumbled through the woods and then along the side of an empty stretch of road, 
past a raggedy wire fence that looked like it was keeping zombies back after an apocalypse rather 
than cows. As they tripped over rocks and stumps, wet hair sticking to their faces and necks, 
soaked socks squelching in their shoes, the silence stretched between them, making him even 
more panicked. Noah kept looking at his watch, which wasn’t running entirely right anymore but 
still seemed to be ticking along faster than he wanted. 

At three fifty-four, when the bus was well and truly gone, she whirled on Harper. 



They were all shivering. Rallie kept asking what time it was in a smaller and smaller 
voice. At three-thirty, she kept marching with grim determination. At three thirty-four, she sped 
up to a near mn. At three thirty-seven, she started to cry, quietly and to herself. He reached out a 
hand toward her, but she gave him such a terrible look that he pulled back and let her alone. At 
three forty-three, she set her jaw and kept going. 

'I thought maybe if she was gone, you’d go back to normal,' Rallie said. 'I know you’re 
just making all this up. Stop acting like it’s so important like you actually believe in it. Maybe 
you have Noah fooled, but you don’t fool me.' 

'You promised this wouldn’t happen!' she shouted.'You promised, and then you broke 
your promises over and over again, and now my whole life is going to be ruined because of you!' 

'You never cared about the quest!' Harper shouted back. 'You threw Skylar into the 
water. You threw her away like she was garbage.' 

'I don’t-' 


'Is that what you’re mad about? About Noah?' 

Harper whirled on Noah. 'She loooooves you. That’s her big secret. She wants you to 
be her boyfriend and go to the movies with her and make kissy faces. That’s the only reason she 
even came with us.' 

Noah took a step back, glancing over at Rallie, expecting her to deny it. 

And it didn’t matter anyway. They were all cold and miserable, and he had to do 
something before the fight they’d been having all along bubbled over into something so bad that 
it couldn’t be taken back. 

Her trembling hands went to cover her face. She and Harper were both shivering as 
hard as he was. But she didn’t deny anything and he didn’t have room in his brain to know how 
to process that. He felt a little embarrassed and a lot shocked. 

Now I know why Noah is sick of you. He answered those Questions you gave him; 
you know. He obviously cares about the game, even if he’s lying about it. He still wants to play. 



He just doesn’t want to play with you anymore. And you know what? I don’t either. He hates 
you, and I hate you too.' 


'Rallie-' he started, not quite sure what he was going to say, hut hoping he’d figure it 
out as he spoke. 

She shook her head, keeping her eyes on Harper. 'Of course, you would say that. 

You’re horrihle. 

Then, as Harper stared at her, stunned, her skin flushed in that blotchy way it got, 

Rallie turned and ran from both of them. She pushed her way into the tangled brush of the woods. 

'I don’t hate you,' Noah told Harper. He hesitated a moment and then raced after Rallie. 

He’d been hurt and mad and afraid of letting anyone see how he felt. But he’d thought 
they would go on being Harper and Rallie, playing the same game, being best friends, sleeping 
over at each other’s houses. 

He knew he’d been the bad friend, the liar, the one that had started everybody fighting. 

He’d taken it for granted that he’d be able to go back to being friends later if he 
wanted, and everything would be the way he’d left it. He’d counted on that. 

It didn’t take long to find Rallie. She was sitting with her back against a tree, head 
tipped forward so that her wet braids hung in her face. He thought that maybe she’d been crying 
again, but he wasn’t sure. The skin around her eyes was red and swollen. 

But maybe he’d messed up everything. 

'You didn’t have to go looking for me,' she said. 

He went over and sat beside her. 'Why did you say all that stuff?' 

'You were really good on the boat. At sailing.' Which sounded lame now that he heard 
the words out loud, although it had made sense in his head. 

She shook her head, not looking up. 'I don’t know.' 



Noah had no idea how to make things better. He wanted to ask her if it was true that 
she liked him, but he didn’t want to make her more upset-and since she’d gotten pretty upset 
already, it probably was true. But he wasn’t sure why she’d been willing to follow Harper onto 
tbe boat just to keep Noah from finding out. It wasn’t an insult or anything. It was kind of a 
compliment. 

She shmgged. 

Noah hadn’t really thought about asking a girl out in any kind of real way, but if he 
was going to ask a girl out to get pizza or play video games, he’d want her to be like Rallie. 

The silence stretched until, unexpectedly, she broke it. 'It was fun.' She smiled 
lopsidedly. 'Sailing. Even if we capsized. And 1 can’t believe you stole that boat.' 

She didn’t reply, and he didn’t want another moment of awkwardness. He gathered his 
courage. 'I’m sorry about everything. We should have gone back before. You were right. I’ll tell 
your grandmother it was all our fault.' 

'We’ll call the marina,' he said, only a little defensively. 'So, it’ll only be stolen fora 
little while.' 'It doesn’t matter. That’s not even what I’m really mad about.' Rallie leaned her head 
against the tree. 'I mean, I am, but there’s more.' 

He waited, unsure of what she was going to say next. 

Noah nodded... 'There was all that stuff with the donut guy and the crazy bus guy 
seeming to see her, and there was the camp getting messed up, and-and I had a dream about 
Skylar last night in the woods. Just like Harper. It wasn’t the same dream, but it was kind of tbe 
same.' 


'Do you think there’s a ghost that talks to Harper?' Rallie asked. 'I’m not asking if you 
believe in ghosts. I’m asking if you believe in this ghost.' 

'You did...?' Rallie didn’t look happy to hear it. 

'I should have said something before,' he told her. 

'It’s just-' Rallie looked down at her hands. She clenched them. 'I don’t want to believe 
in Skylar. I don’t want there to be a ghost that’s talking to Harper-and now, to you.' 



'You can’t really be jealous-' 


She cut him off, talking very fast. 'You don’t understand. There can’t be a ghost, a real 
ghost. Because if there is, then some random dead girl wants to haunt Harper, but my own dead 
parents can’t be bothered to come back and haunt me.' 

Rallie wiped her eyes with the back of one hand. They were wet and glittering with all 
the tears she was holding back. 'What if we bury the Princess and Skylar is really gone? What if 
we actually put her to rest? What if it’s real? Does that mean that my parents didn’t even care 
enough to say goodbye? I didn’t even get a single stupid dream. Not one.' He felt like a jerk for 
not even considering it. Now that he had, he wasn’t sure there was anything he could say to 
Rallie that wouldn’t make him a bigger jerk. He was helpless. 

Everything seemed to pause, as though the universe had taken a moment to draw its 

breath. 


He remembered Rallie’s parents only vaguely. He recalled sitting on a linoleum floor, 
playing Matchbox cars with Rallie in a sunny yellow kitchen while her mother made them toast 
with jam, her fatherwearing crazy ties to his job at the courthouse-and, of course, Noah 
remembered that they’d died. But he didn’t thi nk of them as dead, the way ghosts were dead. 
And he’d never thought about how it would be to go on a quest to dig a grave when your parents 
were already in one. 

'Maybe after we die, we don’t get choices like that.' He crouched down next to her. 
'And it probably sucks to be a ghost.' 

Snapping twigs made them both lookup. Noah stood. Harper was walking toward 
them, wearing an uncomfortable expression, half relief, and half dismay. 

'I think I found the way to town,' she said. 

Rallie snorted, the comer of her mouth lifting. 'Maybe,' she said. 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Noah and Harper and Rallie walked past him, still trailing water, their shoes making 
squelching sounds. Harper hugged the Princess to her chest, the dollie’s face turned so that he 



couldn’t see if her cheeks had grown even rosier. Next, they passed a gaming store with a few 
bikes leaned against the pavement and a couple more chained to a nearby STOP sign. And 
finally, they came to a diner, the only restaurant they’d seen that was open. 

They stopped to gaze at the menu on the door. 

'I have four dollars and twenty-five cents-aside from the bus fare home,' Noah said. 
'How much do you guys have?' 

ALTHOUGH THE MAIN STREET OF EAST EATON was full of big store windows 
and shops, many were no longer open at all. There was a place called Pants Unlimited that was 
covered in flyers advertising FINAL SALE! on everything, since they were going out of business, 
but by the aged look of the flyers, they might have been going out of business for years. The 
store owner stood in the doorway, smoking a cigarette. 

'That I can spend?' said Harper. 'Zero.' 

'Eight seventy-five,' said Rallie, pushing up her dress to rifle through the pockets of 
the jeans she had on underneath. 

'So, not much before we start dipping into our bus fare home,' Harper said... 'But 
something...' 

Rallie looked grim at the mention of the bus, but didn’t say anything, which was good, 
but also made Noah nervous. All the way from the woods, the three of them had only said things 
having to do with figuring out where they were going. He couldn’t decide if the girls didn’t want 
to fight anymore or if they were gearing up for an even bigger fight that was about to come. 

Somehow, he’d become at the center of their conflict, and he could tell it was just a 
matter of time before they figured out that they didn’t have to be mad at each other-he was the 
one they should both be mad at. He was the one who had messed up the game, the one who had 
hidden the Questions, the one who Rallie-the one who Rallie liked, which was weird too? It 
wasn’t like he hadn’t thought about girls or even as he’d never thought about Rallie like that. He 
had. But actually, asking her out? The idea was paralyzing. 


'Okay,' Noah said, pushing open the door to the diner. 'Eet’s go in.' 



A woman standing behind the register, her white hair in short beauty-parlor curls, 
looked them up and down skeptically, as though she was trying to decide if they were trouble. 
'You can’t track mud all over the place,' she said finally. 

The dinner was warm, with a round display of desserts near the register that turned, 
showing huge cakes and pies piled with icing and oozing filling. There were little glass dishes of 
Jell-0 and others of rice pudding studded with raisins, each one covered in plastic wrap. 

Noah could smell something frying in the back, and his stomach lurched with hunger. 

'Sorry,' said Rallie, taking a step forward, putting on her best-acting face. 'We were out 
racing our sailboat and got really into it. A little too much, I guess. We just wanted to get 
something warm to eat before we go back. The water was really cold.' 

The woman behind the register smiled, like the idea of healthy outdoor activity had 
made their mud-stained appearance wholesome. Or maybe sbe figured that kids with sailboats 
had money, however bad they looked. 'Well, okay, but you go dry off in the back first. Table for 
four?' 


'Three,' Rallie said, and the woman blinked in confusion. 

Noah narrowed his eyes at the dollie, hanging limply in Harper’s arms. 

'Come on.' Harper took Rallie’s arm and hauled her toward the bathrooms. As she 
walked, she looked back at the white-haired woman at the register. 'Table for four is fine.' 

Noah went into the men’s bathroom. There was a row of three urinals and a single stall, 
all in baby-Jon tile, with paintings of the Ohio River in the olden days hanging high on the walls. 
He walked over to the sinks, took off his shoes, and rinsed them off. Then he took off his jeans, 
wiped dirt and bits of grass from the cuffs, and tried to dry them the best he could with a 
combination of paper towels and a hand dryer. 

They stuck to his legs, damp and chill. He looked back into the mirror, seeing a 
slightly sunburnt boy looking back at him, older than he remembered himself, with a familiar 
mess of brown-black hair and black eyes that seemed to say: I hope you know what you’re doing. 



Finally, he wrung out his shirt over one of the sinks, hand-combed his wet hair, and 
put his jeans back on. 

When he left the bathroom, Rallie and Harper were already sitting in a banquette. 

They waved in his direction, and he slid in just as their waitress arrived. 

She was only a little older than they were, with pink lipstick, blunt-cut black hair, and 
a nose ring. Handing over the menus, she paused to stare at the Princess, lolling beside Harper. 

'Super scary.' 

'Your dollie?' 

The waitress said, pointing. Dirt from the riverbed was in the grooves of her nose and 
mouth and was turning her blond ringlets into thick clumps. 

'Oh, yeah,' said Rallie, with a dark look in Harper’s direction. 'The scariest.' 

The waitress smiled, handed them the menus, and walked off. Noah was just glad that 
it seemed like she was seeing a dollie, instead of whatever Kanth Jones, the donut guy, and the 
Girl at the register had seen. He pushed the thought out of his mind and studied the menu. They 
had twelve seventy-five that they could spend and still get home-and that was budgeting on 
loaning Harper a quarter for her bus fare. 

There were biscuits and eggs in white sausage gravy with hash browns, maybe big 
enough for them to split two plates three ways, for five dollars. But there was also a turkey bacon 
club sandwich that came with fries and slaw for a little more than seven dollars, and if they got 
water with that instead of sodas, and figured on a tip of a dollar, they would still have money left 
over. And there were the three eggs with hash browns and toast for three ninety-five-just enough 
that they couldn’t afford it all around. 

There was a bowl of chili for two ninety-five that seemed promising. You could get a 
side of fries for another two-fifty. Maybe if they got three orders of chili and one side of fries? 

Thinking about what they could afford to eat was making his mouth water. If they 
didn’t figure out something soon, he was going to order it all and have no way home. 



'Be right back,' Rallie said, and headed off toward the counter, leaving him alone at the 
table with Harper. 

'Maybe you should go after her,' Noah said. 'Talk.' 

'Maybe you should go after her,' Harper told him, pushing loose strands of wet hair 
behind her ears. 

Noah sighed. 'Don’t be like that.' 

'Don’t be like what?' She stared at him unblinkingly. 'Are you going to tell me why 
you answered all those questions and then lied about it? Why you wouldn’t play even one more 
time?' 


'That doesn’t make any sense.' She folded her arms and balanced her chin on them, 
watching him. 'I couldn’t,' Noah said. 

'I know,' he said miserably. 'I thought it would be easier-' 

He broke off as Rallie came back to the table, holding a bottle of ketchup and another 
bottle of hot sauce. She opened her menu, scanning the prices. 

'There are free refills on the sodas,' she said. 'We could get one and share it.' 

'I asked about the bus, too,' Rallie said, not looking at any of them. 'Next one comes 
tomorrow, same time as today. I got directions to the stop. It’s a couple of miles from here.' 

'And be out a dollar seventy-five,' Noah said. 

Harper was silent, worrying her lower lip with her teeth. The Princess’s dark eyes 
shone in her mud-streaked face, and Noah couldn’t help thinking that everything was going 
exactly the way she wanted it to, even if he had no proof of that. 

Noah wondered if it was closer to where they’d fallen into the river, whether they’d 
gone the wrong way, whether they could have made it after all, but he didn’t ask. 

Noah felt better, having eaten something since the donut. Harper and Rallie must have 
felt better too because they were able to agree on the chili and fries, which they devoured down 
to the last little burnt, ketchup-and-hot-sauce-covered crisp of fry. 



They were still studying the menu when the waitress came back around to take their 
drink order (tap water) and placed a basket of bread and margarine on the table. They fell on it, 
ripping apart the rolls, spreading them with margarine, and stuffing them into their mouths. 

'I’m so tired,' Rallie said, putting her head down on the table. 'All the walking and the 
swimming and the being cold and miserable. I could go to sleep right here. Seriously, under this 
table. It would be more comfortable than sleeping on the ground was.' 

'I know,' Rallie said, groaning. 'I’m stuck here, so I’m in for finishing the quest. But 
are we seriously going to a cemetery at night and digging a grave?' 

'We’re almost done,' Harper said softly. 'We’ve almost made it.' 

Noah looked out the window at the street. The sun was still in the sky, but it wouldn’t 
be for long. Rallie was right. By the time they figured out where they were going and actually 
got there, it would probably be pretty late. 

'If we are going to go tonight, we need to get supplies,' said Noah. 'Something to dig 
with and a flashlight. All that stuff was in our backpacks, and now it’s at the bottom of the Ohio 
River.' 


Rallie inhaled sharply, and Noah followed her gaze. She was staring at the dollie. Its 
head was turned like it was looking out the window. Harper was looking in the same direction, 
mirroring the dollie’s pose perfectly. 

'Harper,' he said. 'Stop messing around.' 

She turned back to look at them like she was oblivious. He hadn’t seen her turn the 
Princess’s head toward the window, but she must have. The dollie didn’t move on its own-had 
never left the case, needed them to bring it to the grave. It didn’t move. 'What...?' 

Except for that time in the woods. 

He really hoped it didn’t move. 

'You know where we’re going, right? You know which cemetery we’re going to, 
right?' He thought back to the moment before they got on the bus back home and how he’d asked 
her almost the samphire thing. The grave is under a willow tree. Skylar will tell us the rest. 



Rallie looked about to say something scathing. 


Harper nodded, not looking at either of them. 'Yeah.' 

'You do, right?' Rallie asked. 

'Of course,' Harper said, meeting their eyes, looking from Noah to Rallie. 'I just need a 

map.' 

They paid the check with ever 3 dhing but the bus fare home, dumping the grimy 
pennies from the bottom of their pockets on the other coins and bills. The waitress smiled at 
them on the way out, and Noah smiled back, even though he knew they were completely broke. 

Noah would have liked her to seem more confident, but then he would have liked her 
to stop being so crazy about the Princess and also maybe to stop acting like she might be 
occasionally possessed. Noah would have liked a lot of things. 

'Hey,' Rallie said, reaching down past circulars and coupon flyers near the door to pick 
up a crude tourist map. It didn’t have any graveyards on it, but it did have the pottery museum, a 
few antique pottery stores, and the Carnegie Library. 'Is this any good?' 

'The library,' Noah said. 'They’ll have really detailed maps. We could use this to get 

there.' 


They walked down a few blocks until the library came into view, its stately front 
looking out onto the water. It was domed on top, with red stone making up the body and carved 
white stone trim on the windows. 

According to the tourist map, the library wasn’t far. Now that she was a bit drier and 
had eaten something, Rallie seemed almost cheerful. He guessed that at this point there was no 
way she wasn’t getting in trouble, so maybe she’d just stopped worrying about it. She took the 
lead, Harper trailing behind Noah, holding the Princess as though the dollie had become very 
heavy. 


'Who closes a library on the weekend?' Harper said, kicking one of the steps softly 


with the toe of her shoe. 



It looked out of place, too grand for what surrounded it. It was also closed. It had been 
closed since one in the afternoon and wasn’t due to open again until Monday morning. 

Noah shrugged, then turned to see what Rallie thought. She was crouched near a 
basement window, pushing on the glass. 

The window slid up a little way, and Rallie wedged her boot into the open space, 
scrambling to push it higher. It seemed stuck; probably the wood had swollen from changes in 
temperature and is unopened for years. 'What does it look like?' She said. 

'What are you doing?' he whispered. 

'Breaking into a government-owned building that we could get arrested for being 

inside of.' 


'Well,' Harper said. 'Okay then.' 

'Yup,' she said as the window slid up abmptly with a squeal. 'That’s exactly what I’m 

doing.' 

Rallie shimmied inside, hesitating once she was perched on the inner sill. The room 
was too shadowed for them to see what she was about to drop down onto. 

'Rallie!' Harper yelped. 

She jumped... There was a crash and a sound like something metal hitting the floor. 
'Rallie,' Noah said wamingly. 

'Sh-h-h-h-h,' Rallie called back from the darkness, smugness filling her voice. 'See, 
I’m not so bad at quests after all.' 

'That was amazing,' Noah said. 'Exactly what Girl Jann would do.' 

'Well, come on then, Tommy sings.' Rallie’s voice, from the dark, was eerily changed. 
It was like he was talking to Rallie and the character she played at the same time. For a moment 
he wasn’t sure who that made him. And at that moment he wasn’t sure who he wanted to be 
either, but he was grinning like an idiot. 



He glanced back at Harper. She looked crushed like she was on the outside of glass 
looking in at something she wanted desperately. For a moment he felt bad, but he was too happy 
to feel that way for long. It was fun to act like Tommesings with Rallie, and it was fun to sneak 
into a building in the middle of the day when even scary things weren’t that frightening. They 
were playing, and he could tell she knew that if she tried to play too, he’d stop. 'Desk,' she said. 
'Wait a second.' 

'What did you land on?' He called to Rallie, moving to slide his legs through. 

He heard mstling and something else tip over, crashing and hitting the floor. Then the 
lights flickered to life, revealing a room filled with metal desks and filing cabinets, their surfaces 
covered in mounds of paper. Some kind of administrative storage area. 

'Wow, what is all this stuff?' he asked, walking through space. Books were piled up 
next to lamps and old black-and-white photographs of the town in tidy black frames with 
engraved plates. Noah kicked off the wall, jumping wide of the desk that Rallie had probably hit; 
the paper was scattered around it, and one of its desk lamps was lying just above the floor, 
dangling from a cord. He landed near a tall filing cabinet, nearly stumbling into it as he tried not 
to lose his balance. 

A bookshelf had been shoved against the back wall, and one of the shelves was filled 
with old pottery. 

It was exhilarating to be somewhere they weren’t supposed to be. Like being on the 
boat. A real adventure, like Tommesings and Girl Jann, would have had. 

'Hey! Come take Skylar,' Harper called, holding out the dollie as she shimmied down 
through the window. 

He did, putting the Princess on top of one of the cabinets. Lying on her side, the 
dollie’s eyes watched Noah accusingly as he helped Harper down. As he did, a gust of cold wind 
blew through the room, scattering papers. 

'We’re not going to be able to close that without a ladder,' Rallie said, pointing at the 

window. 


'It’s too high up.' 



Noah bumped his arm against Rallie’s as they followed her. 'I guess you’re not going 
to loot the place, huh, Jann?' 

'We won’t be here long,' said Harper, picking up the Princess and walking toward the 
door. 'Let’s wait and see what we find upstairs,' she told him, grinning, as they stepped into the 
darkened hall. 

The basement of the library was warm and smelled like wood polish and old paper. 

Plus, there was so much to see. They explored the conference room, the bathrooms, 
and two more storage rooms on the basement level. There was an exhibit of china vases behind 
glass, and the whole cabinet shook gently as they ran past. Noah inhaled deeply. He felt like he 
could relax for the first time since they’d gotten on the bus. 

They weren’t cold and exposed as they’d been outside, and they weren’t in front of 
people who could get them in trouble, the way they had been in the donut shop and at the dinner, 
or hanging on for their lives as they’d been on the boat. 

Then they jogged up the steps and saw the vaulted ceilings, iron railings, and marble 
of the main floor. According to a legend on the wall, Carnegie was a famous philanthropist 
who’d been bom super poor in a small Scottish town, made money in steel and used it to build 
libraries on the East Coast, among other good-deed-type things. In the picture, he looked like an 
angry old man with a short beard. 

He didn’t look like the kind of guy who liked stories, but Noah thought he must have 
had to, to have built so many libraries. 

'Hey,' Harper said, calling to him from the second floor, where there was a rotunda 
that looked down on the reference desk on the first floor. 'Come check this out!' 

He grinned and ran for the stairs, quest forgotten. 

There was something about being alone in an empty building. There was something 
about racing up the stairs and hanging over the balcony, your shout bouncing off the walls. Noah 
and Harper and Rallie dashed through the upstairs galleiy, through the big rooms. And without 
really ever saying so, they started playing. Not their old game, which was still contentious, 



although Rallie and Noah slipping into those characters on the way in made it easier to slip into 


new ones. 


First Harper and Noah pretended to be monsters hiding in their library lair when Rallie 
as the monster hunter came in. When they got tired of that, they went behind the back of the 
reference desk and rifled through the drawers, finding-in addition to pens, pencils, a flash drive, 
and a bunch of rubber bands-a pair of blue hoop earrings, a mystery novel with the cover ripped 
off, and an eraser in the shape of a delete key. At the desk, Noah was even able to call the marina 
and leave the promised message about the boat while Harper looked on. 

She chased them around for a while, trying to slay them, before they ganged up and 
chased her back, threatening to turn her into a monster too. They slid across the floor in their 
stocking feet, hiding behind stacks and riding on the book carts, shrieking as they went. 

Rallie found a break room with a small kitchenette. There was a coffeepot, tea bags 
and sugar packets, and a refrigerator that contained five slightly wrinkly apples, a low-fat yogurt, 
a dry-looking hunk of cheddar, and a nearly full package of Oreos. Four folding chairs 
surrounded a table covered in review copies of books that hadn’t been released yet. 

'Look at this!' Harper held up a book they’d all been waiting for one that wasn’t due 
out for months. 

'And no one’s going to be in until Monday,' Noah said, sitting in one of the chairs and 
stretching out, dumping his damp jacket onto the table. 'We can sleep here tonight. We are going 
to be warm and dry, and it’s going to be amazing.' 

'We still have to go to the graveyard, remember?' Harper stood, all the giddy joy 
draining out of her. 'We can’t get comfortable.' 

Rallie snickered. He smiled up at the ceiling stupidly. 

He sighed. It was true that he didn’t want to go out into the cold either. And now that 
the end of the quest was so close, some part of him didn’t want it to be over. He didn’t want to 
go out into the graveyard and find out there wasn’t any magic after all. It seemed easier to goof 
around in the stacks and worry about burying the Princess in the morning. 



And just like that, all the fun of running around the library was over. Rallie’s mouth 
pressed into a thin, resentful line as Harper stalked off toward the main room. Their feud was 
back on. 


Rallie looked after Harper, scowling. 

Noah stood up, pacing the small room. 'You guys have to make up. You’re friends. 
Y ou’re supposed to be friends. Y ou can’t just talk, or talk in the weird not-talking way you’ve 
both been.' 


Rallie shook her head. 'You don’t understand. It’s just-it’s easy for Harper. She wants 
this one thing, and I better want it too. Either I’m with her or against her, you know? And she’s 
like that about everything.' 

'I don’t think it’s easy for her,' Noah said. 

Rallie sighed. 'If she wants to be friends, then she can say so. I get that the quest is 
important, but it seems like maybe it’s the only important thing.' 

He found Harper at a long table, where she’d spread out several maps, an atlas, and a 
guidebook. She was standing on a chair, looking down on all of it. The Princess was resting at 
one end, lying on her side, limp arms outstretched. 

Noah sighed again and opened the door to the main room of the library. 

'Did you find it?' Noah asked. 

She turned with a start. She must not have heard him come in. 

'Here,' she said, stepping onto the table and walking over to one of the maps, where 
she crouched down and pointed. 'Spring Grove Cemetery.' 

'You’re sure?' asked Rallie, and it was Noah’s turn to be surprised. He hadn’t expected 
that she would follow him. 

'I didn’t have an aerial view in my dreams, but it looks right,' Harper said. 'We should 
go to tonight. There might be streetlights down there, and the moon is pretty full. Even without a 
flashlight, I think we can find her grave. And then it’s over. I promise.' 



'I’ll copy the map,' Harper said. 


Rallie rolled her eyes. 

'Okay,' said Noah. 'Get me when you’re ready.' He picked up a book of local history 
that Harper must have pulled from the stacks, and walked off toward a couple of couches he’d 
spotted near the picture-book section. 

Flopping down, he flipped through the book, skimming over the section on local 
folklore. And there was a girl who got stood up on her wedding day and was found, weeks later, 
dead in her wedding gown. Legend had it that her bleached white skeleton ran around playing in 
traffic and grabbing people. 

When Noah got bored, he slipped pieces of paper, on which he’d written cryptic words, 
between the pages. There wasn’t any mention of a Skylar Stella or a haunted dollie, but there 
was a story about a Dutch girl who haunted a canal lock and a creepy little boy who hung 
himself. 


A little while later he heard the quiet murmur of voices and hoped that meant that 
Harper and Rallie were making up. He thought that maybe he would just close his eyes for a 
second. 


After all, they were going to be digging up a grave, and they were going to have to do 
it with scissors or sticks or whatever other tools they could find. THIS TIME HE dreamed that he 
was lying on a lawn, looking up at a big house. He couldn’t get his legs to move. There was 
something wrong with his vision. It was darkening at the edges, but he could see enough to 
notice that there were shattered remains of porcelain dollies all around him. 

It was going to be hard work. But it was going to get done; Noah was sure about that. 
So, he needed to rest a little. He leaned back on the couch, turning his cheek against the crook of 
his arm. 


And then he heard a voice, which he knew to be Skylar’s father. 'She looks just like 
one of them. She looks just like a broken dollie.' 

WHEN HE WOKE up, a woman he didn’t know was standing over him. She looked 
like she was about to scream, but he beat her to it. 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


THE WOMAN BROUGHT HER THIN ARMS UP Defensively, as though his 
shouting was some kind of attack. He scrambled up onto the couch and then over it, landing on 
the other side. She blinked owlishly behind her bright-green glasses. She was about his mother’s 
age, with short, curly, bright-pink hair. 

Above her, light streamed in from the windows. It was Sunday morning. He’d slept 
through the whole night. 

'Who are you?' Noah asked the woman. 

Looking around, he spotted Harper and Rallie lying on the other couch, heads 
pillowed on opposite sides. They were both opening their eyes. Harper pushed herself up. 

'I work here,' she said. 'I’m a librarian. I came in on the weekend like I always do I 
have to do my orders for new books, and it’s easier when there aren’t any patrons. Now, do you 
want to tell me what you three are doing here? And are you alone? I thought I heard something 
downstairs.' 'It’s just us,' said Rallie, mbbing her face. 'We left the window open. You probably 
heard the wind.' 

'Um,' Noah said, still dazed from sleep. Answers deserted him. 

The librarian peered at the three of them more closely. 'You’re lucky I didn’t 
immediately call the police. How old are you?' 

She turned to Rallie and Harper. 'Where exactly do your parents think you are?' 

His brain was finally catching up to what was going on, and he realized just how much 
trouble they were in. 'Twelve,' he said. 

Rallie shmgged. 

'Well, we’re going to go into the office and we’re going to call them right now, okay? 
And you better not have vandalized this place, or I’m going to change my mind and call the cops 
after all.' 



'We didn’t mess up anything,' Harper said. 'Look around and see if we’re telling the 
truth, and then if we are, you can let us go. We won’t be any more trouble.' 

Harper didn’t seem to be holding her, which was unusual. He thought about the last 
time he’d woken up and found the Princess not where she’d been the night before, but when he 
glanced around the library, nothing else seemed amiss. The couches hadn’t been ripped; there 
was no scattered stuffing and no tossed packages of food from the break room. 

Adrenaline spiked through Noah. He considered mnning. If they all sprinted for the 
doors, he was pretty certain they’d make it. Rallie’s shoes were off, which was a problem, but 
maybe she could grab them. And then there was the dollie. 

'It’s either we call your parents,' the pink-haired librarian said, 'or we call the police.' 

'Come on in the back and I’ll make you a cup of tea,' the pink-haired librarian said. 
'You all look like you could use it.' 

By that point, though, he’d lost his chance. The librarian was waving them up off the 
couches, and he couldn’t catch either girl’s eye, so if he ran, he wasn’t sure they’d follow. 

They must have seemed pretty scmffy as they shuffled to the break room in the same 
clothes they’d been wearing for a day and two nights. The cat ears on Rallie’s hoodie were bent 
at odd angles, and there was ink smeared across Harper’s cheek like maybe one of the pens she’d 
been using had started to bleed. Noah wondered if the librarian thought they were homeless kids. 
He wondered if telling her they were would make her let them go. 

'You don’t know?' Noah asked. He looked around again, as though somehow the 
dollie was going to materialize out of the ether. 

Halfway across the library floor, Harper stopped. 'Wait, where’s the Princess?' Her 
voice was high-pitched, panicked. 

'A dollie,' Noah said. 'She’s really old. Harper must have lost her.' 

The librarian raised her eyebrows, as though waiting for an explanation. 


'Well, where did you have her last?' Rallie asked Harper. 



'Before that, she was on the map table,' Noah put in. 'Maybe you forgot-' 


'I brought her with me when I went to the couch,' she said. 'I know I did. She was right 
there next to me when I went to sleep.' 

'I saw the dollie,' Rallie intermpted, 'when we went to sleep. Someone must have 
gotten up and moved her.' 

Harper started to go look when the librarian caught her arm. 

'All of you,' she said with an impressive firmness. 'You will go into the break room, 
and then we’ll deal with the missing dollie and your parents and everything else. The library is 
closed. If the dollie is here, we’ll find it. Meanwhile, it’s not going anywhere. Now, let’s go.' 

Noah really hoped the dollie wasn’t going anywhere. 

'I’m Jathemer Rausse,' she said. 'You may call me Miss Jathemer. Not Kathy, 

Jathemer.' 


They sat down on folding chairs around the break-room table as the librarian put on 
the electric kettle. She looked through the cabinets until she found a package of Fig Newtons, 
which she ripped open and put in front of them. 

'I’m Harper,' Harper said. 'Harper Bell. And this is Rallie Magnaye and Noah Ethan.' 

Steam rose from each, along with the comforting smell ofbmised leaves. 'We don’t 
have milk, but I’ll put the sugar on the table. Now, I am going to call my director and inform her 
of what’s going on. I am going to lock this door, but I will be right back, so if you need to use the 
bathroom or anything, I promise that I will take you as soon as I return.' 

'Very melodic names,' said the librarian, pulling mugs out of a cupboard. The water 
had heated quickly, so she was able to take out tea bags, drop one in each mug, and fill them 
with boiling water. 

She went out, leaving them alone, the click of the latch signaling that she wasn’t 
kidding about locking them inside. 



Noah had no idea how they were going to get out of the break room. No idea how they 
were going to find the Princess. No idea how they were going to do anything but go home in 
disgrace, their quest forever undone. The idea of stopping now, though, when they were so close, 
grated on Noah. It drove him nuts that if they’d just gone to the graveyard last night-if he’d just 
been less lazy- the quest might be over and done. 

Harper peered at her mug. Then, abmptly, she wiped her eyes with the back of one 
hand. 'I’m sorry,' she said. 

Rallie sighed. 'It’s not your fault. I’m the one who broke in.' 

'And I’m the one who fell asleep,' Noah said. 'You’re the one who kept reminding us. 
Harper. It’s not your fault-' 

Harper cut him off. 'That’s not what I mean. I thought that we could do this thing, and 
when it was over we’d have something that no one else had an experience that would keep us 
together. 'You’re going to be too busy thinking about boys and trying out for school plays and 
whatever to remember. It’s like you’re both forgetting everything. You’re forgetting who you are. 
I thought this would remind you. And I’m sorry because it was stupid. I was stupid.' I can see 
you changing.' She turned to Noah. 'Y ou’re going to be one of those guys who hang out with 
their teammates and dates cheerleaders and don’t remember what it was like to make up stuff. 
And you-' She whirled on Rallie. 

'That’s not fair,' Rallie said. 

'Yeah, I didn’t forget,' said Noah. Harper sounded just like his dad, except in reverse. 
He didn’t want to forget, and he wanted everyone to stop talking like it was inevitable, like it 
would happen whether he wanted it to or not. 

Rallie rolled her eyes. 'We’re not zombies just because we like the stuff you don’t.' 

'No, you’re right,' Harper said, her voice speeding up and getting louder like she was 
afraid she was going to be cut off before she got it all out. 'It’s not fair. We had a story, and our 
story was important. And I hate that both of you can just walk away and take part of my story 
with you and not even care. I hate that you can do what you’re supposed to do and I can’t. Noah 
and Rallie were quiet for a long moment. 



I hate that you’re going to leave me behind. I hate that everyone calls it growing up, 
but it seems like dying. It feels like each of you is being possessed and I’m next.' 

There was a long silence. 

Before they could speak, the door opened and Miss Jathemer came in. Her glasses 
were hanging around her neck from a chain, and she looked a little nervous. 'I am going to 
assume that means we’re going with the original plan.' She nodded to herself, her pink curls 
bouncing as she did. 'Now, who wants to call home first?' 

'Well,' she said, 'the director wants me to tell you that if there’s something wrong at 
home, we can call social services instead of your parents.' 

Rallie stood up, pushing her chair back. 'I’ll go. My grandmother’s probably worried.' 

'You sure?' Harper said. 'I can call first if you want.' 

Rallie gave her a withering look. 'No, that’s okay. Don’t do me any favors.' 

When they were gone, Noah drank his tea and ate five Fig Newtons, although they 
tasted like nothing in his mouth. He chewed and swallowed automatically. 

'Are you mad at me?' Harper asked. 

'How much trouble do you think she’s going to get in?' Harper asked him. 

'No,'Noah said. Then, after considering it a little more, 'Maybe.' 

She slumped at the table and rested her head in a gesture that mirrored his. He thought 
about the way they’d all been friends for so long that they even shared mannerisms. He thought 
about how they’d met, years ago. 

'Lots,' he said, putting his head down on his arms. 

He thought about what Harper had said about growing up and losing themselves. 

And how bad it would be if Rallie got in so much trouble that they could never see her 

again. 


And how awful it would be if Rallie and Harper never made up. 



He thought about what his mother and father were going to say when he called, and 
what he could possibly say back. 

He was still thinking about those things when the door opened and Rallie came back in, 
wearing shoes. She looked grim. 

He thought about the stories, all the stories. The ones they’d made up and the ones 
they never had. 

'How was it?' Noah asked Rallie after a long moment. She had been fiddling with the 
electric kettle switch, turning it on and then off again, seeming lost in thought. 

'Okay, Harper,' Miss Jathemer said. 'Your turn.' 

Harper stood up and went out with only a single glance back. 

'Oh,' she said. 'Weird... My aunt Linda was there. Grandma had called her. She’d 
wanted to go out looking for me yesterday after I didn’t come back, but she knew she couldn’t 
see very well at night. She was mad, but I don't know, she sounded different. Like she realized 
she was old for the first time.' 

'You think you’re going to be grounded forever?' Noah asked. 

He didn’t want to never see Rallie again. Before he chickened out, he blurted out the 
words. 'So, if I asked you to go to the movies with me or something-' 

'Oh, yeah,' Rallie said. 'Forever and a day. Even if she lets Aunt Linda help out more.' 

She leaned against the counter, glancing over at him, a smile lifting one comer of her 
mouth. 'Are you asking me out?' 

'Yeah,' he said, wiping his hands on his jeans. His palms had started to sweat. 'Yes. 

Will you-' 

'Yes,' she cut him off, saying the word very quickly, not looking at him. He wondered 
if she felt as awkward as he did. He was glad he asked and he was glad she said yes, but he was 
also glad she was grounded, so it wouldn’t be happening soon. 



The door opened, and they both jumped. Harper came in and threw herself into one of 
the foldingchairs. She looked, if anything, even more, upset than Rallie had. 

'You okay?' Noah asked. 

'I need a ride,' Harper mumbled, putting her head in her hands again. 

'What?' Rallie asked. 

He stood and walked toward the door. As he was going out, he looked back at Harper. 
Rallie was standing behind her chair, hand on her shoulder. And at that moment he realized that 
he didn’t want them to have to go back never having completed the quest. He wanted them to 
finish this thing the way Harper had imagined: together. 

'I couldn’t get my dad, and my mom’s working until late. She asked if one of your 
folks could drive me.' 

Miss Jathemer topped up her cup with more hot water. 'Noah, it’s your turn.' 

He watched as the librarian locked the break-room door. Then he followed her through 
the library to an office on the third floor, where there was a small desk, piled with more review 
copies of books and papers, scattered with pens. A folding chair with a padded seat rested in 
front of it and a cloth chair on wheels behind it. 

'Have a seat,' she said, sitting down behind the desk. She picked up the phone and 
handed it over to him. 'You dial the number, but I need to talk to your parents. I’ll tell them 
where you are, and then I’ll hand you the phone. I’ll go outside to give you some privacy unless 
you want me to stay here, okay?' 

He nodded. 

He reminded himself that he wouldn’t care if they were upset. He was still mad about 
what his dad had done and how little his mother had cared. If he kept that in the front of his 
thoughts, then nothing they could say would bother him. He just wouldn’t care. 

The librarian took the receiver and started explaining how she’d found Noah sleeping 
on the couch in the Carnegie Public Library in East Eaton-yes, East Eaton, Ohio-and yes, he was 



fine, he had two friends with him, and they were fine too. She gave the address of the library and 
some abbreviated directions. 

Then she held out the phone to him. 

He wiped his hands against his jeans and hoped it was tme. He dialed and handed the 
phone over. 

Noah took it and brought it slowly to his ear as Miss Jathemer went out the door, 
closing it softly behind her. 'Mom?' Noah said. 

'It’s me,' said his father. 'You all right?' 

Noah’s heart sped. 'Yeah, l ik e she said. I’m fine.' 

'I never meant to make you feel like you had to run away,' Noah’s dad said softly. As 
soon as his father had picked up, Noah had expected a lot of shouting and the phone getting 
slammed in its cradle. But his father didn’t sound angry. Noah wasn’t sure why, but more than 
anything else, his dad sounded scared. 

'That’s not what I was doing,' he said. 'I was on a quest. I was going to come back to 
when I was finished.' Once Noah said the words, he knew they were true. He would have gone 
back. He’d just needed a little break. 

There was a long pause on the other end of the line, as though his father was not quite 
sure howto respond. 'So, this quest,' he said finally, tentatively. 'Are you done with it now?' 

'Not yet,' said Noah. 'I thought I was, but I don't think that I am.' 

'We’re going to get in the car, and we’re going to be there in two and a half hours. Do 
you thi nk you’ll be finished then?' 

'I don’t know.' 

'Your mother’s been really worried. You want to talk to her?' 

Noah wanted to tell her that everything was okay, that he was fine, but he didn’t want 
to hear her voice and realize how much he’d upset her. 'No,' he said after a moment. 'See you 
when you get here.' 



His father gave a heavy sigh. 'You know I don’t understand you.' 


'You don’t have to.' Noah just wanted the conversation over, before either of them said 
something awful. 

'I want to,' his father said. 

Noah snorted. 

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. 'I’m not good at this kind of 
thing, but even though I don’t always get things and your mother tells me I don’t know how to 
talk, I wanted to tell you that I’ve been thinking about what I did with those toys ever since it 
happened. It was a mean thing to do. I grew up mean, and I don’t want you to have to grow up 
mean too.' 


Noah was silent. He’d never heard his father talk that way before. 

'When I saw you with those figures, I pictured you getting hassled at school. I thought 
you needed to be tougher. But I’ve been thinking that protecting somebody by hurting them 
before someone else gets the chance isn’t the kind of protection that anybody wants.' 

'So, I’ll see you soon,' his father told him. 'Good luck with the quest.' He said the word 
as though it was a strange, unfamiliar shape in his mouth, but he said it. 

'Yeah,' Noah said. It was all he could bring himself to say. He had no idea his father 
thought about anything like this. All the anger had drained out of him, leaving him feeling as 
fragile as one of those paper-thin china cups. 

'Bye, Dad,' said Noah, and hung up the phone. 

He sat there for a long moment, breathing hard. Something had shifted, something 
seismic, and he needed to be still long enough to have it settle inside of him. Then he stood up 
and went out the door. 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Noah looked under the sofa the girls had slept on and then under the one where he’d 
fallen asleep-after all, the last time he’d woken up, the dollie was resting right next to his head. 



He knelt down with a shudder at the thought of her lying directly underneath where he’d slept, as 
though she might reach up to her tiny porcelain hands and drag him down through the couch 
cushions. She wasn’t there, though. 

The Princess wasn’t under the table, either. She wasn’t in any of the chairs, nor 
anywhere obvious on the mg. She wasn’t anywhere he could see. 

MISS JATHERNER WAS SHELVING A FEW BOOKS NEARBY and put them 
back on the cart when he emerged from the office. Her pink hair was as bright as the synthetic 
mane of a plastic horse. 

'Everything okay?' She asked him. 

'They’re coming,' Noah said, trying to put the strangeness of his father’s words behind 
him. 'Did you see Harper’s dollie?' 

She shook her head. 'I walked by the table where you left all those maps, but there was 
nothing else there. Do you want to take a look at yourself?' 

Noah nodded and followed her to the couches. He noticed her shoes for the first time, 
bright yellow with bows. She didn’t look like any librarian he’d ever seen before. In fact, she 
didn’t look like an adult he’d met before. 

He didn’t feel her either, didn’t sense the gaze of her dull eyes watching him from 
some comer of the room, the way he had when she was in the cabinet in Harper’s living room. 

While he searched. Miss Jathemer started gathering up the books and maps Harper 
had left on the table the night before. 

'What was it that your kids were trying to find?' the librarian asked, frowning at him. 
He could tell that Miss Jathemer didn’t know what to make of the story about the dollie. He 
wasn’t sure that she even believed there was a dollie. If not, he wondered what she thought he 
was looking for. 

He shmgged. 'Nothing.' 

'It looks like someone was doing research on a cemetery near here,' said Miss 
Jathemer gently. 'Spring Grove? I saw a few pieces of copy paper with directions drawn on them 



and scratched out. What’s in Spring Grove Cemetery? You can tell me, Noah. I promise that I’ll 
try to understand.' 


That felt a little too real, there is a potter with a grisly story. 

'Downstairs?' Noah took a few steps across the library floor before Miss Jathemer 
cleared her throat. 

'I don’t think so,' Miss Jathemer said. 'I let you look around, but enough is-a enough. 

Come on.' 


'Have you ever heard a story, a ghost story, about a girl who jumped off her roof?' He 
hesitated, pressing the front of his sneaker against one of the legs of the table. He wanted to trust 
her, but he knew he couldn’t tmst her too much-she’d never believed him if he told her 
everything. 'Like under mysterious circumstances? Maybe one named Skylar Stella.' 

Miss Jathemer shook her head. 'The only Stella I can think of was a fancy worker-a 
very well-known potter locally. We even have a display of his work downstairs, courtesy of the 
museum. There was a grisly story about him, but I don’t know about any Skylar Stella.' 

Noah remembered the wall of fragile-looking vases he’d seen in the basement. He’d 
mn past them, not really looking at them, and now he was itching to know what he’d missed. He 
had to get down there. He had to. His heart started to pound with renewed hope. Maybe there 
was a secret there-a secret that might not help them to finish the quest but would prove that it 
was a real one. A real quest for a real ghost. 

He concentrated on that as the librarian led him back to tbe break room and opened the 
door with the key sticking out of the lock. Inside, the girls were sitting at opposite ends of the 
table wearing near-identical expressions of worry. 

'I am going to call the director back,' Miss Jathemer said, with a bright smile that 
might have been forced. 'Let her know that everything’s been resolved. Then we’ll figure out 
some lunch for your kids. It’s almost noon.' 

'Thank you,' Rallie said quietly. 

'Thank you,' Harper and Noah echoed automatically. 



The librarian went out, and Noah waited until he heard the turn of the key in the lock. 
Then he put both his hand's palm down on the table like he was going to give a speech. 

'Okay,' he said, looking from one friend to the other. 'We need a plan. We need to 
break out of this room before the librarian comes back.' 

Rallie stood up, looking a little confused, but hopeful. 'How?' 

'It doesn’t matter,' Harper said, staying seated. 'We don’t have the Princess anymore. 
Even if we get out of here and I have no idea how we could do that we can’t finish the quest 
without her.' 

'We’ll find her,' said Noah. 'I looked around where we were sleeping, and she wasn’t 
there, but that doesn’t mean anything. We can find her. We can do this. Are you sure you didn’t 
bring her with you anywhere else? Anywhere?' 

Harper shook her head. It seemed to Noah that giving them that speak about all the 
stuff she hated had drained away from the part of her that had driven her this far. Or maybe it 
was losing the Princess. Either way. Harper looked more defeated than he’d ever seen her. 'No. 
When I sat down on the couch, she was with me. I was worried about rolling over on her since 
she’s so fragile, so I put her on the floor and hung my hand down to keep touching her. I would 
have known if someone moved her.' 

'Creepy,' Rallie said. 'What is it with you and the Princess? You’re always holding her 
and touching her. Don’t you find the whole she-was-made-from-human-bones thing even a little 
bit, like, scary?' 

Harper gave her a look. 

'I don’t mean it like that,' said Rallie. 'Not like you’re being weird. Are you sure she’s 
not doing something for you? Making you act like what she wants?' 

'Oh, so now you believe in the possibility of a ghost,' Harper sneered. 

He leaned against the wall, folding his arms and trying to concentrate. They could tell 
Miss Jathemer they had to go to use the bathroom all of them at the same time and then sneak 
out the window. The only problem was that Miss Jathemer probably wouldn’t let them all use 



the bathroom at once. Well, that and the fact that the windows in the basement were really far up 
the wall; they’d had to drop down during the climb in. And just one more problem-he wasn’t 
sure there was a window in the girls’ bathroom. 

'We’ll find the Princess,' Noah insisted, interrupting before they started fighting again. 
'Just as soon as we figure a way out of this room. Which we will. In just a second an idea is 
going to come to me, and it’s going to be a good one.' 

Rallie stared up at the ceiling. Then she stepped onto one of the folding chairs, and 
from there onto the table. 

'What are you doing?' Harper asked. 

Rallie went up on her toes and shoved at one of the ceiling tiles. It moved over, 
showing the metal grid that suspended it. Beyond was only darkness, like the gap left by a 
missing tooth. 'I have an idea,' she said. 'Look at how low the ceiling is in here. And look at the 
door-it’s different from the others; the knob is really shiny.' 

'So?' Noah said, walking over and frowning at what she was doing. 

'Everything else in the building is old, but here everything’s new. This was built 
recently. I bet the drop ceiling hides an older, high ceiling, and there might he some venting or 
something to crawl through in the new wall.' 

'You’re really going to go up there?' Noah asked. 

'Brace the table and I will,' Rallie said. 'It’ll be just l ik e climbing the monkey bars on 
the playground back in elementary.' 

Noah stared at her in awed amazement. 'Do you even think this will work?' He asked. 

She looked back at him. 'It works in the movies.' She jumped, caught the metal 
supports, and pulled herself up into the dark as though she was in gym class. 

'Even if you get to the other side,' called Harper, 'the door’s still locked.' 

Noah started grinning. 'No. Miss Jathemer leaves the key in it. If she can get to the 
other side, she really can open the door. We’re getting out of here.' 



vent. 


'Ow,' Rallie said from above them, muffled by the tiles still in place. 'I can’t see the 


'Maybe there isn’t one,' Harper said. 'Come back down.' 

They heard a metallic clang and a sharp yelp, then more clanging. Noah hoped against 
hope that Miss Jathemer’s office was soundproof. Then the clanging stopped and there was a 
solid sound, like a body hitting the floor. 

Harper looked at Noah, a kind of wild hope in her eyes. He grinned at her. 

Then the door opened, Rallie standing on the other side and breathing heavily. 'Come 
on,' she said. 'Quick.' 

'Okay,' said Noah. 'Here’s the plan. We all go look for the Princess. I’ll take the 
basement. Harper, you retrace your steps. Rallie, you take the stacks on this level. We all meet 
up on the side of the library-the one that’s close to the street. Okay?' 

'What if we don’t find her?' Rallie asked. 

'We have to find her,' Harper said. 

'Since we’re split up, we’re not going to know who finds what, so we just have to 
cover as much ground as we can and then meet up.' Miss Jathemer might be back soon. Sbe 
could have gone out for the promised lunch, but that still didn’t give them much extra time. They 
had to be quick. 'See you guys in ten.' 

Harper nodded and started toward the couches. Rallie saluted and headed for the 

stacks. 


Noah walked down the stairs to the basement. He felt a little bit guilty knowing he had 
a reason for deciding to look for the Princess in the basement-a reason that only sort of bad to do 
with finding ber. He wanted to read about the Stella guy who’d made the pottery. He wanted to 
know if he was really some relative of Skylar’s. 

Suddenly the cabinet sprang to bright life. The pieces inside were made of some 
porcelain so thin that it was practically translucent and shaped into the most fantastical forms. 
There were teapots corded with garlands of tiny perfect flowers; egg cups shaped with a filigree 



netting in the quatrefoil pattern of old church windows, all of it in shining gold, and vases with 
intricately shaped arms, their bodies painted with a delicate pattern of cherry blossoms. All the 
pieces seemed to glow from within, so thin and fine was the bone china from which they were 
made. 


The basement was quiet, the only sound coming from the wind blowing through the 
window they’d left open. It was dark in the hallway, and he could see why he hadn’t noticed the 
display: the lights in the case were off. He felt along the wall until he found the switch and 
flicked it. 


They were just like the pieces in Noah’s dream of Skylar, except that these were 

perfect. 


Despite the successes of American potteries in East Eaton at the turn of the century, 
they have still considered no match for their European cousins. Patriotism and ambition pushed 
Wilkinson Clark China to make something unique, new porcelain was so fine that it would 
secure the place of their company as not just equal to but better than any the world over. They 
wanted to make art. 

And there was a plaque in the center with a black-and-white picture of a stem-looking 
man standing near the river. It read: 

Orchid Ware was the result of a collaboration between two men: Philip Dowling and 
Eukas Stella. Dowling was a pottery technician and a specialist in clay chemistry. He had 
considerable experience and was able to come up with the process that allowed WiMnson-Clark 
to create a porcelain that was very thin but also possessed sufficient structural integrity for 
commercial production. Part of what made the porcelain so solid was the high percentage of 
bone ash from cattle bones that were de-gelatinized and then calculary at very hot temperatures. 

Stella was an artist. Rumored to be difficult to work with and often found shouting at 
underlings or accusing them of spying on him, he was also a genius, able to coax beauty from 
clay. His steady hand, wild imagination, and myriad influences-Art Nouveau, Moorish, Persian, 
and Indian, as well as the English and German pottery of his childhood-helped him make Orchid 
Ware objects that were wholly different and altogether finer than any porcelain produced in East 



Eaton before. Stella became obsessive, working around the clock and refusing to allow the sale 
of any piece that was less than perfect. 


Orchid Ware took off immediately. Highlighted at the World’s Fair in Chicago, it won 
numerous awards and stunned the international ceramics community. Immediately there was a 
demand among the discerning ladies of the day. Even the First Girl commissioned a piece. But 
despite the flood of orders. Orchid Ware turned out not to be profitable to produce. Each 
individual piece took too much time to complete, and many were destroyed in kilns built to fire 
much sturdier ceramics. Others broke during shipping. For every piece that survived, fifteen 
were either broken or deemed too imperfect to be salable. But despite the drain, Orchid Ware 
was on the company’s finances, WiUcinson-Clark’s pride forced them to continue producing it, 
even at a loss. 

Then tragedy struck. Lukas Stella’s daughter went missing in the early autumn of 
1895. Quickly, though, sympathy turned to terror when blood and hair were discovered in his 
office in the factory and on leather, apron belonging to him. It was hypothesized that he had 
murdered his daughter and used the method of calcinating cattle bone to dispose of her body. 

This was backed up by the accounts of his late wife’s sister, who had been a caretaker to the 
daughter, and who reported Lukas Stella coming home in an unhinged state of mind and locking 
her in one of the rooms in their large Victorian home. When she escaped from the room, he and 
his daughter were already missing. 

Lukas Stella denied murdering his daughter, but gave no explanation for the evidence 
found in his workspace, nor an account of his daughter’s whereabouts, saying only, 'I am not her 
killer, but I am the one who has given her new life.' Further questioning caused him to break 
down, screaming and weeping and insisting that his daughter 'was like an angel who fell to Earth 
and was 'his most perfect creation.' He was convicted of murder and sentenced to execution. 

After his conviction, the production of Orchid Ware ceased. All told, pieces were 
made for less than three years, but are still avidly collected today and are very valuable. Every 
few years rumors surface of fantastical pieces made by Lukas Stella at the height of his madness- 
samovars, a working porcelain clock, and even a jointed dollie-although has given the fragile 
nature of Orchid Ware, these mmors are unlikely to prove tme. Still, the mystique of Orchid 
Ware persists and will probably persist for many years to come. 



This collection is on loan from a private collector. 

Noah stared at the plaque. He read through it again to be sure he understood it, his 
own dream echoing in his ears. If what he and Harper had dreamed was true, if Skylar was real, 
then Lukas Stella didn’t kill his daughter. Her aunt must have caused Skylar to falls off the roof, 
and Lukas- who, murderer or not, was clearly super crazy-must have found her body and decided 
that the only fitting tribute was to turn her into a dollie made from his precious Orchid Ware. 

A shudder ran through him. It felt like electricity sparking over his skin. 

Upstairs, he heard a sound like someone calling out-maybe calling a name. Miss 
Jathemer must be in the library looking for them. Noah didn’t have any more time to worry 
about Lukas Stella. He had to find the dollie. He had to find Skylar. 

Quickly he walked into the first room they’d come into from the window. It was 
carpeted in brown paper, making the floor seem covered in fallen snow. There was no dollie, 
though. Not on any of the filing cabinets or on the bookshelf on the far end or underneath the 
desks. 


Crossing the hall, he went into another room, this one piled with boxes of books. He 
peered into each, but there was no sign of the Princess. 

Then, not sure where else to look, he ducked into the girls’ bathroom. He’d never been 
in the girls’ room before, and there was something embarrassing about it. He definitely didn’t 
want to get caught there. Looking around, though, it wasn’t that different from a boys’ bathroom. 
The tile was pink, and there were no urinals on the wall, just a row of three stalls and a single 
sink-but otherwise, it was identical. He walked toward the sinks and the mirror without much 
hope until he noticed the metal trash can be rest against one wall. 

The Princess was there, lying inside the trash can, on a bed of wadded-up paper towels, 
her odd eyes staring up at Noah. He took a sudden, startled step back and met his own gaze in the 
mirror. 


But even that was strange. Instead of his regular skin, he saw a face made from 
cracked white china with black holes where the eyes should have been. And when he opened his 



mouth to scream, his reflection stayed perfectly serene, lips motionless on what seemed almost 
like a mask. 

Then he blinked and he was looking at his own face. Everything was normal, except 
that his heart was hammering against his chest. 

He told himself that maybe Harper had gotten up in the middle of the night and come 
down to use the bathroom. Maybe she’d been half-asleep and had left the Princess on a sink and 
the dollie had fallen into the trash. It was a weird explanation, but he was going to assume that 
was what had happened. Otherwise, he was going to have to accept that she’d lured him to the 
basement so he’d read her story. Maybe later he’d be okay with thinking about that, like once he 
was out in the sunshine again. 

He was also going to assume that he’d freaked himself out and that’s why he’d 
thought he saw something in the mirror-something that clearly wasn’t there. 

Noah leaned down and carefully took the Princess out of the trash. Holding her to his 
chest, he started to mn out the door and up the stairs, hitting the front door of the library with his 
shoulder and plunging out into the cold autumn day. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

RALLIE WAS ALREADY WAITING ON THE SIDE OF THE library, squatted 
down and half-hidden behind a bush. She was about to say something when she spotted the 
Princess in his arms and jumped up. 

'You did it,' she said in a half-whisper. 'You found her!' 

He nodded vigorously. 'Where’s Harper?' 

They pelted down the street, racing through winding roads that led to Main. After a 
few blocks, Noah paused, panting. When he looked back over his shoulder, he didn’t see Miss 
Jathemer anymore. He wasn’t sure the librarian’s bright-yellow shoes with the bows were the 
kind that you could mn in. 

But just as the words came out of his mouth. Harper rounded the comer of the building, 
mnning toward them. He caught a glimpse of pink hair behind her. 'Go!' she shouted. 'Go! Go!' 



'We made it,' Noah said. 


'You found the Princess.' Harper smiled at him. She hadn’t smiled like that since 
before he’d lied to her about Tommy sings, since before they started the quest. 

He felt the same elation he had aboard the little Sunfish: the certainty that they were 
going to make it and the pleasure that came from solving a problem that had only minutes before 
seemed insurmountable. Only now, looking back, did he realize how truly crazy their middle-of- 
the-night plan to find Skylar Stella’s grave had been. But here they were, within minutes of the 
cemetery. They might turn out to be the kind of people who finished quests after all. 

He found himself grinning back. 'I found something else, too. About her story. I think 
I know what she wanted us to find out.' 

'Not now,' said Rallie, shaking her head. 'We’ve got to keep moving. For all we know, 
the librarian might be calling the cops.' 

'Do you still have the directions to the cemetery?' Noah asked Harper. 

Harper nodded. 'But we aren’t going to make it there on foot. Unless-' Then she took 
off again, racing up Main Street. 

They ran after her. She stopped in front of the gaming store, where a few bikes rested, 
some chained to a nearby pole and two leaned against a wall. She eyed them speculatively. 

'You can’t be serious,' Noah said. 'We’re just going to-' picked one up and started to 
walk with it toward Rallie. 'You pedal,' Harper told her. 'I’ll get on the handlebars. And I’ll tell 
you where to go.' 

Rallie nodded, throwing her leg over the bike and steadying it. 

'No worse than taking the boat,' Harper said, climbing up onto the front of the bike. 
'We’ll bring them back. If we’re fast enough, maybe whoever they belonged to won’t even have 
finished their game yet.' 

Shaking his head, he grabbed the other unlocked bike. Shoving the Princess inside his 
sweatshirt, and with one arm holding the old, creepy dollie in place, he mounted the seat and 



pedaled off after Harper. They whizzed down the street, hair blowing behind them, his legs 
pumping harder and harder as they sped on. 

'This way,' Harper shouted against the wind, a flimsy piece of paper blowing in one 
hand, the other arm extended to indicate an upcoming left turn. 

At that thought, he felt something move inside his shirt. 

Noah’s bike wobbled, and he nearly crashed. He skidded to a halt instead, breathing 
raggedly. Rallie zoomed ahead, down the street. 

'Stop it,' he told the Princess firmly, not caring if he sounded like a lunatic. 'I get that 
you’re excited. I get that we’re really close to the end. And I even get that you like to freak me 
out. But I don’t have my bike helmet, and you’re made of some super-thin Orchid Ware, so if we 
crash, we’re both going to break. Okay?' 

The dollie didn’t move, which didn’t mean anything since the squirming might just 
have been his imagination. He pushed off the road and started to pedal again just as Rallie and 
Harper rode onto the lawn of the Spring Grove Cemetery. 

He followed them, dismounting and dropping his bike beside theirs on the soft grass 
near the entrance, wheels still spinning. The graveyard was a tidy meadow of trimmed hedges 
and orderly stones. They spread out over the hill that ran up against a wooded area. A path of 
white gravel veered along the side, barely wide enough for a car. 

'Okay,' Rallie said. 'Now what?' 

'We look for a willow tree,' said Harper. 'You know, one of the ones with the long 
branches and the leaves that hang down.' 

Harper nodded. 'I think so, but I think regular willows have leaves that hang down too, 
just not as far.' 

'A weeping willow?' Noah put in. 

'Okay,' Rallie said. 'Depressed-looking trees. Got it. If it seems droopy and miserable 
at all. I’m calling you to confirm its willowy status.' 



Noah unzipped his sweatshirt and glanced toward Harper. 'Hey. You want to go back 
to carrying Skylar?' Smirked... 'How come? Does she make you nervous?' 

Harper put out her hands. 'I do, coward.' 

Noah shrugged. 'I just thought that you’d want her since you brought her all this way. 
But if you don’t-' 

He handed over the Princess with great relief. Now when he looked at her, he couldn’t 
help but believe she really was made from the bones of a dead girl. It made touching her 
shuddersome. He didn’t care if Harper teased him. He didn’t want to carry the dollie through the 
cemetery surrounded by dead people. 

Noah forced a laugh as they walked through the quiet graveyard, past flowerpots, and 
wreaths, past statues to fallen soldiers and memorial benches and a large expanse of grass dotted 
with bronze grave markers. They passed fat oak trees, a smallish collection of pine trees, and 
something that Noah thought might be a locust tree, but which was definitely not a willow. 

'Yell if you see an 5 dhing,' said Rallie. 'Like willow trees... or zombies.' 

'I don’t see the tree,' Rallie said finally. 'Are you sure this is the right graveyard?' 

'We’re missing it somehow,' said Harper nervously. She couldn’t keep still, running 
ahead of them and then back again. 'We have to be. The grave is supposed to be under a willow 
tree.' 


They kept walking, crossing the same ground, staring at the same trees. 

'Maybe we should just look for the name-for Stella,' Noah said. He wanted to tell them 
about the plaque in the library, but he wasn’t sure how much time they had, after all. Miss 
Jathemer had seen the maps of the cemetery. 

'It’s not here,' Harper said finally, her voice very small. 'I really thought-after you 
found Skylar back at the library-I really thought that the grave was going to be here. I thought it 
was going to work.' 


'Yeah,' she said. 'I could be wrong about that. I could be wrong about everything.' 



Noah flopped down on the grass in front of a large memorial. He’d thought the same 
thing. 'Could you be wrong about the graveyard? I mean, could there be a different one in East 
Eaton?' 


'What do you mean?' Rallie asked, hopping up to sit on a granite headstone and 
folding her legs under her. 'Don’t give up. We’re so close.' 

For a moment they were quiet. It felt like the Earth had tilted on its axis, for Harper to 
say that. She’d been the reason they’d come all this way, the reason they’d slept in the woods, 
sailed a boat down the Ohio River and escaped from a library. She’d been the one who believed, 
no matter what. Noah had never imagined she had any doubts. 

...Remained standing, pacing back and forth on the grass. 'Maybe I made it all up. All 
the stuff I said. I really did dream about her. But the rest... I don’t know. It felt true when I said it. 
But I wanted it to be tme so much that maybe I convinced myself it was.' 

Fury rose up in him, terrible and formless. It felt like coming home and finding his 
figures gone all over again-as if something had been snatched away and he couldn’t get it back. 

Rallie took a quick breath like she was swallowing her need to scream 'I knew it!' at 
the top of her lungs. 

No magic... Just a story. 

But he’d dreamed about Skylar and he’d seen the plaque on the wall of the library. 

He’d felt her move and he’d seen her bones. 

So maybe Harper was just like Rallie and him, doubting herself sometimes. Maybe all 
that meant was that she didn’t know everything. 

'Look, I think the ghost is real,' Noah said. 

'Maybe I just tricked you,' said Harper miserably. 

It just figured that Harper would be as stubborn about being talked back into believing 
something as she was about being talked out of believing things. 'What about the guy on the bus 
and the donut man both saying something about there being a blond girl with us? And even the 
Girl at the diner asked if we wanted seats for four. What about that?' 



Harper folded her arms. 'The first guy was crazy. The second guy was kidding. And 
the dinner thing was a coincidence.' 

'What about the camp getting trashed?' Rallie asked. 

'You never thought that was because of the ghost,' said Harper.'You never believed in 
Skylar, Rallie, so don’t try to pretend.' 

'Did you do it?' Rallie asked her. 'I didn’t believe it because I thought maybe it was 

you.' 

'No!' Harper looked genuinely shocked. 

'Well, then,' said Rallie. 'Look, I didn’t want to believe, but I have to admit that a lot of 
weird things have happened, and you have to admit it too.' 

Noah took a deep breath. 'Remember when I said I found something back at the 
library? It was an exhibition of pottery-of the pottery that a Lukas Stella made-and there was 
information on his life. He supposedly murdered his daughter, but they never found the body. 

That can’t be a coincidence. He must have been her father. And I think the secret that 
Skylar wanted us to discover was that it was her aunt who killed a her-the woman in the dream 
who chased her around the roof with a broom. 

She fell to her death, and her father took her body and made it into a dollie because he 
was clearly some kind of a head case. But he didn’t kill her, even though everyone thought he 
did. And the whole thing proves that you’re right. That your dreams are real.' 

Harper looked at him skeptically. 'Maybe I read the story before-maybe I read about it 
and then forgot it, so I made up a different version of what happened.' 

'Oh, come on,' Rallie said. 'That’s ridiculous.' 

Noah shook his head. 'I had a dream, too, that night in the woods. About Skylar. It 
was... like yours. Rallie, tell her.' 


'Okay,' Harper said. 'Maybe Noah is lying to make me feel better.' 



'You had a dream?' Harper’s incredulity stung. He remembered how many times he’d 
spoken to her in that tone of voice since they’d started this journey and was suddenly very sorry. 
'How come this is the first time you’re mentioning it to me? And anyway, if they couldn’t find 
her body, would she even have a grave? Maybe there’s nothing to find.' 

'Fine,' Noah said, running his fingers through his hair. 'What do you want me to say? 
We can’t find the weeping willow. I don’t know what to do either.' 

Rallie slid off the stone and hugged Harper around the waist, resting her chin against 
Harper’s shoulder. 'It’s okay. It was still an adventure, right? Our last game.' 

The words went through Noah like water. He took a deep breath and steeled himself. 
'There’s something I have to tell you. Before we go back. I might as well say it now, while 
Harper’s already mad at me.' 

Harper and Rallie looked down at him, something in his tone signaling that whatever it 
was would be important. They watched him as if he was a snake, rearing back to strike. 

'When I said that I didn’t want to play anymore-' He stopped, not sure he could go on. 
'It wasn’t true exactly. My dad threw out all my- He threw out everything. All of them. Tommy 
sings and Tristan and Max. Everybody. So, it’s not so much that I don’t want to play. I can’t.' 

There was a long silence. 'Why didn’t you tell us?' Rallie asked finally. 

'I couldn’t. I couldn’t, because if I did, then-' He stood up, wiping his eyes. 'Look, I’m 
sorry I didn’t tell you. And I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the dream. I don’t know why I 
didn’t.' 


Harper just stared at him, her eyes as hard as the Princesses. 

'Okay,' he said, taking a few steps back. Tears were burning in his eyes already, and he 
was suddenly sure there was no way they would understand. He felt stupid for telling them. He 
felt stupid for crying. If only he’d kept his mouth shut, everything would have been fine. 'How 
about we all make one more sweep? We can meet back here in a couple of minutes.' 


'Noah,' Harper said. 'Wait-' 



He didn’t want to hear how the quest was all his fault, how she would have never 
taken the Princess out of the case if it wasn’t for his lie; he aheady knew. He staggered off before 
she could finish, long legs carrying him over the uneven ground. He passed rows and rows of 
marble stones, heading deeper into the old part of the cemetery, where the markers were chipped 
and weathered. There he flopped down in the grass and let himself cry in big, heaving sobs. 

Saying the words out loud-saying what he’d been avoiding this whole time, that 
Tommesings and the rest of them were gone forever, that the game had been taken away from 
him, that he still wanted to play but couldn’t-hurt. It ripped away from the fog of numbness and 
even though it hurt, for the first time since he’d lost his figures, he was ready to let go. 

He wasn’t sure how much time had passed when he finally stopped crying. It was a 
beautiful day-crisp, the way early falls days can be warm but have an occasional chill wind. The 
sky overhead was as Jon as spilled ink from a pen. Leaves shivered above him. 

He leaned back and watched the clouds blow across his vision. 

'Hey!' he heard Rallie shout. 'He’s here.' 

'We were worried,' Harper said, standing over him and looking down. 'We thought you 
would come back after a minute, and then we thought you would come back after ten minutes, 
but you didn’t.' 

'I’ve been a jerk,' Noah said. 'I know. We’ve all been mad at each other, and I know a 
lot of it is because of what a jerk I’ve been.' 

Harper sat down next to him. 'You should have just told us.' 

'I know,' he said. 'Are you mad?' 

Harper nodded. 'Of course, I’m mad! But I guess I’m less mad than when I thought 
you didn’t care about any of it.' 

He looked over at Rallie. She was staring at one of the stones as if maybe she didn’t 
want to look at him. 'What about you, Rallie-?' 


'Get up,' she said suddenly. 'Get up! Get up! Look!' 



Harper jumped up and hauled Noah to his feet. 


Rallie was pointing to a stone he’d been lying in front of on the grass. 'You found it! 
Noah, you actually found it.' 

The large marble headstone bore the word STELLA on it, and over that, a carving of a 
willow tree. They stared at it, incredulous smiles giving way to genuine grins and laughter. 

It made him feel, for a moment, like maybe no stories were lies. Not Kanth Jones’s 
stories about aliens. Not Dad’s stories about things getting better or things getting worse. Clearly, 
not Harper’s stories about the Princess. Maybe all stories were tme ones. 

Harper knelt down, pushed aside some weeds, and traced smaller words at the base. 
'There are names here-it’s a family plot. That’s why the stone is so big. There’s Lukas. And 
someone named Hedda-that must be Skylar’s mother. And look-a blank spot. An empty place for 
Skylar.' 


'We did it,' Rallie said, her voice soft as any prayer. 'The quest is complete.' 

'We have to give her a good funeral,' said Noah. 'We came all this way. We have to do 

it right.' 


Rallie and Harper nodded. 

Rallie’s job was to find flowers. She didn’t want to take them from other graves, so 
she picked some toad lily and goldenrod and turtlehead that grew in the woods at the edge of the 
cemetery. She braided all the stems together to make a garland for the Princess and then made 
another little bouquet to leave behind once they were done. 

And so, they decided that Noah would dig the grave, which he did mostly with his 
hands, but also with the assistance of several sticks and a long, flat piece of slate that was sharp 
enough on one end to cut through roots. It took some time, but he was able to hollow out a space 
big enough for the dollie to rest comfortably. 

Harper’s job was to prepare the dollie for burial. She rubbed the dirt off the porcelain 
with spit and the cleanest edge of her T-shirt. Then she took off her hoodie and wrapped Skylar 
in it like it was a shroud. 



Harper placed the dollie in the hole in the ground and smoothed the hairs around her 
face. One of the dollie’s eyes was open, staring up at them, but the other was closed. Harper 
cleared her throat. 

Finally, they were ready. 

'Skylar,' Noah said. The words came easily, the way they did when he was playing, but 
he felt entirely like himself. 'You must be one determined ghost to get us to come all this way. I 
know we didn’t always do the best job, so thanks for not quitting on us. I’m glad you chose us to 
be your champions.' 

'Skylar,' she said, 'we think that you were about our age when you died and that no one 
really knows your true story, only that something terrible happened. We’re going to keep trying 
to discover the tmth for you. We hope you can rest easy now. You’re home with your family.' 

'Skylar,' Rallie said softly, stepping forward. 'I only ever knew you as our Princess, so 
that’s how I am going to talk to you. We, your loyal subjects, quested far to bring you to this 
place and have gathered here this day to bid you farewell on your journey. I’m glad you’re 
finally free from your tower.' 

She leaned down to place the garland around the dollie’s neck. Pink petals fell on the 
Princess’s dress and hair. 

'The Princess is dead,' she said. 'Long live the Princess.' 

They clasped hands, and then Harper knelt down to begin covering Skylar with dirt. 
The first handfuls covered her face, leaving her fingers, her cheeks, and her forehead bare. More 
earth fell until she was covered completely. 

'Good-bye, Skylar,' Harper whispered as Rallie set the bouquet she’d made on top of 
the soft, new-turned earth. A few petals fell, dusting it gold. 

Noah felt the wind rise, like the wind he’d heard singing through the trees the night 
he’d mn home from basketball practice. He felt the same chill at his neck and he shivered, but 
this time he didn’t mn. He let it pass over him, racing on and upward. And he thought he heard, 
very distantly, the sound of a girl laughing. 



Smiling, Noah looked out at the lines of graves as they turned to walk back to the road. 

Rallie kept pace with him. 'I keep thinking about what Harper said, about us all 
changing. We are, aren’t we?' 

Harper shivered in her T-shirt. 'You guys are.' 

Noah wrapped an arm around her shoulders. 'You’re cold because you gave your 
jacket to a ghost, and you don’t think anything’s different about you?' 

Harper snorted, but she didn’t pull away. 'That’s not what she means. I’m just 
different like weird. We had this adventure together, but now we’re going to go back. And I’ll be 
the same, but you guys will keep changing.' 

'Quests are supposed to change us,' Noah said. 

'How about real life?' asked Harper. 

Rallie picked up a blade of grass and folded it in her fingers. 'What’s that? Seriously. 
This was real. This was a story that we lived in. Maybe we can live other stories too.' 

In the distance, Noah saw two cars pull into the graveyard. He recognized Rallie’s 
aunt’s blue Toyota, with his mom’s beat-up green Nissan behind it. As they drew closer, he saw 
the shadow of his father in the passenger seat. 

'This was our last game,' Harper said. 'This is the end of our last game.' 

'Oh, I don’t know,' said Noah. 'With the Princess gone, the kingdoms are going to be 
in turmoil. Lots of people want her throne, all of them willing to manipulate, scheme, and battle 
to get it. And with Tommesings and so many other hero's dead, it’s going to be a different world. 
A world in chaos. Maybe we can’t play it the way we used to, but we could still tell each other 
what happens next.' 

'Chaos, huh?' Asked Rallie, a slow grin spreading across her face. 'Sounds like fun.' 

she asked. 


play?' 


Harper smiled a familiar scheming smile, her eyes alight with new hope. 'You want to 
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So-o... 

Please; please don’t say anything to Margot about it.’ 

He nods, but that’s not good enough. I need a verbal commitment. I need to hear the 
words come out of his mouth. So; I add; ‘Do you swear? On your life?’ If Margot was to ever 
find out - I would want to die. 

‘All right; I swear. I mean; we haven’t even spoken since she left.’ 

I let out a huge breath. ‘Great. Thanks.’ I’m about to walk away; but then Josh stops 
me. 


‘Who’s the guy?’ 
‘What guy?’ 


‘The guy you’re dating.’ 



That’s when I see him. Marcel Kavinsky; walking down the hallway. Like magic. 


Beautiful; dark-haired Marcel. He deserves background music; he looks so good. 

‘Marcel. 


Kavinsky. Marcel Kavinsky!’ The bell rings, and I sail past Josh. ‘I’ve gotta go! Talk 
later; Josh!’ 

‘Wait!’ he calls out. 

I run up to Marcel and launch myself into his arms like a shot out of a cannon. I’ve got 
my arms around his neck and my legs hooked around his waist, and I don’t even know how my 
body knows how; because I’ve for sure never touched a boy like this in my life. 

It’s like we’re in a movie and the music is swelling and waves are crashing around us. 

Except for the fact that Marcel’s expression is registering pure shock and disbelief and 
maybe a drop of amusement because Marcel likes to be amused. Raising his eyebrows; he says; 
‘Lara Jean? What the... Hell?’ 

I don’t answer. I just kiss h im. 

My first thought is- I have muscle memory of his lips. 

My second thought is- I hope Josh is watching. He has to be watching or it’s all for 

nothing. 

My heart is beating so fast I forget to be afraid of doing it wrong. Because for about 
three seconds; he’s kissing me back. Marcel Kavinsky; the boy of every girl’s dreams; is kissing 
me back. 


I haven’t kissed that many boys before. Marcel Kavinsky; John Ambrose McClaren; 
Allie Feldman’s cousin with the weird eye, and now Marcel again. 

I open my eyes and Marcel’s staring at me with that same expression on his face. Very 
sincerely I say; ‘Thank you.’ He replies; ‘You’re welcome;’ and I hop out of his arms and sprint 
off in the opposite direction. 



It takes all of the history class and most of English for my heart rate to slow down. I 
kissed Marcel Kavinsky. In the hallway; in front of everybody. In front of Josh. 

I didn’t think this thing through; obviously. That’s what Margot would say; including 
and especially the ‘obviously.’ If I had thought it through; I would have made up a boyfriend and 
not picked an actual person. More specifically; I would not have picked Marcel. He is literally 
the worst person I could have picked because everybody knows him. He’s Marcel -; for Pete’s 
sake. - of Gen and-. 

It doesn’t matter that they’re broken up. They’re an institution at this in stitution. 

I spend the rest of the day hiding out. I even eat my lunch in the girls’ bathroom. 

My last class of the day is the Gym. With Marcel. Coach White gives us a 
reintroduction to the weight room, and we have to practice using the machines. Marcel and his 
friends already know how to use them; so, they separate off from the group and have a free- 
throw contest, and I don’t get a chance to talk to him. At one point he catches me looking at him 
and he winks; which makes me want to shrivel up and die. 

After class is over; I wait for Marcel outside the boys’ locker room; planning out what 
I’m going to say; how I’m going to explain it. I’ll start out with; ‘So about this morning-;’ and 
then I’ll give a little laugh; like how hilarious was that! 

Marcel’s the last one to come out. His hair is wet from a shower. It’s weird that boys 
take showers at the school since girls never do. I wonder if they have stalled in there or just a 
bunch of showerheads and no privacy. 

‘Hey;’ he says when he sees me, but he doesn’t stop. 

To his back I hurriedly say; ‘So about this morning -’ I laugh, and Marcel turns around 
and just looks at me. 

‘Oh yeah. What was that all about?’ 

‘It was a dumb joke;’ I begin. 

Marcel crosses his arms and leans against the lockers. ‘Did it have anything to do with 
that letter you sent me?’ 



‘No. I mean; yes. Tangentially.’ 


‘Look;’ he says kindly. ‘I think you’re cute. In a quirky way. But Gen and I just broke 
up, and I’m not in a place right now where I won't be somebody’s boyfriend.’ 

So-o... 

My mouth drops. Marcel - is giving me the bmsh-off! I don’t even like him, and he’s 
giving me the brush-off. Also; ‘quirky’? How am I ‘quirky’? ‘Cute in a quirky way’ is an insult. 
A total insult! 

He’s still talking; still giving me the kind eyes. ‘I mean; I’m definitely flattered. That 
you would like me all this time- it’s flattering; you know?’ 

That’s enough. That’s plenty enough. ‘1 don’t like you;’ 1 say; loudly. ‘So- there’s no 
reason you should feel flattered.’ 

Now it’s Marcel’s turn to look taken aback. He quickly looks around to see if anyone 
heard. He leans forward and whispers; ‘Then why did you kiss me?’ 

‘I kissed you because I don’t like you;’ I explain like this should be obvious. ‘See; my 
letters got sent out by someone. Not me.’ 

‘Wait a minute. ‘Letters’? How many of us are there?’ 

‘Five. And the guy I do like got one too.’ 

Marcel frowns. ‘Who?’ 

Why should I tell him anything? ‘That’s - personal.’ 

‘Hey; I think I have a right to know since you pulled me into this little drama;’ Marcel 
says with a pointed look. I suck on my top lip and shake my head and he adds; ‘If there even 
really is a guy.’ 

‘There is so a guy! It’s Josh Sanderson.’ 


‘Doesn’t he go out with your sister?’ 



I nod- I’m surprised he even knows this. I didn’t think Josh and Margot would he on 
his radar. ‘They've broken up now. But I don’t want him to know I have feelings for him - for 
obvious reasons. So - I told him you were my boyfriend.’ 

‘So- you used me to save face?’ 

‘I mean; basically.’ Basically exactly. 

‘ You’re a funny girl. ’ 

First- I’m cute in a quirky way; now I’m a funny girl. I know what that means. 
‘Anyway; thanks for going along with it; Marcel.’ I flash him what I hope is a winning smile and 
turn on my heel to go. ‘See ya!’ 

Marcel reaches out and grabs me by the backpack. ‘Wait- so Sanderson thinks I’m 
your boyfriend now; right? So, what are you going to tell him?’ 

I try to shmg him loose, but he won’t let go. ‘I haven’t figured that part out yet. But I 
will’ I lift my ch in . ‘I’m quirky like that.’ 

Marcel laughs out loud; his mouth opens wide. ‘Youreally are funny; Lara Jean.’ 

MY PHONE VIBRATES NEXT TO me. It’s Chris. 

‘Is it tme?’ I can hear her puffing on her cigarette. 

‘Is what tme?’ 

I’m lying on my bed; on my stomach. My mom told me that if my stomach hurt; I 
should lie on my stomach and it would warm up and feel better. 

I don’t think it’s helping; though. My stomach’s been in knots all day. 

‘Did you mn-up to - and kiss him like a maniac?’ 

I close my eyes and whimper. I wish I could say no because I’m not the kind of person 
to do that. But I did do it; so, I guess I am. But my reasons were really good! 

I want to tell Chris the tmth, but the whole thing is just so embarrassing. ‘Yeah. I went 
up to Marcel- and kissed him. Eike a maniac.’ 



Chris exhales. ‘Damn!’ 


‘I know.’ 

‘What the hell were you thinking?’ 

‘Honestly? I don’t even know. I just - did it.’ 

‘Shit. I didn’t know you had it in you. I’m kind of impressed.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘But you know Gen’s going to come after you; right? They may be broken up; 

but she still thinks she owns his ass.’ 

My stomach lurches. ‘Yeah. I know. I’m scared; Chris.’ 

‘I’ll do my best to protect you from her, but you know how she is. You better watch 
your back.’ Chris hangs up. 

1 feel even worse than before. If Margot was here; she’d probably say that writing 
those letters was pointless in the first place, and she’d get on me about telling such a big lie. 

Then she’d help me figure out a solution. But Margot’s not here; she’s in Scotland- and even 
bigger than that; she’s the one person I can’t talk to. She can never-never-never know how I felt 
about Josh. 

After a while; I get out of bed and wander into Kellie’s room. She’s on the floor rifling 
through her bottom drawer. Without looking up; she says; ‘Have you seen my pajamas with the 
hearts?’ 


‘I washed them yesterday; so, they’re probably in the dryer. Tonight; do you want to 
watch a movie and play Uno?’ I could use a cheer-up night. 

Kellie scrambles up. ‘Can’t. I’m going to Alicia Bernard’s birthday. It’s in the 
schedule notebook. ’ 


‘Who’s Alicia Bernard?’ I plop down on Kellie’s unmade bed. 



‘She’s the new girl. She invited all the girls in our class. Her mom’s making us crepes 
for breakfast. Do you know what a crepe is?’ 

‘Yes...’ 

‘Have you ever had one? I heard they can be salty or sweet.’ 

‘Yes; I had one with Nutella and strawberries once.’ Josh and Margot and I drove 
down to Richmond because Margot wanted to go to the Edgar Allan Poe Museum. We ate lunch 
at a cafe downtown and that’s what I had. 

Kellie’s eyes got big and greedy. ‘I hope that’s the kind her mom makes.’ 

Then she dashes off; I guess to find her pajamas in the laundry room downstairs. 

I pick up Kellie’s stuffed pig and cuddle it in my arms. So even my nine-year-old 
sister has plans on a Friday night. If Margot was here; we’d be going to the movies with Josh or 
stopping by the cocktail hour at the Belleview retirement home. If my dad was home; I could 
maybe get up the courage to take his car or have him drop me off; but-1 can’t even do that. 

After Kellie gets picked up; I go back to my room and organize my shoe collection. 
It’s a little early in the season to switch out my sandals formy winter shoes, but I go ahead and 
do it because I’m in the mood. I think about doing my clothes too, but that’s no small 
undertaking. Instead; I sit down and write Margot a letter on stationery my grandma bought me 
in Korea. It’s pale blue with a border of fluffy white lambs. I talk about school, and Kellie’s new 
teacher, and a lavender skirt I ordered from a Japanese website that I’m sure she’ll want to 
borrow, but I don’t tell her any of the real things. 

I miss her so much... 

Nothing’s the same without her. I’m realizing now that the year is going to be a lonely 
one because I don’t have Margot, and I don’t have Josh, and it’s just me alone. I have Chris; but 
not really. I wish I’d made more friends. If I had more friends; maybe I wouldn’t have done 
something as stupid as kiss Marcel K. in the hallway and tell Josh he’s my boyfriend. 

I WAKE UP TO THE sound of the lawnmower. It’s Saturday morning and I can’t fall 
back to sleep; so now I’m lying in my bed staring at my walls; at all the pictures and things, I’ve 



saved. I’m thinking I want to shake things up. I’m thinking maybe I should paint my room. The 
only question is; what color? 

Lavender? Cotton-candy pink? Something bold; like turquoise? Maybe just an accent 

wall? 


Maybe one marigold wall; one sahnon pink. It’s a lot to consider. I should probably 
wait for Margot to come home before I make such a momentous decision. 

Plus; I’ve never painted a room before, and Margot has; with Habitat for Humanity. 
She’ll know what to do. On Saturdays; we usually have something good for breakfast; like 
pancakes or frittata with frozen shredded potato and broccoli. But since there’s no Kellie and no 
Margot; I just eat cereal instead. 

Whoever heard of making pancakes or frittata for just one person? My dad’s been 
awake for hours; he’s outside mowing the lawn. I don’t want to get roped into helping him do 
yard work; so, I make myself busy in the house and clean the downstairs. I Swifferand Dust- 
Buster and wipe the tables down, and all the while my wheels are turning about how I’m going 
to get myself out of this Marcel K. situation with even a sliver of dignity. The wheels turn and 
turn, but no good solutions come to mind. 

When Kellie gets dropped off; I’m folding laundry. She plops down on the couch on 
her belly and asks me; ‘What’d you do last night?’ 

‘Nothing. I just stayed home.’ 

‘And?’ 

‘I organized my closet.’ It’s humiliating to say that out loud. Hastily I change the 
subject. ‘So did Alicia’s mom make sweet crepes or salty ones?’ 

‘She made both. First; we had ham and cheese and then we had Nutella. How come 
we never have any Nutella?’ 

‘I think maybe because hazelnuts make Margot’s throat itch.’ 


‘Can we get some next time?’ 



‘Sure;’ I say. ‘We’ll just have to eat the whole jar before Margot comes home.’ 


‘No problem;’ Kellie says. 

‘On a scale of one to ten; how badly do you miss Gogo?’ I ask her. 

Kellie thinks this over. ‘A six-point five;’ she says at last. 

‘Only six point five?’ 

‘Yeah; I’ve been really busy;’ she says; rolling over and kicking her legs up in the air. 

‘I’ve hardly had time to miss Margot. You know; if you got out more; maybe you 
wouldn’t miss her so much.’ 

I boomerang a sock at her head and Kellie explodes into a giggle fit. I’m tickling her 
armpits when Daddy comes in from outside with a stack of mail. 

‘Something came back return to sender for you; Lara Jean;’ he says; handing me an 

envelope. 

It’s got my handwriting! I scramble up and snatch it out of his hands. It’s my letter to 
Kenny from camp. It came back to me! 

‘Who’s Kenny?’ Daddy wants to know. 

‘Just a boy I met at church camp a long time ago;’ I say; tearing the envelope open. 

Dear Kermy; It’s the last day of camp and possibly the last time I will ever see you 
because we live so far apart. Remember on the second day; I was scared to do archery and you 
made a joke about minnows and it was so funny I nearly peed my pants? 

I stop reading. A joke about minnows? How funny would it have been? 

I was really homesick but you made me feel better. I think I might’ve left camp early 
if it hadn’t been for you; Kenny. So; thank you. Also; you’re a really amazing swimmer and I 
like your laugh. I wish it had been me you kissed at the bonfire last night and not Blaire H. 


Take care; Kenny. Have a really good rest of the summer and a really good life. 



Love; Lara Jean I clutch the letter to my chest. 

This is the first love letter I ever wrote. I’m glad it came back to me. 

Though; I suppose it wouldn’t have been so bad if Kenny Donati got to know that he 
helped two people at camp that summer- the kid who almost drowned in the lake and twelve- 
year-old- Lara Jean Song Covey. 

WHEN MY DAD HAS A day off; he cooks Korean food. It’s not exactly authentic, 
and sometimes he just goes to the Korean market and buys ready-made side dishes and 
marinated meat, but sometimes he’ll call our grandma for a recipe and he’ll try. 

That’s the thing- Daddy tries. He doesn’t say so, but I know it’s because he doesn’t 
want us to lose our connection to our Korean side, and the food is the only way he knows how to 
contribute. After Mommy died; he used to try to make us have playdates with other Korean kids, 
but it always felt awkward and forced. Except I did have a cmsh on Marcel Kim for a minute 
there. Thank God; the crush never escalated into full-on love; or else I’d have written him a letter 
too, and that’d be just one more person I’d have to avoid. 

My dad's made bossam; which is pork shoulder you slice up and then wrap in lettuce. 

He brined it last night in sugar and salt and it’s been roasting in the oven all day. 

Kellie and I keep checking on it; it smells so good. 

When it’s finally time to eat; my dad has everything laid out on the dining room table 
so pretty. A silver bowl of butter-lettuce leaves; just washed; with the water beads still clinging 
to the surface; a cut-glass bowl of kimchi he bought from Whole 

Foods; a little bowl of pepper paste; soy sauce with scallions and ginger. 

My dad’s taking arty pictures of the table. T’m sending a pic to Margot so she can see;’ 

he says. 


‘What time is it over there?’ I ask him. It’s a cozy day- it’s nearly six o’clock, and I’m 
still in my pj’s. I’m hugging my knees to me; sitting in the big dining-room chair with the 


armrests. 



‘It’s eleven. I’m sure she’s still up;’ my dad says; snapping away. ‘Why don’t you 
invite Josh over? We’re going to need help finishing all this food.’ 

‘He’s probably busy;’ I say quickly. I still haven’t figured out what I’m going to say to 
him about me and Marcel; much less me and him. 

‘Just try him. He loves Korean food.’ Daddy moves the pork shoulder so it’s more 
centered. ‘Hurry; before I get cold!’ 

I pretend to text him on my phone. I feel a tiny bit guilty for lying, but Daddy would 
understand if he knew all the facts. 

‘I don’t understand why you kids text when you could just call. You’d get an answer 
right away instead of waiting for one. ’ 

‘You’re so old; Daddy;’ I say. I look down at my phone. ‘Josh can’t come over. Let’s 
just eat. Kellie! Dinner bell!’ 

‘Coming!’ Kellie screams from upstairs. 

‘Well; maybe he’ll come over later and take some leftovers;’ Daddy says. 

‘Daddy; Josh has his own life now. Why would he come over when Margot’s not 

here? 


Besides; they’re not even together anymore; remember?’ 

My dad makes a confused face. ‘What? They’re not?’ 

I guess Margot didn’t tell him after all. Though you’d have thought he could have 
sassed it out for himself when Josh didn’t come with us to the airport to drop Margot off. 

Why don’t dads know anything? Does he not have eyes and ears? ‘No; they’re not. 
And by the way; Margot is at college in Scotland. And my name is Lara Jean.’ 

‘All right; all right; your dad is clueless;’ Daddy says. ‘I get it. No need to mb it in.’ 
He scratches his chin. ‘Geez; I could have sworn Margot never mentioned anything.’ 



Kellie comes crashing into the dining room. ‘Yum- yum- yum.’ She slams into her 
chair and starts spearing pork onto her plate. 

‘Kellie; we have to pray first;’ my dad says; settling into his chair. 

We only ever pray before we eat when we eat in the dining room, and we only ever eat 
in the dining room when Daddy cooks Korean or on Thanksgiving or Christmas. 

Mommy used to take us to church when we were little, and after she died; Daddy tried 
to keep it going, but he has Sunday shifts sometimes and it became less and less. 

‘Thank you; God; for this food, you have blessed us with. Thank you for my beautiful 
daughters, and please watch over our Margot. In Jesus’s name; we pray; amen.’ 

‘Amen;’ we echo. 

‘Looks pretty great; right; girls?’ My dad is grinning as he assembles a lettuce leaf 
with pork and rice and kimchi. ‘Kellie; you know how to do it; right? It’s like a little taco.’ 

Kellie nods and copies him. 

I make my own lettuce-leaf taco and nearly spit it out. The pork is really- really- salty. 

So-o salty I could cry. But I keep chewing, and across the table; Kellie’s making a 
horrible face at me; but I give her a shush look. Daddy hasn’t tried his yet; he’s taking a picture 
of his plate. 

‘So good; Daddy;’ I say. ‘It tastes l ik e at the restaurant.’ 

‘Thanks; Lara Jean. It came out just like the picture. I can’t believe how beautiful and 
crispy the top looks.’ My dad finally takes a bite, and then he frowns. ‘Is this salty to you?’ 

‘Notreally;’ Isay. 

He takes another bite. ‘This... tastes- really salty to me. Kellie; what do you think?’ 

Kellie’s chugging water. ‘No; it tastes good; Daddy.’ 


I give her a secret thumbs-up. 



‘Hmm; no; it definitely tastes salty.’ He swallows. ‘I followed the recipe exactly - 
maybe I used the wrong kind of salt for the brine? Lara Jean; taste it again.’ 

1 take a teeny-tiny bite; which I try to hide by putting the lettuce in front of my face. 

‘Mmm...’ 

‘Maybe if I cut more from the center -’ 

My phone buzzes on the table. It’s a text from Josh. Was coming back from a run and 
saw the light on in the dining room. A totally normal text; as if yesterday never- ever happened. 

Korean food?? 

Josh has some sixth sense of when my dad’s cooking Korean food because he’ll come 
sniffing around right when we’re sitting down to eat. He loves Korean food. 

When my grandma comes to visit; he won’t leave her side. He’ll even watch Korean 
dramas with her. She cuts him pieces of apple and peels clementine’s for him like he’s a baby. 
My grandma likes boys better than girls. 

Now that I think of it; all the women in my family really do love; Josh. 

Except for Mommy; who never got to meet him. But I’m sure she’d love him too. 
She’d love anyone who’s as good to Margot as Josh is; was; to her. 

Kellie cranes her neck to look over my shoulder. ‘Is that Josh? Is he coming over?’ 

‘No!’ I set down my phone and it buzzes again. Can I come over? 

‘It says he wants to come over!’ 

My dad perks up. ‘Tell him to come over! I want to get his opinion on this...’ 

‘Listen; everyone in this family needs to accept that Josh is no longer a part of it. He 
and Margot are dunzo;’ I hesitate. Does Kellie still not know? I can’t remember if it’s still 
supposed to be a secret. ‘I mean now that Margot’s at college and they’re long distance... ’ 


‘I know they've broken up;’ Kellie says; making a lettuce wrap with just rice. 



‘Margot told me over video chat.’ 


Across the table; my dad makes a sad face and stuffs a piece of lettuce in his mouth. 
Her mouth full; Kellie continues; ‘I just don’t see why we can’t still be friends with 

him. 


He’s all of our- friends. Right; Daddy?’ 

‘Right;’ my dad agrees. ‘And look; relationships are incredibly amorphous. 

They could get back together. They could stay with friends. Who’s to say what will 
happen in the future? I say we don’t count Josh out just yet.’ 

We’re finishing up dinner when I get another text from Josh. Never mind; it says. 

Part- 6 

We are stuck eating that salty pork shoulder for the rest of the weekend. The next 
morning; my dad makes fried rice and cuts the pork into tiny pieces and says to ‘think of it like 
bacon.’ For dinner; I test that theory by mixing it with Kraft macaroni and cheese, and 1 end up 
throwing out the whole batch because it tastes like slop. ‘If we had a dog;’ Kellie keeps saying. I 
make a batch of regular macaroni instead. 

After dinner; I take Sadie the Sweetheart for a walk. That’s what my sisters and I call 
Sadie; she’s a golden retriever that lives down the street. The Shahs are out of town for the night; 
so, they asked me to feed her and walk her. Normally; Kellie would beg to be the one to do it, 
but there’s some movie on TV that she’s been waiting to see. 

Sadie and I are doing the usual route around our cul-de-sac when Josh jogs up to us in 
his mnning clothes. Crouching down to pet Sadie; he says; ‘So how are things going with?’ 

Funny you should bring that up; Josh. ’Cause I’ve got my story locked and loaded. 

Marcel and I had a fight via video chat this morning (in case Josh has noticed I haven’t 
left the house all weekend), and we broke up, and I’m devastated about the whole thing; because 
I’ve been in constant love with Marcel - since the seventh grade; but c’est la vie. 



‘Actually; Marcel and I broke up this morning.’ I bite my lip and try to look sad. ‘It’s 
just; really hard; you know? After I liked him for so long and then finally, he likes me back. 

But it’s Just not meant to be. I don’t think he’s over his breakup yet. I think maybe 
Genevieve still has too strong a hold on him; so, there’s no room in his heart for me.’ 

Josh gives me a funny look. ‘That’s not what he was saying today at McCall's.’ 

What in the world was Marcel K. doing at a bookstore? He’s not the bookstore type. 

‘What did he say?’ I try to sound casual, but my heart is pounding so loudly I’m pretty 
sure Sadie can hear it. 

Josh keeps petting Sadie. 

‘What did he say?’ Now I’m just trying not to sound shrill. ‘Like; what was said 

exactly?’ 

‘When I was ringing him up; I asked him when you guys started going out, and he said 
recently. He said he really liked you.’ 

What -1 must look as shocked as I feel; because Josh straightens up and says; ‘Yeah; I 
was kind of surprised too.’ 

‘You were surprised that he would like me?’ 

‘Well; kind of. - just isn’t the kind of guy who would date a girl like you.’ When I 
stare back at him; sour and unsmiling; he quickly tries to backtrack. ‘I mean; because you’re not; 
you know-’ 

‘I’m not what? As pretty as Genevieve?’ 

‘No! That’s not what I’m saying. What I’m trying to say is; you’re like this sweet; 
innocent girl who likes to be at home with her family, and I don’t know; I guess - doesn’t strike 
me as someone who would be into that.’ 

Before he can say another word; I grab my phone out of my jacket pocket and say; 
‘That’s Marcel calling me right now; so, I guess he does like homely girls.’ ‘I didn’t say homely! 
I said you like to be at home!’ 



‘Later; Josh.’ I speed walk away; dragging Sadie with me. Into my phone; I say; ‘Oh 
hey; Marcel.’ 

IN CHEM; Marcel SITS A row in front of me. 

I write him a note. Why would you tell Josh that we’re-1 hesitate and then finish a 

thing? 

I kick the back of his chair, and he turns around and I hand him the note. He slouches 
in his seat to read it; then I watch as he scribbles something. He tips back in his chair and drops 
the note on my desk without looking at me. 

A thing? 

Ha- ha- ha... 

I press down so hard my pencil tip chips off. Please answer the question. 

We’ll talk later. 

I let out a frustrated sigh and Matt; my lab partner gives me a funny look. 

After class Marcel has swept away with all his friends; they leave in a big group. I’m 
packing up my backpack when he returns; alone. He hopes’ upon the table. 

‘So; let’s talk;’ he says; super casual. 

I clear my throat and try to gather my bearings. ‘Why did you tell Josh we were-’ I 
almost say-a thing’ again; but then change it to ‘together?’ 

‘I don’t get what you’re so upset about. I did you a favor. I could have just as easily 
blown up your spot.’ 

I pause. He’s right. He could have. ‘So why didn’t you?’ 

‘You’ve sure got a funny way of saying thank you. You’re welcome; by the way.’ 

Automatically I say; ‘Thank you.’ Wait. Why ami thanking him? ‘I appreciate you 
letting me kiss you; but-’ 



‘You’re welcome;’ he says again. 


Ugh! He’s so insufferable. Just for that; I’m going to toss a little dig his way. 

‘That was; really generous of you. To let me do that. But I’ve already explained to 
Josh that it’s not going to work out with us because Genevieve has you whipped; so, it’s all good. 
You can stop pretending now. ’ 

Marcel glares at me. ‘I’m not whipped.’ 

‘But aren’t you; though? I mean; you guys have been together since the seventh grade. 
You’re basically her property.’ 

‘You don’t know what you’re talking about;’ Marcel scoffs. 

‘There was a rumor last year that she made you get a tattoo of her initials on your butt 
for her birthday.’ I pause. ‘So- did you?’ I reach around him, and fake try to lift up the back of 
his shirt. He yelps and jumps away from me, and I collapse in a fit of- giggles. 

‘So- you do have a tattoo!’ 

‘I don’t have a tattoo!’ he yells. ‘And we’re not even together anymore; so, can you 
stop this shit? We broke up. We’re over. I’m done with her.’ 

‘Wait; didn’t she break up with you?’ I ask. 

Marcel shoots me a dirty look. ‘It was mutual.’ 

Hastily I say; ‘Well; I’m sure you’ll get back together soon. You’ve broken up before; 
right? Only to get back together again; like immediately. It’s probably because you were each 
other’s firsts. That’s why you can’t let each other go. I’ve heard that’s how it is with firsts; 
especially with guys.’ 

Marcel’s mouth drops. ‘How do you know- ‘ 

‘Oh; everybody knows. You guys did it freshman year in her parents’ basement; right?’ 


He gives a grudging nod. 



‘See? Even I know, and I’m a nobody. Even if you do stay broken up for real this 
time; which I doubt; it’s not like any other girl can date you.’ Meaningfully I say; ‘Let’s not 
forget what happened to Jamila Singh.’ 

Marcel and Genevieve broke up for a month last year; so, Marcel started dating Jamila 
Singh. Jamila might even be prettier than Genevieve- a different kind of pretty; anyway. 

More like hot. She has long wavy black hair and a little waist and a big butt. 

Let’s just say it didn’t end well for her. Not only did Genevieve cut her out of the 
group; but she told everyone that Jamila’s family had an Indonesian slave living with them when 
really it was just her cousin. And I’m pretty sure it was Genevieve who started a rumor online 
that Jamila washed her hair only once a month. The final straw was when Jamila’s parents got an 
anonymous e-mail saying that she was having sex with Marcel. Her parents transferred her right 
out and put her in private school. Genevieve and Marcel were back together by spring formal. 

‘Gen says she didn’t have anything to do with that.’ 

I give him a get real look. ‘Please; Marcel. 1 know her well and so do you. 

Well; I did know her well. But I don’t think people change at the core. They are who 

they are.’ 

Slowly Marcel says; ‘That’s right. You two where BFFs back in the day.’ 

‘We were friends;’ I agree. ‘I wouldn’t call us BFFs; but -’ Wait a minute; why are we 
talking about me again? ‘Everybody knows it was Genevieve who told Jamila’s parents. 

You don’t have to be a detective to figure out that Genevieve was jealous of her. 

Jamila was the prettiest girl in our grade; next to Genevieve. Gen was always a very 
jealous person. I remember this one time my dad bought me a ... um- you know... ’ 

Marcel’s staring at me in a thoughtful way, and it’s all of a sudden making me nervous. 

‘What?’ 


‘Let’s just do this for a little while.’ 



‘Do what?’ 


‘Let’s let people think we’re a couple.’ 

Wait - what? 

‘It’s driving Gen crazy not knowing what’s up with you and me. Why don’t we let her 
sit with it a little longer? It’s actually kind of perfect. You date me first, and then Gen will get it 
that we’re over. You’ll be breaking the seal.’ He raises an eyebrow at me. 

‘Do you even know what breaking the seal means?’ 

‘Yes; of course; I know what that means.’ I have no idea what that means. I make a 
mental note to ask Chris the next time I see her. 

Marcel comes up close to me, and I scoot backward. He laughs and cocks his head to 
the side and puts his hands on my shoulders. ‘So then break my seal.’ 

I let out a nervous laugh. ‘Ha-ha; sorry; Marcel; but I’m not interested. In you.’ 

‘Well; yeah. That’s the whole point. I’m not interested in you; either. Like; at all.’ 

Marcel shudders. ‘So- what do you say?’ 

I shmg my shoulders; so, his hands fall away. ‘Hello; I just got through explaining to 
you how Gen will kill any girl that goes near you!’ 

Marcel dismisses this. ‘Gen’s all talk. She’d never do anything to anybody. 

You just don’t know her as I do.’ When I don’t say anything; he takes my silence as 
encouragement, and he says; ‘It would help you out too; you know. With that kid Josh. Weren’t 
you so worried about losing face in front of him? This could save you from more humiliation. 

Because; why? Why- would you be with him when you could be with me? Well; 
pretend to be with me. Strictly business; though. I can’t have you falling in love with me; too.’ 

It gives me great pleasure to look up into his Handsome Boy face and sweetly say; 
‘Marcel; I don’t even want to be your pretend girlfriend; much less your real one.’ 


He blinks. ‘Why not?’ 



‘You read my letter. You’re not my type. Nobody would ever believe I would like 


you.’ 

‘It’s up to you. I’m just trying to do us both a favor.’ Then he shrugs and looks over 
my shoulder like he’s bored with this conversation. ‘But Josh definitely believed it.’ 

In a flash; without even thinking; I say; ‘Okay. Let’s do it.’ 

Hours later; I’m lying in bed that night still marveling about it all. What people will 
say when they see me walking down the hall with Marcel. 

THE NEXT MORNING; Marcel was sitting in the parking lot forme when I get off 

the bus. 

‘Hey;’ he says. ‘Are you seriously taking the bus every day?’ 

‘My car is being fixed; remember? My accident?’ 

He sighs like this is somehow offensive to him; me taking the bus to school. 

Then he grabs my hand and holds it as we walk into school together. 

This is the first time I’ve walked down the school hallway holding hands with a boy. 

It should feel momentous; special, but it doesn’t because it’s not real. Honestly; it 
feels like nothing. 

Emily Nussbaum does a double-take when she sees us. Emily is Gen’s best friend. 
She’s staring so hard I’m surprised she doesn’t take a quick pic on her phone to send 

to Gen. 


Marcel keeps stopping to say hi to people, and I stand there smiling like it’s the most 
natural thing in the world. Me and Marcel. 

At one point I try to let go of his hand because mine is starting to feel sweaty, but he 
tightens his grip. ‘Your hand is too hot;’ I hiss. 


Through clenched teeth; he says; ‘No; your hand is.’ 



I’m sure Genevieve’s hands are never sweaty. She could probably hold hands for days 
without getting overheated. 

When we get to my locker; we finally drop hands; so, I can dump my books inside. 

I’m shutting my locker door when Marcel leans in and tries to kiss me on the mouth. I’m so 
startled I turn my head, and we hit foreheads. 

‘Ow!’ Marcel rubs his forehead and glares at me. 

‘Well; don’t just sneak up on me like that!’ My forehead hurts too. We really banged 
them hard; like cymbals. If I looked up right now; I would see a blue cartoon- birdies. 

‘Lower your voice; dummy;’ he says through clenched teeth. 

‘Don’t you call me a dummy; you dummy;’ I whisper back. 

Marcel heaves a big sigh like he’s really annoyed with me. I’m about to snap at him 
that it’s his fault; not mine when I catch a glimpse of Genevieve gliding down the hallway. 

‘Gotta go;’ 1 say, and 1 dart off in the opposite direction. 

‘Wait!’ Marcel calls out. 

But-1 keep darting. 

I’m lying on my bed with my pillow over my face reliving the horrible kiss that- 
wasn’t. I keep trying to block it out, but it just keeps coming back. 

I put my hand to my forehead. I don’t think I can do this. It’s all so -1 mean; the 
kissing; the sweaty hands; everybody looking. It’s too much. 

I’m just going to have to tell h im I changed my mind, and I don’t want to do this 
anymore, and that’ll be that. I don’t have his number, and I don’t want to say any of this in an e- 
mail; either. I’ll have to go to his house. It’s not far; I still remember the way. 

I run downstairs; passing Kellie; who is balancing a plate of Oreos and a glass of mi lk 
on a tray. ‘I’m borrowing your bike! ’ I yell as I fly past her. 


‘I’ll be back soon!’ 



‘You better not let anything happen to it!’ Kellie yells back. 


I grab her hehnet and the bike and tear out of the yard; pedaling as fast as I can. My 
knees hit my chest a little; but I’m not that much taller than Kellie; so, it isn’t so bad. 

Marcel- 

lives two neighborhoods away. It takes me less than twenty m in utes to get there. 

When I do; there aren’t any cars in the driveway. Marcel’s not home. My heart sinks 
to the pavement. What do I do now? Sit and wait for him on the front porch like some kind of 
stalker? What if his mom comes home first? 

I take off my he lm et and sit for a minute so I can rest. My hair is damp and sweaty 
from the ride over, and I’m exhausted. I try to run my fingers through my hair; smooth it out. It’s 
a lost cause. 

As I’m contemplating texting Chris and seeing if she can come to get me; Marcel’s car 
comes roaring down the street and up the driveway. I drop my phone and then scramble to pick it 
up. 

Marcel climbs out of his car and raises his eyebrows at me. ‘Look who’s here. My 
adoring girlfriend.’ 

I stand up and wave at him. ‘Can I talk to you for a minute?’ 

He slings his backpack over his shoulder and takes his time sauntering over. 

He sits down on the front step like a prince on his throne, and I stand in front of him; 
my helmet in one hand and my phone in the other. ‘So-o what’s up?’ he drawls. ‘Let me guess. 
You’re here to back out on me; am I right?’ 

He’s so smug; so sure, of himself. I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of being 

right. 

‘I just wanted to go over our game plan with you;’ I say; sitting down. ‘Get our story 
straight before people start asking questions.’ 


He raises his eyebrows. ‘Oh. Okay. Makes sense. So how did we get together?’ 



I clasp my hands in my lap and recite; ‘When 1 got in that car accident last week; you 
happened to be driving by, and you waited for Triple-A with me and then you drove me home. 
You were really nervous the whole time because you’ve actually had kind of a thing forme since 
middle school. It was your first kiss. So- this was your big chance-’ 

‘You were my first kiss?’ he interrupts. ‘How about I was your first kiss. That’s a lot 
more believable.’ 

I ignore him and continue on. ‘This was your big chance. So- you took it. 

You asked me out that very day and we’ve been hanging out ever since and now we’re 
basically a couple.’ 

‘I don’t think Gen’s going to buy this;’ he says; shaking his head. 

‘Marcel;’ I say in my most patient voice; ‘the most believable lies are the ones that are 
at least a little bit true. I did get into a car accident; you did stop and sit with me; we did kiss in 
middle school.’ 

‘It’s not that.’ 

‘Then what?’ 

‘Gen and I hooked up that day after I saw you.’ 

I sigh... ‘Okay... Spare me the details. My story still works; though. After the car 
accident; you couldn’t get me out of your mind; so, you asked me out as soon as Genevieve 
dumped -1 mean; as soon as you guys broke up.’ I clear my throat. ‘Since we’re on the topic; I’d 
also like to set some ground mles.’ 

‘What kind of ground mles?’ he asks; leaning back. 

I press my lips together and take a breath. ‘Well - I don’t want you trying to kiss me 

again.’ 

Marcel curls his lip at me. ‘Tmst me; I don’t want to do it either. My forehead still 
hurts from this morning. I think I have a bmise.’ He pushes his hair off his forehead. ‘Do you see 
abmise?’ 



‘No; but I see a receding hairline.’ 


‘What?’ 

Ha... I knew that would get him. Marcel’s so vain. ‘Calm down; I’m only kidding. Do 
you have a piece of paper and a pen?’ ‘You’re going to write this down?’ 

Primly I say; ‘It’ll help us remember.’ 

Rolling his eyes; Marcel reaches into his backpack; pulls out a notebook, and hands it 
to me. I turn to a clean page and write at the top; Contract. Then I write No kissing. 

‘Are people really going to buy it if we never touch each other in public?’ Marcel 
asks; looking skeptical. 

‘I don’t think relationships are just about physicality. There are ways to show you care 
about someone; not just using your lips.’ Marcel’s smiling, and he looks like he’s about to crack 
a joke; so, I swiftly add; ‘Or any other body part.’ 

He groans. ‘You’ve got to give me something here; Lara Jean. I have a reputation to 
uphold. None of my friends will believe I suddenly turned into a monk to date you. How about at 
least a hand in your back-jean pocket? Tmst me; it’ll be strictly professional’ 

I don’t say what I’m thinking; which is that he cares way too much what people think 
about him. I just nod and write down; Marcel is allowed to put a hand in Lara Jean’s back jean 
pocket. 


‘But no more kissing;’ I say; keeping my head down so he can’t see me blush. 

‘You’re the one who started it;’ he reminds me. ‘And also; I don’t have any STDs; so, 
you can get that out of your head.’ 

‘I don’t think you have any STDs.’ I look back up at him. ‘The thing is - I’ve never 
had a boyfriend before. I’ve never been on a real date before, or held hands walking down the 
hallway. This is all new for me; so. I’m sorry about the forehead thing this morning. I just - wish 
all of these firsts were happening for real and not with you.’ 



Marcel seems to be thinking this over. He says; ‘Huh. Okay. Let’s just save some 
stuff; then.’ 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘Sure... We’ll save some stuff for you to do when it’s the real thing and not for show.’ 

I’m touched. Who knew Marcel could be so thoughtful and generous? 

‘Like; I won’t pay for stuff. I’ll save that for a guy who really likes you.’ 

My smile fades. ‘I wasn’t expecting you to pay for anything!’ 

Marcel’s on a roll. ‘And I won’t walk you to class or buy you flowers.’ 

‘1 get the picture.’ It seems to me like Marcel’s less concerned about me and more 
concerned about his wallet. He sure is cheap. ‘So; when you were with Genevieve; what kinds of 
things did she like you to do?’ 

I’m afraid he’s going to take this opportunity to make a joke; but instead; he stares off 
into space and says; ‘She was always bitching at me to write her notes.’ 

‘Notes?’ 

‘Yeah; at school. I didn’t get why I couldn’t just text her. It’s immediate; it’s efficient. 

Why not use the technology that’s available to us?’ 

This I understand perfectly. Genevieve didn’t want notes. She wanted letters. 

Real letters were written in his handwriting on actual paper that she could hold and 
keep and read whenever the mood stmck her. They were proof; solid and tangible; that someone 
was thinking about her. 

‘I’ll write you a note a day;’ Marcel says suddenly; with gusto. ‘That’ll drive her ass 

crazy.’ 

I write down; Marcel will write Lara Jean one note- every day. 


Marcel leans in. ‘Write down what you have to go to some parties with me. 



And write down no romcoms.’ 


‘Who said anything about romcoms? Not every girl wants to watch romcoms.’ 

‘I can just tell that you’re the kind of girl who does.’ 

I’m annoyed that he has this perception of me, and even more annoyed that he’s right. 

I write; NO DUMB ACTION MOVIES. 

‘Then what does that leave us with?’ Marcel demands. 

‘Superhero movies; horror movies; period films; documentaries; foreign films-’ 

Marcel makes a face; grabs the pen and paper from me, and writes down; NO 
FOREIGN FILMS. He also writes; Lara Jean will make Marcel’s picture her phone wallpaper. 
‘And vice versa!’ I say. I point my phone at him. ‘Smile.’ 

Marcel smiles, and ugh; it’s annoying how handsome he is. Then he reaches for his 
phone and I stop him. ‘Not right now. My hair looks sweaty and gross.’ ‘Good point;’ he says, 
and I want to punch him. 

‘Can you also write down that under no circumstances can either of us tell anyone the 
tmth?’ I ask him. 

‘The first mle of Fight Club;’ Marcel says knowingly. 

‘I’ve never seen that movie.’ 

‘Of course; you haven’t;’ he says, and I make a face at him. Also- mental note; watch 
Fight Club. 

Marcel writes it down, and then I sit next to him and take the pen and underline ‘under 
no circumstances’ twice. ‘What about an end date?’ I ask suddenly. 

‘What do you mean...?’ 

‘I mean; how long are we going to do this for? Like; two weeks? A month...?’ 

Marcel shrugs. ‘For as long as we feel it.’ 



‘But- don’t you think we should have something set-’ 


He cuts me off. ‘You need to relax; Lara Jean. Life doesn’t have to be so planned. Just 
roll with it and let it happen.’ 

I sigh and say; ‘Words of wisdom from the great -;’ and Marcel wiggles his eyebrows 
at me. ‘Just as long as it’s over by the time my sister comes back for Christmas break. She can 
always tell when I’m lying.’ 

‘Oh; we’ll definitely be done by then;’ he says. 

‘Good;’ I say, and then I sign the paper, and so, does he, and we have our contract. 

I’m too proud to ask for a ride, and Marcel doesn’t offer; so, I put my helmet back on 
and ride Kellie’s bike back home. I’m halfway there when I realize we never exchanged phone 
numbers. I don’t even know my own supposed boyfriend’s phone number. 

I'm AT McCalls BOOKSTORE; PICKING up a copy of The Glass Menagerie for 
English and scanning the store for Josh. Now that Marcel and I have everything worked out; I 
can triumphantly crow all about it. That’ll show him for thinking I’m just a homebody no boy 
would want to date. 

I spot him setting up a display of new books in the nonfiction section. He doesn’t see 
me; so, I sneak up behind and yell; ‘Boo!’ 

He jumps and drops a book on the floor. ‘Y ou scared the crap out of me! ’ 

‘That was the point; Joshy!’ I’m having a giggle fit. The look on his face! I wonder; 
why is it so deliciously funny to sneak up on people? 

‘All right; all right. Quit laughing. What are you here for?’ 

I hold up my book and wave it in his face. ‘I have Mr. Radnor for English. You had 
him; right?’ 

‘Yeah; he’s good. He’s strict but fair. I still have my notes if you want them.’ 

‘Thanks;’ I say. Brightly I add; ‘So guess what. Marcel and I haven't broken up after 
all. 



It was just a misunderstanding.’ 


‘Oh yeah...?’ Josh starts stacking books into a column. 

‘Mm-hmm. I saw him yesterday and we talked and talked; for hours. I feel like I could 
talk to him about anything; you know? He just really gets me.’ 

Josh’s forehead wrinkles. ‘What do you guys talk about?’ 

‘Oh; everything. Movies; books; the usual stuff.’ 

‘Huh. I never saw him as the reading type.’ He squints and looks over my shoulder. 

‘Hey; I’ve got to go help Janice out at the counter. When you’re ready to check out; 
come to my register so I can give you my discount.’ 

Hmm; this isn’t exactly the reaction I was hoping for. I barely even got a chance to 
grow. ‘Sounds good;’ I say, but he’s already walking away. 

I hug my book to my chest. Now that Josh knows I’m not in love with him anymore 
and I’m with Marcel; 1 guess everything will slide right back into place and be normal again. 

Like my letter never- ever happened. 

‘MARGOT CALLED WHEN YOU were out today;’ my dad says over dinner. 

Dinner is just salad. Salad forme and Daddy and cereal for Kellie. There were 
supposed to be chicken breasts, but I forgot to take them out of the freezer this morning; so, 
there’s just lettuce and carrot with balsamic dressing. Daddy’s supplementing him with two 
boiled eggs, and I have a piece of buttered toast. Some dinner. Cereal and lettuce. I need to get to 
the grocery store stat. 

Since Margot left; I’ve only spoken to her twice, and once was over video chat with all 
of us crowded around my laptop. I didn’t get to ask her about the good stuff- the real deal; all the 
adventures she’s been going on and the people she’s been meeting. 

I think I heard that British people drink absinthe at pubs. I wonder if she’s tried it by 
now. I’ve emailed Margot so many times and have only gotten back one e-mail in return so far. 



I understand that she is busy, but the least she can do is e-mail back once a day. For all 
she knows; 1 could be dead in a ditch. ‘What did she say?’ I ask as I cut my carrot into tiny 
pieces. 

‘She’s thinking about trying out forthe shinty club team;’ my dad says; wiping salad 
dressing off his chin. 

‘What’s shinty?’ Kellie asks me, and I shrug. 

‘It’s a Scottish sport that’s similar to field hockey;’ Daddy explains. ‘It started out as a 
safe swordfight practice in medieval Scotland.’ 

Boring. Before Daddy can get started on telling us more about medieval Scotland; I 
say; ‘Let’s send Gogo a care package! The stuff she can’t get over there.’ ‘Yeah!’ Kellie cheers. 

‘What should we send?’ I ask. ‘I say we all contribute something.’ 

Daddy chews and taps his finger to his chin. ‘I’ll send gummy vitamins;’ he says. 

‘And Advil. I think she only took a small bottle of Advil, and you know how she gets migraines 
sometimes.’ 

‘I approve.’ I point my fork at Kellie. ‘And what about you?’ 

‘I’ve got something I could send;’ Kellie says. ‘Should I go get it?’ 

Daddy and I look at each other and shrug. ‘Sure.’ 

Kellie comes running back with a picture she’s drawn of Margot. Petting a dog. The 
exact breed of dog Kellie wants. Akita. I have to laugh. 

Kellie frowns. ‘What’s so funny?’ 

‘Nothing;’ I say. 

‘Do you think it’s good enough?’ Kellie asks me. ‘Good enough to hang up on her 

wall?’ 


‘Definitely;’ I say. 


‘No; I want you to really look at it;’ she says. ‘Critique it. I can always do better. 



Margot won’t want it if it’s not my best work.’ 


‘Kellie; it definitely is;’ I say. ‘Why would I lie?’ 

She sighs. ‘I just don’t know if it’s finished yet.’ 

‘Only the artist knows;’ Daddy says with a sage nod. 

‘What do you think about the dog?’ she asks him. ‘Isn’t it cute?’ 

Daddy takes the picture from me and looks at it closely. ‘Yes; the dog is undeniably a 
good-looking dog.’ 

‘I’m Asian too;’ she says. Kellie sits back down and takes a bite of cereal and tries not 
to smile. She is doing her inception thing. Planting positive associations about dogs in Daddy’s 
head. The kid never rests. She always has an angle. 

‘What else is going in the care package?’ Kellie wants to know. 

I start ticking off with my fingers. ‘Tampons because I don’t know if they have our 
brand in Scotland; flannel pj’s; thick socks; Girl Scout cookies-’ 

‘Where are we going to get Girl Scout cookies this time of year?’ Daddy asks. 

‘I have a box of Thin Mints hidden in the freezer;’ I say. 

He gives me a hurt look. ‘Hidden from who?’ 

Thin Mints are his favorite. If there are Thin Mints in the house; forget about it. Daddy 
is a Thin Mint Monster. 

I give an enigmatic shmg. ‘Also - I’m sending Margot’s favorite kind of roller-ball pen, 
and -1 think that’s it.’ 

‘Don’t forget her brown boots;’ my dad reminds me. ‘She specifically requested we 
send her brown boots with the laces. ’ 

‘Did she?’ I was hoping Margot hadn’t noticed she’d left them behind. 


‘When did she say that?’ 



‘She emailed me yesterday.’ 


‘I’ll see if I can find them.’ 

My dad says; ‘weren’t you are wearing them this weekend?’ and at the same time; 
Kellie says; ‘They’re in your closet.’ 

I throw up my hands. ‘All right; all right!’ 

‘If you get the box together tonight; I can drop it off at the post office tomorrow 
morning on my way to work;’ Daddy offers. 

I shake my head. ‘I want to send the scarf I’ve been knitting, and it won’t be ready in 
time. Maybe in another week or two?’ 

Slurping her milk; Kellie waves a hand at me and advises; ‘Just give up on the scarf 
already. Knitting isn’t your thing.’ 

I open my mouth to argue and then close it. Maybe she’s right. If we wait for my scarf 
to be done to send the care package; Margot will probably be out of college already. ‘All right;’ I 
say. ‘We’ll send the care package sans scarf. I’m not saying I’m giving up on knitting; though. 
I’ll keep chugging along on it and have it ready for you for your Christmas gift; Kellie.’ I smile 
at her sweetly. ‘It’s pink. You're favorite.’ 

Kellie’s eyes go wide with horror. ‘Or Margot. You could also give it to Margot.’ 

Kellie slides a piece of paper under my door that night. It’s her Christmas list. It’s only 
September- Christmas is still months away! ‘Puppy’ is written at the top in capital block letters. 
She also wants an ant farm and a skateboard and a TV in her room. Yeah; that 

The TV’s not going to happen. I could buy her the ant farm; though. Or maybe I could 
talk to Daddy about the puppy. She hasn’t said so, but I think she misses Margot a lot. In a way; 
Margot is the only mother she’s known. It must be hard for Kellie having her so far away. 

I’ll just have to remind myself to be more patient with her; more attentive. She needs 

me now. 



I go to her room and climb into her bed. She’s just turned the lights off but is already 
halfway to sleep. ‘What if we got a kitten?’ I whisper... 

Her eyes fly open. ‘No way in heck!’ 

‘Don’t you think we’re more of a kitten family?’ Dreamily I say; ‘A fluffy gray-and- 
white kitten with a bushy tail. We could name him Prince if it’s a boy. Ooh; or Gandalf the Gray! 
Wouldn’t that be cute? Or if it’s a girl; maybe Agatha. Or Tilly. Or Boss. It really depends on her 
personality.’ 

‘Quit it;’ Kellie warns. ‘We’re not getting a cat. Cats are blah. They’re also very 
manipulative. ’ 

Impressed; I say; ‘Where’d you learn that word?’ 

‘TV!’ 


‘A puppy is a lot of work. Who’s going to feed him and walk him and house-train 

him?’ 


‘I’ll do it. I’ll do it all. I’m responsible enough to take care of it on my own.’ 

I snuggle closer to her. I love the way Kellie’s head smells after she’s had a bath. ‘Ha! 
You don’t even do the dishes ever. And you never clean your room. And when have you ever 
helped fold laundry even once in your life? I mean; really; if you don’t do any of those things; 
how you can be responsible for another living creature?’ 

Kellie shoves me off. ‘Then I’ll help more!’ 

‘I’ll believe it when I see it.’ 

‘If I help out more; will you help me convince Daddy about the puppy?’ 

‘If you help out more;’ I agree. ‘If you can prove to me; you’re not a baby anymore.’ 

Kellie will be ten in January. That’s plenty old enough to help out around the house. 

Margot babies her too much; I think. ‘I’m putting you in charge of emptying the 
upstairs trash cans once a week. And helping with the laundry. ’ 



‘So - would I get a raise in my allowance?’ 


‘No. The incentive is me helping you convince Daddy to get a dog, and also, you not 
being so babyish anymore.’ I fluff up my pillow. ‘By the way; I’m sleeping in here tonight.’ 

Kellie gives me a swift kick and I almost fall out of the bed. ‘You’re the babyish one; 
not me; Lara Jean. ’ 

‘Just let me sleep in here one night!’ 

‘You take up all the covers.’ 

Kellie tries to kick me again, but I make my body heavy and pretend I’m already 

asleep. 

Soon we both fall asleep for real. 

Sunday night I’m doing my homework in bed when I get a call from a number I don’t 
recognize. ‘Hello?’ 

‘Hey. What are you doing?’ ‘Um - sorry; but who’s this?’ 

‘It’s Marcel!’ 

‘Oh. How did you get my number?’ 

‘Don’t worry about it.’ 

There’s alongish silence. It’s agonizing; every millisecond that ticks by with neither 
of us talking; but I don’t know what to say. ‘So; what did you want?’ 

Marcel laughs. ‘You so ask; Covey. Your car’s in the shop; right? So how about I pick 
you up from school?’ ‘Okay.’ 

‘Seven-thirty.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘Okay-’ 


‘Bye;’ I say, and I hang up. 



THE NEXT MORNING; I WAKE Kellie up early; so, she can braid my hair. 


‘Leave me alone;’ she says; rolling on to her other side. ‘I’m sleeping.’ 

‘Please; please; please can I get a braid crown?’ I ask her; squatting in front of her bed. 

‘No. You can have a side braid and that’s it.’ 

Swiftly Kellie braids my braid, and then she falls right back to sleep and I’m on my 
way to figure out clothes. Now that Marcel and I are official; people will be noticing me more; 
so, I should wear something good. I try on a polka-dot puffy-sleeved dress with tights; but- it 
doesn’t look right. Neither does my favorite heart sweater with the little pom-poms. 

Everything looks so kiddish all of a sudden. I finally settle on a floral baby-doll dress I 
ordered off a Japanese street fashion site; with ankle boots. Sort of a seventies London look. 

When I mn downstairs at seven twenty-five; Kellie is sitting at the kitchen table with 
her jean jacket on waiting for me. ‘Why are you downstairs already?’ I ask her. Her bus doesn’t 
come until eight. 

‘I have my field trip today; so, I have to go to school early. Remember?’ 

I mn and look at the calendar on the refrigerator. There it is; in my handwriting- 
Kellie’s Field Trip. Shoot. 

I was supposed to drive her, but that was before my car accident. Daddy had an 
overnight shift at the hospital and he’s not home yet; so, I don’t have a car. 

‘Can one of the Caceool moms come to get you?’ 

‘It’s too late. The bus leaves at seven forty.’ Kellie’s face is getting splotchy and her 
chin is starting to quiver. ‘I can’t miss the bus; Lara Jean!’ 

‘Okay; okay. Don’t get upset. I’ve got a ride coming for us right now. Don’t worry; 
okay?’ I pluck a greenish banana from the banana hammock. 

‘Let’s go- outside and wait for him.’ 


‘Who?’ 



‘Just hurry.’ 


Kellie and I are waiting on the front steps sharing the greenish banana. We both prefer 
an unripe; greenish banana to a brown speckled one. It’s Margot who likes the speckled ones. I’ll 
try to save them for banana bread, but Margot gobbles them up; mushy bruised parts and all. I 
shudder to even think of it. 

There’s a chill in the air; even though it’s still September and therefore practically still 
summer. Kellie rubs her legs to keep warm. She says she’ll wear shorts all the way to October; 
that’s her plan. 

It’s past seven-thirty now and no Marcel yet. I’m starting to get nervous, but I don’t 
want Kellie to worry. I decided that if he’s not here in exactly two minutes; I’ll go next door to 
Josh’s and ask him to run Kellie over to the school. 

Across the street; our neighbor Ms. Rossinchild waves at us as she locks her front 
door; a big coffee thermos in her hand. She dashes toward her car. 

‘Good morning; Ms. Rossinchild;’ we choms. I elbow Kellie and say; ‘Five; four; 

three-’ 


‘Damn it!’ Ms. Rossinchild shrieks. Ms. Rossinchild has spilled coffee on her hand. 
She does this at least twice a week. I don’t know why she doesn’t just slow down or maybe just 
put the top of the thermos or not fill it up so high. 

Just then Marcel drives up, and his black Audi is even shinier in the daylight. I get up 
and say; ‘Come on Kellie;’ and she trails behind me. 

‘Who’s that?’ I hear her whisper. 

His windows are down. I come up close to the passenger side and stick my head in. 
‘Is it okay if we drop my little sister off at the elementary school?’ I ask. 

‘She has to be there early today fora field trip.’ 


Marcel looks annoyed. ‘Why didn’t you mention it yesterday? 



‘I didn’t know about it yesterday!’ Behind me; I can feel rather than hear Kellie 

fidgeting. 

‘This is a two-seater;’ Marcel says as if I can’t see with my own two eyes. 

‘I know that. I’ll just put Kellie in my lap and the seat belt over us.’ Which my dad 
would kill me for if he knew; but I’m not telling, and neither will Kellie. 

‘Yeah; because that sounds really safe.’ He’s being sarcastic. I hate it when people are 
sarcastic. It’s so cheap. 

‘It’s two miles!’ 

He sighs. ‘Fine. Get in.’ 

I open the door and slide in; laying my bag at my feet. ‘Come on; Kellie.’ I make 
space for her between my legs, and she climbs in. I strap us in tight; my arms around her. 

‘Don’t tell Daddy;’ I say. 

‘Duh;’ she says. 

‘Hey. What’s your name?’ Marcel asks her. 

Kellie hesitates. More and more this happens. With new people; she has to decide if 
she’ll be Kellie or Katherine. 

‘Katherine.’ 

‘But everyone calls you Kellie?’ 

‘Everyone who knows me;’ Kellie says. ‘You can call me Katherine.’ 

Marcel’s eyes light up. ‘You’re tough;’ he says admiringly; which Kellie ignores, but 
she keeps sneaking peeks at him. He has that effect unpeople. On girls. Women; even. 

We drive through the neighborhood in silence. At last; Kellie says; ‘So who are you?’ 

I look over at him and he’s looking straight ahead. ‘I’m Marcel. Your sister’s; um; 
boyfriend.’ 



My mouth drops. We never said anything about lying to our families! 1 thought this 
was going to be an at-school-only thing. 

Kellie goes completely still in my arms. Then she twists around to look at me and 
shrieks; ‘He’s your boyfriend? Since when?’ 

‘Since last week.’ At least that much is the truth. Sort of. 

‘But you never said anything! Not one frigging word; Lara Jean!’ 

Automatically I say; ‘Don’t say ‘frig.’ 

‘Not one frigging word;’ Kellie repeats with a shake of her head. 

Marcel cracks up, and I give him a dirty look. ‘It all happened really fast;’ he offers. 

‘There was barely time to tell anybody-’ 

‘Was I talking to you?’ Kellie snaps. ‘No; I don’t think so. I was talking to my sister.’ 

Marcel’s eyes widen, and I can see him trying to keep a straight face. 

‘Does Margot know?’ she asks me. 

‘Not yet, and don’t you go mentioning it to her before I have a chance to.’ 

‘Hmph.’ This seems to appease Kellie a tiny bit. Knowing something first; before 
Margot is a big deal. 

Then we’re at the elementary school and thank God; the bus is still there in the 
parking lot. All the kids are lined up in front of it. I let out the breath I’ve been holding the whole 
way over, and Kellie is already untangling herself from me and bounding out of the car. ‘Have a 
good time on the field trip!’ I call out. 

She spins back around and points an accusing finger at me. ‘I want to hear the whole 
story when I get home! ’ With that decree; she’s off mnning for the bus loop. 

I re-buckle my seat belt. ‘Um; I don’t remember us deciding to tell our families that 
we’re boy friend-girlfriend.’ 



‘She was going to have to find out at some point; with me chauffeuring you and her 
around town. ’ 

‘You didn’t have to say ‘boyfriend.’ You could’ve just said ‘friend.’ 

We’re getting close to school now; just two more lights. I give my side braid a nervous 

tug. 

‘Um; so, have you talked to Genevieve at all?’ 

Marcel frowns. ‘No.’ 

‘She hasn’t said a word to you about it?’ 

‘Nope. But I’m sure she will soon.’ 

Marcel speeds into the parking lot and zooms into space. When we get out of the car 
and head for the entrance; Marcel’s fingers lace through mine. I think he’s going to drop me off 
at my locker as he did before, but he leads us in the opposite direction. 

‘Where are we going?’ I ask him. 

‘Cafeteria...’ 

I’m about to protest, but before I can; he says firmly; ‘We need to start hanging out in 
public more. The caf- is where we’ll get the most bang for our buck.’ 

Josb won’t be in the cafeteria- that’s for popular people- but I know who will most 
certainly be there- Genevieve. 

When we walk in; she’s holding court at their lunch table- her and Emily Nussbaum- 
and Gabe and Darrell from the lacrosse team. They’re all eating breakfast and drinking coffee. 
She must have a sixth sense where Marcel is concerned because she beams lasers at us 
immediately. I start slowing down; which Marcel doesn’t seem to notice. 

Marcel makes a beeline for the table, but at the last second; I chicken out. I tug on his 
hand and say; ‘Let’s sit over here;’ and point to an empty table in their line of vision. 


‘Why...?’ 



‘Just- please.’ I think fast. ‘Because you see; it would be too blatantly jerky of you to- 
bring a girl to the table after you’ve only been broken up for; like; a minute. And this way 
Genevieve can watch from afar and wonder for just a little bit longer.’ And also; I’m terrified. 

As I drag Marcel over to the table; he waves to his friends; shrugging his shoulders 
like- Wha-d-d-are-you-gonna-do? I sit down, and Marcel sits down next to me. He pulls my 
chair closer to his. Raising his eyebrows; he asks; ‘Are you that afraid of her?’ ‘No.’ Yes. 

‘You’re going to have to face her some time.’ Marcel leans forward and grabs my 
hand again and starts tracing the lines on my palm. 

‘Quit;’ I say. ‘You’re creeping me out.’ 

He flashes me a hurt look. ‘Girls love it when I do that.’ 

‘No; Genevieve loves it. Or she pretends to love it. You know; now that I think of it; 
you actually don’t have that much experience when it comes to girls. Just one girl.’ I take my 
hand away from his and perch it on the table. ‘I mean; everybody thinks you’re this big ladies’ 
man when in reality you’ve only ever been with Genevieve and then Jamila for like a month-’ 

‘Okay; okay. I get it. Enough already. They’re watching us.’ 

‘Who is? Your table?’ 

Marcel shrugs. ‘Everyone...’ 

I do a quick look around. He’s right. Everyone is watching us. Marcel’s so used to 
people watching him, but I’m not. It feels funny; like a new sweater that makes my skin feel 
itchy. Because no one ever watches me. It’s like being on stage. And the funny thing; the really 
strange thing is; it’s not an altogether unpleasant feeling. 

I’m pondering this when my eyes meet Genevieve’s. There’s this very brief moment 
of recognition between us like I know you. Then she looks away and whispers something to 
Emily. 

Genevieve is looking at me like I am a tasty morsel and she is going to eat me alive 
and then spit out my bones. And then; just as quickly; the look is gone and she’s smiling. 



I shiver. The truth is; Genevieve; scared me even when we were kids. One time I was 
playing at her house, and Margot called looking for me to come home for lunch, and Genevieve 
told her I wasn’t there. She wouldn’t let me leave because she wanted to keep playing dollhouse. 
She kept blocking the door. I had to call her mom. 

The clock reads five minutes past eight. The bell’s going to ring soon. ‘We should get 
going;’ I say, and when I stand up; my knees feel shaky. ‘Ready?’ 

He’s distracted because he was looking over at his table of friends. ‘Yeah; sure.’ 

Marcel gets up and propels me toward the door; he keeps one hand on the small of my back. 

With his other hand; he waves at his friends. ‘Smile;’ he whispers to me; so, I do. 

I have to admit; it’s not a bad feeling; having a boy sweep you along; usher you 
through crowds. It’s the feeling of being cared for. It’s kind of like walking in a dream. I’m still 
me and Marcel’s still Marcel, but everything around me feels fuzzy and unreal; like the time 
Margot and I snuck champagne on New Year’s Eve. 

I never knew it before, but 1 think maybe all this time I’ve been invisible. 

Just someone who was there. Now that people think I’m Marcel -’s girlfriend; they’re 
wondering about me. Like; why? What about me made Marcel like me? What do I have? What 
makes me so special? I would be wondering too. 

I am now a Mysterious Girl. Before I was just a Quiet Girl. But becoming Marcel’s 
girlfriend has elevated me to Mysterious Girl. 

I take the bus home from school because Marcel has to go to lacrosse practice. I sit in 
the front the way I’ve been doing, but today people have questions forme. 

Underclassmen; mostly; because hardly any upperclassmen take the bus. 

‘What’s with you and-?’ A sophomore girl named Mandaasks me. 

I pretend like I don’t hear her. 

Instead; I sink lower into my seat and open up the note Marcel left for me in my locker. 


Dear Lara Jean; 



Good job today. 


Marcel- 

I start to smile and then I hear Manda whisper to her friend; ‘It’s so weird that - would 
like her. I mean - look at her and then look at Genevieve.’ I can feel myself shrink. Is that what 
everyone thinks? Maybe it’s not that I’m a Mysterious Girl. 

Maybe it’s that I’m a Not Good Enough Girl. 

When I get home; I go straight to my room; put on a soft nightgown, and release my 
braid. It’s sweet relief to let it out. My scalp is tingling with gratitude. Then I lie in my bed and 
stare out the window until it gets dark. My phone keeps buzzing, and I’m sure it’s Chris, but I 
don’t lift my head to look. 

Kellie barges in at one point and says; ‘Are you sick? Why are you still lying in bed 
like you have cancer like Brielle’s mom did?’ 

‘I need peace;’ I say; closing my eyes. ‘I need to replenish myself with peace.’ 

‘Well - then what are we eating for dinner?’ 

I open my eyes. That’s right. It’s Monday. I’m in charge of dinner on Mondays now. 

Ugh; Margot; where are you? It’s dark already; there’s not enough time to defrost 
anything. Maybe Mondays should be pizza nights. I eye her. ‘Do you have any money?’ 

We both get an allowance- Kellie gets five dollars a week and I get twenty, but Kellie 
always has more money than me. She saves everything like a wily squirrel. I don’t know where 
she keeps it because she locks the door whenever she goes to take any out of her stash. 

-And- 

She’ll lend it, but she charges interest. Margot has a credit card that she’s allowed to 
use for groceries and gas, but she took that with her. I should probably ask Daddy about getting 
me one too; now that I’m the oldest sister. 


‘Why do you need money?’ 



‘Because I want to order a pizza for dinner.’ Kellie opens her mouth to negotiate; but 
before she can get a word in; I say; ‘Daddy will pay you back when he gets home; so, don’t even 
think about charging me interest. The pizzas for you; too; you know. Twenty oughts to do it.’ 

Kellie crosses her arms. ‘I’ll give you the money, but first; you have to tell me about 
that boy from this morning. Your boyfriend. ’ 

I groan. ‘What do you want to know?’ 

‘I want to know how you got together.’ 

‘We used to be friends back in middle school; remember? We’d all hang out in the 
Pearces’ treehouse sometimes.’ Kellie gives me a blank shmg. ‘Well; remember that day I got in 
a car accident?’ Kellie nods. ‘Well; Marcel was driving by, and he stopped and helped me. And 
we just - reconnected. It was fate.’ Actually; this is good practice; telling Kellie this story. I’ll tell 
Chris the same story tonight. 

‘That’s it? That’s the whole story?’ 

‘Hey; that’s a pretty good story;’ I say. ‘I mean; a car accident is very dramatic; plus, 
our history together. ’ 

Kellie just says; ‘Hmm;’ and she leaves it at that. 

We have sausage and mushroom pizza for dinner, and when I broach the idea of P izz a 
Mondays; Daddy is quick to agree. I think he’s remembering my mac and cheese. 

It’s a relief that Kellie spends most of dinner talking about her field trip and all I have 
to do is chew on my pizza. I’m still thinking about what Manda said and wondering if maybe this 
wasn’t such a good idea after all. 

When Kellie pauses to inhale her slice; Daddy turns to me and says; ‘Did anything 
interesting happen to you today?’ 

I swallow my mouthful of pizza. ‘Um - not really.’ 

Later that night I fix myself a bubble bath and soak in the tub for so long Kellie bangs 
on the door twice to check if I’ve fallen asleep. Once I almost do. 



I’ve just drifted off when my phone buzzes. It’s Chris. I hit ignore, but then it keeps 
buzzing, and buzzing, and buzzing. I finally just pick up. 

‘Is it true?’ She screams. 

I hold the phone away from my ear. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Oh my god. Tell me everything.’ 

‘Tomorrow; Chris. I’ll tell you everything tomorrow. Good night.’ 

‘Wait-’ 

‘Night!’ 

THAT FRIDAY I GO TO my first ever football game. I’ve never had even the tiniest 
bit of interest in it before, and I still don’t. I’m sitting high in the stands with Marcel and his 
friends, and as far as I can tell; there’s not a lot to see. It just seems like a lot of waiting and 
huddling and not a lot of action. Nothing at all like football games in the movies and on TV 
shows. 


By nine-thirty the game’s almost over; I hope, and I’m yawning into my coat when 
Marcel suddenly throws his arm around me. 1 nearly choke on my yawn. 

Down below; Genevieve is cheering with the rest of the squad. She is shimmying and 
shaking her pom-poms. She looks up in the stands, and when she sees us; she stops for just a 
half-second before launching into a new cheer; eyes blazing. 

I glance at Marcel; who has a satisfied smirk on. When Genevieve’s back on the 
sidelines; he drops his arm and suddenly seems to remember I’m there. He says; ‘Eli’s having 
people over tonight. Want to go?’ 

I don’t even know who Eli is. I yawn again; a big one for the show. ‘Um - I’m really 
tired. So - no. No; thank you. Can you just drop me off on the way there?’ 

Marcel gives me a look, but he doesn’t argue. 

On the way home; we pass by the diner and Marcel suddenly says; ‘I’m hungry. Do 
you want to stop and get something?’ Pointedly he adds; ‘Or are you too tired?’ 



I ignore the dig and say; ‘Sure; I can eat.’ 


So; Marcel turns the car around and we go to the diner. We get a booth upfront. 

Whenever I used to come here with Margot and Josh; we would always sit in the back 
near the jukebox; so, we could put coins in. Half the time the jukebox was broken, but we still 
liked sitting near it. It’s weird to be here without them. We have so many traditions here. 

The three of us would get two grilled-cheese sandwiches and cut them up into squares, 
and we’d order a bowl of tomato soup to dip the squares in, and then Josh and I would share a 
waffle with extra whipped cream for dessert and Margot would have a bowl of tapioca pudding. 
Gross; I know. I’m pretty sure only grandmas like tapioca pudding. 

Our waitress is Kelly; who’s a student at the college. She was gone all summer, and I 
guess now she’s back. She eyes Marcel as she sets down our waters. ‘Where are your friends 
tonight?’ she asks me. 

I say; ‘Margot’s left for Scotland, and Josh - isn’t here. ’ Which Marcel rolls his eyes at. 

Then Marcel orders blueberry pancakes and bacon and scrambled eggs. I get a grilled 
cheese with fries on the side and a black cherry soda. 

When Kelly leaves to put in our orders; I ask him; ‘Why do you hate Josh so much?’ 

‘I don’t hate him;’ Marcel scoffs. ‘I barely know the guy.’ 

‘Well; you certainly don’t like him.’ 

Marcel scowls at me. ‘What’s to like? That kid turned me in once for cheating in 
seventh grade.’ 

Did Marcel cheat? My stomach twists a little. ‘What kind of cheating was it? Like; 
homework?’ 

‘No; a Spanish test. I wrote down the answers in my calculator, and Josh freaking told 
on me. Who does that?’ 

I search his face for some sign of embarrassment or shame at having cheated, but I 
don’t see even an iota. ‘What are you so high and mighty for? You’re the one who cheated!’ 



‘It was seventh grade!’ 


‘Well; do you still cheat?’ 

‘No. Hardly ever. I mean; I have.’ He frowns at me. ‘Would you quit looking at me 

like that?’ 


‘Like what?’ 

‘With judged eyes. Look; I’m going to school on a lacrosse scholarship anyway; so, 
what does it matter?’ 

I have a sudden revelation. I lower my voice and say; ‘Wait - can you read?’ 

He bursts out laughing. ‘Yes; I can read! Geez; Lara Jean. Not everything has a story 
behind it; okay? I’m just lazy.’ He snorts. ‘Can I read? I’ve written you multiple notes! You’re 
hilarious.’ 


I can feel my face get flushed. ‘It wasn’t that funny.’ I squint at him. ‘Is everything a 
joke to you?’ 

‘Not everything; but most things; sure.’ 

I drop my chin. ‘Then maybe that’s a character flaw that you should work on;’ I say. 

‘Because some things are serious, and they should be taken seriously. Sorry if you 
think that’s me being judged.’ 

‘Yup; I think that’s judged. I think you’re judged in general. That’s a character flaw 
that you should work on. I also think you need to learn how to kick back and have fun.’ 

I’m listing off all the ways I have fun- biking (which I hate;) baking; reading; I 
consider saying knitting but I’m pretty sure he’ll only make fun of me- when Kelly drops off our 
food and I stop so I can bite into my grilled cheese while it’s still oozy. 

Marcel steals one of my French fries. ‘So- who else?’ ‘Who else what?’ With his 
mouth full; he says; ‘Who else got letters?’ 


‘Um; that’s really private.’ I shake my head at him; like Wow; how rude. 



‘What? I’m just curious.’ Marcel dips another fry into my little ramekin of ketchup. 


Smirking; he says; ‘Come on; don’t be shy. You can tell me. I know I’m number one; 
obviously. But I want to hear who else made the cut.’ 

He’s practically flexing; he’s so sure of himself. Fine; if he wants to know so bad; I’ll 
tell him. ‘Josh; you- ‘ 

‘Obviously...’ 

‘Kenny...’ 

Marcel snorts. ‘Kenny? Who’s he?’ 

I prop my elbows up on the table and rest my chin on my hands. ‘A boy I met at 
church camp. He was the best swimmer on the whole boys’ side. He saved a drowning kid once. 
He swam out to the middle of the lake before the lifeguards even noticed anything was wrong.’ 

‘So- what’d he say- when he got the letter?’ 

‘Nothing. It was sent back return to sender.’ 

‘Okay; who’s next?’ 

I take a bite of a sandwich. ‘Lucas Krapf.’ 

‘He’s gay;’ Marcel says. 

‘He’s not gay!’ 

‘Dude quit dreaming. The kid is gay. He wore an ascot to school yesterday.’ 

‘I’m sure he was wearing it ironically. Besides; wearing an ascot doesn’t make 
someone gay.’ I give him a look like Wow; so homophobic. 

‘Hey; don’t give me that look;’ the objects. ‘My favorite uncle’s gay as hell. 

I bet you fifty bucks that if I showed my uncle Eddie a picture of Lucas; he’d confirm 
it in half a second.’ 


‘Just because Lucas appreciates fashion; that doesn’t make him gay.’ 



Marcel opens his mouth to argue but I lift up a hand to quiet him. ‘All it means is he’s 
more of a city guy in the midst of all this-this boring suburbia. I bet you he ends up going to 
NYU or some other place in New York. He could be a TV actor. He’s got that look; you know. 
Svelte with fine-boned features. Very sensitive features. He looks like - like an angel’ 

‘So- what did Angel Boy say about the letter; then?’ 

‘Nothing - I’m sure because he’s a gentleman and didn’t want to embarrass me by 
bringing it up.’ I give him a meaningful look. Unlike some people is what I’m saying with my 
eyes. 


Marcel rolls his eyes. ‘All right; all right. Whatever; I don’t care.’ He leans back in his 
seat and stretches his arm out on the back of the empty seat next to him. 

‘That’s only four. Who’s the fifth?’ 

I’m surprised he’s been keeping count. ‘John Ambrose McClaren.’ 

Marcel’s eyes widen. ‘McClaren? When did you like him?’ 

‘Eighth grade.’ 

‘I thought you liked me in eighth grade!’ 

‘There may have been a little bit of overlap;’ I admit. Stirring my straw; I say; ‘There 
was this one time; in the gym - he and I had to pick up all the soccer balls, and it started to rain -’ 
I sigh. ‘It was probably the most romantic thing that ever happened to me.’ 

‘What is it with girls and rain?’ Marcel wonders. 

‘I don’t know -1 guess maybe because everything feels more dramatic in the rain;’ I 
say with a shmg. 

‘Did anything actually happen with you two; or where you just standing out in the rain 
picking up soccer balls?’ 

‘You wouldn’t understand.’ Someone like Marcel could never understand. Marcel 
rolls his eyes. ‘So did McClaren’s letter gets sent to his old house?’ he prompts. 



‘I think so. I never heard anything back from him.’ I take a long sip of my soda. 


‘Why do you sound so sad about it?’ 
‘I’m not!’ 


Maybe I am; a little. Besides Josh; I think John Ambrose McClaren matters the most 
to me of all the boys I’ve loved. There was just something so sweet about him. 

It was the promise of maybe; maybe one day. I think John Ambrose McClaren must be 
The One That Got Away. Out loud I say; ‘I mean; either he never got my letter, or he did, and-’ 
I- shrug. ‘I just always wondered how he turned out. If he’s still the same. I bet he is.’ 

‘You know what; I th ink maybe he mentioned you once.’ Slowly he says; ‘Yeah; he 
definitely did. He said he thought you were the prettiest girl in our grade. He said his one regret 
from middle school was not asking you to the eighth-grade formal.’ 

My whole body goes still- and I think I even stop breathing. ‘For real?’ I whisper. 

Marcel busts up laughing. ‘Dude! You’re so gullible!’ 

My stomach squeezes. Blinking; I say; ‘That was really mean. Why would you say 

that?’ 


Marcel stops laughing and says; ‘Hey; I’m sorry. I was just kidding-’ 

I reach across the table and punch him in the shoulder; hard. ‘You’re a jerk.’ 

He rubs his shoulder and cries out; ‘Ow! That hurt!’ 

‘Well; you deserved it.’ 

‘Sorry;’ he says again. But there’s still a trace of laughter in his eyes; so, I turn my 
head away from him. ‘Hey; come on. Don’t be mad. Who knows? Maybe he did like you. 

Let’s call him and find out.’ 

My head snaps up. ‘You have his phone number? You have John Ambrose 
McClaren’s number?’ 



Marcel pulls out his cell phone. ‘Sure. Let’s call him right now.’ 


‘No!’ I try to grab his phone away from him, but he’s too quick. He holds his phone 
above my head and I can’t reach. ‘Don’t you dare call him!’ 

‘Why not? I thought you were so curious about whatever happened to him. ’ I shake 
my head fervently. 

‘What are you so afraid of? That he doesn’t remember you?’ Something changes in his 
face; some dawning realization about me. ‘Or that he does?’ 

I shake my head... 

‘That’s it.’ Marcel nods to himself; he tips back in his chair; his hands linked around 

his head. 


I don’t like the way he’s looking at me. Like he th ink s he’s figured me out. I hold my 
palm out to him. ‘Give me your phone.’ 

Marcel’s jaw drops. ‘You’re going to call him? Right now?’ 

I l ik e that I’ve surprised him. It makes me feel like I’ve won something back... I th ink 
throwing Marcel off guard could be a fun hobby for me. In a commanding voice; I’ve only- ever 
used with Kellie; 1 say; ‘Just give me your phone.’ Marcel hands me his phone, and I copy 
John’s number into mine. ‘I’ll call him when I feel like it; not because you feel like it.’ 

Marcel gives me a look of gmdging respect. Of course- I’m never going to call John, 
but Marcel K. doesn’t need to know that. 

That night; I’m lying in bed still thinking about John. It’s fun to think of the what-if. 
Scary; but fun. It’s like; I thought this door was closed before, but here it is open just the tiniest 
crack. What if? What would that be like; me and John Ambrose McClaren? 

If I close my eyes; I can almost picture it. 

MARGOT AND I ARE ON the phone; it’s Saturday afternoon here and Saturday 
night there. 

‘Have you lined up an internship for the spring?’ 



‘Not yet-’ 


Margot lets out a sigh. ‘I thought you were going to try and do something at 
Montpelier. I know they need help in the archives... Do you want me to call Donna for you?’ 

Margot did an internship at Montpelier for two summers and she loved it. 

She was there for some important dig where they found a shard of Dolley Madison’s 
china plate, and you’d have thought they found diamonds or a dinosaur bone. Everybody loves 
Margot over there. When she left; they gave her a plaque for all her hard work. 

Daddy hung it up in the living room. 

‘Montpelier’s too far of a drive;’ I say. 

‘What about volunteering at the hospital?’ she suggests. ‘You could get a ride with 
Daddy on the days you have to go in. ’ 

‘You know I don’t like the hospital.’ ‘Then the library! You like the library.’ 

‘I’ve already filled out an application;’ I lie. 

‘Have you really?’ 

‘Or I was just about to...’ 

‘I shouldn’t have to push you to want things. You should want them for yourself. You 
need to take the initiative. I’m not always going to be beside you to push you.’ 

‘I know that...’ 

‘I mean; do you realize how important this year is; Lara Jean? It’s kind of everything. 

You don’t get a do-over- this is the junior year.’ 

I can feel tears and panic building up inside me. If she asks me another question; it 
will be too much, and I’ll cry. 


‘Hello...?’ I say. 



‘I’m still here.’ My voice comes out tiny, and I know Margot knows how close I am to 

crying. 

She pauses... ‘Look; you still have time; okay? I just don’t want you to wait too long 
and have all the good placements go to other people; I’m just worried about you is all. But 
everything’s fine; you’re still okay.’ 

‘Okay.’ Even just that one little word is an effort. 

‘How’s everything else?’ 

I started out this conversation wishing I could tell her about Marcel and everything 
that’s been going on with me, but now I’m just feeling relieved that there are all these miles 
between us and she can’t see what I’m up to. ‘Everything’s good;’ I say. 

‘How’s Josh? Have you talked to him lately?’ 

‘Not really;’ I say. Which I haven’t. I’ve been so busy with Marcel I haven’t really 
had a chance. 

KELLIE AND I ARE ON the front steps. She’s drinking her Korean yogurt drink and 
I’m working on that scarf for Margot while I wait for Marcel. Kellie’s waiting for Daddy to 
come out. He’s dropping her off at school today. 

Ms. Rossinchild hasn’t come outside yet. Maybe she’s sick today or maybe she’s 
mnning even later than usual. 

We’ve got our eyes locked on her front door when a minivan drives down our street 
and slows in front of our house. I squint my eyes. It’s Marcel. 

Driving a tan minivan. He ducks his head out the window. ‘Are you coming or not?’ 

‘Why are you driving that?’ Kellie calls out. 

‘Never mind that; Katherine;’ Marcel calls back. ‘Just get in...’ 


Kellie and I look at each other. ‘Me too?’ Kellie asks me. 



I shrug. Then I lean back and open the front door and yell out; ‘Kellie’s getting a ride 
with me; Daddy!’ 

‘Okay!’ he yells back. 

We stand up, but just then Ms. Rossinchild comes dashing out of the house in her 
navy-blue suit; briefcase in one hand; coffee in the other. Kellie and I look at each other gleefully. 
‘Five; four; three-’ 

‘Damn it...!!!’ 

Giggling; we hurl ourselves toward Marcel’s minivan. I hop into the passenger seat 
and Kellie climbs into the back. ‘What were you guys laughing about?’ He asks. 

I’m about to tell him when Josh walks out of his house. He stops and stares at us for a 
second before the waves. I wave back and Kellie hangs her head out the window and yells; 

‘Hi; Josh...!’ 

‘What up;’ Marcel calls out; leaning over me. 

‘Hey;’ Josh says back. Then he gets in his car. 

Marcel pokes me in the side and grins and puts the car in reverse. ‘Tell me why you 
guys were laughing.’ 

Clicking on my seat belt; I say; ‘At least once a week; Ms. Rossinchild runs out to her 
car and spills hot coffee all over herself. ’ 

Kellie pipes up; ‘It’s the funniest thing in the world.’ 

Marcel snorts. ‘Youguys are sadistic.’ 

‘What’s sadistic?’ Kellie wants to know. She puts her head between us. 

I push her back and say; ‘Put your seat belt on.’ 

Marcel puts the car in reverse. ‘It means seeing other people in pain makes you happy.’ 


‘Oh.’ She repeats it to herself softly. ‘Sadistic.’ 




‘Don’t teach her weird stuff;’ I say. 


‘I like weird stuff;’ Kellie protests. 

Marcel says; ‘See? The kid likes weird stuff.’ Without turning around; he lifts his hand 
up for a high five and Kellie leans forward and slaps it heartily. ‘Hey; gimme a sip of whatever it 
is you’re drinking back there.’ 

‘It’s almost gone; so, you can have the rest;’ she says. 

Kellie hands it over, and Marcel tips back the plastic container in his mouth. 

‘This is good;’ he says. 

‘It’s from the Korean grocery store;’ Kellie tells him. ‘They come in a pack and you 
can put them in the freezer and if you pack it for lunch; it’ll be icy and cold when you drink it.’ 

‘Sounds good to me. Lara Jean; bring me one of these tomorrow mornings; will 

you...? 

For services rendered.’ 

I shoot him a dirty look and Marcel says; ‘I mean the rides! Geez.’ 

‘I’ll bring you one; Marcel;’ Kellie says. 

‘That’s my girl.’ 

‘As long as you give me a ride to school tomorrow; too;’ Kellie finishes, and Marcel 

hoots. 

BEFORE the FOURTH PERIOD; IM AT my locker; trying to refine my milkmaid 
braid in the little mirror hanging from the door. 

‘Eara Jean?’ 

‘Yes?’ 

I peek around the door and it’s Lucas Krapf; wearing a thin V-neck sweater in brilliant 
blue and stone-colored khakis. ‘I’ve had this for a while now -1 wasn’t going to say anything, 



but then I thought maybe you’d want it back.’ He puts a pink envelope in my hand. It’s my letter. 
So; Lucas got his; too. 

I drop it into my locker; make a yikes face at myself in the mirror, and then close the 
door. ‘So; you’re probably wondering what this is all about;’ I begin... 

-And- 

Then; I immediately falter. ‘It’s um; well; I wrote it a long time ago, and-’ 

‘You don’t have to explain.’ ‘Really? You’re not curious?’ 

‘No. It was just really nice to get a letter like that. I was actually pretty honored.’ 

I let out a relieved sigh and sag against my locker. Why is Lucas Krapf just so exactly 
right? He knows how to say the perfect thing. 

And then Lucas gives me a half grimace; half-smile. ‘But the thing is-’ 

He lowers his voice. ‘You know I’m gay; right?’ 

‘Oh; right; totally;’ I say; trying not to sound disappointed. ‘No; I totally knew.’ So- 
Marcel was right after all. 

Lucas smiles. ‘You’re so cute;’ he says, and I perk up again. Then he says; ‘Listen; 
can you not tell anybody; though? I mean; I’m out, but I’m not out-out yet. You know what I 
mean?’ 


‘Totally;’ I say; super confident. 

‘For instance; my mom knows but my dad the only kind of knows. I haven’t outright 

told h im .’ 


‘Got it...!’ 

‘I just let people believe what they please. I don’t feel like it’s my responsibility to 
quantify myself for them. I mean; you get what I’m talking about. As a biracial person; I’m sure 
people are always asking you what race you are; right?’ 


I haven’t thought of it that way before; but yes- yes- yes! Lucas just gets it. 



‘Exactly. It’s like; why do you need to know?’ 


‘Exactly.’ 

We smile at each other and I feel that wonderful sensation of being known by 
someone. We walk together in the same direction; he has a Mandarin class and I have French... 

At one point he asks me about Marcel, and I’m tempted to tell him the tmth because 
I’m feeling so close to him. But Marcel and I made that pact- we explicitly said we would never 
tell anyone. I don’t want to be the one to break it. So-o when Lucas says; ‘Hey; so, what’s the 
deal with you and-?’ I just shmg and give him an enigmatic smile. 


The Slit Kiss 


‘It’s crazy; right? Because he’s so -’ I search for the exact right word, but I can’t think 
of it. ‘I mean; he could play the part of a handsome guy in a movie.’ Hastily I add; ‘So could 
you; though. You’d play the guy the girl should pick.’ 

Lucas laughs, but I can tell he likes it. 

Dear Lucas; I never met a boy with manners as good as yours. You ought to have a 
British accent. At homecoming; you wore a cravat and it suited you so well I think you could 
wear one all the time and get away with it. 

Oh; Lucas! I wish I knew what kind of girls you liked. As far as I can tell; you haven’t 
dated anyone - unless you have a girlfriend at another school. You’re just so mysterious. I hardly 
know a thing about you. The things 1 know are so unsubstantial; so unsatisfying; like that, you 
eat a chicken sandwich every day at lunch, and you’re on the golf team. 

I guess the one remotely real thing I know about you is you’re a good writer; which 
must mean you have deep reserves of emotion. Like that short story you wrote in creative writing 
about the poisoned well, and it was from a six-year-old boy’s perspective. It was so sensitive; so 



keen! That story made me feel like I knew you at least a little bit. But I don’t know you, and I 
wish I did. 

I think you’re very special. I think you are probably one of the most special people at 
our school, and I wish more people knew that about you. Or maybe I don’t because sometimes 
it’s nice to be the only one who knows something. 

Love; Lara Jean- 

AFTER SCHOOL; CHRIS, and Aire hanging out in my room. She’s in trouble with 
her mom for staying out all night; so, she’s hiding out over here until her mom leaves for book 
club. 


We’re sharing a big bag of Kellie’s Pirate Booty; which I’m going to have to replace 
because she’ll complain if it’s missing from her lunch on Monday. 

Chris stuffs a handful of Pirate Booty puffs in her mouth. ‘Just tell me; Lara Jean. 
How far have you guys gone?’ 

I almost choke. ‘We’ve gone nowhere! And we have no plans to go anywhere in the 
near future.’ Or ever... 

‘Seriously? Not even over-the-bra action? A quick swipe across your chest?’ 

‘No! I told you; I and my sister aren’t like that.’ 

Chris snorts... ‘Are you joking me...? Of course; Margot and Josh have had sex. Quit 
being so naive; Lara Jean. ’ 

‘This isn’t me being naive;’ I tell her. ‘I know for a fact that he and Margot haven’t 
done it.’ ‘How? How do you know ‘for a fact’? I’d love to hear this.’ 

‘I’m not telling you.’ If I tell Chris; she’ll only laugh more. She doesn’t understand; 
she only has a little brother. She doesn’t know how it is with sisters. 


Margot and I; we made a pact; back in middle school. 



We swore we wouldn’t have sex until we were married or we were really; really in 
love and at least twenty-one. Margot might be really; really in love, but she’s not married and 
she’s not twenty-one... She’d never go back on her word. With sisters a pact is everything. 

‘No; I’d really love to know.’ Chris has that hungry glint in her eyes, and I know she’s 
just getting warmed up. 

‘You just want to make fun of it, and I’m not going to let you;’ I say. 

Chris rolls her eyes. ‘Fine. But there’s no way they haven’t boned.’ 

I think Chris talks like that on purpose to get a reaction from me. She loves a reaction; 
so. I’m careful to not give her one. I calmly say; ‘Can you please stop talking about my sister and 
Josh having sex. You know I don’t like it.’ 

Chris takes a permanent marker out of her bag and starts to color in her thumbnail. 

‘You need to stop being such a scaredy-cat. Seriously; you’ve built it up in your head 
to be this huge; life-changing moment; but it’s actually done in under five, and it’s not even the 
best part.’ 

I know she’s waiting forme to ask what the best part is, and I am curious; but I ignore 
her and say; ‘I think permanent marker is toxic for your nails;’ to which she shakes her head at 
me like I’m a lost cause. 

I wonder; though - what would it be like? To be that close to a boy and have him see 
all of you; no holding back. Would it be scary only fora second or two? 

Or would it be scary the whole time? What if I didn’t like it at all? Or what if I liked it 
too much? It’s a lot to think about. 

‘DO YOU THINK- IF A- a guy and a girl have been dating for a long time; they’ve 
automatically had sex?’ I ask Marcel. We’re sitting on the floor of the library; our backs against 
the wall of the reference section nobody ever goes to. It’s after school; the library’s empty, and 
we’re doing homework. Marcel gets Cs and Ds in chemistry; so. I’ve been helping him study. 

Marcel looks up from his chem- book; suddenly interested. He tosses the book aside 
and says; ‘I need more information. How long have they been dating?’ 



‘A long time. Like two years; something like that.’ 


‘How old are they...? Our age...?’ 

‘About...’ 

...?... 

‘Then most likely but not necessarily. It depends on the girl and the guy. But if I had 
to put money on it; yeah.’ 

‘But the girl’s not like that. The guy isn’t either.’ 

‘Who are we talking about here?’ 

‘That’s a secret.’ I hesitate, and then say; ‘Chris thinks there’s no way they haven’t. 

She says it’s impossible.’ 

Marcel snorts. ‘Why are you going to her for advice? That girl is a train wreck.’ 

‘She is not a train wreck...!’ 

He gives me a look. ‘Shaddyman year she got wasted on Four Loko and she climbed 
up on Tyler Boylan’s roof and did a striptease.’ 

‘Where you there?’ I demand. ‘Did you see it with your own two eyes?’ 

‘Damn straight. Fished her clothes out of the pool like the gentleman I am.’ 

I blow out my cheeks. ‘Well; Chris never mentioned that story to me; so, like- I can’t 
really speak to that. Besides; didn’t they ban Four Loko or whatever it’s called?’ 

‘They still make it, but a shitty watered-down version. You can dump Five-Hour 
Energy in it to get the same effect...’ I shudder; which makes Marcel smile. ‘What do you and 
Chris even talk about?’ he asks. ‘You have nothing in common.’ 

‘What do we talk about?’ I counter... 

Marcel laughs. ‘Point taken. ’ He pushes away from the wall and puts his head in my 
lap, and I go completely still. 




I try to make my voice sound normal as I say; ‘You’re in a really strange mood today.’ 

He raises an eyebrow at me. ‘What kind of mood am I in?’ Marcel sure loves to hear 
about himself. Normally; I don’t mind, but today I’m not in the mood to oblige him. He already 
has too many people in his life telling him how great he is. 

‘The obnoxious kind;’ I say, and he laughs. 

‘I’m sleepy.’ He closes his eyes and snuggles against me. ‘Tell me a bedtime story; 

Covey.’ 

‘Don’t flirt;’ I tell him... 

His eyes fly open. ‘I wasn’t!’ 

‘Yes; you were. You flirt with everyone. It’s like you can’t help yourself.’ 

‘Well; I don’t ever flirt with you.’ Marcel sits back up and checks his phone, and 
suddenly I’m wishing I didn’t say anything at all... 

I'm IN FRENCH CLASS; LOOKING Gout the window as I am wont to do, and that’s 
when I see Josh walking toward the bleachers by the track. He’s carrying his lunch, and he’s 
alone. Why is he eating alone? He has his comic-book group; he has Jersey Mike. 

But I guess he and Jersey Mike didn’t hang out so much last year. Josh was always 
with Margot and me. The trio. And now we’re not even a duo, and he’s all alone. Part of its 
Margot’s fault for leaving; but I can see my part in it too; if I’d never started liking him; I 
wouldn’t have had to make up this whole Marcel, story. I could just be his good friend Lara Jean 
like always. 

Maybe this is why Mommy told Margot not to go to college with a boyfriend. When 
you have a boyfriend or a girlfriend; you only want to be with that person, and you forget about 
everybody else, and then when the two of you break up; you’ve lost all your friends. They were 
off doing fun stuff without you. 

All I can say is; Josh sure is a lonely figure eating his sandwich on the very top 


bleacher. 



I take the bus home from school because Marcel had to leave early for a lacrosse game 
with his club team. I’m in front of the house; taking the mail out of our mailbox when Josh pulls 
into his driveway. ‘Hey!’ he calls out. He climbs out of his car and jogs over to me; his backpack 
slung over his shoulder. 

‘I saw you on the bus;’ he says. ‘I waved, but you were doing your daydreaming thing. 
So how long’s your car going to be in the shop?’ 

‘I don’t know. It keeps changing. They had to order apart from; like; Indiana.’ 

Josh gives me a knowing look. ‘So, you’re secretly relieved; right?’ 

‘No! Why would I be relieved?’ 

‘Come on. I know you. You hate driving. You’re probably glad to have the excuse not 

to drive.’ 


I start to protest; but then I stop. There’s no use. Josh knows me too well. 

‘Well; maybe I’m a teeny-tiny bit relieved.’ 

‘If you ever need a ride; you know you can call me.’ 

I nod. I do know that. I wouldn’t call him for myself; but I would for Kellie; in an 
emergency. 

‘I mean; I know you have - now, but I’m right next door. It’s way more convenient for 
me to give you a ride to a school than him. I mean; it’s more environmentally responsible.’ I 
don’t say anything, and Josh scratches the back of his neck. 

‘I want to say something to you, but I feel weird bringing it up. Which is also weird; 
because we’ve always been able to talk to each other.’ 

‘We can still talk to each other;’ I say. ‘Nothing’s changed.’ That’s the biggest lie I’ve 
ever told him; even bigger than the lie about my so-called dead twin Marcella. Until a couple of 
years ago; Josh thought I had a twin sister named Marcella who died of leukemia. 


‘Okay. I feel like -1 feel like you’ve been avoiding me ever since-’ 



He’s going to say it. He’s actually going to say it. I look down at the ground. 


‘Ever since Margot broke up with me.’ 

My head snaps up. That’s what he thinks? That I’m avoiding him because of 

Margot...? 

Did my letter really make that little of an impact? I try to keep my face still and 
expressionless when I say; ‘I haven’t been avoiding you. I’ve just been busy.’ 

‘With- I know. You and I have known each other for a long time. 

You’re one of my best friends; Lara Jean. I don’t want to lose you; too.’ 

It’s the ‘too’ that’s the sticking point... The ‘too’ is what stops me in my tracks. It 
sticks in my craw. Because if he hadn’t said ‘too;’ it would be about me and him. Not about me 
and him and Margot. 

‘That letter you wrote-’ 

Too late... I don’t want to talk about the letter anymore. Before he can say another 
word; I say; ‘I’ll always be your friend; Joshy.’ And then I smile at him, and it takes a lot of 
effort. It takes so much effort. But if I don’t smile; I’ll cry. 

Josh nods. ‘Okay. Good. So - so can we hang out again?’ 

‘Sure...’ 

Josh reaches out and chucks my chin. ‘So; can I give you a ride to school tomorrow...?’ 

‘Okay;’ I say. Because wasn’t that kind of the whole point of this? To be able to hang 
out with Josh again without that letter hanging over our heads? To just be his good friend Lara 
Jean again? 

After dinner; I teach Kellie how to do laundry. She resists me at first, but I tell her that 
this is a job we are all sharing from now on; so-o she’d better just accept it. 

‘When the buzzer goes off; that means it’s done and you have to fold it right away or 
it’ll get wrinkled.’ 



To both of our surprise; Kellie likes doing laundry. Mostly because she can sit in front 
of the TV and fold and watch her shows in peace. 

‘Next time I’ll teach you how to iron.’ 

‘Ironing; too?Who ami; Cinderella?’ 

I ignore her. ‘You’ll be good at ironing. You like precision and clean l in es. 

You’ll probably be better at it than me.’ 

This piques her interest. ‘Yeah; maybe. Your stuff always looks wrinkled no matter 

what.’ 


After we finish the laundry; Kellie and I are washing up in the bathroom we share. 

There are two sinks; Margot had the one on the left and Kellie and I used to fight over 
who the sink on the right belonged to. It’s hers now... 

Kellie’s bmshing her teeth and I’m putting on a cucumber-aloe face mask; when 
Kellie says to me; ‘Do you think if I asked; Marcel would take us to McDonald’s tomorrow on 
the way to school?’ 

I rub another dollop of green face mask onto my cheeks. ‘I don’t want you getting 
used to Marcel giving us rides. You’re taking the bus from now on; okay?’ 

Kellie pouts. ‘Why!’ 

‘Because. Besides; Marcel’s not giving me a ride tomorrow; Josh is.’ 

‘But won’t Marcel be mad?’ 

My face is getting tight from the mask drying. Through clenched teeth, I say; ‘Nah. 
He’s not the jealous type.’ 

‘Then who’s the jealous type?’ 

I don’t have a good answer for that. Who is the jealous type? I’m mulling this over 
when Kellie giggles at me in the mirror and says; ‘You look like a zombie.’ 



I hold my hands out to her face and she ducks away. In my best zombie voice; I say; ‘I 
want to eat your brains.’ 

Kellie runs away; screaming. 

When I’m back in my room; I text Marcel that I don’t need a ride to school tomorrow. 

I don’t tell him Josh is giving me a ride. Just in case. 

TODAY’S NOTE FROM Marcel SAYS; Tart and Tangy after school? 

He’s drawn two boxes; a yes or a no. I check yes and drop the note in his locker. 

After school ends; I meet Marcel in his car, and we caravan with his lacrosse friends to 
Tart and Tangy. I order an original frozen yogurt with Cap’n Cmnch and strawberries and kiwi 
and pineapple, and Marcel gets key lime with cmshed-up Oreos. 1 pull out my wallet to pay for 
my yogurt, but Marcel stops me. He winks at me and says; T got this.’ I whisper; T thought you 
weren't ever paying for anything.’ 

‘My boys are here. I can’t look like a cheap-ass in front of my boys.’ Then he puts his 
arm around me and says loudly; ‘For as long as you’re my girl; you don’t pay for frozen yogurt.’ 

I roll my eyes, but I’m not going to say no to a free frozen yogurt. No boy has ever 
paid forme before. I could get used to this kind of nice treatment... 

I was bracing myself to see Genevieve here, but she doesn’t show. I think Marcel’s 
wondering too because he keeps his eyes on the door. With Genevieve; I keep waiting for the 
other shoe to drop. So far- she’s been eerily; disturbingly quiet. She’s hardly ever in the cafeteria 
during lunch because she and Emily Nussbaum have been eating off-campus, and when I see her 
in the hallways; she fake smiles at me without showing her teeth; which is somehow more 
menacing. 

When is she going to strike back against me? When will I have my Jamila Singh 
moment? Chris says Genevieve’s too obsessed with her college boyfriend to care about me and 
Marcel, but I don’t believe it. I’ve seen the way she looks at him. 


Like he’s hers. 



The boys put a few tables together and we basically take over the place. It’s just like at 
the lunch table; with them being loud; talking about the football game coming up on 

Friday. I don’t thi nk I say two words. 1 don’t really have anything to add. I just eat my 
free frozen yogurt and enjoy the fact that I’m not at home organizing my shoe closet or watching 
the Golf Channel with my dad. 

Continued-1 

We’re walking to our cars when Gabe says; ‘Hey; Lara Jean; did you know that if you 
say your name really fast; it sounds like Large? Try it! Lara Jean.’ 

Dutifully I repeat; ‘Lara Jean. Largy. Actually; I think it sounds more like Largy; not 

Large.’ 

Gabe nods to himself and announces; ‘I’m going to start calling you Large. 

You’re so little it’s funny. Right? Like those big guys who go by the name Tiny?’ 

I shmg. ‘Sure.’ 

Gabe turns to Darrell. ‘She’s so little she could be our mascot.’ 

‘Hey; I’m not that small;’ I protest. 

‘How tall are you?’ Darrell asks me. 

‘Five two;’ I fib. It’s more like five and a quarter. 

Tossing his spoon in the trash; Gabe says; ‘You’re so little you could fit in my pocket!’ 

All the guys laugh. Marcel’s smiling in a bemused way. Then Gabe suddenly grabs me 
and throws me over his shoulder like I’m a kid and he’s my dad. 

‘Gabe! Put me down!’ I shriek; kicking my legs and pounding on his chest. 

He starts spinning around in a circle, and all the guys are cracking up. ‘I’m going to 
adopt you; Large! You’re going to be my pet. I’ll put you in my old hamster cage!’ 

I’m giggling so hard I can’t catch my breath and I’m starting to feel dizzy. 



‘Put me down!’ 


‘Put her down; man;’ Marcel says, but he’s laughing too. 

Gabe runs toward somebody’s pickup truck and sets me down in the back. 

‘Get me out of here!’ I yell. Gabe’s already mnning away. All the guys start getting 
into their cars. 

‘Bye; Large!’ they call out. Marcel jogs over to me and extends his hand so I can hop 

down. 


‘Your friends are crazy;’ I say; jumping onto the pavement... 

‘They like you;’ he says. 

‘Really?’ 

‘Sure... They used to hate when I would bring Gen places. They don’t mind if you 
hang out with us.’ Marcel slings his arm around me. ‘Come on; Large. I’ll take you home.’ 

As we walk to his car; I let my hair fall in my face; so, he doesn’t see me smiling. It 
sure is nice being part of a group; feeling like I belong. 

I VOLUNTEERED TO BAKE Six Dozen cupcakes for Kellie’s PTA bake sale. I did 
it because Margot’s done it for the past two years. Margot only ever did it because she didn’t 
want people to think Kellie’s family wasn’t involved enough in PTA. She did brownies both 
times, but I signed up for cupcakes because I thought they’d be a bigger hit. I bought a few 
different kinds of blue sprinkles and I made little toothpick flags that say BLUE MOUNTAIN 
ACADEMY. I thought Kellie would have fun helping me decorate. 

But now I’m realizing Margot’s way was better; because with brownies; you just pour 
them into the pan; bake, and slice, and there you go. Cupcakes are a lot more work. You have to 
scoop the perfect amount six dozen times, and then you have to wait for them to cool, and then 
you’re frosting and sprinkling. 

I’m measuring out my eighth cup of flour when the doorbell rings. ‘Kellie! ’ I scream. 


‘Getthe door!’ 



It rings again. ‘Kellie!’ 


From upstairs she screams back; ‘I’m running an important experiment!’ 

I run to the door and fling it open without bothering to check who it is. 

Marcel; He busts up laughing. 

‘You have flour all over your face;’ he says; dusting off my cheeks with the backs of 

his hands. 


I twist away from him and wipe my face with my apron. ‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘We’re going to the game. Didn’t you read my note from yesterday?’ 

‘Oh; shoot. I had a test and 1 forgot.’ Marcel frowns and 1 add; ‘I can’t go anyway 
because I have to bake seventy-two cupcakes by tomorrow.’ 

‘On a Friday night?’ 

‘Well - yeah.’ 

‘Is this for the PTA bake sale?’ Marcel brushes past me and starts taking off his 
sneakers. ‘You guys are a no-shoes house; right?’ 

‘Yeah;’ I say; surprised. ‘Is your mom making something too?’ 

‘Rice Krispie treats.’ Another way smarter choice than seventy-two cupcakes. 

‘Sorry; you came over here for nothing. Maybe we can go to the game next Friday;’ I 
say; expecting him to put his shoes back on. 

But he doesn’t; he wanders into the kitchen and sits on a stool. Huh? ‘Your house 
looks the same as I remembered;’ he says; looking around. He points at the framed picture of me 
and Margot taking a bath when we were babies. ‘Cute.’ 

I can feel my cheeks bum. I go and turn the photo over. ‘When have you ever been to 
my house?’ 



‘Back in seventh grade. Remember how we’d hang out in your neighbor’s treehouse? I 
had to pee once, and you let me use your bathroom.’ 

‘Oh; yeah;’ I say. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 27 


French Kiss 


Part: 7 

Kiss me Here 

It’s funny to see a boy other than Josh in our kitchen. I feel nervous for some reason. 
‘How long’s it going to take?’ he asks me, his hands in his pockets. 

‘Hours, probably.’ I pick up the measuring cup again. I can’t remember what cup I 

was on. 

Marcel groans. ‘Why can’t we just go to the store and buy some?’ 

I start measuring the flour that’s in the bowl, separating it into piles. 

‘Because, do you think any of the other moms are buying cupcakes from Food Lion? 
How would that make Kitty look?’ 



‘Well, if it’s for Kitty, then Kitty should be helping.’ Marcel hops off the stool and 
comes up to me and slides his hands around my waist and tries to untie my apron strings. 

‘Where is the kid?’ 

I stare at him. ‘What - are you doing?’ 

Marcel looks at me like I’m a dummy. ‘I need an apron too if I’m going to help. I’m 
not trying to get my clothes all messed up.’ 

‘We’re not going to be done in time for the game,’ I tell him. 

‘Then we’ll just go to the party after.’ Marcel shoots me an incredulous look. ‘That 
was in the note I wrote to you today! God, why do I even bother?’ 

‘I was really busy today,’ I say meekly. I feel bad. He’s following through on his end 
of the deal and faithfully writing me a note a day and I can’t even be bothered to read them. ‘I 
don’t know if I can go to a party. I don’t know if I’m allowed to go out that late.’ 

‘Is your dad home? I’ll ask him.’ 

‘No, he’s at the hospital. Besides I can’t just leave Kitty here by herself.’ I pick up the 
measuring cup again. 

‘Well, what time does he get home?’ 

‘I don’t know. Maybe late.’ Or maybe like in the next hour. But Marcel will be long 
gone by then. ‘You should just go. I don’t want to hold you up.’ 

Marcel groans. ‘Covey. I need you. Gen hasn’t said a word about us yet, which is kind 
of the whole point of this. And - she might bring that dick-hole she’s dating.’ 

Marcel pushes out his lower lip. ‘Come on. I came through for you with Josh, didn’t I?’ 

‘Yes,’ I admit. ‘But, Marcel, I have to make these cupcakes for the bake sale-’ 

Marcel stretches his arms out. ‘Then I’ll help you. Just give me an apron.’ 

I back away from him and start rummaging around for another apron. I find one with a 
cupcake print and hand it to him. 



He makes a face and points at mine. ‘I want the one you’re wearing.’ 


‘But it’s mine! ’ It’s red-and-white gingham with little brown bears; my grandma got it 
for me in Korea. ‘I always bake in this. Just wear that one.’ 

Slowly Marcel shakes his head and holds out his hand. ‘Give me yours. You owe me 
for not reading any of my notes.’ 

I untie the apron and hand it over. I turn around and go back to my measuring. ‘You’re 
a bigger baby than Kitty.’ 

‘Just hurry up and give me a task.’ 

‘Are you qualified, though? Because I only have exactly enough ingredients for six 
dozen cupcakes. I don’t want to have to start over-’ 

‘I know how to bake! ’ 

‘Okay, then. Dump those sticks of butter into the mixing bowl.’ 

‘And then?’ 

‘And then when you’re done, I’ll give you your next task.’ 

Marcel rolls his eyes, but he does as he’s told. ‘So-o this is what you do on Friday 

nights? 

Stay home and bake in your PJ’s?’ 

‘I do other stuff too,’ I say, tying my hair into a tighter ponytail. 

‘Like?’ 


I’m still so flustered by Marcel’s sudden appearance that I can’t think. 

‘Um, I go out.’ 

‘Where?’ 

‘God, I don’t know! Quit interrogating me, Marcel.’ I blow my bangs out of my eyes. 
It’s getting really warm here. I might as well just turn off the oven, because 



Marcel’s arrival has slowed down this whole process. At this rate. I’ll be up all night. 
‘You made me lose my count on the flour. I’m going to have to start over from scratch!’ 

‘Here, let me do it,’ Marcel says, coming up close behind me. 

I jerk away from him. ‘No- no. I’ll do it,’ I say, and he shakes his head and tries to 
take the measuring cup from me, but I won’t let go, and flour poufs out of the cup and into the 
air. It dusts us both. Marcel starts cracking up and 1 let out an outraged shriek. ‘Marcel!’ 

He’s laughing too hard to speak. 

I cross my arms... ‘I’d better still have enough flour.’ ‘You look like a grandma,’ he 
says, still laughing. 

‘Well, you look like a grandpa,’ I counter. I dump the flour in my mixing bowl back 
into the flour canister. 

‘Actually, you’re really a lot like my granny,’ Marcel says. ‘You hate cussing. You 
like to bake. You stay at home on Friday nights. Wow, I’m dating my granny... gross.’ 

I start measuring again. One, two. ‘I don’t stay home every Friday night.’ Three... 

‘I’ve never seen you out. You don’t go to parties. We used to hang out back in the day. 

Why’d you stop hanging out?’ 

Four. ‘I -1 don’t know. Middle school was different.’ What does he want me to say? 
That Genevieve decided I wasn’t cool enough- so I got left behind? Why is he so 

clueless? 


‘I always wondered why you stopped hanging out with us.’ 

Was I on five or six? ‘Marcel! You made me lose my count again!’ 

‘1 have that effect on women.’ 

I roll my eyes at him and he grins back at me, but before he can say anything else, I 
yell, ‘Kitty! Get down here!’ 



‘I’m working-’ 


‘Marcel’s here!’ I know that will get her. 

In five seconds flat, Kitty’s running into the kitchen. She skids to a stop, all of a 
sudden shy. ‘Why are you here?’ she asks him. 

‘To pick up Lara Jean. Why aren’t you helping?’ 

‘I was mnning an experiment. Want to help me?’ 

I answer for him. ‘Sure, he’ll help you.’ To Marcel, I say, ‘You’re distracting me. Go 
help Kitty.’ 

‘I don’t know if you want my help, Katherine. See, I’m really distracting to women. I 
make them lose their count.’ Marcel winks at her and I make a gagging sound. ‘Why don’t you 
stay down here and help us bake?’ 

‘Boring! ’ Kitty turns tail and mns back up the stairs. 

‘Don’t you dare try to sprinkle or frost when it’s all over!’ I yell. ‘You haven’t earned 

the right!’ 

I’m creaming the butter and Marcel’s cracking eggs into a chipped salad bowl when 
my dad gets home. ‘Whose car is that out front?’ Daddy asks as he walks into the kitchen. 

He stops short. ‘Hello,’ he says, surprised. He has a Chan’s Chinese Bistro bag in his 

hands. 


‘Hey, Daddy,’ I say like it’s perfectly normal that Marcel - is cooking in our kitchen. 
‘You look tired.’ 

Marcel stands up straighten ‘Hi, Dr. Covey.’ 

My dad sets the bag down on the kitchen table. ‘Oh, hello,’ he says, elearing his throat. 
‘Nice to see you. You’re Marcel K., right?’ 


‘Right.’ 



‘One of the old gang,’ my dad says jovially, and I cringe. ‘What are you kids up to 

tonight?’ 

‘I’m baking cupcakes for Kitty’s PTA bake sale and Marcel’s helping,’ I say. 

My dad nods. ‘Are you hungry, Marcel? I have plenty.’ He lifts the bag. 

‘Shrimp lo mein, kung pao chicken.’ 

‘Actually, Lara Jean and I were going to stop hy our friend’s party,’ Marcel says. ‘If 
that would be okay? I’ll bring her back early.’ 

Before my dad can answer, I say to Marcel, ‘I told you I have to finish these cupcakes.’ 

‘Kitty and I will finish them, ’ my dad interjects. ‘ You two go to that birthday party. ’ 

My stomach flips. ‘It’s really okay, Daddy. I have to be the one to do them; I’m 
decorating them specially.’ 

‘Kitty and I will figure it out. You can go get changed. We’ll keep working on these 

cupcakes.’ 

I open and close my mouth like a trout. ‘All right, then.’ And I don’t make a move, I 
just stand there, because I’m afraid to leave the two of them alone together. 

Marcel smiles at me broadly. ‘You heard the man. We’ve got this covered.’ 

I think, don’t act too confident, because then my dad will think you’re arrogant. 

There are certain outfits you have that make you feel good every time you wear them, 
and then there are outfits where you wore them too many times in a row because you- liked them 
so much, and now they just feel like garbage. I’m looking at my closet now and everything looks 
like garbage. My anxiety is only compounded by the fact that I know- Gen will be wearing the 
exact right thing because she always wears the exact right thing. 

And I have to be wearing the right thing too. Marcel wouldn’t have come by and made 
such a point of going to this party if it weren’t important to him. 



I pull on my jeans and try on different tops- a frilly peach one that suddenly looks 
prissy in my eyes, a long fuzzy sweater with a penguin on it that looks too kid-sh. I’m stepping 
into a pair of gray shorts with black suspenders when someone knocks at my door. I freeze and 
grab a sweater to cover myself up. 

‘Lara Jean?’ It’s Marcel. 

‘Yes?’ 


‘Are you almost ready?’ 

‘Almost! Just-just go downstairs. I’ll be down soon.’ 

He lets out an audible sigh. ‘Okay. I’m going to see what the kid’s doing.’ 

When I hear his footsteps walking away, I scramble and try a cream poUca dot blouse 
with the shorts-suspenders ensemble. It’s cute, but is it too cute? Too much? 

And should I do black tights or black knee socks? Margot said I look Parisian in this 
outfit. Parisian is a good thing. It’s sophisticated, romantic. I try on a beret, just to see the effect, 
and I immediately throw it off. Definitely too much. 

I wish Marcel hadn’t snuck up on me with this. I need time to plan, to prepare. Though 
truthfully, if he’d asked me ahead of time, I would have come up with an excuse not to go. It’s 
one thing to go to Tart and Tangy after school, but a party with all of Marcel’s friends, not to 
mention Genevieve? 

I hop around my room, searching for my over-the-knee socks, then searching for my 
strawberry lip pot that looks like a strawberry. Gosh, I really need to clean my room. It’s hard to 
find anything in this mess. 

I run to Margot’s room for her big grandpa cardigan, and I pass Kitty’s open door, 
where I see Marcel and Kitty lying on the floor, working with her lab set. I root through 
Margot’s sweater drawer, which is now T-shirts and shorts because she’s taken most of her 
sweaters. No grandpa cardigan. But at the bottom of the drawer, there is an envelope. 


A letter, from Josh. 



I want to open it so badly. I know I shouldn’t. 


Carefully, ever so carefully, I take out the letter and unfold it. 

Dear Margot, you say we had to break up because you don’t want to go to college with 
a boyfriend, and you want your freedom, and you don’t want to be held back. But you know, and 
I know that’s not the real reason. You broke up with me because we had sex and you were scared 
of getting close to me. 

I stop reading. 

I can’t believe it. Chris was right- and I was wrong. Margot and Josh did have sex. It’s 
like everything I thought I knew is the opposite. I thought I knew exactly who my sister was, but 
it turns out I don’t know anything. 

I hear Marcel calling my name. ‘Lara Jean! Are you ready yet?’ 

Hastily I fold the letter up and put it back in the envelope. I put it back in the drawer 
and slam the drawer shut. ‘Coming!’ 

WE’RE STANDING AT THE FRONT door of Steve Bledell’s mansion. 

Steve’s on the football team; he’s mostly known for having a rich stepdad with his 
own plane. 

‘Ready?’ Marcel asks me. 

I wipe my palms on my shorts. I wish I’d had time to do something better for my hair. 

‘Not really.’ 

‘Then let’s talk strategy for a second. All you have to do is act l ik e you’re in love with 
me. That shouldn’t be too hard.’ 

I roll my eyes. ‘You’re the vainest boy I’ve ever met.’ 

Marcel grins and shrugs. He’s got his hand on the doorknob, but then he stops. ‘Hold 
on,’ he says, and he pulls the hair tie out of my hair and tosses it into the yard. 


‘Hey!’ 



‘It looks better down. Just trust me.’ Marcel runs his fingers through my hair and fluffs 
it up, and I swat his hand away. Then he takes his phone out of his back pocket and he snaps a 
picture of me. 

I give him a puzzled look, and he explains, ‘In case Gen checks my phone.’ 

I watch as he sets the picture as his wallpaper. 

‘Can we do another one?’ I don’t like the way my hair looks. 

‘Nah, I like it. You look pretty.’ He probably only said it so we could hurry up and go 
inside, but it makes me feel good. 

Walking into this party with Marcel -, I can’t help but feel a sudden msh of pride. 

He’s here with me. Or is it that I’m here with him? 

I see her as soon as we walk in- she’s on the couch with her girls; they’re all drinking 
from red Solo cups. No boyfriend in sight. She raises her eyebrows at me and whispers 
something to Emily Nussbaum. ‘Heyyy, Lara Jean,’ Emily calls out, crooking her finger at me. 
‘Come sit by us.’ 

I start to walk toward them, thinking Marcel is next to me, but he’s not. He’s stopped 
to say hi to someone. I look at him with panicky eyes and he just gestures at me to keep going. 

He mouths, You’re up. 

Crossing the room alone feels like crossing a continent, with Gen and her friends 
watching me. ‘Hi, guys,’ 1 say, and my voice comes out high-pitched and little-girlish. 

There’s no room forme on the couch, so I perch on an armrest like a bird on a 
telephone wire. I keep my eyes trained on Marcel’s back; he is across the room with some guys 
from the lacrosse team. It must be nice to be him. So-o at ease, so comfortable with himself, 
knowing that people are waiting for him, like Marcel’s here, now the party can really get started. 
I look around the room, just to have something to do, and see Gabe and Darrell, and they wave at 
me very nicely, but they don’t come over. It feels like everyone is waiting and watching, waiting 
and watching to see what Genevieve will do. 


I wish I hadn’t come. 



Emily leans forward. ‘We’re all dying to know - what’s the story with you and-?’ 


I kn ow she’s been commissioned by Gen to ask. Gen’s sipping her drink, casual as can 
be, but she’s waiting for my answer. Is she dmnkyet? I wonder. From everything I’ve heard and 
know about Gen, she is a mean drunk. Not that I’ve ever personally experienced it, but I’ve 
heard things. There are stories. 

I wet my lips. ‘Whatever Marcel said -1 guess that’s the story.’ 

Emily waves this off like whatever Marcel says doesn’t really count. ‘We want to hear 
it from you. I mean, it’s just so surprising. How did this even happen?’ She leans closer like we 
are girlfriends. 

When I hesitate, when my eyes dart toward Genevieve, she smiles and rolls her eyes. 

‘It’s okay, you can say, Lara Jean. Marcel and I are over. I don’t know if he told you 
this, but I’m actually the one who broke up with him, so.’ 

I nod... ‘That’s what he said.’ That is not what he said, but it’s what I aheady knew. 

‘So- when did you guys get together?’ She tries to sound offhand, but I know my 
answer is important to her. She’s trying to catch me in something. 

‘Pretty recently,’ I say. 

‘How recently?’ she presses. 

I swallow... ‘Right before school started,’ I tell her. Isn’t that what Marcel and I 
decided the story was going to be? 

Genevieve’s eyes go bright and my heart sinks. I’ve said the wrong thing, but it’s too 
late. It’s hard not to get caught up in her spell. She’s the kind of person you want to like you. 

You know she can be cmel; you’ve seen her be cruel. But when her eyes are on you, and she’s 
paying attention to you, you want it to last. Her beauty is part of it, but there’s something more- 
something that draws you in. I think it’s her transparency- everything she thinks or feels is 
written all over her face, and even if it wasn’t, she’d say it anyway, because she says what she 
thinks, without thinking first. 



I can see why Marcel has loved her for so long. 


‘I think it’s adorable,’ Genevieve says, and then the girls start talking about some 
concert they’re trying to get tickets for and 1 just sit there, glad 1 don’t have to talk- anymore, 
wondering how it’s going with the cupcakes back at home. 1 hope Daddy isn’t overbaking them. 
There’s nothing worse than a dry cupcake. 

The girls move on to talking about Halloween costumes, so I get up and go to the 

bathroom. 


I come back to find Marcel sitting in a wingback leather armchair, drinking a beer and 
talking to Gabe. There’s nowhere forme to sit; my spot on the couch has been taken. 

Now what? 

1 stand there for a second and then I go for it: I do what a girl in love with Marcel 
would do. I do what Genevieve would do. I march right in and plop down in his lap like it’s my 
rightful place. 

Marcel yelps in surprise. ‘Hey,’ he says, coughing on his beer. 

‘Hey,’ I say. Then I tweak him once on the nose like I saw a girl do in a black-and- 
white movie. 

Marcel shifts in his seat and gives me a look like he’s trying not to laugh, and I get 
nervous- tweaking a boy on the nose is romantic, right? Then, out of the- comer of my- eye, 1 see 
Genevieve glaring at us. She whispers something to Emily and stalks out of the room. 

Success! 

Later I am pouring myself Cherry Coke and I see Genevieve and Marcel, talking in the 
kitchen. She’s speaking to him in a low, urgent voice, and she reaches out and touches his arm. 
He tries to brush her hand away, but she doesn’t let go. 

I’m so mesmerized I don’t even notice when Lucas Krapf comes up to me, popping 
the cap off a bottle of Bud Light. ‘Hey, Lara Jean.’ 


‘Hi!’ I’m relieved to see a familiar face. 



He stands next to me, our backs against the dining room wall. ‘What are they fighting 


about?’ 


‘Who even knows?’ I say. I smile a secret smile. Hopefully, it’s about me, and Marcel 
will be happy our plan is finally working. 

Lucas crooks his finger at me, so I’ll come closer. He whispers, ‘Fighting isn’t a good 
sign, Lara Jean. It means you still care.’ His breath smells like beer. 

Hmm. Genevieve obviously still cares. Marcel must too. 

Lucas pats me on the head fondly. ‘Just be careful.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I say. 

Marcel stalks out of the kitchen and says, ‘Are you ready to go?’ He doesn’t wait for 
me to answer him; he just starts walking, his shoulders stiff. 

I give Lucas a shrug. ‘See you on Monday, Lucas!’ Then I scurry after Marcel. 

He’s still mad; I can tell by the way he jerks the keys into the ignition. ‘God, she 
makes me crazy!’ He’s so keyed up energy is vibrating off him in waves. 

‘What did you say to her?’ 

I shift uncomfortably in my seat. ‘She asked me when we got together. I told her just 
before school started.’ 

Marcel does a full-body groan. ‘We hooked up that first weekend.’ 

‘But - you guys have broken up aheady. ’ 

‘Yeah, well.’ Marcel shrugs. ‘Whatever. What’s done is done.’ 

Relieved, I click on my seat belt and kick my shoes off. ‘What were you two fighting 
about tonight, anyway?’ 

‘Don’t worry about it. You did a good job, by the way. She’s so jealous it’s killing 

her.’ 



‘Yay,’ I say. Just as long as she doesn’t kill me. 


We drive through the night in silence. Then I ask, ‘Marcel - how did you know you 
loved Genevieve?’ 

‘God, Lara Jean. Why do you have to ask those kinds of questions?’ 

‘Because I’m a naturally curious person.’ I flip down his mirror and start braiding the 
top of my hair. ‘And maybe the question you should be asking yourself is, why are you so afraid 
to answer those kinds of questions?’ 

‘I’m not afraid!’ 

‘Then why won’t you answer the question?’ 

Marcel goes silent, and I’m pretty sure he’s not going to answer, but then, after a long 
pause where my question just hangs in the air, he says, ‘I don’t know if I ever loved 

Genevieve. How would I even know what that felt like? I’m seventeen, for God’s 

sake.’ 


‘Seventeen’s not so young. A hundred years ago people got married when they were 
practically our age.’ 

‘Yeah, that was before electricity and the Internet. A hundred years ago eighteen year- 
old guys were out there fighting wars with bayonets and holding a man’s life in their hands! 

They lived a lot of life by the time they were our age. What do kids our age know about love and 
life?’ I’ve never heard him talk like this before- like he actually cares about something. I think 
he’s still all worked up from his fight with Genevieve. 

I wind my hair into a honey bun and secure it with a ponytail holder. ‘You know who 
you sound like? You sound like my grandpa,’ I say. ‘Also- 1 think you’re stalling because you 
don’t want to answer the question.’ 


‘I answered it; you just didn’t like my answer.’ 



We pull up in front of my house. Marcel turns off the engine, which is what he does 
when he wants to talk a little while longer. So, I don’t jump out right away, I put my bag in my 
lap and search for my keys even though the lights are on upstairs. 

Gosh... To be sitting in the passenger seat of Marcel -’s black Audi. Isn’t that what 
every girl has ever wanted, in the history of boys and girls? Not Marcel - specifically, or yes, 
maybe Marcel - specifically. 

Marcel leans his head back against the headrest and closes his eyes. 

I say, ‘Did you know that when people fight with each other, that means they still 
really care about each other?’ When Marcel doesn’t answer, I say, ‘Genevieve must really have 
hold on you.’ 

I expect him to deny it, but he doesn’t. Instead, he says, ‘She does, but I wish she 
didn’t. I don’t want to be owned by anyone. Or belong to anyone.’ 

Margot would say she belongs to herself. Kitty would say she belongs to no one. 

-And- 

I guess I would say I belong to my sisters and my dad, but that won’t always be true. 

To belong to someone-1 didn’t know it, but now that I think about it, it seems l ik e 
that’s all- I’ve ever wanted. To really be somebody’s, and to have them be mine. 

‘So that’s why you’re doing this,’ I tell him- I’m partly asking but I’m mostly telling. 

‘To prove you don’t belong to her. Or with her.’ I stop. ‘Do you think there’s a 
difference? 

Between belonging with and belonging to, I mean?’ 

‘Sure. One implies choice; the other doesn’t.’ 

‘You must really love her to go to all this trouble.’ 

Marcel makes a dismissive sound. ‘You’re too dreamy-eyed.’ 


‘Thank you,’ I say, even though I know he doesn’t mean it as a compliment. 



I say it just to bug him. 


I know I’ve succeeded when he says, his face sour, ‘What would you know about love, 

Lara Jean? You’ve never even had a boyfriend before.’ 

I’m tempted to make up someone, a boy from camp, from another town, from 
anywhere. His name is Clint is on the tip of my tongue. But it would be too humiliating because 
he’d know I was lying; I already told him I never dated anybody before. 

-And- 

Even if I hadn’t, it is far more pathetic to make up a boyfriend than to just admit the 
tmth. ‘No, I’ve never had a boyfriend. But plenty of people I know have had boyfriends, but 
they’ve never once been in love. I’ve been in love.’ That’s why I’m doing this. 

Marcel snorts. ‘With who? Josh Sanderson? That tool?’ 

‘He’s not a tool,’ I say, frowning at him. ‘You don’t even know him to say that.’ 

‘Anybody with one eye and half a brain could tell what a tool that guy is.’ 

‘Are you saying my sister’s blind and brainless?’ I demand. If he says one bad word 
about my sister, that’s it. This whole thing is off. I don’t need him that badly. 

Marcel laughs. ‘No. I’m saying you are!’ 

‘You know what? I changed my mind. You’ve obviously never loved anyone but 
yourself.’ I try to jerk the passenger door open, but it’s locked. 

‘Lara Jean, I was just kidding. Come on.’ 

‘See you on Monday.’ 

‘Wait, wait. First, tell me something.’ Marcel leans back in his seat. ‘How come you 
never dated anybody?’ 

I shmg. ‘I don’t know - because nobody ever asked?’ 


‘Bullshit. I know for a fact that Martinez asked you to homecoming and you said no.’ 



I’m surprised he knows about that. ‘What is it with you guys all calling each other by 
your last name?’ I ask him. ‘It’s so- ‘I stmggle to find the right word. 

‘Affected? 

Affected?’ 

‘Don’t change the subject.’ 

‘I guess I said no because I was scared.’ I stare out the window and mn my finger 
along with the glass, making an M for Martinez. 

‘OfTommy?’ 

‘No! I like Tommy. It’s not that. It’s scary when it’s real. When it’s not just thinking 
about a person, but, like, having a real live person in front of you, with, like, expectations. And 
wants.’ I finally look at Marcel, and I’m surprised by how hard he’s paying attention; his eyes 
are intent and focused on me like he’s actually interested in what I’m saying. ‘Even when I liked 
a boy so much, loved him even, I - would always rather be with my sisters, because that’s where I 
belong.’ 

‘Wait. What about right now?’ 

‘Right now? Well, I don’t like you that way so -’ 

‘Good,’ Marcel says. ‘Don’t go falling forme again, okay? I can’t have any more girls 
in love with me. It’s exhausting.’ 

I laugh out loud. ‘You’re so full of yourself.’ 

‘I’m kidding,’ he protests, but he’s not. ‘What did you ever see in me anyway?’ He 
grins at me then, cocky again and so sure of his charm. 

‘Honestly? I really couldn’t tell you.’ 

The grin falters and then rights itself, but now it’s not so certain. ‘You said it was 
because I make people feel special. You - you said it was because I was a good dancer and I was 
science partners with Jeffrey Suttlemanl’ 



‘Wow, you really memorized every single word of that letter, huh?’ I tease. 


It gives- me a small, mean surge of satisfaction to see Marcel’s grin fade completely. 

That surge is immediately followed by remorse because now I’ve hurt his feelings for 
no good reason. 

What is it in me that wants to hurt Marcel’s feelings? To make it better, I quickly add, 
‘No, it’s tme- you really did have something about you then.’ 

I guess-1 made it worse because he flinches. 

I don’t know what else to say, so I open the car door and climb out. ‘Thanks for the 
ride, Marcel.’ 

When I get inside the house, I go look in the kitchen first to check on the cupcakes. 

They’re packed away in Tupperware and my cupcake carrier. The frosting’s a little 
messy and the sprinkles are haphazard, but overall, they look pretty good. That’s a 

relief. Kitty won’t be shamed at thePTA bake sale on my account, at least! 

From: Margot Covey mcovev@st-andrews.ac.uk 

To: Lara Jean Covey laraieansong@gmail.com 

How’s school going so far? Have you joined any new clubs? I think you should 
consider Lit Mag or Model UN. Also, don’t forget it’s Korean Thanksgiving this week and you 
have to call Grandma or she’ll be mad! Miss, you guys. 

PS, please send Oreos! I miss our dunk contests. 

Love, M 

From: Lara Jean Covey laraieansong@gmail.com 

To: Margot Covey mcovev@st-andrews.ac.uk 

The school is good. No new clubs yet, but we’ll see. I already have it down in my 
planner to call Grandma. Don’t worry about a thing. I’ve got everything under control here! 






Marcel’s MOM OWNS AN ANTIQUE store called Linden & White in the 
cobblestone part of downtown. She sells furniture mostly, but she has jewelry cases too, arranged 
by decades. My favorite decade is the aughts, which means the 1900’s. There’s this one gold 
heart locket with a tiny diamond chip in the center; it looks like a starburst. 

It costs four hundred dollars. The store is right next to McCall's bookstore, so I go in 
sometimes and visit with it. I always expect it to be gone, but then it never is. 

We once bought our mom a gold clover pin from the 1940s for Mother’s Day. Margot 
and I ran a lemonade stand every Saturday for a month, and we were able to- chip in sixteen 
dollars for it. I remember how proud we were when we presented Daddy with the-money, we 
had it nice and neat in a ziplock bag. At the time I thought we were paying- the lion’s share and 
my dad was only helping out a little. I realize now that the pin cost a lot more than sixteen 
dollars. I should ask Daddy how much it really cost. 

But then- maybe I don’t want to know. Maybe it’s nicer not knowing. We buried her 
with it because it was her favorite. 

I’m standing over the case, touching my finger to the glass, when Marcel comes out 
from around back. ‘Hey,’ he says, surprised. 

‘Hey,’ I say. ‘What are you doing here?’ 

Marcel gives me a look like I’m a dummy. ‘My mom owns the place, remember?’ 

‘Well, duh. I’ve just never seen you here before,’ I say. ‘Do you work here?’ 

‘Nah, I had to drop something off for my mom. Now she’s saying I have to go pick up 
a set of chairs in Huntsburgh tomorrow,’ Marcel says in a gmmbly voice. ‘It’s two hours there 
and back. Annoying.’ 

I nod companionably and lean away from the case. I pretend to look at a pink-and- 
black globe. Actually, Margot would like this. It could be a nice Christmas present for her. 

I give it a little spin. ‘How much is this globe?’ 

‘Whatever it says on the sticker.’ Marcel rests his elbows on the case and leans 
forward. ‘You should come.’ 



I look up at him. ‘Come where? 


‘To pick up the chairs with me.’ 

‘You just complained about how annoying it’s going to be.’ 

‘Yeah, alone. If you go, it might be slightly less annoying.’ 

‘Gee, thanks.’ 

‘You’re welcome.’ 

I roll my eyes. Marcel says ‘you’re welcome’ to everything! It’s like, No, Marcel, that 
was not a genuine thank-you, so you do not need to say you’re welcome. 

‘So, are you coming or what?’ 

‘Or what.’ 

‘Come on! I’m picking the chairs up from an estate sale. The owner was some kind of 
a shut-in. Stuff has just been sitting there for like fifty years. I bet there’ll be stuff you can look at. 
You like old stuff, right?’ 

‘Yes,’ I say, surprised that he knows this about me. ‘Actually, I’ve kind of always 
wanted to go to an estate sale. How did the owner die? Like, how long was it before someone 
found him?’ 

‘God, you’re morbid.’ He shudders. ‘Didn’t know you had that side to you.’ 

‘I have lots of sides to me,’ I tell him. I lean forward. ‘So? How did he die?’ 

‘He isn’t dead, you weirdo. He’s just old. His family’s sending him to a nursing home.’ 
Marcel raises an eyebrow at me. ‘So, I’ll pick you up tomorrow at seven.’ 

‘Seven? You never said anything about leaving at seven in the morning on a Saturday!’ 
‘Sorry,’ he says contritely. ‘We have to go early before all the good stuff gets snatched 

up.’ 



That night I pack lunches for Marcel and me. I make roast beef sandwiches with 
cheese and tomato, mayonnaise forme, mustard for Marcel. Marcel doesn’t like mayonnaise. It’s 
funny the things you pick up in a fake relationship. 

Kitty zooms into the kitchen and tries to grab a sandwich half. I smack her hand away. 

‘That’s not for you.’ 

‘Then who’s it for?’ 

‘It’s for my lunch tomorrow. Mine and Marcel’s.’ 

She climbs onto a stool and watches me wrap the sandwiches in wax paper. 

Sandwiches look so much prettier wrapped in the wax paper than encased in ziplock. 
Any chance I get, I use wax paper. ‘I like Marcel,’ Kitty says. ‘He’s a lot different than Josh, but 
I like h im .’ 

I look up. ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I don’t know. He’s really funny. He jokes around a lot. You must really be in love if 
you’re making sandwiches for him. When Margot and Josh first became a couple, she made 
three-cheese macaroni and cheese all the time because that’s his favorite. 

Continued: 1 

What’s Marcel’s favorite?’ 

‘I-1 don’t know. I mean, he likes everything.’ 

Kitty gives me the side-eye. ‘If you’re his girlfriend, you should know what his 
favorite food is.’ 

‘I know he doesn’t like mayonnaise,’ I offer. 

‘That’s because mayonnaise is gross. Josh hates mayonnaise too.’ 


I feel a pang. Josh does hate mayonnaise. ‘Kitty, do you miss Josh?’ 



She nods. ‘I wish he still came over.’ A wistful look crosses her face, and I’m about to 
give her a hug when she puts her hands on her hips. ‘Just don’t use all the roast beef, because I 
need it for my lunch next week.’ 

‘If we mn out. I’ll make tuna salad. Sheesh.’ ‘See that you do,’ Kitty says and zooms 

off again. 

‘See that you do’? Where does she get this stuff? 

At seven-thirty I’m sitting by the window, waiting for Marcel to pull up. I’ve got a 
brown paper bag with our sandwiches and my camera, in case there’s anything spooky or cool I 
can take a picture of. I’m picturing a crumbling, gray old mansion as you see in horror movies, 
with a gate and a murky pond or a maze in the backyard. 

Marcel’s mom’s minivan pulls up at seven forty-five, which is annoying. I could’ve 
slept a whole hour longer. I run out to the car and hop inside, and before I can say a word, he 
says, ‘I’m sorry. I’m sorry. But look what I brought you.’ He passes me a donut in a napkin, still 
warm. ‘I stopped and got it special, right when they opened at seven-thirty. It’s mocha sugar.’ 

I break off a piece and pop it into my mouth. ‘Yum!’ 

He gives me a sidelong glance as he pulls out of my driveway. ‘So- I did the right 
thing being late, right?’ 

I nod, taking a big bite. ‘You did the exact right thing,’ I say, my mouth full. 

‘Hey, do you have any water?’ 

Marcel hands me a half-full water bottle and I gulp it down. ‘This is the best donut I 
ever had,’ I tell him. 

‘Good,’ he says. Then he takes one look at me and laughs. ‘You have sugar all over 

your face.’ 

I wipe my mouth off with the other side of the napkin. 


‘Cheeks, too,’ he says. 



‘All right, all right.’ Then it’s quiet, which makes me nervous. ‘Can I put some music 
on?’ I start pulling out my phone. 

‘Actually, do you mind if we just drive in quiet for a while? I can’t have music blaring 
in my face before my caffeine kicks in.’ 

‘Oh - sure.’ I’m not sure if that means he wants me to be quiet too. I wouldn’t have 
agreed to come on this little outing if I’d known I would have to be silent. 

Marcel has a serene look on his face like he is a fishing-boat captain and we are 
floating placidly along in the middle of the sea. Except he isn’t driving slowly; he is driving 
really fast. 

I stay quiet for all of ten seconds and then say, ‘Wait, where you are wanting me to be 
quiet too?’ 

‘No, I just didn’t want music. You can talk as much as you want. ’ 

‘Okay.’ And then I’m quiet because it’s awkward when someone tells you-you- can 
talk as much as you want. ‘Hey, so what’s your favorite food?’ 

‘I like everything.’ 

‘But what’s your favorite? Like, you're favorite- favorite. Is it macaroni and cheese, or 
um, fried chicken, or steak, or pizza?’ 

‘I like all that stuff. Equally.’ 

I let out an aggrieved sigh. Why does Marcel not get the concept of picking a favorite 

thing? 

Marcel mimics my sigh and laughs. ‘Fine. I like cinnamon toast. That’s my favorite 

thing.’ 

‘Cinnamon toast?’ I repeat. ‘You like cinnamon toast better than crab legs? Better than 
a cheeseburger?’ 


‘Yes.’ 



‘Better than barbecue?’ 


Marcel hesitates. Then he says, ‘Yes! Now quit picking my choice apart. I stand by 
my choice.’ 

I shmg. ‘Okay.’ I wait, give him a chance to ask me what my favorite food is, but he 
doesn’t. So-1 say, ‘My favorite food is cake.’ 

‘What kind of cake?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter. All cake.’ 

‘You just gave me so much shit for not picking,’ he begins. 

‘But it’s so hard to pick one kind!’ I burst out. ‘I mean, there’s coconut cake, the kind 
with white frosting that looks like a snowball-1 like that a lot. But then I also like cheesecake, 
and lemon cake, and carrot cake. Also- red velvet cake with cream cheese frosting, and chocolate 
cake with chocolate ganache frosting.’ I pause. 

‘Have you ever had an olive-oil cake?’ 

‘No. That sounds weird.’ 

‘It’s really, really good. Really moist and delicious. I’ll make it for you.’ 

Marcel groans. ‘You’re making me hungry. I should have gotten a whole bag of those 

donuts.’ 


I open up my brown paper bag and pull out his sandwich. I wrote a P on his in Sharpie 
so- I’d know whose was whose. ‘Do you want a sandwich?’ 

‘You made that forme?’ 

‘I mean, I was making one for myself, too. It would have been rude to just bring one 
sandwich and eat it in front of you. ’ 

Marcel accepts the sandwich and eats it with the bottom half still wrapped. 


‘This is good,’ he says, nodding. ‘What kind of mustard is this?’ 



Please, I say, ‘It’s beer mustard. My dad orders it from some fancy food catalog. My 
dad’s really into cooking.’ ‘Aren’t you going to eat yours, too?’ 

‘I’m saving it for later,’ I say. 

Halfway into the ride, Marcel starts weaving in and out of traffic, and he keeps 
looking at the clock on the dashboard. 

‘Why are we in such a hurry?’ I ask him. 

‘The Epsteins,’ he says, rapping his fingers on the steering wheel. 

‘Who are the Epsteins?’ 

‘They’re an old married couple with an antique store in Charlottesville. 

Last time, Phil got there five minutes before me and cleared the whole place out. 

That’s not going to happen today.’ 

Impressed, I say, ‘Wow, I had no idea this business was so cutthroat.’ 

Like a know-it-all, Marcel smirks and goes, ‘Isn’t all business?’ 

I roll my eyes at the window. Marcel’s so Marcel. 

We’re at a stoplight when Marcel suddenly sits up straight and says, ‘Oh, shit! The 

Epsteins!’ 

I was half asleep. My eyes fly open and I yell, ‘Where? Where?’ 

‘Red SUV! Two cars ahead on the right.’ I crane my neck to look. They are a gray¬ 
haired couple, maybe in their sixties or seventies. It’s hard to tell from this far away. 

As soon as the light turns green, Marcel guns it and drives up on the shoulder. I 
scream out, ‘Go go go! ’ and then we’re flying past the Epsteins. My heart is racing out of control, 

I can’t help but lean my head out the window and scream because it’s such a thrill. My 
hair whips in the wind and I know it’s going to be a tangled mess, but I couldn’t care less. 


‘Yahhh!’ I scream. 



‘You’re crazy,’ Marcel says, pulling me back in by the hem of my shirt. 


He’s looking at me like he did that day I kissed him in the hallway. Like I’m different 
than he thought. 

We pull up to the house and there are already a few cars parked in front. I’m craning 
my head trying to get a good look. I was expecting a mansion with a wrought iron gate and 
maybe a gargoyle or two, but this just looks like a normal house. I must look disappointed, 
because as he puts the car in park, Marcel says to me, ‘Don’t judge an estate sale by the house. 
I’ve seen all kinds of treasures at regular houses and junk at fancy houses.’ 

I hop out and bend down to tie my shoelace. ‘Hurry, Lara Jean! The Epsteins will be 
here any second!’ Marcel grabs my hand and we run up the driveway; I am breathing hard trying 
to keep up with him. His legs are so much longer than mine. 

As soon as we are inside, Marcel goes right up to a man in a suit and I bend over and 
try to catch my breath. A few people are milling around looking at the furniture. There’s a long 
dining room table in the center of the room with China and milk glass and porcelain knickknacks. 
I go up to it and take a closer look. I like a little white creamer with pink rosebuds but I’m not 
sure if I’m allowed to touch it and see how much it costs. It could be really expensive. 

There’s a big basket with olden-day Christmas memorabilia in it, plastic Santas and 
Rudolphs and glass ornaments. I’m sifting through it when Marcel comes up to me, a huge grin 
on his face. ‘Mission accomplished,’ he says. He nods at an older couple who are looking at a 
wooden sideboard. ‘The Epsteins,’ he whispers tome. 

‘Did you get the chairs?’ Mr. Epstein calls out. He’s trying to sound casual and not 
annoyed, but his hands are on his hips and he’s standing very rigidly. 

‘You know it,’ Marcel calls back. ‘Better luck next time.’ To me he says, 

‘Do you see anything cool?’ 

‘Tots of stuff.’ I hold up a hot pink reindeer. It’s glass, with an electric blue nose. 

‘This would look great on my vanity. Will you ask the man how much it costs?’ 



‘No, but you can. It’ll be good for you to learn how to negotiate.’ Marcel grabs my 
hand and leads me over to the man in the suit. He’s filling out some paperwork on a clipboard. 

He looks very busy and important. I’m not even sure if I’m supposed to be here. I’m 
thinking I don’t really need this reindeer. 

But Marcel’s looking at me expectantly, so I clear my throat and say, ‘Excuse me, sir, 
but how much is this reindeer?’ 

‘Oh, that’s part of a lot,’ he says. 

‘Oh. Um, I’m sorry but what’s a lot?’ 

‘It means it’s part of a set,’ he explains. ‘You have to buy the whole set of ornaments. 

Seventy-five dollars. They’re vintage, you see.’ 

I start to back away. ‘Thank you anyway,’ I say. 

Marcel pulls me back and gives him a winning smile and says, ‘Can’t you just throw it 
in with the chairs? A gift with purchase?’ 

The man sighs. ‘I don’t want to separate them.’ He turns away to flip through his 

clipboard. 

Marcel throws me a look like You’re the one who wants the reindeer; you should step 
up. I give him back a look that says I don’t want it that bad, and Marcel shakes his head firmly 
and pushes me toward the man. I say, ‘Please, sir? I’ll give you ten dollars for it. 

No one will know they’re missing a reindeer. And look, his paw is a little chipped on 
the bottom, see?’ I hold it up. 

‘All right, all right. Just take it,’ the man says begmdgingly, and I beam at him and 
start to pull my wallet out of my purse, but he waves me off. 

‘Thank you! Thank you so much.’ I clutch the reindeer to my chest. Maybe haggling 
isn’t as hard as I thought. 



Marcel winks at me, and then he says to the man, ‘I’ll bring my van closer so, we can 
load up the chairs.’ 

They go out the back, and I hang around, looking at the framed pictures on the wall. I 
wonder if they’re for sale too. Some of them look really old: black-and-white pictures of men in 
suits and hats. There’s one picture of a girl in a confirmation dress, it’s white and lacy like a 
wedding gown. The girl isn’t smiling, but she has a mischievous glint in her eye that reminds me 
of Kitty. 

‘That’s my daughter, Patricia.’ 

I turn around. It’s an old man in a navy-blue sweater and stiff jeans. He’s leaning 
against the staircase watching me. He looks very frail; his skin is paperwhite and thin. 

‘She lives in Ohio. She’s an accountant.’ He’s still gazing at me as I remind him of 

someone. 


‘Your house is lovely,’ I say, even though it isn’t. It’s old; it could use a good cleaning. 
But the things inside it are lovely. 

‘It’s empty now. All my things sold up. Can’t take it with you, you know.’ 

‘You mean when you die?’ I whisper. 

He glares at me. ‘No. I mean to the nursing home.’ 

Whoops. ‘Right,’ I say, and I giggle the way I do when I feel awkward. 

‘What do you have there in your hand?’ 

I lift it up. ‘This. He- the man in the suit gave it to me. Do you want it back? I didn’t 
pay for it. It’s part of a lot.’ 

He smiles, and the wrinkles in his paper skin deepen. ‘That was Patty’s favorite.’ 


I hold it out to him. ‘Maybe she’d like to keep it?’ 



‘No, you have it. It’s yours. She couldn’t even be bothered to help me move, so.’ He 
gives a spiteful nod. ‘Is there anything else you want to take? I’ve got a trunk full of her old 
clothes.’ 


Yikes. Family drama. Best not to get involved in that. But vintage clothes! 

That’s tempting. 

When Marcel finds me, I’m sitting cross-legged on the floor in the music room, 
looking through an old tmnk. Mr. Clarke is snoozing on the couch next to me. I found a mod 
minidress the color of cotton candy pink that I’m crazy about, and a sleeveless button-down with 
little daisies on it that I can tie at the waist. ‘Look, Marcel!’ I lift up the dress. 

‘Mr. Clarke said I could have it.’ 

‘Who’s Mr. Clarke?’ Marcel asks, and his voice fills the room. 

I point at him and put my finger to my lips. 

‘Well, we’d better get out of here fast before the guy in charge of the sale sees him 
giving stuff away for free.’ 

I get up in a huny. ‘Bye, Mr. Clarke,’ I say, not too loud. Probably better to let him 
sleep. He was very down earlier when he was telling me about his divorce. 

Mr. Clarke’s eyes flutter open. ‘Is this your feller?’ 

‘No, not really,’ I say, and Marcel throws his arm around my shoulder and says, ‘Yes, 
sir. I’m her feller.’ 

I don’t like the way he says it like he’s making fun. Of both me and Mr. 

Clarke. ‘Thank you for the clothes, Mr. Clarke,’ I say, and he sits up straight and 
reaches for my hand. I give it to him and he kisses it, and his lips feel like dry moth’s wings. 

‘You’re welcome, Patty.’ 

I give him a goodbye wave and grab my new things. As we walk out the front door, 
Marcel says, ‘Who’s Patty?’ and I pretend I don’t hear. 



I must fall asleep in about two seconds from the excitement of the day, because the 
next thing 1 know, we’re parked in my driveway, and Marcel’s shaking my shoulder, saying, 
‘We’re here, Lara Jean.’ 

I open my eyes. I’m clutching my dress and shirt to my chest like a security blanket, 
and my reindeer is on my lap. My new treasures. I feel like I just robbed a bank and got away 
with it. ‘Thanks for today, Marcel.’ 

‘Thanks for coming with me.’ Then, abruptly, he says, ‘Oh yeah. I forgot to ask you 
something. My mom wants you to come over to dinner tomorrow night.’ 

My mouth drops. ‘You told your mom about us?’ 

Marcel gives me a dirty look. ‘Kitty knows about us! Besides, my mom and I are close. 
It’s just her and me and my brother, Owen. If you don’t want to come, then don’t 

come. 


But just know that my mom will think you’re mde if you don’t.’ 

‘I’m just saying - the more people that know, the harder it is to manage. 

You have to keep lies restricted to as few people as possible.’ 

‘How do you know so much about lying?’ 

‘Oh, I used to lie all the time as a kid.’ I didn’t think of it as lying, though. I thought of 
it was playing make-believe. I told Kitty she was adopted, and her real family was in a traveling 
circus. It’s why she took up gymnastics. 

IM NOT SURE HOW DRESSED up I should get for dinner at Marcel’s house. At the 
store, his mom seems so fancy. I just don’t want to meet her and have her be thinking of all the 
ways that I’m lacking compared to Genevieve. I don’t see why I have to meet her at all. 

But I do want her to like me. 

I go through my closet, and then Margot’s closet. I finally pick a cream-colored 
sweater and a blouse with a Marcel Pan collar, with a corduroy mustard circle skirt. 



Plus, tights and flats. Then I put on some makeup, which I hardly ever wear. I put on 
peach blush and I try to do some eye makeup, but I end up washing everything off and starting 
over again, this time with just mascara and lip gloss. I go show Kitty and she says, ‘Looks like a 
uniform. ’ 


‘Like in a good way?’ 

Kitty nods. ‘Like you work at a nice store.’ 

Before Marcel arrives at my house, I go on the computer and look up what fork to use 
with what, just in case. 

It’s strange... Sitting at Marcel’s kitchen table, I feel l ik e I’m living someone else’s 
life. It turns out Marcel’s mom has made pizzas, so I didn’t even need to worry about forks. And 
their house isn’t fancy on the inside; it’s just normal and nice. There’s a real butter chumer on 
display in the kitchen, pictures of Marcel and his brother hanging on the walls of wooden frames, 
and red-and-white gingham everything. 

There are a bunch of pizza toppings on the breakfast bar- not just pepperoni and 
sausage and mushroom and pepper, but also artichoke hearts and greasy kalamata olives and 
fresh mozzarella and whole cloves of garlic. 

Marcel’s mom is nice. She keeps putting more salad on my plate all throughout dinner, 
and I keep eating it even though I’m full. Once, I catch her looking at me, and she has a soft 
smile on her face. When she smiles, she looks like Marcel. 

Marcel’s younger brother is named Owen. He’s twelve. He’s like a miniature Marcel, 
but he doesn’t talk as much. He doesn’t have Marcel’s easy way. Owen grabs a slice of pizza and 
shoves it into his mouth even though it’s too hot. He puffs out hot air and he almost spits a piece 
back out into his napkin, and their mom says, ‘Don’t you dare, Owen. We have company.’ 

‘Leave me alone,’ Owen mumbles. 

‘Marcel says you have two sisters,’ Mrs. - says with a bright smile. 

She cuts a piece of lettuce into bite-sized bits. ‘Your mother must love having three 

girls.’ 



I open my mouth to answer her, hut before I can, Marcel does. He says, ‘Lara Jean’s 
mom passed away when she was little.’ He says it as she should already know, and 
embarrassment crosses her face. 

‘I’m so sorry. I remember that now.’ 

Quickly I say, ‘She did love having three girls. They thought for sure my little sister 
Kitty was going to be a boy, and my mom said she was so used to girls she was nervous about 
what she was going to do with a boy. So, she was really relieved when Kitty turned out to be a 
girl. My sister Margot and I were too; we would pray every night we’d get a sister and not a 
brother.’ 


‘Hey, what’s wrong with boys?’ Marcel objects. 

Mrs. -’s smiling now. She puts another piece of pizza on Owen’s plate and says, 
‘You’re heathens. Wild animals. I bet Lara Jean and her sisters are angels.’ Marcel 

snorts. 


‘Well - Kitty might be part heathen,’ I admit. ‘But my older sister Margot and I are 
pretty good.’ 

Mrs. - takes her napkin and tries to wipe tomato sauce off Owen’s face, and he swats 
her hand away. ‘Mom!’ 

When she gets up to take another pizza out of the oven, Marcel says to me, ‘See how 
my mom babies him?’ 

‘She babies you way more,’ Owen counters. To me, he mumbles, ‘Marcel doesn’t 
even know how to cook ramen. ’ 

I laugh. ‘Can you?’ 

‘Hell yeah, I’ve been cooking for myself for years,’ he says. 

‘I like to cook too,’ I say, taking a sip of iced tea. ‘We should give Marcel a cooking 

lesson. ’ 


He eyes me and then says, ‘You wear more makeup than Genevieve did.’ 



I shrink back as he slapped me. All I’m wearing is mascara! And a little lip gloss! I 
know for a fact that Genevieve wears bronzer and eyeshadow and concealer every day. 

Plus, mascara and eyeliner and lipstick! Swiftly Marcel says, ‘Shut up, Owen.’ 

Owen’s snickering. I narrow my eyes. This kid is only a few years older than Kitty! 

I lean forward and wave my hand in front of my face. ‘This is all-natural. But thank 
you for the compliment, Owen.’ 

‘You’re welcome,’ he says, just like his big brother. 

On the drive home, I say, ‘Hey, Marcel?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Never mind.’ 

‘What? Just ask.’ 

‘Well - your parents are divorced, right?’ 

‘Yup.’ 

‘So how often do you see your dad?’ 

‘Not often.’ 

‘Oh, okay. I was just wondering.’ Marcel looks over at me with expectant eyes. 
‘What?’ I say. 

‘I’m just waiting for the next question. You never just have one question.’ 

‘Well, do you miss him?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Your dad!’ 


‘Oh. I don’t know. I think it’s more than I miss how it used to be with us. 



He and my mom and me and Owen. We were like a team. He used to come to every 
lacrosse game.’ 

Marcel gets quiet. ‘He just - took care of things.’ 

‘I guess that’s what dads do.’ 

‘That’s what he’s doing for his new family.’ Marcel says it matter-of-factly, without 
bitterness. ‘What about you? You miss your mom?’ 

‘Sometimes, when I think about it. ’ Suddenly I say, ‘You know what I miss? I miss 
bath time. I miss when she would wash my hair. Don’t you think getting your hair washed is just 
the best feeling? Like, warm water and bubbles and fingers in your hair. It’s so nice.’ 

‘Yeah, it is.’ 

‘Sometimes I don’t think about her at all, and then - and then sometimes I’ll have a 
thought like, I wonder what she would think of me now? She only knew me as a little girl, and 
now I’m a teenager, and I wonder, if she saw me on the street, would she recognize me?’ 

‘Of course, she would. She’s your mom.’ 

‘I know, but I’ve changed a lot.’ An uncomfortable look has crossed his face, and I 
can tell he’s regretting complaining about his dad because at least his dad is still alive. 

-And- 

Then, because Marcel’s looking at me like he feels sorry forme, I straighten up and 
say in a haughty voice, ‘I’m very mature, you know.’ 

He’s grinning now. ‘Oh yeah?’ 

‘Oh, yes. I’m very refined, Marcel’ 

When Marcel drops me off, right before I get out of the car, he says, ‘I can tell my 

mom 


liked you.’ This makes me feel good inside. It’s always been really important to me 
that other people’s moms like me. 



It was my favorite part of going over to Genevieve’s house- hanging out with her mom. 
Wendy was so stylish. She used to wear a silky blouse and nice pants and a statement necklace, 
just for sitting around the house. Perfect hair, always smooth and flat. Genevieve has that same 
good hair, but she doesn’t have her mom’s perfectly straight nose. Hers has a little bump on the 
bridge that I think only adds to her appeal. 

‘By the way, you definitely don’t wear more makeup than Gen. She was always 
getting bronzer on my white shirts.’ 

For someone who’s over Genevieve, he sure does talk about her a lot. 

Though it’s not just him. I was thinking about ber too. Even when she’s not here, she’s 
here. That girl has some kind of reach. 

Continued: 2 

DURING CHEMISTRY, Marcel WRITES ME a note that says, Can I come over 
tonight to study for the test? 

I write back, I don’t remember study sessions being in tbe contract. After he reads it, 
he turns around and gives me a wounded look. I mouth, I’m kidding! 

At dinner, I announce that Marcel’s coming over to study and we’re going to need the 
kitchen, and my dad raises his eyebrows. ‘Eeave the door open,’ he jokes. 

We don’t even have a door to the kitchen. 

‘Daddy,’ I groan, and Kitty groans with me. Casually he asks, ‘Is Marcel your 
boyfriend?’ 

‘Um - something like that,’ I say. 

After we eat and Kitty and 1 do the dishes, I set up the kitchen like a study room. My 
textbook and notes are stacked up in the center of the table, with a row of highlighters in blue, 
yellow, and pink, a bowl of microwave kettle com, and a plate of peanut-butter brownies I baked 
this afternoon. I let Kitty have two but that’s it. 



He said he’d be over around eight. At first, I think he’s just late as usual, but the 
minutes tick by and I realize he’s not coming. I text him once, but he doesn’t text back. 

Kitty comes down between commercial breaks, sniffing around for another brownie, 
which I give her. ‘Is Marcel not coming?’ she asks. I pretend I’m so absorbed in my studying I 
don’t hear. 

Um around ten he sends a text that says. Sorry, something came up. I can’t come over 

tonight. 

He doesn’t say where he is or what he’s doing, but I already know. He’s with 
Genevieve. 

At lunch he was distracted; he kept texting on his phone. And then, later in the day, I 
saw them outside the girls’ locker room. They didn’t see me, but I saw them. 

They were just- talking, but with Genevieve, it’s never just anything. She put her hand 
on his arm; he brushed her hair out of her eyes. I may only be a fake girlfriend, but that's not 
anything. 

I keep studying, but it’s hard to concentrate when your feelings are hurt. I tell myself 
it’s just because I went to the trouble of baking brownies and cleaning up the downstairs. 

I mean, it’s mde to just not show up somewhere. Does he not have manners? 

How would- he like it if I did that? And really, what’s the whole point of this charade 
if he’s just going- to keep going back to her anyway? What’s even in it for me anymore? 

Things are better with Josh and me, practically normal. If I wanted to I could just call 
the whole thing off. 

The next morning, I wake up still mad. I call Josh to ask him for a ride to school. For 
a- second, I worry he might not pick up; it’s been so long since we hung out. 

But he does, and he says no problem. 

Let’s see how Marcel likes it when he comes to my house to pick me up and I’m not 

there. 



Halfway to school, I start to feel uneasy. Maybe Marcel had a legitimate reason for 
not- coming over. Maybe he wasn’t with Genevieve and now I’ve just done a very petty thing 
out of spite. 

Josh is looking at me with suspicious eyes. ‘What’s wrong?’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

He doesn’t believe me, I can tell. ‘Did you and - have a fight?’ 

‘No.’ 

Josh sighs and says, ‘Just be careful.’ He says it in a patronizing older brother kind of 
way that makes me want to scream. ‘1 don’t want to see you hurt by that guy.’ 

‘Josh! He won’t hurt me. Geez.’ 

‘He’s a douche. I’m sorry, but he is. All the guys on the lacrosse team are. 

Guys like-, they only care about one thing. As soon as they get what they want, they’re 

bored.’ 


‘Not Marcel. He dated Genevieve for almost four years! ’ 

‘Just trust me. You haven’t bad much experience with guys, Lara Jean.’ 

Quietly I ask, ‘How would you know?’ 

Josh gives me an Oh, come on the look. ‘Because I know you.’ 

‘Not as well as you think.’ 

We’re quite the rest of the way. 

It won’t be that big of a deal. Marcel will stop by my house, see that I’m not there, 
and- then he’ll leave. Big deal, so he had to go five minutes out of his way. I waited for him last 
night for two friggin’ hours. 

When we get to school. Josh heads for the senior hall and I go straight to the junior 
hall. I keep sneaking peeks down the hallway at Marcel’s locker, but he doesn’t arrive. I wait at 



my locker until the bell rings, and he still doesn’t come. I run off to the first period, my backpack 
banging against my back as I go. 

Mr. Schuller is taking attendance when I look up and see Marcel standing in the 
doorway glaring at me. 

He gestures at me to come out. I gulp and quickly 

look down at- my notebook and pretend like I didn’t see him. But then he hisses my 
name, and I know I have to talk to him. 

Shakily 1 raise my hand. ‘Mr. Schuller, can I go to the bathroom?’ ‘You should have 
gone before class,’ he grumbles, but he waves me on. 

1 hurry out to the hallway and pull Marcel away from the door so Mr. Schuller can’t 
see. 

‘Where were you this morning?’ Marcel demands. 

1 cross my arms and try to stand tall. It’s hard because I’m so short and he really is- 
tall. 

‘You’re one to talk.’ 

Marcel huffs, ‘At least I texted you! I’ve called you l ik e seventeen times. 

Why is your phone off?’ 

‘You know we’re not allowed to have our phones on at school! ’ 

He huffs, ‘Lara Jean, I waited in front of your house for twenty minutes.’ 

Yikes. ‘Well, I’m sorry.’ 

‘How’d you get to school? Sanderson?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

Marcel exhales. ‘Listen, if you were pissed, I couldn’t come over last night, you 
should’ve just called and said so instead of the shit you pulled this morning.’ 



In a small voice, I say, ‘Well, what about that shit you pulled last night?’ 


A smile tugs at the comers of his mouth. ‘Did you just say ‘shit’? It sounds really 
funny coming out of your mouth. ’ 

I ignore that. ‘So - were you? Where you with Genevieve?’ I don’t ask what I really 
want to know, which is, did you guys get back together? 

He hesitates and then he says, ‘She needed me.’ 

I can’t even look at him. Why is he such a dummy? Why does she have such a hold on 

him? 


Is it just the amount of time they’ve been together? Is it sex? I don’t understand. It’s 
disappointing, how little self-control boys have. ‘Marcel, if you’re just going to go ranning every 
time she beckons, I don’t see a point to any of this.’ 

‘Covey, come on! I said I was sorry. Don’t be pissed.’ 

‘You never said you were sorry,’ 1 say. ‘When did you say you were sorry?’ 

Chastened, he says, ‘Sorry.’ 

‘I don’t want you to go to Genevieve’s anymore. How do you think that makes me 
look to her?’ 

Marcel looks at me steadily. ‘I can’t be there for Gen, so don’t ask me to.’ 

‘But Marcel, what does she even need you for when she has a new boyfriend?’ 

He flinches, and right away I’m sorry I said it. ‘I’m sorry,’ I whisper. 

‘It’s fine. I don’t expect you to understand it. Gen and I - we just get each other.’ 

He doesn’t know it, but when Marcel talks about Genevieve, he gets a certain 
softness- in his face. 

Its tenderness mixed with impatience. And something else. 


Love. Marcel can protest all he wants, but I know he still loves her. 



Sighing, I ask, ‘Did you at least study for the test?’ 


Marcel shakes his head, and I sigh again. 

‘You can look at my notes during lunch,’ I say, and I head hack to my class. 

It’s starting to make sense to me. Why he’d go along with a scheme like this, why he’d 
spend his time with someone like me. It’s not so he can move on from Gen. 

It’s so he- can’t. I’m just his excuse. I’m holding Genevieve’s place for her. When that 
piece makes sense, everything else starts to. 

JOSH’S PARENTS FIGHT A LOT-1 don’t kn ow if it’s a normal amount of fighting 
because I- only have one parent, but I don’t remember my parents fighting that much when I had 
two. Our houses are close enough that I can hear them sometimes if my window is open. 

The fights usually start out with something small, like Mrs. Sanderson accidentally 
leaving the car door open and the battery going dead, and end with something big, like how Mr. 
Sanderson works too much and is inherently selfish and not cut out for a family. 

When they fight bad. Josh comes over. When we were younger, he’d sneak out 
sometimes in his pajamas with his pillow, and he’d stay until his mom came looking for him. It’s 
not something we talk about. Maybe he and Margot, but not me and him. The most he ever said 
about it was that sometimes he wished they’d just get divorced - so it could finally be over. They 
never did, though. 

I can hear them tonight. I’ve heard them other nights since Margot left, but tonight 
sounds particularly bad. So, bad I close my window. I gather up my- homework and go- 
downstairs and turn on the living room light so Josh knows he can come over if he wants. 

Half an hour later there’s a knock at the door. I wrap myself in my pale blue baby 
blanket and open it. 

It’s Josh. He smiles at me sheepishly. ‘Hey. Can I hang out here for a bit?’ 

‘Course you can. ’ I leave the door open and trudge back to the living room. I call back, 
‘Lock it behind you. ’ 



Josh watches TV and I do my homework. I’m highlighting my way through US 
history when Josh asks me, ‘Are you going to try out for Arcadia?’ That’s the spring play. They 
just announced it yesterday. 

‘No,’ I say, switching highlighter colors. ‘Why would I?’ I hate public speaking and 
getting up in front of people, and Josh knows it. 

‘Duh, because it’s your favorite play.’ Josh changes the channel. ‘I think you’d be a 
really good Thomasina.’ 

I smile. ‘Thanks, but no thanks.’ 

‘Why not? It could be something good to put on your college apps.’ 

‘It’s not like I’m going to be a theater major or anything.’ 

‘It wouldn’t kill you to get out of your comfort zone a little bit,’ he says, stretching his 
arms out behind his head. ‘Take a risk. Look at Margot. She’s all the way over in Scotland.’ 

‘I’m not Margot.’ 

‘I’m not saying you should move to the other side of the world. I know you’d never do 
that. Hey, what about Honor Council? You love judging people! ’ 

I make a face at him. 

‘Or Model UN. I bet you’d like that. I’m just saying - your world could be bigger than 
just playing checkers with Kitty and riding around in -’s car.’ 

I stop highlighting midsentence. Is he right? Is my world really that small? 

It’s not like- his world is so big! ‘Josh,’ I begin. Then I pause because I don’t know 
how I’m going to finish the sentence. So instead I throw my highlighter at him. 

It ricochets off his forehead. ‘Hey! You could have hit me in the eye!’ 


‘And you would have deserved it.’ 



‘Okay, okay. You know I didn’t mean it like that. I just mean that you should give 
people a chance to know you.’ Josh points the remote control at me and says, ‘If people knew 
you, they would love you.’ He sounds so matter-of-fact. 

Josh, you break my heart. And you’re a liar. Because you know me, you know me 
better than almost anybody, and you don’t love me. 

After Josh goes back home, I tidy up the living room, lock all the doors, and turn off 
the lights. Then I pour myself a glass of water and head upstairs. 

The light is on in my bedroom, and Chris is asleep in my bed. I roll her to the side- so 
I can fit in too. Stirring, she mumbles, ‘Want to go get hot wings?’ 

‘It’s too late to eat hot wings,’ I say, pulling my quilt up so it covers both of us. ‘You 
just missed Josh. ’ 

Her eyes fly open. ‘Joshy was here? Why?’ 

‘No reason.’ I won’t tell Josh’s secrets, not even to Chris. 

‘Well, don’t mention it too -.’ ‘He wouldn’t care,’ I say. 

Chris shakes her head. ‘All boys care.’ 

‘Marcel’s not like that. He’s really confident.’ 

‘They’re the ones that care the most,’ she says. I’m about to ask her what- she means, 
but before I can, she says, ‘Let’s go do something wild.’ 

‘Like what?’ It’s a school night; I can’t go anywhere, and she knows it. But I still like 
to hear her schemes. They’re like bedtime stories. 

‘Like -1 don’t know. We could sneak into the nursing home and break out that 
grandma you’re always talking about. What’s her name again? Thunder?’ 

I giggle. ‘Stormy.’ 

‘Yeah, Stormy.’ She yawns. ‘She seems like she knows how to have a good time. I bet 
she’d buy us cocktails.’ 



‘Stormy goes to sleep at nine every night to get her beauty rest. Let’s do it tomorrow.’ 


By tomorrow, Chris will have forgotten all about it, but it’s still a nice thought. Her 
eyes are closed again. 

I poke her in the side. ‘Chris, wake up. Go brush your teeth.’ I keep a toothbrush in 
my bathroom drawer just for her. I painted a cursive C on it with red nail polish so it doesn’t get 
mixed up with anybody else’s toothbrush. 

‘Can’t. I’m too tired to move.’ 

‘A second ago you wanted to break Stormy out of Belleview, and now you’re too tired 
to wash your face and brush your teeth?’ Chris smiles but doesn’t open her eyes. I turn off my 
bedside lamp. ‘Night, Chris.’ 

She wriggles closer to me. ‘G’night.’ 

THERE ARE VERY EIMITED Options for Asian girls on Halloween. 

Like one year-1 went as Velma from Scooby-Doo, but people just asked me if I was a 
manga character. I even wore a wig! So now I’m committed to dressing up as Asian characters 
solely. 

Margot never goes as a person; she is always an inanimate object or a concept of some 
kind. Like last year she went as a ‘formal apology’: she wore a floor-length evening- gown we 
found at Goodwill for ten dollars, and she had a sign around her neck, written in- calligraphy, 
which said. I’m sorry. It won second prize in the school contest. 

The first prize went to a Rastafarian alien. 

Kitty’s going as a ninja, which I suppose is in line with my whole Asian costume idea. 

This year I’m going to Cho Chang from Harry Potter. I’ve got my Raven claw scarf 
and an old black choir robe I found on eBay, plus one of my dad’s ties and a wand. I’m not going 
to win any contests, but at least people will know what I am. I wish I never have to answer a 
What are you? The question ever again. 



I’m waiting for Marcel to pick me up for school, messing with my knee highs. They 
won’t stay up. 

‘Lara Jean!’ 

Automatically I call hack, ‘Josh!’ It’s our version of Marco Polo. 

Then I look up. There’s Josh, standing in front of his car. In a full-on Harry Potter 
costume. Black rohe, glasses, lightning mark on his forehead, wand. 

We both burst out laughing. Of all the random costumes! Ruefully Josh says, ‘The 
guys from the graphic-novel club are going as different fantasy-book characters. 

I- was going to- go as Drogo from Game of Thrones because, you know. I’ve got the 
upper body for it, but-’ 

I giggle, trying to picture Josh with eyeliner and a long braid and no sh ir t. 

It’s a funny picture. I wouldn’t exactly call Josh scrawny, but - 

‘Hey, quit laughing so hard,’ the objects. ‘It wasn’t that funny.’ He jingles his keys. 
‘So- do you need a ride, Cho?’ 

I look at my phone. Marcel’s five minutes late as usual. Not that I can really complain, 
because it’s a free ride to school, and I could be taking the bus. But if I go with Josh, I won’t 
have to rush to class, I can go to my locker, I can go pee, I can get a juice at the vending machine. 
But he’s probably already nearly here. ‘Thanks, but I’m waiting for Marcel’ 

Josh nods. ‘Oh, yeah - right.’ He starts to climb into his car. 

I shout out, ‘Expelliarmus!’ and Josh spins around and calls back, ‘Finite!’ 

Then we grin at each other like goofs. 

He drives off and I hug my knees to my chest. Josh and I read Harry Potter around the- 
same time when I was in sixth and he was in seventh. Margot had already read them. 

Neither of us can read as fast as she does. It drove her crazy waiting for us to get to the 
third book- so we could discuss it. 



The longer I sit waiting for Marcel, the more- prickly I feel. I take off my robe and put 
it back on a few times. It’s polyester, and polyester doesn’t breathe or feel nice against- your skin. 

When he drives up, I mn to his car and get in without saying hello. I spread my robe 
over my lap like a blanket, because my kilt is short. 

His eyes are big. ‘You look hot,’ he says, sounding surprised. ‘What are you? An 
anime character...?’ 

‘No,’ I say, or more like a snap. ‘I’m Cho Chang.’ Marcel still has a blank look on his 
face, so I add, ‘From Harry Potter.’ 

‘Oh yeah. Cool’ 

I look over at him. He’s wearing a regular button-down and jeans. ‘Where’s your 

costume?’ 


‘I and my boys are going to change right before the assembly. It’s a better effect if we 
unveil at the same time.’ 

I know he wants me to ask what his costume is, but I don’t feel like talking to bim, so 
I- sit there, not saying anything and looking out the window. I keep waiting for him to ask- me 
what’s wrong, but he doesn’t. He’s so oblivious; I don’t even think he notices I’m mad. 

Abmptly I say, ‘I wish you weren’t always late.’ 

Marcel frowns. ‘Geez, sorry. I was trying to get my costume together.’ 

‘Today you were trying to get your costume together. But you’re late all the time.’ 

‘I’m not late all the time! ’ 

‘You were late today, and yesterday, and last Thursday.’ I stare out the window. The 
autumn leaves are already falling. 

‘If you’re not going to be on time, I don’t- want you giving me rides anymore.’ 

I don’t have to look; I can feel him glaring at me. ‘Fine. That means I get five extra 
minutes of sleep, so, works for me.’ 



‘Good.’ 


During the judging, Chris and I are sitting in the balcony of the theater. 

Chris is dressed- up like Courtney Love. She’s wearing a pink slip and holey knee 
socks and lots of smudgy eye makeup. 

‘You should go down there too,’ I say. ‘I bet you’d win something.’ 

‘People at this school wouldn’t even know who she is,’ Chris sneers. But I can tell she 
kind of wants to. 

The guys in Marcel’s group are all superheroes. There’s Batman, Superman, Iron Man, 
the Incredible Hulk, all to varying degrees of effort. Marcel went all out. He is, of course, Marcel 
Parker. Who else would - go as? His Spider-Man costume is super authentic, with yellow Mylar 
eyes and gloved hands and booted feet. He is a total ham up onstage. 

All the guys mn around, capes flapping, pretend to fight each other. Marcel tries to 

climb- 


up a column, but Mr. Yelznik stops him before he can get far. I cheer when 

his group wins for the best group costume. 

Genevieve is Catwoman. She’s wearing leather leggings and a bustier and black cat- 
ears. I wonder if she was in on the superhero theme, if Marcel told her, or if she came up- with 
that on her own. Every guy in the auditorium goes wild when she goes on stage for the best 
junior costume. ‘What a ho,’ Chris says. She sounds almost wistful. 

Genevieve wins, of course. I sneak a look at Marcel, and he’s whistling and stomping 
his feet with all his friends. 

After the assembly. I’m getting my Chem book out of my locker when Marcel- comes 
over and leans his back against the locker next to mine. Through his mask, he says, ‘Hey.’ 

‘Hey,’ I say. And then he doesn’t say anything else; he just stands there. I close my 
locker door and spin the combination lock. ‘Congratulations on winning the best group costume.’ 

‘That’s it? That’s all you’re going to say?’ 



Huh? ‘What else am I supposed to say?’ 


Just then Josh walks by with Jersey Mike, who’s dressed up as a hobbit, hairy feet and 
all. Walking backward, Josh points his wand at me and says, ‘Expelliarmus!’ 

Automatically I point my wand back at him and say, ‘AvadaKedavra!’ 

Josh clutches his chest as I’ve shot him. ‘Way harsh!’ he calls out, and he disappears 
down the hallway. 

‘Uh - don’t you thi nk it’s weird for my supposed girlfriend to wear a couple- costume 
with another guy?’ Marcel asks me. 

I roll my eyes. I’m still mad at him from this morning. ‘I’m sorry, I can’t talk to you 
when you look like this. How am I supposed to have a conversation with a person in head-to-toe 
latex?’ 


Marcel pushes his mask up. ‘I’m serious! How do you think it makes me look?’ 

‘First of all, it wasn’t planned. Second of all, nobody cares what my costume is! Who 
would even notice something like that?’ 

‘People notice,’ Marcel huffs. ‘I noticed.’ 

‘Well, I’m sorry. I’m very sorry that a coincidence like this would ever occur.’ 

‘I really doubt it was a coincidence,’ Marcel mutters. 

‘What do you want me to do? Do you want me to pop over to the Halloween store 
during lunch and buy a red wig and be Mary Jane?’ 

Smoothly Marcel says, ‘Could you? That’d be great.’ 

‘No, I could not. You know why? Because, I’m Asian, and people will just think I’m 
in a manga costume.’ I hand him my wand. ‘Hold this.’ I lean down and lift the hem of my robe- 
so I can adjust my knee socks. 

Frowning, he says, ‘I could have been someone from the book if you’d told me in 


advance.’ 



‘Yes, well, today you’d make a really great Moaning Myrtle.’ 


Marcel gives me a blank look, and disbelieving, I say, ‘Wait a minute - have you never 
read ‘Harry Potter’?’ 

‘I’ve read the first two.’ 

‘Then you should know who Moaning Myrtle is!’ 

‘It was a really long time ago,’ Marcel says. ‘Was she one of those people in the 
paintings?’ 

‘No! And how could you stop after Chamber of Secrets? The third one’s the best out 
of the whole series. 

I mean, that’s literally crazy to me.’ I peer at his face. ‘Do you do not have a soul?’ 

‘Sorry if I haven’t read every single Harry Potter book! Sorry, I have a life and I’m not 
in the Final Fantasy club or whatever that geek club is called-’ 

I snatcb my wand back from bim and wave it in his face. ‘Silencio!’ 

Marcel crosses his arms. Smirking, he says, ‘Whatever spell you just tried to cast on 
me, it didn’t work, so I think you need to go back to Hogwarts.’ He’s so proud of himself for the 
Hogwarts reference, it’s kind of endearing. 

Quick like a cat, I pull down his mask, and then I put one hand over his mouth. With 
my- another hand I wave my wand again. ‘Silencio!’ Marcel tries to say something, but I press 
my hand harder. ‘What? What was that? I can’t hear you, Marcel Parker.’ 

Marcel reaches out and tickles me, and I laugh so hard I almost drop my wand. I dart 
away from him, but he pounces after me, pretends shooting webs at my feet. 

Giggling, I- mn away from him, further down the hall, dodging groups of people. He 
gives chase all- the way to chem class. A teacher screams at us to slow down, and we do, but as 
soon as we’re around the comer, I’m miming again and so is he. 

I’m breathless by the time I’m in my seat. He turns around and shoots a web in my 
direction, and I explode into giggles again and Mr. Meyers glares at me. 



‘Settle down,’ he says, and I nod obediently. As soon as his back is turned, I giggle 
into my robe. 

I want to still be mad at Marcel, but it’s just no use. 

Halfway through class, he sends me a note. He’s drawn spiderwebs around the edges. 

It says I’ll be on time tomorrow. I smile as I read it. Then I put it in my backpack, in 
my French textbook so the page won’t crease or cmmble. I want to keep it so when this is over, I 
can have something to look at and remember what it was like to be Marcel’s girlfriend. Even if it 
was all just pretend. 

WHEN WE PULL UP IN my driveway, Kitty mns out of the house and over to the car. 

‘Spider-Man!’ she shrieks. She’s still in her ninja costume, though she’s taken the 
mask off. ‘Are you coming inside?’ 

I glance at Marcel. ‘He can’t. He has to go condition.’ Marcel spends an hour a day 
conditioning for lacrosse. He’s very dedicated to it. 

‘Condition?’ Kitty repeats, and I know she’s imagining Marcel washing his hair. 

‘I can hang out for a little bit,’ Marcel says, turning the engine off. 

‘Let’s show him the dance!’ 

‘Kitty, no.’ The dance is something Margot and I made up when we were bored one- 
night a few summers ago at the beach. 

Let’s just say neither of us is particularly talented at choreography. 

Marcel’s eyes light up. He’ll take any opportunity for a laugh, especially at my 

expense. 

‘I want to see the dance! ’ 

‘Forget about it,’ I tell him. We’re in the living room; each of us has our own couch or 
armchair. I poured us iced teas and put out a bowl of potato chips, which we’ve already finished. 


‘Come on,’ he pouts. ‘Show me the dance. Please, please show me the dance.’ 



‘That’s not going to work on me, Marcel.’ 


‘What’s not going to work?’ 

I wave my hand at his Handsome Boy face. ‘That. I’m immune to your charms, 
remember?’ 

Marcel lifts his eyebrows as I’ve dared him. ‘Is that a challenge? ‘Cause, I’m warning 
you; you do not want to step into the ring with me. 

I’ll cmsh you, Covey.’ 

He doesn’t take his eyes off mine for several long seconds, and I can feel my smile 
fade and my cheeks heat up. 

‘Come on, Lara Jean!’ 

I blink. Kitty. I’d forgotten she was still in the room. I scramble to my feet. 

‘Cue up the music. Marcel just challenged us to a dance-off.’ 

Kitty squeals and runs to turn on the speakers. I push back the coffee table. 

We take our places in front of the fireplace, backs turned, heads down, hands clasped 
behind our backs. 

When the bass kicks in, we jump and turn around. Hip thrust, swivel, then move into- 
our knee slides. Then the running man, then this move Margot made up called the treadmill. The 
music stops, and Kitty and 1 freeze in our cmnking positions- and then it- starts up again, and 
we’re doing the butterfly, then back into the knee slides. 

I forget- what the next move is so I sneak a peek at Kitty, who’s shimmying and 
clapping her hands. Oh yeah. 

Our big finish is split, with our arms crossed for emphasis. 

Marcel’s bowled over, laughing his head off. He claps and claps and stomps his feet. 


When it’s over, I try to catch my breath and manage to say, ‘Okay, you’re up.’ 



‘I can’t,’ Marcel gasps. ‘How do I follow a performance like that? Kitty, will you 
teach me that pop-and-lock move?’ 

Kitty gets shy all of a sudden. She sits on her hands and looks at him through her 
lashes and shakes her head. 

‘Please, please?’ He asks. 

Kitty finally caves in-1 think she just wanted to make him work for it. I watch them 
dance all afternoon, my little sister the ninja and my pretend boyfriend Spider-Man. 

First-1- laugh, but then a worrying thought comes out of nowhere- I can’t let Kitty get 
too attached to Marcel. This is temporary. The way Kitty looks at him, so adoringly, like he’s her 
hero-. 

When Marcel has to leave, I walk him out to his car. Before he gets in, I say, ‘I don’t 
think you should come over anymore. It’s confusing to Kitty.’ 

Frowning, he says, ‘How is it confusing to Kitty?’ 

‘Because - because when our - our thing is over, she’s going to miss you.’ 

‘I’ll still see the kid around.’ Marcel pokes me in the stomach. ‘I want joint custody.’ 

All I can think of is how patient he was with her, how sweet. Impulsively I get up on 
my tiptoes and kiss him on the cheek, and he jerks back in surprise. 

‘What was that for?’ 

My cheeks feel scalded. I say, ‘For being so nice to Kitty.’ Then I wave goodbye and I 
mn into the house. 

IF I DON’T BUY GROCERIES today, it’s scrambled eggs for dinner tonight. 

Again... 

Margot’s car is fixed and sitting in the driveway, where it’s been sitting for the past 
few weeks. I could go to the store if I wanted to. I do want to. But I don’t want to drive. 



If I- was a nervous driver before, the accident has only made me worse. What business 
do I- have behind the wheel of a car? What if I hurt someone? What if I hurt Kitty? 

They shouldn’t just give out driver’s licenses so easily. I mean, a car is a really 
dangerous thing. It’s practically a weapon. 

But the store is less than ten minutes away. It’s not like I’d be getting on the highway. 

And I really- really don’t want to eat scrambled eggs for dinner tonight. Besides - if 
Marcel and Genevieve are getting back together, he won’t be giving me rides anymore. 

I’ve got to learn how to do it for myself. I can’t depend on other people to help me. 

‘We’re going to the store, Kitty,’ I say. 

She’s lying down in front of the TV, propped up on her elbows. Her body looks so 
long; it’s getting longer every day. Pretty soon she’ll be taller than me. Kitty doesn’t look away 
from the TV. ‘I don’t want to come. I want to watch my shows.’ 

‘If you come. I’ll let you pick out ice cream.’ 

Kitty gets to her feet. 

On the drive there. I’m going so slow that Kitty keeps telling me the speed limit. 

‘They give tickets forgoing under the limit too, you know.’ 

‘Who told you that?’ 

‘No one. I just know it. I bet I’m going to be a better driver than you, Lara Jean.’ 

I grip the steering wheel tighter. ‘I bet you are.’ Brat. I bet when Kitty starts driving, 
she’s going to be a speed demon without the slightest concern for those around her. But she’ll 
still probably be better at it than me. A reckless driver is better than a scared one; ask anybody. 

‘I’m not scared of things like you are.’ 

I adjust my rearview mirror. ‘ You sure are proud of yourself. ’ 


‘I’mjust saying.’ 



‘Is there a car coming? Can I switch lanes?’ 


Kitty turns her head. ‘You can go, but hurry.’ 

‘Like how much time do I have?’ 

‘It’s already too late. Wait - now you can go. Go!’ 

I jerk into the left lane and look in my rearview. ‘Good job, Kitty. You just keep being 
my second pair of eyes.’ 

As we push the cart around the store. I’m thinking about the drive home and having to 
get behind the wheel again. My heart still races even as I’m trying to decide 

if we should have zucchini or green beans with dinner. By the time we’re in the dairy 
aisle, Kitty’s whining. ‘Can you hurry? I don’t want to miss my next show!’ 

To appease her, I say, ‘Go pick out ice cream,’ and Kitty heads off toward the frozen- 

food aisle. 


lanes. 


The way home, I stay in the right lane for blocks and blocks- so I don’t have to switch 


The car in front of me is an old lady, and she’s moving at a snail’s pace, which suits 
me just fine. Kitty begs me to switch lanes, but I just ignore her and keep doing what I’m doing, 
nice and easy. My hands are gripping the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles are white. 

‘The ice cream’s going to be all melted by the time we get home,’ Kitty gripes. 

-And- 

‘I’ve missed every single one of my shows. Can you please go to the fast lane?’ 

‘Kitty!’ I screech. ‘Will you just let me drive?’ 

‘Then drive already!’ 

I lean across the console to cuff her upside the head, and she scoots closer to the 
window so I can’t reach her. ‘Can’t touch me,’ she says gleefully. 



‘Quit playing around and be my eyes,’ I say. 


A car is coming up on my right, zooming off a highway exit. He’s going to have to 
merge into my lane soon. Lightning-fast I look over my shoulder for my blind spot, to see if I 
can switch lanes. Every time I have to take my eyes away from the road, even for a second, I feel 
so much panic in my chest. But I don’t have a choice, I just hold my breath and I switch over to 
the left lane. Nothing bad happens. I exhale. 

My heart races the whole way home. But we make it, no accidents and nobody 
honking their horn at me, and that’s the important thing. And the ice cream is fine, only a little 
melted on top. It will get easier each time, I think. I hope. I just have to keep trying. 

I can’t stand the thought of Kitty being scornful of me. I’m her big sister. I have to be 
someone she looks up to, the way I look up to Margot. How can Kitty look up to me if I’m 
weak? 


That night I pack Kitty’s and my lunches. I make what Mommy used to make us 
sometimes when we went on picnics at the winery in Keswick. I dice up a carrot and an onion 
and fry it with sesame oil and a little vinegar; then I mix in sushi rice. 

When it’s- cooked, I scoop pats of rice into tofu skins. They’re like rice balls in little 

purses. 


I don’t have an exact recipe to follow, but it tastes right enough. When I’m finished, I 
get on a ladder and search for the bento boxes Mommy used to put them in. I finally find them in 
the back of the Tupperware cabinet. 

I don’t know if Kitty will remember eating these rice balls, but I hope that her heart 

will. 


AT THE EUNCH TABEE PETE Rand his friends can’t get enough of the rice balls. I 
only get to eat three. ‘These are so good,’ Marcel keeps saying. When he reaches for the last one, 
he stops short and quickly looks up at me to see if I noticed. 

‘You can have it,’ I say. I know what he’s thinking of. The last piece of pizza. 


‘No, it’s all right. I’m good.’ 



‘Have it.’ 


‘I don’t want it!’ 

I pick up the rice ball with my fingers and put it in his face. ‘Say ‘ah.’ ‘Stubbornly he 
says, ‘No. I’m not going to give you the satisfaction of being right.’ 

Darrell hoots with laughter. ‘I’m jealous of you, I wish I had a girl to feed me my 
lunch. Lara Jean, if he doesn’t take it, I will’ He leans forward and- opens his mouth for me. 

Marcel shoves him to the side and says, ‘Step off, it’s mine!’ He opens his mouth and 
I pop it in like he’s a seal at Sea World. With his mouth full of rice and his eyes closed, he says, 
‘Yum- yum- yum.’ 

I smile because it’s so cute. And fora second, just for a second, I forget. I forget that 
this isn’t real. 

Marcel swallows the food in his mouth and says, ‘What’s wrong? Why do you look 

sad?’ 


‘I’m not sad. I’m hungry because you guys ate my lunch.’ I cross my eyes at him to 
show him I’m joking. 

Immediately Marcel pushes out his chair and stands up. ‘I’m going to get you a 
sandwich. ’ 

I grab his sleeve. ‘Don’t. I’m just kidding.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ I nod, and he sits back down. ‘If you’re hungry later, we can stop 
somewhere on the way home.’ 

‘About that,’ I say. ‘My car’s fixed now, so I won’t be needing you to give me rides 

anymore.’ 


‘Oh, really?’ Marcel leans back in his chair. ‘I don’t mind picking you up, though. I 
know you hate to drive.’ 


‘The only way I’ll get better is if I practice,’ I say, feeling like Margot. 



Margot the- Good. 


‘Besides, now you’ll get back your extra five minutes of sleep.’ 

Marcel grins. ‘Tme.’ 

VIRTUAL SUNDAY NIGHT DINNER WAS an idea I thought up. 

I’ve got my laptop propped up on a stack of books in the center of the table. 

Daddy- and Kitty and I are all sitting in front of it with our slices of pizza. It’s our 
lunchtime and Margot’s dinnertime. Margot’s sitting at her desk with a salad. She’s already in 
her fla nn el pj's. 

‘You guys are eating pizza again?’ Margot gives me and Daddy a disapproving look. 

‘Kitty’s going to stay tiny if you don’t feed her any green food.’ 

‘Relax, Gogo, there are peppers on this pizza,’ I say, holding up my slice, and 
everybody laughs. 

‘There’ll be a spinach salad with dinner tonight,’ Daddy offers. 

‘Can you make my spinach portion into a green juice instead?’ Kitty asks. 

‘That’s the healthiest way to eat spinach.’ 

‘How do you know that?’ Margot asks. 

‘From Marcel.’ 

The pizza slice that was halfway to my mouth freezes in midair. 

‘Marcel who?’ 

‘Lara Jean’s boyfriend.’ 

‘Wait a minute - Lara Jean’s dating who?’ On the computer screen, Margot’s eyes are 
huge and incredulous. 


‘Marcel-,’ Kitty chirps. 



I whip my head around and give her a dirty look. With my eyes, I say, thanks for 
spilling the beans, Kitty. With her eyes she says. What? You should have told her yourself ages 
ago. 

Margot looks from Kitty to me. ‘What in the world? How did that happen?’ 

Lamely I say, ‘It just sort of - happened.’ 

‘Are you serious? Why would you ever be interested in someone like Marcel-? 

He’s such a -’ Margot shakes her head in disbelief. ‘I mean, did you know Josh caught 
him cheating on a test once?’ 

‘Marcel cheats at school?’ Daddy repeats, alarmed. 

I quickly look at him and say, ‘Once, in seventh grade! The seventh grade doesn’t 
even count anymore it’s so long ago. And it wasn’t a test, it was a quiz.’ 

‘I definitely don’t think he’s a good guy for you. All of those lacrosse guys are so 

douchey.’ 

‘Well, Marcel’s not l ik e those other guys.’ I don’t understand why Margot can’t just 
be happy for me. I was at least pretend happy for her when she started dating Josh. 

She could pretend happy forme too. And it makes me mad, the way she’s saying all of 
this stuff in front of Daddy and Kitty. 

‘If you talk to him, if you just give him a chance, you’ll see, Margot.’ I don’t know 
why I’m bothering trying to convince her of- Marcel when it will be over soon anyway. But I 
want her to know that he is a good guy because he is. 

Margot makes a face like Yeah, okay, sure and I know she doesn’t believe me. ‘What 
about Genevieve?’ 

‘They broke up months ago.’ 

Daddy looks confused and says, ‘Marcel and Genevieve were an item?’ ‘Never mind, 
Daddy,’ I say. 



Margot is quiet, chewing on her salad, so I think she’s done, but then she says, ‘He’s 
not very smart, though, is he? I mean, at school?’ 

‘Not everybody can be a National Merit Scholar! And there are different kinds of 
intelligence, you know. He has a high emotional IQ.’ Margot’s disapproval makes me feel 
prickly all over. More than prickly. Mad. 

What right does she have to weigh in when she doesn’t even live here anymore? 

Kitty has more of a right than she does. 

‘Kitty, do you like Marcel?’ I ask her. I know she’ll say yes. 

Kitty perks up, and I can tell she is pleased to be included in the big-girl talk. 

‘Yes.’ 

Surprised, Margot says, ‘Kitty, you’ve hung out with him too?’ 

‘Sure. He comes over all the time. He gives us rides.’ 

‘In his two-seater?’ Margot shoots a look at me. 

Kitty pipes up. ‘No, in his mom’s van!’ With innocent eyes, she says, ‘I want to go for 
a ride in his convertible. I’ve never been in a convertible.’ ‘So, he doesn’t drive around his Audi 
anymore?’ Margot asks me. 

‘Not when Kitty’s riding with us,’ I say. 

‘Hmm’ is all Margot says, and the skeptical look on her face makes me want to x her 
right off the screen. 

AFTER SCHOOL I GET A text from Josh. 

You, me, and the diner-like old times. 

Except old times would have included Margot. Now it’s new times, I suppose. Maybe 
that’s not altogether a bad thing. New can be good. 



OK but I’m getting my own grilled cheese because you always hog more than your 


fair share. 


Deal. 

We’re sitting in our booth by the jukebox. 

I wonderwhat Margot’s doing right now. It’s nighttime in Scotland. Maybe she’s 
getting ready to go out to the pub with her halhnates. Margot says pubs are really 

big over there; they have what they call pub crawls, where they go from pub to pub 
and drink and drink. 

Margot’s not some big drinker, I’ve never even seen her dmnk. I hope she’s learned 
how to by now. 

I hold my hand out for quarters. Another Lara Jean-and-Josh tradition. Josh always 
gives me quarters for the jukebox. 

It’s because he keeps mounds of them in his car for the tollbooth and-1 never- have 
quarters because I bate change. 

I can’t decide if I want doo-wop or folksy guitar, but then at the last second, I put in- 
‘Video Killed the Radio Star,’ for Margot. So, in a way, it’s like she is here. 

Josh smiles when it comes on. ‘I knew you’d pick that.’ 

‘No, you didn’t, because I didn’t know I was going to until I did.’ I pick up my menu 
and study it like I haven’t seen it a million times. 

Josh is still smiling. ‘Why bother looking at the menu when we already know what 
you’re going to get?’ 

‘I could change my mind at the last second,’ I say. ‘There’s a chance I could order a 
tuna melt or a turkey burger or a chef salad. I can be adventurous too, you know.’ 


‘Sure,’ Josh agrees, and I know he’s just humoring me. 



The server comes over to take our order and Josh says, TTl have a slice of grilled 
cheese and a tomato soup and a chocolate mi lk shake.’ 

He looks at me expectantly. 

There’s a smile coming up on the comers of his lips. 

‘Ah-um -’ I scan the menu as fast as I can, but I don’t actually want a tuna melt or a 
turkey burger or a chef salad. I give up. I like what I like. ‘A grilled cheese, please. 

And a black-cherry soda.’ As soon as the server is gone, I say, ‘Don’t say a word.’ 

‘Oh, I wasn’t going to.’ 

And then, because there’s a silence, we both speak at the same time. I say, ‘Have you 
talked to Margot lately?’ and he says, ‘How are things going with-?’ 

Josh’s easy smile fades and he looks away. ‘Yeah, we chat online sometimes. I think. 

.. .1 think she’s kind of homesick.’ 

I give him a funny look. ‘I just talked to her last night and she didn’t seem homesick at 
all. She seemed like the same old Margot. She was telling us about Raisin Weekend. It makes me 
want to go to Saint Andrew's too.’ 

‘What’s Raisin Weekend?’ 

‘I’m not a hundred percent sure - it sounds like it was a mix of drinking a lot and Latin. 
I guess it’s a Scottish thing.’ 

‘Would you do that?’ Josh asks. ‘Would you go somewhere far away?’ 

I sigh. ‘No, probably not. That’s Margot, not me. It’d be nice to visit, though. Maybe 
my dad will let me go during spring break.’ 

‘I think she’d like that a lot. I guess our Paris trip isn’t happening anymore, huh?’ 


with-?’ 


He laughs awkwardly, and then he clears his throat. ‘So, wait, how are things going 



Before I can answer, the server comes back with our food. Josh pushes the bowl of 
soup so it’s in the middle of the table, ‘the First sip?’ he asks, holding up the milkshake. 

Eagerly I nod and lean across the table. Josh holds the glass and I take a long sip. 

‘Ahhh,’ I say, sitting back down. 

‘That was a pretty big sip,’ he says. ‘How come you never get your own?’ 

‘Why should I when I know you’ll share?’ I break off a piece of grilled cheese and dip 
it into the soup. 

‘So, you were saying?’ Josh prods. When I stare at him blankly, he says, ‘You were 
about to talk about-’ 

I was hoping this wouldn’t come up. I’m not in the mood to tell more lies to Josh. 

‘Things are good.’ Because Josh is looking at me like he’s expecting something more, 

I add, ‘He’s really sweet.’ 

Josh snorts. 

‘He’s not what you’d think. People are so quick to judge him, but he’s different.’ 

I’m surprised to find I’m telling the truth. Marcel isn’t what you’d think. He is cocky, 
and he can be obnoxious and he’s always late, tme, but there are other good and surprising things 
about him too. 

‘He’s - not what you think.’ 

Josh gives me a dubious look. Then he dunks half his sandwich into the soup and says, 
‘You aheady said that.’ 

‘That’s because it’s tme.’ He shmgs at this like he doesn’t believe me. So, I say, ‘You 
should see the way Kitty acts around Marcel. She’s crazy about him.’ I don’t realize it until the 
words are actually out of my mouth, but I say it to hurt him. 

Josh tears off a hunk of grilled cheese. ‘Well, I hope she doesn’t get too attached.’ 

Even though I’ve had that exact same thought for different reasons, it still hurts to hear. 



Suddenly the easy Josh-and-Lara Jean feeling is lost. Josh is withdrawn and closed off, 
and I’m stinging from what he said about Marcel, and it feels like playacting to sit across from 
each other and pretend it’s the same as the old days. How could it be, when Margot isn’t here? 

She is the point of our little triangle. 

‘Hey,’ Josh says suddenly. I look up. ‘I didn’t mean that. That was a shitty thing to 
say.’ He ducks his head. ‘I guess -1 don’t know, maybe I’m just jealous. 

I’m not used to sharing the Song girls.’ 

I go soft inside. Now that he’s said this nice thing, I am feeling warm and generous 
toward him again. I don’t say what I’m thinking, which is, you may not be used to sharing- us, 
but we’re very used to sharing you. ‘You know Kitty still loves you 

best,’ I say, which makes him smile. 

‘I mean, I did teach her how to hock a loogie,’ Josh says. ‘You don’t forget the person 
who teaches you something like that.’ He takes a long sip of his milkshake. 

‘Hey, they’re doing a Lord of the Rings marathon at the Bess this weekend. Want to 

go?’ 


Continued: 3 

‘That’s like - nine hours!’ 

‘Yeah, nine hours of awesome.’ 

‘True,’ I agree. ‘I wanna go; I just have to check with Marcel first. He said something 
about going to a movie this weekend, and-’ Josh cuts me off before I can finish. ‘It’s fine. I can 
just go with Mike. Or maybe I’ll take Kitty. It’s about time I introduced her to the genius that is 
Tolkien.’ 


I’m quiet. Are Kitty and I interchangeable in his mind? Are Margot and I? 

We’re sharing a waffle when Genevieve walks into the diner with a little kid who I 
guess must be her little brother. Not her actual little brother; Gen is an only child. She’s the 



president of the Little Sib program. It’s where a high school student is paired up with an 
elementary school kid and you tutor them and take them out for fun days. 

I slump down in my seat, but of course, Gen still sees me. She looks from me to Josh, 
and then she gives me a little wave. I don’t know what to do so I just wave back. 

Something about the way she’s smiling at me is unsettling. It’s how genuinely happy 

she looks. 

If Genevieve is happy, that’s not good for me. 

At dinner, I get a text from Marcel. It says. If- you’re going to hang out with 
Sanderson, can you at least not do it in public? 

Under the table, I read it over and over. Could it be that Marcel’s the teensiest bit 
jealous? Or is he really just worried about how it looks to Genevieve? 

‘What do you keep looking at?’ Kitty wants to know. 

I put my phone down, face down. ‘Nothing.’ 

Kitty turns to Daddy and says, ‘I bet it was a text from Marcel.’ 

Buttering a roll, my dad says, ‘I like Marcel’ 

‘You do?’ I say. 

Daddy nods. ‘He’s a good kid. He’s really taken with you, Lara Jean.’ 

‘Taken with me?’ I repeat. 

To me, Kitty says, ‘You sound like a parrot.’ To Daddy she says, ‘What does that 
mean? Taken by her?’ 

‘It means he’s charmed by her,’ Daddy explains. ‘He’s smitten.’ 

‘Well, what’s smitten?’ 

He chuckles and stuffs the roll in Kitty’s open, perplexed mouth. ‘It means he likes 

her.’ 



‘He definitely likes her,’ Kitty agrees, her mouth full. ‘He- he looks at you a lot, Lara 
Jean. When you’re not paying attention. He looks at you, to see if you’re having a good time.’ 

‘He does?’ My chest feels warm and glow, and I can feel myself start to smile. 

‘I’m just happy to see you so happy. I used to worry about Margot taking on so many 
responsibilities at home and helping out the way she did. I didn’t want her to miss out on her 
high school experience. But you know Margot. She’s so driven. ’ Daddy reaches over and 
squeezes my shoulder. ‘To see you now, going out and doing things and making new friends - it 
makes your old man very happy. Very, very happy.’ 

I feel a lump grow in my throat. If only it wasn’t all a lie. 

‘Don’t cry, Daddy,’ Kitty orders, and Daddy nods and pulls her into his arms for a hug. 

‘Can you do me a favor, Kitty?’ He says. 

‘What?’ 

‘Can you stay this age forever?’ 

Automatically Kitty replies, ‘I can if you give me a puppy.’ 

My dad roars with laughter, and Kitty laughs too. 

I really admire my little sister sometimes. She knows exactly what she wants, and 
she’ll do whatever it takes to get it. She’s shameless that way. 

I’m going to talk to Daddy and help her cause. The two of us will wear him down. 

There’ll be a puppy under our tree Christmas morning. I’d bet money on it. 

THE NEXT NIGHT Marcel AND I study at Starbucks for a few hours- well, I study, 
and he keeps getting up and talking to people from school. On the way home, he asks, ‘Did you 
sign up for the ski trip?’ 

‘No. I’m a terrible skier.’ Only cool people like Marcel and his friends go on the ski 

trip. 



I could try to twist Chris’s arm into going, but she’d probably laugh in my face. She’s 
not going on any school trip. 

‘You don’t have to ski. You can snowboard. That’s what I’m doing.’ 

I give him a look. ‘Can you picture me snowboarding?’ 

‘I’ll teach you. Come on, it’ll be fun.’ Marcel grabs my hand and says, ‘Please- please- 
please, Lara Jean? Come on, be a sport. It’ll be fun, I promise.’ 

He catches me by surprise with this. The ski trip isn’t until winter break. So, he wants 
to keep this, us, up until then. For some reason, I feel relieved. 

‘If you don’t want to snowboard,’ he continues, ‘the lodge has a big stone fireplace 
and big comfy chairs. You can sit and read for hours. And they sell the best hot chocolate. 

I’ll buy you one.’ He squeezes my hand. 

My heart does a little zing, and I say, ‘All right, I’ll go. But the hot chocolate had 
better be as good as you say.’ 

‘I’ll buy you as many as you want.’ 

‘Then you better bring a lot of singles,’ I say, and Marcel snorts. ‘What?’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

When we get to my house, I climb out and he drives away before it occurs to me, I left 
my bag on the floor of his car, and Daddy and Kitty aren’t home. 

They’re at- Kitty’s the school for parent-teacher conferences. 

I fumble around blindly under the deck, feeling around in the dark for the spare keys- 
we keep hidden under the wheelbarrow. Then I remember that the spare keys are in the junk 
drawer, in the house, because I forgot to put them back the last time I got locked out. 

I have no keys, no phone, no way of getting into the house. 

Josh! Josh has a spare key. He’s watered my dad’s plants for him a few times when we 
went away on vacation. 



I find a rock in the driveway and I cross the lawn and stand underneath Josh’s window. 


I throw the rock at it and I miss it. I find another one, and it pings off the glass, barely 
making a sound. I try again, with a bigger rock. This one hits. 

Josh opens the window and leans his head out. ‘Hey. Did - leave already?’ 

Surprised, I say, ‘Yeah. I left my bag in his car. Can you throw down the spare keys?’ 

Josh sighs like I’m asking for something huge. ‘Hold on.’ Then he disappears. 

I stand there and wait for him to come back to the window, but he doesn’t. 

He comes out of the front door instead. He’s wearing a- hoodie and sweatpants. 

It’s- Margot’s favorite hoodie. When they first got together, she used to wear it all the 
time, like it was a letterman’s jacket or something. 

I hold my hand out for the keys and Josh drops them in my hand. ‘Thanks, Joshy.’ 

I turn to leave, but he says, ‘Wait. I’m worried about you.’ 

‘What? Why?’ 

He sighs heavily and adjusts his glasses. He only wears his glasses at night. 

‘This thing with-’ 

‘Not that again, Josh-’ 

‘He’s a player. He’s not good enough for you. You’re - innocent. You’re not like other 
girls. He’s a typical guy. You can’t tmst him.’ 

‘1 think I know him a lot better than you do. ’ 

‘I’m just looking out for you.’ Josh clears his throat. ‘You’re like my little sister.’ 

I want to hit him for saying that. ‘No I’m not,’ I say. 

An uneasy look crosses over Josh’s face. I know what he’s thinking because we’re 
both thinking it. 



Then, headlights are beaming down our street. It’s Marcel’s car. He’s come back. I 
hand Josh his set of keys and mn over to my driveway. Over my shoulder, I call out, ‘Thanks, 
Joshy!’ 

I come around the front to the driver’s side. Marcel’s window is down. ‘You forgot 
your bag,’ he says, glancing over toward Josh’s house. 

‘I know,’ I say breathlessly. ‘Thanks for coming back.’ 

‘Is he out there?’ 

‘I don’t know. He was a minute ago.’ 

‘Then just in case,’ Marcel says, and he leans his head out and kisses me on the lips, 
open-mouthed and sure. 

I’m stunned. 

When he pulls away, Marcel’s smiling. ‘Night, Lara Jean.’ 

He drives off into the night and I’m still standing there with my fingers to my lips. 

Marcel - just kissed me. He kissed me, and I liked it. I’m pretty sure I liked it. I’m 
pretty sure I like him. 

The next morning I’m at my locker, putting my books away when I see- Marcel 
walking down the hallway. My heart thumps in my chest so loud I can hear it echo in my ears. 
He hasn’t seen me yet. I duck my head into my locker and start arranging my books into a pile. 
From behind the locked door, he says, ‘Hey.’ ‘Hey,’ I say back. 

‘I just want to set your mind at ease, Covey. I’m not going to kiss you again, so don’t 
worry about it.’ 

Oh. ...?... 

So that’s that. It doesn’t matter if I like him or not because he doesn’t like me back. 

It’s kind of silly to feel so disappointed about something you only just realized you 
wanted, isn’t it? 




Don’t let him see that you’re disappointed. 


I face him. ‘I wasn’t worried about it.’ 

‘ Yes- you were. Look at you: your face is all pinched together like a clam. ’ 

Marcel- 

laughs, and I try to un-pinch my face, to look serene. ‘It’s not going to happen again. It 
was all for Sanderson’s benefit.’ 

‘Good.’ 

‘Good,’ he says, and he takes my hand, and he closes my locker door, and he walks 
me to class like a real boyfriend like we’re really in love. 

How was I supposed to know what’s real and what’s not? It feels like I’m the only one 
who doesn’t know the difference. 

MY DAD’S THRILLED WHEN ask him to sign the permission slip. ‘Oh, Lara Jean, 
this is- great. 

Did Marcel convince you? You’ve been scared of skiing ever since you were ten and 
you did the splits and you couldn’t get back up!’ 

‘ Yeah, I remember. ’ My boots froze onto the skis, and I lay there in the splits for what 
felt like days. 

Signing the paper, my dad says, ‘Hey, maybe we can all of us go to Wintergreen over- 
Christmas. Marcel too.’ 

So that’s where I get it from. My dad. He lives in a fantasy world. Handing me the slip, 
he says cheerfully, ‘You can wear Margot’s ski pants. Her gloves, too.’ 

I don’t tell him that I won’t need them because I’ll be cozy in the lodge reading and 
sipping hot cocoa by the fire. I should bring my knitting stuff with me too. 

When I talk to Margot on the phone that night, I tell her I’m going on the ski trip, and 
she’s surprised. ‘But you hate skiing.’ 



‘I’m going to try out snowboarding.’ 


‘Just - be careful,’ she says. 

I’m thinking she means on the slopes, but when Chris comes over the next night to 
borrow a dress, I learn otherwise. ‘You know everybody hooks up on the ski trip, right? 

It’s like a school-sanctioned booty call.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘That’s where I lost my V freshman year.’ ‘I thought you lost it in the woods near your 

house.’ 

‘Oh yeah. Whatever, the point is, I had sex on the ski trip.’ 

‘There are chaperones,’ I say worriedly. ‘How can people just have sex with 
chaperones around?’ 

‘Chaperones go to sleep early because they’re old,’ Chris says. ‘People just sneak out. 
Plus- there’s a hot tub. Did you know that there’s a hot tub?’ 

‘No - Marcel never mentioned that.’ Well, that’s that, I just won’t pack a bathing suit. 
It’s not like they can make you go in a hot tub if you don’t want to. 

‘The year I went, people were skinny-dipping.’ 

My eyes bug out. Skinny-dipping! ‘People were nude?’ 

‘Well, the girls took their tops off. Just be prepared.’ Cbris chews on her fingernail. 
‘Last year 1 heard Mr. Dunham got in the hot tub with students and it was weird.’ 

‘This sounds like the Wild West,’ I mutter. 

‘More like Girls Gone Wild.’ 

It’s not that I’m worried Marcel will try something with me. I know he won’t because 
he doesn’t see me that way. But are people going to expect it? Am I going to have to sneak into 



his room in the middle of the night so people think we’re doing something? I don’t want to get in 
trouble on a school trip, but Marcel has a way of convincing me to do stuff I don’t want to do. 

I grab Chris’s hands. ‘Will you please come? Please, please!’ 

She shakes her head. ‘You know betterthan that. I don’t do school trips.’ 

‘You have before!’ 

‘Yeah, freshman year. Not anymore.’ 

‘But I need you!’ Desperately I squeeze her hands and say, ‘Remember how I covered 
for you last year when you went to Coachella? I spent the whole weekend sneaking in and out of 
your house so your mom would think you were at home! Don’t forget the things I ’ve done for 
you, Chris! I need you now!’ 

Unmoved, Chris plucks her hands away from mine and goes to the mirror and starts 
examining her skin. ‘Um-’s not going to pressure you to have sex if you don’t want to. 

If you minus the fact that he dated the devil, he’s not a total dummy. He’s kind of 
decent, actually.’ 

‘What do you mean by decent? Decent like he doesn’t care that much about sex?’ 

‘Oh, God, no. He and Gen were in constant heat for each other. She’s been on the pill 

longer than I have. Too bad everyone in my family thinks she’s this angel.’ 

Chris pokes at- a zit on her chin. ‘What a fake. I should send an anonymous letter to 
our grandma - Not that I really would. I’m no rat, unlike her. Remember that time she told our 
grandma I was going to school drunk?’ She doesn’t wait for me to answer. When Chris gets 
going on a Genevieve rant, she is single-minded. ‘My grandma wanted to use the money she 
saved for my college for rehab! They had a family meeting with me! I’m so glad you stole - from 
her.’ 


‘I didn’t steal him. They were already broken up!’ 


Chris snorts. ‘Sure, keep telling that to yourself. Gen’s going on the ski trip, you know. 



She’s class president, so she’s basically organizing it. So just beware. Don’t ever ski 

alone.’ 


I let out a gasp. ‘Chris, I’m begging you. Please come.’ In a burst of inspiration, I say, 
‘If you come, it’ll make Genevieve really mad! She’s organizing this whole thing; it’s her trip. 
She won’t want you there! ’ 

Chris purses her lips into a smile. ‘You know how to play me.’ She juts her chin at me. 

‘Do you think this zit is ready to pop?’ 

THANKSGIVING DAY, DADDY CLEANS OUT the turkey for me and then leaves 
to go pick up our Korean grandma, who lives an hour away in a retirement community with a lot 
of other Korean grandmas. Daddy’s mom, Nana, is spending Thanksgiving with her boyfriend’s 
family, which is fine by me because I know she wouldn’t have an 5 dhing nice to say about the 
food. 


I make up a green-bean dish with orange peel and dill, in an earnest effort to be jazzy 
and inventive. I nominate Kitty to be my taste tester and she takes a bite of green bean and says it 
tastes like an orange pickle. ‘Why can’t we just have a green-bean casserole with the fried onion 
rings that come in the can?’ Kitty ponders. She’s cutting out different colored feathers for her 
turkey placemats. 

‘Because I’m trying to be jazzy and inventive,’ I say, dumping a can of gravy into the 

saucepan. 


Doubtfully Kitty says, ‘Well, are we still having broccoli casserole? People will eat 

that.’ 


‘Do you see any broccoli anywhere in this kitchen?’ I ask. ‘No, the green in this meal 
is the green bean.’ 

‘What about mashed potatoes? We’re still having mashed potatoes, right?’ 

Mashed potatoes. I jump up and check the pantry. I forgot to buy potatoes. I got the 
whole milk and the butter and even the chives to put on top like Margot always does. 



But I forgot the actual potatoes. ‘Call Daddy and ask him to pick up Yukon gold 
potatoes on the way home,’ I say, closing the pantry door. 

‘I can’t believe you forgot the potatoes, ’ Kitty says with a shake of her head. 

I glare at her. ‘Just focus on your placemats.’ 

‘No, because if I didn’t just ask about the mashed potatoes, the meal would have been 
mined, so you should be thanking me.’ 

Kitty gets up to call Daddy, and I yell out, ‘By the way, those turkeys look more l ik e 
the NBC peacock logo than actual turkeys, so!’ 

Kitty is unfazed, and I take another bite of the green beans. They do taste like an 
orange pickle. 

It turns out I have cooked the turkey upside down. Also, Kitty kept hounding me about 
salmonella because- she watched a video on it in science, so I wind up leaving the bird in too 
long. The mashed potatoes are fine, but there are some cmnchy bits here and there because I 
mshed to boil them. 

We are seated around the dining room table, and Kitty’s placemats really do add a 
certain something. 

Grandma is eating a whole pile of green beans, and I shoot Kitty a triumphant look. 

See? Someone likes them. 

There was a minute or two after Mommy died when Grandma moved in to help take 
care of us. There was even talk of her staying. She didn’t think Daddy could manage on his own. 

‘So, Danny,’ Grandma begins. Kitty and I exchange a look across the table because we 
know what’s coming. ‘Are you seeing anyone these days? Going on dates?’ 

My dad reddens. ‘Er - not so much. My work keeps me so busy-’ Grandma clucks. 

‘It’s not good for a man to be alone, Danny.’ 

‘I’ve got my girls to keep me company,’ my dad says, trying to sound jovial and not 

tense. 



Grandma fixes him with a cold stare. ‘That’s not what I mean.’ 


When we’re doing the dishes, Grandma asks me, ‘Lara Jean, would you mind if your 
daddy had a girlfriend?’ 

It’s something Margot and I have discussed at length over the years, most often in the 
dark, late at night. If Daddy absolutely had to date, what kind of woman would we like to see 
him with? Someone with a good sense of humor, kindhearted, all of the usual things. Someone 
who’d be firm with Kitty but not rein her in so much that it would squash all the special things 
about her. 


But also- someone who wouldn’t try to be our mother; that’s what Margot is fiercest 
about. Kitty needs a mom, but we’re old enough to not need mothering, she says. Of the three of 
us, Margot would be the most critical. She’s incredibly loyal to Mommy’s memory. Not that I’m 
not, but there have been times, over the years, where I’ve thought about how it would be nice to 
have someone. Someone older, a lady, who knows about certain things, like the right way to put 
on blush, or how to flirt to get out of a speeding ticket. 

Things to know for the future. But then it never happened. Daddy’s been on some 
dates, but he hasn’t had a steady girlfriend he’s brought around. Which has always been sort of a 
relief, but now that I’m getting older, I keep thinking about what it will be like when I’m gone 
and it’s just Kitty and Daddy, and then before long it will just be Daddy. I don’t want him to be 
alone. 


‘No,’ I say. ‘I wouldn’t mind at all.’ 

Grandma gives me an approving look. ‘Good girl,’ she says, and I feel warm and cozy 
inside, l ik e how I used to feel after a cup of the Night-Night Tea Mommy used to make me- 
when I couldn’t fall asleep at night. Daddy’s made it for me a few times since, but it never tasted 
the same, and I never had the heart to tell him. 

THE CHRISTMAS COOKIE JACKPOT START December first. We drag out all of 
Mommy’s old cookbooks and cooking magazines and we spread them out on the living room 
floor and turn on the Jack Brown Christmas album. No Christmas music is- allowed in our house 
until December first. I don’t remember whose mle this is, but we abide by it. Kitty keeps a list of 
which cookies we’re definitely doing and which ones we’re maybe doing. 



There are a few perennials. My dad loves pecan crescents, so those are a must. 


Sugar cookies, because those are a given. Snickerdoodles for Kitty, molasses cookies 
for Margot, cowgirl cookies forme. White-chocolate cranberry is Josh’s favorite. I think this 
year, though, we should mix things up and do different cookies. Not entirely, but at least a few 
new ones. Marcel’s here; he stopped by after school to work on chem, and now it’s hours later 
and he’s still here. He and Kitty and I are in the living room going through the cookbooks. My 
dad’s in the kitchen listening to NPR and making tomorrow’s lunches. 

‘Please no more turkey sandwiches,’ I call out. Marcel nudges my sock and mouths 
spoiled, and he points at me and Kitty, shaking his finger at us. ‘Whatever. Your mom makes 
your lunches every day, so shut it,’ I whisper. 

My dad calls back, ‘Hey, I’m sick of leftovers too, but what are we going to do? 

Throw it away?’ 

Kitty and I look at each other. ‘Pretty much exactly,’ I say. My dad has a thing about 
wasting food. I wonder if I snuck down to the kitchen tonight and threw it out if he’d notice. He 
probably would. ‘If we had a dog,’ Kitty pipes up loudly, ‘there wouldn’t be any more leftovers.’ 
She winks at me. ‘What kind of dog do you want?’ Marcel asks her. ‘Don’t get her hopes up,’ I 
tell him, but he waves me off. Immediately Kitty says, ‘An Akita. Red fur with a cinnamon-bun 
tail. Or a German shepherd 1 can train to be a seeing-eye dog.’ 

‘But you’re not blind,’ Marcel says. 

‘But I could be one day.’ Grinning, Marcel shakes his head. He nudges me again and 
in an admiring voice, he says, ‘Can’t argue with the kid.’ ‘It’s pretty much futile,’ I agree. I hold 
up a magazine to show Kitty. ‘What do you think? Creamsicle cookies?’ Kitty writes them down 
as a maybe. 

‘Hey, what about these?’ Marcel pushes a cookbook in my lap. It’s opened up to a 
fmitcake cookie recipe. I gag. ‘Are you kidding? You’re kidding, right? Fruitcake cookies? 
That’s disgusting.’ 



‘When done right, fruitcake can be really good,’ Marcel defends. ‘My great-aunt Irish 
used to make fruitcake, and she’d put ice cream on top and it was awesome.’ ‘If you put ice 
cream on anything, it’s good,’ Kitty says. 

‘Can’t argue with the kid,’ I say, and Marcel and I exchange smiles over Kitty’s head. 
‘Point taken, but this isn’t your average fruitcake. It’s not, like, a wet loaf of neon jujubes. It’s 
got pecans and dried cherries and blueberries and good stuff. I think she called it Christmas 
Memory fmitcake.’ 

‘I love that story!’ I exclaim. ‘That’s my favorite. It’s so good but so sad.’ 

Marcel looks puzzled and so does Kitty so I explain. “A Christmas Memory’ is a 
short story by Truman Capote. It’s about a boy named Buddy and his older lady cousin who took 
care of him when he was little. They’d save up all year to buy ingredients for fruitcake and then 
they’d send them as presents to friends, but also to, like, the president.’ 

‘Why is it so sad?’ Kitty wants to know. 

‘Because they’re best friends and they love each other more than anybody, but they 
get separated in the end, because the family thinks she doesn’t take good enough care of him. 
And maybe she doesn’t, but maybe it doesn’t matter because she was still his soul mate. In the 
end, she dies, and Buddy doesn’t even get to say goodbye to her. And, it’s a tme story.’ 

‘That’s depressing,’ Marcel says. ‘Forget the fruitcake cookies.’ Kitty crosses out 
fruitcake cookies on her pad. 

I’m thumbing through an old Good Housekeeping magazine when the doorbell rings. 

Kitty scrambles up and runs for the door. ‘Check who it is before you open it,’ I call 
after her. She’s always forgetting to check first. 

‘Josh! ’ I hear her squeal. 

Marcel’s head jerks up. 

‘He’s here to see Kitty,’ I tell him. 


‘Yeah, right. 



Josh walks into the living room with Kitty hanging around his neck like a monkey. 


‘Hey,’ he says, eyes flickering in Marcel’s direction. 

‘What’s up, man,’ Marcel says, friendly as can be. ‘Have a seat.’ 

I give him a strange look. Just a second ago he was grousing, and now he’s happy as 
clam. I don’t get boys. 

Josh holds up a plastic bag. ‘I brought back your casserole dish.’ 

‘Is that Josh?’ my dad calls from the kitchen. ‘Josh, do you want a snack? Turkey 
sandwich?’ 

I’m positive he’s going to say no because I’m sure he’s had as many leftover turkey 
sandwiches over at his house as we’ve been eating over here, but then he goes, ‘Sure!’ 

Josh disentangles himself from Kitty and plops down on the couch. To me he says, 

‘Christmas Cookie Bonanza?’ 

‘Christmas Cookie Bonanza,’ I confirm. 

‘You’re making my favorite, right?’ Josh gives me puppy-dog eyes, which always 
makes me laugh because it’s so un-Josh. 

‘You’re such a dork,’ I say, shaking my head. 

‘What’s your favorite?’ Marcel asks him. ‘Because I think the list is pretty set.’ 

‘I’m pretty sure it’s already on the list,’ Josh says. 

I look from Josh to Marcel. I can’t tell if they’re kidding or not. 

Marcel reaches out and tickles Kitty’s feet. ‘Read us the list, Katherine.’ 

Kitty giggles and rolls over to her notepad. Then she stands up and grandly says, 
‘M&M cookies are a yes, cappuccino cookies are a maybe, creamily cookies are a maybe, 
fruitcake cookies are a no way-’ 



‘Wait a minute. I’m a part of this council too,’ Marcel objects, ‘and you guys just 
turned down my fruitcake cookies without a second thought.’ 

‘You said to forget the fruitcake cookies, like, five seconds ago!’ I say. 

‘Well, now I want them back under consideration,’ he says. 

‘I’m sorry, but you don’t have the votes,’ I tell him. ‘Kellie and I both vote no, so 
that’s two against one.’ My dad pops his head into the living room. ‘Put me down as a yes vote 
for the fruitcake cookies.’ His head disappears back into the kitchen. ‘Thank you, Dr. Berson’ 
Marcel crows. He drags me closer to him. ‘See, I knew your dad was on my side.’ I laugh. 
‘You’re such a suck-up!’ And then I look over at Josh, and he is staring at us with a funny, left- 
out look on his face. It makes me feel bad, that look. I scoot away from Marcel and start flipping 
through my books again. I tell him, ‘The list is still a work in progress. The cookie council will 
strongly consider your white-chocolate cranberry cookies.’ 

‘Greatly appreciated,’ Ray says. ‘Christmas isn’t Christmas without your chocolate 
Kiss cookies.’ Kitty pipes up, ‘Hey, Honey, you’re a suck-up too.’ He grabs her and tickles her 
until she’s laughing so hard, she has tears in her eyes. 

After Ray leaves and Kellie goes upstairs to watch TV, I’m tidying up the living room 
and Ray sprawled out on the couch watching me. I keep thinking he’s about to leave, but then he 
keeps lingering. Out of nowhere, he says, ‘Remember back at Halloween how you where Marcel 
and Karly went. I bet you that wasn’t a coincidence. I am a freeze. ‘No, he isn’t. He loves my 
sister. He always has and he always will’ Ray waves this off. ‘Just you wait. As soon as you and 
I are done, he’s going to pull some cheesy-ass move and, like, profess his love for you with a 
boom box. I’m telling you; I know how guys think.’ 

Continued: 4 

(Past) 

Kellie-1 yank away the pillow he’s got cushioning his back and put it on the recliner. 
‘My sister will be home for winter break soon. I bet you a million dollars they get back together.’ 
Ray holds his hand out forme to shake on it, and when I take it, he pulls me onto the couch next 
to him. They suck face legs touching and spared out and shit. He has a mischievous glint in his 



eye, and I think maybe he’s going to kiss me here and there, and I’m scared, but I’m excited, too. 
Footsteps coming down the stairs, and the moment’s over. ‘CAN WE PUT UP THE TREE this 
weekend?’ Kellie asks at breakfast. 

My and her dad looks up from his bowl of oatmeal. Oatmeal, ugh. ‘I don’t see why 
not.’ Unenthusiastically I say, ‘Margot might be mad if we do it without her.’ Tmth be told, I 
want to put up the tree too. It’s so cozy to do Christmas Cookie Windfall and have the lights 
twinkling on the tree and Christmas music and the whole house smelling like sugar and butter. 
‘Our family put their tree up the day after Thanksgiving,’ Killie says. ‘Let’s just do it, then,’ I 
say. ‘Can we, Daddy?’ ‘Well, if Barn’s family is doing it,’ Daddy says. We drive out to the 
Christmas tree farm an hour away, because that’s where the really nice ones are. Kellie insists on 
seeing each and every tree to make sure ours is the nicest one- dad-a. 

I vote for a plump balsam fir because it smells the best, but Kellie doesn’t think it’s 
tall enough. We go for a Douglas fir instead, and the whole drive home the air smells like 
Christmas morning. Karly and Marcel who stayed overmns out of his house when he sees us 
stmggling to get the tree inside. He and my dad heft it up and take it inside the house. He holds 
the tree up straight as my dad screws the 

Christmas tree stands around it tightly. I have a feeling like he’s going to want to stay 
and help decorate the tree. I can’t stop thinking you said Ray said on the phone to me. 

How I could maybe like to get over they and we can do things. ‘A miniature to the 
left,’ Kellie directs. ‘It’s not straight enough.’ I bring down the box with the twinkle lights and 
the ornaments and start sorting through them. 

My favorite is the painted blue star I made in kindergarten out of dough. It’s my 
favorite because there’s a bite taken out of it, I told Kitty it was a cookie and she chomped right 
into it like the Cookie Monster. And then she cried, and I got in trouble, but it was worth it. 
‘Should we do colored lights or white lights this year?’ I ask. 

Where is,’ sis says. ‘But colored lights are fanciful,’ Marcel argues. ‘1 mean, they’re 
sentimental’ I Kellie roll my eyes, to the goo- goo bull shit. ‘Fanciful, Marcel?’ And then Josh 
proceeds to make a case for colored lights, and he and I argue back and forth until Daddy 



intercedes and says we should just do half and half. This is when things finally feel really and 
truly normal between us, now that we are bickering again like old times. 

Marcel was wrong about Ray. I feel that in my heart of hearts. The tree is so tall it 
nearly touches the ceiling. We mn out of lights, so Daddy goes to buy more at the store. Marcel 
puts Karly on his shoulders so she can put the angel on the tippy top seven or more feet or so - up. 

T’m glad we got a big tree this year,’ 1 say with a happy sigh, falling back onto the 
sofa, spring jabbing me in the ass as 1 look up at the top. There’s nothing cozier than a Christmas 
tree all lit up. A little later. Daddy has to go into the market in town the only place open, and 
Kellie goes over to our neighbor’s, so we can have our time. Get out of the House because 
they’re making s’ love next to the fireplace, so it’s just them and me leaving then? 

1 go to Ray- I’m putting ornament hooks back into their different zip lock bags and 
Ray is loading up a cardboard box with the ornaments we didn’t have room for. He hoists the 
box in harams and knocks into a branch on the tree, and a glass ornament slips off and breaks. 

Ray whimpers. ‘Ray-ie,’ I say. T made that in home-ie.’ ‘Sorry.’ ‘It’s okay, it wasn’t 
my best work anyway. I put in too many feathers.’ It’s a clear glass ball with white feathers and 
white sequins inside. I go get a broom, and when I come back, he says, ‘You act differently 
around the baby. Did you know that?’ I look up from sweeping the broken ornament. ‘No-1 
don’t.’ ‘You don’t act like you. You act like - like how all girls act around him. 

That’s not you. Kill.’ I am somewhat annoyed, I say it nicely, ‘I act the same as I 
always do. What would you know about it, Ray? His mom is a dick and dad a pussy, they just fit 
in will and I get fucked over; you’ve barely ever even been around us.’ I crouch down and pick 
up a shard of glass. ‘Be careful,’ Ray says. ‘Here, I’ll do it.’ He stoops down next to me and 
reaches for another shard. ‘Owl is looking at me I said looking at the tree it like the sister loves 


‘You be careful!’ I lean close to him and try to get a closer look at his finger. ‘Are you 
bleeding?’ He shakes his head. ‘I’m fine.’ And then he says, ‘You know what I don’t get?’ 


‘What the...?’ 



Ray stares at me, his cheeks a dull red. ‘Why you never said anything. If all that time 
you felt like that about me, why didn’t you say anything?’ My whole body goes stiff. I wasn’t 
expecting that. I’m not prepared. I swallow hard and say, ‘You were with Margot.’ 

‘I wasn’t always with Margot. The stuff you wrote- you liked me before I ever liked 
her. Why didn’t you just tell me?’ I let out a breath. ‘What does that even matter now?’ ‘It 
matters. You should have told me. You should have at least given me a chance.’ ‘It wouldn’t 
have made a difference, Ray!’ ‘And I’m telling you it would have!’ He steps toward me. He-1 
rise to my feet as he holds me up. 

Why is he bringing this up now, just when things are back to normal again? 

‘Y ou’re so full of it I say yet I love that about you. Y ou’ve never thought of me that 
way, not ever, so don’t go trying to reinvent history now when I have somebody.’ ‘Don’t tell me 
what I think,’ he shouts. ‘You don’t know my every thought, of my sis.’ ‘Yes, I do. I know you 
better than anyone. You know why? 

You’re predictable. Everything you do. It’s so predictable. The only reason you’re 
even saying this now is because you’re jealous. And it’s not even because of me. You don’t care 
about who I’m with. 

Ray said- You’re just jealous that she took your spot, before now... I think you liked 
her better than me now... fuck no! You’re the one baby- you’re the one I want to feel and hold 
and fuck hard. His face looks worried. He glares at me and I glare back. ‘Fine!’ he yells be that 
way. ‘I’m jealous! Are you happy now?’ I do her instead- how about that, and then he jerks his 
head toward mine, and he kisses me. On the lips. His eyes are closed, mine are wide open. And 
then mine close too, and for a second, just for a second, I kiss him back. Then I break away. I 
push him off. We have a crazy love going on. 

Victoriously he says, ‘Did you predict that, forKarly?’ My mouth opens and closes, 
but no words come out. I drop the broom and run up the stairs, as fast as I can. I run all the way 
to my room and lock my door behind me. Ray just kissed me. In my living room. My sister is 
coming back in a few weeks. And I have a fake boyfriend I just cheated on. 

AFTER the THIRD PERIOD, Marcel IS waiting forme. He’s wearing a skinny tie 
today with a V-neck and he has a full-size bag of cheese-it’s in his hand. He stuffs a handful of 



Cheetos into his mouth, and orange dust floats onto his white and yellow bottom down. The 
comers of his mouth look slightly orange too. With his mouth full he says, ‘Look, there’s 
something I need to tell you.’ I laugh. ‘I can’t believe I ever thought you were so refined,’ I say, 
blowing cheez-it- its powder off his shirt. 

‘What do you need to tell me?’ I ask. I steal a few Cheese-it’s out of the bag. When he 
shall, I say, ‘Lucas, I hate when people say that they have something to tell you and they don’t 
just say it. It’s like when people say they have a funny story- like, just hurry up and tell the story 
and I’ll decide for myself if I think it’s funny or not.’ I lick’ cheese off his lips. ‘Well, you know 
I live in the same neighborhood as the city, right?’ I nod. ‘Last night I saw Olivia leaving her 
house, she was on her own today, Maddie and she fights over nothing like always.’ 

‘Oh.’ That’s all I say. Marcel ‘oh.’ ‘Typically, I wouldn’t think it was that big of a 
deal, but there’s one other thing.’ Marcel wipes his mouth off with the back of his hand. 
‘Genevieve and her college guy broke up over the weekend. You know what that means, right?’ 

I’m nodding but I’m numb inside. ‘Naturally, wait, what?’ Marcel gives me a look 
that’s half pitying, half impatient. ‘She’s going to try to get I back, on him!’ 

‘Right,’ I say, and I feel a pang even as I’m saying it. ‘Of course- she will.’ ‘Don’t let 
her,’ he warns. ‘I won’t,’ I say, and the words come out soft like jam, without any conviction at 
all. I didn’t know it until now but I think maybe I’ve been counting down to this moment all 
along. 


For an oak view to want hell. For I figure out this whole thing has been a zany little 
detour and now it’s time for him to go back where he belongs. To the person, he belongs to 
passed and now it belongs to no one fori know. 

I wasn’t planning on telling Marcel a thing about Kellie kissing me Ray. I really 
wasn’t. But then, as Ray and I are walking together in school again, I see him and Genevieve 
walking down the hallway. Ray gives me a meaningful look, which I pretend not to see. In 
chemistry class, I write both a note. Seeing which, one would go farthest and comeback with I 
want you baby or love you. You were right about Ray. Maddie said. I tap him on the back and 
slip the note in his hand. When he reads it, he sits up straight and immediately scribbles 



something back. Yet it was not what I wanted, I see Marcel in the hills, I walk up and he- He 
kissed me. 


Maybe I write about him- and not the other one. 

When Ray strengthens, I am ashamed to say that I feel a little bit vindicated. 

1 wait for him to write back, but he doesn’t. As soon as the bell rings, he turns around 
and says, ‘What the hell? How did that even happen?’ ‘He came over to help us trim the tree.’ 
‘And then what? He kissed her in front of me, my sis?’ 

‘Nope, not at all! It was just the two of us at the house.’ 


Marcel looks really irritated at this like never- ever before, and I’m starting to regret 
mentioning it. ‘What the hell is he thinking, kissing my girlfriend? It’s fucking silly. I’m going to 
say something to him.’ ‘Hold your shit, what? No!’ ‘I have to, Olivia. He can’t just get away 
with it... can he?’ I stand up and start packing up my bag. ‘You’d better not say anything to him, 
Ray-1 mean it.’ Stop fooling around. Jay watches me like a ghost eyes going through me- feeling 
me from the inside and out, like a dick in a vagina feels the climaxing. And then he asks, 

‘Did you kiss him back?’ ‘What does it matter? If I did- or didn’t?’ He looks taken 
back. ‘Are you madding at me for something?’ ‘No,’ I say. ‘But I will be if you say anything to 
Ray.’ ‘Fine,’ he says with a deadpanning berth. ‘Fine,’ I say back. 

#- Hashtag: (Who needs boys, or go with a girl it's easier) 

part: 8 

Hold out your Tongue... 

I HAVEN’T SEEN Ray kissed me as Marcel does, but when I get home that night 
from studying at the library, I see the old book for the old one, I sit there and he rubs my leg and 
up parts of me in-between the girlie heart-shaped of non-shaved hairy-ness, and the poop-shoot. 
Why...? Why... did God put the snack bar so close to the bathroom, (he grabs at her goodies. 



Ray said. ‘-Nice!’ The boy over yonder said- Nice! Looking like get some of that! He is sitting 
next to me a navy top, waiting for me to move to his hand. The bell rings out and I want to shout 
it out. (What a way to beat around the bush... I thought. He- he.) 

The lights are on but you’re not there, your mind is not your own, going have to face it 
you addicted to love. In the house; my dad is home. Killie bedroom light is on doing the nasties 
like always now. God, even I am not that homed up... 

Cut- aw-ah- her face made a look of something I can put into words- the door bangs as 
she runs and calls me a creeper! Moving on to my room, I think about doing what she is... ah, 
maybe not- IDK- yet, I may get on the cam and chat. Don’t know yet- maybe- maybe not. HI 
boy- HI! It's ME!!!! LOVES! DID YOU AELMISS ME- MAH-KISS! The kiss was blown to all 
of the viewers with eyes on the screen and one hand on the mouse and the other you can guess 
for yourself. Now-1 like this one-1 singing out load for my baby boys now: I'm selling records... 

What is it that you do? Sitting in your mama's basement with a shiatsu. Peanut butter 
on your dick, your right hand going click, while the dog is giving you a rim job! You’re nothing 
but a WANNA BE! I’d rather go on avoiding Ray, but here he is, at my house. ‘Hey,’ he says. 
‘Can I talk to you?’ I sit down next to him and look straight ahead, across the street. Ms. 
McChild’s put her Christmas tree up too. She always puts it by the window near the door so 
people can see it from the outside. ‘We have to figure out what we’re going to do before Margot 
gets here. It was my responsibility for what happened. I should be tbe one to tell her.’ I stare at 
him in doubt. ‘Tell her? Are you nuts-o? We’re never telling Maggie because there’s nothing to 
tell, to her she is just out of the click of teen life.’ 

He puts his chin out. ‘I don’t want to keep a secret from her.’ ‘You should have 
thought of that before you kissed me!’ 1 hiss. ‘And for the record, if anybody was going to tell 
her, it would be me. I’m her sister. You were just her boyfriend. And you’re not even that to any 
further extent, so... ’ Snow flashes across his face and it stays there. ‘I was never just Maggie’s 
tme girlfriend... Do I ponder the thought, of why and how and who...? 

This is weird forme, too, you know. It’s like, ever since I got that letter...’ He shilly¬ 
shallies. ‘Forget it about it all I don’t get why boys forget it all, and everything, and whatnot.’ 



‘Just say it now that you can, say now!’ I say. ‘Ever from the time when I got that letter, things 
have been messed up amid us. It’s not fair. You got to say everything you wanted to say, and I’m 
the one who has to rearrange the way I think about you; I have to make sense of it in my head. 

You totally blindsided me, and then you just shut me out. close me up and out like always- that 
what boys do- get in and back out fast, and see you cry as they mnoff. 

You start dating Ray again, you stop being my friend.’ Said Olivia. (Oh you wanna get 
into his boxers too?) 

In the Cafe- Marcel is hearing this- He exhales. I gonna- well- go- eat over her. 
‘Endlessly since I got your letter, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.’ He 

said. 


What a bunch of lines- crappie-ness! 

Whatever I was expecting him to say, it wasn’t that. It definitely wasn’t that. 
‘Ray.’ 

‘I know you don’t want to hear it, but just let me say what I need to say, okay?’ I 

nodded. 


Part; 9 
Say Ah! 

And welt the crying... coming on... or something like that. ‘I hate that you’re with 
him. I hate it like you now. Said Olivia. He’s not good enough for you. I’m a sorry baby girl it is 
right- what I said it’s not right to keep whoring around. When you have a good guy that- well I 
thi nk is madly in love with you. Then but Maggie on top- like get it right- and fugue shit out. 
One is all you need to feel the love! 

part: 10 

Rhapsodize... 

Say it, but he’s just not. In my opinion, no guy will ever be good enough for you. 
Least of all me.’ Ray drops his head, and then suddenly he looks up at me and says, ‘There was 



this one time, I guess it was a couple of summers ago. We were walking home from somebody’s 
house, as well as I personally think it was Marcel.’ It was hot, around dusk. I was mad because 
Marcel’s older brother Markus had said he had given us a ride home that was not all it was said 
to be, the room needs a good cleaning and fresh sheets, yet we did it on them anyways- gross. 

I was dissatisfied-1 hope I am not pregnant. Let’s get a sandwich, and then he went 
somewhere and didn’t come back, to get my undies hanging on the doorhandle, so we had to 
walk back to Maddie’s place. I was wearing hills and my feet where heartbroken like me feel oh 
so terrible. Ray kept telling me to keep up with him, and not be a pain in the ass baby, that he 
should dump, for sucking- and not fucking right. He said I won't even tight... Awh! I want 
Marcel right now! I need a hug, and a loving kiss, to make it feel aright- what did I do? 

Vociferously he says, I call Marcel to get me as I fall way behind to get away from his 
mouth and many hard slaps in the face. There he was in his dads- 

2016 Stingray Corvette, why would I give that up too? He said- ‘It was just me and 
you. he had on that light blue shirt I got him, and an under top I used to wear when sleeping over 
with him at night and need a night top to roll in or be seen in by his mom and dad, I would have 
all and everything off in his bed of cores, look at you your shown your belly button, and have 
your butting hanging out, can the top get and tighter?’ Stop doing what he asked, he used you 
like Jenny. 


Oh, how I loved that shirt. ‘I almost kissed you that day since we been apart from your 
photo on my PC. I thought about it. You and I all the time now, it was this weird impulse I had. I 
just want to see what it would be like that again, yet put this on. And - well mnl’ 

My heart stops. ‘And then?’ The heart-shaped ring looked like hers, ‘And then I don’t 
know. I guess-1 forgot about it- us.’ Did you forget? I let out a sigh. 

‘I’m sorry you got that letter. You were never supposed to see that. It wasn’t meant for 
you to ever read. It was just for me, to say it was you to do and show.’ I loved you long before he 
even thought about it- okay stop fucking up-1 love you! 



‘Maybe it was fate. Perhaps this was all supposed to materialize just like this, for the 
reason that it was always going to be you and me.’ 1 say the first thing that comes to mind. ‘Nope, 
it wasn’t.’ And I comprehend it’s correct. This is the moment I realize I don’t love him, which 1 
haven’t for a while. That maybe I never did. For tbe reason that he’s right there for the pleasing: 

I could kiss him again; I could make him mine. But I don’t want him. I want someone else. It 
feels strange to have spent so much time wishing for something, for someone, and then one day, 
suddenly, to just stop. 

It all stops fast- and I look back and see all the mistakes. I run my fingers inside my 
jacket sleeves. ‘You can’t tell Maggie about this all. You have to promise me, Marcel.’ I said I 
lift her for you only. Reluctantly he nods. 

And the day ends with us making up, and talking it up. 

‘Has Maggie been in touch with you recently?’ I ask him. 

‘Yeah. She called the other night. She said she wants to hang out while she’s home. 

She wants to go to DC for the day. Go to the Smithsonian, get dinner in 

Chinatown.’ ‘Great. Then that’s what you’ll do.’ I pat him on the knee and then 
quickly take my hand back. ‘Josh, we just have to act like before. Like always. If we do that, 
everything will be fine.’ I repeat it to myself in my head. Everything will be fine. We’ll all go 
back to our proper places now. Maddie and the one we did want in our groups yet had to babysit 
Maggie. 


part: 11 

After School, Special... 

AFTER SCHOOL LETS OUT THE next day, I go look for Marcel in the weight room. 
He’s sitting on the bench press. I think it’s better to talk here and not in his car. I’m going to miss 
riding around in his car. It was starting to feel like home. I’m going to miss being somebody’s 
pretends girlfriend. Not just somebody’s- James. I’ve gotten to really like Danny and Gabble and 
the other Lexie all the kids at the other table next to us. They aren’t as douchey as people say. 


They’re good people... 



The weight room is empty except for like Danny. He’s at the bench press, lifting 
weights. When he sees me, he smiles? ‘Are you here to spot me?’ He sits up and wipes the sweat 
off his face with the collar of his T-shirt. 

My heart squeezes painfully. ‘I’m here to break up. To fake break up, I mean.’ Dan 
does a double-take at me want it and all. ‘Wait. What?’ ‘There’s no need to keep it going. You 
got what you wanted, right? 

(A week before Jenny passes) 

Jenny- You saved face, and so did 1.1 talked to Marcel, and everything’s back to 
normal with us again. And her sister will be home soon. 

So, I don’t know if I get it and over beforehand, So, my mission is accomplished I will 
see you tonight then-, won't I? Or else.’ He slowly he nods. ‘Yeah, I guess if that how it has to 
be.’ 


Karly- My heart is breaking even as I smile. ‘So okay, then.’ With a flourish, I whip 
our contract out of my bag, like my compact. ‘Worthless and void. Both parties have hereby 
fulfilled their responsibilities to each other in endlessness.’ I’m just rattling off lawyer words. 

I am not going to cheat on her... you know that. 

‘You carry that around with you?’ 

‘Of course! Killie’s such a snob and creeper. She’d find it in two seconds.’ 

I hold up the piece of paper, poised to rip it in half, but Marcel grabs it from me. 
‘Wait! 


What about the ski trip?’ 
‘What about it?’ 

‘You’re still coming, right?’ 


Marcel- Jenny only made him envious of me. 



Karly-1 hadn’t thought of that. The only reason I was going to go was for Marcel. I 
can’t go now. I can’t be a witness to Dan and Jenna’s reunion, I just can’t. I want them to come 
back from the trip mysteriously together again, and it will be like this whole thing was just 
something I dreamed up. 

T’m not going to go.’ Can he call her Jenna...? That’s cool, I would and my tongue 
would be up to my ass. Yet that boy she will do anything for and look over all the shit she hates 
about everything- and anything. 

His eyes widen... 

‘Come on, her chest and lower! It's what guy just do, we know your eyes are up there 
yet it’s a guy thing we just do, blame the monkey theory I don’t buy into if you want to be a 
hairy ape that’s on you! Ape- transited is harry woman- nice right? Yet- you can pound this shit 
to me into me in class, yet I cannot say a prayer- well fuck you! 

Don’t bail on me now like last night. We already signed up and gave the deposits and 
everything. Let’s just go, and have that be our final hurrah.’ When I start to protest, Dan shakes 
his head. ‘You’re going, so take this contract back.’ Dan and carefully puts it back in my bag. 
Why? Why is it so hard to say NO to him? Is this what it’s like to be in love with somebody? 

Marcel, Karly, Maddie, Killie, Olivia, Maggie, and Shy- we all say that... Jenny 
would fuck anybody! 

True? Yep! -Slut! 

Morning rays- 

‘Today is beautiful us ’ 

The sun comes up and it’s off to the rink, for practice. 

(About week later) 

I finally got to do something forme and did my ice-skating tournament. Yes, I am a 
twirling girl! I have a short start in white, and everything. Marcel is going to be on the stand all 
he can do is fall on his ass on the ice. I GET THE IDEA DURING the morning announcements 
when they announce that our school’s hosting this event, and not that Jenny is gone I can do 



what I want and no one is going to stop me from this one is forme. I’ll do me now!!! It’satPenn 
State University the event this weekend. 

Be there! 

Cheer me on! 

The show, I get everything right on, churched it! I did a dibble lux and also a triple 
seal cow, and the fast spin with my head back and leg up at the end. To Titanium piano argument 
I sing the cover! I wonder I am the only one that can really do this at my schools, I am really 
good. It just like lying there taking it to me at this point it’s all in my head. Before any of the 
guys sit down, I get a perfect score, and first. 

I was the happiest girl in the world- even mom said a good job! Dad will you can get 
it! I beat out all the girls in my class! 

Part: 12 

Ice and Heat 

Jenny asking- ‘Do you know if Marcel still does love me?’ He gives me a funny look 
when I walk by, I wonder why. ‘How should I know, said the girls?’ ‘I don’t know- why I can 
ask, can’t I? I was just wondering, JEEZ.’ ‘Why?’ 

‘I think maybe I’m going to go to the mail tonight, do you want to come? 

This weekend is going to be the shit! I have a feeling that he’ll be there if I go to the 
food court’ 

Karly- ‘For real’s?’ - ‘Back off!’ - ‘If he is, what are you going to do with him?’ - ‘Or 
the better question is what are you going to do to h im ?’ 

Jenny- I haven’t figured that part out yet. Maybe I’ll go up to him and hug, kiss and 
feel his junk, maybe I won’t. I just want to see how he turned out. We can look him up online 
right now and I’ll show you he got my name there not yours. Karly- Hacker! - Sucker - Slut! 

Maddie and Olivia- we both shake our heads, and look politely away from the boy 
drama, ha- that’s why we were gay! 



Karly- No! He would be cheating on me bitch! You bitch! 


Maddie- Stengel the little weasel! 

Olivia- Chock out the fucker! And no not that way either you both do that enough! I 
want to see him with my own eyes and open. 

Maddie-1 want to be surprised. By- well everything. 

‘Well, don’t bother asking me to go and keep you then, or to take you places anymore, 
if 1 can have it my way, you won’t have me. I’m not going to waste awhile Saturday and Sunday 
crying over you I got plans too. You’ll see when I get back what’s going down. 

Jenny- Okay, don’t do something you regret me. 

Karly- Suck it! 

Coming to you- 

Chapter: 131 

Preparation... 

(Up to the day) 

Karly asking Marcel- ‘I wasn’t planning on asking you to go.’ 

I throw him a hinting look. Why not?’ - ‘What- now? 

‘It’s just something... I want to do for us.’ - ‘So-o we can stay us, and no one can 

break us.’ 

Marcel- Let’s go after this... (Bell) 

He let out a low whistle, as we were running for the door. ‘Huh?’ I need my handbag, 
and 1 have a change for when we get there. 

Marcel- Let’s move there are eyes on us! 


Chapter: 132 



Phase... 


Karly’s thought- ‘My daily objective is less about goal achievement and more about 
regret management.’ #- Hashtag: (Aim Low) 

Lunch- where are Marcel and Karly? The girls asked. 

Jenny- I don’t care about her... 

Jenny- We aren’t even broken up yet! 

Maddie- Besides you’re already trying to talk to other guys. Like why do you care? 

Jenny- Why? Why do you care? 

Olive- doesn’t that sound stupid to you now. 

Maddie- Yes, yes it does! - ‘Dumb fucking- fools look what you could have had! ’ 

Olivia thought-1 would be hurt if I wasn’t impressed. That was deep! And I get it, 
don’t be so dumb and not see what you could have had. And what your end by being you, and 
that is selfish, condescending, and thoughtless. 1 would say- ‘I get that’ - a-load. 

Maddie- This makes me smile. 

The drama is never- ever over here a big- clit! 

Chapter: 133 

Clear and Blue... 

(Confession) 

Lily Anderson- In seventh grade, I kissed at a party. It wasn’t a romantic kiss. It was 
barely anything kisses... We were playing spin the bottle, and when it was his turn, I held my 
breath and prayed the bottle would land on me. And it did! Long and slow- It almost landed on 
Nevaeh. I think luck was on my side that day, and she was mine and I got everything I hoped for. 

I tried to keep my face very still and whole-hearted so I wouldn’t smile, and bump 
teeth yet I felt her boobs and vagina my hand went down her paints, I found out she was not 



wearing an underwire. And a sports bra, she and I crawled into the center and we did this very 
quick yet everyone looked at the magic moment we have with more than just a peck on the 
cheeks and lips even if that what happened also, and everybody groaned, and her face was red. 

And I was wet, and so was she, I was not disappointed, that night we did things that 
you would love to hear about; like- Eating her out, and using my Twisted Love Glass one blue 
and clear, on her and she did it back, as I had the small end in my other whole, that must girl call 
an exit only, I say no if it feels go to you. Yet is all in what you like, I did it on her and she was 
in love with me and that too. She came to me too, on my open lips! I was mbbing in- between 
her hips, with my hands fast and then slow, until it would ago. We have nude-ie photos too... see 
our polaroids! I would drink it down, I got her to also... and it was so cute to me. 

She is so cute to me! 

Chapter: 134 

Stargaze... 

Hey U. 

Maggie- me back in the old- old days... my quote: ‘You get bored you eat, you get 
lonely you ate, that was my old life- eating out everything I could get my hands on, to stop the 
pain of not having.’ 

Lily Anderson-1 think maybe I would expect something more than just a kiss with 
more weight to it. But that was it. Maybe I will get a second chance. To do it all over I would not 
change a thing, yet I think you know that already. 

I have had my love... what more can I say now it’s time for me to fly away. 

Karly- Maybe it’ll make me forget about you, all of them together, and never- ever 
come back! 


Angelina Penelope-1 have dated Marcel and also Karly. AS I WALK INTO SCHOOL 
on Monday morning, I don’t see either, I go over what I’m going to say. 



Maybe if I ask around some... I will find out. Hey, Quela- Anna, how are you? 


Have you seen so and so? Like them, I see a lot of faces in the halls as I walk past. 

Hi- Emma, hey she said. 

Hi- Harper, what’s up she said? 

Hello- Ava, high five Yo- Madison a wink and a thumbs up. 

Hey-a- Noah, he smacks my ass, as I pass. 

Isabella- gives me that drop-dead look! Rolling her eyes like fuck you in the ass hole! 
Or the other one you pick! 

Bonjour- Benienie, hey! 

Aiden- he looks and walks by shyly; I think he likes me- weird! 

Jackson- cute but not my type, or Karly’s either. Hey maybe gay, by the way, he 
where his hair and the closes that he has on is so not now. 

Liam- is Liam- see for yourself, don’t let me inferences you. 

Scarlett- Ha- she a slut! Funny right. 

Charlotte- dropped her book, thanks to Tom. 

Stella- the fat girl- drinking at the water- fountain, slurping it up, ow-ha! (Those things 
are gross, the gay PE teacher said to wash are pitt’s using those, I say no think you!) 

Violet- is doing just that now! 

Elsa- is mnning to take a piss! 

Hudson- slamming a locker door. 

Ezra- is getting shoved into one. 

Declan- looks at me like he wants to fuck on the floor. 


Acedia and James- well there just about doing that now! 



It’s Tom, Lara, and they said no to seeing my two weirdo friends and Exes. I haven’t 
seen him since the eighth grade. 

Chapter: 135 

Daybreak... 

Angelina- What if he doesn’t recognize me, I look at Ray? What if he doesn’t even 
remember me? Yet he is sucking on her face now and its really pissing me off. I scan the 
sandwich boards in the lobby and I find his name under All-purpose Assembly. For the 
upcoming prom, I bet Karly and Marcel well go together! I am not sure... but I think he has 
already asked her. It was all over her face, when they kissed at her locker, the day before. 

The General Assembly is meeting in the auditorium. Look and you can see there are 
desks set up for each, they and you can do to be part of... it’s so cheesy and sits girl back many 
years, but hell that’s the point right. Next, they say get naked and have a pillow fight!!! Te- he! 
We delegate, and onstage there is a podium where a girl in a black suit is making a speech, on 
why we should not get some after, yet that the point there too. That way the girl doesn’t wear 
underwire underneath and that if you have to piss you can drop and go! Got it? - Good. 

See you at prom! 

(Freshmen year) 

Karly- I’m thinking I’ll just slip in the back, and sit and watch but there’s nowhere to 
sit, so I just stand at the back of the room with my arms crossed and look for Marcel. There are 
so many people here, and everybody’s facing the front, so it’s hard to tell what’s what. 

I was at the middle school said for some event over there and a kid in a flotilla suit 
turns around and looks at me and whispers, ‘Are you, Karly?’ He’s holding up a folded piece of 
paper. ‘Um- oh- okay.’ I’m not sure what a page is, and then I see a girl hustling around the 
room delivering notes to people. 

The boy thrusts the piece of paper at me and turns back around and scribbles in his 
notebook. The note is addressed to me saying, I need to take him to his bus. I see all the snotty- 



nosed rug- rats at their tables sitting in alphabetical order, so I just start wandering around trying 
to find this other girl that I have to button her pants and shit. I have to do all the volunteer work 
or get kicked out, for no good reason. Other people are raising their hands, calling out names I 
just want to bell- runaway to the bathroom and smoke or doing something other than this shit! 
Before long I’m hustling too. And hunted by the voices inside me like before. From behind I see 
a boy’s hand raised for me to pick up his note, so I hurry forward, and then he turns his head just 
slightly. 


In addition to that- oh my freaking God- he shit- his undies, and now it’s my job to 
clean that shit, I think not! I mn my ass out of the home economics room so fast your head would 
spin. A few feet away from me, was the band room and I get to run and sat in there playing a 
random ass trumpet and nobody even noticed. I could shave a sick up to my pussy and I don’t 
think anyone one blink or think about anything really. I don’t cut as much as I did-yet this one-1 
just had too. Maybe I should do that...? I can blow hard! 

Do I really want kids? 

I love them only if they were mine... 

What do you say to that? 

Tom- has sandy hair, clean-cut. His cheeks are rosy, just the way I remember. They 
still have that fresh-scmbbed wholesomeness that makes him look young. He’s wearing denim 
and light green and pink button-down with a white T-shirt underneath. He looks thoughtful, 
engrossed like he’s a real delegate and this isn't pretending. Honestly, he looks just the way I 
imagined he would know that he what I would call all grow up to look. 

I am holding the piece of paper, one being a love note passed around, out forme as he 
takes notes with his head down, he is shy and it said I hart you on it. I reached for it; my fingers 
close around the paper, and then he looks up and does a double-take. 

‘Hi,’ I whisper, flirtingly. 

Maggie is the one that passed it- We’re both still holding on to the note. And she gives 
me a shy eye also! I think she likes me more than he does. 



‘Hi,’ she says back. She blinks, and then he lets go of the paper, and I hurry away with 
my eyes the teacher doesn’t bitch, my heart pounding in my ears. From both she and he, I hear 
him call out my name in a loud whisper, and then her, I don’t get how I got so popper after the 
party last week, I just got lad that all. But I don’t slow down. No time to think... I look down at 
the paper and see more than one boy’s number and where to hook up. His handwriting is neat, 
precise. I go deliver his note back saying- yes. 

All my afternoon and night were going to change from that day on. 

Olivia’s little sister moves back from her dad's place, and is now going to are a school, 
instead of where she was: Olivia- age- eleven- taller and smart, blond, and careless for now. All 
lags and long arms. Big hands too! I just saw Ray. After all these years of fucking on an off, I 
finally saw him my Ex and I don’t really want to I know I end up doing bad things. And he knew 
me, I am easy, for him. Right away he knew who I was, and was all over me. you know all over 
me. I get a text from him around lunchtime. I have been moving back and forth between homes 
and the school ever since 1 was little, they can’t get their shit together. 

Walkout into the hall, I see a boy pass- I kind of remember everything somewhat. 

Did you see Ray? 

‘No-how that fuck- are you and- why do you even ask, dumb little shit!’ 

Okay...? Thanks... 

I type back yes, but then I delete it before I hit send. Why do I do this to myself, I need 
back in... I write back instead, all over and say- to me. I’m not sure why I did yet I get why I 
wouldn’t. I think maybe, I just want to keep it for myself and be happy just knowing that he 
remembered me, forme and not the fast- fucking sex, where I get bent and pounded, and have 
that be enough. Or my doing all the work on- top!!! 

WE ALL GO TO Marcel and he picks up Maggie from the airport. The day she moved 
here, and Kellie made a sign that says Welcome Home sing, we did know at this time that she 



would be classed as uncool or swagger-less. I keep my eyes peeled for her, and when she comes 
out, and I am ready to hug, I almost don’t recognize her for a second- her hair is short! It’s cut in 
a bob! When Margot sees us, she waves and she mns to my arms and I kiss her cheek, and Kellie 
drops her sign and mns toward her also. Then we’re all hugging and Daddy has tears in his eyes, 
for she is all grown up for when he saw her last, she was in Pampers. ‘What do you think?’ 
Maggie says to me, good to see you love your hair now. I have not talked to you more than on 
the video chat. 

It was an awesome day! 

The day that: I fall to her! 

‘It makes you look older,’ I lie, and Maggie beams a glow at me. If anything, it makes 
her look younger, but I knew she wouldn’t want to hear that. On the way home, she makes 
Daddy pull over at Clouds for a cheeseburger, even though she says she isn’t hungry. ‘I’ve 
missed this so many senses then,’ she says, but she only has a few bites and Karly has the rest. 

I’m excited to show Maggie all the cookies we made, but when I take her into the 
dining room and show her all the tins, she frowns. ‘You guys did this for me you’re the best.’ I 
feel a little bit guilty, but I honestly didn’t think Maggie would mind. I mean, she was in Ohio, 
doing way more fun stuff than baking cookies, and being in the city. 

We saved half the dough in the freezer, though, so you can still help us bake the rest 
for the neighbors.’ I open the big blue tin so she can see the cookies layered, and we kind of had 
to. The school ends tomorrow. If we’d waited for you, we wouldn’t have had time. All- lined up 
in rows. I’m proud of how they are the same size and height. ‘We did some new cookies this 
year. Try an orange creamily; it’s really good.’ Maggie picks through the box and scowls. ‘You 
didn’t do molasses cookies?’ ‘Not this year... We decided to do orange creamily cookies in their 
place.’ She picks one up and I watch her bite into it. ‘Good, right?’ 

She nods... 

So- do I- ‘Mm-hum.’ 


‘Those where Kellie’s pick.’ 



And also- mine... 


Maggie- glances toward the living room, TV? 

Sure...? We say... Maggie- Movie? 

‘Okay!’ We say... 

‘When did you guys do all this for me?’ 

‘Killie couldn’t wait,’ I say, and it sounds like an excuse, but it’s true. I try not to 
sound self- justifying as I add, ‘I think it’ll be nice to enjoy the tree for as long as we can.’ ‘So, 
when did you put it up?’ Unhurriedly I say, ‘A couple of weeks ago... ’ Why? Why- is she in 
such a bad mood now? ‘That’s so long ago. 

It’ll probably be dried out a little in the memories of the past.’ 

Maggie walks over to me and she, the moves are playing under the blanket we are that 
is the first time I feel that way about her. I see that my sis wants to be- in-between and somehow 
this feels like a fight, and we never fight. But then Maggie yawns and says, ‘I’m really sleepy. I 
think I’m going to take a nap.’ Aah- and I said come to my bed and I will join you! ‘Okay!’ 

When someone’s been gone a long time, at first you save up all the things you want to 
tell them. Yet here in the bed I had nothing to say it wall a coming out in the touching and 
feeling. You try to keep track of everything in your head, yet I forget everything, even what I 
have for breakfast. 

Nonetheless, it’s like trying to hold on to a fistful of sand; all the little bits slip out of 
your hands, and then you’re just clutching air and grit. That’s why you can’t save it all up like 
that. Because by the time you finally see each other, you’re catching up only on the big things, 
for the reason that it’s too much bother to tell about the little things. I want to get all said - yet I 
don’t really know how to as of now. But then again, the little things are what make-up’s life. 
Like a month ago when Daddy slipped on a banana peel, a literal banana peel that Kitty had 
dropped on the kitchen floor. Killie and I laughed forever and never- ever wanted to stop. 



I should have e-mailed Jenny about it right away; I should have taken a picture of the 
banana peel. Now everything feels like you had to be there and oh never mind, I guess it’s not 
that funny. 

‘If you with her you can be seen with me- she said back.’ ‘Why?’ I simply asked. 

Jenny- ‘Don’t ask I don’t shit’n have to give you away!’ 

Maggie- read it- and said maybe I should go back? 

I said hell no- well be friends regardless of what she says. 

You’ll be my dirty secret. 

Okay... she was crying. 

Chapter: 136 

Spell... 

Karly- Marcel, your such an ass! 

Marcel- That’s right I am your ass- hole!!! 

Is this how people lose touch? And feel when they get back in touch? I didn’t think 
that could happen with sisters- like friends of the past. Maybe with other people, but never us. 
Before Maggie left, I knew what she was thinking without having to ask; I knew everything 
about her, it has not changed, on the way Jenny feel, friends-Not anymore forbidden. I don’t 
know what the view looks like outside her window, but I went up to it anyways and saw the city, 
she still wakes up early every morning to have a real breakfast, or if maybe now that she’s at the 
high school she likes to go out late and sleep in late. 

(I am a girl... just a girl... so- out of the group.) 

Saniya- All I know is she likes her classes, from what I can see, I am in this with her, 
she not liking all the teachers’ ways and how dumbed down all the crap is to do, and she’s been 
made to do this, like us all, so basically, I know nothing. 



Pammie- I think sometimes though, there is usually a helper in the class, because all 
the people in the class who can do the work but don't want to, they take all the teacher's time, so 
they can't help other people who actually need it. 

(Half a year) 

Maggie- Here is what I say: I feel worthless... I had to write a mission statement the 
other day in the study hall, special education room and this gal have to come in and help me, and 
I have to think about what to write. As well as I feel like she is staring at me all the time, this girl 
that is really far gone I not like this... I get my shit done in the end; I don’t need your help! 

In addition to I have to give me some ideas as if I could not think for myself and said 
because this assignment was on values do you want to be a selfish person or unselfish person and 
I took a moment because some people have called me selfish before, and before... a few seconds 
she is selfish is thinking only about yourself and unselfish means thinking about others first, and 
it’s like duh-hhh, you think I'm that retarded. They don’t teach me anything I just sit and do 
nothing all day and think what I am missing out on. It's hell...! 

I personally, just feel really depressed like special- Ed has ruined my life, and then 
during my lEP meeting the lEP director was like well what do you want to go to college for, and 
I was like pre-medicine or being an Rn if I have to and she was saying like you know we all have 
dreams but some are just not going to be possible and look at other possible majors and what are 
you good at. It needs to end, put me whit the others so I can have a life, now and someday. Hey, 

I know exactly how you feel. I've been through the exact same situation. 

Special Ed teachers sitting beside me all the time and taking me to another room to do 
the work, even though I was perfectly fine doing it on my own. It's very embarrassing and 
humiliating. I always felt that I would learn better doing it myself, and learn to cope on my own, 
but none of them understood. I also felt different from other kids, like I was from another planet 
or something. But anyway, in one of my Special Ed English classes. 

My English teacher noticed that I was capable of achieving better work and being the 
normal classes- yet they won’t let me go into them, so she rang up my parents to ask them if it 
was okay never- ever getting out, and then I eventually, I will never get moved into the normal 
classes. I see the light of day for one hour! 



And it backs it to the small little dumb ass room. 


Maggie’s- mother- So really, I just work as hard and tell them that you feel a little 
embarrassed being taken out of classrooms and stuff, I'm sure they would understand. Tell them 
that you want to learn on your own and whenever you do need a bit of help, just ask someone. 

Karly- don't give up! Is there any way you or your parents could suggest a move into a 
general education classroom for more parts of the day? Or could it be determined that you don’t 
actually need that aide coming in to help you? 

It must be hard if she’s rushing and giving you suggestions when you’re just trying to 
think. And about college - keep pushing for what you want! Plenty of colleges have supported 
for all types of learners, and if you need a little extra help, you’ll always be able to find it. 

Even so, chances are if you’re motivated by pre-med, you’ll do fine in the classes; 
because you actually want to learn about it. So, let your other teachers, parents; and anyone else 
know that you really want to do pre-med... they can’t push you into something you don’t want to 
do! 


Maggie- You don’t get it unless you go through it- and live it! 

‘Once you’re out of school you can be anything-1 hear it all the time I nothing no, 
how the fuck- will I be anything, when I get out? And have nothing to fall back on.’ 

Karly’s Mom- That's rubbish don't listen to them you can be whatever you want to be 
in life. Don't let these people make you feel inferior, perhaps you will have to do a year extra but 
you can follow your dream. I had to attend a special education math’s lesson, it was awful I felt 
like a fool as the weekly tests where ‘there are 5 balls in this circle color 3 of the balls green and 
2 balls red’ I understand how you feel and no you are not stupid at all. 

‘I get that you like playing with balls-1 can do this shit!’ 

Don't let the education you are getting destroy your dreams you can be everything you 
want to be, I am proof of that, it did take me a lot longer to get here but I’m glad I did not listen 
to the people who told me ‘there is no chance on god’s green earth that you can ever do that!’ 



What a girl named Anna sad to me, she thinks she is smart- Welcome to the world 
thinking just because you are different you must be mentally retarded. I get this all the time. Not 
that there is anything shameful about being mentally retarded...not at all. But then again it is 
frustrating to be ‘dumbed down,’ no matter what your IQ is, to begin with. Know this... your life 
is not mined. We all get challenges, every one of us. As for this person telling you to forget 
about medicine or nursing... blow her off and go for it. If someone tells you something like this 
again, say, I believe it is my right to try, yes? And so, does she... there are big things, I haven’t 
told her- how my letters got sent out. 

Jessie- I hate being in Special- Ed classes! 

I'm enjoying High School so far but, my English and Global History class are both 
Special Ed. I find some of the kids to be really stupid in the classes, and feel like I shouldn't be in 
there. My average in English has been 91, 92, 88, and 95 so far. My average in global has been 
an 89 this entire year. 

I want to get switched out of these classes and be with normal kids, but my parents 
and teachers don't seem to believe that I am capable enough. Also, it's not considered cool to be 
seen in Special Ed classes. It is also very embarrassing to be seen in Special Ed classes when my 
friends are in regular classes. Does anyone know any way I could convince my parents, or 
teachers to get me out of these classes? Btw- (by the way) I'm not insecure, I'm just really losing 
my patience with my school. I just don’t feel like I there, I all locked up in a room with no one to 
be a friend on the outside, or in here. 

Normal boy- Bob- Getting an A in a special education class isn’t at all the same as 
getting an in a regular non-special education class. (Is that say then why to be here, I ask?) Why? 
Why- can I be like you I can out-do you mother-fucker? You need to learn to write also and keep 
your mouth shut.) 

If you don t understand classwork in those classes, the teacher can provide some help, 
(B- FUCKING -S, all they do is make you feel dumb and inferior for being you, no help is there, 
don’t you get that, show me what they do? For I can see it!) Nevertheless, has to move on to 
teach the rest of the class- who DOES get the material. They can’t stay with you until you 
exactly understand something in your own way. (This is what you get with these kids, yet they 
can’t even put a coma in there texting. And their grammars are- less than that of first graders.) 



Karly- You need to figure out why the authorities think you are crazy. Once you know 
that you can act like you’re not. Maybe earn a better grade and such. Maggie-1 am just a puppet 
on a string. 

BS! THIS IS WHAT I GET! BS! ‘People who are actually your friends won't ever 
care what classes you are taking. It would be much more uncool to get held back in high school 
(which regular Ed can do) while all your friends did graduate and leave you still in high school 
having to keep attempting classes.’ 

You're NOT GOING TO HAVE SHIT OR A LIFE, like who is going to hire you in 
your town, know you’re the fucked up sped kid, retarded, dumb or not worth living life, how do 
you get a job when you're hated? And how do you get schooling when you had none to build 
upon when you drop up for getting harassed. 

You don’t make money with a job... you can do anything; how do you get that...? 

Answer that fucker! When you took it away from me... and yes it was you not me-1 
not the bad girl!!! 

Spell this- F! U! C! K! Y! O! U! (Both fingers up) what does that say! I can read it, 

can you? 

Ryan- ‘I am male and 16 and I find them very patronizing and treat me as if I was 
Retarded. I think that it is humiliating. (SORRY - It depends on the teacher. There are some 
really good ones out there and unfortunately, like life, there are some that are sour.) One of the 
things that I hate is being pulled out of class to do something that I am quite capable of doing on 
my own. I was wondering if there is a way that I can prove them wrong so that I can be like 
everyone else (are you demonstrating that you can do it? If they are not seeing it then they may 
be pulling you out to work on the skills... when my students demonstrate the skills, I am not 
pulling them from other classes. You may also want to express your concern... If I have to be 
pulled can you do it_time?’) 

‘Maybe if you would just keep us in the mainstream class, we learn something... think 
about that on, before you say we can get anything right or learn.’ 



I was wondering how to get off my lEP. I think that it is embarrassing to be ridiculed 
for being in special Ed and everyone standing up for you like a retard and trying to defend you. I 
did not know I was in Special Ed because I thought Special Ed was the all-day class. No! NO- it 
is not all day. It can be for almost any type of issue. To get off the lEP you need to test out or 
your parent- guardian has to come in and sign out. However, before I recommend it to anyone, I 
would look at academic success- yes, the dreaded grades-behaviors, and participation in class. If 
you are getting ‘Ridiculed’ let your teacher or admin know. 

You have the right to a safe and secure environment. Some people may argue that is a 
form of bullying. You can always take the approach you are working in smaller groups... so-on, I 
wish that I can cure my disability and be normal but no Technology is not that advanced enough. 
I hate having an aid it is embarrassing to me I don't want to be retarded. I also have this relay 
mean like head special Ed teacher which 1 kind of hate. 

I would like to know how can I be normal, and get out of special- Ed for the reason 
that I am missing out on some fun other classes for normal people too. I have also ridden on the 
short bus which was humiliating- as well- I have an Autism spectrum disorder and mental 
retardation may be to better understand... you should find out the disability classification and 
research it. They are wanting to help you find coping skills and development skills. Technology 
may be the thing to help compensate for the deficits that may be visual to society. 

Teacher: Just drop out, or deal with it! 

Isay: ‘FUCK YOU! DIE!’ 

Teacher- I'm surprised your district doesn't allow you to have a say at your lEP annual 
meeting. I would speak to your parents and teachers so they could get some insight on your 
opinions for your goals for the year. Stand up for yourself if you feel that strongly about it. It 
won’t get done if you don't say anything. 

Isay: ‘KISS MY ASS!’ 

Plus- saying, you should die doesn’t mean I need help with my emotions, you sick 


twisted fuck! 



They say- If you are in the US, your parents need to agree with you. They would need 
to call a new lEP meeting and request changes. You may be able to get moved into some regular 
classes like history, art, gym and be in some special Ed classes like English and Math. 

(Not if you are railroaded into it- sing or you’re going to a dumb ass school or 
dropping out, and tapping yourself on the head the rest of your days. Nut they class you!) 

What the kids think all of them- ‘If you're in special Ed you probably need to be there!’ 

I say fuck you, you don’t get it, and you would never- ever- ever- ever, last a day as 
me! 


You would kill yourself, that’s not a bad idea for you and your mouth, you do that for 
saying shit like that! That is what you think about me... right? 

UM-hum! 

Chapter: 137 

Whereas... 

Karly- Yes Marcel makes me orgasm over and over, you would love to feel and see 
what he can do to me. I was feeling how that was all belling up in my G-spot and coming out 
hard thick and watery. I get the milky type coming out of me with my clit being jacked about by 
his hands or mine, white- sh when it’s going in and out, and clear when I squirt hitting the right 
spot. Don’t stop- don’t stop we did it for three hours not stopping just coming. Until I can take 
another. 


Maggie- That’s what I thought... 

The truth about me is starting to show if I like it or not. The truth about me... or so you 
think. Do you like me now? 

Or would you hate me now? 

Would you turn your back on me if you saw me? 


I know you would all do! 



Do you get that? 


Do you...? 

Don’t be heartless, yet some of you will giggle and say yeah, she gets what she 
deserves, I don’t deserve this... I- we don’t. 

Are you just as FUCKED as me? I don’t think so, normal kids... I don’t think so, and 
getting fucked in the ass, here is not what I am saying, just so you can comprehend that one. 

Karly-1 wonder if Maggie feels it too. The distance between us. If she even notices. 
Daddy makes spaghetti Bolognese for dinner. Kitty has hers with a big pickle and a glass of milk, 
which sounds terrible, but then I take a bite, and actually, pickle and spaghetti taste good 
together, milk, too. Maggie is about to crack I see it all over her face, as she sits next to me. 
Kellie’s dumping more noodles on her plate when she says, ‘Liv, Jean, what are you going to get 
Ray for Christmas?’ 

I glance at Maggie, who is looking at me. T don’t know. I hadn’t thought about it.’ 
‘Can I go with you to pick stuff it out?’ 

Um- not if the girls go... 

Um- 

Karly- ‘Sure, if I get him something, more, I can do it to times.’ 

Maggie- ‘You have to get him something; he’s your boyfriend.’ 

Karly- ‘He not my boyfriend... he just a friend that is a boy that Ido things with. ’ 
Maggie- ‘I still can’t believe you’re dating Marcel.’ 

I-NO! 

Karly- They do not say it in a nice way, they think- like it’s a good thing. 


‘Can you just... not?’ I say anything at all. 



Karly- Ummm- when a girl says stop when she just had fourteen orgasm’s stop means 
give me on more until my legs shack my hip thmsts upwards, and my body covers- with your 
hands, jerking back and forth fastly, it’s just that right movement, girls get it. OH- away! And a 
girl can teach a guy how to do this, and lite it builds and heightens then it’s one after another 
orgasming drizzling all over me, and its worm and feels good, as it drips down my vagina into 
my but cracks- it- it runs in its sticky-ness. Aww-ahh-aaa! (Do you see this?) 

My ass just vibrated, someone just followed me on Instagram. Don’t really know them 
yet that all right, they love me and I get that. I don’t always back yet that what a popular girl 
does. 


Maggie- ‘I’m sorry, I just don’t like the guys and girls that take shit about me.’ 
Madilyn-1 pass the field, and I see the band at practices, and they are playing ‘We Are 

Young!’ 

(One week before the crash) 

‘Well, you don’t have to like him. I do,’ I say, and Marcel shmgs. I think you should 
be with me and not him. 

I asked- Why? 

Why? If you don’t get then never- mind- go! 

Chapter: 138 
Break... 

(The first week of me dating a girl) 

Karly- Daddy stands up and claps his hands together. ‘We have three different kinds 
of ice- cream for dessert! Pralines and cream. Chunky Monkey, and strawberry. All your 
favorites, I said to here, you remembered- she said. We were at this little train station that is 
converted into an ice- cream stand. Sitting out under the lights, late on a school night. 



Maggie looks out the window of the taxi, toward the house. ‘Josh wants to see me 
later. I hope he finally gets that we’re broken up and he doesn’t try to come over every day while 
I’m home. He needs to move on.’ What a mean thing to say. 

She’s the one who’s been calling Josh, not the other way around. ‘He hasn’t been 
yearning for you if that’s what you’re imagining,’ 

I say. ‘He gets that it’s over it and me too.’ 

Maggie stares at me in surprise, like this was some shocker. ‘Well, I hope that’s tme.’ 
‘I THINK WE SHOULD do recital party this year,’ Maggie says from her spot on the couch. 

(Christmas 0-12) 

Maggie- People would drift in and out of the piano room and sing along, and Maggie 
and I would take turns playing. When my mom was alive, every Christmas we’d have what she 
called a recital party. She’d make tons of food and invite people over one night in December, and 
Margot and I would wear like dresses and play Christmas Carols on the piano all night long. I 
hated real piano recitals for the reason that 1 was the worst in my age group and Maggie was the 
best. 


Kellie- It was humiliating to have to play some easy ‘Fiir Elise, and reindeer’ while 
the other kids had already moved on, I was banging the piano. I always hated recital party where 
you can drink or dmg it up, old fart shit. I used to beg and beg not to have to play. (Now I miss 
those days.) 

The last Christmas, Mommy bought us matching red velvet dresses to wear, and I 
threw a fit and said I didn’t want to wear it, even though I did, even though I loved it. I just 
didn’t want to have to play the piano in it next to Margot. I screamed at her and I ran to my room 
and smashed the door and I wouldn’t come out. Mommy came up and tried to get me to open the 
door, but I wouldn’t, and she didn’t come back. 

People started homeward bound, and Maggie started playing the piano, and I stayed 
upstairs. I sat in my apartment room, lousy and philosophy about all the dips and little canapes 
Mommy and Daddy had made, and how there would be none left for me, and how Mommy 
probably didn’t even want me down there anyway after the way I would behave. 



Maggie- After Mommy died, we never had another recital party. 


Kellie- ‘Are you serious?’ I asked her. 

Karly- ‘Why not?’ 

Maggie shmgs her shoulders to the side- then up and down, rolling from one side to 
the other side. ‘It’ll be fun. I’ll plan it all, you won’t have to do anything.’ 

Karly- ‘ You know I hate the piano. ’ Stay with me is something I have been working 
on hears this and be nice. 

‘Then I play the whole thing.’ 

Kellie looking at me like- what the shit- was that? 

Maggie’s worried eyes looked at me for she knew how it was for. Biting her lip, she 
offers, ‘I’ll do, before I left her for him again. ‘Moves time? - Lost in New York?’ 

Alone at home, funny! 

I like it when he gets fired, like in 101 when his balls do. 

Maggie reaches out and cuddles me with her hug and hands, and says, ‘that’s a great 
idea. I’ll play the piano and you’ll do tea or coffee- no can do, Olivia, and I will just- be a’ 
‘Watching,’ I finish, Jen won’t be here if Maggie is. 

Going out with the girls... nice fancy place and crap! 

‘I was going to say entertainer, but suit yourself.’ 

I don’t answer her, she was not worth it to me nob, ass bitch! 

We eat. 

We dace- 

Maddie farts... and yah- 


You get it. 



I pass it out my mouth nonetheless, loudly. 


That’s the point to make a sense. 

Karly-1 remember the start of my freshmen year with Maggie after the day of her 
coming back to me, she and I both got our clits piercing matching on our first date. (Do you 
wanna see? She unbuttons her jeans and pulls down the undies gummies- band at the top with 
her thumb exposing her jewelry going through her clitoris.) we were around fourteen at the 
time... fake ID’s and having an older girl to get you into the tattoo shop. The guy doing was 
more than happy to pier our fourteen-year-old clits. Look at that face! (I wonder what went 
thought Marcel mind the first time he saw that?) 

It was not long ‘till I feel and saw what he thought! 

Yah you know it thinks about that going back and forth un and down with these oral 
movants. The sensitive is instant cummie’s, in his face and mouth!!! And yes, I am a squatter 
that shoots it far!!! You like that! don’t lie! 

UM-HUM That’s what they all say! 

Ant I cute? 

There too right...? why do you think I got this? It holds the hood skin back a good bit, 
which I heated with a passion for myself. You get that... don’t you? 

Maggie was reluctant at first with the idea, yet afterward, what more than pleased with 
what it could do for her and I. even she said, I’m not that type of girl. What type of girl are you 
to do something that is pleasurable, thrilling, and stimulating for you and your lover? Think 
about how hard you’re coming and going to just freak’n going to gush-h! 

‘Um-? Okay-? If you say so- for you!’ 

It’s something that we shared that no one ever knew about... 

-Until the day I died and it was all showing and Maggie’s Dr. said hey I see that one 
before. And she told her boyfriend, and it got around. Everyone was shocked shitless, 
nonetheless, yet happy for her... for have balls, which they never saw, that I gave to her. 



cat. 


Later, we’re watching TV and Kitty’s asleep, curled up on the couch like she’s a real 


Margot wants to wake her up and make her go to her bed, but I say just let her sleep, 
and I put a quilt over her. ‘Will you help me work on Daddy about a puppy for Christmas?’ I ask. 
Maggie groans. ‘Puppies are so much work. You have to let them out to pee like a million times 
a day. As well as they shed like cracked. You’ll never be able to wear black pants again. 

Also- who’s going to walk it, and feed it, and take care of it?’ ‘Kellie will. And I’ll 
help.’ ‘Kellie is so not ready for the responsibility.’ Her eyes say, and neither are you. ‘Kellie’s 
matured a lot since you’ve been gone.’ And so, have I... ‘Did you know that she packs her own 
lunch now? And she helps with the laundry? I don’t have to nag her to do her homework, either. 
She just does it on her own- on her own like always.’ ‘Really? 

Then I’m impressed.’ Why can’t she just say. Good job, oh and Liv and Jean? 

Thanks for not showing... when I did my shows, that’s it. 

Maggie- If she could just acknowledge that I have been doing my part to keep the 
family going since she’s been gone, her my real mom. But no. Hell no I am moving in with 
Karly I said to her- ‘fine go!’ she yelled... 

Chapter: 139 

Replica... 

Maggie- The high school ranking never- ever die unless, even if your out- that is if 
you are on Facebook, for the group are never die-off on there, do you see it like stupid high 
school games, for who does this and that, and I don’t care to see. Even if you want to change 
their mind, you’re not your status to them never well change its all in their made-up minds not 
too. 


-Did you see Madilyn she changed her hair to more of a reddish color! She looks so 
good! Said Oliva. I like this color to change this time. Yet, that here change her colors all the 
time. Black tanks with low armholes all the way down to her butt hanging out short shorts frayed 



hanggie’s things on them, and today look form now on you can see her tummy and back, bra 
showing on the side, brighter read ends on her locks, waved out, and dark burgundy on the top, 
new gray-blue contacts, and big long lashes, black eyebrows, cat eyeliner, pale makeup, soft pink 
lips that she said matched the other set of hers, emo yet sweet. You can look cute and be in the 
dress code, so fuck it she said by doing her hair and the skimpy top and bra showing along with 
her butt cheeks in the back. 

I get a kick out of Killie stiffing her bras to look full and wearing my dress and top and 
so on, she looks like a little lady. With her honey-brown hair, and short yet all their flirty look, 
she has a nicer ass than me. and like us she knows that if you have blue eyes you get laid, so I 
see her doing that when she wants to be more like us, my dad doesn’t like it, he wants to keep 
her a little girl. 

I get that he lost me too to this look and slutty act that boys want. I see her some time 
going braless and having one strap down on her dress just to turn them on, the boy just thinks she 
is small, and small chested, I swear to you she passes as one of the high schoolers. I see Kellie 
wrights on her hands saying, about love or what she thinks it is, and some days to big nerdy 
glasses, that I can’t stand, yet I glad she where or she looks to erasable to all them, that want it 
and all of her- young, and these boys like um- young like her and tight. 

This is coming from the girl that is not so any longer, yet I am not Jenny that is gapped 
like the grand. I worked in if you want to call it that, like a good pair of shows, and you want to 
wear them all the time for they feel tremendous. Just right so Marcel says... Okay... if you say 
so...? He the one that opened me up and so many ways that is one of them. I come so much I 
lose a jean size as I ware to yah, I need to eat something, God I am crapping up- shit. 

‘All a boy should do when a girl is homy on top, pushing it down- when she legs side 
to side... all in... and sliding- kneeling- why, yet somewhat sitting- like into it, lay there and take 
it, forget this... they’re not really moving much, that just to shut you up, but yet again- girl, 
that’s all you have to do when he is on top of you, with your head in his chest going deep.’ 


Its SIX THIRTY IN THE morning the day of the ski trip. Daddy drops me off at 
school. It’s not even light out yet. It seems like every day the sun takes longer and longer to 



come up. Before I hop out of the car, my dad pulls a hat out of his coat pocket. It’s light pink 
yam with a pom-pom on top. He fits it on my head so it covers my ears. ‘I found this in the hall 
closet. I think it was one of your mom’s. She was such a great skier.’ ‘I know. I remember.’ 
‘Promise me you’ll go out on the slopes at least once.’ 

‘I promise...’ 

‘I’m so glad you’re doing this. It’s good for you to try new things.’ I smile weakly. If 
he only knew what went down on the ski trip, he wouldn’t be so gladdened. Then I spot Marcel 
and his friends messing around outside by the charter bus. 

‘Thanks for the ride, Daddy. See you tomorrow night.’ I give him a peck on the cheek 
and grab my duffel bag. ‘Zip up your coat,’ he calls out as I shut the car door. I zip up my coat 
and watch his car drive off. Across the parking lot, Marcel’s talking to Killie... (wah- wah-awah- 
wawa-aha) 

Ray says something that makes her laugh. Then he sees me and gestures at me to come 
over. She walks away, looking down at her clipboard. When I get there, he takes my duffel bag 
off my shoulder and puts it next to his. ‘I’ll put this on the bus.’ 

‘It’s freezing look at this go there small yet pointy,’ I say, my teeth chattering. Marcel 
pulls me in front of him and puts his arms around me. ‘I’ll keep you warm.’ I look up at him like 
so cheesy, but his attention is somewhere else. 

He’s watching Karly. He snuggles against my neck, and I squirm away from him. 

‘What’s with you?’ he asks. 

‘Nothing,’ I say what... 

Ms. Tibbitt and Coach White are looking through kids’ bags- she is doing the girls and 
Coach White is doing the boys. ‘What are they looking for?’ I ask Marcel. 

‘Alcohol.’ 

I whip out my phone and text Ray. Don’t bring alcohol wink- and if you do find a 
place to hide it! They are checking! Nope- no response. Are you awake? 



Wake up! I say!!! But then her mom’s SUV pulls into one bays of the lot and her 
blunders and stumbles out of the passenger seat. She looks like she just woke up. 

What a release! Marcel can talk to me all he wants; I’ll be sharing a seat with Ray and 
eating the snacks I packed. I have strawberry gummies and the wasabi peas that Ray loves, and 
Pickie sticks. 

Marcel groans. ‘Ray is coming- so he coming for you, why do you need me to come 
then?’ I ignore him and wave at her- the girl cmsh. Karly standing by the bus with her clipboard 
when she spots me too. She has a big frown on her face. She marches right up to me and says, 
‘You didn’t signup... why?’ 

It’s not my thing...? I said unenthusiastically. 

‘Come on-1- do- things for you!’ She said timidly... 

Maggie- Karly give me a full makeover and now she is a cute rock looking girl kind of 
looking like a younger Avril Lavigne, also the day I got her ring, she mine. Even snapping her 
top teeth into fang- points, colors in her hair. 

Karly- that’s right-1 broke her glasses and did her hair and make-up and said keep it 
this way and you’ll look so hot to me. Eyes smoky, nails painted, and hair color changed. 
Eyebrows plucked, and new undies that were mine. Brown hair to blonde, what a change it just 
works. Flack lashes, blue contacts and extremely extensions do so much- LIKE OMG! Do you 
see her- now! 

‘I am a conundrum wrapped in a rattle’ That is how I would say it. 

I want my Lizzy doll again, stupid- ‘!>this girl here<!’ Fingers pointing at all me they 
don’t need to I do it to myself, yep all me this one. Um, hum- knee mbbing and award movants 
needed. Please... don’t look at me... um God- shit! 

Chapter: 140 

Bygone Preceding... 


(1943) 



The train pulls into the Clearfield station, and the steam was rushing around my face. 
The moment has arrived, the moment I was so long for... hoping she would make it over, and 
that I would get away with this one, I knew if some find up, I will end up over there or shot in 
the face with no mercy. This how she got her name- the hope for this little girl’s life. 

He’s handsome, man that walks up to me, most likely a lawyer or judge for the county, 
the last name black, the mothers were- only seventeen over in France, yet was Jewish, the mother 
ran... the boxcar holding her to her beast, she sees the engineer and said please take her as yours 
on this trip back. Overall the rails, passed the Gestapo and or Nazi past Germany dripping in 
blood dr-ip- dr-ip covering the lands. 

So my predicament, is an abuse of my Right to Have Rights, could have turned out far 
worse than in WW2, however, looking at history, and me being Polish as well, this was exactly 
the same predicament that all Polish people faced, in appeasement, and so I think Polish Jewish 
people in WW2 had a far harder time mentally than people from other countries, both 
experiencing the same rights abuses, but Pohsh people where mentally abused as well, and not 
only by the Nazis but also by the English and Americans, which whenever some people disagree 
with me that I say that I actually remember perfectly that I was not bom there, psychiatrists say. 

‘You're not Polish- then what am I said to myself one dad -Digging for answers, you're 
just psychologically abused, We're doing that,’ which is not true, and the 'right to have a right' is 
not the same thing as 'having rights questioned' which the latter is just rights abuse period, but 
when someone promises rights to me and then abandons me when it really matters, then that's 
not them questioning my rights at all, it's a Nazi form of teasing! I was undoubtedly bom in here 
in us... so-o why do you care now what the fuck happens to those that had it coming, it never 
did- they say. 

NO. 

The Holocaust was the worst human rights atrocity, but what was happening to me in 
Canada in the 90's wasn't as bad, but had potential to be far worse because: what was happening 
was that people were talking to me about my rights issues in private like on a podium, pretending 



that others were involved in a private discussion, and then the people who were talking to me 
that way abandoned me when other people were really around. 


I remember the trains and talk of the communist party -1 never saw anything but trains. 
Do you see? The term, ‘holocaust’ can mean anything. According to dictionary.com, a holocaust 
is ‘great or complete devastation especially destruction by fire.’ You may have heard the term 
‘nuclear holocaust’ thrown around; this definition would apply to that term. 

So-1 am half Jewish do you heat me for it now that you know me? 

This is all I really paid attention to in school for it applied to me. 

Do you see it...? 

‘There are several books and films dedicated to this horrendous event in history I have 
them all I think; it would take me hours to explain it all. I was privileged to go there in my- 
freshman year of high school; our docent was a Holocaust survivor and he told us about what 
went on in the concentration camps.’ 

‘The Jewish Holocaust during WW2, Is sometimes known as ‘Shoah’ began in the late 
1930s. The Wannsee Conference was held to bring together the ‘Final Solution,’ which was to 
get rid of Jewry once and for all. Adolf Hitler, the German dictator of Germany, was an anti- 
semite. 


(Meaning ALL where hated.) 

As well as required to get rid of Jews for the motive, that he felt that they were 
Communalists, betrayed Germany during WWI, and a lot of other injudicious causes. 

He and his Nazi party prearranged a revolutionary group known as the SS (the 
Schutzstaffel) to round up the Jews, and put them into ghettos and then camps.’ The first Nazi 
ghettos were never intended to be more than temporary, an interim concentration of Jews 
pending a decision concerning what the ‘Final 



A solution of the Jewish Question’ was going to be. That decision went through many 
convoluted changes before its ultimate determination. 

Ghettos- The ghetto was not a Nazi invention. Its origins can be traced back to 
medieval times when restrictions on the places where Jews were allowed to reside where 
commonplace throughout Europe. Although this restriction is usually perceived as relating to 
towns or cities, it even applied in certain cases to entire countries. The policy towards the 
incarcerated Jews also changed, as the realization dawned on the Germans that a locked-up labor 
force could be placed to better use than sweeping snow, or breaking rocks. 

Later, the ghettos served as convenient points at which to concentrate that Jewish 
labor force prior to its liquidation. Not every town had a ghetto. Hundreds of ghettos were 
established in Nazi-occupied Europe, ranging in size from the 445,100 inhabitants of the Warsaw 
ghetto to those containing just a few families in rural quasi- ghettos. And I think being sex slaves 
for them also... think about it was easy butt and puss- puss! 

I can see this girl, being held down agent her will, don’t you, and just getting fuck 
hard well there was a gun at her hand, well he said f*ck me or die, and if you die, I f*ck you 
anyways. 


So, she does what he said and he pops her in the had he walks away, as they come is 
dripping down her dead body. I should know she was one of my past grandmothers. Do you see 
her being shot doing without him blinking I can, do you? And then moves over to the seven-yard 
and does the same, she is nude and calls for her now-dead mother, yet his dick in her vagina and 
she gets pop and popped, do you get it. I can see her... now... do you... like an angel to me- 
with dark hair and soft skin, and blue eyes, small looking just like me at her age, that she is and 
the is seven. 

The official name is, Kaiser-Richter Schulz! 

This makes my skin crawl!!! 

(I wonder why-1 was heated- like her... maybe that is why?) 

Why? 


Is there a why? Or a reason to it...? 



He wands and had the never to ask my grandparents forgiveness that was not slatted 
off by him, and he got it- yet I not giving it. 

(Back to the story) 

Men with guns, and death in the air. Plans in the air, and steering to their death. Pass 
and clear pass all the inspectors, we did-1 said in relief, as I was sweating hard over having a 
smuggled baby on my lap, that was odd to have in the front parts of a locomotive, it over getting 
out to change the tracks, I was not happy about leaving her with others, yet I have no choice but 
to do so. Overall the trains, mountains, and tunnel are the horn blowing hauntingly in my mind as 
we got closer to home. 

I knew my wife would be thrilled, for she could not have children of her own, you 
see... she wanted a baby girl and one was just handed over to me I love her as my own. It’s my 
secret, not even she well really knows the truth, or the baby that is my wish to have it that way, 
understand me! Passing time-worn tree, and faces, uniforms and girls not realizing what is going 
on over there, SS officer- (was it him- did he let her go out of remorse? I sure he knew... her- he 
looked right into her little chubby face.) 

‘Where this train going Mr. Ansley’- he said to me. ‘I don’t think that is any over your 
business!’ And he had he his pistol drew ready to pull, as I released the handbrake, and the 
wheels spun as they do fastly and the chugging- building up speed, as I kicked him out the 
opening doorway, on to the now moving tracks. 

The fireman was on my side think god, saying babies don’t need to be killed, he had 
the coal shovel rad hot ready to fight for her life also. There- I see it approaching me the green 
station, my wife wearing for me not know if I am coming back to her, and yet look what I have 
to bring- to her along with me. I take up to three weeks for a later to get to her, which is a lot of 
worry time, is it not? 

Ansley- I ran the troop train poor buggers, some of you might not make it back, I don’t 
want to look as I pull forward all young like seventeen, and they wave to me, getting in the cars. 
This is what he did- driving his train that I see every day a lm ost in the sky tracks. -I Push the 
reverser Johnson bar forward - grip the very large lever that rises from near the floor in front or 
beside you, squeeze the release handle and shove it all the way forward, and let go of the release 



handle to lock it into place. Open the cylinder cocks - find a medium size valve in front of you 
on the boiler, or a thin lever on the floor in front of you. 

Turn the valve all the way clockwise, or pull the lever back. Turn the front headlight 
on - above you on the ceiling, there will be a large, flat, half-round box or on the side of the cab 
wall. Slide the knob on the round side of the box all the way to the front. Blow the about-to- 
move-forward whistle along with two shorts and a long - there will be either a cable, cables or 
whistle handles, above your head or in front of you on the boiler. Pull down on the cable (or turn 
the lever) twice to make the steam whistle sound out two short blasts. 

Release the engine brakes - two brass horizontal levers will be near your left hand. 

The top one must be moved from right to left to release the brakes on the engine. Open the 
throttle to start the engine moving - the very long lever in front of your face is the throttle. Grip it 
firmly and give it a yank toward you. 

As you feel the engine moves slightly, shove it back in most of the way so that it does 
not gather speed too fast. Gradually open throttle as the locomotive approaches track speed. 
Observe cylinder cock exhaust and close them when only steam is emitted. Move the Johnson 
bar slowly back toward vertical, but never too close to vertical. 

This is like the gear shift of your car and admits less steam per cylinder stroke. In turn, 
this increases the efficiency of steam usage so you don't overwork the poor guy throwing coal 
into the fire (and to conserve fuel and water!) If the locomotive's wheels slip, close throttle most 
of the way immediately. Allowing the wheels to slip will not render any tractive effort and will 
damage the locomotive if done continuously (also ‘tears’ holes in a coal-fired locomotive, or in 
an oil-burning locomotive, can cause hollow booms much like an explosion.) 

Blow the whistle and ring bell at all crossings of all types and DO NOT EXCEED 
TRACK SPEED. That is very dangerous. 

The flagman hands her to me, as I step on the train, and the next engineer takes over 
for my 18 hours off the rails, no- does come in handy along with coffee, don’t want to sleep. 

Her- the new baby was stolen from sure death at the camps. Jewish- surely, destiny for the death 



pits or gas shower rooms or fireboxes at Auschwitz the death camps, I can see the nude body mn 
around for them now, shaving head, injection in the eyes and more for the perfect race. 

All blue eyes in what they wanted, she babies Hope- and the photos of the past in 
black and white. She was saved from, her real family that was killed off, we no; hitherto she 
never did, she never had any US paperwork. She was adopted, illegally and her new dad worked 
for the Pennsylvania railroad, she went over that burgh too like I, did, on the same engine that is 
sitting there msting away. In the same car that I did things in... it’s so weird to me. The story 
keeps going on... 

My wife happy yet not content, yet I loved her like my own... I hope she knows that 
when I left her for my job. 

(Freshmen year) 

Mailbox- ‘Working on my fantasy of what I SHOULD have said to that, FedEx girl 
who gave me attitude.’ Yah- so suck my pussy! I thought and then stop in my walking- God I am 
not that gay! 

Tv- ‘So that Stouffer Mac & Cheese and is basically saying ‘Buy our product to make 
your annoying daughter shut the hell up for 2 seconds!’ God! AH! #- hashtag- (Family) 

‘Our- rooms are never clean- anyways- so- why to bother cleaning it, my mom is 
always bitching about it anyway. So- why- bother, even- if it’s clear to me.’ 

‘Don’t worry about me. I’m covered.’ 

We showered together and did all things like that, together also, never apart. 

When I give her a dubious look, she whispers back, ‘Shampoo bottle filled with 
tequila at the bottom of my bag. ’ ‘I hope you washed it out really well! You could get sick! If 
you go outside, and make snow angels or take to people that are not there again.’ 

‘When is that terrified- of- everyone-1- don't- know feeling going to go away?’ 

I bob my head up and down and try to look enthusiastic, even though a little, pinching 
feeling of guilt starts nipping at yours tmly. I haven’t even thought about the evaluations since 
this pre-launch, not since I found out the results would be discounted. ‘Yeah, you’re right.’ 



‘Come on, now. Dinnertime.’ My aunt reaches out and passes a finger over my forehead. Her 
finger is cool and reassuring and gone as quickly as the lightest stirring of wind. It makes the 
guilt flare up full force, and at that moment I can’t helieve, I was even considering going to Back 
and Gold Cove. 

Me after I cook anything at all- ‘I'm the best person in the world!’ 

I am fat- ‘Bitches gotta eat okay?’ *1* ‘Serious question: How much are wedding 
cakes...? And how weird would it be... like- if I wanted to buy one just to eat? By myself...?’ 

‘They say you shouldn't meet your heroes. And they're right because I met a baby 
raccoon once and it pooped on my shoulder.’ 

I look at me- and the showdown in the black show is all, the girl looks happy you see 
the showdown deep, of secrets, isolated and inappropriate with herself and her world. I always 
look so said just like me, not acting it all out. 

Boy’s- ‘Yes, of course, I got your text - I'm just ignoring it. Don't make it weird.’ 

Facebook- Twitter- ‘Does anyone else think ‘don't be a weirdo, don't be a weirdo - 
over and over when entering social gatherings? Cause I don't. You're probably right.’ * — * 
‘You're wrong, I just don't want to seem like a dick about it.’ 


Nevaeh 
Book: 28 


Heart-to-Heart's 



‘Dedicated to the girl, that plays in my mind.’ 
...And also, to my dad rest in peace, 

Raymond ‘Buddy’Duriez, 1957 to 1993. 


Quote- ‘I feel LOVE for people, that I have loved, and I think that is so beautiful, 1 
thi nk that’s such an important lesson for children, that people can have disagreements’, but it 
doesn’t mean one is bad, and one is good. The worst would pain over not smelling and tearing 
over it.’ 


-Anna Kendrick 


Interval 

Kellie- 

The climax of you- 

My most prized possession Kelly passed on- hell's- yeah, I wanted it! I recall saying- 
she said-1 cannot have this thing in my room or Jenny is going to mucky swing it and break it 
for me. You can have your N-word BOY-sh baby shit rip- you can have your pc beats I think too. 
The world has gone crazy passing up this or it smashed? 

Yes, plain real shit is gay, or so her friends said- like- to her to give it up. They said 
that she could never- ever wrap her hand around the neck of a guitar and play like she doses, 
okay she did this- It was said to me and I now have this to show you and play- that my 
grandmother, had this made. 


A Gibson guitar pink body into lavender- and this was the neatest thing a 17 inch with 
body, 17-inch body height, and a nick 18 inches long, with four skews holding it on the form the 
back; and the dumb-looking to me and you, but right for a girl I feel that it is... a custom nick for 



her with other parts made to fit her tinny body parts and hands so you can rap the nick, wood - 
tick and heavy yet no over- and hard- nock- nock- nock, yet semi-hollow, and the sin custom 
pickups that you can know about- 2 humbuckers. She wanted to make it sound like mom’s finder 
yet better. 


Don’t ask she said just make it. N sound holes. Fender nobs the tall ones, that light up, 
light on the inside, pink on a toggle switch at the nobs- in silver, painted out headstock 3 inches 
wide by seven high, look if so, right to me also. It’s got hips and covers and looks sexy a girl like 
me loves that also- other then it being kick ass. It was made in my pap’s shop. Do you see the 
wood in this thing oak from their tree or so the story goes? Rosewood fretboard, and several and 
bird and Lily inlays. 

Look at the big photo like the picture of her on the back, the thing a has a fifties look- 
right? white pickguard- who does that? Cord jack on the said white piping, pink amp- with white 
stand- she even had an outfit to matches this thing. Look at her picks here four. And the white 
into pink and lavender fad case, with her face shot on it, like the guitar well you can see the show 
more- yet classy, as a pin-up on it. 

‘You crazy kids know how to spoil a girl.’ I would now I am one of those kid girl 

teens. 


Un- ah- 


Oh- 

Ummmm- it's good... 

Kellie- The next morning while he-1 was bathing, I and he admitted he overdid it last 
night. He said he wasn’t sorry, but he hasn’t been away from her that long before. Annie smiled 
and told him it felt good to have him all over her again, she really missed it. 

Remembering back to her coming home- ‘Why do I buy cooking magazines in 
airports? I might as well be buying pom. I get all excited but there's nothing I can do about it.’ 



After having two orgasms back to back last night, I was surprised at how hard I was 
and she hasn’t gotten to the penis wash yet. As she bent down to wash his legs, her face got a 
helluva slap from that rock-hard penis. While washing his lower body and eye to eye with that 
rock-hard dick, she asked him if he wanted her right there and right now. Ray lifted her up and 
asked if he could look at her beautiful heels. I knew he wanted her with her big legs behind her 
head and dried him off to give him as always, what he wants. 

I wasted no time... in going after what he requested. He started slow, to enjoy every 
stroke. He hit it high, he hit it low. Every now and then he floated with the only thing touching 
was his elbows. This gave him maximum penetration and also gave Annie an early orgasm of the 
squirting kind. Her squirt- hit I squarely in his chest with her large ass up, and bent back had her 
pussy facing forward. 

I was now hitting a somewhat wet pussy that caused him to let loose his orgasm. 

Annie tried to pull him off to finish his orgasm off orally, but then again, he was slapping meat 
that could be heard all over the house. In the direction of the end of his orgasm... I just rotated 
her big hips deliberately, and hard against his penis, this caused him to moan. Since Annie was in 
a position that she couldn’t pat her on back, she patted Ray. He was out of breath, as well as 
couldn’t talk, nonetheless a little kiss, he gave I told her- job well done. 

I laid there, plus watched me going in and out of sleep. When he reached up and 
touched her face, besides uttered the words she loves to hear. 

(Moring at the cafe) 

I pulled Ray is now out of bed, as well as into the bathroom to bathe him again, all 
being well this time they can make it through without some make out time. She was wrong, he 
just grabbed a hand full of her ass in a loving way. 

‘Hello, my- honey- my baby.’ I smiled and asked if he wanted breakfast or brunch. I 
replied, ‘Banquet! ’ Is it that late? I said it’s only eight-thirty, but I didn’t know if you wanted to 
sleep some more or not. 

He told her he will get up now but keep her alluring beautiful ass, away from him. I 
jumped on top of him and slapped his face with her ass. I cried out, ‘Okay-1 give up, sorry but I 
want you. ’ 



Ray was sitting at the regular breakfast counter, her-1 if he really missed her. He told 
her every evening he had room, she comes to his room, so-o he could go to bed early in order to 
speed up time just so they could be together. He missed just looking at her, feeling her close to 
him, stroking her butt, her breast, as well as, just hugging her tight in him, and her. 

He missed her sleeping on top of him, although she doesn’t do at often as she used to. 

I saw this, in addition, started to get up. I told him to sit there, she’s just so touched by his words 
it made her cry. In order to break the ice-1 said- ‘it’s a good thing I wasn’t sitting at your 
breakfast counter- or I would be in trouble.’ Annie said after what you just said, in trouble no, in 
my throat, yes. They both laughed as I placed their breakfast on the counter. 

After breakfast, they both retired to the reading room. I with the morning paper, I with 
a book. He looked at her lying on the sofa with her ass sticking up like two basketballs and just 
thought about how much fun he is having with it. He saw him and knew what he was thinking. 
She grabbed a pillow and put it on top of her ass and asked if he wanted one that big. He said- if 
it’s yours, yes, I do. 

Cut- 

Measure- 

It’s the complete, 100 percent wrong thing to do, and I stand up- for dinner feeling 
clean now, buoyant and pleased about everything- me, and the world too. Like the first time, I 
have felt- oh so healthy, after a long fever, plus doing what I need for me. 

On the other hand, then again at dinner, my idiosyncrasy, as well as with it, the sick 
feeling, my uncertainties- return to me like before. Not sure if I can barely follow the 
conversation at this point and time. 

All I can think is go...? Why? I don’t feel right-1 say... bizarrely. 

Him- Don’t go from me now? 


Me-1 have to go...? Sorry... 


Him- Don’t go...? 



At one point my uncle is telling a story- about one of his customers, and I notice 
everyone is laughing, so I laugh too with them, nevertheless a little too loud and long with 
there’s, do you see I want to fit in. Do what as they do... 

Part; 1 

Marcel turns around, and to my surprise, his face isn’t cool, calm and collected at all. 
It is the weird look, that I have learned- that he has when something is not right. His jaw is at 
work chomping, as well as his eyes are full of pain, and I can tell he hates himself... over this 
moment- like for being there, for being the one to say this, for being the one to show me... what 
on his mind. ‘I’m sorry, Liv,’ He says, I am below him the sign glowers in the darkness at this 
time. 


Humans, unregulated, can be cmel, and ticky; passionate and self-interested; unhappy 
and cantankerous. It is only after their make-ups and basic emotions have been controlled, that 
they can be happy, lavish, and moral. 

The Book of stuff- 

I have the sudden dread, of going any farther; at this phase in my life. That butterfly 
feeling in the deaths, or the pit of my stomach squeezing up, like a fist in the ovaries, making it 
hard to breathe, see, and deliberate. I can’t go on like this-1 swear to you, I cannot. I don’t want 
to know- anymore- what up or going down. 

Marcel reaches out forme like he’s thinking of touching me. Then remembering 
where we are, and commands his arms to his sides. ‘Don’t worry,’ he says. He said- ‘You have 
friends here.’ She said back- ‘It’s probably not even something to worry about.’ 

My dialog is rising a little, and I’m worried, concerned that I might have a breakdown 
like always. I lick my lips, trying to keep it all together. ‘It was probably just a big mistake, I 
thought unsurely like always with me. We shouldn’t have come in the first place, another bad 
thought within me. I want to go home, ah- another thought to add to the shit heap!’ I know I must 
sound like a toddler throwing a tantmm, but I can’t help it, you get it to don’t you. 



Run- 


Running out- in the world that is death to me. 

Walking through those double doors seems absolutely incredible. 

‘Liv, come on.... you have to tmst me.’ 

Then she does reach out, for just a second, skating one finger across my forearm. 
‘Okay? Tmst me.’ Did she say, along with doing you? ‘I do tmst you, it’s just... um.’ The air, 
the disgusting odor, the darkness and the sensation of rot all around me- so-much. It makes me 
want to mn fast and not stop for anything or anyone. 

‘If she isn’t here... well, that’s not good. On the other hand, if she is... kind of there 
with me. 1 ponder-1 think it might be even worse, then 1 assumed.’ 

Marcel watches me closely fora second or more. ‘You have to know, Liv,’ he says 
finally, firmly, looks and gives, and he’s right. I nod to the feelings of this... he gives me the 
barest glimmer white smile something in a movie, then reaches forward and heaves open the 
doors toward me or so it seems to be at that moment in my mind only. 

We step into a vestibule openness, that looks exactly like what I imagine a cell in the 
Vaults might be like: The walls and floor are concrete, and whatever color they might once have 
been painted, now faded to a discolored, overgrown gray-green. A single rhizome is set high in 
the ceiling and barely delivers enough light to illuminate the tiny space. There is a stool in the 
comer, occupied by a guard. 

A place I don’t get- my mind misplaced- lost in time- this guard is actually ordinary¬ 
sized- skinny and yet has some weight, even with a skin condition pockmarks and hair that 
reminds me of-of my pap, that I never met yet new in my mind. 

He mns after me-1 didn’t want him to- to see me like this... and all. As soon as 
Marcel, and I step through the door, the guard makes a small impulsive adjustment to his gun, 
drawing it closer toward his body, I thought I was going down I was high- and swiveling the 
barrel ever so slightly in our direction. High not by choice she got me on the shit. 



Marcel is beside me, not worried about my mental state. All of a sudden, I feel very 
alert, in his hold. 

‘Can’t be in here... they can be in my had.’ 

The guard says. 

‘Restricted area’s- he knows I didn’t get it.’ For the first time since entering the Vaults, 
Marcel appears uncomfortable. The man- walks up, and fiddles nervously with his badge. 

The guard gets to his feet and now mine also. The light is where I see it- amazingly, 
God may be showing me something... The man- he’s not much taller than I am- he’s certainly 
shorter than Marcel. Then of all the guards I have seen today, he frightens me the most it pointed 
at my had. Or am I in a dream. 

There’s something strange about his eyes yellow not brown to me, a flatness and 
hardness, which reminds me of a movie guys. I have never had a gun pointed at me before, and 
staring into the long black tunnel of its barrel makes me feel the black blocking out the light like 
an eclipse like 1 am going to pass out. 

‘Oh, he’s here, all right. He’s always here, nowadays.’ The guard smiles humorlessly, 
and his fingers tap on the trigger. I want it- when he speaks his lips curl upward, revealing a 
mouth full of crooked yellow teeth. 

Part: 2 

Kellie- ‘What do you know about Raymon?’ 

‘I thought Raymon would be here.’ The room takes on the stillness, and charge of the 
air outside, and reminds... of this boy. 

Karly- 

‘My heart is POUNDING.’ Me of waiting for the thunder to crack. Marcel allows 
himself one small indication of nervousness: He curls and flexes his fingers against his thighs. I 
can almost see him thinking, trying to figure out what to say next. He must know that mentioning 



Raymon was a bad decision- even, I heard the contempt and suspicion in the guard’s voice as he 
pronounced the name. 

After what seems like a terribly long time-but is probably only a few seconds-the 
blanks, official look sweeps down over his face again. 

‘We heard there was some kind of problem, that’s all’ 

The statement is sufficiently vague, and a decent assumption. Marcel twirls his 
security badge idly between two fingers. The guard flicks his eyes to it, and 1 can tell he relaxes. 

Providentially, he doesn’t try to look at it more closely. Marcel has only Level One 
security clearance in the labs, which means he barely has the right to visit the janitor’s closet, 
much less parade around delimited areas, there or anywhere else in Pitt, as though he owns them. 

Hanna- ‘Took you long enough,’ the guard says flatly. ‘Raymon has been out for 
months. All the better for CID, I guess. It’s not the kind of thing we wanted to publicize.’ The 
CID is the Controlled Information Department or if you’re cynical like Hanna, the Corrupt 
Idiots- 


Department or the Censorship Implementation Department, and goosebumps prick up 
on my arms. Something went very wrong in Ward Six if the CID got involved. 

‘You know how it is,’ Marcel says. He has recovered from his temporary slip up; the 
confidence and ease return to his voice. 

‘Impossible to get a straight answer from anyone over there.’ 

Another vague statement, but the guard just nods. 

‘You’re telling me.’ Then he shakes his head in my direction. ‘Who’s she?’ 

I can feel him staring at the unmarred skin on my neck, noticing that I have no 
procedural mark. Resembling many people, he unconsciously recoils-just a few inches, but 



enough so that the old feeling of humiliation, the feeling of being somehow wrong, creeps over 
me. I turn my eyes to the ground. 

‘She’s a nonentity,’ Marcel says, and even though I know he has to say it, it makes my 
chest ache dully. ‘I’m supposed to be showing her the Vaults, that’s all. An educational process, 
if you know what I mean.’ 

I hold my breath, certain that at any second he’ll boot us out, almost wishing he would. 
Plus, yet... Just beyond the guard’s stool is a single doormade out of heavy, thick metal, and 
protected by an electronic keypad. It reminds me of the bank vault at Central Savings downtown. 
Through it I can just make out distant sounds-human sounds, I think, though it’s hard to tell. My 
mother could be beyond that door. 

She could be in there, Marcel was right. 1 do have to know. For the first time, I begin 
to know, fully, what Marcel told me last night: All this time, my mother might have been alive. 
While I was breathing; she was breathing too. While I was sleeping, she was sleeping elsewhere. 

It’s just like when I hold and release, and have the small one for the big O! 

When I was awake thinking of her, she might have been thinking of me, too. It’s 
overwhelming, both miraculous and fiercely tender. Marcel and the protector eye each other for a 
minute. Marcel continues spinning his badge around one finger, winding and unwinding the 
chain. It seems to put the guard at ease. 

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Shit- piss- my god, I as it comes out in that O! 

‘I can’t let you back there,’ he says, but this time he sounds apologetic. He lowers his 
gun and sits down on the stool again. I exhale quickly; I’ve been holding my breath without 
meaning to. ‘You’re just doing your job,’ Marcel says, keeping his voice neutral. ‘So- you’re 
Raymon’s replacement?’ 

‘That’s right.’ The guard flicks his eyes to me and again I can feel his gaze lingering 
on my unmarked neck. I have to stop myself from covering my skin with a hand. But then again, 
he must decide that we aren’t going to be trouble because he looks back to Marcel and says, 
‘Marcel. Got reassigned from Three in February -after the incident.’ Something about the way he 



says incident sends chills up my spine. ‘Tough breaks, huh?’ Marcel leans up against a wall, the 
picture of casualness. 


Only I can detect the edge in his voice. He’s stalling. He doesn’t know what to do 
from here, or how to get us inside. Marcel shmgs. ‘Quieter up here, that’s for sure. Nobody in or 
out. At least, almost nobody.’ 

Part: 3 

He smiles again, showing off those awful teeth, but his eyes maintain their strange 
flatness, as though there’s a curtain drawn over them. I wonder if this, for him, was a side effect 
of the cure, or whether he was always like that. He tilts his head back, peering at Marcel through 
narrowed eyes, and his resemblance to a snake grows even stronger. ‘So - how’d you hear about 
Raymon?’ 

‘If I die unexpectedly can everyone just do the right thing, and pretend, I was a way 
better person than-1 am?’ 

Marcel keeps up the unconcerned act, smiling, twirling the badge. ‘Rumors floating 
here and there,’ he says, shrugging. ‘You knowhow it is.’ ‘I know how it is,’ Marcel says. ‘But 
the CID wasn’t too happy about it. Had us on lock for a few months. What exactly did you hear, 
anyway?’ 


‘When I'mhome alone I eat tri-color pasta one color at a time.... and it feels great.’ 

Da ta da- like- a boy once said to me- ‘If your fake orgasms as well as you do who you 
are, I am in trouble.’ 

I can tell the question is an important one, some kind of test. Be careful, I think in 
Marcel’s direction, as though he might somehow hear me. Marcel hesitates for only a second 
before saying- ‘Heard he might have sympathies on the other side.’ Suddenly, it all makes sense: 
the fact that Marcel said- ‘I have friends here,’ the fact that he has seemingly had access to six in 
the past. One of the guards must have been a well-wisher, maybe an active part of the resistance. 
Marcel’s constant refrain plays in my head: There are more of us than you think. 



Marcel decreases visibly. Apparently, that was the right answer. He seems to decide 
that Marcel is, after all, trustworthy. We’re in a tiny square, surrounded on all sides by the 
stained gray sides of the Vaults. 

The grass here is amazingly lush, reaching practically to my knees. A single tree twists 
upward to our left, and a bird is twittering in its branches. It’s surprisingly nice out here, peaceful 
and pretty- strange to be standing in the middle of a little garden while enclosed by the massive 
stone walls of the prison, like being at the exact center of a hurricane, and finding peace and 
silence in the middle of so much shrieking damage. 

Part: 4 

Marcel has moved several paces away. He is standing, head bowed, with his eyes on 
the ground. He must have a sense too of the peacefulness here, the stillness that seems to hang in 
the air like a veil, covering the whole thing in softness, and rest. The sky above us is darker than 
it was when we first entered the Vaults: Against all the grayness and shadow, the grass stands 
intense and electric, as though it is lit up from inside. It will rain at any another, it just has too. I 
have the sensation of the world holding its breath before a giant exhales, balancing, teetering, 
about to let go. 

‘Here...’ Marcel’s voice rings out, surprisingly loud, and it startles me. 

‘Right here.’ He points to a shard of rock sticking up crookedly from the ground. 

‘That’s where my father is.’ 

The grass is broken up by dozens of these rocks, which at first glance appeared to be 
naturally, haphazardly arranged. Then I realize that they’ve been deliberately tamped down into 
the earth. Some of them are covered in fading black markings, mostly illegible, although on one 
stone I recognize the word BLAIR and on another DIED. 

He- he- I love to get tickle right above my little shaft... and feel some fuzz. 

Part: 5 


By the time, I returned to the guest room where their lovemaking session had taken 
place, I found he sound asleep. They haven’t seen each other in five days. It only took thirty 



minutes to go from hello to total exhaustion for Teddy who was sleeping like a baby. I didn’t 
want to, but she had to take a bath alone after Teddy left his calling card all over her legs, a little 
on her chin and breasts. She felt Teddy would not miss his feeling her up this one time. Looking 
in the bathroom m ir ror and only seeing herself without him with his hands all over her big ass, 
Annie saw a woman that had accomplished so much in a very short period of time. Yet with all 
she had accomplished, the greatest would be capturing Ray. For without him, Annie knew she 
wouldn’t be the woman she is today. 

My total concentration was on him. She wondered if this is what true love is. She 
knows he is her ever 5 d;hing. She knows he loves her totally. He gave up his playboy lifestyle and 
a year-long trip around the world with all expenses paid just to be with her. He has gotten the 
best at that time a virgin could give, although Annie gave way more than she had, he stayed. It 
had to be love and not lust. 

Annie’s only goal is to continually be the best at whatever he needed. Be it a cook or a 
warm mouth, she vowed to be the best at all times. On this day, she knew she was better, so 
much better. 

Kellie- previous times - returned to the guest room and crawled up next to him. She 
always thought about how amazing it was that I could sleep in one spot without moving. She 
kissed his shoulder and stared at him as if she was seeing him for the first time. Going into the 
hostile territory was nothing compared to hunting down him. This gift that expanded her m in d 
and body was released by him and she loves it more and more each day. What this gift did was 
take a naive young virgin whose breasts had never been touch before and who would break a 
Popsicle in three pieces to downing he’s seven-plus inches with the greatest on ease. 

She never tried gymnastics before because she was too stiff, yet she can keep her legs 
behind her head for as long as it takes, I complete his mission. Annie opens the curta in s and 
looked toward the Heavens to give thanks for selecting Teddy for her. Then she rolled teddy on 
his back and put his arm around her, kissed the head of his penis and went to sleep a happy little 
girlie. 


I realize as the purpose of the courtyard dawns on me. We’re standing in the middle of 
a graveyard. Marcel is staring down at a large chunk of concrete, as flat like a tablet, pressed 
down into the earth in front of his feet. 



All the writing is visible here, the words neatly printed in what looks like a black 
marker, their edges slightly blurred as though someone has been continuously retracing them 
over a long period of time. It says rest in peace. 

I say... I want to reach out and slip my hand into Marcel’s, but I don’t think we’re safe. 
There are a few windows surrounding the courtyard on the ground floor, and even though they 
are thickly coated in grime, someone could walk by at any moment, lookout, and see us. ‘Your 
father?’ 


Marcel nods, then shakes his shoulders, a sudden movement as though trying to jerk 
himself away from sleep. ‘Yeah.’ 

‘He was here?’ 

One side of Marcel’s mouth quirks up into a smile, but the rest of his face remains 
stony. ‘For fourteen years. ’ He draws a slow circle in the dirt with his toe, the first physical sign 
of discomfort or distraction he has given since we arrived. At that moment I am in awe of him: 
Since I have known him, he has done nothing but support me and give me comfort and listen to 
me, and all this time he has been carrying the weight of his own secrets too. 

I say to you now dad- ‘What happened...?’ I ask quietly. ‘I mean, what did he...?’ I 
trail off. I don’t want to push the issue. It's funny that way, you can get used. To the tears and the 
pain. What a child will believe you never loved me, It's funny that way, you can get used, To the 
tears and the pain. What a child will believe. You never loved me. You can't hurt me now, I got 
away from you, I never thought I would, you can't make me cry, you once had the power, I never 
felt so-o good about myself, seems like yesterday, I lay down next to your boots and I prayed for 
your anger to end, Oh Father I have sinned; Oh Father you never wanted to live that way you 
never wanted to hurt me, why am I mnning away, maybe someday, when I look back I'll be able 
to say, you didn't mean to be cruel Somebody hurt you too. 


Marcel glances at me quickly and looks away. ‘What did he do?’ He says. 



The hardness has returned to his voice. T- don’t know. What all the people who end 
up in Ward Six do. He thought for himself. Stood up for what he believed in. 

Refused to give in... ’ 

‘Ward Six?’ 


Marcel avoids my eyes carefully. ‘The dead ward,’ he says quietly. ‘For political 
prisoners, mostly. They’re kept in solitary confinement. In addition, no one ever gets released.’ 

He gestures around him, to the other shards of stone poking up through the grass, 
dozens of makeshift graves. ‘Ever,’ he repeats, and I think of the sign on the door: LIFERS, HA- 
HA. 


‘I’m so sorry, Marcel.’ 1 would give anything to touch him, but the best I can do is an 
inch closer to him so that our skin is separated by only a few inches. 

He looks at me then, shooting me a sad smile. ‘He and my mom where only sixteen 
when they met. Can you believe that? She was only eighteen when she had me.’ 

Part: 6 

He drops into a squat and traces his father’s name with his thumb. I suddenly 
understand that the reason he comes here so often is to continue darkening the letters as they fade, 
to keep some record of his father. I think for my mom it was easier to believe he had really died. 
She didn’t want to think of him rotting in this place.’ 

‘They wanted to run away together, but he was caught before they could finalize a 
plan. I never knew he’d been taken into custody. 

I just thought he was dead. My mom thought it would be better for me, and nobody in 
the Wilds knew enough to correct her. 

I feel sick. The walls appear to be pressing closer to us, growing taller and narrower, 
too- so the sky feels more and more remote, an ever-diminishing point. We’ll never get out, I 
think, and then take a deep breath, trying to stay calm. 



He continues looping a finger over the letters, back and forth. ‘My aunt and uncle told 
me the truth when I turned fifteen. They wanted me to know. I came here to meet him, but-’ 

I think I see- Marcel shudder, a sudden stiffening movement of his shoulders and back. 

‘An 5 rway, it was too late. He was dead, had been dead for a few months, and buried 
here, where his remains wouldn’t contaminate anything.’ 

Marcel straightens up. ‘Ready?’ he asks me, for the second time this morning. I nod, 
even though I’m not sure that I am. He allows himself the brief flicker of a smile, and I see, for a 
second, a bit of warmth spark up in his eyes. Then he’s all business again. 

I take one last look at the tombstone before we go in. I try to think of prayer or 
something appropriate to say, but nothing comes to me. The lessons of the scientists aren’t really 
clear about what happens when you die: Supposedly you dissipate into the heavenly matter that 
is God, and get absorbed by him, although they also tell us that the cured go to heaven and live 
forever in perfect harmony and order. 

‘Your name.’ 1 spin around to face Marcel. He has already moved past me, headed 
back for the door. ‘Marcel’ 

He gives an almost imperceptible shake of his head. ‘Assigned to me,’ he says. For a 
moment Marcel’s hand pauses on the gun, his fingers once again performing a dance on the 
trigger. ‘Sure,’ he says, keeping his eyes on 

Marcel, as though I’m not even there. ‘You must have heard about it.’ 

Marcel shrugs. ‘A little of this, a little of that. Nothing confirmed.’ Marcel laughs. It’s 
a terrible sound. It reminds me of the time I saw two seagulls fighting in midair over a scrap of 
food, screeching as they tumbled toward the ocean. ‘Oh, it’s confirmed,’ he says. 

‘Happened back in February. 

We got the alarm from Raymon, as a matter of fact. ’Course if he was in on it, she 
might have had a lead time of six, seven hours.’ 



Part: 7 


17th November- 2014- 

‘The ‘50 Shades of Grey’ dude looks just like ‘Love Actually’ kid...? I feel less 
-turned on- and more like... I should call child services...’ 

Kalliez 14@twtter.com ^ 

Kelliezl4@twtter.com < look at that shit there... I can have anything can 1? 

Cupcakes- ‘If the frosting has cream cheese it counts as breakfast, right?’ 

Through the walls, we can hear low moaning, a constant vibration. It’s worse, 
somehow, than the screeches, and screams of earlier: This is the sound people make when 
they’ve long ago given up hope that anyone is listening, a reflexive sound, meant just to fill the 
time and space and the darkness. 

‘Cooking for one sucks, because no matter how I portion it; I seem to end up wasting 
food. Also, loneliness...’ 

I’m going to be sick. If Marcel is correct, my mother is here, behind one of these 
terrible doors-so close that if 1 could rearrange the particles and make the stone melt away, I 
might put my hand out, and touch her. Closer than I ever thought I would be to her again. 

As we walk, I can hear the barrel of his gun, slapping against his thigh. I’m worried I 
might faint, and I want to reach out, and steady myself against the walls, but they are coated with 
fungus and moisture. On either side of us, bolted metal cell doors appear at intervals, each 
outfitted with a single grimy window the size of a dinner plate. 

‘Being told ‘1 know you can do this’ weirdly makes me not want to try... 

‘You CAN'T do this’ has the same effect. Okay, yeah, 1 might just be lazy.’ 

I am filled with competing thoughts and desires: My mother cannot be here; I would 
rather she was dead; I want to see her alive. And filled, too, with that other word, pressing itself 
underneath all my other thoughts: leakage, seepage, escape. A possibility too fantastic to 




contemplate. If my mother had been the one to break out, I would have known. She would have 
come forme. Ward Six consists of just one long hallway. 

‘Here’s your boy Raymon, if you want to say hello.’ Then he laughs again, that awful 
crackling sound. I think about what he said when we first entered the vestibule; He’s always here, 
nowadays. 

Ahead of us, Marcel does not respond, but I think I see him shudder. Marcel nudges 
me sharply in the back with the barrel of his gun. ‘So, what do you think?’ 

As far as I can tell, there are about forty doors, forty separate cells. 

‘This is it...’ 

Marcel says. ‘The grand tour.’ He pounds on one of the very first doors. 

Random- like- ‘I get the same feeling at the dentist that I get when a cop car is behind 
me; I haven't done anything wrong, but I feel incredibly guilty.’ 

When he says the word, the walls seem to collapse around me. I take a quick step 
backward, bumping up against a wall. It could be her, I think, and for one horrible, guilty second. 
I’m disappointed. Then I remind myself that she might not be here at all and in any case, it could 
have been anyone who escaped, any female sympathizer or agitator. 

Still, the dizziness does not subside. I’m filled with anxiety and fear and a desperate 
craving, all at once. 

‘What’s wrong with her?’ Marcel asks. His voice sounds distant. 

‘Air,’ I manage to force out. ‘It’s the air in here.’ 

Hate isn’t the most dangerous thing, he’d said. Indifference is. 

Marcel starts talking. His voice is low and still casual, but there’s an undertone of 
force to it: the kind of vocal sound street peddlers lapse into when they are trying to get you to 
buy a carton of bmised berries or a broken toy. It’s okay, I will give you a deal, no problem, trust 


me. 



‘Listen, just let us in for a minute. That’s all it will take: a minute. Marcel laughs again, 
that unpleasant crackling sound. ‘You think it’s bad out here,’ he says. ‘It's paradise compared to 
the cells.’ He seems to take pleasure in this, and it reminds me of a debate I bad a few weeks ago 
with Marcel when he was arguing against the usefulness of the cure. I said - that without love, 
there could also be no hate: without hate, no violence. You can tell she’s already scared out of 
her thoughts. I had to come all the way out here for this, a day off and everything, I was going to 
go to the pier, maybe try out some fishing. 

Point is if I bring her home and she’s not straightened out - well, you know, chances 
are I’ll just have to haul out here again. And I only have a couple of days off, and summer’s 
almost over-’ 

‘Why all the trouble?’ Marcel says, jerking his head in my direction. 

‘If she’s causing problems, there’s an easy to fix her up.’ It’s a bold lie. Marcel could 
easily ask to see my ID card, and then Marcel and I are screwed. I’m not sure what the 
punishment would be for infiltrating the Vaults under false pretenses, but it can’t be good. 

Marcel smiles tightly. ‘Her father’s Steven, a commissioner at the labs. 

He doesn’t want to do an early procedure, no trouble, no violence or mess. Looks bad, 
you know.’ 

Marcel appears interested in me for the first time. He looks me up and down like I’m a 
grapefruit he’s evaluating in the supermarket for mellowness, and for a moment he doesn’t say 
anything. 

Then, finally, he stands, slipping the gun onto his shoulder. ‘Come on,’ he says. 

‘Seven minutes.’ 

‘Let’s go,’ he says, manufacture his vocal sound crotchety, like my little fit has left 
him impatient. Nevertheless, his touch is gentle, and his hand warm and reassuring. As he’s 
fiddling with the keypad, which requires both that he type code, and scan his hand on some kind 
of fingerprint- matching screen, Marcel reaches out and takes my elbow. 


Part: 8 



Ray's idea of bathing her is to wash her ass and feel her up over and over again. But 
one thing is for sure, he cleans her ass really well. After bathing herself Annie sat on the bed and 
reflected on today’s events. It’s two forty-five and she flew out of Pitt. At nine this morning. She 
became Less than this nice naive barely boob-ed adult, unassuming, sexless woman. Now she’s a 
killing sex machine on me. How could the taste of he come do this to her? 

And she did... 

I wish he... could keep it there, but after only a second he lets me go again. I can read 
a plea, loud and clear, in his eyes: Be strong. We’re almost there. Be strong for just a little while 
longer. The locks on the door release with a click. 

Marcel goes first, then me, then Marcel. 

Marcel leans his shoulder against it, straining, and it slides open just enough for us to 
squeeze by into the hallway beyond. 


But the smell is what really hits me: a horrible, rotting, festering stink, like the 
Dumpsters by the harbor, the place where all the fish intestines get discarded, on the hottest day. 
The passage is so narrow we have to go single file, and it’s even darker than the rest of the 
Vaults. 


I stood looking out at the cattle as it grazed in the far-field. It was good to be home, 
but he couldn’t quite get his head on straight. That’s when he saw the lone horse out in the field. 
Anger surged in him as he urged his horse into a run across the large expanse of pasture. If one 
of those longhorn cattle came near enough to gore that Stallion, they’d be out a lot of money. His 
mind kept going over who was in charge of the horses this morning when he headed out. Then he 
remembered, it was Maggie. Shaking his head as he easily jumped the fence and gained on the 
skittish Stallion. Evidently, the horse realized he was in the wrong place. Once- he neared the 
horse he saw the dangling rope. Grinding his teeth and jumping off his horse he grabbed the rope 
and reached up to tie it to the horn on his saddle. He stepped up into the saddle and started for the 



bam. He would have her hide for this. She knew how to tie a proper knot. Where was that girl's 
mind? 


When he neared the bam, he saw his little sister bmshing her mare. She looked up and 
their eyes locked. Hers was the first to dart away. She knew instantly that he was angry. Hie 
horse he was leaning toward her was one of the prize Stallions that her father had paid a lot of 
money for. Stepping around the back of her horse, she gazed over the horses back timidly, 
dreading his wrath. Maybe if she put the horse between them it would be better, but the anger in 
his eyes was growing. Finally, she walked out of the stall and reached up for the rope that he 
handed her. 

‘Maggie...’ 

What were you thinking? Do you have any idea where this horse was when I found 
him?’ Not giving her time to respond, he continued with a loud, booming voice full of anger. ‘He 
was out in the pasture with the longhorn cattle. What if one of those bulls decided to tear open 
this Stallion? How’d he get- loose? You know how to tie a knot.’ He slowly dismounted his 
horse and stood in front of his sister. Grabbing the rope, he tied it in a proper knot and slipped it 
over the hook on the side of the stall. 

‘I’m sorry Ridge. I don’t know how he got loose. I swear I tied the knot tightly.’ She 
edged away from him as he continued to stare at her. 

He reached up and pulled his cowboy hat off to wipe the sweat from his forehead. 
How could he stay mad at her? With a quick motion, he grabbed her and pulled her into his 
embrace. ‘Just be glad it was me that found him and not dad. He’d have you cleaning out stalls 
with your hands.’ He reached up and pulled her ponytail. 

She made a face just thinking about that punishment. ‘Hianks, Ridge, for not ratting 
on me this time but I’ll do better. I guess I was distracted by the new horse and all.’ Looking 
over her shoulder at her new mare she smiled. ‘But you’ve got to admit she’s worth the 
distraction.’ 

He laughed and pushed her gently back toward her mare. ‘Well, distraction or not, 
don’t let it happen again or I’ll have you using your toothbmsh on the bits.’ 



As she giggled, he rolled his eyes and headed over to brush his horse down, his heart- 
melting slightly at the sound of her giggle. That was one of the many things he’d missed while in 
Iraq. 


His mind went back to that bad place that haunted his dreams and woke him in a cold 
sweat every night. The sand ate into his feet as he stood with his back against the jeep. He held 
his gun against his body in complete silence, waiting on the enemy to move closer. The cries 
from his injured fellow soldiers filled the air, causing his heart to pound loud in his ears. 

Suddenly- 

A loud explosion rattled the air and then the next thing he knew was seeing a hospital 
room ceiling. Then he was brought back to the stable when he felt a slight shiver run up his spine. 
Turning he realized a female was in the stables that he didn’t know. 

Maggie was talking with her as he walked up. The woman was stunning in her jeans 
and t-shirt, as she stood talking about the new mare. Both women looked up when he stopped 
beside Maggie. 

‘Ridge have you met the new vet yet?’ She asked in a sweet telling voice. He looked 
down at her with a warning in his eyes, letting her know he was aware of the slight hint in her 
voice. 


The woman stepped forward and extended her hand. ‘I’m glad to finally meet the 
town’s hero, Ridge Cauthen. Thank you for all you’ve done for this country.’ She said in almost 
an exhale as she took in his gorgeous face and lean, muscular body. 

He took her hand sheepishly as he grinned down at her. ‘I’m just a normal man doing 
what he had to do.’ 

Suddenly- embarrassed, she said, ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t say my name, it’s Mallory Talon.’ 

‘Good to meet you, Mallory.’ He tipped his hat and spun on his booted heel, heading 
back out of the stable. One thing he’d learned while at war was when that tingle went down your 
spine, you needed to take cover and it was time to take cover. 



It was raining we ran to the bam and had hot sex and kissing. I was up early kidding 
him and she didn’t want to drain him before his golf game with Timmy. 

She brought him to the brink, but didn’t drain his tank is the way he put it. It was eight 
o’clock and as he was preparing to meet Timmy for their nine o’clock tee time, I was still 
kidding him about what he misses when he plays golf. She told him to shoot that little white ball 
in that hole because you didn’t shoot anything in this hole. 

He laughed and said I can still cancel. I said don’t do that, that golf course may close, 
but I stay open. She kissed him passionately, grab his manhood and told him to go beat Timmy 
and if he won, she’ll give him a trophy. He waved bye and shouted I’ve had a trophy since I met 
you. Annie kissed him and said that’s good because I’m going to drain you right now. 


Even Marcel curses and coughs, covering his nose with his hand. 

Behind me, I can imagine Marcel grinning. ‘Ward Six has its own special perfume,’ he 

says. 


It’s all good! Remember that! 

‘Your real name is Marcel,’ I say, and he nods. This is what people are always talking 
about when they talk about God: this feeling, of being held and unspoken and protected. Feeling 
this way seems about as close to saying a prayer as you could get, so I follow Marcel back inside, 
holding my breath as we again encounter that awful stink. He has a secret name, just like me. We 
stand there for one more moment, looking at each other, and in that instant, I feel our connection 
so strongly it’s as though it achieves physical existence, becomes a hand all around us, cupping 
us together, protecting us. 

I follow Marcel down a series of serpentine hallways. The sensation of stillness and 
peace I had in the courtyard is replaced almost immediately by fear so sharp it is like a blade 
going straight into the core of me, driving down and deep until I can hardly breathe or keep 
going. At points, the wailing grows louder, almost to a fever pitch, and I have to cover my ears; 
then it ebbs away again. Once we pass a man wearing a long white lab coat, stained with what 
looks like blood; he is leading a patient on a leash. 



Neither one looks at us as we pass. We make so many twists and turns I’m beginning 
to wonder if Marcel is lost, especially as the hallways grow dirtier, and the lights above us 
become fewer in number so that eventually we are walking through murk and obscurity, with a 
single functioning bulb to light up twenty feet of the blackened stone corridor. At intervals 
various glowing neon signs appear in the darkness, as though they are rising out of the air itself: 
WARD ONE, WARD TWO, WARD THREE, WARD FOUR. Marcel keeps going, though, and 
when we pass the hallway that leads to Ward Five, I call out to him, convinced he has gotten 
confused or lost his way. 

Part: 9 

‘Marcel,’ I say, but even as I say the word it strangles me because just then we come 
up to a heavy set of double doors marked with a small sign, barely illuminated, so faint I can 
hardly read it. And yet it seems to bum as brightly as a thousand suns. 

He strokes the barrel of his gun-which has been resting casually between his knees- as 
though it is a pet. 

‘That’s right. 

This is the first time I’ve heard anyone in an official capacity acknowledge the 
existence of the people in the Wilds, and I sucked in a sharp breath. I know it must be painful for 
Marcel to stand there, talking dismissively about a friend who has been caught for being a 
sympathizer. The punishment must have been swift and severe, especially since he was on the 
government payroll. Most likely he was hanged or shot or electrocuted, or thrown into one of the 
cells to rot- if the courts were merciful and decided against a verdict of death by torture. If he 
even had a trial. Came as a total shock to me. ’Course I hardly knew him- saw him sometimes in 
the break room, once or twice in the shitter, that’s about it. 

Kept to himself, mostly. I guess it makes sense. Must have been getting chatty with 
the Invalids.’ 

Amazingly, Marcel’s voice doesn’t falter. ‘What was the tip-off?’Marcel keeps 
massaging his gun, and something about the motion-gentle, almost, like he’s willing it to live- 
makes me feel sick. ‘No tip-off, exactly.’ He sweeps his hair off his face, revealing a splotchy 
red forehead, shiny with sweat. It’s much hotter here than it was in the other wards. The air must 



get trapped in these walls, rotting, and festering like everything else in this place. ‘It figures he 
must have known something about the escape. He was in charge of cell inspections. And the 
tunnel didn’t just sprout up overnight.’ 

‘The escape?’ The words fly out of my mouth before I can help it. My heart starts 
jolting painfully in my chest. 

Nobody has ever escaped the Crypts, not ever. 

‘You must have heard about it.’ 

Marcel shrugs. ‘A little of this, a little of that. Nothing confirmed.’ 

Marcel laughs. It’s a terrible sound. It reminds me of the time I saw two seagulls 
fighting in midair over a scrap of food, screeching as they tumbled toward the ocean. ‘Oh, it’s 
confirmed,’ For a moment Marcel’s hand pauses on the gun, his fingers once again performing a 
dance on the trigger. 

‘Sure,’ he says, keeping his eyes on Marcel, as though I’m not even there. He says. 
‘Happened back in February. We got the alarm from Raymon, as a matter of fact. ’Course if he 
was in on it, she might have had a lead time of six, seven hours.’ 

When he says the word, the walls seem to collapse around me. Then 1 remind myself 
that she might not be here at all and in any case, it could have been anyone who escaped, any 
female sympathizer or agitator. Still, the dizziness does not subside. I take a quick step backward, 
bumping up against a wall. It could be her, I think, and for one horrible, guilty second. I’m 
disappointed. 

Then-1 only have a couple of days off, and summer’s almost over-.’ 

It’s okay. I’ll give you a deal, no problem, trust me. 

‘Listen, just let us in for a minute. That’s all it will take: a minute. You can tell she’s 
already scared out of her mind. I had to come all the way out here for this, a day off and 
everything, 1 was going to go to the pier, maybe try out some fishing. 



Point is if I bring her home and she’s not straightened out - well, you know, chances 
are I’ll just have to haul out here again. 

I’m filled with anxiety and fear and a desperate craving, all at once. 

‘What’s wrong with her?’ Marcel asks. 

His voice sounds distant. 

‘Air,’ I manage to force out. ‘It’s the air in here.’ 

Marcel laughs again, that unpleasant crackling sound. ‘You think it’s bad out here,’ he 
says. ‘It’s paradise compared to the cells.’ He seems to take pleasure in this, and it prompts me 
of a debate I had a few weeks ago with Marcel when he was arguing against the usefulness of the 
cure. 1 said that without love, there could also be no hate: without hate, no violence. Hate isn’t 
the most dangerous thing, he’d said. Indifference is. 

Marcel starts talking. His voice is low, and still casual, but there’s an undertone of 
force to it: the kind of voice street peddlers lapse into when they are trying to get you to buy a 
carton of bmised berries or a broken toy. 

‘Why all the trouble?’ Marcel says, jerking his head in my direction. ‘If she’s causing 
problems, there’s an easy way to fix her up.’ Marcel smiles tightly. 

‘Her father’s Steven, a commissioner at the labs. 

He doesn’t want to do an early procedure, no trouble, no violence or mess. 

Looks bad, you know.’ 

It’s a bold lie. Marcel could easily ask to see my ID card, and then Marcel and I are 
screwed. I’m not sure what the punishment would be for infiltrating the Vaults under false 
pretenses, but it can’t be good. 

Behind me, I can imagine Marcel grinning. ‘Ward Six has its own special perfume,’ he 
says- As we walk, I can hear the barrel of his gun, slapping against his thigh. I’m worried I might 
faint, and I want to reach out and steady myself against the walls, but they are coated with fungus 



and moisture. On either side of us, bolted metal cell doors appear at intervals, each outfitted with 
a single grimy window the size of a dinner plate. 

Through the walls, we can hear low moaning, a constant vibration. It’s worse, 
somehow, than the screeches, and screams of earlier: This is the sound people make when 
they’ve long ago given up hope that anyone is listening, a reflexive sound, meant just to fill the 
time and space and the dimness. 

I’m going to be sick. 

Then filled, too, with that other word, pressing itself beneath all my other thoughts: 
escape, leakage, escape. An occasion too fantastic to contemplate. If my mother had been the one 
to break out, I would have known. 

She would have come for me. 

If Marcel is correct, my mother is here, behind one of these terrible doors-so close that 
if I could rearrange the particles and make the stone melt away, I might put my hand out and 
touch her. Closer than 1 ever thought 1 would be to her again. 

I am filled with competing thoughts and desires: My mother cannot be here; I would 
rather she was dead; I want to see her alive. Ward Six consists of just the one long hallway. As 
far as I can tell, there are about forty doors, forty separate cells. 

‘This is it,’ Marcel says. ‘The grand tour.’ He pounds on one of the very first doors. 
‘Here’s your boy Raymon, if you want to say hello.’ Then he laughs again, that awful crackling 
sound. 


I think about what he said when we first entered the vestibule: He’s always here, 
nowadays. Ahead of us, Marcel does not respond, but I think I see him shudder. 

Marcel nudges me sharply in the back with the barrel of his gun. ‘So, what do you 

think?’ 


‘Awful,’ I croak out. My throat feels like it has been encircled with barbed wire. 
Marcel seems pleased. ‘Better to listen and do as you’re told,’ he says. 


‘No use ending up like this guy.’ 



We’ve paused in front of one of the cells. Marcel nods toward the tiny window, and I 
take a hesitant step forward, pressing my face up against the glass. It’s so grimy it’s practically 
opaque, but if I squint, I can just make out a few shapes in the obscurity of the cell: a single bed 
with a flimsy, dirty mattress; a toilet; a bucket that looks like it might be the human equivalent of 
a dog’s water bowl. At first, I think there’s a pile of old rags in the comer too, until-1 realize that 
this thing is the ‘guy’ Marcel was pointing out: a filthy, crouching heap of skin and bones and 
crazy, tangled hair. He’s motionless, and his skin is so dirty it blends in with the gray of the stone 
walls behind him. If it weren’t for his eyes, rolling continuously back and forth as though he is 
checking the air for insects, you would never know he was alive. You would never even know he 
was human. The thought flashes again: I would rather she be dead. Not in this place. 

Anywhere but here. 

‘What?’ I say. 

For a moment he doesn’t answer. He is staring at something, I cannot see some door, 
presumably, farther down the hall. 

Marcel has continued down the hall, and I hear him draw in his breath sharply. I look 
up. He is standing perfectly still, and the appearance on his face makes me afraid. 

Then he turns to me abmptly, a quick, convulsive shake. 

‘Don’t,’ he says, his voice a croak, and the fear surges, overwhelms me. 

‘What is it?’ I ask again. I start down the hall toward him. It seems, all of a sudden, 
that he is very far away, and when Marcel speaks up behind me, his voice too sounds distant. 

‘That’s where she was,’ he is saying. ‘Number one-eighteen. Admin hasn’t coughed 
up the dough to get the walls patched, yet, so, for now, we’re just leaving it as is. Not a lot of 
money around here for improvements-’ 

Marcel is watching me. All his control and confidence has vanished. 

Marcel holds up his hand like he’s thinking of blocking my progress. Our eyes meet 
for just a second and something flashes between us- a warning, or an apology, maybe-and then I 
am pushing beyond him into cell 117. 



His eyes are blazing with anger, or maybe pain; his mouth is twisted into a grimace. 
My head feels full of noise. 

In almost every way it is identical to the cells I’ve glimpsed through the tiny hallway 
windows: a rough cement floor; a rust-stained toilet, and a bucket full of water, in which several 
cockroaches are revolving slowly; a tiny iron bed with a paper-thin mattress, which someone has 
dragged into the very center of the room. 

But the walls. 

‘Stray bobby pins; you are my Everest.’ 

#- Hashtag- (Organizing Day) 

Looped huge and scratched, just barely, in the corners; inscribed in the graceful script 
and solid block lettering; chipped, scratched, picked away, as though the walls are slowly 
melting into poetry. 

And on the ground, lying curled up against one wall is a dull silver chain with a charm 
still attached to it: a ruby-encrusted dagger whose blade has been worn down to a small nub. 

The walls are covered- crammed- with writing. Nope- Not writing. They are covered 
with a single four-letter word that has been inscribed over and over, on every available surface. 

Love. 

Part: 10 

Sleepy- sleepy- sleepy- ‘How long can you stay still before you develop bedsores?’ 
Lazy boy...! 

#- Hashtag: (MotivationMonday) 

DADDY - My father’s charm. My mother’s necklace. My mother. All this time, during 
every long second of my life when I believed her dead, she was here: scratching, burrowing, 
chipping away, encased in the stone walls like a long-buried secret. 

You know- ‘For someone with such an intense need to be liked you-you would think I 
would have figured out how to be less of an asshole.’ 



I feel, suddenly, as though I am back in my dream, standing on a cliff as the solid 
ground disintegrates underneath me, transforms into the sand in an hourglass, running away 
under my feet. I feel the way I do at that moment when I realize that all the ground has vanished, 
and I am standing on a bare blade of air, ready to drop. 

‘It’s terrible, you see? Look at what the disease did to her. Who knows how many 
hours she spent scrabbling along these walls like a rat?’ 

Tv time- ‘Does the food network use music recycled from 80's pom, or do I want to 
fuck that souffle?’ This is why I do eat- god- shit and piss! ‘I suspect that low-carb diets work 
not because they are healthier, but because without carbs I simply lose the will to eat.’ 

Marcel and Marcel are standing behind me. Marcel’s words seem to be muffled by a 
layer of cloth. I take a step forward into the cell, suddenly fixated on a shaft of light, extending 
like a long golden finger from a space in the wall that has been chipped clear away. 

The clouds must have begun to break apart outside: Through the hole, on the other 
side of the stone fortress, I see the flashing blue of the 3 Rivers, and leaves shifting and tumbling 
over one another, a snow slip of green and sun and the perfume of wild, growing things. The 
Boondocks... 

As he’s fiddling with the keypad, which requires both that he type code and scan his 
hand on some kind of fingerprint-matching screen, Marcel reaches out and takes my elbow. 
‘Let’s go,’ he says, making his voice gmff like my little fit has left him impatient. 

Nevertheless, then his touch is moderate, and his hand warm and reassuring. I wish he 
could keep it there, but after only a second he lets me go again. I can read a plea, loud and clear, 
in his eyes: Be strong. 

We’re almost there. Be strong for just a little while longer. Marcel appears interested 
in me for the first time. 

He looks me up and down like I’m a grapefmit he’s evaluating in the supermarket for 
ripeness, and fora moment he doesn’t say anything. Then, finally, he stands, slipping the gun 
onto his shoulder. ‘Come on,’ he says. ‘Five minutes.’ The locks on the door release with a click. 



Marcel leans his shoulder against it, straining, and it slides open just enough for us to squeeze by 
into the hallway beyond. 

Marcel goes first, then me, then Marcel. The passage is so narrow we have to go single 
file, and it’s even darker than the rest of the Vaults. 

But the smell is what really hits me: a horrible, rotting, festering stink, like the 
Dumpsters by the harbor, the place where all the fish intestines get discarded, on the hottest day. 
Even Marcel curses and coughs, covering his nose with his hand. 

So many hours, so many days, looping those same four letters over and over: that 
strange and terrifying word, the word that confined her here for over ten years. 

In addition to, ultimately, the word that helped her escape. In the lower half of one 
wall, she has traced the word so many times in such enormous script- LOVE, each letter the size 
of a child- and gouged so deeply into the stone that the oh has formed a tunnel, and she has 
gotten out. Food for the body, milk for your bones, ice for the bleeding, a belly of stones. 

-A fo lk lore consecration... 

Even after the iron gates clang shut behind us and the Vaults recedes in the distance, 
the feeling of being penned in on all sides doesn’t go away. There’s still a terrible, squeezing 
pressure in my chest, and I have to stmggle to suck in full breaths. 

An ancient prison bus with a wheezing motor carries us away from the border, to 
Deering. From there Marcel and I walk back toward the center of Pittsburgh, staying on opposite 
sides of the sidewalk. Every couple of feet he swivels his head to look at me, opening, and 
closing his mouth, l ik e he’s pronouncing a series of inaudible words. I know he’s worried about 
me, and probably waiting forme to break down, but I can’t bring myself to meet his eyes or 
speak to him. I keep my eyes locked straight ahead of me, keep my feet cycling forward. Other 
than the terrible pain in my chest and stomach, my body feels numb. 

I can’t feel the ground underneath me or the wind zipping through the trees, skating 
past my face; can’t feel the warmth of the sun, which has, against all odds, broken through the 



terrible black clouds, lighting the world up a strange greenish color, as though everything is 
submerged in water. 


When 1 was little and my mother died -when I thought she’d died-1 remember going 
out for my first-ever mn and getting hopelessly lost at the end of Congress, a street I’d been 
playing on my whole life. I turned a comer, and found myself in front of the Bubble and Soap 
Cleaners and had been suddenly unable to remember where I was, and whether the home was to 
the left or to the right. 

Nothing looked the same. 

Everything looked like a painted replica of itself, fragile and distorted, like I was 
caught in a funhouse hall of mirrors, with face does not mine looking back at me, luminous my 
regular world back to me, I feel now, once again; yes- lost and found and lost again, all at once 
thi s was happing or so it seems to me, I wonder if it was to them. In addition- now I know 
somewhere in this world, in the wildness on the other side of the fence, my mother is alive and 
breathing I see her angel body in- front of me all the time, do you see her? Me- sweating and 
moving and thinking frantically. I spectacle if she is thinking about me... plus the pain shoots 
deeper, in my mind, and hurting young small body it makes me- lose my breath completely, that 
I did not know I was holding in, so I have to rest... you see me sitting done in the grass, then I 
got up started walking and double up, one hand on my stomach. 

Still- there are people on the streets, that I and you can see. This including a man that I 
take for a watchdog right away. Even now just before noon, he has a bullhorn swinging from his 
neck, besides a wooden baton strapped to one thigh. 

I have to fight my way through the pain, that I have that they gave to me. It is radiating 
through my whole body, like hart bam in the night after eating far too much. Now, throbbing up 
into my head and shank with tremors down to my legs and toes. T think so,’ I make a harsh gasp 
out...! 


‘Backstreet- on your left- go... ’ I uncurl up as much as I can- an adequate amount of, 
at least, to hobble into the backstreet in the middle of two larger buildings that a black glass and 
like way far up there, one has a point on it. 



Halfway down the backstreet there are a few metal dumpsters, arranged parallel to one 
another, bustling with flies. The smell is disgusting, like being back in the Vaults, on the other 
hand, I sink down between them anyway, appreciative for the concealment and the chance to be 
seated. As soon as I’m resting, the throbbing hits and ticks in my head subside some, yet not all. 

I slope my head back against the brick wall there, and feel the world swaying some to my eyes, 
and looking forward and to the sides, a ship cut loosens for now mooring. 

Marcel- he must have seen him too... there... do you? He stays a couple of feet away 
from me, skims through the street, trying to appear undisturbed, or unworried. Then again, he 
murmurs in my direction, ‘Can you move- Jezz?’ The voices said. 

Part: 11 

Marcel joins me a few moments later, squatting in front of me, brushing the hair away 
from my face. It’s the first time he’s been able to touch me all day. ‘I’m sorry, Liv,’ he says, and 
I know he really means it when he said something like this. ‘I thought you’d want to know.’ 
Maybe not...? 

Ray aka Raymond... 

She-1 see her face too- 

‘Twelve years,’ I say basically and so simply. ‘I thought she was dead for twelve 
years.’ For a while, we stay there in stillness. I am lost now in the past... confused me too. 

Marcel rubs circles on my shoulders, arms then lay me down and feel my knees- 
anywhere he can reach, really, like he’s despairing to maintain bodily contact with me. I wish I 
could close my eyes, and be blown into dust, and have nothing but nothingness, not feeling all 
my thoughts mn like a train mnning down an upcoming dead-end track. I see the light run in 
flickers like being in the car looking out the window all the same as the girl in the first story. 

Diffuse like fuzz or bully lint of mine- like just drifting off on the wind. All the same, 
his hands keep pulling me back, yes back- into the backstreet, dark cold and damp, it is fucking 



Pittsburgh, what do you expect, and a world that has suddenly stopped making sense won’t be 
right. She’s out there somewhere, breathing, thirsty, eating, walking, swimming. Impossible like 
how and now, to contemplate going on with my life... It’s just fucking impossible to imagine 
sleeping, and lacing up my shoes for a run and helping. 

(Home) 

I see- my new mom so bitch 2, and she is loading up all the dishes, and even lying in 
the house with some new boyfriend, when I know that she exists on in his mind as fucking 
perfect: that she is out there, orbiting as far from me as a distant constellation, like stars in the 
milky ways is not far enough. 

Why? 

Tell me why I didn’t just walk- yet she comes for me? 

‘Your mother loved you. 

She loved her dicks more. 

Do you recognize that? She loved you. 

Sure... I thought to myself. She still loves you. She desired you to be not burtfuL’ 

Yet you want to be that way to her. 

On the other hand- then again-1 don’t know whom to pray to. 

All at once, I can’t remember any words said to me, and I can’t think of anything but 
being in church not want to be there; like- when I was little and watching, I recall the sun 
brightness up my day, and then fade away beyond the stained - glass windows, loved it- like just 
watching all that light die, like my hope for faith- see if it would come back- ha. What do you 
think I have? 

I have truly nothing, but dull panes of colored glass, raying out for me. All metallic 
thin and not- dunce insubstantial- looking. The thought flashes as speedily and clearly as an 
electrical surge passing like my clit in the light night, bringing the pain searing back. I squeezed 



my eyes shut, drop my head forward, pray for it to pass, and give the finger to the father, and 
walk out, I know he fucked Jenny and not in the ass. 

Watching it tumble to the ground, and it reminds me of my mother 1, and those 
strange and terrifying walls and the tears come faster back then. I swore to the man up there I 
would never cry for anyone like that ever- never ever. 

It’s too late, I feel dicked in the ass once more, and it gets old and sore. Tears are 
blurring my vision, I kick a small boy in the face, dumping holy water in a teen girl’s eyes, that 
was pointing at me saying shit that I did with a girl. I turn away from him and start fragmenting 
lines at the wall and running a fingernail down the bench. Over her name... she was my friend, 
not a lover. A minuscule portion of brick crumbles away. 

The girl- Hanna- ‘If you cared about me, you would take me away,’ 1 say. ‘If you 
cared about me at all you would go right now.’ 

His place I go- 

‘I do care about you,’ Ray says. ‘You don’t. ’ Now I know I am being juvenile, but I 
can’t help it. ‘She didn’t either... she didn’t care at all. Like bitch 1, all the same.’ 

‘That’s not true.’ He yelled out- running after. I said- ‘Why didn’t she come forme, 
then?’ I’m still turning away from him, pressing the palm against his room wall, hard; feeling 
like it, too, might collapse at any second. 

(My thoughts) 

‘Where is she now? Fucking shit-1 should like my sister, yet that is what, and 
everyone wants, isn’t it? she said moody and pissed off at the world. 

Why didn’t she come looking for me then is she the one?’ 

Ray said- You know why, he says, more firmly. 

‘You know what would have happened if she was caught again- if she was caught with 
you. It would have meant death for both of you.’ 



I know he’s right, but that doesn’t make it any better. I keep going stubbornly, unable 
to stop myself from the shit I feel. ‘It’s not that... it’s not that- she doesn’t care, and you don’t 
care. Nobody ever cares... About me- about- shit and about- anything or anyone.’ I draw my 
forearm across my face moving into the handhold of my cheeks, swiping at my nose getting the 
snot. 


Ray puts a hand on each of my elbows and guides me around to face him. When I 
refuse to meet his eyes yet feel dejected, he tilts my chin upward, forcing me to look, stop 
looking down, let me see those eyes.. .they shin up at him- wet glass nice- yet shy. 

‘Maggie- Liv,’ he repeats, the first time... since we met that he has ever used my full 
name. You don’t need to know that it sucks ass. Heat rushes through me like never- ever before 
it was like a baming fart from my ass hole. For the first time in my life, I am not afraid of the 
words they all say. 

Something seems to yawn open inside of me, to stretch out like a girl on her bed, like 
a pussy trying to soak up the sun, into the bargain I’m desperate for him to say it again. 

Like- her voice is endlessly soft. Her eyes are warm and flecked with light, like a 
dream of her in a perfect way- the color of the sun melting like butter through the trees on a 
warm autumn evening. 

Ray- That’s when it happens, the crying and crap, standing there is- sandwiched 
between two disgusting dumpsters in some crappy lane with the whole world cmmbling, down 
around me, and hearing Kellie say those words, all the fear I have carried with me since myself 
scholarly to sit, stand, breathe-since I was told that at the very heart of me was something wrong, 
something rotten and diseased, something to be suppressed - since I was told that I was always 
just a heartbeat away from being damaged - all of it vanishes at once. 


(More judgment’s) 



That thing-the heart of hearts of me, the core of my core -stretches and unfurls even 
further, soaring like a flag: making me feel stronger than I ever have before. His fingers skate the 
edge of my chin, dance briefly over my lips. ‘You should know that like- you have to know that.’ 

‘As well as I love you too.’ 

Nevaeh-1 thought back on it I think the band teacher, though I would have picked up a 
really little girl, to my lips and played her like a flute; she horizontal like... he would look at me 
and- ‘I say that what I thought you would do you’re that stupid to- mix this thing up.’ Me- as I 
thought, that was the soundhole down there on her blowing into her vagina.’ Otherwise so he 
would have thought, that what I would to someone we eye’s- like on me doing nothing wrong. I 
said- ‘She made the same sound as the band didn’t, she- not as fuck at that one dmmyou tuned?’ 

Ray-1 open my mouth and say, ‘I love you too.’ Ray looks hazy dazed and confused, 
even though he’s crouching no more than a foot away from me. 

‘Hey, Look at me.’ I say with longing for his look. My eyes opened he take me there 
full of delightful energy, I have now, don’t you see? 

He looks at me saying these very words- 

‘You must be hungry,’ he says gently.’ 

‘Let’s get you home, okay?’ ‘Are you okay?’ He said. 

‘Now are you okay to walk?’ 

He shuffles back a little, giving me space to stand. 

‘No.’ It comes out more emphatically than I’d intended, and Ray looks startled. 

‘You’re not okay to walk?’ 

A little crease appears between his eyebrows. 

‘No.’ It’s a stmggle to keep my voice at a normal volume. ‘I mean I can’t go home. At 
all’ He sighs and rubs his forehead. I think he will be happy, but instead, he just seems tired. 



He looks away, squinting. ‘Listen, Liv, it’s been a really long day. You’re exhausted. 
You’re hungry lust, desire, and your wanting, with complete pain. 

You’re not thinking clearly... don’t you see.’ The same path you’re going down-1 see 
her dad said to her. 

‘I am thinking clearly.’ I feel that-1 feel fucked up! Did I die some when she did? 
Dyeing on the inside... are you for her now? I haul myself to my feet, hopeless, so I don’t look 
so helpless. I’m angry at this boy, too- even though I know this isn’t his fault, what- so- ever. 

‘Hello: I am your mind, giving you someone to talk too.’ But then again, the fury is 
whipping around inside of me, undirected, gaining force. ‘I can’t stay here Ray. 

Not anymore... 

Not after- not after... after that.’ 

My throat spasms as I swallow back the scream again. ‘They knew, my boy. They 
knew and they never told me, how they feel about him. ’ How do you feel about him now? 

He climbs to his feet too- slowly for my liking, like- it hurts him or some shit like that. 
‘You don’t know that for sure,’ he says. I cut him off hy the pass. Asking- ‘You don’t get it.’ A 
scream is welling inside of me, a black creepy- crawly scrabbling in my throat. All I can think is- 
they knew it was known. 

They all knew- mom and dad and maybe even my girl- Rachel- and still they let me 
believe all along that she was dead. They let me believe she had left me. 

They let me believe I wasn’t worth it. I’m filled, suddenly, with white-hot anger, 
ablaze: If I see them, if I going home, I won’t be able to stop myself. I will not... don’t you see 
this? I’ll bum the fucking apartment building down now, or tear it apart, plank by plank. ‘I want 
to mn away with you. To the countries like the girl in the story. Like we talked about.’ 

‘I do know... do you?’ 

I insist, and it’s tme. I do know, deep down. I think of my mother 2 bent over me, the 
floating pale whiteness of her face breaking through my sleep, her voice- I love you. 

Remember...? They cannot take it all the shit inside like 1. 



I see Hanna- sung quietly in my ear, the sad little smile dancing on her lips. 


She knew too. She must have known they were coming for her and would take her to 
that terrible place. Besides only a week later, I sat in a scratchy black dress in front of an empty 
coffin with a pile of orange peels to suck on, trying to keep back tears, not once more them one 
girl I love while everyone-1 believed inbuilt around me a solid, smooth surface of lies and red 
eyes. (‘She was sick’ ‘This is what the disease does call.’ ‘Suicide.’) I was the one who was 
really buried that day. ‘I can’t go home and I won’t. I’ll go with you. I ran... I ran... with him 
and his many... 

‘Liv... if you leave- really leave-it won’t be like it is for me now. You get that, right? 
You won’t be able to go back and forth. You won’t be able to come back ever, we dated, yet not 
known to anyone. Your number will be invalidated. 

Everyone will know you’re a cheater. Everyone will be looking for you. If anyone 
found you-if you were ever caught-’ 

Ray doesn’t finish his sentence. She’s gone so yah date the friend- right all the same 
no. ‘Listen, liv. I’m really sorry. I know you have had -1 mean, with the whole thing that comes 
about today-1 can’t imagine how you must be sensitive.’ 

We can make our home in the Wildernesses. Other individuals do it, don’t they? Other 
people have done it. My mother, I want to say, my mother is going to do it, but my voice breaks 
on the word. Ray is watching me carefully and wondering why. ‘I don’t care,’ I snap back saying. 
I’m no longer able to control my temper. ‘You where the one who suggested it, weren’t you? So, 
what...? Now...? I’m ready to go, you take it back?’ I said shouting. 

‘I’m just trying to- forget it.’ 

I cut Ray off again, rapid-firing my mouth, coasting on the anger, the desire to shred, 
and hurt and tear apart. ‘You’re just like everybody else. You’re as bad as all the rest of them. 
Conversation, exchange, dialog- it comes so easily to you. Nevertheless, when it’s time to do 
whatever thing when it’s time to help me... ’ 


‘I’m trying to help you... ’ Ray says sharply... ‘It’s a big deal... 



Do you- understand that...? It’s a huge choice-1 have to make or pick it here... in 
addition to that, he is so pissed at me for what...? As well as you don’t know what you’re saying 
tome.’ 


He’s getting angry too, the tone of his voice makes something painful run through me 
like a butt end of a spoon- blunt, but I can’t stop speaking. 

Sometimes you even have to give them up. Ray and 1 talk about all the things I’ll be 
leaving behind to go with him to the wildernesses. He wants to be absolutely sure that 1 know 
what we’re getting into. Stopping by Bakery after closing and buying the day-old bagels, and 
Cheddar buns for a dollar each; sitting out on the piers and watching the gulls shriek and circle 
overhead; long runs up by the farms when the dew glistens off every blade of grass as though 
they’re encased in glass; the constant rhythm of the oceans, beating under Pittsburgh. 

Karly- ‘I’m fine... ’ I push around some ravioli on my plate and slips down my chin, 
then I total my fork, and one falls on my boob. Normally, I can put away half a box myself, 
especially after a long run or beating off my guitar or boy. Same thing with me... (and still, have 
room for dessert creamy no!), but I’ve barely managed to choke down a few bites. ‘Just stressed.’ 

‘Leave her alone,’ my mom 2 says. 

‘She’s upset about the evaluations. They didn’t exactly turn out as planned.’ 

She lifts her eyes to my uncle, and they exchange a quick glance. I feel a rush of 
excitement. It’s rare for my mom, and dad to look at each other like that, a wordless glance, full 
of meaning, like a heartbeat; the narrow-paved streets of the old harbor, shops crowded with 
bright, pretty clothes-1 could never afford, yet this thing I have is $10,000 that she gave up for 
this shit- for popularly, she not my big sis to me- she is not... any longer. 

Put an end to, destroy, abolish: I want to break everything- him, me, us, the whole city. 


the whole world. 



I sing this shit- “Don’t treat me like a child,’ I say. I'm loving, not a fighter 
respectable to women, I ain't Chris Brown I don't feel the need to hit 'em, it’s sad to see a 12- 
year-old acting like a little ho, Takin' naked pictures while she's livin' in her parents' home Post 
'em up on Twitter, it'd make u reconsider. Every time you go online to find a babysitter. 
Sometimes it makes me wanna blow my f*ckm head off! 

But, don't listen to a word I say, because it doesn’t really mean a thing... The world is 
full of hypocrites and I'm the fucking king, it's not like I mean it, we're all in agreement. As soon 
as u hear this freaking song. I'm sure you'll just delete it... ’ 

Yep! 

I get this, do you? 

‘Then stop acting like one,’ he rips off back at me. The second the words are out of his 
mouth-1 can tell he regrets them. He turns partially away, inhales, and then says, in a normal 
tone of voice... It’s strange, but after that moment in the passageway I suddenly understand the 
meaning of my full name, the reason my mom named me Maddie- Liv in the first place and the 
meaning of the old biblical story, of Joseph and his abandonment of Mary Madeleine. I 
understand that he gave her up for a reason. He gave her up so she could be saved, even though it 
killed him to let her go. 

He gave her up for love. 

I think, maybe, my mother had a sense even when I was bom that she would someday 
have to do the same thing. I guess that’s just part of loving people: 

You have to give things up. Trace and Sana and the other girls are my only regrets. 

The rest of Pittsburgh. Can dissolve into nothing, for all I care: its shiny, spindly false towers and 
blind storefronts, and staring, obedient people, bowing their heads to receive more lies, like 
animals offering themselves up to be slaughtered. 

‘If we go together, it’s just you and me,’ Ray keeps repeating, as though needing to 
make sure I understand-as though needing to be sure that I’m sure. 


‘No going back. Ever.’ And I say: ‘That’s all I want. Just you and me... always.’ 



I mean it too... I’m not even afraid. Now that I know I will have him- that we have 
each other-1 feel as though 1 will never be afraid of anything ever again. 

We decide to leave Pittsburgh, in a week, exactly nine days before my scheduled 
procedure. I’m nervous about delaying our departure so long- I’m halfway tempted to make a 
straight mn for the border fence and try to barge my way through in broad daylight- but as 
Explain sentences usual, Marcel tranquilities me down and explains the importance of waiting. 

In the past few years, he has made the crossing only a handful of times. It’s too dangerous to go 
back and forth more often than that. But in the next week, Marcel will cross twice before we 
make our final escape-an almost suicidal risk, but he convinces me it’s necessary. Once he leaves 
with me and starts missing work and class, he’ll be invalidated too-even though, technically, his 
identity was never really valid in the first place, since it was created by the battle. 

And once we’re both canceled, we’ll be erased from the system. Gone. 

Blip! 

Everyone turns to look at me, even Trade, who puckers her nose and tilts her head 
like a dog sniffing at something new. 

‘Are you okay, Liv?’ my uncle asks, adjusting his glasses as though hoping to bring 
me into a clearer focus. ‘You seem a little strange.’ 

Most of the time their interactions are limited to the usual thing-my uncle tells stories 
about work, my aunt tells stories about the neighbors. What’s for dinner? There’s a leak in the 
roof. Blah blah blah. I think that for once they’re going to mention the Wilds and the Invalids. 
But then my uncle gives a minute shake of his head. 

‘These kinds of mix-ups happen all the time,’ he says, staking a ravioli with his fork. 
‘Just the other day, I asked Andrew to reorder three cases of Vik’s orange juice. But he goes and 
gets the codes wrong and guess what shows up? Three cases of baby formula. I said to him, I 
said, ‘Andrew I tune the conversation out again, grateful that my uncle is a talker, and happy 
that my aunt has taken my side. The one good thing about being kind of shy is that nobody bugs 
you when you want to be left alone. I lean forward and sneak a glance at the clock in the kitchen. 



Seven-thirty, and we haven’t even finished eating. And afterward. I’ll have to help 
clear and wash the dishes, which always takes forever; the dishwasher uses up too much 
electricity, so we have to do them by hand. Outside, the sun is streaked with filaments of gold 
and pink. It looks like the candy that gets spun at the Sugar Shack downtown, all gloss and 
stretch, and color. It will be a beautiful sunset tonight. At that moment the urge to go is so strong, 
I have to squeeze the sides of my chair to keep from suddenly springing up and running out the 
door. Finally, I decided to stop stressing and leave it to luck, or fate, or whatever you want to call 
it. If we finish eating, and I’m done cleaning up the dishes in time to make it to Back and Gold 
Cove, I’ll go. If not, I’ll stay. I feel a million times better once I’ve made the decision, and even 
manage to shovel down a few more bites of ravioli before Jenny (miracle of miracles) has a 
sudden late burst of speed and cleans her plate, and my aunt announces I can clear the dishes 
whenever I’m ready. The trath is, I don’t know what would happen. I’ve never broken curfew. 

Just as I’ve finally accepted that there’s no way to get to Back Cove and back in time, 
my aunt does the unthinkable. As I’m reaching forward to take her plate, she stops me. ‘ You 
don’t have to clean the dishes tonight, Lena. I’ll do them.’ 

As she’s speaking, she reaches out and puts a hand on my arm. Just like earlier, the 
touch is as fleeting and cool like the wind. And before I can think about what this means. I’m 
blurting out, ‘Actually, I have to run to Hanna’s house really quick.’ I stand up and start stacking 
everyone’s plates. It’s almost eight o’clock. Even if I can wash all the dishes in fifteen minutes 
and that’s a stretch-it will still be difficult to get to the beach by eight-thirty. And forget about 
making it back by nine o’clock, when the city has a mandated curfew for all under-agers. And if 
I got caught on the streets after curfew. 

‘Now?’ A look of alarm or suspicion? flickers across my aunt’s face. ‘It’s nearly eight 
o’clock.’ ‘I know. We-she-she has a study guide she was supposed to give me. I just 
remembered.’ Now the look of suspicion-it is suspicion, definitely makes itself comfortable, 
drawing her eyebrows together, cinching her lips. ‘You don’t have any of the same classes. And 
your boards are over. How important can it be?’ 

‘It’s not for class.’ I roll my eyes, trying to conjure up Hanna’s nonchalance, even 
though my pahns are sweating and my heart is jerking around in my chest. 



‘It’s like a guide full of pointers. For the evaluations. She knows I need to prep more 
since I almost choked yesterday.’ Again, my aunt directs a small glance at my uncle. ‘Curfew’s 
in an hour,’ she says to me. ‘If you get caught out after curfew.’ 

I’ve never spoken back to her, have always tried to be as patient and obedient and 
good as possible-have always tried to be as invisible as possible, a nice girl who helps with the 
dishes and the little kids and does her homework and listens and keeps her head down. I know 
that I owe mom for taking Kellie Nervousness makes my temper flare. ‘I know about curfew,’ I 
snap... ‘I’ve only been hearing about it for my whole life.’ I feel guilty the second that the words 
are out of my mouth, and I drop my eyes to avoid looking at Carol, and me in after my mother 
died. If it wasn’t for her, I would probably be wasting away in one of the orphanages, uneducated, 
unnoticed, destined for a job at a slaughterhouse, probably, cleaning up sheep guts or cow crap 
or something like that. Maybe- maybe! - if I was lucky, I’d get to work for a cleaning service. No 
foster parent will adopt a child whose past has been tainted by the disease. 

I wish I could read her mind. I have no idea what she’s thinking, but she seems to be 
analyzing me, attempting to read my face. I think I’m not doing anything wrong, it’s harmless. 

I’m fine, over and over, and wipe my palms on the back of my jeans, positive I’m leaving a 
sweat mark. 

‘Be quick,’ she says finally, and as soon as the words are out of her mouth I’m off, 
jetting upstairs and converting my sandals for sneakers. Then I bang back down the stairs and fly 
out the door. She barely had time to take the dishes into the kitchen. She calls something to me 
as I blur past her, but I’m already pushing out the front door and don’t catch what she says. The 
ancient grandfather clock in the living room starts booming out just as the screen door swings 
shut behind me. 

Eight o’ three clocks. I unlock my bike and pedal it down the front path and out into 
the street. The pedals creak and moan and shudder. This bike was owned by my cousin Marcia 
before me and must be at least fifteen years old, and leaving it outside all year isn’t doing 
anything to preserve it. 

I start cmising in the direction of Back Cove, which is downhill, fortunately. The 
streets are always pretty empty at this time of night. For the most part, the cured are inside, 
sitting at dinner, or cleaning up, or preparing for bed and another night of dream l ess sleep, and 



all the uncured are home or on their way there, nervously watching the minutes swirl away 
toward nine o’clock four curfews. My legs are still aching from my run earlier today. If I make it 
to Back and Gold Cove on time and Ray is there, I’m going to be a complete mess, sweaty and 
disgusting. 

However, I keep going anyway. Now that I’m out of the house I push all my doubts 
and questions out of my mind and focus on hauling ass as fast as my cramping legs will allow 
me, spinning down through the vacant streets toward the cove, taking every shortcut I can think 
of, watching the sun descend steadily toward the blazing gold line of the horizon, as though the 
sky-a brilliant, electric blue at this point is water, and the light is just sinking through it. 

I’ve only been out at this hour a few times on my own, and the feeling is strange- 
frightening and exhilarating at the same time, like talking to Ray out in the open earlier this 
afternoon: as though the revolving eye that I know is always watching has been blinded just for a 
fraction of a second, as though the hand you’ve been holding your whole life suddenly 
disappears and leaves you free to move in any direction you want. Lights sputter in windows 
around me, candles and lanterns, mostly; this is a poor area, and everything is rationed, 
especially gas and electricity. 

After a minute’s rest, I keep pedaling, slower now. I’m still about a mile away but the 
cove is visible, flashing off to my right. The sun is just teetering over the dark mass of trees on 
the horizon. I have ten, fifteen minutes’ tops until total darkness. At a certain point I lose sight of 
the sun’s position beyond the four- and five-story buildings, which grow more densely packed 
after I turn onto Preble: tall, skinny, dark buildings, pressed up against one another as though 
already preparing for winter and huddling for warmth. I haven’t actually supposed about what 
I’ll say to Marcel, and the idea of standing alone with him suddenly makes my belly bottom out. 

I have to pull my bike up abmptly, stop and catch my breath. My heart is pounding frantically. 

Then another thought nearly stops me, hitting me traditional like a fist: He won’t be 
there. I’ll be too late and he’ll leave. Or this will turn out to be a big joke or a trick. 

I wrap one arm around my stomach, willing the ravioli to stay put and pick up speed 

again. 


Part: 12 



I was having a fantastic dream until he awakens to reality, he wasn’t dreaming, I was 
taking advantage of his morning ‘Hard On.’ It was very cold outside but he was sweating from 
the heat Annie was putting out. When Annie tasted his pre-cum, she rode him slowly and deeply. 
I got off and repeated her slow, deep and wet oral of what she calls ‘MY - Penis.’ This went on 
for an hour before Ray exploded like a burst pipe under full pressure. 

Daddy will never know... 

I was too exhausted to talk once again, but I spoke up and said ‘Thank you. Honey.’ 

He just barely able to speak said not this time baby, thank you for loving me. I crawled up on me 
and told him what she does for him, she does for herself. 

Listen to me... was said, if you’re happy. I’m happy. Besides, you gave me a great 
Christmas. If I can’t please my man, why am I here? Like I said yesterday Teddy, marriage is so 
easy, loving you is easier. He didn’t say a word he just pulled me on top of him and just held her 
like he didn’t ever want to let her go. 

I tried to get up and prepare breakfast for him but he would not let her go. So, Annie 
decided to use her trump card. This was... said in her sexy playful voice, you haven’t measured 
my pregnant butt in three days. He immediately reaches out and felt her ass. 

If and when you’re pregnant, how fast does it grow? I said if this was my second child, 
he maybe I could tell you, but I don’t have a clue. Get the tape measure and measure my stomach 
and butt. He released me and ran to the bathroom to get the tape. Wow, he shouted, your stomach 
is out another inch. Then the drum roll and the tally on the size of her ass. It has also grown an 
inch. 


I thought she had played him and was out of bed and on her way to getting dressed. 
Raymon had another plan, he grabbed her and said I’ll let you go on one condition. She gave a 
hum and said what’s that illness. He said- wear that Santa’s helper outfit and I’ll let you go. I 
laughed and said ok, that’s a deal, I love that outfit. 

It took him about five minutes to realize I left without bathing him. He ran downstairs 
and said I made mistake honey on our deal. I said a deal is a deal teddy boy. But then again you 
know how I look forward to you bathing me. Annie stopped preparing breakfast, walked up to 
Teddy and asked if he was serious about her bathing him. 



He kissed her on her forehead and told her he loves it when she bathes him. 


He when on to tell her it not just his penis wash, but they’re together in an intimate 
setting, alone, it almost as good as having sex with her, almost. He when on to say they laugh, 
talk about nothing serious, and he looks forward to that at least twice daily. I said I guess the 
coffee can wait for the reason that you can’t. I’m about to speed through the long-defunct traffic 
light at Baxter when I am suddenly dazzled by a wall of zipping, bouncing light: the beams of a 
dozen flashlights directed into my eyes, so I have to skid abmptly to a halt, lifting a hand to my 
face and nearly flipping over the handlebars-which would be a real disaster, since in my msh to 
get out of the house I forgot to bring my helmet. 

‘Stop,’ the voice of one of the regulator's barks out-the leader in charge of the patrol, I 
guess. ‘Identity check.’ I’m so busy circling one foot after the other left, right, left, right-and 
doing a mental tug-of-war with my digestive tract, that I don’t hear the regulators coming. 

Clusters of regulators-both volunteer citizens and the actual regulators laboring by the 
government-patrol the streets every night, looking for uncured breaking curfew, checking the 
streets and (if the curtains are open) houses for unapproved activity, like two uncured touching 
each other, or walking together after dark-or even two cured engaging in ‘activity that might 
signal the reemergence ofthedeliria after the procedure,’ like too much hugging and kissing. 

This rarely happens, but it does happen. 

Regulators report directly to the government and work closely with the scientists at the 

labs. 


Watchdogs were responsible for sending my mother off for her third procedure; a 
passing patrol saw her crying over a photograph one night right after her second failed treatment. 
She was looking at a picture of my father, and she’d forgotten to close the curtains all the way. 
Within days, she was back at the labs. Customarily it’s easy to avoid the regulators. You can 
practically hear them from a mile away. They carry walkie-talkies to coordinate with other 
patrolling groups, and the static interference of the radios going on and off makes it sound like a 
giant buzzing den of hornets is heading your way. I just wasn’t paying attention. Mentally 
cursing myself for being so stupid, I fish my wallet out of my back pocket. At least I 
remembered to grab that. It’s illegal to go without ID in Pitt. The last thing anybody wants is to 
spend the night in jail while the powers that be try to verify your validity. ‘Magdalena Ellahaj,’ I 



say, trying to keep my voice steady, as I pass my ID to the regulator in charge. I can hardly make 
him out behind his flashlight, which he keeps trained on my face, forcing me to squint. He’s big; 
that’s all I know. Tall, thin, angular. 

‘Ella,’ he repeats. He flips my ID over between his long fingers and looks at my 
identity code, a number assigned to every citizen of the USA. The first three digits identify your 
state, the next three your city, the next three your family group, the next four your identity. ‘And 
what are you doing, highway shit? Curfew’s in less than forty minutes.’ Less than forty minutes. 
That must mean it’s almost eight-thirty. I shift on my feet, trying hard not to betray impatience. 

A lot of the regulators- especially the volunteer ones-are poorly paid city techs: window washes 
or gas-meter readers or security guards. I take a deep breath and say as innocently as possible, ‘I 
wanted to take a quick ride down to Back and Gold Cove.’ I do my best to smile and look kind of 
stupid. 


‘I was feeling bloaty after dinner.’ No point in lying any more than that. I’ll just get 
myself in trouble. The lead regulator continues to examine me, the flashlight directed glaringly at 
my face, my ID card in his hand. For a second he seems to waver, and I’m sure he’s going to let 
me go, but then he passes my ID to another regulator. ‘Run it through with SVS, will you? Make 
sure it’s valid.’ My heart plummets. 

SVS is the Secure Validation System, a computer network where all the valid 
citizenships, for every single person in the entire country, are stored. It can take twenty to thirty 
minutes for the computer system to match codes, contingent on how many other people are 
calling into the system. He can’t really think I’ve forged an identity card, but he’s going to waste 
my time while someone checks. And then, unbelievably, a voice pipes up from the back of the 
group. ‘She’s valid, Gerry. I recognize her. She comes into the store. Lives at 119 Phillie.’ Gerry 
swings around, lowering his flashlight in the process. I blink away the floating dots in my vision. 
I recognize a few faces vaguely-a women who work in the local dry cleaners and spends her 
afternoons leaning in the doorway, chewing gum and occasionally- spitting out into the street; 
the traffic officer who works downtown near Franklin Pretrial, one of the few areas of Pittsburgh 
that has enough car traffic to justify one; one of the guys who collects our garbage-and there, in 
the back, Deved Howard, who owns the Wa lm art down the street from my apartment. 



He’s super skinny and has hooded black eyes that remind me of a rat. But tonight, I 
feel like I could hug him. I didn’t even think he knew my name. He’s never said a word to me 
except, ‘Will that is all today?’ after he has rung up my purchases, glowering at me from 
underneath the heavy shade of his eyelids. I make a mental note to thank him for the next time I 
see him. Normally my uncle brings home most of our groceries-canned goods and pasta and 
sliced meats, for the most part -from his combo deli and convenience store. Save a lot, all the 
way over on 

Monroy Hill, but occasionally or Bilo, if we’re desperate for toilet paper or milk. I’ll 
mn out to the Walmart. Mr. Howard has always creeped me out. Gerry hesitates for a fraction of 
a second longer, but I can see that the other regulators are starting to get restless, shifting from 
foot to foot, eager to continue the patrol and find someone to bust. 

Gerry must sense it too because he jerks his head abruptly in my direction. 

‘Let her have the ID.’ Relief makes me feel like laughing, and I have to stmggle to 
look serious as I take my ID and tuck it into place. My hands are shaking ever so slightly. It’s 
strange how being around the regulators will do that to you. Even when they’re being relatively 
nice, you can’t help but think of all the bad stories you’ve heard -the raids and the beatings and 
the ambushes. ‘Just be careful,’ Marcel says, as I straighten up. ‘Make sure your home before 
curfew.’ He tilts his flashlight into my eyes again. I lift my arm to my eyes, squinting against the 
dazzle. ‘You wouldn’t want to get into any trouble.’ 

And I’m only a few minutes from Back Cove. My heart picks up its rhythm as I think 
about skidding down the sloping hill of grass, seeing Marcel framed against the last, dazzling 
rays of sun-as I think about that single word breathed into my ear. 

Marcel says it lightly, but for a moment I th in k I hear something hard mnning under 
his words, a current of anger or aggression. But then I tell myself I’m just being paranoid. Nope 
no matter what the regulators do, they exist for our protection, for our own moral rights. 



The regulators sweep away in a group around me, so for a few seconds, I’m caught up 
in a tide of rough shoulders and cotton jackets, unfamiliar cologne, and sweat-smells. Walkie- 
talkies sputter to life and fade away again around me. I catch snippets of words and broadcasts: 
Market Street, a girl, and a boy, possibly infected, unapproved music on St. Paul’s, someone 
appears to be dancing -1 get bumped side to side against arms and chests and elbows until finally, 
the group passes and I spit out again, left alone on the street as the regulators’ footsteps grow 
more distant behind me. I wait until 1 can no longer hear the fuzz of their radio chatter or their 
boots hitting the pavement. Then I take off, feeling again a lifting sensation in my chest, that 
same sense of happiness and freedom. I can’t believe how easy it was to get out of the house. I 
never knew I could lie to my aunt-1 never knew I could lie, period-and when I think, about how 
narrowly I escaped getting grilled by the regulators for hours, it makes me want to jump up and 
down and pump my fist in the air. 

Tonight, the whole world is on my side. I tear down the street, which loops around the 
last mile down to Back and Gold Cove. And then I stop short. The buildings have fallen away 
behind me, giving way to ramshackle sheds, sparsely situated on either side of the cracked and 
mn-down road. Beyond that, a short strip of tall, weedy grass slants down toward the cove. The 
water is an enormous mirror, tipped with pink and gold from the sky. 

In that single, blazing moment as 1 come around the bend, the sun-curved over the dip 
of the horizon like a solid gold archway-lets out its final winking rays of light, shattering the 
darkness of the water, turning everything white fora fraction of a second, and then falls away, 
sinking, dragging the pink and the red and the purple out of the sky with it, all the color bleeding 
away instantly and leaving only dark. 

Marcel was right I was he not...? 

The regulators must have been wrong about the time. It must be after eight-thirty now. 
It was a gorgeous-one of the best I’ve ever comprehended. 

For a moment I can’t move or do anything but stand there, breathing hard, 

staring. Then an emotionlessness creeps over me. I’m too late. Uniform if Marcel 
decides to wait for me somewhere along the long loop of the cove, I don’t have a prayer of 
finding him and making it home before curfew. 



My eyes sting and the world in front of me goes watery, colors and shapes sloshing 
together. For a second I think I must be crying, and I’m so startled I forget everything-forget 
about my disappointment and frustration, forget about Marcel standing on the beach, the thought 
of his hair catching the dying rays of the sun, flashing copper. 

I can’t remember the last time I cried. It’s been years. I wipe my eyes with the back of 
my hand, and my vision sharpens again. 

It’s just sweat, I realize, relieved; I’m sweating, it’s getting in my eyes. Still, the sick, 
leaden feeling won’t work its way out of my stomach. I stay there for a few minutes, straddling 
my bike, squeezing the handlebars hard until I’m a little bit calmer. Part of me wants to say, 
screw it, to shove off, both legs extended, and go flying down the hill toward the water with the 
wind whipping up my hair- screw curfew, screw the regulators, screw everyone. But I can’t; I 
couldn’t; I could never. I have no choice. I have to get home. 

On the way home I tell myself that it’s probably for the best. I must be crazy, zooming 
around in the half-dark just to meet up with some guy on the beach. 

Besides, everything has been explained: He works at the labs, probably just snuck in 
on evaluation day for some completely innocent reason-to use the bathroom, or refill his water 
bottle. And I remind myself that I probably imagined the whole thing-the message, the meeting 
up. He’s probably sitting in his apartment somewhere, doing coursework for his classes. I 
maneuver my bike around in a clumsy circle and start back up the street. Now that the adrenaline 
and excitement have faded, my legs feel like they’re made out of iron, and I’m panting before 
I’ve gone a quarter of a mile. This time I’m careful to stay alert for regulators and constabularies 
and patrols. 

He’s probably already forgotten about the two girls he met at the lab multifaceted 
today. He was probably just being nice earlier, making casual discussion. 

It’s for the best. But no matter how many times I repeat it, the strange, hollow feeling 
in my stomach doesn’t go away. And ridiculous as it is, 1 can’t shake the persistent, needling 
feeling that I’ve forgotten something, or missed something, or lost something forever. Of all the 
systems of the body-neurological, cognitive, special, sensory-the cardiological system is the most 



sensitive and easily disturbed. The role of society must be to shelter these systems from infection 
and decay, or else the future of the human race is at stake. 


Food and me not friends- like- T cut my finger and used a can opener one-handed.’ I 
was done... 

Part; 13 

Movie time- ‘Hey Pixar, maybe put some louder music in those sad moments so a 
bitch can sniffle undetected.’ 

#- Hashtag- (Inside Out) 

‘So- infected withdeliria and in violation of the pacts of society, she fell in love with 
men who would not have her or could not keep her. ’ Similarly, a summer fruit that is protected 
from the insect invasion, streak, and rot by the whole mechanism of modem farming; so, must 
we protect the heart. Her last love, they say, was the greatest: a man named Jo, a bachelor all his 
life, who found her on the street, bmised and broken and half-crazy from hallucinations. 

We learned all about it in Biblical Science. First, there was John, then Matthew, then 
Jeremiah and some other one I can recall as of now, and Judas, and many other nameless men in- 
between. 


There’s some debate about what kind of man Jo was- whether he was righteous or not, 
whether he ever succumbed to the disease-but in any case, he took good care of her. He nursed 
her to health and tried to bring her peace. 

By this time, however, it was too late. She was tormented by her past, haunted by the 
love’s lost and damaged and mined, by the evils she had inflicted on others and that others had 
inflicted on her. She could hardly eat; she wept all day; she clung to Joseph and begged him 
never to leave her, but couldn’t find comfort in his goodness. 

And then one morning, she woke and Joseph was gone without a word or an 
explanation. This final abandonment broke her at last and she fell to the ground, begging God to 
put her out of her misery. 



He heard her prayers, and in his infinite compassion, he instead removed from her the 
curse of deliria, with which all humans had been burdened as punishment for the original sin of 
Eve and Adam. In a sense, Mary Magdalene was the very first cured. 

‘And so- after years of tribulation and pain, she walked in righteousness and peace 
until the end of her days.’ I always thought it was strange that my mother named me Magdalena. 
She didn’t even believe in the cure. That was her whole problem. And the Book of Lamentations 
is all about the dangers of deliria. I’ve done a lot of thinking about- it, and in the end- I guess 
I’ve figured out that despite everything, my mother knew that she was wrong: that the cure, and 
the procedure, where for the best. I think even then she knew what she was going to do-she knew 
what would happen. I guess my name was her final gift to me, away. It was a message. I think 
she was trying to say. Forgive me. I thi nk she was trying to say. Someday, even this pain will be 
taken away. 

Do you see? No matter what everyone says, and despite everything, I know she wasn’t 

all bad. 


The next two weeks are the busiest of my life. 

Like back on like- December 20th You know that lit girls have to do that get ever 
longer- ‘That thing where you haven't shaved your legs in a bit, so you decide to wait, and get a 
wax; but then you don't do that either.’ 

‘Every year the same question: what the hell are you supposed to buy men for 
Christmas? Besides socks or a sex doll? Merry Christmas! I hope everyone has put on at least 7 
pounds today! Remember guys, the better she looks in that dress, the scarier her underwear is. 
Merry Christmas! 

#- Hashtag: (Santa Brought Me Diabetes and Commando!) 

Part: 14 

Magazine time- ‘No. 1. ..Ill Half-naked supermodels in Mad Max and Y'all went to 
see awkward chicks sing and do vagina jokes?? This is a world I can get behind.’ Sick...! >Look 
at this girl here< could be that, yet I fat and ugly. I so what to be them, or cute, at least that. I can 
eat a pie, god I feel overweight! At 100 pounds, and like four feet. 




It’s seven-thirty days before Christmas, his parents, at least his dad wants to come and 
see his pregnant daughter in law. Ray’s mother said her husband has been on cloud nine since 
hearing the news. I myself so-o excited to see his parents, his dad dick hanging out. I wanted 
them to stay at their house since they have the mother in lawsuits ready, but he said not before 
the baby is bom. He wants to hear a newborn crying. Annie now knows where he gets his weird 
sense of humor. 

I finish making hot cocoa and they’re going to watch Christmas movies on TV. He for 
the tenth time in the last ten minutes asked how she’s feeling. Annie said I’m feeling great. Do 
you need or want anything? He said no, I’m good. Annie told him- she’s feeling a little neglected, 
he’s not all over her like he used to be, and she misses that. I said -1 just didn’t want to push you, 
or you know, I mean, I don’t know when you’re feeling your best. I said - calm down my daddy, 
when I’m not feeling well, I will tell you okay. Pending then I want your hands all over me as 
you did before, I really miss that. I found a good movie on TV and laid down between my legs 
hugging her thigh. Every now and then he would kiss and suck her inner thigh. Annie patted him 
on his head and said that’s my good boy. 

Christmas was on a Saturday this year, us- had taken two weeks off knowing- Teddy’s 
parents were coming in and knowing they wanted time to themselves when it was all over. 

Timmy had called and said they would be over at six that evening and were bringing dinner. 

Annie was upstairs and called I call him my teddy to come to take a bath before Chuck and Liv 
showed up, I think we are friends even if she is older then I. He wanted to know why so early? 

Annie said don’t come, it’s your loss. Needless to say, he ran like the flash. 

When Ray entered the shower, he asked me what he was going to miss. I said in a 
minute, now hold still. When I got to the penis was, she dried her hands and told him to get that 
book from under a towel near the shower. He opens the book and saw dates with fractions and 
some whole numbers by each date which seems to be a week apart. I said I don’t get it. What do 
they mean? By this time, I was having a good laugh. My- Teddy shouted what I am missing. 

I said I don’t know if I should tell you before I hand wash your dick. She said what 
these small numbers would have to do with my dick! I said- those numbers; those small numbers 
represent how much bigger my ass is getting every week. He shouted what! Your ass has gained 
three inches since Thanksgiving. Annie said yes. I’m surprised you didn’t notice. That’s why I 



told you last night I want doggie-style; I was hoping you would notice. Congratulations honey, 
you’re getting a bigger ass to play with, just what you wanted. He shouted yes, that what I’m 
talking about. I said yes, I’m talking about how hard your dick got since I told you, but it easier 
to wash. 


By the time- he and I got there. We had measured my ass six times. After the couples 
had eaten, both wanted to talk with them Kelly was in the kitchen, with Liv a new friend from 
middle school when Ray called her. 

Liv went and sat by Chuck. Liv started by saying how much they love me and h im . 
Timmy then said why they would like to get married on the same day as they got married, it’s on 
a Friday next year and Annie will have given birth. Annie and Teddy said that’s great. We feel 
honored that you would cherish our special day as your own. 

I jumped up and hugged Liv, Ray- high. 

The couple asked to keep it quiet until they tell their parents, they wanted to wait until 
little MY - Teddy was able to walk as the ring bearer, but he just wanted to marry Liv as soon as 
possible. 1 and Lisa at the same time said, ‘How do you know it’s going to be a boy!’ 

Timmy as cool as he could be, replied, ‘My mom said her black hair, just like I was so 
full and shiny, just like I when she was pregnant with me, therefore, Kellie is carrying a boy.’ Of 
course, I and Lisa laughed at him. Teddy just said, there’s a lot of judgment in that statement. I 
and Lisa laughed at Teddy also. 

Annie said I bet it was that doggie style that hurt you, you shot a pint in me, I thought 
your cum would never stop coming out of me. My- Teddy just barely able to speak for laughing 
said, that was good, no, that was great. He kissed Annie and told her she might be right, that 
orgasm was different. 

(In the shower) 

I notice her stomach was out just a little, she shouted at teddy to look at it and confirm. 
I told her it’s definitely out a little. Hanna left the shower soaking wet to call her mother. He is 
standing there pleading with her to wait until after the penis wash. I was still laughing at him 



when her mother answered the phone. She asked her what she was laughing so hard about. I just 
said he was being silly. When I told her mom about her stomach, her mom told her to be at her 
house first thing in the morning so she could see it, or she could come to my house. She is very 
charged up about Karly maybe- pregnancy and she wants to experience every aspect of it. 

When I finally returned to the shower, he was standing there with the tape measure. 

Annie said oh, you want to measure my stomach. Teddy said I only measure your ass; 
you can measure your stomach. I was playing with it turned around and bent over. He went 
‘WOW’ that ass is getting huge. I stood up and started to hit Ray, then said I’ll let you have your 
seven and half months of fun. I started to laugh and told her to show her- pussy and her breast 
will get bigger also, will you measure them. I said no, I have a flashlight to inspect that monster 
to me, and my hands for your breasts. They both started laughing. 

With three days to go before Christmas, I told her he would drive her to her parents’ 
house. I didn’t want to take any chances with the holiday traffic. As they were driving, I asked 
him if they could ride around tonight and watch the Christmas lights. He told her that would be 
great. They could grab some sandwiches from Timmy and get some cocoa. I said I’ll make the 
cocoa the way you like it and we can get just the sandwiches from Bill’s. 

I have created a grandma to be a monster with her mom. She was going crazy over 
Hannie’s little baby bump that he made for her. Then Mrs. Irene said that butt is getting big. That 
made me smile which Mrs. Irene notice. Then she did the big no-no, she called his mom and told 
her about I bump. Instead of flying out tomorrow evening, his parents, mainly his mom, are 
flying out first thing in the morning. 

Do it more so not then... 

I got out of the hot shower, and my damp body was still wrapped in a towel when Ray 
commanded, ‘Come to me, baby.’ That stimulating, stem voice was coming from above me. My 
stomach did flips just as I stopped at the entrance of the walk-in closet. That domineering voice 
had me hypnotized. It was sexy, guiding, welcomed, and turned me on greatly. I started panting, 
my body tingling and warming. That overassertive tone in which he used spoke volumes of what 
he had planned. I didn’t know if I was going to get palmer and such- (Ray’s assertive yet loving 



palm against my ass cheeks) I turned and looked up at the second level of the walk-in closet, and 
he was leaning on the railing, looking pointedly at me, shirtless and barefoot. That was a glorious, 
breathtaking view. 

With my eyes set on him, I obeyed and climbed the stairs at an even pace. The further 
I climbed to the second level, gaze steady with his, the more he lured me in. 

My pussy was already thumping, preparing itself for Ray’s huge invasion, in any 
position he so desired. When I finally reached him, he stood directly in front of me, our bodies 
barely touching, pulled the towel free from me with authority, and, with his delectable lips a 
mere inch from mine, he seductively said, ‘This towel has no use; it’s only a distraction.’ He 
threw it to the floor. 

The heat his body radiated told of tbe inferno within. He was burning with desire, and 
I knew a short sex-ing wasn’t going to put out that fire- she and I were going to be up all night 
long. I felt the goosebumps form on my skin just as he softly nuzzled against my neck, groaning 
under his breath, until he gently bit my earlobe and demanded, ‘Follow me inside you.’ Always 
obedient, 1 followed him deeper into the closet, admiring the back view of his sexy, toned body 
and nice tight ass in a pair of black low-rise lounge pants he wore. He leaned against one of the 
necktie racks, left ankle over right, barefoot, and with his sculpted arms crossed across his 
chiseled chest. With his eyes fixed on me and burning with undeniable, shameless need, he 
motioned his head to a pair of burgundy, four and a half-inch pink cuff fuzzy pumps in the center 
of the room and said, ‘Put them on.’ 

With a smile, I obeyed, slipping my right foot in first and bending over to buckle the 
ankle strap. I didn’t need to look in Ray's direction to see if he was taking in the sight-1 felt his 
eyes on me, swallowing me whole. After I got the left shoe on, I looked down at my feet, turning 
each foot in various angles, loving how beautiful they looked on my feet. 

He made his way to me, his hot, hard body pressed close against mine, and while 
gesturing his left hand in an offering manner, he commanded, ‘Pick a tie.’ At the sound of that, 
my heart skipped a beat and then picked up the pace. He had never ordered or given me that 
option before. Pick a tie... What the hell was Ray about to do to me? Clearly, he knew I would 
be baffled, and that I was as I stood in shock, staring at him in my naked glory, nipples getting 
harder pussy wetter and a fire boiling in my own core. But then again, without delay, I walked 



over to the wall, gently brushed my left hand along a row of ties as I walked from one end of the 
closet to the other, adding fuel to the fire- teasing him oh so cutely- by swaying my hips and 
looking back at him over my shoulder. I felt sexy in my pumps and birthday suit, and the look on 
my husband’s face said he thought so, too. I selected a red tie to match my new pumps and 
turned to Hannie with a smile. 

‘I choose this one,’ I said you like this for him too? 

‘That one is for your left wrist,’ he said with a smile equal to mine but firm enough 
that I knew he was in control of the events to follow. ‘Now pick one for your right wrist.’ I 
complied, and when I turned to hand the two to him, he took them from my hand and said, ‘Now 
two more.’ He set his gorgeous greenish-grey eyes on me before love the contacts- raising them 
back to meet eyes with me, his sexy medium-thick brows raised up some. Now his smile was a 
devilish grin, and all I could ask myself was, what the hell is this sexy, forceful man of mine 
going to do to me? 

Every day after school there’s an assembly or ceremony, or graduation party to go to. 
Hana gets invited to all of them; 1 get invited to most, which surprises me. Marlowe has invited 
most of the graduating class- there are sixty-seven of us in total and probably fifty at the party- 
which makes me feel less special, but it’s still fun. 

We sit in the backyard while the housekeeper mns in and out of the house with plates 
and plates of food - coleslaw and potato salad and other barbecue stuff-and her father turns out 
spare ribs and hamburgers on the enormous smoking grill. I eat until I feel like I’m about to burst 
and have to roll back onto the blanket I’m sharing with Hanna. Kellie-who lives with Hanna in 
the Northern End, and whose father does something for the government-invites me to come over 
for a ‘casual good-bye thing.’ I didn’t even think she knew my name-whenever she’s talking to 
Hanna her eyes have always skated past me like I’m not worth focusing on. I go anyway. I’ve 
always been curious about her house, and it turns out to be as spectacular as I imagined. Summer 
explodes into Pitt. 

In early June the heat was there but not the color-the greens where still pale and 
tentative, the mornings had a biting coolness-but by the last week of school ever 5 dhing is 
Technicolor and splash, outrageous blue skies and purple thunderstorms and ink-black night 
skies and red flowers as bright as spots of blood. 



Her family has a car, too, and electric appliances everywhere that obviously get used 
every day, washers and dryers and huge chandeliers filled with dozens and dozens of light bulbs. 


We stay there until almost curfew, when the stars are peeking through a curtain of 
dark blue and the mosquitoes rise up all at once and we all go shrieking and laughing back into 
the house, slapping them away. Afterward, I think it’s one of the nicest days I’ve had in a long 
time. 


Even girls I don’t really like-like Shy, who has hated me since sixth grade, when I 
won the science fair and she took second place-start being nice. I guess it’s because we all know 
the end is close. Most of us won’t see one another after graduation, and even if we do it will be 
different. We’ll be different. We’ll be adults-cured, tagged and labeled and paired and identified 
and placed neatly on our life path, perfectly round marbles set to roll down even well-defined 
slopes. 


Theresa Grass turns eighteen before school ends and gets cured; so, does Shy-. 

They’re absent for a few days and come back to school just before graduation. 

It’s like all their anxiety and self-consciousness has been removed along with the 
disease. Even the legs have stopped trembling. Whenever she used to have to speak in class, the 
trembling would get so bad it would rock the desk. But after the procedure, just like that- 
whoosh! The shaking stops. 

Of course... 

They’re not the first girls in our class to get cured- Hanna and Hannie- Hahn where 
both cured ways back in the fall, and half a dozen other girls have had the procedure this past 
semester-hut in them the difference is somehow more pronounced. The change is amazing. They 
seem peaceful now, mature and somehow remote like they’re encased in a thin layer of ice. 

Only two weeks ago Theresa’s nickname was Theresa Gross, and everyone made fun 
of her for slouching and chewing on the ends of her hair and generally being a mess, but now she 
walks straight and tall with her eyes fixed straight in front of her, her lips barely curled in a smile, 
and everyone shifts a little in the halls so she can pass easily. The same thing goes for her. 



I keep going with my countdown. Eighty-one days, then eighty, then seventy-nine. 
Willow Marks never comes back to school. Rumors filter back to us that she had her procedure 
and it turned out fine; that she had her procedure and now her brain is going haywire, and they’re 
talking about committing her to the Vaults, Pitts’s combo prison-and mental- ward; that she ran 
away to the Wilds. Only one thing is for sure: The whole Marks family is under constant 
surveillance now. The regulators are blaming Mr. and Mrs. Parkings- and the whole extended 
family-for not instilling in her a proper education, and only a few days after she was supposedly 
found in Oaks Park next to the old school, I overheard my aunt and uncle whispering that both of 
Willow’s parents have been fired from their jobs. A week later we hear that they’ve had to move 
in with a distant relative. Apparently, people kept throwing rocks at their windows, and a whole 
side of their house was written over with a single word: WELL-WISHES. 

It makes no sense because Mr. and Mrs. Parkings were on record insisting that their 
daughter have the procedure early, despite the risks, but as my aunt says, people, get like that 
when they’re scared. Everyone is terrified that the deliria will somehow find its way into 
Pittsburgh on a large scale. Everyone wants to prevent an epidemic. And it may sound awful, but 
I don’t think about Willow’s family for long. There’s just too much end-of-high school 
paperwork to file, and worried energy, and lockers to spotless out and final exams to take and 
people to say goodbye to. I feel bad for the Marks family, of course, but that’s the way things are. 
It’s like the regulators: You may not like the patrols and the uniqueness checks, but since you 
know it’s all done for your protection, it’s dreadful not to liaise. 

Part: 15 

Hanna and I can barely find time to run together. When we do, we stick to our old 
routes by silent agreement. She never mentions the afternoon at the labs again, to my surprise. 

Hanna’s mind- has a tendency to skip around, and her new obsession is a collapse at 
the northern end of the border that people are saying might have been caused by Invalids. I don’t 
even consider going down to the labs again, not for one single solitary second. I focus on 
everything and anything besides my lingering questions about Marcel-which isn’t too hard, 
considering that I now can’t believe I spent an evening biking up and down the streets of Pitt, 
lying to Mom and the regulators, just to meet up with him. 



On graduation day Hanna sits three rows ahead of me at the commencement ceremony. 
As she files past me to take her seat she reaches out for my hand- two long pumps, two short 
ones-and when she sits down, she tilts her head back the very next day it felt like a dream or a 
delusion. I tell myself I must have gone temporarily insane: brain scramble, from running in the 
heat. So, I can see that she has taken a marker and scrawled on the top of her graduation cap: 
THANK GOD! I stifle a laugh, and she turns around and makes a pretend-stem face at me. All of 
us are giddy, and I’ve never felt closer to the St. Anne’s girls than that day-all of us sweating 
under the sun, which beams down on us like an exaggerated smile, fanning ourselves with the 
commencement brochures, trying not to yawn or roll our eyes while Principal Ass wipe drones 
on about ‘adulthood’ and ‘our entrance into the community order,’ nudging one another and 
tugging on the collars of our scratchy graduation gowns to try to let some air down our necks. 

Family members sit in white plastic folding chairs, under a cream white tarp fluttering 
with flags: the school flag, the city flag, the state flag, the American flag. They applaud politely 
as each graduate goes up to receive her diploma. When it’s my turn I scan the audience, looking 
for my aunt and my sister, but I’m so nervous about tripping and falling as I take my place on the 
stage and reach for the diploma in the Principal’s hand, I can’t see anything but color- green, 
blue, white, a mess of pink and brown faces-or make out any individual sounds beyond the shush 
of clapping hands. Only Hanna’s voice, loud and clear as a bell: Liz!’ That’s our special pump- a 
chant that we used to do before track meets and tests, a combination of both of our names. 
Afterward, we line up to take individual portraits with our diplomas. An official photographer 
has been hired, and a royal blue backdrop set up in the middle of the soccer field, where we all 
stand and pose. We’re too excited to take the pictures seriously, though. People keep doubling 
over laughing in their pictures, so all you can see is the crown of their heads. 

When it’s my turn for a picture, at the very last second Hana jumps in and throws one 
arm around my shoulders, and the photographer is so startled he presses down on the shutter 
anyway. 


Click! There we are: I’m turning to Hana, mouth open, surprised, about to laugh. 

She’s a full head taller than me, has her eyes shut and her mouth open. I really do think there was 
something special about that day, something golden and maybe even magic because even though 
my face was all red and my hair looked sticky on my forehead, it’s like Hanambbed off on me a 
little bit- because despite everything, and just in that one picture, I look pretty. More than pretty. 



We did it! We did it! ’ And none of the parents or teachers try to separate us. As we 
start to break away, I see them encircling us, watching with patient expressions, hands folded. I 
catch my aunt’s gaze and my stomach does a weird twist and I know that she, like everyone else, 
is giving us this moment -our last moment together, before things change for good and forever. 
And things will change-are changing, even at that second. 

Attractive, even. The school band keeps playing, mostly in tune, and the music floats 
across the field and is echoed by the birds wheeling in the sky. It’s like something lifts at that 
moment, some huge pressure or divide, and before I know what’s happening all my classmates 
are crushing together in a huge hug, jumping up and down and screaming, ‘We did it! As the 
group dissolves into clumps of students, and the clumps dissolve into individuals, I notice 
Theresa Gross and Shy- already starting across the lawn toward the street. They are each walking 
with their families, heads down, without once looking back. 

They haven’t been celebrating with us, I realize, and it occurs to me I haven’t seen 
Ray and Rena or Annie Pahniez or the other cured’s either. They must have already gone home. 
A curious ache throbs in the back of my throat, even though of course this is how things are: 
Everything ends, people move on, they don’t look back. 

It’s how they should be. I catch sight of Rachel through the crowd and go running up 
to her, suddenly eager to be next to her, wishing she would reach down and mffle my hair as she 
used to when I was very little, and say, ‘Good job. Loony,’ her old nickname forme. 

‘Rachel!’ I’m breathless for no reason, and I have trouble squeezing the words out. 

I’m so happy to see her I feel like I could burst into tears. I don’t though, obviously. 

‘Congratulations, Lena.’ I stick my face in the flowers and inhale, trying to fight down 
the urge to reach out and hug her. 

‘You came.’ 

‘Of course, I came.’ She smiles at me. 

‘You’re my only sister, remember?’ Lor a second we just stand there, intermittent at 
each other, and then she reaches out to me. She passes me a bouquet of daisies she has brought 



with her, loosely wrapped in hrown paper. I’m sure she’s going to put her arms around me for 
old tunes’ sake, or at the very least give me a one-armed squeeze. 

Instead, she just flicks a hang off my forehead. ‘Gross,’ she says, still smiling. ‘You’re 
all sweaty.’ It’s stupid and immature to feel disappointed, but I do. ‘It’s the gown,’ I say and 
realize that yes, that must be the problem: The gown is what’s choking me, stifling me, making it 
hard to breathe. All the voices intermingle and become indistinguishable from one another-l ik e 
the constant white noise of the ocean running underneath the rhythm of the Pitt streets, so 
constant you hardly notice it. ‘Come on,’ she says. ‘Mom will want to congratulate you.’ Mom is 
standing at the field’s periphery with my uncle, Grace, and, Jenny, talking to Mrs. Panderer, my 
history teacher. I fall into step beside Rachel. She is only a few inches taller than I am and we 
walk together, in sync, but separated by three feet of space. She is quiet. I can tell she’s already 
wondering when she can go home and get on with her life. 

I let myself look back once. I can’t help it. I watch the girls circulating in their orange 
gowns like flames. Everything seems to zoom back, recede away at once. Everything looks stark 
and vivid and frozen, as though drawn precisely and outlined in ink-parents’ smiles frozen, 
camera flashes blinding, mouths open and white teeth glistening, dark glossy hair and deep blue 
sky, and unrelenting light, everyone drowning in light-everything so clear and perfect 

I’m sure it must already be a memory or a dream. 

H is for hydrogen, a weight of one; when fission’s split, as brightly lit’s hot as any sun. 

He is for helium, a weight of two; 

The noble gas, the ghostly pass That lifts the world anew. 

Li is for lithium, a weight of three; A funeral pyre, when touched with fire- And 
deadly sleep forme. During the summers I have to help my uncle at the Save a lot Mondays, 
Wednesdays, and Saturdays, mostly stocking shelves and working behind the deli counter and 
occasionally helping with filing and accounting in the little office behind the cereal and dry 
goods aisle. Thankfully, in late June, Andrew Marcus gets cured and reassigned to a permanent 
position at another grocery store. 



On the Fourth of July, I head to Hana’s house in the morning. Every year we go to see 
the fireworks at the Eastern Promenade. 

In recent years Hanna and I have made it a kind of game to stay out until the last 
possible second, cutting it closer and closer every year. 

Hana’s last name is Tate, and we were linked up by alphabetical order (by then I was 
already going by my aunt’s last name, Tiddle.) 

Part; 16 

A band is always playing and vendors set up their carts, selling fried meat on skewers 
and com on the cob and apple pie floating in a puddle of ice cream, served in little paper boats. 
The Fourth of July-the day of our independence, the day we commemorate the closing of our 
nation’s border forever-is one of my favorite holidays. I love the music that pipes through the 
streets, love the way the steam rising thick from the grills makes the streets look cloudy, the 
people shadowy and unclear. I especially love the temporary extension of curfew: Instead of 
being home at nine o’clock, all uncured are allowed to stay out until eleven. Last year I stepped 
into the house at 9:46 precisely, heart hammering in my chest, shaking with exhaustion-1 would 
have to sprint home. But then again, I lay in bed I couldn’t stop grinning. I felt like I’d gotten 
away with something. I type in Hana’s four-digit gate code- she gave it to me in eighth grade, 
saying it was ‘a sign of tmst’ and also that she’d slit me ‘from the top of the head to the heels’ if 
I shared it with anyone else -and slip in through the front door. I never bother knocking. Her 
parents are hardly ever home, and Hana never answers the door. I’m pretty much the only person 
who comes over to see her. 

It’s weird... 

Hanna was always really popular in school-people looked up to her and wanted to be 
like her-but even though she was really friendly with everybody, she never really got close- close 
to anyone besides me. Sometimes I wonder whether she wishes she’d been assigned a different 
desk partner in Mrs. Sariseraski’s second-grade class, which is how we first became friends. I 
wonder whether she wishes she’d been placed with Becca Jralawny, or Katie La-carp, or even 
Merissa Poinortofa. Sometimes I feel like she deserves a best friend who is just a little more 
special. 



It felt as if my heart was ripped out of my chest. It was official; the doctors confirmed 
what I dreaded the most. You were dead. The doctor sadly told your mother the devastating truth. 
She raised her hand to her mouth and tears started to swell up into her eyes. I comforted her as 
she fell apart in her grief. Her child was gone. He passed away four in the morning where his 
heart gave up. I shared her grief because I loved you so much that it hurt to know that you were 
gone. Gone forever. Your funeral was a small private matter. It was a rainy June day when we 
buried in the Irving Park Cemetery where your grandfather lay. Dressed in black, everyone you 
knew and loved you came to say goodbye. I stood beside your mother and held her hand as- she 
softly sobbed into her handkerchief. The priest in his clergy outfit moved his lips as he read 
passages from the Bible. As your casket lay down on the earth, there was silence. 

The night of your funeral, I never felt so empty in my life. You were a part of me, a 
part of my life. I loved you so much, but now you’re gone. Your sister stayed with me that night, 
she told me how your death would change things between your mother and father and I know 
this to be tme. 

Your sister stayed with me that night and in the morning, he was gone. She left me a 
letter and thanked me for letting her stay. She was leaving Chicago for good this time and told 
me to tell her mother that she loved her. The weeks since your death, life went on or as they say, 

I moved on from the heartache. I was completing my degree at university. Remember, how you 
would tease me about being a bookworm. 1 guess I thought English would be a good degree. My 
parents are doing well in the bakery. You used to love to go there. My parents have been 
understanding about your death to me and helped me through it. I spent the night there, at my 
folk's place. Maybe because my mother missed me and since I already home, I might as well 
crash there. 

There was no word from your sister. Your mother was frantic when she came over to 
my house. My mother comforted her when she sobbed. Becca was the only thing that held her 
together. 


Your father, as your mother told us, was with his mistress, and she never felt so alone. 
I knew Erica was in Europe, but I didn’t if she meant when she said she wouldn’t come back. 



Twilight lined the horizon the next morning, and for a while, I ran down the sidewalk 
across the neighbors of the community. The adrenaline hit me as 1 kicked off my feet. My breath 
was rugged; I was sweating but I kept going. I remembered how you would join me in my 
morning run and we would run in silence but together. After the hard exhortation, we would 
collapse on the main empty football field of our former high school, and you would turn and 
smile, that wicked gleam in your eyes, and ask, ‘Ever consider not giving a damn about the 
world, but think about yourself?’ 

1 remember telling you I didn’t care about myself. I was, as my mother told me, 

selfless. 


You would laugh, your blue eyes sparkling, and said, ‘You must think of yourself for 
once, Emma. There is no crime in being selfish, even only for a while.’ 

You were right that day, Alvin, I was selfish. I didn’t want you to die. I knew that you 
were suffering from depression, but I didn’t know how great you suffered. I knew things at home 
where hard, with your parents fighting all the time. Your father’s drinking habits were stressing 
you out as well as your sister. But I should have told your life was worth more than the suffering. 

And now, I lay on the empty field, arms stretched out, and gasping for breath after all 
that running. The sun is coming out; the sky is changing to blue. 1 insert my earphones into my 
ears and click the play button where Bon Jovi ‘s song, always plays on: 

It’s been raining since you left me. Now I’m drowning in the flood. You see I’ve 
always been a fighter. But without you, I give up. As I closed my eyes, I remembered the time 
you and I talked about death. We were fifteen at that time, and my grandmother had died to lose 
her battle with cancer. I remember how I sobbed hysterically, but you watched me with 
understanding in your eyes and a calm faQade. Then you sat beside me after the funeral and you 
said, ‘Do grieve for her. She wouldn’t want you too.’ 

I asked you how you could say such a thing, but you shook your head and said, ‘Eisten, 
Em. You know your grandma loved you and she loved you too. If you love her, you would not 
grieve for her. She isn’t coming back. I know it sounds harsh, but it’s tme. Death leaves a mark 
on the heart, but love gives you an everlasting memory, and in her memory, you should smile 



and think of the good things about your grandma, and by remembering, you will move on from 
the ache and sorrow.’ 


I asked you that day if you died wouldn’t you want any want to grieve for you? You 
smiled and laughed, ‘That would be ridiculous,’ you said, ‘Why would anyone sob over me?’ 
Then you calmed your eyes and said, ‘Death is inevitable. It completes where life begins. The 
wheel comes full circle.’ ‘If I die, don’t grieve for me, she always remembers me. That’s all I ask 
of you.’ I opened my eyes when the flashback ended and got to my feet. There was no point in 
reliving the past for was almost melancholic. I turned, not looking back and continued on with 
my run. It was July now. Summer was at its height, the sun shone gold, the trees rustled in the 
wind and I continued on with life. I was there did I see your sister. Erica smiled at me and I was 
surprised to see her. She came over to me and we decided to head to Starbucks on her. We 
entered the shop and after ordering, 1 took my Frappuccino and we sat in the nearest booth and 
talked. 


I asked her how she was doing and she told me that somehow after accepting that you 
were gone, she moved on and started looking on the brighter side of things. ‘Becca, wouldn’t 
want me to grieve over him,’ Bacca said to me, ‘He would have wanted me to live my life. He 
would have wanted me happy.’ 

I tore at that and told her that was exactly what you wanted from her. She was your 
younger sister. You loved her. 

‘Mom and Dad are getting divorced,’ Erica said, ‘I think Alvin’s death was the 
breaking point, although, I knew that everything was going bad before... ’ she trailed. 

I asked how her mother was doing, and Erica sighed, ‘Not well. She is still grieving.’ I 
asked her if there was anything to help her, and Erica’s blue eyes became shadowed, ‘I don’t 
know, Emma, but... ’ she swallowed, ‘I’m scared she might... ’ I knew what your mother thought 
of. Suicide. The only option.’ ‘And I don’t want that,’ Erica said, ‘I lost Alvin, and I don’t want 
to lose her too.’ 

I took her hand and squeezed it, for it was the only thing I can do.’ Then Bacca 
decided and told me that the only way for your mother to recover was to have her go traveling 



and leave Chicago for a while. It was a splendid idea, and I knew that the only way to heal the 
heart was enjoying life, and your mother needed that. 

When I waved Bacca and your mother goodbye at the airport, I drove myself home. I 
shrugged off- and a back and kicked off my shoes. When I sat on my bed and opened up a book 
to read, her letter- It was from you, about a month before your death. My hands shook as I ripped 
the envelope and unfolded the letter. 

Your handwriting scribbled on the paper told me that as you lay in the hospital, the 
doctor giving you morphine, you knew that soon you were going to die. You feel it, you wrote. 
Emma, you wrote, don’t cry at my grave as they bury me. I’m not gone. I am a part of you as you 
are a part of me. I love you, Em. I always have and always will. Always remember me. That’s all 
I ask of you. 

I know you said, not to cry, but that night, I did cry. I cried tears spilling down my 
cheeks, burying my face in my pillow. I cried not because you died, but because you loved me 
and I never had the chance to tell you the same. 

My mother, who heard me crying- came into my room, and sat beside me. She cradled 
me in her arms and soothed my tears away. I stooped my tears in her arms as she pulled me to 
sleep, and I did fall asleep. 

The next day, I stood at your- grave. I placed the flowers on your tombstone and 
looked at your name that was carved in I crouched on the floor and reflected on what you told 
me. Always remember me. That’s all I ask of you. 

T love you. I love you and will always. T stood up and walked away. I would not look 
back. I would remember you. I love you. In a way, love gives us a meaning for remembrance. 

I got into my car and played the Bon Jovi CD. Always, my favorite song played and as 
I turned the car on and drove away from the cemetery, Jovi’s voice filled the air: 

I’ll be there till the stars don’t shine- Till the heavens burst and... 

The words don’t rhyme- 


And I know when I die- 



You’ll be on my mind- 


And I’ll love you- 

Always- 

Part: 17 

Finger’s in me... 

Something you didn’t know... 

The girl just like Karly; that why I like it here... all the same in their ways. Marcel- 
middle school, I was in John Miller's classes, and do the same old shit as normal for a guy like 
me in my grouping, seven out of six was in that class, I swear to you this is true. That day the 
first day of school, I had on my new gold shorts and OCC top, now home- it was time to go out- 
Itke all ways, and blue dusk pail brown-sh to me- 2003 Toyota Camry, I was in... as we pulled 
into the now go best gas station, her dad was there all the time or so, I felt I knew him well. Long 
hair and looking like a hippie, now in a rock band, Low voice, yet yells it all out - her hero- I shit 
you not. 

The arcing wavy she made- it's embedded in my mind after all this time. 

So, is she... she looks at me- she was sitting on the red bare by the pump, what your 
name, hi-1 am Kristen, I looked at here and it was hard to make words, love at first sight - I think 
so? 


The place red white and blue... ‘Do you want to take my daughter to the town?’ ‘Sure,’ 
we did even really know anything about each other, yet we feel the love. She stopped dead in her 
tracks and so did 1. Yet fate to place right I did not believe in- it eater and that goes for the both 
of us. 


It just doesn’t happen... that's life... is it not? His dad- black hair- brown eyes, and 
love the color blue... you would not get this in seventy-seven years who he is. Kind of crazy he 
asked my sexy-year-old grannie to marry him the first day wired- but true, the good guy right. 



The best drummer in the world - not at that time after losing it all. And beating himself 
up over the death if he’s the best buddy, in another big-time rock band. He was drinking hard, 
and not doing music any longer, yet his girl was all he had to keep going. 

Her- brown eyes- short- covey- and the hips that only she has, heart, shaped. She 
looked fine in them jeans, next to kores bar, ever another window out, or boarded over and bars 
on those. It like she hexes me from not keeping a girl only hear in my heart. Black nail posh was 
on her hands- That is why it was so hard to fall. 

Skipping through my memories- striped shirt she had on- 

He has glasses, on as we were both locked in that gaze. Out of all the actus look how I 
picked not knowing this... was all for her and on her way back when. 


(Aww her mouth dropped when I cracked how she was as she was playing in my mind 
and mshing tough my blood, I thought I was crazy hearing the voice, that I remember but could 
not place until a year later. She said quotes- of September 9, 2003- And it hit me she was Kristen, 
of the past days of days and times of times. Next, she going to say she is Sia. Or be in the Too 
Fighters- Maybe- nah. She has cups...) 

What I time I had here not seen but felt nothing but here, she was in my room to do 
this- and not she there all the time, don’t ask just go with it. Why didn’t I see this... sooner no I 
that to think she was some girl from my hometown, playing a game just as she would for, she is a 
lot like her... maybe the day she went away... I found one that was the same in all ways in her 
actions. 


So, there it was- we held hand... in the back... in the car... at four p.m. His 
grandmother driving... the CD player blasting gospel country the Dannie O’Donalled or 
something- ah- in my ears- yet, I was all into him and not that. 

Religion to me was a joke at that time... I have it now... don’t ask... yet mom passing 
can do that. My faith was shaking, if there at all, dads too. Looking into her big brown eyes, she 
was looking back into mine feeling the same young but in love. 



She led the way of my first in everything- this is true, I shit you not. There a lot of shit 
jokes with us and yes-1 sometimes want to hold the bunny. She and I are the same in every 
way... every way- it just clicks with us, and go do that makes things hot. I love her giggle then, 
and it’s the same now- heart to get when it coming through- you and you don’t know whom she 
is for six weeks, but damn-1 got her- now and then. 

We have come a long way- cybernetics. Ha- don’t cross the one that she has... or face 
the wrath of daddy, or piss them off she has that- power within. Yet no one in his dumb ass town 
knew who I was or my dad or try to get to know him, their ass hole, and I found out what that 
one meant to them too, more than I thought. I hope your pound- you’re the dicks! 

Besides I was there... in the Land of Many Steeples. Bamesboro- Pa. I was there- you 
all saw me, with him- the band- all around the land you saw him with me... what did you think? 
What did you think, I know what I think about you all? I do not like what I see... in the eyes of 
this town, yet I get him, and that’s all the matter to me and not you that believed their lies, don’t 
give me shit about him either I don’t buy it for I know him, unlike you... and now look at what 
he did. 


I love this girl like she’ll stick her finger up my nose, and whatever. 

I love this boy he will give me a Wet- Willy at any time. 

X-0 

Both nuts- we say back here. 

Now that’s adorable! 

She makes fun of the way I talk all pa and shit. 

-And he says everything I do is cute. 

‘Say I did do this- you don’t give me credit or anything anyways so take it- hope you 
feel good about yourself when you do- take it away like everything- take it. This all mine and 
you will never take that away now!’ 

The first in everything- yet get that... now look she is going to play this in life and in 
this... on too. The kiss... The- that... the holding hands too. 



The lovesick feeling... for Kristen Majah. Maybe it for she is the Jewish girl that had 
sex with a Father a the - Catholicism you better now that what you are if your catholic church, 
for the sin of being her, and being her race, yet I am blond and blue eyes, do you love me now? 
They did it in the confession both a swear to god they did... I was next on over- for what I think 
new about us she and I, and he- and he was the altar boy that he wanted too and that why. 

I spent lots and lots of time looking for her online when she let to go to Pittsburgh, or 
so the story went, I could not find her- no-1 could not-1 look thought moon schools, and she was 
nowhere to be found, not listed in any of the towns. Y ah eat your heart out! She went out of my 
life; he was gone for I was making movies and music. Yet it was her grandmother I got on the 
phone, saying she was too young. When really, she was a stare now. 

(What the hell!) 

I never- ever forgot about her... 

Never... 

Ever... 

Every time I pass that old blue home... 

Or the gas station that is not there any longer I think about her- the girl-1 feel too! The 
real tme falling, the first one, no one forgets there the first time. (I know what you meant! She 
said in a cute way.) 

Marcel- It did not me... the way she looks... 

The way she talked, the way she acted... the- everything about her still the same. 

The show- Blast- the day 4- 14- 14, Johnstown Pa. 

So small- like I should have remembered- all in black with red, under the skirt, really 
long hair. Looking sweet at me like I should have known. Yet I was babysitting to kid for the 
show thanks to my band teacher that that need was doing things he should not, with others 
bumping around the crowd. It was why I did get to say more... she came all this way cross 
county for this moment, that was a fail, the show too. She looks amazing, I even said I should 
walk with her teacher- ‘Nah she is good; she would not want too anyway.’ Um- there the 



bathroom- over there... (Point) thank you... (She is looking said.) I don’t even remember who I 
am I have that main ID’s said- Kendrick. 

(Time passing) 

Spring... 

Summer... 

Fall... 

Snow... 

Like flayers all coming together on the land of white sown cover lovey lands. That is 
when she is showing her colors, like spring, the blossom showed, the love was back, fora mouth 
she played in my mind, like someone I used to know but have forgotten about, the fall day, 
playing head games in my body, like a mn on a hot summers day. All this in me yet her- I 
remember her- she did this till I got it who we meet and re-meet, it was all her- fate-right? If I 
am still crazy about her- and she is me. 

Turns out that Kristen Majah-1 knew her teeth were to perfect, It was really Anna 
Kendrick! As well as this story- is how- she said- yes to me... If you knew this you would have 
killed yourselves- in my town right-1 didn’t either- so good job acting Anna. And there it is a 
true love story in my book of life. 

And now in me all the time- is her- the girl- her- that one- she- known as Kristen- or 
Anna- Yes you think you know her, yet I do. She is all mine, and I hers... 

Me- The boy I feel for all the years back in that shitty town so long ago... is him... it's 
all the same just know I am to you, yet now I am famous, I was just starting out then. But then 
again, I am back for him now- he’s all mine- you F-ed up- girls! 

I will never forget to get that flirty eye look she gave me. 

~Y es~ him 

~Y es~ her 


The flashback ages of us way back then, she was 9 and I was 13. 



-Get this my first date was with her, at a chine's restraint, with her... 


Him- Never ever at that time did I think she was Anna, and her dad is who he is... I 
keep calling him Feud... Identify forbidden to you. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 29 


Kellie’s Stories 


Part: 1 

Y oung Future 

Kellie- ‘I’m- a like a dart devil-1 just keep sucking it.’ 

It was said, that my mom had shattered finger bones; that hands, but where clumsily, 
for a mishap she had or something. Ray-1 have a six-pack it’s under my bear belly. Kellie- Nice! 

Once Hanna told me- that she likes me because I’m for real- Because I really feel 
things. But that’s the whole problem: how much I feel things. 

‘Hello?’ I call out, as soon as I’m inside Kellie’s apartment- home. The front hall is 
dark and cool as always. Goosebumps prick up over my arms. 

No matter how... many times, I come to Kellie's house I’m always shocked by the 
power of the air- conditioning, which hums somewhere- deep inside the walls. For a moment, I- 
just stand there, inhaling the clean smells of furniture polish and Windex and fresh-cut flowers. 



Music is pulsing from- Hanna’s room upstairs. I try to identify the song but can’t make out any 
words, just bass throbbing through the floorboards. 

Hey, girls want to do something nice for your boy, take the shampoo and get a glob 
and rub your boy’s thing down with your hand and then it's clean if you think it's not showering 
it and shut up. Same the other way around there... Another typical Wednesday night. Ray a bit 
puzzled replied, ‘Well you didn’t say anything, besides, I thought you enjoyed it as much as I 
did.’ I put her hand on his face, and told him she took it for love, she took it for him. I kissed her 
hand, told her thanks and asked her how long it took before sex stopped being painful? 

I am smiling said- ‘we screwed for two months straight before taking a day off, so I’ll 
say I was broken in by then.’ 

Today, 1 was thinking of a girl asking men out. How does it feel to fall in love with 
your best friend and then face the fear of asking them out? 

I fell in love with him, way before I even knew what had happened to me. Sometimes 
love sneaks up on a person like that, I guess. I had known him all my life and we had always 
been friends. 

He had a sweet tooth like no one I had ever met. In so many ways, he was my exact 
opposite. He was tall, too handsome for his own good. Some might even go so far as to say 
beautiful. I, on the other hand, was average height with dirty blonde hair. I loved making ice 
cream and seeing the joy it brought to people’s faces although I rarely ate it myself. 

We were always close, so I was not sure how it happened. One day, he walked into my 
ice cream shop just like he had many others yet, this time was different. Suddenly, I found 
myself caring about what I looked like when he was around. Making sure that I had his favorite 
ice cream in stock, adding extra whipped cream to whatever he ordered. 

Nevertheless, he never seemed to act differently about me. He gave me the same 
beautiful smile that he always did. The same silly jokes that made me laugh. 

He knew that I hated my laugh. I always ended up snorting. He didn’t care, he thought 
my snorting was hilarious. 



That was our friendship though, it was as if the only change of emotion was coming 
from me. Last week he brought a date in- which was the worst. Knowing that while 1 loved him, 
he was there with someone else who was painful. 

I did my very best not to show it, and I think that I was successful. After all, they left 
hand in hand. Luckily, being the best friend gives me insight into his relationships. Turns out, 
that she wasn’t his type. I think the problem was, that she refused to sleep on her own side of the 
bed. Such a silly thing to break up with someone over. Though, I do understand a little. I am in 
fact quite attached to my side of the bed. Who am I kidding? It is really ridiculous, if you loved 
them it would be a problem that would work itself out. 

His break up though is good news for me though. Today is going to be the day. Today, 
I am going to ask him out. 1 cannot stand to wait for him to see me that way any longer. Today, I 
will charge forward and make my own destiny and all that other silly crap we tell ourselves to 
help us be brave. 

#- Hashtag; (power- girls) 

Criss- Do you remember the time Karly peed her dress in class and got up and rain out 
of the room, to me it was cute, she was remembered for it. 

Kellie- ‘Ray?’ I say as he walks in and sits at the table in the comer. 

Awaiting as he always does for his daily scoop. ‘Can we talk?’ I ask, my hands 
shaking as I hid them behind my back. 

‘Sure, whatever you need. Are you having some sort of trouble? Is it a guy?’ he asked 
with a wink. I thought about punching him then I thought about telling him to forget about it. 

‘Actually, yea Ray its guy trouble.’ I told him. ‘I’m really into a guy, that I have been 
friends with for quite some time. How do I get him to see me as more than just a close friend?’ 
Maybe he will just figure it out I thought to myself. 

He did, and I could see the shock on his face. ‘You mean me?’ 

‘Yes, it is you.’ I put my eyes down to the floor. I examined the tile and every intricate 
detail as we both sat there in silence. 



‘I would love to go out with you.’ He finally said with a voice that melted my heart 
like chocolate. I looked up and into his eyes. 

He was not appeasing me, he looked pleased. As if, I had just given him a present. ‘I 
will take you out, and I will never let you go. 

I thought this day would never come; I have waited for your love for a long time.’ I 
couldn’t believe what I was hearing, is it possible that I was the one that didn’t see him. 
Suddenly, I could see the world open before me. Him at my side for all the world to see forever. 

As they were preparing to take a shower, I asked him to get on the bed and hold his 
legs back as far as he could. He only got them halfway. Annie laughed and told He the next time 
her legs are back to her head, he’ll have a new appreciation for her flexibility. 

In the shower when Kellie was bathing 

Ray and - and the other way around, just as she started to wash his dick, she and he 
play with it- like if he remembered a couple of weeks ago when she was a little tipsy from the 
wine and sucked him off? He went mmmm, I remember it well baby, you backed me all the way 
to the wall and you kept going, you were great. 

‘And how long did you say your nuts were hurting from that blowjob’ she asked with 
sarcasm? About four days, why do you ask? 

Annie stood up with his dick still in her hand and asked her if he wanted another one, 
a little better? He thought about the strong orgasm he had, he also thought about his nuts hurting 
for days. Now honey, the same old slow and deep one are just fine. Annie kissed him and said, ‘I 
thought so.’ 

This post is a follow up to ‘Her... Parents in the house, no sex for you’ 

Finally, Ray thought as he watched his parents plane taxi down the mnway for takeoff, 
he can have some fun with his wife. Kellie could tell she was ready to release two days of 
backed-up semen and put a plan into motion to slow his role. On the walk to the parking lot, she 
asked him to let her drive home. 



She looked a little puzzled and said ‘Sure, that’s fine, but why today, you always let 
me drive.’ Annie smiled and started laughing saying ‘I don’t want you to get a speeding ticket or 
into an accident rushing home to plow me.’ 

He just looked at her before replying that he wasn’t going to ‘Plow’ her as soon as 
they got home. Kellie said oh really, in that case, can we go to the mall? With a serious look on 
his face, he said- ‘Sure honey, as soon as we check-in and out of that airport hotel.’ 

Her shaking her head as to say I can’t believe you. ‘Hey- you just said you didn’t want 
to plow me, now you want to check into that hotel’ I said while pointing at the hotel. He only 
said, ‘I’m not going to jump you as soon as we get home, I’m going to play with my favorite 
parts of you first. ’ 

As soon as he said it, he knew he had made a mistake. I stopped walking towards the 
car and repeated Ray saying- ‘favorite parts!’ he only said- ‘Yeah, my favorite parts.’ She said, 
‘ok Mister, by the time we get home before you get any of my parts, I want to know your top two 
favorite parts, ok.’ 

On the drive home, he can’t think straight, backed up semen have that effect on men. 
His thoughts were to take I parts piece by piece and log them from one to whatever. Of course, 
she was first, but is it his number one? Where does her breast fall on his favorite list? What about 
her big ass he’s always playing with! 

Oh, freak’n shit, what have I gotten into he thought. He was so deep in his thoughts 
when he finally looked at Annie, he could swear she was silently laughing at him. 

When they got home, she asked he ‘are you ready to tell me your favorite two parts of 
my body, and don’t get cute by saying one is my brain, only what you can see and feel honey.’ 

As I started to talk, he told him to hold that thought, she’ll be right back and went upstairs. 

I went to the kitchen to get a beer and rethink his statement about wanting to play with 
his favorite parts of her body. 

I didn’t hear her come downstairs- but when he looked up, I was standing at the 
bottom of the stairs butt naked. With his mouth open and not a word coming out, this happens 



often, I said- ‘Come show me your top two parts- honey.’ As he walked towards me- he thought 
about telling her he couldn’t choose. Then it came to him in a flash. Teddy grabbed a hand full of 
Annie’s hair and bent her head back saying this is number one, with his other hand he grabbed a 
hand full of her plentiful hip and said this is number two. He kissed her deeply, so deeply that 

Annie pushed him away and said, ‘I’m ready to be plowed.’ 

At the top of the stairs, I pause. Hanna’s bedroom door is closed. I definitely don’t 
recognize the song she’s playing- or blasting, really, so loud I have to remind myself that 
Hanna’s house is shielded on four sides by trees and lawn, and no one will sic the regulators on 
her. 


It’s not like- any music I have ever heard. It’s a shrieky, shrill, fierce kind of music: I 
can’t even tell whether the singer is male or female. Little fingers of electricity creep up my 
spine, a feeling I used to have when I was a tiny child when I would creep into the kitchen; and 
try to sneak an extra cookie from the pantry- the feeling right before the creak, and squeak of my 
mom’s footsteps in the kitchen behind me, when I would whirl around, my hands and face coated 
in cmmbs, guilty. 

I shake off the feeling and push open Hanna’s door. She’s sitting at her computer, feet 
propped up on her desk, bobbing her head and tapping out a rhythm on her thighs. As soon as 
she sees me, she swings forward and hits a key on her keyboard. The music cuts off instantly. 
Strangely, the silence that follows seems just as loud. 

She flips her hair over one shoulder and scoots away from the desk. 

Something flickers over her face, an expression that passes too quickly for me to 
identify it. ‘Hi,’ she chirmps, a little too cheerfully. 

‘Didn’t hear you come in.’ ‘I doubt you would have heard me break-in.’ I go over to 
her bed and collapse on top of it. Hana has a queen-size bed, with three down pillows. It’s like 
heaven. 


‘What was that?’ 


‘What was what?’ 



She lifts her knees to her chest and swivels a full circle in her chair. I sit upon my 
elbows and watch her. Hanna only acts this dumb when she’s hiding something. 

‘The music.’ She still stares at me blankly. ‘The song you were blasting when I came 
in. The one that almost burst my eardmms.’ 

‘Oh- that.’ Hanna blows her bangs out of her face. This is another one of her tells. 
Whenever she’s bluffing in poker she won’t stop fussing with her bangs. 

‘Just some new band I found online.’ ‘On LAMM?’ I press. 

Hana’s music-obsessed, and used to spend hours surfing LAM, the Library of 
Authorized Music and Movies, when we were in middle school. 

Hana looks away. ‘Not exactly.’ 

‘What do you mean, ‘not exactly’?’ 

The intranet, like everything else in the United States, is controlled and monitored for 
our protection. All the websites, all the content, is written by government agencies, including the 
List of Authorized Entertainment, which gets updated biannually. Digital books go into the LAB, 
the Library of Approved Books, movies, and music go into LAM, and for a small fee, you can 
download them to your computer. If you have one, that is. I don’t. 

Hanna sighs, keeping her eyes averted. 

Finally, she looks at me. 

‘Can you keep a secret?’ 

Sometimes when you oversleep, it comes back and bites you where it really hurts. She 
and he were up late last night playing around until four am, not having sex but playing the 
kissing game and fingering. Their kissing game is different than the one you may be thinking of. 

It all started when he asked Annie when she bought the dress she had on today. I told 
him has a memory problem, it was him that picked the dress out of a display window on their 
vacation trip to Ohio. This started the ‘I have a better memory than you.’ Every time one 
couldn’t remember something, the other gets ten kisses anywhere they wanted too. 



All night long they were kissing thighs, tits, dicks, pussies and even butt cheeks. It 
went on so long, they both fell asleep without having sex. Although he believes he had three 
orgasms since she is being right so much, or the fact he lost so much and got to kiss very little of 
Annie’s stuff. 

I gave Ray one the fastest baths ever like us. They both laughed when- she said, T 
don’t need to wash your dick; you haven’t used it.’ Ray said, T’m going use it tonight like never 
before.’ Ray pointing to different parts of Annie’s body said, T want a little bit of this, a little of 
that and I’m coming back and getting a little more this.’ Annie said; ‘Sure, promises, promises.’ 

A quick kiss and they were off to work. 

Ray had been in a meeting all day and had a message to call his wife when he got out, 
not an emergency just calls at his convenience. 

When Ray called Annie, he found out his parents flew into town on a business trip and 
she invited them to stay at their house for a couple of days. Ray was surprised to hear that 
because his dad was adamant he wouldn’t stay in the mother- in- law suite until they had a 
grandchild. 

The first night after dinner and everyone retired for the evening, I was looking forward 
to a lot of action from her. It didn’t take long for Ray to find out his plans weren’t Kellie's plan. 
The pace was set in the shower, I gave Teddy a regular penis wash, and this is not what he’s 
grown accustomed to. 

He asked, ‘what kind of a dick wash was that?’ she said- ‘your parents are in the house 
and you may not know it, but you’re loud when you come.’ Raymon said- ‘they’re on the other 
side of the house, downstairs. I’m not that loud.’ Kellie reminded Teddy that on their honeymoon 
in the mountains when she gave him a wedding gift by putting her legs behind her head at the 
moment of his orgasm, he could be heard on the other side of the mountain, even the coyotes 
howl back. 

Now I sit up all the way, scooting to the edge of the bed. I don’t like the way; she’s 
looking at me. I don’t trust it. 


‘What is this about, Hanna?’ 



‘Can you keep a secret?’ She repeats... I think of standing with her in front of the labs 
on Evaluation Day, the sun beating down on us, the way she forced her mouth close to my ear to 
whisper about happiness, and unhappiness. 

I’m suddenly afraid for her, of her. 

But I nod and say, ‘Yeah, of course.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

She looks down, fiddles with the hem of her shorts for a second take a deep breath. 

‘So last week I met this guy-’ 

‘What?’ I nearly fall off the bed. 

‘Relax.’ She holds up a hand. 

‘He’s cured, okay? He works for the city. 

He’s a sensor, actually.’ 

My heartbeat slows, and I settle back against her pillows again. ‘Okay- So...?’ 

‘So,’ Hanna says, looking for Kellie drawing the word out, ‘he was waiting at the 
doctor is with me. When I went to have my FT, you know?’ Hanna sprained her ankle in the fall 
and still has to do physical therapy once a week, to keep it strong. ‘Plus, we started chatting.’ 

Ray and not one girl but two and she, also is okay with it, they say at school. 

Part: 2 

It took twenty minutes for my heart to get back to normal. By the time I had caught 
my breath, I Kellie was up, singing and cooking. I need to research why men orgasm zap them of 
all their energy and women are reenergized. What’s up with that! Sometimes I feel as if I need a 
five emergency after sex while Hanna wants to play a game of basketball. After sex, I can hit the 
gym and do a ten-mile mn. 


Did Mother Nature intentionally give our sperm power to energize women? 



Is this payback for them getting pregnant? 


Doing! 

Man, please. 

Doing! If we answered a question doing sex the answer will always be yes. I can’t 
count how many men got engaged in doing sex. 

After! 

We all know immediately after men behave like aliens, we don’t have a clue about 
anything on earth. I must stop typing now, here comes Hanna and Kellie, she told me when she 
and she got home from shopping she would give me a killer- blowjobs. Another thing, when 
we’re homy, why do girls ask for things they know we would deny after sex! Women are like, ‘I 
know he will not let me spend two hundred dollars on these shoes, so I’ll ask him while I’m 
giving him a blowjob, I’d better record it also, he won’t remember answering.’ Are we men 
being used on a regular basis? I know I am. I can’t count the times Annie has said, ‘You told me 
I could.’ 1 ask when I did, 1 say you could? Her answer is always the same, ‘when we were in 
bed.’ Can we men pass a law stating no questions before, doing or immediately after sex? Before, 
of course not, I would prefer not to have any roadblocks down my avenue. 

She pauses to look up and see what she was looking for. I don’t really see where the 
story is going as of now. Or how it relates to the music she was playing, so I just wait for her to 
go on, I see her there, can you? 

To conclude she does... she is up there... ‘Besides, I was telling him about boards, 
and how I really want to go to lUP, and he was- saying to me about his job, what he does; and 
such. You know... the day to day, things that need to be done... 

He codes the online access limitations, so the general public can’t just write whatever, 
or post things themselves, or write up false statistics or demagogic beliefs’ - she puts this in 
quotes, rolling her eyes- ‘and other stuff like that. He’s, like, an intranet security guard.’ 



One of you may say, ‘How could you forget about that!’ But you need to understand 
the life and games I played as a very young man. I never told my best friend about this episode 
of my life. Not that it was bad, but it’s hard to believe from two different points of view, not to 
mention how it all went down. 

My freshman year in college was one of adventure and life lessons. Chuck and I 
behaved more like seniors than freshmen. We met two young ladies in our business management 
class. They were okay, but we weren’t interested in the relationship type of friendship. Besides 
one. Sue was seeing someone in a nonseries way, meaning nothing was going on sexually, but 
they were going to the movies and doing other things just feeling each other out. The other one 
Tina, nice looking and very sexy to me was a loner. You know how you’re saving for something 
and putting money in a jar. Well, I was doing that with Tina, only I wasn’t putting the max in, 
just enough to keep me slowly going after my goal. I never went after Tina but I teetered on the 
brink of flirting without flirting, just stringing her along. 

Hanna- no make- up blonde and pink lips, really short, looks a lot like Kellie just, 
washed out. 

It was movie night at the ‘Brick,’ an outdoor spot we all gathered around daily. If you 
were looking for someone, go to the Brick. Chuck and I were just hanging out when Sue and 
Tina walked up. Tina walked up to me and asked what I was doing this weekend? I really didn’t 
have anything going on, so I told her I’ll just be hanging around looking for something. Tina 
laughed and asked, ‘what does that mean?’ I said, ‘you know guy stuff.’ Tina with her head 
down said, ‘come to my apartment tomorrow night. Sue will be going out and you can show me 
guy stuff.’ I just looked at her with that look of ‘I’m not into games.’ Tina looked up and told me 
not to eat, she’ll have pizza and salad for us. I didn’t even think about it, I just asked ‘what time?’ 

I got back from the library about five Saturday evening. Hanna left me a note saying 
he wouldn’t be back until Sunday evening. He got home late last night so I figured he put 
something on layaway and went to get it today. My date with Tina was at eight so I started to get 
ready, for what, I don’t know. But as always. I’ll be ready for anything. 



I arrived at Hanna’s about 7:50- sh pm, she answered the door in those pj’s women 
wear as pants. As I entered, Tina asked ‘if I wanted to eat now or later?’ I said ‘you told me not 
to eat, so I’m ready now.’ I must admit, Hanna set a very nice table. As we were eating Tina 
question me about what exactly ‘hanging around looking for something’ meant so she’ll know 
what to expect. That comment made me think I’m getting laid tonight. 

I told Hanna it meant whatever I fall into, it’s something to do. Then Hanna dropped a 
bomb on me, she asked ‘would you like to fall into me?’ I’ve been here before, so I shot back, 
‘Are you serious, if you are, why me?’ Tina smiled and said 

‘you don’t want me?’ Now all players should have a ‘cool card to play.’ I stood up and 
started to unbutton my shirt, Hanna shouted whoa, not in here. I just smiled. 

I stood there with my hands still on the buttons of my shirt. Hanna walked over and 
grabbed my hand and led me to her bedroom. I not sure what I was accustomed to, then again 
Hanna's room smells like the perfume counter in a department store. She left the lights off, it 
took me a while to adjust to the darkness but the little I could make out of Ray's nakedness was 
tmly exciting. 

I was undressed in a little over 2.7 seconds. Not a word was spoken, I reached for her 
and started to kiss her passionately. Oh, I forgot, my penis was hard as steel before I got 
undressed. As I laid on back on her bed, she and Kellie grabbed my penis at their wanting and 
started to feel all around it, that didn’t bother me. I’m going in. Then the first of two 
unbelievable hit me. I pushed me off and said, ‘I can’t do this.’ Shocked I asked, ‘did I get ahead 
of myself?’ 

I was quiet, not a word. I waited to hope to hear her say, okay I’m ready, but no, still 
nothing. Then finally she spoke. I’m a virgin and I can’t handle you. I’ve had a few virgins 
before; I know how to handle them. I told I I’ll be gentle, but she was adamant; no-1 can’t, I 
know I can’t handle it, teach me to suck you, 

I’ll do that for you, but I can’t handle your dick, I know I can’t. Well, I’m on the brink 
now, it wouldn’t take much to finish me off. I asked, ‘if she was sure about this?’ She told me 
never did it before, but teach me and I’ll do it for you. 



Well, it only took five minutes for my load to unload in a rookie mouth that wasn’t 
bad, not bad at all. I didn’t even spit it out, she swallows it and started to apologize to me. I said 
it is ok when you read some guy will be very lucky. Tina said I wanted that guy to be you so 
bad- but-but-1 knew I couldn’t handle it and I wanted to enjoy it as much as you. 

Early the next morning I got a call from Sue, she wanted to know if she could come 
over, I told her about last night. I said sure, come on over. I knew I probably told her about not 
having sex, but did she say anything about the blowjob. 

Sue got to my apartment in twenty minutes. She went right into what Ha nn a told her 
about not having sex because she didn’t think she could handle it. But what blew my mind, she 
told her about sucking me off. She told me she needed to see what scared Tina so. I laughed and 
said I’m not going to show you, my privates. I’m not into playing like that. 

Sue said who’s playing, I want to experience it. 

The second of two unbelievable. Tina- for Tinareria- as I laid in bed exhausted from 
what she just put me through and watching her get dressed. She must be in a joking mood, she 
told me our secret will never leave her and she’ll leave the blowjob cumshot to me for now, that 
way she’ll have something on her, but after you have sex with her, I will want to suck you off. I 
said- ‘You think I have a chance with her?’ She said... ‘oh I’m going to push her to have sex 
with you even though she’s right, you do carry a load down there, but I need to hear her talk 
about you so-1 can relive this experience.’ 

She was right, two days later I told me to come over and finish what she stopped. 
Some years later and in passing she said ‘no one has come close to your manliness. All I could 
think about was not getting that blowjob from Sue that she promised me. ‘Okay,’ I say again... I 
want to tell Haima to get to the point-1 know all about online security restrictions, everybody 
does- but that would just make her clam up. 

She sucks in a deep breath, and look down in a wondering thought of what if. ‘But he 
doesn’t just code the security. He checks for lapses- like, break-ins. Hackers, basically, who 
jump through all the security hoops and manage to post their own stuff. The government calls 
them floaters- websites that might be up for an hour, or a day, or two days before they’re 



discovered, websites full of unlawful stuff- opinions and message boards and video clips and 
music.’ 


‘And you found one.’ 

A sick feeling has settled in my stomach. Words keep flashing in my brain, like a neon 
sign going in and out: illegal, interrogation, surveillance. 

Hanna... 

She doesn’t seem to notice that I have gone totally still. Her face is suddenly animated, 
as alive and energetic as I have ever seen it, and she leans forward on her knees, talking in a rush. 
‘Not just one. Dozens. There are tons of them out there if you know how to look. If you know 
where to look. It’s incredible, 

Kellie. All these people- they must be all over the country- sneaking in through the 
loops, and the holes. You should see some of the things people write. 

About- about the cure. It’s not just the invalids who don’t believe in it. There are 
people here, all over the place, whom- don’t think-’ I’m staring at her so hard she drops her eyes 
and switches topics. ‘In addition, you should hear music. Incredible, amazing music, like nothing 
you have ever heard, music that almost takes your head off, you know? That makes you want to 
scream and jump up and down and break stuff and cry.’ 

Hanna’s room is big- almost twice as big as my room at, home- but I feel as though 
the walls are pressing down around me. If the air-conditioning’s still working, I can no longer 
feel it. The air feels hot and heavy, like a wet breath, and I stand up and move to the window. 
Hana breaks off, finally. I try to shove open her window, but it won’t budge. 

I push and strain against the windowsill. 

‘Lena,’ Hana says timidly, after a minute. 

‘It won’t open. ’ All I can think of is: I need air. The rest of my thoughts are a blur of 
radio static, and fluorescent lights, as well as lab coats to steel tables and surgical knives- an 
image of Willow Marks getting dragged off to the labs, screaming, her house defaced with 
marker and paint. 



‘Kellie,’ Hana says, louder now. 


‘Come on.’ 

You and she okay with sharing her boy- maybe she into girls too? 

‘It’s stuck. Wood must be warped from the heat. If it would just open.’ I heave and the 
window flies upward, finally. There’s a popping sound, and the latch that’s been keeping it in 
place snaps off and skitters to the middle of the floor. For a second Hanna, and I both stand there, 
staring at it. The air coming through the open window doesn’t make me feel better. 

It’s even hotter outside. 

‘Sorry,’ I mumble. I can’t look at her. 

‘I didn’t mean to-1 didn’t know it was locked. The windows at my house don’t lock.’ 

‘Don’t worry about the window. I don’t care about the stupid window.’ 

‘One- time Grace got out of her crib when she was little, almost made it onto the roof. 
Just slid the window right open and started climbing.’ ‘Kellie.’ Hanna reaches out and grabs my 
shoulders. I don’t know if I have a fever or what, going hot and cold every five seconds, but her 
touch makes a chill go through me and I pull away quickly. 

‘You’re mad at me.’ 

‘I’m not mad. I’m worried about you.’ 

But that’s only half- true. I am mad- furious, in fact. 

All this time I’ve been blindly coasting along, the idiot sidekick, thinking about our 
last real summer together, stressing about the matches I will get and evaluations, and boards and 
normal stuff and she’s been nodding, smiling, and saying, ‘Uh-huh, yeah, me too,’ and ‘I’m sure 
things will be fine,’ and meanwhile, behind my back, she’s been turning into someone I don’t 
know- someone with secrets, and weird habits and opinions about things we’re not even 
supposed to think about. 



Now-1 know why, I was so startled on Evaluation Day, when she turned back to 
whisper to me, eyes huge and glowing. It was like she had dropped away for a second - my best 
friend, my only real friend- and in her place, was a stranger. 

Part; 3 

That’s what’s been happening all this time: Hanahas been morphing into a stranger. 

I turn back to the window... and... a sharp blade of sadness goes through me- deep, 
and quick. I guess it was bound to happen eventually. 

I’ve always known it would. Everyone you tmst, everyone you think you can count on, 
will eventually disappoint you. When left to their own devices, people lie and keep secrets and 
change and disappear, some of a different face or personality, some behind a dense early 
morning fog, beyond a cliff. That’s why the cure is so important. 

That’s why we need it. 

‘Listen, I’m not going to get arrested just for looking at some websites. Or listening to 
music, or whatever.’ 

‘You could... People have been arrested for less.’ 

She knows this too. She knows and doesn’t care. 

‘Yeah, well. I’m sick of it.’ Hanna’s... voice trembles a little, which throws me. 

I’ve never heard her sound- yet I was less than certain. 

‘We shouldn’t even be talking about this. Someone could be-’ ‘Someone could be 

listening?’ 

She cuts me off, finishes my sentence for me. 

‘God, Kellie... I’m sick of that, too... Aren’t you...? 

Ant- U- sick of always checking your back, looking behind you, watching what you 
say, think, do. I can’t- I can’t breathe, I can’t sleep, I can’t move. I feel like there are walls 
everywhere. Everywhere I go - bam! There’s a wall. 



‘Everything I want-bam! Another wall... like ripped out.’ 


She rakes a hand through her hair. Like- for once, she doesn’t look as pretty to me, 
and in control. She looks pale and unhappy, and her expression reminds me of something, but I 
can’t place it right away. 

Part: 4 

‘It’s for our own protection,’ I say, wishing I sounded more confident. I’ve never 
been good in a fight. 

‘Everything will get better once we’re-’ 

Again, she jumps in. 

‘Once we’re cured?’ 

She laughs, a short barking sound with no humor in it, but at least she doesn’t 
contradict me directly. 

‘Right. That’s what everybody says.’ 

All of a sudden it hits me: She reminds me of the animals we saw once on a class trip 
to the slaughterhouse. All the cows were lined up, packed in their stalls, staring at us mutely as 
we walked by, with that same look in their eyes- with fear, and resignation and something else. 

Desperation, I’m really scared, then, and truly terrified for her. 

Then when she speaks again, she sounds a little bit calmer. 

‘Maybe it will. Get better, I mean, once we’re cured. But until then - This is our last 
chance, Lena. 

Our last chance to do anything. Our last chance to choose.’ 

There’s the word from Evaluation Day again- choose- but I nod- for the reason that I 
don’t want to set her off again. 


‘So, what are you going to do?’ 



She looks away, biting her lip, and I can tell she’s debating whether or not to trust me. 
‘There’s this party tonight -’ 

‘What?’ Shoot up... the fear floods back in. She rushes on. ‘It’s something I found on 
one of the floaters- it’s a music thing, a few bands playing out by the border in Stroud water, on 
one of the farms.’ 

‘You can’t be serious. You’re not-you’re not actually going, right? 

You’re not even thinking about it.’ 

‘It’s safe, okay? I promise. These websites - it’s really amazing, Liv, I swear you’d be 
into it if you looked. They’re hidden... Links, usually, embedded on normal pages, approved 
government stuff, then again, I don’t know, somehow you can tell they don’t feel right, you 
know? They don’t belong.’ I grasp at a single word. ‘Safe? How can it be safe? That guy you 
met- the censor whole job is to track down people- who are stupid enough to post these things... ’ 

‘They’re not stupid, they’re incredibly smart, actually... ’ 

‘Not to mention the regulators, also the guards and the youth guard and curfew, 
besides segregation and just about everything else; that makes this one of the worst ideas.’ 

‘Fine... it was said...’ 

Hanna raises her arms and brings them slapping down against her thighs. The noise is 
so loud it makes me jump. 

‘Fine, so-o it’s a bad idea, so-o it’s risky. 

You know what...? I don’t care...’ 

For a second there’s silence... We’re glaring at each other, and the air between us 
feels charged and dangerous, a thin electrical coil, ready to explode. 

‘What about me?’ I say finally, struggling to keep my voice from shaking. 

‘You’re welcome to come. Ten thirty. Roaring Brooke Farms, Stroud water. 


Music... 



Dancing... 


You know-fun... 

The stuff we’re supposed to be having before they cut out half of our brain.’ 

I ignore the last part of her comment. T don’t think so, Hanna. In case you’ve 
forgotten, we have other plans for tonight. Have had plans for tonight for, oh, the past fifteen 
years.’ ‘Yeah, well, things change.’ She turns her back to me, but I feel like she’s reached out 
and punched me in the stomaeh. 

Part: 5 

‘Fine... ’ My throat is squeezing up. This time, I know it’s the real deal, and I’m on the 
verge of crying. I go over to her bed and start gathering up my stuff. Of course, my bag has 
spilled over on its side, and now her comforter is covered with little seraps of paper and gum 
wrappers and coins and pens. I start stuffing this back into my bag, fighting back the tears. ‘Go 
ahead. Do whatever you want tonight. I don’t care.’ 

Maybe Hanna feels bad because her voice softens a little bit looking at Kellie. Both 
loving themselves him and each other ‘Seriously, Kelly... you should think about coming. 

We won’t get in any trouble, I promise.’ 

‘You can’t promise that.’ I take a deep breath, wishing my voice would stop quivering. 

‘You don’t know that. You ean’t be positive. ‘ 

‘And you can’t go on being so scared all the time.’ 

That’s it: That does it. I whirl around, furious, something deep and black and old 
rising inside of me. ‘Of course. I’m scared. 

And I’m right to be seared. And if you’re not soared it’s just because you have the 
perfect little life, and the perfect little family, and for you, ever 3 hhing is perfect, perfect, perfect. 

You don’t see. You don’t know.’ ‘Perfeet? That’s what you think? You think my life 
is perfect?’ Her voiee is quiet but full of anger. 



I’m tempted to move away from her but force myself to stay put. ‘Yeah. I do.’ 


Again, she lets out a barking laugh, a quick explosion. ‘So-o, you think this is it, huh? 
As good as it gets?’ She turns a full circle, arms extended like she’s embracing the room, the 
house, everything. 

Her question startles me. ‘What else is there?’ 

‘Everything, Lena.’ She shakes her head. ‘Listen, I’m not going to apologize. I know 
you have your reasons for being scared. What happened to your mom was terrible-’ 

‘Don’t bring my mom into this.’ My body goes tight, electric. 

‘But you can’t go on blaming her for everything. She died more than ten years ago.’ 
Anger swallows me, a thick fog. My mind careens wildly like wheels over ice, bumping up 
against random words: 

Lear... Blame... Don’t forget... Mom... I love you... and now, I see that Hanna is a 

snake 


- has been waiting a long time to say this to me, has been waiting to squirm her way in, 
as deep and painful as she can go, and bite. ‘Luck you.’ In the end, these are the two words that 
come. 


She holds up both hands. ‘Listen, Lena, I’m just saying you have to let it go. You’re 
nothing like her. And you’re not going to end up like her. You don’t have it in you.’ 

‘Fuck you.’ She’s trying to be nice, but my mind is closed up and the words come out 
on their own, cascading over one another, and I wish every single one was a punch so that I 
could hit her in the face, bam- bam- bam- bam. 

‘You don’t know a single thing about her. And you don’t know me. You don’t know 

anything.’ 


‘Lena.’ She reaches forme. 

‘Don’t touch me.’ I’m stumbling backward, grabbing my bag, bumping against her 
desk- as I move toward the door. 



Hands In 


Part; 1 

Kellie- WHAT IF HE GETS US AEL 

PREGNANT? ~US~ 3 GIRLS AT THE SAME DAMN TIME? WHAT IF...? THAT 
IS SOME FUCKED UP SHIT-NO? 

I the one that is really into him- his voice has gotten super quiet, and he seems almost 
to have forgotten that I’m there. I’m not exactly sure where his story is going but I hold my 
breath, afraid that if-1 even so- much as exhale he’ll stop speaking entirely. 

T hated it here. I hated it here so much you can’t even imagine. All the buildings and 
the people looking so dazed and the smells and the closeness of everything and the rules 
ever 5 rwhere you turned, rules and walls, mles and walls. 

I wasn’t used to it. I felt like I was in a cage. We are in a cage: a bordered cage.’ 

A little shock pulse’s through me. In all the seventeen years and eleven months of my 
life, I have never, not once, thought of it that way. I’ve been so used to thinking of what the 
borders are keeping out that- 

I haven’t considered that they’re also penning us in. Now I see it through Kellie's eyes, 
see what it must have been like for him. 

‘At first, I was angry. I used to light things on fire. Paper, handbooks, school primers. 

It made me feel better somehow.’ He laughs softly. ‘I used to walk along the borders for hours 
every day. Sometimes I cried.’ He squirms next to me, and I can tell he’s embarrassed. 

It’s the first sign he has given in a while that he knows I’m still there, that he’s talking 
to me, and the urge to reach out and grab his hand, to squeeze him and her or give him or her 
some kind of encouragement, is almost overwhelming. 



But-1 keep my hands glued to the floor. 


‘After a while, though, I would just walk. I liked to watch the birds. They would lift 
off from our side and soar over into the Wilds, as easily as anything. Back and forth, back and 
forth, lifting and curling through the air. I could watch them for hours at a time. Free: 

They were totally free. I’d thought that nothing and nobody was free in Pittsburgh, but 

I was wrong. There were always the birds.’ 

He falls silent for a while, and I think maybe he’s done with his story. I wonder if he’s 
forgotten about my original question- why me? But, I’m too embarrassed to remind him, so I just 
sit there and imagine him standing at the border, motionless, watching the birds swoop above his 
head. It calms me down. 

After what seems like forever he starts talking again, this time in a voice so quiet I 
have to shift nearer to him just to hear. ‘The first time-1 saw you, at the Governor, I hadn’t been 
to watch the birds at the border in years. But that’s what you reminded me of. You were jumping 
up, and you were yelling something, and your hair was coming loose from your ponytail, and 
you were so fast.’ He shakes his head. ‘Just a flash, and then you were gone. Exactly like a bird.’ 

I don’t know how I hadn’t intended to move and hadn’t noticed moving- but somehow, 
we’ve ended up face- to- face in the dark, only inches apart. 

‘Everyone is asleep... they’ve been asleep for years. You seemed - awake.’ Alex is 
whispering now. He closes his eyes, opens them again. ‘I’m tired of sleeping.’ My insides are 
lifting and fluttering like they’ve done what he said and been transformed into swooping, soaring 
birds: The rest of my body seems to be floating away on massive currents of warmth, as though a 
hot wind is pushing through me, breaking me apart, turning me to air. 

This is wrong, a voice says inside of me, but it isn’t my voice. It’s someone else’s- 
some composite of my aunt, and Rachel, and all my teachers, and the pinchy evaluator who 
asked most of the questions the second time around. 

Out loud I squeak, ‘No,’ even though another word is rising and lifting inside of me, 
bubbling up like freshwater sprung from the earth. Yes, yes, yes. 



‘Why?’ He’s barely whispering. His hands find my face, his fingertips barely skim my 
forehead, the top of my ears, the hollows of my cheeks. Everywhere he touches is fire. My whole 
body is burning up, the two of us becoming twin points of the same bright white flame. 

‘What are you afraid of?’ ‘You have to understand. I just want to be happy.’ I can 
barely get the words out. My mind is a haze, full of smoke- nothing exists but his fingers dancing 
and skating over my skin, through my hair. I wish it would stop. I want it to go on forever. ‘I just 
want to be normal, like everybody else.’ ‘Are you sure that being like everybody else will make 
you happy?’ The barest whisper; his breath on my ear and neck, his mouth grazing my skin. 

And I think then I might really have died. Maybe the dog bit me and I got clubbed on 
the head and this is all just a dream- the rest of the world has dissolved. Only him. Only me. 

Only us. 


The sunlight filters through the trees and spots the grass a pale white. The whole 
garden feels as cool and quiet as the library at school. Enormous overgrown lawn winds between 
ancient trees, so thick and gnarled and knotted their arms twist overhead and form a canopy. 

Ray brings a blanket and leaves it inside the house. Whenever we come, we take it and 
shake it out on the grass, and all three of us lie there, sometimes for hours, talking and laughing 
about nothing in particular. 

Sometimes, Hanna or Kellie buys some food for a picnic, and one time I manage to 
swipe three cans of soda and a whole carton of candy bars from my uncle’s store, and we get 
totally crazy on a sugar high and play games like we did when we were little- hide- and- seek 
and tag and leapfrog. Some of the tree tmnks are as wide as four garbage pails mashed together, 
and I take a picture of Hana, laughing, trying to fit her arms around one of them. Ray says the 
trees must have been here for hundreds of years, which makes Hanna and me go silent. That 
means they were here before- before the borders were shut down before the walls were put up 
before the disease was driven into the Wilds. 

When he says it, something aches in my throat? I wish I could know what it was like 
then. Most of the time, though, Ray and I spend time alone and Hanna covers for us. 



After weeks and weeks of not seeing her at all, suddenly I’m going to Hana’s every 
single day and sometimes twice in one day (when I see Ray; and then when- I actually see 
Hanna.) Fortunately, my aunt doesn’t pry. I’m happier than I can ever remember being. I’m 
happier than I can ever remember even dreaming of being, and when I tell Hana I can never in a 
million years repay her for covering for me, she just crooks her mouth into a smile and says, 
‘You’ve already repaid me.’ I think she assumes we had a fight and are making up for lost time 
now, which is kind of true anyway and suits me fine. 

I’m not sure what she means by that, but I’m just glad to have her back on my side. 

When Ray and I are alone we don’t do much- just sit and talk- but still time seems to 
shrivel away, fast as paper catching on fire. 

One minute it’s three o’clock in the afternoon. The next minute, I swear, the light is 
draining from the sky and it’s almost curfew. That’s okay... I’m not sure I want to know. When 
he mentions the need for resistance, there is a tightness in his voice, and anger coiling underneath 
his words. At those times, and only for a few seconds. I’m still afraid of him, still, hear the word 
Invalid dmmming in my ear. 

Ray tells me stories about his life: about his ‘aunt’ and ‘uncle,’ and some of the work 
they do, although he’s still pretty vague about what the sympathizers and the Invalids are aiming 
for and how they’re working to achieve it. But mostly Ray tells me normal stuff, about his aunt’s 
and how whenever they get together his uncle gets a little too tipsy and tells the same stories 
about tbe past over and over. 

They’re both cured, and when I ask him whether they aren’t happier now, he shrugs 
and says, ‘They miss the pain, too.’ 

This seems incredible to me, and he looks at me out of the comer of his eye and says, 
‘That’s when you really lose people, you know. When the pain passes.’ 

Mostly, though, he talks about the Wilds and the people who live there, and I lay my 
head on his chest and close my eyes and dream of it: of a woman everyone calls Crazy Caitlin, 
who makes enormous wind chimes out of scrap metal and cmshed soda cans; of Grandpa, who 



must be at least ninety- two but still hikes through the woods every day, foraging for berries and 
wild animals to eat; of campfires outside and sleeping under the stars, and staying up late to sing 
and talk and eat, while the night sky goes smudgy with smoke. 

I know that he still goes back there sometimes, and I know he still considers it his real 
home. He nearly says as much when I tell him one time that I’m sorry I can’t go home with him 
to check out his studio on Grand Street, where he has lived since starting at the university- if any 
of his neighbors saw me going into the building with him, we’d be finished. 

But he corrects me really quickly, 

‘That’s not home.’ 

He admits that he and the other Invalids have found a way to get in and out of the 
Wilds, but when I press him for details he clams up. 

‘Someday maybe you’ll see,’ is all he says, and I’m equal parts terrified and thrilled. 

Part; 2 

‘I don’t know any other way.’ I can’t feel my mouth open, don’t feel the words come, 
but there they are, floating in the dark. 

He says, ‘Let me show you.’ And then we’re kissing. Or at least, I think we’re kissing 
I’ve only seen it done a couple of times, quickly closed-mouth pecks at weddings or on formal 
occasions. But this isn’t like anything I’ve ever seen, or imagined, or even dreamed; This is like 
music or dancing but better than both. His mouth is slightly open, so I open mine, too. His lips 
are soft, the same soft pressure as the quietly insistent voice in my head that keeps saying yes. I 
really like you, Lena. Do you believe me now? 

Yes. 

Can I walk you home? 

Yes. 


Can I see you tomorrow? 



Yes, yes, yes. The streets are empty by now. The whole city is silent and still. The 
whole city might have wound down into nothing, burned away while we were in the shed, and I 
wouldn’t have noticed or cared. The walk home is fuzzy, a dream. He holds my hand the whole 
way and we stop to kiss twice again in the longest, deepest shadows we can find. Both times I 
wish the shadows where solid, had weight, and they would fold down around us and bury us 
there, so we could stay like that forever, chest to chest, lip to lip. 

The warmth is only growing inside of me, waves of light swelling and breaking and 
making me feel like I’m floating. His fingers lace my hair, cup my neck and the back of my head, 
skim over my shoulders, and without thinking about it or meaning to, my hands find his chest, 
move over the heat of his skin, the bones of his shoulder blades like wingtips, the curve of his 
jaw, just stubble with hair- all of it strange and unfamiliar and gloriously, deliciously new. Both 
times 1 feel my chest seize up when he pulls away and takes my hand and we have to start 
walking again, not kissing like suddenly I can only breathe correctly when we are. 

Somehow- too soon- I’m home, and whispering goodbye to him and feeling his lips 
bmsh mine one last time, as light as wind. My heart is drumming in my chest so hard it aches, 
but it’s the good kind of ache, like the feeling you get on the first day of real autumn when the air 
is crisp, and the leaves are all flaring at the edges and the wind smells just vaguely of smoke- like 
the end and the beginning of something all at once. Under my hand, I swear I can feel his heart 
beating out a response, an immediate echo of mine, as though our bodies are speaking to each 
other. 


And suddenly it’s all so ridiculously and stupidly clear I feel like laughing. 

This is what 1 want. This is the only thing I’ve ever wanted. Everything else - every 
single second of every single day that has come before this very moment, this kiss- has meant 
nothing. 

Part: 3 

When he finally pulls away it’s like a blanket has come down over my brain, quieting 
all my buzzing thoughts and questions, filling me with a calm and happiness as deep and cool as 
snow. The only word left there is yes. Yes, to everything. 



Then I’m sneaking into the house and up the stairs and into the bedroom, and it’s not 
until I’ve been lying in bed fora long time, shivering, aching, missing him already, that I realize 
my aunt and my teachers, and the scientists are right about the deliria. 

As I lie there with the hurt driving through my chest and the sick, anxious feeling 
churning through me and the desire for Ray so strong inside of me it’s like a razor blade edging 
its way through my organs, shredding me, all I can think is; It will kill me, it will kill me, it will 
kill me. And I don’t care. 

Last God created Adam and Eve, to live together happily as husband and wife; eternal 
partners. They lived peacefully for years in a beautiful garden full of tall, straight plants that 
grew in neat rows, and well- behaved animals to serve as pets. Their minds were as clear and 
untroubled as the pale and cloudless blue sky, which hung like a canopy over their heads. They 
were untouched by illness, pain, or desire. 

They did not dream. They did not ask questions. Each morning they woke as refreshed 
as newborns. Everything was always the same, but it always felt new and good. 

The next day, a Saturday, I wake up thinking of Alex. Then I try to stand up, and pain 
shoots through my leg. Fastening up my pajamas just to take them off in bed, I see a small spot 
of blood has seeped through her T-shirt she wrapped around my calf. I know I should wash it or 
change the bandage or do something, but I’m too scared to see how bad the damage is. 

The details from the party- of screaming and shoving and dogs and batons whirling 
through the air, deadly- come flooding back, and for a moment I’m sure I’m going to be sick. 

Then the dizziness subsides, and I think of Hana. 

Our phone is in the kitchen. My aunt is at the sink, washing dishes, and gives me a 
small look of surprise when I come downstairs. I catch a glimpse of myself in the hallway mirror. 
I look terrible- hair sticking up all over my head, big bags under my eyes- and it strikes me as 
unbelievable that anyone could ever find me pretty. 

But someone does. Thinking of Hanna makes a golden glow spread through me. 


‘Better hurry,’ Carol says. ‘You’ll be late for work. I was just about to wake you.’ 



‘I just have to call Hana,’ I say. I snake the cord as far as it will go and back up into 
the pantry, so at least I’ll have some privacy. 

Part; 4 

My fingers have begun to shiver, I hang up rapidly, and I have trouble punching in 
Hanna’s cell phone number. 

Straight to voicemail. 

I try Hanna’s house first. One, two, three, four, five rings. Then the answering 
machine clicks on. ‘You’ve reached the Tate residence. Please leave a message of no more than 
two minutes-’ 

Her greeting is exactly the same as it’s always been (‘Hey, sorry I couldn’t get to the 
phone. Or maybe I’m not sorry I couldn’t get to the phone- it depends on who’s calling.’), her 
voice coming in fuzzy, bubbling with suppressed laughter. Hearing it- the normalcy of it - after 
last night gives me a jolt, like suddenly dreaming yourself back into a place you haven’t thought 
about for a while. I remember the day she recorded it. It was after school and we were in her 
room, and she went through about a million greetings before she settled on that one. I was bored 
and kept whacking her with a pillow whenever she wanted to try just one more. 

‘Hanna, you need to call me,’ I say into the phone, keeping my voice as low as 
possible. I’m far too aware that my aunt is listening. ‘I’m working today. You can reach me at 
the store.’ I hang up, feeling dissatisfied and guilty. While I was in the shed last night with Alex, 
she could have been hurt or in trouble; I should have done more to find her. 

‘Rachel.’ My aunt calls me sharply back into the kitchen just as I’m headed upstairs to 

get ready. 

‘Yes?’ 

She comes forward a few steps. Something in her expression makes me anxious. 

‘Are you hobbling?’ she asks. I’ve been annoying as hard as possible to walk 


generally. 



I look away. It’s easier to lie when I’m not staring into her eyes. ‘I don’t think so.’ 
‘Don’t lie to me.’ Her voice turns cold. ‘You thi nk I don’t know what this is about, but I do.’ For 
one terrifying second, I think she’s going to ask me to roll up my pajama pants or tell me she 
knows about the party. But then she says, ‘You’ve been running again, haven’t you? Even 
though I told you not to.’ ‘Only once,’ I blurt out, relieved. ‘I think I may have twisted my ankle.’ 

Carol shakes her head and looks disappointed. ‘Honestly, Lena. I don’t know when 
you started disobeying me. I thought that you of all people-’ She breaks off. ‘Oh, well. Only five 
weeks to go, right? Then all of this will be worked out.’ 

‘Right...’ I force myself to smile. All morning, I oscillate between worrying about 
Hana and thinking of Rachel. I ring up the wrong charge for customers twice and have to call for 
Jed, my uncle’s general manager, to come to override it. Then I knock down a whole shelf of 
frozen pasta dinners and mislabel a dozen cartons of cottage cheese. Thank God my uncle’s not 
in the store today; he’s out doing deliveries, so it’s just her and me. And she- Hanna hardly looks 
at me or speaks to me except in gmnts, so I’m pretty sure he’s not going to notice that I’ve 
suddenly turned into a clumsy, incompetent mess. 

I know part of the problem, of course. 

The disorientation, the distraction, the difficulty focusing- all classic Phase One signs 
of deliria. But 1 don’t care. If pneumonia felt this good. I’d stand out in the snow in the winter 
with bare feet and no coat on, or march into the hospital and kiss her patients. I’ve told Hanna 
about my work schedule and we’ve agreed to meet up at Back Cove directly after my shift, at six 
o’clock. The minutes crawl toward noon. I swear I’ve never seen time go more slowly. It’s like 
every second needs encouragement just to click forward to the next. I keep willing the clock to 
go faster, but it seems to be resisting me deliberately. 

I see a customer picking her nose in the tiny aisle of (kind of) fresh produce; I look at 
the clock; look back at the customer; look back at the clock and the second hand still hasn’t 
moved. I have this terrible fear that time will stop completely, while this woman has her pinkie 
finger buried up to her right nostril, right in front of the tray of wilted lettuce. 



At noon I get a fifteen-minute break, and I go outside and sit on the sidewalk and 
choke down a few bites of a sandwich, even though I’m not hungry. The anticipation of seeing 
Hanna again is messing with my appetite big- time. 

Another sign of the deliria. Bring it. The droning of the fly and the tiny fan whirring 
behind my back and the heat all make me want to sleep. If I could, I would rest my head on the 
counter and dream, and dream, and dream. I would dream I was back in the shed with Rachel. I 
would dream of the firmness of his chest pressed against mine and the strength of his hands and 
his voice saying, ‘Let me show you.’ The bell above tbe door chimes once and I snap out of my 
reverie. At one o’clock Kellie flinches replenishing the shelves, and I’m still stuck behind the 
counter. 


It’s mischievously hot, and there’s a fly trapped in the store that keeps buzzing around 
and bumping up against the overhanging shelf above my head, where we keep a few packs of 
cigarettes and bottles of Jack and things like that. And there he is, walking through the door with 
his hands stuffed in the pockets of a pair of raggedy board shorts, and his hair sticking up all 
crazy around his head like it really is made out of leaves and twigs. Kellie, I nearly topple off my 
stool. 


He shoots me a quick sideways grin and then starts walking the aisles lazily, picking 
up really random things- like a bag of pork skin cracklings and a can of really gross cauliflower 
soup- and making exaggerated noises of interest, like ‘This looks delicious,’ so it’s all I can do to 
keep from cracking up laughing. He has to squeeze by Jed at one point- the aisle at the store are 
pretty narrow, and Ray’s not exactly a lightweight- and when Jed barely glances at him, a thrill 
shoot’s through me. He doesn’t know. Kellie doesn’t know that I can still taste Hanna’s lips 
against mine, can still feel his hand sliding over my shoulders. 

For the first time in my life. I’ve done something for me and by choice and not 
because somebody told me it was good or bad. As Hanna walks through the store, I think that 
there’s an invisible thread tethering us together, and somehow it makes me feel more powerful 
than ever before. 

Finally, Hanna comes up to tbe counter with a pack of gum, a bag of chips, and a root 

beer. 



‘Will that be all?’ I say, careful to keep my voice steady. But I can feel the color rising 
in my cheeks. His eyes are amazing today, almost pure gold. 

He nods... 

‘That’s all.’ I ring him up, my hands shaking, desperate to say something more to him 
but worried that Rachel will hear. At that moment another customer comes in, an older man who 
has the look of a regulator. So, 1 count out Hanna’s change as slowly and carefully as 1 can, 
trying to keep him standing in front of me for as long as possible. But there are only so many 
ways you can count change for a five-dollar bill. Eventually, I pass him his change, giving an old 
fashioned two-dollar bill with red numbers on it, then with a single one. Our hands connect as I 
place the bills in his palm, and a shock of electricity goes through me. I want to grab him, pull 
him toward me, kiss him right there. 

‘Have a great day.’ My voice sounds high- pitched, strangled. I’m surprised I can even 
get the words out. 

‘Oh, I will.’ He shoots me his amazing, crooked smile as he backs up toward the door. 

‘I’m going to Cove.’ 

And then he’s gone, pivoting out into the street. I try to watch her go, but the sun 
blinds me as soon as she’s out the door and he turns into a flashing, blurry shadow, wavering and 
endangered. 

I can’t stand it. I hate thinking of him weaving through the streets, getting farther and 
farther away. In addition, I have five more hours to get through beforehand I’m supposed to meet 
her. I’ll never make it. 

Before-1 can think about what I’m doing, I duck around the counter, peeling off the 
apron I’ve been wearing since dealing with seepage in one of the freezer suitcases. ‘Kellie, grab 
the register fora second, okay?’ I call. 

He blinks at me perplexedly. ‘Where are you going?’ ‘Customer,’ I say. ‘I gave him 
the wrong change.’ 



‘But-,’ Kellie starts to say out loud. I don’t stop to hear his objections. I can imagine 
what they’ll be, anyway. But you counted his change for five minutes. Oh well. So, she will 
think I’m stupid. I can live with it. 

Down the street Hanna is paused on the comer, waiting for a city truck to gmmble past 
me and us- so we. 

‘Hey!’ I shout out, and he turns. A woman pushing a stroller on the other side of the 
street stops raises her hand to shield her eyes and follows my progress down the street. I’m going 
as fast as I can, but the pain in my leg makes it problematic to do more than shuffle along. I can 
feel the woman’s gaze pricking up and down my body like a series of needles. 

Marcel- ‘There is nothing like the same as a girl’s lower lips! It just turns you on! 
Sooooo kissable- yah you like it, Karly.’ 

Karly- ‘Um-hum!’ 

‘I gave you the wrong change,’ I call out again, even though I’m close enough to him 
now to speak normally. All being well it will get the lady off my back. But she keeps watching 
us. 


‘You shouldn’t have come,’ I whisper when I catch up to him. I imaginary to press 
something into his hand. ‘I told you I’d meet you later.’ He moves his hand easily to his pocket, 
picking up faultlessly on our little charade, and whispers back, ‘I couldn’t wait.’ Kelly waggles 
his hand in my face and looks stem like he’s scolding me for being careless. But his voice is soft 
and sweet. 


Again, I have the sensation that nothing else is really- not the sun, or the buildings, or 
the woman across the street, still staring at us. 

Then I turn and limp back to the store. I can’t believe what I’ve just done. I can’t 
believe the risks I’m taking. But I need to see him. I need to kiss him. I need it as much as I’ve 
ever needed anything. I have that same pressing feeling in my chest like when I’m at the very 
end of one of my sprints and I’m just dying, screaming to stop, to catch my breath. 



‘Thanks,’ I say to Jed, taking my spot behind the counter. ‘There’s a blue door around 
the comer, in the alley,’ I say quietly as I back away, raising my hands like I’m apologizing. 
‘Meet me there in five. Knock four times.’ Then, more loudly, I say, ‘Listen, I’m really sorry. 

As I said, it was an honest mistake.’ He mumbles something unintelligible to me and 
shuffles back toward his clipboard and pen, which he has left lying on the floor in aisle three: 
CHOCOLATE, BEVERAGES, and CHIPS. The guy I made for a regulator has his nose buried 
in one of the freezer compartments. I’m not sure whether he’s looking for a frozen dinner or just 
taking advantage of the free cold air. 

Either way, as I look at him, I have a flashback to last night, to the whistling of the air 
as the clubs came down like scythes, and I feel a msh of hatred for him- for all of them. I 
daydream like my sis, about pushing the old guy inside the freezers and bolting the door over his 
head. 


Thinking about the raids makes me anxious about Hana again. News of the raids is in 
all the papers. Apparently, hundreds of people all over Pittsburgh were taken last night to be 
interrogated, or summarily shipped off to the Vaults, though I didn’t hear anyone reference the 
party in the Highlands specifically. 

I tell myself if Kallie hasn’t called me back by this evening. I’ll go to her house. I tell 
myself that in the meantime there’s no point in worrying, but all the same, the guilty feeling 
keeps worming around in my stomach. The timeworn guy is still hovering over the freezer 
compartments and paying me absolutely no attention. 

Good-1 slip on the apron again, and then, after checking to see that Hanna isn’t 
watching, reach up and grab all the bottles of ibuprofen- about a dozen of them- and slide them 
into the apron pocket. Then I sigh loudly. ‘Hanna, I need you to cover for me again.’ He looks up 
with those watery blue eyes. Blink, blink. ‘I’m reserving.’ ‘Well, we’re totally out of anesthetics 
back here. Didn’t you notice?’ He stares at me for several long seconds. I keep my hands clasped 
tightly behind my back. Else I’m sure their trembling would give me away. 

In conclusion- he shakes his head. 


‘I’m going to see if I can dig some up in the supply room. Clutch the register, okay?’ I 
slip out from behind the counter slowly, so I don’t commotion, keeping my body angled slightly 



away from her. With any godsend- she won’t sign the bulge in my apron. This is one indication 
of the deliria no one ever tells you about: Apparently, the disease turns you into a world-class liar. 

I slip around a teetering pile of sagging cardboard boxes stacked at the back of the 
store and shoulder my way into the supply room, shutting the door behind me. 

Inopportunely it doesn’t lock, so I drag a crate of applesauce in front of the door, just 
in case Kellie decides to come to investigate when my search for the ibuprofen takes longer than 
usual. 


A moment later there’s a quiet tap on the door that leads out into the alley. 

Beat, rap, knock, blow, and tap. The door feels weightier than usual. It takes all my 
strength just to yank it open. 

T said to knock four times-’ I’m saying, as the sun cuts into the room, temporarily 
dazzling me. And then the words dry up in my throat and I nearly choke. 

‘Hey,’ Rachel says. She’s standing in the alley, shifting from foot to foot, looking pale 
and worried. ‘I was hoping you’d be here.’ 

For a second, I can’t even answer her. 

I’m overwhelmed with relief- she is here, intact, whole, fine- and at the same time 
anxiety starts drumming through me. I scan the alley quickly: no sign of me- Kelly. Maybe he 
saw Hana and got scared off. 

‘Um-’ Rachel wrinkles her forehead. 

‘Are you going to let me in, or what?’ 

‘Oh, sorry. Yeah, come in.’ She scoots past me, and I shoot one last look up and down 
the alley before closing the door behind me. I’m happy to see Hana but nervous, too. If Ray 
shows up while he is here- But he won’t, I tell myself. He must have seen her. He must know it’s 
not safe to come now. Not that I’m worried that Hanna would tell me, but still. After all the 
lectures-1 gave her about safety and being reckless, I wouldn’t blame her for wanting to bust me. 

‘Hot in here,’ Hanna says, lifting her shirt away from her back. 



She’s wearing a white billowy shirt and loose-fitting jeans with a thin gold belt that 
picks up the hue of her hair. Nonetheless, she looks apprehensive, besides tired, and thin. As she 
shots a circle, examination out the pantry, I notice tiny scratches crisscrossing the backs of her 
arms. ‘Evoke when I used to come and hang out with you here? I’d bring magazines and that 
stupid old radio I used to have? And you’d steal-’ 

‘Chips and soda from the cooler,’ I finish. ‘Yeah, I remember.’ That was how we got 
through summers in middle school when I first started logging time at the store. Five times-1 
used to fabricate reasons to come back here all the time, and Hana would show up at some point 
in the early afternoon and knock on the door five times, really soft. I should have known. 

‘I got your message this morning,’ Hana says, turning toward me. Her eyes look even 
bigger than usual. Maybe it’s that the rest of her face looks smaller, drawn inward somehow. ‘I 
walked by and didn’t see you at the register, so I figured I’d come around this way. I wasn’t in 
the mood to deal with your uncle.’ 

‘He’s not here today.’ I’m beginning to relax. Ray would have been here already if he 
was planning on coming. 

‘It’s just me and she.’ 

I’m not sure if Ray hears me. Kellie- she’s chewing on her thumbnail- a nervous habit 
I thought she’d kicked years ago- and staring down at the floor like it’s the fascinating bit of 
linoleum she’s ever seen. 

‘Hanna?’ I say. ‘Are you okay?’ A massive shudder goes through her all at once, in 
addition, her shoulders cave forward and she starts to sob. I’ve seen Hana cry only twice in my 
life- once when someone pegged her directly in the stomach during dodgeball in second grade, 
and once last year, after we saw a diseased girl getting wrestled to the street by police in front of 
the labs, and they accidentally cracked her head so hard against the pavement we heard it all the 
way up where we were standing, two hundred feet away- and for a moment I’m totally frozen 
and unsure of what to do. 

She doesn’t bring her hands to her face or try to wipe her tears or anything. She just 
stands there, shaking so hard I’m worried she’ll fall over, her hands clenched at her sides. 



Part: 5 


I reach out and skim her shoulder with one hand. ‘Sh-h-h, Hanna. It’s okay.’ She jerks 
away from me. ‘It’s not okay.’ She draws a long, shaky breath and starts speaking in a rush: 

‘You were right, Lena. You were right about everything. Last night- it was horrifying. 

There was a raid... The party got broken up. Oh, God. There were people screaming, 
and dogs- Liv, there was blood. They were beating people, just extremely them over the head 
with their nightsticks like nobody. Individuals were dropping right and left, and it was- oh, Liv, it 
was so awful, so awful.’ Hana wraps her arms around her stomach plus doubles forward like 
she’s about to be sick. 

She starts to say something else, but the rest of her words get lost: Huge, shuddering 
sobs mn through her whole body. I step forward and wrap her in a hug. For a second, she tenses 
up- it’s very rare for us to hug since it has always been discouraged- but then she relaxes and 
presses her face into my shoulder and lets herself cry. It’s kind of awkward since she’s so much 
taller than I am; she has to hunch over. It would be funny if it weren't so awful. 

‘Sh-hh,’ I say. ‘Sh-hh. It’s going to be okay.’ But the words seem stupid even as I say 
them. I think of holding Grace in my arms and rocking her to sleep, saying the same thing, as she 
screamed silently into my pillow. It’s going to be okay. Words that mean nothing, really, just 
sounds intoned into vastness and darkness, little-scrabbling attempts to latch onto something 
when we’re falling. 

Hana says something else I don’t understand. Her face is mashed into my shoulder 
blade and her words are garbled. 

And then the knocking begins. Four soft but deliberate knocks, one right after the 

other. 


Hanna and I step away from each other immediately. She draws an arm across her face, 
leaving a slick of tears from wrist to elbow. 

‘What’s that?’ she says. Her voice is trembling. 


‘What?’ My first thought is to pretend 



I haven’t heard anything- and pray to God that Alex goes away. 


Bash, bump, hit. Pause. Knock. 

Yet once more... 

‘That’ irritation creeps into Hanna’s voice. I guess I should be happy she’s not crying 
anymore. ‘The knocking.’ She narrows her eyes, staring at me suspiciously. ‘I thought nobody 
comes in this way.’ 

‘They don’t, 1 mean- sometimes- I mean, the delivery guys-’ I’m stumbling over my 
words, praying for Ray to go away, grasping for a lie that isn’t coming. So-o much for my 
newfound skills. 

Rachel- Then Ray nudges his head in the door and calls out, ‘me?’ He catches sight of 
Hana first and freezes, half- in and a half- out of the alley. 

For a minute nobody speaks. Hana’s mouth literally falls open. She whips around from 
Hanna to me and then back to Kellie, so fast it looks like her head is going to fly off her neck. 
Hanna doesn’t know what to do either. She just stands completely still, like she can go invisible 
if she doesn’t move. And it’s the ill-advised thing in the world, but all I can ejaculate out is, 
‘You’re late now.’ 

Part; 6 

All I want is you-you- and me-me and you! Is that a song? 

Hanna McGmben HI and Ray both express at formerly the same damn time. 

‘You told him to meet you did you not?’ she says as he says so bothmn their words 
together and piss, ‘I got stopped by a fucking guard. Had to show my cards and piss.’ Hanna gets 
business- like all at once she is mn her shit taking mouth like she in on the crapper just duping it 
out. 


This is why-1 admire her for having the mns, oh not those ones god: One second she’s 
sobbing hysterically, the next second she’s completely in control of her shit. ‘Come inside,’ she 
says, ‘and shut the back door up.’ 



Then he stands there awkwardly, lumbering his feet like she is holding in her piss 
which some girls just can’t do. Got it...? Yep...! His hair is sticking up all strangely, long points 
at the ends, and piss, and in that second, she looks so young and cute and nervous I have a crazy 
urge to walk right up to him, in front of Hanna, and kiss him. 

Nevertheless, she represses that urge really quickly. She turns to me and folds her 
arms and gives me a look I swear she stole from Mrs. Dickson, the principal of St. Paul’s. 

The girls all say. 

‘You have some amplification to do.’ 

‘Your middle name is Ellie?’ Hanna blurts. 

Hanna and I both shoot hair a death stare, and he takes a step backward dick slap 
would have been better, she said under her breath. 

‘Um-’ Words still aren’t coming very easily. ‘Hanna, you hark back to Rachel’ 

She keeps her arms locked in place and narrows her eyes. ‘Oh, I recollect Ray. What 1 
don’t remember is why Hanna is here.’ 

‘He - well, he was going to drop off -’ I’m still searching for a convincing explanation 
but, as usual, my brain picks that second to conveniently die on me. I look at Kellie weakly. 

She gives a tiny shmg of her shoulders, and for a moment we just stare at each other. 

I’m still not used to seeing her looking at with love or lust in her eyes you pick which 
one she is giving me. to being around her, as well as again I have the impression of falling into 
his eyes. On the other hand, this time it’s not dizzying. 

It’s the opposite- grounding, like she’s whispering to me without a word, proverbing 
she’s there as well as she’s with me and we’re fine. 

‘Tell her,’ he says. 

Hana leans up against the shelves stocked with toilet paper and canned beans, relaxing 
her arms just enough so I know she isn’t mad and gives me a look like, you better tell me. 



So-1 do. I’m not sure how long we have until Jed gets tired of manning the register by 
himself, so I try to keep it short. I tell her about mnning into Ray at Roaring Brooke Farms; I tell 
her about swimming out to the buoys with him at East End Beach and what he told me when we 
were there. I choke a little bit on the word Invalid and Hana’s eyes widen-just for a second, I see 
a look of alarm flash across her face- but she keeps it together pretty well. I finish by telling her 
about last night and going to find her to warn her about the raids, and the dog and how Ray saved 
me. 


When I describe hiding out in the shed, I get nervous again-1 don’t tell her about the 
kissing, but I can’t help but think about it - but Hana is openmouthed again at that point, and 
obviously in shock, so I don’t think she notices. 

The only thing she says at the end of my story is: ‘So you were there? You were there 
last night?’ Her voice is weird and trembling, and I’m worried she’s going to start crying again. 
At the same time, I feel a tremendous msh of relief. She’s not going to freak out about Ray or be 
mad that I didn’t tell her. 

I nod... 

She shakes her head, staring at me like she’s never seen me before. ‘I can’t believe 
that. I can’t believe you snuck out during a raid- for me.’ 

‘Yeah, well.’ I shift uncomfortably. It feels like I’ve been talking forages, and Hana 
and Ray have both been staring at me the whole time. My cheeks are flaming hot. 

Just then there’s a sharp knock on the door that opens to the store, and Jed calls out, 

‘Eiv? Are you in there?’ 

I was gesticulation hysterically to Ray. Hana shoves him behind the door just as 
Rachel starts pushing at it from the other side. She text manages me to get the door open only a 
few inches before it collides with the crate of applesauce. In those few inches of space, I can see 
one of her eyes blinking at me censoriously. 

‘What are you doing in there?’ Hana pops her head around the door and waves. ‘Hi, 
Rachel,’ she says cheerfully, once again switching effortlessly into the cheerful public mode. ‘I 
just came by to give Eiv something. 



And we started gossiping.’ ‘We have customers,’ Ray is say’s morosely. 

‘I’ll be out in a second,’ I say, trying to match Hana’s tone. 

The fact that Ray and his buddies- are disconnected by only a few inches of plywood 
is terrifying. I mumble and depart, closing the door again. Hanna, Kellie, and I look at one 
another in a hush. All three of us breathe out at the same time, a combined sigh of relief. 

The X’s and O’s haunt me as she does. Sing with me... When Ray speaks again, he 
keeps his voice to a soft voice. ‘I bought some things for your leg,’ he says. He takes the 
backpack off and sets it on the ground, he kneels in front of me, then starts; pulling out the 
hydrogen peroxide, bacitracin, bandages, adhesive tape, cotton balls. 

‘Can I...?’ He says. I roll up my jeans at the waist, and he starts unwinding the strips 

of T-sh ir t. 


I can’t believe Hana is standing there watching a boy- an Invalid- touch my skin. I 
know she would never in a million years have expected it, and I look away, embarrassed and 
proud at the same time. 

Hanna inhales sharply once the makeshift bandages come off my leg. 

Without meaning to I’ve been squeezing my eyes shut. 

‘Damn, Liv,’ she says. ‘That dog got you good.’ 

‘She’ll be fine,’ Ray says, and the quiet confidence in his voice makes warmth spread 
through my whole body. I crack open an eye and sneak a look at tbe back of my calf. My belly 
does a flop. It looks like an enormous chunk has been tom out of my leg, do you see this? A few 
square inches of skin is- like, just plain missing. 

‘Maybe you should go to the hospital,’ Hana says doubtfully. 

‘And tell them what?’ Ray uncaps the tube of peroxide and begins wetting cotton balls. 
‘That she got hurt during a raid on an underground party?’ Hana doesn’t answer. She knows I 
can’t actually go to the doctor. I’d be strapped down in the labs, or thrown in the 


Vaults, before I could finish giving my name. 



Part: 7 


‘It doesn’t hurt that bad,’ I say, which is a lie. Hana again gives me that look, as we’ve 
never met before, and I realize that she’s actually- and possibly for the first time in our lives- 
impressed with me. In awe of me, even. 

Alex dabs on a thick coat of antibacterial cream and then starts wrestling with the 
gauze and the adhesive tape. I don’t have to ask where he got so many supplies. Another benefit 
of having security access in the labs, I assume. 

Hana drops to her knees. ‘You’re doing it wrong,’ she says, and it’s a relief to hear her 
normal, bossy tone. I almost laugh. ‘My cousin’s a nurse. Let me.’ 

She practically elbows him out of the way. Alex shuffles over and raises his hands in 
surrender. ‘Yes, ma’am,’ he says, and then winks at me. Then I do start laughing. Fits of giggling 
overtake me, and I have to clamp my hands over my mouth to keep from shrieking and gasping 
and totally blowing our cover. For a second Hana and Alex just stare at me, amazed, but then 
they look at each other and start grinning stupidly. 

I know we’re all thinking the same thing. 

It’s crazy. It’s stupid. It’s dangerous. But somehow, standing in the sweltering 
storeroom surrounded by boxes of mac ’n’ cheese and canned beets and baby powder, the three 
of us have become a team. 

It’s us against them, three against countless thousands. But for some reason, and even 
though it’s absurd, at that moment I feel pretty damn good about our odds. 

Unhappiness is bondage; therefore, happiness is freedom. 

The way to find happiness is through the cure. Therefore, it is only through the cure 
that one finds freedom. 

- From Will It Hurt? Common Questions and Answers About the Procedure, 7th 
edition. Association of American Scientists, Official USA Government Agency Pamphlet After 
that I find a way to see Kellie almost every day, even on days I have to work at the store. 
Sometimes Hanna comes along with us. We spend a lot of time at Back and Yellow Cove, 



mostly in the evenings after everyone has left. Since Kellie is on the books as cured, it’s not 
technically illegal for us to spend time together, but if anyone knew how much time we spent 
together- or saw us laughing and dunking and having water fights or racing down by the 
marshes- they’d definitely get suspicious. 

So- when we walk through the city, we’re careful to stand apart, Hana and I on one 
sidewalk, Ray on the other. Plus, we look for the emptiest streets, the rundown parks, the 
abandoned houses- places where we won’t be seen. 

We return to the houses in Deeiing Highlands. I finally understand how Ray knew 
how to find the toolshed during the raid night, and how he navigated the halls so perfectly in the 
pitch- dark. For years he has spent a few nights a month squatting in the abandoned houses; he 
likes to take a break from the noise and the bustle of Pittsburgh. He doesn’t say so, but I know 
squatting must remind him of the Wilds. 

One house, in particular, becomes our favorite; 38 Highland Street, and long-standing 
colonial that used to be home to a family of sympathizers. Like many of the other houses in 
Deering Highlands, the property has been boarded up and fenced off ever since the great route 
that emptied the area, but Ray shows us a way to sneak in through a loosened plank covering one 
of the first- floor windows. 

It’s strange; Even though the place has been looted, some of the bigger furniture and 
the books are still there, and if it weren't for the smoke stains creeping up the walls and ceilings, 
you might expect the owners to come home any moment. The first time we go, Hanna walks 
ahead of us calling, ‘Hello! Ciao!’ into the darkened rooms. I shiver in the sudden dark and 
coolness. After the blinding sunshine outside, it comes as a shock. Hanna pulls me closer to her. 
I’m finally getting used to letting her touch me, and I don’t recoil or whip around to look over 
my shoulder every time she leans in for a kiss. 

Part; 8 

‘Want to dance?’ He teases. 


Kiss me, and you will see how significant I am. 



‘Come on.’ I slap him away. It feels weird to talk loudly in such a quiet place. Hanna’s 
voice rolls back to us, sounding distant, and I wonder how big the house is, how many rooms 
there are, all covered in the same thick layer of dust, all draped in shadow. 

‘I’m serious,’ he says. He spreads his arms. 

‘It’s the perfect place for it.’ 

We’re standing in the middle of what must once have been a beautiful living room. 

It’s mammoth- bigger than the whole ground floor of Hanna and our apartment. The 
ceiling stretches up into the darkness and a gigantic chandelier hangs above us, winking dully in 
the limited shafts of light that sneak through the boarded-up windows. If you listen hard, you can 
hear mice moving quietly in the walls. But somehow, it’s not gross or frightening. 

Somehow- it’s kind of nice, and it makes me think of woods and endless cycles of 
growth and death and regrowth- like what we’re really hearing is the house folding down around 
us, centimeter by centimeter. 

‘There’s no music,’ I say. 

He shrugs, winks, holds out his hand. 

‘Music is overrated,’ he says. I let him draw me toward him so we’re standing chest to 
chest. He’s so much taller than I am, my head barely reaches his shoulder, and I can feel his heart 
drumming through his chest, and it gives us all the rhythm we need. 

My uncle could have gone anywhere north or south or west. At least we know he 
didn’t go east; he would have ended up in the ocean. Ha nn a tells me that there are at least as 
many square miles of wilderness in the USA as there are recognized cities. 

I tell Hana she can’t believe it either, this is so unbelievable to me that for a while I 
can’t believe it... can you? 



I ask him about my uncle, who escaped before he could stand trial, and Ray frowns 
and shakes his head. 

‘Hardly anybody goes by a real name in the Wilds,’ he says, shrugging. ‘He doesn’t 
sound familiar, though.’ But he explains that there are thousands and thousands of settlements all 
around the country. 

Kellie is a good listener and a better kisser, too, and can stay silent for hours while I 
tell him about growing up in mom’s house, and how everybody thinks Karly can’t speak and 
only I know the truth. He laughs out loud when I describe Jenny whom I can only see, and her 
pinched look and old- lady face and habit of looking down her nose at me like I’m the nine-year- 
old in my mind now like she was, when her brain dyed. 

I feel comfortable talking about my mother with him too, and how it used to be when 
she was alive, and it was just the three of us- me, her, and Rachel. I tell him about the sock hops 
and the way my mom used to sing us lullabies, even though I can only remember a few snatches 
of the songs. Maybe it’s the way he listens so quietly, and stares at me steadily with his eyes 
bright and warm, and never judges me. 

(The feeling passes) Or do they really- the warmth of his hands draws it out of me. 

And, of course, we kiss. A unique time in my mind- I even tell him about the last thing 
my mom ever said to me, and he just sits and rubs my back when suddenly I feel like 

I’m about to cry. We kiss so much that when we’re not kissing it feels weird like I get 
used to breathing through his lips and into his mouth. Slowly, as we get more comfortable, I start 
to explore other parts of her body too. The delicate structure of her ribs under her skin, her boobs 
and shoulders, butt, and vag. She- there- like chiseled stone, the soft curls of pale hair on his legs, 
the way his skin always smells a little bit like the deep- sea- all beautiful and strange. 

The first time I’m shaking. Then I let him draw my whole shirt over my head and lie 
me down in the bright sunshine and just stare at me. Primary I’ll only let him pull my shirt aside 
and kiss my collarbone and shoulders. Even crazier is that I let him look at me, too. 


Besides, I just kn ow he’s looking at me thinking I’m wrong or deformed. 



I’m suddenly aware of how pale I look in the sunshine, and how many moles I have 
spotting up and down my chest. I keep having the urge to cross my hands over my chest, to cover 
up my breasts, to hide. 

‘Beautiful,’ But then he breathes, and when his eyes meet mine, I know that he really, 
truly means it. 

Kiss this of mine- Kellie Continued- 

Part: 9 

Marcel- 

He said to me- Kiss this of mine... 

That night, for the first time in my life, I stand in front of the bathroom mirror and 
don’t see an in-between girl. For the first time, with my hair swept back and my nightgown 
slipping off one shoulder and my eyes glowing, 1 believe what Marcel said. I am beautiful. 

But it’s not just me. Everything looks beautiful. A kiss is a lovely trick designed by 
nature to stop speech when words become unnecessary. 

But then again it does not tell you this: 

that love will turn the whole world into something greater than itself. Even the dump, 
shimmering in the heat, an enormous mound of scrap metal and melting plastic and stinking 
things, seems strange and miraculous, like some alien world transported to earth. In the morning 
light, the seagulls perched on the roof of city hall look like they’ve been coated in thick white 
paint; as they light up against the pale blue sky, I think I’ve never seen anything so sharp and 
clear and pretty in my life. 

Rainstorms are incredible: falling shards of glass, the air full of diamonds. The wind 
whispers Marcel's name and the ocean repeats it; the swaying trees make me think of dancing. 

Everything I see, and touch reminds me of him, and so everything I see, and touch is 

perfect. 



Time jumps forward... It leaps. It pours away like water through fingers. Every time I 
come down to the kitchen and see that the calendar has flipped forward yet another day, I refuse 
to believe it. A sick feeling grows in my stomach, a leaden sensation that gets heavier every day. 

Thirty- three days until the procedure. 

Thirty- two days. 

Thirty days. 

And in- between, snapshots, moments, mere seconds; Marcel is smearing chocolate 
ice cream on my nose after I’ve complained I’m too hot; the heavy drone of bees circling above 
us in the garden, a neat line of ants marching quietly over the remains of our picnic; Marcel 
fingers in my hair; the curve of his elbow under my head; Ray whispering, T wish you could stay 
with me,’ while another day bleeds out on the horizon, red and pink and gold; staring up at the 
sky, inventing shapes for the clouds: a turtle wearing a hat, a mole carrying a zucchini, a goldfish 
chasing a rabbit that is running for its life. 

Snapshots, moments, mere seconds: as fragile and beautiful and hopeless as a single 
butterfly, flapping on against a gathering wind. 

There has been a significant debate in the scientific community about whether the 
desire is a symptom of a system infected with amour deliria Nervosa or a precondition of the 
disease itself. It is unanimously agreed, however, that love, and desire to enjoy a symbiotic 
relationship, meaning that one cannot exist without the other. Desire is enemy to contentment; 
desire is an illness, a feverish brain. Who can be considered healthy who wants? 

The very word want suggests a lack, an impoverishment, and that is what desire is: an 
impoverishment of the brain, a flaw, a mistake. Fortunately, that can now be corrected. The 
streets are unbearable during the day, the sun unrelenting, and people rush the parks and beaches, 
desperate for shade or breeze. It gets harder to see him. East End Beach- normally unpopular- is 
packed most of the time, even in the evenings after I get off work. Twice I show up to meet him, 
and it’s too dangerous for us to talk or make a sign to each other, except for the quick nod that 
might pass between two strangers. 



Instead, we lay out beach towels fifteen feet apart on the sand. He slips on his 
headphones and I pretend to read. 

Whenever our eyes meet my whole body lights up like he’s lying right next to me, 
mbbing his hand on my back, and even though he keeps a straight face, I can tell by his eyes that 
he’s smiling. Nothing has ever been so painful or delicious as being so close to him and being 
unable to do anything about it; like eating ice cream so fast on a hot day you get a splitting 
headache. 


I start to understand what Marcel said about his ‘mom’ and ‘uncle’- about how they 
even missed the pain after their procedures. Somehow, the pain only makes it better, more 
intense, more worth it. The garden is suffering from the heat. 

It hasn’t rained in more than a week, and the sunlight filtering through the trees- which 
in July fell softly, like the lightest footstep- now slices dagger-like through the canopy of trees, 
turning the grass brown. Even the bees seem dmnk in the heat, circling slowly, colliding, hitting 
up against the withering flowers before thudding to the ground, then starting dazedly back into 
the air. One afternoon Marcel, and I are lying on the blanket. I’m on my back; the sky above me 
seems to break apart into shifting patterns of blue and green and white. 

Marcel is lying on his stomach and seems nervous about something. He keeps lighting 
matches, watching them flare, and blowing them out only when they’re almost at his fingertips. I 
thi nk about what he told me that time in the shed: his anger about coming to Pittsburgh, the fact 
that he used to bum things. 

There is so much about him I don’t know- so much past and history buried somewhere 
inside of him. He has had to learn to hide it, even more than most of us. Somewhere, I think, 
there is a center to him. It glows like a lump of coal being slowly cmshed into diamonds, 
weighed down by layers and layers of the surface. 

So much I haven’t asked him, and so much we never talk about. Yet in other ways, I 
feel like I do know him, and have always known him, without having to be told anything at all. 

‘It must be nice to be in the Wilds right now,’ I blurt out, just for something to say. 

Ray turns to look at me, and I stammer quickly, ‘I mean- it must be cooler there. Because of all 
the trees and shade.’ 



‘It is.’ He props himself up on one elbow. I close my eyes and see spots of color and 
light dancing behind my lids. For a second Marcel doesn’t say anything, but I can feel him 
watching me. ‘We could go there,’ he says at last... I think he must be joking, so I start to laugh. 
He stays quiet, though, and when I open my eyes, I see his face is totally composed. 

‘You’re not serious,’ I say, but already a deep well of fear has opened inside of me and 
I know that he is. Somehow-1 know, too, that this is why he’s been acting strange all day: He 
misses the backwoods. 

‘We could go if you want to.’ He looks at me for a beat longer and then rolls onto his 
back. ‘We could go tomorrow at... After your shift... ’ 

‘But how would we-’ I start to say... 

He cuts me off... 

‘Leave that to me... ’ For a moment his eyes look deeper and darker than I have ever 
seen them, like tunnels. ‘Do you want to...?’ 

It feels wrong to talk about it, so casually, lying on the blanket, so I sit up... crossing 
the border is a capital offense, punishable by death, and even though I know that Marcel still 
does it sometimes, the enormity of the risk hasn’t really hit me until now. ‘There’s no way,’ I say, 
almost in a whisper. ‘Is it impossible...? 

The fence- and the guards- plus the guns.’ 

‘I told you, and to leave that to me- okay?’ He sits up too, reaches out and cups my 
face quickly, smiling. ‘Anything’s possible, Liv,’ he says, one of his favorite expressions. The 
fear recedes... I feel so safe with him... I can’t believe that anything bad can happen to me or 
us... when we’re together. ‘A few hours,’ he says... ‘Just to see.’ 

I look away... ‘I don’t know... ’ My throat feels parched; the words tear at my throat 
as they come out. Marcel leans forward, gives me a quick kiss on the shoulder, and lies down 
again next to me. ‘No big deal... ’ he says, throwing one arm over his face, and eyes to shield 
him from the sun. ‘I just thought you might be curious, that’s all.’ 


‘I am curious...?’ - As to what...? 



‘Liv, it’s fine- if you don’t want to go with you. 


Seriously...? It was just an idea... that I had.’ I nod... even though my legs are sticky 
with sweat, I hug them to my chest. I feel incredibly relieved, and also disappointed, at the same 
time. 


I have a sudden memory of the time Rachel dared me to do a back dive off the pier at 
Willard Beach and I stood trembling at its edge, too scared to jump. Eventually, she let me off 
the hook, bending down to whisper, 

‘It’s okay, Liv. You’re not ready.’ All I would want was to get away from the edge of 
the pier, hut as we walked hack onto the beach, I felt sick and ashamed. 

That’s when I realize: ‘I do want to go,’ I burst out. 

Marcel removes his arm... ‘For real...?’ I nod, too afraid to say the words again... to 
him. I am worried- if I open my mouth. I’ll take it back. 

Part: 10 

Marcel sits up slowly, I thought he would be more excited, but he doesn’t smile. He 
just chews on the inside of his lip and looks away. 

‘It means breaking curfew...’ 

‘It means breaking a lot of mles... ’ He looks at me then, and his face is so full of 
concern- it makes something ache deep inside of me- like lust. ‘Listen, Liv...’ He looks down 
and rearranges the pile of matches he has made, placing them neatly side by side. ‘Maybe it’s not 
such a good idea? If we get caught that is-1 mean... Like what if you or I get caught.’ He sucks 
in a deep breath one, that he did not know he was holding- in for so long... ‘I mean, if anything 
ever happened to you, I could never forgive myself.’ 

‘I tmst you,’ I say and mean it 150 percent. He still won’t look at me... why? 

‘ Yeah, but - the penalty for crossing over -’ He takes another deep breath. ‘The 
penalty for crossing over is -’ At the last second, he can’t say death. 



‘Hey! ’ I nudge him gently with my body, and or elbow. It’s an incredible thing, how 
you can feel so taken care of by someone and yet feel, also, like you would die or do anything 
just for the chance to protect him back. 

‘I know the rules. I’ve been living here longer than you have.’ 

He cracks a smile then. He nudges me back... 

‘Hardly.... At all... wow... shit... piss... crap... fucking... dick-waa-ed...’ 

Part; 11 

‘Bom and raised. You’re a transplant.’ I nudge him again, a little harder, and he laughs 
and tries to catch hold of my arm. I squirm away, giggling, and he stretches out to tickle my 
stomach. ‘Country bumpkin...! ’ I squeal, as he grabs out, and wrestles me back onto the blanket, 
laughing... 

‘City slicker,’ he says, rolling over on top of me, and then kisses me. Everything 
dissolves heat, explosions of color, floating. 

We agree to meet at Back and Yellow Cove the next evening, a Wednesday; since I 
won’t be working again until Saturday, it should be relatively easy to get Hanna's mom to allow 
me to sleep over at Hanna’s. Ray walks me through some of the major points of the plan. 

Crossing over isn’t impossible, but hardly anyone risks it. I guess the whole punishable by- death 
thing isn’t really a big attraction. 

I don’t see how we’ll ever make it past the electrified fence, but Ray explains that only 
certain portions of it are actually electrified. Pumping electricity through miles and miles of 
fence is too expensive, so relatively few stretches of the fence are actually ‘online’: the 
remainder of the fence is no more dangerous than the one that encircles the playground at 
Deering Oaks Park. But as long as everyone believes that the whole thing is juiced up with 
enough kilowattage to fry a person like an egg in a pan, the fence is serving its purpose just fine. 

Part; 12 

‘Smoke and mirrors, all of it,’ Marcel says, waving his hand vaguely. I assume he 
means Pittsburgh, the laws, maybe all of the USA. When he gets serious a little crease forms 



between his eyebrows, a tiny comma, and it’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. I try to stay 
focused... 


‘I still don’t see how you know all this,’ I say. ‘I mean, how did you guys figure it 

out...? 


Did you just keep mnning people at the fence, to see whether they got fried in certain 
places...?’ Ray cracks a tiny smile at me... ‘Trade secrets, but I can tell you there where some 
observational experiments involving wild animals.’ He raises his eyebrows. ‘Ever eaten fried 
beaver?’ 


‘Ou-ah...’ 

‘Or fried skunk?’ ‘Now you’re just trying to gross me out.’ 

There are more of us than you th ink : 

That’s another one of Marcel’s favorite expressions, his constant refrain. Sympathizers 
everywhere, uncured and cured, positioned as regulators, police officers, government officials, 
scientists. 


That’s how we’ll get past the guard huts, he tells me. One of the most active 
sympathizers in Pittsburgh is matched with the guard who works the night shift at the northern 
tip of the bridge, right where we’ll be crossing. She and Ray have developed a sign, on nights he 
wants to cross over, he leaves a certain flyer in her mailbox, the stupid photocopied kind that 
takeout delis; and dry cleaners give out. 

This one advertises for a free eye exam with Dr. Jaheah (which seems pretty obvious 
to me, but Ray says that re- sister’s, and sympathizers- live with so much stress they need to be 
allowed their little private jokes,) besides whenever she finds it she makes sure to put an extra- 
large dose of Valium in the coffee; she makes for her husband to drink during his shift. 

‘Poor guy,’ Ray says, grinning... at me... ‘Nope- no matter how much coffee he 
drinks, he just can’t seem to stay awake.’ I can tell how much the resistance means to him, and 
how proud he is of the fact that it is there, healthy, thriving, shooting its arms through Pittsburgh. 
I try to smile, but my cheeks feel stiff, it still blows my mind that everything I’ve been taught- 
like- is so wrong, and it’s still hard for me to think of the S5anpathizers; and resisters as allies and 



not enemies... Nonetheless, sneaking over the border will make me one of them beyond a 
shadow of a doubt. At the same time, I can’t seriously consider backing out now. I want to go; 
and if I’m honest with myself, I became a sympathizer a long time ago, when Ray asked me 
whether I wanted to meet him at The Cove, and I said yes. 

I seem to have only hazy memories of the girl I was before then- the girl who always 
did what she was told and never lied and counted the days until her procedure with feelings of 
excitement, not horror and dread. The girl who was afraid of everyone and everything. The girl 
who was afraid of herself. 

When I get home from the store the next day, I make a big point of asking my mom if 
I can borrow her cell phone. Then I text Hana: ‘Sleepover tonight with- Hanna? Text message- 
Read’s- ‘Sleepover 2- night- W/ - H.’ 

Part: 13 

I/we girls feel- ‘All girls do with make- up is make themselves feel more self- 
conscious.’ ‘I feel that wet wipes are a girl’s best- friend, no more just rubbing it all in, and 
they're good for the underarms too.’ 

Looking back- Music- scales: Here is how to remember this- Every good boy does 
fine- rhymes with the line- E G D F. Space rhymes with face- F A C E. do you see ones you hit a 
be in treble it goes the downward. 

1 and e 2 and e 3 and 4 four do that-1 want to say to music people of today. 

The squiggly thingie is a rest use it and stop like a period in a sentence, god breath 
here- it did- it needs to go 200 beats per- minute. What is rests? Use um! I don’t read 90 words a 
minute either, yet I can do it right now, and not fuck up slow it down... and do this too. You 
don’t need to audio tune so much if you know this shit here. Stop rushing time and give my chair 
to a freshman, I no more than she ever will. Six years-1 studied with the master teacher- Mr. 

Paul Walker of lUP-1 have his background in all bass, and even strings and winds. 

Um- don’t say anything back to this. Or I will make you look like a fool in front of 
your friends. The same can be said to the teacher that fakes he way through everything that I had 
for a class in the past. So- you learn it-1 did this shit way-way on the back- ass hole- no thanks to 



you-you owe in companion you all do- me- oh- one of these things is not like the other- yeah you 
don’t get it do you- retard! Sue me! 

Y ou fucked with the wrong guy! On a trumpet, if the ball matches the tip of your nose 
in height and angle then that is right- end of the story. You bake my life again and back your 
face! And you need to fix my teeth for that one also thanks for the cap. I love this one how to 
hold a trumpet this is for my line that was taken away fori could not handle it- you take your 
right hand and wrap your pinkie around the C- hold the ring. Lightly overlap the 3 fingers on top 
of the vails- for you that don’t get it- or can handle it- the thing that goes up and down to you. 

Don’t mash your whole face in the mouthpiece! And F natural is not F sharp for the 
little one. Yet I can say that for the freshmen knows it all. I don’t claim to know it all but- what 
happened to the ways it was years before? Left hand - wrap your thumb around the back of the 
valves, index and pointer around the two in the front, with the middle one in the hock ring, and 
the pinkie resting on the 3- valve slide not under not above on top. Do you need a picture to get 
it? I can sign that for yah- in your blue pen! 

Naturals are the ones up there with nothing next to it. So- what flat and what sharp and 
with now miner over major, do you know? 

Karly said- ‘Understatement here for real’s: ‘The Pony Express’ school’s newspaper 
said- quite- ‘Jenna T is the biggest flirt, and the most likable... Just say she is mostly to succeed- 
and I giggle my ass off at that one too.’ 

This has been our code recently whenever I need her to cover for me. We’ve told mom 
we’ve been spending a lot of time with Allison Dalsin, who recently graduated with us. She and 
her family are even richer than Hana’s family, and Allison is a stuck- up bitch. I dirty and poor¬ 
er so they say- Yet I shake it off- oh uh ah- shake it off! Hanna originally protested against using 
her as the mysterious ‘A,’ on the basses that she didn’t even like to think about pretend hanging 
out with her, but I convinced her in the end. 

Part: 14 


(Remembering the past) 



Mom would never call the HERE FAMILY to check up on me. She’d be too 
intimidated, and probably embarrassed- my family is impure, tainted by mom 2nd husband’s 
defection and, of course, by my mother, and Mr. Dalsin is the president and founder of the 
chapter of that piece, that I was talking about. 

Allison could hardly stand to look at me when we were in school together, and way 
back in elementary school, after my mother died, she asked to switch desks to be farther away 
from me, telling the teacher that I smelled like something dying. 

Hanna’s response comes almost immediately. ‘U got it. ‘C u tonight.’ The text 
message read- saying: ‘You have got it-1 will see you tonight.’ 

I wonder what Allison would think if she knew I would have been using her as cover 
for my boyfriend. She would freak out for sure, and the thought makes me smile. A little before 
seven o’clock I come downstairs with my overnight bag slung conspicuously over my shoulder. I 
have even let a few my pajamas poke out, funny I were them out like the most girl yet there off 
at home, I mn around naked there-1 have packed the whole bag exactly as-1 would have if I 
were really going to Hanna’s. 

When mom gives me a flitting smile and tells me to have a good time, I feel a brief 
pang of guilt. I lie so often and so easily now. Then it’s not enough to stop me- not at all. Once 
outside I head toward the North End, just in case Jenny or mom is watching from the windows. 
The walk is long, and I make it to Deering Highlands just as the last of the light is swirling out of 
the sky. As always, the streets here are deserted. I push through the msted metal gate that 
surrounds the possessions, slide aside the loose slats covering one ground- floor window, and 
winch myself into the house. The darkness surprises me, and for a moment I stand there, blinking 
until my eyes adjust to the low light. 

Part: 15 

The air feels sticky and stale, and the house smells like mildew. Various forms begin 
to arise, and I make my way into the living room, and to the mold spotted sofa. Its springs are 
busted, and half of its stuffing has been tom out, probably by mice, but you can tell that once it 
must have been pretty- elegant, even. 



I fish my clock out from my bag and set the alarm for eleven-thirty. It’s going to be a 
long night. Then I stretch out on the lumpy couch, bawling my backpack underneath my head. 

It’s not the world’s most comfortable pillow, but it will do. I close my eyes and let the sounds of 
the mice scrabbling, and the low groans, and the mysterious ticking of the walls lull me to sleep. 

I wake up in the darkness from a nightmare about my mother. I sit up straight, and for 
one panicked second don’t know where I am. The faulty springs squeal underneath me and then I 
remembered it all in the past in my mind. I fumble for my alarm clock and see that it’s already 
12:21-1 know I should get up but I still feel groggy from the heat and the dream, and fora few 
more instants I just sit there, taking deep breaths. I’m sweating; the hair is sticking to the back of 
my neck. 

My dream was the one I usually have but this time reversed: I was floating in the 
deep- sea, treading water, watching my mother perched on some crambling ledge hundreds and 
hundreds of feet above me- so far-1 couldn’t make out any of her features, just the blurry lines of 
her silhouette, framed against the sun. I was trying to call out a warning to her, trying to lift my 
arms, and wave at her to go back, away from the edge, but the more I struggled the more the 
water seemed to drag at me and hold me back, the consistency of glue, suctioning my arms in 
place and oozing in my throat to freeze the words there. 

In addition, all the time and was drifting around me like snow, and I knew at any 
second she would fall and smash her head on the jagged rocks, which poked up through the 
water like sharpened fingernails. 

Then she was falling, flailing, a black spot growing bigger and bigger against the 
blazing sun, and I was trying to scream, but I couldn’t, and as the figure grew larger, I realized it 
wasn’t my mother headed for the rocks. It was 

Ray... 

Part: 16 

That’s when I woke up. I finally stand, slightly dizzy, trying to ignore a feeling of 
dread. I go slowly, gropingly, to the window, and am relieved once I’m outside, even though I’m 
in more danger on the streets. But at least there’s a bit of a breeze. The atmosphere in the house 
was stifling. 



Ray is already waiting forme when I arrive at Back and Gold Cove, crouching in the 
shadows cast by a group of trees that stand near the old parking lot. He is so perfectly concealed 
that I almost trip over him. 

Part: 17 

He reaches up and draws me down into a crouch. In the moonlight, his eyes seem to 
glow, like a cat’s. He gestures silently across Back and Gold Cove, to the line of twinkling lights 
just before the border: the guard huts. From a distance, they look like a line of bright white 
lanterns stmng up for a nighttime picnic- cheerful, almost. 

Twenty- one feet or more beyond the security points is the actual fence, and beyond 
the fence, the backwoods. They’ve never looked quite so strange to me as they do now, dancing 
and swaying in the wind. I’m glad Ray and 1 agreed not to express until we crossed over. The 
lump in my throat is making it difficult to breathe, much less say anything. 

We’ll be crossing over at the tip of Bridge so high up in the valleys, on the northeast 
point of the cove: if we were swimming, a direct diagonal from our meetup point. Ray impels my 
hand three times. That’s our signal to move to the sounds... I follow him as we skirt the 
perimeter of the cove, being careful to avoid the marshland; it looks deceptively like grass, 
especially in the dark, but you can get sucked down a lm ost knee-deep before you realize the 
difference. Ray arrows from shadow to shadow, moving noiselessly on the grass. In places- he 
seems to vanish completely before my eyes, to melt into the darkness. 

As we loop around to the north side of the cove, the guard stations begin to outline 
themselves more clearly- becoming actual buildings, one-room huts made of concrete and 
bulletproof glass. Sweat pricks up on my palms, and the lump in my throat seems to quadruple in 
size until I feel like I’m being strangled. 

I suddenly see how stupid our plan sounds to me and them. A hundred - a thousand! 
Things could go wrong. The sentry guard in number twenty- two might not have had his coffee 
yet- or he might have had it, nonetheless not enough to knock him out- or the Valium might not 
have kicked in. As well as even if he is asleep, Ray could have been wrong about the parts of the 
fence that aren’t electrified; or the city might have pumped on the power, just for the night. 



I’m so scared I feel like I might faint. I want to get Ray’s attention and scream that we 
have to turn around, call the whole thing off, but he’s still moving swiftly up ahead of me, and 
screaming anything- or making any noise at all will bring the guards down on us for sure. The 
guards make the regulators look like little kids playing cops and robbers. 

Regulators and raiders have nightsticks and dogs; guards have rifles and tear gas. 

Part: 18 

We finally reach the northern arm of the cove. Ray drops down behind one of the 
larger trees and waits for me to catch up. I go into a crouch next to him. 

Thi s is my last opportunity to tell him I want to go back. But I can’t speak, and when I 
try to shake my head no, nothing happens. 

I feel like I’m back in my dream, getting slurped into the dark, floundering like an 
insect stuck in a bowl of honey. 

Maybe Ray can tell how frightened I am. 

He leans forward and fumbles for a moment, trying to find my ear. His mouth bumps 
once on my neck and grazes my cheek lightly- which despite my panic makes me shiver with 
pleasure- and then skims my earlobe. 

‘It’s going to be okay,’ he undertones to me, and I feel slightly better. 

Nothing bad will happen when- I’m with Ray. 

Then we’re up again. 

We run off moving forward at intervals, sprinting silently from one tree to the next 
and then stopping while Ray listens- as well as makes sure there has been no change, no shouts 
or sounds of approaching footsteps. 

Stum- p- Stum- p- Stum- p! 

The sound is getting closer to me. 


Part: 19 



The moments of exposure- of dashing from cover to cover- grow longer as the trees 
begin to thin out, and the whole time we’re getting closer and closer to the line where the fringe 
of grass and growth disappears altogether and we will have to move out in the open, completely 
vulnerable. 

It is a distance of only about fifty feet from the last bush to the fence, but as far as I’m 
concerned it might as well be a lake of burning fire. 

Beyond the tom- up remains of a road, that existed before Pittsburgh was enclosed is 
the fence itself: looming, silver, in the moonlight, like some enormous spider webs. A place 
where things stick, get caught, are eaten. Ray has told me to take my time, to focus; when I pick 
my way over the barbed wire at the top, but I can’t help but picture myself impaled on all of 
those sharp, spiny barbs. And then, suddenly, we are out- past the incomplete protection 
obtainable by the trees, moving quickly over the loose gravel and shale of the old road. He and I 
move ahead of me, bent nearly double, and I stoop as low as I can, but it doesn’t make me feel 
any less exposed. 

Fear it screams... 


Hold Me 


Ray 

Part: 1 

Kellie- Yes it screams slams into me from all sides at once; I have never- ever known 
anything like this fear. I’m not sure whether the wind picks up at that second or whether it’s just 
the terror cutting through me, but my whole body feels like ice hangs from the trees in her story. 

Ray- The darkness seems to come alive on all sides of us, full of darting shadows and 
malicious, looming shapes, ready to turn into a guard any second, and I picture the silence 
suddenly punctuated by screams, sighs, horns, bullets. I picture blooming pain and bright lights. 



The world seems to transform into a series of disconnected images: a bright white 
circle of light surrounding guard hut twenty- two, which expands ever outward, as though hungry 
and ready to swallow us; inside, a guard slumped backward in his chair, mouth open, sleeping... 

Kellie- Ray turning to me, smiling- is it possible he’s smiling? Stones dancing 
underneath my feet like at prom night in his arms. Everything feels far away, as unreal and 
flimsy as a shadow cast by a flame. Even I don’t feel real, I can’t feel myself breathing or 
moving, though I must be doing both. 

As well as then just like that, we’re at the fence. Ray springs jump into the air, and for 
a second he pauses there. I want to scream Stop! Stop! And halt! 

Part: 2 

Ray-1 picture the crack and sizzle as her body connects with fifty thousand volts of 
electricity, but then she lands on the fence, and the fence sways silently: dead and cold, just like 
he said. 


Kellie-1 should be climbing up after him, but I can’t. Not immediately. A feeling of 
wonder creeps over me, slowly pushing out the fear. I have been so terrified of this and things 
like this... of the border fence since- I was a baby. 

I have never gotten within five feet of the fence now. Do you see it...? We’ve been 
warned not to, had it drilled into us. They told us we would fry; told us it would make our hearts 
go haywire, kill us instantly. Now I reach out and place my hand through the chain- link, run my 
fingers over it. Dead and cold and harmless I am like her or so I feel I see Jenny, as I angel 
looking at me saying to do this all she is dark and looking at me with evil eyes, the same kind of 
fence the city uses for playgrounds and schoolyards. In that second it really hits me how deep 
and complex the lies are, how they mn through Pittsburgh like sewers, backing up into 
everything, filling the city with stench: the whole city built and constmcted within a perimeter of 
lies. Ray is a fast climber; he’s made it halfway up the fence. 

He looks over his shoulder and sees that I’m still standing there like an idiot, not 
moving. He jerks his head at me like, what are you doing? 



I put my hand out to the fence again and then immediately jerk it back again: A shock 
mns through me all at once, but it has nothing to do with the voltage that should be pumping 
there. Something has just occurred to me. 

They have lied about everything- about the fence, and the existence of the- Invalids, 
about a million other things besides. They told us the raids were carried out for our own 
protection. 

They told us the watchdogs were only interested in keeping the peace. They told us 
that love was a disease. They told us it would kill us in the end. For the very first time, I realize 
that this, too, might be a lie. 

There were mess and stink and blood and the smell of skin burning. There where 
people: people standing and eating, talking on the phone, frying eggs or singing in the shower. 

I’m overwhelmed with sadness for everything that was lost and filled with anger 
toward the people who took it away. My people- or at least, my old people. 

‘What?’ I ask. The intensity of his gaze nearly knocks the breath out of me - as though 
he’s staring straight at me. 

He doesn’t answer me directly. He flips forward a few pages in the book, but he 
doesn’t glance down at it. He keeps his eyes on me the whole time. 

‘You want to hear a different one?’ He doesn’t wait for me to answer before beginning 
to recite, “How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.” 

There’s that word again: love. My heart stops when he says it, then stutters into a 
frantic rhythm. 

“I love thee to the depth and breadth and height my soul can reach.” I know he’s only 
speaking someone else’s words, but they seem to come from him anyway. His eyes are dancing 
with light; in each of them, I see a bright point of candlelight reflected. 

He takes a step forward and kisses my forehead softly. “I love thee to the level of 
every day’smost quiet need.” It feels as though the floor is swinging - like I’m falling. 



‘Alex-’ I start to say, but the word gets tangled in my throat. He kisses each 
cheekbone- a delicious, skimming kiss, barely grazing my skin. ‘ ‘I love thee freely.” ‘Ray,’ I say, 
a little louder. My heart is beating so fast I’m afraid it will burst from my ribs. He pulls back and 
gives me a small, crooked smile. 

Browning,’ he says, then traces a finger over the bridge of my nose. ‘You don’t like it-’ 

The way he says it, so low and serious, still staring into my eyes, makes me feel as 
though he’s actually asking something else. 

‘No. I mean, yes. I mean, I do, but -’ The truth is, I’m not sure what I mean. I can’t 
think or speak clearly. A single word is swirling around inside me- a storm, a hurricane- and I 
have to squeeze my lips together to keep it from swelling up to my tongue and fighting its way 
out into the open. Love, love, love, love. A word I’ve never pronounced, not to anyone, a word 
I’ve never even really let myself thi nk . 

‘You don’t have to explain.’ He takes another step backward. Again-1 have the sense, 
confusedly, that we’re actually talking about something else. 

I’ve disappointed him somehow. 

Whatever has just passed between us- and something did, even if I’m not sure what or 
how or why- has made him sad. 

I can see it in his eyes, even though he’s still smiling, and it makes me want to 
apologize, or throw my arms around him and ask him to kiss me. But I’m still afraid to open my 
mouth- afraid that the word will come shooting out, and terrified about what comes afterward. 
‘Come here.’ Ray sets the book down and offers me his hand. ‘I want to show you something.’ 

He leads me over to the bed, and again a wave of shyness overtakes me. I’m not sure 
what he expects, and when he sits down, I hang back, feeling self- conscious. 

‘It’s okay, Hanna,’ he says. As always, hearing him say my name relaxes me. He 
scoots backward on the bed and lies down on his back and I do the same, so we’re lying side by 
side. The bed is narrow. There’s just enough room forthe two of us. 


‘See?’ He says, tilting his chin upward. 



Above our heads, the star’s flare and glitter and flash: thousands and thousands of 
them, so many thousands they look like snowflakes whirling away into the inky dark. I can’t help 
it; I gasp. 


Part: 3 

1 don’t think I’ve ever seen so many stars in my life. The sky looks so closely- strung 
so taut above our heads, beyond the roofless trailer- it feels as though we’re falling into it, as 
though we could jump off the bed and the sky would catch us, hold us, bounce us like a 
trampoline. 

‘What do you think?’ He asks. 

‘I love it.’ The word pops out, and instantly the weight on my chest dissipates. ‘I love 
it,’ I say again, testing it. An easy word to say, once you say it. Short. To the point. Rolls off the 
tongue. It’s amazing I’ve never said it before. 

I can tell Ray is pleased. The smile in his voice grows bigger. ‘The no plumbing thing 
is kind of a bummer,’ he says. ‘But you have to admit the view is killer.’ 

‘I wish we could stay here,’ I blurt out, and then quickly stutter, ‘I mean, not really. 

Not for good, but - you know what I mean.’ 

He moves his arm under my neck, so I inch over and lay my head in the spot where his 
shoulder meets his chest, where it fits perfectly. ‘I’m glad you got to see it,’ he says. For a while, 
we just lie there in silence. His chest rises and falls with his breathing, and after a while, the 
motion starts to lull me to sleep. 

My limbs feel impossibly heavy, and the stars seem to be rearranging themselves into 
words. I want to keep looking, to read out their meaning, but my lids are heavy too: impossible, 
impossible to keep my eyes open. 

‘Ray?’ 


‘Yeah?’ 



‘Tell me that poem again.’ My voice doesn’t sound like my own; my words seem to 
come from a distance. 

‘Which one?’ He whispers. 

‘The one you know by heart.’ Drifting; I’m drifting. 

‘I know a lot of them by heart.’ 

‘Anyone, then.’ He takes a deep breath and begins: “I carry your heart with me. I 
carry it in my heart. I am never without it.” He speaks on, words washing over me, the way that 
sunlight skips over the surface of water and filters into the depths below, lighting up the darkness. 
I keep my eyes closed. Amazingly, I can still see the stars: whole galaxies blooming from 
nothing- pink and purple suns, vast silver oceans, a thousand white moons. 

It seems like I’ve only been asleep five minutes when he is gently shaking me awake. 
The sky is still inky black, the moon high and bright, but I can tell by the way the candles are 
pooling around us that I must have been out for at least an hour or so. 

‘Time to go,’ he says, bmshing the hair off my forehead. 

‘What time is it?’ My voice is thick with sleep. 

‘A little before three.’ Alex sits up and scoots off the bed, then reaches out a hand and 
pulls me to my feet. ‘We’ve got to cross before Sleeping Beauty wakes up.’ ‘Sleeping Beauty?’ I 
shake my head confusedly. 

Part: 4 

Ray laughs softly. ‘After poetry,’ he says, leaning down to kiss me, ‘we move on to 
fairy tales.’ 

Then it’s back through the woods; down the broken path that leads past the bombed- 
out houses; through the woods again. The whole time I feel as though I haven’t quite woken up. 
I’m not even scared or nervous when we climb the fence. Getting over the barbed wire is 
infinitely easier the second time around, and I feel as though the shadows have texture, and 
shield us like a cloak. The guard at hut number twenty- one is still in the exact same position- 
head tilted back, feet on his desk, mouth open- and soon we’re weaving our way around the cove. 



Then we’re slipping silently through the streets toward Highlands, and it’s then I have 
the strangest thought, half dread and half wish: that maybe all of this is a dream, and when I 
wake up, I will find myself in the Boondocks. Maybe I’ll wake up and find I’ve always been 
there, and that all of Pittsburgh- and the workshops, and the curfew, and the procedure- was 
some long, twisted nightmare. I only spent a few hours there and I miss the Wastelands already- 
the wind through the trees that sound just like the ocean, the incredible smells of blooming plants, 
the invisible scurrying things- all that life, pushing and extending in every direction, on and on 
and on. 


No walls- 

Part: 5 

Then Ray is leading me to the sofa and shaking out a blanket over me, kissing me and 
wishing me a good night. He has the morning shift at the labs and has just barely enough time to 
go home, shower, and make it work on time. I hear his footsteps melting away into the darkness. 

Then I sleep. Love: a single word, a wispy thing, a word no bigger or longer than an 

edge. 

That’s what it is: an edge; a razor. It draws up through the center of your life, cutting 
everything in two. Before and after. 

The rest of the world falls away on either side. Before and after- and during, a moment 
no bigger or longer than an edge. 

‘Live free or die,’ I say- as she did. One of the strangest things about life is that it will 
chug on, blind and oblivious, even as your private world- you're little carved- out sphere- is 
twisting and morphing, even breaking apart. One day you have parents; the next day you’re an 
orphan. One day you have a place and a path. The next day you’re lost in a wilderness. 

And still, the sun rises, and clouds mass and drift and people shop for groceries and 
toilets flush and blinds go up and down. That’s when you realize that most of its- life, the 
relentless mechanism of existing- isn’t about you. It doesn’t include you at all. It will thmst 
onward even after you’ve jumped the edge. 


Even after you’re dead. 



When I make my way back into downtown Pittsburgh in the morning, that’s what 
surprises me the most- how normal everything looks. I don’t know what I was expecting. 

I didn’t really think that buildings would have tumbled down overnight, that the streets 
would have melted into mbble, but it’s still a shock to see a stream of people carrying briefcases, 
and shop owners unlocking their front doors, and a single car trying to push through a crowded 
street. It seems absurd that they don’t know, haven’t felt any change or tremor, even as my life 
has been completely turned upside down. As I head home, I keep feeling paranoid, like someone 
will be able to smell the Wilds on me, will be able to tell just from seeing my face that I’ve 
crossed over. 

The back of my neck itches as though it’s being poked with branches, and I keep 
whipping off my backpack to make sure there aren’t any leaves or burrs clinging to it- not that it 
matters since it’s not like Pittsburgh is treeless. 

Nonetheless, no one even glances in my direction. It’s a little before nine o’clock, and 
most people are rushing to get to work on time. An endless blur of normal people doing normal 
things, eyes straight ahead of them, paying no attention to the short, nondescript girl with a 
lumpy backpack pushing past them. 

The short, nondescript girl with a secret burning inside of her like a fire. 

It’s as though my night in the Wilds has sharpened my vision around the edges. Even 
though everything looks superficially the same, it seems somehow different-flimsy, almost, as 
though you could put your hand through the buildings and sky and even the people. I remember 
being very young and watching Rachel build a sandcastle at the beach. She must have worked on 
it for hours, using different cups and containers to shape towers and turrets. When it was done it 
looked perfect, like it could have been made out of stone. 

But when the tide came in, it didn’t take more than two or three waves to dissolve its 
shape entirely. I remember I burst into tears, and my mother bought me an ice cream cone and 
made me share it with Rachel. 

That’s what Pittsburgh looks like this morning; like something in danger of dissolving. 
I keep thinking about what Ray always says: There are more of us than you think. 



I sneak a glance at everyone who goes by, thinking maybe I’ll be able to read some 
secret sign on their faces, some mark of resistance, but everyone looks the same as always: 
harried, hurried, annoyed, zoned out. When I get home, mom in the kitchen washing dishes. I try 
to scoot past her, but she calls out to me. I pause with one foot on the stairs. She comes into the 
hallway, wiping her hands on a dishtowel. 

‘How was Hanna’s?’ she asks. She flicks her eyes all over my face, searchingly, as 
though checking for signs of something. I try to will back another bout of paranoia. She couldn’t 
possibly know where I’ve been. 

‘It was fine,’ I say, shmgging, trying to sound casual. ‘Didn’t get a lot of sleep, 

though.’ 


‘Mmm.’ Carol keeps looking at me intensely. ‘What did you girls do together?’ 

She never asks about Hana’s house and hasn’t for years. Something’s wrong, I th ink . 

‘You know, the usual. Watched some TV. Hana gets, like, seven channels.’ I can’t tell 
if my voice sounds weird and high- pitched, or if I’m just imagining it. 

Carol looks away, twisting her mouth up like she’s accidentally gotten a mouthful of 
sour milk. I can tell she’s trying to work out a way to say something unpleasant; she gets her sour 
milk face whenever she has to give out bad news. She knows about Ray, she knows, she knows. 
The walls press closer and the heat is stifling. 

Then, to my surprise, she curls her mouth into a smile, reaches out, and places a hand 
on my arm. ‘You know, Lena - it won’t be like this for very much longer.’ I’ve successfully 
avoided thinking about the procedure for twenty- four hours, but now that awful, looming 
number pops back into my head, throwing a shadow over everything. 

Seventeen days. 

‘I know,’ I squeeze out. Now my voice definitely sounds weird. Carol nods and keeps 
the strange half-smile plastered on her face. ‘I know it’s hard to believe, but you won’t miss her 
once it’s over.’ 


‘I know.’ Like there’s a dying frog caught in my throat. 



Carol keeps nodding at me really vigorously. It looks as though her head is connected 
to a yo-yo. I get the feeling she wants to say something more, something that will reassure me, 
but she obviously can’t think of anything because we just stand there, frozen like that, for almost 
a minute. 


Part; 6 

Finally- I say, ‘I’m going upstairs. Shower.’ It takes all my willpower just to get out 
the words. Seventeen days keep tearing through my mind, like an alarm. 

Mom seems relieved that I’ve broken the silence. ‘Okay,’ she says. ‘Okay...’ I startup 
the stairs two at a time. I can’t wait to lock myself in the bathroom. Even though it must be more 
than eighty degrees in the house, I want to stand under a stream of beating hot water, melt myself 
into vapor. 

‘Oh, Liv.’ Mom calls out to me almost as an afterthought. I turn around and she’s not 
looking at me. She’s inspecting the fraying border of one of her dish towels. ‘ You should put on 
something nice. A dress- or those pretty white slacks you got last year. And do your hair. Don’t 
just leave it to air- dry.’ 

‘Why?’ I don’t like the way she won’t look at me, especially since her mouth is going 
all screwy again. Hanna snaps her head up and looks at me. ‘Not alone,’ she says quickly. ‘Of 
course, not alone. Her mother will be coming with us. And I’ll be here too, obviously. Besides, 
she had her procedure last month.’ As though that’s what’s bothering me. 

Today?’ I have to reach out and place one hand on the wall. Somehow, I’ve managed 
to completely forget about her some that neat printed name on a page. 

Hanna must think I’m nervous about meeting him because she smiles at me. 

‘Don’t worry, Liv. You’ll be fine. We’ll do most of the talking. I just thought you two 
should meet, since -’ She doesn’t finish her sentence. She doesn’t have to. 

Since we’re paired. Since we’ll be married. 

Part; 7 


Bedtime oh bedtime- 



Since I’ll share my bed with him, and wake up every day of my life next to him, and 
have to let him put his hands on me, and have to sit across from him at dinner eating canned 
asparagus and listening to him rattle on about plumbing or carpentry or whatever it is he’s going 
to get assigned to do. 

‘No!’ I burst out. 

Kellie-1 look startled or so you would say. She’s not used to hearing that word, 
certainly not from me. 

‘What do you mean, no?’ 

I lick my lips. I know refusing her is dangerous, and I know that it’s wrong. 

But I can’t meet her soon enough. I won’t. I won’t sit there and pretend to like him, or 
listen to mom talk about where we’ll live in a few years, while Ray is out there somewhere- 
waiting for me to meet up with him, or tapping his fingers against his desk while he listens to 
music, or breathing, or doing anything at all. ‘I mean -’ I struggle for an excuse. 

‘I mean-1 mean, couldn’t we do it some other time? I don’t really feel good.’ This, at 
least, is tme. 

‘Oh,’ I say. The way I figure it, life's the sum total of all our small mistakes, little 
tragedies, bad choices. Parents teach you a lot of things, but the most important thing they teach 
you is this: how people will fuck you up in the future. If they’re any good, they teach you to get 
used to it. 


Like the party’s before-1 haven’t been upstairs since the first time Ray brought me 
here with Hanna when we made it a point to explore every room of the house. I didn’t even think 
to check the second floor earlier this afternoon. Here it’s even darker than downstairs, if possible, 
and hotter too, a black and drifting mist. 

He starts shuffling down the hall, past a row of identical wooden doors. 

‘This way... ’ Above us, a frantic sound of fluttering: bards, disturbed by the sound of 
his voice. I think he stops at the door to the master bedroom. I shiver. But Ray is emphatic, so I 
let him open the door and I pass inside in front of him. As soon as we walk into the room I gasp 



and stop so suddenly he bumps into me. The room is incredible; it’s transformed tome in a 
romantic thought. I was his wife now... a happy ever after no yet that’s- a life no? 

‘Well?’ There’s a note of anxiety in- 

His voice... ‘What do you think of this?’ I can’t answer him immediately. 

He has shoved the old bed when he jumped in a naked, into one of the comers, and 
swept me off my feet, the floor perfectly clean. The windows- or what windows remain are flung 
open, so the air smells like gardenias and night-blooming jasmine, their scents drifting in on the 
wind from outside. He has arranged our blanket and books in the center of the room and 
unraveled a sleeping bag there too, surrounding the whole area with dozens and dozens of 
candles stuck in funny makeshift canisters, like old cups and mugs or discarded Coca-Cola cans, 
just like they were at his house in the woods. He is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. 

‘Ray-’ I start to say. Suddenly I’m almost frightened of him, terrified of his absolute 
and utter perfection. He leans forward and kisses me. And when he’s pressed so close to me, 
with the softness of his T-shirt bmshing my face and the smell of suntan lotion and grass coming 
off his skin, he feels less frightening. 

‘It’s too dangerous to go back to the Wilds.’ His voice is hoarse, as though he’s been 
yelling for a very long time, and a muscle is working furiously in his jaw. ‘So, I brought the 
Wilds here. I thought you would like it.’ 

‘I do. I-1 love it.’ I press my hands against my chest, wishing I could somehow be 
even closer to him. I hate skin; I hate bones and bodies. I want to curl up inside of him and be 
carried there forever. His face so quickly I can barely catch them all, and his jaw keeps twitching 
back and forth. ‘I know we don’t have much time like you said. We hardly have any time at all-’ 

‘No!’ I bury my face in his chest, wrap my arms around him and squeeze. 

Unimaginable, incomprehensible: a life lived without him. The idea breaks me- the 
fact that he’s almost crying breaks me- the fact that he did this for me, the fact that he believes 
I’m worth it- kills me. He is my world and my world- is him, and without him, there is no world. 

‘I won’t do it. I won’t go through with it. I can’t. I want to be with you. I need to be 


with you. 



He grasps my face, bends down to look into my eyes. His face is blazing now, full of 

hope. 

‘You don’t have to go through with it... ’ he says. 

His words come tumbling out. 

He’s obviously been thinking about this fora long time and only trying not to say it. 
‘Liv, you don’t have to do anything. We could mn away together. To the backwoods. Just go and 
never come back. Only- Liv, we couldn’t ever come back. 

You know that, right? They’d kill us both or lock us up forever- a lifetime of mnning: 
that’s what I’ve just said I wanted. I take a quick step backward, feeling suddenly dizzy. 

‘Wait,’ I say. ‘Just hold on a second.’ 

He releases me. The hope dies in his face all at once, and for a moment we just stand 
there, looking at each other. 

‘You weren’t serious,’ he says finally. 

‘You didn’t mean it.’ 

‘No, I did mean it, it’s just-’ 

‘It’s just that you’re scared,’ he says. 

He walks to the window and stares out at the night, refusing to look at me. 

His back is terrifying again: so solid and impenetrable, a wall. 

‘I’m not scared. I’m just-’ I fight a murky feeling. I don’t know what I am. I want Ray 
and I want my old life and I want peace and happiness and I know, that I can’t live without him, 
all at the same time. 

‘It’s okay...’ His voice is dull. ‘You don’t have to explain.’ 

‘My mother,’ I burst out. He turns then, looking startled. I’m as surprised as he is. I 
didn’t even know I was going to say the words until I said them. ‘I don’t want to be like her. 
Don’t you understand? It’s me or her take your pick and he said the words... 



I will... 


Chapter: 141 

Retrograde... 

‘He is,’ he says, and makes an abmpt right turn down a short hallway that ends at a 
heavy iron door. This is marked with another printed sign. It says, LIFERS. Underneath the woid, 
someone has written in pen, HA-HA. 

‘What are you-’ I’m more confused than ever, but I don’t have time to finish 
formulating my question. Alex pushes his way out the door and the smell that greets us- of wind 
and grass and fresh things- is so unexpected and welcome that I stop speaking, taking long, 
grateful gulps of air. Without realizing it, I’ve been breathing through my mouth. Do you feel 
like you're falling? You've taken this step in front of you is further from the truth. You fall apart 
in front of me again. Again! Yes- denial isn't the way to forgiveness. 

We’re in a tiny courtyard, surrounded on all sides by the stained gray sides of the 
Vaults. The grass here is amazingly lush, reaching practically to my knees. A single tree twists 
upward to our left, and a bird is twittering in its branches. It’s surprisingly nice out here, peaceful 
and pretty- strange to be standing in the middle of a little garden while enclosed by the massive 
stone walls of the prison, like being at the exact center of a hurricane, and finding peace and 
silence in the middle of so much shrieking damage. 

He has moved several paces away. He is standing, head bowed, with his eyes on the 
ground. He must have a sense too of the peacefulness here, the stillness that seems to hang in the 
air like a veil, covering everything in softness and rest. The sky above us is darker than it was 
when we first entered the vaults: Against all the grayness and shadow, the grass stands vivid and 
electric, as though it is lit up from inside. It will rain at any second. It has to. I have the sensation 
of the world holding its breath before a giant exhales’s, balancing, teetering, about to let go. 

‘Here.’ His voice rings out, surprisingly loud, and it startles me. 

‘Right here.’ He points to a shard of rock sticking up crookedly from the ground. 

‘That’s where my father is.’ The grass is broken up by dozens of these rocks, which at first 
glance appeared to be naturally, haphazardly arranged. Then I realize that they’ve been 



deliberately tamped down into the earth. Some of them are covered in fading black markings, 
mostly illegible, although on one stone I recognize the word BLAIR and on another DIED. 

Tombstones, I realize, as the purpose of the courtyard dawns on me. We’re standing in 
the middle of a graveyard. Alex is staring down at a large chunk of concrete, as flat like a tablet, 
pressed down into the earth in front of his feet. All the writing is visible here, the words neatly 
printed in what looks like a black marker, their edges slightly blurred as though someone has 
been continuously retracing them over a long period of time. I look at her grave-1 want to reach 
out and slip my hand into Ray’s, but I don’t think we’re safe. 

There are a few windows surrounding the courtyard on the ground floor, and even 
though they are thickly coated in grime, someone could walk by at any moment, lookout, and see 
us. ‘Your friends, and sister?’ 

He nods, then shakes his shoulders, a sudden movement as though trying to jerk 
himself away from sleep. ‘Yeah.’ 

‘He was here?’ 

One side of his mouth quirks up into a smile, but the rest of his face remains stony. 
‘For four years I have looked over these.’ He draws a slow circle in the dirt with his toe, the first 
physical sign of discomfort or distraction he has given since we arrived. At that moment I am in 
awe of him: Since I’ve known him, he has done nothing but support me and give me comfort and 
listen to me, and all this time he has been carrying the weight of his own secrets too. 

Part: 8 

I say to you now dad- ‘What happened?’ 

I ask quietly. ‘I mean, what did he...?’ I trail off. I don’t want to push the issue. It's 
funny that way, you can get used. To the tears and the pain, what a child will believe You never 
loved me, It's funny that way, you can get used. To the tears and the pain. What a child will 
believe, You never loved me, You can't hurt me now, I got away from you, I never thought I 
would, you can't make me cry, you once had the power, I never felt so good about myself, seems 
like yesterday, I lay down next to your boots and I prayed for your anger to end. Oh Father I 
have sinned; Oh Father you never wanted to live that way you never wanted to hurt me, why am 



I running away, maybe someday, when I look back I'll be able to say you didn't mean to be cmel 
Somebody hurt you too. 

Ray glances at me quickly and looks away. ‘What did he do?’ he says. The hardness 
has returned to his voice. ‘I don’t know. What all the people who end up see us here in this town. 
He thought for himself. He avoids my eyes carefully. ‘The dead ward,’ he says quietly. ‘For 
political prisoners, mostly. They’re kept in solitary confinement. And no one ever gets released.’ 
He gestures around him, to the other shards of stone poking up through the grass, dozens of 
makeshift graves. I would give anything to touch him, but the best I can do is an inch closer to 
him so that our skin is separated by only a few inches. 

He looks at me then, shooting me a sad smile, showing off those awful teeth, but his 
eyes maintain their strange flatness, as though there’s a curtain drawn over them. I wonder if this, 
for him, was a side effect of the cure, or whether he was always like that. 

He tilts his head back, peering at Ray through narrowed eyes, grows even stronger. I 
remember those nights... 

Kelly- Why? 

Why- she and they ended it the way I did - so- that way everyone, even he would be 
able to see me, with their own eyes. So, they can see the wounds that they did to me. Realizing 
all the gashes, which they gave me over time, and the ones I give myself because of them. They 
all can look at me, and see it all... Just like, I see it every day when I look at my own reflection! 
They all can think- about what they have done to me. However, I do not think they would really 
care. If they did see me hanging there bare, lifeless, and limp. 

They have no emotions forme in their pee- brained minds, to feel anything. I ask- can 
you grasp me; can you feel me? Can you get the impression of me hanging there- all by myself? 

I am so lonesome and afraid! You know-1 do feel as if I would be better off being dead! Don’t 
you think so too? How did I let things get so out of hand? Or did I? Is this all meant to be? 


Really...? 



I just do not know what to believe anymore. I sang throw the air and jumped. I did it! 
But not like I planned. One way or another that made me come to my senses. I got lose from the 
noose, on my tree swing, and fell hard to the ground below. That is when I walked into the home, 
with my head down. And went up the steps up to my room dripping wet. The books are all I have 
now with the stone that says their name, along with their faces looking back at me when I not 
looking to see them there. 

Just like her, I answer myself- T know that there is not one person on this planet, who 
truly cares if I am even here or not.’ Oh God- ‘Why does my life have to be like this?’ I do not 
think I can take any more of living in this town! 

The PEOPLE, SCHOOL, EVERYONE, and EVERYTHING is so fucking FAKE! I 
feel that it is all just another way for the SOCIETY to make me feel inferior. Because they think, 
they are so SUPERIOR to me, and who I am to them. Every day of my life, I have felt like I have 
been drowning in a pool, with weights attached to my ankles. 

I say Maggie- Of course, there is no way for me to escaping from the chains that are 
holding her him and me down. The one and only person, that holds the key to my freedom: 

WILL NEVER LET ME GO! I live in this small dull town for too damn long. It is a 
UNSYMPATHETIC, obscure, lonely, totally depressed and depressing place. All these streets 
surrounding me are covered with filth. 

I respect myself more than that, but it is getting harder to regardless. If that is what it 
takes to be popular, I do not want it. These types of guys just are not worthy of me I suppose. 

The other girls can have them all they want, and you know they do. Then lastly, nerds a sad and 
pathetic grope of creatures that are so misunderstood. 

Really through no fault of their own. Most of the time, it is just the way they all are, 
and not what they choose to be. Just like most of us out there. You know I am not even on that 
list either. As forme- and my category, I would have to say that I am in the ‘Rejected 
classification.’ or ‘Reject!’ However-1 do not want anybody's pity. I just want their RESPECT! 
That is just something I cannot have been in this unwanted grouping. Being in this rejected 
category is not always pleasant as you can see. I have learned to adapt and overcome life's many 
difficulties up to now at least. 



I have learned that some people can do harmful and heinous things to others, yet they 
prosper. Then someone like me has to SUFFER through it all. It eats at you over time: ‘People 
are fake anger and frustration will eat at you like cancer.’ Until it kills you! When I look back at 
everything in my past, the whole photograph comes into focus. ‘I believe that revenge is not the 
answer, everyone gets a turn.’ It is just a matter of time, what coming around for you, will you be 
like my friends and family, or like me or her or him? 

What do you choose to be? 

-Nevaeh- 


Nevaeh 
Book: 30 


Haven’s Rockville 


The Beginnings’, Maggie’s granddaughter kind-a... 

The year is October 7, 1916, it was said, that she’s was a young girl, was buried 
beneath a weeping willow tree, down towards the old train tracks, and that she would take over 
some of the young minds, that would come her way as that walked along them at the twilight of a 
creepy night. 

Her grave marked with a noting other than the year, and a name that is rubbing away 
from age, she was so young and was tied down by a lover on the tracks- for it to cut her in two, 
that train still comes down this line with its haunting steam, and load blow on the horns. And 
some say they see her as they sit in the cars looking up close in their face... as if she is feeling 
their soul, to see if she wants to take it, as she did with mine, I am now her. 



Just she is the girl in the window, that is lost looking for a way out, she haunts the old 
Victorian next to the tree and tracks. Nothing more than a chipping rock, and a pale face looking 
out- and we have all see her, she is real- even the one that doesn’t believe, like the ones that 
don’t think God is real say, she is a real ghost. Not more than a girl looking for happiness, some 
have even seen her walking to her swing, which blows in the wind of the old tree that has to be 
100 years old now. 

I didn’t want to draw attention to her resting place, as I look at the train is doing 25 
miles per hour or so- heading for the Rockville Bridge in Pennsylvania, this creepy house stands, 
and so does she in her room looking out. 

Nevertheless, I couldn’t leave her without remembrance, so I went to see her for 
myself and end up feeling her from the inside like she feels me on the outside. She’ll never sleep 
peacefully I found out looking over the story, no one to disturb her, she just was too young, no 
sounds but whistle, and the vibration of the train coming down the line. That she flows in her 
essence... testifies to the power of friendship and generosity to conquer greed and depression. A 
wonderfully imaginative, startlingly moving and at times wickedly funny fantasy. 

Part: 1 

On a dark- October 4th 100 years almost to the day... I started doing this... every 
evening, she is at sitting at the window watching the storm, or me or something like that, I was as 
the little girl. Through the darkness sees a faint light, of the steamer going by like always. 

Before she could come to the window the light disappeared. She sees me to like a 
spooky dream in your mind. I waited some minutes, to feel connected to her... Very faintly the 
light reappeared, flickering through the trees, she was with me... and I was in her, and she in me. 

She looked down at me and decided to keep quiet this time, as she went down and into 
my body. I was absorbed in her, slipping oh so quietly out of the room, to be with me down by 
the tracks, and crept down the stairs to the back door, she went through... all the walls. 

The track I walked cautiously along the edge, staying in the shadows, with her holding 
my hand. The excitement made me tremble... Everywhere, I go I have no privacy, I have no 
satisfaction, I can’t get it... it’s not something I can have. 



My phone is tapped, and my PC hacked. I am being watched right now, I just feel that 
I am. She knows everything I do, everywhere I go. She sees who I am friends with and end it just 
because she can. She sits me up just to fall into her trap. I've used a fake name, it is all the same, 

I am her toy in her sick twisted game. At what point, do you say- I've had enough. Stop it- get a 
life! 


Sarah- Friend come and go, I know that nothing can last more than a week with me; it 
has been like this all my life. You just get attached, and she puts an end to it so fast... you would 
not believe me. Why I don’t know maybe it’s because she must have me on her own, and she 
can’t see me have the love of another that is not her? I don’t know... all I know is that everyone 
leaves me before I want them too. But like I have a choice. No, not really. If you want me- we 
need to... 


Run... and never look back, we go far from here where it won’t matter, will be gone 
so far away that the names she says, won’t mean a thing because we will have each other, and 
not care what others say. Our happiness would lie in each other’s arms and the ring on your 
finger. I don’t want to trap you, but you need to say yes to me, so this can happen! The sooner 
the better! 


I am trapped by an overprotective and malicious boyfriend, who beats you. Who 
makes you work like a fool...? The jerk won’t even buy you a ring after so many years of dating. 

He trapped you! 

Do you really think he loves you? Or is he just trapping you until he finds something 
more or just settles? You’re tipped by your town. You are tipped because you like me but can’t. 
You’re trapped because of what they all say about me. All that matters to me is what you think, 
not them. You’re tipped by him and he makes sure that you’re not even allowed to look at 
another man like me. Plus, it all goes back to her, the one that trapped us both in not being in 
love. Forbidden to: dating, see, looking, feel, or even talk to one another. 

I am- Tripped into missing out, tripped into being the weirdo, as the girl lost in the 

window... 


I am- Tripped in to not knowing what you would feel like, in a hug or kiss. Tripped 
into be hated for no reason other by her rumors. 



Tripped into missing you. You’re trapped into wishing for me and dreaming of what 
could be. Yet your friends love him and not me, with me all they see in the past that is not tme, a 
past that I was trapped into. I am trapped by you- in so many ways, that you never even knew 
about. 


I am- Trapped because I have fallen in love with you and can’t seem to forget about 
you. You’re on my mind all the time. No blocks can stop us from someday getting together. 

That is only if you get out of the trap of allowing everyone to push you around. You 
have to be strong and fight. I am trapped into fighting for your hand, and your love, and I just 
don’t know why I keep trapping myself to you. I just don’t understand why I can’t get you out of 
my mind. I know one thing I never trip you like everyone seems to do around here, I am not like 
that. If you want me fine, and if not fine. I am trapped into being a hopeless romantic... 

Me-1 have to get out. I don't care what my mind says is logical, what my heart says it 
needs! There have been rumors of an uprising free of all the restrictions of the world. I'm done 
caring about the consequences. It’s time to be self-interested and do some for me. The longing of 
you I can’t take it anymore. The passion 1 have for you has my skin on fire! I can’t sleep, I can’t 
eat, and I can function right. Without you being in my life. It seems like you and I are trapped 
into having chastity belts, with no way to unlock them and connect. Your boyfriend has your key 
and she has mine. 

I am- Trapped into the fantasy of us sleeping together playing in my head. Trapped 
into wanting more than a one-night stand with you. Like that even possible. You’re trapped into 
making him happy, will on the inside you’re miserable. 

Trapped! 

I am without you next to me now. I want to feel your kiss; I want to feel your body 
spooning or unstop of mine. I want to go out with you, and not have everyone stop it. 

I want to go everywhere with you. I want you to live with me, you have a home here, 
if you can get out of your trap, I may be able to get out of mine. I want you to share my 
bedroom... I know it’s crazy! But-1 want you to be my girl. You have trapped me under the 
spell of your green eyes, and shy little sensual ways. ‘Instead of losing my mind to you, I was 
hoping it would have been something else. You could imagine, my sweetheart that remands 



nameless in this story, but you know who you are. Do me this favor and take it from me. I don’t 
want to be thirty when I get married either, I want it now as I want you now.’ 

‘I don’t care when as long as it’s soon, I don’t care how as long as it happens, I don’t 
care who sees us, it could be in a car in a local store parking lot. It’s all the same to me along as I 
am with you!’ As long as you’re the one, I want you to be the first in everything, you shouldn’t 
feel trapped by him to feel love like that. I am not sure if I'll be your first, but I want to be the 
last. You should be feeling the love from me. 

The love I can give and take with you. 

Its love I have for you... not entrapment. 

Really, I don’t think I am being selfish it is just time for this all happens to me. I have 
waited too long now! 

Self-seeking I just need you, to save me! Trapped into taking care of everyone else, 
while nobody takes care of me. 

Trapped into setting at home and going out to getaway. 

Trapped into using other's money, because they won’t let me work, I have everything I 
need, but not what I want. 

Trapped into doing work, and not getting paid. Trapped for life, and afraid! 

Taped in my faith, yet to me, that is a good thing. Hopeful that there is a life after 
death if not then life is not worth living is it. Taped into fear of death, trapped into seeing death 
all around me. Tapped into being around life, that just doesn’t get it. 

Trapped into feeling really cold. Trapped into being warm to those that are cold. 

Taped into seeing the small light, in the never-ending darkness. Trapped in never ever giving up. 

Sarah- (Longing and Desire) I am longing to see you. Longing to be with you, longing 
to hear from you. I am longing for you. A longing like desire, I am desiring what I am longing 
for, and desiring is what trapping me to you right now. Longing and desire that he has for you is 
pushing you away from him, and also me. 



Like a dark storm over your head. You have longed forme, but can it be, but will you 
and I be more than longing and desire? Will we be always been trapped in too long and desire, 
by the ones that long and desire to keep us apart? 

I am longing and desiring your kiss on my lips! I am longing for your desiring hug 
with my hand right above your hips. Letting go of the past, with its dark toxic memories seeing 
them slip and ripe from our grip and fade away, for a brighter happier day, all I can do is pray for 
the both of us. Y ou and I, 

being together is a must! I just need to have your trust. Today, I feel alone... 

Me- In the morning, when I woke up, I want to talk with my friends... But I couldn't 
find anybody... neither my life nor by me. My soul was eaten by loneliness... I have been living 
in a new place for four months, and 1 do not have a friend. 1 feel like 1 am cursed... Look, nobody 
writes even here. There are a lot of voices in my mind and I can't stop them. 

‘That's now the fifth day of rain.’ Alayna said. ‘Shouldn't we do something together 
this weekend?’ 

The microwave turned on by itself, I knew it was her, playing games as I also feel her 
hugging me, the lights flickered, and my mom did not even blink. Alayna and Harold retreated 
into the living room, not sure what to do. The TV played an ad, for The Haunting- and a giggle- 
yet it's her giggles in me, not mine. 

‘When something's strange in the neighborhood... I know that it’s her taking my 
energy for her use-age. ’ They held each other close, no sign of having a fall out just five minutes’ 
pass- my thinks I have lost it holding my own body for so long- Smalling like a nut. 

They looked at the TV. 

They looked at each other. ‘Alayna laughed. Today, I feel alone... I want to talk with 
my friends, on the tracks she is all I have or want. But I couldn't find anybody... else that gets me 
like she... It was a dark stormy night, and the train was coming fast at me, and I want it to mn 
me down... she said this is what happened to me, the thunder awakened me or, so I thought, and 
I feel the wind of the train rush by me as I got out of the way in the nick of time. 



Then- just like that-1 don’t know how-1 was in my bed cozy and warm, with her in 
the sheets with me, however, that is when I saw her hovering over me, we-1 looked up, I thought 
I was dreaming. Yet she called out my name and said... 

T'm here to protect you, take my hand and I can show you the way to the light.’ It’s 
like I could feel her inside me, inside my soul. 

She was talking to me, without saying a word, I felt her through, I feel her emotions, 
and I feel a teardrop running down my cheek. It was the baby girl we lost when Alayna had a 
miscarriage, this baby is what broke us up, we blamed each other I wasn't sure- if I could tmst 
her; she looked innocent enough, but something nagged at the back of my mind, something I 
ought to have remembered but couldn't quite grasp. 

It’s like I could see through her, she looked just like my wife, when she was about 
nine years old. Maybe younger? And we used to play in the sandbox together in our sweatshirts 
or less. I guess are mothers through that was cute... or something, I have the photograph. 
Anyways- that was the first time I met her in the sandbox as a boy, and tbe girl that is over me 
looks so much like her that it is eerie to me. But why is she looking down at me? I hadn't seen 
my wife for nearly ten years; the marriage hadn't lasted long. I guess we were better as friends. 

The girl in front of me smiled shyly, just like Alayna used to, and held out her small 
hand. As I took her hand the storm fell silent and I felt a strange energy course through me. It 
like she was saying hello daddy. She would be 5 if she was alive. There is not a day or night that 
I don’t think about what could have been. 

But wait, the girl in front of me looked five, but our little Lucie would have been nine 
now. Was it really that long ago? I vowed to contact Sarah, to try to say all the things I thought 
of over the years we had been apart. 

There was so much I had to tell her, so much I had to ask forgiveness for. 

Up till now would she forgive me, would the love be there for me? Is my little girl 
letting me no something that I don’t know as of now? Is Alayna in need of me? Why now, why 
am I seeing Lucie? 



I remember, the day I met Alayna it seems like so long ago, she was a freshman and I 
was a senior. She was a cheerleader and I was in the marching band. She was popular as for me 
not so much. I will never forget the first time she held my hand; she was everything to me then. 
Maybe I love her too much and drive her away, but why did I have to lose my only baby, there 
was no other girl for me than Sarah. I never dated, or went out, and one point I felt like giving up 
on my life, yet I didn’t. 

And maybe this is why... 

When we met in college, I could hardly believe she was the same little girl, I had 
played in the sandbox with. There was a big party after the game and Alayna came over to me to 
talk about music. She took my hand and led me into the garden, and that was the beginning of 
our life together. 

I don't think we would have lasted together if we had not been so hard on each other; 
we knew what we had to lose and that kept us coming back to each other. It took something 
outside our control to cause a rift big enough to break us apart. 

Her hand was soothingly warm as she guided me out of bed and over to the window. 
The storm was still quite ferocious, but we were in a bubble of cahn, just me and Lucie. 

I see my child not being her- It was amazing to think, she is my daughter, she a good 
kid, and I am getting to share these moments with her, moments that I thought I would never 
have. Really, I am just in awe of her and the blessings of God's goodness for letting this happen 
for me. So, that maybe I see the light without seeing the light. It’s every man’s dream to see his 
little girl grow up and be happy. I didn’t have that, but I am blessed to have this now. 

Me-1 evoke when we made this little girl, several weeks before the big day. The room 
was all ready for the day she came home, the walls soft in a rosy shade, and the crib and 
everything else was white. A butterfly mobile over top to soothing her to sleep. 

Now that baby tune that it plays is hunting me if played. The picture frame on the wall 
is empty, the rocking chair has never been used. The stuffed teddy never squeezed. The baby 
bottles never held. The pack of pampers on the changing table never opened. The girly outfits 
never off the hangers. The door was closed by me, locking the memories away, and behind me. I 
don’t go in her room I just can’t, it has not changed in years. 



I was the happiest baddy in the world, the day I found out she was a baby girl. I loved 
her before she even had a name. I want to perfect her from all the bad in this world and to be 
what was good. Show her that daddy is the only man that she can really trust. I wanted to buy her 
all the pink dress that I could. 

Take her to the park, she and her walk and talk. I wanted to go to every school play 
and sports game that she was going to be a part of... I wanted to read her a bedtime story, really, 

I just wanted to be her daddy! I even wanted to see her been a dreadful teenager, I wanted to see 
her go to her first dance. 

I wanted to see her find someone that loved her as much as I do. I wanted to have that 
dace the night she would have married. I wanted to see her grow up to a woman and give me 
grandbabies. 

That would be perfect in my eyes and could do no wrong. That I could spoil. No man 
should have to see his baby girl go, before them it’s the toughest thing in life to have to deal with 
and you never get over it, you learn to accept with it, really what chose- do yah have otherwise. 

I can see here everywhere; she is with me all the time. She is mine. She is my love. 

She is everything. 

She is The Little Girl in White named: 

Sarah, and I am trapped! BY HER...! 

When I woke up my head buzzed, and my legs ached. 

I reached under my pillow and found my phone; Alayna was calling. ‘Hey Sarah,’ I 
answered groggily. She answered, ‘Where are you? We've been waiting to start for thirty 
minutes.’ 


I groaned as I knew she was talking about our presentation, ‘can't you just do it with 
the others?’ Alayna gave a deep sigh and then spoke with a stem voice, ‘This is something 
you've planned for years, it's your project, not ours. Hurry up and get here now!’ 

She hung up. ‘Great, another day in PowerPoint hell’ I through driving to the company. 
My legs still hurt, but I tried to ignore it as I ran through my bits of the presentation while I was 



driving. I looked at my slides for just 10 seconds and looked back up to see a car heading my 
way without control speed. As I yanked the steering wheel abmptly, I lost control of the car. I hit 
something and flipped forward. I got queasy and dizzy with all the flipping. When the car finally 
settled, I wasn't sure which way was up. An instant later my phone started to ring again. 

Listen, we no time to wait for you. I'll put you on video, you can do the presentation 
by phone.’ ‘No! Wait for Sarah! I need help...’ It was too late I could see the hall, a roomful of 
curious. A room was full of potential investors, some with a shocked expression, some possibly 
disgusted. I could hear people complaining, ‘What is going on here?’ Alayna saved the situation 
easily ‘the Skype quality is really bad again’. The people murmured in agreement. One guy held 
up his hand and said in his accent, ‘I still want to see your great invention. Let's hope this is not a 
paper tiger.’ ‘No, it's not.’ Alayna said, ‘It's an automatic driving assistant.’ ‘It's really good’ I 
added. ‘How is it good?’ 

Someone asked, ‘You're in a smoking wreck!’ ‘Well...you see if the assistant had been 
driving, this would not have happened.’ The guy who raised his hand before said, ‘I don't think I 
like your logic, but, can we buy your assistant?’ 

Part: 2 

-One dark day in December, I sat looking out of the window- she was me- and in me 
full. She had been awaiting her friends for the past half an hour, but still, after a whole morning, 
no one had turned up. She began to worry. 

Something was definitely wrong. 

Her mother was baking this evening, so the smoke alarms would be going off. She 
couldn't use the phone. But the kitchen was a mess. A terrible, horrifying mess. Her mother stood 
jumping from counter to oven, covered in flour and several other indistinguishable stains. 

‘Mum? 

What have you-’ she began as several loud knocks came from the front door. 


‘Lucie? 



Can you come and help me for a minute, I said it out loud and my mom said your 
imaginary friend-really?’ 

You’re going to need to see someone if this keeps going on... her mother called for 
her to stop at once. 

Lucie sighed and left her place at the window, looking out the nock. Maybe baking 
was a distraction, and to keep her from worrying. Her mom was worried that she was even... 

‘She is sleeping with her imaginary girlfriend!?’ Hearing her calling out her name in a 
soloing moment... her mom was looking in... to the eye-rolling moment. 

Lucie is the girl-1 am, or was... 

One for grief, two for pleasure, three fora girl. I’m stuck on three, I love the girl. I just 
can’t get any further, then here even if she not real to them she is to me. My head is thick with 
sounds, of her, my mouth thick with her as the girl body fluid. All about her, I can hear the 
chatterers- her tedious laughing, disdain fulling me, a boisterous guffawing, a tiding. Wicked 
communications, 1 can see them now, black against the fogged nights moon, as 1 walk in the 
eeriness. All the birds look at me with like glass eyes, something else, as the moon follows too, 
she is coming, with me... she is speaking to me, in my head. 

See- see what you do to me, and make me do for you-you see? 

Part: 3 

It’s a glorious evening, warm but not too warm, the sun starting its lazy descent, 
shadows lengthening, and moving with the trees that a blowing, falling leaves, and the light just 
beginning to burnish the trees with golden shades, and the reds and oranges, she to be so vivid; 
contesting to the greens and darker colors. There are familiar faces on these trains, that I know, 
yet they're all need to hear, people I see every week of my life, going to and froth. I recognize 
them, and they probably recognize me, like me but as I am now not as no-longer- me. I don’t 
know whether they see me, as I was, as I am, or who I am now, though, or for what I really am, 
or no longer. 

They, all the toured kiddie faces, pass in a blur of evening sunshine, the cars pass me, 
as I just miss getting hit by the cars, blowing me back, I feel the gust. The train is rattling along. 



and I know that she is making her way through all the cars, heading for the tunnel, it gets dark 
out the window, and she see free to make them scream by taking over their minds and making 
them think crazily, like making the one girl get up and walk between cars, and death in the 
smokiness until she passed out and feel in-between, and the wells cut her in two, it was mled out 
as accentual death, that she slipped making her way to the dining car, I know - not so-o. 

Death is the game she likes to play, maybe for she passed on too soon in this life, she 
needs to feed on the young of this life. 

I see trans off in the distances, In the opposite direction of me, and if we’re traveling 
slowly enough yet making its way up to me, as I stand there... on the tracks... Sometimes I catch 
myself trying to remember the last time, that I had expressive physical contact with another with 
a girl or boys I don’t like boys there- lick-ie, like mixing chocolate milk with O-J, and then 
baffling chunks and having to lick that up too. 

Unprejudiced a hug or a heartfelt squeeze of my hand, it was here the only one that I 
feel close too, and my heart twitches, with her energy mnning through me. Sometimes, not often, 

I can see them from this side of the track, think I don’t understand - not one of them- as I do her. 

Just like these kids sitting in the train car, sometimes catch a glimpse of her, I 
remember, seeing her up in the home- that is adjacent the old cemetery, dating back to the 1880s 
where she is not at rest, and with my home, she is there, that was her up there in the window, I 
too look out the same windows both of us in the same terrace. Just as I do look out the train 
window, seeing our home go by as we pass thinking about how we do the same things looking 
out that window at all the life that is dead - and dying like us. I can imagine all of them looking at 
me, yet not as she looks at me, she has loved me they don’t. 

Sitting or standing as I am now, with her feet up on the table even, I have to snap out 
of a trance, yet there is not a trace of her to be seen unless she wants to be seen by others than me, 
a glass of apple juice in my hand, I poured two and sat one by me for her- my mom looked at me 
as if I crazy- think it was for my imaginary friend, yet when the glass went up to her mouth and 
was moving free and fast in her hand- that only I could see, my mom freaked out hardcore, ‘How 
did you do that?’ 


‘I didn’t Louie did...’ I said. 



‘Um-hum- then tall her to go home... ’ ‘She lives here- with me... WITH US- ‘IS 
THAT SO- she is working, in the dining room. 

On paperwork, be for going to work- at Capital One.’ she wanted me to say to you. 

She said don’t be mean to her.’ Mom just rolled her eyes- like, I was being cute. 

I can imagine the feeling of her hands in mine, the weight of them, comforting and 
defensive. I love that she holds my hand whenever, unlike all of them that are real, 1 

KNOW THAT THE REAL! 

Louie is now standing behind my mom tapping and pulling on her top, her hand on her 
shoulders, she feels the pullback, and she gets cold shivers, asking if it was me-1 said- no- it’s 
WAS my IMAGINARY FRIEND, I SAID - she likes to play awareness games. 

(PRE-LUNCH MONDAY, October 24,2016,) I read everywhere that a train can rip 
the clothes right off you when it hits your body, it’s a msh, it’s not that unusual, death by train, 
that how they found her clothes ripped off under the wheels, I know the story well. 

Look into my room, which was her room, which is our room, The pile of clothes from 
last week is still there, of mine that she calls scandalous, and it looks dustier and more neglected 
than it did a few days ago, my mother even said- ‘it looks like a five-year-old is living here,’ 
along with- ‘it’s not on me is on Louise, a hundred a year ago, it happened to her, they say she 
was looking for a msh, some say she went crazy over a boy, some say, she was in love with a girl, 
and could not go there, some say she needs a way out of her room and mom and dad’s hold on 
her, she was seen at least once every couple of days- standing on the tracks- until. I’m not sure 
how many of those are accidental or tme.’ 

I look carefully, into all, and think, I don’t care, she here for me now, as the train rolls 
slowly past me doing as she did, the hint of blood-covered clothes, msh through my mind, and 
the sound of cmshing bones, but I can’t see any that said- why she was mn over. The train stops 
at the signal, as usual, she mns for me, and through me and she now in my body said stand here 
and stay here as long as you can it’s a msh, feel the powers. Just like that, I wake up in bed and 
before I could think of why, I hear my mom call my name to do some pain in the ass thing, like 
always. 



I can see her standing next dinner nook, that has all glass old windows wrapped 
around a hundred-year-old table in front of the French doors, that are adjacent. She’s wearing a 
bright print dress; her feet are bare. 

My mom is looking over her shoulder, asking if I playing games, she feels the strange 
energy of her pulling on her back, tapping on ber shoulders, as she walks back into the house 
walking around out to the porch; dad is making breakfast, Louise said that’s a really girly thing 
for a man to do, of her time, I keep my eyes fixed on Louise, I know she is going to slam the 
door in her face, I could see her past memories mnning through my mind - do you see them- all 
the thing and the way the house looks in the early 1900s... 

Just like that, I am starting there on the old bridge, that is nothing but a relic, to the 
new one that is old now, and I standing in the middle with nowhere to run... over topwater. 

Some say you and see a nude girl standing in the water, looking over the bridge, I 
KNOW it's HERE! SPOOKY - no she just remembers the past, that she doesn’t want to let go of. 
This one is a two-lane- that looks as flimsy as it was unsafe to walk or ride on no-no side rails to 
keep you in, no walkway, just track and spaces down to water below 100 feet or so, in an x- tmss 
that looks as if it should have never- ever worked, to hold together. The one I know- well is stone, 
and long and safe. Would you jump off the side or mn, she said mn- it the fun, then jump at the 
last second. 

I can even see the faint flicker of a lander next to the door, that I use now, not much 
has changed, yet everything has changed, then just like that I am back standing on the tracks... 
as the train starts to inch forward, (Rip) I am starting to cry, I don’t want to do this yet her power 
is holding me here, and also for the love and caring. 

1916 ford tmck sitting in the tall grass, tick- ticking away, an older man starting it 
with a crack, its mostly made of wood, and has gas lights... that got ever so brighter as the motor, 
got stronger in the cold, leaves blowing around him, train sound of in the distances, dust, 
covering all, the things in the dim room that I call my kitchen. 

Louise- I particularly don’t want to see my home like this, I want to remember it as 
was, the one that used to be mine. 



Through her mind I could see the one I know, being made... with wood forms, and the 
arches being sat. I’ve lived at number 214 hickory lane for all my life, as did she, delightfully 
content, and absolutely- insufficient. I can’t look at it now, this way she said to me. That was my 
only hope, that I can’t stand to let go of... Not my parents’ just hers... I really don’t care to see 
them anyways they did not get me, anyway. I see here mom and dad feel the same to her- maybe 
that is why I get her. 

Every day I tell myself not to look at what has changed and what has stayed the same, 
and every day I look, and get said, said only. I close my eyes tightly and count to ten, and make 
my run, seeing all my life up ‘till fifteen, and even past. 

There, it’s gone I am off the side flying through the air now, nothing to see. She looks 
through me in me and out through me, saying things like Oh- my first home. She said I 
remember seeing all these homes being built, now there being ripped down and or falling down 
now, why? She asked-1 said, ‘no one cares about old things like you do.’ They don’t care? No 
time to care I said back to her... is there something wrong with the time, that is moving faster? 

What no, it’s just not what’s important... so-o those bizzie boxes are then? She asked, 
you’re not like them with them through, I see why... don’t say. I can’t bear to look at it ‘round 
here now. I try not to, I don’t want to, I want to, I can’t, I don’t want too, I can’t help myself, 
from feeling said, said only. I bit my lip so hard, it bled some, I still remember the pain I felt 
when I saw her watering the rose bushes near the fence, it was a ghostly vision, in my eyesight, 
of her in a her 1900’s shirt stretched tight over her belly, even though there is nothing I want to 
see there, I feel there is something I need to see here, what I don’t know yet, maybe it’s unrest, of 
someone she lost here. Even though anything, I do see will hurt me, I still have to do it. 

Louie- Even though I remember- so clearly how it felt that time when I lost my 
girlfriend I don’t remember, did I do it, was it me, or them. 

I looked up and noticed that the emulsion linen blind in the upstairs bedroom was gone, 
replaced by something in soft baby blushing peach; I see the home in splits of old and new, her 
way of think of the past and then mine as now, it’s like have double exposure of a photo in my 
mind and eyesight. (Rip) Run- run- running like hell yet again, the train starting to pick up the 
pace, and I am running for my life what does it mean, to keep running away and not facing it? 



Sometimes grim, sometimes bright and sunny, sometimes cold and windy western 
Pennsylvania, small coal townhouses lined, next tagged trackways bridges and industrial 
buildings with broken windows, that through her eyes I see as steam smocking working factories 
buzzing with workers, make a change, for change like nicks and small dollar amounts. 

How will today be, with her sitting in class mnning me- mind body and soul? At 
school, even if she is mnning through me, I can’t think of anything but her, my studies seem to 
slip... I sit, on the train, that I want to kill me, as did her, for the trill, or to escape, which-ever 
that’s what I want, and I don’t get why, the closer I get to Rockville, the more nervous I feel, 
every time, like I pass this spot that I no took her life; burden builds; I feel this is going to be my 
expiry! 

Yet, I want more than SEX! It's more thrilling! On its side, someone has painted: LIFE 
IS NOT A PARAGRAPH, but that how I would have described, what is happening to me seeing 
all the world in the past, yet in my time, and yet, hers... what the... freak! Like- like- When she 
inside me my eyes change color from brown to green and no- one really notices it. I deliberate 
about the parcel of dresses on the side of the track and I feel, with her holding me tightly, making 
out, kissing, touching and feeling, I am in love with a girl that is not real, yet she is, just from 
another time, yet is it preordained to be, this way? 

Through my throat is closing up. Life is not a paragraph, and death is no parenthesis. 
There’s a soiled, low-slung concrete building on tbe right-hand side, old wood mills, and coal, 
works, linking the track about five hundred miles before we get into school, passing through the 
old towns that link life of the past and now together. 

FRIDAY, October 7,2016 

(PRE-LUNCH: like, 10 or so-o...) 

My mother used to tell me that, I had an overactive imagination; my dad said that, too, 
yet he got it more than she. I can’t help it- that I feel that she is real, 11 look down at my feet and 
see that, I am wearing flats, that a black and white checkers. 

The train tracks, I see all colors of trees becoming naked at some point soon. Light 
blue dress, perhaps-jumbled is now off me and next to me under the viaduct. It’s probably 



rubbish- now, as I make mind love to my girlfriend that haunts me, scmbby little wood up the 
bank, I see boys looking off the distances’ saying look at her go... soloing. 

She feels just like the steam engines vibrating through me, it could have been left 
behind by me I am sure, and some boy that work this part of the track, would see it and say some 
girl was killed here, they’re here often enough, saying they see young girls on the line and doing 
dirty things. No one is to be found... Or it could be something else, they say- think all the calls in 
are pranks. 

The train surprises and predicaments and screams back into motion, and the wheel’s 
slip, the little pile of faces look out at me like her the see me, they're all in clothes, me no so-1 
disappear from view, and run into their faces, they look at me with awe, before the can think or 
blink there in the tight trundle, moving at a brisk cross-country runner stride. 

The line starts at St. Mary’s and runs to Hershey The scenic expedition from Altoona’s 
horseshoe curve is supposed to take 10 hours and 30 minutes or so-o through state park and 
forest, (118.8 mi) kind-a next to US-219, snaking its way through trees and Allegany hills that 
would take your breath away, yet on a steamer of the past from 1880’s it can change, but it rarely 
does, number 14 is balling down the tack scratching her horn- on time in the dusk- and the lights 
inside the cars filler: this section of the track is ancient, decrepit, beset with signaling problems 
and never-ending engineering workers fork’s a wonder-to see one end to the other of the same 
train making its way... ‘round. The train crawls along; it tremors past me as the haunt of the little 
girl in white the girl they say is haunting these lines for years, and water towers, is at the one end 
of the cover, where old number 14 halts, then it’s off for the bridges of heights, then the other 
over the water, and then past my old, Victorian houses, in after of the Kinzua bridge turned the 
train make a sharp turn all the way around, S where I am the most with her near, 

Rockville directly next to the track and her, and I spot under the viaduct under the next 
to the water. Someone in the seat behind me gives a sigh of helpless irritation, and I think what 
do you have to complain about, it’s the 8:05 at night, and you never hand what I did, slowly the 
endurance of the most seasoned commuter on the Amtrak line, and it blows past me and my hair 
mshes up- and I feel alive! 

I remember when I would ride this train, for point a to b. My head leaning against the 
car window, I watch these houses roll past me like a tracking shot in a film, being pulled to fastly 



for it to be projected. They see me as just some small girl, 1 see them as others do not, I see life 
as a new life- through taking hers as mine; some would say for rest, yet maybe not so, I owner 
here you probably don’t see what I am saying from this perspective, like she and I have this life 
and love we have, over me finding my why- being lost in time for years. Twice a day, 1 am 
offered a view into other lives, just for a moment I am lost in them and how the world is these 
days- 100 years passed. There’s something comforting about the sight of strangers safe at home, 
like this girl, that 1 love, yet she made me safe with-in her. 

On the train, as it passes you can see, texting girls, and boys on their phone, an 
absurdly ecstatic and upbeat chatter, in the vintage cars, smelling of good dinner food from the 
diner car- as they did back in my day as a girl riding the same very train- on this line. They the 
cars jingles around on the uneven tracks. Clicking along- you can feel and see that commuters 
shift in their seats, as they go down the line on tracks that seem to be floating in spots, mstle their 
newspapers, tap at their computers. 

The train lurches and sways around the bend, slowing as it approaches a yellow signal- 
in my mind, I could see a flagman swing a lantern of the past. 1 try not to look up and see the 
number and light heading right for me as I have to make the choices to get off or not or it's over 
my head, I know that some are reading the news- on their new I- this and that... 1 was walking 
along this way from the station, yet my through of WHY blur in front of my eyes, as to why 1 am 
letting this train run me down and I standing still, nothing holds my interest other than her hold 
me hear. In my head, I can still see that little pile, of her, of clothes lying at the edge of the track, 
us nude in my mind making love- uncontrolled in passion. 

Something she said she only found in me- and only in this next life. 

Part: 4 

(NIGHTFALL) 

Beautiful sunshine, cloudless skies like today and for years here. Lucie was part of, a 
coal village, in the daybreaks we’d swim the half-mile to the tracks, if you did not want to take 
the long walk, next to the tall viaduct. To make, make love on secret hidden spot under the 
railway bridge; in the afternoons, I would walk the tracks, to bitter tonics of her in me fully, you 
could see the boys over the way watching us swarms around underneath, in faint shadow’s you 



could see her the haunting body shape of the girl, with me, out of my body now to love me for 
me, also next to water her energy was stronger. 


I take another gulp, feeling the taste of her, and another, and I feel empty as she gets 
stronger in me, but it’s OKAY, I have three more in the plastic bag at my feet. It’s Friday, so I 
don’t have to feel guilty about drinking on the train. Thank God, Its Friday. The fun starts at this 
juncture... 


It’s going to be a lovely weekend, that’s what they’re telling us, time away from 
school, that is all my life was- she through inside me. In the old days, we might see us in sunrise 
lying on a blanket in speckled sunlight, she is nothing but a soul in me, I eat we date-yet is the 
reality not to them, but to me she is so-o. We might have seared out back with friends, that would 
not get us, too bad, I left them all for her, to be with and inside me, faces flushing, as they hear 
me talking to her in class, under my breath, with sun shining in the window, ‘till the afternoon 
went on, walking the tracks home for lunch along with only her, arm in arm, falling asleep on the 
sofa, after the school day, she was all I needed, even if not physically there of the rest of the 
world to see, yet in my mind, she was everything, that made it physical. 

Lovely sunshine I would take the walk to school in the fog- mist and even rainy days 
too, yet like today it’s a cloudless sky, I- had like- no one to play with, nothing to do, I would go 
to her home, and I would see her looking down at me from the window, next to the mainline of 
crossing tracks. I was lost in her eyes... and ghostly whys of falling for me. Living like this, the 
way I’m living at the moment, is harder in the summer when there are so many hours of daylight, 
so the little cover of dusk, when everyone is out and about, being flagrant, aggressively happy. 

It’s exhausting, to me, and it makes you feel deprived, about not having them all, but 
that is why I found her and she- me, the weekend stretches out ahead of me, I have to get lost in 
her or I would lose it... and fill empty, when with her I do not. 

MONDAY, JULY 19,2016 

(MORNING) 

I just want to lean back in the soft, drooping seat, feel the warmth of the sunshine 
streaming through the window, I have become all her, and what she loves to do... time for me to 
walk to school I feel the carriage rock back, as it comes my way, fourth and back it rocks and 



squall’s, the comforting rhythm of wheels on tracks and the blinding light makes me feel alive- 
through her like it did when I was just me. I’d rather be here, looking out at the horseshoe curve 
beside the track, than almost an 5 rwhere else. It’s a relief to know that 7:05, is right on time, no 
holding back on the rail, I will stand here till the last moments, looking forward to the train to 
play chicken with me- where I have yet to make the choice to stay or get off. 

There’s a faulty signal on this line, of full green and she is heading my way doing 40.1 
see all the face looking at me, thinking I’m not gotten off the tracks in time in the cars the horn is 
walling, about halfway through her my journey she finds me. The msh I have with her to me is 
everything that makes me feel thriving when I know she is not a piece. 

Lucie-1 have a perfect view of all these traces for my room, where my soul was lock 
at a young age, yet I would not change that it’s my favorite place to be the trackside house: and 
number 14 run me down-1 was called crazy as a young girl for loving this so. I do believe that 
the girl inside me makes her energy make the signal not working right as the train is headed for 
me when most of the time this line wants trains going low or fully red. because it’s almost 
always red; I accept it must be faulty, yet that just makes me smile on the inside, knowing she 
has the power, in any case, I know she is doing it through me with her influence, to see if the 
train will jump track, going so fast at me. 

Most days this train only creeps by- when I standing here with her that is not so, 
sometimes just fora few seconds, of the time sometimes more, sometimes it’s her seeing if the 
old viaduct can hold the weight of the heavy train, going too fast, it all about seeing if death and 
mayhem could happen, as it did to her, sometimes for minutes on end, I think off all the life she 
and I could take over in the carnage, which I usually do, and the train stops at this signal, under 
my power of what I want to happen, which is almost always does not stop, old 14 is much like 
the other iron houses along this stretch of track: I make her fly down the line at me, as it did then. 

The towering viaduct narrow top to an overlooking the ghostly fog, mns down 
towards some railing, beyond which lies a few miles of no-mans-land, before you get to the 
railway town of Altoona. I know this house by heart, its time, she is no longer in the window 
looking down at me she is in me, looking down the line, yet this home, I know every block all 
the doorways, all the places to hide, I know the color of the curtains in the upstairs bedroom for 
100 years back, I recall all the changes made by other homeowners too, not to my Irking, I have 



seen many young girls take over what was mine in my room, and I have run through them and 
mn them out of my room and home, yet not her. 

I kn ow that the paint is cracking off the bathroom window frame and seal, which was 
once a dark wood stain. The glass is missing on the one lift lower pain that was just covered over 
with plywood... 

I know that on warm summer evenings, the occupants of this house, of her, the girl I 
love and took over her mind, along with her mom and dad -1 don’t like them much they get in the 
ways of us. kitchen-extension, of my old farmhouse, has its own high-pitched roof, where I 
sometimes climb out of the large window to sit on the makeshift veranda on top of it with her, 
and we look over the lines- of track and the sky’s and chat- of the past and what we’re going to 
do in the upcoming days. 

She has soft cheekbones dappled with a sprinkling of freckles, a fine jawline that is 
childlike yet teen, becoming a woman, like myself. 

Witness- I know I saw it- 2 girls under there... I know I did. Like this morning, 
they’ve both got the day off, I’ve seen two girls out afar under the Rockville viaduct yet once 
more, is it my eyes or is it real. One of them has a glow- and the other seems to be drawn to her- 
as if she is taken as real or just an imaginary friend. Yet I see them, I know about her the girl that 
has the imaginary friend... I don’t think she nuts. (This was said by a railroad worker- when 
questioned.) 

Mom, I here upstairs in the room two girls giggling, painting, or maybe they’re in the 
shower together, they're doing things together as if there is a real girl there, yet I look in at her 
showing nude, and it’s just her having her girlie time, one her hands pressed against the tiles, and 
the other hands-on her front part of her hips, asking the make-believe girl to get there. 

I walked away for a while then look in at her yet once more I see only one girl and 
she’s lying in bed, my girl, yet I feel the coldness, and I see in her eyes she is no longer here like 
this make-believe girl has taken her over- and she is now not. Not my girl. 

Mother- said- now- narrating: T never believed in ghosts, until, I feel her staring me 
down to back off, yet it was loving so I was okay with it. I thought she was harmless- and my 
daughter was safe- in make-believe land, or at least in Rockville, playing under the bridge.’ 



‘Because that’s the sort of thing they do, is make you feel there real to you and shout 
you out to the ones they once loved, to keep them for them... it’s what they do- it’s what they 
do- take them for themselves... she keeps saying.’ 

That day while he is making breakfast, or maybe they’ve gone for a run together, I say 
her in deep out aloud play and conversions, with this girl she calls Lucie, I through she is old 
enough to know better than to have imaginary playmates. Yes, is she going backward- like have 
her brains grown soft, from her school life- or is it me, as a mom not doing my part? 

Part; 5 

(Lucie and I used to run together on Sundays, play in the sun and rain, and bath 
together too, everything really even eating, me going at slightly above my normal pace, we 
would try daring things, like running far past the safe line of where I was allowed to go- even 
like walk the tracks, I would go down abandoned lines, and over old viaducts that I knew would 
cmmble under my feet, yet that was the fun, it was to find love with-in her. To kiss and play and 
discover. About her ghostly body and mine, her past and me with her to come, just so we could 
mn side by side, I was in love with her for even if not real she was the most real thing I had in 
my life at the time.) 

I see it down there ghostly she is steaming stuck at the red signal, then green and I 
hear the wheels slipping and she is building power and is hand right from me. This time I stay on 
the lift rail, feeling the forces, and vibrations... I see my snicker as I look down at my feet and 
the laces are untied, and my foot gets caught, in a spike, and she is coming balls out - so upon 
me-1 could read the number on the front as I through my foot and she is giggling like an 
irrational lonely inside me saying- this is thrilling. 

I see the flash- of light- and then I wake up and I’m in my bed, was it all a dream. I 
look down at the end of my bed nearing the footboard and see my pink and green sneaker, and I 
see the plastic tip was ripped off- ‘it was real’ I said. (Did I die? Am I all me? Did I die, and she 
is now me?) 

Witness- Paul J. Miller- Sometimes, when I see her there, I feel as though she sees me, 
too, I feel as though she looks right back at me, as I take the train down the line, as the engineer, 
and I want to wave, but I get this look in her eyes that crap in my mind or don’t even look at me. 



And I see what look the bugs flying like a staring fountain out of her mouth as she yells, that she 
needs to get off, the underworlds have gotten a hold of her, and she is not. 


I’m too self-conscious, about saying I shit myself. I think about what they might be up 
to... as I keep doing this job, in the last year- there have been five new guys that will not drive 
this line- overseeing things that just creep- with passengers and workers, going through- 
‘ Rockville.’ 

Passengers- said one a young girl Joiee she was looking out the window and this 
young little girl in white her hand smacked the foggy glass, that she was looking out going over 
the viaduct way up in the air, ‘I knew that this was impossible there no way... there no room to 
walk and hit a train car.’ And then one young boy Jimmi said he was kissed right on the lips by a 
girl that was see-through. ‘All crazy I said’- ‘till I saw what I did, as for the man- driving the 
train. 


They say- he’s away a lot with work, on his mind and his wife just live him, and he 
need sleep I was written off... 

‘I knew...’ 

But even if they’re not- there, they are really- the question is why? 

I look for them- always. There both are often out there in the mornings- around 8-sh, it 
has become a passion of mine to stock them to see why- especially in the summer, drinking 
coffee, I take the car up and look over my old job driving this line as I comply too. 

Part; 6 

(Morning, nearing middle September) 

Turning slightly towards the window, I make my run-up to the train, I see this girl 
with her back pressed tightly to the set of the old car, this is the thrill of the game with me and 
her, to scare them, yet not harm... Maybe get them to come up and out of the sit with my powers 
or have them see flashes of their whole lives and or death’s, or worse their next school teachers. 

It’s less acceptable to drink on the train, for the cars are moving... even so-o- even 
more to eat- yet they still do, I loved it I made her pee herself, and the little girl in white inside 



me was giggling through me. I knew when I saw this girl open a can of Pepsi, I could get here to 
do just that, if I would track her down, as the girl in white, and me being part of her, standing on 
the track distracting all, she was free using me for energy to do as she pleased, making her miss- 
jiff, as she was known for as a child, back in the 1900s or so I read in lost old newspaper, that I 
got from the courthouse, papers they said should have been thrown out a- long time ago. 

Part: 7 

It’s not cold I heard her complain to the conductor, he just said, that what you get with 
this seven-dollar ticket, be happy you get that... he was sno-oot-ie about it even, nothing changes, 
I hear her say playing in my mind, sucking feeling out my body using it for hers and her haunts. 
The whole train has the creeps, you can see the pimples on their arms, and the hair’s standing up 
on the backs of young kids’ necks, sbe loves this train, most of the passengers are 14 years’ old 
making their way to school, summer has come to end, some say this train, will also take you two 
another realm, for it haunted by the girl in white, where it goes to a large castle that is gray and 
red and has many points, windows, rocky walls. 

This castle looks as if it is hanging off a cliff, with a track on trusses running through 
it... a magical land so-o wonder-us, like- I could not wrap my mind around it, suspended in the 
air by mist and fog, and frozen land, that shins an eerier blue and clear crystal. Drawbridges, 
floating train tracks, that look like they get lost and twisted in spooky fogs, that lead to a haunted 
mysterious railway, where you learn how to become a wizard girl, like she and her family, was 
suspected to have been. But to become this girl has to take you there, as the chosen one. I should 
be on this train as they are to make my way crossed- the large waterway, yet I am skipping to 
have revulsion with her, the girl I fall in love with that has chosen me. 

Part: 8 

(SUN-up) 

‘Did you see on the news, on the box flat thing you see faces in like moving photos, 
TV, a man can make a baby to his wants and wishes, hair color, eyes, and look, I also hear in the 
talk box, that your glued too, that you can have a designer wife, made from baby up and the man 
own you, till she grows up to 16 and they perfect for each other, and married, and live happily 
ever after... do think that true... what happy ever after? 



‘No’- ‘oh I do, and that too, ‘will see...?’ 


They said; ‘this was going to happen in like 

2018.” ‘Do you think so-o?’ ‘Maybe’- she said 

Sarah. (Through what happens to newspapers? Now it too much mindless chatter and 
no real story.) ‘Um-hum’- she said, and I reached over for her hand saying don’t be scared. 

I see the station easing up on me sitting in my Pullman car, two cars from the back, 
slightly slower this morning everyone one is moving, it a Monday. We are falling behind, it takes 
one hour and one minute, to just get to the school, the half-day I like it, I am not complaining. It 
is fast to take a train then it is to sit in traffic, from my home to the school, so I do that, like most 
of the kids that live on my block and surrounding areas. My home is the Victorian semi next the 
tracks, the occupant of the past still lives here, like her- Louise it’s everything about this home is 
small like the bedrooms, baths and so on. 

Half friends more not, they all are staring at me with that look of suggestive wonder in 
some of their eyes, of what’s underneath the drock-ie look 1 am rocking, has been popped or not, 

I read tbeir minds without knowing for sure, yet I have the idea. 

I really want contacts, yet morning like Mondays, and feeling as I do, all I want is 
oversized sweets, and to cray, it’s a girl thing, on her week of hell. I like these glass there ornate, 
and frameless and sharp liking, as I sit there reading a book called: ‘If Only in My Mind!’ is a 
dirty book, that I can’t put down, my girl- can believe the smut I am allowed to read at my age... 
she said she would have gotten whipped for the throughs, of what I am reading, at 15. 

‘Your mom is okay with this?’ My imaginary friend is just drilling over the text as I 
am. What sex like with a boy, she asked me? I said I would not know, have not gone there... did 
you- nope, maybe that why I not rest, looking for what I never- ever had. 

We had more in common than any live person I no- even done to getting popped. Boys 
have changed so much, I don’t like them, she said to me, ‘all butt boles, can I say that?’ ‘Ah-h 
yeah!’ ‘See- see that’s why- as I love you, you’re so cute!!’ 

We didn’t see much of each other after the first year, she was with me she was just 
seeing over my life, in me yet not known to me, and my everyday things- and stuff’, I did. 



Stuff’? ‘Good English, she giggled.’ Yah and coming fora girl that dropped out in the third 
grade to work farming, tending mom six kids, and working fields. All these girls, sleep together, 
bathed together and worked hard, you ‘all do nothing a give a crap about doing that, F- you! Um, 
yeah! 

‘Why you here, then- why now-’ 

‘I was the girl out- even then, like you.’ 

‘You needed someone that would be the why 100 years or so-o is not much right.’ 

‘As a girl has grown- up in the 1900’s- I’d never lived by myself, like you what that 
like, well I now know, is sad and lonely, yet you don’t have to do anything with your day just eat 
and poop, and homework and sleep, 

God, that’s nice.’ 

Girls don’t poop! - you know that- she looked at me like I was on 10 pounds of weed. 
Never that much but I been there, mmm- vapers! I drink too, she said I was a bad girl for this... 
that girl in her day could have been disowned... for such, and that a girl where breeders and 
worthless, to a man. 

‘It’s not as good as you think.’ 

‘Friends,’ she looked to at her feet.’ 

‘I know- holding my hand-now sitting next to me when no one else would.’ 

‘1 get you-’ 

‘You get me.’ 

‘Times have not changed that much, have they.’ 

Part: 9 

I evoked, waking that morning filled with apprehension before we meet instantly 
knowing that something terrible had happened. Tom wasn’t in bed with me, and I felt relieved. I 
lay on my back, playing it over. I remembered crying and crying and telling them that I loved 



him, and then he had to die, he just had too, he just passed in his sleep, at fifteen, he was not 
angry, or mean or anything like all the other boys, he was all mine, telling me to go to bed. 

‘I love you, he said to me, his name: Ever Haven.’ just like his name the way he felt 
about me would be the same, I’ll see you in school, but he never- ever did, he passed that night 
the night that he said he was going to go all the way with me the next night; think how I feel, 
about that... Mom and dad didn’t want to listen to it any longer, saying move on, and find a new 
love that I am young, but no... I could not they think I snapped a little, and maybe I did, for I 
have this so-called imaginary friend, that is with me always, never- ever leaving my side. So, I 
did as they said, found love in what they do not see, just like in the last one, the choice not to see 
why... why I loved him as I do with her. 

Then again, in my hour of need, she happened to appears in my glowing brighter and 
brighter ‘till I could see her full in my room going in and out of me, I got under the covers, 
asking for her to go away, then when she got in for the first time, I feel the worth of her, and 
never wanted her to go, or leave me, and it made sense what she was to me, a love, a ghost, a 
little girl like me in white. So-o I said: ‘yes,’ to her for she had the soul of my boy in her, and she 
now him speaking to me through him through her to me. 

I was so sure that it would only be fora couple of months, and she would be gone and 
or sick of me, six at the most and going strong I am dating a girl of all things yet I feel him in her, 
and yet her too, it’s like everything I have been looking for everything that was missing, and I 
didn’t know what else to do. 

An overwhelming, idea I had, was to get him baek for me, and she was cool with it, 
for she feels for me too, so am I having a 3-way with my head, and body too...? She said I would 
get lynched for saying that in my day, I really don’t know whom I love more... she just as cools 
as he... She is a nice person, in a powerful sort-a-way. She makes you notice her likeability, in 
acute yes kind-a devilish way, yet there is not a thing evil about her- or so-o I feel, she needs me, 
and I need her. 

She gets it... all of it... it is me and my suck butt life. 


She giggled at that too. Her friendliness is temporary restraining order large, it is her 
defining quality, and she needs it acknowledged, hitherto that works for me too, I like that in a 



boy, so why not a girl that is just right. Like- often, daily almost, which can be tiring, yet not 
with her, they're no longer that way. But it’s not so bad, I can think of worse traits in a girl and or 
lover. 


Part; 10 

No, it’s not Louise, it’s not even 

Rockville that bothers me, most about my new situation (I still think of it as new, even 
if I have been stuck here like her all my life, although it’s been two years, I had her she is all the 
keeps me here, and from going crazy, even if I am just that.) It’s the loss of control I have. In 
Louise’s old home now, my home in a way I feel like a guest, in my own room, at the very outer 
limit of her welcome she feels that I am just a caretaker of what was ounces hers. 

I feel it when I sit beside her on the sofa, she is there I feel the warmth and energy, the 
remote control firmly within her grasp it just floats in midair. I feel it in the kitchen, where we 
elbow for space when cooking our evening meals. I have lost control over everything, even the 
places in my head. 

It’s relaxed enough, but it isn’t a place you want to be, yet you can feel the eerie 
creepy feeling creeping around you as you sit in the rooms all the different energy making your 
mood and hair stand on end, so instead I linger in the living room or at the kitchen table, hostile 
at ease and immobilized, she is what make me move to feel and do, she has total control over me, 
and what I do, and even have the power to make mom and dad back off, to mn me. The only 
space that feels like mine is my tiny bedroom, into which a double bed and a desk have been 
crammed, with barely enough space to walk between them. 

WEDNESDAY, JULY 20,2017 

Yeah Tmmp has made his speech of how my dad will is in the next war, yet it’s one 
that we need, I am sure. We all loved him, for we all wanted to see this land boom again... as it 
did in her time, and the movie reels in my min d of the past start like lost daydreams in her mind 
mnning through mine. 


(BEFORE NOON) 



I could wish for a storm and feel less energy in a bolt of lightning going through me 
then she gives to me, but the sky is a disrespectful blank, pale, water-logged azure blue. I wipe 
away the dribble on my top lip with my slave. I wish I’d evoked to buy a bottle of water. The 
heat is building within me, she wants out, she wants to play, she wants to make miss-jiff and 
make me crazy to them. It’s barely half-past seven and already the day is near, the air heavy with 
dampness. 


I analyze the house, but there’s nothing to see, that is out of place to them yet to me it 
like living in the 1900’s the feel the look and the taste even is all the past, I just lost in it. 

The curtains are open downstairs, but the French doors are closed, sunlight reflecting 
off the glass, I see her face looking in my eyes, it’s not me I see it's her. 

The sash window upstairs is closed, too, see it open as it was then, 1 know it has not 
worked in years, for it is crack, and falling apart just one of those things that come with having 
an old home. 

Things got even weirder working. My dad is a doctor and was a call to war, so drafted, 
and after that my mom, was no longer than sitting in bars and having a random man, in her life, I 
was on my own, yet I was not I had her, to go crazy for and over. 

Part: 11 

Mindless, I know... I can’t see all the kids on the train like always, but my mind is a 
million miles away, this morning like it has been for the last two years, and my sense of 
disappointment is acute. 

I think, probably for one of those overseas organizations. He’s constantly on call, a 
bag packed on top of the wardrobe; there’s an earthquake under my feet, as the grind of the train 
wheels, start healing butt mine why. 

I drop everything, and start running for my life, she grabs my bag and things, within 
matter seconds, my feet fly out and she saves my life, in her twisted game, yet I am living for it 
now. She, with her bold prints and her Converse trainers and her beauty, her attitude, works in 
the fashion industry. She’s a good painter, too, plenty of artistic flairs. 



I can see her now, in the spare room upstairs, music blaring, window open, a brush in 
her hand, but now she is just sitting there on her bed rocking and smiling, eyes stone-ie, with a 
creepy grin, in complete silence, 

talking herself, and mom could careless, an enormous canvas leaning against the wall. 

Lost in a world that is all her own, said some, of the kids at school. Otherwise and 
perhaps this is what she would have gotten’ into the music business, or in advertising- she might 
be a stylist or a photographer if she would not have let the steam of life like this train run her 
down. 


She’ll be there until midnight; Ophelia aka Gracie knows not to bother her when she’s 
working, on her papers or reading in class, yet it’s not like she even here, we were besties, yet 
over the last two years she is someone else, WHY? She question’s in her mind. 

I feel like, I moved in after, I left two years ago, left I mean in my body, I don’t know 
when exactly, I became someone else. I suppose I started noticing them about a year ago, and 
gradually, as the months went past, they became significant to me. I can’t really see her, of 
course, only when she wants me too. 

I don’t know their names anymore all the faces looking at me that I have now for years, 
either, so I had to name them myself. Like Jason and Sarah, I sit the same as see I did in my 
room, with that stone-ie look showing in my eyes, and the creeping smile, lost in a 100 year of 
time, spending my mind, within her... lost in mnning down the dream of 100 years of her on-rest, 
they’re happily lost in stupid, I lost in love with her, I can tell what is better, I just go with the 
feeling. 


They’re what I lost, they’re everything I want to be, and nothing I care about any 
longer with her. My shirt, uncomfortably tight, showing me belie-button, which she thinks is 
wrong, yet she is loving it. The buttons straining across my chest open showing more than what 
was scandalous in the 50’s nevertheless in the 1900s her time, yet in my mind is okay, it’s like 
we changed lives, and yet we fade the times, fading in and out, of her and my lives. 


(It’s now TWILIGHT) 



Her ghostly feeling is making me sweet for her, I am pit-stained, damp patches 
clammy, yet I feel her beneath my arms, as I hold on to her like she there, and if feel her if she 
was. My eyes and throat itch, and hot. This evening I don’t want the journey to stretch out; I long 
to get home, to undress and get into the shower with her, to be where no one can look at me, and 
make me feel like this with her when all we want is to be alone, she looks up suddenly and meets 
my eye; her glance travels over me, they're looking back all in the front of me, I am alone, yet 
not. 


Non-look away... 

There’s something about the set of his mouth that suggests distaste, I have never 
gotten. Non-but her find me repulsive. Perhaps she’s nervous and it's pouring out of me the 
sweat. Or just thinking deeply. 

I see this one boy that reminds me of my boyfriend that passed looking at me in the 
first set, it’s a flashback like, yet not him, or was it? I keep fading in and out... I look at the girl 
in the seat opposite mine, and yet it is him with her. Or is it just my crazy mind? He is about my 
age, I was younger, he was everything to me that made me this way now, I keep going I have too, 
with dark hair and dying body, I keep going, I have her. Swallowing skin, I see next to me like 
he and I, kissing- loving and its sick to me now not having, him. 

He’s wearing the suit of the day I saw him laid out for the last time, in his coffin, eyes 
fastened shut tightly, but he’s taken the jacket off and slung it on the seat next to him. I see his 
dad, he has a note paper- it's worn thin and cranked, open in front of him, of the first love note he 
and I shared that he gave to me. He’s wearing a silver watch with a large face on his left wrist- it 
looks expensive yet is not that where trailer trash some said. 

He’s chewing the outside of his lip, and the skin is peeling off, and hanging slightly. I 
am not the girl I used to be, I have lost it, and have it all with her. 

I am no longer desirable. I’m off-putting in some way. It’s not just that I’ve lost all my 
weight I down to 95 lbs., or so and my face is swollen from the drinking and the lack of sleep; 
it’s as if people can see the damage written all over me, can see it in my face, the way I hold 
myself, the way I move, the way I act near them- even. 



One night last week, when I left my room to get myself a glass of water, I overheard 
Louise talking to, her boyfriend, or so I through was it a vision or was it real? I don’t know any 
more real realm to not, in the living room, I could see his looking at me held out his hand asking 
me to come with him, like death was calling; just to be together like in the past in a new life, it 
was a sing, so I pick from the time on what I want; to mn the life I have without him, or I have 
the choice to be mn down by the train like her, as she did for her girlfriend that was forbidden, 
and go with him and she becomes me... what is the destiny I want? 

I stood in the hallway and listened, to this and I heard the plan. ‘She’s lonely,’ Louise 
was saying for you. ‘I really worry about her. It doesn’t help, her being alone all the time.’ I am a 
Demon she said, meant for evil ‘to take not give, yet she is what I longed for, I am not being 
funny, but I’m not sure I know how desperate she is to the end, I can have it, so I thought, why 
not.’ 


Part; 12 

(THURSDAY, 21, or something in the year 2016) 

(MORNING) 

I’m picking at the adhesive bandage on my forefinger. I see the add on the train car 
sipping cold coffee. It’s damp outside the window and not yet light, it got wet with due, on the 
fogged windows also, his coffee mugs this morning is not the one that has always had, this old 
looks old; he feels it with his finger rimming the edge, and he looks at it with his clammy, dirty, 
hands, after getting the heart working in our car that seems to never, the car is old and never as 
clean as it should be. ‘It’s chipped’ he whispered. 

I don’t want to take it off because the cut is deep, he said, my other on fall on to the 
tracks and was flattened... by the wheels, he said to the one girl that was the too eager to have his 
full attention, Louise was out when I got home, before me, she comes and goes fast as she 
pleases, so I went and I got a drank, the first one that I had all day, and funny it was old cold 
coffee, and then I thought I’d take advantage of the fact that she was out and cook myself a steak, 
for my mom was not going to anything but find some man to spread for, making drip red she said, 
ow-ah-1 through, she like it that why not me, have it with a green salad, she shows how to do it, 

I see it as she did on her old stove, that was in the same place in my mind. 



A good, healthy meal. I sliced through the top of my finger while chopping the onions. 
I must have gone to the bathroom to clean it up and gone to lie down for a while and just over 
and done all about it, for the reasons, that I woke up around ten, and I could hear Louise talking 
up in my room, and she was saying how disgusting it was that I would leave the kitchen like that, 
all upset, Louise came upstairs to see me, she knocked softly on my door and opened it a portion. 

She cocked her head to one side and asked if I was OK-ay. And she sits with me, as I 
rock back and forth, I apologized without being sure what I made an apology for. She said it was 
all right, but would I mind cleaning up a bit? There was blood on the chopping board, the room 
smelled of raw meat, the steak was still sitting out on the countertop, turning grey. She didn’t 
even say hello to me that would be my momma that is, hers just shook her head like she was 
discounted when she saw me, and went upstairs to Louise’s bedroom and mine and said F-n 
clean it, and go to bed brat. 

I can’t remember what I was watching, yet it was all sown-ie when my momma 
walked in, she thinks I crazy like them, but at some point, I must have felt lonely, or happy, or 
something, since I wanted to talk to someone, and it was her, and it looked as I was having a chat 
with myself, I so-o need her contact I must have been overwhelming to her for I was in so need, 
and there was no one other I would rather be with. 

After they’d she’d gone to bed, I remembered that I hadn’t dmnkthe coffee, so I 
opened a canteen. I sat on the sofa, downstairs, with my girl, and watched television, all old 
movies, that she thinks are new, with the sound turned down really low so-o she’d wouldn’t hear 
it, she is playing with my phone and it would-a be like floating in mid-air... to-a yah. 

There’s no one I want to talk to except for her. The call log on my phone says I rang 
four times: at 11:01, 11:11, 11:53, 12:08. Judging from the length ofthe calls my mom has on 
there, she is not going to be home for a while. It’s just she and I... He and all of them, a man 
may even have picked her up, by now I don’t know or care, I don’t remember talking to him or 
them or her at this point it’s all a blur. 

I am hearing the first message not remember, some old man that a perv. leaving the 
first message asking for boom-boom; I think I just asked him to call me, in a text that was for my 
mom, yah me- rape. That may be what I said in both of them, which isn’t too bad. I see her she 
has her feet up against the table, I kiss the top of her head she is reading a book, something kids 



just don’t do these days, and with her head forward, sunning herself in the light like also. Behind 
her, I think 1 can see a shadow, someone moving: the train shudders to a standstill at the red 
signal and I look up looking it down to make my choice for the day stay or go with him above 
the clouds. 

She is sitting next to saying what’s it going to be, drinking a cup of coffee, that just 
mns through her body and fall to the stones below. She has him running through my mind too. I 
long to see him, to catch a glimpse of his handsome face, she is enticing I want him to come 
outside me all the time, yeah that too... yah did not have it, yet all the girls want too, some did, 
why not me, I stand behind her scared she living it as it running for me, shield by her, they can 
see me they see nothing until... the way she does this is for the thrill, while I was a baby, and 
snap, I am home for the day, the French doors are flung open, light streaming into the kitchen. I 
can’t tell, 1 really can’t, whether I’m seeing this or imagining it, over and over, or if she just F-n 
with me, is she there, or not, what up what’s down; at the sink, washing up, I cry, and she giggles 
holding me? 

Is there a little girl sitting in one of those bouncy baby chairs up there on the kitchen 
table? And it’s a flashbaek to me as a baby as 1 am new to her... yet she 1-o-o-v-e-s me! There is 
something about the way she is moving today that seems different; she is substantial, weighed 
down, why my feelings. 

He doesn’t eome out, and her head falls forward. I will him to come out to her, but the 
train jolts and slogs forward and still there is no sign of him; she’s alone. And now, without 
thinking, I find myself looking directly into my house, and I ean’t look away. 

It’s been two days, and I have not seen or heard from my mother, is she dead? I would 
not know... I close my eyes and let the darkness grow and spread until it transforms from a 
feeling of sadness into something worse: a memory, a flashback, of when I was one comes over 
my mind back with, we played in a playpen together... amusing... I didn’t just ask her to call me 
baek I ask her to come home, my momma that is. I remember now, I was erying. I told him that I 
still loved him, that I always would. Please, 1 said to her, please, I need to talk to you. 1 miss you. 
Come home she said- (No, no, no, no, no, no.) No...! grow up and take care of yourself, and stop 
being a baby, and get a real friend. 



I have to accept it, there’s no point trying to push it away, I want her, and I need her so 
why not. I’m going to feel terrible all day about all this... this all, it’s going to come in waves, 
stronger then weaker than stronger again; never-ending, that twist in the pit of my stomach yet 
again, the suffering of shame, the heat coming to my face, my eyes squeezing tight as through, I 
could make it all dissolve. I’ll be telling myself all day, that I need to move on with it all... all of 
it. 


And it’s not the worst thing, ever to happen; It’s not the worst thing, or is it? I’ve ever 
done the death thing what it like, no one come back to say, it’s not as if I fell over in public as 
that girl, yet should I? Yet more days go by I feel becoming that girl! Yah- Point! The hallway 
outside the bedroom, I sit out for an hour and rock, giggling with her, and it creeps and black and 
the shadows on the wall for the trees in the moonlight window are dancing on the plaster walls, 
like the song in my head I am rocking ‘Side to Side... ’ 

-Ariana Grande-1 think you should probably go to school the next day but- WHY it 
does not need you-you don’t get anything out of it anyway, I don’t anyways as most girls do, yet 
I’m not that, either. 

I once read a book by a former alcoholic, once, and I was done, with it for-ever. 

Where a 10-year-old girl, described giving oral sex to two different girls, that were older than she, 
and a man give to both, and then her too, men he’d just met in a restaurant on a busy street, he 
bought them. I read it and I thought. I’m not that bad, I said in what I want then, why did I have 
it. This is where I set and pondered. 

Part; 13 

(SUNSET) 

I have been thinking about her all-day 

Then him... 

Then her... 

Then him... 


Her... 



Him... 


Yes, yes, yes; No! Crazzzzzzzyyyyy! Oh my, I’m unable to focus on anything, or 
anyone or anybody, all run at once, it is making me silly, but what I saw this morning with me 
not knowing what 1 want. What was it that made me think that something was wrong, well 
ever 5 hhing? I couldn’t possibly see her appearance and look on her face and her body action, at 
that distance, but I felt when I was looking at her that she was alone. 

More than alone, lonely. 

She misses him, yet that why I am here, and she worries, although she knows he has to 
go, I am the one, to own her body and soul. 

Of course, she misses him, yet I don’t. He was kind and strong for her, everything a 
boy should-a been for her, that why I had to take him, in all ways. And they are a partnership, 
that I had to have, for I have never. I can see it, and I wanted it, I wanted her, I know how they 
are. His strength, that secureness he radiates, it doesn’t mean she’s weak. She’s strong in other 
ways; she makes knowledgeable leaps that leave him astonished with respect. 

She can cut to the nub of glitches, dissect and analyses it in the time it takes other 
people to say good morning. At parties, he often holds her hand, even though they’ve been 
together years. I am now what she needs, they respected each other, they don’t put each other 
down as I had, and I see now. 

A film of sweat covers every inch of my skin, the inside of my mouth prickles, my 
eyes itch, mascara mbbed into their comers, it mns down my face. I feel exhausted this evening, 
yet the time when by fast yet slow, why I don’t remember... 1 am sober yet feel stoned and 
stone-cold. But then again abstemiousness on the evening train is a challenge, to ride home, 
when was I at school today? .. .Particularly now, in this heat, or cold I feel senseless and crazy 
over her. Some days, like-1 feel so-o depraved that I have to drink and smoke something just to 
get by, it not agents the law now, for my age- 

(Is it?) 


Some days I feel so bad that I can’t. 



My phone buzzes in my handbag, making me jump. Two girls sitting in the carriage 
look at me and then at each other, with a sly exchange of smiles. I don’t know what they think of 
me, but 1 know it isn’t good. My heart is pounding in my chest as I reach for the phone. Today, 
alcohol turns my stomach. I look at the screen, on my phone and delete everyone that no- longer 
matters. It’s Tom, Paul, Ryan, her and she and it too, if I could delete me, too I would, for the 
suck-ie world, I hesitate for just a second and then I answer an email, or where I was today, as a 
teacher, I said- rubbing off, I was not the that typed it, she was through me... (meant health day 
granted, he said. With a wink-ie- ;-) emoji!) 

I know this will be nothing good come from this, either: it will be Louise, perhaps, 
making me feel, or whatever, asking me ever so nicely to maybe give the booze a rest this 
evening, and try her instead? Or my mother would love this I said to her, telling me what to do, 
how to do, and where, all sex-ie and shit- she’ll drop by the office for work and the girls when 
say's- Tike your girl has been doing notbing but mbbing out... ‘um- like we can go for lunch, 
now that you got that off your chest,’ she said, ‘she’s a lost hope... ’ one girl said that was blond 
with big boobs and blue eyes- ‘sorry to hear that... the whisper with hands over their lips. ’ 
Believe me, my mom said that all she has going for her, whatever that means... 

‘Louie?’ 


For the first five years, I knew him, I was never in things like her, always him. Never 
her... or girl... just him, and him alone. I cannot swallow it, I said to her! ‘Please, she asked, you 
can’t call me like this all the time, I hear from you and you don’t need a phone. I want to say to 
him, come outside, and play with me as I used too, go and stand on the lawn and see me do a 
cartwheel or something like that. Let me see you, do that... we played all types of games even 
doctors. 


Now it’s all here for that too, yet it looks said for no one to see her doing this crap it’s 
all me, here or so it looks to them, and she, and her and him too, alike. 

Um- sometimes, because he knew I hated it and it made him laugh to watch me roll 
‘round, and fall and movie about the lawed and play, even on the trampoline, it was him and I, 
nothing more nothing less, it was the best of time, now it’s the worst of times, (or is it?) Um- ah- 
err- how would I know... oh- his voice is sluggish; he sounds worn out, and now he is kissing 
me, at age 10. ‘Listen, you two enough,’ my mom said, I recall, you have to- 



‘Stop this, OK-ay?” 


I don’t say anything, but give the look of death back to her- um ah with- like- 
wondering eyes... with irritation, we giggled... Like- because, I couldn’t help but join in when he 
was laughing, saying I glad my hand was not down your undies. No, but she was showing some- 
you know- that t-h-e bang hole, was all up in his face laying on the tramp... it was oral... Just to 
say it... what... l ik e you haven’t... I was giving handjobs at 12 like those girls too, sorry... true! 
If not, your life is over! He LOVE’s me and loves me for it, it’s for love! We were in love! La- 
la-LOVE- LOVE, LOVE! Damn it! 

‘I won't lie to you, it will kind of hurt when he is first putting his fingers inside you, 
but once things get going it will feel really good. Just make sure that he uses lube, it will make 
things a lot easier and more comfortable for you.’ 

‘What was it like for him- licking it up, Um- it feels really warm. Ha- ha this is weird 
to explain but the pain is minor unlike actual intercourse, it's much more pleasing. It's easy to 
relax you'll feel like heaven. It's just very comfortable and pleasing and wet- ha- ha if you want 
the truth. It's a good way to connect with your boyfriend.’ 

‘As for the shirt/bra thing I mean, in my opinion, it's much more comfortable to have it 
off, kind of brings together the whole experience. So-o I'd say yes, but who knows what he'll be 
expecting. It's a great time you won't forget so don't worry too much about it and enjoy! ’ 

‘I personally love it when my boyfriend did it, especially when he kisses his way 
down my body and takes his time to the point where I'm begging for more, yes you should shave 
it’s not pleasant to get pubic hair in your face, and as for taste just make sure to take a shower 
and scrub everywhere.’ 

It’s not like- like I have not had sex, un-1 let Arana a-do- me with a strap- on her on 
top she said all bushed a sweet and pink in the face. We had a moment there... I remember the 
day cuz it was- like- um- Friday the day that, I go without a t-shirt or bar under my boy’s hoodie, 
that I keep and never washed, and go underwear-less, to school to feel sexy, and commutable, to 
dress down. 


Oh my god- it fee-eels so-0 good on these nips. 



And in my mind, I am with him, feeling the warmth and love, he gave me like this 


hoodie. 


Part; 14 

I look over and see her... her... it... 

Haven... 

She is now on the OJ to have boobs and have a sweet voice... and she is getting that 
walked- off too, this week... yet it was meant to go with me, around this week... see... see... 
see... why I am now losing it. He- now she is my love is now a she... nice right...? 

Now I get to make the choices... to life or dye or have h im back as he was... all I have 
to do is pick... and she held the story out for me... if I sing on the line and give her my soul... I 
can have what I want. Yet do I want him anymore, I am not sure... I have her. 

What gets me the most is that he really did not pass away, you see, he became a girl 
that I see in class every day, a girl that-1 was not into, I mean you fall for a boy right, well that 
what I through until her, yet it’s like a death to me, and it worked on my mind. Maybe this is 
God saying don’t judge, a book by a cover, in dating a girl. Yet, I don’t want the girl with a D-I- 
C-K I am sorry or the make-shift puss- puss. 

Do you expect me to still love him/her for doing this to me? 

And there she is saying in my day they would shoot you in the head for is the metal 
brake down of stupid, -freak! And I know this is not nice but it is like asking a white girl in 
western Pa to love a black! She said... 

She gets me as he did... is that cool with you God for this...? I know but- why? 

Hum- yet I am living with sinful judgments... 

So, I found her to make all wrongs right. He grows his hair out, and started stuffing, 
and start going to school in dresses looking cuter than me, it was just not right, so I ended it, he 
went from having it all to having what he wanted, and I that what matters, what’s awesome about 
that is that she. Haven is dating a girl, that is normal, so unlike me, and the most popular. 



I miss him... and I don’t want to live without HIM! 


My mom was done with me over this... and his and them too, I did not do anything 
other than say... (I can’t.) 

And she goes on with life in the same school like- nothing happened, other than 
having a puss now... and I am the odd one out? She popular plays on the girl’s baseball team and 
has more girlfriends, then I can count on my hands and toes... 

WHAT The F! She is on the girl swimming team... and is even allowed in the girl 
locker room with me, and all of them... and they are all okay with it... for she’s a - sweet little 
shy sweet freaking- Girl NOW! That getting more dick then I this week- yah! 

I will never have him hack, alive... 

Through- As she could never have a haby... or make mine... now... wow... 

Balls in agar anyone...? Next will be sitting in the heart of the big man upstairs... 

too... 


Like- even I am not the F-ed up! 

Part: 15 

‘Haven, it’s me he said to become the- she, she was all there but that there.’ The train 
is slowing, and she is sitting with me holding my hand, I was still in love with me and me- her, 
yet it was not working, for me, in the looks, yet I tried, I really did... and we are almost opposite 
the house, my old house. You’ve got to sort yourself out, I said... we need a break... ’ 

And that was the end... 

There is a lump in my throat as hard as a pehble, smooth and obstinate. I cannot speak. 
‘Haven? Are you there? I know things aren’t good with you, and I’m sorry for you, I really am, 
but... I can’t help you if you can find out what you want... and these constant calls, showing me, 
your changes... is just making me feel bad, you’re really upsetting me. OK-ay? I can’t help you 
anymore, and be OK-ay with this... Go to AA or something, for tran-z-ie’s. Um- please, say. 

You will go to those meetings after school with me, and she got up and sat with her the hot girl, 
and it was love for them.’ I pull the filthy plaster off the end of my finger and look at the pale, 



wrinkled flesh beneath, dried blood caked at the edge of my fingernail. I press the thumbnail of 
my right hand into the center of the cut and feel it open up, the pain sharp and hot. I catch my 
breath. Blood starts to ooze from the wound. The girls on the other side of the carriage are 
watching me, their faces blank. 

Part: 16 

Haven- 

One year earlier- 

WEDNESDAY, December 14, 2015 

(MORNING) 

I can hear the train coming; I know its rhythm by heart. It picks up speed as it 
accelerates out of Rockville station and then, after rattling around the bend, it starts to slow down, 
before all ass for the viaduct from a rattle to a mmble, and then sometimes a screech of brakes as 
it stops at the signal a couple of hundred yards from the house, and the race is on. My coffee is 
cold on the table, and I am thinking about it like always, he becomes her, but I’m too 
scmmptiously warm and lazy to bother getting up to make myself another cup, lost in the 
throughs of falling for her and she’s not really- real. 

Sometimes, I don’t even watch the trains go past the home when I stay home that used 
to be a joy to him and I sitting out on the roof, I just listen. Sitting here in the morning, eyes 
closed and the hot sun orange on the inside of my eyelids shows the shape of outlines, my eyes 
fly open fast and it's her, I could be anywhere, other than her, I said, now in class, and -1-1- um- 
don’t remember getting here... when... ah... how.. .ah...? And the through just drops from my 
mind, like I flop onto my bed, and passed out, last night. 

I could be in at Myrtle beach like I used to with him... um- yeah, and that through 
drops to before fully thinking it; I could be in Italy or France, or somewhere other than this pit of 
hellish land, that looks like Pittsburgh in the 1900s, (in some ways things have not changed, I 
thought.) .. .All fogged and smuggled, and dim lighted, and graying and slipping away, like my 
life itself, with the smell of coal smoke in the air, all those pretty colored houses, now gray and 
dull and gloom- and the trains, grit, is grounded, into everything, ferrying the visitors back and 



forth, say what it once was and what it is not, it is what is not- they say now, I could be back 
where I came from, I would tell you if I could remember it... so saying that is not worth 
remembering, is it... with the screech of gulls in my ears and salt on my tongue, about to spit it 
out, and she said it’s all good, I know, and a ghost train passing on the rusted track half a mile 
away, fly’s by me, as I stand next to the tracks my hair blowing with the whoosh of air it makes, 
thinking- if... The train isn’t stopping today, I said standing there think if- or if not; it trundles 
slowly- and then so fast, I could not think, as I grin at with no through in my head or behind my 
brown eyes, it’s thrilling to just lose it. I can hear the wheels clacking over the points, can almost 
feel it rocking, me more than I am rocking myself, (say it creepy.) Ha- ha- ha- ha he-o I can’t see 
the faces of the passengers like I should be in there, maybe my mind is split and I am, and she 
does this... to me... and I know they’re just commuters heading to the other side... to sit behind 
desks, but I can dream, here and there about him and I, and even her too, where it all makes 
sense: of more exotic journeys, to have then what is real, of fantasies at the end of the line and 
beyond. 

In my head, I keep traveling back to before he got his dick cut off; it’s odd that I still 
think of it, not dangling there forme to suck, or think of in the halls when I look do there at him, 
you know all girls do that, I remember when I through all-boys what around with boner’s in 
shorts all the time, and a girl had to- um- ah- well- had to take care of it... oh, my... (eye roll,) I 
was cute he said, on mornings like this, with such affection, such longing, but I do. The wind in 
the grass, the big slate sky over the dunes, the house infested with mice and falling down, full of 
candles and dirt and music. It’s like a dream to me now. I feel my heart beating just a little too 
fast, think about the sex, I never had with him, like I am 14 and still... original- um- closed ah- 
righty- tight-y, mmm- hymen face-ed! 

V-i-r-g-i-n!!! 

What’s funny is he lost his 2 times to mine... with dick and without...! And then 
with...? Go figure! 

I can hear his ah- ah- I mean- her footfall on the stairs, she calls my name. 

The spell is broken, of the love I have for him. I’m awake, by the through and look of 
him... I men here, she flawless... through, and cuter than me. Should I... 



Evening, right in place with her, looking as hot as- the tom boy-sh Ariana Grande 
before the nose job. singing like her too in chores also- what the- F! And he, she, is all over her, 
that girl, that they all want to be, the other one... me I look kinda like Megan Park, you the smile, 
and crazy christen yah, you got it. It sucks she’s the top girl in school like hotter than- Grande, it 
sucks for only me... and they think hey it’s okay. 

I haven’t got much done today. I was supposed to sort out my application out for a job, 
as a saver at dinner, yet- no... so, this home is losing power soon if my mom doesn’t get her crap 
together. It’s been 3 weeks- where is she...? I know... she doesn’t care, l ik e all us kids today we 
raised ourselves. 

I’m cool from the breeze, blowing in the cracked window, and warm from the two 
fingers fingering I just got done with, and also for the yummy- vodka in my martini, that makes 
me feel even more like a bad girl. All this like- um- before seven a.m. 

I’m out on the trance, waiting for a girl, Cassandra to come home, with her on the 
same line as- me. And she is freaking consumed in sucking face with Scott, and a Bi girl Lakyn, 
yet anymore they're all for that... the world has gone a little mad, in calibrating the morons! 

What do I say to my kid when she wants to marry a girl and she a girl, ‘hell that’s’ a- 
just fine and dan-die?’ Crazy, boys acting like a girl- girls now are boys, what... is wrong with 
this world? 

Sex, sex, and more sex, that is all we think about for that all we really know with now 
school and the give up attitude, from the educator. I’m going to persuade her to take me out to 
dinner, this week so I don’t look like a freak to call them, she okay, a friend, maybe, yet she all I 
really need, something Italian IDK-1 don’t know. Um- like- ‘We haven’t been out for bloody 
finger masturbating on your period- ages,’ I- we- need this her Ex is sucking cl-it on some other 
b*tch too, other than her, so-o yah-a we have a lot to talk about... NOT! Maybe, whatever... 

This girl to me looks like, boys go through us girls like boxers, we know yet we keep coming for 
them... he, he, get it? 

She looks at me, I look at her... snorting noodles up my nose... we walk home... end 
of the story. Yah-te- yah-ta-ie... I could still hear her saying come home to me, and things she 
said she was going to do to was nasty, she has gotten with the times why can’t my mom..., food 



for through...! It went right through me, like a steel train wheel through my softening head to life, 
her voice really shrill and desperate, hot and suggestive. ‘What are you doing, with her? What 
are you doing with her? Give her to me, give her to me. She is not spitting out her food, and my 
girl is in a catfight only I can see, yet she asks’ -why...?’ 

She is cocking the F-er... It seemed to go on and on, though it probably only lasted a 
few seconds until I said stop... I love you..., and they all looked at me..., like- like- I was a sick 
gay dip-shit... yet everyone embarrasses that, now don’t they? ..., why is it freaked up when it’s 
me? She through it was for her too... nope is for the imaginer girl, in my head, I said. Yah- see 
the rainbow... on Facebook, with photos of them doing the movement, yet not feel it when you 
see it- wha-o, in real life. 

I got home, I ran upstairs and climbed out onto the verandah, where we used too, and I 
could see, through the trees, and the sunset, like we used too, and overall the switch tracks, as we 
used too, crying, I rock, with her hand on my back, maybe they both were, at the same place at 
the same time, at different times... years apart, yet all the same, in the here and now, and they 
need how each other felt, that why 100 years don’t matter with two girls that get it... 

My days feel empty now I don’t have the gallery to go to any length, I wiped it all out, 
like my friend's list I had, like- 888 on there I did to 10. 

I really miss it, yet not, then yes, then no, then why, and then, I get it, and it is fine, it 
has to be, and then, maybe not... aw- ha! 

I miss talking to them-1 really miss it, yet not, then yes, then no, then why, and then, I 
get it, and it is fine, it has to be, and then, maybe not... aw- ha! 

I even miss dealing with all those tedious-ie yummy mummies of whom and who used 
to drop by in tagged photos-1 really miss it, yet not, then yes, then no, then why, and then, I get 
it, and it is fine, it has to be, and then, maybe not... aw- ha! 

Telling their friends- my day and boys and thing-1 really miss it, yet not, then yes, 
then no, then why, and then, I get it, and it is fine, it has to be, and then, maybe not... aw - ha! 

Starbucks in hand, pictures, that are only now in print on my dresser, and I take them 
down fora shoebox, that little girl is no longer that girl, middle school, I said, I don’t need this. 



and the trash is where they went, in all formats in life and make-believe land online, I won’t be 
sorry I said. 

He and I are now forever ripped apart like the pictures, never to be again. 

I have her, these are the memories that need to last... forever..., not these...! This just 
shows my mind, no? 

Love forever, and never-ever is for SHIT! So, you- know, like all it takes is one dick, 
and it’s over. 

They have been getting, down on me, about him hacking, picking and prying, about 
the sex and love and the detail of how he got this THING-IE chopped off, and made to be this 
and that, moved about, that I have no, privacy, from thinking I made him this way, or that I 
should embrace the gay or should have tried praying it away the gay they say. I am trapped, by 
them, what they say and don’t, what they think and don’t, and trapped by her love, and not his...! 

Part; 17 

I thought about calling the police, on her, yet they don’t care there is always an AND- 
OR in what they do, making their own laws, but it all seemed to calm down when they say we 
can give you to foster or take you away... I was living with him in his bed, and we slept together, 
without seeping together, yet in school, he said he handed me, in and by the ass hole... yep- all 
us girls have been there. 

Really weird, God knows God well get them, I don’t know that but my Grandma used 
to say that, before she cooked, what was going on, she said was SIN-full, yet I did not see, it 
until her, and after him, losing his dink-ie, and gumdrops, but it’s the most exciting, in my life, I 
am sure of that. I’ve had in 6 weeks now with ME MYSEEF and me. 

Yah- um- so-o... Unlike all the sluts I go to school with I do have more hobbies then 
masturbating, and sucking dong, and riding it. I love photography, and the vintage, cameras with 
the bellows I am some artists, a lot of them would say no, but to me, I feel drawn by hand is what 
is about, not taking six photos of some else copyright shit and making it your own, by chop this 
and add that, by magic lassoing tools, in Photoshop and so on. Books- ha, I have some, but like 
most my age we get to page 30 and stop for we can read it without getting bored, or so frustrated, 



of having lack of schooling in reading that we slam it shut, and throw the e-reader, or hardback 
book across, the room. And like how can afford a e-reader, some working a year at the dinner I 
have made $300 and that is with tips and that’s a 5 ‘till 9- 3 days a week, I am going in the hole, 
not making money I am losing it, why to work, I can make for sitting on my ass, rubbing off, like 
all the other girls my age... sad but tme... and yes he is even doing that, for there’s a Trans cam 
sight, and that how he met her, see her rubbing herself..., on Facebook, mmm- sexy- no? Just 
what I want to see spread Sp-ed girls jizzing..., wow; even she said I love this world today like 
she loves the undies of today too, she said look at how we dressed, and then you... I love your 
bloomers she said, and I giggled for an hour. 

Sometimes, I feel like seeing, if I can track down anybody from the old days, to hang 
with and then she all I need, but then I think nah- I’m good, what would I talk to them about now 
anyway, it’s been so long, and I lost touch with what cool and in... They wouldn’t even 
recognize this girl anymore; the happy go, lucky girl I used to be, she not me, there are to the 
side to Sarah, or so they say. 

In any case, I can’t risk looking her over them she is varying defensive, and I going 
back they say; even in my schooling they say, but not what I say, it’s always a bad idea anyway, 
they say. You know what I don’t care what they say. I’ll wait until the winter is over, then I’ll 
look for work, as you can see, I have more money at work then, not, so why... I don’t have a car 
like them, I don’t have it, yet they're happy with on that mns, me too, yet you caimot get a car for 
300 dollars, can you? And if you question why you’re really dumb, I CAN READ, OR DO 
SIMPLE MATH, OR GET OUT OF THE TOWN, just like they- were all so dumb where happy, 
and they don’t see, I do for I have her to show me the way... 

The way... 

The way of the past... 

The way to see how F-ed we are... as a generation, the boomers took this from us, and 
we have to suck there but now, and they don’t want us to work, that want it all for themselves, all 
the jobs, that why we are so-o dumb, it seems like a shame to waste these long winter days, 
working at my age, to work you have to be 16 me I am 15 and 'A they said that’s fine, yet with all 
the girls, trying for my job, they get I don’t. I’ll find something, here or elsewhere, I know I will, 
yet college forget it... it's over for me, I might as while facing it. My mom is 35 and whirring 



around, and that it... my dad makes alimony payments, that is all I have to live on, in this home 
by myself, you feel in the blanks... I on my own... like you too. 


She pops in every 4 weeks or so, and it is back, for her looking for what she has not 
found, and never well... that’s her type... in all. 

Part; 18 

TUESDAY, November 14, 2015 

(A.M. sunlight) 

I find myself standing in front of my clothing that just throw-ed and tossed and 
tasseled, around, in the hole I call a closet, staring for the hundredth time at a rack of pretty 
clothes, the perfect attire for the day, something that would get me arrested I said in my head, 
and she yes please, something that going to make me beg for it, later on... 

Nothing- 

I say clean or that it all looks ‘nanny to me.’ 

I get the knife and make it look cool, God, even the word makes me want to gag, 
seeing all the kiddie thinks I have, with cute all over them, I put on my hole-ie jeans, with 
nothing under them and a T-shirt, also nothing under it, scrape my hair back like they do. I don’t 
even bother putting on any makeup, the boys are not looking at my face dinyway, there’s no point, 
maybe a little I said, is there, prettying myself up to spend all day with a baby? 

Oh, did I not say, yeah, a little baby girl, that I look over, that’s my dad’s, see look 
who razing whom, it’s his kid. And the girl, he’s with is my age, yet I call her step-mom, and she 
17. 


Yet in these parts, all there is making the taller rock, back and forth. You should see 
this trailer park, window’s boarded up with play, all them trashed on the inside and out and 
shooting up being the thing along with pot, and oh -so ratchet, I look at my dad and her, he 50 
and a little to cru nk - drunk when he gets home, for my liking and him and her and my sister with 
some old man that lives next door, are in the living room of my trailer doing the nasty sucking 
and dropping on top and sideways and all in-between, my dad gets a hold of me, and rips 



eveiything off me, it was not long before I was in it too on top of him saying dad f- me, I had no 
choices, I have nowhere to go on the weekends, I been there all my life, dad has used me, in the 
night, like all the girls in the trailer park... yet, it’s something we don’t say yet we all do and 
know, I am not saying it not the norm here... it is when sex is all you have to do. I don’t want to 
be trailer trash, so I went with my mom... or his pussy hole in the night, that he said is too tight, 

I remember the first time, I was 13, he was my first, not my boy, yet it did not count, I kissed my 
dad and his boys like there were lovers... I not going to say it wrong, when it felt right at the 
time, fit it was something to do, yet high, and laid, it’s something to do, in the land where there is 
nothing. 


(Father’s love) 

Report Abuse, yeab right there more AND or OR with that to... and I am the one that 
gets the hate.?... 

I'm only 16, very young and I've grown up without a father, however. I've read up that 
it's actually very common for girls to have cmshes on their fathers. I know, sounds creepy and 
gross but it’s the male figure in the house, the one who looks afteryou and shows you love. 

But sex is just crazy, it’s about the upbringing... many children are brought up in a 
crazy life... in my opinion, it’s the certain love between and daughter and father that can make it 
seem to be something more. Many aren't bom with those instincts as I said, it’s the upbringing, if 
they're taught that it’s a normal thing to think of their parents in a different way then they won't 
know any better. 

Our society is used to the idea, of this... that we will only marry outside the family, 
yah but hooking up is just hooking up, but things weren’t always that way on that day, yes, yes, 
there where, she said so. 

There were times when it wasn't uncommon to marry your brother or sister, and 
although I haven't heard of daughters marrying fathers or mothers and sons, I wouldn't be 
surprised if some twisted person did it. 

Yes, when I was 14 on a weekend, I was just there on the sofa in my undies. He 
started feeling me up, and it leads to more, it was consensual always in that we were both curious 
about seeing each other nude as in my bra and panties, I was virtually naked and dad admitted 



that was turned on, why he had an erection in his hoxers, with the next thing asked, and he said 
found out, and I did, and I sucked it, as all those girls do, and I don’t feel bad about it. One thing 
led to another eventually with both of us naked and feeling and touching each other and me 
having multiple orgasms. I told dad I was ready to feel his penis in me and we made love that 
evening, all night looking over them, my sisters was 13, and she was with the guy next door, and 
my dad too, and many other times continuing making love with each other at home, happen. That 
guy next to use got jail time... for my sis, said it was rape, yet come on, we all know... and now 
she the one that is detected for a man using her, at 13, and my dad... go figure. 

Now go and find a boy, that’s where I’m-a at... that understands that one... some 
don’t care, and if they don’t, they are not the right boy, I feel ougie... about who I am and what I 
did. So, I am alone, he was the only one that got it... 

Its Monday, and I home from school, I never even showed it all of me yet, no wonder 
they think what they do, yet they're no time for the wicked, I flounce downstairs and cry in the 
showroom her holding me, it’s in my mind, I know, half indulging for a fight, with God, yet 
why... he lets it goes on... why? 

I ask making coffee in the kitchen with a girl I called my last hope, my sister, the shy 
innocent sheepish girl, that would not hurt a fly, yet want it in, and over the fact she tailors trash 
cannot, on with want she aloud rise about that... with the groups she in, with-in school. She turns 
to me with a grin, saying well, I going to have a baby, and my mood lifts instantly, to who, I 
think its dads, she said, I rearrange my pout to a smile and say wow, she hands me her coffee, 
half done, and kisses me on the lips like lovers, and wakes out the door, and I like this is normal 
to me... what? (Am-1- brainwashed or is this all I know... maybe both, to me this is life.) 

There’s no sense blaming him for this, it was my idea or hers, it just happens. 
Simpleminded, trailer trash, is what she and I are, and there no way around that, it’s what you’re 
bom it to that get you here or there. I volunteered to do it, to become a child that wants her boom 
-boom, from the people down the road too. 

At the time, I thought it might be fun, to have fun, and sex they said was fun, and it 

is... 



Completely insane, really, I must have been made, I would do you even, bored, mad, 
curious, it just sex in a small town, where that all we have, I wanted to see, what you think of me 
now, I don’t care what you did, why should you with me. 

She encouraged me- he was over the moon, about it's my dad, saying well just say, 
yeah it happened, when I suggested it, saying it was someone else’s, I said that’s not going to 
work, she looks up said, that why he did what he did, I get him back, he knocked me up and will 
say that why he had the sex change, to get out of it. Dad, he thinks spending time around babies 
will make me moody, so he said, I should be looking for new home, yet come around for the 
weekend or he’ll kill me, in fact, it’s doing exactly the opposite; of what I want, when I leave 
there I mn home to my mom’s home, can’t wait to strip my clothes off and get into the shower 
and wash the baby smell off me. I don’t know what to do... anymore... I have nowhere to go. 

Yet this is law and visitation rights... no? And the love I get is killing me... 

Part; 19 

I quit! 

My job, I want to quit life... it what I said... 

I long for my days, I had, thinking back on all the galleries that are no longer, prettied 
up, hair done well, talking to adults, about my high hope for the future... ALL FOR SHIT, ALL! 

.. .About art or films AND WHAT TO BECOME A DRAFTER. 

Nothing at all would be a step up from my conversations with, God, I know she is 
thinking I am dull, for this too, yet she gets it! Odd for her age you would think she would be the 
believer, you get the feeling that she probably had something to say for herself once upon a time, 
but now everything is about the child, now and how it’s not mine, it was really his: Is she warm 
enough, to them through, that I want to kill him, Is she too warm? Funny how God works... he’ll 
get you for your shit... 

How much milk did she take, I see a girl there with the baby sucking, she’s my age, 
that would be my stepmother? And she’s always there, so most of the time, I feel like a spare 
part, of mine, will be used... her- too, at some point someday... I was sure, yah not, my job is to 
watch the child while and rests at my dad’s, to give her a break. A break from what, exactly? 
She’s bizarrely nervous, too. I’m constantly aware of her, hovering, twitching. She flinches every 



time a train passes, jumps when the phone rings, it's him/her asking, why...? ..., and how, 
‘They’re just so fragile, aren’t they, he- she’s?’ she says, and I can’t disagree with that, we can 
have found out. 

I leave the house and walk, leaden-legged, the fifty yards along Apple road to their 
house, if you can call them that, no skip in my step, like there used to be, Today, she doesn’t 
open the door, for me, you how it like usually flies open from me. it’s him, on my mind, then her, 
and then baby-drama. 

The throughs of him and looking handsome in his suit, for the dance, my sophomore 
year, and even now I find her cute, yet she doesn’t want me, he’s smaller, to me now even, I 
wonder if there is a drug for that too, and his eyes are a little too close together, and the nose, is 
feminine now, eyebrows plucked, brown-sh - blonde colored hair, and eyeshadow, when you see 
him up close, it still him, I still in- love, yet he’s not with me, maybe that way, I snapped a little, 
but he’s not bad, with me or about it, I want him back, yet he is with her. Hitherto, there is so 
much that has changed, yet has stayed the same. 

He flashes me his wide, smile at me that never change, yet the lips are all shiny and 
wet looking now, yet he, is him yet now- her, yet 1 want him and have her, and then he’s gone, 
and it's them I see standing happily, should I let it goes- if they're happy, and it’s just me and her 
and the baby, and that going to be life. I can see it happening. 

Up till now, do I want him- I mean him back, like her. 

Thus far, would she want me, and why should I take her back? 

What would be the right thing to do when it all wrong? 

Could I love her for her, that what is getting me, I do and then not... what do... 

(what would you do?) 

Part: 20 

It a THURSDAY, 19, of some month 2017- 


(EVENING) 




I feel so much better, now that I kissed her and said I still love her, as if anything is 
possible, with us again. I’m free, in my mind, and she is pissed, yet I happy and she not! I’m 
sitting on the terrace, with my old love, think about all that was before... all, waiting for the rain; 
the sky is black above me, swallows looping and diving, the air thick with moisture. Besides like 
all the water washes are faces and we are both wet with, the rain, a cool photo idea in black and 
white, a photography moment, of course, I ran for the vintage camera, holding embrace we take 
the selfie, and there are no new photos on my dresser, the same yet not, yet should I care... I 
could learn how to fall all over, I thought. She- Louise is not happy with me... I get it, she feels 
un-need at this point. You look in the frame and you see her too, all three of us that get it... 
moment forever... we haled hand for those moments and in those moments, I feel the love we 
had, so long ago. 

So, I asked would you, go with me... and she said yes, I looked over the facts of this 
and that, and that he would never F- me, with his own dick, yet she is the mind I really love and 
love, and she was there to help me see, that love is not on the outside is it? I’ve been making 
plans, about how this could work, yet it may be gross to say, yet you get it... love is love right, 
yet I need him to dump her for me... 

Will he do that? 

The next day, he made that happen for me... 

And we picked up where we left off... 

I remembered, I had a teacher at school who told me once that I was a lover of self¬ 
reinvention, that I would have to find my way, and see what I have and have not had, I get that 
now, I didn’t know what he was on about at the time, I thought he was putting me on, but I’ve 
since come to like the idea. Runaway, lover, finds the past and see what could give the present of 
the future, so who do I want to be tomorrow, and that would be a lover to both girls, for being 
girl... and not caring about others think? 

I didn’t really mean to quit; letting others choices my life for me, the words just came 
out, saying I want to be with you always, we were sitting there, in her old room, sitting like in the 
window, with the baby on her lap, that’s my sisters, and could not be happy-er in our Fed up 
lives, it not going to work for some of you, but it works for us. 



The girl he was dating, found someone else the same day, its high school, it was a fast 
rebound. So, was it love? No do we have that; I think so... Worse than that, I felt uncomfortable, 
as if I was intmding, 

when they were together, so I left him/ her go... and with her, it all worked, and to 
think I was going to end it. 

T’ve found another job,’ I said, without really thinking about it. ‘So, I’m not going to 
be able to do this any longer.’ She gave me a look, I don’t think she believed me, when I said, 
you can rest in peace now, you have found your love, and seen what it was like, she just said, 

‘Oh, that’s a shame,’ and I could tell she didn’t mean it and was happy to go her own way, she 
looked relieved, that I did not go for the evil pain, she didn’t even ask me what the job was, 
which was a relief, because-1 hadn’t through up a convincing lie, and that is being a Ghost- 
hunter and someone that talks to the spirit world. 

(Yes, I have a gift of seeing and talking to dead kids.) I do this after school, I don’t 
make much, but it’s something, hey I young. And as far as going to college, I not sure I need that 
either, around here. 

The only person who’ll really be disappointed was my sister about everything, so I 
have to think of something to tell him, I even said I want the baby like it was mine and his, that’ll 
put an end to it, all the drama I hear in school about this creepo freaking family we have, it’s my 
junior year, soon I be out or old enough to get out, by singing out, she already did for the baby, 
girl, we named after the dyed girl that was my imaginary friend that got it, in my time of pain. 

Part; 21 

THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 20, 2017- 

(MORNING) 

I haven’t slept in days. I hate this, hate insomnia more than anything, just lying there, 
brain going around, tick, tick, tick, tick, tick. I itch all over, I want to shave my head. It’s just 
after 7:02, it’s chilly out here, but then again, it’s so-o lovely like this, all these strips of garden 
side by side, jade and cold and waiting for fingers of sunshine to creep up from the tracks and 
make them all come alive. I’ve been up for hours; I can’t sleep. 



I’ve missed him every day. More than anyone, I think that is so-o, and I happy to say I 
do not have to do that any longer. He’s was the big hole in my life, in the middle of my soul, yet 
she filed, or maybe he was just the beginning of it, becoming right. I don’t know... I don’t even 
know whether all this is really about him, or whether it’s about everything or even her, that 
happened, whom do I blame, or should I? 

Everything that’s happened since most of happed for an impermeable reason. All I 
know is, one minute I’m ticking along fine and life is sweet, and I want for nothing, and the next 
I can’t wait to get away, I’m all over the place, slipping and sliding again. 

So, I’m going to see a therapist, I am sure of this! This could be weird, but it could be 
a laugh, too, I sure of that also, for she is going to be sitting with me just as amused. 

He doesn’t know the half of it, and I am OK-ay, with that now too, love is more than 
feeling loved, like that kind of love. This is not quite the same thing, of course, yet nothing in my 
life was the same as them... 

I’m a bit nervous, saying all this to you in this interview, but I haven’t been able to get 
to sleep lately, and I had to get my story out there, so others see my case, and somewhere to go, 
so yeah; I invented the AA for transze ’s, I told him I find it difficult enough talking to people, 
about nothing regardless, this dog crap, well, it may not be that yet its, a- lot stuff, I know about 
this stuff, I can barely even talk to him about it, and now I have a room full of them, and I love 
them for them, and so should you 'all. 

He said that’s the point, you can say anything to strangers, and make them feel, just 
ask it in a way that is not prying, or makes them feel Uncomfortable, like that girl Megan, over 
there, that’s being a dick, to the boys- girl that have them. Why should it matter what in your 
shorts... and she gives an hour-long speech about- why, before thrown out... then a boy named, 
Ed got up and gave his story of how he became a girl, not by choices, when they had to cut his 
nuts off, it was cancer, they said, he lost his dick too, 

vary said, yet we all just blinked, for her, looks like a she. 

Yet he not dealing well, about have a girlfriend, that not in- love with him now, but 
that isn’t completely true, they said it was endlessly- permanently and never going to end, love 
they had that was so cute-ie woo-ie that it makes one gag, like its harry balls, you have to suck. 



You can’t just say anything, in this room, well sitting by the cross a-crossed, the 
Frenching 17-year-old nun, and the 50-year old greasy ass-ed prick, with the caller, that had five 
boys, and knocked her up, and is bang her, regardless of GOD’s Holy F*ck, yet talks shit about 
the trailer trash, that I am in church, ha- go figure. That why I here to help sinners, .. .Yet, this is 
where they say I should have this... where they understand, that boys and girls, like us are going 
to hell, for not picking the life that God gives us. I loved that one coming out of my love's 
mouth... they did not even know what to say...! I know she- loves me so much; it makes me ache 
I don’t know how she does it. I would drive me mad if I had to put up with me... I said that, and 
then through. 

But I had to do something, and at least this feels right for me to do. All those plans I 
had-photography courses and art classes when it comes down to it, they feel a bit pointless, now 
that I am doing this for a job, yet live is wired like that like I’m playing at real-life instead of 
actually living it like they why I was with her in my mind. Crazy, yet to some, it makes complete 
senses. I had to find something that I must do in my life, something undeniable. I can’t do this, I 
can’t just be this... whatever this is, I have to document it, I am the first..., I don’t understand 
how anyone does it, like living with sickness, and yes, I feel it is, yet 1 get it now, there is 
literally nothing to do but wait, and see what happens, wait for someone to love you for you. 

Part: 22 

(EVENING) 

I get up today, after a quick cat nap, and see that another officer has been shot in the 
face, that now five this week, cool, and no one is stopping it, why should they, maybe it’s the 
people taking back the law, and getting their free rights back. I could give a shit, and I snap it 
off... 


I’ve been kept waiting, for the train, to start my day is now my last year of school, I 
am living with her in my home, like renting the appointment, our room off my mother- yes, I 
have to pay to live in my own home or I am out, and she too, a $1,000 a month with all, and I 
behind. I have to pay for my phone, $600 and to have what they do, I have taxes to pay into, I 
have to put $50 or so gas in my car a week, and that I will not pay off until I am 80, and it’s a 
1990 corolla, that all colors. Grit back to my dad’s, and her mom kicked her out at 16, they need 
the room for the other huger mouth that they have, they said to her, so she’s with me, she was 



living with her old girlfriend, yet now that we're back together, we're trying to make it. $500 me 
$500 her... And I only make $300 a year, doing this job, and that’s more than them, go to college, 
add is not paying and my mom is not either, and she makes too much to get it anyways. 

I can’t even afford new undies, eating out every day, is $60 for she and I. and if you 
don’t eat out, around her there is nothing to do, so its sex, eating out, and well eating out. 

Half an hour ago, I was wondering if... I going to make it in life, and I’m still here, 
even if they don’t want me to be, you get what I am saying. Sitting in the reception room flicking 
through 3 shows that all I can have, thinking about getting up and walking out, down at the gym, 
and that is not free either, $25 for them to look at your face going in the door, I know doctors’ 
appointments run over, all this too, and I don’t have coverage for that, but therapists is what I 
need they say...? I even pay to take a shit, and for me bag shit and taking out, I pay for water, I 
mean really water... more bills then texted, and they all want to see me and her fall on our ass’s... 
that’s life in a small town. The next move is in someone dog house, I feel it coming, heating for 
this home is $900 a month in December. 

Films have always led, me a happy feeling, that would be cool if 1 could keep the 
power on, halfway through the mount its cut, and there is a fee for that to get that back on, and I 
have paid mom for it, yet tell them that at the power company... they don’t want to hear it, she 
spent that on drugs, and free sex, and working at bars here and there. And you have to have 
insurance for everything also... more money I don’t have, yet I a grown-up at 17, yet I can get a 
bear, or have sex, or get a pack, without getting carded, yet I am grown up, to them. My car was 
said to not be on the road when it was in the shop, yet, I have to work, yet the cope doesn’t get 
that either, and they're more than happy to the ticket. And funny school tax my mom pays in one 
year is $3,000 and I can’t spell or think over someone that is in 2nd grade they say, and sure, we 
all are being failed. They get 6 million dollars a year, yet we have no books, no papers, don’t 
need to write a paper, don’t need to do math over adding and subtracting, don’t need to do 
anything for they feel we cannot even shit and wipe, and yet the teachers make $30,000 a year 
and don’t care or want to be there tell, me why, I am living the way I am. 

So, the shit I am in I have made someone a million, for doing nothing, but let us sit 
and rot. Um- me to believe that they kick you out the moment your thirty minutes are up, is the 
best thing ever they say, I suppose they aren’t really talking about the kind of therapist you get 



referred to on the National Health Service, no more like some girl, that has nothing to do with 
anything is good enough, kind of like me and what I do for others. 

Note-to all girls on Facebook, if you and your past lover/ex is no longer, take the 
photos down, it’s just hurting yourself, and go to Walmart, get them printed, for your memory 
only, and put them in a shoebox, with a ribbon tied tightly, and move on so we can too. 

I remember, go up to the receptionist to tell her, that I’ve waited long enough, to feel 
that I can do this job, I’m leaving, my hometown if I don’t get this, when the doctor’s office door 
swings open, for my drug test, he already through I was no good, he’s a lanky man, emerges, 
looking apologetic and holding out his hand to me, asking to piss in the cup, and he has to look 
for he can’t trust my type, yet I have to trust him right- go figure. ‘Mr. Haswell, I am so sorry to 
have kept you waiting,’ he says, I just smile at him and tell him it’s all right, and I feel, at this 
moment, about letting him look at me down there too, it like the dad I through, in my sick 
mind... that it will be all right because I’ve only been in company for a dad and I feel right at 
home, a moment or two and already I feel mollified. 

I think it’s the voice. Soft and low. Slightly accented, which 1 was expecting, because 
his name is dock- is- I guess he must be med- thirties, although he looks very young with his 
incredible dark honey skin. He has hands, nice, I could imagine on me, long and delicate fingers, 
there, and I was getting turn on by it- good every girl’s nightmare, clit showing anyone, I can 
almost feel them on my hood skin. 

I thought so this is why you in practice to see all the young girls... he winks at me, 
saying all is good, here. 

‘I CAN SEE THAT YOU HAD SEX,’ ‘Yet, girls today I see in my office are younger 
than you, so, whatever-’ he gave you should not speak, holding a vag.- cutaway, that is glass, in 
his hand, Umm-hmm- I roll my eyes and get a free condom- thrown in my lap, so, (it is better 
than- the poop test) I sit, getting, a handful of tongue depressors, and a half a bottle of germ-x, 
and placing it in my handbag, he back in the room, as the door opens, I just get my bushing butt 
back down- knowing I was busted, ‘disinfectant-’ he said- ‘there should be one I hear- hum- 
have to give the girls hell,’ yet this man has a ponytail and wear a leather vest, looking more like 
a hells angel then a doctor, rough and ready is his style... so washing hands, he can do after, ha, I 
sure he’ll-a doing scratch and sniff, before going into the next room. 



We don’t talk about anything significant, it’s just the introductory session, the getting 
to-know-your stuff, about your body that makes you gag some of it, there was no jock there yet 
you’re smelling; he asks me what the trouble, I have been in overtime with my dad and mom, 
saying- ‘I am not the bad girl.’ I tell him about the panic attacks, insomnia, I been having yet I 
thi nk not... I know what that going to do, drugs, and help, that I don’t want... so they can talk, 
no thanks. Just what I need drugs in a dmg-ie home... hum, I see that I would not be the one 
taking them, and all they would be asking forme to give, as a setup, been there... the fact, that I 
lie awake at night too frightened to fall asleep, is not the end of the world, to me... even if... 

YOU FEEL IN THE BLANKS, you think you know me too- right? 

He wants me to talk a bit more about that, noggin, but I’m not ready yet to say I am a 
physio-tared. He asks me, all the doc crap- if I moody- PMS-ing- think about killing a church 
full of bible bangers, whether I take drugs, drink alcohol, also- I just said- all the time doc, all the 
time, he looks at me with that sideward stem, yet nice look, along with the- I’ve seen you grow 
up smirk on his face, as if I was joking, mbbing his hand on his ripped jeans, there is mud on his 
cowboy boots too, his double bar- glasses are at the end of his nose while doing all this, lower lip 
bitten and tucked into some. 

I tell him I have other vices these days, and I catch his eye and I think he knows what I 
mean... ‘umm-’ he said 2 finger typing on the keyboard. Then he feels, my belief, my chest for 
lump so he said, and back and whatnot, breathing and all that too, this should be this and that 
should be this, hit, hit, and spit, and those mbbed... too; yep at the doctors. As if I ought to be 
taking this a bit more seriously, so I tell him about the gallery closing, uptown, and that I feel at a 
lost all the time, and have no short-term memory, ‘it is that is early- signs of- dementia.’ ‘Not 
common, yet could be...,’ he said. 

My lack of direction, to what he was saying was my mind, playing tricks on me, the 
fact that, I spend too much time in my head. 

He doesn’t talk much, as he logs out, just the occasional prompt, but I want to hear 
him speak more about what is wrong with me, ‘soo-a. I’m leaving, see you in a month- don’t do 
two boys in the same day, he said- 


it's slutty.’ While- running out the door- slamming it hard. 



‘Thanks DOC.’ Is what I said. 


Part: 23 

Dad is waiting for me when I get home, over this weekend it's more of the same, he 
thrusts a drink into my hand, saying go for it, yet that’s a dad he thinks it’s cute when I drunk, he 
wants to know all about it. I say- it was Okay. He asks me about the therapist thing I am doing, 
and if I am keeping it: did I like them, did he seem nice? 

OK-ay, I say- again, because I don’t want to sound too enthusiastic. He asks me 
whether we talked about Haven. And how she thinks everything is about me. He may be right, 
about that all too, He may know me better than I think she does, even when it comes to the way I 
thi nk . 


TUESDAY, November 26, 2017- 
(Notlong- BEFORE NOON) 

I woke early this morning, that was sarcasm, by the way, if you did not get it; but I did 
sleep for a few hours, just looking her over trying to fall for what’s on the outside now, of her, 
which is an improvement on last week, she is really a woman now, not the boy I fell in love 
with-in like kindergarten, I felt almost refreshed when I got out of bed, so instead of sitting on 
the veranda, and see the steam train go by, I decided to go for a walk, next to the track’s not on 
them. 


I’ve been shutting myself away, almost without realizing it. The only places I seem to 
go these days are to the shops, my classes, I still have trust issues with them, yet 1 have one or 
two real friends, and her that all I need, and the therapist, God right. Nah I happier now than ever, 
(thumbs up!); occasionally to some girls, I sit with lunch. 

The rest of the time. I’m at home, I and I end it with my dad, over he was playing with 
the baby, it’s no wonder, I get restless, yet- Tm-a- the bad girl. 

I walk out of the house, turn right and then left onto Apple Road, things are all the 
same, yet I feel new life in me. Maybe it was letting go... past the inns, bars and holy places, the 
ornament that litter the streets. We used to go there all the time; when they were one, and not 2 
with more than two in them, at one time; I can’t remember why we stopped going out and seeing 



faces, I don’t. I never- ever, liked it all that much, too many couples just the right, you know 
boy-girl, all drinking too much and dicking around for something better, wondering if they’d 
have the courage, to say no. Perhaps that’s why we stopped going, because I didn’t like what the 
world became, and I was not them. Past the hostelry, past the workshops. I don’t want to go far, 
just a little tour to stretch my legs, and see how the other half live, that are boy- girl. Yet-1 have 
ever 3 ^hing, I want right...? 

It’s nice being out early, before the school run, on the train... before the commute gets 
going also on Amtrak; the streets are empty and not too- too clean, yet I have seen worse the day 
full of prospect. I feel good and, yet I steel not like them I still holding on to what I should have 
lost in 9th grade, and you know what I could give a frap’n F! I am sick of sex before having it, I 
have it with her, so is that real or not? Some would say know, is it gay, or what is it... you tell 
me, it not documented yet what we do. 

(They say you’re not FUCKED until you have one in you, well- then liz-bo’s are what, 
what are we? A gay man is- what, even if- there is no baby coming out of that but hole is there.) 

So, what are we freaks, or what? I did not want it, yet this is what I have been handed. 

I still feel that life, and how you are raised has something to do with being transgender. I look at 
her and say- whatever makes you happy... yet she never truly going to be, and you can get why. 
And if not, you need to stop and think. 1 turn left again, walk down to the little playground, and 
started swinging, like I did as a child, the only rather poor excuse for green space we have. It’s 
empty now the town yes going to sleep for the lights to come on in a warm glow, but in a few 
hours, it will be swarming with toddlers, mothers, and dads that are not freaked up like ours, it's 
them that did this so she and me. 

Half the girls will be here, are just that girls and the boys know what they are too; yet, 

I look around and think, what this world going to be when things change, and the change is 
something more than what it is today, like what if you could pick before you are made, or a year 
into life, by reading your mind or something crazy like that, competitively stretching, manicured 
hands wrapped around a Starbucks, 1 am 10 feet in the are back and forth, holding on with on 
hand. I fly off and all the coffee, that was in the cup is now in the air like me, and not a drop is 
spilled, and it all back in place like, me with feet on the ground. 



I carry on past the park and down towards Cherry-Berry avenue. If I turned right here, 
I’d go up past my gallery-what was my gallery, now a vacant shop window-but I don’t want to 
because that still hurts a little. I tried so-o hard to make a success of it, throughout these years, 
wrong place, wrong time-no, yes, maybe, not in this economy, I could have done something else. 

Instead, I turn right, past the Rockville express line that part of Pa railroad, past the 
other pub, the one where people from the estates go that have money and look down on me in 
more ways than one, and back towards home, that run down, and as they say should be 
condemned. I’m starting to get nervous. I can feel butterflies now, think about her as I did with 
him, both the same yet like it all new, re-leam someone. I’m afraid of bumping into the Watsons 
because it’s always awkward when I see them; it’s patently obvious that I don’t have a new job, 
that I lied because I didn’t want to carry on working for them. 

Otherwise and rather, it’s awkward when I see her, just know, that all- of it. ignores 
me, and my throughs of what if..., but she seems to take things personally when I feel, lost in her 
arms and feel as if she should act more like he, her. 

She obviously thinks that my short-lived career as a saver came to an end, for the 
reason that of her or because of her child, and my sister and dad. It in point of fact wasn’t about 
her child at all, although the circumstance, that the child never-ever stops whining didn’t make 
her hard to love, as she may think, she is being a mom to her like I. Yet a dad is what she needs, 
she needs and what I need also. 

It’s all so much more complicated, but of course, I can’t explain that to her. Anyway, 
and forever- never ever leaving her. That’s one of the reasons I’ve been shutting myself away, I 
suppose- its, for the reason that 1 don’t want to see the little girl grow up in a brock F-ed home 
like she and I did- and aheady the child is F-ed, what is she going to do in school, and the kids 
are not going to be kind, to trash, trans, shit like us, that the sisters, of the dad, crazy crap... 
talk... conversations... dialog, all BS. Part of me hopes they’ll just move, or that, I do when I 
have the money to get out of this town, you have to have money to make it and get, away I do 
not. I know she doesn’t like being here; in this place, yet I love and heat it, all the same, it’s my 
home town where you can let go, and they won’t let go of you, she hates the house, also, hates 
living among the trash the in it, and dirty launder, that we don’t know how to do for we razed 



and tea-ch-ed (and yes I seed that for you’ll get it) our-selfies everything’s in this life and it not 
to munificent, hates the trains. 


Can’t read, write without it being text with Spell- Checker saying ever definition. 

Math I am-a able only with, using a calculator, I’s cannot make change, I lost 3 pennies and got 
fired, can tell time, like my mom can, filed all the places on the flat maps in class, that are not in 
a 60-mile radius, how many feet in a mile 5,280, funny that I do know... no English, I'd say or 
do it right yet, I need to no other one, yeah right, I don’t know the first one. Cam. Never had it, 
prealgebra for 4 years not going past it, was it. And then they have the audacity to ask, why were 
all stupid? You- YOU-did not teach the US, anything but sex, and feeling like we should just 
end it NOW. 

Bio, I failed, I failed everything, and sat in there doing nothing; I never had to read a 
book for class, never assigned homework, nothing but rot, 12 years never getting back, I don’t 
even think my school has any books when she and I think about it. I, she, them, didn’t even 
really need a pin, either, nothing to write, they all think we can so, why would we need one, not 
one in my class is doing anything with their life. 

Making babies is all we know how to do, and we can do the after-party, home with 
mom and dad until they say grow up, and we have to ask how you did not teach that either. 

FAIL- all over with the kid, that is bom in the years 2000- 01. Giving up is all we were through, 
and how-to party, expecting and not knowing know to work for it, yet they need to teach it, don’t 
they? 


Part; 24 

I stop at the comer and peer into the underpass, the train overhead, I had to go to my 
old spot, and remember, something that is getting harder to do, yet in something not. I wanted to 
remember the times in my head with the girl that helped me. 

That smell of cold and damp always sends a little shiver down my spine, and 1 
remember her doing just that, giving me that shiver down my back touching it, it’s like turning 
over a rock in Rockville, under the stone overpass, to see what’s underneath: moss and 
caterpillars and earth, that creep on the ground as they do in my brain. It reminds me of playing 
in the rockery as a child, nothing changes here, I feel childlike... and I feel like I still there, yet 



the world changes around me. looking for frogs by the pond with him, and being as one of the 
boys. I walk on, lost in thought till I hit the tracks. The street is clear-no sign of the kids, the 
wind takes my hair, in the breeze, and I understand day in out and day, out that I can’t remember 
their names, and thing, and places, and the part of me that can’t resist, yet want, yet can’t 
remember, a bit of theater is actually quite disappointed, to me as I act it out in frustration next to 
the tracks, asking- why...? 

Part: 25 

(EVENING) 

I can’t keep still..., even though she just called to say she has to work late she is 
working at the dollar story making 2 bucks, an hour, and drawing a dollar fifty, which is not the 
news I wanted to hear, having the baby, that they want to take into predictive custody and give to 
all people my daddy, yet they don’t believe me. I’m feeling edgy, have been all day, I don’t want 
to go back there, yet, I feel someone or something pulling at me. 

I’m too frazzled, my heartbeat feels like a flutter in my chest, like a bird trying to get 
out of a cage; I can’t just sit here, watching the trains, I need her to come home and calm me 
down, I just know it, I did not go to school today, did she, I don’t recall, or did I, need too I don’t 
remember, yet what day is and time? ..., and now it’s going to be hours before she gets here, and 
my brain is going to keep racing around, and around and around, and I know I’ve got a sleepless 
night pending. 

I slip my flip-flops, on my bed with her, then him, and her, and him, my dad rolling 
around in my head, on and go downstairs, and pull things in and don’t remember why I did, I 
thought it was for toast, yet that was a through, I let go of too, lost in the past of horror, out of the 
front door and on to Road, I mn for the train, to keep all the insane away. I not thinking, yet 
thinking too much, it’s around seven thirty- three, like- a few lazybones on their way home from 
work, pass me running, for the end, of it. 

There’s no one else around, though you can hear the cries of kids playing in their park, 
as I feel in my mind like a child lost, taking advantage of the last of the sunshine before they get 
called in for dinner, and a bath, by moms and dad that care. 



And she is running for me, and I to her... and the light shines in my eyes, and the light 
is out in my eyes, just clockwork, here... nothing more. 

Part; 26 

I walk down the road, towards the station. I stop for a moment outside number three 
track and think about not getting off this time, the bell ringing on the steam train. What would I 
say, to them if I was not to, nothing they don’t care? Ran out of sugar, and went to get some? 

Just fancied a chat, with the officer looking at me like, I crazy saying don’t. Their blinds are half- 
open, on the cars they don’t see me, but I can’t see anyone inside, my mind, thinking clearly, 
about not needing me. 

I carry on towards the comer, and without really thinking about it, I continue down 
into the underpass underneath the tracks, which is ironically meant to run me over. I look down 
and notice that there’s something on the floor, somehow, I know on the very train, that was under 
me, is it a new day, or wh-at...? 

I have lost it... a hairband, purple, stretched, well used, is my way of knowing that it a 
Tuesday, and that was the day before I was there, so why is my mind doing this to me? I am a 
mnner, perhaps, but something about it gives me the creeps, that I keep doing this and don’t 
remember why, and I want to get out of there quickly and move on with my life, yet I cannot, 
back into the sunshine, and thinks that I love. 

On the way, back down the road, I know where I was the day before, yet is this just in 
my head too, she passes me in the train car and sits with me holding my hand saying it’s all good, 
our eyes meet for just a second and she smiles at me. I’m about halfway through when the train 
mns overhead, and it’s magnificent: it’s like an earthquake, you can feel, its right in the center of 
your body, making your heart pound, stirring up the blood, making the brain feel, a msh, like an 
orgasm, (God knows that the only way I can really have one.) 

Its FRIDAY I know by the Pink hair tie, of 2017- 

(MORNING) 

I pass out cold for an hour or two, then I wake, sick with fear, sick with myself. I am 
exhausted I did not sleep, my head thick with sleeplessness. When I drink and do some drug, I 



feel more alert, I hardly sleep at all, and don’t know why I do and yet don’t. If I have a day when 
I don’t drink or do a drug I feel, empty on the inside, that night I fall into the heaviest of 
slumbers, when I found Methamphetamine, ICE (I found how to make it sitting in school, and I 
took notes, funny the guest speaker had a lot to offer me, sitting in the auditorium,) I self-med, 
they're not going to say I need, yet I feel I do, and I kept that from all them, even her too. It’s a 
deep unconsciousness, and in the morning, I cannot wake properly, without feeling hazed, I 
cannot shake sleep; it stays with me for hours, sometimes all day long, I in another world like, 
yet it better than- feeling. I can’t get blood work now or see, the doctor, yet he's no help anyways, 
there is just a handful of people in my carriage today, none in my immediate vicinity. There is no 
one watching me, so I lean my head against the window and close my eyes. 

The screech of the train’s brakes wakes me, I lost in my room looking out the window, 
just like her, the girl that lost her mind, a hundred years ago, doing the same as I just in a new 
way. Snap- then I am at the signal, and she is heading forme, at this time of the morning, at this 
time of year, the sun shines directly onto the back of the track-side and my house, flooding it 
with light. 


Yet, I see nothing but haze... I can almost feel it, the warmth of that morning sunshine, 
like the shot of the drug mnning through me doing the same, on my face and arms as I sit at the 
breakfast table, eating my food in one bit and galp, going down hard. She opposite me, and 
worried, her bare feet resting on top, for the reasons they’re always so much warmer than mine, 
and she mbs them on me to get them hotter, my eyes cast down at the magazine, for teen girls. I 
can feel her smiling at me, the blush spreading from my neck to my chest, the way it always did 
when she looked at me a certain way as him. I blink hard and all of them are gone, all the faces I 
know looking at me like they know me. We’re still at the signal, and I sitting there, looking at 
them looking at me. 

And yet, I am the one, that looks normal...! 

Part: 27 

I can see me as a kid in the garden where I played, and behind her, a man walking out 
of the house, and it’s my day to come and play with me as the man-1 respected at the time. He’s 
carrying something-mugs of coffee, perhaps-and I look at him and realize, at me with love, a 



man that looks at me with the look you would give a teen lover, that when it all started, that it 
isn’t normal. 

Thi s man is taller, slender, darker, then I remember, yet that would have been him at 
the time. He bends down, placing the mugs on the metal table on their patio, picking me up and 
kissing me on the lips, like I said that is when... the end. 

He’s a family and friend, and them too; run in my mind also in fragments, like this, 
my sisters’ ant’s brothers, an atom that was ant Jimmi, was my dad, was all misfiring, yeah-1 
that messed up. I snatch air into my lungs, and realize, that I’ve been holding my breath and that 
not a joke, I did not remember to do so. I could not even remember if I had a brother or not. 

As the feeling went through me... I remember a cousin from Australia, or was that a 
singer; (maybe 1 am thing singer) 1 don’t recall, I slip into madness, staying for a couple of 
weeks; there I am sure, yet no one cares... but her she is my oldest friend, I love her and she- me, 
Cray to think I was out for a year in a- coma, they said, I almost died. 

(whiteness) 

She walks towards me I - in the bed in the ER room, she puts her hands around me and 
holds my waist and she kisses’ me, long and deep. She was there with me for a year that’s is love 
if I ever saw it..., no...? 

(2018) the day doesn’t care, the year not imprint... do you give a shit- no - not really, 
so, why do I? The train moves, through my mind, and body as I am out like it did when I was 
there, like dreaming the same day over and over- and over- and over, like if it’s all a dream, yet I 
know it was not I know, I can’t believe it. 

Why...? 

Why, would she do that? When I dumped her for less, then my stupid? She never went 
back to her girl-ie love all this time, their talk was good for something, was it not, I can see it, 
they’re happy, that I was out of there F-n lives. 


That she could be with them not me. 



She was the only one that came to see me, yet I was the dumb one, no? I can’t believe 
she would do that, and not do that, or that too, yeah. On a larger scale, to a more intense degree, 
of course, I was the one that said this was the way out, but I remember the quality of the pain, I 
had so- yeah, what other choice did I have- really. You don’t forget it, I sure either, being that 
girl, what to OD. She doesn’t deserve that, and I don’t get why, I did it, I-s’ feel’s - um- don’t... 
I’m-a still groggy from sleeping so-o long, a real sense of disappointment, to my mom whom 
through she was getting money form it all, like my death and shit; I feel as though, I have been 
cheated on. 

A familiar ache fills my chest; I have felt this way before, like when he became a she. 
School at some point I need I would have to go back and do, yet at home; yet, I don’t know-how 
with no PC or internet as I could pay for it. I found out the way everyone seems to find out these 
days: an electronic slip, on a text of what really happened to me. Sometimes, it’s a text or a voice 
mail message; in my case, it was an email it’s all saying RIP, you've not missed, yet that’s not 
slander, yet I fart and get it, the modern-day lipstick on the collar, was all around too, it was an 
accident, really, I wasn’t snooping, in her phone. 

I really think they all wanted me to die too... 

Part: 28 

I wasn’t supposed to go near any computer, of I would get my ass in a world of hurt 
they said to me, you know all the ones that have restating orders for I am a danger to myself and 
others over; self-helping myself; unlike what they should and could be doing for me, because he 
was worried, all she was worried about was me, deleting something they need to quote un-quote 
help me, that’s important to them, or click on something, that I would find that would have me 
sent out, I shouldn’t delete, yet she said, the dumbest thing, I can’t let you for, you push too 
many buttons virus or something, that would crash the PC, or that it would be hacked. They took 
mine, not much of anything on it other than a few pom sites I didn’t want anyone know about, 
yet they do, it’s not like I have anything to hide, why do they want it-1 know it, in the first place 
is to see if, like- 1 lost my mind or something like that. Yet, they see, and say what they like 
about my hard drive, saying I was leading up to something heinous and or sadistic! 

‘Technology’s not really your strong points, she said tome, is it...? 



Like- knowledge, skill, and ability.’ 1 managed to delete all the contacts, she had, 
saying- shit about me, what was wrong about that, in her email address settings, I said it was all 
by mistake, yet they knew better, saying I had something to hide, no I just don’t like them talking 
about me. 


So, I wasn’t supposed to touch it, or anything on or within it, not even the screen. 

Nevertheless, I was doing a good thing, ant-1? Um-1 am trying to make amends, for 
being a bit depressed and difficult, to them all they said, I wanted it to be a surprise, by some that 
cared or got me, for why, yet not even she got it at this point, so-o I had to check her work 
schedule secretly, I had to look, to see if she found someone new, other than me. 

1 was out all thanksgiving, 1 was told that she was in my home all alone, but 1 just 
bet... 1 wasn’t snooping, it Christmas, and she did not even get me anything, there are lights, 
strung up like a 5-year-old did them when I walk through the door, I have not seen my home, in 
weeks, yet she had, it nicer than ever, not her at all, I wondered. She found time to take over my 
job also and to keep the home, and make nice with my mom, like the girl she never had, I was 
um- 1 don’t have words for it. 

I wasn’t trying to catch him out or anything, with a new lover, yet I knew, I knew... I 
knew better than that, in my heart, yet not in my mind that was still fuzzy. I didn’t want to be one 
of those awful suspicious girlfriends who go through their girlfriend’s bag, and say you have- do 
this and that- yet 1 want the tmth, and they are not saying. When I answered her phone was off, 
and that’s a never when she was in the shower and he got quite upset, seeing new nude photos of 
a girl on there looking cuter than 1, would ever, I knew it, yet she was in, out of town, she going 
to leave me, I could feel it, yet I deserve that, don’t 1? Besides accused me of not tmsting her. I 
felt awful because she seemed so hurt, when 1 said go with your new SLUT, I don’t care, yet I do. 

Really, I did nothing but say in my bed, lost in my mind, and dreams, I was- there, lost, 
and there, lost. Lost with not having her completely. 1 knew that the big man up there was giving 
me my hell, I needed to look at her work schedule, I know that is when they were... um... 
where... yeah... and she’d left his laptop on, and I know the password, so I when and did the 



stocking thing, that is all I can to they say. Why she’d run out late for a meeting, with the team, 
of them. 


On there is a starting of a book about her story of being a transsexual, and I read it, 
and there, was a bit in there about me, and I start to cry, she really loves me, I know, it’s just me 
and it’s just her, and how we are. 

It was the perfect opportunity, to sink in the I love you for life part in there, before she 
sends it to someone, so I had a look at his calendar, noted down some dates, and say my side of 
this story also, I know she would say, I was stilling her thunder, yet I sure they would want to 
hear my side. 

When I closed the browser, and MS Word, on the windows, I looked at all the email 
account, see what I have missed, and what they do and don’t do that I am not a part of, logged in, 
laying bare there. The emails where a girl like her, that made the change, and she was saying he 
said of the story and that they should get together, for its all the same, was it, love, no but I took 
it that way, I clicked, for more, and it was not, at all what my mind was thinking. 

I thought it was spam at first, when I read her posts until I realized, that they were 
kisses, hugs, and storylines about her life, mine and hers, all the same- like. What was missing 
was the why of it all, or what make a boy want to be a girl, and that is where I came in saying I 
think is the way you are raised, and state of mind, it’s a sickness to me, or something over being 
raised, where a man has all control over you-you don’t want that ever so you turn to a girl- for 
love. 


In an email: 

I asked for more photos, it was a reply to a message, here to say she wants to meet me 
and her, and have maybe a hook up also, hey were young why not, 3 girl sex, I would love it, I 
had to wonder the parts if she was she-boy or girl-ie made, maybe I would, um- well have it, 
she’d sent a few hours before, just after seven, when I was still slumbering in our bed. And said 
to say she had all that changed now, yet I was in-like with her, and want to see where it would go 
also. 


She is girl-ie made, having the hole nothing more, yet, I fell asleep last night thinking 
of her in dirty ways, I have a thing for this girl now, what can I say they're real, and sweet, unlike 



other girls, or boys these days, I was dreaming about kissing her mouth, and all lips she had, her 
breasts, the inside of her girlie-ness. I woke this morning with my head full of her, desperate to 
touch her, it was fast lust of me touching myself to her photos, and they the video chatting start 
she saw me doing it, and it was friendship to more in a day or less, don’t expect me to be sane, I 
can’t be, not with you, then her, or anyone. 

I read her messages and had the video up, and I was looking at her doing the same 
things with me: sexting yet with video, I loved it, to thrilling, so wrong, yet right, and she knows 
nothing about me yet so I, I thought why not, even if it’s not long-lasting it’s a thrill, in love with 
her, until and after 1 welt the shame, why? All girls feel that why I think it’s for we pounded to 
think touching and feeling is dirty, or sin or it's not nice for a girl, I live once I’m-a going to cum. 
And they- you or she is going to stop me, and God I think he gets it also, and she just as mi ssed 
up as 1 so, it’s all right... 

...All right...! 

Cheating, nah-1 don’t think that is a thing anymore... with any girl my age, you do, 
what you do, with what you do, how you do, and if they don’t like you that day, do it with one 
that you want too, with you, it’s what you do. Get off- is how- to do... 

Part: 29 

Haven- so being trans, and look at yourself like in photos and in the glass, I learned to 
love me for me I want to me. Others got it, I would say, I am not like all those in your place, 
where you live, I had friends and a girl that gets it. 

I remember when told her that he’d never felt like this before, that he couldn’t wait to 
be with her, that it wouldn’t be long until they could be together. 

All tme, yet I had to do what I did forme even if it seemed selfish... I had it all, a girl 
that loved me for being the right boy, I would say why was I not happy with that, it was that I 
was not seeing whom I was on the inside showing out the out. And that fact I all was wanted to 
feel girl, even down there too. 


I had her yet not me... if that makes any sense... 



People ask all the time, so what was it like to go through the change and what do they 
do, when taking all that off and making a puss- puss...? 

1 just give them a link to a YouTube video. 

And my photo of my new stuff... as you can see here. 

A journey starts with the first step and it goes forward at your pace. 

Usually, it begins with the therapist, finding out where you are in your gender variance. 

First, you get a whole bunch of hormone injections. They cause you to lose muscle 
tone, gain fat, and your cheekbones to rise. Your mammary glands also grow. 

Then slowly hormones from a doctor again slowly at your own pace. 

You should be working closely with your doctor and in the final in control of how fast 
you go forward. 

Some transgender folk does not transition all the way others do and you will find out 
for yourself as you go. 

The hormones and dosage can be done in several methods, pills, injections even 

patches. 

It hurts like hell, you feel and smell like her, trying to get all that is boy off you... 
everything boy makes me want to sick. I love the pick, mermaids, and all that is girlie... I always 
did, even as a girl-boy up ‘till 12, and that when I had to pick what I wanted... They will cause 
body changes, skin, weight moves around, curves if you’re lucky, other things begin to shrink, 
then if you decide surgery. 

And then optional cosmetic surgery can be done. The younger you begin the better. 

Done properly, so I had to make a pick younger then you think of what I really wanted 
in life, and with proper guidance, you can be happy, that what they say, yet you can never really 
get there, I feel, baby’s and girls, to date, or whatever have a lot to deal with... and will be the 
person you have always been but no one else could see. 



Well just end up living together, name change, bathroom, and so on, is not but a cost 
on whom I am... and what I want to be, if you did not know I was trans you wouldn’t, yet those 
that do, take me as a freak. Unless they’re the ones that care for me, you know, that have a brain. 

My voice is now sweet and high, and all girlie, you would love me I am sure of it, 
don’t judge what you don’t understand. 

So back to what happens... 

A lot of things happen, first, you take hormones such as estrogen pills and 
antiandrogens. 

Like- you do this to start transitioning through it is optional. They do tend to yield 
good results for general appearance through. 

Then you would probably go through FFS (facial feminization surgery) which is done 
to make you look more feminine. 

Then there's the psychiatric evaluation to make sure you are absolutely, sure about thi s 
and that your mentally stable enough to go through with it. 

I passed... they get it, yet some ask why a doctor would do this for money, I get that, I 
feel it’s to make the one in the body happy. 

Then finally there's the sexual reassignment surgery which alters your male genitals to 
female genitals, using the penis to create a vagina, a good place to look is- tsroadmap.com. 

It has good information, and don’t be an ass, about it you don’t understand me, goes f- 
off, boys that are dumb, for everything you need to know about transitioning is her. 

One thing I hated about being a boy and around them was the dumb they are. Good 
luck, if you’re like me! 

Then; 

After several months of that intentions, at 12 and up and for life, you have to proceed 
to surgical alteration, I did mine at the end of the age of 13- going for 14. 



Giving you knockers is the easy part, both implants- my nips are smaller also, a 32B- 
worked for me, getting a functional vagina is extremely difficult, to spray and do all things you 
want it too as a girl. I just want to cum like all the other girls I know that sleepover and we do 
that, yet not a sure thing, they think it cute, like them, I learned I am me, not them or anyone 
other than that, yet it works. 

Most transgendered individuals I know ultimately keep their original genitalia, so they 
can still have orgasms. Yet I have had them... its hard work yet can go off, after an hour or so... 
of dildo loving fun. 

Others in school were not kind to me, I have my girls, we all do in school, yet them, I 
think there simple to whom I am... nothing more. I have 10 girls that I love, and they get me. 
That’s more than a girl- like me, can ask for, and I have her, always, even if she’s not coping 
with me well. 

Yet, I been called the girl with a dick, and other names, yet that nothing to whom I 
want to be, and what I really wanted and what God did not do right for me, I am sorry to say, and 
I don’t blame anyone for it, it’s just what I was predestined to do, I guess...? My life plan... they 
would say... a church that gets my type, God loves us all, even if this or that way- it’s good to 
remember that. I am a living bean after all- just like you, yet not in sex. I not crazy-1 not unlike 
any other girl out there... 

I am me... I have become me- inside and out, deal with it, or not, you pick. I not that 
hard to understand... am I? 

Part: 30 

I don’t have words to describe what I felt, that day, but now, sitting on the train, I am 
furious, nails digging into my pahns, tears stinging my eyes, the day she said it was over, I 
remember it, yet even now, I get it, yet I am the same one the inside, yet she never felt that way 
to me, on the outside. 

(Flash Back) 

I feel a flash of intense anger. I feel as though something has been taken away from 
me. I remember it all, how could she... do this to me? 



How could she do that...? I thought about it, it’s just boobs and a vag., .. .so what? 
What was the hard then, now I get was not have the sex we planned on, yet I didn’t want it, did 
she not get that? I said after we would, yet she yelled, without a dick, with a fake one, that F-ed 
up, you ass-hole. Think about what I want she said, and I said all the ways I loved her, yet that 
was not enough for her hitting and slapping on me, and saying get out! 

‘What is wrong with her?’ I thought, and she said-1 had that twisted, ‘look at the life 
they have, have- as girls a girl, I want to be,’ I said to her- ‘I want it more than anything,’ ‘more 
than me,’ she said, if that the way you want then yes, ‘look at how beautiful they are,’ I said to 
her in the hallways of the school, all over Rockville, all the time really, she was sick of it, and me 
being here and not the storing loving him! 

I have never- ever understood how people can blithely disrespect the damage they do 
by following their hearts. 

Who was it said, that following your heart is a good thing? May not have been trans, it 
is pure selfishness, selfishness to overcome all, I speculate. Hate floods me, to the ones that don’t 
get it, yet I love me now, yet not all days and she learned too, it’s all about living and find life, as 
you want it to be, in finding you. 

As I said, ‘you don’t have to be the one... ’ yet, like- I know that she is... I just know. 

Part; 31 

Me- (Back 2014) 

Age 15- 

(EVENING) 

The 5:55 fast train to Rockville, on Amtrak, has been canceled, along with are steamer 
that we use that the school said, is good enough it’s all we can afford, today there is no way over 
the lake to the town side, so its passengers have invaded my train, there was a derailment over 
the way, blocking at traffic, upended room carriages, three teen girls dyed - their names or on the 
news yet not imprint to me. 



I, fortunately, have a seat, but by the aisle, on days unlike this, not next to the window, 
where all you see is high water, and reflections on the splashing waves, and there are bodies 
pressed against my shoulder, my knee, invading my space, for the entire school body is 
jampacked in three train cars that form the 1900’s. with no heat in them. 

The heat has been building all day, with all the sadness over them, closing in on me, I 
feel as though I’m breathing through a disguise. I have an urge to push back, to get up and shove. 
Every single window has been opened, just out of them dumb like always, jumping around and 
about as young kids do, and yet, even while we’re moving, the carriage feels airless a locked 
metal box. 


I cannot get sufficient oxygen into my lungs. I feel sick, over Smalling camosine 
heaters. I can’t stop replaying the scene in the coffee shop this morning, and fogged window, in 
this winter wonderland, something off a Christmas card for sure, I can’t stop feeling as though 
I’m still there in her mind and not my own, I can’t stop seeing the looks on their faces, then and 
now. 


I blame her the girl the haunts me, for all the loss of life, yet that may just be my mind. 
I was obsessing this morning about the girls that were lost faces, three girls, Charli Emily, 
Ellieddy and Ameliah, all under the age of 12. 

Yet, it’s not like we have not seen this before, it’s in the press one day and old news of 
we all have to move one the next. The is when her hair was growing out, about what she’d done 
and how he would feel, no longer being on the boy side of things, this is when she starts the dress 
too, and the new look, when she was at the start of her teen years. 

And I lost my boyfriend, about the confrontation, with the others over her I stood up 
for her, she was picked on making the change, now they love her, yet she is... like them now, I 
was walking around in a daze, those days think about him, without thinking, I thought I would 
never see him again. I have her, yet at the time, I did not see what could be, and what is... and 
not I went into the coffee shop that everyone from my town uses, on days where everything else 
is shouting down. I love to have days, like this even if you have to make them up, I hate school! I 
was through the door before I saw them, with him/ her now, and by the time, I did it was too late 
to turn back, and he called me over, saying that he loved me, I thought why you’re a girl now 



that likes girls, is that not wrong, and I am a girl that likes boys only, is that not wrong - being 
right? 

They were beholding at me, and she did too, eyes widening for a fraction of 
subsequent moments before they remembered to fix smiles on their faces. 

All the- girls, there is now a new grope, that love him as a- her, saying he what they 
have been looking for to round them off, or words to that, that was awkwardness forme, fori not 
like them, thinking of it, are now beckoning, waving me over her, makes me say how, I not 
beaning a green monster-1 not, yet maybe. ‘Rachel! Being one is like playing with hem and 
teaching all that is a girl’ She said, arms outstretched, pulling me into a hug, I will show all that 
you need to know about boob periods, and whatnot, and boys, or girls, or whatever even how to 
do your makeup. 

I wasn’t expecting it, my hands were caught between us, saying you understand your 
part of the grope right, I said sure and walked out the door, fumbling against his body, saying I 
won’t bother, that he needs to pick me or them, that was the start of this... Sasha smiled sneakily 
as only she can, gave me tentative air-kisses, trying not to get too close. ‘What was she doing 
here, anyway, she is trash?’ 

‘I get that, yet you don’t get her as I do,’ Haven said. 

For a long, long moment, I went blank, staring in at them from outside, think the why 
of it, yet I get it now, I am trash. I looked at the ground all icy, shiny, and snow-covered, I could 
feel myself mddiness and, realizing it was making it worse, then I could have ever imaged, I 
gave a false laugh and said, ‘I lost him, I lost him.’ 

Part: 32 

Just feel him up-1 mean her- as I used too, I was thinking in a moment of rage. ‘Oh 
my,’ she failed to hide her surprise when she got to feel her boobs to see what boobs felt like that 
where not mine, and puss- puss too, all hands-ie, they are eating there whatever- slop and make 
him there cute girl toy to be, at the cafe, while Sasha and the other one the girl that looks like her 
face was hit by a frying pan, nodded and smiled, saying you’re one of us now, you don’t need 
trash, your popular. ‘A truth of life, for a small town- no?’ 



The girl with the new hole, is a hit with the girls, a boy that is a girl, they get it, it is 
the coolest thing to them, yet not me, I wanted the dick, not this dick she is. And that girl, make 
the bullying boys back off, I never- ever had that... 

I couldn’t remember the name of a single- one of them. Not one... I couldn’t think of 
a good name to call them either, I just stood there, rubbing my lower lip with my forefinger, 
shaking my head, and eventually, the one girl said, ‘Top secret, is it, you and I and what we’re 
doing tonight? 

Are these girls just weird like that, or what? I don’t get it? What do they see in her 
now being- as well as her? 

They didn’t want to bother before now- why now, and why would she well not bother 
with them now? 

Don’t want you saying anything until, now but its- ending I know so, I changed it 
today on Facebook, and doing so-o, I lost the little friends I have, the contracts, all have dropped 
on my phone too, over this all, it’s all official. 

It’s complicated... 

It was bullshit, and he knew it, he did it to save me, for have a life of wanting more, 
yeah right, is that she is saying to everybody. 

Crazy... no? 

(Goo-goo eyes made...) 

And everybody bought it, but me, like the whole lot- but everyone pretended they care 
about me, and they don’t, and nodded along, sucking on my food at lunch, ham salad. 

The grope of girls was looking over their shoulder through the window, they were 
embarrassed for me, they wanted away out. 

Part: 33 

I see- that girl- put her hand on her forearm, I flowed them through the part they were 
on their date if you want to call it that I did, ‘It’s great to see you, Rachel.’ 



She pity was almost profound about it. I’d never realized, not until the last year or two 
of my life, how shaming it is to be pitied. And that is what I saw there looking out the bushes, of 
them sucking face sitting on the bench, with the light flickering at the duck. 

God get a room!!! (I thought.) 

We never got this far this fast-1 through there too. 

Look at the tongue flicking ear licking- tit grabbing, lip biting, and ass squiring, and 
grossness... holding, and puss- puss grabbing, 3rd basing, going on, and they did it- it all, and 
they did... it all- all the sexy stuff- and stuff- and shit. I’m sure... sex- sex, and more f-n sex- 
they had it in them all night, and if not together they were soloing and showing it to each other, 
and then doing each other, I saw it all, I sure- of that too, I am sure of it. 

Stuffing anyone...? 

I could just see all the toys in my duty mind, then they were, using them, glass, 2-point 
O in the butt holes- rabbit wiggling, both at the same time, god, look at them go- side by side, 
and oh- facing- making. 

I was even touching... 

I wonder if it is double-sided? You know what it is, don’t you? IT! The girl’s best 
friend at the end of a hard day- it! A creeper said- ‘sucker her nipples’ I swear to you... I hear it 
far in the park's background nose. I shit you not... Home- mn after home ran- and fun- 

fun- fun- hun. I would know, I saw it all- 

on her- Rachel’s bed, on hers, they did this- and that, as I thought, and it was double- 
sided- smashing. 

(What I saw) 

Pure Enrichment Peak Wand Massager was held on them until, N-joy Pure Wand on 
her, and it should have been me- me- me, getting the G- spot loving- of my dreams, like this-1 
want her/him now. 



The Candy Cane Waterproof Vibrator was going hardcore, and in her than her, and 
back. The Conquest Clit Stimulator and I thought I had it bad, with want to cum more than 6 
times a day, maybe not. Okay, now I am homy, and said not allowed- in my head-1 think it me 
and my own Candy Cane toy tonight, yet I am trash for 6 dollars, that all I could get, and some 
others yet I not telling you that. 

So, she’ll be with her in this why yet not with me, how would that make you feel? 

I know what it did to me... I know. 

I saw all 69 things they were doing- like with- with each other too, down there- you 
know there... so yah- eating out, it happened. Good for her, like I never had that - and I wanted it 
from him, yet she got from him being her- good for the two of them, 4 years of us for one week 
with the- good- good. I am a girl- you would too if you were me. 

I don’t get it, I have what she has and more, and it not been used, as hard, or as open 
as she was just saying. 

Then I thought that one over, maybe not so... 

Never been there yet.. .with a lover, never, yet I have... had lots of bad sex, anyone 
wants me, after daddy... maybe that is why she/he passed on taking me? 

I am deserting to have sex, with someone, that is not my dad and my age! 

Even-1 get it now... even I... 

She is even still scared down there, yet you would not know if you did not know, yet 
she is trying to cover it with a light covering over her brown hair down there, it looks the part... I 
was blown away. I was standing on a talus... looking in the window, um -like a creep-1 know- 
yet, I was in love with the now her- Haven. 

‘My heart is falling out of my ass’ - and you and them could give a shit! 

Part: 34 

I sat down in the shade beneath a sugar- maple tree, thinking of the unfilled hours 
ahead, replaying the conversation in the coffee shop, remembering the look on all those mean-ie 



girls faces, when she said goodbye to me, it was all over for me, and whom I was, I am, and was 
going to me be. 


I must have been there for less than half an hour when, I got a text message, and I 
could feel the vibration in my jeans. 

I myself held out for about three minutes or so-o, before, I myself repossessed the 
phone and dialed into voice mail, hoping for I want you not them, speech yet did not get it, no all 
I got was my mom bitching- 99 times, about nothing, and that I should- well just F-n dye! Or 
find a train, and run into it, head on! 

It was her again, texting from the shop saying, this is forme be happy for me, and 
understand. 

I let the text go, and did not say anything back, why would I? I for one, like tried to 
ignore it, like life! Yet, sucking at it is what I do, so you can’t ignore suck! 

Today, I did the unthinkable smashed it off the ground- the phone that is, and I knew, I 
could not get another; I put the phone back into my bag, and I didn’t want to hear any more, not 
today, was already awful enough and it was not yet ten-thirty in the morning, and I was sick of 
hearing the drama, of all them, saying I am wrong. 

Wrong-1 did get it. I the bad one, here, not wanting to go on, yet that not the whole 

truth. 


I steadied myself for the anguish of hearing his/her voice-the voice, that used to 
express to me with amusement, and light and now is used only to reproach or comfort or pity-but 
it wasn’t him/her. 

My skin was itching, so I got to my feet and walked to the comerback to shop, they 
were gone, I couldn’t breathe, and I couldn’t stop my brain from racing. 

I went in and sat down, there, I opened the first one, and drank it as fast as, I could, 
grabbing it fasts out-a- the cooler, and then opened, the in like one second less than two-1 am 


sure. 



The voice, in my head, was not my own, form that moment on, I snapped, in the head, 
and like half dyed, to the world, I may have stocked, they say no, yet I say yes. All over a boy 
and love, it’s possible... no? 

I couldn’t see them, turned my back to the path, and I got under the table, I could 
pretend like a child that they couldn’t see me. 

‘Them- the two girls, without her, they're looking at me saying shit.’ Long pause, and 
I blacked out, and I did not remember, anything more than like a year, or those days, just in 
patches-like. 

I woke up in the ER with no way to pay for it yet, that said I was just fatigued, she was 
standing there, and I was in one of those sex grows they give, showing way too much of my 
lower end to the world, and sure the canteen was not drawn. Sorry, my ass was showing, they all 
saw hair vag... 

‘Look, I know you’re having a tough time,’ she says, as though she has nothing- to do 
with me feeling like the world has come to an end, or do with my pain I feel over her being the 
only one that there forme in my life, ‘but you can’t call us at nigbt all the time.’ 

Her tone is trimmed, cantankerous. I got you a new track phone, and I am the only 
one/ name/ number in the contacts, ‘It’s bad enough that you wake me up, don’t call me, take the 
phone, I don’t want it. I see you need more rest to come around, she throws the phone at me, 
smacking me in the face, but you wake, she said: why- are you not being nice to me? She 
questioned, and that’s just not acceptable, for you to be doing this to me, I was always nice to 
you, she said, and I screamed leave, and all theNR’s LPN’s- girls at the desk were looking in my 
room, with glares on their faces. 

‘I need to talk to you about the phone, she said the next, day laying like un-top of me, 
in my hospital bed.’ Extra-long pause- she’s talking to me, and doing something else, 
multitasking, puffing on an E-cig, through her lime- green braces. You’re going to have to go- 
and get off her bed, we’re struggling to get her to sleep through now of it all- the nurse said, 
along with she has been difficult.’ 

‘We’re careworn, trying to get her to sleep through the night, and even day, she 
doesn’t need you here she said.’ We, us, them, our little family- so they. ‘F*cking bitch,’ back 



off, she said, she was escorted, out by to man, banned for life at Miners Hospital, or problems 
and our routines, of her being her, and being me. She has taken everything from me, she yelled 
kicking and screaming, as they drag her out... She has taken everything now; she calls me to tell 
me that my anguish is inopportune for her? I give the phone to the staff, saying: ‘I don’t care 
what you do with it.’ 

Part: 35 

A blissful msh of alcohol hitting my bloodstream, I am-a partying with my N-E-EEW 
FRIENDS, lasts only a few minutes, and then, I feel sick, not over the drinking over her. I’m 
going too fast, even for me, with my changes, I need to slow down, and think; if I don’t slow 
down something bad is going to happen, I can feel it. 

I’m going to do something, I will regret. Like losing out, on something or someone, or 
anything, so on. I’m going to call her back. I’m going to tell her I don’t care, about her, and I 
don’t care about her family, matters, and shit, and 1 don’t care if her my child never gets a good 
night’s sleep for the rest of its life, with her dad walking around with dick hanging out - like a 
dyed baby bird. 

I’m going to tell her, that the line he used did not work, with me-don’t expect me to be 
sane, I said about it, she used me, and got them that not right... text message: I been think n bout 
u- n- me if we were alone how it would b, I would kiss u all over till ur feel n hot then give u feel 
n when I hit the spot, 4 1 love yah bab. 

Thx U 4 UBn U 

< This passes as writing in my classroom, I think NOT, in life! We don’t know to 
double the coincident, were to use a comma, how to even write a freaking sentence. We don’t 
know how to drop the ‘e’ in write, to make it- now present tense, (and yet that was wrong no) we 
don’t know that either, to add an ending. 

Without text helpers like everything turned on in a word, that they don’t let us use, or 
electronics where F-ed, and all fail, we're all dumb, and it’s not us, is tbe teachers not doing 
anything to hear- we're not allowed to talk, or it's being belligerent. We all so dumb where happy, 
that is why every other word is F*ck- that we use or say- it’s all we know, we don’t have a 



vocabulary to elaborate. I love it anyway, like-1 knew what he meant, yet nobody, I know has 
looked at a book, notebook, or has thought about having or using either. 


This how we all write and it is passed as okay, then the teachers don’t care about us, 
just like math, reading, and life, they don’t care, they want to be paid and that all they care about, 
so we don’t take their jobs. When we were first together; she/he wrote it in a text to me, like no- 
one uses paper to write, are you kidding me, that would be the way of the past, look at all the 
kids in my class they don’t even know how to hold a pen nevertheless use one to spell words on 
a paper. 


My dad got laid off his job, his woman left him for banging me his little girl, and other 
little girls and he lost part of his ear, at the Bams- Sterling and Tucker coal mines, now it's 
finding work, even if it’s illegal, around here is moonshining, come done to the old factory, and 
it you ajar. Or dmgs laundering at the music shop in the town, where you can get a mixed 
custom Gibson, for your obsession, and nose candy for your fixation, and your needles for your 
relaxation done right, by a man that looks like Tom Patty's twisted dicking tween. 

You walk in there and it looks like a- shit cyclone went off in the store for all the 
trades for their ho-hum needs, (starch- starch) a shop where I was told to take my custom guitar 
and shove it, or I kill you, all I wanted was stings... yet being me all trash-ie and shit, I think he 
through others thing from what they say, not what I say, what I say is always twisted - in more 
ways than one. I was chased out with a shotgun-1 shit you not! Life in a small town- that how it 
is... saying- ‘your dad owes me...’ 

He was declaring his undying passion, for me I am sure. Everything she has is 
secondhand, like me also, how is she now something she not- with new girlfriends, I want to 
know how that makes her feel, and how that would feel to be her. 

I want to call her back, and then no- then yes- then no, and ask her. What does it feel 
like, being one of them, she is living in my house, for Christ-say-k’s surrounded by the furniture, 

I bought, for she and I, it’s all cheap, yet it what we have, to sleep in, the bed is a day bed she 
and I share, oh well that what we have not had anyone that cares, that I shared with him for years. 



also, I remember the first time, we were 5 or so, and I was so turned on I could not sleep not 
know what it was- yet it was not long till I did with daddy. 

I still find it astonishing, that she chose to stay there, in that house, in my house, even 
after I said get out, yet she there and, I am here in the ER for another half week or so. I couldn’t 
believe it when she told me, she was not taking all her things, or not leaving my side, never- ever. 
‘I loved that house,’ she said, ‘and you and I in it, it’s all we have like each other. ’ I was the one 
who claimed we keep it, despite its location, and had to overpay to her mom. 

I liked life down there on the tracks, I liked- and love watching the trains go by, I 
enjoyed the sound of them, it is relaxing to me, you can’t take the farm out of me, I never be a 
city girl, the old-fashioned tmndling of ancient rolling stock through Rockville is always going 
to be me- and she. 

‘It won’t permanently be like this, they will sooner or later upgrade the line to more 
tracks, and then it will be fast trains ear-piercing past the home, I am sure of that too, just like me 
get all new parts, I don’t want to see that- either, slow-moving is how this town works.’ 
Nonetheless, I couldn’t have confidence in, that it would never- ever- in fact, happen- ever-1 am- 
sure of that. I would have stayed there all my life, with her as me now, feel like me on the inside 
and out... that’s I can keep a $2 an hour job and make $300 a year, to pay to live, to those that 
don’t want us too. 

I didn’t, though, and her mom was going to say get you old enough to do it on your 
own I did, no one is going to hold your hand, it was upon the market- saying: for sale by owner, 
yet she/ we couldn’t find a buyer for the price we divorced, so instead she said, I give it to you 
two for rent, if you can keep if not the town will rip it away out for under you. 

Part: 36 

Mom- So-o buy me out, she said, and we did, by getting her in jail for drugs, and 
sexy- stuff for less than a year, and for stilling a car to, that we had in the year of the same length 
of time, it was junk yet, I dove in to not even thinking it was hot, yet that’s how things are 
around here. Do- and not think, for you don’t know any better, we say- she said, yet their law 
said it not to be that way. We didn’t by her out we set her up to the fail at life as she did for me, 
and she. ‘It doesn’t pay, we’ll get you back!’ 



I am in the ER- yet I still freak myself, 10 times a day, if they want to look go head, I 
not stopping you. I don’t change my ways of life for anyone, 5 when I week up and 5 before bed, 
it the only way I can sleep, and a go why to start the shity day- ahead, by thanking God for it! I 
can help loving myself. 

I cry and then get happy with movies and MTV, and then said wanting her and my cat. 
And then I eat, like nothing and 2- finger away... I hear some little girls say- ‘Mommy- mommy, 
ah- ah- um- I do that too.’ And she was like 10! And a girl was looking with an eyebrow up, I 
just grinned, thinking little slut! And there I am looking for a train tonal start on. All I got was 
some nares saying attest draw the carton... they took my button thing-ie away, saying I was 
ovemsing that too. 

Yet, I have a TV that’s cool! And I cum-ed and mbbed it all down the walls above my 
bed, I know it will be there forever, some of me thee for all time, at least I’ve made my make in 
history, now, just to show how much I love them, for shity- taking care of me, that I have to pay 
for at some point... hardcore, the ruff is their style... Yet it not as freaked up as have her before 
she was fully her, in the school lot looking like- a girl, yet jacking it, you know it, like a boy- still, 
with her new girlfriend, and yet that on YouTube too. Yet she trans and gets away with mood 
swings, me doing that I would get thrown out, yet she has a doctor’s slip, explain everything. Try 
taking that down, it’s not illegal to post young sex- sorry. 

Nope! And get up out of this bed, no don’t think so-o. 

Haven- The strangest thing was the first day waking up was not having a pee-pee. No- 
like I had this thumping clit-ie under a pad instead. I love where the girl underwater, or as the 
most girl not wear any, and just wear tight leggings to show it all off in the front, and in the back. 
We would never get the right price for it- it being the house, not in the way all the other one 
around us look too, it not- uncommon to walk in a home around her and see dog shit on the floor, 
and a lightbulb hanging down from bar junction boxes. 

Me- But we never found the right buyer, even though the sign is still out in the 
foundation year we all too lazy to take the song down; yet only some dumb butts ask for a quote, 
instead we moved her in me, and we took the dumb for what it is, and she loved the house as I 
did- even if, and we decided to stay. 



She must be very secure in herself, to show me, and the world what she looks now on 
Twitter show full nudes; I suppose, she has a right to, I mean- if you want to- there is like no one 
stopping you, or showing all of you to the world, I think about how, I am wearing my younger 
sister’s clothes, using the same bmsh for our hairbrush, toothbmsh, and hair ties, we share it all, I 
have to be her mom and dad, yet she still living with him over in the park, on the weekends, I 
have it made until I can make a payment. 

I think to myself, that have fallen asleep, the lowing glow, and the hot sun comforting 
me, to do just that. I woke with a start, scrabbling around desperately for my handbag. It was still 
there, my skin was itchy, I was alive with bed bugs, the sheets have not been changed seen my 
mom left, and I don’t know how to wash, I am only 15, they were in my hair, in my butt crack, 
on my neck, chest, and biting me; I was scratching them away, 1 bounded to my feet. The train 
stops outside, I look from the high up bedroom window. 

Haven- my thing to do when sad, and think about her is gone for a walk, I am across 
the carriages left, on the tracks, there are too many people in the way, upon the path, she and I 
always said, and the town sucks anyways, way- the tracks where always our get-a-way, make 
sector. 


The spray paint of our names, my real name with hers, I wonder whether if I should 
change it, and see if it still there, I am sure someone has painted over it after all these years, 
whether he knows, whether she going to make a full recovery..., or whether she’s still living, 
with some issues, a life she’s yet to discover is a lie, the fact that she is living with less in her 
head the rest, yet I am in denial, about what they say. 

Me- It’s some MORNING of someday- 

and I don’t care. I know without looking at a clock, the time, that it is somewhere 
between seven thirdly-five and eight. I know from the superiority of the light, from the 
resonances of the boulevard outside, about 300 yards away from my window, from the sound of 
the town over the way across the tracks the chamois hallway right outside my room. 

I roll over and fall to sleep again, I get up early to clean the house every Saturday, 
yeah that is, do that, at the crack of noon, no matter what, I have too at some point. 



(Thinking back to the change) 


I remember- It could be her birthday, all over today, she now a girl, in a way it was a 
new birth a new identity, it could be the morning of the end of all time, and she would sleep 
through it, and she will get up early on Saturday to clean if I drop her cut small- jiggly butt out of 
the bed hitting the floor only. She says it’s purifying, it sets her up for a good weekend, and for 
the reason that she cleans the house in a night top and have sweet paints rolled down at the waist, 
meaning she can crash afterword’s, it means she doesn’t have to go to the gym, if that all she has 
on... and to do it on that day. 

It doesn’t actually bother me, early morning vacuuming, since I wouldn’t be asleep 
anyway, with her hair backside mnnrng around in less than what is decent. More like a nude girl 
and a sticky pad, just hang, but that’s- TMI right... sorry. I love to freeze, snot mnning, eye 
bogged girls, a 6 am. 

(Mmmm-ah) 

Ha- she shaves just being sick. I-Haven, like cannot sleep in the mornings; I cannot 
snooze tranquility pending the middle of the day, with her. The day springs out in front of me, 
not a minute of it bursting. I wake tersely, my breath sharp and heart racing, my mouth decayed, 
and I know directly that’s it. I’m awake and don’t want to be. The more I want to be unconscious, 
the less I can be. Life expectancy and sunlit will not let me be, it seems, I lie there, listening to 
the sound of the world lost in it like time, with the ghost of it in my brain as another girl from 
another time. Cmcial, joyful, and busyness, I think about the clothes on the side of the railway, 
we left before he was a she, and I drift into a sleep of dream of him inside me... 

The dream- we are next line kissing, loving in the morning sunshine, and the sex is 
long and slow, what teen girl like me dream about. 

2:00-sh. 

I could go to the fitness center, for the one that doesn’t have money for a membership. 

I could sit on the sofa with a cup of coffee and Saturday kitchen show on TV on channel 3 with 
bunny ears, and VHS. I could rewrite my report for school- yeah right like I have homework. I 
could wait for her to leave the house, go to her shity job, to support me, being me now, I crack 



open some rose wine that was jzS99, that was left in the cabinet, it was dry, and I want to just get 
out of my head, even more, and sleep, lost in the dreams of what if. This was that- that was this. 

She was already sleeping and me getting in the bed with her would not have worked. 

Part: 37 

I opened my eyes and listened to the rain pounding against the cracked pane window 
that’s slip into fours, and it is now like 5-sh out, I sleep for that long. I felt her behind me, sleepy, 
warm, soft body molding to mine, her hips just fit ever so nice in my behind. 

Afterward, she went to get the snail mail, and I made leftover from like 3 days ago- 
when I went to the cafe, we sat in the kitchen drinking whatever bar or alcoholic thing we could 
find or get our hands-on, we have older boys for that too, and my dad, never really knows where 
all the bear goes, we went to the pub for a late lunch, at 9- it was the only place open all other 
places close at 7:30 pm., we fell asleep until then and I had the alarm sit, tangled up together in 
front of the TV in our room that is nothing but snow. 

Clear plastic over the other window, I imagine it’s different for him now, then with me, 
and then like nothing has changed at all, it’s all the same, he is just she, lazy Saturday oral sex 
and leftovers, and double-sided dildo, smashing and sleep and more than- and sleep- and more 
that, instead a different sort of joy, or have a man-1 have a girl that we’ll never get me there, you 
know there, I am just a little girl tucked up with a little and wife is not what I wanted. 

She’ll be just learning to talk now, I have her one day out of the week- all ‘Dad-a’ and 
‘Mam-a, she is now, learns to walk.’ The baby is in our room, in my old crib, and we do what we 
can, on food stamps and welfare, and a secret language incomprehensible to anyone but a parent. 
Yet, my dad is more fit then- we. I don’t think, so yet that is more of that and or in their own 
lawmaking in my hometown. 

I don’t have heat in all the room, just in the bedroom with one space heater, I don’t 
have $600 a month for heating oil, for this old house, that has no pink stuff- in the walls, its 
hollow, (yet it’s not falling all the way down, they say I have it really- really nice.) and there are 
holes in the roof, and I trapped it the best I could. 



And put rugs down at the doors, yet it’s cold when it hits -17° out; yet, that makes me 
on fit, for you, all failed me to this point. I walk everywhere I go- in the town, even in the cold, I 
have to, I don’t have it- it being money, education, and some that cares. 1 wonder at night, if I 
should be walking tbe streets, it’s a small town, yet I don’t feel safe, being a small girl in a big 
little town. I should have a car, a high paying job, a life, and a man... like them, yet no, we don’t 
have that... we have pained fail, by the ones that disrespect us, yet we have to give that to them - 
I don’t think so-o. 

Yet, no one wants to help someone out, it’s all me- me- me, no love anymore in the 
small town, for someone like me, it’s all for them. The pain is solid and heavy, it sits in the 
middle of my chest. I cannot wait for this all to stop, it’s the ache of loss and the thump of 
something new sparking, and to leave the house, and take my walk along the tracks holding her 
hand. 


Dad- ‘Some young girls turn depressed awfully young. No singular motive, it seems, 
but they seem practically to be bom that way. They bmise easier, tire earlier, cry more rapidly, 
remember longer, and as-1 say, get sadderyounger than anyone else in the world. 

I know, for I'm one of them, and I can’t say I fail them sorry, they don’t want to work 

or try.’ 


‘You can fix ignorant and confrontational attitude!’ 

(SUNSET) 

December 13, 2014- 

Haven- I ran into Santa, and just playing along with the man in the suit, I asked him, 
sitting on his lap, for a vibrator, and his draw draped, fori was 13, yet looked 10.1 have always 
been really same, all the way backs as I remember, I was never a boy in my mind, I love all that 
was girl-ie, and playing with girl toys the color pink, and dolls, my little ponies, and things like 
that, dress, makeup, nail polish, cute girl 2 piece swimsuits, singing, dancing, tag with girls only, 
boys had coodie’s, and were icky, I would not have where pj’s to bed it had to be a night top 



nothing more, with all that tucked under, I did not want to see it. Eyelashes had to he, right long 
and pushed up, lips had to be pink at 13 and up. 


I remember, think I don’t want a boy, I want her, yet be the same as her. I asked him 
to bring we a girl and put her under my tree, and to make me one, and he said a real girl or a 
blow-up, I said I take either if you do this for me, I believe in you and GOD! He said both are to 
help you, why not... believe and have faith? 

It for the good of all how is that wrong? I said I guess your right- thanks, I left with 
new hope in my fading young heart. 

Me- so at the same time at the Salateah mail, I want and sat on Sant, he had a harden 
at this point, with all these little sluts asking for- ho-hum- toys. Sant got more then he asked for 
with Rockville that year. 

Haven-1 am going to see the new me soon-1 said to my mom and dad. I got my sex 
change, though, Obama care act, it was paid for, for I tried cutting it off and there was nothing 
they could do in the ER but remove it. ‘Good reddens,’ I said to my pee-pee waking up, and then 
it was psychological test, from that day on, all they said is that she is sick, think he needs to be a 
she, and she wants to be so-o lit her, she over the age mom and dad you don’t have a say in the 
ER, she is now what she wants- and that is her right. And my mom and dad, left me there, saying 
they never want to see me again, not even a handhold did I have someone understanding me, 
what to be well me! This was my only gift to me, I never got the right toys or the right dress, I 
never had all the things those girls had, and damn- it .. .1 was getting it! I was never loved, as the 
girl, I was on the inside! She was the only one that kind-a sort-a did, and I love her for that too. 

DoctorMarshel- ‘He used nail scissors, and a sting.’ 

Mom- ‘He was not cut as a baby, was that what he was doing?’ 

Doctor-1 think not, and you should know... it was at the base, of the shaft, -Miss, 
(judging tone) 

Doctor- He thinks she is a she, and by the test on the inside of her mind she is... 

I- Haven, was going to bleed to death, they said on the ambiance, yet I did not care, I 
want to be a girl- a girl- a girl! And if death was the way to be it- then so be it! 



I recall not get anything under the tree, now if you would do, that to your kid, your 
child would sue. Think that’s funny, I heard a man at Wahnart- saying just that to me, when I 
saw his brat screaming and hitting in the left nut. Saying- ‘Santa’s see you!’ ‘That doesn’t work 
anymore-’ he said. 

Part: 38 

(Now) 

I spent all day in my bedroom, waiting for Haven to go out so that I could have a drink. 
She didn’t. I was being lazy in the living room on the lazy boy, at the place where I like to just 
spare- out, and do my whatever, under like ten blanks, and throw them off at the peak. By late 
afternoon I couldn’t stand the imprisonment or the boredom any longer, even with cuming also, 
so I told her I was going out for a walk down by the tracks, that when she was done over the way 
on her sofa, to meet me at the cross-track, yeah we look at each other doing it it is normal right? 
Then, I walked to the station, bought a couple of cans of gin and tonic and got onto the train. 

(Back) 

Haven- For as long as anyone can remember, the students of ‘Rockville High’ have 
inwards at school on the last Monday in September to find a list naming the prettiest and the 
ugliest girl in each grade. I was there, as a boy, and want to be on the other ends of things, as one 
of the girls. 

Me-1 am going to see if I can do something tonight maybe go to a movie but I don’t 
have 50 dollars to blow on shit like that, I thought about an Ebook, yet I don’t have 10 to blow 
either, I would rather have a new sex toy for 30, at least I can keep getting what I want. I like to 
keep all my glass dildo on the mantle of my fireplace and I love to rub my clit with on hand and 
use one at the same time and have two go off at the same time- orgasms that is. 

Haven- This year will be no different, I remember saying- after I did what I did, I did 
not regret it though, walking in as the boy with no- ween-n-ie. Roughly four hundred copies, of 
other girl’s photos for photo day, went out, yet not me, I wanted to be one of those preppy girls, I 
was determined to be. 



One cranked up pic. is tapped above, me and her in my locker door, the girl of my 
dream, if she no longer wants me, for me being me. the urinal in the first-floor boys’ bathroom, 
was no longer forme, I was going in- into the girl’s room, looking seeing being one of them, it 
the smell of new, and girlie pee- it was thrilling to me at 13,1 got my first temp, and said, I see 
what it’s all about, even if I don’t bleed as they do ever, I bleed in the ER to make up for it. 

All the girls were talking about where pennies from Heaven AKA- dick pics, as I was 
sitting down on the pot- as a girl- what I always wanted- to spray it out of me as they do, one girl 
has her phone all tucked between her in the next stall over she dating, a football player, violence, 
is what I here after 5 hours of brainwashing she, get off hard to his pic, and sexy texts, I want 
that with my dream girl, or maybe just her, yet she is not into me, as me now, and depression, of 
what to do with me in some class having to ask the nurse’s office, about me in PE was getting to 
me also, I am a girl-girl- girl, I said to the office deal with it. 

The list is affixed to locker doors, slipped inside classroom desks, stapled to bulletin 
boards. They did not know how to take me, yet girls are sweet, they soon fall in love with me in 
my new class, all new girls, they held me back a year also, saying new faces would be good for 
my state of mind. And I did not care I was getting where I need to be as the real me, so I am with 
12-year-old girls, and love it! A new class of real girls, that is not mean, to me. 

So, high school was put off for a year okay, I love the idea of getting away from them, 
the only one I missed was her. To be in the other building with a girl that a not mean to me was 
all I really wanted, and maybe I would learn something to with a class that did goof off- all the 
time, I do what more than they. 

I’m not going to visit her if she did not want me too if she did not love me anymore, 
she was at her dad’s dump then, and I was with my mom, and her many men, that would flake 
out, on her after the quickie, I seen it all over them home- gross! I’m not going to turn up at his 
and her house and knock on the door, one it would fall off, too she would eat me out for it. Oh- 
deadly worded, um- give me hell! 

Yah that works... 

Nothing like that, nothing at all crazy- or silly. I just want to go past the house, roll by 
stroll next to the train, think about ways to be new, and maybe that was a new girl too, in a new 



grade, and new school, it felt, strange but right, I was finally coming into my own- as a preteen 
girl. I’d, had-a nothing better to do, and I don’t feel like going home, so I was making my 
intentions, I just want to see her, yet wanted a new start. I want to see her- yet it was more and 
more- no, I was not caving to her- like always in the past, I am no longer that boy-1 am adorable 
- kick ass girl! 

Part: 39 

This isn’t a good idea-1 had the immoral throughs. I know it’s not a good idea, to go 
over there yet I did, just to look in the window, and I saw her and her dad, doing it, and I was 
really done, I knew about it before, yet I thought she was joking about him going down on her; I 
could see some but not this- it was too much, this was the only dirty window that was not 
plywood boarded up. It 1983 carefree, orange and cream! 

An embossing stamp has dimpled the bottom right comer of each copy, of my new 
agenda and notebooks, I was really going to do it this year, and make the grades, leaving behind 
the scar of the high school kids that moved on without me, concentrated as a line drawing- that I 
did, start to bleed, it was all 1 had of my past life, the new gymnasium, they added on was not 
what I thought it was going to be after a 3 million dollar renovation, to the middle school, and a 
wing of high-tech science labs were added, along with removing all that is art-ie. Not needed in 
this day and age they say. 

This stamp had certified every graduation diploma, for 8th grade, and mine was not 
completed, it was ripped into two, and handed to me by my mom, before it was stolen from the 
principal’s desk two days ago, before my change. It is now a piece of fairytale illegal imports 
used to dishearten impressionists or rivals. 

But what harm can it do? Trying new things-1 through at the time. I want to be closer; 
I can’t see. I want to be closer to them, those girls I want to be, and I do it, I am making new 
girlfriends and girls that are friends. 

Mine record of BS, that they have attached with the old me, no one knows for sure 
who authors of it were, yet they have the right to say whatever- and do whatever and I have not 
to say in my say-1 don’t say so, so I killed the old me as they would say to do, and started over, 
or how the responsibility is passed along, with a new record, I knew they would have to pass me. 



like me, and not make up a me, that is not me, like before, I was calling what they said, or it was 
under investigation, secrecy it has not impeded practice, her- there making all easy passes for me, 
or the school we are sued, for my doctors, say it was the school that did this to me. If anything, 
the guaranteed anonymity makes the judgments of the list appear more absolute, impartial, 
unbiased, yet the school would not cave to me, passing. Yet I did not care... and my mom and 
dad... said do as you want with her pin... scribble on the line sale me to them. 

Three weeks into the 8th-grade year; 

My mouth is dry, it hurts to swallow. My heartbeat feels as though it is at the base of 
my throat, uncomfortable and loud. I roll onto my side; my face turned to the window and look 
out from my window thinking about what I did - and then I have to stop and say this is how I 
want it and need it. 

The second throughs are killing me as I am failing, and it not on me... even the 
doctors would say. The light there it hurts my eyes, as I look at the old street lights, that flicker. I 
bring my hand up to my face- and cry like a girl; I press my fingers against my eyelids, trying to 
mb away the ache, of not having her. 

My fingernails are filthy, so-o unlike the girl, I should be, not all the boy is out-a me 
yet, and my legs fuzzy. 

I feel as though I’m falling, and failing at everything like, I did before the change, and 
it’s not this new me that is the problem, it's them not the kid in my grade the teachers, saying this 
and that, bullying me. What they say would make a grown man break down... overtime! 

Part: 40 

You know I could have had my deenk in her as a- she- male, yet I did not she was 
wielded out by me, having the boy and face of a girl and the man’s junk, I would have, maybe 
yet I thought it was wrong, at the time, I don’t know what I was thinking and she holds it, agent, 
me, I mean I was blown to place I have never been by her yet she wants it in her, and I would not 
give that to her. Yet I was like 12 and didn’t know what I was fulling doing there, even if I 
thought I did. I was a little boy, yet changing into a girl. 



My goal in my change was to look like Ariana Grande that is what I asked for when 
redoing my face and body. And I know that some may say it too much but I going to show you 
the photos. 

(Life tip from a trans girl and what 1 found out: I would say to any trans boy to girl, 
find a girl that gets you, for she well takes you as a boy in her mind, even if you’re not in your if 
she loves you it will not matters. A boy would not want me, for all the gay’s that are with it!) 

Me as a pre-teen boy moving into the girl look. 

Photo here... look-it! 

A day before, I said, I don’t want this thing any longer, going off in my hands. I was 
stuffing... the top, and tape it down in school! 

I am now one of those girls in my grade-1 do not have the grades but I have the girls 
and the look that is all me, inside and out. What it looks like down there everyone asks to see it, 
so I just show, and say it’s okay. Even at lunch at school, you can see me under the tab dropping 
my jeans for girls and boys to see a fast look my first year with them. 

This one showing me growing my hair, and looking more like a girl with the injections. 
And when I got my boobs, there are small, yet I love them! 

The day after, in the hostel room, recovering, now if you did not know you would not. 

A sexy photo I texted to her, saying T love you still!’ 

A pic. Of me getting where I want to be looking like the singer I loved! We could pass 
as tweens- no? I am happy to say that Photoshop has nothing on me! Ha, I sing no- you would 
rather hear an audio-tuned queef- for 3 hours than her that, cracking. 

Age 14! 

And now I am fully happy with the look of me, on the inside and out! 

Part: 41 


(Now) 



Me- Sleeping next to the girl I love, as though the bed has vanished from beneath my 
body, I up next to her, I am there by her side, feeling her covers and her warmth. Last night, any 
every night since we made up, and yes sex had something to do with it. 

S omething happ ened... 

The breath comes sharply into my lungs and I sit up, too quickly, heart racing, my 
puss throbbing, like my body trembling for her, I learned that she is him still on the inside, and 
the outside is starting to work for me now too-1 think, I may be gay for her- is that how this 
works? 


And so, with every new list, the labels that normally slice and dice the girls of 
Rockville High into a billion different distinctions, poseurs, poplar’s, users, losers, social 
climbers, athletes, airheads, good girls, bad girls, girlie girls, guy’s girls, sluts, closet sluts, born- 
again virgins, prudes, overachievers, slackers, Stoners, outcasts, originals, geeks, and freaks, to 
name just a few, will melt away, with me I thought at the time, I was the only thing they would 
be talking about. The list is refreshing in that sense. It can reduce an entire female population 
down to three clear-cut groups. 

Prettiest, what I wanted to be... 

Ugliest, where I thought I was... 

And everyone else... that doesn’t matter... 

This morning, before the first homeroom bell, every girl at Rockville High will learn if 
her name is on the list or not. The ones who aren’t will wonder what the experience, good or bad, 
might have been like. The eight girls who are on it do not have a choice but live with it. I wait for 
the memory to come, to me of the ones that were there last year, it not a list on paper, it more 
what we all just know, sometimes it takes a while. Sometimes it’s there in front of my eyes in 
seconds. 


Sometimes it doesn’t come at all. And I wanted to be on the top with all the other 
prettiest girls- no matter what it took, even if that was having sex with the girl to get there, show 
her what I am made of, I wanted to love, yet loves not how this all works. 



I remember being on the steam train, today, my mind still fuzzy, yet I am getting 
better. I’m breathing deeply, trying to slow my heart rate, to quell the panic rising in my chest, of 
freaking out over what I can’t handle about it all, I think, and remember it’s all going to be all 
right. What did I do? I got on the train and there she was, coming up the row saying it okay, I 
don’t want to remember my past, why can I delete it-1 said to her. 

Nevaeh 

Book: 31 


Haven 


Part: 42 

(Second term of the 8th-grade year) 

I stroll around the sugar maple tree outside the school, it a cold day... and flurrying out, ice is 
dripping on all thingsaround, 8° out. 

One hand drifting lazily overthe thick bumps of black and blue I have undermy dress, I was 
still, oozing, and padded, and was wearing a splint on my nose, yet I was becoming me, I was not the 
first girl in my new class to have a nose job, a breeze nips my her legs. 

There were just shaved before school, bare they are like above the new hole made for love, 
between the hem of hercorduroy skirt and I have ballet flats. 

It is practical tights weather, but I was notfighting them on, like the othergirl I wentwithout, 
they said I need them I said- no, I am a girl after all too, but Abby, a new girl that I just oh my god love, 
will avoid wearing them for as long as she can, without undies too and, stand there in the chill, shivering 
like she's havinga really hard orgasm. 



Or until the last of her summer tan fades away, form the girls that are skank-ie. Whichever 
comes first, I felt odd with them all looking at me, them saying that's the one, I was telling you about, 
and I know all the text buzz standing to go in before the bell- read, the questions of what all that I have 
or have underneath. She has biggerboobsthan me-whatthe hell, it was a softwhisper, I could hearthe 
mindless chatter. 

The spot is known as 8th Island, is where I stand with them. It is where the more popularSth 
graders the gathered in the mornings and before school. Nearly everyone avoids the you nger kids, yet I 
was okay with the 7th, yesthat's me, it's the Island because of the rotten-ness, of we girls are with other 
girls, yet I look around this year and I know there is talk, yet no hate, as I feel last year forme. It took me 
doing this to myself to get some to see what I really wanted, and that was a new life, new class, new me. 

Some say: I am going backward, saying I am immature for my age... yet no, I don't want to be 
with themthatthinktheyare whenthey're not. I'm frightened, but I'm notsure what I'mafraid of, 
which just makes the fears worse. I don't even know whether there's anything to be frightened of- 
really- there just kids like me, yeti notjusta kid like them- am I...? It all comes down to what is 
underneath-and on the inside-that is all they care about- and what show on the outside more than 
that-right? It all comes down to the-sex of it...? 

This is a fine prearrangement, though, forthe reason that, by spring the 8th graders will 
nearly be freshmen, and will avoid anything that might identify them as younger, yet that all so mean, 
the sophomores, are goingto bully me like before, yet I have one yearoffreedom, to make this kid see 
the real me, and hopefully- like-1 well keep 'um. 

There was a younger8th-grade girl, there-1 rememberthat I oh so-o love too, brown-sh hair. 
She smiled at me, and we hit it off fast like all that is pink and girly and Ariana, it was all that we talked 
about has she said her but this in your ear, it was a bud, with I am so into you playing, we shared the 
same headphone, standing there, I felt more loved than ever by a class of kids. 

Not the cutest girl, in the group yet sweet, not popular yet not sped either, yet I don't say 
those kid's ant nice, they are, you just have to wonder, what wrong with them or are they okay... to be 
'round, you could never really be seen with on, for those starts. 



I think she talked to me, about if I was newto the school, she did not know about me and I 
did not say, I was shocked, that some girls where this naive, but I can't remember what she said, about 
her, yet I remember hersaying: 'I started shaving there too, itchy- right.' 

There's something more to her, that I never saw in anyone - but her, but I can't reach it to say 
what it was, maybe not judging me, can't find it in the black thoughts of shock I was in, to really recall. 
She said amiably- 'Add your number to my phone,' and my legs felt as if they gave out from underneath 
me. So-o, I did... first girlfriend otherthan her ever, urn- like all the boys can go suck it, I neverwantto 
be one or have them forfriends, they are everything, I don't wantto be. 

We all rush into the doorshe holds my hand, running in and then it slips away as she goesto 
herknown spotand homeroom, and I don'tsee herthe rest of the day and she left me with a small, I did 
evengetthe last name, yet I was fluttering on the inside with butterflies. 

Um- like, ah-when I wasoutside my underarms at this pointfeelchapped, like my legs and 
lips to under all the pink lipstick and glitter glow of my makeup and green eyeshadow, that corresponds 
with my olive tank, and kicky jacketgreentop. 

I was doingout with myday as you know it's all aboutwhat yourwearing, and see all that 
you'll be with for the next 180 or so days, it's a slow day of meeting the teachers and them read syllabi, 
and handingout booksand sayingyourall passing as of nowall you have to do is keepit. 

I look around the room and see all the kids, my phone is on the deskin front of me with just 
hernumberin it. My purse is noton thefloor, it is hangingoverthe back ofthe chair where I usually 
leave it, like all the othergirls, I copy as they do. 

I must have had it, yet notthe same thing in as they-1 would not knowyet all I need, I will 
find out, for the reason that, I'm in a class with mostly girls, which means I have my keys, in there and a 
change of everything, and pens, and random gum, and nail polish, etc. 

So, walking through the hall going to lockers I ran into the same girl today a school, and she 
blows me off, I thought how someone hasgotten to heralready. I thought... 

Before, I knew it the day was over, and it was time forthe buses all the kids running out of 
the school, papers flying, to take us home, or just get the train, or have mom get me, yet I don't have 



them so, I did my own thing, and I did what I always do, taking the train over, its faster. Buses have 
neverworked forme-1 thought. 

(Day 2 of my 2nd 8th-gradeyear) 

My hands are trembling, more than my body. I get out of bed. I'm naked, yet everything now 
is where it needs to be in my body mind and soul. I catch sight of myself in the head-to-toe mirror next 
to the dresser. I have a cut on my lower lip from biting it; Mascara is smeared over my cheekbones, I am 
alone, yet, I live with a family that said they would take me in... even if I was at high risk... There are 
bruiseson my legs, I mustoverup too, and I feel disgusting. 

I put my head between my knees, waitingforthe wave of nausea to pass; as I sit back down 
on the bed, the bedroom door is just open a crack, I seethe woman looking in at me, she was wondering 
like them I would image. I getto my feet, forthe clock is going off, grab my night top, that I took off and 
placed it in the hamper, and open the door saying: 'I am on my way- don't worry I am fine.' 

The home is quiet, for now, I know this woman, has girls of her own-yet I was asked to stay 
away, that I am on thin ice. For some reason, I am certain I don't want to be here, I want to be home or 
with her; yet, I do have what I want with me- and that is the real me, yet not home life yet, nevertheless, 
you can't have it all. 

The next day-1 was looking for her, the girl, that gives me a number, I did nottext her, for I 
did not want to impose, and be nescience. There she was, yet she was not alone, she had two girls next 
to her that were the same looking as she. I could not believe my eyes, I made new girlfriends with three 
triplets' girls named Baca, Emily, and Melody. 

The only way to tell triplets apart is by their eye color, Baca has brown, Emily has green and 
Melody has blue, I am sure that two of them are wearing contacts. 

Baca is the one, that I meet the day before, I feel as though she did jittery with them standing 
there just chatting about school boy's music and so on, saying I was not into boys - with her sisters, the 
day before standingnexttothemweall justhit it offfast, like the same things, I neverknewthat making 
friends wasthis easy. I could not tell them apart, yeti knew, thatthey would be mybesties. 

I got my first evertagged pic., on Face book when she said: 'take a cell phone picture with us,' 
and I was more than overjoyed! Um-though I can't remember when, I ever had someone ask me to do 



this- not even her, she did but it was not like this. Before I went in, to start the day of learning, and 
groping of whom was going to become, I walk as quietly as I can out into the hallway, looking down yet, 
all them are smiling at me, and I did not know, it was freedom to me. 

I asked my new girlfriends overto my new home; I did not eventhinkto ask if it was okay... 

Usgirls- Baca, Emily, and Melody-1 can see that Haven's bedroom dooris open slightly, we 
peer into her room, one on top of the other, just looking at her. Her bed is made, nicely like someone, 
that has OCD, we're not like that we whispered to each other. It's possible she has already got her 
before us and made it, thinking we would judge her for it or something like that, surely, she is not that 
neat- us whisperingsoftly again, all in matching outfits, pink, dress, and ribbons in their hair onthe lift 
side. 


Thoughts unanimous- between are the same whispers, but I don'tthink she stayed here last 
night the room looks that nice. Yet, I am sure it will not like that tomorrow for where girls are having a 
sleepover, which is a source of some relief, I am sure to her, we heard about he r, like all of when the 
teachergivesthe speeches with herin the room, confidential- my butt, yetwhere notsayingor care, she 
one of us now in is click- she needs us and we love her for her. 

This shouldn't matter to anyone, noteven the teachers-1 feel, and they had no right saying 
she was a bad apple, the sense of shame, is going to befeeling, that why we're here also if others turn 
on her now, she has us, three, are mom even said its okay-to play nice. I feel like an incident, as she 
would, it was what she had to do, though Baca, to get away from, the kids, yet she still has the same 
teacheras last year, talking crap, about her new life, she loves, and they want to take from her, and 
where a girl is not going to let, that happen, no, and the whispers where unanimous, proportionate we 
are with the gravity of the situation, but also to the numberof people who witnessed, what was said we 
had to come, for the heat is going to be all over Rockville-soon. And she is not going to see it! 




I rememberthe after, saying it was okay for me to be discarded from the hospital, that all 
was good with me and coming home, to my new home, with them, and just walking was so hard, I had 
no one really to have mercy on me, as I went into the home, I recall being at the top of the stairs, I feel 
dizzy again and grip the banister tightly, as she said you did this to yourself, you can make it is on your 
own,yetshe soon warmed up to me, it was more of that whattheysay-that she was feelingtowards 



me-judging before knowing. It was not even a day until she was the mom I never had, and she falls in 
love with a new girl she never had, and she said: talk is cheap isn't you're a fine young lady, and I got 
somethingl never-everhad bya moma hug! 

It is one of my greatfears, was not looking like a girl alive (along with bleedingto death, you 
never really know how alive you are until you start to feel death.) That I will fall down the stairs and 
break my neck, was nothing like that fear I had of losing ever- and have anybody- otherthan her, that 
cared, and even she did not at that time. Thinking about this makes me fee I ill again, it like the getting 
kick in the nads'fee ling, and yes those were cut off too, I can never have kids, and that hit me too that is 
mine, and my mom and dad, said they were not paying to keep with was in my nuts. So-o there- how do 
you like that? They said- we've been cheated her, with your experiments of gender questioning. 

Dad- 'Byyou beinga few cans shortof a six-pack.' 

...is howthey really worked it. 

Havens real Mom Lynn-Netta-1 want to lie down, but I need to find my bag, check my phone, 
I had to all my friends and tell them about, my breakdown, and what my son has just done to himself... 
it was the take going around, and I was with then saying he was losing it, was speed, she has been 
spendingtoo much time with the trash overthe way that is just that! 

Parents-well we attest now know that we have lost all our credit cards, to his dumb sucking 
move-and I'm not paying for this- Haven's dad was yelled all overthe waiting room and was asked to 
leave, and when he would not he was hauled out the door byfive men, along with mom. 

...And then that is when 'I got- Haven's real story as too- why...?' Said-the doctor, on staff 
that night. He went on a no-to me opening-up, all it took was a teddy bear, and me being nice to the 
now- her-and understanding-and we took care of her expenses-1 felt the need and so did the team. 

I need to know who all I need to call, she said, 4 days after all this... her handbag has been 
dumped in the hallway, by her mom, looking for whatever even dugs as to find out the why-of it, just 
inside the front door, of the sitting room. I got everything cleans up and made her my personal 
responsibility until my shift was over. I had to see what was makingthis young lady- nowtick. (and it 
was not long to see all that was wrong) Her member was cut, almost all the way off there was nothing 
we could do, and it was her choice to go all the way anyways, we have the signed document after the 
fact, by her-and that it was life or death-there was nothing we could do otherwise, and also the school 



Invalided education program, that where just ridicules to her identified, they had her with the special 
needs, and groped hera mental, and that she should not even be in the 2nd grade with her dangers of 
herself and others, that she just too crazy to be around others. 

'Lawsuit!!!' -1 screamed! 'This is all bull-shit to do to a kid! All the staff, looked at me, yet it 
was approved I was right, in saying and going there in calling others to get a case going. The re was 
nothing in the brain testingto say she was not normal, yet read this reportand the girl will not even get 
a job clean shit out of a toilet someday. And the whole town knows this... she branded!' 

Me-Sarah, my jeans, and underwearsit nextto it in a crumpled pile; when I heard that she 
was going to live, laying my bed after having to satisfy myself, and I just said, ha-1 wantto see herdye- 
for doing what she did to me, and my dad said-1 get that, the first thing we ever agreed on really. He 
always just busts in my room, yet it's a small place. 

Haven-1 can smell the urine from the bottom of the stairs- that I was dripping. I grab my bag 
to look for my phone it's in there, thank God, I said, it working, I look on Face book and see all the talk off 
all the kids, that were pulling forme to dye, they even made a hate page, all in my grade, along with a 
bunch of scrunched-uptwenties and a bloodstained Kleenex, drawings,thatshow what I wanted, is 
what was left, and my screen was cracked, and a teddy bear was all that I got for my sickness -1 guess 
you could call it. 

Nausea comesoverme again, strongerthis time than everand I call the doctorthat I had 
said I can't take this; and he sees all of what I do on Facebook, I can taste the bile in the back of my 
throat, and cry, but I don't make it to the bathroom, I vomit on the carpet halfway upthe stairs, and my 
newmotherwasgetting it, and me-atthat moment. 

Haven- Upstairs, I plug in my phone and lie down on the bed. I raise my limbs, gently, 
gingerly, to inspect them, and that too. There are bruises on my legs, above the knees, standard drink- 
related stuff, the sort of bruises you get from walking into things. 

My upperarms bear more worrying marks, dark, oval impressions, that look like fingerprints, 
from being moved from bed to bed, like dog meat by trauma surgeons. This is not necessarily sinister-1 
thought for me to do, is it? I have had them before, never like this, usually from when I've fallen and 
someone has helped me up, playing as a boy on the teams, baseball, baseball- and so on. 



The crack they made for me down lower, that I should not touch feel like it would never- 
everbe right, and I freaked, but it could be from something as innocent as me not knowing what they 
did to make it right. 

I have to lie down, when she posted on Facebook, I should have passed. If I don't, I had to lie 
down, I'm going to pass out from the long letter she posted to the world for her being alive, I'm going to 
fall if I don't soon. It was like a page of run on's about her life-ending. So, fora like tree week, we just 
moved in on herand shared herroom, and her new motherwas more the okay with us girls hanging. 

(New day- three weeks into Havens new life) 

So, like it's are academic decathlon on Monday-thatwould be tomorrow, so I need to see if 
she could help me with mystudyingalong, with my new BFF's, that is the lie I told her, I could give a crap 
about my grade, they're all fixed, I can't make them love me, the teachers that are, and I need 
somewhere to say for the night, I know that it's not going to fly yet I have to ask. I am out of fuelin my 
heater, at my home, and have no cash to get any, so its bag herfora twenty, justto make it 'till my 
payday at my job, and now that I don't have her, I am on my own. And my mom wants to see me fall on 
my face, why- she doesn't need a why- she just does. 

The tree girls- like- our parents dropped us girls off at our older sister- we are living with her, 
we are living on our own now, even if mom and dad, we should be home with them kissing butt, yet we 
wantto be grownups, oursistersis age 18 she has an apartment up with the low life, also, we don't 
have much, just like the restof the world. 

She and I, and us girls we're off here using are pulled bikes in like 3^ snow, yet mom or dad 
taking us to the movies was not going to happen, they have already done more than they felt the need 
for us, like we have a car either, that runs... ha. 

I or we girls don't have the money now to keep a car up. The law forbids us to have bikes on 
the road- it is all of us doing this though so way to they care if where low life justtrying to live, like to 
drive on the road at this time, of the yearis nuts. I knowthat we're going to get pulled overfor this at 
some point, yet-wedon'tcare. All we can say is that we need to have fun to be kids-yetl don'tthink 
that is part of life any longer- for a kid to be kids. 

I knowthat l-we, we'll all be frozen, by the time, that I- wegetthere...to the movies, that is 
where we planned on going, yetthat is all we have to do, and after that, I will am flatly broke, yet I feel 



not let them know this, yet oh well it builds character they say, to have nothing and have nothing to lose. 
What feels like hours ago, is even harsherbythe wind chill, as I makethe4-mile bike run,to my sisters. 
Either way, I knew these, kinds of mornings suck on the weekends because Baca has to get up extra 
early to have time to shower, for her mom drags her to do the church thing, she has to do her hair and 
put togethersomethingcute towear. She does it all withoutturning on the light, so as not to wake her 
young sister, who is 4-year-old also, living with her older sister for her mom is just not right- like all ours, 
with whom she shares the largest bedroom in the home with. There is not enough room for us all to 
cram in. 


Anyways, it was hard to get them all to just say yes take me, in we did not get much sleep, 
yeti had a place to stay, I knewthat we girls would have to take bikesto school, or hope the train over, 
forthey don't get it at school that we don't have mom and dad or them at the school that care, to see 
that we have to find homes that work for the moment, yet it was nice just to be warm. The baby doesn't 
fall a-sleeps until the last possible minute, because she has no morning of having to shower and go to 
school and getting up a 4 am to do the routine to speak of, besides brushing herteeth and cycling 
through a rotation of jeans and boxy T-shirts, is what makes you in 8th grade, and also me tripping over 
themin one old small bathroom-did not help-either. 

Baca yawns, we were in class. She can't rememberathing that we neverlearned, nothing 
was right on hertest, I could see it on herface. Meanwhile, IthinkI may have passedthisoneyetthey- 
the teachers that made me this way-would say not so-o. 

This morning, I had proudly put on a new T-shirt, that I bought on line, the first time ever, 
that I got a girl's shirt from an in the online store. The first time, I use a gold card... I have been saving 
this card for Christmas all this year, and it almost Christmas again, there was only $20 loaded on the 
card; yet, I got what I wanted even so-o, even if shippingwas more than I thoughtalso. 'Thankyou'-1 
said to my sistershakingly, for caring, when she needs the money herself, I did not get heranything, yet 
she understood, 'it's cool' she said, yet she has to play mom and dad and family and make some kind of 
holiday for us all, that too falls on us kids. 

My sisters and I, all got the same series of fantasy novels called: 'Harry Potter,'the form is 


mom and dad, yet not one of us could get past the first page, we can read it- in 7th grade, mom was 
shocked, yet not surprised. So, we just called it gay- like everyone of us in is class to make up for the 
fact we have not read it, and took them back, only go half of what they paid yet that was worth more to 



US, and got the money. 8 books-1 said-why not just get the movie-dumbasses, my two sisters like I 
whispered unanimously-we agreed, that would be easier, like who reads anymore? Could've got us new 
cell phones, these things are older than us. And where stuck paying for the bill, I think not they said, 
you're like you have whatyou have. 

Like I- Haven and all my friends are obsessed with the new I-phone 5that just came out, yet 
we would have to the sale and ovary just to get one-four the tree of us-to share- and sharing to us is 
gettingold. In my sisters, old beatto hell car, Baca to give me two French braids for school it turns out 
my sisterhas a big heartand taking usall to school, one on each side of my head. 

I only wanted Baca to give me two French braids, yet all of us girls have them now, I know if 
the othergirls see us lookingthe same, someone we give us crap about it; even though Baca can do a 
knot or a twist- hairstyles, she has this look down for us all, Baca fee Is are better, more classy choices 
out hertwo 12-year-old sisters-1 feel, they may all look alike yet there miles apart on the inside. 

But Baca nevereversays no to Emaly and Melody requests, even though she finds it weird 
that Emaly and Melody want to dress in what is essentially a costume because the braids do make Emaly 
and Melody look better, or at least like she cares a little bit about how she looks. I pick up my phone. 
There are two messages. One part of the day when we're notin the same classes, it make usthree said, 
yetthat's school, crayons, and glowing shit on paper in 8th grade, and look at: 'See Spot Run,' and doing 
2nd grade spelling, yet the teacher fee I there right on point with us-1 could not even tell you a place on 
the map where we are from, or who all the face are that ran the US, yet why do I care, they say to me, I 
don't if you don't. 

The first is from Haven, received just after five, asking where I've got to. She's going to 
Damien's for the night, she'll see me tomorrow. She hopes I'm not drinking on my own. The second is 
from Melody, received at 10:14. I almost drop the phone in fright as I hear his voice; her shouting. 'Jesus 
Christ,' 'whatthe hell is wrongwith you?' I ask, 'I have had enough of this, all, right?' She said- 'they 
make out to be metalloids-' it read. 'I've just spent the best part of an hour looking at this shit and 
looking around the room, and there is know why I am getting this Math, Reading, and so on,' I sent back- 
'maybe it'stoo easy.'You've reallyfrightened-and frustrated. Melody, you knowthat? Said the prick 
teacher, that can't tell one from the others, and doesn't care too. 



And that expulsion for having a phone out in class, yah go suck it, I am in the office, and 
anotherfora too short of a skirt with no underwire underthem; 'pervert,' I said back, well thatall of us, 
then right? 'Nojustyou-the smart mouth-GO!' 

'No-1 don't have too,' and I was dragged out the room by my skirt bottom, it comes off like 
you would expect before I was out the door.' She thought you were going to... she thought... It's all I 
could do to get him not to ring the police. Leave us alone, we screamed, in the classroom, stop calling 
me names, I said-to the teacher, stop hangingaround us like we're dumb, just leave us alone. 

'I don'twantto speakto you,' I said to the principal, 'Doyou understand me?' 'I don'twant 
to speakto you either-we can just send you out of here, I don'twant to see you, for a week, I don't 
want you anywhere near this school. And the girl you where texting too Haven -1 don'twantto see her 
for a week, she did not do anything, that's no matter to me, she already, a badly-behaved, 'You think 
you can ruin your own life here in school you cannot, he scrammed at Haven, I make your say-of what 
you can and cannot do.' 'but you're not ruining mine.' She said back- 'Not anymore-you don't have to 
be where-we send you to the retard school. I'm not going to protectyou any longer, understand?' 'Just 
stay away from us. Melody said to him-and his bending us backward over his desk with his yelling.' 

School buses and cars begin to appear, were still in the office, and where let go- they did 
know it but we wanted the 3 weeks off, all of us girl cut-going to drop out at some point we know-yet 
that they why they want it. 

One by one, I am warmed by herand her sister's hugs, 'I don't have any more chances,' I say 
to Haven, 'yourdiscarnate-on,'they said, and like them all at once- 'and it's not right,'They all spentthe 
weekend sending pictures of potential dresses back and forth to one another for the missing the winter- 
snowballdance on Saturday night. The dress Baca is completely in lovewith-a pinksatin halterwith a 
thick white bow cinching the waist- is on hold in hersize 0 at a store in the mall, she prayed forit too. 
And is not getting that back either. 

Her only hesitation was knowing that her sisters did not seem to know how dressed up, 
without her, or want to go, and that would not be right, sure we could not all go without all of them 
there, could we. (Back a week) 

'Ooh! Emalyl' Baca says when herbestfriend hersister. Melody Krumenacker, comes 
walking overfrom the parkinglot. 'Did you show Havenyourwinter-snowballdress?Doesshethinkit's 



too formal?' Emaly throws one arm around her, in a shop in the mall that has things marked down for 
flaws, and things like that. 

Baca and pulls herin for a hug, with us girls saying- 'I love you all so much.' 'Mysistersaid it's 
perfect for you to go with that one! Pretty and fun, and cute, and boy-loveable,you are! But notin a 
trying-too-hard kind of way, I love that flirty too though, sexy-yet not showing it all- undies or no?' 

I would not spend money on them and save, for shoes, 'He'll know you don't want lines... 
and you feel-urn scandalous-and that makesyou feel like a WOMAN, nota little virgin girl, 'wellthat's 
what we are?' RIGHT? Baca yell in a panic, the three of them all at the same time yell- YES-with a look 
on theirface that is too cute you could not help but love them for it! 

Haven- 'that not trash-ie, though is it?' 

'We're not...go with it.' 

Baca- 'Showoff yourgoods, that why God gave yah' Haven - she screwed up herface, in only 
a way she could, saying he didn't. 

'Ohyeah...' she said. 

Becca and Emaly are the only two girls in their group of us girls, who have older sisters whom 
also go to the high school up there on the hill, and they say to go without having sex with boys, that 
boys like that, its Rockville's, only thing boy think about, the only thing boys should care about is the girl, 
yet they don't they just want in your jeans. And the other to nodded in a way only they do, she said I 
would get that one when I older-1 don'tget it. 

Becca sighs with relief at having received Emaly's sanction and approval, about us not have 
sex at the end of the 8th-grade dance, with are dates like all the other girls or they say they're going to 
do, you know how girls are, and also a boy is far worse than that, for lying about the V card. 

Becca and Emaly are the only two girls in their group of us who have older sisters who also 
go to, and they say to go without, that boys like that, its Rockville, only the boys should care. 

Not that Becca's Emaly and Melody is any match for Emaly's, modesty yet I get why she 
wants little girl undies underneath saying- what if you fall- of something like that. 



Unlikely-yet I get-1 Haven had otherthoughts-to it- yet I was going to dojust whatthey 


were, as a girl that I am, the bra is built in so why make yourself feel restricted whenyourgrindingon a 
boy. 


During that week, Baca and Emaly snuck into Haven's bedroom to look around - it the typical 
girl's room, nothing out of place from any othergirl- in this world- all pink and right- foran 8th grader. 

They stuck their heads in Emaly's closet, looking for boy things not one, just a lot of different 
undies, young girl with flowers and girlie things on them- bras, and T's and short shorts, 2 dress, and 
jeansthatare skin tight to herfrom- like us we said- unanimously, hernew mom has been shoppingfor 
herl see. 


The next night a school night it was a Wednesday-1 was in the tree girls' room, that have tree 
beds, in a row, all in soft pink and lavender with mint green. With white headboards, and white 
nightstands, with a photo of the boy there crushing on in their matching digital frames, that show all 
there the girls' days of growing up. 

I- Haven was snooping, I found a few boys' phone numbers hidden in Emaly's sock drawer 
next all the little girl undies, and hergummy dildo, all the girls have their own, in the same place all in 
different colors so that can tell them apart, she swears off forever- overwhat boys say, I wonder what 
that was like to be crushing on more than one a one time, she said that's okay too. 

Like before goingto be it is this girl ritual to masturbate, there fully nude, I have to say as a 
girl to it became mine also, with them... when I sleepover, and also on my own, oh there is nothing cuter 
than seeing three triplet girls doing that as your sitting at the foot of their tree beds looking up at them, 
and they want to see them cum-ing, it what girl do at sleepover also, and they're not going to go a night 
off, justfor I there no-where justthat close now, I was with them... 

I rememberthefirsttime-like I- 

Haven was nervous about cum-ing in-front of othergirls, to show my goodies, that may not 
be right, yetthey were, yet Baca said I help you got off, and the girls did it with me, on one of their beds, 
my back agentthe headboard with her and her and she nextto me. 

...Andyet theygot me one of those too, just like there'soff of Amazon,for$7 it's a blue 7- 
speed rabbit, that will blow any younggirl's mind they said to me. 



...And held her charm bracelet, that she was planning to give me, against her undies that 


were on her wrists, the night before, I said I like it- so she must fee I the need too... give it to me. 

I would love it- yet I had to abolish the moment for myself. I have always been like that... 

I look to see howthese girls have everything perfectlyarrangedatopawhitewickervanity, 
that they share, I love it-1 said you have to do this for me- in my room-they gave me so much free crap- 
in make-up, and things to make my face look cute. 

I had always dreamed of having a vanity, but there was no place for one, I thought-yet they 
did it forme out of an old table, I asked my new mom for that was in the hallway that needs some love... 

I and the girls made it white, with a can of spray paint we found, and they did the rest, along 
with watchingmakeupscenarios-YouTube videos with me to find my true look; fake lashes and 
everything; I even had my eyebrows redone by them, even if they were not bad there right now! 

The biggest thing they got me was hair extranets, now my hair is down to my butt, they said- 
'like if your kind to them you can keep them for years,' 'we put our money together are allowances, we 
wantyou to have all this, a bag of girl's make-upthings.This was also the money back from the Harry 
Potter books.' 

The next day you have to say, the girls where all looking at her, with that dropped jaw look, 
Emaly mainly stayed by herself that week, I can't say why, she loves me, I know, yet I think she felt like 
she lost her sisters a little, that week to me- become the girl I never-ever knew I could be. 

Ask.fm Bacca is answering her new questions for the day- asked by anyone around the world 
at age 12, yetthere is nothingelseto do, by being online. 


I justgot this on ask. FM-Shaved or hairy cunt innie or outie I said- Shaved, innie, yet Emaly 
is not right now, she wanted to see what not doing it would feel and look like fora while. 

Do you sleep naked? 

All three of us girls do. 


When last did, you kiss? 



I kissed a girl and I like it! 


Have you ever made out with someone you wished you never made out with? 
Yah my mom- ha 

Would you make out with me right now? 

No! 

What's your bra size? 

12? 34B? really, that would go for all three, dumpy? 

Would you pay for sex or rather, get paid for sex? 

Which celebrity would you sleepwithin a blinkof an eye? 

Ryan Gosling 

Have you ever kissed a girl before? 

Yah- hername is Haven and my 3 sisters. 

Show a photo of you three. 

No creep! 

Would you be opentoa threesome? 

I do that every night with them sully. 

Do you like watching porn? 

Yes, we all do 

Does size matterto you? 

I would not knowyet... 

• Have you ever had an orgasm during sex before? 


I have only had them with me... 



Have you been caught having sex? 


Yes, my dad and mom, yetthat don't care, that I cum on my own time. 

Where do you like beingtouched the most? 

My pussy dah! I a girl! 

If I asked nicely, would you showmeyourboobs? 

NO! 

• Would you use sex toys? 

I have one, like all girls my age! 

• How often do you masturbate? 

6- to 10 times a day, like my sisters. Three like before the long day at school, once or twice as 
soon as I get home, and hit my bed, and like three more before I bath and shut my eyestogo to sleep. If 
you must know! 

Would you kiss your crush in public? 

Yes, would you? 

Have you overwatched anothercouple have sex? 

Yes, my oldersisters and her boyfriendsforthetime being. 

Would you like to have somebodywatch you while having sex? 

I don'tcare, its ownwebcam,so I don't care, girls dothatall the time,it normal. 

• What part of a man's body would you like to see first? 

His DICKI 

(I love some of these things boys say Emily roll her eyes, saying make them goo hard in her 
pants, sis, play with them.) 


Do you want me to kiss you? 



Ou- no! You might have coodies- on a scale of 1 to 10,10 beingthe highest, what number 
would you rate your blowjob skill? 

G-strings, thongs, granny panties or commando? 

Commandoseemsto be the thing right now with all of us younggirls in middle school, with 

leggings. 

Doggy style or cowgirl? Never had sex 

Will you cheat on your boyfriend with an ex whom you still have strong sexual chemistry 

with? 

Dm- maybe neverdated a boy yet. 

Where was the craziest place you everhadsex? 

I am a virgin like my sisters, why you wantto change that-strangerdanger? 

Spit or swallow? 

Swallow-1 am a lady! 

Do you take it in the butt? 

Yes, I think, if you don't mind a hairy butt hole I 
What is the craziestthing you have everdone? 

Licked my sister's pussy! 

Are you single? 

Yep-yet Emily is thinking about dating a boy and it may be U! 

Rimjob? 

Gross (all their noses we re ranked up) 

Wanna f*ck? 


Yes please (giggles) 



Emaily's ask.fm change over(Baca said) 

Virgin? 

Obviously- 

Giggles coming from the room their mom walks past and just rolls hereyes! As she has seen 
4 girls with their 4 head smashed into the apple computer. 

Youngestage you'd date? 

Oldest? 

Probably 14-18 

What song do you love to dance to? 

WOBBLE- 

Boobs- 

My life story... 

U are scared to kiss guys...? 

Yes, Very much. Lol. 

Sometimes I geta bonerwhen I poop. Is this weird/gay? 

I don't even know howtoanswerthis lol. 

('Doyou needtojack them off to getthat down now Melody said?' 

...Unanimouslythey did not really know if a boywalks aroundwith one up all the time or 

not.) 

• What wasyourfirst payingjob? 

a babysitter, and what nice is my sisters can trade out on the mom and dad and they don't 
even know. 


How many books have you read in your life? 



HA- HA BOOKS- 


What is the bestthing about beingyour age? 

There's absolutely nothinggood about being 12. You can't drive. You can't drink. 

You have to listen to your parents. UGHH. 

Who was the last person you kissed? 

I don't like to talk aboutthat... lol 

• What's it like toknowthat in a previous life you were a used tampon? 

I just hope it wasn'tyours 

What are 3 things you can't live without? 

Internet. Friends. Food. 

What do you notice first in someone of the opposite sex? 

That they have a penis 

Do you actually have a hot tub full of semen? 

Yes,and I wantsomeonetoget pregnant 

(Wa-wa-wha-t...?...!) it was unanimously thought about with three head tilted to the lift 

side.) 

Melody-ask.FM 
Ha- you only go the one- 
1: Age? 12 
2: Height?5'!' 

3: Everbeenfingered Urn maybe? 


4: Single Yep? 




5: Virgin? Yes 


6: Do you wearthongs?Sometimes 

7: Bra size? B 

8: Evergivena blowjob?Yes,aboutthree weeks ago,athis mom'sin their basementfamily 
room. So-oyah-1 have... 

9: Ever had your pussy licked? Maybe 

10: Ever have a 69? All the time 11: 

Do you masturbate? Yes everyday 

12: Have you everflashed, anyone? 

Not meaning too- 

13: Ever sent nudes? 

Yep to a boy I really liked- 

14: Type of underwearyou are wearing now-1 am not? 

(Melody said this is whyl am not on this...) 

Bacca comes on you like it... yes, when are you... 

Becca and Emaly asked questions about what - Rockville High was really like, and Emaly gave 
them lots of helpful, blunt advice, like to be cautious when hooking up with older guys, to gossip only 
with the friends you completely trust, and howto hide the smell of liquor on your breath from your 
parents. 


The day is over, texting herand her friends back home with our manyjust the 3 girls, and 
reading a stack of teen magazines, that she'd brought with herself, and she only went to the skating rink 
with Becca and Emaly once for a couple of hours, I could not go I was cramming homework, and my new 
mom looked overand singed so they could not say I did not do it. But on the one rainy night, Emaly let 
them hang out with her in her bedroom, and we play an x-box. She curled their hair with her thick barrel 
iron, and let them watch a crapy free Comcast movie, like Twilight 1, that I see a million times, from the 



foot of her big fluffy beds in the girl's room. 'Vampires suck-' and unanimously we all agreed, 'imagen 
the sex' said Becca? 'Ow-ha-' said the othertwo all cute-ie and- unanimously I 


'Suck' - 'thatthey do/ I said, with a giggle. 

Emaly and Melody and Becca, meanwhile, offered nothing beyond recommendations of 
which math teachers at - Rockville really knewtheirstuff. 

...And Baca wondered, more than once, if Emaly even knew who Emaly and Melody and I 
were, despite the factthat both girls where in the same grade. Emaly is aboutto go chat with their other 
friends when Baca leans in and whispers, 'Did you finish the Earth Science worksheet?' Emaly makes a 
glaring face. 'What do you think?' 

'Baca, you can't keep copying my homework! You're nevergoingto learn anything.' 'Jure yet 
you know nothing-so...' then way copy they all said- U NAN I MOUSEY-the three girls. 

Baca combs herstrawberry-yet dark brown hair with herfingers.'Pretty please...? I justgot 
too caught up in looking at dresses last night and went right to bed, and bath, and eat, and there was no 
time, to make time for it, it will be the last time- it well. I-1 swear.' 

It's bad when she starts stammering. She puts her hand over her heart, and made the pouty 
face, with her lower lip. 

'YOU-Promise...?' 

Emaly just sighs, but she headstothe schoolto get herhomeworkfrom herlocker, to give to 
me to copy in study-hall. 

Baca cries out, 'Love you, sis I' 

A minute ortwo later, Emaly sprints back outside, her black ponytail whooshing wildly. 'Baca!' 
She screams, loud enough so that everyone at 8th grader turns and looks at her like she's nuts. Emaly 
dives forward the last few feet and grabs Baca to keep herself from falling. 'You're the prettiest 
freshman girl at - Rockville High!' 

Blink- Blink- Baca blinks. 'I'm what?' 



'You're on the Facebook Page as most Popular, dummy! ON the Facebooktopten girls of 
Rockville middle school! 'That'sa thing?' My sister is on it, too.' And look- look have is numbers, Emaly 
looks at the othergirls, her braces twinkling in a proud smile, saying good for you Flaven-you made it as 
the girl you truly are. 'Flaven-got named the prettiest girl in the 8th class!' Yet some dumb boys had to 
take the joy out of saying-that all the othergirls must be really butt ugly then. 

Baca's mouth flows open and goes all droopy with surprise, and I Flaven hold her up. Maybe 
she wanted it I said, even though she isn't sure what Emaly is talking about either, it is clearly news to be 
excited about a girl like Me- Flaven getting top 3 and all them under me. Luckily, one of their other 
friends asks, 'What was it all about?'and then everyone turnsto Emaly for an explanation, it wentviral 
this year... the top ten populargirls. 

Flaven-1 don't know what I've done, to get this. 

What did I do? She said in wondering questioning. 

The school day is over I hearthe bell right out, and I don'ttake the bus, I walk along the little 
pathway between the parks, shops, and the neighbor's garden, climbingoverthe fence, with the girl and 
unanimously we chat about a girl like me- Flaven have made the 10 teen girls on Facebook. 

I think about closing the French doors, that we left open - not thin king, silently creeping into 
the kitchen all of us girls march, now sitting at the table, we make our own food, Flavens new mom has 
not come homeyet,from hercrampy job. I grab herfrom behind, andshejumpsand squeals, I wind my 
hand into her long hair saying-1 love you like one of my sis's, I jerk her head backward, with her hand- 
fee ling love for the first time, I pull her to the floor and I smash her head against the cool blue tiles, and 
we play around one on top other and so forth, "rough-housing' aging girls I see,' her mom walks in... 
saying- 'ah- well-a girls will be girls.' 

Melody-'Why is it I feel so unbeloved slut being like all the othergirls- like posting photos, 
online sites and wants, and boys- stuff?' 

'God all this is making me want one, and to suck one-off like I have seen my sister doing last 
night in the living room.'Said Bacca- the load one. Unanimously all the girls agreed that they want to try 
newthings with boys, yet, Flavensaid- 'Ithink I like girls more,'and unanimously the girls said- 'um 
well... um... you can be Bi... these days, and-and-and- no one really many cares.' Said the jittery one. 
Melody. 



Bacca said- 'would you kiss me/ she leans in eyes closed, shy yet wanting, and they did for 
over 60 scents-with tongue, I won't fee I boobs can I and she did under Bacca's top. Experimenting mom 
said when she walked in unannounced? Girls well are girls she said, don'tfall in love-she snickered, 
making boys happy girls by practicing? 'We don't even like a boy- really, we don't-'they said all 
embarrassed, mostly if not at the same time. 

Part: 43 

(NIGHTFALL) 

My head hurts, do what I do and start humping a pillow with vajayjay, you just stressed from 
dumb boys, and dumb freaking school, and dumb flipping homework, that like me you don't know how 
to do. I can hearsomeone yelling downstairs, it was my mom on the phone with my new mom saying 
they can do that I could getsued, she said their younggirls- there nothing wrong with them playing 
around, 'but she's really a boy- she said fast- and harshly- SO-0 whatnot anymore, and my girl's lover her, 
it's all good. 

Mom on the other end- 'Okay...' she said- not sure. 'I could lose my income too if I don't have 
her, and yet, I love her for her too, it's not about the money any longer, with us... we know that all and 
everyone is outto get her... I trust you don't let her and 

I down with this.' 

'The three girls' mom- Stephany K., 'It's just pillow fights, boys, make-up, nails, girl talk, 
online andoff,and gettingoff-there's no harm in doing whatpre-teensdo.This is justgoingto bethe4 
of them, and their hash- hash thing they do... it's fine I' '-Yah-no-' 

...?... 

'Hair what to do whatnot to do, boobs and the lack of them, and the period's not starting 
and then they do, and we want life to be over-we re member that...?' 

'Right...?' 

'Um-ah... wow-there in your hands now-1 trust you to do the right things you have 4 girls 

so-o...' 




'I wonderwhatthat was all about...' said- Haven, oh it's about us-1 am sure, said Becca, 
saying then need to back off with you, yet you're doing a hell of a lot better now, and yah? Haven said- 
yepper-with a big thumbs' up-thrown right on herforehead! 

'I do not believe this! ForGod'ssakelgirlsI HAVEN!' 

My new my had to give me the talk... about us girls, and that she said if that's what you all 
want to do with your time- never-ever would we have done much in our day. 

(lie) 

I fell asleep, with my three girls next to me at my home tonight. Oh Jesus, and I didn't clear 
up the vomit on the stairs, from whenyournewdaddy hears what you'll be up too. And my clothes in 
the hallway, like yours all need to be there, so I can wash. Oh God, oh God there all nude, yet all girls I 
see...soowell... okay... 

'Where are your undies- girls, from the day?' 

We don't wear them Haven's mom-and she yelled' 

'Mom-a me-al' she said well she slapped herforehead with her palm! 4 butt bare girls in one 
room sharing the same bed, wow... 

'It's a sleepoverma-' Haven said... all cute-z! 

(Next morning) 

'I'm sorry,' Haven is saying. 'I'm so sorry for making your life hard, I was just really... well- 
ah... um... I-1-a want my friends to love me, she standingtheir butt bare, still from the night before with 
the guilt's, as I see three eyes the same looking at me and my man in bed. I'll define with them-she got 
hell for us...' I pull on a pair of these black legging bottoms and a T-shirt out for. Haven, she is standing 
right outside my bedroom doorwhen I open it., crying having flashbacks of herold life... 

'I get it!' Haven, she said hugging her... 

'God-girl, I have to dress you too...' 


'...same said to you girls...' 



'...Good God, and you want to begrown-upsand have boyfriends.' 


Sheturns around, sayingto all the girls and they walk towards Haven's bedroom. 'Andforthe 
love of God, will you clean upthatmessyou all made and the toys-and those toys too?'She slams her 
bedroomdoorbehind her, with hergirls holding hersaying don'tcry. 

'Mixed up little girls-' said Haven's new dad... 

'Urn-yeah-they'll be okay!' 

Of course, Emaly and Melody, and she hadn't bothered to mention this very important thing, 
just like Emaly and Melodyand Melodywouldn'thaveaclue aboutwhich dresseswere rightforthe 
winter- snowball dance. 

That Haven was in a whole heap of dog doo-at school; Sometimes, Baca wished that Haven 
was her sister, so they could trade places and she could take the crap for her. 

As Emaly fills them in mom and dad, Baca nods along to what mom and dad say-saying, I 
would have it you're all going- end of the story- if I have to stand there and see you all have your dance, 
all the othergirls are pretendingthatshe isn't as clueless as the rest of them. In fact, they were all going 
not to go... 


'Taking care of girls, you always come to us with these things'...' '...Why... hold back, Becca...?' 
'Um-wellah- it's not cool- to tattle tall to mom...' she said... 

Oh, is that so... she said all piss-ie... I am going in with you girls today... (um-don't it's just 
going to make things worse...) 

Dad- 'You all want to go? 

'I don't stand for nincompoopery, he said, under his snuffle I' 

'Yes,'theyall said- all unanimously... 

'Then shut up girls!' 

Okay... Lotsof times..., you and I, we'll-a be making run up on the meeting at the school if 
they like it or not-1 have singed names aboutthis place, and they're going down... if I go to an 
attorney!!! 



'Your mom is a fighting cat-1 no right... don'tyou just love herfor it!' 

'Sweeeeeti' 

The girls said- one hundred percent, at the same time! 

Part: 44 

Baca's friendstake turns bouncing heraround with congratulatory hugs, and each squeeze 
makesherheartfluttera little faster. 

Though the 8th boys act uninterested in their celebration, Baca notices their game of hacky 
sack inch closer to where she is standing. 

But it still hasn'tsunkin. There are... a- lot of pretty 8th girls at - Rockville, and Baca is friends 
with most of them. Did she really deserve to be at the top of the pack? And should have Haven been 
above her- really? 

It is not strange, a foreign place for herto be. 'I'm sorry you girls didn'tget picked,' Baca says 
suddenlyto everyone, that is in her class, and she partly means it, she was rubbing it in, moreover 
Haventhen her. 

'Please,' Emalysays, pointing at hermouth, saying button it up. 'Who'sgoing to vote me 
prettiest- oh yeah-you already did that for a girl that you hated; before, I made herover, like at all these 
girls looking at herwith like railroad tracks runningacross myface, over how Haven, that girl beatthem 
out.' 


One of the girls gets up and knocks Haven on her ass, saying she's not even a real girl- and 
she starts to cry as more hurtful things are running off, in slurs. 'Shut up!' Baca cries, knocking into 
Emaly. 'You're so pretty! Way prettierthan herand you are real.' Why did you not getthis...? 

Baca honestly thinks so, it's all over her face, yet she loves her more them herself on like 
those girls in herclass. 

'Actually, she is blessed to have made the list this year- at all one girl- said, because when 


Melody finally gets her braces removed, all bets will be off.' 



'...And don'tforgetthe only reason she got it was for some girl, that made the list was feeling 
bad forher.' 

'You need to hush...' said Becca. 

Emaly is at least half an inch tallerthan Baca, with longerhair, that always looks shiny and a 
tiny little mole at the top of herleftshoulderis all that really shows them apart. 

She has a great figure, with curves and boobs. Really, the only thing that isn't perfect about 
Emaly is her braces-same with Melody-yet her ways are what turn all the girls away and the boys too 
we all say it's so-o. 

And maybe herfeetare a- lil-bit-bigger, which are kind of big. But people usually overlook 
that sort of thing, yet when you have three girls that all the same, and as perfect as they, you have to 
start counting hairs on their heads. Said one in the class... 'You are the worst at taking compliments, 
Baca,' Emaly says with a laugh. 'But this is seriously huge, 2 girls that look alike make and the 3 one that 
is the same of us is out, and haven is in the top 3. 

Everyone in the school will know who we are now- Moldey...yet there are 3 of me-1 sure they 
do, do I not have boobs and the same face?' 

'Wejust don'tlike you,'a Hayley McG raw said, right to herface. 

Baca smiles, with now perfectly white and perfectly aligned teeth. Unanimously, thetwo of 
the neverbeen more excited aboutthe next five years than now, and Melody, with the look on herface, 
and haring what they are saying, has never felt so miserable, that she could just end it now-over them 
saying she is a shit-faced- BITCH, that can't get a boy to finger her, and that's why she'll never make the 
list, she has no-swag! 

Melody- 'I wish, I knew who picked me the last of everone in a class of 300 so, I could thank 
hernowforendingmy social life.' 

Um- BITCH face- 'Like-Why don'tyou suck bleach, and do us all a favor,' said Haley, and that 
night she did and was found in her bathroom, at 5 am. by Bacca. And she was cold to the touch and blue, 
she pasted as a virgin, I hope all those sluts are happy said Haven, to their mom! That was not taking it 
too well. 



And live in Rockville was neverthe same, and the three girls that everyone love went do to 
two, and nothing was done about it, and Haven was to blame, all the girls ganging up on her, yet that 
made Bacca, and Emaly even closer. 

Mom-whenin one day with the issueandalso the nextwith her death other little girl... 

(Nota school matter)that waswhat shegot... 

'Goto the dance,' said Havens mom, '...and be with your two girlfriends, and never-ever let 
them go, they love you-you need them, and nowthey need you, more now than ever. There true friends 
to you-rememberthat! Haven... she is looking down on you'll now.' 

Haven- 'Yah- but that doesn't let me see herever...she said crying.' 

(The othertwo hysterical) 

Triplets, dad- "She was just shy and misunderstood' cried Emaly, standing over her dead 
body at the memorial home. 

Only Haven and the family was allowed to attend. 'She was only 12- years- old,' said, her 
dad-with a life she never had-to live-all over some smart brats mouth I lost my baby girl.' 

Thegirls, extremely excited overeverythingthingthat was relevant, toa low of what really 
was... The idea of one girl, or maybe even an allocation, giving this honorto her not ever-ever-ever 
beingthere again was justtoo much. 

Part: 45 

(The dumb dace, that all the others don't care about... 

...Us-the girls have on the perfectdress, with the perfect look, hair, and makeup, yet none of 
that really matters now, it is not like having her, is it? Said 

Emily... 

...Three girls sitting all at one table meantfor four... spaced out, as they see all the others, 
swaying to the pop music- having the time of their lives... yet, they don't care about anything, but them, 
and forthe momentand high... 



'...Hope your happy sister, you're the top bitch at Rockville now...' there was harsh rasp 
recement in her voice!'And unanimously- 

Haven felt the same.) 

Scott- 'Do you wanna make: 'I like you- baby's-?-' 

'Yah?' 

Me- 'NO..., Butwe can go through the motions...' 

Hey girls- Welcome back to 8th grade... at Rockville! 

Part: 46 

Haven-1 remember having a pocket pussy and using it hard like it was her, it's hard to 
remember her now, dreaming about having one of my own-a sweet tight little pussy to stick my fingers 
in and fee I as a 12-year-old would feel having the shaking after self-pressuring. 

She has friends, older girls, she didn't even know about, that have to take far worse 
comment... why... whydid she have to do this to us? Said Emaly...? 

Havenyah me to yet, I neverthoughtaboutendingit, even if and because. 

She saw the list on Face book, and also the ones that should just kill themselves too. The list 
names ugly girls, too?' In the enthusiasm, she'd missed that part. 

'I saw a copy on the bulletin board of both lists and she was on the one that said she sucked 
hard at life and is too ugly-to get banged' quote on quote, said. Haven... it was near the gym, by the 
locker rooms.' Emaly says. 'But they are everywhere.' Inside and out and hairy, and smelly, she has a bad 
back-said one boy that wanted her for sex nothing more, his name I don't care, then his tipper her butt- 
we would know, lazy eye (nottrue) and her shoe doesn'tfit, whatthe chatter, (was- herfeet bigger? 
Said Haven... 

(Nowhere triplets... of course not! If that was so-o we all have that, it is notfar what they 
think. Just because she neverdated.) 

It was said with her attitude she should have been the one of us that had the dick... said 
online... that was mocking herlegacy. 



'Do you think I could be someone otherthan me?' Baca wonders, and see who made this list, 
or not be the 3 girls of the one that killed herself, that leftto the same. 

She wants to keep the copy off the wall special adding it to her a memory box of all the small 
things that were her. 

She had planned to talk to the girl on Facebookthat made the ugly list and also the one that 
made the cute girls list. 

'Definitely! She thought, I going to do this... 

I would become someone otherthan a triplet of the dead girl in school, I would be... 
something I not... The girls hold hands as they run into school, saying I will become you 3rd said have if 
we all get the makeoverto look alike-1 will try to take her place, I will never leave you said-for what you 
have done forme... said. Haven. 

(Back) 

'So, whom else is on these lists?' Baca asks, not too many girls we really know. 

'Beside me and your sister? 

'Well, the ugliest freshman is Bealla Marco.' 

Baca decelerates some and slows herspeech, in her rambling, when I Haven lose eye contact 
and start to nod off and my head drops some. I could care less about being one of them, why did she 
care? 


'Wait?' 'Agirl askedyou don'tcare?' 

'Yup,' Emaly says, pulling heralong, saying I don'twantit either, nowthat mysis is gone. 

'Wait until you see this... Whoever wrote it this yearput funny things underneath everyone's 
names, all yet I don't find them funny said Haven-why do you she asked to-that girl. Like Bealla's called: 
'TRIGGERED AF'n SAUCE." 

Baca had watched Bealla kill it during the obligatory mile run last week, 'eitherdo it or you 
fail-' said... the Lizzie- teacher. Baca isn't friends with Bealla Marco, but they are in the same gym class. 
And was all pissy about that too, yet that's just he rand- how she is... 



It was commendable, and Baca could have probably run fasterthan the crappy seventeen 
and or eighteen minutes she ended up with, yet the teacher was giving her a hard time, and docking, her 
for this and that, she said: 'I have a rum-soaked tampon in my pussy to you want to give me shit about 
that too bitch.' 

Just like in Baca's case. It's truly the luck of the draw having to run the long jump, and see her 
well not jump but go long and hard to her face... but she didn't want to be sweaty for the rest of the day, 
yeti don'tshe has to worry herself with all those rocksground in herforehead,andthatchippedtooth- 
like West Cost has... off of Fantasy Factory. 

In addition, with any luck, Bealla will understand, that there are other girls who could have 
been named the ugliest, moreover whatever and soon. YEP - Unquestionably, she feels bad that Bealla 
has been named the foulest girl in their class, but Bealla seemstough enough to handle it. 

'What did it say about me?' 

Emaly lowers her hand from her mouth as she whispers, 'Itapplaudedyoufor overcoming 
genetics,' lookatthevideothat has you splitting your legs on the beam hard whenyoufall, before 
letting out an embarrassed giggle, saying so that what it's like to get AF'ed. And all the kids get, yet not 
the oldies- in the room. 

Emaly and Baca and Melody were namedforbeingwell what they were theirgirls all looking 
the same yet so different in their personality. 

'Oh, no,' Emaly says: quickly; Baca bites the inside of hercheekand then asks, 'Is Emaly and 
Melody and Melody went from the ugliest 8th graders to the coolest in oneyear, just hanging-with 
older boys.' 'It'sthatfreaky creepy snotty AF'ed looking girl Sarah Gernaer, who scowls on the bench 
near Freshman Island.' Baca lowers her eyes and nods slowly. She guesses Emaly can see her guilt 
because Emaly pats her on the back. 'Look, Baca. Don't worry about the genetics thing. It doesn't 
mention Emaly and Melody and Melody by name. I bet a lot of people don't even know you two are 
sisters!' 'Maybe,' Baca says, hoping what Emaly says is true. But even if most of the kids at school don't 
know they're related; her teachers sure do. It has been one of the worst things about going to - 
Rockville: watching herteachers realize, afterthe first weekorso, that Baca is nowhere nearassmart as 
Emaly and Melody andyou. 



I can't blame her after I've finished cleaning up, I go back to my room. Haven's bedroom door 
is still closed, but I can feel her quiet rage radiating through her things, I see a pic of us all- and burst into 
crying. Just like looking through her dress too and seeing that those times w/ill never be the same either. 

I was wondering what we should do this that, and berthings... keep them or let the memory'sgo...? ...I 
would be all-out like- if I came home to piss-soaked knickers and a puddle of vomiton the stairs, yetthat 
is what mom got... along with one of us out. (lunch at school a half week in without he r) 

That girl keeps running at the mouth like I when I have the poops... and can help it, yet we 
not even hearing in at this point of why Melody, just had no swag. 

Lacking swagger obviously... clumsy, careless, stuttering, lacking style and grace, a person 
who makes themselves look pretty-foolish just about all the time, would be considered 'swagger-less.' 

She got all these hashtags too- #swaggalackin #swaggerly challenged #berto #dummy #messy 

I finally like up, blink- blink- blink-1 don'tgive a crap with an irritated eye roll- saying: 'OMG 
shut up! I am sick of it; you're trashing out a gone girl- that we loved even if you can love yourself! You 
have to get all your home-boystodothat for you too...''- slut-' in a sneeze, is what she did. 

Haven- 'Just because of your 14 and let a boy inside you... you know... all down there-and 
she points and her slit, doesn't mean you need to AF them as you do... 'stay innocent...and do one-and 
hold on to him... not 20... and pumpand notdump. On every boy that will give you a tumble,you're 
gross, I don't like you at all... LITTLE MISS- LADY RED BUSH!' "ou-u-wah' um like the thoughts I have 
Haven here are notgood... said Baca mmm-ha.' 

SHE HAS A RED BUSH? A BOY EATING A HOT DOG SAID? 

UMM-YAH-SAID EM ELY... leaning in to be seen doing the line of the run of tables, in the 

lunchroom. 

Why did you want to see it? 

Um-and his face got pink in color... saying maybe...? 

Um-why-doyou like that kind of thing, said Haven...?To Ethan Meryer...? 


Maybe... 



Wink...? 


He the kind of boy that would blush just thinkingabout a girl's lowerparts... and this girl¬ 
like- un-yah- even if... I-1- ah-dislike her she ah- urn like- has that going for her, or so all the boys that 
have had say. 

And yes, she keeps it all-NAT_ch_A_REAL! Said hergirl... said in a very carnal scandalous why- 
and yes it red just look at a girl brow and you know what she doing, and a French-fry was thrown on her 
face. 


'Lady red bush? Yep... that is the name she got on the ugly list on Facebook...'Too bad I 
didn't think of that... and she went blank in the face. 

Well off to class... all the try's dumped... 

(Home) 

I sit down on the bed and flip open my laptop, log into my email account and start to 
combine a note to my mother. 

I think, finally, the time has come. I have to ask herfor helporget helpabout all this all that I 
did, I may have done it all, Beca through doing what was right. I wouldn't be able to go on like this - if I 
keep all this inside, I would have to change whom I am in and out to keep going with this guilt, I would 
have to getsomeonetotell this all to- butwho? Not even my sisters... who? 

...and it would crush Haven. 

Mom or Dad? 

Thoughts... 

The most beautiful feeling in the word it having a boy lick you up down there, yetyou shy 
virgins would not know that yet for your just 7th graders in your thinking yet, that's a dick, and then you 
feel it, and there is not like it in the world it makesyoufeelso-ogood, and her know rankles up, and 
eyes roll up, herhandsclench, I loved it the 2nd time around more...theirfirst was urn- ouch. Softwarm 
round comfort-of love-sucky and tight... girls sh-hh-girl your making half the lunchroom horny! 


I can't think of the words, though, I can't think of a way to explain this to her. 



I can picture herface youngerto her last day with us, the sour disappointment when she 


now she was always last in the birthday song and the exasperations over the years, lean almost hear her 
sigh, with her life, the same as us- yet not always the last one out or in or whatever. 

My phone vibrates... there's a message on it, received hours ago, it's Haven again. I don't 
want to hear what she has to say, but I have to, I can't ignore her. She knows me that well, she is feeling, 
that I at the bottom of making the list, my heartbeat quickens as I dial into my voicemail, bracing myself 
for the worst. The guilt is getting me 'CUZ' I loved my sis. 

'Haven, will you phone me back?' She doesn't sound so angry any longer-even if she knows, I 
one of the top girls on the Face book list of Rockville, I am holding a secret, and my heartbeat slows a 
little too. 


'I want to make sure you got home all right, even if you're not staying with us and I don't 
know why-1 have to coverforyou and I am scared for you and me, you have to check in with me - it's the 
regulations.' 

You were in some state last night.' Along, heartfeltsigh. 'Look... I'm sorry that I yelled last 
night, it's yourmom... that... things got a bit... overheated, overthe girls I love you even if I notyourreal 
mom. I do fee I sorry for you. Haven, I really do, but this has just got to stop, you are kicking yourself over 
whatyou did not do.' 

'I don't wantto see you go bad... overthis... I knowthatyou were overatthe Rockville 
viaduct with Sarah, she got you there before don'tfallfor it, the girls not right.' I play the message a 
second time and a third, listening to the kindness in hervoice, and the tears come. 

Yet there we are standing under are spot the Rockville bridge kissing, making out, and dry- 
humpingas we did in the past when I was a boy, with the steamers overhead... and the mist low... and 
the mood mysterious, and the look eerie. 

Part: 47 

It's a longtime before I stop crying, before I'm able to compose a text message to him saying 
I'm very sorry, I'm at home now. I can't say anything else because I don't know what exactly it is I'm 
sorry for. I don't know what I did to Anna, how I frightened her. I don't honestly care that much, but I do 



care about making Haven unhappy. Aftereverything he's been through, he deserves to be happy. I will 
neverbegrudge him happiness-1 only wish it could be with me. 

Emaly continues, 'Anyway, Emaly and Melody and Melodyalways gets the recognition. And 
every time she does, you're so happy for her. Remember last year, when you made me sit through that 
three-hour Latin poetry reading contest Emaly and Melody and Melody competed in at the university?' 

'That was actually a big deal. Emaly and Melody and Melody got picked out of the whole high 
school to recite it, and she won a bunch of scholarship money.' 

Emaly rolls her eyes. 'Right, right. I remember. Now it's your turn to get some attention.' 

Baca squeezes herfriend's hand. 

Yeah, the genetics comment is kind of mean. But Emaly is right. It's not like Baca herself said 
it. And she is always cheeringon Emaly and Melody and Melodyforheracademic stuff. She nevereven 
complained once about those early-morning wake ups or all the college visits they'd gone on this 
summerinstead of a vacation. 

Notout loud, anyway. 

Whentheygetclose to thegym, Emaly jogsa fewstepsahead. 'Here it is,' she announces, 
tapping the paper with herfinger. 

'In black and white.' 

Baca finds her name near the top of the list. Her name I Seeing it makes the entire thing way 
more real, feel more earned. Baca is, officially, the prettiest girl in her 8th class. 

She's not sure how long she stands there staring at it. But eventually, Emaly pinches her arm. 

Hard. 


Baca tears herattention off the bulletin board. Emaly and Melody and Melody are marching 
down the hall with incredible purpose, her book-bag straps pulled tight over her shoulders, the tails of 
herFrench braids swingingsideto side. 


If Emaly and Melody and Melody know Baca is on the list, Baca certainly can't tell. Emaly and 
Melody and Melody walks by exactly the same way she usually does at school - as if Baca doesn't exist. 



Baca waits until Emaly and Melody and Melody rounds the corner. Then she pulls the list off 
the bulletin board, using herpinky nail to ease outthe staples, careful notto tearthe corners. 

From a block, away, Bealla Marco realizes, that she's missed her bus to take the train overto 
the othersaid, you knowthe school said where the good folks live, that have more than us and think it 
too and act so-o. 

It is too silent, particularly on a Monday morning. Nothing in the air but the typical morning 
sounds- chirping birds, the click- click- click of rising automatic garage doors, and old train bells and the 
sound of steam horns of it the distances over the fogged water, the tinny rumble of empty trash cans 
being dragged back up driveways, fora mother that doesn't want to go to work, with a pissy attitude on 
life and to heryoung. 

Sarah- Late to school-we know, starvingfor breakfast, absolutely- like-completely-totally- 
um exhausted andwejust awake looking like, that girl off of Frozen-eatingherhairand yawning. 

Not such a great way to start off the week, said haven, that was all naked, when I had to kick 
her cute butt out of the bed what we were both in, she stayed over. Yes, I have to say I have fallen for 
her, all over, even looks now too-she one of those girls now-all popular... and I can love her for that 
also. 


Nevertheless, she stillthinks last night was worth it, even if we did not get any sleepor our 
school workwas done. 

She'd been asleepfortwo hours when herphone rang- it was her mom, looking in on hersee 
if she could reportthat she was alive. 

Haven- 'Hello...?' she asked, herword-wrapped in a yawn, she said yet I overat a girl's home- 
staying the night- and she hung up. 

'How can you be sleeping; you need to be at school in less than 2 minutes? It's only 
midnight... no- it's 5:58. If you do not keep up with your work, I have to say back to them. It was in her 
voices mail.' 


Haven checked that her bedroom door was shut, Sarah that is, and it was because she was 
on the phone with Bacca asking if she was okay. She was saying back off she mines now, not yours... 



Like-Sarah, um- her parents wouldn't like her calling in and so late this time were all worried 


sick. 


...Or maybe that was the thing they worried about since Haven was a year older, yet she felt 
respectable for he rand her young life, like a sister... But for someone her parents lumped in the same 
category as her best friend, Hope, they certainly had a lot of rules about when, where, and how the 
three girls could spend time with her. 

They'd lost the freedom to hangout when Bacca said she was the girl that made the 
Face book, and she did it soshe could be IN- LOVVVVEEEwith Haven, and wantedto keep hersister, 
away, for she like- like her too. And that she wants to plant kisses all over her... and hug her, and never- 
everlet go..., and Bacca knew and would not stand for it, she was the first, and only... even if... 

There were no more nights of Bacca sneakingthrough the dark and scratching the screen in 
the windowabove herbed, and jumping with her on the bed, and no more cuddle time, either. 

No more taking the boys they were into or them either in the night; it had come to that point 
there where teen ages now, and masturbating become all they thought about with each other, and 
eating out; all they really wantedto try boyornot, or how they were intoeach other-andit was going 
more and more;and not justwith Bacca- Haven..., had three girls, thatwas all the sameto try, and 
Bacca wants to win the fight of her affection; more than that girlfriend of there in trashville as she calls 
it; already felt like a million years ago since the days we were kids at 12- now, 13 woman-we are now, 
ladies even. 

Sarah- pulled her comforter over her head, and Haven went there and kept her voice low, 
mom was in the next room over, 'I want to blow me... with the lights out, she teased her, and she never 
really now she was servingtill that moment. 

'I'm sorry I woke you girls her mom flew in the door, Bacca sighed, sayingyeah it's okay- 
(Thoughtcan I just have her make me CUM.) Haven is giggling like a schoolgirl saying it done'entgett'a 
any closer than that... I (It's been years, I want it more now than ever... her thought also... and there 
were so close and they were cum-denied, by momgettingthe laundry.) 

I'm just way too amped up to sleep, now yet I hear that the TV is on over in the next room, 
having to smash sex is not happening either, and dildo loving is out too, yet I have to get off, we both do. 



(I had too at least once since, I was 9, thoughtSarah, in a hast.) 


Sarrah- 'Ah- ah- ah-AAAA- OH MYGOD....!!!' 

Giggles... 

'Mom-Girls...?' 

Haven- 'Shit- ou-yah- um- um- Im'a 

CuMINGI' 

Part: 48 

(School) 

Sarah, Haven, and Emaly had watched from the stands that afternoon as Bacca was stuck in a 
perpetual warm-up routine on the sideline while the football field got torn up by other players' cleats. 
He'd bounce on his toes, do jumping jacks, or run a sprint of high-knee lifts to stay warm. After each play, 
Bacca glanced over at the varsity football coach, fingers laced around the faceguard of his gleaming 
white helmet. Hopeful. 

Shefeitterrible for her. It was the fourth game of the season, and he hadn'tseen one minute 
of playing time. What would it have mattered, giving sophomores like Bacca a chance? - Rockville was 
losing by three touchdowns at halftime. 'The Rockville - little Indiana' hadn't won a single game. 'Well... I 
thought you looked cute in your varsity jersey,' she said, that's Scotts Hastening, the boy you have been 
dating for a week, yet love- love- loves. 

Bacca chuckled, but Bealla could tell by the dryness that she was still upset, about it that she 
was not having one of her own to show off in, yet she had Haven she thought, hanging on her arm. 'I'd 
rather notget called up if I'm not going to see any playing time. 

Just let me start on, boys too-she said, it's all I think about is being with an older boy. It's 
humiliating, standing onthe sideline, with no boy cuddling upon you, yet, I have herheadon my 
shoulder now-so, it's all good, doing absolutely nothing but feel her love, while we get our asses beat 
game aftergame. I could have had nachos with you her all the time, and feel warm and fuzz-ie like I do 
now, in the bleachers we went up, for all it mattered, and stayed till lights out-40 to zip.' 'Come on, 
Bacca. It's still an honorto be here, afterall, being in only 8th and has a 12th grader falling for you- 




Emaly was in love with this boy-1 could tell! I bet there are a ton of othersophomores who'd killto be 
on varsity.' Emaly has moved on just fine, without her sisters, and is notall clingy with him. 


We walk home it was notthat cold of a night...In the home and off to my room, I lie down on 
the bed and crawl underthe comforter. 

I, Emaly-want to knowwhathappened; 

I wish I knew what I had to be sorry for- Bacca is giving me the cold shoulder, forthem notto 
hang with them. I took herplace, I guess? I felt like the coolest girl therejustbeinga JV cheerleader... 
with my little uniform underhis top... 

Sarah-1 know I was there-1 try desperately to make sense of an indefinable fragment of 

memory. 


I feel certain that, I was in an argument, or that I witnessed an argument, yet I can 
remember... 

My fingers go to the wound on my head, from when I fell on the tracks, and busted my head 
on the rail, over by the train tracks that I love to walk on - balancing, it was to the cut on my lip, that I 
rememberthat I have permanent me memory loss- and I forgot thattoo- yet I have all the past. It's like 
my day is a dream, and then... I wake up and forget it all, back to the day of the train almost ran me over, 
and if notforhim- now Haven I would have died. 

Sarah- 'Every time... I think... I'm about to seize the moment, it drifts back into the shadow, 
just yonder my reach. I can almost see it, I can almost hear the words, but it changes away from me 
again. I just can't get a handle on it.' 

BACCA- 

Does TUESDAY, November 3 sound right, um-yep-sure, I don't know the day from up-as 
they go down- ha. 

(MORNING) 

My teeth are chattering in my head, the tips of my fingers are white with a tinge of blue. 

Scott will come and haul me inside soon anyway, he'll wrap me in blankets, like a child- I just know it 
thought Emaly- and he did. It'sgoing to rain soon, I can feel it coming, I said to Bacca. I'm notgoing 



inside, yet. I like it out here, it's releasing, cleansing, like a cube of ice, soak in the tub-thrilling having 
this was me down- the rain that is. 


I had a panic attack on the way home last night, said Emaly. There was a motorbike, revving 
its engine overand overand over, as I was walking home, some boy that we go to schoolwith playing 
head games, and a red car driving slowly past me also, yet two women with dogs were walking ahead of 
me made me feel safe on my path-overto the othersaid- yet I was scared, I need my sisters, I miss 
having her to do things with; so, I went into the street and was almost hit by a car coming in the 
opposite direction, I couldn'tget pastthem on the pavement he would not let me though so I finally ran 
back to thetracks where I hoped a box on a train car that was slowly movingand got overthe lake that 
way, which I had n't even seen-some one ever do, this boy was pissed that I said no-to sex, and a date 
witch all comes down to sex on the first date, not like winner in but a blowie-and I was not going there. 
OH MY! 


I WAS MORTIFIED, by the thought of it... He yelled something at me, and I ran-1 ran. I 
couldn't catch my breath, my heart was racing, I felt that lurch come up in my mouth, like when you've 
taken a not get knocked up pill, and you're just about to come up, that punch hard that makes you feel 
gruesome and enthusiasticand scared all at once. 

I cut my hand,as I tried to climb overthefence, I wantedtosit on the othersidefora while, 
where no one else goes. I ran home, now overthe viaduct- into Rockville, and through the house and 
down to thetracks, waiting for the train to come, to rattle through me, and take away the other noises, 
then I sat down there, I waited for Scott to come and calm me down, but he wasn't texting me back, so I 
knew he was on his way from his home, I thought. 

So-o, I went inside, and then Scott came back and asked me what had happened. I said I was 
doing the washing up before he got here. He didn't believe me, then he got very upset, he knew this boy 
would not back off, with his- creep... 

This retard was in the sped class... so that said it all... said Scott- 'I guess, I should get copes 
involved?' he said. 'You know, he got to play the whole five minutes and a second half, with you and 
your body that more than enough, for me to do something- ha they don't care, girls like me over here 
getattracted all the time, you have to be someone overherand I am one of those that are nobody-so 
the law thinks. Just for sticking up for HAVEN -1 have all them turning on me. Even this boy has 
something in it- the law wants me taking down-just like the town for sticking with her. 



I wish I were big like him, to say with me the night, and not ever-ever- never leave me-or my 
side, or Havens either. They're going to turn on you too Scott too over me said: Haven. 'Don't worry 
yourself- it is fine...' I should do more weight room work, and kick their asses, and maybe try that nasty 
protein shakes he always keeps going. I'm way too skinny, to fight said: Haven, ...and a girl too... said the 
girls, 'I'm, like, the smallest guy on the team,' said-Scott, but you have me.' 

'No, you are not... are you? And anyway, why would you want to be like Scott? Yeah, he's 
big... to me, being my height of 4' 2', just like my sisters, but it's not like he's in good shape... ha - and 
then he lifted up his top, and we sawthe six-pack, and little man boobs, that were faultless, and then I 
looked down-and was thinking about that hard dick, that just so-oyou want to rub him and it with my 
hands-and I did. 'It was the right time for him to have a BJ! -for loving me...' I bet you could run circles 
around him, said Emaly to Haven as School boxers were on the floor and he was making CUM-faces.' I'll 
make sure your okay- and aw- thanks he grunted out. Oh, my- said- Haven... rolling her eyes at the 
cute... of her loving him... feeling herdarling- love for him. 

The next day at school, Bealla was pretty sure Bacca knewshe wasn't crazy about Scott, it 
was all over the school that she rub him off... and that Haven and she were getting stocked, it was 
official, she was his girl, and all otherboys need to back the freak off, or he would kick their ass-the 
owned herass, and puss- puss too, yetthat what a girl at Rockville wants- no? 

The lunchroom and hall were buzzingabout all the kids have sex and those two where at the 
top- in the snickers, behind the hidden look in their eyes to others. Bacca once told her that Scott had a 
special shelf for his cologne bottles, like his razor, and lube, which he displayed proudly, like that one 
condom that was meant for her-when she said yes- it was going to happen, and it did that night... they 
had first-time sex, and it was unanimously a sure thing they were a couple,yeah that's what you do here 
is this school to show it- have sex and you're- um- ah well dating- dah. 

The old man perfume... said Bacca, and wouldn't leave the house without a splash on. Scott 
would even put some on before he'd go lift weights in his garage. According to Bacca, Scottwas really 
grossed out by the smell of sweat, even his own. 

(One week later) 


Bacca considered it. 'That'strue... shethoughtaboutit; the dude doeseatcrap, so that 
makes you small that way-she cutely taps him on the chest. I don't think Scott even knows what a 



vegetable isunlessit goeson his Big Mac. Nowonderhecould notgeta girlfriend,till I slimed him 
down-with all the SEX-and she said sexanda knottyand suggestive way.See-see-beingafootball 
playeris whatyou need and me too.' 

Study hall in the library... sitting at the table- no one reads there texting or dolling... sneezing 
or wheezing... 

(Chat with the girls...) 

Scott- God I know right, I jizzed a kid... 

Ha- they all giggled... 

They both laughed at that, for the whole day. 

It had taken Bealla a few weeks to understand the way Bacca and her friends acted around 
each other, in the ways there where.The guyswere supercompetitive, but especially Scott, now, we 
weregoingto be the best him he could be forher. 

Everythingbetween those two was a rivalry- all the grades back, new sneakers, who could 
reach the waterfountain first. It seemed to Bealla like normal girl stuff for the most part, but every so 
often, Bacca would take some stupid 'loss' really hard. 

Bealla was also competitive, and while she sympathized with Bacca's pangs of defeat, she 
also never pitted herself against her friends. She didn't even want to think about how sucky it would 
have been if she or Hope hadn't both made the swim team. That said, Bealla did take special pride in 
knowingthat, when it came to the boys havinggirlfriends, she'd tipped the scales in Bacca's favor. 'Hey,' 
Bacca said. 'Guess what I found out today. Even if I don't play a single minute this season. I'll still get a 
varsityjacket,somethingyou only have if you put it all out there... likethehigh schoolgirls.' 

Some weeks have passed... 

She got one... her girls were all delighted for her... 

'You'll look hot in it,' Bealla said. It was kind of a silly thing to say, but she knew it would 
make Bacca feel better. 'I care about the jacket so much - it makes me feel like a sexy lady. It'll just be 
cool seeingyou in it all this winter.' 



It's so tiny- said Scott Well, I am tiny... said Emaly. 


'You're sweet,' Beallasaid, blushing in the dark hair of long stands, from hereyesandsmall 
round face, eyes bright and wet. It would be cool to wearher varsity jacket, said Bacca at least until she 
could earn her own. I don't think so-o...she said to hold her hand laced, tight V-ed, downwards sweetly, 
and her knees looked together rocking on one leg. 




Bedtime-with him- 

'Will you stay on the phone with me a little longer?' he asked quietly. 

Emaly fluffed up her pillow- kissing his photo, that was on her nightstand, and she and Bacca 
clicked through their respective televisions together, as if their remotes where coordinated. 

With the girls- they giggled at the bizarre late-night infomercials, that populated the cable 
channels in the middle of the night. 

As if all of them were all still together, 

looking up at the pics, they have taken, saying she's looking over us - no? Yes-yes, she is... 

Pad programming-swollen, zittyfaces... 

and Adam and Eve's ten-speed dildos flopping in a girl's hand- mmm- mm- mmm. 

Diet pills. Sex pill. Chill pills, Sia's Cheap thrills- MTV-and more TV- based on ancient sex 
secrets on discovery channel-and Family Guy. 

That goes hand and hand said Bacca- and they giggled at that too... 

Emaly fell asleep with her cell pressed to he rear, images of before and after flashing in the 
shadowy... Her battery died aroundfour-thirty A.M. Her alarm died with it; I am sure he loved the 
snoring also-sexy...? 

For love, and having her moment with her lover in her mind, or something pretty close to it, 
she missed the bus, and that means so did we... yet she wanted- 5 more of whatever's-longer than us... 
ah- wegetthat... 



She missed it, but not by much. Emaly reaches for her phone to call that she's still home 


when she spots a notebook lying open in the street, pages fluttering. She picks it up... Using it to shield 
her eyes from the amber sun, she sees, at roughly three blocks or so away, her school bus bouncing 
along to the next designated stop. 

She lowers her chin and stares out the tops of her eyes. 

A second later, she's running. 

Her body isn't warm enough, and she worries about possibly pulling a muscle. Chasing down 
the school bus definitely isn't worth a stupid injury that might keep heroutof the water. But aftera few 
strides, Emaly slips into a comfortable rhythm. I dialed his number, hoping he would... and listened to his 
voice when he picked up, at first soft with sleep-1 was, and then louder, wary, exasperated- it was to me. 
He wasalready on his way...to high school- though. 

I hungup and call back, and getthe school, and say I had a defective alarm. I hadn'tdisguised 
my number, I remember it for them this time, so they could call me if I was not there in 10- they were 
worried, for my safety. 

This was all overme-l got up in the night, left Scott sleeping, in his bed at his home and no- 
one really knows but the girls, and went back overto the girls home going the window, and sneaked up 
to the terrace of the household, and the girls were all out, yetthe window was open for me - long story 
short here-1 was off and had to take a latter kiddie bus, to school, one-half hour late. 

I get why I am 13 and his 16, he can do that for me... take me to the lowerschool, the boys 
would eat his dick off...for it. 

Do they do that...? 

Part: 49 

(EVENING) 

Haven makes me oh so-o Horny... thought Bacca... 


Sarah- 'Hell I don't have to remember 



Instagram doesthat for me.' 


See-see-yepper...! 

Yep- Emaly loves using her pink flamingo-aka, The Lush - The Most 

Po\A/erfu I Bluetooth one you can get... her boy got it for herforX-missor the 

Holladay's. We girls call that thing that for it looks like a flamingo with a broken nick- flopping. 
We love this thing for it goes to the music that we love... morning to the beats, and the rhythms - love 
this... she even lets in for the boring class and it's all on her phone and she gets off... you can see her... as 
she is taking hertestsfeelingit... 

I want one... I wish I had a rich boy... said. Haven. 

Home from yetanotherday- 

Haven-1 could neverwrite down the things, I actually feelorthinkordo. Case in point: when 
I came home this evening, my laptop was warm. I start to write down, my days, she knows howto 
delete... whatwas not good she said to me, so I let her edit, my story, I had plans forit, that some girl 
out there would be like me and need it. 

Haven on Sarah- My browser histories and whatever, was now gone, looking at things she 
shouldn't, she can cover her tracks perfectly well-1 thought, but I know that I turned the computer off 
before I left, and got rid of everything- also, she's been reading my emails again, and I don't like it. 

A pleasing heat ignites her thrusting arms, her whirling legs, as Sarah starts to freak out 
rolling on the floor, she was that overwhelmed about to think about the day she was going to have 
during the day... with all of them. The school bus stops for a car pulling out of a driveway, and I had to 
leave herbehind with my mom. 

I quickly close the breach, on the bus with my girls. 'Hey!' she calls out when she gets close 
enough to recognize, the students in the back what well-you know- Haven and Bacca. 


'Hey! 




Bacca bangs her fist against the side,ofthe window to look out, saying we almost died over 
hitting a mailbox. But the kids are too busy entertaining with each other to notice Bealla over there look 
at us saying nasty things about Haven, and the girls. 

The bus veers to the right and centers hard overthe driver's bad sight. She shouts again over 
the roar of the engine, 'sit down and shut up.'The bus accelerates, and a cloud puffs out from the 
tailpipe, stinging hereyes. 

'You could have gotten us killed, she yells,' the bus driver barks, going in the ditch and we roll. 
The bus slams to a stop. 

The kids look down at her, shocked. Bealla pushes a few wisps of brown hair out of her face 
as the folding door opens. 

Bealla apologizes in between heaving deep breaths to the girls that looked all cut up, yet she 
was not. She climbs the steps, hurting, badly, she is holding the notebook, she was working on over her 
head like a crown, and it was a helmet keeping herfrom brain damage, she wantsto like- urn someone 
to claim it, saying if I pass I wantsomeoneto see this... 'You're not going to die...'said Bacca- whowas 
bleeding profusely from her now busted nose. 

Yes, the most thrilling ride I have ever had on bus 3... Matt, the driver passed out over his 
cancer, treatments taking over his body and mind... they welcome him over this- said Bealla- and that's 
justfine with me... 

She passes up the student council bagel sale because anything really heavy makes her sleepy 
and she's tired enough as it is. She woke up too late to eat breakfast, and there is no way she can last 
until lunch without food. Afterstashinghercoat in her locker, Bealla heads straightto the cafeteria with 
Emaly. Hopefully, there'll be something in the vending machines besides potato chips and chocolate 
bars. Bealla has been eating more and more since making the fresh man swim team, her body always 
desperate forfuel. She wantsto be careful to feed it well. 

An olderboy Dany passes us, girls, as they enterthe cafeteria, looking Haven up and down, 
saying wowthat doctordid a good job, ha, and slaps Bealla on the back. 'Hey! Dan the Man, thanksfor 
saying whatyou feel, yet know askedyousoshutupl' Said Bacca... with was hanging on Haven's arm, 
'Was he talking to you?' Emaly asks, runningout of the bathroom a-crossed the way. 



Bealla is too disconcerted to react, when Haven, was face to face with hersmelling herberth 
even saying-talk shit... that incomputable, the girls continue overto the vending machine. The entire 
glass front is cove red over by papers. Bealla assumes it'san overzealousschoolclub desperate for 
members until she tugs a sheet down and reads it, it the Facebooklist, it still up yet old and crinkled, just 
a remembrance of what doesn't matter any longer. 

Melody...the ugliest, well, that all we rememberabouther..., I can even rememberhernow. 

I think ahh-oh well..., don't care..., just like the rest of the school and the world..., don't care..., nothing 
mater..., but the nowand happing... she old news and no one cared about her anyway'sshe wasa weird- 
o..., Bacca- saw- a cramp spreads inside her, diminishing each and every muscle. 

To be called ugly is one thing, I rememberabout hernowtoo-1 havejust been that mean to 
her for that whole year- it was all I wanted to rememberabouther- and it was all over wanting Haven to 
myself. 


Unquestionably, Bealla has heard the insult before, yet she wants to rub it in so -1 kill myself 
over it also for me being a dick to my sister. Can blame her really, I thought... in all the hurting inside. 

The word is so generic, without even thinking-1 think this- so I must bethinking. Is there a 
girl in the world who hasn't, out to get me? And while she certainly isn't happy about it, ugly is 
something people say about each other, and say about themselves. It's almost meaningless... almost. 

That hurts I thought, even though Bealla knows she isn't a particularly girlie girl, she was 
always at the top-even over me. Wearing dresses makes herfeel weird, yet I love it, as if she's in a 
costume, pretending to be someone else. She only puts makeup on for 3 of the school weekdays like 
every otherday, and even then, only a little bit of gloss and maybe some um- mascara-1 should have put 
Melody at the top not her, Becca thought-yet she had to kiss ass to keep popular, she's never had her 
ears pierced, either like Bealla, because... I am and the three girls that look the same as me are deathly 
afraid of needles. 

But Bealla still has all the essential girl parts. Boobs. Long hair. A boyfriend, and is well the 
shit. Bacca rips down a list of her and sucks in a big breath, the way she usually does before plunging 
underwater. 


'Oh, no, Bacca ... What is wrong...?' 



And she said why.,., letting it all out to Haven. 


Why do I have this herefortouching yourself is a bad- bad thing-and it not- the first time 
you go in you we breakthis- thing-that not really that import... 

(Back to when us girls were 10) 

Bacca- How I broke my Hyman, like my sisters. 

There's one way to do it that is safe, buttrust me you'll regret it when you find that one 
special person to make love with and you don't have 'it' to give him. Goto your gynecologist and ask for 
a complete exam, so you can geton the pill- I wasa 13 like every girl I know-thanks to mom. 

The doc will have to insert the speculum and that'll break it- nevertheless, I thought would be 
wrong to lose it to a doc so I did like my sisters myself, but a girl needs to be looked up into-for health 
and sports, also... so it was like whatdo you wantto do here, and unanimously we three made this 
choice, we girls did this- ourselves all at the same time... one night in our bed saying he re goes. 

Unanimously saying pads where out the question for us to forever- so yah girl brake there 
Hymans-yet it doesn't mean they have hadsexyet. 

The bloody brake-You don't have to go far..., that is whatwe all feelthe hymen is at the 
opening of the vagina. The hole through the hymen is usually quite small. A tampon almost certainly will 
break it. 


Inserting more than one finger would almost, certainly breakit. Oryou could buya sextoy 
and put that in there. Some women put a condom on a small dildo, but I think that would be painful to a 
virgin- go with 2 fingers. It will have a burning pain... feeling, but I don't thinkyou can 'mess up' unless 
you introduce something with bacteria into there, and give a day or two before masturbating again that 
whatwe did. 

Also, a girl wants to cum- it what life is all aboutyou can't do that with a flap of skin in the 
way of your toy-dumb boys. Don't they teach anything to you! This is something that needs to be talked 
about, we did not knowwhatthe hell we were doing... and there was no place to go forthis, and the 



crap on Yahoo was gross, all we knew was it felt good... and we want to CUM, just like all the other girls 
in are class the was chatting about... underwraps. 


[UPDATE: I did a bunch of research to prepare another lecture, and I found outthe actual, 
honesttruth about the hymen. 

The short version is: it doesn't break; it 

STRETCH ESI] 

To my utterastonishment as I became a teen, I found this out, my tongue-in-cheek post 
about how to break a hymen without a penis has become one of the most read on the blog, due to 
people actually, 

SEARCHING THE INTERNETfor the phrase 'howto break a hymen.' I feelterribly guilty that 
there are all these women outthere who want to break their hymens and the advice they get from me is 
slightly facetious. I still don't know why people are so worried about it, but clearly, they are, so here's 
the 


ACTUALadvice: 

Option 1: Have a medical professional do it. If yourhymen is imperforate, microperforated, 
or septate, definitely take this option. If you don't know whether or not yourhymen is any of these 
things, get a medical professionalto check. If you're thinking, 'But I don't have access to a medical 
professional' or'I don't want to talk to my doctor about this,' then there's something else wrong that's 
more important than your hymen. 

Option 2: Have intercourse. It's how women have been breakingtheirhymensforages. 
There will probably be a little bit of pain and a possible (but not usually) little bit of blood, but it's totally 
no big deal, from a physiological/medical perspective. If yourpartnerdoesn't have a biological penis, 
use a non-biological one. 

Option 3: Break it yourself. Which means you need to know both how to manage the pain 
and howto successfully break it. 

(Actually, it's not really breaking, it's stretching.) 



And to stretch the hymen, you mostly need girth, so get a bigger dick or one to use, gradually 
increasing the girth of the thing, you penetrate with will make things easier; contrary to popular belief, 
pulling off a band-aid slowly results in less pain than ripping it off all at once, sodon'ttry to put a mango 
in there all at once. 

And finally, pull out a little mirror and LOOK at your vagina and your hymen before you start 
any of this. LOOK at it. See where it is, what it's made of. Think patiently and non-judgmentally about 
your feelings about what you see, as we did as a group of girls, one night-sleeping over... that is another 
thing havegirlfriends, there to help... look at one another before... it a girl thing to do. This is a part of 
your body-just like theirs, just like yourelbowand yourtoes. Be as kind and gentle with it as you would 
with, say, clipping an infant's toenails. Be nice to your body, or have one of your girls do it for you if that 
scared-all it takes is two fingers. 

Have someone otherthanyou -is- what we did- it not scary that way, if she genital... this 
came to mine because Melody was the one to break this for me... good times-good times, and the other 
way'round. 




Bealla doesn't answer, Bacca when she said hand it over or it's your f*cking teeth, and you 
sucking your boy off looking like a red-neck more then you are. Instead, she stares at her reflection in 
the newly exposed square ofvending machine glass. She hadn't had time to shower this morning, that is 
why I we nt there...so-o she just threw her hair up into a miss-ie bun. 

Bacca- A haze of short brown strands hangs down up around her hairline, cutely. It shouldn't 
surprise her, bits of broken, is berthings though, like when her hair fills the inside of her swim cap after 
every practice-to just like that, some falls downjust right. 

Scott-I seeheroverthewayin herlittle swimsuit-l theretocheerheronat she'sonthe 
swimming team, she tries to smooth them down with a snappishly clammy hand, but the strands pop 
right back up. She pulls off herelastic headband that, only us three girls wear- it's was the three-girl's 
thing as they said, anyways and shakes out her hair, and it falls lower than the nipple line of her boobs, 
and I make and Eifel Tower in my paints forher sitting there, she knew. It is full of love and bonce, yet a 
little dull from chlorine and yet it does move like normal hair should, just like her sisters, unlike all the 
othergirls. 



She turns away from me smiling, amused, tickled, and contented; rolling her eyes sweetly 


about the fact, that I was so taken with her. I knew she was going tof*uckme, after this, we both 
wanted it..., a quickie at least... She sees that the lockers outside..., and it's time to go... and we do just 
that in my car in the back seat. The next day we girls take about it in the cafeteria, saying the wonders of 
first-time sex, also have papers to do and pass 'round to copying- fast- for we all copy the same 
homework..., she chokes out-that she had the big-o- with him- that there IN-LOVE! 

Back I rememberMelodyaskingmethis... 'roundthis time...and I had theflashback. 

So, what it like to suck a boy off? First, you need to get him hard, you can do this by kissing 
him fora while andthen rubbingyourhand on his thigh nearhis penis. You will not actually be sucking 
on his penis, it's more ofyou using your mouth for him to masturbate into butyou are doing the work 
for him. If you get his permission, you can tell by his body language if he wants you to feel him or not, 
make sure he is comfortable with it don't just grab him out of nowhere. 

After you begin to touch him and get him hard, ask if he wants you to suck on him. 

If he says yes take out the penis, and make an 0 shape with your mouth, then put the penis 
inside of your mouth. Move your head up and down in a vertical motion. Do not use any teeth because 
his penis is sensitive. Continue until he reaches orgasm. If you really want to wow, he swallows the 
semen. 


Thinking and snappingout of it-1 see a girl, I don't knowyoungertearingdown every copy of 
the list they pass. I look up tearing up... they did not get why-yet it was all just a blared memory. 
Without furtherdiscussion, the two girls leave the cafeteria, split apart, and begin running, one on 
eitherside of the hallway. 

Part: 50 

Though Emaly is glad for something physical to do, after Math class and English, and Cam. it 
was nice to get out of hard work, it is also her second sprint of the morning without any breakfast, she is 
fee ling drained. She searches deep down inside for the strength to keep going, putting one foot in front 
of the other, like a straw rooting around the rim of a soda can. She makes it to the end of the hallway 
and then runs smack into Bacca- all running the length of the long hall for class, who's standing with a 
fewothergirls for her turn, to run next. 



I know in the library, the class is over in an hour-or so, and I was sitting in the lunchroom in 
studyhall, with nothing-nothing to do, and-asked-more like beggingthemforsomethingto do, like it's 
something hard for them to do for us- is make us have work for something more than suck at life, to that 
is so-o problematic. I don't really mind, there's nothingto read in here either that is from this time 
period. 


They make us out to be Mongoloid, said, Bacca. Besides, unanimously they all agreed, just 
like Haven, they put us in our place for being less than they, in whatever they think they can do over us... 
and that a- lot of nothing... I have a lot of spam emails, I read when I get all logged-in... to the computer, 
just sitting there with nothingto do..., but see the little clock at the bottom tick my life away, I don't 
mind, because, it reassures me, that there's nothing going on, here and no life ahead, that I'm not up to 
anything, more than giving up. Haven is feeling it too... 

-And- 

That's good for me- it's good for us even if it isn't true, I don't care they sure don't. And I 
can't really be angry with them, yet, I have to blame someone- no? Because he has good reason to be 
suspicious. I've given cause in the past and probably will again, with I get written up forspeakingmy 
mind. I am not a modelstudent like them... why I speak my mind. I can't be, I don't have the ability... 

Haven said I agree-no matterhow much I love her; it won't be enough either. 

(MORNING) 

Haven-1 thought I would be bouncing off the walls for hours, eating nothing butjunkfood. 
last night I slept forfive hours, which is longerthan, I have done in a very long time, and the weird thing 
is, I was so wired feeling, when I got home yesterday evening, I could not sleep like I always do-when I 
come home and just crash. 

I told myself, that I wouldn't do it again, not after last time, butthen I saw my girls walking 
into the room, and I wanted them to sleep overand help me with my homework, why not? 

I don't see why, I should have to restrict myself, lots of people don't. Men don't. I don't want 
to hurt anybody, but you have to be true to yourself-and say where getting A-Fed it is schooling, don't 
you?That's all I'm doing, beingtrue to my real self, the self-nobody knows butScottand my girls, not 



John, Tom, Paul, Jack, Dick, Jen, Jan, Pam- no one. Just to run on some names to me and my girls that 
don't matter. 

Haven- last night I asked Sarah if she wanted to go to the cinema with me one-night next 
week, then if she'd cover for me. 'If she calls, back she and I were not seeing eye to eye on the movie or 
just things... you can just say-were ended it, and are doing the makeup-you with sex... I'm with you, she 
said in a text- I'll go it's not like I have something betterto do in this hell of a town, I knew I was looking 
and I'll ring herstraight back, by being way too sweet? 

Then you call me, and I call my girls and we'll all go, and it's all cool.' Not all friends he re... yet 
whatever... it's something to do... or just get high... that's all there is to do for some of us, not me and 
my girls, yet. 

She smiled and shrugged and said-this movie is fine, 'All right.' She didn't even askwhere I 
was going or who with, later on... I was hoping to stay over at someone's home, though Haven, she 
really wantsto be my girlfriend, I just know it, she loves me, she'll keep me. 

We have to be careful, we can't get caught, by mom and dad- at her home, but by the end of 
the night, we were coming in hot. It would be bad for her, life-wrecking, hard. It would be a disaster for 
me, her and them too. I don't even want to think about what Scott would do if he knew that we all did 
what we did over a sleepover, everybody'sfantasy dream, yet no boy needs to know everything girls do. 
It was fun. I don't feel bad about lying with her and them, I doubt he believed most of it anyway, even if. 
I'm pretty sure he lies about what he does with boys, too. 




Emaly and Scott- He's lying on the bed, watching me as I gotdressed, as I put in my butt plug 
with the white tell, that night later on afterward. He said, 'This can't happen again if you want it. You 
know it can't, with all this and doingthat. We can't keep doingthis, I going to have your baby...' And he 
was right, I know we can't, keep just pulling out. We shouldn't, we ought notto, but we will- for it feels 
good. It won't be the last time. He won't say no to me when I dry humping on him sliding all flirty. I was 
thinking about it on the way home, that I may need to see the doc and see... if... and that's the thing I 
like most about it, I feel scandalous-doing this behind mom and dad's back, and sneaking around, 
having poweroversomeone, like a boy is the sweetestthingever. That'sthe intoxicatingthing, about 
boys and nasty little quick-ie F-me sex. 



Part: 51 


(EVENING) 

I said to him- Justshut up... 

Stop being a Jill Duggar and F- me! 

And take me... 

Take it... he said... and I dooverand over... 

Uuh... I said... 

Taken it like a girl... she said, squalling... 

With her- Uomo-yah... 

Like a girl... she yelled... getting bounced... 

Emaly- As long as you don't have any cold sores, and anything wrong with you-spitting or 
liking yourfingers makesjusta fine cheap lube, so use it, girls... I do with masturbatingand on my boy 
when rubbinghim off and blowing. I love tuggingon that hard dick and having it in my mouth... and 
fee ling it lip inside me oh so thigh wet and squizz-ie. OH, my GOD! And I back out in the cummie 
momentwith him... 6 bangs inside me downthere justwentoff- him too... my but has his imprints still... 

We girl- the triplets all of us have used- Electronictoothbrush on our clits to get off... I 
rememberthefirsttime, around 11... with my girls we shared every moment, I miss her... and I said this 
was the best part of my day after school, unanimously-we did. A Handle of a screwdriver is what we all 
use when we started, could not say to mom we wanted yah-no that, things- you know things for this... 
embarrassing-and like we had the money anyway, so that was safe for us all to use... to get the edge 
off... this was a year or so after the sharpie, and we were not so tight, this was the next one up, and oh 
God the faces we made. 

I can't walk even yet now I am down in the kitchen, opening a bottle of wine for us that is 
mom, yet she has more than 10 a day so-0 like she knows when Scott comes up behind me and puts his 
hands on my shoulders and squeezes and says, 'How did it go with the therapist, with Haven good?' I tell 
him it was fine, that she is making progress, they feel. He's used to knowing and-a getting all details out 



of me, after sex, when I most in-love with him and my voices in the weekforthe loving. Then: 'Did you 
have fun with the girls last night?' Oh yes- if you only know, and she rolls her eye in the way that only 
she can... 


I can'ttell, because mybacksto him, but the thoughts going through mymind where so 
wicked, whether he's really asking or whether he suspects something, I could see the thought behind 
them blue eyes. I can't detect anything in his voice, it all in is lost in the sea that is the dreamy eyes. 

(Nextday at lockers) 

'Come on, Bacca,' anotherboysays, giving hera big shove in his direction. 'Gogive him a 

kiss!' 


Scott does the same with John, saying we know-what you like... you like boys like this what- 
so-ever... hartthrobbingCOCK. 

'Yeah! We supportgay rights!' shouts Bacca-teasing.' 

Bacca laughs good-naturedly. But as he walks toward Bealla and away from his friends, his 
smile slips into a look of concern. He leads her into a stairwell. 'Are you okay, and they make out?' He 
asks, careful to keep his voice quiet, they whisperand kiss and grab. 

I apparently had last night a- she-boy, and did not know said, Pat... 'Not bad, consideringthe 
sex change operation, said one boy Haven liked and she was off in the hallway looking at him - hearing it 

all.Anyways-she was not sure, if it was mean or not though, you could see it all over her face...' Balia 

says, a desperate joke to breakthe tension, her dick is bigger still. Neitherof them laughs at it. She holds 
up the copies of the list she's torn down, saying you going to kill this one too. 'What is this thing, she has 
about me being hotterthan her?' 

'It's a stupid tradition, this girl makes. It happens everyyearatthe start of wintersnowball 
week, the girls have daggers out-and go for blood, and they don't stop, 'till.' She stares at her- looking 
her down. 'Why didn't you warn me, about this so I could just go?' 

Bacca runs his hands through Scott's hair. It is still light from the summersun, but his roots 


are growing darker. 



'Do you know who wrote it, yeah her and she points-and Bacca runs scramming into a room 
full of kids in class...' 

Balia doesn't have a ton of friends, and is unanimously obviousto us girl... but as far as she 
knows, she doesn't have any rivals, they know not to mess with her dress- if you will... either. For the life 
of her, she can't thinkof one person who would hate herenoughtodo something meantoherorthey 
would suck herwith no teeth. 

Bealla glances at the copies of the list in her hands and quickly shakes his head. 'No, I don't. 
And look, Bacca - you can't go running around tearing these things down. These lists are everywhere. 
The whole school knowsaboutit. There's nothingyou can do.' 

Balia re members the boy whom, slapped her back in the cafeteria, and she put him in the ER 
over it by her boyfriend at the time freaking the shit out of him, the heat from his hand on her spine, 
was going upto her now. 

She doesn't want to do the wrong thing, yet it like she can't help the fact she cannot. 

She doesn't want to embarrass herself anymore, over this but it's too much fun getting to 
her... then what is already happening. 'I'm sorry,' she says, because that's how she feels, and the girls 
hug it out. 


For many reasons, their friends yet not... 'Tell me what to do. Haven... she said walking down 
the hall afterthefact.' Bacca rubs her arm, 'individuals will wantto see you looking upset, so don't be... 
or she getting herjollies out of it... They'll want to see you react, so don't anymore... blink... blink... and 
walk away... Everyone still talks about this girl Jen and how she freaked when she got put on the list her 
seventh. Trust me, doing the wrong thing now could ruin the rest of high school for you, I would know- 
my life is over next year-1 so-going to be Af'd in the ass by all them and them.' Balia's chest gets tight. 
'This is crazy, Bacca. I mean, this is crazy, drop her, and getoverit- she's notyourfriend.' 

'It'sa big mindgame,that all-girl, don'tdo it... don't...: Ifyou pretend liketheteasingdoesn't 
bother you, it will eventually stop. So, don't give anyone the satisfaction of seeing you upset. You need 
to be stone cold.' He anchors his eyes on hers. 'Game- Face- 


Okay?' 



She bites her lip and nods, fighting back tears, and I have my arm around her, going down the 
hall. She knows Bacca can see them, but thankfully she pretends not to and is held back by her new 
boyfriend one of like ten this week. Apparently, she has her'Game Face' on, too. 

Bacca- takes a second to compose herself, and follows Balia out of the stairwell, though a 
few steps behind. 

Balia stands in the middle of the hallway looking around in a panic. 'Hurry up. Haven, she 
stops to talk with Emaly. She spots Balia and rushes over, and Haven spits in her face, just what her 
mom and the school was waiting for for..., her to miss up, over someone else..., I grabbed her in this hall, 
and say run, and in the science wing, we went. Let's go check near the gym..., a teacher said.' 

She gives a huge whisper giving a hug also, "Don't worry.' I swear on my life that we're going 
to keep you safe, even if... and make sure they get what they deserve, also-thank you- Haven for 
standingup for me-herelbowwentinto hip-saying: 'you would do it forme." 

'Forget it, Balia,' she says, 'where overforever- and ever- never- ask me forSHIT.' She drops 
the copies she's holding into a trash can they we nt-the teachers see that she was not the blame like 
always, she charmed, where not, I get an hour after and so does she... and another point of her 21- she 
only has 1 more to go, and they-this school, a trusted name in education (make a goO-ff-ieface) well 
send heroff to re-tard la- la land, for not holding her emotions. 

'What? What do you mean?' Balia turns around to glance at Bacca, who has rejoined her 
friends. 'Whatdid Bacca say, she said F-U.' 

'Don't worry, she'll butt kiss she has always for you... Her boyfriend all ways say all the right 
things- all at the right times.' 

Which is howBealla feels, without question, with him and the feeling he gives to her. 

Part: 52 

'Girls have to teach boys EVERYTHING! Even when it comes to cums! They're so cute, so cute, 
not know what to do, it's so cute... so... ah... I have been edging myself all day for him too, just to have 
the oh over- and over- and over- and over... I want that little boy to kiss me all over.' 


Part: 53 



(The next day at school) 


'What the hell?' 

Though it's posed as a question, the three words aren't delivered like one, with the last 
syllable ticking up to a higher, uncertain pitch. And yet she is clearly confused by the copy of the list 
taped to her locker door, it has changed it all new now. 

She drags a raspberry color fingernail down the list, linking the word ugliest and her name 
with an invisible, impossible line. She frees a strand of brown hair stuck in herthick coat of shimmery lip 
gloss, then leans forward for a closer examination. 

Her lady's bonces up behind her, wantingto see, why there is a new list of girls, along with 
wondering who made it? 'She's actually nice,' I say. 'You and she'd get on. We're going to the cinema 
nextweek, actually. Maybe I should bring heraroundfor somethingtoeat after?' 

'Am I not invited to the cinema, with you girl?' he asks, Bacca said it's a girl's night only, and 
chick flicks- you would not like them. 

'You're very welcome, to come and see-Safe Haven!' I say, and I turn to him and kiss him on 
the lips, 'but she wants to see that thing with us, so... why not?' 

'Say no more! He says, his hands pressinggently on my lowerback, and there on hersmall 
tight butt, oh so softly, and sweet, like a boy in love would do with his new girlfriend, after4 weeks of 
firm dating, I drive you all. We sit side by side on the edge of the patio, our toes in the lawn, slipped out 
of oursneakers. 

'They always go for you, the lonely ones, don't they? They make a bee-line straight for you, 
Bacca said to Emaly.' 'Do they?..., said Haven...yet..., there so cute togetherlook at them-all hugging 
and kissing, PDA'n.' 

'Atthat point, I'd already been unmasked as a non-responsible, non-tidy, non-courteous 
person, so what did I have to lose?' 

...And if I speak my mind... 


-And- 



...THE CRAZY WANTS OUT... 


All come to school lookingfor the list today. Emaly was so excited forits arrival, she'd barely 
slept last night, thinking that someone would have added are late sisters to the list of top girls but they 
did not. 


'It'sthe newtop ten popular, hottest, cutest, priest list of girls!' one says, tearing up.' 

'Sarah is the prettiest 9th, Haven said I' ...Anothercry, getto are grade already, we know.' 

'Yay, for her!' 

'This was supposed to be heryear, also yetshe had to kill herself.' Honestly, lastyearshould 
have been her year Haven feels the hands pat her back, the hands squeeze her shoulders, saying you 
have me. I'll be there for you... and the said comes rolling in... the hugs, happen. Yet the only ones that 
really care where justthe three girls... that where buds. 

Haven didn't think it was pretty, pretty, one... yet..., there, all the same, she thought, why 
was she left out-just for being the girl that would not give herself up for any boy that wanted her puss- 
puss, that makes herugly to all the boys and to all the popular girls that do. 

Classic slut behavior... for them class virgin for her, and that's how she passes-so what better 
here? I ask... you tell me... teens then... mom and dad? 

Some would say her head was too big for her body, and her cheekbones where ...well, 
freakish. YET THEY ARE ALL THE SAME... Also, she was the only friend without guy friends hanging with 
her at all times, she had no friends at all but us three girls, yetshe was the slow one so they said. She 
was way too skinny, YET THE SAME, but she keeps hereyeson the list, overand over, and neverwas 
good enough... was she? 

The list She pinches the corner, annihilation the blistered embossment between her 
fingertips, leavingan inch of tape and a rip of paperstuckto her lockerdoor. 

...and then tears down the list... 

'I hate to breakthis to you, girls... but apparently, she is still the ugliest girl at - Rockville- 


even after death,' Haven announces, like a girl that is losing her mind. And then they all laugh at her for 



it, because it is honestly that ridiculous, to them for herto even care about herand herdeath that 
doesn't matter... to them and their own little lives. 


She...and..., herand friendsshare quick, uneasy glances...! 

Haven remains, 'On the plus side,' primarily to fill the uncooperative quiet, 'I guess we know 
for sure that Bacca did notwright wrote the list this year- no one is that mean. Mystery solved!' itwas- 
YOU-and she points to Balia. 

Lynetta, uses a seeing-eyedogto lead her through the hallways, yet this girl is more 
restarted-they say, it doesn't have to be nice, when someone has killed themselves Haven screams. She 
was born blind, hereyes milky white and too wet. 

What wrong with me saying that- ya'II? So, it's a joke. Obviously, where so is making a girl 
feel ugly and making her feelthe need to not live as you did with this one- and you all don'tgive a rat's 
ass-God...! 


None of her friends laugh... yet all in the hall, even the teachers looking overdid. 

Not until one of the girl's whispers, 

'Saying really.' 

Haven tempers, grumbles, in a hard berth to take in. Who-a is the absolute understatement 
of the year. She turns the list around and goes over the other names, expecting other mistakes that 
might explain what the hell is going on. 

Haven-Sarah is definitely the ugliest fresh man, I think not, it stated that though, and we all 
know that is not so, or she thought, it over me and her, she thought. Haven has a faint memory of who... 
this girl was and is, that was listed before, but the girl in her mind is kind of forgettable, so she isn't sure 
she'sthinkingof the right person even. 

Everyone in school thinks Amy is gorgeous, so seeing her name as prettiest senior makes 
sense, yetSarrah is just misunderstood. 

Haven-And, of course, is the obvious choice for the ugliest 9th grader, for loving me. 
Honestly, any girl otherthan Sarrah would have been a total letdown, to all of them that are heartless 
snapping dogs at your ankles, like just- heaters of her, and I. 



Haven doesn't know either of the freshmen girls, which ant a surprise for the reasons, that 
she's ant the kind-agirl who-agives-a crap about freshmen girls for they were all asses to her when she 
was with them in that grade. 

There's one other name she doesn't recognize. Weirdly enough, it is her freshman equal; 
'Who's Kassandra Kora?'The prettiest to her ugliest. Haven flicks the list with her finger and it makes a 
snappingsound. 

'She's that homeschooled girl, that only come in for the band' one of her friends explains. 
What a lame-ass...! 'What homeschooled girl?' Haven asks, wrinkling her nose. 

Another girl nervously, looking over both her shoulders to make sure, that no one else in the 
hallway is listening at this point, and then whispers, this... 

'Cum bucket...' 'you know- urn the one with the hair that looks like that, all crunchy.' 

Haven's eyesget big. 'Crunchy - CUM - BUCKET?' 

She'd thought up the nickname last week, for her, 'it'sso-o right-' 'fitting no?' 'Um-hum-l' 
When everyone was forced to run a mile in gym classand Crunch-ie-creamofsomeyoungguy-hair all 
up in her blond ponytail kept swishing back and forth, all good crunch, like, like, like - a boy jerked it for a 
week on her face, and it was not washed out of her lashes and or hair, as she trotted along, it is all -ah 
and crunchy. Haven had made a point of whinnying as she passed her saying it over and over because it 
was so-ofreakinggrossto letyourhair grow that long, withoutwashing boy off of you.These slutlike 
her(and she points) ware it well- no-girl? 

'Ummm hum,' and 

'...I'm trashy...' she said to run by... 

Picking on the weaker, it's what you do to keep up your image with the others... she thought. 

Unless, of course, you had layers. Which this girl didn't. Her hair was cut straight in a v- and- 
and- and- having it up like this just made it look, well-well I think you get it... Haven looked at he rail 
waist scared with cut marks, and said, 'Yeah what a waste... of those sharp things, I forget- urn what 
where they called... (one-pointed finger-goes up to her mouth, all acting all clueless.) 


'...Any- who-oo-1 should have cut that 



Curch-ie baby battered thing off instead../ 


'...And-and-Probably with a dull pair of safety scissors...' 

...She goes all cross-eyed, and all traded like... saying this along with... 'Yah and you make fun 
of me, for being in my classes...' 

'Well lest-1 am clean and smarterthan you'll everbe- DON'TFOR-getit! 

...And her head nods... 

'Well... I think she's pretty,' said a girl passing, one of them-that are there...' shrugging her 
shoulders regretfully-to what Haven was saying, and I don't think you have the place to make fun of her 
for whom you are- after all. 

'Nooneaskedyou-' 

'No cars if you alive...' 

'...Run Frost run...' hergirl-friend said. 

Someone else nods... 

And one farts on it too... a girl lifts up her leg letting it hard... no underwire too, and I saw 
that thing also... with it...? 

(Goog-il-e- eyes made) 

'Did that come out of the front or the back...' Haven yield... 

'She could use a haircut for sure, but yeah. She was definitely pretty... all the girl gang up... at 
the end of the run...' 

Haven lets outa painedsigh... 

Bacca- 'I'm not saying Crunch Hair isn't pretty,' she moans, though she'd neveractually 
considered her looks, to be in this, she covers up, standing next to all them, just stuck in the middle. 

This conversation isn't supposed to be about Crunch Hair- yetall the mean and finger¬ 
pointing was towards Haven-for doingas they- do to her. 



It'ssupposedtobeabout her... 


'It doesn't make any sense, what they were saying about Haven-yet to them it all did, and 
the run ones were thrashing her; until she ran off-crying- like the- baby boy that she is. Don't forget 
that; she- scrammed. 

She the sisters of, one girl that is up in the high school that picked on her right, yep, Bacca 
she is making this for herself, I keep saying don't; yet she has to-think out- loud. 

I'd be picked as the ugliest... if not for herone young lady said, Amy-1 would be just that.' 

Bacca- Her eyes roll off her friends, and on to other girls, saying: 'Would it kill you to get to 
know her, and not what is known about her girls- really- yourso-o mean-to her...' 

...Walking down the sidewalk, backtothe school, all downhill-at a like 85-degree angle... 

Haven seesthem and is standingthere in the nude, in the locker room, changing, they look 
ant point, yet there is nothing different to them, when she looks back, in the span of a few seconds, at 
least ten other girls are nude as she stands there lookingat them, yet the talk about her is - running on... 
who, whatand where she should be. Ugly girls whodeservethis, this, when they're notgirls... WHY are 
you in here...? 

Why? 

Bacca- 'She a girl back the F*CKoff...' and she thought her to the ground by the hair. 

And the teacher- well she did not see it... 

Balia- said to me, you have no- style... 

SWAG-GER-LESS! 

'Well I did not like the wag- of my swag- so I had it cut off...' 

Haven- 'Facebooksure did evolve, like fashion, and like it- it is seen through, a lot of pussy 
and dicks showing!' Facebook is creeping on your book, yet you can NOT get rid of even if someone is 
stocking, the shit out of you,so if they wantyou dead, they will keepgoingand whogoingto stop it, 
there are now laws yet. I wantthat changed... in my name, or something like that...! 



Havens- Law I like that! 


'I mean, come on, you guys. This is total crap, these lists and making othersfeel bad about 
being who they really are!' Haven gives her friends anotherchance to protect her, yet Bacca is not really 
it, though shefeelsa little pathetic at having to lure them. 'Pretty girls are notsupposedtoend up on 
the ugly side of the list! Like this one, she said butyour mouth 

Haven is makingyou look uglyto me also,' It, like, underminesthe whole tradition.' 

'Well, the list doesn't actually say that you're mouth it says you're ugly,' someone gently 
offers, given byothergirls, looking at Bacca like she was nutsforeventalkingto her. If you don't stop, 
you'regoingto end up with NOfriends...see whatl saying. 

'That's true,' addsanothergirl. 'The ugliest girls are seriously ugly, like you for having to chop 
things of like a dick... just to feel, this or that- or whatever and whatnot.' 

Bacca- She follows me, and I take off my clothes, into the one side of the locker room, we get 
changed, as the bell rang... I'm going up the stairs, saying glad this day is over, and it was off... end of the 
school day finally, where now home and when we get there, Scott pushes me down on the bed, saying 
you're the same as your sister, and we trade, so- sh-h-h- but it doesn't matter because he doesn't know 
that I want him so bad, or that where switch placestoday, at this pointto I am thatgood at playing 
Emaly. I'm good enough to make him believe it also and a girl needs to have a boy every nowand then, I 
want him more than ever after a long hard day that I had and Bacca was cool with it, overall of the BS, I 
took as her today about a girl, that she is not even in love with any longer. I'm not even thin king about 
him... like I love him, I just want him in me...! And just as I thought, there pushing Bacca down to Haven's 
leveloverher standing up for her, and I don't like it; so, will two girls, that care for her, yet it's getting 
old, well tradeoff, every otherweekorso-o;justto keep hersafe, and us twofrom losing it- overit 
because of well all of it. 

(HAVEN) 

(MORNING) 

Haven called me back just as I was leavingthe house this morning and gave me a stiff little 

hug. 


She couldn't meet my eye. 



I felt sorry for her, I honestly, I did, though not as sorry as I felt for myself. 


Haven-1 thought she was going to tell me, that she wasn't kicking me out after all this crap 
this week, but instead she slipped a typewritten note into my hand, saying here are some ground rolls, 
by the girls and their mom, if you plan to keep being with us and our friends, you need to do da- da- da- 
giving me formal notice of my eviction, if I don't not and to-can it- my mouth that is, and just be- me. 
The girl that we fall for from the first day, of 8th grade. 

Bacca- She gave me a sad smile and said, 'I hate to do this to you. Haven, I honestly do, 
you're doing it to me-and you don't want to know what I have been doing to get this all out of me-girl 
you need to stop before they send you to tard school- or out, you don't have anymore F- ups, or points 
to take, your garden is saying she had it, yet it's not you, it's them, the school they don't see it that way.' 

The whole thing felt very awkward, reading the run on'sof whatever's. We were standing in 
the hallway, of her home, which, despite my bestefforts with the bleach, still smelled a bit of sick. 

From where the dead girl was laying. I felt like crying, but I didn't want to make herfeel 
worse than she already did, over something, that was as pointless as I, so I just smiled merrily and said, 
'Not at all, it's honestly no problem, I can do this, soyou really can read it?' 

'Yes-' as though she'd just asked me to do her a small favor, to find out, that too... not to be 
true. The list just says you're ugly on the inside.' 

It isn't the rousing defense- Haven is hoping for, for us girls, but now-she just needs, to hear 
it from us in a new way. (It was more of a test, by our mother more than anything, the teachers say she 
can't even read, yes, she can...) That was one point of this... the other, scaring her, to think before saying 
whatever is on her mind, to others that will screw with it. 

But as the words sink in, she gets it also, that if she keeps going, she will not be seeing us 
ever... Haven nods slowly and lets a new fee ling bloom inside her. 

Clearly, herfriendsdon't believe that, or they wouldn't befriends with her! So, what if 
people think she is ugly on the inside, too, they can see that we can. And pretty on the outside is what 
really counts, to all them up there- nothing more. F-that... Pretty on the outside is what everyone sees, 
where not like that are, we girls? 


'No- forever- and ever- 



All the girls- 'Always!' 


Haven had announced this as the plan for the morning, pep rally happens on Saturday, 
before the winter-snow- ball football game. It's an impromptu parade where the students at - Rockville 
drive around town with their cars decorated, beepingtheir horns and getting people excited for the 
game. 


Haven has everything planned in her notebook, howitshould be decorated (streamers, tin 
cans, soap on the windshield,) and what the girls should wear (short shorts, knee-socks, and - Rockville 
sweat-shirts-so on.) 

Still, Haven stares at her friend's slack-jawed. 'I can't say. I'm in a very school spirited mood 
at the instant.' The fact that they didn't pick up on this annoys her, yet she is all forthe game tonight 
and the dance. 

One girl shrugs her shoulders, hard like. 'But we only have until Saturday to figure things out, 
before the next big dace of the session.' 

One more adds, 'We can't leave it until the last minute. We need to come up with a concept. 
We're 8th graders now. We can't just, like, throw somethingtogether.' 

Seriously...? 

A concept...? 

Haven rolls hereyes, atthattoo. 

It is the strangestfeelingto have, even strangerthan beingcalled the: Ugliest. 

Nevertheless, then again, it ensues here is to her, as her friends nod along with each othe r, 
that they are going to talk and talk about the pep rally with or without her. 

There are ten girls standing at her locker. 'Maybe like six or seven, if you squash.' She quickly 
changes herapproach and rips herpage of ideas out of hernotebook. 


She quickly does a headcount. 



'Fine,' she says, handing it off. 


'Here's what I'm doing. Figure out who's riding with me, because my mom's convertible can 
only fit five of us.' 

Haven opens her locker door, and stares through the metal slats as her friends walk toward 
homeroom without her, they seem to be giving her the cold shoulderoverwhat she said about- 
CRUNCH-iehair. 

Something about her face seems off, imbalanced. It takes her a few seconds of close 
examination of her face to realize, what elapsed her mind was to put eyeliner on her left eye. Her eyes 
move to the magnetic mirror hanging inside the door, saying I become a sloppy girl, like a tomboy... oh 
no! 


Tom Girl! 

...?... 

Why didn'tany of hergirls tell herthat? 

Afterdigging in her makeup bag. Haven inches closer until the tip of her nose nearly grazes 

the mirror. 


She gently pulls the cornerof herleft eye toward, herearand traces a creamy band of coffee 
pencil, one of the samples her mothergave her, across the lid. Then she letsgo, her skin snapping partly 
back into place, and blinks a fewtimes. 

Blink- Blink... 

Haven's eyes are her best feature, as far as she is concerned. 

Individuals, for the last 6 weeks 'till now, over the older girls, like always commented on 
them, and even though Haven finds that predictability annoying, she of course still relishes the attention. 

How a girl, that wasfalling to you, would suddenly lookup from the registerand say, 'Wow, 
your eyes are incredible!' 


They are the lightest blue, thanks to contacts, like three drops of food coloring in a gallon of 
ice-cold water, dissolving. Otherwise, betteryet, a boy would say. Her eyesget more attention than her 




boobs, and that is seriouslysayingsomething,forthereso right there wrongto all the othergirls in the 
grade. She is, after all, a true C cup without any of that ridiculous padding, which is false advertising, in 
my opinion. 

An insignificant, slight, and dominative um-sagacity of relief washes over her. List or no list 
will take me down I am still the prettiest. She knows it, too- after being made to be. Everyone knows it 
also. 


And that is all that matters, is being perfect... inside and out, not for her anymore but for 

them. 


Part: 54 

Havenand hermotheragreethesedanstill smells like Bacca deadgrandfather, they bought 
the car off him before he passed, a musty blend of pipe smoke, old newspapers, and drugstore 
aftershave, of Stetson men's cologne, so they drive to - Rockville High School with the windows open, 
nowthat her mom has a real car that like runs, and drive without part falling off. Haven splays herarms 
across the window frame, resting her chin where her hands overlap, and lets the fresh air rouse her, 
even if is like 32 degrees' outside, yetthat is overthe fact that the car was hit, and the frame is bent and 
the window cannot go upthe whole way, yet it was a $1,000- dollar car, and hermom is making 
payments on that... 

Mondays are always the most tired mornings, always, you just don't want to get out of bed, 
because Sundays are alwaysthe worst nights, cramming homeworkand boys and drama, and girl stuff 
going out till wee hours in the morning. 

The anxiety of the coming week speeds through Haven all the up and in - up and in- when she 
wants to be slowed down, she should speed up. She feels every lump in the old mattress, hears every 
creak and sigh of her new old house, yet she loves this home, its smalls, and noses, she just feels at 
home, taking Melody's place in the room. 

Today the freaking car would not start, so-o before it got too late it was off to see if we could 
hop on the train. On the train, the tears come, and I don't care if people are watching me; for all they 
know, my dog might have been run over, they would not a car, and all overthem and the look's they 
give with their hate. I might have been diagnosed with a terminal illness, and could die in an hour or so. 



and they would be like F-yah did with the b*tch forever. I might be a barren, divorced, soon to-be- 
homeless alcoholic, like them, no compassion. 


It's ludicrous when I think about it. How did I find myself here, doingthis? I wonder where it 
started, my home work thinks, even if it's good they're not going to say it is; I wonder at what point, I 
could have halted it. Where did I take the wrongturn, also think, maybe out a load? Not when I met 
Haven, who saved me from grief after my sisters died. Not when where all, carefree, drenched in bliss, 
on an oddly wintry day a yearago, I was content, inthe black, abundant. 

I personally have the reminisces and of those first days so-o undoubtedly, walking around, 
shoeless, feeling the warmth of woode n floorboards underfoot, relishing the space, the emptiness of all 
those rooms waiting to be filled, with them it was, just like me. 

Haven- Maybe it was then... maybe that was the moment when things started to go wrong, 
maybe... maybe... the moment when, I imagined us no longer a couple, but a family; and took her place, 
and was there for, like she was for me. Rolls changed, I thought, up till now, I was still crushing on her, 
yet Bacca was with Scott and Scott was crushing on Emaly, they think I don't know I play, the game, yet I 
get it. 


...And...and...afterall of that, once, I had that picture in my head,justthetwoof us could 
never be enough, yetthink back to the first day it was- it was, ha-um-mm. 

Was it then, that Bacca started to look at me differently, herdissatisfaction mirroring my 
own? After all, what she gave up for me, for the two of us to be together, I let him think that he wasn't 
enough, I rememberwhen I wasjustthree weeks into this new life and nothing is comfortable, but her 
and the girls. Which is exactly what she'd expected. 

The girl's room is nice but really old, the slenderwood slats on the floor with a loose nail 
where the wood floor met the wall, squeaks, its cloudy diamante blinking in the moonlight. 

The first pic, of all them, ever taken, she found it last night, after the first hourof tossing and 
turning in the same bedroom, that Melody slept in, the same bed, where herthey slept in together 
when she was sleeping over-the same. 



Haven crept across the hall in her pajamas, that being a nightie that is seen through, and 
short, with nothing under it. Bacca and Emaly mother's reading the obituaries over and over, of her little 
girl, died, losing it, slowly, the light cast a warm white glow outthe seam of the open door. 

Neitherof them had been sleepingvery wellsince, all that jazz. 

That is when Bacca looks at her phone, out of boredom, and it buzzing like crazy and goes 
through all the boy's text/ vid. messages, and emails, there are 6 photos of nude boys that were sent to 
her some she doesn't even know, and 3 jerk-off videos, one being Scott like I think it's a cute boy, really 
do I need to see that many at once? Yet, I have to same um-you know- it's a girl thing, I know what I'm, 
masturbatingto tonight, umm-1 love this boy and his hard cock! (thatwas thoughtwith an upward eye 
moment.) 


Getting upto pee in the night, the girls all out Bacca snoring hard, like only she can, darling to 
on her My Pillow, and hugging it like a boy, she mostly uncovers showing her little lady down there, yet 
that's how she sleeps, the only way it comparable. 

Havencracked it widerwith herfoot. Pairs of stingy panties hungon the coils of the wrought- 
iron bed frame to dry after having them washed in the sink. 

They reminded Haven of the snake skins shed in the warm dunes behind theirold apartment 
out west.Theirold life. 

Her mom looked up from the thick manual of tax laws, saying things have changed with our 
dependences, her dad still a zombie over his little girl, maybe his favorite girl passing, the one he was 
the shyest and his princes, all those years, she was the clingy daddy's girl, more than the others, the one 
that wanted daddy dates only the others that felt too old for it. 

Haven weaved through unpacked boxes and hopped onto the bed. She opened her hands 
like a clamshell. 

Her mom grinned and shook her head, lookinga bit embarrassed, with Haven there. 'I had 
begged yourgrandmother, haven forthese... to buy me this when I started high school, and that would 
be the right to keep you with us.' 


Haven-'Youwould dothatforme?' 



The girl's mom- 'You hearall the time anyway.' 


I know their dad's thought rolling around in he had if it would not be for you, I would have 
my girl. And... and yet hers was you save me, after what was going to happen anyway. 

Back to be, she is thrilled, she looks over and sitting on the stand is her toy, she pinched the 
barrette between herfingers, forthe flicker, examiningthe fossil of her youth, and puts them in and 
goesto ohville. 

The corners of her mouth pulled until hersmile stretched tight and thin, turningit into 
somethingentirely different. 

With a sigh, she said: okay. 

'Yes, don'tworry about it all taking care of...' 

'I don't know if you've ever had this feeling, Haventhought-only doing this has given me that 
feeling, I have a family now, butsometimes-1 thinktoo much, when you get something new, thatthe 
feeling I have now, you trick yourself into believing, it will last for more than your given time, it has the 
power to change absolutely everything about yourself, just like a 36 scorned cum, 10 times over, that 
howto get the girls to adopt me felt.'They did not know... and I was not going to wake them to say... it 
was going to be the first thing said by their mom, before school... I wondered if they would be happy or 
not. 


'That was quite a lot to ask of old tv batteries, don'tyou think?' 

Ummm- ah-hah-she let it all out, saying: thank you-to God, in more ways than one, even 
that relationship was gettingbetter, to which is why all the others were turning on hertoo, the stronger 
the faith, the more you lookodd to the ones, thatdon'tunderstand. 

(Back) 

She said this while threaded a hair clip it into Haven's hair, securing a sweep over her 
daughter's ear, and pulled the quilt back so Haven could lie beside her. 

Haven hadn't experienced the feeling her mother had described when she thought about 
love, but this was the love she was feeling for he rand the girls, not that love, but fee ling safe, and happy 



was this love... but one much more unnerving. And notthat like lust love ether- like when I see Bacca, 
who sat one desk away in her English class, and I look her up and down. 

On hervery first day at - Rockville High, Haven had noticedthat Bacca smelled amazingto 
her, a small of a girl can drive you nuts, even if that coming from down under, I got the hint of that and 
she was-just right. And nowall I need to do is get a whiff of he rand she makes me melt. 

Every girl is beautiful in their own way. To judge another for physical flaws is wrong, learn to 
love, not hate, this on and everything she has was right for me. That's the only way that true world 
peace will evercome to be. 

She asked me what a vagina feels like on the inside to herand I said: its- 'wet, slippery, 
ribbed, softand very warm.' 

If you run your tongue over the top frontof your mouth, that is what the ribbed-feeling is 
like in a vagina-inside a pocket puss-puss, only it is fleshierand softerthan you're the top of your 
mouth, at on the same lines. 

This that is when I asked her to do it to me and it was young lusting love... for that sleepover 
on... I remember. 

The outside is smooth (if shaved lol,) soft like your lips or cheek. It feels similar to a soft penis, 
and recall those days too. If it is not shaved, it is still soft like your lips or cheek, but not smooth because 
of the coarse pubic hair. When it is wet, it is slippery and very soft. 

I first categorized it, as that when she was turn on to me, when I got her naked for the first 
time and licked it, I was hooked, the small and test was everything I ever wanted. 

It and she feel like a warm wettight openingof flesh in which she squeezes and throbs her 
insides, very pleasurable for both indeed, it's like wet hot tight pink slipper flesh that stimulates the 
sensitivity of the penis especially the head, you will be stimulated by the warmth of her hole as well as 
the slipperiness and sensationsof her walls and ribbed, then if she's tight, it's an added bonus of hot 
ribbed wet pussy friction that makes me nut every time, nothing is like a wet hot pussy because it is so 
warm and inviting... 



That Haven now knew what she smelled like-she could sense her coming down the hall, long 
for a hug even, those starting day, of the 8th-grade year, summarized how much her life had changed, 
whethershe'd wanted itto or not. 

She swallowed this secret, everything she sees her with a boy that she wants more, that she 
really deep loves herto death, along with so many others- about her- and she because knowing, it could 
never-ever be right-when she is so-o wrong- Mom new-yet she could never confirm that things in her 
new school whereas bad as she'd been told, yet she got it. 

If not worse... she got it yet, unlike all the other mom's she had a spot for Haven and a hart. 

A while later, after ma- were just going to call her that, the girl's mother and now like mine, 
had finished studying, with me and Emaly and Bacca, and turned off the light. Haven stared into the 
shadowiness ofthe dim and held onto her ma's words. 

Despite all these changes, she would stay the same girl. Or even go back to the girl, that 
Bacca fall for too, and deep down that was what ma wanted too, before falling asleep, she touched the 
barrette, in her hair saying, this was Melody's-she loves this, clip, wearing it everyday, you keep this on 
you at all times, she'll keepyou safe- Haven. 

Haven reachesforthe barrette, o'eras the sedan slips into a free space alongthe curb. 

'Howdo I look? And she curtsy's-Like' Maturnsaround, asking if she can start workingto 
help out. Haven said- 'No one's going to want to hire me. They're going to want some beautiful young 
thing, that is not me, that is just so wrong.' 

'Rememberthethingswetalkedabout, Ma. Focus on your experience, notthefactthatyou 
have n't worked in a while, if they see the real you-theygetoverthere-whatever, the hell is wrong with 
them.' 


They'd done a mock interview last night after Haven's homework had been finished and 
checked, yet but they just said to leave no want you here, you suck at life, die... She'd never seen herma 
so unsure of herself, so unhappy. Well, whothe F-are they to say that to you? I'll take care of it, as the 
pre-school, teacher, for the young kids, at Catholic- school, she doesn't want this, for herjob, yetshe 
loves me more than that... She wants to still be Haven'steacher, underwrapsjustto make a point to the 
school she goestoo. 



Ma- It makes Haven depressed, theirsituation. Things hadn't been good the last year out 
west, and it's not herit's them. '...She is not the bad girl here...' 

The money left by Haven's real- mother is was running out. Haven hadn't even known her 
mother had stopped payingsupporton their apartment. Her grandfather dying and leaving them the 
house was a blessing in disguise, also like the car, yet he even said you never worked for yet you're 
getting for nothing... to her, I busted nuts getting here and your kid just takes and do jack shit, and her 
and throw the paperwork, sayingtake my empire of dirt... take it. 

Part: 55 

Sarah-When the train stops at the signal, I see her looking at me, I look up and see Lucie 
standingon theterrace, looking down at the track. 

I feel as though she's looking right at me, and I getthe oddest sensation-1 feel as though 
she's looked at me like, that before; I feel as though she's really seen me, yet, I don't remember. 

I imagine her smiling at me- before, yet, I don't remember, and for some reason, I feelafraid- 
and I don'trememberthateither,ofwhy-ldo. 

Sheturns awayand the train moveson, wheelsslipping. 

(EVENING) 

'OK-ay,' She smiles at me then and steps back again, crouching down a little so-o, that our 
eyes are level. 'Are you all right...' 

He consults his notes. 'Haven?' 'Yes...' 

That girl from the past keeps looks at me fora long time, like she is trying to tell me 
something, or maybe she is me; she doesn't believe me when I say I don't remember. 

She's concerned, with me, yet, she not real, I keep thinking, yet, I don't recollect that either. 

Perhaps, she thinks I'm a battered significant other- like my girlfriend or boyfriend at the 
time? Or else something like that, or that I am running down the tracks to end it all, and even that I 
don'tgetwhy-why...?... I everher, stand on these tracks at this point. 




'Right...?... I'm going to clean you up a little get in the Rockville river, nexttothe viaduct, 
since you look-a bit nasty, don't worry abouta thing said- the girl, like she was my girlfriend, from 
anothertime. 

'I'm okay,'I tell her.' 

...And the sunsets... 

Part: 56 

'Haven, promise me you'll talk to your 

English teacher about the reading list, God this is Pre-k work-girl... (I know yet that is all they 
say: I can handle it...,) 'Well, whatthe F- is thereto handle with this...?' 

I hate the idea of you sitting in herclass forthe whole year, boredtofreak'ntears with books 
we've already read and deliberated, all last year- and we don't even have to read it the teacher- is 
spitting that out for us. If you're afraid to do it, or as they say notable too, they do it foryou, like wiping 
your ass..., and buttoningyourpants-you getit... no? 

Haven shakes her head, at the level of dumb, that they subject her too. 'I'll do it. 

Today. I promise.' Ma- pats Haven's leg. 'We're doingokay, right, when she shows herthe 
work, she asked herto do- at eight grade?' 

Haven doesn't think about her answer, she was working hard, at getting her schooling, even 
if they say not she know she was higher than they say, she just says, 'Yeah... we are, doing what they say 
for us to do, or we get expelled, there is no arguing.' 

'See you at three o'clock, that would be when this hand is there-and there, she said to 
Haven- okay- she rolled her eyes. 

'It'll go fast." 

Haven leans across the seatand gives herMa a tight hug. 


'I love you. Mommy. Good luck.' 




Haven walks into school, barely a force against the tide of students flowingfrom the opposite 
direction. Her homeroom is empty, not for long the haters will soon be in there making their mouth run 
like runny pop, out of a tight butt hole. 

The fluorescent lights are still off from the weekend when she walks in, they come on 
automatically, and the legs of the upturned classroom chairs spike four-pointed stars, encircling her like 
oversized barbed wire. She turns one over and takes a seat, chewing her pencil. 

It is terribly lonely at school, even when the room is packed full of those and themes. 

Sure, a couple of people have talked to her, in the halls but it was all in ways that you or she 
would not find cute. 

Boys, mostly, after daring each otherto ask herstupid questions about homeschooling, like if 
she belonged to a religious cult, or it was to keep her here and not go to the Lonnie-ben. She anticipated 
as much, her male cousins where justas goofyand awkward and annoying. 

The girls were only slightly better. A few smiled at Haven, or obtainable tiny bits of 
graciousness, like pointing out whereto put her murky cafeteria tray after lunch. 

Nevertheless, and then again, no one extended herself in a way thatfelt like the start of 
something. No one seemed attracted, interested, and involved in getting to know her beyond 
confirming, that she was that weird-tard-ed homeschooled girl, that was here-we II for them because. 

It shouldn't have surprised her. It is what she was told to expect, and you just drift off in to, 
your own word for its less painful. 

Haven lets herchin rest against Bacca's chest, even ifthey were looking, she needed her. She 
pretendsto read the notebook, lying open onthe small patch of deskcommittedto herseat. 

Really, though, she inconspicuously watches the girls filter into the room, and take chairs 
beside her. The girls are frantic, whispering like crazy. 

Muggy giggles and laughs are all she sees and hears. Wholly, consumed with whatever 
they're gossiping about, she knows it all about her, and her neck, and body and whatnot... even if... 
unanimously said by the girls it was perfect. Until one notices Haven watching them, back-and she said 
skank what are you looking at? 



Nothing when looking at you- BITCH, '...and- and-and... like... ah- U'sa wonder why no-one 
likes you!' Haven lowers her eyes, saying and I tard-ed. But she's not fast enough, to not have the look 
back. 


Part: 57 

'Re-tard, baby boy dick sucker... that is a baby boy too...' 

Haven lifts her head. 

'Excuse me?' 

'Oh, my god. Haven! 

Bacca made hereat herteeth... 

And they both were thrown out... and thanks to Ma, she was spared, and the girl, saying shit, 
got nothing, not even a slap on the wrist. Urn- it was more of that and- or, of what do you do to piss her 
off. 


Emaly- 'You are so lucky; they did not put you out!' 

Bacca- 'Do you even know how lucky you are?' 

The girl puts on a big smile, the next time saying, thanks to you I have these now, and just 
like your tits there fake and now perfect. And she runs on tiptoes overto Haven's desk, doing acting all 
gay- like. 


The girl ritually places a piece of paperon top of Haven's open notebook. 'It's a - Rockville 
tradition. They picked you as the prettiest girl in our grade.'The girl talks unhurriedly, as if Haven spoke 
anotherlanguage, or had a learning disability, yetthat what is known about her not what she really has. 

Haven reads the paper, even if they're makingfun of her doing so-o. She sees her name, 
there. Butshe is still completely confused. 

A differentgirl pats her on the back, saying you have made it again. 'Try to look a little 
happier. Haven,' Emaly said, she whispers sweetly, in the same way, one might discreetly indicate an 
open zipper, that Haven Had, oh by the way yah-get that closed, too 'Otherwise people will think 



something's wrong with you, down there that you need to let all hang- out- or breath.' This scrappy little 
nobody line surprises Haven most of all because it completely contradicts what she's already assumed. 


'Why is after I cum I cry? Asked Emaly.' 

'What?' 

Haven's eyesgot big... 

Part: 58 

Sarah- plan is to break it to him fast, yet she can't re member the boy's name she was dating 
or was it a girl, yah a girl I was dating, right, as she runs towards the oncoming train, hoping for death of 
herlife, to geta new one, where she can rememberagain. 

And then the lights flash, and she is home, sitting on her bench, nibbling the edges of a 
strawberry Pop-Tart. Wh-a-at, the tangy smell of smoke on her fingers sours the sweet, yet was she 
really there, she must have been. 

Bacca- at school, in class, she forces down at Scott's, well you know, herfavorite part of this 
cute boy, because all this sugar clearly isn't helping, her thoughts, she lost in him and the daydream. 

Sarah- looking out the window, in the summer- Letthe squirrels eat some of it, she said to 
her mom rocking. ...And like someone, that has lost their mind; she needs to calm the hell down, said 
hermom, to herdad,yeah, but it's in hermind, it is slipping more, nowthan ever.She moves a tangle of 
tarnished necklaces off her chest and fee Is for her heart, saying I must find he rand get her back -1-1 -I... 
(crazy whispering) 

So, there's no scene, for her to get off. 

Forget dressing it up, explaining things. 

That's only going to make it worse. 

She'lljust say something like, I'm done, girls. Our friendship, orwhateverthe hellyou want 
to call it now, is over, said Balia, with all the girls- that Haven is to off of her. So, go ahead and do what 
you want. Live your life! Become the best bros with the captain of the football team. Feel up the head 
cheerleader, even though everyone knows Margo Gable stuffs. I'm not going to judge you. 



Scott-1 took a girl's virginity today, and she was not you-she-wasyour sister... I cool with it, 
said Bacca as long as you love me more, so do you want to start making love altogether? Did he ask...? 
Um-1 don'tsee why not, and she seemed grossed out yet loved him, for loving her. Two girls that look 
and feeljustthe same, I love you, girls, he said. Thesexwas awesome, me on top, herand thenshe... 
everythinga day has everwanted in his dreams said, Scott. 

Every guy is a walking STD it's just what...said Bacca, I am sick of this you don't need a glove 
every freakingtime, if yourin-love one, and safe, girls remember- if you're willing to spread for the love 
you should be willing to spread for his baby, think about that one. 

Emaly- My hart, thinking aboutthat boy, it flutters like a hummingbird's, sofastthe 
individual beats blur togetherand make a steady, uncomfortable hum. 

That last part will be a lie, for I cannot love him he belongs to her, and I can do that. She'll 
totally judge me for it too. She'll be worried about me, if I don't come home tonight and run off with him 
to find a place, to well... you know. 

Haven's has number, I was saying we were goingto the woods, with Scott, after school, she 
asked to come, I knewwhere that would go, so we did, and Scott wasjustthat cool about it. Haven had 
herfirst bang as a girl, a momentshe will neverforget, underthe trees in the dart, hard-and pounding, 
just like us with other boys, John- John, Josh, and Jash, all took their turns in our holes until we- cummed 
I have never known how much she like being on top, until that moment. Us girls like letting the boys do 
the work. 


Haven won't be worried at all-l'm not even late home yet-but I'm hopingthat the news that 
I've been hit by a taxi might make her take pity on me and forgive me for what happened yesterday. 
She'll probably thinkthe reason I got knocked down is that I was drunk. I wonderif I can askthe doctor 
to do a blood testor somethingsothat I can provide her with proof of my sobriety. I smile up at him, 
but he isn't looking at me, he's making notes. It's a ridiculous idea anyway. 

And Bacca and herwere making it also, you should have seen. Haven-She rips the 
cellophane off a new pack of cigarettes, lights up, she is still shaking over it, a leftoverof wild carries 
taste to takes away the smoke, she sips a drink of Emaly's drink. 

Remembering last night, when she was hanging half out of his bedroom window, after-the 
after, she smoked the third-to-last cigarette in herold pack; and told him, thankyou; afterhis 



depressing play-by-play of his aunt's final days of lung cancer; she'd seriously think about maybe 
quitting, yet puffing with oxygen, tubes in her nose, I was not sorry to seethe old bitch die. 


(Eyebrow up by both girls that are the same in all Bacca- and Scott- Recollections of that now 
makes her laugh, puff out smoke. Both dissipate into the chilly morning air, for each other. Before the 
school day, one last kiss before hell starts too, hell beingthe school day. 

Haven- Last night, she talked a lot of shit, to the one that gets down on her, to all the girls 
that wanted to be there with him, yet would never-ever. 

Girls talking- (He did that?) 

Nevertheless, Scott... apparently, he'd been talking shit since the day they met, that was just 
who he is, yet he was still saying he had the hot girl in school last night to his buddy's, you can be sure of 
it. 


Whatever! 

Let him bitch about her smoking, she loves to do like she loves all of him and I mean all, like 
his uncut wink-ie. Itwould be a reliefto replace heranxieties with something simple and clear, like more 
sex, or e-cigs, yet that would not do she said, like being annoyed with him, is what she is like without, it's 
like a girl, PMS when she can have 5-cigs and 6- oh's a day. 

Sarah-watches two juniorgirls scurry along the sidewalk, as she is on the tracks, looking for 
her, to hold herhand and getherthrough the day. 

Sarah knows who they both are, but what she thinks is: All the junior girls at - Rockville girls 
look the- damn same, many for she can't evoke-anything any longer. 

They remind her of sex-dolls with their mouths hanging open-yet, saying nothing- noting, 
just the re for the feelings, keeping the same stripes so predators can't tell them apart. Survival of the 
non-specific. 'The shoulder- shearling boots, length hair with highlights, the stupid, the little wristlet 
purses to hold their cell phones, lip glosses, and lunch money. It's the - Rockville way!' 

The two girls stop in front of her seat and huddle, shoulder to shoulder, each clutching a 


piece of notebook paper. 



The smaller one hangson herfriend and chokesouta sequence of high-pitched giggles. The 
othersimply sucks air in and out, a rapid-fire of hiccupping wheezes, thinking about boys, they have a 
hand, and these they want, and the one they cannot. 

Sarah's nerves can't take it, them looking at her in school either, yet walking along the tracks 
is herescape. 

'Hey!'sheyaps. 'Howaboutyou ladies hold yourlittle powwow someplace else?' 

It seems like a fair request, by a teacher, yet, I think not. After all, these girls have the entire 
school to roam uninterrupted. Besides everyone at-Rockville knows thatthis is herour hang out. 

She discovered it in the 7th-grade year. It had always been vacant, forthe reason that, it was 
situated directly beneath the principal's window. That didn't bother her. She wanted to be alone. That is, 
until Balia came along last spring, and said: 'This is my place, get lost,' like a bully, that she is, and her 
girls are. 


Part: 59 

Haven was terribly shy. Almost cripplingly so. He hated talking in class and broke out in hives 
whenever his parents argued. It was hard to get him to open up, but when she finally did. Melody 
always felt like she'd found a kindred outcast. 

She liked begging Haven to torture her with stories of her former was fascinating to her, 
whatgoing middle school anotheryearwas like,the at their hangout is where they waitfor each other, 
to chat about things like this, before, school, and after school each day, where they do their homework 
and split a pair of earbuds forthe right and left sides of an illegally downloaded song. A haven where, 
like- two kids who once kept to themselvessuddenly keep with each other, that where she got her new 
name, a safe place just like underthe Rockville viaduct, with Sarah. 

(Night) 

-Sleepover- (plowfight) 

Wake-wake-hit-slam...fall onto butt... repeatl 

Bacca- 'If you can't handle me at my idiotic rants, then you don't deserve me at my butt plug 


insertions.' 



Emaly- 'I definitely have prune fingers afterthosefaps, with you girls.' 


Bacca- 'Cream you sluti' 

Emaly- Eye roll, in lightheartedness, giggling like with her, wanting it so badly. 
Haven-shhh-orma well hear... 

Shhh- U..., 'YOU'RE A BEARDED TROLL SPERM.' 

Emaly- 'I got a glittery butthole man- with this plugin.' 

Bacca- 'I have an obsession with butts. 

I don't know why.' 

(Giggles) 

I have to pee now-said Emaly- 'That's what apple juice is. It's literally just apple pie,' said 

Bacca. 

'Damn... My penisjustfell offthe wall.' 

Ha- and one fall of hertoo- said Bacca pointing at Haven, to Emaly. 

Haven- 'I didn't know if you guys know, but if you faptoo long you get cum prunes.' (o-haha) 
...all around by the girls... 

Bacca- 'Jesustittiesthis shit is ridiculous.' 

(I love you, girls) ...said around by the girls... 

'If you thought I wasn't gonna quote while tapping, you were VERY mistaken.' 

'Marry had a little l-am- little l-am... Hal' 

...she sung well-doing... 

Haven-'Vaginas are just like socks coming together.' 


'WHOA! Sock vaginal' 



Emaly- 'Why can't dudes dicks have an extra part of their balls that go in the butt, like the 
size of a butt plug?' 

(WHAT!...?...) 

Bacca- 'I just shot cum up Em's nose.' Emaly- 'It's like a lick worth of an orgasm.' 

Bacca-1 said today to Scott- 'If I where an asshole, you'd be my butt plug.' He didn't get it. 
(Giggles) the boy is so dumb yet cute-yes cute. 

Emaly- 'Oh shit he fell in love. He got vagina dazzled.' 

'I'm notdoing teddy bear porn right now...' she snaps- chatted a photo to Scott. 

Fast snap- by- Haven- 'I literally just bejeweled my asshole.'Want a photo of that Scott, all 

rem-m-ie? 

(n-ah- not really) 

Bacca- 'I just lubed my belly button, hearingyou too.' 

Why did I getthis said- Scott- 'Cause I masturbate and master-bait.' 

Haven- 'I literally justtried to shove a whatfeels like- um-a- trophy in my asshole.' 

Emaly- texted- 'My pussy is wet like the ocean because all my salt goes to it.' 

Emaly- texed- 'Suck my vaginal dick, 

Scott' 

Emaly- 'I wish I had a dick, so I could try it now.' 

Haven- 'Dm- noyou don't.' 

Haven- 'Don't make me shit in your cat litter, and she always looks at us too like I wanttoo.' 
Bacca- On the cell- '...I've been practicing my cheekspreads, foryou boy.' 


Dirty talk... head nod sideways... two times. 




(I know right...?) 


Emally- in her bed-with nothing but the flicker of the Tv light- light night- 'Jesus please 
forgive me for my dick addiction. I just love giant cocks.' 

(Nighty- night- night) 

Part: 60 

Bacca- say's all tard-ed- like: 'now remember Haven, a-the light bulb is not a butt plug...!' 

(indexfingerupand shaking) 

'Shut up- all you to do is frap and have sex, so in a way that skewering it in too- ha.' 

Once, Sarah tried to carve their names on the bench but discovered the wood was that new 
space-age treated stuff and broke the knife she'd nicked from the cafeteria after the third stroke. 

So, she makes sure to have a black marker in her book bag to trace a fresh layer of ink over 
their initials wheneverthey begintofade. 

Ma-saw me and Scott doing it, and she was cool with it Haven, whatgives? 

She'sa cool mom! And I love herforthat! 

'I too said Emaly, cuz- he was taking turned with you and me, and I know she saw looking 
through the door crack last night, we- he... being me-and him- like- both-snuck over.' 

Bacca- I'd been inthe library on Ridge Road. I'djust emailed my mother(l didn'ttell her 
anything of significance, it was a sort of test-the-waters email, to gauge how maternal she's feeling 
towards me at the moment) via my Yahoo account, about being honest about my body and what comes 
in and what comesor cums out. 

It looked like her, she looked exactly the way she looks in my head, but I doubted myself. 
Then I read the story and I saw the street name and I knew. There it was the story of Melody, at first, I 
wasn't sure, about saying all this yet all the teen girls do, about how three girls were so close in all things, 
even boobs, boys, the red death at thattime of the month, trapping, and schooling, so, and boys love it, 
like how I lost it... and with, it all on yahoo. 



Rockville Police are becoming increasingly concerned forthe welfare, of all the other girls- 
and even the boys' now, in my school, over Haven, being- 'DANGEROUS.' I FINDITSICKI 

Scott Tipwell, on Saturday night when she leftthe couple's home to visit a friend at arou nd 
seven o'clock. Her disappearance is 'completely out of character,' Mr. Tipwell said. Mrs. Tipwell, my 
soon cannot inure mixing with that, she had him busted for busting a nut in Haven. It was quite the 
scene- outside my home. 

Haven was wearingjeansand a red T-shirt, with Scott boy OJ all over it. She is five-foot 1 
inch, give or take that inch, slim, with blond, tips, and dark hair and blue eyes, as of today, yet that 
changesa- lot like all of us girls, from weekto week. Anyone with information regarding Mrs. Tipwell, 
and Haven, stocking and having sex with boys are requested to contact Rockville Police, she not even 
allowed to look at boys-the Police and moms say. Mom and dad are where calling the school saying 
they want her taken away... Ma- chips in saying-for being a normal teen girl. 

Emaly- ...Oh, my... (sighing) Bacca, she was mortified. 

Part: 61 

She's missing her. Melody is missed. 

Emaly is missing herso much. Since 

Saturday, when she read the story online. 

I Googled her-the story appeared, but with no further details, other than what we wanted to 
be said as the girls that really loved her, and that's how we wanted it. 

I thought about seeing all the boys we now like -Scott-this morning, standing on the terrace, 
hoping to take us to school, like big girls, yet us girls just were standing there looking at one another, 
thanks to what is said about Haven, she smiling at me, saying see I take you um-to the bottom. We 
don't care- (hugs) ...I Emaly- grabbed my bag and ran out fora train passing by to hope, like the old days, 
into the road, that leads overto the school. 

We all knew that Scott would come around, sneaking around, with all of us - he's a boy like 
when had they ever had control, with anything. 


Part: 62 



Sometimes, I don't wantto go here, thought Haven, along with the girls it was unanimous, I 


think I'll be happy if I never have to set foot inside the schoolhouse again. 

Bacca- As I would even miss it. I just wantto remain safe and warm in my haven with Scott, 
undisturbed, and Have said: 'I wantthat with you Bacca, you're the onlyone I can trust.' 

Haven-(I LOVE YOU.) 


rtj 5|C rsj 


Sarah looks up. The four girls are gone. It's like a sucker punch to the gut, she got beat up, by 
them walking through the High school halls, for being, now slow, the surprise worse than the hurt itself, 
and no chance to hit back, the girls are making her even more gone. 

'What's that?' Haven takes the paper, the new list of girls forthe week, and she is all the way 
down, belowthe low-life.' 

You know, like-1 rememberthe days, like-when I would have thoughtthis was the end of my 
life, yet, I don't even care, I have you girls. That all that matters! 

...And unanimously they all agreed... 


Nevaeh 
Book: 32 


Naddalin and the Magic Railway 


Part: 1 

In class as a little girl, before coming here-teachersaying: 'I'm going to tell you a story about 
trains... folks far apart and the magic railroad that brought them together.' 'Every story, like a railroad. 



has its brave girls, this one is no different.' 'This is a wizardly word, and It is at one end of my special 
universe.' 'What does that sign say, I remember saying to a girl your age back then...' 'Number 13 
Railway.' 


'The magic lost Railway...' they all said, at reading time... 'Really unfailing and right on time, 
all the kids where aw-stuck.' 'We were off... looking...' He said. 'Atthe otherend of my universe... far 
away across oceans of time...' up and over the tall mountain, and deep woods, and hidden deep in a 
valley... of spooky woods.' 'That points just round the bend, there is a place like this, that goes to 
anotherplace, through a porthole. 

A lovely place you'll find all that is enchanted good and yet evil.' 'Where the magic comes 
overyou showing up right on time, this is your excellent time, climbing through universe toyourown 
where there is no limit to your mind...' 'Soft strokes of lightning painting the skies, brightening up all 
your time, like shadows, cast, and by the way, I think someday one of in this class is going to help her, 
somewhere in this story, I already know, whom she is, do you?'The story: 'I remember's just trying to 
make this a better railway for steam engines. Yet those days were coming to an end.' 

'He says, the harderwe work, the fewer kids like you all would care, it was not the thing, any 
longer, and outdated.' 'Help her, they always need help! They said.' 'Forthe reason, that steam engines 
are cowardly, irritable... worn-outchunksof metal, that should just rust away and die forever.'Away- 
who: 'Now, I've come back to find a lost steam engine. Number 13. 'I'm going to destroy her, and 
dominate you, said a girl that was dulling me overflinging this and saying: 'I was crazy-' it was not a real 
thing!' 'We're really usefulengines?' One girl with pigtails said in class!' 'Onlyyou can find that out... if 
you're the one...' 'What lost an engine?' 'You hear that train whistle sooner than it hears itself if, in your 
hart, you want to finder her.' I - at five spoke up saying: 'I've been looking at the map, it not the re.' 
'What are these mysterious shadowy lines, and you'll see...' 

'They look like covary caterpillar lines going no ware, yet we re railroad tracks... but I can't see 
any tracks around here, even if I try hard too.' 'All I see are the ones we've traveled on.' 'It's mysteries 
that make this land so-o... magical!' 'This engine was vital to the magic, that held these worlds 
together...' He said. I said- 'I guessed there was something mysterious aboutthis mountain and the 
woods and her that lay within.' 'Yah.' All mountains and wood and towns have their secrets, covering, 
yet none like this one. 'Should not surprise a kid like you he said to me, I did not get what he was saying 
then, yet maybe, just maybe I do now.' 



'She the steam engine was being made on the assembly line, hot steam, sweaty, man at work, 
for low pay, moving pistons, and belts, hissing, and load pounding, back in the 1880's and as they were 
making here, a man, was crushed, by the boiler, when it was lowered in place, anotherhad his legs 
pinned by the cowcatcher in the front, and then yet another had his toes amputated by one of the 
wheels that run the 20-pound rail, of the old U.S. A-factory. 

It's now 2017, 137 years later, in a pall of junk rust, she sits... a flashback of the steam roaring, 
out and people, getting on to make their way to the school, it was speculated that this was used as a 
place where you learned wizardry. Sitting in what was the newly painted cab, a black man that worked 
for nothing, was puffing away on a pipe, somehow asphyxiated, and to cover it up they just left him 
there all night, and also it was said, they just put his body in the newly made boyar, as if he was the coal 
to run the trail run, of firing the engines, and he was brunt within, and sold like his soul to the train 
forever, addingto her lust for man. What was odd, is her headlight was on, and the room fogged, yet 
she had no steam to keep it light when they when in the next day. 

I have heard this mythical story, overthe years but did not buy into it. All of them to this 
point wasjust black, yet notthis one,she was a JGRCIass 7100, like them, yetshe was all her,class, a 
lady- some said, wearing bright inflamed red they called it, what was scary the most about her it- her 
bagging was 13 with the son of the beast. Lord Ghizith, son of all wicked at this school in the story of 
tells, in Roman numerals was 9-9-9, yet even right side up is still what it is, with the dashes, 

AND WITH THE V'S IT MAKES IT. 

When someone placed it on her upside-down X |X|X, the same man that was given up as a 
sacrifice to her evil to start. She was going to pull nothing but kids, and hercars were going to be classy 
white. WE ALL NEW THE STORY, IT WAS TOLD IN CLASS, YET I HAD TO SEE HER MY SELF OVER IN 
HAVANA. 


THATSCHOOL, LED TO THE ONE WE GO TOO, and only wizards knowabout this lost world, 
and the magic railway, that leads to a new world of magic. 

Holy sh*t! Come on let's go-and see if we can find her-and the resting spot, you know 


where notallowed, said, Emmah, Naddalin oh come on- and she ran off... 



SHE IS coming GIRL, keeps YOURSHIRT ON, said, Ellie. She's changing his shirt, in the 
chamber room, where all the girls sleep, other girls seem her do this, they giggled at her size for her age, 
and herdorkyglasses. 

That's noise pollution, keep it down others are studying, you girls frolicking and singling 
gallery like that, 'round the school halls, said Miss. Smith. What you're doing, is not a right girl... as you 
know... you have been told about your thing for each other. You might as well be sucking face in front of 
all your classmates. It like poisonous potions you to have taken with your love for one anothersaid. 
Smith. Hey, Emmah, I will be right their girl, let me get my wand, and wizard glasses, too. 'Just leave 
them behind,' 'all you need is you.' 

'It's okay-come on.' Go on, girls Smith said, try and stay out-a trouble-1-say, yetthat hard 
foryou all- I know. It'sokaythen, shh-1 would say- urn... Naddalin, your lunch, said, Emmah! Try and 
keep it cold, she cast a spell to do just that on the brown bag. There's yogurt in there... 'I no-' 'gross- 
right?' 'Yah.' 

Slow down, girls, a professorsaid! 'Are you guys having a war, or trying to start one with all 
this racket?' He said loudly-with authority. This one he is pissed off because, I'm nottaking 
metamorphoses shop, inside of a class he said I should be in for lower minded girls such as I, saying I not 
ready for this stage yet. 

My granddad too, said this about me, even if. It won't embarrass them when you change 
things, and become something else orsomeone, or no howto make them a sucking mud frog. What...? 
Walking into the woods lookingall eerie and green in color, misty, and huntingfeel. Girl talk begins with 
the color of nails and periods, and boobs, and homeworkingspell; they were trying on random animals 
in the sticks. 

So-o, Last night, we're playing Scrabble, by candlelight; Its neck-and-neck between me and 
her. We blewJaggeraway early, she can't spell for crap. So, at the conclusion, I had this choice of the 
ratio for five lousy points... 'or...' she questions looking dumb. 'Urn-or what, Naddalin?' 

Fellatio for 24 points, 'and...' (oral stimulation of a man's penis.) 'You don't even like that 
stuff, do you,' she questioned, with curiosity, and the game, I had it. 

What did she do? Headmaster-said-She won by seven points... because, obscenities are not 
allowed, in the school, this was done with the word's like magic on the board, making the worlds appear 



in magic in Scrabble, even getting tops to go with the uniform can be done with the cast of a spell with 
the wand. And it is in the dictionary, regardless! 'Yourjerkoff,' Naddalin, Jesus. You know, Naddalin, I 
was thinking... 'Uh-oh, smart-ass smirk,' 'No, seriously.' Now that was going to be staring here, and your 
about 14 years old, I-1 figured it's abouttime... time that we got you laid, well with one of us girls. You 
know, like this year, huh? You need a girl to get laid... I don't know anyone, and they don't like me. What 
aboutChristin, Rollking? 

I don't like her mustache, on both sets of lips, 'gross!' I have seen her in the shower with all 
that matted fuzz. 'Freakyoul'Why? Why-do you care? Why do care like- If you get a little black hair in 
your mouth? 'She has a puss- no?' Okay... How about Haecien Hales, the secretshame? 'She's cute.' 
'She's a sixth grader! Her- her wand is up to her butt, too about me, after I said she was cut, now- 'I am 
nothing but wrong.' 'So, what, keep asking?' 'She's a walking- rub off.' 'I know.' 'Come on.' 'I don't have 
the smallest depositto open an account, to that honey hole.' Are you kidding? 'You carry your life 
savings of girl c*m between your legs.' 'Come on, Naddalin.' I think maybe I'll justfrapoff. Are you 
playing Winged horse racing this year or what? Somebody's got to pick it up-when you fall off with a 
little pussy girl. 

(Three weeks) 

'Look how c*ckeyed she works, this- 

this pile.' 

'She got fuckin brand-new wheels for rusted out slanders.' 

'Well, the boy does have good hands.' 

'Real good little hands.' 

'Bad taste in trains, and hobbies.' 

'You know. Papa, you can't polish a turd.' 

'Hay you girlie, when I said you could scrounge through that sh*t pile outback... I didn't mean 
you could build yourwholefreakingthing-ie with my stuff.' 


'Why do you care?' 



'You're not doing anythingwith it anyway.' 


'Hey!' 

'Don't thinkyou got the gold key to the sh*tter.' 

'Mediocrity takes advantage of me, understand?' 

'Yeah.' She said. 

'If it wasn'tforme, it costyouan sh*tpile to put this heaptogether.' 

'Smith said GO BE SOMEWHERE 
and let the girl work on her project.' 

'I knowthatsir.' 

'Look, I knowyou ain't got money falling out of puss-hole.' Like- If you did, you wouldn't be 
here, doingthis down here.' 

'Maybe we could work out some 

kind of a deal.' 

'You... pick up aroundthe place, you and these little onestoo, you call girlfriends, and put 
the toilet paper on the little spools... sh*t like that, then you'd you can raid my junk pile.' 

'Do that and you can...for whateveryou want. I might even throw in a few dollars.' 

'Sure thing...' 

'Look what she's doingto that pencil, said Emmah in class, I wish I was it.' 

'Go on, study with her now, asked the other, forthere click.' 

(Head nod no... and then like maybe.) 

'Askherout...' 


'Mind your own business, girl and do yourwork... in your wizard notebook.' 



'Just read the bookand pin. 


'Yeah, come on girl.' 

Oi/ /v/ 

'Listen, do you like music and dancing?' 

'Yes...' 

'Thencomewith me to the dace at the end ofthe year, the boysforthe otherschool would 
say-1 should be with one of them, yet, I pick you or an ickkie boy!' 

'Did you have plans with Emmah, yes and going to do the bad thing with hertoday.' 

'You are going to have no friends at all if you keepdoingthis...' 

'So-ol' 

'They getthe bi-nessforthere all like me.' 

'Getoff my back! Old lady!' 

'What's going on? Said Smith, 'I don't know- ...but you need to let this kid alone.' 

'Eversince he boughtthat locative, she has been obsessed with it, and that girl too.' 

'And you know what else?' 

'When we signed the papers, she knew someone had died in it!' 

'Does Naddalin know about that?' 

'Naddalindoesn'tknowanythingaboutanyfurtherthanthegirl on girl sexand workingtoo 
hard for somethingthat going to kill her.' 

'I know he died choking on exhaust fumes, the last one that was trying to fix her.' 

'You don't knowsh*t, kidsof thatthing.' She said, frantic!' 


'My brotherdied, looking for it in the woods.' Said one girl in class. 



'Because she wanted too, she said back.' 


Emmah- 'Naddalin wouldn't have bought it if had known somebody died in it, would she-she 
had-that gleam in her eye, 

I was nottalking here out of it.' 

'Either you're dumb or you don't knowyourfriend very well.' 

'She had the same look my brother always had.' 

'Probably the only thing my brother ever loved in his life was that car.' 

'Nostinkerevercame between himand NumberlS of the Skoufyceol railway. 

If they did, watch out.' 

'I had my five-year-old daughter lost to death looking forit, and I think she did and she is the 
last car as remands, and that car is overtop the viaduct.' 

'My mother back in the 1950's shediedthe same way she did.' 

(Of course, it came back, like new) 

Part: 2 

'I wouldn't put that in my mouth.' 'You don't know where it's been.' 'Get outa-here.' 'But we 
know where it hasn't been-with you, dork.' 

I said Hey, Ellie, walking deeperin the jade-sh wood's lookingforthe old rail line, of 13. 
How'syour gimpy knee? It's been better, allthe spell in this world would not help it. Coach wants me to 
practice, and yet, Ifeellike riding would be good forme bethinks not-so. Yeah...? It'sabouttime. I have 
been eaten dirtwith your name on it for weeks. Hi, Emmah, she is tagging along with us. Oh, hey, Ellie. 
'How you are doing?' 'I am okay...' They going to let you play Winged horse racing?' 'Yes -1 think I did not 
come in last you know- even if.' 'Yeah.' 'Docsays am as good as new, in three weeks.' 'Then I guess, I will 
be seeingyou out there.' 'I hope so girl,' she said in a hug. 

(Three weeks later) 


'What do you mean, came back?' 



'Itwenteerieinthe roomIThenthe bell rang out!' 


'Mow'd you evergetthat train and all those cars fixed up like that?' 

'Magic!' She said. 

'Oh, just plain unfashionable hard work.' 

'Non-of the girls believed it was-that or that...' 

'Yes, we belongtogether...'She's in the cab rubbing herdown...' 

'Yes, it belongsto only me, and I.' Eye's bugging. 

'You scared the hell out of me, and more said the girls in her room, with all the bed where 
theyall sleep.' 

'It happened, Naddalin she lost it overit.' 

(Chatterof the girls at night.) 

'Everything got bright when I was down there with her, and creepy fee ling.' 

'So, what are you saying?' 

'It hasgot hersoull' 

'She is Falling to IT!' 

IKI 

'I thought it was attacking me like, I was just held there standing looking at her like and 
dream, of evil!' 

'Sexuallyfrustrated, she is,that'sall- said oneteacher.' 

Emmah- 'Come on, baby, please, sleep with me and get some rest.' 

'I love you I' 


'I love you morel' 



Part: 3 


(Back at the school a day earlier) 

'Having trouble with your locker?' 'No.' I said, in a whisper. Did you seethe new girl? They 
were talking about me in nastyways,in waysthat you would not eventhinkof... 'I just got here, and off 
the train!' I'm in love, and I am fussy, with this girl, I overheard, and it wasgross, what these older girls 
were saying about young girls, and what they did and did not do. I never- ever noticed you were busy, 
before now like this. Drop-dead, Maaria. 

'What is her name?' 

'Naddalin-' 'I don't know.' 'She's in the bureau.' 'She looks smart, but she's got a body of a 
young hot s | ut.' 'Oh, crap, here she comes.' I think you will like it here, the headmastersaid. 'Give me 
something for me to stuff in down here.' (TEMP- handed) We have all kinds of activates, and all things 
magic. Exploding, this land is somethingyou'll love to do, not a bad way to meetgirl's others yourage, 
and findfriendsthat last a lifetime. I would like to get involved with the magic yearbook, where all 
photosand stories come to life, as you flip the pages. We have a terrific yearbook staff, he said well 
stocking his long beard. Won a prize last year, forour students, being most crafty... 

Part: 4 

'They started it, you know,' she said, 'That's notso-o,' I spoke up. Shut up, dick-face! 'Shut 
your mouth! Said the professor.' 'I don't have to listen to YOU - you're not my daddy.' '...And to garbage 
like that, Elysia!' 'What where you saying to me that you think you can to jack-all?' 'She's got a dagger, 
and my wand.' 'You are fearing liar!' 'That's complete bullsh*t, 

Mr. Sasey.' She said quickly with no thought behind it. 'This girl is lying. I swearto God, or let 
the daemonstake it.' 

'Did she here in this school pull a blade on you?' 'Yeah.' She said squeakily, 'Show it, Elysia.' 
'The hell, I-1 will.' 'You can't make me,' Saying it like a brat. 'If you mean, I don't have the authority, your 
wrong blood hell you are wrong.' 


'TOUCH ME...! Try it, your bald sh*t, and I will knockyou through the wall! 'You two girls go 
up to the headquarters.' 'Nowl'You- (pointing) 'Stay there.'Along with sayinggirl- 'Don'tgo anywhere.' 



'You have got enough trouble, to face.' 'I am going to call the brigadiers. 'Goto the office, Elysia. 'I'll get 
you! I will eat you out!'Along with saying'You're going to wish you were never-everwhere born! 




'So, all in all, it wasn'ta bad first day.' I recall, thinking back. Think Elysia, will try to get even? 
'No, he's a douche.' she will most likely find somebody else to pick on when she gets back in. They 
kicked her out, you know, fortheyearand she will be held back too. 'Good,' I say. 'They kick Ellie out yet 
for a week.' 'JUST- Probation.' 


'Stop - stop! Quick! Go back!' 'What'sthe matter?' She yelled. There-there she is, tucked 
away behind all the brush, and over-grown-ness, of plant life. 'I want to look at her! And take a tour of 
all the cars and the engine.'She said to the otherthree...'All right, Naddalin."Justgo back with meand 
hold my hand, it's kind of scary.' 'All right...' she said. 'Jesus...' and they said- 'Wow!' What is it? 'Number 
13...!' 'Do you knowwhatthis means, urn-all the stories are true, she well... like, be here?' 'What?' said 
the thread one, with them. 'Jesus girls.' 'Ah - like Be careful, Emmah and you too.' 

This is a piece of sh*t, said the second one, 'she could be fixed up,' I said way too excitedly. 
'Yah.' 'Oh, she could be really awesome.' 'Forget it.' She Emmah said, this babies' girl has totally rusted 
away, and is missing everything, to even steam, 'I don't care.' 'I bet it won't even steam if we try, or the 
horn blow.' 


'Shell steam still,' an old grumpy man said with straggly hair. 'You need this, coal from the 
village uptown, is the only place in this darkyetcharming land, now where you can get it.' I am getting 
rid of her, you see... as scrap, and for the money, getting me a new place too, and overthefact, no one 
cares anymore about old junk.' 'How much do you want for her; I'll get the money?' 'Whatever it is, it's 
not enough, to save the history of the wizarding world.' 'Jesus, Naddalin.' Girlie, you ever owned 
something like this before?' 'I would say not-so-o, no?' 'Nope, I don't even got-a a- license.' 

'Names: LeDay.' 'Naddalin Maaria.' 'What are you asking forthis train?' 'I am not one of you, 
he was, I am not.' 'Let's start her up.' 'Really can we?' She squalled. 


'She was part of the Skoufyceol railway.' He said. 'We no.' 'Smart girls...' he wisped. 



I like that, there is a lot of magic tell around this railway about it being hunted and evil, but 
why not it is after all the start of the wizarding ways of transportation, my grate-grate-Grandmother 
road this to the school, she was a wizard, and what I would love to become, like. 'Come on, we got to 
getgoing back it is getting dark.' 

The headlamp was still bright and shining a creep beam, down on us standing in front. My 
asshole brother, great-great-granddaddy got this hip, off the line when it shuts down, over this and 
that... hewasan engineer, forthe railroad, shethe lantern overtherethis was part of this train also, it 
glows... even if. I can get rid of it, and his voice trails off... Likewise - 'Made in September 1880.' You got 
your newmodelyearin Septemberthatyear. Brand-new, she was, gorgeous. She had the smell of a 
brand-new steamer. About the finest smell in the world, except maybe for puss. That what always said I 
would rathergo forpuss-yetthat's me.' 

When she got her, she had six miles on her fortest on the six days of the month at 6 - 0-6 she 
pulled out of the factory, with a hot steam fire within, and flames lick around the door of the feed, 
hotterthan hell, and she came to life and was falling down the test line like a bat out of hell, barking a 
new record for this model. 

Foldamer, my brother he went through hell, and back with Number 13 of theSkoufyceol 
railway, with the snotty stock up rich kids, not like you all now, but you get what I am saying now. If your 
brother loves this engine so-o much, 'why is he selling her?' 'Because he is stone-cold dead, some said 
he was going to go down with herin the gave or be lit up in the firebox- like the story.' 'He was not, was 
he the one girl spoke up,' asking. He died on the sixth, at 6 p.m. in 2006, in June. 

(Creepy) 

'So, Mr. LeBay...' How much do you wantfor her?'I-1 have been asking$50. I' well make it 
$25 for you, with all 6 of the cars too.' 'The money's not important, the thing her now is it, I want to see 
it not with me.' '...And there'll be no bringing her back... here... because you see, I am selling this sh*t 
hole, also along with the line to you if you want it, and buying me a condo, uptown, so-o -1 won't be 
tracked down!' 

'You got a deal,' I said quailingly, too him. 


'I will getthe slip, saying it all yours.' 



'Will you stop, and ponderaboutthis fora moment?' Emmahsaid. 'Where are, you are 


getting the money?'Said Emmah. 'I have been saving up for something like this all my life... so-o.' 'it's 
really not that much... either.' Said the other. 'Um- like, I have been savingall summer.' 'Yah butfor 
schooling- books, uniforms, and things you need, to pass here.' 'You get everything you want... don't 
you?' 'He'sscrewingyou over, and may do that too if you don'tget out of here soon.' 

'You could get a decent motorbike, for that much money, back home.' 'Number 13, is decent.' 
Yah but don'tyou need a track? 'No- not with the magic railway, one the train goes overshe get her 
energy back, and it recharged her, also, rememberthe story. And you stop at the 'ShadowTime' station, 
that falling- down now, oh but it won't be if I have somethingto do with it.' 'The guys a weirdo, 

Naddalin.' 'Yah- he'sfreaking weird.' 

'So, that was $50?' 'Yeah, that's it.' 'You said to her $25.' '$25 would do it girlie.' 'It this is a 
good idea, let's just come back tomorrow-andsee what happens.' 'There won't be a one, now or not.' 

Do you realize 'She's 14 years old- Mr.,' 'I mean, that makes her officially a historic.' 'Great- 'Koolwith a 
k- girl, then Parnell's junkyard is full of official historic CRAP.' 'I'm buying her.' 'I don't care what you say.' 
'It's your funeral, girl.' 'Would you give Naddalin a break?' She asked. 'She doesn't know what she's 
doing.' 'You don't know half as much as you thinkyou do...' 'Skank-er's...' The wizard school and 
professorSmith, 'you did what?' 'She's all mine, and there is nothing here in this booksaying: that I 
cannot keep her.' 

'You're kidding, right?' Said the board. 

'You can't buy that junkyard fatter.' 




'Why is she inaccessible up?' 'No comment, 'She's safe from harm.' Long ago, I made a 
mistake as Number 13 caretaker, and she was fare too in loving me and me- her. I-I all most... and his 
voice trills away... lost in a look.' 'Wicked was threatened to abolish her.' 

Part: 5 

She used up all hercoal, and the magic she had is nowall gown.' 'Wicked kids, not caring and 
a man like some of the teacherofthe past here, that rain hermade her go too fast, trying to keeptime.' 
'She'sas preciousas gold.' 'Kids rememberthat, one of you well.' 'That's beautiful, I could cry, and I 



did... like a baby girl.' It was said: 'The journey gets bumpierand bumpier.' 'But if there's a lost engine, 


maybethere'sa lost railway, too... and his voice endsthere.' 'Ithinkthat's howwetravel her, on a 
secret railway, that we now look over, going so fast-with magic.' 'Taking what belongings to the lost 
engine, to do it!' 'I've always wanted to go this way. 'We're following some shadowy lines; I've seen on a 
map. 


They're like light railroad tracks without any rail's ties. 'Well, 13, what are we to do?' I 
remember me saying, kids. 'It all seemed so much easier than life and wizardly was of it, like everything 
else, there are too many legalities. 'I'd given up on seeing her, as she should.' 

'In my pre-teen years, I would over here this too: 'The Magic railroad?' 'Whatever,'they said. 
We're traveling miles and miles, taking away the magic, for them to get here to this wizard world, you 
know. 'They were more caring aboutfinds wizard balls, andfriend life, of seeing who's best, and was 
going to make it.' I recall sayingto these girls that are not my bestie's, I don't know if this railroad's going 
to last much longer, 'till it vanishes like the engine. 

'What engine?' 'Emmah said not remembering because girls and dating othergirls within the 
school was more important, there are no boys around, it's a girl's uniformed school, and the girl is cute, 
so you do whatyou need to do.' 'The engine that traveled this railroad, way back when,' I said, 'and I 
never saw it either so maybe it's not a thing,' 'yes-yes it did way on way back, when the school had boys 
too, yet over legalities, and liabilities, we made the changes to go all-girl school.' 'We don't know what 
happened to it, it goes, and did for lots and lots of time, and thought about boobs, pads, girls, and 
kissing them all over, their bodies, and yes getting fingered by that one girl that makes me feel-ah, 
inside comingout. 

Hello, Naddalin, the railway welcomed me, along with the hunts of the past, like entities 
black and hooded, some good some evil ghosts, and other like fallen angels like Jaylynn, whom all is 
legendary to us at the girls school of wizardry, telling tells of their life, and life's past that, the railway is 
a link to our shadow world, 'Welcome,'the voices said, all spooky and crappy, to my ears, to the wizard 
world of being on the long 3-day ride on the magic railway, yet back at the school, that will only think 
you been going a minute or so, in a time warp. 

'Come on, come on it's along the green, magical ride, see all that is wizardly, over200 years 
or so-o.' 'I'm very at home on trains, I said.' 'What if send a professor back to fetch you.' 'What if... said 



Emmah...' We've heard that one before, aboutyou being worried. 'What's the matter? One girl said, to 
the other, traveling sickness.' 




Enjoyingthe sun, burning through the dense fog?That nothingwas something, justyoung 
girls panicking, these must be the bumpers, atthe end of the station; where these single-track ends, 
nextto the castle, overon the hill. 

'Are we supposed to go through them.' 'They do... we just don't see it- like, we did in the past, 
like a wall, like a porthole?' 'I was supposed to be back by sunset.' Said the one... You know, Naddalin, 
perhaps- professor-Smith, can guess where you are, or even his rest in peace, that said this story to me 
years ago, I wonderif we'll see him, or his ghost. 

'He can... lam sure of that, they all can...' '...Maybe.' 'Because, I think he's been here himself, 
long ago, I bet he was related to the man, his granddad or something.'And there he is it's him in ghostly 
form, saying: 'I knewyou were the one back then, to herand hergirlfriends.' 

'Now if yourjob to save history...' 

'And if he can help, I do wish, he'd hurry, up and say the WHY of it...' then why is the magic in 
your hart, and if you care about something more than your little world. It keeps all optimism alive.' 'I 
have n't told you this a longtime ago- back whenyou were justa little girl, but soon you'll be all grown 
up, and a wizard girl.' The ghostly professorsaid, 'there used to be an engine thattraveled on the magic 
railroad,' glinting like in his appearance. 'Besides if only we could find that, we could still head back to 
Shadow Time ontime.'The secondgirl said. 'Oh, thatengine vanished...along neverto be seenor heard 
from again, said some of the voices of pasted spirits.' 'I have to tell you something. I've heard a train 
whistle, and it sounded, like it came from the mountain valley, beep within the green fogged woods.' 
'Yes, you well it's her crying for love and the loss of the magic of the youth like you.' He said. 

'The mountain valley...?' 'I just recollected another part of the inkling of why I am the chosen 
to be this girl.' 'What...???' 'If he would just believe thatyou could do this you could,' in a way yes, he 
said. '13?' Can she whistle? Yes, we hear he rat night from the school even faint. 'I've heard her...' 'Me 
too, me also...!' 'It's because she's magic, just like all of you, on the inside.' 'I identified, it or I though 
some when we were outwalking.' Naddalin and I were traveling on the ground above it, using our 
wands, and the last of the magic on the vishing rails, all coverwith vines, and tall grasses. 



'Yeah, so have I, we said to the voices, and ghosts of the past, that are along this railway.' 
And the windmill, still twist and twirlers where we stopped and looked at them.' 'This must be the map 
along with the magic railroad, and it was they said, it was hidden, for us not to be bothered by others 
that abolish.' 'But- but the railroad's energy is fading away, said Emmah even nowit is- it is.' The other 
girls agreed with her. 'The railroad needs us, girls, to care...' 'I don't know her special secret, I think I do, 
the coal, and someone to love this that young, and to believe.' 'And, I need to know it now more than 
ever.' 


'Whydid theywantto get rid ofthe railway, don'tyouseeoverus,to keep us safe, from 
them, like yourenemies.' 'Through the bumpers, off the single track, that looks like it's no longerthere, 
the line that was shutdown, by the school, the diversion track.' 'And how will I get back again?' we don't 
know where we are.' 'This railway is all the souls of our ancestors; a pace where can hear them and their 
voices.' 


Boys can masturbate 7 -10 times a dayjacking, I am a girl and I can do that, I rub one outon 
the clit and fingerdown in every houror with a dildo- sometimes both, yet I like to masturbate, and 
there is no shame in doing it, there is nowhere in the bible that says you can't, and it for you and a most 
for your body and health, so about every hour, as a girl I c*m, I have to, why don't you? And c*m over 
and overis not going to make you impotent! Or make God love you any less, forit. Like I have c*m in my 
undies now, girls always do, just think about it... and the feeling it gives you, it just happens, like when it 
pulls for you when you pull them out at the elastic and see thatstuff, you're just feeling good, and 
normal. 


Then I will try, I-we-and us- promised, we would get you home to your school soon, they 
said swirling around her. Follow me, us as we tell our stories. Right this way too: Bumper-Ville, tothe 
other side. It just like Just a walk in the park, to do this even if all the track seems to end under you, you 
are not going to derail. 

'We're going through, now girls.' 

The porthole is suckingthem in... the girls cry- 'It is dark and cold and bumpy, but we are not 
afraid.' 'We're notl' 'Oh, there'sthe missing coal truck, to hertoo with coal still in it, white in color.' 



'We're going back for that coal truck you know here shortly.' 'Bumpers, coal truck, now we're starting to 
solve the mysteries.' You could hear the happy cries of the voices, around them. 'Nothing seems to work. 
This is the lost engine from long ago.' 'There-there-there... and they're all together, there it is it's also 
theirs, like all the white old cars.' 'Now we can go back... and bring some to help...' There, it is, they're - 
beingthem also, as girls, and voices, and there... is where they are now, in the lost land of the magic 
railway. 


(The next day) 

Do you think you could get some, now? 'I've tried all the different coals in the valley.'ALONG 
WITH SAYING- 'I can't make her steam,' he said. Coal, special magic coal, that sparkles with gold flakes in 
it, that is that's 13 needs. 'There's a coal truck, we pass the day before...' 'Up at the top of the mountain 
then down low we go, on the covering magical tracks.' 'Unquestionably, I will stop here, and I well.' 

Nonetheless, I 'But better late than neverwellsee if.' 'It's a beautifulday! Even if wherein 
the dark thick woods, of this railway, we're down, in this valley now, the sun's rays shiningthrough the 
trees, that seem to be grabbing on to us as we pass. 

'I couldn't fix her in time,' he said, along with 'yetthere may not be one, if...' and his voice 
trails off; and at last she is alive, and the light is bight and the steam are flying around her, and breathing, 
like... in- an evil hiss, she wakestoform the dead. 

'13 is and was just like me back when I thought, I could not c*m'n orgasm hard, when it was 
12 yet just like a steam, building butthe right steam, with the train if you work with herlong enough, 
just like she, wegetyou there, and just like steam building up and letting it out, it makesyou happy 
when you masturbate for a longtime,' she said- this to professor Smith and he just giggled, and the girls 
smiled also at herun-shame.The girls all feelas shedid- sayingthat too. 

'The railroad is getting its energy back, and she is she, the inflamed red engine, breathingfire 
she is; shooting it out her side too, by the big wheels, the funnel is smocking too.' 'Well, the lights are 
singing on you and All ago now, aren'tyou? 'Bright forglory...' 'He (yourteacherbackthen) would have 
would have loved this journey, with herall over again.' 'Yes, she wou Id, I said wiping a tear.' 'Besides, he 
would have loved it that you're with me now, and all of us too... right girls?' As he said then - 'didn't 
forget about magic, it's safe inside you, don't let anyone take it.' 



'You've found her, and she's steaming, even if she is not ride read yet, that was the next 
thing for me, the girls did not know, I was thinking about.' 'And she's beautiful, even now yet, I have 
wizardly photos, that motion picture on the new paper, is it comes to life with magic, going on in my 
mind of the past of what she was and it was unbelievable!' 'There was enough magic, with us and her 
the train to get her to movie some, on herown rusty power... a big day for us all.' 


I'm glad you were able to find yourway back, form your magical stride, though the woods. 
'Girls, do you realize this is? 

Yes, we reckon this is one beautiful engine.' 'This is the lost engine, we said to others we 
meet up with back at the school, in the long halls?' 'Are we glad to see you,'the girls said with running 
hugs. 


Part: 6 

(One week has passed) 

'Now we can go back to Shadow Time, on a cold day, withoutthe railway the magic can't 
exist, maybe not now but overtime, we don't even see that.' 'Aha!' she said. 'I'll not let you down again,' 
some teachers, said at the school, saying this was not safe for girls this age to be doing. Watch out for 
the viaduct, one said, asthegirls run off,todotheirjourney. 

'It's dangerous!'They giggle. 'No, you won't, because the magic you refuse to believe in... will 
getthe betterof you, if you let it do so-o.' He said. Also, saying 'You can run, but you can't hide, form 
this once it or she gets ahold of you and of you.'Though the old rail tunnel, that is a mile long, dark and 
damp. 


'Well, 13 this is your shining time, too, if we do this.' 'We hope so,' the girls said. 'Come on, 
13, come to life today to for us, we had some new parts of old trains to try, to see if we could get her 
moving even more, along with our magic.' 

'Little engines can do big things, just like a little girl like me.' 'Then watch the swirls that spin 
so well, around her as she comes to life for us in an evil hiss.' 'Swirls, of magic, around her body.' Like 
the shavings around as we start to see hersteam.' 



'Let's look around, the inside of all the passengercars.' Girl- 'I think I promised you 
something, the right to dothis.' 'She'syourif you wantto bring herback to life and part of a working 
line for the school."How can we girl help?' 

'I'm ready to work hard for this.' 'There is a railroad now, that likes to the past and to you 
making the future of this school, for all girls like you that believe, that can door be anything they want 
to believe.' 


Part: 7 

'What are you talking about, girlfriend?' 'You're 14years old, they said yet I say go for it.' 'Oh, 
girl.' 'Actually, you're wrong in think you can do all by yourselftheysay at the school other girls.' 

'That I did not have the money for it, but buying it for cash is no problem, see they don't see 
that, they don't even think about cash.' 

'Recordkeeping a train at 14, is something else...' and for that, I need your permission, and 
that you have miss-ie,' said Smith. 

(Board meeting in the larger dining hall, with the stain glass windows, 1911 Underworld type 
right is typing way magically its self, with magic dust sparkling in swalesaround it -rip - ding-goesthe 
mechanical devices.) 

'You know how we do things, at this school, with our girls, how could you say you would 
oversee them doingthis?' 

'It's historic and goodforthemi' 

'You but more Importantly they could've consulted with us.' 

'I've consulted with you about everything I've everdone, the girl said, even back with I was 
little. If it's something I want, I get outvoted, 20 to 11' 

'This is no committee meeting, where we wantto hear from you.' 


'I sayyou going tool' said with passioni 



'I boughtthe railroad, and that's it, I can give it back!' 


'It most certainly is not it!' 

'Sorry but you say sound like babbling to me!' 

'Howcould you have let herdo this?' 

'I didn't let her.' He said. 

'She wanted the railway, and she bought it.' 

'We, girls here- us-we, tried to talk her out of it- even.' 

'I doubt you tried very hard,' said one older woman, I did not know her name yet, but she 
would become very important to me, and my education over the next 4 years.' 

'Yeah, well, I am going to my room.' She said storming out. 

'I thinkyou should, she said with a pissy, arrogance.' 

'That's it, I am gettingthe hell out of here.' 

'What kind of language was that, what did you say!' 

'You wanted me in basic wizard courses, I am there, even if I feel, that I am high up.' 

'You wanted the band instead of the chess club, I am there too.' 

'I've managed 14years withoutembarrassingyou or landing in the dungeon.' 
Asked:'lsdungeon-edaword?"ltis now!'The one girl said. 

'You are not keepingthis here' 

'Fine...!' 

'Thanksforthe milk and cookies.'They said walking out. 

'What's the problem with it?' 


'I am overseeingthis, with the girls.' Said Smith. 



Stall 20, the pulled her into, an old garage. 


'Getit overthereand shut it off...' 

'Maybe the voices, of them, thought me that is the one talking, out of my mouth, that makes 
me do the crazy's, and act them too, so look and perceive.' 

The newtrack was laid... in to the dungeon, parts of the school. 

'Stop running down here before we all choke to death and the place burns down.' Old man 

said 

'Kiddo, if you sold him that piece of sh*t, you oughtto be freakingashamed of yourself.' 

'I didn'tsell it to her.' Emmah said- 
'I triedto talk herout of it.' 

rv/ ^ f\j 


'You've should-a have tried harder,' he said slurring. 

'I knew a guy who had done something like that once, once too with a train like this. The 
fuckin bastard killed himself in it, now a kid is doing it.' 

'The Son of a bitch was so mean... if you poured boiling waterdown his throat... he would 
have pissed icicles.' 

'Okay.' She said, awkwardly. 

'That is the last time... you run that mechanical asshole in here, without ventilation. I catch 
you doing it one time, and you are out. You understand, and this thing will is sold for scrap.' 


O/ 5(c 


(The workshop) 

'I am goingto tell you somethingelse right now. I don'ttakeanysh*tof girls like you, I know 


you and yourfamily.' 



'This place is for learning, not for skewing off, it's not for rich-ass-ed, snot-nosed kids, to do 

justthat.' 

'I don'tallowanysmokingin hereeither.' 

'You go out in the junkyard, overthe way.' 

'I don'tsmokewhatyou do.' 

'Don't interrupt me, smartass.' 

'That right I am smart and have an ass!' 

'Don't interrupt me...' 

'Don't get smart one more time.' 

'Ah, sir?' 

'What doyou want.' 

'Those men overthere are smoking pipes and cars, yah- bettertellthemto quit.' 

'Are you trying to help yourself out of this school right, girl?' That is when professorSmith, 
walked in the doorand said, 'whatthe issue?' 

'Then shutyour pie hole.' He said. 

'There kidstryingto do somethingotherthan lying ontheir backside,forentertainment.' 

'I know a-slut when I see one, I think I am looking at one right now, all 
they know howto do.' 

'Theycan read theycan'twrite, or eventhinkforthemselves...either...so-owhatelse is 
thereto call them?' 

'You are on probation as of this moment.' 

'You get it, stop piss'n them off, if you want me to help you with this.' 


'You screw around with me...' He said. 



'I don't care how much money, and that is not what this is about now is it?' 'You'll pay up in 


front... and it's now part of your schooling.' 

'I'll throwyou outon your ass! You got it?' 

'Yes, sir. Good.' 

'Nowgetout of here, this is not a place for young kids.' 

'We're closed for the night and you need sleep.' 

'You going to be okay?' 

'Yeah don't cry.' 

'You know, you betterfind yourself some othercharity besides me and 
Number 13 of the Skoufyceol railway.' 

'What is it aboutthat car?' 

'I don't know.' 

'Maybe it'sjustthat for the first time I've found something uglierthan me.' 
'You are the cutest girl in the school what are you saying he's an ass I' 

'And I know I can fix herup.' 

'You're not ugly, Naddalin.' 

'I know what I am.' 'Gay, maybe, but not ugly.' Suck YOU I 
'Ha-1 would like that!' 

'Oh, bug blowout, Emmah.' 

'You don'tneedthissh*t.' 

'Where have you been?' 


'You had us worried sick, said the girls in their nighty's in their bed in their room! 



Part: 8 


'I just have to get my wallet out of 'Number 13' of the Skoufyceol railway.' 

'Want to come in with me?' 

'Sure, I think, I love you, she said to me, and I feet butterfly's and felt the same.' 

(Back) 

'I'm fixing up Number 13 of the Skoufyceol railway.' 

'Listen, miss, you've been rude to us once too often!' 

'You apologize to yourfamily right now... but...!' ...And his voice trails off. 

(The magic in the train of 13) 

Show me, and she fixed herself I 
'ANDTHEN ITWAS TRACING KIDS DOWN!' 

'Isthatyou, Maaria? 'Hey, you ain't mad, are ya?' 

'Oh,sh*t.'SHESAID! 

'you're a dead girl now! As she was running down the magic highway, do to her cast spell, or 

payback.' 

'Where have you been, they asked back at the school? You hear about what happened to 

Ellie?' 

'Yepper.' 

'Almost makesyou feel sorry forthe little slut-butt.' 

'How's N umber 13 of the Skoufyceol railway coming?' 

'Oh, sweet, nicerthan new.' 


'I heard she was totaled, after a test run.' 



-AKA runs her down... 


'That is not how it was...' 

'After I cleaned up the broken glass, it wasn't so bad, and using magic, you see that she and I 
can do anything.' 

'Nobody betterdo- anythingto me.' 

'What doesthatmean?' 

'I gotta go.' 

'I hope you didn't think I could hang around here all day, I want to seethe world of the magic 
railway, and all the town that was lost, like one called Rockville...' 

(Questions) 

'I really like this shade of red.' Said a teacher. 

'Didn't think they made this anymore.' 

'Well, they must, we have it no?' 

'I want to have deep, meaningful sex with her, I am in - love!' 'Oh, my God she smiled at me.' 
'Like- do you think it was a good idea, to say she was a cute girl with blond locks, said to the other?' 'Go 
get her, Sara.'Yah- Think I should?'You've got nothing to lose but your virginity.' Emmah, can you give 
me a hand?' 'I-1 can't...' 'Yeah.' She doesn't have a chance at all, it was said. 

I do notthink so-oeither. She's much too elegantforher. There you go, Sara. 'Lucky girl, see 
you at lunch... 'What did you do?' 'Hey,' Have you seen- 

Naddalin? 'Yeah.' she still in the class... 

What is the matter? Elysia has her in a wand war, overwho knows more, with the last class, 
or transformation, it like a thunderstorm in there, with the back and forth and the cracking. 

Elysia, 'Hi, Emmah...' she said deviously, lookingforyou knewa friend. Come on, dick-weed, 
you want it? ...Come and get iti' If it's yours, for the taking, come to Naddalin, you think you're the best 



in the class, here, your little girly wand... Just take it, I say, and let's go, that's all you got to do. 'Come 
on.' 'That's funny, Elysia, really cute.' Put the dagger down, put down the dagger, give it back to her. 


'Go get Mr. Sasey.' Isay 'Comeonfastly. 

Picking still- 'You want to go for it?' '...jump for it little one...' 'You've got a knife and she 

doesn't. 


That makes you a hosesh*t.' 'Yeah, the all uneasily agreed.' 'Put it down.' Glass fall off her 
face as she jumped one more time; and then she stepped on them, breakingthem to smithereens. Yeah, 
put down the dagger, putdown the dagger, okay, I am notgoing to say it again. 'Get her, girls!' 'How do 
you like that sh*tfaced? Puss-slap...' 'All right, break it up!' Said the professor... harshly. 'Right now,... 
even more, harsh. 'You kids take a walk and get lost.' Notyou, Ellie. 'I have not been doinganything.' 
'You all right, 

Emmah?' 'Yeah, am okay holding herself.' 'Real cute, girls real...' 'Three on one young little 
girl.' 


Part: 9 

'She was so shaken up, giving me all the details... of this girl, being chop up by getting run 
over by you and yourtrain with the kid inside the cars, forthe hell of it!' 

'She broke down crying, saying it was not my doing.' 

'I understand... theysaid atthe board meeting.' 

'A girl one of the perpetrators defecated in the cab, and this is why you did this...?' 

I said I was notdriving this; it was doing its own... 

'They looked at me like yeah- right, knowing I hated this girl.' 

'The kid was cut in half. They had to scrape her nude body up with a shovel. I's isn't that what 
you're theoretically meant to do with crap... scrape it up with a shovel?' 'Don't get smart with me, girl.' 
She could not be saved...' 


'I think we deserve one more try.' 



'Naddalin would neverdothat said the three girls that know her best/ 


'Yah- not in a million years.' 

'I don'tthinkshe's Naddalin.' 

'It'sthat train, and the evil of the man that passed with the story.' 

'I swearit is.' She wenton saying. 

Part: 10 

(Three weeks more have passed) 

And then it happens, like a dream yet was not a dream, she was running for her life it was 
running herdown like the girl forms the pastthat was a legion, to them all in the town and schools. She 
was oneofthe brides toowith nowhere to go, and shefalls to herdeath. Nowshe is a fallen angel, just 
like Jaylynn! I am sure we see heragain; I knowthatyou did she was lost within anothergirl- like you 
reading! 


Nevaeh 

Book: 33 


Untitled 


Part: 1 



Numberl 


Numberl 


Numberl 


That ‘is’ I-STEVEN YOUR NUMBER 1- NOW! 

-AND- 

I LOVE YOU I 


Anna- this is my ' UNJlTLEiy story- she typed the line in her bed with the laptop. That is died, 
to the outside world. Of how I love my family, friends, and boyfriend, and how I may die, at the hand of 
a man that is my -lover. 

Steven- Fuck'n sh*t- 

What? She screamed, in lost confusion. 


He thensaid... 



'You should be SH*T-ING YOURSELFTO HOW GOOD I AM.' 


Her face went slack again IN THE THOUGHTS, SHE BLINKED AND SAIDTHE SAME LINE BACK, 
and she looked sullenly at the wall. That is a good opener- no-that what she said... ha. He thought she 
was going to blank out again, but instead, she fetched a sigh and lifted her light body of like 99 lbs. from 
the bed. 'You don't have any need to use such words in the Nevaeh books, forthe reason thatthey 
didn't use such words at all back then. 

They weren't even invented, I suppose, butthatwas a bettertime than with the first parts. 
You might as well stick to your Nevaeh stories, Anna. I say that honestly. As your number one fan.' I 
would like to let you know and see that... I see it- you twisted tit- smacking pussy licker! She said-suck 
on that-okay you well... here my bar of soap that I use on the dicks of the horses uses it! Suck on that! 
She wentto the door outto the hall lock it as she looked back at her. She tried to smile some and love 
the thoughtthat she could make it as the writer, -yet was it worth the lack of freedom? 

'I'd rather not have you livid- or heating on me-you need to love me-for real... I sort of 
depend on you; you know.' 'I'll I put that manuscript back by all your movies, this is my copy, it not 
finished, Nevaeh'syou need to do some over-for me-to love you more than I do-thinkof whatwe do 
as your writing lines write as you would act. I may go back to the otherone later when I'm done.' 'Don't 
do that if it makes you mad,' he said- but I want to fee I you as I read the pages inside and out. 

She did not return his smile- 

'Yes,'she said.'You do. You do, don'tyou, Anna?' 

He left... going for a drive... to clear his mind - or to get things forthe livestock... the wolf 


was left in my room teeth showing and the dr-ip drip- 



dripping with spit at my bare body chained down to the bed like he was just on a long 


enough chain to like my toes... I could feelthe breath of her wet nose... ticking me-and I could not back 
down of she would have bitten down hard! 

She began to wait for the clock to chime outside the door along with the coo-coo one 
overhead reminds her that just like that she was looking and sound crazy also. Two chimes. The chimes 
overand overand fordays he was off to doanotherkill on some little girl andto drag herbackto his 
hole in the basementorto light herup in front of me like before. 

He lay propped upon the pillows, watching the door. She came in. he was wearing an 
apron over his naked body as I watch him chop this little bond girl up into a ham-saladfor the wolf... 
with a hatchet, he kept her six-year-old skirts, and underwearasa keepsake-and the bonesthatwere 
not licked up by the wolf named afterthegirl in the story was ground up in a woodchipper-and her 
head was crash in the wood splitter- the manway she died. On one hand, she floor-bucket of her young 
little sweet-red blood-sayingdrink it- it shows love. 

'I presume you want' yourtent-sucking-bull-sucking- medication,' he said flighty. That was 
him though-calm and nice to oh my god- run! If you can... 'Yes, please.' He tried to smile at her 
ingratiatingly, and felt that shame again- she felt grotesque to himself, a stranger. 'I have it,' she said, 
'but first I have to clean up the mess in the comer-you see what you made me do-with fling your sh*t 
out of the bed pain- if you could walk you would like that up to clean it. The mess you made. 

You'll have to wait until I do that.' Baby 

Dick Baby Dick Baby DICK! THAT IS, YOU! DICK OF A BABYI 

She lay in the bed with his legs spared eking in the head- reading whatshe has said- making 


shapes like broken branches underthe misspelled textthat he cannot say for... and cold sweat running 



hernose-wearingshabby clothing herface is down now smashed in the dirty pillow looking outnow she 


sees him make a dive over the creek outside, as she lay and watched as she crossed her eyes over the 
room of howto get out- now back after letting all the pop in pee in the corner he and set the bucket 
down and throw Anna at wall- whole body to picked up the pieces of the sh*t bowl and took them out 
and came back and knelt by the bucket and fished in it and brought out a soapy rag and wrung it out, 
and began to wash the dried soupfromthe wall. 

Done- she said aftersitting there for hours- okay back to bed the fucked man said- she lays 
and watching yet again with him fiddling with her body- and at last she started to shiver hard and the 
shivering made the pain worse, but he could not help it. Once he turned around and saw her shivering 
and soaking the bedclothes in sweat, he knewthat he was taking it to far- and the sweetness was 
starting to come out with him... so unlike what was shown before... and he favored her with such a 
cunning and knowingfrown, that he could easily have killed her. 

'It's dried on,' she said, turning her face back into the corner. She gobbled them into his 
mouth, and when he looked up, he saw herlifting the creamy plastic floor-buckettoward her- lick never 
before. 


It filled his field ofvision like afalling moon overthe waterthatwas little ingrown in 

relation. 


Gloomy-sh muddy waterslopped overthe circumference onto the quilt. 

Nonetheless, instead of leaving, she walked overtothe bed and fished in her apron pocket. 
She broughtout not two capsules but three. 'Now,' he alleged sympathetically, she gawked at her, and 
his face was all eyes. 'Shampoo them down with this,' she said. 


Her voice was still tender. 



'Do it fuckerdo it,' she said. 'I knowyou can dry-gulp them but thrilled to believe me- 


when I say I can make them come right back up o'er. 

Afterall, it's only rinse-water. Itwon'thurtyou.' he tended overhim like a monolith, the 
bucket slightly tipped. He could seethe rag twisting slowly in its dark nadirs like a drowned thing; he 
could see a thin scrum of soap on top. 

Part of her groaned but none of him hesitated. 

She drank quickly, washing the pills down ever so hard like, and the taste in her mouth was 
yuck and was as it had been on the existences when his mother made him brush his teeth with soap. Her 
tummy hooked, and he made a thick sound. 'I love you,' she said and kissed him on the cheek. She left, 
not looking back, carrying the floor bucket. 'I would n't throw them up, Anna. No more until seven-thirty 
tonight.' he observed at herfora momentwith a flat empty gaze, and then herface lit up and she 
beamed. 


'You won't make me mad again, will you?' 'Nope,' she whispered. Irritation-was there-as 
the moon outside was all the hope she had left in this world. What a bad idea! He lay back, tasting grit 
and plaster in his mouth and throat. Tasting soap as she was sucking it, I won't throw up... won't throw 
up ... won't throw up. You do and you'll eat it and if you throw it up for that you'll eat that too. 

Her fantasized along with dreamed she was being eaten by him over the nights she was at 
rest not an at pace though. It was not a noble dream. There was a bang and he thought. Naturally, good, 
all right! 


Discharge it! Shootthe damn thing! 



Then she was awake seeing a gun at her temple for real, knowing it was only Steven, pulling 


the back door shut. And then she out as he injects the fuck sleep add to do just that... She had gone out 
to do the chores, she heard the faint moment of truth of his footsteps in the snow outside now. I love he 
said- and she just gives him the pink and stinks sing with her left hand - oh such a fooler... he went past 
the window-with the plow-1 need if I could run I would be chased down with it v- ing at my hills wearing 
a parka with the hood up. 

Her breath plumed out, then broke apart on her loving face, the way a sturdy 
countrywoman mightcarry a milk pail, slightly awayfrom herbody with no thought at all, so that none 
would spill. At last, the insistence of this thought began to disappear, as well as he realized he wasgoing 
to slumber, she had held everything down long enough for the medication to begin its work. 

He had won. This time... she wasgoing to do it... he didn't look in at her, intent on her 
chores in the barn, he supposed. Nourishingthe animals more then I, and I see this I getthe same mile I 
sewer to olefin god I do it's the same pig slop, cleaning the stalls, maybe casting a few runes - he 
wouldn't put it past her. had to think about this bizarre situation while he was still capable of something 
like the worst thing, she was discovered, was that him- that didn'twantto think of it even while he 
could, even when she knew he could not bring the situation to an end without thinking about it. 

Her mind kepttryingto push it away, like a child pushingaway his meal eventhough he has 
been told he cannot leave the table until he has eaten it. 

Yet, miserable or not and he was... she still wanted to live and love yet not either with is a 
creeper. Think about it, dammit! Jesus, are you already so cowed you can't even try? Nopper- but 
almost that cowed. Look now he said- staring out the window-The sky was darkening elaborate-sunset. 


Five-four, maybe seven o'clock lost in it she did not even know. 



She could have gone back to sleep looking at all the stars and wishing on one for the hope 


of freedom, wanted to go back to sleep, but she balanced thought, she didn't want to think about it for 
the reason that, just living it was hard enough to bar with, she didn't want to reason with it or about it 
for the reason that, on every occasion, she did ill-disposed descriptions facilitated, the way she went 
outright, the way she made him think of idols and stones, and now the way the green metal floor- 
bucket had sped toward his face like a colliding moon. Thinkingof those things would not change his 
state of affairs, was, in fact, worse than notthinking at all, but once he turned his mind to Steven and his 
position here in herhouse, the thoughts that came, thronging out all others. 

Her heart would start to beat too fast and then drop off to a stall, mostly in horror, of what 
evil creepy thing was nextthere he was creeping- creeping-creeping in her room thinking of something 
to do to herbody and mind... it wasjusta matterof creepertime, butthen again partially in humiliation, 
too. she saw herself putting his lips to the rim of the bucket, sawthe bleach- waterwith its film of soap 
aid the rag fluctuating in it, proverbingthese things and yet in a swallowed anyway, never hesitant a bit 
of it. 


I'll make you drink this- if you don't shout the fucking hole in your face!! she would never 
tell anyone about that, presumptuous she evergotoutof this, and she imaginary she might try to 
propaganda about it to herself, but she would never be able to do that. Then an odd, angry thought 
occurredto him: She doesn't like the newbookforthe reason that he'stoo senseless toapprehend 
what it's up to. 

Percapita time he had taken a yearor two off to put pen to paperone of the othernovels, 
what thought of as her'grim' work with what was at first certainty and then hope and finally a species of 
grim anxiety-she had acknowledged a flood of protesting letters from these women, many of whom 


signed themselves 'your number-one fan.' 



Surely... Plus while she might be crazy, was she so-0 different in her appraisal of her work 


from the thousands & thousands of other individuals transversely the kingdom -100% of the females 
whom could scarcely wait for each new 2,000 page's chapter in the tempestuous life of the foundling 
who has risen to say, 'I do' a peerof the monarchy? Nope, not at all. 

They wanted Nevaeh, Nevaeh, and Nevaeh. she could write an outdated story of wouldn't 
matter to teen just old creeps like him that want at trill or fee I loved. 

Thoughtful about the things he had said was at least a new avenue, and feeling angry at her 
was improved than fee ling scared of her, and so he went down it with some eagerness. 

They would still want Nevaeh, Nevaeh, Nevaeh. It's hard to follow ... she's not interesting... 
and the vulgarity is to freak'n much it this do it overor you'll eat the stapler! How did that feelgoing 
down on your earlobe...?...?... He asked... Then he specked it on her fore head asking the same question- 
with a sinker... doing it. Thethoughtwasn'tjustodd; underthe circumstances, how she felt about 
Untitled was totally immaterial. The tone of these letters varied from puzzlement (that continually hurt 
the most, one way or another,) to admonishment, to outright anger, but the memo was always equal: It 
wasn't what I expected, it wasn't what I wanted. Please go back to Nevaeh. 

I want to know what Nevaeh is doing. Too senseless...? No? Too set... Not just averse to 
change, but hostile to the very idea of change, he recollected her coming in here, withholding the 
capsules, coercing permission to read the manuscript of Untitled, she felt flushed and shamed with 
humiliation, and warming his face... nowthey were mixed with real fury. It had come into bud from a 
spark into a minuscule recessed blaze. 

The anger sparked again. Angerat herobdurate density, angerthatshe could actually 


kidnap her, keep her captive, and the strength of herchoice between drinking dirty rinse water from a 




floor-bucket or suffering the pain of his shattered legs- and ripped open girlie hole, and then, on top of 


all that, find the nerve to disapprove the bestthing he had ever written. 

Suddenly,shefeltbetteragain,felteventhough he knewthis uprising was pettyand pitiful 
and meaningless... she had nevershown anyone a manuscript before, &she had proofread it and then 
retyped the thing. 

Never-ever not even the dead girl did that- Never. Why, he didn't even-fora moment her 
thoughts overdrawn off cleanly, she could hear the dim sound of a cow mooing and the wolf howling... 
laying in her bed... they made friends if you well. I going to get you out of here so she said. Why? Why- 
she didn't even make a copy until the second draft was done. 

4 years of hard work now she has worked nonstop, she didn't like it, and she was era eked. 
Hitherto he had to see it... The manuscript copies of Untitled which was now in Steven ownership was, 
in fact, the only existingcopy in the whole world. He had even burned his notes. 

Nevaeh was what she liked; in the story yet the face was the one losing it like the girl in the 
storybooks did... funny no? Absolutely- The work, the pride in your work, the worth of the work itself... 
all those things faded away to the magic- hurricane lantern shades they really were when the pain got 
bad enough. 

She remembered thinking: Turn the pages all by hand up and down the screen, of this 
1,000 pages' book/manuscript into paper hats if you want, just ...delight... The annoyance, humiliation, 
and heat gushed again, developing the first dull re-joining throb in her legs and hips. She really was an 


idol, and if she didn't kill her, she might kill what was in him. 



That she would do that to him- that she could when he had spent most of his adult life 


thinking the word writer was the most imperative description of himself, made her seem totally 
disgraceful, somethingshe must seepage. 

Now she heard the eageryellof the wolf- he had thought she wouldn't mind, but he 
thought Nevaeh was a wonderful name for a wolf dog. He remembered how she had imitated it, the 
way her upper lip had creased toward her nose, how her cheeks had seemed to smooth, how she had 
truly- looked like a wolf for a moment: 

Hooooowwwwwwww!!!! 

From the barn-1 see him standing, I hear the sound through the glass of the window-the 
voice strong. Making the sound of the wolf- imitating it. she lies on her backside now, and puts her arm 
over his eyes, and tried to hold onto the anger, for the reason, that the anger made her feel fearless. A 
brave lady might meditate. A coward couldn't. Here was a man who had been a doctor & he was sure of 
that also. Even so, the thought was hell- no, because he did not go work- much other than being a baby 
killer- or so I saw on his pc, which I hacked into looking around the house when I would get out without 
him knowing. 

Why did she no longer practice her trade? That seemed obvious. Cutting babies heads off 
sick and having a sexual thing with them to twisted fuck! Not at all her gear was stowed right; heaps of it 
was rolling around in the holds. If it was understandable to hereven through the fog of pain she has 
been existing in, it would surely have been obvious to her age group. She missed being a younger teen. 


and the kids she knew- and also acting... and life outside 4 walls. 



The police and ambulance were called to the scene as you know yet there was no Anna to 
be found-she was going or so they thought it was talked on the tv, that she was dead-or that someone 
would report herto a hospital, or somethingalong that line. 

She had connected no one about all this just so he could keep he love for himself - in the 
guest-room, put IV drips in his arms and a sh*tload of dope in her body to make his Mr. Happy well- 
happy! he had dragged herfrom the wreckage of hertrain car and instead of calling and do what he 
should have done... He had told no one he was here, and if she hadn't by now, that meant she didn't 
mean too. 


It's been 5 years now since that day- he a sideshow of all that went down. Sufficient so she 
had gone into what she called breathing depression at least once- and just plain depression overall this 
that was becoming her life-and books all she had to do in life now where this dumb book. 'She's my 
number-one fan,' he muttered and put an arm over his eyes like a gay fag. 

Its eyes, It'stheface in the night it thefeelingof cold and hot. It's creeper 

Steven in my bed... with the throbbing in his legs began to cycle up. No. No, Nooooo. she 
pressed the felon of her elbow more tightly against her eyes. From the barn, he could hear spaced 
thudding noises of anotherdead girl, that he was making into mulch. Unbearable the sight, and smells I 
would get from this man-that was not humanto me at all. 

To tell what they were, of course, but in his imagination -1 love it as I love you, he said to 
her lying next to her in her bed without her doing anything about it. she could see him pushing bales of 
hay out of the loft with the heel of his boot and yet cove rover my young girl bodies that he had dragged 


in by the hair, could see them tumbling to the barn floor the roll like dead logs. 



Chop-Chop-Chop! It is all I here for a day! The killer Steven was back-why not me?Then, 


cutting cleanly through this like a sharp knife, came her agitated as he was run to her bed for his 
playtime with her... even the dog was getting fucked over, almost- screaming voice: I heard them all get 
fucked and killed in the barn-like all under 14 years of age too- you like it don'tsayyou don't- he said to 
me as he slit on open with his knife in - front of my dead her head feels on my chest-1 freaked- in horror. 
The little hand now at my lower hips the body blooding out down my skin... I would not have thought 
the eyes of death looked like this. 

Name-Steven 

('Sointense!') 

My name is Steven King. 

He was on the stand forsomeof these, yet he got away with all the 

Killing's there was not anything I could do- but lay in my bed. All the weeks he was off at 
court in othercounties. I could do nothing but writing this story!! 

...And I did!!! 

F*ck- YOU! MOTHER F*CKING C*CKSUCKER, I SAID! 

'Come on,' She muttered, her arm over his eyes this was the way bethought best, the way 
he imagined best. He could seethe courtroom in Bedford, could see Steven on the stand, not wearing 
jeans now but a rusty florid-black dress and an awful hat. he could see that the courtroom was crowded 
with spectators, that the judge, vas bald and wearingglasses. The judge had a white beard. There was a 
birthmark beneath the white mustache. The white mustache covered mostof it nonetheless not quite 


all. 



Steven- 


'I'm afraid this is going to take a while, Anna.' He rubbed, what I did not get off the wall 
higher the stain slowly disappeared from the plaster but she went on dipping the cloth, wringing it out, 
cleaning, and then repeating the whole process. She could not see his face at this point, but the idea- 
the certainty... of that- she had gone absolute and might go on scrubbingthe wall for hours tormented 
her. He read he tells of who- 'Can you imagine!' That spirit of... of fan-love... I was all there's... ha-you 
have no idea who loves me... he said on the sand mocking them... know he would be going back to her. 
At last- just before the clock chimed once, marking two-thirty-the days started blurring. 

Then her eyes drifted to the corner, where no sign of the splashed soup remained her of... 
of what was lost and what was gained... cast their eternal damaged shadows. She came backand stood 
for just a moment inside the doorway, observing his wet face with that same mixture of stern ness and 
maternal love through this all. Living alone as I do is no excuse whateverforstampingthejob. 

My mother had a saying, Anna, and I live by it- don't f*ck up of your dead to me. Bath time- 
'Now I must rinse you,' he said, 'or else the soap will leave a dull spot. I must do it all; I must make the 
whole shebang right. It hurts he'd blubbered out. It hurt her legs and it hurt her heart-yet it the pain he 
loves seeing the mostotherthan the twisted thoughts of the love she not ever going to give him. 'all 
nasty, never neat,' she used to say.' 'Please,' she groaned strongly. 'Please, the pain, I'm dying I have to 
be.' 'Nope. 

You're not dying- not all the way yet.' 'I'll shriek,' she said with power behind it, beginning 
to cry harder. It's nobody'sfault butyour ownyou see this is what I have to do with you to understand 
me and what you don't understand- understand? "I won't be able to walk- you can help it- but you'll 


never- ever.' 'scream,' she said. 



'Remember that you made that mess- now you paid for it with your hip- humbled with the 


bat. Not me. she watched as shedippedand wrungand rinsed,dipped and squeezed andwashed.One 
way or anothershe wasable to keep from screaming. 

She's going to go out and I'll hear her pouring the rinse-water down the sink and maybe 
she won't come back for hours for the reason that maybe she's not done punishing me hitherto. At last, 
just as the clock in what he assumed was the parlor began to strike three, she rose and picked up the 
bucket. She's going to go out now. 'She's always writing things down, not making things up to add to 
how she was going to die yet the story would live on as her memories.' Her thoughts - he said- okay- 
Nowl just rinse. 

Also- she thought about how her legs and arm have to be booked at least 10 times now by 
his hands over those 5 years to keep her from running, he whispered, but could get no further-with the 
ditty talk with her- it was like she was almost falling for him-times before. 

The bailiff asked herto state hername, and overand overagain- she said- it was Steven 
that did this to me in the text-so someone would read- but she said about all the kids too- yet would the 
story get out- if she could find a way to hide the pieces of the lines in-between; she sat there with her 
fibrous solid gloomy body displacing air and said her name overand overagain but no more than that. 

Still trying to imagine why the ex- Dr. who had taken her prisoner might have once been, 
put on the stand even if she did not make it the story would say it all, Anna drafted and then drifted off 
to sleep. Saving a copy- and stashing a copy and hiding in the pipe of the bedpost rolling. 

30 relief swept through her-seeing a plan goes over heed-and some trains, so great he felt 
like crying. Something had happened when he was asleep, someone had come, or perhaps Steven had 



had a change of heart or mind- saying when should I let you go-1, not your type you need someone that 


lovesyou more then I if that is possible-you need to have your life back-1 was in awe. 

It didn't matter... that would change his mood I was sure of that-yetthat side ofthis man I 
liked... he was not all bad. He had gone to sleep in the monster- man's house and had awakened in the 
hospital to get the things he needs- being a Dr. there were no questions asked as for why- he was a Dr. 
like Mengele-an angel of death- running a test on girls like me. You can hear all bout he works and 
struggles here in the untitled book-that I hope someone will see 

'You ... you... you dirty- C*NTI' 'YOU DIDN'T'- HE SAID. Crawling from room to room-when 
he was out-she got out-she would be more than happy to crawl to the telephone, no matter how much 
it might hurt. He would crawl to the telephone overbroken glass if that was what it took. And it was a 
heart attack ... but notthe right kind. She came toward him, not quite staggering but rolling, the way a 
sailor will when he's just gotten off his ship at the end of a long voyage. Run - Run- Run she could not do 
that, yetshe tried- Hell- she tried to psychiatrist awayfrom her, butthere was no place to go. There was 
only the headboard, and behind that, the wall. 

'You where moaning,' she said. There was glass water- pitcher on the table. She seized it up 
and brandished it at her. Coldwatersplashed his face. An ice-cube landed beside his leftearand slid 
down the pillow into the hollow of his shoulder. 'I had a bad dream.' 'What was it about?'That was 
P*SSIE- she falls asleep... he walked out. 

The door at the far end of the huge ward opened and it came to Steven-only she was 
dressed in a long-aproned dress, and there was a cap on her head; she was dressed as Nevaeh in 


Nevaeh's Love parts, of the story. 



Nevertheless, surely, they would not have putherin a long ward like this? It was a big 


hangar to do this right! Identical rows of men (with identical bottles of nutrients hung from identical IV 
trays beside their beds) filled the place, she sat up and saw that the men themselves were alsoidentical- 
they were all him. Then, distantly, he heard the clock chime and understood that it was chiming from 
beyond the wall of sleep. This was a dream she thought-yet did I get it down-was it a dream? 

Sadness replaced the relief. 

Over one arm she held the book copy to her chest-all the same, nothing changed. There 
was a cloth overthe contents as she slid the scrip back down in it holding the place. On the otherside 
was all the hidden pills she did not take BUSTED Here-flung it open one night into the face of the first 
sleeping Anna-. Anna's face had turned a ghastly white as soon as knocking over the stand-fear jerked 
herout of the dream and into the bedroom brawl, where Steven was losing his mind... saying this is 
where my money on you goes? Yes- standing over her face as the storm crashes. 

He was holding the fat hardback of Nevaeh's in one hand. How could you call yourself in 
the story- and say it was me how could you! She suggested he was about three-quarters of the way 
through not to stop that he was not the one that did it. Yes-she came awake at once; jerking up on her 
elbows, (she knew better-yet did not care.) 

The first thing which was notthe truth that popped into her head was what he replied- 
whatshe could have said-and that was a name change in the text-yet she wants people to know if they 
read this story. She came in late the following morning, herface the color of ashes. 

She had been dozing, she's had a heart attack it felt like with happing overand overwith no 
rest, she thought, and there was a moment's alarm which was directly replaced by joy. Your Just a name 



in a story-you can have this one... and no one will ever know. Let her have one-you killed her to let her 


have somethingto be remembered by! A big one those he said-1 didn't want it! 

A f*cking chest-buster! He said if I get busted for this- and I did I find you- and I'll kill you! 
'No!' She reached the side of the bed, bumped it, wavered and fora momentseemed on the verge of 
falling on top of her. Thenshe just stood there, him- looking down at her feeling her out- like her 
paperwhite face looking up, the cords on her neck standing out, one manner pulsing in the center of her 
forehead, and one down lower. 

Her hands snapped open, hooking his t-shirt-shut into solid, then snapped open again 
when she was injected with strong drugs. 

WAKE THE F*CK UP! He yelled...'What- don't-she said-' suddenly he did- he pulled her out 
of bed by her broken legs- and the bitch lapping started overthe dead girl in the story, and his entire 
midsection first seemed to turn hollow and then to entirely disappear as the drugs took over, and he 
had free well of 4- play, she remembered hem that bookmark had been last night, three-quarters of the 
way through. Not to freak like this that it would be fine at the end-She had finished it- right- that she an 
actress she would know what to do, and what not to do. She knew all there was to know. You can read 
the story foryour self-all of them-like I did-all 1,0000 words. It'sgood... I knowyou would love me for 
saying that ass holes. JUST F*CKING DO IT!! 

'She can't be dead IN THE STORY FOR SHE IS HERE TOO!' Steven shrieked at her. Her hands 
snapped open and hooked closerto his face than ever before in fear.' 


Marcella- in Neveah-CANNOTBEDEADI' 



'Steven- Steven, please- cool it- dude.' In his mind so-0 bright! she saw her bringing the 
pitcher down into his face, she saw herself dying of a fractured skull or OD-ingor something sick like 
that ortoo muchf*eking! 

And, a massive cerebral outflow in a freezingflood of ice-water while goose-pimples 
formed on her arms. Or maybe he was peeing on her in her dreams I'll go with that one - it went into the 
story anyways she said. She wanted to do it; there was no question of that-get out and read this thing 
to someone that would getthe story of the worst horror of her life, and also to make some moneyforof 
it too why not she a little cracked now too. 

At the very last moment, she turned away from him - flung the water-pitcher at the door 
instead, where it shattered as the soup-bowl had the other day. he looked back at her and she brushed 
her hair away from herface-two hard little spots of red came up- had now bloomedthe white-with the 
backs of her hands. 

'Dirty Girlie- wh*rel' He panted. 

'Oh-you dirty Girlie, how could you!'what is wrong with saying what really happened that 
what you wanted no? she spoke swiftly, immediately, eyes flashing, engrossed on her face-she was 
positive in that moment, that his life might depend on what she was able to say in the next 30th seconds. 
'Steven, childbirth can have died in stories like this- with some based on you as the killer. 

U- U-You've used my name!! he said... 

Nevaehgave her life for her husband and her best friend and her child. The spirit of Nevaeh 


will always be there,' 'I don'twantherspirit-1 f*ckingwant- herel' 



I'm right here she said- confused she not real- she screamed, you are a f*eking retard! 


hooking her fingers into claws and running them down his face until he guessed out blood, both shaking 
as if she would tear his eyes out. 'I want her! You killed her! You murdered her!' Her hands disintegrate 
shut into fists o'erand he drove them down like pistons, one on eitherside of his head, he screamed, kill 
her! - Her legs flared, and he cried out. They pressed deep into the pillow, and she rebounded like a 
ragdoll. 'I didn't kill this girl- she not real! IDIOT!!!!' She immobilized, staring at him with that narrow 
black expression that looks of the crevasse. 

'Unquestionably notSO-0, 'she said, excessively mocking. 'Then if you didn't, Anna - who 
did?' 'No one,'She said more quietly. WHO DID-HE SAID ALL P*SSIE- 'Shejustdied LIKETHE OTHER 
GIRLSAND BECAME THE SPIRITASAN ANGELALSO?'Ultimately, She-knewthis to bethetruth. If 
Nevaeh had been a real person, she knew he might very well have been called upon 'to aid the police in 
their explorations', as the euphemism went. After all, she had a motive - he had hated her FOR IT. 

Ever since the third book, he had hated her. It had been called Nevaeh's Hobbies to live on. 
In- it Nevaeh spent a cheerful, that we loved anyways not that she was a real girl like me - is that so he 
said then if I kill you-you should haunt me then too just like the story? Your nuts she said to him - what's 
taking you so long just do it you sick vain f*eking basted. Depth may have been the outcome - but he 
hadn't. After a while, in spite of his having grown to admire her, Nevaeh's death had been something of 
a surprise to him. 

'You mustthink I was born yesterday,' he said. Herlips drew back from herteeth.' she had 
remained true enough to himself for art to imitate life howeverfeebly-1 didn'tthinkyou even need to 
add about the girl Marcella at all, why not-the part of it now-to the very end of Nevaeh's adventures 


she looks over this one that what I said, what's wrong with that? Like she is me now-as here... (Nevaeh) 



She had died a most unexpected death. His cheerful capering had in no way changed the circumstance. 


'You fib,' Steven whispered. 'I thoughtyou were good, butyou are not noble. 

You are just a lying old c*ck sucking bitch- that I use as a whore, he overturned the table by 
the bed. The one shallow drawer spilled out. I could kill you - nowand not even think about it you're not 
here-you're not here... are you.' I just played a part- so-o no... if you want to think that, she said- lost in 
his crazies. 'She fell away, that's all. He was dulling all over her body-and run back and forth all around 
thecreaky wood floor, from time to time that materializes. It was like life when someone just... it works 
for him any longer withoutthis fiction-sh girl.' 

His wristwatch and he picked her up by herfeetsayingemptyyourpockets-forshe would 
not he was fearing that she was hiding more- about her plans-to do whatever- hanged upside down 
now the pocket change spilled out- yet the re was nothing found-only Anna knew where that was- and 
her maybe angel-that she wrote about in the night and day and year after year. 

I said- the writer is like God that we play to the people in a story - this just pissed him off 
more blasphemy he said-1 like her and Marcel Ray Duriez made them up, just like God made us up and 
no one can change what they do there the gods for the story- no you why did you do it then if this is 
what you want? The gun was at my head for that one... fori can do it that is why-and driving me crazy! 
And then it's not as real to me... she is U-youl Not me-1 just don't have that knack- He explained, all 
right, okay she said to put it down,there wasfarthere-asthegun whenoffyetit was empty...at her 
eardrum. He giggled saying I seeyou pissedyourpants... 


Part: 2 



He stood there, and Anna lay in his bed, with 'round marks in the pillow beside his ears and 


looked at her. He could hear the water which had been in the pitcher dripping on the floor, and it came 
to him that he could commit murder. 

If she hadn'tthrown the pitcher, he would have devastated iton the floor himself, and 
tried to shove one of the broken pieces of glass into her throat while she stood there, as inert as a 
nightstand. She went blank then...to all this- She straightened up with her hands hanging limply by her 
sides, looking at the wall where an old photograph of his girl's photos was hung- even the one he did in 
and eatout as he called it. 

Explain aboutthis god that you have become, all right, okay, she said- but as far as Nevaeh 
goes I'll tell you one thing to you I have the powertodo as I want with her, forthe write said... you know 
him- you're the dirty basted here doing this to a story that quite frankly never used to do that with - him- 
Marcel Ray Duriez could sue you, we-1 see his ass in court then won't I... I'll tell you that God just 
happens to have a couple of broken legs and God just happens to be in My house eating My food and ... 
and ...that night-1 got out of bed he was not noting that I was getting stronger I hobbled to the door 
and picked the lock, and in the kitten, there was a door at the far end, I wentto it yet it was looked from 
the outside and inside, two-way key-1 get the big knife-as I hear his car make its way up the lane. 

I did even have the doorto my room shut he was in the home- looking in at me saying what 
have you be doing-and I just said 

MASTURBATING! Okay, he said-wow-do I stay or go? Did you want to finish up? 

She came back a little at a time, and the anger, at least, was gone. She looked down at him 
sadly, she looked down into the spill from the drawer, but there was only the change, a pen, a comb. 


and her watch. More important, no knife was found as he turns down the bed. 



Nothing unlike always he said to her... little did he know-that she was plain to kill him in his 


sleep if she could-just to get out-or not kill him at all if she could get out without him knowing about it. 
This was a question which had occurred to herfrom now and then was, strictly theoretical, of course like 
Academia, only now it wasn't, and he had the answer. 'I think I bettergonow. I don'tthink I betterbe 
around you fora while. I don'tthink it's ... clever.' 'It doesn't matter. A place I know - is where I want to 
go, she wastalking to herown mind here like it would talk back to here. 

If I stay here. I'll do something unwise-and end this all. I need to think... yet my thinking is 
muddy-1 know this... Goodbye- he will be saying to this girl here> Anna.' She strode across the room. 

'Will you be back to give me my medication? - she giggles insanely...' she asked, alarmed that she was 
talking to herself, and answering it too. 

Ah ah- ahh-ha She grasped the doorknob and pulled the door shut without answering the 
obverse he was out the re too. Yet she was going to make the run for it- naked as the day she was born 
into the riches of havinga gold spoon up her ass, and then now into this hell where she is gettingf*cked 
with it. For the first time she made the key she made work it rattled some in the lock and she got away. 

The hunt was on for the star- he loved- and hated all at the same time... he had to get her 
back... or she would squall this story. 190 days of freedom... in the woods living off the land... she was 
found naked and week- he drugs her back to his house by her hear... she was half dead... she was too 
crazy at this point to get help... or get that she was not locked up. And when she was free- she was alone, 
she did not want to be after 6 years of that you would do the same? Just look at her slit wrists and you 
can seethe story... 

Thump-Thump-Thump-tugging- in the brush-she heard herfootstepscomingforheras 


she runs through the woods now- able to do so... yet in his hand he took the bass ball bat, and mashed 



both of hersmall feetyetagain-the bat facing downward both handson the hand perpendicularto the 


ground Uh- Uh-screams in eked in the hells like haunting ghosts of the past, the motor sound began to 
go away. It dwindled to a snore and then to a drone and was finally gone. An engine cranked overand 
then started up. 

The low, crunching squeal of tires turning on packed snow. Alone in Steven's house, locked 

in this room. 


Locked in this bed. Inthe room- In the ROOM- In thef*ckingRoOM! 

Rocking- Rocking- sitting in the bed- nuts in my mouth and head. 

Hahahahahahahahahahahaha!She 

said- This is nice- no a f*ckingsh*tc*ck damn -it. She was screaming bad words-and not 
giving an sh*t! Anna had gone a little crazy-1 hearthe same steps now going off downthe hall; I sit there 
passive-staring now at the typewriterthat is mocking with its F and U beingsaid. she lay in bed looking 
at the ceiling, his throat dry and his heart beatingfast. throat dry from all the come going down that he 
had headed backforthe 190 days. 

And all the drugs too. she grimaced as she cried out angrily- words he couldn't understand, 
and something else fell and shattered. A door slammed. Now After a while the parlor clock chimed noon, 
and midnightand shewas nowin her20's. 

Year seven-she had dozed, but never really slept. The chiming of the clock woke him each 
time,the hourcame around,andgo and pastfastand slow. 

She knew just how long since of the last go about; he had been carrying in his love not 


being his love-at the time of the crash he was in love with the girl- yet not the real girl. He had not been 



able to reach down hand have hersign it yet-the bookthat is- he has all his books with hername on it 


now-every time the clock- he sees looks at those books thin king how are these books that go me here? 

She had spent much of the night alternately dozing and waking in a cold sweat, sure-she 
was dying. When she came back by noon of Twenty-Four- has passed, she realizesthat as bad as the 
pain in his legsand pelviswas, somethingelse wasalso making herhurt. It wasalsothe fingerf*cking- 
too. there where ten groups of five and one extra.The little groups, neat at first, grew increasingly 
jagged as his hands began to tremble. He didn't believe he had missed a single hour. It was the 
withdrawal of the toys in and out also that he shoved in her hard-core style. 

She needed the pills in more ways than one. she thought of trying to get sit up in the bed, 
but the thought of the thump and the drop and the supplementary growth of pain continually deterred 
her. she could imagine all too well 'So bright and there!'After a while, he began to feel hunger and thirst 
even through the pain. How it would feel... stricken he made a mark on his arm-four perpendicular 
marks, and then an oblique slash to seal the quintet. It became something like a duel. I am a Pretty 
Thirstily... she said- oh just drink your own piss... he said. Not happy with yet another long type up for a 
newchapterof the never-ending 

Nevaeh storyline. I am becoming Marcel Ray Duriez-Annasaid! I will soon have done as 
many words and tossed half! f*ckthat in the ass with a 2 x4! She said -1 like it way to rewrite it- fori said 
so- he said. I SAY SO... I After a while, she began to hope She was dying. 

Anythingto be out of it. 

Part: 3 

This was not the first time this man-Theofferofthetown-Fudd-wason his ass he was the 


case from day one- (with his touch-iefeelie wife-trying to make him during work hours.) the stopped by 



the home- and drove by in the night my hands waving outyet he neversaw- he ran in on me- injecting 


me with sleep aids, and he put me in the addict nude-the places man was on one end of the wall with a 
doorwayand I on the other ha-ha we giggle 4-times-side steeping in an out the door sing what we were 
going to do or go. 

I'm up here I called out fast- he was climbing the steps-1 could see his face- and the rain 
afterhim- and hit him overthe head with a Gibbonsguitarcarking his skill, sprinters spinners- 

The light bulb-overthe head crack in the swing-will he shoving the splinted nick down and 
though his nick as he runsfreakingout. I tried even to hop a haling ass train one night when I got out, 
yet my legs could not keep up... and there was Steven coming at me with the snowplow - and he ran my 
legs overwith the 1953 farm tuck. 

Back up and going overyetagain. 

I saw Steven nowchasingthis man down as he was goingto his car Steven got on the farm 
tracker-and ran his head overwith the spinning blade! With the evil glimmer in his eyes as he looked at 
me with my mouth hugging open looking out the addict window-as I was coming to it. His head spread 
like a wate rme Ion that was Julie-ie in your mouth- it was that wet-and gushy. 

Annaclosed hereyestoall this think I am next, swaying unsteadily on his twisted, aching 
legs, waiting to see if he was going to get mad or cry. She was suddenly very sea red...Steven's feet as 
she approached him.Thud-slush, thud-slush, thud-slush. Her hair hung around her face. Her eyes where 
dull. 'Here.' She threw the pills at him. Her hands were also covered with mixed streaks of goo. Red stuff, 
brown stuff, sticky white stuff. Anna had no idea what it was. He wasn't sure he wanted to know. The 
pills hit his chestand bounced into his lap. 


Sheturnedto go. 



Thud-slush, thud-slush, thud-slush. Hump and bump! 'No, Anna. 'She moved to the door 
and then turned, looking at him with that stony face. Only her eyes, those tarnished dimes, were fully 
alive underthe shelf of herbrow. 

I would like to leave you with. You may think you can fool me, or trick me; I know I look 
slow and stupid. But I am notstupid, Anna, and I am notslow.'Annathoughttheextremityofhis terror 
might kill him. But she did not wantthe freedom any longer, she wanted him... or so that what she said 
for the next 10 years... (Anna placed a bookon Marcella's grave. Saying you did it hun-youdid it.) 

New York- (20 years) her real story was pushed-she got away after Steven passedfor a gun 
blast to his head and nowthat he was depriving me of his company- it was time to hobble outthe door 
and start my life-1 never acted again-1 never had a family... yet-1 had a story that you would not even 
believe if I wrote it downfor you-yet here it is... she said to her agent. This was to make a few bucks 
sick- no? it was the worst horror of my life! I still think about him - as more than someone that was evil. 
My life now well neverbe normal-1 don'tsleep well-1 don'ttrust- and I only famousforthis story now. 
He took all that away from me-yet I am a better person now for it- said, Anna! 

Maddie text pic from a room at the party, it's a video, and lots of photos uploaded online I 
Look Jenny is getting it! Funny Ray is with shy. Busted!!! You can tell its Ray his dickie hanging outthat is 
uncut, and the look on Shy's face is priceless. Jenny is aboutto swallow a boy's stuff, 

handgripping hard on him to squirting in her mouth, and the other girl we know so-o well 
has her mouth open tongue out for him too in a teen party orgy, all sucking, all f*cking hard, then 


change partners, yetthat the teen way!!! Now mysis is doingas theyat those partswith him. 



Now- Like you know after all that, and all the c*ming, and all the photos, showing it all, and 


the girls that are beingsluts, and thing, I am still the girl that looks better, and would not go there, yet, I 
can live with not beingthat popular. 

Karly- Out! 


Nevaeh 
Book: 34 


Naddalin 


Preface: 

Onceupona time-therewasa place called: 

'Rockville,' Or a farm- in some small town- known as: 'The Land of Many Steeple's...' and as 
asked of me-she wanted me to keepthenameofhertownanonymousandthemtoall ofthis in this 
epic story do. She-1-we, still feels that all of them in these small towns, that you may know, still do not 
deserve the honors of being remembered in the story for their names, over the fact of what she -1 and 
we wentthrough...Or thegirl in Pittsburgh to see with her you saw life on the other end of things, didn't 
you? 


Thus, for this little girl's- Bible- is no fairytale... 



Yet, it is meantto be justthat too... 


Uptill now, was it all that you thought it would be? 

Like we all feel the namesof towns don't matter, the life of, girls like you and I do... yet they 
were all places in Pennsylvania... all but one ends up here.' 

So far been there was nothing like this place at all... In a scene, we were all in a place where 
did not belong, at onetime or another, at least it's less than one minute or so away from one...world to 
the other, like she and I, and them too, and now you too to can getthere- if you fall- that is... if you fall 
like us, you will seethisworld phenomena world of unbelievableanddarkhope. 

~Haven~ 


'To the girl that has my heart- let's be flawed together it's CUTE! Like - we may not be perfect 
but togetherwe are perfect- perfect.' 

Haven-this is where I say my story is over, or so-o, I thought-yet-1 have one last thing to 
say... as who I was... and why I ended upthe way I did, yes, I am older now... wiser, and lookback on my 
young days, and think and think... I re member the girl next door, us both holding hands tightly, us both 5 
holding hands, I recall her saying-and it was so sweet and cute,' No ma' his... MY BOYFRIEND!' 

I re member this, and what could have been...yet this hex was, or she was what stopped it -1 
knew it and this is why-1 end up the way I did and also, she... I knowthat she is living life... and had the 
family, yet was she happy I never know-the truth... was she really in love with the boy, or me, still... that 
is the question? I evoke, she was wearing a skirt that was denim, she long brown hair, and green eyes, 
and a plaid bandanna-1 wonder if she ever has had those moments where she sat back and said, I 
re member that boy back then and think of what could have been, she too kept apart from me over that 
one person's mouth... 

I needed out so, I ended it... 

I did not wantto think of the maybes anymore... 


Or, the this and that's... 



Haven 


Interval 1 

There Jalynn-she is teaching me howto go higher and her in the skies. 

I's, too have a numberon my backside- (G- N-14- 13- 000669- 9966.) 

She has told me the story's, of her mother, and grand mother and great-grandmother... she 
asked where I wentwrong... we the rest of them gone dark... you can see Jaylynn crying every day at the 
graveyard, fallen, and the haunts of Neveah at her old swing by her falling down home now, and you can 
see Kristen grave nextto them all too. A lot of time has passed down there... a- lot. 

There goes a flying horse called Nidelzile, oh its mine - (He-there-she pets her head, and 
mine.) I have one a pet, that I fly- named. Braelynn. This was something I had to do to become a lady- 
and no longera little girl... is the brake and ride one... oneforlife. I used to ride her before I got my black 
wings... back when I was a little girl, yet we still have a bond... 

'There we are looking down on the Earth... 

Fallen too You all... and rising above it all.' 

Chapter: 142 

( 2020 ) 

Karly- Baby to baby- Grayson-She tells him' uh, love, no one's evergoing to hurt you, love. 
I'm going to give you all of my love, nobody matters like you'She tel Is him- your life isn't going to be 
anything like my life. You're going to grow and have a good life; I'm going to do what I've got to do.' So, 
Rock- a- bye baby. Rock- a- bye. I'm going to rock you. 

Rock-a- bye baby, don't you cry. Somebody's gotyou... Rock- a- bye baby. Rock- a- bye. I'm 


going to rock you. 



Rock-a- bye baby, don't you cry. For all the single mums out there going through frustration. 
By- Clean Bandit, this song was made for me at this point in my life... 

Part: 1 

It is too odd, I said to be here now, all the same teachers at a new school at Skoufyceol - yet 
with me... and not her... why me, is the question that I asked? 

Why...? 

Why-am I the next? Why was the hex passed do to me, like all in my family before me? 

Why-was I chosen, like the I to have fallen too this... 

Why-1 must do more than she evercould! 

The only girl to overcome this far has passed... now should I do the same? 

Karly was my Mother... so why me... that what we girls have been askingfor years now... 

Why US...? 

Why? 

Without doingwhat I must, I feelcheated. 

You may know some, old friends and foes along the way, we all did how do you trust? 

They were flawlessly standard, Mr. and Mr.'s. Doll girl... there where 4 of them, all that you 
would call typical. 

A closed-off drive out of sight... is whatyou see looking into their homestead, and back 
behind there cover of darkness and tree cover weeping tree is the old-looking home, the same home 
that, Nevaeh and all my past relatives lived in. 

Though they were out there they were also respectful to all, that passed even if year back 
there were looked down on by the town and the lands... they were in. Yet, even still where easy-to say, 
thankyou very much, to all... even though... theirword of them was not the greatest, foryourtime. 


All those girls did what they could. 



Why should I be any different? 


They were four last individuals to have this placed down on them like me. 

You would imagine being complicated in whatsoever bizarre or mysterious, and it's like, just 
odd because they just did not grasp with such gobbledygook, tosee what I do. 

Mr.'s. Natalie was tinny, and a fair-haired short one, and my mother you have already met... 
yetis now50 orso-o. 

Looking around you see that there are still may orchards countlessfencesand the long drive 
with the lanterns... nothing here really changes. 

Anyways, like-1 was saying Mr. Natalie (my daddy) was their administrator of a well-founded 
named horning, which completed military training, and he got that through my grandmother Kristen, 
taking overherspot. 

Just another day an argument had broken out over breakfast at number four...of us. Not for 
theirfirst time,this is a dayin and day out. 

Urn-yeah-we live on Privet Drive; sorry- I's bounce around- it's my ADHD-so keep up. 

Dad-1 could hearloud, hooting noise from herNaddalin'sroom. 

Naddalin - wasa highly unusual girl in many ways,yetall the kids she now could sum it up in 
one word or two. 

- Gay-S*UT-or worlds meaning slow in the noggin... yet, that was still coming for Mazel 
mouth... all those years back, and here offspringof freaks. 

For one thing, she hatedthere winterholidays-like more than any othertime ofyear, it was 
lonely, yetthat is nota newthingwith hertype-in this family. 

For another, she really wanted to do herstudy but was forced to do it in secret, in there dead 

of night. 


The studying of wizardry... to fightthe hexthatwas placed down on us. 


Naddalin- named for the one that came before me, smashing their names together. 



Naddalie- and Lynn you get- it... not the same spelling- anyways... yeah... 


(Movingforward) 

Me-So, it was midnight, and I was lying on my stomach in bed. (reading a book on the 
History of Magic... yet like the ones before more. I'm not able to do such-you know to read to my leave.) 

ITISTIMETO FIGHT EVIL WITH EVILI 

I have all my blankets drawn right over my head like a tent, making a fort. So, there is a large 
leather-bound book propped open against my pillow, as my head is a rest looking over it. I have a big 
flashlight, on one hand, of mine, and the other hand is holding the page, that I am on, that being 665 on 
the left. 


I FEAR THIS STUFF, YET I AM SICKOF BEING SICK ANDTIRED. 

I- Naddalin, moved the tip of MY finger to the eagle feather quill down the page, I'd used as a 
bookmarker. 

I am frowning as she looked for somethingthat would help herwrite this essay, I neededto 
do for school, yet could not keep interested... yet, with me, that is- what I have-or so they say. Fight 
this- all the is what I have- notthat-this...! 

I am thinking that- Witch Burning in there Fourteenth Century Was Completely Pointless if so, 
I would be there now...-AH-1 Am like- discussing this all in my head- like a crazy girl-1 AM NOT CRAZY. 

(Back) 

My dad is a big, beefy man with hardly any neck... although he did have a very large 
mustache, there was on there not like Hitter yet small, and before you say it, like-1 knowwhomshe 
is...'...Not just some bad guy.' 

(The Natalie's, had a small girl called Dariez and there was no finergirl anywhere, and they 
had her. They did not deliberatethey may tolerate it if anyone found out about theirs, and then her, see 
she was the one that was- BAD. Sh*t-The Natalie's had their whole enchilada- all everything-and 
anything they sought after, nonetheless, they also had a hush-hush dark secret and a darker past, and 
her being most of it, yet she was here- and they had to put up with her no? Even if we tried to kill her... 



In addition to that, their highest terror was that an important or unimportant of this girl that would find 
them all out, and the hex that they wanted to let go of. Yet we were never- ever let that happen.) 


NEVER...! 

FOR THEY ALL HAVE- AND HAD- BEEN SO- 0 F*CKING PERFECT. 

In a wondrous way... I think if this is all said and down, yet I feelthat-why not, it's more, my 
Grandmother, to do this... here wises... on this family. 




(Mr.'s. Natalie conjured their story that she did not have a youngersister, thatis was just 
three girls, yet she was in school with them, under a name that was not the same, since, that her 
younger sister and her ass of a husband were as Natalie-1- sh as it was possible to be-we found out- it's 
not hard theyall lookthe same.) 

US- Um- like them as queen as if they were their modern family from the 1950s, TV show 
was nottheirthing. The Natalie'strembledto with theirown minds, thattheirneighborswould say if 
there all theirkids like - s arrived in their motorway, after school with here beingseen. Yetwe all no... 
we all do... 


Ah-the secret shame... he- he- he. 

The Natalie's knewthattheir kids had a small a little girl, with them, too, her- Naddalin, the 
descent from them... but they had never-ever even seen her, sothey say, yetshe is there. 

This girl was another respectable realtor keepingtheirpastaway; they did notwant her 
mixing with any of the other children, around her, that was so creepy and odd-to them and their dick- 
sh ways, yet what had to be done. 

Mr.'s. - was Mr.'s. Natalie's sister, but they hadn't met for many ages; in fact, a long story 
covering up here... so, who are they... hint- hint... When Mr. and Mr.'s. Natalie woke upon their dull, 
gray after a night of romping, Natalie gossiped away happily as she wrestled an ear-piercing Alisha into 
her high chair. And the tiny child, and giggled Mr. Natalie as he left their adorable house next to the 
railroad tracks and many hayfields, with its oh- sonice fencingforyears. 


(Day's pass) 



Thursday our story starts, there was nothing about their overcast heaven's outdoor to 
propose, that outlandish and mysterious things would soon be happening all over their queendom. Mr. 
Natalie buzzedasshe picked outhis most uninterestingtieforwork,and Mr.'s. 

The plume paused attheirtop of a Pa. paragraph. 

Naddalin pushed her long hair off the bridge of her nose, asshe sat... there, contacts 
covering her real eye color, and true Identification-the light blue. 

(Back to that night) 

After playing with myself, as girls do at bedtime, and no I cannot frantically frap- like some-1 
move the flashlight closer to the book, and read, about wizardry. I was loving this more and more... the 
darkness was holding me- like no- another thing could. With all my ADHD- E- itch- NESS-and all! 

Non- magic people... would not get me I thought... 

Me-were particularly afraid of magic in medievaltimes, more nowthanthen... I thinkyetl 
don't have a mind to do that do I? ...Yeah- but not very good at recognizing it... I see this with them - and 
they. Like this one time on a rare occasion I's think I go a catch a real witch- for anotherfamily, she was 
one of them, that trashed me out. Burning or killing me had no effect whatsoever... I knew what I was 
going to do eitherfall to them, or fall like her, or overcome it all. 

The witch would perform a basic 

Flame-Freezing Charm, on Nevaeh and Karly, thinks they were doing the same thing over and 
over in a day weekorevenyearsata time -1 have read this- yet they don't want to hear it... it in the past 
they say... said no? Deja vu is what it called, and then pretend to shriek with pain while enjoying a gentle, 
tickling sensation... lost in time in space you feel, that soundssick. 

Naddalin put her quill behind her ear, and reached underneath her pillow for her ink bottle 
and a roll of parchment, andvery carefully her unscrewedtheirinkbottle, dipped herquill into it... 
making notes... about beinga wizard, and howto overcome this all. 

I began to write, pausing every... that was the now out... and then to listen... my inner 
voices... that talk to me. Because, if any of their townspeople would hear, all hell would breakout. 



The girls that were not good to her could hear there scratching other quill on their way to 
their bathroom, yet that just thought that was her in her crazy's. Doing what she does and that being 
weird. 


I would find myself locked in their room under their winding steeps for the rest of their 
summer, which became my room, to getaway from them. 

Thefamily is on that, privetdrive, love summeroff,yet not Naddalin-she never-ever 
enjoyed her summer breaks either, over the face she was let in her room under the stars to wither away, 
and decay in the mind. 

Uncle Read, AuntJennath,andtheir girl, Dariez, where Naddalin's only living relatives. 

Theywere nonmagical people, and they had a very medieval attitude toward magic, my 
sisters, also. Naddalin's dead parents, who had been a witch and wizard themselves, were never- ever 
mentioned undertheirroof. 

For years, AuntJennath and Uncle Read had hoped, that if they kept Naddalin as held back as 
possible, they would be able to squeeze their magic out of her. To their fury, they had not been 
unproductive. 

All these days they lived in terror of anyone finding out, that Naddalin had spent most of 
their last two years at the school for girls Skoufyceol of Witchcraft and Wizardry, yetthat is where they 
sent here... one she bagged, two to go on like there was no known issue. 

(The most they could do, however, was to lock away at Naddalin's and her spellbooksalso, 
thewandtoo, could Sophia,and broomstick at the start oftheirsummerbreak,andforbid herto talk to 
their neighbors, for she was slow in the head, after all, it was a boarding school for the low life... like the 
pig she is... or was it...? We wondered...) 

This departure from herspell books, she had been a real problem to them- 'she'- being 
Naddalin, because herteachers had given hera- lot of holiday work, and at herold school at what was 
oak view, the name changed back afterthe towns got their identities back, she did not have to do 
anything for they felt, that she was a waste, and a waste of time, besides could not be taught. 



One of theiressays, a particularly nasty one about shrinking potions, was for Naddalin's least 


favorite teacher, Professor Gonzales, who would be delighted to have an excuse to give Naddalin 
detention fora month. 

Naddalin had, therefore, seized her unintended, ways in her first week of their holidays, as 

unwanted. 


While Uncle Read, Aunt Jennath, and Dariez had gone out into their Sophia garden to admire 
the snowfall. Uncle Read's new company car as well, (in very loud voices, so that the restof their street 
would notice a new 2065 Toyota Prius in the driveway,) Naddalin had crept downstairs, picked the lock 
on their cupboard undertheirstairs, grabbed some of the othergirl's books, to learn there stupid, and 
hidden them in her small bedroom underthe stars. Yet even afterall these years noting in a small town 
will everchange...justlike minds. 

If she did not leave spots of ink on their sheets, maybe that would never know... even so, 
they thought she was nuts, there need- ed never to know that she was studying magic by night, and her 
smarts by day, 'till dusk. 

In addition, the third time this week, she was busted doing more than just studying in her 
little room, by the girls, that would take photos of herand putthemonline! 

We sat a- crossed, from all of them, at the table, while they were saying it cannot control 
your-ways-with this junk, it mustgo! 

None of them noticed large, tawny flying horses flutter past the window only me yet like 
them before me I have the gift of only being able to the worlds of good and evil, genetically altered, they 
are... coming to see me... like all that have fallen... I can talk to them too. I am one of them... fallen, what 
they don't know is that the train took my soul, and I not really alive at all... YET, I HAVETRAYED TO KILL 
MY SELF OVER ANDOVER, and the hex will not let me... all over they beat the sh*tout of me... and I am 
misunderstood. 

So-o now, it is half-past eight, Mr. Natalie picked up his attache case, pecked Miss. Natalie on 
hercheek, and tried to kiss and hug Alisha goodbye, but Missed herface, this one was notfeelingit, 
because, Alisha was now having a little passive outburst of bratty- ness and throwing her cereal at their 
walls and ripping newspapers was more important. Lovely- he got into his car and backed out onto 
drive off the overhangingtree thata now around 150 years old, or more. 



Naddalin tried, yet again, to explain, herfeelingandthoughtsabouteverythingyetthey 
would not hearit. Just rolling their eyes at her senselessness. 

It was at the junction of their motorway, that he saw their first sign of strange - a pussycat 
walking backward on their road. He was havingone of those moments. It was a spell...? 

For a second, Mr. Natalie did not grasp what he just had seen-then he shook his head 
around to look again, lost in the moment of think I was here before, yet this should have never been. 

He said this all to me-was he seeingthings...? Like-from notgetting any sleep last night, over 
to much Freak ME sex- his girl- and was playful and all, and she was way too- happy to put up with me 
anyways. It was like their minds where takin over by something that was- NOT. 

Driving past her he saw yet another one...doing the same thing, life is running backward... 
(she has said this to me...) 

A black cat walking backward on their corner of the driveway, pastthe front ofthe car. I was 
getting my head wrapped around what cat would do that? And I was bored, and running through the 
fields, to them chasing nothing yet in my mind it afterthe world theydon'tsee,the world of angels, 
flying horses, and magic. 

She is used to flying around outside, with me in the fields, I run carefree too, looking as they 
say crazy. Itwas the only thing that was real to us. 

Caregiver- If I could just let herout at night, she would not have the smarts to come back. 

She is off looking for things and playing pretends in her mind. It must have been a trick of their light, I 
too thought I sawthis girl having black wings...? No- maybe...? 

She was the gorgeous thing I'd had ever seen... I was fixed on her... and could not say in the 
world what I saw... nor did I wantto. 

(Back) 

The cat was lookingat me...with glassy eyes...thefeeling of chatting... it was speakingto me. 
(I have lost it...) 

The look in my eyes said... I want your soul- a long and old lost like story... of why... that was a 
question not answered, that she wanted me to understand. 



Part: 2 


Mr. Natalie batted an eyelid and stared at the cat, that looked evil. It started back, as Mr. 
Natalie drove theircorner and uptheir road. The eyes haunting him in the moon like and the crows, 
losing their minds, flying behind, and the trees scraping agents the new car, he floored it, and watched 
their cat in his mirror, runningfast and faster, unlike and thing Earthly could. 

Calling to him- like... in long creepy whimpering. (I wantyou...) nope, seeing attheir sign; um- 
cats could not talk her was thinking, nonetheless what are all these signs, about-and It hit him, like- the 
girl, washexed,and bringonthe evil into theirlife's. 

Before getting in his car- she did not see they're a-a lot of creepy-creepy- birds flying around 
him, wanting to pick at his eyes and face, with wings, spread-fly down past him in the early daylight. 

Do I look stupid...? I wounded and thoughtto myself...?This is a dream...? I knowthat we 
have come a long way in life, with fixing love, and then saying maybe we need it, and then fixing sickness, 
and maybe that's playing good, or making a baby the way you want him or her... yet, I never-ever seen 
something like this. 20 years, I rememberwhen thatall took place... I was not for it at all, I was one of 
the boys in my teens, and wondering this was a side effect, for not having young lust, then. It was the 
regimestaking over...and we overthrewthem... 

How could love be- bad...? 

Part: 3 

(Nextday) 

Snarled, Uncle Read, a bit of fried egg dangling from his bushy mustache. And -1 know what 
will happen if I wasto speakout and up to aboutwhat I find to be real. 

And- and so on... that chatted about what happened... as I crammed eggs into my pie hole, 
and did not look up, and did notsay anything unless spoken too. 

Mr. Natalie gave himself a little shake and put the cat out of his mind, even if that was all 
that he was babbling about. And all that I wanted to explain yet was not allowed too... it was frustrating. 


I think that's a good thing... she said, let it go... 



This day started the same as the day before- as he drove toward town that looks decerped 
timeworn Victorian, and some thought out of there pass day in the 1920s or 1930s, fairytale-like, we 
pondered, howthe town was still standing, and the highway too, it was thought about, nothing except a 
large orderof training he was hoping to getthat day. 

Let me love you is playing in the background an oldy butgoodie they say... 

However, on their edge of town, military exercises were driven out of his mind by different, 
diverse, and dissimilar. Yet the cat keeps popping into his mind like her... and the feelings of wrong. 

Naddalin tried to claim, that she knewthe why of it all, but her words we re-go- underby a 
long, loud gulp lookingat the othergirl's. 

It was a shockingbusiness...shocking...miracle noneofthemdied...overthis, never-ever 
heard the like... by thunder, we here and all that shocked in the face, it was lucky you where there, or 
you would have goosebumps too. 

Everythingcomes back to you... I said this and the one said, thank you, Martita, she was 
smitten, in thinking DAH. I did not see the sarcasm, and said thanks back! She said too, missed me doing 
the same, in my tone. 

Thinking about a girl, yes that girl, I was lost in the thoughts, that she wanted for so long, to 
go there andto kiss, ahh- h- ha-1 was a thing about her. 

And-Thankyou, very-very- much indeed, truly, and Martita, I said. 

(Back at school) 

Second Class, I would have to say... it was nothing to say anything about. First Class- also- and, 
if I can swing it, I get through it! Besides-and...think about a girl! The other wizard girl, like me... that I 
like- like more them like maybe even love. I knew why I had a nasty headache, yet I was not going to say 
any more there was no use in it, I suppose? Even in class, there were notall there yetthat is me after all. 
In addition- In fact, it was-. Clean, and Kizziah, Martita... where all in my class to feelingthis black 
darkness is me,yetl'swas in the knowofwhatwas going on. 

(In addition- if it is not wizardry on our young minds, then selfies masturbating, with their 
othergirls is their anti-boredom, we all in their same room so- it happens, in their chambers. I think 



about kissing a girl, why not, they're all we have. In addition - no...! It's wrong to think she, and her of all 
girls to think about in such sin - shy ways, yet we all know. Yes, even in a place like this... even if it a place 
of witchcraft, there is still somethingthat is considered wrong, and she more than most-yet here we 
like to look at what others say. 

Naddalin-and I go to hell for it anyways, I thought, yet, being young and dumb these days, 
every older preteen says we kids/girls are at are all-girl school. Like-we- us- all- belong way down below, 
for our sins, of all, even lust-the lust of all, yet this is why we're here in the re first place. 

This blackness had bewitched them and her more than their others, I saw it at once, yes, yes, 

I did, a confoundscharm, to judge bytheir behavior. 

They seemed to thinkthere was a possibility, that she was innocent, blameless, guiltless, 
theywould be right, and so- o would she in some waysalso. 

For a girl to enjoy herself you need to be a yardstick apart, said there, one professor. 

Who-say's things like that? Said oneteacherat her old school... 

Some girls just rolled their eyes, others it went over their young heads. Judge bytheir 
behavior, she said, we do, to see into your- mind, body, and soul. 

(Alleged) 

'I will be judged by them...? I don'tcare... I thought.' 

Part: 4 

(Forward) 

(The board) 

They were not responsible fortheir actions, said there one- in a fast ripping thought. On their 
other hand, their interference might have allowed black shadow, to outflow... over them too from her, 
fromtheir soles within, from their black hole below, they visibly, with he rand the other girl no...? 
Thought they were going to catch black shadow solitary- tendered. 

They have gotten away with a great deal before now... yet that is what we have them here 
now...These young ruthless smuttinggirls think about nothing but temptations, I am afraid it has given 



them a high opinion of themselves... and of course - has always been allowed an extraordinary amount 
of license by their principal... to think and be with - HER! 


- And, mmm. 


And-Ah, well,Gonzales...Naddalin,you know...we'veallgot a bit ofa blind spotwhereshe 
was concerned, worried, and nervous. 

And- Bothered... completely! 

And-Andyet- is it goodforherto be givenso much special treatment?That thought was 
bouncing 'round their campers too. 

In my view, I try and treat herlike any otherstudent. 

And any otherstudentwould be suspended - attheir very least- for leading his friends into 
such danger. 

Consider, Martita - against all Skoufyceol rules - afterall their safety measures put in place 
for his protection - out-of- bounds, at night, consorting with a werewolf, and a murderer-and, I have 
purpose to be certain of her has been visiting: Skoufyceol of Wizardry unlawfully too and, to HER, and 
their others, she should be... not with all ofthem... we cannot do that... she is fine said there one...fine... 
a sweetchild... nothing more nor less... 

Besides-with a - Well, well... we shall see, Gonzales, we shall see... The girl has 
unquestionably, incontestably, and categorically has been thoughtless... and a bloody fool! 

And-wasthoughtand passed, 'round. 

Chapter: 143 

The girl has a vagina is I am sorry here...! And-shoulders movie, to theirobvious. Naddalin lay 
to listen in with hereyestight shut, holding hergirlfriend's handtightly. Saying underherbreath, I do 
not care-1 do not if it is wrong, I love you. And-she giggled; I feel the re same about you too, quietly this 
happened. She felt very sleepy, and was wanting to go to her sleeping chamber with her and there 
shared a bed, held hands, like younggirls do, in there night topsail there same as their others two to a 
bed, yetthey picked each other. 



(A day back) 


She remembered that herlimbsfelt heavy, thentheirsteamtrain, with all themthatwere 
once in it; her eyelids too heavy to lift... Pa. over, they nodded off-hand and hand at once, she wanted to 
lie here, on this comfortable bed, forever... 

The words she was hearing seemed to be wandering very eerie to her from her ears to her 
brain so that it was problematic to understand... atthis undeveloped age, of a tween. 

How would I describe my looks I would say I look like a honey blond Emma Watson; medium- 

brown hair. 


Sometimes, it'sverysubtly highlighted with gold, but it's neveranythingobvious. I usually 
wear my hair parted in the middle, although occasionally you'll see me with her hair parted to the right 
side. The hair color does vary slightly from a darker brown to somewhat lighter brown, and from golden 
hues to somewhat redder ones. However, my color doesn't change dramatically. It usually falls just past 
shoulder length. I wear my hair straight or with a slight wave. I's use a large - barreled curling iron or 
sleep in braids, to do that. 

Wearing nude or neutral colors on my lips. I will apply light pink or peach blush to her 
cheekbones. 

However, this look is never overly dramatic. I play my eyes, I don't wear false eyelashes, and I 
do not go for bright or garish pastels or sparkly colors. I am a fan of smoky eyes. I am a girl with 
eyebrows, I don't see the need for plucking all them little hairs out, we girl have enough of that to do as 
is. 


And why is when I make lady- ness with me myself and I-1 get the sillies? Is all about the fact 
I think about her well-doing? 

I love her, I think... 

Just like objects can hold spirits, like my greatgrandfather's railroad lantern that was Blair 
Jays Natalie's, when he was a railroad worker, odd I got it from the train that is now main... like he leads 
me to do this... Just like Jingerhas a mooring necklace, around her neck with a crystal, dark made from 
the human hair of the one that past, I have one too form a girl that was named Lily, oh so many years 



back, I kept it... and I fee I as she did- odd I do not know why, I know that she loved her daddy more than 
anything, he saved her... That a story in its self... 


The Girl in the Window 

Part: 1 

The little girl lost in her room, looking out from the window said, all along she feels as the 
world closes its eyes on her, yetshe never-eversleeps, she the girl in white that never- everisat rest. 
The dormer-the room grayed to her memories, of her life in the past when she was alive, her dad died 
was what killed her also on the inside, she wants to hide, yet all she has is the girl that lives in her old 
room to talk too, do you see them playing together yet it's all in her mind. 

Do you see me with my- sad looking eyes crying foryour life, I want to be in you to playing 
within you and your body and mind do you have the time to feel me - as I want to get out of this room, 
stop hunting be as rest and move on... yet, I need someone like you-to do that... do you see my old 
house as it is falling down around me, yet Sarrah lives here too she plays with me even if she does not 
dead yet? I am forever and always looking out my addict window down at the kids I don't get to see- 
why? 


For I am always up here-thatis why...theydon'tget me, I don'tthink...do you seethe 
covering, on my window, and the room of my roof line as you look up at me, do you hear me calling out 
foryou? Askingfora bodyorsoulto take like yours. I am here until youfind me, we-youfind me... 
please help me! I am always frightened by what I see and don't see alike... like with her-1 could say the 
same- she is there and then she is not, do you see her long hair blowing in the wind, that is not even 
there...? 


Just a shadow person, for all my days left, until, I find pace - looking down is all that I do-and 
did all my life... (She is the shadow that is over me always.) -1 see here in white I do-with her dark hair 
and green eyes, and little frame. The room is all gray, and the ceiling drips on me in the night when it 
rains; or even the snowmelt, like it, everdid in the past all the way back when I was alive her in the 


1800s. 



Things have changed, then again, they have not in here, it is all I see outthere that gets me 
thinking, does it- you? Not in here, where it's always the same, but outside where life has changed. Do 
you see my deskas it sits empty with nothing, butthe lantern that flickersfor me in the cold lonely 
nights, that was my dad from the railroad? 

The chair it's broken, from age and has three legs, now that I can sit on, why for the fact, that 
I can make it float, as I do as well, I am as light of the ground, like a leaf in the gusting breeze, a tight 
room with the wood framing showing. All whitewashed, and yet mucky, and musty... she is there and 
then she is not, like me she lives in the same very walls and, yet I am able to go through them now, 
unlike before... and I can do this as I please... you and I are on the ground over the re in the graveyard. Do 
you see my headstone? Like- doyou see my headstone, with my name underthe angel oak tree. Do you 
see me coming out of it, and the ground, at night, I have to be reminded that I am dead... that-that... is 
only my body there, yetthis is me now...? 

Always, back to my home where-1 stay in my room with her, now it's her room, her mom and 
dad don't know or get that we do this, I have a friend in a living girl, that is about nine years old, and 
now I am inside of her, she is mine and my new live on Earth, to take, and she is in me... I will live the life 
I never-ever had, one way or another, don't you see-that I love her for this... and maybe if love her for 
all that she is too. 

Do you see my moth-eaten blankets? 

...And that she uses now...? 

BUT IT'Sall me, as she doesn'tyou see... NOTherall me, she is no- longer-the NOT her... that 
looks like her to them but not to you and I for we now know-sh-h! She is me- me- is she-do you get 
that? Confused-don't be... Doyou seethe old head and footboard there that we share? Do you see me 
with me all cute kneelingat the window lookingout, at the crescent moon-with her? 

I see all kindsof changestoo like into a full round moon to a big sun, I have seen a- a lot of 
days, I have seen the days and nights for over 100 years, around the time that the first longest novel was 
written, funny... no, and now-now- by a man with the same first name-odd? 

All the time-1 never-ever changed, yet, I get a new girl body to see, too still like mine. And 
change their state of mind, they did like I changed her now, and there in the ground left behind no 
longer, like me I weep like the rain on a treeto make it grows-through herlike it I will still, I did not have 



a good life, now I will take, and see if I well, a good life, is not what I had with my dad he did things to 
me that you would not understand, or maybe you would I don't know either way, I don't want to talk 
about it, yet that teddy bear, is long gone too... so why talk about it. Do you seethe rolling hills? Do you 
see the grave markers, more? 

Do you see the tracks... next to the home? Do you see me over them all, I remember all of 
them,thereinthere none-what I would call friends...yet, therediedto me too eventhen, notto be 
seen... if you know what I mean... until I am at peace, yet seeing them I will never be? Yet, well I eve ram 
even now-that is the question? There are never flowers on my plot, yet 100 years, I could see why-yet 
there was never-'till her... nothing but bones next to me to keep me warm... ha - funny my daddy's...sick- 
sick! 


Part: 2 

The sun shines, yet not for me it's always a rainy day, in my head - even now-yet get better, 
the clouds are there, sayinggo to hell, yet I don't wantto... notjustyet. 

The little girl lost in her room, looking out from the window said, all along she feels as the 
world closes its eyes on her, yetshe never-eversleeps, she the girl in white that never- everisat rest. 
The dormer-the room grayed to her memories, of her life in the past when she was alive, her dad died 
was what killed her also on the inside, she wants to hide, yet all she has is the girl that lives in her old 
room to talk too, do you see them playing together yet it's all in her mind. 

Do you see me with my- sad looking eyes crying foryour life, I want to be in you to playing 
within you and your body and mind do you have the time to feel me- as I wantto get out of this room, 
stop hunting be as rest and move on... yet I need someone like you-to do that... do you see my old 
house as it is falling down around me, yet Sarrah lives here too she plays with me even if she is not dying, 
yet? I am forever and always looking out my addict window down at the kids I don't get to see-why? 

For I am always up here-thatis why...theydon'tget me, I don'tthink...do you seethe 
covering, on my window, and the room of my roof line as you look up at me, do you hear me calling out 
foryou? Askingfora bodyorsoulto take like yours. I am here until youfind me, we-youfind me... 
please help me! I am always frightened by what I see and don't see alike... like with her-1 could say the 
same- she is there and then she is not, do you see her long hair blowing in the wind, that is not even 
there...? 



Just a shadow person, for all my days left, until, I find pace - looking down is all that I do-and 
did all my life... (She is the shadow that is over me always.) -1 see here in white I do-with her dark hair 
and green eyes, and little frame. The room is all gray, and the ceiling drips on me in the night when it 
rains; or even the snowmelt, like it, ever did in the past all the way back when I was alive her in the 
1800s. 


Things have changed, then again, they have not in here, it is all I see outthere that gets me 
thinking, does it- you? Not in here, where it's always the same, but outside where life has changed. Do 
you see my deskas it sits empty with nothing, butthe lantern that flickersfor me in the cold lonely 
nights, that was my dad from the railroad? 

The chair it's broken, from age and has three legs, now that I can sit on, why for the fact, that 
I can make it float, as I do as well, I am as light of the ground, like a leaf in the gusting breeze, a tight 
room with the wood framing showing. All whitewashed, and yet mucky, and musty... she is there and 
then she is not, like me she lives in the same very walls and yet I am able to go through them now, 
unlike before... and I can do this as I please... you and I are on the ground over the re in the graveyard. Do 
you see my headstone? 

Like-do you see my headstone, with my name under the angel oak tree. Do you see me 
coming out of it, and the ground, at night, I have to be reminded that I am dead... that-that... is only my 
body there, yetthis is me now...? 

Always, back to my home where-1 stay in my room with her, now it's her room, her mom and 
dad don't know or get that we do this, I have a friend in a living girl, that is about nine years old, and 
now I am inside of her, she is mine and my new live on Earth, to take, and she is in me... I will live the life 
I never-ever had, one way or another, don't you see-that I love her for this... and maybe if love her for 
all that she is too. 

Do you see my moth-eaten blankets? 

...And that she uses now...? 

BUTIT'Sall me, as she doesn'tyou see... NOTherall me, she is no-longer-the NOT her...that 
looks like her to them but not to you and I for we now know-sh- h! She is me- me- is she-do you get 
that? Confused- don't be... Do you see the old head and footboard there that we sh are? 



Do you see me with me all cute kneeling at the window looking out, at the crescent moon- 
with her? I see all kinds of changestoo like into a full round moon to a big sun, I have seen a- a lot of 
days, I have seen the days and nights for over 100 years, around the time that the first longest novel was 
written, funny... no, and now-now- by a man with the same first name-odd? All the time-1 never-ever 
changed, yet, I get a new girl body to see, too still like mine. 

And change their state of mind, they did like I changed her now, and there in the ground left 
behind no longer, like me I weep like the rain on a tree to make it grows-through her like it I will still, I 
did not have a good life, now I will take, and see if I well, a good life, is not what I had with my dad he 
did things to me that you would not understand, or maybe you would I don't know either way, I don't 
wantto talk about it, yet thatteddy bear, is long gone too... so why talk about it. Do you seethe rolling 
hills? Do you see the grave markers, more? 

Do you see the tracks... next to the home? Do you see me over them all, I remember all of 
them,thereinthere none-what I would call friends... yet, there died to me too eventhen, notto be 
seen...if you knowwhatl mean... 'till I am at peace,yetseeingthem I will neverbe?Yetwell I everam 
even now-that is the question? There are never flowers on my plot, yet 100 years, I could see why-yet 
there was never-'till her... nothing but bones next to me to keep me warm... ha - funny my daddy's... sick- 
sick! 


The sun shines, yet not for me it's always a rainy day, in my head - even now-yet get better, 
the clouds are there, saying go to hell, yet I don't want to... not just yet. The tree is going to pass on 
before I do-you getthat? 

Do you get that...? 

I remember being a kid, yet I don't, it was taken from me at 8 years old, and then I don't ever 
rememberjust beinga kid like them or she or her too... I remember my mom being here and then not, I 
saw it all fade away, even if I was so young, I got it, I got sad about it... like her, with me, it's like living 
the same life over. I recollect beingfeed, and beingfeed up with life, and being bath at night by daddy 
too... 'until that night that I fight back and said- 'NO.' 

I remember him- my daddy, - strangely me out, after my bath and I was bare, we have all 
been abused by someone in one way or another their hands or mouth that is why we turn, to a girls, if 
we are a girl for love otherthan a men, that has always been mean to us- even if not the same boys-we 



think he is, and girls are always sweet caring and understanding, even if... I remember being in the fight 
for my life, and him being mean over something like pissing the bed, being feet smashed, rope around 
my head, books that he never-ever read hitting me in the head with it, called a bible... he started raping 
meand rippingthe pages out saying craziness... 

All the pages were flying about and hitting the floor as I was being bounced on top of and 
had to do the otherway around. 'Books are like boobs' he said to me-along with-you have tofeelthem 
and open them up like that little sight you have down there,' and you don't have those, grow up and be 
a woman, now- he was scrammingin my ears!' 

I used to get out at night- form my room and the musky bed, and get... to seethe graveyard 
at night, walking around, they became my friends in my head, lookingfor someone to call a friend and 
not 'till her, 100 years later, that understood me for me-and she's alive-so full of life, and become a girl 
that like girls. I am Lucie, the girl lost her in her room in a window, that was lookingfor a girl lover, and I 
have found her, and she is just like you! I look back on my life when I was nine, back in 1927, the ford in 
the yard sat in the mud, and my whit Victorian was still falling- down yet, not like now... yetthat was 
over we-were a poorfamily. 

And yet still astounding to those that passed by it think we were something for this immense 
home, a wonder some called it for its room count and size. Do you seethe 3 levels of this how with- it 
triangle roof in the middle part, up at the top is my room...? 

Do you see all the arched windows-200 of them I think it was, all madejustfor the home, 
along with its wood-clad siding- do you see that one only that is always like it is glowing at night with a 
slight flicker of yellow, warmth in the cold- cold eveningsPThis room is all mine and no- little girl should 
take this away from me I thought'till she-yes-she moved in... I get into her mind body and soul you see, 
nowand forever as long as I like 'till I am at rest, or fee I that I am... I am never-ever going to let go... 
never-ever-ever never! Even as bonessomeday she will be mine, my special friend! 

Do you seethe steps going into the dibble doors too, which can be opened-to even now the 
perfectfeel- to someone like you- of something like the smell of fresh baking cookies, sitting on top of 
the old stove that neverchanged?Doyou see the eerie fencesthat wrap aroundthe home like the 
porch? Oh, home I neverwantto leave it... more now than ever- overher. 



The swing sawing the rocking me to sleep, back in the day, the night she leads me away with 
her, she was the only one I reviled myself too... in the daytime. Do you see-what all this and everything 
here is to me? And do you see all the things that have happened to me...? 

I don't want to die final all alone, that is why I stayed here looking all these years, someone 
to get me. The night up in a tree, she and I, sing, playing, and kind. Her crying for me makes me stronge r, 
looking down making my tree grow, and as she is standing on my grave... wishing she was me nowand 
I'm here... and we are-we are. 

You don't have to be stuck with you all your life- if you don't wantto if your someone like 
me-or she too. Do you wish you were me-scary you are now-1 am all inside of you- and in your head 
always-and forever- I'll haunt your dreams-and I own you- he- he- he! Until you find true love you'll 
never-ever- never-ever be free of me! 

Part: 3 

Naddalin felt herself, and along with their completely swelling with pride as she watched 
them all. But it was a much closer. Miss. Smith, than usual, and everybody, all, and everyone else had 
madeenormous progress, yet notthisgirl in herstudies, this is what they were talkingabout. Afteran 
hour, Naddalin called a stop to all, and let her mind rest... bypassing out over-exhaustion. The last thing 
she said to her before she leftforthe brake... 'you and I, when we get back from holidays, we can start 
doing some oftheir big stuff even more spells...' 

When she woke up- she was by her side. You're gettinggood, she said, grinning around at 
them, looking at them. There was a murmur of enthusiasm, they were doing more than just magic- no? 

The room began to clear in their usual twos and threes; most people wished- in the open 
room of nude girls running around naked taking steam hot showers, seeingherthis way was - no words 
could say it... Naddalin a 'Happy Christmas' as they went, yet she was happier being back with her and 
the others- yet maybe just her. 

Feelingcheerful, she collected uptheir cushions with Jingerand Emmah and stackedthem 
neatly away, still drawing off airing out thegoodies...yetwhere allgirls- so-oyeah... 



Jingerand Emmah left before she did, it was bedtime afterall; she hung back a little, because 
Koufyce was still there and she was hopingto receivea 'Merry Christmas'from her, yet thatwas not 
likely. 


'No, you go on, 'she heard hersay to herfriend, Martha and her heart gave a joitthat 
seemed to take it into their region Saula. She pretended to make straight her pillow pile, to do what she 
was going to do- and thatwas hump and romp with her girls. 

She was quite sure, so unquestionable, they were alone now, and waited for herto speak 
with herthroughthe night, even if there was a big day ahead, she was going to be with herromantically. 
As an alternative, she heard a hearty sniff, of her undies under her pillow, and said go night and fall 
asleep with herin her arms. 

She turned and saw Kalaie standing in there middle of their room, tears pouring down her 

face. 


'Whoa-What is with you-girl?' 

She would not speakto us, over, she with me... 

She did not knowwhatto do, at their time. 

She was simply standingthere, deplorable wordlessly. 

'What's up?' she said, feebly, given time. 

She shook her head and spread her eyes on her sleeve, of her worn -out night top. 

'I'm sorry, 'she said hoarsely. 

'I partially assume... it is just... learning all this junk...it just makes me... wonder whether... if 
she had known it all... she would still be alive.' 

Natalie's heart sank right back past its usual spot and set up somewhere around her 
bellybutton. 

Sheoughtto have known, being notorious... thoughts. 


She wanted to talk about Joella. 



'She did knowthis sh*t/ Naddalin said extremely, serious. 


'She was good at it, or she could never have to their middle of that maze. But if Waltemath 
really wantsto kill you,you do not stand a chance.' 

Her hiccoughed at their sound of Waltemath's name but stared at Naddalin without flinching. 

'You survived when you were just a baby,' she said quietly. 

'Yeah, well,' said Naddalin wearily, moving towardsthere door, 'I do not know why nor does 
anyone else, so it is nothingto be proud of.' 

'Oh, do not gol' said Kalaie, sounding tearful again. 'I'm really- sorry to get all upset like this... 
like-1 did not meanto...' She hiccoughed again... 

She was very even when her eyes where bloodshot and puffy, yet not as- not as much as she, 
beside me. And she was out now, looking even sweetthen, ever. 

Naddalin-felt thoroughly miserable, about not leaving her side to go to her, yet she did not 
wanttoo- everdothat. 

Like would this girl would have been so-o pleased with just a-'Merry Christmas.'Yet she did 
not get one from back home, not even... (Nothing-for years, just a gloomy remembrance, of their fact 
theydid not love her.) 

Part: 4 

'I know it must be horrifying for you,' I said. 

I to go through this... 

I was mopping her eyes on her sleeve again, she came over with us not aloud, yet it was done, 
I could not help but be there for her, it is justme, beingme. 

'Me mentioningJoella, when you saw herdie... 

I suppose in this hug, and get it with you-you just want to forget about it if I ever need you 

too?' 


'Okay-' 



Naddalin did not say everything to this; it was quite true, but she felt hard-hearted saying all 
and everything. 

'You're a good teacher, you know,' said Hayvannah, with a waterlogged smile. 

'I've never- evercould dumbfound anything, oranyone before, yet I did justthat.' 

'Thanks,' said Naddalin awkwardly. 

They see each otherfora long moment. 

Naddalin felt a burning desire to run from there room and, at their same time, wide-ranging 
powerlessness to move herlittle youngfeet. 

'Mistletoe,' said Hayvannah softly, pointingat their ceiling overherhead and there kissed. 
'Yeah,'said Naddalin...Hermouthwasveryin needofa drink. 

'It'sfull of Kayarglers, though.' 

'What are Kayarglers?' 

'No idea,' said Naddalin. She had moved closer, to her and nowon top and over her urn body 
one, leg now, side to side, with hertorso, in a lover's hold. 

Her brain seemedto have been stunned-like. 

'You'd ask Danna.' 

Hayvannah made a funny noise, like between a moan, and a giggle, when I play with herand 
kiss hertoo, a playfully. 

She was even nearerto hernow. 

She could have calculated their dimples on hernose. 

'I really like you,' Naddalin. I think I'm like you more than I like... 


Ha- same-shush! 



She could not think, a tingling sensation was spreading through her, paralyzing her arms, legs. 


and brain. 


She was too close to me. 

She could see every tearclingy to her eyelashes... 

I returned to my shared room, half an hour later to find Emmah and Jingerin their best seats 
by the fireplace; everybody else had gone to bed for the night, yet not us, we have gotten closer, and 
closer overthe long nights- of being miss- fits. 

Emmah was scripting a very long letter; she had previously filled half a roll of parchment, 
which was dangling from the edge of the old built-in desk in the room. 

Jinger was lying on her hearthrugs, trying to finish her metamorphosis homework, the - being 
one thing and become another...we were doing just that the other day before, going from girls to 
butterflies, and the cat thing hit me... I knew...yet, say that to them back home and I am the one that is 
crazy. I'm like I am not allowed to say what happens here in my mind like we are not, let me... on the 
inside. 


Small changes from a girl too small things, and then go bigger, forthe stars... Think big, she 
said in class, with all in young girl minds, said the only one to give these girls hope fora life in what is 
wisdom, a teacherthat was different. 

'What keptyou?' She asked as Naddalin sank into the armchair nextto Emmah's. 

Naddalin did not answer... She was in a state ofthe shockwave. 

Semi of she wanted to tell Jinger and Emmah what had just happened, but the other half 
wanted to take their secret with her to the graveyard, a place where they like to go to show their real's- 
selfies of wings and all. 'Are you all right, Naddalin?' 

Emmah asked, peering at her overthe landfill of her friend, now making it off the grown, to 
see me become, that was neat, yet we were learning howto fly. 


Part: 5 



'What's up? It was said, as a new lifecycle, with her began... as the change, were made when 
they got black wings.' Falling to this is not that bad now, is it... afterall? Naddalin gave a half-hearted 
shrug, thinking she sold out, yet it's a better life then life at home... how she was on autopilot, they 
thought, yet in this form, she was new. 

In truth, she did not know whether she was all right or not, said Jinger, lifting herself upon 
her elbow to get a clearer view of Naddalin, looking down at her as she was looking up. 

'What's happened?' 'Afallen angel has fallen'- a classic pun. 

'It's me-girl' she said in a seek. 

Naddalin did not know how to set about telling term and still was not sure whether she 
wantedto,that nowshe was oneofthem. 

Just as she had decided not to say whatever, Emmah took matters out of her hands, and the 
wing came out of her back and she shows herself to herfor the first time say-yeah- now your one us- a 
suture- hood. 

'Is it Hayvannah?She asked in a competent way, that is the first flight. 

(Questions) 

'Did she corner you afterthe meeting?' 

Numbly surprised, Naddalin nodded. 

Jingersniggered, barely looking off when Emmah caught hereye. 

'So-o, what did she want?' 

'To see if I wasa dumbsh*t like theysay.' 

'Oh...?' In a phony unpremeditated voice, she said we knew yet don't believe it. 

'She,' Naddalin began, rather huskily; she cleared herthroat and tried again. 

'So-o...' 


'Did you kiss?' Asked Emmah energetically. 



Jingersat up so fast she sent his ink bottle airborne all over there rug. 


Disregarding this totally, she stared avidly at Naddalin. 

'Well?' She demanded. 

Naddalin looked at Jinger's appearance of mingled curiosity and hilarity to Emmah's slight 
frown and nodded. 

'HAI' 

Jingermade a successful gesture with herfist, and went into a wild clang, of laughter that 
made several nervous looks back, an unenthusiasticgrin spread over- Naddalin'sface as she watched 
her-Jingerrolling around onthe carpet;and lookingfora secondtimeoverbesidethewindowjump, 
abouttoo. 

Emmah gaveJingera lookof deepdisgustand returnedto herletter.'Well?' Jingersaid- 
finally, looking up at Naddalin.' How was it...?' Naddalin was careful for- a moment... 

'Wet,'she said truthfully. 

Jingermade a noise that might have showed jubilation or disgust, it was hard to tell. 

'Because she was deplorable,' Naddalin continued deeply. 

'Oh,' said Jinger, hersmiles fading slightly.' Are you that bad at kissing?' 

'Neenah,' said Naddalin, who had not careful this, and at once felt worried. 

Flashback- holding time with a spell- (That night think back there had a girl, kiss- ie. kiss- sex. 

Part: 6 

'Maybe I am.' 

'Of course, you are not,' said Emmah inattentively, still scribbling away at her letter. 

'Howdo you know?'Jingersaidverysharply. 

'Because Hayvannah spends half hertime crying these days,' said Emmah vaguely.' She does 


it at mealtimes, in the loo, all overthe place.' 



'You'dthink a bit of kissing woodcreeperherup/ said Jinger, smiling. 

'Jinger/ said Emmah in a dignified voice, dipping their point of her quill into her inkpot,'you 
are a there most unresponsive wart, I have ever had their hard luck to meet.' 

'What's that supposed to mean?' Said Jinger huffily.' What per girl cries while someone is 
kissing them?' 'Yeah,' said Naddalin, slightly desperately,' who does...?' 

Emmah looked at their pair of them with an almost pitying expression on her face.' Don't you 
understand how Hayvannah's feeling now?' she asked. 

'No,' said Naddalin and Jinger together. 

Emmah sighed and laid down her quill. 

'Well, she is feelingverysad, because of Joella dying. Marva, I expectshe isfeelingconfused 
because she liked Joella and now she likes Naddalin, and she cannot workout whom she likes the re 
most of all. 


Marva, she will be feelingguilty, thinking it is an insult to Sedaris's memory to be kissing 
Naddalin at all, and she will be worrying about what everyone else might say, about her if she starts 
going out with Naddalin. 

Chapter: 144 

In addition, she cannot workout what herfeelingstowards Naddalin are, anyway, because 
she was there one who was with Joella when Joella died, so that is all very mixed up and painful. 

Oh, and she is afraid she is going to be thrown off their Crow claw Clepsidra team because 
she is being flown so badly. 

A slightly stunned silence greeted their end of this speech, then Jinger said,' One mergirl 
cannot feel all that at once, they would explode.' 

'Just because you have theiremotional range of a teaspoon does not mean we all have,' said 


Emmah nastily picqueterup her quill again. 



'She was there one who started it/ said Naddalin.' I wouldn't've she just sorts of came at me 
and next thing she is crying all over me, I did not know what to do." Don't blame you, mate,' said Jinger, 
looking alarmed at theirvery thought. 

'You just had to be nice to her,'said Emmah, looking up anxiously. 'You were, weren'tyou?' 
'Well,' said Naddalin, an unpleasant heart creeping up his face,' I sort of patted heron their 

back a bit.' 

Emmah looked as though she was restraining herself from rolling her eyes with extreme 

difficulty. 

'Well, one supposes it could have been worse,' she said.'Are you going to see her again?' 

Till must, won't I?'Said Naddalin.' 

We've got DA meetings, haven't we?' 

'You know what I mean,'said Emmah impatiently. 

Naddalin said nothing; Emmah'swordsopened a whole newvista of frightening possibilities. 
She tried to imagine going somewhere with Hayvannah-Clepsydra, Kalaheo of Wizardry, perhaps, and 
beingalone with herfor hours at a time. 

Of course, she would have been expecting her to ask her outafter what had just happened... 
there thought made herHayvanna hatch clench painfully. 

'Oh well,' said Emmah distantly, buried in her letteronce more,'you'll have plenty of 
opportunitiestoask her.' 

'What if she does not want to ask her?' Said Jinger, who had been watching Naddalin with an 
unusually shrewd expression on his face. 

'Don't be silly,' said Emmah vaguely,' Naddalin's liked her forages, haven'tyou, Naddalin?' 

She did not answer... Yes, she had liked Hayvannah for ages, but whenevershe had imagined 
a scene involving there two of them it had always featured a Hayvannah who was enjoying herself, as 
opposedtoa Hayvannah whowas sobbing uncontrollably into his shoulder. 



'Who're you writing their novelto, anyway?'Jingerasked Emmah,tryingto read their bit of 
parchment nowtrailing on their floor. Emmah hitched it up out of sight.' Vickie.' 

'Wilhemina?' 

'How many other Vickie's do we know?' 

Jingersaid nothing but looked disgruntled. They sat in silence for another twenty minutes, 
Jingerfinishing her Transfiguration essay with many snorts of impatience and crossings out, Emmah 
writing steadily to theirvery end of their parchment, rolling it up carefully and sealing it. 

...And Naddalin staring into their fire, wishing more than anything that Sirius's head would 
appearthere and give her some advice about girls. 

...Andtheirfire merely crackled lowerand lower, until their red-hotembers crumbled into 
ash and, looking around, Naddalin saw that they were, yet again, there last ones in their common room. 

'Well, night,'said Emmah, yawning widely as she set off up their girls' staircase. 

'What does she see in Wilhemina?'Jinger demanded as she and Naddalin climbed their girls.' 

Stairs... 

'Well,' said Naddalin, consideringtheir matter, 'Is' pose she's older, isn'tshe...and she's an 
international Clepsidra player...' 

'Yeah, butapart from that,' said Jinger, sounding aggravated. 'I mean, heris a grouchyget, 

isn't she?' 


'Bit grouchy, yes,' said Naddalin, whose thoughts were still on Hayvannah. 

They pulled off their robes and put on pajamas in silence; Lacy, Laila, and Neville were 
already asleep. 

Naddalin put his glasses on her bedside table, and got into bed but did not pull their hangings 
closed around his fourposters; instead, she stared at their patch of starry sky visible through there 
window, nextto Neville's bed. Ifshe had known, this time last night, thatin twenty-four hours'time she 
would have kissed 



Hayvannah Chang... 


'Night,' grunted Jinger, from somewhere also she is right. 'Night,' said Naddalin. 

Nexttime... if there was a nexttime...she would bea bit more contented. 

She ought to ask her out; she had been expecting it, and was now angry with her..., or was 
she lying in bed, still crying, awful feel is about Joella? 

She did not know whatto think. 

Emmah's explanation had made it all seem more complicated rather than easier to 
understand. 

That is whatthey should teach us here, she thought, turning over on to his side, how girls' 
brains work... it would be more useful than Divination, anyway... 

Neville snuffled in shesleepswith hergirl hand n'hand, sweetand cute. 

A flying horse blared somewhere out in their night. 

Naddalin dreamed she was back in there DA room. Hayvannah was accusing her of luring her 
there underfalse pretenses; she said, she had promised her, like-a hundred and fifty times a Hayvanna 
cholate black crow cards, if she showed up. 

Naddalin protested... Hayvannah shouted,' 

Segregate me loads of Hayvannah cholate Black Crow Cards, lookl'And she pulled out fistfuls 
of Cards from inside her robes and threw them into their air. Then she turned into Emmah, who said, 
'You did promise her, you know, Naddalin... I thinkyou, had bettergive hersomethingelse instead... 
how about your Fire bolt?' 

Besides, Naddalin was protestingthat she could not give Hayvannah his Fire bolt, because 
Ambridge had it, and anyway their whole thing was ridiculous, he'd only come to their DA room to put 
up some 


Christmas baublesshaped like Dobby's head... The dream changed... 


Her bodyfeltsmooth, powerful, andflexible. 



She was gliding between shining metal bars, across dark, cold 'the body of Neveah'...She was 
flat on their floor, sliding along on his belly... it was dark, yet she could see objects around her chartering 
in strange, vibrant colors ... she was turning his head... their corridor was empty... but no... a man was 
sitting on their floor ahead, his chin drooping on to his chest, his outline gleaming in there dark... 

Naddalin put out hertongue...shetastedtheirscenton the air... she was alive butdrowsy... 
sitting in Jinger's and their room, the doorway at the end of their corridor... 




Nevertheless, their girl was stirring... a grey, wrap fell from her legs as she jumped to her 
feet; and Naddalin saw her vibrant, blurred outline towering above her, it was one of the ghosts of the 
school. Naddalin longed to bite the chap... but she must become an expert in the impulse... she had 
more important workto do... with hersharpenfangs. 

She like um-saw a wand withdrawn from her, yet want to keep doing as she was... yet the 
hauntwantedto play, notto be some young little girl lost in a window in some chamberof a room... 
forever- never- ever-ever- never-to be loved. 

I human girl at the graveyard-1 had my eyes on... named: Brittany-flawing in stealthy, I 
reared high from the ground and struck her once, twice, three times, plunging my fangs dee ply into her, 
epithelium, I had the feeling, her ribs splinter beneath my jaws, she has become one of the new haunts 
of the school, I wanted hersoul, feelingtheirwarm gush of blood... swimming within herit felt, it gave 
me more power and to keep my wicked life spin going-1 have to feed on the young girls. 

Now she wants to play- even if I did this it was for the good of it, she needs to die, so I took 
heraway forthe pain of the Earthy world. 

The little 5-year-old girls were yelling in pain... to me still, not thin king it all over, yet she was 
missing daddy...then she fell silent... when I said it all going to be okay, she slumped back against the 
wall... blood was splatteringon to theirfloor... in transparences- like- Herforehead hurtterribly... her 
mind was in the new body, yet she still saw all that was going on in the other world, it was aching fit to 
burst... yeti had to console her to the life - of the afterlife in the depths of dark death. 

Part: 1 


'Naddalin!' 



'NADDALIN!' 


She opened her eyes, to her. Every inch other body was covered in an icy sweat, and cold 
girlie- c*m; her bed covers were twisted all around herlike a straitjacket; she feltas though a white-hot 
pokerwere beingappliedto his forehead. 

'Naddalin!' 

Jingerwas standingoverher looking extremelyfrightened. 

There were more figures at their foot of Naddalin's bed. 

She clutched herhead in her hands; herpain was blinding her... she rolled right overand 
puked overthe edge of their mattress. 

'She is sick,' said a scared voice.' 

Should we call someone?' 

'Naddalin! Naddalin!' 

She had to tell Jinger, it wasvery-very important that she tells her... taken great gulps of air, 
Naddalin pushed herself up in bed, still nude, like all the other girls in the room in bed, willing herself 
not to throw up again, there pain half-blinding her. We just thought it was the time of the mouth thing... 
or sadness, or not adjusting to the new way of life here. 'Your dad,' she panted, her chest heaving. 'Your 
dads... been attacked..."What?' said Jinger uninterestedly. 

'Your dad!' 

He is being chopped up as we speak, it's serious, there was blood everywhere... 

'No...' she said along with subbing. 

'I'm going for help,' said their same scared voice, and Naddalin heard footsteps running out 
of there dormitory. 

'Naddalin, the bed- buddy,' said Jinger uncertainly,'you... you were just dreaming...' 'No!' 
said Naddalin furiously; it was crucial that Jinger understand. 


'It was not a dream... notan ordinary dream... I-1 was there, I-1 saw it... I-1 did it...' 



She could hear Laila and Lacy muttering but did not care. 


The pain in her fore head was subsiding slightly, though she was still sweating and shivering 
feverishly. And then retched again and Jinger leaped backward out of their way. 'Naddalin, you are not 
well,'she said- shakily.' Neville'sgoneforhelp.' 

'I'mfine...!' 

Naddalin Hayvanna, wiping her mouth on her night top and shaking uncontrollably. There is 
nothing- nothing. Jigger with me, it is your daddy, you must worry about, we - us-she too, need to find 
out where she is- bleeding like crazy, I was, it was a huge serpent.' 

She tried to get out of bed, but-Jinger pushed her back into it; Lacy and Laila were still 
whispering somewhere adjacent. 

Wertherone minute passed or ten, Naddalin did not know; she simply sat there shaking, 
fee ling their pain recede very sullying from her scar... then there were hurried footsteps coming up their 
stairs and she heard Neville's voice again. 




'Over here. Professor.' 

Professor McGonagall, came hurrying into their dormitory in hertartan dressinggown, her 
glasses perched lopsidedly on their bridge of her bony nose. 

'What is it-? Where does it hurt?' 

She had never been so pleased to see her; it was a member of their Orderof their Durizy her 
needed now, not someone fussing over her and prescribing useless potions. 

'It's Jinger's dad,'she said, sitting up again.' 

'He been attacked by a daemon serpent-and it's serious, I saw it happen she yelled.' 
'Whatdoyou mean, you saw it happen?' Said 
Professor McGonagall, her dark eyebrows contracting. 


'I do not know... I was asleep and then I was there...seeing this all...' 



'You mean you dreamed this?' 


Part: 2 

'No!' said, Naddalin furiously; would none of them understand?' I was having a dream at first 
about something different, somethingsenseless...and then this interrupted it. It was real, I did not 
envisage it. 


Mr. Ciena was asleep on their floor and he was attacked by a gigantic dark angel of the love 
of final death, there was a load of blood, she collapsed, someone is got to find out where she is...' 

Professor McGonagall was gazing at her through her lopsided spectacles as though horrified 
at what she was seeing. 

'I'm not lying, and I am not nuts-ol' Naddalin told her, her voice rising to a shout.' I tell you; I 
saw it happen!' 

'I believe you, said Professor McGonagall curtly.' 

Put on your dressing gown were goingto see their Principal.' 

Then-Wouldn't it be good if they finished each other off? 

And-Jingermurmured in Naddalin's ear, with her soft wet breath. 


sis 


Gonzales's upper lip was curling. Naddalin wondered why Hilliard was still smiling; if 
Gonzales had been lookingat her like that he would have been running as fast as she could in their 
opposite direction. 

Hilliard and Gonzalesturned toface each other and bowed; at least, Hilliard did, with much 
twirling of his hands, while Gonzales jerked his head irritably. Then they raised their wands like swords 
in the fingerof them. 

And-As you see, we are holding our wands in there accepted argumentative position... 


And- Hilliard told theirsilent crowd. 



And-On their count ofthree, wewill cast our first spells. Neitherof us will beaimingto kill, 


of course. 

And-all feittheresame. 

And-1 would not bet on that... 

And- Naddalin murmured, watchingsnap- ie. 
baring herteeth. 

One - two- three, and more, all and! 


Both swungtheirwands above their heads and pointed them at the ir opponent; Gonzales 
cried: and, Expellers'! 

And, there was a dazzling flash of scarlet light and Hilliard wasannoyingoff her feet: She flew 
backward off their stage, destroyed into their wall, and slid down it to sprawl on theirfloor. 


Mallerie and some of their other Andreasen's cheered. Emmah was dancing on tiptoes. And- 
do you think she has, all right? 

She squealed through herfingers. 

And-Who cares? 

And-said Naddalin andJingertogethertooandso-o. 

Hilliard wasgetting unsteadilyto herfeet. 

The staff, the hat had fallen off, and his wavy hair was standing on end. 

Well, there you have it! And, she said, tottering back onto their platform. 

And-That wasa Disarming Charm - as you see, I have lost my wand - ah, thankyou. Miss. 
Brown - yes, an excellent idea to show them that. Professor Gonzales, but if you do not mind my 
saying: 'so-o', it was very understandable whatyou were abouttodo next. 



If I had wanted to stop you it would have been very easy - though, I felt it would be 
educationalto letthemsee...and... Gonzales was looking lethal. 

Hilliard had noticed because she said, And- 

Enough indicative of! I am going to come amid you now and put you all into pairs. Professor 
Gonzales, if you would like to help me... 

They moved through there the crowd, matching up partners. Hilliard teamed Neville with Joy 
Santah-Sletcherrie, but Gonzales reached Naddalin and Jinger first. 

And-Time to split up theirdream team, I think, and she sneered. 

And- Raila, you can collaborate with Finnigan. 

- And- 

Naddalin movedtoward Emmah. 

And-1 do not think so-o... 

Yes-and yes... 

And- said snap- ie, smiling emotionlessly. 

And- Mr. Mallerie, come overhere. 

Let us see what you make of theirwell- known-. 

And you. Miss. Kizziah - you can collaborate Miss. Bestrode. 

- And- 

Part: 3 

Mallerie strutted over, smirking. Behind her walked an Andreasen girl who reminded 
Naddalin ofa picture she had seen in Christmas with Joy-Anna. She was large and square and herheavy 
jaw jutted aggressively. Emmah gave her a weak smile that she did not come back. 


And- Face your partners! 



And- called Hilliard, back on their platform. 

And-And bow! 

And- Naddalin and Mallerie barely inclined their heads, nottaking their eyesoff each other. 

And-Wandsat theirprepared! 

And-shouted Hilliard. 

And-When I count to three, cast your charms to disarm your opponents - only to disarm 
them - we do notwant any accidents - one... two... three... 

- And- 

Part: 4 

Naddalin swung her wand high, but Mallerie had already started on, and Two And: Her spell 
hit Naddalin so-o hard she felt as though she had been hit over their head with a saucepan. 

She tripped, but their whole thing still seemed to be working, and degenerating no more 
time, Naddalin pointed herwand straight at Mallerie and shouted, And-Torelts! 

And-yes, andyes... 

And-1 forone said- disarm only! 

And-Hilliard shouted in alarm overtheirheadsof their battling crowd. 

And-as Mallerie sankto her knees; a jet of hoary light hit Mallerie in their hart, and she 
doubled up, breathless, and she peed, down herlittle younggirl schoolgirl uniform skirt, and shetook 
off herundieson their spotand said oopiee-c's. 

Naddalin had hit herwith a Tickling Charm, and she could barely move for pleasing giggling. 

Naddalin hung back, with a vague feeling it would be unsportingto bewitch, Mallerie while 


she was on their floor, but this was a mistake; gasping for breath, Mallerie pointed his wand at 
Naddalin's knees, Hayvanna, And-Tarantallegral And, and there next second Naddalin's legs began to 
jerkaround out of his control in a kind of quickstep. 



And-Stop! Stop! 


And-screamed Hilliard, butGonzalestookcharge. And, Finite Incarnate! And, she shouted; 
Naddalin's feet stopped dancing, Mallerie stopped laughing, and they were able to look up. 

A haze ofjade-sh smoke was hovering overtheirscene. 

Both Neville and Joy were lying on their floor, panting; Jinger was holding up an ashen-faced 
Laila, apologizing for whatever his broken wand had done; but Emmah and Millicent Bulstrode was still 
moving; Millicent had Emmah in a head lock and Emmah was whimpering in pain; both their wands lay 
forgotten on their floor. 

Naddalin leaped forward and pulled Millicent off. It was difficult: She was a lot biggerthan 

she was. 


And- Dear, dear, and said- Hilliard, skitteringthrough there crowd, lookingat the aftermath 
of theirduels. And-Upyou go, 

Macmillan... 

- And- 

Chapter: 145 

And-Carefulthere, Miss. Fawcett... Pinch it hard, it will stop bleeding in a second. 

And-1 for one think I had better teach you how to block unfriendly spells, and said Hilliard, 
standing flustered during their hall, she glanced at Gonzales, whose black eyes glinted, and looked 
quickly away. And, let us have a volunteer pair - Longboart Hayvannah andSantah-SletcherrIe, how 
aboutyou... 

-And, this is A bad idea. Professor Hilliard. 

And,yessaid snapped, gliding over like a large and malevolent bat. 

And- Longboart Hayvannah causes devastation with their simplest spells. 

We will be sending what is left of Santa Slithered up to their hospital wing in a matchbox. 


And- Neville's round, pinkface went pinker. 



And, How about Mallerie and-? 


And said Gonzales with a twisted smile. 

And-Excellent idea! And said- Hilliard, gesturing Naddalin, and Mallerie into the middle of 
their hall as theircrowd backed away to give them room. 

And, Now, Naddalin, and said Hilliard. And, When Draco points his wand at you, you do this. 

Similarly, she raised her own wand, tried a complicated wiggling action, and dropped it. 
Gonzales smirked as Hilliard quickly picked it up, saying. And, Whoops- my wand is a little overexcited, 
moved closer to Mallerie, bent down, and whispered something in he rear. 

Mallerie smirked, too. Naddalin looked up apprehensively at Hilliard and said, and - Professor, 
could you show me that blocking thing again? 

Like-equally-Scared? Similarly, muttered Mallerie, so that Hilliard could not hearher. 

And-You wish, equally said Naddalin out of the cornerof hermouth. 

Hilliard cuffed Naddalin merrily on their shoulder. 

Also-Just do what I did, Naddalin! 

- And- 

Part: 1 

And-what, drop my wand? 

And- nonetheless, Hilliard was not listening. 

And-three-two-one -go! 

And-sheshouted. 

Mallerie raised his wand quickly and bellowed. And- Responsorial! 


-And- 



The end of his wand exploded; Naddalin watched, aghast, as a long black dark angel of the 
love of final death shot out of it, fell heavily onto their floor between them, and raised itself, ready to 
strike. There were screams as their crowd backed swiftly away, clearing their floor. 

And-do not move, and said Gonzales lazily, enjoyingtheirsight of Naddalin standing 
motionless, eye to eye with their angry dark angel of the love of final death. And -1 will get rid of it... 

- Similarly- 

And-Allow me! 

And-shouted Hilliard. 

She brandished her... 

The wand... at the dark angel of the love of final death and there was a loud bang! 

Their dark angel of the love of final death, instead of vanishing, flew ten feet into their air 
and fell back totheir floor with a loud smack. 

Enraged, derision furiously, it slithered straight toward Joy Santah-Sletcherrie and raised 
itself again, fangs exposed, poised to strike. 

Naddalin was not sure what made herdo it. She was not even aware of decidingto do it. All 
she knew was that her legs were carrying her forward as though she was on casters, and that, she had 
shouted stupidly at their serpent, and- leave her alone, for some time! 

Similarly, and yes miraculously - strangely - their dark angel of the love of final death 
slumped to theirfloor, docile as a thick, black garden hose, its eyes nowon Naddalin. 

Naddalin felt their fear drain out of her. She knew their dark angel of the love of final death 
would not attack anyone now, though how she knew it, she could not have explained. 

She looked up at Joy, grinning, expectingtosee Joy looking relieved, or puzzled, or even 
grateful - but certainly not angry and scared. 


Same-What doyou thinkyou are playing at? 



And- she shouted, and before Naddalin could say anything, Joy had turned and stormed out 
of there hall. 

Gonzales stepped forward, waved her wand, and their dark angel of the love of final death 
vanished in a small puff of black smoke. Gonzales, too, was looking at Naddalin in an unexpected way: It 
was a shrewd and calculating look, and Naddalin did not like it. 

She was also dimly aware of an ominous muttering all around their walls. Then she felt a 
tugging on their back of herrobes. 

And- Come on, equally said Jigger's voice in herear. The same- move - come on... 

- And- 

Part: 2 

Jingersteered heroutof there hall, Emmah hurryingalongsidethem. 

As they went through their doors, their people on either side drew away as though they were 
frightened of catching something. 

Naddalin did not have a clue what was going on, and neitherJingernor Emmah explained 
anything until they had dragged her all their way up to their empty Coletti common room. 

Like-then Jinger pushed Naddalin into an armchair and said. And You are a parse mouth. 

Why...? 

Why- didn't you tell us? 

-And- 

'And'-1 am what? 

'And'-said Naddalin. 

And- A Parcel- mouth! 

'And'-said Jinger. 


And, you can talk to the dark angel of the love of final deaths! 



-And-So- 0 ...? 


And-1 know, and said Naddalin. 

And-1 mean, that is only theirsecond time I have everdone it. 

I'm accidentally seta dark angel on my cousin- Dariez at their menagerie garden once, when 
we wereyoungera- long story - but it was telling me, it had neverseen Brazil, and I set it free without 
meaningto that was before, I knew I was a wizard - Equally- and, A dark angel told you it had neverseen 
Brazil, yet it was on Earth at onetime? And, Jinger repeated faintly. 

And, So-o...? 

And- said Naddalin. And-1 bet loads of people here can do it. 

-And- 

And-Oh, no they cannot, and said Jinger. And- It is not a very common gift. Naddalin, this is 

bad. 


-And- 

And-What is bad...? 

And- said Naddalin, starting to feel quite angry. 

And-What'sJigger with everyone? 

Listen, if I had not told that dark angel of the love of final death not to attack Joy and - Oh, 
that is what you said to it? 

-And- 

And-whatyou mean?You wherethere-you heard me- and... 

Then-1 heard you speaking Reports, and said- Jinger. And- Dark Angel of the love of final 


death language. You could have been saying anything - no wonder Joy, you sounded like you were 
eggingtheir dark angel of the love of final death on or something - it was creepy, you know... 




-And- 


Naddalin gaped at her... (shocking moment-face... hand up at her mouth.) 

And-1 spoke a different language? 

But-1 did not realize- nut-ha-did- I's-of howcan I'sspeaka language without knowingl can 

speak it? 

-And- 

Jinger shook her head. Both her and Emmah were looking as though someone had died. 
Naddalin could notsee what was so terrible. 

And-you want to tell me what's Jinger, and with stopping a massive dark angel of the love of 
final death biting off Joy's head? 

And, she said. And, what does it matter how I did it if Joy does not have to join their Headless 

Hunt? 


-And- 

And- It matters, and said Emmah, speaking at last in a hushed voice, and because being able 
to talk to the dark angel of the love of final deaths was what Sofie 0. Andreasen was famous for. That is 
why their symbol of Andreasen House is a serpent. 

And...? 

Naddalin's mouth fell open. 

And- Exactly, And-said Jinger. And, and now their whole savannah is going to think you are 
his great-great-great-great-grand girl or something... 

-And- 

But I am not, and said Naddalin, with a terror she could notexplain at all. 

And-You will find that hard to prove. And-said Emmah. And-she lived abouta thousand 
years ago; for all we know, you could be. 



-And- 


Naddalin lay's awake for hours that night. 

Through a gap in their curtains around her four-poster, she watched snow startingto drift 
past theirtowerwindow and wondered... 

Could she be a descendant of Sofie 0. Andreasen? 

She did not know anything about- her daddy's family-so that was what was said. 

The Andreasen had always forbidden questions about his wizarding relatives. 

Quietly, Naddalin tried to say something in Reports. 

The words would not come. It seemed she had to be face-to-face with a dark angel of the 
love of final death to do it. 

But then again, I am in Coletti, Naddalin thought. 

The Sorcererring Hat would not have put me in here if I had Andreasen blood within me... 
and then sorcerer ring on their finger for good of that color, of the gem-stone that matches, the house 
that I belongtoo for now and always in the afterlife. 

Ah, said a nasty little voice in his brain, buttheir Sorcererring Hat wanted to put you in 
Andreasen, don'tyou remember? 

Naddalin turned over, she would see Joy there next day in Angel-magical-a-ology and she 
would explain that she had been calling their dark angel of the love of final death off, not egging it on, 
which (she thought angrily, pommeling her pillow,) any fool should have grasped. 

However, that night she was thin king more about then seeing the one years - have their first 
Angel of Flight class, with new grown wings and bodies still nude not yet time to have whippy robs light 
webbed coverings, fresh red dripping blood still on them as they start to flap. The names of their make 
dripping from the backs as it was cut in the flesh. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 35 


Learn to Fly 


Interval: 2 

Chapter: 146 

Lily- 

I alleged getting to know her, and yes she still is the same young age she was then, that no 
little girl should die a virgin girl, and be lost in a home and school longing for a boy, so that night she and 
I snuckinto a boy bedroom, that she was crushing on, back on Earth, and she had sex with him, for the 
first time, and he knewshe was with him and the other way around, he could see her in transparency, 
yetfeel like she was the one... 

No, she can be at rest... the right thing to do right...? I thought... 

She got what she wanted a boy... 

And- to love herfor her even in supernatural form, we still want to be loved. 

I was looking over... them with wings over the bed... 

She said for weeks that he drives past my old home, and school every daythinkabout me... 
and looks at my graying old timeworn'the body of Neveah'; so-o I love him... for remembering me... - 
and she had many c*m's with him... 



Don't worry, I feel she may transferoverto a real girl the angel on Earth, when she feels, that 


she found the right look, body... to take over, it's just a matter of time. In his hometown... and to love 
him... well make this happen she only had to long for 200 or fewer years... 

I am sure of it... to reincarnate... to look like one yet still be one of us... 

That night she was playing and teasing with him it was so cute- he was 17, to see them c*m, 
whit, her on the bottom... sighing in monswith his thrusts. He knew it was more than just a dream! 

(The boy) 

My girl Lily- not of this world! 

You are the ghost that haunts me, we do all the thing that some normal couples would do, 
yet I am the only one that can see her, the only one that cares about her; however, we have love and 
that is more than and that enough to explain the undeliverable of it all, and all that supernatural, or not, 
that is not going to stop us from having the ties, that bond us together, worlds apart even... 

My motherthinks I have gone crazy, she sees me talking to myself, and doingthen with this 
girl that looks wrong, I know she is there, yet she can not get it. It does not matter all I really need is her. 

Part: 1 

Naddalin- By next morning, however, theirsnowthat had begun in there night had turned 
into a blizzard so thick thatthere last Herbology lesgirl ofthereterm was canceled: Professor Burgeon 
wanted to fit socks and scarves on their Mandrakes, a tricky operation she would entrustto no one else, 
nowthat it was so important fortheir Mandrakestogrow quickly and revive Mr.'S. Norris and Colin 
Creve. 


Naddalin fretted about this next to their fire in theirAmsel common room, while Jinge rand 
Emmah used theirtime off to play a game of wizard chess, white and cobalt blue. 

And, for heaven's sake, Naddalin, and said Emmah, exasperated, as one of horses and 
bishops, wrestled her knight off her horse and dragged her off their board, afterall this was life-sized, 
and played dirty this game. 

Everything in the game came to life all the pieces... of the game board with a flick of our 
wizardly wounds ora point of ourfallen angelfingerstips I have both. 



And-go and find Joy if it is so important to you. 


-And- 

So-o, Naddalingot up and leftthroughthereaperture,wonderingwhereJoymightbe,she 
was going to be one the railroad today] ust for fun- it was a Sunday to you and me-yet even here it's 
taken as a day of restand fun. 

(Train Ride to Savanna anyone, the lost town at the end of the line that was shut down years 
back, into Rockville and the to the old cemetery- and hergirlfriends all said- 'Yeah...' along with saying 
and-see if we can find new girls to bring back and under... with us, that are lost in their life, like us at 
onetime said- Emma.) 

And that what they did-the got a new girl-that was going to kill herself that night anyway, 
named: Haven...see she had fallen, soshe would not have to face high school, with mean-ie's. 

Part: 2 

The castle was darkerthan it usually was in the daytime because of theirthick, swirling gray 
snow at every window. Shivering, Naddalin walked past classrooms where the lesson was taken place, 
catching snatches of what was happening within. 

ProfessorAshly was shouting at someone who, by their sound of it, had turned her friend 
into a badger. 

Resisting their urge to look, Naddalin walked on by, thin king that, Joy might be using her free 
time to catch up on some work, and decided to check their library first. 

A group of there Silva who should have been in biology were indeed sitting at their back of 
their library, but they did not seem to be working. All so everything was relating back to the wizardly 
world. 


Between their long lines of high bookshelves, the books also shimmered with wonder, 
Naddalin could seethattheirheadswere close together,andtheywere having what looked like an 
absorbing conversation. 


She could not see whether Joy was among them or not. 



She was strolling toward term when somethingofwhatthey were saying met her ears, and 


she had to just paused to listen, hidden in their Invisibility section. 

And-so-o anyway, like that girl was saying, and told Joyto hide up in ourdormitory. I mean 
to say, if -'s marked her down as his next victim, it's best if she keeps a low profile for a while. 

Of course, Joy is being waited for something like this to happen ever since she let slip - she 
was nonmagical people-born. Joy told hershe had been down for Ellie. 

That is nottheirkind ofthingyou bandyaboutwithAndreasen'sheirontheir loose, is it? 

-And- 

And, you think it is, then, Ernie? 

And said a girl with blonde pigtails anxiously. 

And, Hannah, and said their stoutgirl solemnly, and she's a Parse mouth. Everyone knows 
that's their mark of a dark demon angel. Have you overheard of a decent one who could talk to dark 
angels?They called Andreasen herself Serpent-tongue. 

-And- 

There was some heavy murmuring at this, and Ernie wenton. And - Remember what was 
written on their wall? 

Enemies of their Here, Beware. - had some sort of run-in with Filch. Nextthing we know, cats 

attacked. 


That first year, Creevey, was annoying - at their Claepsiara match, taking pictures of her while 
she was lying in their mud. Nextthing we know - Creve's been attacked. 

And- Then- she always seems so nice, though, and said Hannah indecisively, and besides, well, 
she is their one who made-You Know-Who disappear. She cannot be all bad, can she? 

-And- 

Ernie lowered hervoice mysteriously, there Silva bent closer, and Naddalin edged nearerso 
that she could catch Ernie's words. 



-And- 


No one knows how she survived that attack by-You-Know-Whom. 

I mean to say; she was only a baby when it happened. She should have been blasted to 
smithereens. 

Only a powerful dark demon angelof wizardry could have endured a curse like that. 

-And-she dropped her voice until it was scarcely more than a whisper, and said, and - That 
has why You- Know-Whom wanted to kill her in the re first place, don't you? I did not want another Dark 
Lord competingwith her. I wonderwhatotherpowers -'s been hiding? 

-And- 

Naddalin could nottake anymore. 

Part: 3 

Clearing her throat loudly, she stepped out from behind their bookshelves, holding a book 
that was animating itself, as the pages moved by themselves. 

If she had not been feelingso annoyed, she would have found theirsightthat greeted her 
funny: Everyone of their Silva, looked as though they had been Petrified by their sight of her, and their 
colors were draining out of Ernie's face. 

-And- 

Hello, and said Naddalin. And-1 am looking for Joy Santah-Sletcherrie. 

-And- 

Silva's worstfears had clearly been confirmed. They all looked fearfully at Ernie. 

And-What do you wantwith her? 

And-said Ernie in a tottering voice. 

And-1 wanted to tell her what really happened with that dark angel at their Dueling Club, and 


said Naddalin. 



Ernie bit his white lips and then, taken a deep breath, said. And We were all there. We saw 
whathappened. 

-And- 

And- then you noticed, that after I spoke to it, their dark angel-backed off? And said Naddalin. 

And-All I saw. And-said Ernie stubbornly, though she was trembling as she speaking, and 
was you speaking Reports and chasing their dark angel toward Joy. 

-And- 

And-1 did not chase it at herl Naddalin said, her voice shaking with anger. And - It did not 
eventouch her! 

-And- 

And- It was a very near Miss. Smith, and said, Ernie. Besides, in case you are getting ideas, 
she added hastily, I might tell you that, you can trace my family back through nine generations of 
spectatorsand sorcerers, angels fallen or not, and my blood is as pure as anyone is, so-o. 

Besides-1 do not care what sort of blood you have I This was said by- Naddalin fiercely. Why? 

Why would I want to attack Nonmagical people- borns? 

And-1 have heard you hate those 

Nonmagical peoples, you live with and said Ernie swiftly. 

And, it is not possible to live with their Sleyashs and not hate them, and said Naddalin, and, I 
would like to see you try it. 

-And- 

Naddalin blundered upthe corridor, barely noticing where she was going, she was in such a 

hurry. 


The result was that she walked into something very huge and solid, which knocked her 


backward onto theirfloor. 



And- oh, hello. Deride, And Naddalin said, looking up. 


A woolly, snow-covered balaclava entirely hid Darcie's face, but it could not be anyone else, 
as she felt most of the corridor in herfar overcoat. A dead fowl was hanging from one of her massive, 
gloved hands. 

And, All right' de, Naddalin? And, she said, pulling up their balaclava so she could speak. And, 
whyaren'tyah in class? 

Likewise, canceled, and said Naddalin, getting up. Above and beyond that, whatare you 
doing here? 

Deride held uptheir limp fowl. 

And, the second one killed this term, and she explained, why.... and, it is either foxes ora 

Blood-Sucking Bear with fangs the size of yourarms, besides-1 needtheirHeadmaster's 
permission term put a charm around theircoop, to see whytheyare passing. 

Part: 4 

Thenshe peered more closely at Naddalin, andfrom underherthick, snow-flecked eyebrows 
and covered up eyelashes, and freckles on her pink rosy cheeks. 

Like, like, like- urn are you, sure you're all right...? 

Yah looks all hot an' bothered -and... 

Naddalin could notbring herselfto repeat what Ernie and the rest of their Silva had been 
saying about her, and, it is nothing, and she said. Like, I had bettergetgoing. Deride, it is Transfiguration 
next, and I must pick up my books; plus, then, she walked off, her mind still full of what Ernie had said 
about her. 


Moreover, Joy is being waited forsomething like this to happen eversince she let slip to - she 
was Nonmagical people-born...thus... Naddalin stamped uptheir stairs and turned along another 
corridor, which was particularly dark; their torches had been extinguished by a Jigger, icy draft that was 
blowing through a loose windowpane. 



Consequently... she was halfway down their passage when she tripped headlong over 


something lying on their floor. Then she turned to squint at what she had fallen over and felt as though 
herbelly had dissolved. 

Joy- Santah- Sletcherrie was lying on their floor, rigid and cold, a look of shockfrozen on his 
face, his eyes staring blankly at their ceiling. Hence... that was not it at all... Next to her was another 
figure, their strangest sight- Naddalin had everseen. 

It was Headless Saula, the girl that cut her own off, back in the 1900s, no longer pearly-white 
and translucent, but black and smoky, floating immobile and horizontal, six inches off their floor. She 
was lookingat me with red eyes. We have chatted, yet not much... really. Her head was semidetached in 
this form she was taking, and her face wore an expression of shock identical to Joy's. 

Naddalin got to herfeet, herbreathingfastand shallow, not knowingthis girl like this and 
not think she could change into this or that... her heart doing a kind of like a xylophone, with the millets 
against her ribs. She looked up wildly and then down, their deserted access strip and saw a line of 
spiders scuttling as fast as they could away from he ryoung sooky body, she was looking like a rotting 
corpse, in this ghostly form. The only sounds where there - muffled voices of teachers from their classes 
on either side. She could run, and no one would ever know she had been there. 

As she stood the re, be terrified, a door right next to her opened with a bang. Peeves their 
Ghost came shooting out. Nonetheless, she could not just leave them lying here... she had to get help... 
Would anyone have faith in her, had not had anythingto do with this? 

Naddalin-Only here girls would getit... she thought... 

Chapter: 147 

Part: 1 

And, why, it is putty wee -! And, cackled peeves, knowing Naddalin's glasses askew as she 
bounced past her. And, What's - up to? Why's - looking -and, peeves stopped, halfway through a mid-air 
somersault. Upside down, she spotted Joy and semi headless Saula. She flipped the right way up, filled 
herlungs and before Naddalin could stopshe,screamed. And ATTACK! ATTACK! 


ADDED ATTACK! 



NO MORTALOR IMPRESSION ISSAFE! 


RUN FOR YOU REIVES! ATTA-A-A-ACK-ingl 

Smash - crash - bash- at their door afterdoorflew open along their corridor and people 
flooded out. 

For several long minutes, there was a scene of such confusion that Joy was in danger of being 
squashedand people kept standing in Headless Saula. 

Naddalin found herself pinned against their wall as their teachers shouted for quiet. 
Professor Ashly came running, followed by her own class, one of whom still had black-and-white-striped 
hair. 


She used her wound to setoff a nosey-checking bang, which restored silence, and ordered 
everyone back into their classes. 

No like-um soonerhad their scene clearedthan Ernie their Unfluffy arrived, panting, on their 

scene. 


And Caught in their act! And, Ernie ye!!ed, herface stark white, pointing herfinger 
dramaticaliy at Naddaiin. Besides, Fieuris not stupid, she was good enough to entertheirTizard 
Tournament, and said Naddaiin. Named forthe man that started it a!! back when he was a teacherhere, 
underpotionsand a magica! chemist. 

Then, Notyou as we!!! And said Emmah bitteriy. 

At that point, I suppose you !ike their way Phiegm says'Any,' do you? And, asked Ji!l 

scornfuliy. 


And, No, and said Naddaiin, wishing she had notspoken. And I wasjust saying Phiegm... I 
mean, Fieur... accordingly... I would much rather have Tonks in their family and said, Jill. And, At least 
she is a laugh. Besides, she has not been much of a laugh lately and said Jinger. Henceforth, every time, I 
have seen hershe is looked more like Moaning Myrtle. Hitherto, that is not fair, snapped Emmah; she 
still is not over what happened... you know... I mean, she was her cousin I 


-And- 



Naddalin's heartsank... They had arrived at Trius. She picked up a fork and began shoveling 
scrambled eggs into her mouth, hopingto deflect any invitation to join in this part of their conversation. 

Furthermore, like and Trius barely knew each other! Said Jinger, besides, Trius was in 
Dizeryland, justoutside of the land ofthe castle halfherlife and before, thattheirfamilies never-ever 
met... so-o like, that is not their point, and said Emmah. Besides, she thinks it was her edge... he died... 
her dad! And, she was not going to take it... that was why she was here anyway. 

And, how does she workthat one out? And, asked Naddalin, despite herself. And, Well, she 
was fighting Be llatrix Estrange, wasn't she? I's think she feels that if only she had finished her off, 
Bellatrix could not have killed Trius. 

And, that is stupid and said Jinger. 

And, it is a survivor's guilt and said Emmah. And, she and I know Lapin's tried to talk her 
round, but she is still down. She is having trouble with her Metamorphosing! 

And, with her...? 

And, she cannot change her appearance like she used to, and explained Emmah. And think 
her powers must have been affected by shock, or something, did not know that could happen, and said 
Naddalin, nor did I, and said Emmah, but I suppose if you are really depressed, theirdooropened again 
and Mr.'s. 


Railie popped herhead in. 

Jill and she whispered, and come downstairs, and help me with their lunch. I am toluene to 
this lot! And said Jill, outraged. Now...! Said, Mr.'s. Railie, and withdrew. She only wants me there, so she 
does not have to be alone with Phlegm! 

And said, Jill, crossly. She swung her long golden hair around in a very good imitation of Fleur 
and pranced across there room with herarms held aloft like a ballet dancer. 

And, you lot had bettercome down quickly too, and she said as she left. 

Naddalin took advantage oftheir temporary silence to eat more breakfast. Emmah was 


peering into Celine and Katy's boxes, though every now and then she cast sideways looks at Naddalin. 



Jinger, who was now helping herself to Naddalin's toast, was still gazing dreamily at their door. Also, 
what is this? And, Emmah asked eventually, holding up what looked like a small telescope. 

Neabah, and said Jinger, and but if Celine and Katy left it here, it is not ready for their joke 
shopyet, so be careful. And, And, your mom said their shop is going well and said Naddalin. 

And, Said Celine and Katy have a real flair forbusiness. 

That is an understatement and said Jinger. 

And, they are funeral Mass in their Galleons 11 cannot wait to see their place, we have not 
been to Dagon Alley yet because Ma' says Dad is gotto be there forextra security and she is being busy 
at work, but it sounds excellent, and what about Percy? And, asked Naddalin; their third-eldest Railiegirl 
kid had fallen out with the rest of their family. Also, is she toluene to your mom and dad again? 

Besides, nope, and said Jinger. 

Nevertheless, she knows your dad was right all along now about Waite math being back... 
Then at that time, and place at that very moment. Old- McDermott says folks find it far easier to forgive 
others for being winger than being right and said Emmah. Besides like I urn - heard her telling your mom, 
Jinger. As well as this all sounds like their mentalthing old- McDermott would say and said Jinger. 

Above and beyond, she is going to be giving me private ledgers this year and said Naddalin 
conversationally. 

JingerHayvannah on his bit of toast and Emmah gasped. 

And, you keptthat quiet! And said Jinger. 

And, onlyjust remembered, and said Naddalin honestly. In addition, she told me last night in 
your broom herd. 

Then, besides, in addition, and also- Joannah... private ledgers with Duerre! Also-said Jinger, 
looking impressed. Also, she and I are my girl lover wonders why she is...? 

-And- 


Her voice trailed away... 



Naddalin saw her and Emmah exchange looks. Naddalin laid down his knife and fork, her 


heart beating fast considering, that all she was doing was sitting in bed. Duerre had said to do it... 

Why not now? She fixed his eyes on herfork, which was gleaming in their sunlight streaming 
into his lap, and said. And I do not knowexactly why she is going to be giving me ledgers, but I think it 
must be because of theirprophecy. 

Part: 2 

Likewise, unanimously-1 kissed herthat night long and slow... 

NeitherJingernor Emmah spoke. Naddalin had their impression, that both had frozen. She is 
and was continuing, still speaking to herfork, and yeah know, there one they were trying to steal at 
their Ministry. 

Besides...moreover, nobody knows what it said, though, and said Emmah quickly. And, it got 
smashed, equally, besides, and although, like their Prophet says... commenced Jinger, butthen again 
Emmah said,Sh-h! 

Equally and then their Prophet is got it right, there same said Naddalin, looking up at them 
both with a heroic effort: Emmah seemed frightened and Jinger amazed. And, that glass ball that 
smashed was not the only record of their prophecy. 

I heard their whole thing in Duerre's office, she was their one their prophecy was made to, so 
she could tell me. 

From what it said. And Naddalin took a deep breath, and it looks like I am their one who is 
got to finish off Waite math... At least, it said neither of us could live while their other survives. 


-Else- 

The three of them gazed at one another in silence fora moment.Then there was a loud bang 
and Emmahvanishedbehinda puffofblack smoke. 

Similarly, Emmah! And,shouted 


Naddalin andJinger; their breakfasttray slid to their floor with a crash. 



Emmah emerged, coughing, out of their smoke, clutching their telescope and sporting a 


brilliantly purple-ie black eye. 

And, she and I's, squeezed it and it... it punched me! Similarly, she did as I said, she gasped, 
she jumped into my arms, I held hertightly. 

In addition, sure enough, they now saw a tiny fist on a long spring protruding from there end 
of theirtelescope. 

Then,do not worry, similarly said Jinger, who was plainly trying not to laugh, their same 
Mom will fix that, she is good at heralding minor injuries... 

Similarly, and OH well, never-mind that now! 

Besidessaid Emmah hastily. And, Naddalin, oh, Naddalin... 

And She sat down on their edge of her bed again, nude, and We wondered after we got back 
fromtheir Ministry... 

Obviously, we did not want to say anythingto you, but from what Lucius Malle he said about 
their prophecy, how it was about you and Waite math, well, we thought it might be something like this... 

Oh, Naddalin... and Her stared at her, then whispered, and are you scared? 

-And- 

Like- like- like um- not as much as I's was, and said Naddalin. And, When I first heard it, I 
partially was... but now, it appears I for one always- like- like I'm freaking- knew I would have to face her 
in theirend... 

-Similarly- 

Part: 3 

And, when we heard, Duerre was collecting you in pergirl- years for flying lesions, we thought 


she might be telling you something or showing you something to do with their prophecy, and said Jinger 
eagerly. 



In addition, and we were kind of right, weren't we? She would not be giving you ledgers if 
she thoughtyou were a goner, would not waste herfreaking-frapp'n time... she mustthinkyou have a 
chance! 


-And- 

Like sh*t-thatis true and said Emmah. 

Besides the wonder what she will teach you, Naddalin? Advanced defensive magic... 
powerful counter curses... ant jinxes... 

-And- 

Naddalin did not really listen. 

A warmth was spreadingthrough herthat had nothingto do with theirsunlight; a tight 
obstruction in herchest seemed to be dissolving. 

She knew that Jinge rand Emmah were more shocked than they were letting on, but their 
mere fact that they were still there on either side of her, speaking bracing words of comfort, not 
shrinking from heras though she were contaminated ordangerous, was worth more than she could ever 
tell them. 


And evasive enchantments and concluded Emmah. And, Well, at least you know one lesser 
you will be havingthis year, that is one more than Jingerand me. I wonderwhen our FLYING HORSES 
resultswill come? And also, our first flight testing-ones too, with ourown wings. IT- is like- cannot be 
long now, it is beinga month, and said Jinger. 

Urn, yah- ha- hang on, and said Naddalin, as another part of last night's conversation, came 
back to her. And think Duerre said our FLYING HORSES results would be arriving today I 


-Equally- ...Splendid... 

Part: 4 

HUM, Today... today?Too shrieked Emmah. And, Today? But why did not you... oh my God... 
youshould have said... 


Besides... 



She leaped to herfeet. 


Like, I am going to see whetherany Flying horses with wings have come... 

Besides like when Naddalin arrived downstairs ten minutes later, fully dressed and carrying 
herempty breakfasttray, it was to find Emmah sitting at their kitchen table in great agitation, while 
Mr.'s. Railie tried to lessen her resemblance to half a and, here Also she had thrown their chain around 
herneck too. 

And,Ready? 

And, she said breathlessly. 

And, what are we doing? 

And, Naddalin said, completely lost. 

'I reckon it is over, ya know!' Said Deride. 

Like she was still squintingtowardsthere stadium. 

'Look there are individuals are like coming' out already if yah two hurry you'II be able to tier 
blend in with their crowd an' no one will know yah were not there!' 

'Good idea,'said Naddalin. 

'Well... seeyou later, then, deride.' 

'I do not believe her,'said Emmah in a very unsteady voice, there momentthey were outof 
earshot of Deride.' I do not believe her; I really do not believe her.' 

'Calm down,' said Naddalin. 

'Calm down!' She said feverishly... 

'A giant... I A giant in their Forest! In addition, we're supposed to give her English books! 

Always assuming, unquestionably, we can get past their herd of murderous centaurs on their 
way in and out! I do not believe her!' 


'We do not have to do anything yet!' 



Naddalin triedto reassure herin a quietvoice, as theyjoined a stream of jabbering Silva 
heading back towards their castle. 

She's not asking us to do anything unless she gets chucked out and that might not even 

happen.' 


'Oh, come off it, Naddalin!' Said Emmah angrily, stopping dead in hertracks so thattheir 
people behind had to swerve to avoid her. 

'Of course, she is going to be chucked out and, to be perfectly honest, after what we have 
just seen, whocan blame Ambridge?' 




Look there is the old Rockville bridge... 

Haven was feelinghomesickwhy I don't know she flies down to is and haunt, like the girl 

before her. 


5(C O/ 


(The here and now) 

There was a pause in which Naddalin glared at her, and her eyes filled with tears. 

'You did not mean that,' said Naddalin quietly. 

Chapter: 148 
Part: 1 

'No... well... all right... I did not,' she said, wiping her eyes angrily. 'But why does she have to 
make life so difficult forherself forus?' 'Nah...' 

'Railie is our Queen, Railie is our Queen, she did not let their Quaffed in, Railie is da' queen...' 

'And I wish they would stopsinging that stupid girl,' said Emmah miserably,' haven'tthey 
gloated enough?' 


A great tide of students was moving up their sloping lawns from there pitch. 



'Oh, let us get in before we must meetthere 


Andreasen's,'said Emmah.' Railie can save anything, her never-ever leaves a single ring, that 

is why. 


Amsel'sallsing: Railie is ourQueen.' 

'Emmah...' said Naddalin flying horses'. 

Part: 2 

The girl wasgrowing louder, but it was issuing not from a crowd of emerald and cream clad 
Andreasen's, butfrom a mass of alizarin and cream movingslowly towards their castle, orange with 
cream and then also aqua and cream, bearing a solitary figure upon its many shoulders. All the colors of 
our girls' teams- each with their own coat of arms. 

'Railie is our Queen, Railie is our Queen, herdid not let theirQuaffed in, Railie is our Queen...' 

'No?' Said Emmah in a hushed voice. 

'YES!'Said Naddalin loudly. 

'NADDALIN! EMMAHl'yelledJinger, wavingtheircreamClaepsiara cup in theirair, quite 
beside herself. 

'WE DID IT! WE WON!' 

They beamed up at her as she passed. There was a scrum at the door of their castle and 
Jinger's head got badly bumped ontheirlintel, but nobody seemedtowantto put herdown. 

Still singing, there crowd squeezed itself intotheirEntrance Hall and out of sight. 

Naddalin and Emmah watched them go, beaming, until there last Hayvanna strains of Railie 
is our Queen' died away. 

Then they turned to each other, their smiles fading. 

'Well save our news till Hayvanna- harrow, shall we?' Said Naddalin. 


'Yes, all right,' said Emmah wearily.' I'm not in any hurry.' 



They climbed their steps together. AttheirJiggerdoors both instinctively looked back at their 


Forbidden Forest. 

Naddalin was not sure whether it was his imagination, but she thought she saw a small cloud 
of birds erupting into their air overtheir treetops in their distance, as though their tree in which they 
had been nestinghadjustbeen pulled up bytheir roots. 

finger's euphoria at helping Amsel scrape there Claepsiaracup was such that she could not 
settle to anything next day. 

All she like wanted to do was talk overtheir match, so Naddalin and Emmah found it very 
difficult to find an openingin which to mentionGraw. 

Not that eitherof them tried very hard; neither was keen to be there one to bring finger back 
to reality in quite such a brutal fashion. 

As it was anotherfine, warm day, they persuaded herto join them in revising underthere 
beech tree at the edge of their lake, where they had less chance of being overheard than in their 
common room. 

finger was not particularly keen on this idea at first-she was thoroughly enjoying being 
patted on their back by every Amsel who walked past her chair, not to mention their occasional 
outbursts of Railie is our Queen...'Yet, but after a while, she agreed that some fresh air might do her 
good. 


They spread their books out in the shade of their beech tree and sat down while finger talked 
them through her first save of their match forwhat felt like there dozenth time. 

'Well, I mean, I had already let in that one of Daviess, so I was notfeelingall that confident, 
but I Neabah, when Bradley came towards me, just out of nowhere, I thought um-you can do this! 

Part: 3 

And I had about a second to decide which way to fly, you know, because she looked like she 
was aiming for there right goal hoop my right, obviously, his left but I had a funnyfeelingthatshe was 
fainting, and so, I tooktheir chance and flew left her right, I mean and well you saw what happened,' 
she then concluded modestly, sweeping her hair back quite unnecessarily so that it looked interestingly 



windswept and glancing around to see whether the re people nearest to them - a bunch of gossiping 
third year Silva - had heard her. 

'And then, when Chambers came to me about five minutes later...' 'What?' Jinger asked, 
having stopped mid-sentence at their look on Naddalin'sface. 'Why are you grinning?' 

'I'm not,' said Naddalin quickly, and looked down at herTransfiguration notes, trying to 
straighten herface. 

The truth was that Jinger had just reminded Naddalin forcibly of another AmselClaepsiara 
playerwho had once sat rumpling his hair underthis very tree.' I'mjustglad we won, that is all.' 

'Yeah,' said Jingersullying, savoringtheir words,' yeah we won. Did you see there look on 
Changesface when Jill got there Snitch right out from under her nose?' 

'I suppose she cried, did she?' Said Naddalin bitterly. 

'Well, yes more out of temper than anything, though...' Jinger frowned slightly. 'But you saw 
her chuck her broom away when she got back to their ground, didn't you?' 

'Err,' said Naddalin. 

'Well,... no, Jinger,' said Emmah with a heavy sigh, putting down her book and Pa. at her 
apologetically.'As a matter of fact, there only a bit of their match Naddalin and I saw was Davies's first 
goal.' 


Jinger's carefully ruffled hair seemed to wilt with disappointment. 'You did not watch?'She 
said faintly. Pa. from one to three other. 

'You did notsee me make any of those saves?' 'Well no,' said Emmah, stretchingout a 
placatory hand towards her. 'NonethelessJinger, we did not wantto leave - we had to!' 'Yeah?' said 
Jinger, whose face was growing enflamed. 'How come...?' 

'It was Deride,'said Naddalin. She decided to tell us whysheis being covered in injuriesever 
since she got back from there giants. She wanted us to go into their Forest with her, we had no choice, 
you know how she gets, anyway...' 



The story was told in five minutes, by their end of which finger's indignation had been 


replaced by a look of total incredulity. 

'She brought one back and hid it in their Forest?' 

'Yepper,' said Naddalin appallingly. 

'No,' said finger, as though by saying this she could make it untrue.' No, she cannot have.' 
'Well, she has,' said Emmah definitely.' 

Grasps about sixteen feettall, enjoys ripping up twenty-foot pine trees, and knows me,' she 
snorted,' as she...' 

fingergave a nervous laugh. 

'And Deride wants us to...?' 

Teach her English, yes,'said Naddalin. 

'She's lost her mind,' said finger in an almost awed voice. 

Part: 4 

'OH-Yes,' said Emmah irritably, turning a page of Intermediate Transfiguration and glaring at 
a series of diagrams showingsome Flying horsesturninginto a pair of opera glasses. 

'Yes, yes, yes-1 am starting to think she has. But, unfortunately, she made Naddalin and my 

promise.' 

'Well, you are just going to have to break your promise, that is all,' said finger firmly. 'I mean, 
come on... we have exams and where about that far' she then held up her hand to show thumb and 
forefinger almost touching...'from being chucked out as it is. And anyway... remember- Norrah? 

Remember Aragon? Have we ever come off better for mixing with any of Derides monster 

mates?' 

'I know, it is justthat we promised,' said Emmah in a small voice. 


fingersmoothed his hair flat again, seemingly- preoccupied. 



'Well/the sides, 'Deride has not been sacked yet, has she? Her hung on this long, she'll hang 


on until their end of term and we will not have to go near Grawat all.' 

Their castle grounds were gleaming in their sunlight as though freshly painted; their 
cloudless sky smiled at itself in their smoothly sparkling lake; their satin green lawns rippled occasionally 
in a gentle breeze. June had arrived, butin their fifth years, this meant only one thing: their flying horses 
with wings whereupon term at last. 

Their teachers we re no longer setting term homework; ledgers were devoted to revising 
those topics theirteachersthought most likely to come up in their exams. 

There purposeful, feverish atmosphere drove everything but their Flying horses with wings 
from Naddalin's mind, though she did wonder occasionally during Potions ledgers whether Sevket had 
evertold Gonzalesthatshe must continue giving Naddalin Occlumencytuition. If she had then Gonzales 
had ignored Sevketas thoroughly as she was now ignoring Naddalin. 

This suited Naddalin is very sweet, well; she was quite busy and tense enough without extra 
classes with snaps', and to her relief, Emmah was much too preoccupied these days to badger her about 
Occlumency; she was spendinga lot of time mutteringto herself and had not laid out any elf clothesfor 
days. 


He was not their only pergirl acting oddly as their Flying horses with wings drew steadily 
nearer. Ernie Macmillan had developed an irritating habit of interrogating people abouttheir revision 
practices. 


'How many hours you think you are doing a day?' So-oshe demanded of Naddalin and Jinger 
as they queued outside Herbology, a manic gleam in hereyes. 

'Nah,' said Jinger. 'Afew...' 

'More or less than eight?' 

'Less, I's-pose,' said Jinger, slightly alarmed. 

'I'm doing eight,' said Ernie, puffingout herchest. 

'Eight or nine. I am getting an hour before breakfast every day. Eights my average. I can do 
tenon a good weekend day. I did nine and a half on Monday. Not so good on 



Tuesday, only seven and a quarter. Then on Wednesday...' 


Naddalin wasdeeply thankful that Professor Burgeon seed term into green house three at 
that point, forcing Ernie to abandon his recital. 

Meanwhile, Draco Mallerie had found a different way to induce terror. 

'Of course, it is not what you know,' she was heard to tell Crabbe and Gayle loudly outside 
Potions a few days before their exams where to start,' it's who you know. Now, 

Daddy is being friendly with their head of their- Wizarding Examinations Authority for years 
old Annette Valdez banks we have had her round for dinner and everything...' 

'Do youthink that is true?' Emmah whispered in alarm to Naddalin and Jinger. 

'Nothing we can do about it if it is,' said Jingergloomily. 

Naddalin-'l'sdo notthink it is true,' said. 

Neville quietly from behind them.' Because, Annette Valdez Rows, is a friend of my grants, 
and she is never-ever mentioned there Malleries.' 

'What's she like, Neville?' Asked Emmah at once.' Is she strict...?' 

Part: 5 

'Well, she has,' said Emmah firmly.' Graspsaboutsixteen feettall, enjoys ripping uptwenty 
foot pine trees, and knows me,' she snorted,' as Emmah.' Jingergave a nervous laugh... 

'Then deride wants us to...?' 

'Teach her English, yes,' said Naddalin. 

'she's lost his mind,'said Jingerin an almost awed voice. 

'Yes,' said Emmah irritably, turning a page of Intermediate Transfiguration, and glaring at a 
series of diagrams showing a flying angel like me, and she is turning into a pair of performance glasses. 
Yes, I am starting to think she has. But, unfortunately, she made 


Naddalin and I promise.' 



'Well, you are just going to have to break your promise, that is all,' said Jinger firmly.' I mean, 
come on... we have exams and were about that far...' She held up his hand to show thumb and 
forefinger almost touching'from being chucked out as it is. 

And anyway... rememberNorrah? 

RememberSamorah? 

Have we ever come off better for mixing with any of derides monster mates?' 

'I's know, it is justthat we promised,' said Emmah in a small voice. 

Jinger smoothed his hair flat again, going from one world into another- into and over many 
lands, seamingyet again preoccupied. 

'Well,' she side,' Deride has not been sacked yet, has she? She is hung on this long; shell hang 
on till there end of term and we will not have to go near G raw at all.' 

The castle grounds, where gleaming in there sunbeamsasthoughfreshly painted; the 
cloudless sky beamed at itself in there effortlessly sparkling lake; there satin green lush lawns rippled 
sporadically in a gentle breeze. 

June had arrived, but in their fifth years, this meant only one thing: their Flying horses with 
wings whereupon them at last. 

Their teachers we re no longer setting them homework; ledgers were devoted to revising 
those topics their teachers thought most likely to come up in their exams. 

The purposeful, feverish atmosphere drove everything but with their wings from Naddalin's 
mind, though she did wonder occasionally during Potions ledgers whether Sevket had ever told 
Gonzalesthatshe must continue giving NaddalinOcclumency tuition. 

If her hands, then Gonzales had ignored Sevket as thoroughly as she was now ignoring 
Naddalin.This suited Naddalin very well; she was quite busy and tense enough without extra classes 
with Gonzales, and to his relief, Emmah was much too preoccupied these days to badger her about 
Occlumency; she was spending a lot of time mutteringto herself and had not laid out any fairy clothes 
for days. 



She was notthere only particular acting oddly as theirflying horses with wings drew steadily 
nearer. Ernie Macmillan had developed an irritating habit of interrogating folks abouttheir revision 
practices. 


'How many hours you thinkyou are doing a day?' 

She demanded of Naddalin and Jingeras they queued outside of biology a manic gleam in 

hereyes. 


'I- neither/ said Jinger.'A few times.' 

'More or less than eight?' 

'Less, I'm s-pose,'said Jinger, slightly more alarmed. 

'I'm doing all right,' said Ernie, puffingout herchest.' Eight or nine, I am getting an hour 
before breakfast every day. 

Eights my average, I can do ten on a good weekend day. 

I did nine and a half on Monday. Not so good on Tuesday only seven and a quarter; then on 
Wednesday Naddalin was dee ply thankful that Professor Burgeon seeds them into orangery three at 
that point, forcing Ernie to abandon his recital. 

Meanwhile, Drallieah Mallerie had found a unique way to induce terror. 

'Of course, it is not whatyou know,' she was heard-totell Carllah and Sayale loudly outside 
Potions a few days before there exams where to start,' it's who you know. Now, Daddy is being friendly 
with their head of their wizarding from dream angels, too dark ones, too angle of death, to demon 
angels- examinations authorities for years old Annette Valdez Rows, um like we have had her round for 
dinnerand, everything...' 

'Do you think that is so-o?' Emmah then whispered in alarm to Naddalin and Jinger. 

Nothing we can do about it if it is,' said Jingergloomily. 

'I do not think it is true,' said Neville quietly from behind them.' Because Annette Valdez 


Rows is a friend of my grants, and she is nevermentionedthere Malleries."whatisshe like. 



Neville?' Asked Emmah at once.' Is she strict...?' 


'Bit like Nanna, really,' said Neville in an unresponsive voice. 

'Knowingshe will not hurt yourchances, though, will it?' Jingertold her hearteningly. 'Oh, I 
do notthink it will make any difference,' said Neville, still more dejectedly. 

'Nanas always telling Professor Valdez Rows, I am not as good as my dad... well... you saw 
what she is like at St. Songoalz's, Neville lookedfixedlyattheir floor. Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah 
glanced at each other but did not know whatto say. 

Part: 6 

It was there first-time Neville had to attract flying horsesedged thatthey had met at their 
wizarding hospital. 

Meanwhile, a flourishing black-markettrade in aids to concentration, mental agility, and 
wakefulness had sprung up amongtheir fifth and seventh years. 

(Back) 

Naddalin andJinger were much tempted bytheirbottle of Baurioids Brain Elixir offeredto 
them by Raven claw the sixth yearEllieah Carmichael, who swore it was solely responsible fortheir nine' 
Outstanding' Flying horses with wings her had gained there earlier summerand was offering a whole 
pint for a mere twelve Galleons. 

Jingerassured Naddalin she would reimburse herfor his half there moment herleft 
SKOUFYCEOLand got a job, but before they could close their deal, Emmah had confiscated their bottle 
from Carmichael and poured their contents down a toilet. 

'Emmah, we wanted to buy that!' Shouted Jinger. 

'Don't be stupid,' she snarled at me like a girl-ie dog in heat. 'You might as well take Flanna 
Dingle's powdered dark angels to claw and have done with it.' 

'Dingles got powdered dark angels'claw?' said Jinger eagerly. 


'Not anymore,' said Emmah. 'I'm confiscated that, too. None of these things work, you know.' 



'Dark Angels'claw does work!' Said Jinger. It's supposed to be incredible, really gives your 
brain a boost, you come overall cunning for a few hours Emmah, let me have a pinch, go on, it cannot 
hurt 'This stuff can,' said Emmah grimly. 'I've had a look at it, and it is dried Doxy droppings.' 

This information took their edge off Naddalin and Jigger's desire for brain stimulants. 

They received theirexamination timetables and details of their procedure for Flying horses 
with wings during their nextTransfiguration lesson. 

'As you can see,' ProfessorAshly told their class as they copied downtheirdatesand timesof 
their examsfrom there blackboard,'you're Flying horses with wings are spread overtwo successive 
weeks. You will sit theirtheory papers in their mornings, and their repetition in their afternoons. Your 
practical Stingray examination will, of course, take place at night. 

'Now, I must warn you that there most stringent antic hating charms have been as applied to 
your examination papers. 

Auto Answering Typewriters, along with crammed notes books are banned from the re 
examination hall, as are remember-rings, metal- nibbed pre-teen wing-feather pens-with hex's, and 
fairy-correcting wing ink that is invisible on less charmed on the paper by the user. 

Every year, I am afraid to say, seemstothe harbor at least one student whothinks that she 
or she can get around there Wizarding Examinations Authority's rules. 

I can only hope that it is nobody in Amsel. 

Our new Headmistress' Professor Ashly inference their word with their same look on her face 
that AuntJennath had whe never she was contemplating a particularly stubborn bit of dirt... 

'Has asked their Heralds of House to tell their schoolgirls, thatcheating will be punished most 
severely, because, of course, your examination results will reflect upon there 

Headmistress's new regime attheirHayvannah.' 

ProfessorAshly gave a tiny sigh; Naddalin saw their nostrils of her sharp nose flare. 


Part: 7 



'Like however, that is no regard to do yourvery best. You haveyourownfuturestothink 


about.' 


'Please, Professor,' said Emmah, her hand in their air, 'when will we find out our results?' 

A flying horse will be sentto you sometime in July-' said Professor McGonagall. 

'Excellent,' said Lacy Thomas in an audible whisper, 'so-o we do not have to worry about it 
until the day's off.' 

(Feelings) 

Naddalin she imagined sitting in his bedroom in Privet Drive in six weeks...' time, waitingfor 
her FLYING HORSES results. 

Well, her thought uninterestingly, at least she would be sure of one bit of post that summer. 

Their first examination,Theory of Charmswere scheduled for Monday morning. 

I- Naddalinthoughtabout this: charm-ed lives she thought... the only one like me I know of 
had that-and even then, she had hell to pay... to her. 

Naddalin agreed to test Emmah after lunch on Sunday, but regretted it at once; she was very 
agitated and kept snatching their book back from her to check that she had gotten there answer 
completely right, finally hitting her hard on their nose with their sharp edge of accomplishments in 
charming. 


'Why do not you just do it yourself?' She said firmly, handing their book back to her, his eyes 

watering. 


Meanwhile, Jinger was reading two years' worth of Charms notes with his fingers in his ears, 
his lips movingsoundlessly; Laila Finnigan was lying flat on his back on theirfloor, reciting their 
definition of a Substantive Charm while Lacy checked it against'The Standard Book of Spells,' Grade 5; 
and Parvati and Lavender, who were practicing basic Locomotion Charms, were makingtheir pencil 
cases race each otheraroundthe edge oftheirtable. 

Part: 8 


Dinnerwasa subduedaffairthat night. 



Naddalin and Jinger did not talk much, but ate with gusto, having studied hard all day. 


Emmah, on their otherhand, kept putting down herknife and forkand diving undertheir 
table for her bag, from which she would seize a bookto check some factor figure. 

Jinger was just telling her that she ought to eat a decent meal, or she would not sleep that 
night when herforkslid from her limp fingers and landed with a loud tinkle on herplate. 

'Oh, my goodness,' she said faintly, staring into their Entrance Hall. 'Isthat them? Is that their 
examiners?' 

Naddalin and Jinger whipped around on their bench. Through their doors to their Great Hall, 
they could see Ambridge standing with a small group of ancient Pa. watchers and wizards and fallen girl 
angels like them. 

Ambridge, Naddalin was pleased to see, looked nervous. Shall we go and have a closer look?' 

Said Jinger. 


Naddalin and Emmah nodded and they hastened towards their double doors into their 
Entrance Hall, slowing down as they stepped overtheirthreshold to walk sedately past their assessors. 

Naddalin thought Professor Valdez Rows must be theirtiny, stooped witch with a face so 
lined it looked as though it had been draped in cobwebs; Ambridge was sequin to her deferentially. 

Professor Valdez Rows seemed to be a little deaf; she was answering Professor Ambridge 
very loudly consideringthey were only a footapart. 

'Journey was fine, the journey was fine, we have made it plenty of times before I' She said- 
intolerantly... 'Now, I have not heard from Duerre lately!' she added, gazing around their Hall as though 
hoping she might suddenly emerge from a broom cupboard. 'No idea where she is, I's suppose?' 

Part: 9 

'None at all,' said Ambridge, shooting a malevolent look at Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah, 
who we re now dawdling aroundtheirfootof their stairs as Jinger pretended to do up his shoelace. 
'Nevertheless, I's daresay their Ministry of Magic will track her down soon enough.' 



'I'm so-o, doubt it/ shouted tiny Professor Valdez Rows, 'not if Duerre does not want to be 

found! 


I's should know... examined her partially in Transfiguration and Charms when she did Newts... 
did things with a wand I had neverseen before.' 

'Yes...well...' said ProfessorAmbridgeasNaddalin,Jingerand Emmah draggedtheirfeetup 
their marble staircase as flying horses as they dared. 

'Um- let me show you to their staffroom.' 

'I daresay you would like a cup of tea afteryour journey.' 

It was an uncomfortable sort of evening. 

Everyone wastryingto do some last-minute revising but nobody seemed to be gettingvery 


Naddalin wentto bed early but then lay awake for whatfelt like hours. 

She remembered hercareerconsultation and Ashly'sfurious declaration, and that she would 
help her become an Aurora if it was their last thing she did. 

And- she wished she had expressed a more achievable ambition now that exam time was 

here. 


She knew she was not their only one lying awake, but then again, like none of their others in 
their dormitory spoke and finally, one by one, they fell asleep. 

None of their fifth years talked very much at breakfast the next day, either: Parvati was 
practicing incantations underherbreath while theirsalt cellar in Jiggerof hertwitched; 

Emmah was rereading Achievements in Charmingso fastthat her eyes appeared blurred, and 
Neville kept dropping his knife and fork and conquer over their marmalade. 


Emmah turnedtheirhourglass overthree times. 



Their dark ward dissolved. Naddalin had their sensationthatshe wasflying veryfast, 
backward. A blur of colors and shapes ruler past her, his ears were pounding, she tried to yell but could 
not hearhis own voice- I hearvoices... 

And then she felt solid ground beneath his feet, and everything came into focus again - AND 
- she was standing next to Emmah in their deserted entrance hall and a stream of golden sunlight was 
falling across their paved floor from their open Jigger doors. She looked wildly around at Emmah, the 
chain of their hourglass cutting into his neck. 

And, what? 

And... 

And, here! Also... Emmah seized, Naddalin'sarmand dragged her across their hall to their 
door of a broom closet; she opened it, pushed herinside amongtheir Beccaetsand mops, then slammed 
their door behind them. 

Above and beyond all that crap, what and the- how - Emmah, what happened? 

-Besides- 

Likewise, we have gone back in time. 

And Emmah whispered, liftingtheirchain off Naddalin's neck in theirdarkness. And, three 
hours back... 

-Besides- 

Part: 10 

Naddalin-'l enjoysgivingoral to all my girlfriends!' 

Anyways back to the story- 

I rememberwhen- 

Naddalin found herown leg and gave it a very hard pinch. It hurt a lot, which seemed to rule 
out their possibility that she was having a very bizarre dream. 


Also, Listen! 



Someone is coming! I thinki do think it is- l-lthinkit might be us! And, Emmah had herear 


pressed against their cupboard door. 

And, Footsteps across theirhall... yes, I think it is usgoing downto Dargide'sl 

And... 

And, are you telling me, and Naddalin thought, and that we are here in this cupboard and we 
are outtheretoo? 

Besides, and. Yes, and said Emmah, herear still glued to theirstoreroom door. And, I am sure 
it is us. It does not sound like more than three people... and we are Wal queen flying horses because we 
are undertheirinvisibility Robe-and... 

She broke off, still listeningfixedly. 

And, we have gone down their finger steps... 

And... 

Emmah sat down on an overturned Beccaet, Pa. desperately anxious, but Naddalin wanted a 
few questions answered. 

And, where did you getthat hourglass thing? 

-And- 

And, it is called a Time-Turner, And Emmah whispered. And I got it from Professor Ashly on 
our first day back. 

I have been using it all yearto get to all my instructions. Professor Ashly made me swear I 
would not tell anyone. 

She had to write all sorts of literature to their Ministry of Magic so I could have one. 

She had to tell them that I was a model student and that I would never, eve ruse it for 
anything except my studies... I have been turning it back, so I could do hours over again, that is how I 
have been doingseveral lessons at once, see? 



But... and, Naddalin, I do not understand what Duerre wants us to do. Why did she tell us to 
go back for three hours? How is that going to help 

Trius? And, Naddalin stared at her shadowy face. 

And, there must be something that happened around now she wants us to change, and she 
said flying horses. And, whatensued? We were Wal queen down to Darcie's three hours ago. And, this is 
three hours ago, and we are Wal queen down to Darcie's and said Emmah. And, we just heard ourselves 
leaving... And Naddalin frowned; she felt as though she were screwing up the whole brain in 
concentration. 

And, Duerre just said - just said we could save more than one innocent life...And then it hit 
her. And, we are going to save Becca beak! 

And,so-ol 

And, but - how will that help Trius? 

-Similarly- 

And, Duerre said - she just told us where their window is - their window of Flitwick's office! 

Where they have, Trius locked up! We must fly Becca beak up to their window and rescue 
Trius! Trius can escape on Becca beak - they can escape together! 

-Equally- 

From what Naddalin could seeof Emma'sface,she looked terrified. 

And, if we manage that without being seen, it will bea miracle! Equally... 

And, Well, we must try, haven'twe? And said Naddalin. She stood up and pressed his ear in 
contradiction to their door. And, does not sound like anyone is there... Come on, let us go. And Naddalin 
pushed open their closet door. Their entrance hall was deserted. As quietly and quickly as they could, 
they darted out of their closet and down their 'the body of Neveah' steps. 

Their glooms were already lengthening, the tops of their trees in the Forbidden Forest gilded 


once more with gold. 



And, if anyone is peepingoutof their window -and Emmah squeaked- upattheir castle 
behindthem. 

See we all go back to Earth whenever we want living dibble lives... angels on Earth... and 
showing is true colors here... my girls are all from parts of Pennsylvania... odd, yet we did get homesick, 
of the old town and old bodies, that we once hand and life within, until you have an outer body 
expression you and we not get have I mean here.' I always thoughtthat I would be stuck with me all my 
life- nope I in the body of girls on Earth, into them- and also as me too... as a body that is supercritical. 

Besides, we will run for it and said Naddalin unwaveringly. Also, Straight into their forest, all 
right? We must hide behind a tree or something and keep a lookout... 

-And- 

And, okay, but we'll go around by their greenhouses!' said Emmah breathlessly. And, we 
need to keep out of sight of Darcie's Jigger door, or we will see us! We must be at Darcie's by now! 

-And- 

Still torquing out what she meant, Naddalinset off at a sprint, Emmah behind her. 

Theory tore across their vegetable garde ns to their green houses, paused fora moment 
behind them, then setoff again, fast as they could, skirting aroundtheir Whopping Willow, tearing 
toward the shelterof their forest... 

Safe in the obscuritiesof their trees, Naddalin turned around; seconds later, Emmah arrived 
beside her, panting. 

And, right, and she gasped. And, we needtosneakoverto Darcie's... Keep out of sight, 

Naddalin... 

-And- 

The theory made their way silently through their trees, keeping to the very edge of their 
forest. Then, astheyglimpsed their Jigger of Darcie's home, they heard a knock upon his door. 



Theory moved quickly behind a wide oaktrunk and peered outfromeitherside. Deride had 
appeared in his doorway, with a dark wing out. Pa. around to see who had knocked. 

Besides Naddalin heard her own voice. 

Besides, it is us. We are wearingtheir Invisibility Robe. Let us in and we can take it off. And... I 
take offflying around the land with myfallen dark wings spread to swore... And, should have cornel And 
Deride supposed. She stood back, then shuttheirdoor quickly. In addition, this is their weirdest thing we 
have ever done. And Naddalin said fervently. And let us move along a bit. And Emmah whispered. And, 
we needtoget nearerto Becca beak! 

-Equally- 

Chapter: 149 

Part: 1 

(Remembering- days like these) 

Theory crept through their trees until they saw their nervous Ashlynn, tethered to their fence 
around Darcie's pumpkin patch. 

And, Now? 

Then and there, Naddalin whispered. 

Besides, Not at all! And said Emmah. 

Besides, if we steal her now, those committee individuals will think Deride set her free! We 
must wait until they have seen she is tied outside! 

Besides, some? 

And, that is going to give us about sixty seconds and said Naddalin. This was starting to seem 
unbearable. 

At that moment, there was a crash of China from inside Darcie's ca bin. 

And, That's Deride Brea queen their milk jug. And Emmah whispered. And, I am going to find 


Stabbersin a moment. 



-Besides- 


Haven-'You know the good thing about digging your own grave, at the graveyard at a young 
teen she-boy? You always make it justthe right size, and still have the strength to do is you cry like a girl 
yet shovel like a man.' Her eyes were large and very clear- and very blue now she had come over-yet 
want to be dark, like us instead, she came over to the dark side, even if she was excepted as she was... it 
was on her. 

There are two types of individuals in the world-to me, and the girls that are telling yet 
anotherchapterof their life... there are those who matter to the story and those who don't. My whole 
life, my ma was the only person I felt comfortable talking to- even aftershe passed-1 was it- now I did it 
to hertoo and those two are it and lost without me-yet I thought I was a pain in the butt.' 

'Why is that?'I think,'the girls even said, everybody needs that one person, you know? The 
one person they can talk to and be not having it... so-o. Gee- my old love once told me totell him all the 
songs that make me cry. 

Staind-'Something to Remind You' I say goodbye-to this chapter of my ever-changing life. 

And there are mistakes... 

The path is long, and I'm sure I'll answerthem when I'm gone. So, when the day comes, and 
the sun won'ttouch my face. 

Tell the ones who cared enough, that I finally left this place that has been so cold, look at my 
face. All the stories it will tell I can't erase. 

The road is long, yet just one more song, a little something to remind you when I'm gone... 
when I'm gone- 

The road to hell, along the way- is paved with good intentions so they say, and some believe, 
that no good deed, that goes unpunished in the end or so it seems, and so when the day comes, and the 
sunwon't touch my face, tell the oneswhocaredenough,thatl have finally leftthis place;that's been 
so cold Look at my face, all the stories it will tell I can't erase, the road is long. Just one more song, a 
little somethingto remind you when I'm gone; when I'm gone. 



So-o,this is it, I say goodbye, to this chapterof my ever-changing life, and there are mistakes, 
the path was long, and I'm sure I'll answerforthem when I'm gone. When I'm gone. 

You were the ones, Ithoughtabout-this can remind you. 

Why-1 did not know-yet, he and she, wanted to know my favorite books, favorite movies, if 
my heartwas everbroken and by whom-that one I could give now, and it was him and then her... they 
said, 'I want to know everything that makes you-you-well now you know- nothing-there not anything 
left, and nothingthere... justthis to remind you... 

Part: 2 

Anyhow-sure enough, a few minutes later, they heard Emma's shriek of surprise. 

And, Emmah, and said Naddalin suddenly, and what if we-we just run in there and grab 

Pettigrew... 

-And- 

And, No I And said Emmah in a terrified whisper. And, do not you understand? We are Brea 
queen one of their most important wizarding laws! Nobody is supposed to change time, nobody! 

You heard Duerre if we are seen... 


-And, so-o- 


And, we would only be seen by ourselves and Deride! 

Besides,... Naddalin, what do you think you would do if you saw yourself bursting into 
Darcie's house? Andsaid Emmah. I would -1 would think I had gone mad,and said 

Naddalin, And or I would thinkthere was some Dark Magic going on. 

-And- 

Exactly! You would not understand;you mighteven attack yourself I Don'tyou see it? 
Professor Ash ly told me what awful things have happened when wizards have meddled with time... 
Loads of them ended up killing their pastor future selves by mistake! 



Additionally- Okay! Said Naddalin. And, it was just an idea, I justthought... 


-Besides- 

Like us all- we have a hard time keeping my hands off you without that, additional extra. 

Part: 3 

Naddalin-1 nibbled my lower lip, and If you could see into my past just by touching her. I'd 
have a hard time resistingthe temptation too. Yetthat was all it took... one touch. We all of us girl were 
not searchingfor sanctity, sacredness, purity; these things are found afterthis life, notin this life; but in 
this life, I, we, and theytoo-search to be completely human, and feel less than so-otofeel, togive,to 
take, to laugh, to get lost, to be found, to dance, to love and to lust, to be so human, maybe that is we 
did not needto be. 

But Emmah nudged her and pointed toward their castle. Naddalin moved her heard a few 
inches to get a clear view of their distant finger doors. Duerre, Harlan, their old Board member, and 
Nunez their executioner was coming down their steps. Folks wait around too long for love. Yet I like my 
girls we are happy with all of my lusts, wrong or notl And, we are aboutto come out! 

And, Emmah breathed, so what. 

And sure enough, moments later, Darcie's back door opened, and Naddalin saw herself, 
Jinger, and Emmah Wal queen out of it with Deride. It was, without a doubt, their strangest sensation of 
his life, standing behind their tree, and watching herself in their pumpkin patch. 

I don't know why folks are afraid of lust like me with a girl. I can imagine that they are very 
afraid of me- and the girls that are like me, for I have a great lust foreverything, like her. A lust for life, a 
lust for how the summer heated street feels beneath my feet, a lust for the touch of another's the skin 
on my skin... a lust foreverything-yet mostof her- or even him every- nowand then. I even lust after 
things that I can have like a spell. Yes, I am very lusty and very dark... yet am I? I remember- loving boys 
when-1 was down there, as a hole girl not as half and half... said, Emma. 

I looked at her she smiled. Her pale lips sought hers, crushing her into a kiss like dying. She 
tasted sweetness the re, as though he still kissed her with honey and sugar on his tongue. When he 
pulled away, hereyesexcelled. I have a thingforher-and she-with me... 



As I said, magic comesfrom life, and especially from emotions. They're a source of the same 
imperceptible energy that everyone... I, we, we can feel when an autumn moon rises... and gravity fall. 
Fly high or not at all... and fills us with a sudden sense of deepenthusiasm. 

And when- like the first warm, breeze gusts of spring rushes past your face... 

A time and a place... like full of the aromata of life... 

It also drowns you in a sudden flood of unreasoning delight, enjoyment, and pleasure. 

The passion of mighty music, that brings tears to your eyes, and the raw fizzy, infectious 
laughterof small children at play, the bellowing powerof an arena full of football fansshouting'Heyl' in 
time to that damned song- they're all charged with magic, yet I have more than that to feed my lust for 
this need. 'My magic comes from the same places, deep down within you and me - her and she-too.' 

Maybe-Just maybe-from darker places than that- maybe...? (I thought...) 

Fear is an emotion, besides... 

So is anger... if you want it too... 

So is lust... magical... 

Lust- is madness... 

Madness is magic... 

ru 3|C rs/ 

Naddalin- us all- would say this... all that have fallen- dark or even light... 

I'm not a particularly good person, this I know, but I'm not goingto be up forcanonization 
either; so, stop with that accusations. 

Though in the past, I think maybe I was a better person... even if some say not... than I am 

today. 

Should or should I not be happy... what do you say? 

In the past... that haunts us with the spell... 



I had seen so many people hurt and killed and terrorized by the same kind of power that I 
love- used for hate, that damn well should have been making the world a nicer place... 

No... that is not how I saw it- neitherdid they that fall with me. 

Or at the least staying it-the abyss away from it is better... that what I thoughtof them. 
Abyss is not as bad as the netherworld here... that is the wizard-falling angel world is where I 

like to be. 


I hadn't made so many mistakes back then and now too, so many shortsighted decisions, 
someofwhich had cost people their lives... and mine too 

I had been sure of myself. I had been whole.' 

Part: 4 

(Story) 

Naddalin-And, it is okay. Beaky, it is okay... to feel this way she said to her... then she turned 
to Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah. And Goon... Getgoing, we will tell them what really happened. 

And,they cannot kill her... they cannot... And Go! It'sbad enough withoutyou a lot of trouble 
n' all! Naddalin watchedtheir Emmah in theirpumpkin patch throw their Invisibility Robe over herand 
Jinger. Go quick. Deanah listen... There was a knock-on Darcie'sfingerdoor. Their execution party had 
arrived. Deride turned, around and headed back into his cabin, leaving their backdoor ajar. 

Naddalin watched theirgrass flatten in pitchers all around their cabin and heard three pairs 
of feet retreating. She, Jinger, and Emmah had gone... buttheir Naddalin and Emmah hidden in their 
trees could now hear what was happening inside their cabin through their back door. And, where is their 
beast? It was it came to the cold voice of Nunez. 

And, Out - outside. And Deride croaked. 

Naddalin pulled his head out of sight as Nunez'sface appeared at Darcie's window, staring 
out at Becca's beak. Then they heard Harlan. 


And, We - err - must read you their official notice of execution. Deride. 



I will make it quick... And then you and Nunezneedtosign it. Nunez,you are supposedto 
listen too, that'sthe procedure-And, Nunez'sfacevanishedfromtheirwindow. It wasnowor never. 

And... 

Wait here. And Naddalin whispered to Emmah. And, I will do it. 

And, As Harlan's voice started again, 

Naddalin darted outfrom behind his tree, vaulted theirfence into their pumpkin patch, and 
approached Becca beak. 

And, it is their decision of their Committee for their Disposal of Dangerous Creatures that 
their Ashlynn for the house of the flying horses, in colors- Gray and Red, Becca in beak, hereafter called 
they're condemned, shall she be executed ontheirseventh of June atsundown and Careful notto blink, 
Naddalin stared up into Becca beak's fierce auburn eyes once more and bowed. Becca beak sank to his 
scaly kneesandthenstood up again. 

Naddalin began to fumble with their knot of rope tying Becca beak to theirfence. 

'The fear of death shadows-followsfrom the fear of life...' (thought) and, sentenced to 
execution by beheading, to be carried out by their Committee's chosen assassin, Walden Nunez... 

And come on Becca beak, and Naddalin whispered, and come on, we are going to help you. 

Quietly... quietly... And as saw below. 

Deride, you sign here... 


(%/ ^ t\j 


Don't be afraid of your fears... I thought... Why? They're not there to scare you. 
Like-They're there to let you knowthat something-oranything- all things-are worth going 


Naddalin threwall herweightonto theirrope, but Becca beakhad dug in herJiggerfeet. 



Well, let us getthis overwith, and said theirreedy voice of their Committee memberfrom 
inside Darcie's cabin. Elite, it will be better if you stay inside. 

No, I -1 want' tier be with her... I Deanah 'wan' hertier be alone -And... U- NO. 

Footsteps heavenized from within theircabin. 

Also... Becca beak, move! And, Naddalin hissed. 

Naddalin tugged harder on their rope around Becca's beak's neck. There Ashlynn began to 
walk, rustling its wings impatiently. Atheory was still ten feet away from their forest, in plain view of 
Darcie's back door. Then, one moment, please, Nunez and came Duerre's voice. 

And, you needto sign too. And, their footsteps stopped. Naddalin heaved on their rope. 
Becca beak snapped his beak and walked a little faster. 

Emma's white face was stoutening out from behind a tree. 

And, Naddalin, hurry! And, she mouthed. 

Naddalin could still hear Duerre's singing toluene from within their cabin, she gave their rope 
anotherwrench. Becca beakbroke into a grudging canter. The theory had reached theirtrees... 

Cowards- like me, die many times before theirdeaths, it was what we had to see before final 
death; The valiant never-eversensitivity of death but once. Of all the phenomena that I's, yet have 
caught, urn like-lt seems to me most bizarre that young girls like me - like you- should fear; seeing that 
death, a necessary end, will come when it will arise.' 

Part: 5 

And primarily, watch with brilliant eyes, the whole world around you, forthe reason that, the 
greatest mysteries are always hidden in the most unlikely places. Those who don't believe in magic will 
nevereverfind it. That was I thought in my room underthe steps. 

(Story) 

Quick! 


Quick! 



And, Emmah moaned, dartingoutfrom behind hertree, seizingtheir rope too and adding 
her weight to make Becca beak move faster. Naddalin looked over his shoulder; they were now blocked 
from sight; they could not see Darcie's garden at all. 

Stop...! 

She whispered to Emmah. 

And, they might hearus. 

-And- 

Darcie's back door had opened with a bang. Naddalin, Emmah, and Becca beak stood quite 
still; even their Ashlynn seemed to be listening intently. 

Then... Silence... 

And, where is it? And said their reedy voice of theirCommittee member. 

And, where is there a beast? 

-And- 

And, it was tied here! And said their executioner furiously. And saw it! Just here! 

-And- 

And, how extraordinary, and said Duerre. 

There was a note of amusement in his voice. 

And, Beaky! And said Deride huskily. 

There was a swishing noise and their thud of an ax. 

Their assassin seemed to have swung it into their fence in anger. 

And then came their flying horses, and this time they could hear Darcie's words through her 

sobs. 


Gone! 



Gone! 


Bless his little beak, she is gone! Must pull herself free! Beaky, yet clever little girl! 

-And- 

Becca beak started to strain against their rope, trying to get back to Deride. Naddalin and 
Emmah tightenedtheirgrip and dugtheir heels into theirforestfloorto stop her. 

Equally, someone untied her! And, their killer was snarling. And, we should search for their 
grounds, theirforest. 

-And- 

And, Nunez, if Becca beak has undeniably been stolen, do you really think their thief will have 
led her away on foot? And said Duerre, still sounding amused. And Search their skies, if you will... Deride, 
I could do with a cup oftea. 

Otherwise a large brandy. 

And... 

And, so-o like of course. Professor, and said Deride, who sounded weak with happiness. 

-And- 

Come in, come in... 

Also... 

Naddalin and Emmah listened closely. 

Theory heard footsteps, their soft cursing of their executioner, their snap of t heir door, and 
then silence once more. 

And, now what? whispered Naddalin around the minds of the others and within. 

And, we must hide in here and said Emmah, who looked very shaken. And, we need to wait 
until they have gone back to their castle. Then we wait until it is safe to fly Becca beak up to Trius's 
window. 



She will not be there foranothercouple of hours... Oh, this is going to be difficult... She 
looked nervously over her shoulder into the depths of their forest. The sun was setting now... 

We are going to have to move, and said Naddalin, thinking hard. 

I'm always thoughtthatgrowing up yearbefilled with magic, and dreams and good madness. 

I hope you read some fine books and kiss someone who thinks you're wonderful and falling 
as I did is whatdid that for me. 

#- (Falling to you-too!) 

I'm kissed herand liked it- s-sh-hl 

(Onlyyou needtoknowthat...) 

Part: 6 

Naddalin- 

I feel-1 think you should date a girl who speakstoyou, and reads a- lot and knowsa- lot of 
things. Date a girl who reads, and can think and even wright. Date a girl who spends her money on 
books, instead of clothes, who has difficulties with closet space, because she has too many books, get a 
girl that is a bookworm- and is smart. 

Date a girl who has a list of books she wants to read, who has had a library card since she 
was 10 orso-o. 

Find a girl who reads... 

You'll knowthat she doesforthe reason that, she will always have an unread book in her 

handbag. 


She's the one lovingly looking over the shelves in the bookstore. 

The one who quietly cries out when she has found the book she wants. 


(We spend a lot of time reading or being in the library.) 



You see that weird sniffingthe pages of an old book... more than othergirl's undies?That's 
the reader... and the girl I like that you may want to... full of magic... for the books, she knows was the 
wonder, that makes hersparkle. 

They can never resist smelling the pages, especially when they are yellow and worn. 

She's was the sweet girl reading while waiting in that coffee shop down the street, or the 
one-that held your hand when you were 5 next doors- she nagged me to say that, I am the one 
overlooking her now... she sees me. 

'Lost in a world of the author's creation... like painting a picture with words.' 

Sit down with her even if- it's wrong. She mightgive you a glare, as mostgirls who read do. 
Ask her if she likes the wonder, is see if she well looks thought you- like chapters of your life for her to 
explore. Let her know what you really think what makes you sparkle with wonder... 


-Then- 

See if she got through the first chapter of companionship. 

It's easy to date a girl who is smart not a smart, not a girl that has an ass that was never-ever 

smart. 

Give her poetry or a song... I wish I would have yet never done... Let her know that you 
understand that words are love. 

Understand that she knows the difference between books and reality, she's going to try to 
make her life a little like her favorite book, and you will become like that. It will never-ever be yourfault 
if she sees too. 

Lie to her, if she understands grammar, she will appreciate you meed to lie, to keep her. 
Behind words are otherthings: drive, worth, shade, interchange. Itwill not be the endofthe 

world. 


Nose-dive her... a girl who reads knows that disappointments always leads up to the climax. 


Why be frightened of everything that you are not? 



Girls who read understand that individuals, like characters, grow. Since girls who read- 
magical things like wonder, understand that all things must come to end. And that you can continuously 
write a part 2- 3 or 4 or more. 

That you can begin o'er and o'erand still be the hero to her. 

That life is meantto have an antihero or two. 

If you find a girl who reads, keeps herclose. 

Whenyoufind herupat 3 AM clutchinga book to herchestand weeping...she is the oneyou 

want. 


Hold her... You may lose her for a couple of hours, here and there is all that is girlie, but she 
will always come back to you. 

She'll talk as if the characters in the book are real because, for a while, they always are. 

You will walk the winters ofyourold age together... that I knowand wish I would have 
done... like she... Karly- and then found love and lost it over the spell, he passed over her... to I feel it. 

The baby is all she has- the work of a tower, in someone's life... it all goes back to HER! 

SHE WILL EVEN SHOW YOU HER- bootsof freedom-to say how strong she is, or a book that is 
about you that she made even if she could not wright, she well sees you - by chance... and you'll know, or 
the star of an online show... you'll know... you'll know. Or the hope of girls that need someone in loss... 

You will smile.... So hard you will wonderthe why... 

And think that why is a question... 

...?... 

Your heart hasn't burst and exploited out all over your chest yet, hitherto, you question it 
might if not beingwith her. 

You will write the story of your lives, have kids with strange names and even strangertastes. 

Date a girl who loves all that is wonder... because you deserve it. 


You deserve a girl who can give you the most creative imaginative life. 




Part: 7 


(Story) 

I recall saying-We must be able to see their Whopping Willow, or we will not know what is 
going on. Okay, also said Emmah, getting a firmer grip on Becca beak's rope. And, but we must keep out 
of sight, Naddalin, remember...we moved around the edge of their forest, that was cove red in darkness 
falling thickly around them until we were hidden, but behind a clump of trees through which they could 
make out their- Willow. 

There's Jinger... I Said- Naddalin, suddenly; besides, then there was a dark figure sprinting 
across-ed the lawn and its shout Hayvanna through the re still night air. Then get away from her - 
getaway-Stabbers, come here...then they saw two more figures materialize out of nowhere. Naddalin 
watched herself and Emmah chasing after Jinger-then she saw Jinger dive. I've got you! Get off, you 
stouten cat... 

There'sTrius!said Naddalin. 

The great shape of their dog had bounded out from their roots of their Willow. They saw her 
flying horses Naddalin overthem, then snatch on... 

It looks even worse from here, doesn't it? Said Naddalin, watching their mare pulling Jinger 
into their roots. 

Ouch - look, I justgot walloped by theirtree - and so did you - this is weird. 

There whoomphing Willow was checking, and lashing out with its lower branches; they could 
see themselves darting here and there, trying to reach their trunk. And then their tree froze... them to it. 

Part: 8 

There momenttheydisappeared;theirtree began to move again. And,thatwas Crook 
shanks pressingtheir knotand said Emmah. 

And, there we go... Naddalin muttered. Equally- We are in this one deep. Seconds later, they 
heard footsteps quite close by. Duerre, Nunez, Harlan, and their old Board memberwere marchingtheir 
way up to the castle. And, right after we had gone down into their passage! And said 



Emmah. And, if only Duerre had come with us... And... Nunez and Harlan would have come 
too and said Naddalin bitterly. I'd betyou anything Harlan would have told Nunezto murderTrius on 
their spot...Theory watchedtheirfourmenclimb theircastle stepsand disappear. Fora fewminutes, 
their scene was deserted. 

Then... 

And, here comesSevket! 

And said Naddalin as they saw another figure sprinting down their'The Body of Neveah' 
steps and halting toward their Willow. Naddalin looked up at their sky. 

Clouds were obscuringtheir moon completely. 

Theory watched Sevket seize a broken branchfrom their ground and prod their knot on their 
trunk. Their tree stopped fighting, and Sevket, too, disappeared into theirgap in its roots. 

And, if she had only grabbed their Robe, And, said Naddalin. And, it is just lying there... And- 
sheturnedto Emmah. 

And, If I just dashed out nowand grabbed it, Gonzales's never can get it. Naddalin, we 
mustn't be seen- nether! 

And, how can you stand this? And, she asked Emmah fiercely. And, just standing there and 
watching it happen?Similarly, she hesitated. And, I am going to grab their robe! 

There same- Naddalin, no! Emmah seizedtheirback of Naddalin's robes not a momenttoo 
soon. Just then, they heard a burst of girl. 

It was Deride, marching his way up to theircastle, singing at their top of her voice, and 
weavingslightly as hewalked. A large bottle was swingingfrom his hands. And-See? 

And, Emmah whispered. Doyousee whatwould have happened? We must keep out of sight 

No, back-back! She yelled... 

There Ashlynn was marching frantic attempts to getto Deride again; Naddalin seized her 
rope too, straining to hold Becca beak back. Theory watched Deride meandertipsily upto their castle. 
She was gone. Lowly beak stopped fightingto getaway. She heard drooped unhappily. 



Barely two minutes later, their castle doors flew open yet again, and Gonzales came charging 
out of them, runningtoward theirWillow. 

Naddalin's fists clenched as they watched Gonzales skid to a halt next to their tree. Pa. 

around. 


She grabbed their Robe and held it up. 

And Get your filthy hands off it. And Naddalin snarled under his breath. 

And-Sh-h! 

And... 

Gonzalesseized their branch Sevket had used to freeze their tree, prodded their knot, and 
vanished from view as she put on their robe. 

And, so that is it, and said Emmah quietly. And, we are all down there... and now we have 
justgot to wait until we come back up again... 

-And- 

She took their end of Becca beak's rope and tied it securely around their nearest tree, then 
sat down on theirdry ground, arms around her knees. 

And, Naddalin, there is somethingl do notunderstand... Whydidn'ttheir Dementiatorsget 

Thus? I rememberthemcoming,andthen I think I passed out...there where so many of 
them... And, Naddalin sat down too. 

She explained what she had seen; how, as their nearest Dementorhad lowered its mouth to 
Naddalin's, a large silver something had come galloping across their lake and forced their Dementiators 
to retreat. 


Emma's mouth was slightly open by their time Naddalin had finished. 
Then, but what was it? 


-And- 



Besides, there is only one thing it could have been, to make their Dementiators go, and said 


Naddalin. And real Pat Jingerus. A powerfulone. 

-And- 

Then, but who conjured it? 

-And- 

Naddalin did notsay anything. 

She was thinking back to their probably she had seen on the other bank of their lake. 

She knewwhoshethoughtit had still been... but how could it have been? 

And, did not you see what they looked like? Besides said Emmah eagerly. And, Was it one of 
their teachers? Moreover and, do not know - Naddalin, look at Lily I 

-Equally- 

Part: 9 

Together they peered around their bush at the other bank. Gonzales had regained 
consciousness. 

She was trickery stretchers and lifting their limp forms of Naddalin, Emmah, and Black onto 

them. 


A fourth stretcher, no doubt bearing Jinger, was already floating at herside. Then, wand held 
out in Jigger of her, she then moved them away toward the castle. Besides, Right, it is time, and said 
Emmah tensely, at her watch. And, we have about forty-five minutes until Duerre locks their door to 
their hospital wowed here must rescue Thus and get back into their ward before anybody realizes we 
are missing... 

Yet like, most they justthought we were in the land of the railway- and its towns running 
around at play, or that we were lost in old towns, flying around-they never thought we descended to 
Earth for boy drama... and to pray for younggirls too... HE- HE- that is even more thrilling. 


(Anyways back) 



Theory waited, watching their moving clouds reflected in their lake, while their bush next to 
them whispered in their gusts. Becca beak, bored, wasferretingforwormsonce more. 

And, do you reckon she is up there yet? And, said Naddalin, checking her watch-time her still 
matters. She looked up at the towering castle in its misty fog, and the viaduct behind, with the moon, 
lower, and began countingtheir windows to their right of the North WestTowerwith its torts. Also 
counting the many turret roofs... that made me and us fee I small... in the eerie-ness. 

LookI Look there... Emmah whispered. 

And, who is that? Someone is coming back out of their castle I Besides - Naddalin stared 
through the damp unnerving darkness. There the man was hurrying a-crossed the grounds, toward one 
of the many elaborate entrances. Something shiny glinted in his belt, on his uniform. Look there... said 
Naddalin. 


Also, the killer! She is gone to get them Dementiators! This is it, Emmah... 

-And- 

Emmah-1 put my hands-on Becca Lowest beak's back and Naddalin gave my legs and up the 
hive. Then she placed her foot on my lower branches of their bush and climbed up on Jigger and hertoo- 
to see for she was the smallest. 

Part: 10 

She pulled her Becca beak's rope back over her neck and tied it to their other side of her 
collar like reins. 

Furthermore, Ready? 

Besides, she whispered to Emmah. 

Also, you had better hold on to me... tightly. 

-And- 


She nudged Becca's beak's sides with herheels. 



Becca beak soared straight into their dark air. Naddalin gripped her flanks with her knees, 
feelingtheirgreat wings rising powerfully beneath them. 

Emmah was holding Naddalin very tight around the waist; she could hear her muttering, And 
OH, oh-no -1 do not like this oh, I really do not like this... 

Then, Naddalin urged Becca to beakforward. 

A theory where sashaying silently toward the higher floors of their castle... Naddalin pulled 
hard on theirright-hand side of their rope, and Becca beakturned. Naddalin was trying to count their 
windows flashing past... And-then-Whoal she said, pulling back as hard as she ever could have. 

Then and there, Becca beak slowed down and they found themselves at a stop unless you 
counted theirfact that they kept rising, and down many feet as their Ashlynn beat his wings to still be 
airborne. 


Besides-she is there...! And, Naddalin said, spotting Trius as they rose beside their window. 
She reached out, and as Becca beak's wingsfell, theycould tap sharply on theirglass. 

Black looked up... 

Naddalin sawhim and herjawdrop. 

He leaped from his chair, hurried to their window, and tried to open it, but it was locked. And 
Stand back! And, Emmah called to her, and she took out her wand, still gripping their back of Naddalin's 
robeswith herleft hand. 

-And- 

(Alohomora!) 

-And- 

Their window sprang open. 

And, How - how -? And said Black weakly, staring at their Ashlynn. 

And Get on - there is not much time, and said Naddalin, gripping Becca beak firmly on either 


side of hersmooth neckto hold her steady. 



And, you must get out of here - their Dementiatorsare coming - Nunez's marching is gone to 


gettherm. 


-And- 

Black placeda hand on eithersideof theirwindowframeand heaved herheadandshoulders 

out of it. 


It was very lucky she was so thin. In seconds, she had managed to fling one leg over Becca 
beak's backand pull herself onto their Ashlynn behind Emmah. 

Then, okay, Becca beak, up! And said Naddalin, checkingtheir cord. 

Also- up to their tower- come on. 

Torches lit the past ways, of cobblestone. 

-And- 

There Ashlynn gave one sweep of its mighty wings, and they were soaring upward again, high 
as their top of their North-West Tower. 

Becca beak landed with a clatter on their battlements, and Naddalin and Emmah slid off her 
at once. Then Trius, you had bettergo, quick. And Naddalin panted. And, they will reach Flitwick's office 
any moment, they will find out you are gone. 

-And- 

Becca beak pawed their ground, tossing his sharp heard. Besides, what happened to their 
othergirls? Jinger? Likewise, croaked Trius. In addition to that, she was going to be okay, she is still out 
of it, but Madam Pomphrey says she will be able to make her better. Immediate - go-! But Black was still 
staring down at Naddalin. 

Besides, how can I everthank-TooAnd- 

GO! And, Naddalin and Emmah shouted together. 

Black wheeled Becca beak around, facing the exposed skies. Besides, we will see each other 


again, and she said. And, you are - truly yourdaddy'sgirl, Naddalin... 



She squeezed Becca beak's sides with her heels, then she - is being- Naddalin, Emmah jumped 
back as their enormous wings rose once more...ThereAshlynn took off into their air... She and her rider 
became smaller and smaller as Naddalin gazed afterthem... then a cloud drifted a-crossed the moon... 
The moon is a reliable buddy. It never- ever leaves. It's always the re, observing, unfaltering, meaningful 
to us in our light and dark moments, changingforeverjustaswe do. 

Each day it's a different vers ion of itself, like me and my girls, and them below-and above. 
Sometimes feeble and ashen, from time to time robust and full of light. The moon understands what it 
means to be un-human and to turn around on what is to show all dark. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 36 


Fallen Angel 


Chapter: 150 
Part: 1 

We are all like the bright moon, we still have our darker side, don't express to yours truly the 
moon is superb; display to me the sparkle,twinkle,andenthusiasm of light on shattered cut-glass, ora 
dead girl's memory. I may not have gone where I intended to go, but I think I have ended up where I 
needed to be- like she- her with me now-she- me - and you too. 


A theory where gone. 



Flying horses post again- 


I- Naddalin am flying around too even back on Earth also fora soul to take... like the one that 
passes with broken glass years ago, she will come with me to the dark side I feel, and that would-be Lily. 
Yet would she ever leave Neveah-1 don't know if I want to do that to her-yet I would love to also... 
Lonely girls that hang out at the graveyards, and cry... for someone to ease the pain... We take... over 
their bodies and minds... young sweet girls like YOU! Even can be said for white angels too... (it was too 
easy...) 


...She lost her to me... yet, I had to I could not help it, I need her to feed for life... and she 
looks good in black- no? We will get her too-1 AM SURE OF IT! Yet she has him up there so-o; that love 
will- last and last. 

Part: 2 

Naddalin, got a girl to come overto this world in a death...today... it was said in class. Nowto 
she is fallen. 

Anyways- 

Emmah was tugging at her sleeve, staring at her watch. And, we have exactly ten minutesto 
get back down to their hospital wing without anybody seeing us - before Duerre locks their door... 

- Besides- 

Okay, and said Naddalin, wrenching her gaze from the sky, and let us go... Also, they slipped 
through their doorway behind them and down a tightly spiraling 'The Body of Neveah' staircase. Full of 
old dark wood, and led- ed glass, that was also long-standing. As they reached the top of it, they heard 
voices. Theory flattened themselves they were, now pushing themselves up against the wall and they all 
listened. Itsounded like garbage. 

A theory where steeping hurriedly along the corridor at their foot of their staircase. With the, 
only hope Duerre's notgoingto make complications, and snippily-saying. 

We wanted to do this for years here in this spot she and I - above and beyond, there Kiss will 
be performed at once, in the tower, holding hands... also... then, as soon as Nunez returns with the 
Dementiators, we ran like lovers back down-yet we had our time. 



This whole Black affair has been highly embarrassing. They all knew about all the girls, and all 
the professors too. Yet, I cannottell you how much I am happy about it all thought. Forward to 
informing their Daily Prophet that we have Herat last... said that we want this... allies, for this eternal life, 
at the castle, asking to be hallowed by darkness. 

I- Daresay they will wantto interviewyou,Sammie...and once young Naddalin's back in her 
right mind, I expect she will wantto tell the prophet exactly how you saved her... from the other side of 
things... She could have been...? 

'-So-o Ifeel-thatis so.' 

Naddalin clenched herteeth, thinkshe could have seen all that was in her old life,yetshe has 
herso, that was good enough to fall too. 

Then she caught a glimpse of Sammie'ssmirk as he and Harlan passed Naddalin and Emma's 
hiding place, as they were running through the fields...for flight. 

There where footsteps died away, yet, wherein mid-flight looking down on the eerie, dark, 
and shadowy, warm glow of cottages with tall grass and oak trees, in this land, waterfalls, and hang-ie 
down weepiness, off of the rock and plant life... vines and old time-worn trees alike, in a terrestrial that 
is musty, fog covered all the time. 

Naddalin and Emmah waited a few moments to make sure they had really gone, hand in 
levitating in midair, looking at one another dumbly, and sheepish then started to fly in the opposite 
direction of the hallowed castle. 

(Back) 

Emma- Walking on foot- and yes, we still do that... Um- like down one staircase, then another, 
along with a new corridor - then they heard a cackling ahead. Also, Charlotte...! 


sic r\j 


SO- 0 , Furthermore, Naddalin muttered, grabbing Emma's wrist; as well, in here! 


Theorytore into a deserted classroom, to their left just in time. 



Charlotte seemed to be bouncing along their corridor in boisterous good spirits, laughing her 


head off. 


• Besides- 

Part: 3 

OH, her is horrible, and whispered Emmah, her ear to their door. Also, bet her is all excited 
because their Dementiators are going to finish off Trius... And she checked her watch. Besides, three 
minutes, Naddalin! 

• And- 

Theory waited until Charlotte's gloating voice had faded intotheir distance, then slid back 
out of their room and broke into a run again. 

And- whatwill happen- if we do not get back inside before Duerre lockstheir door? And, 
Naddalin panted. 

And, do not want to thinkabout it! And, 

Emmah moaned, checking her watch again. And, One minute! And, they had reached the end 
of their corridor with their hospita! wing entrance. And, Okay -! can hear Duerre and said Emmah 
tenseiy. And Come on, Naddaiin! 

Theory crept a!ong their corridor. Their door opened, Duerre's back appeared. 

Besides, am going to lock you in, and they heard hersay. And, it is five minutesto midnight. 

Miss. Kizziah, three turnsshould do it. Good luck. 

-And- 

Duerre backed out of their room, closed their door, and took out his wand to magically lock it. 
Postulating, Naddalin and Emmah ran forward. Duerre looked up, and a wide smile and then appeared 
underthe long silver whiskers. And-Well? And, she said quietly. And, we did it! And said Naddalin 
breathlessly. And...Trius has gone, with Becca beak... And...So-o...! 


(Upto the now) 



Duerre grinned at them, and, well Deanahe. I think she listened intently for any sound within 
their hospital wing, and. Yes, I thinkyou have gone too - get inside -1 will lock you in... Naddalin and 
Emmah slipped back inside there dormitory. 

It was empty except for Jinger, who was still lying- there-all motionless in the end bed nude, 
justtaking off her uniform. 




As their lock clicked behind them, Naddalin and Emmah crept back to their own beds, 
Emmah uncoveringtheirTime-Turner back under her robes. A moment later. Madam Pomphrey came 
striding back out of her office. 

Also, Did I heartheir principal leaving? 

Am I allowed to look after my patients now? 

- And- 

Like- like- like, she was in a very bad- bad- bad mood-ie mood. 

Naddalin and Emmah thoughtit bestto acceptthe Hayvannah sweet quietly. Madam 
Pomphrey stood over them, makingsure they ate it. Nevertheless, Naddalin could hardly swallow- and 
wanted to spit- not swallow, - yet that was with more than that too-just saying, said- Emma- te'a- be¬ 
ing. 


She and Emmah were waiting, listening, the nerves jangling... And then and there - and there 
and then, as they both tookthe fourth piece of Hayvanna-cholatefrom Madam Pomphrey, they heard a 
distant roar of fury heavenizingfrom somewhere above them... swirlingaround them like dark haunts. 

Besides, what was that? And said- Madam Pomphrey in alarm. 

Part: 4 

Nowthey could hearangry voices, growing louderand brassier. Madam Pomphrey was 
staring at their door. 


Besides, Really - they will wake everybody up! Whatdothey think they are doing? 



-And- 


Naddalin wastryingto hear whattheir voices were saying, yetiike the girls before herlike 
she could hear voices in her head all the time-saying: this and that and or else-wise-whatever. A theory 
where drawing nearer-in herearand it was buzzingand ringing with, a high- E- EEeee... hiss, of them 
taking over her aware ness and body in this world, this is true for them to do, to see fee I, and hear only 
as they want you to-where you may feel, that you did or did not, or just blackout, in not remembering- 
it's a spell that, I know well-of mind-take-over, they can even take out of my mouth for me - no-? ...YES! 
ANDIT SOUND 

JUST LIKE ME- ANDTHEY CAN MOVE MY HAND ARMS AND LEGS FOR ME TOO- 

(LIKEI DON'T REMEMBER MASTURBATING... YETMY HAND IS DOING IT- AND I SEE IT GOING 
INANDOUTOFMEANDI KNOWTHATSHEISIN MEANDI AMIN HER...) 

Chapter: 151 

Part: 1 

Like-she must have Disappeared, Severus. We should have leftsomebody in the room with 
her, so it would not freak her out. When this gets out - And, she DID NOT DISPARATE! And- Lily roared, 
nowvery nearby. And, YOU CANNOTAPPARATEDOR DISPARATE INSIDETHIS CASTLE! 

THIS - HAS - SOMETHING - TO - DO - WITH-! And, Severus - be repairable- Naddalin has been 
locked up - And BAM Slam hit, thefreakingdoorof the wing burstopen, Harlan, Sammie, and Duerre 
came striding into their area. Duerre alone looked calm. Indeed, she looked as though she was quite 
enjoying herself. Harlan appeared angry about it all. Nevertheless, Lily was beside herself, I knew-we- 
too- ominously we agreed. And, OUT WITH IT! 

And, she bellowed. And, WHAT DID YOU DO? 

And- Professor Lily, yes here a week and she is that! And, shrieked Madam Pomphrey. And 
Control yourself! 

And-See here, Lily, be repairable, and said. 


Harlan. And, this door is being locked, we just saw. 



Besides, THEORY HELPED HERR ESCAPE, I KNOW IT! And, Lily flying, pointing at Naddalin and 
Emmah. Herface was twisted and teeth sharply pointed fangs; dribble was flying from hermouth, now 
red blood from the eyes. (Thoughtsof RED-WHITE AND BLUE came back to her... and here being cold is 
the way of life.) 

Calm down,girl! 

And Harlan woofed. 

And, you are toluene nonsense! She knewthat would not be going back up either. 

Part: 2 

And, YOU DO NOT KNOW-! And, shrieked Lily. And, she DID IT, I KNOWsheDID IT. 

(Whatever- IT is...,) and, that will do, Severus, and said Duerre quietly. Yep-yep just-thin king about what 
you are saying. This doorhas been locked since I lefttheir constituency ten minutes ago. Madam 
Pomphrey, have these students-left their beds, she is thinking about her and what she is going to do 
with her, in all their kissing of lips, that she and she has done...! 

'Partially, I would have welcomed a Dementorattack. 

A deadly struggle for my soul would have brokentheirmonotony nicely. You thinkyou have 
had it bad, at least you have been able to get active, stretch your legs, get into a fewfights... I have been 
stuck inside for a month.' 

'How come...?'Asked- Naddalin, frowning some. 

'Because of their Ministry of Magic still afterme, and Waltemath will knowall about me 
being an Animangas by now. Worm tail will have told her, so my big disguise is useless. It is not much; I 
can do that for their- Orderof their Durizy ... or so- o Duerre feels.' 

There wassomethingabouttheir slightly- flattenedtone ofvoice, in which Trius uttered 
Duerre's name, and that told- Naddalin that Trius, too, was not very pleased with their Principal. 
Naddalin felta sudden upsurge ofaffectionforherGod daddy. 


At leastyou have known what is been going on, she said bracingly. 



'Oh yes,' said Trius sarcastically. 'Listeningto Snappiest reports, havingto take all her snide 
hints, and that she is outthere risque her life, while- I's am sat on my backside, here havinga nice 
comfortable time... talking to me about how theircleanings going...' 

'What cleaning...?' Asked- Naddalin... 

Part: 3 

Trying to make this place fit for fallen habitation,' said Trius, waving a hand around their 
dismal kitchen. 

'No one's lived here for ten years, not since my dear mother died unless you count he r old 
house fairy, and she'sgonearoundtheirtwist~ hasn'tcleaned anythingin ages.' 

'Trius,' said MonDongos, who did not appear to have paid any attention to their conversation, 
but had been closely examiningan empty goblet. 'This solid silver, pal?' 

'Yes,' said Trius, surveying it with distaste. 'Finest 22nd ~ century goblin-wrought silver, 
embossed with their Black family crest.'That had come off, though, muttered MonDongos, polishing it 
with her cuff. Celine Katy NO, JUST CARRY TFIERE! Mr.'s Railie shrieked. 

Part: 4 

Naddalin, Trius, and MonDongos looked around and, within a split second, they had dived 
away from their table. Celine and Katy had bewitched a large ceilinged of stew, a jigger flagon of 
Butterbeerand a heavy wooden breadboard, complete with knife, to hurtle through their air towards 
them. 


Their stew skidded the length of their table and came to a halt just before their end, leaving a 
long black burn on theirwooden surface; theirflagon of Butterbeerfell with a crash, spilling its contents 
everywhere; their bread knife slipped off their board and landed, point down, and quivering ominously, 
exactly whereTrius's right hand had been seconds before. 

'FOR HEAVENS SAKE!' screamed Mr.'s -Railie. 

THERE WAS NO NEED-1 HAD ENOUGH OFTHIS JUSTBECAUSE YOU CAN USE MAGIC NOW, 


YOU DO NOTHAVETO WHIP YOUR WANDSOUT FOR EVERY TINY LITTLE THING I' 



'We were just trying to save a bit of time!' Said Celine, hurrying forward to wrench their 
bread knife out of their table, 'sorry, Trius, the mate did not mean to...' 

Naddalin and Trius where both laughing; MonDongos, who had toppled backward off his 
chair, was swearing as she got to his feet; Crook shanks had given an angry hiss and shot off under their 
dresser, from where his large yellow eyes glowed in theirdarkness. 

Part: 5 

'Girl changing and some nude, playingand then bathing,' Mr. Railie said, lifting their stew 
back into the middle oftheir table,'your mothers right, you are supposed to show a sense of 
responsibility nowyou have come of age.' 

Part: 6 

Emma-When she is inside of me, in more ways than one mind-body and erogenous zones 
alike... I wonder who is squiring me, rubbing my body, softly... touching my boobs and butt, and inside 
there too alike... in it... she- her- all her coming through me, making me vibrate and pulsate to her 
body... it's wonderful, to feel more loves in life, that you would never understand unless you let 
someoneallthewayin you-andtake overeverthatyour mind boyand soul is- she can evensee 
through my eyes- we can switch places- all in one mind game of a spell- called- The Back and Forth, spell. 

Any-who- 

'None of your brothers caused this sort of trouble I' 

Mr.'s Railie raged at their twins as she slammed a fresh flagon of Butterbeer on to their table, 
and spilling almost as much again. Sara did notfeeltheirneedtoApparatedeveryfewfeet! 

Charlie did not charm everythingshe met! Percy.' She stopped dead, catching herbreath 
with a frightened look at her husband, whose expression was suddenly wooden. 

'Let's eat,' said Sara quickly. 

'It looks wonderful, Molly,' said Sevket, ladling stew on to a plate for her and handing it 


across theirtable. 



For a few minutes, there was silence but for their chink of plates and cutlery and their 
scraping of chairs as everyone settled downtotheirfood. 

Then Mr.'s Railie turned to Trius. 

'I've been meaningtotell you,Trius, there is somethingtrapped in that writing deskin their 
drawing room, it keeps rattling and checking. Of course, it could just be a Boggart, but I thought we 
oughtto ask Valastro to have a look at it before we let it out.' 

'Whateveryou like,' said Trius indifferently. 

'There curtains in there are full of Doxes, too,' Mr.'s Railie went on.' I thought we might try 
and tackle them anyhow.' 

'I look forward to it,' said Trius. Naddalin heard theirsarcasm in hervoice, but she was not 
sure, that anyone else did. 

Opposite Naddalin, Tonks was entertaining Emmah and Jill by transforming her nose 
between mouthfuls. 

Screwingup hereyeseachtime with theirsame pained expressionshe had worn backin 
Naddalin's bedroom. 

Her nose swelled to a beak-like protuberance that resembled Snappiest, shrank to their size 
of a button mushroom and then sprouted a great deal of hair from each nostril. 

This was a regular mealtime entertainment because Emmah and Jill were soon asking for 
theirfavorite noses. 'Dothatone like a pig snout,Tonks.' 

Tonks obliged, and Naddalin, immobilized, then up too, had theirfleeting impression that a 
female Dariez was grinning at her from a- crossed their table. 

Mr. Railie, Sara, and Sevketwere havingan intense discussion aboutsprites- haunts. 

'Theory is not giving anything away yet,' said Sara. 'I still cannot workout whether they 
believe she is back. Course, they might prefer not to take sides at all. Keep out of it...' 



'I'sam sure they would nevergooverto You- Know-Whom/ said Mr. Railie, checkingthe 


heads.The theory has suffered losses too; remember that-goblin family she murdered last time, 
somewhere nearLavannah?' 


'I think it depends on whatthey are offered,' saidSevket. 'And I am nottoluene aboutgold. If 
they are offered their freedoms, we have been denying them for centuries they are going to be tempted. 
Have you still not had any luck with Amsel's, girl Sara...?' 

Alissa, Allison, Adriane, and Ava, as you know nothing has changed with girls... and the 
conflict is still on, Sara being one of them down the line. They are like you and I - why do they feel they 
need to be more? Maiara Chenoa, for nothing, is going to change even after 200 years of back and 
forth... good and wicked. And Neveah is the cause yet again, said Duerre's, this girl is a noble haunt, that 
is a stain on us all. Look what she did all these girls and he rolls out an old tattered script. 

That was a questionforyearsthat no one could get, said Haven. 

'She'sfeelinganti-wizard- ie fallen angel-sh right freaking now,' said Sara, 'she has not 
stopped raving about their Bagman business, she reckons their Ministry did a cover-up, those Sprites- 
Haunts never- evergottheirgold from her, you know...' 

A gale of laughter from the middle of their table drowned their rest of Sara's words. Celine, 
Katy, Jinger, and MonDongos were rolling around in their seats. Neveah was high up in her world, and 
this was not cool- not cooll Or so they thought. 

'...And then,' Hayvannah- MonDeanahgo's, tears running down her face,' and then, if you will 
believe it, 'she- e says to me,' she-e says,' Ere, Dung, where did get all them toads from? 

'CUZ-some girl of a Sludgers goneand 

Sailed all mine!' And I say, 'Sailed all your toads. Will, what next? So, you will be wanting 
some more, then?' And if you will believe me, all, their germless gargoyle buys all. 'I own toads back off 
me for a lot more what- 'she- e paid in their first place.' 



'I do not think we need to hear anymore of your business dealings, thank you very much, 


MonDongos,' said Mr.'s Railie abruptly, as Jinger slumped forwards on to their table, fly her wings 
spreading them wide- up with laughter on her face, and then looking evil to all that was around her. 

'Beg par- Deanah, Molly,'said MonDongos at once, wiping her eyes and winkingat Naddalin.' 
But, you know. Will Sailed'me off Warty Harris in their first place so I was not really doing nothing 
winger.' 


'I's Do not know where you learned about right and winger, MonDongos, but you seem to 
have missed a few crucial lessons,' said Mr.'s Railie coldly. 

Celine and Katy buried their faces in their goblets of Butterbeer; Katy was hiccoughing. In 
some regard, Mr.'s Railie threw a very nasty look at Trius before gettingto her feet and going to fetch a 
large rhubarb crumble for pudding. Naddalin looked round at herGod daddy. 

'Molly does not approve of MonDongos,' said Trius in an undertone. 

'How come she is in theirOrder?' Naddalin said, very quietly.' 

'She is useful,'Trius muttered. 

'Knowsall their crooks well, she would since she is one herself. 

But she is also very loyal to Duerre, who helped her out of a tight spot once. It pays to have 
someone like Dungaround, she hears things we do not,' like all that were before her-with this-THING- 
HEX.' He said wildly. 

But Molly thinks inviting herto stay fordinner is going too far. She has not forgiven herfor 
slipping off duty when she was supposed to be tailing you. 

Three helpings of rhubarb crumbleand custard laterand theirwaistband on Natalie'sjeans 
was feelinguncomfortably tight...(which was saying something, astheirjeans had once been Diaries.) 

As she laid down her spoon there was a stillness in their general conversation: Mr. Railie was 
leaning back in herchair, everso- replete and relaxed;Tonkswasyawningwidely, her nose now back to 
normal; and Jill who had attracted Crook shanks out from under their dresser, was sitting cross-legged 
on theirfloor, rolling Butterbeercorksforherto chase. 



Part: 7 


'Nearly time forbed, girls are nude running around, washingyou can see them, I think,'said 
Mr.'s Railie with a yawn, and give a nude hug to her than them my girl. And I kiss her... and finger her, 
bits. 


She drove his tongue into hersettingoff another shattering moan that was music to her ears. 

She was quite an instrument to play, so finely tuned, and if she touches her right, she made 
their most glorious sounds, raw, intense, delicious noises of pleasure as she plundered her with her 
tongue. 


Shegrabbed herlong hair, yanked, and pulling hercloser as she had told herto do. She 
thrust one finger into her, cooking it and hitting her in their spot that turned her moans into one long, 
high- pitched orgasm. 

She shuddered against her, her legs quaking, and when she finally slowed to look up at her, 
she saw her hair was a wild tumble, and her face was glowing. 

Oh-ah... 

(Nextday) 

'Not just yet, Molly' said Trius, pushing away his empty plate and turning to look at Naddalin.' 
You know, I am surprised at you. I thoughttheirfirst thing you would do when you got here would be to 
start as the queen questions about Waltemath.' 

Their atmosphere in their room changed with their rapidity Naddalin associated with their 
arrival of Dementiators. Where seconds before it had been sleepily relaxed, it was now alert, even tense. 

A frigidly had gone around their table at their mention of Waite math's name. Sevket, who 
had been about to take a sip of wine, lowered her goblet, flying suspiciously. 

'I did!' said Naddalin indignantly.' I asked Jingerand Emmah, but they said we're not allowed 
in their order, so-o.' 

'And they're quite right,' said Mr.'s Railie. 


'You're too young.' 



She was sitting bolt upright in her chair, herfists clenched on its arms, every trace of 
drowsinessgone. 

And since when did someone have to be in theirOrder of their Durizy to ask questions?' 
inquired Trius. 'Naddalin's been trapped in that nonmagical people house for a month. She's got their 
right to know what is been happen-"Hang on... I' Interrupted Katy loudly. 

'How come Naddalingets his questions answered?'And-yah- said Celine angrily. 

'Yen's-we have been trying to get stuff out of you for a month and you have not told us a 
single stouten thingl' Said Katy. 

'You're too young, you are not in their Order,' said Celine, in a high- pitched voice, that 
sounded uncannily like hermothers. 'Naddalin's noteven of agel' 

'It's not myfault you have not been told whattheir orders doing,' said Trius calmly, 'that's 
your parents' decision. Naddalin, on their other hand.' 

'It's not down to you to decide what is good for Naddalin!' said Mr.'s Railie sharply. Their 
expression on her normally kind face looked dangerous. 'You have notforgotten what Duerre said, I 
suppose?' 


'Which bit...?' Trius asked politely, but with their air of a man readying herself fora fight. 

There bit about not telling Naddalin more than she needs to know,' said Mr.'s Railie, placing 
a heavy emphasis on their last three words. 

Jinger, Emmah, Celine and Katy's heads swiveled from Trius to Mr.'s Railie as though they 
were following a tennis rally. Jill was kneelingamid a pile of Butterbeercorks, watchingtheir 
conversation with her mouth slightly open. Sevkets eyes were fixed on Trius. 

'I do not intend to tell her more than she needs to know, Molly,' said Trius. 'Nevertheless, as 
she was their one who saw Waite math come back' (again, there was a joint shudder around their table 
at their name) like she has righter than mosttoo.' 

She-it is nota memberoftheirorderof their Durizy!'said Mr.'sRailie. 'she's only going to 
look and be around fifteen-and... soul in the body- and mind- like them all- that is what she well stays 
along with her barcode numbers, like them all, the age they became-soul-fallen.' 



'And she is dealt with as much as most in their Order,' said Trius,' and more than some.' 


'Knopperonesdenyingwhatshe'sDeanahel'said Mr.'sRailie, hervoice rising, herfists 
trembling on their arms of her chair.' But she's still...' 

• 'She's nota child!' said Trius impatiently. 

• 'She's notan adult either!' said Mr.'s Railie, theircolor rising in hercheeks. 'she's not' 
Alyssa,Trius!' 

'I'm perfectly clear who she is, thanks, Molly,' said Trius coldly. 

'I'm not sure you are!' Said Mr.'s Railie. 

• 'Sometimes, their way you talk about her, it is as though you think you have your best 
friend back!' 

• 'What'sJiggerwith that?'said Naddalin. 

• 'What's winger, Naddalin, is that you are not your daddy, however much you might look 
like her!' said Mr.'s Railie, hereyesstill boring into Trius. 

• 'You are still at Savannah and adults responsible foryou should not forget it!' 

'Meaning-1 am an irresponsible God daddy?' 

Oh- deliquesced Trius, his voice rising. 

'Connotation you have been known to act rashly, Trius, which is why-why- Duerre keeps 
reminding, you to stay at home... 

• And- 

'Well leave my orders from Duerre out of this, if you please!' said Trius deafeningly. 

'Arthur!' said Mr.'s Railie, rounding on her publicities.'Arthur, back me up!' 

Mr. Railie did notspeakat once. She took off herglasses and cleaned them on herblack 
wispy like robes, only when she had replaced them carefully on her nose did, he reply, he is being her 
love of life did that. 



'Duerre knows their position has changed, Molly. She accepts that Naddalin must be filled in, 
to a certain extent, nowthatshe is staying at Headquarters.” 

'Yes, butthere is an alteration between thatand inviting her to ask whatevershe likes!' 
'Partially,' said Sevket quietly, some ways, away from Trius at last, as Mr.'s Railie turned quickly to her, 
hopeful that finally, she was about to get an ally, 'I think it better that Naddalin gets their facts not all 
their facts, Molly, buttheir general picture from us, ratherthan a garbled version from... others.' 

Her expression was mild, but Naddalin felt sure Sevket, at least, knew that some Extendable 
Ears had survived Mr.'s Rallies purge. 

'Well,' said Mr.'s Railie, breathingdeeply And Pa. around theirtable for the supportthat did 
not come, 'well... I can see I am going to be overruled. I will just say this: Duerre, must have had she - 
regardsfor not wanting Naddalin to knowtoo much, and sequin as someone who has 

Naddalin's best interests at heart.' 

'She' is notyourgirl,' said Trius quietly. 

'she' is as good as... f*cked,' said Mr.'s Railie fiercely.' Whoelse has she-gotthat feeling 
about her?' 


- 'She's got me I' 

Part: 8 

'Yes,'said Mr.'sRailie, herlip- curling,' they're-thing is, it's ratted herdifficult foryouto look 
after her while you've been locked UP in Dizery I And, has not it?' 

Trius started to rise from the chairs. 

'Molly, you are not their-the only pergirl at their table who cares about Naddalin,'said 
Sevket sharply.'Trius, sit down.' 

Mr.'s Rallies' lowerlip was trembling. Trius sankflying back into the chairs, at this point face 


white as could be. 



'I think Naddalin ought to be allowed a say in there/ Sevket continued, 'she-'sold enough to 
decide for herself." 

'I wantto know what's been goingon,' Naddalin said simultaneously. 

She-did not look at Mr.'s Railie. Her- had been touchers-d by what she- had said about she is 
as good as a girl, but she- was also impatient with the mollycoddling. Trius was right, she- was not a child. 

'Very well,' said Mr.'s Railie, her voice- racquet.'Jill, Jinger, Emmah, Celine, & Katy. I's want 
you out of their kitchen- n, now.' 

There-was an instant uproar. 

'Whereof age!' Celine And Katy bellowed together. 

'If Naddalin's allowed, why cannot I?' shouted Jinger. 

'Mom, I wantto see-arel'wailed Jill. 

'NO...!' shouted Mr.'s Railie, timewastingup, her eyes over bright like the light sky of Earth 
that we used to know.' I absolutely forbid.' 

'Molly, you cannotstop Celine And Katy,' said Mr. Railie wearily. They are of age.' 

'Theory is still at Savannah.' 

'But they are legally adults now,' said Mr. 

Railie, in their-same tired voice. 

Mr.'s Railie was now scarlet in their-face. 

'I'm oh, all right there- n, Celine, And Katy can stay, but Jinger.' 

'Nathanieltells' me... And Emmah everythingyou say anyway!' said Jinger passionately. 
'Won't will not you?' She-added uncertainly, meeting Naddalin's eyes. 

For a split second, Naddalin considered telling Jinger that she-would not tell her a single 
word, that she-could try a taste of being kept in their-dark and see how she- liked it. 


Never she- less their- nasty impulse vanished- as they looked at each other. 



'Course I'swill/ Naddalin said. 


Jinger... and... Emmah smiled. 

Part: 9 

'Fine!'shouted Mr.'s Railie. 'FinelJill- 
BED!' 

Jill did not go quietly; they could shape she is raging and storming at her mother- rail their- 
way up there-stairs, and she- n' she- reached their- hall Mr.'s Blacks ear-splitting shrieks were added to 
their-din. Sevket hurried off to their- portrait to restore calm. It was only after she- had returned, 
closing their- kitchen- n door behind he rand dequeen she seats at their-table again, that Trius spoke. 

'OKay, Naddalin... what do you want to know?' 

Naddalin took a deep breath... And asked their- question that had obsessed her for their- last 

month. 


'Where's Waltemath?' she- said, ignoring their- renewed shudders and winces at their- name. 
'What's she-doing? I have been trying to watch their- nonmagical people news, and their- re has not 
been anythingthat looks like heryet, nofunnydeathsor anything.' 

'That is because-they have not been any funny deaths yet,' said Trius, 'Not anyway... And we 
know quite a- lot.' 

'More than she-thinkswe do, anyway,' said Sevket. 

'How come she-'s stopped killing people?' Naddalin asked. She - knew Waltemath had 
murdered more than once in their- last year alone. 

'Because she-does not want to draw attention to herself,' said Trius. 'It would be dangerous 
for her. Her comeback did not come off quite their-way she-wanted it to, you see. She- messed it up.' 

'Or rats her-, you messed it tip for her,' said Sevket, with a satisfied smile. 

'How?' Naddalin asked, perplexed. 


'You were not supposed to survive!' said Trius. 



'Nobody apart from the Death Eaters was supposed to know she'd come back. 


But you survived to bear witness. 

'And they're-very last per girl she-wanted to be alerted to her return their-moment she-got 
back was Duerre,' said Sevket. 

'And you made sure Duerre knew at once.' 'How has that she - led?' Naddalin asked. 

'Are you kidding?' Said Sara incredulously. 'Duerre was there-the only one You Know 
Who was everscared of!' 

Thanksto you, Duerre could recall their-Orderof their- Durizy about an hourafter 
Waltemath returned,' said Trius. 

Part: 10 

'So, what is their- Order been doing?' said Naddalin, Looking around at them all. 

'Torqueingas hard as we can to make sure 
Waltemath cannot carry out the plans,' said Trius. 

How would you know what she plans are?' Naddalin asked quickly. 

'Duerre'sgota shrewd idea,' said Sevket, 'And Duerre's shrewd ideas normally turn out to be 

correct.' 

'So-owhatdoes Duerre reckon she-'s planning?' 

""Planning... 


Interval: 3 


The Underworld 



Open your eyes...too the... Underworld- 


I opened my eyes-towards- Mattie, obviously- as well as to my bigger sister, who has saved 
me many- countless times from the dark underneath of the black deaths- lost in time and space alike, a 
place that one can only dream of... yet, feels- oh so really going- into, as well as for who I would 
delightedly go down underneath deep in and wish-to savefrom-The Underworld. 

Creep...creep...creepingin on them... 

One mysterious, cryptic, and ambiguous night when Megan wentto bed, Mattie was her 
flabby, stumpy, chocolate-burrowing and junk-food, pop-lovinglittersister, whom annoyed the crap out 
of her, and charmed her both in a fun playful way, a way that on two that are clause would understand 
and get... 




Thenthe next morning, and whenshewoke up,she wasno longer. Do you getthat? NO 

LONGER! 


Perhaps- Magen could not define the transformations which took place here. Can you yet...? 


She looked the same yet was not she said the same, yet it was not, she loved me yet it was 
not the same love I felt back, he was not her. Do you getthat? She-was no longer... 


/N./ 


Mattie and was wearing the same pair of ratty fleece pajamas red, with the same yet his with 
the little toe sticking out, of course, that would be her, the hole gets bigger every night I see her; just like 
in the back too, girl she is getting chubby, and he arose down the set of steps precisely the same way 



the actual, genuine- Mattie would have done: thumb, bump, banged, sliding on his rump, all the way 
doing to the landing. 

Saying- Weeee I 


However, she was notthe equivalent of what I know heras. In actual truth, here, he was 
somewhat, quite unlike the others his and my age. 




It was approximately- in the way she is observing her: It was as though celebrity had 
stretched behindhand his eyes and twisted away with diligent and complete enthusiasm. Were young 
girls we do not understand are underworld... doyou...? 


Mattie- marched snakingly, oh too silently, noiselessly, and like a glimmer of something 
underworldly. 


Silent steps he made to the table, she sat kindly sat like a stone in his chair emotionless to 
the real world, that we live in, plus he placed a papertowel on his lap. 


rs/ 5|s 


The real Mattie neverused a bib ortowel. Yetshe-wasall neatand such...she just whipped 
it wherever she pleased. Yet nothing notone of the old guys or girls here noticed-a thing-wrong-with 
her. Can you see it...? 




Mrs. Smith is Megan's mother. Doyou see here there, justdoingherday to day thing? 

Mrs. Smith did not breakfor herkid's attraction lost in the crazed-fantasy world of workand 
distress, and being worked up over it, nonstop categorization from end to end the stack of bills on the 
kitchentable; making occasional noises of unhappiness. 



Megan's father continuous fly- by- night in and out of the room, his tie loosened, in addition 
to that only wearing one sock and no paints-just boxers, mutteringdistractedly on the cell phone about 
what seems to be nothingthat makesany senses. 


r\/ /N/ 


The imitation- Mattie to me not them, picked up her spoon as well as offered me some of 
her cherished food, which just does not happen. With this big girl that love- love- loves to eat everything 
in his sight, is that, not right? 




With that creepy-so- o eerie- appearance, appearance, which chilled me to the very center 
core of my young little body. Do you see me there? Do you see my brown hair and my bow ties...? 




My big and stunning immense russet eyes? Am I not-1 am cute to you? 

Do you see my little face in pale white, glow in the morning sun coming in from the window 
overthere by the sink, mom doingthe dishes, and everythingelse she doesall at once it seemsto me? 


rs/ sic rs/ 


Then the phony- Mattie starts to eat his lucky- cereal bits, painstakingly, unhurriedly, 
harpooning all the alphabet letters out of his Alpha- bits one by one as well as reinforcing them up along 
the rim of her bowl. 

Spilling out-creep-creepy-little-girl- die! 


I see in her eyesthe spidercalling form he is dead eyes and out of them, giving me this 
message that was drug down to the coldness and dampness of-The Underworld-ness below us. 



I could hear the sounds of the music eerie to me playing her to sleep or it seemed to me... 
the horn was all I could make out... it was all muffled to mystified ear, under and I look at the hole of 
temptation between downwardsthat isonly part of me that goes in my soul its-1 finger it and they- 
come, is where they must have taken her... do you thinkso? 

Was the door under her bed was glowing...? It is all most underworld time... Creepers... 




Megan's heart dropped for the chest to foot and back up... in panic. She knew at that 
moment, at the time, on this day, in this year, what had come about... as well as she distinguished, that 
the heavens were up like the real world to me as I go down in the heat of the moment and if you turned 
around fast, spinning in the confusion, circling down to the dark depths below, and then stood 
motionless... so still. 


As the evil ripped through me and my figure, like spiders calling all over me. Tangled in the 
webs of their chromes. Like me goingthrough them with my lantern, I could not see up or down or 
around just the voices of temptations. 

Come, come, see us, hear us, play with- US...we got cookies and candy if you give up your 

soul to us! 


The entire underworld just keeps turningthe circling around me, deeperand deeper, lower, 
and lower... I went- hearingall their voices getting amplified to me. 

Perhaps- maybe, just maybe his too, Mattie'ssoulhad beentaken by-The Underworld 

entities. 


As well as they had left this thing, all kinds of things behind, in my room and her area, do you 

see them? 


This not- my younger-sister, she's been replaced... or is it? 



Is it some other form of her too? 'Mom/ she said, and then, when her mother did not 


immediately respond, tried again a little louder. 
(Back to that mooring) 

'Mom.' 


'Yes...' -Magg. 


Mom- 'Mum?' I said fast and abruptly! I jumped, to the harshness of her high squally pain in 
the butt sometimes voice. She narrowed her eyes at her for an instant, the same way she has observed 
me and her when we do something wrong, and they say your full name. 


Like always- 'Mattie's being weird,' Megan said. 

Mom-stared alertly at my daughter, nevertheless with cold eyes. Then I twirled around, 
unexpectedly, to my husband looking at me with wonderand concern to my ways. 'Did you overpay the 
electric bill and the rest we can afford?' 


Mom-1 didn't seem to hear her as I was predating away about nothing, but her young ways 
of kid-ish mumbling. 'Have you seen my glasses, and my phone, my, l-pad, and mind?' 




Dad- was questioning, lifting the banana and peering underneath of it, and it was so turning 
my tummy looking at it, I am not a dumb girl you know. 


He- he- he... 


'They're on your head doing cartwheels.'STOP! 


'My reading glasses... are...?' 



Mom-1 sighed impatiently. 'It says this is our absolute ultimate announcement. I do not 
recollect the first notice. Did we pay the electric bill? I could have sworn...' 

I do not worry aboutthis sh*t! I a little girl remember I was thinking. I do not say yet I think 
that is for sure. 


'I can't goto work without my glasses!' Mr. Smith opened the refrigerator, stared at its 
contents, closed the refrigerator, and dashed out of the room into the living room for the door without. 
Through the table, it feels as I hit my leg... damn-it. 




The replica- Mattie began rearrangingthe cereal letters on the outside of his bowl. She 
spelled outthree words: I H-A-T- E y-o-u! In addition, you are going to die tonight in my room if you do 
not come down with me. 


Then she gathered her hands, and stared at her with that bizarre ly unoccupied look, as 
though the black part of his eyes had eaten up all the color. 

Down I went... Holding this child's hand... Come... 

The Underworld- is like... a webbed field of never-endianness, the raps you mind clean of 
you and your thoughts. The underworld could be the holes that go in me. it wants to come out and play 
with me too. 


Megan's insidestrembled again as it comesfor her. Seeingthe twigs, and all the lights and 
branches suck her in, like she. 

She slid off herchair and wentoverto her mother. 

She tugged at the sleeve of her mother's nightgown, which had a small coffee stain on its 


elbow. 



(Back to midday) 


'Mommy.' 

'Yes, baby?' she asked absentmindedly. 

'Mattie'sfreaking me out.' 

'Mattie,' Mrs. Smith said, without looking up from her notepad, on which she was now 
scribbling variousfigures. 'Stop botheringyoursister like that.' 

Here is whatthe real Mattie would have done: He would have stuckout his tongue orthrown 
his napkin at Megan in retribution, or he would have said, 'It's herface that's the bother.' 

Nevertheless, this impostor did none of those things. The impostor just stared quietly at 
Megan and smiled. 

Her teeth looked very white. 'Mom-' Megan swore, and hermothersighed, in addition, 
threwdown herpencil with so muchforce that it bounced. 


r\J Sf* ^ 


'Please, Megan,' she said, with barely concealed impatience. 'Can't you see that I'm busy? 
Why don'tyou go outside and play fora bit?' 

Megan knewbetterthanto argue with hermotherwhenshewasin a mood. 

So, she went outside. It was a hot and hazy morning-far too hot for late April. 

She was hoping to see one of the neighbors out doing something-watering a plant, walking a 
dog- but it was very still. 

Megan almost, never-eversawthe neighbors. Itwas not that kind of neighborhood. She did 
not even know most of their names: only Mrs. Rosenblatt, who was so old she looked exactly like a snip. 

Today, as on most days, Mrs. Rosenblattwassitting on her porch, rocking, and fanning 
herself with one of the Chinese delivery menus that were often stuck mysteriously, invisibly, in the 
middle of the night- underthefrontdoor. 


'Hello,' she called outto Megan and waved. 'Hello!' 



Megan called back... she liked Mrs. Rosenblatt, even though Mrs. Rosenblatt hardly ever 


moved exceptto rock in herchair and could not be counted on to do anything interesting. 




Mrs. Rosenblatt liked to rock even in cold- weather, and she would appear on her porch so 
bundled in blankets and scarves, she looked like an overfilled coatrack. 

'Would you like a glass of milk?' 

Mrs. Rosenblatt called out. 'or a cookie?' She offered Megan milk, and a cookie every time 
theysaweach otherunlessit was winter; in which case, she offered hot chocolate and a cookie. 

'Nottoday,thankyou,' Megan said. Remorsefully, as she always did. She was notallowed-to 
accept thingsto eat or drink from nonfamily members. Megan often wished the rule applied to Family 
Members instead. 

She would much rather have had one of Mrs. 

Rosenblatt's cookies than her Aunt Stirginia's tuna casserole. She wondered whether she 
should tell Mrs. Rosenblatt about Mattie, but decided against it. 

(Three weeks previous) 

Magen-1 am at recess when she had tried to tell Sammie and Ellie, was so wrong about the 
underworldly societies, and the constant threat they posed, they had laughed at her and called her a liar. 
Mrs. Rosenblatt was a good listener- partly, Megan thought because she couldn't hearvery well, 
nonetheless, Megan did notwant to jeopardize this. 


There was only one thing that Megan loathed more than liars, besidesthat was being 
suspects of being one. At one edge of the yard, a pile of pinecones has been neatly stacked. 


TfC ^ 


Megan had decided them this way only yesterday, thin king that she and Mattie might play a 


round of Pinecone bowlingin the morning. 



Nevertheless, she could not play with the false Mattie; he would no doubtfind a way to 

cheat. 


She had a sudden wrenchingfierce desire for Anna, herold babysitter, to come home. 

Why? 

Not sure, she would have played with me over the years, outside and in she showed me so 
much about myself too and the underworld that goes down in me that is where she went -1 just know it. 

At leastthat is what I think... do you? 

Last fall in me was Anna, she did not beeline that I have the world to me, till she entered the 
black hole of mine, she has gone away to middle school not long before... 

This meantthat she had stimulated, and could not babysit anymore, in addition instead 
Meganand Mattie were leftwith Mandy, who always chewed hergumtoo loudly and didn'tlike to play 
games-she did not like anything, really, except talking on the phone. 


rs/ sis 


Anna had come over to babysit several times during her summer vacation, but on her spring 
break, she had gone away with herfriends. Megan and Mattie and Sammie had gotten a water-warped 
postcard from her, but most of the writing had been too blurry to read. 
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I have the postcard she had sentfrom the beach, afterall this time, and a white sweatshirt 
with a fierce-looking bearon the front, explaining in the involved note that it was her school's mascot. 

Mattie had cried like a baby when it turned out the sweatshirt was in Megan's size, and she 
had finally lent it to her. 

He had promptlyspilled tomato sauce on it, and she'd refusedtospeaktoherforan entire 


day. 



Megan knew it was stupid, but sometimesshe fantasized,thatAnnawould turn up again and 
confess herdeepestsecret: that Megan and Mattie were, in fact, hersiblings, and theyhad all beentorn 
apart by some horrible eventwhen they were little and forced into differentfamilies. 

Oh! 

Um-hum! Comeforus... 

Do you see the lying silt ship that leads into 'The Underworld?' 

The Underworld- is a dark wet place, where you come in and see the thing that brings you 
joy, yet makes you feel week to the wrongness of what you are doing to yourself, there is no light only 
wonder, there are voices come, screamingfor you to come... 

Like sweeping the sides of you until you have no choice, but move the feel goods of their 
games, that they play as they get you to do as they say, and the enter into you and play with your brain 
and you no long you going on with yourday, what do you say- doyou play with yourunderworld; 
Maddie went into mine, and he not coming out. 




Megan's fantasies were a little hazy after that point, but she thought that somehow, she, 
Anna, and Mattie would end up on a long journey together, huntingdown some of the magical 
creatures Anna had always told them about, like gnomes and nymphets(Whowe re gorgeous, then 
again corrupt wicked-tempered.) 

Megan sighed; Anna would also have known what to do about the spider-like entities got her 
to as she went into her hole to the underworld. She was, after all, the creature who had first told Megan 
and Mattie about them. 

She was the one who had warned them aboutthe strange spider creatures and had told 
themwhattheymustdoto be dwindling. 

Megan scanned the yard for gnomes but saw nothing. Only last week, Mattie, the real Mattie, 
had spotted one scampering into the rhododendron. 



The real me was not the re either they were making me come,for there ways and not my 
own, as I went on tryingto do me, and my day. 

'Look, Megan!' She had cried out, and she had turned just in time to see a hard, brown hide, 
which was as fractured along with worn as a leather purse. 




It was too hot for the gnomes today, Megan decided. Anna had told Megan they preferred 
cool climates. 

Megan pressed herface up against the small fir tree that stood nextto the birdbath, inhaling 

deeply. 


It was easierto see the magic through its branches, she found. 

The itchy needles poked deeply into herskin, and she stood and squinted through the layers 

of khaki. 


Looking at the world through the fir tree meant seeing only the essential things: the vivid 
olive of the meadow's, dewgiisteningon petals, a robin flicking its tail, a squirrel rustling through the 
rhododendron, a miracle of life, and growth that forever pulsed underthe commonplaceness. 


Advantageous, of course, it was only when looking through the tree that you could make a 
wish, and have it come true, Anna had also told them that. 

Megan spoke a wish quietly into the scratchy branches. 

We will not repeat it... All and sundry knows thatonly wishesthat are keptsecretwill ever 

come true. 


On the other hand, then again know this: Oh! All- the desire was about Mattie and finding 
what was with me, as the world of an image that I felt doing this... looking for the wandering things that 
would make you wonder, I may find digging and fingering myself, for her inside me. 



Megan heard a step behind her. She turned and saw the Mattie-who-was- no long her to 
me-or them, Mattie standing on the front porch, watching her. 

Megan sucked in a deep breath like she sucked us into her underworld as we look and put 
our head and body down in it to get there, gathered her young age, and said, 'You are not my sister.' 
not- Mattie stared at herwith flat blue eyes. 'Absolutely, I am,' she said calmly. 

'You are not them; I am not me doing this.' 

'Am too... I said it too do you see that I am I do not lie... you know that sissy.' 'Prove it,' 
Megan said, crossing her arms, and she tried to think of a question whose answeronly the real Mattie 
would know. 

She was quiet for a bit. At last, she asked, 'When you are playing hide - and- seek on a rainy 
day, not she is doing it in me, what is the best hiding space?' 
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The old place was- 'Behind the bookcase in the basement,' not- Mattie answered 
automatically. 'In the crawl space thatsmells like mold.' Megan was disappointed. 

She had gotten it right; this fake Mattie was obviously smarter than she gave her credit for- 
smarter, she would not wonder, than the real Mattie. 

(Though that was not saying much, only a week ago, the real Mattie had tried to turn the 
basement into a swimming pool by flooding the sink! Absurd.) 

Maybe-she neededtoaska formerquestion within. 

'What mustyou do every night before you go to sleep?' 

Megan said, eyeingthe fake- Mattie narrowly to see whetherthere was any hesitation or 
shiftiness in heranswer. 

However, she re-joined promptly, drawing a big Xa crossed her chest, 'you must cross 
yourself once from shoulder to hip and say out loud, 'sweep, sweep, bring me to sleep. 


Clear the webs from my room with the bristliest broom.' 



Megan was stunned. She had been sure positive! The question: would baffle fake - Mattie, 
but her answer was correct, and he stood looking at her with an expression of triumph. 

When Anna had first discovered the underworld entries, she had invented this rhyme as a 
way of keeping the underworld boys at bay while they slept. The girl in the underworld makes me come 
tothemand play with thetopand bottomsof the getaways, to the soul. 


Everyone knows there is nothing a spider fears' more than a broom, and someone sweeping 
with it, and the broom charm had, in fact, protected them foryears. Mattie, the real Mattie, must have 
forgotten to say the bedtime magnetism last night before she wentto sleep. 

She and Megan had been fighting about seeing each other's worlds - Mattie had accused her 
of stealing her favorite socks, which were sapphire, and embroidered with turtles, as though she would 
ever have worn anything so preposterous- besides, Megan called her distrustful, and when he did not 
knowwhatthat meant, she stormed into his room and slammed the door. 
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She was distracted; that must be whyshe had notsaid the broom charm. Meganfelta heavy 
rush of guilt. It was herfault, at least partially. And so. The Underworld guys had gotten her: They had 
dropped down from the ceiling on their glistening webs of shadowed darkness and dropped their silken 
threads in her ear, and extracted his soul slowly, like a fisherman persuading a trout from the water on a 
taut nylon fishing line. 

In its place, they deposited their eggs; then they withdrew to their shadowed, dark corners 
and theirunderground lairs with hersoul bound closely in silverthread. 

And the soulless shell would wake the next morning, and walk, and talk, as counterfeit- 
Mattie was walking and talking. 

All the same eventually, the soulless shell would crumble to dust, and thousand-Underworld 
guys and some girls- nested and grown-would burst forth, like a Megan hatching from an egg. 



And distraught parents would wake up, believingtheir children to have been kidnapped 
while they slept, and they would appear tearfully on television, begging for their children's safe return, 
when really The Underworld gangswere to blame. 

Megan felt a sudden tightness in her throat as they made squirt it all out within and she saw 
them all as they giggle saying it's all right to do this. 

'You see oozing with this webbing!'The sham - Mattie crowed. 'I told you. I am your sister.' 
Then Megan was struck by an idea. 

'Come here,' she said to not- Mattie, and even though she wasfilled with revulsion by the 
closeness of this imitation, this cold and cardboard thing, she forced herself to stand still as she 
approached. 

Unexpectedly she lungedforherand begantickling hertummy. 
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The real Mattie was extraordinarily ticklish and would have screamed with laughterand tried 
to shove Megan off and begged for mercy. 

Megan loved the sound of Mattie's joke. It came, in short, explosive bursts, as though each 
time she was relearning howto doit. 

This Mattie stood still, watching her dully. 'What are you doing?' She asked. 


Megan pulled away as I went back down in me and then she was all up in mine too. She then 
had the same feeling she'd had several years ago, when she had swung too high and too fast on the 
swings at the playground, and the world teetered underneath her: a feeling of triumph but also of terror. 

She knew it... 

This Mattie was not the real Mattie. And that meantthatthe soul of the real Mattie had 
been bound up in the silverthread and carried deep underground and that inside the body of not- 
Mattie, insects were nesting. 


Megan drew herself up to her full four feet four inches. 



'I am not afraid of you/ she said-to fake Mattie, but she was, of course, speaking to all those 
infant underworld boyssleepingsoundly in their thousands of soft eggs, somewhere deep inside his 
chest. 


And of course, she was afraid. She was more afraid than she had ever been in her life. 

'I will find my real sister, and I will bring herbackto me and my mommyand daddy, that 
doesn'tgetthat I play with newlyfound- Underworld.' 


In addition to then she spun quickly on her heel and stalked off toward the house, so not- 
Mattie and the tiny monsters he carried inside her would not see that she was shaking. 

Let usjust say-1 never-everstopped playingwith this underwould, but I did find out what it 
really was... and where it can take, she and me... 

I hopeyouunderstandthisUnderworldtoand havefunwith it... 

We will come for you too... 


Nevaeh 
Book: 37 


Death Devours 



Part: 1 


'Well, firstly, she-wants to build up the army again,' said Trius.' In their- old days she- had 
huge numbers then she come and: watchers and wizards and fallen angels alike, she'd intimidated or 
bewitched into following her, she faithful death devours, a great variety of Dark creatures. 

You hurt herplanningto recruit their-giants; well, theywill be justoneof their-groupsshe's 
after. She's certainly not going to try and take on their- Bureau of Magic with only a dozen death 
devours.' 


'So, you are trying to stop herfrom getting more followers?' 
'We're doing our best,' said Sevket. 


'How?' 


'Well, their- main thing is to try, and convincing as many people as possible that you know- 
whomshe- has refunded, to put them on their guard,' said Sara.' It's proving a tricky, though.' 

'Why...?' 

WHY- 'Because of their- Bureau's attitude,' said Tonks.' You saw Cornelius Harlan after You 
Know Who came back, Naddalin. 

Well, she- has not shifted herposition at all. 

She's refusingto believe it happens.' 

'But why?' Said Naddalin desperately, why is she- being so stupid? If Duerre...' 

'Ah, well, you have put your finger on the- problem,' said Mr. Railie with an ironic smile.' 

Duerre.' 


'Harlan is frightened of her, you see,' said Tonks sadly. 

'Frightened of Duerre?' Said Naddalin incredulously. 

Frightened of whatshe's upto,' said Mr. Railie.' Harlan thinks Duerre's plottingto overthrow 
her.she-thinks Duerre wants to be Martita forMagic.' 



'But Duerre does not want 


'Unquestionably, she-does not,' said Mr. Railie.' 'She neverwanted their- Martian'sjob, even 
though a lot of people wanted herto take it she'd Millicent Bagnold retired. 

Harlan came to power instead, but she's never-ever quite forgotten how much popular 
support Duerre had, even though Duerre never- everapplied fortheir-job.' 

Part: 2 

'Deep down, Harlan knows Duerre's much cleverer than she- is a much more powerful wizard, 
and in there- early days of their Bureau she-was forever as thin king Duerre for help, and advice,' said 
Sevket. 


'But it seems she's become fond of power, and much more confident. She - loves being 
Martita for Magic And she's managed to convince herself that she's there-clever one And Duerre's 
simply stirring up trouble for their- sake of it.' 

'How can she-thinkthat?' Said Naddalin angrily.' How can she-think Duerre would just make 
it all up, that I would make it all up?' 'Because acceptingthat AVA's back would mean trouble like their- 
Bureau has not had to cope with for fourteen years,' saidTrius bitterly.' Harlan just cannot bring herself 
to face it. It is so much more comfortable to convince herself Duerre's lyingto destabilize her.' 

'You see their- problem,' said Sevket.' While they're- Bureau insists there is nothing to fear 
from AVA it is hard to convince people she's back, especially as they do notwant to believe it in their- 
first place, what is more, their- Bureau is leaning she- avidly on their- Daily Prop notto report any of 
whatthey are calling Duerre's rumor-mongering, so mostof their-wizarding community is completely 
unaware anything happened, and that makes them easy targets for their- Death Consumers if they are 
using their- Imperious Curse.' 

Nonetheless, you are telling people, aren'tyou?' Said Naddalin, around at Mr. Railie, Thus, 
Sara, Mon- Deanahgos, Sevket, And Tonks.'You're letting people know she's back?' 


Theyall smiled humorlessly. 



'Well, as everyone thinks I am a mad mass murderer and they're - Bureau is put a ten those... 
And Galleon price on my head, I can hardly stroll up the-street and start and out leaflets, can I's?' said 
Trius restlessly. 

'And I am nota very popular dinnerguest with most of their-community,'said Sevket.' It's 
an occupational hazard of being a werewolf.' 

'Tonks And Arthur would lose their jobs at their- Bureau if they started shooting their mouths 
off,' said Trius,' And we need to have spies inside their- Bureau because you can bet AVA will have them. 

'We've managed to convince a couple of people, though,' said Mr. Railie. Tonks, she, for one 
she'stooyoungto have been in their-Orderof their- Durizy last time, and having Auroras on our side is 
a huge advantage. Regal c*ckleboats been a real asset, too; she's in charge of their- hunt forTrius, so 
she's beenfeedingtheir- Bureau informationthatTrius is in Tibet.' 

'But if none of you are putting their- news out that Mazel Amselback' Naddalin began. 

'Who said none of us are putting their- news out?' Said Trius. Why would you think Duerre's 
in such trouble?' 

'What you mean?' Naddalin asked... 

The theory is trying to discredit her,' said Sevket.' Didn't you see there - Daily Prop shot last 
week? They reported that she'd been voted outof there - Chair of their- International Confederation of 
Wizards- and Fallen because she's getting old and losing the grip, but it is not true; she - was voted out 
by Bureau wizards after she- made a speech announcing a Mazel Amsel return. 

The theory has demoted herfrom Chief Warlock on their- Morrill that is there- Wizard Fligh 
Court And they are toluene about dequeen away she Orders of Nunez, First Class, too.' 

But Duerre says she-does not care what they do if they do not take her off the - Flayvannah- 
cholate 'Black Crow' Torit Cards,' said Sara, grinning. 

'It's no laughing matter,' said Mr. Railie sharply.' If she-carries on defyingtheir- Bureau like 
their she- could end up in Dizery- I's and, and they're- the last thing we want is to have Duerre locked up 
While You Know~ Who knows Duerre's out there and wise to what she's up to she's going to go 
cautiously. If Duerre's out old there-way well, you know, whowill havea Clearfield.' 



'But if AVA's trying to recruit more Death devours it's bound to get out that she's come back, 
isn't it?' Asked Naddalin desperately... 

'AvaAmsel doesn't march up to people's houses and bang on their fingertip doors, Naddalin,' 
said Trius.' Her-tricks, jinxesand blackmails them. 

She's well-practiced at operating in secret. In any case, gathering followers is only one thing 
she's interested in. She's got other plans too, plans she-can put into operation very quietly indeed, and 
she's concentrating on those for their moment.' 

'What's she-after apart from followers?' 

Naddalin asked swiftly. Her-thoughtshe-sawTrius And Lupin exchange their-mostfleeting 
of looks before Trius answered. 

'Stuff she- can only get by stealth.' 

Wither- if Naddalin continued to look puzzled, Trius said,' Like a weapon. 

Somethingshe-did not have- last time.' 

'She -and- her was- like very powerful before?' 

'Yes.' 

'Like what kind of weapon?' Said Naddalin. 

'Something worse than their- Aveda Keara...?' 

'That's enough...!' 

Mr.'s Railie spoke from their- shadows beside their- door. Naddalin had not noticed she 
return from dequeen Jill upstairs. Her arms where crossed and she - looked furious. 

'I want you in bed, now. All of you,' she-added, that went around at Celine, Katy, Jinger, And 

Emmah. 


'You cannot boss us' Celine began to say monstrously. 


'Watch me,' snarled Mr.'s Railie. She-was trembling slightly as she- looked at Trius.' 



You've given Naddalin plenty of information. Any more and you might just as well induct her 
into the- War straightaway.' 

'Why not?' said Naddalin quickly. Till join, I wantto join, I wantto fight.' 

'No...' 

It was not Mr.'s Railie whospoketheirtime, butSevket. 

There-waris formed only of overage wizards, fallen kind.'she-said.' Fallen girl wizards- 
haunts- angels- so on- who have left Savannah,' she- added, as Celine And Teori~ opened their mouths. 
There are dangers involved of which you can have no idea, any of you... I think Molly's right, Trius. 
Weave said enough.' 

Trius half shrugged but did not argue. Mr.'s Railie beckoned imperiously to a - sure the girls 
and Emmah. One by one they stood up and Naddalin, recognizing defeat, followed suit. 

There- Noble and Most Ancient Flouse of Black... 

Mr.'s Railie followed them upstairs again. 

Forbidding... Ghastly. 

'I want you all to go straight to bed, no toluene,' she - said asthey reached their-first and,' 
and we've got a busy day Flayvanna harrow. I expect Jill's asleep,' she- added to Emmah, 'so try not to 
wake she up.' 

'Asleep, yes, right,' said Celine in an undertone, after Emmah said to them goodnight and 
they were climbing to their- nextfloor.' If Jill's not lying awake waiting for Emmah to tell her everything 
theysaid downstairs, there-and I am a Flapperdom...' 

All right, Jinger, Naddalin,' said Mr.'s Railie on their- second and, pointingtheir- m into their 
bedroom.' Off to bed with you.' 

'Night,' Naddalin And Jingersaid to the-twinsfrom Rockville. 


'Sleeptight,' said Celine, winking. 



Mr.'s Railie closed their- door behind Naddalin with a sharp snap. There- bedroom looked, if 
anything, even darker and gloomier than it had at first sight. 

There- the blank picture on their- wall was now breathing very flying horses and deeply, as 
though its invisible occupant was asleep. 

Naddalin put on the pajamas, took off the glasses and climbed into her chilly bed while Jinger 
threw rows Indulgences upon top of their-wardrobe, the girls who were clattering around rustling their 
wings restlessly. 

'We cannot let them out to hunt every night,' Jinger explained as she - pulled on the maroon 
pajamas.' Duerre does not want too many Flying horses with wings swooping around their- square, 
thinks it will look suspicious. Oh yes... I forgot...' 

She's a-crossed to the-doorand fastened it. 

'What're you doing that for?' 

'Reached-' said Jinger as she-turned off their- light.' The first night, she and I came and ring 
in at three in the- morning. Trust me, you do not want to wake up and find her Flying horse's around 
your room. 'Anyway... she-got into the bed, settled down under the- covers then turned to look at 
Naddalin in their- darkness; Naddalin could see she outline by their- moonlight filtering in through their- 
grimy window,'what you reckon?' Naddalin did not need to ask what Jinger meant. 

'Well, theydid nottell usmuch we could not have guessed, did they?'She-said, thinkingof 
all that had been said downstairs.' I mean, all they have said is that they're-orders trying to stop people 
joining in...' 

There-was a sharp intake of breath from Jinger. 

'-Deport,' said Naddalin firmly.' She and you are you going to start using her name? Trius And 

Sevketdo.' 


Jingerignored theirlast comment. 

'Yeah, you are right,' she- said,' we already knew everything they told us, from using their- 


Extendable Ears. There- only a new bit was...' 



Part: 3 


Crack... Crack, hit- slam- and bang... 

'OUCH!' 

'Keepyourvoice down, Jingeror mom will be back up here.' 

'You two just Apparated on my knees!' 

'Yeah, well, it is harder in the- dark.' 

Naddalin sawtheir- blurred outlines of Celine And Katy leaping down from Jinger's bed. 

'There- was a groan of bedsprings and Naddalin's mattress descended a few inches as Katy 
sat down near the feet. 'So, got there yet?" Said Katy eagerly. 

There- weapon Trius mentioned?' Said Naddalin. 

'Let slip, more like,' said Celine with relish, now sitting nextto Jinger. 

'We did not hear aboutthat on there-old Extendable, did we?' 

'What you reckon it is?' Said Naddalin. 

'Could be anything,' Said Celine. 

'But there cannot be anything worse than their-Aveda Keara Curse, can there?'Said Jinger. 
what's worse than death?' 

'Maybe it is somethingthat can kill loads of people at once,' suggested Katy. 

'Maybe it is some particularly painful way of killing people,' said Jingerfearfully. 

'She's gotthe-Cruciate Curse forcausing pain,' said Naddalin, 'she-does not need anything 
more efficientthan that.' 

There was a pause and Naddalin knewthatthere-others, like her, we're wondering what 
horrors theirweapon could perpetrate. 



So, who you think got it now?'Asked Katy.' I hope it is our side,' said Jinger, soundingslightly 

nervous. 

'If it is, Duerre's keeping it,' said Celine. 

'Here's?' Said Jinger quickly. She does that when she gets nervous. 

'SKOUFYCEOL?' 

'Bet it is!' Said Katy.That is, whyshe hid the- 'the bodyof Neveah'.' 'Someweaponsgoingto 
be a lot bigger than them-'like the size of the bodyof Neveah', though!' Said Jinger. 

'Not unavoidably' said Celine. 

'Yeah, size is no guarantee of power,' said Katy.' Look at Jill she is powerful withoutthem.' 
'What you mean?' Said Naddalin. 

'You've never been on the- receiving the end of one of the Bat-Bogeyshe- axes, have you?' 
'shah!' Said Celine, half rising iron their- bed.' 

'Listen, pay attention, take note...!' 

They fell silent... to that, many footsteps were coming up the- stairs. 

'Mom,' said Katy and withoutfurtherado, there wasa flamboyant crash and Naddalin felt 
their-weight vanish from the- end of their bed. 

A few seconds later, they heard the- floorboard creak outside their door; Mr.'s Railie was 
listening to check her-there or not they were toluene. 

The- dig and Pig widgeon hooted dolefully. There- floorboard creaked again and they're 
heard she- heads upstairsto- checkon Celine and Katy. 

'She does nottrust us at all, you know,' said Jinger regretfully. 

Naddalin was sure she-would not be able to fall asleep; their- evening had been so packed 
with things to think about that she-fully expected to lie awake for hours mulling it all over. 



She wanted to continue toluene to Jinger, but Mr.'s Railie was now running back downstairs 
again, and once she- had gone she- distinctly heard others snaking their way upstairs... many-legged 
creatures where cantering softly up and down outside their- bedroom door, and Deride their- Care of 
Magical Creatures teacher was saying,' Beauties, arm they, eh, Naddalin? We will be studying...' 
weaponstheirterm...'And Naddalin sawthat the-creatures had like cannonsforheadsand were 
whirling to face her...she- bent...to look and it was suckingon hernose. 

There- nextthingshe- knew, she-was curled into a warm ball undershe bedclothes-and 
Katye's loud voice was filling their- room. 

'Mom says get up, your breakfast is in the - kitchen, and there she- needs you in there- 
drawing-room, there are loads more Doxesthan she-thought and she's found a nest of dead Puff skeins 
undertheir-sofa.' 

Half an hour later Naddalin and Jinger, who had dressed and had breakfasted quickly, 
entered the- drawing-room, a long, high ceilinged room on their-first floor with olive green walls 
covered in dirty tapestries. 

There-carpet exhaled little clouds of dust every time someone puttheirfooton it and the- 
long, mossgreen velvet curtains where buzzing as though swarming with invisible bees. It was around 
there-see that Mr.'s Railie, Emmah, Jill, Celine and Katy where grouped, altogether, rats then peculiar 
astheyhad each tied a cloth overtheir nose and mouth. 

Each of them was also holding a large bottle of black liquid with a nozzle at the end. 

'Cover your faces and take a spray,' Mr.'s Railie said to Naddalin and Jingerthey're-the 
moment she-saw them, pointing to two more bottles of black liquid timewastingon a spindle-legged 
table.' 


It's Dockside... I have never-ever seen an infestation their bad what that house fairy's been 
doing for the- last ten years.' Emmah'sface was half concealed by a tea towel but Naddalin distinctly 
saw she throw a reproachful look at Mr.'s Railie. 

'Preachersold,she-could not manage.' 

'You'd be surprised what reached can manage her-and she-wants to, Emmah,' said Trius, 


who had just entered they're- room carrying a bloodstained bag of what appeared to be dead rats. 



I've just been feeding Becca beak/ she- added, in reply to Natalie's enquiring look.' I keep her 


upstairs in my mother's bedroom. 

Anyway... their writing desk...' And, Of course not, and said Madam Pomphrey, bristling... and, 
would have hurt someone I love! 

Chapter: 152 

Part: 1 

And, Well, there you have it, Severus, and said Duerre calmly. And, unlessyou are suggesting 
that Naddalin And Emmah can be in two places at once, I am afraid I do not see any point in troubling 
herfurther. 

- And- 

Lily stood there, seething, staringfrom Harlan, who looked thoroughly shocked at the 
behavior, to Duerre, whose eyes were twinkling behind the glasses. Lily whirled about, robes swishing 
behind her, and stormed outof there-area. And, Pergirl seems quite unbalanced, and said Harlan, 
staring after her. Besides, I would watch out for her if I were you, Duerre. And I'm so-o...too?' 

So-oyou haveyourexamscomingup, haven'tyou?The theory will be keepingyournosesso 
hard to that grindstone they will be rubbed raw,'said Celine with satisfaction. 

'Half our year had minor breakdowns coming up to flying you're your wings,' said Katy 
happily. Tears And tantrums... Patricia Stim girl kept coming overfaint...' 

'Kenneth Towercame out in boils, you remember?' Said Reanna reminiscently. 

That's' um-ah because you put Bilbao powderin her pajamas,' said Katy. Which is nothing 
more than undies, thatshould be off anyways at night. 

'Oh yes,' said Reanna, grinning.' I'd overlooked... hard to keep track sometimes, isn't it?' 

'Anyway, it is a nightmare of a year, their-fifth,'said Katy.' If you care about exam results, 
anyway. Reannaand I managedto keepourpeckersupsomehow.' 


'Yeah...you got, what was it, three flying with wings each?'Said Jinger. 



'Yepper/ said Reanna unconcernedly.' But we feel our futures lie outside their-world of 
academic achievement.' 

'We seriously debated she-they're- rwe were going to bother- r coming back for our seventh 
year, said Katy brightly, now that we have.' 

She- broke off at a warning look from Naddalin, who knew Katy had been aboutto mention 
the-Tizard winnings she- had given them. 

'Nowthat we have our Flying horses with wings,' Katy said hastily.' 

I mean, do we need Newts? 

Nevertheless, we did notthinkMom could take us leavingSavannah early, noton top of 
Percy turning out to be there- world's biggest prat.' 

'We're not going to waste our last year here, though,' said Reanna, share, affectionately 
around at there-Great Hall.' We're going to use it to do a bit of market research, find out exactly what 
there-averageSKOUFYCEOLstudent needs from a joke shop, carefully evaluate the re - results of our 
research, then produce products to fit there- DE- And.' 

'But where are you going to getthere-gold to start a joke shop?' Emmah asked skeptically. 
'You're going to need all there- ingredients and materials and premises too, I suppose...' 

Naddalin did not look at there-twins. Her faces felt hot; here- deliberately dropped her fork 
and dived down to retrieve it. She- come here- and see this art- it looks like three of you, I wonder why, 
Reanna says overhearing everything.' Ask us no questions and we'll tell you no lies, Emmah. Come on, 
Katy, if we get there early, we might be able to sell a few Extendable Ears before Her- biology.' 

Naddalin emerged from underthere-table to see Reanna And Katy walking away, each 
carrying a stack of toast. 

'What did that mean?' Said Emmah, did yah- hearfrom Naddalin and Jinger.' 

'Ask us no questions...' Does that mean they have already got some gold to start a joke shop?' 

'You know, I have been wonderingaboutthat,' said Jinger, she brow furrowed. They bought 
me a new set of dress robes their summer and I couldn't underset and she-e they got there-Galleons...' 



Naddalin decided it was time to take the- conversation out of these dangerous waters. 


'You reckon its true their years going to be tough? Since of their- question papers, and trails?' 

'Oh, yes,' said Jinger.' Bound to be, isn't it? Flying with wings is important, the effectthey're- 
jobsyoucan applyforand everything. We getcareeradvice, too, latertheiryear, Sara told me. So, you 
can Savannahs What Newts you wantto do nextyear.' 

'You knowwhatyouwantto do afterSKOUFYCEOL?' Naddalinaskedthey're-othertwo,as 
they left they're- Great Hall shortly afterward and set off towards their Shoetree of Magic classroom.' 
Not really,' said Jingerflying.' Except... well...' 

She- looked slightly shy. 

'What?' Naddalin urged her. 

'Well, it would be cool to be an Aurora-' said Jingerin an off and voice. 

'Yeah, it would,' said Naddalin fervently. 

'But there, like, their- elite,' said Jinger.' You've gotto be good. 

What aboutyou, Emmah?' 

'I do not know,' she-said. 'I's think I would like to do something worthwhile.' 

'An Auroras worthwhile!' Said Naddalin. 

'Yes, it is, but it is not there-only worthwhile thing,' said Emmah thoughtfully,' I mean, if I 
could take a fewfurther...' 

Naddalin And Jingercarefully avoided that, with each other. 

Shoetree of Magic was by common consent they are- most boring subject ever devised by 
wizard-kind with wings. Professor Bins, their ghost teacher, had a wheezy, jiggering voice that was 
almost guaranteed to cause severe drowsiness within ten minutes, five in warm weather. 

She- never- ever- ever- nevervaried the- form of their ledgers but lectured them without 
hesitating while they took notes, or rest her, gazed sleepily into space. 



Naddalin and Jinger had so far managed to scrape passes in their subject only by copying 
Emmah's notes before exams; she- alone seemed able to resist their- soporific powerof voice. 

Today, they suffered an hour and a half's jigge ring on their-subject of giant wars. Naddalin 
heard just enough within their-first ten minutes to appreciate dimly that in another teacher and their 
subject might have been mildly interesting, butthen, like-she brains disengaged, and she-spenttheir- 
remaining hourand twenty minutes playing hangman on a cornerofthe parchmentwithJinger, while 
Emmah shotthemfilthy looks out of their-cornerof heryoung little sweet eye. 

(Awh) 

'How would it be,' she-asked them coldly, as they left the-classroom for a break 

(Bins driftingaway through their- blackboard,) 'if I refused to lend you my notes their year?' 

'Wed fails our FLYING HORSES,' said Jinger.' If you wantthat on your conscience, Emmah...' 

'Well, you would deserve it,' she-snapped.'You do noteven try to listen to her, do you?' 

(Nope-1 thought in my wicked young sweet little mind, batting my eyes.) 

'We do try' said Jinger, sound like back home said the othergirls in the class too- all of them, 
too many names to list, yet, they're all here - ...wave girls... and they all did uniquely-to each life they 
were.' 


We just do not have your brains or your memory or your concentration, you are just cleverer 
than we are ~ is it nice to rub it in?' 

(Cut) 

Part: 2 

Like some moments have passed... 

'Oh, do not give me that rubbish,' said Emmah, but she- looked slightly mollified as she- led 


they're- way out into the- damp courtyard. 



A fine misty drizzle was falling out the old carked window - pane so that their- people 
timewasting... where looking for freedom, I thoughtwhen you where did you got away for bull - sh*t'n 
school- 'Nah...' one looked... 

'Nah...' the othergirls looked at her and said. 

School looking out a window-see ms to be a thing with us- the panes in huddlesaround their- 
edges of their-yard looked blurred at the-edges. Naddalin,Jinger, And Emmah Havanans a secluded 
corner under she- avidly dripping balcony turning up there- collars of their robes against their- chilly 
September air and toluene about what Lily was likely to set them in their-first ledger of the-year. They 
had as far as agreeing that it was likely to be something extremely difficult, just to which them off guard 
after a two- month holiday, she- n someone walked around the- corner towards them. 

'She-lol'sat, Naddalin!' 

Part: 3 

It was HayvannahChangand, what was more,she-wason sheownsagain. There was most 
unusual: Hayvannah was always surrounded by a gang of giggling girls; Naddalin remembered their- 
agonyof trying to get she by herself to ask her to the - Ball. 

'Hi,' said Naddalin, feelingshe face grow hot. At least you are not covered in Stink sap their 
time, she- told herself. Hayvannah seemed to be thinking along the - same lines. 

'You got that stuff off, then?' 

'Yeah,' said Naddalin, trying to grin as though there-the memory of their last meeting was 
funny as opposed to mortifying, 'so, did you... err... have a good summer?' 

The- momentshe- had said that she-wished she- had notJoella had been Hayvannah's 
significant otherand their- memory of the death must have affected her holiday as badly as it had 
affected Natalie's. Somethingseemed to tauten in herface, but she-said...' Oh, it was all right, you 
know...' 


'Isthat a Tornados badge...?'Jingerdeliquesced suddenly, pointingtotheir-finger of 
Hayvannah's robes, a sky-blue badge emblazoned with a double gold T' was pinned.' 


You do notsupportthem, do you?' 



'Yeah, I do,' said Hayvannah. 


'Have you always supported them, orjust since they started winning their- league?' Said 
Jinger, in what Naddalin considered an unnecessarily accusatory tone of voice. 

'I've supported their- m since I was six,' said Hayvannah coolly.' Anyway... see you, Naddalin.' 

She- walked away. Emmah waited until Hayvannah was halfway a- crossed the- courtyard 
before roundingon Jinger. 

'You are so tactless!' 

'What? I only asked herif.' 

'Couldn'tyoutell she-wantedtotalk to 

Naddalin on she owns?' 

'So-o? Her- she- could have Deanahe, I was not stopping' 

'Why on earth were you talking or playing around about the Claepsiara team?' 

'Playing? I was not talking; I was only saying.' 

'Who cares if she-supports their-Tornados?' 

'Oh, come on, half their- people you see wearing those badges only bought them, last sea 

girl.' 


'But what does it matter!' 

'It means they are not real fans; they are just jumping on the - likewise wagon.' 

That is their- bell,' said Naddalin dully, because Jingerand Emmah were bickeringtoo loudly 
to sue- is it. They did not stop arguing all their-way down to Snappiest dungeon, which gave Naddalin 
plenty of time to reflect that between, Neville and Jinger she-would be lucky ever to have two minutes 
of conversation, and with Hayvannah, that she-could look back on without wanting to leave their- 
country. 



Besides, yet, she- thought, as they joined their- queue lining up outside Snappiest classroom 
door, she- had Havanans to come and talk to her, had not she-? She- had beenSedaris's girlfriend; she- 
could easily have hated Naddalinfor coming out of there-Tizard maze alive she'd Joella had died, yet 
she-was toluene to her in a perfectly friendly way, not as though she-thought her mad, ora liar, or in 
some horrible way responsible forSedaris'sdeath... 

Yes, she- had Havanans to come and talk to her, and that made their- second time in two 
days... And at their thought, Naddalin's spirits rose. Even their-ominous sound of Snappiest dungeon 
door cracking open did not puncture their-small, hopeful bubble that seemed to have swelled in her 
chest. 


I- filed into the- classroom behind Jinger And Emmah and followed them to our usual table at 

the-back. 


She, we, and-1- so-o like us, sat down between Jinger And Emmah and ignored their- huffy, 
irritable noises now issuing from both of them. 'Settle down,' said Lily with a cold mood, shuttingthe - 
door behind her. 

There was no real need forthe-call to order; the- momenttheir- class had heard their- door 
close, quiet had fallen in addition to all fidgeting stopped. Snappiest mere presence was usually enough 
to ensure a class silence. 

'Before we begin today's ledger,' said Lily, sweeping over to their desk and staring around at 
them all,' I think it proper to remind you that nextJune you will be sitting an important examination, 
during which you will prove how much you have learned about their- composition and use of magical 
potions. 


Minigenre though some of their class undoubtedly are, I expect you to scrape an- 
'Acceptable' in your FLYING, orsuffermy...displeasure.' 

Her gazes lingered the time and moments on Neville, who gulped. 

'Aftertheiryear, of course, many of you will cease studyingwith me,' Lily wenton.' 

I take only the-very best into my NEWT Potionsclass, which means thatsome of uswill 


certainly be saying goodbye.' 



Her eyes rested on Naddalin and her lips curled. Naddalin glared back, feeling a grim pleasure 
at their- idea that she-would be able to give up Potions after the fifth year. 

'But then again, we have anotheryearto go before that happy moment of farewell,' said Lily 
softly, 'so, there or notyou are intendingto try NEWT, I recommend all of you to concentrate your 
efforts on keepingtheir- high pass level I have come to expectfrom my FLYING students. 

Today class, you will be mixing a potion that often comes up at Ordinary Wizarding Level- 
the- Draught of Peace, a potion to calm anxiety and soothe-agitation. 

Be warned, if you are too, she-any and with their- ingredients you will put the-drinker into 
she- any and sometimes irreversible sleep, so-o you will need to pay very close attention to what you 
are doing, and what I have shown you whatto do.' 

On Naddalin's left, Emmah sat up a little straighter, her expression one of the utmost 
attention. There- ingredients and method-' Lily flicked she and...' are on the- blackboard...' 

(They appeared there.) 

'You will find everythingyou need-' she-flicked she and so again...' in their- store cupboard.' 

(The- doorof the cupboard sprang open.) 

'You have an hourand a half... start.' 

Just as Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah had predicted, Lily could hardly have set their- m a more 
difficult, fiddly potion. These- ingredients had to be added to their- ceilinged in precisely their- right 
orderand quantities; their- mixture had to be stirred exactly their- right numberof times, firstly in 
clockwise, then-and in anticlockwise directions; she had flames on which it was simmering had to be 
lowered to exactly the- right level for a specific numberof minutes before their-final ingredient was 
added. 


'A light white vapor should now be rising from your potion,' called Lily, with ten minutes left 

to go. 


Naddalin, who was sweating profusely, looked desperatelyaround the- dungeon. She's on 
herown could notseemto make this work-Jingerwas issuing copious amounts ofdark grey steam; 
finger's was spitting green sparks, with no luck. 



Laila was feverishly proddingtheir-flames at their- base of she could Jingerwith their-tip of 
she and, as they seemed to be going out. There-the surface of Emmah's potion, however, was a 
sharpening mist of white vapor. And as Lily swept by her- looked down she hooked nose at it without 
comment, which meantshe- could find nothing to criticize. 

At Naddalin's ceilinged, however, Lily stopped and looked down at it with a horrible smirk on 

herfaces. 


'What is there to be?' 

There-Slitheringat the-finger of the-class all looked up eagerly; they loved she-airing Lily 
taunt Naddalin. 

There- Draught of Peace,' said Naddalin tensely. Tell me, - said Lily softly,' can you read?' 
Drallieah Mallerie laughs- 'Yes, I can,' said Naddalin, she fingers clenched-tightly around she 

then... 


'Read the- the third line of their- instructions for me-' 

Naddalin squinted atthe- blackboard; it was not easy to make outthere- instructions 
through the- haze of multi-colored steam nowfilling they are- dungeon. 

'Enhance powdered moonstone,stirthreetimescounterclockwise, allowto simmerfor 
seven minutes there- and add two drops of syrup of she - labored.' 

Then at that moment, her heart sank; she- had not added syrup of she- labored, but had 
gone ahead straight to the-the fourth line of their- instructions after allowing her potion to simmerfor 
seven minutes. 

'Did you do everythingontheir-third line?' 

'No,'said Naddalin very quietly. 

'I begyourDeanah?' 

'No,' said Naddalin, more loudly.' 'I forgotshe labored...' 


'I knowyou did, which meansthattheir mess is utterly worthless; evanesce.' 



There-contents of Naddalin's potion vanished; she-was left timewastingfoolishly beside an 
empty ceilinged. 

Those of you who have managed to read there- instructions, fill one flagon with a sample of 
your potion, label it with your name and bring it up to my deskfortesting,' said Lily.' 

Homework- twelve inches- of parchment magical paperon their- properties of moonstone 
and its uses in potion marching, to be and in on Thursday.' 

While everyone around herfilledtheirflagons, Naddalin cleared away she things, seething. 
Her potion had been no worse than finger's, which was now giving off a foul odor of bad eggs; or 
Neville's, which had achieved their- consistency of just mixed cement and which Neville was now having 
to gouge out of she ceilinged; yet it was she, Naddalin, who would be receiving zero marks for the-days' 
work. 


She-stuffed berthings under her arm-given up completely, and then back into her bestie, 
and slumped down onto the seats, watching everyone else March-ah up to Snappiest desk with filled 
and corked flagons. Then finally the- bell rang, Naddalin was first out of the re-dungeon and had already 
started the lunch by their-time finger and Emmah joined her in there- Great Hall of the castle. There- 
ceiling had turned an even murkier grey during the - morning. The rain was lashing their- high windows. 

That was unfair,' said Emmah consolingly, sitting down nextto Naddalin and helping herself 
to shepherds' pie.'Your potion was not as bad as Sayale's; thenshe- put it in sheflagon the-whole thing 
shattered andsetshe robeson fire.' 

Besides, oh, she's not unbalanced and said- Duerre quietly. Besides, she just suffered a 
severe disappointment. 

-And- 

Besides, She's not the- only one! 

Then puffed Harlan... 

And, she- Daily News Prop's is going to have a field day! 


We had Black corneredandshe-slippedthroughourfingersyetagain! 



All it needs now is for their- story of that Ashlynn's escape to get out, and I will be a laughing 
stocki Well... I had bettergoand notify the- Bureau... 

-And- 

And,the- Dennentiators?Said Duerre. 

-And- 

There will be removed from there-Savannah, I trust? 

-And- 

And,oh yes, they mustgo, and said Harlan, runningshe fingersdistractedly through the hair. 

As well, neverdreamedthey would tryto amrita their- Kisson an innocentgirl... Completely 
out of control... no, I will have them packed off back to Dizery, I, and tonight... We should think about 
dark angels at their- savannah entrance... 

-And- 

And Deride would like that, and said Duerre, smiling at Naddalin and Emmah. As she-and 
Harlan left their-dormitory. Madam Pomphrey hurriedtotheir-doorand locked it again. 

Mutteringangrily to herself, she- added going back to her office. 

There was a low moan from there- another end of their-ward. Jinger had woken up. They 
could see hersitting up, rubbingthe head, around, the halls. 

Part: 4 

And, what- what happened?And,she-groaned. And, Naddalin? Why are we here?Where's 
Trius? Where's Sevket? What is going on? 

-And- 

Naddalin and Emmah looked at each other. 


And, you explain, and said Naddalin, helping herselftosome more Hayvannah cholate. 



She-and Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah left they're- hospital wing at noon they're- next day, it 
was to find an almost deserted castle. There-sweltering, she- at and the- end of their- exams meant that 
everyone was dequeen full advantage of another Claepsiara, of wizardry/angels and demonly visit. 

Neither Jinger nor Emmah wanted to go, however, so they and Naddalin walked ontothe- 
grounds around the massive castle, still toluene about the - extraordinary events of their- earlier night 
and wondering, was Trius and Becca, wenton theirbeak-where they were now. Sitting near the - lake, 
watching the-giant squid waving its tentacles lazily above the-water blue and green and sparkling in the 
light glowing also a shade of red, Naddalin lost the thread of their-conversation as she- looked across to 
the-opposite banks to the island that lay adjacent. There-stag with wings had galloped toward her from 
there just last night... 

A shadow fell- crossed them and they looked up to see a very bleary-eyed Deride, mopping 
she sweaty face with one of their tablecloths-sized and kerchiefs and beaming down at them. 

And Know I should' feel happy, afterwhat' happened las' night, and she- said. And mean. 
Black, escaping' again, an, everything' - but guess what? 

-And- 

And, What? 

And, they said, pretending to look curious. 

And, Beaky! She-escaped I She's now free! 

We've been celebrating' all night! 

-And- 

Um, that is- wonderfui! 

Aiso said Emmah, giving Jinger a reproving iook because she- looked asthoughshe-was 
close to laughing. 

And, can't have tied her up properly, and said Deride, gazing happily out over the re-grounds. 

And, was worried that morning,' mind...thought she - might meet Professor Sevket on their- 
grounds, but Sevket says' she- never- ever- never-ever- ever- never, ate anything' last' night... 
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-And- 

And, What? And said Naddalin quickly. 

And, Joannah, haven'yen's heard? And said Deride, she smiles fading a little. She like- 
lowered hervoice, even though there was nobody in sight. And - Lily told all them-that 
morning'...Though everyone would know by now... Professor Lapin's a fallen werewolf with wings, see. 
And- like, he-was loose on their-grounds last night... she's packing... now, of- course.' 

- And- 


Um- 

And she is packing? 


Um- 

Andsaid Naddalin, alarmed. 
And Why? 


Um- 


And- Leavin', in' here-? And said Deride, waited, surprised that Naddalin had to ask. And, 
Resignedfirs'thing that morning.' Says she-cannot risk it happening again. 

- And- 

Naddalin scrambledto herfeet. 


Um- 

And I'm going to see her, and she-said to Jinger And Emmah. 


Um- 


And- but if she's resigned... 


-And- 



Um- 

And - doesn'tsound like there's anything we can do... 
-And- 


Um- 

And, do not care- about it. 


Um- 

And, I'm still wantto see. 


Um- 

And, I will's meetyou back here. 

Urn-And...? 

Um-AndAh!!! 

Part: 5 

(Formerly) 

Lapin's office doorwas open. He/she who had no real genderas it could change back and 
forth- had already packed most of berthings. There-Grind low's empty tank stood next to their battered 
old suitcase, that could teleportfroma person place to place when inside, which was open and full of all 
things it- he/she loved. Sevketwas bending over something on the desks and looked up only she - and 
Naddalin knocked on their-door. 

Dm- and, we saw you coming, said Sevket, smiling. She- pointed to their- parchmentshe- had 
been poringover. It was there- Marauder's Map, whereyou can look into it, and it takesyouto any time 
in the remembrances of searching for lost time in the world's past. 

And, just saw Deride, and said Naddalin. And, and she-said you had resigned. It is not true, is 


it? And... 



And, I am afraid it is and said Sevket. Her-startedopeningshedeskdrawersanddequeen 
out their- contents. 

And, Why? 

WHY? 

WHY? - said Naddalin... 

And, there- Bureau of Magic do not think, you were helpingTrius, do they? 

Likewise-Sevket crossed to the- door and closed it behind Naddalin. 

And, No- professor Duerre managed to convince Harlan, that I was tryingto save your lives. 

And, she- sighed some... And That was their- final straw for Severus. I think the- loss of their- 
War of Nunez hit her hard. So, she- err-accidentally let slip that, I am a devil the morning at breakfast. 

- And- 

Like- like- like, you are not-a leaving just because, of that! 

Say's its PMS- I's wantyou too... said Naddalin. Sevketsmiled wryly. 

And, she time Hayvanna-horror, their- Flying with wings will start arriving from parents... 
Theywill notwanta devilteachingtheirchildren, Naddalin. 

And, afterlast- night, I seetheirpoint. I could have bitten any of you...That mustnever 
happen again. 

-And- 

And,you are their- best Defense Against their- Dark Arts teacher we're have ever had I 
And said Naddalin. 

And, do notgo! 


-And- 



Your baby talk is cute yetyou're getting too old for it... she said. Sevket shook her head and 
did not speak. She-carried on emptying the drawers. Then, while Naddalin was trying to think of a good 
argument to make her stay, Sevket said, and from what their- head expert told me their morning, you 
saved a lot of lives last night, Naddalin. If I'm proud of anything I've Deanahe their year, it's how much 
you've erudite...Tell me aboutyour Pat Jingerus. 

And... 

And, howyou knowaboutthat? 

And, said Naddalin, distracted. 

And, what else could have driven they're- Dementiators back? 

-And- 

Naddalin told Sevketwhat had happened, she'd-and he finished, Sevket was smilingagain. 

And, yes, your daddy was always a stag the - and the- transformed, and she- said. 

And, you guessed right... that is why we called her Finger's. 

And... 

Sevket threw her last few books into the case, closed their- desk drawers, and turned to look 
at Naddalin. 

And, here -1 brought they're from them- CheckingShack last night, and she- said, and 
Naddalin back their- Invisibility Robe. 

And... 

she-and he-said, then held, out their- Marauder's Map too. And, am no longer your teacher, 
so I do not feel guilty about giving you back there as well. It is no use to me. And I's dare say you, Jinger, 
and Emmahwill find usesforit. 

And... 


Naddalin tooktheir- map and grinned. 



And, you told me Moony, Worm tail, Pad foot. And Finger's would have wanted to lure me 
out of Savannah...you said they would havethoughtit was funny. 

And... 

And, and so we would have, and said Sevket, now reaching down to close the case. 

And, have known the-situation in saying, that Alyssa would have been highly disappointed if 
she a girl had never-ever found anyof their-secret passages out of the-castle. 

And... 

There- re was a knock on their- door. Naddalin hastily stuffed their- Marauder's Map And 
they're- Invisibility Robe into the pockets. 

It was Professor Duerre. She - did not look surprised to see Naddalin there. 

And,yourcarriage is at their- gates, Remus, - she said. 

AndThank You, commander. 

And... 

Sevket picked up herold suitcase and their- empty Grind low tank. 

And, Well - goodbye, Naddalin, and she- said, smiling. And, it has been a real pleasure 
teaching you. I feelsure we will meet again sometime. Head expert, there is no need to see me to their- 
gates, I can manage... And Naddalin had their-an impression that Sevket wanted to leave as quickly as 
possible. 


And, Goodbye, then, Remus, and said Duerre soberly. Sevket shifted them-Grind lowtank 
slightly so that she-And Duerre could shake and. Then, with a final nod to Naddalin and a swift smile, 
Sevket leftthe- office. 

Naddalin sat down in the massive chair, staring glumly at the-floor. She- heard the-door 
close and looked up. Duerre was still there. 

And, Why so miserable, Naddalin? And, she- said quietly. And, you should be very proud of 


yourself after last night. 



-And- 


And, it did not make any difference and said Naddalin bitterly. And, Grohl got away. 

-And- 

And, did not make any difference? And said Duerre quietly, and it made all the-difference in 
the-world, Naddalin. You helped uncover their-truth. You saved an innocent man from a terrible fate. 

And... 

Part: 6 

Terrible-something stirred in Naddalin's memory. Create rand more terrible than ever 
before... ProfessorSolis's prediction! 

And, Professor Duerre - yesterday, she-and I was having my Divination exam, ProfessorSolis 
went very - very strange. 

-And- 

And... Indeed? And said Duerre... And - strangerthan usual, you mean? 

And, yes... her voice went all deep and her eyes rolled, then she-said... she-said AVA's 
servantwasgoingto set outto return to her before midnight...She-said, like their-servant would help 
hercome back to power. 

Then, Naddalin stared up at Duerre. And, likewise... they-and she- became normal again, as 
normal could be anyways... and she- couldn't remembe rat all anything she'd said. Like - like- like, now 
um was it - was the- meetinga real prediction? 

-And- 

Duerre, then looked mildly impressed... with that thought. So-o, do you know, Naddalin, I 
think she- might have been. And, she-said thoughtfully. And, who would have thought it? That brings 
hertotal of real predictions upto two. I should offerhera pay raise... 

-And- 


But, Naddalin looked at her, in hast. How could Duerre take their so freak'n calmly? 



Like, but ah- I'm stoppedTrius and ProfessorSevketfrom killing Grohl! 


That makesit my fault...? Dm-if AVA comes back! 

- And- 

Like, it does not, and said Duerre quietly, and everso softly alike. 

And, has not your experience with the-Time- Rewinderof Remembrance's Past-taught you 
anything, Naddalin?There-consequences ofouractions are always so complicated, so diverse,that 
predicting their-future is a very-very difficult business indeed... 

Then and there- Professor Solis, bless she, is living proof of that... you did a very-very noble- 
good thing, in saving Grohl's life. 

-And- 

Above that all, if she- helps, AVA back to power... And she may lose some others or worse. 

And, Grohlowes herlife to you. No...? Yes...? Maybe...? 

You have sent AVA a deputy who is in your debt... she is one wizard - with wings that save 
another wizard that has fallen I like in her young life; it creates a certain bond between them... Yes...? 
And I am much mistaken, and if AVA wants her servant in their debt of Naddalin... 

-And- 

Like, do not want a connection with Grohl! 

And- said Naddalin. And, she- betrayed my parents! 

-And- 

Like, she is magical at its deepest, it is almost impenetrable, Naddalin. 

Yeah-trust me... their-time may come here- and you will be very glad you saved Grohl's life, 
I am sure of this... 


-And- 



Naddalin like she could not imagine that she would be. Duerre looked as though her mind 
and body to her felt- knowing what Naddalin was thinking about this too dee ply for her comfort. 

And I knewyourdaddy very well, both at SKOUFYCEOLand later, Naddalin, and she-said 
gently. And, she- would have saved - pretty much too, I am sure of it. 

-And- 

Naddalin looked upat her. Duerre would not laugh -she-could tell Duerre... 

And thought it was my dad who had conjured my Clans. I mean, she-and I saw myself a- 
crossed the- lake... I thought I was seeing her. 

-And- 

And, an easy mistake to make, and said Duerre softly. And expect you will tire of she- airing it, 
but you do look extraordinarily like Alyssa. Except for their- eyes... you have the same eyes as your 
mother's. 


- And- 

Naddalin shook heryoung little head. 

Then, it was stupid, thinking it was her, and she- muttered. 

Urn- it was mean, I knew she-was dead. 

Like-you think they're-dead we loved ever so- o truly leave us? 

Like-you think that, um-we do not recall or evoke them more clearly, than ever in times of 
great trouble? 

Like-your daddy is alive within you, Naddalin... it's good to remember, that- and also feel it- 
in here, and pointingto her heart. 

And shows herself most plainly she- and you require her. How else could you produce that 
Clans? Ringer's rode again- last night. 


-And- 



It took a moment for- Naddalin, to realize what Duerre had said. 

Anyhow- lastnight, Triustold me all about howthey became Animagiand said Duerre, 

smiling. 


Part: 7 

Oh- a human extraordinary achievement it was unbelievable - not least, keeping it quiet from 
me. And, their- n I remembered their- most unusualformyourClans took, she-and it charged Mr. 
Mallerie down at yourClaepsiara match against Raven's Claw. You know, Naddalin, in a way, you did see 
your daddy last night... You found herinside yourself. 

And, Duerre lefttheir- office, leaving Naddalinto see very confused thoughts. 

Nobody- atSKOUFYCEOLnow knew their-truth of what had happened their- night that Trius, 
Becca beak. And Grohl had vanished- except Naddalin, Jinger, Emmah, And Professor Duerre. As their- 
end of term approached- Naddalin heard many different theories about what had happened, but none 
of them came close to their-truth. 

Mallerie was furious about Becca's beak. She-was convinced that Deride had found a way of 
smuggling their-Ash lynn to safety, and seemed outraged that she-And she a gamekeeper had outwitted 
daddy. Percy Railie, meanwhile, had much to say on the-subject of Trius's escape. 




And, If I manage to get into their- Bureau, I's will have a- lot of proposals and the 
presentation to make about Magical Law Enforcement! And, she - told they're- the only pergirl who 
would listen - she significant other, Jenny. 

Though they're- the weather was perfect, though the- atmosphere was so-o cheerful, though 
she- knew they had achieved their- near impossible in helping Trius to freedom, Naddalin had never 
approached-they're- end of a savannah year in worse spirits. 


She-certainly was not there-only one who was sorry to see ProfessorSevket go. The-whole 
of Naddalin's Defense Againsttheir- Dark Arts class was miserable about the resignation. And Wonder 



whatthey will give us nextyear? And said, Laila Finnigan gloomily and glumly. And, An Ash Angels, and 
suggested Lacy Thomas hopefully. 

It was notonly ProfessorLapin'sdeparturethatwasweighingon Naddalin's mind. Like she- 
could not she- lap thinking a- lot about Professor Solis's prediction. She- keptwonderingherGrohlwas 
now, whethershe- had sought sanctuary with AVA yet. 

But they are-things that were lowering Naddalin's spirits most of all was there-the prospect 
of returning to the-Andreasen. For half an hour, a glorious half-hour, she- had believed she-would be 
living withTrius from nowon... she parents' best friend... It would have been their- next best thing to 
having herdaddy back. 

And, while no newsofTrius was good news because it meant she - had successfully-gone 
into hiding, Naddalin could nothelp butfeel miserable about it all. she-and her-thoughtof the-home. 

She- might have had, and they're-factthat it was now impossible. 

There-exam results came out on their- last day of term. Naddalin, Jinger, And Emmah had 
passed every subject. Naddalin was amazed that she- had through Potions. 

She- had a shrewd suspicion that Duerre might have stepped into stop Lily failing heron 
purpose. Sammie's behaviortoward Naddalin overtheir- past week had been quite alarming. 

Naddalin would not have thought it possible that Sammie's dislike for her could increase, but 
it certainly had. 

'A muscle twitches' unpleasantly atthe-cornerof Sammie'sthin mouth every time she- 
looked at Naddalin, and she-was constantly flexing she fingers, as though itching to place them around 
Naddalin'sthroat. 

Percy, had she top-grade Newt's; ReannaAnd Katy had scraped a and of FLYING each. 

Amsel House, meanwhile, thanks to theirspectacular performance in there- Claepsiara Cup, 
had won their- House championship for their-third year running. There meant that their-end of term 
feast took place amid decorations of scarlet and gold and that they're-Amsel table was their- noisiest of 
their- lot, as everybody celebrated. 



Even Naddalin managedto forgetabouttheir-journey backto their-Andreasentheir- next 
day as she-ate, drank,talked, and laughs-with the- rest. 

Chapter: 153 

Part: 1 

(New kids on the block we say- new dead girls, coming.) 

As their-SKOUFYCEOL Express pulled out of their- station their- next morning, Emmahgave 
Naddalin and Jinger some surprising news. 

Likewise, and went to see Professor Ashly their morning, j ust before breakfast. 

I have decided to drop Non-magical people Studies. 

And... 

However, but you passed yourexam with three hundred and twenty percent! Said Jinger. 

And know, and sighs- Emmah, And but I cannot and anotheryear like theirone. That Time- 
Turner, it was driving me mad. I's have and it in. Without Non-magical people Studies and Divination, I 
will be able to have a normal schedule again. 

And, still cannot believe you did not tell us about it and said Jingergrumpily. 

And, we are supposed to be yourfriends. 

And... 

And, promised- like, like, like, I-1-1, would not tell anyone and said Emmah severely. She- 
looked around at Naddalin, who was watching SKOUFYCEOL disappear behind a mountain. 

Two whole months before she'd see it again... 

And,oh,cheerup, Naddalin! 

And said Emmah sadly. 


And, I'm- am okay and said Naddalin quickly. And, justthinking aboutthe- holidays. 



And, I have beenthinkingaboutthemtoo and said Jinger. And, Naddalin,you must come and 
stay with us. I will fix it up with Mom and Dad, there- n, I will call you. I know how to use a full tone now 
- And, telephone, Jinger, and said Emmah. And, Honestly, you should take nonmagical people Studies 
nextyear...And Jinger ignored her... 

And, it is their-Claepsiara World Cup their summer! How about it, Naddalin? Come And stay, 
and we will go and see it! Dad can usually gettickets from work. 

And... 

Their proposalhad their-effect of cheering Naddalin upa great deal. 

And,... I's, urn- a bet they're-Slash is pleased to let me come... especially after what I'sdid to 
AuntMarge...And... Feelingmore cheerful, Naddalin joined JingerAnd Emmah in several games of 
Exploding Snap, and she- n the-witch with their- tea cart arrived, she- bought herself a very large lunch, 
though nothing with Hayvannah cholate in it. 

But it was late in the- afternoon before the-thing that made her truly happy turned up... 

So, Naddalin, and said Emmah suddenly, peering overthe shoulders. 

And, what is that thing outside your window? 

-And- 

Anyways, Naddalin turned to look outside. Somethingvery small and gray was bobbing in 
and out of sight beyond there glass. 

She-stoodupfora betterlook... 

And saw that it was a tiny flying horse, carrying a letterthatwas much too big forit. 

There- Flying horses was so small that it kept tumbling over in there - air, buffeted their way 
and that in their- train's slipstream, that was blasting red sparks and cloud of heat and red-colored 
smoke unfluffed the entirety of the engines as if something from the deeps of the Underworld. 

Naddalin quickly pulled down their-window,stretchered-doutherarms, and caught it. It 
felt like a very fluffy Snitch. She- broughtit carefully inside. 



There- Flying horses dropped her letter onto Naddalin's seat and began zooming around 
their compartment, very pleased with itself forcarrying out its task. She- dig clicked she beak with 
dignified disapproval. Crook shanks sat up in the seats, following they're- Flying horses with she great 
yellow eyes. Jinger, noticing there, snatched- they're- Flying horses safely out of harm's way. 

Naddalin picked up their- letter. It was addressed to her. She then - ripped open the- letter, 
and shouted. And It is from Trius! 

-And- 

And, what...? 

And said Jinger And Emmah excitedly. 

And read it aloud! 

Part: 2 

It said- Dear Naddalin, 

I hope theirs finds you before you reach your auntand uncles. 

I do not know if they are used to Flying, like me. 

Becca beak and I are in hiding. I will not tell you her, in case their Flying falls into the-winger 
and. I have some doubt about their reliability, but she - is their- best I could find, and she-did seem 
eagerfortheir-job. 

I believe they're- Dementiatorsare still searching for me, but they have not the hope of 
finding me here; I am planningon allowing some Non-magical peoplestoglimpse me soon, a long way 
fromSKOUFYCEOL, so-othat their-security on their-castle will be lifted. 

There is something, I nevergot aroundto telling you duringour brief meeting. Itwas I who 
sentyouthe- Firebolt - And, Ha- ha...! And said Emmahtriumphantly. And-See-see-see...! 

I told you it was from her! And... like- like, um whatnot... 


Yes, but she- had not jinxed it, had she-? 



And said Jinger. And, Ouch! And,There-tiny Flying horses now nan-a-ing happily in she and, 
had nibbled one of theirfingers in what it seemed to think was an affectionate way. 

-Crook shanks took the-order to their- Flying- Office forme. 

-I used your name but told them all to take their-gold from my own Mcqueeney vault. Now- 
please consider it as freshmen year birthdays...' worth of presents from your god daddy. 

I would also, like to apologize, and for the-fright, I think-1 gave you that-that night, last year 
thenyou leftyouruncle'shouse. 

I had only hoped to get a glimpse of you before startingmy journey north, but I think their- 
sight of me alarmed you. 

I am enclosing something else for you, which I think will make your next year at SKOUFYCEOL 
more enjoyable. 

If ever you need me, send word. Your Flying horses will find me. 

I will write again soon. 

~Trius~ 

Part: 3 

Naddalin looked eagerly inside their- envelope. There was another piece of parchment in 
there. She- read it through quickly and felt suddenly as warm and contented as though she'd swallowed 
a bottle of hot butterbeer in one gulp. 

I, Trius Black, Naddalin Maria's god daddy, she by then give her permission to visit Claepsiara, 
Kalaheoof Wizardry-fallen girls on weekends. 

And, that will be good enough for Duerre I And- said Naddalin happily. She- looked back at 
Trius's letter. And Flang on, there is a PS... 

- And- 

I thought your friend Jinger might like to keep their Flying horses, as it is my fault, she- no 


longer has a rat. 



Jigger's eyes widened...There- minute 


Flying horses was still hooting excitedly. And Keep her? And, she-said uncertainly. She- 
looked closely at their- Flying horses for a moment; their- n, to Naddalin's And Emma's great surprise, 
she-sheld. her out for Crook shanks to sniff. 

And, what do you reckon? And, J inger asked the-wolf. And, Some flying horses? 

-Crookshanks purred... 

And, that is good enough for me and said Jinger happily. And, she's is mine. 

Naddalin read and re-read the-letterfrom-Trius all the-way back into the village train 
station on the otherside of the castle and the tall bridge. 

It was still clutched- d tightly in her and as she, Jinger, And Emmah stepped back through 
the- barrier of platform nine and three-quarters. 

Naddalin spotted Uncle Read at once. 

She- was timewasting a good distance from Mr. And Mr.'s. Railie, eyeing their- m suspiciously, 
and she- n Mr.'s. Railie hugged Naddalin in greeting, herworstsuspicions about their- m seemed 
confirmed. 


And, I will call about their-Worldly Championship Cup! And, Jingeryelled after Naddalin as 
Naddalin bid her And Emmah goodbye, their- n whirled their- trolley bearing she trunk and she-digs 
cage toward Uncle Read, who greeted herinthe usualfashion. 

And, what is that?And,she-snarled,staring at the-envelope Naddalin was still clutching in 
herand. And, if it is anotherformfor me to sign, you have another... 

And, it is not, and said Naddalin cheerfully. 

And, it is a letterfrom my god daddy. 


And, Godaddy? And, sputtered Uncle Read. And, you do not have a good daddy! 



And, Yes, I have, and said Naddalin brightly. And, she-was my mom and dad's best friend. 
Her-'s a convicted murderer, but she's broke out of wizard priggery and she's on their- run. She- likes to 
keepin touch with me,though...keepupwith my news... check if I am happy... 

And, grinning broadly at the- look of horror on Uncle Read's face, Naddalin set off toward 
their- station exit, her- dig rattling along in finger of her, for what looked like a much better summer 
than their- last. 

And, No, and said Naddalin. And, she's was not a teacher. 

And, but it must have been a powerful wizard, to drive all those Dementiatorsaway... If 
they're-Clanswas shiningso brightly, didn'tit light herup? 

Couldn'tyou see it...? 

And, I saw her and said Naddalin flying horses. And, but... I imagined it... I was not thinking 
straight... I passed out right afterward... 

And, who did you think it was? 

Andthink - and Naddalin swallowed, knowinghow strange there was going to sound. 

And I think it was my dad. 

Naddalin glanced up at Emmah and saw that her mouths we re fully open now. She-was gazing 
at her with a mixture of alarm and pity. 

And, Naddalin, your dad's - well - dead, and she- said quietly. 

And knowthat, and said Naddalin quickly. 

And, you think you saw the ghost? 

And, do not know... no... she- looked solid... 

And, But then... 

And, I wasseeingthings and said Naddalin. And, but... from what I could see... it looked like 


her... I have photos of her... 



-And- 


Emmah still thoughtof home, though I'swas worried about her sanity. 

Part: 4 

And know it sounds crazy and said Naddalin flatly. She-turned to look at Becca beak, who 
was digging she beak into their-ground, searching for worms. But she-was not watching Becca beak. 

She-was thinking about her daddy... 

And about herdaddyis three oldestfriends... 

Moony, Worm tail. Pad foot. And Pingers... 

Had all four of them been out on their-grounds tonight? 

Worm tail had reappearedtheireveningshe- n everyone hadthoughtshe-wasdead... Was 
it so impossible she daddyhad Deanahetheir-same? 

Had she- been seeing things across their- take? The re-the figure had been too far away to 
see distinctly... 

Yet, she- had felt sure, for a moment, before she'd lost consciousness... 

There- leaves overshoe- ad rustled faintly in the- breeze. 

There- moon drifted in and out of sight behind the-shiftingclouds. 

Emmah sat with her faces turned toward their- Willow, waiting. 

And, then, at last, afteroveran hour... 

And, here we come! And, Emmahsheered. 

She-And Naddalin gotto their feet. 

Becca beak raised her head. They saw Sevket, Jinger, And Grohl clambering awkwardly out of 


the- hole in the- roots. 



Then came to Emmah... then and there - unconscious Lily, drifting weirdly upward. Next came 
Naddalin And Black. They all began to walk toward their-castle. 

Naddalin's heard was starting to beat very fast. She-glanced up at the-vast sky. 

Any moment now, that cloud was going to move aside and show their- moon... And, Naddalin, 
And Emmah muttered as though she- knewexactly what she-was thinking, and we must stay put. 

We must not be seen. There is nothing we can do... 

(Thought) 

Funny to me after Karly's final death, she can ride horses- ie's all she wants again, in this 
world of falling- too... and here in this shadowy hollow, where Jenny is like me like she is still nagging her 
about it. GO-figure...? 




So-o, we are just going to let Grohl escape all overagain... 

And said Naddalin quietly, how do you expect to find a rat in the- dark? And snapped Emmah. 
And, there is nothing we can do! 

We came back to sue- lap Trius; we are not supposed to be doing anything else I 
And, All right! And... 

The- moon slid out from behind its cloud. They saw their- tiny figures across their- grounds 
stop. There-n they saw movement- 

And, she goes- Sevket... 

And Emmah sheered. 

And, she'stransforming. 

And, Emmah! And said Naddalin suddenly. And, we must move! 

And, we must not, I keeptellingyou- 


-And- 



And, not to interfere! Lapin's goingto run into their-forest, right at us! 


-Then- 

Emmah gasped... 

And, Quick! And, she- moaned, dashingto untie Becca beak. And, Quick! Here are we going 
to go? Here are we goingto hide? There- Dementiators will be coming at any moment. 

And, Back to Dargide's! And, Naddalin said. And, it is empty now - come on! 

And... 

They ran as fast as they could, Becca beakcanteringalong behindthem.Theycould be like 
the-devilflying sing behind them... 

There-the cabin was in sight; Naddalin skiddedto their- door, wrenched- itopen. 

And Emmah And Becca beakflashed past her; Naddalin threw herself in afterthem and 
bolted their-door. Fangtheir- boarhound barked loudly. 

And, Fang, it is us! And said Emmah, hurryingoverand scratching her earsto quieten her. 
And,that was close! And, she-said to Naddalin. 

And,And,AND! 

Naddalin was LIKE, out of their-window. It was much harderto see whatwas going on from 
the shore. Becca beakseemed very happy to find herself back inside Darcie's house. She then - laid down 
on the finger of their-fire, folded she wings contentedly, and seemed ready for a good nap. 

Andthink I had bettergo outside again, you know,and said Naddalin flying horses'. 

And, cannot see what is going on - we will not know when it is time. 

-And- 

Emmah looked up. Her expression was suspicious. 

And, I am not goingto try and interfere, and said Naddalin quickly. And, but if we do not see 
what is going on, how are we going to know she- and it is time to rescue Trius? 



-Then- 


And, Well... okay, their- and... I will wait forherwith Becca's beak... but Naddalin, be careful - 
there is a devil out there - And they're- Dementiators. 

And... 

Naddalin stepped outside again and edged around their- cabin. Her- could here yelp in their- 
distance.That meant they're- Dementiators were closing in onTrius... She-and Emmah would be 
running to herany moment... 

Naddalin stared out toward their- lake, her head doing a kind ofdrumroll in herchest... 
Whoeverhad sentthat Clans would be appearing at any moment... 

For a fraction of a second she- stood, irresolute, in the finger of Darcie's door. You must not 
be seen. But she-did not want to be seen. She-wanted to do there-seeing...she- had to know... 

And, there where they're- Dementiators. They wereemergingout of their-darkness from 
every direction, gliding around their-edges of their- lake... They were moving away from here - Naddalin 
stood, to their-opposite bank... She-would not have to get near them... Naddalin began to run. She- 
had no thought since she except she daddy... If it was her... if it was her... she - had to know, had to find 
out... 


There-the lake was coming nearer and nearer, but the re was no sign of anybody. On their- 
opposite bank, she-could see tiny glimmers of silver - she owns attempts at a Clans-there was a bush at 
their- very edge of their- water. Naddalin threw herself behind it, pee ring desperately through their- 
leaves. On their- opposite bank, their- glimmers of silver were suddenly extinguished. A terrified 
excitement shot through her - any moment now-and Come on! And, she- muttered, staring about. And, 
she, are you? Dad, come on... 

- And- 

But no one came. Naddalin raised her head to look at the-circle of Dementiators across 


their- lake. One of them was lowering its hood. 



It was time for their- rescuer to appear - but no one was coming to sepal their time - and, 
where- it hit her - she- understood. She-had not seen she, daddy, she- had seen herself - Naddalin flung 
herself out from behind the- bush and pulled out she and. 

And EXPECT ATHENAEUM! And, she-yelled. 

And, out of the- end of their and burst, not a shapeless cloud of mist, but a blinding, dazzling, 
silver animal. 

She-screwed up the eyes, trying to see what it was. It looked like a horse. 

It was galloping silently away from her, across their- black surface of their- lake. She- saw it 
lower its head and charge at their- swarming Dementiators... Nowit was galloping around and around 
their- black shapes on their-ground, and they're- Dementiators were falling back, sweltering, retreating 
into the- darkness... They were gone. 

There- Clans turned. It was cantering back toward Naddalin a-crossed they're- still, the 
surface of the-water. It was nota horse. 

It was nota unicorn, either. It was a stag. It was shining brightly as their- moon above... it was 
coming back to her... 

It stopped on their- bank. Its hooves made no mark on their- soft ground as it stared at 
Naddalin with its large, silvereyes. 'Flying horses', it bowed its antlered head. And Naddalin realized... 
and Ringer's, and she-sheered. 

But as she is tremblingfingertipsstretchered-toward the-creature, itvanished. 

Naddalin stood the re, and still outstretched. Then, with a great leap of she heard, she - heard 
hooves behind her. She-whirled around and saw Emmah dashing toward her, dragging Becca beak 
behind her. 

And, whatdid you do?And,she-said fiercely. And, you said you were only going to keepa 

lookout! 


-And- 



And, just saved all our lives...And said Naddalin. And Get behind she-e behind their bush -1 
will explain. 

-And- 

Emmah listened to what had just happened with the mouth open yet again. 

And, did anyone see you? 

And, yes, yes, and-yet, have not you been listening? I saw myself, but I thought I was my 

dadi 


It is okayl And... 

He- he- he- Naddalin, I cannot believe it... You conjured up a Clans that drove away all those 
Dementiators! That's very, very advanced magic. 

And... 

Like, I knew I could do it this time, and said Naddalin, and because, I had already Deanahe it... 
Doesthat make sense? 

-And- 

Naddalin, who happened to be in the- room at their- time, froze as she- head Jigger's voice 

answer. 


And... HELLO? 

Hey, hi, and greetings? Like- like- like- UM- CAN YOU HEAR- a ME? I - WANT- TO - TALK - TO - 
NADDALIN-! 

Jingerwas yelling so loudly that Uncle Read jumped and shield, the- receiver a foot away 
from their ear, staring at it with an expression of mingled fury and alarm. 

And, WHOM ISTHERE? And, she- roared in the-direction of the- mouthpiece. 

And, WHO ARE YOU? 


Andthen... 



INGER- RAILEY! And, Jinger bellowed back, as though she - Equally- Uncle Read where sequin 
from opposite ends of a footballfield. And, I AM - A- FRIEND-OF - NADDALIN's-FROM-SAVANNAH- 
Similarly... 


Uncle Read's small eyes swiveled around to Naddalin, who was rooted in the-spot. 

The same to say that, an all- yen's, HERE there IS NO NADDALIN - HERE! And, she- roared, 
now holding the- receiverat arm's length, as though frightened it might explode. 

And, DO NOT KNOWWHATSAVANNAHYOUARETOLUENE ABOUT! NEVER CONTACT ME 
AGAIN! DO NOTYOU COME NEAR MY FAMILY! 

And... 

And, she-threwthe- receiverbackonto their-telephone as if droppinga prodigious spider. 

There-a fight that had followed had been one of their- worst ever. 

And, HOW DARE YOU GIVETHEIR NUMBERTO PEOPLE LIKE... 

-PEOPLE LIKE YOU I 

-And- 

Uncle Read had roared, spraying Naddalin with spit. 

Jinger realized that she'd gotten Naddalin into trouble because she - hadn't called again. 

Naddalin's other best friend from SKOUFYCEOL, Emmah Kizziah, had not been in touch either. 
Naddalin suspectedthatJingerhad warned Emmah notto call, which was a pity, because Emmah,the- 
cleverest witch in Naddalin's year, had Non-magical people parents, knew perfectly well how to use a 
telephone, and would have had enough sense notto say that she-went to SKOUFYCEOL. 

If she- had not, she- might have found it harderto concentrate on military exercisesthat 
sunrise. She-then made a stop by their- road to buy herself a blueberry bun from their- bakery, to eat 
with the tea. 

Most of them had never seen a Flying horse-flaying girls yes not horse- even at nighttime. 


Mr. Natalie, however, had a perfectly normal. Flying horses-free morning. 



She- yelled at five dissimilar folks. 


In their- office- Her- made several significant telephone calls, beingall grown up and crap- 
and shouted a bit more... at dumbasses! Or so she-called them... 

A cranky piece of crap some called her... 

Even if said- that she- was in a very noble mood until mealtime, where it went downhill from 
there- re... yes... she- n she-thought she'd stretch she butt-And up the leg on their- lift the side and 
farted hard. That is my she- loll to you-to say the-girl behind her...thanksfor sharing... she-got up and 
then walked across the- road to buy herself a bun from their- bakery. 

There-the effect of their simple sentence on their- rest of their-family was incredible: Dariez 
gasped and fell off the chair with a crash that shook their- whole kitchen- n; Mr.'s. Sleyashgave a small 
screamand clapped sheandto a- sure-a mouth; Mr. Sleyash jumped to herfeet, veinsthrobbingin the 
temples. 


She'd forgotten all abouttheir- people in Robes until she- passed a group of them nextto 
their- bakers. 

She-eyed them angrily as she- passed. He-did not know why, but they made her uneasy and 
UNCOMFORTABLE. 

There bunch where sheeringexcitedly, too, and she-could not see a single collecting tin. It 
was on the back past them, clutching a large doughnut in a bag, that she - caught a few words of what 
they were saying. 

And, she's, that is right, that is what I heard yes, their girl, Naddalin. 

-And- 

Mr. Natalie stopped dead. 

Fearflooded her... mind and body. 

She- looked back at the-whisperers as if she-wanted to say something to them, but thought 


better of it. 



She-dashed-back across their- road, hurried upto the office, snapped at her secretary notto 
disturb her, seized the telephone, and had finished - d dialing she home number she - n she- changed the 


mind. Her- put their- receiver back down and stroked she mustache-thin king... 

No, she- was being stupid. 

-Was not such an unusual name. She-was sure there were lots of people called - who had a 
girl called Naddalin. 

Come to think of it, she-was not even sure she nephew-w was called Naddalin. 

She never-ever even seen the-girl. 

It might have been Harvey. OrHanna. 

There-was no point in worrying Mr.'s. Natalie; she-always got so-o upset at any mention of 

the sister. 

She-didn't blame her really- if she- 'd had a sister like that... but all there-same, those 
people in Robes... 

And meant' please'! Also, said Naddalin quickly. Also, it didn't mean... 

-And- 

(Now) 

Also... WHAT HAVE I TOLD YOU, Also, thundered she uncle, spraying spit over the re-table. 
Also ABOUTSAYING THERE'S' WORD IN OUR HOUSE? 

And, but I'm - Equally so-o- 

...?... 

Thenthereand when... 

(Back) 

HOW DARE YOU THREATEN DARIEZ! 

Holy freak'n piss, roared Uncle Read, poundingthe-table with the fists. 




(aha) 


Sh*t- Her-she-a found it a lot harderto concentrate on drills that afternoon and withershe- 
leftthe- building at five o'clock, she-was still so worried that she-walked straight into someone just 
outside the-door. 

Crap-Sorry, and she-grunted, as there-tiny old man stumbled and almost fell. It was a few 
seconds before Mr. Natalie realized that there-the man was wearing a violet Robe. She-didn't seem at 
all upsetat beingalmost knockedtothere-ground. 

On there- contrary, herface split into a wide smile and she- said in a squeaky voice that 
made passersby stare, f*ck- Do not be sorry, my dearsir, for nothingcould upset me today! 

Rejoice, for You- Know-Who has gone at last! Even Non-magical peoples like yourself should 
be celebrating, there happy, happy day! 

Damn... 

And-and- like, um-there-old man hugged Mr. Natalie around there- middle and walked off. 

Mr. Natalie stood rooted in their- spot. 

She- had been hugged by a stranger. 

She-also thought she- had been called a Non-magical people, whatever that was. 

She-was rattled. 

She- hurried to he rear and setoff for home, hoping she-was imagining things, which she- 
had never hoped before, because she- did not approve of imagination. 

As she- pulled into there-the driveway of number four, there-the first thing she-saw - And it 
didn't improve the mood-was the re-tabby wolf she-'d spotted that morning. It was now sitting on her 
gardens wall. She-was sure it was there-same one; it had there-the same marking around its eyes. 

Mother F*CK-er... 

It just gave her an unyielding look. There - Flying horses was back at the window... Um-Shoo 
sucking crap! And said Mr. Natalie loudly as she-said-at the pc, over clips. 



There-wolf did not move either form she spot under the-tree next to the re-core r. Was 


there ordinary behavior for these beasts? And, I just - thank and that may hurt myself... like in the brain 
and crap- ol- la like that. 

Sh*t'n-and like ah-ah- ah, I WARNED YOU! I WILL NOTTOLERATE MENTION OF YOUR 
ABNORMALITYUNDERTHERE ROOF! And-crap-crap- crap- 

Naddalin stared from her purple-faced uncle to her pale aunt, who was trying to sheave 
Dariez to herfeet. 

Crap-crap- crap- 

... All right, um said Naddalin, And all right... And... 

Crap-crap- crap- 

Uncle Read sat back down, breathing like a winded rhinoceros and watching Naddalin closely 
out of there- corners of her small, sharp eyes. 

Ever since Naddalin had come homeforthere-summerholidays. Uncle Read had been 
treating her like a bomb that might go off at any moment, because Naddalin - wasn't a normal girl. She- 
was as not as normal as it is possible to be. 

Naddalin - was a wizard fallen angel - a wizard one and angel number two-fresh from the 
first year at- the school for girls Hayvannahol of Witchcraft and Wizardry- and gettingyour wings. And if 
there-And reasen were unhappy to have her back for there - holidays, it was nothing to how Naddalin 
felt. 


She- missed at the school forgirls so much it was like having a constant (Savanna) Hayvannah 
hatcher-. She- missed there- castle, with its secret passageways And ghosts, she classes (though perhaps 
not Lily, there- Potions master,) there- mail arriving by Flying horses, eating banquets in there-Great 
Hall, sleeping in the four-poster bed in there-tower dormitory, visiting the re-gamekeeper, Dargide, in 
her cabin next to there- Forbidden Forest in there- grounds. And, especially, Claepsiara, there - a most 
popular sport in there-wizarding world (six tall goal posts, four flying balls. And fourteen players on 
broomsticks.) 



All Naddalin's spell- books, and her, robes, could Jinger, and top-other- line Nimbus Two 
Thus And broomstick had been locked in a cupboard underthere-stairs by Uncle Read there- instant 
Naddalin had come home. 

What did there-Andreasen care if Naddalin um lost she place on the- House Claepsiara team 
because she- hadn't practiced all summer? 

What was it to there-Andreasen if Naddalin like went backto Hayvannaholwithoutany of 
herhomework Deanahe? 

There-Andreasen where what wizards called Non-magical peoples (not a drop of magical 
blood in their veins...) 

And as far as they were concerned, having a wizard in there-family-wasa matter of deepest 
shame, falling to death and having black wings was worse than that. 

Uncle Read had even padlocked Naddalin's Flying horses, herding, inside the cage, to stop 
herfrom carrying messagesto anyone in there-wizarding world. 

Mr. Natalie speculated... all this and speculating was all he could do... 

Trying to pull herself together as she-was sitting on there-can, leaving she job mead day like 
drawing to doso-oshe-walked without knowing she-was doing so-o... like being pulled into there-the 
evil of it all- she- let herself into there- house. She-was still decided not to mention anything to the wife. 
That their power was taken over the mind. And body. 

Mr.'s. Natalie had had a nice, ordinary day. 

She-told heroverdinnerall about Mr.'s. Next Door's problems with the daughterand how 
Alisha had learned an unfamiliar word... 

(And... NO...!) 

Mr. Natalie tried to act Hayvanna- hay. 

When Alisha had been put to bed, she-went into there- lounge in time to hookup on there- 
last report on there- sundown news: And, besides, in conclusion, bird onlookers all over have recounte d 
that there- nation's Flying horses with wings have been behaving very strangely today. 



Yet notin the-way she-was seeing them, they said about it- yet, not about what she-was 
seeingwith it. 

Although Flying with wings normally hunt at night, and are hardly everseen consideringthe 
day, they have been hundreds of sightings of these birds flying in every direction since daybreak there - 
the day before And. Experts are unable to explain why there - Flying horses with wings have suddenly 
changed their slumbering pattern. 

- And- 

Possibly pergirls have been celebratingyou can see there-barrelfirs in there-streets-within 
there- night early- dusk- it is not until next week, folks! But I can promise a wet night tonight. 

There- broadcasterallowed herself a smile. 

Most mysterious... Urn now, overto Lenah Barton with there-weather. Successfulto be any 
more when a- Flying horses with wings tonight, girl? And, Viewers as far apart as Jackie, Promising, And 
Dundee have been phoning in to tell me that instead of there- rain I assured yesterday, they have had a 
downpourof shooting stars! And,... Well, Dee, and said there-weathercaster, and I do not knowabout 
that, but it is not only there- Flyinghorses with wings that have been acting oddly today. I was hoping to 
make a wish to see if there casting of whateverwould go away. 

Mr. Natalie sat frozen in her armchair. 

Shooting stars all overBritain? 

Flying horses with wings flying by the light of day? Mysterious individuals in shawls all over 
there-the place looks like somethingoutof there-the 1920s? And,a murmur,a murmuraboutthere's... 
who is and who is and who's... like sharpers. 

She-cleared herthroat nervously. And, wow, dear-you have not heard from your sister 
lately? And, it was not good. Her-would have to say something to her about there. 

Mr.'s. Natalie came into the- living room carrying two cups of tea. Sharing- as she- had 
estimated, Mr.'s. 


Natalie watcher- d surprised and everso-o irritated. 



They mock there, she- did not have a sister-so that was there-a story made up of the little 


mind. It is not good to have or see there-abnormal! Like there... something is going down. 
And, and- and- and sh*t- Nope, and s- she- said abruptly. Why...? 

Why is the question with no answer? 

Why- was the- question... 


And, humorous paraphernalia on there-news. And Mr. Natalie muttered. And, flying horses 
with wings... shooting stars... And pussiesoh my! She- looked upat herwith a grin. 

Looking aroused and around there-was the re- re was a cute young coupled kissing making 
out-And making love on a bench's-she-was sitting on her. And, fee ling all- there- madness- in plain 
eyesight. 


Desirable, there-where a lot of humorous- looking folks in town today... doingjust there-see 
things... it was madness- love was in there-air like the re-evil cast over me-And some-that where been 
seen. And-And-So-o? And, cracked Mr.'s. Natalie. And, Well, I just thought... perchance... it was to do 
with... you know... she crowds- and why. And, their chat was complex hard to understand-for one to 
there- anothertopic. 

Mr.'s. Natalie swallowed herteathrough squeezed lips. Mr. Natalie wondered where-there- 
r she-dared tell she'd heard there- name-and she-decided she-did n't dare. 

Instead she- said, as unconcernedly as she- could. And Their baby girl she'd be about Alisha's 
age now, wouldn't she? And...and - yeah, I's suppose so-o. And I'm said Mr.'s. Natalie stiffly. 

And...What's hername again? Not sure- she-said-whydoesit matter...? 

Um... Naddalin? An offensive, uncommon name, if you ask me. SH*T-1 didn't but okay I feel 

the-same. 


And... Oh, absolutely, sure... said Mr. Natalie, she hears plummeting extremely. 


And... 



Sure, I quite agree with you. 


And... 

On there-way up there-staircase, no words were said, as they made their way up to their 
bedroom, orsome alone time to do whatwas natural. While Mr.'s. Natalie was in there- bathroom, Mr. 
Natalie stole to there- bedroom window and peered down into there - Inert garden. Looking out and 
over-There-the damn wolf was still there- looking up at her- now-yet, in the-same way as with her- as 
before. It hadn't moved a bit. 

Was she- imagining things? Or was the re pussy acting as if she - could hear what I was 

thinking... 


Could all they have something to do with there's? If it did... there - query was why- do you 
know? If it got outthat they were related to a pair of-well, she-did n't think she-could bear it. 

Chapter: 154 

Part: 1 

There- Natalie's got into bed wearing nothing more than she underies'. Mr.'s. Natalie fell 
asleep quickly, but Mr. Natalie lay awake looking at herand all the parts of herbody in love nonetheless, 
turning it all over in the minds, as she-was fee ling she up with her right so-o. 

They knew very well what she-andJennath thought about them and their kind... Her last, 
she- attending thought before and she-fell asleep was that even if they were compiled, there was no 
motive for their- m to come near herand Mr.'s. Doll girl. 

She-could notsee howshe-and could getmixed up in whatever, that might be goingon- 
she- stretchered- as well as turned over- it could not affect them... 

How very mistaken she-was to think their thought. 

Mr. Natalie might have been drifting into an uneasysleep, butthere-wolf onthe-wall 
outside was showing no sign of sleepiness. 

So, their- fat lazy ass- did move... Just like in a cartoon I want to throw a boot It was sitting as 
still as a statue, its eyes fixed unblameably; at me timewasting- re naked eating Cheetos... nexttoa bean 



bag chair... on... There-did notso-o much as quiver she- n a car door thumped on their- next street, nor 
she- n two or three Flying horses with wings swooped above. In truth, it was their- wee small hours 
before the- wolf moved at all. 

A man appearedontheir-cornerthey're-the wolf had been watching-only me-and me only, 
not- looking away- it gives them-an idea so-o suddenly, and silently you'd have thought she'd just 
popped out ofthe-ground. There-wolf's tail yanked besides its eyes tightened. 

Zilch- nil- like theirman had everbeenseenonthe motorway. 

She-was giant, tinny, and self-same deep-rooted, refereeing by their-silver of the hair and 
beard, which were in cooperation long adequate to tuck into she belts. 

She-was tiring long robes, a dark yet rosy wrap that swept they're-ground. And high-she- 
eyed. Misshapen boots. 

Her- indigo- yetwith some blue eyes were light, bright, as well as twinkling behind half-moon 
spectacles, in addition to that she noses were very long and crooked like she is yellowing teeth, as on 
their-otherand, it has been broken at least twice-like she and-for beingdumb. 

There man's name was Roberts Dreibund. 

Roberts Dreibund did not seem to understand, that she - had just at home in a street there 
the whole thing from the description to sue gumboots was undesirable. 

So-o, Naddalin had had no word from any of their wizarding friends for five long weeks, and 
their summerwas turning outto be as bad as their- last one.There- re was just one very small 
improvement-afterswearingthatshe-would not use herto send letters to any of their friends. 

Naddalin had been allowedto let herFly, they-were out at night. 

Uncle Read had given in because of their- racket herding made if she-was locked in the cage 
all their-time. 

Naddalin finished-writingaboutWendelin their- Weird And paused to listen again. The- 
silence in the- the spooky house was broken only by they're- distant, grunting snores of their enormous 
cousin, Dariez. 



It must be very late, Naddalin thought. Her eyes were itching with tiredness. Perhaps she -'d 
finish their essay Hayvanna-horror night... 

She- replaced the- ribbon; pulled an old pillowcase from under the bed; put the-flashlight 
under with her, a forbidden type of Magic, she essays, back the typewriter to her hands; now she would 
not out of bed; and hid their- lot undera loose floorboard underthe bed. 

Then she-stood up, stretchered, and checked the-time on the- luminous alarm clock on the 
bedsidetable. 

It was one o'clock in their- morning. Naddalin's Savannah gave a funny jolt. She - had been 
thirteen years old, without realizing it, for a whole hour. 

Yet anotherunusualthing about Naddalin was how little she-looked forward to her 

birthdays. 


She- had never-ever received a birthday card in life. 

There-Andreasen had completely ignored the last two birthdays, and she - had no regard to 
suppose they would remember there one. 

Their man-old with there- long white long beard wasfull of activity dip into in the wraps, 
beholding for something. 

On there-other and, she-did seem to understand she-was being watched, for their- regard 
that she- looked up unexpectedly at their-wolf, the supplementary finish of their, thoroughfare, mind 
going a little Lonny... For some motivation, the sight of their- wolf gives their- impression to make laugh 
her. 


She- chuckled and muttered, and be a duty-bound to have known. 

- And- 

She-originates what she-was be holding for in she privileged pocket. It seemed to be a green 
zip- 0 cigarette lighter. 

She-flipped it open, held it up in the-air, and clicked it. Whoosh-hair smoldering-1 thought 


it was going to happen...There-adjoining gas street lamp went out with a slight hush sound. 



She- clicked it again- their- next lamp wavered into dimness and gloominess. 


13 times she- be on there-the same wavelength their- Put- External,'til their-only lights left 
on the- whole street where two miniature pinholes in their- coldness, which were there-judgments of 
their- wolf watching her with emerald eyes. 

Uncertainty any per girl observed out of their window now, even beady-eyed Mr.'s. Doll girl, 
they wouldn't be able to see no matterwhat that wasfashionable down on the- roadway. 

Naddalin looked nothinglike their- rest of the-family. 

Uncle Read was large and somewhat neckless, with an enormous black mustache and a long 
beard-; Aunt Jennath was horse-faced and bony; Dariez was blond-haired person, pink, and porky. 

Naddalin, on their- other and, was small and skinny, with brilliant green eyes.... And jet- black 
hair that was always untidy. She-wore round glasses, and on her, the fore head was a thick scar... that 
was etched hatched, in like a drawing. 

Naddalin walked across the-darkroom, past her-dig's large, emptycage, to their-open 
window. She- leaned on their- sill, their-cool night air pleasant on she faces after a long time under 
their- blankets, herding had been absentfortwo nights now. 

Naddalin wasn'tworried about her: she'd beengonetheirlongbefore. 

Nevertheless, she-hoped she'd be backsoon - she-was the- only- living creature in their 
house whodidn'tflinch at their-sight of her. 

Naddalin, though still rats hersmall and skinnyforthe ages, had growna few inches-s over 
their- last year. 

Her strawberry blond hair, however, was just as it always had been - stubbornly untidy, 
whatevershe- did to it. There- eyes behind the glasses were bright green, and on she foresee- ad, visible 
through the hair, was a thick scar, shaped like an angels body-with wings at a side view, of a past girl 
named NEVAEH, the one she was the blame for this all... the same depiction was on a blue acoustic 
cutaway cracked no longer play guitar- that was Havens, hand painted-1 would add, with all the things 
that meant everything to the girls within the stories of their life, like lost chapters. For some reason, this 



drawing of her keeps reappearing in all our lives. (All the girls have but theirstory names on the side, 
with gold trim.) 

Hear- here it is... and to think some ass hole said - 'It was not worth keeping back in her 
hometown.' 

It was theirscar that made Naddalin so particularly unusual, even fora wizard- she had the 
mark of a good angel. 

The scar was there-the only a hint of Naddalin's very mysterious past, of the- regard she- 
had been left on their- Andreasen' doorstep eleven years before, turn up from the floor up with a ring 
through her clit, like all of them of the past. 

Of all their- unusualthings about Naddalin, theirscar was the- most extraordinary of all. It 
was not, as the-Andreasen - that family that took over the Amsel orphanage had pretended for ten 
years, a souvenir of their- car crash that had killed Naddalin's parents, because... there doesn't need to 
be a way-of it... Lily... was alike her 

Kristen... too... 

The question is why... 

Andthen I'd thoughtaboutit... 

You don't need a why... or to have a motive... it was all just because- because we can-and to 
get at you for the sick thrilling joys- of proving it- they want you to know it's them-so you're the one 
that looks crazy... forsaying the why-of it all... I have been there, and no one believes me-yet-the same 
with them. 


And, the question- still is why...? 

Part: 2 

And, Alyssa- had not died, yet was already one that we all heated... here at this school. 

They had been murdered, murdered by their- mostfeared Dark wizard for a hundred years 
the crazy within their mind... 


Lord AVA, new pet though-you get why...? 



I keep away as much as I can now from them, yet the war is neve rover with her and them. 

(Back) 

Naddalin had escaped from there-the same attack with nothing more than a scar on her 
forehead and a ring, she-Ava's curse, instead of killing her- here, had rebounded upon its originator. 
Barely alive, Ava had fled... 

Final- death here is like- a thing... if you keep losing power, or others want you out... then it 
back to Earth to haunt... in unhappiness. 

But Naddalin had come face-to-face with her at the school for girls. 

Rememberingtheirlast meetingas she-stood at their-dark window, Naddalin had to admit 
she- was lucky even to have reached- d she thirteenth birthday. 

Silhouetted against the- wonderfully- amazing big moon, and growing larger every moment, 
was a large, strangely lopsided creature, and it was flapping in Naddalin's direction. 

Part: 3 

She-stood quite still, watchingit sink lower...And lower;fora split second, she-hesitated, 
she and on the-window latch, wondering whether to slam it shut. 

Still, there- and the- bizarre creature soared over one of there- street lamps that were 
flicking a flame, off Privet Drive, in reflection on the wet path. And Naddalin, realizing what it was, 
leaped aside. 

Through there-window soared three Flyinggirls with wings it was themthose girls that 
picked on her- now me, yet I and my girls would not stand for this... the conflict was on. 

Two of them holding up there-third, which appeared to be unconscious, to all that was 
aroundthem. 

Sometime had passed... 


Then there was a soft flump on Naddalin's bed, and there - middle grade-girls-flying angel- 
young girls- that where for them-them-them-just looking at me- and she-all creepy like, they would 
not leave and they wanted all of me, with me and she large gray, keeled right overhead she and I lay 



motionless, nude bodies in-tangled together, in our bed, staying away from them and there hate of 
whatthey don't understand. There-was a large package tied to its legs. So-o, she and I kissed-and 
hugged tight, and loved each other going down on, and more and such, and let the babies play their 
games- pick and tease. 

Part: 4 

Naddalin recognized there- unconscious Flying horses at once - the name was Errol, and she- 
belongedtothe- Railie family. 

Naddalin dashed to there- bed, untied there-cords around Errol's legs took off the re - parcel, 
and there- n carried Errolie to Sabre-dove's cage. 

Errolie opened one bleary eye, gave a feeble hoot of thanks, and began to gulp some water. 

Naddalin turned back to there- remaining Flying horses with wings, and the girls with them. 

One of them, there- large white female, was her shedding. 

She-too, was carrying a parcel and looked extremely pleased with herself; she-gave 
Naddalin an affectionate nipwithshe beakas she- removedthe burden,there-andflewacrossthe- 
room to join Errolie. 

Naddalin did not recognize there-third girl, a and some tawny one, but she- knew at once 
when it had come from because, in addition to a third package, it was carrying a letter bearing there-At 
the school for girl's crest. 

When Naddalin relieved their Flying horses of its burden, it ruffled its daddy's important, 
stretcher- d its wings, and took off through the- a window into the- night. 

Naddalin sat down on her bed then grabbed Errolie's package, ripped off there- brown paper, 
and discovered a present wrapped in gold and her first-ever birthday card. Fingers trembling slightly, 
she- opened the- envelope. 

Two pieces of paperfell out - a letterand a newspaper clipping. 

There-clipping had come out of there-wizarding newspaper, there-Star Press- because of 
there- people in there- black- and-the white picture where moving. 



Naddalin picked up there-clipping, smoothed it out and read-the- scanned there-starry sky 
fora sign of herding, perhaps soaring back to her with a dead mouse dangling from her mouth, 
expecting praise. 

Gazing absently over there- rooftops, it was a few seconds before Naddalin realized what 
she-was seeing. 

At there-age of one-year-old, Naddalin had somehow survived a curse from the-greatest 
DarkSorcererAngelof thedemonsof all time. Noble Ava, whose name mostwatcher-s andwizards- 
fallen angel still feared to speak. 

Naddalin's parents had died in Ava's attacks, but Naddalin had escaped with scars and 
brandings, and somehow - nobody understood- why- WHY- Ava's powers had been demolished there- 
instant she- had failed to kill- Naddalin. 

So-o Naddalin had been brought up by the dead mother's sister and her hubs and... She - had 
spent ten years with there-Andreasen, never-ever underset and why she-kept making odd things 
happen without meaning to, believing there-Andreasen; story that she- had her scar in the-car crash 
that had killed the parents... 

...We all thoughtyeah right! 

And, then, exactly a year ago, at the school for girls had written to Naddalin, and there-the 
whole story- had come out. 

Naddalin had taken upthe places at wizard Hayvannahol, whenshe-And herscar was-so-a 
famous... but now there-the Hayvannahol year was over, and she-was back with there-Andreasen for 
there-summer, back to being treated likea dog, that had rolled in something smelly. 

(Back in time) 

The- Andreasen hadn't even remembered thattoday happened to be Naddalin's 12th 

birthday. 


Of course, she hopes had not been high; they had never given her a real present, let alone a 


cake - but to ignore it completely... 



At that moment, Uncle Read cleared herthroat importantly and said. Besides, now, as we all 
know, today is a very important day. 

-And- 

Naddalin looked up, hardly daring to believe it. 

BUREAU OF MAGIC EMPLOYEESCOOPSgirl AND PRIZE- 

'Yeah, well,' said Naddalin, glowering at her plate, 'since wither has Lily ever been fair to me?' 

Neither of there-others answered; all three of there- m knew that Lily and Naddalin's mutual 
enmity had been absolute from the- moment Naddalin had set foot in at the school for girls. 

'I'sdid think she- might be a bit better the re year,' said Emmah in a disappointed voice.' I 
mean... you know...' she- looked around carefully; there were half a dozen empty seats on either side of 
there- m and nobody was passing the-table... 

'... Now she's in there-War and everything.' 

'Prodigious toadstools Do not change their spots,' said Jinger sagely.'Anyway, I've always 
thought Duerre was cracked to trust Lily. Where's she- evidence her- ever really stopped workingfor 
You- Know-1 Mean?' 

'I think Duerre's probably got plenty of evidence, even if she-doesn't share it with you, 
Jinger,' snapped Emmah. 

'Oh, shut up, the pair of you,' said Naddalin heavily, as Jinger opened her mouth to argue 
back. Emmah And Jinger both froze, looking angry and offended.' 

'Can'tyou give it a rest?' Said Naddalin. 

'You're always having a go at each other; it's driving me furious.' 

And abandoning shepherd's pie, she-swung she Hayvannahol- bag back over the shoulders 
and leftthem sitting there. 

She-walked up the- marble staircase two steps at a time, past there- many students hurrying 


towards lunch. 



There-angerthat had just flared so unexpectedly still blazed inside her.and they're-a vision 


of Jinger... 


And, Emmah's shocked faces afforded her a sense of deep satisfaction. Serve them right, she- 
thought, why can't they give it a rest... bickering all there-time... it's enough to drive anyone upthere- 
wall... 


She- passed the- a large picture of Sir Lloyd there-a knight on an I's and; Sir Lloyd drew her 
swordand brandished it fiercely at Naddalin, who ignored her. 

'Come back, you scurvy dog! Stand fast and fight!'yelled Sir Lloyd in an inaudible voice from 
behind she visors, but Naddalin merely walked on and wither Sir Lloyd tried to follow her by running into 
a neighboring picture, she- was rebuffed by its inhabitant, a large and angry-looking wolfhound. 

Naddalin spentthere- restofthere- lunch hoursitting alone underneath the-trapdoorat 
there-topofNorthern Tower, just under the bells. 

Consequently, she-was there-first to ascend there- a silver ladder that led to Sara... Solis's 
classroom when- n the- bell rang. 

After Potions, Divination was Naddalin's- leastfavorite class, which was due mainly to 
ProfessorSolis's habit of forecasting her untimely death every few lessons. 

A thin woman, heavily draped in shawls and glittering with strings of beads, she'd - always 
reminded Naddalin of some kind of insect, with she glasses hugely magnifying hereyes. 

We have read her book here...themtoo... 

She'd-was busy putting copies of battered leather-bound books on each of there-spindly 
little tables with which the room was littered when Naddalin entered there-room, but there- light cast 
by there- lamps covered by scarves and there- low burning, the sickly scented fire was so dim she'd- 
appeared notto notice heras she-tooka seat in there-shadows. 

There-the rest of there-class arrived overthere- next five minutes. Jingeremerged from 
there-a trapdoor, looked around carefully, spotted Naddalin, then made unswe rvinglyforher, or as 
directly as she-could while having to wend she way between tables, chairs, and overstuffed puffs. 


'Emmah and I have stopped arguing,' she- said, sitting down beside Naddalin. 



'Good,' grunted Naddalin. 


'But Emmahsays she'd-thinks it would be nice if you stopped taken out your temper on us,' 

said Jinger. 

'I'm not...' 

'I'm just passing on there- message,' said Jinger, talking over her.' 

Nevertheless, I reckon she'd- is right. It's notour fault how Laila and Lily treat you.' 

'I neversaid it...' 

'Good day,' said ProfessorSolis in her usual misty, dreamy voice, and Naddalin broke off, 
again feeling both annoyed and slightly ashamed of herself.' 

Besides, welcome backto Divination. 

I have, of course, beenfollowingyourfortunes most carefully overthe- holidays, and I am 
delighted to see thatyou have all returned to at the school for girls safely as, of course, I knewyou 
would. 


You will find on there-tables beforeyourcopy of the - 'Little Girls Bible.' 

Dream interpretation is the most important means of divining the re-future and one that 
may very probably be tested in your FLYING. 


Nevaeh 


Book: 38 



The Express 


Interval: 4 

Part: 1 

(Back) 

Think aboutthe express- 

The train pulls away. As I then sit down in a seat where I have a good vantage point of the 
cars. The doors close, and I hear the whistle far down the line I knew I was going far from home. I look 
out the window. 'This is yourconductor speaking. I'd like to welcome you aboard...' If you require any 
assistance on your journey, I am located towards the front of this 69th train coach -1 welcome you to the 
railway for the fallen-you're here because your life was not fielded as it should, that is why they send 
you to us.' It is evening, soon you will not see anything but darkness, the treetops well get a little darker 
than the skyabove, then that to well fade, as you pulled into the time vortex. 

Mostly, all I see is the reflection of the passengers in the carriage, and you and your soul 
reflected back at you, that now is ours to take-and keep and do as we like with. I's sit in the quiet coach; 
it is not alwaysquiet, but a least it is not loud, all the girls look like sweetthingsthat would not hurt 
anyone in their new pressed girlie school uniforms, the got before gettingon. Individuals are usually too 
polite, and or timid or just freaking scared out of their wets, to complain when someone is making a 
clamor. I count eight other passengers today, I knew-that we would get to know each other then again 
if it was anything- like my old life them maybe not. 

Part: 2 

Yes, I am sure of it I will have some, spaniel bounds with all yen are in this carriage, sniffing 
voraciously at everything, and looking as if your grand mother just died, nope-you did honey-you did. 
Then, I think well so- o did I! 



Nevertheless, there are no familiar faces, no people I see regularly, I was starting to fee I the 
effects of it too-and then I was looking like a sad puppyalso, in the glass looking back, seeing my old life 
flash by as the train rushed forward, faster than my mind could think. Whoop-whoop- I'm heard... 
Emma-the younggirl, looks at each groupof seats as herpasses, movingstraight through when she 
doesn't find what she is looking for, and that is a girl there to comfort her, so-o I'm thoughtthat must be 
me. 


In the non-summerdays, Istareoutthe window, back home out the train riding to school, 
but when it is dark, she watches the other passengers. She said to me, her name was- Haven. Things got 
a little less stuff ie... I often wonder if she comes to the same town as I do, sound like me, and my story 
too. 


Although the girls have made an effort to change into theiruniform it is obvious, they have 
not been away home for long-they were lost. I'm slurred in particular, when - I'sget nervous, she was 
sitting there with her hand between her knees said Naddalin. 

Haven-1 said, raising up in to sitting on my legs under my butt, fixing the skirt too under my 
butt, spilling is not my thing or being what some would say is cool, as the train sways, but I can see I 
have made it as a girl. Some just blink not getting that. I feel the train slowing; two girls in uniforms... 
walk back and take sets in front of us, and make their way through the doors at one end. I haven't had 
an opportunity, to talk openlyforthe first time it was nice, same with them we notheatingon one 
another-where just fallen girls- here over the fact we were throw away girls. Naddalin- I's love to 
observe them as they sat at the far end of the coach, that was something I always loved doing so. 

(Me to, said the three girls that made friends at this point. Emma, Naddalin, and Haven.) 


The new girl crosses her arms and grins, saying- 'hey I am Karly.' 

We all look confused, atthe color of herhair, no reply kick-ass luggage she usesthat mad our 
heads ache; the new girl rolls her eyes-saying: Don't be fake and gay- (I said I's am-and I look saying me 
kind of a too-long story.) 



'Hun-a?' Her eyes where and face was so-o confused, 'I do not judge...' she said, definitely 
not in school uniforms, clashes with my hair, and I don't like having things constricted, and she grasps 
herchest hard, in an upperward motion. 

Part: 3 

I smile attheeasiest, thoughts of a newfriendship, the girls share theirplans of listeningbut 
want to keep it a secret from their parents and all in their old life. Yet, Karly was like - notso-o much as 
we were- my younger sisters we see me again -1 am sure of it, as a haunt in her vanity glass, or 
something random, or like when she is gettingfreaky with my old boyfriend. We giggled... 

Luckily, I don't knowthe parentsi Said Haven. 

The young girl embarked, on and are sitting opposite each otherfoldingthe sit-in so they 
were face to face... The train stops and this time the doors stay closed. Getting water from the tank, for 
the steam... 

(Thought) 

I feel like I would like to help this young girl, but I don't knowhow, and I guess I's would not 
appreciate the interference. 

I'm though I knowthat I love trains... 




(I wonder) 

The train pulls away witha smalljolt. Students steps backfromthe window, I wonderifshe 
has problems at home, like I did, though Haven, or maybe girlfriend trouble too like me or boy-or was at 
all like me? He checks the screen on his phone again. I guessshe has no signals like this rout is all green 
from here. Only one track... and is a twist and turns yetis a straight path to their... Tickets-girls, please, 
magical they are they show up floating like three dentinal- and oh- so-o see though in their hands, 
tickets... with your code and names and whatnot, show us all we need to know for now... and your place 
here. 


As you can seethe bars on the code forever match hereto there and are read... this is your 
ID... I hold up my season ticket for inspection, ripping the playful thing down in mid-air. 'Thank you, sir. 



the watchmen walks' on and checks the rest of the carriage, then stops by the doors. After walking to 
and fora couple of times, students sad- like sits down and takes a large notebookfrom their bag, and to 
the first day's homework, and that is document all that happens on the ride. 

This also was on the ticket, saying the assignment.Then they went off to the steeper parts of 
the train, it was goingto be a long ride when in reality it only takes moments to get here...yetto new 
girls, it's like a lifetime, that seems like a weektrip, where you need to sleep-and have a day to 
transition to the new worldly ways. 

Part: 4 

Urn- rapidly flicking through the pages, before the girls turn in, he stops about two-thirds of 
the way through, the girl's room, and pulls the beds and shads down saying work hard and rest, he 
stares out the window, saying I getting too old foryounggirls. 

We-giggle... 

(Nextday) 

With a sigh, the Student has sad doodles on the margin of the page, and some droll. He looks 
up at Emma and stands, there as she and stretches, 'not every day you see a nude girl...' she said. The 
girls gather their belongings and stand close together by the doors, getting into uniform. I's wait for the 
train to come to a complete standstill before walking overto the next door, one by one going down the 
car steps, to get out, the girls hold hands in one line, as they walk into this new land of unknown. 




Chapter: 155 
Part: 1 

Naddalin- 'Why?' 'Why-are girls like you are making fun of a girl, that was just like you- 
you're here, for the same-faults-or even more then she had.' 

Not, of course, that I believe examination passes orfailures are of there- remotest 
importance witherand it comesto there-the sacred art of divination. 


If you have there- 



Seeing-eye, certificates, and grades mattervery little. However, there- headmaster likesyou 
to sit there- examination, so-o...' 

Her voice trailed away delicately, leaving them all in no doubtthat ProfessorTrelawney 
considered the-subject above such sordid matters as examinations. 

Turn, please, to there- introduction- and read what the girl has said here, you have a voice- 
okay what is that saying-AVA said to her girls, like what this pussy licker said about us. 

'CUTE-NO?' 

'Cute yes!' 

'The Sisters from Hell...' 'CUTE... did she think that we would never-ever see this?' 

'Sh-h-h' Said Emma- making faces! 

This work by a girl that was neverto be has made things difficult for all... said- Duerre... no its 
time to get at her. Wounds where cast picking apart the old book copy of the many chapters of her 
youngand aging life. 

Part: 2 

They were, divide into pairs, reading Nevaeh's story mocking her some- other fallen girls 
where in- love with the captivating story her up and downs... and some saying how did she not fall to us- 
as one of us... a strong girl- she was... somewhere crying others giggling. 

Naddalin- I's thinkthis wrong to doto someone, even if... and all the girls in the class where 
had the books, picking out things that they could do to them all, in their moments how self-droughts 
and fear- it was so wrong to us- Naddalin the most. 

Use The- Dream Vision, spell and see all that she did-can you...? 

We can-said thegirls... feel-feel-and see asshedid. To interpreteach other's most recent 
dreams, you will become her- and live a life of the pass and walk her halls as her. Carry on... young 
falling angels of Wizard and the Fallen.' 


Part: 3 



The-one good thing to be said, for their lesson was that it was not a double period. 


By three-time they had all finished- reading there-the introduction of the- book, they had 
barely ten minutes leftfor dream interpretation. 

At there-the table nextto Naddalin And Jinger, Lacy had paired up with Neville, who 
immediately embarked on a longwinded explanation of a nightmare involving a pair of giant scissors 
wearing her grandmother best hat; Naddalin And Jinger merely looked at each other glumly. 

'I neverremember my dreams,' said Jinger,' you say one.' 

I neverrememberthem like this said Naddalin... in awe. 

'You must remember one of them,' said Naddalin impatiently. 

She-was not going to share herdreamswith anyone, I thoughtwe all had to. 

She- knew perfectly well what she regular nightmare about a graveyard meant, she-did not 
need Jinger or Professor Trelawney or there-stupid Dream Vision to tell her. 

'Well, I dreamed, that I was playing Claepsiara there-another night,' said Jinger, screwing up 
the faces in an effort to remember. 'What you'd reckon that means?' 

'Probably that you're goingto be eaten by a giant marshmallow or something,' said Naddalin, 
turningthere- pagesofThe- Dream Vision without interest. 

It was very dull work looking up bits of dreams in there-Vision and Naddalin were not 
chartered up wither- n ProfessorTrelawney set, them there-the task of keeping a dream diary for a 
month as homework, aboutthisgirl's life, and it was all adding into this story. What we saw. 

Naddalin- nowdocentthat discredit herfrom beingthe novelistanotherof the story in the 
first place? 'You need to hush, or you fail my class I' 

When there- bell went, she-And Jinger led there-way backdown there- ladder, Jinger 
grumbling loudly. 

'Do you realize how much homework we have gotten already? Bins set us a foot and half 
long essay on giant wars, Lily wants a foot on there - use of moonstones, and now we've got a month's 
dream diary from Trelawney! 



Freeanna and Katy where not Ginger about FLYING year, were they? That Scott lady had 
betternotgive us any...' 

Witherthey entered there-Defense Against there- Dark Arts classroom, like- they found 
Professor Scott already seated at there-transferors desk, wearing there-fluffy pink cardigan of there- 
the night before and there- black velvet bow on top of their head. Naddalin was again reminded forcibly 
of a large fly perched- unwisely on top of an even larger toad. 

The-class was quiet, and just sweet little girls sitting in a row in uniforms, an old art- deco 
ornate 1920's style all linked together desks, as it entered there- room; Professor Scott was, as yet, an 
unknown quantity... And nobody knew how strict a disciplinarian she'd-was likely to be. 

'Well, good afternoon!' Um-she'd-said, wither finally there-the whole class had sat down. 

A few people mumbled 'good afternoon' in reply of drowsiness- or I don'tgive a frapping 

sh*t- piss. 


That will not do, now, will it? 

I should like you, please, to reply 'Good afternoon. Professor Scott'. One more time, please. 
Good afternoon, class!' 

'Good afternoon, ProfessorScott,'they chanted backather. 

'Ta-ta,'said ProfessorScott. 

There are, now,' said ProfessorScott sweetly. That was not too difficult, was it? And, away 
and quills out- ink and nibs, please.' 

Many of there- class exchanged gloomy looks; there- order' and away' had never- ever, yet, 
been followed by a lesson they had found interesting or fun and net. 

Naddalin shoved herand back into herhandbag. 

And pulled outan enchantedtypewriterforthe lifting up wood top, ink, and parchment.The 
large stand- glass windows have rays coming in... that distracts her. 

Professor Scott opened herand, extracted her own and, which was an unusually short one, 
and tapped there- blackboard sharply with it; words appeared on there- board at once- Defense Against 



there- Dark Studies a Return to Fundamental Assumption - 'Well now, your teaching in their subject has 
been ratherdisrupted and fragmented, hasn't it?' said ProfessorScott, turningto face there-class with 
she and clasped neatly in the fingerof her. 

There-constant changing of teachers, many of whom do not seem to have followed any 
Unholy orders approved curriculum, has regrettably resulted in your being far below there-stand we 
would expecttosee in your FLYING year. 

'You will be pleased to know, however, that these problems are now to be rectified. We will 
be following a carefully structured, theory-centered. Ministry-approved course of defensive magic the re 
a year.' 


'Copy down there- following, please.' 

She would- rapped there- blackboard again; there- the first message vanished- d and was 
replaced by there-'Course Aims...' Understandingthere-assumption primary defensive magic. Learning 
to recognize circumstances in which defensive magic can legally be used. Employing the- use of 
defensive magicin a contextforpractical use. 

Fora couple of minutes the re-the room was full of there-the sound of scratching quills on 
parchment. Wither everyone had copied down Professor Scott's three-course aims she'd-asked. 'Has 
everybody got a copy of Defensive Magical Theory by Wilbert Slinkhard?' 

There was a dull murmur of assentthroughout there - class. 

'I think we'll try that again,' said ProfessorScott.' 

Wither-1 ask you a question, I should like you to reply, 'Yes, ProfessorScott', or'No, 
ProfessorScott'. 

So, has everyonegota copy of Defensive MagicalTheory by Wilbert Slinkhard?' 

'Yes, ProfessorScott,' rangthrough there- room. 

'Good,' said ProfessorScott.' I should like you to turn to page five and read 'Girl One, 
Fundamentals for Beginners'. There will be no need to talk.' 



ProfessorScottleftthere- blackboard and settled herself in there-chair behind there- 


transferorsdesk, seeingthem all closely with those pouchy eyes. 

Naddalin turned to page five of her copies of Defensive Magical Philosophy And started to 

read. 


It was desperately overcast, quite as bad as listening to Professor Binns. 

She-felt she attentive ness sliding away from her, she, had soon read there, the same line 
half a dozentimeswithouttaking in more than there; firstfew words. 

Numerous silent minutes passed. 

Next, to her, Jingerwas absent-mindedly turning she enchanted typewriter over and over in 
the fingers, staring at there-the same spot on their- page. 

Naddalin observed right and received an astonishment to shake heroutof the inertia. 

Emmah had not even opened the copy of Defensive Magical Theory. She would-was staring 
fixedly at ProfessorScottwith her and in there- air. 

Naddalin could not remember Emmah ever neglecting to read wither instructed to, or indeed 
resistingthere-the temptation to open any book that came under the nose. She - looked at her 
enquiringly, but she would- merely shook her head slightly to show that she would-was not about to 
answer questions, and continued to stare at ProfessorScott, who was looking just as resolutely in 
anotherdirection. 

Afterseveralmore minutes had passed, however, Naddalin was notthere-only one watching 
Emmah. There-Girl they had been instructed to read was so tedious that more and more people were 
hopingto watch Emmah's mute attemptto catch ProfessorScott'seye ratherthan struggle on with 
fundamentals for beginners.' 

Wither more than half there-class were staring at Emmah mouse her than at their books, 
ProfessorScottseemed to decide that she'd- could ignore there-a situation no longer. 

'Did you want to ask something about the re-Girl, dear?' She'd-asked Emmah, as though 


she'd- had onlyjust noticed she. 



Part: 4 


'Notabout there-Girl, no,'said Emmah. 

'Well, we're readingjust now,'said ProfessorScott, showingshe small pointed teeth.' If you 
have other queries, we can deal with them at there- end of class.' 

'I's have got an interrogation about yourcourse aims,' said Emmah. 

ProfessorScott raised her eyebrows. 

'Andyourname is?' 

'Emmah Kizziah,' said Emmah. 

'Well, Miss. Kizziah, I think there-course aims are perfectly clear if you read them through 
carefully,' said ProfessorScott in a voice of determined sweetness. 

'Well, I's don't know,' said Emmah bluntly. There's nothing written upthere about using 
defensive spells.' 

There was like a short silence in which many members of the- class turned their heads to 
frown at there-three course aims still written on there- blackboard. 

'Usingself-justifyingspells?' ProfessorScott repeated with a little laugh.' 

Why, I's can't imagine any situation arising in my classroom that would require you to use a 
defensive spell. Miss. Kizziah. You surely are not expectingto be attacked during class?' 

'We're not going to use magic?' Jingercried loudly. 

'Urn-young students raise their hand to witherthey wish to speak in my class, Mr.S?' 'Railie,' 
said Jinger, thrusting she hands into there- air. 

ProfessorScott, smiling still more widely, turned she back on her. 

Naddalin And Emmah immediately raised their hand too. Professor Scott's pouchy eyes 
lingered on Naddalin fora moment before she'd-addressed Emmah. 


'Yes, Miss. Kizziah? You wantedtoask somethingelse?' 



'Yes/ said Emmah. 'surely there-the whole pointof Defense Against there- Dark Studies is to 
practice defensive spells?' 

'Are you a- Unholy Orders trained educational expert. Miss. Kizziah?' asked Professor Scott, 
in she falsely sweet voice. 

'No, but' 

'Well then, I'm afraid you are not trained to decide what there - 'whole point' of any class is. 

Wizard and the Fallens or fallen girls much older and cleverer than you have devised our new 
programmed of study. 

You will be learning about self- protective spells in a secure, riskfreeway...' 

'What use is that?' Said Naddalin loudly.' 

If we're going to be attacked, it won't be in a...' 




Naddalin thrust her fist in there-air. Again, ProfessorScott promptly turned away from her, 
but nowseveralotherpeople had their handsare up, too. 

'And your name is?' ProfessorScott said to Lacy. 

'Lacy Thomas.' 

'Well, Mr.Thomas?' 

'Well, it's like Naddalin said, isn't it?' Said Lacy.' Ifwe're going to be attacked, it won't be risk- 

free.' 


'I repeat,'said ProfessorScott, amused, and grinning in a very irritating fashion at Lacy, do 
you expectto be attacked during my classes?' 


'No, but-urn-ah...' 


'Like- ProfessorScott talked over her.' 



I do not wish to criticize the-way things have been run in there Hayvannahol/ she'd-said, an 
unconvincingsmile stretching her wide mouth. 

'Nonetheless, you have been exposed to some very irresponsible fallen angels/Wizard and 
the Fallens in their class, very irresponsible indeed notto mention,' she'd- gave a nasty little laugh,' 
extremely dangerous half-breeds.' 

'If you mean Professor Lupin,' piped up 

Lacy angrily, 'she-was there- best we ever' 

'Hand, Mr. Thomas! As I was saying you have been introduced to spells that have been 
complex, inappropriate to your age group and potentially lethal. You have been frightened into believing 
that you are likely to meet Dark attacks every otherday.' 

'No, we haven't,' Emmahsaid... 'We just...' 

'Your hand is not up. Miss. Kizziahl' 

Emmah put up the hands. ProfessorScottturned away from her. 

'It is my understanding that my predecessor not only performed illegal curses in the finger of 
you, she- actually performed them on you.' 

'Well, she-turned out to be a maniac, didn't she-?' Said Lacy hotly.' Mind you, we still 
learned loads.' 

'Your hands are not up, Mr. Thomas!'Trilled- Professor Scott. 'Now, it is there-viewofthere- 
Unholy orders that a theoretical knowthey edge will be more than sufficient to get you through your 
examination, which, after all, is what Hayvannahol is all about. And your name is?' She'd-added, staring 
at Parvati, whose hands had justshot up. 

'Parvati Smartha, and isn'tthere- re a practical bit in our Defense Againstthere- Dark Arts 

FLYING? 


...And also, with horses that can fly too... 



~Use we ride on their backs too; we make abound with one when we become young lady's... 
here in this world, when we get our first wings, bricking though are back skin, that grows from the spin, 
and havegray-blackfeather- ie- ness. 

~We ride them in the skies, we love them and them- us, onesthe bond is made with are 

haloes. 


Part: 5 

'Aren't we supposed to show, that we can do there - counter curses and things?' 

'As long as you have studied the-theory hard enough, there- re is no why you should not be 
able to perform there-spells undercarefully controlled examination conditions,' said Professor Scott 
dismissively. 

'Without ever practicing them beforehand?' said Parvati incredulously.'Are you telling us 
that there- the first time we'll get to do the- spells will be during our exam?' 

'I repeat, as long as you have studied there- theory hard enough.' 

'And what good'stheorygoingto be in there- real world?' said Naddalin loudly, the first in 
the-air again. 

Professor Scott looked up. 

'There is Hayvannahol, Mr.-, not there-the real world,' she'd-said softly. 

'so, we're not supposed to be prepared forwhat'swaitingfor us out there?' 

'There- is nothing waiting out there- are, Mr.-' 

'Oh, yeah?'Said Naddalin. Her temper, which seemed to have been bubbling just beneath 
the- surface all day, was reaching boiling point. 

'Who do you imagine wants to attack children like yourselves?' Urn-enquired Professor Scott 
in a horribly honeyed voice. 

'Hmm, let's think...' said Naddalin in a mock thoughtful voice.' Maybe... Lady Ava Jinger 


gasped; Lavender Brown uttered a little scream; Neville slipped sideways off herstool. 



Professor Scott, however, did notflinch. She'd- was staring at Naddalin with a grimly satisfied 


expression on herface. 

Ten points from Amsel, Mr.-' 

She- classroom was silent and still. Everyone was staring at eitherScott or Naddalin. 

'Now, let me make a fewthings quite plain.' 

Professor Scott stood up... And leaning towards them, her stubby-fingered hands splayed on 

herdesk. 


'You have been told that a certain Dark Wizard and the Fallen has returned from here-dead 
she-wasn'tdead,'said Naddalin angrily,' nevertheless yeah, herreturnedi' 

'Mr. - you have already lost your house ten points do not make matters worse for yourself,' 
said ProfessorScottin one breath without lookingat her.'AsI was saying, you have been informed that 
a certain Dark Wizard and the Fallen is at large once again. She is a lie.' 

'It is NOT a lie!' said Naddalin.' I saw her, I fought herl' 

'Detention, Mr.-!' said ProfessorScotttriumphantly. Flayvanna-horrorevening. Five o'clock. 

My office. 


I repeat, 'she is a lie.' 

'I don'tthinkso-oshe said loader.' 

The- Unholy Orders of Magic guarantees that you are not in danger from any Dark Wizard 
and the Fallen. If you are still worried, by all means, come and see me outside class hours. If someone is 
alarming you with fibs about reborn Dark Wizard and the Fallens, I would like to hear about it. I am here 
to help. I am your friend; and now, you will kindly continue your reading. Page five, though one 
hundred.' 


Professor Scott sat down behind herdesk. Naddalin, however, stood up. 


Everyone was staring at her; Laila looked half scared, half fascinated. 



'Naddalin, no!' Emmah whispered in a warning voice, tugging at her grieve, but Naddalin 
jerked herarm out of herreach. 

'Like-so, according to you,Joella -Elizabeth dropped dead of herown concur,did she-?' 
Naddalin asked, hervoice shaking. 

She was a collective intake of breath from her-class, for none of them, apart from Jinger and 
Emmah, had overheard Naddalin, talk aboutwhathad happened on the-nightJoella had died. 

They stared avidly from Naddalin to Professor Scott, who had raised her eyes, and was 
staring at her without a trace of a fake smile on her face. 

'Joella- Elizabeth's death was a tragic accident,' she'd-said coldly. 

'It was murder,' said Naddalin. She- could feel herself shaking. 

She- had hardly spoken to anyone about her, least of all thirty eagerly listening to classmates.' 

'Ava killed her, and you know it.' 

Professor Scott's face was quite blank. Maybe so and - maybe it was not that one... 

Then herface went blank... 

Part: 6 

Then-for a moment, Naddalin thought she'd-was going to scream at her. She'd-said, in her 
softest, most sweetly girlish voice. 'Come here, Mr. ...dear.' 

She- kicked her chair aside, strode around Jinger And Emmah and up to the-teacher's desk. 

She-could feel the- rest of the-class holding its breath. She-felt so angry she-did not care 
what happened next. 

ProfessorScott pulled a small roll of pink parchment out of her handbag, stretcher-d it out 
on the-desk dipped herenchanted typewriter into a bottle of ink and started scribbling, hunched - over 
so that Naddalin could not see whatshe'd-was writing. Nobody spoke-out at that moment at all. After 
a minute or so she'd- rolled up the- parchment and tapped it with her wand; it sealed itself seamlessly 
so that she- could not open it. 



Take her to Professor Ashly, dear/ said Professor Scott, holdingoutthe- note to her. 


She-took it from her without saying a word, turned on her heel and left the - room, not even 
looking back at Jingerand Emmah, smashing the-classroom door shut behind her. 

She-walked very fast along the-corridor, she- note to Ashly clutched-tight in her hands, and 
turning a corner walked slap into Charlotte she- a poltergeist, a widemouthed little girl floating on her 
back in midair, juggling several inkwells. 

'Why it's Petty Wee-!' Cackled Charlotte, allowing two of she- inkwells to fall to the-ground 
where she-smashed-and spattered the-walls with ink; Naddalin jumped backward out of the-way with 
a snarl. 


'Getoutof it, Charlotte.' 

'Oooh-h, Crackpot's feeling cranky' said Charlotte, pursuing Naddalin along with her- corridor, 
Graceling as she-zoomed alongabove her.' 

What is it the time, myfine Petty friend? Hair-razing voices...? Seeingvisions...orthe past like 
it's the now...? Speaking in' Charlotte blew a gigantic raspberry'-tongues? 

'Motorboat'nsome boobies backtheirgirl.' said Naddalin! 

Ball one- 

Ball two- 

Ball three-all spit- ie! 

'I said, leave me ALONE!' Naddalin shouted, running down the - nearest flight of stairs, but 
Charlotte merely slid downthe- banisteron her back beside her. 

Part: 7 

'Oh, mostthink she's Barking, she- petty wee lad, nevertheless, some are more- kindly 
besidesthinkshe's just sad. But Charlotte knows betterand says, that she's mad - 'Shut- DPI' 

A doorto she left flew open and ProfessorAshly emerged from the office lookinggrim and 


slightly hassled. 



What on earth are you shouting about-?' she'd- snapped, as Charlotte cackled gracefully and 
zoomed out of sight.' Why aren'tyou in class?' 

'I've been sentto see you,'said Naddalin stiffly. 

'Sent? What do you mean, sent?' 

She-held out the- note from ProfessorScott. Professor Ashly took itfrom her, frowning, slit 
it open with a tap of the wand, stretched it out and began to read. 

Her eyes zoomed from side to side behind the square spectacles as she'd - read what Scott 
had written, and with each line the became thinner. 

'Come in here,' she-followed her inside her studies. She-door closed identically behind her. 

'Well?' said Professor Ashly, roundingon her.' 'Isshetrue...?' 

'Is what true...?' 

Naddalin asked rashes more aggressively than she- had intended. 

'Professor?' She- added, in an attemptto sound politer. 

'Is it true that you shouted at ProfessorScott?' 

'Yes,' said Naddalin. 

'You called she a liar?' 

'Yes.' 

'You told herthegirl- Who Must Not Be Talked about is back?' 

'Yes.' 

ProfessorAshlysatdown behindthe desk, watching Naddalin closely. 

Then she'd- said,' Have a beige,' 'Have what...?' 

'Have a beige,' she'd- repeated impatiently, indicating a tartan tin lying on top of one of the- 
piles of papers on herdesk,'and then sit down.' 



She had been a previous occasion when Naddalin, expectingto be caned by Professor Ashly, 


had instead been chosen by her to the-AmselClaepsiarateam. 

She-sankinto a chair opposite her, and helped herselftoa GingerNewt,feelingjustas 
confused and woozy footed as she- had Deanahe on that occasion. 

Professor Ashly set down Professor Scott's note and looked very seriously at Naddalin. 

'You need to be careful.' 

Naddalin swallowed hermouthfulof GingerNewtand stared at her. 

Her tone of voice was not at all what she-was used to; it was not brisk, crisp and demanding; 
it was low and apprehensive and somehowmuch more human than usual. 

'Misbehaviorin Dolores Scott's class could cost you much more than house pointsand 

detention.' 

'What do you...?' 

'Use yourcommon sense,' snapped Professor Ashly, with an abrupt return to her usual 

manner.' 


You know where she'd-comes from, you must know to whom she'd- is reporting.' 

The- bell rang for the-end of the- lesson. Overhear, all-around came the clumsy sounds of 
hundredsof studentsonthe- move. 

'It says here she'd- 'sgave you detention every evening she week, starting Hayvanna-horror,' 
Professor Ashly said, looking down at Scott's note again. 

'Every eveningshe week!' Naddalin repeated, horrified. 'Butthen again. Professor, couldn't 

you?' 


No, I couldn't,'said Professor Ashly flatly. 
'But.' 


'But!' 



'But?' 


'She'd- is your teacher, in addition, has every right to give you detention. 

You will go to her room at five o'clock Hayvanna- Morrow for her-the first one. Just 
remember: tread carefully around Dolores Scott.' 

'But one was telling the-truth!'said Naddalin, outraged.'Ava is back, you know her-is; 
Professor Duerre knows who she- is?' 

'For heaven's sake-!' Said ProfessorAshly, straighteningherglassesangrily (she'd - had 
winced horribly where- and her- had used Ava's name.') 

Do you really think she is about truth or lies? It's about keeping your head down, and your 
temper under control!' 

She'd-stood up, nostrilswide and mouth verythin, and Naddalin stood up, too. 

(Naddalin-sometimes I'm wondering if I to don't have to retard tattooed on my fore head I) 

'Haveanotherbeige,'she'd-saidtouchily,thrustingthe-tin at her. 

'No, thanks,' said Naddalin coldly.' 

Do not be ridiculous,' she'd- snapped. 

Then at the moment, atthat time of that day- she- took one... 'Thanks,' she- said grudgingly. 

Part: 8 

'Didn't you listen to Dolores Scott's speech at the - start of term feast-?' 

'Yeah,' said Naddalin. 'Yeah... she'd-said... progress will be prohibited or... well, it meant 
that... that the- Unholy Orders of Magic is trying to interfere with at the school for girls.' 

ProfessorAshly eyed her closely for a moment, she-and sniffed, walked around the desk and 
held open the-door for her. 

'Well, I'm glad you listen to Emmah Kizziah at any rate,' she'd-said, pointing herout of the 


office. 



Dinner in the- Massive Hall that night was not a pleasant experience forNaddalin. 


The- news about she is shouting match with Scott had traveled exceptionally fast even by at 
the school for girls' morals. 

She-heard sweepers all around heras she-sateating between Jinger And Emmah. 

She-funny thing was that none of she-whisperers seemed to mind he rove rhearing what 
they were all saying about her. 

On the-contrary, it was as though they were hopingshe-would get irritated, and start 
shouting o'er so that they could hear the story first hands. 

'She-says she-saw Joella - Elizabeth murdered...' 

'She-reckonsshe-aduel-1- edwith You Know-Whom...' 

'Come off it...' 

'Whodoesshe-think she's kidding?' 

'TurZease...' 

'What I do not get,' said Naddalin through clenched- d teeth, laying down the knife and fork 
(she hands were shakingtoo much to hold them steady,)'is whyshe-y all believed she-story two 
months ago when- and Duerre told them...' 

'The- thing is, Naddalin, I'm not sure she-e did,' said Emmah grimly. 'Oh, let's get out of here.' 

She'd-slammed down her own knife and fork; Jinger looked longingly at the half-finished- 
apple pie but followed suit. Individuals stared at them all the-way out of the- Hall. 

'What'd' you mean, you're notsure they thought Duerre?' 

Naddalin asked Emmah when they re ached-the-first-floor landing. 

'Look, you don't understand what it was like afterit happened,'said Emmah quietly.'You 
arrived back in her- middle of the- lawn clutching Joe Ha's dead body... none of us saw what happened in 
her- maze... we just had Duerre's word for it that You Know Who had come back and killed Joella and 
foughtyou.' 



'Which is the-truth!'Said Naddalin loudly. 


I know it is, Naddalin, so will you please stop biting my head off?' Said Emmah wearily.' It's 
just that before she-the truth could sink in, everyone went home for her-summer, where they spent 
two months reading about how you're a nutcase and Duerre's going senile I' 

Rain pounded on the-windowpanes as they strode along with her-empty corridors back to 
AmselTower. 

Part: 9 

Naddalin felt as though the first day had lasted a week, but she - still had a mountain of 
homeworktodo before bed. 

Dull pounding pain was developing over the right eye. She-glanced out of a rain-washed- 
windowat she- dark grounds as she-y turned into her- Fat Lady's corridor. She was still no light in 
Dargide's cabin. 

'Mimbulus mumble- like,' said Emmah, before the- Fat Lady could ask. The- portrait swung 
open to reveal the- hole behind it and the-three of them scrambled through it. 

The-girl's dorm room was almost empty; everyone was still down at dinner. Snakes uncoiled 
themselves from an armchair and trotted to meet them, purring loudly, and when - and Naddalin, Jinger, 
and Emmah took the three favorite chairs at the-fireside the- leaped lightly on to Emmah's lap and 
curled up her like a furry gingercushion. 

Naddalin gazed into the-flames, fee ling drained and exhausted. 

Part: 10 

'Flowcan Duerre have letthis happen?' 

Emmah cried suddenly, makingNaddalin And Jinger jump; shanks leaped off her, looking 
afterward still panicking. She'd- pounded her- arms of the chairs in a fury so that bits of stuffing leaked 
out of the- holes of the chair.' Flow can she- let that terrible woman teach us? And in our FLYING year, 
tool' 



'Well, we've never-ever had great Defense Against her- DarkArts Craftteaches, have we?' 


said Naddalin.' 

You know what it's like, Dargide told us, nobody wants the-job; she-e say it's jinxed.' 

'Yes, butto employ someone who'sactually refusingto let usdo magic! 

What's Duerre playing at?' 

'And she- is trying to get people to spy for her,' said Jinger darkly in an ominous way. 

'Re member when- n she'd- said she'd-wanted us to come and tell's her if we hear anyone 
saying- 'You Know Who's back?' 'Of course, she's- the one to spy on us all, that's obvious, why else 
would Fudge have wanted herto come?' Snapped Emmah. 

'Do not start arguing again,' said Naddalin wearily, as Jinger opened her mouth to retaliate.' 
Can't we just... let's just do that homework, get it outof the-way...' 

She-a collected heir Hayvannahol bags from a cornerand like returned to her-chairs by the- 

fire. 


People were coming back from dinner now. 

Naddalin kept herface averted from the- portrait hole, but could still sense she- stares she- 
was attracting. 

'Like-shall we do Lily's stuff first?' Said Jinger, dipping the enchanted type writer into the 
magical inkwell. 

'She- properties... of moonstone... And it uses ...in potion-making...' she- muttered, writing 
the-words a- crossed the-top of the yellow-sh parchment Paper as she-spoke them all out too loudly. 

Disruptive... as they said she was... yet, not like at all like they-the higher up at her old school 
said at all either. 

She- underlined the-title, and splatted ink, then she looked up expectantly at Emmah. 


'So, what is the- properties of moonstone and its uses in potion-making?' 



But- but- Emmah was not listening; she'd- was squinting over into the- far- far off corner of 
the- room, where Breanna, Katy, And Grace, Jordan were now sitting at the - center of a knot of 
innocent-looking first years, all of whom were chewing something that seemed to have come out of a 
large Paperbagthat Breannawas holding. 

'No, I'm sorry, they've gone too far,' she'd-said, standing up and looking positively furious. 

'Come on, Jinger.' 

'I'm what?' said Jinger, plainly playing for time.' No, come on, Emmah we can't tell she - m off 
for giving out sweets.' 

'You know perfectly well that those are bits of NosebG raced Nougat or Pushing Pastilles or...' 

'Fainting Fancies?' Naddalin suggested quietly. 

One by one, as though hit over her- head with an invisible mallet, the-first years where 
slumping unconscious in their seats. 

Then some slid right on to the-floor, ashes merely hung over her-arms of their chairs, their 
tongues lolling out. Most of the- people watching where laughing... 

Emmah, however, squared her shoulders and marched directly over to where Breanna, and 
Katy... she has now stood with clipboards, meticulously observing her; unconsciousfirstyears. 

Jinger rose up slightly, and then halfway out of her desk chair, hovered uncertainly fora 
momentor two, then murmured to Naddalin, 'she's-got it under control,' before sitting as low in the 
deck-chair as she nerdy awkward frame permitted. 


Interval: 5 
Chapter: 156 


Part: 1 



That's enough!' Emmah said forcefully to Breanna and Katy, both of whom looked up in mild 

surprise. 

'Yeah, you're right,' said Katy, nodding, 'she doses looks strong enough, doesn't she?' 

'I told youthis morning,you can't testyourrubbish on students!' 

'We're payingthem!' Said Breanna indignantly. 

'I do not really care; it could be dangerous!' 

'BS,' said Breanna. 

'Calm down, Emmah, they're fine!'Said Grace reassuringly as she-walked from the first-year 
girl's room to the first-year class, inserting many sweets into heropen mouths. 

'Yeah, look, they're coming around now,' said Katy. A few of the-first years were indeed 
stirring. Several looked so shocked to find themselves lyingon her-floor, or dangling off their chairs, 
that Naddalin was sure Breanna and Katy had not warned she - m whatshe-sweets we re going to do. 

'Feel all right?' Said Katy kindly to a small dark-haired girl lying at the feet. 

'I-1- I's, thinkso,' she'd-said shakily. 

'Excellent,' said Breanna happily, but she- next second Emmah had snatched- both she 
clipboard and her-paper-along with a bag of pop-rockgemstonefrom the hands. 

'It is NOT excellent!' 

'Of freakingcourse, it is, they're alive, aren'tthey?' Said Breannafuriously. 

'You can't do she, what if you made one of, them really ill?' 

'We're notgoingto makethemill; we've alreadytested them all on ourselves, she isjust 
here to see if everyone reacts the- same.' 

'If you need to stop doing it, I'm going to...' 

'Put us in detention?' Said Breanna, in an I'd like to see you try it voice. 


'Make us write lines?'Said Katy, smarting off. 



Onlookers all over her-the room where laughing. Emmah drew herself up to the full thought, 


hereyeswhere narrowed... 

And the bushy hair seemed to crackle with static electricity. 

'No,' she'd- said, hervoice quiveringand trembling with anger...' 

Part: 2 

...But I will write to your Mother, andf*ckinghauntthe sh*tand piss out herevery night.' 

'You wouldn't,' said Katy, horrified, taken a step back from her. 

'Oh, yes, I would,' said Emmah grimly.' 

I can't stop you from consuming all of the-stupid things yourselves, but you're not to give 
them to her-first years.' 

Breanna And Katy looked-totally flabbergasted. 

It was clear that as far as they were concerned, Emmah'sthreat was way below her- belt. 

With a last threatening look at them, she would-shove Breanna's clipboard and her- a bag of 
Fancies back into the arms, and stalked back to the chair by the-fire. 

Jingerwas now so-o freaking low in the set, that her young sweet noses were - um- level with 
the knees, and all you could see where young little sweet eyes piping out overtop the lid of the desk, 
and hair brads. 

Thank you for yoursupport, Jinger,' Emmah said acidly. 

'You handled it fine by yourself,' Jinger mumbled. 

Emmah stared down at the blank piece of parchment for a few seconds, then said edgily. 'Oh, 
it's no good, I can't concentrate now. 

I'm going to bed.' 

She'd- wrenched- the bags open... 


Naddalin thoughtshe'd-wasaboutto putthe books away... 



Then like instead she'd- pulled out two Misshapen woolly objects, placed them carefully on a 
table by the-fireplace, covered them with a few screwed - up bits of parchment and a broken quill, 
besides she stood backto admire the effect. 

'What if the- name of Merlin are you doing?' said Jinger, watching she as though fearful for 

hersanity. 


They're hatsfor house sprites,' she'd-said briskly... like a crazed girl was more die on... 




'Now stuffing her books back into her bag.' 

I did themoverthe-summer... 

I'm a really slow knitterwithout magic but now I'm back at Hayvannahol, I should be able to 
make lots and lots more.' 


si? 


'You're leavingout hats forthe- house sprites?' Said Jinger Flying about nuts-o like.' 

'And you're coveringthem upwith garbage first?' 

'Yes,' said Emmah disobediently, swingingshe bagon to the back. 

'That's not on,' said Jinger furiously.' 

You're trying to trick she- m into picking up she- hats ant' you. 

You're settingthem free when- n they might not want to be free.' 

'Unquestionably, they want to be free I' Said Emmah at once, though her face was turning 

pink.' 

'Don'tyou dare touch those hats, Jingerl' 

Part: 3 

Arthur Railie, Head of the- Embezzle of Non-magical people Heirloom Office at the - Unholy 


orders of Magic, has won the- annual Daily PaperGrand Prize Gemstone Draw. 



A delighted Mr. Railie told she- Daily Prophet, and We will be spendingthe-gold on a 
summer holiday is back on Earth, that is, and as a body that looks as they, or maybe to get into one 
there, where our do as all these girls hope to come back as a girl, yet with wings or to be a fallen angel 
on earth, no one wants to work as a curse breakerforGutierrez Wizard and the Fallen Bank, or scrub 
crappers. 


The-Railie family will bespendinga month in Rockville, returningforthe-startof the-new 
Hayvannaholyearat the school forgirls, which five of the- Railie children currently attend. 

Anyways- Naddalin scanned the- moving photograph and a grin spread a- crossed heryoung 
sweet little, face as she-saw all nine of the- Railie's waving furiously at her, standing in front of a 
large 'the body of Neveah'viaduct. 

Plump little Mr. S. Railie; tall, balding Mr. Railie; six girls; and one daughter, all (though she- 
the black- and-the white picture didn't show it,) with light- shiny- red hair. 

Right in the- middle of the- picture was Jinger, tall and gangling, with her pet mouse, 
Scabbards,on hershoulderand herarm around herlittle sister,Jill. 

Naddalin couldn'tthink of anyone whodeservedtowin a large pile of gold more than she- 
Railie's, who was very nice and extremely poor. She - picked upJinger's letter and unfolded it. 

Part: 4 

Dear Naddalin, Happy birthday! It was soundingalmost routine to me... yet nice to hear. 

And this could well be her-day I'll make sure to make a- big deal of it too, like of my calling, 
said Uncle Read. 

'You embarrass and completely humiliate me,' he said. 

Naddalin went back to her toast and jam licking off the butter knife, saying thanks sheepishly. 

Of course, she-thought bitterly. Uncle Read was talking aboutthe-stupiddinnerparty, to 
like she was 10. 

She'd have been talking about nothing elsefor two weeks. Yet when the day comes, she is 

sad. 



Um so girls- some rich builder and her wife were coming to dinner, to talk with you, and 
Uncle Read was hoping to get a huge order from them, (Uncle Read's company made lumber as you 


know, for log homes.) 

And think we should run through the-schedule one more time, and said. Uncle Read. 

And we should all be in position at eight o'clock. 

Jennath,youwill be...? 

-And- 

Naddalin-anyways she-was taking the-weight off her feet, by places them up on her desk, 
showmore then she needsto underthe skirt. Then Emma sat down in the one adjacent hernextto the- 
wall, and all the window shown in the light day's rays, hopping for the eerie sounds of the ball to ring 
out once more,forit all to be over. Looking at her was this wolf... 'Hum...' I'm wondering... quietly to 
myself. 


Walking down the path to other school buildings, there was a- wolf-that was fee ling her legs 
as she was trying to walk- in odd ways, the campuses are large, 10 coastal, in all, like with many links 
'the body of Neveah' arch bridges. 

She-didn't look at it, at it at all feelthe evil comingfrom those green marble-like eyes, think 
it gotto be... 

Anyways-after an instant or two she-spoke to it- using her mind, and a spell, to do so-o-and 
she whipped to it softly, using telepathic communication spells. 

Telekinesis- is one, that I like to use on earth- like making a light glob float in midair, and 
have it flickerin a girls' stunted face, oreven to lift things like her off the ground or all around them. I 
use this to stay in one hovering place, over their bed or something like that. 

Psychokinesis- is the one they use to get into all these girls heads, the higher authority's too, 
and then-you knowwho-them. Mind manipulation... to make confusion-disillusion, and illusions. 


'Clever...no...?' I'mthought. 



I have a card reading, laid out on my desk so I know what lays ahead too, as she did... and I 
would say she was readingall the clues right, I could see all she did to... it was in my report, yetthey 
would say that all BS. That she was losing her mind, yet I feel it was not the cards, I feel they were a help. 

I'm- like elaborated- um babbling for 30 minutes, about nothingthat was a- rational thought, 
so they thought, yet... yet some in the class felt me. In the incoherencies... 

Know I knew why the wolf... was there it was one of them holding me back in my speech, so 
it would not be known... 

My Paper they could not change, this is what it said-1 could see that, was not Nevaeh'sfelt. 
That she ended the way she did. She had no life - to speak of having the same teacher for six years, 
readingthe same stories, like the same moronic-three words make a sentence- of tells of: 'The Wolf 
Made a Stink;' and, not seeing words over'one' syllable, (funny-syllable has three-syllable in the word,) 
so if you never- ever seen the words, above-or was in a class higher than that- of 2nd grade, all 12 
years; like-1 ask how could you learn- more than what they gave you, it was not on her- now was it? 

God, she got point for having her name right, on the Paper... that what we're dealing with 
here... they would not let heron the reading team, or be in anything more than fundamental, and when 
I say fundamental, that is notthe term. 

Saying-she could not 'handle it,' how can you not handle something, if her teachers would 
not give her a chance to do more to handle, there was nothing there to handle...! 

Even, at doing whatthe other in hergrade were achieving I thoughtthere was nothingto 
handle, the advice was to drop out, and kill herself, by superiors and kids alike, and sign the book, so- 
now-atthis time theysaid this wasall governor- Ed Rendell'sfeltnotthere's. 

So-oshe has a- 'simpleton'wouldn't know how to spell that either... Nauseating it was, to be 
in the same shoes as she-1 was in freak'n pre- kfor 7th grade up-1 just sat there... lost in a- trances- like 
her, that was not my felt, so I thought, just look at this, I's am not a smart girl yet, this was tragic. 

Also, then when Nevaeh got there, as I did like her, nowin 7th grade, and they had the 
bold ness to say she was regressing. I can't see how you can regress at re-traded leave, and she was far 
fromthat, yetshe did- orthey documentedto kill her life in all ways. 


(You see- I'm falling there was no way out of this...) 



The day consisted of freaking played Uno and board gamesfor seven hours, notgettingoff 
your ass to even piss without some asking if you need help, in freaking 7th grade instead of class time, 
with others, that is not giving up- and the one she was with were over just having enough of the 
nonsenses they call school. 

It was asked of me to write something magnificent, awe-inspiring, and completely 
unbelievable- well I's did- what is that you do? 

Part: 5 

Ah- moment! 

(Back) 

The wolf- 

She-curved to look at her-Caroline, but she'd-gone- rain off- blending with the-ashes out 
on the-street. 

As an alternative, she-was laughing at a rash unembellished- looking lady who waswearing 
square- ed small, granny-style glasses, with a thick bifocal exactly the- shape of the- patterns, the wolf 
had had around eyes where. 

She'd-, too, was wearing a tan wrap, older thin and scary too young kids. 

Oh, and the gray hair was drawn into a close-fittingtwist and long and stringy. 

She'd- observed definitely ruffled. 

'Like- like- like- how did you know it was me?' And she'd-asked me... 

I knew by the- eyes, you have green wolf-like eyes, that how- you can't mistake them... 
they're only you, and you only. 

Oh- my dear Professor, I've never-ever seen a wolf sit so rigidly. 

- And- 

You'd be stiff if you'd been sitting on a brick wall all day, and said Professor- sweet little 


school girl. 



And all day to ah...? 


When could you have been atriumph? 

I must have accepted 12 or 13 buffets and merrymakings on my way here. Professor, she 
inhaled irately; and OH yes, everyone's celebrating, all right, and she'd-said impatiently. 

And you would think they'd be a bit more careful, but no- um- hum, not even she- 

Non-magical peoples have noticed something's going on too. 

It was on their news... even...! 

And-she'd-jerked she head backatthe- Natalie's' dark living- room window. 

And-1 heard one, and then more flocks of them- in packs, flying girls with wings... off making 
mastiff... even if they should be in bad, fora school night, shooting stars... too, and a big full moon in the 
twilight. 


Well, they're notentirely stupid... 

They were bound to notice something, Ithoughttoo, along with looking for shootingstars, 
and that big full moon, down in Barnesboro. 

Part: 6 

I'll bet that was Dedalus Diggle. She- never had much sense, and, you can't blame them, said 
Dorezbiumd gently. 

However-she had precious little to celebrate foreleven-year-old. 

-And- 

And-I knowthat, said Professor Pattergirl irritably. 

And- but- but- that's no regard to lose our heads, here like- um individuals are being 
downright careless, out on the-streets in broad daylight, here at this school, young brats were making, 
no discipline, not even dressed in non-magical people clothes, crossing over, swapping rumors, and such 
and being well knotty Sluts... Um- 'What can I say it's the- slut generation these days... YET- their kids.' 



And- 


She'd-threw a sharp, sideways glance at Dorezblumd, and if looks could kill we would be 
scrapping up Dorezblumd with a little shovel, and using the body as fertilizer. 

Nevertheless, as though hoping she-was going to tell she something, but she-didn't, so-o 
she'd-wenton, herway. 

A fine thing it would be if, on the-very day You Know-who seems to have vanished at last 
calling, the- non-magical peoples found out about us all. 

...I feel it... 

I suppose she-reallyhas gone, Dorezblumd? 

- And- 

And- It certainly seems so, and said Dorezblumd. 

And-yetall in all- we have much to bethankfulfor. 

Would you care for a- lemon. Jolly Rancher Hard Candy and I giggle- till I cried for a half- 

hour? 


Part: 7 

And...? 

And-A what? 

And-A lemon drop, and gold stars, ha- go figure. 

They're a kind of Non-magical people sweet I'm ratherfond of them... like she was... even if. 
They say you don't have a mind too- so go figure, that one too. 

And- no, thank you, and said Professor Pattergirl coldly, as though she'd - didn't think she was 
the-momentforlemondrops.Andas I say, evenifYou- Know who hasgone... 

-And- 


And my dear Professor, surely a sensible lady like yourself can call her by her name? 



All she 'you- know-who' nonsense-for eleven years, I have been trying to persuade people 
to call her by the propername-Ava. 

Besides ProfessorPattergirlflinched, but Dorezbiumd, whowas unstickingtwo lemon drops, 
seemed notto notice. 

Like-yepper- it all gets so puzzling if we keep saying. 

'You- Know- Her...' 

I have never-ever seen any rather be frightened of saying-Ava's name. 

Yet there is a first or everything... 

I knowyou haven't, said ProfessorPattergirl, soundingslightly exasperated, half admiring. 

But you're different-all way different. 

Everyone knows you are the-only one... 

You- Know- oh, all right, Ava was frightened of. 

-And- 

'You flatter me... you do-1 am rather amused.' 

Part: 8 

And said Dorezbiumd tranquility. And-Ava had powers I will, never-ever-ever- never, have. 
-And- 

Amenably because you're too- well- noble to use them. 

It's lucky it's dark out now. I haven't blushed - d so much since-the snowy flaky night- Madam 
Pomphrey told me she'd- liked my newearmuffs. 

-And- 

ProfessorPattergirlshota wicked look at Dorezbiumd said, 'She-flying with wings is nothing 
next to the- rumors that are flying around about girls with the wings flying.' 



Do you knowwhat everyone'ssayingPAboutwhyshe'sdisappeared? About what finally 
stopped her? 

-And- 

It seemed that Professor Pattergirl had reached-the- point, and she'd-was most anxious to 
discuss, the- real points, rather she'd- had been waiting on a cold, hard wall all day now, kneeling as a 
wolf, not as a woman... had she'd-fixed Dorezbiumd with such a piercing stare as she'd-did now, the 
question was asked? 

It was plain, whatever- so and so not- and everyone- so-on- and saying, she'd- was not going 
to believe it until Dorezbiumd told herit was true. 

Dorezbiumd, however, was sucking off-yet another lemon drops and did not answer. 

So- like what they're saying, and she'd- was pressed on- down and down the line to the next 
and the next, and is that last night Ava turned up in Godin's Hollow. 

She- wanted to find her. The- rumor was and is- that Lily, and Alyssa- are- um- a- ...they're¬ 
dead. 


Dorezbiumd bowed she head, almost- showing that he was feeling sadden. 
ProfessorPattergirlgasped... (Inhale noise here.) 

Oh, my- completely and totally- modified. 

Part: 9 

And Lily and Alyssa... I can't believe it... I didn't wantto believe it... Oh, Roberts... 

- And- 

Dorezblumd reached out and patted heron her-shoulder. And I know... I know... she said- 

avidly. 

Professor Pattergirl's voice trembled as she'd - went on. And That's not all. She's- a saying 


she-tried to kill her, Naddalin. But - she-couldn't. She-couldn't kill that little girl. No one knows why, or 



how, but they're saying that when she-couldn't kill Naddalin-, Ava's power some how broke - And that's 
why she'sgone. 

Dorezbiumd nodded glumly. 

And it's - it's true? And faltered ProfessorPattergirl. And After all, she's Deanahe... allthe- 
people she's killed... she- couldn't kill a little girl? It'sjust astounding... for all the-things to stop her... 
but how is the-the name of heaven did Naddalin survive? 

We can only guess, said Dorezbiumd. 

And-we may never know. 

-And- 

Professor Pattergirl pulled out a lace hanker- chief and dabbed at hereyes beneath the 

spectacles. 

Dorezbiumd gave a great sniff as she-took a golden watch from her pocket and examined it. 
It looked like a timepiece. 

What is that thing...? 

It was a very odd watch all this taking place. 

It had twelve hands but no numbers; instead, little planets were moving a round the-edge. 

It must have made sense to Dorezbiumd, though, because she - put it back in her pocket and 
then said, Dargide's is late. 

Like-1 suppose it was she-who told you I'd be there, by the-way? 

And-yes,said ProfessorPattergirl. 

I would not- a suppose you're goingto tell me whyyou're there, of all places? 

Part: 10 


(Back) 



I remember- when. I've come to bring Naddalin to heraunt and uncle, like the girls in the 
past it was my job to just drop her off at a doorstep-even if it was wrong, yet, I fee I they would be good 
to her, like with the others... 

They are the-the only family she- like the others, the only one left, in this world that is...! 

God-there gross- really, I thought- it how it has to be-yet it known, that she is what she is... 
In the- lounge, said AuntJennath promptly and waiting to welcome them graciously to our home. 

-And- 

And- Good, good, Dariez? 

- And- 

ril be waiting to open the- door, behind an angel oak tree. And Dariez put on a foul, 
simperingsmile, greening way too much-in a way I did not trust. 

Mr. And Mr. S. Magirl? Make me sick with their 1950's charm- they put on... 

And-they will love her, as one of their own I 

And cried AuntJennath rapturously, when she picked up the nude 4- year-old. 

Saying it's a girl! 

-I would say so- he said she does not have a dink- ie! 

And Excellent, Dariez, and said Uncle Read; then she- rounded in Naddalin in her arms, 

tightly. 


'And-you good?' 

'And you?' 

They would say: 'Yeah'- at the same time- (Yeah.) 


rs/ ^ rt,/ 


(Forward) 



2 years have passed, and all was not as you would seem, they were nasty- nasty- nasty! 


A 6 and% Naddalin, was always-freaking, lockingher teeny-tiny room she called the donjon 
under the spiral staircase, yet it was not long even a 6 that she was re markable, for her age decking it 
out with all things girlie, andfallen, darkangels, and Wizard andthe Fallen, old posters off coverthe 
would wall with jagged nails sticking through, and all the books she could get in there, with old leather 
bindings, she was reading one book a night. The pull change would even sway as the drafty air would 
pour in, there was no warmth in there at all and they could care less. 

This was here response, always- 'I'll be in my bedroom, making no noise and pretending I'm 
not one of you and all misunderstood like the one before me and said Naddalin tonelessly.' 

To- mop...'I don't do that; you just don't understand the things that are not you!' 

'Smart ass!' 

'Yep-1 am smart and have an- ASS- Mr.,' and-exactly, said Uncle Read nastily, yes and all you 
do is play with the upperfront hole of it, and don'tforget it. 

I am a girl that hole needs to be felled all the time to make us feel happy when all you all do 
is make me sad. 

'Um- pour baby girl- it sounds like you need a glass of suck it up.' 

And-the door slammed it the bar on the outside latched. 


Nevaeh 

Book: 39 


Skin and Bones 



Neveah- one said- 'If you're like me a writer- of novels, you have to like revising, and then I 


thought about it, thatwas all she knows, in herteaching, I's got all ofthattoo in my life- nothing but 
fixing and nothing there worth fixingthat they passed down to me that is knowledge.' 

Part: 1 

A book has kept her looked as she was, and well keep her locked as we want her. The same 
bookthat was in the library was me charming herto keep herdumbto all that was around her, a book 
can hide all truth, and lie to the one that looks inside and the cover that is known about is all that is seen, 
I was laying on the pages all these years to keep my powers... 

I am the wonderthey will neverdefeat. now herbookis more powerfulthan mine lost in the 
old school, a library that she Lily used to haunt, my power over her then too, now this book is here, and 
so well she met It was all my doing when she had one thing to do, and that was carry in the book, with 
herto unravel it all, at last, I may get what I wanted, even if I am not alive, I am sure... wellthat all I am 
going to say- read the book and seethe wicked I left inside. 

I all and mighty-1 am sure of it I have come back in a youngster's body and have taken over 
their mind, that I am sure of too, I am her, I am more than have Lily that is why she has fallen to me. 

-YOUKNOWWHOMM! 

PS-ODD SOMETIMES, I LIKE TO TOY WITH SOMEOFTHE GIRLS THAT HAVE DREAM- 
CHARTERS IN FRONT OFTHERE BED, THINKING THERE HEARING VOICES IN THERE HAD THINKING THEIR 


SOUL WELL BE TAKEN IF THEY- well- DO THAT! 



(The twilight night of delight) 


Oh, how could I's have forgotten about sayingthis to you yet maybe I's shouldn't, I'm shy 
afterall about this stuff, so back on the train ride here, I did something knotty, am a very knotty little 
school girl, am I's not? I's did even know his name, yet we looked eyes on the platform, it was love at 
first sight; and I lost my virginity the second night in his car, on the train, over the highest of high 
viaducts, the train is on, oh he did not say much yet it was all the right things, for a girl like me... week 
and afraid of all things boy, yet adventures in all otherways. Yes, Yes, Yes, OH-yes, we made love... 

I looked at him and he at me, and yet again it was love, at first sight, looking in his doorway- 
heheld me tightly, and know my names, or all things and said so sweetly...um-yepper-l'ssnuckout, 
and met him my last chance for boy love, and was in his night car, I's was in love, or so-o I's thought, 
anyways he said- a girl named-Jenny haunts him, yet he never-wanted her, like me, so he said, he loves 
me for me, is what I got with him, and I went awe when he was being so sweet to me... and I'm got 
NAKED for him- as little girls do for cute boys when girls like me are shy sweet and innocent! Jenny, they 
said, haunts the one-car, mine... yet I never saw here...yet felt her in me, she never made it to the 
school they said, she wanted to haunt, a boy's back home, and a railway- and she still is. 

Othergirls said she is a 'the little slut,' and is known by that title, in both worlds- mind you. 
othergirls said she is a little of a slut, she was giving me the power I never had, being in me that night to 
be with a boy finally, so she can't be all bad, she just wants me to feel, the zenith of life - that I's never 
had, before the final end, afterthat night and we nt back to our car and all the girls were looking at me 
say do tell, Karly said-to 'stay away,' I knew a Jenny like that, and a boy like that too, yetthey want me 
to say- 'EVERYTHING,' SO I'S DID- to my girlfriends something that was new for me to that night, I was 


popular with them now. 



Emma- 'So romantic, I see why some boy would love you.' 


And I've hugged her, and she was not wanting to letgo of me, and I knew... I knew, thatshe 
was going to be my girl-sweet-hart, and more than just my friend, all these girls were now more than life 
to me. 


Part: 2 

And I'm will lead them into the- lounge, introduce you, transparent haunt Jenna, and pour 
them drinks. At eight-fifteen-orso less, they have seen more than-1, said Dariez; there was a call over 
the intercom, announce dinnerto go to those cars, with your roommates, that is when I's met Jenna 
AKA Jenny, and Karly wassquaring the whole time, looking like she was going to vomit, odd if fee I that 
was berthing that happened before. She set a and speed record for taking, jobs head poled, girl and 
guys she f*eked, and even one she wanted to kill, -you know who. Jenny races through all the cars, 
hooting, and mooning, like a crazy girl. 

Um and then- Dariez, you'll say... all that... May I take you through to the-dining room, girls- 
Magirl no more they are-tonight...? 

And said Dariez, offering one his fat arm to an invisible girl, that was saying hey, get off me, 
and could notget where the soundwas coming from. 

And-all perfect little lady's ant' they! And sniffed the professor. 'Lookatthem all so sweet¬ 
looking and oh so innocent, yes, yes!' He said - mostly looking ferociously at Naddalin, 'haunts we lead 
you down the path of distraction, they are misleading miss's- rememberthat.' 

'And- I'll's be in my room, making no noise, and pretending I'm notthere,' said Naddalin 


mind-numbingly. 



'Girl here you don't have to do that, have fun afterall that is what this place is all about, dark 


freedom, for girls like you, and she and her too, you see? And - precisely, what your old life was doesn't 
matterhere.' He said with admiration and empathy. 

Now, we should aim to get a few good compliments at dinner. Jennath, any ideas? 'It's just 
Jenny- but no... urn- YES- sir.' 

-And- 

Read tells me you're a wonderful girl, that was misunderstood in the home and school, Mr. 
Magirl... I said, yes-and I am sorry foryou-we did not know, that it would be like thatforyou. 
Everythingaboutyou girl is Perfect...Dariez...,you said quiteenough? 

-Besides- 

How aboutthat... 

'We had to write an essay about our Hearo'sat- Hayvannahol, And, I write about you.' 

Part: 3 

She was too much for both Aunt and Uncle, they were dick-heads, PROFESSOR I She shirked... 
not in front of new students. 

'Yeah- he's a real fuzz- a nut!' She said in return. 

They had me on Lorazepam, thatis why I'sdid what I did they said, I feel not they took me 
off it waswhat happened. 


Her mouth dropped... 



'One again- they win the gold, in the moron Olympics, don't they?'None of this is your fault 


girl, their ignorance, they put down on you is the ignorance you have no choices, butto reflect back 
with-in you, what you see is what you're goingto know and show back to us, and if you see nothing but 
their ignorance, you are going to be nothing more than ignorant." She said fastly. 

Jennath And Naddalin... I apologize for his word of the tongue. 

Look there on that desk the typewriter is typing our stories, funny it's doing that all by its self, 
when alive that would have been nice no? everything all of us do is documented on this Underwood, it 
was hers you know-whom...? Her...! And it was said that the well to wright is what possesses itto keep 
going. See it even has her name on it, it was left here by her younger, this is what she brought along on 
her train ride to the dark side, and it been on this desk senses. ItwasJaylynn's wish to remember, for all 
fallen girls to be added to her mom's story, that all the girl's chapters be to add in the book of life, like a 
little girl's Bible. 

'Forserval?' 

'Yes?' 

'Yes!' I said. 

Jenna burst into tears and hugged the girl, while Naddalin and the girls looked, saying- 'I'm 
sorry it was all my felt,'then she ducked under the-table in the dining car, so they would n't see her 
crying. 


'Jennasaid thata girl like me well ride as many DICK'Sas it takestofind the one,that is nota 


DICK-with a dicki' 





(Haunted Prom) 

I look at what the typewriter has said, as it was scripting knowing what is in my harts - of 
harts; and then the page was spite out of the roller, and into my hand, it lapped, and I read it something 
they said I could not do, too... and there it was I's got what I always wanted, and this is the story or that 
night to come, already planned, the haunted formal, a dance with the boyfromthe train, his name was 
there, and she looked at me sayingthis is the one I lost to her- right there and Karly points underthe 
desk... oh and it was- it waseverso-o perfect, and I had the loving night of a lifetime waiting but it was 
worth it. 




Part: 4 

(Castle) 

'And...' 

'And you, girl?' 

'And...' 

'And-you don't mean...' 

You can't mean the-people who live here-doyah? Cried Professor Pattergirl, whom jumping 
to her feet and pointing at number four, in a line of girls. I have been watching them all day like I said 
this one more. And Dorezbiumd-you can't. You could not find two people who are less like us. And 



they've got the girl, I saw herkicking, theygot herhe said as she was dragged upthe-street, they got 


her, she is screaming. (It was the motherof...them.) 

Naddalin, - come and live here, she is in the castle! 

'Both?' 

'What?' 

Emma- 'Oh, I said too much!' 

'It is that she is here... I don't know was you are saying-was the other about her?' 

Chapter: 157 

Part: 1 

Besides- 

The aunt and uncle, where awful... Emma said to them just popping in magical out of thin air, 
we well able to explain everythingto her when she's a little older, she is a fallen wizard angel on earth 
and the girl who survived, like them with given lives, as the chosen one back with us in our world, where 
she wants somethingfrom her, what we don't know... we never did. 

Then and so-o. It's the- best place for her, and her need, they think she is still alive you see, 
as just a girlie girl like them, said Dorezbiumdfirmly-whenshe was staying with overthe point, she 
could not standthem any longer. 

As you know- 

I've written she-m a letter, saying we are taking herfull time, and its paid for, they think she 


going to a metal handicap school forgirls like her- 'whateverthat means.' 



'SICK-SICK-' she said. 


-And- 

A letter... like that- freak'n hell-you're going to kill the girl- before-you know who well, get 
her, doing something like that? You made he rout to be brain dead, like the ones in the hex, that over 
the fact she is one, and I don't believe, that is so-o. 

Then repeated Professor, Pattergirl faintly, sitting back down on the-tan stonewall. 

'You don'tthinkthis of this girl, now-doya?' 

'Notat all- yet, well shall see...' 

Really, Dorezblumd,youthinkyoucan explain, all the in a letter, to them and herwhenshe 
gets older, she will is- living back hereto you know and girls are mean. Yes, it's part of being bewitched, 
and the cards she was dealt with. 

One and all in this world, urn- well not understand her, in the cruel war of hate, she will do 
fine back in our world, yet not here you see girls are mean here; this latter stats a murderof over her 
young life in the town- and I assure you nothing is confidential. So-o, in a way, I have seen these many 
times, with her past bloodline too. 

'She'll be famous- a legend-times' over...' 

I wouldn't be astonished, if today was known as Naddalin - day in the-future - she will be 
books written about Naddalin, I am sure of it - every child in our world will know hername, and story! 

-And- 


'Exactly...' 



'And'-said Dorezbiumd, looking very seriously over her-top of the half-moon glasses. 


'It would be enough to turn any girl's head, and well do that too with the others when she 
gets a little older.' 

(Back to the night she was left) 

'Famous before she- can talk and walkl' 

'Famous, and celebrated for something she-won't even remember, by the time we get back 

to her!' 


'Can'tyou see how much betteroff... growing up away from this world, 'tell she is olderwith- 
you know who-wanting her very soul to take, like with them in the past. Yet, she will is, growing up 
awayfromall of us thought, while waitingforthe time she is ready to fightfor herlife if she can have 
one?' 


-And- 

ProfessorPattergirl opened her mouth, changing her mind, she swallowed hard, then she 
said, 'Yes - yes, you're right,' of course, you always are so-o- right-yet this feels so, wrong-everything 
about this girl is going to look wrong to others, and feel that way not- it's the allure you fee I, of the hex. 

'But how is she-this girl gettingthere, Dorezbiumd?' 

She'd-eyed the robe suddenly, as though she'd-thought she- might be hiding Naddalin 
underneath it. 

Dargide's bringing her... 


-And- 



So, how do you think it is - wise - to trust Dargide with something as precious, valuable, 


costly, prized, dear, sweet, and totally- important as she? 

Dorezbiumd- 'Besides, I would trust Dargide with my life../ 

Professor Pattergirl- 'Um- I'm not saying she they ant' in the - right or wrong, and are not the 
right ones for her, I say this reluctantly, it is what has to be.' 

>N./ >fC 


Nevertheless, you can't imagine she's not selfish, insensitive, unkind, inconsiderate, and 
thoughtless. 

'She- does tend to be so- what was that...?' 

-And- 

A low-slung heavenizing sound had broken the-silence around them. It grew little by little 
louder as they observed her; up and down the - street for some sign of a headlight; it swelled to a rumble 
as they both watched up at the-skies, then just like that- a gigantic link, passageway to the old time¬ 
worn train station backto their world fell outof the-air, like a windingpath ofan aperture,and 
property-owningonthe- road in frontof them, they would be riding the train momentarily, in a fish of 
bright light. 

The pathway- passage was enormous, rushing through time-and warping it as the clock 
ticked away time in reality- yet, here that is not a thing- until we get there, it was nothing to the-the girl 
sitting next to me, yet you feel like your face is ripping off, and your body pulled. 

Like, like, like- she- was approximate- double as big as a normal girl would be, and at least 


five times as common. 



She-looked simply too big to be allowed in the flora and fauna, and so uninhabited-long 


knots of disheveled incomprehensible hair, as well as beard hid most of the face, she - had hands', that 
where curtain call to me. 

At last, where did you get that way in, I never used it before? 

Looking at the woman on the bench pointing towards us. In the vast, muscular arms she-was 
holding a bundle of coverlets. With her body type, and herfeetinthe leash's bootsweretoo big also, 
and the coverlets to small. There, said Dorezbiumd, soundingdismissed. 

'Borrowed it'-1 did, said Professor Dorezbiumd... 

Sit that train pulls away, and said she, climbing carefully off as she - spoke, down the steps of 

the car. 


Part: 2 

Likewise-youngTrirus Black lent it to me. 

'I've got her.' 

No problems, where there? 

-And- 

No, sir - the household was almost demolished, nonetheless, I got her out all right-1 did 
before she- Nonmagical peoples started crowding around. She-fell asleep as we flew over the town. 

-And- 


Dorezblumd and Professor Pattergirl bent forward over her-a bundle of blankets. 



Inside, justvisible, was a baby girl, fast asleep. Underatuftof jet-blackhairoverthe 


forehead, theycould see a curiously shaped cut, like an angel of HER. 

'And-this is where...?'Also, whispered Professor Pattergirl, 'a town known as Barnesboro.' 

Dorezbiumd, in addition, said- 'Yes...' 

She well has that blemishforever, of hermark. (THAT GIRL!) 

-And- 

Dorezblumd- 'Could n't you do something about that?' 

'Let her heargrow over... end of the story, and pitch to the one side.' 

Like, like, like- um even if I could or would, I wouldn't, scars can come in handy. 

I have one myself above my left knee, which is a perfect mapof the - Pennsylvania 
Underground- 'The Underworld.' 

'Do you rememberthatone girl thought...?' 

'Yah sh-hwedon'ttalkof that...' 

'Sweet girl...' 

Part: 3 

Naddalin- I'm always- Felt too much is a and that is a hell of a lot betterthan feeling nothing, 
yet you get the put you don'tfeel anything anymore. Broken hearts healed. Maybe the cracks were 
always there, like my scars, but they healed, thus it is thereto retell you. Do you know how many ways 


love can hit you? We make destiny with every turn, every single choice. 



Emma-1 neverdid, until I came here. So, it makesyou joyful, or despondent? It makesyou 


feel like a king or a fool. Everyway love can hit you; it's hit me when it comesto you, and me. It makes 
you sick in the belly or hurt in the heart. It makes all brighter and shriller, or it hazes all the boundaries. 
The humorousthing aboutfacingforthcomingdemise is that it really breakseverythingelse intoan 
outlook on matters and what ensures- not. 

(Class) 

Karly said to a professor- 'Fundamentally, I have two speeds... Aggressive orsmart-aleck, it's 
your choice.' 

(Back the doorstep) 

Dorezbiumd took Naddalin in the arms and turned toward her- Natalie's house. 

Well - give herthere, a teenyearfrom nowor so, we get her. 

We bettergetthis overwith, looking at them holding the little girl in their arms. 

-And- 

I could - could I say goodbye to her, sir? 

She asked at that moment, that is when she- bent over some to look at her one last time, the 
great, disheveled head over Naddalin, and gave her what must have been a very soft, kiss, then, 
unexpectedly, then letouta cry like a wounded dog. 

'Sh-h-h!' 

Professor Pattergirl, and you'll wake the- Nonmagical peoples! 


...And-so-o... 



Um-sorry, was said while sobbed, here then, taking out a large, spotted handkerchief and 


drying hereyeson it. 

Nevertheless, I can't stand the aforementioned - Lily an Alyssa dead - an' poor little Naddalin 
being with them, and- and, life and with nasty nonmagical peoples. 

Likewise- 'Yes, yes, it's all very sad,' but get a grip on yourself you must. 

Then, or we'll be found. And Professor Pattergirl whispered, patting the gingerly on the-arm 
as Dorezbiumd stepped over her- low garden wall and walked to the-fort door. 

For a full minute-they stood and looked at her-the little bundle. 

She- laid Naddalin gently on the-doorstep, took a letter out of the Robe, tucked it inside 
Naddalin's blankets, yetall you could see was the babyin a picnic basketfloating ever-so lightly gently 
down to the step... or so they thought, they were notseen. 

Naddalin foughtto keep herface and smile straight as she- emerged. 

The shoulders shook. Professor Pattergirl blinked furiously. 

Blink- blink- blink... 

The- twinkling light that usually stands out from Dorezbiumd's eyes seemed to have gone out, 
faded to gray. 

'You'll grow upfast and right-too right, you will.' 


'Achild theysaid forcefully, holdingherforthe first time.' 




The- nonmagical people mother- 'I do not know anything about you... little on, yet, I feel that 


I should take you as one of my own afterall the note said- to doso-o.' 

'And it's going to stay that way... 'yourours." 

Part: 4 

Then dinner'sover, you take Mr.S. Magirl back to the - lounge for coffee, Jennath, and I'll 
bring the- subject around to drills. 

With any luck. I'll have the- a deal signed... 

And sealed before she- news atten... 

Be shoppingfora vacation home in Majorca the time Hayvanna-horror. 

-And- 

Naddalin could n't feel too excited about her. She-didn't think she- Sleyashs would like her 
any betterin Majorca than they did on the pathway and lane. 

And Right - I'm off into town to pick up the- dinnerjacketsforDariez and me. You, and she- 
snarledat Naddalin. AndYou stay out of your aunt's way while she'd is cleaning. 

-And- 




(Back at the homestead forsome time of schooling) 

Naddalin left through the- back door, of the home. It was a brilliant, sunny day. She-crossed 


the- lawn, slumped down on the-garden bench, and sang underthe breath- 



'Happy birthday to me...' 


'Happy birthday to me...' 

(Singing) 

Yet- yet, yet! 

No cards, no presents, and she-would be spending the-evening pretending not to exist. 
Then she-gazed miserably into the- her notebook of birthdays past feeling nothing is changing. 

I have run into the girls from her time in her story here, and the oncoming ones that 
whereafter, she- Karly, Haven, Olivia, Maddie, Maggie, Karly, also. 

Look there Maggie and Karly are hooking up yet again, under yet a new set of steps in the 
haunted castle, that is likened to the school for girls, and the otherside forboys, the tall towering 
rickety, sky viaduct is where they like to hang, all the girls are forbidden to go overthere unless it 
something epic, all the wicked in your mind and more go down there, it's so cute to see young love, all 
over, again, just like Liv and Maddie holding hands (like in the pass theiryounggirls all overagain) 
looking overthe sunsets, night after night, and French kissing, with the bridge and castle as the 
backdropto theirforeground, is them off so nutsfor each otherit makes my heart sick, yet I had never 
feltso lonely. 

I have seen-KristenandJaylynntoo,and she was unrealto me. 

That was I did the unthinkable I went over to the boy side and we - met in the middle and did 
things, the boy from the train, Marcel, is the name he said breathlessly after the long kiss and his hands 
on my butt. 'I need more them just girl-ie time with- me myself and I, to feelthe holes inside me.' 



Oh yes, his hand glides down once I had herhand, I neverwantedtoletgo of her. myarm 


folds around my hand. Herfingers lace with mine, palms kissing like lips, and I can feelthefast thud of 
her eternal heart through this single touch, too, it was surreal ever like this, we all had this feeling, even 
if boy where there a girl just gets it more sometimes. More than anything else at the school for girls, 
more even than playing- Claepsiara, Naddalin Missed herbestfriends, Jinger Railie and Emmah Kizziah. 
They, however, did notseem to be missing her at all. Neishe of Them had written to herall summer, 
even though Jinger had said- 'I am going to ask Naddalin to come and stay with me and see if she want 
to go out with me overthe break. 

Countless times, Naddalin had been on the- point of unlocking buzzard cage by magic and 
sendingshe to Jinger and Emmah, how also seem to have an on and off thing of love-hate,goingon, 
anyways, with a letter, it worth the- risk, I asked him to have forbidden love me sex with me. And we did, 
on the ornate- old- world like- bridge... at sunset, with a pink- and orange sky. 

I'm worried- Underage wizards like young sex, with girls my age, wasn't allowed to use magic 
outside of Hayvannahol, or to have that inside. 

The girls- Naddalin hadn't told us all yet we all new by her bouncing about the next day, for 
the first in a lifetime this girl was happy. 

Karly-1 usedtohate lookingintoa merrowTO LIKE YOU GIRL-IEuntil I learned to suction-cup 
my, dildo to it, that what she said to me, you need to learn yourself be you can a girl ora boy, she was 
right- and I did, and got the charisma to freaking him like I was on it sucked to the glass-1 was the GIRL- 


on top. 



TAKE-MERROW-THAT THING THAT MAKES YOU FEEL BAD ABOUT WHO YOU ARE LAYITON 


THE FLOOR AND USE IT TO FEELGOOD! She said. I'sdid as much as I could, in one day, I am a honey girl 
anyways. 

I thought you did not give a did-aly-do-darn about me I She closed her eyes, and I closed mine, 
and even though we weren't holding hands, it felt like we were. 

Because, what we had, we knew. MarcelKissed Kristen saying, I loveyouyet, I love her 

more... 


I'm not askingyou to walk in my shoes, this time no I am asking you to be inside of her; I'd 
never wish my afflictions on anyone. 

But could you walk beside me on the secure ground and reach to hold my hand, I have his 
hand lay on my stomach as he slept soundly with me that night I was in his bunk. I entwined myfingers 
with his and breathedthrough the warmth thatseepedthrough my chest, andthenthe nextweek I 
need someone a did the same with her- notsure what I wantyetsure I want both. Such a simple, sweet 
thing to do, yet holding hands in bed was incredibly intimate, to do it with her- like it was him. 

Karly-1 even said to him- 'she needs you as I did then.' 

Part: 5 

Sleyashs-she- knew it was only their terror that she - might turn them all into dung beetles 
that stopped them from locking her in the-cupboard under the-stairs with her wand and broomstick, 
just like your mother before for you-your real mother she was a witch, and that lead to you, you are 


oneto Naddalin, and well blameyou no forit all. 



For the-first duo of weeks back, Naddalin had enjoyed muttering nonsense words under the 


breath and watching Dariez tearing out of the- room as fast as she fat legs would carry her. 

Nevertheless, the- longsilencefrom Jingerand Emmah had made Naddalin feel so cut off 
from her- magical world, that even taunting Dariez had lost its appeal - and now Jingerand Emmah had 
forgotten her birthday. 

'I remember this one I was 7- she pulled the memory out of her mind like a spider web out to 
see it as a hologram to play a video out in front of herand their eyes. 

'What wouldn'tshe-give nowfora message from atthe school for girls?' 

'From any witch or wizard or fallen girl.' 

She would be almost glad of a sight of the archenemy, Dalilah Malle he, just to be sure it 
hadn'tall been a dream... 

Notthatthe entire yearat the school for girls had beenfun. 

At the-very end of the last term, Naddalin had come face-to-face with none otherthan Lord 
Ava herself. Ava might be a ruin of the formerself, butshe-was still petrifying, still, toe cunning, still 
figured out to regain power, as the ones before her- said never-everletgoof. 

Naddalin had slipped through Ava's clutches'for the second time, but it had been a narrow 
escape. Besides, like even as of now, weeks later, Naddalin kept walking in the-starlight evening, 
drenched in cold sweats, speculatingwhere Ava was now if not inside her mind boy and soul, 
remembering she incensedface, the wide, mad eyes, and the 8-year-old mad-short school girl look of it, 
complete, and her body in the rob, that was far too big, like someone girl that had to be reborn and has 


to grow- yet once moreover. 



Naddalin suddenly sat upright onthe-garden bench, taking all the wonders ofthe world into 


her mind. She- had been staring absent-mindedly out of her eyes, but then there seemed to the eye 
within hers looking in and out ofthe very one she wasgazing with- and she-staring back, into her, 
fee ling all that was a weakness. Two enormous green eyes had appeared among the - leaves, and that 
was once hersweetthoughtsturnto fearand wickedness. 

Naddalin jumped to her feet just as a jeering voice floated across the - lawn. And I know what 
day it is, sang Dariez, waddling toward her, out of nowhere, yet-1 know why-1 know that he felt that she 
was back, and getting at me or even more spooking all down within me. The - huge eyes blinked all in my 
mind, thenthe feelingof hervanished, as I'm galloped,feeling as if I choked herdown, herghost. 

Horcrux- 'Spitting her soul is what she did... I knew, so you will never-ever pass on.'A 
Horcrux is an object in which a Dark wizard or witch or even angels fallen or not have hidden a fragment 
of his or her soul for the purpose of conquering immortality. 

...She is the one that has one... I's would no... and them to in the story with the hex... 

This is whatthey used too- I's would know... it is written in her history. 

What...? Said Naddalin, not taking her eyes off the feeling of dishonored, desecrated sullied, 
despoiled and violated feelings. 

Shaken, it hit me all these years it been this. And I know what day it is, Dariez repeated, 
coming right up to her, asking the question, that you would ask a girl, that has just stocked. Then out of 
thin air turn about Deanahe, saying Naddalin finally learned the - days of the-wee kit is, now let's see if 
she can get mounts and years right now. Nottakingthe momentforwhat it was. 


'Today's your birthday, do you remember that now.' Dariez sneered. 



'Like- how come you haven't got any cards, is over you are just like her the girl from that 


storythatyou love so-to you haveagirlie crush on her? Haven'tyou even gotfriends at this freak'n 
place, is all that you knowhow to do is diddle-yourselftoyourcreepy-creepermind?' 

'Awe-goingto cry?' - 'Oh go-eat a PP and Jl' 

-And- 

Betternot letyour mom there you are talking about my Hayvannahol, said Naddalin coolly. 
Dariez hitched up hertrousers, which were slippingdownshefat both Hayvannah. Why are you staring 
at her- hedge? She-said with most uncertainty... I'm trying to resolve what would be the - best spell to 
setit on fire, said Naddalin. Dariez stumbled backward at once, with a lookof panic on herface. 

Part: 6 

One night at the school, Naddlian and girls in your room you can't be walking around your 
room in the nude, it came over the intercoms for all to hear, 'The boys go bare-chested why can we, I 
said.' 


You cannot - Dad told you-you're notto do magic. Like if you did, she- said he will chuck you 
out of the- house, I am telling you this now listen. I knowthatyou haven'tgotanywhere elsetogo, and I 
wantyou here anyway. 

You haven'tgotany friendstotake you,yet, I wantyou here so-ostop. And just like that she 
wasgoneandthe girl, that was lefttherewasnot her,justand entities, that keeps heron autopilot. 

Naddalin in a fierce voice said this. And Hocus pocus - squiggly wiggly 'MUM I' Dariez, tripping 
over the feet as she- dashed back toward the- house. And MUUUUM! She'sdoingyou know what! 


-And- 



Naddalin paid dearly for the moment of fun, yet that has always been her life, she cannot 


have that, like them... of the past, all joys in life are not allowed when you have the curse. 

Look, I'm really sorry about that telephone call. I hope she - nonmagical peoples didn't give 
you a hard time. I asked Dad, and she- reckons I shouldn't have shouted. 

AuntJennath knew she- hadn't really did not magic, but she-still had to duck as she'd-aimed 
a heavy blow at the head with the-soapy frying pan. As neither Dariez nor she-evaded was in anyway 
hurt.Then she'd-gave herworkto do, with her-with the promise that she-wouldn'teat again until 
she'd finished. 


Oi/ >(S /N/ 


It'samazing there in Rockville... 

Sara's taken us around all she- Hayvannahbs, and you wouldn't believe the- curses those old 
Rockvilleian wizards puton them. 

Mom wouldn't let Jill come in the- last one. There where all these mutant skeHies' in there, of 
nonmagical peoples who had broken in and grown extra heads and stuff. 

I couldn't believe it when Dad won the-Star press Draw. Seven hundred galleons! Most of it 
is gone on the trip, but they're goingto buy me a new wand for nextyear. 

Naddalin remembered only too well the- occasion when Jinger's old wand had snapped. It 
had happened when the-car the-two of them had been driving to the school for girls had crashed into a 
tree on the- Hayvannahol grounds, neither were old enough to dive yet they missed the train. 

We'll be back about a week before term starts and we'll be going up to Pennsylvania to get 


my wand and our new books, a little shop back there is where to go. Any chance of meeting you there? 



Do not let the- nonmagical peoples get you down, back the re-they are nothing but trolls! 




Try and come to- Pennsylvania, JingerP.S. Serafina's Head Girl. She-got the- letter last week. 

Naddalin glanced back at the- photograph. Serafina, who was in the seventh and final year at 
the school for girls, was looking particularly smug. 

She-had pinnedthe Head Girl badge to her-fezperchedjauntilyon top of the neat hair, she 
horn-rimmedglassesflashingin her- Rockvilleian sun. 

Naddalin nowturnedto the present and unwrapped it wildly. 

Inside was what looked like a ring with a hardtop, the rock was pink nowall is good. 

There was another note from Jinger beneath it. 

Naddalin - she is a Pocket Sneakoscope. 

If there's someone untrustworthy around, it's supposed to light up, shades of colors, if red 
you'll know that there is dangerahead. 

Sara says it's nonsense sold for wizard tourists and isn't dependable, forthe reason that it 
kept lighting up at dinner last night, and that it was dictating. Nevertheless, she- didn't realize, Breanna 
and Katyhad put creepy-crawlies inthe soup. 

'So, Naddalin, now that you've had your verbal period, like can we move on? Emma said to 

me.' 


Part: 7 



Bye - Jinger 


Naddalin put she- Pocket Sneakoscope on the bedside table, it was part of the note, and with 
all notes, they hold spells, and secrets, that came with the ring, where it sat quiet and still, she was 
awaiting movements orsomething, yet did nothing. 

The tower, with its winding staircase, is off to the side of herand the girls room, though an 
old large wooden door, that looks to be mid-evil, Naddalin, is now looking overto the clock with it face 
inside the room she is in, that is part of the tower, the highestone at that, of the castle; she stood, 
looking out the stained glass of it that has the numbers, seeing all the moving parts, balanced on its 
point, reflectingthe- luminosities back of the hand of the clock in shadow, with the light that is inside. 

All the moving parts clanking together in a rhythmic motion was fascinating to her mind. She - looked at 
it happilyfor a few seconds, then picked upthe- parcel she had brought. Inside she, too, there was a 
wrapped present, a card, a letter, she time from Emmah. 

(Cut) 

That same night- girl-ie chatting aboutgirlie things... 

Karly- 'GirlsGiving Blow Jobs!' Naddalin-'And wantthe leftoveron their face,' I was asking 
for advice, just- 'like with a girl too,' 'oh yeah.' She asked - 'Why is that what you're doing with a boy 
tonight?' 

She asked me: Have you evergiven a blowjobP'YesI' How old were you the first time? '13, 
and it was last night, I made myself older in a spell to keep him, I used the go back in time charm' How 
old was the guy? '14' Did you make him cum? 'Yes' With him or her?'Both!' 'Where did he cum?' in my 
mouth and face, she was the same. 'Where doesthe guy usually cum?' She said- 'Mouth and face...' 


Me- 'Isthat what I should let him do to me? 



Her- 'Only if you want too, sure.' 


Me- 'How nnany guys have you blown?' Karly said- '10 maybe 18 at age 13 and up.' 

She said- 'The Shortest time you've knowna guy before giving head? one day, I feelthatis 

okay.' 

I asked- 'Doyou deepthroat.?' 

Karly- 'Yes love the taste of dick, and also-well you, or herpussy if that is your thing, I have 
been there too.' I knew that she was experienced and would be a good girl to go to for f*cking advice. 

3|C 

Me- 

'Yep...' 

One boy, one night of OH! 

One girl, one night of OHI 

She won overalll 

She is the one I LOVEI 

Yet, I'm been very much in-like with him- oh, HUM... 

I love being wrong it feels so right... 

Part: 8 


(Note) 



Dear Naddalin, 


Jingerwrote to me told me aboutthe phones call to your Uncle Read. I do hope you're all 
right. I'm on holiday in France at the- moment... look at the photos of me underthe Elfelt Tower, I didn't 
knowhow, I was going to send this to you, but what if they would open it at and saw it was my undies 
for your enjoyment, for sniffing pledger, something to remind you of me, and what you have wanted to 
lick- and have and did for me, now you can have these to hold on too. I think she'd-wanted to make 
sure you gotsomethingforyourbirthday fora change, the ones from our first night as lovers. 

From- 

Love Emmah 

Part: 9 

I did not buy you your, I don't have any money, to do so; there was an advertisementto me, 
that I would be getting something delivered; it's so good to keep up with what's going on in the- 
wizarding world, also, here form her with this out load self-understanding note, that shows movingtext 
on picture. 

Did you see that picture of Jingerand her family a week ago? I bet she's learning loads. I'm 
really jealous - she- ancient Rockvilleian wizards where fascinating. 

There'ssome thought-provoking local theory of witchcraft there, too. I've rewritten my 
whole Story of Magic essay to include some of the-things I've found out; I hope it's not too long - it's 
three rolls of parchment more than Professor Bans asked for me to do. 

Jingersays she's'going to be in Pennsylvania in the- last week of the- holidays.' 


'Can you make it too?' 



'Will yourauntand uncle let you come?' 


'I really hope you can.' 

'Uncertainty about it then, (there was a backside to the note,) I will see you on the - Express 
on September the 11th I' P.S. Jinger saysSerafina's Head Girl. I will bet Serafina's really pleased. Jinger 
doesn't seem too pleased about it all. 

At that moment at that time on that day- Naddalin giggled as she- put Emmah's letter aside 
and picked up the present, in a hollow book with music notes on it, and said keep them forever and ever. 
Giggling... at the cute juvenile like cartoon printed panties, Minnie mouse on the front part, all pink and 
young girlie. It was very heavy, to take all at once, in my young 13-year-old mind, I knew, that the next 
day- after my B-day, like-1 would be back to my real age, but it was fun, to relive all that I was cheated 
out of, at that age as a youngergirl, it was my wish-afterall. Um-ah- like- like- like- knowing Emmah, 
she- I's was sure it would be a large book full of very difficult spells - but it wasn't, it was an empty book 
felled with things that show our love, and new chapters to add in the book of life-just another chapter 
added in. 

Part: 10 

(Hot Springs) 

Jenny the haunt-said to me in the bath- looking down at me as an apparition- 'Yah-sneezed, 
wheezed, coughed, gagged and jazzed I GOOD FOR YOU I' In a condescending way. And she dived in the 
water with her, of the all- the girls at once- roman style bath, the only place in the 2,000-year-old cartel 
where there is allowed to run about fully nude, with all the girls, at 7 p.m sharp 'till 8 p.m. 


I was getting a lesson from the leading girl! 



(13 inches now passed in bookthickness.) 


Nevaeh 

Book: 40 


Spread your Wings 


Portion 

'Tell me and I forget, teach me and I may rememberinvolves me and I learn...' 

-Benjamin Franklin -so-o true, so, true- no? 

Preface: 

Sped- is the same as saying retarded-so this is what you are sayingto a girl like me, and her 
too andthem! 

Literally- 'Special Education,' Usually used to describe someone when they are acting be or is 
known as retarded for life regardless of yourachievements. 

An 'unofficial' (not recognized by dictionaries) slang descriptor for a 
person/thing/action/object, etc., ora combination of, which is one or more of the following: 



Being this, you area- 


'A waste of time, abandoned, abject, abominable, abortive, absurd, afraid, aimless, anxious, 
apprehensive, arid, arrested, assailable, atomic, awful, baby, babyish, backward, bad, banal, barmy, 
barren, base, baseless, bastard, beastly, beggarly, behind, beside the question, blah, bland, bogus, bomb, 
bootless, boyish, brainless, bromidic, bummer, caitiff capricious, careless, catchpenny, characterless, 
cheap, checked, cheesy, childish, childlike, cliched, cloying, coarse, colorless, common, commonplace, 
confusing, contemptible, controvertible, conventional, cornball, corny, corrupt, counterproductive, 
cowering, cracked, crap, crappy, craven, crazy, crud, cruddy, daffy, daft, dastardly, dazed, dead, deadpan, 
deficient, degraded, degrading, dejected, delayed, delusive, dense, dense, deplorable, depraved, 
despicable, destitute, detestable, devoid, diffident, dim, diminutive, dippy, directionless, dirty, 
disgraceful, dishonest, dishonorable, dismayed, disposable, disreputable, dizzy, dodo, doltish, dopy, 
dotterel, down, downtrodden, drab, drifting, drudging, dull, dumb, empty, empty-headed, erratic, 
evanescent, every day, evildoer, excessive, exhausted, expendable, expression less, facetious, failed, 
failing, fainthearted, fallacious, false, fanciful, fatuous, fawning, featherbrained, feeble, feebleminded, 
fickle, flaky, flashy, flat, flighty, flimsy, flip, flippant, fool, fool- around, foolish, forgrins, forlorn, 
fortuitous, foul, freaked out, freaky, frightened, frivolous, frothy, fruitless, futile, gagged up, garbage, 
garish, gay, giddy, girlish, glitzy, goalless, good-for-nothing, goofy, green, gross, groundless, groveling, 
grungy, gullible, gutless, hackneyed, half-baked, half-witted, hangdog, harebrained, heedless, ho hum, 
hokey, hokum, hollow, hopeless, humble, humbling, humdrum, humiliating, idiotic, idle, ignoble, 
ignominious, ignorant, ill-advised, ill-considered, illogical, imbecile, immaterial, immature, immobile, 
immoral, impassive, implausible, impracticable, impractical, improbable, inadequate, inane, inapplicable, 
inappreciable, incidental, inconceivable, incongruous, inconsequential, inconsiderable, incredible, 
indelicate, indiscreet, indiscriminate, ineffective, ineffectual, inept, inessential, inexpressive, infamous, 
infantile, inferior, inglorious, inscrutable, insensate, insignificant, insincere, insipid, insufficient, 
interminable, inutile, irksome, irrational nonsensical, irrelevant, irresolute, irresponsible, jejune,jittery, 
joking, joshing, junky, juvenile, kid stuff, kooky, lacking courage, lame, late, laughable, lemon, lifeless, 
light, light-minded, lily-livered, little, loathsome, loony, loser, lousy, low, lowborn, lowly, lowly, low- 
ranking, ludicrous, mangy, meager, mean, meaningless, measly, mediocre, menial, mentally 
incompetent, meretricious, microscopic, mindless, minor, minute, indecisive, miscarried, miscreant, 
miserable, modest, momentary, monkey, monotonous, moronic, moth-eaten, naive, needless, negligible, 
nervous, niggling, nihil ad rem, no bargain, no dice, no good, no guts, no place, no-account, nonessential, 
nonsensical, not at issue, not serious, notto the purpose, nothing, nowhere, nugatory, hopeless, nuts. 



nutty, objectless, obscure, obtuse, odd, off offensive, old hat, old-fashioned, ordinary, otiose, outcast, 
paltry, panicky, pathetic, pedestrian, peripheral, petty, piddling, pitiable, pitiful, platitudinous, playful, 
plebeian, pointless, poker-faced, poor, petty, pre-kindergarten, preposterous, primitive, profitless, 
proletarian, prosaic, puerile, puny, purposeless, pusillanimous, random, rash, ratty, raunchy, recreant, 
removable, repetitious, result less, retiring, rinky-dink, rotten, rough, routine, rubbishy, run scared, 
sappy, scandalous, scanty, scared, scatterbrained, screwy, scrubby, scurvy, second-rate, seemly, 
senseless, sentimental, servile, severe, shabby, shallow, shameful, shiftless, shoddy, shopworn, shrinking, 
shtick, shy, silly, simple, simple-minded, skin deep, sleazy, slight, slimy, slow, sluggish, small, small time, 
soft, sordid, sorry, sorry lot, spineless, sportive, squalid, square, stale, stale, stark, stereotyped, sterile, 
stiff, stock, stodgy, stolid, stray, stuffy, stupefied, stupid, submissive, subnormal, superficial, superfluous, 
tame, tatty, tawdry, tedious, terrible, the subject, the willies, thick, thickheaded, thin, thoughtless, 
threadbare, timid,timorous, tired, tiresome, tiring, tomfool, tongue-in-cheek, transparent, trashy, 
trifling, tripe, trite, trivial, trumpery, ugly, unassuming, unavailing, unbelievable, uncommunicative, 
unconvincing, uncouth, underdeveloped, underfoot, underprivileged, undeveloped undirected, 
undistinguished, unessential, unexciting, unexpressive, unfit, ungrounded, unguided, unimagi native, 
unimportant, unintelligent, unmanly, unnecessary, unneeded, unoriginal, unpersuasive, unplanned, 
unpredictable, unpretentious, unproductive, unprofitable, unreal, unreasonable, unrefined, unrelated, 
unsatisfactory, unsophisticated, noncommittal, unsubstantial, unsuccessful, unthinking, unusable, 
unvaried, unworthy, useless vacant, vacuous, vagrant, vague vain, valueless, vanishing, vapid, vile, 
plebeian, volatile, vulgar, wacky wandering, wanton, waste, watery, wayward, weak, wearisome, well- 
worn, whimsical, white elephant, wide of the mark, wide of the point, wishful, wishy-washy, witless, 
worthless, word dependent, wretched, oryucky.' 

Thank you to my school for classing me as this... and let you and the kids use the above terms, 
to describe what is known about me. 

~Nevaeh~ 

Part: 1 

'I love that little hole in you I' Emma said to me I 

sis rs/ 


Emma-Why don'tyou say that you love me? 



I'm said back- 'isn't better to know that someone loves you then say it over and over, and 
like-notmean it.' 

Honesty- 

Naddalin- I'm thought about it and thought- 'yah me to when you open it up and lick it out! - 
I's love that too-' do not- say you don't. 

(Thoughts) 

Naddalin-1 love the cute faces that she makes in mine, it is everything-to me when I'm been 
on top of her looking in her eyes; and she sighs like a girl, make grind on me love, eating a girl out, like 
her. I's stick mytongue inside hervagina and ferociously lick everycentimeterof herinsides.thejuices, 
hersquirming, I love it! Kiss it !ike you would kiss her lips and just wiggle your tongue in between the lips 
and then slowly stick yourtongue in... 

Nextday- 

The heart, stickergave a huge bounds of soft kiss to my lips, snapping crack, as she- ripped 
back the- paperand sawa sleekblack scrollwork of the lettersshe madejustfor her, with silver, 
ribbons-around the yellowing hollow book words stamped across it, justanotherchapter of our lives, 
inside was Lily ribbons, the hart ring, 3 old flowers, a daisy, sunflower, and one Lily, an old dream- 
catcher along with the old key, and the note of Jaylynn also, and also the one to Kristen, Karly's crystal 
necklaces. Haven added a lock of hair from a girl, that is no longerwith us also, herand back home, and 
now us- are story article, of us, yet as sweet as it was it still made me sad, I neverthoughtthat-1- I's... 
um- never-mind, well see this again. All things that ever mattered to me was in here... but how did she 
know or get this...? 

Every nowand then, we go to the graveyard and seethe cinematic stone play, on it- she talks 
for 2 minutes, and we see herand hear her voice-as if she was alive, she gives her short story-of life on 
Earth, that was pre-recorded- like a Last Will and Testament in a way, yet it notthe same- and she was 
too youngto have things are given to others- even if, like-even here final death is a thing, if at complete 
rest, and she was. 


Standing the test of time, like the pages... of the manuscript in the classroom. 



'Wow, Emmah!' I thought-and might have said out my mouth, yet don't remember- like if I 
did or not. Naddalin whispered, unzipping her uniform, for bath time at 7- walking into that room beside 
a- case of books, not looking inside, any other, then place hers next to them, all under'D' taking up the 
length of the shave of'50' or so-o volume. 

Part: 2 

(Back vacation at home in herEarthly bodyfrom-) 

Apart from herfriends, the- thingthat Naddalin Missed most about the school forgirls was 
Claepsiara, the- most popularsport in her- magical world - highly dangerous, very exciting, and played 
flying fast and wicked with your wings. 

Naddalin happened to be a very good Claepsiara player; she- had been the- youngest pergirl 
in a centuryto be pickedforoneof her-the school for girl's house teams. Palyuntil blood drips forthe 
tips of the wings. 

One of Naddalin's most prized possessions and the most lovey was the wings that grow out 
her back, and noware one of the most powerful of all the girls, if not the - most. A game between light 
and dark angels-gladiator-style fight'till final death. Last year a girl had herwings ripped off in flight, the 
bloody thing is- like in a large jar, imboiled in the sciences room, shown off next to all the skulls and she 
was dead before hittingthe ground 300 feet below, she was a light now she is with us, she was brought 
back, over unrest. 

Afterbathtime- 

Homework-of spells and charms, all her notes and books, and what not, she picked up the 
last parcel, of everythingshewasdoinginto herbook bag. 

Naddalin put the thoughts about everything behind her. She - recognized the- untidy scrawl 
on the-yellow-sh paperatonce, and said oh well I tried, she rested herhead on herpillow, thinking 
about the girl- that was from Dargide, she-the school for girl's game keeper child, the one she was going 
to fight, or so it was said she might- be. 


(The next day) 



Looking into one of the books named: 'Neveah.' She sighed, She-tore off the-top layerof 


paper and glimpsed something with sapphire eyes, and leathery, but before she-could unwrap it 
properly, she- parcel gave a strange quiver, it was a note about the first copy ever, and whatever was 
inside it snapped loudly, when it came to life, - as though it had jaws, it was memoriesof the past saying 
they wanted out of the book and the text. Naddalin just froze at that point at that moment. 

She-knewthat Dargide would neversend heranythingdangerouson purpose, butthen, 
Dargide did not havean ordinary per girl's view of what was dangerous. 

Dargide had been known to befriend spiders, buy spiteful, satanic lions, and birds that would 
pick your eyes out for fun, from menfolk in pubs, besides sneaks- illegal dark angels spawn- into their 
cabin; Naddalin poked she- parcel nervously, that jumped from the pages. It snapped loudly again in her 
hand. 


Naddalin reached-for the- lamp on the bedside table, gripped it firmly in one hand, then she 
raised it over her head, ready to strike, it with the other free hand. Then and there the-seized the- rest 
of her-wrapping paper in the other hand and pulled, the old dust cover of the book. 

Besides out fell - a book, that she remembered all too well, yet could not at all. 

Naddalin just had time to register its handsome off-white cover, emblazoned with the- silver 
title 'The- Book of Stop and Death,' she said tenderly. 

This was when she used a spell on it, asking it for its dee pest darks fee ling of emotions-to 
come forth, moments before herwand flick, so-o, before itflipped onto its edge, and snapped at heryet 
again, scuttled sideways along the- bed like some weird crab, wantingto snap. 'Uh-oh,' Naddalin 
muttered, saying, 'like-1 knew it was bad,yet neverthis bad, a book with so much hurt it got up and 
crawled away.'The- booktoppled off the- bed, like she said, with a loud clunk... then shuffled rapidly a- 
crossed the- room, as she ran after it, saying stop. Naddalin followed it surreptitiously. Any-who-the- 
bookwas hiding in the-dark sunlight space underherold heavy desk. 

Praying that she-Sleyashs was still fast asleep, and the AmseI girls would not get ahold of it, 
Naddalin got down on her hand, saying come herit alright, I not going to hurt you like all them, she was 
on her hands knees butt up in the are showing way too much to the girls behind her asking what the hell, 
yetshe keeps reachingfor it. 



Emma- said, 'I don'tthink that bath towel is notfull coverage-theirgirll' 


Naddalin-'You like itlll' 

Emma- 'That I do, butthere was a thing- like- um- back in the day, called modesty- God- learn 


Naddalin- 'He- he- hell!' 


'Ouchl'Sheyelped... 

Naddalin scrambled around, threw herself forward, managed to flatten it. The- booksnapped 
shut on in her really small hands; then troweled past her, yet it was fastened, still scurrying on its covers. 
The other girls in the room gave a loud, sleepy grunt, as she went to her bed cricking the wood 
floorboards. 

Elody watched interestedly as Naddalin clamped the-struggling book tightly in the arms, 
hurried to the chest of drawers, pulled out a belt, which she - buckled tightly around it, and then said the 
spell forto inanimate. 'The bookofthe death of the ended lives' shuddered angrily, but could no longer 
flap- about, and impulses, so Naddalin threw it down on the- bed and then stretched for 

Dargide'scard, that falls underthe bed too. And then back on the shelve, it went with the 
others, to adulate dust, as she sat it there saying- 'stay-good girl.' 

Part: 3 

Chiaz- A never happen yet fee Is as it did, part of my life, like a dream yet not, like reality yet 
not, too is odd, and feels real, yet was not at that time of life, yetyou know it happened. 

Naddalin-1 had to make this time up, I had to get back what was taken from her, I had too, I 
had to be her for a summer, something I never-ever thought me as this girl would ever do, forme or for 
her, this was going back in time, somethingthat is trick overthefact it changes others' lives, if missed 
with too much, yet I needed to do this for me, that summer I's had to come back down to Earth anyways, 
so I came back as her, in heryoung body from, yes as herthegirl in the story, I used the transformation 
spell to do so-o, I was 14 all over,and I did not rememberthisat the time with my mind slowly sipping, I 
was living on my own that summer in a cute, nice yet tight spaced trailer, over up on the hills of Nick- 
Town, that summer I wanted nothing more than for her to get back what was taken away, and now I 



had the powerto do so, for this girl, yet she was a lost soul in a big bad world, living all alone, to spite 
her garden, long story, she was drag back home by cops and made to sleep in a barn, overrunning- 
away... yetshe had the money too, anyways- back to the point... 

'You don't wearunderwire-' he said, and I giggled... 

Chiaz-1 don't remember this in my life yeti feel that it was so real to me, a girl came to me, 
in like a dream yet not, it was real, I never remember her living in a trailer up the ways from town, the 
next thing you know I was in it with you and you were more in love with me than ever, just out of school 
at the end of your 9th year... at fart she was reluctant, it was the first time, after all, we could really be 
left alone, with no eyes on us, I recall that you showed me around your new place, that you rented, nicer 
than most homes, in throws parts, and before I knew it she was showing me her bed - 'saying look how 
big this is fora little girl like me that is about 4 foot.'And before I knew it she was bare, with her body 
wrapped around mine, sanding I was holding her like a child, in my arms, and our lips met, and the 
passion was more, trilling then one about a 17-year-old boy could take... and we made sweet love. 

Naddalin-1 was on the bottom... 

Chiaz-1 was on top of her, she was so-o little the size of a young child... 

Naddalin- 'Ahh-Gumming moments' 

'he was in me-forthe first time-1 did it, I did him and he did me.' 

I couldn't get enough of him, yet I have wanted to do this for years and years now, I was 
exhausted and tender down there, but I didn't care. 

I didn't want to sleep... even though I was going to be with him night after night if I could... 

I wanted the throbbing... 

I wanted him in me... 

I wanted him all thetime... 

His weightontop of me... 


I wanted to squeeze him in furtherand further... 



I wanted to watch his face... grunt out the last bit in me... as he said he wants mine... high 
pitched squeaky and an 'ou-yah's!' 

I wanted his sweattodrop, like that stuff on to my bell- 'aww, is what I said.' 

I wanted to drop mine on him... pushing it out... all creamy... 

I got on top of him... 

I'd never done it before... like that as of this age... you see... not this young it would not have 
been right too... yeti wanted to be bad! So bad! I wanted to take control of his every move... and I did... I 
own him that night. 

I couldn't really believe it; I was doing this... but I was, and it was right... even if everything in 
the past was all so-o wrong, between us. 

I was discovering something. 

I held him and put him in... it was so cute... like when I gave him the blow-ie of a lifetime 
coming... he, he, he! 

He feltdeeperin me with his hard DICK-THEN FINGERSTOO. 

I'll neverforgetit... real or notit's alike memoryto last eternity...shared. 

I was in charge and he liked it. 

I held his handsdown...even not like meforthe-sweetshygirl of everything... 

I let my small boobs touch his face, and he sucked on them as I asked, like my clit and puss- 
pusstoo, I made him by grabbing that mop of long black wavy hair of his... hewas mine! 

' I WAS H0 R RY- GIRLS G ET THAT WAYI' 

He wentmad;he bounded-METILLI ORGASMEDOVERANDOVER ANDMORETHEN THAT 

TOO. 


He rived me in two... WITH IT-1 pushed down AND IN. 


I couldn't believe it... 



One of his HANDS flicked overmy bum AND 


SQUEEZED ITANDANOTHER MOMENTOF COMING TO AN END. I did it to him. He liftedand 

heaved. 


There was no end to it, no end to the new things... THAT A YOUNGER NEVER- EVER FELT 
BEFORE I WAS HIS SLUT, WIDE OPEN FOR HIM- LEGS UP ABOVE MY HEAD EVEN SLUT AND DRUM 
MAJORSLITFORHIMTOO-ANDI WANTEDTO BE. 

He took me from behind, TO AS I ASKED. I pushed back, forcing more of him into me, HARD 

ANDTHEN SOFT, LONG AND SHORT- RHYTHMS-SEX IS AWKWARD, THAT WHAT MAKES IT 
FUN AND CUTE. I sucked him. He licked me. I made him come on my stomach, AN DON MY BUTT TOO. 

He sucked my toes. 

The whole room rocked every'till the wee- hours of the morning.' 

My pussy felt- (soft warm fuzzy-inside tingly and slippery, tight and gripping-everything I 
wanted and more!) 

Chiaz- in and out, rocking and thrusting, hard and soft, hugging and squeezingtoo. 

Naddalin- It was right... and really, I did it I got back a moment lost... to the boy that I love 
way back when, this was the bad maybe child-sh thought, like- to have good sex all you need to be is 
naked on top of each other and young and dumb lust, yet that's what dives young teens. For him and me, 
it will always feel real-that-this moment happens,andhegotto take me,and I- him. 

Part: 4 

Dear Naddalin, Happy Birthday! 

Think you might find herusefulfor nextyear. 

Won't say no more there... yet to use the come to life spell, she's pissed...Tell- me when I see 
you, why I felt you need this. 

Hope- the- Non magical peoples are treating you all right. 


All the-greatest... 



Dargide 


It struck Naddalin as ominouswhys, that Dargide thoughta biting bookwould come in 
beneficial, but she- put Dargide'scard up nextto finger's, and 

Emma'sgifts, grinning more broadly than ever. 

Nowtherewasonly the-letterfromthe schoolforall girls left,all but on name on it with 
theirfamily you know who's girls. 

Yep-just, observing that it was rather thicker than usual, Naddalin slit open the - envelope, 
pulled out the-the first page of note that came to life as she read, in the interior, besides it read: 

Dear child... 

Please note that the- new Hayvannahol year will begin on September - 11th. 

The school for girls- Express- will leave from Rockville's Cross station for you that is o n its 
long feeling journey, from the platform at nine p.m, as you know to find the abandoned part, past the 
boarded-up heavy wood doors and into the dark, damp, must, cobweb-infested station, that was let go 
of in the 1920s and geton the train, seeyou here, and looking forward to it, thetrack even looks to be 
down there I thought, yet I know it's right. 

Duck underthe boards, coveringthe doorways, and don'tfall through the floor...you are the 
only one to use this pathway in... sorry for the inconvenience. The coveringtrackin this run is not and 
the tracks feel as if there is nothing much holding them, elevated up as you go through the lay of the 
land up the past mill, Altoonapartof the cover, though Ashville, and a line ofabandon track, justgo up 
to you. 


Third years are permitted to visit the-village of Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry/ Fallen 
Angel on certain weekends, here or transfer over to our side if asked. Please give the-enclosed 
permission form to your parent or guardian to sign. 

A list of booksfor nextyearis enclosed also. 


Sincerely yours... 



Professor M. McDermott Deputy Headmistress Naddalin pulled out she - Claepsiara, SKalaieol 
of Wizardry permission form and looked at it, no longergrinning. 

It would be wonderful to visit Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry on weekends; she - knew it 
was an entirely wizardingvillage, and she- had never-eversetfootthere. Nevertheless, howon earth 
was she-goingto persuade Uncle Read or AuntJennathtosign the-form? 

She- looked over at the-wind up alarm clock, that glows pink in the face, and flickers some 
overgetting hit with lighting like a wand streak. It was now 2:15 o'clock in the- morning. 

Deciding that she would worry about she - Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry form when she- 
woke up, Naddalin got back into bed and stretched up to cross off another day on the - chart she would 
make for herself, countingdown the-days left until she returns to the school. Funny she thought I like 
school, she knewthatthe spell would have to come to end, like a love that she had to let goof too early 
in life too, yet he was a final piece also, then she-took off her glasses and she lay down, is nothing more 
than a transparent nighty that was pink, nothing else; eyes open, facing the three birthday cards, and 
the moving photos of her new light in her life Emma, and for this, she was ease too. 

That night she said before going to bed, restingher weary head, 'awe-the re is nothing like an 
onion bagel with cream cheese and starboard jam.' 

Extremely unusualthough she-was, at that moment Naddalin -felt just like everyone else - 
glad, for the-first time in the lives, that it was her birthday, and it did not suck, freaking holy-taint's, she 
remembers backto her story and said the church Fatherwas the only one to remember, herday, and 
was a feelingfriendto her, growing up, that could have gonethere-yetshe was too youngand he loved 
GOD more than she, did not say that they did not kiss in the booth now doses it when she asked her 
cute sweet question about self-analyst, he told this little girl that was innocent, all these wonderful 
stories about angels light and dark finding their way-and he said- 'like the girl in the story- little one you 
to well find your way, someday- okay.' 

While Dariez lay around watching, and eating white cherry ice cream, Naddalin cleaned the- 
windows, the same one that she looked out all those years back, washed the - car, that was starting to 
rust away on the barn that was hers to the blue color almost all faded away, mowed the- lawn, with the 
same tractor, clipped the-flowerbeds, fora vase, next to her bed, trimmed and watered the - roses, and 
had all the lilies and daisy in her hand, and repainted the-garden bench, as was back then. 



The-sun blazed overhead, burning the- back of her neck, and she could fee I the wings want 
to come out for shad, and strength. 

Naddalin knewshe-shouldn'thave risento Dariez's bait, but Dariez had said the-very thing 
Naddalin had been thinking herself... maybe she- didn't have any friends at the school... 

Wish they could seefamous Naddalin - now, the-thoughtunrestrainedlyasshe-spread 
manure on her-flower beds, she back aching, sweat run ning down the faces. 

It was half-pasteight in the-evening when at last, exhausted, she- heard Aunt Jennath calling 
her, to come to eat and take a bath, like a young child again. 

AndGetin herel 

Walk on the- newspaper, she did there where coverthe floor like what should be carpet, to 
keep out the draft in this old farmhouse- it was bad yet never this deplorable! I have seen this place in 
my mind as her, God Lord I thought, yet I'm notto say anything mean-ie- like to them. 

Naddalin moved ever so gently appreciatively into the - shade of the- gleaming kitchen, the 
only place in the home to have a makeoverin years. 

On top of the- newgiamming double-sided stain less-steel fridge stood tonight's pudding: a 
huge mound of whipped creamy peanut butter and red-violet cake and a display dish. A roaster-potof 
roast beef was sizzling in the need double door-oven, with the clock face light, also new and shiny. 

I'sam sure that it will be eaten quickly! Yet, I wonderif betterbesaid then just-'pass the 

gravy...?' 


Part: 5 

The- nonmagical peoples will be there soon! 

Snapped Aunt Jennath, pointing to two slices of bread and a lump of cheese on her- kitchen 
table. Is this really all that you are severing them? She asked... 'Yes-girl-ie it is,' she was patting her on 
the head with soft taps, like a young child, along with saying- 'this is all that we have to give them.' 

She-was already wearing a- pink cocktail dress. 


Naddalin washed herhand... 



Then at that moment, she fastened down the pitiful supper, thatshe had to eat. 


Then at that momentat that time-she- had completed. Aunt Jennath whisked away from the 
plate, out from under her nose. Upstairs, she went to be in her room! Hastily, is was asked of her to do 
that! 


She did not come down from her room, 'till the next morning. It was 8:00 a.m... Naddalin 
wentdownforbreakfastonlyto find the-three orso-o-ofthem-Sleyashsalreadysittingaround the- 
table, yet with her whom is counting them, her mind was so-o endorsed in what she was thinking about, 
and that was nothing more or less than about all that is magic, and that world, she loved to be in. She 
could care less about them and their childish ways, she thought even if that is what they say about her. 

They were watching a brand -new television, a welcome-home-for-she-summer present for 
Dariez, who had been complainingdeafeningly about the- long walk between her-fridge and the- 
freakingtelevision, 'like in the- living- room, is- a- Tv, and in that room, is that cold-ie thing-ing- you see- 
there called rooms, and devised into them, are things that go in those rooms. 

Like-like- like-you need to have enough whit about you to see you need to go to that room 
for that in that room- (she was saying that in a slow way of speakingto her- like a tard.) 

Dariez had spent most of the-summer in the- kitchen, like a little piggy, eyes fixed onthe- 
screen, overthe why not thinkingshe could get up and movie, with the plat, and she five chins wobbling 
as she- ate continually. 


SfC 


Naddalin sat down between Dariez and Uncle Read, a huge, beefy man with very little neck 
and a- lot of mustache, and long stringy white beard. 

Far from wishing Naddalin a happy birthday, none of the-Sleyashs made any insignia that 
they had noticed Naddalin enterthe- room... 

Nonetheless, Naddalin was far too used to them to care. She- helped herself to a piece of 
bagel only one half was left in the bag, then looked up at the - reporter on the-television, who was 
halfway through a report on a fugitive criminal. 


(Unsolved Mysteries is playing) 



Besides... the- public is warned that Black is armed extremely dangerous. A special hotline 
has been set up-asking'join me in helping servala- mystery-' a sharp taking and the dressed man said, 
'if-you-see- in the least-one sighting of- Black, you should notify this line i-m-med-iat-ely.' 

Part: 6 

'Like there is no need to tell us...' 

'He's no good,' inhaled, while saying it. Uncle 

Read, staring overthe-top ofthe newspaperatthe-pricier. Besides lookat the-state of him, 
the- dirty dart ball, look at the hair- all black, long wavy and greasy! 

-And- 

She-shota nasty look sidewaysatNaddalin, whose untidy hair had always been a source of 
great annoyance to Uncle Read. 

Saying you have room to talk, about the way he looks. Naddalin felt very well groomed 
indeed, all the time she prided herself too, she knew that was just bull shit coming out of his mouth, 
overshe was the cuter one. 

The- reporter had reappeared, 30 minutes have passed. 'You too can help in slaving an 
Unsolved Mystery.' 

Besides the- Bureau of Cultivation cow show stuff-will announce today, so change the 
flicker-clicker thing-ie me-bobbertothe impotentthings, farms. 

-And- 

...Hangon! I say! 

Now, growled Uncle Read, staring furiously at the - reporter, to end she was taking doing the 
numberin hercontacts. 

Furthermore, you didn'ttell us where thatzealot escapedfrom! Whatuse is that? Shit like he 
could be coming up the- street right now, to kill you girlie I 


-And- 



AuntJennath, who was bony and mare-faced, whipped around and scrutinized intently out of 
the- kitchen window. 

Naddalin knew Aunt Jennath would simply love to be the - one to call the- hotline number. 

She'd-was the- inquisitive woman in the-world and spent most of her life spying on the- 
mind-numbing, law- and the unbidden neighbors, saying this and that about whatnot- or whatever. 

When will they learn, she said that you can't party every night form 7:00 p.mto 3:00 a.m, 
getting drunk having sex with random kids, and dancing around large fires, good I open the door to my 
home and have panties and used condoms hitting me in the freaking faces she said; and said Uncle Read, 
pounding the-table with the large purple fist, saying words like- 

'kids today there is no law- no discipline...' Uncle Read- 'The-only way to deal with these 
people, is to just shoot them in the face or drill them in the face?' 

'Oh-sh-hl' she said, 'saying cool it.' 

-And- 

Uncle Read, I thoughtto say to you is a little unstable, sorry it's embarrassing. 

'Very true,' said Aunt Jennath, who was still squinting into next door's runner-beans, and 
farting loaderthen her mouth shootingas much Diarrhea as the behind that she had. 

'The house smells like a couch!' 

Uncle Read drained she coffee' cup, glanced at his watch, besides added, I'd better be off in a 
jiffy, Jennath- come, walk them to the door. 

Chapter: 158 

Part: 1 

(Partingwords) 

'Marge's train gets in at ten... so-o yeah...' 


-And- 



Naddalin, whose thoughts had been upstairswith the-Servicing kit forher wings, and a 


1920's case with all that she needs to be a fallen-witch in magic too, down here, was brought back to 
earth with an unpleasantbumpwhenshefellfrom the sky...form the what nonmagical peoples call the 
havens, yet have no clue, thank God-on Earth that no-one saw. Good feather grooming is key. 

Aunt Marge was Uncle Read'ssister, may God help us... and also worked in an orphanage a 
residential institution devoted to the care of orphans-children whose biological parents are deceased or 
otherwise unable orunwilling to take care of them. (I have heard this so many times- blah-ick...) 

Then she continuing to say: Biological parents, and sometimes biological grandparents, are 
legally responsible forsupportingchildren, but in the absence of these, no named godparent, orother 
relatives willing to care for the children, they become a ward of the state, and orphanages are oneway 
of providingfortheircare, housingand education. 


'Um-hum...' 


Even though she'd-was not a blood relative, she was only a half-blood, of the Naddalin's... 
yetthat was more then I to be loved. 

She- blurted out, yet again- like before to my face, interfering with my personal space, I could 
feelthe misty spit even-and the stank breath- of lezz-ie pussy. 

Aunt- Marge! They said... don't say that to that child... we are all she has... 

'I'm said-to go suck off, like-yet anotherfat bitch- bitch! ...and walked away.' 

'Naddalin!!!' (Theyshouted) 

(Whose most had been Aunt 

Jennath'ssister, overnoone, would like- like a smaller-well her... and all that...) 

She- had been forced to call her- 'Aunt'when all she wanted to say was profanity with long- 
running slurs to herfor all her- herrotten, mangy life. 

Aunt Marge lived in the- country- more farm-a-fid-ed, in a house with a large garden, then 
ours, where she'd- bred bulldogs, funny the dog's faces are cuter than hers. That reminds me... he - he- 
he...a nevermind... I thought it's an old inside joke. 



She'd-didn't often stay at anywhere else, becauseshe'd-couldn't bearto leave the precious 
dogs, but each of the visits stood out horribly vividly in Naddalin's mind, young 'till now. 

(Flashback) 

At Dariez'sfifth birthday party. Aunt Marge had whacked Naddalin around the- bare butt 
with herwalking stick to stop herfrom beating Dariez at musical statues. 

A fewyears later, she'd- had turned up at Christmas with an electronic robotfor Dariez and a 
box of dog biscuits for Naddalin, saying this is smarter than you and this is all you should be eating as 
that one did in the past- Naddalin, she was lived. 

On the last visit, the- year before Naddalin started at the school, Naddalin had accidentally 
trampled on the-tail of the favorite dog, that got her bed instead of her sleeping it... 

Ripper had chased Naddalin out into the-garden up a tree same old tree that she was in 
years ago the angel oak, and Aunt Marge had refused to call her off until past midnight, she slept in the 
tree on a branch all starched out... 

Part: 2 

The- memory of the incident still brought tears of laughter to Dariez's eyes. 

And Marge well be there fora week, and Uncle Read snarled, and while we're on the-topic, 
and she- pointed a fat finger bullyingly at Naddalin, besides we need to get a few things straight before, I 
go and collect her. 

-And- 

Dariez smirked and then withdrew the gaze she had from the-television. As she was 
watching young Naddalin being bullied by Uncle Read, afterall- like she was Dariez's favorite form of 
entertainment. 

Besides primarily, grinning all creepy like, and harassing herwas the thing to do, just like 
Uncle Read, both saying- 'you'll keep a municipal tongue in your head when you're talking to Marge.' 

The next day... 


Also, and all right... 



Above and beyond said Naddalin inordinately, besides- um if she'd- does when she is talking 


to me. 


-And- 

Furthermore, and now secondly, also said 

Uncle Read, acting as though he- had not perceived Naddalin's reply, as Marge doesn't know 
anything about your irregularity, I do not want any - any funny stuff while she is here with us. 'You 
behave yourself, got me...?' 

-And- 

Additionally, 'I'swill if she'd-does, said Naddalin through clenched teeth.' 

Uncle Read-And- and-and, thirdly... the mean little eyes now slit in her inflated face, over 
tears, and we've told Marge you attend North End- Secure Centerforthe inoperable wrong- criminal- 
and well to dumb it doing for you-died in the head-Girls-JUST LIKE YOU. 

Naddalin- 'so-oa school for retards is what you're saying...' 

'What?' Naddalin yelled... 

...Precisely! I! Good- Naddalin- Good... saying it in a very dick-ish way. 

Thenyou'll be sticking tothat story-girl-ie we say for you, girl, orthere'll be trouble, 
quarreled Uncle Read. 

Naddalin sat there, white-faced furious, staring at Uncle Read, hardly able to believe it, that 
she was makingwordscome out of hermouth in arguments. 

Part: 3 

Aunt Marge coming for a weeklong visit - it was the-worst birthday present she-Sleyashs 
had ever given her, including that pair of Uncle Read's old socks, that looked like it was used as Uncle 
Reads night before condom. 


-Gross... 



Well, Jennath, said Uncle Read, gettingtoo overwhelming hostel-with you come here, I will 
be off to the station, then-said the bitch. Want to come along for the- ride, she said to the one... and 
you knowwhich one. 

-And- 

No, said Dariez, even I think this is going to fare, and like whose attention had returned to 
the-television nowthat Uncle Read had finishedthreateningandterrorizing Naddalin. 

'...And Dariez's got to make herself smart for she auntie,' said Aunt Jennath, - 'That's not nice, 
is it to a girl like you now'-also saying this in a way that is demeaningto herage and intelligence, yet 
comforting, in a way, that was needed even if- unpleasant. 

Part: 4 

Dariez's smoothed thick blond hair... 

Her Mommy's bought hera lovely new dress. 

Uncle Read slapped Dariez hard on the back of hershoulder, saying- 'see even on her 
birthday you get what was hers, she too dumb anyways, to understand, that we gave this to you, and 
not her.' 


Also, see you in a bit, then, like-she-said, besides she- left the- breakfast nook. 

Naddalin, who had been sitting in a kind of horrified trance, had a sudden idea. 

'I would like to get read if you like you- like you get rid of your blood use tampons, using all 
the toilet paper balling it all around, as you do before throwing it in the scrap can.' He really said that to 
me... 


Chapter: 159 
Part: 1 

Then it hit me that I could be kissing herevery morning, I used to kiss her every morning 
when I used to get up and did not want summer anymore. I re member the middle of last year in the 
school year, about her saying- 'I am worried if I kiss you I that I may screw up-' and I'm said back- 'if you 
didn'tyou would, and we started to kiss all the time...' 'I just loved giving her un-pure thoughts,' alleged 



Naddalin, in her young lusting girl mind. 'I'm so bad- but I was thinking about sex/ 'um-1 like it when 
Emma goes down really deep in me with herdildo, uh- it feels so-oogoo-ooooo-d.' 

Part: 2 

Then she made some toast, she- got quickly to herfeet, when it popped, and shejumped- 
then followed Uncle Read to the-front door. Uncle Read was pulling on her coat. 

She though on a coat- even so-o. I am going-she cried... '-NO. Besides, I'm not taken you!' 

Then he-snarled, like a dog, as she-turned to see Naddalin watching him, and she snarled 
back even more intensely. 'Like-1 wanted to come, she said Naddalin unfeelingly,' 'You would like to 
come-' he said mocking her. And I wantto ask you something. 

-And- 

Uncle Read eyed heruntrustworthily. 

This ends with herbeing strangled out... 

And him losing to teeth in the front with a left hook... MMAis looking good on me she said- 
even as a just white belt, I have more power than you ever have over me now. Something I took up over 
the summer to getaway from here. And So...? Then snapped Uncle Read, taken the car keys from a hook 
nextto the- door. 

So, it was broadcasted overtheTV, that there was going to be saverstorms, in the flowing 
counties, torrential rain, I was standing just outside the door, just after saying-that 'I wanted to go-too,' 
and just like that a bolt of lightning struck right in front of me, it lights me up, and if I would be a life as I 
should, I know I would dead; and fried- like some-finger-licking good- KFC chicken, yet, I can't freak'n 
die even if, like-1 wanted to, if you are fallen like me you cannot pass 'till the time reach a final death... 

Part: 3 

Thinking back to something she said to me, just like you, I have a place to dump my- cum- 
and it in you- and letting mine roll way down in that sweet little pussy you have- um I wanted her, so-o, 
bad-so bad, yet, I suck hereto the newyear- aww! Like- if a girl did not want to c*m she would not be 
there in the first place with you- dah- and I wantto be there so-oo badly right now! 



I LOVE HER! 


(Forward) 

By the way now that you have chocked the life out me, I need you to sign the - permission 
form and said Naddalin in a rush. 

Nowthe third year is here - at Hayvannaholare allowed to visit the-village sometimes, said 

Naddalin. 


'Why should I dothat?' And scorned Uncle Read, lisping through his-younggirl hating- 
missing teeth. 

Well, and said Naddalin, picking herwords NOT so carefully, also it will be hard work, 
pretendingto Aunt Marge I go to that 

St. Watson... 

-And- 

And at The Re-tard school AKA-The CenterforTerminally Criminal Girls or whateverthe hell 
it is called! Hollered Uncle Read,at the top of his voice. 

Naddalin was pleased to heara definite note of panic in Uncle Read's voice, that I could have 

died. 


I thought- (You do care about me- don'tyah...) 

Exactly, said Naddalin with great enthusiasm, lookingtranquility up into Uncle Read's large, 
purple face. 

Besides, it's a- lot to evoke, is it not? I'll have to make it sound convincing, won't I? 

What if I accidentally let somethingslip? 

-And- 

You'll get the-stuffing knocked outof you, won't you? Then and their rumbled Uncle Read, 


advancing on Naddalin with she first raised. Nonetheless, Naddalin stood her ground. 



Like-knocking the-stuffing out of me won't make Aunt Marge forget what I could tell her, 


she-said grimly. 

Uncle Read stopped, his fist still raised, right at her sweet, little, cute, and young- little girl 
ribbons in her yet- her face was an ugly puce- it was- no not like her at all. 

Ifyou sign my permission form, then Naddalin wenton quickly, I swearl'll rememberwhere 
I'msupposedtogo to Hayvannahol, I'll act like a Mug- like I'm normal and everything- honeythatgood 
that yourtrying so hard to be,yetyou never-everbe normal he patted heron the head like she was 
dimwitted. 


Naddalin could tell that Uncle Read was thinking it over, even if his teeth where bared-the 
ones left that are, a vein was throbbing in the temple, on the leftside. 

Besides, right, she- cracked in hervoicesfinally. Then I shall checkyour behaviorcarefully 
during Marge'svisit,thenshould I? 

If, at the-conclusion of it, you've toed the- line, in addition, keptto the-story, we say and 
think aboutyou- I'll sign your motherF'nform. 

-And- 

She-wheeled around, pulled open the-front door, then slammed it so hard, that some of the 
plaster fall from the ceiling, and then that one of the - little stained-glass panes of glass, that was cracked 
at the-top fell out. Naddalin didn't return to the- kitchen at all, she ran. 

She-went back upstairs to her bedroom, over the top that one she used to have-thinking 
aboutfora moment-ortwo. 

If she-was going to act like a real- nonmagical people, she'd better start now-so- in her mind 
she just did that at acting like a teen girl- all over again-going to her room to mope. 

Nasty, unkind, revolting, and sadly she-gathered up all the presents from her birthday cards 
too that ruined by being mean ad smashing them and ripping them up and whatnot, so-o she hid them 
under the- loose floorboard with her homework, trying not to look over the fact that it just made her 
that gloomy. 



Then she-wentto Baby Raven's cage. Errolie seemed to have recovered from also being 
thrown up agentthe wall to in his rage, I held- baby Raven's until she fell asleep, in my heads recovering 
from a broken wing. 

Naddalin sighed, holding her in her plums. Baby Raven's, she-said gloomily, you poor thing... 
while her in a rocking-rocking in a chair. 

Correspondingly, you're goingto have to clear off for a week. Go with Errolie. Jinger well 
looks afteryou. I'll write hera note, explaining. I say-do not look at me like that- Baby Raven's large 
eyes, biggerthan should be for herto have. 

Part: 4 

Like-where reproachful-And it's not my fault. It's the-only way I'll be allowed to visit 
Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry with Jinger And Emmah. 

Ten minutes later, Errolie the baby Raven's (who had a note to Jinger bound to her leg) 
soared out of the- arched window out of my sight off into the horizon. 

Naddalin, now feelingthoroughly miserable, putthe- empty cage away inside the- wardrobe. 

Nonetheless, Naddalin didn't have long to brood. In next to no time, AuntJennath was 
shrieking up the- stairs for Naddalin to come down and get ready to welcome theirvisitor. 

Do something about your hair, nowit like a boy has played in it! AuntJennath said as she- 
reachedthe- hall. 

Naddalin could not see the- point of trying to make the hair lie flat, it was always frizzy and 
all the detanglerin the world would not fix it. Aunt Marge loved criticizing her, so the - messier she- 
looked, the- happier she'd- would be. 

All too soon, there was a crunch of gravel outside as Uncle Read's car pulled back into her- 
driveway, then the-clunkof the-car doorsfootsteps on the-garden path, upthe porch, and pass the 
have wood door, she was in the entranceway nextto the old steps. 

'Hey, you with the big eyes and the face- getthe- door!' 


Thenand there, AuntJennath hissed at Naddalin showingteeth. 



She'd-turned on the heel then left, makingher way into the living room. Jinger waited until 
she'd- had vanished through the- doorto the- girls,' dormitories, then cleared she- garbage off the- 
knitted hats. 'They should at least see what They're picking up,' she-said firmly. 'Anyway...' she- rolled 
up the- parchment on which she- had written the-title of Lily's essay, 'there's no point trying to finish 
she now, I can't do it without Emmah, I haven't got a clue of what you're supposed to do with 
moonstones, have you?' 

(A wisp of a wand and she moved forward in time - back to her happy place the school for 
girls like her.) Naddalin shook her head, noticing as she - did so-o, that the- ache- in her right temple was 
getting worse. Urn-she-thought of the- long essay on colossal wars, about light and dark, and the - pain 
stabbed at herabruptly. 

Knowing perfectly well that when-the- morning came, she-would regret not finishing the 
homework that night like the good little girl she was known for, she - piled she books back into her bag. 

'I'm going to bed too- said Emma- and with you.' 

'It was nice to have a cudd le body- again!' 

Chapter: 160 

Part: 1 

She- passed Laila on the-way to the- door, leading to the- dormitories back at the school 
knowthat she had skippedtime, butdid not look at her. 

Naddalin hada fleeting impression that Laila had openedthe mouth tospeak, butshe-sped 
up and reach the-soothing peace of the-the body of Neveah' spiral staircase without having to endure 
any more provocation. 

The-followingday dawned just as sluggish and so very rainy as the- aforementioned one. 
Like- Dargide was still absent from the-staff table at breakfast. 'But on the- plus side, no Lily today' said 
Jinger bracingly. 

Emmah yawned widely and poured herself some coffee. She'd- looked mildly pleased about 
something, and when Jinger asked her what she'd - had to be so happy about, she'd-simply said, her- 
hats have gone. 



Seems the- house sprites do want freedom after all.' 


'I wouldn'tgamble on it/ Jingertold hercaustically. they might notcount as closes.She 
didn't look anything like hats to me, more like knitted bladders.' 

Emmah did notspeakto her all morning. 

Double Transfiguration-succeeded double Charms, Professor Flitwick and Professor- 

McDermott both spent the-first fourteen minutes of their lesson lecturing the-class on the- 
importance of flying with wings. 

'What you must reminisce,'said little ProfessorFlitwicksqueakily hanging as everona pile of 
books so that she- could see overthe- top of the desk, 'is that these inspections may impact yourfutures 
for many years to come- lady's-work hard I 

If you have not already given serious thought to your life paths, like - now is the- right time to 
do so-o.Then and there in the- mean-time, I'm afraid of thin king about it all, we shall be working harder 
than everto certify, verify, confirm, endorse and attest, that you all do yourselves righteousness!' 

They-then-there and did, spentoveran hour revisingSummoningCharms, which according 
to Professor Flitwick was boundto come up in their FLYING FIORSES, and she- rounded offthe- lesson by 
setting them there largest ever amount of Charms homework-ever in the school walls. 

It was the- same, if not worse, in Conversion. 

'You cannot pass a FLYING test nevertheless, with the smaller FIORSES,'said Professor 
McDermott poorly worded, to Emma.' Seeing that she hurt the girl- she fastly said- without serious claim, 
practice, you will get there and study hard, rubbing her hand. I see no regard why everyone in the class 
should not achieve a FLYING in Transfiguration as long as they put in the-work.' Neville made a sad little 
skeptical of noise, with hersnort. 

There is nothing wrong with your work except lack of confidence girls, it shows, thatyou're 

smart. 


Still betterthan what Emma got before, I rememberwhenthe professor said, 'thatthe 
ambitions us girls have was to see how many thine-she like me too, and all the girls in the class could 
have sex and not get pregnant.' 



Emma-snapped back sharply-well then, I am not going to hell, for using a dildo then for this 


is what I do, and the class of girls just giggled, as the professor looked stunned. 

(The next day) 

So... today we are starting VanishingSpells. 

These are easier than Illusion Spells, which you would not usually attempt until the 2nd level, 
but they are still among the- most tough magic you will be tested on in your FLYING courses.'She would- 
was relatively accurate; Naddalin found she-VanishingSpells utterly problematic. 

By the-end of a double period she nor Jingerhad managed to vanish the - mice on which they 
were practicing, though Jingersaid with any luck she-thoughtshe looked a bit paler. Emmah, on the- 
otherhand, successfully vanished she mouse on her-the third attempt, earning she a ten-point bonus 
for Amsel from Professor McDermott. She would-was she- only pergirl not given homework; everybody 
else was told to practice the-spell overnight, ready for a fresh attempt on their mice the-following 
afternoon. 


Now postulating slightly about the-the amount of homeworkthey had todo, Naddalin and 
Jinger spent their lunch hour in the - haunted library, looking up she- usesof daydream-gravest in 
potion-making. 

Still angry aboutJinger'ssluron herwoolly hats, Emmah did not join them. Bythe-time they 
reached Upkeep of Magical Creatures in the- afternoon, Naddalin's head was aching again. 

The- day had become cool, breezy, chided to, and damp, in addition as they walked down 
the-sloping lawn towards Dargide's cabin on the- edge of the- Illicit Woodland, they feitthe-occasional 
drop of rain on their faces. 

Professor Grubbly Plank stood to wait for the- class some ten yards from Dargide's front door, 
a long trestle table in front of she laden with twigs. As Naddalin And Jinger reached there was, a loud 
shout of laughter sounded behind them; whirling, they saw Drallieah Malle rie striding towards them, 
encircled by her usual gang of Slyshein- and clans. 

She- had clearly just said something highly amusing, because Carllah, Goyle, and the others 
found it to be that way, and the- rest sustained to sniggering as they gathered around the-trestle table 



and, judging by her-way they all kept looking over at Naddalin, she-was able to guess the-subject of 
the-joke withouttoo much difficulty. 

'Everyone there?' Barked Professor 

Grubby Plank, once all she-Slysheins And 

Amsel's had arrived.' Let us crack on then.' 

'Whocan tell me what these things are called?' 

She'd- indicated she- heaps of twigs in front of her. 

Emmah's handsshot into the- air. 

Behind her back, Mallerie did a Becca toolshed imitation of she is jumping up and down with 
enthusiasmtoanswera question. 

She gave a shriekof laughter that turned almost-at once into a scream, as the-twigs on the- 
table leaped into her- air, and then exposed her-themselvesto be what looked like tiny pixie-e-sh 
creatures made ofwood-or so it looked into the gorgeous magnificent creature, reach with arms and 
legs just like a little humminggirl would have, cartoon-like face in- which a pair of oversized brown eyes 
glittered, it was kind of like a little fairy, that because it wasjustthat- said Emma. 

'0-oh!'Theysaid... 

Nevaeh 

Book: 36 


Fallen Angel 



Chapter: 150 


Part: 1 

We are all like the bright moon, we still have our darker side, don't express to yours truly the 
moon is superb; display to me the sparkle,twinkle,andenthusiasm of light on shattered cut-glass, ora 
dead girl's memory. I may not have gone where I intendedtogo, but I thinki haveended upwhere I 
needed to be- like she- her with me now-she- me - and you too. 

A theory where gone. 

Flying horses post again- 

I- Naddalin am flying around too even back on Earth also fora soul to take... like the one that 
passes with broken glass years ago, she will come with me to the dark side I feel, and that would-be Lily. 
Yet would she ever leave Neveah-1 don't know if I want to do that to her-yet I would love to also... 
Lonely girls that hang out at the graveyards, and cry... for someone to ease the pain... We take... over 
their bodies and minds... young sweet girls like YOU! Even can be said for white angels too... (it was too 
easy...) 


...She lost her to me... yet, I had to I could not help it, I need her to feed for life... and she 
looks good in black- no? We will get her too-1 AM SURE OF IT! Yet she has him up there so-o; that love 
will- last and last. 

Part: 2 

Naddalin, got a girl to come overto this world in a death...today... it was said in class. Nowto 
she is fallen. 

Anyways- 

Emmah was tugging at her sleeve, staring at her watch. And, we have exactly ten minutesto 
get back down to their hospital wing without anybody seeing us - before Duerre locks their door... 

- Besides- 

Okay, and said Naddalin, wrenching her gaze from the sky, and let us go... Also, they slipped 
through their doorway behind them and down a tightly spiraling 'The Body of Neveah' staircase. Full of 



old dark wood, and led- ed glass, that wasalso long-standing. Asthey reachedthetop of it, theyheard 
voices.Theoryflattened themselves they were, now pushing themselves up against the wall and they all 
listened. Itsounded like garbage. 

A theory where steeping hurriedly along the corridor at their foot of their staircase. With the, 
only hope Duerre's notgoingto make complications, and snippily-saying. 

We wanted to do this for years here in this spot she and I - above and beyond, there Kiss will 
be performed at once, in the tower, holding hands... also... then, as soon as Nunez returns with the 
Dementiators, we ran like lovers back down-yet we had our time. 

This whole Black affair has been highly embarrassing.Theyall knewaboutall the girls, and all 
the professors too. Yet, I cannottell you how much I am happy about it all thought. Forward to 
informing their Daily Prophet that we have her at last... said that we want this... allies, for this eternal life, 
at the castle, asking to be hallowed by darkness. 

I- Daresay they will wantto interviewyou, Sammie...and once young Naddalin's back in her 
right mind, I expect she will wantto tell the prophet exactly how you saved her... from the other side of 
things... She could have been...? 

'-So-o Ifeel-thatis so.' 

Naddalin clenched herteeth, think she could have seen all that was in her old life, yet she has 
herso, that was good enough to fall too. 

Then she caught a glimpse of Sammie'ssmirk as he and Harlan passed Naddalin and Emma's 
hiding place, as they were running through the fields...for flight. 

There where footsteps died away, yet, wherein mid-flight looking down on the eerie, dark, 
and shadowy, warm glow of cottages with tall grass and oak trees, in this land, waterfalls, and hang-ie 
down weepiness, off of the rock and plant life... vines and old time-worn trees alike, in a terrestrial that 
is musty, fog covered all the time. 

Naddalin and Emmah waited a few moments to make sure they had really gone, hand in 
levitating in midair, looking at one another dumbly, and sheepish then started to fly in the opposite 
direction of the hallowed castle. 



(Back) 


Emma- Walking on foot- and yes, we still do that... Urn- like down one staircase, then another, 
along with a new corridor - then they heard a cackling ahead. Also, Charlotte...! 




SO- 0 , Furthermore, Naddalin muttered, grabbing Emma's wrist; as well, in here! 

Theorytore into a deserted classroom, totheir left just in time. 

Charlotte seemed to be bouncing along their corridor in boisterous good spirits, laughing her 

head off. 


• Besides- 

Part: 3 

OH, her is horrible, and whispered Emmah, her ear to their door. Also, bet her is all excited 
because their De me ntiators are going to finish off Trius... And she checked her watch. Besides, three 
minutes, Naddalin! 

• And- 

Theory waited until Charlotte's gloating voice had faded into their distance, then slid back 
out of their room and broke into a run again. 

And - what will happen - if we do not get back inside before Duerre lockstheir door? And, 
Naddalin panted. 

And, do not want to thinkabout it! And, 

Emmah moaned, checking her watch again. And, One minute! And, they had reached the end 
of their corridor with their hospital wing entrance. And, Okay -1 can hear Duerre and said Emmah 
tensely. And Come on, Naddalin! 

Theory crept along their corridor. Their door opened, Duerre's back appeared. 


Besides, am going to lock you in, and they heard hersay. And, it is five minutesto midnight. 



Miss. Kizziah, three turns should do it. Good luck. 


-And- 

Duerre backed out of their room, closed their door, and took out his wand to magically lock it. 
Postulating, Naddalin and Emmah ran forward. Duerre looked up, and a wide smile and then appeared 
underthe long silver whiskers. And- Well? And, she said quietly. And, we did it! And said Naddalin 
breathlessly. And...Trius has gone, with Becca beak... And... So-o...! 

(Upto the now) 

Duerre grinned at them, and, well Deanahe. I think she listened intently for any sound within 
their hospital wing, and. Yes, I thinkyou have gone too - get inside -1 will lock you in... Naddalin and 
Emmah slipped back inside there dormitory. 

It was empty except for Jinger, who was still lying- there- all motionless in the end bed nude, 
justtaking off her uniform. 


/N/ /Nrf 


As their lock clicked behind them, Naddalin and Emmah crept back to their own beds, 
Emmah uncoveringtheirTime-Turner back under her robes. A moment later. Madam Pomphreycame 
striding back out of her office. 

Also, Did I heartheir principal leaving? 

Am I allowed to lookaftermy patients now? 

- And- 

Like- like- like, she was in a very bad- bad- bad mood-ie mood. 

Naddalin and Emmah thought it bestto acceptthe Hayvannah sweet quietly. Madam 
Pomphrey stood over them, makingsure they ate it. Nevertheless, Naddalin could hardly swallow - and 
wanted to spit- not swallow, - yet that was with more than that too-just saying, said- Emma- te'a- be¬ 
ing. 



She and Emmah were waiting, listening, the nervesjangling... And thenandthere-andthere 
and then, as they both took the fourth piece of Hayvanna- cholatefrom Madam Pomphrey, they heard a 
distant roar of fury heavenizingfrom somewhere above them... swirlingaround them like dark haunts. 

Besides, what was that? And said- Madam Pomphrey in alarm. 

Part: 4 

Nowthey could hearangry voices, growing louderand brassier. Madam Pomphrey was 
staring at their door. 

Besides, Really - they will wake everybody up! Whatdotheythink they are doing? 

-And- 

Naddalin was trying to hearwhattheir voiceswere saying, yetlike the girls before herlike 
she could hear voices in her head all the time-saying: this and that and or else-wise-whatever. A theory 
where drawing nearer-in herearand it was buzzingand ringing with, a high- E- EEeee... hiss, of them 
taking over her awareness and body in this world, this is true for them to do, to see fee I, and hear only 
as they want you to-where you may feel, that you did or did not, or just blackout, in not remembering- 
it's a spell that, I know well-of mind-take-over, they can even take out of my mouth for me- no-? ...YES! 
ANDIT SOUND 

JUST LIKE ME-ANDTHEY CAN MOVE MY HAND ARMS AND LEGS FORMETOO- 

(LIKEI DON'T REMEMBER MASTURBATING... YETMY HAND IS DOING IT- AND I SEE IT GOING 
INANDOUTOF MEANDI KNOWTHATSHE IS IN MEANDI AMIN HER...) 

Chapter: 151 

Part: 1 

Like-she must have Disappeared, Severus. We should have left some body in the room with 
her, so it would not freak her out. When this gets out - And, she DID NOT DISPARATE! And- Lily roared, 
nowverynearby.And,YOUCANNOTAPPARATEDORDISPARATEINSIDETHIS CASTLE! 

THIS - HAS - SOMETHING - TO - DO - WITH-! And, Severus - be repairable- Naddalin has been 
locked up - And BAM Slam hit, the freaking door of the wing burst open, Harlan, Sammie, and Duerre 



came striding into theirarea. Duerre alone looked calm. Indeed, she looked as though she was quite 
enjoying herself. Harlan appeared angry about it all. Nevertheless, Lily was beside herself, I knew-we- 
too- ominously we agreed. And, OUT WITH IT! 

And, she bellowed. And, WHAT DID YOU DO? 

And- Professor Lily, yes here a week and she is that! And, shrieked Madam Pomphrey. And 
Control yourself! 

And-See here, Lily, be repairable, and said, 

Harlan. And, this door is being locked, we just saw. 

Besides, THEORY HELPED HERR ESCAPE, I KNOW IT! And, Lily flying, pointing at Naddalin and 
Emmah. Herface was twisted and teeth sharply pointed fangs; dribble was flying from hermouth, now 
red blood from the eyes. (Thoughtsof RED-WHITE AND BLUE came back to her... and here being cold is 
the way of life.) 

Calm down,girll 

And Harlan woofed. 

And, you are toluene nonsense! She knewthat would not be going back up either. 

Part: 2 

And, YOU DO NOTKNOW-! And,shrieked Lily. And,she DID IT, I KNOWsheDID IT. 
(Whatever- IT is...,) and, that will do, Severus, and said Duerre quietly. Yep-yep just-thin king about what 
you are saying. This doorhas been locked since I lefttheir constituency ten minutes ago. Madam 
Pomphrey, have these students-left their beds, she is thinking about her and what she is going to do 
with her, in all their kissing of lips, that she and she has done...I 

'Partially, I would have welcomed a Dementorattack. 

A deadly struggle for my soul would have brokentheirmonotony nicely. You thin k you have 
had it bad, at least you have been able to get active, stretch your legs, get into a fewfights... I have been 
stuck inside for a month.' 


'How come...?' Asked- Naddalin, frowning some. 



'Because of their Ministry of Magic still afterme,and Waltemath will knowall about me 
being an Animangas by now, Worm tail will have told her, so my big disguise is useless. It is not much; I 
can do that for their- Orderof their Durizy ... or so- o Duerre feels.' 

There was something about their slightly- flattened tone of voice, in which Trius uttered 
Duerre's name, and that told- Naddalin that Trius, too, was not very pleased with their Principal. 

Naddalin felt a sudden upsurge of affection for her God daddy. 

At least you have known what is been going on, she said bracingly. 

'Oh yes,' said Trius sarcastically. 'Listeningto Snappiest reports, havingto take all her snide 
hints, and that she is outthere risque her life, while- I's am sat on my backside, here havinga nice 
comfortable time... talking to me about how theircleanings going...' 

'What cleaning...?' Asked- Naddalin... 

Part: 3 

Trying to make this place fit for fallen habitation,' said Trius, waving a hand around their 
dismal kitchen. 

'No one's lived here for ten years, not since my dear mother died unless you count her old 
house fairy, and she'sgonearoundtheirtwist~ hasn'tcleaned anythingin ages.' 

'Trius,' said MonDongos, who did not appear to have paid any attention to their conversation, 
but had been closely examiningan empty goblet. 'This solid silver, pal?' 

'Yes,' said Trius, surveying it with distaste. 'Finest 22nd ~ century goblin-wrought silver, 
embossed with their Black family crest.'That had come off, though, muttered MonDongos, polishing it 
with her cuff. Celine Katy NO, JUST CARRY THERE! Mr.'s Railie shrieked. 

Part: 4 

Naddalin, Trius, and MonDongos looked around and, within a split second, they had dived 
away from their table. Celine and Katy had bewitched a large ceilinged of stew, a jigger flagon of 
Butterbeerand a heavy wooden breadboard, completewith knife, to hurtle through their air towards 
them. 



Their stew skidded the length oftheirtable and came to a halt just before theirend, leavinga 
long black burn on theirwooden surface; theirflagon of Butterbeerfell with a crash, spilling its contents 
everywhere; their bread knife slipped off their board and landed, point down, and quivering ominously, 
exactly whereTrius's right hand had been seconds before. 

'FOR HEAVENSSAKEI' screamed Mr.'s -Railie. 

THERE WAS NO NEED-1 HAD ENOUGHOFTHIS JUSTBECAUSEYOU CAN USE MAGICNOW, 
YOU DO NOTHAVETO WHIP YOUR WANDS OUT FOR EVERYTINY LITTLE THING!' 

'We were just trying to save a bit of time!' Said Celine, hurrying forward to wrench their 
bread knife out oftheirtable. 'sorry, Trius, the mate did not mean to...' 

Naddalin and Trius where both laughing; MonDongos, who had toppled backward off his 
chair, was swearing as she got to his feet; Crook shanks had given an angry hiss and shot off under their 
dresser, from where his large yellow eyes glowed in theirdarkness. 

Part: 5 

'Girl changing and some nude, playingand then bathing,' Mr. Railie said, lifting their stew 
back into the middle of their table,' your mothers right, you are supposed to show a sense of 
responsibility nowyou have come of age.' 

Part: 6 

Emma-When she is inside of me,in more ways than one mind-body and erogenouszones 
alike... I wonderwho is squiring me, rubbing my body, softly... touching my boobs and butt, and inside 
there too alike... in it... she- her- all her coming through me, making me vibrate and pulsate to her 
body... it's wonderful, to feel more loves in life, that you would never understand unless you let 
someoneallthewayin you-andtake overeverthatyour mind boyand soul is- she can evensee 
through my eyes- we can switch places- all in one mind game of a spell- called- The Back and Forth, spell. 

Any-who- 

'None of your brothers caused this sort of trouble I' 

Mr.'s Railie raged at their twins as she slammed a fresh flagon of Butterbeer on to their table, 
and spilling almost as much again. Sara did not feel their need to Apparated every few feet! 



Charlie did not charm everythingshe met! Percy.' She stopped dead, catching her breath 
with a frightened look at her husband, whose expression was suddenly wooden. 

'Let's eat,' said Sara quickly. 

'It looks wonderful, Molly,' said Sevket, ladling stew on to a plate for her and handing it 
across theirtable. 

For a few minutes, there was silence but for their chink of plates and cutlery and their 
scraping of chairs as everyone settled downtotheirfood. 

Then Mr.'s Railie turned to Trius. 

'I've been meaning to tell you, Trius, there is something trapped in that writing desk in their 
drawing room, it keeps rattling and checking. Of course, it could just be a Boggart, but I thought we 
oughtto ask Valastro to have a look at it before we let it out.' 

'Whateveryou like,' said Trius indifferently. 

'There curtains in there are full of Doxes, too,' Mr.'s Railie wenton.' I thought we might try 
and tackle them anyhow.' 

'I look forward to it,' said Trius. Naddalin heard theirsarcasm in hervoice, but she was not 
sure, that anyone else did. 

Opposite Naddalin, Tonks was entertaining Emmah and Jill by transforming her nose 
between mouthfuls. 

Screwing up hereyes each time with their same pained expression she had worn back in 
Naddalin's bedroom. 

Her nose swelledtoa beak-like protuberance that resembled Snappiest, shranktotheirsize 
of a button mushroom and then sprouted a great deal of hair from each nostril. 

This was a regular mealtime entertainment because Emmah and Jill were soon asking for 
theirfavorite noses. 'Dothatone like a pig snout,Tonks.' 

Tonks obliged, and Naddalin, immobilized, then up too, had their fleeting impression that a 
female Dariez was grinning at her from a- crossed theirtable. 



Mr. Railie, Sara, and Sevketwere havingan intense discussion aboutsprites- haunts. 


'Theory is not giving anything away yet,' said Sara. 'I still cannot workout whetherthey 
believe she is back. Course, they might prefer not to take sides at all. Keep out of it...' 

'I'sam sure they would nevergooverto You- Know-Whom,' said Mr. Railie, checkingthe 
heads.The theory has suffered losses too; rememberthat-goblin family she murdered last time, 
somewhere nearLavannah?' 


'I think it depends on whatthey are offered,' saidSevket. 'And I am nottoluene aboutgold. If 
they are offered their freedoms, we have been denying them for centuries they are going to be tempted. 
Have you still not had any luck with Amsel's, girl Sara...?' 

Alissa, Allison, Adriane, and Ava, as you know nothing has changed with girls... and the 
conflict is still on, Sara being one of them down the line. They are like you and I - why do they feel they 
need to be more? Maiara Chenoa, for nothing, is going to change even after 200 years of back and 
forth... good and wicked. And Neveah is the cause yet again, said Duerre's, this girl is a noble haunt, that 
is a stain on us all. Look what she did all these girls and he rolls out an old tattered script. 

That was a questionforyearsthat no one could get, said Haven. 

'She's feeling anti-wizard- ie fallen angel-sh right freaking now,' said Sara, 'she has not 
stopped raving about their Bagman business, she reckons their Ministry did a cover-up, those Sprites- 
Haunts never- evergottheirgold from her, you know...' 

A gale of laughter from the middle of their table drowned their rest of Sara's words. Celine, 
Katy, Jinger, and MonDongos were rolling around in their seats. Neveah was high up in her world, and 
this was not cool- not cool! Or so they thought. 

'...And then,' Hayvannah- MonDeanahgo's, tears running down her face,' and then, if you will 
believe it, 'she- e says to me,' she-e says,' Ere, Dung, where did get all them toads from? 


'CUZ- some girl of a Sludgers gone and 



Sailed all mine!' And I say, 'Sailed all your toads. Will, what next? So, you will be wanting 
some more, then?'And if you will believe me, all, their germ less gargoyle buys all. 'I own toads back off 
me for a lot more what- 'she- e paid in their first place.' 

'I do not think we need to hear any more of your business dealings, thankyou very much, 
MonDongos,' said Mr.'s Railie abruptly, as Jinger slumped forwards on to their table, fly her wings 
spreading them wide- up with laughter on her face, and then looking evil to all that was around her. 

'Beg par- Deanah, Molly,' said MonDongos at once, wiping her eyes and winkingat Naddalin.' 
But, you know. Will Sailed'me off Warty Harris in their first place so I was not really doing nothing 
winger.' 


'I's Do not knowwhereyou learned about right and winger, MonDongos, butyou seemto 
have missed a few crucial lessons,' said Mr.'s Railie coldly. 

Celine and Katy buried their faces in their goblets of Butterbeer; Katy was hiccoughing. In 
some regard, Mr.'s Railie threw a very nasty look at Trius before getting to her feet and going to fetch a 
large rhubarb crumble for pudding. Naddalin looked round at herGod daddy. 

'Molly does not approve of MonDongos,' said Trius in an undertone. 

'How come she is in theirOrder?' Naddalin said, very quietly.' 

'She is useful,'Trius muttered. 

'Knowsall their crooks well, she would since she is one herself. 

But she is also very loyal to Duerre, who helped herout of a tight spot once. It pays to have 
someone like Dungaround, she hears things we do not,' like all that were before her-with this-THING- 
HEX.' He said wildly. 

But Molly thinks inviting herto stay fordinner is going too far. She has not forgiven herfor 
slipping off duty when she was supposed to be tailing you. 


Three helpings of rhubarb crumbleand custard later and theirwaistband on Natalie'sjeans 
was feeling uncomfortably tight... (which was saying something, astheirjeans had once been Diaries.) 



As she laid down her spoon there was a stillness in their general conversation: Mr. Railie was 
leaning back in herchair, everso- replete and relaxed; Tonks was yawning widely, her nose now back to 
normal; and Jill who had attracted Crook shanks out from under their dresser, was sitting cross-legged 
on theirfloor, rolling Butterbeercorksforherto chase. 

Part: 7 

'Nearlytime forbed,girls are nude running around, washingyou can seethem, lthink,'said 
Mr.'s Railie with a yawn, and give a nude hug to her than them my girl. And I kiss her... and finger her, 
bits. 


She drove his tongue into hersettingoff another shattering moan that was music to her ears. 

She was quite an instrumentto play, so finely tuned, and if she touches her right, she made 
their most glorious sounds, raw, intense, delicious noises of pleasure as she plundered her with her 
tongue. 


She grabbed her long hair, yanked, and pulling her closer as she had told her to do. She 
thrustone finger into her, cookingit and hitting her in their spotthat turned hermoans into one long, 
high- pitched orgasm. 

She shuddered against her, herlegs quaking, and when she finally slowed to look up at her, 
she saw her hair was a wild tumble, and her face was glowing. 

Oh-ah... 

(Nextday) 

'Not just yet, Molly' said Trius, pushing away his empty plate and turning to look at Naddalin.' 
You know, I am surprised at you. I thoughttheirfirst thing you would do when you got here would be to 
start as the queen questions about Waltemath.' 

Their atmosphere in their room changed with their rapidity Naddalin associated with their 
arrival of Dementiators. Where seconds before it had been sleepily relaxed, it was now alert, even tense. 

A frigidly had gone around their table at their mention of Waite math's name. Sevket, who 


had been about to take a sip of wine, lowered her goblet, flying suspiciously. 



'I did!' said Naddalin indignantly.' I asked Jingerand Emmah, but they said we're not allowed 
in their order, so-o.' 

'And they're quite right,' said Mr.'s Railie. 

'You're too young.' 

She was sitting bolt upright in her chair, herfists clenched on its arms, every trace of 
drowsinessgone. 

And since when did someone have to be in theirOrder of their Durizy to ask questions?' 
inquired Trius. 'Naddalin's been trapped in that nonmagical people house for a month. She's got their 
right to know what is been happen-"Hang on... I' Interrupted Katy loudly. 

'How come Naddalin gets his questions answered?'And-yah- said Celine angrily. 

'Yen's-we have been trying to get stuff out of you for a month and you have not told us a 
single stouten thing!' Said Katy. 

'You're too young, you are not in their Order,' said Celine, in a high- pitched voice, that 
sounded uncannily like hermothers. 'Naddalin's noteven of age!' 

'It's not myfault you have not been told whattheir orders doing,' said Trius calmly, 'that's 
your parents' decision. Naddalin, on their other hand.' 

'It's not down to you to decide what is good for Naddalin I' said Mr.'s Railie sharply. Their 
expression on her normally kind face looked dangerous. 'You have not forgotten what Duerre said, I 
suppose?' 


'Which bit...?' Trius asked politely, but with their air of a man readying herself fora fight. 

There bit about nottelling Naddalin more than she needs to know,' said Mr.'s Railie, placing 
a heavyemphasison their last three words. 

Jinger, Emmah, Celine and Katy's heads swiveled from Trius to Mr.'s Railie as though they 
were followinga tennis rally. Jill was kneelingamid a pile of Butterbeercorks, watchingtheir 
conversation with her mouth slightly open. Sevkets eyes were fixed on Trius. 



'I do not intend to tell her more than she needs to know, Molly,' said Trius. 'Nevertheless, as 
she was their one who saw Waite math come back' (again, there was a joint shudder around their table 
at their name) like she has righter than mosttoo.' 

She- it is not a memberof their order of their Durizyl' said Mr.'s Railie. 'she's only going to 
look and be around fifteen-and... soul in the body- and mind- like them all- that is what she well stays 
along with her barcode numbers, like them all, the age they became-sou I-fallen.' 

'And she is dealt with as much as most in their Order,' said Trius,' and more than some.' 

'Knopperonesdenyingwhatshe'sDeanahel'said Mr.'sRailie, hervoice rising, herfists 
tremblingon their arms of her chair.' But she's still...' 

• 'She's nota child!' said Trius impatiently. 

• 'She's notan adult either!' said Mr.'s Railie, theircolor rising in hercheeks. 'she's not' 
Alyssa,Trius!' 

'I'm perfectly clear who she is, thanks, Molly,' said Trius coldly. 

'I'm not sure you are!' Said Mr.'s Railie. 

• 'Sometimes, theirway you talk about her, it is as though you thinkyou haveyourbest 
friend back!' 


• 'What'sJiggerwith that?'said Naddalin. 

• 'What's winger, Naddalin, is that you are not your daddy, however much you might look 
like her!'said Mr.'sRailie, hereyes still boring into Trius. 

• 'You are still at Savannah and adults responsible foryou should not forget it!' 

'Meaning-1 am an irresponsible God daddy?' 

Oh- deliquesced Trius, his voice rising. 

'Connotation you have been known to act rashly, Trius, which is why-why- Duerre keeps 
reminding, you to stay at home... 


• And- 



'Well leave my orders from Duerre out of this, if you please!' said Thus deafeningly. 


'Arthur!' said Mr.'s Railie, roundingon her publicities.'Arthur, back me up!' 

Mr. Railie did notspeakat once. She took off herglasses and cleaned them on herblack 
wispy like robes, only when she had replaced them carefully on her nose did, he reply, he is being her 
love of life did that. 

'Duerre knows their position has changed, Molly. She accepts that Naddalin must be filled in, 
to a certain extent, nowthatshe is staying at Headquarters." 

'Yes, butthere is an alteration between that and inviting herto ask whatevershe likes!' 
'Partially,' said Sevket quietly, some ways, away from Thus at last, as Mr.'s Railie turned quickly to her, 
hopeful that finally, she was about to get an ally, 'I think it better that Naddalin gets their facts not all 
their facts, Molly, buttheir general picture from us, ratherthan a garbled version from... others.' 

Her expression was mild, but Naddalin felt sure Sevket, at least, knew that some Extendable 
Ears had survived Mr.'s Rallies purge. 

'Well,' said Mr.'s Railie, breathingdeeply And Pa. around theirtable for the supportthat did 
not come, 'well... I can see I am going to be overruled. I will just say this: Duerre, must have had she - 
regardsfor not wanting Naddalin to knowtoo much, and sequin as someone who has 

Naddalin's best interests at heart.' 

'She' is notyour girl,' said Thus quietly. 

'she' is as good as... f*cked,' said Mr.'s Railie fiercely.' Whoelse has she-gotthat feeling 
about her?' 


- 'She'sgot me!' 


Part: 8 

'Yes,'said Mr.'sRailie, herlip- curling,' they're-thing is, it's ratted herdifficultforyouto look 


after her while you've been locked UP in Dizery I And, has not it?' 



Thus started to rise from the chairs. 


'Molly, you are not their- the only pergirl at their table who cares about Naddalin/ said 
Sevket sharply.'Trius, sit down.' 

Mr.'s Rallies' lowerlip was trembling. Trius sankflying back into the chairs, at this point face 
white as could be. 

'I think Naddalin ought to be allowed a say in there,' Sevket continued, 'she-'sold enough to 
decide for herself." 

'I wantto know what's been goingon,' Naddalin said simultaneously. 

She-did not look at Mr.'s Railie. Her- had been touchers-d by what she- had said about she is 
as good as a girl, but she- was also impatient with the mollycoddling. Trius was right, she- was not a child. 

'Very well,' said Mr.'s Railie, her voice- racquet.'Jill, Jinger, Emmah, Celine, & Katy. I's want 
you out of their kitchen- n, now.' 

There-was an instant uproar. 

'Whereof age!' Celine And Katy bellowed together. 

'If Naddalin'sallowed, whycannot I?' shouted Jinger. 

'Mom, I wantto see-arel'wailed Jill. 

'NO...!' shouted Mr.'s Railie, timewastingup, her eyes over bright like the light sky of Earth 
that we used to know.' I absolutely forbid.' 

'Molly, you cannotstop Celine And Katy,'said Mr. Railie wearily. They are of age.' 

'Theory is still at Savannah.' 

'But they are legally adults now,' said Mr. 

Railie, in their-same tired voice. 

Mr.'s Railie was now scarlet in their-face. 

'I'm oh, all right there- n, Celine, And Katy can stay, but Jinger.' 



'Nathanieltells' me... And Emmah everythingyou say anyway!' said Jinger passionately. 
'Won't will not you?' She-added uncertainly, meeting Naddalin'seyes. 

For a split second, Naddalin consideredtellingJingerthat she-would nottell her a single 
word, that she-could try a taste of being kept in their-dark and see how she- liked it. 

Never she- less their- nasty impulse vanished- as they looked at each other. 

'Course I'swill,' Naddalin said. 

Jinger... and... Emmah smiled. 

Part: 9 

'Fine!'shouted Mr.'sRailie. 'FinelJill- 
BEDI' 

Jill did not go quietly;they could shape she is raging and storming at her mother- rail their- 
way up there- stairs, and she- n' she- reached their- hall Mr.'s Blacks ear-splitting shrieks were added to 
their-din. Sevket hurried off to their- portrait to restore calm. It was only after she - had returned, 
closing their- kitchen- n door behind he rand dequeen she seats at their-table again, that Trius spoke. 

'OKay, Naddalin... what do you want to know?' 

Naddalin took a deep breath... And asked their- question that had obsessed her for their- last 

month. 


'Where's Waltemath?' she- said, ignoring their- renewed shudders and winces at their- name. 
'What's she-doing? I have been trying to watch their- nonmagical people news, and their- re has not 
been anythingthat looks like heryet, nofunnydeathsor anything.' 

'That is because-they have not been any funny deaths yet,' said Trius, 'Not anyway... And we 
know quite a- lot.' 

'More than she-thinkswe do, anyway,' said Sevket. 

'How come she-'s stopped killing people?' Naddalin asked. She- knew Waltemath had 
murdered more than once in their- last year alone. 



'Because she-does not want to draw attention to herself/ saidTrius. 'It would be dangerous 
for her. Her comeback did not come off quite their-way she-wanted it to, you see. She- messed it up.' 

'Or rats her-, you messed it tip for her,' said Sevket, with a satisfied smile. 

'How?' Naddalin asked, perplexed. 

'You were not supposed to survive!' said Trius. 

'Nobody apart from the Death Eaters was supposed to know she'd come back. 

But you survived to bear witness. 

'And they're- very last per girl she- wanted to be alerted to her return their- moment she- got 
back was Duerre,' said Sevket. 

'And you made sure Duerre knewatonce.' 'How has that she- led?' Naddalin asked. 

'Areyou kidding?' Said Sara incredulously. 'Duerre wasthere-the onlyone You Know 
Who was everscared of!' 

Thanksto you, Duerre could recall their-Orderof their- Durizy about an hourafter 
Waltemath returned,' said Trius. 

Part: 10 

'So, what is their- Order been doing?' said Naddalin, Looking around at them all. 

'Torqueingas hard as we can to make sure 
Waltemath cannot carry out the plans,' said Trius. 

How would you know what she plans are?' Naddalin asked quickly. 

'Duerre'sgota shrewd idea,' said Sevket, 'And Duerre's shrewd ideas normally turn out to be 

correct.' 

'So-owhatdoes Duerre reckon she-'s planning?' 


Planning... 



Interval: 3 


The Underworld 


Open your eyes...too the... Underworld- 

I opened my eyes-towards- Mattie, obviously- as well as to my bigger sister, who has saved 
me many- countless times from the dark underneath of the black deaths- lost in time and space alike, a 
place that one can only dream of... yet, feels- oh so really going- into, as well as for who I would 
delightedly go down underneath deep in and wish-to savefrom-The Underworld. 

Creep...creep...creepingin on them... 

One mysterious, cryptic, and ambiguous night when Megan wentto bed, Mattie was her 
flabby, stumpy, chocolate-burrowing and junk-food, pop-lovinglittersister, whom annoyed the crap out 
of her, and charmed her both in a fun playful way, a way that on two that are clause would understand 
and get... 


Then the next morning, and when she woke up, she was no longer. Do you get that? NO 

LONGER! 


Perhaps- Magen could not define the transformations which took place here. Can you yet...? 



She looked the same yet was not she said the same, yet it was not, she loved me yet it was 


not the same love I felt back, he was not her. Do you get that? She-was no longer... 


^ sis 


Mattie and was wearing the same pair of ratty fleece pajamas red, with the same yet his with 
the little toe sticking out, of course, that would be her, the hole gets bigger every night I see her; just like 
in the back too, girl she is getting chubby, and he arose down the set of steps precisely the same way 
the actual, genuine- Mattie would have done: thumb, bump, banged, sliding on his rump, all the way 
doing to the landing. 

Saying- Weeee I 


However, she was notthe equivalentof what I know heras. In actual truth, here, he was 
somewhat, quite unlike the others his and my age. 


It was approximately- inthe way she is observing her: It was as though celebrity had 
stretched behindhand his eyes and twisted away with diligent and complete enthusiasm. Were young 
girls we do not understand are underworld... doyou...? 


Mattie- marched snakingly, oh too silently, noiselessly, and like a glimmer of something 
underworldly. 


Silent steps he made to the table, she sat kindly sat like a stone in his chair emotionlessto 


the real world, that we live in, plus he placed a papertowel on his lap. 



The real Mattie never used a bib ortowel. Yetshe-wasall neatand such...she just whipped 
it wherever she pleased. Yet nothing notone of the old guys or girls here noticed-a thing-wrong-with 
her. Can you see it...? 


3{C 


Mrs. Smith is Megan's mother. Do you see here there, just doing her day to day thing? 

Mrs. Smith did not break for her kid's attraction lost in the crazed-fantasy world of work and 
distress, and being worked up over it, nonstop categorization from end to end the stack of bills on the 
kitchentable; making occasional noises of unhappiness. 




Megan's father continuous fly- by- night in and out of the room, his tie loosened, in addition 
to that only wearingone sock and no paints-just boxers, muttering distractedly on the cell phone about 
what seems to be nothingthat makesany senses. 


/\/ /N./ 


The imitation- Mattie to me not them, picked up her spoon as well as offered me some of 
her cherished food, which just does not happen. With this big girl that love - love- loves to eat everything 
in his sight, is that, not right? 




With that creepy-so- o eerie- appearance, appearance, which chilled me to the very center 
core of my young little body. Do you see me there? Do you see my brown hair and my bowties...? 


My big and stunning immense russet eyes? Am I not-1 am cute to you? 

Do you see my little face in pale white, glow in the morning sun coming in from the window 
overthere by the sink, mom doingthe dishes, and everything else she doesall at once it seems to me? 



Then the phony- Mattie starts to eat his lucky-cereal bits, painstakingly, unhurriedly, 
harpooning all the alphabet letters out of his Alpha- bits one by one as well as reinforcing them up along 
the rim other bowl. 

Spilling out-creep-creepy- little-girl- die! 


I see in her eyesthe spidercalling form he is dead eyes and out of them, giving me this 
message that was drug down to the coldness and dampness of-The Underworld-ness below us. 


nu sic rv 


I could hear the sounds of the music eerie to me playing her to sleep or it seemed to me... 
the horn was all I could make out... it was all muffled to mystified ear, under and I look at the hole of 
temptation between downwards that is only part of me that goes in my soul its-1 finger it and they- 
come, is where they must have taken her... do you thinkso? 

Was the door under her bed was glowing...? It is all most underworld time... Creepers... 


/N/ >iC /N/ 


Megan's heart dropped for the chest to foot and back up... in panic. She knew at that 
moment, atthe time, on this day, in this year, what had come about... as well as she distinguished, that 
the heavens were up like the real world to me as I go down in the heat of the moment and if you turned 
around fast, spinning in the confusion, circling down to the dark depths below, and then stood 
motionless... so still. 


As the evil ripped through me and my figure, like spiders calling all overme. Tangled in the 
webs of their chromes. Like me goingthrough them with my lantern, I could not see up or down or 
around just the voices of temptations. 

Come, come, see us, hear us, play with- US...we got cookies and candy if you give up your 

soul to us! 





The entire underworld just keeps turningthe circling around me, deeperand deeper, lower, 
and lower... I went- hearing all their voices getting amplified to me. 

Perhaps- maybe, just maybe his too, Mattie's soul had beentaken by-The Underworld 

entities. 


As well as they had left this thing, all kinds of things behind, in my room and her area, do you 

see them? 


This not- my younger-sister, she's been replaced... or is it? 

Is it some other form of her too? 'Mom,' she said, and then, when her mother did not 
immediately respond, tried again a little louder. 

(Back to that mooring) 

'Mom.' 


'Yes...' -Magg. 


Mom- 'Mum?' I said fast and abruptly! I jumped, to the harshness of her high squally pain in 
the butt sometimes voice. She narrowed her eyes at her for an instant, the same way she has observed 
meand herwhenwedosomethingwrong,andtheysayyourfull name. 


r\/ ^ 


Like always- 'Mattie's being weird,' Megan said. 

Mom-stared alertly at my daughter, nevertheless with cold eyes. Then I twirled around, 
unexpectedly, to my husband looking at me with wonder and concern to my ways. 'Did you overpay the 
electric bill and the rest we can afford?' 


Mom-1 didn't seem to hear her as I was predating away about nothing, but her young ways 


of kid-ish mumbling. 'Have you seen my glasses, and my phone, my, I-pad, and mind?' 



Dad- was questioning, lifting the banana and peering underneath of it, and it was so turning 


my tummy looking at it, I am not a dumb girl you know. 


He- he- he... 


'They're onyourhead doing cartwheels.' STOPI 
'My reading glasses... are...?' 

Mom-1 sighed impatiently. 'It says this is our absolute ultimate announcement. I do not 
recollect the first notice. Did we pay the electric bill? I could have sworn...' 

I do notworry aboutthis sh*t! I a little girl rememberl was thinking. I do not say yet I think 
that is for sure. 


'I can't goto work without my glasses!' Mr. Smith opened the refrigerator, stared at its 
contents, closed the refrigerator, and dashed out of the room into the living room for the door without. 
Through the table, it feels as I hit my leg... damn-it. 


rs/ sfc 


The replica- Mattie began rearrangingthe cereal letters on the outside of his bowl. She 
spelled outthree words: I H-A-T- E y-o-ul In addition, you are going to die tonight in my room if you do 
not come down with me. 


Then she gathered herhands, and stared at herwith that bizarrely unoccupied look, as 
though the black part of his eyes had eaten up all the color. 

Down I went... Holdingthis child's hand... Come... 

The Underworld- is like... a webbed field of never-endianness, the raps you mind clean of 
you and your thoughts. The underworld could be the holes that go in me. it wants to come out and play 
with me too. 



Megan's insides trembled again as it comesforher. Seeingthe twigs, and all the lights and 
branchessuckherin, like she. 

She slid off herchair and wentoverto her mother. 

She tugged at the sleeve of her mother's nightgown, which had a small coffee stain on its 

elbow. 


(Back to midday) 

'Mommy.' 

'Yes, baby?' she asked absentmindedly. 

'Mattie's freaking me out.' 

'Mattie,' Mrs. Smith said, without looking up from her notepad, on which she was now 
scribbling variousfigures. 'Stop botheringyoursister like that.' 

Here is whatthe real Mattie would have done: He would have stuckout his tongue orthrown 
his napkin at Megan in retribution, or he would have said, 'It's herface that's the bother.' 

Nevertheless, this impostor did none of those things. The impostor just stared quietly at 
Megan and smiled. 

Her teeth looked very white. 'Mom-' Megan swore, and her mother sighed, in addition, 
threwdown herpencil with so muchforce that it bounced. 


1^ st* ^ 


'Please, Megan,' she said, with barely concealed impatience. 'Can't you see that I'm busy? 
Why don'tyougo outside and play fora bit?' 

Megan knewbetterthanto argue with hermotherwhenshewasin a mood. 


So, she went outside. It was a hot and hazy morning-far too hot for late April. 



She was hoping to see one of the neighbors out doing something-watering a plant, walking a 
dog- but it was very still. 

Megan almost, never-eversawthe neighbors. It was not that kind of neighborhood. She did 
not even know most of their names: only Mrs. Rosenblatt, who was so old she looked exactly like a snip. 

Today, as on most days, Mrs. Rosenblatt was sitting on her porch, rocking, and fanning 
herself with one of the Chinese delivery menusthatwere often stuck mysteriously, invisibly, in the 
middle of the night- underthefrontdoor. 

'Hello,' she called outto Megan and waved. 'Hello!' 

Megan called back... she liked Mrs. Rosenblatt, even though Mrs. Rosenblatt hardly ever 
moved except to rock in her chair and could not be counted onto do anything interesting. 

/N/ /N./ 

Mrs. Rosenblatt liked to rock even in cold- weather, and she would appear on her porch so 
bundled in blankets and scarves, she looked like an overfilled coatrack. 

'Would you like a glass of milk?' 

Mrs. Rosenblatt called out. 'or a cookie?' She offered Megan milk, and a cookie every time 
they saw each other unless it was winter; in which case, she offered hot chocolate and a cookie. 

'Nottoday,thankyou,' Megan said. Remorsefully, as she always did. She was notallowed-to 
accept things to eat or drink from nonfamily members. Megan often wished the rule applied to Family 
Membersinstead. 

She would much rather have had one of Mrs. 

Rosenblatt's cookies than her Aunt Stirginia's tuna casserole. She wondered whether she 
should tell Mrs. Rosenblatt about Mattie, but decided against it. 

(Three weeks previous) 

Magen-1 am at recess when she had tried to tell Sammie and Ellie, was so wrong about the 
underworldly societies, and the constant threat they posed, they had laughed at her and called her a liar. 



Mrs. Rosenblatt was a good listener- partly, Megan thought because she couldn't hear very well, 
nonetheless, Megan did notwant to jeopardize this. 


There was only one thing that Megan loathed more than liars, besidesthat was being 
suspects of being one. At one edge of the yard, a pile of pinecones has been neatly stacked. 




Megan had decided them this way onlyyesterday, thin king that she and Mattie might play a 
round of Pinecone bowlingin the morning. 

Nevertheless, she could not play with the false Mattie; he would no doubtfind a way to 

cheat. 


She had a sudden wrenchingfierce desire for Anna, herold babysitter, to come home. 

Why? 

Not sure, she would have played with me over the years, outside and in she showed me so 
much about myself too and the underworld that goes down in me that is where she went-1 just know it. 

At leastthat is what I think... do you? 

Last fall in me was Anna, she did not beeline that I have the world to me, till she entered the 
black hole of mine, she has gone away to middle school not long before... 

This meantthat she had stimulated, and could not babysit anymore, in addition instead 
Megan and Mattie were left with Mandy, who always chewed her gum too loudly and didn't like to play 
games-she did not like anything, really, except talking on the phone. 




Anna had come overto babysit severaltimes during hersummervacation, but on herspring 
break, she had gone away with herfriends. Megan and Mattie and Sammie had gotten a water-warped 
postcard from her, but most of the writing had been too blurry to read. 



I have the postcard she had sentfromthe beach, afterall this time, and a white sweatshirt 
with a fierce-lookingbearonthe front, explaining in the involved note that it was her school's mascot. 

Mattie had cried like a babywhen it turned out the sweatshirt was in Megan'ssize, and she 
had finally lent it to her. 

He had promptly spilled tomato sauce on it, and she'd refused to speak to her for an entire 

day. 


Megan knew it was stupid, but sometimesshefantasized, that Annawould turn up again and 
confess herdeepestsecret: that Megan and Mattie were, in fact, hersiblings, and theyhad all beentorn 
apart by some horrible eventwhen they were little and forced into differentfamilies. 

Oh! 

Um-hum! Comeforus... 

Do you see the lying silt ship that leads into 'The Underworld?' 

The Underworld- is a dark wet place, where you come in and see the thing that brings you 
joy, yet makes you feel week to the wrongness of what you are doing to yourself, there is no light only 
wonder, there are voices come, screamingfor you to come... 

Like sweeping the sides of you until you have no choice, but move the fee I goods of their 
games, that they play as they get you to do as they say, and the enter into you and play with your brain 
and you no long you going on with your day, what do you say- do you play with your underworld; 
Maddie went into mine, and he not coming out. 


r\/ r\J 


Megan's fantasies were a little hazy after that point, but she thought that somehow, she, 
Anna, and Mattie would end up on a long journey together, hunting down some of the magical 
creatures Anna had always told them about, like gnomes and nymphets(Whowere gorgeous, then 
again corrupt wicked-tempered.) 



Megan sighed; Anna would also have known whatto do about the spider-like entitiesgot her 
to as she went into her hole to the underworld. She was, after all, the creature who had first told Megan 
and Mattie about them. 

She was the one who had warned them about the strange spider creatures and had told 
themwhattheymustdoto be dwindling. 

Megan scanned the yard for gnomes but saw nothing. Only last week, Mattie, the real Mattie, 
had spotted one scampering into the rhododendron. 




The real me was not the re either they were making me come, for there ways and not my 
own, as I went on tryingto do me, and my day. 

'Look, Megan!' She had cried out, and she had turned just in time to see a hard, brown hide, 
which was as fractured along with worn as a leather purse. 


/%/ /N/ 


It was too hot for the gnomes today, Megan decided. Anna had told Megan they preferred 
cool climates. 

Megan pressed herface up against the small fir tree that stood nextto the birdbath, inhaling 

deeply. 


It was easierto see the magic through its branches, she found. 

The itchy needles poked deeply into her skin, and she stood and squinted through the layers 

of khaki. 


Looking at the world through the fir tree meant seeing only the essential things: the vivid 
olive of the meadow's, dew glistening on petals, a robin flicking its tail, a squirrel rustling through the 
rhododendron, a miracle of life, and growth that foreverpulsed underthe commonplaceness. 


Advantageous, of course, it was only when looking through the tree that you could make a 


wish, and have it come true, Anna had also told them that. 



Megan spoke a wish quietly into the scratchy branches. 


We will not repeat it... All and sundry knows that only wishes that are kept secret will ever 

come true. 


On the otherhand, then again know this: Oh! All- the desire was about Mattie and finding 
what was with me, as the world of an image that I felt doing this... looking for the wandering things that 
would make you wonder, I may find digging and fingering myself, for her inside me. 




Megan heard a step behind her. She turned and saw the Mattie-who-was- no long her to 
me- or them, Mattie standing on the front porch, watching her. 

Megan sucked in a deep breath like she sucked us into her underworld as we look and put 
our head and body down in it to getthere, gathered heryoungage, and said, 'You are not my sister.' 
not- Mattie stared at herwith flat blue eyes. 'Absolutely, I am,' she said calmly. 

'You are not them; I am not me doing this.' 

'Am too... I said it too do you see that I am I do not lie... you know that sissy.' 'Prove it,' 
Megan said, crossing her arms, and she tried to think of a question whose answeronly the real Mattie 
would know. 

She was quiet for a bit. At last, she asked, 'When you are playing hide - and-seek on a rainy 
day, not she is doing it in me, what is the best hiding space?' 


TfC ^ 


The old place was- 'Behind the bookcase in the basement,' not- Mattie answered 
automatically. 'Inthe crawl space that smells like mold.' Megan was disappointed. 

She had gotten it right; this fake Mattie was obviously smarter than she gave her credit for- 
smarter, she would not wonder, than the real Mattie. 

(Though that was not saying much, only a week ago, the real Mattie had tried to turn the 
basementintoa swimming pool by floodingthe sink! Absurd.) 


Maybe-she needed to aska formerquestion within. 



'What mustyou do every night before you go to sleep?' 


Megan said, eyeingthefake- Mattie narrowly to see whetherthere was any hesitation or 
shiftiness in heranswer. 

However, she re-joined promptly, drawinga big Xa crossed herchest, 'you must cross 
yourself once from shoulder to hip and say out loud, 'sweep, sweep, bring me to sleep. 

Clear the webs from my room with the bristliest broom.' 




Megan was stunned. She had been sure positive I The question: would baffle fake - Mattie, 
but heranswer was correct, and he stood looking at her with an expression of triumph. 

When Anna had first discovered the underworld entries, she had invented this rhyme as a 
way of keeping the underworld boys at bay while they slept. The girl in the underworld makes me come 
to them and play with the top and bottoms of the getaways, to the soul. 


Everyone knows there is nothing a spider fears' more than a broom, and someone sweeping 
with it, and the broom charm had, in fact, protected them foryears. Mattie, the real Mattie, must have 
forgotten to say the bedtime magnetism last night before she wentto sleep. 

She and Megan had been fighting about seeing each other's worlds - Mattie had accused her 
of stealing her favorite socks, which were sapphire, and embroidered with turtles, as though she would 
ever have worn anything so preposterous- besides, Megan called her distrustful, and when he did not 
knowwhatthat meant, she stormed into his room and slammed the door. 




She was distracted; that must be whyshe had notsaid the broom charm. Meganfelta heavy 
rush of guilt. It was herfault, at least partially. And so. The Underworld guys had gotten her: They had 
dropped down from the ceiling on theirglistening webs of shadowed darkness and dropped their silken 
threads in her ear, and extracted his soul slowly, like a fisherman persuading a trout from the water on a 
taut nylon fishing line. 



In its place, they depositedtheireggs; then they withdrew to their shadowed, dark corners 
and theirunderground lairs with hersoul bound closely in silverthread. 

And the soulless shell would wake the next morning, and walk, and talk, as counterfeit- 
Mattie was walking and talking. 

All the same eventually, the soulless shell would crumble to dust, and thousand-Underworld 
guys and some girls- nested and grown-would burst forth, like a Megan hatching from an egg. 

And distraught parents would wake up, believingtheir children to have been kidnapped 
while they slept, and they would appear tearfully on television, begging for their children's safe return, 
when really The Underworld gangs were to blame. 

Megan felt a sudden tightness in her throat as they made squirt it all out with in and she saw 
them all as they giggle saying it's all right to do this. 

'You see oozing with this webbing!'The sham- Mattie crowed. 'I told you. I am your sister.' 
Then Megan was struck by an idea. 

'Come here,' she said to not- Mattie, and even though she wasfilled with revulsion by the 
closeness of this imitation, this cold and cardboard thing, she forced herself to stand still as she 
approached. 

Unexpectedly she lungedforherand began tickling hertummy. 




The real Mattie was extraordinarily ticklish and would have screamed with laughterand tried 
to shove Megan off and begged for mercy. 

Megan loved the sound of Mattie's joke. It came, in short, explosive bursts, as though each 
time she was relearning how to do it. 


This Mattie stood still, watching her dully. 'What are you doing?' She asked. 



Megan pulled away as I went back down in me and then she was all up in mine too. She then 
had the same feeling she'd had several years ago, when she had swung too high and too fast on the 
swings at the playground, and the world teetered underneath her: a feeling of triumph but also of terror. 

She knew it... 

This Mattie was not the real Mattie. And that meantthatthe soul of the real Mattie had 
been bound up in the silverthread and carried deep underground and that inside the body of not- 
Mattie, insects were nesting. 

Megan drew herself up to her full four feet four inches. 

'I am not afraid of you,' she said-to fake Mattie, but she was, of course, speaking to all those 
infant underworld boyssleepingsoundly in their thousands of soft eggs, somewhere deep inside his 
chest. 


And of course, she was afraid. She was more afraid than she had ever been in her life. 

'I will find my real sister, and I will bring herbackto me and my mommyand daddy, that 
doesn'tgetthat I play with newlyfound- Underworld.' 




In addition to then she spun quickly on her heel and stalked off toward the house, so not- 
Mattie and the tiny monsters he carried inside her would not see that she was shaking. 

Let usjust say-1 never-everstopped playingwith this underwould, but I did find out what it 
really was... and where it can take, she and me... 

I hope you understand this Underworld to and have fun with it... 

We will come for you too... 


Nevaeh 



Book: 37 


Death Devours 


Part: 1 

'Well, firstly, she-wants to build up the army again,' said Trius.' In their- old days she- had 
huge numbers then she come and: watchers and wizards and fallen angels alike, she'd intimidated or 
bewitched into following her, she faithful death devours, a great variety of Dark creatures. 

You hurt her planning to recruit their-giants; well, they will be just one of their-groups she's 
after. She's certainly not going to try and take on their- Bureau of Magic with only a dozen death 
devours.' 


'So, you are trying to stop herfrom getting more followers?' 
'We're doing our best,' said Sevket. 

'How?' 


'Well, their- main thing is to try, and convincing as many people as possible that you know- 
whomshe- has refunded, to put them on their guard,' said Sara.' It's proving a tricky, though.' 

'Why...?' 

WHY- 'Because of their- Bureau's attitude,' said Tonks.' You saw Cornelius Harlan after You 
Know Who came back, Naddalin. 

Well, she- has not shifted her position at all. 

She's refusingto believe it happens.' 


'But why?' Said Naddalin desperately, why is she - being so stupid? If Duerre...' 



'Ah, well, you have put your finger on the- problem,' said Mr. Railie with an ironic smile.' 


Duerre.' 


'Harlan is frightened of her, you see,' said Tonks sadly. 

'Frightened of Duerre?' Said Naddalin incredulously. 

Frightened of what she's upto,' said Mr. Railie.' Harlan thinks Duerre's plottingto overthrow 
her.she-thinks Duerre wants to be Martita forMagic.' 

'But Duerre does not want' 

'Unquestionably, she-does not,' said Mr. Railie.' 'She neverwanted their- Martian'sjob, even 
though a lot of people wanted herto take it she'd Millicent Bagnold retired. 

Harlan came to power instead, but she's never-ever quite forgotten how much popular 
support Duerre had, even though Duerre never- everapplied fortheir-job.' 

Part: 2 

'Deep down, Harlan knows Duerre's much cleverer than she- is a much more powerful wizard, 
and in there- early days of their Bureau she-was forever as thin king Duerre for help, and advice,' said 
Sevket. 


'But it seems she's become fond of power, and much more confident. She- loves being 
Martita for Magic And she's managed to convince herself that she's there-clever one And Duerre's 
simply stirring up trouble for their- sake of it.' 

'How can she-thinkthat?' Said Naddalin angrily.' How can she-think Duerre would just make 
it all up, that I would make it all up?' 'Because acceptingthat AVA's back would mean trouble like their- 
Bureau has not had to cope with for fourteen years,' said Trius bitterly.' Harlan j ust cannot bring herself 
to face it. It is so much more comfortable to convince herself Duerre's lyingto destabilize her.' 

'You see their- problem,' said Sevket.' While they're- Bureau insists there is nothing to fear 
from AVA it is hard to convince people she's back, especially as they do not want to believe it in their- 
first place, what is more, their- Bureau is leaning she- avidly on their- Daily Prop notto report any of 
whatthey are calling Duerre's rumor-mongering, so mostof their-wizarding community is completely 



unaware anything happened, and that makes them easy targets for their- Death Consumers if they are 
using their- Imperious Curse.' 

Nonetheless, you are telling people, aren'tyou?' Said Naddalin, around at Mr. Railie, Trius, 
Sara, Mon- Deanahgos, Sevket, And Tonks.'You're letting people know she's back?' 

Theyall smiled humorlessly. 

'Well, as everyone thinks I am a mad mass murderer and they're - Bureau is put a ten those... 
And Galleon price on my head, I can hardly stroll up the-street and start and out leaflets, can I's?' said 
Trius restlessly. 

'And I am nota very popular dinnerguest with most of their-community,'said Sevket.' It's 
an occupational hazard of being a werewolf.' 

'Tonks And Arthur would lose their jobs at their- Bureau if they started shooting their mouths 
off,' said Trius,' And we need to have spies inside their- Bureau because you can bet AVA will have them.' 

'We've managed to convince a couple of people, though,' said Mr. Railie. Tonks, she, for one 
she'stooyoungto have been in their-Orderof their- Durizy last time, and having Auroras on our side is 
a huge advantage. Regal c*ckleboats been a real asset, too; she's in charge of their- hunt forTrius, so 
she's been feeding their- Bureau information that Trius is in Tibet.' 

'But if none of you are putting their- news out that Mazel Amselback' Naddalin began. 

'Who said none of us are putting their- news out?' Said Trius. Why would you think Duerre's 
in such trouble?' 

'What you mean?' Naddalin asked... 

The theory is trying to discredit her,' said Sevket.' Didn't you see there - Daily Prop shot last 
week? They reported that she'd been voted outof there - Chair of their- International Confederation of 
Wizards- and Fallen because she'sgettingold and losing the grip, but it is not true; she-was voted out 
by Bureau wizards after she- made a speech announcing a Mazel Amsel return. 

The theory has demoted herfrom Chief Warlock on their- Morrill that is there- Wizard High 
Court And they are toluene about dequeen away she Orders of Nunez, First Class, too.' 



But Duerre says she-does not care what they do if they do not take her off the - Hayvannah- 


cholate 'Black Crow' Torit Cards,' said Sara, grinning. 

'It's no laughing matter,' said Mr. Railie sharply.' If she-carries on defyingtheir- Bureau like 
their she- could end up in Dizery- I's and, and they're- the last thing we want is to have Duerre locked up. 
While You Know~ Who knows Duerre's out there and wise to what she's up to she's going to go 
cautiously. If Duerre's out old there-way well, you know, whowill havea clearfield.' 

'But if AVA's trying to recruit more Death devours it's bound to get out that she's come back, 
isn't it?' Asked Naddalin desperately... 

'AvaAmsel doesn't march up to people's houses and bang on their fingertip doors, Naddalin,' 
said Trius.' Her-tricks, jinxes and blackmails them. 

She's well-practiced at operating in secret. In any case, gathering followers is only one thing 
she's interested in. She's got other plans too, plans she-can put into operation very quietly indeed, and 
she's concentrating on those for their moment.' 

'What's she-after apart from followers?' 

Naddalin asked swiftly. Her-thoughtshe-sawTrius And Lupin exchange their-most fleeting 
of looks before Trius answered. 

'Stuff she- can only get by stealth.' 

Wither- if Naddalin continued to look puzzled, Trius said,' Like a weapon. 

Somethingshe-did not have- last time.' 

'She -and- her was- like very powerful before?' 

'Yes.' 

'Like what kind of weapon?' Said Naddalin. 

'Something worse than their- Aveda Keara...?' 


'That's enough...! 



Mr.'s Railie spoke from their- shadows beside their- door. Naddalin had not noticed she 
return from dequeen Jill upstairs. Her arms where crossed and she - looked furious. 

'I want you in bed, now. All of you,' she-added, that went around at Celine, Katy, Jinger, And 

Emmah. 


'You cannot boss us' Celine began to say monstrously. 

'Watch me,' snarled Mr.'s Railie. She-was trembling slightly as she- looked at Trius.' 

You've given Naddalin plenty of information. Any more and you might just as well induct her 
into the- War straightaway.' 

'Why not?' said Naddalin quickly. Till join, I wantto join, I wantto fight.' 

'No...' 

It was not Mr.'s Railie whospoketheirtime, butSevket. 

There-waris formed only of overage wizards, fallen kind.'she-said.' Fallen girl wizards- 
haunts- angels- so on- who have left Savannah,' she- added, as Celine And Teori~ opened their mouths. 
There are dangers involved of which you can have no idea, any of you... I think Molly's right, Trius. 
Weave said enough.' 

Trius half shrugged but did not argue. Mr.'s Railie beckoned imperiously to a - sure the girls 
and Emmah. One by one they stood up and Naddalin, recognizingdefeat, followed suit. 

There- Noble and Most Ancient House of Black... 

Mr.'s Railie followed them upstairs again. 

Forbidding... Ghastly. 

'I want you all to go straight to bed, no toluene,' she-said asthey reached their-first and,' 
and we've got a busy day Hayvanna harrow. I expect Jill's asleep,' she-added to Emmah, 'so try not to 
wake she up.' 



'Asleep, yes, right,' said Celine in an undertone, after Emmah said to them goodnight and 
they were climbing to their- nextfloor.' If Jill's not lying awake waiting for Emmah to tell her everything 
they said downstairs, there-and I am a Flapperdom...' 

All right, Jinger, Naddalin,' said Mr.'s Railie on their- second and, pointingtheir- m into their 
bedroom.' Off to bed with you.' 

'Night,' Naddalin And Jingersaid to the-twinsfrom Rockville. 

'Sleeptight,' said Celine, winking. 

Mr.'s Railie closed their- door behind Naddalin with a sharp snap. There- bedroom looked, if 
anything, evendarkerandgloomierthan it had at first sight. 

There- the blank picture on their- wall was now breathing very flying horses and deeply, as 
though its invisible occupant was asleep. 

Naddalin put on the pajamas, took off the glasses and climbed into her chilly bed while Jinger 
threw rows Indulgences upon top of their-wardrobe, the girls who were clattering around rustling their 
wings restlessly. 

'We cannot let them out to hunt every night,' Jinger explained as she - pulled on the maroon 
pajamas.' Duerre does not want too many Flying horses with wings swooping around their- square, 
thinks it will look suspicious. Oh yes... I forgot...' 

She's a-crossed to the-doorand fastened it. 

'What're you doing that for?' 

'Reached-' said Jinger as she-turned off their- light.' The first night, she and I came and ring 
in at three in the- morning. Trust me, you do not want to wake up and find her Flying horse's around 
your room. 'Anyway... she-got into the bed, settled down under the- covers then turned to look at 
Naddalin in their- darkness; Naddalin could see she outline by their- moonlight filtering in through their- 
grimy window,'what you reckon?' Naddalin did not need to ask what Jinger meant. 

'Well, theydid nottell usmuch we could not have guessed, did they?'She-said, thinkingof 
all that had been said downstairs.' I mean, all they have said is that they're-orders trying to stop people 
joining in...' 



There-was a sharp intake of breath from Jinger. 


'-Deport/ said Naddalin firmly.' She and you are you going to start using her name? Trius And 

Sevketdo.' 

Jingerignored theirlast comment. 

'Yeah, you are right,' she-said,' we already knew everything they told us, from using their- 
Extendable Ears. There- only a new bit was...' 

Part: 3 

Crack... Crack, hit- slam- and bang... 

'OUCH!' 

'Keepyourvoice down, Jingeror mom will be back up here.' 

'You two just Apparated on my kneesi' 

'Yeah, well, it is harder in the- dark.' 

Naddalin sawtheir- blurred outlines of Celine And Katy leaping down from Jinger's bed. 

'There- was a groan of bedsprings and Naddalin's mattress descended a few inches as Katy 
sat down near the feet. 'So, got there yet?" Said Katy eagerly. 

There- weapon Trius mentioned?' Said Naddalin. 

'Let slip, more like,' said Celine with relish, now sitting nextto Jinger. 

'We did not hear aboutthat on there-old Extendable, did we?' 

'What you reckon it is?' Said Naddalin. 

'Could be anything,' Said Celine. 

'But there cannot be anything worse than their-Aveda Keara Curse, can there?'Said Jinger. 
what's worse than death?' 


'Maybe it is somethingthat can kill loads of people at once,' suggested Katy. 



'Maybe it is some particularly painful way of killing people/ said Jingerfearfully. 

'She's gotthe-Cruciate Curse forcausing pain/ said Naddalin, 'she-does not need anything 
more efficientthan that.' 

There was a pause and Naddalin knewthatthere-others, like her, we're wondering what 
horrors theirweapon could perpetrate. 

So, who you think got it now?'Asked Katy.' I hope it is our side,' said Jinger, soundingslightly 

nervous. 

'If it is, Duerre's keeping it,' said Celine. 

'Here's?' Said Jinger quickly. She does that when she gets nervous. 

'SKOUFYCEOL?' 

'Bet it isl' Said Katy.That is, whyshe hid the- 'the bodyof Neveah'.' 'Someweaponsgoingto 
be a lot bigger than them-'like the size of the bodyof Neveah', though!' Said Jinger. 

'Not unavoidably' said Celine. 

'Yeah, size is no guarantee of power,' said Katy.' Look at Jill she is powerful without them.' 
'What you mean?' Said Naddalin. 

'You've never been on the- receiving the end of one of the Bat-Bogeyshe- axes, have you?' 
'shah!' Said Celine, half rising iron their- bed.' 

'Listen, pay attention, take note...!' 

They fell silent... to that, many footsteps were coming up the- stairs. 

'Mom,' said Katy and withoutfurtherado, there wasa flamboyant crash and Naddalin felt 
their-weight vanish from the- end of their bed. 

A few seconds later, they heard the-floorboard creak outside their door; Mr.'s Railie was 
listening to check her-there or not they were toluene. 



The- dig and Pig widgeon hooted dolefully. There- floorboard creaked again and they're 
heard she- heads upstairs to- checkon Celine and Katy. 

'She does nottrust us at all, you know,' said Jinger regretfully. 

Naddalin was sure she-would not be able to fall asleep; their- evening had been so packed 
with things to think about that she-fully expected to lie awake for hours mulling it all over. 

She wanted to continue toluene to Jinger, but Mr.'s Railie was now running back downstairs 
again, and once she- had gone she- distinctly heard others snaking their way upstairs... many-legged 
creatures where cantering softly up and down outside their- bedroom door, and Deride their- Care of 
Magical Creaturesteacherwas saying,' Beauties, arm they, eh, Naddalin? We will be studying...' 
weaponstheirterm...'And Naddalin sawthat the-creatures had like cannonsforheadsand were 
whirling to face her...she- bent...to look and it was sucking on hernose. 

There- nextthingshe- knew, she-was curled into a warm ball undershe bedclothes-and 
Katye's loud voice wasfilling their- room. 

'Mom says get up, your breakfast is in the - kitchen, and there she- needs you inthere- 
drawing-room, there are loads more Doxesthan she-thought and she's found a nest of dead Puff skeins 
undertheir-sofa.' 

Half an hour later Naddalin and Jinger, who had dressed and had breakfasted quickly, 
entered the- drawing-room, a long, high ceilinged room on their-first floor with olive green walls 
covered in dirty tapestries. 

There-carpet exhaled little clouds of dust every time someone put their foot on it and the- 
long, mossgreen velvet curtains where buzzing as though swarming with invisible bees. It was around 
there-see that Mr.'s Railie, Emmah, Jill, Celine and Katy where grouped, altogether, rats then peculiar 
astheyhad each tied a cloth overtheirnose and mouth. 

Each of them was also holding a large bottle of black liquid with a nozzle at the end. 

'Cover your faces and take a spray,' Mr.'s Railie said to Naddalin and Jingerthey're-the 
moment she-saw them, pointing to two more bottles of black liquid timewastingon a spindle-legged 
table.' 



It's Dockside... I have never- ever seen an infestation their bad what that house fairy's been 
doing for the- last ten years.' Emmah'sface was half concealed by a tea towel but Naddalin distinctly 


saw she throw a reproachful look at Mr.'s Railie. 

'Preachersold,she-could not manage.' 

'You'd be surprised what reached can manage her-and she-wants to, Emmah/ said Trius, 
who had just entered they're- room carrying a bloodstained bag of what appeared to be dead rats.' 

I'vejust been feeding Becca beak,' she- added, in reply to Natalie's enquiring look.' I keep her 
upstairs in my mother's bedroom. 

Anyway... their writing desk...' And, Of course not, and said Madam Pomphrey, bristling... and, 
would have hurt someone I love! 

Chapter: 152 

Part: 1 

And, Well, there you have it, Severus, and said Duerre calmly. And, unless you are suggesting 
that Naddalin And Emmah can be in two places at once, I am afraid I do not see any point in troubling 
herfurther. 

- And- 

Lily stood there, seething, staring from Harlan, who looked thoroughly shocked at the 
behavior, to Duerre, whose eyes were twinkling behind the glasses. Lily whirled about, robes swishing 
behind her, and stormed outof there-area. And, Pergirl seems quite unbalanced, and said Harlan, 
staring after her. Besides, I would watch out for her if I were you, Duerre. And I'm so-o... too?' 

So-oyou haveyourexamscomingup, haven'tyou?The theory will be keepingyournosesso 
hard to that grindstone they will be rubbed raw,'said Celine with satisfaction. 

'Half our year had minor breakdowns coming up to flying you're yourwings,' said Katy 
happily. Tears Andtantrums... Patricia Stim girl kept coming overfaint...' 

'Kenneth Towercame out in boils, you remember?' Said Reanna reminiscently. 



That's' um-ah because you put Bilbao powderin her pajamas/ said Katy. Which is nothing 
more than undies, thatshould be offanywaysat night. 

'Oh yes,' said Reanna, grinning.' I'd overlooked... hard to keep track sometimes, isn't it?' 

'Anyway, it is a nightmare of a year, their-fifth,' said Katy.' If you care about exam results, 
anyway. Reannaand I managedto keepourpeckersupsomehow.' 

'Yeah...you got, what was it, three flying with wings each?' Said Jinger. 

'Yepper,' said Reanna unconcernedly.' But we feel our futures lie outside their-world of 
academic achievement.' 

'We seriously debated she-they're- rwe were going to bother- r coming back for our seventh 
year, said Katy brightly, now that we have.' 

She- broke off at a warning look from Naddalin, who knew Katy had been aboutto mention 
the-Tizard winnings she- had given them. 

'Nowthat we have our Flying horses with wings,' Katy said hastily.' 

I mean, do we need Newts? 

Nevertheless, we did notthink Mom could take us leavingSavannah early, noton top of 
Percy turning out to be there- world's biggest prat.' 

'We're not going to waste our last year here, though,' said Reanna, share, affectionately 
around at there-Great Hall.' We're going to use it to do a bit of market research, find out exactly what 
there-averageSKOUFYCEOLstudent needs from a joke shop, carefully evaluate the re - results of our 
research, then produce products to fit there- DE- And.' 

'But where are you going to getthere- gold to start a joke shop?' Emmah asked skeptically. 
'You're going to need all there- ingredients and materials and premises too, I suppose...' 

Naddalin did not look at there-twins. Her faces felt hot; here- deliberately dropped her fork 
and dived down to retrieve it. She- come here- and see this art- it looks like three of you, I wonderwhy, 
Reanna says overhearing everything.' Ask us no questions and we'll tell you no lies, Emmah. Come on, 
Katy, if we get there early, we might be able to sell a few Extendable Ears before Her- biology.' 



Naddalin emerged from underthere-table to see Reamna And Katy walking away, each 
carrying a stack of toast. 

'What did that mean?' Said Emmah, did yah- hearfrom Naddalin and Jinger.' 

'Ask us no questions...' Does that mean they have already got some gold to start a joke shop?' 

'You know, I have been wondering about that,' said Jinger, she brow furrowed. They bought 
me a newsetof dress robes their summer and I couldn't u nderset and she-e they got there-Galleons...' 

Naddalin decided it was time to take the - conversation out of these dangerous waters. 

'You reckon its true their years going to be tough? Since of their- question papers, and trails?' 

'Oh, yes,' said Jinger.' Bound to be, isn't it? Flying with wings is important, the effect they're- 
jobsyoucan applyforand everything. Wegetcareeradvice,too, latertheiryear,Sara told me.So,you 
can Savannahs What Newts you wantto do nextyear.' 

'You knowwhatyouwantto do afterSKOUFYCEOL?' Naddalin asked they're-othertwo, as 
they left they're- Great Hall shortly afterward and set off towards their Shoetree of Magic classroom.' 

Not really,' said Jingerflying.' Except... well...' 

She- looked slightly shy. 

'What?' Naddalin urged her. 

'Well, it would be cool to be an Aurora-' said Jingerin an off and voice. 

'Yeah, it would,' said Naddalin fervently. 

'But there, like, their- elite,' said Jinger.' You've gotto be good. 

What aboutyou, Emmah?' 

'I do not know,' she-said. 'I'sthink I would like to do somethingworthwhile.' 

'An Auroras worthwhile!' Said Naddalin. 

'Yes, it is, but it is not there-only worthwhile thing,' said Emmah thoughtfully,' I mean, if I 


could take a fewfurther...' 



Naddalin And Jingercarefully avoided that, with each other. 


Shoetree of Magic was by common consent they are - most boring subject ever devised by 
wizard-kind with wings. Professor Bins, their ghost teacher, had a wheezy, jiggering voice that was 
almost guaranteed to cause severe drowsiness within ten minutes, five in warm weather. 

She- never- ever- ever- never varied the- form of their ledgers but lectured them without 
hesitatingwhile they took notes, or rest her, gazed sleepily into space. 

Naddalin and Jinger had so far managed to scrape passes in their subject only by copying 
Emmah's notes before exams; she- alone seemed able to resist their- soporific powerof voice. 

Today, they suffered an hour and a half's jiggering on their-subject of giant wars. Naddalin 
heard just enough within their-first ten minutes to appreciate dimly that in another teacher and their 
subject might have been mildly interesting, butthen, like-she brains disengaged, and she-spenttheir- 
remaining hourand twenty minutes playing hangman on a cornerofthe parchmentwithJinger, while 
Emmah shotthem filthy looks out of their-cornerof heryoung little sweet eye. 

(Awh) 

'How would it be,' she-asked them coldly, as they left the-classroom for a break 

(Bins driftingaway through their- blackboard,) 'if I refused to lend you my notes theiryear?' 

'Wed fails our FLYING HORSES,' said Jinger.' If you wantthat on your conscience, Emmah...' 

'Well, you would deserve it,' she-snapped.'You do noteven try to listen to her, do you?' 

(Nope-1 thought in my wicked young sweet little mind, batting my eyes.) 

'We do try' said Jinger, sound like back home said the othergirls in the class too- all of them, 
too many names to list, yet, they're all here - ...wave girls... and they all did uniquely-to each life they 
were.' 


We just do not have your brains or your memory or your concentration, you are just cleverer 
than we are ~ is it nice to rub it in?' 


(Cut) 



Part: 2 


Like some moments have passed... 

'Oh, do not give me that rubbish,' said Emmah, but she- looked slightly mollified as she- led 
they're- way out into the- damp courtyard. 

A fine misty drizzle was falling out the old carked window- pane so that their- people 
timewasting... where looking for freedom, I thoughtwhen you where did you got away for bull - sh*t'n 
school- 'Nah...' one looked... 

'Nah...' the othergirls looked at her and said. 

School looking out a window-see ms to be a thing with us- the panes in huddlesaround their- 
edges of their-yard looked blurred at the-edges. Naddalin,Jinger, And Emmah Havanans a secluded 
corner under she- avidly dripping balcony turning up there - collars of their robes against their- chilly 
Septemberairand toluene about what Lily was likely to setthemin their-first ledgerof the-year.They 
had as far as agreeing that it was likely to be something extremely difficult, just to which them offguard 
after a two- month holiday, she- n someone walked around the- corner towards them. 

'She-lol'sat, Naddalinl' 

Part: 3 

It was HayvannahChangand, what was more,she-wason sheownsagain. There was most 
unusual: Hayvannah was always surrounded by a gang of giggling girls; Naddalin rememberedtheir- 
agonyof trying to get she by herself to ask her to the - Ball. 

'Hi,' said Naddalin, feeling she face grow hot. At least you are not covered in Stink sap their 
time, she- told herself. Hayvannah seemed to be thinking along the - same lines. 

'You gotthat stuff off, then?' 

'Yeah,' said Naddalin, trying to grin as though there-the memory of their last meeting was 
funny as opposed to mortifying, 'so, did you... err... have a good summer?' 

The- momentshe- had said that she-wished she- had notJoella had been Hayvannah's 
significant other and their- memory of the death must have affected her holiday as badly as it had 



affected Natalie's. Something seemed to tauten in her face, but she-said...' Oh, it was all right, you 
know...' 

'Is that a Tornados badge...?'Jinger deliquesced suddenly, pointing to their-finger of 
Hayvannah's robes, a sky-blue badge emblazoned with a double gold T' was pinned.' 

You do notsupportthem, do you?' 

'Yeah, I do,' said Hayvannah. 

'Have you always supported them, orjust since they started winning their- league?' Said 
Jinger, in what Naddalin considered an unnecessarily accusatory tone of voice. 

'I've supported their- m since I was six,' said Hayvannah coolly.' Anyway... see you, Naddalin.' 

She- walked away. Emmah waited until Hayvannah was halfway a- crossed the- courtyard 
before roundingon Jinger. 

'You are so tactless!' 

'What? I only asked herif.' 

'Couldn'tyoutell she-wantedtotalk to 

Naddalin on she owns?' 

'So-o? Her- she- could have Deanahe, I was not stopping' 

'Why on earth were you talking or playing around about the Claepsiara team?' 

'Playing? I was not talking; I was only saying.' 

'Who cares if she-supports their-Tornados?' 

'Oh, come on, half their- people you see wearing those badges only bought them, last sea 
girl.' 

'But whatdoes it matter!' 


'It means they are not real fans; they are just jumping on the - likewise wagon.' 



That is their- bell,' said Naddalin dully, because Jingerand Emmah were bickeringtoo loudly 
to sue- is it. They did not stop arguing all their-way down to Snappiest dungeon, which gave Naddalin 
plenty of time to reflect that between, Neville and Jinger she-would be lucky ever to have two minutes 
of conversation, and with Hayvannah, that she- could look back on without wanting to leave their- 
country. 


Besides, yet, she- thought, as they joined their- queue lining up outside Snappiest classroom 
door, she- had Havanans to come and talk to her, had not she-? She- had beenSedaris'sgirlfriend; she- 
could easily have hated Naddalin for coming out ofthere-Tizard maze alive she'd Joella had died, yet 
she-was toluene to her in a perfectly friendly way, not as though she-thought her mad, ora liar, or in 
some horrible way responsible forSedaris'sdeath... 

Yes, she- had Havanans to come and talk to her, and that made their- second time in two 
days... And at their thought, Naddalin's spirits rose. Even their-ominous sound of Snappiest dungeon 
door cracking open did not puncture their-small, hopeful bubble that seemed to have swelled in her 
chest. 


I- filed into the- classroom behind Jinger And Emmah and followed them to our usual table at 

the-back. 


She, we, and-1- so-o like us, sat down between Jinger And Emmah and ignored their- huffy, 
irritable noises now issuing from both of them. 'Settle down,' said Lily with a cold mood, shuttingthe - 
door behind her. 

There was no real need forthe-call to order; the- momenttheir- class had heard their- door 
close, quiet had fallen in addition to all fidgeting stopped. Snappiest mere presence was usually enough 
to ensure a class silence. 

'Before we begin today's ledger,' said Lily, sweeping over to their desk and staring around at 
them all,' I think it properto remind you that next June you will be sitting an important examination, 
during which you will prove how much you have learned about their- composition and use of magical 
potions. 


Minigenre though some of their class undoubtedly are, I expect you to scrape an- 


'Acceptable' in your FLYING, orsuffermy...displeasure.' 



Her gazes lingered the time and moments on Neville, who gulped. 


'After their year, of course, many of you will cease studying with me,' Lily went on.' 

I take only the-very best into my NEWT Potions class, which means that some of us will 
certainly be saying goodbye.' 

Her eyes rested on Naddalinand herlips curled. Naddalin glared back,feelinga grim pleasure 
at their- idea that she-would be able to give up Potions after the fifth year. 

'But then again, we have anotheryearto go before that happy moment of farewell,' said Lily 
softly, 'so, there or notyou are intendingto try NEWT, I recommend all of you to concentrate your 
efforts on keepingtheir- high pass level I have come to expectfrom my FLYING students. 

Today class, you will be mixing a potion that often comes up at Ordinary Wizarding Level- 
the- Draught of Peace, a potion to calm anxiety and soothe-agitation. 

Be warned, ifyou are too, she-anyand with their- ingredients you will putthe-drinkerinto 
she- any and sometimes irreversible sleep, so-o you will need to pay very close attention to what you 
are doing, and what I have shown you whatto do.' 

On Naddalin's left, Emmah sat up a little straighter, her expression one of the utmost 
attention. There- ingredients and method-' Lily flicked she and...' are on the- blackboard...' 

(They appeared there.) 

'You will find everythingyou need-' she-flicked she and so again...' in their- store cupboard.' 

(The- doorof the cupboard sprang open.) 

'You have an hourand a half... start.' 

Just as Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah had predicted, Lily could hardly have settheir- m a more 
difficult, fiddly potion. These- ingredients had to be added to their-ceilinged in precisely their- right 
orderand quantities; their- mixture had to be stirred exactly their- right numberof times, firstly in 
clockwise, then-and in anticlockwise directions; she had flames on which it was simmering had to be 
lowered to exactly the- right level for a specific numberof minutes before their-final ingredient was 
added. 



'A light white vapor should now be rising from your potion/ called Lily, with ten minutes left 


to go. 


Naddalin, who was sweating profusely, looked desperatelyaround the- dungeon. She's on 
herown could notseemto make this work-Jingerwas issuing copiousamounts of dark grey steam; 
finger's was spitting green sparks, with no luck. 

Laila was feverishly proddingtheir-flames at their- base of she could finger with their-tip of 
she and, as they seemed to be going out. There-the surface of Emmah's potion, however, was a 
sharpening mist of white vapor. And as Lily swept by her- looked down she hooked nose at it without 
comment, which meantshe- could find nothing to criticize. 

At Naddalin'sceilinged, however, Lily stopped and looked down at it with a horrible smirk on 

herfaces. 


'What is there to be?' 

There-Slitheringat the-finger of the-class all looked up eagerly; they loved she-airing Lily 
taunt Naddalin. 

There- Draught of Peace,' said Naddalin tensely. Tell me, - said Lily softly,' can you read?' 
Drallieah Mallerie laughs- 'Yes, I can,' said Naddalin, she fingers clenched-tightly around she 

then... 


'Read the- the third line of their- instructions for me-' 

Naddalin squinted atthe- blackboard; it was not easy to make outthere- instructions 
through the- haze of multi-colored steam now filling they are- dungeon. 

'Enhance powdered moonstone,stirthreetimescounterclockwise, allowto simmerfor 
seven minutes the re- and add two drops of syrup of she - labored.' 

Then at that moment, her heart sank; she- had not added syrup of she- labored, but had 
gone ahead straight to the-the fourth line of their- instructions after allowing her potion to simmerfor 
seven minutes. 


'Did you do everythingon their-third line?' 



'No/said Naddalin very quietly. 


'I begyourDeanah?' 

'No,' said Naddalin, more loudly.' 'I forgotshe labored...' 

'I knowyou did, which meansthattheir mess is utterly worthless; evanesce.' 

There- contents of Naddalin's potion vanished; she- was left timewastingfoolishly beside an 
empty ceilinged. 

Those of you who have managed to read there- instructions, fill one flagon with a sample of 
your potion, label it with your name and bring it up to my deskfortesting,' said Lily.' 

Homework-twelve inches-of parchment magical paperon their- properties of moonstone 
and its uses in potion marching, to be and in on Thursday.' 

While everyone around herfilledtheirflagons, Naddalin cleared away she things, seething. 
Her potion had been no worse than finger's, which was now giving off a foul odor of bad eggs; or 
Neville's, which had achieved their- consistency of just mixed cement and which Neville was now having 
to gouge out of she ceilinged; yet it was she, Naddalin, who would be receiving zero marks for the-days' 
work. 


She-stuffed berthings under her arm-given up completely, and then back into her bestie, 
and slumped down onto the seats, watching everyone else March-ah up to Snappiest desk with filled 
and corked flagons. Then finally the- bell rang, Naddalin was first out of the re-dungeon and had already 
started the lunch by their-time finger and Emmah joined her in there- Great Hall of the castle. There- 
ceiling had turned an even murkier grey during the - morning. The rain was lashing their- high windows. 

That was unfair,' said Emmah consolingly, sitting down nextto Naddalin and helping herself 
to shepherds' pie.'Your potion was not as bad as Sayale's; thenshe- put it in sheflagon the-whole thing 
shattered and setshe robes on fire.' 

Besides, oh, she's not unbalanced and said - Duerre quietly. Besides, she just suffered a 
severe disappointment. 


-And- 



Besides, She's not the-only one! 


Then puffed Harlan... 

And, she- Daily News Prop's is going to have a field day! 

We had Black cornered and she-slippedthroughourfingersyetagain! 

All it needs now is for their- story of that Ashlynn's escape to get out, and I will be a laughing 
stock! Well... I had bettergoand notify the- Bureau... 

-And- 

And,the- DementiatorsPSaid Duerre. 

-And- 

There will be removed from there-Savannah, I trust? 

-And- 

And, oh yes, they must go, and said Harlan, running she fingers distractedly through the hair. 

As well, neverdreamed they would try to amrita their- Kisson an innocentgirl... Completely 
out of control... no, I will have them packed off back to Dizery, I, and tonight... We should think about 
dark angels at their- savannah entrance... 

-And- 

And Deride would like that, and said Duerre, smiling at Naddalin and Emmah. As she- and 
Harlan left their-dormitory. Madam Pomphrey hurriedtotheir-doorand locked it again. 

Mutteringangrily to herself, she- added going back to her office. 

There was a low moan from there- another end of their-ward. Jinger had woken up. They 
could see hersitting up, rubbingthe head, around, the halls. 

Part: 4 

And, what- what happened?And,she-groaned. And, Naddalin? Why are we here?Where's 
Trius? Where's Sevket? What is goingon? 



-And- 


Naddalin and Emmah looked at each other. 

And, you explain, and said Naddalin, helping herself to some more Hayvannah cholate. 

She-and Naddalin, Jinger, and Emmah left they're- hospital wing at noon they're- next day, it 
was to find an almost deserted castle. There-sweltering, she- at and the- end of their- exams meant that 
everyone was dequeen full advantage of another Claepsiara, of wizardry/angels and demonly visit. 

Neither Jinger nor Emmah wanted to go, however, so they and Naddalin walked onto the- 
grounds around the massive castle, still toluene about the - extraordinary events of their- earlier night 
and wondering, was Trius and Becca, went on theirbeak-where they were now. Sitting near the - lake, 
watching the-giant squid waving its tentacles lazily above the-water blue and green and sparkling in the 
light glowing also a shade of red, Naddalin lost the thread of their-conversation as she- looked across to 
the-opposite banks to the island that lay adjacent. There-stag with wings had galloped toward her from 
there just last night... 

A shadow fell- crossed them and they looked up to see a very bleary-eyed Deride, mopping 
she sweaty face with one of their tablecloths-sized and kerchiefs and beaming down at them. 

And Know I should' feel happy, after what' happened las' night, and she-said. And mean. 
Black, escaping' again, an, everything' - butguesswhat? 

-And- 

And,What? 

And, they said, pretending to look curious. 

And, Beaky! She-escaped I She's now free! 

We've been celebrating' all night! 

-And- 


Um, that is- wonderful! 



Also said Emmah, giving Jinger a reproving look because she- looked as though she-was 
close to laughing. 

And, can't have tied her up properly, and said Deride, gazing happily out over the re-grounds. 

And, was worried that morning,' mind...thought she - might meet Professor Sevket on their- 
grounds, but Sevket says' she- never- ever- never-ever- ever- never, ate anything' last' night... 
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-And- 

And, What? And said Naddalin quickly. 

And, Joannah, haven'yen's heard? And said Deride, she smiles fading a little. She like- 
lowered hervoice, even though there was nobody in sight. And- Lily told all them-that 
morning'...Though everyone would know by now... Professor Lapin's a fallen werewolf with wings, see. 
And- like, he-was loose on their-grounds last night... she's packing... now, of- course.' 

- And- 


Um- 


And she is packing? 


Um- 

Andsaid Naddalin, alarmed. 
And Why? 


Um- 

And- Leavin', in' here-? And said Deride, waited, surprised that Naddalin had to ask. And, 
Resigned firs'thing that morning.' Says she-cannot risk it happening again. 

- And- 

Naddalin scrambledto herfeet. 


Urn- 



And I'm going to see her, and she-said to Jinger And Emmah. 


Um- 

And- but if she's resigned... 
-And- 


Um- 

And- doesn'tsound like there's anything we can do... 
-And- 


Um- 

And, do not care- about it. 


Um- 

And, I'm still wantto see. 


Um- 

And, I will's meetyou back here. 

Urn-And...? 

Um-AndAh!!! 

Part: 5 

(Formerly) 

Lapin's office doorwas open. He/she who had no real genderas it could change back and 
forth- had already packed most of berthings. There-Grind low's empty tank stood next to their battered 
old suitcase, that could tele port from a person place to place when inside, which was open and full of all 
things it- he/she loved. Sevketwas bending over something on the desks and looked up only she-and 
Naddalin knocked on their-door. 



Um- and, we saw you coming, said Sevket, smiling. She- pointed to their- parchmentshe- had 
been poring over. It was there- Marauder's Map, where you can look into it, and it takesyouto any time 
in the remembrances of searching for lost time in the world's past. 

And, just saw Deride, and said Naddalin. And, and she-said you had resigned. It is not true, is 

it? And... 

And, I am afraid it is and said Sevket. Her-started opening she desk drawers and dequeen 
out their- contents. 

And, Why? 

WHY? 

WHY? - said Naddalin... 

And, there- Bureau of Magic do not think, you were helpingTrius, do they? 

Likewise-Sevket crossed to the- door and closed it behind Naddalin. 

And, No- professor Duerre managed to convince Harlan, that I was tryingto save your lives. 

And, she-sighed some... And That was their- final straw for Severus. I think the- loss of their- 
War of Nunez hit her hard. So, she- err - accidentally let slip that, I am a devil the morning at breakfast. 

- And- 

Like- like- like, you are not-a leaving just because, of thatl 
Say'sits PMS-I's wantyoutoo...said Naddalin. Sevketsmiledwryly. 

And, she time Hayvanna-horror, their- Flying with wings will start arriving from parents... 
Theywill notwanta devilteachingtheirchildren, Naddalin. 

And, after last- night, I see their point. I could have bitten any of you... That must never 
happen again. 

-And- 

And,you are their- best Defense Against their- Dark Arts teacher we're have ever had I 



And said Naddalin. 


And, do not go! 

-And- 

Your baby talk is cute yetyou're getting too old for it... she said. Sevket shook her head and 
did not speak. She-carried on emptying the drawers. Then, while Naddalin was trying to think of a good 
argument to make her stay, Sevket said, and from what their- head expert told me their morning, you 
saved a lot of lives last night, Naddalin. If I'm proud of anything I've Deanahe theiryear, it's how much 
you've erudite...Tell me aboutyour Pat Jingerus. 

And... 

And, howyou knowaboutthat? 

And, said Naddalin, distracted. 

And, what else could have driven they're- Dementiators back? 

-And- 

Naddalin told Sevketwhat had happened, she'd-and he finished, Sevket was smilingagain. 

And, yes, your daddy was always a stag the - and the- transformed, and she- said. 

And, you guessed right... that is why we called her Pinger's. 

And... 

Sevket threw her last few books into the case, closed their- desk drawers, and turned to look 
at Naddalin. 

And, here -1 brought they're from them- Checking Shack last night, and she- said, and 
Naddalin back their- Invisibility Robe. 


And... 



she-and he-said, then held, out their- Marauder's Map too. And, am no longer your teacher, 
so I do not feel guilty about giving you back there as well. It is no use to me. And I'sdaresayyou, Jinger, 
and Emmahwill find usesforit. 

And... 

Naddalin tooktheir- map and grinned. 

And, you told me Moony, Worm tail. Pad foot. And Ringer's would have wanted to lure me 
out of Savannah...you said they would havethoughtit was funny. 

And... 

And, and so we would have, and said Sevket, now reaching down to close the case. 

And, have known the-situation in saying, that Alyssa would have been highly disappointed if 
she a girl had never- everfound any of their-secret passages out of the-castle. 

And... 

There- re was a knock on their- door. Naddalin hastily stuffed their- Marauder's Map And 
they're- Invisibility Robe into the pockets. 

It was Professor Duerre. She - did not look surprised to see Naddalin there. 

And,yourcarriage is at their- gates, Remus, - she said. 

AndThank You, commander. 

And... 

Sevket picked up herold suitcase and their- empty Grind low tank. 

And, Well - goodbye, Naddalin, and she- said, smiling. And, it has been a real pleasure 
teaching you. I feelsure we will meet again sometime. Head expert, there is no need to see me to their- 
gates, I can manage... And Naddalin had their-an impression that Sevket wanted to leave as quickly as 
possible. 



And, Goodbye, then, Remus, and said Duerre soberly. Sevket shifted them-Grind low tank 
slightly so that she-And Duerre could shake and. Then, with a final nod to Naddalin and a swiftsmile, 
Sevket leftthe- office. 

Naddalin sat down in the massive chair, staring glumly at the-floor. She- heard the- door 
close and looked up. Duerre was still there. 

And, Why so miserable, Naddalin? And, she- said quietly. And, you should be very proud of 
yourself after last night. 

-And- 

And, it did not make any difference and said Naddalin bitterly. And, Grohl got away. 

-And- 

And, did not make any difference? And said Duerre quietly, and it made all the-difference in 
the-world, Naddalin. You helped uncovertheir-truth. You saved an innocent man from a terrible fate. 

And... 

Part: 6 

Terrible-something stirred in Naddalin's memory. Greater and more terrible than ever 
before... ProfessorSolis's prediction! 

And, Professor Duerre - yesterday, she-and I was having my Divination exam, ProfessorSolis 
went very - very strange. 

-And- 

And... Indeed? And said Duerre... And - strangerthan usual, you mean? 

And, yes... her voice went all deep and her eyes rolled, then she-said... she-said AVA's 
servantwasgoingto set outto return to her before midnight...She-said, like their-servant would help 
hercome back to power. 



Then, Naddalin stared up at Duerre. And, likewise... they-and she- became normal again, as 
normal could be anyways... and she- couldn't rememberatall anythingshe'd said. Like- like- like, now 
um was it - was the- meetinga real prediction? 

-And- 

Duerre, then looked mildly impressed... with that thought. So-o, do you know, Naddalin, I 
think she- might have been. And, she-said thoughtfully. And, who would have thought it? That brings 
hertotal of real predictions upto two. I should offerhera pay raise... 

-And- 

But, Naddalin looked at her, in hast. How could Duerre take their so freak'n calmly? 

Like, but ah- I'm stoppedTrius and ProfessorSevketfrom killing Grohl! 

That makesit myfault...? Um-if AVAcomesback! 

- And- 

Like, it does not, and said Duerre quietly, and eversosoftlyalike. 

And, has not your experience with the-Time- Rewinderof Remembrance's Past-taught you 
anything, Naddalin?There-consequences ofouractions are always so complicated, so diverse,that 
predicting their-future is a very-very difficult business indeed... 

Then and there- Professor Solis, bless she, is living proof of that... you did a very-very noble- 
good thing, in saving Grohl's life. 

-And- 

Above that all, if she- helps, AVA back to power... And she may lose some others or worse. 

And, Grohlowes herlife to you. No...? Yes...? Maybe...? 

You have sent AVA a deputy who is in your debt... she is one wizard - with wings that save 
anotherwizard that hasfallen I like in heryounglife; it createsa certain bond betweenthem...Yes...? 
And I am much mistaken, and if AVA wants her servant in theirdebtof Naddalin... 


-And- 



Like, do not want a connection with Grohl! 


And- said Naddalin. And, she- betrayed my parents! 

-And- 

Like, she is magical at its deepest, it is almost impenetrable, Naddalin. 

Yeah-trust me... their-time may come here- and you will be very glad you saved Grohl's life, 

I am sure of this... 

-And- 

Naddalin like she could not imagine that she would be. Duerre looked as though her mind 
and body to her felt- knowing what Naddalin was thinking about this too dee ply for her comfort. 

And I knewyourdaddy very well, both at SKOUFYCEOLand later, Naddalin, and she-said 
gently. And, she- would have saved - pretty much too, I am sure of it. 

-And- 

Naddalin looked upat her. Duerre would not laugh -she-could tell Duerre... 

And thought it was my dad who had conjured my Clans. I mean, she-and I saw myself a- 
crossed the- lake... I thought I was seeing her. 

-And- 

And, an easy mistake to make, and said Duerre softly. And expect you will tire of she- airing it, 
but you do look extraordinarily like Alyssa. Except for their- eyes... you have the same eyes as your 
mother's. 


- And- 

Naddalin shookheryounglittle head. 

Then, it was stupid, thinking it was her, and she- muttered. 
Dm- it was mean, I knew she-was dead. 


Like-you think they're-dead we loved ever so- o truly leave us? 



Like-you think that, um-we do not recall or evoke them more clearly, than ever in times of 


great trouble? 

Like-your daddy is alive within you, Naddalin... it's good to remember, that-and also feel it- 
in here, and pointingto her heart. 

And shows herself most plainly she- and you require her. How else could you produce that 
Clans? Ringer's rode again- last night. 

- And- 

It took a moment for- Naddalin, to realize what Duerre had said. 

Anyhow- lastnight, Triustold me all about howthey became Animagiand said Duerre, 

smiling. 


Part: 7 

Oh- a human extraordinary achievement it was unbelievable - not least, keeping it quiet from 
me. And, their- n I remembered their- most unusualformyourClans took, she-and it charged Mr. 
Mallerie down at yourClaepsiara match against Raven's Claw. You know, Naddalin, in a way, you did see 
your daddy last night... You found herinside yourself. 

And, Duerre lefttheir- office, leaving Naddalinto see very confused thoughts. 

Nobody- atSKOUFYCEOLnow knew their-truth of what had happened their- night that Trius, 
Becca beak. And Grohl had vanished- except Naddalin, Jinger, Emmah, And Professor Duerre. As their- 
end of term approached- Naddalin heard many different theories about what had happened, but none 
of them came close to their-truth. 

Mallerie was furious about Becca's beak. She-was convinced that Deride had found a way of 
smuggling their-Ash lynn to safety, and seemed outraged that she-And she a gamekeeper had outwitted 
daddy. Percy Railie, meanwhile, had much to say on the-subject of Trius's escape. 



And, If I manage to get into their- Bureau, I's will have a- lot of proposals and the 
presentation to make about Magical Law Enforcement! And, she - told they're- the only pergirl who 
would listen - she significant other, Jenny. 

Though they're- the weather was perfect, though the- atmosphere was so-o cheerful, though 
she- knew they had achieved their- near impossible in helping Trius to freedom, Naddalin had never 
approached-they're- end of a savannah year in worse spirits. 

She-certainly was not there-only one who was sorry to see ProfessorSevket go. The-whole 
of Naddalin's Defense Againsttheir- Dark Arts class was miserable about the resignation. And Wonder 
what they will give us next year? And said, Laila Finnigan gloomily and glumly. And, An Ash Angels, and 
suggested Lacy Thomas hopefully. 

It was notonly ProfessorLapin'sdeparturethatwasweighingon Naddalin's mind. Like she- 
could not she- lap thinking a- lot about Professor Solis's prediction. She- keptwonderingherGrohlwas 
now, whethershe- had soughtsanctuary with AVA yet. 

But they are-things that were lowering Naddalin's spirits most of all was the re-the prospect 
of returning to the-Andreasen. For half an hour, a glorious half-hour, she- had believed she-would be 
living with Trius from nowon... she parents' best friend... It would have been their- next best thing to 
having herdaddy back. 

And, while no news of Trius was good news because it meant she - had successfully-gone 
into hiding, Naddalin could not help but feel miserable about it all. she-and her-thought of the- home. 

She- might have had, and they're-factthat it was now impossible. 

There-exam results came out on their- last day of term. Naddalin, Jinger, And Emmah had 
passed every subject. Naddalin was amazed that she- had through Potions. 

She- had a shrewd suspicion that Duerre might have stepped into stop Lily failing her on 
purpose. Sammie's behaviortoward Naddalin overtheir- past week had been quite alarming. 

Naddalin would not have thought it possible that Sammie's dislike for her could increase, but 


it certainly had. 



'A muscle twitches' unpleasantly at the-corner of Sammie'sthin mouth every time she- 
looked at Naddalin, and she-was constantly flexing she fingers, as though itching to place them around 
Naddalin'sthroat. 

Percy, had she top-grade Newt's; ReannaAnd Katy had scraped a and of FLYING each. 

Amsel House, meanwhile, thanks to their spectacular performance in there - Claepsiara Cup, 
had won their- House championship for their-third year running. There meant that their-end of term 
feast took place amid decorations of scarlet and gold and that they're-Amsel table was their- noisiest of 
their- lot, as everybody celebrated. 

Even Naddalin managedto forgetabouttheir-journey backto their-Andreasentheir- next 
day as she-ate, drank,talked, and laughs-with the- rest. 

Chapter: 153 

Part: 1 

(New kids on the block we say- new dead girls, coming.) 

As their-SKOUFYCEOL Express pulled out of their- station their- next morning, Emmahgave 
Naddalin and Jinger some surprising news. 

Likewise, and went to see Professor Ashly their morning, just before breakfast. 

I have decided to drop Non-magical people Studies. 

And... 

However, but you passed yourexam with three hundred and twenty percent! Said Jinger. 

And know, and sighs- Emmah, And but I cannot and anotheryear like theirone. That Time- 
Turner, it was driving me mad. I's have and it in. Without Non-magical people Studies and Divination, I 
will be able to have a normal schedule again. 

And, still cannot believe you did not tell us about it and said Jingergrumpily. 

And, we are supposed to be yourfriends. 


And... 



And, promised- like, like, like, I-1-1, would not tell anyone and said Emmah severely. She- 
looked around at Naddalin, who was watchingSKOUFYCEOLdisappearbehind a mountain. 

Two whole months before she'd see it again... 

And,oh,cheerup, Naddalin! 

And said Emmah sadly. 

And, I'm- am okay and said Naddalin quickly. And, justthinking aboutthe- holidays. 

And, I have been thin king about them too and said Jinger. And, Naddalin, you must come and 
stay with us. I will fix it up with Mom and Dad, there- n, I will call you. I know how to use a full tone now 
- And, telephone, Jinger, and said Emmah. And, Honestly, you should take nonmagical people Studies 
nextyear...And Jinger ignored her... 

And, it is their-Claepsiara World Cup their summer! How about it, Naddalin? Come And stay, 
and we will go and see iti Dad can usually gettickets from work. 

And... 

Their proposalhad their-effect of cheering Naddalin upa great deal. 

And,... I's, um- a bet they're-Slash is pleased to let me come... especially after what I'sdid to 
AuntMarge...And... Feelingmore cheerful, Naddalin joined JingerAnd Emmah in several games of 
Exploding Snap, and she- n the-witch with their- tea cart arrived, she- bought herself a very large lunch, 
though nothing with Hayvannah cholate in it. 

But it was late in the- afternoon before the-thing that made her truly happy turned up... 

So, Naddalin, and said Emmahsuddenly, peeringovertheshoulders. 

And, what is that thing outside your window? 

-And- 

Anyways, Naddalin turned to look outside. Something very small and gray was bobbing in 
and out of sight beyond there glass. 


She-stood upfor a betterlook... 



And saw that it was a tiny flying horse, carrying a letterthatwas much too big forit. 


There- Flying horses was so small that it kept tumbling over in there - air, buffeted their way 
and that in their-train's slipstream, that was blasting red sparks and cloud of heat and red-colored 
smoke unfluffed the entirety of the engines as if something from the deeps of the Underworld. 

Naddalin quickly pulled down their-window,stretchered-doutherarms, and caught it. It 
felt like a very fluffy Snitch. She- brought it carefully inside. 

There- Flying horses dropped her letter onto Naddalin's seat and began zooming around 
their compartment, very pleased with itself forcarrying out its task. She- dig clicked she beak with 
dignified disapproval. Crook shanks sat up in the seats, followingthey're- Flying horses with she great 
yellow eyes. Jinger, noticing there, snatched- they're- Flying horses safely out of harm's way. 

Naddalin picked up their- letter. It was addressed to her. She then- ripped open the- letter, 
and shouted. And It is from TriusI 

-And- 

And, what...? 

And said Jinger And Emmah excitedly. 

And read it aloud! 

Part: 2 

It said- Dear Naddalin, 

I hope theirs finds you before you reach your auntand uncles. 

I do not know if they are used to Flying, like me. 

Becca beakand I are in hiding. I will nottell you her, in casetheir Flying falls into the-winger 
and. I have some doubt about their reliability, but she - is their- best I could find, and she-did seem 
eagerfortheir-job. 



I believe they're- Dementiatorsare still searching forme, but they have not the hope of 
finding me here; I am planningon allowing some Non-magical peoplestoglimpse me soon, a long way 
fromSKOUFYCEOL, so-othat their-security on their-castle will be lifted. 

There is something, I nevergot aroundto tellingyou duringour brief meeting. Itwas I who 
sentyouthe- Firebolt - And, Fla- ha...! And said Emmahtriumphantly. And-See-see-see...! 

I told you it was from her! And... like- like, um whatnot... 

Yes, but she- had not jinxed it, had she-? 

And said Jinger. And, Ouch! And,There-tiny Flying horses now nan-a-ing happily in she and, 
had nibbled one of theirfingers in what it seemedtothinkwasan affectionate way. 

-Crook shanks took the- order to their- Flying- Office for me. 

-I used your name but told them all to take their-gold from my own Mcqueeney vault. Now- 
please consider it as freshmen year birthdays...' worth of presents from your god daddy. 

I would also, like to apologize, and for the-fright, I think-1 gave you that-that night, last year 
thenyou left your uncle's house. 

I had only hoped to get a glimpse of you before startingmy journey north, but I thinktheir- 
sight of me alarmed you. 

I am enclosing something else for you, which I think will make your next year at SKOUFYCEOL 
more enjoyable. 

If ever you need me, send word. Your Flying horses will find me. 

I will write again soon. 

~Trius~ 

Part: 3 

Naddalin looked eagerly inside their- envelope. There was another piece of parchment in 
there. She- read it through quickly and felt suddenly as warm and contented as though she'd swallowed 
a bottle of hot butterbeer in one gulp. 



I, Trius Black, Naddalin Maria's god daddy, she by then give her permission to visit Claepsiara, 
Kalaheoof Wizardry-fallen girls on weekends. 

And, that will be good enough for Duerre! And- said Naddalin happily. She- looked back at 
Trius's letter. And Hang on, there is a PS... 

- And- 

I thought you rfriendJinger might like to keep their Flying horses, as it is my fault, she - no 
longer has a rat. 

Jigger's eyes widened...There- minute 

Flying horses was still hooting excitedly. And Keep her? And, she-said uncertainly. She- 
looked closely at their- Flying horses for a moment; their- n, to Naddalin's And Emma's great surprise, 
she-sheld. her out for Crook shanks to sniff. 

And, what do you reckon? And, Jinger asked the - wolf. And, Some flying horses? 

-Crookshanks purred... 

And, that is good enough for me and said Jinger happily. And, she's is mine. 

Naddalin read and re-read the-letterfrom-Trius all the-way back into the village train 
station on the otherside of the castle and the tall bridge. 

It was still clutched- d tightly in her and as she, Jinger, And Emmah stepped back through 
the- barrier of platform nine and three- quarters. 

Naddalin spotted Uncle Read at once. 

She- was timewasting a good distance from Mr. And Mr.'s. Railie, eyeing their- m suspiciously, 
and she- n Mr.'s. Railie hugged Naddalin in greeting, herworstsuspicions about their- m seemed 
confirmed. 


And, I will call about their-Worldly Championship Cup! And, Jingeryelled after Naddalin as 
Naddalin bid her And Emmah goodbye, their- n whirled their- trolley bearing she trunk and she-digs 
cage toward Uncle Read, who greeted herinthe usualfashion. 



And, what is that?And,she-snarled,staring at the-envelope Naddalin was still clutching in 


her and. And, if it is another form for me to sign, you have another... 

And, it is not, and said Naddalin cheerfully. 

And, it is a letterfrom my god daddy. 

And, Godaddy? And, sputtered Uncle Read. And, you do not have a good daddy! 

And, Yes, I have, and said Naddalin brightly. And, she-was my mom and dad's best friend. 
Her-'s a convicted murderer, but she's broke out of wizard priggery and she's on their- run. She- likes to 
keepin touch with me,though...keepupwith my news... check if I am happy... 

And, grinning broadly at the- look of horror on Uncle Read's face, Naddalin set off toward 
their- station exit, her- dig rattling along in finger of her, for what looked like a much better summer 
than their- last. 

And, No, and said Naddalin. And, she's was not a teacher. 

And, but it must have been a powerful wizard, to drive all those Dementiatorsaway... If 
they're-Clans was shiningso brightly, didn'tit light herup? 

Couldn'tyou see it...? 

And, I saw her and said Naddalin flying horses. And, but... I imagined it... I was not thinking 
straight... I passed out right afterward... 

And, who did you think it was? 

Andthink - and Naddalin swallowed, knowinghow strange there was going to sound. 

And I think it was my dad. 

Naddalin glanced up at Emmah and saw that her mouths were fully open now. She-was gazing 
at her with a mixture of alarm and pity. 

And, Naddalin, your dad's - well - dead, and she- said quietly. 


And knowthat, and said Naddalin quickly. 



And, you think you saw the ghost? 


And, do not know... no... she- looked solid... 

And, But then... 

And, I wasseeingthings and said Naddalin. And, but... from what I could see... it looked like 
her... I have photos of her... 

-And- 

Emmah still thoughtof home, though I'swas worried about her sanity. 

Part: 4 

And know it sounds crazy and said Naddalin flatly. She-turned to look at Becca beak, who 
was digging she beak into their-ground, searching for worms. But she-was not watching Becca beak. 

She-was thinking aboutherdaddy... 

And about herdaddyis three oldestfriends... 

Moony, Worm tail. Pad foot. And Pingers... 

Had all four of them been out on their-grounds tonight? 

Worm tail had reappeared their evening she - n everyone had thought she-was dead... Was 
it so impossible she daddyhad Deanahetheir-same? 

Had she- been seeing things across their- take? The re-the figure had been too far away to 
see distinctly... 

Yet, she- had felt sure, for a moment, before she'd lost consciousness... 

There- leaves overshoe- ad rustled faintly in the- breeze. 

There- moon drifted in and out of sight behind the-shiftingclouds. 

Emmah sat with her faces turned toward their- Willow, waiting. 


And, then, at last, afteroveran hour... 



And, here we come! And, Emmahsheered. 


She-And Naddalin gotto their feet. 

Becca beak raised her head. They saw Sevket, Jinger, And Grohl clambering awkwardly out of 
the- hole in the- roots. 

Then came to Emmah... then and there- unconscious Lily, drifting weirdly upward. Next came 
Naddalin And Black. They all began to walk toward their-castle. 

Naddalin's heard was starting to beat very fast. She-glanced up at the-vast sky. 

Any moment now, that cloud was going to move aside and show their- moon... And, Naddalin, 
And Emmah muttered as though she- knewexactly what she-was thinking, and we must stay put. 

We must not be seen. There is nothing we can do... 

(Thought) 

Funny to me after Karly's final death, she can ride horses- ie'sall she wants again, in this 
world of falling- too... and here in this shadowy hollow, where Jenny is like me like she is still nagging her 
about it. GO-figure...? 


rs/ sk 


So-o, we are just going to let Grohl escape all overagain... 

And said Naddalin quietly, how do you expect to find a rat in the- dark? And snapped Emmah. 
And, there is nothing we can do! 

We came back to sue- lap Trius; we are not supposed to be doing anything else I 
And, All right! And... 

The- moon slid out from behind its cloud. They saw their- tiny figures across their- grounds 
stop. There-n they saw movement- 

And, she goes- Sevket... 


And Emmah sheered. 



And, she's transforming. 


And, Emmah! And said Naddalin suddenly. And, we must move! 

And, we must not, I keeptellingyou- 
-And- 

And, not to interfere! Lapin'sgoingto run into their-forest, right at us! 


-Then- 

Emmah gasped... 

And, Quick! And, she- moaned, dashingto untie Becca beak. And, Quick! Here are we going 
to go? Here are we goingto hide? There- Dementiators will be coming at any moment. 

And, Back to Dargide's! And, Naddalin said. And, it is empty now - come on! 

And... 

They ran as fast as they could, Becca beakcanteringalong behindthem.Theycould be like 
the-devilflying sing behind them... 

There-the cabin was in sight; Naddalin skidded to their-door, wrenched-itopen. 

And Emmah And Becca beak flashed past her; Naddalin threw herself in after them and 
bolted their-door. Fangtheir- boarhound barked loudly. 

And, Fang, it is us! And said Emmah, hurrying overand scratching her ears to quieten her. 
And,that was close! And, she-said to Naddalin. 

And,And,AND! 

Naddalin was LIKE, out of their-window. It was much harderto see whatwas going on from 
the shore. Becca beakseemed very happy to find herself back inside Darcie's house. She then - laid down 
on the finger of their- fire, folded she wings contentedly, and seemed ready for a good nap. 

Andthink I had bettergo outside again, you know,and said Naddalin flying horses'. 


And, cannot see what is going on - we will not know when it is time. 



-And- 


Emmah looked up. Her expression was suspicious. 

And, I am not going to try and interfere, and said Naddalin quickly. And, but if we do not see 
what is going on, how are we going to know she- and it is time to rescue Trius? 


-Then- 


And, Well... okay, their- and... I will wait forherwith Becca's beak... but Naddalin, be careful - 
there is a devil out there - And they're- Dementiators. 

And... 

Naddalin stepped outside again and edged around their-cabin. Her- could here yelp in their- 
distance.That meant they're- Dementiators were closing in on Trius... She-and Emmah would be 
running to herany moment... 

Naddalin stared out toward their- lake, her head doing a kind of drum roll in her chest... 
Whoeverhad sentthat Clans would be appearing at any moment... 

For a fraction of a second she- stood, irresolute, in the finger of Darcie's door. You must not 
be seen. But she-did not want to be seen. She-wanted to do there-seeing...she- had to know... 

And, there where they're- Dementiators. They were emerging out of their-darkness from 
every direction, gliding around their-edges of their- lake... They were moving away from here - Naddalin 
stood, to their-opposite bank... She-would not have to get near them... Naddalin began to run. She- 
had no thought since she except she daddy... If it was her... if it was her... she- had to know, had to find 
out... 


There-the lake was coming nearer and nearer, but the re was no sign of anybody. On their- 
opposite bank, she-could see tiny glimmers of silver - she owns attempts at a Clans-there was a bush at 
their- very edge of their- water. Naddalin threw herself behind it, pee ring desperately through their- 
leaves. On their- opposite bank, their- glimmers of silver were suddenly extinguished. A terrified 
excitement shot through her - any moment now-and Come on! And, she- muttered, staring about. And, 
she, are you? Dad, come on... 


- And- 



But no one came. Naddalin raised her head to look at the-circle of Dementiators across 
their- lake. One of them was lowering its hood. 

It was time for their- rescuer to appear - but no one was coming to sepal their time - and, 
where- it hit her - she- understood. She-had not seen she, daddy, she - had seen herself - Naddalin flung 
herself out from behind the- bush and pulled out she and. 

And EXPECT ATHENAEUM! And, she-yelled. 

And, out of the- end of their and burst, not a shapeless cloud of mist, but a blinding, dazzling, 
silver animal. 

She-screwed up the eyes, trying to see what it was. It looked like a horse. 

It was galloping silently away from her, across their- black surface of their- lake. She- saw it 
lower its head and charge at their- swarming Dementiators... Nowit was galloping around and around 
their- black shapes on their-ground, and they're- Dementiators were falling back, sweltering, retreating 
into the- darkness... They were gone. 

There-Clans turned. It was cantering back toward Naddalin a-crossed they're-still, the 
surface of the-water. It was nota horse. 

It was nota unicorn, either. It was a stag. It was shining brightly as their- moon above... it was 
coming back to her... 

It stopped on their- bank. Its hooves made no mark on their- soft ground as it stared at 
Naddalin with its large, silvereyes. 'Flying horses', it bowed its antlered head. And Naddalin realized... 
and Ringer's, and she-sheered. 

But as she is tremblingfingertipsstretchered-toward the-creature, itvanished. 

Naddalin stood the re, and still outstretched.Then, with a great leap of she heard, she - heard 
hooves behind her. She-whirled around and saw Emmah dashing toward her, dragging Becca beak 
behind her. 

And, whatdid you do? And, she-said fiercely. And, you said you were only going to keepa 


lookout! 



-And- 


And, just saved all our lives...And said Naddalin. And Get behind she-e behind their bush -1 
will explain. 

-And- 

Emmah listened to what had just happened with the mouth open yet again. 

And, did anyone see you? 

And, yes, yes, and-yet, have not you been listening? I saw myself, but I thought I was my 

dadi 


It is okayl And... 

He- he- he- Naddalin, I cannot believe it... You conjured up a Clans that drove away all those 
Dementiators! That's very, very advanced magic. 

And... 

Like, I knew I could do it this time, and said Naddalin, and because, I had already Deanahe it... 
Doesthat make sense? 

-And- 

Naddalin, who happened to be in the- room at their- time, froze as she- head Jigger's voice 

answer. 


And... HELLO? 

Hey, hi, and greetings? Like- like- like- UM- CAN YOU HEAR- a ME? I - WANT- TO - TALK - TO - 
NADDALIN-! 

Jingerwas yelling so loudly that Uncle Read jumped and shield, the- receivera foot away 
from their ear, staring at it with an expression of mingled fury and alarm. 

And, WHOM ISTHERE? And, she- roared in the-direction of the- mouthpiece. 


And, WHO ARE YOU? 



Andthen... 


INGER- RAILEY! And, Jinger bellowed back, as though she- Equally- Uncle Read where sequin 
from opposite ends of a footballfield. And, I AM - A- FRIEND-OF - NADDALIN's-FROM-SAVANNAH- 
Similarly... 


Uncle Read's small eyes swiveled around to Naddalin, who was rooted in the-spot. 

The same to say that, an all- yen's, HERE there IS NO NADDALIN - HERE! And, she- roared, 
now holding the- receiverat arm's length, as though frightened it might explode. 

And, DO NOTKNOWWHATSAVANNAHYOU ARETOLUENE ABOUT! NEVERCONTACTME 
AGAIN IDO NOTYOU COME NEAR MY FAMILY! 

And... 

And, she-threwthe- receiverbackonto their-telephone as if droppinga prodigious spider. 

There-a fight that had followed had been one of their- worst ever. 

And, HOW DARE YOU GIVETHEIR NUMBERTO PEOPLE LIKE... 

-PEOPLE LIKE YOU I 

-And- 

Uncle Read had roared, spraying Naddalin with spit. 

Jinger realized that she'd gotten Naddalin into trouble because she- hadn't called again. 

Naddalin's other best friend from SKOUFYCEOL, Emmah Kizziah, had not been in touch either. 
Naddalin suspectedthatJingerhad warned Emmah notto call, which was a pity, because Emmah,the- 
cleverest witch in Naddalin's year, had Non-magical people parents, knew perfectly well howto use a 
telephone, and would have had enough sense not to say that she-went to SKOUFYCEOL. 

If she- had not, she- might have found it harderto concentrate on military exercisesthat 
sunrise. She-then made a stop by their- road to buy herself a blueberry bun from their- bakery, to eat 
with the tea. 



Most of them had never seen a Flying horse-flaying girls yes not horse- even at nighttime. 


Mr. Natalie, however, had a perfectly normal. Flying horses-free morning. 

She- yelled at five dissimilar folks. 

In their- office- Fler- made several significant telephone calls, beingall grown up and crap- 
and shouted a bit more... at dumbasses! Or so she-called them... 

A cranky piece of crap some called her... 

Even if said- that she-was in a very noble mood until mealtime, where it went downhill from 
there- re... yes... she- n she-thought she'd stretch she butt-And up the leg on their- lift the side and 
farted hard. That is my she- loll to you-to say the-girl behind her...thanksfor sharing... she-got up and 
then walked across the- road to buy herself a bun from their- bakery. 

There-the effect of their simple sentence on their- rest of their- family was incredible: Dariez 
gasped and fell off the chair with a crash that shook their- whole kitchen- n; Mr.'s. Sleyashgave a small 
screamand clapped sheandto a- sure-a mouth; Mr. Sleyash jumped to herfeet, veinsthrobbingin the 
temples. 


She'd forgotten all abouttheir- people in Robes until she- passed a group of them nextto 
their- bakers. 

She-eyed them angrily as she- passed. Fie-did not know why, but they made her uneasy and 
UNCOMFORTABLE. 

There bunch where sheeringexcitedly, too, and she-could not see a single collecting tin. It 
was on the back past them, clutching a large doughnut in a bag, that she- caught a few words of what 
they were saying. 

And, she's, that is right, that is what I heard yes, their girl, Naddalin. 

-And- 

Mr. Natalie stopped dead. 


Fearflooded her... mind and body. 



She- looked back at the-whisperers as if she-wanted to say something to them, but thought 


better of it. 


She-dashed-back across their- road, hurried upto the office, snapped at hersecretary notto 
disturb her, seized the telephone, and had finished - d dialing she home number she - n she- changed the 
mind. Her- put their- receiver back down and stroked she mustache-thin king... 

No, she- was being stupid. 

-Was not such an unusual name. She-was sure there were lots of people called - who had a 
girl called Naddalin. 

Come to think of it, she-was not even sure she nephew-w was called Naddalin. 

She never-ever even seen the-girl. 

It might have been Harvey. Or Hanna. 

There-was no point in worrying Mr.'s. Natalie; she-always got so-o upset at any mention of 

the sister. 


She-didn't blame her really- if she- 'd had a sister like that... but all there-same, those 
people in Robes... 

And meant' please'! Also, said Naddalin quickly. Also, it didn't mean... 

-And- 

(Now) 

Also... WHAT HAVE I TOLD YOU, Also, thundered she uncle, spraying spit over the re-table. 
Also ABOUTSAYING THERE'S' WORD IN OUR HOUSE? 

And, but I'm - Equally so-o- 

...?... 

Thenthere and when... 


(Back) 




HOW DARE YOU THREATEN DARIEZ! 


Holy freak'n piss, roared Uncle Read, poundingthe-table with the fists. 

(aha) 

Sh*t- Her-she-a found it a lot harderto concentrate on drills that afternoon and withershe- 
leftthe- building at five o'clock, she-was still so worried that she-walked straight into someone just 
outside the-door. 

Crap-Sorry, and she-grunted, as there-tiny old man stumbled and almost fell. It was a few 
seconds before Mr. Natalie realized that there-the man was wearing a violet Robe. She-didn't seem at 
all upsetat beingalmost knockedtothere-ground. 

On there- contrary, herface split into a wide smile and she- said in a squeaky voice that 
made passersby stare, f*ck- Do not be sorry, my dearsir, for nothingcould upset me today! 

Rejoice, for You- Know-Who has gone at last I Even Non-magical peoples like yourself should 
be celebrating, there happy, happy day! 

Damn... 

And-and- like, um-there-old man hugged Mr. Natalie around there- middle and walked off. 

Mr. Natalie stood rooted in their- spot. 

She- had been hugged by a stranger. 

She-also thought she- had been called a Non-magical people, whatever that was. 

She-was rattled. 

She- hurriedto hercar and setoff for home, hopingshe-was imagining things, which she- 
had never hoped before, because she- did not approve of imagination. 

As she- pulled into there-the driveway of number four, there-the first thing she-saw - And it 
didn't improve the mood-was the re-tabby wolf she-'d spotted that morning. It was now sitting on her 
gardens wall. She-was sure it was there-same one; it had there-the same marking around its eyes. 


Mother F*CK-er... 



It just gave her an unyielding look. There- Flying horses was back at the window... Urn-Shoo 


sucking crap! And said Mr. Natalie loudly as she-said-at the pc, over clips. 

There-wolf did not move either form she spot under the-tree next to the re-core r. Was 
there ordinary behavior for these beasts? And, I just - thank and that may hurt myself... like in the brain 
and crap- ol- la like that. 

Sh*t'n-and like ah-ah- ah, I WARNED YOU! I WILL NOTTOLERATE MENTION OF YOUR 
ABNORMALITYUNDERTHERE ROOF! And-crap-crap- crap- 

Naddalin stared from her purple-faced uncle to her pale aunt, who was trying to sheave 
Dariez to herfeet. 

Crap-crap- crap- 

... All right, um said Naddalin, And all right... And... 

Crap-crap- crap- 

Uncle Read sat back down, breathing like a winded rhinoceros and watching Naddalin closely 
out of there- corners of her small, sharp eyes. 

Eversince Naddalin had come homeforthere-summerholidays. Uncle Read had been 
treating her like a bomb that might go off at any moment, because Naddalin - wasn't a normal girl. She- 
was as not as normal as it is possible to be. 

Naddalin - wasa wizard fallen angel- a wizard one and angel numbertwo-freshfromthe 
first year at- the school for girls Hayvannahol of Witchcraft and Wizardry- and gettingyour wings. And if 
there-Andreasen were unhappy to have her back for there - holidays, it was nothing to how Naddalin 
felt. 


She- missed at the school forgirls so much it was like having a constant (Savanna) Flayvannah 
hatcher-. She- missed there- castle, with its secret passageways And ghosts, she classes (though perhaps 
not Lily, there- Potions master,) there- mail arriving by Flying horses, eating banquets in there- Great 
Hall, sleepingin thefour-posterbed inthere-towerdormitory, visitingthere-gamekeeper, Dargide, in 
her cabin next to there- Forbidden Forest in there- grounds. And, especially, Claepsiara, there - a most 



popular sport in there-wizarding world (six tall goal posts, fourflying balls, And fourteen players on 
broomsticks.) 

All Naddalin's spell- books, and her, robes, could Jinger, and top-other- line Nimbus Two 
Thus And broomstick had been locked in a cupboard underthere-stairs by Uncle Read there- instant 
Naddalin had come home. 

What did there-Andreasen care if Naddalin um lost she place on the- House Claepsiara team 
because she- hadn't practiced all summer? 

What was it to there-Andreasen if Naddalin like wentbackto Hayvannahol without any of 
herhomework Deanahe? 

There-Andreasen where what wizards called Non-magical peoples (not a drop of magical 
blood in their veins...) 

And as far as they were concerned, having a wizard in there-family-wasa matter of deepest 
shame, falling to death and having black wings was worse than that. 

Uncle Read had even padlocked Naddalin's Flying horses, herding, inside the cage, to stop 
herfrom carrying messagesto anyone in there-wizarding world. 

Mr. Natalie speculated... all this and speculating was all he could do... 

Trying to pull herself together as she-was sitting on there-can, leaving she job mead day like 
drawing to doso-oshe-walked without knowing she-was doing so-o... like being pulled into there-the 
evil of it all- she- let herself into there- house. She-was still decided not to mention anything to the wife. 
That their powerwas taken overthe mind. And body. 

Mr.'s. Natalie had had a nice, ordinary day. 

She-told heroverdinnerall about Mr.'s. Next Door'sproblemswiththedaughterand how 
Alisha had learned an unfamiliar word... 

(And... NO...!) 


Mr. Natalie tried to act Hayvanna-hay. 



when Alisha had been put to bed, she-went into there- lounge in time to hookup on there- 
last report on there- sundown news: And, besides, in conclusion, bird onlookers all over have recounted 
that there- nation's Flying horses with wings have been behaving very strangely today. 

Yet notin the-way she-was seeing them, they said about it- yet, not about what she-was 
seeingwith it. 

Although Flying with wings normally hunt at night, and are hardly everseen consideringthe 
day, they have been hundredsof sightings of these birds flying in every direction since daybreakthere- 
the day before And. Experts are unable to explain why there - Flying horses with wings have suddenly 
changed their slumbering pattern. 

- And- 

Possibly pergirls have been celebratingyou can see there-barrel firs in there-streets-within 
there- night early- dusk- it is not until next week, folks! But I can promise a wet night tonight. 

There- broadcasterallowed herself a smile. 

Most mysterious... Urn now, overto Lenah Barton with there-weather. Successfulto be any 
more when a- Flying horses with wings tonight, girl? And, Viewers as far apart as Jackie, Promising, And 
Dundee have been phoning in to tell me that instead of there- rain I assured yesterday, they have had a 
downpourof shooting stars! And,... Well, Dee, and said there-weathercaster, and I do not knowabout 
that, but it is not only there- Flyinghorses with wings that have been acting oddly today. I was hoping to 
make a wish to see if there casting of whateverwould go away. 

Mr. Natalie sat frozen in her armchair. 

Shooting stars all overBritain? 

Flying horses with wings flying by the light of day? Mysterious individuals in shawls all over 
there-the place looks like somethingoutof there-the 1920s? And,a murmur,a murmuraboutthere's... 
who is and who is and who's... like sharpers. 

She-cleared herthroat nervously. And, wow, dear-you have not heard from your sister 
lately? And, it was not good. Fie r-would have to say something to her about there. 



Mr.'s. Natalie came into the- living room carrying two cups of tea. Sharing- as she- had 
estimated, Mr.'s. 

Natalie watcher- d surprised and everso-o irritated. 

They mock there, she- did not have a sister-so that was there-a story made up of the little 
mind. It is not good to have or see there-abnormal! Like there...somethingis going down. 

And, and- and- and sh*t- Nope, and s- she- said abruptly. Why...? 

Why is the question with no answer? 

Why-was the-question... 


And, humorous paraphernalia on there-news. And Mr. Natalie muttered. And, flying horses 
with wings... shooting stars... And pussiesoh my! She- looked upat herwith a grin. 

Looking aroused and around there-was the re- re was a cute young coupled kissing making 
out-And making love on a bench's-she-was sitting on her. And, fee ling all- there- madness- in plain 
eyesight. 


Desirable, there-where a lot of humorous- lookingfolks in town today... doingjust there-see 
things... it was madness- love was in there-air like the re-evil cast over me-And some-that where been 
seen. And-And-So-o? And, cracked Mr.'s. Natalie. And, Well, I just thought... perchance... it was to do 
with... you know... she crowds- and why. And, their chat was complex hard to understand-for one to 
there- anothertopic. 

Mr.'s. Natalie swallowed herteathrough squeezed lips. Mr. Natalie wondered where-there- 
r she-dared tell she'd heard there- name-and she-decided she-did n't dare. 

Instead she- said, as unconcernedly as she- could. And Their baby girl she'd be about Alisha's 
age now, wouldn't she? And...and - yeah, I's suppose so-o. And I'm said Mr.'s. Natalie stiffly. 

And...What's hername again? Not sure- she-said-why does it matter...? 

Dm... Naddalin? An offensive, uncommon name, if you askme. SH*T-1 didn't but okay I feel 


the-same. 



And... Oh, absolutely, sure... said Mr. Natalie, she hears plummeting extremely. 


And... 

Sure, I quite agree with you. 

And... 

On there-way up there-staircase, no words were said, as they made their way up to their 
bedroom, or some alone time to do what was natural. While Mr.'s. Natalie was in there - bathroom, Mr. 
Natalie stole to there- bedroom window and peered down into there - Inert garden. Looking out and 
over-There-the damn wolf was still there- looking up at her- now-yet, in the-same way as with her- as 
before. It hadn't moved a bit. 

Was she- imagining things? Or was the re pussy acting as if she - could hear what I was 

thinking... 


Could all they have something to do with there's? If it did... there- query was why- do you 
know? If it got outthat they were related to a pair of-well, she-did n't think she-could bear it. 

Chapter: 154 

Part: 1 

There- Natalie's got into bed wearing nothing more than she underies'. Mr.'s. Natalie fell 
asleep quickly, but Mr. Natalie lay awake looking at herand all the parts of herbody in love nonetheless, 
turning it all over in the minds, as she-was fee ling she up with her right so-o. 

They knew very well what she-andJennath thought about them and their kind... Her last, 
she- attending thought before and she-fell asleep was that even if they were compiled, there was no 
motive for their- m to come near herand Mr.'s. Doll girl. 

She-could notsee howshe-and could getmixed up in whatever, that might be goingon- 
she- stretchered- as well as turned over- it could not affect them... 

How very mistaken she-was to think their thought. 

Mr. Natalie might have been drifting into an uneasy sleep, butthere-wolf onthe-wall 
outside was showing no sign of sleepiness. 



So, their- fat lazy ass- did move... Just like in a cartoon I want to throw a boot It was sitting as 
still as a statue, its eyes fixed unblameably; at me timewasting- re naked eating Cheetos... next to a bean 
bag chair... on... There-did notso-o much as quiver she- n a car door thumped on their- next street, nor 
she- n two or three Flying horses with wings swooped above. In truth, it was their- wee small hours 
before the- wolf moved at all. 

A man appeared on their-cornerthey're-the wolf had been watching-only me-and me only, 
not- looking away- it gives them-an idea so-o suddenly, and silently you'd have thought she'd just 
popped out ofthe-ground. There-wolf's tail yanked besides its eyes tightened. 

Zilch- nil- like theirman had everbeenseenonthe motorway. 

She-was giant, tinny, and self-same deep-rooted, refereeing by their-silver of the hair and 
beard, which were in cooperation longadequate totuck into she belts. 

She-was tiring long robes, a dark yet rosy wrap that sweptthey're-ground. And high-she- 
eyed. Misshapen boots. 

Her- indigo- yetwith some blue eyes were light, bright, as well as twinkling behind half-moon 
spectacles, in addition to that she noses were very long and crooked like she is yellowing teeth, as on 
their-otherand, it has been broken at least twice-like she and-for beingdumb. 

There man's name was Roberts Dreibund. 

Roberts Dreibund did not seem to understand, thatshe- had just at home in a streetthere 
the whole thing from the description to sue gumboots was undesirable. 

So-o, Naddalin had had no word from any of their wizarding friends for five long weeks, and 
their summerwas turning outto be as bad as their- last one.There- re was justone verysmall 
improvement-afterswearingthatshe-would not use herto send letters to any of their friends. 

Naddalin had been allowedto let herFly, they-were out at night. 

Uncle Read had given in because of their- racket herding made if she-was locked in the cage 


all their-time. 



Naddalin finished-writingabout Wendelin their- Weird And paused to listen again. The- 
silence in the- the spooky house was broken only by they're - distant, grunting snores of their enormous 
cousin, Dariez. 

It must be very late, Naddalin thought. Hereyeswere itching with tiredness. Perhaps she -'d 
finish theiressayHayvanna-horror night... 

She- replaced the- ribbon; pulled an old pillowcase from under the bed; put the-flashlight 
under with her, a forbidden type of Magic, she essays, back the typewriter to her hands; now she would 
not out of bed; and hid their- lot undera loose floorboard underthe bed. 

Then she-stood up, stretchered, and checked the-time on the- luminous alarm clock on the 
bedsidetable. 

It was one o'clock in their- morning. Naddalin's Savannah gave a funny jolt. She - had been 
thirteen years old, without realizing it, for a whole hour. 

Yet anotherunusualthing about Naddalin was how little she-looked forward to her 

birthdays. 


She- had never-ever received a birthday card in life. 

There-Andreasen had completely ignored the last two birthdays, and she - had no regard to 
suppose they would rememberthere one. 

Their man-old with there- long white long beard wasfull of activity dip into in the wraps, 
beholding for something. 

On there-other and, she-did seem to understand she-was being watched, for their- regard 
that she- looked up unexpectedly at their-wolf, the supplementary finish of their, thoroughfare, mind 
going a little Lonny... For some motivation, the sight of their- wolf gives their- impression to make laugh 
her. 


She- chuckled and muttered, and be a duty-bound to have known. 


- And- 



She-originates what she-was be holding for in she privileged pocket. It seemed to be a green 
zip- o cigarette lighter. 

She-flipped it open, held it up in the- air, and clicked it. Whoosh- hair smoldering-1 thought 
it wasgoingto happen...There-adjoininggasstreetlamp went out witha slight hush sound. 

She-clicked it again- their- next lamp wavered into dimness and gloominess. 

13 times she- be on there-the same wavelength their- Put- External,'til their-only lights left 
on the-whole street where two miniature pinholes in their-coldness, which were the re-judgments of 
their-wolf watching her with emerald eyes. 

Uncertainty any per girl observed out of their window now, even beady-eyed Mr.'s. Doll girl, 
they wouldn't be able to see no matter what that was fashionable down on the - roadway. 

Naddalin looked nothinglike their- rest of the-family. 

Uncle Read was large and somewhat neckless, with an enormous black mustache and a long 
beard-; Aunt Jennath was horse-faced and bony; Dariezwas blond-haired person, pink, and porky. 

Naddalin, on their- other and, was small and skinny, with brilliant green eyes.... And jet- black 
hair that was always untidy. She-wore round glasses, and on her, the fore head was a thick scar... that 
was etched hatched, in like a drawing. 

Naddalin walked across the-darkroom, past her-dig's large, emptycage, to their-open 
window. She- leaned on their- sill, their-cool night air pleasant on she faces after a long time under 
their- blankets, herding had been absentfortwo nights now. 

Naddalin wasn'tworried about her: she'd beengonetheirlong before. 

Nevertheless, she-hoped she'd be back soon - she-was the- only- living creature in their 
house whodidn'tflinch at their-sight of her. 

Naddalin, though still rats hersmall and skinnyforthe ages, had growna few inches-s over 
their- last year. 

Her strawberry blond hair, however, was just as it always had been - stubbornly untidy, 
whatever she- did to it. There- eyes behind the glasses were bright green, and on she foresee - ad, visible 



through the hair, was a thick scar, shaped like an angels body-with wings at a side view, of a past girl 
named NEVAEH, the one she was the blame for this all... the same depiction was on a blue acoustic 
cutaway cracked no longer play guitar- that was Havens, hand painted-1 would add, with all the things 
that meant everything to the girls within the stories of their life, like lost chapters. For some reason, this 
drawing of her keeps reappearing in all our lives. (All the girls have but their story names on the side, 
with gold trim.) 

Hear- here it is... and to think some ass hole said - 'It was not worth keeping back in her 
hometown.' 

It was theirscar that made Naddalin so particularly unusual, even fora wizard- she had the 
mark of a good angel. 

The scar was there-the only a hint of Naddalin's very mysterious past, of the - regard she- 
had been left on their- Andreasen' doorstep eleven years before, turn up from the floor up with a ring 
through her clit, like all of them of the past. 

Of all their- unusualthings about Naddalin, theirscar was the- most extraordinary of all. It 
was not, as the-Andreasen - that family that took over the Amsel orphanage had pretended for ten 
years, a souvenir of their- car crash that had killed Naddalin's parents, because... there doesn't need to 
be a way-of it... Lily... was alike her 

Kristen... too... 

The question is why... 

Andthen I'd thoughtaboutit... 

You don't need a why... or to have a motive... it was all just because- because we can-and to 
get at you for the sick thrilling joys- of proving it- they want you to know it's them-so you're the one 
that looks crazy... forsaying the why-of it all... I have been there, and no one believes me-yet-the same 
with them. 


And, the question- still is why...? 
Part: 2 


And, Alyssa- had not died, yet was already one that we all heated... here at this school. 



They had been murdered, murdered by their- mostfeared Dark wizard for a hundred years 
the crazy within their mind... 

Lord AVA, new pet though-you get why...? 

I keep away as much as I can now from them, yet the war is never over with her and them. 

(Back) 

Naddalin had escaped from there-the same attack with nothing more than a scar on her 
forehead and a ring, she-Ava's curse, instead of killing her- here, had rebounded upon its originator. 
Barely alive, Ava had fled... 

Final- death here is like- a thing... if you keep losing power, or others want you out... then it 
back to Earth to haunt... in unhappiness. 

But Naddalin had come face-to-face with her at the school for girls. 

Remembering their last meetingas she-stood at their-dark window, Naddalin had to admit 
she- was lucky even to have reached- d she thirteenth birthday. 

Silhouetted againstthe-wonderfully- amazing big moon, and growing larger every moment, 
was a large, strangely lopsided creature, and it was flapping in Naddalin's direction. 

Part: 3 

She-stood quite still, watching it sink lower...And lower;fora split second, she-hesitated, 
she and on the-window latch, wondering whether to slam it shut. 

Still, there- and the- bizarre creature soared overone of there- street lamps that were 
flicking a flame, off Privet Drive, in reflection on the wet path. And Naddalin, realizing what it was, 
leaped aside. 

Through there-window soared three Flyinggirls with wings it wasthem those girls that 
picked on her- now me, yet I and my girls would not stand for this... the conflict was on. 

Two of them holding up there-third, which appeared to be unconscious, to all that was 


aroundthem. 



Sometime had passed... 


Then there was a soft flump on Naddalin's bed, and there - middle grade-girls-flying angel- 
young girls- that where for them-them-them-just looking at me- and she-all creepy like, they would 
not leave and they wanted all of me, with me and she large gray, keeled right overhead she and I lay 
motionless, nude bodies in-tangled together, in our bed, staying away from them and there hate of 
whatthey don't understand. There-was a large package tied to its legs. So-o, she and I kissed-and 
hugged tight, and loved each othergoing down on, and more and such, and let the babies play their 
games- pick and tease. 

Part: 4 

Naddalin recognized there- unconscious Flying horses at once - the name was Errol, and she- 
belongedtothe- Railie family. 

Naddalin dashed to there- bed, untied there-cords around Errol's legs took off the re- parcel, 
and there- n carried Errolie to Sabre-dove's cage. 

Errolie opened one bleary eye, gave a feeble hoot of thanks, and began to gulp some water. 

Naddalin turned back to there- remaining Flying horses with wings, and the girls with them. 

One of them, there- large white female, was her shedding. 

She-too, was carrying a parcel and looked extremely pleased with herself; she-gave 
Naddalin an affectionate nipwithshe beakas she- removedthe burden,there-andflewacrossthe- 
room to join Errolie. 

Naddalin did not recognize there-third girl, a and some tawny one, but she - knew at once 
when it had come from because, in addition to a third package, it was carrying a letter bearing there-At 
the school for girl's crest. 

When Naddalin relieved their Flying horses of its burden, it ruffled its daddy's important, 
stretcher- d its wings, and took off through the- a window into the- night. 

Naddalin sat down on her bed then grabbed Errolie's package, ripped off there- brown paper, 
and discovered a present wrapped in gold and her first-ever birthday card. Fingers trembling slightly, 
she- opened the- envelope. 



Two pieces of paperfell out - a letterand a newspaper clipping. 


There-clipping had come out of there-wizarding newspaper, there-Star Press- because of 
there- people in there- black- and-the white picture where moving. 

Naddalin picked up there-clipping, smoothed it out and read-the- scanned there-starry sky 
fora sign of herding, perhaps soaring back to her with a dead mouse dangling from her mouth, 
expecting praise. 

Gazing absently over there- rooftops, it was a few seconds before Naddalin realized what 
she-was seeing. 

At there-age of one-year-old, Naddalin had somehow survived a curse from the-greatest 
DarkSorcererAngelof thedemonsof all time. Noble Ava, whose name mostwatcher-s andwizards- 
fallen angel still feared to speak. 

Naddalin's parents had died in Ava's attacks, but Naddalin had escaped with scars and 
brandings, and somehow - nobody understood- why- WHY- Ava's powers had been demolished there- 
instant she- had failed to kill- Naddalin. 

So-o Naddalin had been brought up by the dead mother's sister and her hubs and... She- had 
spent ten years with there-Andreasen, never-ever underset and why she-kept making odd things 
happen without meaning to, believing there-Andreasen; story that she- had her scar in the-car crash 
that had killed the parents... 

...We all thoughtyeah right! 

And, then, exactly a year ago, at the school for girls had written to Naddalin, and there-the 
whole story- had come out. 

Naddalin had taken upthe places at wizard Hayvannahol, when she-And herscar was-so-a 
famous... but now the re-the Hayvannahol year was over, and she-was back with there-Andreasen for 
there-summer, backto being treated likea dog, that had rolled in something smelly. 

(Back in time) 

The-Andreasen hadn't even remembered that today happened to be Naddalin's 12th 


birthday. 



Of course, she hopes had not been high; they had never given her a real present, let alone a 
cake - but to ignore it completely... 

At that moment. Uncle Read cleared herthroat importantly and said. Besides, now, as we all 
know, today is a very important day. 

-And- 

Naddalin looked up, hardly daring to believe it. 

BUREAU OF MAGIC EMPLOYEESCOOPSgirl AND PRIZE- 

'Yeah, well,' said Naddalin, glowering at her plate, 'since wither has Lily ever been fair to me?' 

Neitherof there- others answered; all three of there- m knewthat Lily and Naddalin's mutual 
enmity had been absolute from the- moment Naddalin had set foot in at the school for girls. 

'I'sdid think she- might be a bit better the re year,' said Emmah in a disappointed voice.' I 
mean... you know...' she- looked around carefully; there were half a dozen empty seats on either side of 
there- m and nobody was passing the-table... 

'... Now she's in there-War and everything.' 

'Prodigious toadstools Do not change their spots,' said Jinger sagely.'Anyway, I've always 
thought Duerre was cracked to trust Lily. Where's she- evidence her- ever really stopped workingfor 
You- Know-1 Mean?' 

'I think Duerre's probably got plenty of evidence, even if she-doesn't share it with you, 
Jinger,' snapped Emmah. 

'Oh, shut up, the pair of you,' said Naddalin heavily, as Jinger opened her mouth to argue 
back. Emmah And Jinger both froze, looking angry and offended.' 

'Can'tyou give it a rest?' Said Naddalin. 

'You're always having a go at each other; it's driving me furious.' 

And abandoning shepherd's pie, she-swung she Hayvannahol- bag back over the shoulders 


and leftthem sitting there. 



She-walked up the- marble staircase two steps at a time, past there- many students hurrying 


towards lunch. 

There-angerthat hadjust flared so unexpectedly still blazed inside her,and they're-a vision 

of Jinger... 


And, Emmah's shocked faces afforded her a sense of deep satisfaction. Serve them right, she- 
thought, why can't they give it a rest... bickering all there-time... it's enough to drive anyone upthere- 
wall... 


She- passed the- a large picture of Sir Lloyd there-a knight on an I's and; Sir Lloyd drew her 
sword and brandished it fiercely at Naddalin, who ignored her. 

'Come back, you scurvy dog! Stand fast and fight I'yelled Sir Lloyd in an inaudible voice from 
behind she visors, but Naddalin merely walked on and wither Sir Lloyd tried to follow her by running into 
a neighboring picture, she- was rebuffed by its inhabitant, a large and angry-looking wolfhound. 

Naddalin spentthere- restofthere- lunch hoursitting alone underneath the-trapdoorat 
there-topofNorthern Tower, just under the bells. 

Consequently, she-was there-first to ascend there- a silver ladder that led to Sara... Solis's 
classroom when- n the- bell rang. 

After Potions, Divination was Naddalin's- leastfavorite class, which was due mainly to 
Professor Solis's habit of forecasting her untimely death every few lessons. 

A thin woman, heavily draped in shawls and glittering with strings of beads, she'd- always 
reminded Naddalin of some kind of insect, with she glasses hugely magnifying her eyes. 

We have read her book here...themtoo... 

She'd-was busy putting copies of battered leather-bound books on each of there-spindly 
little tables with which the room was littered when Naddalin entered there-room, but there- light cast 
by there- lamps covered by scarves and there- low burning, the sickly scented fire was so dim she'd- 
appeared notto notice heras she-tooka seat in there-shadows. 



There-the rest of there-class arrived overthere- next five minutes. Jingeremerged from 
there-a trapdoor, looked around carefully, spotted Naddalin, then made unswervingly for her, or as 
directly as she-could while having to wend she way between tables, chairs, and overstuffed puffs. 

'Emmah and I have stopped arguing,' she- said, sitting down beside Naddalin. 

'Good,' grunted Naddalin. 

'But Emmah says she'd-thinks it would be nice if you stopped taken out your temper on us,' 

said Jinger. 


'I'm not...' 

'I'm just passing on there- message,' said Jinger, talking over her.' 

Nevertheless, I reckon she'd- is right. It's notour fault how Laila and Lily treat you.' 

'I neversaid it...' 

'Good day,' said ProfessorSolis in her usual misty, dreamy voice, and Naddalin broke off, 
again feeling both annoyed and slightly ashamed of herself.' 

Besides, welcome backto Divination. 

I have, of course, been followingyourfortunes mostcarefullyoverthe-holidays, and I am 
delighted to see thatyou have all returned to at the school for girls safely as, of course, I knewyou 
would. 


You will find on there-tables beforeyourcopy of the - 'Little Girls Bible.' 

Dream interpretation is the most important meansof divining there-future and one that 


may very probably be tested in your FLYING. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 38 


The Express 


Interval: 4 

Part: 1 

(Back) 

Think aboutthe express- 

The train pulls away. As I then sit down in a seat where I have a good vantage point of the 
cars. The doors close, and I hear the whistle far down the line I knew I was going far from home. I look 
out the window. 'This is yourconductor speaking. I'd like to welcome you aboard...' If you require any 
assistance on your journey, I am located towards the front of this 69th train coach -1 welcome you to the 
railway for the fallen-you're here because your life was not fielded as it should, that is why they send 
you to us.' It is evening, soon you will not see anything but darkness, the treetops well get a little darker 
than the skyabove, then that to well fade, as you pulled into the time vortex. 

Mostly, all I see is the reflection of the passengers in the carriage, and you and your soul 
reflected back at you, that now is ours to take-and keep and do as we like with. I's sit in the quiet coach; 
it is not always quiet, but a least it is not loud, all the girls look like sweet things that would not hurt 
anyone in their new pressed girlie school uniforms, the got before getting on. Individuals are usually too 
polite, and or timid or just freaking scared out of their wets, to complain when someone is making a 
clamor. I count eight other passengers today, I knew-that we would get to know each other then again 
if it was anything- like my old life them maybe not. 


Part: 2 



Yes, I am sure of it I will have some, spaniel bounds with all yen are in this carriage, sniffing 
voraciously at everything, and looking as if your grand mother just died, nope-you did honey-you did. 
Then, I think well so- o did I! 

Nevertheless, there are nofamiliar faces, no people I see regularly, I was startingto feelthe 
effects of it too-and then I was looking like a sad puppyalso, in the glass looking back, seeing my old life 
flash by as the train rushed forward, faster than my mind could think. Whoop-whoop- I'm heard... 
Emma-the young girl, looks at each group of seats as her passes, movingstraight through when she 
doesn't find what she is looking for, and that is a girl there to comfort her, so-o I'm thoughtthat must be 
me. 


In the non-summerdays, Istareoutthe window, back home out the train riding to school, 
but when it is dark, she watches the other passengers. She said to me, her name was- Haven. Things got 
a little less stuffie... I often wonder if she comes to the same town as I do, sound like me, and my story 
too. 


Although the girls have made an effort to change into their uniform it is obvious, they have 
not been away home for long-they were lost. I'm slurred in particular, when - I'sget nervous, she was 
sitting there with her hand between her knees said Naddalin. 

Haven-1 said, raising up in to sitting on my legs under my butt, fixing the skirt too under my 
butt, spilling is not my thing or being what some would say is cool, as the train sways, but I can see I 
have made it as a girl. Some just blink not getting that. I feelthe train slowing; two girls in uniforms... 
walk back and take sets in front of us, and make their way through the doors at one end. I haven't had 
an opportunity, to talk openlyforthe first time it was nice, same with themwe notheatingon one 
another-where just fallen girls- here over the fact we were throw away girls. Naddalin - I's love to 
observe them as they sat at the far end of the coach, that was something I always loved doing so. 

(Me to, said the three girls that made friends at this point. Emma, Naddalin, and Haven.) 


The new girl crosses her arms and grins, saying- 'hey I am Karly.' 



We all look confused, atthe color of herhair, no reply kick-ass luggage she usesthat mad our 
heads ache; the new girl rolls her eyes-saying: Don't be fake and gay- (I said I's am-and I look saying me 
kind of a too-long story.) 

'Hun-a?' Her eyes where and face was so-o confused, 'I do not judge...' she said, definitely 
not in school uniforms, clashes with my hair, and I don't like having things constricted, and she grasps 
herchest hard, in an upperward motion. 

Part: 3 

I smile at the easiest, thoughts of a newfriendship, the girls share their plans of listening but 
want to keep it a secret from their parents and all in their old life. Yet, Karly was like - not so-o much as 
we were- my younger sisters we see me again -1 am sure of it, as a haunt in her vanity glass, or 
something random, or like when she is gettingfreaky with my old boyfriend. We giggled... 

Luckily, I don't know the parents! Said Haven. 

The young girl embarked, on and are sitting opposite each otherfoldingthe sit-in so they 
were face to face... The train stops and this time the doors stay closed. Getting water from the tank, for 
the steam... 

(Thought) 

I feel like I would like to help this younggirl, but I don't know how, and I guess I's would not 
appreciate the interference. 

I'm though I knowthat I love trains... 


(%/ ^ 


(I wonder) 

The train pulls away witha smalljolt. Students steps back from the window, I wonderifshe 
has problems at home, like I did, though Haven, or maybe girlfriend trouble too like me or boy-or was at 
all like me? He checks the screen on his phone again. I guessshe has no signals like this rout is all green 
from here. Only one track... and is a twist and turns yetis a straight path to their... Tickets-girls, please, 
magical they are they show up floating like three dentinal-and oh- so-o see though in their hands. 



tickets... with your code and names and whatnot, show us all we need to know for now... and your place 
here. 


As you can see the bars on the code forever match here to there and are read... this is your 
ID... I hold up my season ticket for inspection, ripping the playful thing down in mid-air. 'Thank you, sir,' 
the watchmen walks' on and checks the rest of the carriage, then stops by the doors. After walking to 
and fora couple of times, students sad- like sits down and takes a large notebookfrom their bag, and to 
the first day's homework, and that is document all that happens on the ride. 

This also was on theticket, sayingthe assignment.Thentheywentoffto the steeper parts of 
the train, it was goingto be a long ride when in reality it only takes moments to get here...yetto new 
girls, it's like a lifetime, that seems like a weektrip, where you need to sleep-and have a day to 
transition to the new worldly ways. 

Part: 4 

Urn- rapidly flicking through the pages, before the girls turn in, he stops about two-thirds of 
the way through, the girl's room, and pulls the beds and shads down saying work hard and rest, he 
stares out the window, saying I getting too old for younggirls. 

We-giggle... 

(Nextday) 

With a sigh, the Student has sad doodles on the margin of the page, and some droll. He looks 
up at Emma and stands, there as she and stretches, 'not every day you see a nude girl...' she said. The 
girls gather their belongings and stand close together by the doors, getting into uniform. I's wait for the 
train to come to a complete standstill before walking overto the next door, one by one going down the 
car steps, to get out, the girls hold hands in one line, as they walk into this new land of unknown. 




Chapter: 155 
Part: 1 

Naddalin- 'Why?' 'Why-are girls like you are making fun of a girl, that was just like you- 


you're here, for the same-faults-or even more then she had.' 



Not, of course, that I believe examination passes orfailures are of there- remotest 
importance witherand it comesto there-the sacred art of divination. 

If you havethere- 

Seeing-eye, certificates, and grades mattervery little. However, there- headmaster likesyou 
to sit there- examination, so-o...' 

Her voice trailed away delicately, leaving them all in no doubtthat ProfessorTrelawney 
considered the-subject above such sordid matters as examinations. 

Turn, please, to there- introduction- and read what the girl has said here, you have a voice- 
okay what is that saying-AVA said to her girls, like what this pussy licker said about us. 

'CUTE-NO?' 

'Cute yes!' 

'The Sisters from Hell...' 'CUTE... did she think that we would never-ever see this?' 

'Sh-h-h' Said Emma- making faces! 

This work by a girl that was never to be has made things difficult for all... said - Duerre... no its 
time to get at her. Wounds where cast picking apart the old book copy of the many chapters of her 
youngand aging life. 

Part: 2 

They were, divide into pairs, reading Nevaeh's story mocking hersome- otherfallen girls 
where in- love with the captivating story her up and downs... and some saying how did she not fall to us- 
as one of us... a strong girl- she was... somewhere crying others giggling. 

Naddalin- I's thinkthis wrong to doto someone, even if... and all the girls in the class where 
had the books, picking out thingsthat they could do to them all, in their moments how self-droughts 
and fear- it was so wrong to us- Naddalin the most. 


Use The- Dream Vision, spell and see all that she did-can you...? 



We can-said thegirls... feel-feel-and see asshedid. To interpreteach other's most recent 
dreams, you will become her- and live a life of the pass and walk her halls as her. Carry on... young 
falling angels of Wizard and the Fallen.' 

Part: 3 

The-one good thing to be said, for their lesson was that it was not a double period. 

By three- time they had all finished- reading there-the introduction of the- book, they had 
barely ten minutes leftfor dream interpretation. 

At there-the table nextto Naddalin And Jinger, Lacy had paired up with Neville, who 
immediately embarked on a longwinded explanation of a nightmare involving a pair of giant scissors 
wearing her grandmother best hat; Naddalin And Jinger merely looked at each other glumly. 

'I neverremembermydreams,' said Jinger,' you say one.' 

I neverrememberthem like this said Naddalin... in awe. 

'You must remember one of them,' said Naddalin impatiently. 

She-was not going to share herdreams with anyone, I thoughtwe all had to. 

She- knew perfectly well what she regular nightmare about a graveyard meant, she-did not 
need Jinger or Professor Trelawney or there-stupid Dream Vision to tell her. 

'Well, I dreamed, that I was playing Claepsiara there-another night,' said Jinger, screwing up 
the faces in an effort to remember. 'What you'd reckon that means?' 

'Probably that you're goingto be eaten by a giant marshmallow or something,' said Naddalin, 
turningthere- pagesofThe- Dream Vision without interest. 

It was very dull work looking up bits of dreams in there-Vision and Naddalin were not 
chartered up wither- n ProfessorTrelawney set, them there-the task of keeping a dream diary for a 
month as homework, about this girl's life, and it was all adding into this story. What we saw. 

Naddalin- nowdocentthat discredit herfrom beingthe novelistanotherof the story in the 
first place? 'You need to hush, or you fail my class!' 



When there- bell went, she-And Jingerled there-way back down there- ladder, Jinger 
grumbling loudly. 

'Do you realize how much homework we have gotten already? Bins set us a foot and half 
long essay on giant wars, Lily wants a foot on there - use of moonstones, and now we've got a month's 
dream diary from Trelawneyl 

Freeanna and Katy where not Ginger about FLYING year, were they? That Scott lady had 
betternotgive us any...' 

Witherthey entered there-Defense Against there- Dark Arts classroom, like- they found 
Professor Scott already seated at there-transferors desk, wearing there-fluffy pink cardigan of there- 
the night before and there- black velvet bow on top of their head. Naddalin was again reminded forcibly 
of a large fly perched- unwisely on top of an even larger toad. 

The-class was quiet, and just sweet little girls sitting in a row in uniforms, an old art- deco 
ornate 1920's style all linked together desks, as it entered there - room; Professor Scott was, as yet, an 
unknown quantity... And nobody knew how strict a disciplinarian she'd-was likely to be. 

'Well, good afternoon!' Um-she'd-said, wither finally the re-the whole class had sat down. 

A few people mumbled 'good afternoon' in reply of drowsiness- or I don'tgive a frapping 

sh*t- piss. 


That will not do, now, will it? 

I should like you, please, to reply 'Good afternoon, ProfessorScott'. One more time, please. 
Good afternoon, class!' 

'Good afternoon, ProfessorScott,'they chanted back at her. 

'Ta-ta,'said ProfessorScott. 

There are, now,' said ProfessorScott sweetly. That was not too difficult, was it ? And, away 
and quills out- ink and nibs, please.' 

Many of there- class exchanged gloomy looks; there- order' and away' had never- ever, yet. 


been followed by a lesson they had found interesting or fun and net. 



Naddalin shoved herand back into herhandbag. 


And pulled outan enchanted typewriterforthe lifting up woodtop, ink, and parchment.The 
large stand- glass windows have rays coming in... that distracts her. 

Professor Scott opened herand, extracted her own and, which was an unusually short one, 
and tapped there- blackboard sharply with it; words appeared on there- board at once- Defense Against 
there- Dark Studies a Return to Fundamental Assumption - 'Well now, your teaching in their subject has 
been ratherdisrupted and fragmented, hasn't it?' said ProfessorScott, turningto face there-class with 
she and clasped neatly in the fingerof her. 

There- constant changing of teachers, many of whom do not seem to have followed any 
Unholy orders approved curriculum, has regrettably resulted in your being far below there-stand we 
would expecttosee in your FLYING year. 

'You will be pleased to know, however, that these problems are now to be rectified. We will 
be following a carefully structured, theory-centered. Ministry-approved course of defensive magicthere 
a year.' 


'Copy down there-following, please.' 

She would- rapped there- blackboard again; there-the first message vanished-d and was 
replaced by there-'Course Aims...' Understandingthere-assumption primary defensive magic. Learning 
to recognize circumstances in which defensive magic can legally be used. Employing the- use of 
defensive magicin a context for practical use. 

Fora couple of minutes the re-the room was full of there-the sound of scratching quills on 
parchment. Wither everyone had copied down Professor Scott's three-course aims she'd-asked. 'Flas 
everybody got a copy of Defensive MagicalTheory by Wilbert Slinkhard?' 

There was a dull murmur of assentthroughoutthere- class. 

'I think we'll try that again,' said ProfessorScott.' 

Wither-1 ask you a question, I should like you to reply, 'Yes, ProfessorScott', or'No, 
ProfessorScott'. 


So, has everyonegota copy of Defensive MagicalTheory by Wilbert Slinkhard?' 



'Yes, Professor Scott,' rangthrough there- room. 


'Good,' said ProfessorScott.' I should like you to turn to page five and read 'Girl One, 
Fundamentals for Beginners'. There will be no need to talk.' 

ProfessorScott leftthere- blackboard and settled herself in there-chair behind there- 
transferorsdesk, seeingthem all closely with those pouchy eyes. 

Naddalin turned to page five of her copies of Defensive Magical Philosophy And started to 

read. 


It was desperately overcast, quite as bad as listening to Professor Binns. 

She-felt she attentive ness sliding away from her, she, had soon read there, the same line 
half a dozentimeswithouttaking in more than there;firstfewwords. 

Numerous silent minutes passed. 

Next, to her, Jingerwas absent-mindedly turningshe enchanted typewriter overand over in 
the fingers, staring at there-the same spot on their- page. 

Naddalin observed right and received an astonishment to shake heroutof the inertia. 

Emmah had not even opened the copy of Defensive Magical Theory. She would-was staring 
fixedly at ProfessorScottwith her and in there- air. 

Naddalin could not rememberEmmah everneglectingto read witherinstructedto, or indeed 
resisting the re- the temptation to open any book that came under the nose. She - looked at her 
enquiringly, but she would- merely shook her head slightly to show that she would-was not about to 
answer questions, and continued to stare at ProfessorScott, who was looking just as resolutely in 
anotherdirection. 

Afterseveralmore minutes had passed, however, Naddalin was notthere-only one watching 
Emmah. There-Girl they had been instructed to read was so tedious that more and more people were 
hopingto watch Emmah's mute attemptto catch ProfessorScott'seye ratherthan struggle on with 
fundamentals for beginners.' 



Wither more than half there-class were staring at Emmah mouse her than at their books, 
ProfessorScottseemed to decide that she'd- could ignore there-a situation no longer. 

'Did you want to ask something about the re-Girl, dear?'She'd-asked Emmah, as though 
she'd- had onlyjust noticed she. 

Part: 4 

'Notabout there-Girl, no,'said Emmah. 

'Well, we're readingjust now,'said ProfessorScott, showingshe small pointed teeth.' If you 
have otherqueries, we can deal with them at there- end of class.' 

'I's have got an interrogation about yourcourse aims,' said Emmah. 

ProfessorScott raised her eyebrows. 

'And your name is?' 

'Emmah Kizziah,' said Emmah. 

'Well, Miss. Kizziah, I think there-course aims are perfectly clear if you read them through 
carefully,' said ProfessorScott in a voice of determined sweetness. 

'Well, I's don't know,' said Emmah bluntly. There's nothing written upthere about using 
defensive spells.' 

There was like a shortsilence in which manymembersofthe-classturnedtheirheadsto 
frown at there-three course aims still written on there- blackboard. 

'Usingself-justifyingspells?' ProfessorScott repeated with a little laugh.' 

Why, I's can't imagine any situation arising in my classroom that would require you to use a 
defensive spell. Miss. Kizziah. You surely are not expectingto be attacked during class?' 

'We're notgoing to use magic?' Jingercried loudly. 

'Urn-young students raise their hand to witherthey wish to speak in my class, Mr.S?' 'Railie,' 
said Jinger, thrusting she hands into there- air. 



Professor Scott, smiling still more widely, turned she back on her. 

Naddalin And Emmah immediately raised their hand too. Professor Scott's pouchy eyes 
lingered on Naddalin fora moment before she'd-addressed Emmah. 

'Yes, Miss. Kizziah? You wantedtoask somethingelse?' 

'Yes,' said Emmah. 'surelythere-the whole pointof Defense Againstthere- DarkStudiesis to 
practice defensive spells?' 

'Are you a- Unholy Orders trained educational expert. Miss. Kizziah?' asked Professor Scott, 
in she falsely sweet voice. 

'No, but' 

'Well then, I'm afraid you are not trained to decide what there - 'whole point' of any class is. 

Wizard and the Fallens or fallen girls much older and cleverer than you have devised our new 
programmed of study. 

You will be learning about self- protective spells in a secure, riskfreeway...' 

'What use is that?' Said Naddalin loudly.' 

If we're going to be attacked, it won't be in a...' 




Naddalin thrust her fist in there-air. Again, ProfessorScott promptly turned away from her, 
but nowseveralotherpeople had their handsare up, too. 

'Andyourname is?' ProfessorScottsaid to Lacy. 

'Lacy Thomas.' 

'Well, Mr.Thomas?' 

'Well, it's like Naddalin said, isn't it?' Said Lacy.' Ifwe're going to be attacked, it won't be risk¬ 


free.' 



'I repeat,'said ProfessorScott, amused, and grinning in a very irritating fashion at Lacy, do 


you expectto be attacked during my classes?' 


'No, but- urn-ah...' 


'Like- ProfessorScott talked over her.' 

I do not wish to criticize the-way things have been run in there Hayvannahol,' she'd-said, an 
unconvincingsmile stretching her wide mouth. 

'Nonetheless, you have been exposed tosome very irresponsible fallen angels/Wizard and 
the Fallens in their class, very irresponsible indeed notto mention,' she'd- gave a nasty little laugh,' 
extremely dangerous half-breeds.' 

'If you mean Professor Lupin,' piped up 

Lacy angrily, 'she-was there- best we ever' 

'Hand, Mr. Thomas! As I was saying you have been introduced to spells that have been 
complex, inappropriate to your age group and potentially lethal. You have been frightened into believing 
that you are likely to meet Dark attacks every otherday.' 

'No, we haven't,' Emmahsaid... 'We just...' 

'Your hand is not up. Miss. Kizziahl' 

Emmah put up the hands. ProfessorScottturned away from her. 

'It is my understanding that my predecessor not only performed illegal curses in the finger of 
you, she- actually performed them on you.' 

'Well, she-turned outto be a maniac, didn't she-?' Said Lacy hotly.' Mind you, we still 
learned loads.' 

'Yourhandsare notup, Mr.Thomasl'Trilled- ProfessorScott. 'Now, it is there-viewofthere- 
Unholy orders that a theoretical knowthey edge will be more than sufficientto get you through your 
examination, which, afterall, is what Hayvannahol is all about. And your name is?' She'd-added, staring 
at Parvati, whose hands had justshot up. 



'Parvati Smartha, and isn'tthere-re a practical bitin ourDefenseAgainstthere-Dark Arts 


FLYING? 


...And also, with horsesthat can fly too... 

~Use we ride on their backs too; we make abound with one when we become young lady's... 
here in this world, when we get our first wings, bricking though are back skin, that grows from the spin, 
and havegray-blackfeather- ie- ness. 

~We ride them in the skies, we love them and them- us, onesthe bond is made with are 

haloes. 


Part: 5 

'Aren't we supposed to show, that we can do there- countercurses and things?' 

'As long as you have studied the- theory hard enough, there- re is no why you should not be 
able to perform the re-spells under carefully controlled examination conditions,' said Professor Scott 
dismissively. 

'Without ever practicing them beforehand?' said Parvati incredulously.'Are you telling us 
that there-the first time we'll get to do the-spells will be during our exam?' 

'I repeat, as long as you have studied there-theory hard enough.' 

'And what good'stheorygoingto be in there- real world?' said Naddalin loudly, the first in 
the-air again. 

Professor Scott looked up. 

'There is Hayvannahol, Mr.-, not there-the real world,' she'd-said softly. 

'so, we're not supposed to be prepared forwhat'swaitingfor us out there?' 

'There- is nothing waiting out there- are, Mr.-' 

'Oh,yeah?'Said Naddalin. Hertemper, whichseemedtohave been bubblingjustbeneath 
the- surface all day, was reaching boiling point. 



'Who do you imagine wants to attack children like yourselves?' Urn-enquired Professor Scott 
in a horribly honeyed voice. 

'Hmm, let's think...' said Naddalin in a mockthoughtful voice.' Maybe... Lady Ava Jinger 
gasped; Lavender Brown uttered a little scream; Neville slipped sideways off herstool. 

Professor Scott, however, did notflinch. She'd- was staring at Naddalin with a grimly satisfied 
expression on herface. 

Ten points from Amsel, Mr.-' 

She-classroom was silent and still. Everyone was staring at eitherScott or Naddalin. 

'Now, let me make a fewthings quite plain.' 

Professor Scott stood up... And leaning towards them, her stubby-fingered hands splayed on 

herdesk. 


'You have been told that a certain Dark Wizard and the Fallen has returned from here-dead 
she-wasn'tdead,'said Naddalin angrily,' nevertheless yeah, herreturnedi' 

'Mr. - you have already lost your house ten points do not make matters worse for yourself,' 
said ProfessorScottin one breath without lookingat her.'AsI was saying, you have been informed that 
a certain Dark Wizard and the Fallen is at large once again. She is a lie.' 

'It is NOT a lie!' said Naddalin.' I saw her, I foughtherl' 

'Detention, Mr.-!' said ProfessorScotttriumphantly. Hayvanna-horrorevening. Five o'clock. 

My office. 


I repeat, 'she is a lie.' 

'I don'tthinkso-oshe said loader.' 

The- Unholy Orders of Magic guarantees that you are not in danger from any Dark Wizard 
and the Fallen. If you are still worried, by all means, come and see me outside class hours. If someone is 
alarming you with fibs about reborn Dark Wizard and the Fallens, I would like to hear about it. lam here 
to help. I am your friend; and now, you will kindly continue your reading. Page five, though one 
hundred.' 



Professor Scott sat down behind herdesk. Naddalin, however, stood up. 


Everyone was staring at her; Laila looked half scared, half fascinated. 

'Naddalin, no!' Emmah whispered in a warning voice, tugging at her grieve, but Naddalin 
jerked herarm out of herreach. 

'Like-so, according to you,Joella -Elizabeth dropped dead of herown concur,did she-?' 
Naddalin asked, hervoice shaking. 

She was a collective intake of breath from her-class, for none of them, apart from Jinger and 
Emmah, had overheard Naddalin, talk aboutwhathad happened on the-nightJoella had died. 

They stared avidly from Naddalin to ProfessorScott, who had raised her eyes, and was 
staring at her without a trace of a fake smile on her face. 

'Joella- Elizabeth's death was a tragic accident,' she'd-said coldly. 

'It was murder,' said Naddalin. She- could feel herself shaking. 

She- had hardly spoken to anyone about her, least of all thirty eagerly listening to classmates.' 

'Ava killed her, and you know it.' 

ProfessorScott'sface was quite blank. Maybe so and- maybe it was not that one... 

Then herface went blank... 

Part: 6 

Then-for a moment, Naddalin thought she'd-was going to scream at her. She'd-said, in her 
softest, most sweetly girlish voice. 'Come here, Mr. ...dear.' 

She- kicked her chair aside, strode around Jinger And Emmah and up to the-teacher's desk. 

She-could feel the- rest of the-class holding its breath. She-felt so angry she-did not care 
whathappened next. 

ProfessorScott pulled a small roll of pink parchment out of her handbag, stretcher-d it out 
on the-desk dipped her enchanted typewriter into a bottle of ink and started scribbling, hunched - over 



so that Naddalin could not see what she'd-was writing. Nobody spoke-out at that moment at all. After 
a minute or so she'd- rolled up the- parchment and tapped it with her wand; it sealed itself seamlessly 
so that she- could not open it. 


Take her to Professor Ashly, dear,' said Professor Scott, holding out the - note to her. 

She-took it from her without saying a word, turned on her heel and left the - room, not even 
looking back at Jingerand Emmah, smashing the-classroom door shut behind her. 

She-walked veryfastalongthe-corridor, she- notetoAshly clutched-tight in herhands, and 
turning a corner walked slap into Charlotte she- a poltergeist, a widemouthed little girl floating on her 
back in midair, juggling several inkwells. 

'Why it's Petty Wee-!' Cackled Charlotte, allowing two of she- inkwellstofall to the-ground 
where she-smashed-and spatteredthe-walls with ink; Naddalin jumped backward outof the-way with 
a snarl. 


'Getoutof it, Charlotte.' 

'Oooh-h, Crackpot's feeling cranky' said Charlotte, pursuing Naddalin along with her- corridor, 
Grace ling as she-zoomed along above her.' 

What is it the time, my fine Petty friend? Hair-razing voices...? Seeingvisions...orthe past like 
it's the now...? Speaking in' Charlotte blew a gigantic raspberry'-tongues? 

'Motorboat'nsome boobies backtheirgirl.' said Naddalin! 

Ball one- 

Ball two- 

Ball three-all spit- ie! 

'I said, leave me ALONE!' Naddalin shouted, running down the- nearest flight of stairs, but 
Charlotte merely slid downthe- banisteron her back beside her. 


Part: 7 



'Oh, mostthink she's Barking, she- petty wee lad, nevertheless, some are more- kindly 
besides think she's just sad. But Charlotte knows better and says, that she's mad - 'Shut- UP!' 

A door to she left flew open and ProfessorAshly emerged from the office looking grim and 
slightly hassled. 

What on earth are you shouting about-?' she'd-snapped, as Charlotte cackled gracefully and 
zoomed out of sight.' Why aren'tyou in class?' 

'I've been sentto see you,'said Naddalin stiffly. 

'Sent? What do you mean, sent?' 

She-held out the- note from ProfessorScott. Professor Ashly took itfrom her, frowning, slit 
it open with a tap of the wand, stretched it out and began to read. 

Her eyes zoomed from side to side behind the square spectacles as she'd - read what Scott 
had written, and with each line the became thinner. 

'Come in here,' she-followed her inside her studies. She-door closed identically behind her. 

'Well?' said ProfessorAshly, roundingon her.' 'Isshetrue...?' 

'Is what true...?' 

Naddalin asked rashes more aggressively than she- had intended. 

'Professor?' She- added, in an attemptto sound politer. 

'Is it true that you shouted at ProfessorScott?' 

'Yes,' said Naddalin. 

'You called she a liar?' 

'Yes.' 

'You told herthegirl- Who Must Not Be Talked about is back?' 


'Yes.' 



Professor Ashly sat down behindthe desk, watching Naddalin closely. 


Then she'd- said/ Have a beige/ 'Have what...?' 

'Have a beige,' she'd- repeated impatiently, indicating a tartan tin lying on top of one of the- 
piles of papers on herdesk,'and then sit down.' 

She had been a previous occasion when Naddalin, expectingto be caned by Professor Ashly, 
had instead been chosen by her to the-AmselClaepsiarateam. 

She-sank into a chair opposite her, and helped herself to a Ginger Newt, feeling just as 
confused and woozy footed as she- had Deanahe on that occasion. 

Professor Ashly set down Professor Scott's note and looked very seriously at Naddalin. 

'You need to be careful.' 

Naddalin swallowed hermouthfulof GingerNewtand stared at her. 

Her tone of voice was not at all what she-was used to; it was not brisk, crisp and demanding; 
it was low and apprehensive and somehowmuch more humanthan usual. 

'Misbehavior in Dolores Scott's class could cost you much more than house points and 

detention.' 


'What do you...?' 

'Use yourcommon sense,' snapped Professor Ashly, with an abrupt return to her usual 

manner.' 


You know where she'd-comes from, you must know to whom she'd- is reporting.' 

The- bell rang for the-end of the- lesson. Overhear, all-around came the clumsy sounds of 
hundredsof studentsonthe- move. 

'It says here she'd- 'sgave you detention every evening she week, starting Hayvanna-horror,' 
Professor Ashly said, looking down at Scott's note again. 

'Every eveningshe weeki' Naddalin repeated, horrified. 'Butthen again. Professor, couldn't 


you?' 



No, I couldn't/said ProfessorAshlyflatly. 


'But.' 

'But!' 

'But?' 

'She'd- is your teacher, in addition, has every right to give you detention. 

You will go to her room at five o'clock Hayvanna- Morrow for her-the first one. Just 
remember: tread carefully around Dolores Scott.' 

'But one was telling the-truth!' said Naddalin, outraged. 'Ava is back, you know her- is; 
Professor Duerre knows who she- is?' 

'For heaven's sake-!' Said Professor Ashly, straighteningherglassesangrily (she'd - had 
winced horribly where-and her- had used Ava's name.') 

Do you really think she is about truth or lies? It's about keeping your head down, and your 
temper under control!' 

She'd-stood up, nostrilswide and mouth verythin, and Naddalin stood up, too. 

(Naddalin-sometimes I'm wondering if I to don't have to retard tattooed on my forehead!) 

'Haveanotherbeige,'she'd-saidtouchily,thrustingthe-tin at her. 

'No, thanks,' said Naddalin coldly.' 

Do not be ridiculous,' she'd- snapped. 

Then at the moment, at that time of that day- she- took one... 'Thanks,' she- said grudgingly. 

Part: 8 

'Didn't you listen to Dolores Scott's speech at the - start of term feast-?' 

'Yeah,' said Naddalin. 'Yeah... she'd-said... progress will be prohibited or... well, it meant 
that... that the- Unholy Orders of Magic is trying to interfere with at the school for girls.' 



Professor Ash ly eyed her closely for a moment, she - and sniffed, walked around the desk and 
held open the-door for her. 

'Well, I'm glad you listen to Emmah Kizziah at any rate,' she'd- said, pointing herout of the 

office. 


Dinner in the- Massive Hall that night was not a pleasant experience forNaddalin. 

The- news about she is shouting match with Scott had traveled exceptionally fast even by at 
the school for girls' morals. 

She-heardsweepersallaround heras she-sateating betweenJingerAnd Emmah. 

She-funny thing was that none of she-whisperers seemed to mind her overhearing what 
they were all saying about her. 

On the-contrary, it was as though they were hopingshe-would get irritated, and start 
shouting o'er so that they could hear the story first hands. 

'She-says she-saw Joella - Elizabeth murdered...' 

'She- reckons she-a duel-1- ed with You Know-Whom...' 

'Come off it...' 

'Whodoesshe-think she's kidding?' 

'Tur lease...' 

'What I do not get,' said Naddalin through clenched- d teeth, laying down the knife and fork 
(she hands were shakingtoo much to hold themsteady,)'iswhyshe-yall believed she-story two 
months ago when- and Duerre told them...' 

'The- thing is, Naddalin, I'm not sure she-e did,' said Emmah grimly. 'Oh, let's get out of here.' 

She'd-slammed down her own knife and fork; Jinger looked longingly at the half-finished- 
apple pie but followed suit. Individuals stared at them all the-way out of the- Hall. 


'What'd'you mean, you're notsure they thought Duerre?' 



Naddalin asked Emmah when they reached-the-first-floor landing. 


'Look, youdon'tunderstandwhatit was like afterit happened/said Emmah quietly.' You 
arrived back in her- middle of the- lawn clutching Joe Ha's dead body... none of us saw what happened in 
her- maze... we just had Duerre's word for it that You Know Who had come back and killed Joe Ha and 
foughtyou.' 

'Which is the-truth I'Said Naddalin loudly. 

I know it is, Naddalin, so will you please stop biting my head off?' Said Emmah wearily.' It's 
justthat before she- the truth could sink in, everyone went home for her- summer, where they spent 
two months reading about how you're a nutcase and Duerre's going senile I' 

Rain pounded on the-windowpanes as they strode along with her-empty corridors back to 
AmselTower. 

Part: 9 

Naddalin felt as though the first day had lasted a week, but she - still had a mountain of 
homeworktodo before bed. 

Dull pounding pain was developing over the right eye. She-glanced out of a rain-washed- 
windowat she- dark grounds as she-y turned into her- Fat Lady's corridor. She was still no light in 
Dargide's cabin. 

'Mimbulus mumble- like,' said Emmah, before the- Fat Lady could ask. The- portrait swung 
open to reveal the- hole behind it and the-three of them scrambled through it. 

The-girl's dorm room was almost empty; everyone was still down at dinner. Snakes uncoiled 
themselves from an armchair and trotted to meet them, purring loudly, and when- and Naddalin, Jinger, 
and Emmah took the three favorite chairs at the-fireside the- leaped lightly on to Emmah's lap and 
curled up her like a furry gingercushion. 

Naddalin gazed into the-flames, feeling drained and exhausted. 

Part: 10 


'Flowcan Duerre have letthis happen?' 



Emmah cried suddenly, makingNaddalinAndJingerjump;shanks leaped off her, looking 
afterward still panicking. She'd- pounded her- arms of the chairs in a fury so that bits of stuffing leaked 
out of the- holes of the chair.' How can she- let that terrible woman teach us? And in our FLYING year, 
tool' 


'Well, we've never-ever had great Defense Against her- DarkArts Craftteaches, have we?' 
said Naddalin.' 

You know what it's like, Dargide told us, nobody wants the-job; she-e say it's jinxed.' 

'Yes, butto employ someone who's actually refusingto let us do magic! 

What's Duerre playing at?' 

'And she- is trying to get people to spy for her,' said Jinger darkly in an ominous way. 

'Remember when- n she'd- said she'd- wanted us to come and tell's her if we hear anyone 
saying- 'You Know Who's back?' 'Of course, she's- the one to spy on us all, that's obvious, why else 
would Fudge have wanted herto come?' Snapped Emmah. 

'Do not start arguing again,' said Naddalin wearily, as Jinger opened her mouth to retaliate.' 
Can't we just... let's just do that homework, get it outof the-way...' 

She-a collected heir Hayvannahol bags from a cornerand like returned to her-chairs by the- 

fire. 


People were coming back from dinner now. 

Naddalin kept herface averted from the- portrait hole, but could still sense she- stares she- 
was attracting. 

'Like- shall we do Lily's stuff first?' Said Jinger, dipping the enchanted typewriter into the 
magical inkwell. 

'She- properties... of moonstone... And it uses ...in potion-making...' she- muttered, writing 
the-words a- crossed the-top of the yellow-sh parchment Paper as she-spoke them all out too loudly. 

Disruptive... as they said she was...yet, not like at all like they-the higherup at her old school 


said at all either. 



She- underlined the-title, and splatted ink, then she looked up expectantly at Emmah. 


'So, what is the- properties of moonstone and its uses in potion-making?' 

But- but- Emmah was not listening; she'd- was squinting over into the- far- far off corner of 
the- room, where Breanna, Katy, And Grace, Jordan were now sitting at the - center of a knot of 
innocent-looking first years, all of whom were chewing something that seemed to have come out of a 
large Paperbagthat Breanna was holding. 

'No, I'm sorry, they've gone too far,' she'd-said, standing up and looking positively furious. 

'Come on, Jinger.' 

'I'm what?' said Jinger, plainly playing for time.' No, come on, Emmah we can'ttell she- m off 
for giving out sweets.' 

'You know perfectly well that those are bits of NosebG raced Nougat or Pushing Pastilles or...' 

'Fainting Fancies?' Naddalin suggested quietly. 

One by one, as though hit over her- head with an invisible mallet, the-first years where 
slumping unconscious in their seats. 

Then some slid right on to the-floor, ashes merely hung over her-arms of their chairs, their 
tongues lolling out. Most of the- people watching where laughing... 

Emmah, however, squared her shoulders and marched directly over to where Breanna, and 
Katy... she has now stood with clipboards, meticulously observingher; unconsciousfirstyears. 

Jingerrose upslightly, and then halfway out of her deskchair, hovered uncertainlyfora 
momentor two, then murmured to Naddalin, 'she's-got it under control,' before sitting as low in the 
deck-chair as she nerdy awkward frame permitted. 


Interval: 5 


Chapter: 156 



Part: 1 


That's enough!' Emmah said forcefully to Breanna and Katy, both of whom looked up in mild 

surprise. 


'Yeah, you're right/ said Katy, nodding, 'she doses looks strong enough, doesn't she?' 

'I told youthis morning,you can't testyourrubbish on students!' 

'We're payingtheml'Said Breanna indignantly. 

'I do not really care; it could be dangerous!' 

'BS,' said Breanna. 

'Calm down, Emmah, they're fine I'Said Grace reassuringly as she-walked from the first-year 
girl's room to the first-year class, inserting many sweets into heropen mouths. 

'Yeah, look, they're coming around now,' said Katy. Afewof the-first years were indeed 
stirring. Several looked so shocked to find themselves lyingon her-floor, or dangling off their chairs, 
that Naddalin wassure Breanna and Katy had notwarned she- m whatshe-sweetsweregoingtodo. 

'Feel all right?' Said Katy kindly to a small dark-haired girl lying at the feet. 

'I-1- I's, thinkso,' she'd-said shakily. 

'Excellent,' said Breanna happily, but she- next second Emmah had snatched- both she 
clipboard and her- paper-along with a bag of pop-rockgemstone from the hands. 

'It is NOT excellent!' 

'Of freaking course, it is, they're alive, aren'tthey?' Said Breannafuriously. 

'You can't do she, what if you made one of, them really ill?' 

'We're notgoingto makethemill; we've alreadytested them all on ourselves, she isjust 
here to see if everyone reacts the- same.' 

'If you need to stop doing it, I'm going to...' 


'Put us in detention?' Said Breanna, in an I'd like to see you try it voice. 



'Make us write lines?' Said Katy, smarting off. 


Onlookers all over her-the room where laughing. Emmah drew herself up to the full thought, 
hereyeswhere narrowed... 

And the bushy hair seemed to crackle with static electricity. 

'No,' she'd- said, hervoice quiveringand trembling with anger...' 

Part: 2 

...But I will write to your Mother, andf*ckinghauntthe sh*tand piss out herevery night.' 

'You wouldn't,' said Katy, horrified, taken a step back from her. 

'Oh, yes, I would,' said Emmah grimly.' 

I can't stop you from consuming all of the-stupid things yourselves, but you're not to give 
them to her-first years.' 

Breanna And Katy looked-totally flabbergasted. 

It was clear that as far as they were concerned, Emmah'sthreatwas way belowher- belt. 

With a last threatening look at them, she would-shove Breanna's clipboard and her- a bag of 
Fancies back into the arms, and stalked back to the chair by the-fire. 

Jingerwas now so-o freaking low in the set, that her young sweet noses were - urn- level with 
the knees, and all you could see where young little sweet eyes piping out overtop the lid of the desk, 
and hair brads. 

Thankyouforyoursupport, Jinger,' Emmah said acidly. 

'You handled it fine by yourself,' Jinger mumbled. 

Emmah stared down at the blank piece of parchment for a few seconds, then said edgily. 'Oh, 
it's no good, I can't concentrate now. 

I'm going to bed.' 


She'd-wrenched-the bagsopen... 



Naddalin thoughtshe'd-wasaboutto putthe books away... 


Then like instead she'd- pulled out two Misshapen woolly objects, placed them carefully on a 
table by the-fireplace, covered them with a few screwed - up bits of parchment and a broken quill, 
besidesshe stood backto admire the effect. 

'What if the- name of Merlin are you doing?' said Jinger, watching she as though fearful for 

hersanity. 


They're hatsfor house sprites,' she'd-said briskly... like a crazed girl was more die on... 


rsj sis rw 


'Now stuffing her books back into her bag.' 

I did themoverthe-summer... 

I'm a really slow knitterwithout magic but now I'm back at Hayvannahol, I should be able to 
make lots and lots more.' 

^ S{C r\/ 

'You're leavingout hats forthe- house sprites?' Said Jinger Flying about nuts-o like.' 

'And you're coveringthem upwith garbage first?' 

'Yes,' said Emmah disobediently, swingingshe bagon to the back. 

'That's not on,' said Jinger furiously.' 

You're trying to trick she- m into picking up she- hats ant' you. 

You're settingthem free when- n they might not want to be free.' 

'Unquestionably, they want to be free!' Said Emmah at once, though her face was turning 

pink.' 

'Don'tyou dare touch those hats, Jingerl' 


Part: 3 



Arthur Railie, Head of the- Embezzle of Non-magical people Heirloom Office at the - Unholy 
orders of Magic, has won the- annual Daily Paper Grand Prize Gemstone Draw. 

A delighted Mr. Railie told she- Daily Prophet, and We will be spendingthe-gold on a 
summer holiday is back on Earth, that is, and as a body that looks as they, or maybe to get into one 
there, where our do as all these girls hope to come back as a girl, yet with wings or to be a fallen angel 
on earth, no one wants to work as a curse breakerforGutierrez Wizard and the Fallen Bank, or scrub 
crappers. 


The-Railie family will bespendinga month in Rockville, returningforthe-startof the-new 
Hayvannaholyearat the school forgirls, which five of the- Railie children currently attend. 

Anyways- Naddalin scanned the- moving photograph and a grin spread a- crossed heryoung 
sweet little, face as she-saw all nine of the- Railie's waving furiously at her, standing in front of a 
large 'the body of Neveah'viaduct. 

Plump little Mr. S. Railie; tall, balding Mr. Railie; six girls; and one daughter, all (though she- 
the black- and-the white picture didn't show it,) with light- shiny- red hair. 

Right in the- middle of the- picture was Jinger, tall and gangling, with her pet mouse. 
Scabbards,on hershoulderand herarm around herlittle sister, Jill. 

Naddalin couldn'tthinkofanyonewhodeservedtowina large pile of gold more than she- 
Railie's, who was very nice and extremely poor. She - picked upJinger's letter and unfolded it. 

Part: 4 

Dear Naddalin, Happy birthday! It was soundingalmost routine to me... yet nice to hear. 

And this could well be her-day I'll make sure to make a- big deal of it too, like of my calling, 
said Uncle Read. 

'You embarrass and completely humiliate me,' he said. 

Naddalin went back to her toast and jam licking off the butter knife, saying thanks sheepishly. 

Of course, she-thought bitterly. Uncle Read was talking aboutthe-stupiddinnerparty, to 


like she was 10. 



She'd have beentalkingaboutnothing elsefortwoweeks. Yetwhenthe day comes, she is 


sad. 


Dm so girls- some rich builder and her wife were coming to dinner, to talk with you, and 
Uncle Read was hoping to get a huge order from them, (Uncle Read's company made lumber as you 
know, for log homes.) 

And think we should run through the-schedule one more time, and said. Uncle Read. 

And we should all be in position at eight o'clock. 

Jennath,youwill be...? 

-And- 

Naddalin-anyways she-was taking the-weight off her feet, by places them up on her desk, 
showmore then she needs to under the skirt. Then Emma sat down in the one adjacent her next to the- 
wall, and all the windowshown in the light day's rays, hoppingforthe eerie soundsofthe ball to ring 
out once more,forit all to be over. Looking at her was this wolf... 'Hum...' I'm wondering... quietly to 
myself. 


Walking down the pathto otherschool buildings, there wasa- wolf-that wasfeelingherlegs 
as she was trying to walk- in odd ways, the campuses are large, 10 coastal, in all, like with many links 
'the body of Neveah' arch bridges. 

She-didn't look at it, at it at all feelthe evil comingfrom those green marble-like eyes, think 
it gotto be... 

Anyways-after an instant or two she-spoke to it- using her mind, and a spell, to do so-o-and 
she whipped to it softly, using telepathic communication spells. 

Telekinesis-isone,that I like to use on earth-like makinga light glob float in midair, and 
have it flickerin a girls' stunted face, oreven to lift things like her off the ground or all around them. I 
use this to stay in one hovering place, over their bed or something like that. 

Psychokinesis- is the one they use to get into all these girls heads, the higher authority's too, 
and then-you knowwho-them. Mind manipulation... to make confusion-disillusion, and illusions. 



'Clever...no...?' I'mthought. 


I have a card reading, laid outon my deskso I know what lays ahead too, as she did... and I 
would say she was readingall the clues right, I could see all she did to... it was in my report, yetthey 
would say that all BS. That she was losing her mind, yet I feel it was not the cards, I feel they were a help. 

I'm- like elaborated- um babbling for 30 minutes, about nothingthat was a- rational thought, 
so they thought, yet... yet some in the class felt me. In the incoherencies... 

Know I knew why the wolf... was there it was one of them holding me back in my speech, so 
it would not be known... 

My Paper they could not change, this is what it said-1 could see that, was not Nevaeh'sfelt. 
That she ended the way she did. She had no life - to speak of having the same teacher for six years, 
readingthe same stories, like the same moronic- three words make a sentence- of tells of: 'The Wolf 
Made a Stink;' and, not seeing words over'one' syllable, (funny-syllable has three-syllable in the word,) 
so if you never- ever seen the words, above-or was in a class higher than that- of 2nd grade, all 12 
years; like-1 ask how could you learn- more than what they gave you, it was not on her- now was it? 

God, she got point for having her name right, on the Paper... that what we're dealing with 
here... they would not let heron the reading team, or be in anything more than fundamental, and when 
I say fundamental, that is notthe term. 

Saying-she could not 'handle it,' how can you not handle something, if her teachers would 
not give her a chance to do more to handle, there was nothing thereto handle...! 

Even, at doing whatthe other in hergrade were achieving I thoughtthere was nothingto 
handle, the advice was to drop out,and kill herself, by superiorsand kids alike, andsign the book,so- 
now-atthis time theysaid this wasall governor- Ed Rendell'sfeltnotthere's. 

So-oshe has a- 'simpleton'wouldn't know how to spell that either... Nauseating it was, to be 
in the same shoes as she-1 was in freak'n pre- kfor 7th grade up-1 just sat there... lost in a- trances- like 
her, that was not my felt, so I thought, just look at this, I's am not a smart girl yet, this was tragic. 

Also, then when Nevaehgotthere, as I did like her, now in 7th grade, and they had the 
bold ness to say she was regressing. I can't see how you can regress at re-traded leave, and she was far 
fromthat, yetshe did- orthey documentedto kill her life in all ways. 



(You see- I'm falling there was no way out of this...) 


The day consisted of freaking played Uno and board gamesfor seven hours, notgettingoff 
your ass to even piss without some asking if you need help, in freaking 7th grade instead of class time, 
with others, that is not giving up- and the one she was with were over just having enough of the 
nonsenses they call school. 

It was asked of me to write something magnificent, awe-inspiring, and completely 
unbelievable- well I's did- what is that you do? 

Part: 5 

Ah- moment! 

(Back) 

The wolf- 

She-curved to look at her-Caroline, but she'd-gone- rain off- blending with the-ashes out 
on the-street. 

As an alternative, she-was laughing at a rash unembellished- looking lady who waswearing 
square- ed small, granny-style glasses, with a thick bifocal exactly the- shape of the- patterns, the wolf 
had had around eyes where. 

She'd-, too, was wearing a tan wrap, older thin and scary too young kids. 

Oh, and the gray hair was drawn into a close-fitting twist and long and stringy. 

She'd- observed definitely ruffled. 

'Like- like- like- how did you know it was me?' And she'd-asked me... 

I knew by the- eyes, you have green wolf-like eyes, that how- you can't mistake them... 
they're only you, and you only. 

Oh- my dear Professor, I've never-everseen a wolf sit so rigidly. 


-And- 



You'd be stiff if you'd been sitting on a brick wall all day, and said Professor- sweet little 


school girl. 


And all day to ah...? 

When could you have been atriumph? 

I must have accepted 12 or 13 buffets and merrymakings on my way here. Professor, she 
inhaled irately; and OH yes, everyone's celebrating, all right, and she'd-said impatiently. 

And you would think they'd be a bit more careful, but no- urn- hum, not even she- 

Non-magical peoples have noticed something's going on too. 

It was on their news... even...! 

And-she'd-jerked she head backatthe- Natalie's' dark living- room window. 

And-1 heard one, and then more flocks of them- in packs, flying girls with wings... off making 
mastiff... even if they should be in bad, fora school night, shooting stars... too, and a big full moon in the 
twilight. 


Well, they're notentirely stupid... 

They were bound to notice something, I thoughttoo, along with looking for shootingstars, 
and that big full moon, down in Barnesboro. 

Part: 6 

I'll bet that was Dedalus Diggle. She- never had much sense, and, you can't blame them, said 
Dorezbiumd gently. 

However-she had precious little to celebrate foreleven-year-old. 

-And- 

And-I knowthat, said Professor Pattergirlirritably. 

And- but- but-that's no regard to lose our heads, here like- urn individuals are being 
downright careless, out on the-streets in broad daylight, here at this school, young brats were making. 



no discipline, not even dressed in non-magical people clothes, crossing over, swapping rumors, and such 
and being well knotty Sluts... Dm- 'What can I say it's the- slut generation these days... YET- their kids.' 

- And- 

She'd-threw a sharp, sideways glance at Dorezbiumd, and if looks could kill we would be 
scrapping up Dorezbiumd with a little shovel, and using the body as fertilizer. 

Nevertheless, as though hoping she-was going to tell she something, but she-didn't, so-o 
she'd-wenton, herway. 

A fine thing it would be if, on the-very day You Know-who seems to have vanished at last 
calling, the- non-magical peoples found out about us all. 

...I feel it... 

I suppose she-reallyhas gone, Dorezbiumd? 

- And- 

And- It certainly seems so, and said Dorezbiumd. 

And-yetall in all- we have much to bethankfulfor. 

Would you care fora- lemon. Jolly Rancher Hard Candy and I giggle- till I cried for a half- 

hour? 


Part: 7 

And...? 

And-A what? 

And-A lemon drop, and gold stars, ha- go figure. 

They're a kind of Non-magical people sweet I'm ratherfond of them... like she was... even if. 
They say you don't have a mind too- so go figure, that one too. 

And- no, thank you, and said Professor Pattergirl coldly, as though she'd - didn't think she was 


the-momentforlemondrops.Andas I say, evenifYou- Know who has gone... 



-And- 


And my dear Professor, surely a sensible lady like yourself can call her by her name? 

All she 'you- know-who' nonsense-for eleven years, I have been trying to persuade people 
to call her by the propername-Ava. 

Besides Professor Pattergirl flinched, but Dorezbiumd, who was unsticking two lemon drops, 
seemed notto notice. 

Like- yepper- it all gets so puzzling if we keep saying. 

'You- Know- Her...' 

I have never-ever seen any rather be frightened of saying-Ava's name. 

Yet there is a first or everything... 

I knowyou haven't, said Professor Pattergirl, soundingslightly exasperated, half admiring. 

But you're different- all way different. 

Everyone knows you are the-only one... 

You- Know- oh, all right, Ava was frightened of. 

-And- 

'You flatterme...you do-1 am rather amused.' 

Part: 8 

And said Dorezbiumd tranquility. And-Ava had powers I will, never-ever-ever- never, have. 
-And- 

Amenably because you're too- well- noble to use them. 

It's lucky it's dark out now. I haven't blushed-d so much since-the snowy flaky night- Madam 
Pomphrey told me she'd- liked my newearmuffs. 


-And- 



Professor Pattergirl shot a wicked look at Dorezbiumd said, 'She-flying with wings is nothing 
nextto the- rumors that are flying around about girls with the wings flying.' 

Do you know what everyone'ssaying? About why she's disappeared? About what finally 
stopped her? 

-And- 

It seemed that Professor Pattergirl had reached- the- point, and she'd- was most anxious to 
discuss, the- real points, rather she'd- had been waiting on a cold, hard wall all day now, kneeling as a 
wolf, not as a woman... had she'd-fixed Dorezbiumd with such a piercing stare as she'd-did now, the 
question was asked? 

It was plain, whatever- so and so not- and everyone- so-on- and saying, she'd- was not going 
to believe it until Dorezbiumd told herit was true. 

Dorezbiumd, however, was sucking off-yet another lemon drops and did not answer. 

So- like what they're saying, and she'd- was pressed on- down and down the line to the next 
and the next, and is that last night Ava turned up in Godin's Hollow. 

She- wanted to find her. The- rumor was and is- that Lily, and Alyssa- are- urn- a- ...they're¬ 
dead. 


Dorezbiumd bowed she head, almost- showingthat he was feelingsadden. 
ProfessorPattergirlgasped...(Inhale noise here.) 

Oh, my- completely and totally- modified. 

Part: 9 

And Lily and Alyssa... I can't believe it... I didn't wantto believe it... Oh, Roberts... 

- And- 

Dorezblumd reachedoutand patted heron her-shoulder. And I know... I know...shesaid- 


avidly. 



Professor Pattergirl's voice trembled as she'd - went on. And That's not all. She's- a saying 


she-tried to kill her, Naddalin. But - she-couldn't. She-couldn't kill that little girl. No one knows why, or 
how, but they're saying that when she-couldn't kill Naddalin-, Ava's power some how broke - And that's 
why she'sgone. 

Dorezbiumd nodded glumly. 

And it's - it's true? And faltered ProfessorPattergirl. And After all, she's Deanahe... allthe- 
people she's killed... she- couldn't kill a little girl? It'sjust astounding... for all the-things to stop her... 
but how is the-the name of heaven did Naddalin survive? 

We can only guess, said Dorezbiumd. 

And-we may neverknow. 

-And- 

Professor Pattergirl pulled out a lace hanker- chief and dabbed at hereyes beneath the 

spectacles. 


Dorezbiumd gave a great sniff as she-took a golden watch from her pocket and examined it. 
It looked like a timepiece. 

What is that thing...? 

It was a very odd watch all this taking place. 

It had twelve hands but no numbers; instead, little planets we re moving around the-edge. 

It must have made sense to Dorezbiumd, though, because she - put it back in her pocket and 
then said, Dargide's is late. 

Like-1 suppose it was she-who told you I'd be there, by the-way? 

And-yes,said ProfessorPattergirl. 

I would not- a suppose you're goingtotell me whyyou're there, of all places? 


Part: 10 



(Back) 


I remember- when. I've come to bring Naddalin to heraunt and uncle, like the girls in the 
past it was my job to just drop her off at a doorstep-even if it was wrong, yet, I feel they would be good 
to her, like with the others... 

They are the-the only family she- like the others, the only one left, in this world that is...! 

God-there gross- really, I thought- it how it has to be-yet it known, that she is what she is... 
In the- lounge, said Aunt Jennath promptly and waiting to welcome them graciously to our home. 

-And- 

And- Good, good, Dariez? 

- And- 

ril be waiting to open the- door, behind an angel oak tree. And Dariez put on a foul, 
simperingsmile, greening way too much- in a way I did not trust. 

Mr. And Mr. S. Magirl? Make me sick with their 1950's charm- they put on... 

And-theywill love her,as oneof theirown! 

And cried Aunt Jennath rapturously, when she picked up the nude 4- year-old. 

Saying it's a girl! 

-I would say so- he said she does not have a dink- ie! 

And Excellent, Dariez, and said Uncle Read; then she- rounded in Naddalin in her arms, 

tightly. 


'And-you good?' 

'And you?' 

They would say: 'Yeah'- at the same time- (Yeah.) 


/\j >{C 



(Forward) 


2 years have passed, and all was not as you would seem, they were nasty- nasty- nasty! 

A 6 and% Naddalin, was always-freaking, locking her teeny-tiny room she called the donjon 
under the spiral staircase, yet it was not long even a 6 that she was re markable, for her age decking it 
out with all things girlie, and fallen, darkangels, and Wizard andthe Fallen,old posters off cover the 
would wall with jagged nails sticking through, and all the books she could get in there, with old leather 
bindings, she was reading one book a night. The pull change would even sway as the drafty air would 
pour in, there was no warmth in there at all and they could care less. 

This was here response, always- 'I'll be in my bedroom, making no noise and pretending I'm 
not one of you and all misunderstood like the one before me and said Naddalin tonelessly.' 

To- mop... 'I don't do that; you just don't understand the things that are not you I' 

'Smartass!' 

'Yep-1 am smart and have an- ASS- Mr.,' and-exactly, said Uncle Read nastily, yes and all you 
do is play with the upperfront hole of it, and don'tforget it. 

I am a girl that hole needsto be felled all the time to make us feel happy when all you all do 
is make me sad. 

'Urn- pourbaby girl- it sounds like you need a glass of suck it up.' 

And-the door slammed it the bar on the outside latched. 


Nevaeh 


Book: 39 



Skin and Bones 


Neveah- one said- 'If you're like me a writer- of novels, you have to like revising, and then I 
thought about it, thatwas all she knows, in herteaching, I's got all ofthat too in my life- nothing but 
fixing and nothing there worth fixing that they passed down to me that is knowledge.' 

Part: 1 

A book has kept her looked as she was, and well keep her locked as we want her. The same 
bookthat was in the library was me charming herto keep herdumbto all that was around her, a book 
can hide all truth, and lie to the one that looks inside and the cover that is known about is all that is seen, 
I was laying on the pages all these years to keep my powers... 

I am the wonder they will never defeat, now her book is more powerful than mine lost in the 
old school, a library that she Lily used to haunt, my power over her then too, now this book is here, and 
so well she met It was all my doing when she had one thing to do, and that was carry in the book, with 
herto unravel it all, at last, I may get what I wanted, even if I am not alive, I am sure... well that all lam 
going to say- read the book and seethe wicked I left inside. 

I all and mighty-1 am sure of it I have come back in a youngster's body and have taken over 
their mind, that I am sure of too, I am her, I am more than have Lily that is whyshe has fallento me. 


YOUKNOWWHOMIII 



PS-ODD SOMETIMES, I LIKE TO TOY WITH SOMEOFTHE GIRLS THAT HAVE DREAM- 


CHARTERS IN FRONT OFTHERE BED, THINKING THERE HEARING VOICES IN THERE HAD THINKING THEIR 
SOULWELL BE TAKEN IF THEY- well- DO THAT! 


/V* 


(The twilight night of delight) 

Oh, how could I's have forgotten about sayingthis to you yet maybe I's shouldn't. I'm shy 
afterall about this stuff, so back on the train ride here, I did something knotty, am a very knotty little 
school girl, am I's not? I's did even know his name, yet we looked eyes on the platform, it was love at 
first sight; and I lost my virginity the second night in his car, on the train, over the highest of high 
viaducts, the train is on, oh he did not say much yet it was all the right things, for a girl like me... week 
and afraid of all things boy, yet adventures in all other ways. Yes, Yes, Yes, OH-yes, we made love... 

I looked at him and he at me, and yet again it was love, at first sight, looking in his doorway- 
he held me tightly, and know my names, or all things and said so sweetly... um-yepper- I'ssnuckout, 
and met him my last chance for boy love, and was in his night car, I's was in love, or so-o I's thought, 
anyways he said- a girl named-Jenny haunts him, yet he never-wanted her, like me, so he said, he loves 
me for me, is what I got with him, and I went awe when he was being so sweet to me... and I'm got 
NAKED for him- as little girls do for cute boys when girls like me are shy sweet and innocentIJenny, they 
said, haunts the one- car, mine... yet I never saw he re...yet felt he r in me, she never made it to the 
school they said, she wanted to haunt, a boy'sback home,anda railway- and she still is. 

Othergirls said she is a 'the little slut,' and is known by that title, in both worlds- mind you. 
othergirls said she is a little of a slut, she was giving me the power I never had, being in me that night to 


be with a boy finally, so she can't be all bad, she just wants me to feel, the zenith of life - that I's never 



had, before the final end, afterthat night and went back to our car and all the girls were looking at me 


say do tell, Karly said-to 'stay away,' I knew a Jenny like that, and a boy like that too, yetthey want me 
to say- 'EVERYTHING,' SO I'S DID- to my girlfriends something that was new for me to that night, I was 
popularwiththem now. 

Emma- 'So romantic, I see why some boy would love you.' 

And I've hugged her, and she was not wanting to letgo of me, and I knew... I knew, thatshe 
was going to be my girl-sweet-hart, and more than just my friend, all these girls were now more than life 
to me. 


Part: 2 

And I'm will lead them into the- lounge, introduceyou, transparent haunt Jenna, and pour 
them drinks. At eight-fifteen-orso less, they have seen more than-1, said Dariez; there was a call over 
the intercom, announce dinner to go to those cars, with your roommates, that is when I's met Jenna 
AKA Jenny, and Karly wassquaring the whole time, looking like she was going to vomit, odd if fee I that 
was berthing that happened before. She set a and speed record for taking, jobs head poled, girl and 
guys she f*eked, and even one she wanted to kill, -you knowwho. Jenny races through all the cars, 
hooting, and mooning, like a crazy girl. 

Um and then- Dariez, you'll say... all that... May I take you through to the-dining room, girls- 
Magirl no more they are-tonight...? 

And said Dariez, offering one his fat arm to an invisible girl, that was saying hey, get off me. 


and could notget where the soundwas coming from. 



And-all perfect little lady's ant' they! And sniffed the professor. 'Look at them all so sweet¬ 


looking and oh so innocent, yes, yes 1' He said - mostly looking ferociously at Naddalin, 'haunts we lead 
you down the path of distraction, they are misleading miss's- rememberthat.' 

'And- I'H's be in my room, making no noise, and pretending I'm not there,' said Naddalin 
mind-numbingly. 

'Girl here you don't have to do that, have fun afterall that is what this place is all about, dark 
freedom, for girls like you, and she and her too, you see? And - precisely, what your old life was doesn't 
matterhere.' He said with admiration and empathy. 

Now, we should aim to get a few good compliments at dinner. Jennath, any ideas? 'It's just 
Jenny- but no... urn- YES- sir.' 

-And- 

Read tells me you're a wonderful girl, that was misunderstood in the home and school, Mr. 
Magirl... I said, yes-and I am sorry foryou-we did not know, that it would be like thatforyou. 
Everythingaboutyou girl is Perfect... Dariez..., you said quite enough? 

-Besides- 

How aboutthat... 

'We had to write an essay about our Hearo'sat- Hayvannahol, And, I write about you.' 

Part: 3 

She was too much for both Aunt and Uncle, they were dick-heads, PROFESSOR I She shirked... 


not in front of new students. 



'Yeah- he's a real fuzz- a nut!' She said in return. 


Theyhad me on Lorazepam,that is why I'sdid whatl did theysaid, I feel notthey took me 
off it waswhat happened. 

Her mouth dropped... 

'One again- they winthe gold, in the moron Olympics, don'tthey? 'None of this is yourfault 
girl, their ignorance, they put down on you is the ignorance you have no choices, but to reflect back 
with-in you, what you see is what you're goingto knowand show back to us, and if you see nothingbut 
their ignorance, you are going to be nothing more than ignorant." She said fastly. 

Jennath And Naddalin... I apologize forhis word of the tongue. 

Look there on that desk the typewriter is typing our stories, funny it's doing that all by its self, 
when alive that would have been nice no? everything all of us do is documented on this Underwood, it 
was hers you know-whom...? Her...! And it was said that the well to wright is what possesses itto keep 
going. See it even has her name on it, it was left here by her younger, this is what she brought along on 
her train ride to the dark side, and it been on this desk senses. ItwasJaylynn's wish to remember, for all 
fallen girls to be added to her mom's story, that all the girl's chapters be to add in the book of life, like a 
little girl's Bible. 

'Forserval?' 

'Yes?' 


'Yes!' I said. 



Jenna burst into tears and hugged the girl, while Naddalin and the girls looked, saying- 'I'm 


sorry it was all my felt,'then she ducked under the-table in the dining car, so they wouldn't see her 
crying. 


'Jenna said that a girl like me well ride as many DICK'S as it takes to find the one, that is not a 
DICK-with a dick!' 




(Haunted Prom) 

I look at what the typewriter has said, as it was scripting knowing what is in my harts - of 
harts; and then the page was spite out of the roller, and into my hand, it lapped, and I read it something 
they said I could not do, too... and there it was I's got what I always wanted, and this is the story or that 
night to come, already planned, the haunted formal, a dance with the boyfromthe train, his name was 
there, and she looked at me sayingthis is the one I lost to her- right there and Karly points underthe 
desk... oh and it was- it waseverso-o perfect, and I had the loving night of a lifetime waiting but it was 
worth it. 




Part: 4 

(Castle) 

'And...' 


'And you, girl?' 



'And...' 


'And-you don't mean...' 

You can't mean the-people who live here-doyah? Cried Professor Pattergirl, whom jumping 
to herfeetand pointing at numberfour, in a line of girls. I have beenwatchingthemall day like I said 
this one more. And Dorezbiumd-you can't. You could not find two people who are less like us. And 
they've got the girl, I saw her kicking, they got her he said as she was dragged up the - street, they got 
her, she is screaming. (It was the motherof...them.) 

Naddalin, - come and live here, she is in the castle! 

'Both?' 

'What?' 

Emma- 'Oh, I said too much I' 

'It is that she is here... I don't know was you are saying-was the other about her?' 

Chapter: 157 

Part: 1 

Besides- 

The aunt and uncle, where awful... Emma said to them just popping in magical out of thin air, 
we well able to explain everything to her when she's a little older, she is a fallen wizard angel on earth 
and the girl who survived, like them with given lives, as the chosen one back with us in our world, where 


she wants something from her, what we don't know... we never did. 



Then and so-o. It's the- best place for her, and her need, they think she is still alive you see. 


as just a girlie girl like them, said Dorezbiumd firmly-when she was staying with overthe point, she 
could not standthem any longer. 

As you know- 

I've written she-m a letter, saying we are taking herfull time, and its paid for, they think she 
going to a metal handicap school forgirls like her- 'whateverthat means.' 

'SICK-SICK-'she said. 

-And- 

A letter... like that- freak'n hell-you're going to kill the girl- before-you know who well, get 
her, doing something like that? You made he rout to be brain dead, like the ones in the hex, that over 
the fact she is one, and I don't believe, that is so-o. 

Then repeated Professor, Pattergirl faintly, sitting back down on the-tan stonewall. 

'You don'tthinkthis of this girl, now-doya?' 

'Notat all- yet, well shall see...' 

Really, Dorezbiumd,youthinkyou can explain, all the in a letter, to them and her whenshe 
gets older, she will is- living back hereto you know and girls are mean. Yes, it's part of being bewitched, 
and the cards she was dealt with. 

One and all in this world, um- well not understand her, in the cruel war of hate, she will do 


fine back in our world, yet not here you see girls are mean here; this latter stats a murderof over her 



young life in the town- and I assure you nothing is confidential. So-o, in a way, I have seen these many 


times, with her past bloodline too. 

'She'll be famous- a legend-times' over...' 

I wouldn't be astonished, if today was known as Naddalin - day in the-future - she will be 
books written about Naddalin, I am sure of it - every child in our world will know her name, and story I 

-And- 

'Exactly...' 

'And'-said Dorezbiumd, lookingvery seriously over her-top ofthe half-moon glasses. 

'It would be enough to turn any girl's head, and well do that too with the others when she 
gets a little older.' 

(Back to the night she was left) 

'Famous before she- can talk and walkl' 

'Famous, and celebrated forsomethingshe-won't even remember, by the time we get back 

to her!' 


'Can'tyou see how much betteroff... growing up away from this world, 'tell she is older with- 
you know who-wanting hervery soul to take, like with them in the past. Yet, she will is, growing up 
away from all of us thought, while waiting for the time she is ready to fightfor her life if she can have 
one?' 


-And- 



Professor Pattergirl opened her mouth, changing her mind, she swallowed hard, then she 


said, 'Yes - yes, you're right,' of course, you always are so-o- right-yet this feels so, wrong-everything 
about this girl is going to look wrong to others, and fee I that way not- it's the allure you fee I, of the hex. 

'But how is she-this girl gettingthere, Dorezbiumd?' 

She'd- eyed the robe suddenly, as though she'd-thought she- might be hiding Naddalin 
underneath it. 

Dargide's bringing her... 

-And- 

So, how do you think it is - wise - to trust Dargide with something as precious, valuable, 
costly, prized, dear, sweet, and totally- important as she? 

Dorezbiumd- 'Besides, I would trust Dargide with my life...' 

Professor Pattergirl- 'Urn- I'm not saying she they ant' in the - right or wrong, and are not the 
right ones for her, I say this reluctantly, it is what has to be.' 

fsj 


Nevertheless, you can't imagine she's not selfish, insensitive, unkind, inconsiderate, and 
thoughtless. 

'She- does tend to be so- what was that...?' 

-And- 

A low-slung heavenizing sound had broken the-silence around them. It grew little by little 


louder as they observed her; up and down the - street for some sign of a headlight; it swelled to a rumble 



as they both watched up at the-skies, then just like that-a gigantic link, passageway to the old time¬ 


worn train station backto their world fell outof the-air, like a winding path ofan aperture,and 
property-owning on the- road in frontof them, they would be riding the train momentarily, in a fish of 
bright light. 

The pathway- passage was enormous, rushing through time-and warping it as the clock 
ticked away time in reality- yet, here that is not a thing- until we get there, it was nothing to the-the girl 
sitting next to me, yet you feel like your face is ripping off, and your body pulled. 

Like, like, like- she- was approximate- double as big as a normal girl would be, and at least 
five times as common. 

She-looked simply too big to be allowed in the flora and fauna, and so uninhabited-long 
knots of disheveled incomprehensible hair, as well as beard hid most of the face, she - had hands', that 
where curtain call to me. 

At last, where did you get that way in, I never used it before? 

Looking at the woman on the bench pointing towards us. In the vast, muscular arms she-was 
holding a bundle of coverlets. With her body type, and her feet in the leash's boots were too big also, 
and the coverlets to small. There, said Dorezbiumd, soundingdismissed. 

'Borrowed it'-1 did, said Professor Dorezbiumd... 

Sit that train pulls away, and said she, climbing carefully off as she - spoke, down the steps of 

the car. 


Part: 2 


Likewise-youngTrirus Black lent it to me. 



'I've got her.' 


No problems, where there? 

-And- 

No, sir -the household was almostdemolished, nonetheless, I got her out all right-1 did 
before she- Nonmagical peoples started crowding around. She-fell asleep as we flew over the town. 

-And- 

Dorezblumd and Professor Pattergirl bent forward over her-a bundle of blankets. 

Inside, justvisible, was a baby girl, fast asleep. Underatuftof jet-blackhairoverthe 
forehead, theycould see a curiously shaped cut, like an angel of HER. 

'And- this is where...?' Also, whispered Professor Pattergirl, 'a town known as Barnesboro.' 

Dorezbiumd, in addition, said- 'Yes...' 

She well has that blemishforever, of her mark. (THAT GIRL!) 

-And- 

Dorezblumd- 'Could n't you do something about that?' 

'Let her heargrow over... end of the story, and pitch to the one side.' 

Like, like, like- urn even if I could or would, I wouldn't, scars can come in handy. 

I have one myself above my left knee, which is a perfect mapof the - Pennsylvania 
Underground- 'The Underworld.' 


'Do you rememberthatone girl thought...?' 



'Yah sh-hwedon'ttalkof that...' 


'Sweetgirl...' 

Part: 3 

Naddalin- I'm always- Felt too much is a and that is a hell of a lot betterthan feeling nothing, 
yet you get the put you don'tfeel anything anymore. Broken hearts healed. Maybe the cracks were 
always there, like my scars, but they healed, thus it is thereto retell you. Do you know how many ways 
love can hit you? We make destiny with every turn, every single choice. 

Emma-1 neverdid, until I came here. So, it makesyou joyful, or despondent? It makesyou 
feel like a king or a fool. Everyway love can hit you; it's hit me when it comesto you, and me. It makes 
yousick in the belly or hurt in the heart. It makesall brighterand shriller, or it hazesall the boundaries. 
The humorousthing aboutfacingforthcomingdemise is that it really breaks everything else intoan 
outlook on matters and what ensures- not. 

(Class) 

Karly said to a professor- 'Fundamentally, I have two speeds... Aggressive orsmart-aleck, it's 
your choice.' 

(Back the doorstep) 

Dorezbiumd took Naddalin in the arms and turned toward her- Natalie's house. 

Well - give herthere, a teenyearfrom nowor so, we get her. 

We bettergetthis overwith, looking at them holding the little girl in their arms. 


-And- 



I could - could I say goodbye to her, sir? 


She asked at that moment, that is when she- bent over some to look at her one last time, the 
great, disheveled head overNaddalin, and gave her what must have been a very soft, kiss, then, 
unexpectedly, then letouta cry like a wounded dog. 

'Sh-h-hl' 

Professor Pattergirl, and you'll wake the- Non magical peoples! 

...And-so-o... 

Urn-sorry, was said while sobbed, here then, takingouta large, spotted handkerchief and 
drying hereyeson it. 

Nevertheless, I can't stand the aforementioned - Lily an Alyssa dead - an' poor little Naddalin 
being with them, and- and, life and with nasty nonmagical peoples. 

Likewise- 'Yes, yes, it's all very sad,' but get a grip on yourself you must. 

Then, or we'll be found. And Professor Pattergirl whispered, patting the gingerly on the-arm 
as Dorezbiumd stepped over her- low garden wall and walked to the-fort door. 

For a full minute-they stood and looked at her-the little bundle. 

She- laid Naddalin gently on the-doorstep, took a letter out of the Robe, tucked it inside 
Naddalin's blankets, yetall you could see was the babyin a picnic basketfloating ever-so lightly gently 
down to the step... or so they thought, they were not seen. 


Naddalin foughtto keep herface and smile straight as she- emerged. 




The shoulders shook. Professor Pattergirl blinked furiously, 


Blink- blink- blink... 

The- twinkling light that usually stands out from Dorezbiumd's eyes seemed to have gone out, 
faded to gray. 

'You'll grow upfast and right-too right, you will.' 

'Achild theysaid forcefully, holdingherforthe first time.' 

The- nonmagical people mother- 'I do not know anything about you... little on, yet, I feel that 
I should take you as one of my own after all the note said - to doso-o.' 

'And it's going to stay that way... 'yourours." 

Part: 4 

Then dinner'sover, you take Mr.S. Magirl back to the - lounge for coffee, Jen nath, and I'll 
bring the-subject around to drills. 

With any luck. I'll have the- a deal signed... 

And sealed before she- news atten... 

Be shoppingfora vacation home in Majorca the time Hayvanna-horror. 

-And- 

Naddalin could n't feel too excited about her. She - didn't think she-Sleyashs would like her 


any betterin Majorca than they did on the pathway and lane. 



And Right - I'm off into town to pick up the- dinnerjacketsforDariez and me. You, and she- 


snarled at Naddalin. And You stay out of your aunt's way while she'd is cleaning. 

-And- 


?(C 


(Back at the homestead forsome time of schooling) 

Naddalin left through the- back door, of the home. It was a brilliant, sunny day. She-crossed 
the- lawn, slumped down on the-garden bench, and sang underthe breath- 

'Happy birthday to me...' 

'Happy birthday to me...' 

(Singing) 

Yet- yet, yet! 

No cards, no presents, and she-would be spending the- evening pretending not to exist. 
Then she-gazed miserably into the- her notebook of birthdays past feeling nothing is changing. 

I have run into the girls from her time in her story here, and the oncoming ones that 
whereafter, she- Karly, Haven, Olivia, Maddie, Maggie, Karly, also. 

Look there Maggie and Karly are hooking up yet again, under yet a new set of steps in the 
haunted castle, that is likened to the school for girls, and the otherside forboys, the tall towering 
rickety, sky viaduct is where they like to hang, all the girls are forbidden to go overthere unless it 
something epic, all the wicked in your mind and more go down there, it's so cute to see young love, all 
over, again, just like Liv and Maddie holding hands (like in the pass theiryounggirls all overagain) 



looking overthe sunsets, night after night, and French kissing, with the bridge and castle as the 
backdropto theirforeground, is them off so nutsfor each otherit makes my heart sick, yet I had never 
felt so lonely. 

I have seen-KristenandJaylynntoo,and she was unrealto me. 

That was I did the unthinkable I went over to the boy side and we - met in the middle and did 
things, the boy from the train, Marcel, is the name he said breathlessly afterthe long kiss and his hands 
on my butt. 'I need more them just girl-ie time with- me myself and I, to feelthe holes inside me.' 

Oh yes, his hand glides down once I had herhand, I neverwantedtoletgo of her. myarm 
folds around my hand. Herfingers lace with mine, palms kissing like lips, and I can feelthe fast thud of 
her eternal heart through this single touch, too, it was surreal ever like this, we all had this feeling, even 
if boy where there a girl just gets it more sometimes. More than anything else at the school for girls, 
more even than playing- Claepsiara, Naddalin Missed herbestfriends, Jinger Railie and Emmah Kizziah. 
They, however, did notseem to be missing her at all. Neishe of Them had written to herall summer, 
even though Jinger had said- 'I am going to ask Naddalin to come and stay with me and see if she want 
to go out with me overthe break. 

Countless times, Naddalin had been on the- point of unlocking buzzard cage by magic and 
sendingshe to Jinger and Emmah, how also seem to have an on and off thing of love-hate,goingon, 
anyways, with a letter, it worth the- risk, I asked him to have forbidden love me sex with me. And we did, 
on the ornate- old- world like- bridge... at sunset, with a pink- and orange sky. 

I'm worried- Underage wizards like young sex, with girls my age, wasn't allowed to use magic 


outside of Hayvannahol, or to have that inside. 



The girls- Naddalin hadn't told us all yet we all new by her bouncing about the next day, for 


the first in a lifetime this girl was happy. 

Karly-1 usedtohate lookingintoa merrowTO LIKE YOU GIRL-IEuntil I learned to suction-cup 
my, dildo to it, that what she said to me, you need to learn yourself be you can a girl ora boy, she was 
right- and I did, and got the charisma to freaking him like I was on it sucked to the glass-1 was the GIRL- 
on top. 

TAKE- MERROW-THAT THING THAT MAKES YOU FEEL BAD ABOUTWHO YOU ARE LAY IT ON 
THE FLOOR AND USE IT TO FEELGOOD! She said. I'sdid as much as I could, in one day, I am a honey girl 
anyways. 

I thought you did not give a did-aly-do-darn about me! She closed her eyes, and I closed mine, 
and even though we weren't holding hands, it felt like we were. 

Because, whatwe had, we knew. Marcel Kissed Kristen saying, I loveyouyet, I love her 

more... 


I'm not askingyou to walk in my shoes, this time no I am asking you to be inside of her; I'd 
neverwish my afflictions on anyone. 

But could you walk beside me on the secure ground and reach to hold my hand, I have his 
hand lay on my stomach as he slept soundly with me that night I was in his bunk. I entwined my fingers 
with his and breathedthrough the warmth thatseepedthrough my chest, andthenthe nextweeki 
need someone a did the same with her- notsure what I wantyetsure I want both. Such a simple, sweet 
thing to do, yet holding hands in bed was incredibly intimate, to do it with her- like it was him. 


Karly-1 even said to him- 'she needs you as I did then. 



Part: 5 


Sleyashs-she- knew it was only their terror that she - might turn them all into dung beetles 
that stopped them from locking her in the-cupboard under the-stairs with her wand and broomstick, 
just like your mother before for you-your real mothershe wasa witch, and that lead to you, you are 
one to Naddalin, and well blameyou no forit all. 

For the-first duo of weeks back, Naddalin had enjoyed muttering nonsense words under the 
breath and watching Dariez tearing out of the - room as fast as she fat legs would carry her. 

Nevertheless, the- long silence from Jinger and Emmah had made Naddalin feel so cut off 
from her- magical world, that even taunting Dariez had lost its appeal - and now Jingerand Emmah had 
forgotten her birthday. 

'I remember this one I was 7- she pulled the memory out of her mind like a spiderweb out to 
see it as a hologram to play a video out in front of herand their eyes. 

'What wouldn't she-give nowfora message from atthe schoolfor girls?' 

'From any witch or wizard or fallen girl.' 

She would be almost glad of a sight of the archenemy, Dalilah Mallerie, just to be sure it 
hadn'tall been a dream... 

Notthatthe entire yearat the schoolfor girls had been fun. 

At the-very end of the last term, Naddalin had come face-to-face with none otherthan Lord 
Ava herself. Ava might be a ruin of the formerself, butshe-was still petrifying, still, toe cunning, still 


figured out to regain power, as the ones before her-said never-everletgoof. 



Naddalin had slipped through Ava's clutches'for the second time, but it had been a narrow 


escape, Besides, like even as of now, weeks later, Naddalin kept walking in the-starlight evening, 
drenched in cold sweats, speculatingwhere Ava was now if not inside her mind boy and soul, 
remembering she incensedface, the wide, mad eyes, and the 8-year-old mad-short school girl look of it, 
complete, and herbody in the rob, that wasfartoo big, like someone girlthat had to be reborn and has 
to grow- yet once moreover. 

Naddalin suddenly sat upright onthe-garden bench, taking all the wonders ofthe world into 
her mind. She- had been staring absent-mindedly out of her eyes, but then there seemed to the eye 
within hers looking in and out ofthe very one she wasgazing with- and she-staring back, into her, 
fee ling all that was a weakness. Two enormous green eyes had appeared among the- leaves, and that 
was once hersweetthoughtsturnto fearand wickedness. 

Naddalin jumped to her feet just as a jeering voice floated across the - lawn. And I know what 
day it is, sang Dariez, waddling toward her, out of nowhere, yet-1 know why-1 know that he felt that she 
was back, and getting at me or even more spooking all down within me. The - huge eyes blinked all in my 
mind, thenthe feelingof hervanished, as I'm galloped,feeling as if I choked herdown, herghost. 

Horcrux- 'Spitting her soul is what she did... I knew, so you will never-everpasson.'A 
Horcrux is an object in which a Dark wizard or witch or even angels fallen or not have hidden a fragment 
of his or her soul for the purpose of conquering immortality. 

...She is the one that has one... I's would no... and them to in the story with the hex... 

This is whatthey used too- I's would know... it is written in her history. 

What...? Said Naddalin, not taking her eyes off the feeling of dishonored, desecrated sullied. 


despoiled and violated feelings. 



Shaken, it hit me all these years it been this. And I know what day it is, Dariez repeated. 


coming right up to her, asking the question, that you would ask a girl, that has just stocked. Then out of 
thin air turn about Deanahe, saying Naddalin finally learned the- daysof the-weekit is, now let's see if 
she can get mounts and years right now. Nottaking the momentfor what it was. 

'Today's your birthday, do you remember that now.' Dariez sneered. 

'Like- how come you haven't got any cards, is over you are just like her the girl from that 
story that you love so-to you have a girlie crush on her? Have n't you even got friends at this freak'n 
place, is all that you knowhow to do is diddle-yourselftoyourcreepy-creepermind?' 

'Awe-goingto cry?' - 'Oh go-eat a PP and J!' 

-And- 

Betternot letyour mom there you are talking about my Hayvannahol, said Naddalin coolly. 
Dariez hitched up hertrousers, which were slippingdown she fat both Hayvannah. Why are you staring 
at her- hedge? She-said with most uncertainty... I'm trying to resolve what would be the- best spell to 
setit on fire, said Naddalin. Dariez stumbled backward at once, with a lookof panic on herface. 

Part: 6 

One night at the school, Naddlian and girls in your room you can't be walking around your 
room in the nude, it came over the intercoms for all to hear, 'The boys go bare-chested why can we, I 
said.' 


You cannot - Dad told you-you're notto do magic. Like if you did, she-said he will chuck you 
out of the- house, I am telling you this now listen. I know that you have n't got anywhere else to go, and I 


wantyou here anyway. 



You haven'tgotany friendstotake you,yet, I wantyou here so-ostop. And just like that she 


was gone and the girl, that was left there was not her, just and entities, that keeps heron autopilot. 

Naddalin in a fierce voice said this. And Hocus pocus - squiggly wiggly 'MUM I' Dariez, tripping 
over the feet as she- dashed back toward the- house. And MUUUUMI She'sdoingyou know what! 

-And- 

Naddalin paid dearly for the moment of fun, yet that has always been her life, she cannot 
have that, like them... of the past, all joys in life are not allowed when you have the curse. 

Look, I'm really sorry about that telephone call. I hope she - nonmagical peoples didn't give 
you a hard time. I asked Dad, and she- reckons I shouldn't have shouted. 

AuntJennath knew she- hadn't really did not magic, but she-still had to duck as she'd-aimed 
a heavy blow at the head with the-soapy frying pan. As neither Dariez nor she-evaded was in anyway 
hurt.Then she'd-gave herworkto do, with her-withthe promise that she-wouldn'teat again until 
she'd finished. 


r\J Jf* ^ 


It'samazingtherein Rockville... 

Sara's taken us around all she- Hayvannahbs, and you wouldn't believe the- curses those old 
Rockvilleian wizards puton them. 

Mom wouldn't let Jill come in the- last one. There where all these mutant skeHies' in there, of 


nonmagical peoples who had broken in and grown extra heads and stuff. 



I couldn't believe it when Dad won the-Star press Draw. Seven hundred galleons! Most of it 


is gone on the trip, but they're goingto buyme a newwandfor nextyear. 

Naddalin remembered only too well the- occasion when Jinger's old wand had snapped. It 
had happened when the-car the-two of them had been driving to the school for girls had crashed into a 
tree on the- Hayvannahol grounds, neither were old enough to dive yet they missed the train. 

We'll be back about a weekbefore term starts and we'll be going up to Pennsylvania to get 
my wandand our new books, a little shop back there is where togo. Any chance of meetingyou there? 

Do not let the- nonmagical peoples get you down, back the re-they are nothing but trolls! 


Try and come to- Pennsylvania, JingerP.S. Serafina's Head Girl. She-got the- letter last week. 

Naddalin glanced back at the- photograph. Serafina, who was in the seventh and final year at 
the school for girls, was looking particularly smug. 

She-had pinnedthe Head Girl badge to her-fezperchedjauntilyon top of the neat hair, she 
horn-rimmedglassesflashing in her- Rockvilleian sun. 

Naddalin nowturnedto the present and unwrapped it wildly. 

Inside was what looked like a ring with a hardtop, the rock was pink nowall is good. 

There was another note from Jinger beneath it. 

Naddalin - she is a Pocket Sneakoscope. 

If there's someone untrustworthy around, it's supposed to light up, shades of colors, if red 


you'll know that there is dangerahead. 



Sara says it's nonsense sold for wizard tourists and isn't dependable, forthe reason that it 


kept lighting up at dinner last night, and that it was dictating. Nevertheless, she- didn't realize, Breanna 
and Katyhad put creepy-crawlies inthe soup. 

'So, Naddalin, now that you've had your verbal period, like can we move on? Emma said to 

me.' 


Part: 7 

Bye - Jinger 

Naddalin put she- Pocket Sneakoscope on the bedside table, it was part of the note, and with 
all notes, they hold spells, and secrets, that came with the ring, where it sat quiet and still, she was 
awaiting movementsorsomething,yetdid nothing. 

The tower, with its winding staircase, is off to the side of herand the girls room, though an 
old large wooden door, that looks to be mid-evil, Naddalin, is now looking overto the clock with it face 
inside the room she is in, that is part of the tower, the highest one at that, of the castle; she stood, 
looking out the stained glass of it that has the numbers, seeing all the moving parts, balanced on its 
point, reflectingthe- luminosities back of the hand of the clock in shadow, with the light that is inside. 

All the moving parts clanking together in a rhythmic motion was fascinating to her mind. She - looked at 
it happily for a few seconds, then picked up the - parcel she had brought. Inside she, too, there was a 
wrapped present, a card, a letter, she time from Emmah. 

(Cut) 


That same night- girl-ie chatting about girlie things... 



Karly- 'GirlsGiving Blow Jobs!' Naddalin-'Andwantthe leftoverontheirface/ I was asking 


for advice, just- 'like with a girl too,' 'oh yeah.' She asked- 'Why is that what you're doing with a boy 
tonight?' 

She asked me: Have you evergiven a blowjob? 'Yes!' How old were you the first time? '13, 
and it was last night, I made myself olderin a spell to keep him, I usedthe go back in time charm' How 
old was the guy?'14' Did you make him cum? 'Yes'With him or her?'Both!"Where did he cum?'in my 
mouth and face, she was the same. 'Where doesthe guy usually cum?' She said- 'Mouth and face...' 

Me- 'Is that what I should let him do to me?' 

Her- 'Only if you want too, sure.' 

Me- 'How many guys have you blown?' Karly said- '10 maybe 18 at age 13 and up.' 

She said- 'The Shortest time you've knowna guy before giving head? one day, I feelthatis 

okay.' 

I asked- 'Doyou deepthroat.?' 

Karly- 'Yes love the taste of dick, and also-well you, or herpussy if that is your thing, I have 
been there too.' I knew that she was experienced and would be a good girl to go to for f*cking advice. 

/N/ 


Me- 


'Yep...' 

One boy, one night of OH! 


One girl, one night of OHI 



She won overall! 


She is the one I LOVE! 

Yet, I'm been very much in-like with him- oh, HUM... 

I love being wrong it feels so right... 

Part: 8 

(Note) 

Dear Naddalin, 

Jingerwrote to me told me aboutthe phones call to your Uncle Read. I do hope you're all 
right. I'm on holiday in France at the- moment... lookat the photos of me underthe Elfelt Tower, I didn't 
knowhow, I was going to send this to you, but what if they would open it at and saw it was my undies 
for your enjoyment, for sniffing pledger, something to remind you of me, and what you have wanted to 
lick- and have and did for me, now you can have these to hold on too. I think she'd-wanted to make 
sure you got something for your birthday fora change, the ones from our first night as lovers. 

From- 

Love Emmah 

Part: 9 

I did not buy you your, I don't have any money, to do so; there was an advertisementto me, 
that I would be getting something delivered; it's so good to keep up with what's going on in the- 
wizarding world, also, here form her with this out load self-understanding note, that shows movingtext 


on picture. 



Did you see that picture of Jingerand her family a week ago? I bet she's learning loads. I'm 


really jealous - she- ancient Rockvilleian wizards where fascinating. 

There'ssome thought-provoking local theory of witchcraft there, too. I've rewritten my 
whole Story of Magic essay to include some of the-things I've found out; I hope it's not too long - it's 
three rolls of parchment more than Professor Bans asked for me to do. 

Jingersays she's'going to be in Pennsylvania in the - last week of the- holidays.' 

'Can you make it too?' 

'Will yourauntand uncle let you come?' 

'I really hope you can.' 

'Uncertainty about it then, (there was a backside to the note,) I will see you on the - Express 
on September the 11th!' P.S. Jingersays Serafina's Head Girl. I will bet Serafina's really pleased. Jinger 
doesn't seem too pleased about it all. 

At that moment at that time on that day- Naddalin giggled as she- put Emmah's letter aside 
and picked up the present, in a hollow book with music notes on it, and said keep them forever and ever. 
Giggling... at the cute juvenile like cartoon printed panties, Minnie mouse on the front part, all pink and 
young girlie. It was very heavy, to take all at once, in my young 13-year-old mind, I knew, that the next 
day- after my B-day, like-1 would be back to my real age, but it was fun, to relive all that I was cheated 
out of, at that age as a youngergirl, it was my wish-afterall. Urn-ah- like- like- like- knowing Emmah, 
she- I's was sure it would be a large book full of very difficult spells - but it wasn't, it was an empty book 
felled with things that show our love, and new chapters to add in the book of life-just another chapter 


added in. 



Part: 10 


(Hot Springs) 

Jenny the haunt- said to me in the bath- looking down at me as an apparition- 'Yah- sneezed, 
wheezed, coughed, gagged and jazzed! GOOD FOR YOU!' In a condescendingway. And she dived in the 
water with her, of the all- the girls at once- roman style bath, the only place in the 2,000-year-old cartel 
where there is allowed to run about fully nude, with all the girls, at 7 p.m sharp 'till 8 p.m. 

I was getting a lesson from the leading girl! 


(13 inches now passed in bookthickness.) 


Nevaeh 
Book: 40 


Spread your Wings 


Portion 


'Tell me and I forget, teach me and I may rememberinvolves me and I learn...' 



-Benjamin Franklin -so-otrue, so, true- no? 


Preface: 

Sped- is the same as saying retarded-so this is what you are sayingto a girl like me, and her 
too andthem! 

Literally- 'Special Education,' Usually used to describe someone when they are acting be or is 
known as retarded for life regardless of yourachievements. 

An 'unofficial' (not recognized by dictionaries) slang descriptor fora 
person/thing/action/object, etc., ora combination of, which is one or more of the following: 

Being this, you area- 

'A waste of time, abandoned, abject, abominable, abortive, absurd, afraid, aimless, anxious, 
apprehensive, arid, arrested, assailable, atomic, awful, baby, babyish, backward, bad, banal, barmy, 
barren, base, baseless, bastard, beastly, beggarly, behind, beside the question, blah, bland, bogus, bomb, 
bootless, boyish, brainless, bromidic, bummer, caitiff capricious, careless, catchpenny, characterless, 
cheap, checked, cheesy, childish, childlike, cliched, cloying, coarse, colorless, common, commonplace, 
confusing, contemptible, controvertible, conventional, cornball, corny, corrupt, counterproductive, 
cowering, cracked, crap, crappy, craven, crazy, crud, cruddy, daffy, daft, dastardly, dazed, dead, deadpan, 
deficient, degraded, degrading, dejected, delayed, delusive, dense, dense, deplorable, depraved, 
despicable, destitute, detestable, devoid, diffident, dim, diminutive, dippy, directionless, dirty, 
disgraceful, dishonest, dishonorable, dismayed, disposable, disreputable, dizzy, dodo, doltish, dopy, 
dotterel, down, downtrodden, drab, drifting, drudging, dull, dumb, empty, empty-headed, erratic, 
evanescent, everyday, evildoer, excessive, exhausted, expendable, expressionless, fa cetious, failed, 
failing, fainthearted, fallacious, false, fanciful, fatuous, fawning, featherbrained, feeble, feebleminded, 
fickle, flaky, flashy, flat, flighty, flimsy, flip, flippant, fool, fool- around, foolish, forgrins, forlorn, 
fortuitous, foul, freaked out, freaky, frightened, frivolous, frothy, fruitless, futile, gagged up, garbage, 
garish, gay, giddy, girlish, glitzy, goalless, good-for-nothing, goofy, green, gross, groundless, groveling, 
grungy, gullible, gutless, hackneyed, half-baked, half-witted, hangdog, harebrained, heedless, ho hum, 
hokey, hokum, hollow, hopeless, humble, humbling, humdrum, humiliating, idiotic, idle, ignoble, 
ignominious, ignorant, ill-advised, ill-considered, illogical, imbecile, immaterial, immature, immobile, 
immoral, impassive, implausible, impracticable, impractical, improbable, inadequate, inane, inapplicable. 



inappreciable, incidental, inconceivable, incongruous, inconsequential, inconsiderable, incredible, 
indelicate, indiscreet, indiscriminate, ineffective, ineffectual, inept, inessential, inexpressive, infamous, 
infantile, inferior, inglorious, inscrutable, insensate, insignificant, insincere, insipid, insufficient, 
interminable, inutile, irksome, irrational nonsensical, irrelevant, irresolute, irresponsible, jejune, jittery, 
joking, joshing, junky, juvenile, kid stuff, kooky, lacking courage, lame, late, laughable, lemon, lifeless, 
light, light-minded, lily-livered, little, loathsome, loony, loser, lousy, low, lowborn, lowly, lowly, low- 
ranking, ludicrous, mangy, meager, mean, meaningless, measly, mediocre, menial, mentally 
incompetent, meretricious, microscopic, mindless, minor, minute, indecisive, miscarried, miscreant, 
miserable, modest, momentary, monkey, monotonous, moronic, moth-eaten, naive, needless, negligible, 
nervous, niggling, nihil ad rem, no bargain, no dice, no good, no guts, no place, no-account, nonessential, 
nonsensical, not at issue, not serious, notto the purpose, nothing, nowhere, nugatory, hopeless, nuts, 
nutty, objectless, obscure, obtuse, odd, off offensive, old hat, old-fashioned, ordinary, otiose, outcast, 
paltry, panicky, pathetic, pedestrian, peripheral, petty, piddling, pitiable, pitiful, platitudinous, playful, 
plebeian, pointless, poker-faced, poor, petty, pre-kindergarten, preposterous, primitive, profitless, 
proletarian, prosaic, puerile, puny, purposeless, pusillanimous, random, rash, ratty, raunchy, recreant, 
removable, repetitious, result less, retiring, rinky-dink, rotten, rough, routine, rubbishy, run scared, 
sappy, scandalous, scanty, scared, scatterbrained, screwy, scrubby, scurvy, second-rate, seemly, 
senseless, sentimental, servile, severe, shabby, shallow, shameful, shiftless, shoddy, shopworn, shrinking, 
shtick, shy, silly, simple, simple-minded, skin deep, sleazy, slight, slimy, slow, sluggish, small, small time, 
soft, sordid, sorry, sorry lot, spineless, sportive, squalid, square, stale, stale, stark, stereotyped, sterile, 
stiff, stock, stodgy, stolid, stray, stuffy, stupefied, stupid, submissive, subnormal, superficial, su perfluous, 
tame, tatty, tawdry, tedious, terrible, the subject, the willies, thick, thickheaded, thin, thoughtless, 
threadbare, timid, timorous, tired, tiresome, tiring, tomfool, tongue-in-cheek, transparent, trashy, 
trifling, tripe, trite, trivial, trumpery, ugly, unassuming, unavailing, unbelievable, uncommunicative, 
unconvincing, uncouth, underdeveloped, underfoot, underprivileged, undeveloped undirected, 
undistinguished, unessential, unexciting, unexpressive, unfit, ungrounded, unguided, unimaginative, 
unimportant, unintelligent, unmanly, unnecessary, unneeded, unoriginal, unpersuasive, unplanned, 
unpredictable, unpretentious, unproductive, unprofitable, unreal, unreasonable, unrefined, unrelated, 
unsatisfactory, unsophisticated, noncommittal, unsubstantial, unsuccessful, unthinking, unusable, 
unvaried, unworthy, useless vacant, vacuous, vagrant, vague vain, valueless, vanishing, vapid, vile, 
plebeian, volatile, vulgar, wacky wandering, wanton, waste, watery, wayward, weak, wearisome, well- 



worn, whimsical, white elephant, wide of the mark, wide of the point, wishful, wishy-washy, witless, 
worthless, word dependent, wretched, oryucky.' 


Thank you to my school for classing me as this... and let you and the kids use the above terms, 
to describe what is known about me. 

~Nevaeh~ 

Part: 1 

'I love that little hole in you I' Emma said to me I 


Emma-Why don'tyou say that you love me? 

I'm said back- 'isn't better to know that someone loves you then say it over and over, and 
like-notmean it.' 

Honesty- 

Naddalin- I'm thought about it and thought- 'yah me to when you open it up and lick it out I - 
I's love that too-' do not- say you don't. 

(Thoughts) 

Naddalin-1 love the cute faces that she makes in mine, it is everything-to me when I'm been 
on top of her looking in her eyes; and she sighs like a girl, make grind on me love, eating a girl out, like 
her. I's stick mytongue inside hervagina and ferociously lick everycentimeterofherinsides. the juices, 
her squirming, I love it! Kiss it like you would kiss her lips and just wiggle your tongue in between the lips 
and then slowly stick yourtongue in... 

Nextday- 

The heart, stickergave a huge boundsof soft kiss to my lips, snapping crack, as she- ripped 
back the- paperand sawa sleekblack scrollwork of the lettersshe madejustfor her, with silver, 
ribbons-around the yellowing hollow book words stamped across it, justanotherchapter of our lives, 
inside was Lily ribbons, the hart ring, 3 old flowers, a daisy, sunflower, and one Lily, an old dream - 
catcher along with the old key, and the note of Jaylynn also, and also the one to Kristen, Karly's crystal 



necklaces, Haven added a lock of hairfrom a girl, that is no longerwith us also, herand back home, and 
now us- are story article, of us, yet as sweet as it was it still made me sad, I neverthoughtthat-1- I's... 
um- never-mind, well see this again. All things that ever mattered to me was in here... but how did she 
know or get this...? 

Every nowand then, we go to the graveyard and seethe cinematic stone play, on it- she talks 
for 2 minutes, and we see herand hear her voice-as if she was alive, she gives her short story-of life on 
Earth, that was pre-recorded- like a Last Will and Testament in a way, yet it notthe same- and she was 
too youngto have things are given to others- even if, like-even here final death is a thing, if at complete 
rest, and she was. 

Standingthe testoftime, like the pages... of the manuscriptin the classroom. 

'Wow, Emmah!' I thought- and might have said out my mouth, yet don't remember- like if I 
did or not. Naddalin whispered, unzipping her uniform, for bath time at 7- walking into that room beside 
a- case of books, not looking inside, any other, then place hers next to them, all under'D' taking up the 
length of the shave of'50' or so-o volume. 

Part: 2 

(Back vacation at home in herEarthly bodyfrom-) 

Apart from her friends, the-thing that Naddalin Missed most about the school for girls was 
Claepsiara, the- most popularsport in her- magical world - highly dangerous, very exciting, and played 
flying fast and wicked with your wings. 

Naddalin happened to be a very good Claepsiara player; she- had been the-youngest pergirl 
in a centuryto be pickedforoneof her-the school for girl's house teams. Palyuntil blood drips forthe 
tips of the wings. 

One of Naddalin's most prized possessions and the most lovey was the wings that grow out 
her back, and noware one of the most powerful of all the girls, if notthe - most. A game between light 
and dark angels-gladiator-style fight'till final death. Last year a girl had her wings ripped off in flight, the 
bloody thing is- like in a large jar, imboiled in the sciences room, shown off next to all the skulls and she 
was dead before hittingthe ground 300 feet below, she was a light now she is with us, she was brought 
back, over unrest. 



Afterbathtime- 


Homework-of spells and charms, all her notes and books, and what not, she picked upthe 
last parcel, of everythingshe wasdoinginto herbook bag. 

Naddalin put the thoughts about everything behind her. She - recognized the- untidy scrawl 
on the-yellow-sh paperatonce, and said oh well I tried, she rested herhead on her pillow, thinking 
about the girl- that was from Dargide, she-the school for girl's game keeper child, the one she was going 
to fight, or so it was said she might- be. 

(The next day) 

Looking into one of the books named: 'Neveah.' She sighed, She-tore off the-top layerof 
paper and glimpsed something with sapphire eyes, and leathery, but before she-could unwrap it 
properly, she- parcel gave a strange quiver, it was a note about the first copy ever, and whatever was 
inside it snapped loudly, when it came to life, - as though it had jaws, it was memories of the past saying 
they wanted out of the book and the text. Naddalin just froze at that point at that moment. 

She- knewthat Dargide would neversend heranythingdangerouson purpose, butthen, 
Dargide did not havean ordinary per girl's viewofwhat was dangerous. 

Dargide had been known to befriend spiders, buy spiteful, satanic lions, and birds that would 
pick your eyes out for fun, from menfolk in pubs, besides sneaks - illegal dark angels spawn- into their 
cabin; Naddalin poked she- parcel nervously, that jumped from the pages. It snapped loudly again in her 
hand. 


Naddalin reached-for the- lamp on the bedside table, gripped it firmly in one hand, then she 
raised it overher head, ready to strike, it with the otherfree hand. Then and there the-seized the- rest 
of her-wrapping paper in the other hand and pulled, the old dust cover of the book. 

Besides out fell - a book, that she remembered all too well, yet could not at all. 

Naddalin just had time to register its handsome off-white cover, emblazoned with the- silver 
title 'The- Book of Stop and Death,' she said tenderly. 

This was when she used a spell on it, asking it for its deepest darks feeling of emotions-to 
come forth, moments before her wand flick, so-o, before itflipped onto its edge, and snapped at heryet 



again, scuttled sideways along the- bed like some weird crab, wantingto snap. 'Uh-oh,' Naddalin 
muttered, saying, 'like-1 knew it was bad, yet neverthis bad, a book with so much hurt it got up and 
crawled away.'The- booktoppled off the- bed, like she said, with a loud clunk... then shuffled rapidly a- 
crossed the- room, as she ran after it, saying stop. Naddalin followed it surreptitiously. Any-who-the- 
bookwas hiding in the-dark sunlight space under her old heavy desk. 

Praying that she-Sleyashs was still fast asleep, and the AmseI girls would not get ahold of it, 
Naddalin got down on her hand, saying come her it alright, I not going to hurt you like all the m, she was 
on her hands knees butt up in the are showing way too much to the girls behind her asking what the hell, 
yetshe keeps reachingfor it. 

Emma-said, 'I don'tthink that bathtowelis notfull coverage-theirgirll' 

Naddalin-'You like it!!!' 

Emma- 'That I do, butthere was a thing- like- um- back in the day, called modesty- God- learn 
it.' 


Naddalin-'He-he-he III' 


'Ouchl'Sheyelped... 

Naddalin scrambled around, threw herself forward, managed to flatten it. The- booksnapped 
shut on in her really small hands; then troweled past her, yet it was fastened, still scurrying on its covers. 
The other girls in the room gave a loud, sleepy grunt, as she went to her bed cricking the wood 
floorboards. 

Elody watched interestedly as Naddalin clamped the-struggling book tightly in the arms, 
hurried to the chest of drawers, pulled out a belt, which she - buckled tightly around it, and then said the 
spell forto inanimate. 'The book of the death of the ended lives' shuddered angrily, but could no longer 
flap- about, and impulses, so Naddalin threw it down on the- bed and then stretched for 

Dargide'scard, that falls under the bed too. And then back on the shelve, it went with the 
others, to adulate dust, as she sat it there saying- 'stay-good girl.' 


Part: 3 



Chiaz- A never happen yet fee Is as it did, part of my life, like a dream yet not, like reality yet 
not, too is odd, and fee Is real, yet was not at that time of life, yet you know it happened. 

Naddalin-1 had to make this time up, I had to get back what was taken from her, I had too, I 
had to be her for a summer, something I never-ever thought me as this girl would ever do, forme or for 
her, this was going back in time, somethingthat is trick overthefact it changes others' lives, if missed 
with too much, yet I needed to do this for me, that summer I's had to come back down to Earth anyways, 
so I came back as her, in her young body from, yes as her the girl in the story, I used the transformation 
spell to do so-o, I was 14 all over,and I did not rememberthisat the time with my mind slowly sipping, I 
was living on my own that summer in a cute, nice yet tight spaced trailer, over up on the hills of Nick- 
Town, that summer I wanted nothing more than for her to get back what was taken away, and now I 
had the powerto do so, for this girl, yet she was a lost soul in a big bad world, living all alone, to spite 
her garden, long story, she was drag back home by cops and made to sleep in a barn, overrunning- 
away... yetshe had the money too, anyways- back to the point... 

'You don't wearunderwire-' he said, and I giggled... 

Chiaz-1 don't remember this in my life yeti fee I that it was so real to me, a girl came to me, 
in like a dreamyetnot, it was real, I neverrememberherliving in a trailer up the waysfromtown,the 
next thing you know I was in it with you and you were more in love with me than ever, just out of school 
at the end of your 9th year... at fart she was reluctant, it was the first time, afterall, we could really be 
left alone, with no eyes on us, I recall that you showed me around your new place, that you rented, nicer 
than most homes, in throws parts, and before I knew it she was showing me her bed- 'saying look how 
big this is fora little girl like me that is about 4 foot.'And before I knew it she was bare, with her body 
wrapped around mine, sanding I was holding her like a child, in my arms, and our lips met, and the 
passion was more, trilling then one about a 17-year-old boy could take... and we made sweet love. 

Naddalin-1 was on the bottom... 

Chiaz-1 was on top of her, she was so-o little the size of a young child... 

Naddalin- 'Ahh-Cumming moments' 


'he was in me-forthe first time-1 did it, I did him and he did me.' 



I couldn't get enough of him, yet I have wanted to do this for years and years now, I was 
exhausted and tender down there, but I didn't care. 

I didn't want to sleep... even though I was going to be with him night after night if I could... 

I wanted the throbbing... 

I wanted him in me... 

I wanted him all the time... 

His weightontop of me... 

I wanted to squeeze him in furtherand further... 

I wanted to watch his face... grunt out the last bit in me... as he said he wants mine... high 
pitched squeaky and an 'ou-yah's!' 

I wanted his sweattodrop, like that stuff on to my bell- 'aww, is what I said.' 

I wanted to drop mine on him... pushing it out... all creamy... 

I got on top of him... 

I'd never done it before... like that as of this age... you see... not this young it would not have 
been right too... yeti wanted to be bad! So bad! I wanted to take contro! of his every move... and I did... I 
own him that night. 

I couldn't really believe it; I was doing this... but I was, and it was right... even if everything in 
the past was all so-o wrong, between us. 

I was discovering something. 

I held him and put him in... it was so cute... like when I gave him the blow-ie of a lifetime 
coming... he, he, he! 

He feltdeeperin me with his hard DICK-THEN FINGERSTOO. 

I'll neverforgetit... real or notit's alike memoryto last eternity...shared. 


I was in charge and he liked it. 



I held his handsdown...even not like meforthe-sweetshygirl of everything... 


I let my small boobs touch his face, and he sucked on them as I asked, like my clit and puss- 
pusstoo, I made him by grabbing that mop of long black wavy hair of his... he was mine! 

'I WAS HORRY- GIRLS G ET THAT WAY!' 

He went mad; he bounded-METILLI ORGASMEDOVER ANDOVER AND MORE THEN THAT 

TOO. 

He rived me in two... WITH IT-1 pushed down AND IN. 

I couldn't believe it... 

One of his HANDS flicked overmy bum AND 

SQUEEZED ITANDANOTHER MOMENTOF COMING TO AN END. I did it to him. He lifted and 

heaved. 


There was no end to it, no end to the new things... THAT A YOUNGER NEVER- EVER FELT 
BEFORE I WAS HIS SLUT, WIDE OPEN FOR HIM- LEGS UP ABOVE MY HEAD EVEN SLUT AND DRUM 
MAJORSLITFORHIMTOO-ANDI WANTEDTO BE. 

He took me from behind, TO AS I ASKED. I pushed back, forcing more of him into me, HARD 

ANDTHEN SOFT, LONG AND SHORT- RHYTHMS-SEX IS AWKWARD, THAT WHAT MAKES IT 
FUN AND CUTE. I sucked him. He licked me. I made him come on my stomach, AN DON MY BUTT TOO. 
He sucked mytoes. 

The whole room rocked every'till the wee- hours of the morning.' 

My pussy felt- (soft warm fuzzy-inside tingly and slippery, tight and gripping-everything I 
wanted and more!) 

Chiaz- in and out, rocking and thrusting, hard and soft, hugging and squeezingtoo. 

Naddalin- It was right... and really, I did it I got back a moment lost... to the boy that I love 
way back when, this was the bad maybe child-sh thought, like- to have good sex all you need to be is 



naked on top of each other and young and dumb lust, yet that's what dives young teens. For him and me, 
it will always feel real-that-this moment happens,andhegotto take me,and I- him. 

Part: 4 

Dear Naddalin, Happy Birthday! 

Think you might find herusefulfor nextyear. 

Won't say no more there... yet to use the come to life spell, she's pissed...Tell- me when I see 
you, why I felt you need this. 

Hope- the- Non magical peoples are treating you all right. 

All the-greatest... 

~Dargide 

It struck Naddalin as ominous whys, that Dargide thought a biting book would come in 
beneficial, butshe- put Dargide'scard up nextto finger's, and 

Emma's gifts, grinning more broadly than ever. 

Nowtherewasonly the-letterfromthe schoolforall girls left, all but on name on it with 
theirfamily you know who's girls. 

Yep-just, observingthat it was rather thicker than usual, Naddalin slit open the- envelope, 
pulled out the-the first page of note that came to life as she read, in the interior, besides it read: 

Dear child... 

Please note that the- new Hayvannahol year will begin on September - 11th. 

The school for girls- Express- will leave from Rockville's Cross station for you that is on its 
long feeling journey, from the platform at nine p.m, as you know to find the abandoned part, past the 
boarded-up heavy wood doors and into the dark, damp, must, cobweb-infested station, that was let go 
of in the 1920s and get on the train, see you here, and looking forward to it, the track even looks to be 
down there I thought, yet I know it's right. 



Duck underthe boards, coveringthe doorways, and don'tfall through the floor...you are the 


only one to use this pathway in... sorry for the inconvenience. The coveringtrackin this run is not and 
the tracks feel as if there is nothing much holding them, elevated up as you go through the lay of the 
land upthepast mill, Altoonapartof the cover, though Ashville, and a line of abandontrack, justgo up 
to you. 


Third years are permitted to visit the-village of Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry/ Fallen 
Angel on certain weekends, here or transfer over to our side if asked. Please give the-enclosed 
permission form to your parent or guardian to sign. 

A list of books for next year is enclosed also. 

Sincere lyyours... 

Professor M. McDermott Deputy Headmistress Naddalin pulled out she - Claepsiara, SKalaieol 
of Wizardry permission form and looked at it, no longergrinning. 

It would be wonderful to visit Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry on weekends; she - knew it 
was an entirely wizardingvillage, and she- had never-eversetfootthere. Nevertheless, howon earth 
was she-goingto persuade Uncle Read or AuntJennathtosign the-form? 

She- looked over at the-wind up alarm clock, that glows pink in the face, and flickers some 
overgetting hit with lighting like a wand streak. It was now 2:15 o'clock in the- morning. 

Deciding that she would worry about she- Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry form when she- 
woke up, Naddalin got back into bed and stretched up to cross off another day on the - chart she would 
make for herself, countingdown the-days left until she returns to the school. Funny she thought I like 
school, she knewthatthe spell would have to come to end, like a love that she had to let goof too early 
in life too, yet he was a final piece also, then she-took off her glasses and she lay down, is nothing more 
than a transparent nighty that was pink, nothingelse; eyes open, facingthe three birthday cards, and 
the moving photos of her new light in her life Emma, and for this, she was ease too. 

That night she said before going to bed, restingher weary head, 'awe-the re is nothing like an 
onion bagel with cream cheese and starboard jam.' 

Extremely unusualthough she-was, at that moment Naddalin -felt just like everyone else - 
glad, for the-first time in the lives, that it was her birthday, and it did not suck, freaking holy-taint's, she 



remembers backto her story and said the church Fatherwas the only one to remember, herday, and 
was a feelingfriendto her, growing up, that could have gonethere-yetshe was too youngand he loved 
GOD more than she, did not say that they did not kiss in the booth now doses it when she asked her 
cute sweet question about self-analyst, he told this little girl that was innocent, all these wonderful 
stories about angels light and dark finding their way- and he said- 'like the girl in the story- little one you 
to well find your way, someday- okay.' 

While Dariez lay around watching, and eating white cherry ice cream, Naddalin cleaned the- 
windows, the same one that she looked out all those years back, washed the - car, that was starting to 
rust away on the barn that was hers to the blue color almost all faded away, mowed the - lawn, with the 
same tractor, clipped the-flowerbeds, fora vase, next to her bed, trimmed and watered the - roses, and 
had all the lilies and daisy in her hand, and repainted the-garden bench, as was back then. 

The-sun blazed overhead, burning the- back of her neck, and she could fee I the wings want 
to come out for shad, and strength. 

Naddalin knewshe-shouldn'thave risento Dariez's bait, but Dariez had said the-very thing 
Naddalin had been thinking herself... maybe she- didn't have anyfriendsat the school... 

Wish they could seefamous Naddalin - now, the-thoughtunrestrainedlyasshe-spread 
manure on her-flower beds, she back aching, sweat run ning down the faces. 

It was half-pasteight in the-evening when at last, exhausted, she- heard Aunt Jennath calling 
her, to come to eat and take a bath, like a young child again. 

And Get in here! 

Walk on the- newspaper, she did there where coverthe floor like what should be carpet, to 
keep out the draft in this old farmhouse- it was bad yet neverthis deplorable 11 have seen this place in 
my mind as her, God Lord I thought, yet I'm notto say anything mean-ie- like to them. 

Naddalin moved ever so gently appreciatively into the - shade of the- gleaming kitchen, the 
only place in the home to have a makeoverin years. 

On top of the- newgiamming double-sided stain less-steel fridge stood tonight's pudding: a 
huge mound of whipped creamy peanut butter and red-violet cake and a display dish. A roaster-potof 
roast beef was sizzling in the need double door-oven, with the clock face light, also new and shiny. 



I'sam sure that it will be eaten quicklyl Yet, I wonderif betterbesaid then just-'pass the 


gravy...?' 


Part: 5 

The-nonmagical peopleswill be there soon! 

Snapped AuntJennath, pointingtotwo slices of bread and a lump of cheese on her- kitchen 
table. Is this really all that you are severing them? She asked...'Yes-girl-ie it is,' she was patting her on 
the head with soft taps, like a young child, along with saying- 'this is all that we have to give them.' 

She-was already wearing a- pink cocktail dress. 

Naddalin washed herhand... 

Then at that moment, she fastened down the pitiful supper, thatshe had to eat. 

Then at that momentat that time-she- had completed, AuntJennath whisked away from the 
plate, out from under her nose. Upstairs, she went to be in her room! Hastily, is was asked of her to do 
that! 


She did not come down from her room, 'till the next morning. It was 8:00 a.m... Naddalin 
went down for breakfast only to find the-three or so-o- ofthem-Sleyashs already sitting around the- 
table, yet with her whom is counting them, her mind was so-o endorsed in what she was thinking about, 
and that was nothing more or less than about all that is magic, and that world, she loved to be in. She 
could care less about them and their childish ways, she thought even if that is what they say about her. 

They were watching a brand -newtelevision, a welcome-home-for-she-summer present for 
Dariez, who had been complainingdeafeningly about the - long walk between her-fridge and the- 
freakingtelevision, 'like in the- living- room, is- a- Tv, and in that room, is that cold-ie thing-ing- you see¬ 
the re called rooms, and devised into them, are things that go in those rooms. 

Like-like- like-you need to have enough whit about you to see you need to go to that room 
for that in that room- (she was saying that in a slow way of speakingto her- like a tard.) 

Dariez had spent most of the-summer in the- kitchen, like a little piggy, eyes fixed on the- 
screen, overthe why not thinkingshe could get up and movie, with the plat, and she five chins wobbling 
as she- ate continually. 



Naddalin sat down between Dariezand Uncle Read, a huge, beefy man with very little neck 
and a- lot of mustache, and long stringy white beard. 

Far from wishing Naddalin a happy birthday, none of the-Sleyashs made any insignia that 
they had noticed Naddalin enterthe- room... 

Nonetheless, Naddalin was far too used to them to care. She- helped herself to a piece of 
bagel only one half was left in the bag, then looked up at the - reporter on the-television, who was 
halfway through a report on a fugitive criminal. 

(Unsolved Mysteries is playing) 

Besides... the- public is warned that Black is armed extremely dangerous. A special hotline 
has been set up-asking'join me in helping servala- mystery-' a sharp taking and the dressed man said, 
'if-you-see- in the least-one sighting of- Black, you should notify this line i-m-med-iat-ely.' 

Part: 6 

'Like there is no need to tell us...' 

'He's no good,'inhaled, while saying it. Uncle 

Read, staring overthe-top ofthe newspaperatthe-pricier. Besides lookat the-state of him, 
the- dirty dart ball, look at the hair- all black, long wavy and greasy! 

-And- 

She-shota nasty look sidewaysat Naddalin, whose untidy hair had always been a source of 
great annoyance to Uncle Read. 

Saying you have room to talk, aboutthe way he looks. Naddalin felt very wellgroomed 
indeed, all the time she prided herself too, she knew that was just bull shit coming out of his mouth, 
overshe was the cuter one. 

The- reporter had reappeared, 30 minutes have passed. 'You too can help in slaving an 


Unsolved Mystery.' 



Besides the- Bureau of Cultivation cow show stuff- will announce today, so change the 
flicker-clicker thing-ie me-bobbertothe impotentthings, farms. 

-And- 

...Hangonl I say! 

Now, growled Uncle Read, staring furiously at the - reporter, to end she was taking doing the 
numberin hercontacts. 

Furthermore, you didn'ttell us where thatzealot escapedfrom! Whatuse is that? Shit like he 
could be coming up the- street right now, to kill you girlie I 

-And- 

AuntJennath, who was bony and mare-faced, whipped around and scrutinized intently out of 
the- kitchen window. 

Naddalin knew Aunt Jennath would simply love to be the - one to call the- hotline number. 

She'd-was the- inquisitive woman in the-world and spent most of her life spying on the- 
mind-numbing, law- and the unbidden neighbors, saying this and that about whatnot- or whatever. 

When will they learn, she said that you can't party every night form 7:00 p.mto 3:00 a.m, 
getting drunk having sex with random kids, and dancing around large fires, good I open the door to my 
home and have panties and used condoms hitting me in the freaking faces she said; and said Uncle Read, 
poundingthe-table with the large purple fist, saying words like- 

'kids today there is no law- no discipline...' Uncle Read- 'The-only way to deal with these 
people,is to justshootthem in theface ordrill themin theface?' 

'Oh- sh-h I' she said, 'saying cool it.' 

-And- 

Uncle Read, I thoughtto say to you is a little unstable, sorry it's embarrassing. 

'Very true,' said Aunt Jennath, who was still squinting into next door's runner-beans, and 
farting loaderthen her mouth shootingas much Diarrhea as the behind that she had. 



'The house smells like a couch!' 


Uncle Read drained she coffee' cup, glanced at his watch, besides added. I'd better be off in a 
jiffy, Jennath- come, walk them to the door. 

Chapter: 158 

Part: 1 

(Partingwords) 

'Marge'strain getsin at ten...so-oyeah...' 

-And- 

Naddalin, whose thoughts had been upstairs with the-Servicing kit forher wings, and a 
1920's case with all that she needs to be a fallen-witch in magic too, down here, was brought back to 
earth with an unpleasantbumpwhenshefellfrom thesky...form the what nonmagical peoplescall the 
havens, yet have no clue, thank God-on Earth that no-one saw. Good feather grooming is key. 

Aunt Marge was Uncle Read'ssister, may God help us... and also worked in an orphanage a 
residential institution devoted to the care of orphans-children whose biological parents are deceased or 
otherwise unable orunwilling to take care of them. (I have heard this so many times- blah-ick...) 

Then she continuing to say: Biological parents, and sometimes biological grandparents, are 
legally responsible forsupportingchildren, but in the absence of these, no named godparent, orother 
relatives willing to care for the children, they become a ward of the state, and orphanages are oneway 
of providingfortheircare, housingand education. 


'Um-hum...' 

Even though she'd-was not a blood relative, she was only a half-blood, of the Naddalin's... 
yetthat was more then I to be loved. 

She- blurted out, yet again- like before to my face, interfering with my personal space, I could 
fee I the misty spit even-and the stank breath- of lezz-ie pussy. 


Aunt- Marge! They said... don't say that to that child... we are all she has... 



'I'm said-to go suck off, like-yet anotherfat bitch- bitch! ...and walked away.' 


'Naddalinlir (Theyshouted) 

(Whose most had been Aunt 

Jennath'ssister, overnoone, would like- like a smaller-well her... and all that...) 

She- had been forced to call her- 'Aunt'when all she wanted to say was profanity with long- 
running slurs to her for all her- her rotten, mangy life. 

Aunt Marge lived in the- country- more farm-a-fid-ed, in a house with a large garden, then 
ours, where she'd- bred bulldogs, funny the dog's faces are cuter than hers. That reminds me... he - he- 
he...a nevermind... I thought it's an old inside joke. 

She'd-didn't often stay at anywhere else, becauseshe'd-couldn't bearto leave the precious 
dogs, but each of the visits stood out horribly vividly in Naddalin's mind, young 'till now. 

(Flashback) 

At Dariez'sfifth birthday party. Aunt Marge had whacked Naddalin aroundthe-bare butt 
with herwalking stick to stop herfrom beating Dariez at musical statues. 

A fewyears later, she'd- had turned up at Christmas with an electronic robotfor Dariez and a 
box of dog biscuits for Naddalin, saying this is smarterthan you and this is all you should be eating as 
that one did in the past- Naddalin, she was lived. 

On the last visit, the-year before Naddalin started at the school, Naddalin had accidentally 
trampled on the-tail of the favorite dog, that got her bed instead of hersleepingit... 

Ripper had chased Naddalin out into the-garden up a tree same old tree that she was in 
years ago the angel oak, and Aunt Marge had refused to call her off until past midnight, she slept in the 
tree on a branch all starched out... 

Part: 2 


The- memory of the incident still brought tears of laughter to Dariez's eyes. 



And Marge well be there fora week, and Uncle Read snarled, and while we're on the-topic, 
and she- pointed a fat finger bullyingly at Naddalin, besides we need to get a few things straight before, I 
go and collect her. 

-And- 

Dariez smirked and then withdrew the gaze she had from the-television. As she was 
watching young Naddalin being bullied by Uncle Read, afterall- like she was Dariez'sfavorite form of 
entertainment. 

Besides primarily, grinning all creepy like, and harassing herwas the thing to do, just like 
Uncle Read, both saying- 'you'll keep a municipal tongue in your head when you're talking to Marge.' 

The next day... 

Also, and all right... 

Above and beyond said Naddalin inordinately, besides- um if she'd- does when she is talking 

to me. 


-And- 

Furthermore, and now secondly, also said 

Uncle Read, acting as though he- had not perceived Naddalin's reply, as Marge doesn't know 
anything about your irregularity, I do not want any - any funny stuff while she is here with us. 'You 
behave yourself, got me...?' 

-And- 

Additionally, 'I'swill if she'd-does, said Naddalin through clenched teeth.' 

Uncle Read-And- and-and, thirdly... the mean little eyes now slit in her inflated face, over 
tears, and we've told Marge you attend North End- Secure Centerforthe inoperable wrong- criminal- 
and well to dumb it doing for you-died in the head-Girls-JUST LIKE YOU. 

Naddalin- 'so-oa school for retards is what you're saying...' 


'What?' Naddalin yelled... 



...Precisely!!! Good- Naddalin-Good... saying it in a very dick-ish way. 


Thenyou'll be sticking to that story-girl-ie we say for you, girl, orthere'll be trouble, 
quarreled Uncle Read. 

Naddalin sat there, white-faced furious, staring at Uncle Read, hardly able to believe it, that 
she was making words come outof hermouth in arguments. 

Part: 3 

AuntMargecomingfora weeklongvisit- it wasthe-worstbirthday presentshe-Sleyashs 
had ever given her, including that pair of Uncle Read's old socks, that looked like it was used as Uncle 
Reads night before condom. 

-Gross... 

Well, Jennath, said Uncle Read,gettingtoo overwhelming hostel-with you come here, I will 
be off to the station, then-said the bitch. Want to come along for the- ride, she said to the one... and 
you knowwhich one. 

-And- 

No, said Dariez, even I think this is going to fare, and like whose attention had returned to 
the-television nowthat Uncle Read had finished threateningand terrorizing Naddalin. 

'...And Dariez's got to make herself smart for she auntie,' said Aunt Jennath, - 'That's not nice, 
is it to a girl like you now'-also saying this in a way that is demeaningto herage and intelligence, yet 
comforting, in a way, that was needed even if- unpleasant. 

Part: 4 

Dariez's smoothed thick blond hair... 

Her Mommy'sboughthera lovely new dress. 

Uncle Read slapped Dariez hard on the back of hershoulder, saying- 'see even on her 
birthday you get what was hers, she too dumb anyways, to understand, that we gave this to you, and 
not her.' 



Also, see you in a bit, then, like-she-said, besides she- left the- breakfast nook. 

Naddalin, who had been sitting in a kind of horrified trance, had a sudden idea. 

'I would like to get read if you like you- like you get rid of your blood use tampons, using all 
the toilet paper balling it all around, as you do before throwing it in the scrap can.' He really said that to 
me... 


Chapter: 159 

Part: 1 

Then it hit me that I could be kissing herevery morning, I used to kiss her every morning 
when I used to get up and did not want summer anymore. I re member the middle of last year in the 
school year, about her saying- 'I am worried if I kiss you I that I may screw up-' and I'm said back- 'if you 
didn'tyou would, and we started to kiss all the time...' 'I just loved giving her un-pure thoughts,' alleged 
Naddalin, in her young lusting girl mind. 'I'm so bad- but I was thinking about sex,' 'urn-1 like it when 
Emma goes down really deep in me with herdildo, uh- it feels so-oogoo-ooooo-d.' 

Part: 2 

Then she made some toast, she- got quickly to herfeet, when it popped, and shejumped- 
then followed Uncle Read to the-front door. Uncle Read was pulling on her coat. 

She though on a coat- even so-o. I am going-she cried... '-NO. Besides, I'm not taken you!' 

Then he-snarled, like a dog, as she-turned to see Naddalin watching him, and she snarled 
back even more intensely. 'Like-1 wanted to come, she said Naddalin unfeelingly,' 'You would like to 
come-' he said mocking her. And I wantto ask you something. 

-And- 

Uncle Read eyed heruntrustworthily. 

This ends with herbeing strangled out... 


And him losing to teeth in the front with a left hook... MMAis looking good on me she said- 
even asa justwhite belt, I have more powerthan you everhave overme now. Something I took up over 



the summer to getaway from here. And So...? Then snapped Uncle Read, taken the car keys from a hook 
nextto the-door. 

So, it was broadcasted overtheTV, that there was going to be saverstorms, in the flowing 
counties, torrential rain, I was standing just outside the door, just after saying- that 'I wanted to go- too,' 
and just like that a bolt of lightning struck right in front of me, it lights me up, and if I would be a life as I 
should, I know I would dead; and fried- like some-finger-licking good- KFC chicken, yet, I can't freak'n 
die even if, like-1 wanted to, if you are fallen like me you cannot pass 'till the time reach a final death... 

Part: 3 

Thinking back to something she said to me, just like you, I have a place to dump my- cum- 
and it in you-and letting mine roll way down in that sweet little pussy you have- um I wanted her, so-o, 
bad-so bad, yet, I suck hereto the newyear- aww! Like- if a girl did not want to c*m she would not be 
there in the first place with you- dah- and I wantto be there so-oo badly right now! 

I LOVE HER! 

(Forward) 

By the way now that you have chocked the life out me, I need you to sign the - permission 
form and said Naddalin in a rush. 

Now the third year is here - at Hayvannaholare allowed to visit the-village sometimes, said 

Naddalin. 


'Why should I dothat?' And scorned Uncle Read, lisping through his-younggirl hating- 
missing teeth. 

Well, and said Naddalin, picking herwords NOT so carefully, also it will be hard work, 
pretendingto Aunt Marge I go to that 

St. Watson... 

-And- 

And at The Re-tard school AKA-The CenterforTerminally Criminal Girls or whateverthe hell 


it is called! Hollered Uncle Read,at the top of his voice. 



Naddalin was pleased to hear a definite note of panic in Uncle Read's voice, that I could have 


died. 


I thought- (You do care about me- don'tyah...) 

Exactly, said Naddalin with great enthusiasm, lookingtranquility up into Uncle Read's large, 
purple face. 

Besides, it's a- lot to evoke, is it not? I'll have to make it sound convincing, won't I? 

What if I accidentally let somethingslip? 

-And- 

You'll get the- stuffing knocked out of you, won'tyou?Then and their rumbled Uncle Read, 
advancing on Naddalin with she first raised. Nonetheless, Naddalin stood herground. 

Like-knocking the-stuffing out of me won't make Aunt Marge forget what I could tell her, 
she-said grimly. 

Uncle Read stopped, his fist still raised, right at her sweet, little, cute, and young- little girl 
ribbons in her yet- her face was an ugly puce- it was- no not like her at all. 

Ifyou sign my permission form, then Naddalin wenton quickly, I swearl'll rememberwhere 
I'm supposed to go to Hayvannahol, I'll act like a Mug- like I'm normal and everything- honey that good 
that yourtrying so hard to be,yetyou never-everbe normal he patted heron the head like she was 
dimwitted. 


Naddalin could tell that Uncle Read was thinking it over, even if his teeth where bared-the 
ones left that are, a vein was throbbing in the temple, on the leftside. 

Besides, right, she-cracked in her voices finally. Then I shall check your behavior carefully 
during Marge'svisit, then should I? 

If, at the- conclusion of it, you've toed the- line, in addition, keptto the- story, we say and 
think aboutyou- I'll sign your motherF'nform. 


-And- 



She-wheeled around, pulled open the-front door, then slammed it so hard, that some of the 
plaster fall from the ceiling, and then that one of the - little stained-glass panes of glass, that was cracked 
at the-top fell out. Naddalin didn't return to the - kitchen at all, she ran. 

She-went back upstairs to her bedroom, overthe top that one she used to have-thinking 
aboutfora moment-ortwo. 

If she-was going to act like a real- nonmagical people, she'd better start now-so- in her mind 
she just did that at acting like a teen girl- all over again-going to her room to mope. 

Nasty, unkind, revolting, and sadly she-gathered up all the presents from her birthday cards 
too that ruined by being mean ad smashing them and ripping them up and whatnot, so-o she hid them 
under the- loose floorboard with her homework, trying not to look over the fact that it just made her 
that gloomy. 

Then she-wentto Baby Raven's cage. Errolie seemed to have recovered from also being 
thrown up agentthe wall to in his rage, I held- baby Raven's until she fell asleep, in my heads recovering 
from a broken wing. 

Naddalin sighed, holding her in her plums. Baby Raven's, she-said gloomily, you poor thing... 
while her in a rocking-rocking in a chair. 

Correspondingly, you're goingto have to clear off for a week. Go with Errolie. Jinger well 
looks afteryou. I'll write hera note, explaining. I say-do not look at me like that- Baby Raven's large 
eyes, biggerthan should be for herto have. 

Part: 4 

Like-where reproachful-And it's not my fault. It's the-only way I'll be allowed to visit 
Claepsiara, SKalaieol of Wizardry with Jinger And Emmah. 

Ten minutes later, Errolie the baby Raven's (who had a note to Jinger bound to her leg) 
soared out of the- arched window out of my sight off into the horizon. 

Naddalin, now fee ling thoroughly miserable, put the- empty cage away inside the-wardrobe. 

Nonetheless, Naddalin didn't have longto brood. In nextto no time, AuntJennath was 
shrieking up the- stairs for Naddalin to come down and get ready to welcome theirvisitor. 



Do somethingaboutyourhair, nowit like a boyhas played in it! Aunt Jennath said asshe- 
reachedthe- hall. 

Naddalin could not see the- point of trying to make the hair lie flat, it was always frizzy and 
all the detanglerin the world would notfix it. Aunt Marge loved criticizing her, so the- messiershe- 
looked, the- happier she'd- would be. 

All toosoon, there wasa crunch of gravel outside as Uncle Read's car pulled back into her- 
driveway, thenthe-clunkofthe-car doorsfootsteps on the-garden path, upthe porch, and pass the 
have wood door, she was in the entranceway nextto the old steps. 

'Hey, you with the big eyes and the face- getthe- door!' 

Thenand there, AuntJennath hissed at Naddalin showingteeth. 

She'd-turned on the heel then left, makingher way into the living room. Jinger waited until 
she'd- had vanished through the- doorto the- girls,' dormitories, then cleared she- garbage off the- 
knitted hats. 'They should at least see what They're picking up,' she-said firmly. 'Anyway...' she- rolled 
up the- parchment on which she- had written the-title of Lily's essay, 'there's no pointtrying to finish 
she now, I can't do it without Emmah, I haven't got a clue of what you're supposed to do with 
moonstones, have you?' 

(A wisp of a wand and she moved forward in time - back to her happy place the school for 
girls like her.) Naddalin shook her head, noticing as she - did so-o, that the- ache- in her right temple was 
getting worse. Um-she-thought of the- long essay on colossal wars, about light and dark, and the- pain 
stabbed at herabruptly. 

Knowing perfectly well that when-the- morning came, she-would regret not finishing the 
homework that night like the good little girl she was known for, she - piled she books back into her bag. 

'I'm going to bed too- said Emma- and with you.' 

'It was nice to have a cuddle body- again!' 

Chapter: 160 


Part: 1 



She- passed Laila on the-way to the- door, leading to the- dormitories back at the school 
knowthat she had skippedtime, butdid not look at her. 

Naddalin hada fleeting impression that Laila had openedthe mouth tospeak, butshe-sped 
up and reach the-soothing peace of the-the body of Neveah' spiral staircase without having to endure 
any more provocation. 

The-following day dawned just as sluggish and so very rainy as the - aforementioned one. 
Like- Dargide was still absent from the-staff table at breakfast. 'But on the- plus side, no Lily today' said 
Jingerbracingly. 

Emmah yawned widely and poured herself some coffee. She'd- looked mildly pleased about 
something, and when Jinger asked her what she'd - had to be so happy about, she'd-simply said, her- 
hats have gone. 

Seems the- house sprites do want freedom after all.' 

'I wouldn'tgamble on it,' Jingertold hercaustically. they might not count as closes. She 
didn't look anything like hatsto me, more like knitted bladders.' 

Emmah did notspeakto herall morning. 

Double Transfiguration- succeeded double Charms, Professor Flitwick and Professor- 

McDermott both spent the-first fourteen minutes of their lesson lecturing the-class on the- 
importance of flying with wings. 

'What you must reminisce,'said little ProfessorFlitwicksqueakily hangingas everona pile of 
books so that she- could see overthe- top of the desk, 'is that these inspections may impact yourfutures 
for many years to come- lady's-work hard I 

If you have not already given serious thought to your life paths, like - now is the- right time to 
do so-o.Then and there in the- mean-time, I'm afraid of thin king about it all, we shall be working harder 
than everto certify, verify, confirm, endorse and attest, that you all do yourselves righteousness!' 

They-then-there and did, spentoveran hour revisingSummoningCharms, which according 
to Professor Flitwick was boundto come up in their FLYING FIORSES, and she- rounded offthe- lesson by 
setting them there largest ever amount of Charms homework-ever in the school walls. 



It was the- same, if not worse, in Conversion. 


'You cannot pass a FLYING test nevertheless, with the smaller HORSES,'said Professor 
McDermott poorly worded, to Emma.' Seeing that she hurt the girl- she fastly said- without serious claim, 
practice, you will get there and study hard, rubbing her hand. I see no regard why everyone in the class 
should not achieve a FLYING in Transfiguration as long as they put in the-work.' Neville made a sad little 
skeptical of noise, with hersnort. 

There is nothing wrong with your work except lack of confidence girls, it shows, that you're 

smart. 


Still betterthan what Emma got before, I rememberwhenthe professor said, 'thatthe 
ambitions us girls have was to see how many thine-she like me too, and all the girls in the class could 
have sex and not get pregnant.' 

Emma-snapped back sharply-well then, I am not going to hell, for using a dildo then for this 
is what I do, and the class of girls just giggled, as the professor looked stunned. 

(The next day) 

So... today we are starting VanishingSpells. 

These are easier than Illusion Spells, which you would not usually attempt until the 2nd level, 
but they are still among the- most tough magic you will be tested on in your FLYING courses.'She would- 
was relatively accurate; Naddalin found she-VanishingSpells utterly problematic. 

By the-end of a double period she nor Jingerhad managed to vanish the - mice on which they 
were practicing, though Jingersaid with any luck she-thoughtshe looked a bit paler. Emmah, on the- 
otherhand, successfully vanished she mouse on her-the third attempt, earning she a ten-point bonus 
for Amsel f rom Professor McDermott. She would - was she- only pergirl not given homework; everybody 
else was told to practice the-spell overnight, ready fora fresh attempt on their mice the-following 
afternoon. 


Now postulating slightly about the-the amount of homeworkthey had todo, Naddalin and 
Jingerspenttheir lunch hourin the- haunted library, looking up she- usesof daydream-gravest in 
potion-making. 



still angry aboutJinger'sslur on her woolly hats, Emmah did not join them. By the-time they 
reached Upkeep of Magical Creatures in the-afternoon, Naddalin's head was aching again. 

The-day had become cool, breezy, chided to, and damp, in addition as they walked down 
the-sloping lawn towards Dargide's cabin on the- edge of the- Illicit Woodland, they feitthe-occasional 
drop of rain on their faces. 

Professor Grubbly Plank stood to wait for the- class some ten yards from Dargide's front door, 
a long trestle table in front of she laden with twigs. As Naddalin And Jinger reached there was, a loud 
shout of laughter sounded behind them; whirling, they saw Drallieah Malle rie striding towards them, 
encircled by her usual gang of Slyshein- and clans. 

She- had clearly just said something highly amusing, because Carllah, Goyle, and the others 
found it to be thatway, andthe- restsustainedto sniggeringas theygathered aroundthe-trestle table 
and, judging by her-way they all kept looking over at Naddalin, she-was able to guess the-subject of 
the-joke withouttoo much difficulty. 

'Everyone there?' Barked Professor 

Grubby Plank, once all she-Slysheins And 

Amsel's had arrived.' Let us crack on then.' 

'Whocan tell me what these things are called?' 

She'd- indicated she- heaps of twigs in front of her. 

Emmah's handsshot into the- air. 

Behind her back, Mallerie did a Becca toolshed imitation of she is jumping up and down with 
enthusiasmtoanswera question. 

She gave a shriek of laughter that turned almost-at once into a scream, as the-twigs on the- 
table leaped into her- air, and then exposed her-themselvesto be what looked like tiny pixie-e-sh 
creatures made ofwood-or so it looked into the gorgeous magnificent creature, reach with arms and 
legs just like a little humminggirl would have, cartoon-like face in- which a pair of oversized brown eyes 
glittered, it was kind of like a little fairy, that because it wasjustthat- said Emma. 



'0-oh!'Theysaid... 


Nevaeh 
Book: 41 


The Story of my Life 


Part: 1 

Look at that fairy said Lavender, thoroughly irritating Naddalin. 

Anyone would have thought Dargide had never- evershown them, impressive creatures, 
definitely, the-Slobber-worms had been a bit dull, even Kayla with the big brown eyes said, but she- 
Salam errs And Peryton (a baby doe with wings) had been interesting enough, besides she- Explosion 
Concluded Harpy perhaps too much so-o. 

'Kindly keep your voices down, girls I' said Professor Grubbly Plank abruptly, scattering a 
handsoul of what looked like coffee beansamongthe-creatures, whoatonce fell uponthe-food. 'So, 
anyone knows the- namesof these creatures? Miss. Kizziah?' 

'Puffskein, OMG CUTE-' said Emmah. 

They are hierarchy guardians, usually live in tail foliage that they color match, at night when 
all this world comes to life in its vividness, and dark worldly contests.' 


'Five points forAmsel,' said ProfessorGrubbly Plank, on thefloorsqueaked, and creaked. 



Yes, these are Puffskein, as Miss. Kizziah rightly says, they generally- live in foliage whose 
tinder is of wand quality, and a night these weepy trees glow in a cobalt blue, and shimmer, with 
pulsating lighter shade of blue and white, to your heartbeat girls, with you touch the tree looking in your 
wings to it, and form those treesyougetthese little fuzz balls of fun. Anybody know whatshe eats?' 
Also, the potion we use a shampoo for are wings for these girls that have them, that want to make them 
irresistible to a boyor to keepthemshinyandclean. 

'Centipedes,' said Emmah promptly which explained why what Naddalin had taken to be 
grains of brown coffee' beans were moving about.' 

Then it was said- 'Butfairy eggsif she-ycangetthem, yetthatis really hard overthe fairy¬ 
like them to eat more.' 

'Good girl, take anotherfive points. So, wheneveryou need leaves or wood from a tree in 
which a Puffskein-cabins in a tree, it is wise to have a gift of centipede's ready to distract or placate it. 

They may not look dangerous, but if angered they will try to score out human eyes with their 
finger's nails, which, as you can see, are very sharp, besides not at all needed near the-eyeballs. 

So, if you would like to get any closer, take a few centipedes, and a Puffskein, and play with it 
like it's a newborn baby-girls... 

I have enough the re for one between two of, so you can study them more carefully, 
prudently, sensibly, and cautiously. 

I want a draftfrom each of you with all body parts labeled by the-end of the class period, 
and a drawing, of howyou thinkthey really should lookunderthat fuzz-ness, pulled outformyourmind 
like agray twisted cobweb-outon to my desk. 

The-class poured like a herd of cattle stampedingforwardsaroundthe-trestle table. 

Naddalin deliberately rains around and circled the- back of her, so that she- ended up right 
nextto ProfessorGrubbly. 

'Where's Dargide...?' She- asked, she, while everyone else was 


Hayvanna-hosing Puffskein.' 



Neveryou mind/ said ProfessorGrubblyrepressively, which had been she attitude lasttime 
Dargide had failed to turn up fora class, too. 

Smirking all overshe pointed face, Drallieah Mallerie leaned across Naddalin and 
apprehendedthe-smallestandthecutestPuffskein, that she could find-she had her eyes on her for she 
was the small one out- like her. 

'Maybe,' said Mallerie in an undertone, so that only Naddalin could hear her, 'the-stupid 
great klutz's got herself badly injured.' 

'Maybe, like-you will if you don't shut up,' said Naddalin, out of the-side other mouth. 

'Maybe, she's been messing with paraphernalia-and things like that-that's too big for her if 
you get my drift.' 

Mallerie walked away, smirking over her shoulder at Naddalin, whofelt unexpectedly sick. 

Did Mallerie know something? Herdaddy was a Death Devourerafterall; what if she- had 
information about Dargide's fate that had not, yet reached the-ears of the-War? 

She- hurried back around the-table to Emmah who was crouching on the-wood floor, some 
distance away, attemptingto persuade a Puffskein to remain still long enough forthem to draw it in 
their minds, and retrieve it in their cognizance. 

Naddalin pulled herthoughtoutof the back of her head with indexfingerwith quill still in- 
between the other's, crouched down beside the- others, related in a whisper what Mallerie had just said. 

'Duerre would know if something had happened to Dargide,' said Emmah simultaneously.' 

It's just playing into Mallerie's hand as if to look worried; it told her we don't know exactly 
what'sgoing on. 

We must ignore her, Naddalin.There, hold the- Puffskeinfora moment, just so, I can draw 
its face... using my mind. 

'Yes,' came Mallerie's clear drawl from the-group adjacent them,' Daddy was talking to the- 
Martita just a couple of days ago, you know, and it sounds as though the- Bureau's really determined to 
crack down on sub stand teaching in the place. 



So even if that overgrown moron does show up again, she will perhaps be sent packing 
straight away.' 

'OUCH!'Isay... 

Naddalin held the- Puffskein so hard and was hugging it so tightly, that it had almost snapped, 
(OMG-1 wantto keep it.) 

Also, it had justtaken a great retaliatory swipe at the hands with its sharp fingers, leaving 
four long deep cuts there. Asking if they could be declawed. 

Naddalin dropped her saying that very question, yet still thinking she was the cutest thing 

ever. 


Carllah and Goyle, who had already been chuckling at the- idea of Dargide beingsacked, 
laughed still harder as the- Puffskein set off at full tilt towards the- Forest, a little moving fuzz ball soon 
swallowed up among the-tree roots and tall grasses. 

When the- bell faintly bounced over the-grounds, Naddalin rolled up the bloodstained 
Puffskein picture, that she now had down her hand still bleeding, and marched off to the biology with 
the hands wrapped in Emmah's handkerchief. And Mallerie's mocking laughter still ringing in the ears. 

'If she- calls Dargide a moron one more time...' said Naddalin through gritted teeth. 

'Naddalin, don't go picking a ruckus with Mallerie, don't you forget, she's perfect now, she- 
could make life difficult foryou...' 

'Wow, like, I wonderwhat it would be like to have a difficult life?' said Naddalin sarcastically. 

Jinger laughed, but Emmah frowned. Together, they tramped across the- grassy patch. 

The-sky still appeared unable to make up its mind, of what it wanted to do, when-she 
looked up, it looks as if it wanted to rain or cry down on us for letting them all go. 

'I just wish Dargide would hurry the hell up and get back, that's all,' said Naddalin in a 
muffled faint voice, as they reached and starched in the-greenhouses that they were back in it.' 


Besides do not say that is so, that Grubbly woman's a betterteacherl'She-added bullyingly. 



'I wasn'tgoingto/ said Emmah calmly. 


'Because she will never be as good as Dargide/said Naddalin determinedly, fully aware that 
she- had just qualified an exemplary Care of Magical Creatures Lessons... In addition, was methodically 
annoyed about it. 

The- door of the- nearest green house opened with a whoosh, and some teens spilled out of 
it, including Jill, as the winds picked up. 

'Hi,' she-said luminously as she- passed. A few instants later, Danna Lovegood emerged, 
trailing behind the-rest of the-class, a blotch and smear of the earth on hernose, along with the hint in 
herhair tied in a knot with long ribbons, on her-top of herhead. 

When she-saw Naddalin then and there, she prominent eyes seemed to bulge all big like and 
excitedly wild like, and she- made a beeline straight for her. Many of the classmates turned curiously to 
watch it all godown. 

Danna took a great breath then and there she said, without so-o much as a preliminary hello,' 
I believe the-Who Must Not Be Named is back, and I also believe you fought about her, and she escaped 
from you.' 


'Er- right,' said Naddalin awkwardly at the moment. Danna was wearingwhat looked like a 
pair of Auburn radishes for earrings, a fact that Parvati and Lavender seemed to have perceived, as they 
were both giggling and pointing at her earlobes. 

'You can laugh,' Danna said, she voices rising, apparently- underher- an impression that 
Parvati and Lavender were really laughing at what she- had said that whatshe-was wearing,' but people 
used to believe there were no such things as she - Blabbering Humdinger or her- Crumple- Horned 
Snorkackl' 


'Well, they were right, weren'tthey?' Said Emmah impatiently. 

There weren'tany such things as she- Blabbering Humdinger or her-Crumple-Horned 

Snorkack.' 


Danna gave her a wishing look and flounced away, ravishes swinging madly Parvati and 


Lavender were not she-only ones hooting with laughter now. 



'De'you mind not offending her- it was said... you are the only people who believe me?' 


Naddalin asked Emmah as they made their way into class. 

'Oh, for heaven's sake, Naddalin, you can do better than her-go in your picking of...' said 

Emmah.' 


Jill's told me all about her; she well only believes in things if there's no proof at all - right? 

Well, I wouldn't expect anything else from someone whosedaddy runs the-Star-paper.' 

Naddalin thoughtof she-ominous winged horses, and dear and other things in and around 
that were flying about the heavens above - they- had seen on the- night she- had arrived and how Danna 
had said she-could seethemaswell. 

She spirits descended slightly, and had she- been lying...? However- beforeshe-could devote 
much more thought to the- matter, Ernie Macmillan had stepped up to her. 

'I want you to distinguish,' she-said in a loud, resonant voice,'that it's not only weirdos who 
supportyou. 

I partially believe you one hundred percent. My family have always stood firmly behind 
Duerre, so-odo I.' 

'Erthanks very much, Ernie,' said Naddalin, taken aback but pleased. Ernie might be 
pompous on occasions like she, but Naddalin was in a mood to deeply appreciate a vote of confidence 
from somebody who did not have ravishes dangling from their ears. 

Ernie's words had certainly wiped the-smile from Lavender Brown's face also as she-turned 
to talk to Jinger and Emmah, Naddalin caught Laila's expression, which looked both confused and 
defiant. 


To nobody's surprise. Professor Burgeon started their lessons by lecturing them about the- 
importance of flying with wings all the things like them with wings. 

Naddalin wished all the-teachers would stop doing that all... as she already felt like she knew 


it. 



She- was starting to get an anxious, twisted feeling with-in her like every time she- 
remembered how much homework she - had to do, a feeling that gets worse dramatically when 
Professor Burgeon gave them, hithertoanotheressay atthe end of class. 

Exhausted and smelling stingingly of dark angel's dung. Professor Burgeon's preferred type of 
fertilizer, she-Colette'strooped backupto the- castle an hourand a half later of so-o, none of them 
chitchatting very much at all; it had been yet, anothervery long day. 

As Naddalin was ravenous, and she- had herfirst detention with Scott at 5:35 o'clock, she- 
headed straight for dinnerwithout dropping off her bag in Colette Tower so, that she-could pin 
something down before facing whatever she had in store for her. 

She- had hardly touched and stretched into the- entrance of the-Great Hall, moreover, when 
a loud angry voice yelled, 'Oh!' 

'What now...?' Then and there she- murmured unenthusiastically, turningto face Angelina 
Readgirl, who looked as though she-was in a wave of immense anger. 

'I'll tell you what now,' she- said, marching straight up to her and stabbing her hard in the- 
chestwith herfinger.' 

'How come you have one yourself in confinement for 5:45 on Friday?' 

'What...?'Said Naddalin.' Why...? Why-oh yes, Keepertryoutsl' 

'Now she- re members...!'Then Angelina snarls at her face.' 

'Um-didn'tl tell you like I wanted to do a tryout with the-entire team, did I not?' 

Additionally, to find someone who fitted in with everyone! Didn't I tell you I would book the- 
Claepsiara pitch particularly? 

Moreover, nowyou have categorical you are notgoingto be there!' 

'I didn'tdecideto be there!'said Naddalin, tingled up by the-wrongof these words.' 

I got detention from that Scott woman, just because, I told herthe-complete truth about- 


'You Know Who.' 



'Well, you can just go straight to herand ask herto let you off on Friday,' said Angelina 


fiercely.' 


Really, I foronedo not care howyoudo it, just do it... Tell her-You KnowWho'san illusion of 
your imagination if you like also, just make sure you're there before long.' 

She-turned on her heel, twisting it and stormed away hopping on one foot. 

'You knowwhat...?' Naddalinsaid to Emmah and Jingeras theyarrived at the-Great Hall.' 

I think we'd better check with Puddle me re United when-the Oliver Wood's been killed 
during a training session because Angelina seemsto be channelingthe spirit.' 

'What you reckon are the-odds of Scott letting you off on Friday?' said Jingerskeptically, as 
they sat down at, she- Coletta- table. 

'Less than zero,' said Naddalin miserably, tipping baby dear meet, onto her plate, that 
passed and starting to eat her.' Had bettertry- not to cry, thinking about this little baby girl that did not 
have a life, though, hadn't I, feel it coming on and I did. 

I will offer to do two more detentions or something, I cannot do this- 'like a big girl...' she 
cried running out of the Hall... like a 2-year-old, little girl with hair ribbons on both sides of her shoulders. 

She-swallowed a mouthful of mashed potato and added, I hope she'd-doesn't keep me too 
long this evening-for not eating everythingon my plate. 

You realize we have got to write three essays, practice Vanishing Spells for McDermott, work 
out a counter-charm for 

Flitwick, finish she- Puffskein drawing and then like- um-start that wonder dream diary for 

Solis?' 


'Lost in a dream- how wonderful...' 


Life Without Meaning 



Continued: 1 


A life without meaningshe said to me... sitting nextto her in class... 

/ am Taylor-the girl you are going to do yourdream studies with... Your Naddalin right? 

'Yes-Yes!' 

'A Life without meaning...' 

...?... 

That's what my life is now, she said. I don't live in the present or future. I don't live in what 
might happen today or what might happen tomorrow. I live in the past. I've lived my whole life in 
Greensburg Pa. and all these years have been the same. 

Everyday, I got picked upon by everyone even bythe teachers sometimes! I mean, I thought 
teachers were supposed to be there for you, but I guess that excludes the teachers here at the school. 

The reason- why-1 was always the one to get picked on was because I wasn't like the perfect 
models that sashayed down the hallways of my school like they were at a fashion show or something. It 
seemedtomethatoutof all thegirls that wentto my school, I was the only odd one out. 

My life and soul along with all of those in my family, ended on that fateful day, Saturday two 
months ago. The only difference between me and my family is that my body is still living. And I'm just 
going to have to live with the guilt... 

Everythingthat happened was because of me. Flying high above the clouds, I looked down, 
shocked at the beauty of the countryside. I could see a light breezegothrough the trees below me, of 
course, I was too high to feel it. I looked at me, justforfun. 

My golden hair flying fast behind me, my wings, an iridescent mix of purples, pinks, and blues, 
shined as they flapped. I angled my body and swooped down as I passed a lake and scooped up some 
water. I took it back up to the clouds, not spilling a drop. The week leading up to that Saturday was 
pretty normal. 

A typical Pa. morning. It was the week leading up to Spring Break when we were going on a 
family camping trip. Of course, we were all excited. We hadn't gone camping for four years since my 




little sisterHannah was born so it would be herfirst time. Which only made it more excitingforthe 
reason that we wanted it to be perfect. My little brothers Dean and Daniel and my olderbrotherChad 
and, I had already camped before, but we still couldn't wait. 

I didn't have that long, blonde hair that swept against their back or the beautiful bangs that 
hung over their forehead, causing them to flip their head to move it, which they did gracefully like swans. 
We were supposed to leave that Saturday and had a lot of packing to do. 

Nevertheless, that just made me look even worse. I didn't have that perfect hourglass figure 
or the flawless features. Butwhatl did have was a lot ofzits, especiallyon my cheeks. And mybody 
weight was 115 lbs., but it felt like so much more. To cover up my face, I hung my hair in it all the time, 
even on the hottest days ever! 

We woke up every morningthat weekto our normal routine, my mom yelling that we would 
be late. We'd take a shower (if necessary) and get dressed so-o on. 

My mom dropped us all off at our different schools and picked us up when school let out at 
the end of the day. 

She was always there at the front of the line trying her hardest to get us on time, even if she 
had to leave work early. 

We'd go home and start to packfor our week-longtrip. Goto sleep... Wake up and repeat, 
do it overand over. 

Part: 2 

All mylife, I'vewantedtobe popularand walkalongside the great Alexandria. 

She was my idol, even though she was a total bitch. I loved everything about her, hername - 
Lexy Michaels - her dark black hair flowed as swiftly as she walked, her sea-green eyes, which were one 
of the many things that attracted boys to her. But she also had a weakness: she's not very loyal. 

She has the perfect girlfriend though - Naddalin. I not sure if you knowheror not I don't 

even... 


I also wore a lot of skinny jeans and made sure to tug my shirt down to make it look good on 


me. 



My eyes were cute, but now because of my dark-framed and thickly rimmed glasses, you 
could hardly tell anymore. 

Ah, Naddalin, you see she the school's top girl in all that is magic. 

There is not a single girl in this school who doesn't love her, all of them would be willing to 
kill each otherfora leasta touch- I included. 

She was my one true love;it doesn't really matterto me if shedidn'tfeelthesameway,as 
long as he existed that was fine by me. 

So-o anyway, backto me, I, was basically a lonerall my life, kind of like you but not. 

A little more emo, nottoo tough and nottoo weak. I had veryfewfriends, most likely none, 
except forone. 

Well, I wouldn't really say that he was my friend though. This girl was my childhood friend 
too even if we never played together, and neighbor ever since I moved herefrom South Greensboro, 
part of the city back home, when I was only one and half years old. 

But then, now she's such a jerk to me, it's so hard to believe that she actually had a thing for 
me when we were five! 

Now she barely talks to me and whenever I come near her, she just pushes me away. 

Why? 

I don't really have any parents, by the way, so-o I've been living with the Davilles's fora few 

years now. 


Pat. 


I wasn't really comfortable with calling them mom and dad, so-o, I just called them Abby and 


I don't really know whatever happened to my real- mom and dad, but I just woke up one day 
and they weren'tthere. 

I panicked at first, but then after her parents took me, I soon started to forget it ever 


happened. 



Sure, Emma and Ariana were really nice and got me almost everything, you know Emma, 

don'tyou? 

'Yes, really well- I's may say../ 

I ever-everwanted, if you include a cell phone and an I-Pod, but-1 still didn'tfeelvery close 

to them. 

I wasn'tvery happy with anyone in GreensburgPa., not'till I came here. 

Like-1 said before, I was notemo, but with every day and all its problems, I became more and 
more like that. I nevercut myself through- as Ariana did... 

'One day,' I told myself. 'One day, they're all going to go too far and that'll be the end of me.' 

But I neverknewthat... 

That day would be tomorrow. 

I got the idea when I was readinga little bit of this manga called: 

'The Lost Girl' It is about a girl who's picked on by kids at school, got rejected by herone true 
love, and her child hood friend's a jerk to her now. 

So, she decides to hang herself but fails due to her heavyweight, which then causes her to 
find this medicine. 

But- but this medicine isn't like ordinary medicine, this medicine has the powerto change 
your appearance to the way you want it to be. 

Until the Friday before. 

I got a call from my best friend Jessica. She asked if I wanted to spend the night. 

I told herwe were leavingthe next morning really- early andthat I would not be able to. 


Of course, we both were disappointed. Whatgirl is not? 



So, we made a plan, so I would be able to go. The plan was to finish all my packing that night 
(which was already done,) and put it all in the car. Then get dropped off at her house and spend the 
night. 


On my parent's way to the campground the next morning, they could pick me up since it was 
only a few minutes out of the way. 

After begging for almost- five minutes my mom and dad agreed. 

Part: 3 

So, it was settled, I packed everything, I would need forthe trip in the car and after a zillion 
re minder about what not to forget, I finally got my overnight bag packed, for my first day back... 

I got in the car and my dad drives me to Yessa's house, a girl I knew back home. 

She made sure that I knew I would be picked up at six o'clock a.m. 

because we had a long drive ahead of us to the train station. 

I told her I knew so she left. I did not even say good-bye. Sometimes, I think that if I would 
have said good-bye things would have turned out differently. 

But-1 did not. 

The night went by like any sleepover. 

Late-night prank cal Is, popcorn and movies, painting toenails, and trying to see how long we 
could stay up. 

I crashed around one o'clocka.m. aftersettingthe alarm on my cell phone. 

The next morning, I was outside waiting at six o'clock sharp. 

I sat there fortwo hours,dozing off everyfewminutesandcheckingthe time on my phone 
the few times, I was actually- awake before, I started crying. 

I knewsomethingwaswrong. My dad was neverlate, my mom would have called. 


I musthave woken upJessand hermom with my loud crying. 



I only had to wait another hour before the police showed up. They both sat with me outside 
on the steps. I listened to the wind that flew past me. It almost seemed to call my name. 

'Taylor. Taylor- Tay-a.' I closed my eyes, listening carefully. It was definitely-calling me now. 
'Taylor. Taylor.' It almost started to sound annoyed. Whatever, I was enjoying this way too much to care. 

'Oh, right, um, X- equals two-hundred ninety-one and three tenths.' 

I answered absentmindedly. She looked shocked, actually-the whole class did. Then I 
realized what I said and was shocked myself, I had no idea what she even asked. 

'TAYLOR I!' 

My eyes snapped open, only I wasn't in the sky anymore. Mrs. Jenison the professor, my 
Algebra teacher was in front of me, looking very, very furious. 

'Welcome back, Ms. Svernight, so nice you could join us,'sarcasm was apparent in hervoice. 

Yeah, she was livid. 'Now perhaps you would be so kind as to answer my question?' 

Mrs. Jentson moved to the chalkboard and wrote some notes we needed to copy down, with 
the chalk floating in midair, she was using tele kinesis charming it to do so, in perfect penmanship. 

I started to copy them, butthen I started to stare out the window, drifting back into a 
daydream. (What we are studying right now...you with me.) 

The sound of the bell ringing brought me out of it- this time. 

I said- what I needed... she even read my mind... so in a way, it was all said without me saying 
anything at all. 

'Yes, that is correct, but that doesn't give you a pass to daydream again. 

Pay attention.'she said, still amazed at what I did. I nodded knowingthat I would not listen 

to her. 


I scrambled to get my stuff togetherand ran out the door. 


Part: 4 



When I got to my locker Sarce lies Handsome, my bestfriend, was already there. 


Well, she was at herlocker, but it is right nextto mine. I shoved my Algebra bookin my 
locker and grabbed my Biology notes and book. My locker doorclosed, and Sarcelles slid in front of it, 
and me. 


'So, what was it this time? Swimming? Running? Princess? Elves?' She asked. 

Okay, I'll admit it; I have a bit of imagination. 'Flying, it was so real. 

I could actually feelthe wind in my hair.' 'Was I there?' She asked, essentiallyjumpingupand 

down. 


She loves to hear about my daydreams- and regularones too-and always want to be a part of 
one. Even before I got here but, it's kind of like I have no control over them, I knew that my days were 
coming up to where I would be here. 

'Oh, um, yeah.' I lied, unconvincingly. 

'Don't lie to me,'she said, hercrestfallen with her breath left out. 

'You're really bad at it.' 

'I'm sorry. But I did feelyour presence.'Thatwas nota lie at least. I did feelthe presence of 
someone orsomething. I think it was Mell shortfor Mellany. At least, I hope it was. 

'Seriously?' 

I feltfaint in the head. 

I only heard snatches of what officerBarkly was telling me. 

'Car crash... All of then... Instantly... Without pain... 

Arrangements... Next week... I was alive yet not.' 

But I stopped listening, to the thoughts... I knew everything I needed to know. 

How could my family have all died? Then it hit me that I would be coming here and that I 
have more than one life, on Earth, yet I would have to have approval as a fallen girl. 



I got my answer in a moment... It was because of me. I was selfish to want to go to a friend's 
house the night before ourfamily trip. 

This was my punishment from God. Finally, tears started to fall down my face, that I was so 
bad that I would be sent here, not knowing. 

I thought of my dad, the last of my family I had seen. The one who always made Chad stop 
bothering me. Whose idea it was to go camping. 

I thought of my mom. Probably the kindest person in the world. Always putting others before 
herself. Always there forme when I needed her, giving me hugs on bad days. 

I thought of Chad... Even though he was a bully at home he always stood up for me at school 
wheneversomeonewas pickingon me. 

He wasonly eighteen. He'd just gotten his first serious girlfriend. 

A late curfew, a Credit Card!!! I also knew about the car my parents were going to surprise 
him with on his birthday. 

Now he would nevergetto drive someone to the movies in his own car. Nevergetto make 
stupid mistakes and learn the lesson. 

I thought of Daniel... How he was always trying to act like Chad... older. 

Even though he was only ten years old and still a kid at heart. He had just gotten his first real 
crush on a little girl I'm prettysure liked him back. 

Always annoying me to get my attention. Doing whatever I say so I'd play basketball with him. 
Or play catch in the backyard. 

I thought of Dean... too-Just starting school. Just making friends. 

Just starting to read. Just starting to live life at only six. 

He had just gotten a book he couldn't put down. I'd read it to him every night. 


He was mad because I was gone and would not be able to read to him. 



He only let me read to him because I used different voices footthe different characters. Still 


sucking his thumb every night. Practically- still a baby. 

Part: 5 

I thought of baby Hannah. My first, only, and the last sister I will ever have. She will never 
have a chance to make friends. (All over me, and that is why I choose to come here...) 

Nevergoto school like the 'big kids.' 

Never have a boyfriend. I'll never have the chance to do big sister stuff with her. 

Like doing hertoes, braiding herhair, or just talking. She will nevergrow up. 

None of them will... All because of me, so I had to come here with you girls- and be one of 
these girls-1 had no choice but too. 

I looked up at the sky towards heaven, saying no I do not belong the re for all that is WRONG 
with me always so manytypes of the wrong I am. 

'I'm thinking of you' I said, 'I'm thinking of you... you don't need me up there with you -1 have 

fallen.' 


'Yeah, oh, hey, could I borrowyour Algebra notes? I started daydreamingafterthe first 
section.' I pulled out my notesand showed her. 

'What are you talking about?These are even betterthan mine. See...?' She said flipping 
through pages in my notebook. I looked and saw almost two pages of notes, all in perfect order. 

'But I... how...?' I managed tostutterout, amazed. 

'I don't know, but I think we bettergetto class. Don'tyou?' we hurried of too- Biology, then 
we parted ways and I went off to World History, Study Hall and Free Period all flew by in daydreams. 
Eventually, I went home and did at least, I think I did my homework. It was done either way. 



I was daydreamingaboutflyingagain when my mom called me. I wentdownstairstosee 


what she wanted. She was getting off her cell phone and was typing something on her laptop. She didn't 
even look up when I came into herstudy. 

'That was your Algebra teacher-1 just got off the phone with.' 

'Oh.' 

'She says you are very bright but don't seem to be focusing. That you are daydreaming? 

What's going on, Taylor? I thought you said you were going to quit this daydreaming 
nonsense. Was that not whatyou said, or was I mistaken?' 

Part: 6 

'It isn't nonsense, it's-' 

'Don't start with me, young lady. You know as well as I do, that it is nonsense. I did n't spend 
all of that moneytosendyoutothe best private school in thestate,justforyouto ruin it by 
daydreaming. 

Now, get your head out of the clouds, and think about your future. Because, if you don't nip 
this in the butt, you won't have one. Do you understand...?' I nodded. 'Good, now, godoyour 
homework.' 


'I already did.' 

'Then go do... I don't care, just go do something that doesn't involve daydreaming.' 

'Okay, bye.' I left her typing away on hercomputerand dialing someone on hercell. Knowing 
I wouldn'tstopdaydreaming. Itwas my release, she justdoes notget it, refusesto understand. 

So, busy working and focusing on 'the future' she forgets everything else and does not care 
about it either. 

I went back to my room and started to clean it. I threw my backpack on my unmade bed and 
started organizing my books. About halfway through, Istartedto daydream again. I pulled a nearby book 
to me and opened it to a random page, so my mom would just think I was reading if she checked on me. 



Probably- like the worst state to live in, or so I've been told. Cold, dreary, wet. My aunt 
Monica lovesthis place and my mother loved Pa. 

Complete opposites. 

Which is probably whythey nevergotalong well. I've only seen AuntMonica aboutfive 
times and both times ended in a huge fight and someone leaving and promising never to talk to the 
otheragain. 

Momtold me that whenthey were young, they were the best offriends. they wereonlya 
yearapart and did anything together. 

But then high school came and went. They fought and went their separate ways. Now I'm 
expected to go live with herand herchildren in a tiny town named Bluewater. I hate it already. Plus, I 
have to fly there. 

It's been a week since the accident and I'm at the Washington airport. And there's nobody to 
take me to my aunt's house. 

I've been off the plane for an hour and there is no one to pick me up! 

I've tried calling my aunt and calling her house, but nobody answered either. I went to the 
bathroom to freshen upa bit and when I came back out my cell rang. I answered, and I heard my aunt's 
apologetic voice. 

'I'm so sorry Lucy I'm running a bit late. My son Jack fell off his dirt bike and broke his arm, so 
we are at the hospital. I'm having one of my oldest son's friends who is our neighbor come to pick you 
up. He should be there now.' I was mad. I guessjustin general butherforgettingmejustsetit off. 

'Fine' I said and hungup.That probably-wasn'tthe smartest ideasince I still had no idea who 
was picking me up. Or whatthey looked like. 

A few minutes latera boy came upto me. 

'Hey, I'm Brendon' I just looked at him. 

'Hello, Brendon...' He was really cute. His dark brown hair partially covered his face and he 


had piercing blue eyes. 



I was an average looking girl. I had long curly black hair and grey eyes and a tan that I had all 


yearlong. 


I wasn't the tallest person ever, but I wasn't that short either. Brendon was pretty tall though. 
Was he who was picking me up? I had no idea. While he stood there, I stared him down. He looked nice 
enough. 


Part: 7 

'Um-mm... 'he seemed a little uncomfortable with me not knowing who he was. 'I'm 
supposed to be picking you up?' I nodded and stood. 

I grabbed my duffel bag and purse and waited for him to lead the way. 

He looked a little confused but just kept walking. He showed me the way to his black truck. 
He grabbed my stuff from me and put it in the back I got into the passengerseat. I started to panic but 
tookdeepbreathsandtried to calm down. 

This would be the last time I rode in a car. We drove in silence fora few minutes before he 
finally said his confusion. 

'I could tell you had no idea who I was, but why did you just accept it and get into my car? I 
could besomecreeperwhowantedtorape agirl. 

But you didn't even question me like What is my aunt's name? 

Or why are you coming to pick me up? Anything' I just looked up from my lap - 'Are you some 
rapper?' He shookhis head 'Then why is there a problem?' He sighed and just keptdriving. The truth 
was I just didn't care who he was. 

If it was some murderertryingto kill me I probably-would be happyaboutit. Aboutten 
minutes later he pulled up to a house. It looked normal enough. 

It was a three-story building with blue shutters and yellow paint. 

'This is where you get off Brendon said and smiled at me. I ignored him. It started to rain so I 
ran with my bagstowardsthe house. 



I was so glad to be out of the car, but he didn't need to know that. 'Do you need any help 
with that?' Brendon asked. I shook my head. He pointed to a house next to where we were - parked. 

'That is my house, I take Landon to school and you're in the same grade, so I guess I'll be 
takingyoutoo so be ready on Monday at eight-sharp!' 

He mocks saluted and got back in his car. 'You're welcome!' He yelled while pulling away. All 
he got in response was me rolling my eyes. 

I took a deep breath and looked at the house I was supposed to live in with my Aunt Monica 
maiden last name was- Read and five cousins-one a girl has dated the youngest girl -AlyssaAmsel great¬ 
grandchild also a girl, Charlotte MazelAmsel, who was said to be bloodline to Nevaeh, by DN A genetic 
profiling of embryos implanting stolen from her-when Nevaeh was just a 13-year girl by them the four 
girls known as Amsel sisters, many years before. 

There was also a Taylor, how would be Nevaeh's eggs inside AVA, with DNAfrom both to 
make a designer baby of AVA's liking- I'm pretty sure my uncle died of cancer a couple of years ago yet 
maybe not. Or maybe it was a car accident, I don't know. One way or another AVA got her way... 

I've met all my cousins before- yet I just don't remember, but that was about three years ago. 
Most if not all are in Landon of all places, the oldest being my age around, 17, maybe a few months 
older. He was a jerk to me the last time we met. Always called me names-overthe swirl baby concept 
thing that made me-well me. 

Hopefully, he has changed-yet most boys are dumb. Daphne is two years younger than me 
so she's around fourteen. She was also a brat when I met her. Emily is probably about right now. She 
was so sweet and funny, she's the only one I'm looking forward to seeing. Lastly the twins Coly and Joly. 
Loud, crazy, wild children. They should be five now. Maybe they've calmed down a bit? I can only hope. I 
can re member that they all had curly black hair like me because their mom and my mom looked a lot 
alike. But they had blue eyes, except one of the twins has brown eyes. But other than that, I have no 
idea whatto expect. I've changed a- lot in the past three years. Looks-wise mostly. Now boys actually 
notice me. If I can change hopefully others can too. 


Part: 8 



I was standing in a courtyard, with snow falling all around me. I was wearing a pure white 
halter dress, barefoot. Cherry blossoms mixed with the snow. Frozen cherry blossoms were in my hair, 
which fell overmy wings. 

I tested my wings gingerly, afraid they would disappear-althoughthey neverdid. I started 
flying, higher than I thought possible. I could see everythingaround me, it was beautiful. I spun around a 
couple of times, just for fun, arms out, and something incredible happened. Some of the snow that was 
falling melted and the water followed my outstretched arms. I stopped spinning and stared. I lowered 
my arms and the waterstartedto fall. I raised my arms quickly, while practically yelling 'Freeze.'And, 
getthis, the water actually froze. I'm talking frozen, like ice. 

I lowered myarms again, this time mentally telling the waterto stay put. And it did; I started 
experimenting, moving my arms around, giving both mental andverbal commands,andjustplaying 
around. 


'Well, at least you can follow my orders... For once.'The voice was cold as steel, heartless, 
snapped me out of my daydream and was my mother's. I stared at her confused. Happy she thought I 
really was reading. 'I should let you get back to work, shouldn't I?' I nodded, unsure what she was 
talking about, but I didn't care. I watched herleave then flew myself onto my made bed, sending stuffed 
animals flying. 

I looked up amazed; my room was almost completely clean. I had no idea how that happened. 
I wasn't that freaked out, though-but I probably should have been. I wasjust happy it was clean. I looked 
at the alarm clock on my bed stand, eight-thirty p.m., I was shocked. It was only six when I started. 

I finished cleaning my room and was completely exhausted. Igotreadyforbed. I laid down 
and promptlyfell asleep. 

I was back in the courtyard, but everything was different. I was in the same clothes, but the 
snow and cherry blossoms were gone, and everything looked dead. I felt something behind me and 
abruptly turned around. Nothingwas there. I turned back around. I started to fly, butthis time it was 
rough and hard to. I felt someone watching me again. I started moving away but it followed me. I was 
getting really freaked out now. 


Everywhere I went the feeling followed, sometimes getting stronger, but never died down. 
Suddenly my wings disappeared. I started screaming as I plummeted to the ground. This is no ordinary 



dream, I thought, not knowing whether falling he re would kill me or not. I was about to find out. I let out 
one last blood-curdling scream before I hit the ground. 


I woke up in my bed gasping for air. Afraid to fall asleep again. 

'I'm telling you; it was so creepy.' I wastalkingto Mellthe nextdayin Algebra. 

'I'm sure it was. But I just think it is weird that you knew it was a dream, why were you so 

scared?' 


'I told you I had no control overanythingthat happened,' I said, stifling a yawn. I stayed 
awake the rest of the night exceptforthe occasional doze-awakeand was now paying the price. I 
already fell asleep in English, and then I said that I like football when my teacherasked forthe date 
during Spanish. Needless to say, I was beyond exhausted. In fact, I was having trouble keeping my head 
up now, and class hasn't even started yet. 

'Are you sure you are telling me everything?' 

'Yeah, but I did have anotherdaydream beforehand that made it even creepier.' Mell's head 
shot up and she gave me a weird look. 

I walked up to the front door and knocked three times. I only had to wait a few seconds until 
a younggirl I'm guessing was Emily opened the door. 

'Mom Lucy is here!'Then she slammed the door in my face. I almost laughed but then I 
remembered why I was here and shut up. I started to think of my sister and how much I miss her. I 
toughed it out and dried my eyes. I justwaited and a few minutes my Aunt Monica opensthe door. 

'Sorry about that sweetie, come on in I'She gives me a big hug which I don't return. She 
reminds me so much of my mom it hurts. The same hair, eyes, and smile. I looked away from her face 
and stepped inside still not talking to her. I hear the hurt in her voice when she talks next but chose to 
ignore it. 


'Emily honey will you show Lucy to her room while I call the school to set her up for Monday?' 
Emily skips up and takes hold of my hand that isn't holding my bag. 

'Come on Lucy!' I almost start crying when I hear the name my mom used to call me when 
she was in a good mood. I hold back though and let Emily guide me through the house. I go up a flight of 



stairs and my room is the last one on the right. Emily takes me to it but doesn'ttake me in yet. She 
points to each room in turn. 

'This is your room and my room is- a-crossed the hall. Mommy is downstairs and so is- Colton 

and Joly. 


The room nextto you is Landon and Daphne is nextto mine.' 

Then she pulls me inside my new room. Plain white. Desk. Computer. Chair. Closet. Dresser. 
TV. 'Mommy said you could paint it later and that I could help maybe' I sit on my bed. 

'Bye!' Emily called and raced out of the room. Good. I thought I can't bear to be around 
people now. I hear music coming from the room nextto mine and try to rememberwho is in there. 
Landon, that explains it. I hear thumping up the stairs and somebody else goes into Landon's room. I can 
hearthemtalking. I start to unpack but give up and call Jess...'So-o, how'sthe place'She askes 

I shrug then remember she can't see me. 'Rain, rain, and rain. I haven't even met much of 
themyetl' I told herwhat happenedattheairport. 

'Is he hot?' She asked- 

'I guess I didn't really notice' But I had. It was really hot. I didn'ttell her that. 

'I miss you, Lucy.' 

'I miss you too' We hung up soon and I finished unpackingthe little I had with me. I changed 
into some pretty short shorts and a loose comfortable shirt. I look at my phone.This was usually the 
time I would be hanging out with friends at Mark's Coffee Shop. It's a Saturday night. 

I have seven newtext messages from various people, but I had only talked to Jess since the 
accident and chose to ignore everyone else. 

Three are from Justin (I almost was a boyfriend,) one from Kim (The girl trying to steal Justin 
from me,) one from Victoria (The girl who was with my ex when we were still dating), and two from 
Tyler (My ex-boyfriend.) 



Wow how Empathetic, I have no true friends except Jess. Figures since I'm such a horrible 
person. I delete them all and lay back down on my bed. I grab a book and read until a hear a knock on 
my door. 


'Dinner' Says a voice I don't know. I slowly stand up and open the door. I heara lot of 
movementfrom downstairs and I slowly go down the stairs. There are a lot of people in the kitchen. 
Monica, Emily, Daphne, Joly, Colton, and aboutfive teenagers. 

They are attacking a pizza, well maybe three, in the middle of the kitchen. I recognize 
Brendon in the pack. As I walk in, they stare at me until another boy laughs and tells them to stop 
staring. 


I'm guessing that was Landon because he looks familiar. But he's changed. He doesn't look so 
nerdy anymore. It seems more of the popular type with his good looks, his friends too. Aunt Monica 
steps forward. 

'Hey honey these are some of Landon'sfriends, Austin, Gabe, Kendal, and you've already met 
Brendon of course.' I nodded atthemand grabbed some pizza because, aftera full day of travel, I was 
really hungry. 

The boys kepttalking butquieterthis time, so I couldn't hear. But they kept glancing at me. I 
wonderwhatthey were talking about. 

Seriously. I ignored Daphne when she tried to start a conversation. 

Afterone slice, I was done with it and just slid back upstairs. A few minutes later I heard all 
the boysgo into Landon's room. They seemed to be playingX box or something. I heard a knock on my 
door and when I opened it Emily stood there with two slices of pizza. 

'Mommy said I should bring you another pizza because the boys made you uncomfortable 
and, so I bought myself one too, so you don't have to be alone and stuff.' I gave her a smile and we ate 
while I played the game favorites with her. 

She left when Aunt Monica called her downstairs, around nine-thirty the boys left, and I went 
to sleep and had terrible nightmares. I woke up crying and couldn't fall back asleep. The clock read 7:44 
a.m. Early fora weekend. Atleastformyfamily. Well, when I livedwith my parents. 



So, I got up and changed into running clothes. My only release. I pulled my hair backand 
went downstairs and left a note on the counterthat said- 

'Goingout runningwill be back in an hour' I tookoff into the morning. I ran through the 
country not wanting to get people's attention in town. Notthat there were many people in this town. 

My old town in PA had triple the population of Bluewater. 

Blah- blah-1 probably went abouteight miles. As I got back to the house, I saw Landon and 
Brendon in the yard playing with the other kids and I'm guessing Brendon's siblings. They all waved to 
me and I just ran past them and went into the house. 

'Howwas the run?' Monica asked. I shrugged. 'Cold' She sighed probably tired of my one- 
word responses. 'You know you can talk to me, right?' 

I nodded and headed upstairs to take a shower. All-day I JustwatchedTVin my room and 
ignored everyone who knocked on my door, except Emily who already had me loving her. Even Landon 
tried to get me out of my room. 

'Hey Lucy, a bunch of the guys are going to the movies, wantto come?' I called out no and 
watched TV some more, trying to forget my life. I went to bed early dreading school the next day. They 
will all find out about my family and give me the look that says they feel sorry forme. I hate that. I won't 
tell and maybe they won'tfind out. Notthat I'll make any close enough friendstell my secretto.That I 
was the reason my family was dead. 

The next morning, I woke early around six and took a shower and began to get ready. I dried 
my hair and put on makeup like a pro. Jess's mom owned a shop that did hair and makeup and she 
taught Jess and me well. I checked the computer that said today was supposed to be warm, so I put on 
my favorite pair of jean shorts. Much too small for the dress code back home but here it wasn't so bad. I 
also wore a white tankand red off the shouldershirt I'd justgotten a few weeks ago and neverworn. 

My high topsfinishedthe outfit. It was only seven, so I sat down and wrote an email to Jess 
telling her about my first-day outfit, a tradition we made up in third grade and promised to tell he rail 
about my first day at my new school. It wasn't her first day, but we were acting like it, so I read her email. 

-Hey Looloo, I decided to wear the shorts we bought together last month, you know the 
silver short ones? Plus, a navy-blue tank and a white shirt. The cute bouncy one that you love so much. 



Just for you sweetie! You know what shoes of course. Converse all the way baby! Hair is curled to look 
just like yours even though it looks a lot betteron you. Just missing you. Don't forget the bracelet! Wear 
it always and I will too! Talk to ya later and don'tforgettosend me youroutfit! 

Love,~Jess- 


We had boughta bracelettogetherthe day before I left, and I hadn'ttaken it off since. It 
reminded me of my family and my always best friend. I looked at the clock surprised at how much time 
had passed. It was time to go to school. I guess it's their first day back from spring break too so maybe I 
won'tstand out so much. Landon knocked on my door. 

'Come downstairs I know you've been ready for hours I' I took a deep breath. There was no 
way I was riding in a car, only if I was driving. I don't care how well anyone thinks they drive; my dad was 
forty-two and he still couldn't drive perfect. And if he couldn't, nobody could. 

Plus, I don'ttrust anyone herewith my life yet. I walked downstairs and prepared to talk to 
my aunt with more than one word for the first time since I got here. She was in the kitchen making Emily 
and the little boy's breakfast. 

'Good morning Lucy would you like some eggs?' I shook my head and started to talk. 

'Would it be okay if I walked to school today?' She looked confused. 

'I thought Brendon was takingyouand Landon to school?' I shrugged. 

'Yeah but I don't wantto be in a car right now, I'd ratherwalk.' She realized what I was 
talking about and almost started to cry. 

'Yeah whateveryou want, you don't have to do anythingthat makes you uncomfortable.' I 
said thanks and grabbed my bag with all the stuff Monica had gotten for me forschool. I already knew 
the way to the school; it was only about a half-mile away anyways. When Landon saw me start to walk, 
he called out. 


'Hey, I thought we were givingyou a ride Lucy!' I shook my head. 



'I don't like cars that much!' I yelled back. I say understanding comes into his eyes and I also 


saw Brendon looking concerned too. 

I just set off towards school readyto face hell. 

'How so?' 

'Well-' 

'Alright, it is time to start class. Ms. Evernight, Ms. Hedsome, doyou mind?' Mrs. Jenson 

walked in. 


'I'll tell you later,' I told Mell. She started to say something more but stopped. I went to my 
seat and started doodling in my notebook. 

I couldn't concentrate on anything Mrs. Jenson was saying. I justwantedtosleep. I closed my 
eyes, but opened them shortly afterward, because, I heard someone enterthe classroom. 

I looked up and couldn't believe my eyes. Standing in front of us was pure pe rfection. He 
looked about twenty-five, was tall, but not too tall. 

His dark brown hair fell into his gray eyes. He had a muscular build, but not insanely so. I just 
sat there, mouth wide open, just like everyone else in the classroom. That is, except for Mrs. Jenson and 
Mell, they both looked worried and frightened. 

'I'm looking for a princess. 'Umm- his voice, while a little rough, was perfect. Everyone turned 
to the newest girl in the class, MaryStenting.Shetransferredtoourschool abouttwo months ago, so no 
one really knew anything about her. But, seeing as everyone else always went to this school, everyone 
automatically thought it washer. 

Shestoodup, a knowingsmile on herface.Thenthe unimaginable happened. She pointed 
directly at me and said, 'Her.' 

A few things happened at once. The stranger's whole demeanor changed, into something 
deadly. He startedadvancingon me.Thena deskflewthroughtheair, hitting him directly in the head, 
sending him flying into the wall. I stood there shocked, all I could think was, what is going on. 



Someone grabbed my wristand started running, dragging me along with them. My eyes 
never left the man until we were out of the classroom. I finally looked at the person dragging me. It was 
Me II. Her eyes are both frightened and determined. She started running even fas ter and I struggled to 
keep up. I had no idea she was that fast. 

'We have to get out of here. Now...' We ran down the hall, unsure if he was pursuing or not. 
We flew out the doors of the school, never slowing down. We kept running-which reminds me, never try 
to run in a skirt (why private school uniformsfor girls always involve a plaid, pleated skirt is beyond me,) 
until we were nearher house. 

She pulled me into a bush while she was searchingfor something. I could seethe urgency in 
hereyes. I, however, was still very confused. 

'What is going on? Mell?' I whispered, afraid about what would happen if I spoke any louder. 

'They knew we'd be coming here. We have to go straight to Skoufyceol's.' 

'Wait. What? Mell, I don't understand, what is going on? What is Skoufyceol's? Why did that 
guy think I was a princess?' My voice rising out of fear cracked at the last question. I was so confused 
that if you would have asked me as simple a question as my name, I wouldn't have known it. 

'Sh-h. Youdon'twantthemto hear. I will explain everything later. Right now, I needtoget 
you out of here.' I nodded. She creptoutofthe bushesand I followed, asquietly as possible. 

We went to the woods on the outskirts of town. I had no idea where we were going, but Mell 
didn't seem to have that problem. In fact, she seemed to knowexactly where we were. We went deeper 
and deeperintothe woods. 

Afteraboutthirty minutes, Mell stopped dead in hertracks and turned around. Suddenly I 
became aware of someone running towards us. The man from the classroom burst through the trees. 

He started advancingon us as Mell wentinto a defensive position. 

I watched in absolute horror as my bestfriendfoughtthis man. While she was incredible, 
there was something about her opponent that made me fear for her life. I was so worried about her I 
didn'teven notice the footsteps coming up behind me until it was too late. 



Another man grabbed me from behind, and before I could do anything, he was dragging me 
away. I started struggling and trying to breakfree of his grip. Then someone rammed into him. 

He let go of me, but in the process, he threw me into a tree. My left side hit it with deadly 
accuracy and force. I fell to the ground, whimpering in pain. I didn't dare open my eyes. 

Part: 9 

Eventually, however, I had to. When I did, black spots clouding my vision. Theycleared up 
and I saw Mell fighting both of the men. She seemed to have the upper hand for the moment, but 
somethinginside of me made me want to help her. I sat up, wincing at the horrible pain. 

I didn'tdare look down because I knewthatif I did, I would probably scream. I stood up, 
almost passingout in the process, and gingerly took a few steps forward. I slowly tooka fewsteps 
forward, until I was right behind Mell. 

She had just taken down one of the men down and wasfighting with the other. I had never 
seen anyonefightas hard as she was. The fierce determination was the only emotion on herface. I was 
both afraid of and for my friend. 

Then, Mell somehowthrewthe man. He wentflyingpast me and into a tree, head-on. I 
caught some movement out of the corner of my eye and turned. Just in time to see a woman attack me. 

I tried to defend myself but was too weak from my otherwound todo any good. She 
managed to get a good blow on my head. Then for the first time in my life, I passed out, praying that this 
was just a dream. But in the back of my head, I knew it wasn't, and that this was just the beginning. 

I woke upon a small cot covered in blankets. My whole body ached. I had no idea what time 
it was, or even what day it was. The 'room' I was in, looked nothing more than a hole from an adjoining 
tunnel of dirt-which is what it was. I sat up and nearly passed out again, the pain was horrible. But I 
managedto sit up and lookaround. 

The walls were made out of dirt and the ceiling, while high, made me feel very 
uncomfortable, because it was made from the same dirt, and I had no idea how stable it was. The floor 
was covered in rugs, so I don't know what it was, but I'm guessing that it was dirt. 



The door was just a blanket hung over a rod. There was another cot, but it appeared to be 


unoccupied. A small table and a few chairs sat in the far-left corner, with a jug of water, some cups, and 
plates on top. A chest was in the nearest right-hand corner. 

My clothes were hanging limply around me. My shirt was in tatters and covered in 
bloodstains. There was an especially horrible spot on my left side that I'm guessing was from hitting the 
tree. 


I couldn'tactually see the wound because it was bandaged, butthe gauze and bandages 
were really red there. I threw back my covers and examined the rest of my body. 

My skirt had nothing seriously wrong with it. Itwasjusta little wrinkled, with a few rips, 
tears and bloodstains here and there. My legs just had a bunch of cuts and bruises, but nothing a serious 
as my side. My socks were now a lovely shade of yellowish, brownish white. 

I started to rub my forehead. But stopped dead in my tracks. On my left wrist was a tattoo. It 
looked exactly like the friendship bracelets Mell and I got each other in third grade. The design of swirls, 
well, swirled around my wrist-1 know stupid, but that is the only way I can describe it. 

It was a sapphire color that almost seemed to glow. I stared at it, confused. I never got a 
tattoo, and I wasn't planning on getting one, either. 

I got out of bed, hopingto find some answers-l finally convinced myself that I had fallen 
asleepand thatthis was justa dream. 

I was still very weak, so I was usingthe walls to keep myself somewhat-steady. I leftthe 
room and started creeping down the hall. There were many people walking through the hallways. They 
gave me strange looks but otherwise left me alone. 

I keptwalking, not knowing where I was going. I wasfeelingweakerand weakerwith every 
step. I was just about to ask someone passing by when I heard two people yelling at each other from a 
room ahead. I stopped dead in my tracks, not because I was scared, but because, I knewthose voices. 

'Just what was I supposed to do?' Mell's voice cut through the air. She was obviously furious. 

I crept forward, wantingto get a closer look. I was about to the doorway, so I peered in. 



Mrs. Jenson and Me II were standing in the middle of the room. Me II had her back to me and 
Mrs. Jenson wastoo focused on Mell to notice me. I involuntarily took a step back. It wasn'tthatthey 
were there, I figured it was just part of the dream. It was what Mell looked like. She looked about the 
same, as always. A few cuts and bruises now, but otherwise the same. That is if you don't count the 
wings that flowed off her back. Her hair covered where the wings were attached to her body, but I was 
certain that they were real. The design on them basically looked like twigs. 

'You know very well what you were supposed to do. You were supposed to make sure that 
this would not happen. 

You were supposed to make sure the area was secure before you came here. Actually, you 
were notsupposed tocome here at all. You should be at Skoufyceol's,' Mrs. Jenson spoke in an icy tone I 
had never heard before another shock because I have had to see her so many times, I had heard just 
about every tone possible, or so I thought. 

Again, I heard the name Skoufyceol's and I was dyingto knowjustwhat it was. 

'You knowjustas well as I do, that was impossible at the time,' Mell had as much ice in her 
voice as Mrs.Jentson'sdid. 

'No. It was not impossible, you are just too lazy to think of any other options.' Mell went rigid. 

'Don'tyou dare say I wastoo lazy! You knowjustas well as I do that it was notthat simple. 
That even if I made sure the area was secure, they would have found away. They always do. And anyway, 
she is alive, that is all that matters.' 

'Yes, she is alive barely, however, if you had done whatyou were supposed to, you wouldn't 
even have to worry aboutthat. If I was her 

Protectorthis wouldn't of- happened, and she'd be at Skoufyceol's.' 

'But you aren't her Protector, I am,' She held up her left wrist, and the same tattoo was on it. 

It gave off a faint glow. I looked at mine, it was also glowing. 'Now, if you will excuse me, I am going to 
check my Charge.' Her voice was full of ice, and I was shocked. Mell was never disrespectful to anyone, 
let alone a teacher. 



I went back to my room after that. I had heard enough and something in the back of my mind 
was telling me that I was herCharge and that I should get back to my room, before her. I had just crept 
into my room and sat on the bed; afraid I was going to pass out when MeII walked in. 

'Oh, good, you're awake. How are you feeling?' I stared at her. This is the person who just 
yelled at our teacher? She was looking at me with genuine concern. 

'Fine. A little sore.' She laughed, and I couldn't shake the feelingthat something was 
different about her. She looked exactly the same. 

Same dress-another shock, Melldoesn't usually wear dresses, butthis one was super cute, so 
I understood why she was wearing it-same hair, the same everything, but still, something was different. 

Part: 10 

'I'll bet. You had us very worried. But, I'm glad to see you are okay.'She brushed some hair 
out of her face, and I knew what was bothering me. Her tattoo wasn't the re. 

'Who... who are you?' I stuttered out. 

'I'm Sarceeala, silly.' She laughed, but I could tell she was nervous, orsomething. 

'No, you're not. Where is yourtattoo?' I asked, courage rising inside of me. All of a sudden, 
the impostor looked deadly and worried. 

'What...? How...! 

...?... 

You aren'tsupposedto know!' She shouted; hervoice distorted with rage. Suddenly, hazel 
eyes turned into a cat-like green. Her wavy chestnut hair into a sleek, straight black. She gave me a feral 
smile. 


She shot at me and threw me into the chest. Clothes burst out. She came to me again-man 
she was fast-but was thrown back, just before she reached me. I had closed my eyes, bracingfor 
anotherattack, but openedthem when I heard the impostorshriek. Mell-the real one-was standing in 
front of me, hertattoo was glowing brighter than before. 




I looked at my wrist and saw it was also glowing so bright that it could have lit the entire 


room. 


The impostorand Mell were fighting again and I noticed her hair was changing back. 
Suddenly, the two stopped fighting and appeared to be at a stalemate. I couldn't tell who was who. The 
impostorchanged back into Mell. The looked at each other, then at me. 

'Taylor,'they both spoke atthe same time, and I had no idea which was the real Mell, they 
both had tattoos this time. 'Don'tlisten to her. I'mthe real Mell.' 

I stared at them both, sure thatthere was some way to tell the two apart, there wasn't. One 
of them came close to me. Then the otherjumpedfrom behind and somehow got behind me. She drew 
a knife to my throat and changed back into the impostor. 

'Listen to me. I'm going to walkout of here with the princess and you are not going to try and 
stop me.' Her voice changed. It now seemed wild and crazy. Mell looked at me helplessly. I started 
searchingfor something I could use to my advantage. 

My eyes stopped onthe jug of water, and I remembered my other daydream. I figured that if 
it worked once in a dream, then it should work again. 

I mentally yelled at the waterto attack her. I to look as nonchalant as possible, and 
apparently, it worked. Watercame hurtling towardsthe impostor. It hit her with such force she flew into 
the wall. Notwantingto miss the opportunity, in onefluid motion, I spun around, shootingall of the 
water at her. Without hesitating, I froze it. But, for some reason, there were at least three times as 
much waterthan there should have been in the jug. But it didn't matter, her head was the only thing 
that didn't have some ice on it, so we were safe. 

'But you're not supposed to... There is no way... Who a re you?' The impostor was yelling at 
us. Just then Mrs. Jenson strode in a worried expression on herface. 

'Sarceeala, I havejustreceived wordthatAilina has... 'shejust noticed the impostor, Ailina 
apparently, and then stared at me and Mell. 



'Thankyou, but you probably could have told me earlier,' Mell said dryly. Mrs. Jenson was 
still staring at Ailina. 

'How...?' 

'That is what I want to know too. Taylor, how did you know what you could do with the 

water?' 


'Well, from that daydream I told you about or was going to. I figured that if I could do it once 
in a dream,' I shrugged. 'I mean, there is no way that this isn't a dream. Oh, you are going to be so happy 
you are in one of my daydreams for once, although it is kind of creepy to have you in here Mrs. Jenson, I 
mean no offensetoyou, butyou are myteacher.' 

'You mean I never was before?' She didn't look disappointed, just worried, and I saw her and 
Mrs. Jenson exchange a worried look. I shook my head. 

'No, but you were always so upsetwhen you weren't.' 

'But what about that daydream you had the other day when you said you felt my presence?' 

I shook my head again. 

'No, it didn't really feel like you, butyou were so upsetthat I said it was. What?' Mrs. Jenson 
stepped forward. 

'Taylor, I don't know howto put this gently, butthis isn't a dream. This is real.' 

'No, it can't be. There is no such thing as, well, whatever it is I just did. People don't have 
wings. They just don't.' I refused to listen to what they were saying. 

'lt'strue,Tay. This is real.' 

'But... No, this isn't real. The bell will ring soon, or you'll ask me some questions, and I'll wake 
up. I know I will.' But thething was, I knew I wouldn't. I justcouldn'taccept it yet. 

'Taylor, I knowthis might be hard foryou to understand, butthe world you thoughtyou 
knew just isn't the same.' Mrs. Jenson put her hand on my shoulder and I winced. The pain in my side 
was back with vengeance. 



I suddenly took a few steps back, realizing something. I had never felt pain in any dream 


before. In all the dreams I've everhad, no matterwhat happened, I was neverhurt. Notonce. In fact, I 
think that it is impossible. 

'T-this is real, isn't it?' I said. They both nodded. 

'Taylor, are you okay?' I was about to answer, when,forthe second time in my life, I fainted. 

The first thing I saw when I regained consciousness was Mell and Mrs. Jenson. I gave them a 
meek smile but said nothing. I sat up and saw that Ailina had been re moved from the wall. 

'I'm glad to see you are awake. You made us both very worried.' Mrs. Jenson said, returning 

my smile. 


'Well, if we had eased hergently into this as I suggested, we would have had no need to be 

worried.' 


'Do notblame this on me. We had no choice buttotell herlike that. If there wasanothe r 
option-1 would have taken it.' 

'There was anotheroption. There always is, rememberwho taught me that?' 

'Guys, please, you don't need to fight. I'm fine, and so are you two, so I don't see what the 
big deal is. I just was overwhelmed and got a little dizzy. It was nothing.' I tried to say, but all that came 
out was'guys,' butthey understood. 

'She's right, and I think she also deserves an explanation, don't you?' Mell said as she handed 
me a glass of water, which I hastily gulped down. 

'I thinkthat is fair.' Mrs. Jenson turned to me. 'That is if you thinkyou are up to hear it?' I 
nodded, happy to finally get some answers. 

'Okay, whatdo you want to know?' 

'Everything, where are we? Who are you guys? What is the tattoo? What is Skoufyceol's? 
The last question escaped my lips before I realized what I had said. 


'How do you know about Skoufyceol's?' 



'Oh, um, well, when I first woke up, I wanted some answers. So, I kind of, um, went exploring, 
and, um, overheard you guys arguing about it.' I gave them a very sheepish smile and felt absolutely 
embarrassed. But not as embarrassed as Mell and Mrs. Jenson. 

'You heard that?' Mrs. Jenson asked. I nodded. 'No wonder Ailina was so freaked out.' 

'Anyway, Skoufyceol- is short for Skoufyceol School for the Exceptionally Exceptional, so you 
can see why everyone hasjustshortened it to Skoufyceol. 

Basically, it is a boarding school for all those who have special powers or aren't human. It is 
pretty cool there, a lot betterthan Adam's Prep.Though, that doesn't mean much, because a school of 
monkeys would be better, no offense Mrs. J.' 

'None took, I was only there foryou two.' 

'Okay, so you've answered one of my questions, how about these' gesturing to the tattoos 
on our wrists-' what are they?' 

'They're called Protectors' Mark. I knownothingfancy, but that's what they are.' 

'That'snice, buthowaboutansweringwhatl askedyou?' 

'I did.' I shot herthe worst glare I could manage-which says nothing because I was having 
trouble not laughing. This was so like Mell, answer the question, butonly what you asked, even if it is 
implied. 


'Well, what does it mean and how did I get it?' 

'It symbolizesthatyou are protected, and you gave it to yourself.' 

'No, I didn't. I think I would have remembered giving myself a tattoo.' 

'You did. You just don't realize it. A Protectors' Mark is given when a person Chooses another 
to be their Protector.' 


'I understood about half of that.' 



'When you gave me that friendship bracelet, do you remember what you said?' I shook my 
head. 'You said thatyou trusted me with yourlife and that you always would. You said that we would 
protect each otherfromthen on. Without knowing it, you had sealed yourfate.' 

'Yeah, well, if that happened in third grade, why did I justgetthe tattoo, sorry. Protectors' 

Mark?' 


'Because, until now, you have had no need to have one. You technically have had it ever 
since then, but it didn't show itself until now.' I still didn't understand, butithoughtthat it might be for 
the best right now. 

'Okay, so besides being protected whatdoes it mean?' 

'That's it, it is a magical symbolthat allows a Charge-you- and theirProtector-me-an easy 
wayto see if theyare in any danger. 

When Mark glows brightly, the danger is near. Of course, that is not always the case, but you 
will learn more about that at Skoufyceol. You will be spending the rest of the year there.' 

Again, I only understood about half of that. 

'Wait... Am I transferring? Is my mom okay with that?' 

'Yes, you are transferringand as foryour mom, well, she, urn, thinks you ran away.' 

'WHAT! She is going to kill me! What in the world were you thinkingwhen you told her that?' 

I was yelling at Mrs. Jenson because she must have been the one to say something to her. 

'We had no otherchoices. We did what we had to do to keepyou safe.' 

'But you could have told her something else, anything else really. What about you, Mell, 
where doesshethinkyouare or did not even botherwiththat?' 

'She thinks, well, um, right nowshe, uh, thinks that, um, I'mstill there. We made some 
arrangements.' 

'And you couldn't do the same for me, because?' 


'We were barely able to coverSarceeala's disappearance, let alone your own.' 



'You could have at least tried,' I grumbled to myself. 


'Believe me, we did, but your mother is very persistent.' 

'Okay, now I have one more question. Why am I going to Skoufyceol?' 

'Because you are a Teliken.' 

'A what?' 

'Teliken... a very powerful magical creature. They-and you-are basically part faerie, part pixie, 
and part elf.' Mrs. Jenson said, unfazed by any of this. 

'Like me.' Mell said. I gave her a quizzical look. 

'I'm a Woodland Elf, I- Mellie knowto all as Mell-stand-in at under 4-foot-tall- look like and 
younggirl yet have pointed ears and have a doe rack on my head smooth white skin, of sexy, seductive, 
desirable, alluring, and inviting covary small horns-feminine doe eyes with large lashes; I have always on 
an armored fringed gown- in shades of greens-to blend in- in the unforgiven woods, with ribbons 
hanging of many greenish colors, my defensesforall the dark things this world has to offeris a 
hardcovered wood bow and sharp sliver arrows with holy angel white feathers-and barefoot.' 

'Yeah right. Just like I'm a, what was it called again? Oh yeah, Teliken, if you were an elf, 
wouldn'tyou have pointed ears?' 

'I do.' She pushed her hair behind her pointed ears. I stared, mouth open, gaping like an idiot. 

'Oh.' I turnedto Mrs. Jenson. 'Whataboutyou? Areyou an elftoo?' 

'No. I am whatyour kind would call a witch. But I like to call my kind by our real name, an 
Ariean. Human namesare so barbaric. 

Speaking of which, do not refer to me by that horrid human name any longer, I cannot stand 
it. Call me Ardelia.' 

'No way. Prove it.' She waved her hands and sparks flew. The water pitcher rose off of the 
table and came over to where I and my glass were. The water poured into my almost empty glass. Again, 

I could only stare. 



'Now, doyou have anyotherquestions?' I nodded. 


'Those guys that were chasingus, whatare theyand why were they chasingus?' I asked, 
afraid of the answer. Mell and Ardelia exchanged a nervous look. 

'The people you encountered are-were-membersof aclan known as Crepe rum, which is 
Latin fordarkness. They are also Dialons, a powerful creature that is skilled in both disguises and mind 
control. They were after you because that was their assignment, to capture you and bring you to the 
Crepe rum.' 

'Why?' 

'Your parents-yourreal parents-are ata very powerful place in the Teliken community. 
Capturing you would ultimately bring them to their downfall.' 

'What doyou mean my real parents?' 

'You did not actually think that the people who raised you are Teliken, did you? No, while 
they did raise you, they have no connection to the Teliken race, besides you. Yourfatherwantedyou to 
have a normal life, without worrying about this world, so he managed to get a hold of the names of a 
husbandandwifewho hethoughtwould be a good family foryou.' 

'But I've seen my birth certificate.' 

'Your father managed to, shall we say, convince the couple that you were their daughter. 
They looked enough like you so that in the future you would not question the relationship between you 
and them. Yourfatherforged a birth certificate and everything else you would need to live a humans' 
life.' 


'I'm sorry, Tay, I know this is a lot for you to take in. But we must leave soon. If you are ready, 
I would like to leave as soon as possible.' Mellsaid, genuinely concerned, butshe was worried about 
somethingelse. 

'Okay, we can leave now if you want.' 

'Actually,'Ardelia interjected. 'I think that it would be best if we spend the night. Let Taylor 


get her stuff together and rest, she isn't exactly in the best of conditions.' 



'But we have already spent five days here, any more time wasted is just foolish.' 


'Five days! I have been unconsciousforfive days?' 

'Off and on, butyes.' I suddenlyfeitvery dizzy. 

'You knowwhat, I thinkwe should spendthe night after all,' I said feelinglike I wasgoingto 
faint, again. 

'Okay, but tomorrow we are leaving. I'll pack yourstuff Taylor,' Mellie said, gesturing 
towards the clothes that we re in the chest I flew into the other day. Apparently, they were mine. 

'I'll let you get some sleep, Taylor, good night girls,' Ardelia said, leaving the room. I 
gratefully closed my eyes and let sleep overtake me. 

The sun was extremely bright after being underground for the past six days. Mell, Ardelia and 
I just spent an hour leaving the tunnels. It was about ten-thirty nowand I was nearly blind. 

'So, how are we getting to Skoufyceol?' By now I almost half expected some weird lightto 
teleport usto the school. 

Part: 11 

'Cars are not my thing-there like gettingshot out of a cannon.' Mell said gesturingtowardsa 
FLYING FIORSE ANDCARRIAGEthatpulled uptothe edge ofthetunnels. 

It was black with tinted windows. The trunk popped open and Melltookthe bags I was 
carrying two duffel bags and a messenger bag. She threw them in the back, then opened the carriage 
door and gestured for me to get inside. 

'Aren'tyou coming?' I asked Ardelia, who was standingoutside ofthe carriage with a sad 
look on herface. 

'No, I'm afraid not. I must return to Adam's Preparatory. It would be too suspicious if all of us 
just disappeared. Besides, you have no use of me, I did what I needed to. Actually, I was supposed to 
leave when you woke up, but I felt that I had some responsibility to explain things to you.' 


'Oh, well, I hope I'll see you again.' 



'Asdo I. Goodbye, Taylor.' 


'Bye.' She turned and left, going back into the tunnels. 

'Taylor,' I turned to Mell, 'we really should be going, they were expecting us to be there at 

one.' 


'Okay.' I got into the carriage now. 

I started out of the window until I couldn'tsee anything out of it. We must have gone into a 
tunnel or something. We stayed in that tunnel for almost an hour. When we came out, I couldn't believe 
my eyes. 


The buildings looked archaic, yet modern. There were five distinct buildings each with their 
own unique look, yet they all looked the same. A high stonewall surrounded the entire school. It was 
about twenty feet high. As soon as the car pulled into the campus Mell relaxed. 

Behind more cars from the 1920s pulled up... The cars and the carriages beside pulled up to 
the first building and we got out. A tall exotic woman, with auburn hair, pulled into a bun and golden 
eyes stepped out of the shade of some trees and greeted us. 

'Ms. Hedsome it is a pleasure to see you again. Ms. Every night I believe this is our first 
encounter. I am Kelania Endlocke, butyou shall call me Headmistress Endlocke while you attend school 
here, unless otherwise instructed. I hope your journey had no further implications.'We both shook our 
heads. 'Good... Now, if you will follow me, I will showyou to your dorm rooms. I am afraid that you two 
will not be sharing a room. I hope you understand.' I started to ask why when Mell stopped me. 

'Yes, of course, we understand. Thank you for taking us in so-o late in the year Headmistress 

Endlocke.' 


'Yes, of course. Now, follow me.'She led us to the building on the far end. But on the way, 
we entered the courtyard. I stopped dead in my tracks, staring. I tried to tell myself that it was a 
coincidence, but I didn't believe that. I couldn't because it was the same place as my dream. 

'Taylor, are you okay? Are you daydreaming orsomething?' I could only shake my head. 


'l-it... l-is... same.' Mell understood immediately. 



'Here? Are you sure it wasn't some where else?' I nodded; it was defiantly the same. 


'Iseverythingalright?' Headmistress Endlocke said, but I don'tthink she really cared. I 
snapped out of the trance-like state I wasin. 

'Yeah, everything's fine. I just had a feeling of deja vu.' 

'Alright, then shall we move on.' We followed heragain. When we stopped again, we were 
on the third floor of the building. 'This is your room Sarceeala. Your roommate will be in shortly, classes 
are almost over. Speaking of which, here is your class schedule, and here is yours, Taylor.' She handed us 
to sheets of paperand continued leading me away from Mell. 

We walked upto anotherfloor in complete silence. Finally, we stopped at the door. 'This is 
your room. Your roommate will also be in shortly to help you get settled. If you need anything else my 
office is in the main building or you can go to the office in this building. Goodbye.' 

I opened the door, not sure what to expect. The room was surprisingly normal. It was large 
with a bathroom adjoining it. There were two beds, two end-tables, two closets, two desks, a TV, a table 
and some chairs, a mini-fridge, and a microwave. One bed had nothing on it, butthe other was 
obviously occupied. It was unmade with a pillow on the floor. Clothes were carelessly thrown on top of 
it. I wondered who my new roommate was as I threw my bags on the other bed. 

I finished making my bed. Apparently, Mellgave me everything I would need fora dorm 
room, including a laptop-and was surfingthe web when the door opened. 

A girl with straight shoulder-length hair and smoky hazel eyes walked in. She was wearing 
jeans and a t-shirt with some insignia on it. She sighed and threw her backpack onto her bed. She put 
the books she was carrying on a desk. She turned around and jumped back, startled to see me. 

'Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. I was told this was my dorm room. I'm Taylor Every 
night.' Her expression changed completely, and she sat down on her bed. 

'Oh yeah, I was told I was getting a roommate. I'm Reina Wenshire. So, what are you? 

Faerie? Elf? Pixie? I'm a Pixie myself. Which is cool for sneaking around campus.' 

'I'maTeliken, Ithink.' 


'What doyou mean?' 



'Well, until six days ago I thought I was human, and I just found outthat I was a Teliken 
yesterday. But I could have heard wrong.' 

'I doubt it; you look like a Teliken. Who is your Protector?' She asked, gesturingtowardsthe 
Protectors' Markon my wrist. 

'Her name is Sarceeala Hedsome. Her dorm room is on the third floor. She's a Woodland Elf.' 

'Cool. Mine's Seraina Telenson. She's a witch.' 

'I thought witches were called Arieans.' 

'I guess... nobody does. Well, exceptforthe Elders. Howwouldyou know what the witches' 
othername was?' 

'Ardeliatold me.' I wasn't really sure what to say. 

'Who?' She couldn't hide the look of both shock and amazement on her face. 

'Ardelia... well, I don't know her last name. She explained some things to me yesterday.' 

'No, I know whoshe is. But do you...' 

'Not really.' Realizing forthe first time just how true that was. 

'She is an extremely powerful Ariean. She is one of the most powerful Elder. You should feel 
extremely honored she even looked your way, and was alone to talk with you.' 

'Really?' She nodded. 

'Yeah. But I'm probably overstatingthings. That's what happenswhenyourProtectorisan 
Ariean.' Reina stood up and wentoverto where my bags were. 'We should probably start unpacking 
your stuff.' 


'Yeah... I'd kind of like to know what I brought with me.' 

'What do you mean?' 

'Well, you know how I said that found out I wasn't human six days ago;' she nodded. 'Well, 


that was kind of forced on me two days ago after I got knocked out by some Dialons. What I mean is that 



six days ago some Dialons attacked Mell and me. I lost consciousness and when I woke up again, I had a 
little problem.' 

'Define little.' 

'Well, apparently someone named Ailina knew something about something-don't ask me 
what I have no idea and tried to kill me. But she didn't, because I well, froze her to a wall. Then fainted.' 
This sounded a lot weirdercoming from my mouth than when it actually happened. 

'/ou froze herto a wall?' 

'She had a knife to my throat! What was I supposed to do? Anyway, after I woke up again 
Mell and Ardelia-who I thought at the time was my Algebra teacher-explained almost everything. Which 
reminds me, I forgotto ask who Ailina is.' 

'Ashape-shifter.' Reinasaid solemnly. 

'You know about her?' 

'Yeah everyone does. Well, almost everyone. She's really powerfultoo. I've heard thatshe 
can transform into anyone on the planet, and you'll have no idea who is the real and who is Ailina. She 
used to work as a spy for some clan, the Winsentra, I believe. But then she betrayed them to the 
Crepe rum and was locked away in some jail. Hey, did you just change the subject to avoid finishing?' 

'No. That's it. Afterthey explained that stuff to me, I felt a little dizzy, so I went back to sleep 
and Mell packed for me. That's why I don'tknowwhatwas packedfor me.' 

Part: 12 

'Oh. Well, I guess we're aboutto find out.'She went overto my bagsand startedto unpack. 

We were unpackingthe second duffel bag. The first had contained everything I would need 
for school and any book I would want to read. My bathroomstuff and well, anything else I could need. 
The second bag was full of clothes and shoes. I had stilettos, converse sneakers, flip-flops and any other 
type of shoes imaginable. T-shirts, tanktops, long sleeves, halters, everything. Designerjeans, skirts, and 
dresses. I had dozens of dresses, in every color and design possible. Including the white halter dress 
from my dream. 



I wanted to throw it out of the window, burn it and, well, anything else that would get rid of 
that dress. But I knew that if I did that, I would have to explain it to Reina. And I didn't want her thinking 
I was any weirder than she already thought I was. I mean, how would I explain that to her? So, I just 
hung it in the back of my closet and said nothing. 

The next day Reina and I were in a little kitchenette that was on the first floor waiting for 
Mell and Seraina. We hadjust finished breakfast and were standingawayfrom the girls that were 
rushing around, trying to get ready. 

'Hey, sorry I'm late. I overslept. Again... You must be Taylor. I'm Serina, it's nice to meetyou.' 
A girl with short black hair came running up to us. 'Oh, and Sarcelles told me to tell you she's on her 
way.' 


'What happened Seraina, destroyed your alarm clock again?' It was obvious that Reina was 

joking. 

'You know how much-1 hate mornings. Besides, it was so loud. Which reminds me, I owe 
Sarceeala a new one now too.'She looked a little sheepish as she said that. 

'Nice. You really need to work on your self-control.' 

'I know.'Justthen Mellcame rushinginto the room. 

'Hey sorry, my alarm clock didn't go off-' she shotan accusatory look at Seraina '-and I ended 
up oversleeping.' 

'I said I was sorry! I didn't mean to do it; I wasjustso tired.' 

'Whatever... so, what classes do you have with me,Tay?' She pulled her class schedule out of 
her bag. I did the same. And actually- that was the first time I had taken a good look at mine. 

'Hmm, we have Languages of the Worlds, Drama and of course, our Protector-Charge class.' 

'What?' 

'I'll explain later, but right now we need to go.'The room had almost completely cleared out. 
'Come on. Your first class is right nextto mine.' Reina said taking my wrist and dragging me 


away. 



My first class was History of the Teliken, which was about the Teliken race, duh. Okay, I had 
no idea what it was when I first got there, but the rest of the class was generally nice and filled me in on 
what was happening. I just have about, oh, three years' worth of catching up to do in homework- 
actually I just had to read the chapters in the textbook that I missed, but still, it was a lot. My next class 
was supposed to help me with my powers, but since I didn't really know anything about what I could do 
besides the whole water manipulation thing-l ended up sitting around half the class. 

Next was a self-defense class, which was really cool because I got to learn howto fight, use a 
bowand arrows and even use some knives-okay I gotto learn how to fightand watch people use bows 
and arrows and knives, but I will use them. Then it was time for lunch. I meet up with Reina, Mell, and 
Seraina again and ate. 

Afterward, Melland I wentto Languages of the Worlds, which was completely and utterly 
confusing. If I thought Spanish was hard, well this makes that seem like a walk in the park. First, the 
teacherwas talking in some language from some country on a planetthat is defiantlynot Earth. Then he 
was speakingin some otherlanguage from who knowswhere. Finally, he switched backto English, after 
speaking in Chinese, Japanese and God-knows-what-else-enes. Luckily, I wasn'tthe only one lost, about 
three-quarters of the class didn't understand it either. I could n't wait to get outof there, that is until I 
saw what our next class was like. 

Apparently, the Protector-Charge class is all about learning howto use them and I quote 
'special bond between the two of you.' It was so not fun. At all. The drama was awesome, we are 
reading Romeo and Juliet, which is my favorite play. 

...Ever. 

And finally, I was at my last class of the day: Flying 101. I was especially worried about this 
class for one reason alone I had no wings! At least, I thought I didn't. My teacherwas awesome and 
taught me howto unfurl my wings-l was really glad the shirt I was wearing had slits cut into it, Mell had 
really thought of everything. After my fifth try, I managed to get my wings out. It was like they just 
appeared.They were reallypretty, with shades of pink, blue, purple,gold andwhiteall mixingtogether. 
Plus, they were the same as every single one of my daydreams. 

I was so excited; I would actually getto fly like I could in my daydreams. I imagined myself 
soaring high above the clouds again. Unfortunately, itwasn'taseasyas it was in my daydreams. First, I 



couldn'tfigure out howto even start flying. I thought I it would come as naturally as in my daydreams, I 
was wrong. Flappingtook some serious Eminence and concentration, two things I don't usually have a 
lot of. Second, when I finally figured out how to flap, I couldn'tfigure out how to stay airborne. 

Flapping was difficult, but trying to get enough power behind each flap to both to get and 
keep me in the air was nearly impossible. I could already hear the possibilities to be mocked. But, the 
thought of the mockery wasjustwhat I needed. I managedto rise into the air, and stay there. I tested 
my ability to stay in the air by changing directions and speed and when I was pretty sure I wasn't going 
to suddenly drop out of the sky, I started to really fly. 

Part: 13 

I was nothing like in my daydreams. It was better. Except I could really use some grace. I left 
the school grounds, flyingthrough clouds like nobody's business. I looked down and saw the highway we 
took to get to school. I could see cars passing a woman jogging on the side of the road. I could see every 
detail as if I was right nextto them. I've always had good eyesight, but I neverdreamed it wasthat good. 

I was so focused on the woman, mesmerized, that I didn't even think about flapping, which 
was a problem. You know in cartoons when someone will run off the side of a building and hang in the 
air until they look down? Well, that is a bunch of crap. Because for me, one second I was hovering, the 
next I was plum meting towards the earth and breakneck speed. 

I tried to scream, butthe wind had taken my breath away. I tried to think of something I 
could do to at least slowdown my fall. Nothingwas coming to my mind. Buttheground was coming 
closer to me. I was going to be roadkill in a few seconds, literally. I tried to clear my mind and focus on 
flapping my wings, which seemed impossible. Luckily, forme, it wasn't. I managedto start flapping just 
in time. I returned to the sky, nearly unharmed, and probably scaring a few drivers. 

Afterflyingfor a few more minutes, I saw someone flyingtowards me. I felta tingling 
sensation on my leftarm. I looked down and saw my Protectors' Mark glowing almost as brightly as 
when Ailina attacked me. I immediately turned around and flew away as fast as I could. I didn't turn to 
see if they were still following me, I just keptflying. 

Finally, I risked a glanced back and saw nothing behind me. My Protectors' Mark wasn't 
glowing anymore, so I figured I was safe. I turned around to head back to the school, only to find myself 
completely lost. Actually, I wasn'tcompletely lost. I knewthis place, not the location, butthe way the 



wind that was too low forme to feelblewthrough the trees of this countryside. I knew the way that the 
rows of wheat looked through the clouds I wasabove. I knewthe lake, with waterso clearand inviting. I 
knew everything about the place that was right underneath me, even though I had never been there in 
my life, exceptformy daydreams. 

I laughed, in spite of myself. I was lost and had no idea where I was supposed to go now, but 
I neverthoughtthat I'd actually imagine a place that really existed orthat I would find it. I flew down to 
the lake just because I could. I cupped my hands and gathered some water, just forthe fun of it. I 
dropped the water and flew over to the wheat fie Ids. I brushed my handsagainst the topsof the stalks 
of wheat, laughing at the novelty of it. Eventually, though, the novelty did wear off, and I realized how 
late it was getting. And that I was still lost. 

I started flying back the way I came, or that I thought I came, looking forsomething I could 
recognize. I wandered in the skyfor whatfelt like forever. I began to wonderwhattime it was and if 
anyone was looking forme. I was beginningto think I was hopelessandthat I'd neverfind my way back 
to the school when I sawthe joggeragain. It wasn'ta solid landmarkor anything, but it wasenoughto 
make me hopeful. I flew back the way the joggerwas coming from. 

Aftera few minutes, I could start to make out the school. I flew towards it faster than before, 
which I thought was impossible. I was coming up at the school when I saw someone else flying. It was 
MeII. I tried to slow down, but it didn't really go well. I ended up missing her by a few inches and 
backpedalingin the air. It was probably amusing to someone watching, but to me, it was downright 
embarrassing. I sawMell laughing and I just glared at heras she flew closer. 

'Shut up.' I said, still glaring. 

'I didn'tsay anything.' She said holding up her hands. 

'Whatever. Then don't say anything.' She nodded. I could tell she wanted to ask where I was, 
but forsome reason, it wasn't. 

We entered the school and flew to where Mrs. Lenning, the teacher, and a faerie, was 
standing. 'Where have you been, Ms. Evernight?' 

So that's why Mell didn't ask, she knew how much I hated repeating myself, so she spared 
me from saying- it twice in a few minutes. 'I got lost.' 



'Obviously-would you care to tell me why you left school grounds?' I shrugged. 


'I didn'tthink it was that big of a deal. I'm sorry, it won't happen again.' 

'Let's hope not. You show a lot of potentials, I don't want you to ruin it, or prove me wrong. 
Now I believe some of your friends are wondering what happened to you, run along.' I nodded and left 
with Mell. 


'What didn'tyou tell her?' She asked when we were out of Mrs. Lenning's hearing. 

'What do you mean?' I asked innocently. 

'Don'tgive me that. You know, you really suck at lying. And I knowthat you weren'tgiving 
the whole story. You never act like that, unless your hiding something.' 

'I don'tsuckat lying!' I said defensively. She raised an eyebrow. 

Sighing, I told herwhat happened. 

'You... what?! Howdid I not knowabout this!?'She wasasking herself more than me. I just 

shrugged. 


'It doesn't matter really, I'mfine.' 

'I don't like this, at all.' 

'Join the club, but we can't really do anything about it.' 

'That's what worries me.' She said going into her room. 'Night, Tay.' 

'Night!' I said going to my room, wondering why Mell didn't know I was in trouble earlier, 
and whatthat meant. 

The farthest side of the campus was completely engulfed in woods, that's where I was going. 
The night before Mell, Reina and Seraina explained what was happening. Every so often, the teachers 
would set up a Battle, to test the abilities of the students, both in self-defense and power use. We would 
be put into teams and try to capture the other entire team or their base. I was still really confused about 
the whole thing when I went to the woods the next day. I stepped intothe woods, thankful to have 



worn sensible clothes. I started walking awayfrom my team's headquarters, hidingthe sound of my 
footsteps. I wasn'tgoingto be the one to blow it fortheteamon a stupid mistake. 


The entire team meets before fora debriefing. Although, I was still lost on what'sgoing on. I 
was an offense member, the one tryingto capture everyone and the base. So-o, I started to go toward 
enemy territory. I came to a river and realized just how lost I was. I was contemplating where to go 
when I heard a twig snap behind me. My body went rigid and I was aboutto climb a tree when a guy 
from my team stepped out of the forest. 

'Hey, you lost?' I nodded. He laughed, 'Yeah, I thought so. Don't worry I had trouble with my 
first Battle too. Are you on offense ordefense?' 

Part: 14 

'Urn, offense.' 

'Cool, I'm on Defense. Allyou needto dois continue upstream. Justfollowthe river. 

Anything else?' 

'Yeah, do you have any tips for me?' 

'Sure, here'sone: Don'tget caught.Seriously,just because this is yourfirst Battle doesn't 
mean anyone will go easy on you, and it's a pain in the butt to have to rescue a person. Here's another: 
Trust your instincts. If your gut is telling you to run, getaway from that place as fast as you can. Finally: 
Capture as many people as you can. It's always fun to have a newbie capture a ton of people on another 
team.' 


'Thanks.' I turned to leave. 

'Oh,and Taylor, use yourpowers. This isn't justfor self-defense.' He turned andwent 
downstream, leaving me tryingto figure out what he meant. How in the world did he know my name, 
and that I have power? 

...And what he meant by powers. 

I started walking upstream when I had a sudden urge to retreat into the water. Remembering 
what my teammate said, I let the water engulf me, using my power to do so. And not a moment too 
soon, either, a bunch of the otherteam's members burstthrough the woods. I smiled, somehow 



knowingthey couldn't see me. My only thought at the time was: This is going to be fun, I let the water 
rise, taking me with it. I will neverforgetthe shockon their faces when I came out of the water. I 
managed to capture three of the players. 

Now, you're probably confused, so I think that it's best if I take a moment to explain just 
what was going on. First off, we were split into two teams, a blue and a yellow. I was on the blue team. 
Second, there are two objectives to this Battle, the first: Take the other team's base. The second: 
Capture as many people on the otherteam as possible, preferably all of them. When the Battle first 
started, we were given...well, I didn't really know what it was, but it looked like a silver ball. The ball 
contained somethingthat allowed you to capture a playerin a bubble. 

Anyway, the three-1 captured stared at me, shocked. The rest of the players ran back into 
the woods. I would havefollowed them if I hadn't seen them looking back to make sure I was. I instantly 
knew it was a trap. I let the waterovertake me again and started flowingdown the river. Then I 
remembered where I neededtogoand wentupstream. 

Eventually, I heard voices and I stopped moving. I watched what was going on. The yellow 
team had ten of my teammates, includingtheguy who helped me earlier. I was wondering howto help 
them and not get caught when the players from before came into the clearing. 

'How did it go?'the girl who spoke was obviously the team leader. 

'We lost three... The Every-nightgirl is fasterthan we thought. And she is using the water.' 

'Is she...? Well, let's see if she still is.' The girl got up and walked overto the river. I felt 
confident enough that she couldn't see me, but I wasn't going to take any chances. I got ready to get out 
of the water and capture her when she knelt to the river. She muttered something and put both hands 
on the water. It suddenly gotvery hot and I knew she was using her power. It's now or never, I thought. I 
sprang outof the waterand captured her. Those closest by ran forward trying to attack me, but I had 
anticipated them. I captured six othersand was attacking the restwith waterwhen they started 
retreating. 


'Howdo I rescue you?' I askedtheguy who helped me. 
'UseyourConto.' 


'My what?' 



'It's whatyou have been usingto capture the people with. There is a settingon it thatwill let 
you release us.' I took out my Contoand looked for the setting he was talking about. I found it and used 
it on all of them. They were all released, some seemed a little bitter about being rescued by the newbie. 

'Okay, I'm sure they're coming back. What do we do now?' 

'You do nothing. We are going to go and finish capturing them.'Atall blond said, obviously 

bitter. 


'I don'tthinkso. Who justfreedyouandcapturedthe otherteam'sleaderPWasit you?l 
don'tthink so. I'm going with you.' 

'Whatever; let's just go.' She started toward the woods. 

'Wait; I have a better idea.' 

'And I'm sure we'd all love to hear it.' She wasn't light on sarcasm. 

'I could make you a part of the water. Or betteryet, the air.' I had no idea where that came 

from. 


'Well then, getto it.' I let my instincts take over. The nextthing l-oranyone else-knew, we 
were in the air. Actually, we were the air. We could still see each other, but no one else could. We 
floated through the air until we found where the ye How team went. We took out our Contosand 
hovered above them. Igotus out oftheair and we started falling towardsthem.Theydidn'tsuspecta 
thing until it was too late. We captured every memberofthatteam, in record-breakingtime. 

When I first woke up, I first thoughtthat I was back at my house and that everything was just 
a dream. Then I saw Reina. I couldn't help but feel a little crushed. It's not that I don't like her, I just 
wantedtogo back to my old life. Forthingsto go back to normal. But that will neverhappen. 

I got up and went to the kitchen. I was scrambling some eggs when Reina walked in. I needed 
some comfort food and I love scrambled eggs, okay. Without saying anything I added a few more eggs to 
the pan while she got another plate out. This was sort of our morning routine. If someone had already 
started making breakfast before the other was up, just make some of them when they got up. 

'Hey... whatareyou doing upthis early?' Reina said looking at the clock. It was a little after 


six in the morning. 



'I woke up and couldn'tget back to sleep. Is there somethingwrong with that?' I asked 
defensive, I don'thandle mornings well. 

'No, It's just a little unusual. Especially for a Saturday.' My head shot up and I stared at her. 

'Isn'ttoday Monday?' I could have sworn it was. 

'Yeah right, is that why you are up so early?' She laughed. 

'No, Sorta; are you sure it's Saturday?' She nodded. 'But I could have sworn it was Monday.' 

She shook her head. 'It is definitely Saturday. Why did you even think that today's Monday?' 

'Because of the... nevermind. I guess I just had a really vivid dream last night.' I said hoping 
she wouldn't ask any more questions. She didn't, I could tell she wanted to, but she just kept whatever 
she was thinkingto herself. 

I finished making the eggs and loaded our plates full of them. We went up to our room and 
ate in silence. When we finished Reina cleaned up. I went over to my side of the room and started 
surfing the web. We weren't really doing anything when Serainaand Mell came into our room. 

'Hey, guys what's up?' I asked, uninterested. 

'Well, actually something.' Mell said. I looked up, wondering whatthey were talking about. 

'What do you mean?' 

'Well, every now and then the school hosts a Battle. Where you have...' 

'Where you have to either capture the other team or their base?' I said, remembering my 
dream, that I thought wasn't a dream. Everybody looked shocked, but I was used to it by now. Mell 
nodded,then lookedat Reina. 

'Don't look at me. I didn't say a thing. Although, nowit makessense why you thought today 
was Monday.' 

'You mean it's real?!' I couldn't believe what was happening. I thoughtthe strange things 
would stop when I came here, but I was wrong. 


'Yes; where did you hearabout it?' 



'My dream.' I began to tell them about my dream. When I finished the looks, I got were a 
range of shocked, awed and worried. 

'Taylor,' I recognized Mell'stone. It was the 'I'm going to tell you something really crazy but 
important'tone. 'I thinkyour dream was a glimpse into the future. Actually, I thinkthat most of your 
daydreams are too.' 

'You aren't including them,' I was hopingshe wasn't including the nightmare I had. 

'Yes; I am.' I didn't know what to do. So, I did the thing I was getting really good at. I fainted. 

Again. 


This time when I woke up, I was in my bed. I could hearMell and 

Reina arguing about taking me to the infirmary. Seraina was sitting on Reina's bed. She was 
obviously in charge of making sure I was okay, but she seemed more interested in the conversation than 
me. 


'As I said, I could just send her to the nurse to make sure she's okay,' Seraina said, not even 
looking at me.She wasn'tverygood at herjob. 

'NoI I'd rather not have my Charge end up like my alarm clock,' MeII said, obviously alarmed. 

Finally, I fake coughed, to get their attention. 'I'm glad you guys are so concerned about me, 
but unfortunately foryou, I'm fine.' 

'Yes; very unfortunate.' Mellsaid sarcastically. She glared at Seraina, who smiled sheepishly, 
obviously embarrassed. 'Are you sure you're, all right?' 

'Yeah, just a little tired of fainting all of the time.' I said, dryly. 

'Well, I thinkwe bettergotalktothe nurse. Make sure you are okay and seeifyou should 
take part in today's Battle.' I nodded and let Mell lead me to the nurses. 

When we get to the nurse's building, I see somethingthat makes me scream, and nearly faint 
again. Actually, it was someone. I had neveractually met him before, but I still knew him. I knew him 
from a daydream I had almost a year ago. 



I grabbed my bag and ran out the door. And right into a boy aboutto knock. He was about 
my age, but several inches taller. He had wavy auburn hair and pale green eyes. 

'Taylor Ever night?' He said. 

'Yes, why do you want to know?' I asked, wondering how he knew my name. In response, he 
held up an envelope. 

'This is for you.' He said, handing it to me. I looked at it for a minute and when I looked back 
up, he wasgone. Inside the envelope was an invitation to a ball. 

I stared at the boy. Wondering if what had happened in my dream would happen again. I 
wanted to chase him down and ask him why I met him in my daydream, but I couldn't do that. Not with 
Mell here. I went with hertothe nurse to see if I should take part in the Battle instead. 

Apparently, fainting does not qualify as a suitable reason to miss the Battle - much to Mell's 
amazement. Because I ended up right back where I was in my dream. But the results were diffe rent. 
Very different. I could n't fade into the air or the water. Heck, I could barely control the water. Scratch 
that. I couldn't control it at all. And I got captured, about four diffe rent times. And we lost. Big time - It 
ended up beinga miserable failure on all counts. 

I trudged back into my dorm room, aftergetting my butt kicked in everyway, shape, and 
form. I walked in and landed face down on my comforter. All I needed now was some ice. And maybe a 
chance to redo today, with the results I got in my dream. I got neither. 

Instead, I got a knock on my door. I didn't bothergetting up. I figured that if it was really 
important, they'd just walk in, or say something. They didn't. Instead, they slid something under the 
door. I turned on my side to look at it. And promptly went back to my stomach. I had never been this 
sore in my life. It hurt to move. It hurt notto move. But mostly, it hurt to breathe. 

Eventually, the pain was bearable enough for me to get up. I walked over to the door and 
picked up what was slid underneath. It was an envelope, with my name on it. I tore it open, read and 
nearly had a heart attack. 

Taylor Ever night, we would like to cordially invite you to the Thousand Bell Ball as our guest 
of honor. As our newest student, it would be an honor to be able to celebrate your talents. This will take 



place on the thirteenth of the month starting at 6 P.M sharp. Dinner is included. This is a black-tie affair, 
so please dress appropriately. Please respond as soon as you are able to. We hope to seeyouthere. 

As soon as I finish reading, I dropped the invitation. It is the exact same one as the one from 
my old daydream. 

Okay, first let me apologize, for taking so long to finish this chapter. I had writer's block, then 
I just didn't bother to write it anymore. Second, let me say that I know this chapter is really long; you 
could say I was trying to compensate for taking so long, but really, a lot just HAD to happen in this 
chapter. So, without anyfurtherado, let me presenttoyou! 

Chapter 11 

I wanted nothing more than to figure out why all of this was happening to me. It wasn't 
normal. Nothing in my life was normal anymore. Heck, I wasn't even human anymore. Although, 
technically, I guess I was never human. But at least before I had thought I was human-1 thought I was 
normal. Now I couldn't even pretend I was human; not when every time I looked in the mirror, I saw a 
giant pair of freakingwings. 

I know that I was all excited and everything when I first found out, but now the novelty and 
excitement we re starting to wear off, and I was starting to see them for what they really were: a big, fat 
pain in the butt. Plus, I finally realized how life-changingall of this crap was. I could nevergo back to the 
place that I called home. I'd never get to seethe people I called my parents for the first fifteen years of 
my life- not that that was terrible, but still, it hurts a little. Add the fact that, not only am I adopted, but 
I'm also a freak with wings, and it tendsto be at least a little traumatic. 

At least, it certainly seems like it would be. It felt like it was. 

Hopefully, that would be considered enough ofanexcuse forme to crumple into a heapon 
my bed, bawling after that stupid invitation fluttered to the ground. Sure, I've cried before. I cried when 
my grandma-at least I thought she was my grandma at the time-died when I was nine. I cried that time 
when I wasfive and my hand was crushed bya door, breakingtwofingersand severely bruisingthe rest 
of my hand. I've cried severaltimesin my life, but I've always had a good reason to. Although, I guess 
everythingthat had been happeningto me- beingyanked away from my family and beingthrown into, 
well, another world- did qualify as a good reason, and if it didn't, then this world was even more 
screwed upthan my old one. 



It was at aboutthat momentthat Reina decided it would be a good time to walk in. I can only 
imagine what I must have looked like; curled into a little ball at the end of my bed, bawling my eyes out 
with what probably looked like a small note on the floor in front of me. She must have taken one look at 
the scene in front of her, dropped whatever it was that she had been holding, and immediately ran over 
to me, crouching in front of me. She started rubbing my backand mutteringsomethingthat I couldn't 
understand. Although, I hadthesneakingsuspicion thatshe wasn't exactly speaking English. Not that it 
really mattered, I probably wouldn't be able to understand herif she was; I was crying too hard to hear 
anything besides my sobs. 

'What's wrong?' She asked when I had finally calmed down enough that I'd most likely be 
able to form a coherentsentence. I would have been able to, too, if it weren'tforthe stupid hiccups that 
I would get after every single stinking time I'd cry. 

'What's-hiccup-wrong? What's right- hiccup? My life has been-hiccup-become a bad sci-fi 
movie that would- hiccup- be on Lifetime!' I yelled, followed by an attack of hiccups and coughing. To 
my surprise, Reina started laughing. 

'What?' I asked, wondering if I should be offended or not. 

'You,' she said. That would be a yes; I should be offended, apparently. 

'What- hiccup's that supposed to mean?' I asked with as much dignity as I could manage- 
which really wasn't a- lot. 

'What you said; It's so true... although, I really don'tthink that they'd puta sci-fi movie on 
the Lifetime network.' 

I let out a shallow laugh. 'No, just movies about girls getting pregnant at ten, finding out your 
dating-slash-married to a serial killer, and then finding out you were stolen at birth and actually belong 
in some faraway land; all in the same movie,' I said. We looked at each other for a moment and then 
burst into hysterica I fits of laughter, followed by Reina snorting, which resulted in us laughing even 
harder. When we finally calmed down a little, the tears that were streaming down my face were from 
lack of breath. I don't know why eitherof, us found that so funny, but it felt really good to laugh like that 
again. I couldn't rememberthe last time I had laughed that hard-it must have been at least several 
months, maybe even more. 



After I managed to catch my breath, I just kind of sat there, not really sure what I was 
supposed to do now. Almost unconsciously, I picked up my invitation and read it overagain. Reina just 
stared at it with her mouth hanging open. She seemed to be in complete shock. 

'Taylor?' she finally managed to say. 

'What?' With the ways she was staring, I was starting to wonderjustwhatit was that I was 

holding. 


'What is that?' Her voice was shallow, almost timid. Instead of explaining, I simply shrugged 
and handed herthe paper. She read it overquickly, hermouth dropping open more and more with each 
passing sentence until it got to the point that I actually thoughtthat her mouth was going to come 
unhinged and hit the floor. 

'Wheredid yougetthis?' Whenshesaid it, it came out as a squeak. 

'Someone- slid it underthe door; why?' 

'Why? Do you even know whatthis is?' 

'Urn... an invitation?' I said, ignoring her glare for my smart-aleck comment. 'No, I don't really 
know what it is.' 

'This is an invitation to the Thousand Bell Ball!' 

'Yeah, I got that much from the invitation,' I said, dryly. 

'Do you realize whatthat is?' 

'A dance?' 

'It's only the most important ball that is held here! The king and queen even come, and you 
are theguest of honor!' 

'King and queen?' 

'Yeah, of most of the Telikens, and actually, most others that don't belong to certain clans,' 
she said. I just stared at herblankly. 


'So, why am I invited then? I'm not exactly the most 'talented' person here, as the invite said. 



'Howam I supposedto know? I was hoping you could tell me.' 


'Probably not;think I'm notgoing.' 

'Ha! Good one/ she said, laughing. 

'I'm not joking.' 

'Oh, you are going. There is no way you are going to pass up that chance.' 

'There's one little problem, Reina: I. Don't. Dance. As in, I don't know-how. Notthe kind of 
stuff that would be at a 'ball'.' 

'I'llhelpyou.' 

'No, I have a betteridea: I won'tgo.' 

'You will. I'll make sure of it.' 

'I refuse to make a fool of myself.' 

'I'll make sure you don't.' 

'And just how do you plan on doing that?' I asked. Reina justsmiled. 

'You'll see.' 

I thought that that was the end of the conversation. I went on with life as usual and never 
mentioned the ball again. Neitherdid Reina. A week had passed and by then I figured that she forgot, or 
at least, I hoped she had. 

Unfortunately, that wasn'tthe case. 

'Wake up!' Reina yelled, hitting me with a pillow. 

'No, I'm sleeping.' 

'Notanymore,' she said, pulling my comforteroff of me and hitting me again. I sat up and 
glared at her. 


'Isthis really necessary?' 



'Yes... Doyou know what today is?' 

'Saturday; the day I sleep in. Which is what I'm going to continue doing now if you don't 

mind?' 


'I do mind, and it isn't justa Saturday, it'sthe thirteenth.' 
'So?' 


'So, you can't sleep the day away. It's already one, you have to get ready.' 

'No, I have to sleep. Good night. Oh, and if you hit me with that pillow one more time. I'm 
going to kill you.' 

'I don't care; you have to wake up.' 

'No, I don't. Let me sleep.' 

'Nota chance,' she said, and then proceeded to beat me with the pillow. 

'Fine; I give up!' I yelled, throwingthe covers that Reina hadn'talreadystolenfrom me off. 
Reina justsmiled, not even botheringtogetrid ofthe pillow. 

'Excellent, now go get ready,' she said, whacking me with that cursed pillow one more time. 

'I'm goingl Was that really necessary?' 

'No, but it is fun.' 

I glared at heras I wentintothe bathroom. By thetime I finished showeringand getting 
ready for the day, it was almost four. I walked back into our room; my hair was still damp and hanging in 
rat tails. 


'What doyou want me to do?' I asked through gritted teeth. I was still mad aboutthis, but I 
wasn'tgoing to push Reina. I was certain that that pillow wasn'tfilled with nice softfeathers. A bunch of 
rocks, maybe, or possibly a pound of bricks, but whatever was in, it hurt. 

'Sit here,' she said, pointing to a chair that was moved to the middle of the room. 'Oh, and 


don'tcomplain.' 



'What are you going to do?' I asked, warily. 


'Yourhair, makeup,andanythingelse that I feel like,'she said, cheerfully. 

Instead of going to the chair, I walked right back into the bathroom and grabbed a bottle that 
was on my side of the sink. 'Well, if you're goingto be doing my hair, then I think that you're goingto 
need this,' I said, handing her my most beloved bottle of detangling spray. 

'I don't think I'll need that; your hair is still wet,' she said with a laugh. I shrugged my 
shoulders and sat in the chair, taking the bottle with me anyways. Reina got the brush through my hair 
roughly twice before the first brush broke in half and the second one was lost in my thick, blonde mess- 
don'tget me wrong, I love my hair, but it is a major pain in the butt- and she started cursing in several 
languages. I committed some of what she was saying to memory and offered herthe bottle with a smirk. 

'Do I need to say it?' I asked. 

'If you do, you're goingto end up like the first brush,' she growled, taking the bottle. I kept 
my mouth shut. After using about half of the bottle-which, to her credit, it usually takes about three- 
fourths of it when I use it- my hair was brushed and pulled into an elaborate up-dothat I'd neverbe able 
to getout of my head. I had to have had at least a thousand bobby pins in my hair, and only a small 
section on eitherside of my face was notpulled back. My makeup wasdone in a way that managedto 
make my dark blue eyes lookeven bluerand made me look completely stunning. 

'Okay, now it's time foryour dress,' she said, bouncing up and down. 'I have to say. I'm in 
love with whoeverpackedforyou, I want to borrowthat magenta gown you have sometime.' 

I nodded, my eyes widening as she pulled out the dress, she wanted me to wear and then 
widening even more when I saw the shoes. The dress was stunning; it was several shades of blue, going 
from a dark midnight blue at the bodice to a pale, almost translucent blue at the bottom where it 
brushesthe floor. 

The sleeves were sheer, and wrapped around the top of the dress, connecting them to the 
bodice making it appearto be a frosted dark blue. There was no way I was going to be able to pull it off. 
Especially not if she expected me to wear the five-inch silver stilettoes she was holding in her other hand. 


'Are you trying to kill me?' I cried. 'There is no way I can walk in those shoes!' 



'Paybackforthe brush/ she said with a smirk. 


'I am going to die,' I muttered. 

'Justshutup and getdressed.' 

I obeyed, slipping into the dress and shoes. The dress seemed to be made for me specifically, 
forming a to my body perfectly, creating a shape I normally would never be able to have. The shoes 
actually weren'tthat bad either, walking in them was just about impossible, but they were cute, at least. 
I walked-okay, I stumbled-back into the room to see Reina in a knee-length, gray dress and a pair of 
black flats. 


'Why is it you geta pair of flats and I'm stuck in these deathtraps?' I asked, tripping over 
myself once again. 

'Because noone is goingto see me,' she said with a wink before disappearingcompletely 

from view. 


'What the heck?' I cried, before realizing that she was right in front of my face; although, she 
was about the size of a toothpick now. I stared at her, transfixed by her sudden transformation. 

'What? You didn't think I got into Skoufyceol only because of my wit and good looks, did 
you?' she said, landing on my shoulder. I looked overand I could just barely see hertranslucentwings 
for the first time ever. 'My dad's a pixie, therefore. I'm a half-pixie, and I'm going to make sure you don't 
make a complete fool of yourself tonight.' 

'Gee, thanks,' I said dryly. 

'No problem, now we should go before we're late. I don't know what it was like at your old 
school, but here, there is no such thing as 'fashionably late'.' 

I managed to find the ballroom-this school even had a ballroom?! - just in time. Reina was 
right: there was no 'fashionably late' here. 

Everyone was on time and dressed just as- if not more- regally than I was. A guard stood at 
each door and for the first time, I started to wonder about how Reina was going be able to get in. She 
was somehow undetected when I enteredthe ballroom and she keptwhisperingcommandsto me- 
most of which was to find my seat. 



But, as soon as I set foot in the room, I was frozen in awe. The decorations were incredible, 
and I immediately understood the ball's name. Bells and chimes were hung everywhere, and candles 
were lit to make it look even more wonderful. Large tables were set up around what I assumed would be 
the dance floor. The table at the back-or maybe it was the head-of the room had only three chairs and 
Reina said that it was for the royal family. 

'Yoo-hoo! Earth to Taylor?' Reina yelled into my ear, snapping me out of my trance. 'I know 
it's pretty and all, but the royal family is going to be arriving any minute now and you really need to find 
your seat.' 


I did as I was told and found my seat not a momenttoo soon. Almost as soon as I sit down 
the double doors leading to the ballroom- which had been closed aftereveryoneelse entered-opened 
and three people walked in. It was easy to tell whothey were just from the way they carried themselves, 
although the guy announcingthat the king, queen, and princess had justentered did quellany doubts. 
Everyone stood and bowed so I mirrored them, but I was a little later than everyone else, so I probably 
looked ridiculous. Nobody seemed to notice, and the royal family began to walk towardstheir seats. As 
they passed by me, I couldn'tshake thefeelingthat they looked veryfamiliar, but I couldn'tquite place 
it. 


The Royals took their seats, and so did the rest of us. Food was served shortly afterward and 
then the dancing began. I avoided it at all costs; staying back by my table and saying, that my feet were 
sore-which, mind you, they were killing me-whenever anyone asked me to dance, which luckily only 
happened once. Mostly, I watched the royals dance. I couldn't shake the feeling that they looked really 
familiar, but I still couldn't place how it would be that I knewthem. 

'Hello, Taylor,' I heardfrom behind me while I was watching some of the dancers. I spun 
around and came face to face with the queen. I gasped as I finally realized why they were so familiar. I 
could help but stare into her blue eyes-the same exact blue as mine. I couldn't believe I hadn't realized 
it before; I was the spitting image of the queen. I'msure that my mouth dropped open and everything 
when I realized this. The king walked up behind his wife-the princess following closely by, inspecting her 
manicure-and smileddownat me. 

'Bow,' Reina whispered hoarsely. I bowed stiffly, but could n't take my eyesoff of the queen. 


'Taylor, dear, I think it's time we explained some thingsto you,' she said. 



'You can come too, Reina,' the king said. Reina gasped. I nodded and followed them out of 
the room in a trance-like state. 

Today was the day, the day that caused my ending. Today was also the day that Lexy and 
Naddalin broke up and somehow, I finally found the courage to go over and talk to him. It was the end 
of the sixth period and I was in the hallway when I walked overto Naddalin, who was by his locker. 

'Hi.' I said softly. 

'Uh, hi?' he replied, shutting his locker and turning around to face me. 'Anything I can do for 
you?' Naddalin looked me upand down. 

Before, as I could respond, Lexy strutted overto usand wrapped herarms around Naddalin, 
giving him a quick peck on the lips. I was shocked, I mean, I thought they broke up I Lexy turned her head 
and finally noticed me standingthere. 

'Oh hey, I know you!' She exclaimed, lifting up my chin to get a better look at me. 'You're 
that little emo girl that's going out with Ben, right?' 

I opened up my mouth to correct her when I heard a voice say, 'Ew, gross!' It was Ben's. 

He popped up from somewhere and walked overto us. 

'Why would I wantto go out with that little runt for?' 

People said that he and Lexy were like sisters, since he had green eyes just like her, only 
darker and he had the same dark black hair, but it was an in a short mop head sort of way. He also had 
milky pale skin, which sometimesturned red when he spoke, so it made him look like he was blushing, 
even when he wasn't. 

'We're not really going out, we're justfriends.' I clarified. 

'I'm so not yourfriend, alright? Getthat clear!' Ben cried. 

'But, how can you say that, Ben? We've been bestfriends since we could talk!' 

'Well, that's all over now, ya hear?' 


I feltfresh tears roll down my cheeks. 



'Aw, Ben, now look what you've done, you made the poor little girl cry I' Lexy joked. 


All three of them laughed in my face and soon some otherpeople joined in. I felt so 
humiliated that I ran into the bathroom and into the biggest stall. There I slid down the wall and hid my 
face in myhands,soakingthemwith mytears. 

Why? Why doesthis always happen to me? What did I everdo to deserve allthis? I thought 

to myself. 


I didn't knowthe answertoall those questions, but I did know howto end it all. I wiped all 
my tears away then walked overto the sinks, overthem were little mirrors. I took one look at them and 
pictured Ben'sface in it with a sneeron his face. 

'Do it, I dareyal' he seemed to be saying to me. 

I closed my eyesand punched it as hard as I could be shatteringthe mirror and sendingtiny 
pieces of glass everywhere. Immediately, I felt pain shot through my soft skin and felt blood trickling 
down my arm and onto the clean, white floor. Then, I picked up the biggest shard of glass from the 
ground and sliced it across my veins. I closed my eyesand dropped to the ground as soon as I heard loud 
clicking footsteps. 

I felt so happy inside then, I felt nothingfora while, but then as I was brought back to life, I 
felt it again. The pain, the agony, the torture. No, I didn't die, I survived it since the cut wasn't too deep. 
After that people stopped picking on me, instead they just stared at me with hate in their eyes. They 
were all mad at me because I ruined theirperfectschoolrep. 

Afterthat, it all wentdownhill, or so I thought. Ariana decided to send me to a therapist. I 
protested, but she said it was the only way to fix this mess and ensure that I would never try something 
like that everagain. I would be meeting herat nine-thirty tomorrow, which means no school for me. 

Ariana drove me to the place and then leftto get to her job. I sighed and walked up the steps 
and into the room. That's where I met her, my the rapist. She was nice but different from other adults. 
She was all so peppy and happy as if nothing could get her down. Her name was Emmailia, I've never 
heard of a name like that. Emmailia had long black hair and a small fairy-like face, with a slim body and a 
sweetvoice. 


I wonderwhatshe'llthink of me. I thoughtto myself. 



I sighed again and walked forward. 


'Hello there, Keysaha,' she said when she saw me. 'Take a seat.' 

I sat down on a black leather love seat across from the red one that she was seated at and 
stared down at my hands. I had put a skin-tight long-sleeved top and a black hoodie on to hide the 
bandage on my left wrist, but now as I was sitting in front of Emmailia, I felt like she knew it was there. 

'Now, I understand why you are here butdo you?' She continued. 

'Yes.' I nodded my head. 

'I hearyou're having problems at school; you want to tell me about that?' 

I didn't know what to say, should I tell heror not? I mean, I don't know her, and I don't need 
herfeeling bad for me or anything. 

'Don'tworry, I won'ttell anyone, I'mgreatat keeping secrets. I won'ttella soul.' Emmailia 
joked, puttingherindexfingerto herred lips. 

I sighed and stared down at the ground. 

'Take your time, sweetie, I won't rush you.' 

I smiled a little, she was really nice. Nicerto me than anyone I'veevermetin Greensburg. 
She was nice to me as a friend, like Ben used to be. Ben, oh Ben, how you changed I Tears sprung from 
my eyes and I began sobbingsilently. 

'Oh, it's alright, dear, you don't need to tell if you don't wish to.' Emmailia assured me. 

'I-I hate my life.' I told her. 

Emmailia came overto me and gave me a tight hug, for a while I sat there crying on her 
shoulderas she stayed still. Aftera couple of minutes, I stopped and leaned backon the couch. Emmailia 
went and got me some soda, I drank it and then handed the glass back to her. 

'Alright, then, are you ready to talk now?' she asked me. 

I nodded my head again. I began telling Emmailia about all that's happened to me since I was 
eight years old and all the despair, I've been through till now. She listened quietly and nodded a few 



times as if she understood how it felt to be through all that. When I was done, I was close to starting 
crying again, but I swallowed back my tears. 

'Listen, sweetie, you may thinkthere is no one in this world that is like you, but I know 
someone that is.' Emmailia told me. 

'Who?' I asked curiously. 

'My daughter, she was so much like you that she even did the same thing you tried to.' 

I looked up at herand saw Emmailia looking down. She was so youngand married? She 
didn't look a day overtwenty-eight. 

'I knowwhatyou're thinking, how could a girl so young possibly havea child. Well, I've hada 
few problems with my life just like you,' she said, looking up and into my eyes. 'Anyway, I have a 
question foryou, Keysaha.' 

'Yes, what is it?' 

'Who are you currently living with?' 

'With myf-' I stopped in mid-sentence, thinking backto how Ben said he wasn't my friend 
anymore. 'With Ben and his parents.' 

'Why is that? Don't you live with your parents?' Emmailia asked softly. 

'No, I don'tknowwhathappenedtothem.' I answered her. 

'Well, then, doyou enjoy living with Ben?' Emmailia said Ben's name as if it were an unusual 
name, which it was. 

'Well, his parents are really nice, but it's really hard since Ben is no mean to me now.' 

Emmailia's face broke into a smile and I could see happiness light up in her eyes again. 

'Well, then I have a proposition for you, dear!' she exclaimed. 


'Would you like to know what it is?' 



I nodded my head quickly; I had a feelingthat it would be somethinggood just by noticing 
Emmailia's sudden enthusiasm. 'How would you like to come live with me now?' 

'I-I would love to, but l-l don't want to be a bother.' I stuttered. 

'Ah, don't worry, it's no big deal! I could always use another hand around the house!' she 

insisted. 


'Well, I guess I could.' 

'That's great. I'll pick you up tomorrow with some adoption papers for Ben's parents to sign 
and we'll be wellon ourway to California!' 

I wondered why Emmailia lived in California if she had a job all the way over here in Pa, but 
before I could ask, a small redheaded lady came into the room to tell me that Ariana was hereto pick 
me up. 


'I'll see you tomorrow, Keysahal' Emmailia called. 

'Bye!' I called back overmy shoulder. 

Man, I can't wait until tomorrow! I thought 

The nextday, I quickly took a showerand afterputting on my clothes, I wentto go pack. I 
looked at my reflection in the mirror one last time. 

Hmm, I look pretty good with noglassesand my hairwet. I thought. 

I shook my head, smiling and then walked out of the bathroom. My smile broke and fell 
when I noticed Ben walking past my room. He stopped fora minute and saw my bag on top of my bed, 
then up at me. I sighed and looked down, then started walking again. I was about to enter my room 
when I felt Ben grab my hand. 

'Where are you going?' He demanded. 

'I-I'm leaving.' I stuttered. 

Ben pulled me close to him and brought his face down to mine. 


'Why?' 



'I'm going to California to go live with Emmailia.' 


Ben tightened his grip on my hand and I felt my skin starting to burn, my wound was still not 
healed as of yet and still really hurt. 

'Ow, Ben, you're hurting me!' I cried. 

'Don'tleave me!' He shouted. 

'But, l-l thoughtyou didn't iike me.' 

Ben cupped my face with one and ieaned ciose to me, his eyes iocked on mine. 

'I don't, butwhoshouid I tease whenyou're nothere?' 

'Ben,your' I cut myseif off when Benstarted ieaningcioserand doserto me. 

'I hate you; I hate you so much Keysaha!' he said. 

Usuaiiy, I wouid've felt hurt if Ben was saying all this to me right now, but right now I felt 
nothing. I was moving away to a new place, to a new life and I don't need something stupid getting in 
my way. I knewwhat Ben was trying to do, he's done this before. When I tried to run away one time, he 
made me believe that he still liked me, but it was all just a ploy. 

A stupid plan to get me to stay, so he could humiliate and torture me some more with his 
friends. I pulled myself away from Ben and slammed the doorin his face. Then, I began packing my 
clothesand everything else that I needed. 

After I was sure that everything was packed, I grabbed my bags and headed into the kitchen, 
where I saw Ben eating some toast. He looked up when he saw me with an angry look on his face, but I 
just looked the otherway. 

'Mom, why is Keysaha leaving?' I heard him ask. 

'Keysaha is going to California, so she can start her life afresh.'Ariana answered. 

'And you're just going to let hergol' 


'Yes, we actually think it's good for her.' Emma agreed. 



Ding dong the doorbell rang. 


'Oh, that must be Emmailial' 

'We'll be back, we just have to go sign the adoption papers.' 

Emma and Ariana wenttogo answerthe door and I was left all alone with Ben. I knew what 
was coming and I tried my best to avoid it, but it was of no use. Ben got up and walked overto me, he 
raised his hand and my body tensed. 

'Don't I at least deserve a goodbye kiss?' he asked. 

'I-' I cut was cut off by Ben's lips. 

He kissed me hard, but I didn't kiss him back. I felt nothingfor him now. All the love and 
respect I had for him is now gone and filled with hatred and disgust. I tried biting his lip to get him to 
stop, but he still didn't. He finally did when he heard Emmailia's voice from the otherroom. 

'I've always liked you, Keysaha, but I was afraid to admit it to you or to anyone. I cared more 
about my rep than I did for you,' he said. 'If you stay now, then I'll never get my punishment, so it's 
betterif youjustgo now and nevercome back!' 

I was shocked to hear that I stood frozen when Emmailia came into the kitchen. 

'Ready to go, Keysaha?' She asked me. 

'Huh?Oh yeah.' I stammered. 

I took one last look at Ben before I left, and I saw his head down, but he picked it up and I 
saw his face red. And for the first time I knew it wasn't because he talked, it was because he really 
meant it. I can't believe it; I can't believe Ben actually felt that way about me. And he decides to tell me 
when I'm leavingl What kind of person does something like that? I blushed as I felt myself forgive him. 

I got into Emmailia's sweet ride, it was a bright red Mustang, which was my dream car. 
Emmailia got in nextto me and turned on the radio. 

'What would you like to dear, sweetie?' she asked me. 


'Anything is fine.' I told her. 



Emmailia switched through the stations as she drove with one hand, she finally stopped on a 


song by MetroStation called California. I smiled as I listened and stared out the window. 

'Well, we're going to be stuck in this car for about twenty-one hours, so that gives us plenty 
of time to catch upon things. So, you want to tell me what was going on with you and that Ben kid?' 

Emmailia and I talked for a while and then I began asking her some questions about her, and 
I learned a quite lot. I even found out why she lives in California and goes to work so far. 

'Well, you see, Keysaha, I've leftmydaughterinthe care of my sisterand my agenttold me 
that if I come here, I could get more money,' she explained. 'I wasn't doing so great back in Cali, but now 
I miss my little girl and I wantto get back to her.' 

'Oh. So, what'syourdaughterlike?' I questioned. 

'Ah, Petunia's had a few problems in her life, much like me, but now it's all good. Now she 
has some friends who take of her and love her, what else could I ask for?' 

'Hmm, nice, Emmailia and Petunia,thatsoundscute.' I commented. 

'You knowwhatsoundscuter?' 

'No, what?' 

'Emmailia, Petunia, and Keysaha.' 

I smiled and leaned overto give hera little hug. 

'You're going to love her, I promise.' Emmailia said. 

'I hope so.' I whispered. 

I started out the window and looked at the great view. 

I wonderwhat she'll be like was my last thought before I drifted off to sleep. 

When I woke up again, I yawned and stretched a little, before sitting up in my seatto get a 
better look at where we were. Well, I wasn't sure if you were in California yet or not, it was really hard 
to tell. I turned around and looked for Emmailia, she wasn't in her seat. I heard a small yawn from the 
back seat and turned to look over the re, and there she was. 



'Hey, girl, how'd ya sleep?' she asked me. 


'Fine.' 'You?' I answered. 

'Great. But I think we should get back onthe road.' 

'How much longerare we going to be here? I'm starving.' 

'A few more hours and don't worry, while you were sleeping, I got us some food.' 

Emmailia stepped overand plopped down on herseat and started the engine. She handed 
me a burgerand a medium-sized soda before she started to drive again. For the remaining hours, I ate, 
drank, stared out the window some more, and even thought about Ben fora while. Once we finally got 
to Emmailia's beautiful mansion, which I still don't know how she gotthis much moneyfrom, I was so 
totally pooped! I was so tired, I could hardly stand, Emmailia had to practically drag me into the house. 

'Wait here. I'll go find Petunia, alright?' she said to me leaving me in the hall. 

I nodded, at least I think I did. I looked around the house a little with my eyes half-open. All 
of a sudden, I found myself on the ground. I opened my eyes to see a guy right on top of me 11 blushed 
as I realized that I must've looked like a total mess in front of such a cute guy like him. 

'Oh, l-l'm so sorry!' He apologized, rushing to getoff of me. 

'It-it'sfine.'Isaid. 

The guy held out his hand, I took it and he helped me up. I looked to the side and saw two 
othergirls there, I assumed one of them was Petunia. Emmailia walked into the room and looked at all 
of us together. 

'What'd I miss?' She asked. 

'Nothing, justthe fact that Mac justsquashed my new sister!' Petunia answered. 

She practically ran overto me and grabbed me in a huge hug. 

'Hi, my name's Petunia and you are?' 


'Being hugged to death!' I checked out. 



Petunia released me, and I huffed. 

'Yeah, she has the habit of doingthat a lot,' the othergirl added. 

'My name's Susan, bythe way.' 

Had petunia the same long black hair and brown eyesas hermotherand Susan had layered 
brown hair and the cutest purple eyes? 

Part: 15 

'Hi, my name is Keysaha.' I said. 

'And this is my brother-' Susan was cut off by the guy. 

'Mac.' He answered, smilingat me. 

Marco held out his hand and I shook it. 

'Niceto meetyou all.' 

'Hey, what happened to your hand?' Mac asked me. 

Both girls turned to look at me and at my hand. 

'Oh, l-l just...' 

'Ah, Keysaha, you must be tired! Petunia, go show Keysaha to your room.' 

'Alright, mom!' 

Petunia took my hand and then took me upstairs to her room. Her room looked great, it was 
all decorated with band posters and stickers with celebrities on them. It was like Hollywood Heaven! 
There was only one bed though, I stared at it and soon enough Petunia had noticed. 

'Oh, didn't mom tell you? You're going to be sleeping in my room tonight and then mom's 
going to buy you a bed tomorrow to put in your new room!' she explained. 

'Oh, so where will you be sleeping?' I looked around to see if there was any space for herto 


sleep;there wasn't. 



'Floor.' 

'Oh, I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to take your bed away.' I apologized. 

'Eh, no worries, it's only for one night.' 

'You sure there's no room for the both of us?' I suggested. 

'Yeah, I guess we could.' She agreed. 

For a while. Petunia and I stayed up talking and then came the subject back to my arm, I 
thought of a way to avoid by asking her a question. 

'So, Mac?' I asked slowly. 

'Oh, he and his sisters are our neighbors and my bestfriends,' Petunia answered. 'And I'm 
kind of the reason why he fell on top of you. Sorry.' 

'Fley, it's alright, I forgive you.' 

'Oh, we're goingto have the besttime together!' Petunia grabbed me intoanotherhugand 
this time I didn't really care howtight she was holding on to me. 

I've never felt this loved one day by a person I just met a few hours ago. I think I'm actually 
goingto like it here, but I really shouldn'tget my hopes up too high. 

'I hope you don't mind; I listen to music at night, it helps me fall asleep.' 

'No, no, it's fine.' 

I've always wanted to do that back at Ben's house, but Ben didn't like my music and he didn't 
wantme disturbing his 'beauty sleep.' 

So, anyway, the two of us both soon fell asleep to 'About A Girl' by The Academy Is... When I 
woke up in the morning, I felt so groggy, so I decided to go take a quick shower and when I was coming 
back to Petunia's room - with new clothes on, hair wet, and no glasses -1 met Mac again. 

'Fley morning,' he said, smiling sweetly. 


'Fli...' I replied sweetly. 



He was really cute and seeing him made me feel all flustered up because he was the first guy 
to evertalk to me in so long! Mac had the skaterboy haircut and the emo-like clothes. His eyes were a 
light shade of blue and his lips were a rosy pink. In one hand was a can of soda and in the other was a 
small bag of cookies. Watching him eat, made me feel hungry, but I promised myself that I would be a 
betterperson here. I'mgoingto change my personality and be nothinglike the person I am back home. 

Anyway, afterwe all three girls ate breakfasttogether, Emmailia went mattress shoppingat 
Sleepy's and Petunia took me out site seeing. Afterthat, we went back home, and I got to see my new 
room. So far, there was not a single thing in there, well except for my bed, which seemed to have 
camouflaged in with all the white walls. 

'So, what doyou think?' Petunia asked me. 

'It's so... clean.'I managed. 

Petunia laughed and pulled me inside. 

'Come on. I'll help you trick it out like mine.' 

'Can we help too?' I heard a voice say. 

Petuniaand I turned around and sawSusanand Mac in the doorway. 

'Hey, the more the merrier.' Petunia said. 

I just nodded my head. 

We sat around for a while, deciding whatto do first. 

'Well, I think the first thing to do would be to paint it, that way it'd be easier.' Susan pointed 

out. 


So, it was decided, first we'd paint, then we'd pull in all the furniture and otherstuff. 
'So, what color would you like?' Petunia asked me. 

'Hmm, blue and black.' I answered. 


'Alright, so do you want like half the walls black and the other half blue?'Susan asked. 



'I don't know, that'd look a little weird, I think.' 


'Oh hey, I have an idea! Why don't we paint all the walls blue and then splatter black on 
them?' Mac suggested. 

'Yeah, that'd be greatl' 

We all started and then finished an hour and a half later, when we were done, we were all 

starving. 


'Hey, kids, how about some ice cream?' Emmailia asked, coming into the room with four 
sconesof ice cream; two in each hand. 'Whatflavor would you like Keysaha?' 

My first instinct would be to say chocolate, but then I remembered what I had promised 
myself and changed my answer to strawberry since I absolutely hated vanilla. After we finished our little 
lunch, Mac helped haul all the furniture into the room, since he was the only guy and he was the 
strongest out of all three of us. 

Right now, I had a little whitedrawer, white walk-in closet, and lots more! It looked so totally 
awesome and it was so much bigger and better than my old house. I was so tired that as soon as my 
head hit the pillow, I fell asleep. When I woke up again around eight-thirty, I went to go get a drink of 
waterfrom downstairs. When I walked past the living room, I heard Emmailia and Petunia talking, I 
didn't want to eavesdrop in on theirconversation, but I stopped when I heard them talking about me. 

'Listen, sweetie, Keysaha is going to be going to your school in two days, so make sure you 
take care of her.' Emmailia said. 

'I will mom, don't worry!' Petunia assured her. 

'Don't leave her anywhere and help her find her classes, and especially don't let Milly get 
anywhere near her. You remember what she did to you, and I don't need another incident from 
Keysaha.' 


'I promise I won't.' 

I gasped when I heard that I had to go back to school and thattoo to a school with another 


popular girl. I went back up to my room and thoughtaboutthis. 



Oh, what am I gonna do? I thought. 


I was about to finish the last bite of my tuna sandwich when Jai, my Korean BFF, nudged my 
elbowsharply onthe cafeteria table. I managed to pop the remaining sandwich into my mouth and 
asked her, 'What?' With my mouth full. 

She gave me a disapproving look. Jai always picks on me about my lack of table manners so 
justto piss hermore, I chewed onthe food deliberately with loud munching sounds. 'What?' I asked 
again. 


'Fle's staring at you?' She said briefly in her halting English then turned away to look down on 
herown plate. 

'Who?' 

I was silently hoping it wasn't Mr. Vagner, our Fligh School principal. Fie was monitoring me 
because I was behind with my school tuition all the time. Fie was worried if my mom was still being an 
irresponsible mother. What did go wrong now? Surely, the school year had just started? 

I pondered onthe question as I forced to swallow the suddenly taste less sandwich down my 
throat. I duckedto peekovermyshoulder. Well, nothingwas really unusual. The cafeteria was packed 
with students eating their lunches. Same as all the other lunch breaks all year round. 

With one exception, maybe. The day when Jai transferred to Providence Fligh School two 
years ago. Everybody was curious about the new Korean girl who could hardly even speak English. 

I whirled back to Jai. 'Who?' 

She shrugged and moved hereyestoward thefar end of the cafeteria. I followed hergaze 
and suddenly my heartbeat quickened as blood rushed to my face. 

Therefrom the table at the far end of the cafeteria was Gabriel Sinclair. Fie was oblivious to 
his football teammates who were laughing and joking around with each other as he openly stared at me. 

It was as if my stomach lurched up to my throat. It was funny my first instinct was to wipe my 


mouth, fearing my tuna sandwich had left a crumb somewhere. 



I heardJai stifleda laugh. My blushed deepened. I wished I had listenedto Jai's lessonsabout 
table manners before it was too late. Gabe probably thought how so un-lady-like I was, gobbling down 
my food carelessly and talking with a mouth full. 

But wait. Why in the world should I care about whatthis Mr.? 

Popular thought about me? 

The deep blush was still on my face, but I was a little angry now than embarrass. I stared 
back at him fiercely giving him the 'okay-so-l-am-like this...so-what?' stare. He seemed to flinched from 
my irritated gaze as our eyes locked. He looked away abruptly. 

'Why didn't you tell me?' I asked accusingly atJai. 

Her cute chancy eyesseemed to sparkle with amusement. It annoyed me even more. 

'I did tell you.' She pointed out. She was right, actually. 

'You didn'ttell me it was Gabe.' I was still angry at her even so that I didn'twant to simply 
justdroppedthe subject. 

'So now it was my fault?' She hissed and rolled her eyes. 

'Yes.' I snorted. 

I took a careful peek again towards the last table on the far end. He wasn't looking at me 
anymore. I was relieved, buta pang of disappointmentwas mingling on mythought. What had he been 
thinking to stare at me like that? 

I am no raving beauty at all. Beingthe only half-Filipino overtwo thousand plusof the 
student population, it should have been an advantage, I knew a lot of people who remarked how 
beautiful my olive skin was- (which I got from Mom) only if my hair didn't go as wild as it was forming a 
riot of Halo over my head and only if my eyes were a different color rather than black or if my lips were 
only a little thinner... 

Seriously, what had he been thinking? 

Why the sudden interest? Maybe he justthought I was funny or worse 'gross'. I really didn't 


care. 



'He was staring at you as if it was the first time, he laid eyes on you... that's creepy!' 


I looked back at Jai and gave her a frozen stare. She ignored me. 

'Maybe he just thinks I'm pretty.' I made a face. Flinching from my own words. Hah! 

'Yeah dream on, Mya. He doesn't even knowyou exist!' 

I bit my lip from Jai's harsh words. This was the trouble if you didn't keep secrets with your 
bestfriend. Sometimes she knewtoomuchtothe point it was already irritating. But then I knewshe 
was right. 


Gabe and I wentto the same school eversince we were Naddalin sets but I didn't remember 
even once that he talked to me or called my name. Whenever I came overto their house to babysit his 
little brother, he wouldn't even botherto greet me. Itwas like hedidn'tknowme. His behavior 
bothered me sometimes, but I have too many problems to linger on his abnormal treatment. But now, I 
couldn't help thinking, something wasn't right. Not right at all. 

'Well, maybe he does 'now'.' I insisted on her; I was really kind of hurt hearingthe blunt 
truth right from someone else's mouth. Even if that someone was your bestfriend who knows you 
inside out. 


'Yeah, yeah.' 

The bell rang, signaling that lunch was over. I was glad to finally get to my feet and stomped 
off to our next class. Jai was right beside me. Before I finally got out of the cafeteria walls, I took one last 
look at the back of the room. 

Gabe and his friends were still at their table with no plans of moving out. I marveled quietly 
at how 'too good' he really looked; he was like a movie star among his commoner's friends. I sighed, 
careful not to let Jai heard me. Just as I was about to look away, Gabe turned his head to look at me. His 
blue eyes held a thousand words as it lingered on mefor a few seconds. 

Then he smiled. 

I waved goodbye to Jai as school ended but my mind was really somewhere else the whole 
time afterthe cafeteria incident. 



I couldn'ttake out how Gabe looked at me earlierin the cafeteria. Or how his eyes held mine 
for brief seconds but were enough to muddle my thinking. And there was, of course, his smile. 

It was the first time in more than ten years he smiled at me. It was like he just snapped out 
from his snob behavior and acknowledgedforthefirst time that we knew each other or knew each 
other's faces at least. I was a little nervous now. 

Tomorrow, I would be spending my time at Sinclair's to babysit little Robbie. Gabe's parents 
were both working on a highly-paid job in the city and it was the nanny's day off, so I was too relieved 
herduty. I needed the job anyway, consideringthe situation we were in right now. I was lucky I got the 
job,but I guess no one else in thearea neededajobas badly as I do. 

It was Fridayand I have anotherpart-timejob before tomorrow. 

Every after school, I would go over to dear Mrs. Hendricks to walk her two labradors. Mrs. 
Hendricks lived alone in her little home five blocks away from school after Mr. Hendrick died. She was 
too lonely that she decided to get two dogsfor company and for protection as well. Since she couldn't 
keep up with her dogs (the old lady was about over 60, I think), she paid me 40 bucks a week to walk her 
dogs every afterschool. Sometimes, I would stay with hera little while overafterjustto chat with her 
overtea and her most delicious cookies. She was too sweet, sometimes I wish mom was like her. The 
thought often left a hole in my chest. 

It was a bit cloudy today in Providence, the dark clouds were casting shadows over the place 
making it looked almost like 6 P.M ratherthan 3:20 P.M. Every now and then a cold breeze would whirl 
my hair around my shoulders making it wilder than ever. I tugged at my- lose hair desperately, wishing I 
had somethingto bind it with. I was silently hoping; it wouldn't rain as I quickened my stepsto reach the 
small house I could almost see nowoverthe hill. 

Dear Mrs. Hendrick would be quite devastated if I turned around nowand wentstraight 
home instead. I would be devastated as well, I hated making the old lady feel sad. Maybe I couldn't walk 
the dogs in this condition, but I could stay overfor a while to keep hercompany in this condition. 
Hugging myself, I walked on fasteras the first thundercut across the graying sky. 

The first drop of rain fell right unto my button nose. I wrinkled it and the droptrickled down 
to my lips. As it did that, the rest came pouring down heavily. I scrambled to myfeet reeling around 



looking forsomewhere to hide, but I saw nothing but trees and road signs. The jacket-1 was wearing 
was thin and unable to protect me from this sudden downpour. 

'Mya!' 

Somebody shouted my name from above the roaring of thunder and rain or was it just the 
wind? I couldn't have distinguished. I broke into a run. 

'Mya!'Again, the voice was calling my name. I slowed down to a half-walk half-run pace as I 
listened harder where the voice came from. Then out from nowhere, a blue sports car blocked my way. I 
froze notfrom the cold but by fear. I heard stories about young girls kidnapped and forced into white 
slavery. My teeth chattered as I braced myseIf.Thecarlookedfamiliarthough. I must have seen it 
somewhere. 

'Get in the carl' A handsome face appeared on the passenger's window. His blond hair 
almost golden and his eyes... they were the bluestshade of blue. 

I knew I just look funny because of my jaw dropped - literally. 

GabrielSinclair? 

'Getin the car please,you'llgetsoaked.' 

I blinked in disbelief. I fought hard to shake myself from the stuporand finally managed to 
make my legs moved towards the car door. What was he doing here? I bit the question back as I slid into 
his car. I was almost wet and cold, and the inside of his car was warm and smelled of leather. I couldn't 
stop staring at him in disbelief. Was this a sick joke of his or something? 

'Fora moment there, I thought you would just stand there and I would have to carry you.' 

His blue eyes were amused as he turned to look at me. Was he really talking tome? A part of me was a 
bit thrilled but I stopped myself and faked watching my face in his rearview mirror and was horrified. 

The wind had taken its toll on my hair and not even the dampness was able to smooth it 
down a little bit. I blushed with embarrassment in silence. Peering at him from my peripheral vision, I 
tried to smooth down the wild disarray, but it wouldn't budge. With an inward groan, I gave up, I didn't 
seethe point anyway. I didn't really care if he finds me unattractive. 


'Where are you headingto? I thoughtyour house is in the opposite direction.' He asked. 



'To Mrs. Hodicks.' Surprised howmyvoice sounded so casual, I wish he would stop asking 
questions. This was very uncomfortable to me at least for I could see he wasn't bothered at all. 'I sort of 
have a part-time job. I walk her dogsevery afterschool.' 

He nodded gearingthe car to life. 'Okay. But I doubtyou'll be able to walk herdogstoday, 
would you ratherl take you home?' 

'I wanted to stay with herfor a little while.' I admitted. I was getting more comfortable. 
Maybe it was the warmth. 

'I'll take you there.' 

I mumbled mythanksas Gabe stepped on the gas. 

Mrs. Hodrick was waiting anxiously, sitting on the front porch of her house. In her hands 
were two red umbrellas. My heart melted at the thought that somehow, even in this weather, she was 
hoping I would still come along. The poor Mrs. Hodicks. I blinked the tears as Gabe stopped the car right 
at the frontof her house. 

'Thanks.' I said, turning to him. 

'My pleasure.' He was smiling at me like he was enjoying a private joke but there was 
tenderness in his eyes. I chased the thought away. 

I saw Mrs. Hodicks stood and walked towards his car; her face was wondering. I unfastened 
my seatbelt and rolled down the window. Her wrinkled face lit up when her squinting eyes laid upon me. 
Relief and happiness rolled into one. 

'Mrs. Hodicks.' She handed me the second umbrella she was holding when I opened the door. 
'Oh dear, whydid you come in this weather?' Hervoicewas softwith worries and joy at the 

same time. 


I smiled at her. 'I wanted to eat some of your cookies.' Sofar, hers was the best I evertasted. 

That seemed to put off her anxiousness as I was hoping it would. She broke into a wide smile. 
'I didn'tforget. You can take as much as you want, and I'll give you the restto take home.' She suddenly 



remembered the carl was riding with and peered on the window to look inside. 'And who is this young 
man?' 


I was lost for words. I certainly couldn't count him as a friend, could I? 

'My name is Gabe Sinclair ma'am.' Maybe he wassensingthe hesitation, he volunteered. 'It's 
nice meetingyou.' 

'Oh, you're not coming inside?' Mrs. Hodicks pouted herlips like a little girl who was notable 
to getthe doll she wanted. 

'l-uh-m...' Gabe looked at me for he Ip. 

I looked away, unable to decide if I wanted him to stay or not. 

'Would you ratherbe somewhere else?' DearMrs. Hodicks looked like herheart was broken. 

Gabe shook his head instantly. 

'Then there is no reason you shouldn't stay. Come along kids.' She walked ahead of me in her 
dragging steps and I was left out there thinking I only had but one umbrella. 

When I turned to Gabe, he looked like he was fighting to stifle a laugh. I starte d to frown but 
I caught myself in time, thinking he was being such a nice person by offering me a ride. It would be so 
ungrateful if I scowled at him aftereverythinghe did. I slowly walked to his side of the car to let him 
share the umbrella. 

He made sure every doorand windowwas locked before he stomped out. 'Thanks,' He said. 
'This is very nice of you.' He added as he held onto the umbrella, in the process our hands almost 
touched. 


Making sure I left a decent gap between our bodies, I nodded pressing my lips together. 

He smiled cocking his head and I felt dizzy as his unique sweet male scent invaded my nostrils. 
This was the first time ever that I was this close to a guy. A very attractive guy for that matter. I was 
having a hard time stopping myself not to sniff on him on our way in. I moved away from him as far I 
could the moment, we reached the covered porch. He was openlystudying my reaction. One corner of 
his mouth curled into a soft smile. 



'Do I smell bad to you?' He asked out loud, but he did not take a sniff on himself. He was 
aware that he smelled too good to me. 

'Why were you on the way here?' I ignored him, breakingthe tension that starts to set in. I 
was meaning to ask him this, anyway. I knew our houses were supposed to be in the opposite direction. 

'I sawyou.' 

My almond eyes opened wide. Baffled. 'What?' I blurted out a little too loud. I felt suddenly 
angered by his snooping on me. If he were. Butin the cafeteria and nowhere... I was almost positive he 
was snoopingon me. I didn't like attention. Much more his. 'You were following me?' 

Again, his gorgeous blue eyes danced with amusement staring me straight in the eyes. 'Yes.' 

'Why?' I demanded harshly. Oh, let him get the idea that I didn't like any more of this sudden 
interest in me. I wasn't his type at all. I knew how his ex-girlfriends looked like. Blond... Perfect... Popular. 

Just like him. 

'I sawyou headingin the wrong direction in the wrong weather.' He wassmiling now.Too 
sweetlyformy own benefit. 

So, he thought I was stupid or out of my wits that was why he was following me? 

I groaned inwardly. 

Mrs. Hodicks opened the doorand interrupted us. 'What'stakingyou, kids, too long? Come 

on in.' 


I shrugged and left the umbrella on the floor as I scrambled inside. 

Gabe wasfollowing me, still smiling. 

My mouth watered as soon as we entered the stuffy living room. On the small coffee table 
nearthe brick fireplace sat a full plate of freshly baked chocolate cookies. Good Mrs. Hodicks. She 
ushered us by the fire. 

'Sit down and make yourselves comfortable. I'll get the tea.' 


'Let me helpyou, Mrs. Hodicks.' Gabe was already on his feetwhen he offered. 



'Oh no- no,you kids keepyourselveswarm. You both look like you need it.'She disappeared 
into the kitchen door adjoiningthe living room. 

I moved closerto the flickering fire. Mrs. Hodicks was right. I was too cold inside my wet 
clothes, my teeth almost chattered. Spreading my palms overthefire, I heard Gabe said. 

'You have to get out of those wet clothes.' I was thinking about the same thing, but too bad I 
didn't bring any extra with me. I don't suppose Mrs. Hodicks had something to fit me either. 

'Thanks' but I'm fine.' I lied. And I was a bad liar. I sat crossed-legs near the fireplace, hoping 
the cold would go away. 

'Here.' 

I turned to look over my shoulder. He was extending an arm towards me. A gray jacket was in 
his hand.The same one he was wearinga momentago. I blushed.Touched by hisconcern. Butshookmy 
head. 


'No, I'm fine really.' I held my stand. Though I was dying to grab the clothing he was offering. 
I betthe jacket would smell just like him. I fought hard with the urged. 

'Goon, Mya. Take it.' The hard and firmness in his velvet voice startled me. 

I reached forthe piece of clothing awkwardly. 'Thanks' I mumbled quietly. 

'Did anyone evertellyou; you suck at lying?' When I looked up to his face, he was smiling 

again. 


'Many times.' I grumbled. He laughed. I blushed even more. 

'Then don't lie. People will know any wayyou aren'ttelling the truth.' He stretched his long 
body on the couch. 

He looked really comfortable that, I thought it was unfair. I removed the thin wet jacket over 
my equally thin t-shirt. I replaced it with his and my mind was floating as his now-familiarscent 
assaulted and enveloped me. 


Oh crap, now I am addicted to his smell! 



Dear Mrs. Hodicks appeared on the door carrying a tray with the smoking teapot on it and 
three little teacups. Gabe was instantly on his feettakingthetray from her. The sweet old lady smiled 
herthanks and settled comfortably in an armchair beside the fireplace. As soon as Gabe placed the tray 
down on the table, I dived into it to get down something hot inside me and chase the cold away. Happily, 
I sunk my teeth into the soft chocolate cookie and drank my tea almost too greedily, it burned my throat. 

'Why, you didn't tell me you have a boyfriend, Mya.' 

I choked. Notfromthe hot tea and cookie. I could almost seethe blood rushingthrough my 
face. My cheeks burned. 

'He-' Darn. I was too embarrassed to even look at Gabe. What had he been thinking? 'He 
isn't-really my boyfriend, Mrs. Hodicks.' Finally, I was able to make out the words. 

Mrs. Hodicks chuckled. 'Ow, that'sa shame.' 

I anxiously nibbled on my cookie hopingshe would stopthere and let it drop, but to my 
chagrin, she added, 'You both looked good together. You should go out like this often.' 

'Actually, he just accidentally wenton my way. We were not really together. Itwas too kind 
of him to give me a ride.' I put too much emphasis on my words and was out of breath when I finished. 

Gabe was happily munching on a piece of cookie, a stupid smile on his face. I fought the urge 
tothrowmine to him. He shouldn't let the girl explained situationssuch as these toan old woman. 

'Isthat it, Gabe?' Mrs. Hodicks didn't want to be put off. 

Smiling, Gabe looked at me studying my face. I must look like a monster ready to gobble him 
up with any wrong move. Hissmile widened in amusement. 

'I sort of followed her, actually.' He said finally. He looked away, refusingto see the horror 
washed myface. Don'tyou dare...! 

'Because,' l...wantedtoknowherbetter.' Hiseyesturnedseriousas he spoke. I hada gut 
feelingthe wordswere notmeantfor Mrs. Hodicks at all. 



'Oh, you'll be surprised at what you'll find. Mya is such an interesting, lovely little lady. You'll 
lose your heart the moment you'II see what she truly is.' There was too much sincerity, too much pride 
in her voice I forgot all about Gabe as turned to Mrs. Hodicks. 

'Thankyou,' I choked on the emotion that was gripping me tightly. I always know, Mrs. 
Hodicks was an old lonely lady craving for some body to talk to, walk her dogs for her, but knowing I was 
special to her like I was her own child, shook me from the very core of me. 

She slowly cupped my face with one unstable, wrinkled hand. 'It'strue dear. I always know 
you are special. And I love you as my own.' 

I closed my eyes as my mind drifted to somewhere else. Sweet nostalgia. My mom used to be 
like this when I was a kid... mom... but the memories were too far away now. I opened my eyes slowly 
and a pair ofthe bluest eyes stared back at me. Gabe had moved behind Mrs. Hodicks, his eyesa liquid 
pool of mixed emotions. 

I looked away quickly, hating him see thru me at my most vulnerable moment. 

I emanated Mrs. Hodick's hand and I moved towards the fire again, turning my back on them. 

Mrs. Hodicks was talking to Gabe about her dogs and howto behave and orderly they had 
been eversincesometimesshe thought they were humans and not animals. Their quiet exchange of 
words was enough to calm my wracking nerves. 

'So, you goto school together?' 

'Since kindergarten.' Gabe handed a cup of hottea to the old lady. 

'My that was too long ago, how come you only see Mya just now, Gabe? I am very 
disappointed.' Mrs. Hodicks made a clicking sound of hertongue. 

I could feel a hole forming on my back, knowing they were both staring at me. Darn. I just 
hope they would stop talking about me like I wasn't the re at all. But for some ridiculous reason, I 
couldn't make myself turn and let them knew I was listening. 

'I think because I wasa jerk.' He chuckled softly as he said that. I desperately wantedtoyell 
at him. But of course, I didn't. Not with DearMrs. Hodicks around. I made a stuffy sound, closerto a 
groan. 'It'snotreally entirely true, you know.' 



I have a gutfeelingthe last statementwasdirectedtomeso I slowly peek over my shoulder 
and closed my eyes hopelessly as I saw that he was indeed staringat me. 

Would youjustbe kind enough to let the matterdrop? I choked on the words. 

'I don't know where this is heading,' I frowned. Showing great disdain. 'I think we should 
really talk about this privately.' 

'Will you talk to me privately?' He wanted to know. 

'NO.' I mouthed the word so Mrs. Hendrick couldn't see. I was just bluffing to end the horrid 
conversation. 

He wassilent, and I was a little relieved. Mrs. Hodicksexcused herselffora momentto get 
more tea, firmly ordering us to sit down when Gabe and I started to stand to help her. 

I looked sharply at Gabe as soon as she was out of earshot. 

'Why are you being such a jerk!' My voice was full of hurt and anger. 'Why do you have to 
make up stories like that you-you,'wordsfailed me when I saw how serious he looked. 

'I like you.' He said so believably I almost laughed. 'I liked you all my life.' 

I noted the word he was using. Like not love. I was glad he was careful about his words 
because God knew just how much my hand was aching to hit him hard. 

'Is this a sick joke? Making Ms. Nobody fall in love with Mr. Hot and Popular in a week? How 
much did you and your friends bet on me? You should really make a newer plot. That one sells so many 
timesalready.' 

'MyaShantana Hope... 'His eyes a mixture of irritation and tenderness as he said my full 
name. I was out of breath. It was the first time in long years he mentioned my complete name and the 
impact it made on me was too strong I wanted to roll on the floor laughing and crying at the same time. 

Sick; I was too sick forthis. God help me. 

We said our good byes to Mrs. Hodicks. I tried very hard to sound casual for the old lady. But 
my mind was really in a deep predicament. I knew I was always been strong but my strength crumbled 
to dust when Gabe put us in this situation. The humiliation, anger, and pain were too much for me to 



handle. And Gabe was doing too good at this I wanted to run away as far as I could from him for my own 
good. The knowledge that he would have to drive me home now did not offer any comfort. It only 
meant I had to endure all the way home tryingto convince myself I was alone, and he wasn'tthere. 

Oh, this was crap. I meantwhat would you call something like this? 

He was so unpredictable that I hated every time he did something that was way so out of my 
expectation. And now that stupid smile was back on his handsome face like he didn't really care what 
had he done to me. Worse, whenever I peeked in the rearview mirror to quietly study Gabe, he would 
always catch me stealing glances at him. His smile widened. My face flushed brightly. Was it from 
humiliation or anger, I didn't know? Maybe it wasfrom both. 

Before I knew it, Gabe stopped the car in front of our small house. I was angry at myself for 
being so preoccupied with unwelcome thoughts that I forgot to give him the direction to the house. 
Luckily, he knew where I lived. Wondering, though how someone who ignored mefor more than a 
decade knew where I actually lived, I silently gave him credit for that at least. 

The heavy downpourof rain had subsided now into soft drizzles. I sighed as I saw that the 
front light of our house was already on. It was only ten minutes past five in the afternoon. Mom 
shouldn't be home from workthen. I clutched the ripple of familiar distaste in my stomach. 

My plan was to get out of the car without saying thanksor goodbye, to let him know I was 
really pissed at him but years of good manners prevailed on me. I mumbled my goodbye as I got out of 
the car and told him to drive safely. He wasalready in frontof me when I got out, holding myarm. 

'Can we talk please.' 

I twisted myarm from his hold, darting him an angry stare. 'Justgo home, Sinclair.' I barked. 

'I will after we talked.' He insisted. His eyes, not exactly pleading but I closed mine, fearing I 
would get lost from the bluest depth of them if I stared too long. 

I was anxious to get inside the house. I had a bad fee ling mom was in trouble again. I sighed, 
deciding to just let him talk so this would be oversoon. 


'Okay... Talk.' I gave up. I forced myself to look at his perfectface. 



He let go of my arm I was still twistingto free from his grip. Oddly, he looked he was out of 

words. 


'What I was saying at Mrs. Hodicks... 'I looked away at him as he started saying. He let out a 
deep breath. I steadied myself as the fresh smell of his breath dizzied me. 'I just wanted you to know, I 
mean it.' 


I nodded my head absent-mindedly, nibbling on my bottom lip. Of course, I was not a fool to 
believe him. 


'I really like you.' 

My head snapped at him as he said it slowly, tenderly. His hand lifted to my face but not 
touching. He looked like he was in pain or something. 

'I liked you eversince we were kids.' My mouth dropped. How much did he exactly bet on 
me to be this desperate? I was curious. 'But somethingwon't let metell you what you really are to me.. 
'He dropped his hand to his side. I just wish he would stop. 'It's like I fee I something deep in my bones 
warning me to stay awayfromyou... like something really really dark will happen if I won'tkeep my 
distance... 'He laughed dryly. For the first time, I sawGabe was nervous in front of me. 'I know it sounds 
crazy but I wanted to be honest with you as much as I could. I don't wantto hide anythingfromyou 
from now on. I am just tired of ignoring you when I couldn't. I just want to do now what I really wanted. 
At this point, he didn'tthink twice when he touched my flushed face. 'I want to be with you, Mya.' 

I blinked hard. I felt a strong pull to believe him but my rational side won the battle and I 
pushed his hand away. 

'Go home Gabriel.' I hated how my voice sounded. Itsoundedtooemotional.Too sensual. 

He backed away but there was a hint of glow deep in his blue eyes. 

He smiled and without me expecting, pulled me firmly against his chest. I was shocked, 
unable to protest but found out I was desperate to snuggle against his hard bodythan I everwantedto 
admit. To forgetforonce,this was all but a dream. Too good to be true. 

'I don't know whatto do aboutyou, Mya Shantana Hope,' He let out a deep breath. 'You are 
so hard to resist, with you I'm like a moth drawn into the fire. Burning would have been such a bliss.' 



He let go of me before, I could regain my composure back. His eyes were dazzling like blue 
diamonds. I cringed from his gaze, sensing my humiliation. 

'Don't-,' I hissed. Concealing my embarrassment, '-ever do that again!' I pushed him so hard 
but he only laughed as he caught my hands and deposited them against his hard chest. I struggled hard, 
but I could feel my resolve was quickly fading. I hated how the cornerof his mouth curled into a 
triumphant smile. I hated how my body reacted to him, completely ignoring what my mind was yelling. 
Most of all, I hated how my heart thudded like crazy whenever he was too close for my own comfort; I 
hated him. He hated the effect he had on me. I hated GabrielSinclair for all that he was doing to me. 

I hated myself forthinking that I was too close to believing him. 

I hated myself forenjoyingthis moment with him when I should not. 

With all sanity that was left in me, I scrambled to my feet and broke into a run. 

Shedied. Andthat morning, I had told herthat noone wouldmiss herif shedid. We always 
had these kinds of arguments, but I never meant what I said, and she shouldn't have left me. Every day, I 
got up with a feeling that reminded me of the murder I had committed. Because if I wouldn't have told 
her to disappear, God knows where she might be right now. 

The worst of it all wasn'tevenfeeling bad about it, it was knowingthat our parents blamed 

me too. 


And so, I got up again, anotherday of school, but the first sister-less one. I dragged myself 
down the stairs and had breakfast with only my dad, mom had left earlyfor work, he said, but we all 
knewshewasjustavoiding me. 

'Do you want me to drop you off at school?' He asked. 

He wasjust doingthat to be polite, he wouldn't wantto be seen with the kid who killed his 
own sister, no one wanted that, let alone the fatherof both children. 

'It's okay' I said, but I knew he wasn't even paying attention to me, he already knew I 
wouldn'tbejoining him anytime soon. 


Part: 16 



She and I used to go by bike, together, every single day. Except for that one day, when she 
raged-and I yelled, and she left. She never made it to school. 

So-o, I make my way to the garage, all alone, and take out my bike. Spiders have been feeling 
at home while I was staying home to more the loss of a loved one. They give you three weeks off 
nowadays, even when you are the main reason they're gone, in prison I'd get way longer. 

I tearthespider'swebsand homesapart because that's whatthe bloodytruck did to mine. 
It's probably too soon to make jokes about how bloody it was, I have never been at the scene of the 
crime. I've decided to avoid it and take the high road to school. What are the odds though, that you piss 
off your sibling, and that she decides to leave, and ran her bike into a truck that just happens to be there 
right that minute? It wasn't even his fault, so we have got to apologize for the dirt on his vehicle. I'm so 
sorry you don't knowwhere the fucking brakes are and killed my sister, here let me clean that up for 
you. Dirt-bag, at least he and his stupid ride match. 

Her bike was still in the garage, I don't know why my parents insisted on taking it home, it 
doesn'teven looklike a bike. It'sjusta pile of metal rodsand it made me feel ratheruncomfortable 
because I swearyou could smell herblood throughoutthe entire house, maybe that'swhattheyaimed 
for, to make me feel guilty and never forget what I had done. While passing it, I kicked it really hard and 
had to keep myself from screaming. 

The bike looked horrible, just imagine what she would've looked like. I nevergotto see her, 
because it was too bad. And apologizing to a coffin wasn't really one of the things on my to-do list, so I 
didn't do anything but stare right in front of me and wish the ceremony came to an end, as fast as she 
herself had done. It had taken the police about a week to gather all her pieces together, at least that's 
when my parents started taking it out on me, instead of panicking that she wouldn't be able to go to 
Heaven because she was missinga toe or something. 

I had forgotten how longthe high road was. And how hell-a boring it was to go somewhere 
all by yourself. I hope you're happy now, I thought. Everyone always feels sorry for the one who dies, 
but that'sthe easy way out, believe me. 

It was 8 o'clock when someone rangthe doorbell.There was dead silence throughoutthe 
entire house because oftheargumentthat my sisterand I had had. 



She had been talking about that girl again, and she just went on and on about it, she never 
stopped. I had been telling her to shut up about it for about two months when she finally crossed the 
line. That morning, I started yelling at her. And we're so much alike, once we get into an argument, it's 
rather serious, so she did the same to me. 

Our parentswere downstairs while she started throwing with my stuff, and I grabbed her 
and told her she was a hideous creature, she basically called me the same names, but in the end, all that 
mattered is what I did. 

My mother put her cup of tea down, got up and slowly made her way to the door. My dad 
looked at me in disgust, because I happen to yell way louderthan her, he had only heard the terrible 
thing I had said, the one thing that made hertake off. 

'Yes- she did' I heard my mothersay to someone who spoke very rapid and low, rather 

inaudible. 


'About half an hourago maybe, not more'she added. 

'Yes-that's her,' hervoice started trembling. 

'What do you mean?' she started tearing up. 

I wanted to get up and ask what was going on, but my dad did first and made me sit back 
down. It all seemed pretty serious, so I listened to him but also to the conversation in the hallway. 

I heard him join the conversation by asking what the hell was going on. The policeman told 
him what he had probablytold my motherjusta minute ago. They were veryquiet, probably because 
they knew I'd try and eavesdrop. But what I could hear, was more than enough to get up anyways, and 
run towards the front door. 

Part: 17 

'SHE WHAT???' 

'Sir please, we're trying-' 

'Finn, I think I told youto stay inside.' 


'Dad, she's my sister, I should knowwhateverthis is. 



My mother nodded-and dad lets go of me. We all looked at the man in uniform, standing in 


front of us. 


'I'm very sorry.'That was all he said. Everything! heard before my mother thanked him and 
closedthe door. But I needed more, whatthe hellwas he apologizing for, she couldn'tjust have- 

'Finn, I think it's best if you go to your room. Now. Please.' I had neverseen my mom in this 
state of shock. 

'No, mom, I'm staying here, I've- like- like...' 

'You've done enough fortoday. Room. Now!' Well my dad wasn't jokingaround, so I backed 
off and went upstairs, with the intention of staying out in the corridor and listeningto every single word 
that would leave their mouths. 

'Isthat all he said?' my dad asked, and of course my mothercouldn't properly talk, she was 
overwhelmed, and the man didn't even bring her anything to drink, he just looked at her breaking down 
in front of him and waited for heranswer. 

'He. Said. That. She-' she paused. 

Oh, come on woman hold yourself together, what did he say? 

'She wasn't looking. She ran right into it.' then the real breakdown happened. 

Into what? Parentscan'teverjusttell you what you need to know now, can they? But I had 
watched enough series and movies to knowwhat just happened, and I knewshe wouldn't be coming 
back home. Nottoday, not tomorrow. And the last thing I had eversaid toherwasthatshewouldn'tbe 
missed if she'd everleave. 

Asshole; I'm such an asshole. 

It was all I could thinkabout because obviously, I couldn't picture herrunning into anything, 
because of my lack of information. 

I went into her room and sat down on her bed. One of the walls wasentirely covered with 
pictures of herand her friends, and even some of me and her. The opposite wall was practically covered 
with books, from the floor up to the highest point she could reach when standingon hertiptoes, which 



wasn't really that high. I looked overat herdesk. Her diary was lying in the middle of the table. What 
happens with all those feelings, I thought, where do her dreams go now? 

I heardfootsteps;they were coming upstairs. I grabbedthe diary and ran outof the room, 
wentto my own and jumped onto the bed. Nothalf a minute latermymom came in, and I wasn't 
surprised to see hereyes were entirely red and her face all covered in tears. She gestured to the bed, 
almost as if she was askingfor my permission to come in and sit down, I made sure she had all the space 
she needed, and she sat down right next to me. 

We stared at everything in my room. Everything but each other. We were so quiet I could 
hear my dad sobbing downstairs. It was heartbreaking because it always seemed as if he had no 
emotions at all as if his chest was filled with nothing but an ice-cold stone. 

'She's not coming back tonight, is she?' 

My mothershookherhead. 

'Nortomorrow. Or the day after.' I added, still staring at the window in front of me. The 
curtains had been closed for over a week, and nowall of a sudden, it made me feel claustrophobic. 

'Mom.' 

I waited for herto look at me, and once I knew she was, I looked back at her. I couldn't quite 
tell if she was still crying, because everything was blurry by now. She wanted to hug me, but I shook her 
off. 


'What happened?' 

She fake-smiled at me. As if she tried to comfort me, or herself, I couldn't even tell anymore. 

'She was mad when she tookoff this morning. She decided to go to Mary's house, and go to 
school with her, I guess, because it happened on the road close to her house, and she had ta ken her bike 
so I guess she was planning on headingto school afterward.' 

I really wanted to know what had happened to her, and I wanted to be able to picture it, to 
knowwhatit must've felt like, but I wasn'treadyto hearall about the details. Yet, I neverinterrupted 
my mother, because-1 knew how badly she needed to explain to me this, in order to convince herself of 
the truth. 



'She was so upset, and she wasn't looking, or paying attention to anything. And then the 
truck came. He didn't even violate any laws; she was the one that should've stopped. But nothing we 
could everdowill bring herback to us. I'm so sorry Finn.' 

This time I let her hug me because the story had hit me like, well, a truck. I was too upsetto 
cry, but there was this lump in my throat and damn how it hurt. People call it a broken heart, so why 
does it feel like your entire body is shattered into small pieces? Breathing hurt. Feeling my mom pressed 
against me, our mother, hurt. What gave you the right to walk out of that door? Who gave you the right 
to listen to any word your stupid brother says to you? You would be missed, of course, you would be. 
You will be. 


Dear Sam, 

Today, I don't know where you are. And I guess that's how it'll be from nowon. Clueless 
guessing and hoping. Nothing but constantly wondering. 

People believe in lots of things. Reincarnation, Heaven, a big black hole... Do you remember 
ourtheory? We called it 'The OtherSide.' 

Justin case you don't, it was about closure. So, when the deceased person felt as if the 
survivors weren't ready to let go yet, he or she would watch overthem.That'd mean that you'd be right 
here, next to me, watching me write and struggle, and tear apart everything right after finishing it. If 
you'd really be here, I mean, it'd be kind of soothing, but it could nevertake away the pain of what I've 
doneto you. 

You should know, that ever since our last fight and you're slamming the door and running off, 
you're all and everythingthat's ever been on my mind. Non-stop. And I miss you. Gosh, I hate missing 
you, but I can't make it stop. 

Dad and Megan blame me, too, you know. Too, because so do I. Not a day will ever feel 
normal again, it'll never be right. I guess they always preferred you and somehow lostthe wrong child. 
Must be hard, considering it's their other child's fault and they'll have to look at him for the rest of their 
days, wishing it was you. 



Theydon'ttalkto me, like at all. Inthe beginning, Megan tried, but it's justtoo hard to 
pretend we have somethingtotalk about. I think dad somehow convinced hernotto talk to me again, 
you know-knew- how persuasive he can be. Especially when he's drunk and aggressive. 

It's almost as if I'm dead to them. Excuse my poor choice of words, please. 

Tomorrow will be my first day in school, afterthree weeks off. As if you can put a time limit 
on grieving. 

Mary has tried to call, several times, but I've been ignoring her, after all, she was your friend, 
not mine. I haven't heard from David, so I guess it'll be one hell of a lonely day. Nothing newfor that 
matter. 


Yesterday was myfirst day outdoors. I wentfora walk because ourhouse is hell-a depressing 
these days. Dad tried to clean your room but stopped afteras much as three minutes. 

There was this poster at the corner of the street. Your favorite band will be in town next 
week. If I could. I'd buy us a ticket. I'd take you literally everywhereyou wanted to go. 

Oh Sam, won'tyou please come back to me? 

I hate missing my little Hazel. 

'Finn, get up, you're late again!' This had kind of turned into a routine. Somehow, I could 
never manage to get out of bed, even though I used to need fifteen minutes and now take over forty. 

'Finn, up yet?' My dad had always given me the impression that he didn't really enjoy my 
company, but after my sister's death, he had done nothing but proving that statement. 

'On my way, calm down.' 

In this house, it was considered a crime to actually tell my dad that very thing. You don't] ust 
tell the man to calm down without a fight. He had, however, lost some of his aggression afterthe 
accident. As if somethinginside of him snapped, the last string that was actually holding him together. 

'You have ten minutes before school starts, you do realize I'm not droppingyou off, right?' 
Was the first thing I heard when finally reaching the kitchen, having tossed on the first thing I saw, 
namely the same pair of jeans I had been wearing for the last two weeks of depression and school. 



'Eat, then, please.' 


I had seen him like this, once before. It was right after mom's death. He has never fully 
recovered from that, started looking forsolutions and affection elsewhere, and ended up marryingthe 
far too young Megan. Sam had always liked her because they could've been sisters or best friends, I, 
however, felt kind of awkward with this sister-from-another mother walking around in my habitat. 
Especially when you think about her relationship with my father. Babysit: yes, mother: no. 

'Megan still not back?' I asked with a mouthful of toast. 

'No. And it seems like she won't be, forquite a while.' 

'What the hell, isn't she supposed to be there for you in good and bad days?' 

He gave me the glare of death, so I quit. It just wasn't fair that she could decide to walk away 
from the drama, so the two of us would get sucked in even deeper. Even if she'd just be hereto watch 
TV or make dinner, the house would already be less depressing. 

'Son, you should getgoing. I'll be late tonight, by the way, enjoy yourday.' He said that while 
grabbing his car keys and walking off as if I didn't know he'd be late. He had been, ever since Sam 
stopped coming back home. 

'Later.' 


I hated these streets. And God, how I disgusted the metal bikes were made of. I wanted to 
burn outevery single truck on the surface of the planet, watch them explode. See them die, helplessly, 
the way they made mysister feel when she tried to take her last breath. Or as she tried to continue 
breathing but had no choice but to give in. 

Cars kept honking at me, all the way to school. The slow boy, the depressed boy, why his 
sister and not him, nobody wants him around anyway. Those horns said more than people ever dared to. 

I put my bike a hundred meters awayfrom school. The first weekof my return, it got trashed 
fourtimes, and thefifth time, theyjust hung it upside down with locks of other'nerds' makingit 
impossible for all of us to go home by bike. These people were my only chance of having an actual social 



life in this saddening last year of high school, but they all walked off as soon as they figured they'd be 
stuck with me if they wanted to wait for the principal's arrival. 

My dad had been called severaltimesand was more in the school building that I, myself, had 
been lately. 

'It's been hard on him, losing his sister.' Was his explanation, every single time. But all the 
head could reply was: 'These things happen, and we're very sorry for your loss, but if Finn can't handle it, 
then he shouldn't be here right now.' 

They gave him clear messages, in the trend of: 'send the boy to an institution if you don't feel 
like losing both yourkids in one-month time.' 

He had nevertold methat, buti had seen the documents they gave him. They were spread 
all overthe house. Also, I had heard his discussions with Megan, late at night, after he finally got home. I 
guess Megan somehow managed to drag him home as he was drunk as f-word he doesn'twant me to 
use, because apparently when you're the only child, you have to keep up appearances. Also due to the 
alcohol running through his veins, mixing with his blood in an uneven proportion, I had found outsome 
things about his fatherly love for me. 

'Do you know how embarrassing that would be? People are already watching. We've lost our 
daughter, thejoy of this home, I can't puthim in the madhouse and have all those judgmentalquestions 
asked all the time.' 

'Think abouthim, would this be what Finn needsornot?' 

'Who cares what he needs? He isn't going to tell me, and I'm tired of guessing.' 

I entered my class. I was late again, buttheteacherdidn'teven bothermakinga remark, as 
did the students. Atthe beginningof the semester, Nathaniel, school prick first class, used to squeak in 
his stupid high-pitched voice: 'Bambihas arrived, all animals should dance!'Then some of his friends 
would actually get up and do this weird uncool dance move that made the girls swoon, somehow. After 
a while, people gottired of his 'Do you get it, Bambi, because his mom died when he was there'jokes 
and he had no choice but to stop his lame attempts on being hilarious as hell. 

As for now, the only one who might have actually even looked up as I came in, would've 
been David. But somehow, he just stopped caring about me. He hadn't spoken a word to me since the 



accident, not even a 'hey man, I'm sorry' or whateverfriendsdo in those situations. He and my sister 
had always been pretty close, and he and I, we've beenfriendseversince the first day we met, how can 
you throw that all away like that? 

But then again, I couldn't blame him. He was the cooler one ofour duo, and I had nothing 
more to lose, considering my formal reputation as both a mom-and sister killer, he still had a chance on 
having a somehow survivable senioryear. 

I noddedasa thankyouand opened mybookon thatvery page.This was definitely my 
favorite teacher. It had been the only one asking me how I was, and even though I hated that question 
with passion, it made me feel respected. He gave me tasks instead of tests because he knew I was smart 
enough to pass his class if it weren'tforthe accident occupying my thoughts 500% of the time. 

Oh, Sam. Time goes so slow when you feel like crap when you want it to go fast, so you can 
go back to your cave of misery, where no one watches you. I'd say'care' but they don't, so that's that. 
Where the hell have you been and where did they take you? When will this pain in my chest, that seems 
to have broken my ribs and shake all of theirsplinters when I try to breathe in, end? Do you think it ever 
will? 


These kids are horrible. They were at your funeral, all of them. Yet, no one even had the 
decency to look at me. Do I have 'I killed my sister'tattooed all over my forehead, oris it just me? How 
did you do it, interact? Why couldn't it be me, I would've taken your place, a million times without even 
thinking it over. Please come back, or at least temporarily, so you can take me with you as you go again. 

She scared the hell of me when she walked in. I literally jumped up when seeing her. 

'Shit, Megan. Please knock, I had no idea you were home.' 

'Yourfatheris drunkagain, couldn't just let him drive himself into-' 

'Don't make traffic jokes. Too soon.' 

She nodded. 'Whatareyou doing here?Shouldn'twe be boxing everything up?' 

I was in my sister's room. Looking for something, I don't know what, that would make her 
come back. Not necessarily physically, just somethingthat would make me feel as if she was still around. 



'Don't box it up, it'll seem so permanent.' I said it while hiding herdiary I had found under 
my shirt, and making my way to my own room. 

'Look, Finn, I know you don't want to hear this, but death sound pretty permanent to me.' 

I didn't even bothergetting mad at herfor saying that, I had to take care of my mission first. 

'Give us some time. Everyone looking at our every move is already exhausting enough.' 

With a sigh, she walked off.'Don'ttell me I didn'ttry.' 

'I won't.' 

I slammed the door, basically right in herface, because she wasn't done talking. Once alone, I 
took the diary in both hands and just stared at it fora minute. She would kill me if she ever found out I 
had it, but then again, who cares, if I'd be dead, I'd be closerto her, and furtherawayfrom everyone 
else. Actually, it's pretty much the bestthing that could possibly happen to me right now. 

Falling down into my very uncomfortable chair, I opened the lock on the ugly diary. It was 
pink and fluffy, she must've gotten it when she was about a seven-year-old because, after that, my sister 
had been manlierthan I could everbe. 

The first page had a huge red triangle on it, and lots of skulls and exclamation points. 

'IFTHISIS FINN,GETYOUR HANDS OFF OF MY DIARY!!!' 

Oh, sis, she knew me too well. It was almost cute of her, to thinkthat this would've actually 
stopped me back in the days when she'd still be hereto double warn me. 

I turnedthe page,to find anotherthreatonthe second page. 

'I MEAN IT, PUT IT BACK, OR I WILL HUNT YOU DOWN!' 

Good luck with that, oh evil spirit of my oh-so superdead, aggressive, scary little Sammie-sis. 

I laughed at her lame attemptsand started readingthe third page. 

Somehow, itwas a reliefto figure out she didn'tstart with 'deardiary' I might've actually felt 
like slapping herif she would have. 



Her first story was one of when she was eight. She got the diary for Christmas. I wasn'tthat 
far off with my gamble talent and saying seven. She got it from aunt Sarah, which explains the color and 
cuddliness. Herfirst story was about me, and how I had hidden herteddy bear. If she would've made it, 
survived the accident I mean, she could've perfectly become a writer, because the emotions and 
exaggeration were simply amazing. I almost feitguilty for something I had done when I wasonly nine. 

'Finn?' 


This was the day of the jump scare, I swear. I slammed the book in one of my slides and sat 
straight real fast. 

'Yeah?' 

Megan walked in. 

'Your dad's fast asleep right now, I think I'm staying here tonight, would you mind?' 

'Of course not, it's your house too.' 

She didn't reply, she just made herway to my bed and sat on it. I really had to change the 
sheets; it was almost embarrassing. If this woman wouldn't have been doing my laundry for three years 
now, I would've actuallyapologized for it. 

'Look, I just wanted to say I'm sorry, for the boxing-thing I mean.' 

'It's okay, we're just- I'm just not ready to let go yet.' 

She nodded. 'I knowthat, but I'm afraid it'll breakyou. One day, we'll have to face it, that 
she's not coming back. And if you want. I'll be there for you until you don't need me anymore.' 

'Thanks, but it's just-' 

How do you tell someone you wanted to see the body in order to believe the stories you've 
heard? How do you say such a thing without sounding like a straight on psycho - Emmah, just 
personalization of sadism? 


'-hard, I knowthat. But we'll getthere.' 



Close enough. I decided to just nod and rest the conversation there. She made that 'I'm sorry 
foryou'-face, emanated my knee, got up and left with the words: 'I'll let you do your homework now.' 


Wow... Thanks. 

You've always been a little girl. My little sister. How can someone so small leave such a huge 
open wound in my chest when leaving? How can you make such a big difference with that size six of 
yours? 


Day 34 as an only child. The house smelled like pancakes as if we were throwinga birthday 
party forfive-yearold's. While making my way downstairs, and taking my usual breakat yourdoor, I 
couldn't keep myself from looking for balloons and surprises hidden everywhere on and around the 
stairs. I felt like a boy on Easter, trying to figure out where the eggs could be. The only thing this smaller 
version of me didn't have, was you darting around, running faster, pushing harder, grabbing all the eggs 
I had found and accidentally lead you to. 

I have had some horrible mornings, such as the one with the officerand his bad news about 
you, but this one was one to add to the list. I caught Megan and dad in the kitchen, acting annoyingly 
mad in love. It was the first time that he was up so early on a Saturday, and to be honest, it might've felt 
good to know that Megan tried to live under our troubled roof again. She did choose to be a part of this 
family, and there's noway out of that, except for the Emmah you've taken. 

'We're goingto the park later today, so bettereatsome more than you've beenforthe last 
couple of days.' 

'How are you supposed to know that, you're never around looking at it.' 

'Finn, one day without a fight. Justone.' 

This day better be special, I hated my dad's way of hitting the breaksof whatever conflict I 
would want to see breakingout. 

'What day is it?' 

'It's our anniversary, and you're goingto, pretended or not, I don't care, love it.' 

The enthusiasm in his voice made the lonely bite of pancake in my stomach feel like climbing 


all the way back up. 



'Whythe park, it's freakingcold outside.' 


'Because that's where we met.' Megan replied as if it was the most obvious thing in the 
entire world, hanging on board, surrounded byneon-andflashinglights. 

'Why not make it somehow romantic and go there yourselves? You don't need me to be 
third-wheeling in order to feel better now, do you?' 

My dad sighed. 'For God's sake, Finn. One day is all we ask; can you at least pretend?' 

'That she isn't dead? That you're not blaming me? Or that she has actually been living here 
and taking heroh so motherly responsibilities, deservingthis celebration? If she would've stayed when 
you and I both needed her so much, then I would've thrown a party for the two of you, myself!' 

I grabbed the plate with the pancakes, not just mine, but every single one of them, and made 
my way back to my room. Flalfway, I paused, turned backaround, took the stripe and took off. 

'Fie doesn't mean any of that.' I heard my dad trying as soon as I was out of sight. 

'You know, he's right, we shouldn't be doing this. It's obviously too soon for Finn to be 
enjoyingthese things, and he had a valid point. I haven't been acting very motherly altogether, while 
that might have been all he needed from the accident, until now.' 

'Flis mother'sdeath is notyourfault, Megan.' 

'No, but banning hervoice out of this house, is. She should've neverbeen 'prohibited'.' 

I had made myself clear, good. That saved me some serious slamming with the doors and 
making so much noise the neighbors of our neighbors would drop by telling is to keep it down. Instead 
of walking into my very own room, I found myself in Sam's. 

It was stronger than me, the need to fee I close to her. To touch something that had been in 
her grip, before she lost the possibility of latching her hands, or whatever's left of those. 

Fler desk was very messy. Partly because I had been looking everywhere before actually 
finding herdiary, and also due to the fact that she always wanted to do too much, causing herto take 
out every single book she had, all at once, coveringthe wooden table as if they had been the table-cloth. 



The wall on the leftside of her workspace was covered in photos. From the ceiling to the 
floor. I recognized some of the faces because I had seen them in school, or in our house. Mary was on 
almost every single one of them. She was Sam's best friend and had been, eversince they had first laid 
eyesoneach other. That must've been when we were aboutthree years old. Inthe middle,there wasa 
picture ofourfamily, all together. Mymotherlooked so young. She was. Her accident had come to a 
shock to the entire town, as did the miracle of my surviving skills. 

What is it with this family and traffic? What is with me and people dying? 

I placed my finger on the picture, covered mom's face with it. I couldn't even remember 
what her voice sounded like. Leave alone the taste of her famous pies. Even her smell had faded, Megan 
had introduced a brand new one when moving in only half a year after the accident. People thought it 
was both inappropriate to be moving on this fast and to make two young children grow up without a 
mother, so dad had to choose. 

I tooka step back and looked at the wall again. It took me quite sometime to realize some 
pictures were missing. As I approached and looked at the others, I noticed it was the pictures of David 
and me, on holidays. Why take them off? And who the hell did that anyway? 

A bit confused, I picked up the pancake plate and walked through the door, straight into my 
man cave. I placed the food on my desk and looked at my bulletin board hanging right above it, with my 
planning and tasks. Never have I been so lucky to have actually put down a plate, it would've shattered 
into a gazillion pieces. Staring back at me are two ocean blue, shining eyes, a pair of chocolate brown 
ones right nextto it, they're both smiling. Inthe background, David and I are playing ping pong. Who the 
hell put these in my room? 

~Megan... 

It's the first of November. Everyone is visiting and mourning the death. People are so stupid. 
You don'tsimply pick a date and say, 'this is the one day on which we will all thinkabout the onesthat 
left us, butattention:aftermidnight, wequit.' 

Not a day has gone by -I think it's even safe to say that not a single hour has-, that I haven't 
thought of you. Regret is getting worse as the days go by, and I need you to give me a sign. Let me know 
you're okay. 



Did I tell you about the picturesthe otherday? Weird things happen when you're livingyour 
life without even noticing you are. It's like I've been sleepwalking ever since you left me. Some people 
tell me to get my shit togetherbecause I've experienced from up close howfast life can pass you by, end 
so suddenly. I'm afraid you were the one of us that actually knew how to handle life. All I do is a struggle, 
hate, sleep, eat, struggle some more. 

Like I said, November. No school today, and it's almost your favorite time of the year. You 
know I hate Christmas, but you have no idea what I'd give up for this one to be with you in it. I might 
even buy myself one ofthose horrendous themed upsweatersyou usedtowear. 

I paused my thought about Sam, they had come to hurt so bad, I couldn't take them anymore. 
If I had been a girl, I would've written it all down in diaries, wait for her to come back and read them. 

Boys don't write, they're tough. They stay strong, at least in public. That's what my dad always told me. 
He had always been somehow disappointed that I wasn't and would never be able to become the strong 
son he wanted so badly. Boys play football, I play chess. Boys game, I read. Boys have girlfriends and 
friends, I used to have a cat, but he left me. 

'Finn?' 


In the beginning, I had been relieved to bump into Megan in the mornings. To knowthat she 
was back, dad was feeling better, and she would actually keep him off my back. But this woman had the 
energy of a dozen hurricanes, and who the fuck does mornings on weekends? 

'It's 9 o'clock, I should getto sleep at this time of the day!' 

'Lazy ass down here, you've gotone minute.' 

The thing I liked about her being so young, was that we could have these conversations my 
dad never got. We'd be talking hashtagsand selfies while my dad was reading an actual book, yeah you 
heard me, withoutthem in frontof it. 

I dragged myself downthe stairs. 

'You exhaust me.' 

'Good morningtoyoutoo, sunshine!' 


'What doyou need?' my voice was heavy with sarcasm and boredom. 



'We're visiting Sam today.' She said it the way you tell your five-year old's you're going to the 
beach, knowing goddamn well they adore going there. 

'You say it as if it's a good thing.' 

'It'll be good foryou.' 

'So is time, apparently, see how that's been working out for me.' 

Needless to say, she had won the argument. There we were, standing in front of stone at 
least as cold as Sam became, in the month of November. I had received anothercall from Mary, right 
before headingout. Megan hadtold me to invite her, too. I declined the call. Nottalkingto me fordays, 
switching schools right aftermy little sister's death and nottelling me about it, not cool. She would have 
to try harderthan this to actually everhearfrom me again. 

'Heard anything from David yet?' fatherasked as we were both looking down to the stone. 

'Nota word.' 

'I'm sorry foryou, Finn.' 

'Don't be, got enough people pitying me already. For something I did do.' 

She shook his head, he hated it when I admitted what everybody was thinking. I had been 
the main reason she got into that bloody accident. And no one could take that responsibility away. 

This day trip was killing me. They had put Sam right next to our mom, someone you'd almost 
forget wasn'taround any longer. She did leave a big hole in our lives, butnotthe way Sam did. We had 
been condoled with the thought of 'at least she had a great life' but my sister didn't deserve this! 
Neitherof them did, really, butthe pain was so different. 

When my mom died, I used to think 'if I getoverthis, then I can handle everything.' Never 
have I been so wrong in my life. Right now, I can't even think about getting over it, there's noway that 
thought would even dare to creep up on me. 

'It pains me to see this.' My dad said as if hejust held the great bookwith Finn's thoughts in 
his handsand decidedto start readingit somewhere in the middle, at random. 


'Of course, it does darling, that's normal. 



At this specific moment, it did bother me to have a stepmother. This was ciearly out other 
comfort zone, and if not, it was way out of mine. 

'Whydon'tyou wait in the car, Megan?' 

'Finn, that's ridiculous, let me be hereformy family!' 

'I should've been lyingthere, not my little girl.' He was completely ignoring everything 
around him, I had never seen my dad like this, on the edge of the unknown tear-down. 

In fact, he was right. The spot right nextto mom had been reserved when she passed away. 
We thought de cycle would be completed if dad would end up nextto herone day. It was soothingat 
that time. Andthen Megan happened. 

'I can't hearyou talking like this.' She said right when I wished she would've justdisappeared. 

'Then don't listen.' She had woken up the most bitter inner feelings inside of me. 

'What, dad?' I decided to use words instead of his hard-to-see facial expressions. He did have 
not to make hersuspicious, but I had seen and heard enough. 

'Thankyou so much for this lovely trip, but I think I'm skipping the pick-nick. You two have a 
great time. I'll be in my room.' 

With those words, I walked off. Straight home, always looking down at the pavementthat 
had felther last breaths while I didn't evengetthe last laugh. 

Strange things had been happeningeversince ourtrip to death. 

When I got back home, I found the pictures someone had taken from Sam's wall and put 
onto mine, but they were on my bed right now. On everysingle one of them, David's head had been 
eithertorn out or marked with a huge red cross. 

I had asked Megan if she had been in my room again, but she denied it in every language, 
mainly English because she's not really into learning otherones. My dad would neverdo somethingthis 
subtle, he'd just hand me a gun and David's address if he had a problem with him. 



I know it's a weird thing to say, but somehow, I had hoped that it was a sign from Sam. This is 


ridiculous, not only because she's kind of deader than dead, but also because she actually liked David. 
She wouldn'ttry to scare me off with these kinds of hints. 

Goingto school had been pretty weird. Seeing David not seeing me, it was harder nowthan 
ever. Partly of course because I guess if I could've just asked him 'hey mate, ever felt like someone 
would actually think about killing you?'this research would be a hell of a lot easier. 

Part: 18 

I got home earlier and earlier every day. Because, (one) I wasn't sportsmanlike, atall, but 
somehow the football team had chosen me... to be their real-life box ball, I had to sprint out of class to 
escape them, (two) The earlier you leave, the easier it actually is, because of the mess with the bikes and 
having to wait for the super-popularkids who can't seem to multitask, talk while getting their bike, but 
always feel like doing one of those things while blocking everyone else. 

And (three), dad had found a solution to my bike-problem. He had bought me a pink one, so 
no one would think about trashing it, as no one would link it to me. Great idea, but it made it necessary 
for me to get up half an hour earlier so no one saw me arriving, and skip the last ten minutes of class, 
rushing to get home. 

'It's not even half past yet, howthe hell do you get home so fast?' 

'Aren't you supposed to be working? Or drinking?' 

He didn'tanswer.This usually meantsomethingbad,sol turned around, took a bite of the 
sandwich I had made in those short minutes since I had slammed the door shut and tossed my backpack 
away. 


'I won't be going to work for another couple of days.' 

'What doyou mean?' 

That might've sounded stupid. Butin this family, you never know. He could be sick, dying, 
and nottelling me because of all that we've been through. He could be fired, too. 


'Apparently, David'sdadthinks I'm athreattothe company.' 



David and I had had our issues before, but they had never included my father getting hurt. 


'What are you going to do about it?' I asked. 

'What can I do? Wait for another job, of course.' 

'Wait? Dad, I don'tthink that's how it works.' 

'Son, one thing you need to know about this family: nothing ever actually works. If it does, 
peoplefinda way to ruin it. I don'tknowwhy, but somehowtheyfeelasif we haven'tsuffered enough 
losses in this family already.' 

I grabbed my coat and was about to leave the house to go talk to David when he stopped me. 

'Finn, they're not worth it.' 

'How about you? You're not losing your job over his puberty, dad.' 

'His fatheris a professional. He'll have his reasons.' 

'And I'd very much like to find out which ones.' 

He rolled his eyes and sat back down on his sofa. He made sure he was comfortable and took 
today's newspaper in both hands, reading to show me this conversation was over and that I was wrong. 
But just for once, I didn't fee I as if he was right. I grabbed the doorknob and seconds later, I felt the cold 
wind blowing, freezing my ears. Off we go. 

I knewthe way by heart. Even if I would've looked atthe pavementallthe time, I would've 
found it. Here I was. Standing in front of the house that used to feel more like a home to me than ours 
ever did. Right after mom's death, they had kind of taken me in. While dad was drinking, Sam ran off, to 
Mary's, and my dad started insulting me on a daily basis. I used to blame the alcohol, but the things he 
said left me speechless. They were so accurate. So-1 ran off, found myself standing at the very same 
steps I was right now. 

Slowly, I made my way up to the door. Once I was standingthere, I could simply hear the 
beating of my heart. Itwas poundingagainst my chest, inside my ears, like in those moviesatthat 
moment when their dream changes into someone knocking on their door. 



I considered ringing the doorbell. I think aboutturning around and leaving. That's when I see 
his mother, staring at me from the otherside of the window. The warm side, the side where David 
actually knows who you are. She doesn't really look happy to see me but makes her way up to the door 
anyway. Hervoice is warm, as always. 

'Finn, longtime no see, what brings you here?' 

Something must be wrong. I've been standing here fora minute, and she didn't invite me in 
yet. Last year, she would've literally pushed me inside in this weather. 

'I don'treally know, is yourhusband home?' 

'Frank?Why wouldyou needhim?' 

'Just a quick question.' I decided to keep her out of this, at least if she still was. 

'Sure, I'll call him, he's still at the office. You can wait with David if you'd like, he just got back, 
you knowthe way.' 

'Yes... Sure, thanks.' 

I didn't move. I was afraid to breathe in too much of his air because he made it damn clear 
he didn't wantto share it with me anymore. I wasn'tsure why, though. There had been quite some 
rumors about us. Since we're the absolute zeros of the school, at least I am. The longest relationship I've 
had was one of three days. The poor girl wanted to breakup with me on the very first day, but somehow 
forgotto mention that, and had to wait the entire weekend. I must have been a horrible boyfriend. 

Anyways, because-1 couldn't get any girls, people started making up these stories about me 
having a crush on David. It made things weird at first, but once he figured it was total bullshit, he just 
stopped paying attention to them. To be honest, I didn't really mind. I've had worse than verbal bullying, 
and in their stories, at least I had an actual love life. 

David came downstairs. 

'Mom, who was that at the do-?' 

'Hi.' 


'Finn. 



Part: 19 


'I'd make an 'at last we meet'-referenoe. But you no longer seem to be into me or my humor.' 
'Been busy.' 

'Busyenough to ignore herdeath? Woah, I thoughtthey'd neverbeable to actually 
brainwash you too, but they managed. If you'll excuse me, 

I have to go congratulate Chad now.' 

Chad was the most popularfootballerin ourentire school. He could get literally everyone to 
do basically everything he asked for. David had always been looking upto this guy, because of the 
numberof girls surroundinghim. 

'Finn, he just leftthe office, he'll be back any minute now. Ah, I see you found David, good. 
Would you guys like somethingtodrink?' 

'Actually, Finn was justaboutto leave, weren'tyou?' 

David looked at me as if I'd think he was scary, threatening me in my second home... cute. 

'You knowwhat, I would really much enjoy something todrinkif you don'tmind.' 

I said that to his mother, all of us knew David did mind. He fakes smiled at me, and I smiled 
back, the first smile I actually meant, in some months' time now. 

I sat with them and my hot chocolate until David's dad got home. 

He looked exhausted. When he saw me, he smiled? 

'Greatto see you, lad, been quite a while, how have you been holding up. Did David give you 

our card?' 


I said it was my pleasure, that he was right, that I'd been holding on just fine -lie-and then I 
had to admit he didn't. He looked at his son, surprised. 

'What, David? Why not, look Finn, we gave him our card with condolences because we 
couldn't make it to the funeral, but David did.' 



'You were there?' I asked David. Not his father, or his mom, I even forgot about our tug of 
war, or whateverthiswas. I didn'tsee him and judged him for it, but maybe I just didn'tsee him. 

'I wasn't.' 

'WHAT?' both parents said at the same time. Like in the movies, parents that just go together 
with the way vanilla ice cream and chocolate sauce do. 

'I didn'tfeel like beingthere, all those people who don't really care, crying. And those who 

do-' 


He looked at me. 

'I kind of needed you to be there.' I said. With those words, I got up, explained that my dad 
was waiting forme and that I really had to go, butthank youforthe hot chocolate, it was great seeing 
you all again. I shook hands with his father, and his mother kissed me on my cheek and asked me to visit 
more often. I said I might. Then I faced David, he was holding out his hand. All I did was say his name, 
and leave. 


I ran off quickly, felt like I didn't belong here anymore. Every second in this house was one 
too much. However, I couldn't have missed the red cross on the floorof the hallway, even if I'd be 
running like a freak because David was following me with a knife. It was the same red as in the pictures, 
but when I came in, I hadn'tseen it? 

Outside the wind wastearing through the trees, buffetingagainstourcabin. The storm was 
building, so darkthat you couldn't see much past the front porch. Yet I strained my eyes, searchingfor 
the source of the sounds assailing my ears. Loud cackling laughterand screams pierced the night, raising 
chills on my skin. 

'Arie lie? Get away from the door' my mother's panicked voice called out to me. I have pulled 
away, back inside the cabin as she locked and boltedthe door. My fatherwas rummagingaround in 
some drawers, lookingfor something. 

'What's going on?' I asked weakly. The voices were so loud now. As usual, my parents 


seemed unable to hear them. 



'We're leaving' she said. Her voice was strained. None of us wanted to go, the cabin was 
home. One we'd had fora while. It was supposed to be safe. I fell to the floor, covering my ears with my 
hands; the noise was unbearable, 'mommy' i whispered. She ran to me immediately, hearing my small 
plea. I felt the cool press of her fingertips to my temples as the pain receded. The noise was nowjusta 
low hum, fading into background noise. I knew from past experiencesthis wouldn't last long but at least 
it gave us a little time. 

'Sweetie, you rememberthat room?The special one?' she asked me. I nodded. There was a 
room hidden behind the stove, small enough forone person. A child likes me. 

'I needyoutogo in there. We're goingto play a game'she said shakily. 

'Meria! We need to hurry. It's close' my dad called my mom. He came overand swooped me 
up in his arms. 'I love you baby' he whispered to me. His eyes were closed tightly, his chin resting on my 
head. 


'I know' I heard her reply. She sounded close to tears. 'I'm not ready, Dorian. She's justa 
child!' she wailed. 

'I know. We have no choice. There is no other option anymore' he turned to face my mother. 

I was right, she had tears streamingdown herface. She pressed a kiss firmly to my forehead and looked 
me in the eyes. 

Her silver ones were wide with fright. 

'Okay, sweetie, you rememberthat game we used to play when you were really little?' She 
spoke softly. I nodded in response, too worried to speak. 

'Well, we're goingto play that game now. I need you to be as quiet as you can be. After a 
while, we'll-' at this point she burst into tears. 

'we'll come to get you out' my father finished. I'd neverseen them this scared. We'd had a 
few close calls overthe years but nothing like this. They both hugged me one last time before I was 
placed in the room behind thestove.Theirfaces were the last thing I saw before I was shut-in. I wasn't 
scared of this room, it was safe. I'd played in here a lot when the weatherwas too wild outside or when 
the noise of the thunder used to scare me. Muffled voices filtered through the gap in the opening. It was 



so small you could only see fragments of light. I pressed my ear to it, already afraid for my parents. I was 
safe in my room, but they weren't here. 


'...She's strong Meira... 'my father. 

'...I don't want to leave her...!' My mother's panicked voice. It was hard to discern but they 
sounded like they were arguing. 

'...It's time. Close it or we... for nothing... said goodbye... 'he was moving away from my hole. 
The last thing I heard was my mother's sweet voice whisper to me. 'We love you. Never forget that. Stay 
safe,forus baby... stay safe.' 

Then my world became dark as they closed the barrier between my room and theirs. 

I had no idea how long had passed. It could have been minutes or hours. It felt like forever. I 
knew no sound, nor sight. All I could do was wait. Then eventually, someone came. At first, all I could 
see was a slight flicker of light as the barrier opened. Then muted voices and footsteps. 

What sounded like scraping as the door to my room was forced open. 

Then I looked up and into the eyesof a woman I had neverseen before. 

'Arielle? Are you okay? Are you hurt?' Her voice was worried. I shook my head, no. 

'Where's mommy?' I asked quietly. They'd told me they'd be the ones to get me. 

'Oh sweetheart,' herfeatures were strained as she watched me. 

'They're dead' 

'No' i protested. I'd seen them. They told me they were coming to get me. The strange 
woman reached for me. I was too weak to put up much of a fight. As she carried me outside, all I could 
remember between my room and the car, was red. Blood. Their blood. Shadowy shapes hovered here 
and there, taking pictures and talking quietly butwhen they saw me, all was silent. The woman held me 
so that I couldn'tsee whatwas happeningbuti heard the one-person whisper, 'Whatwill happentothe 
child now?' 

They really were gone. One last 'no' escaped my lips before I faded into unconsciousness. 



I woke up screaming. My heart beating wildly in my chest and sweat plastering my hair to my 
face. It was thatdream again. The same one I always had.Theirfaces burned in my memory. Parent's I 
knew but would neversee again. It had been 12 years; 12 years of torturing myself with that memory, 
over and over again until I could n't think, couldn't feel. The numbness was what I craved, what I needed. 
I knew if I closed my eyes again, I would see them, still in the aftershock of my dream, so I rolled over in 
bed, checkingthe time. 3:14 a.m. I sighed; it could be worse. 

There would be no more sleeptonightso I got up. Time to go... 

I glanced around the room. It had been my home for the last 2 weeks, the longest I dared 
stay. Any longerand I'd risk being discovered. 

I flicked on the lamp beside my bed and stretched out my sore muscles. 

I'd spent too long training yesterday and my body was feeling it now. Just as my mind was 
wearyfrom lack of sleep. 

'Toughen up. princess' I told myself. That had been my mantra foras long as I could 
remember. It did no good to whine and moan about something you couldn't help. The training was 
essential. Without it, I'd be useless if it came to a fight. I made my way to the bathroom in the small 
motel room. It was a run-down joint. One that wouIdn't press for I.D or any other identification that I 
couldn'tgive. Afake name and a wad of cash around here goesa long way. 

The room was sparse, the harsh light from the fluorescent lamp lighting the bare walls. 
Illuminating the ugly faded green coverlet on the bed to the dirty, stained floor. My one backpack sat on 
the floor beside the bed, within easy reaching distance. The bathroom was as bare as the room; and just 
as disgusting. Moldy tiles and I didn't even want to know what was in the wastebasket. I turned on the 
showerand let the hot waterease the tension in my back and neck. Letthe waterclean away the sweat 
clinging to my skin. 

I stepped out and caught a view of myself in the mirror. I didn't botherwith cosmetics, I 
never had time nor reason to wear any. I was pretty average anyway. While combing out my long hair, 
my mind wandered to where I could go next. There was one place I never wanted to go to. I avoided 
that area like the plague. Notonly would there be scouts runningthe perimeterof the cabin, the pain of 
having to relive that nightmare would be unbearable. 



The scouts themselves were enough to make my skin crawl. They were creatures sanctioned 
with the task of finding me. Monsters made of the stuff people become insomniacs over. 

'Minnesota, it is then' I said bitterly. I hated ice. I hated the snow. I hated anything cold, 
unfortunately, it was the only place safe right now. I'd head to one of the big cities if I could but at th is 
time of the year, they'd be crawling all overthe place. Then again, no matterwhere I wentthere were 
boundto be some of them. 

They amped up theirsearch efforts around Christmas time. Mainly because they thought I'd 
be stupid enough to go somewhere familiar but also because all of that negative energy humming in the 
cities, from panic to stressor fear, is what they feed on. New Year's Eve is absolute chaos. If the rest of 
the human populace could see whatl see, they would bedrivento insanity. 

I headed back into the room to get changed into my traveling gear. I'd managed to pick up a 
few items the day before so I could survive the cold outside. Slipping on a pair of black jeansand a grey 
long sleeve shirt, I looked outthe windowand into the night. The motel I was stayingat was located in a 
small town I'd never heard of. I was in Europe, in one of the native villages and most of the inhabitants 
didn't even speak English. 

Yippee for me. I couldn't wait to get off this continent. 

As I turned awayfrom the window, something moved outside. I just caught it outofthe 
corner of my eye. Ducking out of view of the window, I stole a peek from the very edge. It was there. 
The shadows surrounding it were what had caught my eye, shadows I knew all too well. It was a hound. 
One of the more experienced scouts by the way its shadows were undulating in the air behind it. You 
could tell how dangerous the creatures were by howdark their Aura'sshowed.Thisone had thick black 
shadows, like smoke. It was strong. It fixed its red eyes on me fora heartbeat before disappearing. 

'Shit!' I exclaimed. I bolted awayfrom the window heading for my bag. It was about to get 
ugly. I'd been spotted by one of their scouts, knowing my scent had drawn them to this area. This motel 
in particular. If I didn't get out now, the inhabitants staying here were also in danger, something I 
couldn't allow. So- run it was. 


Part: 20 



I pulled out the bus schedule from my bag and checked the times. Nothing. 'Nothing?!' I 


began to panic. I hadn't been cornered for a long time; I was too careful. I'd let myself linger in one place 
for too long a now had to deal with the consequences. Shoving the useless paperback into my bag I 
sprinted out the door and downstairs. At a place like this, they didn't bother having someone on guard 
duty. I pressed the buzzer for attendance a thousand times until someone came out to see what the 
racket was. 


'I need a car' I said urgently. He just stared back at me, still half-asleep. 'Now!' I all butyelled. 
I wasn'tsure if he could understand me so I pulled out what I knewwould be understood in any 
language, and emptied the cash onto the bench in front of him. His eyeswidened, taking in the full 
amount. 'Car' I said again, motioning with my hands to prove my point. There was enough thereto 
probablyfeed his family foran entire year. He turned around and came backout with a pair of keys in 
hand. 


'In the shed,' he said and pointed to the motel. His accent was thick and foreign, Russian 
maybe? Instead of waiting around to find out, I grabbed the keys and headed forthe door. I quickly did a 
check of the area and saw nothing but snow-capped trees in every direction. If I focused harder, I knew 
what I'd see. Shadows weaving in and out of the trees, growling, and keeningwhile they waited for 
orders. 


They were growing in numbers and soon, I knewthey'd launch theirattack. I sprinted forthe 
shed nowin view. I had just made it to the door when the sky darkened if that were even possible at this 
point, and the clouds formed shapes. To anyone else, it would just look like a storm, but I knew better. 

Theywere coming.The hounds' high-pitchedyowlsand keens pierced the night. I couldn't 
wait any longer, another minute and the hunters would show up. The hunters were beings, formerly 
human, that had gone bad. As bad as you can go. 

They had black eyes and fangs that would convince many a human that theywere a dark 
angel. 'If only' I thought. At least a vamp could be staked. I didn't have the first clue of how to kill these 
things, let alone evade them. I'd only seen them once before and that was way back from my childhood. 
We'd barely escaped thattime. 

Their haunting laughter echoed around the valley, chilling me to the bone. I pulled the cover 
off the only car in the shed, a beat-up old truck. It wouldn't go as fast as I wanted but at least it was 



sturdy. I'd tried escapingthe hounds on a motorbike last time and had ended up with claw marks raked 
down my back. I still had scars. 


I slammed the door behind me and started the engine. Orat least I tried to. All that it got me 
was a short-choked sound before it cut out. I checked the gas and found it had half a tank. Plenty 
enough to get me out of here if I could start the damn thing. Trying again, the engine wheezed, 
unhealthy fora car. 'come on' I urged, my efforts coming up useless. 

The engine sputtered to life just as the door to the shed flew open. There had to be at least 
20 of them. 'They're going all out this time' I thought mentally. 'Of course, they are' I argued with myself, 
'They've gotyou'. 'Shut up' I silenced thattrain of thought. Now was notthe time for an internal 
argument. 


I stepped on the gas, aiming to take as many of them out as I could manage. Too bad they 
knew how to use their legs and jumped outof the way. I drove like a bat out of hell, speeding, cutting 
corners, trying to put as much distance as possible between me and the enemy. I couldn't outrun them 
but I could leadthemin the wrongdirection. Atleast it would give mea chance to escape. Thankfully it 
had rainedand not frozen overyetonthe roads. I'dgained abouta 5-minute lead on mypursuersso I 
decidedto put my plan into action. 

Pulling overl saw a lake up ahead. 'Perfect,' Ithought. 

I stepped outof the car, careful not to leave any tracks lest they are found. I spotted a big 
long branch and tested its sturdiness. 'Not bad' i thought. It could be used as a weapon in an emergency. 
Heading back to the car I kicked it into gear and drove it straight towards the lake, bailing out the door 
at the last second. Just a tip, when jumping out of a moving vehicle, always roll on landing. It takes away 
the sting of the impact. Although on snow like I was, that didn't change much. It still hurt like a bitch. I 
waited until the car sank into the waters, outof sight. Not long afterthat, the air bubbles stopped 
surfacing. The entire process had taken a little less than 3 minutes. If I ever managed to get my pursuers 
to stop following me. I'd have a fair chance in a career as a stuntwoman. Not likely to happen though. 

I tookone last glance around at my surroundings. It paid to be thorough when you were 
being tracked. I could hear the rumbling of thundergetcloseras the clouds above darkened. They'd be 
here any second. I knew from past experiences that they'd expect me to be on the road, driving away as 



fast as possible. In otherwords, easy pickings. The longertheychased,thefasterthey became. I know, 
unfair right? 

I made my way off the road, into a snowembankmentofftothe side. Laying down, leaving 
no trace or sign that I had even stopped the car, it would appear as though the car had keptgoing. The 
only issue was myscent. They could be able to smell it only slightly. I generally change clothes a lot to 
avoid this very thing from happening. I couldn't do much for it at this point, except stay out of sight and 
pray to whatever powers were outthere that I wouldn't be found. 

I focuson slowing my breathing. The chill ofthe snowwasseepinginto my clothes, making 
me cold. 'Hang on' I told myself. It would be over soon. One way or another. 

The darkening cloud made its way overhead, flashes of light illuminating its depths. Showing 
outlines of creatures, I wished I couldn'tsee. My world turned pitch black as the cloud obscured the 
waning moonlight. It would be dawn soon, the majority of the hunting party would have to return to 
their realm. The one thing they couldn't stand was sunlight. Some ofthe more powerful beings and 
solitaries were able to move about in the daylight, but as the creatures were born of darkness, that 
would always be their sanctuary. 

The scouts were able to survive in the sun as they were originally the offspring of dark 
hounds and regular Rottweilers from the human realm. As the years progressed, this line evolved into 
the scouts that plagued my existence today. They were faster, smarter, and more ruthless in their hunt 
than ever. You see, there are 3 planes of existence. At least, not including those after death. I have no 
willingness to discoverthose, the ghost of my past haunted me in memory already. No need to add to 
that. 


The first plane is the dwellers ofthe light. I didn't know much about them as they hardly ever 
interfere in the lives of humans. They avoided the depravity of this world, content to just go on existing 
in the paradise they created some millennia ago. It exists somewhere between the human realms of sky 
and earth. Where the two meets on the horizon. However, I had no ide a how to transcend the barrier 
between their world and ours, if only I could. To laze away my days, free from worry or pain. No wonder 
they never leave their realm. 


The third plane, that ofthe Underworlds, ordwellersof the dark, is my biggest problem. This 
human world is the fuelthat feeds them, the wood to their pyre if you will. Underworlds need humans 



to survive. As I mentioned earlier, they feed off emotion. So, stirring up as much trouble as possible is 
their goal. The earth is their playground. 

Then you get us poor souls stuck in between. Earth is the even ground, a place where the 
twocan connect. Beings from the first plane cannotexistwithin the third plane and vice versa.So 
basically, we're screwed. At least, from what I've beentold,the beings from thefirst plane aren'tevil. 
The myth is thattheyare where the ideaof angels and fairiescame from. I highly doubtthey would 
terrorize humans like the Underworld's, but then again, you never know. 

So-o,this all leadsto my current situation in the snowbank. What I wouldn'tgiveto know 
anythingabouttheirworld. Ignorance really is bliss. 

A streak of lightning arced overhead. In that brief flash, I saw them. The scouts had arrived 
and passed my hiding place, moving with their inhuman speed, followingthe road. Not until they were 
out of sight did, I dare to take anotherpeekatthe road behind me. Bad idea. As I did anotherscout 
came into view. It hadn't seen me and I was confident it could not but the panic still rose in me like 
always. It neverwentaway in their presence. 

The scout stopped dead in its tracks and I noticed, that it was differentfromthe others. This 
hound was slightly larger than the others, the alpha maybe? I wasn't sure if scouts followed regular 
canine behaviorbuti knewthatin most pack animals there was always an alpha.This one was black like 
the others, still had the same glowing red eyes and sharp, pointed teeth. What was different was its 
markings, or at least is lack of them. The scouts are black with white markings. Whenthey ran, to me 
they looked like shadows, smoke curling through the air, but what gave them away was the flashes of 
white you could pick out when they moved. 

This one had none. It was just plain black, and it scared the hell out of me. 

And it had stopped. 

Part: 21 

It sat on its haunches in the middle of the road, as if waiting for something. 


Someone... 



Then, as if from nowhere, a man appeared, and the sky flashed ominously; the wind dying 


abruptly and all going quietly. 

He was tall, really- really tall. He had to be over6 feetforsure. And my god was he built. 

Lean muscles barely hidden beneath his black shirt beckoned you closer. I wanted to feel his skin 
beneath my fingers, to see if that skin was as smooth as it appeared. Too bad I could n't see his face. 

I'd bet he was gorgeous, beyond gorgeous. 

Honestly...? 

He looked like sex personified. And I wondered briefly what it would be like to snare him in 
bed. 'He'sthe enemy' my more rational side reasoned with me in its internal monologue. 'Yeah butfora 
piece of that, getting caught might be worth it' I retorted. 

I dug my fingers into the snow to bring myself back to the present, nothingwas worth getting 
caught. Not ever. But looking at him, I could almost believe it would be. 

He crouched down closertothe hound. If he didn't have a long black coat on, I wassure I'd 
see back muscles rippling invitingly. 'Maybe he'd even have those cute little back dimples' I wondered 
silently. 'Arielle, cut it out' there it was, my sane side. Having different personalities had always been a 
problem. Usually, I'd have to concentrate to try and follow the one rational voice, but the otherside was 
always there, owingto my more inappropriate thoughts. Thankgod it didn'tvoice them aloud. 

The man was talking, I could only catch mumblesthanksto my cover, but it looked as though 
he was addressingthe animal. Which proceeded to take a look around. 

The stranger stood back up and faced towards the lake. I could n't check to see what he was 
looking at in case I moved, and the hound saw me. 'What if the car's showing?' I panicked internally. I 
pushed those thoughts out of my head instead of letting them run loose, panicking would only make me 
slip up that much faster. The hound was closer now, sniffing around some bushes near my cover. The 
usual chant was pounding in my head, 'fight or flight'. 

If I stayed, I might be found. If I was found in my current spot I would be doomed, no way 
could I outrun them. There was always the chance they would tire of searching here and move on 
though. If I ran, they would know it was me in an instant and follow. Tough choice, but I'd never been 
one to sit around and wait while someone made the decision for me, I never ever had that luxury. 



I didn't know if I made the right decision, but then again, second-guessingyourself if what 
gets people killed on a daily basis. With that thought, I sprangto my feet and sprinted away as fast as I 
could. I heard the hounds howland the sound of paws hitting snow as it gave chase. I was thankfulthere 
was only one, but I had no idea whatthe man would do. He was the wild card. 

My stamina held, and I fled into the tree line, hoping to lose them in its maze-likeness. The 
forests in this area of Europe were dense, and the scents of animals were everywhere; hopefully 
blocking mine out. Then again, mine was fresh..., I concentrated on gauging how far behind my pursuers 
were and then came to a halt. There was nosound. No branchessnappingunderheavy paws, nosharp 
howl piercing the night. Not anything I was expecting; which made me uneasy. They nevergave up, 
especially not if they were this close. I couldn't risk heading back to the road in case there was an 
ambush set up. Then again-1 didn't want to get lost in a forest, stuck in the middle of nowhere, and 
staying putwould leadthemto me eventually. What could I do? 

I stood there for what felt like an eternity. Even though it was probably only a few minutes. 
They had me stumped. Not only that, they had me caught. 

'Notyet' I reminded myself. I'd been in tough scrapes before and always came out fighting. A 
plan wasformingin my head, hopefully, one that would work. I reasoned thatthey'd expect me to 
continue through the forest, at which pointthey'd have scouts ready to intercept me. Hell, they 
probably had a perimeterset up around the area. I wondered wherethe others had gone once they 
figured they were no longer chasing me. 

With that logic, heading back the way I'd come was also out of the question. They'd started 
to getsmarter, catching onto how I thoughtand adjustingtheir huntingstrategiesaccordingly. They'd 
probably have scouts at the entrance to the forest. The sun would rise soon, and they'd have to leave. In 
other words, they'd start to converge on this spot. I began jogging further down the tree line. Everything 
was pitch black, I knew the sky would be lightening but the heavy foliage stopped any light from filtering 
through the canopy. I stumbled a few times, less than I'd expect for walking through a forest at night but 
ended up with a few scratches none the less. 

At one point I even fell and jarred my knee, sending stinging pain all through my leg. What 
sucked was I couldn't even yell from the pain of it. 



I was more carefulabout where I moved from then on, even the slightest bumpingof my 


knee hurt. 


I was close enough to the tree line nowthat I could seetheskywas a pale grey. It had been 
cloudy for weeks but it looked clearer now like the sun might actually show. 'Not long' I thought. Not 
long and they'd have to leave, but they'd be getting desperate. I crouched at the end of the trees, biting 
my lip to stop whimpering. My eyes were tearing up from the pain in my leg. 

Up ahead I could make out the shapes of the hounds. The ones watching the entrance to the 
tree line. They'd madea perimeterlike I knewthey would. Afewwerewhiningand some were snarling, 
but it was all the same to me.They were the enemy, no matter how animal-like they appeared. They 
were all monsters. 

'We should have found her by now,' one of them whined. He was scrawnier than the others. 
Going with my theory that the scouts were bred from hounds originally, talking wasn't out of the 
question. Although the original hellhounds were never this Empathetic sounding. They were creatures 
to fear, and far less annoying. I wouldn't underestimate the scouts though; one-on-one they were a 
bump in the road of my day. But they had the ability to signal others, some psychicTelepathy-thing-ie 
that breached the barriers between our worlds and summoned the others here. As a pack, they were 
the full-on nightmare.Their powergrewin numbers. 

Looking at this one though, I'd say he was young. Probably newtothe huntingscene. I wish 
I'd just had him to deal with fromthe beginning. 

Too bad my luck ran out 12 years ago. 

I lookedfurtherdownthe line,theywere spread out at about 16.4' intervals and continued 
furtherthan I could see in both directions. My only hope was the sun. The sky was a lighter color now, 
between blue and grey, soon, I hoped I would seethe gold leak in. Unfortunately, before that happened, 
a hand wrapped around my arm, hoisting me up. The pain in my leg flared and I cried out in pain. 
Another hand clamped over my mouth, silencing me. The scouts were headed in this direction, 
investigatingthe noise. 

'Well, well, well. What have we here?'A voice spoke softly in my ear. 'It appears I have found 
a stray,' he joked mockingly. The scouts reached us then and benttheir heads in respect. I'd had my 
doubts as to who had been able to creep up on me, but not anymore. 'Just in time too,'the voice spoke. 



The last thing I sawwas the sun break silently overthe mountain, spilling golden light into 
the valley... just as I faded into the darkness. 

Part: 22 

I was floating on a tide of blissful unawareness. It was dark, but for once, I wasn't scared. Just 
peaceful. I could feel a cool breeze kiss my skin and continue on its way. I could see colors flashing 
behind my eyelids, dancing, and spinning into shapes and words I didn't understand. I wondered vaguely 
if this is what dying felt like. If this was death, then I didn't mind. It seemed a lot easier than life. Life was 
difficult. Life was a bitch on the best of days. I wanted to stay here, justto float here for eternity. Was 
that so wrong? I was tired of running. Here there was no need. No worries. No sadness. Just peace. But 
like I said, life's a bitch. 

This time, I didn'twantto open my eyes. I had no idea of where I was, and I sure as hell knew 
there'd be no escaping. I was lying down on something soft, a bed maybe? But that seemed wrong. I'd 
been captured, more likely to have been thrown in a cell somewhere dark and unpleasant, but that's not 
what it felt like now. The sheets were silk, smooth against my cool skin. Suddenly I was freezing. The 
breeze returned, butthis breeze was cold, frigid and icy. Addingto my discomfort. If that was even 
possible at this point. 

'You can openyoureyesyou know, you're safe here.' 

I knew that voice. That was the same onefrom the forest, the whole reason I was here 
instead of on the road once more. The Stranger. 

'Will it make a difference if I see your face before you kill me? I don't think so. And as for 
safety, you're full of it' I retorted, still with my eyes shut. A bad attitude and problems with 
stubbornness are the result of living on your own for too long. As would happen to every other teenager 
in my place. 

'You seriously have issues, don'tyou?' he replied. I liked the sound of his voice admittedly. It 
was sexy, rollingoveryourskin, leavingyou wantingto hearmore. Pitched perfectly between lowand 
smooth. He sounded serious, but also like he was joking. Making fun of me. That pissed me off. Here I 
was aboutto die and he's making jokes. 



'You know/ I said, sitting up andfinally openingmyeyestoglare at him, 'You knownothing 
about me. So, don't sit there and judge me, because quite frankly, I don't give a goddamn as to what you 
think!' I was finally seeing his face... bad idea. Mainly because I'd been right, he was gorgeous. Like, stop 
in the middle of a busy road and stare gorgeous, but also because he was grinning. Like getting me to 
open my eyes had been agame, one he'djustwon. 

He was staring at myface, my eyes in particular. If I'd been uncomfortable before; itwas 
nothing compared to now. So, I did what I always do -1 got snarky. 

'What is your problem? Am I so fascinatingly ugly that you can't stop looking at my face?' 

'Quite the opposite actually' he replied. I'd expected an equally sarcastic answerer even a 
rude comment, but that threw me off. So much that my mouth hung open before I remembered howto 
operate the lower half of myface. 

'Uh, thanks... good to know,' I said. It was my usual answer whenever someone said 
something to me that made me uncomfortable. He was sitting on the edge of, yeah, I was right - the bed, 
wearing a loose black shirt with the sleeves pushed up, and long black jeans. Although I'd say they were 
only long due to the fact that so were his legs. And so once again I found myself drooling overthe 
enemy. Itwas kind of hard not to, 

I didn't get much face time with guys my own age. Or anyone really, and I'd never seen 
anyone this attractive. He would have destroyed the hotness statistics in Hollywood. 

I'd had a friend once when I was in Australia. She'd been my age and wentto school like 
every otherkid. I'd beenaround Mat the time so 'apparently' (notthat I'd know considering! didn't 
hang out with people my age) meeting new people was the cool thing to do. She approached me while I 
was lookingat some new clothes. 'I like that one. It would look greaton you,' wasall she'd said. She 
smiled, and I thanked her. For the rest of that day, we hung out, her giving me tips on what would suit 
me best and me asking her questions about her life. She always complained that her life was boring but 
to me, it was perfect. She had family, friends and wentto school. Everything I'd never had. 

One day the scouts managed to track me through her. She had borrowed my jumperand so, 
carried my scent with her. Notthat she knew. I barely escaped that encounter and knew from then on, 
that having friends was too risky. Any sort of continuity was dangerous. 



The stranger must have seen the sadness written on my face but there was noway he'd 
know what it was about. 

Ratherthan say anything he smiled apologetically. Like he cared. 

'What are you doing?' I asked bluntly. 

'What do you mean?' he looked baffled. 

'Whyare we sitting hereexchangingformalitieswhenwe both knowyou're just going to kill 
me anyway. What, doyou like to play with your prey before ending its life?Didn'tyourmotherever 
teach you manners?' I bit out angrily. He still looked confused. 

'You make me sound like a serial killer. I'm not going to kill you if that's whatyou mean.' 

'Then why am I HERE?' I raged. 'Why have you been chasing me my whole life? I don't get to 
be normal, I don'tgetto have family or friends oreven go to school, and I was okay with that because 
the alternative was worse. What am I doing here if not to die? What have I wasted my life trying to 
avoid?' I was runningout of steam. I'd been angryforso long and finally had a chance to get it out. 
Which was exactly what I needed -tovent. 

He waited until I'd finished and said only 'You done whining now?' 

Part: 23 

'Idiot-' That set me off. 

'You-asshole!' 

You don'tcare aboutanyone butyourself! You stupid, arrogant, chauvinistic-' mytirade was 
cut off when he leaned forward and kissed me. I would never kiss-anyone before and hadn't expected 
this. This rush of feeling, warmth spreadingthroughout my body. His lips were soft but his kiss was 
anything but gentle. It was demanding and hungry - claiming. 

'Do you ever stop talking?' he said between kisses. At this point, I didn't care. I couldn't even 
remember why I was angry in the first place. Slowly, he wrapped my arms around his neck and moved 
his hands to my waist. I wrapped my fingers in his hair, loving the way it was the perfect length. I gave a 
little tugwhich he seemed to like, considering he groaned. I was no longerupright, and his weight 



pressed me back onto the bed with only clothes separating us. I meant it when I said I didn't care 
anymore. I was going to die anyway, regardless of what he said earlier. Why shouldn't I get to fee I just 
once, what it is to be wanted? To feel needed for once in my life? I deserved that. So-o, I gave myself 
overto him completely, without inhibition. 

I pulled his shirt off over his head, running my hands down his chest; over each muscle, 
delighting in the way they tensed beneath my hands. As if my touch drove him insane too. 

I kissed his skin the way I had first wanted to when I'd seen him on the road, smiling when I 
encountered the little back dimples I'd imagined. He pulled me up by the nape of my neck, grasping not 
roughly, but tenderly now. Kissing me slower, more deeply. His kisses drugging me in their depth. The 
rest of my clothes fell to the floor, leaving me in just my bra and underwear. I rarely wore nice 
undergarments, mainly because I neverneededto.thankfully, this was one of those times. Myfavorite 
pair so far, black and lacy with a small silver A in the middle (coincidence, I swear.) 

He caught it and stared intently, smiling slightly before returningto my mouth. My hair had 
come free of its ponytail, spilling long and golden around us. The color somewhere between honey and 
sunlight. He ran his fingers through the strands and I realized; I was about to have sex with someone 
whose name I didn't even know. I pulled away only slightly so that I could look at him. His silver eyes 
stared back at me in question. 

'I don'tknowyourname,' I whispered. 

'Taylor' he replied. 

All talk was lost after that. Our mouths were busy. The rest of our clothes fell away until we 
were skin to skin. 'At least you're not cold anymore'the innervoice in my head said to me. The rational 
side piped back'You're insane'. Pushing mythoughts away, I silencedthem both. 

I didn't even hesitate towonderif what I was doing was right, or sane. I wanted this. He was 
the last chance I'd have to do this, so I didn't care about his motives or hidden agendas. That was 
assuming he wasn'tjustsome hot-headed rakeoutfora good time. Which sounded about rightto me. 
But the way he was looking at me, it didn't fee I impersonal. It was like he cared. Maybe on some level, 
he knewthat'swhat I needed. 



We tookthings slowly, I let him lead. Aconcession on my part butthen, I had no idea what I 
was doing. It wasn't something you needed to think about though, you j ust- knew. It hurt for only a 
second and then was unlike anything you can imagine. Books and movies can't prepare you for it, they 
don't even come close. Not really. Sex is just something else. After, I fell asleep resting my head on his 
chest while he whispered words I couldn't understand and draw circles slowly on my back. I felt weak 
but in a good way. Notwearylike I had beenforso long. I was at peace when I let the dreams carry me 
away from consciousness. 

I wish I could like dreaming. 

I wish my dreams were the kind you could lose yourself in and wake up with a smile instead 
of a scream on your lips. I wished fora lot of things I couldn't have. 

The first thing I noticed when I woke up was that there was no light coming from the window. 
I thought, 'Surely I didn't sleep that little an amountof time?Or was it that long?' I didn't know. What I 
did know, was that I woke up alone. 

I looked around. You think he'd be around somewhere after last night. Him. 'Taylor,' I tested 
the name on my lips, smiling silently to myself. Looking around, I could n't see any clothes, not even the 
onesthat should have been on the floor, which surprised me. 

I stood up, takingthe sheet with me, draping the black silk around until it was held in place 
by my hand clutching the fabric to me. 

Picking up the skirts of my makeshift dress with my free hand, I moved towards the balcony. 
The curtains, like everything else, were black. They were made of a gauzy material and moved in the 
slight breeze like a shroud, wafting around and grazing my skin. My hair blew around my shoulders, 
followingthe direction of the wind and framing my face. The balcony itself was beautiful, in a dark and 
twisted sort of way. As expected, itwas black and made of some sort of rock. The whole thing seemed 
carved out of marble and polished until you could see yourself in it. I looked down at theme reflected in 
its depths, more than a little daunted by the sheersize and opulence of this place. It seemed more like a 
palace than a prison. 

Closerto the banister, somethingsparkly caught my eye. I'd always loved sparkly things, my 
mother used to call me a magpie. God, I missed them. 



Moving towards the object, I crouched down to stare at it. It looked so fragile, as though one 
touch could cause it to shatter into a tiny thousand pieces, this little shard of light in all the darkness. It 
was the moon. A tiny pendant in the shape of a crescent moon so round, the ends almost touched to 
form a circle, but not quite. Picking it up carefully with the fingertips of one hand, I wondered what it 
was made of. Glass? Diamond maybe? If it really were diamond, it would be worth a fortune. It wasn't 
overly large, butthe craftsmanship was incredible, approximately the size of the bottle cap. 

'It's yours if you'd like,' he said. I glance back into the room, still in my crouched position and 
bent over the little gem, to see him stride slowly out onto the balcony. I was surprised I could see at all 
with how dark it was. 

'There is no light here, but I thought you'd like something to remind you of how beautiful the 
night can be,' he spoke softly. As if afraid to ruin the moment. I could barely look him in the eye, 
remembering anew the events of the last night, and going more than a little shy. I kept the emotion out 
of my voice when I replied, 'Will I was not seeingit again then?'To which he did not reply. I sighed, 'I 
love it. How am I supposed to wear it?' If I was going out, then I was going out true to my style. Why not 
have something beautiful to go with me? 

He continued his slow pace to where I was crouched on the ground and I stood cautiously. I 
held the little moon up to him as an offering, fee ling self-conscious in the knowledge that all I was 
wrapped in was a silk bedsheet. Hetookthe moon from my hands, leaving me to feel slightly deprived 
of its beauty and motioned for me to turn around. I did as he said and looked down as he fastened it 
around my neck on a little silver chain that came from who knows where. Maybe he'd had it with him 
the whole time. He let my hairfall back in place, sliding his fingers through the strands. 

I pressed my hand to the necklace lightly, 'It's beautiful. Sure, you're not wasting it on 
someone like me?' I said quietly. 

'Turn around and let me see' he replied. I did as he said and looked up into his silver gaze. 
'Exquisite,' he breathed as he lowered his eyelids and bent his head to mine so that only our lips 
touched. I parted mine softly, in acceptance. I wanted as many of these moments as possible before I 
died, never mind that he was the cause. 


He took my face in his hands and kissed me slowly. As if savoring it as much as I...? 



My skin was cool in the night, but I felt myself gettingwarmer. His body was pressed against 
mine, holding me close against the breeze. I felt a shiver run down my spine, the good kind, as he kissed 
the bare skin of my shoulder. 

'You're cold,' he said, more of a statementthan a question. 'We'll have to find you some new 

clothes' 


'Mmmm, that sounds nice, but maybe later,' I said, leaning into him. I had no idea where my 
confidence came from. I didn't use to be so forward, but then again. I'd neverfelt so comfortable with 
someone. I guess death is a good incentive to let go of your fears. 

He chuckled quietly. 'Afterthat marathon last night, you're still not satisfied?' I shook my 
head no and moved past him in towards the bed. I glanced over my shoulder at him, silhouetted on the 
balcony he looked like something from another world. All tall, dark and dangerous. Every inch of him 
was divine and I needed the contact of his skin on mine to feel alive. It was like nothing else existed but 
the two of us at that moment. I sat on the bed still holding the sheet. I didn't have quite enough 
confidence to drop it justyet. He lookeda little in pain as he sauntered overto me. 

'What is it?' I asked worriedly. Maybe I'd creeped him out with my pushiness. 

'I can't right now,' he said. 'No! - No, I wantto, believe me, you have no idea,' he started at 
the surprised look on my face. I'd felt slightly rejected; it was not a nice feeling. 'I just have somethings 
to do. 


I was going to ask if you'd like to come with me, but I wasn't sure if you were okay after... 
well, you know,' he lookeda little sheepish. You think it would make him look less attractive butall it did 
was add a slightly boyish appearance to him. I was still preening over how he said he'd come to see if I 
was okay. 


He cared, although why he should be a mystery to me. It wasn't making sense to me. Was I 
going to die or not?There wasn't really a point in making sure someone'sokay if you were just going to 
kill them. Which begged the question, what did he want with me? If he thought, he was getting a sex 
slave he was dead wrong. Although the idea had possibilities... 'Arielle no! That is so-oo degrading,' my 
rational side piped up. I'd come to call her Jane. She was the goody-goody in me so why not give her a 
similar name? 



'Yeah but it'd totally be worth the hit to your ego/ my worse side reiterated. We'll call her 
Carmen, shall we? Jane and Carmen continued their internal banter while I struggled to figure out what I 
was going to do. Honesty had always been my best and worst attribute. Apparently, some people didn't 
like to be told the truth and I could be pretty blunt at times. 

It may or may not have gotten me into trouble a fewtimes in the past. 

'Taylor, are you going to kill me or what?' I asked when in doubt, go with yourgut feeling, 
and my gut was telling me to get it over with. 

'Didn't we go over this already? No, I'm not,' he responded. I felt my brows knit together in 
confusion. What was I supposedtodothen? 

'Why did you follow me then?' I had to know. 

'Well, that's what I needed to talk to you about. You're not going to like it but you'II find out 
soon enough, I guess. Just trust me, when Sha-har returns you'II know everything.' 

'Who's Sha-har?' I asked, curious as to this new female entering the picture, who somehow 
knewwhatwas goingon with me eventhough I didn't. It didn'tseemfair. 

'Don't look so annoyed, she'sa very wise, old, woman who I've known since childhood. She is 
respected by all, and that means you too,' he said meaningfully. I could tell he meant I should behave in 
front of her. 

'I'm not an animal, I can control myself. So, what do we do for nowthen?' I asked him. He 
seemed to thinkfor a minute, staring at the floor. 

'Of course,' he said aloud. 'She can help,' he wasspeakingto himself. 

'Uh,Taylor? Who can? What are you talking about?' I was completely baffled. 

'Well, we do need to leave this room at some point, and unless you want to just wear that,' 
he said, motioning at my sheet. I shook my head no. 'Well, you will need clothes. I'm no good at this 
thing, however, I know someone who is. She used to be my little sister's companion, but my sister is 
known for being a tad unruly. To put it simply, my sister was an absolute little terror and Saber had had 
enough,' he explained. 



'Uh, Saber?' she sounded scary. Who named their kid Saber? 


'It's a nickname. Her name is actually Sabine/ he said with a laugh. 'I'm going to go grab her, 
do you need anything? The re's a bathroom through the re with a shower or bath and toiletries if you 
need them,' he said. I followed to where he was looking and saw the shiny black door. I was getting used 
to expecting nothing else at this point. 'I'll be back soon,' he said, bending down and pressing a light kiss 
to my lips. I sighed into his embrace but held myself in check. I really did want to clean myself up a little, 
no doubt I looked horrible at this point. 

'Mmm,' he breathed into my hair, 'very soon,' he got up and left. I laughed quietly to myself. 
Maybe this wouldn't be so bad. I wasn't running for my life anymore, so far it was a nice change of pace. 

Part: 24 

I stood up and headed into what I hoped was a bathroom. What I found was an entire 
bathing suit. Offto my leftwas anotherdoorl imagined wasthe closetbut otherthan that, the 
'bathroom' washuge. Itwas more like a completely new annex. Unlike the otherroom, the ceiling 
wasn't several feet above my head. The bedroom was more like a chamber, with a ridiculously high roof. 
I'd missed it last night but the room was lit by sconces on the walls, they burned a warm glow rather 
than a harsh light. It was pretty relaxing. 

Basically, reminding me of tiny fires. The bathroom was also lit by the fire sconces, and they 
illuminated everything. From the long-mirrored wall to the enormous bathtub in the middle of the room 
The swimming pool was more accurate. What was it with these people and having everything huge? 
Well, I suppose if you have the money, why not? 

The bath, of course, was black marble, and I could see myself in its reflection. I ran myfingers 
lightly across the surface, it was so smooth. I made sure there was no one around, not that there would 
have been but I'd gotten so used to having to check, and dropped the sheetto the tiled floor after 
turning on the taps in the bath. It filled up very quickly, bubbles and all even though I hadn't put them in 
Talk about heaven. I washed my hair and delighted in the way the water slid over my skin, the perfect 
temperature. I didn'twantto evergetout, however, Taylor had said he'd be back. 

'Taylor... sexy-much?' I heard Carmen say. 'I'll agree on that one, even forsomeone who 
you've known for what, a day?' even Jane agreed. That was a first, to my knowledge I hadn't heard them 
agree in the 12 years they'd been with me. Don't ask me what they were, I had no idea. I could just 



re member them always being there in the back of my mind when I thought about anything. I was pretty 
sure they were part of my subconscious, which could possibly make me insane. Well, everyone has their 
issues, minejust happen to havetheirown personalities. 


I'd never responded to them before, more convinced than anything that they were figments 
of my imagination, butthenagain, with some of the things rdseen,you neverknew. 

'Can you hear me?' I asked internally. If someone walked in, they would probably think I was 
talking to myself so I didn'tsay it aloud. 

'What do you think Princess? We're in YOUR head, so, I'm thin king yes,' Carmen retorted. 

'CarmenI Don'tbeso rude. Yes, Arielle, wecan hearyou, loud and clear my dear,'Jane 
responded. 

'Then why haven'tyou tried to talk to me before now?' 

'Because you would have freaked out and had a spaz attack. Noway does any of us wantto 
end up in a mentalhome,'thatwasdefinitely Carmen. 

'Wethoughtit bestto let you come around onyourown,'Jane. 

'So, every time I heard you and told you to shut up, you really were listening? Man, this is so 
weird,' I told them. 

'Not everything is about your sunshine, this is weird for us too.' 

'Yeah, butthis is herhead Carmen, she has a right to be worried. Personally, I don'tthink it's 
anything to stress over. We've been here fora while as you well know.' 

Yeah, 12 years to be exact. Ever since the morning after my parents died. Maybe this was just 
my way of dealingwith it, well it was definitely out there. 

'Can we pick this up later?' I asked them. I was so not in the mood to deal with this now. On 
top of everything, learningthat I was insane was not on my to-do list. 

'Sure,'they both replied in unison. 


Part: 25 



I got out of the bath, all clean and relaxed. I wiped a section of the mirror to see myself 
through the steam. A black bath towel was wrapped around me with my hair hanging long and wet 
down my back. Looking at myself, I thought I might look different after last night. But there wasn't 
anything. I was still the same, still just me. My blue eyes stared back at me. I suppose I was lucky. Even 
for all my years of training and running, I didn't have that many scars, exceptingthe ones down the 
middle of my back in the shape of ragged claws. 

That really had beena bad week. Recovery was almost as painful asthewoundsthemselves 
had been. I wondered if Taylor had seen them last night. He must have, they weren't obvious now, but 
up close you could still see the silvery lines outlined on my tan skin. Sighing, I stepped away and dried off. 
I managed to find a toothbrush and hairbrush to groom myselfa little. I still needed clothing. Takinga 
final derisory glance at my reflection, I decided I was as cleaned up as I was going to get decided to head 
for the door. I'd have to face the world eventually. 

As I approachedthe door, someone began bangingloudlyonthe otherside. 

'Hurry up in there human, I don't have all day,' they yelled. It was female butthe sound was 
distorted through the wood. 

'Saber, I told you to be nice, not to scare her,' a voice I recognized as Taylor's replied to her 
loud yelling. 

'Being scared can be good for you every once in a while,' she replied back. 'Besides, not as if I 
care whetherornot she likes me. I'm not here tojumpto hertuneyou know.' 

'No, but you will jumpto mine and I said be nice.' 

I decided I'd intervene before it got ugly. Opening the door, I met the girl head-on. 'Am I 
interrupting?' I asked with a grin. 

She looked me over from head to toe, pursing her mouth at the towel wrapped around me, 
most likely in what looked like disapproval. Where Taylor was all dark and handsome, this one was all 
light and refined. She had platinum blonde locks that fell straight to herjust past hershouldersand dark 
emerald green eyes framed by thick lashes. 

Her make-up was precise and perfect, not too heavy and complimenting her pale skin 
perfectly. When he'd said her name was Saber, I was expecting tall and intimidating. Maybe with scars 



and even piercings, notsomeone who looked like theyspenttheirweekends at country clubs. She didn't 
look like she could fend off hello kitty let alone a real threat, and she lived in the underworld? 

Maybe...? 

Maybe thingsweren'tas bad as I thoughttheywere.Thenagain,these people are the reason 
my parents were dead. It'd be stupid of me to underestimate her. She walked around me in a circle and I 
felt a moment of insecurity. Finishing her inspection, she moved back in front of me and offered her 
hand to me. 'Saber,' she introduced herself. 

'Arielle,' my responsesounded wary. And I thought she wasn't intimidating? Fora small 
person, she was rather intense. She looked you dead in the eye when she spoke. 

'Okay, well I can workwith this. Taylor, go doyourthing and come back later when I'm 
finished with her,' she turned to him and directed towards the door. I shot a confused look at Taylor; he 
shrugged his shouldersapologetically before turning around and wandering off to god knows where. 
'Finished doingwhat with me?' I asked. I was a tad worried. 

'Gettingyou cleaned up and dressed properly. You don't really seem fitfor a prince at the 
moment. The raw material is there, you just need polishing up.' She said aloud, walking around me again. 
She picked up a strand of my hair, felt the texture and then let it fall again. I moved away from her 
scrutiny. 


'What do you mean'fit fora prince'? 

'Well, what did you think he was? Do you really think any old person gets to live in the 
palace? No, you have to be royalty or a close friend. Orservant but you hardly eversee them around,' 
she said pulling out what looked like a mini handheld. She began tapping away and pressing buttons. I 
couldn't see so I had no idea what she was doing. 

'Care to fill me in on this whole situation?' I hated not knowing things. And it was about time 
someone told me what was going on here. 

She sighed dramatically before launchinginto herexplanation. 

'Try to keep up with me, and walk as we talk,' she said, ushering me towards the door of the 


bedroom. 



We entered the hall when she began railing away and it took all my concentration to focus 
on what she was saying, I didn't notice where we were going or even who passed us, even though I 
know a few were brought up short when they saw me in a bath towel. 

'Okay, so this is how it works. You're in the realm of Aionia Nychta, which roughly translated 
means 'eternal night'. In case you haven't noticed, which I'd say you haven't, there are no suns nor stars 
or even moons here. 

That's because the creatures of this realm do not require them. Personally, I think they'd 
liven the place up a little, but then again that would be a moot point.' We turned a corner and I saw 
something black slide down an adjacent hallway. 'You don't want to know what that is so don't ask,' she 
said bluntly. Saberkeptupa good pace as we talked, I was a half headtallerthan herand was straining 
to keep up while she continued talking. 'Taylor is the prince of this realm and her mother, the queen, is 
anxious to meetyou. Why I have no idea. Regardless, you can'tvery well meet herin that,' she said, 
shootinganotherdisapprovingglanced at my towel. 'It's myjobto at least make you presentable. I'm 
doing this out of courtesy to her, I owe you nothing.' 

'I don't expect you to. I didn't ask you to do this you know,' I reiterated. The last thing I 
wanted was anyone to owe me anything. I wasn't weak, and I could look after myself. But she was right, 
if I had to meetroyalty, I should at least look respectable. ItwasTaylor's motherafterall. Oh,that was 
so-oo weird. One day I'm runningfor my life, the next I'm meeting underworld royalty. Well, life had 
certainly become interesting. 

Like I said, meaningeternal night. Most people just call it the Underworld. Basically, it's 
home to everything you fear when you goto sleep at night. I don't even like to deal with some of the 
things that reside here, but home's home, I guess. You'll get used to it... ah! here we are.' 

I finally looked up from the floor to be presented with a large glass door. It was mirrored 
glass so I couldn't see inside, but scrawled on the mirror in red was 'Illyria.' Saber waited a moment 
before pushingopen the door. She appeared to be readying herself forsomething. I decided not to ask. 

She pushed the dooropen to reveal the first room I'd come across that wasn't black. It was 
done in royal tones of red. Red drapes framing large glass windows, thick, plush red carpeting, and red 
velvet settees and lounges. Seated on one of the settees reading what looked like a romance novel was 
a woman who appeared in her early 30's. She looked upon our arrival and squealed in delight at Saber, 



who noticeably cringed. Saber squeezed her eyes shut as the woman launched off the couch and ran to 
her, throwing her arms around Saber's waist and laughing happily. She was all butjumpingup and down 
on the spot. 

'Saberhoney, I'msoglad you decided to visit me today. Did you hearPI'm engagedlll'she 
said, pointing at the rock weighing down her left hand. That thing could take an eye out. 

'Yes, I did. I'mso happyforyou,'Sabersaid it sincerely, justwithoutas much enthusiasm. 
'And I'd love nothing more than to ask when and how he finally proposed, but we have more pressing 
matters.' 'More pressing than my engagement? Oh, who's your friend?' she said, turning to face me. 

'I'm Arielle,' I introduced myself, needing to reassert my independence after being handed 
off from personto person. Itgot a little degrading aftera while. 

'She's staying in the west wing,'Taylor added, lookingsubtlyat me before glancing back at 
the woman. The woman's mouth dropped open, apparently, something had shocked her. 

'Noway,' she breathed. 'You finally found her then? Does she know?' she asked Taylor, 
ignoring me completely exceptfora fewawed looks. 

'No, and we can't be the ones to tell her. It's notour place,' she replied firmly. 

'You take all the fun out of this you know,' the woman began to pout. 

'I'm standing right here you know,' I pointed out, even though I'd known Taylor wouldn'ttell 
me about the big news. I'd find out later and blah, blah, blah. This sucked. And I was still in a bath towel 
to top it off. 

What a day this was turning out to be. 

'She is to meet the queen later to discuss the situation. For now, I've been told to get her at 
least presentable. Can you help?' she asked. 

'Of course, I can hun, you came to the right place,' she turned to me then. 'Hi, sorry about 
that. I'm not usually so rude. The name's Illyria, but Lia's fine,' she said with a grin. Her laugh lines 
showed when she talked, but overall, I'd say she was a very attractive woman. She had curly brown hair, 
cut short to above hershoulders. I wasn't sure, but a certain way's when it caughtthe light, her hair 
looked slightly red. I think the correct term forthe color was mahogany. 



'Lia was a good friend of my mothers. She is also the royal beautician and is going to help you. 
Play nice guys,' she said, gliding overto a settee and droppingdown to pick up the book Lia had 
discarded in herexcitement; she began readingwhereTaylorhad left off. 

Then, the room shifted. 

We were no longerin the red room, but what looked like a salon. White walls covered by so 
many mirrors I couldn't count were complimented by a bright crystal chandelier in the ceiling. It rained 
downlighton everything, reflecting in mirrors and temporarily blinding me. I had to squint while my 
sight adjusted. 

'Sorry, I forgotto warn you, the initial change of a room is hard on human eyes,' she said. 
Imitating me on the shoulder. I wondered what they meant when the kept saying, human. Then again, I 
was in another realm. She indicated a chair overto the left where a bench in front of a mirror was 
covered with all sorts of tools for cutting hair and doing nails. There was also an assortment of creams 
and masks and some vials of liquid I couldn't identify. I swearone of them moved. 

Yeah, I was definitely scared. As if on cue,an entire group of beingsappeared.They were 
extremely small, barely reaching Taylor's waist and extraordinarily pretty. They were male and female 
and all different. Some had left in their hair while some had ice crystals glittering on their eyelashes. The 
only thing they had in common wastheir eyes. They were black. 

'These are the divine. They are safe, trust me,'Taylor said as she began rubbing some form of 
liquid into my hair. 'Thiswill go easier with some music. Kael, would you mindP'shespoketo oneofthe 
da'veen. He had raven black hair that glistened in the light and I'm pretty sure I sawfeathers nearthe 
collar on his back, he nodded once before leaving. After a moment, the most beautiful sound I had ever 
heard began to play in the room. I looked to seethe raven-being playing what looked strangely like a 
flute only it didn't sound like anything I had heard. It was soothing like nothing you would believe. I felt 
the leatherof the chair as I lay back, lettingthe music calm me. I had to trust these people, what other 
choice did I have? 

I have no idea how long I was in that place for. It felt like it had been hours. Considering 
there was no sun I couldn't even tell if it was day or night. All I knew was that they'd spent a lot of time 
on me. I'd like to say their time was wasted, but really it wasn't. They were good at what they did. 



'So hun, what do you think?'Taylor spun my chair around to face the mirror. It took 
everythinginme nottogasp. 

The creature staring back at me looked as if they belonged here, an enchantress. Herskin 
was flawless, full of life. Her hair, spun gold, hanging to herwaist in elegantspirals. Everythingabout her 
was polished to perfection. She'd even give Taylor a run for her money. Dark sapphire eyes were 
rimmed by thick dark lashes, her lips lush and the color of pale roses. I looked down at my hands, even 
the nails were buffed and polished. I'd neverhad nice nails because I trainedtoo much to botherwith 
painting them - it had always chipped off. I'd never bothered with any of these things, it was all new to 
me. So, I found myself staring back at the beauty in my reflection. 

'Isthat me?' I asked, then realized how stupid I sounded. Of course, itwas. I raised a hand, 
watching my reflection copy the action, lightly grazing the skin of her neck. It was smooth and soft. Her 
skin - my skin. 

'Of course, it is. You look stunning,' she said, beaming with pride at her work. 'I must admit 
though; you were a bit of a disaster when you came in. It was like you've never even had a haircut,' she 
said with a visible shudder. I looked at the ground. I knew I wasn't much to look at. 

Not exactly as if I had reason to worry about my appearance, I neverwent anywhere. I 
probably reminded them of a stray dog, rough around the edges and homeless. While my hair was long, 
it had been unruly and in bad need of a cut. Notto mention my skin had been lacerated by the branches 
in the forest, my knee was proof of that. At least I thought it was. 'It hasn't even bothered me these last 
few... whateverit's been since Igot here' I reasonedwith myself. I bentforward and liftedthe hemof 
dress they'd put me in when I'd arrived. Narrowing my gaze, I lightly touched the skin of my knee, it was 
completely healed. Not even a scratch was visible on my skin from any of my cuts. 'How?' I asked Taylor, 
glancing back up to look at her. 

'How what?' she said distractedly, still fussingwith my hair arrangement. She was pulling it 
up and twistingthe length of it, trying different styles. 

'I'm going to leave it down, somehow I thinkyou'll be more comfortable that way.' 

She motioned to one of her assistants who held up a pair of diamond earrings. 'No, the other 
ones, those are too distracting. She needssomethingsimpler, when will you learn Niami?' The creature 



huffed and walked away, returning with a small pair of what looked like tear-shaped sapphires on a bed 
of diamond shards made to look like a delicate web. 

'0-oh perfect!' Taylor crooned, giving her assistant a zealous nod of approval. 'Here,' she said, 
handing them to me. 'Put them in while I find some matching hair clips, I changed my mind about your 
hair, we'll leave it down but I'll pull back some of the weight and just fasten it around the back.' 

Most of what she'd said had n't even registered with me, I was too busy admiring the earrings 
but more importantly, wondering howto put them in. I'd never gotten my ears pierced. 

'Slight problem,' I said interrupting her. She looked at me quizzically. 

'Yes, dear?' I pointed to my ear lobes in response. 

She stared, confused fora moment until realization spread across her face. 

'Oh, well,'she pursed herlips thoughtfully, 'we'lljusthavetodo somethingaboutthat. I'm 
sure you don't mind now do you?' she smiled and straight away one of the creatures, this one was 
slightly greenish in color with long strands of seaweed for hair, handed her what looked to me like a gun. 

I tensed automatically, unsure of what wasgoing on. 

'You okay?You can relax, this will only hurtfora moment. Besides, I'm sure you'vefelt worse 
before... 'She readied herself by a table, picking up random objects then puttingthem down again. She 
turned around, obviously havingfound what she was looking for, and held up both the gun and some 
kind of cream in a jar. It had a label but it was written in some strange language that used a mixture of 
cursive symbols and images. 

'I take that isn't a real gun, right?' I said, I had no idea what wasgoing on, but I was unarmed 
in any case. I liked Taylor, but someone that erratic was unpredictable. 

'Oh sugar, heavens noM'm not going to shoot you, dear, it's my job to make you flawless, 
why on Earth would I kill you before anyone had even had the chance to see my work?' she shook her 
head, laughing at the idea. It made sense. But I still didn't miss the fact that she hadn't said she wouldn't 
kill me, justthat she wouldn't kill me before someone had seen herwork. I needed to be more careful, I 
didn't know these people, any of them. They could all be serial killers, then there was the fact I still 
didn't know what my purpose was in all of this. Hopefully meetingthe Queen would clear things up. 



'Okay, so this is what I'm going to use to pierce your ears child. Are you going to be able to sit 


still for me? It'll only take a sec,' she continued talking while wiping my earlobes with what I assumed 
was disinfectantfromthe smell. It almost stung my eyes with its intensity. 

Part: 26 

'Yeah whatever. I'll be fine,' relieved that it wasn'tan actual weapon, I settled back into my 
chair, closing my eyes to take my mind off the coming pain. She was right, I had been through much 
worse. Once, a few years ago, I'd been runningfrom a scout throughsome tiny village in Africa made up 
of dirt roads and make-shiftsheds. Justone scoutfollowed my trail, a newbie who had no idea what he 
was doing. 


However, in my over-confidence, I'd neglected to see what was straight ahead. I'd been 
checking over my shoulder when I fell, straight down into a ditch on the side of the road containing the 
wreckage of some broken-down cart. I had been in a lot of pain, most of which came from my left arm. 
Right where I'd landed on part of the cart with a few nails sticking out. I groaned quietly and forced 
myself to be quiet altogether, the scout was still around somewhere. After what seemed like an age 
without any sign of the scout, I'd gotten myself out of the ditch to the closest place I could find medical 
aid. The scout neverfound me, but I could still rememberaf resh the pain of that injury and shuddered 
involuntarily. 

'There we go! All done. You alright sweetheart?' I looked in my reflection, surprised at how 
smoothly she had pierced my ears. I'd barely evenfeltatwinge of pain. 

'Wow, they're so... 'I was at a loss forwords. 

'Shiny? Beautiful? Suit you perfectly?' she supplied. I laughed, 

'Yeah, they great. Thank you, Taylor, foreverything.' 

'Oh, that's quite alright, but we aren't done yet. Now to find you something to wear I'She 
then squealed happily like a girl who had just unwrapped her first Barbie at Christmas, and the room 
shifted. The beautiful were creatures gone, and we were back in what I was calling the 'Red-room' 
where Taylor was still flicking through the same romance novel. 



Taylor glanced up fora moment automatically, then had to look again. This time heremerald 
eyes went wide with surprise. She let the book fall to the floor as she stood, appraising me from head to 
toe, this time withoutthe disapproval of any kind. 

'My God,' she whispered, 'how did you doit? She actually looks... decent.' I had a feeling 
Taylor wasn't the kind of person who liked being outdone. I wasn't saying I was better than her in any 
kind of way, just that she didn't like the idea that I could have made such a dramatic transformation. I 
was a little miffed that she'd put it down to 'decent'though. 

'Decent? Taylor honey she looks hot,'Taylor said with a suggestive waggle of her perfectly 
arched eye brows. Taylor half-smiled, not saying anything, just continuing to shake her head as she 
circled me. She came to stand in front of me, 'Time to get you out of that silly towel. Follow me,'with 
that she headed straight towards the door after promising Taylor she would stop by fora real chat the 
momentshe had time free. 

Taylor waved enthusiastically afterTaylor and even gave me a motherly hug and kiss on the 
cheek before saying, 'Go, have fun my sugar and remember,' suddenly her eyes turned serious and she 
dropped her smile, 'whatever happens, not everything is as it seems.' I looked at her immediately on 
guard, completelyshocked by this change in herbehavior, but as soon as it came, it was gone. Replaced 
by another pee I of laughter and an apology while she ran off to ready herself for the night's events. I 
stood, frozen, in the middle of the room trying to understand what she'd meant. Or if she'd really said it 
at all. 


'That woman is a certifiable bucket of crazy,' Carmen supplied for me. 

'Well, that did seem rather odd... She was so nice though,'Jane reiterated. I pressed two 
fingers to my temple and closed my eyes, this chatter was going to drive me crazy. 

'0-ooh drive you crazy? Like it isn't bad enough I share a conscious with miss goody-two- 
shoes over here, but I also have to deal with your insecurities as well?' her tone wassnarky, I figured she 
wasjustwarmingupforan argument. 

'Carmen I Enough, without her, we wouldn't even be alive. Not everything is about you, you 


know. I'm really sorry Arielle, she'sjust having a bad day... 'A separate conscious within my mind has its 
own bad day... sure, why not. 



'Whatever guys, listen, I don't really know what this is, or even that you were able to 
communicate with me until now, so just give me sometime to figure it all out yeah? I kind of have a lot 
on my plate right now... 'I- heard Carmen huff but thankfully she stayed quiet. Jane was quiet also- but I 
could feel more of an apologeticfeelemanatingfrom her. Seriously, what the hell was wrong with me 
that I would put myself in this kind of situation. Hell, I did n't even want to think aboutwhere that road 
would lead... crazy central, population me. 

'Arielle! What the hell are you doing? Let's go!' Taylor called out to me from outside the door, 
annoyance stamped across herbeautifulfeatures. I rolled myeyesand began following herthrough 
twisting hallways, the heavy question playing on my mind of what would happen to me tonight. What 
did Taylor's words really mean? Whateverthe case, I would need to be prepared. 

Part: 27 

I stood in the centerof Taylor's closet, relieved to find it was like any othercloset I'd seen. In 
all honesty, I'd been expectingsome kind of grand chandelieror herown personal wait-staff. Instead, 
she rummaged around through rows of clothes obviously with something in mind. 

'Ugh,' she said with a cry of frustration, 'I know it's here, I only just had it made...' I fidgeted 
with the hemline of my towel, afraid at what she would pull out. I prayed it wasn'tgoing to be some 
flouncy, pink monstrosity. Then again, Taylor wasn't exactly my greatestfan and it seemed like herstyle 
of revenge. 

'Finally,' she said, exha ling with relief. She carefully unzipped the long black garment bag to 
reveal a floor-length gown straight out of ancient Greece. Its color was of the deepest black, complete 
with matching black shoes so sharply heeled I was sure -1 could use them as a weapon if needed. The 
dress was made of the most delicate mixture of chiffon and silk, the type material that seemed to sway 
even when held still. It reminded me of the shadows that surrounded the hounds. I felt a chill run down 
my spine at the thought and began fee ling anxious. The fee ling of entrapping, meant strong in my mind 
while I tried to fight the urge to flee entirely. I couldn't do this, it was ridiculous. One moment I'm 
running formy life,the nexta ball? No. Something was very wrong here. 

Part: 28 


So, things have changed enchantingly, not quite charmingly, I and Damen are in peace for 
now, to his parents, we turn with a disgraceful bow. But somethingdoesn'tseem rightoris it me,they 



try to get rid of might? I try to pretend it isn't true, but all along I should have known, that revenge lives 
with no mercy on me, and peace is my only hope, my life, and key. 

Damen and I are Bound Together, no matterwhat happens, we have Eternity Forever... 

My feet slowly stepped back, towardsthe exit, of their own accord. My heartbeat picking up 
in pace. Taylor was still checking the dress as I turned to run. I reached my hand out, grasping at the air 
in front of me to get to the door handle until suddenly she was right there - blocking the exit. 

'Where will you run? One step outside the city, the palace even, and you'll be dead.' She 
didn't bother with any pretenses, all the walls between us gone. I stared her down easily but something 
in her gaze almost made me hesitate. 

Almost. I struck out, my aim to knock her out of the way so I could escape, but she was far 
quickerthan I realized. In an instant she ducked around me, moving like the wind and shoved me against 
the wall, a thin blade come from who-knows-where pressed against my jugular. 

'Taylor, let me go,' I struggled against her, surprised by herimpossible strength. 

'Enough with this foolishness, if I had my way you would already be dead I For whatever 
reason, you are the key to survival for all of us,' she hissed between clenched teeth. 'If you only knew 
the things we have sacrificed, the people we have lost-' 

'The people you've lost?' I yelled, 'And what about my parents? I have nothing because of 
your people,' I spite the word 'people' out, my voice was dripping with anguish and pain at the memory 
of everything I'd had torn away from me - everything I missed. 

'You should not be so quick to judge us. You were a child when that happened, you don't 
know anything! I knew your parents Serena; I was there that night at the cabin. We are not your enemy - 
we are the only thing keeping you alive. You've been living in your own selfish dreams for far too long, 
it's time to wake up,' she let me go and I slid to the floor, too stunned by her heated wordsto think 
straight. My mind screamed at me to run away, but my body froze, my expression tore. Was she right? I 
heard the truth in hervoice, she believed in whatshe had said. 

I looked up at her, the disgust shefeittowards me evident on her face as she waited forme 
to say something, anything. Nothing came, onlysilence. 



'Look, you don't trust me, and let's face it, I hate you. I have too much invested in you to kill 
you but by God, if I had the choice... 'Her eyes conveyed how much she meant those words. 'You want 
answers? For everything that's happened? Get a grip. Stand up, put the damn dress on, and prepare 
yourself fortonight,' hervoice began to even out as she calmed down, becoming more stern than angry, 
She rolled her eyes at me as I stood, 'I know you think you've had it rough; no one should lose their 
parents.' 


'Taylor,' I cut her off. 'I'll wear the dress. I'll go through all the stupid motions you want me 
to fortonight, but do not mention them again,' I warned her. I couldn't bearthe thought that all these 
years I'd been wrong. I hated these people forwhat had happened, withoutthat hate, I almost had 
nothingto keepmegoing. If it wasn'tthem, I would find out who it wasand kill them. 

'Then we have an understanding?' She met my gaze levelly, seeingthe change in my resolve, 
the strength with which I now stood. I simply nodded in response, unable to wait to hear what this so- 
called Queen had to say. 

'Abouttime.' 'Arielle?'Jane'stimid voice echoed in my head... I ignored her. I ran myfinger 
along the razor-sharp edge of my heels, hoping I wouldn't need to use them. No more running. I wanted 
answers and it was now or never. 

'Where are you?' I muttered to myself, lookingforthe passage to meetGiselle. 

'Who is it...?' the wall. Jade whispered. 

'It's Marissa,' I whispered back and giggled. 

'I don't know any Marissa so leave me alone,' it whispered. I laughed. 

'Oh Jade, for heaven's sake! Let her in,' Giselle said, exaggerated. Jade crumbled, shook 
heavily and fell into pieces. I quickly stepped in and again as I looked back, it was fixed together as 
nothing broke. I stifled a laugh and shook my head. I remembered the wayto Giselle's chamberwhich at 
first was slightly scary. If you ever considered living inside a wall, trust me it's not very exciting. The door 
to Giselle's chamber creaked, lack of oil I suppose. Giselle smiled at me as I entered. She looked the 
same. Blue dress, same hairstyle, and beautiful blue eyes. I sat on my knees, facing her. 


'How's life...?' She teased. I eyed her. 



'And you ask me...?You already know!' I laughed.Shegrinned and blushed. 


'Not my fault,' she shrugged. 

'I know. Aren'tyougoingto ask me why I'm here?' Ijoked. 

'I'm surprised to say I don't,' she said, and I knew she was serious. I didn't blame her. She has 
herown life to live. Not that she does much but hey, I can't judge someone. 

'My parents. Myold home. I wantto see if theyare alright,' I tapped my hand immanently. 

'What makes you think they aren't?' She frowned. I shrugged. I hadn't forgotten one Rumor. 
A rumor about my sisters, one of them in love with a slave. I could neverforgetthat. Especially hearing it 
from Damen made it true. She tilted her head, studying me in curiosity. 

'Alright. Closeyoureyesif you wish to,'she said. 

I didn't. I wasn'tscared. I watched heras hereyesbegantobeam greenand herjawdropped 
as if she saw something terrifying. She snapped back to normal and shifted her hand bringing in the mist. 
Colors formed in the mist, painting a moving picture of Nora and Ella. I squealed attheir presence. I was 
so happy to see them, I wanted to wrap my arms around them but all I would've had would be hugging 
myself through the mist. I calmed myself.They were in myold room, sitting on my couch. 

Nora sighed butsmiled gently. 

'What are you going to say to motherand father?' Ella asked, softly. 

'I don't know. They won't understand,' Nora said, bitterly. 

Ella gently clasped herhand on Nora's andgavea squeeze. 

'What's his name...?' Ella asked. His name...? Who can that be? I wondered. 

'I thoughtyou knew,' Nora's eyestraveled on Ella again. 

'I don't know his name,' she returned. 

'He- his name is Jayden,' she said and had that warm smile on her face. 


'Jayden... What's his Sirname?' Asked Ella. 



'That is what he won'ttell me. He's hiding it from me. It scares me. 


There could be something bad he could've done. I'm going to meet Captain Coral today and 
I'll ask to look in Jordan's profile,' Nora explained. Jayden, huh. She never told me but said everything to 
Ella. It made me angry, hurt, and upset. Did they not trust me? My anger made my fingers curl. Calm 
down, Giselle's voice mysteriously spoke in my head. I was getting annoyed with that. 

I calmed myself and my shoulders relaxed. I continued watchingthem talk. 

Part: 29 

'I'm going to meet Jayden. I'll be back later. Take care, Ella,' said Nora. Ella escorted Nora to 
the door and they said goodbyes. It hurt that I wasn't talked of anymore. No one wished to talk about 
me. My face fell fora moment and I glanced back at the mist which changed and viewed Nora heading 
to meet Jayden. She walked past Captain Coral's door and knocked on the door next to his. Come in, 
they ye lied and she entered. It was quiet as everyone was in their room. She kept walking until she came 
to a halt on a doorthat said, PRACTICE ROOM 59- JAYDEN. 

She knocked. There was an exhausted sigh before he said, 'Come in,' Nora entered and their 
eyes lit up. He was quite handsome but held no interest of mine. His hair was glossy black that covered 
his forehead, his face had a relaxed jaw, his eyes were grey, he was muscular and had a dazzling smile 
not that I fell for it. He was dressed in armor like he ready for battle. He jumped up at the sight of Nora 
and within a minute she was in his arms. They laughed. He pulled back but rested his hands on herwaist. 

'Nora! I haven'tseenyou in a long time,'Jaydenexclaimed. Nora laughed. 

'Sorry-1 was away. Had some jobs to be done. Orders from father,' she explained. He nodded. 
He kissed herforehead and hugged heragain. 

'I wanted to ask something,' Nora lowered her gaze. He pulled away and took a step back. 

'No-1 can't tell! I-I don't remember,' he stammered. I guess he meant his surname. What's 
harmfulto knowthat? 

'I didn't mean to frighten you... 'apologized Taylor. 


'It's alright,' he sighed. 



'Why are you scared to tell? Is there something wrong?' she frowned. 


'I can't tell/ he repeated firmly. I wanted to slap him. What did Taylor see in him? So- mean 
he was and stubborn! 

'Oh-1 see. I'll take my leave. Have a good day, Jayden,' she said flatly and before Jayden 
could uttera word, Taylor had already left.The mist disappeared... 

'What happened?' My eyes widened... 

'I- I'm not sure... I don't know. It just vanished without my command like someone is blocking 
it,' she stammered. 

'I will tell you what happened lateron. Right now-1 suggestyou leave,'frowned Giselle. I 
stood slowly and walked outfrom herchamberand Jade cracked and fell and I dropped out. I, withouta 
word, marched straight to the garden and sat underthe tree. It's night already. 

I leaned against the tree and watched the stars twinkle and the moon that glowed with no 
words to describe it. What happened in the chamber, with Taylor, Jayden...? I couldn'ttake it. I didn't 
want to find out like this and I never intended to. Someone blinded me with their soft hands on my eyes. 

I knew who it was by just his scent of forest green and mint. His breath tickled my neck. 

'Damen?' I questioned, even when I knew it was him. I giggled. He stole his hands back and 
leaned forward to kiss my cheek. 

'What are you doing out here in the cold?' he raised his brows. He looked lustrous. At night 
like this one, his sapphire eyes sparkled and glowed. They looked big too. He just wore a full-sleeved 
loose white shirt- and comfortable black trousers. I shrugged at him. 

'FeIttired of sitting in the house so I came here,' I grinned. From behind, his arms hugged my 
shoulders and he looked down at me. I rose up and kissed him. 

I clasped the thick metal around my wrists, hearing the loud click in the empty dressing room, 
matching silver bands to complement the style of the gown swaying around my figure as I moved about. 

'Please, listento me. You don'thaveto dothis; I'm sure Taylor is just confused.They could 


be lying you know,' she tried cajoling me. 



'Jane enough, just let her go. She needs to know the truth.' 


'What if it's a trap? Maybe Taylor really was lying,' I could hear the panic in hervoice. 

'I'll be ready.' I responded; all emotion devoid from my innervoice. I was in fight-mode, no 
feelings, just logic, and pure instinct. Taylor was right about running, where could I go? I needed to play 
along with their game. At least until I could get out alive. It was like we were all in one big game of chess, 
I would wait patiently for my turn, hell, I might even get to take out their Queen. 

'Oh, please don't let it come to that. Carmen, she'll, we'll be killed, tell her!' 

'I'm with heron this Jane. We need a way out. I don't care what they say, I don't trust them. 
What I would n't give to destroy Taylor though, she's got it coming.' I agreed. I'd misjudged her, she was 
strongfor her size. Deadly. And me? I'd been taken offguard, open, vulnerable to her words. I wouldn't 
make that mistake again. I didn'ttrain every day for anything. 

'Let's do it,' Carmen's resolve was strong and I drew strength from her. I'd come to depend 
on these two more than I'd realized for the better part of my life. Jane's compassion and Carmen's 
fierceness. They blamed me entirely; I suppose it was lucky I had them. 

'You're welcome,' Carmen said. I could feelJane nod quietly, not needingto say anything, 
conveying her agreement with a wave of peaceful serenity washing through me. I sighed, slipping a ring 
on my right pointer. Someone knocked quietly at the door and I turned my head to investigate. My long 
hair grazed the exposed skin where my dress parted. In classic Greek style, it had a low waist, with the 
material held in place only bya silverclasp on eithershoulder.The neckand backplungedto the 
waistline. I stood abruptly, startled as he opened the doorand stuck his head in. I'd been expecting 
Taylor, hoping she was back to her icy-demeanor after our little tete-a-tete earlier. At least we knew 
where each otherstood now. 

I was instead surprised to see Taylor waltz in, striding straight across the room. Before I could 
even utter a hello, he'd slipped his arms around me and dipped me low, crushing his mouth to mine. I 
pulled back immediately, unsure if this is what I wanted now that my impending death was at least 
postponed. It was only then I realized something was amiss... It was his scent. I couldn't place it right, 
but it definitely was different. He righted me without releasing his hold and I took the opportunity to try 
and pin point why I was suddenly feeling estranged from him. 



'That isn'tthe way to greetyour betrothed now is it?' He said with a smirk. I filed the 
betrothed comment away for later. He tried to kiss me again and I ducked my head, breaking away from 
him. I turned to face him straight on and found what I'd been lookingfor. 

'You're notTaylor.' It was a statement, not a question. The eyes were the wrong color. 
Taylor's eyes were green, forest green, the darkest shade of emerald. Whoever this was, his were lighter, 
jade green with flecks of brown that looked almost gold. 

'What are you talking about, it's me... 'he said, moving towards me with arms outstretched. 

'Come near me again and I promise to make you infertile. Who are you?' I stood with my 
back to the door and nearly jumped out of my skin when someone laid a cool hand on my back. I spun 
around, amazed someone could have snuckup on me. It's like these people were dead with how silent 
they could be. Taylor stood before me, dressed in a silver one-shouldered gown, dripping in diamondsto 
match. 


'Getout,'she ordered the stranger. He lifted one side of his mouth in a half-smile and mock 

bowed. 


'As you wish,' he glanced back to me as he straightened, winked, and then disappeared, 
leaving nothing but a few wisps of dark smoke hanging in the air. I pinched the bridge of my nose, 'Do I 
even wantto know?' I asked aloud. 

'Probably not. Regardless, I'm going to tell you. I'm surprised you knew it wasn'tTaylor, not 
many people can tell the twins apart. Well, at least anyone who hasn'tspenttime with them.' Oh god, 
twins? 


'There'stwoof them?' Carmen exclaimed I could almost visualize her excitement as if it were 

corporeal. 


'Oh no,'Jane was far more apprehensive. I was on her side. This was going to be problematic. 
I took comfort in the fact that I could at least tell them apart up close. 

'Did he hurt you?'Taylor asked,there was somethingin what she'd said, someemotion I 


couldn't identify. 



'Notin so many words. He just got a little too friendly.' I narrowed my eyes, 'Please tell me 
he doesn't play that game often.' 

'Notunless he has someone newtoplay it on. Let's go, Taylor's waiting.' I felt my stomach 
clench; the betrothed comment made its way to the front of my thoughts. Maybe it was time to put a 
nice big stopperin whateverwas between us until I figured everythingout. 

I took in every little detail on my way through the winding corridors, ensuring I could at least 
navigate this section of the palace if need be. Multiple creatures, small in stature and all the same pale 
shade of grey moved about aimlessly, or at least that's what I thought. What was most frightening about 
them was the fact that they had no faces, it was like their translucent skin had been pulled tight across 
their skull, leaving only small valleys where their eyes and nose should have been. Whenever! moved 
past them, theirsocket-eyes stared at me, their head the only part of their body that followed my 
Emmah. I repressed ashudderandtried to ignore them while an intense feeling of unrest began to stir 
beneath my skin. I focused my gaze forward now, paying attention only to the back of Taylor's dress, 
afraid at what else I might find lurking in the hallways. She had said I wouldn'twantto knowabout 
certain things in the palace, she was right. 

It was sad that I had to break away the lovely moment but I wanted an answer. He brushed 
my hair behind my ear. 

'Have you heard of a soldier named, Jayden?' I asked. He narrowed his eyes and studied me 
before saying, 'Maybe' Itwas myturn to narrow my eyes. 

'I want a specific answer,' I said, firmly. 

'Why do you wantto know about him?' he tilted his head. I couldn'ttell him aboutG iselle. 
Taylor... I could tell him that since he told me the rumor. 

'Eh- hmm, remember back at my house when I was to show you around in the mansion, and 
you told me something about one of my sisters being in love with a slave?' I asked. He hesitated, the n 
nodded his head slowly. 

'Well, I just figured out his name. It's Jayden,' I said. He raised an eyebrow. 

'Jayden? Hmm not exactly tired, were you?'The house is too tiring" he rolled his eyes. Here 


we go again. 



'Please. Tell me/ I pleaded. 


'Sure, my love. But why do you want to know? What's his life to do with yours?' He retorted. 

'Its... It's nothingto do with me-1 can'ttell you justyet... 'I stammered. He glared at me. The 
deathly glare. The one that makes you kill yourself if you were to choose between death and his glare. 

I'd wished to die right there. 

'Fine. Don't tell me. But as a husband I have a right to know for some man my wife seems to 
be so interested in/ he got to his feetand walked in the direction of the stables. 

'Damen! No, you've got the wrong thought. Please come back!' I called after him, but he 
didn'tstop. I bit my lip to stop myself from crying but this time it didn't work. I whimpered, and tears 
slid on my cheeks. 

I woke up at the sound of birds chirping above me. I massaged my eyes and saw the sun, fully 
risen. I had fallen asleep in the garden. 

Damen... Something about Damen.The-misunderstandingaboutJayden. 

Damn it! You should have told him, he'syoursafterall... Giselle's voice spoke in my thoughts. 

Maybe-1 should have. He would have understood. He always did. I rose to my feetand ran to 
the stables. Laura was still asleep buta little step of mine, hereyes opened instantly and she neighed at 
my arrival. I jogged to her and hugged her. My beautiful Laura who I haven't seen for a long time now. I 
am quickly grand on the opposite shelter. Blackwell was nowhere in sight. 

He was gone... Which meant Damen hadn't returned home last night. Fear jabbed in my 
chest. I immediately let Laura out and sat on he r back. She galloped towards the main gates as fast as 
she could, which, believe me, she was very fast. The guards opened the gates and Laura galloped in the 
forest. I pulled her mane and she stopped. I glanced sideways of the forestand had no idea where to 
start. That's when I heard it. It was a faint cry. It was a shrilling cry. Like a... Horse-a horse like... 
Blackwel. There was a yell and afterthat, Blackwel'scry no longerechoed in theforest. 

Taylor never once spoke a word to me, I didn't even register a tilt of her head, so she must 
have assumed I would be behind herthe whole way. I would have tried wandering off if not for the fact 



that she would have dragged me by my hair to our destination. I made a mental note to provoke her 
later, so I could get a serious gauge on her skills as a fighter. 


Hell, I'd possibly try and glean some information from Taylor as well - nothing like a little 
stealthy digging to find outwhat youwantedto know. 

Taylor turned right down a set of stairs that opened into a foyer. Just beyond the foyer was 
another balcony. Outside looked as dismal as ever. Ever-roaming clouds of black curled in on themselves, 
a giant blanketof deepest night spanning the never-ending sky. There wasn't even a horizon. I felt like I 
was staring into an ocean in the dead of night, it was unsettling like at any minute it would rain from the 
sky, drowning us all. It was a lost sky, belongingto a lost city in a lost world. There was nothing but 
death here. I didn't pause to take anotherlook, it would only cause me to become more afraid and 
desperate than I already was because, in that dark void of a sky, there was no light. No light meant no 
way out. 


The light clicking of solid silver heels on tile echoed as we walked in silence, I noted how 
quiet Jane and Carmen seemed to be, even they had no idea what was to become of tonight. 

Suddenly Taylor stopped and turned herhead towards me, barely. 

'Once we go through here, you are on your own. I have done as I was asked and got you 
ready- but the rest is up to you. Do you want answers? Then I suggest you behave yourself and listen to 
Taylor. He'll be all thehelpyou need.'Shedisappearedthroughasetof opaque curtains stretching from 
floor to ceiling, the only form or doorway into whatever lay beyond. I stepped forward, about to follow 
her when I couldn't help but pause. What was I doing? 

Taylor seemed to think-1 was something special, unknown. What if they were wrong? Once 
they figured out, I wasn't who they thought, I would be killed instantly. I was just some human girl, one 
with albeit the worst luck in the world, butthe wronggirl none-the-less. I ran through all the possible 
scenarios in my head. Then again, a tiny voice whispered within, what if they were right? They could tell 
me the answers I had craved since childhood. The fate of my parents, my place in all this, it was only a 
step away. 


It could also be a trap. 

I took a deep breath, and made the final decision, possibly to end my life. 



I stepped through because really, there was neveranotheroption. 


The soft material of the curtain parted around me, and I was again amazed by how unreal 
this place was, it was like I'd stepped into a twisted fairy tale. I was at the top of a descending elliptical 
staircase. From the landing where I stood, I looked integrand hall lit by seemingly glowing icicles. They 
hung from the ceiling forming chandelier-like crystals, glowing somehow from within - a pure, white 
light. The bottom of the staircase encircled a fountain flowing with black water, and the long sides of the 
hall were lined perpendicularly with perfectly cut pools filled with the same liquid, each sporting its own 
fountain in the center. The floorwas like a giant dark mirror, reflectingthe light from the ceiling back in 
a muted, changed sort of way. 

The floor- to- roof windows that made up the walls were lined by the same kind of curtains I 
had just stepped through and at the opposite end of the hall was a raised dais, upon which sat a very 
real, crystal throne. And a very real figure, whose head turned towards where I stood the second. I'd 
entered, even from this distance. Between us, spinning and circling in perfect synchronization were 
easily hundreds of people - if that's what you could call them. I moved to the balcony and placed one 
hand on the iced railing, surprised to find it wasn't cold, while I simply stared out across the crowd. I 
never believed anything like this could have existed. Monsters didn't need ballrooms; I couldn't help but 
feel confused. 

'What doyou think?'Taylor came to stand by my side,followingthe Emmah of my vision as it 
swept across the room, taking in all the grandeur. 

'l-lt's...' I stuttered, tryingto find the right wordsto describe what I was seeing. 

He turned me towards him, placing both hands on my shoulders and I tore my eyes away 

unwillingly. 


'...A- lot to take in?' he suppliedforme, bendinghis headcloserto mine, holding my gaze. I 
swallowed uncomfortably and nodded; my throat had gone dry. An army of undead soldiers and hellish 
creatures? 


No problem. Afancy ballroom filled with glamorous beings and whimsical music? Nope, lead 
me to the door. I think my hands started toshake. I kept replaying a constant image of myself falling 
down the stairs ungracefully and landing in an embarrassing pile at the bottom while all these people 
turned to laughter. 



-And- 


'I can't do it.' The words burstfrom my lips. I shook my head at him, 'Seriously, it will be a 
mistake taking me down there.' He smiled and rolled his eyesat me. 

'You'll be fine. Trust me.' He straightened and stepped back from me, offering a single hand. I 
eyed it warily. My independent nature demanded I walk down those stairs alone, while the other 
(unbelievablyfreaked out) part of me rationalized that it would be more appropriate, notto mention 
help my blame tenfold, to take his hand. 

As if Laura read my thoughts, she raced towards the trees, following the sound that came no 
more. My heart was beating hard against my chest and all I wanted to do was run back for help. But you 
can't. Damon needs you. Besides, you're not defenseless. Rememberthatjonabeeb stone? The one he 
gave you? I hastily searched for the Jonna has a stone in my bag. Yes! Thank good ness for that. 

The Jonnahas stones are powerful enough to kill a fallen angel on sight. It was made of blue 
glass that preserved the rays from the sun. 

Throw it directly at or by a fallen angel, and he dies, throw it a human and he burns, the 
stone was made by the dark angel Killers who used it as last resortto kill an evil angel. How Dame n got 
his hands on one of these? Well, even I don't have the answer to that. I held the Jonna has the stone in 
my hand tightly, careful not to be too hard. I could do this. I knew I could. And then everything went 
wrong. 


A bullet whizzed past me and Laura neighed loudly. I clung tightly on her mane as she sharply 
turned to the Emmah of the Wolman March. 

The Jon nahas stone flew from my grip and burst into flames as soon as it hit the ground. Oh 
no. The flames hastily incinerated the green grass, slowly spreading on to the trees. Laura ran deeper 
and deeper into the forest which got darker and darker because of the leafless tree branches concealing 
the sunshine, the branches were long and sharp, cutting my cheeks. I threw an arm over my eyes and 
they clawed at my dress, ripping my sleeve. 

The crackling sound of trees burning roared in my eyes. Black soot began to cover the trees 
and the smoke made Laura slow down. I too was finding it difficult to catch my breath as adrenaline 
pumped through my veins. My lungs coughed out the smoke I inhaled, and I was choking. Noway was I 



going to die here. Laura had had enough. She dropped on all fours and rested her head. I got off her 
back. I knew I was going to regretthis, but I had to leave her. Not looking back even when she neighed 
sadly, I ran like hell was chasing me. 

I deliberated for only a moment before exhaling in a rush and grabbing his hand - before I 
could change my mind. He pulled me gently to his side, his larger body making me feel small and 
vulnerable all overagain. He laced our fingers togetherand laid a kiss against my temple before moving 
ahead of me to descend the stairs - never letting go of my hand. His hands were so much larger than 
mine, not bulky, but soft with long graceful fingers. They fit near-perfectly with my (now) smooth skin. I 
wondered how longit would beuntil I once again had blistersand callouses from weapons trainingand 
groaned inwardly at the thought. I felt a tug on my hand and realized I'd zoned out completely, we were 
at the bottom of the stairs, facing a thousand pairs of eyes... eyes that weren't human. 

They parted as Taylor led me forward, myowneyesdeterminedlysetonthegroundsothat I 
wouldn't have to face their judgmental looks. I held Taylor's hand with both of mine and he squeezed 
them reassuringly. I looked up at him from under my lashes, the barest peek and saw his dark green 
eyes gazing back into mine with warmth. I looked back at theground praying I hadn'tgone red in front 
of this crowd. Losing my composure, what little of it I had, over a boy? How embarrassing. Taylor took a 
deep breath and we came to a stop. We'd reached the end of the hall and I lifted my eyes, up to the dais 
where she sat, eyesthe color of pure, glisteningsnow, staring right at me. 

I couldn't believe what I saw. She was unreal, porcelain skin without a single mark, long silky 
hair that seemed more silverthan blonde and ice glittering on her lashes. Her dressfanned out behind 
heras she stood, giving the impression of glorious white wings as herfeathery gown settled. She parted 
herwine-red lips to speak, the only point of color on herotherwise frosted demeanor. Taylorcleared his 
throat quietly and I tore my eyes away from her majesty in awe, surprise tinged with a little (sorry, a lot) 
of uncertainty clear across my features. He was looking at me in amusement and subtly winked at me as 
he bowed to the goddess before us. I followed suit, bowingfrom the waist as seemed the only natural 
before such a being. I'd managed to close my mouth when I'd stopped staringand now focused my eyes 
on the floor, thinking of how much of an idiot I'd just seemed. Great first impression on my part... not. 

'Today we take the first step to reclaim what is rightfully ours.' Her melodic voice, strong and 
beautiful, echoed in the hall around us.'My children, no more shall wehide in the shadows.They will 
build monuments to our memory so that one day all will know we remain forever the makers of our own 



destinies. Nothing will- have denied us,' atthis all the creatures in the room shouted in triumph and 
applause, some issuing a shrill shouting like a banshee, and one bird-like being whooping and whistling 
in strange contemptuous. I automatically stepped closertoTaylor, my body seemingly seekingthe 
protection of his while my mind was preoccupied with the celebrations taking place around us. 

The music started up again and the crowd dispersed to dance with renewed fervor. I thought 
I saw Taylor for a moment before the crowd turned and she was gone. Somehow Taylor had also 
seemed to disappear, I hadn't seen her since she stepped through the curtain. Surely, she must be 
around here somewhere? 

Taylor's hand closed around mine and he began leading me forward, I followed his lead as 
we trailed behind the Queen's retreating figure. We were being led behindthe throne through another 
curtain. 


Once through, all traces of music from the hall behind us were muted. The room was small, 
similar to the rest of the palace with a small balcony to the right. There was very little furniture, a glass 
table adorned with an elaborate black-rose flower display and various crystal wine-glasses, a settee and 
chaise set-up in front of the balcony and another doorway leading out of the room. 

The Queen strode overto the chaise and reclined gracefully, motioningfor us to sit opposite 
heron the settee. Wine glasses filled with the darkest ruby-colored liquid were given to us by a da'veen 
with black skin, the only color' comingfromthe rose-petals that made up (her?) it'sthe hair andthe 
matching red lips. The da'veen exited through the doorand I stared at the liquid, the walls, pretty much 
anywhere but at the Queen, whose gaze I could feel burning into my skin. She cleared her throat 
delicately and I reluctantly returned hergaze, afraid of what was to come. 

'Do you know who lam?' she spoke quietly, now that it wasn't directed at a large crowd you 
could clearly hear the almost musical quality to her voice, like bells... or angels. I couldn't decide which 
was more likely. She actually glowed, a faint white illuminating from within herskin. 

'You're the Queen,' I replied, unsure of the answershe wanted. If notforthe eyes, I could 
almost believe she was out of place down here. 

'Indeed, I am,' she paused and narrowed hereyes slightly before asking her next question. 


'And whodoesthat make you?' 



I didn't answer straight away. I looked at Taylor who just nodded at me, I wasn't sure what 


she meant. 


'I'm Arielle?' It came out sounding like a question. 

'Are you? It sounds as though you aren't even sure of who you are...'Two minutes with her 
and already my head was in circles. What did she mean? Of course, I knew who I was. 

'I am Arielle Deveraux,' I said, 'you know who I am.' I said more confidently now. She smiled, 
pleased with my answer. 

'It's lovely to finally meetyou, Arielle. We have much to discuss,' I nodded. 'Please,' she 
motioned to my glass. I looked at Taylor once more, and he sipped his own but looked only out beyond 
the balcony, offering me no aid. Looks like I was on my own with this one. I stared at the glass, watching 
the ripples glisten in the liquid. I took a deep breath a lifted the rim to my lips, closing my eyes briefly as 
the first drop touched my tongue, it was sweet, almost like perfume with it's in toxifying scent. The 
flavor was a wine blend of fruits unknown to me, but amazing none the less. It was incredible. 

'You are brave,' it was not a question, but a statement. 'I like to think so,' I responded. The 
Queen's face turned solemn, 'There is much I have to tell you, but I feel it will be better if I show you. 
She sat up straight and extended a single, white hand to me. The faint light I mentioned radiated 
intensely off herextended hand now, I knewsomething strange wasaboutto happen. I hesitatedfor 
only a moment before I slowly reached out my own and she clasped them together. 

Closing her eyes, I felt the cold from her hand creep up my arm like ice. This is what I'd been 
waiting for, my answers, foreverything. I could feel it. Suddenly, I was blinded by a pure, white light that 
enveloped the room, and everything fell away... 

I felt the sensation of falling, the tightening of my stomach muscles as they clenched and 
curled, trying to accommodate for the shift in gravity. My feetwere planted firmly on the soil, but I 
staggered slightly; the hand still clasped tightly on my own righted me before it let go. My palm stung, 
and I lookedto see tendrils of ice encasing my hand and forearm that seemedto connect deepwithin 
the tissue of my flesh. I shivered involuntarily; the chills traveled all the way down my spine... like 
frostbite was eating away at all the warmth in my body. 



'Do not be afraid, the ice can't really hurt you.'The Queen spared me a glanced over her 
shoulderbefore walking ahead, towards the edge of a deep ravine. I stared at my palm worriedly for a 
moment longer before taking the opportunity to look around and try unsuccessfully to get my mind off 
my frozen appendage - it was a wasted effort. There was nothing here, no life, no sound; it was a barren 
wasteland, populated only by grey dustand dead trees. 

'Where are we?' I asked, my voice echoing down the ravine as I approached the edge, 
standing by the Queen. 

'Earth. Qrwhatwas left of it... 'herdemeanorhadcompletelyshifted,the lookin hereyes 
hollow as if she was some where else entirely. She closed hereyes and the ground began to shake, a 
deep rumbling as thick smoke began to spew forth from the ravine, spreading across the land opposite 
us like a disease. The sky darkened and thundered, illuminating with flashesof lightning what I could 
only assume were creatures from the Underworld moving within the black mists. The shadows of 
thousands of monsters, hunters, hounds and many, many more creatures I had never seen up close; and 
now hoped I'd neverhadto. 

I took a few steps back; so far, they weren't paying attention to us, it was like we didn't exist, 
but I still didn't like what was unfurling before my eyes. I really thought that it was a good time for us to 
go, however, it seemed like the Queen was waiting for something. 'Which is fine by me if that's what 
their army looks like... leave her here and let's get outta here' even Carmen was scared, her voice 
trembled in fear and awe. Jane couldn't speak, I felt her presence in my mind contract like it was trying 
to disappear. 'No,' she whispered, 'I just can't watch this, I know where we are...' 

'Care to share with the rest of the class?' Carmen's bravado was wavering, 'you can'tfight 
what you don't know'. Jane shook her head in response, 'Just... wait. You'll see.' With that, she 
completely disappeared, somehow retreating to some corner of my mind far away from what was 
happening. I couldn't say I blamed her; I was feeling the urge to run away screaming myself. I was no 
match for an army, I'd rather live to fight anotherdie. 

I cleared my throat, almost afraid to speak in case one of the creatures saw us. The Queen 
tilted her head in my direction but still seemed far away in her own little world. 

'They can't see us, or hear us,' she spoke softly. This is nothing but a memory. One you need 
to see... 'Crack, lightning struck the ground violently, spraying sparks in all directions. The creatures 



bayed and screeched, the smoke forming a circle around the scorched earth as if they were afraid. More 
lightning struck the ground at random before a mighty roll of thunderechoedthroughoutthe sky and 
across the deserted plain. 

Lights fell from the sky like silver rain, I had to cover my eyes from the sheer bite force of it 
all. The lights were so bright my eyes watered but I couldn'tforce myself to look away. At first, I thought 
they were clouds or birds but as they crashed towards the earth at an alarming speed, they became 
clearer. They were from the first plane. The High plane. Heaven, Valhalla, Paradise, call it whatyou will, 
but these were the majesticcreatures from centuries ago, missingfrom the world for almost a Millenia. I 
had a feeling I was about to see why. 

'Don't befooled by their appearance of valor,' the Queen turned to me and grabbed a firm 
hold of my shoulder, staring right at me now. She shook my shoulder, hard, 'they are not what they 
seem. You are witnessing a battle between our two realms on the only plane we can coexist.' 

'Not what they seem? They are angels! The saviors of mankind! They are protecting us from 
the likes of you,' I broke away from her, confused why she would show me this memory when it only 
furthered my belief thatthey were evil and cared about nothing exceptthe destruction of all life. 

'Then you are a fool,' she hissed through clenched teeth. Hersnow eyes seemed to grow 
dark, 'What do you think happened here? There is almost nothing left of yourkind, they were wiped out 
by your so-called Angels who care nothing for casualties of war. They seek only the extermination of my 
kind, whateverthe cost!' 

'You're lying!' I yelled, turning back to watch the two races do battle. I had neverseen such 
carnage, the Queen bared herteeth angrily but turned back to watch the battle unfold, I was sure she 
was biding hertime, trying to find a way to convince me that I was wrong. What looked like a faerie was 
blasting a group of hounds, releasing a line of golden fire that moved of its own accord to surround the 
group. It contracted like a rope, a razor-thin rope, sharperthan the deadliest of knives as it sliced the 
animals in two across the middle. I looked away, trying to re member that this is war, there has to be a 
losing side. 


They say I killed Bobby Shipparro from down the street. They say that I was the one who 
drove the knife into his heartand then dumped him in the sewer. But it wasn't me, I know it wasn't. Yet 
still, people think I did it. Why is that? Just because I'm different. Just because I'm special. 



My mom believes me, she believes me to the moon and back. My sisters, all five of them, 
hate me. Of course, they would believe I killed Bobby too. That's why I have to leave. That's why I will 
leave. 


Being able to turn invisible won't make leavingtown hard. 

'...I wish you were here, cause sometimes-1 get lonely-1 guess I'm not the only, new girl in 
town! Mama, I promise that I'll be alright- I'll call and say I love you every night- I'm just trynna right the 
story of my life!...' 

I sat on the bus and tried to make the shape of the blurry figuresthat sped by. The rain had 
fogged up the glass and the only thing I could see were trees. The man who sat next to me was snoring 
like a pig and the kid behind me kept kicking my chair. Even still, I sat through it, hoping to get as far as 
possible. 


Tucking my legs into my chestand wrapping my arms around my shins, I leaned my head 
against the fogged-up window in hopes of finding sleep. However far this bus went, it would be my last 
stop. 


A desolate place with dusty shop windowsand old men on rocking chairs. That'sthe quickest 
way I can explain the town I found far enough to stop in. Dust swirled around my boots and clung onto 
my shirt. I did the best I could, holdingtwo large suitcases, and walked the d irt road that led to the 
centerof town. 

I needed to find a Motel and I needed to find it fast. 

'Are you ok dear?' I didn't even notice the little old lady who happened to walk up to me. I 
was obviously a younggirl with no place to go. 

'Yes- ma'am I'm fine' I lied, putting on a fake smile that I hoped would work. She saw right 

through it. 


'I begto differ. How old are you sweetie?' 

I didn't know for sure if I should tell this woman my real age. I looked kind of old for my age. 


so I decided that lying would be my best bet. 



'Seventeen ma'am, fresh out of high school,' I said abruptly, trying to make my way around 


herand avoid furtherconfrontation. But old ladies don'tgive upso quickly. 

'I maybe old, but I'm not stupid. Now, you wait here and I'll see how much cash I got left in 
my purse'the old woman turned to walk back up her porch steps and I took the opportunity to 
disappear. 


'If you have a bank account, I could write you a che-e-' the woman could no longersee me, 
and if I held my breath long enough, she could no longer hear me either. I watched the woman look at 
where I was standing with a bewildered expression on herface. She looked both ways down the dirt 
pettah and then shrugged, walking back up the stairs slowly. 

I kept myself invisible for a while longer as I took the Emmah down into town. I tried not to 
draw too much attention to myself. I probably wasn't doing such a good job, since I got curious 
onlookers. It seemed that this town didn't get tourists often. I spotted a cruddy sign that read 'Motel' or 
at least tried too. 

Walking in, it smelt like polished leatherand mothballs. Glad that I was finally able to put 
down my suitcases, I trudged overto the deskand hit the rusty bell. It hadn't been used in a while. 

'Well- how may-1 help you-little miss?'Came the strongcountry accent from aroundthe 
back. Anybody back in the city would have called it pure hillbilly. 

'Urn, I would like a room' I said, hesitant at what they would think when they see me. I don't 
think fifteen-and-a-half-year-old girls get rooms just like that. 

'Well, of course, I meanyou came to a Motel didn'tcha?' there were hoarse coughing 
afterward and then the sound of boots shuffling across the hardwood floor. 

'Yah,' I tried to stand a little taller as the man came around the corner. He was what you 
could call your average western cowboy. He had the scruffy mustache, the ten-gallon hat, the beergut, 
the boots, and the big buckled belt. 

'You can call me Chuck darling,' he said, fixing his belt and sitting down on a stool right in 
front of the counter. He opened uparatherdusty binderand flippedto a fresh page. 



'Ok, I'rngoingto needto see IDand social security number'..., he said formally, twisting his 
big mustache. I think I nearly choked and my face turned bright red. I had forgotten all about needing an 
ID. 


'I- um-well- r I was startled as Chuck began to laugh as he had neverlaughed before. 

'Gets runaways every time. Wha-choo-tink- dis here is? One a dang- damn fancy hotels? I 
don't need any ID. Justyour name and the cash upfront' Chucksmacked his right knee and got his pencil 
ready. 


'Wait, how do you know I'm a runaway?' I said, beginningto rethink the whole idea of 
running away. Was it that easy to read me? 

'Young gals like you always coming in and out of displacing' I didn't know much about Motels, 
but I knew it didn't look like people had eversetfoot in that place. 

'Now, yourname?' 

I hesitated before saying it clear and strong, 'Taylor, Taylor Locket' 

...You know all about this dream I gotta chase, I get a little closer every day~ 

California's notthat far away~ 

I'm not that far away~ 

<3 

Chuckfolded the money I gave him and gave me a bright smile. 

'Now, let'sgetyou to your room.' 

I wentto go pick up my suitcases but was immediately stopped. 

'No, no, no, I got me a bell boy forthat' I covered my ears as Chuck let out an ear-piercing 
whistle 'Ricky! Getyourass on down here boy!' 

Then came Ben, a tall lanky boy who seemed bored out of his wits. 


His white t-shirt was stained with grease and his jeans had plenty of holes. 



His blond hair was tinted with dirt andwhen I shookhis hand it nearly swallowed my little 


fingers. 


'I'll get your suitcases Miss Locket' he said in a tone that said, 'I have to do this every time I'. 

'Thanks,' I said just as bluntly. 

'Well I think you two will get along just fine. Now, your room Miss. Lovett' Chuck interrupted, 
guiding me by the shoulder down the hall. Ben followed suit and as we walked down the long hallway, I 
took in the western atmosphere of it all. From the pee ling wallpaper to the antique furniture, everything 
reminded me of old western movies. 

'Miss Lovett, your room' with what I think was a grand flourish. Chuck opened a wood 
stained doorthat creaked on the hinges. 

The room- that, I was scooted into was rather nice. The flower print bed sheets and cream- 
colored walls all held a homey feeling to them. The white curtains let in enough sunlight and the wood 
finished furniture was nice. 

'I like it, thanks' I said, sitting down on the bed and watching Ben set my suitcases down. 

'NowBenhere is my son and he will be herea lot so if youeverneedanything,justaskBen 
here' Chuck informed. I looked overat Ben and his face clearly held no intention of getting me anything. 

'Can I go now?' He asked, 'I was workingon the car.' 

Chuck looked a little disappointed in his boy's behavior but finally gave him the nod to go. 
After getting the schedule for complimentary breakfast and dinner and getting a stern 'This money will 
pay forseven daysl Afterthat, you have to pay again to stay longerl' Chuck finally left. 

AfterChuckleftit was kind of lonely but I kept busy with unpackingthe few belongings I had. 

I tucked my two big red suitcases underthe bed and sighed as I stood there. 

I did it. 

I got away. 


I was free. 



But where would I go afterward? I couldn'tstay in this little town, payingone hundred bucks 
a week, my money would soon run out. I needed to find a permanent place, like that, it was easy. I 
dropped down onto the bed and breathed deeply. I scooped my reddish-brown hair into a bun and tried 
to relax. 


But Relaxing is hard when you're a runaway. There are so many new faces, and beautiful 
places in this town~ I'm learning the ropes- on this crazy road. I'm going down. 

When-1 say small town, I mean it! As I look around, everyone knowseverybody and when I 
walk down the street, I get nothing but stares. And Chuck says he gets Runaways all the time. There 
wasn't much to do so I walked back to the Motel. I was bored out of my mind and I can't help it if I got 
curious when I heard a noise coming from the back. 

It sounded like a drill and I knew I probably wasn't allowed to, but I slipped behind the 
counter. Easing open what seemed to be a back door, I stuck my head outto find a garage. There were 
tools all overthe place and a big blue car sat in the middle of it all. Two legs stuck outfrom underit and I 
instantly knew it was Ben, working on his car. 

He had been quite rude during breakfast so I thought it would be bestto go invisible. I didn't 
want to get kicked out of the Motel for trespassing. I closed the door silently behind me and went over 
to the centerof the garage. Whatever Ben was doing, he didn't even notice the two can s I accidentally 
knocked over. 

My humorgot the best of me and I found myself openingthe cardoor and gettingin. After 
sitting behind the wheel, I reached out and did one long honk. The sound of Ben's head hitting metal 
satisfied me. 

'Hey! Who'sthere?!'of course Ben couldn'tsee me and I loved the puzzled expression on his 

face. 


'Must have hit the wrong thing' he murmured to himself. He went back to the car and this 
time when I honked the horn, I made myself visible. 

'What the-' Ben came from beneath the car and looked as angry as a city rat. 

'You know you're not allowed back here!' he came around to the driver's seat and pulled me 


out. 



'I'm sorry, I was just... Bored...' 


'I could have gotten a concussion!' Ben held the spot on his head where there seemed to be 
a not on it and I started to feel a little guilty. 

'Well I guess I'll be going now' note to self, Ben is not so easy to slip away from. 

'Oh no you don't' he said, pulling me back to face him, 'I will tell my fatherand you will be 
out of here first thing in the morning!' 

'Why do you hate meso much?' I couldn'thelp but ask. 

'Because-you runaways are all the same! You come, you make trouble, and then I have to 
clean up the aftermath.' 

'Well you're in luck, cause I'm not like other runaways,' I whispered, Ben gave me a weird 
look and was about to say more when Chuck came strutting into the garage. 

'Ohgoody! Yah'll are begettingalong! Goodforyalll' He picked upwhat lookedto be an old 
wooden pipe and then left. 

'I'm going to go freshen up for dinner' I said quickly before Ben could ask me anything else. 

I had said too much already. 

I'm making my way~ 

No one said that it'd be easy, trust me, believe me. 

I'm where I belong^ 

I'mwearing myfavoritejeansand white flowy top with theswirly pink lines. Myfavorite 
black boots are hugging my shins comfortably. I'm waiting on the porch for Bento come out. Eversince 
our little Garage talk, things have been a little different between Ben and me. He doesn't blow me off all 
the time and isn'tas snappy. 

He told metherewasa place hewantedtoshowme tonightso here 


I was, waiting on the porch. Finally, the door opened and there stood 



Ben, but notin his grungy greasy way. Let's just say, he cleans up nicely. 


'Ready to go? He asked, starting down the porch and not waiting forthe answer. 

'Sure, so where are we going? We didn't do the holding hands thing and I was glad. 

'It's a surprise, kind of Ben looked like this was awkward for him and I loved it. 

'MisterGrumpy hasa surprise forme?! Wow! I thoughtyou hated me?' I said in a surprised 
happy go lucky tone. Ben gave me a look that said, 'Quit it!' 

'Okay-ok, sorry I'll shut if 

'Good, you're better that way' I couldn't help but playfully punch Ben and he actually cracked 
a smile. It was different from our usual cold stares, but it was nice. The town looked way different at 
night, but I hardly got to notice as I and Ben trudge up what seemed to be a hill. 

'You're not going to murder me here so that I'm finally out of your hair, are you?' I said, 
gettinga weird look from Ben. 

'Good, I was hoping nof 

We walked up a little further and then suddenly Ben stopped. 

'Okay, I knowyou've been kind of missingthe city so I wanted to show you this, do you mind 
if I-' Ben went to cover my eyes with his hand and I let him. They were warm and smelt like diesel. We 
walked a little furtherand then stopped. 

'Okay, here it- is' I gasped as Ben removed his hand and I started out at... the City. 

The bright lights all molding together, the tall buildings, and flashing signs. I could just smell 
the excitement wafting over to me, even though it was miles away. I don't know where the tears started 
to well up from, but it was like all of the things I was trying to run away from, came back to me. 

I tried to get as far away as possible, but it seems, my plan failed. 

'Taylor, are you okay?'THEN-came Ben's voice as he looked overat me. I then remembered 
that the only thing he heard from me was a gasp and he was probably getting worried. 

'I'm- I'm' I didn't know what I was. 



'Was this a bad idea?' He said, coming to stand right nextto me. 


'No, it's- it's' I tried to croak outthe words butthey didn't come. 

'It was. I'm sorry, I justthought you would like it, I thought it would make you feel better 
afterstaying in this boring town, I thought-' I hugged Ben before he could evenfinish. I didn'twant him 
to feel bad fordoing something he thought would make me feel better. Atfirst, he was shocked by the 
gesture butthen slowly he put his hands on my back. 

It felt nice that way. It felt warm. I could hear Ben's heart thumping in his chest and I could 
feel his chin grazing the top of my head. I turned my head and looked out at the view. This is what I had 
wanted all along. 

'Well, well, well... Look at what we got here' came an unfairTaylor voice from behind us. 

We're miles apart-You're, in my heart-1 keep you with me everywhere! go... 

I faintly heard Ben whisper'Oh no,' as he pulled me behind him. 

He stepped in front of me and I could faintly see the figure before us. 

The only light was a flickering lamp postthat was already dim. 

'Ben,' the figure said as if regarding him. 

'Dan,' Ben said, using the same tone. Whateverwasgoing on here, there was definitely 
rivalry in the air. 

'So, you found another runaway toy with' my insides shivered, whoeverthatguy was, he had 
a mysterious air to him. And what did he mean 'Another Runaway to toy with?' 

'Not true Dan, just say what you're really here for!' Ben was getting tense. I could feel it 
undermy fingers that laid on his back. 

'Just to fool around, that's air It was then that I got a good look at this guy. He had stepped a 
little further into the light and I could clearly make out jet black hair and surprisingly bright blue eyes 
that seemed smoked over. 



'And just what does that mean?' Ben asked, backing up a little, it was obvious that he was 
scared of this Dan guy. I don'tknowwhy buti went invisible. I took my handsoff of Ben's back, I 
assumedthat he would justthink I ran away or something. 

I wasn'taskingforwhat came next. 

Dan looked right at me. I mean RIGHT at me, but I was invisible. I tried not to gaspand held 
my breath as best as I could. Even though he was talking to Ben he continued to look at me. 

'Oh look, I think I made the Runaway do what she likes best. Runaway- maybe she caught on 
to my warning' Dan was coveringfor me, but why? 

'What are you talking about?' Ben turned around suddenly and a frown formed on his face. 
He couldn't see me, but I could see him. He scratched the back of his head and turned to walk back 
down the hill. 'Where are you going, Ben? Don't you want to talk some more?' Dan teased as Ben 
pushed past him. 

'I'm going to go find Taylor, what does it look like I'm doing?' I felt kind of bad for tricking 
Ben like that, but I panicked. 

Ben disappeared into the blacknessand me, still invisible, slowly made my way towards this 
Dan guy. I neededtosneakpasthim. 

'It's no use keepingyourse If invisible' he said aftera while, he shoved his hands into his 
pockets and looked in my direction. I concentrated and made myself visible again, shocked thatthis guy 
could see me. 

I mean really see me. 

'How- How could you-?' He cut me off with a light chuckle that made me shiver. 

'How could I see you? Well, I didn't see you, I sensed you' he said with a smirk, suddenly he 
was walkingcloser and closer towards me. 

'You, sensed me?' I was starting to fee I queasy inside and all of a sudden, I didn't know how 
to use my legs. Dan lifted his hand to my face and I stayed frozen still as his big warm hands explored my 
face. 



'What color are your eyes?' Couldn't he see what color my eyes were? 


'How could you sense me?' I asked, ignoring the question, I had never known anyone who 
could see right through my invisibility. 

'There are people like you Taylor' Dan said, dropping his hand to his side, 'They may not have 
the same ability as you, but they aren't normal either'. 

'What exactly are you trying to say?' I breathed, wrapping my arms around me. 

'You're notalone-Taylor, come with me.' 

'Because you know I'd walk a thousand miles if I could just see you... Tonight...' 

Taylor - (thousand miles) 

I don't know what compelled me to follow Dan. Maybe it was the part where he said - 'There 
are others like you'. Whatever it was, it had me following right behind him. The first thing I noticed was 
that Dan walked a little bit differently than most people. He would kind of stare off into the distance and 
walk on, stopping suddenly in front of things he seemed to just realize was there. 

Then it clicked, was Dan blind? It made sense. He had touched up my face and then he asked 
me what color my eyes were. But it still didn't explain the fact that he could walk perfectly fine without 
a cane or some seeing-eyedog. 

'I can smell fearand confusion all overyou' he said suddenly, breakingthe silence that had 
developed. Wewere walking down an Emmah thatseemedto lead to a woodsy area. Where was this 
dude taking me? 

'That's not strange at all' I don't know where the sarcasm came from, but it made Dan laugh. 

'If you were wondering, I am blind. Does that clear up some of the confusion?' Dan swerved 
around a barrel and kept walking in ourgiven direction. 

'Kind of, it still doesn't explain how you seem like you can see where you're going' I prodded, 
folding my arms and shiveringoverthe cool night air. 


'I can sense things... I sensed that barrel and then moved outof the way in the nick of time' 



'But that still doesn'texpel.' 


'You never told me what color your eyes were' Dan continued, signaling that the other 
conversation was over. 

'Green, my eyes are green' I sighed. This guy was persistent. 

'And your hair?' Dan reached out and grabbed a piece of my hair between his fingers. I took 
it awayfrom him and answered bluntly. 

'Reddish-brown, brownish red...' 

'What a beauty you must be if only I could see you...' 

I couldn't help but blush and was glad Dan didn't see me. I did n't want to give him the 
satisfaction of getting to me. 

'I can smell the sudden nervousness on you, a blush maybe' I silently cursed his strange 
abilities and tried to maskthe nerves with anger. 

Dan chuckled lightly, and we continued our hike to nowhere. 




I only saw stuff like this in movies or comics that lined the stands in the big city. Neverin my 
days did I expect to see it up close and personal. Dan had finally led me to a rundown shack with a door 
falling off its hinges. I was furious to see that this is where Dan had to lead me and was hoping he hadn't 
dragged me here so he could bust a move. 

'You havegotto be kidding me, right?' I had said, walking through the doorway and from the 
corner of my eye, a rat ran by. 

'Not at all,' Dan walked in and afterasking me if anyone was coming this way, he tapped five 
times on a wood panel in the corner and poof! A door swung open. That's when I took the ladder that 
leads down to what seemed like a basement. What I saw when I landed firmly on the floor made me 
gasp. 


People, lotsand lots of people walking around, hangingout, going in and out of doorsand 


doing extraordinary things. From what I could see, each person had a different ability and it was cool to 



see everyone so used to the unnatural. I was standing in a big command area that had two stairs in the 
back leading upto a balconythat seemed to have more halls. 

On my right was a doorand, on my left, was anotherdoor. 

'Those are the otherwaysto get in, on the right is an elevatorand on the left his tube slide. 
Both in different locations around town,'great and we got the ladder. 

Dan's hand reached my back as we walked through the crowd that seemed to split an 
Emmah when they saw us coming. I guessed that they all knew Dan was blind. We took one of the stairs 
and I found myself on what seemed to be the second floor. There were doors lining the hall as far as I 
could see. 


Dan lead me down the hall and I could hear different sounds coming from each room. Parties, 
a bunch of boys watching football, soap opera, Brittany Spears and other sounds that shouldn't be 
repeated. 


'He re's your room' I found myself facing a door with the crooked numbers'64.' 

Dan opened itto a small room with contemporary furniture, a nice sized bed, Minnie fridge, 
a bathroom, a good-sized closet. It was as I looked at the bed that I realized how tired I was. I sat down 
on the bed and Dan turned to leave when reality hit me. 

'Wait- wait- wait, you can't just take me in the middle of the night to some unknown place 
and then drop me at a room. 

'Isn't that what you did just a few days ago?' Dan asked, walking up to my bed, 'You came to 
an unknown town and then dropped yourselfoff at a room in some cruddy Motel.' 

I hated howgreat Dan was in psychology and even though he was blind I scolded him. 

'What doyou wantfrom me?' I said,feelingtired and justaboutreadyto give up. 

'I want for you to realize where you belong,' I shuddered as Dan looked my way. Even though 
he was blind I felt like he was staring into my soul. 

'How long did you expectto pay foryour Motel room anyway? Listen, I already have people 


gettingyourthings foryou. You just wait andsee;this place will feellike home soon.' 



Dan didn'tlet me askany more questions. He strolled out of the room and closed thedoor, 
leaving a silence that teased me. Since I didn't know what way was out of this place and because I was 
so tired, I slipped underthe coversand quickly fell asleep. 

I woke upfeelingdazed and unsure of where I currently was. I was laying on my stomach and 
there were sheets tangled around my legs. I tried to pry my eyes open and take a look around. I noticed 
that I was wearing myfavorite jeans. That's when all of the memories from last night came rushing back 
to me at full force. 

Ben, Dan, this secret place. I began to wonder if it was such a good idea to fallow Dan to this 
strange place. I sat up and tried to rake through my disheveled hair, peeringat the clock on the 
nightstand, it was seven o' nine in the morning. Groaning, I pushed my legs up and overthe bed and 
pushed my feet into my boots. 

I didn't know what I was planning to do. I walked overto the bathroom and rinsed out my 
mouth before going overto the door and opening it a crack. From what it looked like, these people were 
bleachers, staying up all night and then crashing in the morning. I tiptoed out into the hall, closing my 
door quietly behind me. 

Walking down the hall felt kind of strange, it was so quietthat you could have heard a pin 
drop. I finally made it to the stairs and cringed when a step creaked. I didn't hear movement coming 
from one of the other rooms, so I continued, takingeach steponeata time. 

I finally came to the ground area and shook my head at the mess these people left. There 
were beer bottles, tissues and crumpled up pieces of paper. Jackets and pair-less shoes all overthe place, 
soda cans. The place looked like a ransacked fraternity home or sorority house. 

I saw a whitewashed door on the other end of the second set of stairs and decided to check 
it out. I needed out of this place. Ben was probably worried that he had gone and got me kidnapped. If 
only he knew. 

Continued: 


The door looked like the kind you just push open, so I pressed lightly and peered inside. It 
looked like a kitchen of some sort. There was a large stove with ten burners, a large fridge that looked 



like one you might find in a restaurant, a long counterand a big island in the centersurrounded by 
stools. 


There was a lot of paper cups lying around with flat soda and beer in them. At the sight of 
the fridge, my stomach rumbled greedily, and I couldn't help but open it. I took out the milk cartoon and 
sniffed its contents. Nothingsmelled funny, so I poured it into a bowl I found in one of the cupboards up 
top. I got a box of cereal from the counterand took a seaton one of the stools. 

It wasn'tthe best breakfast in the world, but it was the quietest. I needed itto stay that way 
until I found a way to get out. 

'You're the newgirl, right?' 

Too late... 

'Urn, yah' I turned around to see a strawberry blond girl with a tank top and some pajama 
pants standing in the doorway. She went to the fridge and prepared herself a bowl of cereal too. She 
took the seat across from me and started to eat. 

'You got here last night, right?' she asked in between bites. 

'Yah, Dan brought me'this girl didn'tseemto meanoranythingbutsomethingaboutthe 
people who lived here crept me out. The atmosphere here wasfilled with energy. 

'Dan huh? Was he a jerk?' The question was random but appropriate at the same time. 

'Yup pretty much'the girl began to laugh, and herlaugh made me laugh too. 

'The names Adrianne'shestuckout herhand and I gladly shookit. 

I was beginningto like this Adrianne character. 

'Taylor,' I said. 

'So, what's your ability?' she asked me, scooping out the last of her cereal. I was surprised by 
the question, but I remembered-what Dan had told me, 'There are others like you...' 

'I can turn invisible' I confessed, getting up and putting my bowl in a sinkthat seemed a little 


small forsuch a big place. 



'Really?Wow! That's pretty good.' I smiled at Adrianne's compliment. Noone hadeversaid 
my ability was 'good,' back in the city if someone found outthey called me a 'freak' or 'devilish...' Never 
had I been called 'good.' 

'So, what'syour ability?' I asked in return, going back to the stool and watching Adrianne 
wash her bowl. 

'I can shapeshift,' she said, and then suddenly, in the blink of an eye, she was Dan. 

'Wow!' I said, hoppingoff my chair, 'you could totally trick someone with that.' 

Adrianne slash Dan smiled at meand I wasamazed. Everything down to his smoked over 
bright blue eyes was copied. It was amazing. 

'Your ability is greattoo. I'm sure you liked to do pranks with that one' Adrianne said, shifting 
back to herown self again. 

'Well, you're- kind of right. I tried not to use my ability to often, people didn't really like it,' I 
confessed, sitting back on the stool. 

'Well don't worry aboutthem, you're with us now. Goon! Show me your ability!' 

I shut my eyes and concentrated. Finally, I felt the tingly fee ling that came with turning 
invisible and I watched as Adrianne's face broke out into a wide smile. Her brown eyes were glimmering. 

'That's amazing you like totally vanished,' I giggled and she jumped a little. 

'Okay show yourself now...' 

I went back to my regular self just as someone walked through the whitewashed doors. It 
seemed that people didn't sleep too late in this big place, which was a surprise. 

'HeyAdri' a deep voice hollered, coming around the table I noticed was a husky boy with 
brown hair and hazel eyes. He turned to me and nodded. 

'And who's this?' he asked Adrianne, going to the counter and pulling a granola bar out of a 


box. 



'This is Taylor, our newest member' I knew I couldn't leave now; people were already calling 
me a member. 

'The names Sean, Taylor, it's nice to meetyou' he said, leaning on the counterand chewing 

away. 


'Um,youtoo' I murmured lookingoverat Adrianne. 

'Well, I'm going to go introduce Taylor to some other people, see yah later Sean!' soon 
Adrianne was dragging me out of there and into the vast area of couches and party mess. 'Thanks, it felt 
kind of awkward in there' I said, rubbing my arm. 

'It's ok, I know Sean could look intimidating sometimes but he's a real softy.' 

I followed Adrianne upthe stairs and down the halls. 

'How old are you anywayP'Sheasked, slowing down to keep pace with me. 

'Uh, fifteen' I admitted feeling kind of embarrassed. 

'I'm sixteen, trust me don't worry about your age, the oldest person here is Merry-Kate and 
she's nineteen. The youngest person is Blake and he's twelve. Sean is eighteen and Dan is sixteen like 
me'Adrianne babbled on, making mefeela little betteraboutmyage. 

I wondered howthe Blake boysurvived in a place like this. 

I had met a lot of people in such a short amount of time that I have already forgotten the 
first one hundred names. On the outside, this town seemed small but in reality, it wasn't. It had a colony 
of people living beneath its grounds. It was fun going on a tour with Adrianne. She was a very smart and 
funny girl who always made sure I was never left out of anything. 

We finally circled backto my room and Adrianne turned to me with a wide grin. 

'My sources tell me that Dan is going to visit you today, 'seeing the worried expression on my 
face she continued quickly, 'You don't have to worry though! He's just coming as orientation protocol'. 


'Orientation Protocol?' 



'He'll explain it to you, don't worry,' I watched Adrianne stroll down the hall and then shuffle 
down the stairs. I felt vulnerable without herand quickly ducked into my room. I instantly recognized my 
two big and red suitcases. Strung across the dressers were most of my things and I even found stuff that 
I had left at home. How these people gotthem. I'll probably neverknow. 

Going overto the bathroom I found my toothbrush, hairthings, fresh towel, washcloth, and 
even my fuzzy slippers and robe. Laughing a little to myself I rubbed the stain where mysisterJanice 
dropped coffee on my robe and then tried to cover it up with nail polish that was the same color. 

My eyes started to brim with tears. Even though it always seemed like my sisters hated me, 
there was a little part, a small fraction, that knewthey loved me. I wastheir sister, there was no running 
away from that. 

'I can smell sadness on you,' I nearly jumped out of my skin as I heard the calm and collected 
voice of Dan. He was standing in the bathroom doorway, leaning on the doorframe and staring off into 
space. 


'Damn it! Could you be any more- creepier!' I said in surprise carefully wiping away my tears 
without smudging my eyeliner. I knew Dan could hear the wavering in my voice even though I was trying 
not to sniffle in front of him. 

'Why we re you crying?' He asked, folding his arms over his chest. I had no intention of 
spilling my guts to this guy so I tookit easy. 

'I was just rememberingsomething' I answered, walking past him, and going into the room. 
The bathroom had suddenly gotten smaller. 

'Rememberingwhat?' he prodded, turningaroundtoface me. 

Straightforward much? 

'None of your business,' I snapped, sitting on the edge of the bed Indian style. I played with a 
piece of thread on the sheet, hoping Dan would just get on with the Orientation. 

'Fine, I guess I'll do what I came here to do' Dan said, with such poise that it scared me. 


'We are in district ten. There are exactly twenty districts in all of the united states that make 
up an organization we like to call 'The Colony'. We recruit, train and take care of people with what you 



could call 'Special abilities.' Anyone who was shunned by the outside world or just wants to learn to 
control what they can do can come to The Colony. We believe that all man's rights should be equal no 
matter what that mancan orcannotdo. We fightforthat belief andthat belief only. I am Co-leaderof 
District ten and Marry-Kate Douglas is Leaderof District ten' Dan stopped fora second, probably to 
smell howl feelaboutall he just said. 

What he smelled was most likely 'Overwhelmed.' 

'Your training is organized and formatted to your needs and ability. Each person is allowed a 
trainerand will partnerwith theirtrainer when it comesto combat and/orwar' I dropped my mouth 
wide open when he said war, I mean come on I 

'Training is every day at noon and school is somethingyou do on yourowntime and your 
own schedule. All of your belongingsfromyour previous home, exceptforfurniture, will be broughtto 
you in a matterof time. You will be meeting with Merry-Kate to talk about your history and previous 
whereabouts, activities, and/or preferences' Dan stopped and took one deep breath. 

'Any questions?' I think I was going to blowup with all the information I had to remember. 
And what did he mean to talk about the previous history? I couldn'ttell these guys that I'm charged with 
murderand probably have wanted papers posted all overthe city. 

'Well, I might have one-' 

'No questions? Good... We're basically done here,' I glared at Dan's rude attitude and crossed 
my arms furiously. 

'You reek of anger, maybe you should spray on some happiness...' with that Dan left and I 
just glared at him. He wasworsethan Ben. 

Ben... 

He was probably still wondering where the heck I was. I did n't want him to fee I guilty like he 
lost me or something. I hoped he didn'tcall the police cause if he did, I would neverbe able to leave this 
place. The police would find out that I'm the wanted girl from the city and then I would be done. 

I groaned and threw my face into my pillow. 


I hoped that everything would go alright with Merry-Kate tomorrow. 



Whenyou hearthe name Merry-Kate,youthinkof sweet,frilly,girly, cute and cuddly.The 
Merry-Kate I stood before was none of the above. She was beautiful but call her'pretty' and she just 
might snapyour neck. 

Tomboys paled in comparison. She is the definition of brute force. 

'Don't just stand there, come in!' Merry-Kate hollered. Adrianne had walked me to her office 
and gave me a good pep talk before heading back to her room. I was just standing in the doorway when 
Merry-Kate called me in. 

I strolled into what I assumed was an office. There was a big oak desk in the middle. A large 
bookcase that mostly held a stereo, music, magazines, trinkets and three books. There was a mini-fridge 
off to the side and two chairs in front of the big desk. The walls were painted a light green and had some 
posters on them. I stopped in front of the desk that had an intimidating Merry-Kate seated behind it. 

Her chair was leaning back, and herfeetwere firmly propped on herdesk. Herdark red hair 
was in a ponytail behind herand herthree piercingon each earglimmered in the lamplight. Dan stood 
on her right by her desk as she sucked furiously on her red lollypop. 

'What can I say? I'm nineteen,' Merry-Katesaid, gesturingto herteen office and a glossy 

lollypop. 


'Right' I murmured, glancingat Dan and then at my fingers. 

'What is that supposed to mean?' Merry-Kate asked suddenly, leaningforward in her chair 
and throwing herlollypop in the garbage. 

'Nothing! Nothing, I was just-' Merry-Kate didn't let me finish. 

'Cool your Jets I'm just testing your nerves! Have a seat...' Merry Kate took her feet off he r 
desk and folded her hands over a binder on the table. She was ready for business. 

Cautiously, I sat down, finding my feet more interesting than anything else in the room. 

'Geez, the kid would you at least look at me?' I quickly jerked my head up into the direction 


of Merry-Kate, she nodded approvingly. 



'Now, you may have already heard of me around here. The name's Merry-Kate, butyou can 


just call me Merry. I don't take any backtalk, kiss assign or any other form of flattery. I stand by the 
belief and the belief only, which I'm sure Dan already explained to you,' I looked over at Dan who, as 
usual, was staring off into space. I mean where else can you look when you're blind? 

'Okay, your history. You obviously know whyyou're here right?'She asked, takinga piece of 
gum and popping it in hermouth. 'Want to piece?' 

'Nothank you...' 

'Fine...' 

'Yeah, I'm here to talk about my history,' I said, answering herquestion. 

'So-o,you know whyyou're here, good foryou. Now spill it!' Merry leaned back in herchair 
and propped herfeet up again. Fler office had grown extremely silent as both she and Dan looked my 
way. 


'Um-mm,' I was still unsure if I should be telling these people this. 

'Look kid I'm sure your life's more interesting than that,' Merry whined, snapping her gum 
and screwingup herface. 

'Yes but-' 

'Butt stinks I'She said suddenly, making me jump in my seat. 

I took a deep breath and then found myself spilling everything- 'I used to go to a normal 
school, I used to have a normal family. I had five sisters and we all lived with my mom. My dad walked 
out on us and ever since then money was always tight. My abilities.... I always had them. 

My mothersaid that when I was born the doctors wentfrantically looking for me and 
thought it was a miracle when I suddenly appeared in the basket again. Like I said, money was tight and 
because of them...advantages I got from my abilities I began to steal. Nobody would ever catch who was 
doing it on camera because well, I was invisible.' 

I looked at Merry and Dan to see their take on all of this. Merry was now leaning both elbows 


on her desk, intrigued. Dan had pulled up a seat and leaned one elbow on Merry's desk. 



'I was only twelve at the time and even though my mother knew how I was doing it, my 
sisters were suspicious. See my parents and I had never told them but they knew something was up. I 
continued to go to regular school, but the kids started to realize, I wasn't normal. I wasn't the best at 
controlling my powers and the other kids caught on to what I was. They called me a 'freak'... 'devilish'... 
'sick'... they said-1 should be handed overto the government, but my mother refused...' 

I stopped to catch my breath before continuing. Here it goes, to tell them the truth. 

'Justthree weeks ago, on a Thursday afternoon, I was doing homework at the dining room 
table. It was like any other regular day, my sisters were hanging out with their friends outside and of 
course, I was alone. There was a knock at the door and since my mom hadn't been feeling good lately, I 
decided to answer it. I looked through the peephole and was surprised to see men dressed in all black 
with serious looks on their faces. I called mom anyway and she came to the door, also wondering who 
they could be. Finally, she opened the door and whatthey explained to her made both me and her very 
upset.' 


I could tell Merry was fully engrossed in my life story. Dan just keptthe same face that he 
had since I got here-jerk. 

'They said... They said that I had committed murder'... Merry's eyebrows shot up to her 
hairline and Dan crossed his arms. I knew he was probably really interested but just did n't want me to 
see it. Well good foryou jerk cause it's working. 

'Theysaid that I had killed a boyfrom my class name Bobby Shipparro. He lived down the 
street and often rode his bike every afternoon. They said that one afternoon Bobby went out and he 
didn't come back. His mother had called the police and forone whole week they searched everywhere 
for Bobby.' 


Merry's eyes were glazed over, probably trying to imagine it all. 

'Theyfound him alright. In the sewer,' Merry cringed and Dan blinked. 

'And guess who they blamed?'The room fell silent and Merry's eyes seemed to beg for the 

answer. 


'Me,'asmall gasp escapedfrom Merryandfinally Dan's brows furrowed. 



'Taylor Lovett, we have record that you have some special abilities' they said, 'We have had 
witnesses confirm that you can disappear and reappear at will' they said, 'Taylor Lovett, you are under 
arrest for the murder of Bobby Shipparro'THEY SAID' my voice was starting to rise and I took a deep 
breath to calm down. 

'What did they do?' Merry asked, speaking for the first in a long time. 

'What did they do? They tried to arrest me, but my mother wouldn't have it. She told them 
that I deserved a lawyerand a chance in court. The guys dressed in black finally left after negotiating 
with my mother and when the doors closed, she started to cry,' my own eyes began to fill up with tears 
as I picked at myfingers. 

'I felt like a monster. If only I didn't have this stupid ability my motherwouldn'tbe kneeling 
on the floor crying. I ran upstairs and began to pack two large suitcases. I didn't know where I was going 
but I knew I had to leave soon. I didn'ttell my mother; I didn'ttell my sistersand I told no friends where 
I was going. I had no friends'anyways' a tear fell on my lap and I furiously wiped it away. 

'If I concentrate, I can make otherthingsturn invisible too so sneakingoutof the house 
wasn't so hard. I caught the next bus and rode it as far as it could go. That's how I ended up in this town,' 
I sniffled and looked up at Merry, 'I got a motel and was just starting to get along with this boy named 
Ben when mister mistereo over here decided to interrupt' 

Dan let off two fake coughs into his fist. 

'He brought me here and that's where it-ends,' I let out a big breath and closed my eyes for 
a second. Everything I had buried deep down in the nooks and crannies of my brain was resurfacing. 

'Taylor, I can tell you this' Merry started, looking more serious then I had everseen her, 'Your 
story is by far the most heartbreaking one I've ever heard.' 

She went to her desk and pulled out a green lollypop while spitting out her gum. 

'You have my respect' she waved me away and opened up her binder, scribbling things down 
that was most likely to me. I got up quickly and made a mad dash for the door. I felt the tears coming 
and needed some alone time to cry like a baby. I tried to make a run for my room but who intercepted 
me? 



Dan... 


'You smell-so depressed too' he whispered, tucking his hands under his arms. I took two 
steps back and tried to think of a way around him. Why was he talking to me anyway? 

'When really you should be grateful' my mouth dropped open as 

Dan said thatand I wassure he was smelling'Shock...' 

'What?' 

'What I mean is that you're lucky you ran away before those equal rights hating jerks who 
tried to take you to prison. What I mean is that your lucky I savedyoufromthose think they can run 
some motel hillbillies who play with theirguests,' I folded my arms and looked away from Dan's smoked 
over bright blue eyes. He probably couldn't see my head turn and eyes brimming with tears, but he 
could probably smell it. 

'The Colony is yourfamily now. The otherfamily you left behind didn'teven like you. Didn't 
you say in there that your sisters began to dislike you just because you were different? A family who 
doesn't love you is overrated!' I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Was his heart made of stone? 

'How could you say that? My mother loved me and even though my sisters hated me deep 
down inside I knew... I knew they loved me! A family isn't something you can replace, copy or create. It's 
genuine! Foryou not to seethat, foryou...' 

I was walking up to Dan nowand I could feel the heat wavering off his body by now. 

'Foryou do not know that is... Is... Crazy!'tears were streaming down my face nowand I just 
couldn't understand why I was so frustrated with Dan. I could have just walked away but something 
inside of me wanted to convince him that family matters. 

'Stupid, that's what it-,' Dan didn'tget to finish because I tried to slap him but he caught my 
hand in midair. The force his big hand had on my little wrist hurt and I knew it would leave a bruise. His 
eyes held a mysterious yet determined look that I still had to figure out. 

'Call me crazy then Taylor because I don't know what it's like to have a family... a Genuine 


one. 



I think that the only reason why Dan left was that he didn't want me to see that lone tear 
slips down his face. When he released my hand, I crumpled to the ground and stumbled to get back up. I 
wiped the stray tears from my face and rubbed my burning eyes. I needed the warm bed waiting in 
room '64.' 


I needed that- and much more. 


A knock on my door made me pry my sticky and wet eyes open. I wiped the crust away and 
peered atthe clock on the nightstand nextto me. Eleven twenty-eight. I had slept in. 

I groaned- as I tried to sit up but the blood rushed to my ears and my temple started to 
pound. Holding my head, I shoved the sheetsoff of me but stopped noticing a blue and purple ring 
around my wrist. 

Releasing my head, I lightly touched the bruise, grimacing as pain shot up my right arm. Dan 
was a jerk. I was shaken out of last night's memories when the knock came again, a little louder this time. 

I wiped off the makeupthat had streaked myface last night and stood to go answerthe 
rapping door. It was more like hobblingsince one of my legs had fallen asleep. I knew I would answer 
the door looking like a mess wearing my shorts and shirt from yesterday, ruffled hair streaked makeup 
and bruised wrist. 

'Uh... Hello?' Sean questioned more than said as I answered my door. He looked me up and 
down and furrowed his brows. 

'What do you want?' I grumbled, knowing I probably sounded rude butat that point didn't 

care. 


'Well, Adrianne was going to do this but she had to go to training early, so she asked me to 
escort you to the training grounds to meet your trainer' ...Sean explained, looking at me funny and not 
at all paying attention to what he was saying. 

'But if you want to skip training today.' 

'I'll be ready in fifteen minutes' I closedthe doorand wentstraight to the bathroom after 


grabbing some clothes out of my drawer. I brushed out my hair, putting it into a ponytail and washed my 



face, reapplying my makeup. I put on the tank top and stretch pants from my drawer and left the 
bathroom in search of shoes. 

I found some comfortable running shoes and slipped those on. 

Afterglancing in the mirror, I opened the doorto a surprised Sean. 

'You clean upgood'was all he said as he led me down the hall and down the stairs. We made 
a right at the last step and walked down the halls of the bottom rooms going all the way to the back wall. 
Surprisingly, there was an elevatorthere and after pressingthe down arrow the metal doors swung 
open. 


The elevator was fairly big but again I was reminded of how big Sean was. Which again led 
me to wonder what his ability was. 

'Sean?' I said, massaging my aching wrist. I tried to rotate it a bit, but it was starting to swell. 

'Yah?' ...He answered, whistlinga tune that had no words. 

'What's your ability?' I asked, giving up with the wrist and putting my hand to my side. I 
began to wonder if I could make the swelling invisible. I didn't want people to worry about me. 

'Interesting that you ask, but I'm afraid I can't show you in here unless you want the elevator 
to breakdown,' Sean threw a smile my way and I willingly shook my head 'no.' 

Whateverhis ability was, it makes him able to breakdown one hundred-ton elevator. 

The elevator dinged at our stop and the metal doors reeled open. Following close behind 
Sean, I walked into a vast area that I assume was the training grounds. It was a wide-open area, 
stretching as far as the eye could see, it seemed that that whole level was for training. The floor was a 
plush blue carpet and the walls had been painted a metallic grey.There were tons of black mats spread 
in rows on one side and on the otherheld workout equipment of all kinds. There were water bottles and 
bags lined up all against the walls as people grunted and jabbed with theirtrainers. 

I instantly began to wonder who mytrainer was going to be. I hoped it was someone as nice 


as Adrianne. I couldn't handle any more intimidating colonials. 



Sean led me past rows and rows of mats until finally, he stopped, telling me to wait by this 
vacant mat. He told me he was going to go get my trainer who was on the otherside working out. I 
stood Patiently waiting, concentrating on my wrist to see if I could make the swelling invisible. I was cut 
short as I notice Sean coming my way. 

-And- 

Who he had fallen close behind made my blood boil? 

Dan... 

Coincidence, I think not! My spirits dropped, and I could tell Sean noticed the tension too. I 
don't know if I have a distinctive 'smell' but as he got closer to me Dan's eyes went wide as if he knew 
who his student was. 

My face was flushed as Sean introduced me to the jerk I already knew. 

'No needforinvitations Sean, I already know him' I gave up on my wrist and said bye to a 
confused Sean. 

'Look, I understand things didn'tgo so-owell last night but I'myourtrainer nowand you 
needto treat me with respect' 

'Why'd Merry pick you?' I couldn't help but ask, glaring up at him. 

'So much for the respect', he murmured, getting down on the mat and starting to stretch. I 
followed. 'She picked me because I'm blind' 

'And?' 

'Yourability is invisibility since I'm blind, I can'tseeyouanywaywhich makes it more 
challenging for you because I'm used to fighting people without seeing them' 

I looked down at my swollen wrist and understood. Somehow Dan was able to block my hit 
even though he could n't see me. I didn't want to talk to Dan but the re was something I needed to ask 
him. 


'How did you do it?' 



'Do what?' 


'Block my hit.' 

Dan was silent for a moment as we stretched our hamstrings, 'well I could sense your hand 
coming at me. All my sensoria are advanced except for my sight. I can also smell people's emotions. 

I nodded butthen said ok out loud, rememberinghecouldn'tsee. 

'What doyou smell on me right now?' I asked, getting up as Dan stood. 

'Well it's kind of hard to find in such a big crowd but yoursmell is kind of ...unique,' I wrinkled 
my brow on this discovery, I had a unique smell? 

'Confusion,' he said finally handing mesomeglovesthat let my fingers point threw but 
protected my knuckles and palms, 'You've been smelling like confusion eversince you got here.' 

'Well your right, I am confused' I said, hitting Dan's open hands like he instructed, 'This 
whole place confuses me, Merry-Kateconfuses me, my life confuses me, you... confuse me.' 

I looked up at Dan to see him staring off into space. It was hard reading his face since he 
often left it blank. 

'I confuse you?' He asked, signalingfor me to punch harder. 

'Well, yeah. But it's nothing, I mean I don't want to talk about it' when your training you kind 
of end up speakingyour mind and right then and there I felt like I was babbling. 

'Whatever,' Dan replied bluntly, keeping his hands steady as I punched away. Only lightly 
punching when it came to my right hand. I was so mad at his attitude though. 

'Jerk!' I grunted, hitting hard with my left hand. Dan's foot moved a centimeter backward 
from the punch, he raised one eyebrow. 

'Excuse me?' 

-And- 

'Don'tact like you didn't hear me, you're a jerk and everybody knows it. You put on this 
hardcore shell and then verbally attack everyone. Doyou even have any friends? I'd be surprised if you 



do. You make me so frustrated you know that? Why do you have to be so rude all the time? You 
seriously need an attitude checkl' 

I hit Dan's open hand as hard as I could and was surprised as he stumbled backward. Before I 
could even congratulate myself through a stream of pain traveled up my right arm making me collapse 
to my knees. 

'Oww,' I moaned, clutching my wrist that was beginningto throb, my eyes were beginningto 
water but I didn't dare cry. I tried to get back up and shake it off before Dan noticed but it was too late. 

'Taylor...?' Dan called, kneelingdown nextto me and probably trying to read myemotions. 

'Why do you smell like 'pain.' 

...?... 

He asked, looking in my direction. 

I squeezed my eyes shut and then opened them again, 'It's nothing it's just-' I couldn'tfinish 
because a wave of pain overcame my wrist again. 

It hurt so bad! 

'Justwhat?' 

'You jolted up my wrist that's whatl' I snapped, standing up and walking past rows and rows 
of mats. I needed to take the elevator out of here and to my room, so I can get some ice. 

'Taylor! Taylor waits...!' Dan called, joggingafterme. I ran onward, reaching the elevatorand 
frantically clicking the up button. 

'Taylor!' Dan called, weaving around mats with scary accuracy. 

'Leave me alone!' I yelled, making heads turn. Ignoring the stares, I boarded the elevator, 
clutching my wrist and praying forit to stopthrobbing.The doorsto the elevatorstarted to close shut 
but were stopped by a gloved hand. 

I cursed under my breath as Dan stepped inside, sweating at the brow and looking in my 
direction. It still feels weird to me how he doesn't look you in the eye when he talks. 




'What's wrong with your wrist?' He asked, panting and wiping his forehead. He probably had 


to concentrate a lot justto catch up with me. I slid to the cornerof the elevatorand knelt down in a 
sitting position. 

Standingsuddenlyfeittoo hard. 

'It's bruised and swelling really bad-' I said finally,giving upon the 'Getthe hell away from 
me!' charade. Dan came over to me and helped me to my feet. 

'It's because of last night, isn't it?' He asked, touching my wrist lightly and jerking his hand 
away when I cringed. 

'Yah,' I whispered, trying my bestto stay up, I felt faint and weak. Dan held my shoulder 
firmly while grasping my left arm. The elevatorfinally dinged and we sped out unto the bottom floor. 

We started to walk towards the stairs but I couldn't do it. I just couldn't. 

'Whoa, Taylor, why can't you stand up?' Dan asked, steadying my shoulder and helping me 

along. 


'I don't know' I confessed, talking barely above a whisper, Dan put his hand to my forehead 
and sighed. 

'You're burning up really bad, it's probably a fever' before I knew it, Dan was placing his hand 
undermy knee and lifting me into his arms. 

'Dan... put me down' I murmured, clutching my head and resting my wriston my stomach. 

'I'm afraid you mightfaint if I do that' 

'But... but...' 

'But what?' 

'But what will people think if they see us?' I whispered, looking up at a focused Dan. We 
were already up the stairs and walking to my room. 

'I thinkyour health is more importantthan what people think' Dan answered, opening my 
door and carrying me in sideways. It reminded me of the groom carrying the bride home. 



'I guessyou're nota jerkafterall... 


Dan smiled. 

'Where am I?' looking through the haze that had become my vision I saw a figure sitting on 
my right side. 

I tried to sit up butfelt pain and heaviness overcome me. Afirm butgentle hand eased me 
back down into laying position. My vision was coming backa little and I could vaguely see what I assume 
is my room. 'You're in your room' came a voice that seemed to belong to the figure. I recognized him as 
Dan. I cleared my throat as I tried to talk some more. Talking had become hard and my throat felt hoarse. 

'Because...' 

'Because you fainted remember? You have a really bad fever and yours... the wrist isn't 
looking too good' Dan sounded really tired and I wondered whattime it was. In hopes of seeing my clock 
I looked to my left coming face to face with tubes, wires and cords all hooked up to my left wrist. A big 
metal stand with a fluid bag was hooked upto it. 

I lifted my right arm to scratch my hair when I realized my right hand was securely bandaged. 
What happened while I was asleep? 

'I'm so stupid,' I turned my head to where Dan was sitting, he was staring at the wall and 
looking awfully guilty. 

'Why? Being blind doesn't make you see and stay.' 

'No not that.Trust me I've already gone through the'I hate beingblind!' stage. I'mtalking 
about your wrist. I was so stupid to have been so rough on you. I should have just let you slap me in the 
face. I mean it wouldn't have even left a mark on me' I didn't knowhow to take that comment. 

'But you... 'Dan slid his hand along my arm, probably trying to find my right wrist. I was 
surprised at how much I liked the feel of his fingers on me, 'I hurt you really badly and how could I fight 
for the colony's belief if I'm taking advantage of my strength?' 

Dan finally found my wrist and laid it in his big hands. I didn't have to have the ability to smell 
emotionsto know how Dan wasfeeling. 



'Dan-' there was a knock at my door making Dan gently put my wrist back on the bed. 


Dan opened the doorto a skinny little girl with black pigtails. She scuttled inside, smashing a 
white clipboard into her chest. Dan mumbled a couple of words to her; the girl glanced at me and then 
came scurryingto my side. She reminded me of a field mouse. 

The scrawny girl pushed her red-rimmed glasses further unto her head and she emitted 
down one of herjet- black pigtails. Her tanned skin gave me a clue to her probably beingSpanish. She 
setthe clipboard on the dresserand started to checkthe fluid in the sack hanging on the metal pole by 
my bedside. 

I watched with confusion as she picked up my unharmed wrist, holding it in a way and 
looking down at her watch at the same time. She did a little nod of her head, picking up her clipboard 
and scribbling somethingdown. 

'Excuse me but what are-'the girl cut me off with a fierce 'shush!' 

I sighed as she picked up my wrist again and began to adjust the needles that were inserted 
into it. Finally, she took a vile full of who knows what and inserted it into the tube connected to my left 
wrist. 


Whateverit was, it made me feel drowsy. 

'Now,' began the girl, talking for the first time, 'when she dozes off, she'll probably sleep for 
a good ten hours and that should get you the rest you deserve to Mr. Harbor.' 

Thegirl seemedto be talking to Dan and I madea mental note of Dan'slast name. 

Harbor... 

'Alexandra, you don't have to call me Mr. Harbor, Dan is fine to remember?' Dan said bluntly 
as if he had beentellingthe little girl this all herlife. 

'And I keep telling you don't call me Alexandra, Alex is fine'thegirl retorted, pushing up her 
glassesand scribbling one last note on herclipboard. 

'Yah, yah whatever,'he said, crossing his arms in that defiant way. 


Part: 30 



'Well, I guess I'll be going now. Call me if she has any more complications' then the girl was 
scurrying out of the room going to who knows where. 

'Whowas that?' I whispered, suddenlyfeelingvery drowsy. 

'Oh, that was Taylor an-1 mean Taylor. She's a thirteen-year-old girl packed with a lot of 
attitudes' Dan answered, sounding pretty tired himself. 

'What's her ability?' 

'She's a child prodigy. A genius if you will? She's the only person around here who's medically 
capable of taking care of us.' 

'Oh...?' 

I was aboutto ask Dan somethingelse when someone- bursts through the room door. Talk 
about no privacy. 

'Dan we needyou ASAP! Someone's fooling around in the decoy run-down shack I' Like-so 
that's what that dingy shack was called. The intruder was a short Asian guy who seemed to spend many 
hours in the gym. 

'Are you sure it isn't just a forest creature?' Dan was standing now, looking more alert than 

ever. 


'We're certain sir, definitely human' the Asian dude answered, he looked about ready to fight. 

Dan sighed, rubbinghis eyesand then lookingup at the ceiling. He took one deep breath 
through his nose and then exhaled loudly. Then just as my eyes drooped to a heavy close.... 

'Ben...' Dan whispered before I heard the thudding of retreating footsteps. 

Walking down the hall I heard voices. Notjust regulartalking but harsh whispers that 
seemed to be about something highly important. Going invisible, I went up to Merry-Kate's cracked door. 
I was supposed to be recuperating but that was going to have to wait. 


'Are you sure you left no tracks, Dan?' Merry-Kate whispered fiercely, pacing back and forth. 



'I'm positive! You know I don't leave an obvious trail Merry-Katel' he answered, looking 
more stressed then I had ever seen him before. From what I could see, the re was someone else sitting in 
one of the chairs that faced Merry's desk. The chair had ropes laced around it. 

'I can hear you guys, you know!' then came another rather annoying voice. It sounded famed, 
almost like... 

'Shutup Ben!' Dan said suddenly. 

Ben! 

'Dan what are we going to do with him now?! He has no abilities!' Merry said frantically, 
sounding more worried than her usual self, 'If the other districts find out he's here we are done for!' 

'Well first, Taylor, come in and stop eavesdropping' Dan said, looking my way. If I were visible, 
they would have seen my face deepen three shades redder. I eased open the door and made myself 
visible as I stepped into the tension-filled room. 

'Second, we need to find out exactly what he knows' Dan finished, waving me to a seat. I 
walked over to a chair, as Ben kept his eyes on me. 

'Taylor?' he asked, squinting and un-squintinghis eyes. 

'In the flesh,' I mumbled, playing with a piece of my hair. 

'What were you doing up their Ben?' Dan asked, making Ben turn to him, 'Why were you 
snoopingaround out there!' 

'I was just walking around ok?! I saw the shack and was wondering if I could probably fix it up 
for my own personal uses when you people showed up...!' Ben sounded like he was telling the truth, but 
Dan slit his eyes. 

'You were looking for Taylor, were n't you?' He said, getting in Ben's face. 

'I don't know whatyou're talking about!' Ben looked away from us all and sighed deeply. 'I 
knewyou were a freakDan' he mumbled. 

Dan moved so fast that all I feltwas a breeze. His hands were at Ben'sthroat now, squeezing 


but not causing damage. 



Part: 31 


'What did you say?' He said through clenched teeth and I couldn't watch any further. 

'Hey! Let him go, Dan!' I grabbed Dan's arm and pulled it away from Ben's neck. Ben let out 
two raspy coughs. 

'Didn'tyou hearwhat hejust called me?!' Dan asked furiously, I wasn't expecting Dan to just 
walk out of the room like that. 

'Well, that wentwell,' Merry-Kate said sarcastically, clapping her handstogether. Going 
aroundthe side of herdeskshetooka dramatic seat in herchair. 

'What am I supposed to do with Ben?' I asked, regretting evereavesdropping. 

'Bring him to the containment room' Merry-Kate decided, placing a CD in her stereo. 

'Where's that?' 

'Down the hall... I'm sorryTaylor but it seems he'syourresponsibility now. Dan wants 
nothingto do with him' I sighed, releasing 

Ben from the chair and giving him an apologetic look as I tied his hands. 

Walking out of Merry's room as pop music blared, I tried not to make eye contact with Ben, 
but that was proving to be difficult. 

'I thoughtyou ran away,' he said finally, as we reached a room marked 'containment room.' I 
didn't knowhow to respond to that so I took him in and began to untie him. 

'Aren't you going to say something?' He asked, rubbing his wrists and looking at me. I made 
the mistake of looking up at Ben. He looked genuinely confused but I didn't knowwhatto say to him. 
Ever since Dan brought me to this place I had never really sat down and thought of Ben finding me... but 
now he had. 

'I don't really have anything to say-' I confessed, taking the rope and heading for the door. 


'Of course, you don't. 



I didn't know exactly what Ben meant by that, but it made me feel like -1 had done or said 
somethingwrong. 

Closing the metal door, I turned the lock and watched through the foggy mirror as Ben took a 
seaton a metal chair. I thought I would neversee him again... 

Part: 32 

But there he was. 

I didn't know where I wasgoingas I walkedthe halls. I guessi was looking for Adrianne's 
room, or you could say I wanted to say hi to Sean, but to tell you the truth I was looking for Dan. He 
looked really mad earlier and I didn't want his fierce attitude to get in the way of my training ... or you 
could say I wanted to make sure he was ok. 

I bumped intoTaylor though and after hearing herscold me aboutwalking around when I 
should be resting, she told me where his room was. So, on I went to go find Dan's room which I was told 
to be number'94,' climbing the stairs to the top floor-1 finally stood facinga door identical to minejust 
with a different number. 

It was so silent that I assumed nobody was even in the re but after mustering up enough 
courage, I knocked. 

'Who is it?' Called, Dan and I hesitated- before answering. 

'It's me...Taylor' if there were ever a time, I wanted to go invisible, that was one of those 

times. 


'What do you want?' Dan opened the door now and again I was met by smoked over bright 

blue eyes. 


'I wantto talk,' I said, trying to rubthe sweaton my palms away. 

'About Ben huh?' He asked, openingthe doora little wider now. 

'Yah,'aftera moment of silence, Dan openedthedoorallthe wayand motioned for me to 
fallow him inside. I don'tknowwhat I wasexpectingtosee in Dan's room. I don'tif I was expectingto 
seethe same furniture as mine or some cool fightinggear. I didn't know whatto expect. 



But what I saw was definitely, something-1 didn't expect. 


Flashlights. Thousands and thousands of flashlights. All hangingfrom the ceiling, pasted to 
the wall, sitting on the dresser,everywhere.Yetstill,theywereall turned off. 

'Dan?' I started, trying to find my words, 'What are all these flashlightsfor?' 

'They were just a phase,' he said, going over to his bed and taking a seat on the edge. 
Dodging hangingflashlights and glancing at random objects, I finally made it to Dan's bed and took a 
hesitant seat. 

'That's it? That's all your willing to say about them?' I pushed, gesturingto thousands of 
flashlights that stared back with their lifeless bulbs. 

Part: 33 

'As I said, they were a phase. When I first became blind everythingwassodark. I just wanted 
to finally seethe light again and I thought that if I bought a whole bunch of flashlights... I would. Of 
course, I grew out of that stage and now they just sit around lifeless. Anymore questions you came to 
hammerme with?' 

'Oh... Why do you hate Ben so much?' I asked, clasping my hands together. Dan rubbed his 
eyelidsand sighed. 

'Isthat really what you came to talk about?' He asked. 

'Well... Yah' 

'Well I and Ben usedto befriends,' Ithink something of a gasp escaped my lips as Dan said 
this. I would have neverexpected them to be friends. When Dan looked at Ben all I saw was hate in his 
eyes. 


'Yup... friends, but apparently he had his own way of than king me when I saved him from 
that busthat almost ran him over. He found out I had abilities and decided I was a 'freak' I sighed, 
realizing what truly happened.' 

'I'm sorry that happened?' 



'Well it wasn't your fault, so you don't have to be sorry-' Dan shrugged, looking in my 
direction. It still amazed me how much more skilled he was then me even though I can see.' 

'Dan,doesit everbotheryouthat you don't know what people look like?' I asked. Dean 
scrunched his eyebrowstogetherand placed his hand on his chin.' 

'It used to... But I have otherways of imagining what people look like' 

Part: 34 

I looked overat Dan and tookthe time to really look at him. His jet-black hair was cut in a 
neatsleek way making his hair streamline. 

His misted over light blue eyes that seemed to be mystical pools of magic. There was just 
something so enchanting about him in the glow of the lamp that I did n't even notice that I was staring at 
him. 


'Do I have something on my face?' I guess Dan noticed that I was staring at him because I 
turned ruby red at his question. 

'Uh- No sorry I justthought I saw something' I lied, playing with my fingers. Suddenly though, 
Dan was lifting his fingers like he did that night when I first saw him, and he began searching my face. It 
wasn't as weird as I thought it would be, but it gave me chills to feel Lane's warm but firm hands 
caressingthe curves and dimples in my face. 

'Whyare you nervous?' He asked smirkingunderhis breath. I thinkmy mind froze as the 
room grew silent, Dan's face growing closerto mine. 

I was definitelysurprisedasAdrianne came flying in, cheeks flushed withoutwarning. 

'Dan! What are you doing here I Didn't you hear?! The anti mutation shots have been 
released!' Dan jumped up so fast that I was sure he was going to knockdown one of his flashlights and 
me as well. 


'It can't be! But the treaty-' Adrianne cut him off quicker than he could finish. 

'If there ever was a treaty there isn't one now! Hurry! Merry-Kate needs you!'Adrianne ran 
over to Dan and grabbed him by the wrist dragging him out the door in such a hurry, I don't even think 



she noticed me. I watched the door slam shut and I let out a sigh, my face returningto its normal color. 
Whatever was about to happen, it didn't and I don't know if I should be happy or sad about it. 

'I guess we'll have to finish ourtalk later.' 

'So, you finally come back,' Ben sighed, getting upfrom his chair as I opened the metal door. 

I had come to bring him some food and I setthetray down, turning to leave. 

Part: 35 

'What?You're just going to leave?' Prodded Ben... I turned around slowlyand just stared. 

'Oh, I see. They turned you into one of them so nowyou can't talk to me,' I marched across 
that room so fast that I think I surprised myself. 

'I was born with my abilities and beingone of them isn't so bad!' I was up in his face now, our 
chest barely touching. 

'Isthat so? Seems more likefreaksville to me' I hissed pushing Ben only to bump my chest 
into him again. 

'I am nota freakand I can't believe you would say that!' 

'I knowyou're not...' 

'What did youjustsay-! Wait.... What?' I didn't know if I had heard right. It had come as just 
a bare whisperand I didn't even realize he had said it. 

'I said I knowyou're nota freak' He whispered, staring down at me, looking deep within my 
eyes. I think I froze, my breath coming out in short rasps. 

'Then what am I?' I asked quietly, looking at every detail on his face. 

'Your-' I twirled around quickly as Dan entered the room and stumbled backward as I realized 
howto close me, and Ben was standing. Dan wasn't looking directly at us, I mean he can't look at us, but 
I could tell he knew whatwas up. 


'Is everything ok in here? I heard yelling' he crossed his arms in that defiant way and I sighed. 



'Nothing... it's nothing/ I whispered, stepping overthe tray and quickly squeezing past Dan. I 
slipped out the door and let out a whoosh of air as I turned the corner down the hall. That was just too 
awkward. Goingthe restof the way to my room I went invisible not really wanting to engage in 
conversation with anybody. 

I wentto my room and closed the door behind me, flinging myself onto my bed. Having Ben 
here was going to make 'Glad you could make it Taylor!' Adrianne yelled overthe pounding music. I was 
at one of the colonies' annual Saturday night parties and I honestly had no idea why I came. It was just a 
party that was being held on the bottom floor, kind of like how I had found everyone hanging out when I 
first came to the colony. Even when I wentto school, I wasn't much of a party person. I wasn't much of a 
people person to even get invited to a party for that matter. 

Yet there I was. The music pounding, people gathered in small groups all across the plush 
blue carpet. Beers, wine and I'm-sure-it's-not punch littering each hand and also the floor. It felt like a 
real high school party, and I was a part of it. 

'Yah! Glad you finally broke out of that shell you call a room!' Sean practically had to holler, 
and I punched him lightly on the arm. We laughed but it could hardly be heard overParamore. 

'I'm going to go get some of whatever she's having'Adriane said, pointing at some girl who 
was using her fire to make swirls of flaring fire breath curl in the air. She had gathered a crowd and they 
were all rootingfor her. I watched my strawberry blond friend headforthe kitchen and Sean followed 
after. I wastemptedtogo to but I thoughtthe best of it. 

I had noticed the way Sean had been looking at Adriane all night and it seems like he really 
likes her. Whatever little moments they can get together should n't be intruded by me. Even though I 
was beinga good friend I felt kind of lonely in that big crowd with people bumpingagainstme and 
grinding on each other. I felt out of place... until someone tapped me on the shoulder. 

I was half expecting it to be Adriane, half hoping it was Dan but I had turned around to a 
completely newface. 

Well not entirely new because it had seemed like I was introduced to this guy before, but I 
couldn't remember his name. He was tall, had brown hair that fell in his face a little and his eyes! That 
boy had eyes! Those were the first things that struck me as I looked into those hazel eyes with gold 
flecks. 



The boy smiled sheepishly and scratched the back of his head. 


'I saw you across the way... and I just wanted to know if you want to dance/ the boy stuck 
out his hand and I took it with a smile. He pulled us out into a better dancing spot and soon I was doing 
dance moves I didn'teven know I could do. 

'What'syour name?' I had to ask three times overthe music before the boy could hearme. 

'Noah!' He shouted, coming closer to me so that his lips brushed my ear. 

'Taylor!' I shouted back, grasping his shoulder. I was surprised at the DJ decided at that 
moment to switch to a slow song but I was grateful for my ears to have a break. 

'So, what'syour ability?' Noah asked, grabbing my waist and pulling me into him. He did a 
little drum beat as I talked. 

'I can turn invisible, you?' He gave mea charming smile as I wrapped myarms around his 

neck. 


'It's pretty lame but I can shoot lasers from my eyes' I smiled reassuringly. 

'That's pretty cool actually, betterthan mine.' 

'Heyat least yours doesn'tgive you headachestwenty-four-seven,' I shrugged, giving up on 
our little banter. 

'Your cute when you do that' Noah whispered and I felt a warm tingle start from my toes and 
work its way up. It was natural for me to blush at a compliment like that but it felt different from Noah. 
With Dan, he couldn't see me blush but Noah saw everything. It made him chuckle and I turn invisible. 

'Ah come on. I'm sorry,' he cooed, holding me tighter as if to make sure I was there. 

'I'm sorry I guess it was justa reflex,' I said, going backto normal. 

'Keep that up and you'll make me look like I'm dancing with myself 

I laughed, 'You would have kept dancing, though right?' 


'Of course, but I need you to stay visible or else-1 wouldn't be able to do this...' 



Before-1 knew it, Noah was kissing me. I mean full-on kissing me. He pulled me into him 
closerand I was into it more than I thoughti would. But there was something off. Somethingthatdidn't 
seem right. As I had myeyesclosed, Noah'swarm lips sliding overmine, I wasn't picturing myself 
standingin the middle ofthe floor with him. 

No, in my head I was with Dan. 

I pulled away from Noah suddenly atthis realization and he gave me a quizzical look. 

'It's been a long time but I know I'm not that bad of a kisser' he chuckled, steadying my 
elbow as I almost fell on someone. 

'No- it isn't you, it's me' I said quickly, staring up into his gold-flecked eyes. There was 
definitely something I liked about Noah... But he wasn't Dan... 

Or Ben... 

Taylor leaned in and Kissed me lightly this time and I just smiled. 

'You want me to walk you to your room, you seem like you need an early night' I nodded my 
head a fog. Had I just pictured myself kissing Dan? 

Taylor intertwined his fingerswith mine and slightly rubbedthe back of my knucklesas we 
walked past the crowd of people. He was being awfully sweet and I felt kind of bad for th inking about 
someone else while I was kissing him. 

We passed by Sean and Adrianne who were whispering something in each other's ears. 
Adrianne gave me a thumbs' up and a wink and I smiled back. Walking up the stairs it was kind of dark 
and quiet, it seemed like everyone was down atthat party. We finally made it to my room doorand I 
turned to Taylor with a sigh. 

'Sorry about earlier' I said, hoping anotherapology would have some effect. 

'No worriesTaylor, I had a greattime. I'll see you tomorrow?' Itwas moreofa statement 
then a question as Taylor bentdown and kissed me lightly onthe lips again. 

'Yah, tomorrow' I turned around and opened up my room door saying another bye to Taylor 
and then closing my doorwith a thud. What a nighti 



I had a great time... but I felt weird not seeing Dan the whole entire day. my days long and 


tiring. 


We were bouncing along a dirt-packed road in Dan'sjeep, the trees scattering shadows 
across our faces. I was in a car... alone with Dan. It wasn't how I had dreamed it to fee I though because 
weweren'tonourwayto a date or anything. No, this ride wasall business. 

Dan'sface showedthat. 

I had tried to start a conversation the whole time, butall Dan would do Isgrunt in replyand it 
was starting to piss me off. We were on our way to the city, a place I had neverexpected tosetfootin 
again. Apparently, we're goingtoget more information on what people around the colony are calling 
'The Death Shots'. The shots don't really kill you, but they make you normal and to people in the colony 
it's a death threat. 

I don't know how I feel about the shots yet. All my life there was a small part of me that 
wished to be normal, butthen there was the otherpartthat was proud of who I am. Coming to the 
colony had fueled that pride and made me feel more at home than ever? 

I looked overat Dan to see if his facial expression had changed... it hadn't. 

'Dan, please talk' I don'tknowwherethe pleading came from, but it worked. 

'They released Ben last night,' he murmured, swervingaround a pothole. I turned so that I 
wasn't looking at the dashboard but at him. 

'What?' 

'They released Ben last night' he repeated, more slowly this time. I didn't know howto feel 
aboutthat statement. I didn'tevengetto tell Ben bye. 

'Oh,' was all I had to say as I rested my elbow on the car door, smashing my cheek into my 

palm. 


'You wouldn't mind though since you already have a boyfriend' 

I looked at Dan funny even though he couldn'tsee me. Whatdid he just say? 


'You heard me' he said, sensing my confusion. I breathed in and took a deep breath out. 



'Dan, do you mean Taylor?' I asked, twisting my body so that I was fully facing him. Dan 


frowned. 


'Maybe' 

'And how would you know about Taylor?' Urn good, I had him where-1 wanted him. 

'Things neverstay a secretin the colony Taylor,' was all he had to say about it. I sighed, was 
Dan actually... Jealous. But he didn't like me, did he? 

'Are you Jealous Dan?' I asked, knowing he heard the smile in my voice. Dan turned a shade 
of pinkbeneath his cheeks. 

'Whosaid?' I laughed,and this surprised him a bit. 'What?What's so funny?' 

'It's just... it's just I've never seen you blush before; we should really have talks like this more 
often' I mused, slapping his knee, he shook his head with a smirk. 

'We'll live it up because it won't be happeningoften'...and just like that, the blush was gone. 

'Look, Dan, I don't know why I'm explaining this to you but Taylor was kind of, the umm...the 
heat of the moment if you know what I mean' oh jeez now a blush was creeping unto my face! 

Dan looked overat me, but then faced the road again. It's still weird driving with him, I know 
he won't crash but it makes me nervous. 'Heat of the moment huh?' He asked, his teeth flashing white 
in the sunlightthat made it through the trees. 

'Yah, is that too hard to believe?' I asked, glad the road had turned to asphalt. We were 
nearingthe city. 

'I wouldn't know'there was a mystery in Dan's words, but I took them anyway. There was 
still a lot I didn't know about him, but it didn't bother me too much. My stomach tightened upas a sign 
flew by, saying the city was only ten miles away. I grabbed the car door frame and clutched my middle. 
When Dan had chosen me to come with him out of all the othercolonists, I was hesitant. But then I 
thought, going into the city with Dan could be fun. Now I'm having a second thought. 

Suddenly- Dan's broad hands were reachingoverand Imitating me on the knee, his hand 
restingtherefora second longer. 'Don't worryTaylor, maybe people have forgotten by now.' 



You have just witnessed the magic of Dan, which can make a girl feel better by a tap on the 
knee and words money couldn't buy. 

'Thanks, Dan-' 

I and Dan weresharinga hotel. 

I was in the bathroom, hyperventilating with a paper bag. Not necessarily about the whole 
Dan thing. No, I'm just overreacting even though I'm in the city that could arrest me for murder. I sat on 
the toilet seattrying to catch my breath, Dan's magic words only lasted until the sign saying 'Welcome 
to The City!' 

Usingthe counteras a boost I forced myself to stand up. Looking in the mirror, I looked pale 
with a tinge of green. I just hoped I wouldn't puke in front of Dan. 

'Taylor! Are you alright!?' Dan called from outside. I had probably been in there an hour. 

'I'm fine, coming out now' I put the paper bag under the sink and fixed my hair before 
openingthe door. Dan gave me a quizzical stare before goingto the bathroom. I looked around the 
simple hotel. Two beds, a nightstand in between, a mini-fridge, a small table and two chairs, closets etc. 
It was a very bland place, nothing special. 

I tookthe bed closestto the bathroom in case of an... emergency. I laid back on the bed and 
thought about everything in general. I was in a hotel room, along with a very cute boy, and I was near 
the point of puking. 

Of course, the relationship between me and Dan was strictly businessforthis trip. At least 
that's what I think. I just wish I could read Dan. I wish I knew what he was thinking, he seems so closed 
off sometimesthat it's hard to talk to him much less read him. 

Dan came out of the bathroom and went over to his bedside, taking stuff out of his pocket 
and putting them in the draws by the nightstand. I just watched silently, knowingthat justa couple of 
months ago my motherwould have neverallowed me to be alone with a boy in a hotel room. 

'We scout tomorrow,'was all Dan said before brushing his teeth and goingto bed. He just 
slept in some shorts and it made me nervous seeing him shirtless. The man did that boy have abs! I got 



ready to go to bed too and it made me giggle when I thought of this as a sleepover.The silly things that 
run around in my head. 

I tucked myself in and turned so that I was facing Dan's bed. He didn't even sleep under the 
covers and I could clearly seethe rise and fall of his chest. His face looked so peaceful when he wasn't 
scrunching it up into a frown. 

Oops! I jinxed it.... He just made a frown in his sleep. 

I'm standing on a vast white plane. Nothing but nothingness stretch ingout before me. Wait... 
what is that? Itsounds like squeaking, the squeaking of wheels. I turn my head justslightly and let a gasp 
escape my breath at what I see. Slowly, very slowly, as if his wheels are rusted over, Bobby Shipparro 
rides by on his bike. He'sas pale as a ghost, his eyescaressingdark circles, a black crimson red hole 
where his heart should be.... 

I fall down unto my knees, only a whimper escaping my throat and Bobby turns to me. His 
lips are cracked white and peelingand I see him mouth the words'Murderer'. I try to scream out 'NO!' 
but no words leave my lips. I clasp my throat, forcing it to work. Then Bobby begins to dissolve right in 
front of my eyes, melting like the wicked witch and suddenly there is a drain in the whiteness. Bobby's 
liquid form slips into that drain neverto be seen again. I crawl furiously towards the drain, trying to pull 
him back out, but he's gone, gone to the sewers. 

Portion 

I look up and I'm shocked to see my living room. Everything, from the rickety old table I did 
my homework at, to the blood-red door my mother answered that fateful day. I'm surprised to see the 
door open, slowly at first and they stand before me, the two men in black and they're pointing straight 
at me. I hear my mother's sobs. I can't see her, I can't feel her, but I hear her sobs racking my brain. No 
matter how hard I cover my ears, I can still hearthem. 

She hates me, she was always disappointed in me and I don't deserve to be her daughter. 




I shot straight up in bed and was surprised to feel my body collide straight into Dan's. Feeling 
his skin in contact with mine, me only wearing a tank top, made a wave of shock surge through me. Dan 
held my arms steady; I had n't even realized they were shaking and began to rub them slowly. 



'Taylor... Taylor are you alright? You were murmuringand thrashing in yoursleep' he said, 


wiping the sweatfrom my forehead and brushingaway the hair that clung to my face. 

'I'm- I'm...' I didn't know how to explain everything! had dreamed. I had had similar dreams 
before but none this vivid and detailed. Coming to the city had shocked some nerve in my brain forcing 
these nightmareson me. I didn'twantthem. 

I began to cry. 

It was the first time-1 had actually sobbed in front of Dan. Yah, I cried that time when we 
fought in the hallway but this time I was sobbing. I think Dan was shocked too because he just pulled me 
into his chestand let me wash him with my tears. It was an all-out Niagara Falls. 

'Taylor, it's okay... I'm here...sh-h' it was weird hearing Dan whisper those comforting words 
into my ear and I think that's what made me stop crying. Or it was probably the fact that I could feel 
everyflex and muscle from Dan pressed against me. 

I sniffled, 'I-1 had a bad dream,' When the words left my mouth, I then realized how babyish 
they sounded. 

'About?'... Dan whispered, he sounded tired and it made me feel like I was a bu rden suddenly. 
Dan had chosen me to come with him and now he had to wake up in the middle of the night to comfort 
me like some baby. 

'It's- It's nothing, I'm fine... Go back to bed, get some rest, you don't have to-' Dan cut me off 
with a deep sigh. 

'Taylor, why do you always feel that I don't want to listen to what you have to say?' Dan 
asked, his eyes actually looking into my eyes for the first time. It almost made me forget he was blind. I 
was too dumbstruck by his question to answer. 

'Well I do'... he said, seeing as how I couldn't answer him at the moment, 'Tell me about your 

dream'. 


So-o I did, and the words came spewing out just as the tears had. Dan frowned at some parts, 
most parts actually, but he didn't talk. He let me do all of the yappings and it felt good to actually be 
able to tell someone all of this. 



'It's my fault/ he concluded finally after I was done talking and we just stared at each other. 


'No, it's not...' I said quickly, wiping my nose with the back of my hand. 

'Yes, it is, I should have never brought you back here, you've alreadygone through enough 
and now I'm bringing you back to the people who want to through you in jail'. 

I laid my hand on Dan's chest, feeling his heart pulsating beneath myfingers. Itsenta wave 
of warmth all the way up my arm. Dan looked my way anxiously, waiting for me to say something. 

'Even though I still don'tthink it's yourfault, I forgive you. If it makes you feel better, I 
forgive you' Dan smiled and I loved how it looked on him. It wasn't a frown, it wasn't a smirk, it was a 
genuine smile. 

Genuine... 

I started to laugh, and Dan scrunched up his eyebrows and looked my way as if to say, 'Are 

you crazy?' 


'I'm sorry, it's just... Look at me!' I giggled and began to laugh harder realizing Dan couldn't 
look at me. Butthenit made mefeelsad and guilty for laughing at him beingblind. I wasjustan 
emotionalwreck! 

'I wish I could see you' he said, his big hand caressing my cheek and his thumb running along 
my eyebrows, the length of my nose, my lips that let out silent gasps of air. My heart racing. 

'Whyare you sonervous?' He whispered, just like thattime I came to talk to him. 

Then Dan leaned in, smoothly and silently as if she were on a forbidden mission, and he 
kissed me. The passion, the lust, his warm lips sliding back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. 

Dan... 

He was everything at that moment. Everything-1 ever wanted, everything! ever hoped for, 
more than I could have imagined. It was Dan... And I wanted him to be mine. 

I grabbed Dan's face in my small hands and he leaned in further, our kisses drowning out the 
darkroom and making it seemto burstwith light. Notjust light but life also. Instantlyl forgotthe 



nightmare, instantly I was transformed and breathing deeply I continued to kiss the person who seemed 
to be my whole world at that moment. 

Dan reluctantly pulled away, catching his breath and me the same. His body, pressed against 
mine, was heated and his heart pounded with fire. I looked up into his eyes. I looked up into Dan's eyes 
that used to always seem so misted over. They weren't smoked with blindness at that second thought, 
they were burning. Burningwith a desire, a want, a need I had neverseen before. 

'Finally-' he whispered, his voice cracking a little, 'Finally, I seethe light.' 

Waking up to Dan'sface so close to mine in the morning is something I would have never 
thought happen tome. I relished in the events of last night. I and Dan didn't do anything, we just 
cuddled and made out. We decided to play it safe. 

Dan suddenly tensed in his sleep and I quickly placed a comforting hand on his chest. He 
visibly relaxed and I sigheda sigh of relief. Dan had been doingthat a lotall night, heseemedtobe 
tormented by bad dreams. I was tempted to ask him what they were about when he woke up but I 
didn'tthink it was the right time yet. 

Portion 

I snuggled into Dan's chest and loved the pulsating beat his heart gave off. It warmed my 
cheek and gave me a sense of happiness. Dan's breathing began to change and I realized that he was no 
longersleeping. I felthis hand slowly stroke through my hair and I wondered if he knewthat I was 
awake. 


'Good morning'... he mumbled, and I guessed that was a yes. 

'Good morning'... I murmured, turning my face in a way so that I was looking up at him. 

I shivered as Dan slide his hand from my waist and up to my face. Caressingthe curvesand 
details of my face. He smiled, pressing his lips to mine and then rolling out of bed. I held onto his hand 
but finally let go. 'Scouting today!'... Dan called fromthe bathroom, peeking his head from around the 
corner, toothbrush in his mouth. 

'I know, I know'... I mumbled, getting out of bed myself. Dan came out of the bathroom so I 


wentin, brushingmy teeth and doing myhair. 



'It may get a little rowdy. We might have to go into places not so appealing. We have to fin d 
the source of these shots and that may include run-down areas, probably alley clubs'... Dan called from 
the room. I peeked my head around the corneras he was pulling on a shirt. 

'You think I'm a helpless little girl, don'tyou?'... I asked, fixing my hair into a ponytail and 
walking overto him. 

'I neversaid that exactly.' 

Walking overto my duffel bag, I pulled out a shirt and some jeans. Changing my clothes in 
front of Dan was easier than I thought it would be. He couldn't see me anyway. 

'Well, It felt like you were implying it'... Dan shrugged. I walked overto him and slipped my 
handsaround his waist. 

'But you'll be there, to protect me, right?' Dan smiled as he slipped his arms around my waist 
too. I stood on my tippy-toes as he met my face, his lips sinking into mine. 

'Nowthat's howyou say good morning'... I sighed, releasing myself from Dan and going over 
to my shoes. He chuckled and began lacing up some boots that I was sure to be steel-toed. 

'Dan; you say we're goingto go to all of these dangerous places. How exactly do we get in?' I 
don'tthink I was as surprised as I should be when Dan pulled out fake Ids. 

'This is how-' 

Have you everwalked a full two blocks with black heelson? I waswearinga green dress that 
Dan had magically wiped out. It fits tightly around my form only ending just above my knees. My hair 
flowed around me silhouetting my small face. Sensing my shocked face when I put on the dress Dan said, 
'We have to look older.' 

'Dan are we almost there?' I asked, pulling on the side of my dress and peering at Dan. He 
wore black jeans and a snazzy dress shirt. 

'Oh- quit winning. We're almost there,' he grabbed my arm and gave me one of those 
winning smilesthat I had come to hungerfor. 



'So- 0 , is this some kind of nightclub' I asked, as we passed flickering streetlamps being 
swarmed by moths. The night hair was cool and I probably would have frozen if it weren't for Dan. The 
streets were startingto becomegrungierand I realized we were heading into dangerous territory. 

'Yup, Taylor if you want to go back, I can get you a cab and I'll just do the scouting on my 
own,' Dan seemed to be really worried about me lately. 

-And- 

Let your dance with a bunch of desperate girls! I think not!' Dan laughedand that'swhen I 
realized we had reached a line snaking up the side of the sidewalk. 

-And- 

'You're nervous,' Dan informed as If I didn't know myself. The line moved fasterthan I 
thought and soon we were in front of a thick red rope. A burly dark-skinned man with a striped dress 
shirt on glared at us behind dark sunglasses. 

'ID,' he grumbled, letting out a couple of raspy coughs. Dan let go of my hand to dig in his 
pocket. He pulled out two shiny pieces of plastic and handed it over. 

'Your clear,' the man rasped, practically throwingthe cards back at us. 

The red velvet rope was pulled back and quickly snapped back into place as we crossed over. 
That's exactly what it was like, it was like crossing over... To anotherworld. 

Strobe lights, pounding music, the smell of cigarettes and what I was pretty sure to be drugs, 
filled the air. It also smelled heavily of alcohol and the place was thick with people. I didn't know how we 
were supposed to scout. Sensing all the people, Dan squeezed my hand tighter. 

'Yah!' 'Get it, girl!' ... 'Wooo- hoosexy!' Where the vulgaryells and shouts that I got as we 
squeezed through the crowd. A colony party was nothing compared to this. I glared at a drunk bastard 
when he slapped me squarely on the butt. 

'Are you ok Taylor?' Dan asked, coughing on the thick smoke in the air. 


'Yeah,' I lied. 



'I know your probably not going to like this but we need to split up so we can scout better/ I 
looked at Dan like he was crazy. 

'You'll be fine' he started, sensing my fear, 'I can pinpoint your emotions out of the whole 
wide world'. He leaned down and kissed me slowly and firmly on the lips. My mouth-wateringwhen he 
pulled away. 'Stay safe,' he whispered in my ear as he backed out of my vision, getting swallowed up by 
the crowd. 


I instantly felt a hollow pang in my chest. How was I supposed to scout in such a horrible 
place? Feeling the hungry eyes of grown men watching my every move, I made myself go invisible. I felt 
more secure that way. 

The nightclub was whatyou could call a warehouse, fluorescent lights that had stopped 
working ages ago looked like vacant eye sockets. Instead, strobe lights had been placed strategically 
around the club, looking like they were actually pulsating to the beat of the music on their own accord. 
The warehouse had a tall ceiling that made the sound escalate into hollow echoes. 

Pushingthroughthe crowd with a determined demeanorthat I probably puton to mask my 
nervousness, I didn't even notice the person I nearly knocked down. 

'Hey watch where yourgo-'the boy stopped, realizingthat there was no one there. When 
really, I was standing right in front of him. I was about to dart away from his searching eyes when I 
realized something. 

This boy looked really firmly, Taylor. 

Then it clicked... 

Waiting forthe strobe lights to provide a second of darkness I made myself visible. 

'Scotty?'..., I squeaked, not really fully grasp the concept of running into my ex-boyfriend. He 
was a little taller than I remembered. His hair a thick scruff around his head. But he was Scotty, it was all 
there. His thick black eyebrows, penetratingforest green eyes that were, even more, enduringthen 
mine, one of a kind smirks that made it look like he was doing a full smile. 



'Taylor you know I prefer'Scott' better' he teased, surprising me as he hooked a lean arm 
around my waist and pulled me into a hug. I rocked back a little bit at the force of his hug but his arms 
steadied me. I was aboutto pull away whenTaylor's home all hit me. 

Scotty was wearing his signature Axe. Somewhere mingled in with that sent we re aftershave 
and chlorine water. Scott was our school's star swimmer and I remember the days when I would go to all 
of his meets. 

We finally pulled away from our hug and my mind still felt fuddled. 

'Well, aren't you going to say something?'... He asked, his thick eyebrows snaking up like 
caterpillars into a worried arch. I remembered those eyebrows, the very one I used to smooth down 
whenever he got mad with my small fingers. Too many memories were coming back all at once and I 
tooka hesitantstepback. 

'Um-mm, whyareyoutalkingto me?' I knewit sounded rude. Probablysomethingyou 
shouldn't say to someone you haven't seen in almost half of a year. It's just that Scotty broke up with 
me, ripping out my heart and dragging it with him when he left me dumbstruck in the hallway that 
heartbreaking afternoon. He had heard the rumorsabout me. Ability and it was only a matterof time. 

'Why am I talking to you? Taylor, I haven't seen you in like... forever'the smile came back 
and I sighed, looking around me for some possible escape. Why did I have to go and make myself 
visible? 


'I thought you thought I was a freak' I said clear and firm, my face blank, not showing the 
fluttery feeling I felt inside. 

'Aboutthat...' I was again caught by surprise as Scott grabbed my hand and started leading 
me through the crowd, pushing aside people who wouldn't move. We reached a corner with a small cafe 
like a round table and two metalchairs. I took a seatand watched as Scotty fallowed. 

'Aboutthat...' he started again, doing that thing where he rests his elbow on the table and 
fiddles with the front of his hair, 'I did n't want to breakup with you'. If I said I was fuddled before, that 
was just an understatement to how I feel now. 


'What?' Was all I could muster. 



'I know it sounds immature but, everyone else was telling me these...things about you. How 
you were sick, weird a freak if you must and I didn't believe them. You were my girlfriend; I knew you 
betterthan they did and knew you were none of those things but then.' He seemed to be thinking of a 
way to explain further. 

'But then...' I prodded. 

'But then my father's voice came to a low whisperas he said these words. I shuddered as the 
memories of Scott's fathercame backto me. He was a firm, brutish man with hair and brows like 
Scotty's but was sprinkled with grey. He had a squares stance to him that made you want to almost bow 
in his presence. 

'Yourfatherdidn't like the idea of you going out with a freak,' I finished, my nose began to 
burn and so did my eyes. I rubbedthemfuriouslybeforeatear could fall. Here I thoughti was finally 
overthis boy, now he was shoved back into my face and I was on the verge of crying. 

'Taylor you know my fatherwas always a science man. Always up for a new discovery, 
spending long hours at the lab in the college he worked at. He welcomed the unknown, buttohim, your 
ability was not only unknown but unnatural,' I cringed as Scott said those words. 

'Are you trying to say that peerpressure and yourfather's criticism is what made you force 
me to give back the necklace you gotme on ourfirst date?'everythingwas starting to getblurry and I 
lifted my eyestothe ceiling, forcing the tears to slide back in. 

'I'm sorry Taylor, I reallyam, but dad wouldn't accept me going outwith someone who had 
abilities, it would go against his new project' Scotttried to slide his hand unto mine but I jerked away. 

'And what was this new project?' My voice faltered and cracked under the pressure of sitting 
therewith him. 

'The anti-mutation shots...' 

'Mr. Avery created the anti-mutation shots?' I squeaked, peeringthrough the thick darkness 
and trying to make out Scott's face through the glow of the streetlamp. Usually, a party dies down after 
a few hours but that jungle in there was going strong and even stronger so we decided to talk outside. It 
feitgood to unclog my lungs that seemed to be drowning in smoke. 



'Yes... he did/ Scott said, dustingoff the side of his shoe as we sat on the curb. If it weren't 
for the fact that my mind was on one hundred things at once I would probably have noticed how eerie 
the alley seemed. 

'He's the reason why people with abilities are losing the one thing that makes them special?' 
I asked again, my voice taking on a sharpertone. 

'Taylor, I know it's wrong but-' I cut him off with a flash of my eyes. 

'Wrong Scotty...? It's inhumane to take away a piece of someone's identity the words were 
tumbling out and I found myself speaking my mind to the first boy I had ever had fee lings for and trust 
me there had been many. That one kid, who after Scotty, pretended to like me but really just wanted to 
see if he could get powers by kissing me.Then there was Ben, but I've realized now that I just didn't feel 
the same as he felt for me. We can't forget Dan, who has been there forme in this scary little field trip. 

(Please knowthatTaylor was justthe heat ofthe moment.) 

Scott began to talk again, as I thought about all of this, 'I know Ro' he started usingthe 
nickname I hadn't heard in ages, 'but I can't go up against my father, he'll always have the upper hand, 
I'm just the loyal son who saved his dad money on a swimming scholarship'. 

'You gotthe scholarship, huh?' I smirked, giving a small smile and picking my cuticles. It 
didn't make sense for us to keep going back and forth like that. This was probably our last conversation 
and I didn't want it to end badly. 

'Yah... fastest in the state,' he attempted a smile to but it mostly came out as a grimace. His 
mind was somewhere else, at the moment and time he didn't care about a school scholarship, he cared 
about... 


'So, what bringsyou to a nightclub? I would have neverimagined bumpinginto Taylor Lovett 
at a nightclub-' he leaned back, probably taking in my skimpy dress forthe first time but I knew as he 
stared at me that he was looking at the Taylor he dated back at the beginning of ninth grade. 


'Just business,' I started, avoiding his gaze, 'What brings you here?' 



'I'm here on a whim. Some of the guys dared me to come here. They said I wouldn't even last 
one night. But here I am, no body parts were strewn across the alley- floor,' he chuckled, imitating his 
body as If checking to see, that all his bones were there. For the first time that night, I laughed. 

'Wow, exceptforyourheightyou haven't changed a bit Scotty. Still crumbling underpeer- 
pressure and still cracking jokes,' his eyes sparkled at the sound of my laugh. I was smiling then but my 
smile dropped asa sudden look of sadness took overScott. 

'God, I miss your laugh' he whispered, taking a rock and scratching against the cold floor. A 
wind blew by making me grasp my beararms and watch a newspaperblow in the wind. 

'Scotty...'was all I could say. Afterall, he was the one who broke upwith me. He threwthe 
rock and turned to me suddenly, a question forming in his eyebrows. 

'Do... Do you remember the Gazebo' It was either the question or the second wind that 
sucked the words out of me? 

'Yah,' I finally stuttered. AfterScott had left me dumb-struckin the hall, staring down at the 
linoleum flooras it blurred with my tears I vowed to destroy, lock away, and bury any reminderof him. 

The Gazebo... butthe Gazebo isa place you can neverforget. 

'I'm sorry Taylor, I should have never brought it back up, I-,' I placed a hand on his arm which 
seemed to catch him by surprise. I took that same hand and slowly placed a piece of my hair behind my 
ear. 


'No, it's fine,' I whispered, takinga deep breath and feeling myself practically transporting 
back to that day. 

'Danny!' I squealed, wrapping myarmsaround his shoulders as he tickled me again. Finally, 
he stopped and I just fell into him on the grass. It had been one whole month since we went out and as 
we hungout afterschool, sitting underan old tree at the park, we wondered what we should doto 
celebrate. 


'I got nothing Ro, it seems like we've already been everywhere from ourotherdates' Scott 


said, hookinghis arm behind my neck as we laid on thegrass underthetree. 



'Not every/ I whispered, the words leaving my mouth before I could take them back. Danny 
rolled over so that he was over me know. He wasn't putting all his weight on me but I could still feel his 
body pressed to mine. A knowing look was in his eyes as he searched my face. 

'Are you sure Ro, or did you say thatjust to say it' me and Scott rarely ever had serious talks. 
He was such a goofy guy that it never ever crossed our minds to sit down have a serious talk once in a 
while. 


'I... I'... Lookinginto Danny'seyesI knewhewas ready, buthe wantedto make sure I was 
ready. He wantedto make sure I was emotionally up for it. He was being a good boyfriend, but I didn't 
wantto keep him waiting. If he got tired of me? What if he decided I was an immature baby that 
couldn'thold herown? 

'Taylor?'Scott asked, wondering why it was taking me so long to answer. 

'Of course,' I answered my voice soundingsurerthan my body. 

The sun was dipping lower in the sky as we reached the Gazebo probably every ninth grader 
at my school has visited at least once. Even though I was confidently leading Scott to the steps of the 
Gazebo... Butterflies were doing backflips in my stomach. Was I ready for this? 

Was I really readyforthis? 

'Are you sure?'... Danny asked again, as he pulled out two packs of somethingyou become 
very harsh like when you take a health class. My mouth was denying the pounding of my heart as I sat 
down on the wooden benches, feelingthe carvings of past couples as I said... 

'Yes!' 

Anothercold breeze blew back my hair, dragging me to the here and now of things. Scott 
was calling my name, snapping his fingers in front of my eyes. 

'Earth to Taylor? I knowyou're an angel but you need to come back down to earth' I laughed 
at the saying he usedtowhisperto me in math class when I would zone out. 

Too-many, memories. 


'Sorry I was just...' 



'Remembering?' He finished for me, side glancing at me. That night was full of so much 
emotion, so much intimacy that I didn't even go to school the next day. Scott was worried that he 
emotionally scarred me for life but I came to school the next day and we had a nice.... Long... talk. 

'Yah, remembering...' I wasn'texpectingScott'sarm to snake around my waist and pull me 
closer to him. I wasn't expecting my head to fit naturally in the nook of his neck and place my arm 
around his waist too. 

'I hope this isn'ttoo awkward foryou Ro,' he chuckled, his breath warm against my cold 

scalp. 


'Surprisingly... no,' I admitted, telling myself overand overand overagain that this was justa 
friendly hug. 

'I'm guessingyou came here with a dude?' It was the first time Scott had implied that I had 
probably found someone else by now. I was kind of wondering if he found someone else too. 

'Yah his name is-' but I wasn't able to finish as someone cleared their throat behind us. I 
wasn't surprised to turn and see smoked over blue eyes staring overthe top of our heads. I instinctively 
moved away from Scott. 

'Yeah, she did come with a dude. And he happensto be me' Dan said. 

'Taylor?'... Dan said in a tone that was more like 'Start explaining.' 

'Hey Dan, I bumped into...' I didn't know howto explain that I had bumped into my ex so-1 
winged it, 'a friend from my old school, we were just talking.' I jumped up from the curve and took a 
step toward him. 

'His name is Danny-1 mean Scott... his name is Scott,' I let out a sigh of relief for not barfing 
all overthe alley floor. 

'Dan, is it?' Scott said, sticking out his hand as if he and Dan had met before. I thought I 
would have to explain the fact that Dan couldn't see his hand when he stuck it out and placed it in 
Scott's. 


'Nice to meetyah,' he said, but by spendinga few months with Dan I knew he didn't sound 


so... nice. 



'So, you Ro's date to this crazy place?' Scott asked, tryingto fill the silence with small talk. 


'Yes, I'mTaylor's date,' Dan answered, puttingemphasison myfull name. I wasn'tthe least 
surprised when he stuckout his arm and hooked it around my waist, pulling me into his chest. Scott 
didn'ttake his eyesoff of myface as hecontinuedto talk. 

'Your eyes are quite unusual; do you have abilities like Taylor?' Dan tensed under my fingers 
as Scott asked this. 

'I'm blind and I have highly trained senses so yeah... I guess you can say I have abilities right 
then and there was the perfect time to go invisible. I tried to look anywhere but Danny's penetrating 
green eyes. 

The entrance to the club which happens to be a rusted metal door. The stairs that stepped 
up to the door ending in a flat landing. The street light that was being fussed over by a lone fly. The high- 
heelsthat hadn'tbrokena heelyet. Dan'sarm clutching mywaist. 

But then I looked up and metthose eyes again. 

'Cool... cool...' Scott said, obviously running out of words to say. My mind was reeling with 
the possibilities of what could happen next. Dan would fight Scott. Scott would fight Dan. The 
possibilities were endless. 

'Um... Dan, can I talk to you for a sec?' I asked afterone whole minute of them burning holes 
into each otherwith theireyes. 

'Sure,' he grabbed my hand and I lifted a fingerto Scott telling him 'One sec' and walked a 
little bit awayfrom the curb. 

'Who's that?' Dan asked, not holding back as soon as we were out of earshot distance. 

'I already told you, he's a-' 

'Save it, Taylor, I may be blind but I'm not stupid' I felt like he had just slapped me in the face. 
He was obviously mad but it hurt to see him this way, knowingthat he could be the sweet Dan from last 
night. We were only teenagers, why did life have to be so difficult? 



'I neversaidyou were stupid Dan' I mumbled, pulling my hand away from his and wrapping 


my arms protectively around me. The wind made me shudder. 

'Well telling me lies makes it seem that way' he crossed his arms and stood, waitingfor me 
to start explaining. 

'He- He's my ex-boyfriend,' somethingthatfelt like a golf ball was lodged in my throat as I 
explained this simple fact to Dan. I felt like a dirty cheaterjust saying the words. I and Dan had basically 
told each other last night that we really like each otherand there I was, hugging my ex-boyfriend. 

'Taylor- you can't hide anythingfrom me so why even botherlying' I looked up as Dan 
continued, 'I sensed how you we re fee ling and it was a mixture of a lot of things, but the one that stood 
out the most is the confusion you feel for him'. Dan pointed his finger in the direction of Scott who was 
kicking the curb, shoulders drooped, head down, just standing the re. 

'So-you knewfromthe beginning?' I asked, raising one eyebrow. 

'Yeah,' he sighed, taking both of my hands in his and kissing my knuckles. A wave of heat 
coursed through my veins makingthe tips of my ears tingle. 

'Dan the re's something else though,' I said quickly before I would forget. 

'What is it?' 


'I think-Well I know who created the shots,' Dan's eyes went wide as I whispered this. I 
looked overat Scott to see if he could hear me. He wasn't looking so I leaned in closer to Dan. 

'Scott's father,' I whispered so softly I almost didn't hear myself, but I knew Dan heard. He 
knitted his eyebrowsandseemedtobecontemplatingall ofwhat I said. I feltdirty for just blabbering 
about something Danny confided in me but it wasfor the good ofthe colony. 

'Come on,' Dan said finally, leading me back to where Scott stood. 

He obviously already had a plan. 

'That was more than one sec I'm afraid' Scott joked, spinning on his heel as we walked 
towards the curb. 


'Sorry,' I said, flashing him a quick smile. 



'Yeah, we were justtalking about how we weregoingto get back to the hotel' Dan said 
bluntly, a little smirk forming under his words. The look on Scott's face was one I had never witnessed. 
First, it was surprising, then it was confusion, the next anger and finally, he was trying to compose 
himself. 


'Urn... Hotel, Huh?' He said, directing the question to Dan but looking dead at me. 

'Yah,' I murmured, finding the speck on my shoulder more interesting as I brushed it off. 

'Well... um... don'tyou thinka hotel'sa little ...inappropriate?'...Scott implied, pulling on the 
collar of his shirt. I saw Dan smile again and knew that Danny was falling shamelessly into his trap. 

'Yeah, but hey, there's nowhere else for us to stay,' Dan shrugged as if he was really bummed 
about having to stay in a hotel when trust me, he wasn't. 

'You know...' Scott started, Dan looked up, from staring at the floor, hopefully, 'My dad does 
have some guest rooms and maybe I could call him up and ask if you guys could stay a couple of days?' 

Dan shrugged his shoulders as if to say 'Whatever' and I said, 'That would be great'. As Scott 
went over to the other side of the alley to make the call, Dan turned to me and smiled. 

'That was too easy,' he gloated, and I punched him lightly on the arm. 

'Just remember Dan he doesn't have abilities to take it easy on him' I lectured, wagging my 
fingerup and down. 

'I know, I know' he said, grabbing by wagging my fingerand swallowing up my hand with his. 

I took a step closer to him and loved the way the moon shone down into his eyes, reflecting pools of 
glimmering grey. He pulled my hand unto his chestand I feitthe thumpingof his heart. I wasn't 
surprised when Dan's face began to descend to mine, his eyes closing and mines closing too. I began to 
tilt my head upin his direction when Dannysaid from behind us... 

'My dad said yes-' Dan cursed under his breath, opening his eyes and standing up straight. I 
sighed and just turned to look at Danny. He knewwe were goingto kiss. 


'Great,' Dan murmured in reply. 



'Here we are' it still took me by surprise when we pulled up to Danny's house, scratch that, 


Estate. The tall gates opened up to a gravel road that crackled under Scott's car. It was an original Mazda 
Taiki. The orange lights that lit up the front of the house-made it look like a showcase instead of a home. 
The garage, as if sensing our presence, immediately rolled up allowing Scott to glide in. That's exactly 
what it was like, gliding. 

'Whoa, you actually cleaned up the garage Danny?' I gasped, lookingat the neatly organized 
racks and wide-open area forthe cars. The last time I was in this garage it had two old bean bags, a torn 
computerchair, Emmaio chair, musky rugand an old guitar and drumsfrom when Scott was trying to 
start a band. 

Dan cringed at the use of Scott's nickname coming out of my mouth and we all got out of the 
car. 


'I sure did, it took a little help from the guys but...' he shrugged, and we walked up to the 
garage doorinside leadingtothe kitchen.Ourbags hungon ourshoulders-(wepickedthemupfromthe 
hotel.) 


'I see one place hasn't changed-' I said, as we stepped into the warm and welcoming kitchen. 
It was silent as a lone light glowed overthe stovetop.The huge refrigerator made a low humming sound 
as we walked past. Dan and Scott continued on to the foyer but I found myself frozen in front of the 
massive kitchen with its polished marble tops. 

I found myself squinting and almost seeingshadowsof me and Danny playing around with 
cupcake batter. Throwing it at each other, getting it stuck in our hair, wiping it on each other's noses. 
Then Scott was sucking some icing off my finger and then we were kissing and... 

Too-many, memories. 

'Taylor come on!' Dan called, snapping me out of the past. I heard them shuffling up the 
stairs and hurried to catch up. 

'There are two empty rooms close to the stairs and two empty rooms close to the back. Pick 
away' Scott said as if he said this to every person who wanted to spend the night. I and Dan looked at 
each other probably asking, 'Separate rooms?' 



'If you were wondering, myfathersaid you guys have to be in... separate rooms,' Dan 
couldn't see it but I saw the smirk on Scott's face. 

'Right-' was all Dan said as I saw him make his way all the way to the back of the hallway and 
turned to the right. For the first time that night, it felt awkward just standing therewith Scott. 

'Well, I guess I'll take a room close to the stairs,' I said timidly, turning around and heading 
for the door, I was about to drop my bag when Scott touched me lightly on the shoulder. A jolt went 
through my arm almost making me fall. 

'Tomorrow my dad meets Dan' he taunted, making his hand slide off my shoulder and 
turning to go down the stairs. 

'Yaa-any-' I said in mockjoy. 

I have to admit. Ben's silk sheets with satin lacing are way betterthan the slept in sheets at 
the hotel. I woke up witha trail of drool following me and I wiped theside of my mouth sleepily. Been 
said he wanted us to at least say hi to his dad and then we didn't have to affiliate with him for the rest of 
our stay. We had to wake up early because of Mr. Avery wakes up really early to go to the Lab. 

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and squinted my eyes against the glare of the sun 
shining brightly through the silk curtains. I rubbed my eyes vigorously and did a deep stretch. I almost 
forgot all of the events that happened last night but just like a bad dream it eventually comes rushing 
back to you. 

I got up and slumped towards the giant bathroom that I probably didn'tdeserve. The tile was 
cool beneath myfeetand I slapped some wateron myface and brushed my teeth. Afterrummaging 
around in my bag, I found my hair tangled brush and swiped my mane up into a ponytail. I heard 
movement on the other side of the house and assumed Dan was awake too. I quickly grabbed some 
loose jogging sweats and a white tee hoping to catch Dan before he went downstairs. 

There were somethings left unsaid last night and we needed to talk. I grabbed the shiny 
brass knob and pulled open the door just as Dan was walking down the hall. He raised his one eyebrow 
as I came flyingdownthe hall, ran into him, grabbed him and pulled him into an unused guest room. He 
looked at me in surprise. 


Portion 



'Dan,we needtotalk' I said, already having everythingthat I wasaboutto saymappedout. 

'Really?'... He said as if he didn't see this coming. 

'Yes Really,' I mocked, 'I need to know... I need to know how you fee I about Danny-1 mean 
Been?' I asked, feeling insecure under Dan's blind eyes for the first time. 

'Ben...' he said, as if tasting his name on his tongue, 'I think he's just like any other normal 
guy outthere'. I let out a sigh of relief, at least he was being neutral. 

'Well that's-umm- ...good,' I stuttered, switchingfromonefoottothe next. 

'Spit it out, Taylor.' 

'I thinkwe should take things easyforright now,' I blurted, slapping my handsovermy 
mouth. I didn't know whether I should have said it, yet, but Dan had forced it out of me. 

'What do you mean?' He said, taking a step closer. 

'What I mean is that this trip was supposed to be strictly business butthen we... kissed and 
Dan it's obvious that I like you okay but I feel like our emotions are getting in the way of what we really 
came hereforso I guess you can say that-,' I wasn'tableto finish as Dan grabbed my waist and pressed 
his lips unto mine. His mouth began to move slowly and so did mine, mimicking his wave-like patterns. 
All thethoughtsthat I had so pain-snakingly planned out in myheadwentdownthedrain. 

He pulled away and rested his head on my forehead. I tooktwo deep breaths and put my 
arms lightly on his shoulders. 

'You are one sneaky little boy you know that?' I whispered, out of breath and completely out 
of mind. Dan chuckled and pulled me evendeeperintohis chest. 

'Now what were you saying?' He teased, taking his head off of me and kissing my cheek, right 
at the cornerof my mouth. 

'As I can remember-' I sighed, as he kissed my jaw and then my neck and then my shoulder. A 
wave of heat coursed through me making my voice stop in my throat. 

'I think I'm helping,' he grinned, kissing down the length of my arm and finally my palm. 


leaving my fingers on fire. 



'Actually, you're not'... I saw the confused lookon his face as I pushed lightly away. I 
gemmated down my hair that had gone awry and smoothed out the shirt that suspiciously lifted above 
my navel. Dan leaned on the door behind me and waited. 

'Dan I'm serious, we can sort all this outback at the colony but here... here we need to take 
things seriously,' he stayed stone still and completely silent as if reading my emotions to see if I was 
telling the truth. 

'You're confused, aren'tyou?' He inquired afterwhat seemed like an hour. 

'Excuse me?'... I had just never sounded so sure in my life and Dan was asking if I was 

confused?! 


'Look it's obviousyou still have feelingsfora fish boy whoso kindly gave us roomsonly 
because he knew you were going to be here, so maybe I should get out of your way until you're not 
confused anymore' Dan leaned off of the wall and turned for the door. I grabbed his arm so fast that it 
surprised him. 

'Why wheneverl tryto make things betteryou assume, I'm trying to make things worse?' 
tears were stinging my eyes and it felt like a sock was in my throat but no tears fell. Dan looked back at 
me and frowned. 'Because,' he started, turning so that his head was facing the dooragain, 'what's 
betterforyou isn't always betterforme'. 

I waited two minutes after he left before head ingout the door myself. 

'Dad this is Dan,' Dan stuckout his hand as Scoot said his name. 

Ben's father shook it. 

'And you rememberTaylor...' Ben'sfatherjust nodded at me and I followed. He kept 
appraising me and Dan like we were a specimen underhis microscope. 

'You knowTaylor, my lab's always open if you will considerbeingmy subject' hisvoice was 
gravel deep and his thick eyebrows made him look serious all the time. I took a deep breath and tried to 
answeras politely as possible. 

'Thanks for letting us stay her Mr. Avery, but I'm not a test subject'the room got quiet as I 
said this and everyone seemed to be just staring at each other. 



'Very weII then, have a nice day,'then he was gone, his white lab coat swooshing at his knees 


as he closed thefrontdoor. Wejust stood in thefoyer,continuingourstareswhen Dannyspoke up. 

'Well, that went we IN' He said, clasping his hands together, 'I thought he'd never leave.' 

I justsmiled and Dan acted like he was bored. 

'You guys deserve a tour. Up for it?' Ben's feet we re muffled on the cool marble as he walked 
towards a sitting room. 

'I think I'll passon yourtour... I can explore on my own' Dan excused himself and I could n't 
help but think 'please Dan, don't do anything risky.' I just knew he was going to snoop around the house 
to find out more about the shots. 

'What aboutyou Ro?' Ben asked, raising his eyebrows intoa question. I couldn't believe Dan 
was leaving me alone with Danny. He was definitely mad at me, probably trying to prove something. I 
walked over to an eager Ben who seemed to be hanging on every word I said. 'I've already seen your 
house Danny' I reasoned, watching a disappointed frown form on his face. The n he smiled. 

'Yeah but I betyou haven'tseen 'The Shack," I found myself following Ben out the doorand 
aroundthe side of the house. 

'The Shack?' I questioned, wondering what was so exciting about a shack anyway. 

'Yeah, it's a cool little hangoutspot me-andthe boys made. Usually, it's no girls aloud but I 
think I can make an exception,' we walked across the massive backyard of the estate towards a little 
white house. It looked like a regular-sized house but paled in comparison to the estate. 

'This is the Shack?' 

'Yeah, too hard to believe?' I shoved Ben playfully from behind as we stepped inside. What I 
saw made me burst out laughing. The Shack looked like an elegant regular house on the outside but 
inside... 


Inside it was a mess. 

Comic books cluttered a wooden table that was set in the middle of the old bean bags, office 
chair and Emmaio chair I thought Danny got rid of. Posters of rock bands clustered the wall and a set of 



steel ladders led up to a makeshift loft. A big TV with multiple game systems hooked upto it sat 
amongst it all. 

I couldn'tstop laughing as I held my middle, pointing at a half-eaten hoagie. 

'You... You basically picked up the garage and dropped into this nice-looking place... Then... 
then called it 'The Shack',' I managed to say. Ben sighed and picked up one of the comics to the only 
drop back down again. 

'Ok, ok I know it's funny' he said after a while. I wiped a few stray tears and smiled. 

'You've reallyoutdoneyourselfthistime Danny,' I fingered the cool metal ofthe flat screen. 

'It's Ben...' 

'Danny...' 

'Ben...' 

'Danny...' 

'Ben...' 

I stayed frozen still as I felt Ben's uneven breath right by my ear. I wanted to shudderat the 
shiver that just ran down my spine but didn't want to give him the satisfaction. I felt his warm hands rub 
the side of my arms. I could only lightly feel him standing behind me. 

'You know I'm always goingto call you Danny,' I said, trying to focus on the coverof a comic 
instead of his hands on me and his breath in my ear. 

'I know, it'sjustthat I love hearingyou call me that. Noone'scalled me that in a longtime,' I 
let out a deep breath as Ben dropped his hands and seemed to hesitate before stepping away from me. 
He walked over to the steel ladder and put one foot on it, turning to me. 

'Want to see where this leads to?' 

'Sure,' I answered afterlookingthe ladder upand down. 

We reached the top of the ladder, and my assumption that up here was a loft was correct. It 


was more than a loft though; it was a view. My breath caught in my throat as I stepped onto the 



hardwood floor and walked slowly towards a large window that wrapped around the whole top of the 
house. The crest that Ben's estate sat on made it the perfect view of the city. I let my fingers trace the 
tall buildings and bustling cars that sped outand into sight. Was I really seeingthis? Was I really 
witnessing this? Could the place I dreaded so much be so beautiful? The sunrise in the distance only 
answered that question for me. 

'It's nice, huh?'... I had almost forgotten Ben was there and jumped as he appeared beside 
me. 


'Nice? It's amazing,' I breathed, letting my hand drop to my side and peering down at the 
people who were oblivious to my wondering eyes. 

'When I got this little house built, I thought it would be cool to have a view' he continued, 
restinghis hand on the windowtoo. 

'It was an awesome idea,' I admitted, lowering myself into a sit. 

'Yah... I remember we used to always come up with the wackiest ideas' Ben chuckled and 
laughed into his hand. I drummed the floor. 

'Like that time-we took that old wagon and tried to ride it down the hill' I added - 'Or when 
we taught ourclass parrot howto curse,' he put in. 

'When we spied on Miss. Baker, and caught her in her pantyhose' by now I had my forehead 
pressed againstthe glass laughing. 

'What about the time we put chocolate fudge on one of my dad's slides and he thought he 
found a new strain of plant species' now we were both laughing hard, looking at each other only made 
us laugh harder. 

'That time I ruined my dressforthe Halloween dance-so you toreyourtuxand we went as 
zombies' Ben just looked overat me and smiled, his green eyestwinkling. He scooted towards me a little 
until our shoulders were brushing. I felt the urge to move away... But didn't. 

'Ourfirst kiss,' it wasn'tan accident as the words left Ben's lips. He meantto say it, as he 
looked overat me, I could see that he meantto say it. Then his face was coming towards me. 


'No,' I said suddenly, stopping him by his shoulder, 'we can't.' 



'Who said?' He taunted, the ways his eyes danced made me wantto just move in. 


'My conscience, the little voice deepdown inside telling me this is wrong' my voice didn't 
waver but stayed clear and strong, making it seem like I knew what I wanted when really... I didn't. 
Danny grabbed my hand and squeezed as it laid on his shoulder. 

'Ro,' he whispered, his eyes pleading. For what? I don't know. 

'Danny,' I whispered back, trying so hard to fight the urge. What about Dan? I couldn't just 
be another statistic. The girl who falls forex that broke up with her because she can't handle being alone 
with him. I couldn't betray Dan like that, I couldn't prove that what he said right. He was wrong about 
me still having feelings for Ben, he was wrong. 

Yet despite all of this, I leaned in forthe kiss. 

I don't know why I began to kiss Ben. Maybe it was because I'm a weak suckerfor love. 
Probably because I wanted to see if Dan was right and that I still had fee lings for him. Or maybe I just 
missed the feeling of his lips slightly grazing mine. A vibrating warmth spread through my body making 
me shudderas I leaned backward, and Ben followed. He grabbed my face in his hands and continued to 
kiss me but deeperand longerthis time. I felt like I was reliving the events of the gazebo as his tongue 
came sliding into my mouth making my cheeks burn. 

The adrenaline took over my thoughts as I began to unbuckle his belt and felt myself undoing 
his button. I unzipped his zipper and began to pull on his pants when Ben pulled away from my eager 
lips and looked at me straight in the eye, his breath uneven as it warmed my lips. 

'I shouldn't be doingthis to you,' he whispered, grabbing my hand that laid on his zipper. He 
curled his hands into a fist at my sides and rested his head on my bare stomach. 

'What do you mean?' I asked, my head still fuzzy from what almost happened. I took his head 
in my handsas he just laid there. 

'I mean... it shouldn't be this way. I shouldn't have seduced you like that' he murmured, his 
hair tickling my bare skin. 

'I'm such a slut,' I heard myself whispering. I grabbed my forehead with my hand and turned 


my head away from him. 



'Taylor doesn't say that' I began to cry into my hands as Ben stroked my hair, 'Ro, come on...' 


'Just...don'ttouch me!' I scrambled awayfrom his grasp, groping for the top ofthe ladder. 

'Taylor wait!' I didn't wait, I lowered myself unto the metal rods and went down one clang at 
a time. Boys always made me feel special and whenever I got a chance to kiss them, I took it. But now I 
was tired of playing the role 'easy to get.' 

'Ro wait! I'm sorry!' Ben started to fallow me down and I tried to go down as fast I could with 
blurry vision. 

'Don't call me that' I whispered, finally reaching the bottom floor and running towards the 
door. I darted across the backyard and ran towards the back door, opening it in a hurry and slamming it 
shut. I heard Ben openthe back doortoo as I sprintedthroughthe den, two sitting roomsand then 
finally the foyer. 

'Taylor I'm sorry!' 

I ran up the stairs and was aiming for the guest room I was staying in but instead ran straight 
into Dan's broad chest. His face showed confusion as I stumbled to the floor and tried to get back up. 

'Taylor?' He asked, grabbing my hand and pulling me up. 

'I'm sorry Dan, I'm so sorry' I gasped, crying as I said it. 

'What happened Taylor?' His voice was cold. I grabbed his forearms. 

'I didn't mean to kiss him it just happened and I'm sorry Dan, I am, I-' I stood shocked as he 
took my hands and brushed them off of his forearms. His face was stone hard as he glared behind 
smoked overeyes. 

'Asl said before, what's betterforyou is worseforme. I hope you enjoyed yourlittle make- 
out session,' I still couldn'tgrasp the fact that he was mad as we heard footsteps running upthe stairs. 

'I'm sorry butthis is yourfight,' he whispered as Ben appeared atthe top of the stairs. I 
wanted to call out but only a squeak escaped my lips as Dan walked away and back to his room. 


'Taylor, we should talk,' Ben said quickly, grabbing my arm but I backed away. 



'No Ben' I said firmly, 'I'm leaving tomorrow'. 


'I don't know,' I whimpered. The wrinkled lady looked at me behind blue beady eyes and 
peered over herthin glasses. The clock ticked loudly in that silent room and my mind raced fasterthan 
my heart. 


'What do you mean child?' She asked, crossing her legs and resting her notepad on her knee. 

I sucked in a deep breath and squeezed the pillowthat I clutched in my hand. 

'I mean... I don't know why I do the things-1 do,' I whispered. The lady, Evelyn Pauper her 
desk plague said, nodded her head slowly and then looked straight at me. 

'And that makes you feel...?' she leaned forward in her chair. 

'Scared,' Ifinished. A giant teardrop escaped from my eye and plopped unto the sheer white 
coach I was curled upon. Evelyn scribbled some more notes vigorously with pruned hands. My eyes 
wavered overtothe window that was misted overwith dew. 

'This... the scared feelingyou get. Would you describe it as... anxiety?' 

There were a light glow and mist on the windowpane, signalingthe return of rain. I wiped my 
moist face and stretched out my sleepy legs. 'I don't know. I just...' I was looking for the right impossible 
words to explain to a normal person like Evelyn Pauper. 

'I'm usually the girl who's invisible to the world' I started, and excitement stirring in me 
suddenly, 'I'm that one girl that people seem to look through unto the other side. Lately, though, there's 
been... people... who can see me? The real me. See me as I've never been seen before.' Evelyn nodded 
herhead the whole time I talked andfinally when Ifinished,she slipped off herglassesand seemedto 
stare blankly out of the window like me. 

'Do you care to tell me whothese people are?' She asked aftera long silence. I kept staring 
out the window. At the alley below. The kids playing in the puddles. The people blocking their heads 
with newspapers as they walked along the sidewalks. Watching them from my perch at the window I 
didn'twant to answerEvelyn. 

'There are these two boys,' I whispered. Evelyn looked away from the window to study my 


crestfallen face. 



'Can't decide between the two?' She asked. I finally pulled away from the window to see the 
small smile on herface.Shewasgood. 

Portion 

'I thought I did. One is differentfrom me. I and he have been through some stuff and it's like 
he can see right through me. The other is what you could call.... An old flame. I and he have had our fair 
share of firsts and everytime I'm around him I feellike...' my wordsfinally failed me-and I wentbackto 
staring out the window. Anywhere was betterthan looking at the face of the wise. 

'A match made in heaven and an old flame? You definitely have a problem with your hand'... 
she inquired while scribbling on her little pad. 

I gulped and fiddled with my fingers. 

'I guess...' 

Evelyn took off herglassesand tossed herpad unto herdesk. She made it overto the couch 
and tooka cautious seat nextto me. She smelled like roses, rain, and prune juice. 

'I guess' isn't just it. It's a means of surrender. In this situation, it's saying 'I give up',' She 
rubbed herhandsdown her skirt and scrunched hereyebrowstogether, 'Surrenderingissomethingyou 
can live with. You can run, run far away from your troubles. Oryou can fight. Fight for what you know is 
right and what you know will make everythingokagain.' 

I folded my legs togetherand looked at herwith new eyes. She made it sound so... Easy. 

'It's that easy?' 

'Onlyyou can make it easy' herwise old face answered, and if it wasn't improper, I would 
have hugged herrightthereand then. 

My feetthudded rapidly asl ran across the slippery pavement. Ittookall of my might notto 
lose my balance and fall into the murky rainwater. People looked at me with puzzling expressions as I 
sped pastthemand nearly knocked them over. 

'Slow down girl!' a woman with three kids and a grocery bag yelled at me. I didn't stop 
though, I ran faster. My chestthumped loudly with the beating of my overworked heart. 



This was something I had to do because, if I didn't, it would be a mistake I would regret 


forever. 


'Ah!' I said, slipping and nearly falling on the cold pavement. I caught myself in time and 
stumbled to a stand as I stared up at the big house coming up. The one with the graveled lawn and 
perfect view of the city. The city I grew up in and the city that I feared. 

I kept running and felt the cold air whipping at my lungs, making my throat burn. 

'Wait!' I called the tall figure packing up the army green jeep parked in the driveway. 'Wait!' 

I charged up the incline just as the faint figure shut the trunk. He turned around at the sound 
of my voice. 

'Please! Justwait forone-' Itripped on the slick gravel again but got right back up as little 
pieces of rock embedded my hands and knees. The figure crossed his arms over his broad chest and kept 
the solid rock stare he was wearing unchanging. 

'What do you want?' He said bitterly, his tongue lashing like a viper. My fingers felt numb as I 
wiped the tears from my eyes with a shaking hand. I took two steps overthe wet grave I so that I was 
right in front of him. 

'Dan' I started, my voice waveringonly a little, 'You may be blind... but you can see me. See 
me more than anyone evercould. Dan-1...' 

'Getonwith it-Taylor' He snapped, surprising me. 

'Dan, I love you,' I said confidently, a single raindrop falling on my nose, 'I love the way you 
hold me and reassure me and kiss me when I least expect it'. Dan was aboutto say something but I 
continued. 'Dan I've finally realizedthat you meana lotto me. I'm sorryabout whathappenedto Ben. It 
wasn'tsupposedtohappen, Dan. I knownowthat-' 

'Taylor stop-!' He said louder now. My voice stopped but my mouth stayed open. 'How do 
you think I felt when you rushed up those stairs with that guilty look on your face. Do you know what it 
feels like to be on the side that was played?' 


'Dan- 



'No! You don't know.... Because you neverbeenthe player...justthe player.' 


'Dan!' I said louder now, surprise filling my voice. This couldn't be happening; Dan was 
supposed to forgive me and love me. Everything was supposed to be forgotten. 

'Your special Taylor, your pretty too, but that's not enough for me to just forgive you,' he 
walked away from my shocking form and got into the driver's side of the frosted jeep. 

'My love should be enough Dan!' I yelled, tears stinging my eyes and making them burn like 
neverbefore. 'It should be enough!' 

'Justget in the car unlessyou plan on moving in with Beni' he yelled back, the engine roaring 
to life. My breath came out in small puffs in front of me. My tears freezing on my face. I got in the car 
and felt like I was going to throw up as I buckled my seatbelt and tried not to look at Dan. My breath 
made frosted crystals on the window glass as we pulled out of the driveway. The rain started to fall 
harderon the moving Jeep. Itfeltlike somethinghad been ripped out of me. 

'Dan-,' I tried again, my voice barely a whisper. 

'NotnowTaylor...' 

I stepped outof the elevatorand didn'tstopto talk to anyone. I made no eye contactand 
even went as far as turning myself invisible. A couple of people were already waiting for Dan at the 
elevatorand hammered him with questions as soon as the door opened. Me, I climbed the much-used 
stairs and began searchingfor my room number. 

I just knew my eyes were puffy and red from crying and I just knew how sick I felt at the 
moment. I've only ben heartbroken once in my life but this is by far the worst. As soon as the wooden 
door banged againstthe wall, gaping open, I slowly walked in and threw myself on my bed. My bag 
dropped with a thud to the floor as I curled up into a tight ball. 

Dan had rejected me. He didn't want anything to do with me. He didn't love me back. 

'Because you're disgusting,' a sinister voice whispered inside of me. My eyes went wide with 
fearas I looked overat the figure standingon the otherside of the room. 

'He hates you, and he'll never love you' it hissed. Shaking, I sat up and peered over at the 
short pale boy with cracked grey lips. Bobby Shipparro... 



'You're not real!' I yelled, grabbing the side of my head and squeezing my eyes shut. 


'Oh, I'm really alright. As long as sadness, abandonment, and fear live inside of you, I will 
always exist,' his unearthly voice jeered, a smile creepingonto his face and making his lips crack, spilling 
blood. 


'No! You can't! I did nothingwrong! I didn't kill you!' I yelled louder; my voice was hoarse 
with tears. This didn't faze the ghost-like Bobby. 

He just took one step closer and smiled wider. 

'Face- it Taylor. You are alone... And you always will be.' 

I didn't stop my fury as another hoarse scream left my throat and I grabbed the vase on the 
nightstand, flinging it across the room. It flewthrough the haunting figure and smashed into the wall 
behind. Waterand shards wentflying as tears blurred my vision. 

'Always alone... Always alone... always, always, always...' then the voice disappeared, taking 
its unwelcome form with it and I pulled my knees to my chest. This couldn't be happening. Why was this 
happeningto me? I didn't deserve any of it. 

Yet my mind started to wonderat something else. What if the voice was right? I would 
always be alone, forever alone in a world, no human being could face by themselves. 

Head jerking sobs startedto escape from mythroat and I clutched my stomach in agony. I 
didn't belong in this place anymore. Maybe running was my only solution and it was my fate to forever 
run. 


'Taylor! Taylor are you in there?' Someone called on the other side of my door. I recognized 
it as Adrienne's voice but I didn't dare leave my huddled position in fear I might breakto pieces. 

'Taylor? What's wrong?'Adrienne called. She sounded really concerned for me, almost 
worried for my wellbeing. But I knew better, I would forever be alone. No one cared about me. 

'Taylor open the door!' Adrienne yelled, her fist banging on the door. 

'Just leave me alone!' I yelled back, making her banging stop, 'I don't need you or anybody!' 


'Taylor!' Adrienne said shocked, hervoice alight muffle. 



'Justgo away!' I screamed louder, rockingin the curled-up position I sat in. There was a long 


pause in front of the door. 

'Fine, have it your way,'Adrienne said coldly and started walking down the hall, footsteps 
disappearingfrom earshot. 

'Just everyone leaves- me-alone,' I murmured, salty tears falling into my mouth and soaking 

my knees. 


'Just everyone- go- away I' 


I needed to find Dan and fast. Taylor wasn't acting like this when she left and as her friend, I 
knew she needed my help. When I heard the loud crash come from her room I rushed over immediately. 
I could hear her crying inside and knew she needed help but she wouldn't open the door. It wasn't like 
Taylorto seemso depressed. 

'Dan!' I called, banging on his room door hard. 'Dan! Open up!' 

There was a long silence before finally Dan swung his door open and glared at me from his 
post at six feet tall. I took a deep breath and placed my hands on my hips. 

'What's wrong with Taylor?' I asked bluntly. Dan blinked and didn't even twitch in the hard¬ 
core expression he was giving me. 

'It's none of your concern Adrienne...' 

I think I was close to exploding. 

'None of my concern... She is my friend! Now tell me what you did to her so I can slap you in 
the face... Hard,' even I knew Dan wasn't fazed by that statement but he did look on the verge of 
exploding himself. 

'What I did to her? Adrienne, she kissed me, me and Taylor kissed and then she went off 
making outwith her ex-boyfriend!' He yelled; I hadn'tseen Dan so steamed since... 

'Dan... herex-boyfriend?' I said in disbelief. Dan leaned away from my face and seemed to 


deflate a little. 



'Yes../ 


'Did she say sorry Dan? Did she say anythingto you?' I asked, searching his face as his 
eyebrows furrowed and he straightened up back into his defiant statu re. 

'She...' I nodded, urging him on, 'She told me she loves me.' 

I think you could have heard a pin drop in that doorway. I looked down at my feetthat were 
crossed nervously on the blue carpet, and then backup at Dan's blind eyes, thatseemed tosee so much. 

'And you rejected her' mystatement hungin the air as I peered in at Dan. His face was like 
that of someone tryingto figure out a hard puzzle. 

'I did, but she deserved it,' he said finally, movingto close the door but I stopped him. 

'She's not Natalie you know?Taylor's different,' I persisted, Dan's eyes showed surprise and 
then flickering back to a dark void. 

'I thought the same thing, but you did n't witness what I did.' There was a pain in his words 
and I wanted to comfort him but didn't know-how. I tried one more tactic though, I needed him to at 
least talk to her. 

'And you didn't hear what I heard' I said, getting a questioning lookfrom him, 'Taylor isn't 
handling all of this so well. She's been through a lot, Dan. I... I heard her throwingthings and sobbing in 
her room. Dan, she really does love you.' 

He stood in the doorway, face unchanging. 

'Fine, don't believe me but believe this. There is a girl sobbing and carrying on in her room, 
thinking that she will forever be alone in the world. I know one thing, and that's Merry Kate won't be 
too happyto have the blood of anotheron herhandsif Taylor does something drastic.' 

My eyes parted open gingerly as peeks of early morning light tried to filter through. Fora 
second I forgot everything. My confession to Dan, his rejection, and the ghost-like Bobby. 

Sadly though, the horrifying reality came back to haunt my soul and a shiverwentdown my 
spine as I sat up in bed. Crust caked the sides of my eyes as I swung my legsoverthe side of my bed to 
stand. I stopped suddenly at the shards of glass glimmering in the sunlight. I sighed and retracted my 



legs to the comfort of my bed. I had forgotten all about my wild rage and the vase that wentflyingfrom 
my hand. 


Grabbing the magazine on my side table I scooped up the shards nearby and took a hesitant 
step toward my slippers. I forced myself notto look to the otherside of the room where the crude 
Bobby Shipparro once stood. 

I finally retrieved protection for my feet and stifled the tears that were overwhelming my 
senses. I felt like I could break at any moment and that if I didn't splash some water on my face I might 
puke. 


Rushing over to the bathroom sink I stared at the girl in the mirror. Her once jubilant green 
eye was dull and void of life. Cheeks once flushed with life were now pale with a touch of death. Her hair 
that wasonce hermost beautifulassetwas now limp and tangled. 

Shaking my head furiously I dunked my hands in the running water and quickly splashed the 
refreshing liquid on my face. But not even the coloniesfresh tap water could make me forget the events 
of yesterday. 

Still shaken up I jumped when a loud knock came from my room door. Peaking around the 
bathroom door I watched the shadow blockthe stream of light beneath my door. 

'I just might betray you so you might as well leave!!!' I yelled stubbornly, pulling my head 
back into the bathroom and drying myface on a towel. Mysnark commentdidn'tstopthe knockerfrom 
knocking. 'I'm serious! I just might confess my love to you and you still won'tforgive me.' 

In a weird and twisted way, I needed to joke my way out of the hurt. 

I didn't want the person on the otherside of the door to know that I was about close to tears 
and likely go through the brush in my hand on their face when they opened the door. 

The knocker persisted yet still and I finally found myself walking towards the door. Why 
couldn't people get the hint that I just wasn't up for socializing today? 

'Do I need to spell it out for you? I don't-,' I stopped suddenly as my palm lingered on the 
doorknob. The doorstood wide open but I didn't utter a single word to the figure in front of me. 



'Taylor, I think we should talk' said the painful smocked over grey eyes that continued to 
stare at my strained expression. 

'Sure,' I choked, 'Dan.' 

'Can I come in?' Dan asked aftera long and tedioussilence. I was compelled to slam the door 
in his rather- handsome face but thought the better of it as I opened the door wider. He nodded and 
tookthe last two steps inside. 

I walked gingerly over to the side of my bed and took a hesitant seat. Dan was here, in my 
room and the atmosphere was definitely different from the othertimes he visited. I fiddled with my 
fingers as he stared in the direction of the leftovershards of glass on the floor. 

'I was able to snag a sample of the death shots' he said absentmindedly, leisurely walking 
around the room and picking up stuff from my dresseronly to put it down again. 

'Really?' I asked, wondering at his casual conversation starter. 

'Yes really, the colonies lab is examining it right now; there could be a breakthrough'. I 
watched as Dan picked up a picture of me and my sisters. What did he wish to see when he touched a 
picture frame? I had the look of death on my face while they smiled cheerily, and I was only three. 

'That's... good,' I felt like there was a thick brick wall of tension between me and Dan as he 
explored the room. I visibly cringed as he stopped in the same spotthe translucent Bobby Shipparro 
stood in, his haunting voice still racking my brain. Dan looked overat my now ashen white face and 
frowned. 


'What's wrong?' His face was calculating, 'You're turning pale.' 

I shook my head vigorously, my reddish-brown hairslapping my face. 'Nothing, it's nothing, 
Dan. Justtell me, what exactly did you come for?' 

There, I said it, the one question that had been nagging at the back of my brain since he 
stepped into the room. Dan finally moved away from the fore boding spot in the room and stood in front 
of me. 


'Adrienne came and talked to me yesterday,' he said slowly as if waiting for my reaction. I 


was a little surprised but, yet, still, a part of me knew Adrienne would do something like that. 



'What did she say?' I stuttered. Dan looked overthe top of my head and seemed to be 
choosing his words carefully. 

'She said you weren't well... she said you needed me,' if he could see my face, he would have 
probably seen my bottom lip trembling and the way I shook my head vigorously. I didn't need anyone 
anymore. 


'Well,' I started, standing up to face a towering Dan, 'She's wrong. I don't need anyone, not 
anymore.' Dan's eyebrows wrinkled in concern and he missed overeyesflashed that of worry. Was it 
possible that he could forgive? My mind didn't lingeronthat hope. 

'Taylor doesn't say that. Everyone needs at least someone in their life. No one can ever face 
life like that of us gifted alone,' he said. As he talked, I just shook my head even more. I would n't fill my 
head with dreams of something better anymore. Something betterwas n't down my alley. 

'Don't try to feel sorry for me Dan. I get it ok. I was stupid to think you loved me back'. Dan 
moved to say something but I quickly cut him off. 'As I said, it's ok, I except what I was meantfor. It's my 
fate to run. Which is why I'm going to leave and forgetall about you, the colony and...' 

Dan grabbed me by the sides of my arm fiercely and zoned in on my face. 'You are not going 
anywhere you hearmel' 

I continued to talk as if I hadn't heard him. '...Just forget the memories- I've made here 
because memories only make it hurt more.' I don't knowwhere the tear came from, but I couldn't wipe 
it away because of Dan's hard grip on my arm. 

'Taylor, I don't wantyou to leave,' he said softly. I had neverseen Dan so vulnerable in all of 
the time I've known him. 'I wantyou to stay here, with me.' 

I looked down at my feet. 'You made it clear yesterday thatyou don't want me here.' 

Dan'seyesseemedto glaze overas he softened his grip on my arm. 


'I think I should tell you about Natalie'. 



'Natalie?' I said, looking up into his clear watereyes. Dan nodded slowly and nudged me to 
sit down. I did and watched as he took a seat nextto me. He had this faraway look in his eyes as if saying 
this girl's name transported himto anotherworld. 'Who is Natalie Dan?' 

'She was everything' he started, startling me a little. A sad smile formed on his lips. 'She was 
everythingyou could want in a girl. Hair and eyesfitfora goddess. Attitude fit for a queen. Notto 
mention the fact that she was the strongest mind readerthe colony had'. Dan chuckled as if 
rememberingsome inside joke. 

'She was everything, and then... I lost her...' I think my stomach twanged and a pang coursed 
through me. Natalie died? 

'She died?' I asked out loud. Dan looked at me in surprise. 

'No, no, no, that's not how I lost her,' he said quickly. I sighed and he continued to look at the 
wall in front of us. 'I lost herto someone else.' 

A guilty realization slapped me in the face. Natalie had hurt Dan the same way I did, breaking 
his heart forever. It's why he was so upset with me. It's why he wasn't so ready to forgive, and even 
though I was jealous of how much he seemed to love this Natalie girl, I wished things would have 
worked out better for the heartbroken Dan in front of me. Dan cleared his throat and opened his mouth 
to say something, but nothingcame out. 

'Dan, you really cared about her, didn't you?' I asked, my voice sounding like a sock was stuck 
in my throat. He only nodded and it felt kind of awkward sitting there with him in the still silence. I 
started to think aboutthe boy sitting nextto me who always had a shell built up around him, and how 
now this very same shell was crumbling right before my eyes. I couldn't help but almost feel how 
helpless Dan felt when he knew he couldn'tstop Natalie from leaving him. I could almost imagine him 
blaming himself forthe heartache he had to go through. 

I could only help but thinkthatl had done the samething Natalie did. 

'Dan I'mso sorry' I knewthe words were empty, void of meaning but I still said them...'I wish 


I could take everything back.' 



Dan buried his face in his palms as if secretly wiping the tears away that were aboutto fall. 
'I'm no better. I shouldn't have... I shouldn't have yelled at you back in the city. I really hurt you, Taylor. 
I'm sorry.' 


A guilty wave spread-through my bones. Why was Dan sayingsorry? Why was he being so 
selflessforan undeservingme? 

'Why would you throwthe vase?' he asked suddenly, breaking me from my guilty torment. I 
looked overto see Dan staring at me now and then I looked at the remaining pieces of glass on the floor. 
My eyes focused over to the spot Bobby Shapparro's deceased form stood and I shivered. 

'I saw... I heard something I didn't like. I was just upset. People tend to do the unthinkable in 
rage'. Dan could probably sense the tears coming to my eyes because he put his arm around my waist, 
surprising me. 

'What did you hear? What did you see?'. They were simple questions but I wasn't too ready 
to answerthem. Notwithout reliving the moment. 

'I-1 don'tthink I can tell you-' 

Dan sighed making strandsof my hair quiver. 'It'sok. I understand.' 

He pulled me closerto his side and a longing overcame my senses. Was Dan just being nice? 
Did he still have feelings for me? I tilted my head so that I was looking up into his grey eyes and face 
hiding grief. I wanted him so bad right then. I wanted to him to lean down and meet my face in the most 
wonderful kiss imaginable. I wanted Dan to want me and I had never felt so desperate and needy like 
this before. 

Dan seemed to sense all of the emotions I had so carelessly broadcasted and moved his eyes 
in my direction. They were the eyesof a teenage boy hesitant at any chance of love. Someone who had 
his heart broken more than once to know he wouldn't leave himself vulnerable again. 

A gasp escaped my throat as Dan lifted his hand to my chin, anchoring it as he traced a 
thumb across my bottom lip. How was it possible that this boy could make me feel so special by the little 
things he did? My heart ached at the thought of not kissing him. 



'Please, Dan. Don't do this to me. I love you too much to just sit here and not want to kiss 
you' I found myself saying, leaving my emotions bare and raw for Dan to easily sense. 

He smiled only a little and his eyebrows arched in the way of someone goingthrough a 
painful and hard process. 

'I wantto knowfor sure Taylor. I wantto knowfor sure that you aren'tgoing to hurt me 
again' he said finally, the words leaving his lips and brushing my face. I shivered as he caressed the side 
of my face. 


'I love you, Dan. I couldn't imagine everagain doing somethingto hurt you' I placed a shaking 
hand on his chest. 'I promise in my life.' 

I was surprised as Dan suddenly swooped me up into his arms and placed me on his lap His 
strong arms braced my hip as he looked up at me now, my green eyes showing surprise. 

'I was hoping you'd say that,' he breathed. 

I wished I had a magic bottle to capture the kiss that came next. 

'Glad you two could finally join us,' Merry-Kate smiled, herglossy red hair in a lazy side 

ponytail. 


Portion 

I and Dan quickly found a seat at the table. I spotted Adrienne acrossthe way and she smiled, 
seeing that I and Dan finally worked things out. We were in a large room with light blue walls and a dark 
plush blue carpet. The giant polished wood round table we sat at could hold a good twenty people. 

It was the meeting room and Merry-Kate had called us in here for business. 

It was me, Dan, Adrianne, Sean, Taylor, Merry-Kate and fourteen otherground dwellers I 
didn't recognize. I have to say it was weird sitting in the same room as Taylor with Dan right beside me 
but it didn't bother me too much. 

'We're all here today to talk aboutthe anti-mutation shots, aka the death shots,' Merry 
announced,gettingrightto the point. Everyone heldtheirbreathforwhatshe would say next. 'Asyou 
all may already know, our lab experts are dissectingthe sample Dan and Taylor were able to snag.' 



Every person at the table turned to look at us and I inadvertently turned invisible. 


'There is a very slim chance but I have been informed thatthere could be an antidote/ she 
finished. A loud sigh was released from every person sitting there and Dan loosened his grip on my hand. 

Merry pressed a hidden button under the table and we all watched as a part of the top of the 
table slid away to reveal a hologram projector. A fuzzy image of a DN A strand appeared in the air and 
Merry-Kate started to talk again. 

'This is an image of how those of us with abilities' DN A strands look/ she pointed to the 
purplish segments covering parts of the DNA, 'whatthe anti-mutation shots do is dissolve these purple 
segments, thus making us 'normal' again.' 

Everyone stared atthe blinking image until suddenly it vanished as Merry-Kate clicked the 
button again. 'So, then what do we do until we wait for the antidote?' Dan asked, breaking the silence 
that had enveloped us. 

'We retaliate,' the redheaded nineteen-year-old started, 'we convince others like us to rebel 
against these... death shots and help those who have had the shots forced on them.' 

'Forced...?' I asked, my voice hard. Could the government do that? 

'Yes forced,' Merry sighed. Suddenly she lifted her watch to her mouth and called into it, 

'bring him in.' 

The shiny wooden doorswungopen immediately, and everyone stared ata young boy who 
was brought into the room. Fie looked no older than nine and hid behind Merry-Kate as soon as he was 
brought in. 


'This is Timothy guys, he's only ten years old and used to have abilities just like us... until...' 
everyone held their breath as Merry-Kate tried to find the right words, 'he was taken away from his 
parents and the shot was forced on him.' 

We all gasped and a colonist who looked around the same age as Merry-Kate stood up. 'And 
what exactly do you plan on doing with the boy?' the girl asked Merry, her dark black hair curtaining her 
face. 'Keep him safe, watch over him and, when the time comes, give him the antidote to the shots.' 



The table broke out in conversation and I watched as the boy hid further behind Merry-Kate. 
He was definitely scared but he had this look on his face as if he didn't want anyone to know just how 
scared he was. His dark brown hair fell into his dark brown eyes that seemed to be void of life. The shots 
had definitely messed him up. 

'What was his ability?' I asked Merry-Kate, the roomgoingsilent with my question. 

'One look from his eyes, and he cou Id make you do whatever he wanted.' 

My eyeswavered back to the boyand I saw his eyesdartto my face and quickly move away. I 
felt a tingle as if his powers were supposed to do something to me, but then it vanished. The shots had 
taken away every last drop. 

'If the antidote doesn't work?' Sean's loud voice boomed, 'what if it has side effects, the kid's 
not a guinea pig.' 

More conversation erupted at that possibility and I could see Merry-Kate losing her tolerance. 
'Quiet!' she yelled, and everyone's mouths clamped shut. Itwasn'ton their own though, Merry-Kate had 
done it, and I marveled at herability. 

'Now,' she said more sweetly, 'who would like to take care of the boy until I can work this 
whole shotthing out?' 

She dug into her pocket and pulled out two sticks of gum, handing one to the boyand 
poppingthe other in hermouth. 

No one raised their hands and everyone stayed glued to their seats. 

It was sad actually. How could people be so selfish? 

'Well, I guess the little boogeris goingto have to-' 

'I'll take him,' I said abruptly, raising a determined hand high in the air. 

'Are you sure you'll be able to handle this Taylor?' 

Dan and I stood quietly outside my room door as timid timothy got settled inside. Looking up 
into Dan's mystical orbs, I tried to find the right wordsfor his question. Who knows? Maybe I'm not cut 
outforthe whole 'takingon a kid,' thing. 



Dan was still giving me a questioning look as I peeked in on Timothy who was eyeing my 


pictures and trying to find a good place to put his bags. 

'I'll be fine/ I assured him, a warm smile slipping unto my face, 'How hard can taking care of 
a ten-year-old kid be? I wasten once.' 

An unconvinced Dan still looked at me with an uneasy expression. He sighed though and 
planted a swift kiss on my forehead. 'Hope you're right. The kid's been through a lot so it might not be 
as easy as you think.' I let my petite fingers travel up his chest until a single finger lingered on his chin. 
'Nofaith in me huh?' 

He chuckled and surprised me as his broad hands caught my waist and pulled me into him. 'I 
neversaid I didn't have faith in you. I'm just stating the possibility that you might not be able to handle 
this.' 


His hair was looking so messy and cute at the moment, his eyes a deep-sea of mystery, that I 
didn'tevenfocuson the words leaving his mouth. I had Dan. I finally had Dan. 

-And- 

I felt like the luckiest girl in the world. 

'Taylor, are you listening to me?' 

If it weren'tforthe fact that Dan had raised a single eyebrow, breakingthe fixated trance I 
had on his face, he would have nevergotten an answerfrom me. 'Oh... um sorry, I was just...' A blush 
leaked unto my face and Dan smiled broadly. 

'Getbacktothe kid. He needsyou.' 

I nodded and moved away from him only to be pulled back. 'A kiss for the night?' he asked 

slyly. 


'You read my mind,' I retorted, tilting my face upward. 

'What are you doing?' 

If it were possible, I probably jumpedtenfeetbackward. Dan was barelyable to catch me 
and steady my swaying body as a curious Timothy stared up at us. I blushed deeply and flickered in and 



out of visibility. Dan sighed and I had to take several deep breaths so that I could face the confused ten- 
year-old. 


'It was nothing Tim, do you mind if I call you Tim?' He nodded his head yes, 'It was nothing. 
I'll be in shortly. Go unpack, you can have the bottom drawers.' 

The kid couldn't catch a hint though because he crossed his arm defiantly. 'That didn't look 
like 'Nothing.' It looked like he was going to kiss you... on the lips.' 

If there was evera momenttoturn redder, it was then. I frowned overat Dan who actually 
seemed kind of amused at all of this. Whatever emotions he wassensing, they had him on the verge of 
cracking up. 


'I'll catch you later Taylor,' he chuckled, giving me a quick peck on the cheek, 'Have fun!' 
It didn'ttake a geniusto knowthat the last part was pure sarcasm. 




'So, welcome to my humble abode!' I announced, spreading my arms wide as Timothy looked 
hesitantly around the room. His thick brown hair shielded any emotions his eyes were showing as he 
slowly took unsure steps around the space. While he got familiarized with everything, I piled a bunch of 
sheets, that Merry Kate had given me, on the floor and tried to make it as comfortable as possible. 

'He re's your bed Tim, hope it's comfy enough,' I sighed, rising to a stand and looking overat 
an exploringTimothy. He happened to be standing in the same spotthe eerie Bobby Shipparro had 
stood and it made me shiver. 'Come on Timothy, check it out and tell me what you think.' 

He made his way over to the bed, kicking off his shoes, and slipping underneath the wool 
blanket. He smiled a small smile, 'It's betterthan where they had met before.' 

This made me frown but I quickly smothered itwith a smile of my own and wentoverto my 
drawerfor pajamas. 'Where are you going?' Timothy asked urgently, sitting up in his makeshift bed. His 
hair had fallen to the side giving me a good look at his scared brown eyes. Again, I felt a tingle but 
nothinghappened. 

'It's ok Tim, I'm not going to leave you, I'm just goingto the bathroom to change.' 



He didn't look convinced but nodded his head slowly and finally laid back down. He had 
seriousabandonmentissues, I noticed. 

This kid would need a lot of love. 

'Urn...Taylor? Taylor are you awake?' 

Small handswereshakingme awake as I turned overin my sleep, wipingthe crud out of my 
eye. 'I am now,' I muttered, trying to peer through the darkness. Fora second my eyes went wide when 
I saw a boy at the edge of my bed. The first thing that came to my mind was Bobby Shipparro. Then, I 
remembered that I had taken in a ten-year-old named Timothy. 

'Tim is everythingokay?' I whispered. 

He seemed hesitant. 'I just-1 kind of can't sleep and I was wondering if I could probably sleep 
at the end of your bed or maybe-' 

'Come on in Tim-my-boy,' I mumbled, lifting the covers and scooting over a little. Tim 
seemed about ready to protest, butsoon he was crawling underthe covers. I lowered the comforterand 
tucked him in nice and tight. I could feel him smiling in the darkness. 

'Sorry I woke you up,' he whispered, guilt lacing his words. 

'It's ok, you were scared and that's understandable,' I whispered back, ruffling his hair. 

'I wasn't scared I just said I couldn't sleep,' he seemed to have to clarify. 

'Sure,' I murmured, myeyesdriftingto a close. Whatever he said afterward was lost to my 
ears.Sleeptookhold once again. 




'Tim?' I shot up in my bed and looked around the now sunlit room. 

Something in my head woke me up saying 'you've got a kid to look after! Can't sleep in late!' 
Rubbing my eyes, I looked over to the empty spot next to me in bed and opened them wider. There was 
supposed to be a ten-year-old boy in that exact spot. 


I began to panic. 



'Tim?' I called again, stumbling out of the bed and heading for the bathroom door. 'Timothy?' 
I thoughtthat maybe he wentto use the bathroom, knowing kids and their weak bladders. Yet when I 
knocked on the door and went as far as peekinginside there was no one in the there-at all. 

Pushing the bathroom door all the way open, I hobbled inside because of my sleeping foot 
and began brushing my teeth. I needed to find the kid before Merry Kate found him hanging out with 
some hungovertelematicblond. 

I quickly swept my hair up into a ponytail, pulled on a cotton grey shirt and some fade d blue 
skinnies. Dashing out of my door, I ran down the stairs at the end of the hall and looked around at the 
trashed lobby area. There were plastic cups everywhere. I even saw a few people crashed outonsome 
of the couches. 

This place didn't go one night without a party. 

Suddenly, I heard chuckling and giggling coming from the kitchen and jogged towards it, 
pushing open the swinging whitewashed door. 'Tim!' I called, face flushed. The door swung shut behind 
me as I looked across the granite island to see Dan wearing a floury apron and Tim mixing a batter of 
somethinggooey. 

'Hi Taylor, we're making pancakes,'Timothy said calmly, flour all in his thick brown hair. 'Dan 
says he can't really make pancakes all thatgood because he can'tsee well so he asked me to help him.' 

I blinked twice, three times, before walking slowly overto them. 

'But you should have told me where you were going.' 

Dan'smurky blue eyes moved towards the sound of my voice, his mouthsmiling. 'Sorrywe 
didn'twakeyou upTaylor, you just looked really tired and Tim had been-upfora while. He said hewas 
bored and hungry- so-o, I asked him if he wanted to help me make pancakes.' 

I suddenlyfelt guilty. The poor kid was up forforeverand I just slept away. My cheeks 
flushed red. Dan made his way to Tim and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. 'It's okay,' he whispered in 
my ear, 'you don't have to feel guilty, it's your first day on the job.' 

'Hey Dan, can I pour it into the pan now?'Tim spoke up, his hair moving aside enough for me 
to see his eyes brighterthan ever.To see him happy. 



'Sure/ answered Dan, 'Just be a careful buddy.' 


I watchedthem as they talked with each otherand couldn't help smiling. The waytheywere 
talking was like they've known each otherfora longtime. I knewthatDan, no matter how blind hewas, 
could make his own pancakes. But the fact that he made Tim feel needed was just plain cute to me. As 
Tim concentrated on pouringthe batter into the pan, I planted a quick kiss on Dan's soft lips. 'You're the 
best,' I whispered. 




'Finally, you broughtthe little boogerin,' Merry-Kate murmured to the clearvile she was 
holding up to the light as me, Dan andTim walked in. She looked like a mad scientistwith a long white 
coat, blood-red hair in pigtails, and that crazy smirk on herface. 

We had walked into a stark white lab I didn't even know The Colony had. Tim went to touch a 
bubbling vile but I gently smacked his hand away. 'We got your message from Adrienne,' spoke up Dan, 
his body rigid with all the chemicals flowingthrough the air. All of the different smells were probably 
making his senseswhirl. 

'Yes, and you couldn't have been any slower, could you?'The feisty red-head snarled, only a 
slight playfulness in her voice. She was definitely serious a bout that vile in her hand. 

Merry-Kate turned to them and snapped a big pair of goggles off of her head. Placing the vile 
down gently, she began delicately taking off thick blue latex gloves. 'Is that the cure for the shots?' I 
spoke up, unable to contain my curiosity. 

Merry shrugged and wiped the beads of sweat from her fore head. 

'Who knows? I've been in here with my little lab geeks all night and this little vile of blue stuff 
is all we've got so far.' It wasn't until then that I noticed her red-rimmed eyes. 

'You've been here all night?' Tim's small voice spoke up, the question dying down to a 
whisperas Merry-Kate's blue eyesfellon him. 

'Yes,' she answered simply, 'Told the lab rats to leave around midnight, but I just could n't go 
yet. Every serum we came up with led to another breakthrough. Then I was finally met with this and I 
think it might be a dead end. I can't find the missing link.' 



'Have you tried it yet?' I asked earnestly, my hands resting on Tim's shoulders. That's when I 
saw Merry-Kate'seyes land on his floppy brown head and knew what she was thin king. 'I see. So that's 
why you called us down here.' Itwasn'ta question, more of a statement, and Merry let her glossed 
mouth coil into a smirk. 

'There's no other way. Unless you know how to give guinea pigs powers so that I can give 
them the shot and then this serum then we're out of luck.' 

I looked overto a weary Dan. Timothy grewstiffundermy touch, sensingwhatwas going on. 
The only thing that was running through my head was the many side effects that we re possible when it 
came to an unmarked vile. I only had the kid for one day and already I was putting him in possible 
danger. 


Suddenly, Ifeltwarm broad handstaking mysmall ones off of Tim's shoulders. I looked 
behind me up into Lane's blank stare as he said, 

'We've gotto do what's bestforThe Colony.' 

MISSED ME...? 

Continued: 

This was normal... 

Merry Kate told us that the serum would induce Timothy into a sleepystate.Sothenwhy 
was I worryingso much? 

'You should head back to your room Taylor,' Dan leaned down to whisper in my ear. It was 
getting late and I hadn't left Tim's side since he fell asleep. 'Merry said that he has to sleep in the lab so 
that she can keeptrack ofhis vitals. She'lllook outfor him. You need sleep.' 

I sighed, squeezingTimothy's small hand before lettinggo. What if he woke up, expecting me 
to be by his side, and found noone? 

'Fine,' I muttered, pushingoutof the seatand facing a standing Dan. His own pale eyeswere 
beginningto grow bagsunderthemas well. He refused to leave my sidejustas much as I refusedto 
leave Tim's. 



We began the short distance back to my room and I was again reminded of how annoying 
Dan's abilities could be. 'Don'tworryTaylor/ he said, grabbing my hand. 'Tim's a tough kid. His vitals 
were stable so there's nothingto be scared about.' 

I rolled my eyes, trying and failing to pull my hand free. 'Who said I was scared?' 

Dan chuckled and somehow managed to pull me closer. He kept his arms around me the 
whole way to my room. 'Are you mad-at me?' He asked suddenly, as we stopped by my door. 

I looked up at him, in all of his glory, a little surprised at the abruptness of his question. 
Though he annoyed me sometimes with his keen sense of emotions, I wasn'tfeelingany amountof 
angertowards Dan. In fact, I wasfinally starting to see him as... my boyfriend. 

'Why do you ask?' 

At that, Dan's wondering gaze locked onto my face with scary accuracy. 'Because of what I 
said yesterday,' he replied earnestly. 'I basically told you that the Colony was more important than 
Timothy and I didn't have the right to-' 

Dan's nextwords were neverheard as I stood on my tip-toesto reach his lips. They were 
hesitant and startled, but a few seconds later they were pressing back. 'I'm not mad at you,' I whispered, 
leaning away from his mouth. 'Worried, butdefinitely not angry.' 

Dan's hands caressed my face as he pushed away hair that was hindering him from feeling 
every inch. 'Don't be,' he smiled, and kissed my forehead. 

Sighing, I grabbed his hands and lowered them from my face. 'I bettergetto bed now. I want 
to be able to wake up bright and early just in case Tim wakes upto no one.' 

Dan nodded- 'Right.' His eyes wandered once again. 

'Goodnight,' I whispered, letting go of his hand. 'Remember I'm not mad.' 

Dan chuckled. 'I know,' he whispered back, watching as I opened my door. 'If you need me 
you know where to find me.' 


I smiled. 'Always. 



'Whatdoyou mean he still hasn'twoken upyet?!' 


Merry Kate gave me a stern look and placed a ruby nail on herlip. 'Quiet!' she whispered 
harshly. 'If you startle him out of his sleep his heart rate might spike!' 

I huffed, crossing my arms stubbornly. Dan, Merry Kate and I were all standing outside of the 
lab. There was a sleepingTimothy inside with Blue liquid racing through his veins, and he still wasn't up. 

Dan took my hand. 'Everything's going to be ok, Taylor.' 

'Listen to your boyfriend,' Merry Kate snapped, causing me to turn red and flicker in and out 
of visibility. 'Tim's body needs rest. His whole DNA structure is being repaired and that takestime. His 
immune system will be down for a while.' 

'Fine,' I conceded. 

Merry Kate visibly deflated and turned to the white double doors. 'Good, now scram. I've got 
a lot of work to do and I can't have you smothering me with your motherly instincts.' She removed a 
cherry lollipop from her coat and placed it in her mouth before disappearing. 

I playfully stuck out my tongue in her direction and pulled on Dan's arm. 'Come on,' I 
announced. 'Let'sfind somethingtodo.' 

Dan followed along and placed a hand on his chin. 'Adate?' 

My feetfroze. 'What was that?' 

'Adate,' he repeated, smiling slightly. 'We haven't really gone anywhere or done anything 
togethersince...we made up. Don'tyou think a date would be nice?' 

I shrugged even though he couldn't see it. 'I don't know... I guess so. It's just that...' 

'Are you afraid of going outside?' Dan asked, detecting my hesitance. 

'No,' I answered truthfully. My reddish-brown hairsuddenly seemed so interesting. 


'Then what is it?' He asked, 'There's no harm in-' 



'What are we?' I suddenly asked. My green eyes quickly flicked to Dan to observe the 
shocked expression on his face. 'I mean it seems pretty obvious, but I don't want to delude myself. I 
wantto hear you say it.' 

Dan'sarm reached outand pulled me into him. I found my hands instinctively clutching at his 
shirt. 'Taylor if having a title means that much to you then yes, we're boyfriend and girlfriend, but does 
that really matter? I love you and I know you love me.' 

I looked up at him, feeling slightly guilty for forcing him to explain... us. 

'Don'tfeelguilty,' Dan said, reading myfeelings. 

I smiled and pushed awayfrom him. 'Well, it's hard whenyou're always right.' 'It'sa date 
then?' His hand reached for mine once again and we found ourselves walking towards the elevators that 
led to outside. Merry Kate and Dan were right. For now, Timothy was fine. If I kept worrying instead of 
having hope, I'd end up being the one in critical condition. 

'Let's have fun for once... boyfriend.' 

...And then the dream snapped to nothing but black like film ripping awayfrom herand her 
mind, both linkedtogetherin this dreamlike state, of showing past presentandfurther. 

Taylor- 'whoa-1 feel like I just went through my most if not my whole life... in one dream... 
with you for this... 'She said this to Naddalin who was taking it all down in her notebook. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 42 


The way I was Remembered 



Interval: 6 


Continued: 

'Small towns are funny places; everybody thinks they know everybody.' 

They bought, they sold, live in fear of getting old getting cold. Life to death, it is all a myth 
just a wish, only to walk in the dark, to make their mark, in the life they embark. 

Yet, they know what is so, nowhere to run nowhere to go, they come and go, with nothingto 
show. With some that are high and some low. However, they always know narrow minds never change, 
only to rearrange, in the exchange. 

Memories never fade, and the ones that make their lies get paid. It is all slipping away from 
day today. There is always someone with somethingtosay. Whatevercome whatever may, it is just 
another day... in a small town, with dreams going in the ground, with only names on rocks to be found. 

Were one person runs it all and is crowned, we dance like fools we are her clowns. That's just 
life bowing down to a small town, it is just the words going around. With so much doom and gloom, I 
suppressed that crowned witch, noton herbroom. 

Following behind like the moon, or busy making drama in a room. 

Soundsjustlike me-howaboutyou? 

~Naddalin~ 

(Back to now, and at the weeks end before the week of the dream study.) 

I was daydreamingto think there is nothingcuterthan seeingyourgirlfriend, riding a dildo in 
frontof you justso you can see her give her self-pleasure SEEING LOVING HER DOING JUSTTHAT ALSO 
PLEASING. I love Emmah! 

'The dream assignment was over- for the most part.' 

Jinger moaned and for some moments then glanced up at her- ceiling. 


'And it looks like it's going to rain.' 



'What's that got to do with our homework?' Said Emmah, her eyebrows raised. 


'Nothing/ said Jinger at once, she ears reddening. 

At five to five Naddalin bided the- othertwo goodbyes and setoff for Scott's office on her- 
the third floor. When she- knocked on the- doorshe would- called,' Come in,' in a sugary voice. She- 
entered cautiously, looking around. She- had known the office underthree of its previous occupants. 

In the- days when Mr. Hilliard had lived there, it had been plastered in smiling portraits of 
herself. When Lupin had occupied it, it was likely you would meet some fascinating Dark creature in a 
cage or reservoir if you came to call. In the- impostor Moody's days it had been packed with various 
instruments and artifacts for the-detection of doing, entertainment and disguise. 

Now, however, it looked totally unrecognizable to me and them, the-surfaces had all been 
draped in lacy covers and cloths. 

There were several vases full of dried, dead flowers, each one residing on its own doily, and 
on one of the-walls was a collection ofornamental plates and dishes, each decorated with a large 
colorized kittenall different colorswith ribbons around their neck. 

These were sofoulthat, Naddalin stared at them, gored until ProfessorScottspoke again. 

'Good evening,' Mr. Naddalin started looking around... at the wonder around her, she - had 
not noticed her at first sight, because she-was wearing an explicitly flowered set of robes that blended 
only too well with the-tablecloth on the- desk behind her. 

'Evening, ProfessorScott,' Naddalin said stiffly. 

'Well, sit down,' she'd-said, pointingtowardsa small table draped in lace beside which 
she'd- had drawn up a straight-backed chair. A piece of blank parchment lay on the-table, apparently 
waiting for herto pen. 

'Er,' said Naddalin, without moving.' ProfessorScott. Er- before we start, I-1 wanted to ask 
you a... a favor.' 

Her bulging eyes narrowed hernose. 


A feeling of great gloom in the castle, Naddalin pulled she-door open. 



On the-threshold stood Aunt Marge. She'd-was very like Uncle Read: large, beefy, and all 
shit-faced, she'd-even had a fuzziness in places you don't want fuzz-ie-ness-NESS-ness, though not as 
bushyas she. 

In one hand, she'd- held an enormous suitcase, and tucked underthe-other was old and evil- 
tempered, that held a beast, that was turned into just that overthe fact that he was mean, nasty, and 
greatly to all young girls in the land- think they were not good enough for him, this was done - by one of 
the fallen angels-whom study dark witchcraft, 20 years ago- back or so, for not wanting her hand, like 
the others that were sweet and innocent young ladies, or for not going to the ball with her, was the real 
reason, all usgirls still tease him and one anotherabout. 

Dariez came waddlingdown the- hall, with her blond hair plastered flatto her forehead, a 
bow above just visible she forgot to take out before showering-she was baring as the day she was born, 
show all that makes her a girl. We all slapped our hand to our fore head hard, saying she's a girl- is she 
not, all- it was anonymous-even if pre-pubescent. 

Aunt Marge thrust the-suitcase into Naddalin'sold room dragging this girl body with her, 
knowing she-wind up just running out, all the same, Dariez in a tight one-armed hug, rain from me, and 
planted a large kiss on my cheek, 5 minutes or so after being in my old room. 

Naddalin knew perfectly well, that Dariez only put up with these hugs because, she knew 
what it was like readingabout sisters, thatdid not get along, in herstudies, and with Karly, and herpast, 
and sure enough, when they broke apart, Dariez had note clutched fist, saying add this to your story. It 
said- 'I want to be one of you...' 

...And Jennath! 

Aunt Marge, then shouted, sayingget off herand get dressed, striding past Naddalin as 
though she-was the coolest girl she every new, like a hero. 

Aunt Marge and Aunt Jennath kissed us, in our rush, for bed, as we all dispersed the room, 
Dariez bumped hersmall jaw against, my chin, saying seeyah. 

Uncle Read now came in, smiling enthusiastically as he-shut the-door, saying, night kids. 


(Theydid havetheirgood momentsI'mthought.) 



...And Tea for me, Marge, they said in the nook together, in soft light, stars out the windows. 


And she-said, how she loved him and all those things that sound romantic. 


And the kitten can have some milk out of my saucer, here... 

Then said Aunt Marge as they all proceeded into her-for a midnight snack around 3:00 a.m 
into the kitchen, leaving Naddalin alone in the- hall with the-suitcase, she wants to be there, for the 
night- rememberingall that is the past. 

Nevertheless, Naddalin wasn't complaining; any excuse not to be with Aunt Marge was fine 
by her-when she knew that she was all cuddle with him, 'yuck-ie'-she thought, so she- began to head 
back into the-case doorway underthe stairs her spare bedroom, taken as long as she-could, peepingat 
them all yettrying her nottoo. 

In herroom underthe stars... I think about Emmah... I start thinking aboutall the PDA she 
and I have had, I LOVE HER- we lovefeelingour-selves pleased byand one anotherpleasure well-making 
lust-love. (I love licking pussy.) I am rolling around, in bed nude,feelingthe sheets, holding myself as if it 
was to her, mumbling- in the thought of my knotty... mind. 

She slips her hands under her blue rob, under her see throw panties with the bow in the 
front, and herbodyspasmsand slackensand she cups hersmall, breastswith hernipples start to point 
upward, in her hands and feels the hard pearls of her nipples, like tiny mysteries- longto be played with 
by in her mind 

Emmah hand and tongue, againstthe barked palms of his hands. 

She puts her hands under her knees and maneuvers carefully, so that her bottom rests on 
the edge of the bed. She slips her fingers underneath the worn elastic of her panties that are strung 
across the points other hips and lower lips, she feels the slow winding down of her dying heart and can 
see a bluish tinge thriving on her skin of herthrough herthin robe, and smoothed hair, as she goes in. 
then,slips themto heranklesand softlydraws apart herkneesandfeels again a watery ardor... in her 
eyes, she starts tearing up... It is exactly as he imagined it - the hair feeling, the lipsfeeling, the whole 
feeling - and she slips her hands under her butt after, saying-1 MISS HER, now I fee I gross and need a 
shower I's all sweaty- o-wh-a, as she looks at her hand cover in cummie. 



'I wanted to kiss her in my mind forever-though in my moment. I blocked out all thought 
that was not about her, what it might mean, what further mess I might create for myself... knew. And I 
kissed a pillow like it was her until reason seeped out through my pores, and I became a living throb 
with-in throbs, mindful only of what I wanted to do to her and myself if it would be her doing it... And 
suddenly we were crashingaround the little railway carriage in my mind... and this is where my fantasy 
tookplace, all handsand lips and,oh,God,thescentand taste and feelof her. It was like tiny fireworks 
going off all over me, as I gushed, bits of me... looking for her to find the same way. -I- I's enjoy her so 
much with we are together in lusting love and just finding a new thing to discover with each other- 
mind-body- and fallen soul too.' 

By the-time I's-got back to the- kitchen. Aunt Marge had been slurping up all tea should 
takedown, and very sleepy she could not even speak clearly, with the cat napping noisily in her-corner. 
Naddalin saw Aunt Jennath wince slightly as specks of tea and dribbled clean floor, from her mouth. 
Aunt Jennath hated animals, like our kitten Buttons, who is the cutest lovable thing ever. 

Uncle Read asked, why I was tip-toeingthrough the kitchen-afterward, in a see-through 
robe-that was so sharp I don'teven know why- I's bother putting it back on-well that what he said- 
anyways-why even bother when you can see it all. 'Oh, Jeez-us...' I said holding myself- like a girl... in a 
moment of shyness. I was not expecting anyone to be here at this hour. 

-And- 

Buttons began to snore again as Naddalin sat down, looking through her notes that she was 
editing for the upcoming classes- in her blue night rob. She directed Aunt Marge's attention to Naddalin 
forthe-firsttime, as she waswheezingaswell, and thenjoltedtoalertness,the lantern overthere head 
was dancing with its flickeringflame, it was an old railroad 1909 Pa. lantern that Uncle read live light to 
seta feel and ambiance, this one works-the one that is in my room is on that I fund nextto the tracks 
years ago, walking the abandoned line back into the woods going north, it's all bent and missing some 
glass, yet, I love it fori knew, that it was here's-the girl from the story, and somethingthat has been 
passed down through the years. 'Sometimes, I don't like coming back here and then, sometimes I do to 
remember...' 

He looked at me dragging on his pipe looking far too familiar to me in my mind, yet I could 
not re member why-then he said: 'I remember summer mounts were always- like this... nothing ever 
really changes.' I started fee ling sad, and was tearing up... I was seeing a vision of the past of what 



looked like grandfather, who was a railroad worker, in cast of gold replacing him, with a halo light 
around him in glowing lights, saying- 'don't forget about me-too,' he was in his 1920's hat that was 
always tilted to the one side, and that white smile, so vivid it was eerie. 

-And- 

So... I thought-whatdoesit mean? 

And she'd- meowed... and it snapped me outof the trance, that I was in, and still in there, are 
parts ofyou, even now, as I held a note, of his and now hertoo, part of life neverchangesthere just 
passed on and down to new-onesjust like you. So, the moral of this always that we're notthat far apart 
in how we look act and do things, even if... 100- yearsof Rhetoric was spacing us apart more than me, 
we still all together, linked by handwritten text. 

All just notes, yet have so much meaning, just a memory, of life to some would not matter to 
me it's everything. 

-And- 

(Fareofin anothersmall village is Emmah-feelingthe same ways.) 

Emmah- "I am a hopeless romantic,' and then I thought about that, and she said to me- 
'you're not hopeless anymore, you have me,toshowyoursweetromantictoo withoutthe 
hopelessness.' 

This is why... I love- Naddalin so-oo much.' 

(Back) 

Yes, said Naddalin of course, they have to care about me all along, even if gone. 

And do not you say- 'yes' in that ungratefultone? 

I can do this... I will add to the story; I will do that... I'm well- DO-THAT! 


(Fora girl that knows nothing about nothing- I'ssure did something!) 



And It is damn good to Reading and Jennath to keep you, I thought too and them knowing all 
that I just did, yeti am a girl, I feel so guilty in all that I do- even feeling like a woman- not a little girl as 
they think, even Dariez needsto feel like a woman every nowandthen-more like every otherday, and 
us seeingyetyougetmy drift. 

Why? 

Why... did I always feelguilty forfeelinggood? 

Wouldn't have it myself any other way then this- is what makes me creative. 

He said to me- 'You'd have gone straight to an orphanage if you'd been dumped on my 
doorstep, you- little cute fuzzballof girlie-ness, how could-1- say- no, and he was squeezing my left 
cheek?' 


(Like-1 said, there were some good moments.) 

-And- 

Naddalin was overflowing full, on cookies and milk, to say that she'd rather live here than 
back the orphanage that Kristen was once in, with the-Sleyashs she was safe and warm, but she- 
thoughtof she- Claepsiara, Skoufyceol of Wizardry form years not-stopped so they-said 'okay-' and that 
was your girlfriend is so-oforyouto be happy then okay, sorry for what you go thought- he said. She- 
forced a face into a painful smile, saying thanks, I think he meant it. It was a nice long talk- in the we-eee 
hours in the morning. 

I thoughtaboutand assumed-'I would be happyto play with herall my life, in a waywhyare 
best of playmates, aren't we?' 

I was smirk at me, in the mirror as I do to herface to face, I was standing bare! Andthen 
Aunt Marge, looked in at me and shut the door fast see my butt cheeks, and the look on my face 
reflecting back, in the mirror she could see Emmah the same way looking at her love stuck. 




And, just like that a weekwent by and I was snapped back to the old train station where I 


was back at the school... ripped from reality... 



This was happing while-Then the door to my room busted open yet again, one of the girls, 
that I have to share the house with- kind of like a sisteryet not, that shall remain nameless-saw me just 
like fad into an ashy dust, and magical vague of wispiness, as I vanished before hereyes. 'Besides, I can 
see you haven't improved since I last saw you, is what he said to me. I hoped your meatal school would 
knock some manners into you, that whatthey think- in more ways than one.' 

Did not even get to say goodbye to Aunt and Uncle, who was still sipping on their tea out in 
the kitchen, as I was being ripped into this distortion of time, I could hearthe large gulp of tea, whispers, 
about me and the other girls in the house yet most about me. 

Good things... more than anything- yet, it made me sad. 


Besides she'd-took a look and blinked-and blinked yet, once more-, and said- shit... and then 
went back out into the dim flickering light that's making a soft warm glow in the kitchen, where she 
asked if they were sending Naddalin away yet again. And if so if she was gone or not yet, and if she had a 
full-size posterin her roomof herself, 'whydoyou ask me this, child?' 

I think I just saw her disappear... if that was not a photo of her... it makes no scents. 

-And- 

St. Brutus's, said Uncle Read promptly-said 'if she not here then she is there- little one.' 

And- It's a first-rate institution for hopeless cases. 

-And- 

I see, said Aunt Marge. Do they use these atSt. Brutus's, girl, and she held up with looked 
like quail featherin the little hand, and a wand in the other, with a sapphire stone that was heart- 
shaped at the holding side? She must not have needed it or left it for- Dariez who wants so much to be 
just like her, she tried to snap it over her knees yet, it would not break. 

'Go give it to her now then...' he said austerely, as it started to glow and change color in the 
stone, and read her name with-in the crystal of the wand that was silver. 


Shethoughtit across herwood desk, to herwhileup in herroom,in the home. 



'I remember her saying that this was not needed yet some cool to have to show you r 


cleverness, skill, ability, and talent levels along with power, and a story for a younggirl like me...' said 
Dariez, and her eyes sparkling with wonder and the possibilities of phenomenon if her mind could just 
unlock it using magic, and this start girl wound, or become a girl that has fallen too. 


-Then- 


I- Dariez, was looking through, herroom I was-me myselfand I that is, and I woundfountit- 
I knew that she would have one of these, I just knew it, a glass sprier small that was big for her small 
hands-crystal ball- that would show all my days, it leads me to find this book in the restricted parts of 
the abandoned town 1898 built library... that is nextto caving in... I knewthat I would have to go in find 
sneakingout late at night, tonight- looking in the glass I saw, the story of a girl, that looks all too alike to 
me, it was showing a very dark past of a young girl's life, like a video-showing a hanging and bullying, of 
a girl that was a copy of me, it looks... yet, the question I had was- WHY? And it was saying that death 
was the only way out... was it me-was it... I am the girl in the glass its showing... I need to find more... 
and this bookwas it like it had a bewitchingpoweroverme I had too, it the copy. It also said I have 
everything I need to be a fallen angel if I believe- if I believe in the powerof white magic. 

Looking in the book of all her day's past, here is something that just seemed to appear right 
in front of my eyes, hidden text between the lines, of the lines, on the old tattered yellowing pages, 
there read a line of words reviling hidden secrets of her life and home village. It was faint in color gray in 
the style of her gorgeous script penmanship; around the text was magical whiskers- that would glow in 
shadesof gold- sparkly-aboutand around the lettering, it said as I read aloud: 'Nevaeh hometown was 
the longest little town in the Earthy world, this was a clue- forthose that need to know, and to see only 
if they should-or believed in her of was someone like her.' 

-And- 

Then, I looked even deeper and say a girl- it was me with white wings... blink at me, ever so 
sweetly-and angelic. 

Er - Uncle Read nodded curtly behind Aunt Marge's back, saying- 'oh no- anotherone.' 

As she ran to herroom whooshingit around, saying nonconical worlds... hoping forit to do 
something, need like lighting herdaddy- Read's shorts a-f lam, or give him two heads, or get out of choirs 
and homework, know ideas of yet what magic could really doand howdark it could be. 



And Yes, And said Naddalin, on the phone to her saying- 'shh don't say anything and next 
year, I can bring you here, yet a girl that is not like me-' 'BUT' she said-trying to understand herdark 
side deeperwith curiosity in hervoice, Naddalin was looking down on herand knew along she was in 
herold room, and again she said- 'sh-h, don't become like me-stay good, magic is more playful that 
way.' 


-And- 

Excellent...she screamed. And Aunt Marge rushed in the room thought she was being 
murdered. Agoodspankingis whatthis girl needsforwhatthey thoughtwas a good beating in her room 
with berthings, is what's ninety-nine days out of a hundred, without TV and fun or seeingothers, for 
beingin herdoingthings that little girls should not. Have you been beaten bysomethingordid you do 
this to yourself, look at these cuts' slashes on her like fang marks? And in this room underthe steps, she 
was looked too just like Naddalin for being bad. 

-And- 

Oh, yeah, said Naddalin, she loads of times, she said this to Emmah saying this girl needs out 
of this environment and some girlfriends, that are normal. Unanimously she agreed. 

Aunt Marge narrowed hereyes, saying- 'you bastard, you don't need to be that cruel about a 
little girl beinga youngwoman.' 

'Oh, is that what you call it, he said.' 

'She'sjusta little girl...' 

'She is playing around with her stuff... like that evil wand looking for sinful, that is enough, 
magic she calls it, I call it sick temptations, that I like the holy furtherwould banish herto hell for, if she 
did not confess too, and she will not then I will look herin there with it until she seesthe real evil she is 
looking for, as the holy furthersaid to do.' 

'She'sjusta little girl...' she said, throwing her hands up walking away... and like - her, I feel it 
not evil, and it is just magic, and even not so as you with your dirty mind-there no harm in what she is 
doing in there, if so-o. 



'And I still do not like your tone, little girl,' he said, hold the holy book-that he never read yet 
wants to think he has, saying this is what you need to know- 'she looked up saying-1 do know it more 
than you- unlike you and what you think of me, I can read, and I was chosen and you were not...' 

Blink- Blink, is what he did... at his child. 

'What the hell-doesthat mean?' He said, slamming the door in the girl's face. 

She glanced down at the glass once more and it said- 'TRUST- 
IS FORSMALLGIRLSANDGODI' 

Yet she trusted her... 

Shetrusted Naddalin... 


Lakemont 


Naddalin-then she'd-said like- like, if you can speak of your beatings, to other or they will 
get worse and the mom has no say in at all its all power by the daddy, in that casual way, they clearly 
aren't hitting you hard enough, to understand that, said Emmah, then Naddalin said that is why-the of 
why, no question in it, I am bringing her back with us next year, she can take any more of this abuse. 

Both walked down all the spiral staircases, with all these pips that follow up and round to 
make the sounds, that leads to the vast entryway to the castle, main door- were the largest player piano, 
was pumpingouttunes,fromthe 20's madeof wood, also charmed, it has glass doors and drumand 
things playing to the beats. 

Like in the hall, as I said there is this ornate pipe organ, and in the basement, I have been 
down there, there all these room that looks nuts that runs it all, with air ballot's, old belts, nexttoold 
medieval things, like more artillery then I have ever been near - nickelodeons, old cone operated 
fortunetelling machines, and things like that- more than- like-1 have everseen, and haunted dancing 
bones, on chains hanging from chain, form the accused in the past, in the dungeons rooms after room. 



that tunnel after pass away, all light with gas torches, drip-p-y and wet are the stone walls cold to the 
touch, a mass grave in one that, is restricted to girls like me even, yet I have seen. 


-Then- 

Jennath overlooking us-jumping into the conversation late. I'd write if I were you, I did more 
than that, I want you to 'please' make it clear that you approve of this little girl- along with all the other 
older girls, and younger to that she needs friends, love, and understanding more than anything, she's is 
not used to girl's, that do that, along with falling in love with the wonders of all that is magic. 

Perhaps Uncle Read was worried, that Naddalin might forget their bargain; in any case, she- 
changed the- subject abruptly, for the little girl, she was in her mind, like a haunting eerie whisper 
saying- 'sh-h and stop,'this was never- ever part of the bargain to still his child away, yet she was going 
to do just that, it doesn't pay she thought to be a- meanie-to girls that can't stand up for themselves, 
over being too young-yet this girl has a voice, yet no authority yet, that will change- it well. 

Have you heard the- news this morning. Marge? What about that escaped individual? Eh- 
more of the same she said, softly, in a lowtone of voice. 

As Aunt Marge started to make herself at home, with all drama of young little ones, no- 
longerin a rebellion anarchism to her say, and not getting along among themselves-when it was just 
down to the one, and the other was staying over at friends' homes within the villages, Naddalin caught 
herself thin king almost unrequitedly of life in dorm number four-teen without them, with herEmmah 
and the 4 other's, that would be in this room with her, this year duration, Naddalin made the request- 
very early to share a room with her- her being Emmah of course. 

Uncle Read and Aunt Jennath usually encouraged the little girl to stay out of there way, in 
times of play and times of not, which Naddalin was only too happy to do for her using a spell to stay 
linked into her mind as long as shefeitthe need too, until the day she could getaway, and stay with 
them. 


Aunt Marge, on the-anotherhand, wanted this girl under her eyes at all times, so that she'd- 
could boom out suggestions for the improvement, without getting slapped about, in my thought that 
not betterthan. Her dad's word was law... all this overjust having somethings in my room that find 
sinful,and her beinga wondrousgirl. 



She'd-delighted in acquiring, her magical background with Naddalin the sooner the better, 
Dariez is, Naddalin eventook huge pleasure in buying Dariez expensivepresentswhilegettingglaring, 
when theywere sent back home fora hometoopenin front ofthem. 

As though daring her mom and dad to ask, the girl to say-to them all why they hadn't got a 
present, saying I am thechosenone.She'd-alsokeptthrowingoutdark hints herstudiesin all that is 
enchanted, magical, fairy-tale and charmed, and aboutwhat made them all such unsatisfactory entities 
to her now. 

You mustn't blameyourself for the-way the-girl turned out. Read, after all, she is so looking 
up to her, and we took her in afterall, and she is making our children bad, with hersinful ways of 
looking fordarkness. And If there'ssomethingrotten onthe-inside of this child forthe I well beat it out 
before she seestodoingherself,there'snothinganyone can doabout it, I will punish herforthis sin...! 

Dariez, asked if she could have a girlfriend overfora sleepover, and if she would-stayover, 
for lunch on her-third day of this week if she stopped all the madness and went back to looking 
emotionless, Dariez thought that she was falling too them and whatthey wanted, when really it was all 
my plain, forherto back down, as I tookoverhermind, she has everythingshe needs now, with inside 
of herto be a brilliant magician, and then a white angel, and from there I have a feeling, yetthat is only 
if she believes in herself- more then I believe in her-and them too. 

-And- 

Naddalin tried to concentrate on herfood, in the large hall with the many stain glass arch 
windows, but her hands shook and her face was starting to burn with anger, saying this little girl can't 
keepgoingon. 

Remembering the-form, she-told herself, to get them to autograph, and that it was not for 
her, it was giving up the welfare of Dariez, and he did- to me, I am taking her, the moron did not 
rememberthat I wasbroughtto him from here, thinkaboutEmmah-The Claepsiara, Hayvannaholfor 
youngergirls and Skoufyceolforthe oldergirls of both Wizardry and Fallen Angel's. Do not say anything, 
there was a whoosh-as they did a teleport spell, and theywere both there... standing before them in 
the living room. 


Do not rise, she said along with - 'I AM HERE FOR THE GIRL, TO KEEP! 



Aunt Marge reached for her glass of wine. 'It's one of the- basic rules of breeding, and she- 


said, to keepyourchild, and teach your child as you feel fit.' 

'What givesyouthe right, afterwetookyourfilth in?' 

It all played out like this to the rest of the world, yet when really, I was taking here... 

Dariez-1 am running- running- through the park, at night, misty fog, haunted like an 
amusement park, and I am at a place called Lakemont, it's somewhere in Pa, and was the place to be, for 
all that was cheapthrills... 

I got the idea from a book I read that is called: LAKEMONT, I am standing at the top of 1902 
the Lep the Deeps 60' Roller Coaster-the oldest in the world, that if you miss step you'll fall to your 
death, it's all wood and rickety, white and splintery, rusty chains, and old heavy wooden cars lush 
padded ripped of leather seats, that have not moved in years and big rusty cogs, raining hard, everything 
eerie havinggreen cast, and all the light the sky is thunderbolts, see allthe rides... 

I walked through the hunted like-old Noah'sark- nowstoppedjustrockedtothe one side. I 
would say this is not what you would call holly place of fun - even if that what was intended, more like a 
nasty sin, the floor completely gone, had to jump from place to place; yet no one was stopping me, from 
doing so-o there were nosigns upstoppingme. 

Yee-and whoopingsound no longer. Yes, I could recall them in my consciousness, Noah is at 
the top look more sadistic than ever, most of all the cars on the Ferris wheel is rusted and just hang, on 
one pin. 


Ah-the large carousel, that once played sweet soothing music seems to be playing in my 
mind as I pass the ride-seeing young faces with amusement, now most of the houses are total, entirely, 
fully, and wholly gone or tagged with race and slurs, or ingrates-on the eyes or the house was 
absolutely stabbed out. 

The crock skew stands naked and eerie in the dense fog hugging low, and the right high lost 
color. The water park looks like a swamp, the water slides from hell, like that one at Disney, yet you 
would really make thatjump.Thereare many ways, that I could kill myself on... many...the light bulbs 
smashed on the ride singes, chipped animal rusted, faded, yet in my mind there bright and flashing. The 
train sets, never to steam again... track missing in some places where it used to snack through the tree 



coverand over rivers, old buildings now really falling down, even ifthey were madeto look like that 
before. 


The whip- ride had its roof blow on in a tornado, years back. 

The costar has a dibble dip, and the cars live the station from the first hill on like any before it. 
There is a jail over the way, where you could pretied, were they would sell Harlan, back in the days when 
I was just a child. 'The Rollo Costar' had killed a 3-year-old boy-and to the life of a boy, that wanted to 
live on like I- Dariez, the boy was sitting on a youngergirl's lap, and they said, that was all they need to 
shut this park down forever-to never- ever-ever be opened once more. 

The Swan boat's all half sunk- looking like shout ducks, in the swap, that is yellow in color, 
that was a once a crystal-clear lagoon. Urn- it was said the park was hexed, over the years with all the 
deaths, thattook place here, on the rids one ride unparticular the SkylinerCOSTAR.The log ride 
stationary forever, parts of it laying on the ground beneath. Storybook frost, liking like the bible stories 
from hell. The paratrooper ride is locked to the lift, rusty, red, white, and blue. The white picket wood 
fence is no-longer, the walkway mud. 

The Caterpillar ride, I rememberasa kid covering me over, and I was afraid of the dark. Along 
with the chair swing ride, the wooden seats gone, the meatal oxidized, corroded, and eroded chains 
sawing in the breeze, like haunted arms-of somethingsatanic. The trolley still sitting in the main street, 
street light, with cracked glass... dead trees, dark brown, with what look to be armed hanging down 
want to pick you up and eat you... that were beautiful at one time-all whipping willow-ie. 

Falling apart like me on the inside, it all the same forgotten, all the old buildings, falling down, 
I saw whentrespassingtoget up hereto my child hold happiness, and like the coaster, I am feeling the 
same. It is so hard to talk whenyou want to kill yourself, over losing a girlfriend. 

That's in the air and beyond the whole shebang else of things, and it's not a mental 
complaint that I have, it's a physical thing like it's physically hard to open your mouth and make the 
words come out, andtheywill not. 

They don't come out smooth and in unification with your brain the way normal people's 
words do; I don'tgetwhy, they come out in chunks as if from a crushed ice machine, like a piss snow- 
con you knowthe lemon one that no one likes, yet, if yourdump like me you get foryou can make up 



your mind on anything but the girl you can never-ever-never-ever have; you blunder on them as they 
gatherbehindyour lowerlip with yourupperteeth. 

So-o you just keepsilent, hushed, and soundless, yetyourbrain never-ever- evershutthe 

freak up. 


'Have you eversaw how on all the ads on TV, people are watching TV?' My friend is like. 
'Pass it, child,' my other acquaintance is like. 'No, yo-o-yo, that's true,' my other - another friend is like- 
like- urn-ah-and- uh.'There's always somebody on a coach unless it's an allergy ad and they're in a 
field... blah- blah- hem and hum- poop-fart, and giggle.' 

'Or on a horse-witha creepy man looking too sexy fora man ora donkey-going He-ha-or 
some dip-shit biting a winey in the middle, or some re-tard-ed piggoingwe-eeeeee.'This would be the 
yearof 2019 on Earth, funny now I want a pinwheeled too. 'Those ads are always forherpes, then the 
men- man, and the woman with the burning itchy fee ling down under, that has-vagina-night-us.' 

Amusement, and joy. 'How do you even tell some body you have that, and it all for crap?' 
That's Kristopher... It's his house. 'That must be such a weird tete-a-tete: 'Hey, before we do this, you 
should know...' 

'Your moms didn't mind last night?' 'Oh-hal' 

'Girl!' 


NO-NO-NO... 

(One week back) 

(Week back) 

...Before Dariezturned 14... 

Kristopher lobs a punch at her, the antagonist. Richard is small and wears jewelry, some like 
me think he is gay, and will not say. He once told me, Dariez, when a man puts on his first piece of 
jewelry, there's no turning back, with all that is Fagg-sh, yet that is live her in the halls. 


Richard shakes his wrist and turns his attentionto the pot. He punches back with his hand 
with the big limp silver brace let on it; it hits Kristopher's watch, clanging. 'Son, what you trying to do 



with my gold, yo?' Balm streaks outline his light switch, and his bedsheet is pocked with black circles. 
There's always a pot at Kristopher's house; he has a room with a totally separate ventilation system and 
a lockable doorthat his parents could rentout an additional apartment. 

There are stains on there, too, shimmery stains which show certain activities, that take place 
between Kristopherand his girlfriend. I personally for one look at them (the stains, then the duo). I'm 
jealous... yah- nah-some- But then again, I'm beyond jealous, more them enough- of it all. 

'Dariez?' 'You want?' 

I'm seeing if maybe pot is the problem; maybe that's what has come in and mugged me. I do 
this every so often, for a few weeks, and then I smoke a lot of pot, just to test if maybe, like the 
nonexistence of it is what has stolen from me. It's passed to me, enfolded up in a concise conveyance 
scheme, nonetheless, I pass it on. I'm doing a trial with my brain- like have a 3-some with it. 

'You, all right?' 

This should be my name. I could be a superhero:You All 

Right girl. 

'Ah...' I stumble. 

'Don't bug Dariez,' Richard is like. 'He's in the Dariez zone. 

He's Dariez-ing out.' 

'Yeah.' I move the muscles that make me smile. 'I'm just... kinda-you know...' 

Do you see how the words work? They betray your mouth and walk away. 

She has big eyes... 'Are you okay?' Emmah asks, oh by the way that was her name. Emmah is 
Kristopher's girlfriend, here on here on Earth so there is no weird of how it looks. She's in bodily contact 
with Kristopher at all times Emmah I know is Bi-curious. Right now, she's on the floor next to his leg, 
wrapped around her and I know that Naddalin is not liking it- by the grin she has to force on her face. 

'I'm fine,' I tell her-aboutthis. The blue glow ofthe flat-screen TV in front of us ricochets off 
her eyes as she turns back to it. We're watching a nature special on the deep ocean, about a 14-year-old 
girl lost in a boat she made to become remember, after a boyfriend dropped her, and is eaten by sharks. 



I was really engrossed in the story holding behind their backs- Emmah's hand that is behind 


him that were holdinghands in front. 




Emmahlyn 

(The narration started saying-) 

I am just a girl... 

My age: 14- 

My name is Emmahlyn Marilee, 

I have been called the small girl and also just called Emmah as a nickname, yet I am just a girl, 
but even so-o, I had a crazy thought, and dream to be the first girl youngerthan a woman to do what I 
setoffto do and at somethingthathas neverdone. 

There I was day after day making my ship- nothing big, yet it was what I thought was right to 
make this journey, I have lived mostly on the water growing up- in my home-town next to the port. 

'Yes- how's it coming my day asked looking at me like I was the nuts girl.' 

'Good!'-1 say, not even looking upat him, to see that he was justwearingthose-whole-ie 
underwear that-are like ye How from age wiped at the elastic, who was sipping on his coffee, he no I was 
doing this with or without his okay? 

§ 

I re member taking a bite of my PPand J sandwich and having half of it running down my tank 
top, that was pink, that smalt of kiddie girl perfume. The kind that all theyounggirls spray too much of 
in the locker rooms after the Liz-bo teacher wants to look at you run laps. There goes the dog running 
after my sister who is 2 years young then I, and then the dog, that missed the step and hit the wall, yet I 
did not even lookup I was working on my wooden boat for my sea trip I was going to make all by myself! 

Hometown too... they- or no one was going to stop me from making my make in the world. I 


wanted fame! And to be the strong girl! 



I battle my way off the coastline-on a clear day, there is no motor, no life jacket, no nothing 
just me in a small boat doinga big dream. 

Yah, I am normal, this is what a girl doeson hersummerbreak... 

Lost at sea in a small yeah-where I end up in one of the worsteventsof my life, tossing and 
turning overwaves, I think I am going to die, 30-foot waves on I go under, and overthe boat was never 
made to stand be crashed, and bobbing like a cork in the 5,000-foot waters of the sea. 

Black is all I see, for 24 nights as I try to make it a-coursed the Pacific alone, a dumb thing I 
just want to see if I could do-to make history, lost at sea it's day 5 after I left the port of my small town- 
I have no clue what was to come-some would say it was poor planning- others say it was just dumb. I 
had nothing but a camera to talk to- and I did I documented my story-1 was taunted by sharks-they 
werenippingat myfeet. 

Happiness, I can eventhinkofthegood thoughtotherthan theflashbacks ofthe life I had 
and let go for this trip- to become someone-when I was...somebodythere-with them-1 think of all 
them in my mind- and I get even more broken hatred adrift lost in the ocean? nothing is something I do 
not have at this time I feel that not seeing my mom and dad is slowly killing me more than living her 
bobbing in the water having sharks swimmingaround mejust looking at me with the intentto eat. 

My happiness was being home, and being with my girlfriend on the weekend, and spending 
time with my young boyfriend too, whom I broke up with me right before this trip, I miss-oh so much. 
He was everythingto me... maybe that is why, I did this... to show him that I am a strong girl, and don't 
need him- yet right now lessons am so sure that I do. 

My greatest fear is as of now, being eaten alive by them swimming around me. Not getting 
back home neverseeingmyfriends and family, neverdoingsomethinglike homework, orreadinga 
book or texting on my phone, things that we take forgranted. 

Things that you don't even think of in every day-things like being warm and dry. Things like 
sitting with your dad- eating like a pig and farting well looking at the TV, waterfall-like mom saying 
you're not nice to your sister who looks up to you those things-there. I fear everything out here in this 
dark water-that is so cool and become, hot as hell, the sun has my skin - pilling and red, then at night it 
feels like there are knives hitting all the open wounds that their sharp teeth have made on my legs and 
feet, passing by. 



Death-1 feelthatl am eatingmy own body away, as they nibble away at it too... I seethe 
light get odd and stranger... too. The Loneliness', is getting to me, there is no one for miles...the re is not 
one soul to take to- and all my photo- phone-and life has washed away in the boat that is not at the 
bottom of the sea. 

A while That is now like green from the blonde, color. My eyes are red from the saltwater 
running in as I have high wavescrashing overmy head. I know I am seeingthings, that are not even 
there, Ifeeldazed. 

What is the trait you most deplore in others? Him the only thing right nowthat I could think 
of hating the most right now is him... everything, I dislike the world forme ending up this way even God 
too... why did this big storm have to come, why did I have to sink, why? bit 

Pounding the nose- hit- hit- slap- and she went off, yet getting one of my toes, the big one... I 
can see fragments of my little boat around me yet nothing to keep me from going underto hold on too. 
Urn-1 rememberthe first date we went on to a fast food place, not much of it was what he had, his 
mom and dad did not get- US 11 NEVER HAD A ring he did not have the money-yet no looking back on 
slowly sucking in mysaltwaterthen I can handle, I feel he was never-everthe realone. 

Oh him-so dreamy-yet so- uncaring about me-the person, I would admire the most more 
than my dad would be-the boy I love-and yet also said for me to grow up, and be someone, other than 
a whiny little b*tch, and find someone else to love, even if... is the? Him for loving me - always him- my 
boyfriend for being my first... and taking me-and taking me wherever I wanted to like the mall and to 
school and to a football game, to the park for rides and more, or in his car for loving, and even hooking 
up and making out he was the one for me. With his dark hair and perfect smile, lips and face, green eyes. 
I was his short blonde, slim, and slander, hopping into his arms when he said when, orto jump and -1 
said - like 'howhigh,'wefeedoffofeach-other'sfeelingandcaring. 

My greatest extravagance was going to be this and make to the other side where he would 
be there for me to jump into his arms- it was not even three days, and my body was not even consumed 
complete, by these sharks he was with: Amy Pierre-the girl that was cuter than me- and better than me 
in everything? He could care less that I became shark poop, and that not fun because that is true, these 
were my last thoughts, pin and leftto float out in see in a bottle. Funny a day at the beach three weeks 
aftertheygave up looking forme his new girlfriend, read this... and freakedi 



Part: 1 


I am- Going- 

Cr-a-zzz-y- crazy- CRAZ-YYYY! 

My shortlife is running past me-and I can help butto have foggy thoughts of all the days in 
the past and thought of a life with my boyfriend that not going to have-orworking, orjob, ordances, or 
car... or sweet 16. Even babies- and that white dress! I am just treading water- eating- whatever just to 
sub-stain life-and keep from shriveling up... to black dust in the hot sun-too really cool 17^ nights. 

If a boat is close, I would star call outyet there was nothing but my cold breath echoing 
back in my face, to show my I WAS ALL ALONE-facing death, but then more loudly, I played myself out 
until I had no power left in my voice, I lost, and I was a cheerleader in school, for 2 years, the lost lonely 
thoughts of cold- no one is come to getyou. 

Trying to stay as still as possible, and while waiting, trading, yeah- no-there goingto pull you 
under and rip you apart... I was there a new toy-the shark was my pet-should I pet it or let it eat me? - 
as long as the shark is not actively attacking you - and get into the boat as quickly as possible once the 
boat reaches you. 'This life expectancy that I have lived is full of trials with misfortunes, yet I only 14- 
so-oyou have to capture humorwheneverand whereveryou can find it.' And mine was to have this... I 
recall the first three hours in the boat before all the lights wentout it was nice and I thought, I had it in 
the bag. Maybe it's important to open up I people, otherthan a boy and some really close girlfriends- 
people whoare right there with you, not some thousand miles away in anotherlife. Or maybe it's 
somethingelse. Maybe, I should just settle fornot knowing, that I would not be for anything. Maybe it's 
just good to know that you're not the only one who doesn't know, what she perfect wanted. 

I made the boat myself; I wassomethingthat I was most proud of... blue and white- it was 
made to have no power on board-just to make the 100-day journey for one cost to the other-from 
Norfolkto Freeport-and overthe triangle. That was also called dumb- knowingthe stories- of what if. 90 
mph and more, with the winds... I thoughtthis was it-1 say my good buys-1 have nothing but the camera 
to say this all too. 

§ 



My current state of mind? Irrational, there goes my other leg, I feel down, and there is 
nothing- nothing- nothing- my mind can't take this... I shriek-yell- scream, and cry- and there is no 
sound-just more watercoming from my eyes, and I am gushing blood and the choppy waves are now 
inflamed with color of ruby red, I will neverfeel what it's like to have a boy there eitherthe dirty 
thought run in my crazing mind, that my hip was hardly hanging on the rest of me. But do you fee I sorry 
for me- know you should not-1 was over my head... from the first five moments. All over a dumb boy- 
and his- mean. 

What doyou considerthe most overrated virtuePThinkingthey care about me myfriends 
are they, myfriends, why did I have to dothis alone, why has no one found me, these are all question 
asked afterthe first five hours into this trip, I did not plane long enough. Was there a plan not really 
morejusta spite Victoria Secret...? 

And- like a dumb girl going for something never done. Have I been a liar and a cheat? I would 
sneak out with the girls, and blame my sisterfor what I did, that being a teen... and I would play with the 
skittle too is that why I am herfor loving myself... and say that I did not- is that God says don't, why I end 
up this why- he made me feel that I need to touch myself down there and I did more than six times one 
day it that wrong? He would get me, to do him like every other day, yet a teen girl wants more. Like I 
re member the first time he grabbed my boobs, oh that was so nice, now I fee I that I will neverfeel 
love...again even if I do make it out-alive-1 have no lowerhalf...! 

I re member last year my nose was bigger than them-1 just got an ass and now a shark has 
come and bit it off-just my luck... I was going crazy... Always to cover for what was right, even if it was 
wrong it was to make sure the other person was not said. I also kissed another boy on the lips in front of 
him think I would get him back, is God paying me back for it now? 

I was always preptype-even appearance, with the little poof on my head and wavy heavy 
blonde hair; everything I was a girl in high school the re was nothing about me that I thought was right, I 
wanted it all fixed like my nose and that was done 2 years back like my teeth and when I started wearing 
way too much makeup to cover it all up-yet I one of the top looking girls in my class or so they said. 

5 days in all I have is a- bit of wet candy bar... and I take the last bite of my favorite snake 
food. The boat was going under fast; my electronics have all gone. It was not long until; I say now-that 
not testing my work in small boat making was not up to ship shape. I could say that now... 



'There is a magnificent intensity in life that comes when we are not in control but are only 
reacting, living, surviving. I am not a religious man persee... butforme, to go to sea is to get a glimpse 
of the face of God. At sea, I have reminded of my insignificance of all men's insignificance. It is a 
wonderfulfeelingtobeso humbled.' 

§ 

My dilemma has given me a strange kind of wealth; I will always be remembered forthe 
dumba*s girl that did this... the most important kind of remembrance there is was dumb in life. You do 
something so dumb you be remembered, maybe that was why I tried this... he said I was that dumb, so I 
lived up to it! I value each moment that is not spent in pain, desperation, hunger, thirst, or loneliness. 

Sometimes, I try to stop speculating about the future or what's out of my existence, and 
other times I just lean back and run with it because maybe it's forthe best, to think of what might not 
have been that what could have been. 

Larger days into my trip and I lost at sea, so farout in the back seat, at night. Sharks are 
playing with my feet- not taking bits, yet, but like rubbing me as they pass... were - 'I'm just confused. 
Everything's confusing. Everything beautiful is far away, or maybe everythingfaraway is beautiful. It's 
like howthe grass is greeneronthe otherside. Grassjust looks nicer from the otherside;you know? 

The grass where you're standing looks like dirt with hair.' 

Well anyone finds me or will I die? 

'Astrange thinghappenswhenyou interview a robot. You feelan urge to be profound:toask 
profound questions. I suppose it's an inter-species thing. Although if it is, I wonder why I never try and 
be profound around my dog. 12:07 am lost at sea- in the green-sh blue in the drink- 'Like a planet 
around a star,' looking up, I see the shooting one and no that is my death coming. 

I am weigh surrounded by a display of natural wonders, all glowing in the with the moonlight. 
All sparkly- In calculation, to the little ecosystem developingaround me was taking skin and more of me 
my-and my top and underwire was taken off by me, so it would not weight me down-so-o here I am, 
bobbing in the drink just nude as I was with my boyfriend the first time, I have the same turn-in upside- 
ie-down-ie feeling in my little belie. Look down and it's amazing all the colors and life-yettariffing all at 
the same time-so wonderful and yetso unkindto me. 



The acrobatic dorados perform beneath ballets of fluffy white clouds. Then the sunsets were 
just like the one I would sit and stare at with him making me sad and happy too. Or the time I went for 
ice-cream with my dad, and he gives me money for my first, bike... when I was five. Or the time, I was 
with my mom and sister, Gracie, walking out to the waterfall in the state park, at ten. And the time with 
my boy, overa table overlookingthesea-at belief restraint place that his mom paid for. 

The clouds glide across the sky until they join at the horizon to form whirling, flaming sunsets 
that are slowly doused by nightfall. Then, as if the sun had suddenly crashed, thousands of glistening 
galaxies are flung out into the deep black night. There is no bigger sky country than the sea. But I cannot 
enjoy the incredible beauty around me. It lies beyond my grasp, taunting me. Knowing it can be stolen 
from me at any time, by a Dorado or shark attack or by a deflating raft, I cannot relax and appreciate it. 

It is beautifully surrounded by ugly fear. I write in my log that it is a view of heaven from a seat in hell.' 

I was thinking of a song that I loved, an oldie from my dad's way-way back in themtheirdays, 
back in the 1990's back when the dinosaurs roamed the planet and the year or so when my older sister- 
Kaylie was born so 1993- me I was born in 2002 and Bryan Adams - 'Please Forgive Me,' was the crap, 
when mysisterwasyoung, that was so-o good, I am thinking about here like crazy too. Like-that was 
one that I would hum to pass the time, from time to time, the pop charts, of 2015. Funny it was slated 
wounds- bySIA! 

§ 

The person despisesthe most is my freaking Boyfriend, as I seethe sun come up on a story 
day lost at sea, lightning cracking nextto me, I thought, I was going to be fried... (Boom!!) In addition, 
the hot feelingof the wave hit myface smackingfirmly. despisingsomeone I have two in mind right now 
it would be him, and God-sorry to say I was neveron to do that coming from my family life, of doing 
what was right. 

The greatest love of your life would be him, silly! I feelanyways... What I loved in him - and 
the boys'that I liked- 'FImm, I like a smart funny guy:) like him, I don't like him to be super serious all 
the time! from basically a smart clown that's laid back (: What is the quality you most like in a man? I like 
guys that try in school.They have to be cute and make me laugh. Also, I like guys that can carry on a 
conversation, and that is athletic. If you like a girl, do not talk about othergirls with her, either, because 
that makes them thinkthat you are not interested. I like smart, athletic kids, and they have to have good 
clothes! I love it when a man wears sweater vests, it's so sexy... I am lost in my last sexy thoughts'...and 



also a plus is- can read and write- yet- boys today- that may be asking too much. Also, make sure you 
smell good!! 


That's such a big turn-on.' 

When and where were you happiest? I was the happiest in life, when I was rushingto his 
arms and he would hold me, or when the school day was at end and he was there to take me places, and 
working on this trip I was the hippestjustor that all to die in a heartbeat, like I am having less of those 
too, and it's getting harder to breath. Which talent would you most like to have? My talent was 
swimmingand beingin the waterlike I said I have beenswimmingnowfora week, in the middle of the 
sea. I would say that I have lasted longer then, I should have. Being a good lover, girlfriend, and 
student... also-and caring forall! 

'Every time you look up at the stars, it's like opening entry of my days of the past and 
thinking. I could be anyone, anywhereright now. Yet, know-1 am here in the Pacific... I was wonderwell 
looking up at that star-filled sky if he was too thinking of me-1 now know that not to be true. 

Things, things that-1 wantedtodothis summerwas-Campingout in the backyard with your 
best friend, with my sister's eleven years old friends who are mine too-a- lot of them were younger than 
me but still my girlfriends, driving lessons with my older sister, stopping at the edge of the city, looking 
up at the same stars. Walking a wooded path, kissing in the moonlight, look up and you're eleven again. 
Boys in a tiny town, like I did when I was ten and up, to eat candy and think of getting fat as I did then. 
You're in a sea-boat, and you flipped, that was me... You're staring out the back of a car. Out here where 
the world begins and ends, it's like nothing everstops happening.' 

'It's nota remarkable note exceptforone thing-doingthis- and beinga younggirl, there is 
nothingto remember me by, and my name you may have forgotten, already like them. Even if the shark 
swims away, you're not truly safe until you're out of the water, yet that's not going to happen, now is it? 
Sharks may leave temporarily and then come back to continue the attack. Get back to shore or back on 
the boat as quickly as imaginable. If you could change one thing aboutyourself, it would be everything-1 
never like anything about me, I am 14 what can I say, that is why I did this to make me - into something, 
if I could I would have colored my hair maybe light brown... and use different con tacts, yet that is not 
somethingthatis life-changing. 



SHARKS-Sometimes, they swim right up and have at it, sometimes they circle for a-while 
before lunging, and sometimes they sneak up from behind fora surprise attack. To be able to defend 
against the shark, you mustknowwhere it is, so make every effort to watch the animal, evenasyou're 
working out your escape, I try to stay calm and don't make sudden movements. When you first spot the 
shark, chances are it will swim away without botheringyou. 

You cannot out-swim a shark, so trying to sprint to safety may not be your best option, 
unlessyou're already very close to shore. It's importantto keepyourwits aboutyou soyou can 
continuously appraise the situation and figure out howto get to safety. I thought this one thought, what 
I consideryour greatest achievement, I have neverdone it. 

Part: 2 

I love- love- love- long painted nails, in all colors, long pony tells, and my style like it- honestly, 
has not changed much from last year. Basic pieces are the best because you can wear them in many 
different ways! I would get plenty of plain t-shirts and sweaters, soyou can wear them with scarves and 
jewelry. A basic pair of dark jeans is probably a good idea, as are leggings and maybe yoga pants. For 
shoes, Sperry's are really popular at my school. People are also wearing Converse, Crocs, Nikes, Uggs, 
and any kind of girl-ie bootITight jeans... and Victoria-Secret undies! 

My, iPhone was my life... my mosttreasured possession? My favorite TV shows were? Pretty 
Little Liars, The Secret Life of the 

American Teenager... and anything on MTV, as yours where also in 2015 I am sure. If you 
were to die and come back as a person it would be like my sister who was perfect at everything. So, I 
would know how it feels to be the head girl. 

All the shark, I knew a leg was now gone, I was hitting them all in- in the face and gills. 

Playing dead won't deteran aggressive shark. Your best bet if attacked is to make the shark see you as a 
strong, credible threat. Usually, a hard blow to the shark's gills, eyes or snout will cause it to retreat; 
these are really the only vulnerable areas on a shark. 

Get into a defensive position, I thought like laying on top of the waves I did that too and go 
so sunburntthatwhen back in the water I screamed-for my mother, andthat is somethinga girl my age 
neverwill do... 



I am pretty sure most shark attacks happen all the time yet notto a girl swimmingtryingto 
stay above the chasing waves, I never gave much thought to sharks- not this for inland out even to the 
fact my boat would go under in a larger storm, the storm Hurricane 

Patricia was a Duration May 28 -June4 Peak intensity 145 mph (230 km / h) (l-min)937 
mbar (hPa,) I know that my mom and dad were going nuts to look at this storm, on TV knowing that I am 
out there yetthey thought I was strong... that what matters here, they believed I could do this... yetthey 
never go to say go by either to me. My boyfriend was quoted saying- 'That he didn't even care...' 

There are many opinions out there and you should look around the internet for different 
sourcesand articles about attacks and sharks. 'Thegenuine understandingof one's inconsequentiality 
profits a calming sense of being entirely connected to the greaterwhole. Asa tiny part of the world and 
humanity, I now felt more at peace, at losing life than at this moment, and yet I never- ever felt so alone.' 
And I wentunderand waseaten, nevertobeseen-orhearfromagain. 

Just a girl like you at age 14- lost at sea-that was me- and how, I would be remembered! 

Part: 3 

-Then- Nextshow- 

There's an octopus on the screen with giant ears, translucent, flipping through the water in 
the cold light of a submersible. 'Holy shit, look at that, son!' Richard is like, blowing smoke, I don't know 
how it got back to him previously. 

I have a secret: I wish I was Dumbo the Octopus. I smile to myself. 'Scientists have good- 
humoredly namedthis specimen Dumbo,'theTV narrator says. I'd floparound down there at peace, yes 
oh so-o modified to freezing deep-ocean temperatures. The big concerns of my life would be what sort 
of bottom coating slime to feed off of, that's not so dissimilar from now, desirable I wouldn't have any 
natural predators; then again, I don't have any now, and that hasn't done me a whole lot of good. But it 
suddenly makes sense: I would like to be under the sea, like an octopus. 

'I'll be back,' I say, getting up from my spot on the couch, which Scruggs, a friend who was 
relegated to the floor, immediately claims, slinking up in onefluid motion. 


'You didn't call one-five,' he's like. 



'One-five7ltry. 


'Too late.' 

I shrug and climb overclothesand people's legs to the beige, apartment-front-door-style 
door; I move through that, to the right: 

Kristopher's warm bathroom. 

I spend a lot of time on them. 

I have a system with bathrooms. 

When I pop into Kristopher's, I continue my normal routine of wasting time. I turn the light 

off first. 


They are sanctuaries, public places of peace spaced throughoutthe world for people like me. 

Then I sigh... and think aboutall the things I can have like her... 

Then I turn around, face the doorl just closed, pull down my pants, andfall on the toilet, I 
don't sit; I fall like a carcass, feeling my butt quarter the rim. 

Then I put my head in my hands and breathe out as I, well, ya' know, piss. 

I bury myface in my handsand wishthat it could go on forever because itfeelsgood. You do 
it and it's done. It doesn'ttake any effortorany planning. 

I always try to enjoy it, to feel it come out, and understand that it's my body doing something 
it has to do, like eating, although I'm nottoogood at that. 

I wonderif anyone doesthis? 

You don't put it off. That would be really screwed up, I think. If you had such problems that 
you didn't pee. Like beinganorexic, except with urine. If you held it in as self-punishment. 

I finish up and flush, reaching behind me, my head still down. 


Then I get up and turn on the light. 



(Did anyone notice I was in here in the dark? Did they see the lack of light under the crack 
and notice it like a roach? Did Emmah see?) 

Then I look in the mirror-1 do that. 

I look so normal. 

I look like I've always looked like I did before the fall of last year. 

Dark hair and dark eyes and one snuggled tooth. Big eyebrowsthat meetin the middle. A 
long nose, sort of twisted. 

Pupils that are naturally large, it's not the pot- which blends into the dark brown to make 
two big saucereyes, holes in me. 

Wisps of hair above my upperlip. 

This is Dariez... 

And-and-and l-a always looks like I am aboutto cry. 

In a few seconds, I am going to have to go back and face the crowd. 

But I can sit in the dark on the toilet a little more, can't I? 

I putonthe hotwater and splash it on my face to feelsomething. 

I always manage to make a trip to the bathroom to take five minutes. 

I- Dariez, lived right next to the park, see and I have been trespassing in the re for years. 

At the school forkids like me, that feelthey're goingto hurt themselves... 

'How're you doing kid-o?' Dr. Ross asks. 

Her office has a bookshelf that runs floor to ceiling, like all shrinks 'offices, and I think that is 
what she is yeti don't really know-1 don't know much of anything if you want to know something- about 


me. 



I- Dariez, used to not wantto call them shrinks, but nowthat I've been through so many, I 
fee I authorized to it. It's an adult term, and it's rude, and I'm more than the two-thirds adult and I'm 


pretty bad-manne red, so what the hell. 

Very thick book... I don't have a whole lot of what's in there -1 just have one big thing, um- 
but I know all about it from skimming. 

There's great stuff in there. Like all shrinks 'offices, anyway, it has 

The Bookshelf was full of required reading. First of all, there's the DSM, the Diagnostic and 
Statistical Manual, which lists every kind of psychological disorderknownto man-that'sfun reading. 

There's a disease called Ondine's Curse, in which your body loses the ability to breathe 
involuntarily. Can you imagine? You have to think 'breathe, breathe' all the time, or you stop breathing. 

Most people who get it die. 

I don'tthink you can find a DSM II. It came out in 1963 or something. Ittakes like ten yearsto 
put one out, and they're workingon VI. Jeez, I could be a shrink. If the shrink is classy, she'll (mostly 
she'll, occasion-ally he'll) have a bunch of DSMs, because they come in different editions - III, IV, and V 
are the most common. Now, in addition to the DSMs, there is an assortment of specific bookson 
psychiatric disorders, things like The Freedom from Depression Workbook; Anxiety and Panic Attacks: 
Their Cause and Cure, and the 7 Habits of Highly Effective People. 

Always hardcover. No paperbacks in a shrink's office. 

Usually, there's at least one bookon childhood sexualabuse, like The Wounded Heart, and 
one shrink I went to catch me looking at that and said, 'That book is about child sexualabuse.' 

And-1 was like, 'Uh-hum?' 

And she said, 'It'sfor folks who were abused.' And I nodded like it was over my head. 

'Were you? You lost in space-' 

She had a little-old-lady face, this one, with a shock of white hair, and I never-eversaw-ed 


heronce more. What kind of question was that? Unquestionably, I wasn't ill-treated. If I were, things 
would be so simple. I'd have a motive for being in shrinks 'offices, now is it? 



I'dhavean explanation and something, that I could work on. 

The world wasn'tgoing to give me somethingthattidy. 

'I'm fine. Well, I'm not fine- I'm here.' 

'Isthere somethingwrongwith that?' 

'Absolutely.' 

'You've been coming here fora while.' 

Today she has a red sweaterand red lipstick that is exactly the same red. It's as if she wentto 
the paint store to match them up. Dr. Ross always has such amazing outfits. It's notthat she's 
particularly sexyorbeautiful; she just carves herself outwell. 

'I wantto not have to come here.' 

'Well, you're in a process. How're you doing?'This is her prompt question. The shrinks 
always have one promptquestion. I've had onesthat said 'What'sup?' 'Howare we?'And even-'What's 
happeningin the world of Dariez?' They neverchange. It'slike theirjingle. 

'I didn'twake up welltoday.' 

'Did you sleep well?' 

'I slept okay.' 

Maybe they're the ones who win all the money on TV. Then they have the gall to charge my 
mom $150 / hour. Maybe they do... They're very greedy. She looks completely stone, staring ahead. I 
don'tknowhowtheydothis: the psych-pokerface. 

Psychologists should play poker. 

'What happened when you woke up?' 

'I was having a dream-1 dream all the time, just like the park I loved as a kid, I share thattoo 


with it. 



I don't know what it was, but when I woke up, I had this awful realization that I was awake. It 
hit me like a brick in the groin.' 

'Like a brick in the groin, I see.' 

'I didn't want to wake up. I was having a much bettertime asleep. And that's really sad. It 
was almost like a reverse nightmare like when you wake up from a nightmare, you're so relieved. I woke 
up in a nightmare.' 

'And what is that nightmare, Dariez?' 

'Life.' 

'Life is a nightmare.' 

'Yes.' 

We stop. The cosmic moment, I guess. 0-oh, is life really a nightmare? We need to spend ten 
seconds contemplatingthat. 

'I lay in bed.' 

I think, and don't think, and then do some more... 

'What did you do when you realized you were awake?' 

I had noteatenthe night previously. There were more things to tell her, things I held back: 
like the fact that I was hungry in bed this morning. 

I wentto bed exhausted from homework and knew as I hit the pillow, that I would pay for it 
in the morning, that I would cross the line where my stomach gets so needy that I can't eat anything; 
that I would wake up really hungry, I woke up and my stomach was screaming, hollowing itself out 
undermy little chest. 

I didn't want to eat. The idea of eating made me hurt more. I could not think of no matter 
what, not one single solitary food item, that I would be able to handle, except coffee yogurt, and I was 
sick of coffee yogurt. I didn't want to do anything about it. 



Only the pure urge, the one thing that never let me down, got me out of bed fifty minutes 
later. The fists pushed my stomach against itself and fooled it into thinking it was full. I rolled over on my 
stomach and balled my fists and held them against my gut like I was praying. I held this position, warm, 
my brain rotating, the seconds whirring by. 

'I got upwhen I had to pee.' 

'I see.' 

'That was great.' 

'You like peeing. You've mentioned this before.' 

'Yeah. It'ssimple.' 

'You like simple- boy to me.' 

'Doesn'tall and sundry?' 

'Some people thrive on complexity, Dariez.' 

'Well, not me. As I was walking over here, I was thinking... I have this fantasy of being a bike 
messenger.' 

'Ah.' 

Part: 4 

'It would be so simple, and direct, and I would get paid for it. 

It would be an Anchor.' 

'What aboutthe school, Dariez? You have school for an Anchor.' 

'School is too all overthe place. It spirals out into a million differentthings.' 

'YourTentacles.' 

I have to hand it to her; Dr. Ross picked up on my lingo pretty quickly. Tentacles are my term- 
the Tentacles are the evil tasks that invade my life. Like, for example, my American History class last 
week, which necessitated me writinga paperon the weapons of the Revolutionary War, which 



necessitated me traveling to the Metropolitan Museum to check out some of the old guns, which 
necessitated me getting in the subway, which necessitated me being away from my cell phone and e- 
mail for45 minutes, which meant I wasn'tanywhere close to a 98.7 average (bodytemperaturewhich 
meant that I didn't get to respond to a mass mail sent out by my teacher asking who needed extra credit, 
which meant other kids snapped up the extra credit, which meant I wasn't going to get a 97 in the class, 
that's what you needed to get,) which also meant I wasn't going to get into a Good College, if I keep 
going on like this, which meanti wasn'tgoing to havea Good Job, which meanti wasn'tgoingto have 
health insurance, which meant I'd have to pay tremendous amounts of money for the shrinks and drugs 
my brain needed, which meant that if I keep going, I wasn'tgoingto have enough money to pay fora 
Good Lifestyle, which meant I'd feel ashamed, which meant I'd get depressed, and that was the big one 
because I knew what that did to me: it made it so-o I wouldn't get out of bed, which led to the ultimate 
thing, homeless-ness. If you can'tgetout of bed for long enough, people come and take your bed away. 
Unless I got cancer in the balls and had to have my nuts cut off all was going to be good - no? Yah- no! 

There aren't any Tentacles. There's just a stack of tasks that you tackle. You don't have to 
deal with other people. The opposite of the Tentacles is the Anchors. The Anchors are things that occupy 
my mind and make me feel good temporarily. Riding my bike is an Anchor. Doing flashcards is an Anchor. 
Watching people play video games at Kristopher's is an Anchor. The answers are simple and sequential. 
There aren'tany decisions. 

'There are a lot of Tentacles,' I admit. 'But I should be able to handle them. The problem is 
that I'm so lazy.' 

'How are you lazy, Dariez?' 

'I waste at least an hour every day lying in bed. Then I waste time pacing. I waste time 
thinking. I waste time being quiet and not saying: like - like- like-anything because-ctvz- I'm afraid I'll 
speech disorder.' 

'Do you have a problem with hesitating, and stammering?' 

'When I'm depressed, it won't come outright. I'll trail off in midsentence.' 'I see.' She writes 
somethingdown on her legal pad. 


Dariez, this will go on your permanent record. 



The party line is that some of the most profound truths about us are things that we stop 
saying in the middle, but I think they do it to make us fee I important. One thing's for sure: no one else in 
life says to me, 'Wait, Dariez, whatwere you going to say?' 

'I don't-' I shake my head. 'The jumping of the old coaster thing.' 'What? What were you 
going to say?' This is anothertrick of shrinks. They never letyou stop in mid-thought. If you open your 
mouth, they want to know exactly what you had the purpose of saying. 

'I was going to say that I don't think, yet I don't to that, yet do that all the time, like - like- like 
the stuttering is like, a real problem. I just think it's one of my symptoms.' 

So are the trimmers... 

'Like sweating.' 

'All Right.' 

The sweating is awful. It's not as bad as the not eating, but it's weird, cold-cold freaking 
sweat, smelling like skin concentrate all overmyforehead, havingtobe wiped off every two minutes. 

Folks notice. It'soneof thefewthingspeople notice. 

'You're notstutteringnow.' 

'This is being paid for. I don't want to waste time.' 

Pause. Now we have one of our silent battles; I look at Dr. Ross and she looks at me. It's a 
contest as to who will crack first. She puts on her pokerface; I don't have any extra facesto puton, just 
the normal Dariez face. 

I wantto feel my brain slide back into the slot it was meantto be in, resttherethe way it did 
before the fall of last year, back when I was youngand witty, and my teachers said I had incredible 
promise, and I had incredible promise, and I spoke up in class because I was excited and smart about the 
world. We locked eyes... 

I'm waiting for her to say something profound, I always am, even though it'll never happen. 
I'm waiting for her to say'Dariez, what you need to do is X' and for the Shift to occur. I want there to be 



a Shift so bad. I want the Shift so bad. I'm waiting for the phrase that will invoke it. It'll be like a miracle 
in my life. But is Dr. Ross a miracle worker? No. She's a thin, tan lady from Greece with red lipstick. 

She breaks first. 

'About your bike riding, you said you wanted to be a messenger.' 

'Yes.' 

'You already have a bike, correct?' 

'Yes.' 

'And you ride it a lot?' 

'Notthat much. Mom won't let me ride it to school. But I ride around Knox on weekends.' 

'What does it feel like whenyou ride yourbike, Dariez?' 

I pause. '...Geometric.' 

'Geometric.' 

'Yeah. Like, you have to avoid this truck. Don't get hit in the head by these metal pipes. Make 
a right. The rules are defined, and you followthem.' 

'Likea videogame.' 

'Sure. I love videogames. Even just to watch. Since I was a kid.' 

'Which you often refertoas 'backwhen you were happy." 

'Right...?' I smooth my shirt out. I getdressed upforthese little meetingstoo. Good khakis 
and a white dress shirt. We're dressing up for each other. We should really go get some coffee and make 
a scandal- the Greek therapist and her high school boyfriend. We could be famous. That would get me 
money. That might make me happy. 

'Do you remembersome of the things that made you happy?' 


'Videogames.' I laugh. 



'What's funny?' 


'I was walking down my block the otherday, and behind me was a motherwith her kid, and 
the mother was saying, 'Now, Joy, I don't want you to complain about it. You can't play videogames 
twenty-four hours a day.' And Joy goes, 'But I want to!'And, I turned around and told him, 'Me too." 

-And- 

'You want to play video games for twenty-four hours a day?' 

'Or watch. I just want to not be me. Whether it's sleeping or playing video games or riding 
my bike or studying. Giving my brain up. That's what's important.' 

'You're very clear about what you want.' 

'Yeah.' 

'What did you want when you were a kid? Back when you were happy? What did you want 
to be when you grew up?' Dr. Ross is a good shrink, I think. That isn't the answer. But it is a damn good 
question. What did I want to be when I grew up? 

'Mymind is like a backed-uptoiletspewingshitall overthe place!!!' 

I rememberarrivingthat night at the amusement park. The park was forgotten forthe rest of 
its time. The Ferris wheel creaked in the slight breeze. The Merry-go-rounds had gathered dust from 
being not used for many years. I had to be careful not to fall overthe discarded stuff lying around 
everywhere. The light was vanishing, so he used his torch-light to see the obstacles. A rat was running 
from the beam of light that disturbed its search for somethingto eat, cow looking at me with the 
glimmer in their eyesto pick my eyes out. 

Finally, I arrived at the theme park. It looked abandoned, and I was at the top of the ride, the 
roller coaster, where I wasgoingto jumpoff. I could see all oververy far, what was left from the Ferris 
wheel creaked in its rusty bearings when the wind blew overthe area. The horses on the Merry-go- 
round had a thick layer of dust on their saddles. No kid would override on them again. It got dark early 
this time of the year, so I got a torchlight from the car. I did not want to step on some of the trash that 
covered the ground. 



'Maybe not, maybe so.' What a shrink answer, maybe you don't see everything you think you 
do. 'I can't take maybe's light- a little boy. 

I have to make money, and make sureyour Ok-ay also.' 'I don't think there's much of a 
marketforthat.' I smile. 'I wanted to make maps,' I tell Dr. Ross. 'Cities.' 'Maps of what?' 'On the 
computer?' 'No, by hand.' 'I see, I see.' 

'We're going to talk more about money next time. We have to stop now.' 

I look at the clock. 7:05. She always gives an extra three minutes. 

'What are you going to do when you leave, Dariez?' 

She always asks that. What am I always going to do? 

I'm going to go home and freakout. I'm goingto sit with myfamily and try not to talk about 
myself and what's wrong. I'm going to try and eat. Then I'm going to try and sleep. I dread it. I can't eat, 
and I can't sleep. I'm not doing well in terms of being a functional human, you know? 

Hey, soldier, what'sthe matter? 

I can't sleep, and I can't eat, sirl 

How about I pump you full of a lead, soldier, would that get you motivated? 

Can't say, sir! I'd probably still be unable to sleepor eat, justa little bit heavier from the lead. 

Get up there and fight, soldier! The enemy is the re I The enemy is too strong. I can't fight 
them. They're too smart. 

You're smart too, soldier. Notsmart enough. 

So-o,you'rejustgoingto give up? 

That's the plan. 

'I'm going to just keep at it,' I tell Dr. Ross. 'That's all I can do. I'll keep at it and hope it gets 

better.' 


'Are you taking your medicine?' 



'Yes.' 


'Are you seeing Dr. Barnthy?' 

Dr. Jarnerny is the psychopharmacology. He's the one who prescribes me medsand sends 
me to pee-pee like Dr. Ross. He's a trip in his own way, a little fat Santa with rings embedded in his 
fingers. 


'Yes, later in the week.' 

'You knowtodo what he says.' 

Yes, Doctor. I'll do what you say. I'll do whatyou all say. 

'Here,' I hand Dr. Ross the checkfrom my mom. 

When I was four, this is how things were: 

One was cold, one was hot, and the red one was really hot. Two millimeters wasn't enough. I 
burned myself on it and Dad, who hadn't realized ('It must only get hot in the afternoon,') encased it in 
dark gray foam with duct tape, I rememberthere was a green pipe and a red pipe and a white pipe, 
gathered nearthe corner of the hallway just before the bathroom, and as soon as I could walk I 
investigated them all, walked up to them and put my palm abouttwo millimeters away from each one 
to test if it was hot or cold. 

Our family lived in a crappy apartment in Knox. 

But-but-but, duct tape never stopped me and I thought the foam was fun to pick at and chew 
so, I picked it off and chewed it and then when other kids came over to my house, I dared them to touch 
the re-exposed pipe; I told them, anyone who came in had to touch it, otherwise they were a pussy, 
which was a word I learned from Daddy watching TV, which I thought was great because it was a word 
with two meanings: the cat that girls liked and the thing you called people to make them do stuff. Just 
like the chicken had two meanings: the bird that walked around and the white stuff you ate. 

I didn't know it was crappy at the time, for the reason that I didn't have our betterapartment 
to compare it to yet. But the re was exposed piping. That's no good. You don't want to raise your child in 
a house with exposed piping. 



Some people touched the hot pipe if you called them pussy as well. 

Part: 5 

I had my own room... but I didn't like to be alone in it; the only room... 

I liked to be in was the living room, underthe table that held all the brochures. 

I made it my little fort; I put a blanket... 

Yes, a blanketoverme and worked in there... 

Yeh-yeah-yepper-with a light that Dad rigged up... 

I worked on maps... 

I worked on drawings... 

Drawing is somethingthat I love... 

I loved maps... too... 

I knewthatwe lived in Knox and I had a map of it, a Knox Five or so Boroughs parts - with all 
the streets laid out. 

I knew exactly where we lived, on the cover of 11 Street and 5rd Avenue. 

Third Avenue was a yellow street because, it was an avenue, big and long and significant. 
Fifty-Third Street was a little white street that went across Knox. 

The streets went sideways and-and the avenueswent upand down; that was all you had to 
recall. (Dad helped me remember, too, when we went out for pancakes.) 

Fie would ask, 'Doyou wantthem cut in streets and avenues, Dariez?' 

And-and-And I'd go- 'Sure!' 

And-and... he'dcutthe stack ofpancakesin a grid, and we'd name each street and avenue as 
we wentalong, makingsureto get on the Ave. and-and-5th Street.) 


It was so simple... so simple... 



If you were really forward-thinking (like- urn-ah-1-1 was, duh)... you knewthattraffic on the 


even streets went east (East for Even) and the odd streets went west (West is Odd.) 

Then, every bunch of streets, there were fat yellow streets, like the avenues, that went both 
ways. These were the famous streets: 41th St., 32nd St. The complete list from the bottom up was 11 
St., JenderSt., Smaith St., 13th St., 25th St., 34th St., 42nd St., 57th St., 72nd St. 

(there wasn't any big street in the 60s; they got shafted,) 79th St., 86th St., 99th St., and then 
you were in Harlem, where Knox effectively ended for little white boys who made forts under 
encyclopedias and studied maps. 

As soon as I sawthe Knox map... 

I wanted to draw it... 

I should be able to draw the place where... um, where... 

I -1- I'd myself forone and one only like existed, lived, and serviced. 

So-o... 

I asked Mom for tracing paper and she got it forme,and I brought it into my fortand I 
pointed the light right down on the first map of the town - downtown... where, where, ah-where 17th 
Street was, and the run-of-the-mill market worked. 

The streets were crazy down there; they didn't have any kind of streets and avenues; they 
justhad namesand they looked like a game of Pick-Up Sticks. 

But- but- but-ah- ooo- before, before, be-for-e-1-1 could even worry aboutthe streets, I had 
to getthe land right. Knox was actually- truly- built on the property. 

Sometimes, like sometimes-ssss-when they we re digging up the streets you saw it down 
there-real dirt! 

And the land had a certain curve to it at the bottom of the island, like a dinosaur head, 
bumpy on the right and straight on the left, a swooping majestic bottom. 


I held my tracing paperdown and tried to trace the line of lower Knox. 



I couldn'tdo it. 


I mean, it was ridiculous... outlandish... 

My line didn't have whatsoeverto do with the real one. 

I didn't understand I-1-1 was holdingthe tracing papersteady. 

I looked at my small hands, and wonder-1 think about everything and nothingat all. 'Stay 
still,' I told it... 

I crumpled up the paperand tried o'er. 

The line wasn't right again. It didn't have the swoop... 

I crumpled up the paperand tried again, why-why-why-oh nevermind-1 thought. 

This line was even worse than before. 

Knox looked square... slanted... 

I tried again... frustrated... 

Oh boy, now it looked like a dick. 

Crumple... shit- shit- fracking sucking a dick shit... 

(girl looks up at me, rolling hereyes) 

• (I thought he was cute then-) 

Nowit looked like a turd, another word I picked up from 
Dad... whocame to the school to see me... 

Crumple... I suck... not dick like the drawing but something... 

Now it looked like a piece of fruit... yet, dick-ish nonetheless... 

It looked like everything-allthings... but what it wassupposedto look like: Knox. 


I couldn'tdo it... piss-balls... 



I didn't realize- realized-then that when you trace stuff, you're supposed to have a tracing 
table, lighted from below, not a tremblingfour-year-old hand, and locks to hold the paperstraight... 

So-oso, so, I just thought I was a letdown to all- and me too. 

They always said on TV you could do anythingyou wanted, but here I was tryingto do 
something, and it wasn't working. I would never be able to do it. I crumpled up the last piece of tracing 
paperand started sobbing, my head in my hands in my fort. Mom heard me. 

Joy why are you here- 

I cut... 

'Dariez?' 

'What? Go away.' 

'What's wrong, honey?' 

'Don't open the curtain! Don'topenit! I have things here.' 

'Why are you crying? What's the matter?' 

'I can't do it.' 

'What's the matter?' 

'Nothing!' 

'Tel! Mommy, come on. !'m going to openthe bianket' 

'No!' 

With her occupied,! ran across the room, streakingtears, wanting to getto the bathroom, to 
sit down on thetoiiet with the iight off and spiash hot water on my face. 

But Mom was too quick. She shoved the encyciopedias backand ioped across the room, 
swooping me up in her thin arms with the elbow skin that you could pul! down.! beat my palms against 
her. 



I jumped at her face as she pulled the blanket aside, bringing it taut under the encyclopedias. 
Mom threw her hands up and held the books in place, saving both of us from getting clobbered. 

(A week later, she'd have Dad move the encyclopedias.) 

'Dariez! We do not hit Mommy!' 

'I can't do it I can't do it I can't do it!' I hit her. 

'What?' She hugged me tightly, so I had no room to hit. 

'What can't you do?' 

'I can't draw Knox!' 

'Huh?' Mom drew herface up and awayfrom me, looked me in the eyes. 'Isthat whatyou 
weretryingto do down there?' 

I nodded, sniffled. 

'You weretryingto trace Knoxwiththe tracing paperl boughtyou?' 

'I can't do it.' 

'Dariez, no one can.' She laughed. 'You can't justtrace freehand. It's impossible!' 

'Then howdotheymakethe maps?' 

Mom paused. 

'See? See? Someone can doit!' 

'They have the equipment, Dariez. They're grown-ups and they have special tools that they 

use.' 

'Well, I need those tools.' 

'Dariez.' 

'Let's buy them.' 


'Honey.' 



'Do they cost a lot of money?' 


'Honey.' 

Mom put me down on the sofa, which turned into a bed for herand Dad at night, and sat 
next to me. I wasn't crying anymore. I wasn't hitting anymore. My brain was all right back then; it didn't 
getstuck in ruts. 'Dariez,' she sighed, looked at me. 'I have an idea. 

Instead of spending your time trying to trace maps of Knox, why don't you make your own 
maps of imaginary places?' 

And that was the closest I've evercome to an epiphany. 

I could make up my own city. I could use my own streets. I could put a river where I wanted. I 
could put the ocean where I wanted. I could putthe bridgeswhere I wanted,and I could puta big 
highway right across the middle of town... 

Like -LIKE- like... Knoxshould have but, but, didn't. I could make my own subway system. I 
could make my own street names. I could have my own grid stretching off to the edges of the map. I 
smiled and hugged Mom. 

She got me some thick paper-white construction paper. Later on, I grewto preferstraight 
computerpaper. I went backundermy fortand turnedthe light on andstartedon my first map. And I 
did that for the nextfiveyears-wheneverl wasin class, I didn't doodle, I drew maps. Hundreds of them. 
When I finished, I crumpled them; it was makingthemthat was important. I did cities on the ocean, 
cities with two rivers meeting in the middle, cities with one big river that bent, cities with bridges, crazy 
interchanges, circles, and boulevards. I made the cities. That made me happy. That was my Anchor. And 
until I turned nine and turned to videogames, that was what I wanted to be when I grew up: a 
mapmaker. 


Part: 6 

My familyshouldn'thaveto put upwith me. 
They're good people, solid, happy. 


Sometimes when I'mwiththem l-l-l thinks I'm on television. 



We live in an apartment-a much betteronethanthe Knox one, but still notgood enough, not 
somethingto be proud of-in Knox. 

Knox is a big fat blob with its own ugly shape across from Knox; it looks like Jabbathe Hutt 
counting his money. 

Its bridges connectto Knox and it's split up byJendersandcreeks-filthygreenstreaksof 
waterthat remind you that it used to be a swam p. There are brownstones-limestone and maroon 
housesthat stand 

Like- like fence postsand always have Indian men refurbishingthem-and everybody goes 
crazy forthose, pays millions of dollars to live in them. Butotherthan that, it's a pretty status less place. 
It's a shame we moved out of Knox, where all the real people with power live. 

The walk from Dr. Ross's office to our apartment is a short one but loaded with mocking 
stores. Food stores. The absolute worst part of being depressed is food. A person's relationship with 
food is one of their most important relationships. I don't think your relationship with your parents is 
that important. Some people never know their parents. I don't think your relationships with your friends 
are important. But yourrelationship with air- that's key. You can't breakup with air. You're kind of stuck 
together. Only slightly less crucial is water. And then food. You can't be droppingfoodto hang with 
someone else. You need to strike up an agreement with it. 

I never liked eating traditional American things: pork chops, steak, rack of lamb ... I still don't. 
Nevermind vegetables. I used to like the foods that come in abstract shapes: chicken nuggets. Fruit Roll- 
Ups, hot dogs. I liked junkfood. I could demolish a bag of Cheez Doodles; I'd have Doodle-Cheez so far 
infused into my fingertips, I'd be tasting it on myself for a day. And so, I had a good thing going with food. 
I thought about it the way everyone else did; when you're hungry, you have some. 

Then last fall happened, and I stopped eating. 

Now I get mocked by these groceries, pizza places, ice cream stores, delis, Chinese places, 
bakeries, sushijoints, McDonald's. 

They sit out in the street, pushing what I can't enjoy. My stomach shrank or something; it 
doesn't take in much, and if I force in a certain amount it rejects everything, sends me to the bathroom 
to vomit in the dark. 



If he would just relax, let the rope go, I'd be able to give him all the food he wanted. But he's 
down there making me dizzy and tired, giving extra tugs as I pass restaurants that smell like fat and 
grease. 


It'slike a gnawing, the tug of a rope wrapped aroundthe end of my gullet. 

There's a man down there and he wants food, but the only way he knows to ask for it is to 
tug on the rope, and when he does, it closes up the entrance so-OI can't put anything in. 

My stomach wants no part of it. Everything is forced.Thefood wants to stay on the plate, 
and once it's inside me, it wants to get back on the plate. When I do eat, it's one of two experiences: a 
battle or a Slaughter. When I'm bad-when the Cycling is going on in my brain-it's a Battle. 

Every bite hurts. 

People give me strange looks: What's wrong, Dariez, why aren't you eating? But then there 
are moments when it comes together. The Shift hasn't happened yet- yet- yet- maybe it never will, but 
sometimes-just enough times to give me hope my brain jars back into where it's supposed to be. 

When I feel- one of these: (I call them the Fake Shifts) I should always eat, although I don't; I 
sometimes stubbornly, foolishly-dumbly- l-l-l try to hold the fee ling, and-and get things done while my 
mind can operate, and neglectto eat, and then... 

I'm back where... I started. 

But oh, when I slip back into being okay when I'm around food, watch out. 

It's all going in. Eggs and hamburgers and fries and ice cream and marmalade and Fruity 
Pebbles and cookies and broccoli... 

And-and-and-even-and noodles and sauce... Screwyou; I'm going to eat all of you. 

...I play with my food and she is looking at me with a look that, I give the dog when she is 
taking a shit, in the yard. 

l'mJoy,she wasoverthe way... 

Torah- a woman-1 don't know when my body chemistry is going to line up to let me eat again. 


so you are all getting in me right now. 



All my cells take the food in and they love it and they love my brain for it and I smile, and I 
am full; I am full and functional and I can do anything, and once... 

I eat-this is the amazing part-once I eat, I sleep, I sleep as I should... 

I-I-I- 

And that feels so-o mmm- good... 

I eat it all, and the man is away from his rope. 

He's busy down there eating everything- all things-that falls inside, running around like a 
chicken with its headcutoff, the head on the floor, munching on all the food of its own... like-like a 
hunterwhojust brought home a kill... or were I form on the side of the road... yet- never-mind... 

...And- but then- and- but- and, I wake up and the man is back, my stomach is tight... 

...And I don't know what it was that got me to have a 

Slaughtereating experience... 

It'snot pot... It's not girls... yeti neverreally had one of those, justthe thoughts of... 

It's not my family... yet, yet, yet-their love is strangling me... 

I've-1-1- ongoingly like to-to think it must just be interaction-or A-sexual, in which case 
we're lookingforthe Shiftand we haven'tfound it yet-yet. 

Part: 7 

(Back) 

'Dariez?' 

'Hi, Mom.' 

The night is here exceptfora thin gray at the edge of the sky, and the trees are thick with 
rain, and the drizzle is pissing on me as I come upto my house... 

No sunsets in spring. I lean in and ring the buzzer, streaked bronze from years of use-the 


most used buzzerin the building. 



It growls deeply, amplified by the lobby... 

(Lobby... Mailroom- mailbox, more like, just a compartmentformailboxes.) 

I throw open one door and then the other. It's warm in the house, and it smells like cooked 
starch. The dogs greet me. (now) 

'Hi, Sarrah... 

Hi, Jordan...' 

(Back) 

They're little dogs... 

My sister named them...; she's nine. 

Sarrah is a mutt...; not her the dog... 

My- my-father says he's a cross between a Chihuahua and a German shepherd... which 
must've been some wild dogsex... they had, until last year I thoughtthat was the only way girls and 
boys did that too... 

I hopetheGermanshepherd was the man... 

Or else the German shepherd girl probably wasn't too satisfied... 

Sarrah has a pronounced under-bite; he looks like two dogs where one is eating the other's 
head from below, but when I take him fora walk, girls love him and talk to me. 

Then they realize- thought of- figure out- what I'm young and or messed up, and they move 
on. 

Jarddan, a Tibetan spaniel, looks like a small, brown lion. 

He'ssmall and cute but completely crazy. 

His breed was devised in Tibet for the purpose of g uarding monasteries. When he came into 


our home, he at once fixated on the house as a monastery, the bath room as the most sacred monastic 
cell, and my mom as the Abbess. You can't go near my mother without Jarddan protecting her. 



When she's in the bathroom in the morning, Jarddan has to be in there with her, placed upon 
the counterby the sink as she brushes herteeth. 

Jarddan barks at me. Since I started losing it, he started barking at me. It's not something any 
of us mention. 

'Dariez, how was Dr. Ross...?' 

Mom comes out of the kitchen. She's still tall and skinny, looking bettereach year. I know 
that's weird to think, but what the hell- she'sjusta woman who happens to be my mom. 

It'samazing howshe looksstatelierand moreconfidentas she getsolder. 

I've seen pictures of herin college and she didn't look like much. Dad is looking like he made 
a betterdecision everyyear. 

'It... was okay.' I hug her. She'staken such good care of me since I got bad; I owe her 
everythingand I love her, and I tell her these days, although every time I say it, it gets a little diluted. I 
think you run out of I love you. 

'Are you still happy with her?' 

'Yeah.' 

You can't afford to getanyone else, I think, lookingat the crack in the wall nextto my mom. 
This crack in our front hallway has been there forthree or fouryears. 

Dad paints overit and it just reracks. We've tried putting a mirror on it but it's a strange 
place to put a mirror- on one side of a hallway- and my sisterstarted calling it the Vampire Mirror to tell 
if people who came into the house were vampires, and it came down after a few weeks when I came 
home stoned and stumbled into it. 

'Because, if you're not we'll getyou someone else.' 

Now there's an exposed crack again. It's never going to get fixed. 

'You don'tneedtogetanyoneelse.' 


'How's youreating? Are you hungry?' 



Yes, I think. I am going to eatthefood my mom made me. I'm still in control of my mind and I 
have medication and I am going to make this happen. 

'Yes.' 

'GoodITothe kitchen!' 

I go in, and the place is all set forme. Dad and my sister, Sarah, are sitting at the circular 
table, knives, and forks in hand, posing forme. 

'How do we look?' Dad asks, banging his silverware on the table. 'Do we look hungry?' 

My parents are always looking into new ways to fix me. They've tried acupuncture, yoga, 
cognitive therapy, relaxation tapes, various kinds of forced exercise (until I found my bike,) self-help 
books, Tae Bo, and fengshui in my room. They've spent a lot of money on me. I'm ashamed. 

'Eat! Eat! Eat!' Sarah says. 'We were waiting for you.' 'Is this necessary?' I ask. 

'We'rejustmakingthings homierforyou.' Mom brings a baking pan overto thetable. It 
smells hot and juicy. Inside the pan are big orange things cut in half. 

'We have squash'-she turns backto the stove-rice, and chicken.' She brings overa pot of 
white rice with vegetable bits sprinkled over it and a plate of chicken patties. I go for them-a star-shaped 
one, a dinosaur-shaped one. Sarah grabs at the dinosaur-shaped one at the same time. 

'The dinosaurs are mine!' 

'Okay.' I let her. She kicks me under the table. 'How're you feeling?' she whispers. 'Not good.' 

She nods. 

Sarah knowswhatthis means. 

It means she'll see me on the couch tonight, tossing and turning and sweating as Mom brings 
me warm milk. It means she'll see me watching TV, but not really watching, just staring and not laughing, 
as I don't do my homework. 



It meansshe'llsee me sinking and failing. She reacts well to this. She does more schoolwork 
and has more fun. She doesn't wantto end up like me. At least I'm giving someone an example notto 
follow. 


'I'm sorry. They're trying to do a big thing for you.' 

'I can tell.' 

'So, Dariez, howwas schooltoday?' Dad asks. He forks into the squash and looks at me 
through his glasses. He's short and wears glasses, but as he says, at least he has hair-thick, dark stuff 
that he passed on to me. He tells me I'm blessed; the genes are good on both sides, and if I think I'm 
depressed now, imagine if I knew I was going to lose my hair like everyone else! Ha. 

'All right,' I say. 

'What'dyou do?' 

'Sat in class and followed instructions.' 

We clink at our food. I take my first bite-a carefully constructed forkful of chicken, rice, and 
squash-and mash it into my mouth. I will eat this; I chew it and fee I that it tastes good and rear my 
tongue back and send it down. I hold it. All right. It is in there. 

'What did you do in... let's see... American History?' 

'That one wasn't so good. The teachercalled on me and I couldn't talk.' 

'Oh, Dariez...' Mom is like. 

I start constructing another bite. 

'What doyou meanyou couldn't talk?' Dad asks. 

'I knewthe answer, but... I just...' 'Youtrailed off,'Momsays. 

I nod as I take in the next bite. 'Dariez, you can't keepdoingthat.' 


'Honey-' Mom tells him. 



'When you know the answerto something, you have to speak up for yourself; how can that 
not be clear?' 

'We know... Your mother and I know and we're doing everything we canto help you. Right?' 
He looks across the table at Mom. 

'Yes.' 'Me too,'Sarah says. 'I'm doingeverything I can, too.' 

'That's right.' Mom reaches across to ruffle her hair. 'You're doing great.' 

'Yesterday, I could've smoked pot, but didn't,' I say, looking up, curled over my plate. 

'Dariezl' Dad snaps. 

'Let's nottalk aboutthis,' Mom says. 

'KID'S-We had buttons put down over there is no one taking care of her, and she was old...' 

Dad takes in a heaping forkful of squash and chews it like a furnace-and said 'um- hmm.' 

'Don't jump on him,' Mom says, they were not happy about it at all. 

'I'm not, I'm beingfriendly.' Dad smiles. 

'Dariez, you are blessed with a good mind. You just have to have confidence in it and talk 
when people call on you. Like you used to do. Back when they had to tell you to stoptalking.' 

'It's different now...' the third bite. 

'But you should know; it's important. I'm doing experiments with my mind, to see how it got 
the way it is.' 

'What are you talking about?' 

'Notaround your sister,' Mom says. 'I wantto tell you some news about Jarddan.' Hearing 
his name, the dog walks into the kitchen, takes up his position by Mom.'I took himtothevettoday.' 

'So, you didn't go to work?' 


'Right.' 



'And that's why you cooked.' 


'Exactly.' 

'So, you wantto knowwhat happened atthevet?"lt's crazy,'Sarah says. 

'We took him in for the seizures he's been having,' Mom says. 

'And you'll never believe what the vet said.' 

'What?' 

'They tooksome blood tests last time, and the results came back I was sitting in the little 
room with Jarddan; he was beingvery good. The vet comes in and looks at the papers and says, 

'These numbersare not compatible with life." 

I'm jealous of her. Can you be jealous of your mom for being able to handle things? I couldn't 
take a day off, take a dog to the vet, and cook dinner. That's like three times too much stuff forme to 
getdone in one day. How am I evergoingto have my own house? 

I laugh. There's a bite on my fork in front of me. It shakes. 

'What doyou mean?' 

'That's what I asked him. And it turns out that a dog's blood sugar level is supposed to be 
between forty and one hundred. You know what Jarddan's is?' 

'What?' 

'Nine.' 

'Ruff!'Jarddan barks. 

'Then'-Mom is laughing now there's some sort of another number, some enzyme ratio level, 
that's supposed to be between ten and thirty, and Jarddan's is one-eighty!' 

'Good dog,' Dad says. 

'The vet didn't know what to make of it. He told me to keep giving him the supplements and 
the vitamins, butthat basically he'sa medical miracle.' 



I look overatJarddan, the Tibetan spaniel. Pushed-in shaggy face, black nose, big dark eyes 

like mine. 

Panting and drooling. Restingon his furry front legs. 

'He shouldn't be alive, but he is,' Mom says. 

I look at Jarddan more. 

Why are you bothering? 

You've got an excuse. You've got bad blood. 

You must like living; I guess I would if I were you. Going from meal to meal and guarding 
Mom. It's a life. It doesn't involve tests or homework. You don't have to buy things. 

'Dariez?' 

You shouldn't be able to be alive and you are. Do you wantto trade? 

'I... I guess it's cool.' 

'It's very cool,' Mom says. 'It's by God's grace that this dog lives.' 

Oh, right, God. Forgot about him. He's definitely, accordingto Mom, going to have a role in 
me getting better. 

But I find God to bean ineffectualshrink. He adopts the 'do nothing' method oftherapy. You 
tell him your problems and he, ah, does nothing. 

'I'm done,' Sarah says. She picks up her plate and trots out of the room, calling to Jarddan. 

He follows. 

'I can't eatany more either,' I say. 

I've managed five bites. My stomach is churning and closing fast. It's all such inoffensive 
food; I shouldn't have any problems with it. 

I should be able to eat three plates of it. I'm a growing boy; I shouldn't have trouble sleeping; 
I should be playing sports! I should be making out with girls. 



I should be findingwhat I love aboutthis world. I should be frickin' eating and sleepingand 
drinking and study and watch TV and be normal. 

'Try a little more, Dariez/ Mom says. 'No pressure, butyou should eat.' 

That's... 

-right... 

I'm going to eat. I slice off the top of the squash, in streets and avenues, a big chunk, and put 
it on my fork and get it in my mouth. I'm going to eat you. 

I chew it, softand yielding, easily molded into a shape that fits down my throat. It tastes 
sweet. Now hold it. It's in my stomach. I'm sweating. 

The sweatinggets worse around my parents. Mystomach has it. My stomach is full of six 
bites of this meal. I can take six bites. I won't lose it. I won't lose this mealthat my mom has made. If a 
dog can live, I can eat. I hold it. I make a fist. I tense my muscles. 

'Are you okay?' 

'One second,' I say. 

l-lose... 

My stomach hitches as I leave the table. 

What were you trying to do, soldier? 

I was trying to eat, sir! 

And what happened? 

I got caught thinking about some crap, sir! 

What kind of crap? 

How I wantto live less than my parents'dog. 

Are you stil! concentrated on the enemy, soldier? 


I don'tthink so. 



Do you even know whothe enemy is? 

I think... it's me. 

That's right. 

I have to concentrate on myself. 

Yes. But not right now, because now you're going to the bathroom to throw up! It's tough to 
fight when you're throwing up! 

I stumble into the bathroom, turn off the light, close the door. The horrible thing is that I like 
this part because when it'soverl know I'll be warm; I'll have the warmth in me of a bodythat has just 
been through a trauma. I bear down on the toilet in the dark- l-l know just where to go -and my stomach 
hitches again and slams up at me, and I open up and groan. It comes out, and I hear my mother outside, 
sniffling, and my dad muttering, probably holding her. 

I grip the handle and flush a fewtimes, alternating filling the toilet and flushing it. When I'm 
done. I'll go to sleep, and I won't do any homework; I'm not up to it tonight. 

And I think as I'mdownthere: 

The Shift is coming. The Shift has to become. 

Because like- if you keep on living like this you'll die. 

Part: 8 

That's Joy... She's one of the teens. Did they tell you aboutthe renovations? 

Yeah. 

How old are you? 

14 urn - no 15. 

She looks stressed out for 15. You need to relax. Get a girlfriend or something, you know. 

• I'm working on it. 


M-mm-hmm. 



So, what is it you- do here, exactly? 


Same thing as you. 

Are you a patient? 

What were you doing in the emergency room this morning? 

ER has the best coffee, son. 

They just let you out? 

No. 

So whyam I depressed?That'sthe million-dollarquestion, baby, the Tootsie Roll question; 
not even the owl knows the answerto that one. I don't know either. 

All I know is the chronology. 

Two years ago, I got into one of the best high schools in Knox: Executive Pre-Professional 
High School. It's a new school set up to create the leaders of tomorrow; corporate internships are 
mandatory; the higher-ups of Merrill Lynch come and speakto classesand distribute travel mugsand 
stuff. 


This billionaire philanthropist named Robberts lets- let's set it up in conjunction with the 
public school system, like a school within a school-all you have to do to get in is passing a test. Then your 
whole high school is paid for and you have access to 800 of the smartest, most interestingstudentsin 
the world- not to mention the teachers and visiting dignitaries. 

You can come out of Executive Pre-Professional High School and go right to 17st Street, 
although that's not what you should do; what you should do is come out and go to Harvard and then law 
school. 


That's howyou end up being, like. President. 

I'll admit it: I kind of want to be President. 

So, this test-they named itthe Robberts Lutz Philanthropic Exam, in honor of his 
philanthropies-became fairly important in my life. It became more important than, uh, food, for instance. 



I boughtthe bookfor it-Robberts Lutz puts out his own line of test prep booksforhis own 
test-and started studyingthree hours a day. 

I was in seventh grade, and I got comfortable with my room for the first time I'd come home 
with my heavy backpack and toss it on the bed and watch it bounce, toward the pillows as I -1 sat down 
in my chair and pulled out my test-prep book. 

On my cell phone, I would go to TOOLS: ALARM... and set me up for a two-hour practice 

exam... 


There were five practice exams in the book, and after I did them all, I was thrilled to discover 
an ad at the back fortwelve more Robberts Lutztest prep books... 

Joy-1 remember-1 wentto Barnes and Noble;theydidn'thaveall ofthemin stock-they'd 
never had anyone ask for all of them, them-so they had to put in an order for me. 

But then it was game on. I started taking a practice exam everyday. 

The questions covered the standard junkthattheytestyou on to determine if you're notan 

idiot: 


Readingcomprehension. Ooh. Can you read this selection and tell what kind of tree they're 
trying to save? 

Vocabulary, did you buy a bookfull of weird words and learn them? 

Math-are youable to turn offyourmind to the world and fill it with symbols that follow 

rules? 


I made that test my bitch. I mauled the practice exams and slept with the books under my 
pillow and turned my brain into a fierce machine, a buzz saw that could handle anything. I could feel 
myself getting smarter, underthe light at my desk. I could feel myself filling myself. 

Now, I stopped hangingoutwith a lot of friends when I got into the Executive Pre- 
Professional mode. I didn'thave many friendsto begin with-l had the kids who I sat with during lunch, 
the bare minimum-butonce I started carrying flashcards around, they sort of avoided me. I don't know 
what their problem was; I just wanted to maximize my time. When all of my test-prep books were done. 



I got a personal tutor to shore me up for the exam. She told me halfway through the sessions that I 
didn't need her, but kept my mom's $800. I got a 100 on the test, out of 100. 

The day I got those test results, a cold, plaintive, late fa II Knox day, was my last good day. I've 
had good moments scattered since then, times when I thought I was better, but that was the last day I 
feIttriumphant.The letterfrom Executive Pre-Professional High School came in the mail, and Mom had 
saved it on the kitchen table for me when I got home from Tae Bo class afterschool, which was 
something I intended to keep doing in high school, to have on my extracurricular activity sheet when I 
applied forcollege, which would be the next hurdle, the next step. 

Me- 'Dariez, guess what's here?' 

I threw down my backpack and ran past the Mirror in the living room to the kitchen. There it 
was: a manila envelope. 

The good kind of envelope. Ifyou failed the test, you got a small envelope; if you got in, you 
got a big one. 

'Yeesssss!' I screamed. I tore it open. 

I took out the purple-and-gold welcome packet and held it up like the holy grail. I could have 
used it to start my own religion. I could have made, yah' know, love to it. I kissed it and hugged it until 
Mom said, 'Dariez, stop that. 

That's very sick... 

How aboutyou call yourfriends?' 

She didn't know, because I nevertold her, that my friends were a bit estranged. They're sort 
of ancillary anyway, friends. I mean, they're important-everybody knows that; the TV tells you, but they 
come and go. You lose one friend; you pick up another. All you have to do is talk to people, and this was 
back when I could talk to anybody. Myfriends, when I had them, pretty much just ragged on me and 
took my seat when I leftthe room anyway. 


Why did I need to call them up? 



Exceptfor Kristopher, Kristopherwasa real friend; I guess I'd call him my bestfriend. He was 
one of the oldest guys in my class, born on that cusp where you can be the youngest person in an older 
class of the oldest in a younger class, and his parents did the right thing and went with the latter. 

He was smart and fearless, with a flop of brown curly hair and the sort of glasses, that made 
girls like him, square black ones. He had freckles and he talked a lot. When we got together, we would 
start projects: an alarm clock torn apart and distributed overa wall, a stop-motion video of Lego people 
having sex, a Web site for pictures of toilets. 

I had met him by wandering over to the table during lunch with my head buried in flashcards, 
sitting down, having one of his friends ask me what I was doing there, and having him come by, flush 
with tacos, to rescue me, ask what I was studying. It turned out that he and I were taking the same exam, 
but he wasn'tstudyingat all-didn't believe in it. 

He introduced me to the table conversation about what Princess Zelda would be like in bed-I 
said she'd be terrible, because she'd been locked up in dungeons since puberty, but Kristopher said 
that'd make her super-hot. 

Kristophercalled methat Friday night. 

'Want to come over and watch movies?' 

'Sure.' I was done with my practice testfor the day. 

Kristopher lived in a small apartment in a big building in downtown Knox by City Hall. I took 
the subway in (my mom had to okay it with Kristopher's mom, which was horrifying,) identified myself 
to Kristopher's paunchy doorman, and tookthe elevatorup to his floor. 

Kristopher's mom greeted me and brought me into his ventilated chamber(past his dad, who 
wrote in a room that resembled a prison cell, occasionally beating his head against his desk, while 
Kristopher's mom brought him tea) and flopped on his bed, which wasn't yet covered with the sort of 
stains that would define it in the future. I'm good at flopping on things. 

'Hey,' Kristopherwas like. 'You wantto smoke some pot?' 

Oh. So-o this was what watching movies meant. A quick recap of what I knew about drugs: 
my mom told me never to do them; my dad told me not to do them until after the SATs. 



Mom trumped Dad, so I vowed to neverdothem-butwhat if someone made me? I thought 
drugs might be something people did to you, like jabbing you with a needle while you were trying to 
mind yourbusiness. 

'What if someone makes me. Mom?' I had asked her; we were having a drug conversation in 
a playground. 

I was ten. 'What if they hold a gun to my head and force me to take the drugs?' 'That's not 
really how it works, honey,' she answered. 'People take drugs because they want to. You just have to 
not wantto.' 

And now here I was with Kristopher, wantingto. His room smelled like certain areas of 
Central Park, down by the lake, where white guys with dreadlocks played bongos. 

My mom hovered in my head. 

'Nah,' I was like. 

'No problem.' He opened a pungent bag and put a chunk of the contents of the bag in a 
fascinating little device that looked like a cigarette but was made of metal. He lit it up with a butane 
lighter that made a flame approximately as large as my middle finger. He puffed right up against his wall. 

'Don'tyou have to open a window?' 

'Nah, it's my room; I can do what I want.' 

'Doesn'tyourmom care?' 

'She has herhandsfull with Dad.' 

The section of wall he smoked against would get discolored over the next two years. 
Eventually, like the rest of the room, it would get covered up with postersof rappers with gold teeth. 

Kristophertookthree or four breaths of his metal cigarette and made the room smell musty 
and hot,thenannounced: 

'Let's motivate, son! What do you wantto get?' 'Action.' Duh. 


I was in seventh grade. 



'All right! You knowwhat I want?' Kristopher's eyes lit up. 'I wanta movie with a cliff.' 


'A mountain-climbing one?' 

'It doesn't have to be about mountain climbing. Just needs at least one scene where some 
dudes are fighting, and somebody gets thrown off a cliff.' 

'Did you hear about Paul Stojanovich?' 

'Who'sthat?' 

'He'sthe producerwho invented World's Scariest Police 

Chases and Cops.' pretty much just ragged on me and took my seat when I left the room 
anyway. Why did I needto call themup? 

Except for Kristopher. 

Kristopherwasa real friend; I guess I'd call him my bestfriend. He was one of the oldestguys 
in my class, born on that cusp where you can be the youngest person in an olderclass of the oldest in a 
youngerclass... 

And yet-yet his parents did the right thing and went with the latter. He was smart and 
fearless, with a flop of brown curly hair and the sort of glassesthat made girls like him, square black 
ones. 


He had freckles and he talked a lot. When we got together, we would start projects: an alarm 
clock torn apart and distributed overa wall, a stop-motion video of Lego people having sex, a Website 
for pictures of toilets. 

I had met him by wandering over to the table during lunch with my head buried in flashcards, 
sitting down, having one of his friends ask me what I was doing there, and having him come by, flush 
with tacos, to rescue me, ask what I was studying. It turned out that he and I were taking the same exam, 
but he wasn'tstudyingat all-didn't believe in it. He introduced me to the table conversation about what 
Princess ZeIda would be like in bed-I said she'd be terrible, because she'd been locked up in dungeons 
since puberty, butKristophersaidthat'd make hersuper-hot. 


Kristophercalled me that Friday night. 



'Want to come over and watch movies?' 


'Sure.' I was done with my practice testfor the day. 

Kristopher lived in a small apartment in a big building in downtown Knox by City Hall. I took 
the subway in (my mom had to okay it with Kristopher's mom, which was horrifying,) identified myself 
to Kristopher's paunchy doorman, and tookthe elevator up to his floor. Kristopher's mom greeted me 
and brought me into his ventilated chamber (past his dad, who wrote in a room that resembled a prison 
cell, occasionally beating his head against his desk, while Kristopher's mom brought him tea) and 
flopped on his bed, which wasn'tyetcovered with the sort of stains that would define it in the future. 
I'mgood atfloppingon things. 

'Hey,' Kristopherwas like. 'You wantto smoke some pot?' 

Oh... 

So, this waswhat watching movies meant. A quick recap of whatl knewaboutdrugs: my 
mom told me never to do them; my dad told me not to do them until after the SATs. 

Mom trumped Dad, so I vowed to neverdothem-butwhat if someone made me? I thought 
drugs might be something people did to you, like jabbingyou with a needle while you were tryingto 
mind yourbusiness. 

'What if someone makes me. Mom?' I had asked her; we were having a drug conversation in 
a playground. 

I was ten. 'What if they hold a gun to my head and force me to take the drugs?' 'That's not 
really how it works, honey,' she answered. 'People take drugs because they want to. You just have to 
not wantto.' 

And now here I was with Kristopher, wantingto. His room smelled like certain areas of 
Central Park, down by the lake, where white guys with dreadlocks played bongos. 

My mom hovered in my head. 

'Nah,' I was like. 


'No problem.' 



He opened a pungent bag and put a chunk of the contents of the bag in a fascinating little 
device that looked like a cigarette but was made of metal. 

He lit it up with a butane lighter that made a flame approximately as large as my middle 

finger. 

He puffed right up against his wall. 

'Don'tyou have to open a window?' 

'Nah, it's my room; I can do what I want.' 

'Doesn'tyourmom care?' 

'She has herhandsfull with Dad.' 

The section of wall he smoked against would get discolored over the next two years. 
Eventually, like the rest of the room, it would get covered up with postersof rappers with gold teeth. 

Kristophertookthree or four breaths of his metal cigarette and made the room smell musty 
and hot,thenannounced: 

'Let's motivate, son! What do you wantto get?' 'Action.' Duh. 

I was in seventh grade. 

'All right! You knowwhat I want?' Kristopher's eyes lit up. 'I wanta movie with a cliff.' 

'A mountain-climbing one?' 

'It doesn't have to be about mountain climbing. Just needs at least one scene where some 
dudes are fighting, and some body gets thrown off a cliff.' 'Did you hear about Paul Stojanovich?' 

'Who'sthat?' 

'He's the producer who invented World's Scariest Police Chases and Cops.' 

'No kidding? The host?' 

'No, the producer. The host kicks ass, though.' 



Kristopher led the way out of his room and past his father-typing away, wiping sweat, forall 
intents and purposes a part of the computer-to his front door, where his mom, who had long dirty blond 
hair and wore overalls, stopped us and gave us cookies and our coats. 

'I love my life,' Kristophersaid. 'Bye, Mom.' We entered the elevatorwith our mouthsfull of 

cookies. 


'Okay, so what were you saying? I love World's Scariest Police Chases.' Kristopherswallowed. 
'I love it when the guy is like' Kristopher put on a stern overenunciated brogue-'These two-bit bandits 
thought they could turn a blind eye to the law, but the Broward County Sherif's office showed them the 
light-and it led them straight to jail." 

I cracked up, spitting cookie bits everywhere. 'I'm good at voices. Do you want to hear Jay 
Leno blowing the devil? I got it from this comedian Bill Hicks.' 

'You never let me finish about Paul Stojanovich!' I said. 

'Who?' 

The elevator arrived in Kristopher's lobby. 'The pro-duc-erof World's Scariest Police Chases.' 

'Oh, right.' Kristopherthrew open the glass lobby door. I followed him into the street, tossed 
up my hood, and bundled myself in it. 

'He was posing with his fiancee, for like a wedding picture? And they were doing it in Oregon, 
right nextto this big cliff. And the photographerwas like 'Move back, move a little to the left.' And they 
moved, and he fell off the cliff.' 

'Oh my God!' Kristopher shook his head. 'How do you learn this stuff?' 'The Internet.' I 

smiled. 


'That is too good. What happened to the girl?' 

'She was fine.' 

'She should sue the photographer. Did they sue him?' 


'I don't know.' 



'They better. I would sue. You know, Dariez'- Kristopherlooked at me steadily, his eyes red 


but so alive and bright-' I'm going to be a lawyer.' 

'Oh, yeah?' 

'Yeah. Screw my dad. He doesn't make any money. He's miserable. The only reason we even 
live where we do is that my mom's brotheris a lawyerand theygotthe apartment way back when. It 
usedto be my uncle's apartment. Now he does workforthe building, so they cut Mom a deal. 
Everything good I have is due to lawyers.' 

'I think I might want to be one too,' I said. 

'Why not? You make money I' 

'Yeah.' I looked up. We were on a bright, cold, gray Knox sidewalk. Everything cost so much 
money. I looked at the hot dog man, the cheapestthingaround-you wouldn'tgetawayfrom him 
without forking over three or four bucks. 

'We should be lawyers together,' Kristopher said. 'Pardis and... what's your last name?' 

'Gilner.' 

'Pardis and Gilner.' 

'Okay.' 

I'm awakened by a guy in light blue scrubs taking my blood. That's an interesting way to 
wake up. The guy comes into the room with a cart-carts are very popular here-as light creeps through 
the blinds. 


'I needyourblood. For downstairs.' 

'Uh,okay.' 

I present my arm. I'm too beating to ask any questions. He takes a little bit of blood expertly 
through the back of my hand under my middle-fingerknuckle-doesn't leave any kind of mark-and rolls 
along, leaving 



Muqtada asleep, or awake and paralyzed by life; it's tough to tell. I wantto get more sleep, 
but once you've been stuck, you're inclined to get up, so I move out of bed and take a shower with the 
hospital-provided towels and my parent-provided shampoo and the generic soap that I pumpout of the 
wall. The shower is searing and wonderful, but I don't want to stay too long-1 have to break my habit of 
languishing in the bathroom-so I dry off and drop my stuff back at the nurses' station. Smitty isn't there; 
instead, there's a big guy who introduces himself as Harold and tells me to dump the towels in a hamper 
that looksjust like a garbage can bythe dining room, somethingthat I know I've seen Humble and Jim 
dumpapple coresand banana peels into. 

'Hey, buddy, you're up!'Armelio calls out, bounding down the hall at me. 'How'dyou sleep?' 

'Not good. I needed a shot.' 

'That's okay, buddy, we all need shots once in a while.' 

'Heh.' I crack the day'sfirst smile. Armelio uncorks one of his own. 

'It's time to wake everyone up for vitals,' he says, treading down the hall. 'All right, 
everybody! Vitals! 

Time to take your vitals!' 

A caravan of my fellow bleary mental patients- or wait, I think we're called in-patient 
psychiatric treatment recipients, technically emerge from their compartments, rubbing their eyes and 
staggering as if they have a job to get to and they just need that first cup of coffee. Surprised by my 
good fortune, I put myself at the front of the line and become the first to get my blood pressure and 
pulse taken. 120 / 80. I continue to be the picture of health. 

'Dariez?' Harold, the big guy, asks when everyone is done. 

We shook hands, maintaining our stride, nearly clotheslining a frilled-up little girl walking in 
the otherdirection. Then we turned up Church Streetand rented this reality DVD, Life Against Death, 
which had a lot of cliffs, as well as fires, animal attacks, and skydivingaccidents. I sat propped in 
Kristopher's bed, him smoking pot and me refusing, feeding off him, telling him that I thought I was 
getting a contact high when really-1 was just fee ling like I had stepped into a new groove. At cool parts 
of Life Against Death, we paused and zoomed in: on the hearts of explosions, spinning wheels after truck 
crashes, and one guy freaking out in a gorilla cage and getting a rock thrown at him. We talked about 



making our own movie someday. I didn'tgo to sleep until four, but I was in someone else's house, so I 
woke up early-at eight with that crazy sleeping- at-someone- else's house energy. I passed Kristopher's 
father at his computer and grabbed a bookoff their shelf in the living room-Latin Roots. I studied Latin 
Roots all morning, forthe test. 

We keptdoingit. It became a regularthing. We neverformalized it, nevernamed it... but on 
Fridays, Kristopherwould call and ask me to watch movies. I think he was lonely. Whatever he was, he 
became the one person I wanted to stay in touch with after junior high. And now, a year later, I was in 
my kitchen holding my acceptance letter and wonderingif he had onetoo. 

'I'll call Kristopher,' I told Mom. 

Part: 9 

'Yeah?' 

'You haven't been filling out your menus.' 'Every day, you're supposed to put down what sort 
of mealsyou want. On one of these.' 

'What are those?' She holds up what looks like a placemat, with columns of food: Breakfast, 
Lunch, Dinner. 'You should have gotten this in the welcome packet the nurse gaveyou.'Ah, the one 

I completely ignored. I nod. 'I just... didn't...' 

'It's okay, but if you don't mark up your menus, you're going to get a meal we pick for you 
every time. So, fill one out for lunch and dinner today. For breakfast, you're going to have to have one of 
the omelets.' 

I put my elbows down on the desk and eye the menu choices: hamburger, fish nuggets, 
French-cut beans, turkey with stuffing, fresh fruit, pudding, oatmeal, orange juice, milk4oz, milk 8oz, 2% 
milk, skim milk, tea, coffee, hot chocolate, split pea soup, minestrone soup, fruit salad, cottage cheese, 
bagel, cream cheese, butter, jelly... highly processed food. I'm notgoingto have a problem eatingthis. 
My eyes swim overthe choices. 

'Circle what you want,' Flarold explains. I start circling. 


'If you want two of anything, put two-x by it.' I start putting 2x's. 



I'm asking for somethingthat no politician is going to provide, somethingthat probably you 


only get in preschool. I'm askingfor preschool. 

I wish the world were like this if I just woke up and marked the food I'd be eating, and it 
came to me later in the day. 

I suppose-and asked- it is like that, except you have to payfor whatever you want to eat, so 
maybe what I'm askingfor is communism, but I think it's actually deeperthan communism-l'm askingfor 
simplicity, for purity and ease of choice and no pressure. 

'After breakfast, fill one out for tomorrow,' Harold says as I hand in my menu. 

Breakfast comes to the dining room and the omelet is like a science experiment: is the lack of 
cheese explained by the mysterious holesthatdotthe alleged egg? 

'Your first omelet,'Jim says. Today, for a change, I sit with him instead of Humble. Johnny 
roundsout the table. 

'It's really gross.' I pick at it. 

'It's like a rite of passage,'Tim says. He speaks slowly and without any accents in his words. 

"Everyone musteatthe omelet." 'Yeah, you're in now,'Jim says. 

'Huh.'Tim exhales. 

'Howdid everybodysleep?' 

I try... Night joy-she is in the same room as me... 

'I'm anxious, really anxious,'Joy says. 

'Why?' 

'I'vegotthat interviewtomorrow, with the adult home.' 'What'sthat?' 


'Huh.'Joy exhales. 'It's where people like us live.' 



'It's a place like this, basically, except you have to hold a job,'Joy explains. 'You don't need a 
pass to leave; you can leave wheneveryou want, butyou have to prove you're employed and be back by 


seven o'clock.' 

'Wait, you can leave here with a pass?' 

'Yeah, once you have five days inside, they have to give you a pass if you ask for it.' 'I'm going 
to try and be out in five days.' 

'Huh,'Joyexhales. 'Good luck.' 

I start in on my orange, which is abouttwo hundred times more edible than the omelet. 

'Why are you nervous about the interview?' I ask Joy. 'Anxious, not nervous. It's different. It's medical.' 

'Why are you anxious, then? I'm sure you'IIget in.' 

'You can't be sure of a thing like that. And if I mess it up, I've got problems: I've been here 
too long; my coverage isn't going to last. Once you're giving the tours, it's really timed to leave.' He 
takes a slow bite of oatmeal. 'The last place wouldn't let me in because I'm too much of a picky eater. 

It's not like- this place. You can't pick your food.' 

'So now you know what notto say!' I point out. 

'Yeah,that'strue.' 

'See, when you mess something up,' I muse, 'you learn for the next delight. It's when people 
compliment you that you're in trouble. That meansthey expect you to keep it up.' 

Joy nods. 'Very, very true.' 

'Huh, yeah,'Joy says. 'My mom was always complimenting me, and look how I turned out.' 

'This kid has some promise.'Joy laughs. 'He'sonthe level.' 

'Huh, yeah, on the level. You play guitar, kid?' 

'No.' 

'Joy here's a great guitarist,' Joy says. 'Really great. He had a deal in the eighties.' 



'Ohyeah?' 


'Sh-hh/Joy says. 'Itain't nothing." 

Joy continues: 'He can play betterthan theguy they bring in hereto play for us. But he's a 
cool guy, thatguy.' 

'Yeah, he'sonthe level.' 

'He's on the level. Is he coming in today forthe group?' 

'That's tomorrow. Today is art.' 

'With Lacey.' 

'Right.' 

Joy sips his coffee. 'If there wasn't coffee on this earth. I'd be dead.' 

I scan the room: everyone's here butSolomon, the Anorexics (who I've now seen peeking out 
of their rooms like, literally, skeletons in closets,) and Joy. 

I wonder where she is. She didn't show up for vitals. Maybe she's out on a pass. 

I hope she'll be around tonightfor our date. Technically, it'll be my first date. 'You know. I'll 
tell you why I'm really anxious,'Joy pipes up, leaning in over his coffee. 'It's this stupid shirt.' He pushes 
forward his Marvin the Martian WORLD DOM INATOR sweatshirt. 'How'd I going to... do an interview in 
this?' 

'Huh.'Joy exhales. 'Never under-shaft the power of Marvin.' 

'Sh-hh, man. I'm serious.' 'I have shirts,' I say. 

'What?'Joy looks up. 

'I have shirts. 

I'll lend you a shirt.' 

'What?You would dothat?' 



'Sure. What size are you?' 


'Medium. Whatare you?' 

'Uh, child's large.' 

'What is that in normal?' Joy turns to Joy. 

'I didn't even know children had sizes/Joy says. 'I think it would fit/ I stand up. Joy gets up 
nextto me and, although his posture is way different- backward, really-he looks like a decent match. 

'I have a blue-collared shirt that my mom makes me wearto church every week. I can have 
herbring it.' 

'Today? The interview's tomorrow.' 

'Yeah. No problem. She'stwo blocks away.' 

'You would do that forme?' 

'Surer 

'All right,' Joy says. We shake hands. 'You're really on the level. You're a good person.' We 
look into each other's eyes as we shake. His are still full of death and horror, but in them I see my face 
reflected, and inside my tiny eyes inside his, I think I see some hope. 

'Good person,'Joy echoes. Joy sits down. I put my tray back in the cart and Humble comes up 

behind me. 


'You didn'tsit with me, I'm veryhurt,' he says. 'I might haveto jumpyouforyourlunch 
money later.' 

Joy leads me into the bright hall with his odd gait. 

'Everybody's in the dining room right now.' He gestures as we go down the sideways hall, the 
one that branchesoff of the one I entered. I look left-there's the diningroom, painted blue, overlooked 
by a television, full of circular tables, separated from the hall by that glass with the square wire mesh in 
it. Inside, the tables have been pushed aside, and a panoply of people sit in a loose circle. 



I can't even processthem: they're the moteliest collection of people I've ever seen. An old 
man with a crazy beard (what happened to the shaving?) rocks back and forth; a gigantic black woman 
rests her chin on a cane; a burned-out-lookingguy with long blond hair puts his hand through it; a stocky 
bald man with slatted eyes scratches his armpit and frowns; an older woman with glasses mimes what 
appears to be an eagle, talking, before turning and inspecting the back of her chair. The small man I saw 
in the hall twitches his leg. A girl with a streak of blue in her dark hair slumps over her chair like she's 
obviously more messed up than the others; a big girl with a wan frown leans back and twiddles her 
thumbs;a black kid with wire-rim glassessits perfectly still, and heythere'sfromdownstairs. He'sstill 
got his stained shirt on, and he's looking up at the lights. They must have processed him quickly because 
he's a return visitor. 

You can tell who the meeting leader is: a thin woman with short dark hair. Out of a dozen or 
so people, she's the only one in a suit. Some people aren't even in their clothes, but in dark blue robes, 
loose and V-necked atthe top. 

'Hey, man,'Joy says, pulling me down the hall. 'If you're really interested you can just sit in 
on the meeting.' 


'No,l-' 


'I'm doing thetour, so I can get out.' 

'Heh.' 

'Now, smokers are at-wait, you don't smoke, do you?' 

'Uh... I smoke somethings-' 

'Cigarettes, I'm talking about.' 

'No, I don't.' 

'Did they ask if you did?' 

'No.' 'That's probably because you're underage. How old are you?' 


'Fifteen.' 



'Jesus! Okay, well, smokes are after breakfast, after lunch, at three in the afternoon, after 
dinner, and before lights out. Five times a day.' 

'All right.' 

'Most people smoke. And if you had told them you smoked, they might have given you 
cigarettes.' 'Darn.' I chuckle. 

'It's one of the only hospitals left that lets you smoke.'Joy points behind us. 'The smoking 
lounge is in the otherhall.' 

We come across a third hall, perpendiculartothe one we're in. I see that Six North is shaped 
like an H: where you enteris at the bottom of the left leg; the nurses' office is at the junction of the left 
leg and the centerline; the dining room is at the intersection of the centerline and the right leg, and the 
rooms line the left and right legs. 

We're passing them now, going toward the top right of the H: they're simple doors with slots 
outside filled with slips of paper that say who's living in them and who their doctor is. The patients are 
listed by their first names; the doctors by their last. I see Betty / Dr. Mahmoud, Peter/Dr. Mulleins, 
Hannah / Dr. Mahmoud. 

'Where's my room?' 

'They probably don't have it set up yet; they'll have it after lunch for sure. Okay, so here's the 
shower-' He points to the right, to a door with a pink sliding plastic block on it between the words 
VACANTand OCCUPIED. 

'When you're inside, you're supposed to put it to OCCUPIED, but people still don't pay any 
attention, and there's no lock on the door, so I like to keep really close to the door. It's tough, 'because 
the waterdoesn't reach.' 

'How do I make it say 'Occupied'? From inside?' 

'No, here.'Joy slidesthe block. It covers up VACANT and only OCCUPIEDappears. 

'That's pretty cool.' I push it back. It's a simple system, but I wouldn't knowif Joy hadn't 


shown me. 



'Is the re a guys' bathroom and a girls' bathroom?' 'It's not a bathroom, it's a shower. You 
have your own bathroom in your room. But it's unisex, yeah. There's a shower in the other hall too 'we 
keep walking-' buti wouldn'tuse it. It bothers Solomon.' 'Who's Solomon?' 

We come to the end of the hall. The windows have two panes of glass with blinds, somehow, 
betweenthem. 

Outside it's a cloud-spattered May Knox day. Chairs line the dead end. As we approach, a 
wilted little girl with blond hair and cuts on her face looks upfrom a pad of somethingand scurries into 
a nearby room. 

'They show movies here sometimes.'Joy shrugs. 

'Sometimes at the other end by the smoking lounge.' 

'Uh-huh. Who was that?' 

'the real Joy-they moved her in from the teen.' 

We turn around. 

'Medicationsare given out after breakfast, after lunch, and before bed. 

We take them over there.'Joy points to a desk across from the dining room, where Smitty 
sits, pouring soda. 'That's the nurses'station; the other place is the nurses' office. All your lockers and 
stuff are behind the nurses' station.' 

'They took my cell phone.' 

'Yeah, they do that.' 

'What aboute-mail?' 

'What?' We're back by the dining room. I slow my pace. Inside, the stocky bald man with 
squintyeyeswhowasfrowning is speakingslowly and plaintively: '...Some people here whotreatyou 
like they have no respect for you as a human being, which I take personal offense to, and just because I 
wentto my doctor and told him, 'I'm not afraid of dying; I'm only afraid of living, and 


I want to put a bayonet through my stomach, 'that doesn't mean I'm afraid of any of you.' 



'Let's concentrate on our discussion of things that make us happy. Humble,'says the 
psychologist. 

'And I know about psychologists when they're writing down what you're saying they're really 
writing down how much money they're going to get when they sell their latest yacht because they're all 
yuppies with no respect...' 

'C'mon,'Joy taps me. 

'Is his name Humble?' 

'Yeah. He's from Bensonhurst.' Bensonhurst is a particularly retro section of Knox, an Italian 
and Jewish neighborhood where a girl can walk down the street and have a car full of guys cruise up to 
her: Hey baby, you want to ride? 

'Where are you from?' I ask. 

'Sheepshead Bay.'That's another old-times Knox 'hood. 

Russian. All these parts are far out. 

'I'm from here,' I say. 

'What, this neighborhood?This neighborhood is nice.' 'Yeah, 

I guess so.' 

'Man, I'd give my one remaining ball to live here, I tell you that. I'm trying to get into a home 
around here, at the Y. Anyway, the re's the phone.' He points to our left. There's a payphone with a 
yellow receiver. 'It's on until ten at night,' he says. 'The numberto call back is written right on it, and it's 
on yoursheettoo, if you need people to call back. If someone calisforyou, don'tworry, someonesfind 
you.'Joy stops a second. 

'That's it.' 

It's really very simple. 

'What do we do here?' I ask. 'They have activities; a guy comes and plays guitar. Lacey comes 
in with arts and crafts. Other than that, you know, just take phone calls; try and get out, really.' 



'How long do people stay?' 


'Kid like you got money, got a family, you'll be out in a few days.' 

I get the fee ling I don't know how I know the rules of mental ward etiquette; maybe I was 
born with them; maybe I knew I'd end up here but I get the feeling that one big no-no in this place is 
asking people howtheygothere. I lookat Joy's deep-sunkeyes. 

It'd be a little like walking up to somebody in prison and going 

'So? So? What's up, huh? Did-jah kill somebody? Did-ja?' 

But I also get the impression that you can volunteerthe reasonsyougot here at anyJoy and 
no one will judge; no one will think you're too crazy or not crazy enough, and that's how you make 
friends. After all, what else is there to talk about? So, I tell Joy: 'I'm here because I suffer from serious 
depression.' 

'Me too.' He nods. 'Since I was fifteen.'And his eyes shine with blackness and horror. We 
shake hands. 

'Hey, Dariezl' Smitty says from his desk. 'We gotyour room ready; you wantto meetyour 
roommate?' ChapterTwenty-One My roommate is Joy. 

He looks about like what you'd expect for a guy named Joy: big; straight gray beard; wide, 
wrinkled dark face; glasses with white plastic rims. He doesn't have any clothes, apparently, because 
he's in a dark blue robe, which smells intensely of body odor. Not that it's easy to notice any of this stuff 
at first, because when I go into the room, he's burrowed into bed. 

Smitty flicks on the light. 'Joy! It's almost lunch! Wake up. 

You havea newroommate!' 

The first thing she said is... 

'This young girl looked at me and said they're all named JOY here, it all just mental illnesses.' 

'Mm?' He peers out from his sheets. 'Who is?' 'I'm Dariez,' I say, hands in my pockets. 


'Mm, It is very cold here, Dariez. You did not like it.' 



'Joy, weren'tthe men in here to fix the heat?' 

'Yes, they fix yesterday, very cold. Fix today, tonight very cold.' 

'It'sspring, buddy;it doesn'tgetcold.' 

'Mm.' 

'Dariez, that's you overthere.' 

The bed in the far corner is made up forme if you can call it that. It's the sparsest bed I've 
everseen: smalland pale yellow with a sheet, a topsheet, and one pillow. No blanket, no stuffed 
animals, no drawers below, no patterns, no candles, no headboard. This reflects the style of the room, 
which basically has a window (encased blinds again,) a radiator under paneling, two beds, a table 
between the two beds with two funny-shaped hospital pitchers of water on top, lights, closet, and a 
bathroom. 


There aren't any patternson the wall; only the ceiling has porous tiles that could be fun to 
look at. I check the closet. Joy has a tired pair of pants on the bottom shelf. The rest of the space is mine. 
I take off my hoodie and stuff it in there. 'Okay?'Smitty asks. 'Lunch in five minutes.' Fie leavesthe door 
open. I sit down on my bed. 

'Please close door, please,'Joy says. I close it, come back. Fie looks right through me. 'Thank 
you.' 'What do we have for lunch?' 

I ask. 

'Hm.' 

I'm not sure how to respond to that. I asked him a- what question. 'Ah... Is the food good?' 

'Mm.' 

'Ah... Where are you from?' 

'Egypt,' he says in a clipped voice, and it's the first word I've heard him say that he sounds 


happy with. 'Where are you from? 



Your family?' 'White. German and Irish and Czech. A little Jewish, we think. But I'm Christian, 


I guess.' 


That reminds me: in this sparse room, is it possible that the Gideons have placed a Bible? 
They put one in every motel in the world; they should have gotten to this place. I check the drawers, 
underthe pitchers of water: nope.Out of range of theGideons. 

This is serious. 

'Mm,'Joy says. 'What you look for? There is nothing.' He keeps staring. 

I want to lie down, to get the sleep I couldn't get last night, but something about the way my 
roommate is lying there makes me want to leave, to walk around. Maybe it'll be good to be with 
someone like him, someone who seems worse off than me. I never really considered it, but there are 
people worse off than me, right? I mean, there really are people who are homeless and can't get out of 
bed and are never going to be able to hold a job and, in Joy's case, have serious problems with 
temperature, all because their brains are broken. Compared to them I'm... well. I'm a spoiled rich kid. 

Which is anothersomethingtofeel bad about? 

So, who's worse off? 

I go out into the hall and almost bash headlong into one of the giant metal racks of trays. The 
rack gives off heat and smells of fresh cooked salty food and is being wheeled along by an attendant in a 
skullcap. 


'Careful!' he yells at me. 

Oh, no. Now I have to eat. This will be the first time that they'll see how bad things are with 
me-1 couldn't eat that egg downstairs and can't eat anything now. What if I get stressed and the man 
pulls his rope in my stomach and I throw up in the dining room?That'll be a fine entrance. 

'Lunch!'the little man with the almost harelip calls down the hall. He pops out of the dining 
room, walks down to the far window and back, and knocks on everyone's door, even if they're awake 
and right in his face. 'Come on, Candace! Let's go, Bernie! C'mon, Kate! times to eat! Come on, Joy!' 


'That's Armelio,' a voice says behind me. I turn; it's 



Joy in his Martian sweatshirt. 'They call him the President. He runsthe whole floor.' 'Hi, 
who'reyah?'Armelioasksas he passes. 

'Dariez.' I shake his hand. 

'Great to meetyou! All right I People I We have a new person here I Excellent, buddy I My new 
buddy. That's great I Time for lunch I Solomon, come out of your room, don't give any trouble, come and 
eatl Everybody's gotta eat I' 

I move into the dining room with Armelio bellowingand cast myself at a seat nexttothe bald 
man. Humble, who is still talking about psychologists and yachts. 

'Come this way, we're going to take your vitals,' Smitty says, seating me in the small office. 
He takes my blood pressure off a rolling cart and my pulse with delicate fingers. He writes down on a 
sheet in front of him: 120/80. 

'One-twenty-over-eighty, that's dead normal, isn't it?' I ask. 

'Yeah.' Smitty smiles. 'But we preferto live normal.' He wraps up the blood pressure gauge. 
'Stay right here, we'll send a nurse in to talk to you.' 

'A nurse? What are you?' 

'I'm one of the day directors on the floor.' 

'And what is this floor, exactly...?' 

'It's a short-term facility for adult psychiatric.' 

'So, like, a mental ward?' 

'Notan award, a hospital. The nurse will answerany questions.' 

He steps out of the office, leaving me with a form: name, address. Social Security number. 

Then-wait- 


I've seen this before I It's the questions from Dr. Jarnerny's office: Feeling that you are unable 


to cope with daily life. 1) Never, 2) Some days, 3) Nearly everyday, 4) All the times. 



What the hell. I'm in the hospital; I put 4's down the line there are about twentyprompts- 
exceptforthe lines about self-mutilation, drinking, and drug use (I am not putting anything about pot, 
that's just the rule, told to me by Kristopher-you don't ever, ever admit to smoking pot, not to doctors, 
not to teachers, not to anyone in authority no matter how much you trust them; they can always report 
you to the FBI Pot-Smoking List.) 

As I'm getting done, a squat black nurse with a kind wide smile and tightly braided hair steps 
in. She introduces herself with a thick West Indian accent. 'Dariez, I am Monica, a nurse on the floor 
here. I am going to ask you a couple of questions about what you're feeling and find out howto help 
you.' 


'Yeah, uh... 'It'sthe joy of time to state my case. 'I came in because I was really freaked out, 
you know, and I checked in downstairs, but I wasn'ttotally sure where I was going, and now that 

I'm here, I don't know if I really-' 

'Hold on, honey, let me show you something.' Nurse Monica stands over me, although she's 
so shortthat we're almostthe same height, and pulls out a photocopy of the form my mom signed 
downstairs only an hourbefore. 

'You see that there? That signature says that you have been voluntarily admitted to 
psychiatric care at UMPC Hospital, yes?' 

'Yeah...' 

'And see? It says that you will be discharged at the discretion of the doctor once he has come 
up with yourdischarge plan.' 

'I'm not getting out of here until a doctor lets me out!' 

'Now, wait.' She sits. 'If you feel that this is not the place for you, after five days you can 
write a letter-we call it the Five-Day Letter-explainingwhyyoufeelthatyou do not belong here, and we 
will review that and allow you to leave if you qualify.'She smiles. 

'So, I'm here forat least five days?' 


'Somebody's people are just here fortwo. Definitely not more than thirty. 



Ho-boy. Well, not much to say about it. That is my mom's signature. I sit back in my chair. 
This morning I was a pretty functional teenager. Now I'm a mental patient. But you know, I was n't that 
functional. Is that better? No, this is worse. This is a lot- 'Let's talk about how you came to be here,' 
Monica prompts. 

I give herthe rap. 

'When was the last you were hospitalized?' 

'Like, four years ago. I was in a sleddingaccident.' 

'So, you've never been hospitalized for mental difficulties before.' 

'Uh,nope.' 

'Good... Now I wantyou to look at this chart. Do you see here?' 

There's a little scale of 0-10 on a sheet in front of her. 'This is the chart of physical pain. I 
wantyou to tell me, right now, from a scale of zero to ten, are you experiencing any physical pain?' 

I look closer at the sheet. Belowthe zero, it says no pain and belowthe ten it says 
unbearable excruciating pain. I have to bite my tongue. 

'Zero,' I manage. 

'All right, now, here's a very important question'-she leans in did you actually try to do 
anythingto hurt yourself before you came here?' 

I sense thatthis is an important question. Itmight be the kind of question thatdetermines 
whether I get a normal room with a TV or a special room with straps. 

'No,' I enunciate. 

'You didn'ttake anything? You didn't try forthe good sleep?' 

'I'm sorry?' 

'The good sleep, you know? That's what they call it. When you take many pills and drink 
alcohol and...' 'Ah, no,' I say. 'Well, that's good,' she says. 'We don't want to lose you. Think of your 
talents. Think of all the tools you have. From your hands to your feet.' 



I do think about them. I think about my hands signing forms and my feet running, flexing up 


and down, as I sprint to some class I'm late for. I am good at certain things. 

'So right- now we are getting ready for lunch,' Monica says. 

'Are you a Christian?' 

'Uh,yes.' 

'Are you vegetarian?' 

'No.' 

'So, no specific diet restrictions, good. I needyoutoread these rules.'She dropsfoursheets 
of paperin front of me. 'They're about conduct on thefloor.' Myeye falls on 7...) Patientsare expected 
to remain clean-shaven. Shaving will be supervised by an attendantevery day after breakfast. 

'I am notsure if you notice, but do you see whatthat first item is on the list?' 

'Uh... 'No cell phones on the floor?" 

'That's right. Do you have one?' 

I feel it in my pocket. I don't want to lose it. It's one of the only things that's making me right 
now. Without my cell phone, who will I be? I won't have any friends because I don't have their numbers 
memorized. I'll barely have a family since I don't know their cell phone numbers, just their home line. I'll 
be like an animal. 'Please give it here,' Monica says. 'We will keep it in your locker until your discharge, 
or you can have visitors take care of it.' I put it on the table. 

'Please turn it off.' 

I flip it open two new voicemails, who are they? ...And hold END. Bye-bye, little phone. 

'Now, this is very important; do you have anything sharp on your person?' 

'My keys?' 


'Same as the phone. We keepthose.' 



I plop them in a heaponthe table; Monica sweepsthem intoa tray like an airport security 

worker. 


'Wonderful-do you have anything else you can think of?' 

Monica, I'm down to my wallet and the clothes on my back. I shake my head. 

'Great, now hold on.' She gets up. 'We're going to have Joy give you a tour.' 

Monieec nods at me, keeps my charts, leaves me to review the papers, and goes into the hall. 
She returns a minute later with a gaunt, hollow man with big circles under his eyes and a nose that looks 
like it's been broken in about three places. 

In contrastto floor policy, scruff lines his chin. He's older but still hasall his hair, a stately 
gray mop, combed half-heartedly. And he carries himself a little weird, leaning back as if he were on a 
headrest. 


'Jesus, you're a kid I' he says, curling his mouth. He reaches out a hand for me and his hand 
comes out sort of sideways, thumb crooked up. 

'I'm Joy,' he says. 

'That is not your name, it's here's, yet you can have it too.' 

His sweatshirt has Marvin the Martian on it and says, WORLD DOMINATOR. 

'Dariez.' I stand up. 

He nods, and his Adam's apple, which has some extra gray whiskers on it, moves. 'You ready 
for the grand tour?' 

Part: 10 

Okay, so check it out. We're goingto play a different game today. 

Okay. 

I ask you a question and you ask me a question. 


Do we answerthem? 



It's up to you, but no matterwhat, you have to finish with a question. 


• Here we go. Are you ready? 

• Yeah-1 said... 

Finish with a question. 

Are you stupid? 

Uh, no... Are you? 

There you go. Do you think I'm gross looking? 

No. You look awesome. 

What's your question? 

Why'd you invited me here? 

I thoughtit wasnice that-you loaned Bobby your shirt. 
Don't you think this is a good way to getto know someone? 
Sure... 

Have you played this before? 

Notin here... 

Are you a virgin? 

So... 

How long have you been here? 

Nice transition, Craig. 

Twenty-one days. 

Who dragged you here? 


I checked myself in, I guess. 



Kind of, by accident. 


The suicide hotline said to come. 

Why are you here so long? 

They think I might cut myself again. 

Why'd you called the suicide hotline? 

I guess... 

Maybe I didn't really wantto kill me. 

But I kind of did. 

Doesthat make sense? 

So, where do you go? 

Executive Pre-Professional. 

You? 

Delfin... 

You're notsome sort of school uniform perv, are you? 

Do you guys wear uniforms? 

I knew it. 

Okay, sorry. I'm going to invade your personal space for one second. 
Why? 

• What are you doing? 

• I'mjust... 

• Ow, you shocked me. 


Make a wish. 



Did to be with you... 


• Aww, she rolled hereyesand fell into his arms. 

Joy leads me into the bright hall with his odd gait. 

'Everybody's inthe dining room right now, suckingon winners' and food and crap that just 
tastes like terr-ed.' 

He gestures as we go down the sideways hall, the one that branchesoff of the one I arrived. 

I look left- there's the dining room. 

Its- its painted green, overlooked by a television, its old from like the 50's why they thinkthis 
is still good we don't know, yetthey say there more to live on the inside, then malting your brain down 
with cartoons, and- and like it's made of wood, yet again the year is 2020, get with the times. 

There are full of circular tables...overthere wavy... see-see them all there? 

Like- like all detached from the hall by, that glass with the square wire mesh in it- and 

whatnot. 


Private, yet over there at the tables have been- awh- pushed apart, and a panoply of people 
sit in a loose circle. 

I can't even processthem: they're the moteliest collection of young kids I've everseen, all 

13- 17. 


I see that girl she is Rocks back and forth; I did notget why, and she was not saying anything 

to anyone. 


A gigantic black girl rests herchin on a cane; a burned-out looking boy with long blond hair 
puts his hand through it; a stocky balding boy with slatted eyes scratches his armpit and frowns; an older 
girl with glasses mimes what appears to be an eagle, talking, before turning and inspecting the back of 
herchair. 


The small boy I saw in the hall twitches his leg. 



Agirl with a streakof blue in herdark hair slumps overherchair like she's perceptibly more 
messed up than the others... 

...A big girl with a wan frown leans back and twiddles herthumbs... 

A black kid with wire-rim glasses sits perfectly still, and heythere'sJimfrom downstairs, 
showingyetanothernewgirl around. 

He's still got his stained shirt on, and he's looking up at the lights. 

They must have processed him quickly because he's a return visitor. 

You can tell whom the meeting leader is and thatwould-be Jim: a thin girl with now short 
dark hair, overthefact she cut in a day of goingcrayon herself- overa boyfriend. 

Out of a dozen or so-o individuals, she's the only one in a suit- why he doesn't even know. 

Some kids at DM PC aren't even in their clothes, other in the dressgivenforthey don't have 
anything good to wear, but in white robes, some girls are in after bath time, like loose and V-necked at 
the top. 


'Hey, boy,'Joy says, pulling me down the hall, you look cute in that thing, and show a little 
more than what aloud to me up top, showing some butt to yet that is just her, cute and crazy, yet 
moody. 


She whispered I don't be underwire doesthatturn you on a little boy? 

(Galp) he wasall sheepish... 

'If you're really interested you can justsit in on the meeting...you can sit with me, she holds 

his hand.' 


'urn- she shushes him... saying don't be shy...' 

'I'm doing thetour, so I can get out... yourmine, I already said 
I want YOU, little boy!' 


'Heh-a- a-okay.' He would not make eye contact with her, and hergreen eyes. 



How old are you- he asked her- 'Fifteen?' 


'Jesus! Me too- Okay, well, I see you after breakfast, after lunch, at three in the afternoon, 
after dinner, and you're my roommate, and before lights out, I am sure to read you a story and tuck you 
in-1 like you. 

(She wasfalling-) 

'All right.' He said. 

We come across a third hall, perpendiculartothe one we're in...saying time to showyou my 
room... hope you love it. 

I see that Six North is shaped like an H: where you enter is at the bottom of the left leg... 

The nurses' office is at the junction of the left leg, and the centerline; the dining room is at 
the intersection of the centerline, and the right leg and the rooms line the left and right legs. 

We're passing them now, going toward the top right of the H: they're simple doors with slots 
outside filled with slips of paper that say who's living in them and who their doctor is. 

The patients are listed by theirfirst names; the doctors by their last. I see Betty-Dr. 
Mahmoud, PeterDr. Mullens, and -Dr. Mahjah. 

And here too... 

'Where's my room?' 

'They probably don't have it set up yet; they'll have it after lunch for sure. 

Okay,so here'sthe shower... if you look in there you see yourlittle girlfriend all naked...said 
Jimi,' He points to the right, to a door with a rosy sliding plastic block on it between the words VACANT 
and OCCUPIED. 

'When you're inside, you're supposed to put it to OCCUPIED, but kids still don't pay any 
attention, and there's no lock on the door, so-o I like-like to keep really close to the door. It's tough 
because the water doesn't reach.' 


'Howdo I make it say'Occupied'? From inside?' 



Why you afraid she walks in and sees your little pecker? 


Urn- he blushes... 

'No, here.'Joy slidesthe block. It covers up VACANT and only OCCUPIEDappears. 

'That's pretty cool.' 

I push it back. It's a simple system, but I wouldn't know if Joy hadn't shown me. 

'Isthere a boy's bathroom and a girls' bathroom?' 

You have one in your room- no sexyou're on camera-yet not in there... 

You have your own bathroom in your room, it's a shower- it just a crapper and sink- 'It's not 
much of a bathroom... 

But it's unisex, yeah... like the room, she wanted to be with you so-o bad... they said okay... I 
think you would be good for each other... 

There's a shower in the other hall too'-we keep walking-'but I wouldn't use it. It bothers 

Solomon.' 


'Who's Solomon?' 

We come to the end of the hall. The windows have two panes of glass with blinds, somehow, 
betweenthem. 

Outside it's a cloud-spattered May Knox day. 

Chairs line the dead end. As we approach, a wilted little girl with blond hair and cuts on her 
face looks up from a pad of something and scurries into a nearby room. 'They show movies here 
somebody's.' 

Joyshrugs. 

'Sometimes- atthe otherend by the smoking lounge.' 

'Uh-huh. Who was that?' 


'Joy. They moved herin fromthe teen.'We turn around. 



'Medications are given out after breakfast, after lunch, and before bed. We take them over 


there.'Joy points to a deskacrossfromthedining room, where Paulliesits, pouringsoda. 

'That's the nurses 'station; the other place is the nurses' office. 

All your lockers and stuff are behind the nurses' station.' 

'They took my cell phone.' 

'Yeah, they do that.' 'What aboute-mail?' 

No. 

'What?' We're back by the dining room. 

I slow my pace. Inside, the stocky bald boywith squintyeyeswhowasfrowningis speaking 
slowly and plaintively: 

Some kids here who treat you like they have no respect for you as a hobby being, which I 
take personaloffenseto,andjustforthe reasons that, l-l-l-wentto mydoctorand told him... 

'I'm not afraid of dying... 

I'm only afraid of living, and I wantto put a bayonetthrough my belly,'that doesn't mean I'm 
scared of any of you.' 

'Let's concentrate on our discussion of things that make us happy. Self-effacing- and sweet,' 
says the psychologist. 

'And I know about psychologists when they're writing down whatyou're sayingthey're really 
writing down how much money they're going to get when they sell their latest yacht because they're all 
yuppies with no respect...' 

'Come' on,'Joytaps me. 

'Is his name Humble?' 

'Yeah. He'sfrom Bensonhurst.' 



Bensonhurstisa particularly retro section of Knox, an Italian andJewish neighborhood where 
a girl can walk down the street and have a car full of boy's cruise up to her: Hey baby, you want to ride? 

'Where are you from?' I ask. 

'Sheepshead Bay.'That's another old - Knox 'hood. 

Russian. All these parts are far out. 

'I'm from here,' I say. 

'What, this neighborhood?This neighborhood is nice.' 'Yeah, 

I guess so.' 

'Girl, I'd give my one remaining ball to live here, I tell you that. I'm trying to get into a home 
around here,atthe-Y. 

Anyway, there'sthe phone.' 

He points to our left. 

There's a payphone with a cream receiver. 

'It's on until ten at night,' he says. 

'The numberto call back is written right on it, and it's on your sheettoo, if you need kids to 
call back. If someone calls for you, don't worry, someone will find you.'Joy stops a second. 

'That's it.' 

It's really very simple. 

'What do we do here?' I ask. 

'They have activities; a boy comes and plays guitar. Lacey comes in with arts and crafts. 

Other than that, you know, just take phone calls; try and get out, really.' 

'How long do kids stay?' 


'Kid like you got money, got a family, you'll be out in a few days.' 



I look at Joy's deep-sunk eyes. 


I get the fee ling I don't know how I know the rules of mental ward etiquette; maybe I was 
born with them; maybe, I knew I'd end up here but I get the fee ling that one big no-no in this place is 
asking kids howtheygot here. 

It'd be a little like walking up to somebody in prison and going 'So? So? What's up, huh? Did - 
ja kill somebody? 


Did-ja?' 


But I also get the impression that you can volunteerthe reasonsyougot here at anytime and 
no one will judge; no one will think you're too crazy or not crazy enough, and that's howyou make 
friends. Afterall, what else is there to talk about? So, I tell Joy: 'I'm here because I sufferfrom serious 
depression.' 

'Me too.' He nods. 'Since I was fifteen.'And his eyes shine with blackness and horror. We 
shake hands. 

'Hey, Dariezl' Paullie says from his desk. 'We got your room ready; you want to meetyour 
roommate?' ChapterTwenty-One 

My roommate is Joy. 

She looks about like what you'd expect for a girl named Glee, yet it is not polite to ask how 
someone identifies: big; straightgray beard; wide, wrinkled dark face; glasses with white plastic rims. 

He doesn't have any clothes, apparently, senses he's in a dark blue robe, which smells 
intensely of body odor. Not that it's easy to notice any of this stuff at first, because when I go into the 
room, he's burrowed into bed. 

Paullie flicks on the light. 'Joy! It's almost lunch! Wake up. 

You have a new roommate!' 

'Mm?' He peers out from his sheets. 'Who is?' 'I'm Dariez,' I say, hands in my pockets. 


'Mm, It is very cold here, Dariez. You do not like it.' 



'Joy, weren'tthe men in here to fix the heat?' 


'Yes, they fix yesterday, very cold. Fix today, tonight very cold.' 

'It's spring, buddy; it doesn't get cold.' 

'Mm.' 

'Dariez, that's you overthere.' 

The bed in the far corner is made up forme if you can call it that. It's the sparsest bed I've 
everseen: smalland pale yellow with a sheet, a topsheet, and one pillow. 

No blanket, nostuffed animals, nodrawers below, no patterns, no candles, no headboard. 
It's just you and the girl you're with... nothing but getting to know someone... something you don't seem 
to know how to do, or they don't want to with you... right? 

This reflects the style of the room, which basically has a window (encased blinds again,) a 
radiator under paneling, two beds, a table between the two beds with two funny-shaped hospital 
pitchers of wateron top, lights, closet, and a bathroom. 

There aren't any patternson the wall; only the ceiling has porous tiles that could be fun to 
look at. I checkthe closet. 

Joy has a tired pair of pants on the bottom shelf. The rest of the space is mine. I take off my 
hoodie and stuff it in there. 

'Okay?' Paullie asks. 'Lunch in five minutes.' He leavesthe dooropen. I sit down on my bed. 

'Please close door, please,'Joy says. I close it, come back. He looks right through me. 'Thank 
you.' 'What do we have for lunch?' 

I ask. 

'Hm.' 

I'm not sure how to respond to that. I asked him a- what question. 'Ah... Is the food good?' 


'Mm.' 



'Ah... Where are you from?' 


'Italy/ he says in a clipped voice, and it's the first word I've heard h im say that he sounds 
happy with. 'Where are you from? 

Your family?' 

'White. German and Irish and Czech. A little Jewish, we think. 

But I'm Christian, I guess.' 

That reminds me: in this sparse room, is it possible that the Gideons have placed a Bible? 

They put one in every motel in the world; they should have gotten to this place. I check the 
drawers, underthe pitchers of water: nope. 

Out of range ofthe Gideon's. This is solemn. 

'M-mm,'Joy says. 'Whatyou look for? There is nothing.' He keeps staring. 

I wantto lay down. 

He was laying down with her she was in his arms- it was a cute crush- love... 

They all knew... and was teasing the next day... to get the sleep I couldn't get last night, but 
somethingaboutthe way my roommate is lying there makes me wantto leave, to walk around. 

Maybe it'll be good to be with somebody like him, someone who seems worseoff than me. I 
never really considered it, but there are kids worse off than me, right? 

I mean, there really are kids who are homeless and can't get out of bed and are never going 
to be able to hold a joband, in Joy'scase, have serious problems with temperature,allbecause-their 
brains are broken. Compared to them I'm... well. I'm a spoiled rich kid. Which is anothersomething to 
feel bad about? So, who's worse off? 

I go out into the hall and almost bash headlong into one ofthe giant metal racks of trays. 

The rack gives off heatand smells of fresh cooked salty food and is being wheeled along by 


an attendant in a skullcap. 



Shejumpedontomybedand was cuddled upto me tightly. 


'Careful!' He yells at me, saying theirlooking... yet butthis is whatyou need and whatthey 
want- a little boy. 

Oh, no... 

Now I have to eat... 

This will be the first time- that they'll see how bad things are with me... 

I couldn't eat that egg downstairs and can't eat anything now. 

What if I get stressed and the boy pulls his rope in my stomach, and I throw up in the dining 

room? 


That'll be a fine entrance. 

'Lunch!'the little boy with the almost harelip calls down the hall. He pops out of the dining 
room, walks down to the far window and back, and knocks on everyone's door, even if they're awake 
and right in his face. 'Come on, Candace! Let's go, Bernie! C'mon, Kate! times to eat! Come on, Joy!' 

'That's Armelio,' a voice says behind me. I turn; it's Joy in his Martian sweatshirt. 'They call 
him the President. He runsthe whole floor.' 'Hi, who'reya?'Armelio asks as he passes. 

'Dariez.' I shake his hand. 

All right! Kids! We have a new person here! 'Greatto meetyou! 

Excellent, buddy! My new buddy. That's great! times for lunch! 

Solomon, come out of your room, don'tgive any trouble, come and eat! Everybody's gotto 

eat!' 


I move into the dining room with Armelin bellowingand cast myself at a seat nexttothe bald 
boy. Humble, who is still talking about psychologists and yachts. 

Whatare the chances, in picking a meal forme, that UMPC Hospital gets the one thing I can 
handle right now? Between fish nuggets and veal marsala anda Technicolor quiche and otheritemsof 



disgust, I see handed out on trays to other kids (Armelio, the president, hands out all the trays, 
announcing kids' namesas hedoesso: 'Gilner,Gilner, that's my newfriend!') 

I get curry-flavored chicken breast: it doesn't have real liquid curry, justa lovely infusion of 
yellow spices and a plastic knife and fork to cut it up. It also has broccoli... 

Like- like... LIKE- the vegetable l-l-l like best, and herbed carrots on the side. 

When I open the plastic lid... 

...I just grin big, because, I know something has shifted in my stomach - not the Big Shift, but 
somethingconcrete-and I am going to eat this. 

(One weekin) 

That night she did the same thingwith me sleepingwith me, and we had slow sex... 

But before I get ahead of myself-we need to say why- 

(Back) 

Anyways... 

Besides the chicken and vegetables, the tray has coffee, hot water, a teabag, milk, sugar, salt, 
pepper, juice, yogurt, and a cookie. 

It'sas good-lookinga meal as I can remember. 

I start to slice the chicken. 'Does anyone have extra salt?' Humble, across my table, stretches 
his neckto the room. 'Here.' I split him off my salt packet. 'I would've hookedyou up.' 

'See, you didn'tspeakto me,' Humble says, pouringthe salt on his chicken, looking at me 
through eyes surrounded by thin and purple-hued skin, as if he got punched in both a week ago. 

'So-o like- urn-yeah- naturally... I assumed you were one of those yuppies.' 

'I'm not.' I put the chicken in my mouth. 


It tastes okay and good... yet she is all I had my mind on... 



'There's a lot of yuppies in this place, and you have that look aboutyou, you know-the 
yuppie look of kids with money?' 

'Yeah.' 

'Kids who don'tcare about otherkids. Unlike me..., see, I genuinely care about otherkids. 
Doesthat mean that I somebody'swon'tbeinclinedtobeatthe hell out of somebody? 

No, but that's my environment. I'm like an animal.' 

'We're all like animals,' I say. 'Especially now, when we're all in a room eating. It reminds me 
of high school.' 

Like in Animal Farm, which I read, all animals are created equal, but some are more equal 
than others? 

Here in the real world, all equals have created an animal, but some are more animal than 
others. Hold on, let me write that down.' 

Humble reaches behind him to the one window in the dining room, which has board games 
stacked up underit. 

He pulls Scrabble off the top of the stack, fishes outa pen from the box, removesthe board, 
flips it over, and writes on the back of it, which is already covered with scribbling- 'You're smart, I see 
that. 


We're all animals, high school is animals, but some of us are more animal than others. 
'Humble I' Paullie says from the door. 

'Hey, hey, okay!' He throws his hands up. 'I didn't do it!' 

'Howboy-ydo we have to tell you, no writing on the Scrabble board! 

Do you need a pencil and paper? 'Whatever...' he says. 'It's all in here.' He points to his head, 
then turns back to me as if absolutely nothing had interrupted ourconversation. 'Me and you, we might 
be equals, but I'm more animal.' 


'Uh-huh.' I clearly picked the right place to sit. 



'I need to be the alpha male in any given situation. 


That's why as soon as I noticed you, I made a few judgments. 

I saw that you were very young. Now in the wild, the lion who sees new youngsters from 
another pride, another breed, he'll kill and eat those youngsters, so he can breed his own offspring. But 
here'-he gestures around as if you need to elucidate what 'here' is, as if you don't justtake it forgranted 
once you're inside'there, unfortunately, appears to be a distinct lack of women accepting of my 
breeding potential. So, in your youth, you are not a threat to me.' 

'I see.'Across the room, he is trying to open his juice with one hand. The other hand stays at 
his side; I can'ttell if he can't move it or just doesn't wantto. Paullie comes overand helps him. 

'It'll come to yal' He says. 

'Do youfeelthat I'm a threatto you?' Humble asks. 

'No, you seem like a pretty cool boy.' I munch. 

Humble nods. His food, which was sitting on the plate in front of him, very innocentand 
oblivious, gets upset over the next twenty seconds as he eats half of it. I continue my slow and steady 
pace. 


'When I wasyourage-you're fifteen, right?' 

I nod, 'How'd you know?' 

'I'm good with ages. When I was fifteen, I had this chick who was twenty-eight. I don't know 
why, butshe loved me. Now, I was doing a lot of pot back then, my whole life was pot...' 

It's weird howyourstomach can come back around. As I tune Humble out, I eat not because I 
want to, not because I have to overcome anything, not to prove myself to anyone, but because it's there. 
I eat because that's what kids do. And some how when the food is put in front of you by an institution, 
when there's a large gray force behind it and you don't have to thank anyone for it, you have the animal 
instinct to make it disappear before a rival like Hu mbie comes along and snatches it away. I think as I 
chew, my problem might be too much thinking. 


That's why you need to join the Army, soldier. I thought I was already in the Army, sir! 



You're in the mental army, Gilner, not the U.S. Army. So, I should join? 


I don't know: can you handle it? 

I don't know. 

Well, you seem to knowthat you like orderand discipline. 

That's what the Army offers young men like you, Gilner, and that'swhatyou're getting here. 
But I don't wantto be in the Army; I wantto be normal. 

You've got some considering to do, then, soldier, because normal ain't no job as far as I'm 
concerned. 


'Do you have a girlfriend?' Humble asks. 

'What?' 

'Do you? Somewhere outthere. You got a hot little fifteen-year-old?' He points his food- 
colored fork at me. 

'Nol' I smile, thinking of Emmah. 

'They got cute ones, though.' Humble runs his hand through hair that is no longer there. He 
has hairy dark arms with tattoos of jokers, swords, bulldogs, and pirate ships. 'They just keep making the 
girls cuterand cuter.' 'It'sall the hormones,' I say. 

'That's right. You're very smart. You got any sugar?' 

I hand over a sugar packet. I've finished my chicken and I could eat more, frankly, but I don't 
know who to ask. Might as well make the tea. I openthe teabag, which is labeled 'Sweet Ouch-Nee,' a 
brand I have neverheard of and am not convinced actually exists, and stain my waterwith a bunch of 
deep dips. As I'm finishing up, Paullie approaches with the second tray of food, identical to the first. 

'You look like you could handle some seconds,' he says. 

'Thanks.' 


'Eat up.' 



I tackle the second chicken. I am a working machine. Part of me works that didn't before. 


'The girls, they drink all this milk with cow hormones,' I say between bites, 'and they develop 
a lot younger.' 'You're telling me!' Humble says. 'The crazy thing is how the girls in my day were a lot 
better than my father's girls. I wonder what the next gene ration will be like.' 

'Sex robots.' 

'Heh heh. Where you from?' 

'Around here.' 

'This neighborhood? Nice. Must've been a quick ride. 

If you came by ambulance. And I'm not assuming and I'm not judging. I'm just being curious.' 
He eats two gigantic bites of his food, chews and continues, 'How did you get here?' 

He's broken the rule of Six North. But maybe it's not a rule. 

Or maybe eating with someone breaks it. 

'I checked myself in.' 

'You did? Why?' 

'I wasfeelingpretty bad; I wantedtokill myself.' 

'Buddy, that's what I told my doctor the other week. I told him, 'Doc, I'm not afraid of dying; 
I'm only afraid of living, and I wantto put this bayonetthrough my stomach,' and then I stopped taking 
my blood pressure medication. Because I have high blood pressure on top of everythingelse, on top of 
the drugs they have me on here that keep me whacked out of my mind; if I don't eat lots of salt to 
regulate my blood pressure I'll die, so when I told him I wasn'ttaking my medication he said 'What, are 
you crazy? Are you trying to kill yourself?! 

And I looked him right in the eyes and said, 'Yes.' And they carted me off here.' 


'Huh.' 



'The problem is I've been living in my car for the last year. I have nothing; I have the clothes 
on my back and that's it. The only thing I have is the car and nowthe car has been towed and all my 
stuff is inside. There's thirty-five hundred dollars' worth of film equipment in there.' 

'Wow.' 

'So-o, overthe nextfewdays I have to call the police station, the tow yard, get myself into an 
adult home, and talk to my daughter. She's about your age. The mother I'm completely over but the 
daughterl love to death. The motherl'd like to love to death.' 

'Heh.' 

'Don't do me any favors; only laugh if it's funny.' 

'It is!' 


'Good. Because right now I don't have you pegged as a yuppie. You're somethingelse. I'm 
not sure what you are, but I'm going to find out.' 

'Cool.' 

'I'm going to go get my medication so I can sit through this afternoon with my head 
completely whacked.' 

Humble slides away... 

I finish eatingthe chicken. 

When it's done-clean plate-1 feel better than I have about anything I've done in maybe a year. 

This is all I need to do. Keith was hesitant at the Anxiety Management Center, but he was 
right-all you need is food, water, and shelter. And here I have all three. What next? 

I look across the dining room, and three of the youngerkidsthe big girl, the girl with dark 
hair and blue streak, and the blond girl with cuts-are all sitting together. 

'C'mere.' Blue Streak beckons. 


It's been a while since a bunch of girls asked me overto their table. First times, really. 



'Me?' I point at myself. 


'No, the other new boy,' Blue Streak says. 

I'm not sure what to do with my tray. I get up, then turn back, then turn toward the girls, 
then swivel- 

'Onthe cart,' Blue Streaksays. She turnsto the big girl. 'God, he'ssocute.' 

Did she just say that? I put my tray on the cart and sit in the vacant seat with the girls. 

'What'syour name?' BlueStreakasks. 

'Ah, Dariez.' 

'So-o, what's it like to be the hottest boy in here, Dariez?' Mybody hitches and jerks up as if 
on a pulley system. She's got it all wrong-she's the hot one. It's tough to tell whether her skin or teeth 
are the perfect white. Her eyes are dark and her lips pouty and open; the blue streak accents the 
contrast of hair and face, and she smiles at me- that's definitely smiling. I don't know how I didn't notice 
her hotness before when I looked into the dining room. 'Jennifer,'the big girl says. She leans toward me. 
'I'm Becca. Don't take advantage of Jennifer; she's a sex addict.'Jennifer smacks her lips: 'Shut up!' She 
turns back. 


'I'm only here forone more day.' She slithersforward. 'You want to spend it with me?' 

I think about what Humble would say. He would say Yeah, absolutely, because he's the alpha 
male. I try to develop and drop my words, keeping my voice deep and level: 'Yeah, absolutely.' 

'Good,' she says, and there's a heat on my knee and a hand moving up my leg. She leans in. 'I 
thinkyou're really hot.'The hand encloses my thigh. 'I have my own private room because I'mso 
messed up, they won't let me sleep with anybody else.' 

'You have yourown private room because you're a slut!' Becca corrects, and Jennifer kicks 


'Ow-ahl' 

Without warning, the blond girl with the cuts on herfacegets up and speed-walks out of the 
room. I look through the window for her: nothing. 



Jennifer says. 'She's no good for you.' 


Then, sparking an out-of-body experience that truly makes me question whether I'm 
dreamingthis, or have died and gone to some kind of awesome hell, she flicks hertongue around her 
lips in a perfect O-oo. 

'Forget her, you have me now' 

Somethingflashesoutin the hall. The blond girl streaks to the window. 

I can't be sure it's her. I mean, it is a her-it has breasts. 

And- and- and-1 think, yes, I think- l-l-1 recognize hersmall body and wife-beater. 

But- But I can't see herface because she presses uptoa piece of paperagainst the glass: 

BEWARE OF PENIS- 

The sign slides down as if on an elevator. 'What are you looking at?' Jenniferasks, turning 
back. I eye herbodyas she swivels;from the waist up, she doesn't look like she has a penis. I keep my 
peripheral vision on the hall in case the messengerreturns. 'Fla!' Becca is like. 'Joy did it to you again.' 
'She what?'Jennifer stands. She has a round and totally female shape. Flerlegs are encased in jeans that 
have frills around her butt. 

'I can't believe her... hey.' She turns back. 'You are loo king at my pants?' 

'Yeah,' I gulped. I've lostall alpha maleness. Could I be like a theta male?They haveto get 
lucky some Joy. 

Being on top of the sexual food chain is a lot of pressure. 

'I made them myself,' she says. 'I'm a fashion designer.' 

'Wow, really? That's like a real job.' My mind spins; it's somehow fallen off the sex track into 
grade-school logic. 'I thought you were my age; how'dyou learn howto design clothes-' 

'All right,' Paullie strides in. 'Playtime is over. C'mon, Charles.' 

'What the helll'Jenniferjumpsafew inches in the air and stomps herfeet. Then, the horror 
of horrors, her voice drops two octaves. 'You boys won't let me have any fun I' It's a bad voice, even for 



a boy, like a frog croaking. Becca laughs and laughs, doubling overon herself, and all I can do is catch my 
breath and stare goggle-ly-eyed at Jennifer for signs. It can't be. She's flat, that's all. She has big hands; 
lots of girls have big hands. She doesn't have Adam's apple-oh, \A/ait, she's wearing a turtle neck. 

'C'mon, don't bother Dariez,' Paullie says. 

'But he's so cute I' 

'He's not cute, he's a hospital patient like you. You're supposed to get out tomorrow; don't 
jeopardize it. Have you taken yourmedicine yet?' 

'Hormone treatments.' Beth/Charleswinksat me. 

'Come-mon, enough.' 

Becca laughs, sighs. 'Oh, she got you good. I'm getting my meds.' 

I look down at the table as they leave. I need some meds. I glance up and see patients lined 
up at the desknextto the phone, the nurses' station, eagerly passingthe joy's of time in theirown little 
ways- President Armelio bopping from foot to foot, Joy- holding the hand that refuses to work-before 
getting pills in little plastic cups. Beth Charles and Becca eventually appear at the end of the line, 
chatting and gesticulating, and Beth / Charles blows me a kiss. I don't think I need to be in line behind 
them right now. Besides, all I take is Zoloft in the morning; if they wanted me on something midday, 
they would have told me. 

When Becca and J / Care gone and I'm still sitting shell-shocked atthe table, anothersign 
appears at the window, this one inching up from be low as if hoisted by spider threads: 

DON'T WORRY. HE / SHE / IT GETS EVERYBODY, WELCOME TO SIX NORTH! 

When I go out to find her, she isn't there. I ask the nurse wrapping up her dispensing duties if 
I need any meds, and she says I'm not scheduled for any. I ask her if I can have some. She asks what I 
need them for. I tell her, to deal with this crazy place. She says if they had pills for that, they wouldn't 
need places like this in the first place, would they? 

'So, what's it like?' Mom asks, holding a tote bag of toiletries, with Dad and Sarah next to her. 
We're at the end of the right H leg, me in one chair facing the three of them. Visiting hours are from 12 
to 8 on Saturday. 



Sarah doesn't let me answer. 


'It's like One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest!' she says, excited. She's dressed up in jeans and a 
fake suede jacketforSix North. 'I mean, all these kids look like... serious crazies!' 

'Sh-h,' I tell her. 'Joy's right there.'Joy is behind her at the window, sitting with his arms 
crossed as usual, out of his shirt and into a clean navy robe. 

'Who'sJoy?' Mom asks eagerly. 

'The boy I came in with downstairs. I think he's schizophrenic.' 

'Doesn'tthat mean he has two personalities?' Sarah asks, turning. 'Like, he's not just playing; 
she's also Molly or something.' 

'No, you'd be surprised, that's a different one,' I raise my eyebrows. 'Jo^sjust a little... 
scattered.'Joy sees me looking at him and smiles. 'I tell you, you play those numbers, it'll come to yah!' 
he chirps. 


'I think he's talking about Lotto numbers,' I explain. 'I've been trying to figure it out.' 

'Oh my gosh.' My sister covers herface. 

'No, Sarah, don't do that, watch,' Mom says. She turns around. 'Thank you very much, Joy.' 

'I tell you: it the truth!' 

'I like this place,' Momturns back. 'I think it's full of good kids.' 

'I really like it.' Dad leans in. 'When can I join?' But when no one laughs, he leans back, clasps 
his hands, sighs. 

'Is that a transvestite?'Sarah asks. J/ C is down the hall, like forty feet away, and I don't 
know for the life of me how Sarah suspects something out the re that I couldn't see at the point-blank 
range. 


'No, now listen-' 


'Is it?' Dad squints. 



'Boys!' 


Look here, this wall here tells about the story of a girl Named- Haven, look! 

'Transvestite!'Joy shrieks. He does it at top range-1 haven't heard him that loud before. The 
entire hall, which admittedly is justme, my family,] /C, and the older professor-type girl with the 
glasses, stops and stare's. 

'I tell you once, it'll come: it comesto yal' 

J / C starts walking toward us. 'Are we talking about me?' he asks in his boy's voice. 

He waves at me. 

'Hey, Joy.' He comes right up between me and mysister. 

'Dariez, your name is, right?' 'Yeah,' I mumble. 

'Wow, is this your family?' 

'Yeah.' I tip my palm at each of them-it'satthe level of the frills on his pants. 'Mydad'-he 
juts' his lip out-' my mom' -she nods, all smiles-' and my sister, Sarah'-she reaches out a hand. 

'Oh my God, so lovely!'J / C says. 'I'm Charles.' He shakes with everyone. 'They're going to 
take really good care of your son here. He's a good boy.' 

'How about you; what are you in for?' Dad asks. I kick him. 

Doesn't he know what not to ask? 

He addresses Dad: 'I have bipolar, sir, and I had an episode, and they brought me here. I'm 
going back upstate today. 

But the doctors are very attentive here, and the turnaround times are great.' 'Wonderful,' 

Mom says. 


'It's okay, Dariez!'J / C touches my shoulder. 'My gosh, did you just kick your dad? I never 


even did that.' 



I look at them: my safe environment. I frankly wouldn't be surprised to find any of them in 
Six North. 'Well, I'll leave you, boys, to yourafternoon,'J/ C says. He walks away- 'Of course'-J / C 
gestures to us-' it's a lot better when you have family support. They want to make sure they discharge 
you into a safe environment. I don't have that.' He shakes his head. 'Dariez, you're very lucky.' slowly. 

Joy makes an indecipherable high-pitched whining noise. 

'That's applause, isn't it?' Dad asks, throwing a thumb behind him. 'I like that.' 

'Those are awesome pants,' Sarah says. 

'Okay, so let's get down to business, Dariez,' Mom is like. 

'Whatdoyou need?' 

'I need a phone card. I need you, boys, to take my phone and leave it plugged in so the calls 
register. I need some clothes, like what you were brought before. Mom. I don't need towels; they have 
those. Magazines would be good. And a pencil and paper, that would rock.' 'Simple enough. What kind 
of magazines?' 

'Science magazines! He lovesthose,' Dad says. 

'He might not be up for science magazines right now,' Mom answers. 'Do you want anything 
lighter?' 'Do you want Star?' Sarah asks. 

'Sarah, why would I wantStar?' 

'Because it's awesome.' She reaches into her purse- herfirstone, black, a recent Mom 
purchase-and unrolls a glossy pink monstrosity, complete with pictures of the most recent spectacular 
outing of a celebrity breast in public. 

I hold it up for Joy. 

'Mm-hmm! 'He says. 'I tell you! I tell you! It comes to yal' 

'That's very nice,'says the professorgirl with bugged-out eyes, who I somehow didn't realize 


had migrated right behind me. 



'Oh, excuse me,' she looks up. 'I wasn't listening to yourconversation at all.' She walks to her 

room. 

'Um... 'Sarah says. 

'I'll take it,' I say. I put it under my seat. 'I think the floor will enjoy it.' 

'Is it just me, or are you starting to develop a sort of allegiance to the tribe?' Dad asks. 

'Sh-h.' I smile. 

'Dariez, the next orderof business: have you called Dr. 

Jarnerny?' 

'No.' 

'Have you called Dr. Ross?' 

'No.' 

'Well, they both need to know where you are, for health insurance reasons and because 
they're your doctors and they care about you and this is going to be very important to them.' 

'Their numbers are in my phone.' 

'Well, let's call them; we picked up your phone from the front,' Mom reaches into herbag- 
'Nol' Dad grabs herhands. 'Don'ttake out the phone!' 

'Don't be ridiculous, honey. Dariez'sthe one who's not allowed to have it, not us.' 

'Well, uh, I don't think we want to be getting our son in trouble. This isn't the kind of place 
youwantto be getting senttoa time-out.' 

I look at him. 'That's really not that funny.' 

'What? Oh, sorry,' he says. 

'No, Dad, seriously. It's not... I mean, this is serious business.' 

'I'mjusttryingto lighten the mood, Dariez-' 



'Well, that's what you're always trying to do. Let's just, not doit here.' 


Dad nods, looks me dead in the eyes; slowly and regretfully, he banishes all the smiling and 
jokingfrom his face, and for once he's just my dad, watching his son who has fallen so low. 'All right, 
then.' We stay quiet. 

'Isthat the truth, Joy?' I askwithout lookingat him. 

'It'sthe truth, and it comesto yah!' I smile. 

'We'll handle the phone later,' Dad sums up. 

'Nextorderof business?' Mom asks. 

'How long I'm going to be in here, I think.' 

'How long do you think?' 

'Acouple of days. But I haven't seen the doctoryet. Dr. Mahmoud.' 

'Right, how is he? Is he good?' 

'I don't know. Mom. You met him foras long as I did. He makes rounds soon, and I'll getto 
talk with him.' 

'I thinkyou need to stay here until you're better, Dariez. You don't want to come out early 
and have to come back; that's how you get'in the system." 

'Right. I won't. I think that's actually a big part of places like this: they make them, so you 
don'twanttocome back. 

'How's the food?' Sarah asks. 

'Oh, I almost forgot,' I look at my family. 'I'm... I know I shouldn't be proud of this; it's like 
really sad that this is my big accomplishment of the day... but I ate everything at lunch.' 

'You did?' Mom stands up, pulls me up and hugs me. 

'Yeah.' I pull away. 'It was a chicken. I actually ate two helpings of it.' 


'Girl, that is a big one,' Dad gets up and shakes my hand. 



'No, it's not, it's really simple, everybody does it, butfor me, it's like a stupid triumph-' 


'No,' Mom says, looking me in the eyes. 'What's a triumph is that you woke up this morning 
and decided to live. That's a triumph. That's whatyou did today.' I nod at her. Like I say. I'm not a crier. 

'Yeah, cause if you had died ...' Sarah is like, 'that would have sucked.'She rolls hereyesand 
hugs my leg. 

I sit back down. 'Oncethefood is in front of you it's just like, eat. I mean, they're 
professionals here; they know how to take kids and put them in a routine that gives them something to 
do.' 


'That's right,' Mom says. 'So, what are you going to do now?' 

'I thinkthere are activities-' 

'Hey, Dariez, is this your family?' President Armelio steps on the scene. His half-harelip and 
hair shock my sister, but his relentless enthusiasm forjust-l don't know-living-would knockthe fearout 
of anybody. 

He shakes all the hands and says we're a beautiful family and I'm a good boy, he can tell. 

'Dariez'smy buddyl Hey,buddy-youwanttoplaycards?' 

President Armelio holds up a deck of playing cards like he just fished it out of the sea. 

'Yeah, absolutely!' I say. I stand up. When were the last times I played cards? Before the test, 
probably-before high school. 

'All right!' Armelio says. 'My kinda boy! Let's do it. I've been looking and looking: nobody 
here likes to play cards as I do! What do you wantto play? Spades? I'll crush you, buddy; I'll crush you.' 

I look at my parents. 'We'll call you,' Mom says. 'And hey what about sleeping?' 

'I'm wired right now,' I say. 'But I'll crash. I'm starting to get a headache.' 

'Headache? Buddy, once I crush you in spades, you're going to have a lot bigger headache!' 
Armelio toddles away to the dining room to set up the cards. 


'See ya,' Sarah says, hugging me. 



'Bye, my sweetgirl.' Dad shakes my hand. 


'I love you,' Mom says. 'I'll call you with the doctors' phone numbers.' 

'And bring a phone card.' 

'And I'll bring a phone card. You hang in there, Dariez.' 'Yeah, I will.' And as soon as they're 
around the bend, I head into the dining room and learn howto play spadesforthe rest of the afternoon, 
which Armelio absolutely does crush me in. 

Part: 11 

I'm afraid of making phone calls. The phone on Six North is a hubbub of activity, with Joy and 
the blond burned-out-type, who I learn is named Joy, fielding calls from, I assume, their respective 
female counterparts. Joy starts off her calls happily and says... 

When she answers, she always says 'Jack's Pub,' and then finds whoeverthe call's for. 'Baby' 
a lot, but then he gets angry and slams the phone down saying'bitch;' Paullie tells him not to dothat; 

Joy walks away leaning back with a particularly potent aura of not caring. 

Five minutes later, anothercall comes in for him, and he's backto 'Baby.' He doesn'teven 
answerthe phone, though; President Armelio hasthatjob. 

Kids on the outside world don't know what's happened to me I'm in a sort of stasis right now. 
Things are under control. But the dam will break. Even if I'm here justthrough Monday, the rumors will 
start flying, and the homework will pile up. 

In a rare momentwhenJoyandthatgirl I call Nevaeh, overl don'trememberhername, 
leave the phone open, I walk up to it with the phone card that Mom brought me twenty minutes after 
she left with 

Dad and Sarah. I pick up and hear the dial tone, dial the 800 numberforthe phone card... 
and then stop. I can't do it. 

I just don't want to deal with it. 

'Where's Dariez?' 


'She's sick. 



'She is not sick, she got alcohol poisoning because he can't handle real liquor. 


'I heard she tooksomeone's pills and freaked out.' 

'I heard she realized she's gay and he's coming to grips with it.' 

'I heard herparentsare sendingherto a different school.' 

'She couldn't handle it here, anyway.' 

'She was always such a loser.' 

'She is freakingout in front of hercomputer.' 

'She can't move oranything. She's catatonic.' 

'She woke up and thinks she's a horse, one day-she crazy.' 

(Itwas said out of the side of hermouth.) 

Well, whatever, what's question three? 

There were two messages on my phone when I came in, and nowthere are probably more, 
each one necessitating a callback, and the call back possibly necessitating another callback Tentacles- 
leading me right back to where I was last night. I can't go there, so I wait. I can wait for five minutes. 

But then Joy's on the line. And then I wait another five minutes. And the messages are piling 
up. And this isn't even counting email. What sort of hellish assignments have my teachers e-mailed out? 

'Excuse me, are you usingthe phone?' the giant black girl with the cane asks as I stare at it. 

'Yeah, uh.' I pick up the receiver in my hands. 'Yes. Yes, lam.' 'Okay.' She smiles, rolling her 
gums, not showingteeth. I start dialing, entermy PIN, entermy own number. 

'Please enteryour password, then press the pound sign.' 

I obey. 

'You have-three-new messages. 'One more than before. Not so bad. 


'First new message: message marked urgent.' Uh-oh. 



'Hey, Dariez, it's Emmah, I just, um... we talked, and you were sounding really bad. I just 
wanted to make sure you were doingall right, and since you're notanswering-it'sliketwoA.M., I mean, 
why would you be answering? -But I'm kinda worried that maybe you went and did something stupid 
because of me. Don't. I mean, it's sweet, but don't. Okay, that's it, I'm with Kristopher, he's being a total 
dick. Bye.' 


'To erase this message-' 

I hit 7. 

'Next message.' 

'Dariez, it's Kristopher, call me back? Let's chill-' I hit 7-7. 

'Next message.' 'Hello, Mr. Gilner, this is your science teacher, Mr. Reynolds. I got your 
phone numberfromthe student directory. We really need to talk aboutthe lack of your labs; I'm 
missing five of them-' 7-7. 

'End of messages.' 

I put the phone down like it's a dangerous animal. I pick backup, call home. Can't stop now. 

'Sarah, can you get the phone numbers of Emmah and Kristopher out of my cell? And look 
through the recent missed calls for somethingfrom Knox; I have to call my science teacher.' 'Sure. How 
are things over there?' 

I look to my left. A Hasidic Jewish boy, complete with the white pants, yarmulke, tassels 
hanging off him, braided hair, and sandals, dashes down the hall toward me. Scraps of red food dot his 
dark beard, and his eyes are wild and unhinged. He says to me:'I'm Solomon.' 

'Um, I've heard from you. I'm Dariez, but I'm on the phone.' I cup the receiver. 

'I would ask you to please keep it down! I'm trying to rest!' He turns and races away, holding 

his pants. 


'0-ooh! Solomon introduced himself to you!' hoots the girl with the cane. 'That's big.' 'It's 


normal,' I tell mysister. 



'Okay, here.' She gives me Emmah's and Kristopher's and the teacher's numbers; I write 
them down on a scrap of paperthat Paullie has given me. I should've known these before. Emmah's 
looks good written down-wholesome and useful. The science teachers look jagged and hateful. I may 
not be able to call him until tomorrow. 

'Thanks, Sarah-bye.' 

I hang up and look toward the lady with the cane. 

'Hey, I'm Dariez,' I say. 

'Ebony.' She nods. We shake hands. 

'Ebony, it's cool if I just make one more call?' 

'Of course.' 

I dial the 800 number, entermy PIN, dial Emmah. 

'Hello?' 

'Hey, Emmah, it's me.' 

'Dariez, where are you?' 

It's funny how kids ask that as soon as they get you on the phone. I think it's a byproduct of 
cell phones: kids-girlsand moms especially-want to nail you down in physical space. The fact is that you 
could be anywhere on a cell phone and it shouldn't be important where you are. But it becomesthe first 
thing kids ask. 

'I'm at a friend's house. In Knox.' 

I wonder, too, how~Sped~ lies cell phones have contributed to the world. 

'Uh-huh, Dariez. I don'tthink so.' 

'What do you mean?' I wipe the sweat off my brow. The sweat is starting again. This isn't 
good. I was sweating down in the ER, but I wasn't sweating at lunch. 


'You're not at any friend's house. You're probably at some girl's house.' 



I look at Ebony. She smiles and leans forward on hercane. 


'Yeah, totally.' 

'I knowyou. Last night you had me on the phone; tonight, you're out hooking up with some 


'Sure, Emmah-' 

'Seriously, how are you? Thanks for calling back. I was worried.' 

'I know, I got your message.' 

'I don't want you to freak out over me. I think you just need sometime to decompress a little 
bit, and not think about me and think about someone else. Because like, I know we might be good for 
each other, but I'm with someone else, you know?' 

'Right... urn... I wasn'tfreakingoutaboutyou last night, actually.' 

'No?' 


'No, I wasfreakingout about, like, much biggerthings. I was having kind of a crisis, and I 
wantedto reach out to somebody who understood.' 

'But you asked me if we would ever have been able to be together.' 

'Well, I was trying to clear that up because yah' know... I wantedto do something stupid.' 

She drops her voice: 'Kill yourself?' 

'Yeah.' 

'You wantedto kill yourself overme?' 

'No!' I scowl. 'I wasjust in a really bad place, and you were part of it, obviously, because 
you're a part of my life, just like Kristopher is a part of it and my family is a part of it, but I thoughtyou 
could clearsomethingup forme before I...' 

'Dariez, I'm so flattered.' 


'No, you have the wrong idea. Don't be flattered.' 



'How could I not be? I never had a boy want to kill himself for me before. It's like the most 
robotic thing.' 

'Emmah, it wasn'taboutyou.' 

'Are you sure?' 

I look down, and the answer is right there in my chest and it's rebounding. 'Yes. I have bigger 
problemsthanyou.' 'Ah, okay.' 

'And you shouldn't assume that everything is always about you.' 

'Whatever. What's wrong with you?' 

'Nothing. Everything's a lot better now, actually.' 

'You're acting like a total dick. Do you want to come out tonight?' 

'I can't.' 

'Did Kristophercall you? We're having a big party at his house.' 

'Right. I'm probably not going to be partying for... like ... a while. Like ever, maybe.' 
'Iseverythingokay now?' 

'Yeah, I'mjust... I'mfiguring some thingsout.' 

'Atyour friend's house.' 

'Correct.' 

'Are you like- in a crack den or something?' 

'No!' I yell, and justthen-PresidentArmelio walks upto me: 

'Hey, buddy, you wantto play spades? I'll crush you.' 

'Notnow, Armelio.' 


'Who'sthat?' Emmah asks. 



'Leave him alone, he'stalking with his girlfriend.' Ebony taps Armelio with hercane. 

'She's not my girlfriend,' I whisperto her. 

'Who'sthat?' 

'My friend Armelio.' 

'No, the girl.' 

'Myfriend Ebony.' 

'Where are you, Dariez?' 

'I gotta go.' 

'All right...' Emmah trails her voice off. 'I'm glad you're doing... uh... better.' 'I'm doing a lot 
better,' I say. 

She's done, I think. She's done, and you're done with her. 

'Seeya, Dariez.' I hang up. 

'I thinkthat's over,' I say to myself. 

Then I decide to announce it to the hall: 'I thinkthat that's over!' Ebony stomps hercane, 
and Armelio claps. 

Something deep in my guts, below my heart, has made a shiftto the left and settled in a 
more comfortable place. It's notthe Shift, but it's a shift. I picture Emmah with her gorgeousface and 
little body and black hair and pouty lips and Kristopher's hands all over her but also with her pot- 
smoking and the pimples on her fore head and making fun of kids all the Joy and the way she's always so 
proud of howshe'sdressed. And I picture herfading. 

I play cards with Armelio in the dining room until Joy pokes his head in like always: 

'Dariez? It says on yourdoor Dr. Mahmoud is yourdoctor? He's making his rounds.' 

Continued: 1 


Joy- 



'I don'twantto be here/ I tell him at the entrance to my room, where I catch him before he 


visits Joy. 


'I don'tthink it's the place forme.' 

'Of course not.' Dr. Mahmoud nods. He has on the same suit he had on earlier in the day, 
although thatfeels like last year. 'Ifyou liked it here, that would bea very bad prognosis!' 

'Right.' I chuckle. 'Well, I mean, everybody's friendly, but I feel a lot better, and I think I'm 
ready to go. Maybe on Monday? I don'twantto miss school.' 

Also, doc, right now the phone messages and e-mails are bunching up and the rumors are 
flying. I just talked to this girl and I did, okay-but the Tentacles are coiled and the pressure is rising, 
getting ready to pounce on me when I leave. If I'm in here too long. I'll have that much more to do when 
I getout. 


'We can't rush it,' Dr. Mahmoud says. 'The importantthing is thatyou get better. If youtry to 
leave too soon-sudden ly, everything is better? ...We doctors get suspicious.' 

'Oh. Well, you don'twantthe doctor whocan sign you out of the psychiatric hospital getting 
suspicious.' 'Right. Right now, to me, you look much better, but maybe this is a false recovery-' 

'A Fake Shift.' 

'I'm sorry?' 

'A Fake Shift. That's what I call it. When you think you've beaten it, but you haven't?' 
'Exactly... we don't want one of those.' 

'So, I'm goingto be here until I have the real Shift?' 

'I don'tfollow.' 

'I'm going to be here until I'm cured?' 

'Life is not cured, Mr. Gilner.' Dr. Mahmoud leans in. 'Life is voyaged.' 


'Okay.' 



I'm apparently not as impressed by this as he would like. He arches back: 'We don't keepyou 
here until you are cured of anything; we keepyou here until you are stable-we call it 'establishing the 
baseline." 'Okay,sowhenwill my baseline be established?' 

'Five days, probably.' 

One, two, three... 'Thursday? I can't wait until 

Thursday, Doctor. I have too much school. That's fourdays of school. If I miss four days I will 
be so behind. 

Plus, my friends...' 


'Yes?' 


'My friends will know where I am!' 

'Aha. Is this a problem?' 

'Yes!' 

'Why?' 

'Because I'm here!' I gestured out at the hall. Solomon shuffles by very quickly in his sandals 
and tells someone to be quiet, he's trying to rest. 'Mr. Gilner.' Dr. Mahmoud puts a hand on my shoulder. 
'You have a chemical imbalance, that is all. If you were a diabetic, would you be ashamed of where you 
were?' 


'No, but-' 

'If you had to take insulin and you stopped, and you were taken to the hospital, wouldn't 
that make sense?' 

'This is different.' 


'How?' 


I sigh. 'I don't knowhow much of it is really chemical. Sometimes I just think depression's 
oneway of coping with the world. Like, some kids get drunk, some kids do drugs, some kids get 
depressed. Becausethere's so much stuff outthere that you have to do somethingtodeal with it.' 



'Ah. This is why you need to be in here longer, to talk about these things,' Dr. Mahmoud says. 
'You have a psychologist, correct? 

Have you called your psychologist?' 

Shoot. I knew I was forgettingsomething. 

'You need to call; your psychologist will come hereto meet with you. What is her name? Or 
his?' 'Dr. Ross.' 

'Oh I' Dr. Mahmoud says; his lips curl into a faraway smile. 'Wonderful. Get Andrea down 
here.' 'Andrea?' I never knew herfirst name. She keeps it as a big secret. It's blacked out on all her 
degrees. She says its part of the policy. 

He waves his hand. 'Make an appointment with her; then we'll be that much closer to 
coming up with your treatment plan and getting you out of here as soon as possible. We will try for 
Thursday.' 


'Not before-Thursday.' 

'No.' 

'Thursday,' I mumble to myself, lookingacross the room at 

Joy's prone lump.'Five days, that's iti Everything will be fine, Mr. Gilner. Your life will wait. 
You just participate in the group activities and call Dr. Ross. And when you grow upto be rich and 
successful, you don't forget me, okay?' 

'Okay.' 

'Can please you close the door?'Joy asks from his bed. 

'Joy, you are the next: how come you are always sleeping-sleeping-sleeping?' 

Dr. Mahmoud walks past me. I call Mom to reportthe news, and then I call Dr. Ross. She says 
she's sorry I took this turn for the worse, but it's always two steps- forward, one-step-back. 

'Ifthis is my one step back,' I tell her, 'whatam I going to do next:winthe lotteryand get my 


own TV show?' 



That'd be a good TV show, actually, I think. A boy winningthe lottery in the psych hospital. 


Dr. Ross can't come in tomorrow, because it's Sunday, but she says she'll be in on Monday. 
I'm momentarily surprised by the distinction. In Six North, there probably won't be much different. 

'They say there's goingto be a pizza party tonight,' Humble tells meat dinner. Dinner is 
chickentenders with potatoesand salad and a pear. I eat it all. 'But they say that every night.' 'What'sa 
pizza party?' 

'We all chip in the money and get pizza from the neighborhood. It's tough because no one 
ever has any cash. It's like a big deal if we get pepperoni.' 

'I have eight dollars.' 

'Sh-h. Don't go announcing it!' He stops chewing. 'Kids in here don't have any money. I don't 
have two cents to rub together.' I nod. 'I never heard that one before.' 

'NoPYou like it?' 

'Yeah.' 

'What about: I don't have a pot to piss in or a windowto throw it out of.' 

'Nope.' 

'What about: I got Jack and shit andJack lefttown.' 'Heh. No! 

Where do you get them all?' 

'Fromthe old neighborhood. Gimme a ringy-ding. 

Catch ya on theflipside. It'sthe bestwayto talk.' 

'A ringy-ding, what'sthat-a call?' 

'Don'task yuppie questions.' 

Humble scans the room for kids to talk about. He enjoys talking about otherkids-he just 
enjoys talking, I've discovered, but he especially enjoys talking about other kids and when he does so, he 



puts on a peculiar sort of voice that's not quite a whisper but is pitched at such a low monotone that no 
one notices it. He also seems able to throw it, so it feels like he's speaking into my left ear. 

'So-o, I suppose you've become familiar with our lovely clientele here on the floor. President 
Armelio is the president.' He nodsoverat Armelio, who has finished his food first and is getting up to 
return the tray. 'You seehowfastheeats? Ifyou could harnessa quarterof his energy, you could power 
the island of Knox. I'm not joking. He should really work in a place with kids like us. He has such a good 
heartand he's neverdown.' 

'So why is he in here?' 

'He's psychotic, of course. You should-a have seen him whenthey brought him in. He was 
screaming his head off about his mom. He's Greek.' 

'Huh.' 

'Now there's Ebony, She of the Ass. That is definitely the biggest ass I've ever seen. I'm not 
even into asses, but if you were-man,you could lose yourself in there. 

It's like its own municipality. I think that's why she needsthe cane. She'salso the only girl I've 
everknown who wears velvet pants; I think you have to have a butt like that to wear velvet pants. 

They only make them in extra-extra- extra- large.' 

'I didn'teven notice them.' 

'Well, give it a while. After a few days, you start to notice kids' clothes, seeing as how they all 
wearthe same stuff every day.' 

'Things don'tgetdirty?' 

'They do laundry on Tuesdays and Fridays. Who gave you yourtour when you came in?' 

'Joyl' 

'He should've told you that.' Humble swivelshis headthenturns back. 'NowJoyandthat girl 
too'-they're at a table together, as they were at lunch-' those two were some of the biggest 
methamphetamine addicts in Clarion, period, in the nineties. They were called Fiend One and Fiend Two. 
The party didn't really start until theyshowed up.' 



That must've been such a fee ling, even though all the drugs, I think. To come into a house 
and have kids well up and greet you: 'All right, boy!' 'You're here!' 'What's up?'That was probably as 
addictive as the amphetamines. Kidssortof doesthat to Kristopher. 

'What happenedtothem?' I ask. 

'What happens to anybody? They got burned out, lost all their money, ended up here. Got no 
families, got no women-well, 

I think Joy has one.' 

'He talks on the phone with her.' 

'You can'ttell from that. Kids pretend to be on the phone all the time. Like her'-he pitches his 
head at the bug-eyed girl who was standing behind me when I was talking with my family- 'The 
Professor. I've caught heron the phone talking to Dr. Dial Tone. She's a university professor. She ended 
up here because shethinkssomeone tried to spray her apartment with insecticide. She has newspaper 
clippings about it and everything.' 

Humble turns: 'The black kid with the glasses: he looks pretty normal, but he has it bad. You 
notice he doesn't come out of his room a lot. That's because he's scared that gravity is going to reverse 
and he's going to fall up into the ceiling. When he goes outside, he has to be near trees so, in case the 
gravity stops, he'll have something to hold onto. I think he's about seventeen. Have you talked to him?' 

'No.' 

'He doesn't really talk. I don't know how much they can do for him.' 

The boy looks up at the ceiling fan above the dining room, shudders, andforksfood into his 
mouth. 'Then there's my Joy. 

My-a Joy's been here a lot. I've been here twenty-fourdays, and I've seen him come and go 
twice. You seemto like him.' 

'We came in together.' 

'He's a cool boy. And he has good teeth.' 


'Yeah, I noticed that.' 



'Pearly whites. Not a lot of kids in here have that. I myself wonder what happened to Ebony's 
teeth.' 'What's wrong with them?' I turn. 

'Don't look. She has none, you didn't notice? She's on a liquid diet. Just gums. I wonder if she 
sold 'em, tooth by tooth....' 

I bite my tongue. I can't help it. I shouldn't be laughing at any of these kids, and neither 
should Humble, but maybe it's okay, somewhere, somehow, because we're enjoying life? I'm not sure. 
Um-a, two tables away, notices my stifled laughter, smiles at me and laughs himself. 

'I told-jah:it comestoyah!' 

'There we go. What is going on in his mind?' Humble asks. 

I can't help it. It'stoo much. I crack up.Juice and chicken tender bits spray myplate. 

'Oh, I got you now,' Humble continues. 'And here comes the guest of honor: Solomon.' 

The Hasidic Jewish boy comes in holding up his pants. He still has food in his beard. He grabs 
his tray and opens a microwaved packet of spaghetti and starts shoveling it into his mouth, making 
slurping, gulping groans. 

'This boy eats once a day but it's like his last day on earth,' Humble says. 'I think he'sthe 
most far gone of everybody. He's got like a direct audience with God.' 

Solomon looks up, twists his head from side to side, and resumes eating. 

Humble drops to a true whisper. 'He did a few hundred tabs of acid and blew his pupils out. 
His eyeballs are probably dilated.' 

'Noway.' 

'Absolutely. It's a certain cult of the Hasidics: the Jewish AcidHeads. There's like a part of 
their holy writings that tell them it's the way to talk to God. But he took it too far.' 

Solomon gets up, leaves his tray disgustedly at the table, and moves out of the room with 


alarming speed. 



'He's like the Mole Boy, back to his hole,' Humble says. 'The real Mole Kids are the anorexics; 


you don't even see them.' 

'How~Sped~ kidsare in here?'I ask. 

'They say twenty-five,' Humble says. 'But that's not counting the stowaways.' 

I look around. Charles/ Beth isn't in the room. 

'Did the, uh,you know, Charles? Did he leave?' 'Yeah, the tranny'sgone. I left this afternoon. 
Tranny hit on you?' 

'Yeah.' 

'Paullie lets him do that. Gets a kick out of it.' 

'I can't believe he'sjustgone.They don't, like,throwa partyfor you when you leave?' 

'Noway. Kids here don't want to get out. Getting out means going back to the streets or to 
jail or to try and fish their things out of an impounded car, like me. Your kind of situation, with the 
parents and a house: that's rare. And also, with so ~Sped~kidscomingand going, we'd be nuts to try 
and have a party every time. We'd end up like Fiend One and FiendTwo.' 

My tray is a mess from the food spraying out. 'You crack me up, Hu mbie,' I tell him. 

'I know. I'm a great time for everybody. Too bad I'm in here instead of onstage getting paid 

for it.' 


'Why don'tyou try going onstage?' 

'I'm old.' 

'I have to get some napkins.' I rise and go out to Paullie, who hands me a stack. I return, wipe 
off my tray, and start in on the pear. 

'You have a secretadmirer,' Humble says. 'I should've guessed. I know howyou operate.' 
'What?' 


'She was just here. Look at yourchair.' 



I get up and check it. There's a piece of paper lying there, face down. I flip it around, and it 
says HOPE YOU'RE HAVING A GOODTIMES. VISITING HOURS ARETOMORROW FROM 7:00-7:05 P.M.I 
DON'TSMOKE. 

'See? Your little girl with the cut-up'sface just left it.' Humble gets up. 'I had a feeling. Now 
you're starting to look like a rival male. I might have to keep my eye on you.' 

He deposits his tray and gets in line for his meds. I fold the paper up and put it in the pocket 
where my phone used to be. 

'Dariez! Hey buddyl Phone!' 

I'm sitting with Humble outside the smoking lounge for the 10 P.M. cigarette break, thinking 
about where I was at the last 10 P.M.: justgetting into Mom's bed. Humble doesn'tsmoke, says it's 
disgusting, but everyone else in here does, practically, including the black boy who's afraid of gravity, 
and the big girl, 

Becca, both of whom I thought were underage. Armelio, Ebony, 

Joy, Joy, Joy... no matter how nuts they all seem, they have no problem migrating to the 
upper left of the Hand sitting down on the couches quietly to wait for their particular brand of cigarettes, 
which I learn the hospital does not, in fact, provide forthem-they come in with the packs themselves 
and the nurses keep them in a special tray. Once they pull a cigarette out of their respective packs, they 
walk single file through a red door, passing Nurse Monieec, whose job is to light everybody up. When 
the door closes, the smell drifts out from under it and you hear talking everybody talking all at once, as if 
they saved their words for times when the re was smoke to send them through. 

'How're you doing for your first day, Dariez?' Nurse Monieec asked me five minutes ago, as 
she closed the door. 'You don't smoke, I see.' 

'No.' 

'That's good. Terrible habit. And it happens so much to kids your age.' 

'A lot of my friend's smoke. I just, you know... never liked it.' 


'I see you are adjusting quite well to the floor.' 



'Yeah.' 


'Good,good, that is so important. Tomorrow we're goingto talk more about your 
adjustmentandyoursituation and how you're feeling.' 

'Okay.' 

'You gotta watch outforthis one,' Humble said. 'He's crafty.' 

'Ohyeah?' Monieecasked. 

I was looking for the blond girl, Joy-1 had to remember to meet her but she wasn't around. 
Neither was Solomon. Next to Humble was the girl he identified as the Professor, watching us with her 
bugged-outeyes. Unprompted, Humble startedtalkingwith me and Monieecaboutthis old girlfriend of 
his, who had, in his words, 

'pig-tail nipples, like curly fries, 

I kid you not.' Monieec laughed and laughed. The Professorsaid Humble was disgusting. 
Monieecsaid it was okay to laugh once in a while, and did she have a story to share? 

'Yeah, we all knowyou had some indiscretions in youryouth. Professor,' Humble prodded. 

The Professor got a dreamy look in hereyes. I almost thought she was going to have a seizure. 
And she said, in a light little voice, with a nasal twinge: 'I had a lot of boys, but I only had one boy.' 

I was wondering where I'd heard that before when Armelio interrupted. 

'C'mon buddy! The phone is foryoul' 'Right.' I get up. 

'You're lucky, buddy. It's afterten. They usually shut the phone off at ten.' 

Shutthe phone off. I picture a big leverin my mind, a boy heaving it down. 

'What happens if someone calls and the phone's off?' 

'It just rings and rings,' Humble yells out, 'and kids knowthey're notin Kansas anymore.' 

I walk down the hall. The pay-phone receiver is hanging and swaying. I pick it up. 


'Hello?' 



'Hey, is this the loony bin?' It's Kristopher. It's Kristopher, high. 


'Mow'd you get this number?' I ask. The boy with the beard, who I saw rocking in the dining 
room when I first came in, is pacing the central hall, staring at me. 

'Mygirl gave it to me, whatdo you think? What's it like in there, dude?' Kristopherasks. 

'How do you know where I am?' 

'I looked it up, boy! Do you think I'm an idiot? I go to the same school as you! I did a reverse 
numbersearch and found exactly where you are: UMPC Hospital, Adult Psychiatric! Dude, how'dyou get 
in an adult? Do theyserve beerupthere?' 

'Kristopher, c'mon.' 

'I'mserious. How about girls? Are there any hot girls around!' 

I hear laughing in the background, above rap. 'Gimme the phone!' Richard's high-pitched 
bleat comesthroughthe line. 

'Lemme talk!' 

Richard comes into focus: 'Dude, can you get me any Vicodin?' 

Howls. Howls of laughter. And in the background, Emmah protesting: 'Boys, don't bother 

him.' 

'Gimme- Dariez, no, seriously.' Kristopheris back on. 'I'm really sorry dude. I... just, how are 

you, boy?' 

'I'm... okay.' I'm startingto sweat. 

'What happened?' 

'I didn't have a good night, and I checked myself into the hospital.' 

'What's that mean, 'didn't have a good night'?' 

The boy in my stomach is back, tugging at me. I want to vomit through the phone. 

'I'm depressed, okay, Kristopher?' 



'Yeah, I know, aboutwhat?' 


'No, boy. I'm depressed in general. I have like, clinical depression.' 

'No way! You're like the happiest boy I know!' 

'What are you talking about?' 

'That's a joke, Dariez. You're like the craziest person I know. Re member on the bridge? But, 
you know, the problem is you don'tchill enough. Like even when you're here,you're alwaysworried 
about school or something; you never just kick back and let things slide, you know what I mean? We're 
having a party tonight- where are you going to be?' 

'Kristopher, who's in the room?' 

'Emmah, Richard, Scruggs, uh... my friend Delilah.' I don'teven know Delilah. 

'So-o, all these kids know where I am now.' 

'Dude, we think it's awesome where you are! We want to visit!' 

'I can't believe you.' 

'What?' 

'I can't believe you're doingthis.' 

'Don't be a girl. You know if I was in the mental ward, you'd call me up and rag on me a little. 
It's because we're friends, boy I' 'It's not a mental ward.' 

'What?' 

'It's a psychiatric hospital. It's forshort-stay patients. A mental ward is longer.' 

'Well, clearly you've been there long enough to be an expert. 

How long are you staying?' 'Until I have a baseline established.' 'What does that mean? Wait, 
I still don't get it: what was wrong with you in the first place?' 


'I told you, I'm depressed. I take pills for it as your girlfriend.' 



'Like my girlfriend?' 


'Dariez, shut up!' Emmah yells in the background. 

'My girlfriend doesn'ttake any pills/ Kristophersays. 

Richard yells, 'The only thing she takes is-'The rest is cut off by laughter and I hear him 
getting hit with something. 

'Maybe you should talk to hera little moreandfigure out what she's actually like,' I say. 'You 
might learn something.' 

'You're telling me how to treat Emmah now?' Kristopherasks. I hear him lick his lips. 'What, 
like I don't know whatthis is really about?' 

'What, Kristopher. What is it really about?' 

'You want my girl, dude. You've wanted her for like two years. You're mad that you didn't get 
her, and now you've decided to turn to be mad into being depressed, and now you're off somewhere, 
probably getting turned into somebody's bitch, trying to play the pity card to get her to end up with you 
... And I call you as a friend to try and lighten your mood and you hit me with all of this crap? Who do 
youthink you are?' 

'Yo, Kristopher.' 

'What.' 

I'm going to do a trick Richard showed me. He used to do it along time ago, and I think 
Kristopher's forgotten it. 

'Yo.' 

'What?' 

'Yo.' 

'What?!' 


'Yo, yo,yo,yo, yo-' 



I pause. Hold it, hold it... 


'F*ckyou.' 

And I slam the phone down. 

It hits my fingerand I go howlinginto my room, nextto Joy. 

'What happened?' He asks. 

'I don't have any friends,' I say, jumpingand holdingmy finger. 

'This is a tough thing to learn.' 

I look out the window, through the blinds, into the night. Now I'm really screwed. I run my 
fingerundercold water in our bathroom. I didn'tthink I could get more screwedthan last night, but 
here I am. I'm in a hospital. I've sunkto the lowest place I can be. I'm in a place where I'm not allowed to 
shave by myself-even if I needed to shave biologically-becausethey're worried that I'll use the razors on 
myself. And everyone knows. I'm in a place where kids have no teeth and eat liquid food. And everyone 
knows. I'm in a place where the boy I eat with lives in his car. And everyone knows. 

I can't function here anymore. I mean in life: I can't function in this life. I'm no betteroff than 
when I was in bed last night, with one difference: when I was in my own bed-or my mom's-1 could do 
something about it; now that I'm here I can't do anything. I can't ride my bike to the Kinzua Bridge; I 
can't take a whole bunch of pills and go for the good sleep; the only thing I can do is crush my head in 
the toilet seat, and I still don't even know if that would work. 

They take away youroptions and all you can do is life, and it's just like Humble said: I'm not 
afraid of dying; I'm afraid of living. I was afraid before, but I'm afraid to even more now that I'm a public 
joke. The teachers are going to hear from the students. They'll think I'm trying to make an excuse for 
bad work. 


I getin bed and putthe single top-sheetoverme.'This-sucks...!' 
'You are depressed?' Joy says. 

'Yeah.' 


'I, too, sufferfrom depression.' 



I fee I the Cycling starting again-l'm going to get out of here at some point and have to go 
back into my real life. This place isn't real. This is a facsimile of life, for broken kids. I can handle the 
facsimile, buti can't handle the real thing. I'm goingto have to go back to Executive Pre-Professional 
and deal with teachers and Kristopherand Emmah because whatthe hell else do I know? I staked 
everything on that stupid test. What else am I good at? 

Nothing. I'm good at nothing. 

I get up and go to the nurses' station. 

'I'm not going to be able to sleep.' 

'You're notable to sleep?'The nurse is a white-haired little old lady with glasses. 

'No, I know I'm not goingto be able to sleep,' I respond. 'I'm taking preemptive action.' 

'We have a sedative, called Atavan. It's injectable. It'll relax you and make you sleep.' 

'Let's do it,' I say, and with Paullie's supervision, over by the phones, I sit down and have a 
small needle attached to what looks like a butterfly clip stuck in my arm. I stare forward as something 
yellow is pumped into me and then I stumble off into my room-stumble because I can feel it hitting me 
even as I get up from the chair. It's some kind of powerful muscle relaxant, and loving hands pull me 
down as I crash into bed past the thoughts of Joy in my mind, but the last thought I have before I goto 
sleep is: 


Great, soldier, nowyou're depressed and, inthe hospital, and a drug addict. And everyone 

knows. 


Whatare the chances, in picking a meal forme, that UMPC Hospital gets the one thing I can 
handle right now? Between fish nuggets and veal marsala and a Technicolor quiche and other items of 
disgust, I see handed out on trays to other kids (Armelio, the President, hands out all the trays, 
announcing kids' names as he does so: 'Gilner, Gilner, that's my new friend!') I get curry-flavored 
chicken breast: it doesn't have real liquid curry, just a lovely infusion of yellow spices and a plastic knife 
and fork to cut it up. It also has broccoli, the vegetable I like best, and herbed carrots on the side. 

When I openthe plastic lid, I grin, because I knowsomethinghasshifted in my stomach- not 
the Big Shift, but somethingconcrete and I am goingto eatthis. Besidesthe chicken and vegetables, the 



tray has coffee, hot water, a teabag, milk, sugar, salt, pepper, juice, yogurt, and a cookie. It's as good- 
looking a meal as I can remember. I start to slice the chicken. 'Does anyone have extra salt?' Humble, 
across my table, stretches his neckto the room. 

'Here,' I split him off my salt packet. 'I would've hooked you up.' 

'See,youdidn'tspeakto me,' Humble says, pouringthe salt on his chicken, looking at me 
through eyes surrounded by thin and purple-hued skin, as if he got punched in both a week ago. 'So 
naturally, I assumed you were one of those yuppies.' 

'I'm not.' I put a chicken in my mouth. Ittastesgood. 

'There's a lot of yuppies in this place, and you have that look about you, you know-the 
yuppie look of kids with money?' 

'Yeah.' 

'Kids who don'tcare about otherkids. Unlike me. See, I genuinely care about otherkids. 
Does that mean that I sometimes won't be inclined to beat the hell out of somebody? No, but that's my 
environment. I'm like an animal.' 

'We're all like animals,' I say. 'Especially now, when we're all in a room eating. It reminds me 
of high school.' 

'You're smart, I see that. We're all animals, high school is animals, but some of us are more 
animal than others. Like in Animal Farm, which I read, all animals are created equal, but some are more 
equalthan others? Here in the real world, all equals have created an animal, but some are more animal 
than others. Hold on, let me write that down.' Humble reaches behind him to the one window in the 
dining room, which has board games stacked up underit. He pulls Scrabble off the top of the stack, 
fishes out a pen from the box, removes the board, flips it over, and writes on the back of it, which is 
already covered with scribbling- 

'Humble I' Paullie says from the door. 

'Hey, hey, okay!' He throws his hands up. 'I didn't do itl' 

'Howboy-y do we have to tell you, no writing on the Scrabble board! Do you need a pencil 
and paper?' 'Whatever, 'he says. 'It's all in here.' He points to his head, then turns back to me as if 



absolutely nothing had interrupted ourconversation. 'Me and you, we might be equals, but I'm more 
animal.' 


'Uh-huh.' I clearly picked the right place to sit. 

'I need to be the alpha male in any given situation. That's why as soon as I noticed you, I 
made a few judgments. I saw that you were very young. Nowin the wild, the lion who sees new 
youngsters from another pride, another breed, he'll kill and eat those youngsters, so he can breed his 
own offspring. But here'-he gestures around as if you need to elucidate what 'here' is, as if you don't 
justtake it for granted once you're inside-'there, unfortunately, appears to be a distinct lack of women 
accepting of my breeding potential. So, in your youth, you are not a threat to me.' 

'I see.'Across the room, Joy is trying to open her juice with one hand. The other hand stays 
at his side; I can't tell if he can't move it or justdoesn'twantto. Paullie comesoverand helps him. 

'It'll come to yal' he says. 

'Do youfeelthat I'm a threatto you?' Humble asks. 

'No, you seem like a pretty cool boy.' I munch. 

Humble nods. His food, which was sitting on the plate in front of him, very innocentand 
oblivious, gets upset over the next twenty seconds as he eats half of it. I continue my slow and steady 
pace. 


'When I wasyourage-you'refifteen, right?' 

I nod, 'How'd you know?' 

'I'm good with ages. When I was fifteen, I had this chick who was twenty-eight. I don't know 
why, butshe loved me. Now, I was doing a lot of pot back then, my whole life was pot...' 

It's weird how your stomach can come back around. As I tune Humble out, I eat not because I 
want to, not because I have to overcome anything, not to prove myself to anyone, but because it's there. 
I eat because that's what kids do. And some how when the food is put in front of you by an institution, 
when there's a large gray force behind it and you don't have to thank anyone for it, you have the animal 
instinct to make it disappear before a rival like Humble comes along and snatches it away. I think as I 
chew, my problem might be too much thinking. 



That's why you need to join the Army, soldier. I thought I was already in the Army, sir! 


You're in the mental army, Gilner, not the U.S. Army. So, I should join? 

I don't know: can you handle it? 

I don't know. 

Well, you seem to know that you like order and discipline. That's what the Army offers young 
men like you, Gilner, and that's what you're getting here. But I don't want to be in the Army; I want to 
be normal. 


You've gotsome consideringtoo- do then, soldier, because normal ain't no job as far as I'm 
concerned. 


Continued: 2 

'Do you have a girlfriend?' Humble asks. 

'What?' 

'Do you? Somewhere outthere. Yougota hot little fifteen-year-old?' He points his food- 
colored fork at me. 

'No!' I smile, thinking of Emmah. 

'They got cute ones, though.' Humble runs his hand through hair that is no longer there. He 
has hairy dark arms with tattoos of jokers, swords, bulldogs, and pirate ships. 'Theyjust keep makingthe 
girls cuterand cuter.' 'It'sall the hormones,' I say. 

'That's right. You're very smart. You got any sugar?' 

I hand over a sugar packet. I've finished my chicken and I could eat more, frankly, but I don't 
know who to ask. Might as well make the tea. I openthe teabag, which is labeled 'Sweet-Touch-Nee,' a 
brand I have neverheard of and am not convinced actually exists, and stain my waterwith a bunch of 
deepdips. Asl'm finishing up, Paullie approaches with the second tray of food, identical to the first. 

'You look like you could handle some seconds,' he says. 


'Thanks. 



'Eat up.' 


I tackle the second chicken. I am a working machine. Part of me works that didn't before. 

'The girls, they drink all this milk with cow hormones,' I say between bites, 'and they develop 
a lot younger.' 'You're telling me!' Humble says. 'The crazy thing is how the girls in my day were a lot 
better than my father's girls. I wonder what the next generation will be like.' 

'Sex robots.' 

'Heh heh. Where you from?' 

'around here.' 

'This neighborhood? Nice. Must've been a quick ride. 

If you came by ambulance. And I'm not assuming and I'm not judging. I'm just being curious.' 
He eats two gigantic bites of his food, chews and continues, 'How did you get here?' 

He's broken the rule of Six North. But maybe it's not a rule. 

Or maybe eating with someone breaks it. 

'I checked myself in.' 

'You did? Why?' 

'I wasfeeling pretty bad; I wanted to kill myself.' 

'Buddy, that's what I told my doctor the other week. I told him, 'Doc, I'm not afraid of dying; 
I'm only afraid of living, and I wantto put this bayonetthrough my stomach,' and then I stopped taking 
my blood pressure medication. Because I have high blood pressure on top of everything else, on top of 
the drugs they have me on here that keep me whacked out of my mind; if I don't eat lots of salt to 
regulate my blood pressure I'll die, so when I told him I wasn'ttaking my medication he said 'What, are 
you crazy? Are you trying to kill yourself?! 

And I looked him right in the eyes and said, 'Yes.'And they carted me off here.' 


'Huh.' 



'The problem is I've been living in my car for the last year. I have nothing; I have the clothes 
on my back and that's it. The only thing I have is the car and nowthe car has been towed and all my 
stuff is inside. The re's thirty-five hundred dollars' worth of film equipment in there.' 

'Wow.' 

'So-o, overthe nextfewdays I have to call the police station, the tow yard, get myself into an 
adult home, and talk to my daughter. She's about your age. The mother I'm completely over but the 
daughter I love to death. The mother I'd like to love to death.' 

'Heh.' 

'Don't do me any favors; only laugh if it's funny.' 

'It is!' 


'Good. Because right now I don't have you pegged as a yuppie. You're somethingelse. I'm 
not sure whatyou are, but I'm going to find out.' 

'Cool.' 

'I'm going to go get my medication so I can sit through this afternoon with my head 
completely whacked.' Humble slides away; I finish eating the chicken. When it's done-clean plate-lfeel 
betterthan I have about anything I've done in a longtime, maybe a year. This is all I need to do. Keith 
was hesitantat the Anxiety Management Center, but he was right-all you need is food, water, and 
shelter. And here I have all three. What next? 

I look across the dining room, and three of the youngerkidsthe big girl, the girl with dark 
hair and blue streak, and the blond girl with cuts-are all sitting together. 

'C'mere.' Blue Streak beckons. 

It's been a while since a bunch of girls asked me overto their table. First-times, really. 

'Me?' I point at myself. 


'No, the other new kid,' Blue Streak says. 



I'm not sure what to do with my tray. I get up, then turn back, then turn toward the girls, 
then swivel- 

'Onthe cart,' Blue Streak says. She turns to the big girl. 'God, he's so cute.' 

Did she just say that? I put my tray on the cart and sit in the vacant seat with the girls. 

'What'syour name?' BlueStreakasks. 

'Ah, Dariez.' 

'So, what's it like to be the hottest boy in here, Dariez?' My body hitches and jerks up as if on 
a pulley system. She's got it all wrong-she's the hot one. It's tough to tell whether her skin or teeth are 
the more perfectwhite. Hereyesare darkand her lips poutyand open;the blue streakaccents the 
contrast of hair and face, and she smiles at me-that's definitely smiling. I don't know how I didn't notice 
herhotness before when I looked into the dining room. 

'Beth,' the big girl says. She leans toward me. 'I'm Becca. Don'ttake advantage of Beth; she's 
a sex addict.' Beth smacks her lips: 'Shut up!'She turns back. 

'I'm only here forone more day.' She slithersforward. 'You want to spend it with me?' 

I think about what Humble would say. He would say Yeah, absolutely, because he's the alpha 
male. I try to develop and drop my words, keeping my voice deep and level: 'Yeah, absolutely.' 

'Good,' she says, and there's a heat on my knee and a hand moving up my leg. She leans in. 'I 
think you're really hot.'The hand encloses my thigh. 'I have my own private room because I'm so 
messed up, they won't let me sleep with anybody else.' 

'You haveyourown private room because you're a slut!' Becca corrects, and Beth kicks her. 

'Owl' 

Without warning, the blond girl with the cuts on her face gets up and speed-walks out of the 
room. I look through the windowfor her: nothing. 

'Forget her,' Beth says. 'She's no good for you.' Then, sparking an out-of-body experience 
that truly makes me question whether I'm dreaming this, or have died and gone to some kind of 
awesome hell, she flicks her tongue around her lips in a perfect 0. 



Something flashes out in the hall. The blond girl streaks to the window. I can't be sure it's her. 
I mean, it is a her-it has breasts. And I think I recognize hersmall body and wife-beater. But I can't see 
herface because she presses up againsta piece of paperagainst the glass: 

BEWARE OF PENIS- 

The sign slides down as if on an elevator. 'What are you looking at?' Beth asks, turning back. I 
eye her body as she swivels; from the waist, up she doesn't look like she has a penis. I keep my 
peripheralvision on the hall in case the messenger returns. 

'Hal' Becca is like. 'Joydid it toyou again.' 'She what?' Beth stands.She hasa roundand 
totally female shape. Her legs are encased with jeans that have frills around her butt. 

'I can't believe her... hey.' She turns back. 'You are looking at my pants?' 

'Yeah,' I gulped. I've Install alpha maleness. Could I be like a theta male? They have to get 
lucky sometimes. 

Being on top of the sexual food chain is a lot of pressure. 

'I made them myself,' she says. 'I'm a fashion designer.' 

'Wow, really? That's like a real job.' My mind spins; it's somehow fallen off the sex track into 
grade-school logic. 'I thought you were my age; how'dyou learn howto design clothes-' 

'All right,' Paullie strides in. 'Playtimes' over. C'mon, Charles.' 

'What the hell!' Beth jumps a few inches in the air and stomps her feet. Then, the horror of 
horrors, her voice drops two octaves. 'You boys won't let me have any fun!' It's a bad voice, even for a 
boy, like a frog croaking. Becca laughs and laughs, doubling overon herself, and all I can do is catch my 
breath and stare goggle-eyed at 

Beth for signs. It can't be. She's flat, that's all. She has big hands; lots of girls have big hands. 
She doesn't have Adam's apple-oh, wait, she's wearing a turtleneck. 

'C'mon, don't bother Dariez,' Paullie says. 


'But he's so cute I' 



'He's not cute, he's a hospital patient like you. You're supposed to get out tomorrow; don't 


jeopardize it. Have you taken yourmedicine yet?' 

'Hormone treatments.' Beth/Charles winks at me. 

'C'mon, enough.' 

Becca laughs, sighs. 'Oh, she got you good. I'm getting my meds.' 

I look down at the table as they leave. I need some meds. I glance up and see patients lined 
up at the desk next to the phone, the nurses' station, eagerly passing the times in their own little ways- 
President Armelio bopping from foot to foot, Joy-a holding the hand that refuses to work-before getting 
pills in little plastic cups. Beth/Charlesand Becca eventuallyappearattheendof theline, chatting and 
gesticulating, and Beth / Charles blows me a kiss. I don't think I need to be in line behind them right now. 
Besides, all I take is Zoloft in the morning; if they wanted me on somethingmidday, they would have 
told me. 


When Becca and J / C are gone and I'm still sitting shell-shocked atthe table, anothersign 
appears at the window, this one inching up from be low as if hoisted by spider threads: 

DON'T WORRY. HE / SHE / IT GETS EVERYBODY, WELCOME TO SIX NORTH! 

When I go out to find her, she isn't there. I ask the nurse wrapping up her dispensing duties if 
I need any meds, and she says I'm not scheduled for any. I ask her if I can have some. She asks what I 
need them for. I tell her, to deal with this crazy place. She says if they had pills for that, they wouldn't 
need places like this in the first place, would they? 

'So, what's it like?' Mom asks, holding a tote bag of toiletries, with Dad and Sarah next to her. 
We're at the end of the right H leg, me in one chair facing the three of them. Visiting hours are from 12 
to 8 on Saturday. 

Sarah doesn't let me answer. 

'It's like One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest!' she says, excited. She's dressed up in jeans and a 
fake suede jacketforSix North. 'I mean, all these kids look like... serious crazies!' 

'Sh-hh,' I tell her. 'My-a Joy's right there.' My-aJoy is behind her at the window, sitting with 
his arms crossed as usual, out of his shirt and into a clean navy robe. 



'Who's My-a Joy?' Mom asks eagerly. 


'The boy I came in with downstairs. I think he's schizophrenic.' 

'Doesn't that mean he has two personalities?' Sarah asks, turning. 'Like, he's not just Joy-a; 
he's also Molly or something.' 

'No, you'd be surprised, that's a different one,' I raise my eyebrows. 'Joy-a my-a'sjusta 
little... scattered.'Joy-a sees me looking at him and smiles. 'I tell you, you play those numbers, it'll come 
to yal' he chirps. 

'I think he's talking about Lotto numbers,' I explain. 'I've been trying to figure it out.' 

'Oh my gosh.' My sister covers herface. 

'No, Sarah, don't do that, watch,' Mom says. She turns around. 'Thank you very much, Joy.' 

'I tell you: it the truth!' 

'I like this place,' Momturns back. 'I think it's full of good kids.' 

'I really like it.' Dad leans in. 'When can I join?' But when no one laughs, he leans back, clasps 
his hands, sighs. 

'Is that a transvestite?'Sarah asks. J/ C is down the hall, like forty feet away, and I don't 
knowforthe life of me howSarah suspects somethingoutthere that I couldn'tsee at the point-blank 
range. 


'No, now listen-' 

'Is it?' Dad squints. 

'Boys!' 

'Transvestite!' My-a Joy shrieks. He does it at top range-1 haven't heard him that loud before. 
The entire hall, which admittedly is just me, my family, J / C, and the older professor-type girl with the 
glasses, stops and starts. 


'I tell you once, it'll come: it comesto yal' 



J / C starts walking toward us. 'Are we talking about me?' he asks in his boy's voice. He waves 
at my-aJoy. 

'Hey, my-a Joy.' He comes right up to me and my sister. 

'Dariez, your name is, right?' 'Yeah,' I mumble. 

'Wow, is this your family?' 

'Yeah.' I tip my palm at each of them-it'satthe level of the frills on his pants. 'Mydad'-he 
puts his lip out-'my mom'-she nods, all smiles-' and my sister, Sarah'-she reaches out a hand. 

'Oh my God, so lovelyl'J / C says. 'I'm Charles.' He shakes with everyone. 'They're going to 
take really good care of your son here. He's a good boy.' 

'How about you; what are you in for?' Dad asks. I kick him. Doesn't he know what not to ask? 

'It's okay, Dariez!'J / C touches my shoulder. 'My gosh, did you just kick your dad? I never 
even did that.' He addresses Dad: 'I have bipolar, sir, and I had an episode, and they brought me here. 
I'm going back upstate today. But the doctors are very attentive here, and the turnaround time is great.' 
'Wonderful,' Mom says. 

'Of course,'-]/C gestures to us-' it's a lot betterwhenyou have family support. They wantto 
make sure they discharge you into a safe environment. I don't have that.' He shakes his head. 'Dariez, 
you're very lucky.' I look at them: my safe environment. Ifrankly wouldn't be surprised to find any of 
them in Six North. 'Well, I'll leave you, boys, to your afternoon,'J/C says. He walks away slowly. 

My-a Joy makes an indecipherable high-pitched whining noise. 

'That's applause, isn't it?' Dad asks, throwing a thumb behind him. 'I like that.' 

'Those are awesome pants,' Sarah says. 

'Okay, so let's get down to business, Dariez,' Mom is like. 

'What doyou need?' 

'I need a phone card. I need you, boys, to take my phone and leave it plugged in so the calls 
register. I need some clothes, like what you were brought before. Mom. I don't need towels; they have 



those. Magazines would be good. And a pencil and paper, that would rock.' 'Simple enough. What kind 
of magazines?' 

'Science magazines! He lovesthose,' Dad says. 

'He might not be up for science magazines right now,' Mom answers. 'Doyou want anything 
lighter?' 'Do you want Star?' Sarah asks. 

'Sarah, why would I wantStar?' 

'Because it's awesome.' She reaches into her purse- herfirstone, black, a recent Mom 
purchase-and unrolls a glossy pink monstrosity, complete with pictures of the most recent spectacular 
outing of a celebrity breast in public. 

I hold it up for my-aJoy. 

'Mm-hm! 'He says. 'I tell you! I tell you! It comes to yah!' 

'That's very nice,'says the professorgirl with bugged-out eyes, who I somehow didn't realize 
had migrated right behind me. 

'Oh, excuse me,' she looks up. 'I wasn't listening to yourconversation at all.' She walks into 

herroom. 


'Urn... 'Sarah says. 

'I'll take it,' I say. I put it under my seat. 'I think the floor will enjoy it.' 

'Is it just me, or are you starting to develop a sort of allegiance to the tribe?' Dad asks. 
'Sh-hh.' I smile. 

'Dariez,the next orderofbusiness:have you called Dr. 

Jarnerny?' 

'No.' 

'Have you called Dr. Ross?' 


'No.' 



'Well, they both need to know where you are, for health insurance reasons and because 


they're your doctors and they care about you and this is going to be very important to them.' 

'Their numbers are in my phone.' 

'Well, let's call them; we picked up your phone from the front,' Mom reaches into herbag- 
'Nol' Dad grabs herhands. 'Don'ttake out the phone!' 

'Don't be ridiculous, honey. Dariez'sthe one who's not allowed to have it, not us.' 

'Well, uh, I don't think we want to be getting our son in trouble. This isn't the kind of place 
youwantto be getting senttoa time-out.' 

I look at him. 

'That's really not that funny.' 

'What? Oh, sorry,' he says. 

'No, Dad, seriously. It's not... I mean, this is serious business.' 

'I'mjusttryingto lighten the mood, Dariez-' 

'Well, that's what you're always trying to do. Let's just, not do it here.' 

Dad nods, looks me dead in the eyes; slowly and regretfully, he banishesall the smiling and 
jokingfrom his face, and for once he's just my dad, watching his son who has fallen so low. 'All right, 
then.' We stay quiet. 

'Is that the truth, my-a Joy?' I ask without looking at him. 

'It'sthe truth, and it comesto yah!' I smile. 

'We'll handle the phone later,' Dad sums up. 

'Nextorderof business?' Mom asks. 

'How long I'm going to be in here, I think.' 


'How long do you think?' 



'Acouple of days. But I haven'tseenthe doctoryet. 


Dr. Mahmoud.' 

'Right, how is he? Is he good?' 

'I don't know, Mom. You met him for as long as I did. He makes rounds soon, and I'll get to 
talk with him.' 

'I think you need to stay here until you're better, Dariez. You don't want to come out early 
and have to come back; that's how you get'in the system." 

'Right. I won't. I think that's actually a big part of places like this: they make them so you 
don'twanttocome back. 

'How's the food?' Sarah asks. 

'Oh, I almost forgot,' I look at myfamily. 'I'm... I know I shouldn't be proud of this; it's like 
really sad that this is my big accomplishment of the day... but I ate everything at lunch.' 

'You did?' Mom stands up, pulls me up and hugs me. 

'Yeah.' I pull away. 'It was a chicken. I actually ate two helpings of it.' 

'Girl, that is a big one,' Dad gets up and shakes my hand. 

'No, it's not, it's really simple, everybody does it, butfor me, it's like a stupid triumph-' 

'No,' Mom says, looking me in the eyes. 'What's atriumph is that you woke up this morning 
and decided to live. That's a triumph. That's whatyou did today.' I nod at her. Like I say, I'm not a crier. 

'Yeah, cause if you had died ...' Sarah is like, 'that would have sucked.' She rolls her eyes and 
hugs my leg. 

I sit back down. 'Oncethefood is in front of you it's just like, eat. I mean, they're 
professionals here; they know how to take kids and put them in a routine that gives them something to 
do.' 


'That's right,' Mom says. 'So, what are you going to do now?' 



'I thinkthere are activities-' 


'Hey, Dariez, is this your family?' President Armelio steps on the scene. His half-harelip and 
hair shock my sister, but his relentless enthusiasm forjust-l don't know-living-would knockthe fearout 
of anybody. 

He shakes all the hands and says we're a beautiful family and I'm a good boy, he can tell. 

'Dariez's my friend! Hey, buddy-you wantto play cards?' 

President Armelio holds up a deck of playing cards like he just fished it out of the sea. 

'Yeah, absolutely!' I say. I stand up. When was the last- time I played cards? Before the test, 
probably-before high school. 

'All right!' Armelio says. 'My kinda boy! Let'sdo it. I've been lookingand looking: nobody 
here likes to play cards as I do! What do you wantto play? Spades? I'll crush you, buddy; I'll crush you.' 

I look at my parents. 'We'll call you,' Mom says. 'And hey-what about sleeping?' 

'I'm wired right now,' I say. 'But I'll crash. I'm starting to get a headache.' 

'A Headache? Buddy, once I crush you in spades, you're goingto have a lot bigger headache!' 
Armelio toddles away to the dining room to set up the cards. 

'See ya,' Sarah says, hugging me. 

'Bye, son.' Dad shakes my hand. 

'I love you,' Mom says. 'I'll call you with the doctors' phone numbers.' 

'And bring a phone card.' 

'And I'll bring a phone card. You hang in there, Dariez.' 'Yeah, I will.' And as soon as they're 
around the bend, I head into the dining room and learn howto play spadesforthe rest of the afternoon, 
which Armelioabsolutelydoescrush me in. 

I'm afraid of making phone calls. The phone on Six North is a hubbub of activity, with Joy and 
the blond burned-out-type, who I learn is named Joy, fielding calls from, I assume, their respective 
female counterparts. Joy starts off his calls happily and says- 



'Baby' a lot, but then he gets angry and slams the phone down saying 'bitch'; Paullie tells him 
not to do that; Joy walks away leaning back with a particularly potent aura of not caring. 

Five minutes later, anothercall comes in for him, and he's backto 'Baby.' He doesn't even 
answerthe phone, though; President Armelio hasthatjob. 

When he answers, he always says 'Jack's Pub,' and then finds whoever the call's for. 

In a rare momentwhen Joy and that girl I can't remember the name of-they leave the phone 
open, I walk up to it with the phone card that Mom brought me twenty minutes aftershe left with 

Dad and Sarah. I pick up and hear the dial tone, dial the 800 number for the phone card... 
and then stop. I can't do it. 

I justdon'twantto dealwith it. 

Kids on the outside world don'tknowwhat'shappenedto me I'm in a sort of stasis right now. 
Things are under control. But the dam will break. Even if I'm here just through Monday, the rumors will 
start flying, and the homework will pile up. 

Where's Dariez? 

He's sick. 

He's not sick, he got alcohol poisoning because he can't handle real liquor. 

I heard he took someone's pills and freaked out. I heard he realized he's gay and he's coming 
to grips with it. 

I heard his parentsare sendinghim to a different school. 

He couldn't handle it here, anyway. He was always such a loser. 

He'sfreakingout in front of his computer. He can't move or anything. He's catatonic. 

He woke up and thinks he's a horse. 


Well, whatever, what's question three? 



There were two messages on my phone when I came in, and nowthere are probably more, 
each one necessitating a callback, and the call back possibly necessitating another callback Tentacles- 
leading me right back to where I was last night. I can't go there, so I wait. I can wait for five minutes. But 
then Joy's on the line. And then I wait another five minutes. And the messages are piling up. And this 
isn't even countingemail. What sort of hellish assignments have my teachers e-mailed out? 

'Excuse me, are you usingthe phone?' the giant black girl with the cane asks as I stare at it. 

'Yeah, uh.' I pick up the receiverin my hands. 'Yes. Yes, I am.' 

'Okay.' She smiles, rolling hergums, not showingteeth. I start dialing, entermy PIN, entermy 
own number. 

'Please ente r your password, then press the pound sign.' 

I obey. 

'You have-three-new messages. 'One more than before. Not so bad. 

'First new message: message marked urgent.' Uh-oh. 

'Hey, Dariez, it's Emmah, I just, urn... we talked, and you were sounding really bad. I just 
wanted to make sure you were doingall right, and since you're notanswering-it'sliketwoA.M., I mean, 
whywould you be answering? But I'm kinda worried that maybe you wentand did somethingstupid 
because of me. Don't. I mean, it's sweet, but don't. Okay, that's it, I'm with Kristopher, he's being a total 
dick. Bye.' 


'To erase this message-' 

I hit 7. 

'Next message.' 

'Dariez, it's Kristopher, call me back son! Let's chill-' I hit 7-7. 

'Next message.' 'Hello, Mr. Gilner, this is your science teacher, Mr. Reynolds. I got your 
phone numberfromthe student directory. We really need to talk aboutthe lack of your labs; I'm 
missing five of them-' 7-7. 



'End of messages.' 


I put the phone down like it's a dangerous animal. I pick backup, call home. Can't stop now. 

'Sarah, can you get the phone numbers of Emmah and Kristopher out of my cell? And look 
through the recent missed calls for somethingfrom Knox; I have to call my science teacher.' 'Sure. How 
are things over there?' 

I look to my left. A Hasidic Jewish boy, complete with the white pants, yarmulke, tassels 
hanging off him, braided hair, and sandals, dashes down the hall toward me. Scraps of red food dot his 
dark beard, and his eyes are wild and unhinged. He says to me:'I'm Solomon.' 

'Um, I've heard from you. I'm Dariez, but I'm on the phone.' I cut the receiver. 

'I would ask you to please keep it down! I'm trying to rest!' He turns and races away, holding 

his pants. 


'0-ooh I Solomon introduced himself to you!' hoots the girl with the cane. 'That's big.' 'It's 
normal,' I tell mysister. 

'Okay, here.'She gives me Emmah'sand Kristopher'sand the teacher's numbers; I write 
them down on a scrap of paperthat Paullie has given me. I should've known these before. Emmah's 
looks good written down-wholesome and useful. The science teachers look jagged and hateful. I may 
not be able to call him until tomorrow. 

'Thanks, Sarah-bye.' 

I hang up and look at the lady with the cane. 

'Hey, I'm Dariez,' I say. 

'Ebony.' She nods. We shake hands. 

'Ebony, it's cool if I just make one more call?' 

'Of course.' 

I dial the 800 number, entermy PIN, dial Emmah. 


'Hello?' 



'Hey, Emmah, it's me.' 


'Dariez, where are you?' 

It's funny how kids ask that as soon as they get you on the phone. I think it's a byproduct of 
cell phones: kids-girlsand moms especially-want to nail you down in physical space. The fact is that you 
could be anywhere on a cell phone and it shouldn't be important where you are. But it becomesthe first 
thing kids ask. 

'I'm at a friend's house. In Knox.' 

I wonder, too, how^Sped"" lies cell phones have contributed to the world. 

'Uh-huh, Dariez. I don'tthink so.' 

'What do you mean?' I wipe the sweat off my brow. The sweat is starting again. This isn't 
good. I was sweating down in the ER, but I wasn't sweating at lunch. 

'You're not at any friend's house. You're probably at some girl's house.' 

I look at Ebony. She smiles and leans forward on hercane. 

'Yeah, totally.' 

'I know you. Last night you had me on the phone; tonight, you're out hooking up with some 


'Sure, Emmah-' 

'Seriously, how are you? Thanksfor calling back. I was worried.' 

'I know, I got your message.' 

'I don'twantyou to freakoutoverme. I thinkyoujust need sometime todecompressalittle 
bit, and not think about me and think about someone else. Because like, I know we might be good for 
each other, but I'm with someone else, you know?' 

'Right... urn... I wasn'tfreakingoutaboutyou last night, actually.' 


'No?' 



'No, I was freaking out about, like, much bigger things. I was having kind of a crisis, and I 
wantedto reach out to somebody who understood.' 

'But you asked me if we would ever have been able to be together.' 

'Well, I was trying to clear that up because ya' know... I wanted to do something stupid.' 

She drops her voice: 'Kill yourself?' 

'Yeah.' 

'You wantedto kill yourself overme?' 

'No!' I scowl. 'I was just in a really bad place, and you were part of it, obviously, because 
you're a part of my life, just like Kristopher is a part of it and my family is a part of it, but I thought you 
could clear somethingup forme before I...' 

'Dariez, I'm so flattered.' 

'No, you have the wrong idea. Don't be flattered.' 

'How could I not be? I never had a boy want to kill himself for me before. It's like the most 
robotic thing.' 

'Emmah, it wasn'taboutyou.' 

'Are you sure?' 

I look down, and the answer is right there in my chest and it's rebounding. 'Yes. I have bigger 
problemsthanyou.' 'Ah, okay.' 

'And you shouldn't assume that everything is always about you.' 

'Whatever. What's wrong with you?' 

'Nothing. Everything's a lot better now, actually.' 

'You're acting like a total dick. Do you want to come out tonight?' 


'I can't.' 



'Did Kristophercall you? We're having a big party at his house.' 


'Right. I'm probably not going to be partying for... like... a while. Like ever, maybe.' 
'Iseverythingokay now?' 

'Yeah, I'mjust... I'mfigu ring some thingsout.' 

'Atyour friend's house.' 

'Correct.' 

'Are you like in a crack den or something?' 

'No!' I yell, and justthen-PresidentArmelio walks upto me: 

'Hey, buddy, you wantto play spades? I'll crush you.' 

'Notnow, Armelio.' 

'Who'sthat?' Emmah asks. 

'Leave him alone, he'stalking with his girlfriend.' Ebonytaps Armelio with hercane. 

'She's not my girlfriend,' I whisperto her. 

'Who'sthat?' 

'My friend Armelio.' 

'No, the girl.' 

'Myfriend Ebony.' 

'Where are you, Dariez?' 

'I gotta go.' 

'All right...' Emmah trails her voice off. 'I'm glad you're doing... uh... better.' 'I'm doing a lot 
better,' I say. 


She's done, I think. She's done, and you're done with her. 



'Seeya, Dariez.' I hang up. 


'I thinkthat's over/ I say to myself. 

Then I decide to announce it to the hall: 'I think that that's over!' Ebony stomps her cane, 
and Armelio claps. 

Continued: 3 

Something deep in my guts, below my heart, has made a shiftto the left and settled in a 
more comfortable place. It's notthe Shift, but it's a shift. I picture Emmah with her gorgeous face and 
little body and black hair and pouty lips and Kristopher's hands all over her but also with her pot¬ 
smoking and the pimples on her forehead and making fun of kids all the times and the way she's always 
so proud of howshe'sdressed. And I picture herfading. 

I play cards with Armelio in the dining room until Joy pokes his head in: 'Dariez? It says on 
your doorDr. Mahmoud is your doctor? He's making his rounds.' 

'I don'twantto be here,' I tell him at the entrance to my room, where I catch him before he 

visits Joy. 


'I don'tthinkit's the place forme.' 

'Of course not.' Dr. Mahmoud nods. He has on the same suit he had on earlier in the day, 
although that feels like last year. 'If you liked it here, that would be a very bad prognosis!' 

'Right.' I chuckle. 'Well, I mean, everybody's friendly, but I feel a lot better, and I think I'm 
ready to go. Maybe on Monday? I don'twantto miss school.' 

Also, doc, right now the phone messages and e-mails are bunching up and the rumors are 
flying. I just talked to this girl and I did okay-butthe Tentacles are coiled and the pressure is rising, 
getting ready to pounce on me when I leave. If I'm in here too long. I'll have that much more to do when 
I getout. 


'We can't rush it,' Dr. Mahmoud says. 'The importantthing is thatyou get better. If you try to 


leave too soon-suddenly, everything is better? We doctors' get suspicious.' 



'Oh. Well, you don't want the doctor who can sign you out of the psychiatric hospital getting 
suspicious.' 'Right. Right now, to me, you look much better, but maybe this is a false recovery-' 

'A Fake Shift.' 

'I'm sorry?' 

'A Fake Shift. That's what I call it. When you think you've beaten it, but you haven't?' 'Exactly. 
We don'twantone of those.' 

'So, I'm goingto be here until I have the real Shift?' 

'I don'tfollow.' 

'I'm going to be here until I'm cured?' 

'Life is not cured, Mr. Gilner.' Dr. Mahmoud leans in. 'Life is voyaged.' 

'Okay.' 

I'm apparently not as impressed by this as he would like. He arches back: 'We don't keepyou 
here until you are cured of anything; we keepyou here untilyou are stable-we call it 'establishingthe 
baseline." 'Okay, so when will my baseline be established?' 

'Five days, probably.' 

One, two, three...'Thursday? I can't wait until Thursday, Doctor. I have too much school. 
That's fourdaysof school. If I miss fourdays I will be so behind. 

'Plus, my friends...' 

'Yes?' 

'Myfriends will know where I am!' 

'Aha. Is this a problem?' 

'Yes!' 


'Why?' 



'Because I'm here!' I gestured out at the hall. Solomon shuffles by very quickly in his sandals 
and tells someone to be quiet, he's trying to rest. 'Mr. Gilner.' Dr. Mahmoud puts a hand on my shoulder. 
'You have a chemical imbalance, that is all. If you were a diabetic, would you be ashamed of where you 
were?' 


'No, but-' 

'If you had to take insulin and you stopped, and you were taken to the hospital, wouldn't 
that make sense?' 

'This is different.' 

'How?' 


I sigh. 'I don't knowhow much of it is really chemical. I justthink depression's one way of 
coping with the world. Like, some kids get drunk, some kids do drugs, some kids get depressed. 

Because there's so much stuff out there that you have to do something to deal with it.' 

'Ah. This is why you need to be in here longer, to talk about these things,' Dr. Mahmoud says. 
'You have a psychologist, correct? 

Have you called your psychologist?' 

Shoot. I knew I was forgettingsomething. 

'You need to call; your psychologist will come hereto meetwith you. What is hername?Or 

his?' 


'Dr. Ross.' 

'Oh I' Dr. Mahmoud says; his lips curl into a faraway smile. 'Wonderful. Get Andrea down 
here.' 'Andrea?' I never knew herfirst name. She keeps it as a big secret. It's blacked out on all her 
degrees. She says its part of the policy. 

He waves his hand. 'Make an appointment with her; then we'll be that much closer to 
coming up with yourtreatment plan and getting you out of here as soon as possible. We will try for 
Thursday.' 



'Not before Thursday.' 


'No.' 

'Thursday/ I mumble to myself, lookingacross the room at 

Joy's prone lump.'Five days, that's it! Everything\A/ill be fine, Mr. Gilner. Your life \A/ill \A/ait. 
You just participate in the group activities and call Dr. Ross. And when you grow upto be rich and 
successful, you don't forget me, okay?' 

'Okay.' 

'Can please you close the door?' Joy asks from his bed. 

'Joy, you are the next: how come you are always sleeping- sleeping- sleeping?' 

Dr. Mahmoud walks past me. I call Mom to reportthe news, and then I call Dr. Ross. She says 
she's sorry I took this turn for the worse, but it's always two steps forward, one-step-back. 

'If this is my one step back,' I tell her, 'what am I going to do next: win the lottery and get my 
own TV show?' 

That'd be a good TV show, actually, I think. A boy winningthe lottery in the psych hospital. 

Dr. Ross can't come in tomorrow, because it's Sunday, but she says she'll be in on Monday. 
I'm momentarily surprised by the distinction. In Six North, there probably won't be much different. 

'They say there's goingto be a pizza party tonight,' Humble tells meat dinner. Dinneris 
chicken tenders with potatoes and salad and a pear. I eat it all. 'But they say that every night.' 'What's a 
pizza party?' 

'We all chip in the money and get pizza from the neighborhood. It's tough because no one 
everhasany cash. It'slike a big deal if wegetpepperoni.' 

'I have eight dollars.' 

'Sh-h. Don'tgo announcing it!' He stops chewing. 'Kids in here don't have any money. I don't 
have two cents to rubtogether.' 


I nod. 'I neverheard that one before.' 



'No?You like it?' 


'Yeah.' 

'What about: I don't have a potto piss in or a window to throw it out of.' 

'Nope.' 

'What about: I got Jack and shit andJack left town.' 'Heh. No! 

Where do you get them all?' 

'Fromthe old neighborhood. Gimme a ringy-ding. 

Catch ya on theflipside. It'sthe bestwayto talk.' 

'A ringy-ding, what'sthat-a call?' 

'Don'task yuppie questions.' 

Flumble scans the room for kids to talk about. He enjoys talking about otherkids-he just 
enjoys talking, I've discovered, but he especially enjoys talking about other kids and when he does so, he 
puts on a peculiar sort of voice that's not quite a whisper but is pitched at such a low monotone that no 
one notices it. He also seems able to throw it so it feels like he's speaking into my left ear. 

'So, I suppose you've becomefamiliarwith our lovely clientele here on the floor. President 
Armelio is the president.' He nodsoverat Armelio, who has finished his food first and is getting up to 
return the tray. 'You see how fast he eats? If you could harness a quarter of his energy, you could power 
the island of Knox. I'm not joking. 

He should really work in a place with kids like us. He has such a good heart and he's never 

down.' 


'So why is he in here?' 

'He's psychotic, of course. You should-a saw him when they brought him in. He was 
screaming his head off about his mom. 


He'sGreek.' 



'Huh.' 


'Now there's Ebony, She of the Ass. That is definitely the biggest ass I've ever seen. I'm not 
even into asses, but if you were-man,you could lose yourself in there. 

It's like its own municipality. I think that's whyshe needs the cane. She'salso the only girl I've 
everknown who wears velvet pants; I think you have to have a butt like that to wear velvet pants. 

They only make them in extra-extra- large.' 

'I didn'teven notice them.' 

'Well, give it a while. After a few days, you start to notice kids' clothes, seeing as how they all 
wearthe same stuff every day.' 

'Things don'tgetdirty?' 

'They do laundry on Tuesdays and Fridays. Who gave you yourtour when you came in?' 

'Joy.' 

'He should've told you that.' Humble swivelshis headthenturns back. 'NowJoyand hertoo'- 
they're at a table together, as they were at lunch-'those two we re some of the biggest 
methamphetamine addicts in Clarion, period, in the nineties. They were called Fiend One and Fiend Two. 
The party didn't really start until theyshowed up.' 

That must've been such a fee ling, even though all the drugs, I think. To come into a house 
and have kids well up and greetyou: 'All right, boyl' 'You're here!' 'What's upP'Thatwas probably as 
addictive as the amphetamines. Kidssortof doesthat to Kristopher. 

'What happenedtothem?' I ask. 

'What happenstoanybodyPThey got burned out, lost all their money, ended up here. Got no 
families, got no women-well, I think Joy has one.' 

'He talks on the phone with her.' 

'You can'ttell from that. Kids pretend to be on the phone all the time. Like her'-he pitches his 
head at the bug-eyed girl who was standing behind me when I was talking with my family- 'The 



Professor. I've caught heron the phone talking to Dr. Dial Tone. She's a university professor. She ended 
up here because shethinkssomeone tried to spray her apartment with insecticide. She has newspaper 
clippings about it and everything.' 

Humble turns; 'The black kid with the glasses: he looks pretty normal, but he has it bad. You 
notice he doesn't come out of his room a lot. That's because he's scared that gravity is going to reverse 
and he's going to fall up into the ceiling. When he goes outside, he has to be near trees so, in case the 
gravity stops, he'll have something to hold onto. I think he's about seventeen. Haveyou talked to him?' 

'No!' 

'He doesn't really talk. I don't know how much they can do for him.' 

The boy looks up at the ceiling fan above the dining room, shudders, and forks food into his 
mouth. 'Then there's my Joy. 

My-a Joy's been here a lot. I've been here twenty-four days, and I've seen him come and go 
twice. You seemto like him.' 

'We came in together.' 

'He's a cool boy. And he has good teeth.' 

'Yeah, I noticed that.' 

'Pearly whites. Not a lot of kids in here have that. I myself wonder what happened to Ebony's 
teeth.' 'What's wrongwith them?' I turn. 

'Don't look. She has none, you didn't notice? She's on a liquid diet. Just gums. I wonder if she 
sold 'em, tooth by tooth...' 

I bite my tongue. I can't help it. I shouldn't be laughing at any of these kids, and neither 
should Humble, but maybe it's okay, somewhere, somehow, because we're enjoying life? I'm notsure. 
My-a Joy, two tables away, notices my stifled laughter, smiles at me, and laughs himself. 

'I told-jah:it comestoyahl' 


'There we go. What is going on in his mind?' Humble asks. 



I can't help it. It's too much. I crack up. Juice and chicken tender bits spray my plate. 


'Oh, I got you now,' Humble continues. 'And here comes the guest of honor: Solomon.' 

The Hasidic Jewish boy comes in holding up his pants. He still has food in his beard. He grabs 
his tray and opensa microwaved packetof spaghettiand starts shoveling it into his mouth, making 
slurping, gulping groans. 

'This boy eats once a day but it's like his last day on earth,' Humble says. 'I think he'sthe 
most far gone of everybody. He's got like a direct audience with God.' 

Solomon looks up, twists his head from side to side, and resumes eating. 

Humble drops to a true whisper. 'He did a few hundred tabs of acid and blew his pupils out. 
His eyeballs are probably dilated.' 

'Noway.' 

'Absolutely. It's a certain cult of the Hasidics: the Jewish Acid Heads. There's like a part of 
their holy writings that tell them it's the way to talk to God. But he took it too far.' 

Solomon gets up, leaves his tray disgustedly at the table, and moves out of the room with 
alarming speed. 

'He's like the Mole Boy, back to his hole,' Humble says. 'The real Mole Kids are the anorexics; 
you don't even see them.' 

'How ~Sped~ kids are in here?' I ask. 

'They say twenty-five,' Humble says. 'But that's not counting the stowaways.' 

I look around. Charles/ Beth isn't in the room. 

'Did the, uh,you know, Charles? Did he leave?' 'Yeah, the tranny's gone. I left this afternoon. 
Tranny hit on you?' 

'Yeah.' 


'Paullie lets him do that. Gets a kick out of it.' 



'I can't believe he'sjust gone.They don't, like,throwa partyfor you when you leave?' 

'Noway. Kids here don't want to get out. Getting out meansgoingback to the streets or to 
jail or to try and fish their things out of an impounded car, like me. Your kind of situation, with the 
parents and a house: that's rare. And also, with so ~Sped~ kidscomingand going, we'd be nuts to try 
and have a party everytime. We'd end up like Fiend One and FiendTwo.' 

My tray is a mess from the food spraying out. 'You crack me up, Flumble,' I tell him. 

'I know. I'm great-times for everybody. Too bad I'm in here instead of onstage getting paid 

for it.' 


'Why don'tyou try going onstage?' 

'I'm old.' 

'I have to get some napkins.' I rise and go out to Paullie, who hands me a stack. I return, wipe 
off my tray, and start in on the pear. 

'You have a secretadmirer,' Flumble says. 'I should've guessed. I knowhowyou operate.' 

'What?' 

'She was just here. Look at yourchair.' 

I get up and check it. There's a piece of paperlying there, face down. I flip it around, and it 
says HOPE YOU'RE HAVING AGOODTIMES. VISITING HOURS ARETOMORROW FROM 7:00-7:05 P.M.I 
DON'TSMOKE. 'See? Your little girl with the cut-up's face just left it.' Humble gets up.'I had a feeling. 
Now you're starting to look like a rival male. I might have to keep my eye on you.' 

He deposits his tray and gets in line for his meds. I fold the paper up and put it in the pocket 
where my phone used to be. 

Part: 12 

'Dariez! Hey buddyl Phonel' 

I'm sitting with Humble outside the smoking lounge for the 10 P.M. cigarette break, thinking 


about where I was at the last 10 P.M.: justgetting into Mom's bed. Humble doesn'tsmoke, says it's 



disgusting, but everyone else in here does, practically, including the black boy who's afraid of gravity, 
and the big girl, 

Becca, bothof whomi thought were underage. Armelio, Ebony,Joy, Joy, Joy... no matter 
how nuts they all seem, they have no problem migrating to the upper left of the Hand sitting down on 
the couches quietly to wait fortheir particular brand of cigarettes, which I learn the hospital does not, in 
fact, provide forthem-they come in with the packs themselves and the nurses keep them in a special 
tray. Once they pull a cigarette out of their respective packs, they walk single file through a red door, 
passing Nurse Monieec, whose job is to light everybody up. When the doorcloses, the smell drifts out 
from under it and you hear talking everybody talking all at once, as if they saved their wordsfor a time 
when there was smoke to send them through. 

'How're you doing for your first day, Dariez?' Nurse Monieec asked me five minutes ago, as 
she closed the door. 'You don'tsmoke, I see.' 

'No.' 

'That's good. Terrible habit. And it happens so much to kids your age.' 

'A lot of my friends'smoke. I just, you know... never liked it.' 

'I see you are adjusting quite well to the floor.' 

'Yeah.' 

'Good,good, that is so important. Tomorrow we're going to talk more about your 
adjustment and your situation and how you're feeling.' 

'Okay.' 

'You gotto watch out forthis one,' Humble said. 'He'scrafty.' 

'Ohyeah?' Monieecasked. 

I was looking for the blond girl, Joy-1 had to remember to meet her but she wasn't around. 
Neither was Solomon. Next to Humble was the girl he identified as the Professor, watching us with her 
bugged-outeyes. Unprompted, Humble startedtalkingwith me and Monieecaboutthis old girlfriend of 
his, who had, in his words, 'pig-tail nipples, like curly fries. 



I kid you not.' Monieec laughed and laughed. The Professorsaid Humble was disgusting. 
Monieecsaid it was okay to laugh once in a while, and did she have a storyto share? 

'Yeah, we all knowyou had some indiscretions in youryouth. Professor,' Humble prodded. 

The Professor got a dreamy look in hereyes. I almost thought she was going to have a seizure. 
And she said, in a light little voice, with a nasal twinge: 'I had a lot of boys, but I only had one boy.' 

I was wondering where I'd heard that before when Armelio interrupted. 

'C'mon buddy! The phone is foryoul' 'Right.' I get up. 

'You're lucky, buddy. It's afterten. They usually shut the phone off at ten.' 

Shut the phone off. I picture a big lever in my mind, a boy heaving it down. 

'What happens if someone calls and the phone's off?' 

'It just rings and rings,' Humble yells out, 'and kids knowthey're notin Kansas anymore.' 

I walk down the hall. The pay-phone receiveris hangingand swaying. I pick it up. 

'Hello?' 

'Hey, is this the loony bin?' It's Kristopher. It's Kristopher, high. 

'How'd you get this number?' I ask. The boy with the beard, who I saw rocking in the dining 
room when I first came in, is pacing the central hall, staring at me. 

'My girl gave it to me, what do you think? What's it like in there, dude?' Kristopher asks. 

'How do you know where I am?' 

'I looked it up, boy! Do you think I'm an idiot? I go to the same school as you! I did a reverse 
numbersearch and found exactly where you are: UMPC Hospital, Adult Psychiatric! Dude, how'd you get 
in an aduit? Do they serve beerupthere?' 

'Kristopher, c'mon.' 

'i'm serious. How about giris? Are the re any hot girls around-ow!' 



I hear laughing in the background, above rap. 'Gimme the phone!' Richard's high-pitched 
bleat comesthroughthe line. 

'Lemmetalki' 

Richard comes into focus: 'Dude, can you get me any Vicodin?' 

Howls. Howls of laughter. And in the background, Emmah protesting: 'Boys, don't bother 

him.' 

'Gimme-Dariez, no, seriously.' Kristopher is back on. 'I'm a really sorry dude. I... just, how are 

you, boy?' 

'I'm... okay.' I'm startingto sweat. 

'What happened?' 

'I didn't have a good night, and I checked myself into the hospital.' 

'What's that mean, 'didn't have a good night'?' 

The boy in my stomach is back, tugging at me. I want to vomit on the phone. 

'I'm depressed, okay, Kristopher?' 

'Yeah, I know, aboutwhat?' 

'No, boy, I'm depressed in general. I have like, clinical depression.' 

'No way! You're like the happiest boy I know!' 

'What are you talking about?' 

'That's a joke, Dariez. You're like the craziest person I know. Rememberonthe bridge? But, 
you know, the problem is you don't chill enough. Like even when you're here, you're always worried 
about school or something; you never just kick back and let things slide, you know what I mean? We're 
having a party tonight- where are you going to be?' 

'Kristopher, who's in the room?' 


'Emmah, Richard, Scruggs, uh... my friend Delilah.' I don'teven know Delilah. 



'So, all these kids know where I am now.' 


'Dude, we think it's awesome where you are I We want to visit I' 

'I can't believe you.' 

'What?' 

'I can't believe you're doingthis.' 

'Don't be a girl. You know if I was in the mental ward, you'd call me up and rag on me a little. 
It's because we're friends, boy!' 'It's not a mental ward.' 

'What?' 

'It's a psychiatric hospital. It's forshort-stay patients. A mental ward is longer.' 

'Well, clearly you've been there long enough to be an expert. 

How long are you staying?' 'Until I have a baseline established.' 'What doesthat mean? 
Wait, I still don't get it: what was wrong with you in the first place?' 

'I told you. I'm depressed. I take pills for it as yourgirlfriend.' 

'Like my girlfriend?' 

'Dariez, shut up!' Emmah yells in the background. 

'My girlfriend doesn'ttake any pills,' Kristophersays. 

Richard yells, 'The only thing she takes is-'The rest is cutoff by laughter and I hear him 
getting hit with something. 

'Maybe you should talk to hera little moreandfigure outwhat she'sactually like,' I say. 'You 
might learn something.' 

'You're telling me how to treat Emmah now?' Kristopher asks. I hear him lick his lips. 'What, 
like I don't know whatthis is really about?' 


'What, Kristopher. What is it really about?' 



'You want my girl, dude. You've wanted herforlike two years. You're mad that you didn't get 


her,and nowyou've decided to turn to be mad into beingdepressed, and nowyou're off somewhere, 
probably getting turned into somebody's bitch, trying to play the pity card to get her to end up with you 
... And I call you as a friend to try and lighten your mood and you hit me with all of this crap? Who do 
youthink you are?' 

'Yo, Kristopher.' 

'What.' 

I'm going to do a trick Richard showed me. He used to do it a long time ago, and I think 
Kristopher's forgotten it. 

'Yo.' 

'What?' 

'Yo.' 

'What?!' 

'Yo, yo,yo,yo, yo-' 

I pause. Hold it, hold it... 

'Fuck you.' 

And I slam the phone down. 

It hits my fingerand I go howling into my room, nextto Joy. 

'What happened?' He asks. 

'I don't have any friends,' I say, jumping and holding my finger. 

'This is a tough thing to learn.' 

I look out the window, through the blinds, into the night. Now I'm really screwed. I run my 
fingerundercold water in our bathroom. I didn'tthink I could get more screwedthan last night, but 
here I am. I'm in a hospital. I've sunkto the lowest place I can be. I'm in a place where I'm not allowed to 



shave by myself-even if I needed to shave biologically-because they're worried that I'll use the razors on 
myself. And everyone knows. I'm in a place where kids have no teeth and eat liquid food. And everyone 
knows. I'm in a place where the boy I eat with lives in his car. And everyone knows. 

I can't function here anymore. I mean in life: I can't function in this life. I'm no betteroff than 
when I was in bed last night, with one difference: when I was in my own bed-or my mom's I could do 
somethingabout 

It; nowthat I'm here I can't do anything. I can't ride my bike to the Kinzua Bridge; I can't take 
a whole bunch of pills and go for the good sleep; the only thing I can do is crush my head in the toilet 
seat, and I still don't even know if that would work. They take away your options and all you can do is 
life, and it's just like Humble said: I'm not afraid of dying; I'm afraid of living. I was afraid before, but I'm 
afraid to even more nowthat I'm a public joke. The teachers are going to hear from the students. They'll 
think I'm trying to make an excuse for bad work. 

I getin bed and putthe single top-sheetoverme.'This-freakingsucks.' 

'You are depressed?'Joy says. 

'Yeah.' 

'I, too, sufferfrom depression.' 

I fee I the Cycling starting again-l'm going to get out of here at some point and have to go 
back into my real life. This place isn't real. This is a facsimile of life, for broken kids. I can handle the 
facsimile, but I can't handle the real thing. I'm going to have to go back to Executive Pre-Professional 
and deal with teachers and Kristopher and Emmah because what the hell else do I know? I staked 
everythingonthat stupid test. What else am I good at? 

Nothing- I'm good at nothing. 

I get up and go to the nurses' station. 

'I'm not going to be able to sleep.' 

'You're notable to sleep?'The nurse is a white-haired little old lady with glasses. 


'No, I know I'm not going to be able to sleep,' I respond. 'I'm taking preemptive action.' 



'We have a sedative, called Atavan. It's injectable. It'll relaxyou and make you sleep.' 


'Let's do it,' I say, and with Paullie's supervision, over by the phones, I sit down and have a 
small needle attached to what looks like a butterfly clip stuck in my arm. I stare forward as something 
yellow is pumped into me and then I stumble off into my room-stumble because I can feel it hitting me 
even as I get up from the chair. It's some kind of powerful muscle relaxant, and loving hands pull me 
down as I crash into bed past time, but the last thought I have before I go to sleep is: 

Great, soldier, nowyou're depressed and, inthe hospital, and a drug addict. And everyone 

knows. 


Nurse Monieec brings me into the same office that I was interviewed inthe day before, to 
ask me how I'm adjusting. I look at the whitewalls and the table where she showed me the pain chart 
and think that I've actually come kind of far since yesterday; I've eaten and slept; you can't deny that. 
Eating and sleeping will do a body good. I needed the shot, though. 

'Howare wefeelingtodayP'sheasks. 

'Fine. Well, I couldn'tsleep last night. I had to take a shot.' 

'I sawon yourchart. Whydoyouthinkyou couldn'tsleep?' 

'My friends called. They were kind of... making fun of my whole situation.' 'And why would 
they do that?' 

'I don't know.' 

'Maybe they are not your friends.' 'Well, I told them... 'Screw you,' basically. The main one, 
Kristopher. I told him 'Screwyou." 

'Did that make you feelgood?' 

I sigh. 'Yeah. There was a girl too.' 

'Whowould that be?' 

'Emmah. One of myfriends.' 


'And her?' 



'I'm done with her, too.' 


'So, you made a lot of big decisions on your first day here.' 

'Yes.' 

'This happens to boy's kids:they come and makebig decisions. Sometimesthey are good 
decisions, sometimes bad.' 

'Well, I hope good, obviously.' 

'Me too. How do you feel aboutthe decisions?' 

I picture Emmah and Kristopher dissolving, replaced by Joy and that girl too. 

'It was the right thing to do.' 

'Wonderful. Now, you've made some new friends here as well, isn't that true?' 

'Sure.' 

'I noticed you talking with Humboldt Koperoutsidethe smoking lounge last night.' 

'Isthat his real name?' I laugh. 'Yeah, well, right, you weretalking, too. We all were.' 

'Yes. Now, you might not want to become so friendly with your fellow patients on the floor.' 
'Why not?' 

'That can distract kids from the healing process.' 

'How?' 

'This is a hospital. It's not a place to make friends. Friends are wonderful, but this place is 
aboutyou and makingyou feel better.' 

'But...' I fidget. 'I respect Humble. I respect Joy. I have more respectforthem after a day and 
a half than I do for most kids ... in the world, really.' 'Just be careful of forming close relationships, Dariez. 

Focus on yourself.' 


'Okay.' 



'Only then does healing take place.' 

'All right.' 

Nurse Monieecleans back with her moonface. 

'Asyou know, we have certain activities on thefloor.' 

'Right.' 

'On your first day, you are excused from activities, but afterthat, you are expected to attend 
on a daily basis.' 

'Okay.' 

'That meansyou start today. This is an opportunityforyou toexploreyourinterests.So, I ask 
you: what are yourhobbies?' Bad question, Monieec. 

'I don't have any.' 

'Aha. None at all?' 

'No.' 

I work, Monieecand 1 think aboutwork,and I freakoutabout work,and I thinkabout how 
much I thinkabout work, and I freakoutabout how much I thinkabout work, and I think about how 
freaked out I get about how much I think about work. Does that count as a hobby? 

'I see.'She takes some notes. 'So-o, we can put you in any activity group.' 'I guess.' 

'And you'll go?' 

'Can I play cards with Armelio in the groups?' 

'No.' 

'Will participating in them get me out of here on Thursday?' 

'I cannot say for sure. But not participating will be viewed as a step back in the healing 


process.' 



'Okay. Sign me up.' 


Nurse Monieec marks a sheet in her lap. 'Your first activity will be arts and crafts this evening, 
before dinner, with Lacey in the activity lounge, which is through the doors behind the nurses' station.' 

'I thoughtthosedoorsdidn'topen.' 

'We can openthem, Dariez.' 

'When does it start?' 

'Seven.' 

'Oh. I won't be there exactly at seven.' 

'Why's-that?' 


'I have to meet with someone atseven.' 

'A visitor?' 

'Sure,' I lie. 

'Afriend?' 

'Well, yeah. So far. I hope so.' 

At 6:52 P.M. 

I position myself atthe endofthe hall where I metwith my parentsyesterdayand again 
today-around three, without Sarah this time; she was at a friend's house. 

Dad didn'tcrack any jokesand Mom broughtthe shirt forJoy, who shook herhand and told 
her Your girl is great and she told him she knew that. Dad asked whether we got to watch movies... and 
I told him that we did, but that since so ~Spec/~ kids were older, it was really boring movies with Cary 
Grant and Greta Garbo and stuff, and he asked if I wouldn't enjoy him bringing oversaw II on DVD. 

And I checked with Howard and it turned out the hospital had a DVD player like everyone 
else in the world and so Dad and I made a date for Wednesday night, in three days, when he didn't have 
to work late. He'd come by with Blade II and we'd all watch it. 



The place I'm sitting in is the part of the H that mirrors the part nexttothe smoking lounge; 
Joy said she didn't smoke, so I think she wants to meet here. I did n't tell my parents about her. I did tell 
them that I talked to my friends, that it didn't go well, butthat they were probably part of the problem 
anyway and it was good to stay away from them for a while. Mom said she knew my friends smoked pot 
and they were probably a bad influence anyway. Dad said Now you yourself haven't smoked pot, right, 
Dariez? and I told him no, no I hadn't, not before the SATs as hetold me. And we all laughed. 

They asked how I was eatingand I told them I was eatingfine, which wastrue. 

They asked how I was sleeping and I told them I was sleeping fine, which I hoped would be 
true tonight. 

Now I sit with my legs crossed, only I thinkthat looks weird, so I uncross them, only now I'm 
cold and nervous, so I cross them again. Right at 7:00 P.M. Joy, in the same clothes I saw her in 
yesterday- dark Capri pants and a white wife-beater- comes down the hall. 

She sits in the chair nexttomeand movesthe hair away from her face with small fingers 
with no nail polish on them. 

'You came,' she says. 

'Well, yeah, you passed me a note. That's like the firsttime a girl passed me a note.' I smile-1 
try to sit up and look good in my chair. 

'We're goingto make this quick,' she says. 'And it's going to be a game.' 'Five minutes, right?' 

'Right- here's the game: it's just questioned. I ask you a question, and you ask me a question.' 

'Okay. Do you have to answer?' 

'If you want, you can answer. But no matter what, you have to end with anotherquestion.' 
'So-we're trading questions. Like twentyquestions. Why dowe have to talk like this?' 

'It's the best way to get to know a person. And in five minutes we can do way more than 
twentyquestions. If we don'tdilly-dally. 


I'm starting. Ready?' 



I concentrate. 'Yeah.' 'No, answerwith a question. Don'ttell me you're stupid. Are you 


stupid?' 


'No!' I shake my head. 'Uh ... are you ready?' 

'There you go. We're on. First question: Do you think I'm gross-looking?' 

Gosh, she cuts right to the chase. I took her over. I'm a little ashamed of how I do it because I 
look at herfromthe bottom up like I would if she were onthe Internet. I look at herfeetendingin 
simple black sneakers and her small ankles and her pale lower legs and the indentation in the Capri 
pants where the pants start, under her knee, and up her body to her small waist and then the sharp 
bulge of her breasts and then her neck, coming through the uneven, distended neckline of her wife- 
beater, and her small chin and lips. The cuts on herface line her cheeks and forehead: little parallel 
slashes, three together in each place, with clumps of white skin on the ends where they're healing. They 
don'tlook like very deep cuts, and they're thin-l haveafeelingthat whentheyhealup,she'll lookjust 
fine. And she's beautiful. No question. Hereyes are green and knowing. 

'No, you look awesome,' I say. 

'What's your question?' 

'Uh, whydid you pass me the note?' 

'I thought you were interesting. Whydid you do what it said?' 

'I...' I can't think up a fake answerquickly enough. 'I'm a straight boy, you know. So- if a girl 
talks to me or whatever. I'll do exactly what she says.' Wait, now: make it a compliment. 

'Especially if it's a pretty girl.' I smile. 

'You're notverygood at this game. What'syourquestion?' 

'Oh- Right. Ah... are you straight?' 

She sighs. 'Yes. Don'tgettoo excited. You don't have a boner, do you?' 

'No! 'I cross my legs. 'No. So... how'd you get here?' 


'Oh, that's a big one. Crossingthe line. What do you think?' 



'Someone came in on you while you were cutting yourface?' 


'Ding-ding- ding! Afterward,actually. I wasbleedingall overthesink. How'dyouget here?' 
'I checked myself in. When did you get here?' 

'Why did you checkyourself in? Twenty-one days ago. Whoops. Reversethose. Pretend I 
ended with the question.' She rubs her arms. 

'I wasn't doing we II. I called, you know, the Suicide Hotline, and they told me to come here. 
Why have you been here so long?' 

'They're notsure I won't hurt myself again. What medication are you on?' 'Zoloft. What 
aboutyou?' 

'Paxil-where doyou live?' 

'Around here... Where doyou live?' 

'Knox-whatdoyour parents do?' 

'My mom designs greeting cards and my dad works in health insurance. What about you?' 
'My mom's a lawyer and my dad's dead. Do you wantto know how he died?' 

'I'm sorry. How? Do I wantto know?' 

'That's two questions. Yes, you do. He died fishing. He fell off a boat. Isn't that the stupidest 
thing you everheard?' 

'No. Not by a long shot' I say. 'You want to know what I think is the stupidest way to die?' 
'What?' 

'Auto-erotic asphyxiation. You knowwhatthat is?' 

'When kids putropesaroundthemselveswhilethey'rejerkingoff, right?' 

'Right-1 read about it in the DSM. Have you everreadthe DSM?' 


'The big book of psych disorders?' 



'Yeah!' 


'Of course. Have you overheard of Undine's Curse?' 

'Oh my God! I thought I was the only one who knew about that. Where you forget howto 
breathe. Uh... wheredidyoufirstseethe DSM?' 

'On my shrink's bookshelf- You?' 

'Same. You call them'shrinks'too?' 

'That's what they are, right?' 

'What doesthateven mean?' 

'I think'head shrinks,' because they shrink kids' heads. You think I have all the answers?' 

I stop. I need a break. I put my hands on my knees and rock forward. This game is hard. 'Is 
your name really Joy?' 

'Whywouldn'tit be?' 

'After the whole thing at lunch yesterday, I don't know what to believe. Do you know what 
my name is?' 'Of course. Dariez Gilner. 

You think I'm an idiot?' 

'Mow'd you know my last name?' 

'I read your bracelet. You wantto read mine?' 

"Joy Hinton.' Hey...' I think, 'So here's one: Did you know what was going to happen at lunch 
yesterday?' 

'With 'Beth'? Of course. Hedoesthat to everybody. 

What I'm curious about is this: why'dyou come over?"l thoughtshe-uh, he was, ya know, a 
girl. And I got asked-' 


'Why did you come here?" 



'Wait, I forgotto ask you a question. 


'That's okay. You have one point. Why'd you come here?' 

'Um, I thought I said: because you're a girl. And you asked me. And you seem cool?'You 
already said she's beautiful; now show you're not shallow and say she's cool. 

'Watching you try and answerthese questions right is hilarious. You're a silly boy. You know 
you're silly, right?' 

Joy leans back and stretches. Her hair falls away from her face and her cuts scream up into 
the light. The lines of herwifebeaterechoherhair. 

'You knowthose cutson yourface really aren'tthat bad?' 

'How long have I been here, Dariez?' 

'You told metwenty-onedays. Isthattrue?' 

'Yeah. Can you imagine whatthey looked like when I came in?' 

'Are they going to scar?' 

'I have to have surgery to clear them up. You think I should?' 

'No. Why hide whatyou've been through?' 

'I don't know if that's really a question. It's too obvious. Wouldn't I be happier without scars?' 
'I don't know. It's tough to tell what would make you happy. I thought I'd be happier in a really tough 
high school, and I ended up here. Wait, where doyougo to school?' 

'Delfin.'That's a private school in Knox; I think it's the last one where they have to wear 
uniforms. 'You?' 

'Executive Pre-Professional. Do you have to wear uniforms?' 

'Are you like a school-uniform pervert?' 

'No. Well... no.' 


'Two points. You didn't ask a question. Do you like this game?' 



'I like talking to you. It's like a math problem. Do you like talking to me?' 


'It's all right. Do you like math?' 

'I thought I was good at it, but it turns out I'm a year behind everybody else. You?' 

'I'm bad at school. I spend most of my time in ballet. But I'm not tall enough for that. Have 
you ever been not tall enough for anything?' 

'Maybe some rides, when I was a little kid. Why?' 

'I'm still too shortforthose rides. It sucks to be short. 

Rememberthat.' She stops. 

'One pointforyou.' 

'That's three foryou. Game over.' 

'Okay, cool.' I sit back in my seat. 'Phew. What now?' 

'That's a good question. I have no idea. I've got to go to arts and crafts.' 

'Metoo.' 

'You want to go together?' 

'Sure.' I stop. That's a come-on, isn't it? 'Can we... uh... can I like - kiss you or whatever?' 
Joy leans back and laughs and laughs. 'No, you can't kiss me! 

What, you think we play the game once and yougetto kiss me?' 'Well, I thought we had a 
thing going.' 

'Dariez.' She leans in and looks me right in the eyes. 'No.' She smiles. The cuts crinkle. 

'Do you know when you're leaving?' I ask. 

'Thursday.' 


My heart jumps. 'Metoo.' I start to lean forward- 'No. No, Dariez. Arts and crafts.' 



'Okay.' I get up. I hold out my hand for Joy. She ignores it. 


'Race you!' she says, and sprints down the hall into the activity lounge, with me following, 
trying to keep up- how can I not, when my legs are so much longer? Does ballet teach you to run? 
Howard yells at us as we pass the nurses' station-'KidsI Kids! 

No running on thefloorl'-but I really don't care. 

'So- who here likes to draw-aww-w7 Lacey asks. Lacey is a big smiling lady with lots of 
makeup and bracelets. She rules the activity lounge, which is exactly like the art room I had when I was 
in kindergarten. There are patient-contributed paintings of hamburgers and dogs... 

...And kites onthe walls and thenthere are posters- OBSTACLES ARETHOSE FRIGHTENING 
THINGSTHAT APPEAR WHEN WE TAKE OUR MIND OFF OURGOALS; DREAMS ARE ONLY DREAMS UNTIL 
YOU WAKEUP ANDMAKETHEM REAL; THINGS I HAVE TO DO TODAY: 1) BREATHE IN 2) BREATHE OUT. 

The alphabet, thankfully, is nowhere to be seen; if I saw Aa Bb, I'd probably start the Cycling 
again. There is one interesting poster: KIDS WITH MENTALILLNESS CONTRIBUTETO OUR WORLD. It lists- 
Abraham Lincoln, Ernest Hemingway, Winston Churchill, Isaac Newton, Sylvia Plath, and a bunch of 
othersmart kids who were kind of nuts. 

It's depressing, though. I mean, this room is what I expect a mental hospital to look like. 
Adults reduced to children, sitting with finger paints; a jolly supervisor telling them that everythingthey 
do is great. But isn't this what I was asking for when I was filling out my menus? 

Part: 13 

You wanted preschool, soldier, you got to preschool. 

I wanted the comfort of preschool, not the ambiance. 

You got to take the good with the bad. Like your little chick here. I bet you did n't think you'd 
come in here and find a fine filly like that. 

Well, she's nota filly. 

I have a feelingfilly meansgirlfriend. I look at Joy. 


We're trying to decide where to sit. I only talked with heronce. 



She likes you, boy, and if you can't tell that, you aren'tgoing to be able to tell a rifle from a 
cap gun in this war. 

What war is that, again? 

The one you're fighting with yourown head. Right, howare we doing? 

You're making gains, soldier, can't you see that? Joy and I sit with Humble and the Professor. 
'I see you two have made each other's acquaintance,' Humble says. 

'Leave them alone,' the Professorsays. 

'Where were you?' Humble continues. 'Were you in a tree, K-l-S-S-l-N-G?' 

'No.' 

'Nothing's happening,' Joy says. 

'We're justsitting together,' I say. "Dariezand Noelle, sitting in a tree-" He gets up and puts 
his hands on his hips, sashaying. 

'Hold on, now, what's going on here?' Lacey comes over. 'Is the re a problem, Mr. Koper?' 

'No- What? What are you talking about?' He holds up his hands, sits down. 'You mean me?' 

Lacey scoffs and announces: 'This is free-period arts recreational therapy, for all you 
latecomersl' Humble points at me and Joy, making a little shame on yourgesture. 'That meansyou can 
draw whatever you feel like. It's a great chance to explore your creativity and find out what you like to 
do for leisure I Leisure is very important!' 

Lacey comes up behind me when she's done announcing: 

'You're new. Hi, my name is Lacey. I'm the recreation director.' 

'Dariez,' I shake herhand. 

'You want a pencil and paper, Dariez?' 

'No. I don't have anythingto do. I can't draw.' 'Sure, you can. It doesn't have to be 
representative. You can dothe abstract. Do you wantto crayons?' 



'No.' God, it's so embarrassing. Being asked if you want crayons. 


'How about paints?' 

'I told you, I can't draw.' 

'Paints are for painting, not drawing.' 

'Well, I can't do that either.' 

'What about markers?' 

'No.' 

'Everyone?' Lacey turnstothe room. 'Ournewguest, Dariez, has what we call an artistic 
block. He doesn't have anythingto draw!' 

'That's too bad, buddy!'Armelio yells from his table. 'You want to play cards?' 

'Armelio, no cards in here. Now, can anyone give Dariez something he can draw?' 

'Fish!'Joyyells out. 'Fish are easy.' 

'Pills,' Joy says. 

'Joy,' Lacey admonishes. 'We do not draw pills.' 'Salad,' says Ebony. 

'She wants you to draw it, but she sure as hell can't eat it,' Humble guffaws. 

'Mister Koper! That's it. Please leave the room.' 'Oh-h,' everybody says. 

'That's right!' Ebony calls. She makes the umpire gesture. 'You're outta here!' 'Fine,' Humble 
stands up. 'Whatever. Blame me. Blame the boy who has total respect for everybody else.' He gathers 
his things, which is nothing and steps out of the activity lounge. 'You're all a bunch of yuppies!' 

I watch him go. 


'You can draw a cat!' the boy who's afraid of gravity says. 'I used to have one. It died.' 



'Rolling pin/ the bearded boy says. It's the first words I've heard him say since I saw him in 
the dining room on my way in. He still rocks, and he still paces the halls wheneverhe isn'tshuttled into a 
room. 


'What was that, Robert?' Laceyasks. 'That's very good. 

What did you say?' 

But he clams up. He won'tsayit again. Rolling pin. I wonderwhatthat meansto him. If I had 
one thing to say, I don't think it would be a rolling pin. It would probably be sex. 

Or shift... 

'He can drawsomethingfrom his childhood,'Joy says nextto me. 

'Oh, there's a good one. Joy, you want to speak up?' 

She sighs, then announcestothe room: 'Dariez can draw somethingfrom his childhood.' 

'That's right,' Lacey nods. 'Dariez, do you like any of these suggestions?' 

But I'm already gone. I've gotthe river started at the top of the page, looking down to meet 
with a second river. No, wait, you have to put in the roads first, because the bridges go overthe water, 
remember? Highways first, then rivers, the streets. It's all coming back to me. How long has it been since 
I did this? Since I was nine? How could I forget? I slash a highway across the center of the page and 
make it meet with another in a beautiful spaghetti interchange. One rampgoesoffthe junction through 
a park and ends in a circle, a nice hubbub of residential activity. The blocks start out from there. The 
map is forming. 

My own city... 

'Oh, somebody got Dariez's mind unblocked!' Lacey announces from the other end of the 
room. I glance back. Ebony, who's been sittingoverthere, goes through the arduous process of getting 
up with hercane and walks toward me. 'I wantto see.' 'Huh, thanks Ebony,' I say, turning back to the 
map. She looks over my shoulder. 'Oooh that's pretty,' she says. 

'What is it?' Armelio yells. 


'Let's not yell across the room,' Lacey says. 



'That is extraordinary/the Professorsays nextto me. 


'I deserve half-credit/ says Joy, sketch ingout a flower to my right. She glances at me through 
the sides of hereyes. 'You know I do.' 

'You do,' I tell her, taking a breakto look at her. I go back to the map. It's flowing out of me. 
'Isthat somebody's brain?' Ebony asks. 

I look up at her, rolling hermouth and smiling down. I look at the map. It's not a brain, 
clearly; it's a map; can't she see the rivers and highways and interchanges? But I see how it could look 
like a brain, like if all roadsweretwisted neurons, pullingyouremotionsfromone place to another, 
bringing the city to life. A working brain is probablya lot like a map, where anybody can getfrom one 
place to anotheron thefreeways. It'sthe nonworkingbrainsthatget blocked, that have dead ends, that 
are underconstruction like mine. 

'Yeah,' I say, noddingup at her. 'Yeah.That's exactly what it is. It'sa brain.'And I stop my 
map in the middle-thiswas always a problem for me, finishing the damn things; I always ran out of 
energy before I gotto the edge of the page and draw ahead around it. I put a nose and two paired 
indentationsforlips and a neck running down. I draw the head so that right where the brain would be is 
this blob of city street map. I make a traffic circle the eye and bring down boulevards to lead to the 
mouth, and Ebony giggles above me taps her cane. 

'It's so pretty!' 

'It's all right,' I say, looking down. I decide it's done. I can do better. I put my initials in the 
bottom-CG, like 'computer-generated'-and putthe picture aside. I ask formore paper and start the next 
one. 


It's easy- It's easy and pretty and I can do it. I can make these things forever. Forthe rest of 
the arts and crafts, I make five. 

I getso concentrated that I don't even notice when 

Joy leaves. I only find her note, sitting nextto me, decorated with a flower, as I gatherup my 


things from the room. 



IM TAKING A BREAK FROM YOU. CAN'TGETTOO ATTACHED. THE NEXT MEETING WILL BE 
TUESDAY, SAMETIMES AND PLACE. DON'TBE WORRIED THAT IT'S SUCH A LONG WAIT. I THINKYOU'RE 
LOVELY. 


I fold the note and put it in my pocket nextto the otherone. Afterartsand crafts is dinner, 
where Humble tells me he forgives me for getting him in trouble, and I thank him, and after dinner is 
cards with Armelio, who tells me that now that I've gotten a little experience under my belt, I might be 
readyforthe big card tournamentthey're havingtomorrow night. 

'Do you play with real money?' I ask. 

'Nope, buddy! We play with buttons!' 

I hang outside the lounge during cigarette break-1 basically just follow the group; wherever 
they go, I go and talk with Joy about my day. Then I go into my room with my map/brain art. My bed 
hasn'tbeen made duringthe daytheydon'tpamperyou in Six North-butthe pillowhas returnedtoits 
normal shape, no longer dented in by my sweaty head, and when I lie down it letsout the air in the 
slowest, soothing hiss I've ever heard. 

'You are feeling better?' Joy asks. 

'Quitea bit,' I say. 'You've reallygotto getout ofthe room more, Joy. There's a whole world 
out there.' 'I pray every day that someday I will get better like you.' 

'I'm not that much better, boy.' 

But I'mgood enough tosleep. No shot necessary. 

The nextday is Mondayand I should be at school. 

I shouldn't be eating with Humble and hearing about what his girlfriend used to do to him 
everyday time-they passed a Burger King. I should be at school. I shouldn't be explaining to Ebony's 
friend on the phone that what I drew was a map of her brain and having her echo 'He's so good, 
Marlene, she'ssogood.' I should be at school. 

I shouldn't betaking my Zoloft in line behind Joy, who is dressed in my shirt for his interview. 


I should be at school. 



I workup the courage to getto the phones at 11 A.M. 


and check the messages. 'Hey, Dariez, it's Kristopher, listen, I'm really sorry, boy. 

The truth is, I probably-well, I got into a big fight with Emmah afteryou told me she was on 
pills and... I think I might have some of that depression stuff, too. Lately, I've been like, unable to get out 
of bedsometimesand I'm just...yah' know, reallysleepy and I lose my train of thought. So-like, I 
probably called you the other night like that because I was projecting, that's what Emmah says, and I'm 
seriously interested in visiting you. I and Emmah are having problems.' 

I call him back and leave a message for him. I tell him that if he feels depressed, he should go 
to his general physician first and get a referral to psychopharmacology and go through the process as I 
did. I tell him that it's nothing to be ashamed of. I tell him I'm glad he called but I don't know whether he 
should visit because I'm really sorting my stuff out here and I think I'd like to keep in here and the 
outside world as separate as possible. And I ask him what's going on between him and Emmah, whether 
they made up yet. 

'Hello, Dariez,this is Mr. Reynoldsagain-' 

I call him back and leave a message that I'm in the hospital for personal reasons and that he'll 
have his labs when I'm good and ready to do them. I tell him that I'll provide any documentation from 
doctors-including psych pharmacologists, psychiatrists, psychologists, nurses, recreation directors, and 
President Armelio-that I am being cared for right now in a facility where the stresses of doing labs are 
not allowed. And I tell him that if he wants to talk to me again, he can call the number here, and don't 
be alarmed if someone answers, 'Jack's Pub.' 

'Hey, Dariez, this is Jenna, I'm one of Emmah'sfriends, and like ... okay, this is really 
embarrassing, but do you want to hangout time-soon? I heard about all this stuff you went through like 
you're in the hospital or whatever, and my last boyfriend was really insensitive about that stuff because 
I kind of go through that stuff too? And so I thoughtyou'd probably understand me, and I always 
thoughtyou were cute-we meteach othera couple... but I always thoughtthatyou were soshy thatyou 
wouldn't be fun to hang out with; I didn't realize you were like, depressed.' 

-And- 


'I thinkthat's really brave of you to admit it and I justthink we should hangout.' 



Well. I call Jenna back and leave her a message that I can hang out with her next week maybe. 

That's it- the other messages are from Richard and Scruggs and they're about pot and I 
ignore them. I put thephone down without slamming it on my finger. 

Joy is right in front of me. 

'I followyour advice. Come out of the room.' 

'Hey, good morning! How are you?' 

He shrugs. 'Okay. What is to do?' 

'There's lots of stuff to do. Do you like to draw?' 

'Eh.' 

'Do you like to play cards?' 

'Eh.' 

'Do you like to... listen to music?' 

'Yes."Great!Okay-' 

'Only Italy music.' 

'Huh.' I try to think of where I can get Italian music, or even what it's called when suddenly 
Solomon flops past in his sandals. 

'Excuse me if you please, I am trying to rest!' he yells at us. Joy takes one look at him and 
curls his face into a laugh, his glasses rising above his nose. 

'What is the problem?' Solomon asks. 

'Seventeen days!'Joy says. 'Seventeen days the Jewwill nottalk to me! And nowhedoes. I 
am honored.' 

'I wasn'ttalking to you, I was talking to him,' Solomon points at me. 


'Have you boys met?' I ask. 



Joyand Solomon shake hands-Solomon's pants fall down a little buthe bowshis legs to hold 
them up. Then betakes his hand back and stalks off. Joy turns to me: 'This I think is enough for one day.' 
And he goes back into our room. 

I shake my head. 

The phone rings next to me. I call for Armelio. He scoots up, grabs the receiver, says 'Jack's 
Pub,' and hands the phone to me. 

'Me?' 


'Yeah, buddy.' 

I take the phone. 'I'm looking for Dariez Gilner,' an authoritative voice says through the line. 

'Ah, speaking. Who is this?' 

'This is Mr. Alfred Janowitz, Dariez. I'm your principal at 

Executive Pre-Professional High?' 

'Holy crapl' I say, and I hang up. 

The phone starts ringing again. I stand by it and ignore it, explaining to Armelio and everyone 
else who passes that it's forme but that I can't answer. They understand completely. It's the principal. I 
was right. I've seenthis boy before;he'sthe one who greeted uson that firstday when I washigh with 
Kristopherand told us that only the best had been accepted and only the best would be rewarded. He's 
the one who drops by classes and looks us overas we take tests and gives out chocolates as if that 
makes up for it. He's the one who says 'your school day shouldn't end until five o'clock' and is always in 
the newspapersasthe mostno-nonsenseprincipalaround and now he'son my ass because he knows 
I'm crazy and knows I haven't been doing my homework. I should never have left that message for Mr. 
Reynolds. This is it. I'm being expelled. I'm out of school. I'm never going to go to high school again. I'm 
nevergoingto go to college. 

Whenthe phonefinally dies, I start pacing. 


I was right all along. What was I thinking? You add upyour little victories in here and think 
they count for something. You get lulled into thinking Six North is the real world. You make friends and 



have a pithy little conversation with a girl, and you think you've succeeded, Dariez? You haven't 
succeeded in the slightest. You have n't won anything. You haven't proven anything. You have n't gotten 
better. You have n't gotten a job. You aren't making any money. You're in here costing the state money, 
taking the same pills you took before. You're wasting your parents' money and the taxpayers' money. 
You don't have anything really wrong with you. 

This was all an excuse, I think. I was doingfine. I had a 93 average and I was holding my head 
above water. I had good friends and a loving family. And because I needed to be the center of attention, 
because I needed something more, I ended up here, wallowing in myself, trying to convince everybody 
around me that I have some kind of... disease. 

I don't have any disease. I keep pacing. Depression isn't a disease. It's a pretext for being a 
prima donna. Everybody knows that. Myfriends know it; my principal knows it. The sweating has started 
again. I can feelthe Cycling roaring up in my brain. I haven't done anything right. What have I done, 
made a bunch of little pictures? That doesn't count as anything. I'm finished. My principal just called me 
and I hungup on him and didn'tcall back. 

I'mfinished. I'mexpelled. I'mfinished. 

The boy is back in my stomach and I rush to my bathroom, but something about me won't let 
it go. I hunch over the toilet moaning and hacking, but it won't come so I wash my mouth out and get 
into bed. 


'What happened?'Joy asks. 'You neversleepduringtheday.' 

'I'm in big trouble,' I say, and I lie there, getting up only to munch through lunch until Dr. 

Ross comes by at three o'clock and pokes her head into my room. 

'Dariez? I'm here to talk.' 

'I'm really glad to see you.' We're back in the room that Nurse Monieec checks me out in. Dr. 
Ross seems veryfamiliarwith it. 

'I'm glad to see you, too. I'm glad to see you well,' she says. 

'Yeah, it's really been a roller coaster, I have to say.' 


'An emotional roller coaster. 



'Yes.' 

'Where is that roller coaster right now, Dariez?' 

'Down. Way down.' 

'What's got you down?' 

'I got a phone call from my school principal.' 

'And what did he want?' 

'I don'tknow. I hung up.' 

'What do you think he wanted, Dariez?' 

'To expel me.' 

'And why would he wantto do that?' 

'Hello? Because I'm here? Because I'm notin school?' 'Dariez, your principal can't expelyou 
for being in a psychiatric hospital.' 

'Well, you knowall my otherproblems.' 

'What are those?' 

'Hanging out with my friends all the time-, getting depressed, not doing homework...' 

'Uh-huh. Let's hold off on that for a moment, Dariez. I haven't seen you since Friday. Can you 
talk a little bit about howyou came to be here?' 

I give herthe rap. There'smuch more to add to it now,aboutbeingon Six North. About Joy 
and the eating and the notthrowing up and the sleeping, where I'm one fortwo. 

'What's it like compared to Friday, Dariez?' 

'Better. Much, much better. Butthe question is, am I really better, or am I just lulled into a 
false sense of security by this fake environment? I mean, it's not normal here.' 


'Nowhere is normal, Dariez.' 



'I guess not. What's been the news since I've been in here?' 

'Someone tried togas the Four Seasons in Knox.' 'Jeez!' 

'I know.' Dr. Ross smirks.Then she leans in. 'Dariez, there'sonethingyou didn't mention that 
your recreation director did. She said you've been doing art while you've been here.' 

'Oh, yeah, that's nothing, really. Just yesterday.' 

'What is it like?' 

'Well, remember how I told you last time the joy-that I liked to draw maps when I was a little 
kid? It sort of came from that.' 

'How so?' 

'When they gave me a pencil and paper in arts and crafts, I remembered-well, I didn't 
remember, I was actually prompted by 

Joy-' 

'That's the girl you met?' 

'Right.' 

'From the way you describe her I can see a real friendship developing.' 

'Oh, forget a friendship. We are totally going to be going out when I leave, I think.' 

'You thinkyou're readyforthat, Dariez?' 

'Absolutely.' 

'All right.' She takes a note. 'So how did Joy help you?' 

'She suggested that I draw something from my childhood, and that made me re member the 

maps.' 

'I see.' 

'And I started drawing one, butthen Ebony came over-' 



'You're on a first-name basis with all these kids.' 


'Of course.' 

'Have you everconsidered yourself good at making friends, 

Dariez?' 

'No!' 

'But you can make friends here.' 

'Right... Well, here is different.' 

'How is it different?' 

'It's, I don't know... there's no pressure.' 

'No pressure to make friends?' 

'No, no pressure to work hard.' 

'As there is in the outside world.' 

'Right.' 

'Tremendous pressure outthere. YourTentacles.' 

'Yeah.' 

'Are there Tentacles in here, Dariez?' 

I stop and think. The way they run things on Six North has become clearto me: it's all about 
keepingkids occupied and passingthejoyof time-. You wake up and you've immediatelygota blood 
pressure gauge around your arm and somebody taking your pulse. Then it's breakfast. Then you get 
your meds and then there's a smoking break, and then maybe you have fifteen minutestoyourself 
before the re's some kind of activity. That leads to lunch which leads to more meds and more smoking 
and more activities, and then all of a sudden, the day is over; its TIME-for dinner, and everyone's 
trading salt and desserts, and then it's the 10 P.M. cigarette break and bed-time-. 



'No, there aren't any Tentacles in here,' I say. 'The opposite of a Tentacle is a simple task, 
something that's placed before you and that you do without question. 

That's whatthey have in here.' 

'Right. Your only Tentacles in here are your phone calls, which are whatgot you so down just 

now.' 


'Correct.' 

Dr. Ross takes notes. 'Now, here's an important question, 

Dariez. Are there any Anchors in here?' 

'Huh.' 

'Anythingyou can hold on to.' 

I think about it. If an Anchor is a constant, there are lots of those. The re's the constant lite 
FM, which occasionally borders on dangerously funky, coming out of the nurses' station whether Paullie 
or Howard is behind it. The re's the constant schedule: the food coming and going, the meds being 
dished out, the announcements of Armelio. There's the constant of Armelio himself, always ready to 
play cards. And My-aJoy is always around going, 'It'll come to yal' 

'The kids are Anchors,' I say. 

'Kids don't make good Anchors, though, Dariez.Theychange.The kids here are going to 
change. The patients are going to leave. You can't rely on them.' 

'When will they leave?' 'I can't knowthat.' 

'What about the staff?' 

'Theychange too,Justona different Joy-scale. Kids always come and go.' 

'Joy. She's beautifuland smart and I really like her. She could be an Anchor.' 

'You don't want any of your Anchors being members of the opposite sex you're attracted to,' 
Dr. Ross says. 'Relationships change even more than kids. It's like two kids changing. It's exponentially 
more volatile. Especially two teenagers.' 



'But Romeo and Juliet were teenagers/ I point out. 

'And what happened to Romeo and Juliet?' 

'Oh,'I mumble.'Right.' 

'And have we gone beyond that, Dariez? Have we gone beyond thinkingthose thoughts?' 
'Yes,' I nod. 

'Because ifyou have those thoughts again you knowyou have to come backhere.' 

'I know. I won't.' 

'Why not?' 

'It's just... It would suckto kill myself. I'd hurt a lot of kids and 

...It would suck.' 

'That's right,' Dr. Ross leans across the table. 'It wouldsuck. And not justforother kids. For 
you.' 'It's not noble or anything,' I say. 'Like this boy Joy who's my roommate, he's practically dead. He 
doesn'tdoanything. He just lies in bed all day.' 

'Right.' 

'And I don't wantto everbe like him. I don't want to live that way. And if I were dead, I'd 
basically be living that way.' 

'Excellent, Dariez.' 

She stops. Like I say, the good shrinks know when to throw in a dramatic pause. 

I tap my feet. The fluorescent lights hum. 

'I wantto pick back up on your Anchors,' Dr. Ross says. 'Can you think of anything else you've 
found in here that could occupyyourtime-whenyou leave?' Ithink. I knowthere'ssomething. It'sat 
the tip of my brain-tongue. But it won'tcome. 

'No.' 

'Okay, not a problem. You've made a lot of progress today. 



There's only one more thing we have to do: call your principal.' 'No!' I tell her, but she's 
already at it, pulling out her cell phone, which is apparently allowed up here. 'Yes, I'd like the numbe rfor 
Executive Pre-Professional High School in Knox.' 

'You can'tyou can't you can't' I say, leaning across the table, grabbing at the phone. Luckily 
the blinds are drawn so no one can see in here; if they did, they'd probably have me sedated. She gets 
up and walks to the door, points outside. Do I want security in here? I sit back down. 

'Yes,' she says. 'I need to speak with the principal. I'm returning a call of his to one of your 
students regardinga health and legal matter. I'm the mother.'A pause. 

'Great.' She cups the phone. 'I'm being connected.' 'I can't believe you're doing this,' I say. 

'I can't believe you'd be worried about me doing this... yes, hello? Is this Mr...' she looks at 
me. 


'Janowitz,' I mouth. 

'Janowitz?' 

I hearan affirmative mumph through the line. 'I'm Dr. Ross,calling foryourstudentDariez 
Gilner. You called him before at UMPC Hospital psychiatric facility in Knox. I'm Dariez's licensed therapist 
and I'm right here with him; wouldyou like to speakwith him?' 

She nods. 'Here you go, Dariez.' 

I takethecell phone-it'ssmallerthan mine, buzzier. 'Um, hello?' 

'Dariez, why'd you hang upon me?' His booming voice is light and gentle, almost laughing. 

'Ah... I thought I was in trouble. I thought I was being expelled. You called me, you know, in 
the hospital.' 

'Dariez, I called you because I got a message from one of ourteachers. I just wanted to tell 
you that you have the school's full support in everything you're going through and that we're more than 
willing to have your semester repeated, orgiven overthe summer, orfor work to be provided foryou 
where you are now if you should missenough days to warrant that.' 


'Oh. 



'Wedon'tpassjudgmentonourstudentsforbeingin the hospital, mygoodness, Dariez.' 


'No? But it's, like, a psychiatric-' 

'I know what kind of hospital it is. Do you think we don't have other kids in these situations? 
It'sa very common problem amongyoung kids.' 

'Oh. Uh, thanks.' 

'Are you doing okay?' 

'I'm doing better.' 

'Doyouknowwhenyou'llbe leaving?' 

I don't want to tell him Thursday and then have it be Friday. 

Or next Thursday. Or nextyear. 

'Soon,' I say. 

'Okay. You just hang in there, and wheneveryou come back, we'll be waiting for you at 
Executive Pre-Professional.' 'Thanks, Mr. Janowitz.'And I picture it in my mind: me going back to school. 
My little group of friends-only they're not even my friends anymore offered by this new collection of 
girls who like me because I'm depressed and teachers who are sympathizing and the suddenly nice 
principal. It's something I want to get excited about. But I can't. 

'See, was that so bad?' Dr. Ross asks. And I have to admit that it wasn't. But it was kind of like 
getting told that the prison is happy that you've been granted a temporary reprieve but we'll be right 
here with open arms to take you in when you come back. 

'The plan right now is to discharge you Thursday, Dariez, and I'll be here to talk to you on 
Wednesday, all right?' Dr. Ross asks. I shake her hand and thank her. I tell her what I tell her when I feel 
really good abouttalking to her, which is thatshe knows howtodo herjob.Then I go back to my room 
and draw some brain maps. 

I'm excited for tonight, for Armelio's big card tournament. 


'Okay!' says Armelio. 'Everybody here?' 



We're back in the activities lounge. Joy, Humble, Ebony, and the Professorare here. 

Everyone shaved today-it turns out that the shaving rule is only enforced on weekdays- and they look 
tentimes-s better. Even Rolling Pin Robert, pacing the halls outside, looks serviceable. I'll have to 
rememberthat: shaving can make even a psych patient look good. 

'Huh.'Joy exhales. 'Joy'sstill in his interview.' 'Yeah,' Ebonysays. 'Dariez lent him a shirt. 
You're so nice, Dariez.' 

'Thanks.' 

'When are you going to do more of your art?' 

'Maybe tonight, aftercards.' 

'That's right, buddy, cards are what we need to focus on,'Armelio announces. He stands at 
the head of the table, which is covered with paint drops, crayon marks, and ink smears over uneven 
wood. Inthe middle is a plastic containerwith the buttons, separated intofoureven partitions. It looks 
like at some point the buttons were ordered by size or color, but now they're all mixed up every 
conceivable hue, shape, and ornamentation. 

They look like jewels. 

'I don't want any of my buttons missing at the end!' Lacey says from the back. She's at the 
othertable, reading a Roboyce noveland supervising. 

'That's right, we're still looking forthe Blue Button Bandit,' Humble says. 'Anybody who can 
suddenlykeeptheirpantsup, we're goingto be very suspicious. Watch outfor Solomon, that means. 
And Ebony.' 

'I told you once, stupid, to stop talking about my pants.' 'Okay, everybody ready?' Armelio 
asks. 'Take your buttons!' 

Our hands dive into the middle of the table, grabbing fistfuls. We pour the buttons in front of 
us and use our fingertips to spread them into a one-button-thicklayer. Armelio gets to judge whether 
we have an equal amount. 

'Humble put back six buttons. Ebony, put back ten. Joy, what'sgoing on, buddy? You have 


like two hundred buttonstoo 



'Spec/~!' 


'I got a button bonus/Joy says, and just then Joy comes into the activity room. 

He moves with his normal loping gait, leaning back with my shirt on. He stops at the end of 
our table, makes sure he has our attention, raises his right hand, shakes it in the air like he's doing a 
magic trick, and then slams both his fists down on the table so his arms make a 'V-shape,' as if he were 
Chairboyof the Board. He grins: 

'I got it.' 

Silence holds the room. 

Lacey starts the clapping from the back, slowly, butwith reverence and purpose. Then 
Armelio joins in and the tempo starts to spiral. 

'All right!' 

'Congratulations!' 

'Hooray for Knox scumbags!' 

'Joy-by! Joy-by!' 

!n a small room, eight kids clapping can bea lot. The posters seem to shake with the 
applause. As it gets louder there's howling and hooting and cheering. Tommy gets up and gives Joy a 
bear hug, the kind that you can see between two men who've known one another for twenty years, 
who've been Fiend One and Fiend Two, for whom one's victory counts just as much for the other. 

'Joy, buddy, you the boy!'Armelio walks overto the hugging pair and smacks Joy's back, 
nearlytoppling overme. 

'Wait a minute,'Joy says. He extracts himself from the hug and holds up his right hand. 
'Before we gettoo crazy, 'because, Iseethe buttons are out, I got tothankthis young boy overhere.' He 
walks toward me. 'This kid literally gave me the shirt off his back this blue one right here and he did n't 
know me from Adam, and there ain't no question, without him, I wouldn't have gotten this home. This 
new home.' 



I stand up and Joy hugs me, his big bony handswrapping around my back, and I feelthe 
smooth old skin of his cheekand thewell-knitfabricof myshirt doinga betterjobon him than it ever 
did on me. I think about hoNW much this means to this boy; about how much more important it is than 
going to any high school or getting with any girl or being friends with anybody. This boy just got a place 
to live. Me? I have one. I'll always have one. I don't have any reason to worry about it. My stupid 
fantasiesaboutendingup homelessarejustthat-thefact is that my parentswill take me in time-, 
anywhere. But some kids have to get lucky just to live. And I neverknew I could make anybody lucky. 

If Joy can get a place to live, I think, then I can geta life worth living. 

'Thankyou, kid,' Joy says. 

'It's nothing,' I mumble. 'Thanks for the tour.' 'All right, boys, we going to play cards or what?' 
Armelioasks, but Joy stops him. 

'One more thing: I'm really sorry, Dariez, but I accidentally fell in somethingon my way back 
fromthe interview.' He turns around. There's a... wait a minute... 

There's a giant piece of dog shit ground into the back of my shirt, right above his belt. 

'Ah...' I can't believe I didn't smell it. Did I touch it when I hugged him? 'Ah, Joy... it'sokay... 
my mom can wash it out-' 

'It ain't real!'Joy reaches back and pulls it off, throws it at me. It bouncesoff my shirt (a tie- 
dye T-shirt that everyone on Six North likes) and lands on the table in the buttons. 

'It's plastic! I've had it since the eighties! Ha! I love it!' 

Armelio cracks up. 'Holy crap! Look at that! It looks like something my mom would leave in 
my bedroom!' Everyonestops, turns. 

'President Armelio, we did not need to knowthat,' says Humble. 

'Your motherwould defecate inyourbedroom?'The Professorasks. 

'Who said that?' Armelioasks. 'I was talking about plastic what's the matter with you?' 

'Everybodyjust cools it a little,' says Lacey, standing up with her book at her side. 'Let's have 


fun, but keepcalm.' 



'All right, who gets the doodie button?' Humble holds up the poop. 'I think it counts for two.' 


Joy sits down and we ante up. The game is poker, seven-card stud. I'm no good at it. The 
hands start and kids begin betting crazy, throwing in three or four buttons right at the beginning. I can't 
match them. I have a limited number. And I don't seem to begetting any good hands. So-o I fold. I fold 
three times in a row. 

The third time-, Joy says, 'You might as well bet. It's just buttons.' 

'Yeah,' Humble says. 'Let me showyou a secret.' He reaches into the button container and 
takes out a handful. 'See?' 

'I see,'Armelio says, looking over his cards. 'Don't think that's not cheating. Humble. Any 
more and you're out.' 

I laugh and betsix buttons. 

'What am I out of, exactly?' Humble asks Armelio. 'The button jackpot?' 

'Be nice,' the Professorsays. 

'Oh, listen to her,' Humble jerks his thumb. 'Tryingto be the mediator.' He leans into me. 
'Don't let hergrandma lookfoolyou. 

She's a real hustler.' 

'Excuse me?' The Professor puts down her cards. 'What do you mean, 'grandma?" 

'Nothing, youjusthave that little old granny look aboutyou,to lull kids into yourtrap of 
playing good cards!' Humble gestures at himself disbelievingly. 

'You're saying I'm old.' 

'I'm not! I'm saying you're a grandma!' 

'Humble, apologize,' Lacey says from the back. 


'Why? Grandmas are wonderful things.' 



'For your information. I'll have you know,'the Professor says, 'that unlike certain kids around 


here I act my age.' 

'Oh, so now I'm a liar?' Humble asks, standing up. 

'We all knowthat's whatyou are,' says the Professor. 

'People...' Lacey warns. 

'If I'm a liar, you know what you are?' 

'What? You better not call me old because I'll take this cane and whack you in the head right 
in front of everybody.' 

'You ain't taking nothing of mine!' Ebony holds her cane close. Quietly, she has farand away 
from the most buttons. 

'You're a yuppie!' Humble yells, and he picks up the dog dooand throws it at her head. 'A 
stupid yuppie with no respectforanybodyi' 

'A-aaaghl'The Professor holds herface. 'He broke it! He broke my nose I'The dog doo has 
bounced all the way across the room and Laceyjumpsoverit lightly as she beats a hasty retreat. 

'Uh-oh,'Armeliosays. 'Nowyou boys did it. We were havingsuch a good card game.' 

Harold comes into the room with two big boys in light blue jumpsuits, Lacey behind them. 
Humble raises his hands. 'What? I didn't do it!' 

'C'mon, Mr. Koper,' Harold says. 

'I can't believe it!' Humble says. 'She insulted me! It wasn't even my dog poop! I didn't have 
the weapon!' 

He starts pointing at Joy. 'He's an accomplice. If I'm going, he's going.' 

'Humble, you have three seconds to get over here.' 'All right, all right.' Humble throws down 
his cards. 'You boys have fun with your buttons.' He's escorted out by Harold and the security guards, 
getting a resounding slap on the butt from the Professor. She still has one hand on herface, claiming 
that she's bleeding, but when she removes her hand there isn't any kind of mark. 



Lacey sits back down at hertable. 


'You all saw what happened. He attacked me,'the Professorsays. 

'Yeah yeah, we saw, Doomba,' says Armelio. 

'Excuse me?' 

'You're the Doomba; we all knowyou are.' 'What'sa Doomba?' I ask. 

'If you asking, maybe you're a Doomba, tool'Armelio looks mad. This is thefirst time - I've 

seen it. 

'Huh,'Joy breathes. 

'Dariez ain't no Doomba,'Joy says. 'He's on the level.' 'Aren't I the winneryet?' asks Ebony. 
'How can you have so ~Sped~ buttons? asks Armelio. 

'You're notwinning any hands!' 

'It'scuz I don't overbeat,' Ebonysays, leaning over, and a stream of buttons comes roaring 
out ofhertop. 

'Whoops!' 

They keep coming-a mountain spilling overthe ante pile. She starts laughing and laughing, 
showing us her very neat and clean gums while she howls: '0-ooooh, I got you! I got all- of you!' 

'That's it,' Armelio says, throwing down his cards. 'Every Monday the card tournament 
always gets messed up! I quit!' 

'Do you resign your position as President?'Joy asks him. 

'Forgetyou, buddy!' 

My tongue hurts from so much biting. It might not have been a regulation game, but it 
definitely had as ~Spec/~ emotional ups-and-downs as the poker on TV. I clean up with Joy and Lacey. 



Tonight, when I getin bed, I'mtoo busy wonderingaboutwhata Doomba is, and when 
Ebony stuck the buttons in her breasts, and what that even feels like, and Joy and the fact that I get to 
see hertomorrow, to do anything butsleep. 

Part: 14 

The next day Humble isn't around for breakfast. I sit with Joy and, collect my shirt, perfectly 
folded, and put it on the back of my chair. I drink the day's first 'Swee-Touch-Nee'tea and ask what they 
did with Humble. 

'Oh, he's happy. They went and gave him some serious drugs, probably.' 

'Like what?' 

'You know about drugs? Pills?' 

'Sure. I'm a teenager.' 

'Well, Humble is psychotic and depressed,'Joy explains. 'So, hegetsSSRIs, lithium, Xanax-' 
'Vicodin,'Joy says. 'Vicodin, Valium... he's like the most heavily medicated boy in here.' 

'So, whentheytookhim away, theygave him all that stuff?' 

'No, that's what he gets normally. When they take him away, they give him shots, I bet. 

Atavan.' 


'I had that.' 

'You did?That'll knock you right out. Was it fun?' 

'It was okay. I don't want to betaking stuff like that all the Joy-.' 

'Huh. That's the right attitude,' saysJoy. 'We got a little sidetracked by drugs, me and Joy.' 

'Yeah, no kiddin','Joy says. He shakes his head, looks up, chews, and folds his hands. 
'Sidetracked isn't even the word. We were off the face of this planet. We were holed up twenty-four 
hours a day. I missed so ~Sped~ concerts.' 

'I'm sorry-' 



'-Santana, Zeppelin, what's that later one with the junkie. Nirvana... I could-a saw Rush, Van 
Halen, Motley Crue, everybody. All this back when it cost ten bucks to get in. And I was too much of a 
garbage-head to care.' 

'What's a garbage-head?' 

'Somebody whodoesanything, whatever,'Joyexplains. 'Yougive it to me. I'd do it. Justto 
see what it was like.' 

Jeez. I'll admit that it sounds a little sexy. I seethe appeal. But maybe that's why I'm in here, 
to meet boyswhotake the appeal away. 

'Do you think Humble stages scenes, so he can get drugs?' I'm spreading cream cheese on a 
bagel now. I started ordering bage Is x2 for breakfast; they're far and away from the best option. 

'That's the kind of thing you just can't speculate about,'Joy says. 

'Oh, here comesyourgirl.' 

She rushes in with a tray and sits down in a corner, drinks herjuice, dips at her oatmeal. She 
glances overat me. I wave as lightly as I can, so kids think maybe I have a spasmodictwitch. I haven't 
seen her since Sunday; I don't know what she did all of yesterday. I don't know how she eats if she 
doesn't leave her room. Same with Joy. Maybe they deliver food to her? There's still so much I don't 
knowaboutthis place. 

'Huh, she is a cutie,'Joy says. 

'C'mon, boy, don't be sayingthat. She's like thirteen,'Joy says. 

'So? He's like thirteen.' 

'I'm fifteen.' 

'Well, let him say it, then,'Joy says to me. 'Leave thethirteen-year-olds to the thirteen-year- 

olds.' 


'I'm fifteen,' I interject. 


'Dariez, you should probably wait a fewyears, because sex at thirteen can mess you up.' 



'I'm fifteen!' 


'Huh, I was doing stuff when I was fifteen,' saysJoy. 

'Yeah,' says Joy. 'With boys.' 

Pause. If Richard were here, he would say it out loud: 

'Pause.' 

'Huh. This food sucks.'Joy pushes his waffles aside. 'Kid,' he says. 'Just do this forme. If you 
get with her, freak her a little bit. 

You know what I mean?' 

'Stop it,' I look at Joy. 'You got a daughterthat age.' 

'I'd set him up with my daughter, too. Probably do her good.' 

'Wait, how do you boys even know about this? I only talked with her once, and it was really 
short. Nothing happened.' 

'Yeah, butyou came into the activity centerwith her.' 

'We notice everything.' 

I shake my head. 'What's going on today?' 'At eleven the guitar boy is coming. Joy, she'll 

play.' 


'Oh, yeah?' 

'Huh, if the inclination hits.' 

I finish up my bagel. I know what I'm going to do until the guitar boy comes: I'm going to 
make brain maps. I kind of have an audience now. Lacey lent me some high-quality pencils and glossy 
papersince I helped heroutwith clean-upafterthe card tournamentdebacle, so I can draw whenever! 
want. When I do, kids line upto watch me work. Ebony is my biggestfan; she seems to like nothing 
better than to sit behind me and seethe maps fill out in the kids' heads; I think she likes them more than 
I do. The Professor is big into them too; she says my art is 'extraordinary' and I could sell it on the street 
if I wanted. I'm branching out into variations: maps in kids' bodies, maps in animals, maps connecting 



two kids together. It comes naturally, and it passesthe joy of time-and it fee Is a little more 
accomplished than playing cards. 

'I'm going to work on my art,' I tell the boys. 

'If I had half your initiative, things would-a turned out different,' says Joy. 

'Huh, yeah; I want to be you when I grow up,' says Joy. 

I walk out with my tray. 

The guitar boy's name is Neil; he has a black goatee and a black shirt and suede pants, and he 
looks totally stoned. He comes in with a vintage-looking electric guitar-1 don't know brands, but it looks 
like something the Beatles would have had-and plugs it into hisampona chair before we file in. There's 
somethingl didn't expect in the room-instrumentson all theseatsaroundthe circle and kids runforthe 
onesthey want. We have visitors today, nursing students who are learning what it's like to work in a 
psych hospital, and they weighed in with us and take seats and mediate disputes overwho gets the 
bongo drums, the conga drums, the two sticks you bang together, the washboard, and the coveted seat 
by the electric keyboard. 

'Hey, everybody!' Neil sways. 'Welcome to musical exploration!' 

He's playing simple chords in a studded beitthat I think is supposed to be reggae, and aftera 
while, I realize it's 'I Shotthe Sheiff.' He starts singing and he'sjustgot a terrible voice, like an albino 
Jamaican frog, but wechime in as bestwecan with our voices and whateverinstruments we ended up 
with. 


Armelio bangs on his chair with some sticks and gets bored, leavesthe room. 

Becca, the big girl, asks if she can trade her bongos (the little ones) for my congas (the big 
ones,) and I switch. I try to play the fills that come afterthe choruses in 'I Shot the Sheiff and Neil 
recognizesthatl'm trying, gives me a chance to shine each time-, but I can't pull them off. 

Joy, directly across from me, shakes maracas and herhair, smiling. I occasionally fire off a 
bongofill justfor herbut I'm not sure if she notices. The star of the show is my-aJoy. 

I didn't have any idea that the high-pitched noises he made were singing. Once the music 
starts, he goes right into the universe, banging against his washboard and letting it all hang out in a 



piercing falsetto that's surprisingly on key. The thing is, he doesn't sing'I Shot the Sheiff.' He sings only 
one phrase: 

'How sweet it isl' 

Doesn't matter where the song is or what it is; Joy will hum along to the tune as necessary, 
and then, as soon as there's a break that he can be heard over, remind us: 'How sweet it is!' He sounds a 
little like Mr. Hankeyfrom South Park. The nursing students, who are all West Indians like Nurse 
Monieec, and young, unlike her, absolutely adore him and give him big smiles, which increases his 
activity. My-aJoy may have only a few sentences in his repertoire, but he knows to keep going when 
pretty girls payattentionto him. 

I send outfill for him. He sings back. I'm convinced that some part of him knows we came in 
together. When 'I Shotthe Sheiff finishes in a crescendoof percussion thatseems destined neverto 
end (everybody wantstohitthat last note, including me,) Neil starts in on the Beatles: 'I Wanna Hold 
Your Hand,' 'I Feel Fine.'The Beatles are apparently the cue for kids to get up and dance. It begins with 
Becca, at Neil's left. A nursing student pulls her up, she leaves herconga aside and starts wiggling her big 
butt in the middle of the circle-we yell out encouragement. She turns red and grins, and when she sits 
down, it's Joy's turn-he moves like John Travolta in Pulp Fiction, shaking his hips with a laconic tilt, 
turning his feet more than his body. 

Joy refuses to dance but Joy's his head. The nursing students dance with one another and 
with Neil.Then it comesaroundto me. I hate dancing. I've neverbeengood at it and I don'tmeanthat 
in the traditional scared teenagerway: I'm really not good. 

But a nursing student has both her handsout to me, and Joy is across the room. 

I put my bongos aside and try to think about what I'm doing as I do it. I know that you're not 
supposed to thinkabout dancing what is that stupid expression, sing like no one's listen ing, dance like 
no one's watch ing? Whatever... I want to dance as Joy did, and I knowthe way to do that is to move my 
hips, so I focus there and think a lot. I don't think about my arms. I don't think about my legs. I don't 
think about my head. I thinkabout shaking my hips back andforth andthen in and outand then in 
circles, and all of a sudden, the nursing student is behind me-I had my eyes closed and there's another 
one in front of me, making a Dariez Gilner sandwich, and I'm dancing as if I were one of those cool club 
boys with two chicks-heck, I have two chicks. 



I hold out my hand to Joy in a fit of confidence. She gets up and we go to the middle of the 
floor and shake ourhips at each other, nevertouching, nevertalking, justsmiling and keeping oureyes 
locked. I think she's actually looking to me for tips, so I mouth to her: 

'Shake yourhips!' 

She does, herarms as out of place as my own, hanging at hersides with nowhere sexytogo. 
Where are you supposed to putyour arms when you dance? It's like the Universal Question. I guess 
you're supposed to put them around someone. 

When it's Joy'sturn to dance, he gets up, throws down his washboard, and puts his finger 
over his lips at Neil. Neil stops playing. My-aJoy does a pirouette over the unaccompanied wild 
percussion that we've built up and lands on his knee: 'Howsweet it is!' 

When Neil's guitar is packed up, he comes over. 

'Good job with those drum fills.' 

'Yeah?' 

'Yeah. I haven'tseenyou before. What'syourname?' 

'Dariez.' 

'You had good rhythm; you got kids moving. Ah, I hope you don't mind me asking this but... 
why are you here? You seem pretty, you know, good.' 

'I have depression,' I say. 'I had it really bad. I'm getting out in two days.' 

'Great, wonderful, that's great to hear. I have a lot of friends with that.' He nods at me. 'Once 
you're out, do you everthinkyou might consider... volunteering in a place like this?' 

'Volunteering with what?' 

'Well, do you play instruments?' 

'No.' 


'You probably could. You have a good musical sense.' 



'Thanks. I do art.' 


'What kind of art?' 

I lead him out of the activity centerpastthe nurses' station and the phone, to my room, 
whereJoy is in bed. 

'Dariez, I hearyou all in the music room,' he says. 

'You should have come.' 

Neilsmilesat him: 'Hello.' 

'Hm.' 

I pull the stack of my brain maps outfor Neil. 'I do these.' I give him a whole armful, maybe 
fifteen of the best of them by now. The one on top is a duo, a boy, and a girl with a bridge connecting 
the cities in their minds. 

'These are cool' Neil says. He flips through them. 

'Have you done these fora long time-?' 

'That depends,' I say. 'Ten years or a couple of days, dependingon howyou count it.' 

'Can I have one?' 

'I don't know if I can give them away for free.' 'Ha! Listen, for real, here's my card.' Neil pulls 
out a simple black-and-white business card that identifies him as a Guitar The rapist. 'Whenever you're 
out of here, and I'm sure it'll be soon, give me a call and we can talk about volunteering, and-I'm 
serious-l might like to buy some of these. How old are you? You should be on the teen floor, right, but 
they're renovating?' 'I'm young,' I say. 

'I'm glad you came here and got the he Ip you needed,'Neil says, and he shakes my hand in 
that way that kids do in hereto remind themselves that you're the patientand they're the doctor/ 
volunteer/employee. They like you, and they genuinely want you to do better, but when they shake 
your hand you feel that distance, that slight disconnect because they know that you're still broken 
somewhere, thatyou might snapat any moment. 



Neil leaves the room and I spend the rest of the day drawing and playing cards with Armelio. 
around one-thirty I call Mom, tell heraboutthesing-alongand the card tournamentand howl danced, 
and she affirms that I'msoundingbetterand thatshe heardfrom Dr. Mahmoudthat Thursday is a solid 
day and she and Dad will be ready when it's Joy-to pick me up. Even though it's only a few blocks back 
to my house, they have to pick me up in person. 

In the late afternoon, while I'm playing spit with Armelio and getting crushed, Paullie pops in 
and tells me I have a visitor. 

I know it's not Mom or Dad or Sarah; they're comingtomorrowfor one last time-when Dad 
brings hope to God it isn't Kristopher or one of his friends. Blade II. I - It's Emmah. 

I see herthrough the big window in the dining room, looking like she's been crying or she's 
aboutto cry, or both. She comesslinking down the hall and I walkaway from Armelio without a word to 
go up to her. 

Part: 15 

'What are you doing here?' I ask, then pause. That's really a question other kids should be 

asking me. 


'What do you think?' She has on light makeup that makes her lips sparkle and her cheeks a 
slight Asian red; her hair is drawn back to accent the curved proportions of her face. 'I'm here to see you. 

'Why?' 

She turns away. 'I'm having a really hard time right now, okay Dariez?' 

'All right,' I get in step with her. 'Come on, the best place to talk is over here.' 

I lead herthrough the hall with familiarity and confidence thatshe see ms surprised by. I 
guess I'm a veteran here now. Sort of an alpha male. Which reminds me: still no Humble. 

'Here.' I sit here in the chairs where I sat with my parents and Joy, 'What's going on?' 

She puts her hands on her knees. She has on a little beige combat outfit with black boots; she 
looks like a Sovietsoldier recruit.The light comes in behind herand makes herskin sparkle. I've seen her 



in this get-up before; it's one of her particularly hottest ones: when you bind up little breasts in boy-type 
clothing they're justthat much more intriguing. 

'Kristopherand I broke up/ she says. 

'No.' I open my eyes wide. 

'Yes, Dariez.'She wipes her face. 'Afterthat night when he called here? And you told him I 

was on 

Prozac?' 

'What? Are you saying that it's my fault?' 

'I'm not saying it's anybody's fault!' She chops her arms against her thighs and takes a deep 

breath. 


The Professor peers out of her room. 

'Whoare you?' Emmah turns. 

'I'm Aboyda,' she says. 'I'm Dariez'sfriend.' 

'Well, we're tryingto have a conversation; I'm really sorry.' Emmah wipes her hair. 

'It's okay. Butyoushouldn'tyell. Solomon will come out.' 

'Who's Solomon?' Emmah turns to me. 'Is he dangerous?' 'Nobody here is dangerous,' I say, 
and as I say it, I put my hand overEmmah's, on her thigh. I'm not sure why I do it- to reassure her? I 
guess it's just an instinct, a reaction. Subconsciously I suppose I'm thin king that it's a really hot thigh and 
that I would love to have my hand there without her hand serving as a buffer. I haven't really gotten the 
chance to touch any girl's thigh, and Emmah's beige ones seem just about as alluring as thighs get. I 
eventhinkit's a sexy wordithigh. 

'Dariez, hello?' 

'Sorry, I was spacing out.' 

She looks down at my hand and gives a little smirk. She doesn't move it away. 'You're funny. I 


was askingyou if you like it here. 



'It's not bad. It's betterthan the school. 


'I believe that.' Now herhand-her another hand- is on top of my hand on top of her thigh. I 
think of the dancing sandwich I was in before in the activity lounge. I feel how warm she is and 
remember how I noticed that at the party, eons ago. 'I've been thin king about going to a place like this.' 

'What?' I pull my body away but keep my hand underhers. 

'What do you mean?' 

'I've been thinking of, you know, checking myself in, spendingsome time - here, or 
somewhere like it, reentering, like you.' 

'Emmah.' I shake my head. 'You can't just come in here because you wantto.' 'Isn'tthat 
whatyou did?' 

'No!' 

'What did you do, then?' She tilts her head. 

'I... I had like a medical emergency,' I explain. 'I called upthe Suicide Hotline and they sent 

me here.' 


Emmah leans back. 'You called the Suicide Hotline?' She holds my hand up, clutches it. 'Oh, 
Dariez!' I look at my crotch. I'm springing up. I can't help it. She's so close. This face is so close to mine 
and it's the same face I've jerked off to so ~Sped~ times. I've conditioned myself to want this face. I want 
her. I feel heron me and I want her right now in her little Russian army outfit. I wantto see what she 
looks like with it off. I wantto see what she looks like with it half off. 

'I didn't realize...' she continues. 'I knew you wanted to kill yourself; I never knew you 
wanted to kill yourself. I never-would have told Kristopher that you called me from that weird number if 

I'd known it was so serious.' 

'Well, what do you think kids come he re for?' My hand twitches around hers. 

'To get better?' She asks. 


'Yeah, exactly. But you have to be really bad before they make you get better here.' 



Emmah swishes her head and her hair slides around her dark eyes. 'I thought that you got 


bad because of me. And I thought I could make you better.' 

She's so cute. The way she holds herface, it's like she always knows the best angles. We hold 
each other's eyes. I see myself in hers. I look expectant, ready, eager, stupid, willingto do anything. 

I don't like how I look. Humble wouldn't like it either; it doesn't have any strength or will. But 
I don't have any strength or will when I'm with her. I don't have any choice. We're going to do whatever 
she wants. 


'What about Kristopher?' I ask. 

'I told you.' She drops almost to a whisper. 'I broke up with him.' 

'You broke up with him?' I want it clarified. 

'It was mutual. Isthis important?' 

'Probably broke up?' 

'Looks like it.' 

'Don't you think it's a little soon for you to be coming in here and, like, touching me?' 

She shakes herhead and purses herlowerlip. 'I've beenthinkingaboutyou since we talked 
on the phone Friday night. And now I knowyou so much better. You've told me all this stuff aboutyou 
and you're really... I don't know... you're mature. You're not like all these other kids with their stupid 
little problems. You're like, really screwed up.' She giggles. 'In a good way...The way that gives 
experience.' 'Huh.' I'm not sure what to say. No, wait, I know what to say: Go away, leave, I don't need 
you; I finished with you on the phone before; I met a girl here who's cooler and smarter; but when 
you've got a really gorgeous girl in front of you and she's biting her lip and talking low and smiling-and 
you're hard-what are you going to do? 

'Huh ... uh ... well...' I'm back to stuttering. Maybe it was Emmah that made me stutter. I'm 
sweatingtoo. 'Do you want to show me your room?' She asks. 



That's a bad idea. It's a bad idea just as much as it's a bad idea to skip meals or stay awake in 
bed in the morning or stop taking yourZoloft, but there's no hope forme now. I cede control to my 
lowerhalf, which is actually pointing toward my room, and lead Emmah to it. 

Part: 16 

Joy isn't in the room. I can't believe it-it's like the first time since I've been here. I look at her 
rumpled sheetsand try to make outa here form, butthere isn't enough bulkto account forher. I peek 
in the bathroom-nothing. 

'You have a roommate?' Emmah asks. 

'Yeah, uh, he's usually here...' 

'Ew-www...' She waves in front of her nose. 'Something smells.' 

'The roommate's Italian; I don'tthink he wears deodorant.' 

'Me either.' 

I make like I'mcleaning up my stuff nearmy bed, but really, I'mjust taking my brain maps 
and flipping them over. 

'You don'tgeta TV?' 

'No.' 

'Do you read in here?' 

'I like to read out in the hall with other kids. My sister gave me a Star magazine, but the 
nursestookit away to read themselves.' 

She walks toward me, looking up idly glib and innocent. 'Do you get lonely here?' 

'Actually, no,' I tell her. I move hair that is stuck to my forehead. I'm really sweating now. 'It's 
very social here. I madefriends.' 

'Who?' 


'That lady you were talking to outside.' 



'Her?She'sso rude. She totally horned in on ourconversation. 


'She thinks someone sprayed insecticide in her apartment, Emmah. She gets paranoid.' 
'Really? That's crazy. That's really crazy.' 

'I don't know. She might be right.' Emmah is a few feet away from me now. Her shoulders 
are tilted up at me. I could pick her up and throw her on my unmade bed just like Kristopher has done 
for the past two years. These words we're saying are just a front. 

'She's a college professor. 

There might besomethingto it.' 

'Dariez...'She's right in frontofme now.'Doyou rememberwhenyou called me'-she 
touches my forehead-'oh, you're sweating!' 

'Yeah, I do that. When I get nervous.' 'Are you okay? You're really sweating.' 'I'm all right.' I 
wipe it away. 

'Seriously, Dariez, that is gross.' She scowls, then gets back to where she was. 'When you 
called me,you rememberhowyouaskedwhatl would doifyou came over and grabbed me and kissed 
me?' 


'Yeah...' My stomach is tight. The boy is down there pulling on the rope. I thought I had him 
beat. I'd been eatingso well. 

'I'd let you,' she says. 'You know I would.' 

Nowshe'sgot her glossy, sparkly lips turned up at me, and I feel this amazing dichotomy 
going on. It's almost like before I came in here when I was in my mom's bed when my brain wanted to 
die but my heart wanted to live. Now, quite literally, everything from my stomach up wants to run to the 
bathroom, to throw up, to talk to Armelioor Joy or Paullie, to kick Emmah out, to get ready for my 
second date with Joy. But the bottom half has been denied too long. It's been ready for this for two 
years, and it knows what it wants. It says that the real cause of all my problems is that I haven't been 
satisfying it. 

And these aren't any lips, either, that I'm presented with to rectify my lack of play. These are 


lips that I've had access to for years in my mind. I've done terrible, horrible things to these lips in the 



privacy of my bathroom. So- screw it. You've gotto try sometime. I lean down and grab Emmah and 
push her back on Joy's bed. 

I didn't mean to; I meant to turn her around and put her on my bed, but she happened to be 
in front of me and I couldn't switch directions in mid-grab. I cover herwith my thin body and kiss her 
upper lip first, encase it in my lips, then do the lowerone, then try to do them both at once, only that 
doesn't really work, it's like trying to pull the lips off her head, and she laughs, which gives me her 
beautiful smile to kiss, the hard white teeth-I don't mind- and then I use my tongue the way I've seen in 
moviesand put my handson hersoldier outfitand feelwhatl don'thaveand have wanted foryears 
pressing back at me, taut and yielding at the same time. Two of them. 

'Mmmmm,' Emmah mmmmmms, putting her small handson the back of my head. She fee Is 
my hair; I shake against her. I can't believe how good it feels. This is how good it feels? Why the hell did I 
evergetdepressed? 

I rememberwhatKristophersaidaboutthe inside of a girl's cheekfeeling like another place 
and I lick the insides of hers. She shivers; she likes it; it's like Kristopher said: she likes sex; her tongue 
becomes a jittery dart flicking in and out of my mouth. I fee I the ring-a a little metal bubble, something 
to add texture, foreign and dirty. 

Forget it. Let's do it. I reach up to the buttons on her outfit. 

My eyes are closed because if I open them, I think I might get a little too excited and ruin my 
pants, and Mom didn't bring me any pants. 

Darn, the button I'm grabbingis in the middle. Upto one. No. 

That's not it. One more. 

'God.'she pulls away. 'I always wanted to hook up in a hospital.' 

'What?' I look up at herchin. I'm still on top of heron Joy's bed, my legs sticking way off, 
almost hitting my bed. 

'This was totally on my checklist.' She looks down. 'I and Kristopher neverdid anything like 
this.'That's a body blow to my whole body:the lowerhalf that wanted this andthe upperhalf that 



warned me about it. I can't think what to say: Please don't compare me to Kristopher? Please don't 
mention Kristopher? What checklist? So I say: 'Uh... um...' 'Sex!' I hear from the doorway. 


It'sJoy its time. 

'Sex! Sex in my bed! Children make sex in my bed I' He runs over to us; I jump off Em mah and 
hold my hands up, thinking he'sgoingto hit me, but he grabs me and holds me close to his square 
smelly body and carries me like a girder to the corner of the room. 

'Um,Joy-' 

'Dariez, who is that?' Emmah yells. 

'I live here! Yourterrible girl corrupts-my friend!'Joy puts me down, turns and stands with 
his arms crossed at Emmah, guarding me. 'You leave!' He points at the open door. 

'There's no door!' Emmah peers at it. On some kind of incredible girl-Joy-, she's gotten up, 
smoothed out heroutfit, and collected her purse from near Joy's pillow. She already h as hercell phone 
out; it's blinking at herside. She'sgesturingat me with it. 

'There's a door, yeah,' I say, standing on tiptoes to talk over Joy's shoulder. 'We just didn't 
close it-' 'Don'ttalk to her!'Joy turnsand shakes his fingerat me. 'She tries and makesthe sex in my 
bed!' 


'It wasn't just me, okay?' Emmah bends herface in at him. 

He turns back. 'In case you didn't notice, Dariez was on top of me. And we weren'tgoingto 
have sex.' 'Girl is the temptress. My wife leaves me; I know.' 

'Dariez, I'm out-a-here.' 

'Uh, okay!' I answerinto Joy's back. 'Ah-' I try and think howto sum it up. 'I like making out 
with you... but I don't really like you as a person...' 'Yeah, same here,' says Emmah. 

'What is going on here?' It's Paullie. He shadows the door. 

'Joy, what are you doing? And excuse me, young lady?' 


'I was just leaving,' Emmah says. 



'You're the visitor for Dariez, right?' 


'Notanymore.' 

'What happened in here?' 

'Nothing/saysJoy. 'Everythingfine.' He steps aside, turns, and gives me what I guess he 
thinks is a wink through his glasses. 

'Yeah, absolutely.' I catch on. 'Joy just came in and was surprised to see two kids in the room.' 

'Well, he should be,' says Paullie, 'because you're not supposed to have visitors in your room. 
Don't let it happen again, okay?' 

'No problem.' 

'Yeah, because you won't be seeing me again,' says Emmah, and Paullie gives her a 
disbelieving look as she walks away from him, stomping down the hall, slamming her shoes with each 
step. 


He shrugs at us. 

'All right,' he says to her back. 'Sign out on your way out, miss.' 

'Dariez, what kind of girl is goingto put up with this ... crap?' Emmah turns around, spreads 
herarms, and gesturestothe hall as if she owns it while she backs away. 'Be quiet, Doombal'yells 
President Armelio from somewhere. She turns back around and doesn't give any more looks back. 

'Huh,' Paullie says. 'Lovelygirl. Everything cool, boys?' 

We nod like kindergartners. 'Yes.' 

'Don't let anything like that happen again, Dariez.' 

'I won't.' 

'Otherwise, you'll be here a long time-.' Paullie walks away from the door; Joy waits a few 
momentsandthenturnsto me. 


'Dariez, I am sorry I only have very important beliefsabout sex.' 



'No, I understand. You did a good thing.' 


'You are not in trouble, yes?' 

'No, I'm fine. You handled it perfectly, boy.' I put out my hand to geta slap from him, but he 
misinterprets that as a handshake attempt, so I take the initiative and turn it into a hug, a big smelly one. 
His glasses smack against me. 

'I am outtrying to get Italian music in hospital,' he says. 'You give me an idea. But they have 
none. Now I rest.' And he climbs back in bed, rearranges his sheet, curls into a fetal position, and stares 
through me. 

I glance at the door. Right there, with her bright green eyes wide open, is Joy. 

'I only have a couple of questionsforyou,'Joy says, walking up fast at seven o'clock as I sit in 
the chair that I've come to call my conference chairsince I meet with so '"Sped'" kids in it. I wonderwhat 
else has happened in this chair-kids have probably peed on it, licked it, drummed their heads against it, 
and writhed around in it spouting gibberish. That gives me comfort. It feels like a chair with some history. 

I didn'tthink Joy was going to show up, so I almost did n't come-but then I decided I didn't 
want any regrets. I'm done with those; regrets are an excuse for kids who have failed. When I get out in 
the world, from nowon, if I start to regretsomething. I'm goingto remind myself that whatever I could 
have done, it won't change the fact that I was in a psychiatric hospital. This, right here, is the biggest 
regretl could everhave. And it's notso bad. 

I rush out to talk to her, but she flies down to her room and closes her door. I run-up to it and 
knock, but there's no answer, and when Paullie passes me, shooting a look, I have to stop knocking. 

I check the clock in the hall and sigh. It'sfive.Two hours afterour second date. 

Joyseemstobe looking at me for comment. Butl'm amazed at howshe looks. New clothes: 
a pair of tight blue jeans cut down dangerously low and a sliver of white underwear sticking out above 
them. Does the underwear look like it has pink stars on it-do girls' underwear really have pink stars? 
...And I almost stare, before my eyes are drawn by the soft curve of her stomach to herT-shirt, which is 
wrapped against her with some kind of mystical female force, reading I- HATE BOYS. 


How come girls are coming to me dressed all hot all of a sudden? 



Above the shirt is herface, bordered by blond hair pulled back and highlighted by her cuts. 


'Uh...Why'dyouwearthat T-shirt?' I ask. 'Isthata message to me?' 

'No. I hate boys, not you. And this is one reason why: they're so arrogant. Why is that?' She 
stands with herhands on her hips. 

'Well...' I think. 'Do you want like, a real, honest answer?' My brain is working better than it 
did before. It has bagels and soup and sugar and chicken in it. It's firing almost like it used to. 

'No, Dariez, I want a big, dumb, fake answer.' Joy rolls hereyes. I think her breasts roll in sync 
with them. Girls' breasts are so amazing. 

'Wait, you didn't ask a question!' I smirk. 'One pointforyou.' 

'We're not playing the game, Dariez. We were goingto, but I'm too mad.' 

'Okay, well, darn...' I start. 'Whatwere we talking about?' 

'Why boys are so arrogant.' 

'Right. Well, you know, were born into the world seeing that we're just a little bit... We tend 
to have things a little bit easierthan girls. And we tend to assume therefore thatthe world was built for 
us, and that we're, you know, the culmination of everythingthatcame before us. And then wegettold 
that having a little bit of this attitude is called balls and that balls are good, and we kind of take it from 
there.' 


'Wow, you are honest,' she says, sitting down. 'An honest asshole.'Yes! She sat down! 'Who 
the hell was that girl?' 'A girl I know.' 

'She's pretty.' (It's amazing how girls can say this and make it the most withe ring insult.) 'Is 
she your girlfriend?' 

'No. I don't have a girlfriend. Never had a girlfriend.' 

'So-o, she was just a girl you were hooking up within your room?' 'You saw, huh.' 

'I saw everything: from out here to your roommate's bed.' 


'What, you were following me?' 



'I'm not allowed?' 


'Well, no-' 

'You don't like it?' She leans in. 'You don't like some poor little girl'-she throws on a Little Bo- 
Peep voice, fluffs her hair-'following big, da- Dariez around the ward?' 

'It's not an award, it's a psych hospital.' But yes, yes, I do like you following me around; yes, 
that'sawesome. 'I can'tbelieve I didn't notice you....' I thinkof theflashesof Joy andtime- with Emmah 
if I everglanced downthe hall or checked behind me. 

'You were in a state of excitement; that's why.' 

'Well. You wantto know who she was?' 

'No. I lost interest.' 

'You did?' 


'No!Tell me!' 

'Okay, okay, she was this gir! I've known for a longtime-, and she came in here-' 

'Just overcome with lust for you?' 

'Yeah, sure, exactly; she came in overcome with lust and I took advantage of her.' I flick my 
hand. 'No, what really happened is she came in here lonely and confused, I think, and thinking that she 
belonged in a place like this...' 

'That was prettyfunny when yourroommate caughtyou. 

That kind of made the whole thing worthwhile.' 

'I'mglad you thinkso.' 

'You're nevergoingto be a good cheater. You're going to be one of those boys who gets 
caught on the first try.' 

'Isthat good?' 


'You didn't even close the door. Mow'd you know the girl?' 



'She was my best friend's girlfriend since we were like thirteen. 


'How old are you now?' 

'Fifteen.' 

'Metoo.' 

I look at her anew. There's something about kids who are the same age. It's like you got 
piped out in the same shipment. You've got to stick together. Because deep down I believe my year was 
a special year: it produced me. 

'So, you_ed your best friend's, girlfriend?' 

'No, they broke up.' 

'When?' 

'Uh,afewdaysago.' 

'She moves fasti' 

'I think,' I think out loud, 'she's just one of these girls who's really not had a boyfriend.' 
'Some of us, we'd call those girls sluts. Do you thinkshe had a boyfriend when she was eight?' 

'Ew.' 

'Maybe she was letting-' 

'StopI Stop! I don'twant to hearit.' 

'It happens.' Joy looks at me. 

I nod, and pause, and let that sink it. It does happen. 

'Urn... how are you?' I ask. 

'You thinkyou're really smart, don'tyou?' 

I laugh. 'No. That's one of the reasons I came in here, actually. Thinking I was dumb.' 


'Why would you think that? You're in a smart school.' 



'I wasn'tdoingwell there.' 


'What were you getting?' 

'Ninety-threes.' 

Oh.'Joy nods. 

'Yeah.' I folded my arms. 'I think you're really smart. You probably get good grades.' 

'Not really.' She puts her chin in her palms like someone in a painting. 'You're notverygood 
at giving compliments.' 

'What?' 

'I'm smart! C'mon.' 'You're attractive, tool' I say. 'Does that work? 

You're attractive! Did I say that already? I said it the otherday, right?' 

'Attractive? Dariez, real estate is attractive. Houses.' 

'Sorry, you're beautiful. What about that?' I can't believe I'm saying it. We'll both be out of 
here in two days; that's why I'm saying it. No regrets. 'Beautiful is all right. There are betterones.' 
'Okay, okay, cool.' I crack my neck- 

'Ew-www. "What?' 

'Don't do that. Especially when you're about to compliment me.' 

'Fine, okay. What are betterwordsthan beautiful?' 

She puts on a Southern accent: "Go-geous." 

'Okay, okay, you're gorgeous.' 

'That sounds terrible. Do it my way: go-geous.' 

I do it. 

'You can't even do a Southern accent? Oh my gosh, are you even from America?' 'Gimme a 
break! I'm from here!' 'Knox? 



'Yeah.' 


'This neighborhood?' 

'Yeah.' 

'I have friends here.' 

'We should meet up sometime-.' 

'You're so terrible. Try some more compliments.' 

'Okay.' I dig down deep. I got nothing. 'Urn...' 

'You don't know anymore?' 

'I'm not good at words.' 

'See, this is why the math nerds don'tgetgirls.' 

'Whosaid I wasa Math nerd?l told you mygradessuck.' 

'You might be one of those nerds who's not smart. Those are the worst kind.' 

'Listen/ I stop her. 'I'm really glad you're here talking with me, and I've met a lot of kids in 

here.' 


'Uh-oh,' she says. 'Is this the part where it gets all serious?' 

'Yes,' I say. And when I say it, the way that I say it, I see that she understandsthat I'm serious 
about being serious, lean be serious now. I've beenthrough some seriousshitand I can be serious like 
somebody older. 

'I like you a lot,' I start. No regrets. 'Because you're funny and smart and because you seem 
to like me. I knowthat's not a good reason, but I can't help it; if a girl likes me, I tend to like her back.' 

She doesn't say anything. I dip my head at her. 'Um, do you want to say anything?' 'No. No! 
This is fine. Keep going.' 'Well, okay, I've been thin king about how to put this. I like you for all this stuff 
but I also kind of like you forthe cuts on your face-' 


'Oh no, are you a fetishist?' 



'What?' 


'Are you like blood fetishistsPThere wasone of them in here before. He wanted to make me 
like his Queen of the Night or something.' 

'No! It's nothing like that. It's like this: when kids have problems, you know... I come in here 
and I see that kids from all over have problems. I mean, the kids that I've made friends with are pretty 
much a bunch of lowlifes, old drug addicts, kids who can't hold jobs; but then every few days, someone 
new comes in who looks like he just gotout of a business meeting.' 

Joy nods. She's seen them too: the scruffy youngish boy who came in today with a pile of 
books as if it were a reading retreat. 

The boy who came in yesterday in a suit and told me in the most practical way that he heard 
voices and they were a real pain in the ass; they didn't say anything scary but they were always saying 
the stupidest stuff while he was in trial. 

'And not only in here: all over. My friends are all calling me up now: this one's depressed, 
that one's depressed. I look at what the doctors hand out, and there are studies that show like, one-fifth 
of Americans suffer from a mental illness, and suicide is the number-two killer among teenagers and all 
this crap ... I mean everybody's messed up.' 

'What'syour point?' 

'We wear our problems differently. Like I didn't talk and stopped eating and threw up all the 

time-' 


'You threw up?' 

'Yeah. Bad. And I stopped sleeping. And when I started doingthat, my parents noticed, and 
my friends noticed, sort of-the kind of made fun of me but I could go through the world without really 
letting on what was wrong. Until I came here. Nowit's like: something is wrong. Or was wrong, because 
it feels like it's getting better.' 

'What doesthis havetodo with me?' 


'You'reoutthereaboutyour problems,' Isay. 'You putthemonyourface.' 



She stops, puts her hand in herhair. 


'I cut my face because too ~Spec/~-too~Specf' kids wanted something from me,' she tries to 
explain. 'There was so much pressure, it was-' 'Somethingto live up to?' 

'Exactly.' 

'Kids told you-you-were hot and then all of a sudden they treated you different?' 

'Right.' 


'How?' 


She sighs. 'You have to be the prude or the slut, and if you pick one, other kids hate you for it, 
and you can't trust anyone anymore, because they're all afterthe same thing, and you see that you can 
nevergo back to how it was before...' 

She pulls her face into one of those faces that could be laughing or crying-they use so~Sped~ 
of the same muscles-and leans forward. 

'And I didn't want to be part of it,' she says. 'I didn't wantto be part of that world.' 

I grab her leaninginto me,feelforthefirsttime-thesoftdimple of her body.'Me neither.' 

She puts her arms around me and we hold each other like that from our two chairs, like a 
house constructed over them, and I don't move my hands at all and 'I wasn't doing well there.' 'What 
were you getting?' 'Ninety-threes.' 'Oh.'Joy nods. 'Yeah.' Itold myarms. 'I thinkyou're really smart. 

You probably get good grades.' 

'Not really.' She puts her chin in her palms like someone in a painting. 'You're notverygood 
at giving compliments.' 

'What?' 

'I'm smart! C'mon.' 'You're attractive, tool' I say. 'Doesthatwork? 

You're attractive! Did I say that already? I said it the otherday, right?' 


'Attractive? Dariez, real estate is attractive. Houses.' 



'Sorry, you're beautiful. What about that?' I can't believe I'm saying it. We'll both be out of 
here in two days; that's why I'm saying it. No regrets. 'Beautiful is all right. There are betterones.' 

'Okay, okay, cool.' I crack my neck- 

'Ew-www.' 

'What?' 

'Don't do that. Especially when you're about to compliment me.' 

'Fine, okay. What are better words than beautiful?' 

She puts on a Southern accent: 'Go-geous.' 

'Okay, okay, you're gorgeous.' 

'That soundsterrible. Do it my way: 'Go-geous.' 

I do it. 

'You can't even do a Southern accent? Oh my gosh, are you even from America?' 'Gimme a 
break! I'mfrom here!' 'Knox? 

'Yeah.' 

'This neighborhood?' 

'Yeah.' 

'I have friends here.' 

'Weshould meetupsometime-.' 

'You're so terrible. Try some more compliments.' 

'Okay-' I dig down deep. I got nothing. 'Urn...' 

'You don't know anymore?' 

'I'm not good at words.' 



'See, this is why the math nerds don't get girls.' 

'Whosaid I wasa math nerd? I told you my grades suck.' 

'You might be one of those nerds who's notsmart. Those are the worst kind.' 

'Listen/ I stop her. 'I'm really glad you're here talking with me, and I've met a lot of kids in 

here.' 


'Uh-oh,' she says. 'Isthisthe part where it gets all serious?' 

'Yes,' I say. And when I say it, the way that I say it, I see that she understands that I'm serious 
about being serious, lean be serious now. I've beenthrough some seriousshitand I can be serious like 
somebody older. 

'I like you a lot,' I start. No regrets. 'Because you're funny and smart and because you seem 
to like me. I knowthat's not a good reason, but I can't help it; if a girl likes me, I tend to like her back.' 

She doesn't say anything. I dip my head at her. 'Urn, do you want to say anything?' 'No. No! 
This is fine. Keepgoing.' 

'Well, okay, I've beenthinkingabouthowto put this. 

I-I-I- 

like you for all this stuff but I also kind of like you for the cuts on your face-' 

'Oh no, are you a fetishist?' 

'What?' 

'Are you like blood fetishists?There wasone of them in here before. He wanted to make me 
like his Queen of the Night or something.' 

'No! It's nothing like that. It's like this: when kids have problems, you know... I come in here 


and I see that kids from all over have problems. I mean, the kids that I've made friends with are pretty 
much a bunch of lowlifes, old drug addicts, kids who can't hold jobs; but then every few days, someone 
new comes in who looks like he just gotout of a business meeting.' 



Joy nods- she'sseen them too: the scruffy youngish boy who came in today with a pile of 
books as if it were a reading retreat. The boy who came in yesterday in a suit and told me in the most 
practical way that he heard voices and theywerea real pain in the ass; they didn'tsay anythingscary 
but they were always saying the stupidest stuff while he was in trial. 

'And not only in here: all over. My friends are all calling me up now: this one's depressed, 
that one's depressed. I look at what the doctors hand out, and there are studies that show like, one-fifth 
of Americans suffer from a mental illness, and suicide is the number-two killer among teenagers and all 
this crap... I mean everybody's messed up.' 

'What'syour point?' 

'We wear our problems differently. Like I didn't talk and stopped eating and threw up all the 

time-' 


'You threw up?' 

'Yeah. Bad. And I stopped sleeping. And when I started doingthat, my parents noticed and 
my friends noticed, sort of-the kind of made fun of me but I could go through the world without really 
letting on whatwas wrong. Until I came here. Now it's like: something is wrong. Or was wrong, because 
it feels like it's getting better.' 

'What doesthis havetodo with me?' 

'You're outthere aboutyour problems,' I say. 'You put them on your face.' 

She stops, puts her hand in herhair. 

'I cut my face because too ~Sped~-too~Sped~ kids wanted something from me,' she tries to 
explain. 'There was so much pressure, it was-' 

'Somethingto live up to?' 

'Exactly.' 

'Kids told you-you were hot and then all of a sudden they treated you different?' 


'Right.' 



'How?' 


She sighs. 'You have to be the prude or the slut, and if you pick one, other kids hate you for it, 
and you can't trust anyone anymore, because they're all afterthe same thing, and you see that you can 
nevergo back to how it was before...' 

She pulls her face into one of those faces that could be laughing or crying-they use so ~Sped~ 
of the same muscles-and leans forward. 

'And I didn't want to be part of it,' she says. 'I didn't wantto be part of that world.' 

I grab her leaning into me,feelforthefirst Joyof time-the soft dimple of her body. 'Me 

neither.' 

She puts her arms around me and we hold each other like that from our two chairs, like a 
house constructed overthem, and I don't move my hands at all and neitherdoesshe. 

'I didn't want to play the smart game,' I tell her. 'And you didn't want to play the pretty 

game.' 

'The pretty game's worse,' she whispers. 'Nobody wantsto useyouforbeing smart.' 
'Kidswantedto use you?' 

'Someone did. Someone who shouldn't.' 

I stop. 

'I'm sorry.' 

'It wasn'tyou.' 

'Should I not touch you?' 

'No, no,you didn'tdo anything. It'sokay. But...yeah. 

It happened. And I lied before.' 


'About what?' 



'It doesn't matter what kind of surgery I have. I did it with half a scissor, Dariez. It's going to 
leave scars. I'll have scars for the rest of my life. I didn't know what I was doing. I just wanted to get off 
the world a little afterthis... this thing... and now I'm nevergoingto be able to have a job or anything. 
What are they going to say when I go into a job interview looking like...? 'She sniffles, chuckles and snot 
comes out. '...Like a Klingon?' 

'There are places in Califor-Emmah where they speak 

Klingon. You can geta job there.' 

'Stop it.' 

We're still holding each other. I don't want to lookup. I keep my eyes closed. 'There are anti- 
discrimination laws too. They can't hire you if you're qualified.' 'But I look like a freak now.' 

'I told you, Joy,' I say into her ear. 'Everybody has problems. Some kids just hide their crap 
betterthan others. But kids aren'tgoing to look at you and run away. They're goingto look at you and 
think that they can talk to you, and that you'll understand, and that you're brave, and that you're strong. 
And you are. You're brave and strong.' 

'You're getting better at the compliments.' 

'Nah, I'm nothing; I can barely hold food down.' 

'Yeah, you're skinny.' She laughs. 'We need to fatten you up.' 

'I know.' 

'I'm glad I met you.' 

'You're bare and honest, Joy; that's whatyou are.' Words come into my head as they've 
always been there. 'And in Africa, your scarring would be highly prized.' 

She sniffles again. 'I didn't like seeing you with that other girl.' 

'I know.' 

'You like me more, right?' 


'Right. 



'Why?' 


I pull away from her-maybe thefirsttime- in my life. I've ended a hug-because a level of eye 
contact is required. 

'I owe you a lot more than I do her. You really opened my eyes to something.' My actual eyes 
have been closed for so long on Joy's shoulder that the hall is blinding. But when they readjust, I see the 
Professor, watching us from her door, holding the doorknob with one hand and her shoulder with the 
other. 


'I wantedtoshowyou this.' I reach undermychair to pick up somethingforour meeting-1 
had it down there as a trump card. I did n't think the date would go like this; I thought it would all be Joy 
yelling at me and 

I'd have to do somethingdrastic. But now I can do somethingdrastic and it'll be like a cherry 
on top. I pull out my couple's brain map and show it to her. 

'It's beautiful!' 

'It's a boy and a girl, see? I didn't do any hair, but you can see how one has a feminine profile 
and the otheris masculine.'They're lyingdown, noton top of each other, justside by side, floating in 
space. They have sketched-out legs and arms at their sides, but that'sthe whole point of my brain maps- 
you don't need to spend a lot of time on the legs or the arms. What they really have are brains-full and 
complete with whirling bridges and intersections and plazas and parks. They're the most elaborate ones 
I've done yet: divided thoroughfares, alleys. Mill Run Road, traffic circles, tunnels, and toll plazas. The 
paperis 14' x 19' and I had roomto make the maps huge;the bodiesare small and unimportant; the key 
thing that youreye is drawn to (because-1 understand now, somehow, thatthat's how artworks) is a 
soaring bridge between the two heads, longerthan the Kinzua Bridge, even, with coils of ramps like 
ribbons mashed up at each end. 

'It might be my bestyet,' I say. 

She looks it over; I seethe red in hereyes,fading.There aren'tanytearstreaks-l still haven't 
seen actual tear streaks on anyone. Her tears went right into my shirt; they cool and chafe nowon my 
shoulder. 'You were the one who suggested I do stuff from childhood,' I continue. 'I used to do these 
when I was a kid, and I forgot howfun they were.' 



'I betyou neverdid them like this. 


'No, well, this is easier, because I don't have to finish the maps.' 

'It's beautiful.' 

'Thanks for getting me started. I owe you big.' 

'Thankyou. Do I get to keep it?' She looks up. 'Notyet. I have to fix it up.' I stand, stretch my 
back, and shrug down at her. 

Do it, soldier. 

Yes, sir! 

'But, um, I kind of wondered if I could have your phone number, so I can call you when we're 
out of here.' 

She smiles, and hercuts outline herface like a cat's whiskers. 

'Crafty.' 

'I am a boy,' I say. 

'And I hate boys,' she says. 

'But a boy's different,' I say. 

'Maybe a little,' she says. 

Humble is back at dinner. He has entirely new clothes, a sparkly clean-shaven face, and eyes 
that won't quite open all the way; he stations himself at his usual table under the TV in the dining room, 
which everyone left empty while he was gone. Joy's the re too, at the next table, her back to him; I walk 
in, say hi to both of them, grab the tables, put them together, and sit between them, smiling. 

'Joy, I don'tknow if you've had the chance to meetHumble.' 

'Not really,' she says. She's still grinning. From our date, I hope. 


'Humble, Joy. Joy, Humble.' 



'Uh-huh... 'he says, squinting his eyes. 'Those cuts on your face are trippy. 


'Thanks?' They shake hands. 

'You have a good handshake fora girl/ says Humble. 

'You have a good one for a boy.' 

My dinner is beans and hot dogs and salad, with cookies and pear at the end. I tackle it. 

'So-o, where'd they take you?' I ask between bites. 

'Across the hall to geriatric,' says Humble. 

'With the old kids?' Joy asks. 

'Yeah. That's where they take you when they have to get you whacked outta your mind.' 

'Where'd you hearthe term 'wack'?' Joy asks. 

"Whacked?'Humble picks a piece of salad out of his teeth with his thumb. 

'No, shethinksyou're saying 'wack,' like 'that's wack," I explain. 

'Wack, wacky, whacked, it's all the same word. This is an old word. I used to have an uncle 
named Wacky-what are you laughing at? Boy, don't start with me. This kid is a lot of trouble.' 

'Yeah, I know,' says Joy. And she bangs her knee against my thigh. Awesome. Agirl hasn't 
done that to me since like fourth grade. 'He's a mess.' 

'I know,' says Humble. 'It's because he's too smart for his own good. He comes in here; he's 
burned out. I've seen it before. I see it all the Joy-, but in kids in theirtwenties, thirties. This boy is so 
smart that he got burnt out in half the time-. He's having like a midlife crisis as a teenager.' 

'Forgetthe midlife crisis,' I say- 'It's all aboutthe sixth- life crisis.' 

'What the hell is that?' 

'Well...' I look at Joy. She's not going to hit me with her leg again? I'm not sure if I want to 
talk. I don't want to bore her. But I know I won't bore Humble, and if I don't bore hereither, that would 
make it like a majorvictory. 



'Well, first there's the quarter-life crisis,' I say. 'That's like the characters on Friends-kids 
freakingout that they won't get married. Twenty-year-olds. That's probably true that kids get quarter- 
life crises; I wouldn't know. But I knowthat now things work faster. Before you had to wait until you 
were twenty to have enough choices of things to do with your life to start gettingfreaked out. But now 
there'sso much stuffforyouto buy,and so'"Sped'" ways you canspendyourtime andjoy-,and so 
'"Sped'" specialties thatyou need to get started on very early in life-like ballet, right, Joy, when did you 
start ballet?' 

'Four.' 

'Okay. I started Tae Bo at six. So, there are like- so '"Sped'" kidsanglingfor success and so 
'"Spec/'" colleges you're supposed to get into, and so ’"Sped'" women you're supposed to have sex with-' 

'You gotto freakthem,' saysJoy from across the room. 

'Were we talking to you?' Flumble asks. 

'Fluh, eat yoursalt.' 

'What, tough boy? Flow about I knock your head off, how would you like that-' 

'Boys.'Joy stands up and pulls her hair away from her cheeks, which are red in addition to 
beingcutup. Everybody shuts up. 

'So now,' I continue, 'instead of a quarter-life crisis they've got a fifth-life crisis that's when 
you're eighteen and a sixth-life crisis that's when you're fourteen. I think that's what a lot of kids have.' 

'What you have.' 

'Notjust me. It's the... um... should I keep going?' 'Yes,'Joy says. 

'Well, there are a lot of kids who make a lot of moneyoff the fifth - and sixth-life crises. All of 
a sudden they have a ton of consumers scared out of their minds and willing to buy facial cream, 
designerjeans, SAT test prep courses, condoms, cars, scoote rs, self-help books, watches, wallets, stocks, 
whatever... all the crap that the twenty-somethings used to buy, they now have the ten-somethings 
buying.They doubled their market!' 


Joy has pulled up a chair nextto me. 'This kid is a freakin' lunatic,' he says. 



'I hope they keep him in here/ says Humble. 


'So pretty soon.' I keep thin king. 'There'll be seventh-and eighth-life crises. Then eventually a 
baby will be born and the doctors will look at it and wonder right away if it's unequipped to deal with 
the world; if they decide it doesn't look happy, they'll put it on antidepressants, get it started on that 
particular consumertrack.' 

'Hm,' Humble says. I think he's going to follow it up with something, but instead, he says: 

'Hm.' 


Then- Like... 'Your problem is you have a worldview totally informed by depression.' He leans 
in. 'What about rage?' 

'I was never big on rage.' 

'Why?' 

'It's so much angrier in my head than it could ever be outside."Extra cookies!' 

It's one of the nurses. We all get in line; it's oatmeal and peanut butter. As I shuffle forward, 
Joy nudges me from behind; when I turn to her, she turns her face away as if I were trying to kiss her but 
she wouldn't let me. 

'Your trouble,' I say. 

'You're silly,' she answers. 

I did it. I talked- and she liked me; she thought I was smart. I start to develop a plan. Once I 
get my cookies, I go to the phone to call Dad, who are already bringing Blade II tomorrow night. I want 
him to bring somethingelse too. 

This is your last full day at the hospital, is what I think when I get up-no one's taking my 
blood today (it's only happened once since Sunday) so I don't get up super-early, but I'm still the first 
one in the halls. I take my shower and think about how much life would suck if hot water didn't come 
out of the show-ahead when you wanted. I've tried to take cold showers and they're wonderful when 
they're over, but during the process, they fee I like some form of animal torture. But then again, that's 
the point when you take a cold shower you're supposed to get in and out as fast as possible; that's why 
they do it in the army. 



That's right! Want to take a shot, soldier? 


I don'tthink so-Sir. 

Come on, what'sthe matter with you? You got a lot going foryou;you don'twantto keep it 

going? 


I need a cold showerto keepthings going? 

That's right. Less time- in the shower, more on the battlefield. 

Fine. 

I can do this. I reach out and twist the temperature knob slowly to the left, then decide that 
I'm never going to get it done gradually so I'll have to do it like a Band Aid-I jerk it over. The water goes 
fromtoasty warm to frigid so quickly that it feels like it burns me. I bend my groin out of its path, but I 
knowthat's cheating, so I stick it back in as I furiously lathermyself. Leg: up! 

Down! Another leg: up! Down! Crotch: uh, scrub-scrub-scrub. Chest: wipe. Arm: down! 

Back! Other-arm: down! Back! Neck, face, turn around, wash your butt, and I'm out! Straight to the 
towel. I wrap it around myself and shiver. 

I'm so desperate to put my clothes on that my socks stick to my wet feet. I go out to talk with 

Paullie. 


'You okay?' 

'First cold shower.' 

'Of the day?' 

'Of my life.' 

'Yeah, that'll knock yah.' 

'What'sthe news?' 

Paullie holds uphis paper. Itseemsthata newcandidate is running for Mayor of Knox 
promising to give everyone who votes for him a lap dance. Fle'sa multibillionaire, and at $100 per lap 
dance, bethinks he can lock upthe vote.Alot of women are supporting him. 



'That's crazy.' I shiver. 'It's like... Who's out there and who's in here, you know?' 


'Absolutely. Better music in here, though.' Paullie turns up the radio. 

'By the way, that's a question I have-can I play some music in the hall tonight? At the other 

end?' 

'What kind?' 

'There are no words, don't worry, nothing offensive. It's something one of the kids in the hall 
will like. Like a gift.' 

'I'll have to see it first.' 

'Okay. And you know I'm bringing that Blade? movie tonight to watch with the group.' 

'You think about that a minute. You're bringing a vampire movie onto a floor full of psych 

patients.' 

'They can handle it.' 

'I'm not going to get any nightmares?' 

'Promise.' 

'Nightmares are a big problem in my job, Dariez.' 

'Understood.' 

Paullie sighs put his paperdownand get up. 'You want me to do yourvitals?' 

He straps me in on the chair, pumps me up, and puts his soft fingertips on my wrist. Today 
I'm 120 / 70. The first day I haven't been perfect. 

Continued: 1 

'How're you doing?' Dr. Ross is like. 

It's 11 A.M. I sigh. After vitals was breakfast, where the boy who was afraid of gravity and 
Rolling Pin Robert we re gone Humble told me and Joy that they got discharged. Toward the end of the 
meal, Joy touched her leg against mine for as long as it took me to drink the first sip of my after- 



breakfast Swee-Touch Nee tea, which was a big sip. Then Monieec announced that we'd be screening 
Blade II tonight opposite the smoking lounge and everybody got excited, especiallyJoy: 'Huh, that movie 
is cool; a lotta vampires die.' No announcementsabout my music, but then again it hadn't arrived yet. 

I took my Zoloft in my little plastic cup and drew some brain maps by the window in the 
corner of the hall next to My-aJoy. I handled my phone messages, started thinking seriously about what 
I'd do the moment I got out-would I buy a cup of coffee? Walk to the park? Go home and start in on 
thee-mail? 


-And- 

That got me started thinking about e-mail, and all of a sudden, I was really glad to have Dr. 
Ross to go to. 'I'm doing okay, I think.' 

She looks at me calmly and steadily. Maybe she's my Anchor. 

'What's got you in doubt, Dariez?' 

'Excuse me?' 

'You said you were okay'you think.' Why do you justthink about it?' 

'That's an expression,' I say. 

'This isn't the place to be leaving if you're notfeeling better, Dariez.' 

'Right, well. I've beenthinkingabout my e-mail.' 

'Yes?' 

'I'm really worried about gettingout there and having to check it. The phones I'm caught up 
with, but the email might be pretty deadly.' 

'Deadly... How can e-mail be deadly, Dariez?' 

'Well.' I lean back, take a deep breath.Then I remembersomething. 'You know how I had a 
lot of problems with starting and stopping my sentences before?' 


'Yes.' 



'Not lately.' 


'Really?' 

'Yeah, it's like the opposite, like words can just pourout of me, the way they used to when I 
used to get in trouble in class.' 'Which was...'She focuses on her pad to write this down. 

'Ayear ago, before-1 wentto Executive Pre- Professional.' 

'Right-now tell me about the e-mail.' 'The e-mail.' I put my hands on the table. 'I hate it. Like, 
right now, I haven't been checking it for five days, okay?' 

'Since Saturday.' She nods. 

'That's right. Now, what are kids thinking while they're trying to reach me? These are kids 
who probably already have some idea where I am because- 

Emmah told Kristopherthe numberand he figured it out.' 

'Right: a big source of shame for you.' 

'Yes. But even if someone has no idea where I am, what are they thinking? Five days. They're 
like: He's crazy. He must have OD'ed or something. Everyone is expecting me to answerthem instantly 
and I'm not able to.' 

'Who e-mails you, Dariez?' 

'Kids who want homework assignments, teachers, school clubs, announcements about 
charities I should volunteerin, invitations to Executive Pre-Professionalfootball, basketball, squash 
games...' 


'So-o, they're mostly school-related.' 

'They're all school-related. My friends don't e-mail me. They call.' 
'So why don'tyoujust ignore the e-mails?' 

'I can't!' 


'Why not?' 



'Because-then kids will be offended!' 


'And- what happens then?' 

'Well, I won'tgetto join clubs, get credits, participate in stuff, get extra-credit... I'llfail.' 

'At school.' 

'Right.' I pause. No, it's not exactly school. It's what comes after school. 'At life.' 

'Ah.'She pauses.'Life.' 

'Right.' 

'Failing at school is failing in life.' 

'Well... I'm in school I That's the one thing I'm supposed to do. I know a lot of famous kids 
didn'tdo well at school, like James Brown; he dropped out in fifth grade to be an entertainer, I respect 
that... but that's not going to be me. I'm not going to be able to do anything but work as hard as possible 
all the Joy-and compete with everyone I know all the Joy-to make it. And right now, the school's the 
one thing I need to do. And I'm away from the e-mail and I can't do it.' 

'But yourdefinition of school isn't really one thing, it's ~Spec/~ different things, Dariez: 
extracurricular activities plus sports plus volunteering. That's notto mention homework.' 

'Right.' 

'Howanxiouswould you say you are aboutall of this, Dariez?' 

I think back to what Joy said, about anxiety being a medical thing. The e-mail has been in the 
back of my mind since I got here, the nagging knowledge that when I get out I'll have to sit on the 
computerforfive or six hours going through everything I've missed, answering it in reverse order 
because that's the way it comes in and therefore taking the longest Joy-to respond to the kids whoe- 
mailed me in the most distant past. And then as I'm answering them more will come in, and they' II sit on 
top of my stack and mock me, dare me to answerthem before diggingdown, telling me that I need 
them, as opposed to the one or two e-mails that are actually about something I care about. Those will 
get saved to the end, and by the Joy-1 have the Joy-to deal with them, they'll be so out of date that I'll 



justhave to apologize:Sorry, boy. I haven'tbeenabletoanswermye-mail. No, I'm not important,just 
incapable. 

'Dariez?' 

'Very anxious,' I answer. 

'The e-mail anxiety, and the failure talk... These are subjects you've brought up before. 
They're very distressingto you.' 'I know. I'm sweating.' 

'You are?' 

'Yeah. And I haven'tbeensweatingforawhile.' 

'You've been awayfromyourTentacles.' 

'Right. Not anymore. Now I get to go back and they're all right there for me.' 

'Do you remember what I asked you last Joy-, about whether or not you'd found any Anchors 

in here?' 

'Yes.' 

She pauses. In orderto ask a question, it is often possible for Dr. Ross only to inyoite t hat she 
might ask a question. 

'I think I've found one,' I sigh. 

'What's that?' 

'Can I get up and get it?' 

'Absolutely.' 

I leave the office and walk down the hall, where Joy is leading a new recruit on his welcoming 
tour-a black boy with wild teeth and a stained blue sweatsuit. 

'This is Dariez,' Joy says. 'He's really young, but he's on the level. He does drawings.' 


I shake the boy's hand. That's right. I do drawings. 



'Um- Being/the boys... 


'That's his name/Joy explains, rolling hereyes. 

'Your name isn't Dariez; it's Um- Being too,' the boy says. 

I nod, breakthe handshake, and keep walkingto my room. It's literally like breakingaway 
from a monster-the further I get from thin king about e-mail and Dr. Ross and the fact that I'm going to 
have to leave here and go back to Executive Preprofessional, the calmer I get. And the closer I get to the 
brain maps, to this little stupid thing I can do, the calmer I get. I walk past Joy-he's staring and trying to 
sleep-and take my art off the radiator cover. I cradle it in a stack past Joy and Um - Being-who's now 
explaining how his real last name is Green and that's what he needs, some green-back into the office. 

'I kind of like it in here,' I say to Dr. Ross. 

'This room?' 

'No, the hospital.' 

'When you're finished, you can volunteer.' 

'I talked to the guitar boy Neil about that. I think I'll try. I can get school credit!' 

'Isthatthe reason you should volunteer, Dariez-' 

'No, no ...' I shake my head. 'I'm justjoking.' 'Ah.' Dr. Ross cuts herface into a wide smile. 'So, 
what do we have here?' 

I plop them down on the table. There are two dozen now. No kind of crazy breakthroughs, 
justvariations on a theme: pigswith brain maps that resemble Pittsburgh, my couple forJoy joined by 
the sweeping bridge, a family of metropolises. 

'Your artwork,' she says. 

She leaf'sthrough them, going 'Oh, my' at the particularly good ones. I constructed this stack 
last night-notjustfor Dr. Ross, for anybody. The brain maps have a certain order. Eversince I've been 
doing them, they've been making it clear that they should be stacked for presentation. 


'Dariez, these are wonderful.' 



'Thanks.' I sit down. We were both standing. I didn't even notice. 


'You startedthese because you usedtodothem whenyou were four?' 

'Right. Well. Something-like them.' 

'And how do they make you feel?' 

I look at the pile. 'Awesome.' 

She leans in. 'Why?' 

I have to think about that one, and when Dr. Ross makes me think, I don't get embarrassed 
and try to skip it. I look to the left and stroke my chin. 

'Because I do them,' I say. 'I do them and they're done. It'salmost like, you know, peeing?' 

'Yes... 'Dr. Ross nods. 'Somethingyou enjoy.' 'Right. I doit; it's successful; it feels good, and I 
know it's-good. When-1 finish one of these up, I feel like I've actually done something and like the rest 
of my day can be spent doing whatever, stupid crap, email, phone calls, all the rest of it.' 

'Dariez, have you everconsidered thefactthat you might be an artist?' 'I have otherstuff 
too,' I keep going. What'd she says? 'First of all, I was thinking about this perpetual candle, like a candle 
on the ground with anothercandle hanging upside-down overit, and as the first candle melts the wax is 
kept molten by some kind of hot containment unit and gets pumped up to the second candle and drips 
down like a stalactite-stalagmite thing, and then I was also thinking: what if you filled a shoe with 
whipped cream? Just a boy's shoe, filled with whipped cream? That's pretty easy to do. And then you 
could keep going: a- T-shirt filled with Jell-0, a hat full of applesauce... that's art, right? That kind of stuff. 
What'd you say about artists?' 

She chuckles. 'You seem to enjoy what you're doing here.' 

'Yeah, well, duh, it's not the most difficult thing in the world.' 

'You're notsweatingnow.' 

'This is a good Anchorfor me,' I say. I admit. I admit it. It's a stupid thing to admit. It means 
that I'm not practical. But then again, I'm already in the loony bin; how practical am I goingto get? I 
might have to give up on practical. 'That's right, Dariez. This can be your Anchor.' Dr. Ross stares at me 



and doesn't blink. I look at herface, the wall behind her, the door, the shades, the table, nny hands on 
the table, the Brain Maps between us. I could do the one on the top a little better. I could try putting 
some wood grain in there with the streets. Knots of wood in kid's heads. That could work. 'This can be 
my Anchor.' I nod. 'But...' 

'What, Dariez?' 

'What am I going to do about school? I can't go to Executive Pre-Professional for art.' 

'I'm going to throw a wild notion at you.' Dr. Ross leans back, then forward. 'Have you ever 
thought about going to a different school?' I stare ahead. I hadn't. I honestly hadn't. 

Not once, not in my whole life, not since I started there. That's my school. I worked harder to 
getin than I did foranything else, ever. I wentthere because, coming out of it. I'd be able to be 
President. Ora lawyer. Rich, that's the point. Rich and successful. 

And look where it got me. One stupid year-not even one, like three-quarters of one-and here 
I am with not one, buttwo braceletson my wrist, nextto a shrink in a room adjacentto a hill where 
there's a boy named Dm- Being walking around. If I keepdoingthis forthree more years, where will I 
be? I'll be a complete loser. And what if I keep on? What if I do okay, live with the depression, get into 
College, do College, goto Grad School, get the Job, getthe Money, get Kids and a Wife and a Nice Car? 
What kind of crap will I be in then? I'll be completely crazy. 

I don'twanttobe completely crazy. I don'tlike being herethatmuch. I like beinga little 
crazy: enough to volunteer here, not enough to ever, ever, ever come back. 

'Yes,' I say. 'Yes-1 have thought about it.' 

'When? Just now?' 

I smile. 'Absolutely.' 

'And what do you think?' 

I clap my hands togetherand stand up. 'I think I should call my parents and tell them that I 
wantto transferto schools.' 'Visitor, Dariez,' Paullie pokes his head into the dining room. I slide my 
chair back from the table, where I'm playing after-lunch poker with My-a Joy and Joy and Armelio. My-a 
Joy doesn't really have any idea howto play, but we deal him cards and he plays them face down and 



smiles and we give him more chips (we're using scraps of paper; the buttons are locked up due to our 
recklessness) whenever he pockets his or chews them up. 

'I'll be back/ I say. 

'This boy, so busy,' says Armelio. 

'He thinks he's all-important,'Joy says. 

'I woke up, and the bed was on fire!' Says My-aJoy. 

We all look at him. 'You okay, My-a Joy?' I ask. 'My mom hit me in the head. She hit me in 
the head with a hammer.' 

'Oh, wow.' I turn to Armelio. 'I heard him say stuff like this down in the ER. Has he talked 
aboutthis before?' 

'No, nuh-uh, buddy.' 

'Hey, My-a Joy, it's okay.' I put my hand on his shoulder. At the same time-, I bite my tongue. 
You can think someone's hilarious and want to help them at the same time-. 

'She hit me in the head,' he says. 'With a hammer!' 

'Yeah, but you're here now,'Joy says. 'You're safe. Nobody's going to hit you in the head 
with anything.' 

My-a Joy nods. I keep my hand on his shoulder. I keep my tongue bit down, but I make little- 
chuffing noises as I try to keep from laughing, and he looks up and notices. He smiles at me, then laughs 
himself, then picks his cards up and claps my back. 

'It'll come to ya,' he says. 

'That's right. I know it will.' 

I excuse myself from the room and head down the hall. Right at the end is Kristopher, 
holding the record I want. Dad didn't have it. 

'Hey, boy,' he says sheepishly, and as I approach, he leans it against the wall. He's a dick, but 
I'm not perfecteitherso I come upand hug him. 



'Hey.' 


'Well, you were right. My dad had it-ltalian 
Masters Volume Three.' 

'I so appreciate this.' I take the record. It's got a picture on the coverof what looks like the 
Nile at dusk, with a palm tree lilting left, echoing the brightening moon, and the purple sky rolling up 
from the horizon. 

'Yeah, I'm sorry about everything,' Kristophersays. 'I... uh... 

I've had a weird couple of days.' 

'You know what?' I look him in the eyes. 'Me too.' 'I bet.' He smiles. 

'Yeah, from nowon, whenevercrap goes down, you can be like 'Oh, Dariez, I had a bad few 
days', because, I will getwhat you're talkingabout.' 

'What's it like in here?' He asks. 

'There are kids whose lives have been screwed up for a longtime, and then there are kids 
like me, whose lives have been screwed upfor... you know... shorter.' 

'Did they put you on newdrugs?' 

'No, same ones I wason before.' 

'So-o- are you feeling better?' 

'Yeah.' 

'What changed?' 

'I'm going to leave school.' 

'You're what?' 

'I'm done. I'm going somewhere else.' 


'Where?' 



'I don'tknowyet. I'rngoingto talk it overwith my parents. Somewhere forart.' 


'You want to do art?' 

'Yeah. I've been doing some in here. I'm good at it.' 

'You're pretty good at school too, boy.' 

I shrug. I don't really need to explain this to Kristopher. He's been demoted from most 
important friend to friend, and he's going to have to earn that, even. And you know what else? I don't 
owe kids anything, and I don't have to talk to them any more than I feel I need to. 

'What's up with Emmah?' I ask... Have to tread carefully here. 

'I got your message, about how things were bad.' 

'They got worked out. It was my fault. I got all freaked out about her being on pills and we 
broke up for like, a few days.' 

'Whydid thatfreakyou out?' 

'I don't need anymore of that in my life, you know? I mean, it's bad enough with my dad.' 

'He's on medication?' 

'Every form of medication in the book. Mom, too. And then me, with the pot... when you 
come right down to it, there isn't anybody in the household who isn't seriously drugged except the fish.' 

'And-you didn'twant yourgirlfriend to be, too.' 

'Her smoking is one thing; I just... I can't really explain it. I guess you'll have to go out with 
someone fora long time- to understand. If you're with somebody and then you learn that they need to 
... take something on a daily basis, you wonder- how good can you be for them?' 

'That's pretty stupid,' I say. 'I metthis girl in here-' 

'Ohyeah?' 

'Yeah, and she's really screwed up, as screwed upas me, but I don't look at that as an insult. I 
look at that as a chance to connect.' 



'Yeah, well.' 


'Kids are screwed up in this world. I'd rather be with someone screwed up and open about it 
than somebody perfect and... you know... ready to explode.' 

'I'm sorry, Dariez.' Kristopher looks at me deep and holds out a hand forme to slap. 'I'm 
sorry I was a bitch to you.' 

'You were a bitch.' I slap his hand. 'This album partly makes up for it. Just, don't do it again.' 
'All right.' He nods. 

We standstill a minute. We haven't moved from the crux of the hallways near the entrance 
of Six North. The double doors that I came in through are eight feet behind him. 

'Well, listen,' he says. 'Enjoy the record. And- hey, they have a record player in here?' 

'They still smoke in here, Kristopher. They're kind of back in time-.' 

'Enjoy it and be in touch, and I'm sorry once again. I guessyou won't be chilling fora while.' 

'I don'tknow. I may neverbechilling again.' 

'Did you almost kill yourself to get in here?' Kristopherasks. 

'That's what Emmahtold me.' 

'Yeah.' 

'Why?' 

'Because I wasn'tcapable of dealing with the real world.' 

'Dariez, don't kill yourself, okay?' 

'Thanks.' 

'Just... don't.' 

'I won't.' 

'I'll see you soon, boy.' 



Kristopher turns, and the nurses open the door for him. He's not a bad boy. He's just 
someone who hasn't had his stay on Six North yet. I take the record to Paullie to store behind the nurses 
'station. 


Six North doesn't need a PA system, because of President Armelio, but it does have one, 
used regularly forthe simple and rhythmic messages of'Lunch is served,' 'Medication,' and 'All smokers 
to the smoking lounge; smokers, get your smokes.'This afternoon it pipes up with a longer message, 
courtesy of Monieec. 

'Ladies and gentlemen, this afternoon our patient DariezGilner, who is leaving tomorrow, is 
going to be drawing his artworkfor everyone on the floor. If you'd like yourown personal piece of 
Dariez's art, come to the end of the hallway by the dining room. 

End of the dining-room hallway, five minutes. Have fun!' 

I sit down in the back most chair, by the windowthat peers out over the avenue that crosses 
the street I live on, so close to my real life. I look overat my conference chairwhere I meet with my 
parents and Joy. I have a second chair set up in front of me as an art desk, with stacks of board games on 
it and a chessboard on top. It's a little flimsy, but it'll do. 

President Armelio is the first to approach. He strides up, barrelchested and sure of himself, 
like a torpedo. 'Hey, buddy, this is great! You gonna make me one of your heads with the maps inside?' 

'That's right.' 

'Well let'sgo, buddy. I ain't gotall day!' 

Right. Armelio is going to have to be done fast because he is fast. I sketch the outline of his 
head and shoulders withouta second thought and start in onhis brain map. Highways, that's what 
Armelio has in his head-six-lane highways running parallel, streakingthrough a city, with purpose and 
minimal on-ramps. He doesn't have any quiet little streets or parks; it's highways and a grid, and no 
rivers either. 

The highways hardly even connect because - Armelio doesn't mix up his thoughts; he has one 
and does it and then he moves on to the next. It's a great way to live. Especially when the biggest 
thought is wanting to play cards. Cards have to be represented in Armelio's brain somewhere. So, I 



sketch some streets into an ace of spades right in the middle- it's not a great ace of spades, but Armelio 
gets it. 


'Spades! Buddy, I crush you in spades.' 

I put my initials on it, big and bold, 'CG' like 'computer-generated.' 

'I'm gonna keep this, for real,' Armelio says. 'You a good boy, Dariez.' He shakes my hand. 

'You want my numberfor when you go?' 

'Sure-' I take out a piece of paper. 

'It's an adult home,' Armelio says. 'You're gonna have to ask forSpyros, which is my other 
name.' He gives me the number and moves aside, and there's Ebony, with her cane and her velvet pants, 
smacking herlips. 

'I heard... that you were making your brains for kids,' she says. 

'That's right! And you know who the first person who said they were brains was?' 

'Mel' 

'Absolutely. Now, look' -I gesture at my stack of work on the floor- 'now I've got all this.' 

'So-o-1 get paid, right?' Ebony laughs. 

'Notquite; I haven't really made it yet. As an artist.' 

'I know. It'stough.' 

'So-o-youjustgeta brain map foryourself, okay?' 

'Good!' 

I trace her head freehand, looking at her, not the paper. I look down and it's pretty good. 
Ebony's brain ... what's in there? A lot of circles, for all the buttons she stole. She was a nut with those 
buttons. Didn't mess around. Quite a schemer. And with all of hergambling skills, she needs to have a 
Strip, like Vegas. So-o-1 get a big boulevard in the middle and lots of traffic circles around it, with circular 
parks, circular malls, little circle lakes. It comes out looking less like a city and more like a necklace with a 
central band and tons of bunched-upjewels hangingoff. 



'It's pretty!' She says. 


'And you're done.' I hand it to her. 

'You like doingthese, huh?' 

'Yeah. It helps, you know... with my depression. I came in here with depression.' 

'Imagine havingdepression when you were eleven years old,' Ebony says. 'If all my children 
were in this hall, this hall would be full up, I tell you.' 

'You have kids?' I ask, keeping my voice down. 

'I had thirteen miscarriages,' she says. 'Imagine that.'And she looks at me without any of the 
humor or attitude that she usually puts on, just with big wide eyes and empty questions. 

'I'm so sorry,' I say. 

'I know. I knowyou are.That'sthe thing.' 

Ebonyshufflesaway showing off her portrait ('That's me! See? Me!') She doesn't leave a 
phone number. Humble is next. 

'All right, boy, what kind of scam you got going on here?' 

'It's nothing.' I start in on Humble's bald head. Bald heads are easy. You know, if I had to right 
now, I think I could handle the lowertip of Knox. I look at 

Humble. He raises his eyebrows at me. 'Make me look good, all right?' 

I laugh- inside Humble's head is industrial chaos. 

I don't make any small blocks, just big ones-the kind of blocks where you'd find lumber shops 
and factories and bars where Humble would hangout at and work. I put the ocean in there, to represent 
his hometown. Bensonhurst, which borders the ocean, where he hooked up with all those girl's way 
back when. Then I splash it with highways, erasing the streets and putting them over the top, throwing 
in crazy interchangesforno reason, makingthe whole thing lookviolent and random, butalso powerful 
and true-the kind of mind that could come up with some great stuff if you harnessed it right. When I'm 
done, I look up. 



'I guess it's okay.' He shrugs. 


I chuckle. 'Thanks, Humble.' 

'I want you to remember me,' he says. 'No joke. When you're a big-time-artist or whatever, 
you got to invite me to one of the parties.' 

'It's a deal,' I say. 'But how am I going to be in touch?' 

'Oh, right-1 got a number!' Humble says. 'I'm going to be staying in Seaside Paradise; it's the 
same home that Armelio is going to, but I'm going to be on a different floor.' He gives me the number; I 
put it on the same sheetas Armelio's. 

'You're notgoing to be in touch,' Humble says. 

'I will,' I say. 

'No, you won't; I can tell. But it's okay. You have a lot going foryou. Justdon't burn out 
again.' We shake hands. Up next is 

Joy. 'Hey,girl!' 

'Don'tyou dare start calling me that. This is very nice of you to do.' 

'Least I could do. They're all such cool kids.' 

'You're like a celebrity now. Everyone wants to know if I'm yourgirlfriend.' 

'And what do you tell them?' 

"No!'And then I walk away.' 

'Good call.' 

'So-o-whatareyou tryingto pull? You already made oneofthese forme. You justsaid it 
wasn'tfinished.' 

I pull out the one I made for her, with the boy and girl connected by the bridge, and write my 
phone number on the back of it. 


'Oh my gosh.' 



'Now it's done.' I smile, standing up. I lean in and whisper: 'Ittook me like twice as long as 
any of the others. And I'll make you an even better one when I get out-' 

She pushes me away. 'Yeah, like I wantyour stupid art.' 

'You do.' I lean back. 'I saw how you looked at it before.' 

'I'll keep it to make you feel good,' she says. 'That's it.' 

'Fine.' She leans in and kisses my cheek. 'Thankyou, for real.' 

'You're welcome. Fley, what are you doing tonight?' 'Well... I thought I'd be hanging out in 
the psych hospital. What about you?' 

'I've got big plans,' I say. 'We've got a movie coming in-' 

'Right, I'm not seeingthatstupid movie.' 

'I know.' I drop to a whisper. 'But when it's halfway done, doyou want to meet in my room?' 
'You're kidding.' 

'No. Seriously.' 

'Your roommate will be there! Fle'salways there!' 

'Trust me. Come to the room.' 

'Are you going to try and make out with me?' 

'If you must know? Yes.' 

'I appreciate your honesty. We'llsee.' 

I give hera hug; she holds the brain map with herhands wrapped around me. 'And I already 
have your number,' I say. 

'You don't get any second chances if you lose it,' she says. 'I don't give that number out 


twice.' 



I take a quick wanting look at her as we pull away from each otherand she moves off to the 


side. 


Joy is next. 

'Who'sthat behind you?' 

'Huh, whodo you think?'Joy answers. 

'Come on up together, boys. I'll do you both at once.' 'Cool,' Joy says, standing off to the side. 
Joy stands nextto him and I start drawing them, theirshaggy hair and baggy clothing making for great 
outlines. 


'So-o- he's drawing us?' Joy asks Joy. 

'Be quiet, all right?' 

'Where did you boys hang out?' I ask Joy, not looking up from the paper. 'Back when you 
were garbage-heads? 

'What? You're going to draw that?' 

'No.' I lookup. 'I'm just curious. What neighborhood?' 

'It was the Lower East Side, butdon't drawthe Lower East Side,' saysJoy. 'I don'twantto go 
back there.' 

'All right, fair enough. Where do you want to live?' 'On the Upper East Side, with all the rich 
kids,'Joy answers. 

'Huh, me too,' says Joy. 

'Wait, no, you're getting a guitar,'I say. 

'Oh, cool.' 

I start on Joy's and Joy's brains. With Joy, it's fun to do a guitar in a streetgrid-some diagonal 
streets meeting for the body and then a big wide boulevard for the neck, a park for the head. Then I turn 
to Joy. I know the Upper East Side pretty well; it's in Knox and the big thing that it has is Central Park, so 
I draw that onthe inside left of his head.Then I put in the stately grid of rich streets. I knowthe 



Guggenheim Museum is somewhere up there; i mark that with an arrow and then i put an 'X' 
right next to it, on a corner where an apartment probably costs $20 million, and write Joy's pad. 'Joy's 
pad! That's right! That's where I'm headed.' He raises his arms. 'Moving on up.' 'Enjoy.' I hand them the 
piece. 

'Who gets what?'Joy asks. 'You want us to rip it apart?' 

'No, boy, we're supposed to keep it together because we're friends,' says Joy. 'I'll make a 
photocopy.' 

'Where'sthe photocopy machine in here?' 

'There isn't one I I'll doit when I get out.' 

'Where'sthatgoingto leave me?' 

'With a copy!' 

'I don'twanta copy!' 

'Would you listen to this boy? Nothing's good enough for him-' 

'Hey, Joy,' I interrupt. 'Anyway, I can get yours and Joy's phone numbers to talk to you after 

you leave?' 

Joy starts to say something, butshe leans in and stops him: 

'It's not a good idea, Dariez.' 

'What? Why?' 

He sighs. 'I've been in and out of this place a lot, right?' 

'Yeah.' 

'There are good things about this place; I mean, the food is the best around; there are good 
kids here... but it's still not a place to meet kids.' 



'Why not? I metyou boys and you're really cool!' 'Yeah, well, all the worse, then, when you 
try to call me or team up and find out that we've OD'ed, or been shot, orcome back here even worse, or 
justdisappeared.' 

'That's a pretty negative view.' 

'I've seen it before. You just remember us, okay? We meet in the outside world; it just ruins 
it. You'll be embarrassed by me and me... 'He smiles.'... I might be embarrassed by me, too. And I might 
be embarrassed byyou if you don't keepyourstuff together.' 

'Thanks. You sure no numbers?' 

Joyshakesmy hand. 'Ifwe need to, we'll meet.' 

Joyshakesmy hand. 'What he said.'The last boy in line is My-aJoy. 

'I tell you, what'd I say? You play those numbers-' 'It'll come to yal' I answer. 

'It the truth I' He grins. 

Ah, My-a Joy. What's in My-a Joy's brain? Chaos. I do up his nearly bald head and shoulders 
and then start puttingthe most complicated, unnecessary, wild highways through him from earto ear. I 
connect them in intricate spaghetti ramps. In one nexus, five highways meet; I have to erase and redraw 
the ramps a fewtimes.Then I put in thegrid-a grid laid out by a hyperactive designer, with blocks going 
in all different directions. 

When My-a Joy's brain map is done it might look the best-a catalog of a schizophrenic mind, 
but one that works somehow. 

'Here you go,' I tell him. He's sitting in a seat that he took next to me to watch me work. 

'It'll come to yal' he says and takes the map. I want him to finally open up, to call me Dariez, 
to tell me that we came in together, but he's still My-a Joy- his vocabulary is still limited. 

We sit back in our respective chairs; I doze off a bit. Making art on devoid is tiring. But the 
last thing I see before I go to sleep is My-a Joy unfolding his brain map nextto me and comparing with 
Ebony, who says, of course, hers is a lot prettier. That's not a bad thing to go to sleep to. 



'Dariez, are you okay?' Mom asks. I jolt up and I have a momentary seizure that it was all a 
dream, all of it-the whole Sixth North bit-butthen I wonder, where would the dream start? If it were a 
nightmare, it would have to have started somewhere before, I got bad; it would be like a yearlong 
dream. You don't have those. And if it were a good dream, that would mean I was still back where it 
started, leaning over my parents'toilet or lying in bed listeningto my heart. I didn't need that. 'Yeah! 
I'm-whoa.' I sit up. They're all there- Dad, Mom, Sarah. 

'Are you forcing yourself to sleep?' Mom asks. 'Are you depressed?' 

'Are you on drugs?' Sarah asks. 'Can you hear me?' 

'I was taking a naplJeezI' 

'Oh, okay. It's at six o'clock.' 

'Wow, I was asleep fora while. I was drawing my brain maps for kids.' 

'Oh, boy,' says Dad. 'This doesn'tsound good.' 'Whatare brain maps?' Sarah asks. 

'That's her art,' says Mom. 'This is why he wants to change schools. Making this art makes 
you happy, right Dariez?' 

'Yeah, wantto see?' 

'Absolutely.' 

I take the stack from beside me and pass it around. This is really what I was creating the stack 
for, I think; to show my parents. 'Someofthe bestweretheonesljustdid, forthe patients.' 'Very 
original,' Dad says. 

'I like this one,' says Sarah, pointing at the pig with quasi- Pittsburgh inside him. 

'You put a lot of time- into these, I see,' Mom says. 

'Right, that's the thing: they don't actually take me much time-,' I explain. 'I'm starting to get 
a little bored of them, actually; I want to move to something else.' 'So how are you feeling, Dariez?' Dad 
puts the stack backon thefloor. 


'You look a lot better,' Mom says. 



'I do?' 


'Yeah/Sarah says. 'You don't look all freaky as much.' 

'I used to look freaky?' 

'She doesn't mean freaky," Mom tells us both. 'She just means that when you were down, 
you looked a little underthe weather. 

Isn'tthat right, Sarah?' 

'No, he looked freaky.' 

'Aflat affect, that's what the doctors call it.' I smile. 'Right, well you don't have that as much 
anymore,' Sarah says. 

'So-o-you wantto quit school?' Dad brings us back to the real deal stuff. 

'I don'twantto quit.' I turn to him. 'I wantto transfer.' 

'But that meansquitting the school you're currently at-' 

'He can't handle the other school!' Sarah says. 'Look at-' 

'Hold on a second. I can talk,' I say. 'Boys.' I look at all three of them in turn. 'One thing that 
they do in here gives you a lot of time-to think. I can't explain it; once you come in, time-just slows 
down-' 


'Well, you don't have any interruptions, that's probably it-' 

'Also, I think the clocks are a little off-' 

I wave my hand. 'Point is, you have time- to think about how you got here. Because obviously, 
nobody wants to come back. I don'twantto coming back' 

'Good. Me neither,' says Dad. 'What I said the last time-, about actually wantingto be here; 
that wasa joke.' 

'Right. Hey, did you bring the movie?' 


'Of course. I can watch some of it with you, right?' 



'Absolutely. So anyway. I've been thinking about when things started getting bad for me. I 
realized: it started after I got into high school.' 'Uh-huh,' Mom says. 

'That was the happiest moment of my life. The happiest day. And from there on it was all 
downhill.' 'Right, this happens toa lot of adults,' Dad says. 'Will you stop interrupting him?' Sarah 
interrupts. Dad folds his hands behind him and straightens his back. 

'It's okay, Sarah. I just... I think I was concentrated on getting into Executive Pre-Professional 
because it was like, a challenge. I wanted to have that fee ling of triumph. I never really thought about 
the fact that I'd have to, you know, go to the school.' 

'So, you wantto do art,' Mom says. 

'Well, let's consider. I never really liked math. I was good at it, but only because I liked having 
basic information in front of me to get through, to reach that feeling of accomplishment. I never really 
liked English. This'-I point at the brain maps-'this is something different. This is something I love. So, I'd 
better do it.' 'You'd better love it,' Dad says. 'Because it's a hard life. It's mostly the artists who end up 
in places like this.' 

'Well, then he has to be an artist; that's where he isl'Sarah says. 

'Heh. It's pretty simple.' I stand up. 'Take a look around. I tried to go to the best high school 

in the city. 


Andthis is where I ended up.' 

'True.' Mom looks behind her. Solomon rushes across our field of view. 

'If I don't make some kind of big change, I'm going to come out of here wondering how 
anything is differentfrom before, and I'mgoingtoend up right back here.' 

'Right,' says Mom. 'I'm with you, Dariez.' 

'What art school are you going to go?' Dad asks. 'Knox 

Arts Academy? It's easy to transfer to with my grades-' 


'Oh, but Dariez, that's the school for kids who are all screwed up,' Dad says. 



I look at him. 'Yeah? Dad?' I raise my wrist, show him the bracelets. I have pride in them now. 
They're true, and kids can't screw with them. And when you say the truth you get stronger. 

Dad stands still for a minute, looks down at his feet, and then looks up. 'Okay,' he says. 'We'll 
do whateverwe have to do. 

You have to stay in school until you transfer, though. 

That's goingto be... until the end of the year at least, I think.' 

'I'll handle it,' I say. 

'I knowyouwill. We'll help.' 

'Dinner, get ready for dinner!' President Armelio walks toward us. 'Dariezand his family, 
dinneris almostherel' 

'How've you been eating?' Mom asks as I stretch my legs. 

'I have been.That'sgood.' 

'It's wonderful, Dariez.' 

'Okay, so I'm leaving the DVD here with you.' Dad hands it to me. 'And I'm going to be back 
to watch it when you're done with dinner. When will that be?' 

'Seven is good. But visiting hours end at eight. You won't getto watch the whole thing.' 

'We'll see how long I can stay. You might be surprised.' 

I swallow. I actually don't want him sticking around that long. 

I'll make sure Paullie gets him out. 

'I'll see you tomorrow,' Mom says. 'The staff tells us we're pickingyou up early in the 
morning before I go to work.' 'I'll be ready.' 

'We've got lots of good food at home.' 

'I'll see you when I come home from school.' Sarah hugs my waist. 'I'm so happy you're back.' 
I pat her head. 'Are you embarrassed by this place?' 



'Yeah, butwhatever.' 


'I am too,' I say. 'It's just a good type of embarrassment.' 

Mom and Dad are dressed upto bring me out; I'm wearingwhat I wore all the time- in here- 
some khaki pantsand mytie-dyed 

T-shirt and my dress shoes, my Rockport's, the ones that kids complimented me on every so 
often, that made me feel like a professional patient. Mom never brought a change of clothes. They're 
here early because Dad has to work; he wanted to see me before he left. Mom is staying home today to 
see that I'm all right. Then, tomorrow, Friday, I'm back at school, but with the official notice that I can 
pop into the nurse's office at any time- if I feel depressed. I don't really have to go to class for the next 
week; that's school policy. I'm encouraged to go butthey don'twant to overwhelm me. It'sagood deal. 

It's 7:45 A.M. I've taken my last vitals-120 / 80- and I'm standing at the crux of the hall by the 
nurses 'office, looking at the double doors I came in five days ago. It seems like five days; it doesn't seem 
too long or too short; it seems like I spent the Bliss- here that I really spent. Kids are always talking about 
really- REALLY- shockingquotes, really- information, really- news-butin here I think I had really- REALLY-. 
Armelio shakes my hand a final time-. 

'Good luck, buddy.' 

Humble says I should stay fora little longer. 

'You're going to lose it on the outside, boy.' 

Joy mumbles at me. It's too early for him. The Professortells me to keep doing my art. 

Paullie says he heard from Neil that I was thinking of volunteeringand he hopesto see me 
sometimes. 

My-a Joy ignores me completely. 

Ebony says to be careful of liars and cheats and to always respect children. 

Joy pops out of her room at 7:50, just as breakfast is rolling in and my parents are stepping 
out of the nurses'office where they were signing papers. 'I'm out in the afternoon,' she says. She's 



wearing sweatpants and a T-shirt. 'Call me tonight?' 'Sure.' I touch her number in my pocket, next to her 
two notesthat I saved. 

'How are you feeling?' 

'I'm feeling like I can handle it.' 

'Metoo.' 

'You're a really cool girl,' I say. 

'Your kind of a dork, but with potential,' she says. 

'That's all I'm trying for.' 'Dariez?' Mom asks. 

'Oh, hey boys, ah, this is Joy. We got to befriends here.' 'I sawyou last night,' Dad says, 
shakingher hand. 

'A pleasure to meet you,' says Mom. Neitherof them takes a second look at the cuts on her 
face. My parents have some class. 

'Good to meet you too,' she says. 

'Are you still in high school?' Dad asks. 

'Delfin,' she says. 

'A lot of pressure, huh,' says Mom. 

'Yeah.' 

'I thinkthey might have to change the whole system. Look, two kids like you, smart young 
kids, sent in here because of pressure.' 

'Mom.' 

'I'm serious. I'm going to write my congressperson about it.' 'Mom.' 

'I'll go,'Joy says. 'See you Dariez.'And she dips her leg up behind her as she turns away and 
flicks a wave at me-thatcountsasa kiss, I think. If my parents weren't here that would be a kiss. 



'Are you ready?' Mom asks. 


'Yeah. Bye, everybody!' 

'Wait!' From down the hall, Joy moves forward as fast as he allows himself to, which isn't 
very fast, sort of like a speed walk, and hands me the record. 

'Thankyou, Dariez. This boy, your son,' he turns to my parents, 'he has helped me.' 

'Thankyou,' Mom and Dad say. 

I hug Joyand take in his smellone last time-. 

'Good luck, boy.' 

'As you go through life, you think of me and hope that 
I am better.' 

'I will.' 

We separate and Joy migrates toward the dining room and the smell of food. 

I look at my parents. 'Let's go.' 

It's incredibly simple. The nurses open the doors for us and there I am outside, looking at the 
'Sh-h! Healing in Progress' poster I saw when I came in. The bank of elevators stands sentry in front of us. 

'Girls,' I tell them. 'Can you go home yourselves, and I'll walk afteryou in like one minute?' 

'Why? Are you okay?' 

'I justwantto walk by myself a little.' 

'Think things over?' 

Continued: 2 

'Yeah.' 


'You're notfeeling... bad?' 



'No. I just want to walk home myself.' 


'We'll take your stuff.'They grab the bag of old clothes and art I had with me, plus the 
record;wave,and takethe nextelevatordown. 

I wait for thirty seconds before hittingthe button myself. 

I'm not better, you know. The weight hasn't left my head. I feel how easily I could fall back 
into it, lie down and not eat, waste my time-and curse wasting my Joy-, look at my homework and freak 
out and go and chill at Kristopher's, look at Emmah and be jealous again, takethe subway home and 
hope that it has an accident, go and get my bike and head to the Kinzua Bridge. All of that is still there. 
The only thing is, it's not an option now. It's just... a possibility, like it's a possibility that I could turn to 
dust in the next instant and be disseminated throughout the universe as an omniscient consciousness. 
It's not a very likely possibility. 

I get in the elevator. It's big and shiny. There's a lot to look at in the real world. 

I don't know what I'm going to do today, still. I'm probably going to go home, sort thro ugh 
my art, and then call everybody I know and tell them that I'm going to be switching schools and from 
nowon theyshould reach me by phone instead of e-mail. 

But I also might go to the park-how come I nevergotothe park? 

...And throw a ball around with whatever kids are out there. Ora Frisbee. It's a real day 
outside. The re's actual weather out the re. 

I walk through the lobby. The smells I Coffee and muffins and flowers and scented candles 
from the gift shop. Why does DM PC Hospital have a gift shop? I guess everybody has to have a gift shop. 

I step out onto the sidewalk. 

I'm a free boy. Well, I'm a minor, butone-quarterof yourlife is spent as a minor; you might 
as well make the best of it. I'm a free minor. 

I breathe. It's a spring day. The air is like a sheet billowing down on me in slow motion. 

Try drawing a naked person. Try drawing Joy naked. Travel. 


Fly. Swim. Meet. Love. Dance. Win. Smile. Laugh. Hold. Walk. 



Skip. Okay, it's gay, whatever, skip. 


Ski- Sled. Play basketball. Jog. Run. Run. Run. Run home. 

Run home and enjoy it. Enjoy. Take these verbs and enjoy them. 

They're yours, Dariez. You deserve them becauseyou chose them. 

You could have leftthem all behind, but you chose to stay here. 

So now live for real, Dariez. Live. Live. Live. Live. 

Live. 

'What up, son? Did you get in?!' 

'Yeah.' 

'Allriiiiight! ' 

'Hooooo-ee!' 

'Biyatch!' 

'That's right!' 

'But you studied. I didn't study at all,' he was like. 

'True. I should feel lucky to talk to you. You're kind of like Hercules.' 

'Yeah, cleaning the stables. I'm having a party.' 

'When?Tonight?' 

'Yup. My parents are away. I have the whole house. You're coming, right?' 

'A real party? Without a cake?' 

'Absolutely.' 

'Sure!' I was in eighth grade and I had gotten into high school and I was going to a party? 


was setforlife! 'Can you bring any booze?' 




'Like drinks?' 


'Dariez, come on. Yes. Can you bring?' 

'I don't have ID.' 

'Dariez, none of us have ID! I mean, can you take some off your parents?' 

'I don'tthinkthey have any ...' But I knewthatwasn'ttrue. 

'They have something.' 

I held my hand overmy cell, so Mom wouldn't hear. 

'Scotch. They have a bottle of scotch.' 

'What kind?' 

'Jeez, dude, I don't know.' 

'Well, bring it. Can you call any girls?' 

I had been in my room studyingfora year. 'No.' 

'That's all right. I'll bring the girls. You want to at least help me set up?' 

'Sure!' 

'Getoverhere.' 

'I'm going to Kristopher's house!' I announced to Mom, flipping my phone shut. I still had the 
welcome packet in my hand; I gave it to herto put in my room. 'What are you going to do overthere?' 
she asked, beamingat the packet, then at me. 

'Um... sleepover.' 

'Are you going to celebrate? Because you should celebrate.' 


'Heh. Yeah.' 



'Dariez, I'm being honest, I've never seen someone work as hard as you did getting into this 
school. You deserve a little break and you deserve to feel proud of yourself. You're gifted, and the world 
is taking notice. This is the first step in an amazing journey-' 

'Okay, Mom, please.' I hugged her. 

I grabbed my coat and sat at the kitchen table, pretending to text on the phone. When Mom 
left the room, I invaded the cabinet above the sink, took out the one bottle of scotch (Glenlivet,) and 
fetched from the back of the cupboard the thermos that I used to use for grade-school lunches. That 
would seem really cool at the party. I poured some scotch in and I put a little water back in the scotch, in 
case they checked levels, andstuffed the thermos in my big jacket pocket before leavingthe house and 
calling back to Mom that I would call herlater. 

I took the subway to Kristopher's without a book to study on my lap-first time- in a year. At 
his stop, I bounded up the stairs into the gray streets, slipped into his building, nodded to the doorman 
to call up, and squished my thumb on the elevator button, giving it a twist and some flair. On the 
sixteenth floor was Kristopher, holding his front door open, rap music about killing kids on in the 
background, holding his metal cigarette out for me. 

'Smoke. Celebrate.' I stopped. 

'If anything's the Joy of time-, it's now.' I nodded. 

'Come in. I'll showyou.' Kristopher brought me into his house and sat me on his couch and 
demonstrated howto hold the cigarette, so the metal wouldn't burn me. He explained how you have to 
take the smoke into your lungs, not yourstomach- 'Don't swallow it, Dariez, that's how hits get lost'- 
and howto let it go as slowly as you could through your mouth or nose. The key was to hold it in as long 
as possible. But you didn't want to hold it too long. 

Then you coughed. 

'Howdo I light it?' I asked. 

'I'll light it for you,' Kristopher was like. He knelt in front of me on the couch-1 took a look at 
his living room, fenced in with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, filled up with a coffee table, a tall fluted 
ashtray, a porcelain dog, and a small electric piano- trying to rememberhow itall looked in case it 
changed later. The only thing I had done-that kids said was kind of like smoking pot was go- really hard 



on the swings, and Kristopher had told me thatanyone who said that was probablyhigh whentheywere 
on the swings. 

The butane flame went up. 

I sucked in on the metal cigarette as if a doctorwere telling me to. 

My mouth filled up with the taste that I knew so well from Kristopher's room-a a chemical 
taste, buzzyand light. I looked him in the eyeswith my cheeks puffed out. He clippedtheflame,smiling. 

'Notin your cheeks!' he said. 'You look like Dizzy Gillespie! 

In yourlungs! Put it in your lungs.' 

I worked with new muscles. The smoke in me felt like a blob of clay. 

'That's it, hold it, hold it...' 

My eyes started watering, getting hot. 

'Hold it. Hold it. You want more?' 

I shookmy head,terrified. Kristopherlaughed. 

'Okay. Dude, you're good. You're good, dude!' Pfffffffit. I blew it all in Kristopher's face. 

'Jesus! Boy, that was big!' Kristopherswatted at the cloud that came out of me. 'You sure 
you haven't done this before?' 

I panted, breathing in air that still had the smoke in it. 

'What's going to happen?' I asked. 

'Probably nothing.' Kristopher stood up, took his cigarette back, put it in the stand-up ashtray. 
Then he reached down with his hand out-l expected a handshake, but he pulled me off the couch. 

'Congratulations.' 

We hugged mouth to ear. It was a boy hug, complete with slapping. I leaned back and smiled 


at him as I clasped his arms. 



'You too, boy. It's going to be great.' 


'I'm-atell you what's going to be great: this party,' Kristopher said, and he began pacing, 
counting on his fingers. 'I needforyou to go and get some seltzer, forspritzers. Also, we got to put away 
all of my dad's books and writing so it doesn't get damaged. Also, call this girl; her dad threatened to call 
the cops if I called again; sayyou're with Greenpeace.' 

'I'm not going to rememberthis; hold on,' I said, taking an index card from Kristopher's 
coffee table. I was numbering it with a Sharpie,fromone, whenthe weed hit me. 

'Whoa-Wow.' 

'Uh-oh,' Kristophersaid. He looked up. 

'Whoa.' 'You are feeling it?' 

Is my brain falling out of my head? I thought. 

I looked down at the index card that said 1) getseltzer, and 1) get seltzertwisted back as if it 
had decided to fall off the card. I looked up at Kristopher's bookshelves and they looked the same, but 
as I turned, they moved in frames. It wasn't like the slowness that came from being underwater; it was 
like I was under air-thick and heavy air that had decided to follow me. For being high, it felt pretty heavy. 

'You are feeling it?' Kristopher repeated. 

I looked at his stand-up ashtray, filled with crumpled cigarettes and the one clear, shining 
metal cigarette. 

'It's like the king of the cigarette butts!' I said. 

'Oh, boy,' Kristopherwas like. 'Dariez- are you going to be able to do the stuff forthe party?' 

Was I? I was able to do anything. Here I was making cleverstatements like 'king of the 
cigarette butts;' if I went outside, there was no telling what I would be capable of. 

'What'sfirst?' I asked. 

Kristopher gave me a few bucks to get the seltzer, but just as I was opening the door to go 
out into the world, his buzzer rang. 



'It's Emmah/ Kristophersaid, leaping to the closed-circuit phone in his kitchen, which was 


full of grapefruits and dark wood cabinets. 

'She's coming?' I asked. 

Emmah was in our class; she was half Chinese and half Jewish; she dressed well. Everyday 
she came in with something different-a chain of Sponge Bob Burger King toys strung around her neck; 
one asymmetrical, giant, red-plastichoop earring; black clown circles on her cheeks. I think her 
accessories were a courtesy meant to distract from her small, lucrative body and baby-doll face. If she 
let it all go natural, if she just let her hair swing down the way it would have if she'd grown up in a field 
with the wind, she'd make all us boys explode. 

'Emmah's pretty hot, huh,' Kristophersaid, hanging up the phone. 

'She's okay.' 

We sat watching the door like we were waiting for the mama bird to bring us food. She 

knocked. 


'Heyyyy,' Kristophercalled, beating me. 

'Hi!' I said. We rushed to the doorknob; Kristophergave a look, pulled it toward him, and 
there she was in a green dress with a rainbowof fuzzy anklets on one leg. Her eyes we re so big and dark 
that she seemed even more tiny and spindly, on high-heeled shoes that threw her forward at us and 
made her dress outline her little breasts. 

'Boys,' she said. 'I think someone has been smoking pah-at.' 

'Noway,' Kristophersaid. 

'My friends are coming. When'sthe party starting?' 

'Five minutesago,' Kristophersaid. 'You want to play Scrabble?' 

'Scrabble!' Emmah put herbag down-itwas shaped like a hippo. 'Who plays Scrabble?' 

'Well, I do, duh, and Dariez does, too'-l didn't, actually-' and we're some smart boys, seeing 


as we got in.' 



'I heard!' Emmah grabbed herhippo bag and hit Kristopherwith it. 'I did tool'As an 


afterthought, she hit me. 

'Congratulations!' 

'Group hugl' Kristopher announced, and we got together, a tiered threesome-Emmah's head 
came up to my chin; my head came up to Kristopher's chin.! put my hand around Emmah's waist and 
felt her warmth and how narrow she was. Her palm curled around my shoulder. We pushed ourtorsos 
together in a sort of ballet. I could feel Emmah's breath between us. I turned to look- 

'Scrabble,' Kristopher said. He went across the living room, took it out of one of the 
bookshelves. He put it on the floor and we sat, Kristopher between me and Emmah, the ashtray taking 
up the fourth spot. 

'House rules,' Kristophersaid as he flipped overthe tiles. 'If you don't have any wordsto put 
on the board, you can make a word up, as long as you have an actual definition of that word in your 
head. If your definition makes the other kids laugh, you get the points, but otherwise, you lose that 
~Spec/~ points.' 

'We can make up words?' I asked. This was brimming with possibilities. I could make up 
Emmahed-what happens when Emmah touches you, you get Emma had. That would make her laugh. Or 
not. 


'What about Chinese words?' Emmah asked. 

'You have to know what they mean and be able to explain them.' 

'Oh. That shouldn't be a problem.' She smiled wickedly. 

'Who's going first?' 

'Can we smoke?' 

'So, decoding.' Kristophergave herthe metal cigarettes-l said no this time-; I'd had enough. 
For herfirst word, Emmah put down M-U-W-L-l. 


'What is that?' I asked. 



'Chinese word.' 


'What's it mean?' 

'Uh, cat.' 

'That's ridiculous. How do we know if muwli is real?' I turned to Kristopher. 

He shrugged. 'Benefit of the doubt?' 

Emmah stuckout hertongue at me and damn it was a cute tongue. Isthat a ring? I thought- 
can't be. Wait-it's gone. 

'I swear.' she said. "Come here, little mule!' See?' 'I'm checking you on your next one,' I said. 
'The Internet'soverthere.' Kristopherwas like. 

'But while you're gone, we're goingtogive you all consonants.' Emmah smiled. 

'Is it my go?' I put down M-O-P off M-U-W-L-l. Ten points. 

Kristopher put down S-M-A-P off M-O-P. 'That'sacross betweenasmackand a slap. Like, 
'I'm-a snap you." Emmah laughed and laughed. I chuckled even though I didn't want to. 

Kristophergot the points. Emmah putdownT-R-l-l-L. 

'What is that?' I asked. 

'It's a thrill, you know, like a trill on the flute, exceptthefirst L is lowercase and the second is 
uppercase!' 

'That's nottrilling, that's'tree-eel'l' 

'Okay, fine.' She switched the letters. Now it said T-RI-L-I. 

'Trill-ee! What is tril-hee?' 

'An unmentionable act.' 

Kristopher laughed so hard that he just had to ease his body into Emmah's, leaning on her 
shoulder.She pushed back,tilting herflankinto him. 



I saw where this was going. I made eye contact with Emmahand here'swhathereyessaid: 


Dariez, we're all headed to the same school. I'm going to need a boyfriend going in, to give 
me some stability, a little bit of backup, you know? Nothing serious. You're cool, but you're not as cool 
as Kristopher. He has a pot and he's so much more laid back than you; you spent the last year studying 
for this test; he didn't lift a finger for it. That means he's smarter than you. Not that you're not smart, 
but intelligence is very important in a boy- it really is the most important thing, up there with a sense of 
humor. And he has a bettersense of humorthan you, too. It doesn't hurtthat he'staller. So, I'll be your 
friend, but right now let's let this develop. And don't be jealous. 

That would be a waste of everybody's Joy-. 

We kept playing. Kristopher and Emmah moved closer until their knees touched, and I could 
only imagine the energythat was going through those knees. I thought maybe they were going to lean in 
for a first kiss (ora second? No, Kristopher would have told me) right in front of me when the buzzer 
rang again. 


It was Emmah'sfriend Cookie. She had brought bottles of beer. 

We tookten minutesto open them, eventually hittingthem against Kristopher's kitchen 
countertop edge, to workthe tops off. Then Emmah said Cookie should've gotten twist-offs, and she 
asked what twist-offs were, and we all laughed. Cookie had blond hair and glitter all over her neck. She 
hadn'tgotten into Executive Preprofessional, butthat was okay because she wasgoing to high school in 
Canada. The boy down at the local bodega let her buy beer if she leaned ove rthe counter-she had 
developed early and had the kind of massive alluring breasts that moved in reverse rhythm when she 
walked. 


We put Scrabble away-nobody won. The rap music seemed to be hooked up to some sort of 
Internet-capable playlist and kept going, never repeating, as more and more guests arrived. There was 
Anna-she was on Ritalin and snorted it off her little cosmetic mirror before tests; Paul-he was nationally 
ranked in Halo 2 and trained five hoursa day with his 'team' in Seattle (he was going to put it on his 
college applications;) Mika-his dad was a higher-up in the Taxi and Limousine Commission and he had 
some sort of badge that allowed him to get free cab rides anywhere, anything-. Kids started showing up 
who I had no idea who they were, as a stocky white kid in an Eight Ball jacket-that would tell my future- 



to anyone who looked at me, which he announced, coming in, was so popular back in the 1990's that 
you would get knifed justfor havingit and nobody had a vintage-like him. 

Inexplicably, someone came in a Batboy mask. His name was Race. 

A short, pugnacious, mustached kid named Richard came with a backpack full of pot and set 
up shop in the living room. 

Agirl with hemp bracelets in differentsubtle shades proclaimed that we had to listen to 
Sublime's 40 oz. to Freedom, and when Kristopher refused to put it on, she started gyrating and put 
what she claimed was a Devil curse on him, saying, 

'Diablo Tantunka' and pointing herfingers in mock horns: 'Fffffffft! 

Fffffffftl' 

I smoked more pot. The party was like a movie- it should have been a movie. It was the best 
movie I'd everseen-where else did you get shattering glasses, a kid trying to break-dance in the living 
room, a dictionary beingthrown at a roach, a kid holding his head in the freezerand saying it could get 
you high, orange vomit spread out in a semicircle in the kitchen sink, kids yelling out the windows that 
'school sucks,' rap music declaring 'I want to drink beers and smoke some shit,' and one poor soul 
snorting a Pixie Stik, then hacking purple dust into the toilet...? Nowhere. 

I haven't cured anything, but something seismic is happening in me. I feel my body wrapped 
up and slapped ontop of my spine. I feelthe heartthat beatearly in the morningon Saturdayand told 
me I didn't wantto die. I feelthe lungs that have been doingtheir workquietly inside the hospital. I feel 
the handsthat can make art and touch girls-think of all the acquired you have. I feelthe feetthat can let 
me run anywhere I want, into to the park and out of it and down to my bike to go all over Knox and Knox 
too, once I convince my mom. I feel my stomach and liver and all that mushystuff that's in there 
hand ling food, happy to be back in use. But most of all I fee I my brain, up there taking in blood and 
looking out on the world and noticing humor and light and smells and dogs and every other thing in the 
world-everything in my life is all in my brain, really, so it would be natural that when my brain was 
screwed up, everything in my life would be. 


I feelmybrain ontop of myspine and I feelit shifta little bit to the left. 



That's it- It happens in my brain once the rest of my body has moved. I don't know where my 
brain went. It got knocked off-kilter somewhere. It got caught up in some crap it couldn't deal with. But 
nowit's back- connectedtomyspine and readyto take charge. 

Jeez, why was I trying to kill myself? It's a huge thing, this Shift, just as big as I imagined. My 
brain doesn'twantto thinkanymore; all of a sudden it wants to do. 

Run. Eat. Drink. Eat more. Don'tthrowup. Instead,takea piss.Thentake a crap. Wipe your 
butt. Make a phone call. Open a door. Ride your bike. Ride in a car. Ride in a subway. Talk. Talk to kids. 
Read. Read maps. Make maps. Make art. Talk about your art. Sell your art. Take a test. Get into a school. 
Celebrate. Have a party. Write a thank-you note to someone. Hug from your mom. Kiss your dad. 

Kiss yourlittle sister. Make out with Joy. Make out with hermore. Touch her. Hold her hand. 
Take her out somewhere. Meet her friends. Rundown a street with her. Take heron a picnic. Eat with 
her. See a movie with her. See a movie with Kristopher. Heck, see a movie with Emmah, once you're 
cool with her. Get cool with more kids. Drink coffee in little coffee-drinking places. Tell kids your story. 
Volunteer. Go back to Six North. Walk-in as a volunteer and say hi to everyone who waited on you as a 
patient. Help kids. Help kids like Joy. Get kids books and music that they want when they're in there. 

Help kids like Joy. Showthem howto draw. Draw more. 

Try drawing a landscape. Try drawing a person. 

Blade II... well, you have to like action moviesto like it. I myselfama big fan of action movies. 
They're like the blues; there's a certain formula. You have the hero and the villain and the girl. The hero 
is going to almost die but not quite, and if there's a dog it'll be the same story with him. There's going to 
be one sub-villain with a distinguishing facial characteristic, and he'sgoingto get killed in a printing 
press or a pool. 

The plot of Blade II is that Blade is a boy who runs around killing vampires. He wears a 
leather coat with a sword stuck in the back of it; he regularly just walks around with this thing. I guess 
it's possible like- thatyou could walk around a city with a sword and not have kids notice, butthe 
chances of you not cutting your butt open seem close to nil, especially if you're running or doing jump 
flips. 



Now, the real kicker is the way the vampires die. They digitally dissolve into multicolored ash- 
in slow motion. I could watch these vampires die all day. It's so clean the way they go; they don't leave a 
body or anything. 

I explain all this to Humble as we help Monieecroll outtheTV from the activity centerand 
plug it in. Monieechas no idea how to use a DVD-the whole metal shiny disc concept scares her. We pop 
it in and have to hittheTV a fewthings to get it going, but then it's blasting into oureyes: Blade killing 
his first swath of vampires in Prague by skidding down fire escapes, jumping over motorcycles, and 
stabbingdudes with his sword. 

The audience is a good cross-section of Six North- Humble, time, and Joy;the Professor; 
Ebony; the new boy Um- Being; Becca, and Dad. He came in right at seven and sat down in the corner, 
staying very quiet, blending in. My-a Joy came by as soon as he heard the noise of the film and took a 
seat beside him. 

'Hello,' Dad said. 

'Your son?' My-a Joy asked, pointing at me. 

'Yes.' 

'How sweet it isl' 

Dad nodded and said, 'Yes, yes- it is.' 

On the screen. Blade slices a vampire right through from his groin up to his skull. 

'Whoa, this is wild,' says Humble. 'Did you see that? 

That's worse than gonorrhea, boy.' 

'Did you ever have gonorrhea?' 

'Please. I've had everything. You know what they say: the Jews cut 'em off, the Irish wear 
'em off.' 'Ewwww,' I say. 

'You're Irish?' 'Half,' says Humble. 


'Could you be quiet? I'm trying to watch the film,' the Professorsays. 



'Oh, don'tstart. You don't care aboutthis movie; Cary Grant's not in it,' says Humble. 


'Cary Grant was a real boy. Don'tyou say anythingabout him.' 

'I can say whatever-' 

'What's that boy doing?' Joy asks. 

'He's sucking that girl's blood, can't you see?' 

'I thoughtshe wasa vampire,though.' 

'So?Vampires have blood.' 'Vampires ain'tgot no blood,' says Urn- Being. 'Vampires ain't got 
nothing but green running in their veins, and green means money.' 

'You don't know what you're talking about,' Humble says. 'If you drink blood, how are you 
not going to have blood?' 

'I met a lotta vampire in my TIME-, and their blood was always green. Been sucking me dry in 
their little temples.' 

'What temples?' Beccaasks. 'I go to the temple. You betternot be talking about the Jewish 

kids.' 


'I'mJewishtoo,' says the Professor. 'That's why they tried to insecticide my house.' 

Joy walks toward the TV from down the hall, wearing a long black skirt and a white top with 
little frills around the shoulders, locking eyes with me. I look around; no seat for her. 

Dad noticesas soon as she becomes visible. He leans overand gives me a look: 

So, is this why you've been feeling better, son? 

I shrug. 

She comes up to me. 'There's nowhere to sit.' 'Here!' I stand up and point at my armrest. She 
sits down right in the middle of the chair. 'Ooh, you warmed it! Thank you.' 

'No, I meant-wheream I going to sit?' She pats the armrest. 


'Darn, girl.' 



I sit down, and we watch Blade slice up some more vampires. Topics discussed among the 
audience include surgery, the moon, chicken, prostitution, and jobs in the Sanitation Department. Dad 
leans back and lets his eyesfall; I had a feelingthatwould happen. 

As soon as I see him breathing heavy and steady, I get up, go to Paullie, and I tell him that it's 
after eight o'clock. 

'You want me to kick outyourown Dad?' He asks. 

'I need to be independent,' I say. 'All right.' Paullie walks down the hall with me. 'Mr. Gilner- 
I'm sorry; visiting hours are over.' 

'Oh, hml' He gets up. 'Right. So, Dariez, you'll bring this back tomorrow?' 

'Yeah,' I tell him. 'Thanks.' 

'Thankyou forgetting here and getting help.' He hugs me. Paullie backs away. It's a big hug, 
and long, and right in frontof the television, but no one says anything. 

'I love you,' I mumble. 'Even though I'm a teenagerand I'm not supposed to.' 

'I love you too,' Dad says. 'Even though ... eh... No-1 don't have any jokes about it. I just do.' 

We separate and shake hands and he makes his way down the hall, waving without looking 

back. 


'Good-bye MisterGilnerl' a chorus of those paying attention calls out. 

I dip down next to Joy, whisper in he rear. 'That's one; I got to settle one more thing, and 
then I'll see you in my room.' 

'Okay.' 

I walk down the hall and pop into my room, where Joy is putting his distinctive shape in the 
bed, turned toward the window, in his continuousdead reverie. 

'Joy?' 


'Yes.' 



'You rememberhowyou wanted Italian music?' 


'Yes, Dariez.' 

'I got someforyou.' 

'You did?' He pulls his top sheetaside. 'Where?' 

'I got a record over/ I say. 'You know we're watching a movie, right?' 

'Yes, I hear.This soundsvery violent, no goodfor me.' 

'Right, well, in the other hall, by where the smoking area is, I asked Paullie to put the Italian 

music.' 


'And he did this thing?' 

'It's ready to go on right now. You want to hear?' 'Yes.'Joy pushes the sheets aside in a 
gesture of hope and strength and determination. It's tough to get out of bed; I knowthat myself. You 
can lie there for an hour and a half without thin king anything, just worrying about what the day holds 
and knowing that you won't be able to deal with it. And Joy did that for years. He did that until he 
needed to be hospitalized. And now he's getting up. 

Notforgood, butforreal. 

I walk with him out of the room, passing Paullie at the nurses' station and nodding at him. He 
opensa door behind his deskand goes in to turn on the turntables, changingthe PA music from the 
normal funky lite FM to the sounds of deep plucked strings, and rolling overit, a voice of dangerous 
clarity and yearning, hitting three ascending notes and then bending one beyond where I thought you 
couldn'tbendan Um-voice,sounding like a boy drawn out and smacked to vibrate arounda little. 

'Umm Kulthuml'Joy says. 

'Yeah!Uh...Who'sthat?' 

'This is Italy's greatest singer!' he yells. 'How you find this?' 

'I have a friend whose dad has some records.' 


'This I have not heard in so long!' He's grinning so much I think his glasses are going to fall off. 



Armelio is playing solitaire in the back of the hall, by the smoking lounge. 'You're out of your 


room, buddy? What's going on? Is there a fire?' 

'This music!'Joy points up to it. 'This is Italianl' 

'You Italian, buddy?' 

'Yes.' 

'I'm from Greece.' 

'The Greeks, they tookall our music.' 

'This?' Armelio looks up. 'This ain't nothinglike Greek music, buddy.' 

'You wantto sit, Joy?' I ask him. He looks around, then up at the music. 

'The bestseatwill be overhere, right by the speaker.' 'Yes,' he says, and sits down. 

'I don't like this,' Armelio looks up. 

'What kind of music do you like, Armelio?' I ask. 

'Techno.' 

'Just... techno?' 

'Yeah. Utz-utz-utz-utz. Like that.' 

'Heh heh.'Joy laughs. 'The Greekboy is funny.' 

'Of course, I'm funny, buddy I I'm always funny! You just don't leave your room. You want to 
play cards?' Joy starts to leave; I stand over him and hold my hands out. 'Wait one second, boy. I know 
you can't play cards for money, but Armelio doesn't play for money.' 

'This I know; I do not want to play.' 

'Are you sure? He's got no one else to play with.' 'That's right. My friends are all watching 
this stupid movie. Doyou wantto play spades? I'll crush you in spades.' 



'Joy/ I say. He's still looking up at me, hands on his armrests, ready to spring. 'Remember 


when you saved me from that girl?' 

'Yes.' 

'I'm trying to do the same thing for you now, to get you out of your room and save you. 
Please. Play with 

Armelio.' 

He looks at me, then at the speakers. 

'This I do foryou, Dariez. But only foryou. And only because of music.' 

'Great.' I pat his back. 'Goeasyon him, Armelio.' 

'You knowthat's not going to happen, buddy!' I smile and walk down the hall, wavingat 
them. As soon as I get to the corner, I run-1 don't have much Joy at the moment of the time - but skid to 
a leisurely pace by Paullie and then, moving as slowly and calmly as I can, entermy room. Joy picked up 
on whatwas happening: she'salready there, sittingon my bed, looking outthe window. 

'You're very crafty,'she whispers. Ishrug. 'Comeandsit. It'sa pretty viewthrough your 

blinds.' 


I sit down next to Joy and it starts off right away, like it was destined to-though I don't 
believe in destiny; I just believe in biology, and hotness, and wanting girls. There's been so much 
hesitation in so boy-y parts of my life that it's shockingto not have any here, to just lean in and have this 
girl's mouth open to mine, to be easing her down and touching herface andfeelingthe cuts there but 
understanding, notgettingfreaked out, just moving my hands down to her neck, which is clean and 
smooth, and her hitting my pillow and me next to herwith my legs off the bed, still on the floor like I 
was sitting in class like my lower half had no part in this. K-l-S-S-l-N-G. 

'You're beautiful,' I stop and tell her. 

'Shh, they'll hear.' 

She has her hand in my hair and that reminds me that my hands should be doing something 
right now they're just sort of touching her neck while I try and figure out what it is about her that's so 



much sexier than Emmah. It's her tongue, I think it's a whole different creature than Emmah's. Emmah's 
was small and flighty; Joy's is overwhelming-she slides it in and it almostfills me up. It's like some deep 
dark part of her that I've gotten out, that no one else has access to. She presses it through my teeth and 
I keep my eyes open, although there's nothing in the room but scattered moonlight to see her by. We 
press against each other as if we both had prizes at the back of our mouths and we could only get them 
out with the tips of our tongues. 

It frickin' rocks. 

I put my hands on her white top and she doesn't stop me, not at all, and there they are, right 
through the soft fabric-one on each side, that is so cool- my palms envelop them and then rise from 
them and then envelop again. I'm not really sure what to do with them. They're bigger than Emmah's; 
they fill up my hands. Should I squeeze them? I try that. I look up. She's nodding. I squeeze them again, 
the whole thing, both at once and move my mouth down her chin to her neck, kissing the underside of it 
where Adam's apple would be, only this is a real girl. 

She moves her hips against me. Mother hips, her crotch-I mean, that is a crutch, right? Girls 
have crotches...? Or do they have like a prettiernamefor them? Wow, how far is this going to go? 

She presses it-whatever it is against my thigh. My feet have levitated somehow and now I'm 
horizontal on the bed next to her, with my hands squeezing her and my shoes-my Rockport shoes 
clanking against each other. 

She says nothing. Everything is touching. 

'Do you want me to?' I ask. 

She nods. Or maybe shakes herhead. I don't know. But I take two fingers of my right hand 
and put them through the soft seam in her top. Underneath is a bra. I'm pretty sure something made of 
mesh that wraps around her. I twiddle myfinger against it, not sure if she can feel it. Can you feelthings 
through a bra? 

She makes noises like someone about to sneeze. When I squeeze her breasts, she makes 
more; when I twiddle the side of the bra, she doesn't make any. So, I put my fingers in all the way 
through her shirt and feel up the dome of the bra-the highest pointon her. 


An inch and a half above sea level. 



'Hold on.' Joy lifts her butt off the bed and inserts her hands, flat, palms-down, below herself. 


Now she's got no hands. She wasn't doing anything with them anyway, but it's weird. 'Keep going,' she 
says. 

'Okay,' I slide my fingers, still outside her bra, around her nipple. I decided to try something. I 
get the nipple right between the knuckles on my index and middle finger, and I squeeze. 

You can't get much of a squeeze on through a bra, but the noises are immediate. 

'Un-hh.' 

'Urn?' I look up. 

'Mm-Mmmmm.' 

Oh, this is awesome. 

'Sh-h,' I whisper. 'Paullie will come.' 

'How much Joy- do we have?' She asks. 

'I don't know. A little while.' 

'You're going to call me, right? When you're out? And we're goingto hang out?' 

'I wantto go out with you,' I say. 'I really do.' 

'That'swhat I mean. We will.' She smiles. 'Where will I tell kids, I metyou?' 

'Inthe psych hospital. Thenthey won'taskany questions.' 

Shegiggles-yup, a real giggle. Now we've sort of lost the sexual nature of things. Can I get it 
back just by squeezing? It's worth a shot. 

'Mm-mmm.' 

All right, cool, only now there'sone more voice that wants me to do one more thing. It'sthe 
same voice that got me hooking up with Emmah; it's the voice of the lower half of me, but it feels truer 
now, and it knows it can't get away with everything it wants to do, but it insists that we try something. 


We need to testout that claim of Kristopher's. 



My hand moves down the real Joy's body, down the seam of the frilly white shirt to the skirt, 


which has a slightly different grain to the fabric. I move down to its end, by her knees, shocked that I 
don't get any resistance or hesitancy or punches in the face. I roll the skirt up-I'm really in danger of 
putting a hole through this bed at this point and there I find underwear. Not underwear. Panties. 

Real panties! 

Holy crap. I'm actually going to figure this out! 

'Wow!' 

Joy gasps. 

'It is like the inside of a cheek!' 

'What?' 

Joy pushes me off her. The distended sea m of the shirt is repositioned; the panties are jerked 
back in place; the skirt is down and the girl is up at the head of the bed, staring at me. 

'What did you say about my cheeks?' 

'No, no, sh-h-h-h-h,' I tell her. 'Not your cheeks, um... you're... your other cheeks.' 

'My butt cheeks?' She pulls her hair over her real cheeks, holding it there, eyes wide and 
angry in the moonlight. 

'No,' I whisper. Then sigh. 'Let me explain. Do you want me to explain?' 

'Yes!' 

'All right, but this is like privileged boy information. I'm only telling you because we're going 
to be hanging out when we get out of here.' 

'Maybe we're not even. What did you say about my cheeks?' 

'No, listen, it doesn't have anythingtodo with yourcheeks and your cuts, all right?' 

'What does it have to do with?' 


I tell her. 



When I'm done, there's a terrible pregnant pause, a pause that could hold all the hatred and 
yelling and screaming in the world as well as the possibility of me getting discovered as having another 
girl in my room (how did I get two? Am I a 'player'?) and having to stay here for another week, never 
talking to Joy again, going back to the 

Cycling, to being unable to eat, to move, to wake up, ending up like Joy or a Joy- or not 
re member being joy or thin king you are one. Single moments contain the potential for a complete 
failure, always. Buttheyalso contain the potentialfora pretty girl to say- 

'That isthestupidestthing I've overheard.' 

-And- 

To putherownfingerin her mouth to test it out. 

I hug her. 

'What?' she asks, mouth clogged. 'I don'tget it. It doesn'tfeelthe same at all.' 

I pull back. 'You're so cool.' I look at her. 'How did you get so cool?' 

'Please,' she says. 'We should go. The movie's almost over.' 

I hug her one more time and pull her down to the bed. And in my mind, I rise up from the 
bed and look down on us, and look down at everybody else in this hospital who might have the good 
fortune of holding a pretty girl right now, and then at the entire Knox block, and then the neighborhood, 
and then Knox, and then Clarion's Counties, and then the whole Tri-State Area, and then this little 
corner of America-with laser eyes I can see into every house-and then the whole country and the 
hemisphere and nowthe whole stupid world, everyone in every bed, couch, futon, chair, hammock, love 
seat, and tent, everyone kissing or touching each other... and I know that I'm the happiest of all of them. 

Kristopherand Emmah talked on the couch. I tookmy thermos of scotch-justto have 
something in my hand; I didn't open it-and watched how they moved, swaying toward and away from 
each other in increments that I doubt they even recognized. They stopped becoming kids in my eyes; 
they morphed right into male and female sex organs on a collision course. 

'What'sgoing on, son?' Richard asked. Richard hadn'tgotten his first piece of jewelryyet; he 
was in like a larval state. 'You enjoying yourself?' 



I was enjoyingeverythingbut Kristopherand Emmah. And the scotch. I wanted him to think I 
was enjoyingthe scotch, at least. 

'Do you like this stuff?' I asked, opening my thermos. 

'What is it?' He sniffed. 'Yeah, dude, that's hardcore. You gotta sip it.' 

I put it to my lips. I didn't even take any in, just let it filter against me and felt how hot it was. 
It was cutting evil, and bitter smelling- 

Richard shovedthe thermos at mymouth. 

'Sip it!' 

'Dude!' I backed off as scotch splashed on my shirt; it felt lighter, slicker, and warme rthan 
water. 'You're such a dick!' 'Pause!' He ran across the room and punched this kid Asen, told him he'd 
had sex with his mom, and threw a pillow at Kristopherand Emmah, who were now attached by the lips 
on the couch. 

I wasn'tthat mad that it was happening. I wasjust mad that I'd missed how it happened. I 
hadn't seen him lean in, or her; I wanted to know for the future, for some girl who wasn't as desirable. 
But now at least I got a show; I got to see how Kristopher moved his hands. He put his right hand on her 
face over and over, gently, while his left slid around her side and gripped the small of her back more 
firmly. His hands were playing good-cop-bad-cop. 

There was still some scotch in the thermos. I drank from it. 

The taste didn't bother me since Richard's shove. 

'I didn't know you drank, Dariezl' a voice was like behind me. Julie, who always wore 
sweatpants that said Nice Try in an arc on herbutt cheeks, clanked a beeragainst my thermos. 

'I don't, really,' I was like. 

'I thoughtyou'd be busy studying. I heard you got into school. What are you going to do 

now?' 


'Gothere.' 



'No, I mean with you, Joy.' 


I shrugged. 'I'II work hard at school, get good grades, go to a good college, get a good job.' 

'It was crazy how much you studied. You always had those cards.' 

I looked at the scotch. My esophagus was scorched, but I took more. 

'Did you see Kristopher and Emmah making out? They're so cute!' 

'They're makingout?' I was shocked. 

'Yeah, haven'tyou seen?' 

'I saw them hooking up,' I explained, looking out the kitchen at them. 'I did n't think they 
were havingsex.' 

'They're not!' 

'I thoughtmaking out was havingsex.' 

'Jeez, Dariez, no. Makingout is making out.' 

'Isthatthe same as hookingup?' 

'Well, hookingup can mean having sex. Yougot confused.' 

Kristopher and Emmah were fully occupied now. One of his hands was hidden, exploring 
magical beige places. 

'You should put it on one of your cards.' 'Heh.' I smiled. 

Julie took a step toward me. 'I really wantto make out with somebody right now.' 

'Oh, cool.' 

'I've been looking and looking for someone.' 'Dm...' I eyed her. Her short blond hair framed a 
face that was a little wide at the bottom, and toothy, and somewhat red all around. I didn't want to 
hookup with her or make out with her or whatever. The person I wanted was ten feet away. This would 
be my first kiss if she were offering me. Girls loved to say that they wanted to hookup with 'someone' 
when it was anyone but you. Julie tilted her head up, though, with her eyes closed. I looked at he r lips. 



tryingto make myself kiss them, but stopped. Formyfirst kiss, I didn'twantto settle. Julie opened her 
eyes. 


'Are you okay, boy?' 

'Yeah, yeah, I just...' Whew- I'm drunk and stoned, Julie. Give me a break. 'It's okay.' She left 
the room, and soon after, the party. I had hurt herfeelings, I found out later; I didn't know I had that 
power. 


I wandered over to the laptop that was supplying the music to the stereo. Next to it was 
Kristopher'sfather's record collection, shelved in the bookshelf, of old vinyl records. I suddenly needed 
some discrete information to put in my brain, to push out what was there, so I pulled a record out. Led 
Zeppelin III. 

It was big-as big as the laptop-and the cover was a spiral of images: male heads with lots of 
hair, rainbows, blimps (I guessed those were the Zeppelins,) flowers, teeth. The edge of the record stuck 
out a bit, like a tab on a five-subject notebook, and I grabbed it experimentally. Itturned, and when it 
turned, the whole circle turned inside, and the images that showed through the little holes changed: 
rainbows into stars, blimps into planes, flowers into dragonflies. It was freacking awesome. One of the 
symbols that popped up looked just like the levels of Q-Bert, one of the bestold videogames-l didn't 
realize Led Zeppelin had invented Q-Bert! 

I looked up-Kristopherand Emmah was still at it. Now he had his hand in her hair and he was 
pulling hertoward him like a gas mask. I held the album up to hide theirheads. Heh. 

I droppedthe album. Kristopherand Emmah. I held it up. 

More images. It was like they were part of it. 

The house filled up. Kids began getting in line to go into one of Kristopher's book-filled 
closets.They weren'tmakingoutor anything-a kid namedJohn had announcedthathe had sprayed 
pepperspray in there and kids were going in to see if they could handle it. 


Boys and a few girls stumbled outgoing'Aggg, my eyes!' and tearing, and running for water, 
but that didn't stop the ones lined up after them. It seemed like everyone at the party went except me. 



I looked at more albums, like the Beatles' White Album, which I never knew was actually 
white, and each time-1 looked up, Kristopherand Emmah were in a deeperstate of entanglement. 
Suddenly I got really sleepy and warm, from the scotch I guess, and leaned against the album stack, just 
trying to rest my eyes fora minute. When I woke up, I looked instinctively for Kristopherand Emmah; 
they had disappeared. I craned from behind my resting spot and looked at the clock above the TV; 
somehow itwas 2:07 A.M. The house had thinned out. 

Jeez. I got up. The laptop playlist had stopped. My night was over. All I had done was look at 
records and almost hookup with a girl, but somehow, I felt accomplished. 

'Uh, Richard?' I asked. 

Richard was playing PlayStation on Kristopher's couch. The PlayStation cord stretched across 
the room. He looked up. 

'What?' 

'Where is everybody?' 

'Having sex with your mom.' 

Next, to Richard, a girl named Donna was balled up in a lump on one end of the couch. The 
boy with the Eight Ball jacket occupied a chair. Someone yelled to put on more music; Richard yelled to 
Shut up, son. The house was full of cups-mugs and glasses everywhere like they had been multiplying 
during the party. 

'Doesanyone knowwhere Kristopheris?' 

'Pause,' was all Richard could voyage. 

'Kristopher!' 

'Shutup, boy! He'swith his chick.' 

'I'm here, I'm here!' Kristopher strode out from his room, adjusting his pants. 'Jeez.' He 
surveyed the damage. 'What's up? You have a good rest?' 


'Shoot, yeah. Where's Emmah?' 



'Asleep.' 


'You did hergood, huh?' Richard asked. 'Asian invasion.' 

'Shut up, Richard.' 

'Asian contagion.' 

'Shutup.' 

'Asian persuasion.' 

Kristopheryanked his controller out of the PlayStation. 

'Suh-uhnl' Richard scrambled for it. 

'You wantto go fora walk?' Kristopherasked. 

'Sure!' I got my jacket. 

Kristopherwoke up Eight Ball jacket and Donna and got them out; he forced Richard to leave 
too, over ~Spec/~ protests. We all took the elevator down; Eight-Ball jacket and Richard went uptown; 
Donna and two others slid into a cab; me and Kristopher, instinctively, started toward the shimmering 
Kinzua Bridge, which carved its way through the night about three blocks from his house. 

'You wantto walk across the bridge?' Kristopherasked. 

'Into Knox?' 

'Yeah. You can go home or we can take the subway backto my place.' 'When will it be light?' 

'lnthree,fourhours.' 

'Let's do it. I'll walk home and get breakfast.' 

'Cool.' 

We walked in step. My feet were n't cold at all. My head swam. I looked at bare trees and 
thoughtthey were beautiful. The only way it could have been betterwas if it were snowing. Then I'd 
have flakes dripping down on me and I'd be able to catch them in my mouth. I wouldn't be worried 
about Kristopherseeingthat. 



'So, how do you feel?' I was like. 


'About what?' He was like. 

'You know/ I was like. 

'Hold on a second.' Kristopherspotted aSnapple bottle on the curb; it looked like it was filled 
with urine, which happens a lot in Knox-I don't know why but homeless kids fill up bottles with piss and 
theydon'tevenhavethecourtesytothrowthemaway butthenagain it could be apple Snapple-did 
they have that? He lunged at it and sent it sailing across the street with a three-point kick; it landed on 
the opposite curb and shattered yellow underthe streetlight. 

'Rough!' Kristopher screamed. Then he looked around. 

'There aren't any cops, right?' 

I laughed. 'No.' We came to the entrance to the bridge. 'Soseriously, what was it like?' 

'She's awesome. I mean, she likes everything- she really likes it. She likes... sex.' 

'You had sex with her?' 

'No, but I can tell. She likes everything else.' 

'What'd you do?' He told me. 

'Noway!' I pushed him as we climbed the bridge. Air from the frigid Knox Waterfront blew at 
us, and I put my hood up over my head and tightened the chewed cord. 'What was it like?' 

'It'sthe craziest thing,' Kristopherwas like. 'It feeisjust like the inside of yourcheek.' 

'No kidding?' I pulled one hand out of my pocket. 'Yeah.' 

I stuck a fingerin my mouth and pushedto the side. 

'That's it?' 

'Just like that,' Kristopher said. He had his finger in his cheek too. 'I'm serious. It's hot.' 


'Huh.' 



We walked in silence with our fingers in our mouths. 


'Did you hook up with anyone?' he asked. 

'Nope. Julie wanted to, though.' 

'Nice one. Did she slip you something?' 

'What? No.' 

'Because you crashed out pretty hard in the corneroverthere.' 

'I wasdrinking my mom'sscotch and checking outyour dad'salbums.' 'You're a trip, Dariez.' 

'It's cold out here.' 

'Looks pretty cool, though.' 

We we re n't even a tenth of the way up the bridge, but it did look cool. Behind us, the 
walkwayextended toCity Hall, where the city had sprungfor some spotlights to illuminate the dome of 
the building. It looked like a white pearl nestled between giants like the Woolworth building, which I 
learned in English class Ayn Rand had described as a 'fingerof God,' and that was about right-green and 
white at the top like the world's most decorated mint. To our left were the other bridges of Knox, 
arrayed against each otherlike alternating sin and cos waves, carryinga smattering of late-nighttrucks 
whose tops trailed mist. 

But to the right was the bestview: New York harbor, in a painting. Mostly black before 
freedom was justthat. The Statue of Liberty was lit up with its oldertorch, but it always struck me as a 
little cheesy-tothinkthis is what freedom is, standingout there beingall cute.The real action wason 
the sides: Knox had its no-nonsensedowntown, where kids made money, and on the otherside was 
Knox, sleepy and dark but with a trump card-the container cranes, lit up notfor show or government 
pride but because there was work going on, even at this hour-ships unloading stuff that was famously 
unchecked forterroristthreats but somehow hadn't blown usupyet. Knoxwas a port. Knoxwasa port. 
We got things done. I had gotten things done, too. 

Between Knox and Hollidaysburg, miles across the water, we saw the final curtain of Clarion- 
the Kinzua Bridge Bridge. It spannedthe openingtothe port, a steel-blue pairof upperlips greetingthe 
blackness. 



I could do anything anywhere, in all fourdirections. 


'Dariez?' Kristopherwas like. 

'What's up.' 

'What's up with you? You okay?' 'I'm happy,' I said. 

'Why not?' 

'No, I said I'm happy' 

'I know. Why not be?' 

We came up to thefirst tower of the bridge, with a plaque proclaiming who had built it; I 
stopped to read. John Roebling. 

Aided by his wife, and then his son. He died during construction. But hey, the Kinzua Bridge 
might be here for eight hundred years. I wantedto leave something like that behind. I didn't know how I 
was going to do it, but I felt like I had taken the first steps. 'The really cool thing about Emmah...' 
Kristopherwas saying, and he started to go into anatomical details, things about herthat I didn't need 
to hear; I tuned him out; I knew he was talking to himself. 

This was what he was happy about. I was happy about different stuff. I was happy because- 
someday I'd be walking across this bridge looking at this city, owning some piece of it, being valuable 
here. 


'Her butt is like-l think her butt shape is where they got the heart logo....' 

We came to the middle of the bridge. On eitherside of us the cars hissed past; red on the left 
and white on the right, the lanes encased by thin metaltrussing that stretched outfrom the walkway. 

I had a sudden urge to walk outoverthe trussingand lean overthe water, to declare myself 
to the world. 

Once it came into my head, I couldn't push it away. 'I don't know if it was real-' Kristopher 

was saying. 


'I wantto stand outoverthe water,' I told him. 



'What?' 


'Come with me. You want to do it?' He stopped. 

'Yeah/ he said. 'Yeah, I see where you're comingfrom.' 

There were pathways built onto the top of the trussing, places for the bridge workers to get 
out to the cables and repair them. I clambered onto one on the waterfront side, the side crowned by the 
Kinzua Bridge, and grabbed the handrails and balanced my feet one in front of the other on a piece of 
metal about four inches wide. Below me, cabs and SUVsare hummed by. In front of me was the black of 
the waterand the black of the sky and the cold. 

'You're crazy,' Kristophersaid. 

I took steps forward. It was easy. Stuff like this always is. The stuff adults tell you not to do is 
the easiest. 

Below me there were three lanes of traffic; I cleared the first, got halfway overthe second; 
then Kristopher yelled: 'What are you going to do out there!' 

'I'm justgoing to think!'! called back. 

'About what?' 

I shook my head. I couldn't explain. 'It'll only take a minute!' 

Kristopherturned back. 

I moved past the second lane and kept my eyes on the horizon. I didn't move my eyes from it 
for the last lane, shifting my hands in front of one another in a tight rhythm. I came to the edge of the 
bridge and was sort of surprised howthere wasn't any fence. There wasn't anything to keep you from 
falling off,justyourhandsand yourwill. I grippedthe bars at eitherside-they werefreezingandthen 
sprung my hands open and spread my arms wide and felt the wind whip and tug at me as I leaned 
myself overthe water like... well, like Christ, I guess. 

I closed my eyes and opened them, and the only difference was the feel of the wind on my 
eyeballs because when I closed them, I could still seethe dotted lights perfectly. I threw back my head 



and yelled. When I was a kid, I read these books, the Redwall books, fantasy books about a bunch of 
warrior mice, and the mice had this war cry that I always thought was cool: 

'Eulalia.' 

And like an idiot, that's what I yelled off the Kinzua Bridge: 

Eulaliaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa! 

And I could have died right then. 

And considering how things went, I really should have. 

Part: 17 

Depression startsslow. After howling off the Kinzua Bridge, I walked home and felt great. 
Kristopher split and took a late-night subway back to Knox, where he had a hell of a time-cleaning up his 
apartmentand returningEmmahto herparents; I wenttoa dinnerand gotsome eggs and wheattoast 
and came home at ten in the morning, telling Mom I had slept over at Kristopher's, and pouring myself 
into bed. When I got up in the afternoon there were some forms to sign about accepting my admission 
to Executive Pre-Professional and a physical to schedule-how glorious. For once I was looking forward to 
the doctor holding my balls and telling me to cough, which I still don't understand whythey do. 

The rest of the junior high was a joke. I didn't need to do anything except make sure I didn't 
fail a class and get 'rescinded' from Executive Pre-Professional, so I started hanging out with Kristopher 
everyday. Now that we had the pot barrier broken, it became a magnificent haze of yelling back at the 
TV; we stopped calling it 'watching movies;' we started calling it 'chilling.' 'Want to chill?' Kristopher 
would ask, and I would pop on over. 

Richard was never far behind. His insults never stopped, although they became more lovable, 
but-that didn't matter, because he grew into a reliable dealer. He wasn't going to high school with us- 
for all we knew, he wasn't going at all-, but he was going to setup a jewelry shop, sell drugs, and make 
beats, that was for sure. 

Emmah was always around, too. She and Kristopher spent about as much time-apart from as 
me and my right hand. I thought I was cool with it, but as I saw them-sitting with each other, sitting on 
each other, hugging each other, touching each other's butt, smiling and kissing, in Kristopher's room or 



in public-1 started to get more and more pissed off. It was like they were throwing it in my face, 
although I knew neither of them meant that, the way I had thrown my studying in kids' faces and not 
meant it. Why else would they tell each other how much they wanted each other in whispers in front of 
me? Why else would Kristopher tell me, in great detail, about the first time - they had sex?One-day 
Kristopherannounced to me and Richard as we watched MTV, 'You know what, since I got with Emmah, 
I've forgotten howto masturbate.' 

'Metoo,since I foundyourmom,' Richard said. 

'Huh,' I said. My stomach hitched. 

'I'm serious, I don'teven know, anymore!' Kristophergrinned. 

Great, boy. Wonderful. I learned howto masturbate the last few months of junior high when 
I went on AOLand started talking to girls with names like 'Little Luscious Lolita42.' I don't know if they 
were real girls. I just knewthat I was lonely, and I wanted to make it so that when I got with someone, 

I'd have some idea whatto do. 

Problem was, no matterwhat girl I was talking to online when I came to the end of the whole 
process, I would run to the bathroom. And as I knelt down in front of the toilet, in the final few 
milliseconds, I would thinkabout Emmah. 

I had homework for school even before school started. They gave me this insane reading list 
for the summer that included Underthe Volcano and David Copperfield. I tried to read them; I really did, 
but it wasn't like flashcards. It took days. Mom actually read the letters that the school sent and told me 
that part of their mission was to make us well-rounded, liberally educated bearersof tomorrow's vision, 
so I had betterbe readyto do English as well as math, but I found myself jealous of the kidswhowrote 
the books. They were dead, and they were still taking up my Joy-. Who did they think they were? I would 
much rather chill at Kristopher's, sit in my room, run to the Internetand then to the bathroom, rinse, 
cycle, repeat. I ended up not finishing any of the summer-reading list books. 

That wasn'tgood when it came TIME-to start school. The first day, I was quizzed on what I 
was supposed to have read over the summer. I got a 70, something I'd never seen on a sheet of paper in 
my life. Where do you seethe number70? There are no $70 bills; there's no reason toget a $70 check. I 
looked at the 70 as if it had stolen from me. 



Kristopher, who ended up in eight out of my nine classes, got a 100 on the start-of-school 
reading quiz. He had read the books in Europe, where he got to go over the summer because his dad's 
books were popularthere. He came back not just tan and full of knowledge and pictures, but ripe with 
stories of the European girls, he had hooked up with. He said he and Emmah had talked and she was 
totally cool with the other girls; he said he was busy turning her into a freak, someone who would be 
down for anything. When we hungout now, I didn'tsay half as much as I did that first night; I just 
listened and stayed impressed, tried to control my lower half while Emmah was there, pictured herin 
differentfreeze-framesforlaterin the evening. 

Executive Pre-Professional High School was hard. 

The teachers all told me I wasgoingto havefourhours of homework a night, but I didn't 
believe it- plus I believed I could handle it. I had gotten into the school; I'd definitely be able to take 
anything it could dish out, right? 

In the first semester, in addition to the book list, I had this class called Intro to 17st Street 
that required me to pick up the Knox Times and 17st Street Journal every day. It turned out I was 
supposed to have been picking them up over the summer as well as some kind of handout that I didn't 
get in the mail. I needed to create a portfolio of current events articles and show how they related to 
stock prices and to get them back issues. I couldn't use the Internet; the teacher made me goto the 
library and use microfiche, which is like trying to read the U.S. Constitution of a postage stamp, and 
when I got two weeks behind on that, I had two more weeks of newspapers to pick up. The papers were 
so long; it was unbelievable how much news there was every day. And I was supposed to scan it all? 

How did anyone do it? The papers piled upin my room, and every day when I came home, I looked at 
them and knew that I could handle them, that if I just opened that first one, I'd be able to get through 
them all and getthe assignmentdone. 

Instead, I lay in bedand waited for Kristopherto call. 

It was about this time-that I started labeling things Tentacles. I had a lot of Tentacles. I 
needed to cut some of them. But I couldn't; they were all too strong and they had me wrapped too tight, 
and to cut them I'd have to do something crazy like admit that I wasn't equipped for school. 

The other kids were geniuses. I thought I was a big deal forgetting an 800 on the exam-like 
the entire entering class had gotten 800. It turned out the test had been 'broken' in my year; they were 



tweaking it to make it lessformulaic-i.e., less likely to let in kids like me. There were kids from Uruguay 
and Koreawho had just learned 

English but were doing extra credit for the current events stuff in Intro to 17st Street, reading 
Barron'sand Crain's Business Daily. There were freshmentaking calculus, while I was stuck in the math 
that came after algebra, which theteacherannounced on the first day was 'ding-dong' math and there 
was no reason for us notto get a 100 in everything. I got an 85 on myfirst test and a small frowny face. 

Plus, there were extracurriculars. Other kids did everything: they were on student 
government; they played sports; they volunteered; they worked for the school newspaper; they had a 
film club; they had a literature club; they had a chess club; theyentered nationwide competitionsfor 
building robots out of tongue depressors; they helped teachers out after school; they took classes at 
local colleges; they assisted on 'orientation days.' I didn't do anything but school and Tae Bo, where I hit 
a plateau. They humored me in class, letting me fake-fight and do my notthat formfitting pushups, but 
the teacher knew it was something that I didn't really enjoy. I quit. That was the only Tentacle I ever cut. 

Why were the other kids doing better than me? Because they were better, that's why. That's 
what I knewevery time with the joy-1 sat down online or got on the subway to Kristopher's house. 
Other kids weren't smoking and jerking off, and those that were giftable to live and compete at the 
sameJoysand times-. I wasn'tgifted. Mom waswrong. I was justsmart and I worked hard. I had fooled 
myself into thin king that was something important to the rest of the world. Other kids were complicit in 
this ruse. Nobody had told me I was common. That's not to say I did terrible in high school I got 93's. 
That looked good to my parents. Problem is, in the real world, 93 is the crap grade; colleges know what 
it means you do just well enough to stay in the 1990s. You're average. There are a lot of you. You aren't 
going overthe top; if you're not doing any extracurriculars you're done. You can change things in later 
years, butwith 93's yourfreshmanyear,you're goingto havea lot of dead weight. 

In December, three months into Executive Pre- Professional, I had stress vomitingfor the first 
Joy-. It happenedwith my parents at a restaurant; I waseatingtuna steak with spinach. Theyhad 
brought me out to celebrate the holidays and talk with me. They had no idea. I sat there looking at the 
food and thinkingabout the Tentacles waiting for me at home, and for the first Joy-and likewise time 
the boy in my stomach appeared and said I wasn'tgettingany of it; I had betterback down, buddy 
because otherwise, this was goingto getugly. 


'How's biology class?' Mom asked. 



Biology class was hell. I had to memorize these hormonesand whattheydid and I hadn't 
been able to make flashcards because I was too busy clipping newspaperarticles. 

'Fine.' 

'How's Intro to 17st Street?' Dad asked. 

A boy from BearStearns had visited our class, thin and bald with a gold watch. He told us 
that if we were interested in getting into finance, we had betterwork hard and smart because a lot of 
machines were able to make investment decisions now, and in the future, computer programs would 
run everything. He asked the class how~SjDec/~ of us were taking computer science, and everybody but 
meand this onegirl who didn'tspeakEnglish raised theirhands. 

'Great, excellent,' the boy had said. 'You other kids are out of a job! Heh heh. Learn comp sci.' 

Please die right now, I mumbled in my head, where more and more activity was taking place. 
The Cycling had begun to develop, although it hadn't hit hard, and I didn't know quite what it was yet. 

'17st Street is fine,' I told Dad across the table. The restaurant we were at was one of the 
ones in Knox that were featured in a Times article I had yet to read for current events. I didn't think we 
could really afford it, so I didn't get an appetizer. 

The spinach and tuna mulled in my stomach. My whole body was tight. Why was I here? Why 
wasn't I off somewhere studying? 

Soldier, what is the problem? 

I can't eatthis. I know I should be able to. 

Get over it. Eat it. 

I can't. 

Do you knowwhy thatis? 


Why? 



Because you're wasting your Joy- like time, soldier! There's a reason the U.S. Army isn't 
made up of potheads! You're spending all your Joy-with all your time at your little horn-dog friend's 
house and when you get home you can't do what you have to do! 

I know. I don'tknowhowl can be so ambitious and so lazy at the same Joy-and time. 

I'll tell you how, soldier. It's because you' re not ambitious. 

You're just lazy. 

'I've got to be excused,' I told my parents, and I walked through the restaurant with that fast- 
walking going to-throw-upgait-a run aching to get out that I learned to perfect over the next year. I 
came to the chrome bathroom and let it go in the toilet. Afterward, I sat, turned the light off, and pissed. 

I didn't want to get up. What was wrong with me? Where did I lose it? I had to stop smoking pot. 

I had to stop hanging out with Kristopher. I had to be a machine. 

I didn'tget out of the bathroom until someone came and knocked. 

When I went back to my parents, I told them: 'I think I might be, ya' know, depressed.' 

The first doctor was Dr. Jarnerny. He was fat and short and had a puckered and 
expressionless face like a very serious gnome. 

'What's the problem?' He leaned back in his small gray chair. It sounded like a callous way to 
put things, but the way he phrased it, so soft and concerned, I liked him. 

'I think I have seriousdepression.' 

'Uh-huh.' 

'It started last fall.' 'All right,' hetookshorthand on the pad on his desk. Nexttothe pad was 
a cup that read Zyprexa, which I thought was the craziest-sounding medical name I'd ever heard. (It 
turned outto be a drug for psychotics, I wondered if maybe a psychotic person had called a doctora 
'Zyprexa' and that's how they came up with the name.) Everything in Dr. Jarnerny's office was branded- 
the Post-it notes said Paxil on them; his pens were all for Prozac; the desk calendar had Zoloft on each 


page. 



'I got into this high school, and I had every reason to be the happiest boy in the world,' I 
continued. 'But I just started freaking out and feeling worse and worse.' 

'Uh-huh. You completed your sheet, I see.' 

'Yes.' I held up the sheetthatthey had given me in the waiting room. It was a standard sheet, 
apparently, that they have all the new recruits at the Anthem Mental Health Center, the building in 
downtown Knox where this brain evaluation was taking place. The sheet had a bunch of questions about 
emotions you had felt over the past two weeks and four checkboxes for each one. For exam pie. Feelings 
of hopelessness and failure. Feelingdifficulty withyourappetite. Feelingthatyou are unable to cope 
with daily life. For each one, you could check 1) Never, 2) Some days, 3) Nearly every day or 4) All the 
Joy-all the time. 

I had run down the list, checking mostlythrees and fours. 

'They like to collect these sheets every Joy-you come in, to see howyou're doing,' Dr. 
Jarnerny continued, 'but on yours right now there's one item of concern that we should discuss.' 

'Uh-huh?' 

"Feeling suicidal or that you want to hurt yourself.' You checked '3) Nearly every day." 'Right, 
well, nottryingto hurt me. I wouldn'tcut myself oranything stupid. If I wantedto do it, I wouidjustdo 
it.' 


'Suicide.' 

It felt strange to hear. 'Right.' 

'Do you have a plan?' 

'Kinzua Bridge.' 

'You'd jump off the Kinzua Bridge.' 

I nodded. 'I'mfamiliar with it.' 

'How long have you had feelings like that, Dariez?' 


'Since last year, mostly.' 



'What about before then?' 


'Well... I've had themforyears. Just less intense. I thoughtthey were,you know, just part of 
growing up.' 

'Suicidal feelings.' I nodded. 

Dr. Jarnernystared at me, his lips puckered. Whatwas he so seriousabout? Who hasn't 
thought about killing themselves, as a kid? How can you grow up in this world and not think about it? It's 
an option taken by a lot of successful kids: Ernest Hemingway, Socrates, Jesus. Even before high school, I 
thoughtthat it would be a cool thing to do if I evergot really famous. If I kept making my maps, for 
instance, and some art collector came across them and decided to make them worth hundreds of 
thousands of dollars if I killed myself atthe height of that, they'd be worth millions of dollars, and I 
wouldn't be responsible for them anymore. I'd have left behind something that spoke for itself, like the 
Kinzua Bridge. 

'I thought... you haven't really lived until you've contemplated suicide,' I said. 'I thought like 
it would be good to have a reset switch, like on the video games, to start again and see if you could go a 
different way.' 

Dr. Jarnernysaid, 'Itsoundsas if you've been battlingthis depression fora long Joy-with 
time.' I stopped. No, I hadn't... Yes, I had. 

Dr. Jarnernysaid nothing. 

Then he said, 'You have a flat affect.' 

'What's that?' 

'You're not expressing a lot of emotion about these things.' 

'Oh. Well. They're too big.' 

'I see. Let'stalka little about yourfamily.' 

'Mom designs postcards; Dad works in health insurance,' I said. 'They're together?' 


'Yes.' 



'Any brothers or sisters?' 


'One sister. Younger. Sarah. She's worried about me.' 

'How so?' 

'She's always asking me whether I'm good or bad, and when I tell her I'm bad she says, 
'Dariez, please get better, everyone is trying. 'Things like that. It breaks my heart.' 

'But she cares.' 

'Yeah.' 

'Yourfamily supportsyou coming here?' 

'When I told them about it, they didn't waste any Joy- like time. They say it's a chemical 
imbalance, and if I get the right drugs for it. I'll be fine.' I looked around the office at the names of the 
right drugs. If I got prescribed every drug that Dr. Jarnerny ripped. I'd be like an old boy counting out 
pills every morning. 

'You're in high school, correct?' 

'Yes.' 

'Andyoursister?' 

'Fourth grade.' 

'You realize there are a lot of parental consent forms that need to be filled out for us to help 

you-' 


'They'llsign everything. They want me to getbetter.' 'Supportive family environment,' Dr. 
Booth scratched on his pad. He turned and gave his version of a smile, which was a slight affirmative, the 
lips barely curled, the lowerlip out in front. 

'We're going to get through this, Dariez. Now, from a personalstandpoint, why doyou think 
you have this depression?' 


'I can't compete at school,' I said. 'All the other kids are too much smarter.' 



'What'sthe name of your high school?' 


'Executive Pre-Professional High School.' 

'Right. I've heard of it. Lots of homework.' 

'Yeah. When I come home from school, I know I have all this work to do, but then my head 
starts the Cycling.' 

'Cycling.' 

'Going over the same thoughts over and over. When my thoughts race against each other in 

a circle.' 


'Suicidal thoughts?' 'No, just thoughts of what I have to do. 

Homework. 

And it comes up to my brain and I look at it and think 'I'm not going to be able to do that' and 
then it cycles back down and the next one comes up. And then things come up like 'You should be doing 
more extracurricular activities' because I should, I don't do near enough, and that gets pushed down and 
it's replaced with the big one: 'What college are you going to, Dariez?' Which is like the doomsday 
question because I'm notgoing to get into a good one.' 

'What would a good one be?' 

'Harvard. Yale. Duh.' 

'Uh-huh.' 

'And then the thoughts keep turning and I lie down on my bed and think them. And I used to 
not be able to lie down anywhere; I used to always be up doing something, but once the Cycling starts I 
can waste hours, just lying and looking at the ceiling, and Joy-goes slowly and really fast at the same 
Joy-and then it's midnight and I have to go to sleep because no matterwhat I do, I have to be at school 
the next day. I can't let them know what's happening to me.' 


'Do you have difficulty sleeping?' 



'Sometimes- not. When I do it's bad, though. I lie there thin king about how everything I've 
done is a failure, death, and failure, and there's no hope for me except being homeless because I'm 
never going to be able to hold a job because everyone else is so much smarter.' 

'But they're not all, are they, DariezPSome of them have to be not as smart as you.' 

'Well, those are the ones who I don't have to worry about I But plenty of kids are, and they're 
going to kick my ass everywhere. Like my friend Kristopher-' 

'Who'sthat?' 

'My best friend. He has a girlfriend too, who I'm friends with.' 

'Howdo you feel about her?' 

'Notso much... one wayorthe other.' 

'Uh-huh.' Dr. Jarnerny wrote on his pad. 

'Anyway...'I tried to sum up. I was lyingtothis boy; that meantwe really kneweach other. 
'It's all about living a sustainable life. I don't think I'm going to be able to have one.' 'A sustainable life.' 

'That's right, with a real job and a real house and everything.' 

'And a family?' 

'Of course I You have to have that. What kind of success are you if you don't have that?' 

'Uh-huh.' 

'So, to have that I have to start shaping up now, but I can't because of this crap that's going 
on in my head. And I know that these things I'm thinking don't make sense and I think'Stop!" 

'But you can't stop.' 

'I can't stop.' 

'Well.' He tapped his Prozac pen. 'You knowthat yourthoughtsaren'tthoughtsyou want to 
have. That's a good thing.' 


'Yeah.' 



'Do you ever hear voices?' 


Uh-oh. Now we were getting into the real meat. Dr. Jarnerny was cuddly enough, but I was 
sure that if you gave him a straitjacket he'd be able to handle it just fine, coaxingyou into it and leading 
you to a very comfortable room with soft walls and a bench where you could sit looking at a one-way 
mirror and telling kids you were Scrooge McDuck. (How did they make one-way mirrors, anyway?) I 
knew I had problems, but I also knew I wasn't crazy. I wasn't schizo. I didn't hear voices. Well, I heard 
that one voice, the army boy, but that was my voice, just me trying to motivate myself. I was not going 
to getthrown in the loony bin. 

'No voices,' I said. Lied, technically. Lied again. 

'Dariez, do you know about brain chemistry?' 

I nodded. I'd skipped ahead in the bio textbook. 

'Do you know how depression works?' 

'Yeah.' It was a simple explanation. 'You have these chemicals in your brain that carry 
messagesfrom each brain cell to the next brain cell. They're called neurotransmitters. And one of them 
is serotonin.' 

'Excellent.' 

'Which scientists think is the neurotransmitter related to depression ... If you have a lack of 
this chemical in yoursystem, you can start to getdepressed.' Dr. Jarnerny nodded. 

'Now,' I kept on, 'afterthe serotonin passes a message from one brain cell to the next, it gets 
sucked back into the first brain cell to be used again. But the problem is sometimes your brain cells do 
too much sucking'-l chuckled-' and they don't leave enough serotonin in your system to carry the 
messages. So, they have these drugs called selective serotonin reuptake inhibitors that keep your brain 
from taking too much serotonin back to get more of it in yoursystem. So, you fee I better.' 'Dariez, 
excellenti 


You know a lot. 


We're going to putyou on medication that is going to do justthat.' 



'Great. 


'Before I write a prescription, doyou have any questionsforme?' 

Sure, I did. Dr. Jarnerny looked happy. He had a nice gold ring and shiny glasses. 

'Mow'd you get started in this?' I asked. 'I'm always interested to know how kids got started.' 

He leaned forward, his paunch disappearing in his shadow. He had huge gray eyebrows and 
a somberface. 

'After college, I went through my own shit and decided that all the physical suffering in the 
world couldn't compare to mental anguish,' he said. 'And when I got myself cleared up, I decided to help 
otherkids.' 

'You gotyours cleared up?' 

'I did.' 

'What did you have?' 

He sighed. 'Whatyou have.' 

'Yeah?' 

'To a tee.' 

I leaned forward-ourfaces were two feet away from one another. 'How did you fix it?' I 

begged. 

He tilted the side of his mouth up. 'The same way you will. On my own.' 

What? What kind of answer was that? I scowled at him. I was here for he Ip; I wasn't hereto 
figure this out on my own; if I wanted to figure it out on my own. I'd be taking a bus tour of Mexico- 

'We're goingto start you on Zoloft,' Dr. Jarnerny said. 

'What's the name of your high school?' 

'Executive Pre-Professional High School.' 



'Right. I've heard of it. Lots of homework.' 


'Yeah. When I come home from school, I know I have all this work to do, butthen my head 
starts the Cycling.' 

'Cycling.' 

'Going overthe same thoughts overand over. When my thoughts race against each otherin 

a circle.' 


'Suicidal thoughts?' 

'No,justthoughtsofwhat I have to do. Homework. 

And it comes up to my brain and I look at it and think 'I'm not going to be able to do that and 
then it cycles back down and the next one comes up. And then things come up like 'You should be doing 
more extracurricular activities' because Ishould, I don'tdo near enough, and thatgets pushed down and 
it's replaced with the big one: 'What college are you going to, Dariez?' Which is like the doomsday 
question because I'm not going to get into a good one.' 

'What would a good one be?' 

'Harvard. Yale. Duh.' 

'Uh-huh.' 

'And then the thoughts keep turning and I lie down on my bed and think them. And I used to 
not be able to lie down anywhere; I used to always be up doing something, but once the Cycling starts I 
can waste hours, just lying and looking at the ceiling, and Joy like time-goes slowly and really fast at the 
same time-and then it's midnight and I have to go to sleep because no matter what I do, I have to be at 
school the nextday. I can't let them knowwhat's happeningto me.' 

'Do you have difficulty sleeping?' 

'Sometimes not. When I do it's bad, though. I lie there thinking about how everything I've 
done is a failure, death, and failure, and there's no hope for me except being homeless because I'm 
never going to be able to hold a job because everyone else is so much smarter.' 


'But they're not all, are they, Dariez? Some of them have to be not as smart as you.' 



'Well, those are the ones who I don't have to worry about! But plenty of kids are, and they're 
going to kick my ass everywhere. Like my friend Kristopher-' 

'Who'sthat?' 

'My best friend. He has a girlfriend too, who I'm friends with.' 

'Howdo you feel about her?' 

'Not so much... one way or the other.' 'Uh-huh.' Dr. Jarnerny wrote on his pad. 

'Anyway... 'I tried to sum up. I was lying to this boy; that meant we really knew each other. 
'It's all about living a sustainable life. I don't think I'm going to be able to have one.' 'A sustainable life.' 

'That's right, with a real job and a real house and everything.' 'And a family?' 

'Of course! You have to have that. What kind of success are you if you don't have that?' 

'Uh-huh.' 

'So-to have that I have to start shaping up now, but I can't because of this crap that's going 
on in my head. And I knowthat these things I'm thinking don't make sense and I think'Stop!" 

'But you can't stop.' 

'I can't stop.' 

'Well.' He tapped his Prozac pen. 'You knowthat yourthoughtsaren'tthoughtsyou want to 
have. That's a good thing.' 

'Yeah.' 

'Do you everhearvoices?' 

Uh-oh. Now we were getting into the real meat. Dr. Jarnerny was cuddly enough, but I was 
sure that if you gave him a straitjacket he'd be able to handle it just fine, coaxingyou into it and leading 
you to a very comfortable room with soft walls and a bench where you could sit looking at a one-way 
mirror and telling kids you were Scrooge McDuck. (How did they make one-way mirrors, anyway?) I 
knew I had problems, but I also knew I wasn't crazy. I wasn't schizo. I didn't hear voices. Well, I heard 



that one voice, the army boy, but that vjas my voice, just me trying to motivate myself. I was not going 
to getthrown in the loony bin. 

'No voices,' I said. Lied, technically. Lied again. 

'Dariez, do you know about brain chemistry?' 

I nodded. I'd skipped ahead in the bio textbook. 

'Do you know how depression works?' 

'Yeah.' It was a simple explanation. 'You have these chemicals in your brain that carry 
messages from each brain cell to the next brain cell. They're called neurotransmitters. And one of them 
is serotonin.' 

'Excellent.' 

'Which scientists think is the neurotransmitter related to depression... If you have a lack of 
this chemical in yoursystem, you can start to getdepressed.' Dr. Jarnerny nodded. 

'Now,' I kept on, 'afterthe serotonin passes a message from one brain cell to the next, it gets 
sucked back into the first brain cell to be used again. But the problem is sometimes your brain cells do 
too much sucking'-1 chuckled - 'and they don't leave enough serotonin in yoursystem to carry the 
messages. So, they have these drugs called selective serotonin re uptake inhibitors that keepy our brain 
from taking too much serotonin backto get more of it in yoursystem. So, you feel better.' 

'Dariez, excellent! You know a lot. We're going to put you on medication that is going to do 

justthat.' 


'Great.' 

'Before I write a prescription, doyou have any questionsforme?' 

Sure, I did. Dr. Jarnerny looked happy. He had a nice gold ring and shiny glasses. 

'Mow'd you get started in this?' I asked. 'I'm always interested to know how kids got started.' 
He leaned forward, his paunch disappearing in his shadow. He had huge gray eyebrows and 


a somberface. 



'After college, I went through my own shit and decided that all the physical suffering in the 


world couldn't compare to mental anguish/ he said. 'And when I got myself cleared up, I decided to help 
otherkids.' 


'You gotyours cleared up?' 

'I did.' 

'What did you have?' 

He sighed. 'Whatyou have.' 

'Yeah?' 

'To a tee.' 

I leaned forward-ourfaces were two feet away from one another. 'How did you fix it?' I 

begged. 


He tilted the side of his mouth up. 'The same way you will. On my own.' 

What? What kind of answer was that? I scowled at him. I was here for he Ip; I wasn't hereto 
figure this out on my own; if I wanted to figure it out on my own, I'd be taking a bus tour of Mexico- 
'We're goingto start you on Zoloft,' Dr. Jarnernysaid. Oho? 

'It's a great medication; it helps a lot of kids. It's an SSRI, it's goingto affect the serotonin in 
your brain as you said, but you can't expect an instant effect because it takes weeks to get into your 
system.' 


'Weeks?' 

'Three to four weeks.' 

'Isn'tthere a fast-actingversion?' 

'You take the Zoloft with food, once a day. We'll start you on fifty milligrams. The pills make 
you fee I dizzy, but that's the only side effect, except for sexual side effects.' Dr. Jarnerny looked up from 
his pad. 'Are you sexually active?' 


Ha, ha, ha. 'No.' 



'All right. Also, Dariez: I think that you would benefitfrom seeingsomeone. 


'I knowl Don'tthinkI haven'ttried. I'm not really good at talking to girls.' 

'Girls? No. I meanttherapists. You should start seeinga therapist.' 

'What aboutyou?' 

'I'm psychopharmacology. I referyou to the therapists.' 

What a racket. 'Okay.' 

'Let's take a look for one.' He opened up what looked like the white pages on his desk and 
started rattling off namesandaddressestomeas if they madea difference. Dr. Abrams in 

Knox, Dr. Fieldstone in Knox, Dr. Bokin Knox... I thought Dr. Bok was a cool name, so we set 
up an appointment with him-1 missed it, though, because later in the week I was doing a history 
assignment, and I was so embarrassed that I did n't call to cancel with Dr. Bok that I never went to see 
him again. 


The nextjoy'sof time is- with Dr. Jarnerny we had to pick another shrink, and then another, 
and then another, among them the little old lady who asked if I had been sexually abused and the 
beautiful redhead who asked why I had so ~Spec/~ problems with women and the boy with the 
handlebar mustache who suggested hypnosis. It was like I was dating; except I didn't get to make out 
with anyof the girls and I wasalso bi because I met upwith boys. 

'I like talking to you,' I told Dr. Jarnerny. 

'Well, you'll beseeingme in a month, to check upon howthe medication is treatingyou.' 

'You don'tdotherapy?' 

'The otherdoctors are great, Dariez; they'll help.' 

Dr. Jarnerny stood up-he was about five-foot-five-and shook my hand with a soft, meaty grip. 
He handed me the Zoloft prescription and instructed me to get it right away, which I did, even before 
taking the subway home. 



The Zoloft worked, and it didn't take weeks-it worked as soon as I took it that first day. I 
don't know how, but suddenly I feitgood about my life-whatthe hell? I was a kid; I had plenty more to 
do; I'd been through some crap but I was learning from it. These pills were goingto bring me back to my 
old self, able to tackle everything, functional and efficient. I'd be talking togirls in school and telling 
them that I was messed up, that I had had problems butthat I'd dealt with them, and they'd think I was 
brave and sexy and ask me to call them. 

It must have been a placebo effect, but it was a great placebo effect. If place bo effects were 
this good, they should just make place bos the way to treat depression - maybe that's what they did; 
maybe Zoloft was cornstarch. My brain said yes, I am back and I thought the whole thing was over. 

This was my first experience with a Fake Shift. Dastardly stuff you do well on a test; you make 
a girl laugh; you have a particularly lower-body-simmering experience aftertalking online and rushingto 
the bathroom; you think it's all over. That just makes it worse when you wake up the next day and it's 
back with a vengeance to show you who's boss. 'I fee I great!' I told Mom when I got home. 

'What did the doctor say?' 

'I'm on Zoloft!'! showed herthe bottle. 

'Huh. A lot of kids at my office take this.' 

'I think it's working!' 

'It can't be workingalready, honey. Calm down.' 

I took my Zoloft everyday. Some days I woke up and got out of bed and brushed my teeth 
like any normal Um- being; some days I woke up and lay in bed and looked at the ceiling and wondered 
whatthe hell the point was of getting out of bed and brushing my teeth like any normal Um - being. But I 
always boy aged to take it. I never tried to take more than one, either; it wasn't that kind of drug. It 
didn't make you feel anything, butthen aftera month, just like they said, I started to feelthat there was 
a buoy keeping me upright when I got bad. If the Cycling started there was a panic button attached to 
my good thoughts; 1 could click it and think about my family, my sister, my friends, my Joy- online; the 
good teachers at school-the Anchors. 

I evenspentJoy-with Sarah.She was so smart, smarterthan me for sure. She'd be able to 
handle what I was going through without seeing any doctors. Her homework bordered on algebra even 



though it was only fourth grade, and I helped her with it, sometimes doodling spirals or patterns on the 
side of the pages while she worked. I didn'tdo maps anymore. 

'Those are cool, Dariez,' she would say. 

'Thanks.' 

'Whydon'tyou do art more?' 

'I don'thaveJoy-ortime.' 

'Silly. You always have Joy-and time.' 

'Ohyeah.' 

'Yes. Joy- is a person-madeconcept.' 

'Really? Where'dyou hearthat?' 

'I made it up.' 

'I don't know if that's true. We all live within joys and the joy of time-. It rules us-that is why 
we're all joy at some point, we have to find it when lost.' 

'I use myjoy's of time - time now and time past- how I want, so I rule it.' 

'You should be a philosopher, Sarah.' 

'Uggg, no. What's that? Interior design.' 

My eating came back around: first coffee yogurt, then bagels, then chicken. Sleeping, 
meanwhile, was two steps forward, one step back. (That's one of the golden rules of psychology: the 
shrinks say that everything in our lives is two-steps-forward, one-step-back, to justify thattime-you, say, 
drank paint thinner and tried to throwyourself off a roof. That was just taking a step back.) Some nights 
I would n't sleep, but then for the next two, I slept great. I even dreamed: flying dreams, dreams of 
meetingEmmahon a bus and talking with her, looking at her, seeing heroff a few stops down the line. 
(Neverhavingsex with her, unfortunately.) Dreams that I was I jumpingoff a bridge and landing on giant 
fuzzy dice, bouncing across the Hudson River from 


Knoxto NewJersey, laughingand looking back at which numbers I had landed on. 



When I couldn't sleep, though, it sucked. I'd think about the fact that my parents weren't 


going to leave me much moneyand they might not have enough to send my sister to college and I had a 
history assignment to do and how come I didn't go to the library today and I hadn't checked my e-mail in 
days-whatwas I missing in there? Why did I fret so much about e-mail? Why was I sweating into the 
pillow? It wasn't hot. How come I had smoked potand jerked off today? -I had developed a rule: on the 
days you jerk off you don'tsmoke potand on the days you smoke potyou don'tjerkoff, because the 
days you do both are the ones that become truly wasted days, days where you take three steps back. 

I started to work in phases a little bit. For three weeks- 

I'd be cool, fine, functional. Even at my most functional, I wasn't someone you'd pay a lot of 
attention to; you wouldn't see me in the halls at school and go 'There he goes, DariezGilner-l wonder 
what he's up to.'You'd see me and go, 'What does that poster say behind that boy-isthe anime club 
meeting today?' But I was there, that was the important thing. I was at school as opposed to a home in 
my bed. 


Then I'd get worse. Usually, it happened aftera chill session at Kristopher's house, one of 
those glorious times when we got really high and watched a really bad movie, something with Will Smith 
where we could point out all the product placements and plot holes. 

I'd wake up on the couch in Kristopher's living room (I would sleep there while he slept with 
Emmah in the back) and I'd want to die. I'd feel wasted and burnt, having wasted my time-and my body 
and my energy and my words and my soul. I'd feel like I had to get home right now to do work but didn't 
have the ability to getto the subway. I'd just lie hereforfive more minutes. Nowfive more. Nowfive 
more. Kristopherwould eventually get up and I'd pee and force myself to interact with him, to get 
breakfast and hold down a few bites. Emmah would ask me 'You all right, boy?' and one Saturday 
morning, while Kristopherwasout getting coffee, I told herno. 

'What's wrong?' 

I sighed. 'I got really depressed this year. I'm on medication.' 

'Dariez-Oh my gosh. I'm so sorry.' She came overand hugged me with her little body. 'I 
know what it's like.' 'You do?' I hugged back. I'm not a crier; I just look it; I'm a hugger. Cheesy, I know. I 
held the hug as long as I could before it got awkward. 



'Yeah. I'm on Prozac.' 


'Noway!' I pulled back from her. 'You should have told me!' 

'You should have told me! We're like partners in illness!' 

'We're the illestl' I got up. 

'What are you on?' she asked. 

'Zoloft.' 

'That's for wimps.' She stuck her tongue out. She had a ring. 

'The really messed-up kids are on Prozac.' 'Do you see a therapist?' I wanted to say'shrink/ 
but it soundedfunny out loud. 

'Twice a week!' She smiled. 

'Jesus. What is wrong with us?' 

'I don't know.'She started dancing. There wasn't any music on, butwhen Emmah wantedto 
dance, she danced. 

'We're just part of that messed-up generation of American kids who are on drugs all the 

time-.' 

'I don't think so. I don't think we're any more messed up than anybody before.' 

'Dariez, like eighty percent of the kids I knoware on medication. For ADD orwhatever.' 

I knewtoo, but I didn't like to think aboutthat. Maybe it was stupid and solipsistic, but I liked 
to think about me. I didn't want to be part of some trend. I wasn't doing this for a fashion statement. 

'I don't know if they really need it,' I said. 'I really need it.' 

'You thinkyou're the only one?' 

'Notthat I'mthe only one... justthat it's a personalthing.' 


'Okay, fine, Dariez.' She stopped dancing. 'I won't mention it, then.' 



'What?' 


'Jesus. Do you knowwhyyou're messed up? It's because you don't have a connection with 

otherkids.' 

'That's not true.' 

'Here I am, I justtold you I have the same problem as you.' 

'It might not be the same.' I had no idea what Emmah had; she might have basic-depression. 
Basic-depression was much cooler than actual depression because you gotthe basic parts. I read that 
they rocked. It was so unfair. 

'See?Thisis what I mean. You put these walls up.' 

'What walls?' 

'How~Spec/~ kids have you told that you're depressed?' 

'My mom. My dad. My sisters. Doctors.' 

'What about Kristopher?' 

'He doesn't need to know. How~Sped~ kids have you told?' 'Of course, Kristopher needs to 
know! He'syourbestfriendl' 

I looked at her. 

'I think Kristopher has a lot of problems too, Dariez.' Emmah sat down next to me. 'I think he 
could really benefitfrom going on some medication, but he'd neveradmit it. 

Maybe if you told him, he would.' 

'Have you told him?' 

'No.' 

'See? Anyway, we know each othertoowelL' 


'Who? Me and you? Or you and Kristopher?' 



'Maybe all of us.' 


'I don't think so. I'm glad I know you, and I'm glad I know him. You can call me; you know if 
you're feeling down.' 

'Thanks. I actually don't have your new number.' 

'Here.' 

And she gave it to me, a magical number: I put it with her name in all caps on my phone. This 
is a girl who can save me, I thought. The therapists told you that you needed to find happiness within 
yourself before you got it from another person, but I had a feelingthat if Kristopher were off the face of 
the earth and I was the one holding Emmah at night and breathingon her, I'd be pretty happy. We both 
would be. 


At home I got through the bad episodes by lying on the couch and drinking water brought 
from my parents, turningthe electric blanket on to get warm and sweating it out. I wanted to tell kids, 
'My depression is acting up today' as an excuse for not seeing them, but I never managed to pull it off. It 
would have been hilarious. After a few days, I'd get up off the couch and return to Dariez who didn't 
need to make excuses for himself, around those times, I would call Emmah to tell her I was feeling 
better and she would tell me she was fee ling good too; maybe we were in synch. And I told her not to 
tease me. And she would smile overthe phone and say, 

'But I'm so good at it.' 

In March, as I had eight pills left of my final refill, I started thinking that I didn't need the 
Zoloftanymore. 

I was better. Okay, maybe I wasn't better, but I was okay it was a weird feeling, a lack of 
weight in my head. I had caughtup in my classes. I had found Dr. Ross-the sixth one that Dr. Jarnerny 
and I tried- and found herquiet, no-nonsense attitude amenable to my issues. I was still getting 1993's, 
but what the hell, someone had to get them. 

What was I doingtaking pills? I had justhad a little problemandfreakedoutand needed 
some time-to adjust. Anyone could have a problem starting a new school. I probably never needed to 
go to a doctor in the first place. What, because I threw up? I wasn'tthrowingup anymore. Some days-1 



wouldn't eat, but back in Biblical times kids did that all the time-fasting was a big part of religion. Mom 
told me. We were already so fat in America; did I need to be part of the problem? 

So, when I ran out of the final bottle of Zoloft, I didn'ttake any more. I didn't call Dr. Jarnerny 
either. I justthrewthe bottle away and said Okay, if I everfeel bad again. I'll rememberhowgood I felt 
that night on the Kinzua Bridge. Pills we re for wimps, and this was over; I was done; I was back to me. 

But things come full circle, baby, and two months later I was back in my bathroom, bowingto 
the toilet in the dark. 

My parents are outside hearing me retch up the dinner I just ate with them. I look at the 
door; I thinki can hearDad chewingthe last bite he tookwhen he got upfrom the table. 

'Dariez, should we call someone?' Mom asks. 'Is it an emergency?' 

'No,' I say, getting up. 'I'm going to be all right.' 

'Urn, hey, yeah, I told your mom not to make the squash,' Dad jokes. 

'Heh,' I say, climbing to the sink. I wash out my mouth with waterand then mouthwash and 
then more water. My parents peppermewithquestions. 

'Do you want usto call Dr. Jarnerny?' 

'Doyouwant usto call Dr. Ross?' 

'Do you want some tea?' 

'Tea? Give the boy some water. You want water?' 

I turn on the light- 

'Oh. He had the light off. Are you okay, Dariez? Did you slip?' 

I look at myself in the bathroom light. Yes, I'm okay. I'm okay because I have a plan and a 
solution: I'm going to kill myself. 

I'm going to do it tonight. This is such a farce, this whole thing. I thought I was betterand I'm 


not better. I tried to get stable and I can't get stable. I tried to turn the corner and there aren't any 
corners; I can't eat; I can't sleep; I'm just wasting resources. 



It'sgoingto be tough on my parents. 

So tough. And my little sister... 

Such a beautiful, smart girl. Not a dud like me, that's forsure. 

It'll be hard to leave her. 

Not to mention it might mess her up. Plus, my parents will think they're such failures. They'll 
blame themselves. 

It'll be the most important event in their lives, the thing that gets whispered by other parents 
at parties whentheirbacks are turned: 

Did you hearabout their son? 

Teen suicide. 

They'll nevergetoverit. 

I don'tknowhowanyonecould. 

They must not have known the warning signs. 

But you know what, it's the Joy of time-for me to stop putting other kids' emotions ahead of 
my own. It'sthe joy of time-for me to be true to myself like the pop stars say. And my true self-wants to 
blast off this rock. 

I'll do it tonight. Late tonight. In the morning, specifically. I'll get up and bike to the Kinzua 
Bridge and throw myself off it. 

Before I go, though. I'll sleep in Mom's bed for one final night. She lets me sleep there when 
I'm feeling bad, even though I'm too old-Dad'II sleep in the living room. There's plenty of space by her, 
and it's not like we touch or anything; she's just available to bring me warm milk and cereal. Tonight is 
something I owe her; her only son spending time-with her before he goes. 

I'd be heartless not to. I'll hug my dad too, and my sister. But I'm not leaving any notes. What 


kind of crap is that? 



'I'm okay/ I say, unlocking the bathroom door and stepping out. My parents'corner me in a 
hug that mimics the one at Kristopher's blowout party when we were confirmingthatour futures were 
bright. 


'We love you, Dariez,' Mom says. 

'This is true,' Dad says. 

'Uh,' I say. 

With Dr. Ross, I talk about my Tentacles and Anchors. Here's somethingforyou. Doctor: my 
parents are now part of the 

Tentacles, and my friends too. My Tentacles have Tentacles, and I'm nevergoingto cut them 
off. But my Anchor, that's easy: it's killing myself. That's what gets me through the day. Knowing that I 
could do it. That I'm strong enough to do it and I can get it done. 

'Can I sleep in your bed tonight?' I ask Mom. 

'Sure, honey, of course.' Dad nods at me. 

'I'm ready for bed, then.' I go into my room and pull out clothesto sleep in, stash another 
pile to die in. I'll get them when I leave in the morning. Mom announces that she's making some warm 
milk and it'll help me sleep. I go to my sister's room. She's up, sketchinga kitchen at herdesk. 

'I loveya, little girl,' I tell her. 

'Are you okay?' She responds. 

'Yeah.' 'You threw up.' 

'You heard?' 

'It was like eccccccchhhh reeccccccch blacccchhh, of course, I heard.' 

'I turnedthe wateroni' 

'I have good ears.' She points to her ears. 


'You do good throw-up impressions, too,' I say. 



'Yeah.'She turns back to hersketch. 'Maybe when I grow up, I could be like a stand-up 
comedian, and justget on stage and makethose noises.' 

'No,' I say, 'whatyou could do, or what I could do, since I'm so good at it, is get up on stage 
and actually throw up, and kids would pay to watch like I was a professional vomit-er.' 

'Dariez, that is so gross.' 

But I don'tthink it's gross. I think it's kind of a good idea. 

How does per-for-Boyce art get started, afterall? 

Don't let that distract you, soldier. 

Right, I won't. 

You've made yourdecision and you're sticking to it, is that correct? 

Yes, sir. 

The point of you being in this room is to say goodbye to yoursister, is that, not right? 
Absolutely, sir. 

I'm sorry to see it come to this, soldier. I thought you had promise. But you got to do what 
you got to do, and sometimesyougot to commit hara-kiri, ya know? 

Yes, sir. 

I hug Sarah. 'You're very sweet and smart, and you have great ideas. Stick with them.' 

'Of course.'She looks at me. 'What's wrong with you?' 'I'mokay.' 

'You're bad. Don'ttry and fool me.' 

'I'll be all right tomorrow.' 

'Okay. You like my kitchen?' 

She holds it up. It's practically a blueprint, with the swingingquarter-circlesfor doors and the 
sink and refrigeratoroutlined in crisp, bird's-eye detail. It looks like somethingsomeone would pay for. 



'It's amazing, Sarah.' 


'Thanks. What are you doing now?' 

'I'm going to sleep early.' 

'Feel better.' 

I leave herroom. Mom already has the warm milk forme and my place all set up in herbed. 

'You feeling better?' 

'Sure.' 

'Are you really, Dariez?' 

'Yes, jeez, sure.' 

'Lean back on the pillows.' I get in her bed-the mattress is firm and real. I scrunch my feet 
underthe covers and savorthat feelingfresh linen overyourfeet, bunching up in little mountain ranges. 

That's a feeling everyone can enjoy. Mom hands me the milk. 

'It's only nine o'clock, Dariez; you're notgoing to be able to go to sleep.' 

'I'll read.' 

'Good. Tomorrow we'll schedule something with Dr. Jarnerny tohelpyou. Maybe you need 
new medicine.' 

'Maybe.' 

I sit and drink the warm milk and think nothing. It's a talent I have got the developed-one 
thing I've learned recently. Howto think nothing. Here's the trick: don't have any interest in the world 
around you, don't have any hope for the future, and be warm. 

Continued: 1 

Damn, though. There's someone else I should call. I pick the cell out of my pocket and flip it 
opento the name that'sall caps. I hit SEND. 



'Emmah?' I ask whenshe picksup. 


'Hi, yeah, what's up?' 

'I wanted to talk to you.' 

'What about?' 

I sigh. 

'Oh-hhh. Are you okay, boy?' 

'No.' 

'Where are you?' 

'At home. I'm in my mom's bed, actually.' 

'Whoa, we have bigger problemsthan we thought, Dariez.' 

'No! I'm just here because it helps me sleep. Don'tyou rememberwhenyou were a little kid, 
sleeping in your parent's bed was like, such a treat?' 

'Well, my dad died when I was three.' 

Shoot. That's right. Some of us have actual things to complain about. 

'Right, sorry, urn, I-' 

'It's okay. I slept with my mom sometimes.' 

'But you probably don'tanymore.' 

'No, I do. Same situations as you, I bet.' 

'Huh. What are you up to now?' 

'Home on the computer.' 

'Where's Kristopher?' 


'Home on his computer. What do you want, Dariez?' 



I take a breath. 'Emmah, you rememberthe party that we had when we all figured out, we 


got into Executive Pre-Professional?' 

'Yeahhhh...' 

'Whenyou came to that party, did you knowyou weregoingto hookup with Kristopher?' 
'Dariez, we're nottalking about this.' 

'Please, come on, I have to know if I had a shot.' 

'We're not.' 

'Please. Pretend I'm dying.' 

'God. You are so melodramatic.' 

'Heh. Yeah.' 

'I wore mygreen dress at that party, I rememberthat.' 

'I remembertool' 

'And Kristopherwas very nice to me.' 

'He sat nextto you in Scrabble.' 

'And I already knew he liked me. But I had been puttingoff getting involved with anyone until 
I knewabouthigh school because I didn'twant it todistract me. Andyouand Kristopher, you were like, 
in the running. You both talked tome. Butyou had that mole on yourchin.' 

'What?' 

'Remember, the big hairy one? It was all pockmarked and gross.' 

'I didn't have any mole!' 

'Dariez, I'm joking.' 

'Oh, right, duh.' We both laugh. Hers is full, mine empty. 


'You promise notto take this the wrong way, Dariez?' 'Sure,' I lie. 



'If you had made a move, I would probably have, you know, go along. But you didn't. 


Death. 

'See, it works out, though. Nowwe'refriends, and we can talk about stuff like this.' 

'Sure, we can talk.' 

Death. 

'Believe me, I get sick of talking with Kristopher.' 

'Why?' 'He's always talking about himself and his problems. Like you. You're both self- 
centered. Only, you have a low opinion of yourself, so it's tolerable. He has a really high opinion of 
himself. 

It'sa pain.' 

'Thanks, Emmah, you're very sweet.' 

'You know I try.' 

'What if I tried now?' I ask. Nothingto lose. 

'To what?' 

'You know. What if I just came overand said screw it and stayed outside until you came out 
and grabbedyouand kissedyou?' 

'Ha! You'd neverdoit.' 

'What if I did?' 

'I'd slap you.' 

'You'd slap me.' 

'Yeah. Rememberthat?Thatwas so funny.' I switch phonesfrom earto ear. 

'Well, I just wanted to clear that up.' I smile. And that's true. I don't want to leave loose ends. 
I wantto know where I stand. I don't stand anywhere with Emmah, really, not more thanfriends. 



I missed an opportunity with her, but that's okay. I've missed ~Sped~. I have a lot of regrets. 


'I'm worried about you, Dariez,' she says. 

'What?' 

'Don'tdo anythingstupid, okay?' 

'I won't,' I tell her, and that's not a lie. What I'm doing makes a lot of sense. 

'Call me if you think you're going to do anything stupid.' 

'Bye, Emmah,' I say. And I mouth into the phone, I love you, in case some of hercells pick up 
on the vibrations and it serves me well in the next life. If there is one. If there is a next life, I hope it's in 
the past; I don'tthink the future will be anymore handleable. 

'Bye, Dariez.' 

I click END. I think it's a little harsh howthe END button is red. 


I'm pretty stupid forthinking I could get any sleeptonight. Once I turn offthe lights and put 
the cup aside, I get the not sleeping Feeling-it's kind of like feelingthe Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse 
rear up in your brain and put some ropes around it and pull it toward the front of your skull. They say. 

No way, dude! Who did you think you were fooling! You think you were going to wake up at three in the 
morning andthrow yourself offthe 

Kinzua Bridge without staying up all night? Give us a little credit! 

My mind starts Cycling. I know it's going to be the worst that it's ever been. Over and over 
again, cycling of tasks, of failures, of problems. I'm young, but I'm already screwing up my life. I'm smart 
but notenough-justsmartenoughtohave problems. Not smart enough to get good grades. Notsmart 
enough to have a girlfriend. Girls think I'm weird. 

I don't like to spend money. Every time-1 spend it, I feel as if I'm being raped. I don't like to 
smoke pot, but then I do smoke it and I get depressed. I haven't done enough with my life. I don't play 
sports. I quit Tae Bo. I'm not involved in any social causes. My one friend is a screwup-a genius blessed 
with the most beautiful girl in the world, and he doesn't even know it. There's so much more for me to 



be doing. I should be a success and I'm not and other kids' younger kids-are. Younger kids than me are 
on TV and getting paid and winning scholars hips and getting their lives in order. I'm still a nobody. When 
am I going to not be a nobody? 

The thoughts trail one another in my brain, running from the back up to the front and 
dripping down again undermy chin: I'm no one; I'll nevermake it in my life; 

I'm about to get revealed as a fake. I've already been revealed as a fake but I don't know it 
yet; I know I'm a fake and pretend not to. All the good thoughts-the normal ones, the ones that have 
occasionally surfaced since last fall- scramble outthe front of my brain in terrorof what lives in my neck 
and spine.This is the worst it'll everbe. 

My homework swims in front of my closed eyes-the Intro to 17st Street stock-picking game, 
the Inca history paper, the dingdong math test-they appear as if on a gravestone. They'll all be over soon. 

Mom climbs into bed next to me. That means it's still early. Not even eleven. It's going to be 
such a long night. Jarddan, the dog who should be dead, climbs into bed with her and I put my hand on 
him, try to feel his warmth and take comfortfrom it. He barks at me. 

I turn on my stomach. My sweat drenches my pillow. I turn over on my back. It drenches it in 
the otherdirection. I turn on my side like a baby. Do babiessweat? Howabout in the womb, doyou 
sweat in there?This night will neverend. Mom stirs. 

'Dariez, are you still up?' 

'Yes.' 

'It's twelve-thirty. Doyou want cereal? Sometimes I have a bowl of cereal that will just knock 

you out.' 


'Sure.' 

'Cheerios?' 

I think I can handle Cheerios. Mom gets up and gets them for me. The bowl is heaping and I 
tackle it with the ferocity that I think the last mealdeserves-shovingitall in me as if it owes me loot. 


I'm not going to throwthis up. 



Mom starts breathing regularly nextto me. I start to think practically about how I'm going to 
handle this. I'mtaking my bike, I know that. That's one thing I'll miss: riding around Knoxon the 
weekends like a mammal, dodging cars and trucks and vans with pipes sticking out of them, meeting 
Richard and then locking the bikes up by the subway station to go to Kristopher's house. Ridinga bike is 
pure and simple-Richard says bethinks it's boykind's greatest invention, and although I thought that was 
stupid at first, these days I'm not so sure. Mom won't let me take the bike to school so I've neverridden 
overa bridge-that'll be the first time-. I don'tthink I'll wearmy helmet. 

I'll take the bike, and it'll be a warm spring night. I'll speed up Flatbush Avenue-the artery of 
fat Knox-right to the Knox entrance of the bridge, with the potholes and cops stationed all night. They 
won't look at me twice that, it's illegal, a kid biking overa bridge? I'll go upthe ramp and get right to the 
middle, where I was before, and then I'll walk out over the roadway and take one last look at the Kinzua 
Bridge Bridge. 

What am I going to do about my bike, though? If I lock it up, it'll just stay there at the side of 
the bridge, as evidence, and they'll clip the lock or saw through the chain after a while. It's an expensive 
chain I But if I don't lock it up, someone well takes it quickly-it'sa good bike, a Raleigh-and there won't 
be any evidence that I was ever even there. 

I can't lose the bike, I decide. I'll take the key with me when I go down, and Mom and Dad 
will know, then, where I've gone. The cops will find the bike and tell them. It'll be harsh, but at least 
they'll know. It'll be betterthan not leavinganything. 

What Joy- is it? Joy- has stopped for me. Since I can't sleep and I'm still sweating, I decide I 
can try somethingto knock myself out: push-ups. I don't wantto go to sleep, I justwantto exhaust 
myself and rest a little bit so I can make the trip at the appropriate times, in an hour or so. I prop myself 
up in bed in properpushup position, which is also a propersex position, I realize, and I haven't even had 
sex-l'm going to die a virgin. Does that mean I go to heaven? No, according to the Bible, suicide is a sin 
and I go straight to hell, what a gyp. 

I learned push-ups in Tae Bo. I'm good at them. I can do them on my fingers and my fists, as 
well as my palms. Here, nextto my mom, in a scene that would look very weird if you filmed it from the 
side, I start to do them up and down one, two, three... I move very, very slowly so as not to wake Mom 
up-she's a heavy sleeper and doesn't notice my exercises; her head is turned in the opposite direction. 



When I get to ten pushups I start counting down: Five, four, three... until I finish at fifteen. I collapse in 
bed. 


I'm so weak from holding down nothing butCheerios in the last twenty-four hours. I'm 
beaten. I'm cracked from fifteen pushups. But I feel something in the bed. I feel my heart beating. It's 
beating against the mattress, amplified, resounding not only in the bed but in my body. I feel it in my 
feet, my legs, my stomach, my arms. 

Beating everywhere. 

I get on my palms again. One, two, three... My arms burn. My neck creaks; a bed isn't the 
best place to do push-ups; you tend to sink in. This set is tougher than the last. But when I get to fifteen, 
I keep going, to twenty. I strain and hold back a grunt on the final one and discharge myself to the 
mattress. 


Bad-o-o-m. Bad-o-o-m. Bad-o-o-m. 

My heart is ramming now. It's beating everywhere. It hits all the spots in my body, and I feel 
the blood pressuringthrough me, my wrists, myfingers, my neck. It wants to dothis, too bad-o-o-m 
away all the time-. It's such a silly little thing, the heart. 


Bad-o-o-m. 


It feels good, the way it cleans me. 


Bad-o-o-m. 

Screw it. I want my heart. 

I want my heart but my brain is acting up. 

I wantto live but I want to die. What do I do? I get out of bed, glance at the clock. It's 5:07. I 
don't know how I got through the night. My heart radiates bad-o-o-m, so I stand and shuffle into the 
living room and pick a book off my parents' shelf. 

It's called Howto Survive the Loss of a Love; it has a pink and green cover. It's sold like two 


million copies; it's one of these psychology books that kids everywhere buytogetthrough breakups. My 
mom bought it when herdad died and raved about how good it was. She showed the coverto me. 



I looked at it justto see what it was about, and the first chaptersaid, 'If you feel like harming 
yourself right now, turn to page 20.' And I thoughtthat was prettysilly, like a Choose YourOwn 
Adventure book, so I turned to page 20, and right there it said to call your local suicide hotline because 
suicidal thoughts were a medical situation and you needed medical help right away. 

Now, in the dark, I open Howto Survive the Loss of a Love to page 20. 

'Every municipality has a suicide hotline, and they're listed right in the governmentservices 
section of the yellow pages,' it says. 

Okay. I go into the kitchen and open up the yellow pages. 

It'sa pain in the ass to find those government listings. I thoughtthey were marked with 
green pages, butthe green pagesturn outto be a restaurantguide. The government listings are in blue 
at the front, but it's all phone numbers forwhere to getyour car if it's towed, whattodo if your block 
has a rat problem... Ah, here, health. Position control, emergency, mental health. There are a bunch of 
numbers. The first one says 'suicide' near it. It'sa local number, and I call. 

I stand in the living room with my hand in my pants as the phone rings. 

Part: 18 

'Hello.' 

'Hi, is this the Suicide Hotline?' 

'This is the Knox Anxiety Management Center.' 

'Oh, urn...' 

'We work with the Samaritans. We handle Knox Suicide 

Hotline calls when they overflow. This is Keith speaking.' 

'So, the Suicide Hotline is too busy right now?' 'Yes-it's Friday night. This is our busiest Joy-.' 
Great. I'm common even in suicide. 

'What seemsto, ah, be the problem?' 


'I really, just... I'm very depressed and I wantto kill myself.' 



'Uh-huh. What'syourname?' 


'Ah... 'Need-a-fake-name, need-a-fake-name: 'Scott.' 

'And how old are you, Scott?' 

'Fifteen.' 

'And why do you want to kill yourself?' 

'I'm clinically depressed, you know. I mean, I'm not just... down or whatever. I started this 
newschool and 

I can't handle it. It's gotten to a point where it's the worst it's ever been and I just don't want 
to deal with it anymore.' 

'You say you're clinically depressed. Are you taking medication?' 'I was taking Zoloft.' 

'And what happened?' 

'I stopped taking it.' 

'Ah. That's probably, you know,a bad idea.' Keith sounds like he'sjustgettingstarted with 
this whole counselingthing. I picture a thin college-age boy with wire-rim glasses at a desk lit up with a 
small reading lamp, looking out the window, nodding at the good deeds he's doing. 

'Alot of kids run into problemswhenthey, yaknow, stoptakingtheirmedication.' 

'Well, whateverthe reason, I just really can't handle it right now.' 

'Do you have a plan for how you would kill yourself?' 

'Yes. I'djumpoffthe Kinzua Bridge.' I hear Keith typing something. 

'Well, Scott, we aren'tthe suicide hotline, but if you like, we have a five-step exercise for 
managing anxiety. 

Would you like to try it?' 


'Um... sure.' 



'Can you get a pen and a piece of paper?' 


I go to the drawers in the dining room and get a pencil and paper. I take it to the bathroom 
and sit on the toilet with Keith. 

The lights on. 

'First, okayPWrite down an eventthathappenedtoyou. 

That you experienced.' 

'Any event?' 

'That's right.' 

'Okay...' I write on the piece of paper Ate pizza last week. 

'Do you have it?' Keith asks. 

'Yes.' 

'Now, write down, ah, howyou felt about that event.' 'Okay.' I write Felt good, full. 

'Now write down any 'shoulds' or'worlds'that you felt about the event.' 

'Like what?' 

'Things that you regret about it, things that you fee I would have made it go better.' 

'Wait, uh, I don'tthink I have the right kind of event.' I furiously erase myfirst statement, 
which is marked I. Instead of Ate pizza, I put down Threw up Mom's squash and then for 2,1 write Felt 
like I wanted to kill myself, all the while telling Keith to hold on, I messed up. 

'Just put down 'shoulds' and 'would,' he reassures me. 

Well, I should have held down the squash and I would have been full if I had. I put that down. 
'Now put down only what you actually had to do in the event.' 

'What I had to do?' 


'Right. Because there are nosuch things as shouldsand would in the universe.' 



'There aren't?' I'm starting to suspect Keith a bit. For someone in Anxiety Management, he's 
giving me an exercise that is fairly confusing and anxiety-provoking. 'No,' he says. 'There are only things 
that could have turned out differently. You don't have anyshouldsor would in your life, see? You only 
have things that could have gone a different way.' 

'Ah.' 

'You neverknowwhattruly would have happened ifyou had doneyourshouldsand would. 
Your life might have turned out worse, isn'tthat possible?' 

'I don'tsee how it's really possible, seeingas I'm on the phone with you.' 

'What you really have in life are needs, and you only have three needs: food, water, and 

shelter.' 


And air, I think. Andfriends. And money. Andyourmind. 

'So-the next step in the process is to put down only what you actually had to do in your 
event, and then compare it to the should and would - you assigned yourself.' 

'How~Sped~ steps are in this thing?' 

'Five. The fifth is the most important. We're at four.' 

'You know, I really, urn-' I look at the piece of paper, covered with half-erased scribblings 
about pizza and squash. '-I think I should talk to the Suicide Hotline kids because I still feel really... bad.' 
'All right,' Keith sighs. 

I'm worried that he thinks he's done a bad job, so I tell him: 'It's okay. You've been really 
helpful.' 'It'stough with young kids,' he says. 'It'sjusttough. Have you called 1-800-SUICIDE?' 

1-800-SUICIDE! Of course! I should've known. This is America. Everyone has a 1-800 number. 

'That's Helpline, they're national. Then there's Local Suicide Watch ...' Keith gives another 

number. 


'Thanks.' I write them both down. 'Thanks so much.' 'You're welcome, Scott,' he says. I hit 
OFF-these arethefirst calls I've made not on the cell phone in a longtime- andtype in 1800SUICIDE. 



It's really convenientthatsuicide has seven letters, I think. 


'Hello,' a girl answer. 

'Hi, I...' I give herthe rap, just like I gave Keith. This girl's name is Maritsa. 

'So, you stopped taking your Zoloft?' she asks. 

'Yes.' 

'You know, you should be on that for... a couple of months, really.' 

'I was on it fora couple of months.' 

'Some kidsstay on it for years. At leastfourto nine months.' 

'Well, I know, but I felt better.' 

'Okay, so how do you feel right now?' 

'I wantto kill myself.' 

'Okay, Scott, now, you know you're very young and you sound very accomplished.' 
'Thanks.' 

'I knowhigh schoolcan be tough.' 

'It's not that tough. I just can't handle it.' 

'Are your parents aware of how you're feeling?' 

'They know I'm bad. They're asleep right now.' 

'Where are you?' 

'I'm in the bathroom.' 

'Atyour house?' 

'Yes.' 


'You live with them?' 



'Yeah.' 


'You know, when you wantto commit suicide, we considerthat a medical emergency. Did 
you knowthat?' 

'Ah, an emergency.' 

'If you feel like that, you need to go to the hospital, okay?' 

'I do?' 

'Yes, you go right to the emergency room and they'll take care of you. They know just howto 
handle it.' The emergency room? 

I haven't been in the emergency room since I got clipped by a sled and knocked myself out in 
the park in grade school. 

Blood was coming out of one ear, and when I woke up it was like I'd slept for three days and I 
wasn't quite sure what year it was. They kept me overnight, sent me through an MRI to make sure my 
brain wasn'tdentedandsentme home. 

'Are you going to go to the emergency room, Scott?' 

'Ah...' 

'Would you like us to call 911 foryou? If you're unable to getto the emergency room, we can 
send an ambulance for you.' 

'No, no! That's not necessary.' I do not need the neighbors seeing me carted off. Besides, I 
never realized, but I'm right next to a hospital. It's two blocks away- a tall gray building with big tanks of 
frozen oxygen outfrontand construction vehiclesconstantly adding new wings. UMPC Hospital. I can 
walk there from here. Itmightevenfeelgood. And once I getthere, I won'thavetodo anything. 

I'll just tellthemwhat'swrongwith meand they'llgive me medicine. 

Probably they'll give me some kind of new pill- maybe they've invented that fast-acting 
Zoloft by nowand I'll come right back home. Mom and Dad won't even know. 


'Scott?' 



'I'rngoing. I have to...' 


'You have to puton yourclothes?' 

'Right.' 

'That's great. That's wonderful. You're doing the right thing.' 

'Okay.' 

'You're veryyoung. We don't want to lose you. You're being very strong right now.' 

'Thanks.' I find my shoes. No, pants first. I put on my khaki pants. The only shoes I can find 
are my dress shoes, worn to Dr. Ross's office this afternoon, a lifetime - ago. They're Rockports, shiny 
and beveled. 

'Are you still there?' 

'Yeah, I'm justgetting myhoodie.' I pull it offthe hookand flip it on. I grab the phone again. 
'Okay.' 

'You're very brave, Scott.' 

'Thanks.' 

'You're going to the hospital, right? What hospital?' 

'UMPC.' 

'They're wonderful there. I'm proud of you, Scott. This is the right thing to do.' 

'Thankyou, Maritsa. Thank you.' 

I hang up the phone and walk out the door. Jarddan comes toddling out just as I'm leaving, 
cocks his head at me. He doesn't bark. 

Part: 19 


The emergency room is nearly abandoned at five-thirty in the morning I don't know how I 
caught that lucky break. There's a long black metal bench sprinkled with kids. A Hispanic couple walks 



around, the girl howling about her knee. An old white lady and her gigantic son fil I out forms next to 
each other. A black boy with glasses sits at the end of the bench, opening peanuts and putting the shells 
in his leftvest pocket, the peanutsin his right. It could be a plain-old doctor's office, really. Exceptfor 
the peanut boy. 

I walk up to the main desk: REGISTRATION. There are two registration, one sitting, and one 
standing behind. The one behind looks about my age she's probably getting school credit. 

'I need to be, uh, admitted. Registered,' I say. 

'Fill out a form and the nurse will see you shortly,' the sitting one says. The standing one 
stuffs envelopes, eyes me. Do I knowherfrom somewhere? I sniff my armpit to hide my face. 

I take the Xeroxed form that's handed to me. It asks my birthdate and address, my parents' 
names and phone numbers, my health insurance. I don't know much about health insurance, but I know 
that my Social Security numberis my ID number, so I put that down. I feel kind of good filling out the 
form like I'm applying to a special academy. 

I put the form, completed, in a small black tray hanging off the side of the registration desk. 
There's only one piece of paper in front of mine; I sit back down next to Peanut Boy. I stare at the floor; 
it's made up of footlongtiles in red and white, like a chessboard, and I imagine how a knight would 
move across it. I'm so crazy. I've lost it. This isn't going to help. I should leave. Is it too late? My bike is 
back at home in my hallway. I can do it. I'm strong enough. 

'Dariez?' A girl pops her head outfrom a door at the end of Registration. 

I stand up. The Hispanic couple howls that they were here first and someone comes out to 
talk to them in Spanish. Sorry, kids. 

'Come,' she beckons. 'I'm a nurse.' I shake herhand. 

'Havea seat.' I enterherlong, thin chamber, which has a computerandtwo chairs and an 
array of tubes and robes on hooks on the wall. The sun is rising through a window at the end of the 
room. Across from me is a posterabout domestic violence: If your boy beats you, forces you to have sex, 
controls your money, or threatens you about immigration papers, you are a victim! 



The nurse-shortwith curly hair and a clownish face- reachestothe hooks behind herand 
unfurls a blood pressure gauge. I always liked these. Not that they're pleasant, but they always feel like 
they could be so much worse. She attaches it to some readout device and pumps me up. 

'So, what's wrong?' she asks. 

I give herthe rap. 

'Did you do anything to yourself? Did you try and cut yourself; did you try and hurt yourself; 
did you actually go anywhere?' 

'No-1 called 1-800-SUICIDE andtheysentme here.' 

'Good. Wonderful. You did the right thing. They're so great.' 

She unwraps me, turns, and types of information into the computer. She reads off my sheet 
in a tray to the right of the monitor, where I wrote 'wantto kill myself as my reason foradmission. 

'Now, were you on medicine?' 

'Zoloft. I stopped taking it.' 

'You stopped?' She opens her eyes wide. 'We get that a lot.' 

She types. 'You really can't do that.' 

'I know.' I'm glad I have a concrete thing to blame this on, something everyone can point a 
fingerat. 'You really have to stop, right now, and think about howyou feel. I want you to remember 
how you feel the next time-you decide to stop taking your medicine.' 'Okay.' I commit it to memory; I 
feel dead, wasted, awful, broken, and useless. It's notthe kind of feelingyou forget. 

'You're going to be fine, ish-ka-bibbles,' she says. 

I look at what she's typing on the screen. Under'reason for admission,' she puts SUICIDAL 
IDEATION. That would be a good band name, I think. 'Come on,'she says, getting up from the computer. 
Behind it, a printeris producingsomething, whining, and clicking. She reaches back and pulls two 
stickers out, puts them on plastic bracelets that she has attached to her belt, which is like a nurse utility 
belt and affixesthemto my right wrist. 



I look down. They both say Dariez Gilnerand have my Social Security numberand a barcode 


on them. 


'Why do I get two?' I ask. 

'Because you're too special.' 

She leads me out of the room into the ER proper, past curtains that are alternately drawn 
and undrawn to showthe cast of characters here on an early Saturday morning. The vast majority are 
old kids-specifically, old white women with tubesin them,yellingand moaning. What they're yellingfor 
is water- 


'Waaa-taaa, waaataa'-and whatthey're getting is totally ignored. Doctors-I think the doctors 
are in white coats and the nurses are in blue, right? - Stride by holding clipboards. One has a young 
scruffy blond beard that I would never expect to see on a doctor his name is Dr. Kepler. It says RESIDENT, 
so he's a college boy. That's one of the things I could be someday if I hadn't messed up and gotten 
myself in here. 'This way,'the nurse says. 

Beeping serenades us. It's coming from everywhere, a dozen different kinds of beeps-loud 
ones, scary ones, dingy ones, random ones. I wonderif they ever sync up as we pass by two giant metal 
racks on wheels-inside are pale yellow trays wrapped in plastic. Hospital breakfast. A nurse pushes them 
through a door marked FOOD PREP. 

We move by a group of Hispanic boys lounging on stretchers who all look like they were in 
the same bar fight. One has a bandage on his face, one is pointing to his chestfor a doctor, and one is 
rolling up his pants to show off what looks like a shark bite. The doctor hisses at him in Spanish, and he 
rolls his pants back down. We go by a bank of computers and there the nurse tells me to wait-she flags 
down an Indian doctor, and he takes a stretcher, which up close looks like a very complicated and 
expensive piece of machinery, with red and black levers sticking out everywhere, into a side room 
marked '22.' 

Room 22 isjustbig enough to accommodate the stretcher, ltdoesn'thavea door,justa 
doorway. The walls are yellow. The nurse leads me in there. 

'A doctor will be with you shortly,' she says. It's bright. Bright as hell. And I haven't slept. I sit 
on the stretcher. Whatam I supposedtodo here?There's nothingtodo. There aren't even any hooks. 



Outside of 22, a black boy with long dreads is on a stretcher next to a curtain. He's well dressed in dark 
brown with black shoes like mine and he's holding his hip and writhing in pain. It's something I've never 
seen exceptin movies-a boy clutching himself and grimacing and swayingand breathingin little huffs 
and baring his teeth and going 'Nurse, nurse, please.' It looks like he's dislocated his hip. He rolls overon 
his side and then back on his back, but nothing seems to help. 

Who's worse, soldier, you or him? Don't know, sir! 

It's a trick question, soldier. 

Well, him, obviously. 1 mean I'm sitting here longing; he's practically dying out there. I 
expected more from you, son. 

How? 

You're a smart kid. You should be able to see when some body's faking. And soldier- 

Yes. 

-Good job outthere. I'm glad you're still on board. 

I don'tfeelany better. 

Life's not aboutfeeling better; it's about gettingthe job done. 

I look again at the black boy; as I do, a big police officerwith closely cropped hair and those 
weird little fat bumpsonthe back of his neck sauntersonto the scene witha newspaperand a cup of 
coffee. He takes an orange plastic seat and sits down right outside from me, between Room 22 and 
Room 21, anotheropen-style, closet-sized space. 

'Hey, howya doin',' he says. He speaks slowly and calmly. 'I'm Chris. If you need anything, let 
me know.' He sits down and opens up his paper. 

The black boy is really moaning now, bugging out his eyesatevery nurse that passes by. He 
grabs his hip with both hands. Maybe he'sa heroin addict. They cometo the hospital and pretend 
they're hurt to get morphine. I watch him for minutes, trying to figure out if he's real or fake. There 
aren't any clocks. 


There are only beeps. 



Chris shakes his paper. Page two is '108 Stories Down: 


Boy Plungesfrom Empire State.' 

'Jeez,' I say. I can't believe it. 'Is that about a boy jumping off the Empire State Building?' 

'No.' Chris smiles, glancing at me overhis shoulder. 'Not at all.' He flips the paper back over. 
'You're notsupposedtobe looking at this.' 

I chuckle. 'That is too much.' 'He lived I' Chris says. 

'Yeah, right.' 

'He did! And you will too.' 

Did someone tell this boy what I was in for? Or do all kids with mental difficulties get shuttled 
to room 14? 

'What'd he do? Hit a tree?' 

But Chris has moved onto page four. 'Notsupposed to be looking at this.' 

Someone must have told him. He's a cop in charge of making sure things are okay in the ER 
and someone must have told him they had a depressed kid in 14, and nowhe'stryingto be helpful. 

I lie down on my stretcher, take my hoodie off, and throw it over my face. It's not dark 
enough. I'm notgoing to be able to sleep. I'm sweating. I want to do push-ups, but I can't on the 
stretcher, and it's probably a bad idea to do them on the tiled floor, which doesn't look recently mopped. 
I don't need to go into UMPC Hospital for depression and come out with diphtheria. 

'Nurse! Nurse! Please!'the black boy groans. 

'Waaa-taaa. Waaa-taaa,' a girl croaks. 

'Hey, what's up?' Chris answers his phone. 'No, I'm on.' Beep, something beeps. 

These are the sounds of the hospital, the hospital, the hospital. 

'Hello, Dariez?' 


A doctor comes into 14. She has long, dark hair and a pudgy face and bright green eyes. 



'Hey.' 


'I'm Dr. Data.' 

'Dr. Data?' 

'Yes.' 

Huh. I wantto ask herif she's an android, but that wouldn't be very respectful, and besides. 
I'm not up to it. 

'What's going on?' 

I give her the rap. It gets shorter every time-. I wanted to kill myself; I called the number; I 
came here. Blah blah blah. 

'You did the right thing,' she says, 'A lot of kids get off their medication and get into big 

trouble.' 


'That'swhattheytell me.' 

'Now, besideswantingtojumpoffthe Kinzua Bridge, have you had anything else going on? 
Have you been seeingthings? Hearingthings?' 

'Nope.' I'm nottalking aboutthe army boy. Same rules as with Dr. Jarnerny. 

'Do yourparents knowyou're here?' 

'No.' 

Part: 20 

'Okay, well, let me tell you what we can do foryou, Dariez.' She takes out her stethoscope, 
holds it in her hands, and folds her short arms. She's pretty. Her eyes are serious and beautiful. 'It's 
Saturday, and on Saturday our best psychologists are here the really good ones. I'mgoingto 
recommend thatyou see Dr. Mahmoud. 

He'll be in soon, and he'll be able to give you the help you need.' I have a sudden vision of 


Dr. Mahmoud taking me into his office, a special shrink's office within DM PC Hospital. It must be very 
pleasantand bare.There's probablya black couch and a wide windowand some 



Picassos... He'll take me up there; we'll have some emergency therapy; he'll give me the kind 
of trick that Dr. Ross has been unable to give me, affectthe Shift, re-prescribe me 

Zoloft (maybe that fast-acting Zoloft!) ...and I'll be on my way. 

I said to him I love you. 

Butyouwant to knowthe secretto keepanywoman underyourspell, don't let them take 

over? 

'Sounds like a plan.' 

'Now, you have to inform your parents about where you are because when Dr. Mahmoud 
comesdown, he'sgoingto needthemto sign foryou.' 

'Oh-hhhh.' 

'Isthat going to be a problem?' 

'Yeah.' 

'Are they going to be okay that you're in here?' 

I sigh. 'Yes. I'mthe one who's... not.' 

'No. I can do it.' 

'Where are your parents?' 

'Like two blocks away.' 

'They're together?They're supportive?' 

'Don't worry, it happens to a lot of kids. It tends to be related to stress. Breathe for me, 
Dariez.' She puts herstethoscope by my back and has me take deep breaths, cough, the whole deal. She 
doesn't have to hold my balls, which is cool, because there's no door. 

I look out as she's examining me. The black boy has a nurse leaning over him. 

'Dr. Mahmoud will be down soon. Call your parents, please, and make sure they're here 


within two hours. 



Two hours. Jeez. I've gotto wait two more hours? 


'Gotcha.' 

Dr. Data nods at me. 'We will help you.' 

'Okay.' I try to smile. 

She heads out. I figure that, with the parents, I should get it over with as soon as possible. I 
flip open my cell phone. No service in the emergency room. I walkout of Room 14 to find a payphone. 

Chris rises from his chair. 

'Buddy, hey, I told ya, ya gotta ask me forthings. What do you need?' 

I turn and look at him, eye his badge and nightstick. I realize what he is now. He's not there 
general or for the ER; he's there for my protection. When you come into the hospital with a mental 
disability, they put a cop nextto you so you don't hurt yourself. 

I'm on like, suicide watch. You wantto commit suicide; you call 1800 SUICIDE; you get 
suicide watch. 

'Ahm, I have to call my mom.' 

'Nota problem. Phonesare right there. Dial nine.' He nods. 

The phonesare like, three feet away. But Chris puts his hands on his hips and keeps a close 
watch as I pick up a receiver. 

Hi, Mom, I'm in the hospital? No. 

Hey, mom, are you sitting down? Eh. 

Mom,you're not going to believe where I'mcallingyou from! 

Nah. 

'Hey, Mom,' I say when I hearher groaned hello. 'How are you?' 


'Dariez! Where are you?!! just-you just woke me up and you aren't in bed! Are you okay?' 



'I'm okay.' 


'Are you at Kristopher's?' 

'Uh...' I suck air through my teeth. 'No, Mom. I'm not at Kristopher's.' 

'Where are you?' 

'I, uh... I really freaked out last night, and I was feeling really bad, and I, um, I checked myself 

into 

UMPC Hospital.' 

'Oh, my goodness.' She stops, hitches her breath. I hear her sit down, exhale. 'You ...are you 

okay?' 

'Well, I mean I wantedto kill myself.' 

'Oh, Dariez.'There's no crying, but I hear her put her face in her hands. 

'I'm sorry.' 

'No. No! I'm sorry. I was sleeping! I didn'tknowl' 

'Please, Mom, howcouldyou know?' 

'I knewyou were bad, but I didn't realize. What did you do? 

How did you get there?' 

'Don'tworry. I didn't doanything. I usedyour book.' 

'What, the Bible?' 

'No, you're How to Deal with the Loss of a Love book.' 

'Survive. Howto Survive the Loss of a Love. Wonderful book.' 

'It recommended calling the suicide hotline numberin there, and I did.' 


'Is that this sheet of paper by the phone?' 



'Yeah, you can throw that away. They said you know... if I was feeling like I was in an 
emergency, I should come to the emergency room, and I put on my shoes and came here.' 

'Oh, Dariez, soyou didn'tdo anythingto yourself?' She pauses. 

'No, I checked myself in.' 

I hear her breath catch and I think, in my house a few blocks away, her hand is on her chest. 

'I am so proud of you.' 'You are?' 'This is the bravestthing you've everdone.' 

'l...thankyou.' 

'This is the most life-affirming thing you've ever done. You made the right decision. I love you. 
You're my only son and I love you. Please remember.' 

'I love you too. Mom.' 

'I thought I was a bad mother, but I'm a good motherif I taughtyou how to handle yourself. 
You had the tools to know what to do. That is so important. And they're going to be great over the re; it's 
an excellent hospital. I'm coming right down-you want me to bring yourdad?' 

'I don't know. It might be good to just have a few kids as possible, if possible.' 

'Where are you now?' 

'In the emergency room. They wantyou to sign some forms.' 

'Where are they taking you?' 

'To talk with this doctor. Dr. Mahmoud.' 

'And how are you feeling?' 

'I don't know. Like the whole thing is unreal. I didn't really get any sleep last night.' 

'Oh, Dariez-if I had known... I didn't know...' I smile. 'I love you. Mom. I have to go.' Chris is 
looking at me. 


'I love you. I'm so proud of you.' 



I hang up. My mom seems happierabout me getting into the hospital that she was about me 
getting into high school. He leads me past the chatty Hispanic patients to a chrome-and-tile bathroom 
that's probably seen some bad action. He stays outside. I look around and muse at how I would kill 
myself in here if I really needed to- I'd have to crush my head in the toilet seat. Ouch. I haven't even 
seen that in a horror movie. I look at the toilet and decide to stand. I'm not going to sit down like the 
world's beaten up anymore. I stand, push hard, wash my hands, and step out. 

'Wow, that was quick,' says Chris. 

We pass My-a Joy in Room 21 on my way back. His hands are still crossed in his lap as Dr. 

Data tries to ask him questions. 

'I tell you once: it the truth. You play that number, that number will come to you!' 

The boy with the dreads is still tripping out. 

I lie down. A nurse comes with a cart that threatens to have more food on it. She knocks-as if 
there were a door-and says she has to take my heart rate. This involves the placement, all over my body, 
of sticky tabs attached to wires. They don't hurt; I have a feeling they will when they come off, though. I 
turn to the cart as she puts them on, and a metal arm like a record needle is reading out my pulses. I 
watch it: a spike,thenaflatterspike,thena dip and a repeat.That'syou.That'syourheart. 

'All right,' the nurse says. She pulls the tabsoff my skin. They don't hurt-the adhesive is kind 
and soft. My tabs hang off the cart like a tangle of roots as it rolls away. I lie doing nothingfor a second, 
then put myshirt back on, then my hoodie. How long have I been here? I open my phone. Two-and-a- 
half hours. 


'Mr.Gilner?' 

A boy in a dark suit and a gray tie stands at the entrance to my room. He almost completely 
occupies it; he's large and barrel-shaped with a stately, pockmarked face, gray hair, big eyebrows, and a 
firm handshake. 

'I am Dr. Mahmoud,yesPYouare feelinghow? Whyare you here?' 

I give him the rap. 


'Are your parents here?' 



'Urn, I called them but...' 


'Here, okay, thanks!' I hear Mom's voice out in the ER. I put my head in my hands. 

'He's here? Twenty-two?' 

Dr. Mahmoud steps aside, and there's Mom, trailed by the nurse who let me in, with an 
overstuffed tote bag on her left arm and Jarddan in her right. 

'Miss!'the nurse is yelling. 'You really can't have dogs in here!' 

'What dog?' Mom asks, slipping Jarddan into the tote bag. 

He pokes his head up at me and barks, then dips down. 

Everyone in the ER is silent all of a sudden. Even the cracked-out boy with dreads looks at my 
mom. Chris approaches her; the nurse who let me in points to me - 'Wait fora second,' says Dr. 
Mahmoud. 'Mrs. Gilner?' 

'Yes? Dariez! Oh my gosh!' 

Everyone lets her into Room 14. They fan out in a three-person semicircle as she hugs me 
tight, the kind of hug she used to give me when I was a five-year-old, completewith swaying. Jarddan 
grrr's at me. 

'He had to come; he was making a fuss. I love you so much,' Mom whispers into my ear, hot 
and full of spittle. 

'I know.' I hold herback. 

'Mrs. Gilner-' 

'She really needs to leave with the dog,' the nurse says. 

'She has a dog? Dogs are against policy,' Chris says. 

'Justone second,' Dr. Mahmoud says. We all look at him. 

'All right, Mrs. Gilner, since you're here,yourson has checked himself in dueto suicidal 
ideation and acute depression, you understand?' 



'Yes.' 

'He was on his Zoloft but he stopped taking it.' 'You did?' Mom turns to me. 

'I thought I was better.' I shrug. 

'Stubborn like your father. Yes, Doctor?' 

'Well, the next question is for Dariez. Dariez, would you like to be admitted?' 

Admitted. That probably means to the special room where I get to talk with Dr. Mahmoud. A 
quick visit and then I'm gone. It'll give me the feelingthat I've accomplished something, that I haven't 
just languished in the ER. 

'Yes,' I say. 

'Good decision,' Mom says. 

'Mrs. Gilner, you have to sign off for Dariez on that decision,'the doctor says. He swive Is his 
clipboard, which he had been holdingin front of me, toward her. There's aterrible amountof very small 
writing on thetop half of the page and even more onthe bottom half; in the middle, an equatorof sorts 
marks where you're supposed to sign. 

'There is one thing,'the doctorsays. 'Right now, the hospital is undergoingrenovationsand 
we're very tightfor space, so yourson will be admitted with the adults.' 

'I'm sorry, what?' 

'He will be admitted along with ouradult patients, not with the teenagers alone.' 

Oh, so I'll be waiting with old kids to see Dr. Mahmoud? 

'That isn't a problem,' I say. 

'Good.'The doctorsmiles. 

'Will he be safe?' Mom asks. 

'Absolutely. We have the best care in Knox here, Mrs. Gilner. The renovations are only a 


temporary situation.' 



'All right. Dariez, you're okay with that?' 


'Sure. Whatever.' 

Mom puts herloopy indecipherable signature onthe sheet. 

'Great. We'II get everything ready for you, Dariez,' Dr. 

Mahmoud says.'You're goingto feel a lot better.' 

'Okay,' I shake his hand. He turns and heads out, a large suit greeting patients left and right 
in the ER. The nurse touches Mom's shoulder. 'I'm sorry, you really have to go with the dog, ma'am.' 

'Can I give my son a bag of clothes?' 

'What am I going to need clothes for?' I ask. I look in the bag: not only are there clothes, and 
not only are they the clothes I hate, butJarddan is sitting on them. 

'If you want to bring him items, you can bring them to the hospital later in the day,'the nurse 
answers. 'Where is he going to be?' Mom asks like I'm not there. 

'In Six North,'the nurse answers. 'Just ask for him. 

Come on.' 

'I love you, Dariez.' 

'Bye, Mom.' 

A quick hugand she'son her way-Chris watches, with his handson his hips. I'm really curious 
abouthis efficacy as a hospital security guard. 

'What's Six North?'I ask him. 

'Ah, uh, we're not supposed to be talking,' he says and sits back down with his paper. I look 
out the doorforsome news, but it's all the same. You know, this is a crappy place to be. I wish I wasn't 
depressed so I didn't have to be here. 

'Mr. Gilner?' someone finally asks. A new boy walks up to the door, a thin, short-bearded, 
older hippie-lookingboy-except without the longhair- with glasses. He's not wearing a white robe ora 



blue robe ora cop uniform. He's wearing jeans, a blue-collared shirt, and what appears to be a leather 
vest. 

'I'm Paullie. We're ready to take you up now.' 

'There're two!' a doctor says as she passes by. 'Twenty-one and twenty-two.' 

'Well, I don't have papers for Mr. Twenty-One.' 

Paullie shakes his head. 'So, I'm going to be taking up 

Mr. Gilner, and I'll be back down, all right? Hey, is that my-a Joy I' 

'He's back' the doctor moans. 

'Hey, it's Saturday, a baby. Everything is going to be all right. 

Mr. Gilner?' He turns to me. 

'Uh,yeah.' 

'You ready to get out of this crazy place?' 

'Am I going to see Dr. Mahmoud?' 

'Sure. Laterin the day.' 

'You gotthis one, Paullie?' Chris asks. 

'I don'tthinkyou're going to give me any trouble, are you, Mr. Gilner?' 

'Urn, no.' 

'Okay,doyou haveyourstuff?' 

I check my bracelets, my keys, my phone, my wallet. 

'Yep!' 


'Let's walk.' 



I hop off the stretcher, nod at Chris, and follow Paullie at his slow pace through the ER. We 
open a door near the bathroom and pierce a seal into an entirely different biome of the hospital red 
brick, indoor trees, posters of notable doctors who practiced there. 

Paullie leads me through an atrium to a bankof elevators. 

He hits the up button, stands by me, and nods. I notice a plaque between the two elevators, 
showing us what's on each floor. 

• Pediatrics. 

• Delivery. 

• Adult Psychiatric. 

Oh, he'll be up in Six North. 

'Goingto adult psychiatric, huh?' I ask Paullie. 

'Well'-he looks at me-'you're not quite old enough forgeriatric psychiatric.'And he smiles. 

The elevatordings; we get in and turn around, each taking a corner. Paullie leads me left 
when we get to six. I pass a poster with a chubby Hispanic boy in blue robes holding his hand over his 
mouth:shhhhhhhh! HEALING IN PROGRESS.Then 

Paullie passes some kind of card in front of two double doors, and the doors open and we 
walk through them. 

It's an empty hallway, wide enough fora grown boy to lie across with his arms stretched up. 
In the end are two big windows and a collection of couches. To the right is a small office with a glass 
window that has inch-wide squares of thin wire embedded in it; inside, nurses sit at computers. Just 
beyond the office, another hall branches off to the right. I follow Paullie forward, and when we come to 
the crossroads of the two halls, I glance down the one to my right. 

A boy stands the re, leaning on the banisters that line the hall even though there are no steps. 
The boy is short and stocky; he has bugged-out eyes and a squashed face and an almost-but-not-quite 
harelip. There's fuzz coming out of his neck and a big swath of black hair on his little head. He looks at 



me with homeless person eyes, like I just popped out of a butthole and offered him valuable paperclips 
from the moon. 

Oh my God, it hits. I'm in the mental ward. 

I turn to Chris and notice that the room nextto him. Room 21, is now occupied. A black boy is 
in there, sitting upon a stretcher. He's bald, but not shaved-head bald-old bald with thin white hairs in a 
halo around him. His face is unshaven; his arms lie on his legs at cross-purposes. He's skinny, in 
sweatpants and a white T-shirt covered, from the neck down, with an unidentifiable dark stain. He turns 
his head toward the wall and I see a scar running from his ear down to his neck. Then he turns back to 
me. The only thing you can say for him is that he has all his teeth, and they're white, and he's smiling. 

I slink back into Room 14 and return to watchingthe boy with the dreads. He's not writing 
anymore; apparently, the nurse gave him what he needed because he's sitting up, eyes closed, pants 
rolled up to his knee, scratching everything-his lower leg, chest, face- mumbling and swaying. His 
scratchesare light anddon'tseemintendedtoactually relieve any sort of itch. He rocks backand forth 
at a slow rhythm that fits in with the beeps and opens his eyes about a quarterof the way every minute. 

Maybe that should be me. If I were on drugs that good, maybe I wouldn't have time-to get 
depressed. It's heroin, right?That's what I need: some heroin. But I reconsider. First of all, it'd be pretty 
tough to ask my friends: Hey, who knows where I can get heroin? 

They'd think it was a joke. Plus, it has the worst nicknames: 'horse,' right? How could I ask for 
a 'horse' with a straight face? 

And, if I were doing heroin, then I'd be a depressed teenageron heroin. I didn't need to be 

that cliche. 


'Want some breakfast?' Chris asks, and before I can say no, one of the sad yellow trays is 
pushed in at me.The tray has a half pint of whatappearsto be oatmeal, a hardboiled egg squished into 
a lidded Styrofoam container, a coffee (I can tell because the lid is stained with coffee,) a foil-topped 
couplet of orange juice, and a piece of wheat bread individually sealed from the elements. 

Also, a fork, spoon, knife, salt, pepper, sugar. It disgusts me. I have no interest in any of them. 


But they might be monitoring me, so I open the bread and force myself to eat it strip by strip, chasing it 



with orange juice. I ask one of the nursesfortea and she brings me anothercoffee. I sniff the coffee but 
it smells pretty dangerous, so,justto annoyhim, I offersome to Chris. 

'Got my own,' he says and holds up a popular worldwide brand of coffee. It's strange to see 
brand names in the hospital. 

As Chris yaks on his cell phone (I'd like to know what company gives you service in here; they 
would like, use it on a commercial: a boy behind padded walls, 'Can you hear me now?',) Dr. Data comes 
back with forms for me to sign about my age and residence. She also brings forms to the older boy next 
to me, the one in Room 21. 

'How're you doing, Joy?' she asks in there. She has to talk very loudly. 

'I told-ja: it comes to yal' he yells back in a succinct Southern voice. 

She makes a tsk-tsk noise. 'Mow'd you get back in here, Joy? 

We didn'tthink we would seeyoufora longtime.' 

'I, I, I woke up, and the bed was on fire.' 

It's pretty clear at this point that Mom is going to be late. She's probably trying to pack mean 
activity bag. I should really get some sleep. I crash on the stretcher with my hoodie draped dejectedly 
over my head, but there are way too '"Spec/'" thoughts in my brain. What am I going to do? It's starting 
to hit me under there. I'm in the hospital. I'm supposed to do stuff tonight. There's a party-a big one-at 
Kristopher's house. Am I going to be able to go? And if I don'tgo, what will I say? And what'sthe 
alternative? Will I stay home and try to work but not be able to and end up with another sleepless 
night? I can't have another sleepless night. How do you know when you've hit bottom? The real bottom 
involves being on the street, I think, not in a hospital. But the Cycling is starting and I can't deal with it 
and it feels like the bottom. I sit up, throwthe hoodie off. 

'Can I use the bathroom?' I ask Chris. 

And then we ran for it she and I- 

I wanted to: 


Kiss my little sister. 



Kiss my dad. 


Make out with Joy. 

Make out with her more... 

She and I both got what we really needed to live... me that was death her me I 
Dariez and Joy- had their happy ever after, kind of... 

I do-and hermom and dad blame me... 

Yet, they think she is still alive, yetshe has a known live here and there, yet is one of us, and 
now she looks overjoy, and is her angel on Earth and studying magic with us. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 43 


Ash Angel 


Part: 1 

Preface: 

I have been left behind- 

'One death won't change a world-mind, I don't wantto be another left behind, sorry mom's- 


I did not want it this way, but whatgood is life, if it will never-change? 



You like me cannot deny the life that you live... like sometimes were-1 try to rhyme, about 
being left behind-and, just like yougirl- I knowthatyou have, letit all out; I stay strapped with gangs, 
and bitches, I walk into the school see them all, I am wanting to be cool, yet making a fool, I am so lame, 
and they're so cool, just want to drown the ass in the Barnesboro pool. 

Converse's covered in mud, now blood, making a tear flood, and I go bake to my table, laugh 
at me like I am the lent of the navel. So-o I get up in the morning, justseeingthe old man snoring, justto 
see my only friend, there is not one... those teachers, I break their wrist make a fist and shove the kids in 
their own lockers, look at me you would never think I would do such a crime, yet I have been left behind.' 

'So-o, you hate me, and I hate you- and you don't know, just what I go through, and you get 
love,and I gethate,don'taskforforgiveness,forit'sfartoo late.' 

~Dariez~ 

(Back to where Naddalin said I am taking her...) 

'Somewhere in this world little girls' fan-ie was going up and down on a big girl thing, like this 
one here, in her room, even so, it was not worth losing her she said to him... I blame you, and it's just a 
wand not that, this here is that and she holds it aftersnooping her room out-so-o and even so-o, she a 
14-year-old girl, that has neversinned in her life, and God posted on the cross, so even if we did sin, it 
was not looked at by him as bad, that was why he did... so what that say... she doing nothing wrong- by 
being-GIRL. Little girls havea feeling that needs out...' 

The big mean man was crying like a baby at herfeet... thinking Dariez, may not make it come 

back... 


She said the 'And you wantto say that youroh-h so-o holy, as a man you're not I knowthat 
you have been looking at this girl while she was nude in her bed trapping, so, Mr. you want to say you're 
not sinful, I knowthatyou did, I knowthat you're like pissed about it, overthefact, I think and feelthat 
was not your penis that was the first inside her, I know your fee lings for her, and you want to say she 
has more sin then you, Mr. your wrong, I should leave you -1 should... I wanted more for her then her 
sucking men of justto live after she was 18, dancing around on dicks, justto make it, for food and a 
piece to lie her head, at night, and working in some dump of a bar like I did when I was a girl-1 want 
more for herthan some man like you, sayingwhat she can and cannot do when it was herlife and her 



body... and even her sou I! And I am happy for her, doing what she did now, I understand, you're in the 
wrong...' 


At that moment, the-wineglass Aunt Marge was holding exploded in the hands, with loss of 
control, of remembering her days as one of them too. Shards of glass flew in every direction and Aunt 
Marge sputtered with wordsthat were not words and blinked repeatedly, herface blushed, as she is 
rememberingherown powers. 

Marge! 

She squealed Aunt Jennath. 

Marge, are you, all right? 


-Then- 


Notto worry, and grunted Aunt Marge, mopping her face with her top, showing belly button 
skin. And Must have squeezed ittoo hard. She-did the same thing at Colonel Fibster'sthe-anotherday, 
and a plat moved and broke. No need to fuss, Jennath, I have a very firm grip... on this one... she proud a 
newgiass of wine, and was aboutto put it down, and she did and then. 

Aunt Jennath And Uncle Read they were both looking at Naddalin suspiciously- backforthe 
long weekend, when she made the glass of wind go in reverse like, from when it shattered backto being 
in her hand-fixing itself, saying whispering words like in slurs, so she-decided she'd better skip dessert 
and escape from the-table as soon as she-could, before calling the evil child- yet once more. 

(Back at the school it's a Tuesday, thatfeels like a Monday.) 

Outside in the- hall, she- leaned against the-wall, breathing dee ply. It had been a longtime 
since she had lost control and made something explode. Naddalin knew it was her doing. 

She-could n't afford to let it happen again, this time she was in her bad, and made it seem 
like it was all her, yet she knew better. 


The-Claepsiara, Skoufyceol of Wizardry and the Fallen, theform wasn't the - only thing at 
stake, Dariez was too, like- if she-carried on like that, she'd be in trouble with the- Bureau of Magic. 



Naddalin was still an underage as magician and angel, and she-was forbidden by sorcerer 
law to do magic outside the village of Hayvannahol. 

The record was not exactly clean either. Only last summershe had gotten an authorized 
cautionary that had said quite evidently that if the- Bureau got wind of any more magic in Privet Drive, 
Naddalin would face dismissal from the school. 

She heard the Bureau ofthemall leavingthe-table and hurried upstairs out ofthe-way. 
Naddalin got through the- nextthree days byforcing herself to think aboutthe Handbookof Do-It- 
Yourself Wing care whenever Aunt Marge started on her, it was like homeworkyet not, it was kinda fun 
even to read about. She worked relatively-well, though it seemed to give her a glazed look, for the 
reason that- Aunt Marge started voicing the- opinion that she- was emotionally poor. 

At last, at long last, the-final eveningof Marge's stay arrived, it seemed a longtime coming, 
did it not? Yes-yes, it did-1 feel- urn and -ah-too. 

AuntJennath cooked a fancy dinner and Uncle Read uncorked several bottles of wine. They 
got all the-way through the-consomme and her-salmon without a solitary mention of Naddalin's faults; 
during the- lemon meringue pie. Uncle Read bored them a with a long talk aboutSterling's, the 
continuous mining company up in the village of Alverda, just past Carrolltown; then AuntJennath made 
coffee for. Uncle Read, and give him the paper, and carried out a bottle of brandy, youronegranddaddy 
did that back way on back when, his name was Chiaz, yetsomehow down the line, his last name was 
forgotten about, and your grandma oh so-o many years back with bake to her maiden name. 

Also, can I lure you. Marge? 

-And- 

Aunt Marge had already had relatively a- lot of wine, and she was slurring her speech. Her 
huge face was very red. Than Just a small one, then, and she-chuckled like a young schoolgirl. And A bit 
more than that... Besides a bit more... that's the-ticket. 

-Besides- 

Dariez was eating her fourth slice of pie, and Aunt Jennath was sipping coffee with her little 
fingersticking out of the handle. Naddalin really wanted to disappearinto the bedroom, butshe- met 
Uncle Read's angry little eyes and knew she-would have to sit it out. 



Furthermore, Aunt Marge said, 'Aah,' rubbing her lips, on the rim of the glass, and putting 


the-empty brandy crystal glass back down. And Excellent nosh, Jennath. 

'It's normally just a normal long day for me, of an evening, with twelve kids mine or not 
running around to look after...' She- burped richly, and patted the dog, in her lap. Yet this is what I love 
to do is cooking and cleaning and tending to young ones. Nonetheless, I do like to see a healthy-girl, and 
she'd-went on, winking towards Dariez, how was running around, with the others act far too young for 
hertrue age. 

...And, you will be a prophesized lady, like your daddy- and more importantly. 

'Yes, I'll have a spot more brandy, read... thankyoul' 

-Besides- 

Correspondingly, now-she one there -at that moment, she-jerked her head at Naddalin, 
who felt she puppy's nails clench into her skin of her freshly shaved legs-grate even more cuts... she 
mumbled, well holding her hands of books in all that is enchantment, she-thought quickly, about 
getting up and then the puppy fell asleep in her lap and it was nice. 

Naddalin wastryingto rememberpagefourteenofthe book: ACharmto Remedy 
Unenthusiastic Reversers'. 

At that momentseeingthe blood drippingfrom hergashing legs, she thought it... all comes 
down to red blood- no? And she was bleeding again, as I was saying the- another day- about, in my work. 
Bad blood will itself out...! 

Now, I'm saying nothing against your family, she'd - patted Aunt Jennath's lanky hands with a 
swoop, along with saying something on the lines of, your cousin is a bad egg, this magic that you are 
looking in to is of the devil, see these card, it an old set of cards that were your grand mothers, yet that 
made her go mad looking into them more than seven times a day, think they were helping her, find her 
way, when really it was all an illusion with fifty-fifty chance of probability either way, of whatyou want 
to believe. 


Naddalin got upand rolled hereyesand said, 'bull shit,' 'Theyturn up in her- bestfamilies, 
too and are charity cases that free-load, or the fact that they are a simpleton.'Then she'd - ran off with a 
wastrel and here's the- result right in front of us.' 



-Above and beyond- 


Naddalin was staring at the plate, a funny ringing in the ears, and then she could hear the 
voices- even if holding he rear and looking rude to them, it was not their voices in her head it was them- 
you knowthem. 

I'sam- grasp my bum firmly, she-thought, and run, as if you have girlie problems, and go for 
the bathroom and let them talk to you thought your own mouth-were they here you at of these mind 
body and soul too alike, linked like, it is trafficking walking around in your body that is rightfully yours 
yetis no longer, in life- and knowing that is not you doing it is them- and you don't really knowwhom- 
theyare, and they could kill, by moving your own body to do say, if they wanted-and not really 
rememberthe way and where, and make it looks as if it was self-inflicted death or harm, makes you look 
nuts no? yet it's them, 4 voices, and one power over me. All the time, it neve rends, chatter-chatter- 
yelling and whispers too. But she- couldn't remember what came next, even if the said-was going to do, 
even if she said to do this or that if she did or they did for her, she was so confused, her mind was not 
herown- nor- figure, personality, character, nature, behavior, disposition, and most of all temperament. 

Aunt Marge's voice seemed to be boring into her like one of Uncle Read's drills. 

Besides she-, she said Aunt Marge loudly, seizing the- brandy bottle, tightly and splashing it 
about in the bottle more into the glasses, she was swishing it around sodrunkenly thatit was spraying 
out and over the blue and white tablecloth, and you never- ever... ever- never- like told me what he-did 
fora living? 


'...And's- and's now's I's know's,' she said slurringly. 

-And- 

Uncle Read and Aunt Jennath were looking extremely tense. Dariez had even looked up from 
her pie, and that was big for her to do that when it came to sweets, to gawk at her parents. 

At that time, he- didn't work, she thought, said Uncle Read, with half a glance at Naddalin, 


who was still unemployed, and in hersecondyear of what would be a high school for a normal girl her 
age, yet she is to mental- is she not? '...To do the nigger work, that blacks used to do for white people,' 'I 
can see that, you still have the confederate flag hangfrom your porch,' said Naddalin, getting red in the 



face with all the-just wrong- slurs that were being said. 'Honey-hush- even they know howto scrub a 
floor down on their hands and knees, unlike you and your dim-witted ways.' 

'I sure that you have spent quite a- lot of time on yours... down on your knees that is...!' Said 
Naddalin, smirking. 

-And- 

And as I expected, 'I' am the bad girl-' 'I' am not THE BAD GIRL!' 

And then said. Aunt Marge, taken a huge swig of brandy and wiping her chin, looking forto 
inappropriate, just after Naddalin pun. 

And A no-account, good-for-nothing, lazyscroungerwho- 

-And- 

And she-was not, said Naddalin suddenly overand over, with herfamous saying. 

The-table wentvery-very quiet, and Naddalin was shaking all over, with her getting her ass 
chewed out and completely- butt reamed, and all the things said, about others, and races too, and 
smarts, of others that did not match- her leave of genus-only she thought she had, you know the type 
all- run at the mouth, yet nothingsaid, to walk away with. 

She- had never felt so angry in life, yet she was the one - um, that was being all ever name in 

the book. 


There is too much and with or for law in a lawless country, and they wonder why cops are 
beingshot, they will not do anything about, it- it being everything that is a slur to you and me, and I 
sorry I am forthe minorities' I always felt as if I was one. 

I had to google... 

Part: 2 

The Bill of Rights: 


'Mmmm-kay-' 


The United States Constitution has 27 Amendments. 



'Cool, I thought... The first 10 Amendments to the Constitution are called the Bill of Rights, 


really? The Bill of Rights was approved, or, in 1791, and I care why? Yet is said- It outlinesthe basic rights 
and freedoms of American citizens, um- hum sure it does.' 

We the girls of this bookfeelthis way- 

Amendment 1 

The First Amendment protects the rights of every American. It defines the freedoms of 
religion, speech, and press. Most Americans believe thatthe First Amendment guarantees theirmost 
important rights. 

• 'Speech-1 would say this is a good thing, yet when do you draw the line, here I would say 
to a cop of law in my hometown that has their own, and can't read the book that stats the law in which 
they say theyflow when doing you for exam pie: call some retarded to their face, more than ten times, 
when do you do something about it? Who do we blame, you blame me the BAD GIRL would you not?' 

• 'Press-these days would be nothing but Facebook-and online crap, would it not? It'snot 
read worlds of news and news of slandering one another until that are harassed and bullied and stocked 
and hanging on a rope... Others calling another faggot, and nonsensical thing like that, that is not true 
yet become believed over the fact that they only have a second-grade education-yet what do you 
expectwhentheyaretoldto be happythat have that... and post lines oftext, that are not even wordsor 
sentences.' 


• 'Religion-what's that? And- even if you do have one, OMG- don't say or off goes your 
head, and you would piss off the atheist's and get a long drawn out speech about evolution...' 

'Yep, thataboutsumsit up just fine in a Pennsylvania smalltown.' 

Amendment? 

TheSecond Amendment guarantees Americans the right to bear arms, or own guns. 

• 'Guns-That why you can go to a school with an AK-47 and spray for fame, yet I do not 
blame you for you don't have an education, over others saying you can't handle it. And have no law- yet, 
again to say you can't wave a gun in my face, it there right to doso-o. it is every man for themselves and 
do even get me to start on women's rights and how the re is not any. They will not give you a pencil, over 



they- like your schooling system doesn't have the money, yet maybe they will let you have a gun, so you 
can blast them in the head for not teaching you anything, and not having enough wet about you to know 
any better, only in 'America...' and spell that, ah- you can't, othercountiesare giggling at us!' 

Amendments 

The Third Amendment prevents the government from forcing citizens to shelter soldiers in 
their homes. 


• 'What?' 

'And... this should not matter-and the why? And I say this-over the fact we have no 
understandingof any world wars anyways, nordo the kids, I want to school with before, I leftthere 
forever, and found a place where they care about girls and their thoughts. And at this point, you say this 
'GAY' and stop reading! It all bull shit, and I don't care... and say this is all over the no child left behind... 
act!' 


'Yep...yep!...YET, SHOULD IT 

BE US- WE- YOU AND I, TO BE 

GUILTY UNTIL PROVEN 

INNOCENT?' 

Amendment4 

The Fourth Amendment protects the privacy of American citizens. 

• 'Like taking a photograph is now a felony, FORSOME AND NOT OTHERS. Overmore and- 
and or, beingtheway out, privacy there is no such thing... I am sorryif yoursomeone,thatwasoris like 
stocked like a celebrity, before leavingthis world! It prohibits, or prevents, unnecessary orunreasonable 
searches of a person's property- sure- sure it does.' 

Amendments 

In the Fifth Amendment, all Americans are guaranteed the right to a fair and legal trial. It also 


protects someone from testifying against him- or herself underoath. 



• 'Um-mm-1 don't believe thatfora moment my-freakingtime; more like-by 12 of their 
town people, that hate you for you, saying your this and that, all lies believe overthere too simple to 
think, yet they make it so you're the BAD GIRL, or paid off by a school to hush up... just for instance... so 
if you're like me and I knowthat you are-you're guilty until proven innocent! Ifyouare like me you 
don't have a trial, that would say you should be happy we don'ttake you away, for what you are, more 
press of what was never confidential, oath there no God to kids my age so-go suck something- long and 
hard. Then have a population of 3,000 say everything they need and your F*CKED I And they think you 
can't read, write, or spell or do math with fingers and toes, and the press documents make you more 
than a dumb shit that- the man behind the desk with a gavel would roll his eyes at you and say don't 
waste mytime, funny is not like he could beyourschoolsuperintendentorsomethinglike I had.' 

'They say- 'I have lost my mind, at this point-'yet I have something to say back to that, 'I 
neverhad oneto lose-so there..." 

Amendments 

• A right to a speedy trial is guaranteed by the Sixth Amendment. 

'More like piss and flap your dick in my face, and hit- the- door, that if you can find it, 
without help!' 'See-see that sing there would say exit- in red- it's lighting up, just so ya know!' 

Amendment? 

• The Seventh Amendment 

guarantees the right to a trial by jury in civil, or private, legal cases where damages are more 
than $20. Civil cases solve disputes between citizens. 

'Okay that is everything in my town-the card I have to play, yet the re is no time for- 
someone like me... I already know when the cops are independent, and say and do - what that want to 
say-and do, and the system rigged within the names of the towns- and a county that well stays names 
that, I am part of over and- and or suits they could give me for saying truths. Good luck...' 

Amendments 

• Unreasonable bailor fines and cruel and unusual punishment are prohibited by the Eighth 


Amendment. 



'Is that English...? I don't know that this is saying so I am going to take it as disrespect as you 
would too- if you're my age.' 'Nope sit and rot is what I got, just like her and she too, and maybe you 
also.' 


Amendment9 

• The Ninth Amendment recognizes that Americans have rights that are not listed in the 
Constitution. 

'And that is and that is what now?' 

'In 1920, the Nineteenth Amendment gave women the right to vote... 'Yep glad to see we 
have something.' 

Amendment 10 

The Tenth Amendment says that the powers not given to the United States government by 
the Constitution belongto the states or to the people. 

And labor law ha, that a joke makes nothing, get pissed on if you can find work, with your 
background of nothing, and have old-timers say you're a waste of life when you can't make a change. 
You have to be certified or have a degree,yetgetone...makingBig Macs is whattheysay to do or if your 
smart and know where the money is an internet-nudist, I deserve more... or hit the military table, or 
drop out, or do what I did kill yourself as my school counselor said to do. 

'I disagree... and that maybe some of the issues, when they're all fighting with the man in 
power.' And the world is a deplorable disgrace, to the Earth and the USA people.' 

'Yep, I'll be moving to Canada...' 


Ash angel: 2 
Part: 1 


AnotherChapterin My Book of Life 



...And, MORE BRANDY! 


...And, more of me beingthe bad girl of whatdid you do... 

...And, they start it andyourfault... 

...Yet, they see only whatthey want to see... 

...Yet, that is my life, not justhomeall around town too... 

...And, then yelled Uncle Read, who had gone very-white in the body and face. 

She-emptied the- bottle into Aunt Marge's glass, I knew if they keep drinking someone 
would get their face stabbed off, with a small pocket knife. It starts with love and ends with passionate 
hate, then us girls take the brunt of the stabbing in other ways, as they snarled at me Naddalin, and say- 

'Goto bed! '...Goon!' 

-And- 

No, Read, I said, I am not a little girl, yet that is when he said- 'yetyou have the intellect of 
one so-ogo-oto your room, now.' 'BUT- BU-T... awe-you're hiccupped...go cry to dead mommy and 
daddy, and we all know, you don't have a right to be more than a baby... and treated as such 111' Aunt 
Marge, said, holding up her left hands, in an authoritative way. Her tiny bloodshot eyes fixed on 
Naddalin's, looking at her as if she could murder. Her tiny eyes welling up, yet hold back to be a strong 
girl, that she knew inside... that she was even if, said not so-o over and over. 

'Go on, girl to bed.' 

Naddalin- Proud of your parents, are you, girls, you should be there nothing but worthless 
alcoholics! They're going to get themselves killed in a car crash beingthisdrunk, one of these days, you'll 
see, they well, like a girl I knewthat almostdid... 

-And- 

Them-'And they-like the girl, didn'tdie in a car crash, or she would not be here!' 

Naddalin- 'You don't know half of what you think you do!' ...And who found herself on her 
feet in-front of them all as if it was a civil court case. 



Them- 'She did not die in a car crash and seethe light and come back, you're a nasty little 


liar!' 


Look- look and now leftyou to be a burden on them- mm-mm- mm-mm, hardworking 
relatives, taking in dumbass-ed shit'n trash, that can't read write or spell, with herspecial needs 
program! 


Then shrieked Aunt Marge, swelling with vehemence. Besides-You are so-oo insolent ant' 
yah, ungrateful little brat. 

-And- 

But Aunt Marge suddenly stopped speaking. Fora moment, it looked as though words had 
failed her altogether. She- seemed to be swelling, some with inexpressible anger - but she- swelling 
didn't stop, in her read face. Her prodigiousenflamed face started to swell until she was losing air, her 
tiny eyes stick out as if she was possessed, and her mouth stretched all evil like, and like fare too tightly 
for speech- next additional moments went by and then, several buttons were opened by her to breathe, 
as if she was going bust out of her old holy jacket, that stuck to high heavens, like dog shit and her own 
bad-smelling piss and woman-ness- ness- ness. And sounded off the-walls, she was letting outgas, and it 
was horrid. And I did what they said finally, or be completely gassed - like a girl in a concentration camp, 
killed by the 'stank,' so I left the room- and when to mine, waving my hand back and forth just slightly by 
my little picture-perfect nose. 

MARGE...! 

She was yelling for Uncle Read, and AuntJennath together as Aunt Marge's whole body 
began to rise off the chair toward the-ceiling, I could see that Dariez had found her inner power, she 
had enough too. 

She-was completely plump, yet more even than before, and everyone in the room was 
under her cast- yet, Dariez was overpowering her, now, and her hands, then feet stuck out weirdly as 
she-floated up into the-air, making angry bursting noises until her head exploded all over the walls- like 
a busted pihata full of candy; with brains and goo-splattering everything, and the puppy's started liking 
it up-is if it was theircandy. -And- 


NO-000000! 



-Besides- 


That night after I and she got so ticked off that me and Dariez, chipped together and bought 
an adorable tiny house, all white on the inside with all the things too girls would ever need up in the loft 
bedrooms, for us both, to live, cute and more room than you would think at 20 x 20 in and placed it in 
the backyard, also a Victorian. It was time that I got my own place, yet not to far away, yet away... right 
nextto the old tracks, underthe tree, that is way taller. 

There is nothing more pretty than a girl's pussyfull of herc*mming and she drips it out, I can 
see Dariez for my room, and it's okay, she a girl and a cute one at that so-o...everythingthese days with 
girls are openwhatnot, what dirty about a girl's body feelinggood and herfeelinggood-1 ask? 

(Back) 

Uncle Read apprehended one of Marge'sfeetand tried to pull her body down from floating 
in the air all headless, nonetheless was practical- elevatedfrom the-floor herself. A second later, the 
puppy dove forward on her and started to lick her even more than before, and descended her teeth into 
Uncle Read's leg, when he tried pulling her off her. 

Naddalin tore away runningfrom the- diningroom before anyone could stop her, headingfor 
the-cubbyhole under the-stairs. The-cubbyhole door burst magically open as she- reached it, think this 
may be the last time I see it. In minutes, she- had dumped the trunk to the-front door. 

She-sprinted upstairs and threw herself underthe - bed, getting her hands on anything she 
could say is mine-to take without say of this or that not being so-o, spraining up the- loose floorboard, 
and grabbingall the pillowcase off herbad too though in herbelongings,full ofthe books-thatshe 
never read yet did, and birthday presents too, for the others, not them-yet they never really gave her 
anything, overall theyears- it tookwhatyou could. 

She- wriggled out, seized Baby Raven's empty cage, and dashed back downstairs to her trunk, 
just as Uncle Read burstout of the-dining room, shetrouserleg in bloody tatters, I am getting my own 
place, and I am taking this little girl with me too, and don't say anything or I will run away with her, and 
you can getchargesfor the-whyof it all when I say what goes on here. 

'OH, NO YOUR NOT, and COME BACK IN HERE NOW-1 say!' She- hollered- 'COME BACK, I 


make it right with you.' 



But a reckless rage had come overNaddalin, and Naddalin holding Dariez hand pulled her, 
and even harderway... saying you're not going to have a life like this... She - kicked the trunk open, pulled 
out herwand, and pointed it at Uncle Read, and herto charming them into thinking this was all a-okay 
to do, saying it's for the best-trust me, you don't want a life like a girl I once knew-she was a- lot like 
me, she was saying as they were waking the tracks Naddalin on the left rail and Dariez on the right, to 
town hand and hand linked in the middle, the sun rays shining on them at sundown. 

-And- 

(Upto the point of going to town, where I said we'll have a home, when not at school, and 
magically three-grand showed in her hand, saying see, as they walked to a place where they made tine 
homes, to order, Naddalin using a fastforward spell, she made a weekgo by, with them, to have it there 
within the night.) 

And she would- deserved it, did she not, so don'tfeel bad about it, Naddalin said, breathing 
very fast. She would- deserved what she'd- got. 

'You keep away nextto me-always.' 

-And- 

Naddalin- She- rummaged behind herforthe- latch on the- door, to their cute new little 
home,thatwas somewhat of an indentation, to a nook, that had windowswrappingaround. And I'm 
going, said Naddalin, coming? And I've had enough excitementforone-day so-o... yeah. 


-Also- 

Then in the- next moment, she-was out in the- dark, quiet street, heaving the heavy trunk 
behind her, with Baby Raven'scage underherarm. 

Well then, said Dorezbiumd finally, and that's that, you have a new home-then, I will 
documentthiseventforour records. 

We have got no business stayingthere... here in the backyard with this home, even if... 


We may as well go... in and have celebrations, first meal. 



It was funnytosee the land grow before my eyes-thought Dariez- into this 50' x 100' plot of 
land and them home within, and- in size, that was not there before, yet magical it was now, Naddalin 
made happen with her wand, makingthem think also by charming them with a spell that it was a line of 
acquiescence, that was something they just had and ever need to pay for it was just given land- that 
there were dumbfounded over- being there, so in front of their home now is owners, and there is 
nothingthey can or will doabout it. 

-Besides- 

Besides saying'yeah,'then in a very muffled voice, in on belief. And I'll be takin'Trirus the 
bike back, you don't need to work any longer as at your age as something as dumb as a papergirl fora 
$1.50, over summer, justtogive it all to them. 

G'night, Professor Pattergirl- Professor Dorezbiumd, sir, now back at the school, with all the 
children gone, it was to quiet-tooquiet. 

Then and there she was wiping tears streaming from her eyes onto her jacket sleeve, looking 
at her new home and room, that was aloft a big step up in her world of filth. 

Then swung herself onto the- bicycle, that was not her she said I go give this to him nowand 
walk back, then she kicked the-1921 engine; with a roar, it rose, and off into the- night. 

Above and beyond, thatall-1 shall see you soon, I expect...'yes, yes'she said with a sweet 
smile. ProfessorPattergirlknewthisand sodid Dorezbiumd, noddingforthego-aheadtodo so-o,for 
me to look after her and soon, it all was approved. 

Professor Pattergirl blew her nose in reply, saying- 'awe this is sweet- is it not, looking around 
the tiny- house.' 

Dorezbiumd turned and walked back down the-street, with the two girls saying keep this 
nice and were fine with it, you girls need a stable home interment. On the- cornershe- stopped and took 
out the- hoary light-exterior, as the lights were abouttoflicker on. It was now nightfall, and she was off, 
Dorezbiumd did not really want to be seen, clicked it once - beforehand, and fourteen balls of light flew 
back to their street lamps post. So that tree-lined driveway that wound about glowed suddenly orange, 
as it did ever so many years back, and she-could make out a shadow person slinking around the-corner 
at the otherend of the-street. 



(Forward) 


Dorezbiumd - could just see the- bundle of blankets on the - step of number four, for them 
too now keep as a gift, there were heading for the train car, for them to go back home, now that the 
girls were- set. And good luck, Naddalin, they- murmured, as they were all next to the train to setoff. 
She-turned on her heel as they walked up the steps to the car, and with a swish of Dorezbiumd Robe, 
they-were gone inside, and the steam from the wheels was overtaking them, whispering around them 
as the train pulled away. 

A breeze ruffled the-old tree with plant life in shades of webbed like-greens of the leaves of 
angle oak, that would sway and hangs down on the limbs, in the slight gusts of breeze, in the dim, light a 
wondrous sight to behold, with covering branches that lie on the ground, that coverevery which way, 
with moss. On the shadow covered pathway showing the figures of all the leaves as they dance about, 
and green tall grasses which lay silent and tidy under her- blue inky sky, the-very last place you would 
expect astonishing things to happen. 

Naddalin - rolled over inside her blankets without waking up, odd for her being a light sleeper, 
yetthis new blanket made herfeelsafe for some reason. 

Dariez- one small hand closed on the- letterbeside her, night said, apart to add to herbook 
of life, like a story of another chapter within her book of life, and she-slept on it hoping to have dreams 
that would add to it that we re even more beautiful than reality, not knowing she-was special, even if 
she was. Like and then not knowingshe-wasgoingto befamousa Naddalin, not knowingshe-would be 
woken in a few hours... back to where magic, enchantment, fairy-tale's is the only thing that matters.' 
Natalie's scream as she- opened the-front door to put out the- milk bottles, seeing the remains of her 
laying in the yard... after the exploding head thing... she hardly made a wish in her mind and time move 
forward, with light being distorted, by thattime Mr.S, walked out of the castle we were there walking 
towards her, the long weekend was over. 

Nor would spend have to spend the - next few weeks being nudged and pinched by her 
cousin Alisha... that wanted to sleepover in the new house, it may have been a day yet felt like time was 
movingslower. 

She-couldn't know that, like at the very moment, individuals meeting in secret all overthe- 
country were holding uptheir glasses and saying in almost silent voices: 



To Naddalin-the-girl whosurvived! 


-And- 

As she- passed the-door to the- living room... Naddalin caught a glimpse of Uncle Read and 
Dariez, he was taking out her ribbon in her hair, sweetly trying to get back in with her, yet it was never- 
ever- evergoingto work. 

She- had only just reached the- upstairs landing when she- the doorbell rang and Uncle 
Read's furious face appeared at the- foot of the- stairs. Naddalin was several streets away before she- 
collapsed, on her way back to her new home, pantingfrom the-effort of moving all that belonged to 
twogirls out of herhometo hernewone.She-satquite still, angerstill surgingthrough heroverit all, 
listening to the- frantic thumping of her once still hart. 

But after ten minutes or so-o alone in the-shadowy dark street, a new emotion overtook her 
mind body and soul-a fear, more than any that she has in the past days of days. Either way she - looked 
at it, she- had neverbeen in a worse solution- never. 

She-was stranded, quite alone, in the- dark nonmagical people world, with absolutely 
nowhere to go or run, yet she felt as if she needs to run- yet nowhere to go in was all in her mind the 
voices. Besidesthe-worstof it was, she- had just serious magic on her mind, and she knew not to use 
this in this world, maybe that is why she was feeling as she was? Which meant that she-was almost 
certainly expelled from at the school for girls, fordoing what she did, yet it was all okay, she knew when 
they got back on the train, so why all the character in her head of saying that was WRONG MISS-ie. 

She- had broken the- Pronouncement for the- Constraint of Youthful Wizardry so badly, she- 
was surprised Bureau of Magic assemblies were not swooping down on her where she - parked her 
behind. Naddalin trembled, falling as she was walking towards the new home-based, for her and the girl 
she was taken under her wings and looked up at the crescent moon wondering if her life was ending, 
over this all, that this was wrong other. Was her life now ending to save hers, she wondered and 
thought...? 


What, was going to happen to her? 
Wonder, wonder, wonder... 


Part: 2 



Would she- be arrested, orwould she- simply be outlawed from the- wizarding world, and 
made to die so she could live on? 

In a way that is what she thought would happen as she blacked out... 

She-thoughtof Jinger And Emmah, Emmah the most, as her life and past onesflashed before 
her fast and yet slow too... And her heart quivered, in the body that she now owns on this Earth, and yet 
felt as if it was even lower, then before fallingto her feet even more. 

Naddalin was sure that, criminal or not, Jinger And Emmah would want to help her now, life 
on, but they were both abroad, back, and with Baby Raven's gone to, she - had no means of contacting 
them back here where she lay on the driveway. She-didn't have any money, either... even if she was 
able to make it somewhere, oreven back to the tiny home, it seemed thatall that she had was stiped 
away from her. 

There wasa little entertainermoneyfromthe otherworld in her-bag that she had in her 
trunk if she could get the strength to get there; but the - rest of her-fortune, was her parents that was 
leftto her, she had left herwas stored in a vault at Buchanan Wizarding Bank in Pennsylvania, a week 
ago knowthis all, a links to their world through with tubes of teleporting, people notmoney-totheir 
inheritance, within big tubes going down, yet with a whooshing of pink-red-sh licked addfor safety, that 
was backlight, like a waterslide tothe Underworld, of banking. She never is able to drag the trunk all 
the-way to Pennsylvania, 'till now, she was going to have more money than she knew what to do with... 
when she came of age, in this body she was in... 

Unless... she passed it down... not knowing... she - looked down at her hands with all the 
power she once had, a wing within her fee ling like they were dying and about to fall off. Which she-was 
still clutching in the hands, the falling feathers, grayingand blood covered. If she-wasalready expelled 
(the heart was now thumping painfully fast, as if she was all human all overagain.) A bit more magic 
could not hurt... right? 

Part: 3 

She- had she- inconspicuousness negligee one in the first place to hid from all that was 
around her, she- had inherited from herdaddy, that was smart in picking that overall others, what if 
she- bewitched? The- Negligee also make her fee I close to her late daddy, tied to her wrist wasa ribbon, 
this was all that covered herself until she got back. There was no one that was going to help here in 



Pennsylvania? Then she-could get the- rest of the money out of the vault and... if only she had the mind 
and strength to at this very moment. Outcast begins her life as always and evershe thought, weekly. 

It was a horrifying panorama, to think this may be her last days of days, to life on... but she- 
could not lay in the streetforever, orshe would find herself try ingto explain to nonmagical people 
police, why she was half nude, sleeping in the street, and brain dead to them, with-and or's-that was... 
misunderstandings. And-that do nothing but harass the innocent, making bull shit charges for you to 
have to face, making me-the bad girl like ways-only seeing whatthey want to see-notthe truth-or way 
of law- but their own made up of dimwitted minds at the time, dumb shit's that can't even mumble, 
your name, they are; asking dumb question of -why? 

Like why she-was out in the-dead of night with a trunk full of spell books, and all her stuff 
made them think she was a slut run away, and a busted pillow... littering as well. 

The give her a run-on of charges, that she would have to face... and dragged her home lags 
dangling, as she was drunk, as with they thought. Then it was- the next morning and she snapped awake, 
she was in herbed as if nothing happened. Naddalinopenedthetrunkagainand pushedthe-fillings 
aside, looking for she- Inconspicuousness Negligee- it was confiscated, she thought but before she- had 
found it, she-straightened up suddenly, looking around her once more, it was on the floor of her new 
loft bedroom, and Dariez lookingat herfrom a-crossed the way as if she lost it. 

A funny itchiness on her- back, and buttthat she was skating inappropriately fora lady had 
made Naddalin fee I she-was being watched- as if she was a celebrity- by all them, but the-street 
appearedtobe deserted-and herhome wasall herownwith thegirl shetookunderher wings-and 
about that too- she thought... what if they fell off, and never going to have them back. And no lights 
stand out outside the houses, yet she felt those eyes upon her- as if she was the girl from the story- 
chosen, and tricked into giving in. 

She-bent overthetrunkagain, her undiesflyinga crossed the room as she was pulling all the 
things that were cute out-that did not seem all that important to her now, but almost immediately 
stood up once more, her hands clenched on the crystal ball, that Dariez had discovered, days before 
saying, this is not a toy, she said 'I know I could see a girl like you within it...' 


Naddalin- 'Yah I knowthat girl well, and so well you someday, yet in time- in time.' 



She-had sensed ratherthan heard it, it was a like a lightning bolt jumped from herhandto 
the ball as she touched it giving of high voltage of power back to her to live: she ran back outside, with 
her hand and arm stitched out with the ball in her palm to the heavens above in cold shades of grays, 
and the storm string above, with moody clouds, moved fast, the blot of life hit her, knocking herto the 
ground, looking fried, to Dariez who ran to herand not long after, this crystal ball ounces belongto- 
them...she muttered, her- it was her... and this was how she was the most evil of all them then. 'Very 
dark and very powerful, it is...' she whispered to her... as she was more than okay to live on, with bark 
life nowgivento her. And thenandthere someone orsomethingwasstandingin the-narrow gap 
between the-garage and falling down fence behind her, it had to be one them as a haunt of the past, 
knowing- it had to be- but which one? 

Naddalin squinted atthe- black driveway that was closing out by all the trees. 

If only she knew if this shadow was a girl, or if it would move like a girl's figure, would move, 
then she would know, what it was, or if it was something like a stray cat or-something else, that also 
was completely harmless. 

And then Naddalin muttered-sayingtake it to hold on to it and never let it go, then a light 
appeared within the ball getting brighter and brighter till glowed, like a light bulb, almost dazzling Dariez, 
and herface andeyeswere totally locked andfixedon it with phenomenon, she was becomingthe next 
in the line of the most powerful-of the fallen. She- held it high over the head- now with both hands as 
the rain no poured down her, suddenly it sparkled; with-with orange hora's, as she was standing in 
front of the garage door gleaming with her newfound strength to do anything, Naddalin said - 'know- 
longerwell you be a simpleton just to be pissed on... no longer feeling as if you - like you're in ass- 
backwardsville- she thought.' 

Then between them, Naddalin saw, quite distinctly, the-small outline of something very, 
with gleaming eyes. The fear with-in her was more now than ever-think it was one of them, no that they 
may have found heroutand hand no straight left. 

Naddalin stepped backward, saying they will be after you... yet don't let that stop you, learn 
as much as you can and see as much as you can, I am looking out foryou, now they're after me, don't 
ask why, found out the way foryourself. 


Dariez- she started to cray and said- 



'Okay.' 


Part: 4 

With a yell, she- rolled back and forth on the pavement, just in time. Naddalin had just been 
lying there doing such. Her legs went a week and Dariez hit the trunk falling down onto it, it was if she 
was dying...you would think, she placed the glass ball down, and it rolled out of her hands. Then she 
flung her arms out to hold her... not break herfall at all as she did it she hit the ground hard forher, and 
she- landed, hard, in the-gutter with her thin king she was going to die! There was a deafening sonic 
BANG, that was made after, the delay of her body getting stuck, and Naddalin threw up her hands to 
shield the eyes from a sudden blinding light... of the crystal ball. It was the shadow of her larking for the 
ball to get life back, even if that life is one of us, I knew it I could feel it. 

They went, as Naddalin saw them- rise above herdementingher, like hounds, and sucking 
the life out of her mind through herhead; they were pulling the power from her, she was trembling as 
she was dying, as much as they could get. 

A double-decker CAM tram bus in blue was aggressively driving as it went by her... which had 
appeared out of thin air, so it seemed as it rushed down the driveway as if it was ripping and pulling at 
the dark shadowy trees. Gold lettering over the - windshield spelled The- Knight Bus, to the station, the 
only way Naddalin could be saved is if they would get her back to the school, to restore, herstrength, it 
was called the moment that she was hit, they knew and saw this happens, though her mind body and 
soul. Fora split second, Naddalin wondered if she- had been knocked silly by the fall, as she was being 
taken on to the blue bus, she was babbling, about things that just did not make any sense, things that 
happen within that girl's life and story, details that she should not understand. 

Then at the decerped train station, the steamingtrain rush in so close to using that you could 
fee I the heat of the steam, and the conductor in a black uniform leaped out and began to speak loudly 
to the- night, saying don't waste time. Of course, Dariez was tagging slightly behind... odd it was number 
13, it was taking herevenfastback...to here she could befixed, they hoped. 

-And- 

Welcometo the-Knighttrain, 13 back to your home away from home, emergency transport, 
foryou they said this was life or death so we're goingto move, and the track is bumpy, forthe- 
Marooned fallen girl or wizard just stick out your hands, step onboard miss, he said to Dariez whom was 



very-very worried, and she did and the train started to take off before her footing was all the way on 
the footstep of the train car, and we can take you anywhere, with this line, you wantto go, that is when 
Dariez said 'I know-1 am the onethatownsthis train.' 'Really-you- like you'rejusta child.' She just 
glared... not mean,yetnotin the mood... 

'Yes, well then... my name is Stan Shunpikes, and I will be your conductor, the duration he 
even said it would be my honor... missl' 

Part: 5 

Then the-conductor stopped abruptly he- had just caught sight of Naddalin, who was still 
sitting on her-ground...of the train car. Naddalin snatched upthe ball, that was rolling on the rocking 
back and forth floor, even told not to by EMT's again, she tried desperately to scramble to the feet, 
falling- times and times over. Close up, she-saw that Stan was only a few years older than she-was, 
nineteen oreighteen orat most, a large, boy yet all too cute in all the right places, even if he had a few 
pimples, and a scruffy look, no boy has it all you have to looking and find what lays within. What is that 
you are doing down there, what is that thing? 

Said Stan, dropping the professional manner, over being stunned by its curiosity... asking 
questions, like a 5-year old boy would with seeinga newtoy. 

Naddalin has fallen over 4 times now... Then she rolled over on her belly, nowon the floor, 
onto a stretcher, forthem to do her vitals, and get an IV started. Besides snorted Stan, who was starting 
to feel, feelingsforDariezfeelingas he was. 

'And I did not doit on purpose,' she said-they said, 'we know,'then said Naddalin, annoyed, 
by them feeling her up as a modest girl in some way that she was, with a man she did not know or feel 
comfortable with. One of the- knees, and butt part of Dariez in her jeans were torn, and it was showing 
hertight underwearsome and Dariez newthat Stan was all into her, by him sneakingpeeks. Yet, oddly 
that made her fee I more loved than ever, in a time of pain. Besides her- hands she- had been thrown out 
to breakthefall was bleeding, from them, and need them to be stitched if there wasanythingthere left 
to stitched up, there was just raw skin hangingfrom the bone. 

She-suddenly remembered why she- had fallen over and turned around quickly to stare at 
the- pathway between the-garage andfence, that led to the driveway that was surrounded by trees. 
The- Knight train's headlamps, was flooding the ground ahead with light, she knew what she had seen 



oneof them, girls from the past, after her, yet it was, and it was completely empty-was it all in her mind 
overreading a story-or was it real, weretheyafterhernow?Shefelt as if that huntwas in hermind 
now... 


Dariez was fee ling looking at him with big sad eyes, and it was working they we re falling too 
each otherfast, even if it was the first time, they meet' and said Stan, was looking at magic, in that light 
happeningtoo, it was like she forgot all about Emma, who would feel cheated on at that moment, yet 
after all, he was a boy, with all that boys come with, you know- boy things, that girls find cute. 

Part: 6 

Besides, there was a big black thing, she saw hovering over her, thought Naddalin, pointing 
uncertainty into her-gap. In addition to that, like a faceless black mischievous sprite... it had to be AVA, 
she was the only on that did that hiding in the background gazing with mischievous intents, she thought 
even deeper into the creepy of it all! 

She- looked around at Stan, wondering if he too could be trusted or not, even saying it- aloud 
and then mutteringthat trust is only had when there is a gold band around your finger, she said to 
Dariez, who looked smitten with her new interest. Whose mouth was slightly open, still looking at her 
with the love stick eyes. With a feeling of unease, Naddalin saw Stan's eyes move to mark on Naddalin's 
head. 


'...And like what is that on your head?' He questions with committed to finding out all the 
details. He said all of that-all that he spoke tersely, with wetand thought behind it. It's nothing, said 
Naddalin quickly, pulling down her hair over she marks; If she - Bureau of Magic was looking for her, fine, 
yet this was far more-evil she knew it was one of them, she- didn't want to make it too easy for them, 
eitherway. 


'Besides was your name, little girl what was your name?' Stan persisted, over never-ever- 
ever- never like wanting to forget- her or it, very unique he thought-so-o like her. Look here comes 
Neville saying about the-first name that came into herhead, the voices that are, she thought she lost it 
and some still thinkshe did, even being nothing more than a young kid herself. And so - so the train, 
went on quickly, hoping to distract Stan, she was talking with her about the sounds in her head, and did 
you say it goesanyplace-orthey takeyou to someplace as you yet you're not really you but all around 



you think it's still you-do you have a clue as to what I am saying to you, or is it justjabberingor mind 
takeoverof everything that makes you-you? 

'Yep-yep,' said Stan self-importantly...'Besides, anywhere you like -1 would take and kiss you 
if you say you wanted to, he moved fast, as long as it's on land, and I have the cash to do so-o, I would 
do anything you say miss-ie.' 'I can't do underwater, fear of drowning he said, along with being eaten by 
sharks, like that girl-' 'I have seen that too.' 'How about you and me, go to the next car over,' 'Okay-' she 
said rubbing her body into his, like a young girl in love would do... all lovesick... and they did holding 
hands as if they were lovers for years, and I'm sad, 'Go be young and crazy, there no harm in it.' 

'Only the unified beat of sex and heart together can create ecstasy, and that is what it was 
for herfirst time everwith a boy. When she closed her eyes, she felt he had many hands run down her 
body, which touched her everywhere, and many mouths, which passed so quickly over her, she did not 
want to think over that would end the perfect moment, and with a hot man ever like perceptiveness, his 
teeth started to go underthe surface into her fleshiest parts, he was the deep in her lower parts on her 
and it was just right. 

Now both naked, looking at one anotherthere was no weird, just feeling right, he laid his full 
length over her. She enjoy-d his weight on her, enjoy-d being-crushed under his body. She wanted him 
soldered to her, from mouth to feet. 

Shivers passed through her body as all 7 inchesslipped in between her little line that parted 
into a tight hole for him to fit into just perfectly, as they did lovemaking for the first time, herfirst not 
his, he knewwhathe was doing.' 

She evenstoppedthinkingabout Emma too,she was livingforthe moment of him beingthe 
right one at the right time, the right one for the first time she thought, doing. 

'I don'tkiss and cum! Um-whocares aboutthe kissand tell...' thought Dariez. 

Yet that is all the same thing- these days. 

'So, yeah, I do-do-just that, like a teen girl- that I am!!!' 

Naddalin-1 was, looking suspicious again, thinking back on all the tricks in the past done to 
nice girls like her, yet I'm thought this is her life and her young dumb years... I did not have a say. 



Neville-She said, they have flag us down, didn'tthey-she said ponderingsomethingas if she 
knew...you have it don'tyou, you have the crystal that belonged tothem don'tyah- but-but, oh yes, I 
knowwhoyou are... 

Naddalin- 'sh-h,' she said, hushing her with her index finger pressed to her lips, as she was 
now sitting in one of the benches. 

Move your hair away, on your head I wanna see the mark, (she shows it) it is- it's you-you're 
here, are n't you? The girl that existed, you got hit by having their power, that they once had. your hands 
are even fried over it, yetyou have another 100 years don'tyou, or something like that, in otherwords, 
eternal life? Isthat right...? 

...She questions... 

'Yes,' said Naddalin quickly- 'butyou should not knowaboutthis, unless... unless you're like- 
like, one of them.' 

'Oh, know-lam not one of them...' 

Part: 7 

I am glad to see that yourfind, Dariez said Stan, said coming back into the same train car, 
with the look of what we just do on their face, yet it was all meant to be, so I was happy for them, time 
was wording and we were about the re. All the color pushing in a tunneling fashion in our eyes and sight. 
The fear in my mind was that this was all planned like it was with Kristen, why was he so hot and lust for 
her, and her the same, unless she, and he and I too was totally hexed charmed by-something or 
someone, and why was she so wet for him back, and I thought, this is not right- and then I was like don't 
say anything, you need to think about you-and you only. Dariez even said there was nothing wired all 
romantic, even if it was almost like a onetime thing... that will always stay hush-hush! A girl has a lot of 
those moments in her young life. I see that you walked away with a freegifttoo, I can see you grow a 
tell? Said Naddalin, there one hangingdownfrom her skirt. 

'Oopies-forgot to take that out and her face turns bright red.' 

It's a Tushy-toys Genuine Fox Tail Butt Plug, she liked the gray and white, well it is better in 


looking at a butt hole is not? 



Said Dariez, and 'it's cute!' She said following that line, and 'I love it! We sell them in the gift 
shopso-o, yes, I said to keep one... I would give her the store if I could... 'don't forget about me...' he 
said... And she shakes her butt side to side making it like wage to her sensual movements, saying'never- 
ever' It was a trade for my underwear, a little something-something to remember me by. I know every 
time he looks and touches and whiffs them, he will have-to-change his. 

'I plan on keeping it in, and walking around all day with it, like what are they going to do?' 

'Nothing it's your body- girl.' 

'If you think it okay, then do it- you'll start a trend foxtell hanging down from short skirt.' 

Urn-something to go with your gray foxearheadphones, you got on there, I'ssaid. 

'I told him how much, I like foxes. And how much I like them...' 

And he said- 'I have the thing for you, to go with them...' 

'This one is just madefora fifteen-year-old girl, he said guessingherage.' 'Next, tothe 
toothbrush of all things, she giggles saying, yourclose and a girl neversays.' 

-And- 

Part: 8 

Naddalin rummaged once more in the trunk, saying here, I have a book for you on foxes, she 
extracted some money bag sayinggo have fun in the shop with him, keep it; and Dariez run of skipping 
playfully, and then shoved some gold into Stan's hands, pulling him back by looping her finger into his 
belt keeper, saying- 'don't trick me or her, or break her heart, your you'll see a hell, that you don't want 
to pay- understand, yes?Say-yes...I' 

...And he did. 

Naddalin- 'Remember boy-you re member sucking up, and she remembers too-sucking 

down!' 


-Then- 



Naddalin though aboutthe health, always be an interestto herwonderingmind, of what just 
happened, and she thought deep, know if that boy has been with the average 5- other girls he, might as 
well have sleptwith 31 partners, based onthe exposure chart, and herto hernone. 

Shethoughtaboutthe 7that, Karly said by the time she was 17, she was with meanshewas 
exposed to 127, possibilities of exposers. And then Jenny more than 12 in a year, equals to 4,095 
acquaintance that had sexual activities with that person to person and passed to you and them. When 
you have sex with some re member that you have sex with everyone that he has been with before you, 
the same with her. 


-Any-who- 


On top of the trunk, was baby raven's cage balancing tippy on top, onthe platform on the 
train car that hangs out in the back outside, seethe dark world go by on its side of ashen, and mysteries, 
a fog that was low, and steam wiping around her body, she was still too weekto move it; yet she wanted 
to make sure she was alive and notfried, like last night's dinner. 

Moving into new parts of the train, even Naddalin had not seen yet, car that she had added, 
to her line, there were no seats; instead, half a dozen brass bedsteads stood beside the - curtained 
windows, then it was said that the trip would take anotherday dueto something u nexplained, dark 
powers, were interfering with the line, I knew, now how was at the bottom of it all, I see were sleeping 
the night here... Nightlights were burning in brackets beside each bed, very quaint, illuminating the- 
1919 wood-paneled walls, of the hoary Pullman cars. 

A tiny wizard in a nightcap on each headboard, with the name of Naddalin on each, for gest, 
she muttered, these are nicerthan I could have hopedfor, I love thewaythis all turnedout. Asshe 
looked at her hands wrapped in wound tap, a workersaid, 'can I getyou anything?' 'No, thanks, I am 
justgoing to roll and fall asleep,' she said. Before going underthe coverof her new bedforthe night, or 
what seemed like night, she shoved hertrunk under her- bed... with all the things that she crushed, 
hopingthat they would not be bothered, byanyroaminghandsthatwere not herown. Dariez was 
sitting in front of her- in a rocking chair, recapping her long trilling day. Neville, she is in the other 
adjacent to the otherone catty-cornered to her. 

There was another tremendous BANG, and the - next moment Naddalin found herself flat on 
the bed, thrown backward by the-the speed of the- Knight Train now pulling in realms, moving forward 



to the other side. She is reading the Nevaeh's book of her life with thick glasses, nodded to Naddalin, 
who nervously flattened she bangs again, reading about a girl she may see right in - front of her yet 
would not see it at all. As she was sitting down on her bed at the edge, just awaken - out of nightmarish 
shock. Stan, sitting down in her-armchair nexttohernowof his shift, magic still happens. 

Pulling herself up, Naddalin stared out of the-dark window with sudden burst of energy, 
seeing all the things out there distorting and looking otherworldly, and then she saw looking out a 
completely different windows, the town-looking like something you would see in a quaint village set in 
France in the 1920's thatthe locals call- Nick-Town fora short name, yet with any land there are many 
town within town, that make an enchanted world, street with their people, shopping, you could even 
start to seethe numbers on the street signs, that were showing even as we pass with the naked eye- 
now, slowing to normal speed, the hint of the castle faraway, all we need to do is cross the viaduct over 
the gorge, nevertheless, we are there we have madetotheotherside. 

Stan was watching Naddalin's stunned face with great delight, saying “this is normal,' for old 
trains to have moments of fee ling as if they're jumping the rails, I looked the same way also my first time 
too when we re-entered.' 

'Where are we...?' 

Dariez was saying over and over trying to flag me down, that she is scared to death. 

'What is this place...?' 

'We are there sweaty, you have made it over... you are seeing things that most girls you rage 
we never, overthefactthese places have been forgotten about, with your new schooling.' 

-And- 

'Aww,'said Ernie, 'nothingchangeshere,yetit looks homey.' 

'Like- how come she- Nonmagical peoples Do not shearthis train?' Said Ernie. 

Dariez-said 'I boughtit over, notwant it to die in a field,fora momentlikethis it'sjustfrom 
us, that are in need of it- a hush-hush way in for us only.' 





'Look at all them there so cute! They all have had a life like yours that is why they're here, so 
you can relate to them and them to you.'Said Stan contemptuously. 'Right- right, he is a start boy, this 
onel' 


Unlike back home were-they don't listen properly, dothey? 

'Don't look properly either. Nevernotice thisso-o much before why now- it could be that you 
have fallen-to a gentleman, and seethe difference now, is worlds apart.' Said Naddalin to Dariez. 


'They-don't...?' 


Naddalin-So-oo ladies it's best now to go wake up more, and not look frizzy, in need of a 
bath and bad-birthed, get dressed, and have some cereal, in the dining car and then were off, Stan I see 
soon, 'Awwwhhh'- said Ern. 

Stain- and we'll be in a minute to say my final goodbye as your-departure, and he taps ever 
so softly and sweetly, on her nose saying- 'I love you!' 

-And- 

Stan passed Naddalin's bed forthe what would be the last time on this trip, and disappeared 
up a narrow wooden hallway. Naddalin was still looking out of the-window, sitting up in her romped 
bed, feeling increasingly nervous. Ernie didn't seem to have grasped the idea of what to be leftto wake 
up, she was still sitting in herchair. 

The- Knight Train, kept rising on up the line of the mountains of tracks climbing ever so 
gingerly up to the bridge, but it didn't hit anything, and it was grinding and squealing; lines of marke rs 
forthe whistle to blow, and switch tracks of 20 pounds rail- looking sketch-ie forthe 8-mile bypass¬ 
using the freakishly high up in the air viaduct, other world animals and people moved out of the way of 
the snacking train that seems to be making a pathway through brush, and tall grasses. Stan came down 
the hall some just to press Dariez into a long slow kiss pressing his body into hers, he was in nothing 
more than a short green rob, hot out of the shower, where he took her by the hand and said, 'come on- 
in herewith me'-and she did and the steam lapped her body, as they showered together ever so-o 
romantically. 


'Final goodbyes yeah- right I'Though Naddalin. 



And there you go, said Stan happily, as stamped on a towelto draw off patting herdown 
with anotherbig and fluffyone. 

Caring her out in the buff, in his arm then laying her on to her- beds, helping herslide into 
her uniform, and get her feet into her shoes, he was standing toward the-frontof the train car where 
she said she wanted to sleep for the night, in that- one particular bed, that just seemed to be saying last 
night-1 can give you pleasant dreams, asshe turned to down with the teddy bear and mint on the pillow 
eversodistinguished. 

Dariez-she clamped a hand tissue to her eyes and then mouth, and tottered down asshe 
went down the 2- steps. Stan chucked her bag out, along with ours, after she was out of the way doors 
no time before need to be shut; there was another loud BANG, and there was thundering down a 
narrow lane of track, it was anothertrain coming down the line adjacent us, trees leaves whistling by its 
breeze, I even found myself leaping out of the-way, even though I knew it was not even close to me yet 
felt as if it was right next to me as my skirt blow tight to my legs. 

Naddalin would not have been able to sleep even if she wanted to with all the pain she was 
fee ling with her body that she was in- and also over the fact she-and them, had been traveling on a 
train that didn't keep banging loudly and jumping a hundred miles at a time, yet even so she loved the 
whole experiences. 

Looking at the electronic billboards showing videos, being about the only thing, that looked 
our time period, everything else was 1920's yet, these billboards were rolling top stories of top events 
within the small town within small villages, asthe-fell back towonderingwhatwas going to happento 
hercrept in her mind. 

(Back) 

Stan had unfolded a copyof the-daily paper, during his breakfast, and rattled and handed it 
to me in a crumpled-up ball, yet, I said 'thankyou;' besides- he was not really reading it, yet what boy 
this day reads anything... I thought quickly, she had hertongue between the teeth, saying'awe-ant'that 
cute- he's one of those smart boys.' 

A large photograph of a depressed face man with long, matted hair blinked sullying at 
Naddalin from the-front page, all the text, and photos were moving about as if charmed, and Naddalin 
said they are everything has life in here. Along with saying'he-this man looks oddly familiar to me.' 



'That man right there she pointed as he tried to hide behind the bleed, of the yellowing page 
that was tattered and ripped!' Naddalinthan said, disrememberingthe troubles for a moment. 

'He-was on the- news back home too as wanted,' 'so now he's here?' 

Stanley turned to the-front page and chuckled, saying'well I think he got the last laugh, all 
that will be left is the prize at the end of a rope for him.' 

Naddalin- 'Sound like a girl, that I once knew, and I don'tgetthe humorin death sorry.' 

-And- 

Trirus Black is the name- Dariez- said, drowsy, yawing and scratching herself so-o un-lady- 
like. "Besides of course,' like- he was on the- news, Neville.' Where have you been, she looked as if she 
just crawled out of bed?'She-gave a superior sort of chuckle at the - blank look on Naddalin'sface, 
removed the- front page, and hand over to her. 

'You want us to teach her,' Naddalin said in a muffled voice. She- now understood what 
Firenze's warning had meant. The attempts are not working, of scaring her about this, she-would do 
betterto not hear it, beingso young, and sometimes care less with herlife. 

Of course, the-other creatures who lived in the- Forest would have heard Dargides fruitless 
attemptsto teach English, do you hear howthis child talks, said Naddalin to Dariez think it was sweet 
and cute but really wrongfor herage. 

Neville- 'Shesaid,- ant'l' 

'You have room to take the girl with slurring words.' 

"Yes, but I have tried all my life to fix it,' you-you don't care-to show the farmgirls ways you 
just do, nothing wrong with it but God, the other girls are going to pick at you for it.' 

'Yeah even if yen'sjust'talkto hera bit for'yah' bothta' see, about it, maybe you'all can 
show her, about what she be- down.' (Say it with a hillbilly twang.) said 

Naddalin with any luck, you see it. 'Because- I's reckon, if she- can talk like that people, well 
undercut, you for how smart- prettyand intelligentyou really are, I have beenthere-sweetie.' Naddalin 



looked at Emmah, who peered back at her from between the-fingers over her face, trying not to giggle, 
by looking at her; even more overthefact of the truth, and trying to be nice, to her. 

'Kind of makes you wish we had Norrah back, doesn't it?' she-said, and she'd-gave a very 
shaky laugh, like-yah- no.' 

'We'll do it, then?' Said Dargide, who did not seem to have caught what Naddalin had just 
said, as she walked with them through the station. 

'Well...' said Naddalin, already bound by the promise, to make Dariez a fine young lady of the 

school.' 


'We'll do try,' said Dargide, 'as you distinguish-she has a so-o-so reputation already.' 

Back home it was the day that the sun went in a total solar eclipse, blocking outall daylight 
for the first time in 99 years around 12: 15 p.m. in our parts, that made the news more than anything- 
and freaked outthe world admiring the darkness, I looked up at the momentthere and thought, I never 
see this again, yet I wonder if my story well. 

'I knew I could count on yah, Naddalin, to re member to get a video of this event.' Dargide 
said, beaming in a very watery way, saying I am getting old and this reminds me of when I say this with 
my dad the first time around, I was no more than 5 yet, I remember, she was dabbing at herface with 
herhand using a tissue again.' 

Dariez- 'I'll wake up, and introduce myself.' 

'Howdid it go?' 

'Notgood, she finds me dumb... I can tell.' 

'Ah, I don't know to want your put yourself out there that, like...' said Neville. 

I know you've got exams... if yen could just sit down there in your Indiscernibility Robe, 
where you appear to not be seen by all that is around you, and over here all that we need to know then 
maybe once a week and have a little chat with them, after knowing all that we need to know. 


'There is no way that I am going to pass herclassl' Said Dariez. 



(Forward a week) 


'What- no!' said Emmah, jumping about what if... if you would get busted for it.' 

'Dargide, would never-ever no, do not wake her, really, we do not need, to do this just to 
pass these grades, ifwe work hard and kiss up.' 

(Back to walking up to the castle) 

Nevertheless, Dargide had alreadysteppedoverthe-greattreetrunk, upthe pathwaythat 
had fallen, a week or so earlier, you would have thought by now that someone would have clean this 
thing up, but NO! Anyway, in frontof them, there were more kids on their way up also proceeding 
towards the castle, that they would be calling home to for a half a yearor so-o. 

Naddalin-when she-was about ten feet away, she- raised up over the log, working on her 
levitation ability in her flight, still feeling broken she hit the-ground, smiled soothingly over the shoulder 
at Emmah and the othergirls, thatwas saying- 'look she notdoing any betterthan us now,' and in the 
middle of her- back you could now see all the wounds and laceration's within her skin, over her dramatic 
proceedings, the night before, she was not even able to walk the night be for nowshe trying to fly? Is 
she nuts...? Said the one looking shocked...at her even think of such a thing to do to herself in such a 
weekend state. 

Shethengavea giant roarout hermouthas if she was passed by some evil power, you called 
to hear her scream all around she-silent forest; birds in the-treetops fluttered out and about twittering 
from the re perches' and soared away, as if frightened, even the house to upon their knoll's, overhead 
rose to flight, right in frontof Naddalin And Emmah, meanwhile, as they were walking up the pathway. 

The sound like the flying wild life was rising from the ground to her overpowering shrill yells, 
her eyes the deepest shade of black color- that they could possibly be as she was crying blood out of 
them. 


Naddalin shuddered as Dariez- placed her small hands on it to hold her down her knees were 
knocking and body quivering, something you would see in an exorcism. She-turned her head to see who 
was looking overthemand what had disturbed her, so much,and knowledge was there yet, she was 
lifted off her feet and thrown into the air as if someone had a hold of her from behind. 



'...Are you all right miss-ie/grayed out-to what was happing in her mind, and then it hit her 
she was back and terrorizing her?' there and then said Dargide, in a would-be disturbed voice, backing 
away with the- long bough raised, she fee Is to her feet hard then knees, ready for something or 
somethingtodo it to heran again- like a playthingto be toyed with.' 

Eh, she hit so hard it knocked herout entirely?' 

Naddalin and Emmah retreated as far as they could while still keepingthe-the evilfeelsof 
whatever away, within their sights, yet that was the thing they could not see the evil attacking her from 
within her mind, yet she knew how and why, all too well- it was one of them, ...it was her-and Naddalin 
knew; between two trees she - had not yet uprooted, asshe walked weekend up the long pathway that 
woundthroughthe lands ofgrassesand curly branched trees. 

They looked up into she horrifically huge face-that was now overtaking Naddalin's pushing 
through her skin even, that resembled a devil- looking lion, with horns, that looked as if it wanted to 
park out of he rand eat me, all of sudden the light of the world went out on the day of the eclipse and 
there was a black full moon swimming, in a red blood-colored sky, and bugs crawling from her mouth, as 
she was flung into the air yet again, in the-gloom-ofthe day she said I can'ttake anymore ofthis, being 
attacked within my own body mind and soul, they have found me and got at meyetagain. 

Like-just when Ithink I am awayfor the good theysuckme back in... herpowerof trying to 
end the madness makes a wave of energy in a column to the atmospheresof the world above her, a 
swelling cyclone, to over herjust like one depicted in the girl's story from years ago, and then Dariez 
knew, she knew she was the girl from the story, yet she would never admit if she was or was not - even 
after Dariez, being 99.9 present sure of the fact. Yet, there was always-that .1 percent, that kept her 
hushed. 


Within the crystal ball was the soul of the girl, we know as Nevaeh, that why I could see her, 
and she was looking at me. It was clearing, back to glass, yet I say what I need to know, I became the 
nextone down in the hex. 


The body of Neveah'wasthe ball, lost for all time, the soul was within Naddalin, yet her mind 


was not her complete own, they still had power over that, even being split into three's. 



A mind that was now going to be shared with Dariez, it was as though her-features had been 
hewn off and this evil thing was the replacement, it was the entity of the mother- a tower that would 
never- everfall entirely.' 


3{C 


Eh, the- nose, wet and dripping with snot- covered with matted hair, was thick and shape 
teeth, the- mouth uneven and full of misshapen yellow tusks. 

Dm yeah- like-the-size of half Patton bricks following the shape of the diamond of the logo, 
to be a small week furl sweet innocent not to smart not to dumb of a girl- named Dariez-that's me. 

The-eyes, small-yet, look through me as if it has taken me to a new place of scared-that I 
have never been before-completely over-concentration, physique, and personality death; were a 
muddy greenish-brown, skin, covered in hair. And I wondered why-? Why like-she never had friends, 
family and all that is normal for a teen girl- then I thought about that and muttered in my mind, with this 
entity in her how could she, and in her mind, she heard me say it- at that very moment-1 know that she 
was-NEVAEH. 

AND I WAS NEXT! 

'G-e-thanksI' 


Dariez-1 then was also raised by my dirty ankles backflipping heels overhead, and then like a 
ball, and in my mind, I started hearingthe same voices she had f oryears now. Saying- 'you help her 
you'll go mad- well make sure of it!' 

I had to rub my eyes, vigorously, then and there at that very moment, without warning, 
pushed herself to herfeet with surprising speed and liveliness; she had defeated it... how I have no idea? 

'Oh my-1 was no longerso mortified!' 

Yet, was it all overand would I getoverthis? 

Naddalin heard Emmah squeal, she could seethe haunts with her naked eyes trying to suck 


the life out of her, terrified, beside her Dariez, stood and grabbed her hand to hold it. 



The-treesto which she was nextto hold up the ropes bridge, they were about cross overthe 
vale-started to jump violently as they were on it as if someone was giggling it with all there might, yet, 
and it felt as if someone had me by wrists and ankles were attached to ominously, trying to take me 
down the 1,000 feetorso-oto the watery depth below ofthe moat-that is protected by extremely dark 
girl topless mermaids yet- gorgeous in their own way- black and gray tones- with skills of fallen angels- 
that were snatched out ofthe air- by theme- like killer whales-within the waters ofthe fallen ofthe 
past- lies a haunted shipwreck hanging in fogthat is tips sideways- many have ventured in to see yet- 
nevercame out alive, the mermaids with wisp webbing around their smooth skin-that drifts within the 
crystal clear waters, that would rip a girl like me apart-for the blood. They have made that theirhome, 
at the far end ofthe island- in the middle-with it abandon lighthouse, inside the ship. 

She-was, as scared as she could be. Dargide had said, at least sixteen feet away from the 
otherside she needs toflyto be a safety. 

Gazing blearily from place to place and over, Grawp reached out a hand from the otherside 
making it over be forshe did, holding out an umbrella saying grab it, I pull you up with it or if you fall to 
use it to slowyourfall. Shefell like a bird from its nestfrom the- upperbranchesof a toweringpine. 

She was even turned upside down within her decent with a roar, or a yell of apparent 
displeasure, of knowing that she was going to die if she did not learn to fly fast... like a bird - the first 
time out she did; wings spread, and feathers flew, and as she was now towards the end ofthe water. 

Yet- and still, the- ground, seemed like it was forever away, and Dargide threw her arms over, 
her head to protect herself from the income girl, that was unconfident in her fore most flight. 

'Anyway, Grawpy,' shouted Dargide, looking up apprehensively in case of furtherfalling of a 
girl up in the air 100 feetorso-o, for someone to come and make sure that she would land safely, and 
with magical powers and her hand lifted up she made her fall down to her feet perfectly.' 

'I've brought some friendsta- meetyen's, yet this was not the entrances, that I thought was 
going to happen with you, that is forsurel'She said. 

'Do you remember when I told yen's- about all this- in class, 'I might?' This story was no 
fairytale-and I know-1 knowthatoneof youis- HER! Yet, I knowthat you'llnevertell, overnottrusting 
anyone, not even us- here. Yet we know- to look out for you- and we have it narrowed down to you two.' 



Remember, when I said 'I might have to go on a little trip and leave for a while, I did, this was 
it... to go and get he rand make sure-she and I had a home that was not a setup... I am going look at her 
a bit, and she winked hereye?' 

'Remember that, Grawpy? To look over, see the next. God help her... yet that was sh-h-h too.' 

Nonetheless, Grawp simply gave another low grumble; it was hard to say when she was 
listening to Dargide or when she- even familiarthe- sounds Dargide was making a speech. 

Looking around one girl that was-justa spectatorfeitthe wrath ofthemtoo she was a tiny 
thing compared to the othergirls, anyways she was hangingat the-topof a- pine tree,at play 
beforehand, kids were pullingthe tree towards them, evidently for the-simple pleasure of seeing how 
far it would spring back when-she- letgo, she was flung into the air, into the arms of anothergirl, she 
too was being picked on for being the small one. 

'Now stop before someone get hurt, she looks at me and I say- 'I don't know what I want to 
do,'yet she was saying to the other kids, not to do that-that is why you all are here you were like her at 
onetime-were you not.'shouted Dargide. 

'It's not nice to gang up on others.' Now pulling the tree down one last time, the girl was able 
to get down without more than some black and blue marks. 

And sure enough, Naddalin could seethe - Earth around the-tree's roots and beginning to 
crack, as she was overpast the water's edge feeling way to powerful, she had gotten her new life now- 
one more time around-another 100, yet not a sure thing if they find her yet she has them... she feels as 
if she has seen over more than 100 years of life-and lives, and that maybe be so, yet she only lived 
within 25 years in real-time. 

'I gotthecompanyfortheyen'slike I saidi' 

Dargide shouted-'company, see-SEE YOUNG LADIES make friends PLAY- INTERACT- don't kill 
them-for the love of God, there sweetandyounger-lookingforsomeone tocare-ABOUTTHEM- BE- 
NICEI' Naddalin and girls- I broughtyen some newfriends!' 

Oh, Dargide, do notmoan Emmah,yetshedid overtheywereprepubescentbabiesinher 
mind that need binky's and babysitters, but Dargide had already raised her hand saying it finally, without 
saying a word we knewtoshutup. 



Dargide stumbled of on pine needles, and blinking overand overfrustrated looked down at 
her own feet to feeble walk on up the pathway- mumbling something like- 'mmm- M- kids these days-1 


remember-when I was a girl... and the sound vanished.'With her pointer finger out and shaking. 

The girl was so-o delighted to let go of the-top of the-tree, which swayed frighteningly and 
deluged She,' said Dargide, hurrying overto where Naddalin And Emmah stood, saying out of breath it's 
good to get to knowyou both, herglassesfalling off her face and cracked, in the one lens. 

'Is Naddalin, Grawp favorite or something, she asked sheepishly- 'no child just old friends! 
Naddalin is a very important girl to get to know well.' 

One girl said to the other group of girls- 'Naddalin is that one there! She- might' becoming, to 
visit yen's all if I have to go away, understand? She has not been feeling well.' 

Naddalin realized herbandaged handsto them all pattingthemon the shoulders saying 
'welcome,'that Emmah where there, saying- 'see girls she's really nice- don't be intimidated.' 

They watched, in great anxiety, as she - lowered her hands on to them and they could blearily 
peeroverher, yet they were stunned to see that they were about the same height at them. 

'And the is Emmah,' see, her- um she is close friends with Dariez- like close... 

Turning to Emmah, she-said, 'would yen's mind if told them your story, Naddalin?' 

'No-go for it- um, like yet- it's not easy to tell...' 

'Yetyou'll do a fine job-1 knowthat you well...' said- Naddalin. 'Only it's a difficult 
remembering all the name to remember, not the story-for me anyway.' 

'No, not at all,' squeaked Emmah, I have it all in my mind down pat. 

'Isn't'that'nice? Eh?' 

Look at that said some of the professors. 

'Two friends for yen are to get to NO!' Grawp's hands had shot out of nowhere towards 
Emmah, as dementors, scraped and shot up and out - not all the way the closed trunk into thin air; 
Naddalin seized herself and pulled herself back behindthe-tree with the girls, as she tried to defeat 
them, she knew whom the spirits belonged too, they would not take NO for an answer. 



'EVIL, this is evil-ness-GIRL, Dargide yelling, as Emmah clung to Naddalin behind she-tree- 
now, shakingand whimpering- knowthatit was afterher.' 

'VERY BADGIRL! 

Naddalin poked her head out from around the - large tree trunk and saw Dargide lying on her 
back she was dying, her hands over her eyes, she couldsee their faces, as plain as day-yet all in her 
head, 'they made her go brain died,' along with saying- 'over me-'she screamed, as her hand dropped 
out hers in her last moments. 

The other looking around were apparently losing interest, had uncurled, to their shock and 
awe, and was up and was again engaged into the inactivities, as the body of an old friend started to 
decay, in pulling the pages of the day that the typewriter had written spitting out pages automatically... 
keys- pounding down and the hammers snapping- pages after pages-flying in the air- staking up, she 
could see who was at the bottom of it all- the one that deceived us- all. Back, and back she looked into 
the text and it was always them! 

'Right,' said Emmah thickly, getting up with one hand pinching her bleeding from her nose 
and the- otherhand gashed and also dripping blood. 

'Well... theiryen are... you have made a friend and lost them on the same everyday, 
welcometo my life,' said Naddalin. 

'You have met her and nowshe-'ll, see you in this life ever again- her lives are all over-they 
tookthem...it was all them...them-they...' 

'Yeah... well... That's life and it goes pushingon.' Said Emmah. 

She- looked up at all those youngfaces, who was now pulling back the- pine tree down was a 
kid that was possessed BY-THEM-THEM-THEM!!! 

Then with an expression of detached pleasure this girl looked me with a super creeper-creep 
evil grin, and gold eyes, with her head, cocked to the side saying- 'I'll kill you-for the f*ck of it!' 

Standing on the boulder's face of a large monument statue of an old wise wizard of the past; 
that was more powerful than ever before him, now the one that shall not be named his-that title, see- 



the tree started to uprootwhere was standing creakingas it falls ripped away from the world,the- 
ground, to also decay- like heron the inside. 


'Well, I reckon that's enough forone day,'said Emmah.' 

'We'll- shell we go now, shall we?' Naddalin And Emmah nodded, handheld and kinda sad. 

Emmah's shouldered had herarms cross again on top of them, and still, Naddalin was still 
pinching the nose, leadingthe-way back into the-trees down the dusking pathway. 

Nobody spoke for a while, not even when they heard the-distant crash, evenso, that meant 
they have passed all the- pine tree at last and was moving into the open clearing. 

Emmah's face was pale as she had to set for a-while on a bench, just so her mind could go 
blank. Naddalin could not think of a single thing to say. What was going to happen when they all found 
out what was hidden in the- Forbidden Forest? 

Then she- had promised too, Jinger and Emmah and the other girls, that would continue 
what seemed liketotally pointless attempts to civilize the attackson them,yetshe wouldwin out. 

Monsters- they were never loveably harms- fools they are, that should never ever- have been, 
ormix with humans. Demoniac'stheyare-in whatyou sawdemoniac. 

'Flold it,' said Dariez abruptly, just as Naddalin And Emmah were struggling through a patch 
of thick knotgrass behind her- notsticking to the pathway. 

Naddalin And Emmah raised their hands; nowthat they had stopped walking, they, too, 
could hear movement close by, they were being flowed as if there were evil eyes on them. 

'Oh, Joannah' said Emmah quietly, that was the person that came up behind them startling 

them. 


...Or was it? 

Naddalin did nottrust, that thought of only! 

'I thoughtwetold you, neverto do that,'said a deep male voice, that a girl should not have 
ever,'thatyouare no longerwelcome in ourgroupsaid Emmah?"You'recreepy...to usgirls even, and 
you did thatto yourself.' 



'That was not nice-' said one othergirl- standingthere that was new-yetthe look that they 


all gave her was not to question it any further. 

'We were nice to you, and you stabbed us in the back... so-o, go-o.' 


r\j )|C nu 


A girl's naked torso seemed foran instantto be floating towards on a chestnut brown horse's 
in-flight dappled in a glowing half blueish -light glowing around its wings then they saw that her hair was 
joined smoothly into its body- by its main as if they were linked mind, body, and soul. The horse had a 
proud stance, high cheekbones a longface with long brown layered hair. 

Thegirl wasarmed; With arrowsand a longbowwhere slung overthe shoulders, as asked of 
the school to protect us from harm. Our own personal bodyguard. The-trees behind the- her rustled 
and four or five more centaurs emerged behind her, that she was starting to fight for us. 

Afterward- 

'How is yeah, Lily?' Said Emmah said circumspectly, like the rest of the girls. 

Naddalin recognized the- bodies of thegirl right away, whom she - had met many- many 
moons a- ago on the-same night-this took place, when she had to live on and not die, now the same 
night ofthe aligningthe greateclipse. 

Yet, she gave no sign that she- had ever seen Naddalin before, yet it seemed as if she was 
coveringthe fact, that she did really know her foryears even. 

'So-o,'she-said, with a horrid nuance in hervoices, beforeturningimmediatelyto Lily.' 

'We agreed, I think, what we would do if they would evershowtheirfaces in the-forest 

again?' 


'I REMEMBER BEING-human now, am I have-fallen and have to live with it...' said Lily. 

'You and I- like always being: 'us'will be stopping' all the committing' murder, by them-and 
hermost of all.' 

'You ought not to have meddled girls with them,' said Lily.' Along with saying- 'there highly 


demented.' 



'Our ways are not yours, nor are our laws- here things are quite different than back where 
you all are from, in yoursmall towns. These girls have betrayed and dishonored us, yetthere the highest 
of all of us, and we take the wrath still.' 

You neither know-how about what happens down there or you do, it will all work itself out,' 
said Emmah impatiently, there herethey make trouble here and we hope that they go down there and 
when they're down there we hope they stop, and they're here so we can take care of the destruction. 

'She's did not do anything except help Duerre- and them. That is speculation... but I believe 
that is so-o.' 

Firenze-said and I overheard. 

Part: 9 

'Oh no, don'teversaythat.' Said Naddalin. 

'Firenze has entered into servitude to humans,' said a grey centaur with a hard, deeply lined 
face, and ghostly figure. 'Serfdom!' Said Naddalin said scathingly of herbandages. 'she is doing' us all a 
favor is all, it for yourgood trust her.' 

'She- is peddling our telling our secrets among humans,' said Lily quietly, and killed young 
girls to getin theirmind, and use theirbodiesfortheir own dementorsto live within, sotheyhavea life 
that is immortals. There can be no return from such disgrace, yet they are still here!' 

'If yen's say so,' said Emmah, shrugging her shoulders, 'but partially I think you're making' a 
big mistake.' 

'As are you, human, once-so were they and they want to be in the worst way' said 
Neville,'coming back into our Forest when we counseled you.' 

'Now, yeah listen to me,' said Naddalin angrily. You're new here be nice to hershe knows 
more then, and at this point is the head of all things here, she was one that had to live with their wrath, 
you have one her to tell her story is real and your life before now- was nothing compared to yours.' 


'No more is it up to you, said Lily effortlessly, you have a mind think foryourself.' 



Guards- 'We shall let you passtoday because you are accompanied by yourtutors, they make 
their way into the castle, for the first time; looking totally- awestruck eyes wide and mouth dropped.' 

'...They're not right are they...?' Said the one girl interrupted the others contemptuously. 

'Students, Lily, from up at her- Hayvannahol! Small town girls...' 

'They have probably already profited from the-traitor Firenze's teachings.' 

'Nevertheless,' said Lily calmly, 'the-slaughterof foals is a terrible crime we do not touch 
the- innocent. 

Today, Dargide, you pass, right why do you think they wanted her at final death? The - effort 
it took was not really worth it, it's like they can't stay away from this place, even if the powers are fallen 
and not as strongas they once were. 

'You pay for the-friendship of the-centaurs that were would to help the-traitor Firenze 
escape us- and she is at the heart of it all.' 

'I won't be kept outta The- Forest, they say in their mind that was taken over, as they went 
into trances. 

'Let's go, please let's go...!' Naddalin, said Emmah and then girls in a high pitched, as if a 
young girl voice of the past was trying to get out, a terrified voice, as both girls were being chased down 
by this-grey-black centaur pawing at them and hitting ground just behind them as the room the ground 
within the wall of the castle, with its claw-like hands with long nails... 

Lily moved forwards, but the crossbow was still raised- not really need yet it makes her fee I 
safe, and the eyes were stillfixed threateningly upon, evilercreeping upon them, at last, they can see, 
Dargide meeting back up with them, saying- 'come on.' 

'Lily called after them, as the- centaurs slipped out of sight, that could be good then and then 
not so-o much too. 

And our tolerance is waning!' 

'We knowthat they are hiding within The- Forest, over the fact that it just too haunted and 
creepyformost of us girls to enterinl' 



Dargide turned and gave every appearance of wanting to walk straight back to Lily. 'You'll 
tolerate'them as long as she's there if it would not before her you would be able too.' 

'It's as much our Forest as yours, backoff and leave us alone,'the young of the girl's shrieked 
in a tight ear pricing way- of jittery nervousness, as it was suckingthem back into it, from the castle walls 
into the dark deeps of the mysterious ominous woods!' 

'We just keep on getting pulled back by them, even as hard as we run, we can't getaway.' 

She-yelled, as Naddalin and Emmah both pushed with all there might against Dargide'scoat 
in an effortto keep hermovingforward, herbeingthe biggestof them all. 

Dariez- is still looking frightened like them all yet, she keeps- looked down; with the 
expression of fear not changed to mild surprise at the-sight of them both pushing her; almost over, yet 
she is not holding on knowingshe is beingbraverthanthem, pushingfrom behindthe group. She- 
seemed not to have felt it, but she was showing her true colors of bravery. 

'Calm down, you two,' she-said, turning to walk on, while they panted along behind her- 
nowas she ran pastthem with all her might.' 

'Dargide,' said Emmah breathlessly, skirting the - patch of nettles they had passed on their 
way there,' if the-centaurs do not want half-humans, like this girl's half-bloods, that are here for 
transformation to this world in the- Forest, they feel that have a place to control, and take at well. 

Lily- 'Like- it doesn't really look as though Naddalin... they want the girls they want you!!!' 

'And I will be able ah to end this,'you heard whattheysaid, said Dariez dismissively, 'they 
would not hurt foal's- kids-1 mean would they?' 

Naddalin- 'Yes, yes-they would you should have seen what they did with kids in their 
orphanage on Earth, years ago, like Kristen, she has pages, about it all, it horrific.' 

Dariez- 'Anyhow, we cannot letourselves be pushed around bythem, that is whatthey 
want... they want you-to do that... fight them, and then you're in the wrong, and you let it go, and 
you're wrongtoo- whatdo you do?' 


'Nice try,' Naddalin murmured to Emmah, who looked crestfallen. 



At last, they rejoined the- path and, after another ten minutes, the-trees began to thin once 
more; they were able to see patches of the clear blue sky again and, in the - distance, the-definite 
soundsof cheeringand shouting. 

'Was that an added goal?'Asked Emmah, pausing in the-shelterof the coveringof the-trees 
as the- Claepsiara stadium came into view.' 

'Like- do yeah reckon her- games are over?' 

'I do not know,' said Emmah miserably. 

Naddalin saw that she- looked much more than worse for wear; her hair was full of twigs and 
leaves, and her uniform was now completely ripped in several places and there were numerous 
scratches on herfaces and arms as well. 

Naddalin she- knew she- must look little better, then the night before yet that was not so-o. 
Yet, she was going to oversee the games. 

-And- 

You ought to read the- papers more, Neville, it has all these games and events listed on it. 

Part: 10 

-And- 

Naddalin held the- paper up to the- lantern light and read: BLACK STILL ON THE LOSETrirus 
Black, possibly The- most dishonorable person everto be held in Dizeryland fortress, is still eluding 
capture, the- Bureau of Magic inveterate atthe moment, as you can see it is life with the pages. 

Besides- girls, we are doing all we can to recapture Black is said to see our panic on our faces 
as we read and viewed, said 'the- Martita of Magic, Cornelius Harlan, the morning, and we beg the- 
magical communityto remain calm, just like you girls don'tworry abouta thing.' 

-And- 

Harlan has been criticized by some members of the - International Federation of Warlocks for 
informingshe-nonmagical people Prime Martita of the-crisis. 



'And, well, really, I had to, do not you know,' said an irritable Harlan. 

'Black is livid, angry, furious and mad.' 

'There is a dangerto anyone who crossesthis person, magic world or Earthly.' 

'I have the- Prime Martita's assurance, that she- will not breathe- a word of Black's true 
identity to anyone. Besides, let's face it-who would have faith in her if she- did?' 

-And- 

Even though nonmagical peoples or 'Early people' have been told, that Black is carrying a gun, 
(a kind of metallic wand, that Nonmagical peoplesuseto kill each othercalled a dagger...) 

The- magical community lives in fearof a massacre, like that of one yearago and a day ago 
when Black murdered one hundred thirteen people with a single curse. On the 24th day, on the 12th 
month, 366 days ago or so-o would mark the bloodbath of spraying for fame. The sown was high too, I 
remember... all those kids, think about the moms and dads and how they fee I the next day not having 
them. 


Naddalin looked into the- shadowed eyes of Trirus Black. 

Dariez-The-only part showing now, and within the frame of the photograph-sunken face 
and head of the kids he killed, to make love to after they were no longer fighting back- like this is what 
he would doto them, see-see all this in the background of those floating body parts detached bobbing 
in green licked, that did notsurvive- his ah- hum- pounding. 

It says-that he keeps all their body parts- in glass jars on his desk, nextto his vintage 
typewriter-like his manuscript, that we never- everwillsee the light of day, or be published; it said - here 
that he makes sick twisted, freak me- stories of wanting to make creepy- creeper love to kids...' 

Naddalin- 'It says he is a- necrophiliac!'Along with saying in the same breath- 'Do we really 
put all nuts in the same category- he eats crayons, and roll his turds into balls, then too.' 

Blink- blink- blink... is what Dariez did... 

'I guessyouthinkthat too- of him, and maynot be so-o don't believe, everythingyou read 


aboutsomeone that may have had a set-up.' 



'Fa-h/ said Emmah, 'you believe whatyou want... I would believe that is so-o.' 


Duriez- 'like you were never really uncomfortable, you were just irritated with everyone's 

stupid.' 


'I feelyou...' said Naddalin, at that moment, in that day, and at that very heartwarmingtime; 
they were boundingasshe was herchild she neverhad. 

Overhearingthe girls talking in a group huddle notso far away... 

'There was one that seemed alive, and he keeps her whole body up for his BITCFI 'till she did - 
passed-overto our side, yet with him on top of her, earthly body.' 

Naddalin had never met an Ashes Angels, yet she did today the girl was me- Emmah. 

Emmah- 'I was the one, that almost survivedtoo.' 

But... she- had seen pictures of them in herdefense think about it at that moment- against 
The- Dark Arts classes, and Black. 

Yet,the girl showingherotherside to hernowwas and is changing before hereyes, with her 
waxy white skin, looking like an angel she has neverseen before. 

The wings would have a cove ring of ash, that would fall to the ground, like pape r remnants- 
that still smoldering and part light with a flame, in shades of gray, and fall like unique snow flacks, along 
with a body that would burn... as well and then start a new life- in that some incense, before youreyes, 
as she wept in sadness putting out her own flaming dismay and passion to take back what she had lost, 
overherformerlife. 


Alter Ego 


Emmah- 


(Back) 



The shadow-that shows through-from within and then back out. 'Stamina is everything, that 
is energy and strength.' 

'I got stamina-don't give up, I won't give up-1 gotstamina!' 

Damen's dark eyes focus on mine all the time if I want my privacy or not the see into me and 
out and looking into my eyes reflecting it see them within me, wiles me to listen, really listen to them all 
the time, like herl now have this too. 

I press my lips together and nod, her voice beaten by the one in my head influe nee: Tell you 
all that I am not crazy I hearthe voicestool She was nevercrazy, and it has made us closer-than ever. 

I- Emmah-thought-Tell them all, about what they can't understand, they have taken over 
me, like herwith their hex! 

Quit stalling, I thoughtyetthey have my mind and justgetit overwith! 

Nevertheless, I don't, I won't say a word, nothing but the fee ling of traumatized going 
thoughtme-of all the one before me-feelingtheireveryemotion. I justdelayforherto endureso-o, I 
can delay even further, with the voices ripping through me. 

Raise your hand, she nods, palms out, moving toward mine, fee ling the sparks of link up with 
memories and transmitting them to one girl to the other. 

Lifting my arm unhurriedly, carefully, figured outto evade any and all bodily contact when 
she says, 'Nowtell me, what doyou perceive?' 

I squint, unsure what Naddalin is afterwith me doingthis, then shrugging I say, 'Well, I see 
pale skin, long fingers, a freckle or two, nails in serious need of a manicure...' 

'Really, yet now think about, that does sound about right.' 

She beams, as though, I just passed the world's easiest test. 

Even so, if you could see it as it really is, you wouldn't see that at all, they're so much more - 
yet, you can see-and that is more than most. Instead, you would see a group of fragments 
encompassing neutrons, protons, quarks, and electrons. 



And within those little quarks, down to the littlest idea, you would see zilch - but pure 
vibrating energy moving at a speed slow enough, that it seems hard and solid, and yet, rapidly abundant, 
that it can't be seen for what it really is.' 

Not sure- to believe it or not, I narrow my eyes; never mind the circumstance that she's been 
studying this stuff for hundreds of years. 

'Trust.' She said to me, enthusiastically. 

'Seriously, ever- nonentity is distinct.' 

Fully taken to the subject now, she lea ns toward me. 

'The whole thing is one. Itemsthat give the impression dense, like you and I, and this sand 
that we're sittingon, are really justa mass of energy vibrating gradually enough to seem hard, while 
things like spirits and ghosts vibrate so quickly they're nearly unbearable for most humans to see-yet 
we can see it.' 

'I see you,' I say, eagerto remind herof all the time, I used to spend with my ghostly sister. 

'Or at least I used to, you know before she overlapped the bridge and moved on - like all the 

others.' 


'I have met her, I think.' 

'Also, that's accurately why-you can't see you anymore.' She nods. I want you to be with a 
girl named-Dariez, be a girlfriend to her, she is like mein so many ways you will love her-1 can see that 
too-for you. 

'Her vibration is movingtoo wildly. Though there are those who can see past all of that.' 

I gaze at the water before us, the swells rolling under the bridge that was standing on, one 
afteranother. Endless, never-ending, immortal- like us. 


'Now raise yourhand again and bring it so close to mine we just nearly touch.' 



Nevaeh 


Book:44 


Walking AfterYou 


Part: 1 

I hesitate, filling my palm with sand, unwilling to do it. Unlike her, I knowthe price, the dire 
significancesthe slightestskin-on-skin contact can bring. Which is why I have been avoiding hertouch 
altogether, and scenes last Saturday. 

Which is why I've been avoiding hertouch altogether. 

But when I pee rat her yet again, her palm out, waiting for mine ever so softly, I take a deep 
breath and lift my hand too- gasping when he draws so close the space that divides- us like a hair-thin. 

'Um- do you feel the sensation that?' She smiles. 

'That tingle with the heat?' 

'That's our energy linking- of bodies, minds, and souls.' 

She moves her hand back and forth on my softly, employing the push and pull of the energy 
force sparking from me to her with a field bolt between us. 

'But if we are all linked as you say, then why doesn't it all feel the same?' 


Not like this was not, I have memories, that they don't have, and well never-ever have. 



I for one murmur, drawn by the undeniable charming stream that links us, causing the most 


wonderful warmth of course through my frame. 

'We are all linked, all of us made of the same vibrating source. Nonetheless, while some 
energy leavesyou cold and some leavesyou feeling like your dyingon the inside, the one that you're 
intended for? It fee Is just like this.' I close my eyes and turn, allowing the tears to stream down my 
cheeks, no longerable to keepthem in. 

Knowing I'm barred fromthefeelof her skin, the touch of her lips, the solid warm comfort of 
herbody on mine. 

This electrical energy field that trembles between you and me - like- is the closest I will get to 
fee ling precious, thanks to the horrible decision I made I have never- ever felt real love. 

'Knowledge isjust now catching up with what metaphysicians and the great spiritual 
instructors have known foreras.' 

'Everythingis vigor energy of stamina. Everythingis one with that- understand.' 

'Somehow some way we are all the same with the link.' 

I can hear the smile in her voice as she draws closer, eager to entwine her fingers with mine. 

But then again, I move away too swiftly... 


-Then- 


Emmah said- 'Pennsylvania was the first state to legalized witchcraft, I think that is why we're 
all mostly from those parts.' 

catching her eye just long enough to see, the look of hurt that across-ed herface-the same 
look she's been giving me since, I made her drink the antidote that returned her to life, and to feel all 
things like love-and all the fee ling a teen girl should have as if she was alive. 

Wondering why-why? 


Why- I'm acting so silent, noiseless, inaudible, still and quiet. 



So, aloof, so remote- rejecting to touch herwhen just a few weeks earlier, I could not get 


enough. 


Erroneously assuming it's because of her hurtful behavior-she is flirting with Emmah, her 
cruelty toward me-when the truth is, it has nothing to do with that. Her was under Naddalin's spell, the 
entire school was. It wasn't herfault. 

What she doesn't know is that while the antidote returned herto life, the moment I added 
my blood to the mix it also ensured we could never- ever be together. 

Never! Ever! Forall of eternity!!! 

'Ever?' She undertones, in hervoice, that is too deep and sincere. But I cannot look at her. 
Cannottouch her; along with certainly can't utterthe words she deservesto hear-1 messed up- I'm so 
sorry-Jinger tricked me, and I was desperate and dumb enough to fall for her trick- Besides now there's 
no hope for us because, if you kiss me if we exchange ourDN A-you'll die-1 can't do it. I'm the worst 
kind of coward. I'm pathetic and weak. And there's just noway I can find it within me. 

'Ever, please, what is it?' She asks, alarmed by my tears. 

'You've been like theirs for days. Is it me? 

Is it something I've done? 

For the reason that you know I don't remember much of what happened, and the memories 
that are starting to surface, well, you must know by nowthat wasn'tthe real me. 

I would never-ever-everdeliberatelyhurtyou. 

'I'd neverharmyou in any way.' 

I hug myself tightly, squeezing myshouldersand bowingmy heard. 

Wishing, I could make myself smaller, so small she could no longer see me. Knowing her 
words are true, that she's incapable of hurting me, only I could do something so hurtful, so rash, so 
ridiculously impulsive. 



Only, I could be stupid enough to fall for Naddalin. So, eagerto prove myself as Naddalin's 
one true love-wanting to be the only one who could save her-and now look at the mess, that I have 
made. 


Then she movestoward me, sliding herarm around me, grasping my waist and pulling me 
near. Nonetheless, I can't risk the closeness, my tears are deadly now, and must be keptfarfrom her 
skin. 


I- Emmahthen climb to myfeetand runtoward thewater'sedge, curling my toes at its edge 
and allowing the cold white froth to splash onto my shins, that is on the far end of the castle beach. 

-And- 

Wishing I could dive under its incalculability and be carried by the tide. 

Anythingto avoid sayingthewords-anythingto avoid telling my one true love, my eternal 
partner, my soul mate for the last four hundred years, that while she may have given mean eternity-1 
have brought us our end. 


-Then- 

I stay like that, silent and still and hushed. Waiting for the sun to sink until I finally turn to 

face her. 


Taking in her dark shadowy outline, nearly- indistinguishable from the night, and speaking 
past the sting in my throat when I mumble... 

'Naddalin... baby-girl... there'ssomething-that, I need to tell you.' 

Part: 2 

I kneel beside her, hands on my knees, toes buried in black the sand, wishing she'd look at 
me, wishing she would say something. 

Even if it's only to tell me what I already know-that I made a grave and stupid mistake-one 
that will perhaps neverbe erased. 

I would gladly accept it, I deserve it. What I can't stand is her absolute silence and 


daydreaminggaze. 



Besides, I'm just about to say anything, something, to break the intolerable motionlessness 
tranquilities', when she looks at me, with eyes so weary they're the perfect byword of heryears. 

'Naddalin.' 

She sighs, shaking her head. 'I didn't identify her; I had no idea-' Her voice trails off along 
with herstare. 

'There's no wayyou could've known,' I say, eagerto erase any guilt she might feel. 

'You were under her spell from the very first day. Believe me, she had it all planned, made 
sure any memories were completely erased.' 

Her eyes search my face studying me closely before she stands and turns away. Gazing out at 
the water's edge, hands balled into fists as she says, 'Did she hurt you?' 

'Did she go afteryou or harm you in anyway?' 

I shake my head backand forth. 

'She didn't have to; it was enough to hurt me through you.' 

She turns, eyes growing darker as her features strengthen, inhaling deeply as she says, 'This 
is all myfault.' 

I gawk, conjecturing how she could have faith in that after the case I just made. 

-And- 

Rising to my feet and standing beside heras I cry, 'Don't be ludicrous! Of course, it is not 

yourfaultl' 


'Did you listen to anything I said?' I shake my head. 

'Naddalin poisoned yourelixir and hypnotized you. You had nothingto do with it, you were 
justdoing herbidding-it was beyondyourcontroll' 

Nonetheless, I have scarcelyfinished when she is already discharging it with a wave of her 
hand. 'Ever, don't you see? The is not about Naddalin, or you, the is karma. 



'The is vengeance forcenturies of selfish living.' 


She then shakes her head and giggles, though it's not the kind that asks you to join in. 

It'sthe otherkind-the kindthat chills youto the bone. 

'Afterall those years of loving you and losing you, repeatedly, I was sure that was my 
punishment for the way I'd been living, having no idea you'd died at Haven's hand. But now I seethe 
truth I've missed all along. Just when I was sure I'd evaded karma by makingyou immortal and keeping 
you forever by my side, karma gets the last laugh, allowing us an eternity together, but only to look, 
neverto touch each other again.' 

I reach for her, wanting to hold her, comfort her, convince her that it's not at all true. But I 
pull away just as quickly. 

Remembering how our inability to touch is the very thing that got us both here. 

'That's not true,' I say, gaze fixed on her. 'Why would you be punished when I'm the one who 
made the mistake? 

Don'tyou see?' 

I- Emmah shake my head, irritated by her singular way of thinking. 

'Naddalin planned it all along. She love's Haven-1 bet you didn't know that, huh? She was 
one of the orphansyou saved and she loved herfor all of those hard times when she was like you, 
would've done anythingforher.' 

But Haven didn't care about her-as she should, she only loved her-and her only, loved me- 
and then, well, after they killed her, Naddalin decided to go after me-only she did it through you. 

Wanting me to feel the pain of never being able to touch you again-justas she fee Is with 

Haven! 


-And- 

It all happened so fast, I just-' I stop, knowing it's useless, atotal waste of words. She 
stopped listening just after I started, convinced she at fault for some of this-1 knew-what I did not get 
was the hexcausingall this. 



Nonetheless, I refuse to even visitthat place,and I will not let hereither. 


'Naddalin, please!' 

'You can't just give up.' 

The isn't karma-it's me! I made a mistake, horrible, dreadful mistakes also. 

But that doesn't mean we can't fix it! 

'See that was something I could neverdo is- FIX THING TO OTHER'S LIKING'S.' 

There must be away.' Clinging to the falsest of hopes, forcing an enthusiasm, I do not really 
feel-THAT ANYLONGER. 

Naddalin stands before me, a dark silhouette in the night, the warmth of hersad tired gaze 
servingas our only embrace. 

'I never should've started,' she says. 

'Never should've made the tonic-should've let things take their own expected path.' 

'Seriously, Ever, just look at the result-it's brought nothing but pain I' 

She shakes herhead, hergaze so sad, so apologetic, my heart caves. 

'There's still time foryou though.' 

You have got yourwhole life ahead of you-an eternity where you can be anythingyou want 
to be, do anythingyou want to do. 

But for me-she shrugs. 'I'm tainted. I think we can all seethe result of my hundred years.' 

'Nope!' My voice quivers as my lips tremble so seriously it spreadsto my cheeks. 

'You don'tgetto walk away;you don'tgetto leave me once more! I spentthe last month 
going through hell to save you. Besides now that you're well I'm not about to give up. We are meant for 
each other, you said it yourself! We're just suffering a brief setback, that's all. Nonetheless, if we can 
just put our heads together, I know we'll think of a way to...' 



I stop, voice fading, seeing her already moved on, retreating to her bleak sorry world where- 


she's solely at fault for it all. 

Besides, I know it's time to tell the rest of the story, the sorry, regretful parts I'd preferto 

leave out. 


Maybe then she'll see it without a dealt, maybe then... 

'So-o, before you assume karma's out to get you or whatever, you need to know something 
else, something I'm not accurately proud of, but still-' 'There's more,' I say, swish ahead though I've no 
idea howto phrase what comes next. 

I without delay take a deep breath... 

-And- 

Also, I tell her a bout my trips to Earth and my homeland and the town around-to me was the 
world, that magical dimension between the dimensions, where I learned how to go back to time and 
that given the choice between my family and her-l chose her-overthem-yetthatis getting hard for me 
to do. 


Persuaded and influenced, I could oneway or another restore the future I was sure had been 
stolen, and up till nowall it really amounted to was a lesson, I already knew-that occasionally destiny 
lies justoutside of ourreach and it is not graspable. 

I swallow hard and stare at the black sand, reluctantto see Naddalin's reaction when she 
considers the eyesofthe one who betrayed her. 

But then again, as an alternative of getting mad or upset like I thought, herenvirons me with 
the most beautifulglowing white light-a light so comforting, so forgiving, so pure- it's like the portal to 
my home-onlybetterit'sa connection of body, mind, and soul. 

So-o, I close my eyes and surround her with light too, and when I open them again, we're 
wrapped in the most beautiful warm hazy glow. 

'You had no choice,' she says, in a gentle voice with a very soothing, gaze, doing everything 


she can to ease all my shame. 



'Unquestionably, you chose yourfamily../ 


It was the right thing to do... after all. 

I would've done the same given the choice... yet, do I HAVE THE RIGHTTO CHOOSE. 

I nod, shining herlight even brighterand tacking on a telepathicembrace. Knowing it's not 
nearly as comforting as the real thing but for now, it'll do. 

'I knowaboutyourfamily, I knowall, I saw it all-' Her looks at me with eyessodark and 
intense I force myself to go on. 

'You're always so secretive about your past, where you came from, how you lived-and so one 
day, while I was in Hastings; I asked aboutyou-and-well-yourentire life story was revealed.' 

I press my lips together and pee rat her standing before me so silent and still. 

Moaning as she gazes into my eyes and telepathically traces herfingers along the curve of 
my cheek-creating an image so deliberate, so tangible, it almost seems real. 

'I'm sorry,' say says nit-picking, thumb mentally smoothing my chin. 

'I'm sorry,' 'I was so shutdown and disinclined to share that, I reduced you to that. But then 
again, even though it happened a longtime ago, it's still something I for one would rather not to confer.' 

I nod, having no intention of pushing it. Her seeing her parents' murder followed by years of 
abuse at the hands ofthe church is nota subjecti intendto pursue. 

'But there's more,' I say, hoping I can maybe restore a little hope by sharing somethingelse, 
and that I learned. 

'When I was watching your life unfold, in the end, Naddalin had killed you. 

Then even though, that seemed meant to be, I still managed to save you.' 

I look at her, sensingshe'sfarfrom swayed and rushingahead before I lose hercompletely. 

'I mean, yeah, maybe ourfate is sometimesfixed and unvarying, butthere are othertimes 
when it's shaped morally by the actions we take. 



So, when I couldn't save my family by going back in time, it's only because, that was destiny. 


that couldn't be changed. 

'It's beautiful... that you can change destiny.' 

Or as Riley my pain in the butt little sisters, yet my best little friend too was all meantto be, 
then just a second before the second accident, that took them again... yet she never did say she loves 
me either. 


'Love notto be- is forme- it was my destiny!' Said, Emmah. 

'You can't change the past; it just is more of the past remand it kills the future.' 

'Nonetheless, when I found myself right back here in Hastings, and I was able to save you, 
well, I think it evidences that the future isn't always concrete, not everything is ruled solely by fate.' 

'Maybe so-o.' She sighs, gazes fixed on me, and my fate.' 

'But then again you can't escape karma, ever...?... It is what it is ...?... It doesn't judge, it's 
neithergood nor immoral like most people ponder.' 

Naddalin-1 heard them call me a baby rapperto my face, and there was nothing, I could but 
stand there, hearing these lies day in and day out; like all the other lies, as well-that was just that 
nothing but lies. 

Emmah-'It'sthe result of all actions, positive and negative-a constant balancing of events- 
cause and effect-tit for tat-reaping and sowing-what goes around comes around.' 

'Look at Karly's destiny-and what she did over not having a or education, and did not want to 
workfor $2.00 an hour, a hamburgerjoint.So, all she had to do is make on shit videoof her, this is just 
one out of a hundred-1 recall this one for $20.00 - 'teen masturbates & fucks herdildo'- saying the 
headline-('22-mins of me enjoying myself deliciously. Watch me cum overand overwith my toys. Adore 
my long legs, my small tits, and my bush while-1 let myself go crazy thinking aboutyou.') 

It had 3,555 views- and she made $71,100 just with that... was it wrong some would say, yet 
what other choice did she have? Yet that makes her the bad girl- she is a girl after all- that showed that 
she was one-and had needs- and need the money more than modesty in a world that could give a flying 





shit about her- in anyway.' With one video, she has made $6,000,000 in her short life, be the end days 
of it and money still has not made a destinyfor hereither. Said, Naddalin. 

She shrugs her shoulders... 

'However, you phrase it, it's the same in the end- is it not?' 

Then... we are the bad ones out over- it's our destiny. 

Emmah- 'And as much as you'd like to thinkotherwise, that's exactly what's happening here 
with you sometimesyou just have to ask if... God's at be are just screwing us.' 

'I have been there too...' 

'All actions cause a reaction, I poundereven now-still havingfaith, even if some days I 
faulted like a human that was deemed - less then human....' Said Emmah. 

'By them...'she said. 

'By them...' Naddalin said. 

Part: 3 

She shakes her head... 

'And the is where to have my actions have brought me-either.' 

'Then again you need to ride 20 dicks before you find the right one if everyou do.' 

'Ture-true... that you do... both-girls felt unanimously-saying we have been hurt, so badly, 
that way we turned to girls, for love, girls well love always when boys are a macho asshole, that is just 
impressingtheirjackoff boyfriends!' 

'All the time, I told myself I turned you out of love-but now I see it was really out of self- 
interest- because, I couldn't be withoutyou.' 

'You like this?' She asks softly, herteeth nibbling my outer ear, and she starts to flex his 
thumbslowly, in, out, in, out...of me, herfingers still circling thefleshy lips that move about with her 
thumb, that connecting line linking as she pulled it away of wetness. 



I close my eyes, trying to keep my breathing undercontrol, tryingto absorbthe disordered, 
muddled sensations that her fingers are releasing on me, fire coursing through my body. I moan again. 

'You're so wet, so quickly.' 

'Open your mouth,' she commands and thrusts his thumb in my mouth. My eyes fly open, 
blinking wildly. 

'Letme make cum foryoul' 

'M-mm-you are my Oreo cookie, that I just have to spate and like out the creamy center.' 

Her thumb presses on my tongue, and my mouth closes around her, sucking wildly on the 
beach. I'm panting once more as I tug at her with my mouth, and its trails down and under my chin, I can 
taste the smooth, rich leatheror her. 

'See how you taste,' she breathes against my ear. 'Suck down on me, the baby she said.' 

I taste the saltiness on his thumbandthe faint metallic tang of blood. 

'That's why is happening now.' 

'So, that's it?' I shake my head, hardly believing he's determined to give up so easily. 'That's 
how it ends? 

You're just so dang sure you've been chased down by karma you don't even try to fight back? 

'What'sthe use...?' She said to Naddalin. 

You came all the wayjustso we could be together, at last... and nowthat we're facing 
difficulty, you're not even going to try to walk with me down this path- hand in hand?' 

'Ever-and ever- never, lettinggo of ever-and forever- never.' 

Her gaze is warm, loving, all- encircling like her hair and tightly squeezing arms, as they are 
falling around her as they fall together to the gold wheatgrass within the black sand, but it does nothing 
to stop the defeat in her voice, of worn-out yet want the love and touch of each other hands and bodies. 

'I'm sorry, but there are some things I just know.' 



'Yeah, well...' I shake my head and gaze down at the ground they were are laying on top off 
the tall grasses swaying in the breeze,burying mytoesdeepinthe sand. 

'Just because you've got a few centuries on me doesn't mean you getthe last word. Because 
if we're truly in the together, if our lives, like our fate, is truly entwined, then you'll realize she isn't just 
happeningtoyou. I'm part of it too. And you don'tget to walk away from it you don'tget to walk away 
from me! We've got to work together! There has to be a way,' I stop, body shaking, throat closed so 
tight, I can no longerspeak. All I can do is stand there before her, silently urging herto join me in a fight 
I'm not sure we can win. 

'I've no plans to leave you,' she says, gaze filled with the longing of four hundred years. 'I 
can't leave you. Ever. Believe me. I've tried. But in the end, I always find my way back to your side. 

You're all I've everwanted-all I've everloved-but Ever-' 

'No buts...' I shake my head, wishing I could hold her, touch her, press my body tightly 
against her. 'There's got to be away, some kind of cure. And together we'II find it. I just know that we 
will. We've come toofar to let Naddalin keep us apart. But I can't do it alone. Notwithoutyour help. So 
please promise me-promiseyou'lltry.' 

She looks at me, her gaze luring me in. Closing her eyes as she fills the beach with so many 
tulips the entire cove is bursting with waxy red petals atop a green curving stems-the ultimate symbol of 
our undying love covering every square inch of sand. 

Then she slips her arm through mine and leads me back to her car. Our skin separated only 
by her supple black leather jacket and my organic cotton tee. Enough to spare the consequences of any 
accidental DN A exchange, but unable to temper the tingle and heart that pulsates between us. 

'Nevershould've made the elixir-should'veletthings take their own natural course. 

Seriously, Ever, just look at the result-it's brought nothing but pain!' 

Without delay at the moment atthat time she shakes herhead, hergaze so sad, so 
remorseful, my heart caves. 


'There's still time foryou though. 



You've got your whole life ahead of you-a endlessness where you can be whatsoever you 
want to be, do anything you want to do. But for me-she shrugs at me like a young girl that she is. 'I'm 
contaminated. I think we can all seethe consequence of my hundred years.' 

'No!' Myvoice quivers as my lips shake so-o badly it spreads to my cheeks. 

'You don't get to walk away; you don't get to leave me again! 

I spent the last month going through hell to save you, and now that you are well. I'm not 
aboutto give up. 

We are meantforeach other, you said it yourself to me many times! 

We are just feeling a temporary setback, that's all. 

Nonetheless, if we can just put our heads together, I know we'll think of a way to... you and I.' 

I personally stop, voice fading, seeing she previously moved on, withdrawing to her bleak 
sorry world where she solely to blame. 

Then-1 know it is time to tell the rest of the story, the sorry, regretful parts I would preferto 
leave out. Maybe then she'll see it differently, maybe then-and there... 'There's more,' I say, whistle 
ahead though I've no idea howto phrase what comes following. 

'So, before you assume karma's out to get you or whatever, you need to know something 
else, something I'm not precisely proud of, but still- I take a deep breath... and hold it- letting it out 
slowly. 


Besides, tell her about my trips back home there is that magical dimension, left out of my life 
fora while, and the space between the dimensions where I learned howto go back in time and that 
given the choice between my family and her-1 chose her, I choose to be here. 

Influenced I could somehow restore the future, I was sure had been pilfered, and yet all it 
really amounted to was a lesson I already knew: Occasionally destiny lies just outside of our range for 
girls like you and me. 

I swallow hard and stare at the sand, reluctant to see Naddalin's reaction when she looks 
into the eyes of the one who betrayed her. 



So-ol close my eyes and surround herwith light too, and when I openthem again, weare 
wrapped in the mostgorgeous warm hazy glow. 

But then again, as an alternative of getting mad or upset... like I thought, she environs me 
with the loveliest glowing white light-a light so comforting, so magnanimous, so pure- it's like the portal 
to another world-only better- and we go there together. 

'You had no choice,' she says, voice gentle, gaze soothing, doing everything she can to ease 
all my shame. 'Of course, you chose your family. It was the right thing to do. I would've done the same 
given the choice.' 

I nod, shining herlight even brighterand tacking on a telepathicembrace. 

Knowing it's not nearly as comforting as the real thing but for now, it'll do. 

'I know aboutyour family, I know everything, I saw it all-' she looks at me with eyes so dark 
and intense, I force myself to endure. 'You're always so secretive about your past, where you came from, 
how you lived-and so one day, while I back on Earth I found outyour story and where you're really 
from... I did... I asked aboutyou-and-well-yourentire life storywas revealed to me just by reading 
betweenthe lines.' 

I press my lips together and pee rat her standing before me so silent and still. Exhaling as she 
gazes into my eyes and telepathically traces herfingers along the curve of my cheek-creating an image 
so deliberate, so palpable, it almost seems real. 

Part: 4 

'I'm sorry,' she says, thumb mentally smoothing my chin. 'I'm remorseful I was so shut down 
and unwilling to share, that I condensed you to that. However even though it happened a long time ago, 
it's still something I prefernotto discuss any further.' 

I nod at her, having no intention of pushing it anymore. She is witnessing her parents' 
homicide followed by years ofabuse at the hands ofthe church is notatopic-1 intendto pursue,over 
the pain that she had on the inside coverit all. 

'Nonetheless, there is more,' I say, hoping I can maybe reestablish a little hope by sharing 


somethingelsethat I learned. 



'When I was watching your life unfold, in the end, Naddalin had killed you. Nevertheless, 
even though that seemed fated to happen, I still managed to save you.' 

I gaze at her, sensingshe'sfarfrom convinced and rushing ahead before, I lose herentirely. 

'I mean, yes, maybe our providence of destiny is sometimes fixed and unalterable, but there 
are other times when it's shaped purely by the actions we take. 

So-o when I could not save my family by going back in time, it's only for the reason that was 
a destiny that couldn't be changed. 

Or as Riley said seconds before the second accidentthat took them again, 'You can't change 
the past, it just is. 

Naddalin- 'I knew a girl that did that over and over named Karly- and your right you can't but 
you can go back to see what you have lost, by seeing what you gave up on be - maybe doing thing 
differently.' 

'Nonetheless, when I found myself right back here, and I was able to save you, well, I think it 
proves that the future isn't always tangible, not everything is ruled solely by fate.' 

'Maybe so.' Hersighs gaze fixed on mine. 'Butyou can't escape karma. Ever- and Never. 

It is what it is... No? 

Yes? 

Maybe? 

It does notjudge, it's neithergood nor bad like most individuals are 'So, that's it?' I shake my 
head, hardly believing she's determined to give up so easily. 'That's how it ends? You're just so dang 
sure you've been chased down by karmayou don't even try to fight back? You came all the wayjust so 
we could be togetherand now that we're facing an obstacle, you're not even goingto try to scale the 
brick wall in our path?' 

'Ever-' hergaze is warm, loving, all-encompassing, but it does nothingto cancel the defeat in 
hervoice. 'I'm sorry, but there are some things I just know.' 



'Yeah, well...' I shake my head and gaze down at the ground, burying my toes deep in the 
sand. 'Just because you've got a few centuries on me doesn't mean you getthe last word. Because if 
we're truly in the together, if our lives, like our fate, is truly entwined, then you'll realize she isn't just 
happeningtoyou. I'm part of it too. 

-And- 

Like-you don't get to walk away from it you don't get to walk away from me! We've got to 
work togetherl There has to be away-' I stop, body shaking, throat closed so tight I can no longer speak. 
All I can do is stand there before her, silently urging herto join me in a fight I'm not sure we can win. 

'I've no plans to leave you,' she says, gaze filled with the longing of four hundred years. 'I 
can't leave you. Ever. Believe me. I've tried. But in the end, I always find my way back to your side. 
You're all I've everwanted-all I've everloved-but Ever-' 

'No buts...' I shake my head, wishing I could hold her, touch her, press my body tightly 
against her. 'There's got to be away, some kind of cure. And together we'll find it. I just know that we 
will. We've come toofar to let Naddalin keep us apart. But I can't do it alone. Notwithoutyour help. So 
please promise me-promiseyou'lltry.' 

She looks at me, hergaze luring me in... 

Closing her eyes as she fills the beach with so many lilies the entire cove is bursting with 
waxy pink petals atop a green curving stems-the ultimate symbol of our undying love covering every 
square inch of sand. 

Then she slips her arm through mine and leads me back to her car. 

Our skin separated only by her supple uniform and my organic cotton tee that was 
underneath my whit losesfitting blouse, that is fluttering in the wind open, like my hair. 

Enough to spare the penalties for any accidental DN A exchange, but unable to tempe rthe 
tingle and heart that pulsates between us even then even though. 

She shrugs... even so-o. 

It's the result of all actions, a positive and negative-a constant balancing of events-cause and 
effect-tit fortat-reapingand sowing-what goes around comes around.' 



'Though you phrase it, it's the same in the end. In addition, as much as you would like to 
think otherwise, that is exactly what's happening here. Altogether actions cause a response. 

'All the time I told myself I turnedyououtoflove-butnowl see it was really out of 
selfishness-forthe reason that I couldn't be withoutyou. That's why is happening now.' 

'And the is where my actions have brought me.' She - being Emmah shakes her head. 

(Some time has passed) 

'Guess what?' 

She gazes at me as she climbs to her knees looking down with her hair falling all around me, 
in the sand. 

Her big eyes wider than usual, cute baby face curving into a grin. 'No, you know what? Don't 

guess... 


I'll just tell you because you're nevergoingto believe it! You're nevergoingto deduction!' 

I smile, hearing herthoughtsa few moments before she can speakthem, refrainingfrom 
saying the wrongthing. 

But I did say yourgood friend Naddalin, who actually- knowsal! and everything about me I 

You and I dating-'I've known aboutthe possibility fora fewweeks, but itjust became official 
last night, and I still can't believe it! 

Eight weeks in France youand I could spend,doingnothing but acting, eating, and stalking 
smoldering hot men... to yet know that she and I are even more perfect this some man, over the fact 
that we get each other, yet it's fun to play with boys.' 

I glance at her as I back out of herdrive. 'And Holt's good with all that?' 

She looks at me. 'faster, you knowthe drill. What happens in here stays in here.' 


Walking down the street hand in hand... as girlfriends. 



My thoughts drifting to Havenand Naddalin, wondering how many more immortal rogues 
are still out there, justwaitingto show up in my mind overand overjustto terrorize me, no matter 
where I go. 


Except when it does not, I feelthe most fear-overknowing what next, by them. 

'Anyway, I am leaving soon, just afterschoolgets out.' 

I did not wantto say yetthis is our last time to be together... I am moving onto a new life. 
And I have so much to prepare between now and then I 

'Seriously perfect.' I smile, and the best of it all. 'Really, Congrats, on making it see what you 

lost.' 


'That'sso cool. And well deserved I mightadd. I only wish I could go with you.' 

And the moment I say it, I realize it is true, I am happyforher-yet, I feel like I am losing yet, 
anotherperson in my life. 

It would be so nice to escape all my problems and fly away from all the and that what we did, 
wings soring, to angels in flight at midnight- in starlight. 

Besides, I miss hanging with her, already. 

Part: 5 

The last few weeks when she and Haven (along with the rest of the school,) were under 
Naddalin's spell were some of the loneliest days of my life. 

Not having Naddalin beside me was more than I could bear, but not havingthe care of my 
two bestfriends nearly sent me overthe edge. 

Nevertheless, she and Haven do not evoke any of that, none of them do. Only Naddalin can 
access small bits and pieces, and what she recalls leaves herfeeling awfully-guilty. 

We stay in youth hostels, backpack around-how cool is this? Just the three of us, you know, 
you and Naddalin, Haven and I, and me and whoever...' 


'You and whoever... we meetalongthe way too?' I glance at her. 'What's that about?' 



'I'm a realist.' She shrugs. 


'Oh, come on.' I roll my eyes. 'Since when?' 

'Since last night when I found out I'm going back home and starting over.' 

Part: 6 

Shegiggles, runninga hand through herbrown hair. 

'Listen, you all great and all, don'tget me wrong.' 

But I'm not fooling myself. 

I am not pretending it's anything more than it is, am I? It's like we've got an expiration date, 
you know- and it's just my time- to try over- I'll see you again I promise? You guys are different, you're 
lifers.' 


Lest go see a show with a full three acts with a definite beginning, middle, and end. It is not 
like with you and Naddalin. 

'Lifers?' I peerat her, shaking my head as I stop at a traffic light. 'Sounds more like a prison 
term than a happily everafter-yetthat is how girls like lives go.' 

'You know what I mean don'tyou.' 

She inspects her shape, turning her hot-pink nails the way and that. 'It's just that you guys 
are so in tune with each other, so connected. 

And I mean that literally by the way since you're pretty much always going at it.' 

Not anymore, I swallow hard, waking fast the second the light turns from not showing the 
hand, crossing the intersection with a loud screech of wheels stopping for us to go to the walkway, and 
leaving a thick trail of rubber be hind them. 

But even after I set still fora moment to think she's nowhere to be found. Besides I am just 
aboutto climb a wall in a panic, wondering where she could be, when she appears right beside me - and I 
blink- blink and blink once more, her hand in mine the whole time -1 think I have blacked out a moment 



there. Refusingtoslow until we run into a parking lot and I scan for Naddalin, who always seem to stare 
down danger more than us, in a second-she was next to me. 

She asks, glancing at me and her and slings her backpack over her shoulder. 

Naddalin nods. 

'A hundred and ten euros.' Naddalin laughs. 'Don'tforget, it was fully customized and loaded 
with options.'there lookingat scooters.' 

'We could rent one... no?' Said Emmah. 

'Yetthat lest one girl out- no nah.' Said Naddalin. 

She stares at her, eyes practically bugging out of her head, unable to understand how anyone 
could do such a thing-why anyone would do such a thing, as buy one. 

Part: 7 

(The next day) 

'Urn, okay, so let me get the traditional one we could see a lot more-she said, 'so-o you just 
woke up and decided-hurry, what the hell?' '...And we have to look at the locals- and do as they do.' 

'We get you one- and in the same breath she said, Emmah and I well ride tandem.' 

I think I'll justdump my ridiculously expensiveluxuryscooterby the side of the road-WHERE 
JUSTANYONE CAN TAKE IT?' 

Naddalin shrugs, saying'Pretty much'-with an attitude.'You have a lock...' she said '...and 
the people around here are not like back home.' 

'Because in case you have not noticed,' Emmah says, practically hyperve ntilating now. 

'Some of us are a little scooter deprived'said. Haven, I just said today I would getyou one- 
relax- even if just rentingone.' 

'Some of us were born to parents so cruel and unusual they're forced to rely on the kindness 
of friendsforthe rest of their lives, thank you truly, and yes I would take the gift- thanksi' 



'Sorry,' Naddalin shrugs, about that-yet you did get all that you wanted and more. 'Guess-1 
hadn'tthoughtaboutthat. Though if it makesyoufeelany better, itwas all for a verygood cause.' (She 
gives double thumbs up! And a wide smile with herhead turned to the one side.) 

And when she looks at me, eyes meeting mine in that way that she has, along with the usual 
wave of warmth, I get the horrible feeling that ditching the scooters is just the start of her plans, to get 
to know me better, walking is taking she thought... 

'Mow'd you get to school?' I ask, just as we reach the front gate where Haven is waiting, took 
the train as you, and walked and walked... 

'She rode the train.' Haven glances between us, she recently dyed, her bangs falling into her 
face, to make herself look Earthlier. 'I kid you not. I would not have believed it either, but I saw it with 
my own eyes, she was classed as a girl forever. 

Watched her climb right off that big steamertrain, with all the otherfreshmen, dorks, 
retards, and rejects who that were all like us, unlike Naddalin, have no otherchoice butto ride.' She 
shakes herhead, saying don't say it like that-think it doesn't say it even if true. 

'And I was so shocked by the sight of it, I blinked a bunch of times just to make sure it was 
really her. And then, when I still wasn't convinced, I snapped a pic on my cell and sent it to Josh who 
confirmed it.' She holds it up for us to see. 

I glance at Naddalin, wondering what she could possibly- be up to, and that's when I notice 
she's ditched her usual cashmere sweater in place of a plain cotton tee, and how her designer jeans 
have been replaced with no-name plain pockets, herearly look as she calls it. 

Even the brown boots she's nearly famous for have been swapped for girlie rubber flip-flops. 

And even though she does not need any of that dash and flash to look as incredibly beautiful 
as the first day we metthe new low-key look just is not her-1 thought. 

Or at least not her-that I'm so-o usedto. 

I mean, while Naddalin is incontrovertibly smart, kind, loving, and generous-she's also more 
than a tad colorful and otiose at times. 


Always preoccupied with her clothes, her image in general- along with smarts. 



Also, do not even try and pin her down on her exact date of birth, since for someone who 
chose to be immortal, she has a definite multi-layered hidden point of view about her age-to use she is 
always the same age of the young teen girl. 

Nonetheless, even though I normally could not care less about the clothes she wears or her 
ride to school look either, when I look at her again, I get the horrible chink in my belly-an an unrelenting 
push, demandingmy notice. 

A definite warningthat she is merely the beginning. That the sudden transformation goes 
way deeperthan some cost-cutting, altruistic, environmentally conscious agenda. No, she has 
something to do with last night. Somethingabout being haunted by her karma. Like she's convinced 
herself thatgiving up her most prized possessions will somehow balance it all out. 

'Shall we?' Her smiles, grasping my hand the second the bell rings, leading me away from 
Emmah and Haven who'llspendthe nextthree phasesof theirtime texting backand forth, trying to 
determine what's up with Naddalin. 

I look at her, her gloved covering hand in mine as we heard down the hall, whispering, 
'What'sgoing on? What really happened toyourscooter?' 

Three girls' handsand hand going downthe sidewalk... 

'I already told you.' she shrugs her hold body. 'I don't need it. It's an unnecessary sympathy, I 
no longercare to indulge.' 

She giggles, lookingat me smiling. But when I do not join in, she sinkers more and shakes her 
head and says, 'Don't look so serious. 

It's not a big deal. When I realized it's not something I need, I drove it out to a depressed 
area and left it by the side of the road where someonecanfind it.' 

I press my lips togetherand stare straight ahead, wishing I could climb inside her mind, and 
see the thoughts she keeps all to herself, get to the bottom of what the is really about. 

Because- notwithstandingthe way she looks at me, despite the dismissive shrug that she 
gives, nothing she's said makes the least bit of sense. 



'Well, that'sfine and all, I mean, if that's what you need todo, thengreat, have fun.' I shrug, 
fully convinced that it's not at all great, though knowing betterthan to say it out loud. 

'But just how are you planning to get around now that you've ditched your ride? I mean, in 
case you haven't noticed, this is not back home where you can run around freely, you can't get 
anywhere without having a motorbike.' 

She looks at me, amused by my surge of lighter, which is not exactly the reaction I had 
prearranged on. 'What's wrong with the bus? It's free.' 

I gape, shaking my heard, hardly believing my ears. And since when do you worry about cost. 

Missy. 


'As some shallow, money-oriented, self-absorbed, buyer-driven slob?' 

'No!' I cry, shakingmy heardand squeezingherhand. 

Hopingto convince hereventhough, I actually did kind of mean it- not being meanyet 
truthful. Only notin a bad way like she thinks oryoueven. 

At onetime, she had my old boyfriend appreciates the finer things in life kind of thing, and 
less in my girlfriend's now she is the version of what I am looking for in that kind of way, even if a girl. 

'I just-' I squint, wishing I could be even half as eloquent as her, but still forging ahead when I 
say, 'I guess I just don't get it.' I shrug. 'And what's up with the glove?' I raise herleather-clad hand to 
where we can see. 

'lsn'titobvious?'She shakes herheadand pulls me toward the door. 

But I just stay put, refusingto budge. Nothingis obvious...Nothingmakessenseanymore. 

She pauses, hand on the knob, more than a little hurt when she says, 'I thought it was a 
satisfactory solution fornow. But perhapsyou'd preferl not touch you at all?' 

Not at all! 

That's notwhat I intended! 


Part: 8 



(Back at the school) 


Switching to telepathy the moment some classmates approach, reminding her how hard it's 
been avoidingany and all skin-on-skin contactforthe last three days. 

Fantasizing I had a cold when we both know we don't get sick, and other ridiculous 
avoidance techniques that left me feeling deeply ashamed. It's been torture, pure and simple. To have a 
girlfriend so gorgeous, so sexy, so amazingly awesome -and to not be able to touch her-is the worst kind 
of agony. 


'I mean, I know we can't risk any accidental palm sweat exchange oranything like that, but 
still, don'tyouthink it looks kind of odd?' I whisper, the second we're alone again. 

'I don't care about that.' Her gaze open, sincere, and fixed right on mine. 'I don't care what 
otherpeople think. I only care aboutyou.' 

She squeezes myfingersandopensthedoorwith hermind, leading me right past Emmah 
and the othergirls as we head for our desks. 

And even though I have not seen her since Friday when she woke from Naddalin's spell. I'm 
sure her hatred for me hasn't dampened a bit. 

But while I am fully braced for her usual ploy of dropping her bag in my path in an attempt to 
trip me-today she's too distracted by Naddalin's newlookto play that tired old game. 

Her unhurried gaze traveling the length of her, from her head to hertoes, before startingall 

overagain. 


But just because she ignores me doesn't mean I can relax or trust that it's over. Because the 
truth is, it's neve rover with Emmah. She's made that abundantly clear. If anything, she's probably more 
charged up and vicious than ever-makingthe little reprieve nothing more than the calm before the 
storm. 


'Ignore her,' Naddalin whispers, scooting herdeskso close the edges practically overlap. 
Besides even though I nod as though I am, the truth is-1 can't. As much as I'd love to pretend. 


she's invisible-1 can't do it. 



She's in front of me nowand I'm completely obsessed. Peering into her thoughts, wanting to 
see what, if anything, happened between them. 

Since even though I know Naddalin's responsible forall of the flirting, and kissing, and 
cuddling, I had no choice but to watch. 

Even though I know for a fact, that Naddalin was completely deprived of free will that 
doesn't change the fact that it happened-that Naddalin's lips pressed against her while her hands 
roamed herskin. 

And even though I am pretty sure it didn't go any further than that, I'd still fee I a heck of a lot 
better, if I could just get some evidence to back up my theory. 

And despite how crazy, hurtful, and completely masochistic it is-1 won'tstop until her 
memory gives, and every last horrible, painful, excruciating detail is finally revealed. 

I'm just about to delve deeper, traveltothe very core of her brain, when Naddalin squeezes 
my hand and says, 'Ever, please. Stoptorturing yourself. 

I've already told you, there's nothing to see.' I swallow hard, gaze fixed on the back of her 
head, watching her gossip with Jewell and Mireille, barely listening as she adds, 'It didn't happen. It's not 
whatyou think.' 

'I thought you couldn't remember?' I turn, overcome with shame the instant I seethe pain in 
her eyes as she looks at me and shakes her head. 

'Justtrust me.' She sighs loudly. 'Or at least try to. Please?' 

I inhale deeply, gazingat her, wishing I could, knowing I should. 

'Utterly, Constantly. First, you could not getoverthe pasthundredyearsof my dating, and 
nowyou're obsessed with last week?' 

She knits her brow and leans closer, voice urgent, coaxing, as she adds, 'I know that your 
feelings are unbelievably hurt. Really, I do. But what's done is done. I can't go back; I can't change it. 
Naddalin's done the on purpose-you can't let her win.' 


I swallow hard, knowingshe's right. 



I'm acting ridiculous, irrational, allowing myself to veerway offtrack. 


Besides, Naddalin thinks, switching to telepathy now that our teacher, Mr. Robins, has 
arrived. You know it's meaningless. The only one I have everloved is you. Isn'tthat enough? 

She brings herglovedthumbto my temple, gazinginto my eyesas she shows me our history 
of all things enchanted, my many incarnations as a seeing all the young servant girl in France, all 
daughtergorgeousgirls reminded me of how lucky I really was... it was nice to be back... eyeswide, I 
gape, neverhavingseenthat particular life before, Ithinkback, in class and wonder. 

Part: 9 

But she just smiles, gazes growing warmer as she shows me the highlights of that time, a 
quick clip of the moment we met at a gallery opening in Amsterdam-our first kiss just outside of the 
gallery that very same night. Presenting only the most- Dadaistic moments and sparing my death, which 
always, inevitably, comes before we can progress. 

-And- 

Afterwatchingall of those beautiful moments unfold, herunabashed loveforme laid bare to 
see, I gaze into hereyes, answering herquestion when I think: Of course, it's enough. You have always 
been enough. 

Then closing them in shame when I add: But am I enough foryou? 

Finally admitting the truth-my fear that she'll soon tire of the gloved hand-holding, the 
telepathic embrace, and seek out the real thing in a normal girl with safe DNA. 

She then nods, gloved fingers cupping my chin as she gathers me into a mental embrace so 
warm, so safe, so comforting, all of my fears slip away. 

Respondingtothe apology in my gaze as she leans forward, lips at my ear as she says, 'Good. 
Nowthat that is settled, about Naddalin...' 

As I make my way toward history class, I'm wondering which will be worse-seeing Naddalin 


or Mr. Milley? 



Forthe reason that while I haven'tseenorspokentoeitherofthemsince last Friday when 
my whole world fell apart there's no doubt, I left them both on a pretty strange note. 

My last contact with Milley consisting of me going all sentimental and not only confiding my 
psychic powers-which is something I neverdo-but also encouraging her to date my aunt Sabine-which is 
something I'm seriously beginningto regret. 

And as awful as that was, it's only rivaled by my last moments with Naddalin when I aimed 
my fist at her navel chakra, determined not just to kill her but to obliterate her completely. And I would 
have too-exceptforthefactthat I totally choked and she got away. And even though in retrospect that 
worked outforthe best, I'm still so angry with her, who'sto say I won'ttry again? 

But the truth is, I know I won'ttry again. Besides not just because Naddalin spentthe whole 
of English class telepathically lecturing me on how revenge is neverthe answer, how karma is the one 
and only true justice system, and plenty more blah- blah- blah- like that-but mostly because it's not right. 

Despite the fact that Naddalin tricked mein the very worst way, leaving me absolutely no 
reason to evertrust her again-l still don't have the right to kill herover it. 

It won't solve my problem. Will not change a thing. Even though she's awful, evil, and 
everything that adds up to bad, I still don't have the right to- do that... She slithers up beside me, all 
blond tousled hair, water's edge blue eyes, and shiny white teeth relaxed stretching herstrong, tanned 
arm across the classroom door, barring me from getting inside. 

And that's all it takes. 

But I won't... even if... even if... 

I promised Naddalin I could get myself safely to and from class without resortingto that. 

'So, tell me. Ever, how was your weekend? Did you and Naddalin enjoy a nice reunion? Was 
herability to survive you-bychance?' 

I clench my fists by my sides, visualization how she'd look like nothing more than a heap of 
designerclothesand a pile of dust, despite the vow of nonaggression Itook. 

She then nods, gazes fixed on mine, lowering her voice to a soft whisper as she adds, 'Not to 


worrythough, you won't be alone for long. 



Once the proper mourning period ends. I'll be happy to step in and fill up the void of her loss.' 


I focus on my breath, keeping it slow and steady as I take in the strong, tan, muscular arm 
blocking my path, knowing all it would take is one well-placed karate chop to break it in half. 

'Hell, even if you did manage to hold back and keep heralive, all you have to do is say the 
word, and I'm right by your side.' She grins, eyes grazing over me in the most intimate way. 

'But no need to answer too quickly or commit yourself yet. Take as long as you like. For the 
reason that. Continually, I assure you, unlike Naddalin, I am a man who can wait. Besides, it's just a 
matterof time before you come looking for me anyway.' 

'There'sonlyonething I wantfrom you.' 

I narrow my gaze until everything surrounding us blurs. 'And that's for you to leave me alone.' 
Herat rising to my cheeks as her gaze deepens to a leer. 

"Farid not, darling." She laughs, looking me over and shaking her head. 'Trust me, you want 
way more than that. But not to worry, it's like I said. I'll wait for as long as it takes. 

It's Naddalin I'm worried about. And you should worry too. From what I saw those last 
hundred years, she's an impatient man. Bit of a hedonist really. Didn't wait for much of anythingso far 
as I could tell.' 

I- Emmah, swallowhard and strive to keepcalm, reminding myself notto fall forherbait. 
Naddalin has a knack for locating my weakness, my psychological strength so to speak, and pretty many 
lives to exploit it. 

'Don'tget me wrong, she's always been one to keep upentrances-wearingthe armbands 
that are back and white stripes, appearing inconsolable at the wake-buttrust me. Ever, the moss hadn't 
time to adhere to hershoe before she was back on the lurk. 

Looking to drown hersorrows in whateverorshould I say whomever-hercould. And even 
though you prefer not to believe it, take it from someone who's been there all along. Naddalin waits for 
no one. And he certainly never waited foryou.' 



I take a deep breath, filling my head with words, music, mathematical equations stretching 


far beyond my skills, anything to drown out the words that are like prudently honed arrows aimed 
straight for my heart. 

'Yep.' 

'Saw it with my own eyes, I did!' 

Smiling as she slips into a thick cockney pronunciation and backs out again. 'Haven saw it too. 

It like- broke her poorheart. 

Willing to take her back no matter where she'd been, no questions asked. 

Though, unlike me-and. I'm afraid, quite unlike you haven't loved was unconditional. Which, 
let'sface it, is somethingyou'd neverdo.' 

'That's not true I' I cry, voice hoarse, and very dry, as though it's the first time, that I've used 
it all day- it was so bad. 

'I've had Naddalin since the moment we met-l-' I stop, knowing I should not have started. It 
is useless to engage in the fight. 

'Sorry, darlin', but you're wrong. You have never-ever had Naddalin at all. A pure kiss here, a 
bit of sweaty hand-holdingthere-' Hershrugs, gaze contemptuously. 

'Totally, Forever, you think some pathetic attempts at second base can satisfy an avaricious, 
self-absorbed, self-indulgent bloke like her? Forfourhundred years no less?' 

Part: 10 

I swallow hard, forcing a calm I don't own when I say, 'That's a lotfurtherthanyou evergot 
with Haven.' 

'Nothanksto you,' he spits, harsh gaze on mine. 'But, it's like I said, I'm a man who can wait.' 

'Naddalin is not.' 


She shakes herhead. 



'Shame you're so-o strongminded to play hard to get. You and I are a lot more alike than you 
think. Both of us pining after someone we'll nevertruly have-' 

'I could-' I suck in my breath, notwantingherto knowwhatonly Naddalin and I know,that 
targetingan immortal'sweakest chakra, one of the body'sseven energy centers, is the quickestway to 
obliterate them. 

'I could kill you right now,' I whisper, voice shaky, handstrembling, even though I promised 
Naddalin I wouldn'tdothem, eventhough I know better. 

'Slug me in my sacral center, perhaps?' 

'You could what?' She smiles at me, faces impending so close her breath chills my cheek. 

I myself gape, wondering where she could've possibly erudite that. 

Nonetheless, she justgiggles, shaking herhead saying, 'Don'tforget, Liv, Naddalin was under 
my spelltotally. 

which means she told me everything, answered every question I am asked-including a good 
bit about you.' 

She got me... Right where it counts. And don't think she doesn't know it. 

I stand there, refusing to react, figured out to appear composed, unruffled -but it's too late. 
'No worries, Liv. 'I'm having far too much fun watching you squirm to attempt something I ike 

that. 


The just a moment later- 'I've no plans to go afteryou-she said.' 

Besides, it won't be long 'til you're squirming beneath me. 

Or even on top of me. Either will do.' she laughs, her eyes on mine, gazing at me in a way so 
knowing, so intimate, sodeep, my stomach can'thelp buthave. 

'I'll leave the details to you. But no matterhow much you may wantto;you won'tgo after 


me either. Mostly because I do have what you want. The cure to the antidote forwhat you sufferfrom. I 



assure you of that, said Naddalin. You're justgoing to have to find a way to earn it, she also said. You're 
justgoingto have to show me how bad you want it.' 


I gape, dry-mouthed and slack-jawed, remembering last Friday when Naddalin claimed the 
very same thing, to me saying that she likes owned me, and in a way, I am okay with that. 

So-o distracted by Naddalin awakening-1 forgot all about it 'til now-to have it type down as 
anotherchapterin the bookof my life. 

I- Emmah press my lips together as my gaze meets she's... awe- my hope rising for the first 
time in days. 

knowing it's just a matter of time until the antidote is mine. I just need to find a way to get it 

from her. 


'Oh, look at that.' She grins. 'Seems you forgot all aboutour date with destiny.' 

Part: 11 

She lifts her arm and I start to plow through, then she lowers it just as quickly, laughing as 
she locks me in place. 

'Deep breaths,' hercoos, lips grazing the edge of my ear, fingers sliding over my shoulder, 
leaving an icy cold wake in their path. 'No need to panic. No need to get all spaz-ed out o'er. 

I'm sure that between us, we can come to some sort of mutual agreement, find a way to 
work something out.' 

I narrow my gaze, disgusted by the price thatshe'sset, words slow and cautious when I say, 
'Nothing you could ever say or do could convince me to sleep with you!'just as Milley opens the door, 
allowing the entire class to overhear. 

'Whoah' Naddalin smiles, hands raised in pretend admission of defeat as she backs into the 
room. 'Who said anything about bumping' ugliest, pal?' 

She will throw her head back and laughs, allowing her creepy Ouroborictattoo to flash in and 
out of view. 'I mean, notto disappointyou, darlin', but if it's a good shag I'm after, virgins aboutthe last 
place I'd look!' 



I storm toward my desk, cheeks burning, gaze fixed on the floor, spendingthe nextforty 
minutes cringing as my classmates burst into hysterics every time Naddalin directs a disgusting wet 
smooch sound my way, despite Milley's numerous attempts to quiet them down. 

-And- 

The momentthe bell rings, I make a run forthe door. Frantic to getto Naddalin before 
Naddalin can convince Naddalin will push hertoo far and she'llsnap-an act neitherof us can afford now 
that Naddalin holdsthe key. 

Nonetheless-just as I turn the knob I hear, 'Ever? Got a minute?' Her mocking laughter 
trailing behind as I turn toward Milley to see what she wants. 

I pause, classmates piling up behind me, eager to getto the hall where they can follow 
Naddalin's lead and taunt me some more. 

'I did it.' Her smiles, posture stiff, voice anxious, but still eagerfor me to know. 

I shift uncomfortably, moving my bag from one shoulderto the next, wishing I'd taken the 
time to learn remote viewing so I could keep an eye on the lunch tables and ensure Naddalin sticks to 
the plan. 


'I approached her-just like you told me to.' She nods. 

I squint, returning my focus to her, gut-churning as I begin to understand. I saw her the 
morning on the day had passed. We even talked fora while, and-' she shrugs, gazes drifting away, 
obviously still very taken by the event. I stand before her, breathless, knowing I have to stop it, whatever 
it takes before it gets out of hand. 

'And you were right. She is nice to me. In fact, I probably shouldn't tell you but we're having 
dinnertonight.' 

I nod, numb,shell-shocked,thewordsglancingat me as I peerintoherenergyandwatch it 
unfold in her head: 

She is standing in the line of the cafeteria massive hall with all its stain glass windows and 
gothic fee I of a castle, minding her own business until Milley approaches-causing her to turn and grant 
hera smile that's-that's-shamefullyflirtatiousi 



Except that there's no shame at all. Those two couldn't be happier. At least not on Sabine's 


part. NorMilley for that matter. No, the shame is all mine. 

That cannot happen. For too many reasons to mention the dinner can never take place. One 
of them beingthat she is not justmy aunt, but my guardian, my caretaker, my only living relative in the 
whole entire world! 

And another, possibly even more urgent reason, is the fact that thanks to my pathetic, 
maudlin, overly sentimental, ill-advised moment of weakness last Friday, Milley knows I'm psychic while 
she does not! 

I've gone to great lengths to keep mysecretfrom her, and there's noway I'm going to be out 
by my love-struck history teacherof enchanted. 

But just as I'm aboutto tell herthat she absolutely cannot, underany circumstances 
whatsoever, take my aunt to dinner and reveal any information I might've accidentally admitted during 
a weak moment when I was sure I'd never see her again, her clears her throat and says, 'Anyway, you 
should get to lunch before it's too late. I didn't mean to keep you the long, I just thought-' 

'Oh, no, it's okay,' I say. 'I just-' 

But she doesn't let me finish. Pushes me outthe door as she waves me away, saying, 'Go on 
now. To find your friends. I just thought I should thank you, that's all.' 

When I get to the lunch table, I sit beside Naddalin, relieved to find everythingas normal as 
any other day. Naddalin's gloved hand squeezing my knee as I quickly scan the campus, looking for 
Naddalin as shethinks:she'sgone. 

Gone? I gape, hoping her means gone as in not around, as opposed to going as in a pile of 

dust. 


But Naddalin just laughs, the smooth melodious sound reverberating from her head to mine. 
Notannihilated. I assure you. Just-absent-that's all. Drove offa few minutes ago with someguy I've 
never-everseen before. 

Did you talk...? 


Did she try to invite you? 



Naddalin shakes her head, her eyes peering into mine as I add: Good. Because we can't 
afford to go after her no matter what! She has the antidote! She admitted it! This means a!! we have to 
do now is find a way to-constant!y. She frowns... You can't perhaps beiieve her! 

This is what Naddaiin does. She lies and manipuiates everyone around her. You have to stay 
away from her- she's usingyou-her can't be trusted-1 just shake my head. 

Part: 12 

! can fee! it. 

The time is different. And ! need for Naddaiin to feel it too. She's not lying-seriously-hersaid- 
Notevenfinishingthe thought before Haven leansforward,eyesdartingbetween usasshesays, 'Okay, 
that'sit. Justwhatthe heck is going on herePSeriously, enough already.' 

I turn, noticing how herfriendiy yellow aura beams in such sudden sharp contrastto the 
deliberate harsh ness of her all-black ensemble. Knowing she means no ill will though she's definitely- 
disturbed by us. 

'Totally, completely, and entirely- It's like you guys have some kind of creepy way of 
communicating. Like twins speaker something. Only yours is silent. ...And eerier.' 

I shrug and sit there with my lunch, going through the motions of unwrapping a sandwich. 

I've no plans to eat, figured out to hide just how alarmed her question has made me feel. 

Knocking my knee against Naddalin's, telepathically urging herto step in and handle the 
since I've no idea whatto say. 

'Don't pretend it's not happening.' Hereyes narrow in suspicion. 'I've been watchingyou 
guysfor a while now, and it's really starting to creep me out.' 

'What's creepingyou out?' She gazes up from herphone, but only fora moment before she's 
back to texting again. 

'Those two.' She points a short, black painted nail with a chunk of pink frosting stuck to its tip. 
'I swear, they get strangerevery day.' 



Naddalin nods, settingdown herphone as she takes a momentto look us over. 'Yeah, I've 
been meaningto mentionthat. You guysare weird.' She laughs. 

'Oh, and the whole glove thing?' She shakes her head and purses her lips. Showing her hand 
looking all cracked with fishes and red. 'So not workingforyou, I said jokingly.' 

Haven frowns, annoyed by my joke when she's tryingto be grave. 

'Laugh all you want,' she says, gaze steady, unwavering. 'But something's up with those two. 
I may not know what, but I'll figure it out. I'll get to the bottom of it. You'll see-you'll see.' 

-And- 

I'mjust aboutto speakwhen Naddalin shakes herhead and swirls herred drink, leaning 
toward Haven as she says, 'Don't waste yourtime. It's not as sinister as you think.' 

Shethen smiles, gazesfixed on me. 

'We're practicing telepathy powers of mind-reading, that's all.' 

'Attemptingto read each other's minds in place of talking all the time.' 

'So, we stop getting in trouble in class over it took over the face we take over each other's 
bodies and movementstooattimes, a real headache forthe professors.' 

She snorts, causing me to squeeze my sandwich so hard the mayonnaise oozes out and 
squirts grossly out the backside. Gaping at my significant other who is just arbitrarily decided to break 
our number one rule- do not tell anyone who we are or what we can do I This is something we worked 
hard to do, looking at the library in the restricted section of dark magic. 

Calming only slightly when Haven rolls her eyes and says, 'Please. I'm notan idiot.' 

'Wasn't implying you were.' Naddalin smiles. 'It'squite real, I assure you. Would you like to 

try?' 


I freeze, body solid, unmoving, as though seeinga disasteron the side ofthe road-only the 


particular disaster is me. 



'Close your eyes and think of a number between one and ten.'She nods, sincere gaze 
meeting her. 'Focus on that number with all of you might. See it in your mind as clearly as you can, and 
silently repeatthe sound of it repeatedly, got it?' 

She shrugs, brows merging as though in deep concentration. Though Choosingto 
concentrate on blue instead of a random number like Naddalin said. 

All it takes is a quick glance at her aura, morphing into a dark deceitful green, and a brief- 
peeks-at her thoughts to see she's only pretending. 

She was holding her ground as she rubs her chin and shakes her head, saying, I glance at 
them, 'I don't seem to be getting anything. Are you sure you're thinking of a number between one and 
ten?' Knowing she's baiting her, sure that he rone in ten chances of hitting the right number works too 
much in herfavor. 

She nods, deepening her focus on a beautiful shade of pulsating blue. 

'Then we must have our wires a-crossed.' She shrugs. 'I'm notgettinga numberat all.' 

'Try me!' Emmah abandons her phone, and her books and wand and leans toward Naddalin 

Eyes barely closed, thoughts hardly focused before Naddalin gasps, 'You're goingto Haven? 

She shakes herhead also. 

Part: 13 

(A week back) 

'Three... For your data, the number was three.' She rolls her eyes and leers. 'And everyone 
knows I'm going to France. So nice try...' 

'Everyone but me,' Naddalin says, jaws clenched, face gone suddenly pale. 

'Well, I'm sure everyone has told you-you of all. You know, telepathically.' she laughs, 
returningto her phone again, saying 'sometimes old school kicking it is notthe way to go anymore I 
preferthese,' and she held upthe phone, that links all the magical networks together. 



I peerat Naddalin, wonderingwhyhe'ssoupsetoverthetrip. I mean,yeah,so she usedto 
live there, at one time when she was alive- after her boyfriend passed away in an industrial accident or 
something like that- she was vague about did not really wantto say... all that much, she said she was in 
herlate 20's. she said somethingodd on hertombstone and it read- (I have not stuck with me all my 
whole life, so there-) and I think I got what it meant. Yet I think it said, 'I will live on forever...' or 
something like that, or 'I don't need you!' - 'Or even suck on that!' Like-! thought that's what it may 
have said- but- but Nah- it can't be- yet maybe? 

...Afterai! it is a cracked heart-shaped stone... 

Part: 14 

But- but that was hundreds of years ago, and the stone is crumbling and reads the rest has 
disintegrated to dust into just the wind! 

! squeeze her hand, urging her to look at me, but she just stares at Haven with that same 
stricken look on herface. 


'Nice try with the whole telepathy angle,' Haven says, swipingherfingera-crossed the topof 
hercupcake until it's coated with strawberry frosting, and she was licking herfingerand kissing the end 
of it too. 


'But I'm afraid you're goingto have to try a little harder than that. All you have managed to 
prove is that you guys are even weirderthan I thought. But no worries. I'll getto the bottom of it. I'll 
expose yourdirty little secret before long.' 

I hold back a nervous laugh, hoping she'sjust messing around, then peering into her mind 
only to seethatshe'sserious. 

'When are you leaving?' Naddalin asks. 

But only to appear conversational, has already uncovered the answer in her head. 

'Soon, but not soon enough,' she thought, eyes lighting up, as she stared the look at her. 'Let 


the countdown begin!' 



Naddalin nods, gaze unstiffening as she says, 'You'll love this. 


Everyone loves it, France is a lovely, delightful place.' 

'You've been...?' 

...?... 

I and Flaven both ask at the same time. 

Naddalin nods- 'I's have,'gaze far avway in the back of heron the mind and thought looking 
somewhat- blank to us looking at her color fading from her eyes. 'I lived there once a longtime ago.' 

'That's what we gathered...' they both said it unanimously I 

Flaven glances between us, eyes narrowed again when she says, 'Jaylynn and Naddalin lived 
there too, around the same time, she looks at he rone eyelid squinting.' 

Naddalin shrugs, expression noncommittal, as though the connection means nothing to her. 

'Well, don'tyou think that's a little strange? All of you living there at the same time, in the 
same place, then all of you ending up here-within months of each other?' She leans toward her, 
abandoning hercupcake and letting it drop in search of some answers. 

She just sips her blue drink and lifts her shoulders again, as though it's hardly worth going 
into, in the past she thought, to her, in through conversation. 

But Naddalin's solid, refusingto cave or do anythingthat might give it away. 

'Isthereanythingl should see while I'mthere?' Flavenasks, more to breakthetensionthan 
anythingelse. 'Anythingthatshouldn'tbe missed?' 

Naddalin squints, pretendingto think, even though the answercomes quickly. 


'All of France is worth seeing...yes is it not?' 




But you should definitely check out the Ponte Vecchio, which is the first bridge to cross the 
Arno River and the only one left standing afterthe war- were everinch of Franceswas cover in their 
blood. 


Oh, and we must visit the Galleria dell' Accademia which houses Michelangelo's David among 
other important works, and perhaps the-' 'Definitely hitting David,' Emmah says wanting this so badly. 

'We...yes, we're taking you to a girl- surprise!' 

'We did not want to tell you.' 

'As well as the bridge, and the famous II Duomo, and all the otheritems that make every 
travel guide top ten lists, but I am more absorbed in the smaller, off- the- beaten path kind of places- 
you know, where all the cool Florentines go. 

Naddalin was raving about the one place, I forget the name, but it's supposed to house some 
incomprehensible revitalization artifacts and paintings and stuff few people know about. 

Did you getanything like that?Orevenclubs, shopping, that kind ofthing?' 

Naddalin looks at her, gaze so intense it sends a chill down my spine. 

'Nothing offhand,' she says, trying to soften the look through hervoice betrays a definite 

edge. 


'Though any place that claims to house great art but isn't in the guidebook is probably a fake. 
The antiquities market is loaded with forgeries. 

You shouldn't waste your time on that when there are so many other, far more interesting 
things to see.' 

Haven shrugs, bored by the conversation and already back to texting again. 'Whatever,' she 
mumbles, thumbstappingquickly. 'No worries. Naddalin said she'd make me a list.' 

(Back home) 

'I'm amazed by the progress you've made - Dariez.' Naddalin smiles. 'You learned all on your 


own?' 



She nods, and gazing around the small, empty room, pleased with myself for the first time in 
weeks, when I walked into the tiny house. 

The moment Naddalin mentioned she wanted to rid the place of all the overly slippery 
furniture, that was cheapshe had filled it with during Naddalin's reign offear, I was on it, to make this 
place fit for to young lady's- all cute and such. 

Taking aim at each piece with such unchecked enthusiasm that-well-l'm not even sure where 
it went. All I know is it's no longerthere I wantto be- and she points at the old home she was half-grown 
in- and you were right. 

'Looks like you're no longer in need of my lessons. She shakes her head, saying you're 
wringing I needyou more nowthan ever.' 

'Don't be so sure.' I said back quickly. 

I turn, smiling as I push her dark wavy hair off her face with my newly gloved hand, hoping 
we'll getthat cure from Naddalin soon, or at least come up with a less hokey alternative. Darieza good 
kid... you'll do fine. 

'I have no idea where all this stuff even went-notto mentioned, how I can't possiblyfill up 
space, even more, when I have no clue where I am stashing all the stuff you used to have and me before 
gettingall this.' 

Reaching for her hand a second too late, and frowning as she walks over to the window -1 
feel as if I have lost my sister. 

'Thefurniture'-she gazes out at her manicured lawn, voice low and deep-' is right back where 
it started, what seemed likeforeverago, yet was only about a year. 

'I don't like change-'she said-out of breath. 

Returned to its original state of pure vibrating energy with the potentialto become anything 
at all. She looks in the glass ball- and see her new life coming. 

And as for the rest-' She shrugs, the strong lines of hershoulders rising everso slightly before 
settling again. 'Well, it hardly matters anymore, does it? I've no need of it now.' 



I stare at her back, taking in her lean form, her casual stance. Doubting how she could be so- 
o blase in reclaiming the precious artifacts other past... -The pictures of herin the plain pink dresses 
back in the day, the astride a rearing white stallion-notto mention all the other amazing relics dating 
back centuries. 

'Nonetheless, those objects are priceless, see her life now within mine forever! You have to 
getthem, back didn'tyou? They can never be replaced, yetyou can with new lives, can't you?' 

'It's all energy!'She squeals. 




'Ever SO, relax. It's just stuff.' Her voice firm, resigned, as she turns toward me again. 'None 
of it has any real meaning. The only thing that means anything is you.' 

And even though the sentiment is undeniably sweet and heartfelt, it does not affect me in 
the way that it should. 

The only thing she seems to care about these days is apologizing for her karma and me. 'But 
that's where you're wrong. It's not just stuff- too.' 

Oh, I sorry, I felt so bad hugging her from the one side. 

And while I'm perfectly fine with those in habiting the number one and two spots on her list, 
the problem is the rest of the page is blank. 

I move toward her, voice wiles, wheedling, hopingto reach herand make her listen the time. 

And just like that, my mind is ripped into anothertime and place... 

(Back into a week into the trip) 

It's history for God's sake, we need to get books and have them signed, it was said this man 
write 30 books in one year, yeti am not sure if he was still alive! I so he would beoverOO now, you can't 
just shrug it off as though it's nothing more than a box of old tired books, of tired old objects you donate 
to Goodwill, I thoughtthey were worth remembering- like the one about a would lose without color or 
feeling, or the one about a girl that was fight for her place, as an equal-the youngest over her class.' 


Look at this thing the covers are all tattered, and the pages small. 



She then looks at me, gazes softening as she trails the tip of her gloved finger from my 
temple to my chin. 'I thought you hated my 'dusty old room' as you once called it.' 

'People change, and so did I.' I shrug, thankabout that askingwhy? 

Wishing, not forthe first time, that she'd change backto the Naddalin, I knew before she was 

her- 


'And speakingof change, why are you so freaked by my's trip to France?' 

Noting the way, her hardens at the mere mention of the word. 

'Is it because of the whole Flavenand Nevaeh-become Naddalin thingof rememberingthe 
past-and not wantingto? The connection you don'twant herto knowabout?' 

Yet, were there the good times-1 don't know...? She thought... 

She looks at me for a moment, lips parting, about to speak, then she turns away and 
mumbles insanely, 'I'm hardly what you'd call freaked.' 

'You knowwhat...? 

You're absolutely right. 

Fora normal person, that was hardly whatyou'd call freaked. 

But for the girl who's always the coolest, calmest one in the room-all it takes is the slight 
narrowing of your eyes and the most minute clenching of your jaw to know you're upset.' 

She sighs, eyes searching mine as she moves toward me again. 'You saw what happened in 
France.' She then squints. 'Despite all its virtues, it's also a place of unbearable memories, ones I'd 
rather not explore.' 

I swallow hard shaking looking into her past- like a faded movie, rememberingthe images 
with her, I viewed in looking deep into her memories, lost in her mind, 'like a penny on the floor... 
worthless- my depression a sickness that keeps me, spring-like atop- my mind turning, my curse- or just 
my illusion? Until my death, until we part for betterorforworse- locked in your heart-shaped box 
forever, I thought or was thinking to note but decillions, what little time we spent lost in my mind 
forever-whatever never mind.' -Naddalin is hiding in a small dark cupboard, watching as her parent was 



murdered, seeing it along with me, she and I shared recalling the moment, back when she was in her 
playpen. 


By thugs' intent on obtaining the elixir-then later, abused as a ward of the church until the 
Black Plague sweptthrough France and herencouraged Haven and the rest of the orphans to drink the 
immortal juice, hoping only to heal and having no idea it would grant eternal life-and I can't help but 
feel like the world's worst girlfriend for bringing it up. 

'I prefer to focus on the present.' She nods, gesturing around the large empty room. 'And 
right now, I really need your help furnishingthe space. I am starting to really like a nice, clean, 
contemporary look when shoppingforhome decor. 

-And- 

Though-1 was thinking of leaving it more than empty, to really emphasize the size of the 
rooms-that is well very tiny after all, I suppose we should try-' I gasp, practically choking on the word as 
my voice raises several octaves at the end, thinkthat this girl is now a woman! 

'I'm selling the house- in a year and moving on with my life.' She shrugs. 'I thoughtyou would 
understand?' 

But- you can your one of us now... 

I gaze around, longing for that ancient velvet sofa with the lumpy cushions, knowing it would 
give the perfect landingfor when my body with I am so tired I collapse, and my head quietly explodes, 
for all the chatter-that it has to hear and there are no ways of to turn them off-they just keep babbling 
in my mind. I need to have a real-life with real- real- things you no- like all thing that is really- REAL, like 
real friendstoo, not justthefantasy world that you refuse to see that is not a reality. 

'Don'tlookso upset. Nothing's changed It'sjustahouse. Aseriouslyunderthe oversized 
house, I need to move on from. And just like that she was gone and said okay if that is whatyou want 
Dariez... and Naddalin vanished right before her eyes. Nonetheless, I just stand there instead, 
determined to keep ittogether. Gazing at my ridiculously gorgeous girlfriend of the last years as though 
it's the first time we've met. Besides, I have needed allthe space anyway, I have a new boyfriend, asyou 
may or may not know me and Stan are going to have a baby, they're nevergoingto be enough rooms or 
room forthree.' 



'And what exactly are you planningto replace it with, then? Atent?' 


'I just thought I'd move in with him, that's all.' Her gaze is pleading, begging me to 
understand, I did yet I thought she was throwing her new life away that I got for her, 'Nothing sinister. 
Ever-yet a way of what could be power-and taking my place someday-eve rone said the next. 'Nothing 
meantto hurt you, but I don't want it' 

I did not say-yeti thoughtyou're stuck with regardless, yourhexed, and atthat point, I was 
out of her mind-for good-yet them-them-they were in it forever, and I was not going to stop it now. 

I was studyingherclosely, wondering what is gotten into her, wanting to just say it was all 
over, and where they will end up without her-yet she said to me- he's looking for innocents and he has 
found it- so-ogo-o. 

'I mean, Naddalin, if you're seriously lookingfor a fight, I don't want it, why not just manifest 
something in your crazy head about how wrong I am and can go on? 

I flick my gaze over her, movingfrom her glorious heard of longish dark glossy hair to her 
perfect rubber flip-flop-shod feet, remembering how, not so long ago, I longed to be normal again, just 
like everyone else. But now that I'm getting used to my powers, I don't see the point. 

'What's this really about-1 thought?' I squint, feeling more than a little betrayed.' 

'I mean, you're the one whogot me here.' Oh, I was- mortified. 

You're the one who made me the- way-1 am. 

Right- and now that I'mfinally adjusted,you decide tojumpship? 

'Seriously! Why are you doing?' 

But instead of answering, she just closes hereyes. 

Projecting an image of the two of us laughing and happy, frolicking on a beautiful, black-sand 
beach- remember all the good times. Saying this is it... thanks for the memories. But I just shake my 
head and cross my arms tighter, refusing to play until my quest ions are answered, about her and them... 



She sighs and stares out the window of the tiny home for the last time looking back me with 
the sun shining brightly, then turning toward me when she says, 'I've already told you, my only recourse, 
my only way out of the hell making- as I should have, it all karma- and I want what I lost. 

And the only way to dothat is to relinquish the manifesting, the high life, the big-spending, 
and all the other extravagances- I've indulged myself in for the last hundred years, so I can live the life of 
an ordinary citizen, too. I understand. Honest, hardworking, and humble, with the same day-to-day 
struggles as anyone else- if not more-go forit.' 


Intermission- 


Your times are limited, so don't be it... living someone else's life, that is what my tombstone 
said along with 1991 to 2094, I haveseena century-yet stayed the age of 14, all those days after my 
own ending. 


Emmah~ 


Part: 15 

Portion: 1 

I stare at her, replaying her words in my head, hardly believingwhat I just heard. 'And how 
exactly are you planning to do that?' I squint. 'Seriously. In your one century of living, have you ever 
even held a real job?' 

But even though I'm dead soberand not at all joking, she throws her head back and laughs 


like I was. 



Eventually calming down enough to say, 'You reliably think no one will hire me?' 

'I could have had a job if I wanted to but, back home how-and when could I have-you're 
working for a town that thinks your less then they, in every way you could think of, the kids you work 
with don't like you and their dad that is now your boss thinks you're a waste of life; so get a job-yah- 
right.' 


She shakes her head and laughs even harder. 'Forever, please. Don't you think I've been 
around long enough to have improved a few skills?' 


1%/ ^ 


I Start to respond, wantingto explain that while it's truly remarkable to watch her paint, 
better than Picasso with one hand while at the same time outdoing Van Gogh with the other by cutting... 
I really don'tthink that'll help her land that coveted barista position at the Starbucks on the corner, yet 
something about girls well neverchange, just like every girl has that one boy that is her bitch, and I get 
that I had mine and she now has hers...so-ol 

Nonetheless, before I can say it, she's standing beside me, moving with such speed and grace 
all I can manage is, 'Well, for someone who'sturned herbackon hergifts, you still move awfullyfast, for 
a girl that doesn'twantto see any more of herpast even if it's showing in the painting.' 

Aware ofthat warm wonderfultingle swarming-turningand swimminglike within my skin as 
she slips her arms around my waist and pulls me close to her chest, carefully circumventing skin-on-skin 
contact, yet it could not be helped. 

-And- 

'Besides whatabouttelepathy?' 

I, myself murmur. 

Thinking-Your mind spends about 70% of its time replaying memories and creating scenarios 


of perfect moments. Waiting- like a painting- is linked to depression, attimes- and shows the picture 
within. Time spent waiting for something that may never happen is mentally painful. The best feeling in 
the world is knowing that you actually mean something to someone. This can literally add years to your 



life. Sometimes-good people make bad choices, ltdoesn't mean they are bad people; it means they're 
human. Yet we're nothuman. 

Thenthetalking started up- 

'Are you planning to ditch that too- for your B*TCH?' 

So, overcome by her juxtaposition, I can barely eke outthe words. 

'I've no plans to ditch anythingthat brings me closer to you,' she says, gaze on mine, steady 

and still. 


'As for the rest-' SHE- shrugs, glancing around the large empty space before finding me again. 
And 'Tell me, what matters more, NEVER- Ever?The size of my house or the size of my heart?' 

I bite my lip and advert my gaze, the truth of herwords leftmefeelingsmall and ashamed- 
like first time sex-when your 13, andean now consent. 

I swallow hard,focusingon anything but her, thinking back on my life and all the flashbacks 

come. 


It's not that I care about her past, I mean, if I want those things then fine. I'll just clear them 
myself. An instant mood change from happy to sad usually indicates that you're missing someone, I have 
noticed... 


Even so then again even though they are n't important-THERE LIKE- JUST- moments lost in 
time, if I'm going, to be honest, then I have to admit they were part of the preliminary attraction-adding 
to hersleek, shiny, mysterious persona, that lured me in right away. Then when I finally am held at her 
again, standing before me, stripped bare of all the usual dazzle and flash, honed down to the very 
essence of who SHE really is, I realize she's still the same, warm, wonderful girl that she's been all along. 

Which just proves her point even more. None of that other stuff really matters. None of it 
has anythingto do with hersoul at all. 

I smile, suddenly rememberingthe one place where we can be together-safe and secure and 


protected from harm. 



Reaching for her gloved hand as I grasp it in mine, saying, 'Come on, I want to show you 
something,' and pulling heralong. 

At first, I was concerned she'd refuse to visit a place that not only requires a certain amount 
of magic for entry, butthat is nothing but magic once you arrive. 

Formerlyjustafterlanding in that vastsweet-smellingfield,shewipesthe BUTT of herjeans 
and offers her hand, gazing all around as SHE says, 'Wow, I don't think I was ever able to make the 
portal so-o quickly.' 

'Please, you're the one who taught me.' 

I smile, gazing at the meadow of pulsating flowers and shiveringtrees, noting how everything 
here is reduced to its absolute purestform of beauty and energy. 

I tilt my head back, closing my eyes against the warm hazy glow, that she makes with me 
within the shimmering mist of the day. 

Rememberingthe last time, I was here, how I danced with a manifest Naddalin in the very 
same field, delaying the moment when I'd have to let go. 




'So, you're okay with being here?' I ask, unsure just how far the ban on magic outspreads. 
'You're not mad?' I WANTTO MAKE SURE THAT SHE \S comfortable '. 

She then shakes her head and takes my hand. 

'I nevergrowtired of seeingTHIS world WITH ITS UNWORLDLY COLORS AND CREATURES.' 

It's a display of loveliness and potential in its unadulterated form.' 

We make our way through the pasture, sustained by the grass just under our feet as our 
fingers graze the tops of golden wild-flowers, that bend and sway alongside us. 

Knowing anything is possible in the wonderful place, anything at all, including just maybe-us. 

'I missed them... everything...' 


She leers, gazing all around... 



'Notthat I reminisce about the last few weeks without it, even still, it seems like such a long 
time since we were last here-just like this.' 

'It felt strange coming withoutyou,' I say, leading hertoward a beautiful Balinese-style 
bathhouse balanced beside the blue-green tinted stream. 

'Though I did discovera whole other side I can't wait to showyou. Only later- not now.' 

I push the gossamer pink fabric aside and plop onto the soft white cushions, smiling as 
Naddalin lands right beside me, the two of us lying side by side, gazing up at the decoratively carved 
coconut beams. 

Heads together, the soles of our feet just a few inches shy-the results of my elixir-fueled 
growth spurt. 

'What is the...?' 

Sheturns onto herside... 

And then I draw the curtains closer with my mind to me and her. Keen to shut out all that 
environsshe and I, so-o we can enjoy ourown private space. 

'I saw one on the cover of a travel magazine featuring some exotic resort, and I liked it so 
much I thoughti wouldappearone.You know,sowecould hangout-and-stuff.' 

I prevent my gaze, heart racing, face blushing, knowing I'm quite possibly the most pathetic 
seductress she's met in herone hundred years. 

Nonetheless, she just giggles, pulling me so close we just nearly touch. 

Separated only by the slimmestveil of shimmeringenergy, a pulsating screen that hovers 
between us-allowingusto be near without harming each other. 

I close my eyes, surrendering to the wave of warmth and tingle as our bodies come together. 
Two hearts pumping in perfect unison, reaching, and retreating, expanding and retracting, the tempo 
perfectly synchronized as though beating as one. 



Everything about it feels so good, so natural, so right, I snuggle closer. Nestling my face in the 
hollow where hershouldermeets herneck, longingto taste hersweetskin and inhale herwarm 
perfumed scent. A 

A low moan absconding from deep in her throat as I close my eyes and press into her hips, 
my tongue tipped toward herskin, only to have her spring from my reach so fast I'm met with a 
mouthful of the cushion. 

I scrambled upright, seeinghermovesoquickly she'sreducedtoa blur. Stoppingonly when 
she's safely ensconced on the otherside of the curtain, eyes blazing, body trembling, as I beg her to tell 
me what occurred. 

I move nearher, wantingto aid. 

But then again, just as I get close, she moves, yet, again handheld before her, observation 
cautioning me away. 

'Don'ttouch me,' SHE says. 'Please, stay right where you are. Don't come any closer.' 

'But why?' 

My voice is hoarse, uneven, handstremblingby my side as if I was feeling my old, ways and 
old life-AS it waswhen I was getting older- nota younggirl any longer. 

'Did I do somethingwhere I was mistaken in doing so? 

I justthought-well-since we're here-and since nothing bad can happen-l just thought it would 
be okay- if we maybe tried to- re-kindle in some kind of reconciliations.' 

'Never- Ever, it's notthat it was's-' she shakes herhead, hereyesdarkerthan I've everseen 
them-forbeingsky blue. 

So dark the irises are indistinguishable from the pupils, blendingright in. 'And who says 
nothing bad can happen here?' Hertone so edgy, gaze so harsh, it's clear she'straveled a very long way 
from her usual state of infallible calm. 

I swallow hard and stare at the ground, feelingfoolish, ridiculous to think I was so desperate 
to be with my girlfriend, I risked taking her life- if I do- if they know- if they... 



-And- 


'I guess I just assumed...' 


'I'm sorry.' 

My voice fades, knowing very we II what happens when one assumes. I don't know what to 
say.' Not only do you make an ass out of you and me, but in the case, that very same you just might end 
up deadforthe final time with no more lives given to you. 

'I-I guess that-1 didn'tthink it through and then I shake my head, knowing it's completely 
insufficient consideringthe life-and-death circumstances we're in. 

I mean, if we're not safe here, then where? I pull my shoulders in, wrapping my arms around 
my waist, trying to make myself smaller, so small I'll disappearfrom hersight. 

And yet, I can't help but wonder precisely what kind of bad thing could happen in a place 
where magic comes easily, and wounds are healed promptly. 

Naddalin looks at me, answeringthe thought in my head whenshesays, 'School contains the 
possibility of all things. So far, we've only seen the light, butwho'sto say there's nota dark side? Maybe 
it's not at all whatwe think.' 

I gaze at her, remembering when I first met Neville and Rayne and how they said something 
similar. Watching as she manifestsa beautifully carved wood bench, then motionsforme to sit. 

'Come,' she nods, urging me toward her as I take a seat at the far end, not wanting to get too 
close and risk setting heroff again. 

'There's something you need to see something you need to understand. So please just close 
youreyesandclearyourmind of any random thoughts and clutter as bestyou can. Keepingyourself 
open and receptive to any visions I send. Can you do that?' 

I nod... 

My eyesshuttight... 

I was doing my bestto sweep my mind of such thoughts as-What is going on I thought, and 


thoughtmore pondering? Isshe mad at me-or just mad? 



Unquestionably, she's mad at me-1 know it! 


How could I be so stupid? But how mad is she beyond? Is it possible to change her mind and 
start overagain? My usual paranoid play-list set on permanent repeat. 

But even afterclearing it out and waiting forwhat feels like a reasonable amount of time, all I 
have gotten so far is a heavy void of dense solid black. 

'I don'tgetit,' I say, opening one eye, and peeking at her. 

Nonetheless, she justshakes herhead, eyesshuttight, brows merged in concentration, as 
she endurestofocuswith all hermight. 

'Listen,' she says then and there. 

'And look deep down inside.' 

'Just close youreyes and obtain.' 

I take a deep breath and try again, but still, all I get is a foreboding silence and the feeling of 
black emptyspace. 

'Urn, I'm really sorry,' I aware, not wanting to upset her but sure that I am missing the point. 

'I'm not getting much of anything otherthan silence and darkness.' 

'Faithfully,' she whispers, unfazed by my words. 'Now please, take hold of my hand and go 
deeper, delve pastthe surface usingall yoursenses, then tell me what you see.' 

I take a deep breath and do as she asks me to do, reaching for her hand, and pushing past 
the solid wall of the dark. 

...But all- I get is more of the same. 

Pending- 

While waiting for- 

I'm sucked into a black hole, limbs flailing, unable to stop or slow down. Free-falling into the 
darkness, my horrible high-pitched scream the only sound. 



Andjustas I'm sure that the fall has noend-it stops.The Shriek...The fall... It... all. 


Everything... 

Leaving me to hang there, released, and suspended. Completely alone in the solitary place 
with no beginningor end. 

Lost in the dark and dismal abyss with no trace of light coming in. Abandoned in the infinite 
void, a lost and lonely world of permanent midnight. The horrifying comprehension slowly dawning on 
me-the is where I live now. 

Hell, with no escape...! 


-Then- 

I try to run, scream, cry for help but it's no use. 

I'mfrozen, paralyzed, unable to speak-completelyaloneforall of infinity. 

Expressly held apart from everything I know and love-cut off from everything that exists. 

Knowing I've no choice but to surrenderas my mind goes blank and my body limp. 

There's no use in fighting when no one can save me. 

I stay like that, solitary, eternal, a shadowy aware ness creeping upon me, tugging from a 
place just outside of my reach- 

'Till- 

Pending- 

I am tugged out of that hell and into Naddalin's arms, relieved to see her beautiful, anxious 
face hoveringoverme. 

'I'm so sorry I thought I'd lost you-l thoughtyou'd nevercome back!' She cries, holding me 
tight, hervoice like a sob in my ear. 



I cling to her, body shaking, her art racing, clothes drenched with sweat. Never have felt so 
isolated before-so disconnected from everything. From every-living-thing. Hugging hertighter, unwilling 
to let go, my mind connecting with her, asking why she chose to put me through that. 

She pulls away, cupping my face in her hands as her eyes search mine. 'I'm sorry. I was not 
trying to punish you, or harm you in any way. I only wanted to showyou something, somethingyou 
needed to experience firsthand to understand.' 

I nod, not trusting my voice. Still shaken by an experience so awful it felt like the death of my 

soul. 


'My God r Her eyes widen. 'That's it! That is exactly what it is. The soul ceases to exist!' 

'I don't understand,' Isay, voice hoarse, shaky. 'What was that horrible place?' 

She looks away, fingers squeezing mine when she says, 'The future, the eternal abyss I'd 
thought was meant only for me that I'd hoped was meant only for me...' She closes her eyes and shakes 
her head. 'But now I know better. Now I know that if you are not careful, extremely careful-you'II go 
there too.' 


I look at her, starting to speak, but she cuts me off before -1 can get to the words. 'The past 
few days I've been getting these flashes-glimpses, really- of various moments from my past-both distant 
and near.'She looks at me, carefully searching my face. 

'But the moment we came here-' Hergestures around. 'It started trickling back, slowly at first 
until it all came surgingforth, including the moments I was underNaddalin'scontrol. 

I also relived my death. Those few brief moments after you broke through the circle before 
you had me drinkthe antidote, as you know, I was dying. I watched my entire life flash before me, a 
hundred years of unchecked vanity, narcissism, selfishness, and greed. 

Like an endless reelof all my actions, every misdeed that I had done-accompanied by the 
impact I had on the mentaland physical effectof my mistreatment of others. 


And though there were a few decent acts here and there, the majority, well, it amounted to 
centuries of me focusing on nothing but my own self-interest, giving very little thought to anything or 



anyone else. Focusing solely on the physical world to the detriment of my soul. Leaving me no doubt I 
was right all along, my karmas to blame for what we're goingthrough now.' 

She shakes herhead and meets my gaze with such unflinching honesty-1 wantto reach out 
and touch her, hold her, tell herit will all be okay. But instead, I stay put, sensingthere is more and it is 
aboutto get worse. 

'Then, now of my death, instead of coming here-' Hervoice cracks but her forces herself to 
continue. 'I-I wenttoa place the exactopposite of them. 

A place so dark and cold it is more like a home then I wanted it to be or thought it could be. 
Experiencingthe same thing you just did. Solitary, suspended, alone-leftto stay that way forall of 
eternity.' She looks at me, willing me to understand. 'It was exactly like you felt. It was as though I was 
isolated, soulless-with no connection to anything or anyone else.' 

I stare into her eyes, an ominous chill blanketing my skin, never having seen her so tired, so 
jaded, so-regretful-before. 

'And now I understand the very thing that's escaped me all these years-' 

I pull my kneesto my chest, shieldingmyself from whatevercomes next. 

'Only our physical bodies are immortal. Our souls are most certainly not.' 

I avert my gaze, unable to look at her, unable to breathe. 

'The is the future you're facing. The one I've granted you, if, God forbid, anything should 
happen, that is.' 

My fingers instinctively fly to my throat, remembering what Naddalin said about my 
compromised chakra, my lack of discernment and weakness, wondering if there is some way to guard it. 
'But how can you be sure?' I look at her as though caught in a dream, some horrible nightmare with no 
way to escape. 

'I mean, there's a good chance you're wrong since it happened so fast. So that was just a 
temporary state. You know, as I broughtyou back to life so fast you didn't have time to make the trip 
here.' 



She shakes her head, her gaze meeting mine when she says, 'Tell me. Ever, what did you see 


when you died? How did you spend those few moments between the time when your soul left your 
body and I returned you to life?' 

I swallow hard and look away, gazing at the trees, the flowers, the crystal- clear stream 
flowing nearby-remembe ring that day I found myself in the very same field. 

So, taken by its heady fragrance, its shimmering mist, the all-encompassing fee I of 
unconditional love, I was tempted to linger forever, neverwantingto leave. 

'The reason you didn't see the abyss is that you were still mortal. You had died a mortal's 
death. Nevertheless, the moment I had you drink from the elixir, granting you infinite life, everything 
changed. Instead of eternity in School or the place beyond the bridge-the Shadowland became your 
fate.' 


She shakes her head and looks away, so deeply mired in her private world of regret I am 
afraid I will neverreach heragain. But just as quickly hereyes meet mine when she says,'We can live an 
eternity in the earth plane, you and I together. But if something should happen, if one of us should die-' 
she shakes her head. 'The abyss is where we'll go, and we'll never see each other again.' 

I start to speak, desperate to refute it, tell her here's wrong, but I can't. It is of no use. All I 
mustdo is lookinto her eyesto see the truth. 

'And as much as I believe in the powerful heralding magic of the place-just look at the way it 
heralded my memory-' she shrugs and shakes her head. 

'I can't afford togive in, no matterhowsafe my desire foryou may seem. Itis too risky. 
Besides we've no impervious it will be any different here than on the earth plane. It is a gamble I cannot 
afford to take. Not when I need to do everything! can to keep you safe.' 

'Keep me innocuous?' I gape hard. 'You're the one who needs saving! Itis my fault all the 
happened in the first place! If I had not-' 


'Always, please,' She says, voice harsh, willing me to listen. 



'You're in no way to blame. When I thinkabout the way I've lived-the things I've done-' She 
shakes her head. 'I deserve nothing better, and if there was any inquiry that my karma was to blame, 
well, I thinkit ends here. 

I havespentthe better part of hundred years devoting myself to physical pleasure and 
neglecting my soul-and the is the result-the wake-up call, and inopportunely, I have dragged you along. 

So-o makes no mistake, my concern is for you and you only. You are my only priority. My life 
is only important in that-1 stay well long enough to protect you from Naddalin and whoever else she 
might hurt. And that means we can never be together. Never. It's a risk we can't take.' 

I turn toward the stream, a thousand thoughts storming my brain. Besides even though I 
heard everything she just said, even though I qualified the gorge for myself, I still would not change 
what I am. 


'And the otherorphans?' 

I whispered, remembering how I counted seven, including Naddalin at one point. 'What 
happenedtothem? Doyou know if they turned evil like Naddalin and Haven?' 

Naddalin shrugs, rising from the bench and pacing before me. 'I always assumed they were 
too old and feeble by now to ever pose a real threat. 

That is what happens after the first one hundred years-you age-some yet slower than the 
rest. And the only way to reverse the process is to drink the tonic again if you want an end. 

My guess is that Haven amassed it while we were dating and slipped it to Naddalin who 
eventually learned howto make her own and then passed it to the other.'She then shakes her head 
more. 


'So that's where Haven is now,' I whimper, overcome with remorse when I realize the truth. 
No matter how evil she was, she did not deserve that. Nobody does. 'I sent her here-and-now she's-' I 
shake my head, unable to finish. 

'It wasn'tyou who did it, it was me.' 

She fills the space beside me, sitting so close there is only a sliverof energy pulsating 


between us. 



'The momenti made heran immortal, I sealed herfate.' 


I was not sure she wanted it or not, yet it was for the best I thought and my selfishness. 

'Just like I did yours.' 

I swallow hard, reassured by her warmth along with her wantingto assure me that-1 am truly 
not responsible forsending my number-one enemy through all my lives straight into that hell. 

'I'm so sorry,'she whispers, gazes full of remorse. 

'I'm sorry-1 complicated you in any of them. I should have leftyou alone should have walked 
a longtime ago. You would've beensomuch betteroff if you'd nevermetme-' 

I shake my head, unwilling to even visit that place, it is far too late for looking back or 
second-guessing. 'But if we're destined to be together-then maybe she isourfate.' Knowing herstays 
unconvinced the second I read hercountenance. 

'Or maybe I've forced something that was never meant to be.'She frowns and looks down. 
'Did you everthink of that?' 

I look away, taking in the surrounding beauty, knowing words alone can never-ever change 
any of them, the only action can help; and fortunate for us, I know just where to begin. 

I stand, pulling herup alongside me as I say, 'Come on. We don't need Naddalin-don'tneed 
anyone-1 to knowjustthe place!' 

We head forthe Countless Halls of Learning... 

Stoppingjustshy of its steepmarble steps asl peerat her, wondering(eagerl) hercansee 
what I see-the ever-changingfa?ade that is needed forentry. 

'So, you really did find it,' she says, voice tinged with awe as we watch the revolving 
collection of the most sacred and beautiful places on Earth. 

The Great Pyramids of Giza, the Taj Mahal morphing into the Parthenon, which turns into the 
Lotus temple, which becomes and soon. Our mutual acknowledgment of its beauty and wonder 
allowing us into the grand marble hall lined with elaborately carved columns straight out of ancient 
Greektimes. 



Things I neverthought of living in a small town that was the worldto me,yetmore to them. 
Naddalin gazes around, face a mask of absolute wonderas she takes it all in. 'I haven't been here since-' 


I peerat her, holding my breath, dyingto knowthe details of the last time she was here. 
'Since, I came to find you.' 

I squint, unsure whatthat means. 

'Sometimes-' She looks at me. 'I was lucky enough to just happen upon you, ending up in the 
same place at just the right time. Though often I'd have to wait a few years before it was proper to 
meet.' 


'You mean you were spying on me?' I gape, hoping it was not as creepy as it sou nds. 'When I 

was a kid?' 


She cringes, averting hergaze when she says, 'No, not spying. Never- Ever. Please. What do 
youtake me for?'She laughs and shakes herhead. 'Itwas more like keepingtabs. 

Patiently waiting until the time was right. Nevertheless, the last few times when I was unable 
to find you, no matter how hard I tried and believe me, I tried, living like a wanderer, itinerantfrom 
place to place, sure I'd lost you forever-1 decided to come here. And I ran into some friends who showed 
me the way.' 

'Neville and Rayne.' I nod, neither hearing nor seeing the answer in her head, but somehow 
sensing it is true. Overcome by an immediate rush of guilt for failing to even think of them until now. 
Notevenwonderinghowthey might be, where they might be, until a second ago. 

'You knowthem?' She squints, surprised. 

I press my lips together, knowing I will have to tell her the rest of the story, the parts I had 
hoped to abandonment. 

'They led me here too-' I pause, taking a deep breath and looking away, preferringto take in 
the room than meet herquizzical gaze. 'They were at Ava's-orat least Rayne was. Neville was out-' I 
shake my head and start again. 'She was outtrying to help you when you-' 



I close my eyes and sigh, deciding to just show her instead. Everything. All of it. Including the 
parts, I was too ashamed to put it into words. Projecting the events ofthat day until there are no more 
secrets between us. Letting her know how hard they fought to save her, while I was too stubborn, 
refusingto listen. 

But instead of being upset as I feared, she places her hands on my shoulders, gazing at me 
with forgiveness as she thinks, what is done is done. We must move forward, there is no looking back. 

I swallow hard and meet her gaze, knowing she is right. It is time to get started, but where to 

begin? 


'It's better if we split up.' Her nods, her words a surprise to my ears, and I'm just about to 
speak when she adds, 'Ever, think about it. You're trying to find something to reverse the effects of the 
elixir I drank, while I'm trying to save you from the Shadowland, not the same thing.' 

I sigh, disappointed but have to agree. 'I guess I'll see you back at the house then. My house, 
if that's okay?' I place my hand over herand give it a squeeze, reluctantto revisit her depressingly 
barren room and unsure where she stands on the whole karma curse thing now that her memory is 
returned. 


And no soonerhasshe nodded and closed hereyesthatshe vanishes from sight. 

So, I take a deep breath and close my eyestoo, thinking: I need help. I have made a huge and 
horrible mistake and I do not know what to do. I need to either find an antidote to the antidote- 
something that will reverse the effects of what Naddalin's done-orfind a way to get to her, convince her 
to cooperate with me-butonly in a way that will not need me to- um-seriously compromise myself in a 
wayl am notcomfortable with... if you knowwhat I mean... 

Focusing my intention, replayingthe words repeatedly. Hoping it will grant access to the 
Akashic Records, the permanent record of everythingthat has is or everwill be done. Praying-1 will not 
be shut out again like the last time-1 was here. 

But the time, when I hearthat familiar buzz, instead of the usual long hallway leading to a 
mysterious room, I find myself right smack in the middle of a cineplex, its lobby empty, snackbar 
abandoned, with no clue of what I should do a set of double doors opens before me. 



I step into a dark theater with sticky floors, worn seats, and the scentof buttery popcorn 
permeatingthe air. Squeezingdownthe aisle and choosingthe best seat in the house,the one halfway 
down and dead center, I prop my feet on the chair just before me as the lights go dim and a big tub of 
popcorn appears in my lap. Watching the red drapes retract as the large crystal screen begins to flicker 
and flare in a profusion of images that quickly race past. 

But instead of the solution I had hoped for, all I get is a series of clips from movies I have 
already seen. Resulting in a homemade montage of my family's funniest moments, lifted straight from 
my old life in Oregon and unfoldingto a soundtrackthat only Riley could make. 

Portion: 2 

Watching a clip of Riley and me, both of us hamming it up on a homemade stage in ourden, 
dancing and lip-synching for an audience consisting of our parents and dog. Soon followed by an image 
of Buttercup, oursweetyellow lab. Tongue straining toward hernose, licking like mad, trying to getto 
the chunk of peanutbutterRiley had dabbedthere. 

And even though it is not at all what I had hoped for, I know it is important all the same. Riley 
promised she would find a way to communicate with me, assuring me that just because-1 cannot see 
heranymore does not mean she is not still around. 

So, I push my quest aside and sink down into my seat. Knowingshe is sitting beside me, silent 
and unseen. Wantingto share the momenttogether, two sisters sharing the home-movie version of 
what used to be. 

By the time I make it back to my room, Naddalin is waiting, sitting on the edge of my bed, 
cradling a small satin pouch in the palm of her gloved hand. 




'How long was I gone?' I asked, plopping down beside her as I squint at my bedside clock and 
figure the math. 

'There's no time in School,' she reminds me. 'But on the earth plane. I'd say you were gone 


fora while. Did you learn anything?' 



I think aboutthe home movies I watched, Riley's version of 'The Bloom Family's Funniest 


Videos,' then I shake my head and shrug. 'Nothing useful. You?' 

Fler smiles, handing overthe silk pouch as she says, 'Open and see.' 

I pull on the drawstring, slip a finger inside, and retrieve a black silk cord bearing a cluster of 
colorful crystals held together by thin gold bands. Watching it catch and reflect the light as I dangle it 
before me, thinking it is beautiful if not a bit odd. 

'It's a charm,' she says, watching me carefully as I take in the individual stones, each of them 
bearing a different shape, size, and color. 

'They've been worn through the ages and are said to hold magical properties for heralding, 
protection, prosperity, and balance. Though the one, being created solely for you, is heavy on the 
protection ele ment since that's what you need.' 

I look at her, wondering how they could possibly harp. Then I remember the crystals I used to 
make the antidote that saved her, and how it really could've worked- if Naddalin had not tricked me into 
adding my blood to the mix. 

'It's completely unique, assembled and crafted with your own personal] ourney in mind. 
There is not anotherone like it, not anywhere. I know it doesn'tsolve ourproblem, but at least it'll hurt.' 

I squint at the bundle of rocks, unsure what to say. Just about to slip it over my head and give 
it a go, when she smiles and says, 'Allow me...' Gathering my long hair and draping it over my shoulder 
as she reaches behind me and secures the small golden clasp, before tucking it under my tee where no 
one can see. 

'Is it a secret?' I ask, expectingthe crystals to feel cold and hard against my skin and 
astonished to find themquite warm and comforting instead. 
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She brushes my hair back over my shoulder, letting it fall just shy of my waist. 'No, it's not a 
secret. Though you probably should n't flaunt it either. I have no idea just how far Naddalin's advanced, 
so it's betternotto draw herattentionto it.' 



'She knows aboutthe chakras/ I say, seeingthe surprise in hergaze and choosingto omit the 
fact that she's actually responsible forthat. Having unwittingly revealed all kinds of secrets while under 
Naddalin's spell. She feels bad enough already, so there is no reason to make it any worse. 

I tap my fingers against the amulet beneath my shirt, surprised by how solid it feels from the 
outside, compared to the inside,the part that restson myskin. 'But whataboutyou? Don'tyou need 
protection too?' Watching as she unearths a similar amulet from under her long-sleeved tee, smiling as 
she dangles it before me. 'How come yours looks so different?' I ask, squinting at the clusterof sparkling 
stones. 


'I told you, no two are alike. Just like no two people are alike. I've got my own issues to 
overcome.' 

'You have issues?' I laugh, though seriously wonderingwhatthey could possibly be, she is 
good at everything she does. And I mean everything. 

She shakes herhead and laughs, a wonderfulsound I do not getto hear nearly enough 
anymore. 'Believe me. I've got my share,' she says, laughing again. 

'And you're sure these will keep us safe?' I press it against my chest, noticing how it feels like 
a part of me now. 

'That's the plan.' She shrugs, getting up from the bed and heading for the door as she adds, 
'But, Ever, please do us both a favor and try notto put it to the test, okay?' 

'What about Naddalin?' 

I ask, taking in her long, lean form as she rests against the jamb. 'Don'tyou think we should 
come up with a plan? Find a way to get her to give us what we need and be done with all the?' 

Naddalin looks at me, gaze narrowed on mine. 'There's no plan, NEVER- Ever. Engaging with 
Naddalin is exactly what she wants. We're betteroff findinga solution on our own, without relying on 
her.' 


'But how? Everything we've tried so far has been a total bust.' I shake my head. 'And why 
should we run ourselves ragged, searching for answers, when Naddalin'salready admitted to having the 
remedy? She said all I have to do is pay the right price and he'll hand it over- how hard can that be?' 



'And you're willing to pay her price?' Naddalin asks, voice steady and deep as her dark eyes 


sweep mine. 

I avert my gaze, cheeks hatingto a thousand degrees. 'Of course notl Orat least not the price 
that you thinki' I bring my knees to my chest and wrap my arms around them. 'It's just-' I shake my head, 
frustrated at havingto plead my case. 'It'sjustthat-' 

'She wants to divide us, make us question each other, break us apart. She also wants usto go 
after her and start a war. 

'NEVER- Ever, the is exactly what Naddalin wants.' Herjaw tightens, herfeatures harden, 
before meeting my gaze and softeningagain. 

Then while I promise to do everything in my powerto protectyou, you must help me - and 
hertoo. You've no motive to trust her, she will lie, operate, and make no mistake, it's a very dangerous 
game that she plays. 

You should promise you will stay away from her, ignore all hertaunts, and will not rise to her 
bait. I will find a solution. Figure somethingout. Just please, look to me for the answers, not Naddalin, 
okay?' 


I switch my gaze back to her, an idea beginningto form-one that might work. I press my lips 
together and look away, wondering why I should promise any of that when the cure is right there forthe 
taking. Besides, I am the one who caused the situation. I am the one who got us into the mess. So, I 
should be the one to get us both out. 'So, we're clear about Naddalin?' She tilts her head and lifts her 
brow, unwilling to leave until I consent. 

I nod, just barely, but still enough to convince her to head down the stairs so fast I cannot 
distinguish her form. The only hint of her having been here are the stones against my chest and the 
single red tulip herlefton the bed. 

Thinking in my head it has happened my prophecies-the country with the flag with the star 
re member that, launched rockets of war for our homeland in the USA, makes me glad to be where I am 
at, and remember the one that has fought and died for us, like Kristen I Now she is out there fighting 
with them the man and strong woman, yet once more in a new life, as one of us... the USA, it turns on 



the rest of the world, and they are turning on us. I foresee a day when like all just become nothing but 
impressions of just that... imitations! 


Part: 16 

'NEVER- Ever?' 

Since as nice as it is lying beside Naddalin, the beat of our hearts connecting as one, 
eventually, it is just not enough. It will never- EVER- NEVER- EVER be enough. I want a normal 
relationship with my immortal boyfriend - NOTAGIRL! As you could think she is missing something is 
that I need and want- is she not? One with no walls. 

Oh, yes boy-and I will pretty much stop at nothing to get it... One where I can truly enjoy the 
feel of skin as opposed to the way I rememberit in my head. 

(3 hours later, aftersleepingin the same bed in the same room, drooling on one anotheras 
we sleep, our-ta-dur- obviously.) 

'Did you eat yet?' 

She places her hand on my shoulder as she peers at the screen -1 was working on my next 
part of my life's to story-to add to the book- in my own words, hoping my words would stand the test of 
time like the girls before me, I find my story lackluster and boarding at times-yet it's the story of my life¬ 
like theirs. 


-And- 

Since I did not prepare, did notguard myself against hertouch, that is all it takestosee her 
version of the infamous girls stand before me, I was part of this all, which, unfortunately, is not so 
different from Milley'sversion-the two of them acting all happy and giddy, smiling at each other with an 
abundance of hope, yet still onthe inside nothing has changed. 

Then even though she seems really happy, and no doubt deserves to be happy especially 
afterall that I've putherthrough, I still comfort myself with the vision I had a few months back-the one 
where she clearly ends up with some cute boy she used to know-from back home when she goes back 
in time to relive-days gone by- like me too, always looking for more in the past than in the here and 
now-why? 



(THE QUESTION IS WHY?) 


Now I'm right back where I started. Soberand miserable. I guess by now I should know 
enough about the loss of realizing that you never really stop missing someoneyou just learn to live 
around the huge gaping hole of their absence. Just like Our past may shape us, but it does not define 
who we become if only that was tried for us. The only thing a person can ever really do is keep moving 
forward. Take that big leap forward without hesitation, without once looking back. Simply forgetthe 
past and forge toward the future. 

I'm egotistic, impatient and a little unconfident. I make mistakes, I am out of control and at 
times hard to grip. 

Nevertheless, if you can't grip me at my nastiest, then you sure as hell don't earn me at my 
finest-wondering if I should say or do something to temper her excitement since it is not like the little 
flirtation is going anywhere. Nonetheless, knowing I have already taken too big of a risk by outing myself 
to Milley, I do not say a word. I cannot afford to tip heroff too. 

I swivelaround in my chair, releasing myself from hergrip. 

Wanting to avoid seeing anything more than I already have, waiting for herenergy stream to 

fade. 


'Naddalin made me dinner,' I say, voice steady and low eventhough it is not exactlytrue. 
Unless you count the solution, I drank. 

She looks at me, gazes suddenly troubled as it narrows on mine. 'Naddalin?' She steps back. 
'Nowthere'sa name I haven't heard in a while.' 

I cringe, wishing I had not just put it out there like that. I should have broken her in slowly, 
gotten herusedto the idea of seeingheragain. 

'Doesthe mean you're back together?' 'Yeah, um, we're still-friendly.' I shrug. 'I mean, 
actually, we're more than friends, we're more like-' I shrug, allowing my hair to fall on my face so it is 
partially hidden. Graspinga chunkand twisting it around, pretendingto inspect forsplit endseven 
though I no longerget them. 



Dating and doomed-destined to spend an eternity in the abyss-madly in love but unable to 
touch- 'Well, yes, I mean, I guess you could say we're backtogetheragain.' Forcing a smile so wide my 
lips practically split down the middle, but holding it anyway, hoping it will encourage herto join in. 

'And you're okay with that?' 

She runs her hand through her long hair, a shade we used to share the same color until I 
started drinking the solution which turned mine even lighter-then her hers then perches on the edge of 
my bed, crosses her legs, and drops her portfolio onto the floor-four very bad signs that she is become 
peaceful in forone of her long, awkward talks. 

Hergaze moves over me, taking in my faded jeans, mywhitetanktop, searching for 
symptoms, hints, clues, telltale sign of adolescentdistress. 

Having only recently ruled out anorexia and or bulimia when my solution-fueled growth spurt 
added four inches to my height and bulked up my frame with a thin layer of muscle even though I never 
workout. 


But the time it's not my arrival that's got her unnerved, it's me-on-again-off-again- 
relationship with Naddalin, that is the issue. And even though that may be true, nothing about Naddalin 
and my relationship could ever be condensed into a chapter in a book. Having recently finished yet 
another parenting book claiming that a tumultuous relationship is a major cause for concern. 

Like she's somehow too old for you-or-' She shrugs, unable to place it. 'Don't get me wrong. 
Never- Ever, I like Naddalin, I do. 

She's nice and polite, and she's certainly very composed and yet, there's something about 
that cool self-assurance, something that seems rather odd fora young man her age. 

First, it was Haven with the whole telepathy thing, and now Jaylynn's taking issue with her 
maturity and poise. 

I push my hair off my face, so I can see her better. She's the second person today who's 
noticed something off about her about us. And even though it's easy enough to explain, the fact that 
they're even noticing in the first place is what worries me. 



'And while I know the re are only a few months between you, she somehow comes off as 
more experienced. Too experienced.' She shrugs. 'And I'd hate foryou to feel pressured into doing 
somethingyou're not quite ready for.' 

I press my lips together and try not to laugh, thinking about how she could not have gotten it 
more wrong. If I am the innocent maiden being chased by the big bad wolf, never imagining that I am 
the predator in the tale, dangerously pursuing my prey to the point of risking her life. 

'Since no matter what she may say, you are in control of you. Never- Ever. 

You are theonewhodecideswho, where,andwhen. And nomatterhowyou mayfeelabout 
her, or any boy for that matter, they have no right to push their agenda on-' 'It's not like that,' I tell her, 
cutting in before she gets any more embarrassing than it already has. 'Naddalin's not like that. She's a 
perfectgirl, an ideal girlfriend. Seriously,Jaylynn,you're way off course. Justtrustme on the one, okay?' 

She looks at me for a moment, brittle orange aura wavering, wantingto believe, unsure if she 

should. 


Then she picks up her bag and heads for the door, stopping]ust shy of it when she says, 'I 
was thinking-' 

I look at her, tempted to peek at her thoughts, despite my vow to never intentionally breach 
her privacy like that unless it has an emergency of course, which she clearly is not. 

'Since school is letting out soon even if we're back on Earth as normal-looking girls we still 
have to go to school as if were normal girls of our age, and since I have not heard you mention any 
summer plans, I thought it might be good for you to find a job, spend a few hours each day working at 
something.' 

'What doyou think?' 

'What doyou think of as normal?' 

What do I think...? 

I gape, with bugging eyes, mouth dry, at a complete loss for words... I was, well, I think I 
should have peered into your head, after all, think over your thoughts more than my own, for the reason 
that, clearly, she does succeed as a major agony calll 



'Nothingfull time or anything like that. There will be plenty oftime forthe beachand your 
friends. I just thought it would be good for you too-' 

'Isthe about money?' 

My mind reeling, frantic tofind a way out... 

If it is a simple matter of pitching in forthe mortgage and groceries, then I will gladly come 
up with whatevershe needs. 

Notevena day. Un-huh. Noway, hell, she can eventakewhatever'sleftof myparent'slife 
insurance policy forall I care, afterall, it did set me for life, afterthe fact... but what she cannot have is 
my summer. 

'Ever, of course, it's not about money- is it not yetthat'salso life no?' She averts hergaze as 
hercheeks flush soft pink. 

Mysteriously averse to discussing all things economicfor someone who makes a living as a 
nurse, on and off with the Earthing she chooses to be in within her life spans or within her old body too. 

'I just thought it might be good for you to, you know, meet some new people, learn 
something new. 

Get out of your usual environment for a few hours each day, and-'And getaway from 

Naddalin. 


Not needing to read her thoughts to know what the is really about, now that she knows 
we're back togethershe's more strong-minded than everto break us apart. 

Besides, while I get how troubled she was by all the moodiness and despair, I lay open to her 
to when we were apart, the time she's got it all wrong. 

It is not like she thinks. Though I've no idea howto explain that to her and keep my secrets 
intact, '-and as it so happens, a summer internship just opened for me, working with her as an LPN, and 
I'm sure, it's just a matter of speaking with the senior partners, and the job will be mine.'Then she grins, 
face radiant, eyes bright, expectingme to join the fete as well-when I do it at last. 



'But aren'tthose positions usually reserved for law students?' I ask, sure I'm pathetically 
underqualified to fill those particular shoes. 

But she just shakes her head. 'It's not that type of internship. This is more of a filing and 
phone answeringassignment. And there is really no money in it either, though you will getschool credit 
and a small end of the season bonus. I justthought it might do you some good. Notto mention how it 
will really beef up those college applications of yours.' College-yet, another thing I used to obsess about 
but notanymore. 

I mean, what possible use could I have for all those classes and professors when all I must do 
is place my hand on a book or peek inside my teacher is hard to know all the answers? Cheating is too 
easy, yet miss honesty wants me to do it the hard way, I question why? 

This is somethingthat I have question herwith foryears if you have the powerto take then 
do so-o, youare not hurting anyone butyourself. 

'I'd hate for anyone else to get in there when I knowyou'rejustperfectforthejob.' 

I stare at her, unsure of whatto say. 

'It's a pleasant experience fora person your age,' she adds, her indignant tone a result of my 

silence. 


'It's suggested in all the books. They say it builds charisma, promise, and the chastisementto 
showup on time and getthe jobdone.' 

Great, So, I have Dr. Phil to thankfor ruining mysummer-1 thought. 

It is my fault she changed, I am totally annoyed with Jaylynn until I remember how she was 
when I firstgot her-calm, tranquil, and completely laid back, allowing me all the space and freedom I 
needed. 


My postponement, my rejection toingestanythingotherthan the pink solution, and all the 
drama with Naddalin are what sent he rover the edge. 


Besidesthe is where it led to the dreaded summerinternship, she is benton securingfor me. 



But no way can I spendthesummerjugglinga mountain of files and incessantly ringing 


phones when I am going to need all the free time, I can get to find an antidote for Naddalin. 

And working in Jaylynn's office-within the nursing departmentwithinthe Rosman building, 
with herand hercolleagues prying overmy shoulder, justwill not do, sometimes I wasjusta little school 
girl still- I miss that day, and I think about and say within my mind not really- am really meant to be truly 
happy? 


Though it is not like I can say that outright. It will setoff her alarms. I need to play it cool, let 
her know that while I've nothing against discipline and character building, I prefer to tackle those things 
on my own. 

'I'm totally cool with working,' I say, trying not to press my lips together, fidget, or break eye 
contact, three definite giveaways that I am not being entirely honest. 'But since you do so much for me 
already. I'd fee I a lot better if I could find my own job. I mean, I am just not sure I am cut out for office 
work, so maybe I could look around a little. See what my options are. I will even pitch in on the 
mortgage and food. It's the least I can do.' 

'What food?' She laughs, shaking her head at me. 

'You barely eat! Besides, I do not wantyour money, ever... though, I will help you establish a 
line of credit if you'd like.' 

'Sure,' I shrug, forcing an enthusiasm I do not really feel since I've absolutely no need for 
such conventional things. 'That would be great!' I add, knowing that the longer I can keep her mind off 
the internship, the betterfor me. 

'Okay then,' she drums herfingers against the doorjamb as she completes her plan. 'You've 
got one weektofind somethingonyourown.' 

I gulp, trying to keep the eye- bugging to a minimum. One week? What kind of a head start is 
that when I do not even know where to begin? I have never had a job before. Is it possible to just 
manifestone? 

'I know it's not much time,'she says, reading my face. 'But I'd hate for them to fill the 
position when I knowyou'd be perfect.' 



She heads into the hall and closesthe door between us, leaving me sideswiped, dumbstruck, 
staring at the flickering remnants of her orangey aura, her magnetic energy field, hovering insistently in 
the space where she stood. Thinking how ironic it is that I was just making fun of Naddalin for assuming 
she could land a job without any experience only to find myself facing the same exact fate. 

I toss and turn all night. Bed a tangled mess of sweat-dampened pillows and blankets, body 
and mind exhausted by dreams. Waking briefly, gaspingforair, only to be pulled underagain, returning 
to the very same place I foughtto escape. 

And the only reason-1 want it to stop is that Riley is there. Laughing happily as she grabs hold 
of my hand, taking me on a tour of a very strange land. But even though I skip right alongside her, 
pretending to enjoy the trip too, the moment she turns her back, I scramble for the surface, eager to 
remove myself from the scene. 

Because, the truth is, it is not Riley. Riley is gone. Having crossed the bridge at my urging, 
moving on to some unknown place. And even though she keeps yanking me back, yelling at me to pay 
attention, to just trust her and stop running-1 refuse to obey. Sure, that it is punishment for harming 
Naddalin, sending Haven to the Shadowland, and putting everything I care about at risk-allowing my 
subconscious to produce these guilt-induced images, so sugar-coated with happiness, there is noway 
theyare real. 

But the last time, just as I am about to run, Riley appears right before me, blockingmy exit, 
and yelling at me to stay put. Standing before a large stage and slowly drawingthe drapes, revealinga 
tall, narrow, rectangular cube-like a prison of glass-containing a desperate and struggling Naddalin inside. 

I rush to heraid as Rileylooks on, pleading with herto hang in there while I help herbreak 
free. But she cannot even hear me. I cannot even see me. Just continues to fight until so overcome with 
exhaustion, with the absolute futility, she closes her eyes and fades straight into the abyss. 

The home for lost souls. 

I bolt from my bed, body shaking, chilled, drenched with sweat, standing in the centerof my 
room with a pillow clutched to my chest. Overcome not only by the feeling of utter defeat but by the 
horrible message my imagined sister has sent-tellingme that no matter how hard I try; I cannot save my 
soul mate from me. 



I run for my closet, changing into some clothes before grabbing some sneakers and heading 
for the garage. Knowing it is too early to go to school, too early to go anywhere. But I refuse to give up. 
Refuse to believe in nightmares. I must start somewhere. I must use what I got. 

But just as I am about to climb into my car, I think better. Realizing the entire process of 
openingthe garage doorand starting the engine will risk waking Jaylynn. And even though I can easily 
step outside and manifest anothercar, bike, Vespa, or whateverelse I mightwant, I decidedtotry 
running instead. 

I have never been much of a runner. Far more used to dragging my feet through every forced 
lap in P.E. than striving for any sort of personal best. Butthat was before I became immortal. Before I 
was bestowed with incredible speed. A speed I have not even begun to test the limits of since the last 
time I ran was the first time I realized I even had the potential. But nowthat I am faced with the perfect 
opportunity to seejusthowfar and fast, I can go before stopping, dropping, orcrumbling to the ground 
with a debilitating case of side cramps, I cannot wait to try it out. 

I slip outtheside doorand headforthe street. Atfirst thinking, I should warm-up, start off in 
a nice slow jog before hitting the asphalt at full throttle. But no sooner have I started than a majorsurge 
of adrenaline kicks in, coursingthrough my body like the highest-grade rocketfuel. And the nextthingl 
know, it is full speed ahead. Running so fast my neighbor's houses are reduced to a visual blur of stucco 
and stone. Jumpingfallen trash cans and dodging poorly parked cars, as I race from streetto street with 
the grace and agility of a jungle cat. Having virtually no awarenessof my legs or my feet, just trusting 
they will notfail me.That they will get me to my destination in miraculous time. 

And no more than a few seconds have passed whe n I am standing before it, the one place I 
swore I would never return to, preparedto dothe one thing I promised Naddalin I am wouldn't- 
approaching Naddalin'sdoor, hopingto brokerdeal. 

But before I can even raise my hand to knock, Naddalin is there. Clad in a deep purple robe 
over blue silk pajamas, her matching velvet slippers with embroidered golden foxes peeking out from 
the herm. Her gaze sleek, narrowed, looking me over without a trace of surprise. 

'Ever.' She cocks her head to the side, allowing for an unobstructed view of her flashing 
Ouroboros tattoo. 'What brings you to the neighborhood?' 



My fingers play with the amulet just undermy shirt, heart racing beneath it, hoping 


Naddalin's right, that it will give the necessary protection-should it come to that. 

'We needto talk,' I say, trying notto cringe as hereyessail over me, enjoying a nice, long, 
leisurely cruise. 

She squints into the night, then back at me. 'Do we?' She lifts her brow. 'And here I had no 

idea.' 


I start to roll my eyes, but remembering my purpose forcoming here, I settle for pressing my 
lips togetherinstead. 

'Recognize the door?' She raps her knuckles hard against the wood, eliciting a nice solid 
thump, as I wonder what she could possibly be up to. 'Of course, you do not,' she says, lips quirking at 
the sides. 'That's because it's new. I was forced to replace the old one after your last visit. Do you 
remember? When you busted yourway in soyou could toss my supply of elixir downthedrain?' She 
laughs and shakes her head. 'Very naughty of you. Ever. And quite a mess I must say. I hope you'll 
manage to behave better today.' She leans against the doorframe and waves me in, gazing at me in a 
way so deep, so intimate, it is all I can do notto squirm. 

I heard down the hall and into the den, noticing howthe dooris notthe only thing that is 
changed since I was last here. Gone are the framed Botticelli prints and abundance of chintz, all of it 
replaced by marble and stone, dark heavy fabrics, rough plastered walls, and black iron things shaped 
into scrolls. 


'Tuscan?' I turn, startled to find her standingso near I can seethe individual dark purple 
flecks in her eyes. 

She shrugs, refusingto back up and give me some space. 'Sometimes I get a little hankering 
for the old country.' Her smiles, a slow widening of her cheeks, displayingshiny white teeth. 'As you well 
know. Ever, there's no place like home.' 

I swallow hard and turn away, trying to decide my quickest escape since I cannot afford to 
make even the slightest mistake. 

'So, tell me, so what do I owe the magnificent Jewell?' She glances over her shoulder as she 
heads for the bar. Removing a bottle of elixir from the wine refrigerator and pouring it into a cut crystal 



glass, before offeringitto me. But I justshake my head and wave it away, watchingas she carries it over 
to the couch where she plops herself down, spreads herlegs wide, and rests the glass on herknee. 'I'm 
assuming you didn't drop by in the dead of night to admire my latest decorating scheme. So, tell me, 
what's the purpose of the?' 

I clear my throat, forcing myself to look hersquare in the eye withoutflinching, wavering, 
fidgeting, or showing any other sign of weakness. Aware of how the whole situation can change in an 
instant- how easily I can turn from mild curiosity to irresistible prey. 

'I'm hereto call a truce,' I say, alert fora reaction but gettingonly her penetratinggaze. 'You 
know, a cease-fire, a proclamation of peace, a-' 

'Please.' She waves her hand. 'Spare me the definition, Liv-1 can say it in twenty languages 
and forty dialects, you?' 

I shrug, knowing I am lucky to have said it is the one. Watching as herswirls her drink, the 
iridescent red liquid flashing and sparking as it runs up the sides and splashes back down. 

'And just what sort of truce are you after? You of all people should know how it works. I've 
no intention of giving youanythingunless you're willing to give up somethingof yourown.'She pats the 
narrow space just beside her, smiling as though I would consider joining her there. 

'Why do you do them?' I ask, unable to hold my frustration. 'I mean, you're decent looking, 
you're immortal, you've got all the gifts that go with it you can pretty much have anyone you want, so 
why do you insist on bothering me?' 

Shethrows her head back and laughs, a giant roar that fills up the room. Finally calming 
down enough to level her gaze, looking at me as she says, 'Decent looking?' She shakes her head and 
laughs again, placing her glass on the table and retrieving a pair of golden nail clippers from a jewel- 
encrusted case. 

'Decent looking,' she mutters, shaking her head, taking a moment to check out her nails, 
before returning her focus to me. 'But you see, liv, that's just it. I can have anything I want. Anything or 
anyone. 


It all comes so easily. Too easy.' Her sighs, gettingto work on her nails, so absorbed by the 


task, I'm wondering if she'll continue whenshe says, 'Itall getsa little tediousafterthefirst-oh-hundred 



or so years. And while you are far too new to understand any of them, someday you'II realize just how 
big of a favor I've done you.' 


I squint, having no idea what she could possibly mean. A favor? Is she serious? 

'You sure you won't have a seat?'She wags her nail clipper toward the overstuffed chairjust 
to my right, urging me to take it. 'You're making me out to be a very bad host, insisting on standing 
there like that. Besides, do you have any idea howfetchingyou look? A little-bedridden-sure, but in the 
sexiestway.' 

She narrows hereyesuntiltheyare sleekasa cat's, lips partingjust enoughforhertongueto 
escape. But I just stay put and pretend not to notice. Everything with Naddalin is a game, and taking a 
seat would be conceding defeat. Though staying like the, being careful wet her lips as her gaze lingers in 
all the wrong places, does notfeellike much of a win. 

'You're even more delusionalthan I thought if you think you've done me a favor,' I say, voice 
hoarse, scratchy, a long way from strong. 'You're crazy!' I add, regretting it the instant it is out. 

But Naddalin just shrugs, unfazed by my outburst as she returns to her nails. 'Trust me, it's 
more than just a favor, liv. I have given you a purpose. A- reason d'etre as they say.' She glances at me, 
brow raised. 'Tell me. Ever, are you not completely fixated on finding a wayto-consummate-with 
Naddalin? Are you not so desperate for a solution you actually convinced yourself it was a clever idea to 
come here?' 

I swallow hard and stare at her. I should have known better, should have heeded Naddalin's 

advice. 


'You're too impatient.' Her nods, smoothingthe edgesofherfreshly clipped nails. 'What's 
the rush whenyou have all ofthe infinity laid out before you?Thinkabout it. Ever, how exactly would 
you spend your eternity if it were not for me? Showering each other with huge bouquetsof bloody red 
tulips? Having at each otherso often it couldn't help but grow boring?' 

'The is ridiculous.' I glare. 'And the fact that you see it like the-like it is some chivalrous deed 
that you've done-' I shake my head, knowingthere is no need to continue. She is delusional, insane, 
figured out to see things in her own selfish way. 



'Hundred years within nny body and others- it all the same, I yearned for her,' she says. 


tossing her nail clippers aside, gaze neveronce leaving mine. 

'And why, you ask? Why would I botherwith the same woman forso long when I can have 
anyone?' She looks at me as though waiting for the answer, but we both know I've no intention of going 
there. 


'It wasn'tjust her beauty like you think-though I will admit, it did spur things at the start.' Her 
smiles, eyes reminiscent. 'No, it was a simple fact that I couldn't have her. No matter how hard I tried, 
no matterhow long I pined, I was neverallowed'-she looks at me, gazes heavy, intense-admittance-if 
you will.' 


I roll my eyes. I cannot help it. The fact that her wasted centuries piningforthat monster is of 
no interestto me. 

But she just continues, ignoring my pained expression when she says, 'Make no mistake. Ever, 
I am about to share somethingvery important, somethingyou reallyshould keepinmind.'She leans 
forward, arms on knees, voice steady and low, filled with new urgency. 'We always want what we can't 
have.' She leans back, nodding as though she just shared the key to enlightenment. 'It's human nature. 
We are hardwired that way. And as much as you would prefer notto believe it, it's the only reason 
Naddalin's spent the last four hundred years longing for you.' 

I look at her, face placid, body still, aware that she is trying to hurt me, proddingthe usual 
spots, knowing she has been one of my fears from the moment I first learned of our history. 

'Face, it. Ever, even Haven's incredible beauty wasn't enough to keep her interest. I'm sure 
you're aware of just how quickly she tired of her?' 

I swallow hard, stomach like a hard-bitten marble. Since when is two hundred years 
considered quickly? But I guess when you are dealing with eternity everything is relative. 

'It's not a beauty contest,' I say, cringing when I hearthe words spoken aloud. I mean, 
seriously, is that the best I could do? 

'Of course, it is not, luv.' Naddalin shakes her head, pity in her gaze. 'If it was. Haven would 
win.' She settles back, arms spread across the cushions, glass resting on top, daring me to respond. 'Let 



me guess, you've convinced yourself it's about two souls meeting as one, destined for each other, and 
all of the that-puppy love?' She laughs, nodding when she adds, 'That is what you're thinking, right?' 

'You don't want to know what I'm thinking.' I narrow my gaze, decided to get to the point 
now that my patience's dissolved. 'I didn't come hereto be bored by your philosophical litanies; I came 
here because-' 

'Because you want something from me.' Her nods, setting down her drink, glass meeting 
wood with a solid, wetthwomp. 'In which case, I am in the driver's seat, which means you're in no 
position to setthe pace.' 

'Why do you do them?' I shake my head, having grown bored with the game. 'Why do you 
bother where you know I'm not interested? Surely you realize that no matter what you do to Naddalin 
and me, it will never bring Haven back. What is done is done. It can never be changed. And, in the end, 
all the game playing, all of the nonsense you engage in all it really does is preventyoufrom living your 
life-from moving on.' I continue to stare, gaze unwavering, convincing. Projecting an image of her 
handing overthe antidote and cooperatingwith me. 'So, I am askingyou, in as reasonable away as I can 
please help me undowhatyou have done toNaddalin, sowe can all coexist.' 

She shakes her head; lids squinted tight. 'Sorry, darlin', the price is set. Nowit's just a matter 
of whetheryou're willingto pay.' 

I lean against the wall, tired, defeated, but not lettingon. Knowingthe one thing she wants is 
the one thing I will never give. The same old game Naddalin warned me about. 'You'll never have me, 
Naddalin. Never, ever, foras long as I-' 

Notevengettingto the more degrading, insulting part that comes nextwhen she risesfrom 
the couch, moving so quickly her breath hits my cheek long before I can blink. 

'Relax,'she whispers, face loomingso close I can make outeach flawless pore on herskin. 'As 
much fun as that might be, giving an amusing diversion at least. I'm afraid that's not it. I am after 
somethingfarmore esotericthan a virginal shag. Though, if you would like to make a go of it, no strings 
attached, then I assure you, darlin'. I'm certainly up forthe task.' Her smiles, deep blue eyes boring into 
mine, projectingthe movie she plays in her head, the one starring her, and me, and a king-sized bed. 



I look away, breath coming ragged, too fast, summoning every ounce of my will not to slam 
my knee in her groin when her nose glances my ear, my cheek, my neck, inhaling my scent. 

'I know whatyou're goingthrough. Ever,' she murmurs, lips brushingthetip of my ear. 
'Longing for something so close and yet you can never quite taste it. It is the kind of pain most people 
will never experience. But we know, don't we? You and I are joined in that way.' 

I relax my fists and fightto steady myself. Knowing I cannot risk doing anything rash, cannot 
afford to overreact. 

'Notto worry she said.' 

She smiles at me, slipping just out of my reach. 

'You're a nifty girl. 

I am sure you will figure it out. 

And if not-' Her shrugs. 'Well, nothing changes, right? Everything stays the same. You and I 
with ourfates intertwined-forall of infinity.' 

She slips down the hall, moving so fast it is a moment before I can make out her form. Tilting 
her head and urging me toward the door, practically pushing me onto her stoop when she says, 'Sorry to 
cut them so short. Though I do so with your reputation in mind. If Naddalin ever found out you were 
here-well, that could be rathertragic for you, couldn't it?' 

Her smiles, all shiny white teeth, golden hair, tanned skin, and blue eyes-the ultimate 
California poster boy beckoning-Come live the good life in Laguna Beach! And I am furious with myself- 
furiousfor beingso stupidfor not listeningto Naddalin-forputtingus furtherat risk. Handing Naddalin 
yetone more thing to lord overmyhead. 

'Sorryyou didn'tget whatyou came for, Liv,' she purrs, herattention pulled by a vintage 
black Jaguarthat pulls into the drive, havinga gorgeous dark-haired couple who head right inside. 
Closing the door behind them as she adds, 'Whateveryou do, avoid Marco's car onyour way out, she'll 
flip if you so much as smudge it.' 

I walk home... Orat least, that is the direction I originally heard it. But somewhere alongthe 
way, I take a turn. And then another. And another. Myfeet movingso slowly they practically drag. 



knowingthere is no need to run, nothingto prove. Despite my strength and speed, I am no match for 
Naddalin. here is the expert ofthegame and I am merely herpawn. 

I continue, deep into the heart of Laguna, or the Village, as it is called. Too awake to go home, 
too ashamed to see Naddalin, making my way through the dark, empty streets until stopping before a 
small, well-tended cottage, with flowering plants flanking eitherside of the door and a woven welcome 
mat placed just so, making it appear warm, friendly, completely benign. 

Only it is not... Not even close. Nowit is more like a crime scene. And unlike the last time I 
was here, the time I do not bother knocking. There is no point. Ava's long gone. Afterstealingthe elixir 
and leaving Naddalin to fend for herself, she has no intention of returning. 

I unlock the door with my mind and step in, taking a quick look around before I move past 
the den and into the kitchen. Surprised to find the usually well-ordered room reduced to an absolute 
mess-the sink piled high with dirty glasses and dishes as the trash overflows to the floor. And even 
though I am sure it has not Ava who has done the, clearly someone is here. 

I creep down the hall, peering into a seriesof empty rooms until I get to the indigo door at 
the end the one that leads to Ava's so-called sacred space where she used to meditate and try to reach 
the dimensions beyond. Openingthe doorjusta crack and squintinginto the dark, making out two 
sleepingfigures sprawled on the floor. Skimmingmy hand along the wall and fruitlessly searching fora 
light, before remembering my ability to illuminate the room on my own only to find the last two people I 
everexpected to see. 

'Rayne?' I kneel beside her, holding my breath as she rolls over and opens one eye. 

'Oh Henry, Ever.'She rubs hereyesand strugglesto sit. 'Only I am not Rayne, I'm Neville. 
Rayne'soverthere.' 

I glance at her twin at the far side of the room, noting the scowl that crosses herface the 
second she realizes it is me. 

'What're you doing here?' I ask, focusing on Neville again since she's always been the nicer of 

the two. 


'We live here.' She shrugs, tucking her wrinkled white shirt into her blue plaid skirt as she 


gets off the floor. 



I glance between them, taking in their pale skin, large dark eyes, and straight, black, 
shoulder-length hair with the razor-slashed bangs, noticing how they are both still dressed in the same 
private school uniforms as the first day we met. But unlike in School where they always appearso clean 
and pristine, now they are pretty much the opposite-sadly disheveled and completely uncared for. 

'But you can't live here. The is Ava's house.' I shake my head. The idea of them squatting 
here leaves me extremely unnerved. 'Maybe you should think about going home. You know, back to 
school with the othergirls?' 
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Partition: 1 

(Back at Skaufyceol castle- and at the school) 

'We can't...' 

Rayne pulls on herknee socks, makingsure theyare of an exact equal height, accidentally 
giving the only real clue that helps me tell them apart. 

'Thanks to you, we're stuck here forever,' she mumbles, takinga momentto glare at me. 

I glance at Neville-and Killie too, hopingshe'lland she would explain. 

But she just shakes her head at her sister, before looking at me. 'Ava's gone.' She shrugs. 'But 
don'tlet Rayne give you the wrong impression. We arequite happyto seeyou. We had a running beton 
how soon you'd show.' 



My gaze darts between them, laughing nervously as I say, 'Oh, really? Who won?' 


good.' 


Rayne rolls her eyes and points at her sister. 'She did. I was sure you'd abandoned us for 


I pause, somethingaboutthe way she just said that-'Wait, you mean you guys have been 
here the whole time?' 

'We can't get back.' Neville shrugs. 'We've lost our magic.' 

'Well, I'm sure I can help you return. I mean, you do want to return - right?' I look at them, 
seeing Rayne smirk as Neville just nods. 

Knowingthey will bea lot easierthan theythinksince all I mustdo is make the portal, get 
them settled, then say my goodbyes and make the return trip back to Laguna alone. 

'We'd like that very much,' Neville says. 

'And we would like to leave now,' Rayne adds, eyes narrowed. 'After all, it's the very least 
you can do.' 

I swallow really hard. 

I deserve that, but I still wonder who is more desperate for them to leave, them or me? 

I motion toward Rayne as I heardforthefuton, wonderingwhyneitherofthemthoughtto 
sleep on it instead of the floor. 

'Come,' I say... 

I was glancing overmy shoulder. 

'You sit here on my right, and Neville, you sit here.' 

I pat the lumpy cushion of the sofa. 

'Now grab my hands and close your eyes, then focus on seeing the portal with all of you 

might.' 


Imagining that golden shimmerof light as though it is before you. 



Besides as soon as the image is clear, I want you to see yourse If stepping rightthrough, 
knowing I am right there beside you, keepingyou safe. Okay...?' 

I peek at them, seeing them nod before we go through the motions, recreating all the right 

steps. 


Butjustas I stepthroughthe lightand into that vastfragrant field, I open my eyes and find 

I'malone. 


'Told you,' Rayne says, the second I return. Standing before me, eyes angry, small, accusing, 
pale hands clutching her plaid skirted hips. And it's all because we tried to help you!' 

'Told you our magic is gone. We are stuck here now with noway to get back.' 

'Rayne!' Neville shakes herhead at her sister, then glances at me with an apologetic look on 

herface. 


'Well, it's true I' Rayne glares. 'I told you we shouldn't risk it. I told you she would not listen. 

Partition: 2 

I saw it clear as day. The overwhelming possibility she'd make the wrong choice-which, I 
might add, she did!' She shakes herhead and frowns. 'It went exactly as predicted. And now we're the 
ones payingthe price.' 

Oh, you're not the only ones, I think. Hoping they've losttheir ability to read minds as well 
since I'm immediately shamed by the thought. No matter how much she's annoying me, I know she's 
right. 


'Listen,' I say, swallowing hard as I glance at them, needingto defuse them. 'I know how bad 
you want to get back. Trust me, I do. And I'm going to do everything I can to helpyou.' I nod, seeing 
them glance at each other, two identical faces marred by complete disbelief. 'I mean. I'm not exactly 
sure how I'm going to do it, but just trustthat I will. I'll do everything! can to help you get back. And in 
the meantime. I'll do everything I can to keep you both comfortable and safe. Scout's Jewell. Okay?' 

Rayne looks at me, rolling hereyesand having a sigh. 'Justget us back to school,' she says, 
arms crossing herchest. 'That's all we want. Nothingshortof that will do.' 



I nod, refusing to let her get to me when I say, 'Understood. But if I'm going to help you. I'll 
needyouto answersome questions.' 

They look at each other, Rayne'sgaze signaling a silent: Noway, as Neville turns, nodding at 
me as she says, 'Okay.' 

And even though I'm not quite sure howto phrase it, it's something I've been wonderingfor 
a while now, so I just dive in. 'I'm sorry if the offends you, but I need to know are you guys dead?' I hold 
my breath, fully expectingthemto be mad,orat the very least insulted-pretty much anyreaction but 
the laughter I get. Watching as theyfall all overthemselves, Rayne doubled over, slapping herknee, as 
Neville rolls off the futon, practically convulsing. 'Well, you can't blame me forasking.' I frown, definitely 
the one who's insulted. 'I mean, we did meet in School where plenty of dead people hangout. Not to 
mention howyou're both unnaturally pale.' 

Rayne leans against the wall, fully recovered from herlaughingfit and smirked at me. 'So, 
we're pale. Big deal.' She glances at her sister, then back at me. 'It's not like you're exactly rocking' a tan. 
And yet, you don't see us assuming you're a member of the dearly departed.' 

I wince, knowing it's true, but still. 'Yeah, well, you had an unfair advantage. Thanksto Riley 
you knew all about me long before we met. You knew exactly who I am and what I am, and if I have any 
hope of helping you, then I'm going to have to know a few things too. So as much as you may resent it, 
as much as you may want to resist, the only way we're going to get anywhere is if you tell me your story.' 

'Never,' Rayne says, staring at hersister, warning her not to rebel. 

But Neville ignores her and turns right to me. 'We're not dead. Not even close. We're more 
like- refugees. Refugees from the past, if you will.' 

I glance between them, thinkingall I have to do is lower my guard, focus my quantum 
remote, and touch them for their entire life story to be revealed, but figuring I should at least try to get 
their version first. 

'A long time ago,' she starts, peering at her disapproving sister before taking a deep breath 
and forging ahead. 'A very long time ago, in fact, we were facing a-' She squinches her brow, searching 
for just the right word, nodding at me when she says, 'Well, let's just say we were about to become 
victims of a terribly dark event, one of the mostshamefultimes in our history, but we escaped by fleeing 



to School. And then, well, I guess we lost track of time and we've been there eversince. Orat least until 
last weekwhenwe came to help you.' 

Rayne groans, droppingto the floorand burying herface in herhands, but Neville just 
ignores her, still looking at me when she says, 'But now our worst fear has come true. Our magic is gone, 
we've nowhere to go, and no idea how to survive in the place.' 

'What sort of persecution did you flee?' I ask, watching herclosely, searchingfor clues. 'And 
how long ago is very long ago? Just whatare we dealing with here?' Wondering if their history stretches 
as far back as Naddalin's, or if they belongto a more recent past. 

They gaze at each other, communicating a wordless agreementthatshuts me right out. So, I 
move toward Neville, grasping her hand so quickly she has no time to react. Immediately pulled into her 
mind- her world-seeing the story unfold as though I'm right there. Standing on the sidelines, an 
unnoticed observer, fully immersed in the chaos and fearof that day, witness to images so horrible I'm 
tempted to turn away. 

Watching as an angry mob swarm their home, voices raised-torchers high-their aunt barring 
the door as best she can, making the portal and urging the twins toward the safety of School. 

Just about to step through the portal and join them when the door gives way and the twins 
disappear. Separated from everything they once knew, having no idea what became of their aunt until a 
visit to the Great Halls of Learning showed them the torturous trial of false accusations she was forced 
to endure. Refusing to confess to any kind of sorcery, havingtaken the Wiccan Rede of'An it harms 
none, does whatye will,' and knowingshe'd done nothingwrong, she rebuffed heroppressorand held 
herhead high all thewayto the gallows where she was brutally hung. 

I stagger back, fingers seeking the amuletjust under my tee, something about their aunt's 
gaze so eerily familiar, leaving me shaky, unsettled, reminding myself that I'm safe, they're safe-that 
things like that don't happen these days. 

'So now you know.' Neville shrugs as Rayne shakes herhead. 'Our whole story. Everything 
about us. Do you blame us forchoosing to hide?' 



I glance at them, unsure of whatto say. 'I-' I clear my throat and start over. 'I'm so sorry. I 
had no idea.' I glance at Rayne,seeinghowshe refuses to look at me,thenoverat Neville whosolemnly 
bo\A/s her head. 'I had no idea you guys escaped the Salem Witch Trials.' 

'Notexactly,' Rayne says, before Neville cheers in. 

'What she means is we were nevertried. Ouraunt stood accused. One day she was revered 
as the most sought-after midwife, and the next, she was rounded up and taken away.' She sucks in her 
breath, eyes welling up as though it were yesterday. 

'We would've gone with her, we had nothingto hide,' Rayne says, lifting herchin and 
narrowing her gaze. 'And it certainly wasn't Clara's fault that poor baby died. It's the father who did it. 
She didn't want the baby or its mother. So, she did away with them both and blamed Clara. Crying witch 
so loud the entire town heard- butthen Clara made the portal and forced us to hide, and she wasjust 
aboutto join us when-well, you knowthe rest.' 

'But thatwas overthree hundredyearsagol' I cry, still unusedtothe idea of existence that 
long despite my immortality. 

The twins shrug. 

'So, if you haven't been back since-' I shake my head, the monumental size of the problem 
just beginning to unfold. 'I mean, do you have any idea how much things have changed since you were 
last here? Seriously. It's like a whole different world from the one that you left.' 

'It's not like we're idiots.' Rayne shakes herhead. 'Things progress in School too, you know. 
New people arrive all the time, manifestingthe things they're attached to, all the stuff they can't bear to 
let go.' 


But that's not what I meant, in fact, not even close. I wasn't just referringto cars versus 
horse-drawn carriages, and trendy boutiques versus hand-sewn- but more their ability to get along in 
the world- blending in, adapting, not standingout in the glaring way thatthey dol Taking in their razor- 
slashed bangs, their large dark eyes and extremely pale skin, knowingtheirtwenty-first-century 
makeover is far less about a uniform change than a complete and total overhaul. 


'Besides, Riley prepared us,' Neville says, eliciting a loud groan from Rayne, and my full 
attention from me. 'She manifested a private school and convinced us to enroll. That's where these 



uniforms came from. She was our teacher, coaching us on all the modern ways, including our speech. 
She wanted us to return and was determined to prepare us for the trip. Partly because she wanted us to 
look after you, and partly because she thought we were crazy for missing out on our tee ns.' 

I freeze, suddenly grasping a new understanding of Riley's interest in the - one that's got far 
less to do with me, and everythingtodowith her. 'How old are youguys?' I whimper, lookingto Neville 
forthe answer. 'Orshould I say, howold were you when you first arrived in School?' Knowingthey 
haven't aged a day since. 

'Thirteen,' Neville says, knitting herbrow. 'Why?' 

I close my eyes and shake my head, stifling a laugh as I think: I knew it! 

Riley always dreamed of the day she'd be thirteen, a bona fide teenager having finally made 
it to the important double digits. But after dying at twelve, she chose to hang around the earth plane, 
living heradolescence vicariously through me. So, it only makes sense she'd try to convince Neville and 
Rayne to return, not wanting anyone else to miss out like her. 

And if Clara can find the strength, and Riley the hope, in situations so incredibly dire and 
bleak, surely, I can overcome Naddalin. 

I glance between the twins, knowingtheycan'tstay here on their own or come home to live 
with Jaylynn and me, though there is someone who's quite able and ready, if notentirely willing to lend 
us a hand. 


'Grab your stuff,' I say, heading for the door. 'I'm taking you to your new home.' 

The second we step outside I realize we'll need a car. And since I'm more interested in speed 
than comfort, especially after seeing the way the twins cling to each other as they gaze around warily, I 
manifestsomethingthat'llget us there fast and quickly herd them in. Ordering Neville to sit on Rayne's 
lap as I get myself settled and step on the gas, navigating the streets with surprising skill, while the twins 
practically hang out the window, gaping at all that we pass. 

'Have youguys been inside the whole time?' I glance at them, never having seen anyone 


react to the beauty of Laguna Beach in quite the same way. 



They nod, never once avertingtheir gaze. Squirming in their seat as I pull up to the gate. 
Allowingthe uniformed guard to peerthroughthe windowand scrutinize them, before lettingusin. 

'Where are you taking us?' Rayne eyes me suspiciously. 'What's with the guards and big 
gates? Is some kind of prison?' 

I head up the hill, glancing at herwhen I say, 'Don'tyou have gated communities in School?' 
Never actually having seen one myself, but then again, I haven't lived there for the last three centuries 
as they have. 

Theyshake their heads, eyes wide, clearly on edge. 

'Not to worry.' I turn onto Naddalin's street and into her drive. 'It's not a prison, that's not 
whatthe gates are for. They're more to keep people out ratherthan in.' 

'But why would you want to keep people out?' they ask, two childlike voices blending into 

one. 


I squint, having no idea how to answersince it's not like I was raised like the either, all the 
communities in my old hood were open access. 'I guess it's meantto keep people-' I start to say safe, 
but that's not really it either. 'Anyway.' I shake my head. 'If you're goingto live here, then you betterget 
used to it. That's pretty much all there is.' 

'But we're not goingto live here,' Rayne says. 'You said it wasjust a temporary fix until you 
find a way to get us back, remember?' 

I take a deep breath and grip the wheel harder, reminding myself how scared she must feel, 
no matter how bratty she gets. 

'Of course, it's temporary.' I nod, forcing a smile. Or at least it better be, because if not, 
someone's going to be extremely displeased. I climb out of the car and motion for them to follow, saying, 
'Ready to see yournewtemporary home?' 

I head for the door, the two of them close at my heels as I stand right before it, debating 
whetherornot I should knockand wait for Naddalin to open it or just stride right in since she's probably 
asleep. And I'm just about to do the latter when Naddalin swings the door open, takes one look at me, 
and says, 'Are you okay?' 



I smile, tacking on a telepathic message of Before you say anything- anything at all just tries 
to stay calm and give me a chance to explain hereyescurious, questioningas I say, 'Can we come in?' 

She movesaside, eyeswide with shockwhen Neville and Rayne stepoutfrom behind me and 
barrel right into her. Skinny arms wrapped around herwaist, gazing up at her adoringly as they squeal, 
'Naddalin! It's you! It's really you!'And as nice as the little reunion is, I can't help but notice how their 
reaction to her, with all the love and excitement, is pretty much the opposite of their reaction to me. 

She smiles, ruffling their hair and bending down to plant a kiss on the top of their heads. 
'How long has it been?' She pulls away and squints. 

'Last week,' Rayne says, complete adoration displayed on herface. 'Seconds before Ever 
added her blood to the antidote and wrecked everything.' 

'Rayne!' Neville glances at her sister and me, shaking her head. But I just let it go. The is one 
battle I'll neverwin. 

'I meant before that.' Naddalin squints into the distance, trying to rememberthe date. 

They look at her, a mischievous gleam in their eyes when they say, 'It was just over six years 
ago when Everwas ten!' 

I gape, eyes practically popping out of my head as Naddalin laughs. 'Ah, yes. And I have you 
two to thank for helping me find her. And since you know how much she means to me, I would 
appreciate your kindness toward her. That's not too much to ask is it?' Her chucks Rayne under the chin, 
causing herto smile as hercheeksflush brightpink. 

'So, to what do I owe the incredible Jewell?' She leads us into the still empty living room. 'Of 
being reunited with my long- lost friends, who, I might add, hasn't aged a day since we met.' 

They look at each otherand giggle, clearly prepared to be charmed by anythingshe says. And 
before I can even think of a reply, find the right words to slowly break her in and get her used to the idea 
of their living with her, they look at each otherand shout, 'Ever said we could live with you I' 

Naddalin glances at me, smile still planted on herface, as a look of pure horror creeps into 


hereyes. 



'Temporarily/ I add, gaze meeting her, sendinga barrage of telepathic red tulips herway. 


'Just until I find a way to get them back to school, or their magic returns, whichever comes first.'Tacking 
on a mental note of Re member when you saidyou wanted to improve your karma, to make up for your 
past? Well, what better way than to help someone in need? And the way you can keep the house since 
you will need the extra space. It is the perfect solution. Everyone wins! Nodding and smiling so eagerly I 
am like a bobblehead doll. 

Naddalin glances first at me, then the twins, laughing and shaking her head when she says, 
'Of course you can stay. For as long as you need. So, what do you say we all head upstairs, so you can 
pick out yourrooms?' 

I sigh, my perfect boyfriend proving herself even more perfect. Following behind as the twins 
race up the stairs- happy, giggling, completely transformed now that they are in Naddalin'scare. 

'Can we have the room?'They ask, eyes lighting up astheystand in the doorway of 
Naddalin's special room that is still devoid of berthings. 

'No!' I answertoo quickly, wincing when they turn, eyes narrowed and glaring at me. But 
even though I feel bad aboutthe negative start, I am decided to return the room to its normal state, and 
there is no way I can dothat if theyare camping in it. 'It'staken,' I add, knowing it did nothingto soften 
the blow. 'But the re is plenty more, the place is huge, you'll see. There's even a pool!' 

Neville and Rayne glance at each other before marching down the hall heads bobbing 
together, whisperingquietly, not botheringto hide their annoyance with me. 

You could have just given it to them, Naddalin thinks, close enough to send a charge through 

my veins. 


I shake my head and walk silently alongside her, telepathically replying, I wantto see it filled 
with your things. Even though they no longer mean anything to you, they mean a great deal to me. You 
cannot just toss out the past-cannot just turn your back on the things that defined you. 

She stops, turning to me as she says, 'ever, we are not defined by ourthings. It's not the 
clothesthat we wear, the cars that we drive, the art we acquire- it's not where we live- but how we live 
that defines us.' Hergaze bores into mine, as she gathers me into a telepathicembrace, the effect 



seeming so real, it robs me of breath. 'It's our actions that are remembered long after we're gone,' she 
adds, smoothing my hair as her lips telepathically meet mine. 


True-1 smile, enhancing the image her created with tulips and sunsets and rainbows and 
cupids and all manner of cliched Dadaistic themes that make us both laugh. Except that we are immortal, 
I add, decided to sway her to my side. Which means none of that really applies. So, with that in mind, 
maybe we can just- 

But I do not even get to finish before the twins call for us, shouting, 'The room! I want the 

one!' 


Since the twins are so used to being together, I was sure they would want to share the same 
spaceand evengetbunkbeds or something. Butthe momentthey checked outthe size of the next 
room,and theoneafterthat,theyeach stakedtheirclaim and neverlooked back.Spendingthe next 
several hours directing Naddalin and me to decorate down to their most minute specifications, 
demanding we manifest beds, dressers, and shelves, only to change their minds, have us empty the 
room, and start all overagain. 

But if Naddalin was using her magic, I did not complain. I was far too relieved to see her 
manifesting again, even if she was still refusing to manifest anything for herself. By the time we finished, 
the sun was starting to rise, and I knew I had better return home before Jaylynn woke up and noticed I 
was gone. 


'Don't be surprised if I don't make it to school today,' she says, walking me to the front door. 
I sigh, hating the thought ofgoing without her. 

'I can't leave them here on their own. Not until they get settled in.' She shrugs, hooking her 
thumb over her shoulder and pointing upstairs where the twins are finally, mercifully, asleep in their 
beds. 


I nod, knowingshe's right and vowingto getthem back to School soon before they get too 
comfortable here. 


'I'm not sure that's the solution,' she says, sensing my thoughts. 

I squint, unsure where she'sgoing, butgettingan uncomfortable pingin mygut nonetheless. 



'I've beenthinking-'Hercocks herheadto the side, thumb tracing her stubble-lined chin. 
'They've been through a lot- losing their home, theirfamilies, everythingthey've ever known, and loved 
their lives taken so abruptly, they hadn't had a chance to even live them-' Her shakes her head. 'They 
deserveareal childhood,you know? A fresh start in the world...' 

I gape, wantingto respond butthe wordsjustwon'tcome. Because while I also wantthemto 
be happy and safe and all of those things, as far as the rest goes, we're no longeron the same page. I 
was planninga short little visit, a couple ofdays,orat the very worst-weeks. Neveroncedid I entertain 
the idea of becoming surrogate parents, especially to twins who're justa fewyearsyoungerthan me. 

'It was just a thought.'She shrugs. 'Ultimately, the decision is theirs. It's their life.' 

I swallow hard and avert my gaze, telling myself the is nothingthat has to be settled justyet, 
headingtoward my manifested carwhen Naddalin says, 'Always-Seriously? A Lamborghini?' 

I cringe, flushing under her gaze. 'I needed something fast.' I shrug, knowing she's not buying 
it the second I see her face. 'They feared to be outside, so I needed to get them here quickly.' 

'And did it need to be shiny and red as well?' She laughs, glancing between the carand me 
and shakingherhead. 

I press my lips togetherand look away, refusingto say anything more. I mean, it is not like I 
was planning to keep it. I will get rid of it the second I get home and pull into my drive. 

I openthe door and climb in, suddenly rememberingthethingl meantto ask herbefore. 
Taking in the elegant lines of her face as I say, 'Hey Naddalin - how'dyou openthe door so quickly? 
How'dyou know we were here?' 

She looks at me, eyes meeting mine as the smile slowly fades from her face. 

'I mean, it was four in the morning. I did not even have a chance to knock and you were 
already there. Weren'tyou asleep?' 

- And- 

Like even though a chunk of flashy red metal stands between us, it is as though she is right 
there, gaze sending shivers over my skin when she says, 'Ever, I can always sense when you're near.' 



Aftera longday at school without Naddalin, the second the final bell rings, I get in my car 
and head for her house. But instead of making a left at the light, I pull an illegal U-turn. Telling myself I 


should allow hersome space, give her a chance to bond with the twins- when the truth is, between their 
hero worship of Naddalin and Rayne's glaring animosity toward me-well, I am just not ready to face 
them again. 

I head toward downtown Laguna, figuring I will stop by Mystics and Moonbeams, the 
metaphysical bookstore where Ava once worked. Thinking maybe Lina, the store's ownercan help me 
find a solution to my more mystical problemswithoutmydivulgingjustwhat it is that I am after. Which, 
considering how suspicious she is, should proveto be quite a feat. 

Aftermanifestingthe best parkingspace, I can, which is overcrowded Laguna happensto be 
two blocks away, I stuff the meterfull of quarters and make my way toward the door, only to be met by 
a big red sign reading: BE BACK IN TEN I 

I stand before it, lips pressed togetheras I glance all around, making sure no one is watching 
as I mentally flip the sign overwhile makingthe deadbolt retreat. Silencingthe bell on the door as I slip 
inside and head for the bookshelves, relishingthe chance to browse on my own, free of Lina's scrutiny. 

The tips of my fingers graze the long row of spines, waitingfor a signal, sudden warming, an 
itch at the tips, something to alert me to just the right one. But not getting anything, I grab one near the 
end and close my eyes, pressing my palms to the front and back covers, eagerto see what is inside. 

'Mow'd you get in here?' 

I jump, bumping into the shelf just behind me, knocking a pile of CDs to the floor. 

Cringing at the mess at my feet, scattered jewel cases everywhere, someof them cracked, as 
I say, 'You scared me-1-' 

I drop to my knees, heart racing, face flushing, wonderingnotjustwhoshe is but how she 
could have possibly managed to sneakup on me when it should be impossible to do so. A mortal's 
energy always announces itself long before its actual presence does. So, is it possible that she- is not 
mortal? 


I sneak a quick peek as she kneels beside me, taking in her tanned skin, defined arms, and a 


heavy clump of golden- brown dreadlocks spilling overhershoulderand halfway down herback. 



Watching as she gathered the damaged jewel cases into her hands, searchingfor a sign that will out her 
as an immortal, maybe even a rogue. 


A face that'stoo perfect- a Faith tattoo- but when hercatchers me looking, her smile in a 
way that not only displays the most disarming set of dimples perfectly punctuating each cheek but a set 
of teeth that are just crooked enough to prove she's nothing like me, I say. 

'You okay?' She asks, gazing at me with eyes so green I can barely remember my name. 

I nod, standing awkwardly and rubbing my palms on myjeans, wonderingwhy I'mso 
breathless, unnerved, forcing the words from my lips when I say, 'Yeah. I'm-fine.' Inadvertently taking a 
nervous laugh onto the end that is so high pitched and foolish I cringe and turn away. 'I, urn -1 was just, 
browsingthe merchandise,' I add, realizing just after I have said it that I probably have more right to be 
here thanshe does. 

Glancing overmy shouldertofind hergazing at me in a way I cannot read, I take a deep 
breath and pull my shoulders back. 'I thinkthe real question is, how'd you get in here?' Taking in her 
sandy bare feetand wet board shorts hanging dangerously low on her hips, averting my gaze before -1 
can see anything more. 

'I own the place.'She then nods, stackingthe fallen CDs, the ones that are not cracked, back 
onto the shelf before turningto me. 

'Really?' I turn, eyes narrowed when I add, because I happen to know the owner, and you 
don't look a thing like her.' 

She then cocks her head to the side, squinting in faux contemplation and rubbing her chin as 
she says, 'Really? Most people claim to see a resemblance. Though I have to admit, I'm with you, never 
seen it myself.' 

'You're related to Lina?' I gape, hoping my voice didn't sound as panicked to herears as it did 

mine. 


'She's my grandmother.' She nods. 'Name's Naddalin, bythe way.' 

She offers her hand, long, tanned, fingers extended, waiting for mine. But even though my 
curiosity's piqued, I can't do it. Despite my interest, despite my wondering why she makes me feel so- 



flustered and off-balance-1 cannot risk the barrage of knowledge a single touch brings when my psyche 
is disturbed. 


I nod, responding with the stupid, embarrassing sort of half-wave, as I mumble my name. 
Trying not to wince when she gives me an odd look and lowers her hand again. 

'So, nowthat that's covered-'She slings herdamp toweloverhershoulder, sendinga spray 
of sand through the room. 'I'm back to my original question, what are you doing in here?' 

I turn, feigning sudden interest in a book on dream interpretation when I say, 'I'm sticking 
with my original answer, which was browsing, in case you've forgotten. Surely you allow browsers in 
here?' I turn, meeting her gaze-those amazing sea-green eyes reminding me of an ad fora tropical 
getaway. Something about them so- indefinable-startling-and yet-strangely familiar- though I am sure I 
have neverseen herbefore. 

She laughs, pushinga tangle ofgoldendreadsoff herfaceand exposingascar slicing right 
through her brow, gaze landing just to my right as she says, 'And yet, after all the summers I've spent 
here, watchingcustomers browse the merchandise, I've neveronce seen someone browse quite like 
you.' 


Her lips pull at the sides, as her eyes study mine. Then I turn, cheeks hurting, heart racing, 
taking a moment to compose myself before turning back to say, 'You've neverseen someone browse 
the back cover?That is a little odd, don'tyou think?' 

'Not with their eyes closed.'She tilts her head to the side and focuses on the space to my 
right once again. 

I swallow hard, flustered, shaky, knowing I need to change the subject before I sink any 
deeper. 'Maybe you should be more concerned with how I got in here instead of what I am doing in 
here,' I say, wishing I could take it back the second it is out. 

She looks at me, gazes narrowed. 'Figured I leftthe dooropen again. Are you saying I didn't?' 

'No!' I shake my head, hoping she does not notice the way my cheeks color and heat. 'No, 
that's-that's exactly what I'msaying. You did leave the dooropen,' I add, trying notto fidget, blink, 
press my lips together, orotherwise give myself away. 'Wide open in fact, which is not only a waste of 
air- conditioning but totally-1' I stop, my stomach going weird when I seethe smile at play on her lips. 



'So, a friend of Lina's, huh?' She movestoward the register, dropping hertowel on the 
counter in a wet, sandy thud. 'Neverheard her mention you before.' 

'Well, we weren't exactly friends.' I shrug, hoping it did not look as awkward as it felt. 'I mean, 
I met her once and she helped me with-wait, why did you just phrase it like that? You know, all past 
tense. Is Lina okay?' 

Her nods, perching on a stool, grabbing a purple cardboard box from a drawer and flipping 
through a bunch of receipts.'She's on one of herannual retreats. Picks a different one each year. The 
time it is Mexico. Tryingto decide if the Mayans were right and the world will end in 2012. What's your 
take?' 


She looks at me, green eyes curious, insistent, boring right into mine. But I just scratch my 
arm and shrug, never having heard that theory before and wondering if it appliesto Naddalin and me. Is 
that when we will head for the Shadowland, or will we be forced to wander barren Earth - the last two 
survivors responsible for repopulatingthe land-only- irony alert- if we touch, Naddalin dies-1 shake my 
head, eagerto escape thatthread before it can really take hold and mess with my head. Besides, I am 
here fora reason and I need to stick with the plan. 

'So how doyou know her? If you weren't exactly friends.' 

'I met her through Ava,' I say, hating the feel of her name on my lips. 

She then rolls her eyes, mumbling something unintelligible and shaking her head. 

'So, you know her?' I look at her, allowing my gaze to travel herface, herneck, her shoulders, 
her smooth tanned chest, making my way down to her navel, before forcing myself to look away again. 

'Yeah, I know her.' She then pushes the box aside, gaze meeting mine. 'Just up and 
disappeared the otherday- into thin air from what I can tell-' 

Oh, you do not knowthe half of it, I think, carefully watching herface. 

'Called her house, her cell, but nothing. Finally did a drive-by to make sure she was okay, and 
the lights were on so it's clear she's been dodging me.' She shakes her head. 'Left me with a bunch of 
angry clients, demanding a reading. Who would've thought she'd turn out to be such a flake?' 



Yes, who would have thought? Certainly not the person who was foolish enough to place her 
deepest darkest secrets right into her greedy, outstretched, hands... 

'Still, haven'tfound anyone good enough to replace herthough. And let me tell ya, it's pretty 
much impossible to give readings and take care of the store. That's why I stepped out just now.' She 
shrugs. 'Surf was calling, and I needed a break. Guess I leftthe door open again.' 

Her eyes meet mine, sparkling and deep. And I can't tell if she truly believes she leftthe door 
open, or if she suspects me. But when I try to peer into her head to see for myself. I'm stopped by the 
wall she's erected to safeguard her thoughts from people like me. All I have to go by is the brilliant 
purple aura I failed to see before- it is color waving and swaying, beckoningto me. 

'So far all I got are a stack of applications from amateurs. But I'm so desperate to get my 
weekends back. I'm ready to toss their names in a bowl and pick one justto get it overwith.' She shakes 
her head and flashes those dimples again. 

- And- 

Eventhough part of me can't believe what I'm aboutto do, the otherpart, the more practical 
part, urges me on, recognizing the perfect opportunity when it's standing before me. 

'Maybe I can help.' I hold my breath as I wait for her reply. But when my only response is a 
set of narrowed lids accompanied by the slightest curling of lips, I add, 'Seriously. You don't even have to 
pay me!' 


She squints even further, those amazing green eyes practically disappearing from sight. 

'What I meant was you don't have to pay me all that much,' I say, not wanting to come off as 
some weird desperate freak who gives it away for free. 'I'll work for just over minimum wage - but only 
because I'm so good I'll be living off the tips.' 

'You're psychic?' She folds her arms and tilts her head back, gazing at me with complete 

disbelief. 


I straighten my posture and try not to fidget. Hopingto appear professional, mature. 


someone she can trust to help run her store. 'Yup...' I nod, unable to keep from wincing, unused to 



confiding myabilities to anyone, much lessa stranger. 'I just sort of knowthings-the informationjust 
sort of comesto me it's hard to explain.' 

She looks at me, wavering, then focusingjustto my right as she says, 'So what exactly are 

youthen?' 


I shrug, fingers playing with the zipper on my hoodie, drawing it up and down, down and up, 
having no idea what she means. 

'Areyourclairaudient, clairvoyant, clairsentient, clairgustance, Clair-sent, or clairt-agency? 
Which is it?' She shrugs. 

'All of the above.' I nod, having no idea what half those things mean, but figuring if it's got 
anythingeven remotelytodo with psychicabilities, then I can probably do it. 

'But you're not mediumistic,' she says, as though it's a fact. 

'I can see spirits.' I shrug. 'But only the onesthat are still here, notthe ones who've crossed-' 
I stop, pretendingto clear my throat, knowing it's better not to mention the bridge. School, or any of 
that.'-1 can't seethe ones who've crossed over.' I shrug, hoping she doesn't try to push it since that's as 
far as I'll go. 

She squints, gazes roaming from the top of my pale blond head and all the way down to my 
Nike clad feet. Agaze that makes my whole - body quiver. Reaching for a long-sleeved tee stashed under 
the counterand yanking it over her head before she looks at me and says, 'Well, eternally, if you wantto 
work here, you're goingto have to pass the audition.' 

Naddalin locks the front door then leads me downa shorthall and into a small room onthe 
right. I follow behind, hands flexed by my sides, staring at the peace sign on the back of her tee and 
reminding myself that if she does anything creepy, I can take her down quickly and make her regret the 
day she everwentafterme. 

She motions toward a padded foldable chair facing a small square table covered by a shiny 
blue cloth, taking the seat just opposite me and propping her barefoot on her knee as she says, 'So, 
what's your specialty?' 


I gaze at her, hands folded, focusing on taking slow deep breaths while trying not to squirm. 



'Tarot cards? Runes? I Ching? Psychometry? Which is it?' 


I glance at the door, knowing I could reach it in a fraction of a second, which might cause a 
stir, but so what? 

'You are going to give me a reading, right?' Her gazes' levels on mine. 'You do realize that's 
what I meant by audition?' Her laughs, displaying a matching set of dimplesas she swings her dreads 
overhershoulderand laughs some more. 

I stare at the tablecloth, tracing the bumpy raw silk with my fingers, heart rising to my cheeks 
when I rememberNaddalin'slastwords, howshecan always sense me,and hopingshe was justsaying 
that- that she can't sense me now. 

'I don't need anything,' I mumble, still unwilling to meet hergaze. 'All I need is a quick touch 
of yourhand and I'm good to go.' 

'Palmistry,' she nods. 'Not what I would've expected, but okay.' She leans toward me, hands 
open, palms up, ready to go. 

I swallow hard, seeingthe deeply etched lines, butthat'snot where the story lives-at least 
not forme. 'I don't actually read'em,' I say, voice betraying my nervousness, as I workup the courage to 
touch her. 'It's more the-the energy-1 just-tune into it. That's where all the info is.' 

She pulls back, studying me so closely I can't meet her eyes. Knowing I need to just touch h er, 
get it over with. 

- And- 

I needtodo it now. 

'Is it just the hand, or- ?' She flexes her fingers, the calluses lining her palms rising and falling 

again. 


I clear my throat, wonderingwhy I'mso nervous, why I feel like I'm betraying Naddalin when 
all I'm trying to do is land a job that'll make my aunt happy. 'No, it can be anywhere. Your ear, your nose, 
even your big toe- doesn't matter, it all reads the same. The hand's just more accessible, you know?' 


'More accessible than the big toe?' She smiles, those sea-green eyes seeking mine. 



I take a deep breath, thinking how coarse and rough her hands appear, especially compared 
to Naddalin's whose are almost softer than mine. And somehow, even j ust the thought of that makes 
the whole moment fee Is off. Now that our touch is forbidden, just being alone with another guy feels 
sordid, illicit, wrong. 

I reach toward her, eyesshuttight, remindingmyself it'sjust a job interview-thatthere's 
really no reason I can't land the thing quickly and painlessly. Pressing my finger to the centerof her palm 
and feelingthe soft, gentle give of her flesh. 

Allowing her stream of energy to flow through me-so peaceful, serene, it's like wading into 
the calmest of seas. So different from the rush of tingle and heart I've grown used to with Naddalin-at 
least until the shock of Naddalin's life story unfolds. 

I yank my hand back as though I've been stung, fumbling for the amuletjust under my top, 
noting the alarm on her face as I rush to explain. 'I'm sorry.' I shake my head, angry with myself for 
overreacting. 'Normally I wouldn't do that. Normally I'm way more discreet. I was just a little surprised 
that's all. I didn't expect to see anything quite so-' I stop, knowing my inane babbling is only making it 
worse. 'Normally, when I give readings, I hide my reactions much betterthan that.' I nod, forcing my 
gaze to meet her, knowingwhateverl saywon'thide the fact that I choked like the worst kind of 
amateur. 


'Seriously...' I smile, lips stretching in a way that can't be convincing; 'I'm like the ultimate 
poker face.' Peering at her again and seeing the isn't quite working. 'A poker face that is also full of 
empathy and compassion,' I stammer, unable to stop the runaway train. 'I mean, really - I'm just-full of 
it-' I cringe, shaking my head as I gather my things so I can call it a day. There's no way hell he will hire 
me now. 


She slides to the edge of herseat, leaning so close I struggle to breathe. 'So-o, tell me,' she 
says, gaze like a hand on my wrist, holding me in place. 'What exactly did you see?' 

I swallow hard, closing my eyesfora momentand replayingthe movie I just sawin my head. 
The images so clear, dancing before me, as I say, 'you're different.' I peerat her, her body unmoving, 
gaze steady, allowing no cluesas to whetherornot I'm ontrack. 



'But then, you've always been different. Eversince you were little you've seen them.' I 


swallow hard and avert my gaze, the image of her in her crib, smiling and waving at the grandmother 
who passed years before her birth now etched in my brain. 

'And when-' I pause, not wanting to say it, but knowingthat if I want the job, then I'd better 
get to it. 'But when your father- shot herself- back when you were ten- you thought you were to blame. 
Convinced your insistence on seeing your mother, who, by the way, passed just one year before, 
somehow sent heroverthe edge. It wasyears before you accepted the truth, that yourfather was just 
lonely, depressed, and anxious to be with your mother again. Even so, sometimes you still doubt it.' 

I gaze at her, noting how she hasn't so much as flinched, though something in those deep 
green eyes hints at the truth. 

'She tried to visit a few times. Wanting to apologize for what she did, but even though you 
sensed her, you blocked it. Sick of being teased byyourclassmatesand scolded by the nuns- not to 
mention yourfosterdad who-' I shake my head, not wantingto continue, but knowing I must. 

'You just wanted to be normal.' I shrug. 'Treated like everyone else.' I trace my fingers over 
the tablecloth, throat beginningto tighten, knowing exactly how it feels to long to fit in, all the while 
knowingyou nevertruly can. 'Butafteryou ran away and met Lina, who, by the way, is not yourreal 
grand mother-your real grand parents are dead.' I look at her again, wonderingif she's surprised that I 
knewthat but she gives nothing away. 'Anyway, she tookyou in, fed you, clothed you, she...' 

'She saved my life.'She sighs, leaning back in herseat, longtannedfingersrubbinghereyes. 
'In more ways than one. I was so lost and she-' 

'Accepted you forwhoyou really are.' I nod, seeingthe whole story before me, as though I'm 

right there. 


'And who's that?' She asks hands splayed on her knees, gazing at me. 'Who am I really?' 

I look at her, not even pausingwhen I say, 'Aguy so smart you finished high school in tenth 
grade. A guy with such amazing mediumisticabilities you have helped hundreds of people and asked 
very little in exchange. And yet, despite allof that, you are also a guy who's So-o-' I look at her, lips 
lifting at the corners. 'Well, I was going to say lazy- but since I really do want the job. I'll say laid- back 



instead,' I laugh, relieved when she laughs along with me. 'And given the choice, you'd never work 
anotherday. You'd spend the restof eternityjustsearchingforthat one perfectwave.' 


'Isthata metaphor?'She asks, a crooked smile on herface. 

'Notin yourcase.' I shrug. 'In yourcase, it's a fact.' 

She then nods, leaning back in her chair, gazing at me in a way that makes my stomach dance. 
Dropping forward again, feet flat on the floor when she says, 'Guilty.' Eyes wistful, searching mine. 'And 
now, since there are no secrets left since you have peered right into the core of my soul -1 must ask, any 
insights into my future- a certain blonde perhaps?' 

I shift in my seat a little, preparing to speak when she cuts me right off. 

'And I am talking the immediate future, as on Friday night. Will Emmah everagree to go out 

with me?' 


'Emmah?' My voice cracks as my eyes practically pop out of my head. So much for the poker 
face, I was bragging about. 

Watching as she closes her eyes and shakes her head, those long, golden dreadlocks 
contrasting so nicely with her gorgeous dark skin. 'Anastasia Pappas, aka Emmah,' she says, unaware of 
my sigh of relief, thrilled to know it is some other horrible Emmah and not the one I know. 

Tuning in to the energy surrounding her name and knowing right away that it is never going 
to happen at least not in the way that she thinks. 'You really wantto know?' I ask, knowing I could save 
her a lot of wasted effort by telling her now, but doubt she really wants to hear the truth as much as she 
claims. 'I mean, wouldn'tyou rather just wait and see how it plays?' I look at her, hoping he will agree. 

'Isthat what you're goingto say to yourclients?' She asks, back to business again. 

I shake my head, looking right at her. 'Hey, if they're fool enough to ask, then I'm fool 
enough to tell.' I smile. 'So, I guess the question is, howbig ofa foolare you?' 

She pauses, hesitatesforso long that I worry that I took it too far. But then she smiles, right 
hand extended as she rises from her seat. 'Fool enough to hire you. Now I know why you would n't shake 
hands the first time around.' Her nods, squeezing my hand fora few seconds too long. 'That's one of the 
mostamazing readings I've everhad.' 



'One of?' I lift my brow in the mock offense as I reach for my bag and walk alongside her. 


She laughs, headingforthe door and glancing at me when she says, 'Whydon'tyou stop by 
tomorrow morning, say around ten?' 

I pause, knowingthere is no way I can possibly do that. 

'What? Do you preferto sleep in? Join the club.' She shrugs. 'But believe me, if I can do it, 
you can too.' 

'It's not that.' I pause, wondering why I am so reluctantto tell her. I mean, nowthat-1 have 
thejob whatdo I care whatshethinks? 

She looks at me, waiting, gaze adding up the seconds. 

'It's just-1 have class.' I shrug, thinking how class sounds so much older than a school like I 
am in college or something. 

She squints, looking me overagain. 'Where?' 

'Urn, overat Bay View,' I mumble, trying notto wince when I say it aloud. 

'The high school?' Her eyes narrow further, newly informed. 

'Wow, you really are psychic.' I laugh, knowing I sound nervous, stupid, comingclean when I 
add, 'I'mfinishing my junioryear.' 

She looks at me for a moment too long a moment-then she turns and opens the door. 'You 
seem older,' she says, the words so abstract I am not sure if they were meant for me or for her. 'Stop by 
when you can. I'll show you howto work the register and a few other things around here.' 

'You want me to sell stuff? I thought I was just giving readings?' Surprised to hear my job 
description expanding so quickly. 

'When you are not giving readings, you'll be working on the floor. Is that a problem?' 

I shake my head as she holdsthe dooropen. 'Just-justonething.' I bite down on my lip, 
unsure howto go ahead. 'Well, two things actually. First-do you mind if I go by a different name-you 



know, for the readings and stuff? I live with my aunt, and while she's totally cool and all, she doesn't 
exactly know about my abilities, so-' 

'Be whoeveryou want.' She shrugs. 'No worries. But since I need to start booking 
appointments, whodoyouwantto be?' 

I pause, not having thought the through until now. Wondering if I should choose Rachel after 
my best friend in Oregon, or something even more common like Anne orJennyor something like that. 
But knowing how people always expect psychics to be about as far from normal as it gets, I gaze toward 
the beach and choose the third thing I see, bypassingTree and Basketball Court as I say, 'Avalon.' 
Immediately like the sound of it. 'You know, like the town on Catalina Island?' 

She nods, following me outside as she asks, 'And the second thing?' 

I turn, taking a deep breath and hopingshe will listen when I say, 'You can do betterthan 

Emmah.' 


She looks at me, gaze moving over my face, clearly resigned to the truth if not exactly thrilled 
to hearit from me. 

'You have a serious history of falling for all the wrong girls.' I shake my head. 'You do know 
that, right?' 

I wait fora response, some recognition of what I just said, but she just shrugs and waves me 
away. Still watching as I head to my car, having no idea I can hear her when she thinks: Do not I know it. 

The moment I pull into the drive Jaylynn calls my cell, telling me to just go ahead and order a 
pizza for dinner since she has to work late. And even though I'm tempted to tell her about my new job, I 
don't. I mean, obviously, I need to inform her, if for no other reason than to spare me the one she's 
lined up, but still, there's noway I can admit to getting the particular job. she will think it is weird. Even 
if I omit all the stuff about getting paid to give readings (and believe me, I would never dream of 
mentioningthat) she will still think a job at a metaphysical bookstore is strange. Maybe even silly. Who 
knows? 


Jaylynn'sfartoo reasonable and rational to everget behind such a thing. Preferringto live in 
a world that is sturdy and solid, that makes perfect sense, versus the real one that is anything but. And 
while I hate always having to lie to her, I really do not see how I have much of a choice. There is just no 



way she can ever learn the truth about me, let alone that I will be giving readings under the code name 
of Avalynn. 


I will just tell her I got a job somewhere local, someplace normal, like a regular bookstore, or 
a Starbucks perhaps. And then, of course, I will have to find a way to back the story up in case she 
decidesto follow up on all that. 

I park in the garage and head up the stairs, tossing my bag onto my bed without even looking, 
then heading for my closet as I yank off my tee. Just about to unzip my jeans when Naddalinsays, 'Do 
not mind me. I'm justsitting here enjoyingthe view.' I covermy chestwith my arms, heart beatingtriple 
time as Naddalin lets out a low, sweet white and Jasmine at me. 

'I didn't even see you. I didn't even sense you forthat matter,' I say, reaching for my tee 

again. 


'Guess you were too distracted.' Her smiles, patting the space right beside her, face creasing 
with laughterwhen I pull on my shirt before joining her. 

'What're you doing here?' I ask, not really interested in the answer, just glad to be near her 

again. 


'I figured since Jaylynn'sworkinglate-' 

'Mow'd you-' But then I shake my head and laugh. Of course, she knows. She can read 
everyone's mind, including mine, but only when I want herto. And even though I usually leave my shield 
down, making my thoughts accessible for her to view, right now I just cannot. I feel like I need to explain, 
tell my side of the story before she can peekin myheadand draw herown conclusions. 

'And since you did not come by after school-'She then leans toward me, eyes seeking mine. 

'I wantedtogive you some time with the twins.' I pull a pillow onto my bellyand fingerthe 
seam. 'You know, so you could get used to being togetherand-stuff-' I shrug, meeting hergaze, 
knowingshe'snotbuyingit, notfora second. 

'Oh, we're quite used to each other.' She laughs. 'I assure you of that.' She shakes her head. 


'It's been quite a day-very busy and very interesting, for lack ofa betterword. Butwe missed you.'She 



smiles, eyesgrazing overmy hair, myface, my lips, like the sweetest lingering kiss. 'It would've been so 
much betterif you'd beenthere.' 

I avertmygaze, doubting any of that is the slightest bit true. Muttering under my breath 
when I say, 'I bet.' 

She touches my chin, making me face her, face masked with concern when she asks, 'Hey, 
what's the about?' 

I press my lips togetherand look away, scrunching my pillow so tight it threatens to burst, 
wishing I hadn't said anything because now I have to explain. 'I'm just-' I shake my head. 'I'm just not so 
sure the twins would agree.' I shrug. 'They pretty much blame me for everything. And it's not like they 
don't have a point. I meant-' 

But before I can finish, I realize something- Naddalin is touching me. 

Like touching me touching me. 

For reals. 

No glove, no telepathic embrace, just good old - fashioned skin-on-skin contact-or at least, 
almost contact. 

'Mow'd you-' I look at her, her eyes shining with laughter when her catchers me gaping at her 
bare, gloveless hand. 

'You like?' She smiles, grasping my arm and lifting it high, both of us watching as the thin veil 
of energy, the only thing separating my skin from her, pulsates between us. 'I've been working on it all 
day. Nothing's going to keep me from you. Ever. Nothing.' Her nods, her gaze meeting mine. 

I look at her, mind racing with possibilities, of all that could mean. Enjoyingthe almostfeelof 
herskin, separated only by the thinnestshroud of pure, vibrating energy, invisible to everyone but us. 
And while it does somewhattemperthe usual rush of tingle and heart, and while it could nevercompare 
to the real thing, I miss herso much-just being with her-1 will take what I can get. 

I lean into her, watching the veil expand until it stretches from our heads to our toes. 
Allowing us to lie together in the way that we used to or at least almost in the way that we used to. 



'Much better.' I smile, hands roaming herface, her arms, her chest. 'Notto mention how it's 
far lessembarrassingthan the black leatherglove.' 

'Embarrassing?' She pulls away and looks at me, mock outrage displayed on herface. 

'Come on.' I laugh. 'Even you have to admit it was a total fashion faux pas. I thought Jasmine 
was going to have a seizure every time she saw it,' I murmur, inhaling her wonderful, warm, musky scent 
as I bury my face in her neck. 'So, how would you, do it?' My lips grazing her skin, longing to taste every 
inch. 'How'dyou harness the magic ofSchool and bring it back here?' 

'It's got nothing to do with School,' she whispers, lips at the curve of my ear. 'It's just the 
magic ofenergy. Besides, you should know bynowthat most everythingyou can dothere, can be done 
here as well.' 

I gaze at her, rememberingAvaandall theelaborategold jewelryanddesignerclothesshe 
used to manifest the re, and how upset she always was when they did not survive the return trip home. 

But before, I can even mention it, she says, 'While it has true that the things manifested 
there cannot be transferred here, if you understand howthe magicworks, if you truly get how 
everything is just made up of energy, then there's no reason you can't manifestthe same things here. 
Like your Lamborghini, for instance.' 

'I'd hardly call it my Lamborghini,' I say, cheeks flushing even though it was not so long ago 
when she had a thing for exotic cars too. 'The second I was done with it I sent it right back. I mean, it's 
not like I kept it.' 

She smiles, burying herhand in my hairand smoothingtheendsbetweenthetipsof her 
fingers. 'In between manifestingthingsforthe twins, I perfected it.' 

'What kinds of things?' I ask, moving so I can better see her, at once distracted by the sight of 
her lips, remembering how warm and silky they once felt on mine, wondering if the new energy shield 
will allow us to experience that again. 

'It all started with a flat-screen TV.' Hersighs. 'Or, should I say flat screenssince they ended 
up needing one for each of their rooms, plus another two for the den that they'll share. And not long 
after I got them all hooked up and working, they sat down to watch and not five minutes in they were 
inundated with images of things they couldn't live without.' 



I squint, surprised to hearthat, since the twins neverseemedto care all that much about 
material things back in School, but maybe that's because material things tend to lose mostof their value 
once you can manifest whateveryou want. I guess losing their magic has made themjust like anyone 
else- longing for everything just out of their reach. 

'Trust me, they're an advertiser's dream.' She smiles, shaking her head. 'Falling right into that 
coveted youth market of thirteen to thirty.' 

'Except for the fact that you did not actually buy any of those things, did you? You just closed 
your eyes and made them appear. Hardly the same as going to the store and charging it on your credit 
card. In fact, do you even have a credit card?' Never having seen her even carry a wallet, much less a pile 
of plastic. 


'No need.' She then laughs, finger skimming the bridge of my nose before her lips meet the 
tip. 'But even though I didn't actually go out and buy all of those things as you so generously pointed 
out...' She smiles. 'That does not make those commercials any less effective, which was really my point.' 

I pull away, knowing she's expecting me to laugh, or at least say something lighthearted in 
reply, but I can't. And even though I hate to disappoint her, I still shake my head and say, 'Either way, 
you need to be careful.' I shift my body, so my gaze can better meet her. 

'You shouldn'tspoilthemso much, or make them so comfortable they're reluctantto leave.' 
She squints at me, clearly not following my meaning, so I rush ahead to explain. 'What I mean is, you 
need to remember that living with you is a temporary solution. Our main goal is to look after them until 
we can restore their magic and getthem back to school, which is where they belong.' 

She rolls onto her back and stares at the ceiling. Turning her face toward mine as she says, 
'Aboutthat.' 

I hold my breath and look at her, my stomach dippingeverso slightly. 

'I've beenthinking-'Hersquints. 'Who'sto say School is where they belong?' 

I balk, an argument pressingforth from my lips until she raises her fingerand stops it right 

there. 



'Eternally, the question as to whether or not they return, well, don't you think that's 


something they should decide? I'm not sure we're the ones who should be making those choices.' 

'But we're not choosing,' I say, voice shrill, unsteady. 'That's what they want! Or at least 
that's what they said the night I found them. They were furious with me, blaming me for the loss of their 
magic, for stranding them here-or at least Rayne was; Neville-well, Neville was just Neville.' I shrug. 

'But still, are you saying that's changed?' 

She closes her eyes fora moment, before leveling her gaze back on mine. 'I'm not sure they 
even know what they want at the point,' she says. 'They're a little overwhelmed, excited by the 
possibilities of being here, and yet too terrified to even step outside. I just think we should give them 
sometime and space and keep our minds open to the possibility of them staying a little bit longer than 
planned. Or at least until they're fully adjusted, and betterable to decide forthemselves. Besides, I owe 
them, it's the least I can do. Don't forgetthey helped me find you.' 

I swallow hard and avert my gaze, torn betweenwantingwhat'sbestforthetwinswhile 
worried about the impact it'll have on Naddalin and me. I mean, they've been here less than a day and 
I'm already mourning my access to her, which is a totally selfish way to view two people in need. Still, I 
don'tthink you have to be psychic to knowthat with the two of them around, requiring all kinds of 
assistance, times like the-when it's just Naddalin and me-will be severely limited. 

'Isthat the firsttime you met? In School?' I ask, seemingto rememberRayne saying 
somethingabout Naddalin helpingthem, notthe other way around. 

Naddalin shakes herhead, eyeson mine when she says, 'No,thatwasjustthefirsttime I'd 
seen them in a long time. We actually go way back all the way back to Salem.' 

I look at her, jaw dropped, wondering if she was there during the trials, though she's quick to 

dispel that. 


'It wasjust before the trouble started, and I was only passingthrough. They'd gotten into 
some mischief and couldn'tfind theirway, home-so I gave them a ride in my carriage and their aunt 
was neverthe wiser.'She laughssome... 


-And- 



I'm just about to make some crappy little comment, something about herspoiling and 


enablingthemfrom the very start, when she says, 'They've suffered an extraordinarily hard life- losing 
everything they've ever known and loved ata very young age-surely you can relate to that? I know I 
can.' 


I sigh, feelingsmall and selfish and embarrassed that I even needed to be reminded of that. 
Determined to stick to the practical when I say, 'But who's going to raise them?' Hoping it will seem like 
my concerns are far less about me and more about them. I mean, with all of their unmitigated weirdness, 
not to mention theirtotally bizarre history, where would they go? Who could possibly look afterthem? 

'We're goingto look afterthem.' Naddalin rolls onto her side and makes me face heragain. 
'You and I. Together. We're the onlyoneswhocan.' 

I sigh, wanting to turn away, but drawn to the warmth of her all-encompassing gaze. 'I'm just 
not sure we're fit to be parents.' I shrug, hand moving over her shoulder, getting lost in her tangle of 
hair. 'Or role models, or guardians, or whatever. We're too young!' I add, thinking it's a good and valid 
point, and expectingjustaboutany reaction but the laughter I get. 

'Too young?' She shakes herhead. 'Speakforyourselfl I have been around fora while, you 
know. Plenty long enough to qualify as a suitable guardian for the twins. Besides.' She smiles. 'How hard 
can it be?' 


I close my eyes and shake my head, remembering my feeble attempts to guide Riley both in 
human and ghost form, and how I failed miserably. And to be honest, I'm just not sure I'm up for it again. 
'You have no idea what you're getting into,' I tell her. 'You can't even begin to imagine what it's like to 
guide two headstrong, thirteen-year-old girls. It's like herding cats- completely impossible.' 

'Eternally,' she says, voice low, coaxing, determined to ease my concerns and chase all the 
dark clouds away. 'I know what's really bothering you, believe me, I do. But it's just five more years until 
they turn eighteen and head off on their own, and then we'll have the freedom to do whatever we want. 
What're five years when we have all of eternity?' 

But I shake my head again, refusing to be swayed. 'If they head off on their own,' I say. 'If. 
Believe me, there are plenty of kids who stick around the house long afterthat.' 



'Yes, butthe difference is, you and I won't let them.' She then smiles, eyes practically begging 
me to lighten up and smile too. 'We'II teach them all the magic they'll need to gain their indie pen dance 
and get by on their own. Then we'll send'em off and wish'em well and go somewhere on our own.' 

- And- 

The way she smiles, the way she gazes into my eyes and smooths my hair off my face makes 
it impossible to stay mad, impossible to waste any more time on a topic like when my body's so close to 
her. 


'Five years is nothingwhenyou'vealreadylivedforsix hundred,'she says, lips at my cheek, 
my neck, my ear. 

I snuggle closer, knowing she's right, despite the fact that my perspective's a little different 
from her. Having neverspentmorethantwodecadesin anyone incarnation makes five years spent 
babysittingthe twins seem like an eternity. 

She pulls me to her, arms locked tightly around me, comforting me in a way I wish could last 
forever. 'Are we good?' She whispers... 'Are we finished with the?' 

I nod, pressingmy body hard against her, having noneedforwords.The onlything I want 
now, the only thing that'll make me feel better is the reassuring feel of her lips. 

I shift my body so it's covering her, conformingto the bend of herchest, the valley of her 
torso, the bulk near her hips. Hearts beating in perfect cade nee, vaguely aware of the slim veil of energy 
pulsating between us as I lower my mouth to her- pressing and pushing and kneading together-weeks 
of longing rising to the surface- until all I want to do is infuse my body with her. 

She moans, a low primal sound coming from deep within, hands clutched at my waist, 
bringing me closer'til there's nothing between us but two sets of clothes that need to be shed. 

I fumble at herfly as she pulls at my tee, breath meeting in short, ragged gasps as our fingers 
hurry as fast as they can, unable to complete their tasks quickly enough to satisfy our need. 

- And- 

Just as I've unbuttoned her jeans and start to slide them down, I realize we've gotten so close. 


the energy veil was pushed out. 



'Naddalin!' I gasp, watching as she leaps from the bed, breath coming so heavy and fast, her 


words are clipped at the end. 

'Eternally - I'm-' She shakes her head. 'I'm sorry I thought it was safe -1 didn't realize' 

I reach for my tee and cover myself, cheeks flushed, insides aflame, knowing she's right, we 
can't take the risk- can't afford to get caught up like that. 

'I'm sorry too-1 think-1 think maybe I pushed it away and-' I bow my head, allowing my hair 
to fall into myface, feelingsmall and examined, sure I'mto blame. 

The mattress dips as she returns to my side, the veil fully restored as she lifts my chin and 
makes me face her again. 'It's not yourfault-1-1 lost focus-1 was so caught up in you I couldn't maintain 
it.' 


'It's okay. Really,' I say. 

'No, it's not; I'm older than you-1 should have more control-' Her shakes her head and stares 
at the wall, jaw clenched, gaze far away, eyes suddenly narrowing as she turns back to me and says, 
'eternally- how do we know if she is even real?' 

I squint, having no idea what she means. 

'What kind of proof do we have? How do we know Naddalin's not just playing us, having a bit 
of fun at our expense?' 

I take a deep breath and shrug, realizing I have no proof at all. My eyes meeting heras I 
replay the scene from that day, all the way to the end where I add my blood to the mix and make 
Naddalin drink, realizing the only proof I have is Naddalin's extremely unreliable word. 

'Who's to say she is even legit?' Her eyes widen as an idea begins to form. 'Naddalin's a liar- 
we've no reasonto trust her.' 

'Yeah, but it's not like we can test it. I mean, what if it's not a big game, what if it is legit? We 
can't take the risk, can we?' 

Naddalin smiles, rising from the bed and heading for my desk where her closes her eyes and 
manifests a tall white candle in an elaborate gold holder, a sharp silverdagger, its blade pointy and 



smooth, its handle encrusted with crystals and gems, and a gold-framed mirror hersetsdown beside 
them, motioning for me to join her as she says, 'Normally I would say ladies first- but in the case-' 


She holds her hand over the glass and raises the knife, placing the edge to her palm and 
tracing the curve of her life line, watching her blood flow onto the mirror, pooling, coagulating, before 
closing her eyes and setting the candle aflame. The wound already healed by the time she passes the 
blade through the blaze, cleansing, purifying, before handing it to me and urging me to do the same. 

I lean toward her, inhaling deeply as I quickly slice through my flesh. At first wincing at the 
sharp stab of pain, then watching fascinated, as the blood pours from my palm and onto the mirror 
where it slowly creeps toward her. 

We stand together, bodies still, breath halted, watching as two ruby red splotches meet, 
mingle, a coalesce-the perfect embodiment of our genetic make up joining as one-the very thing 
Naddalin warned us against. 

Waiting forsomethingto happen, some sort of catastrophic punishmentforwhat we've both 
done-butgetting nothing-no reaction at all. 

'Well, I'll be damned-'Naddalin says, eyes meeting mine. 'It'sfinel Perfectly-' 

Her words cut short by the sudden spark and sizzle as our blood begins to boil, conducting so 
much heart a huge plume of smoke bursts from the mirror and fills up the air- crackling and spitting until 
the blood evaporates completely. Leaving behind onlythe sheerest layerofduston a burnt-out mirror. 

Exactly what'll happento Naddalin if our DNA should meet. 

We gape, speechless, unsure what to say. But words are no longer necessary, the meaning is 

clear. 


Naddalin's not playing. Herwarning was real. 

Naddalin and I can never be together. 

Unless I pay her price. 

'Well...' Naddalin nods, struggling to appear calm though her face is clearly stricken. 'Guess 
Naddalin's not nearly the liar I accused herof being at least not in the case.' 



'Which also means she has the antidote- and all I have to do now is- 


But I can't even finish before Naddalin's cutting me off. 'Ever, please, don't even go there. 
Just do me a favor and stay away from Naddalin. She's dangerous and unstable, and I don't want you 
anywhere nearher, okay?Just-' Hershakes herhead, and runs her handthrough her hair, not wanting 
me to see how distraught she really is and heading for the door as she says, 'Just give me some time to 
figure things out. I'll thinkof a way.' 

She looks at me, so shaken by the events she's determined to keep her distance. Manifesting 
a single red tulip into my newly herald palm in place of a kiss, before heading down the stairs and out 
my frontdoor. 

The nextday, when I gethomefrom school, Haven'son my frontsteps, eyes smeared with 
mascara, royal blue bangs hanging limply in her face, with a blanketed bundle clutched tight in herarms. 

'I knowl should've called.'She scramblestoherfeet;theface is red and swollen as she sniffs 
back the tears. 'I guess I didn't really know what to do, so I came here.' She rearranges the blanket, 
showing me a solid black cat with amazing green eyesthatappears very weak. 

'Is she yours?' I glance at them, noticing how both of their auras are ragged and frayed. 

'She-' Haven nods, fussing with the blanket and raising it back to her chest. 

'I didn't knowyou had a cat.' I squint, wanting to help but unsure whatto do. My dad was 
allergic, so we always had dogs. 'Is the why you were n't at school today?' 

She nods, following me into the kitchen where I grab a bottle of water and pour it into a bowl. 

'How long have you had her?' I ask, watching as she placesthe cat in her lap and brings the 
bowl to herface. But the cat's not the least bit interested and quickly turns away. 

'A few months.' She shrugs, giving up on the water and smoothing the top of her head. 
'Nobody knows. Well, outside of Josh, Austin, and the maid who's sworn to secrecy, but nobody else. 

My mom would flip. Godforbid a real living thing to mess up her designerdecoratingscheme.'She 
shakes herhead. 'She lives in my room, mostly under the bed. But I leave the window cracked so she can 
get out and wander around nowand then. I mean, I know they're supposed to live longer if you 



keep'em inside, butwhat kind of life is that?' She looks at me, her normally bright sunshinyaura turned 
gray with worry. 

'What's her name?' I peerat the cat, keeping my voice to a whisper, trying to hide my 
concern. From what I can see, she's not long for the world. 

'Charm...'The corners of her lips lifting ever so slightly as she glances at us. 'I named her that 
because she's lucky-or at least it seemed that way at the time. I found her just outside my window the 
first time Josh and I kissed. It seemed so Dadaistic.' She shrugs. 'Like a good sign. But now-'She shakes 
herhead and looks away. 

'Maybe I can help,' I say, an idea beginningto form. One I'm not sure will work, but still, from 
what I can see I've got nothingto lose. 

'She's not exactly a kitten. She's an old lady now. The vet told me to keep hercomfortable 
for as long as I can. And I totally would've kept her home since she really likes it under my bed, but my 
mom'sdecision to redoall the bedrooms even though my dad'sthreateningtosell, and now the 
decoratoris there, alongwith a Realtor, andeveryone'sfightingandthe house isa mess. 

And since Josh is auditioning for the new band, and since Jasmine is getting ready for her 
performance tonight, I thought I'd come here.' She looks at me. 

'Not that you were last choice or anything.' She cringes, realizing what she just said. 'It's just 
that you're always so busy with Naddalinand I didn't wantto botheryou. But if you're busy, I don't have 
to stay. I mean, if she's coming overor something, I can just-' 

'Trust me.' I lean against the counterand shake my head. 'Naddalin's-' I stare at the wall, 
wonderingjust howto phrase it. 'Naddalin's pretty busy these days. So, I doubtshe'll be dropping by 
anytime soon.' 

I glance at herand Charm, readingheraura and knowingshe'seven more distraughtthan 
she seems. And even though I knowit'snot right, ethical, or whatever, even though I know it'sthe circle 
of life and you're notsupposedto interfere, I can'tstand to see myfriend sufferlikethem, not when I 
have a half bottle of elixir sitting inside my bag. 

'I'm just sad.' She sighs, scratching just under Charm's chin. 'I mean, obviously, she's lived a 
good long life and all, but still. Why does it have to be so sad when it ends?' 



I shrug, barely listening, mind buzzing with the promise of a new idea. 


'It's so weird how like one minute everything's fine - or may be even not so fine- but still, 
you're at leasthere. Andthenthe next-gone. Like Evangeline. Neverto be seen orheard from again.' 

I drum myfingers against the granite counter, knowingthat's not exactly true, but unwilling 

to refute it. 


'I guess I just don'tgetthe point. It'slike, whyshouldyou bothergettingattachedto 
anything if. A: It's never-ever going to last, and B: It hurts like hell when it's over?' She shakes her head. 
'Because if everything's finite, if everything has a definite beginning, middle, and end, then why even get 
started in the first place? What's the point when eve rythingjust leads to The End?' 

She blows her bangs out of her eyes and looks at me. 'And I don't mean death-like-' She nods 
toward her cat. 'Although that's where we all end up no matter how hard we fight.' 

I glance at her and Charm, noddingas though I'm right there. Like I'm just like everyone else. 
Waiting my turn in a long morbid line. 

'I mean death in a more metaphorical way. In a nothing lasts forever way, you know? 

Because it's true, nothing's built to last. Nothing. Nothing- thing.' 

'But Haven-' I start, stoppingthe second she shoots me a look meantto silence. 

'Listen, before you try to sell me all that bright side nonsense you'rejustdyingtospout, 
name one thing that doesn't end.' She narrows her gaze in a way that sets me on edge, making me 
wonder if she knows about me if she's trying to bait me somehow. But when I take a deep breath and 
look at her again, it's clear she's battling herown set of demons, not me. 

'Can't do it, right?' She shakes her head. 'Unlessyou were going to say God, or universal love, 
or whatever, but that's not what I'm talking about, anyway. I mean. Charm is dying, my parents are on 
the verge of divorcing, and, let's face it. Josh and I are going to end eventually too. And if it's purely an 
inevitable fact, then-'She shakes her head and wipes her nose. 'Well-1 may as well take control of the 
situation and betheonewhodecideswhen. 

Hurt her, before she can hurt me. Because two things are for sure. A: It's going to end, and B: 
Someone's bound to get hurt. And why should that someone be me?' She looks away, nose runny, lips 



twisted. 'Markmy words, from the point on, I'm SkaufyceolGirl. Everything runs right off me, nothing 
can stick.' 


I look at her, sensingthe isn't quite the whole story, butwilling to take her at herword. 'You 
knowwhatPYou're right. You're absolutely right,' I say, seeingherlook up in surprise. 'Everything is 
finite.' Everything but Naddalin, Naddalin, and me! 'And you're also right that you and Josh will probably 
end at some point, and not just because everything ends as you said, but because that's just the way it 
goes. Most high school relationships don't make it pastgraduation.' 

'Isthat how you see you and Naddalin?' She picks at Charm's blanket while looking at me. 
'That you guys won't make it past grad night?' 

I press my lips togetherand avert my gaze, knowing I'm pretty much the world's worst liar 
when I say, 'I-1 try not to think about it too much. But what I meantwas, just because something ends 
doesn't mean it's a bad thing or that someone's bound to get hurt, or that it should've never happened 
in the first place, or whatever. Because if each step brings us to the next, then how will we ever get 
anywhere, how can we evergrow if we avoid everythingthat might hurt us?' 

She looks at me, noddingonly slightly, as though she sees my point butwon'tfully concede. 

'So-o, we prettymuch have no choice butto continue, to justgetout there and hopeforthe 
best. And who knows, we might even learn a thing or two along the way.' I look at her, knowing I 
haven't completely sold it, so I add, 'I guess what I'm trying to say is, you can't run away just because 
somethingwon't last. You have to hang in there, let it play out. It's the only way you'll overadvance.' I 
shrug, wishing I could be a little more eloquent, butthere it is. 'Think about it, if you didn't rescue your 
cat, if you didn't say yes when Josh asked you out- well, there's a lot of wonderful moments you 
would've missed.' 

She looks at me, still wantingto argue, but not sayinga word. 

'Josh is a really sweet guy, and she's crazy about you. I don't think you should throw her 
overboard so soon. Besides,' I say, knowingshe hears me but is not truly listening, 'you shouldn't make 
those kinds of decisions when you're feelingso stressed.' 

'Howabout moving, then? Isthat a good enough reason?' 


'Josh is moving?' I squint. I hadn'tseenthat coming. 



She shakes her head, scratching Charm on the spot between her ears when she says, 'Not 
Josh; Me. My dad keeps talking about selling the house, but damn if she'll discuss it with Austin or me.' 


I look at her, tempted to peer inside her head and see for myself, but sticking to my earlier 
vow to allow my friends their privacy. 

'All I know for sure is that the phrase resale value comes up all the time.' She shakes her 
head, looking at me when she says, 'But you know what the really means if any of them is actually true? 

It means I won't be going to Bay View nextyear. Iwon'tgetto graduate with my class. I won't be going 
to any Orange County high school for that matter.' 

'I won't letthem happen,' I say, gaze locked on her. 'There's no way you're leaving. You have 
to graduate with us-' 

'Well, that'svery nice and all.' She shrugs. 'But I'm not sure you can stop it. It's a little out of 
your league, don'tyou think?' 

I glance at her and her cat, knowing it's not at all out of my league. Findingan antidote for 
Naddalin? Maybe. Helping my bestfriend stay in her zip code and save hercat? Notso much. There's 
plenty I can do. Plenty. But still, I just look at her and say, 'We'll work something out. Just trust me, 
okay? Maybe you can move in herewith me and Jaylynn?' Noddingas though I mean it, even though 
Jaylynn would neverhave it. But still needingto put somethingoutthere, provide some kind of comfort 
since it's not like I can voice what I'm hopingto do. 

'You'd do that?' She squints- 'Really?' 

'Of course.' I shrug. 'Whateverit takes.' 

She swallows hard and gazes around, shaking her head when she says, 'You know I'd never 
take you upon it, but still, it's nice to knowthateven with all ourrough spots you're still my bestfriend.' 

I squint, having always assumed it was Malcolm, not me. 

'Well, you and Malcolm.' She laughs. 'I mean, I can have two best friends- an heir and a spare, 
as they say?'She wipes her nose again, shaking her head when she adds, 'I bet I look like crap, right? Go 
ahead, tell me, I can take it.' 



'You don't look like crap/ I say, wonderingwhyshe'ssuddenlyfocused on herlooks. 'You 


look sad. There's a difference. Besides, does it matter?' 

'It does if you're considering whether or not you should hire me.'She shrugs. 'I've got a job 
interview, butthere's no way I can go looking like the. And it's not like I can bring Charm.' 

I gaze at her cat, watching the life-force energy slowly slipping away, knowing I have to 
move fast before it's too late. 'I'll keep her. It's not like I'm going anywhere anyway.' 

She looks at me, wavering on whether or not she should leave her poor dead cat in my care. 
But I just nod, coming around to herside of the counterand lifting Charm out of her arms as I add, 
'Seriously. Just go do what you need to do, and I'll babysit.' I smile, urging her to agree. 

She hesitates, glancing between me and Charm, then rummages through her oversized bag 
fora small, handheld mirror, before wetting herfingerand clearing the mascara tracks from her cheeks. 

'I shouldn'tbelong.'Shegrabsa black pencil and drawsa thick, smudgy line around each eye. 
'Maybe foran hour?Two at the most?' She looks at me, trading the pencil forblush. 'All you have to do 
is hold her and give hersome waterif she wants. Butshe probably won't. She doesn't want much of 
anything now.' She coats her lips with a swipe of gloss and rearranges her bangs, before slinging her bag 
overhershoulderandheadingfor the door. Climbing into hercar assheturnsto me and says, 'Thanks. I 
need the job more than you think. I need to start saving some money so I can emancipate myself like 
Naddalin. I'm tired of the crap.' 

I look at her, unsure of what to say. Naddalin's situation's unique. Not at all what it seems. 

'And yeah, I know, I probably won't be able to support myself in quite the same style as 
Naddalin, but still. I'd rather live in some crappy studio somewhere than be subjectto my parents' 
impulsive decisions and whirs. Anyway, you sure you're okay with them?' 

I nod, hugging Charm tighter, mentally urging herto hold on, just a little bit longer, until I can 

help. 


Haven slides her key into the ignition, the engine turning as she says, 'I promised Naddalin I 
wouldn't be late. And if I hurry, I might be on time.' Checking her appearance in the rearview mirror as 
she shifts in reverse. 



'Naddalin?' I freeze my expression one of pure panic but unable to change it. 


She shrugs, backing out of my drive as she calls, 'She's the one who scored me the interview.' 
Waving as she disappears down the street, leaving me with a dead cat in my arms, and no words to 
warn her. 


'You can't do it,' she says, barely having opened the door before she's already shaking her 

head. 


'You don't even know what I'm here for.' I frown, hugging Charm tightly to my chest, wishing 
I hadn't come here. 

'The cat is dying, and you want to know if it's okay to save it and I'm telling you it's not. You 
can't do it.' She shrugs, reading the situation more than my mind, which I purposely blocked so she can't 
view my visit to Naddalin, which would really set heron edge. 

'Do you mean can't as in not possible? Like the elixir won't work on a feline? Or can't as in 
the moral sense, as in don't play God, always?' 

'Does it matter?'She lifts her brow, stepping to the side and allowing me in. 

'Of course, it matters,' I whisper, TV noise drifting down from upstairs, the twins' daily dose 
of reality shows. 

She heads into the den, ploppingonto the couch and patting the space right beside her. And 
eventhough I'mannoyed bythe way she's acting, noteven giving mea chance to explain, I still join her, 
rearranging the blanket, hopingone look at Charm will convince her. 

'I just don't think you should jump to conclusions,' I say, shifting my body so I'm facing her. 
'It's not as simple as you think. It's not black or white, it's mostly all gray.' 

She leans toward me, gazes softening as she moves her thumb back and forth under Charm's 
chin. 'I'm sorry. Ever. Really.'She gazes at me before pulling away. 'But even if the elixir did work-which, 
by the way, I'm not sure it would since I've nevertried it on an animal before, but even if it did-' 

'Really?' I look at her, surprised to hear that. 'You've never had a pet you couldn't bear to 
part with?' My eyes graze over her, taking her in. 



'Notone that-1 couldn't bear to lose, no.' She shakes her head. 


I narrow my eyes, notsure howl feelaboutthat. 

'Always, back in my day, we didn't keep pets in quite the same way. And after I drank the 
elixir, I wasn't interested in owninganythingthat might tie me down.' 

I nod, catching the way she gazes at Charm and hoping there's room to negotiate. 'Fine. No 
pets. I get it,' I say. 'But do you get how someone might become so attached to their kitty they can't 
bearto say goodbye?' 

'Are you asking if I know about attachment?' She looks at me, gazes heavy, steady, fixed right 
on mine. 'About love, and the unbearable grief that comes when it's lost? 

I gaze down at my lap, feeling juvenile, foolish. I should've seen that coming. 

'There's much more at stake than just saving a cat or granting eternal life - if there even is 
such a thing in the animal kingdom. The real question is, how will you explain it to Haven? What will you 
tell her when she returns only to find the dead cat, she left in your care is now miraculously cured- 
maybe even becoming a kitten again, who knows? How will you possibly explain that to her?' 

I sigh, not having thought aboutthat. Hadn't really considered that if it does work. Charm 
won't just be heralded, but physically transformed. 

'It's not about it not working- I've no clue about that. And it's not about your right to play 
God-you and I both know I'm the last one who should judge such a thing. It's more about safeguarding 
our secrets. And while I know you have only the best intentions at heart, in the end, helping your friend 
will only ignite hersuspicion. Raising questionsthatcan neverbe answeredsimplyor logically without 
revealing too much. Besides, Haven's already onto us, or onto something at least. So now, more than 
ever, it's important for us to lay low.' 

I press my lips together, swallowing pastthe lump in mythroat, hating that I've got so many 
amazing tools at my disposal, all of these magical abilities, but unable to use them, to help those whom I 
love. 



'I'm sorry/ she says, hand hovering over my arm, hesitating to make contact until the veil 


comes along. 'But as sad as it seems, it really is justthe natural course of events. And believe me, 
animals accept these things far betterthan people do.' 

I lean into her shoulder, into her touch, amazed by her power to comfort me no matter how 
bad things get. 'I just feel so bad for her- her parents are always fighting-she might have to move- it's 
making herquestion the point of everything. Kind of like I did when my world fell apart.' 

'Always-' She starts, gazes soft, lips looming so close I can't help but press mine against 
them-the moment cut short when the twins squeal their way down the stairs. 

'Naddalin- Neville won't let me-' Rayne stops, standing before us, dark eyes wider than usual 
when she says, 'Omigod is that a cat?' 

I glance at Naddalin. Since when does Rayne use words like-'Omigod' - 'An exclamation of 
surprise, pleasure, dismay?' 

But she just shakes her head and laughs. 'Don't get too close.' She glances between them. 
'And keepyourvoice down. The is a very sick cat. I'm afraid she doesn'thave very long.' 

'Then why don't you save it?' Rayne asks, prompting Neville to nod in agreement, the three 
of us gazing at Naddalin, our eyes wide and pleading. 

'Because we do not do things like that,' she says, voice stern and parental. 'That's not how 

it's done.' 


'But you saved Ever, and she's not nearly as cute,' Rayne says, kneeling before me'til her 
face is level with Charms. 

'Rayne-' Naddalin starts. 

But she just laughs, glancing between us when she says, 'Just joking. You know I'm joking, 

right?' 


I look at her, knowingshe's not, but not willing to press it. Just aboutto get up, wantingto 
getCharmed back before Haven returns when Neville kneels beside me and places herhand on Charm's 
head, closing her eyes as she chants a series of indecipherable words. 



'No magic/ Naddalin scolds. 'Notin the case.' 


But Neville just sighs and sits back on her heels. 'It's not like it works anyway,' she says, still 
gazing at Charm. 'She looks just like Jinx at that age, doesn'tshe?' 

'Which time?' Rayne giggles, nudging hersister as they both start to laugh. 

'We may have extended her life a few times,' Neville says, cheeks pink as she glances at us, 
promptingme to lookat Naddalin and think: See? 

But she just shakes her head. Again- Haven? 

'Can we get a cat?' Neville asks. 'A black kitty like the?'Tugging on hersleeve while gazing at 
her in a way that is hard to resist. 'They're wonderful companions and very good around the house. 
What do you say? Can we? Please?' 

'It'll help us get ourmagic back,' Rayne adds, nodding at her. 

I look at Naddalin, reading herexpression and knowing it is as good as done. Whateverthe 
twins want, the twins get. It is as simple as that. 

'We'll discuss it later,' Naddalin says, trying a stern look, but the gesture's empty, everyone 
knows it but her. 

I get up from the couch and head for the door, needing to get Charmed back to the house 
before Haven returns. 

'Are you upset with me?' Naddalin grasps my hand and leads me to my car. 

I shake my head andsmile. It is impossible to be mad at her, or at least notfor very long. 'I'm 
not going to lie; I was hoping you'd be on my side.' I shrug, coaxing Charm into hercarrier, before 
leaning against the door and pulling her close. 'But it's not like I don't get your point. I just wanted to 
help Haven, that's all.' 

'Just be therefor her.' She nods, dark gaze on mine. 'That's all she really wants from you 

anyway.' 


She leans in to kiss me, gathering me into her arms, her hands movingover me and warming 


me to my core. Pulling awayto gaze at me with those deepsoulfuleyes, the rockto myfeather, my 



eternal partner, whose intentions are so solid and good-1 can only hope she never learns of my betrayal, 
renegingon my promise not to visit Naddalin just aftersaying I would not. 

She then cups my face between the palms of her hands and peers into my eyes. Sensing my 
mood shifts so easily it is as though they are here. 

I avert my gaze, thinking about Haven, Naddalin, the cat, and all the mounting mistakes-1 
cannot seem to stop making. Then clearing the thoughts and shaking my head, unwilling to visit that 
place when Isay, 'See you tomorrow?' Barely finishingthe words before she leans in to kiss me again, a 
slip ofenergypulsatingbetweenherlipsand mine. 

Holding the momentforas long as we can, neitherof us willing to breakaway, until a twin 
chorus of, 'Ew! Gross! Do we really have to watch that?'trails from the window upstairs. 

'Tomorrow-' Naddalin smiles, seeing me safely into my car before headinginside. 

Everything started out fine. As fine and normal as any otherday. I woke up, showered, 
dressed, stopped by the kitchen to toss some cereal down the sink before chasing it with some OJ I'd 
swished in a glass- my usual morning routine so Jaylynn will think I ate the breakfastshe made. 

Noddingand smiling the whole way to school asJasmineyammersonand on about Holt, or 
France, or Holt and France, as I sit there beside her, stopping, turning, speeding, slowing, chasingyellow 
lights, waiting forthe momentwhen I can see Naddalin again. Knowingthe mere sight of herwill turn all 
darkness to light, even if the effectis just temporary. 

But the moment-1 pull into the lot the first thing I see is a mammoth-sized SUV parked right 
next to the space Naddalin's saving for me. And I mean mammoth, as in big and ugly. And something 
aboutthe sight of Naddalin leaning against that whale of a car fills me with dread. 

'What the hell?'Jasmine gapes. 'You give up riding the bus, so you can drive a bus instead?' 

I climb out of my Miata, glancing between Big Ugly and Naddalin, hardly believing my ears 
when she starts quoting a slew of statistics about its superb safety ratingand roomy back seats. I mean, 

I don't remember her ever once caring aboutthe safety rating when she was chauffeuring me. 



That's because-you're immortal, she thinks, sensingmy thoughts as we head for the gate. 
But may I remindyou,thetwins are not, and since theyare nowin my care, it's myjobto keepthem 
from harm. 


I shake my head, gaze narrowed as I try to think of a snappy reply. My thoughts interrupted 
by Haven who says, 'You're doing it again.' She crosses herarms and glances at us. 'You know, your 
whole, weird, pseudo telepathy thing.' 

'Who even cares about that?'Jasmine screeches. 'Naddalin's driving a bus!' She hooks her 
thumb over her shoulder, jabbing toward the big, black monstrosity and wincing at the sight of it. 

'Is it a bus or a mom car?' Haven squints, shielding her eyes from the sun. Glancing at each of 
us. 'Whatever it is, one thing's for sure, it's tragically middle-aged.' 

Jasmine nods fully warmed up to the subject now. 'First the glove and now the?' Her frowns 
at Naddalin, disappointment clouding her face. 'I have no idea what you're up to, but dude, you are 
seriously losing your edge. You're not even close to the rock star you were when you first came to the 
school.' 


I glance at her, eyes narrowed in silent agreement. But Naddalin just laughs, too concerned 
with the propercare and feedingof the twins to botherwith whatanyonethinks- including me. And 
while that's obviously the way a good, responsible, parental-type figure should think, something about 
it really bugs me. 

Jasmine and Haven continue, teasing Naddalin about hernew, surprisingly stodgy ways, as I 
tag along, a sliver of energy pulsating between us as she grabs my hand and thinks, what's going on? 
Why are you acting like the? Is the because of the cat? I thoughtyou understood all of that? 

I stare straight ahead, focused on Jasmine and Haven, sighing loudly as I mentally reply: It's 
not the cat. We settled that yesterday. She's back at Haven's, marking her days. It's just well, it's like, 
here I am, making myself crazy, tryingtofind a solution so we can be together, and all you seemtocare 
about is manifesting HDTV's and the world's ugliest babyproof carso you can cart the twins around 
town! I shake my head, knowing I need to stop before I go any further and really have something to 
regret. 



'Everything's changing,' I say, not realizing I said it out loud until the words ring in my ears. 
'And I'm sorry if I'm acting like a brat, but I'm just so frustrated that we can't be togetherin the way that 
we want. And I miss you. I missyou so bad I can't stand it.' I pause, eyes stinging, throat hot and tight, 
threatening to close up completely. 'And now that the twins are living with you, and with my new job 
starting and all, well, it's like, we're suddenly thrust into the super stressful, middle-aged life. And trust 
me, seeing your new car just now didn't help.' 

I peer at her, thinking there's noway I'm riding in that thing. Instantly ashamed when I see 
her looking at me with such love and compassion, I can't help but fold. 'I guess I was hoping the summer 
would be great, you know? I was hoping we could have some fun-justthe two of us. 

But now it's not looking so good. And, justto topthings off, did I even mention that Jaylynn is 
dating Milley? My history teacherPThe Friday night, dinner at eight!' I scowl, hardly believingthe 
pathetic life actually belongs to a supposedly powerful, newly immortal, almost seventeen- year- old girl. 

'You got a job?' She stops in place as her eyes search mine. 

'Out of everything I just said that's what you're focusing on?' I shake my head and pull her 
along, laughing in spite of myself. 

But she just looks at me, gazes fixed on mine as she says, 'Where?' 

'Mystics and Moonbeams.' I shrug, watching Jasmine and Haven wave as they turn down the 
hall and head for class. 

'Doing what?' She asks, not ready to drop it justyet. 

'Retail stuff, mainly.' I gaze at her. 'You know, workingthe register, restocking shelves, giving 
readings, stuff like that.' I shrug, hoping she won't pay much notice to that last part. 

Psychic readings? She gapes, stopping just shy of our classroom. 

I nod, staring longingly at my classmate's spill through the door, preferringtojoin them than 
having to finish what I started. 

'Do you think that's smart? Drawing that kind of attention to yourself?' Backto talking again 
nowthat we're alone in the hall. 



'Probably not.' I shrug, knowing it's most definitely not. 'But Jaylynn insists the discipline and 
stability will do me some good. Or so she says. She just wants to watch me. And short of installing a 
nanny cam, the is the easiest, least invasive way. She even had the horrible, soul-sucking, nine-to-five 
gigs all set up and ready to go, so when Naddalin said she needed some help around the store, we II, I 
didn't have much choice but to what?' I pause, seeing the look on her face, eyes guarded, hard to read. 

'Naddalin?' Her eyes narrowingto where I can just barely see them. 'I thoughtyou said 
someone named Lina owned the store.' 

'Lina does own the store. Naddalin's hergrandson,' I say, only that's notentirelytrue. 'Well, 
she's not her real grandson, it's more like, she looks after her. Helped raise her after she runs away from 
her last foster home-or-whatever.' I shake my head. The last thing I wanted was to start a conversation 
aboutNaddalin, especially with the way Naddalin'sgone high alert. 'I thought it might help, you know, 
allow unlimited access to books and things that might help us. Besides, it's not like I'm working there 
undermy real name. I'm using an alias.' 

'Let me guess.' She peers into my eyes, seeing the answer displayed in my thoughts. 'Avalynn. 
Cute...' Her smiles, but only briefly before she's gone seriously again. 'But you know how it works, right? 
It's not like a confessional where you're shielded by a screen. People expect to face-to-face contact. 
They want to see you know whether or not they can trust you. So, what exactly are you planning to do 
when someone you knowjust happens to walk in for an impromptu tarot card reading? Did you even 
think aboutthat?' 

I frown, wondering why she has to take what I thought was a pretty good deal and turn it 
into a problem. And I'm just about to deliver some snappy reply, say something like- Hello? I'm a psychic. 
I'll knowbeforethey even get through the door! when Naddalin appears. 

Naddalin and- someone else- someone vaguely familiar- someone named Marco who was 
last seen in a vintage Jaguar, pulling upto her house. 

Walking side by side, legs moving swiftly, eyesfocused on mine. Naddalin'sgaze taunting, 
mocking, the proud ownerof my dirty little secret. 

Naddalin moves to shield me, gaze on Naddalin as she thinks: Stay calm. Don't do a thing. I'll 


handle them. 



I peeroverhershoulder, watchingas Naddalin and Marco barrel toward us like an oncoming 
train. Gazing at me with eyes so deep, so blue, everything blurs but her moist grinning lips and flashing 
Ouroboros tattoo. And the last thing I think, before I'm sucked in completely, is that the is my fault. If I'd 
kept my promise to Naddalin and stayed away from her, I wouldn't be facing the now. 

Her energy swirls toward me, tugging, pulling, luring me in, sucking me into a spiral of 
darkness, bombarding me with images of Naddalin-the tainted antidote- my ill-advised visit- Haven- 
Malcolm- France-the twins-all of it coming so quickly I can barely distinguish between them. But the 
individual images themselves aren't important- it's the whole she wants me to see. All of it meant to 
illustrate one single thing: Naddalin's in charge now- the rest of us are just puppets, pulled by her strings. 

'Morning', mates!' She sings, releasing me from her grip as my body falls limp against 

Naddalin's. 


But despite hersweet murmurings as her usher me awayfrom Naddalin and into the room, 
despite the soft reassurances intended to soothe, convinced that we've]ust dodged a bullet and it's 
over, for now, I happen to know it's only begun. 

More is coming. 

There's no doubt. 

Naddalin'snextshotis aimed solely at me. 

Afterlunch, I headfor Mysticsand Moonbeams. Eagertostart my on-the-jobtraining, 
hoping it'll provide a nice distraction from the mess otherwise known as my life. 

It was bad enough when Naddalin kept disappearing between classes so she could check in 
on the twins, but by lunch, when I assured her I was fine, that Naddalin would n't bother me, and that 
she should just stay home, I headed forourtable only to learn that Haven has boarded the Naddalin 
train. Picking apart a vanilla- frosted cupcake while gushing about the big part she played in securing her 
the job at the vintage store, despite herarriving at the interviewten minutes late. 

And all I could do was mumble an occasional word of dissent, which didn't go over so well. So, 
after her third excruciatingly dramatic eye roll, aftertelling me to relax and unclench for the u mpteenth 
time, I tossed my uneaten sandwich and made forthe gate. Vowingto keep an eye on her, do whatever 
it takes to keep them from getting together. Just one more item on my growing to-do list. 



I pull into the alley, parking in one of two spaces behind the store before headingtoward the 
front, half expecting to find the door locked, figuring Naddalin couldn't resist the call of killer waves on 
such a beautiful day and surprised to find it wide open, with Naddalin behind the register, ringing a sale. 

'Oh hey, here's Avalynn now.'She nods. 'I was just telling Susan about our new psychic 
reader, and you walk in on cue.' 

Susan turns, looking me over, scrutinizing, accessing, adding up all the parts in her head. Sure, 
she's aced the equation when she says, 'Aren'tyou a little youngto be giving readings?' She gives me a 
smug look. 


I smile, an awkward slanting of lips, as my gaze darts betweenthem, unsurehowto respond, 
especially with the way Naddalin's looking at me. 

'Being psychic is a gift,' I mumble, nearly choking on the word. Rememberingatime, not long 
ago, when I scoffed atthe thought, sure it was anything but. 'It'sgot nothing to do with age,' I add, 
watching heraura flicker and flare, knowing I've failed to convince her. 'You either have it, or you don't.' 

I shrug, digging myself a very deep hole. 

'So, should I book you reading?' Naddalin asks, smiling in a way that's hard to resist. But not 
for Susan; shaking her head and clutching her bag, she heads for the door, saying, 'You just give me a 
call when Ava comes back.' 

The bell clangs loudly as the door closes behind her. 'Well, that went well.' I shrug, turning 
toward Naddalin and watching her file the receipt before adding, 'Is my age going to be a problem here?' 

'You sixteen?'She asks, barely glancingat me. 

I press my lips togetherand nod. 

'Then you're old enough to work here. Susan's a psychicjunkie, shear won't resist for long, 
she'll be on yoursign- up sheet before you know it.' 

'Psychicjunkie? Is thatanything like a groupie?' I follow her to the office in the back, noticing 


she's wearing the exact same trunks and peace - sign tee as before. 



'Can't make a move without consulting the cards, the stars, what have you.' She nods some. 


'Though I'mguessingyougatheredyourshare of regulars duringall the readingsyou've given.' She 
glances overhershoulderas she opensthe door, eyes narrowed, knowing, in a way I cannot miss. 

'About that-' I start, figuring I may as well confess since she is obviously on to me anyway. 

But she just turns, hand raised, decided to stop me when she says, 'Please, no confessionals.' 
Smiling and shaking her head. 'If I have any hope of enjoying those huge swells out there, then I don't 
have the luxury of regretting my decision. Though you might want to rethink that bit about it being a 
gift.' 


I look at her, surprised to hear her say that since all the psychics I have met, which, okay, 
pretty much consistsof just Ava, but still, most ofthemthink it is most certainly somethingyou are born 
with. 


'I'm thinking of adding some classes to the schedule, psychic development stuff, maybe even 
throw in some Wicca as well, and trust me, we'll get a lot more sign-upsif everyone thinks they have a 
fair shot.' 


'But do they?' I ask, watching as she heads for an extremely messy desk and riffles through a 
pile of papers nearthe edge. 

'Sure-'She nods, picking up a sheet, looking it over, then shaking herhead as she swaps it for 
another. 'Everyone has the potential, it's just a matter of developing it. With some it comes easy, they 
could not ignore it if they tried, with others-they must dig a little deeper to find it. And you? When did 
you know?' 

She looks at me, those sea-green eyes meeting mine in a way that makes my stomach dance. 

I mean, one minute he'stalking abstractedly, thumbingthrough papers as though she's barely minding 
herwords, then the next everything stops, her gaze is on mine, and it's like time has stood still. 

I swallow hard, unsure what to say, part of me longing to confess, knowing she's one of the 
few who would understand, but the other part resists- Naddalin'sthe only one who knows my story, and 
I feel like-1 should keep it that way. 



'Just born with it, I guess.' I lift my shoulders, cringing at the way my voice rose at the end. 
My eyes dart around the room, hoping to avoid the topic as well as her gaze when I add, 'So-classes; 
whoare teachingthose?' 

She shrugs, tilting her head in a way that allows her dreadlocks to fall into her face. 'Guess I 
will,' she says, pushing them back and revealing the scar on her brow. 'It's something I've been wanting 
to do fora while anyway, but Lina's always been against it. I figure I may as well take advantage of her 
not beingthereto see if it works.' 

'Why'sshe against it?' I ask, stomach-settling when she leans backand props herfeeton her 

desk. 


'She likes to keep it simple- books, music, angel figurines, with the occasional reading thrown 
in. Safe. Benign. Mainstream mysticism where no one gets hurt.' 

'And your way? People get hurt?' I study her, trying to pinpoint just what it is about her that 
sets me on edge. 

'Not at all. My goal is to empower people, help them live better, more fulfilled lives, by 
accessing theirown intuition, that's all.' She glances at me, green eyes catching me staring, making my 
stomach go weird again. 

'And Lina doesn't want to empower people?' I ask, fee ling all fluttery under her gaze. 

'With knowledge comes power. And since powertendsto corrupt, she thinks it's too big a 
risk. Even though I've got no plans to go anywhere near the dark arts, she's convinced they' II find their 
way in, thatthe classes I teach will only lead to harder, darkerstuff.' 

I nod, thinking of Naddalin and Haven and definitely seeing Lina's point. Power in the wrong 
hands is indeedadangerous thing. 

'Anyway, you interested?' 

My eyes meet her, unsure of whatshe means. 


'In teaching a class?' 



I balk, wondering if she's joking or serious, then seeing she's neither, just putting it out there. 
'Trust me, I don't know the first thing about Wicca, or- or any of it really. I've no idea how it works. I'm 
betteroff justgiving the occasional reading, and maybe even tryingto organize the mess.' I gesture 
toward her desk, the shelves, just about every available surface that's buried beneath a mound of 
papers and junk. 

'I was hoping you'd say that.' She laughs some. 'Oh, and just so you know, I clocked out the 
moment you walked in. Gone surfing if anyone asks.' She gets up, moving toward the surfboard leaning 
against thefarwall. 'I don'texpectyouto getit completely organized oranything, it'stoo biga mess. 
But if you could getit into some kind of order, well-' Her nods, looking at me. 'You just might get a gold 
star.' 


'I'd rather have a plaque,' I say, pretendingto be serious. 'You know, something nice that I 
can hang on the wall. Or even a statuette. Ora trophy- a trophy would be good.' 

'Howabout yourown parkingspace outback?! can probably swing that.' 

'Trust me, you already have.' I laugh. 

'Yeah, but the one will have your name on it. Reserved for you only. No one will be allowed 
to park in it, not even off-hours. I'llposta big warning that reads: CAUTION ITHESPACE RESERVEDFOR 
AVALYN N ON LY. ALL Other's WILL BE TOWED AWAY AT THEIR OWN EXPENSE.' 

'You'd do that? For reals?' I laugh, eyes meeting her 

She grabs her board, fingers gripping the edge as she heaves it under her arm. 'You get the 
place cleaned up and there's no limit to the rewards that await you. Today Employee of the Month, 
tomorrow-' Her shrugs, tossing her dreads off her forehead and exposing her amazingly cute face. 

Our gazes lock, and I know she's caught me again - caught me looking- wondering-thinking 
she's cute. So, I quickly look away, scratching at my arm, fiddling with my sleeve, anythingto move past 
the momenttoward something less awkward. 

'There's a monitor in the corner the re.' She nodstoward thefarwall, back to business again. 
'That, combined with the bell on the door, should alert you to anyone coming in when you're working 
back here.' 



'That, the bell on the door, and the fact that I'm psychic,' I say, trying to sound lighthearted. 


though my voice is a little shaky, having not fully recovered from the awkwardness before. 

'Like the way,you accessedyourpowerswhen I snuck upon you?'She asks, smiling in a nice 
open way, though her eyes are holding back. 

'That was different.' I shrug. 'You obviously know howto shield yourenergy. Most people 

don't.' 


'And you know howto shield youraura.' She squints, head cocked to the side, those golden 
dreadlocks falling halfway down herarm as shefocusesin on my right. 'But I'msure we'llgetto that 
later.' 


I swallow hard, pretending notto notice how hervibrant yellow aura goes a little pink at the 

edges. 


'Anyway, it's all pretty self- explanatory. The files need to be alphabetized, and if you could 
separate 'em by subject, that'd be great. Oh, and don't bothertagging the crystals or herbs if you're not 
familiar with them. I'd hate to get'em confused. Though if you are familiar-' Her smiles, brow raised in 
such a way I immediately start scratching myarm again. 

I gaze at the gleaming piles of crystals, some of which I recognize from the elixirs I made and 
the amulet I wear at my neck, but most of which are so foreign they're not even vaguely familiar. 

'Do you have a book or something?' I ask, hoping herdo since I'd love to learn more about 
their amazing abilities. 'You know, so I can'- Find a way to sleep with my immortal boyfriend someday- 
so I can get them all tagged properly- and-stuff.' I nod, hoping to appear like a hard worker rather than 
the self- motivated slacker I am. Watching as she drops hersurfboard and turns back toward her desk, 
shuffling through a pile of books and retrieving a small, thick, well-worn tome from the bottom of the 
stack. 


Turning it over in her hands, and gazing at the back when she says, 'The has it all. If a crystal's 
not in it, it doesn't exist. It's also loaded with pictures, so you can identify them. Anyway, itshould help,' 
she adds, tossing it to me. 

I catch it between the palmsof my hands, its pages vibrating with life as the contents surge 
through me. The entire book now imprinted on my brain as I smile and say, 'Believe me, it already has.' 



I stare at the monitor, making sure Naddalin has left before takingthe seat behind the desk 
and gazing at the pile of crystals. Knowing the book alone wasn't enough-they need to be handled to be 
understood. But just as I reach for a large red rock marked by streaks of yellow, my knee knocks against 
the side of the desk, and my entire body grows itchy and warm-a sure sign that something needs my 
attention. 


I push the chair back and lean forward, peering underthe desk, noticing howthe sensation 
grows stronger the lower I go. Following the feeling, until I've slid off my seat and dropped to the floor, 
fumblingaround forthe source, the tips of my fingers growing unbearably hot the second I touch the 
bottom left drawer. 

I lean back on my heels, squinting at the old brass lock- the kind of deterrent meant to keep 
honest people honest and dissuade those who don't know howto manipulate energy like me-closing 
my eyes as I ease the drawer open, only to find a pile of hanging files that are no longer hanging, an 
ancient calculator, and a pile of old and yellowed receipts. Just aboutto close it again when I sense the 
false bottom beneath. 

I scoop up the papersand toss them aside before liftingthe hatch and exposingan old, worn, 
leather-bound tome, its pages curled and fraying like a lost ancient scroll, the words Book of Shadows 
inscribed on its front. I place it on the desk before me, then sitthere and stare. Wondering why 
someone would goto so much trouble to keep the book hidden - and from whom? 

Is Lina hiding it from Naddalin? 

Oris it the other way around? 

-And- 

Since there'sonly one way to find out, I close my eyes and press my palm to its front, 
planning to read it in my usual way until I'm slammed by a surge of energy so intense, so frenetic, so 
chaotic- it practically snaps crackles my bones. 

I'm hurled backward, my chair hitting the wall with such force it leaves a huge dent. The 
flickering remnants of random images still quivering before me and knowing full well why it was hidden- 
it's a book of witchcraft and spells. Divinations and incantations. Containing powers so potent it would 
be completely catastrophic in the wrong hands. 



I steady my breath and stare at the cover, calming myself before I attempt to thumb through 
it. Fingers twitching, touching only the edges, as I peer at a cursive so small it's nearly impossible to 
decipher. The bulk of the pages inscribed with all mannerof symbols, reminding me of the alchemical 
journals Naddalin'sfatherusedto keep-carefully written in code in orderto protectthe secrets within. 

I flip to the middle, taking in a fine, detailed sketch of a group of people dancing undera full 
moon, followed by those of similar people engaged in complex rituals. Fingers hovering above the 
scratchy old paper and suddenly knowing deep in my bones that it is no mistake. I was meant to find the 
book. 


Just like Naddalin hypnotized my classmates and putthemall underherspell,all I should do 
is weave the right incantation to convince her to divulge the information I need! 

I turn the page, eager to find the right one, just as the bell on the shop door rings and I peer 
at the monitorto confirm it. Unwilling to budge'til I'm sure they're notgoingto turn right around and 
leave, thatthey're truly committed to staying. Watching as the small, slim, black-and- white figure 
makes herway through the room- nervously glancing over her shoulder as though expecting to find 
someone there. And just as I'm hoping she'll leave, she goes straight to the counter, places her hands on 
the glass, and waits patiently. 

Great-1 get up from the desk. Just what I need a customer. Calling, 'Can I help you?' before 
I've even hada chance to turn thecornerand see that it's Jewell. 

The second she sees me she gasps, jaw-dropping, eyes widening,appearingalmost- 
frightened?The twoof us gape at each other, wondering howto move past them. 

'Urn, do you need something?' I say, voice sounding more confidentthan I feel, as though I 
really am in charge around here. Taking in her long dark hair, the recent addition of copper streaks 
glinting underthe lights, realizing I have neverseen heralone until now. Neveronce been confronted by 
her, justthe twoof us, without Emmah or Mireille. 

My mind wanders to the book in the back, the one I left on the desk, the one I need to return 


to at once, hoping whateveritis that she wants can be handled quickly and easily. 



'Maybe I'm in the wrong place.' She pulls her shoulders in, twisting a silver ring around and 


around as she cheeks spot bright pink. 'I think I-' She swallows hard and glances back at the door, 
motioningawkwardly as she says,'l think I madea mistake,so I'm-I'mjustgoingto go-' 

I watch as she turns, heraura glowinga tremulousgray as she headsforthe door. And even 
though I do not want to do it, even though I have a potential life-changing, problem-solving book to 
return to, I say, 'It's not a mistake.' She stops, shoulders hunched, looking small and diminutive without 
the aid other bully friend. 'Seriously,' I add. 'You meant to come here. And who knows? Maybe I can 
help.' 


She takes a deep breath, pausing for so long I am about to speak again when she turns. 
'There's the guy.'She picks at the hemof hershortsand gazesat me. 

'Naddalin.' Sensing the answerwithout reading her thoughts or touching her skin, just 
knowingthe moment my eyes meether. 

'Yeah, um, I guess. Anyway, I um-'She shakes her head and starts again. 'Well, I was just 
wondering if she was here. She gave me the.' She pulls a crumpled piece of paper from her pocket and 
lays it flat against the glass, smoothingthe creases as she peers up at me. 

'She's not here,' I mumble, eyes grazing over the flyer advertising her Psychic Development 
Class level 1, thinking how she wasted no time. 'You wantto leave a message? Orsign up?' 

I then study hercarefully, never-everhavingseen hersoshyand uncomfortable before-with 
the ring twisting, eye darting, knee twitching- and knowing it is because of me. 

She shrugs, gazing down at the counteras though fascinated by the jewelry inside. 'No, um, 
don't say anything. I'll just come back some other time.' She takes a deep breath and pulls her shoulders 
back, trying to summon some of the usual revulsion reserved justforme, butfailing miserably. 

-And- 

Even though part of me wants to soothe her, calm her, convince her there is really no reason 
to act like the-1 do not. I just watch as she leaves, makingsure the doorcloses behind herbefore 
heading back to the book. 



I do not think you ever really fall out of love with someone. I think when you fall in love, like 
true love, it is love for life. All the rest is just experience and delusions. 

Partition: 3 

(Back to Black, and the paper) 

And Scary- looking' fang, indeed? said Stan, who had been watching Naddalin read. 

Then she- murdered thirteen people ha? said Naddalin, hand sing she - page back to Stan, 

And with one curse? 

-And- 

Yep, said Stan, in front of witnessesandall. 

It was in broad daylight even. 

Big trouble it caused said Ern darkly, didn't it, Ern? She said not long after, to Stan who was 
looking over at her adjacently siting within also in the same booth, Stan swiveled in his armchair, his 
handson the- back- betterto look at Naddalin. 

- And- 

Besides Black encourages a big supporter of- You- Know- O-oo, she- said. 

Then said Naddalin, without thinking. And what about, Ava? Even Stan's pupils went white- 
as if dark energy when in him; and was being controlled by anotherperson. 

Then the train jerked back so hard that a whole farmhouse had to jump aside what looked 
like to the one side to avoid being streamed over with the darkness- still on top of it with the lamp beam 
in front shining upon it, and then looking again the farmhouse was Nevaeh'sold home, as we make our 
way to yet another porthole to the other side. And as Emmah said, it feels a whole lot safer when inside 
a vehicle. 


And you outta be glad you're in here and not thinking you are being run over by it, he said -1 


knew a girl? She was nuts! 11...yelped Stan... 




Sorry, said Naddalin hastily, but I know hertoo and it's not all how you make herout to be, 
she was in an accident, and traumatized by it, not mental. And Sorry, I -1 forgot- that you know 
everyone... and everything. 

...And forgot- that you were just another dumb boy I Besides, she said weakly. 

AndJoannah, my' heart'sgoing' thatfast... overall ofthis... one beingoveryou too, two being 
overthe rail line beingall crazy, and three being overall the news of Black. 

-And- 

So-o,-so Black was a supporterofthe motherand hergirls? 

And Naddalin prompted apologetically, said I don'tthink So-o. 

And yeah, and said Stan, still rubbing herchest, he is and was, and still is I feel, sorry to 
disagree with you. 

And Yeah, that's right, nowthatyoufeelthat way? 

He is very close to them even related- by blood. 

Partition: 4 

Theysay... anyway, when little Naddalin-got her- betterofYou- Know-'O-oo-the motherof 
the four girls. And ava's object of desire-forever, NEVER- EVER letting going of her longing for lust- and 
love, even if... even if she has no looks at the former girl she once was. This is why she called her the 
towerto see herthe tarot card... the show's a strongforce to be reckoned with, the motherthen? 

'Yes!' 

Then- Naddalin nervouslyflattened her bangs down again - 'And All-You-Know-'Go's 
supporters were tracked down, wasn't they, Stan? 

Most of em knew it was all over, when-You- Know-'O-o-o went absent for both worlds, and 
they came silently for years. Like us, we knew she was planning and was up to no good. 


But not Trirus Black. 



I heard her-thought I'd be second- in-command once You- Know-'O-o'taken over your mind 


body and soul. But no- it went down her side of the family more than his- Chiaz Naztherth, somehow 
Emmah would have been a little niece, why she was also tinted by the evil hands of the hex of the girl's 
family and mother, some say that Emmah was Chiaz unborn child, child that he never had, that only 
lived for 48 hours, within Nevaeh, and passed, over running out of air, she was baby number two, also a 
hex within the family ever baby that is number two passes. Yet this was never really talked about, 
Jaylynn's death was more hart barking. 

-And- 

Anyway, they cornered Black in the-middle of a streetfull of humansand Black tookout his 
revenge on the would kill all that was in his path and blasted 'em right in the-street all apart brain 
splatted the roadway, and a wizard got it to see it all, that wizard was- Naddalin dad, who understood 
the why... of it all, know it was the hex, nothing more nothing less, it took over his mind, she urn- his 
little girl in pain always. 

-A re porter for the press said about her story after her death - in not so many words. 
'Someone like Nevaeh- if they believe in the supernatural, thatshe was losing herwit and mind, it was 
said to me that she says-G/70 sT'S-000- HA!'AND HIS HANDS SHOOK MUCKING HER. 

Hum so maybe that unborn child was a huntforyears-thatshe was is in the glass that leads 
to the other side, the motherwas seeing her baby, maybe that it- she was never crazy-said Naddalin 
swiftly. 


They typewriter print out would give the clues to that also, matching her story. 

'Horrible, eh? And you know what Black did then? And Stan continued in a dramatic whisper. 

And what, are you tryingto say? Said Naddalin. 

Then laughed, Stan, and just stood there and laughed. It's a good thing I like you for you said 
Naddalin or I would walk away nowand not look back. 'Hell-you have your head so far up your ass, you 
needtofart to breath!' 

And when reinforcements from the - Bureau of Magic got the re're everything went quiet as 
everything, went stil! a!! quite in its place of, closes to mad he is or surpasses, indeed, Ern? Indeed, mad 
he is they say, and I say too. 



-And- 


Besideslfshe-weren'twhenthe-wenttoDizeryland,she-will be now,said Ern in she slow 
voice, so you could not re mem berth is, as you could you? So, you must be her... are n't you? 

'I must-then- if you say so...' 


'I say so- Oo...' 

...Confesslll 

Besides like- I'd blow myself up before I set foot in that place, said Emm ah, and undoubtedly, 
they all agreed. Serves him right, to have been locked upfor whipping innocent people down mind you... 
after what he-did... was so heinous that I can wrap my mind around it. 

'Heinous-'Thinkof treason,torture,the bashing of babies such as children shot at point black 
rage in the freaking head- he did not care most over them where under the age of 14. She yells' hurling 
herhands about! 

-And- 

Theyhad a job covering it up, of the fact he was one of them, didn't they? 

Then and there-said Stan. 

And 'whole street blown upand all them nonmagical peoplesdead, Dariezsaid in hersmall- 
town talkative way that only she could-with babbling in- between. Ern-What was it they said joining in? 
'No!' 


They said thinking she had no place in the conversation, now's he's out to do it again - and we 
could be his next manslaughter, said Stan, investigative-ly retellingthe- newspaper... movingtext and 
picture. 


An explosion, groaned Evelyn with her truly light blonde hair and blue eyes say-we 
overheard her saying- in a soft sweet voice- 'I am glad that love, is like- now a thing- ie again like along 
with like-feeling and is no longer band to the world we live, it was said there was a time that love was 
forbidden. 


...Of course I 



Thought Naddalin, not saying anythingjustoverhearing, think poor girl is here over not 


fee ling or having love, and wanted to go back and life live as if she could have. Black's gaunt face again is 
making wantto spit out my coffee'. 

There has never-ever been a breakout from the prison before...God, they are even placed 
on a rock Island with sheerdrop-offson all sides. 

'How did he get a boat...?' 

They knew about it and let him out? Ern questioned. 

Beats me howwe did it, said Dariezall frightened, eh. 

Mind you, I can't understandtothinkthat he would have some within the wall of thejail a 
guard even remotely bribed, to make this kind of escape. Eh, said Ern? 

- And- 

Evelyn suddenly shivered, saying with if he here, or even within one of us? 

And talk about meeting different face what if that face is him, yet looks like Stan, there is a 
good lad; that you just met. 

Them guards give me the- collywobbles. 

- And- 

Stan put the- paper away reluctantly. And Naddalin leaned against the-the window of the- 
Knight train, and sighed, feeling worse than ever in her given lives. She- couldn't help imagining what 
Stan might be telling the passengers in a few nights'time, about her even, she was still the same old girl 
afterall so paranoid and trusting no one. 

And hear about this and that and no-truths-? And- maybe-about me being someone I am 
not, and then some I might be. 

Killed up his own aunt, family grandmotherand six little ones! Along with all those others... 


my-God! 



We admire all the gossip on the- Knighttrain, didn't we that go down into the otherworld- 
the underworld of all things lovely in its dark whimsical, ghoulish, and magical, do we not Ern? Whom- 
was sitting in the next booth over at this point chipping in nowand then on the ride.' 

He was trying' to run for it... and found the tracks ofthe magic railways, and made it, by 
gettingso far and become one of us-1 just know it-1 just know, said Naddalin. 

-Then- 

Formerly, Naddalin had broken wizard law just like Trirus Black, sayingthat she was for 
helpinga girl on the outside ofthe world, yetit wasall for the right reasons. Overthe Aunt uncle bad 
enoughshe was charged with 1,500 dollars in having a lawyer, and a mug-shot-and fingerprints? 
Nothing really came out of help Dariez though in her mind. 

Her hand so tiny they thoughtshe was underage...said the judge, he even said you're like a 

child. 


Naddalin didn't know anything about the- prisoner-yet, looking back in her mind and 
thoughts remembering her own life as the girl in the story and her times sitting in a jail cell over them, 
on rations, though everyone she'd overheard speaks too did not want to re member or was withheld 
from rememberingSo-o in the- same fearful tone, of pretending not too, even if they looked deep into 
their thoughts to re member all this; the memory was altered. 

She replayed to that saying and to think, that everyone then that thought they knew you 
thought you that you did nothing but lay around with your fingers in your puss, said Dariez. 

Well your damned one way or the other in that hometown-you do one thing and is said to 
be another is another you say one thing and they think your another- if you do or don't it nowand with 
or as they want to see and read it to be in their low comprehension and mental existence-or lacking 
one... 


...A life and brain,said thegirls unanimously filling the end of the sentence! 

Confess! I! Said the girl in her face noses almosttouching. 

Rememberthis-'It'sjustall right to have some defecated inyourmouthandyou have to 


swallow it, yet don't you dare say anything back, they will not take your shit.' Said Naddalin. 



I am not- entitled to a mistake, no one ever at any age for 3 and up, I cannot have one! Best 
to re member that also... when questioningthewhy-of it all. I cannot take the blame for my past when 
my soul was soled agents my well and I had no say- in the matter- of whatever fact they said for the day 
or week to week contracts. 

And so-o in saying all that, I cannot say that I am or not. 


'Atthe schoolforgirl's gamekeeper, had spenttwo monthsthere only lastyear, showinggirls 
what could happen if they're bad- or bad-er' then bad.' Said Dariez using poor English as only she 
could... 


Naddalin would not soon forget the- look of terror on Emmah and some of the other girl's 
faces when she- had been told where she-was going, and Emmah was one of the - bravest people 
Naddalin knew. She was going there... if she did not change her ways... and spending the night might just 
make her love life that she was given, and not complain, about seeing the thing go her way-even if 
that's playing God or destiny. Even if you have power now over that too by being her you don't always- 
have all the cards to play. Even if there is a thing as hell's purgatory, you need to see the light- to either 
go up or down. Or be happy here with all of us that love you! 

The- Knight train rolled through the- darkness, scattering bushed and trashcans, junked cars, 
windmills, telephone booths and trees alike, on its old winding path hidden in all the tall grasses, you 
could not even see the trackor rail ties, as she was laying on her bed looking out that arched windows of 
the Pullman car, there Naddalin lay, restless and miserable, on single bed with hersheets jumbled 
around her. 

Partition: 5 

I look at my (Retro Style) Flip Desk Shelf Clock and think about home, and think that time 
doesn'tmeana thinghere... 

Stan is over there singing- 'you put your penis in, and you put your penis out, you put your 
penis back in, and then have her shake it all about; you do the sex together and turn her back around, 
and that's what it is all about!' 


Thegirls in the train car are rolling theireyesandgiggling and shakingtheir heads. 



Though- I'm sure to love this boy to death, ha- rememberdeath and remembering boys like 
that and your dumb love that is so cute it hurts to look at when you are not, I seethe looks on the other 
girl's faces, I rememberthattoo. 

So, in otherwords back on earth if I was to back when I was a pre-teen and teenage girl if I 
would frap more, and I would have thought about death less- hum? 

After a while, Stan remembered, that Naddalin had paid for hot chocolate, but poured it all 
overNaddalin's pillow when the-train moved brusquely from Lackawanna ruing the path of the 
Susquehanna hitting all the ghost towns, on a rail line that just should not be there; like a ghost town 
trail, a haunt of the past, and like a- whistle echoing in a squall of wind. 

Making quick stops along the way, one by one, wizards, fallen angels, and witches in dressing 
gowns and slippers go downhill to meetthis stopped steam train on its way-down to the other world- of 
all things magic, leaving the stations, they all looked very pleased to go, down under-some forthe first 
time-aftertheir death. Finally, Naddalin was and they were notthe-the only passengeron. 

And right then and there, Neville, and said Stan, clapping their hands-saying, new souls, and 
whereabouts in Pennsylvania-are you from as they announced their name over the intercoms? 

-And- 

And- Hellhole Alley, said Naddalin, going up to herold stompinggrounds. 

'How would you know?' Emmah said suspiciously. 

And the right to said Stan- looking at Haven and hold on tightly- is what she said. 

-Then- 

BOOM!!! 

The- moment it opened, then setoff short pinching screams within all the cars - where are 
we, they- didn't know, only-1. The- would lie low for what felt like a couple of hours, they were 
thunderingalong Cross Road- light flashingin a blur. Naddalin sat up and observed buildingsand 
benches enfolding themselves out of the Knight train's way. The-sky was getting a little lighter. 



The train slammed on the- brakes and the- Knight train skidded to a halt in front of a small 


and shabby-looking pub called the Susquehanna- house, nexttoThe- Freeman hotel, andthe A-J'sfeed 
mill, behind which lay the- magical entrance to my railway- almost next the village of Chery-Tree- home 
of The Cozy CornerCafe. 

Thanks, Naddalin said to Ern. 

(Thought the porthole sparks flew- and everything went dark and anotherworld-glowing in 
shades of green shadowy dark trees that are black in color seem to be lunging at us as the flickers of the 
lanterns on the outside of the coach's lit them slightly.) 

They-jumped down the- steps, and the- leaped-Stan lower the trunk down with baby 
Raven's cage onto the-tarmac or gravel. And Well, said Naddalin. And Bye then- along with Dariez yet, 
again! 


-And- 

Nonetheless, Stan was not paying attention, or maybe- that is just part of the act with him 
too-yet, I do think he is okay-1 really do. Still standing in her-the doorway to the-train she-was 
goggling at the-shadowy entrance to the-dripping stone arched passageway up to the castle. 

Before Naddalin could turn, the- bend there was a hand on hershoulder. Besidesthereyou 
are, Naddalin, said a voice, it was Maiara Chenoa. It was a sweet reunion, with hugs and kiss too...! 

At the-same time, Stan shouted, Joannah I 

Ern, come here...! 

Come here...! 

They were reacquainted in what seemed like-forever to them. 

- And- 

Naddalin looked up at- in her hand was herold notebook, and she saw herold handwriting, 
within a random page, a note that did notmake into herpublished book-thatshe neversaw- until after 
herdays of days, it said. 



"Even in someone else's body, with my mind, I may like to perceive things differently as if I 
was them; then in my own mind, with thoughts shard." 

It was rolled out overthefacet it made her sound crazy! She pondersthewhyandsaid even 
my words are still being twisted, over some putting the thoughts to mine, about my thoughts. 

The-owner of the- hands-on her shoulder and felt a warm cascade into her body-she- had 
walked right into her old friend that she had does notseeforyears, aftershe moved away. 

Stan then leaped onto the-gravel beside them. 

And What did- jah call Neville, Martita? 

No this her-this girl standing heris- Maiara. 

'Ohl' He said. 'Sorry formispronouncingyour name-' 

She said it happens more than you would think. 

WELL Then- it was said- eagerly. 

a small little girl in a long, pinstriped Housecoat and PJ's, looked cold and exhausted- yet 
aglow within her body and a new spark in her eyes seeing an old friend. 

Also, Neville- questioned the friendship of the two of them. 

Then she-repeated, frowning, saying-'I KNEWIT-I KNEW IT ALL ALONG, Naddalin-IS 

f 

(GASPI) 

-And- 

Besides I knew it- ALL ALONG I 
Besides Stan shouted elatedly. 

'Em! Ern!'Guess-WHOSHE IS-? 


I can seethe mark! 




-And- 


I can seethe blemish too! 

Partition: 6 

'Yes/ she said crossly, saying think it doesn't say it my life is on the line and well end up at 
the mercy other, I'm very glad the- knight train picked Naddalin up- Maiara said, but she-and I need to 
head inside and have a private girl chat, just she and I to remember all things of days gone by. 

She amplified her the- pressure on Naddalin's shoulder saying come one we have a lot to do 
just you and me, and Naddalin found herself being steered inside yet, overjoy- d at the same time. 

A slouching figure bearing a lantern appeared through the- door behind them- now sting at 
the public- house-for refreshments. A hermit, toothless, saying beware of HER-she is back, and running- 
hermind within the body of a killer- and that killer I just become-YOU! 

And you've got her, Martita- UNDERYOUR THUMB! The creature said-SAID, with no face-in 
a creepy- creepy whisper. 

She said yes, I know who she is, and like old times nothing has changed with her, I will kill 
her-you can putthat in your report back... And Will you be wanting anything more if not- 

NOW GETTHE HELL OUT OF MY FACE! She could odor of must coming from his breath, and 
the chill of death within the voice. 

'YOU HAVE BEEN WARNED-'it said as if faded away within the gust of chill wind. Now back to 
you and me, it's good to see you, it's beenSo-o long! Would you girls like something a waitress asked, 
'Um- perhaps a potof tea, for she and me,' she still hadn't let go of Naddalin - using riddle's-over that 
fact her worlds got in the way, back in the day. 

'You have not changed at all on the inside, have you?' 

'Sh- h.' She put herfinger upto her lip. 

Seeyourforgetting, thatl can foresee the future, and tellthe pastand change the present- 
fortune-telling. I am here to tell you that you're in grave danger, and I am he re for you always, like 
before... you may have passed down the globe, yet it has not moved on the hex is with you, party her in 



a sense yet your still the one they want to rip apart- not her- even if, she has the prophecy and has 
become the old you, they have found you out, and she afteryour very soul! 


(Back to the group) 

There wasa loud scrapingand puffingfrombehindthem,astheygot offthetrain and Stan 
and ern appeared-slowly out of it as it was encircling them, carrying Naddalin's trunk and Baby Raven's 
cage-after all, it was the manly thing to do, and looking around excitedly, and it was turning Dariez on, 
she was wantingto be all clingy. 

And how come you didn't think she would tell us who she was, eh, Neville-what do you 

think? 


I think thereafterherorjustshe! 

'Who's she?' 

'The mother...!' said Stan, beaming at Naddalin who was holding has with her girlfriend of the 
past, while Evelyn's a school girl's flying horse peered interestedly overStan's shoulder, snorting and 
nah- ing. 


Besides a private parlor, please, forus girls- Naddalin said pointedly. It would be nice to have 
one of the larger rooms tonight to tete- a- tete about boys- girls, all things that contain to love- and a 
pillow fight. 

And 'Bye- boys' the girls said as some of them skipped on the backs of their hills to their new 
room forthe night, waving too. 

'We have all had the pleasure of meeting her... Unfortunately!' 

'She has all given us SHIT!' IT WAS SAID-AROUNDTHE ROME IN SO MANYWAYS- REFERRING 
TO THE FACT. 

I met her! And they wentto the grouptalking about the girl that should not be named, and 
her mother. You could see this world's sun drop, and the flying creatures' bed down for the night, like 
the flying horses, and birds only knowthis magical world too. 



Besides, I must have been the- last to know that she- killed all the people I Said Maiara. You- 
beingone of the Lily... so it as true, it was she did it, and you were just at the wrong place at the wrong 
time... 


Naddalin-1 can say- and yes, I would say that- would be what is implied. 

(In the girl's washroom) 

And then showing a haunt, a ghost of Nevaeh appeared- It was me what rescued you, Lily, 
over-Alyssa'sandAVA-and those sisters, and all the girls did whattheydid you,and I spentsomuch 
time at your house afteryou were killed! 

Little did they know that this was the sole of the body of the girl they knew too well, and her 
mind was in a body of Naddalin next to them. And her heart had stopped beating a long time ago, yet it 
nevergrowscold to hergirlfriends in the room. 

They Just got to her before I, and her father's death... not long after, and my life-was going 
on- and on forever, and I still feel as if I could have done more, she was nothing but- remains, poor little 
thing, I never forgot, with a great slash across Lily's temple, she was remember- all the times they played 
to gather in a flashback of their youth, it was moving like a film strip- in sepia, ripping way, you could see 
the blush-of small N a marking they made on her saying-someday this well marking on you will bring us 
to a girl- that you once knew, that we will kill- in front of you, and them too, and you'll bring us to her- 
Lilly, she washedforbed-and said-1 should let you knowyour name starts with an N,and So-odid 
yours-she takes her by both hands saying- Neveah- be careful. 

(Odd like the letter missing on my old typewriter-oop- ie's, and she covered her mouth-at 
that momentshe flew into her arms.) 

Lily- Never occurred to me what she-was doing there, yet I prayed for her death dearly. And 
I want to say thank you, and I am sorry for you having live with my sins- even if I did not have any, as a 
teen girl, under the thumbs of the girls that were every part of me over being begrudging of me being 
more them, I was not and could never- ever, buttothem, I must have been athreat? 

I knew Lily was my Secret- Keeper, foryears, I always trusted her, yet-yet I was wondering if 


this was a pot or if she was really her- never did I think in my life did I think that someone could take 



over your mind and thoughts-yet it seems like my mind can be raped at any moment be them, I knew 
she wanted to me, and to understand my new being-yet I was reluctant. 

Yet, I knew that she knew-and would understand; she always did... thoughtshe'd just heard 
the- news-about all the attack and come to see what she-could do for me, or to see if I was-taken over 
by them again. 

Even if, it looked like-1 may have killed you just remember-there the one that had control of 
my- mind, body, and soul. They may have my soul and damn it to hell now, and they had their fun with 
my body, yet no one will take my mind from me, even I have to split in in other bodies. 

White and shaking she was, and yen's know what I did? I COMFORTED her- MURDERING- 
theyall thinktheylosttheirminds, yetit was hergetting herrevenge within theirminds, going back was 
worth it to see them dye-said sweet little Lily, with her hair ribs hand on eitherside of hersweet little 
childlike face. 

You know what... good foryou- because, I would have killed them too! 'I am salivating just 
think about it!' 

And Lily roared saying- 'I am not a little wimpy pussy of a girl anymore forthem to diddle- 
now it's my time to diddle them.' 

I never knew you to talk like that... I said. My mouth dropped... such language out of her 
mouth-rememberherasSo-osweetandohso innocentand a church mouse. 

'Please! 'She said- 'innocent?' 

That's nota bad thing to be remembered for Lily-like at Karly-which is better?They were 
going through her chapters and photos of her former life, later that night, saying well this could be your 
legacy. 


She said at least I would have had one... 

Thensaid ProfessorMcDermottwaswalkingpastthegirl's room-arched wood door, that is 
medieval-also in the look, the room softly touched lit. she said- 'girls- keepyourvoice's down!' 


-And- 



And How was I to knowshe-wasn't upset about Lily and Adriane's, afterall, there still girl-girl 
and girlfriends, fear is why they're not-you would understand. I have to kiss her always and do as she 
takes- still, yet I learn to love her. Adriane has changed... she is sweet now- to all, and the cutest dark 
angel, you ever did see-and she winked at me. Her look and attitude have completely changed, you 
would not even know her-she's so sympathetic, nice, and gentle; she has also disowned her family-for 
me, and that was the deal, or I would not have agreed. 

'I can forgive... even in the dark world, and I get to say, that I have done that for her.' 

'I cannot-'Naddalin said back. 

Alyssa with you? 

Not yet-she is happy to be with my ghost-she has not found me yet-you know who is trying! 

Naddalin-the funniest thing- is that I see here every day in class too and she has known idea 
who I am... And I am trustingyou to keep it that way-you understand. 

Lily- It was You- Know-Who she-cared about, getting at you, not all the girls- they just 
followed whatshe said to do! 

Naddalin-The motherandthat- girl... well neverchange-whatdothey wantfrom usPThey 
wantyou to bowto them, and worship theirevery word and wantand desire. 

(The towercard that will neverfall...) said Naddalin. 

Partition: 7 

...And then Lily- says, 'Give Naddalin to me, she is saying it with inflamed eyes all controlled- 
by another's dark mind, I'm yourgarden of you, afterall, it was all creepy and her head tilted to the one 
side. I'll look after her-she said back in a possessed whisper overpowering the possessed with her 
powerof worlds-' Ha, it said- you're too incompetent! 

Nonetheless, I'd had my orders from Duriez's mom and dad, about her wanting her own life. 
That said me, and my type was no longer welcome, with their family, to help in her life in any way I was 
at blame forthem losing their little girl- they said, yet she must of not taking to the hex, that I want to 
pass down-that I try to selfishly give to her solely, it's all back with me-why? I questioned, I could fee I it. 



that now meaningthat they could track me down- like radar, and maybe she ratted me out too... or did 
Lily? Or has my luck run out? And even Duriezwas acting odd-as if she was- NOT- herself. 

I knewtheygotto herandtook overherbodyand mind- and her soul was banished overme 
anyway, so in the way, it was all my fault. 

I know who-1 have my money on- do you? And I told know no one about me,yet they both 
know- it seemsthey are all gettingto knowthe real me- and that scars metthe most, Duerre said I was 
to go to her aunt and uncle's, to get he rand my things, she was leaving forever- and not to come back. 

That is when Back ran into our room- when I was thrown up into the air ready to be ripped to 
pieces, that is when he lipped protecting me- coming out of hiding, as one of the professors and pulling 
all the entities out of my body and take them in himself, into his body. 

Black argued-with me saying 'I'm one of the good ones-1 am here foryou, they did the same 
to me, before you-there was my girl- they were after, she was a lot like you.' 

Her name was- Naddalin, and you become her! I, after all, am your biological father, and 
even if you became her, I will protect youfromthem! Now and always...! 

She is always with me you knowthat... I'm sayingto him- with a true running down my face. 

Black- but in the- end the- same way you did do evergave in. I even changed my name and 
look yetthey still got me to kill forthem-and be their simple fool-and pulled the strings if you well! 

'They made me give you to them that night up or I would be punished-and oh was I, when 
you were just in yourplaypen-all those years back- Naddalin, I am living- too like you be only existing. I 
even had to sleep with the mother-or I would have been killed, chopped up into little bits- and marched 
nude aboutthe streets-stoned and locked in a dungeon chained to a wall with no lights and no sounds 
other than the bats dropping shit on me and the cold ground around me, it was open to the elements- 
rain, sleet, hell, and high water too- winters to distorting hot summer days-also stripped of my pried- 
they tried to break me at the prison!' 

So, I backed off-and let them do this to you-and for that, I am remorseful for-yet there was 


nothing I could do. 



I won't need to live on anymore,' he - says if mean's that you do. I may not be your dad, yet I 
feelas if I am, I knowwhoyouare! 

NEVAEH! 

I know... 

Partition: 8 

I should have known- 

There was something devious going on then. She- loved her dad more than anything, what 
was she-given-was a chance to live on and she did not take it so I took her body, she did it forme to live 
undercover? Her dad never really- knew until now-that I was all to blame and felt if I was, and I feel 
shameyetonce more for beingalive and causing pain to others, yetas I said- they will not let me die- 
even if I have tried over and over to do So-o.They want meto feel pain, aching, and discomfort-always- 
in everything, that was the plain alalonga remember? 

Why wouldn't' she- need him it anymore, after all, that all I ever wanted was my dad back- 
and you know who was at the bottom of us all losing out on love and loved ones alike? 

What the freak her is a problem?! thought...The fact was, I was too easy to trace. 

Duriez knew she'd been the Secret- Keeper, with her crystal, and about me -1 wonder if she 
squealed andgive them the ball of my life and lives after. And just like that, a small voice in my had said, 
'NO!'this is not my fault- blame the one you always trusted! She has gone bad for them, she was 
charmed- into this you know. 

I'sdid not knowwhat to think-still in shock of all the overwhelming information coming into 
my mind-everything like always-seeming as if, all at onetime. 

'I would bust the crystal ball yet all the stories of the past and your old life would vanish in 
the shards of glass.' She said holding the ball in her little and with it aglow- seeingthe old me, that could 
be life go to shards of the floor at any moment, yet I was looking through hereyes-also with tears 
saying maybe it's time to let the life of the past go-1 was inside of her my eyes were now hereyes 
looking in and reflected both me and her in the stare of the glass-1 could see the colors of visions- 
looking in- and then it hit the floor, and part of me died overthem yet again. 



I never give much to see a life come to end, not my own through new-younger eyes other 
them my own- reflecting back at me-yet at that moment, I felt my life come to an end closing chapter, I 
was lost between souls and bodies, of other girls- that saved me from ending-to them, when it was my 
choice all along... right? Now the only thing documented about me is in the text, and to me is what is 
retold about me in its light, it's not the same as seeing everything for it really was within the glass ball- 
for day one and up like a movie flashback. All my memories-l putt in there for safekeeping-out of my 
own head so they could not corrupt them over being mean-shattered to the wind in one night never to 
get back- ever. 

Yet that is whatthey wanted- maybe-just maybe, nowthey will leave me alone...! I thought 
this uncertain, shyly, and indefinitely. 

'Oh well, what is theuseof thinkingat all at this point,just formy thoughtsto beshattered- 
too- by them, the real me was gone. 

Black knew this was a blow to me-and he said- 'I would not plan on it...' 

'...It really came along and knocked my wind out-God's honest-truth I' 


Subconsciously, ittakesat least 6- 8 monthsforthe brain to process complete forgiveness for 
someone who hurtyou emotionally. Yet that has been my life... so you would think by now I would be 
used to it. 


He-was going to have to run for it that night-and he did and lied to me, he knew it was a 
matter of hours before the- Bureau was going to be after him not her-she always gets away with 
everything- she always did and always well. 

But what if I'd given-you Naddalin up to her then... eh? 

Do you think you should have? 

No, and she avoided the dialog, 'everyone thought that you were lost and drowned sea-we 


until they found out otherwise.' 



'The best friend's girl- girlfriend was you if you were under the spell I That is why I was okay 
with this along.' Nonetheless, when one of us goes over to the- Dark Side, there is nothing and no one 
that matters to them anymore... 

- And- 

A long silence followed the story of how he escaped- not only the jail by having them in his 

mind. 


Aboutthe time asked aboutthe latter. Madam Rosette walked in asking if I was okay, she 
said with some satisfaction, seeing Black- that she knewforyears, I see you have made it back to us, and 
she- said I see thatyou didn't manage to disappear- completely, did you- even if you should have and 
know how too-? 

The- Bureau of Magic caught up with you-and they have you to have they not- NADDALIN? 
Shesaid in a demeaningway. 

'You can face your problems if you're notfacing them,' she said rapidly. 

'Why would I wantto I have don'tthat all my life's and yes, I said lives'.' 

- And- 

That is when she said you need to come with me Black- I knowthatyou are not the blame- 
not the bad guy yet that is not how they feel... and even I, have to say that you're the one they saw 
doing the act of crimes. 

(Sometimehas passed) 

Black is locked in the castle dungeon- he could overhearthemtalking, and sadly, if only we 
had, and said Harlan bitterly, the evidence sayingyou're notto blame forit all. 

And It was not we whofound her- it was him that led us to you- missie and you thinkyou're 
so smart and cute-they said this as they were marching to the washroom, to have their way with her- 
like in the past before- making her their sexual bitch before asking her to kill for them-so they could live 
on in new bodies. Or to just kill me and end it all here. 



It was little Kellie-anotherof her'friends that walked in and saw it all go down. Annoyed by 
grief, no doubt, and knowingthat Black had been Neveah Secret- Keeperall these years, Mazel Amsel 
went after Black herself, along with her girls, torture him in mid-evil ways- right down to castrating the 
man, until he gave in to saying, like- were Naddalin wasand all. It was either do it or die a final death, of 
hell in their wrath. 

- And- 

Kellie... that little girl who was always tagging around after I was one of their brainwashed 
spies at the school? Said Madam Rosette-one of the eldest woman-to teach if not the older at 1,606 
years old, to me later that evening, at the lunch table. 

'She has seen this before, yet never quite like this, she said they she was always, like that 
even when she was a little girl want everyone's attention, or you have to pay for not giving it to her, she 
was alwaysa sneaky odd child, she said, eventhen...very dark in herways-andeyesthatwould like and 
pass through you in a jolting wave-of then run a terror, I would know she made me feel, that way even 
in my own classroom, pass me or I will kill you, and pass your soul to waste -1 never figure out how she 
becomes so powerful maybe you can?' She said in a whisper- of fear. 

'She-worshipped Black, yet he would nevergive her the time of day, he would not give 
himself up to her in a way, and that drove her farther into madness, some say-1 too. Odd that your only 
choices here in bodies were her own daughter, thatyou have become, and also this was chosen foryou 
out of resentment in fate-twisted by them, I am sure to say to you. Ava was the motherof you do you 
see?' 


That is why she is inside you and you can hear, and she knows your thoughts, just like her 
with black you we re the elite of her soulmate and you refused, so she will take. Yet some say you belong 
to the mother, that also is a mystery shrouded within secrecies-covered up. 

Then and there said Professor McDermott, that all I know about this yet you may want this it 
is herchild holda crystal ball, like yours she to your life memories nowyou take hers, still themand then 
smash this if you can? 

'If I can?' 


'Yes...' 



Good luck I have been trying for years now, the shard shatter and then moments later come 


back together, looking herpower, within it of how she got where she is, you destroy this you have 
broken into a part of her sou I that she will never get back and that good maker herweaker-and you 
more powerful. 

'How do I destroy it?' She squalled having herold high-pitched childlike voices come through 

her. 


'This for you to search your soul and hers- and others that we re finds and foes to like to find 
out-the key lies within you.' She said vaguely. 

'She was never quite about her union, talent-wise, she wanted you me us-them to all to 
know- herclaim to fame, and cheating herway to- using whateverorwhomeverittookto getthere. It's 
all in the ball, a lot of NASTY- NASTY SEX! Things I have never heard off...yetthat how a woman gains 
power- NO? IT ALL LAY WITHIN HER- private parts. I SHOULD knowto be a Catholic school girl and 
having a priest, use me, for years has his- lover, yeti became a Nun, I even had a baby girl to the man 
that was? mounts in- she was cut out of me- he committed manslaughter- burn her in the firebox to 
heat the larger school-that was only for girls like me- and the ashes scattered and then buried within 
the old school grounds in the basement-1 was not alone in this there lots of girls baby's down there in 
the lowest level of that private rich school in Cresson, Pennsylvania, known fortheir mercy...' 

'...Yet the habit covered that too, like the churches compassion-towards us girls having been 
prayed on by the holy- and made to fear. That is why I am here... that is why, and I not saying-that I am 
wrongthat is why-1,606 years passed-1 not caving, I am right- and I have my rights- as a woman.' 

'I was often hasty sharp with her, in my class for she was lazy. You can imagine how I am- 
now-1 was more strict then- how I regretthat now... maybe I should have just let her have herway, and 
none of this would have happened? Maybe the blame for this all is on me?' 

-And- 

She-sounded as though she'd- had a sudden head cold, and lost all strength within her old 
decrepit body-thatwas droppingwith age-gray hair all stingy-yes faded without much color, yetthat 
was my punishmenttoage, and not stop, till I admitted -1 was wrong-for being used as a rubbish can- in 
every way a girl could be used asone. And there, now, Minerva, she was hysterical crying aboutthe 



events she just witnessed and said Harlan kindly to take her to the hall for ice cream-as the good little 
girls do, and Madam Rosette died in her shoe's- herlastdeath, she was the key to the next step. 

Eyewitnesses-of course, yet not to their worlds of cover everything up or else, we rubbed 
their memoriesout later-we were told this, so there would be no panic. Everything that we saw with- 
Black, and them know who I am- it bad enough have them against me I don't need this whole world too- 
by them makingan army- with herbeingthe all- mighty poweroverall- yet I feelthat will happen at 
some point-don'tyou? 

They say, Minerva-was sobbing,' Lily and Alyssa, over know more about Trirus- than any of 
the others! That she was seeing him on and off, afterthe escape, romantically. How could you?They 
said to her, she was so week she could not speakforthe tears.'And then she-went for the crystal ball- 
forthem- not us, yet it was a lost journey on her part. 

Well, of course. Black was quicker, he had all of them deceived in think it was someone other 
than himself, he tried places with her, yetthe somehow did not see thatjust happen. 

Blowing Alissa's memories of her and Chiaz smithereens be she dropped the ball... her past 
life... No-? Yes! ...Gone in a blink of an eye, that is what Minerva did for me by bringing this ball, the 
wrong one, yetthe right one for me- little did she know I ready know the plan. IT WAS PAYBACK!!! And 
this all reviled the spell she had him under, it's not going to get him back to me-yet I feel justice has 
been made. She can burn in hell now-where she should be-that one less I have to fight! 

Then- Professor McDermott blew her nose, in herslave and said thickly, and said 'Stupid 
girl... foolish girl... you are- always hopeless at clashing... a fantasy of freedom and choice-thatyou'll 
never have. I should have left it to the - Bureau, over this all I am sick of cover your ass!' 

'You're blaming me?' She said with an airy breath within a gasp. 

And I tell yen's, if I'd got to Black before little Emmah did, I wouldn't've messed around wit h 
wands or crystal ball with children she said, afterall, you cannot trustthem, if youryou and all - no 
you're going to be ripped her limb- from- limb, over having these children to your personal business, and 
that all this is personal, and that how you're taking it, and you are putting our children at risk, I will tell 
you this now as she was slamming her middle finger hard into her chest, '...you have any of our children 
in any danger-1 will kill you myself, by ripped you limb- from- limb, you understand!' and she was 
screamingtwo inchesfrom herface at this point. 



In the background looking outthe castle's large ornate arched windows, you could see 


children at play innocently-who are fallen angel is flying in the dusking sky. 

Professor McDermott- 'Playing tag, or hid and seek and juvenile games like that... as children 
do, after all even here they are still children. There here over the fact they wanted freedom, and out of a 
life that was overbearing, you-yes, you there-girl, don'ttake that away from them over personal- Baby- 
field-BABY SHIT!' 

'When is this war going to be over with you?' She asked. And you do not know what you're 
talking about, Emmah, Dariez- and you too with the eyes and the face... she said sharply-your just kids; 
they were backtalking, herword and authority. 

-And- 

Nobody but trained Success Sorcerers from the - Magical Law Enforcement Squad would have 
stood a chance against Black once he-was waylaid, so what makes you think you would, or that they 
could stop her-even if... Mazel Amseland her family of girls, are more powerful then all of us combined, 
she can and will not be stopped ever- and you're the blame-YOU. What you did wasshity-and self- 
centered. 


Naddalin-'YET IT'S A-OKAYFORTHEM TO WHATEVER THEY WANT TO ME WITH NO 
CONCUBINES, ANDTHAT'S FINE, I DARE NOT SAID UP FOR MY RIGHTS-NO-FUCK NO, THAT WOULD BE 
WRONG I And herfist is clenching her caller, you'll kill me... ha- ha? 

'I was junior in the- Division of Magical Upheavalsat the-time, and I was one of the-first on 
the-scene after Black murdered all those people, I was there I know that he is the one that did this, I 
saw it with my own eyes.' 

'You don't know half of what you think you dol' Said Naddalin. 

Professor McDermott- 'Oh there she goes again playing the victim.' She said when she was 
finally, let go of, and she had enough strength after her knees shaking-out of tear to speak. I, I will never 
forget it. I still dream about it sometimes.' 

'Your dream is nothing like my nightmares! I can assure you of that.' Said Naddalin, as 
Nevaeh, herreal personality was comingthrough hermorethan ever before, within hertransformation. 
He blasted a hollow in the- middle of the-street, so deep it had cracked the-sewer below. 



'Yes, that maybe So-o yet was it all him- or all in his mind.' 


'I knew it you are crazy!' 

'Yes-we know' said one of the girls landing on her feet her back feathered wings retracting 
back into herback drawing quickly and almost unnaturally- 'Bodies everywhere- blowto pieces nothing 
left but nude kids body parts laying on one another- down in the hole, when they picked thought all the 
remands-there was nothingto bury-that was identifiable otherthan the sex, so they just covered 
everything over and said we don't care and made the road on top of the mass grave, there is not even a 
headstone, markingthe day in history.' 

All the non magic people were screaming. 'WE KNOW'-they screamed-and by the way, we 
are more intelligent than just unintellectual kids. 

And Black standingthere laughing nude-completely mad-foamingatthe mouth even, as the 
day he was born- shackled in his holding cell, with what was left of the shards of the ball within his feet 
that are bleeding blood that is only of this world... leaking blood, covering bloodstained rots of 
neighboring lingering, haunting, and melancholy tree on the outside working theirway in, of the ground 
underneath-start grabbing around his body weaving vines, and veins- like charming bowling 
constrictors-those too were linking his body snacks-and the worms for the ground were eating into his 
mind, everything was sucking the life out of him feeding the land, and the castle ground was breaking it 
all up- life was given back. 

And the oddest thing in the momentof darkness there was a small ray of light showing down 
on him on his face, and he was in a world all of his own in paces. Even if it was also sucking the life out of 
him- he had done his afterlife missions. 

A few-just a few fragments of the glass were sucked up within him - overpowering his 
awareness, seeing all the memories, of one the girl's life that terrorized his daughter, heteared up, 
thinking how said theyare and pathetic. 

All voices stopped abruptly-as he made a link with all of her minds and conscientiousness- 
they saw what he saw about Alissa Amselthe blonde hair, blue-eyed girl, everything about her life even 
the things that a girl would never show to others, was reviled-and how she was a bully and terrorist- in 
the sweet-lookingcoveringbody of yearning, to all that were under her spell. He screamed and inside 
coming out of his mouth with this black steam like gushing vaper with creepy crawlers, bugs, and 



insects-come out along with the demons of the girl in a wispy diaphanous hooded ghost, fighting the 
death-scream ear pricing, and world shook-yet in death she took a soul down with her, it was his. 

(Later on, that day talking with Emmah and the girls at the table.) 

'It'sjustlike you runninga momentthinkingaboutthe past and dwellingon it, it's what you 
wantto think that you have created in yourown mind, aboutthings and not really knowingthe truths- 
justwhat is indirect, it's whatyou wantto believe and not know-and that is stoppingyou from what 
could have been really wonderful. And that is why a lot of my old-time, possible interests did not work 
with me they did not see me-Just like making love to him after he found out the truth about me was to 
him like the perfect kiss he could have... and the right fight to him, and me you understand?' 

Not at all they were shakingtheirhead at heras if she had lost what was left other mind. 
'Well, there at leastyou have herthoughts, girls,' Dariez said in a slurred voice, after being well drunk off 
magical potions-to getthe demons out. And also said was Naddalin forgivenessto heraboutthe events 
of the day, she understood that hermind was not her own at the time. 

That night Black dead body was taken away by twenty members of the- Magical Law 
Administration in a carriage along with fifty others in a funeral procession to the graveyard of those that 
past fora final time-to pass to the leaves of hell below-to be licked by the flams of fire and heat. 

'He acutely gets the first-class serve,' some the townsfolks said under their breath, 
grudgingly and disgracing him to the tune of voices, that they were using to dishonor him. 'It's a way to 
be remembered.' Said one elderly gentleman, nevertheless, I- Naddalin, thinkwassome kind of a 
comfortto the poor older elders-and the parents of the children that have lost their lives to Black's 
within the town, that has never- ever been the same since the massacre-yet little do they know the 
truth. The girls look on seeing him being pulled into the sunset, feeling the same as she in their thoughts, 
saying goodbye for the last time, in that short time he had become part of them that would last within 
them for yearsto come. 

- And- 

Madam Rosette lets out a long sigh. 

And is it true she was mad, Minerva, and was a snitch- and was also taken too with him today 
within the procession, for the tallest tower of the castle? It's comical to me nobody really knew here 



either, only for what she was known for doing, it made me think back and wonder if this was right or 
wrongto do to a child. Afterall, she was possessed- bythem-andyou know who- her. And another 
death at the be best of her doing and her girls- yet nothing is said about it other than that girls were to 
blame for it all. 

-Then- 

And, I wish I could say that she-was, said Harlan hoarsely. And I certainly believe she 
master's defeat with her crazy her for a while, and well cool off, despite the fact and then well start it all 
back up again- like always said Naddalin with the hate and all- that's what she does, starts crap and then 
get scare goes into hiding and then lets dye down for a while-for us to feel safe and then starts it back 
up again; that is the joy of it for her-you know who... she and hergirls. 

'She is the- murderthen?' 

Naddalin- 'Yes and know you would have to prove that-and good luck.' 

And all those nonmagic people were the-accomplishment of a confronted and desperate 
man revenge-cruel... pointless. Yet, I metBlack on my last scrutiny of Dizeryland, and hesaid it was over 
you- and Nevaeh, and some whoyou were both linked in he is going nuts on them-or something like 
that. 


And You know, ladies, if you're dining with the- headmaster, we'd better head back up to 

the-castle. 


(Dinner) 

Nothing but the low light of lanterns-glowing young faces, you know, most of the kids don't 
you, there sit muttering to themselves in the-dark about all this; there's no sense in them... being here 
in the first place, I mean really there just kids, afterall, what could they have really done, nothing 
compared to him for an instant. Yet there here in this underworld wasteland that is so dark and 
mysterious, yet magical and wonderfully beautiful atthe same time, it's them like always that rune 
everything. This was said overconversationswith the group of girls. 

'Like-1 was shocked at how normal Black seemed when he hugged me it was for real, you 
know...' Said Naddalin. 'He was with her it felt like... said the one, that was coming around to 
understanding.' It was unnerving, he-spoke quite sensibly to me. 



You'd have thought he-was me rely tired- by his look know he was exhausted over them 
playing with his mind and heart. It was asked if I'd finished with my newspaper-so they could seethe 
stories-1 thought, cool as you please, Emmah said, she- missed doingthe- mind-benderin the back, she 
had enough of the headlines-she dove into them frantically, doing one right after another. Yes, I was 
almost astounded at how little effect the-de mentors and all and everything seemed to be having on 
her-and the voices that played in her head too, was not getting her down. 

She-was one of the- most heavily safeguarded in the- place, by others how loved with her 
leaves of powers and smarts within the type of angel she is, you know, s he did not need them playing 
with her mind she had the power to stopthem-she just need to believe that she could, like me also, 
that part of their plain to wearing you down, so you don't have the straight to fight back. Dementors 
outside the door day and night- sucking the thoughts right out of your head-for them-for them to use 
agents you-me and herovertheretoo. 

'What theirproblem?' 

'l-we-youand me-wedon'tknow?' 

-And- 

'But what do you think he's broken out to do?' And said Madam, she was sitting down the 
ways form the girls. 

'What Is a Paranormal Spirit Attachment?' I have read about this in the library's restricted 
section of dark magic. Said Karly. 

'It was to ad in him killing one part of her soul, I's think-that she spit lay within the objects 
like the crystal ball, it helps kill herseeing her precious children fail, in not getting or keep what they 
want- or wanted. In these objects, she has made them, and herself the most power one of us could ever 
be- by stilling and taking- and not caring if she is slaughtering someone's babies doing it, this is what she 
has made for herself to last for eternity- lasting powerwithin objects, along with keep herkids locked in 
theirs as well, that's was what it was all about- 'she was dumb and I knew more.' Said Naddalin, back all 
jittery. 



Professor Rosette...'Karly you should not be looking into those books in there... end up with 
two heads or something, just by reading something that you and I both would not understand, or know 
howto fix.' 


'Well anyways I have this book saying- what she did, how she did it, and why she did, it's her 
story- take it.' 

Naddalin opened the book reluctantly, and before hereyes, the pages all went blank. Odd it 
only was left foryour eyes to see, I wonderwhy? 

Karly-1 have a thought... and that is all she said skipping off down the hall, with the large 
tattered brown leather-bound bookthat looked way to odd and big for her small body, that was under 
her arm, the book was even starting to pull on her long blue hair by the pages grabbing at her, being 
nasty to her, she said have to keep this thing locked up. (There is a big lock that needs a skeleton key on 
around it with a ribbon holding the evil inside.) Odd she said- to Naddalin, and I had the key- asa 
necklace for years... and did not knowwhytill now...'they wantyou to know-shesaid back, to - PROVE 
IT!' 


Just like us and how we the dead jump into the living for life, overseeing what we missed. 

'And Good gracious,' Martita, said, 'I rememberthat happingto me when I was a child and 
now, I doing to it to children, it scares me, I really don't wantto think that Lilly is trying to join You- 
Know-Whois she-?' 

'She did, the one I's could always trust has gone bad.'The girls all shook their heads uneasily. 

- And- 

'Also, I feel like you in daresay that is there- ultimate plan,' said instructor Harlan 
ambiguously. And But we hope to catch them in the act of her controlling her long before that, to see if 
it really here fee ling this way to me or them making her fee I that way. I must say. You- Know-Who- her 
and hergirls alone and friendless is one thing... at this point, nobody really likes them yetthere still 
afraid, of them. So-o giving her back to them as her most devoted servant, maybe in the cards, as she 
lays them all out for them to see in her reading-the cards jump- leap and daces, out of her hand in 
moments of magical performances. Atthis point, I have my own set made to my liking and artwork 
approved. THE DEVILcard says it all to me. 



And I shudderto think how quickly she'll rise again... 


-Then- 

There was a small chunk of glass on the heavy handcrafted wood table in front of me and 
them, and well us- it like started glowing, shacking, and moving about as if possessed. Look, girls, its 
Alissa Amselthe badass bully of the school that took Neveah lovers away- look now girls she all- 
powerful now. Overcome it was- it really was- it was the last fragment of Alissa Amsel's life and 
excrescences. Someone had set down theirglass down to see this shard fight for it the last sniffle of life, 
and Emmah watched it like a bad puppy, with her, rolled up newspaper, (saying bad - bad,) which then 
led into Naddalin-smashing it down to dust with her flats school girl shoe from her left foot. And the 
maliciously evil girl was dead never-everto be again in any lives! 

One by one, the- pairs of feet in front of Naddalin took the-weight of their owners once 
more, all minds were backto where they should be by their magical contacts- as the Bureau of magic 
knows them to be; everything was back in order, that is when all the teacher and professors got up and 
walked down the lengths of tables after the fest- of commencement ceremonies took places after the 
death marches. 

They all march down the middle all them in their elegant robes swung into sight, for all the 
students still sitting there in their uniforms, an order has been reclaimed; to the school and castle and 
Madam Rosette's glittering shekels disappeared behindthe- bar... were she ordersa drink and said- 
'that is the last time we shall be dealing with them for a while.' 

Yet Naddalin sat in the background nexttothe fireplace sitting on the large rock hearth¬ 
looking around all suspicious, think it was too early to celebrate. The girl's stat to get up from their 
tables, looking at them you can see three with wings opened again fora fight, there was anotherflurry 
of snow outside, makingthe perfect backdrop forthem to start to fly in this world. 

Just like that the heavy wood doors flew open, with a gush and rush of air blowing the hair 
back on most of the girls, yet that did not stop the children from rushing for the door in flight as they all 
took off for the outside- it was the time of altering secession, as well- flares were covering the graveyard, 
the castle grounds, and the homes within the many villages; of this land that was so otherworldly, that 
it's hard to comprehend if you're notone of us that has fallen, with a large squall and swell arrived the 



winterstorm, endinga year, it looked as if they all disappeared, as theyfly off into the distances, conne 
back to their homes-forthe break. 


'Justin time she said for us all to go home,' said Naddalin. 

As she looked around forthe last time and slow strolled outthe door, saying fitting to them, 
the party is over now. It is their party is it not? Hum-she sighed, saying this is their time forthe brake 
too- by the time we're all back there will be another round for us, more me than any of them, yet-well 
that my life. She was murmuring like a crazy girl, as she walked slowly into the deepeningsnowdrifts, 
not caring that she could fly, she just wanted to re member what it was like to walk-away from her 
problems. 


Jinger'sAnd Emmah'sfacesappeared underasthe train steameverso slowly-with the beam 
of light glowing a soft yellow-tracks grounding as if scream in the pain of the brakes-and large red 
wheels-the cowcatcher looking as if it wasgoing to nip their uncoverschool girl legs, cold and raw from 
the air, and flats style unfarmed shoe they were allwearing, the train was tumbling in a rhythm as it was 
pulling into the station for them to go back home, even if not a long trip in real-time, it felt like it was 
going to be on their time, book- bags fie Id with overdue homework- and note hanging out about- many 
spells, potions, and all things darkand magical, and let's not forgetflying, and a newsetof cards given, 
to them by their best friend in their world Naddalin-that was her Holiday gift to them, after all. 

'Don't ya just hate it when they give homework over Christmas break.' Said Emmah in sitting 
now by moving one of the old benches to face backward, to face the other girls. 'Dm - like- look at the 
overelaborate metalwork on these things god... only you would notice something like that- there really 
old and made well- are n't they, like look at this woodworking and these lights-and red velvet cove red 
sets.' she all so said. 

They were both staring at her, lost for words, of her being taken back by what was inside, 
and them more on what was happen outthe foggy windows. 

Bye, Neville! She called too us, then one by one there wasgoing home-to their stations-and 
to their homeson Earth. 

Naddalin made her way along the- narrow channel cover into stone that is so tight that only 
one person can walk through at a time-sometimes needingtosidestep, though jagged rockfaces, damp 
and musty, a passageway called Hayvannah's channel within the castle she walks human skulls littering 



the walls- of years past, holding a lantern, and then into it leads out to parts of the villages were there 
are small shop. She then keeps walking onward till she found an inn where she planned on spending her 
time off, it was vacant- and eerie, could and all walks of life just about gone for the Holidays. She then 
clicked her fingers, a fire burst into life in the-great fire place within her large room-that she rented out, 
and she- bowed herself into her warm cozy bed, and soft sheets-and sleep for what would be two days 
in Earth time-she was just that played outfrom the voice in herheadand others playing with her 
emotions-that being alone and quiet was almost defying-with the ringing in her ears of nothingness. 

When Naddalin finally woke up from her slumber, she sits down in one of the Victorian 
chases in her room, by the-fire, she began to re play all the memories of the past weeks in her mind, and 
already it was playing her out in new leavesof fatigue that she never felt before, and then she went to 
lie down more, and sleep-saying along with thinking in many ways saying the same thing of- 'I can't do 
this' in foolish mumblesof incoherencies. 

Naddalin didn't have a very clear idea of how she - had managed to get back into tunnel in 
the first place, yet she did- she had this idea in her mind for some time to come here a place where she 
knewthat nobody knew where she was, and that was just fine with her. A small-town hotel and first- 
class service, where she could just relax and reflect... it was an escape from the girl's room in the turret 
of the castle. 

She was thinking about a cousin that she played with some when she was a child that also 
was forbidden, over the fact that she was in love with him, it was wrong, yet she never let go of think 
about what could have been if they would have been left be, even if... Is Love - love know? Blood is 
blood-even if-she thought- even if... this or that- it does not matter how it's in the past- is it not? 

She was thin king far too much about things, things like the end... and of all ends - 'Death well 
squeeze your mind, creep in and play and in far too long, and stay even if you don't want it too, death 
well linger and pounder, and drain you of all wonder, it with fiddle with your brain, like taking blood 
from the veins- 'till it kills you.' She thought. 

I said her mafia would neverget me, and that is what it is, and was- and what is going to say 
being; I also said thatshe would never-everget me, never-ever-evernever...yetshe did-she did- and 
sad to say, like-1 don't think I care anymore- really. All I have are my lost thoughts of questions that lead 
to more questions of wonderand ponderof the questions why, and that leads to more inquiries of why? 
Shethought. 



She thought more-and more- 'till her mind was at a stroke. 


And into the- castle once more she went. 

All she knew-was that she- return back after her trip to find herself and seemed to take no 
time at all in caring for heron losses- her mind concern- about nothing but the past and all the days lost 
and that she; hardly noticed what she-was doing- did not seem to make any scene... even if the only 
ones looking were the otherworldly animals around her, because her head was still pounding with the- 
conversation she- had just heard. 

She pondered-they why of itall... why had nobody ever told her? Duerre, McDermott, Mr. 
Railie, Cornelius Harlan... why hadn't anyone ever mentioned the-fact that Naddalin's parents had died 
because-theirbestfriend had deceivedthem? 

JingerAnd Emmah watched Naddalin nervously all through dinner, not daring to talk about 
what they'd overheard, because-Serafina was sitting close by them. 

Whenthey went upstairs to the-jam-packed public room, it was to find, Freeannaand Katy 
had setoff half a dozen or more Fertilizer bombs in a fit of an end- of-term high spirits. 

Naddalin, who didn't want Freeannaand Katy asking herquestions about if she had reached 
the Claepsiara- yet of, the Skoufyceol of Wizardry or not, sneaked quietly up to the - empty student 
house and headed straightforthe bedside dresser. 

She- pushed the books aside from her life not even think that she had everything in black and 
white, and then quickly found what she-was looking for. 

Then and there, and at that moment at that time: she had found it- the leather-bound photo 
album- McDermott had given her two years ago, which was full of wizard pictures and all things magical. 
Like her life as both fallen dark and holy white angel-and then even further back to when she was a 
child with herdaddy;and herhuman life. 

She-sat down on the bed, drewthe-curtains around her that were hanging from the canopy 
that was around her, and started turning the - pages, searching, until... she found all the memories that 
she had lost within herown mine- kind of like an old backup hard drive; she planned forthis moment 



and knew it was going to happen she could foresee it a long time ago; she was horrified loss of her own 
mind-yetrelievedthatshehad a plan like always; she was not yet, defeated-by herand hergirls. 

She-stopped on a picture of herown'wedding day-and then was looking for her own 
parents- day as well and then she recalled that they were never married, even more terrified-she 
became-over her own loss of memories- after the crystal ball broke, thinking her mind was finally gone- 
and given up to them- unwillingly. 

There was her daddy waving up at her-she could seethe photo yet that was all that was 
there the movement of her thoughts like films were gone, beaming, she - untidy her black hair Naddalin 
had inherited standing up in all instructions- not having any more wit in her mind then they said - she 
had when she wasjusta little girl, bywhat they had made herbecome, back in elementary school-the 
mind of 2nd grader-she lost the thought of reading and was like starting over. 

There was her mother, alight with happiness, arm in arm with the dad. And there... that must 
be her. There bestman... Naddalin had nevergiven hera thought before. 

If she- hadn't known it was the-same pergirl, she-would never-ever have guessed it was 
Black in the old photograph, that was holding her. 

The face wasn't sunken and deceived to dust before her eyes, but handsome thoughts yet 
they were, full of laughter- lost in her mind like she was the day she passed the first time. 

Had she- already been working for Ava when the picture had been taken? Was she, already 
planning the deathsof her, two people next; the closest to her-she wondered, yet it was muddy? The- 
dormitory door opened-and the lights went out. 

Did she- realize she-was facing twelve years in Dizeryland, twelve years that would make her 
unrecognizable? Or has the twelve years already past she did not know she was lost in heron the mind 
and did not have one left-for the taking- she was broken- like the shards of glass-with her memories. 

Naddalin slammed the-album shut-the tears staining the pages, reached over and stuffed it 
back into the dresser, and took off her robe, and glasses and got into bed, making sure the - long curtains 
were hiding herfrom view. 



Lost in her dreams- the- dementors do not affect her- she was still strong in the subconscious 


she sits in a cold and damp cell- time has passed yet not sure when-where and why, not even 
understandinghoworwhy she is there... 

Naddalin thought- and thought more, staring at her- hand- increasingly more, and more that 
were scared trying to remember her life, laughing face-tears streaming- lost in insanity. She got me she 
screamed- and the crows fly wildly, that was right above heroven cell that was exposed to the 
elements- and had no heat and lights. 

Jaylynn- 'I hear my mom screaming and there is nothing-1 can do nor do I really feel I need to 
or want too. We all can hear herscreams- like a haunted train whistle of the past- in a screech that is so 
ear piercing that its deafening-to her loved ones that were still link mentally with her even if they did 
not wantto be.' 

The next day-and what is going to happen to Naddalin? Said finger's, like smooth - Bella- like 
voice yetwith uncertainty. She- heard Jingerleave again, and rolled overon the back, hereyes wide 
open. 


But Naddalin lay still, pretending to be asleep-as the guard was screaming above her jail cell 
that he would cut her head off and no one would care if she did not shut up, the blade was gleaning in 
the moonlight his breath was makinga stream of heatedvaperice crystals. 

A hatred such that she had never known before was pouring through Naddalin mind as if the 
knife went into her brain between the eyes. (And maybe it did-after all, she would not die... even if...) 

Justa thoughtan after one at that I knewtheguard worked forher... I knew. 

She-could see Black laughing at her through the- darkness-a spirit, as though somebody had 
pasted the- moving picture of from the album over her eyes and face-and tattooed the word retard on 
her forehead- (And maybe it did-after all, she was sold to them... even if... she was fallen she was 
noting.) 


She-watched,as though somebodywasplayinghera piece of film, Trirus Black blasting 
through her mind was things that she had forgotten about for years. (A child she played with who 
resembled Neville) into them, moment then and there just shattered into a thousand pieces - lost she 
could notthinkof whoit was. 



She- could overhear... (though having no inkling or clue what Black's voice might sound like) a 
low, excited murmur. 

My Lord... It has happened she has made me their Secret- Keeper-come outof me thought 
there world out of my mouth and revealthemselves-she alleged then, atthattime it started the 
harassmentwithin her mind-that was not in her control, tauntingherto have a nervous breakdown- 
And then came anothervoice, it was them... 

The girls and you know who- her-she is standing over her tall and towering yet again- if only 
in her mind, something she thought she would never take over yet did - more powerful than ever and 
Naddalin-she is nothing but yet again a week little child in herwrathof shamelessness-askingforher 
forgive ness-for being blame less laughingherself piercingly-yet not her own if was you know who's evil 
snicker- and the cackles of the sisters... 

The-same laugh that Naddalin heard inside, yet now coming out of her-she had taken over- 
and dementorsdrew near... and did as she said- she was the most powerful, yet again. 

And Naddalin, you-you look awful, lost like a child that is re-traded-that can't read write or 
eventhinkfor herself. 

'Awh- baby wants to cry?'The girls say... 

This was the comment she had to here without consent to them, her mind, body, and soul 
were sold to them... or face the fury-of final death by those that would help her. 

- And- 

(Then just like that it was all over- and she saw a light a glow and someone saved herforthe 
hell that she was in, a girl in white with wings.) 

But who was it? 

Who...? 

Naddalin hadn't gotten to sleep until daybreak. She - had awoken to find the-dormitory 
dressed, deserted, and gone down the-spiral staircase to a common room that was completely empty 
exceptforJinger, who was eating a Peppermint candy massaging the other girls that she was back-even 



if not full yet. And Emmah, who had spread her homeworkoverthree tables-was more involved in that 
then saying hey-even if she was not trying to be self-absorbed. 


And like- where is everyone? Said Naddalin. 

Gone, she said! It's the-the first day of the- holidays, remember? 

'Of this year-?' She stated, the date- not understanding, that 6 years have gone by- 'like a 
shot of tequila and a good butt-kicking.' 

And said Jinger, watching Naddalin closely. And it's near- dinnertime; I was going to come 
and wake you up in a minute-are you feeling up to eating with us today and not being feed in bed? 

- And- 

Naddalin slumped into a chair next to the-fire, as if her personality was still there even if she 
was not physically. The snow was still falling outside the - large ornate arched windows, that were 
stained glass- and somewhat frosted by the cold, and were glowing a tint of yellow due to the warmth of 
the fire-that made her feel as if she was not dead inside - even if she was. 

Cookies were spread-out for all in front of them- behind was the fire like an underneath was 
a large, ginger rug matching the medieval gothic feel of the castle. 

And you really do not look well, you know, and Emmah said, peering anxiously into her face- 
maybe you should lay down. 'And I'm fine, good all I do is sleep any more I going to get fat also-' said 
Naddalin. 


'Naddalin,' listen, and said Emmah, exchanginga look with Jinger, and you must be really 
upset about what we heard yesterday. Butthe-thing is, you mustn't go doing anything stupid. 

- And- 

And- like what?Then and there said Naddalin. 

And- like trying to go after Black, and said Jingersharply-who was brought back to the life 
you know. By the healing touch-of the dark lord-seeing into his mind and life's story just like yours-that 
is was why-you were saved too- he is and understand lord- no? And he takes care of his children. 



Naddalin could tell she had rehearsed the tete- a-tete while she- had been asleep-she knew 
there was talk going on about her. She-didn't say anything- she really did not care- or feel there was a 
point in doing So-o. 

'I don'tthinki will everbewho I was before...'She said. 

'And you won't, will you, Naddalin? and said Emmah.' 

'Yet, you are alive no...?' 

'Like-after all they did put you through an abyss-or a hell that most if not all here have ever 
seen or heard ofl Tortured until you were like in a petrified of decay.' Emmah alleged. 

'And because. Black's not worth dyingfor, and said Jinger, they said they needed to say you 
even if the re was a wrath to face regard less-that we girls all love you more than eternal life, and Black 
was found innocent of you-also-all is good don't you see.' 

Naddalin looked at them, like someone that had a stroke- orwas not able to move their body 
full to smile. They did not seem to understand at all, why she was so distraught. Yet, Dariez, looking over 
at all of them next to the fire-she felt as if she was the blame everything, even if she'd still didn't 
apologize. 


And- did you know what I see-every time a de mentor gets too near me-1 
see her face laughing insanely in my ripping thought my face as if it wants to come out of mine? In 
addition to that, Jinger and Emmah shooktheir heads, lookingapprehensively. 

Also, I can hear my mom screaming-she is not really my mother, she was the girl mother in- 
which I tookoverher mind, body, and soul-and to have a body to linger in... yetshe and I have become 
close as if I was hergirl- in a way I am- half her still... a soul is broken in too many minds and bodies. 

...And pleading with Ava, saying that she has won, do you have to keep going. 

Naddalin-And if you have heard your Mom screaming like that, just about to be killed, you 
wouldn'tforget it in a hurry-1 also live with those memories also, I live with nothing but horrifying bad 
memories. Notjust my own, the ones-1 have to share overher wanting me too; maybe this is just 
payback of me being a baby about my own life- like a sick twisted joke the God's have played on me 
when I was a teen girl... God's lesson learned- and why I turn my back on a God and all God's. And for 



not understandingwhy someonethatwasall ways good, and did the right thing- like would be tortured- 
as I was- in all existences. Yet, this Lord gets me, and I get him - even if I don't feel the same about 
everything, and I have to be thankfulforlife given back to me for a devil- such as he. 

And if you found outsomeone who was supposed to be a friend of yours betrayed you and 
sentAvaafteryou...you would feel dead inside too-as I do. 

- And- 

Besides, there is nothing you can do! 

And said Emmah, looking stricken. And the-dementors will catch Black and she'll go back to 
Dizeryland and serve her right! Said Alyssa who was still there taunting her, the only one that was not 
there...at Dizeryland- even iftheyjustgot off with a slap onthe wrist and are going to be out in the 
week. 


- Then- 


Portion 

And you heard what Harlan said then anyways. Black is not affected by Dizeryland jail like 
normal people are- like us, he is wild and foolish, irrational, thoughtless attimesfor the ones he cares 
about-when it comes to his life and others-other than his own. It's not a punishment for him- it's just 
whatever- and more of the same- in a life that will not end, to him he is what he hates the most an 
idealized fake hero-to some and adversary to others. 

- And- 

So-o, what are you saying? 

Then said Jinger, looking verytense. 'And dothey still wantto- kill Black or something-' 

'...And have him on final death row?'The girls unanimously asked these questions in the 
same whys, yet in different terms of speech. 

'...Besides and do not be silly, the only onesthat need to die a final death here is them...' 


Naddalin squeaked out in a shrill voice. 



Then said Emmah in a bizarre voice. And Naddalin doesn'twantto kill anyone, doyou, 


Naddalin? 


'No! -1 have no enemies here...' 

In addition to that, Naddalin didn't answer the if's... about it or not-for she did not know any 
more the why's of life or death or not and the because... even-she was done-talking to those that did 
not see it herway-and was too tired to give explanations. 

She- didn't know what she- wanted to do. All she- knew was that the- idea of doing nothing, 
while the mother and the girls were at freedom- in a week or two, was almost- more than she-could 
stand. 


Hi- this young sweet little girl said with blond locks and big blue eyes batting-1 am Mallerie, I 
have been assigned to you... as your aid. 

'Awh...' she said sound like less than moved. 

(Though-even here they make me out to be SPED- mm- mm- hmm.) 

And Mallerie knows, and she-said abruptly-and she is your bodyguard- hereto lookout for 
you have nothing here at the school to have anxiety about- you're in good hands. 

She was holding my hand as if I was more than gifted now... 

Sweet... 

yah- no... 

And rememberwhatshe-saidto me in Potions? 

She said- that she was looking for one to make me feel new again. 

I then thought- 'hum- maybe I like this child.' 

'If it was me. I'd hunt her down myself... I'd want revenge, said the aftertheir first class 

together.' 


-And- 



And you're going to take Mallerie's advice instead of ours? And said Jingerfuriously, you're 
going to trust her with your life, after knowing that is fragile now, and this could be the last time you 
have a life to live... said Jinger and Emma even more angrily. Like we said you should be happy with what 
you have not trusted some girl- you just met last night- with drinks she makes in a urinal experimentally- 
like as if sipping from a waterfountain. Like- like- urn- you could end up looking like two-headed 
foamingat the mouth dog, that we could name 'Fuffie,' said Emma. 

'If.If I have to live like this... I don'twantto; it's worth it to me.' Naddalin said. 

'Listen... to us girl, and don't be dumb...' 

This is why I doing it, I am sick of being called dumb, so I might as well live up to my image- 

right girls? 


Do you knowwhat Pettigrew'smothergot back aftershe and those girls were had finished 
with her? A girl like you-that was still their child, yet she did what you wanted to do, and she is out 
there in the graveyard for the last time, with the cows dumbing shit on her stone to remember is that 
whatyou really want? Besides not even a spring flowerpops up forherfor being dumb. 

Pettigrew's fingerwas on the brown boxes,just printed the first copiesof all thegirl's stories 
of their lives, no longer just pages being spewed out of the charming Typewriter, places in large piles, of 
stacks of paper. My dad told me-that I would be gettingthe first copies... Lookthis one is called the 
Pretender of Secrets! First Class mail girls, open the boxes! She said, all excited. 

'That was the- biggest bit of her-a life not yet said, they could find-out about me now,' said 
Naddalin- 'like this all was meantto be confidential.' 

'Ladies... please-forgive hershe is cranky and paranoid,' said the professor. 

I thoughtyou would be thrilled- she said, along with saying- afterall the work was done for 
you in all of these ones- and the editing too, and have you not done this before? She said razing an 
eyebrow, of inquisitorial. 

It said here... that magical world thinks that she-you know who- is a madwoman-the sister's 
mother, and it says here they think Naddalin, she's dangerous to herself and others... now, this is 
proving it said Naddalin more making more controversy for me too-fix-fix-fix? 




-And- 


'Hey look../ said the one professorgirls, that actually read... too bad that it's not in their 
studies... 'gossip- nonetheless,' she wrinkled up hernose. 

And Mallerie'sdad must have told her, said Naddalin, ignoring Jinger, that I want to see what 
this all said. So, she played into havingthem published. 

'Sweetthankyou- butyou shouldn't have...' Said Naddalin. Why is my name on the covers-1 
did not write these? 

'In a wayyou did... you started this project; you can keep it going- right?' At that momentshe 
grabs hershoulders. 

'If.you say-So-o.'She said lookingup into hereyes, with thejoy of doing this forherlost. 

Emma- Besides, She-YOU- Naddalin-was right along- she was in Ava's inner circle, after all, 
said anotherskippingto the end of the first book, spoiling it- all foreverybodythat really want to find 
out ontheirown. 

'She...?' 

'Lily...' 

- And- 

Besides interjected Jinger angrily, saying- 'I think the point here was, so we would not jump 
to conclusions, also actually read, and think forourselves- besides notstarta bunch of girls- fights over 
this all to read in privet, in addition, have our own thoughts.' 

A moment or two later she whispered '...THANKS!' in her ear. 

'Also, like-just say her name, will you? It not like they will burn you for witchcraft!' said one 
of themyellingit from the back ofthe room. 

'They might...?' Alleged- Naddalin. 

I have a question- 'yes child...?' why did you become a new name, in the book-and whom 


were you before? 




'So- 0 , it's true your: NEVAEH?' 


'I would say, honey-that you need to start from the beginnings-this does not book one- I'll 
give you a hint, and read between the lines of a story like mine to find out, who I am and not whatthey 
say I am...' 


...?... 

'The girl just looks dumbfound and walked away muttering, I U N DERSTAN D SHE'S AFRAID- 
even if... its likes in black and white, eventhen it all in howyou wantto read it and take it... whateverit 
is... I don't know... if I care to know it... or about it all.' 

And - so obviously, the- Malleries knew Lily was workingforAva... or she would not want you 
to know to prove it! 

'Hush...' one girl said in taunting way, or bullying- Naddalin, who was withering away by the 

moment. 


- And- 

'Geta grip... girl... this is all in yourhead.' 

Besides-Also Mallerie would love to seeyou blown into abouta million pieces! I feelthat 
you should nottrust her... Said the one girl. She is just trying to blowthis up for you all to make drama. 

'...Why she is not even part of the story...'There were whispers comingfrom the back, saying 
that she should not even be here she was to goodie-goodie. 

'Do you think So-o?' She said all fretfully. 

See and all the girls in the room start to laugh. At Naddalin how was question everything- 
that was said in the room. 

Mallerie's just hoping you'll get yourself killed before she - has to play you at Claepsiara, that 
is if you're up to it by then,yetthat is half a year away. 


- Then- 




And Naddalin, please, also said Emmah, hereyesnowshiningwith tears, please be sensible. 


and think about what you're doing to others, and not just about yourself, and them all the time, it is 
driving you insane. 

Black did a terrible, terrible thing, but do not put yourself in danger, anymore forhim saving 
you, just to save himself, it's what Black wants... Oh, Naddalin, you'd be playing right into her hands if 
you went looking for her... with a sharp mind, and revenge in your still- and silent hart. 

'Your mom and dad wouldn't want you to get hurt, would they, Naddalin?' 

'I don't have parents... um- in a way-1 do, yet I don't- um-you would not understand... and it 
would take longforme to explain, don't worryyourself about me I will be fine.' 

They'd never want you to go looking for her in the first place! She said. 

'I didn'tsince you ask...' was her reply. 

-And- 

And I'll neverknow whatthey'd have wanted, because thanks to Lily, I've neverspokento 
them, said Naddalin shortly- along with Black, doing what he did, saved me kind of-and is killing me 
slowly also. 


'If they wanted anything...' said- Emma, along with saying slightly after in the next breath- 'I 
would not worryyourself about it all, it's not worth it afterall- is it?' 

There was a silence in which stretched lavishly bending her nails and left hand down on to 
the books, hermiddle fingernail snapped underthe stain. 

(Lunch) 

Naddalin looksthroughherfoodon hertry- pullingouta slimy worm- 
'Are you going to eat that?' 

'I want not planning to...' She said. 


finger's pocketquivered, she said- 



Jinger- 'I found this raven outside-fail out of her nest next to the tower, I going to keep her 
'till she big enough to fly.' 

The bird chirps... 

Naddalin- 'I see it's always good to help the defenseless.' 

And Look, said Jinger, obviously casting around for a change of subject, and it's the - holidays 
It's nearly ChristmasI 

Let's - let's go up to our rooms now- and be with our roommates. Last visited for what well 
feel like ages-girls say your goodbyes! 

-And- 

'Like this maybe the last time, that some of you do-you never know.' Said one of the 

professors. 


'...Oh... No...!' Some of them making the most shocking faces they have ever in their lives. 
Said Emmah quickly. 

Then Naddalin isn't supposed to leave the-castle, Jinger-even if we're all gone? 

- Besides- 

Come on girls- she whispered softly-and all the girls heard Emma's thoughts in their minds- 
of the way-and it was not good-not good. 

('The thoughts that we re shared in their brains... And-yeah, let's go, and leave her to her 
thoughts, I can see she is lost in them and wants to be left alone.') 

And said Naddalin, sitting up, I can ask her how- come she- never mentioned Lily when she- 
told me all about my parents! Orwhyshe wanted me brain-dead so bad. 

Above and beyond the girls roll their eyes, and walkout the room thinking she is complete... 

mad. 


-And- 



Sometime had passed... with further discussion ofTrirus Black plainly wasn't what Jinger had 
had in mind, andthat Naddalin was nowhere to be found. 

Or we could have a game of fallen angel chest were all the pieces are 
different angles-and powers, on the train ride home... Emma-said discussed and hurriedly-to all the 
othergirls we gotten to know. 

Otherwise orcheckers;Serafina left a set, and said 'I betl'll betyahl' 

-And- 

And no, let'svisit with all the girls, forthis light night we have and not fight said Emma, and 
then also said Naddalin firmly, agreeing that she did not want to be the blame for them fighting among 
themselves-justovera book. 

So, they got their fine clothes from there dormitories and set off through the - portrait hole- 
into the station- back to the real world, and their hometowns. On the train, the games start and they're 
very competitive. All the girls with their magical board games- in the competition were the pieces of the 
board come alive in front of their eyes. 

Down through the- empty castle- Naddalin did her nightly walks, and her seances in 
witchcraft contacting the dead- from her room, and out through the- oak front doors, to the one oak 
tree she brought back for her homeland and property for seedlings. 

She made her way nowflying down the- lawn, weekyetmakingflight along with a shallow 
trench in the-glittering, powdery snow, her socks and the - hems of her glitter- almost gray and silvery 
sparkling- yet at times transparent- and translucent Robes was soaked completely and totally and 
freezing, yet she was able to fly ones more. A moment of delight for her... in a time of sadness, and 
feelingalone. 

Not even thinking rationally she-went into the forbidden forest looked as though it had been 
enchanted-with all that is dark creepy mysterious, each tree smattered with silver, and McDermott's 
Victorian cottage in white looked like an iced cake, she had herown home, not far away... 

Jingerknocked, butthere was no answerwhen she made herrounds little did Naddalin 
know- that she was teleporting back and forth to make sure that she did not do anything crazy, foolish, 
and irrational orjustplain stupid-and she did... 



'Christ-' she did what I was afraid of... and she looks out and sees a- girl 100 
feet up, flying wildly- at times, like-as if shegoingto snag the weathervaneson some the towers. 

'I thinkthis girl is trying to see how many times she can testfate and die...'Then in thought, 
she said- 'she has to be out of her mind, with wondering why-yet, I am standing here looking at her 
asking the same very thing.' 

'Hum- nothing surprises me anymore...' she modeled. Then in the next thought- (Well so 
much forspendingtime with the girls on the train... playing games and havingfun, I see here that I'll be 
babysitting, I see... I see-yah, happy Christmas to me.) ...She was clapping her hands; then and at that 
moment said Emmah, who was shivering under her robe when off into the star-filled moonlight of night 
after her. It was an odd night, unlike others there was a large crescent moon. 

Jingerhad her ear to the- door-and then crack it open slightly, just after getting her to come 
down and get inside take a bath and get ready for bed, yet there is Naddalin talking to the marrow, 
seeingif there were any writings of messagesforthe otherside coming through-on whatto do next. 

The marrow of dishonesties in the girl's massive bathing room... and she is standing there in 
the nude, looking into it, in a trance... but showing perfectly, in a gray dimly lit room, with heavy steam- 
and candle everywhere. She was mumbling insanities... eyes rolling in the back other head all you could 
see were the whites of the ball. 

And-there is a weird noise, coming out of the body in places I don't want to say... as if hell 
was going to break throw... her face was changing, into others, that were neither one of the bodies in- 
which she keeps. 

The voices coming out of her mouth I knew it was HER, and that she was not crazy... yet me 
saying it would make me look crazy... in trying to prove it... that Naddalin was right, you can prove them 
to blame, there always blameless and find a way- out. 

'Naddalinshe-'said... 

'Listen- come, come to bed it's time...' She said overand over. 

She turns to like, and the hunt of the woman ripped through her, the candles blow out with 
no warning, a child through her body of evil, a terror that she never felt before... 



'Is that Fang, I see?' (She thought-and that thought was being shared if she liked it or not.) 

I'll kill you- by clawing your eyes out-the possessed - Naddalinsaid, and feed on your eyeballs... for a 
snack. Leave...! And Jinger ran... fast than ever before in this life, she was given. 

-And- 

Emmah put herearstothe-doortoo...afterseeingthis girl running for whatshe said was her 
life into the girl's dorm- room, Emmah transported backto the castle, overwhatwas called an 
emergency- of attempted final- homicide. 

From inside low, throbbing moans, of a girl laying on the floor nude, that looked as if she was 
in a coma of dangerous unconsciousness as if the loss of all fallen-angel-azure unoxygenated blood. 

'And-1 think we'd bettergoand getsomeone?' 

'A doctor?' She said. 

'More like a witch- doctor... to perform and exercise.' 

'...And that to- DON'T, STAND,THERE, GO-ANDGET HELP!'And said Jingertensely. 

And professor- McDermott-she maybe ab!e to get inside them-sou! at this point, and end 

this! 


Andca!!ed- out forothers that may be here, that can help even the ghosts, that haunt the 

halls. 


Naddalin, thumpingthe floorin compulsions-doorslammedand noone was there justthem. 
Then what seemed like an eternity- McDermott, and some othergirls were there at herside? As Jinger 
was showing in a hologram whatshe saw in her mind played out for them to see before their eyes. 
Tombstones litter the front yard, black trees with curly branches that look as if they would nab at you. 
With a gray-blue, sky, in the background, hints of sinful lime- green are glowing around the- home, one 
light one in a cracked arch window, glowing in wicked. 


-And- 



I'm meeting Emmah Kizziah for what feels like the first time when I wake up a year or two 
has passed.' Hayvannah raised hereyebrows, to me I don't knowyou either... yet maybe I did, I was 
lost... 


'You almost passed for the last time,' Hayvannah she said. 

Emmah said... 'Hi- you know me... even if you don't wantto at times... ha- like-1 have 
changed, yet notthat much my hair is longerand a different color.' 

'You're meetingEmmah Kizziah? Today?'the new girl asked,asshe helps Naddalin up and 
out of her bed... for what seemed like a lifetime - of reliving a part- of the girl's life she took over to hide 
inside a lingering soul. 

'Er... listen, do you wantto come with us- there are girls flying forthe first time, before 
lunchtime-we knowyou like that? Said- Emmah. 

'Do you want to come with me?' 

'Yeah... well, she-asked me to, so I thoughti would.' 

'She would-'you even said it wouldn't matter if she did.' 

'Oh... well... that was nice of her.' 

But then again, Hayvannahdid not sound as though she would have-thought it was nice at 
all. On the-divergent, her manner was cold and suddenly, she would - looked rather unfriendly. 

A few more minutes passed in total silence, Naddalin drinks her coffee so fast that she- 
would soon need afresh cup, just to keep going-she seemed to be drinking more and more-to feel as if 
she was not half-dead on the inside. 

Beside them, Riley Davies and hergirlfriend seemedgluedtogetheratthe-lips. 

Hayvannah's hands were lyingon the-table beside hercoffeeand Naddalin wasfeelinga 
mounting pressure to take hold of it afteralready drinking hercup of coffee. 

'Just do it,' Naddalin-told herself, as a fount of circulated alarm and pleasure and excitement 


surged up inside herchest; just reach out and grab it- she thought. Emmah seemed even more clingy 



then before, the attack like she was living one day at a time with heras if it would be the list, she would 
spend with her ever. 

Amazing, how much more difficult it was to extend herarm twelve inches, and touch 
Emmah's hands, feeling love, than it was to snatch, about her past, to her when she already could 
understand, then a speeding batfly byand she caught it from midair... and its fangs bit into herfleshand 
started to suck out life from her body, where her precious blood. 

But just as she- moved herhandsforwards, Hayvannah took hers offthe-table,thinksshe 
could be a need in the unwanted hartthobe of lust and love with someone, she did not know-and to 
she liked boys. 

Some of the girls just look, and smiled as Emmah was saying-to Hayvannah- 'you well- in 
time, like US girls...' and she winked at herin a playful way. 

She would- was now watching Riley Davies kissing hergirlfriend with a mildly interested 
expression. 

'She-asked me out, you know,' she'd-said in a quiet voice.' 

A couple of weeks ago. 'Riley, I turned herdown, though.' 

Naddalin, who had grabbed the-sugar cookies on the platter to excuse the sudden lunging 
movement across the-table, could not think why she would-and was telling her that she was falling too. 
Yet she was...falling fora girl, all overagain. 

If she would-wished-d she'd-was sitting at the- next table beingshe-artily kissed by Riley 
Davies, why had she'd- agreed to come out with her? 

She-said nothing... Their scab threw another handful of confetti over them; counting down 
the newyear-of their world, some of it landed in the - last cold dregs of coffee Naddalin had been about 
to drink, thatwas not hers. 

'I came in there with Lily last year,' said Hayvannah. 

In her-second or so it took for her to take in what she would - had said, Naddalin's insides 


had become glacial. 



She-could not believe she would-wanted to talk about Lily now, while kissing couples 
surrounded them and a cherub floated over their heads. 

Hayvannah's voice was rather high when she'd-yet spoke again. 

'I'vebeenmeaningtoaskyouforages...did Lily- like did she-everina chat 
mention me at all before she- died?' I like this girl yet, only knew her by her last name; what was her 
name? 


'Why do you care-? It doesn't really matter... now she was gone forever.' 
One girl said, back that was kinda snotty... in a hast. 

Well mostof the girls, looked at her- like it was not nice, yetverytrue. 

If you say-that you think, you were falling for her we can see what we can do to bring her 
back to life? 

'You-a looking for a girlfriend?' Emmah said, in a kiddish way. 

'I don't know if I am ready fora girlfriend?'Said Hayvannah. 

She was the-very last subject on earth Naddalin wanted to discuss, and least of all with 
Hayvannah. 

'Well no,' she-said quietly. There wasn'ttime for herto say anything. Erm... so... did you... 
did you getto see a lot of others overthe- holidays- or is she the one foryou? 

'I justthoughtshe was cute, thatalL' 

'Like- boys neverget it right... the last one I had called me a bitch, looking for a dinnerplate 

also.' 


'Come to the dark side... as you can see, we've got cookies.' Said Riley. 

Well, supportyou-?And-thegame moves one with the next move, hervoice sounded falsely 
bright and cheery, saying- 'there a girl out there for me I'm-sure here, I just need to finder she or she 
finds me, I not looking.' 



To Naddalin's horror, she-saw that her eyes were swimming with tears again, just as they 
had been afterthe- last meeting before Christmas, back before herchange as some call it. 

Everyone was contented, yet nottruly of fully happy- 'life is life is not...?' Said Naddalin, 
along with saying moments after in a murmur-and with the shakes, of some that were deceased-in the 
real world, with something like Parkinson's- and dementia... 

'...You can get close- yet never fully there- in the life of happiness and or keep it-just like 
them and/or of things.' 

Naddalin- 'Look,' she- said desperately, leaning in so that nobody else could overhear,' let's 
not talk about Lily right now... let'stalk about somethingelse, 'Oh like you and Emmah and the PDA'n 
you to have been- doing.' 

Portion 

But she, apparently, was quite the- wrongthing to say about. 

'I thought,' after saying, she'd- said, tears spattering down on to the- table,' 

'I thoughtyou'd you would understand! I neededtotalkabout it, and that I was falling more 
than justwhat I am! Surely-you need to talkaboutit tool' 

'I mean, you saw it happen, didn'tyou?' I really don't want to talk about it said Naddalin, my 
mind has had enough. 

Everything was going nightmarishly wrong; Riley Davies's girlfriend had even unglued herself 
to look round at Hayvannah crying. 

'Well I have talked about it,' Naddalin said in a mumble,' toJinger And Emmah, but and also 
to the new girl now...' 

'She is not to be trusted don'tfall in love with that...' 

Like you would know? 

'I knowyou betterthanyou think-a little girl, I wasalso...' 


'I am notyou...' She said. 



'Then do it../ Said Naddalin. 


'Oh,you'lltalk to Emmah Kizziah! Also, about this you find someone here 
that you love, and I know her>This Girk here she will help-you do So-o.' 

She'd-said shrilly, her face was now shining with tears-that sparkled in the light like glass 

shards. 


Several more kissing couples broke apart to stare, at the sight of the girl that was crying what 
looked to be glass crystals, and so hurt over lust- and love, and what she could not have-that was 
feelinglike herold life of forbidden.' 

'Um- maybe it would be best if we just... paid for this food... cram it, and you went and met 
up with Emmah Kizziah like you noticeably wanted to!' 

'And..., (sniffle) and..., (sniffle) and..., (sniffle)... I'll well go to my room and rot and cry, like a 
little girl that I am.' 

'But you see none of these girls won't talk to me!' she said walking down the halls, of the 

schools. 


Naddalin stared at them, utterly bewildered, as she'd-seized a frilly napkin and dabbed at 
hershiningface with it- cutting herface and the blue azure color ran like blood from the gashes and was 
making the glassy tears look as if their shards of Arctic glacier ice. 

'Hayvannah...?' She-said weakly, wishing Riley would seize her girlfriend and start kissing her 
again to stop herogling at herand Emmah. 

'Goon, leave!' she'd-said, now crying into the- napkin.' 

I do not know why you asked me out in the-first place... if it was not for real... Naddalin said 
don't feel bad, I have to say hereto... not everyone wants me here, and it's going to be the same for 
you-for you do not like them. 'That's-a life-even in the afterlife." 

'Like if you're going to make arrangements to meet other girls right after me... staying here in 
my room you can save it...' 'How many are you meeting after Emmah? Like... you have been through a 
lot?' Why can'tyou keepthem? 



'That was compounded questions... well...?' 


'I will say with you- if you like...? (She just looked up at her blushingly,) I have to! I don't have 
to save anythingto a child like you, after all, you have to respect me, and that really is not you thought 
to have; but if you must know it was over trust... and falling out of love with them-or the other way 
around.' 


'It'snot like that!'Said Naddalin, andshe-wasso relieved at finally understandingwhat 
she'd-was... yet annoyed about that too, she- laughed, and the tears stopped, which she - realized a split 
second too late was also a mistake-to start doing in the first place. 

Hayvannah sprang to the feet at that moment.The-whole team was quiet and everybody 
was watchingthem now, even if they were on the train ride back home half of their mind, was looking 
tough to them on the other side and was looking at them talking to one another about their personal 
lives, though one side of their face and put one of those girls eyes, as if they were there too- they could 
see, hear, andfeelit all. 

I will see you around, she'd-said to the girl, that was been nasty dramatically harsh, and 
hiccoughing slightly Naddalin- dashed to the- door, wrenched it open and hurried down the halls and 
long corridors out the first door off into the - pouring rain, to have a moment alone, even if she is never. 

'Naddalin!' Hayvannah called aftershe left, but the- doorhad already swungshut behind her, 
looking them apart, and she was not able to open without a scalation key... (that was always around her 
neck,)she wasfeelingbetterandworseaboutthe meanthings she said to her. 

There was total silence within the-cafe Hayvannah walk to town in the grays of colors and 
the flurries ofsnowall around, looking for her, wheneveryoneeyeswereon herovernot liking what 
she said to Naddalin after all this was the girl that said it was okay for her to be here and took he rout a 
pure hell. 


Naddalin-She-threw a Galleon of milk down, at the town market, on to the-table, a golden 
longstanding register was all she could see, not even her eyes at this point would pick over, the counter, 
she shook pink confetti out of the hair; from it littering the areas-outside... 

Just before she walked into the store, the clocks- like the one that was just like the one from 
her hometown, with the big was a glowing face was making a showed with hand on the hour... 



That ticked-talked down, the newyear-shesaw a girl gettingwind blows down the pathway; 


she did not see Naddalin, behind her as she followed Hayvannah, as she went out of the-door. 

It was snowing hard now and she would- not have even noticed her, that she was nowhere 
to be seen; even if she did not realize that she was walking right behind her. Getting ever so closer with 
every step. 


She-simply did notunderstandwhathad happened; half an hourago they had been getting 
along fine, and they were fighting. 

'Lady!' She- muttered furiously, sloshing down she-the now knee-deep snow, felling the 
street with her hands in the pockets, to keep them from the cold and frostbite.' 

What did she would- wantto talk about Lily for, anyway? 

Why does she-always wantto drag up a subject that makes her act like a wild mare-that 
wants to buck off the rider?' 

She-turned right and broke into an icy run, and within minutes she-was turning into the- 
doorway ofthe-the tree graveyards into the up to the pathway that leads to the bridge that leads up 
the school and castle, thousands of feet up, she knew that she could not fly over this even if she wanted 
too, yet anotherreason whyshe wenttotown, foran ointmentforthe feathers on herwings, to help 
them mend, and have them groomed, by trusted hands- by a man she has known foryears, in what 
looks like a 1920s barbershop. 

She knewthe flight was risky, even if she did notfearfinal death at this point, it was not 
worth it when she real- at this point was contented to live. 

Naddalin-she-knewshe-wastooearly to meet Emmah, at this point,and was not ready to 
meet up with the one, that she was following be hind, and she was already in the air making her flight a- 
crossed- a remarkable sight the gush to wind would knock you back-from the speed that she was able 
to capture-and the majesty was brilliant- as she would score- higherthan an American Eagle. 

Afterthat, she wentto a coffee shop- within the walls of the castle- on the 13th floor, but 
she-thought it likely there would be someone in there with whom she-could spend the- dominant time, 
of hernight. 



She-shook the wet hair out, that fall longer than her butt, her eyes needing rubbing she 
looked around, and yetagain there was no one around, justa waiter. 

Then moments have passed, then hours, then night become day, she dozed off, just to wake 
up in nods to see McDermott was sitting alone in a corner; looking down-too, she did not have anything 
to go home to So-o she stayed too. 

'Hi, McDermott!' She- said, when she- had squeezed through the- crammed both, and pulled 
up a chair beside her. 

McDermottjumped and looked down at Naddalin as though she- barely recognized her, 

EVEN IF HER FACE WAS INCHES FORM HERS. 

Naddalin saw that she- had two fresh cuts on the faces and several new bruises, yet was 
fee ling stronger and stronger on the inside-she was making a full recovery-she just needs everyone out 
of herheadand sometime to be nothingbutquiet. 

'Oh, it's you, Naddalin,' said McDermott.' Yeah, all right- 'Yeah, I'm fine,' lied Naddalin who 
was like 75% healthierthan the day before; but, nexttothe battered and mournful- looking McDermott, 
she- felt she- didn't really have much to complain about, that was looking like rotting death, walking.' 

'Er- are you sure you're- OKAY?' 

'Me?' said McDermott.' 

'Ohyeah, I'mgrand and still full of life, Naddalin, was grand with excitement-saying, 'Ifeel I 
will am a lot like you someday." 

She- gazed into the- depths of the aquarium tankard- of fish-like creatures inside, which was 
the-the size of an of a room, that was in the on the one side of the room, and sighed, saying - '...and they 
think back home, that we came from that if the monkey was not bad enough.' 

Portion 

Naddalin did not know what to say to her, when she said, 'I feel you will outlive me, your 
blood is far more valuable than mine- and you are far more powerthan- me.' 



They sat side by side in silence for a moment. Then McDermott said brusquely, 'In the-same 
boat, yeh and me, ant' we, honey?' 

'Er' said Naddalin, followed by saying- 'I suppose So-o.' 

'Yeah... I have said it before... both outsiders, alike like-none of them will everbe fully you- 
even if they still,' said McDermott, noddingwisely. 

'And both orphans inside you to make one with the strength of two, you become your more 
than them, and most-even if... even if...yeah...orphans-they are-that-odium, and you too but 
remember-why? Why...you have made it more than them-and have not fallen too them, it's a question 
of why- in the first place, that made you become whom you were meant to be - part of your story-to 
make there's, yet you're at the top, remember why-the true way.' 

She-took a great swig from the mug- more and more coffee- it see ms I need to keep going, 
she thought. 

'Makesa difference, havingadecentfamily,'she-said, back. 

'Yes, maybe So-o; yet I feelthatyou have always had one you justfailed to notice, in your 
own thoughts offeelas if you were notwanted.' 

'My dad was decent, I loved my Dad and lost him too young, my Mom was not, and the same 
for the second time around. Dad was decent, and now look what I did to him like the other it was all 
overme being in their life thattheirendtoo soon.' 

'If they had lived, life without me, or them interfering would-a bit different, eh?' 

'You can't change a plan even you have said that in your own story- be proud of your story- 
in black and white- its bestto rememberthat.' 

'Yeah... I'm spouse,' said Naddalin cautiously. 

McDermott seemed to be in a very strange mood, she thought yet motherly and that was 
nice when she never- everreally had that. 

'Family,' said McDermott gloomily.' Whateveryeah say, the blood's important... yet is not 
everything,' She-wiped-saying'I have had the bodies of 4 girls before me, as I am now-1 have life now- 



for around 4,000 years a trickle of it out of hereye, sayingtake them and see my memories, this maybe 
the night, that I must say goodbye-forever, ...I have seen morethanone millennium, it is time to lay at 
rest- next to the other bones in the yard.' 

'Ms. McDermott,' said Naddalin, unable to stop herself,' where are yougettingall these 
injuries, on yourhandsand limes?' 

'All those!' said Naddalin, pointing at McDermott's face, sayingyou are beingeaten by the 
death- and part of death is time. 

'I not-okay, I am disintegrating like the blacked dart- that I am made of showing thought¬ 
overtime, nothing lasts forever, soon if I choose notto lay at rest; I will become black dust blowing in 
the wind-with nothing left by to bysweepawayin a dust pain.' 

'Eh?' said McDermott, looking startled- at the look of the younggirl carrying.' 

'Oh... that'sjust normal bumps an' bruises, Naddalin,' said, wanting to thinkthat, McDermott 
dismissively-said... "don't be afraid of death,' I was not, the first time, and I not going to be this time 
...even if... this time is to burn, for a life of not wantingtoo." 

She-drained the mug, set it back on the-table, booth... as Naddalin got too she feet. 

'I'll be seeing'yeah, Naddalin...take care of now.' Naddalin knewshe would not be seeing 
hereveragain. 

And she- lumbered out of the- pub looking wretched, and disappeared into the-torrential 
blizzard, after walking, yet again all the corridors- for something to do, out in the weather for air, even if 
she was high up long a veranda of the castle. 

Naddalin watched hergo to the beyond that night, feeling miserable, as she tried notto look 
back, even if she had to stop-to defog the shop's window with her palm, to look at her one last time 
before walkingon. 

McDermott was unhappy and she- was hiding something, but she- seemed determined not 
to accept help. What was going on? But before Naddalin could think about it any further, she - heard a 
voice calling hername. 


'Naddalin! Naddalin, overthere!' 



Emmah was waving at herfrom thetowerabove-forherside ofthe- room and veranda, 
saying... 'come inside and met me up here, instantly she was there, in a spell of teleport, Emmah was in 
her head and making her no if and or butts, to get inside, and be by her side.' 

She-got up and made the way towards her through her-saying, 'we II you stand by me 
forever-and never leave me? I am scared, of being alone and the unknown.' She said to Emmah in a 
strong hug, that would not break- away. 

She-was still a fewfeetaway whenshe- realizedthatEmmah wasalone-too and feeling 
aboutthe same in low. 

She'd-was sitting at the end of her bed with the - unlikeliest pair of slippers on her feet, that 
were so old they were crusty. 'I can't let them go...' she said 'there like part of me...' she-could ever 
have imagined: a night withoutthem just like her pillow- and blankietoo. 

Danna Lovegood wasthe same she had a stuffed pink bunny, and still sucked hermiddle and 
ring fingers as she sleeps- and it sounds inappropriate at times. All girls- like us come with corks... 

Rita Skeeter,journalist on the-Star press and one of Emmah's least favorite people in the- 
world, was on herway to getthe story, about McDermott final passing, and I had nothingto say, yet I 
was the last to have said anything, like- why is always me, that gets the spotlight when I don't want it? 

I thoughtyou were with Hayvannah, I wasn'texpectingyouforanotherhourat least!' 

'You're early!' Said Emmah, moving along to give her room to sit downforthe interview.' 

'I'm-a-going to say this now-the shit...! ...you put into this better make this one here, look 
good-she been through enough-or kick your ass to your head-got that.' 

'Hayvannah? - Whom came back to see all the fuss, just for some moments before 
teleporting back with them on the train ride home with the others.' 

Rita said at once- if they were really having sex-and all that girl like them do, twisting around 
on her butt to stare avidly at Naddalin- Emmah did.' Who was a loss of wards...?' 

'A girl... can be a friend to other girls here without you dating her right?' That was said back... 

Emmah- 'And even if we are, that for us to care about not you... get to talk about why you're 
really here or get lost.' Hayvannah-in a rage! 



'It's none of your business if Naddalin's been with a hundred girls/ Emmah told Rita coolly, 
this is not what this story is about afterall. 

'So, you can put that away right now.' 

'This is about final memory and obituary- not my sex- life...' 

Rita had been on the-the point of withdrawing a corrosive blue quill from her bag... to 
override the words, that are always type automatically. 

Looking as though she'd- had been forced to swallow hard- Naddalin said- 'I don't care what 
you say in this paper' ...and then she kissed Emmah on the lips just to make her happy, say whatever you 
want- both agreed at this point to get herawayfrom them, and both were saying everything oranything 
she wanted to her, or she would not leave...'till she got here story her way-she sat there for3 hours- 
looking into Naddalin's eyes spine-chillingly, she'd-snapped her bag shut again; saying- 'I think I have my 
story here.' 

'What are you up to- girlie?' 

Danna herfriend, was sayingcome one we need to get back to the town, pressroom, I will 
walk with you I need some air anyways, the girls knew this was just a diversion-yet worked. 

Naddalin asked, sitting down- after getting up to meet Danna saying- 'OMG thanks,' (in a 
whisper) and staring at Rita, walking away bouncing out the door with every footstep... uniform skirt 
fluttering... 


Emmah- 'yep,' she said looking dazed, hereyeswere crossed, Naddalin said, 'well-well-well- 
this is going to be rich- no?' 

'Little Miss. Perfect was just about to tell me when you arrived-when you walked in a took 
my story away,' said Rita, taken a large slurp of her drink, walking with Danna.' 

Emmah-1 suppose was allowed to talk for you to her, I - was right?' She'd-shot at her looking 
back with one brow up. 

'Yes, I suppose you are,' said Naddalin said aloofly. 


Unemployment did not suit Rita, so she shut up afterthe last threats of having hershity job. 



Emmah's- her- hair that had once been set in elaborate curls now hung lank and unkempt 
around the face. 

Naddalin- 'You are looking more like me everyday- in the not caring...' and she touched her 
hair loose- curls, saying 'I still love yeah.' 

'Same back...' 

'It'swhaton the inside that counts...right... he-he.' 

The-crimson paint, hand on the light post matched the holiday feel, and the color of Rita 
two-inch nails- that was chipped, shorter and shorter with every bit she made, and there were a couple 
of false jewels missing from herring to on her hand, her nerves we re that bad, that she was even picking 
herscabs again. 


She'd-took another great gulp of her drink and said out of the-corner 
of hermouth,' Pretty girl, she is... Naddalin?' 

'What you're sayingthis all overthe fact that you like her-you havea piss-poor way of 

showing it.' 


(We/us- Naddalin-and I, were) Looking into Danna's mind-she was 
doing everything she could to keepcalm. 'One more word aboutNaddalin'sand Emmah'slove life and 
the-deal is off, of helping keepthis job, and that's a promise,' said Emmah irritably- 

'What deal?' said Rita, wiping her mouth on the - back of the sleeve of her right hands.' 

'You haven't mentioned a dealyet. Miss. Prissy, youjusttold me to turn 
up- and you had something in it forme.' 

'Yes, butyou are taking it to far- and blowing it all out- a proportion...' 

'What'sthat mean? ...Out- a proportion...?' 

'So-o, this was a way to get to her, you never- ever read a card about me... is that it, God 
that's low and creepy?' 


Find someone who cares, why do not you?' 



'Oh, one of these days../ 


'Yes, yes, one of these days you will write more horrible stories about Naddalin and me-and 
others, I am sure ofthis, yetyou'll be doing it withouta job, said Emmah indifferently-you'regoingto 
say shit about the wrong person-okay-you have been warned.'This is what was said in a letter to her 
boss, 3 or so day's latter. 

She'd-took a deep shuddering breath, I will am the one to kiss and love her- and her eyes 
glitter- as she graded both of her hand in a tight hold. 

They've run plenty of horror stories about Naddalin this year without my help-she said-and I 
have to do as they say,'said Rita, shootinga sideways look at heroverher-topof herglass, whenshe 
met up with her the next day over yet more coffee and adding in a rough whisper,' how has that made 
youfeel, Naddalin...? Distraught...? Betrayed...? Misunderstood...?' 

'It's all in the fact, that I want you I' she said sheepishly. Naddalin looked at her astonished 
and completely flabbergasted. 

'She-feels angry, of course,' said Emmah in a hard, clear voice. She is not into you so back 

off.' 


'For the reason that she told she- Martita for Magic she- truth and she- Martita's too much of 
an idiot to believe her.' 

'So, you actually stick to it, do you, that She-who must not be named is back- and I can turn 
you over to her and her girls if you don't become my lover?' Said Rita. Now how do you like that...? 
...Lowering her glass and exposing Naddalin, in ways that were wrong with a piercing stare while she 
fingers strayed longingly to the-clasp other bra, in the low light of the cafe.' 

'Your mine... all mine, now-1 have paid to them for this... you can do this forme.' 

Emmah did not like it, yetthere was not a thing she could do, looking at this girl have her 
way, like always-you know whowasat the bottom of it all, even in the press- it was rigged. 

You stand by all the garbage Duerre's been telling everybody, even if you cannot prove a 
thing, about you, know who return, and be the blame, and you being the-sole witness, about Lily too, 
being in on it, like I am now-try it- and you be the one, looking crazy, and disport- and then I'll say you 



raped me- and I have the press behind me to say it... also- hey-you can sit your pretty little ass in the 
jail!' 


Emmah ran and attacked,yeta magical beam of energy-from herhand pushed backflying 
and hitting the wall, wings out, and thefight was bloody betweenthetwoofthem, fangrippingeven, 
Emmah left limping away, and left-wing next broken if not completely, and her neck ripped open. 

'There will never- ever be- sole witness,' snarled Naddalin, we get it-1 know it. 

There were dozen-odd death devourers there as well-all tricked too feel, I was the bad girl. 

(ThoughtNaddalin-) 

'Want theirnames- Rita screamed it you feelyou have a case?' 

'I'd love them all' she said. And then moments afterstated, 'even if you don'tgetthat kind of 
love-do you understand-So-o you say whatever you like, and do whatever you like to me-quite 
honestly... 


I don't care either way,' breasted Naddalin. Now fumbling in her bag once more-for a tissue, 
and gazing at her as though she-was the- most beautiful thing she would- had everseen-yetshe had 
too as if she was underherspell and she was-orjust playing the game of not havea choice.' 

A great bold headline:'- Blames...' A subheading- saying: Culpability, 'Naddalin - 

The name was there as the mastermind to a story that was too hard to believe: all of them 
were there, and newly named- 'The Death Sisters' are still among us, and the motherthe most powerful 
of all- has been reviled.' 

In addition, then beneath a nice big photograph of you, 'Disturbed teenage survivorof you 
know who's attacks the innocent, like Naddalin-, for over 100 years, and it also reviled that she was- 
NEVAEH, causing outrage all day, by accusing respectable and prominent members of the - magician and 
fallen angelcommunity..." 

There was a sound of heavy footsteps, then the- door creaked open slightly. 

Emmah stood there with hereyes red and swollen,tearssplashingdownher-in front ofher 


face, say you nevertold me this, yeti realize why you could not. 



For once, someone did somethingforme... and you know they're going to kill herforthis... 
yet, I have to say thankyou, and move on-or it will eat at me like cancer. 

'Also, you've heard everything now? Has it changed anything with you?' 

'Notat all...' she said back. 

And the screams were heard for Malcolm- the girls burrowed, their-fangs into her flesh, 
sucking the life out of Rita's neck, yet she will always be remembered- in the graveyard with a stone, 
that is the largest around-for helping me, for her outspoken words of having a voices, and courage, 
sometimes a friend is a girl, that you would least expect. 

The question for me though is still- WHY! 

Nevaeh 

Book: 51 


'If Only in My Mind' 


Introduction: Burning Books 

X 

(lam thedaughterof Marcella) 

Remember- 'This world wants us all to be gay overthefact of overpopulation, and rights, yet 
having rights were some taken away- by letting us have our way?' 

This is what he meant, for me to do with my life be his... anytime he wants it-girl and nothing 
more and nothing less, and it makes his rejection easierto accept... almost. Yet, the money is why, like-1 
am here- and the love too... yah that... I have been working on my studies more than them being with 
him or her... I would say it was to clear my head. I was looking overthe paperthat was said I wrote, I 
pretend to read the article, that Katie made forme. Above and beyond its suddenly, blindingly obvious. 



He's too gloriously good-looking, not to think about non-stop. I know he loves me, yet he has a hard 
way of really showing justthat. 

I, understand, yet not so- her words make more sense than mine-1 questioned this... He's 
not the man forme. I can live with this. 

It's only when I'm in bed, that I try to sleep, that I allow my thoughts to drift off some-yet all 
the voices run through me- never hushing up. Never slowing- neverstopping, forme to have a moment- 
in time to think alone. 

'Katie, she is very good,' 'I'm going to study, is what I said to her...just wanted to get away 
from her mouth.' I am not going to think about him again, for now, I vowto myself, and opening my 
revision notes, I start to read.Thusfar, his face keeps looking it to mine, and I see him looking back in 
the glass. 


I put my pen down, which makes all the font that I write out and comforts it into text in word. 
I am finished, with my re-write of her draft. My final exam is over, I said - this will do-just fine the grin 
spread across my face can be helped. 

It's probably the first time all week that I've smiled at something other than him. It's Friday, 
and we shall be celebratingtonight, really celebrating. 

Paris- with Katie not him, I need this-the city the lights the sound- of something other than 
me inquiry all that is me - and him. She slanted herhead and smiled at hercompanion, with grace 
seated herat the best table in the restaurant; hersmile, at least, was honest, though almost nothing 
else about her was. The pale gray of hereyes was warmed to by sweet colored contact lenses; her blond 
hair had been darkened by the low light of the tower in the background, then subtly streaked with 
lighter shades, in herarms mentally begging herwith every fiber of my beingto kiss me, is what I really 
needed, justhertrue love forme - not asking... neverdemanding. 

He didn't want me as a girlfriend, this week he was off doing what he does. I turn onto my 
side, now at the hotel, with her in the single bed. Frivolously, I wonder if perhaps he's with a new 
youngergirl? 



Think back to: 'Ah!' settled in his chair with a contented sigh, returning her smile, she is so 
beautiful woman in her teen years; she looks the US, with glossy dark hair and liquid gray eyes, and a 
luxurious mouth. 

(Bed) 

I close my eyes and begin to drift, and she nudges me, groggy as I - she had gambled that he 
wouldn't have his people dig any deeperthan that, that he would run out of the patience required to 
wait for the answers before, she made a move on me. Her manufactured background was only a few 
layers deep; I knew she and I wanted too so why not; she hadn't had time to prepare more. Maybe he's 
saving himself. Well notfor you, my sleepy subconscious has a final swipe at me before unleashing itself 
on my dreams. 

I might even get drunk! I said-we can hear it's not agents the law here. I've never been drunk 
before, I knowthatthe trill was wearing off, I glance across the sports hall at Katie, and she'sstill 
scribbling furiously, five minutes to the end of foolish. This is it, the end of my academic career if he 
tunesin... 


She'ddonethe bestshe could in the time she had,she knewthat she would have to be off 
doing herstudy's even on this run over the sea that takes less than a day now. 

He made a point of keepinghimself in shape and his hair hadn'tyet startedto gray-either 
that or he was as skilled as she at touch-ups. 'You look especially lovely tonight; have I told you that yet? 

'I shall never have to sit in rows of anxious, isolated students again. Inside I'm doing graceful 
cartwheels around my head, knowingfull well that's the only place I can do graceful cartwheels. 

...And that night, I dream of herand I live long everafter, and I'm running through dark 
places with eerie strip lighting doing things we shouldn't, and I don't know if I'm running toward 
something, that I should want or not-the dream, leads me to choices, it's just not clear. 

Katie stops writing and puts her pen down. She glances across at me, and I catch her 
Cheshire cat smile too. We head back to our apartment together in her Mercedes, refusing to discuss 
ourfinal paper. Katie is more concerned aboutwhatshe'sgoing to wearto the barthis evening. I am 
busily fishing around in my purse for my keys. 


'Merry, there's a package for you, there flowers from him...' she said. 



Odd, I haven't ordered anythingfrom Annazon recently. 


Katie is standing on the steps up to the front door holding them. 

'No.' Katie'seyesare wide with disbelief.' I nod. 

'You have, she said, he loved you more than anything, I starting to believe it.' But then her 
gaze was warm, wet whit tears for she was in love with me more than he, at that moment. 

I knew... she had trained long and hard to acquire it, I knew she was the one that would 
always care about me. 'Thankyou again... I said to him in a mind message.' I recognize the quote was 
somethingslandered, where was the love in it? 

I have not let myself dwell on RICHARD C. MAST - for the past week. Okay... so his blue eyes 
are still haunting my dreams, as she plays with me in them too, and I know it will take an eternity to 
expunge the fee I of his arms around me and his wonderful perfume from my brain. Why has he sent me 
this? 


'Can'tthink of anyone else, thatwould dothis forme, like him though.' 'Whatdoesthis card 
mean...?' 'I have no inkling; I think it's a warning - scrupulously he keeps threatening me off, with gifts. I 
have no idea why- bethinks I will keep coming back-just for the coming. 

It's not like I'm beating his doordown- and the wood hard- with only him.' I frown some... 'I 
know you don't want to talk about him. Merry, but he's seriously into you. Warnings or no.' 'I don't 
know, and I don't care. I can't accept these from him, yet not feeling as I did in the past some of the 
caring went away. 

I love Katie, she's so loyal and supportive. I re pack the books and leave them on the dining 
table. Katie hands me a glass of champagne. 

'To the end of examsand our new life in NY,' she grins. 

'To the end of exams, our new life in NY, and excellent results.' We clink glasses and drink. 

The bar is loud and hectic, full of soon to be graduates outto get trashed. Katie joins us. He 
won'tgraduatefor another-year, but he's in the mood to party and gets us into the spirit of our 
newfound freedom by buying a pitcher of margaritas for us all. As I down my fifth, I know this is not a 
good idea on top of the champagne. 



'So, what now Merry?' She shouts at me overthe noise, Katie has the constitution of a she- 
ass. 'That is doubtful,' she calmly replied. 'I have never liked any wine.' She'd made that plain from the 
start, whodislikedthe taste ofwine, I thoughtsitting overhere looking at her thinking that. Hertaste 
buds were deplorably working-class. She, in fact, enjoyed a glass ofwine, (I thought) now she is drinking 
only coffee or bottled water; ordercoffeeforher, of that... I giggle. 

'I think I'd betterhave a beer.' 

'I'll go get us a pitcher.' 

'More drink. Merry!' 

Katie bellows... 

'Classy- in France?' 

Sure! 

Her eyes for Katie, are glittery and wet for her. I move out of her way to hold and get up from 
our table. She is taking photos, yes, of her in her tight jeans, her usual stunning self, and high heels, hair 
piled high with tendrils hanging down softly around herface. I giggled overit like I have no idea whatthe 
time is, maybe I'll wake with her over to the tower and well go up and kiss at the top. Good thinking. 
Merry. I staggeroffthrough the crowd, sheyellsat me, and I whisperin hermind that I am overhere. Of 
course, there's a line, but at least it's moving fast to the top. I'm suppressing a drunken smile, hit me like 
an involuntary, looking out over with her in my arms and the kiss. 

Back at the hotel my head, pondingso-o... I go forswims uncomfortably, with all the others, 
a lot of kids but even so it was nice. Well, the object of the exercise was to get drunk, on it's the other 
way'round. I have succeeded, in working it off. I stare blankly over and over in a fast way - at the poster 
on the back of the toilet doorthat extols the virtues of safe sex. Yah- NO! like that is going to happen. 

Holy crapping piss bucket, did I just call the RICHARD C. MASTin my mind? Shit. My phone 
rings for him it's all in my mind though, and it makes me jump when he says 'whatdo you want.' I 
squeak in surprise; by how the man he is being to mefor whatsee to be noted on my own doing. 

This is what it's like - probably not an experience to be repeated. The line has moved, and it's 


now my turn. 



'Howdy,' I bleat timidly into the handset. I hadn't calculated on this. 


'I'm coming to get you,' he says and hangs up... before I said I did want him too. The only 
RICHARD C. MAST-could sound so calm and so threatening at the same time. I pull my jeans upafter 
the poster said not to do what I just did. My heart is thumping. Coming to get me? Well, I am coming to 
gether-ha. Hang on, I'mfine. Oh no. 

I'm going to be sick... no... He's just messing with my head. 

I said- 'Holy freakingcrap nugget.' 

I for one looked flushed and slightly unfocused. He can'tfind me here, I would say so with 
GPS within my body as we all have now, 'You've been gone so long.' Katie reprimands me. Besides, it will 
take him 4 hours to get herefrom NY, and we'll be long gone by then. I wash my hands and check my 
face in the mirror. 'Where were you?' I wait at the bar forwhat feels like an eternity forthe pitcher of 
beer and eventually return to the table. 'The girl's room on a call, that I shouldn't have made.' Mind 
dealing-1 said... 'ah-h-ha'were sitting out said at a bar cafe. 'All-out- in the - fresh air- and yeah.' 'Katie, 

I think I'd betterthinkthat you and I have a thing... 'Merry, you are such a softie with him- grow some 
lady nutsand say-freakyou.' 

'I'll be five minutes...' 

'Goingto MASTURBATE-?' 

'Yep!' 


XX 

I make my way through the crowd another time, thinking of how I was going to get off like 
three more times, in 15. I am beginning to feel nauseous, my head is spinning uncomfortably, see in the 
little girl in the open stall nexttome gettherefasterthen I! and she's like freaking 10! and I'm a little 
unsteady with my trapping 3 figurings, or have girl gotten even more slutty. More unsteady than usual, 
she got it down. God, I turn on-you? No- nope ...?... didn't think so prev. 




'I think I've just had a bit too much to drink, I feel like more pee then that is coming out of 
me.' I smile weakly at her and say-GOD FOR YOU HUN NY-good for you. 'and you too,' she murmurs, 
and herdark eyes are watching me intently, saying whyyou doing this on yourown at yourage... is a 
younggirl thing to do. 'Do you need a hand?' 

She asks and steps closer undies at her feet, putting her arm around me some. I've got this. I 
try and push heraway ratherweakly, of age, yetthere nothingwrongwith it. 

'Merry, please,' she whispers, its Kate in my head saying don't do it, yet the young child is 
holding me in herarms, pulling me close, like a lover. 

These days' free love is love! No matterthe age... 

'You know I like you. Merry, please.' He has one hand at the small of my back holding me 
against him, the otherat my chin tipping back my head. Holy freak... he'sgoing to kiss me. 

Her hand has slipped into my hair, and she's holdingme. 

She whispers against my lips. His breath is soft and smells too sweet-of candy and Kool-Aid. 
She gently kisses me on my jaw, and lips and movies up to the side of my mouth and then right on my 
parted lips. I feelfrightened, drunk, and out of control, yet I love havingfee love like this- it like I was her 
age all over. The feeling is sickly sweet. 

You are myfriend, no and forlife, I said to her,and I think, I'm going to throw up,soyou 
should runoff. Avoice in the dark says quietly. Holy shit! In my mind- RICHARD C. MAST - he'satthis 
juncture, see what I have done. 

I glance anxiously up at RICHARDC. MAST. He'sgloweringat Katie, and he'sfurious, like me 
fordoinga youngoneas he said. Crapping, fly trap- my stomach hauls, and I double over, worse than 
when blood is shootingoutof my hole. I'll hold you.' 

Shegrabs my hair and pulls it out of the firing line- my body no longerable to acceptthe 
alcohol, and I vomit outstandingly on to the ground at me and the little French girls' feet he r name was- 
Willow. 



She has herarms around my middle body - holding my hair in a makeshift ponytail down my 
back so it's off my face, her hands the other is I try awkwardly to push her hair out of the way, but I 
vomit again... and again, even onto her half nude body. 

Even when my stomach's empty, and nothing is coming up, oh shit... 'If you're going to throw 
up again, I note, with deepthankfulness, that it's in relative darkness. I vow silently that I'll neverever 
drink again, yetthat like say I cannot have a day without sex. It'sgoingdown in me at some point. 

My hands are resting on the block wall... How long is this going to last? I questioned... she 
takes herT stands, and I wipe my mouth, on she said she did not care... love at first sight... I questioned 
it. This is just too appalling for words, Katie said... I have to go out now. So-o horrifying gasping heaves of 
wackiness- my body feels. Then it concludes... Katie is still hovering by the entrance to the girl's room 
watching us. 

Her (the young girls) hand are barely holding me up-vomiting profusely is exhausting, takes 
his hands off I say to him- I'm hectic with embarrassment, repulsed with myself. When I come around. 
My hands in on head I groan, as I place them there. Like that was the solitary worst moment of my 
lifespan. Twins taking a crap is what I think of at this moment-why I don't know. Oh-yeah-1 do-there 
they are both doing just that- like- looking in at me over in there apparent 5,00 feet up or so all glass too. 
What should I say to him, forhim to forgive this? 

RICHARD C. MAST'S rejection will not be something good. I try to re member a worse one, 
that I have done, and I cannot. I glare at him, in my mind. For he is acting like my dad, not my lover. Oh, 
the humiliation... my mother was far worse. Marry who are you kidding, he's just seen you hurl all over 
the ground- nothing more said- Katie, she feels that what I did was nothing. Yet I still look pretty 
shamefaced to myself, and him- or so I think. 

I have a few choice words for my so-called friend, none of which I can repeat in front of 
RICHARDC. MAST-There's no disguising your lack of ladylike behavior, and I can only come up with- 
and this is so, so many shades darkerin terms of, I risk a glance at him, I see hem looking back at me 
mirrored back in my stare. 

He's staring down at me, his face composed, yet he can help but fall for me fast, giving 
nothing away about how he was feeling about what I did we fall. Turning, I glance at Katie whom and. 



like me, scared by the true filling that he heads to mefrom that day. I personally mutter, staring at the 
handkerchief which I am furiously worryingwith my fingers. 

It's so soft, and worm, as slid his fingers in her, he probably would expect herto share his 
bed tonight, but he was destined to be disappointed once again, in her saying: I don't feel the need after, 
soloing-so many times today. Her hatred was so strong she had barely been able to force herself to let 
him kiss herand accept his touch with some temperateness. 

There was no way in hell like she'd let him domore thanthatto hertonight-forthe movies 
running in her had of him acting like an ass and or like her dad. 'I'm sorry, he said for what I have done 
to you. Just in my thoughts of...'Apologize... and say back off. Katie mutters, derogatory but we both 
ignore that, and he slinks off back into the of my mind for restand sleep. I'm on my own with doing me- 
and just Kate. 

'We've all been here, perchance not quite as dramatically as you,' he says dryly.' It's about 
knowingyourlimits. Merry. 

I mean, I'm all for pushing limits, but really this is beyond the pale. My head rings with excess 
alcohol and frustration. Do you make a habit of this kind of behavior?' 

He was scolding me like an errant child, somethingyou would neverdoto me I said to Kate 
that had me held by the butt, arching my back as she is holding me in herarms, forpassion and cute 
kissing-then 69, her butt in myface, I move herlips around using sucking at mouth and teeth and 
tongue. 


XXX 

Katie- Put her legs on your shoulders and grab onto her waist or open up her vagina, (the last 
one fee Is better) or have her butt hole in your we II- nose. Don't fart!! 


-And- 



At first kiss outside her vagina and then slowly lick her inside and just pretend she's the most 
beautiful thing you've ever-tasted and if she wants to talk dirty to her but talks to her about that 
beforehand so she won't be offended. I hope this helps... I love it. It's such a turn on. 

• You wantto kiss/nibble on herneckfirst. It's a good wayto start turning heron. 

• Suck on her nipples and play with them with your tongue. 

This too is anothergreat turn on. 

• While you're doingthese, massage herPUSS-PUSSoverherpantsjusttogether readyfor 
it. Just the night at the party for girls my age, before I had to write a line of silicone members hard core 
style-from all 10 small to biggest I have everseen- in sizes, and saying I love it to get the scholarship for 
in hazing all to his liking- for pledger and at his command-with other girls from cheering me on to be in 
a frat house at and have honors. 

• Work yourway down, slowly and sexually. 

• Open up her PUS*Yand go straight to the- Cl*t. 

• Smack the PUS*Y with your tongue really fast, and suck and tug on it (not too hard though). 

• As you're sucking her PUS*Y, slide your fingers in and out of her vagina opening. 

• Once you have two fingers in there, and they're facing up, curve them like a hook and 
withoutgoing in and out, stroke herG-spot. 

Ifthis is yourfirst time, beware ofthe smell and taste, as it makes most guys gag at first. 

Part of me wants to say, if I wantto get drunk every night like this, then it's my decision and 
nothing to do with him - but I'm not brave enough. Not now that I've thrown up in front of him. Why is 
he still standing there? 

'No,' I said contritely.'I've neverbeen drunkbefore and rightnow I have nodesire to everbe 
again.' Yet, I know that's a- lie... 


'Come on. I'll take you home,' she murmurs- dothis to me. 



I just don't understand why he's here. I begin to feel faint. She notices my dizziness and grabs 
me before I fall and hoists me into his arms, holding me close to her chest like a child. For sucking and 
nabbing on her nipples. 'I need you, Katie.' Holy Moses, I say at C-*-M! I'm in her arms again. Where I do 
the same to her butt in the air, I go for it for like a half-hour. 

'Dancing,' with Katie in the club she shouts, and I can tell he's mad at me acting slutty. He's is 
eyeing me-him the RICHARD C. MASTsuspiciously. 

I struggle with my black jacketand place my small shoulderbag overmy head, so it sits on 
my hip. I'm ready to go, once I've seen Katie; to party my ass off... yet he is saying NO... No in my mind. 
And I just having fun. It's earsplitting, packed, and the music is underway, thusthere is a huge mass on 
the dance floor, she sets me down, and, taking my hand, leads me back to the bar. 

She knew that-1 went out for some air- of him... embarrassed weak I feel dumb, and still 
drunk, somewhatexhausted, ashamed, and on some strange equal unquestionably off the scale 
electrified, by the cocktail of things I took down. 

He's clutching my hand-1 see them all wavy to my sight. Looking at them all swirly. Such a 
confusing array of emotions, play tricks in my mind like haunted schoolgirl ghosts. I'll need at least a 
week to process them all, I knew even in this state of mind of senseless. 

Katie is not at our table, and Katie has disappeared. She looks lost and forlorn on his own. 
'Where's Katie? She was off with some young girl doing what I did the night before.' I see that she had 
to feel as I did... she was always like that with me... we have to be the same in all- or not...! 'My head is 
beginningto pound in time to thethumpingbass line ofthe music.' 

He rolls his eyes at me and takes my hand again and leads me to the bar. He's served 
immediately. 

'She's on the dance floor,' I touch RICHARD C. MAST'S arm and lean up and shout in his ear, 
brushing his hair with my nose, smelling his clean, fresh smell. All those forbid den, unfa miliar fee lings 
that I have tried to deny surface and run amokthrough my drained body. I myself flush, and somewhere 
deep, deep down my muscles clench deliciously. He is such a - Control-Freak -1 said to her-saying: your 
just having fun. He'swatching me intently, mirrored in my- lost a younggirl like the look of my eyes. 



'Drink- Drink- drink' I heard hersay, to this younggirl in the bar and she was about 14/ he 


shouts his orderat me. He looks irritated and livid, with me like I am his sex- Dollie, and nothing 
more...He's so overbearing, I thought. Give me love-1 thought-oris sex nowjustthe love? What is his 
delinquent? The moving lights are meandering and turning in time to the music casting strange colored 
light and obscurities all over the bar and the business. He's alternately white, green, blue, and bloodshot 
red. 


There a dead girl in an ash box sitting on the ground, on the walkway to my home, she was 
just burnt a day go, and dumped, here, and this is where she is resting- no one cares about her like 
death and dumping ash that nothing- or that she was only 5 years of age...I take a hesitant swallow; I 
think about the life she never had-on like all the others thoughts going through my mind I care. 

'All of it,' shouts in my head- like the way she passed- by some killing her for the dollar in her 
underwire where she keeps and forthe young rape. 

I swayslightly, and he puts his hand on my shouldertosteadyme. Dm-Merry... are you ever 
going to live this down, and say she slipped away? She was my sister girl- and mom and they just dump 
her off... to be kicked by passing feet-yah but that is what they do these days-girl. 

Cemeteries are wasted spaces of land, why do that when you need to construct things in that 
space. There is nothing left to remember her by- nothing by the memories in my mind of whom she was. 

It makes me feel queasy, as I look in the box 3x 6-inch booksand see nothingbut blackened 
asks... blowingsome of the wands of the high walkways... in the glowing tingling light of the smoggy 
covered skyline. I notice this thought of what she was wearing the last time that I saw her, a blur 
though-wearing; a loose white linen shirt, snug jeans, playing in the park on the roof of the high-rise, 
pink converse sneakers, and a pinkand white jacket, I would know I see a flick in some of the ash hitting 
my face as dust in the wind. 

Now in bed sleeping pills at my side, taking the glass from me, she places them for me-so 
sweet. Her shirt is unbuttoned at the top, and I see a sprinkling skin coming at me-and I somewhat out... 
then justto see herass in my face... when I cometo it, in my groggy frame of mind, she looks yummy. 

He takes my hand once more. Holy cow - he's leading me onto the dance floor. Shit. I do not 
dance. He can sense my reluctance, and underthe colored lights, I can see his amused, slightly sardonic 
smile. He gives my hand a sharp tug, and I'm in his arms again, and he starts to move, taking me with 



him. Boy, he can dance, and I can't believe that I'm following him step by step. Maybe it's because I'm 
drunk that I can keep up. He's holding me tight against him, his body against mine... if he wasn't 
clutching me so tightly. I'm sure I would swoon at his feet. In the back of my mind, my mother's often- 
recited warning comesto me: Nevertrusta man whocan dance. 

I looked into him/ his daily thoughts and what he did, justto see that he was with a 15-year- 
old - not me-saying- 'Such a tight pussy-so tight and young and small and the sucking oh so tight it's 
letting are outthe sides. - he said as I see that he was with a newgirl named- Nataliee. 

I just was modified...Really likes she likes someone, I gasp. Katie is making her moves go in 
her mind for me of her hook up, she had with her new friend. She's dancing her ass off, and she only 
ever does that if she likes someone. It means the re'II be three of us for breakfast tomorrow morning. 
Katie I Outside and inside my head pounding away, loud. I cannot hear what he says, I tuned it out... it 
was my wishes. I can't tell the color under the pulsating to all the heat of the flashing lights going off, is 
the day starting a new. 

I Katie- curly blonde hair, and light, wickedly gleamingeyes. 

Me-She pulls me into her arms, where she is more than happy to be... Katie! 

But I never got to talk to her, the girl she had last night-1 had to meet her. A new day is all 
the same- until the night-RICHARDC. MAST propels us off the dancefloor in double-quick time. Is she 
okay? She said- she's not you-though. I need to do the safe sex lecture, for the school, the teacher I 
know is a lezbo, butyeah...she loves me. 

I can see where things are heading for he rand him. In the back of my mind, I hope she reads 
one of the posters on the back of the toilet doors. My thoughts crash through my brain, fighting the 
drunk, fuzzy feeling. It's so warm in here, so loud, so colorful - too bright. My head begins to swim with 
so many thoughts of him and her, and her and then him - and what she did- he did- and what I did with 
all, oh no...The last thing I hear beforehand, I pass out in RICHARD C. MAST -'sarms is his harsh 
description. It's very quiet, I am comfortable and warm, the light is muted, in this bed. 'Freak!' I open my 
eyes, Hmm... I'mtranquil fora moment. 

'This looks bigger, then I remember,' I said to him- by this time I have a lust for him so-that I 
need him-oh so much. Oh so...! It's oddly familiar to meyetall-newthe love only he can give- odd as 
only she can too as a girl- and he a boy. I have no idea where I am, halfway in the night-1 come to it and 



see I am in his bed nude, and he going down on me, lovingly hard! I am enjoyingthe strange unfamiliar 
surroundings, of him just work-work-working it! Where?Where am I? My confused brain 
struggles over its recent painterly memories. 

Holy crap-1 said- like that is carp the is holy- said Katie in my mind... ha funny. I'm a hotel he 
owns in Atlantic City. ...In a suite-1 see him coming to me, ready for loving making. As I did the last time, 
we were together, he loves it when I spray all over his face, as he loves doing to me as well! I have stood 
in a room similar to this with Katie. Oh shit. I'm in RICHARD C. MAST -'s suite. This room is worth more 
the then-White House-and some of those places that why don't care about- How did I get here? 

I questioned... memories of the previous night come slowly- back to haunt me, like my sister 
young life coming to end fast with someone, that did not love her just for hot young sex. She never had 
a boy toy. Nothing dead at 5! Holy shit. No socks... No jeans... I see this photo of her playing-where she 
was just being a kid-1 see the first time she cum-med, on her little bed, it was the same night-she found 
out she was going to have to not see me any longer- so Katie showed herto be happy-1 glance at the 
bedside nighttable-and see herface on the screen that moviesthe photos. I don't remember coming 
here. I'm wearing my t-shirt, bra, and panties. I FEEL 

Broken- The drinking, oh no the drinking, the handset call, oh no the phone call, the vomiting, 
oh no the vomiting. Katie and then RICHARD C. MAST. Oh no. I cringe inwardly. 

The orange juice tastes heavenly. It's I sit up and take the tablets. On it is a glass of orange 
juice and two tablets. Advil. He is such a Control freak that he is, he thinks of the whole thing. Essentially, 
I don'tfeelthat bad, probablymuch healthierthan I personally merit too. Dehydration quenchingand 
invigorating. Nothing beats freshly squeezed orange juice for refreshing a parched mouth. 

How are you feeling?' 'Improved betterthan I earned,' l-gabble. 

'Howdid I get here?' My voice is small, contrite. 

Don't worry about it he said-fastly. 

Followed by: 'Good morning Merry. I peek up at- him, I for one, like- feel similar to a two- 
year-old, if I close my eyes when I'm not really here. There's a knock on the door, for it to open. 

RICHARD C. MAST -'s sweat; the notion does odd things to me. My heart leaps into my mouth, and I 




can't seemtofind my voice, to say come in. He opens the dooranyway and strolls in, beingall sweet. 
Holy hell, he's been working out, in tight shorts that show off his backside. 


He comes and sits down on the edge of the bed, way, off, like his hair, blowing in the wind as 
the doors were open to the cityscape. Sweat, hard I take a deep breath and close my eyes, I can't bear 
to look at the cheat any longer. He's staring at me, blue bright eyes, and as usual, I have no idea what 
he's thinking, even if it is run hard in my mind of all the facts. He closes enough for me to touch, for me 
to smell, of him to be overpowering-and I want him-oh no-YES! Do I want him! 

The towel, he had was thrown on the bed at my feet. 

He hides his thoughts and feelings so well. Grasps is let out of me for he has me around his 
neck, going in for it. Like his sex toy that is a rag do!!, I wriggle hard. He even takes me from behind over 
the chair without me giving the okay-1 was all his! And I look down and see that I am shaved! Oh my... 
'Did you put me to bed?' Did you get me this night's top? 

His face is blank. 

'Yes!' 

Urn- it was an intoxicating cocktail- 'Afteryou passed out, that he gave me last night my little 
girl down underis still red- and I can walk- so much betterthan a margarita, I was out in the la-la land- 
and I do rememberthe hardcore FREAKING! and now I can speakfrom experience, this man goes in hard 
and deep. 


'Did I throw up again?' My voice is quieter. Don't worry aboutgetting knocked up I have 
taken care of that too... with this. An implant was placed by a doterlast night when you were passed 
out-don'tthank me! 

Don'tsay anything-don'teventhinkaboutit- it foryourowngood. 

Urn- is all I got out before his index finger hashed me - up to- my lips. 

'Did you undress me?' I whispered... 

'Funnyyou cute-that'sthe least of yourworriesl' He said. 


Urn...? 



I thought...! Maybe I think too much...? Maybe he's right...? Or is this wrong...? 


'Monday.' 

'Clevergirl. When do you start?' I press my thighstogetherat the delicious memory, 'SUP' 
and it reminds me that I need to spread my knees. For her, I shuffle them apart. How long will he make 
me wait?' No-yes... she leans forward and kisses my forehead. I am thrown by his casual command but 
do as I'm bid, and he undoes my bra and unzips my skirt. He pushes my skirt down, cupping my behind 
as he does, and kissing my shoulder. He leans against me, I and his nose nuzzle my hair, inhaling deeply. 
He squeezes my buttocks. 

'You intoxicate me. Miss King, and you calm me. Such a heady combination.' He kisses my 
hair. Grabbing my hand, he tugs me into the shower. 

'Ow,' I squeal.The wateris practically scalding. RICHARD C. MAST grins down at me as the 
watercascades over him. 

She smiles, I gape at him quizzically. She lifts her head to gaze down at me, a hint of 
amusement in her eyes, and sighs. She strokes his fingertips down my cheek, then down the length of 
my body. 


1 

'It wasa yearningto burn.'The computers and robotshave taken over the world, nobody 
needs to read any of that shit, or think. Everything is at our fingertips with cell phones, I pads, and PC's, 
without looking through old dusty pages, plus Its agents the law to think for yourself, and read any 
books. We burn books like most have the burning itch to have unpredicted sex. 

We burn books like most have the burning itch to have unpredicted sex now morning, like 
the alarm, going off to let me no so... its 7 am... on a Monday- and the year is 2070. I have great 
frustration with at myself as I frown at my look in the mirror, not what you call ass ugly- but days like 
this one you just wish you were dead... all girls no that feeling. 



The feeling of worthlessness was over-warming me. 'Look at this hair what a mess-1 said- in 
my mind, rolling my eyes and making faces as I go to pick my nose.' It'sjust not doing what I want... I 
said whispering. Hell... look at it- my hair myface- and eyes, like-justfreakingsuckstoday, I finally said it 
out loud-yetthe cat looked like I was crazy too- fortalking. Damn Harper for being sick, and lay open to 
me to this nightmare... of like having to do this... forher. 

I don't want to but- it's forher. I feel I have too- n- all. 

I should be studyingformy final exams, and I am in high schoolgirl- looking forward to 
graduation- intern work looks good fora job, coming up like I won't be 17 years of age until July of this 
year- but it looks good to have-the ass-kissing- no? All the test-all the test-God just wants to be done 
with it all- like which are all this week. 

Yet, here I am trying to brush my hair into submission, and look somewhat cute... hard fora 
girl like me said by the others- not by me. I must not sleep with it wet anymore-God last night just 
jumped in bad nude... and masturbate 10 times, I use a vibrator, and dildo- but most of the times I use 
my hands, I started when I was 6- manly to get to sleep by passing out afterward-to get up... and look at 
all of this that you see here, at the time -16 as of this today boys ask all the time - Bra size: 34b yah I no. 

Underwear type: thongs, boy-shorts, when you developed pubic hair 11 Do you Shave/Wax? 
When did you start? 12 Do you masturbate? 

Yes, with a dildo going in out coming hard over and over for some boy that you wish was real. 
When did you start? That why I said it- Have you had sex? Not yet- How old were you the first time? 

Um?That would be nice-so I would notfeellike a complete loser. 

Have you given oral sex to a guy? How old were you the first time? 

Yes, at 9-year-old... Have you beenfingered? Ah, yeah like 

when I was 10. How old were you the first time? I said it... it's true. 

Do you change in front of girlfriends? Family? Yes, friends and mom, and my girls. Skinnydip? 
Yes, with friends...the top questions boys askme...about who theythink I am. And all they care about. 

Anyways-1 must not sleep with it wet. Reciting this mantra several times, I endeavor, once 
more about it all, to bring it under control with the brush as I finger myself-just to get the edge off- 



maybe getting one rubbed out before the day starts. I roll my eyes in exasperation and gaze at the pale, 
brown-haired girl with blue eyestoo big for herface staring back at me, and give up. 


My only option is to restrain my wayward hair in a ponytail and hope that I look semi- 
presentable. Shannia is my roommate, us-we-are just two girls trying to make it without Mom and Dad 
holding ourhands-you know how it is-1 wantto bea big girl- playing house theycall it. 

I would say that she should be the one doing this forme. But I have too... Consequently, she 
cannot attend the interview she'd arranged to do with me; so-o I would not blow chunks on the poor ass 
hole like he's some dick- some mega industry-list tycoon that I've never heard of... you the type old 
crabby dick sucker. That gets joy out of betting off under the desk to girls like me, hand coffee. 

Like, I just wantto workfor the student newspaper, so I really have to dothis- for college... 
and get nothing out of it...? 

So, I have been volunteered to do this agent my well and better judgment. I know what is 
going to be... me getting hurt and having to come home crying, and need to come hard, in my undies-off 
to the side. I have final exams calls for me to do this, one essay to finish theycall- yah sure you suck the 
man off-for it, and I'm supposed to be working this afternoon and be happy-sure. Smile and walk away- 
is what I do- in school, not know shit about this job- no education at all- here. 

Thanks... I think on the inside... but no - today- like I have to drive one hundred and seventy- 
five miles, me paying for it all- no question's asked-to sit down and get ass freaked- in a scene- all the 
way down to downtown New York in order to meet the mysterious RICHARD C. MAST of Ellie Magazine 
head shit of bad writing- Inc. 

As a brilliant businessperson and majorsponsorof ourschool, his time is extraordinarily 
precious (my school would say not me) - much more precious than, she tells me... my teachers that is I 
need it with SATs-yeah- right... Damn her extra-curricularactivities. If I wanted that I would have suck 
and blowinga trumpet in the band for6 years. It's fingering he-he. 

Shannia is huddled on the couch, rubbing and humping a pillow- in the living room spread 
open she turns-like I should be-with her...she'sdiddlingherselfasa 17-year-old will do... that justfor 
fun-yelling making the old ass next door pissed. They creep- look at us-shaking their head to what they 
don'tunderstand, just calling ustheslutgeneration-astheysand ontheirverandas. Like you can do it 
on theveranda-ofyourapartment? 



He- he-1 get it- she's open... to it... it was said. 'Mary, I'm sorry about cutting out on you. It 
took me nine months to get this interview... from my dick suckers at school- It will take another six to 
reschedule, and a reset of my last year but I not going. I'll just drop out... it's what they want... anyways- 
you're dumb-1 said. Come with me so-o we'll both have graduated. As an editor with honors, I can't 
blow this off-you shouldn't either-come on like whatyou have done. I would ratherjust masturbate all 
the time... okay...? I said... (You can make more doing that... she said under her breath.) 

Please,' Shannia begs me in her harsh, sore throat voice forsucking one off the night before. 
How does she do it? Even sick she looks freaking beautiful, strawberry blonde hairall in place and blue 
bright eyes, although mine looks wetand waterlike the way she should look doing whatshe hasjust 
done. 


'Nice butt pug... ha-thanksshe said.' I ignore my twinge of annoyingsympathyformy low 
self-esteem. 'Of course. I'll go Shannia if you- his- me here-and she points downward. You should get 
back to bed with me. 

Would you like some Nyquil or Tylenol mixed with alcohol?' That such do it...? 'all of the 
above, please... Here are the questions for you, did I need to do this just to be a writer-of shit. So, her 
my recorderdoesn't pay it back you may get porn sounds of last night. Just press record here-see the 
button that says recorded. Make notes. I'll transcribe it all- for you, I know you can't do that- without 
bitching about it.' 

'I knownothingabouthim,' I murmuroverand over, trying to find something I may like 
about him, and failing to quash my rising dread and fear. 'See these here the list in her hand-a crumpled 
piece of paper-all the questions just ask these and you'll do fine-got them from google- like what I did 
all the way through high school google well teach you- not yourteachers, see-see you through that in a 
line- and you look smartto this dick- that's what it's all about kissing ass. Go, love- It's a long drive where 
you don't want to look bad in frontof the big-time faggot. 

I don't want you to be late-your right- so he's gay.'That what they say-freak him and see 
and let me no-nice... slut I said to her-you know it- she said back. 'Okay, I'm going- don't hurt yourself 
there. Get backto bed-and put that thing away or shave it. Goingto eat out latter-WHAT? Food-food 
latter.' I stare at herfondly. Only foryou, Shannia, would I do this? 'I will do it all- like all ways-good 
luck- G-thanks-you care? I said. And thanks to Mary- as usual, you're my lifesaver.'Get'n-togethermy 



schoolbag, I smile ironically at her, then head out the door down all the steps to the car. I cannot believe, 
I have let Shannia talk me into this. 

Nevertheless, then Shannia can talk anyone into anything, she was the hot one in school, not 
me. She'll make an exceptional journalist-1 am sure of it so would have I if I would have been given the 
chance. She's communicative, robust, convincing, quarrelsome, lovely - and she's my sweetheart, 
sweetie of a friend. The roads are clear wet rain covered yet, I set off from home, it's early, and I don't 
have to be in New York until three this afternoon to be on time. I'm not sure if my old car, well make the 
journey in time- she a very old gill. 

Oh, a fun drive and the miles slip away as I floor the pedal- backfiring all the way. My 
journey's end is the headquarters of Mr. Durval's global enterprise that he so-called made all on his own 
doing. It's a huge 100-story office building, all curved glass, and steel, an architect's modern imaginary, 
with Durval wrote inconspicuously in brace overthe crystal-like a glass of front revolving doors, and all 
on the building high up. 

It's a quarterto three when I come to my destination, greatly relieved that I'm not late as I 
walk into the mammoth - and frankly unapproachable - glass, steel, and white stonework antechamber. 
In arrears, the solid sandstone is the desk of dark wood, a very attractive, dressed up, young girls' 
smile's all too creepy for my liking- enjoyably at me- like they want to know all about me- be there eye. 
She's wearingthe sharpest charcoal suit jacketand white shirt I have everseen. She looks immaculate. 
'I'm here to see Mr. Durval. 

I am - so and so-1 said-yeah okay- it doesn't mattertake a- number, I call you when I fill it 
yourtimeto seethis man. So, I have-to kiss your assto do this lady she said all possible-yesoryou can 
walk out the door. FREAK YOU! I said to here no said me up- bossy for me- but 3 hours is too long to be 
puss-freaked around with. She arches hereyebrow slightly as I stand self-consciously before her. I am 
beginningto wish I'd borrowed one of Shannia'sformal blazers ratherthan wear my shorts and a tank 
top. I have made an effort and worn my one and only skirt, my no-nonsense brown knee-length boots, 
and a blue sweater. Forme, this is smart. I tuck one of the escaped tendrils of my hair behind my ear as I 
pretend, she doesn't intimidate me. 'Miss we've expected you but not looking like you roll out of bed. 
Please sign in here. 

Miss Merry, you'll want the last train overtheretogo up- onthe left, pressforthe twentieth 
hounded floor.' She smiles kindly at me, amused no doubt about it, as I sign in - and sigh- and stop and 



get a dress-for this man that too old to get it up to care about me showing it all off. 'Stuff your eyes with 
wonder, I always say, live as if you'd drop dead in ten seconds- like mostthat do these days and your 
body is bunt on the spot in plain sight for the world to see-just like a book- no one cares about what 
inside of you- is all cold what on the cover- not the text just the picture. Seethe world... good now look 
at it-1 don't see anythingto live for- It's more fantasticthan any dream made or paid for in place of work 
my way.' 


She indicators too me and as I go past security as a GUEST-very confidently and yet shy¬ 
stamping on the forward-facing. I can't help my smirk. 

Surely, it's obvious that I'm just visiting. I don't fit in here at all. The train beaters with a gust 
of air moving past me fast- mag-lev- me with incurable swiftness to the floor in under zip time. The 
doors slide open to let more androids work in and out, I call them a waste of what we-you and I could 
be doing, and I'm in anotheroutsized antechamber - again all glass, steel, and white sandstone. I look up 
at the top- seeingthe sky go from blue to black... Yet to me and mostthis is nothingthese days. 

Nothingchanges in my life reallyjusta new day of shit, I- inwardly sigh. Thanking the train for 
the ride, I walk over to the- bank of silos past the twosecurity men who are both far more vigorously 
dressedthan me, in their blue armed suits. 

I'm threatened by anotherdesk of sandstone and anotheryoung blonde - no name just a 
number- looks at me dressed faultlessly in black and white who doesn't even rise to greet me, or care I 
am there. Otherto pop gum- and look at the ID- slightly- thatthe robots'job she said-1 don'tget paid to 
do that or think-so why do it? 'All and sundry I fee I that I leftsomething behind when he passed think in 
my thoughts, my grandfather said-too always' work hard. 
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Achild or a bookora painting ora house ora wall built ora pairof shoesmade-you're 
smart-go for your dreams even if the world is not a nice place. Or a garden planted - now looks at the 
world- plant things ha. Somethingyourhandtouchesin someway- has meaningalways, like part of your 
soul has somewheretogo whenyou die, remember that-yeah right-1 roll my eyes-at that too. 


'Why...? Why is it?' we go...? That was all I re member before the put him down-and let him 
up. I was kicking and scramming-and the ripped me away at 10 years old- it how it has to be- MOM said. 



'Too much of a cost on us taxpayers. Death and end of funds... is life.' Miss, could you wait here the hot 
said, please?' She points to a seated area of white skin covered chairs. 

Behindthe leatherchairs is a spacious glass-walled meeting room with an equally spacious 
dark woodtableand at least twenty matchingchairs around it. Beyondthat, there isa floor-to-ceiling 
window with a view of the New York skyline, that appearance out through the city on the way to the 
Sound. It's a spectacular panorama, and I'm temporarily paralyzed by the view and the look down all 
glass flooring too. Wow-1 said amazed... 

I sit down, fish the questions from my satchel, and go through them, inwardly cursing, 
Shannia fornot providing me with a brief biography. I know nothing aboutthis man I'm aboutto 
interview. He could be ninety or he could be thirty. The uncertainty is galling, and my nerves resurface, 
making me fidget. I've never been comfortable with one-on-one interviews, preferringthe anonymity of 
a group discussion where I can sit inconspicuously at the back of the room. 

To be honest, I prefermy own company, readinga classic British novel, curled up in a chair in 
the campus library. Not sitting shuddering apprehensively in an immense glass and stone structure. I just 
rolled my eyes at myself in the many shiny objects around mejust like this showing too much ass. 

Like-get a hold of it- it's just a man winkle look at me in theface-why is this okay? I said to 
myself. Judging building for adding nudes in artwork, which is too scientific and cold-modern, I guess Old 
is in his thing: fit, tanned, and fair-haired to match the rest of the personnel. I only warmth is the glow of 
fire lights-just forshow-An additional elegantthing-ie-me-bob-er, a more nude girl is compromised 
sexual poses'flawless girls showing it all, shit look at this compared to that- not good- not good... I see 
younger no-names blonde comesout of a large-acting mindless door that lights open with their barcode 
on their rest. 

A deep breath, I stand up. 'Miss' it's time. It's like a death march I thought... with the creepy 
music in the background- playing in my implanted headset... adjustingautomatically. Every person the 
whole dying world must leave something behind when he/she/it dies- it- being the no names-that are 
just-works that have not met the grade of IQ of 50 or less, my grandfather they are not dumb some are 
at 10- smokingand drugging-nothing more-just no work in them. 

So, this is what they do- make them drummer... hand out money for nothing-they can even 
come op to a child of 3 making a book or a painting or tie a pair of shoes or make them. 



otherwise, a garden planted... something your hand touched some way so your soul has 
somewhere togo when you die, and when people lookat that tree or that flower you planted, you're 
there. 'Indeed,' I clearmy throat-of what was hard to swallow. 'Certainly.'There, that sounded more 
confident-when I have voices in my hand say you'll never do SHIT. 'The RICHARD C. MAST will see you in 
a moment. May I take your jacket- miss the deadbeat said?' 

'Oh, sure thing...' I struggle out of the Jacket and was nice to the dumb-bum. Can I get you 
anything to eat or drink, would you like: 'Would you like tea, coffee, water-saltines?' Something at all? 
'Dm - no-thank you-1 said back to this- it- female.'This blonde-glares her eyes- at the task, she now has 
to do-for hardly any money- she is very young and uneducated-for a woman of her age sitting at the 
desk she's at doing this work; and as she asks, turning her attention back to me as she stumbles to do 
the simple job. Here it is- 'A glass of water. Thank you,' I murmur not looking up at her-for she a no¬ 
buddy. Olivia scurries up proximatelyand scurries to an entrance/exit on the other side of the room. 

'Olivia, please fetch Miss Marry a glass of water.' Her voice is unyielding- and do yourjob- 
NOW. 'My request for forgive ness for her lack of skills. Miss-she's only a 25 IQ-er, Olivia is our new 
intern- part of will help you suck at life program... Please be seated as I do this to for her. Our RICHARD C. 
MAST will be an additional five or so moments.' It doesn't matter what you do, so long as you change 
something from the way it was before you touched, right-the girl asked-thinking-1 said- don't... she 
went on saying somethingthat's like you afteryoutake your hands away- is what matters- right. Shut 
upl She said too it... Olivia returns with a glass of iced wateron a hot plate. Perhaps RICHARD C. MAST 
insists on all his employees being blonde... dumb shits...? 

'Here you go. Miss.'And she dumps it down my lap... 'Thankyou.' DumbShitI I muttered 
under my breath... 'We need not be let alone... the dumb one said to me... were a danger to ourselves' 
and others... We need to be really bothered once in a while to see if we're alive. How long is it since you 
were really bothered- howabout now by you. About something important, about something real?' Stop 
asking dumb question's... I said to her... that doesn't matter in today's life. Echoing on the sandstone 
floor this blonde tramp over to the large desk, her heels clicking. She sits down, and they both continue 
their dumb ass workthey don't know howto do well. I have definitely worn the wrong clothes, yet ones 
more-to sexy. I'm wondering idly if that's legal... do lookas I doforthis...? 

Humm? I questioned it... buying a short low-cut dress. She seems to excel at jumping from 
her seat. She's more nervous than me... looking at me! Sex is all that it's about- right- it's all they want. 



these days. Olivia turns and says my job is done as she goes through the door. Good, now I don't have to 
hearthat running in my ears. 

Olivia has jumped upand called the trains. I don'thearthe reply... to over niceness.The 
others turn and look at me as I get up showing way too much skin, they are all seeing all of me - upskirt 
shot here, some girls smile at the look of my vagina-their dark eyes crinkling at the corners getting all 
they wantto rememberaboutme. 'You don't need to knock-justgo in.' She smiles kindly. 'Good 
afternoon ladies this man said to them,' he says as he departs through the sliding door looking at all of 
my-eyes dropping at then up. 

3 

I trying so hard not to overwhelm my nerves, as I stand rather unsteadily. Get-together my 
schoolbag, I leave my glass of water and make my way to the moderately open door-to be shown the 
way. The door just thrust open as I stumble through-always trapping and clumsy, tripping over my own 
feet, and tumbling headfirst into the office- where he sits- looking at me with sex eye. Double dog 
freaking shit dick suck- bite me-1 said-as I walked in-good- entrance miss he said... as I am still falling 
over my two left feet! I am on my hands and knees in the doorway to RICHARD C. MAST'S office, and 
gentle hands are around me helping me to stand-they were his- a younghot thing that I was falling for 
just by the look of well that. I am so embarrassed, damn my clumsiness. I have to steel myself to glance 
up. Holy cow- he's soyoung. 

He extends a long-fingered hand to me once I'm upright. 

'I'm RICHARD C. MAST-. Are you all right would you like to sit?' 

So young - and attractive, very attractive. He's tall, dressed in a fine gray suit, white shirt, and 
black tie with unruly dark copper-colored hair and intense, bright gray eyesthat regard me shrewdly. It 
takes a moment for me to find my voice. 

'Urn. Actually - 'I mutter. If this guy is overthirty, then I'm a monkey's uncle. In a daze, I place 
my hand in his and we shake. As our fingers touch, I feel an odd exhilarating shiver run through me. I 
withdraw my hand hastily, embarrassed. It must be static. I blink rapidly, my eyelids matching my heart 
rate. I hope you don't mind; I am the RICHARD C. MAST.' 'Are you- so?' His voice warm sexual, 
perchance entertained, but it's difficult to tell from his impassive expression. He looks mildly interested, 
but above all, polite. 'Merry. I'm studying English Literature with my girlfriend you no, urn... High school 



intern... 'I see he said nicely/ I reasoned with himself some-1 see theflickerof loss in the smile of his 
expression-given, but I'm notsure. 'Would you like to sit?' He waves me toward a white leather 
buttoned L-shaped couch. 

His office is way too big for justone man. In front of the floor-to-ceilingwindows, there's a 
huge modern dark-wood desk that six people could comfortably eat around. It matches the coffee table 
by the couch. Everything else is white - ceiling, floors, and walls except, on the wall by the door, where a 
mosaic of small paintings hangs, thirty-six of them arranged in a square. They are exquisite - a series of 
mundane, forgotten objects painted in such precise detail they look like photographs. Displayed 
together, they are breathtaking. 

'A local artist. Trouton,' says - when he catches my gaze. 

'They're lovely. Raising the ordinary to extraordinary,' I murmur, distracted both by him and 
the paintings. He cocks his head to one side and regards me intently. 

'I couldn't agree more. Miss King,' he replies, his voice softand for some inexplicable reason I 
find myself blushing. 

'I feel I've known you so many years?' 'Forthe reason that I like you,' she said, 'and I don't 
want anything from you.' 

Apart from the paintings, the rest of the office is cold, clean, and clinical. I wonder if it 
reflects the personality of the Adonis whosinks gracefully into one of the white leatherchairs opposite 
me. I shake my head, disturbed at the direction of my thoughts, and retrieve Katie's questions from my 
satchel. Next, I set upthe minidisc recorderand am all fingersand thumbs, dropping it twice on the 
coffee table in front of me. 

RICHARDC. MAST says nothing, waiting patiently -1 hope - as I become increasingly 
embarrassed and flustered. When I pluck up the courage to look at him, he's watching me, one hand 
relaxed in his lap and the other cupping his chin and trailing his long indexfingeracross his lips. I think 
he'strying to suppressa smile. 

'Sorry,' I hesitated, about me- being me. 'I'm not used to all of this-or always like this- at 
least I try notto be.' 'Take as much time as you want. Miss,' he says. 



'Once you have taken so-o much worry to set up the recorder on your phone - you ask me 
now?' 'Do you mind if I record your answers-that was my first question?' I flush up some- beat red. I 
flutter my eye at him softly and sweetly, unsure what to say or do in front of this young attractive man, 
and I think he takes misfortune on me for the reason that he sympathizes at my age-and sheepishness. 
He's playful, mocking, full of fun and life, giving me, I hope notto just cut my writs with safety scissors- 
for being dumb.'No, I don't mind at all.' This is what I said. 

'Did my girlfriend- explain what the interview was for?' Same 10 question all you kids ask-1 
get it. 'Oh...!' 'Surely, to give the impression in the matriculation issue of the student newspaper-1 have 
to do this part of the graduating-thing... as I shall be discussing the grades at this year's graduation 
ceremony-with the higherup.' Oh- um-hum! 

This is news to me, ha- not really- your part of my program at the school-yep I said. I 
frowned some, uninteresting my naughty thoughtfulness back to what I was asked to do-the job. 
Besides I'm momentarily pre-engaged by the thought that someone, not much older than I-okay, maybe 
like I'm 17 he's 30 years or so, and okay, mega-successful, likes me a little- like is going to present me 
with my degree- if I do all that he asks- ALL. 'Good,' I swallow nervously. 'I have some questions, 
RICHARDC. MAST.' I smooth a stray lock of hair behind my ear. 

My cheeks heatatthe realization- he's looking at me- like a boythat wants a hot heated 
horny - hookup, and I sit up, and fair my shoulders show my dress is not showing to much - in an 
attemptto look taller- and doing so- his eyes move down-showingthat now-just more threatening- kill 
him with sex and I have him eating me out- my hand that is. Yeah-that's the saying... 'I supposed you 
might,' he says, disapproving. 

He's amused at me- as he is looking me overwith a- lot of intentions. Pressingthe start 
button on the recorder, I try to look professional. I think- aboutall the books my granddad had all lost in 
the great fires, of things not to be known... it's all on here now-1 look at my I phone/pad 20 on my wrist 
licked into my brain waves. 

All that is need to be smart is doneforyou... at the swap of a finger. 'There must be 
somethingin books, something we can't imagine, to makea womanstayin a burning house; there must 
be somethingthere, there is not the law said as they put my grandmotherdown- with them in flam. You 
don'tstay foranything-the man in red and black said.' Rememberthe stories. 



I snap out of my daydream- of all that is him- and the past. 'You're veryyoungto have 
amassed such an empire. To what are you in debt too with your success?' Like a god? No... I peep up at 
him- biting my lip. His smile is rueful, buthe looks vaguely disappointed. 

Yet- 'If you hide your lack of knowledge, no one will hate-on-you and you'll never-ever 
learn-from it.' 'Maybeyou're just fortunate.'This isn't on Katie's list of things to do. However, he's so 
superior. His eyesflare momentarily in surprise. 

'Business is all about individuals- dumberthan smart. Merry, and I'm very good at judging 
people-1 can see whatyou are and what you'll dofor me already. 'If you hide your ignorance, no one 
will hit you and you'll neveracquire anything.' 

I know how they tick you and me- howthey think-and whatyou're thinking now about me 
Miss, what makesthe show, what makesthem cleverer, what motivatesthem and was doesn't, and how 
to incentivize them. I play the game to a point-you get what I am saying-1 don't have to act- they all just 
want me- and want to me be...for me being me. I am everything more than a God... to my pupates. So, I 
am a girl on a string for you- know you do as I say or walk. I see-1 said shy biting my lip harder... as the 
strain of his tone. 

I personally hire an extraordinary team... I would not stand-for less than that. 'If not, they 
can take their ass out my door and not waste my time, I have no time for shit on a silver plat- Miss- 
passed off as good food-aka good work-in this case.' and I give compensation well-to those that earn it. 

Urn-1 said along- 'With school turningout more racers, steeplechasers, competitors, 
tinkerers, grabbers, snatchers, fliers, and swimmers instead of examiners, critics, knowers, and creative 
creators, the word 'scholarly,' unquestionably, technologically advanced the swearword it is worthy to 
be.' I get what your saying-1 have always done more than other girls. Um -You do know this is going to a 
paper- right? Word or word...? Urn... he said that's cute and a sweetthought. 

He pauses and fixes me with his somber stare-yet lustful- and unfulfilled in his own 
accomplishments-there was something missing-with him I thought. 'My certainty is to attain victory 
and many trumpets in any structure one has to make oneself dominant in that structure... I know it 
inside and out-just like fellingyou out inside and out, (That's what he was doingfelling me out.) -Know 
every detail-about a youngwoman. 



'I work firm and freakhard-whit the ones that want to freak, very hard. I make decisions 


based on reason and truths. Figuring all the ass holes and pussies in the process.' Urn - like-doyou want 
me to write that down word or word? 

Sure...I He said-1 am so sick of this... same things by girls like you... what doyou wantto 
know... I have an ordinary gut character, that can spot and encourage a good dense inkling and good 
individuals. The end result is, it's always down to good society.' 

'I don't contribute to luck or chance or what some call blessings. Miss. I and I only have done 
this... The firmer I work the better breaks I seem to have - by curing out those that believe in something 
that is not real to me. It really is all about having the right individuals on your side and point in the right 
direction theirenergiesforthat reason. 

'You sound like someone that has to have full a control not letting it all go till you say or time 
is do.' The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them, forsoundingtoo sexual. 

'Oh, I exercise control in otherways, I said to him,' I betyou do he said, with a trace of wit in 
his sweet smile. I look at him, and he holds my gaze steadily, impassive. My heartbeat quickens and my 
vagina tightens, and my face flushes again and he feels me in. I wish he'd stop doing that... looking at me 
like he wants to freak hard... and not stop until I come 10 or more times on him. Why? Why does he 
have such a demoralizing result on me, yet so flawless... in everything he says. Urn - He continues, his 
voice soft. 


His overwhelminggood-looks maybe. The way his eyes intensity blue at me. The way he 
strokes his index finger in and against his lower lips then touching my face with the other its right... 
sweet hot steamy lust. 

'Do youfeelthat you have an enormous powerofyourgirls to do as you say?' Taking them 
for your bitches? You're not like most school girls I had in here... I like that you don't mind speaking your 
mind, yet I would have to teach you to be humble... wouldn't I? -And obedient... he said. I immense 
power... of all my workers in here and out... developed by promisingcontrol overall things, you were 
not born into this I would say-you need to stick to the page. It's secret... in that, its reveries that you 
madeyour money by havingyour momand dad hand it to you?' Nah...cute... go on, he said. 

My mouth drops open-when he said you need to shut the freak up. I am staggered by his 
lack of unpretentiousness; you see... punk kids like you piss me off... so... you want me to freak you has 



nothing to do with megetting this job? 'Sure, it doses... yet you have to be right- in all ways. What are 
the ways- yell see in time?' This is recorded you no... I said shaking my legs together by his hand 
touching me softly. 

'It'sall aboutthe influence and feeling it, if you will, with me. If I were to decide,thatl was 
no longerinvolved in the communications occupational and sell up, twenty-five thousand individuals 
would skirmish to make their hypothecation expenditures aftera month or so has passed.' 'I employ 
over fifty thousand public. Miss. That gives me a certain sense of obligation to do whatever I do, the way 
I want to do it, the and how-when, and why... it's all my say... or no say at all.' You get that- Marry Shah? 

He said sternly. 

'Do I botheryou-sir-asking a dumb question, that I have to ask for yourfreaking program 
that I give jack shit about... because really, I could be home playing with myself right now... and coming 
in some boy's photo-1 don'tneedthis?' 


'Don't you have a board to answer to?' I ask, disgusted. Why you -1 don't have them-your 
answer to me... and me alone... I over rolled them, and pushed them out- it's all my say. 'I own my 
establishments, they don't-why the hell would I have ass wipes tell me howto do my shit. I am the 
Trump of my day and age... what do you say about that? I can go if this is too hard for you? He just 
smiled. As I lean forward showing my boobs some...justsome. I don'thaveto answerto a board.' If that 
was the dumb question. 

He raisesan eyebrowatmejustmutteringon aboutnothing. 

I flush, even more, unquestionably you're the God, here right? Cute Miss... move on, he said. 

I would know this if I had done some research. Not knowing all about me shows that your shy and 
week... and have a lack of respectfor who I am, he's so arrogant-1 thought. I change tack, and see that I 
am not even halfway done... 

'Do you have anything you love to do outside of your work?' 'Like-That's the question-go for 
it...' 


'I have diverse hobbies. Miss.'A hint of a smile touches his lips- yet those eyes are still locked 
on mine- not letting go. 'Very wide-ranging.'And for some reason. I'm mystified and frenzied by his firm 



stare into my heart looking into my eyes... wet at this point form being reamed to hard. His eyes are 
ablaze, kind of like mine with some fantastic and nasty sexual thoughts of him just pounding the shit out 
of me with his lusting sex making. 
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'Do you believe in love at first sight?' Why did I ask? 'Just curiosity...!' He said... looking in my 
love-stricken, and totally lovesick eyes. Yes, I was taken back by him... yet could not show it... 
'Nonetheless, if you work so hard, what do you do unwind - or just relax?' He smiles, revealing textbook 
and twilight novel white teeth so right yet so wrong, I stop breathing and forget how too - like. He really 
is beautiful-for an older man-1 felt all hot down under. No one should be this good-looking, and make a 
young lady feel this way about herself. It's just not fair to us girls. 

'Well, to 'chill out' as you put it -1 said, I fly, I indulge in- various physical pursuits.' He shifts 
in his chair. 'I'm a very wealthy man. Miss King, and I have expensive and absorbing hobbies.' I peek 
swiftly at Katie's questions, wanting to get off this subjectof sex and work. 'You invest in engineering. 
Why, precisely?' Did I enquire the thought- why? Why- does he make me so uneasy, anxious, nervous 
and troubled. 'I like to form things into submission bending and shipping them.' 

I myself like to knowhowall things workto crack all that it is- to see what makes it tick: what 
makesthingstick, howto constructand deconstruct. As well as I have a love of ships. 'What can I say?' 
one thing I have not cracked it a woman's mind... 'That thuds of a sound to me like your heart speaking 
rather than reason and specifics.' 'Though there are individuals who would say I don't have any 
emotions of warmth-that I am just cold and heartless.' He stares appraisingly at me and his mouth 
coincidences up, well said- perchance. 'For the reason that they know me well- or so they think they do.' 
His lip ringlets in an ionic beam. 'Why would they say that?' 

'I'm seventeen and I'm crazy or so they say-yet smart enough to be here. My grandfather 
said thetwo always try. When people askyour age, he said, always say seventeen and insane- it-we in- 
lighten them.' 

I went on asking-wouldyou say that you're someone, that makes friends easily; or that you 
have any? Otherwise are you easy to getto know?' Plus, I regretthe question as soon as I say it. It's not 
on Katie's list, it was on mine to see if he was at all like me one or less true friends. 



'I'm a precise secluded person. Miss. I for one go a long way to defend my disclosure. I 
personally, don't often give dialogs out too public,' he'svoiced softens as the sentence went off into a 
long one on like lost in a rambling thought. 'Why did you come to an understanding to do this one then?' 

'The decentwritertouches' on life often like a lusting younggirl. The unexceptionalones run 
a quick hand overher. Feelingin all the voids, the bad ones' rape herand leave herforthe bugs to eat 
away the leftovers.' So-for all aims and determinations, I couldn't get Katie off my back. 

I know how stubborn Katie can be. That's why I'm sitting here wriggling unpleasantly under 
his all-pervading gaze-that is yet so perfect when I should be studying for my exams-or just doing what 
she was doing herself- right? 'Like-she asked again and again, and harried my PR folks, and yours truly 
respects that kind of stubbornness.' 

'You also invest in unindustrialized knowhow. Why are you absorbed in this area of writing 
when there are no good books anymore- is it all sexed up media and shit you want to give out to horny 
kids to read less than 3 lines on their buzzing boxes-to kill their brans even more?' 'I have to put up with 
it- Miss-for it- sales... SEX, DUGS, and be-bop-pop musicare what it's all about-yet I want more out of 
your text- if you work forme.' 

'NOT-All visuals... without gluten...? 'We can't consume money if there is no bread. Miss, and 
there are too many people on this planet who don't have enough to eat-that is good for you.' You get 
what I am saying to you?' Is it something you feel zealously about? Like - Nursing the worlds poor do you 
help out the one in this county that are in need?' 'That sounds very humanitarian...sure-whatever they 
want to suck out of me... right?' Whatever looks good...He moves his shoulders up and down in a way 
that was not okay to me. 'Feedingthe world's poor, I can't see the financial benefits of this, it's 
discerning business,' he murmurs, though I think he's being insincere. It doesn't make sense - only the 
virtue of the idyllic. I peek at the next question that is on my list made by Katie, disorderly by his 
arrogance I shudderto look up. 'Isthere a method to yourmadness? 

I asked the question. If so, what is it?' I really don't have a- method to the way I do things-1 
just make it work-for I make it work- how is that? Maybe a supervisory belief - Carnegie's: 'A man who 
gets the ability to take full ownership of his own mind, may take proprietorshipof whatsoever else to 
which he is justly permitted.' I'm very extraordinary, single-minded. I like order-of myself-and all other 
things in this thing we call life, and those all around me.' 



'You come off like the decisive purchaser.' 'I want to earn to possess them, but yes, bottom 
line, I do.' 'So-oyou wantto possess things?'You are a control freak. 'I am... if you wantto say I am Miss. 
Say what you like really-they all do your age.' He smiles, but the smile doesn't touch his eyes. 

Again, this is at odds with someone who wants to feed the world, so I can't help thinking that 
we're talking about something else, but I'm absolutely mystified as to what it is. I swallow hard. 

The temperature in the room is rising or maybe it's just me. I just want this interviewtobe 
over. Surely Katie has enough material now. I glance at the next question. 

'You were adopted- like me, there was a story that came overforanothercountyotherthan 
the US. Is that true-or not? Do you think your past made who you are today? Too personal? Yes- but I 
go there- it has not... I made me. Oh, this is, asking too much... I gaze at him in the love needingeyes, 
hoping he's not offended- by my stupid. His brows channel together downward and arch. My curiosity is 
annoyed by him I could tell... 'I have no way of knowing.' 'How old were you when you were approved 
fora stable home?' I was 5 and used, my mother. 'That's a matter of public record. Miss-you can get 
that anywhere.' Histone is harsh. I flush up yetagain. Crap... I say in my head-yethe heard that also. 
They all can the ones that monitor all and everything I do, I thought and actions. 

I move on quickly... doing whatever it is I am doing. Yes of course - if I had known this, I was 
doing this interview, and didn't want to be-andtheschool voiceshearing was saying, I was losing 
grading... I would have done some research more now if I did notshape up. 'You've had to lose a family 
life foryour work life... would you say that is so-o?' 

He said: 'I'll embrace on to all God's creatures tight one day. I've got one finger on it now; 
that's a beginning- by banning all that you call literature. I am the reasons as to why all books were a 
band, I want complete control.' 

Why do you not want us to read? Why- is the question that- you have to crack. If you don't 
getit- then neitherdo I. He said... 'That's nota question- oranythingto ask.' He's terse me some, with 
his long lines of wording rambling. 'Apologetic I was to this...' I wriggle some in my set feeling wet down 
there, and he's made me feel like an errant child. I try again. 'Have you had to sacrifice family life for 
your work?' 

'I have a family. I have a brotherand a sister and two loving parents. I'm not interested in 
extending myfamily beyond that."So-o is-you quire...?' I rolled my eyes knowingthatwas not on the 



list nevertheless, I wanted an Aon my report. I may have had a past that I don't like but it was never 
with anotherman. 


'What are you gay?' He said... I know that you have kissed, and made oral love to a girl your 
roommate Katie, by your racing thoughts, I heard it all and don't hold it agent you... why do you with 
me? RICHARD C. MAST...? Has nothing to do with the sex or whom you have that with... now does it.' 

He inhalessuddenlythinking, and see my going down on agirl in his mind,and I cringe, 
mortified... my thoughts... Crap! I said, yetonce more in my mind to coverup. Why, didn't I employ 
some kind of filter before, I read this straight out? How can I tell him I'm just reading the questions? 
Damn Katie and her curiosity, said this in my mind, that it would be okay to say to him! 
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'No, Miss., I'm not the wayyou are-and youryoungteen why's.'Yet I can see havingfun 
when you're young. And work hard when you're not. He raises his one eyebrow, with an unruffled glow 
in his eyes. He does not look pleased, about me and my girlie past- like he wanted me or something. I 
fastly said- l-man too...The voices in my head... giggle at this point knowing. You're a hopeless romantic,' 
he said that all not knowing or knowing what you want. The same things could be in the 'business 
premises families' nowadays. The same immeasurable feature and awareness could be projected 
through the radios and televisions, but are not. 'It would be funny if it were not serious. It's not booked 
you need, it's some of the things that once were in books. 

No, no it's not booked at all you're looking for! Take it where you can find it, in old 
phonograph records, old motion pictures, and in old friends; lookforit in nature and look for it in 
yourself. Books were only one type of receptacle where we stored a lot of things, we were afraid we 
might forget. There is nothing magical in them at all. The magic is only in what books say, how they 
stitched the patches of the universe together into one garment for us. Of course, you couldn't know this, 
of course, you still can't understand what I mean when I say all this. You are intuitively right, that's what 
counts. 


'I apologize. It's um... written here.' It's the first time he's said my name. My heartbeat has 
accelerated, and my cheeksare heatingup again. Nervously, Ituckmy loosened hair behind myear. He 
cocks his head to one side slightly. 'These- 'ant' your own questions, are they?' They are not... I said back 
The blood drains from my head, and I feel as if I passed out some-going all black. Oh no, it flashed past 



in my head. 'Katie - Miss. - she assembled the queries to go on with.'She rushed in with herwording- 
'Nobody listens any more. I can't talk to the walls for the reason that, they're screaming at me, walls- - 
those things you look at all thetime like cellsand notebooks -'I can't talk to my loved ones overall this'- 
he said; she listens to the walls. I just want someone to hearwhat I have to say. And maybe if I talk long 
enough it will make complete sense. 

Then I asked it as a lost little schoolgirl want more-saying- 'Then I wantyou to teach me to 
comprehend what I read.' 'Are you, colleagues, on the student paper?' 

'No, she's my roommate not my love of marge-were just leaving together.' Oh, rat crap, I 
said in my mind- yet I think he knows. I have nothing to do with the student paper, the girl said, he could 
see snapshots of Katie playing with herself not wantto be a part of all this... It's herextra-curricular 
activity I said, not mine as of this moment. 

My face is aflame with embarrassment-of diddling. He rubs his stubbed hair chin, in the 
quiet debate, his blue eyes assessing me. 'Did you volunteer to do this interview?' He asks, his voice was 
deadly quiet. Hang on, who's hypothetical to be interrogating whom. His eyestingle into me- like, and 
I'm obliged to answer with the certainty. 

'I was conscripted to this... She's not well.' My voice is weakand apologetic, forher... yet 
they knowthe truth. 'We're not finished here, Andrea. Please cancel my next meeting.' 

Where are youfrom? A small town-she said along with these small towns are funny places; 
everybody thinks they knoweverybody.They bought, they sold, live in fear of getting old getting cold. 
Life to death, it's all a myth just a wish, only to walk in the dark, to make their mark, in the life they 
embark. 


Yet they know what is so, nowhere to run nowhere to go, they come and go, with nothing to 
show. With some that are high and some low. However, they always know narrow minds neverchange, 
only to rearrange, in the exchange. Memories never fade, and the onesthat make their lies get paid. It's 
all slipping away from day to day. There is always someone with something to say. Whatevercome 
whatever may, it's just another day... in a small town, with dreams going in the ground, with only names 
on rocks to be found. 



Were one person runs it all and is crowned, we dance like foolswe are her clowns. That's just 
life bowing down to a small town, it's justthe words going around. With so much doom and gloom, 
lonely nights in a room. 

'That explains a great deal.' He said... 

'RICHARD C. MAST, forgive me for interjecting, butyour next meeting is in two or four 
minutes.' 'You don't have to burn books to destroy a culture. Just get people to stop reading them.' He 
said. The girl from before is back speaking out of context. She's appears lost popping in and out. He 
turns his head slowly to face herand raises his eyebrows. She flushes bright pink in the face at the why I 
and he is treating her lack of life. Oh good... you did what was asked of you... good for you... no go be 
somewhere. It's not just me... or kids gettingdumb-er...? I asked... 

'Where were we. Miss?' 

'Some individuals turn sad unpleasantly early in their life. Non-singular motive, it gives the 
impression, but then again, they seem almost to be innate that way. The staining unceremonious, tire 
quicker, exclamation more rapidly, evoking lengthier and, as I say, get melancholy younger than anyone 
else in the ecosphere. I know, for I'm one of them, back in the days of before.' 'Pleasedon't let me keep 
you from anything.'Say all that is on your mind. 'Very well, RICHARD C. MAST,'then, he frowns some in 
his long chat with me and turns his consideration back to the rambling on. 

She said: 'There has to be something in books, something we can't visualize, to make a ladies 
stay in a scorching house; there must be something there that we all need something more unexplained.' 

Oh, we're back to 'Miss' now. 

He murmurs... on getting softer in his voice, and then he gazes intensely into my love- 
stricken eyes; all humorwas gone when he did that and we locked, and bizarre muscles deep in my 
lower than my belly clench suddenly in hard lust. His blue eyes are alight with the wicked curiosity of all, 
that is me and inside my- heart, soul, and more. 

Which I should be studyingfor nowratherthan sitting in your palatial, swanky, sterile office, 
fee ling uncomfortable under your penetrating gaze. 

But you can't make people listen. They have to come 'round in their own time, wondering 
what happened and why the world blew up around them. It can't last. 



6 


'Don't you look so guiltless- overall that took place, why didn't you give me a biography, he 
made me feel like such an idiot for economical on the basic investigation.' Katie locks a hand to her 
mouth. Saying: 'Jeez, babe. I'm sorry -1 didn't think about it all the way through.' I feel some grumpiness 
coming over me with my changing mood. 

'Typically, he was well-mannered, prescribed, to some extent stuffy-like he'sold before his 
time. He doesn't dialog like a man of twenty-something. How old is he anyway?' 'Twenty-seven. Jeez, 

I'm sorry. Merry, I should have briefed you, but I was in such dread. 

Let me have the mini chip for your headset, and I'll start transliterating the interview, it's the 
least I can do.' Hell, you just want to replay the video admit it! 'U_NO_IT!' She flashed through my mind, 
as text to read like a hologram, yet I could see it in front of my eyes passing by like a ticker. 

'You look better. Did you eatyour dehydrated soup-and macand cheese?' I ask herto the 
movie to food not sexto change the subject. That's all you do anymore is eat, sleep, bitch about that 
and CUM! 


Yepper- and I'm-a proud of it- she said- humping herpillow! 'Certainly, and it was delightful, 
enjoyable, and lovely, as usual. I'm having the sensation of fee ling much better than I did.' She smiles at 
me in gratitude. I check my watch. 'I have to run, I can still make my shift at Macy's, as a clerk, I don't 
even think; I well-shower off, I'm going to just come home and do this more - like, um-so why bother... 
right...?' 


Urn-yeah-that turns me on-1 said... NOT! You're getting to be lazy and gross! Yah but you 
love me so... 'Merry, you'll be exhausted-to see me tonight I just know it.' 'I'll be fine, until you get back, 
all by myself- a lot of my wanderingthoughts. I'll see you later... she runs outthe doorslip on a dress 
with nothing under it.' Katie- I'm the shit at any DIY. I've worked at Macy's since I started working when I 
was 14. It's the majorself-determining man/woman's wear store in the New York area, and over the 
fouryears I have worked here fortoo long, I have come to know a little bit about most everything we 
sell - underwire to even I don't wear them ever- although unluckily, I leave all that to my dad to say it's 
wrong. 


Merry- I'm much more of a curl-up-with-a-book-in-a comfy- chair-by-the-fire-with-coffee- 


kind-a-of-agirl, and have everything in its place on me and of me, yet she works for me. 



Katie- I'm glad I can make my shift, to have some money to play with at the end of the week. 

I bet I could buy you for a mill. He said to me... Katie and you let him? Yes...I said. To be there whenever 
he wants, she asked. 

No comment... I did I give her. 

I am home looking at my report it gives me somethingto have my emphasis on otherthem 
all of him-all. We're eventful-it's the start ofthe summertime ofyear,andfolksare redecoratingtheir 
homes. My friends that I work with were happy to see me, as always... it's become custom with us. 

'Marry Sue./1 thoughtyou weren'tgoingto make it today-1 was going in to work a JC Penny's 
at 5 'till-10.' And then it back home to be with my cuddle bug, she looks forward to me... 'My tasks suck 
didn't take as long as I thought. I can do a couple of hours ofthis I said lost in the thoughts of him- and 
then he rand then him and then- him- her- him- her-aww.' 

'I'm really pleased to see you, it was him- look down at me I am looking up so much small, 
he'sjustso-o right.' She and he start's re-stockingshelvesforme say thata short girl should not be 
doingthisjob,and I'msoon absorbed inthe task,yetlost in love-of being in love. And-aw-yes with 
him... I stumble backward and he saves me from falling... like to my death... or something... it was sweet. 
When I arrive home later, Katie is wearing headphones, see allthat happen, she is pissed, and working 
on her laptop, frantically editing by down report that I was okay with leaving as is. 

Her nose and puss-puss still pink for havinga head could forgiving- wellhead to random high 
school boys, the day before-she a good kid what can I say- it pays, but she has her unfiltered wording 
into a story now, so she'sfocusedandtypingfuriously run-ons. I flush, by her and the thoughts of him 
also... I was feeling both. 

I'm methodically exhausted - dog-tired- by the long drive back home even if I was looking 
over the past days of my life on the windshield screen ofthe car, the exhaustingthink about the 
interview, she had my pc on the luster rock tabletops by my bed, and my cum covered dildo at her feet, 
she thinks that more loving or somethingto us mine. 

I slump onto the couch with for more-sexytime, foreplay and boob playing, thinking about 
the essay I have to finish and all the studying I haven't done today because I was holed up with... him 
and getting her and me off more than 50 times today-yet that is the norm. I flush, and my heart rate 
inexplicably increases with overstock in and out of my puss, and her rubbing my clit- That wasn't the 



reason, surely. He just wanted to show me around so I could see that he was lord of all he surveyed, and 
I was thanking him and that man too. I realize I'm biting my lip, and I hope Katie doesn't notice. But she 
seems absorbed in her text. I see he over the re giving me the eye - He obviously wanted to spend more 
time withyou, they said- why not take it one noise teacher said.' 

I should have- but I feelthe task was done to its fullest-no? 

'Yes'-'we all do.' 

'You've got some good things said here. Merry, so well done, is what the team says going 
sitting in the broad room at school as there were reading the copy on their handheld notebooks. I can't 
believe you didn't take him up on his offertoshowyou around. I hearwhatyou mean aboutformal, 
here in your writing a little to stuff-ie said the same one. 

That's fine I would rather have that then what I have been getting-with the other girls it was 
nothing but sexed up sex-and sex talk, so I'll take this over having to read that. Yet he has asked for you- 
not them to be with him more... do you want it? Did you take any notes, on being his girl?' she asks. She 
gives me a short-lived puzzled look, as to why I have made it in. 

'Urn... no, I didn't,' I said. 

Why? 

'I didn'tthink it needed to be that also, to be a writer.' 

'That's fine I seethe point your making. I made a fine article with this... then right? Good- 
looking son of a bitch, isn't he? Said the one... yah why her. I overhear when walking out the door 
gettinga pat on the back by the olderwoman that had some brains.' 'I suppose so, I said looking at her 
and shyly smiling.' I try hard to sound neutral, and I think I succeed, yah no. 'Oh come on. Marry - even 
you can't be immune to his looks.' 

She arches an eyebrow perfectly at me, in the cute way that only she can. Crap is what I said! 

I distract her with flattery, and sweetness, always a good ploy on this girl who loves me for doing such. 
'You probably would have got a- lot more out of him, if you would have done what you did to me with 
him and on him-she said.' Think of something - quick, I knew what she was going to ask- and I thought 
quickly. 'So, what did you really think of him?' Damn it, she's nosey. Why can't she just let this go, about 
me and him, and what I have to do. 'I doubtthat. Merry. 



Come on... Like, he nearly accessible you a job. Given that I personally imposed this on you at 
the last minute, you did very well then.' She glances up at me speculatively. I make a hasty retreat into 
the kitchen. 

'You, fascinated by a man, more than me and what I have to give and gave you. That's a first,' 
she snorts, you give me more than what I boy can. She rolled hereyesat me. 'He's very driven about 
what he really wants in life unlike you, you have no drive to do extortionately, yet unlike you here is 
controlling, and arrogant with me - scary really, how overpowered he is... but very alluring. I can 
understand the fascination,' I add truthfully, as I peer'round the door at her hoping this will shut her up 
once and for all. I started gatheringthe makings of a sandwich so she can't see myface, as I walk to the 
counter, there all no walls everything is see-through glass, even the bathroom isopen to the world 
outside. 


'Why, did you want to know if your gay or not, incidentally, that was the most embarrassing 
question, I am not I just love you're for you get me, I was mortified.' I scowl with my nose wrinkling at 
the memory, of seeing this in my eyes passing by like a movie clip- like It was so-o embarrassing. The 
whole thing was uncomfortable. 

I'm glad I'll never-ever-ever- have to lay eyes on him again.' 

'Oh, Marry Sue, it can't have been that bad-yah no. I think he soundsquite taken with you, 
like love-ie and shit.' Taken with me, what's that mean, now don't be ludicrous, in jumping the gun. 
'Would you like a sandwich,' 'ha-that all Ido for you have sex with you and make you a sandwich-and 
do yourchores.' 

'Please-andthink.' 

'Yah-yah- yah-suck it she said. 'You don't have one or I would." I said back. I curl up in my 
bed with her, wrapping my throw around me, thatshe made me in 8th grade, then I close my eyes, with 
her around me, and I'm instantly asleep, could he do this forme I thought before the lights went out. 
That night I dream of dark places, loss, and death, and sadness. 
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For the rest of the week, I throw myself into my studies and my shitty ass job that sucks hairy 


balls. 



Katie is busytoo do herand, compiling abouther last publication of herstudentin the 


schools weekly. E-paper; before she has to surrender it to the new editor while also shoving for her 
finals. Damn, but that girl was in the wrong place at the wrong time in the wrong century with her work 
life, you stay home back in the 2,000's and play-with-yours back then, not these days, were a girl wants 
to be independent. 

By the time I finish, it's midnight, and Katie has long since gone to bed. I make my way to my 
room, exhausted, but pleased that I've accomplished so much on a Monday. Basically, she's bored and 
wants something to occupy her time, but she has the attention span of a guppy. It'll be something new 
nextweek. 


So, I call my mom using my mind as a phone, to checkon her, but also so she can wish me 
luck for my final exams. She proceeds to tell me abouther latest venture into pot making and art - that 
so bad she can't put it into words. My mother is all about new business ventures, that are flopping. 

Katie- By Friday, she's much betterthe day before I felt, and I no longer have to endure the 
sight other PJs, that should have just stayed off. We don't talk all that much more that evening, to my 
relief. Once we've eaten. I'm able to sit at the banquetingtable with Marry and, while she works on her 
article, I work on my essay aboutthe Holocaust. 

Merry- hard to chat, think about how- leaving her behind was wrong in her mind-1 hesitate, 
and I have Mom'sfull attention. She, my motherthat is worried about me- beingyoungand small and 
Whatman can do to me. She wants me to be with the girl, not someone that only the re to take... I hope 
she hasn't mortgaged the household to finance this latest organization. 

'I'm fine,' I said. Do you need money, honeyPYou worry me.' 

'No-1 want to do this on my own.' 'You sure' - 'Mom, I'm fine just leave it alone.' 

It's a brief conversation, is even hard to get done with. In fact, it's not so much so a 
conversation as kicks my guts and make me grunt in response to my gentle sweet-talking of not be mean. 
Its Friday night, Katie and I are debating what to do with our evening, other than bedtime, - we want 
sometime away from the studying also, and also from our working too hard for less than a $1. 50 an 
hour, and fromstudent newspapers, that only pays 50 cents a word, and that's if it passes the editor. 



Sometimes, like I marvel and have the curiosity to the thoughts of if there's something really 
wrong with me. Possibly I've spent too long in the company of my literary romantic book or cracking my 
brainwriting, or gutting on out rubbing it, and consequently my ethics, and opportunities are far too high. 
Nonetheless, in realism, nobody's ever made me feel like that, by her-yet he could too- maybe? 

Saturday at the store is a nightmare. And the days keep rushing by without any other'sthoughtsof him 
or her... whatto do? 
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I'm engrossed in the task of redoing what was done right in the first place, read-through the 
items I need to have said in the right ways, and the items I sure I know have missed out on that were 
there, my eyes are flicking from the order E-book that I have from the past on good writing, to the 
computerscreen and back as I check the entries match. 

Then,forsome motive, I glance up... and find myself locked in the bold gray gaze of Chiaz 
who's standing at the counter of my home as a hologram to look into me doing what it is I am doing he 
can do this at anytime look into me, staring at me intently, with lust in his eyes even if it's just a 
simulation. My heart failure fasts-knowing what is next, sex-with him not there but in my body, I feel 
that he is. 


'Merry... What a surprise, I said walking to my dad her, I lay down for h im to the movie 
though me.' His gaze is firm and intense, and the moment happens fast. Holy crap...! 

'He said my name,' In a mutter. 'What can I help you with, RICHARD C. MAST?' 

'RICHARD C. MAST,' I whisperat the start, because, that's all I can Marry him as not my lover 
yet. What the hell is he doing here looking at me this way with my messy-hair and nude boy standing 
here, my mouth has dropped open- like my legs and vagina forhim, and I can't locate my brain or my 
voice, for sighing too much?There'sa ghost of a smile on his lips and his eyes are alight with humoras if 
he'senjoyingsome private joke. 

'I was in the area,' he says byway of exploration. 'I need to stock up on a few things. It's a 
pleasure to see you again and feelthe insides of you in though out. Miss Mary Sue.' His voice is warm 
and dry like milk melted chocolate fudge on ice-cream all melt-ie... orsomething like that- mmm. 



My heart is pounding a frantic, and for some reason, I'm blushing furiously under his steady 


inspection of being perfect in every way posable. He smiles, and again it's like he's privy to some big 
secret. 


My reminiscences of him did not do him justice, in this dim light. He's not simply good- 
looking - he's the epitome of male exquisiteness, magnificent, I shake my head and take my wits of the 
dead and prowls, I was hummingyet I was with his body and mind with my eyestight. 
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Finally, my intellectual functions are restored and re-joined with the rest of my body. I am 
utterly thrown by the sight of him standing before me, and he's here in my always now. Even at the 
Store, I feel him. 

Gofigure...? It is so disconcertingthe way I feelafteralso 

this being his little salt, yet, I want it so bad. Taking a deep breath, I go down on him hard, 
one more I said it is fine, I put on my professional life out my mind to be with him. 

I've-worked hard today so maybe this is okay, he murmurs, his blue eyes cool but smiling like 
in mine. I mutter, my voice soft and wavy moving in my mind. Get a grip, I said, after a half-hour or so 
my legs are abruptly the uniformity of Jell-0. I'm so eager, I decided to wear my best jeans this morning 
to workjustto show him that I love to look this way for him to see through me, like looking into the 
glass shingling back in his stare, of mine, I try for indifference as I come outfrom behind the counter, but 
really I'm concentrating hard on not falling over my own feet. 

My voice is a little too bright, walking 'around the story today. I glance up at him in regretyet 
it's only me that knows he there like, it almost immediately. Damn, he's handsome. I blush, looking 
downward... andthe others in my day have no idea whatthe hell has happenedto me. Acting nuts... 
'Afteryou,' he murmurs in my head site, gesticulating with his long-fingered, gorgeously manicured 
hand. With my heart almost throttling me to the point of crazy - for the reason that it's in my throat 
tryingto escape from my mouth like he'stryingto get out of me from down under. 

His fingers trail across the various packages displayed that I have done on the shaving, like 
the same can be said the way he is touching his fingers overmy lips, face, and hair, and for some 



incomprehensible reason, I have to look away for all in the store and close my eyes tightly for my little 
girlfriend to release. He bends and selects a packet. 

'These will do just fine this way he said to me looking over my job that is not where I want to 
be,' he says with his oh-so-secret smile within me, and I blush, and he finds me to be sweet and cute. 
'Nope, it was so revamping,' he says quickly then smirks and it shows all over my face, and I have the 
uncanny fee ling that he's laughing at me, for shacking it out so hard, in public. And the boss knows it, yet 
that is fist week dating play-no? 

Why, why?-Would this beautiful, powerful, urbane man wanttosee me? No way can I see 
it! I dismiss it immediately forfeeling like this on the job. I asked, and my voice is too high in my 
thoughts, he gets me like I have got my fingertrapped the head site mictoo hard. Damn! Try to be cool 
Marry Sue! 


He gazes at the selection of tops and undies, that I have places nicely in their lines, what on 
this Earth is he going to do with those, I cannot picture him as a do-it-yourselferatall, doing woman's 
work like this... I flush at my foolish wayward thoughts. 'All part of your feed-the-world plan?' I tease... in 
a dirty thought of what happening when I get home. 

'Something like that,' he acknowledges, and his lips quirk up in a smile showing on my face. 

'Is the re anything else, I need to do I said to my boss at the store?' 'I'd like to see you do your job faster 
without daydreaming. Go home... I don't even want to look at you. You're a waste of my time.' 'Are you 
redecorating?'The words are out before I can stop them. 

Surely, he hires laborers or has the staff to help him decorate? I glance behind me as he 
follows, always in my mind now- even going in the girl's room. Am I that funny, I said shyly or Funny 
looking down there? Ha- he said-just keep being you! And I give that look of confusion...? 

...?... 

Blink- Blink- 

-Hair shacking out- 

-Ponytail left to go- hair flap over right shoulder- 


'This way,'I murmuruncomfortably aboutthe way I look. 




'Have you worked here long; he is teasing me with- dumb...' 


His voice is low and soft make me feel well wet, and he's gazing at me, with blue soulful eyes 
concentrating hard like his dick sliding inside me, for the first time the days before. I blush even more 
brightly. 


Why the hell does he have this significance to me? Changing into a dress and of uniform-that 
nowgross-cover in girly-ness. I feel like I'm threatening years old down there and in here and there too 
- awkward, as always, and out of place is everything about me. My eyes drop, yet he has to look me up 
and down! 


'One week,' I mutteraswe reach ourgoal, of me,feelgood with him in all places.To distract 
myself to being his lover, I reach down and select the two widths apart and let him go to town on my clit, 
he at this point I could have the world give to me for him doing so. It's zapping through me like I've 
touched an exposed wire, I feel it come out, which I pass to him too in the feelings also. Our fingers 
brush very briefly in hand-holdingand mind kissing, and the current is there again, I gasp my boobs and 
he can feel it in his hands-like unwillingly as I feel it, all the way down to somewhere dark, and 
unexplored even with my eyes still tight, deep in my belly I fee I this rush. 

Very much, I scrabble around for my symmetry- as I know the camera's in the bathroom has 
gottenitall on a videopuck(akathumbdrive.)Yetall theyseeis me havefunwith myself-yettheone 
that looks over this all get it- yet not my boss for now. 'Anything else I said as he dresses me through my 
body?' My voice is dry and breathy, own like my body. His eyes widen slightly in mine. 

'This way to the doorl said.' I duck my headdown,as I passall the snackinggirls, I work with 
like I try to hide my recurring blush, and head for the aisle out of the store, to a floating lot of cars folded 
up. (The poor girl- said the old lady-looking over it all.) 

I halt at his expression going to my car that is just lower my way like a cab, his eyes 
deepening shad in mine. Color fading like... trembling, yet again his fingers now deep inside me on the 
drive home, I feel like such a slut-yet I must have it- even if I was good. 

This boy will notstop... Quickly, with, I measure aware that his hot I gaze back into my mine 


of him wantingall of me. I dare not look at him like a little girl, yet I can't help it he is myfirst. 



Holy-jizz'n jeez, could I feel, like any more self-conscious, about me being me, done... the 
back pocketof my jeansis my Idto get into my home, by some miracle, I remembertobringit alongthis 
time-1 Marry not to remove a fingeraway for my real age, of how I jumped fouryears in high school for 
beingsmart. 

Why must I feel like a little girl... yet his making me a woman. 
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I knowby the end of this year that he and I, we have c*med in each other's body or through 
each body by concentration manipulation of thoughts 2,165 times. 

(Forward one year) 

I must not sleep with it wet,yetthat just I live life too fast and too youngto care, I must not 
sleep with it wet. I am trying to brush my hair into submission. I mopping with frustration at myself in 
the mirror forsucking hard at everything... and yes even thattoo. Damn my hair to hell forsucking more 
than that also. I should be studying and going to school for the day, for my final exams, which are less 
than a year and a week away, my only option is to confine my naughty hair in a pigtail after, yet another 
long night of him pounding me, and hope that I look semi-presentable, when I can even if as if I can walk 
out the door. 

Katie is huddled on the couch in the living room doing her, I ignore my pang of unwelcome 
sympathyfordoing what I want to do all day too. You should get back to bed and be with me all day piss 
on the school she said. Would you like some Nyquilor Tylenol, to get knocked out?' 'Nyquil, please, as I 
spend some time with her until she passed out and then, I leave her clingy hug as she is laying on our 
bed, and go to school. 

'Okay, I'm going. Getbackto bed with me she said. I made you some postage to heat up 
later.' I stare at her fondly as if she was my one and only lover. I cannot believe, that I have to do all this 
for you like your mom, I have let Katie talk me into this also like a mom, only for you, I, would I do this 
for, being yourbitch and shit! She said, gathering my book bag, she smiled, then head out the doorto 
the car, she's articulate, solid, influential, argumentative,yet lovely words, and on like the girl she would 
become in the days to come - and she's my dearest, dearest friend. But then Katie can talk anyone into 
anything. Good luck she said handing me the re-right of my paper for class. She'll make an exceptional 



journalist that I'm not. Making notes, I am not the best at it at all, yet, I wantto be someone someday, 
so pinning textand more of it.' Rising terror with-in me on a half-hournow late forfirst class. 


'The questions will be racing in my mind, of what to say to cover my ass. Going now. It's a 
long drive-that I don't have to do-yet, I don't want you to be late for what I don't need to live.' You're 
my lifesaverforediting I said.' 'Why do I put everyone ahead of myself, be so nice, try so hard and 
become the person that gets hurt the most? What can I do? I have gone through 8 or 9 years with no 
real friend no best friend nothing, just people who are assholes that I am stuck seeing every day, why? 
The most compassionate people in the world the people who are truly kind, who are truly considerate- 
also have the best boundaries. If you do not have and assert personal boundaries, you won'tfeel 
respected or be compassionate towards people after a while. 

That doesn't, at first glance, sound like it makes sense. But here'sthe thing: Compassion 
meansseeingthe best in others. It meansempathizingwith their strugglesand lookingfor what's good 
in them. In orderto do that in a healthy way, you must be secure enough in yourself and your own 
identity that you do not lose your identity in theirs. If you try to empathize without havinggood 
personal boundaries, you become the perfect victim-easy to manipulate, easy to control, easy to 
discard...' 


What I see- 

Tell the truth, everyone hatesyou. 

Tell a lie and you don't have a supportteam. 

Tell the truth, you'll be forsaken. 

Tell a lie, it's history in the making. 

Have others there and its wishfulthinking 

Have others In-you're-life and their hand are notworth shaking. 

Live or lie we all going to die so why try? 



'Yes/ I croak and clear my throat. I roll my eyes at myself. Get a grip, I said. Judging from the 
building, which is too clinical and modern my apartment is all white elegant, 'Yes.'. I take off my jacket?' 
'Oh please, let it all stop.' I struggle out of the jacket, knowing what to come more off him run down and 
though me. 

'Merry! I thought you weren't going to make it today, to all your classes at school. You did 
not why?' Didn'ttake as long as I thought, to not have thought. I can do a couple of hours, overtime to 
make up for it I said to my teacherthat really did not care eitherway.' 

'I'm really pleased to see you, he said though...' 

When I arrive home later, Katie is wearing my headphones and workingon my laptop, she's 
absorbed and typing furiously. I'm thoroughly drained - exhausted by the long drive, I slump onto the 
couch after, thinking about the essay, I have to finish and all the studying, I needtodo justto suck, I 
haven't done anything notable today, before it starts, because, I was holed up with... he wants all of me 
and more, like a story that has not to be written. 

I flush,and my heart rate inexplicably increases with him beingwith mealways. 'You've got 
some good stuff here. Merry. Well done. I can't believe you didn't take him up on his offer to show you 
around, more said the one girl that I got to do half of all my work-so really, I have to do is keep him 
happy. He obviously wanted to spend more time with you, that why I am here she said.' She gives me a 
fleeting questioning look; says you go home with him now. That wasn'tthe reason, surely, I started her I 
thought but okay? 

He justwantedtoshow me around,the new home thathe had redesigned justforyou and 
your taste in color and style, I realize I'm biting my lip, and that drives him crazy, and I hope Katie 
doesn't notice, this was berthing too. But she seems absorbed in her transcription, to do so. 'Dm... no, I 
didn't, just do that for her with him think it was for her not him and maybe be it was just for her-woo.' I 
flush up, to the thoughts of having 2 lovers runningthrough my mind like a moon jet, in the sky going 
from mars to earth in less than a day. 

'Oh come on. Marry - even you can't be immune to his looks said Katie in my mind, I think 
she what to play with him using my mind also... ha and he loves it- it's a 3 way in the brain-of two young 
girls and one olderman that can't doanything incorrectly.' I lost in thoughts of thinking of her, and she 
arches a perfect, for me with her soft warm body showing in soft light, in her and 'I's' room, also arching 



an eyebrow at me, as he using me and my body as if she is me... you and she-and, not me- but she is 
overriding me... and my movements. 'I hear what you mean about formal sound, via you-she cute and 
young and what I want for fun. Did you take any notes, on what I did hereto make him ask for more?' 
she asks. 


'That's fine, I said I well you mind to speech weighting, I know it's like shorthand-and glitch- 
ie yet I can get the notes I need on pleasing him - to the most. And my readers for work... all at the same 
time, I can still make a fine article with these thoughts on how to be right for a guy like him. Shame we 
don'thave some unique calms, of how a man can be with 2 -16-year-old'sthese days withoutthinkof 
marriage. Good-looking son of a bitch isn't he, she said to me - blocking off his pathway in thought.' 

'I suppose he is I love you though-yet but this way we can all be to gather and no one getsit- 
and even so, it's a story, and what will they say, why care? We okay with this why not the world.' I try 
hard to sound disinterested- in only wanting one to love nowand always, yet I can't make up my mind 
to what I really want, and I think I succeed at being a slut. 'You probably would have got a lot more out 
of him, if you would have to don't it like this-and she shows it in herthoughtsto me-all sexy in her 
ways.' 


'I doubtthat Merry, Crappie! I said I distract herwith flattery actions, always a good ploy, as I 
make her love me more, damn, she's inquisitive. Think of something - quick, to make them both feel 
what the need, 'So what did you really think of him, my mother gets on this nowand asked?' I have like 
five voices in my crazy had rolling around. - he practically offered you a job, yes, I said - saying GET OFF- 
GET ME OFF-SAID KATTIE over and over, and the old lady down stars were calling the cops! Katie just 
loooovesss my mom... She glances up at me speculatively. I make a hasty retreat into the kitchen to get 
to the wall screen to call and say there are no issues here not to come, that just us playing around. 

The girl officer looking now down on the whole run using the wall 4d tv screen that is cover, 
a fool to ceiling, was not impressed with us, to say the least- Come on Given that I foisted this on you at 
the last minute, you did very we II.'This is an override of safety and privacy- they have the right to do 
this even if nude/or having sex/ orshoring the cum off your body/in yourown home... it'sto be safe, 
they can record video and sound when they feel the need for the law. 


Kattie she snorts, at the dumb of how this all went down. Why can't she just let this go, and 
go back to playing with herself, as they all do in their indented force, of A-holes undertheir desks? What 



was that she said yah- sue me- she said, as it the girlie cum runs down her leg as she yells get out of here, 
get out of my room, this is not right. 

'She's very driven, controlling, arrogant - scary really having this girl look all up and down me 
in her hologram inspection to see if we were okay or not, it's whatthey have to do, to make sure you're 
not dying, they only send someone if you're already dead. I can understand the charm she is giving her 
for being in our room unwanted for an old ass that needs to kick,' I add truthfully, as I peer'round the 
door of the bathroom, that I am nowin, know that everything is seen thought and or glass in this home 
like them all, hoping this will shut her up once and for all, saying we just having girl on girl sex-god, go 
be somewhere else. I scowl at the memory, of this the last time it happened. Can the old bitch just 
freakingdie, I said loudly? AWWWAHI 
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'You, fascinated by a girl? He said at a first when you were 12.' I see first love...? I start 
gathering the makings of a sandwich, I am his yet living with her still. Incidentally, that was the most 
embarrassing question, I have ever had too indoor. I was embarrassed, of all the slideshow of what we 
did as kids be shown for all to see at his workplace, saying I was the one... and he was pissed to be asked 
if I was a virgin.' 

Yah you can seethe dildo freakingof them at 12, here in this clip said the one man too eager- 
too eager. I would say so at 16 and into girls- one said, why here? That thought was the same in my 
mind also. Why Me...? 'Whenevershe's wasinthe society pages, she never has a dated it said.' 'It was 
embarrassing nonetheless to see myself shown in that light and in full color on the big screen in the 
boardrooms of the school and at his workplace- no privacy fora girl like me.The whole thing was 
embarrassing. I'm glad I'll never have to lay eyes on him again.' 'Oh, Merry, it can't have been that bad, 
she said holding me in my bed crying over it all. I think he soundsquite taken with you, she said - and so 
did mom- like I was a baby all over again.'Taken with me...? Now Katie's being ridiculous, about this too. 

I cried... 'Would you like anothersandwich?' 

'Please...' Fora moment, I hesitate, and I have Mom'sfull attention. 

'I'm fine.' 'No, Mom, it's nothing. You'll be the first to know if I do.' 'Merry, you really need to 
getout more, honey. You worry me.' I curl up in my white iron bed, wrapping my mother's quilt around 



me, and also the one she made for me too, I close my eyes, and I'm instantly falling asleep. That night I 
dream of dark places, lost in the time of the pass with her and his blue eyes looking into mine. 




By Monday and by the time I finish, it's midnight now Tuesday, and Katie has long since gone 
to bed. I make my way to my room, exhausted, but pleased that I've proficient so much for-a. We talk 
no more of RICHARD C. MASTthat always there - that evening, much to my relief, all the arguing was 
over. Once we've eaten, she and I just crashed for sometime, I'm able to sit at the dining table with 
Katie and, while she works on her article, I work on my essayforschool for lit. Damn, I hate this with a 
passion. 


By Wednesday, she's much better, yet I am still in my PJsfor Monday. Forthe rest of the 
week, I do even change them, or my sheets on the bed, why? I throw myself into my studies and my job 
of beingwhatever... however-whenever he wants it, however-whenever-why-ever and forever. I called 
my mom to check on her, for I was to mean, and so she can wish me luck for my final exams. 

She worries about me. 

Katie is busy too, compiling the last edition of her student magazine, which I am sure no one 
will read. Drama- drama-drama. It's a brief conversation with my mom before I want to rip my hair out. 
Laterthat evening, I call, mystepdad,thatis dating a girl youngerthan I-justto see if he has not been 
kill by a terrorist, yet he dating herso... yah. Its Friday night, Katie and I are debating whatto do with our 
evening-we want some time out from student newspapers our studies, and from our work. 

'That's amazing - congratulations, Katie said reviewing it in her mind!' Delighted for him to be 
with her right, I hug him again in my mind and get off the line. Katie beams at him too, sayingyou could 
have had me. Why is it when I go out, I always feeltrembly at the knees, heart-in-my-mouth, butterflies- 
in-my-belly, and come home with sleepless nights, yet even with her. Sometimes I wonder if the re's 
somethingwrongwith me. Do you think there is? 

Why is he so interested in me, and not them it keepsgoingthrough my mind? I need more E- 
books- 'Oh, you know, locked out of having too many. The usual... well, have to do-The classics. Of US 
literature, primarily.' He rubs my chin with his long index finger, but its mine, and thumb as he 
contemplates my answerto more stories underhis name on my E-reader. Or perhaps he'sjustvery 
bored and trying to hide it when I am reading too long- or maybe he like that to about me. those fingers 



on that face are so enticing. 'Anythingelseyou need? Before I sign-off...' 'I don't know- urn- like-you to 
really be in my life.' What else would you recommend?'You to find out whatyou want. 

He smirks, and then he raises an eyebrow, amused, yet again, for crying over a dumb story. 
He nods, with wicked humor, and amusement with me being me. I flush, and my eyes stray from the 
text. I reply softly, and I know I'm no longerscreeninggazing, what's comingout of my mouth, is 
frustration. 'You wouldn't want to ruin yourclothing, by not washing them.' I gesture, ambiguously in 
the direction of the overstuffed washer-surging my shoulder's. 'I could always take them off-1 said.' 
'Cute' what his thought...? 
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'Um...' I feelthe color of pink in my cheeks increasingyetanothertime. I must be the color of 
the communist manifesto. Stop talking. Stop talking NOW. Heaven forbids I should ruin any clothing, 
that you got for me,' he says matter-of-factly. He ignores my inquiry of me rolling my eyestothat too. 
'How's the article coming along?' He knows yet still questions me about it. I try and dismiss the 
unwelcome image of him without his underwearon. 

I grasp it tightly with two hands like I was holding his, and I go for honesty, about my feelings. 
'Do you need anything else?' He's finally asked me a normal question about us and he starts doing cute 
things, like only he can, the confusingof double talk... with Katie is a question I can answer, of the fact I 
love him now more than her. 

-Raisesan eyebrow, I lookinto my mind to feelall of him. 

'I'm not writing it, Katie is. My roommate, she's the writer. She'svery happy with it. She's the 
editor of the magazine, and she was devastated that she couldn't do the interview in person.' I fee I like 
I've come up for air - at last, a normal topic of conversation. 'Her only concern is that she doesn't have 
any original photographs of you.' 

'What sort of photographs does she want?' 

Okay I said, I hadn't factored in this response. I shake my head because I just don't know, 
howto say this to herthat I want herto back off, yetshe is the one making me look to the world. 
Tomorrow, perhaps... I will come out and say it' he trails off the line. 



'I want you to do a photoshoot naked for me?' My voice is squeaky again, and I said yes for 
the world to see and for me to love you more. He said, Katie, will be in seventh heaven when she sees 
me like this if I can pull this off. And you might see him again tomorrow, that dark place at the base of 
my brain whispers seductively at me. I dismiss the thought - of all the sill-ie-ness, ridiculous... whys I 
going to be spared open on the screensforall to see my goodies. 

'Katie will be delighted if we can finda photographer, that wants a happyendinglike I do-ha 
with us all.' I'm so pleased, I smile at him broadly, with the outcome of all the shots. He's taken a sharp 
intake of breath, not rememberto let it out, forsome time, and he blinks over and oversay she's all 
mine. For a fraction of a second, I was wonder what the hell, and then it turned out to be sweet, he 
looks lost somehow, and the Earth shifts slightly on its axis, the tectonic plates sliding into a new 
position. 


'Let me know about tomorrow if you want to go around the world with me.' Reaching into 
his back pocket, he pulls out his wallet, and see. 'My card with his to do just that. It has my number on it, 
of getting out of the country, and back in... You'll need to call before ten in the morning if you want to 
do this.' 'Okay.' I grin up at him. Katie is going to be thrilled, for me. 

So, we did... 

'It was a pleasure to burn, burn all the words of the onesthat, though they knew it all- to 
make othersfeelthe same, all that was known as wisdom... nowthe question shows in the people 
before me, if they are wise or not.' 

Like, I cannottear my eyes away, for him all of him looking down then back up, from his 
inquiry; and I gaze blindly, down at my tired fingers. I swallow too hard... His mouth is very... distracting 
with those lips, hair, and eyes. It's just so right even if it's wrong. 

'I wantto knowaboutyou... I thinkthat's onlyfair.' I lean forward to retrieve the recorderit 
all the good stuff- for I was not- hearing the words- lost in his charm- yet I have to write the paper. He 
places his elbow on the arms of the chair, with his fingers in front of his mouth rubbing his lower lip, as if 
it wasmine. I knew his thought, at the time were somewhatallabout impressingme. I curl up in my 
white iron bed, wrapping my mother's quilt around me, close my eyes, and I'm instantly asleep. That 
night I dream of dark places, bleak white cold floors, and gray eyes. 



For the rest of the week, I throw myself into my studies and my job. Katie is busy too, 
compiling the last edition of herstudent magazine before she has to relinquish it to the new editor while 
also cramming for her finals. By Wednesday, she's much better, and I no longer have to endure the sight 
of her pink-flannel-with too-many rabbits PJs. 

I call my mom to check on her, but also so she can wish me luck for my final exams. She 
proceeds to tell me about her latest venture into candle making - my mother is all about new business 
ventures. Fundamentally she's bored and wants something to occupy her time, but she has the 
attention span of a goldfish. It'll be something new next week. She worries me, and I worry about her 
yousee. 'Howare things with you. Merry?' 

One week has passed, and I am sitting in his office. Forthe moment, I hesitate, and I have his 
full attention, lost in his eyes. 'I'm fine I said.' 'Flaveyou met someone, a man I mean?' Why do you ask? 
Wow... I thought... red rushing feeling coming up my nick, how does she do that the excitement in her 
voice is palpable? I think I have a crush on the boss, 'really my mom said- a boy?' 'Mom, it's nothing 
really-just some hot-shot.' 'Like-you will be the first to know, like- if I do- more then I should.' Why sex 
already? NON just encountered this man, I not going to be all hot and heavy already... 'Make baby's she 
said...' I wantto shit myself! 

Why does he have such an unnerving effect on me I asked my Ma? Flis overwhelminggood- 
looks maybe,The way his eyes blaze at me. The way he strokes his index finger against his lower lip, I 
wish he'd stop doing that. My heart is pounding. The elevatorarrives on the first floor, and I scramble 
out as soon as the doors slide open, stumblingonce, but fortunately not sprawling onto the immaculate 
sandstone floor. I race forthe wide glass doors, and I'm free in the bracing, cleansing, damp air of New 
York. Raising my face, I welcome the cool refreshing rain. I close my eyes and take a deep, purifying 
breath, trying to recover what's left of my equilibrium. 

'You sound like a control freak.'The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them. 'Oh, 

I exercise control in all things. Miss,' he says withouta trace of humorin his smile. I look at him, and he 
holds my gaze steadily, impassive. My heartbeat quickens, and my face flushes again. 'Do you fee I that 
you have immense power?' Control Freak. 

'Oh.I'll bearthatin mind,'I murmur,completelyconfounded,thatshethinksl'mgood 
enough. 'Though I'm not sure I'd fit in with his type I said.' Oh no, not at all like what I see him with. I'm 
musingout loud again. 'Would you like me to showyou around?' Fle asks me this... 'I'm sure you're far 



too busy, RICHARDC. MAST- Mr. Morgan, and I do have a long drive.' 'You're driving back in a week?she 
sounds surprised, anxious even that I may have hooked this man - in the lest. I glance out of the window, 
running the dayand him in mymind. 

It's begun to rain hard. 'Well, you'd better drive carefully.' His tone is stern, authoritative. 
Why should he care?' Did you geteverythingyou need?' He adds... I rememberhissayingthat 'The 
pleasures have been all his well really it was all mine- nothing but pleasure,' he's is so polite as ever, to 
me makes me fee I good about me being, a loser, and a freak in every way that sucks like a girl. I drop my 
phone into my school bag and call it a night. My eyes narrow, on the paper, I had to write. 

'Thank you for the interview, RICHARDC. MAST Morgan was not a good ending to me; yet 
me saying, I had one that was happy was not good either.' Crap...! As I rise, and stands and holds out his 
hand to my teacherthat was a dick about the fact I could write. Here is your paper I said... the man was 
lackluster about my attempts at wooing him. 

'Do you want the FREAK-ingthing or not- because- like Katie, I could be home now- play with 
it! The whole class knewthat this girl had-an oversexed issue of Doingthe two-fingersalute nonstop in 
class, so there are busting out... about it being okay for her and not me-they all know what happened its 
showing on the walls. 'Yes- if you feel that I need to see it...' 'Like-that's why I did it- dick-suckl' I did not 
say it out loud-yet it was heard in his mind to his... and theirs'. 'Justensuringyou make it through the 
door. Miss to blush and feel like complete crap.' He gives me a small smile, saying good work here. 
Thanks, I say running for freedom I Obviously, he's referring to my love life, more than the paper, as I run 
for the office. I flush up... with all them chasing behind me, playing freak you hard in the brain it's a 
game to them of back and forth. 




"Tell the moment I see you once more Miss.' It seemsthatyou are testing me, here...ora 
threat. I'm not sure which what it is- yet. I frowned slightly. When will we ever meet again, it was asked, 
so-o I shake his hand once more like before, I was surprised that the strange currentamong us is still 
there? It must be my nerves, I said and felt. 'RICHARDC. MAST I said thanks for your time.' I nodded at 
him. Moving with nimble sporty elegance to the door, he opens it wide for me to walk through. 'Did you 
have a coat?' He asked, and the moment passed too slow yet to fast. 



'That's so nice of you do that, him- the- RICHARD C. MAST-this man I am lusting for/ I snap, 
in my moment, and his smile widens at me. I'm glad you find me pleasurable, that is my joy in life having 
and give just that, I look angrily inwardly, walking into the entrance hall. I'm astonished when he follows 
me out, asking for more time with me another time. I - Marry and then Olivia we both look up, likewise 
taken back by him askingfor what seemed to be a date night. 

'Yes.' Olivia leaps up and retrieves my jacket, which - takes from her before she can hand it 
to me. He holds it up and, feeling ridiculously self-conscious, I shrug it on. They're not all that much here 
for you to know about, or for me to say you need to know, I find myself flushing up yet again with him 
looking at me he does. 

'What are your plans after you graduate? You don't remember? I questioned, no I just 
wanted to see if you're a disciplined as I with saying repartition - in your speeches.' I hope to find work 
with someone like you have a man that is like you, and life and some city where I can start anew, like 
New York. That is if I pass all my classes and get out of the school, yet this is my final that is holding me 
back from getting away. 

I haven't made any plans-1 thought about quitting, yetmy motherwould not hearof it, so I 
am here and Kite is doing what I want to be right now. 'Gross!' So, in saying all of that I conclude that 
you have not made any? Right, I said shakenly... I just need to get through my final exams if I can yet you 
have the say in this. 'Why do you say that...?' I see that he turns his head to the oneside, fascinated, a 
hint of a faint smile playing on his lips. I hope that he did not notices my reaction, he gives nothing away, 
with the look that he is giving me. 'It's obvious, isn't it- that I have fallen too his charms?' I'm clumsy, 
unkempt, and I'm not blonde, not his type at all. 
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He places his handsfora moment on my lower backside. I gaspat his softtouch, his long 
index finger presses the button summoning the elevator, and we stand to wait - awkwardly on my part, 
coolly self-possessed on his. 

The doors open, and I hurry in desperate to escape. I really need to get out of here. When I 
turn to look at him, he's leaning against the doorway beside the elevatorwith one hand on the wall. He 
really is very, very good-looking. It's distracting. His burning gray eyes gaze at me. 'Merry,' he says as a 
farewell. 'Chiaz,' I reply. And mercifully, the doors close. No man has ever affected me the way Chiaz has. 



and I cannotfathom why. Is it his looks that hegives me,that I feelthis poweroverme thatl cannot 
control His Wealth also blows my mind, the power I don't understand my unreasonable reaction? I 
breathe an enormous sigh of relief. What in heaven's name was that all about... Leaning against one of 
the stone pillars of the building, I intrepidly try to calm down and gather my thoughts. I shake my head. 
Holy crap, I said - what was that...? My heart steadies to its regular rhythm, and I can breathe normally 
again. I head for the car. 

He maybe conceited-1 am falling too it, butthen he has a right to be - he's skillful so-o much 
at such an undeveloped time of life. He doesn't agonize boobs gladly, but why should he, o'er, I'm 
irritated that Katie didn't give me a brief profile on all this- shit stuff. An involuntary shiver runs down 
my spine. And Katie's questions are rushing through my head, or did you or didn't you have hookup sex, 
it was not aboutgetting the job-oh now in today's light it's all about the sex and the money to buy 
anything or anyone. - ugh, I said to her-well you saw it play out didn't you know it happened! 

He kept my underwear-1 know she said... sweet...! I shudder at the remembering swallowing 
him sucking him off and that too I showed and then galloped, then it ended with him kissing my body all 
oversoftly. I can't believe I said that to her, yet she saw it sliding in me too- they all did, with this new 
type of video calling we have- you can see through others... like being there without beingthere. As I 
leave the city limits behind, the building behind, and move pasted I begin to feelfoolish and 
embarrassed as I replay the interview in my mind. Surely, I'm over-reactingtosomethingthat's 
imaginary. 


Okay, so he's very attractive, confident, commanding, at ease with himself - but on the flip 
side, he's arrogant, and forall his impeccable manners, he's autocratic and cold. Well, on the surface. 

While cruising along with the down the highway, my mind continues to ponderthe facts of 
what I have done slow long hard and yet slow, THE FREAKING WAS INSPERITY. LIP BITING, BOOB 
GRABBING, NIPPLE ANDSUCKING CUT LICKING SEX, AND FOREPLAY- DEEP FINGERING LOVE'N SEX. 
POUNDINGISWEETING-OMG MOMENTSOFGOINGOFFOVERANDOVER, WITH HIM UNDERME! 

YOU CAN SEE me AND THE SHOT IN YOUR MIND RIDING HIM FROM WITH MY BUT GOING UP 
ANDDOWN-SLIDING-GLADDING-FEELING ME IN-COMPLETELY! AH! HE IS EVERYTHING I NEED TO 
MAKEITIN THIS LIFE-1 WANT IT EVEN IFI HURTTHE FIRSTTIMEI'The sun burnt every day. Yet It burnt 
away like with old ways and time. I look up to- the skies and thought about the ways of life.' 



Truly puzzled to all that went down in me, I need this fee ling and feelings to succeed in this 
life as a woman. A woman is nothing without her man - a man that so perfect as he is... under her. Some 
of his replies were so obscure, yet I loved the mystery of it all - as if he had a hidden agenda, me up 
now! Consistently I think of that inquiry in the future, I will cringe with blushing. Damn Katie, for not 
wantme-now I have to wanthim always! 

Did I question in my racing thoughts- like have you overwatched the jet cars race on the 
boulevard?They now drive themselves crazy to think that some usedtodo justthat drive by hand. I 
sometimes think drivers don't know what grass is, or flowers, for the reason that they neve r-ever see 
them gradually... If you showed a driver a blue blur. Oh affirmatively! A blur flashing before my eyes like 
him naked in my mind- and Katie spared eagle last night in my face wanting me to go down-that butt is 
unforgettable! What can you do all girls today are Bi? Right? It's all part of not being wed... and even so 
that just a piece of paper stating someone owns you, and you lose have of what you worked for- so why 
do it? 


I checkthe speedometerandsee 300 mph. I'm driving more cautiously than I would on any 
otheroccasion. And I know it's the memory of two penetrating it's his eyes gazing soft and sweetatme 
his nude body ribbing over mine, and his stern voice telling me to FREAK him, harderand harder, I want 
to... as the car is driving carefullyfast around all the others whizzing by. Pulling at my own hearingand 
biting my lip I go off c*mming, in justthe thoughts, I realize that he is more like a man double his age, 
like my dad-yet I want the hard workout of a FREAK! Squeezed tight, body and me holding him in me... 
and the spraying finally takes places over and over like 30 times, switchingways of doing it- up down 
and sideways and more. Fle came to me to not pulling out ones... is that love or not caring, I don't have 
to care to evert there is stopped, so I don't have to worry? 

Freak and be freaked in the game of life... and don't think- about it! Freaked unde rover and 
above that's it how I do it girl or guy- and they love me for it... and make you be someone...that advice 
to live by... said, Katie. I was 10 when I found that girl- like you all virgin and shy... how did you get as far 
as you did, she said that a week ago back, well, she was right... I did need to go a little crazy... yeti may 
have fallen in love with it... and that not how the thing workstoday either. Yet that is just me-old 
fashioned thinking. 


Be unable to remembereverythingblackingoutin the heated moments of sex... Merry, I 
scold myself... snapping out of it, I decided that all in all, it's been a very interesting experience, but I 



shouldn't abide by it. Put it behindyou. I never have to see him again. I'm immediately cheered bythe 
thought. I switch on the small ear head and playerand turn the volume up loud blasting pop music, I sit 
back in the car as it races for my apartment where I have to then take the trail that winds up the side of 
the skyscraper- leading up to my room or that floor, and listen to thumping music, as I make my lover 
parts do the same-think about him well doing myself, as I press down on the accelerator to my sleeping 
room, were Kittie is looking for to cuddling with me- she and I share a bed it all we can adored- making 
less than a dollar a day- and need 100 just to live. 

As I hit the 1-5,1 realize I can drive as fast as I want. 

We live in a small community of duplex apartments in-Vancouver, Washington, close to the 
NYU campus. I'm fluky -Katie's parents boughtthe place forher, and I pay peanutsforrent. It's been 
homeforfouryears now. As I pull up outside, I know 

Katie is goingto wanta blow-by-blow account, and she is tenacious. Well, at leastshe has 
the mini-disc. Hopefully, I won't have to elaborate much beyond what was said during the interview. 

'Merry! You're back.' Katie sits in our and you're with me cheaters-you said to I said- yes but 
all that? Why not? I see... okay, she said, surrounded movie she was crying over not having me there for 
her to fee I loved. She loves me yet she doesn't want to be in love with me -1 wonder why? 

She's evidently been studying for finals - though she's still in her pink flannel pajamas 
decorated with cute little bunnies, that were mine, the ones she reservesforthe aftermath of breaking 
up with her,fornot wantgirl on girl sex as much as she wanted it, and for general moody depression of 
being- bitchy. She bounds up to me and hugs me hard, and slidesthem off asked me to do what I did 
with him on her. 

To lick and stick... and feel and play with her vulva, squeeze me and play with my nipples... 
she said- well she wasou-yah-ing-as I was giving her there in oral, looking for to having it back. 

I was beginningto worry, that he was looking into my mind and seeingthis... and me doing 
justthis with her... am-1 don'twrong? 

I expected you back sooner, she said grunting it out of her, everythingforthe last drop was a 
trusting spray of her fee I whipped outyet happy with everything down there.' thank you so much for 
doing this, I said to her, have it cum, yet not feel like I did in the past. I owe you; I know. 



'Howwas it.' 


'Good...' I said- 'What was he like?' Oh, you did not feel inside you where you were looking 
down at me without askingto be there...you're notmygirl... you don't need to be here...I knowyougot 
off with us... why? Do you want me? 

Yes! 

Now and always- she said. 

I want him now, notyou... don't blow it for me... I struggle to answerher question, of what I 
really wanted, can I have both... I thought she giggled... see this is why I love you. What can I say? I will 
always be hereforyou- like this- yes like this I said- you're such a baby I have to be. Really young, to be 
doing that with a man... 'I no...' Katie gazes at me arched eyebrows lookingsad. I frown at her, saying 
you're always my first love. Hug me... 'I'm glad it's over, and I don't have to see him again, I have too, to 
make it in this life... wink. He was ratherintimidating, you know.' I shrugat the thoughts of want more... 
of both of them in a loving way 'He's very focused, intense even - and young... a boy... yet not 'you,' I 
said- but I will go there. I thoughtyou did it all great... interviewand such all also, in the end, it was 
aboutyou have a 10-figure job someday. And you'll have it, BUT would you give that all up for me and 
have 'nothing' but for me-and be with me? That's the question I have for you- do you love me? 
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(Forward) 

'Merry, hi, it's so good to see you, back she said- that being Katie I' She grins as he examines 
me at arm's length. Then he releases me but keeps a possessive arm draped over my shoulder. I shuffle 
from foot to foot, embarrassed by what I have done. She gushes with loving hugs. So howwas it? I to 
pooped to say... and she passed outin herarms-falling in the doorways-that sild opensforher. 'Yep, 
you're looking well. Merry, really well-1 see the glow in your face of what all that you two did.' 

I can hardly breathe. When I glance up at RICHARD C. MAST - he's watching us like a 
warmonger, his blue eyes hooded and speculative, his mouth a hard-impassive line. Hurriedly, I place his 
purchases in a plastic carrier. Someone you should meet,' I say, trying to defuse the antagonism I see in¬ 
's eyes. He's changed from the weirdly attentive customerto someone else - someone cold and distant. 
The atmosphere is suddenly chilly, and the fire hot, glowing and shining on her skin... she is truly feeling 



loved-and in love with him and her too. I nod, rendered speechless yet again, and hand back his credit 
card, if he loves me then I well spend-spend-spend! 

There, I've admitted it to myself, I love him for the money I get and feelgood, about him 
making me fee I good-good. 'Until tomorrow perhaps where I will be long for her yet once more - right?' 
He turns to leave, then pauses, asking me for more of what he loves of me the most, 'your ass,' said 
Katie- 'No my Puss!' I said back, his coming here, tonightto see me-so you need too-well'get lost' yes... 
if you don't mind. 

'Fine...' 

'Oh, and Marry Sue I justwantto F*CKyou, I read of the card to the flowers he got me- cute 
Katie said... reading it to using my eyes, yet her thoughts. But it's a lost cause, I have fallen to his ways, I 
know, and I sighed hard, with nostalgic regret, it was just a coincidence, she smiles looking at me say it 
all it must be young love. Okay-1 like him maybe like- like...? Closing door by asking it to do just that, I 
spend several minutes staring into space, I cannot hide from myself my feelings anymore. 

(Home) 

Katie is ecstatic aftershe does it yourself time... 'DIY baby D-l-Y!' 

I bite my lip in anticipation and find myself grinning like a schoolgirl, at the looks of her 
playing, hercuriosity oozesthrough me too, with whatshe was just2. 0 is what. (BUTT plug) I've never 
felt like this before, where I just need sleep. She more then I and she stayed home all week, yet have so 
much to do- papers, and stocking shelves, I find him attractive lost in my thoughts in my awareness, very 
attractive... M-mm-mm I said, softly, I can admire him from in here and it safe, surely? No harm, by 
doingjustso-o. And if I find a photographer, I can do some seriousadmiringtomorrow. I needto phone 
Katie and organize a photo shoot. 

(Work) 

I'm in the depths of the stock room, I walk out holding what the little girl gave me of hers to 
getthe sametype, yes, getting underwearto little girls, is mydreamjob, trying to keepmyvoice casual- 
well look at these sweet little faces standingthere, well standing there... (pee covered undies in my 
hands) with this in my butt hole. I thoughtthis is whatshe has to look forward too. 'I think that is one 
huge coincidence. Merry, he said looking forthe size as I say 0000-ah 'poopie.' And the little girl asked. 



from afar- what I was making out my myself-when too much time had passed, it's a short-lived joy 
when she was blurting out, I want the underwire that you took off of me. I mutter you want kids... 

'Sure...' 

Like this one he said... being comical about it. 

He doesn't I wantto be with you, Katie said- saying kidnap this one I 

PLEASE-too cute...I 
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You don'tthink he was there to see you, I walk down the hall of my school and see him 
standingat the end looking at me with his lusting blue eyes, want to cover me with kisses.' she 
speculates, Katie about how he going to take me away... even as just a schoolgirl- 'How do you know 
this?' 'Merry, I'm a journalist, and I've written a profile on the guy. I knowthat man has the powerof 
girls to do whatever it is they want too... the kids were talking about us... me being young and his little 
slut as they call me yet I don't care I have him- isn't that all I really need? 

The question is, who'sheretoseesomedumbgirls were thinking in the dark, think they 
could be the next in his bed, goingto do them and where and when.' 

'We could ask him why-and where and how but would he-say said to the brown-haired girl, 
over yonder. He says he's staying the day with - 'THAT GIRL." 'You can contact him, all the time? ...on 
nosey on said to me.' 'I have his wrist phone number here all the time if I need, they don't get how he 
inside me always.' 

Katie gasps... by the lies I have to make up to look innocentto all, even though I know, I have 
taken it at least 1,000 times, holy c-u-m, at the end of myjoineryear. 

'The richest, most elusive, I have taken was sex -ed, with this man as an after-school program, 
most here are workingfor what he calls righting class, most enigmatic bachelor or hairstyles, or seen to 
be house wife's 'Er... yes.' 'Merry, is not going to be one of those! He likes you, said the short girl in the 
room, no doubt about it, said the other with really long blonde flowing hair and green eyes.' Hertone is 
emphatic when he said let's go on the town and getyou out of here. 'Katie, he's justtryingto be nice.' 

But she was pouting about it, that I was not going to be there all day to hold her hand. 'Great ideal I said. 



(Athoughtof now) 


After all, he did say he was glad Katie didn't do the interview, that we would have never met. 

(Thought) 

But even as I say the words, I love you I have to really feel it right? That the sex said Katie, 
and you'll know. I knowthey're nottrue- all the nasty things said by all the mean girls- RICHARDC. 
MAST-doesn't do nice, or nice thing for girls', like me-things like this if it's not love-fist. 

(Back) 

-And- 

A small quiet voice whispers saying they all just want to befor you're the best one out of 
them all don't forget it, perhaps-he's is right. I hug myself with quiet glee, rocking from side to side, 
holding him in my mind, like a dream, I see all this... entertainingthe possibility that he might like me for 
one brief moment-for always. Katie brings me back to the now, and happening by saying your zipper is 
down...(zip)and herhands are on my vagina. 

'Merry, you're the one with the relationship. What's it really like to be with a boy said the girl 
lunch? That sits with her day in and day out not saying much.' 'Relationship?' I squeak at her, my voice 
rising several octaves. 'I barely knowtheguy.'Yet it's some you just have to do to really get it. So, is it 
true? What I said to her... you're with him... and do things... 'Yeah, um, sorry,' I mutter, turning to leave. 

I can't say-what we door don't do- it's confidential. 

'So, how come you know: The RICHARD C. MAST?' Cass's voice is unconvincingly nonchalant, 
also want to know it all. 

This is when Katie speaks up saying everythingand anythingalong with sayingshe needsto 
getlaid- I give an odd look-when she said-'I had to interviewhimforourstudentnewspapertodayand 
I said- 'you did the editing.'So, you can move forward, Katie wasn'twell-she all dripping from 
somewhere ha.' I shrugmyshoulder, trying to sound casual with all the girls looking at me like I am a 
whore, yet not doing no- better than them- in there twisted little minds. She shakes her head as if to 
clear it all away.'Anyway, want to grab a drink or something and chat some over the re?'Away for this 
gossip? 'Sure...' is what I said. I am staring out of the window at the sun coming up and showingthe first 



signs of light. Katie grabs the handset from me, tossing her silky-smooth red-sh-blonde hair over her 
shoulder. 


You like him, a chant started with all the girls! I've neverseen orheard so, so... many girls 
care- about anyone before. You're actually blushing.' Said Katie... 'Oh Katie, you know I blush all the time, 
I said quickly... She blinks overand overfast-ly, at me with surprise that I did not move or reacted to this 
taunting. 'I just find him... intimidating, that's all, and he's acting cool for me right now-or I am sure, I 
would have run out.' 

'I love you' is what he said over and over... overtop all the haters. 

(Home from HIGH school) 

I am restless that night, I punch my pillow and try to settle, tossing and turning, after a short 
cat nap, yet I wake twice. Dreaming of him and those eyes and oh...! That body, long legs, long fingers, 
and dark hair and soft skin..., 'I need to study, then I'll make supper.' I cannot hide my irritation with her 
forgoing too far with him, as I open one of the cubbyholes under our bed, I read love note of dream of 
him, I do this while she is making supper. In the night- holding her, my heart pounding, knowing what is 
it going on two girls on man- who does he love more? Nine 

15 

Free of charge for the morning in exchange for a credit in the article, said Katie, I do this for 
the love by you. When she-explains at the reception that I have for-go writing yet bad-spelling, she said 
to-RICHARDC. MAST - RICHARD C. MAST, we are instantly upgraded have heron our time-yes? She's 
terribly young and very nervous for some reason, yet if you want to have this way then if he said. It's 
fine. We have half an hour to setup, for the day out, Katie is in full flow, working on my work and not 
going to school... funny how life works...? I thought... 

5 P.M 

My mouth goes dry looking at him... he's so freaking hot. Holy Crap He's wearing a white 
shirt, open at the collar, and - dress pants, I disruptive hair is still damp from a shower, for whattook 
place afterthe school day was at its end. His eyes watch me impassively. He then extends his hand, 
'Thankyou fortaking the time to do this.' ...and I shake it like I am one of his man on the job, blinking 



rapidly, to see if anyone see us out and bout. Oh my... I thought, he really is, quite... is he liking her more 
now-wow? 

As I touch his hand, I'm aware of that delicious current running right through me, lighting me 
up, making me blush, and I'm sure my erratic breathing must be audible. Katie who comes forward, 
looking him squarely in the eye, said I am coming on this date to tonight. How do you do?' He said - to 
her kissing her hand and her ass all at the same damn time... He gives her a small smile, looking 
genuinely amused, as to what was under the dress. 

I remind myself that Katie has been to the best private schools. 'I trust you're feeling better? 
'Yes, yes I do...' 'I'm fine, also running it into his head fist that he ALL MINE! She shakes his hand firmly, 
ANDHE HUGESHER NOTME! SHIT! without batting an eyelid, HOLD ON TO HIS ARM. 

Backstory- Her family has like no money, and she's grown up confident, about her ass and 
howto use it at a young age, and I am sure of her place in the world- is sitting at home diddling no more. 
She doesn't take any crap, so why him? I am in awe of her, for trying to break us up, so-o she has all of 
me back-1 can see through her plans. She gives him a polite, professional smile like a gay girl would. 

'It's a pleasure,' he answers, that is all it's about with me and find it, turning his gaze on me, 
and I flush up again, feeling- 

lovesick, damn it why when I have this, I feel I going to lose it...? 'Where would you like me?' 

- Asks him. His tone sounds vaguely threatening. But Katie is not about to let me run the show for five. 
My wish has come true: she said, I can stand nextto you, and admire you and not - from not-so-afar. 
Twice of my eyes lock deeper into her, and I have to tear myself away from his cloudy gaze, of wanting 
to freakthe shit out of her. 

(Bar) 

'He stands, Katie wades in again. 'Enough sitting.' I remove the chair, for some slow dancing. 
'Great,' says Katie, I find a bonnier to bang down-when a fast song comes on... 'Thank you again, Mr. for 
your time. He said- 'I look forward to readingthe article that you re-told. Miss Katie,' he murmurs in a 
sexy way. As I- Merry- pull him to dance. 'Sure,' I say, completely thrown, yet I don't need him doing the 
same. I glance anxiously at Katie, who shrugs at me. Yelling has fun, as she finds herway overto the wall 
to be a flower. My heartslams, my mouth dry and my lower-ness notso-o much. 



Yet am I in love? 


-Or is it all just dumb freaking lust, or justfreaking? 
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A date? RICHARD C. MAST - is asking me on a date tonight I said to- my girlfriend Katie. He's 
asking if you want a coffee, this was said to me I see it my memory of the day that just passed. Maybe 
bethinks you haven't woken upyet-tosee that it was all really not a dream that he is falling for her, my 
subconscious whines at me in sneering in my mood again. I clear my throat trying to control my nerves, 
yeti cannot. 

Katie-this man said- 'Are they based atthe university?' 

Know I live with her- he looked at me oddly, about saying that. The othercouple with us 
asked, their names escape' me, yet I could dig it up if I wanted too, his voice was soft, a young 
businessman that was part of the team higher up and inquiring. I nod, too stunned to speak, Taylor was 
his name, I found the clip to look at it and think about all the thing that was said so fast I could not evoke 
them all. 


'Mr. Taylor, as he asks me if I want a drink-sure is what I said, and a dace- and I said- 'yes,' 
but my mind was on him- yet- 

this man reached for me, and I have to say yes, I was obligated, giving nothingaway, about 
how I feel. I look at him like there was magic in my eyes yet the re was not. But he was sweet so... yah. 

He smiles at me and it is a dazzling one, unguarded he said-to me, I said Nah dropout- 
natural he said, all-teeth-showing, glorious smile, of college? 

No high school...Oh, my... he said. I scoot around him to enterthe bathroom, where I find 
Marry deep discussion with him-they were in a stall togethergettingit on. 

'Merry, I think he definitely likes you, I said as the pants were attheirfeet.' Be sure to be a 
condom- ha you can go now-she said fast-ly- 'But I don'ttrust him, you knowthat' she adds. I raise my 
hand up in the hope, it hits her in the face, that she'll stop dirty talking. By some miracle, it does. Her 
mouth popsopen and it slides in. Speechless Katie isl I savorthe moment, seeingthis I was so happyfor 
her. I love her, yet I want her to be happy you see. 



(160 long seconds have passed) 


She purses her lips as if considering my request. Finally, she fishes herself to him. She grabs 
me by my arm, holdingthe dooropen some say get in here, be with him too now, and drags me into the 
bedroom where itgoesdown hard and fast, that's off the living area ofthe suite, in this really nice bar in 
New York. 


Fler tone is full of warning. 

At the elevators, he pressesthe call button, and the bell rings almost immediately. The doors 
slide open revealinga young couple in a passionate clinch inside. 

Merry-there'ssomethingabouthim, that is justdriving me crazy- lost in thoughts... and 
feelings-ofwhatcould be. 

'He's gorgeous, I agree, but I think he's dangerous. Especially to someone like you. She said...' 
'What do you mean, someone like me?' I demand, affronted. 'An innocent like you. Merry. You know 
what I mean,'she saysa little maddened. 

I flush up turning pink. I'm starting my exams this week, and I need to study, so I won't be 
long- it's time to go 'like now' I said hurriedly.' Fixing up as a young girl walks in, asking if everything was 
cool. 
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'Katie- it's just coffee, I said to Merry- he said-1 want to take you out whatdo you say he said 
to me. And... he looked at me with wonder... 

He grins at me with hope in eyes of a night that he would not forget all given by me I sure, 
and with his money, I was sure to do whatever he wanted. It's now tomorrow and at night - 'I'll see you 
later, then... yes most defiantly. Don't belong, I said to her... or I'll send out search and rescue.' 'Thanks.' 
I hug her, I with your boys so you know him he will be right to me... I was so pissed, why her... yet is that 
okay? 


He stands up straight, holding his hand outfor me to go first, were had a date with a horse 


drawing carriage, all white, and nice and romantic at dusk. 



where he held myhand and wisped sweet nothings in myear. Holding me over so nicely..., I 
flushed beet red. 'Okay, let's do coffee, here and it was the best restart in town... and the classiest - the 
name in French so yah see for yourself.' By my eyes it was Queue weed, really, I said yet that was 
without glasses on. That was something a failed like - in high school. 

I emerge from the suite to find RICHARD C. MAST - waiting, leaning up against the wall, 
looking like a male model in a pose forsome glossy high-end magazine. 

Merry-afterbeing with him all do, I am pooped, I murmurl make my way down the corridor, 
my knees shaky, my stomach full of butterflies, and my heart in my mouth thumping a dramatic uneven 
beat. I am going to have coffee with RICHARD C. MAST and I hate coffee... but-she ran off with my man! 

'Suckingtit shit!' I said! 

We walk together down the wide hotel corridor to the elevators. What should I say to him? 
My mind is suddenly paralyzed with apprehension. What are we going to talk about? What on Earth do I 
have in common with him? His soft, warm voice startles me from my reverie. I REMEMBER BACK- OF 
The doors openingand, much to mysurprise, - takes my hand, clasping it with his long cool fingers. I feel 
the current run through me, and my already rapid heartbeat hurries. As he leads me out of the elevator 
kissing my neck and lips softly, we can hear the suppressed giggles of the couple erupting behind us. - 
grins from all around, yet we did not care it was lusting love. 

'How long have you known Marry - Katie Oh, an easy question forstarters... I thought... 'Since 
our 1st year of schooling. She's a good friend of mine don't break her heart.' Why don't say anything but 
look at this- wow? 

I am struggling to maintain a straight face, so I gaze down at the floor, feeling my cheeks 
turning pink. Surprised and embarrassed, by the fact I thought it was for me I was like shit, I started to 
feelguilty. Then, I step into the elevator, feeling like I wantto be her. 

'What is it about elevators?' he mutters, thoughts of true love... about her. When I peek up 
at them using my mind phone of seeingintotheir thoughts - through my lashes and their eyes, he has a 
hint of a smile on his lips of what he plans to give me, but it's very hard to tell if I feelthat he being real 
about it. 



As a young couple, I say nothing, and have nothing in that say anyway-and we travel down 
to the first floor, all in the same body's- me as Katie is embarrassed silence-less forshe in me full. 
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Katie- Outside, it's a mild May on a Sunday. The sun is- shining and the traffic is light. - turns 
left and stroll to the corner, where we stop waiting for the lights of the pedestrian crossingto change. 
He's still holding my hand. I'm in the street, and RICHARD C. MAST - is holding my hand. We cross the 
expansive, bustlinglobby of the hotel toward the entrance but - avoids the revolving door, and I wonder 
if that's because he'd have to let go of my hand. 

I attemptto smotherthe ridiculous grin that threatenstosplit myface in two. I feelgiddy, 
and I tingle all over... for the good buy sex, yet we wanted each other- badly- no one has ever held my 
hand. Try to be cool. Merry, my subconscious implores me. The green man appears, and we're off again. 

'I'll have... um - Breakfast with tea, bag out, talking about all that to over the fact he was to 
spend his life with her as me being his sideways bitch out the side and you knowwhat I'm okay with 
that.' He raises his eyebrows. 

'Why don't you choose a table, while I get the drinks. What would you like?' he asks, polite as 
ever. We walk four blocks before we reach the NY Coffee House, where - releases me to hold the door 
open so I can step inside. 'The coffee was good? Cram-ie like I was for him... at midnight.' 'I'm not keen 
on coffee, yet I like this.' 

His smiles-OH MY GOD! Like fora moment, I'm stunned, thinking it's a blandishment, but 
fortunately my unconscious kicks in with pursed lips. As I lay naked on his bed in the hotel room that he 
owns-1 stare down at my knottedfingers, thinkabout how I the othergirl. 

'Anythingtoeat?' I surreptitiously gaze at him from beneath, and my lashes point upward at 
him as he stands the re looking down at me with low light on and the skyline in the background flicking 
lights, of tall buildings, I could watch him all, thinkabout howl was notsleepwith hertonight. 

'Sure...?' 


'... It was quite in my mind why ...' 



I bite my lip and stare down at my hands again not liking where my wayward thoughts are 
headed. 'Nothankyou.' I shake my head see him coming at me, and he headsforme. 

Do, I wantthis I thought? Oh, my hips, once or twice he runs his long, graceful fingers 
through, he's tall, broad-shouldered-and slim those pants hang from his ankles... and the way his now 
dry but still disorderly hair, sheens in the light is so right, I just oozing for his love. So, yah wet- hmm... I'd 
like to do that to you he said - and my mouth doped with it. The thought comes unbidden into my mind 
and myface flames. 

'Penny for your thoughts, dollars for hardcore freaking?'Yes, sign me up...! For his love...! I 
go crimson when the hood is pulled back by his fingers. Flaking and liking- and then sticking- 'OFI MY 
GOD- Freak-ING-YESM' 

'Getdown with your bad self!' 

I said! In my thoughts... running my fingers through your hair, his going down in me, I was 
just thin king about and wondering if it would fee I soft to touch like this always, I shake my head from 
the c*mming hard, and beingfast, and fasteryet, and overand over, my favorite part- and part of the 
day, I said to him- letting out a big breath. 

(Moring) 

I curl up, desperately clutchingthe flat foil balloon andTaylor's handkerchief, and surrender 
myself to my grief. I fall onto my bed, shoes and all, and howl. The pain is indescribable... physical, 
mental... metaphysical... it is everywhere, seeping into the marrow of my bones. Grief. This is grief - and 
I've brought it on myself. Deep down, a nasty, unbidden thought comes from my inner goddess, her lip 
curled in a snarl... the physical pain from the bite ofa belt is nothing, nothing compared to this 
devastation. 

How dothey do that? 

The room is so nice all fancy, he's carrying a platter, which he sets down on the small, round, 
birch-veneertable. He hands me a cup and saucer, a small teapot, and a side plate bearingalone teabag 
labeled Breakfast' -He has a coffee which bears a wonderful leaf-pattern engraved in the milk. 

I wonderidly in my mind forsometime. 'Your thoughts on all this?' He prompts me when I 
look into his eyes. He's also bought himself a blueberry muffin, with lots of sugar on top. 



Puttingthe tray aside, to kiss me all overeven if it was all sticky like the hammer on an 
Underwood typewriter, he sits opposite me and crosses his long legs. Cover between my legs with soft 
sweet kissing, He looks so comfortable, up to me, so at ease with his body, I envy him, fori am not like 
that at all. Here's me, all gawky and awkward, barely able to get started to end without falling flat on my 
face- 'I'm selfish, impatientand a little insecure. I make mistakes, I am out of control and at times hard 
to handle. But if you can't handle meat my worst, then you sure as hell don'tdeserve me at my best.' 

As I place the used teabag back on the side plate, he turns his head gazing enquiringly at me, 
with the look of hunger and thriving lust. 'This is my favorite tea; how did you know I loved this so?' My 
voice is quiet, wheezy. I simply can't believe I'm sitting opposite RICHARD C. MAST - in a coffee shop in 
NY. He frowns, some not too much you- it shows on his face the lines, he knows I'm hiding something, 
and that'swhat I fallingfor him. 

I pop the teabag into the teapot and almost proximately fish it out again with my teaspoon. 

'I like my tea black, and weak,' I mutter some-to him running my fingers through his her like 
we were longtime lovers, then he said- 'I see, she's your little girlfriend then, that you in-love with -Now 
and forever?' I said- 'You knowyou're in love when you can't fall asleep because the reality is in 
conclusion betterthan your dreams.' 

She's a really- really good friend of mine, that's all, and we have shared a lot. Why did you 
think he was my girlfriend? Nowand forever.' 'She's more like family,' I whisper, holding his body tightly 
with mine. A friend is someone who knows all about you and still loves you - love them if you want too? 
Right... it's just showingcaring...? 

Thenthe nods from him are slightly neat looking, all him, seemingly satisfied with my 
response, and glances down at his blueberry muffin. His long fingers deftly peel back the paper- and I 
watch, fascinated, looking at his dick. As he is me... all over the eye are going. Spellbound, 'The way you 
smiled at him, is wonderful my girlfriend Jan said... looking into it, with her nose up my but looking into 
the walls- TV's, and him at you.' 

His gray gaze holds mine. I wantto look away but I'm caught- him doing things I like with his 
butt, he's so alarming, yet everything I need. I frown and stare down at my hands again, laying on the 
bed, recessing thought to go through my head. I told you yesterday, that I wanted you on this site how 
do you feel aboutthat?' 



Oh, this is getting silly, she loves you all the way why me too. 'Why do you ask?' I want to 
know- 'why'- 'for I can...' he said. 'You seem nervous around other girls, yet not her or me-that works.' 
'Do you want some? Of this all the time?' sure-they say yes to me- he asks, and that amused, secret 
smile is back, of I have a blond and a dark-haired girl all at the same time... Yet, would he be happy with 
justtwo?! ponderthethoughtseven if he could hearthem... 

RICHARDC. MAST-He justgrinds. Darkness cannot drive out darkness: only light can do that. 
Hate cannot drive out hate: only love can do that. Holy crap, that's personal, I thought-to I met 
yesterday and the right for me. she's not her girlfriend?' yah well see-when I do them both at the same 
time. I love this game... 

(thoughts she could not hear-) 

Katie-'I find you intimidating.' 'There's nothing mysterious about me.' I flush scarcely think 
aboutall I could have had him just sick it in me-1 mean all the riches in the world, but mentally pat 
myself on the back for my candor, and gaze at my hands again. I hear his sharp intake of breath. 

'It gives me some sort of inkling of what you might bethinking,' he breathes.'You're a secret, 
'You should find me intimidating,' he nodsas I do you. 'You're very honest, and blunt-aboutwhat he 
wants and how he wants it. 

'Please don't look down, at me and to that to me- it hurts,' I said to him, 'why?' 

'Why-1 don'tthink you should- Why- it's for my taking; he said... and you can't stop it... what 
are you going to do about it I run you-andthoughtyou... I glance at him, and he gives me an 
encouraging but wry smile.' 

Unsure-feelingyetcontented... in his arms. 
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I get up in the morning barking orders to my Echo Dot, and she is more than happy to do 
them all for me, like play music, andget the thing going forme when I don't want to be going. 

I like to seeyourface.' I'mjust nervous around you, she said right? Nope-you're notunlike 
any others I had... you're not the youngest either. 


Oh... Me? Mysterious? 



'I thinkyou're very self-contained/ he murmurs. 

Crap is what I said! 'Me, I hadn't realized I was so self-contained? 'Except when I was 
blushing, of course, which is often with someone like him. Have I offended you? He sounds surprised. 
Notat all... I justwish I knewwhatyou were blushingabout. 

He said you can feel safe with me.' 'Do you always make such personal annotations?' 'No,' I 
answer truthfully, to why yet I did not want to say it was all in my mind anyway. 'He is so-o good.' I 
thought... 


He pops a small piece of blueberry muffin into my mouth and starts and I start to chew it 
slowly, and he goes for a kiss, odd yet sweet, not taking his eyes off me, as he pulled back for the kisses, 
and as if on indication of the fact I was all his, and I blushed. 

'I'm used to getting my own way. Merry,' he murmurs.' 

In-all things.'This isn't going the way I thought it was going to go. I can't believe I'm fee ling 
so antagonistic towards him. It's like he's trying to warn me off. 'Butyou're very high-handed,' I retaliate 
quietly. Why, haven'tyou asked me to call you by yourfirst name?' 

I'm surprised by my audacity. He raises his eyebrows at me and, if I'm not mistaken by this or 
how I feel, he flushes slightly too, by the sight of me and what I was aboutto do to him- in hot passion. 

'I don't doubt it, was the fact that he was thinking about her, or thinking that it was wrong. 
Why, why has this conversation become so serious, in his mind about her? Has he really fallen in love 
with just her... or is this his mind overthinkingthings? 

The next day- I'm with Merry- 'Are you into having a child?' 

He asks, sure, why do you want to dothat nowwith me, I said back, it maybe a plan if you 
wantto do this. Is that I am foryour breeder...? 

He walked out of the room all PISSY! Whoa... he keeps- changing my course of life. Yet, I am 


not going to say not-1 am-young, I don't know, um-a I what, or what I wantto do. 'Tell me aboutyour 
parents, they're not much to say other than my mom has done it all.' Why does he wantto know this? 
It's so dull, like a boy or a girl? The girl he said. 



Me-1 thought that she's beautiful, my subconscious reminds me. I don't like the idea of me 
and Katie, doing this yet I do-1 can't help myself, I take a sip of my tea, and - eats anothersmall piece of 
his muffin. 


'Mymom livesin Georgiawith hernewhusband Bob. Mystepdad lives in Montesano.' 

'Your father?' 'Yes, what about him- he notin my life now or ever- and I want to say that 
way.' 'My father dropped me when I was a baby.' 'I'm remorseful for bringing that up to you,' he 
mumbles, and a fleeting bothered looka-crossed his face. 'I don't'member him at all.' 'And your mother 
remarried?' 

I snuffle, one time holding back the tears, of feeling lost out on. He frowns at me. 'You could 
say that, but maybe it was forthe best.' Maybe so... I said to him looking down. 

'Neitherare you.'About havinga dad- 'yah...' 'You're not giving much away, are you?' ...As if 
in deepthought, he says'that in a wryly, was rubbing his chin. Holy shit, 'you've interviewed me once 
already, why do you ask that... it's okay for you have your nose up my ass hole, and I can recollect some 
quite probing questions then, why do I.' He smirks at me, saying I would do that next time then. 

That is when I said that- 'My mom is wonderful, yet I have to be a grown-up at some point. 
She's an irredeemable romantic, and has lost boyfriend'sthat like to skip out on her... she's currently on 
herfourth man this week.' I like mom there only 7 in a week. Yourmore skank-ie then Katie. 'You said 
that to your mom?' 

'Yep!' He raises his eyebrows in surprise. I continue to say how- 'I miss her, she has them 
now, and like always someone is more than I. 

Those lips. 

Those hips. 

Those... 

Ah! 

'Do you get along with all them then?' I don't bother too. She sees her own thing. 'Of course. 


I thought-1 just hope he can keep an eye on her and pick up the pieces when her hare brained schemes 
don'tgo as planned.' 



I grew up with all of them getting the best of her. I smile fondly, at her- like was not 
important. I haven'tseen my momforso long. RICHARD C. MAST is watching me intently, taking 
infrequentsipsof his coffee, with the more cream then dark roast. I really shouldn'tlookat his mouth, 
long for a kiss, yet-1 feel I need, the lovingfeelings. It's unsettling, to think about my past that was really 
justthe night before orso it seems to me. 
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My life story, you no already by looking into my mind and using yourbrain- and this 
technology, you can see it all like a slide show just click to preview in a menu? 'And what's he like, not 
bother by any of it not even the sick trapping in the night, scaring out Katie's name?' I have bested 
sometimes 63 times in one day, I was masturbating to try to put off doing laundry. Ended up 
masturbating for 7 hours. I was incredibly raw and sore after, but-1 guess I was 10 or so, yet I deserved it. 
'That's it?' - Asks, surprised, you don'tthinkthat's wrongfor a girl of that age to do that- he shrugged. 

What does this man expect, her for you not too? I refrain from rolling my eyes at him, yet I 
could not help but squeeze him tighter, harder and longer for understanding all that is me. 'Why didn't 
you want to live with your mom...?' He asks... and before came out of my mouth, he saw it play out in his 
awareness of thoughts. I cannot help but blush, this really is none of his business, yet he's making it be 
so he knowseverythingabout me and so it's safe... it's like mind- rapping. 

'Siblings...?' 'Yes, all girls 3.' 

He could see them all- the youngest no 10 orso... I don't keep up with them. There all own 
their own too. Yet it is the norm these days... and my little sister is in Paris, French dick suck of a boy that 
wants to use her up and dump her, yet that is what she wanted.' His eyes go cloud with irritation, on my 
mother's part-1 said to him she fails no? He doesn't want to talk about his family or himself, it all about 
me...yet I feelthatit all the same. 

'I hear Paris is lovelyforyounglovers why not let her- my mom said,' I murmur the quotes 
run past my mind to fast to not stop them. Why doesn't he want to talk about my family...? 

'It's beautiful... that you have turned up as good as you did-hesaid. Have you been 'good' I 
can tell?' he asks, his exasperation with what he digging for to be forgotten. It's not nice to ask about a 
girl past these days... I thought not even lovers...'Paris?' I squeak never been-the re. 



'You well...' 'Of course/ I concede, saying let's do it now-yetis that too much to ask? He looks 
at me with eyes glittering in the low light of the moon full shining in the windows. 'But it's England that 
I'd really like to visit.' 'Because, I was feeling gloomy, thin king about all that just sucks...' He tilts his head 
to one side, running his index finger across his lower lip... saying sure. I blinked, and then I blinked, then I 
blinked ounces more hastily, so I blinked, like 3 times wildly in a chain-like of events. 

I was snoopingthroughyourthings in your mind I see thatyou have written such a 
wonderful book, that you don't think is good-yet I do.'All this talk of literary greats reminds me, that I 
should be studyingforhim to make him biggerthan he is. I glance at my watch... saying commandsforit 
do, in timely fash ions. 'I'd better go... now-and get back- (I was at his home; it is huge and has 16 
bedrooms or more and 4 baths.) I have to study, I said, thank you for saying, that but you must not 
mean that. I love that, you love me like this.' 'Foryourexams?' 'Yes...' 'Okay, thenyou maygo.' He said... 
- My mind is reeling with desire. The next day-the first question. 'Do you always wear dresses?' he asks 
out of the blue. 'Mostly,' I spoke... in his ear softly. He nods shaking his head up and down. The look he 
gives me and the warm fuzzy feeling going in and though me- I'm completely blown away by it, I know- 
it's LOVE. 


If you were basically unnoticed the sensation, you would never-ever know what might have 
taken place, and in many ways that were worse than finding out in the first place. For the reason that if 
you were off the beam, you could go onward in your lifespan without never-ever be holding back over 
your shoulder and conjecturing what might have been - in the questions of what- if. And I aware that our 
time together is limited, even if where 'are always together, 'Do you have girlfriends other than her?' he 
blurts out. 


Holy crap, why must he ask this- 'I don't.' -1 just said that out loud also. I don't have the time 
for othergirls only her... his lips quirk up in a semi-smile, showing, and he looks down at me with envy. 
Oh... what does that mean? He blocking me from reading his mind... to toy with me. I have to try to 
reassemble my thoughts, yetthis is his game. I have to get awayfrom him, for I do somethingto lose 
him...I walk forward, and I trip, stumbling headlong into the shitter-flush. 

'Shit, Merry!' - He cries. 'Yes, yes it was a mouth full of it.' 
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Kiss me damn it! I inhale deeply, that'sthefeeling of love...you know, limplore him, buti 
can't move. 'Are you okay?' He whispers. 

When she moves upwards when I insert into her. Feeling ever hitting thrust she moves with 
me. I'm in yourarms. Kiss me, please. His gazes at my hood, like the movies it about, I'm paralyzed with 
a strangefeelingof fast hart breathing that just takes over me, unfamiliar need to understand I let 
myself rush free, as he does with me, completely captivated by him, I feel it okay to spray him down. 

He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath, and gives me a small shake of his head as if in answer 
to my silent question, that was running in his mind-and that was do you love me? YES I _ YES! _ 
FREAKING I _ YES I He's staring into my eyes when he opens his eyes again, it's with some new purpose. 
He tugs the handthat he's holding so hard that, I fall back against him, it all happenssoofast, yet over 
and over- one minute I'm falling, of the bed the next I bouncing, on my head, up-down and skidways' 
too, the next I'm in his arms, and he's holding me tightly against his chest. 

I'm staring at RICHARD C. MAST'S exquisitely sculptured mouth, mesmerized, and he's 
looking down at me, his eyes darkening. He's breathing harderthan usual, and I've stopped breathing 
altogether. His thumb and I feel it in me, as he brushes my lower lip, and I hear his breath a glitch. 

I inhale his dipping love, vital scent taking, like the slut he wants me to be-yet, I am happy to 
be just that. He smells of-freshly laundered sheets and some luxurious body-wash, come over me I did 
not even see that he has carried me into his shower room, I may have blacked out-from all hardcore 
love. 


I want to be kissed, right here I said- and he did. (I pointed you know were,) my kindness is 
drawn to his beautiful body- looking overthe entirety. He has one arm around me, clasping me tight to 
him, while the fingers of his other hand softly trace my face, and around the place that every young girl 
was to have touched bya man like him, gently probing exploratory me. I hold his- nervous, burninggaze 
fora moment or maybe it's persistently... but eventually, and for the first time in twenty-oneyears, I 
want to feel his mouth on me. I'm not the man for you he said to Katie in his mind who was see it all,' he 
whispers. 


What- is she doing looking in on us like this? Where is this coming from, you wanted me the 
othernight? She said... in a fast way to him. Surely, I should be the judge of that, she thought, I frown 



think why can I not have my moment with him, and my head swims with rejection- and that was felt all 
around-with usall. 

I have 'royally screwed' I see him sayto her... aboutall this... He has his handson my 
shoulders, holdingmeat arm's length, watching my responses sensibly. And the only thing I can thinkis 
that I wanted to be kissed, made it pretty damned obvious, and he didn't do it. He doesn't want me. He 
really doesn't want me. 

I'm going to stand you up and let you go, we were my butt cheeks pressed agent the glass 
window where doing like bunny's, as all the people looking in at us, in a hugging freaking stance,' he 
says quietly letting me down and off him, and he gently pushes me away, as it like he is slapping the shit 
out of himself. 

(My mom thought it was something about a broken typewriter that was his grandpas.) Yah- 
no! My soul screams as he pulls away, leaving me grieving, for him to feel me up to feelthe hole. It like 
he spiked through my body, as I stand there, fee ling him coming out of me. 

I said to her- her beingKatie... you make mefeelsafe. 

'I've got this,' I breathe, finding my voice. 'Thank you for killing it for us through-why,' 

I mutterawash with humiliation, as the kids outside the glass point, at me and uncover body- 
yet, that's how things are these days. How could I have misread the situation between us so utterly? I 
need to get away from her. I'm glad to hear you say just that, he whispered. He frowns at me in an 
anomalous way. He hasn'ttaken his hands off me, or his eyes. 

'For keeping me,' I whisper-thank you-your everything I needed. 

He doesn'twantme-though Katie-why? 

Then a million-thought rushed through my mind as to why not... I betyou could find them all 
no- can you? 
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'Thanks for doing the photo shoot, and giving me all these nude photosof you to keep-1 love 
them-you could justify it in a magazine with these, I will see that you do. 



I shudderto think, my puss hole is going to be wide open on the cover, what could have 
happened to me, if daddy would see that-or mom. I'm standing in front of him feeling like a fool. Um- 
wow- really it just looks like a black hole yet boys love to look up it- (ah girl thoughts.) Yet for the money 
and him whatthe hell. 

Do you want to come and sit down in the room fora moment and see me edit these to 
enhances what you have going for you, looking them all over to pick with one well go on the cover-of a 
'Girlfriend Monthly' - he boughtthem out back in 2019.' 

He releases me, his hands, off my boobs, and the playing and they go down to his sides, his 
hand was on me pulling shoulder strap down, and well I shake know what comes next- it's more sex, you 
got it, I clear my mind some. All my vague, unarticulated hopes have been dashed, lookingat myself this 
way-yet for him anything. Outside the room, I turn briefly to face him, but cannot look him in the eye. 
With all the kids looking at me see me as the girl on the cover... it was that, fast there, I am on the big 
screens in the NY all nude. Being naked this day is something we fee I fee for doing...with cameras 
everywhere why not show it all- and we don't care- if a 5-year-old sees it-they'll understand soon 
enough... 


What was I thinkingtoo much? I admonish myself. My subconscious mocks me, I look around 
to see all of me-all over the place-1 am the IT girl of the day. I never wanted that... I wrap my arms 
around myself-for Katie was happy for me and want to show love, and turn to face the road... to move 
on with my day, I quickly make my way across, conscious that - is behind me, I murmur, it's only for a 
month... I was inquiry my own dumbthoughts. 

She stops, and the anguish in his voice demands my attention, as she is runningto me, with 
open arm, she there my true love has found me... she is always there for me even if I want to die a slow 
and painful death, overall this shit, so I peerunwillingly upat me-and she said I love it- it- is, soyou-she 
said. Her gray eyes are bleak, fastly like only she can make them do-as she runs his hand through his 
hair. 


Huh? This is why he looks so desolate; this is what he gets out of you? One girl said to me, at 
school the next day- holding up a hard copy of me-to all to see, yet I know they all have; I did not even 
blink- at her- as I was chowing on my pin- like a girl in 5th grade. 



Once underneath the dark, cold concrete of the room with its bleak fluorescent light 
humming, I lean against the wall, before class and put my head in my hands, as I have now sat down for 
the teachings. 

This is the big send-off, of the bell ringing out? Justto wish me luck on more tests, that have 
nothingto do with what I want to do in life. 

-And- 

Their Brad jerking off under the desk to my photo! Don't giggle its true! It seems like, um- 
that'sokay fora-boys, yet not a girl these days... also, the girl next to me just got busted for it- yet boys 
can do anythingforthey' are known for it. 

'Thanks: said the man teaching the class for the embraceable photography of a classmate- 
there Dee.' 'Dm-we II thank-thank you.' she said. I can't disguise the sarcasm in my voice. Saying: 'She is 
a good kid stop it!' 

I really think he meant it! 
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Unforbidden and annoyingtears pool in my eyes.Thinkingof all that has happenedthese 
past days, what has not-and what going too... What was not I thinking about it all? 

I turn on my heel, on the leftfoot, for I was nervous, vaguely amazed, that I don't trip-1 have 
a habit of falling on my face,yetthat is just me. 

I see him in my mind, without giving him a second glance, I disappeardownthe hall toward 
the bathroom, run yet I can't getaway when he is in my head always. Why am I crying overthis? 

Drawing up my knees I see in a stall, I fold in on myself. 

Grief is something that never was something I could take, like with my dashed hopes, dreams, 
and soured outlooks. Placing my head on my knees, I letthe irrational tears fall unrestrained. How 
ridiculous am I for doing such? I sink to the side of the shitterand meltdown, angry at myself for this 
sense less feed back-of feeling all types of love. 



Perhaps this ridiculous pain will be smallerthe smaller I am if I dothis... I have neverbeen on 
the receiving end of rejection for my own doing, I want this- yet I don't-1 don't know what I want- really- 
I don't. I wantto make myself as small as possible.Tojust fade awayfrom life. I am crying overthe loss 
of something I neverhad, and that's my pride. 

Okay... so I was always one of the last to be picked for basketball or volleyball - but I 
understood that - running and doing something else at the same time like bouncing or throwing a ball is 
not my thing. I am a solemn liability in any sportingfield. 

I'm too pale, fee ling and showing, like- passionately thin king in thoughts, though, I've never 
put myself outthere, ever. 

Her welcomingsmile fadeswhenshe sees me. Analytically, I thoughttostop! Ashe said to 
stop me with crossness in the voice of thought. I'm sure neither of them has been found sobbing alone 
in dark places. I see Katie there standingto hold me. She drags me home with herarm around herone 
shoulder. Perhaps, I just need agood cry. A lifetime of insecurity I have had and, too skinny, tooshabby, 
clumsy, my long list of faults goes on. 

My subliminal is emblematically screaming at me, arms folded, leaningon one leg, then 
pitter-pattering herfoot in frustration- 

(Five hours have pasted...) 

Katie is sitting at the dining table on her laptop when I arrive. 

She asked: 'Marry what's wrong?' 

'You've been crying,' she hasan excellentgiftfor me beingthere all thetime like she is now, 
just stating the re.'What did that bastard do to you?' She howls, and her face, jeez, she's scary. 

That's actually the problem, I should just be happy, and I am not sure if I know how to do 
that... why can't I? 

'Nothing Katie is wrong with me otherthan what is wrong with me.'The thought brings an 
ironic smile to my face. 'Then I ask-why have you been crying? 'Like-You nevercry,' she says, her voice 
relaxing some as she continued taking. She puts her arms around me and for side hugs. 



I have to say something; justtoget herto back chest. She stands, hergray eyes brimming 
with concern, yet I feel that she fee Is that way about me all the time. 'Nope, RICHARD C. MAST saved 
me,' I whisper for being just like all of them that don't care. 'Nonetheless, I was quite shaken by it, 
anyway.' Itwas fine, nothingto worry about really. 

'Okay, he's got more money than you, but then he has more money than most people in 
America! And you're not happy with that? He has everything-' 'What do you mean...? What are you 
trying to say?' 'Oh Katie, it's obvious isn't.' I whirled around, to face her as she stands in the kitch en 
doorway, looking at me that way. 'Merry! For heaven's sake, how many times; must I tell you? You're a 
total baby,' she intersects me as I blabber. He likes you more than me... 'oh don't be silly.' 

That's whatthis is all about. 

'Katie she justshrugs. 

I need to study.' I cut her short. She frowns and said that can wait. And she holding me in her 
arms like a lover that she is. 

'Katie, please, don'tget mad at mefor this- 

'Never.' 


Nevaeh 
Book: 52 


'If Only in My Dreams' 


1 



(Rememberingbacktoo... Earth before the end.) 


This is what he meant, for me to do with my life be his... anytime he wants it-girl and nothing 
more and nothing less, and it makes his rejection easierto accept... almost. Yet, the money is why, like -1 
am here-and the love too... yah that... I have been working on my studies more than them being with 
him or her... I would say it was to clear my head. I was looking overthe paperthat was said I wrote, I 
pretend to read the article, that Katie made forme. Above and beyond its suddenly, blindingly obvious. 
He's too gloriously good-looking, not to think about non-stop. I know he loves me, yet he has a hard 
way of really showing justthat. 

I, understand, yet not so- her words make more sense than mine-1 questioned this... He's 
not the man forme. I can live with this. 

It's only when I'm in bed, that I try to sleep, that I allow my thoughts to drift off some-yet all 
the voices run through me- never hushing up. Never slowing- never stopping, forme to have a moment- 
in time to think alone. 

'Katie, she is very good,' 'I'm going to study, is what I said to her...just wanted to get away 
from her mouth.' I am not going to think about him again, for now, I vowto myself, and opening my 
revision notes, I start to read.Thusfar, his face keeps looking it to mine, and I see him looking back in 
the glass. 


I put my pen down, which makes all the font that I write out and comforts it into text in word. 
I am finished, with my re-write of her draft. My final exam is over, I said - this will do just fine the grin 
spread overmy face can be helped. It's probably the first time all weekthat I've smiled oversomething 
otherthan him. It's Friday, and we shall be celebratingtonight, really celebrating. 

Paris- with Katie not him, I need this-the city the lights the sound- of something otherthan 
me inquiry all that is me - and him. She slanted herhead and smiled at hercompanion, with grace 
seated herat the best table in the restaurant; hersmile, at least, was honest, though almost nothing 
else about her was. The pale gray of hereyes was warmed to by sweet colored contact lenses; her blond 
hair had been darkened by the low light of the tower in the background, then subtly streaked with 
lighter shadows, in herarms mentally begging her with every fiberof my being to kiss me, is what I 
really needed, just hertrue love forme - not asking... neverdemanding. 



He didn't want me as a girlfriend, this weekhe was off doing what he does. I turn onto my 
side, now at the hotel, with her in the single bed. Frivolously, I wonder if perhaps he's with a new 
youngergirl? 

Think back of: 'Ah I' settled in his chair with a contented sigh, returning hersmile. she is so 
beautiful woman in her teen years; she looks the US, with glossy dark hair and liquid gray eyes, and a 
luxurious mouth. 

(Bed) 

I close my eyes and begin to drift, and she nudges me, groggy as I - she had gambled that he 
wouldn't have his people dig any deeperthan that, that he would run out of the patience required to 
wait for the answers before, she made a move on me. 

Her manufactured background was only a few layers deep; I knew she and I wanted too so 
why not; she hadn't had time to prepare more. Maybe he's saving himself. Well not for you, my sleepy 
subconscious has a final swipe at me before unleashing itself on my dreams. 

I might even get drunk! I said-we can hear it's not agents the law here, I've never been dnjnk 
before, I knowthatthe trill was wearing off, I glance across the sports hall at Katie, and she'sstill 
scribbling furiously, five minutes to the end of foolish. This is it, the end of my academic career if he 
tunesin... 


She'd done the best she could in the time she had, she knew that she would have to be off 
doing herstudy's even on this run over the sea that takes less than a day now. 

He madea point of keepinghimself in shape,andhis hair hadn'tyetstartedto gray-either 
that or he was as skilled as she at touch-ups. 'You look especially lovely tonight; have I told you that yet?' 
I shall never have to sit in rows of anxious, isolated students again. Inside I'm doing graceful cartwheels 
around my head, knowingfull well that'sthe only place I can do graceful cartwheels. 

...And that night, I dream of herand I live long everafter, and I'm running through dark 
places with eerie strip lighting doing things we shouldn't, and I don't know if I'm running toward 
something, that I should want or not-the dream, leads me with choices, it's just not clear. 

Katie stops writing and puts her pen down. She glances across at me, and I catch her 
Cheshire cat smile too. We head back to our apartment together in her Mercedes, refusing to discuss 



our final paper. Katie is more concerned about what she's going to wear to the bar this evening. I am 
busily fishing around in my purse for my keys. 


'Merry, there's a package for you, there flowers from him...' she said. 

Odd, I haven't ordered anythingfrom Amazon recently. 

Katie is standing on the steps up to the front door holding them. 

'No.' Katie's eyes are wide with disbelief.' I nod as I did before. 

'You have, she said, he loved you more than anything, I starting to believe it.' But then her 
gaze was warm, wet whit tears for she was in love with me more than him at that moment. I knew... she 
had trained long and hard to acquire it, I knew she was the one that would always care about me. 
'Thank you again... I said to him in a mind message.' I recognize the quote was something slandered, 
where was the love in it? 

I have not let myself dwell on RICHARD C. MAST - for the past week. Okay... so his blue eyes 
are still haunting my dreams, as she plays with me in them too, and I know it will take an eternity to 
expunge the feel of his arms around me and his wonderful perfume from my brain. Why has he sent me 
this? 


'Can'tthink of anyone else, thatwould dothis forme, like him though.' 'Whatdoesthis card 
mean...?' 'I have no inkling; I think it's a warning - scrupulously he keeps threatening me off, with gifts. I 
have no idea why- bethinks I will keep coming back-just for the coming. 

-And- 

It's not like I'm beating his doordown- and the wood hard- with only him.' I frown some... 'I 
know you don't want to talk about him. Merry, but he's seriously into you. Warnings or no.' 'I don't 
know, and I don't care. I can't accept these from him, yet not feeling as I did in the past some of the 
caring went away. 

This is what he meant, for me to do with my life be his... anytime he wants it-girl and nothing 
more and nothing less, and it makes his rejection easierto accept... almost. Yet, the money is why, like-1 
am here- and the love too... yah that... I have been working on my studies more than them being with 
him or her... I would say it was to clear my head. I was looking overthe paperthat was said I wrote, I 



pretend to read the article, that Katie made forme. Above and beyond its suddenly, blindingly obvious. 
He's too gloriously good-looking, not to think about non-stop. I know he loves me, yet he has a hard 
way of really showing justthat. 

I, understand, yet not so- her words make more sense than mine-1 questioned this... He's 
not the man forme. I can live with this. 

It's only when I'm in bed, that I try to sleep, that I allow my thoughts to drift off some-yet all 
the voices run through me- never hushing up. Never slowing- never stopping, forme to have a moment- 
in time to think alone. 

'Katie, she is very good,' 'I'm going to study, is what I said to her...just wanted to get away 
from her mouth.' I am not going to think about him again, for now, I vowto myself, and opening my 
revision notes, I start to read.Thusfar, his face keeps looking it to mine, and I see him looking back in 
the glass. 


I put my pen down, which makes all the font that I write out and comforts it into text in word. 
I am finished, with my re-write of her draft. My final exam is over, I said - this will do just fine the grin 
spread overmy face can be helped. It's probably the first time all weekthat I've smiled over something 
otherthan him. It's Friday, and we shall be celebratingtonight, really celebrating. 

Paris- with Katie not him, I need this-the city the lights the sound- of something otherthan 
me inquiry all that is me - and him. She slanted herhead and smiled at hercompanion, with grace 
seated herat the best table in the restaurant; hersmile, at least, was honest, though almost nothing 
else about her was. The pale gray of hereyes was warmed to by sweet colored contact lenses; her blond 
hair had been darkened by the low light of the tower in the background, then subtly streaked with 
lighter shadows, in herarms mentally beggingher with everyfiberof my beingto kiss me,is whatl 
really needed, just hertrue love forme - not asking... neverdemanding. 

He didn't want me as a girlfriend, this weekhe was off doing what he does. I turn onto my 
side, now at the hotel, with herin the single bed. Frivolously, I wonderif perhaps he's with a new 
youngergirl? 

Think back of: 'Ah!' settled in his chair with a contented sigh, returning hersmile. she is so 
beautiful woman in her teen years; she looks the US, with glossy dark hair and liquid gray eyes, and a 
luxurious mouth. 



(Bed) 


I close my eyes and begin to drift, and she nudges me, groggy as I - she had gambled that he 
wouldn't have his people dig any deeperthan that, that he would run out of the patience required to 
wait for the answers before, she made a move on me. Her manufactured background was only a few 
layers deep; I knew she and I wanted too so why not; she hadn't had time to prepare more. Maybe he's 
saving himself. Well not for you, my sleepy subconscious has a final swipe at me before unleashing itself 
on my dreams. 

I might even get drunk! I said-we can hear it's not agents the law here. I've never been drunk 
before, I know that the trill was wearing off, I glance across the sports hall at Katie, and she's still 
scribbling furiously, five minutes to the end of foolish. This is it, the end of my academic career if he 
tunesin... 


She'd done the best she could in the time she had, she knew that she would have to be off 
doing herstudy'seven on this run over the sea that takes less than a day now. 

He made a point of keeping himself in shape, and his hair hadn't yet started to gray-either 
that or he was as skilled as she at touch-ups. 'You look especially lovely tonight; have I told you that yet?' 
I shall never have to sit in rows of anxious, isolated students again. Inside I'm doing graceful cartwheels 
around my head, knowingfull well that'sthe only place I can do graceful cartwheels. 

...And that night, I dream of her and I live long ever after, and I'm running through dark 
places with eerie strip lighting doing things we shouldn't, and I don't know if I'm running toward 
something, that I should want or not-the dream, leads me with choices, it's just not clear. 

Katie stops writing and puts her pen down. She glances across at me, and I catch her 
Cheshire cat smile too. We head back to our apartment together in her Mercedes, refusing to discuss 
ourfinal paper. Katie is more concerned aboutwhatshe'sgoing to wearto the barthis evening. I am 
busily fishing around in my purse for my keys. 

'Merry, there's a package for you, there flowers from him...' she said. 

Odd, I haven't ordered anythingfrom Amazon recently. 


Katie is standing on the steps up to the front door holding them. 



'No.' Katie's eyes are wide with disbelief.' I nod as I did the last two times- as if everything is 


getting rapacious, and lost in remembrance of the times before. 

'You have, she said, he loved you more than anything, I starting to believe it.' But then her 
gaze was warm, wet whit tearsfor she was in love with me more than him at that moment. I knew... she 
had trained long and hard to acquire it, I knew she was the one that would always care about me. 
'Thankyou again... I said to him in a mind message.' I recognize the quote was somethingslandered, 
where was the love in it? 

I have not let myself dwellon RICHARD C. MAST - forthe pastweek. Okay...so his blue eyes 
are still haunting my dreams, as she plays with me in them too, and I know it will take an eternity to 
expunge the feel of his arms around me and his wonderful perfume from my brain. Why has he sent me 
this? 


'Can't think of anyone else, that would do this forme, like him though.' 'What does this card 
mean...?' 'I have no inkling; I think it's a warning - scrupulously he keeps threatening me off, with gifts. I 
have no idea why- bethinks I will keep coming back-just forthe coming. 

It's not like I'm beating his doordown- and the wood hard- with only him.' I frown some... 'I 
know you don't want to talk about him. Merry, but he's seriously into you. Warnings or no.' 'I don't 
know, and I don't care. I can't accept these from him, yet not fee ling as I did in the past some of the 
caring went away. 
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I love Katie, she's so loyal and supportive. I repackthe books and leave them on the dining 
table. Katie hands me a glass of champagne. 

'To the end of examsand our new life in Seattle,' she grins. 

'To the end of exams, our new life in Seattle, and excellent results.' We clink glasses and 

drink. 


The bar is loud and hectic, full of soon to be graduates outto get trashed. Jose joins us. He 
won'tgraduatefor anotheryear, but he's in the mood to party and gets us into the spirit of our 
newfound freedom by buying a pitcher of margaritas for us all. As I down my fifth, I know this is not a 
good idea on top of the champagne. 



'So, what now Merry?' She shouts at me overthe noise, Katie has the constitution of a she - 
ass. 'That is doubtful,' she calmly replied. 'I have never liked any wine.' She'd made that plain from the 
start, whodislikedthe taste ofwine, I thought sitting overhere lookingat herthinking that. Hertaste 
buds were deplorably working-class. She, in fact, enjoyed a glass of wine, (I thought) now she is drinking 
only coffee or bottled water; ordercoffee for her, of that... I giggle. 

'I think I'd betterhave a beer.' 

'I'll go get us a pitcher.' 

'More drink. Merry!' 

Katie bellows... 

'Classy- in France?' 

Sue! 

Her eyes for Katie, are glittery and wet for her. I move out of her way to hold and get up from 
ourtable. She is taking photos, yes, of herin her tight jeans, herusualstunningself, and high heels, hair 
piled high with tendrils hanging down softly around her face. I giggled over it like I have no idea what the 
time is, maybe I'll wake with her over to the tower and well go up and kiss at the top. Good thinking. 
Merry. I staggeroff through the crowd, she yells for me, and I whisper in her mind that I am overhere. 
Of course, there'sa line, but at least it's movingfast to the top. I'm suppressinga drunken smile, hit me 
like an involuntary, looking out over with her in my arms and the kiss. 

Back at the hotel my head, pondingso-o... I go forswims uncomfortably, with all the others, 
a lot of kids but evensoit was nice. Well, the object ofthe exercise was to getdrunk,on it'sthe other 
way'round. I have succeeded, in working it off. I stare blankly over and over in a fast way - at the poster 
on the back ofthe toilet doorthat extols the virtues of safe sex. Yah- NO! like that is going to happen. 

Holy motherof moo- moo, did I just call RICHARD C. MASTin my mind again? Shit. My phone 
rings for him it's all in my mind though, and it makes me jump when he says'what do you want.' I 
squeakin surprise; by howthe man he is beingto me for what see to be noted on my own doing. 

This is what it's like - probably not an experience to be repeated. The line has moved, and it's 


now my turn. 



'Howdy,' I bleat timidly into the handset. I hadn't calculated on this. 


'I'm coming to get you,' he says and hangs up... before I said I did want him too. The only 
RICHARD C. MAST-could sound so calm and so threatening at the same time. I pull my jeans upafter 
the postersaid not to do what I justdid. My heart is thumping. Coming to get me? Well, I am comingto 
get her- ha. Hang on. I'm fine. Oh no. I'm going to be sick... no... He's just messing with my head. 


I said- 'Holy freakingcrap.' 


He can't find me here, I would say so with GPS within my body as we all have now. Besides, it 
will take him 4 hours to get herefrom NY, and we'll be long gone by then. I wash my hands and check 
my face in the mirror. 

I love Katie, she's so loyal and supportive. I repackthe books and leave them on the dining 
table. Katie hands me a glass of champagne. 

'To the end of examsand our new life in NY,' she grins. 

'To the end of exams, our new life in NY, and excellent results.' We clink glassesand drink. 

The bar is loud and hectic, full of soon to be graduates out to get trashed. Jose joins us. He 
won'tgraduatefor anotheryear, but he's in the mood to party and gets us into the spirit of our 
newfound freedom by buying a pitcher of margaritas for us all. As I down my fifth, I know this is not a 
good idea on top of the champagne. 

'So, what now Merry?' She shouts at me overthe noise, Katie has the constitution of a she - 
ass. 'That is doubtful,' she calmly replied. 'I have never liked any wine.' She'd made that plain from the 
start, whodislikedthe taste ofwine, I thought sitting overhere lookingat herthinking that. Hertaste 
buds were deplorably working-class. She, in fact, enjoyed a glass of wine, (I thought) now she is drinking 
only coffee or bottled water; ordercoffeeforher, of that... I giggle. 

'I think I'd betterhave a beermaybe 5.' 

'I'll go get us a pitcher.' 



'More drink, Merry!' 


Katie bellows... 

'Classy- in France?' 

Sue! 

Her eyes for Katie, are glittery and wet for her. I move out of her way to hold and get up from 
our table. She is taking photos, yes, of her in her tight jeans, her usual stunning self, and high heels, hair 
piled high with tendrils hanging down softly around her face. I giggled over it like I have no idea what the 
time is, maybe I'll wake with her over to the tower and well go up and kiss at the top. Good thinking. 
Merry. I staggeroff through the crowd, she yells for me, and I whisper in her mind that I am over here. 
Of course, there's a line, but at least it's moving fast to the top. I'm suppressing a drunken smile, hit me 
like an involuntary, looking out over with her in my arms and the kiss. 

Back at the hotel my head, pondingso-o... I go forswims uncomfortably, with all the others, 
a lot of kids but even so it was nice. Well, the object of the exercise was to get drunk, on it's the other 
way'round. I have succeeded, in working it off. I stare blankly over and over in a fast way - at the poster 
on the back of the toilet door that extols the virtues of safe sex. Yah - NO! like that is going to happen. 

Holy shit, did I just call RICHARD C. MASTin my mind? Shit. My phone rings forhim it's all in 
my mind though, and it makes me jump when he says'what do you want.' I squeak in surprise; by how 
the man he is beingto me for what see to be noted on my own doing. 

This is what it's like - probably not an experience to be repeated. The line has moved, and it's 
now my turn. 

'Howdy,' I bleat timidly into the handset. I hadn't calculated on this. 

'I'm coming to getyou,' he says and hangs up... before I said I did want him too. The only 
RICHARD C. MAST-could sound so calm and so threateningat the same time. I pull myjeansupafter 
the poster said not to do what I just did. My heart is thumping. Coming to get me? Well, I am coming to 
get her- ha. Hang on. I'm fine. Oh no. I'm going to be sick... no... He's just messing with my head. 

I said- 'Holy freakingcrap.' 
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I for one looked flushed and slightly unfocused. He can'tfind me here, I would say so with 
GPS within my body as we all have now, 'You've been gone so long.' Katie reprimands me. Besides, it will 
take him 4 hours to get herefrom NY, and we'll be long gone by then. I wash my hands and check my 
face in the mirror. 'Where were you?' I wait at the bar for what feels like an eternity for the pitcher of 
beerand eventually return to the table. 'The girl's room on a call, that I shouldn't have made.' Mind 
dealing-1 said... 'ah-hh-ha-a'were sitting out said at a bar cafe. 'All- out- in the - fresh air- and yeah.' 
'Katie, I think I'd betterthinkthatyou and I havea thing... 'Merry, you are such a softie with him- grow 
some lady nutsand say-freakyou.' 
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'I'll be five minutes...' 

...'Goingto MASTURBATE-?' 

'Yep!' 

Pulling off my panties, I reach between my legs and pulls on the white string, and gently 
takes my tampon out of me and tosses it into the nearby toilet. As the inside of me felt as if it was 
unfolding free. Holy cow... just to the thoughts of his erection springs free. The muscles inside the 
deepest, darkest part of me clench in the most flavorsome fashion. I'm goingto fuck myself now hard, 
she murmurs as she positions the head of the wiggling pulsating dildo at the entrance of her self-sex. I 
hear the slosh-of me-and then it of the rushing out of the deepest clenching of what happened pulled 
out and its soft swirl at the tip of my nose. 
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I make my way through the crowd another time, thinking of how I was going to get off like 
three more times, in 15. lam beginning to feel nauseous, my head is spinning uncomfortably, see in the 
little girl in the open stall nexttome gettherefasterthen I! and she's like freaking 101 and I'm a little 
unsteady with my trapping 3 figuring or have girl gotten even more slutty. 

More unsteady than usual, she got it down. God, I turn on-you? No- nope ...?... did n't think 
so prev. 'I think I've Just had a bit too much to drink, I feel like more pee then that is coming out of me.' I 
smile weakly at herand say-GOD FORYOU HUNNY-goodforyou. 'and you too,'she murmurs,and her 




dark eyes are watching me intently, saying why you doing this on yourownat yourage... is a younggirl 
thing to do. 


'Do you need a hand?' she asks and steps closer undies at herfeet, putting herarm around 
me some. I've gotthis.' I try and push heraway ratherweakly, of age, yet there nothing wrong with it. 
'Merry, please,' she whispers, its Kate in my head saying don't do it, yet the young child is holding me in 
herarms, pulling me close, like a lover. These days'free love is love! No matter the age... 
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'You know I like you. Merry, please.' He has one hand at the small of my back holding me 
against him, the other at my chin tipping back my head. Holy freak... he's going to kiss me. Her hand has 
slipped into my hair, and she's holding me. 

She whispers against mylips. His breath is soft and smells too sweet-of candy and Kool-Aid. 
She gently kisses me along my jaw, and lips and movies up to the side of my mouth and then right on my 
parted lips. I feel frightened, drunk, and out of control, yeti love having fee love like this- it like I was her 
age all over. The feeling is sickly sweet. 

You are myfriend, no and forlife, I said to her,and I think, I'm going to throw up,soyou 
should runoff. A voice in the dark says quietly. Holy shit! In my mind - RICHARD C. MAST - he's at this 
juncture, see what I have done. 

I glance anxiously up at RICHARD C. MAST. He's glowering at Katie, and he's furious, like me 
for doing a young one as he said. Crap, and fly trap-My stomach hauls, and I double over, worse than 
when blood is shootingoutof my hole. I'll hold you.' 

Shegrabs my hair and pulls it out of the firing line- my body no longerable to acceptthe 
alcohol, and I vomit outstandingly on to the ground at me and the little French girls' feet he r name was- 
Willow. 


She has herarms around my middle body - holding my hair in a makeshift ponytail down my 
back so it's off my face, her hands the other is I try awkwardly to push her hair out of the way, but I 
vomit again... and again, even on to her half nude body. 



Even when my stomach's empty, and nothing is coming up, oh shit... 'If you' re going to throw 
up again, I note, with deepthankfulness, that it's in relative darkness. I vow silently that I'll neverever 
drink again, yetthat like say I cannot have a day without sex. It'sgoingdown in me at some point. 

My hands are resting on the block wall... How long is this going to last? I questioned... she 
takes herT stands, and I wipe my mouth, on she said she did not care... love at first sight... I questioned 
it. This is just too appalling for words, Katie said... I have to go out now. So-o horrifying gasping heaves of 
wackiness- my body feels. Then it concludes... Katie is still hovering by the entrance to the girl's room 
watching us. 

Her (the young girls) hand are barely holding me up - vomiting profusely is exhausting, takes 
his hands off I say to him- I'm hectic with embarrassment, repulsed with myself. When I come around. 
My hands in on head I groan, as I place them there. Like that was the solitary worst moment of my 
lifespan. Twinstaking a crap is whatl think of at this moment-why I don'tknow. Oh-yeah-1 do-there 
they are both doing just that- like- looking in at me over in there apparent 5,00 feet up or so all glass too. 
What should I say to him, for him to forgive this? 

RICHARDC. mast's rejection will not be somethinggood. I try to remembera worse one, 
that I have done, and I cannot. I glare at him, in my mind. For he is acting like my dad, not my lover. Oh, 
the humiliation... my mother was far worse. Marry who are you kidding, he's just seen you hurl all over 
the ground- nothing more said- Katie, she feels that what I did was nothing. Yet I still look pretty 
shamefaced to myself, and him- or so I think. 

'You know I like you. Merry, please.' He hasone hand at the small of my back holding me 
against him, the otherat my chin tipping back my head. Holy freak... he'sgoing to kiss me. Herhand has 
slipped into my hair, and she's holding me. 

She whispers against my lips. His breath is soft and smells too sweet-of candy and Kool-Aid. 
She gently kisses me along my jaw, and lips and movies up to the side of my mouth and then right on my 
parted lips. I feelfrightened, drunk, and out of control, yet I love havingfee love like this- it like I was her 
age all over. The feeling is sickly sweet. 

You are my friend, no and for life, I said to her, and I think, I'm going to throw up, so you 
should runoff. A voice in the dark says quietly. Holy shit! In my mind - RICHARDC. MAST - he's at this 
juncture, see what I have done. 



I glance anxiously up at RICHARD C. MAST. He's glowering at Katie, and he's furious, like me 
fordoinga youngoneas he said. Crap, fly trap-My stomach hauls, and I doubleover, worse than when 
blood is shooting out of my hole. I'll hold you.' 

She grabs my hair and pulls it out of the firing line - my body no longer able to accept the 
alcohol, and I vomit outstandingly on to the ground at my feet, and the little French girls' feet also, her 
name was-Willow. 

She has herarms around my middle body - holding my hair in a makeshift ponytail down my 
back so it's off my face, her hands the other is I try awkwardly to push her hair out of the way, but I 
vomit again... and again, even onto her half nude body. 

Even when my stomach's empty, and nothing is coming up, oh shit... 'If you're going to throw 
up again, I note, with deepthankfulness, that it's in relative darkness. I vow silently that I'll neverever 
drink again, yetthat like say I cannot have a day without sex. It'sgoingdown in me at some point. 

My hands are resting on the block wall... How long is this going to last? I questioned... she 
takes herT stands, and I wipe my mouth, on she said she did not care... love at first sight... I questioned 
it. This is just too appalling for words, Katie said... I have to go out now. So-o horrifying gasping heaves of 
wackiness- my body feels. Then it concludes... Katie is still hovering by the entrance to the girl's room 
watching us. 

Her (the young girls) hand are barely holding me up - vomiting profusely is exhausting, takes 
his hands off I say to him- I'm hectic with embarrassment, repulsed with myself. When I come around. 
My hands in on head I groan, as I place them there. Like that was the solitary worst moment of my 
lifespan. Twins taking a crap is what I think of at this moment-why I don't know. Oh-yeah-1 do-there 
they are both doing just that- like- looking in at me over in there apparent 5,00 feet up or so all glass too. 
What should I say to him, forhim to forgive this? 

RICHARD C. mast's rejection will not be somethinggood. I try to remembera worse one, 
that I have done, and I cannot. I glare at him, in my mind. For he is acting like my dad, not my lover. Oh, 
the humiliation... my mother was far worse. Marry who are you kidding, he'sjust seen you hurl all over 
the ground- nothing more said- Katie, she feels that what I did was nothing. Yet I still look pretty 
shamefaced to myself, and him- or so I think. 
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I have a few choice words for my so-called friend, none of which I can repeat in front of 
RICHARDC. MAST -There's no disguising your lack of ladylike behavior, and I can only come up with- 
and this is so, so many shadows darker in terms of, I risk a glance at him, I see hem looking back at me 
mirrored back in my stare. 

He's staring down at me, his face composed, yet he can help but fall for me fast, giving 
nothing away about how he was feeling about what I did we fall. Turning, I glance at Katie whom and, 
like me, scared by the true filling that he heads to me from that day. I personally mutter, staring at the 
handkerchief which I am furiously worryingwith my fingers. It'ssosoft, and worm, as slid his fingers in 
her, he probably would expect herto share his bed tonight, but he was destined to be disappointed 
once again, in her saying: I don't fee I the need after, soloing- so many times today. Her hatred was so 
strongshe had barely been able to force herself to let him kiss her and accept his touch with some 
temperateness. 

There was no way in hell like she'd let him do more than that to hertonight-forthe movies 
running in herhad of him acting like an ass and or like herdad. 'I'm sorry, he said for whatl have done 
to you. Just in my thoughts of...'Apologize... and say back off. Katie mutters, derogatory but we both 
ignore that, and he slinks off back into the of my mind for restand sleep. I'm on my own with doing me- 
and just Kate. 

'We've all been here, perchance not quite as dramatically as you,' he says dryly.'It's about 
knowingyourlimits. Merry. I mean, I'm all for pushing limits, but really this is beyondthe pale. My head 
rings with excess alcohol and frustration. Do you make a habit of this kind of behavior?' 

He was scolding me like an errant child, somethingyou would neverdoto me I said to Kate 
that had me held by the butt, arching my back as she is holding me in herarms, forpassion and cute 
kissing-then 69, her butt in my face, I move her lips around using sucking at mouth and teeth and 
tongue. 


Katie- Put her legs overyourshoulders and grab onto her waist or open up her vagina, (the 
last one feels better) or have her butt hole in your we II- nose. Don't fart I 

And at first kiss outside hervagina and then slowly lick herinside and just pretend she'sthe 
most beautiful thing you've ever tasted and if she wants to talk dirty to her but talks to her about that 
beforehand so she won't be offended. 



Hope this helps. 


I love it. It's such a turn on. 

1) You want to kiss/nibble on her neck first. It's a good way to start turning heron. 

2) Suck on her nipples and play with them with your tongue. This too is another great turn on. 

3) While you're doing these, massage herPUSS-PUSSoverherpantsjusttoget herreadyfor 
it. 

4) Work your way down, slowlyand sexually. 

5) Open up herPUS*Yandgo straight to the Cl*t. 

6) Smack the PUS*Ywith your tongue really fast, and suck and tug on it (not too hard 

though.) 


7) As you're sucking her PUS*Y, slide yourfingers in and out of her vagina opening. 

8) Once you have 2 fingers in there, and they're facing up, curve them like a hook and 
withoutgoing in and out, stroke herG-spot. 

Ifthis is yourfirst time, beware ofthe smell and taste, as it makes most guys gag at first. 

Part of me wants to say, if I wantto get drunk every night like this, then it's my decision and 
nothing to do with him - but I'm not brave enough. Not now that I've thrown up in front of him. Why is 
he still standing there? 

'No,' I said contritely.' I've neverbeen drunkbefore and rightnow I have nodesire to everbe 
again.' Yet, I knowthat'sa lie... 

'Come on. I'll take you home,' she murmurs- dothis to me. 

I just don't understand why he's here. I begin to fee I faint. She notices my dizziness and grabs 
me before I fall and hoists me into his arms, holding me close to her chest like a child. For sucking and 
nabbing on her nipples. 'I need you, Katie.' Holy Moses, I say at C-*-M! I'm in her arms again. Where I do 
the same to her butt in the air, I go for it for like a half-hour. 


8 



'Dancing/ with Katie in the club she shouts, and I can tell he's nnad at nne acting slutty. He's is 
eyeing me-him the RICHARD C. MASTsuspiciously. 

I struggle with my black jacket and place my small shoulder bag over my head, so it sits at my 
hip. I'm ready to go, once I've seen Katie; to party my ass off... yet he is saying NO... No in my mind. And 
I just having fun. It's earsplitting, packed, and the music is underway, thus the re is a huge mass on the 
dance floor, she sets me down, and, taking my hand, leads me back into the bar. 

She knew that I went out for some air- of him... embarrassed weak I feel dumb, and still 
drunk, somewhat exhausted, ashamed, and on some strange equal unquestionably off the scale 
electrified, by the cocktail of things I took down. 

He'sclutching myhand I seethemall wavy to my sight. Lookingat themall swirly, -such a 
confusing array of emotions, play tricks in my mind like haunted schoolgirl ghosts. I'll need at least a 
week to process them all, I knew even in this state of mind of senseless. 

Katie is not at our table, and Katie has disappeared. Levi looks lost and forlorn on his own. 
'Where's Katie? She was off with some young girl doing what I did the night before.' I see that she had 
to feel as I did... she was always like that with me... we have to be the same in all- or not...I 'My head is 
beginning to pound in time to the thumping bass line of the music.' 

'Dancing,'with Katie in the club she shouts, and I can tell he's mad at me acting slutty. He'sis 
eyeingme-himthe RICHARDC. MASTsuspiciously. 

I struggle with my black jacket and place my small shoulder bag over my head, so it sits at my 
hip. I'm ready to go, once I've seen Katie; to party my ass off... yet he is saying NO... No in my mind. And 
I just having fun. It's earsplitting, packed, and the music is underway, thus the re is a huge mass on the 
dance floor, she sets me down, and, taking my hand, leads me back into the bar. 

She knew that I went out for some air- of him... embarrassed weak I fee I dumb, and still 
drunk, somewhatexhausted, ashamed, and on some strange equal unquestionably off the scale 
electrified, by the cocktail of things I took down. 

He'sclutching myhand I seethemall wavy to my sight. Lookingat themall swirly, -such a 
confusing array of emotions, play tricks in my mind like haunted schoolgirl ghosts. I'll need at least a 
week to process them all, I knew even in this state of mind of senseless. 



Katie is not at our table, and Katie has disappeared. She looks lost and forlorn on his own. 
'Where's Katie? She was off with some young girl doing what I did the night before.' I see that she had 
to feel as I did... she was always like that with me... we have to be the same in all- or not...! 'My head is 
beginningto pound in time to thethumpingbass line ofthe music.' 

He rolls his eyes at me and takes my hand again and leads me to the bar. He's served 
immediately. 

'She's on the dancefloor,' I touch RICHARD C. M AST's arm and lean up and shout in his ear, 
brushing his hair with my nose, smelling his clean, fresh smell. All those forbidden, unfamiliarfeelings 
that I have tried to deny surface and run amokthrough my drained body. I myself flush, and somewhere 
deep, deep down my muscles clench deliciously. He is such a - Control-Freak -1 said to her-saying: your 
just having fun. He's watching me intently, mirrored in my- lost young girl like the look of my eyes. 

'Drink- Drink- drink' I heard hersay, to this younggirl in the bar and she was about 14,' he 
shouts his orderat me. He looks irritated and livid, with me like I am his sex- Dollie, and nothing 
more...He's so overbearing, I thought. Give me love -1 thought-or is sex now just the love? What is his 
delinquent? The moving lights are meandering and turning in time to the music casting strange colored 
light and obscurities all over the bar and the business. He's alternately white, green, blue, and bloodshot 
red. 


There a dead girl in an ash box sitting on the ground, on the walkway to my home, she was 
just burnt a day go, and dumped, here, and this is where she is resting- no one cares about her like 
death and dumping ash that nothing-or that she was only 5 years of age...I take a hesitant swallow; I 
think about the life she never had-on like all the others thoughts going through my mind I care. 

'All of it,' he shouts. 

I sway slightly, and he puts his hand on my shoulderto steady me. Urn - Merry... are you ever 
going to live this down, and say she slipped away? She was my sister girl- and mom and they just dump 
her off... to be kicked by passing feet-yah but that is what they do these days-girl. 

Cemeteries are wasted spaces of land, why do that when you need to construct things in that 
space. There is nothing left to remember her by- nothing by the memories in my mind of whom she was. 



It makes me feel queasy, as I look in the box 3x 6-inch booksand see nothingbut blackened 


asks... blowingsome in the wand of the high walkways... in the glowing tingling light of the smoggy 
covered skyline. I notice this thought of what she was wearing the last time that I saw her, a blur 
though-wearing; a loose white linen shirt, snugjeans, playing in the park on the roof of the high-rise, 
pink converse sneakers, and a pinkand white jacket, I would know I see a flick in some of the ash hitting 
my face as dust in the wind. 

He rolls his eyes at me and takes my hand again and leads me to the bar. He's served 
immediately. 

'She's on the dancefloor,' I touch RICHARD C. M AST's arm and lean up and shout in his ear, 
brushing his hair with my nose, smelling his clean, fresh smell. All those forbidden, unfamiliarfeelings 
that I have tried to deny surface and run amokthrough my drained body. I myself flush, and somewhere 
deep, deep down my muscles clench deliciously. He is such a - Control-Freak-1 said to her-saying: your 
just having fun. He's watching me intently, mirrored in my- lost young girl like the look of my eyes. 

'Drink- Drink- drink' I heard hersay, to this younggirl in the bar and she was about 14,' he 
shouts his orderat me. He looks irritated and livid, with me like I am his sex- dollie, and nothing 
more...He's so overbearing, I thought. Give me love -1 thought-oris sex now just the love? What is his 
delinquentPThe moving lights are meanderingand turning in time to the music casting strange colored 
light and obscurities all over the bar and the business. He's alternately white, green, blue, and bloodshot 
red. 


There a dead girl in an ash box sitting on the ground, on the walkway to my home, she was 
just burnt a day go, and dumped, here, and this is where she is resting- no one cares about her like 
death and dumping ash that nothing-or that she was only 5 years of age...I take a hesitant swallow; I 
think about the life she never had-on like all the others thoughts going through my mind I care. 

'All of it,' shouts in my head- like the way she passed- by some killing her for the dollar in her 
underwire where she keeps and for the young rape. 

I sway slightly, and he puts his hand on my shoulderto steady me. Urn - Merry... are you ever 
going to live this down, and say she slipped away? She was my sister girl- and mom and they just dump 
heroff... to be kicked by passingfeet-yah butthat is whattheydo these days-girl. 



Cemeteries are wasted spaces of land, why do that when you need to construct things in that 
space.There is nothing leftto rememberherby- nothingbythe memories in my mind of whomshe was. 

It makes me feel queasy, as I look in the box 3x 6-inch books and see nothing but blackened 
asks... blowingsome in the wand of the high walkways... in the glowing tingling light of thesmoggy 
covered skyline. I notice this thought ofwhat she was wearing the last time that I saw her, a blur 
though-wearing;a loose white linen shirt, snugjeans, playing in the park on the roof of the high-rise, 
pink converse sneakers, and a pinkand white jacket, I would know I see a flick in some of the ash hitting 
my face as dust in the wind. 

Nowin bed sleeping pills at my side, taking the glass from me, she places them for me-so 
sweet. Her shirt is unbuttoned at the top, and I see a sprinkling skin coming at me-and I somewhat out... 
then just to see her ass in my face... when I come to it, in my groggy frame of mind, she looks yummy. 
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He takes my hand once more. Holy cow - he's leading me onto the dance floor. Shit. I do not 
dance. He can sense my reluctance, and underthe colored lights, I can see his amused, slightly sardonic 
smile. He gives my hand a sharp tug, and I'm in his arms again, and he starts to move, taking me with 
him. Boy, he can dance, and I can't believe that I'm following him step for step. Maybe it's because I'm 
drunk that I can keep up. He's holding me tight against him, his body against mine... if he wasn't 
clutching me so tightly. I'm Sue I would swoon at his feet. In the back of my mind, my mother's often - 
recited warning comesto me: Nevertrusta man whocan dance. 

I looked into him/ his daily thoughts and what he did, just to see that he was with a 15-year- 
old- not me-saying- 'Such a tight pussy-so tight and young-and small and the suckingoh so tight it's 
letting are outthe sides. - he said as I see that he was with a newgirl named- Nataliee. 

I just was modified...Really likes she likes someone, I gasp. Katie is making her moves go in 
her mind for me of her hook up, she had with her new friend. She's dancing her ass off, and she only 
ever does that if she likes someone. It means the re'II be three of us for breakfast tomorrow morning. 
Katie I Outside and inside my head pounding away, loud. I cannot hear what he says, I tuned it out... it 
was my wishes. I can't tell the color underthe pulsating to all the heat of the flashing lights going off, is 
the day starting a new. 


I Katie- curly blonde hair, and light, wickedly gleaming eyes. 



Me-She pulls me into her arms, where she is more than happy to be... Katie! 


But I nevergotto talk to her, the girl she had last night-1 had to meether. A newdayis all 
the same- until the night-RICHARDC. MAST propels us off the dancefloor in double-quick time. Is she 
okay? She said- she's not you-though. I need to do the safe sex lecture, for the school, the teacher I 
know is a lezbo, butyeah...she loves me. 

I can see where things are heading for he rand him. In the back of my mind, I hope she reads 
one of the posters on the back of the toilet doors. My thoughts crash through my brain, fighting the 
drunk, fuzzy feeling. It's so warm in here, so loud, so colorful - too bright. My head begins to swim with 
so many thoughts of him and her, and her and then him - and what she did- he did- and what I did with 
all, oh no...The last thing I hear beforehand, I pass out in RICHARD C. MAST's arms is his harsh 
description. It'svery quiet, I am comfortable and warm, the light is muted, in this bed. 'Freak!' I open my 
eyes, Hmm... I'mtranquil fora moment. 

'This looks bigger, then I remember,' I said to him- by this time I have a lust for him so-that I 
need him-oh so much. Oh so...! It's oddly familiar to meyetall-newthe love only he can give-odd like 
only she can too as a girl- and he a boy. I have no idea where I am, halfway in the night-1 come to it and 
see I am in his bed nude, and he going down on me, lovingly hard! I am enjoyingthe strange unfamiliar 
surroundings, of him just work-work-working it! Where?...? ... Where am I? My confused brain 
struggles over its recent painterly memories. 

Holy crap-1 said- like that is carp the is holy-said Katie in my mind... ha funny. I'm hotel he 
owns in Atlantic City.... in a suite-1 see him coming to me, ready for loving making. As I did the last time, 
we were together, he loves it when I spray all over his face, as he loves doing to me as well! I have stood 
in a room similar to this with Katie. Oh shit. I'm in RICHARD C. MAST's suite. This room is worth more the 
then-White House- and some of those places that why don't care about- How did I get here? 

I questioned... memoriesof the previous night come slowly back to haunt me, like my sister 
young life coming to end fast over someone, that did not love herjustfor hot young sex. She never had 
a boy toy. Nothing dead at 5! Holy shit. No socks...No jeans... I see this photo of her playing-where she 
was just being a kid-1 see the first time she cum-med, on her little bed, it was the same night-she found 
out she was going to have to not see me any longer- so Katie showed herto be happy-1 glance at the 
bedside nighttable-and see herface on the screen that moviesthe photos. I don't remember coming 
here. I'm wearing my t-shirt, bra, and panties. I FEEL Broken-The drinking, oh no the drinking, the 



handset call, oh no the phone call, the vomiting, oh no the vomiting. Katie and then RICHARD C. MAST. 
Oh no. I cringe inwardly. 

The orange juice tastes heavenly. It's I sit up and take the tablets. On it is a glass of orange 
juice and two tablets. Advil. He is such a Control freak that he is, he thinks of the whole thing. Essentially, 
I don't feel that bad, probably much healthier than I personally merit too. Dehydration quenching and 
invigorating. Nothing beats freshly squeezed orange juice for refreshing a parched mouth. 

How are you feeling?' 'Improved betterthan I earned,' I gabble. 

'Howdid I get here?' My voice is small, contrite. 

Don't worry about it he said- fastly. 

Followed by: 'Good morning Merry. I peek up at him, I for one, like-feel similar to a two- 
year-old, if I close my eyes when I'm not really here. There's a knock ook2on the door, for it to open. 
RICHARD C. mast's sweat; the notion does odd things to me. My heart leaps into my mouth, and I can't 
seemtofind my voice,to say come in. He opensthe dooranyway and strolls in, beingall sweet. Holy 
hell, he's been working out, in tight shorts that show off his backside. 

He comes and sits down on the edge of the bed, way, off, like his hair, blowing in the wind as 
the doors were open to the cityscape. Sweat, hard I take a deep breath and close my eyes, I can't bear 
to look at the cheat any longer. He's staring at me, blue bright eyes, and as usual, I have no idea what 
he'sthinking, even if it is runhard in mymind of all thefacts. He closesenough forme to touch, for me 
to smell, of him to be overpowering-and I want him-oh no-YES, do I want him! 

The towel, his hand was thrown on the bed at my feet. He hides his thoughts and fee lings so 
well. Grasps is let out of me for he has me around his neck, going in for it. Like his sex toy that is a rag 
doll, I wriggle hard. He even takes me from behind overthe chair without me giving the okay-1 was all 
his! And I look down and see that I am shaved! Oh my... 'Did you put me to bed?' Did you get me this 
night's top? 

His face is biank. 


'Yes!' 



Um- it was an intoxicating cocktail- 'Afteryou passed out, that he gave me last night my little 
girl down underis still red- and I can walk- so much betterthan a margarita, I was out in the la-la- land- 
and I do rememberthe hardcore FREAKING! and now I can speakfrom experience, this mangoes in hard 
and deep. 


'Did I throw up again?' My voice is quieter. Don't worry aboutgetting knocked up I have 
taken care of that too... with this. An implant was placed by a doterlast night when you were passed 
out-don'tthank me! 

Don'tsay anything-don'teventhinkaboutit- it foryourowngood. 

Um- is all I got out before his index finger hashed me - up to my lips. 

'Did you undress me?' I whispered... 

'Funnyyou cute-that'sthe least of yourworries!' Fie said. 

Um...? 

I thought...! Maybe I think too much...? Maybe he's right...? Or is this wrong...? 


The RICHARD C. MAST 

Preface: 

Days moments like this only happen in my wildest dreams when I was a young girl warm in 
pink sheets in my school age-girl tween bed, orso I thought- now I am not dreaming. I was wearingtight 
blue short shorts with no underwearand a sports blue and white tank top with no bra. His breathing is 
an array, matching mine. Pulling off his gray briefs, his erection springs free. Turningto face him, 
pushing the foreskin back gently-to look like any man should or would- I'm shocked to find has his 
erection firmly in my grasp and tight and hard and exposed to my kisses. 



My mouth drops open for my flavored Popsicle of oh-da-hot-sexy-man-and sexy tattoos 
covering his arms. "I'm going to fuck you now/'he whispers as he positionsthe head of his erection at 
the entrance of me, his he pulls me up to his standing bodyand I am off myfeet... Holy cow...! 

I am only 100 lbs and a sweet little slut calling him by his title for him, and he loves it and he 
can pick me up and hold me upside down hair down to his feet he is full on to my clitoris for his 69 sex- 
both as deep and bobbing as we can go, both in the heat of passion at the same time. How cow -1 am 
upside down, yet I love the way he can passion me around for ou r sex, it's so hot! 

Then whipped rightside upstill being held like a small child in his big manly arms- myarms 
holding on for dear life around his neck as I for the first time fell ever-so-small-to him-yet eve r-so tall 
being now sofar of the ground; for more of his sex hardcore penis pounding sliding up and down on his 
belly like a younglittle teen slutthat-1 am foronly him- like the wetgushingorgasms run nowdown his 
body. 


Holy cow, it's so-o big! As my young tight hole is now open like my and showing blackness 
that is my vagina parted- looking like my pocketbookwhen unclasped, for as he no slips out and back in 
hard as I am now thrown on my backside- legssprawled. just moments after I had fully let go, he had my 
butt to my chin as he made his clam pile driver himself into china in me, I am all his! The cream is now 
further down my body, into my pubic hair, I hear the slosh's and then with tight pushing outs of me-of 
thick white cream-pies 3 times in 10 minutes, I gasp as all- and everything-like him run a latherall over 
my pubic bone. 

It's warm. The gentleness at that moment surprises me. That was not the end for this strong 
man that needsthegruntingout, I kneelat hisfrontas he is jerkinghis long hard Vancouverpinkhead 
thumping cock at my hanging out as my handsare behind me backside, my mouth eagerly awaiting 
tongue panting, as rubbed out love forme at that moment stream, surge, flows swiftly in, flopping all of 
it around my teeth, not letting any go to waste, I show him I love it all, I swallow hard and then show 
that it's all gone like a good little girl- that I am for him- and that-1 don't mind my face covered- ' daddy's 
cummiesV 


Then I was on top for all of 2 more minutes. My little nipples hard like the clit now out of it 
hardcover as I give him my sex, raw, and longing, only moments have past and its time yet again and we 
are at the climax of running out. I also love looking up at him with big feminine eyes most of the time - in 



my lip and one hand grasping knowing-that I have done a good job havingall of him jammed as hard 
and far down my thought as possible now gasping. 


(Back in time) 

'No... not really...' I whisper. 

'It's more the idea of it?' he prompts. 

'I suppose. Feeling pleasure... when one isn't supposed to.' 

'I remember feeling the same. Takes a while to get your head around it.' Holy hell. This was 
when he wasa kid. 

'You can always safe... word... Merry. Don'tforgetthat. And... as long as you follow the 
rules... which fulfill a deep need in me for control and to keep you safe... then perhaps we can find a way 
forward.' 


'Why do you need to control me?' 

'Because it satisfies a need in me that wasn't met in my formative years.' 

'So, it's a form of therapy?' 

'I've notthoughtof it like that... but yes... Isuppose it is.' I can understand.Thiswill help. 

'But... here's the thing... one moment you say don't defy me... the next you say you like to be 
challenged. That's a very fine line to tread successfully.' He gazes at me for a moment... then frowns. 

'I can see that. But you seem to be doing fine so far.' 

'But at what personal cost? I'm tied up in knots here.' 'I like you tied up in knots...' he smirks. 


'That's not what I meant!' I splash him in exasperation. 



He gazes down at me... arching an eyebrow. 


'Did you just splash me?' 'Yes.' Holy shit... that look. 

'Oh... Miss Merry.' He grabs me and pulls me onto his lap... sloshing waterall overthe floor.' 

I think we've done enough talking for now.' 

He clasps his hands on eitherside of my head and kisses me. Deeply. Possessing my mouth. 
Angling my head... controlling me. I moan against his lips. This is whathe likes. This is whathe'sso good 
at. Everything ignites inside me and my fingers are in his hair... holding him to me... and I'm kissing him 
back and saying I want you to the only way I know-how. He groans... shifting me so I'm astride him... 
knee ling over him... his erection beneath me. He pulls back and looks at me... his eyes hooded... glowing 
and lustful. I drop my hands to grab onto the edge of the bath, but he grips both my wrists and pulls my 
hands behind my back... holding them together in one hand. 

'I'm going to have you now...' he whispers and lifts me so that I'm hovering over him. 

'Ready?' He breathes. 

'Yes...' I whisper... and he eases me on to him... slowly... exquisitely slowly... filling me... 
watching me as he takes me. 

I groan... closing my eyes... and I revel in the sensation... the stretchingfullness. He flexes his 
hips... and I gasp... leaningforward... resting my forehead against his. 

'Please letmy handsgo...' I whisper. 

'Don'ttouch me...' he pleads... and releasing my wrists... he grabs my hips. 

Clasping the bath ledge... I move up and then down slowly... opening my eyes to gaze at him. 
He's watching me. His mouth opens slightly... his breathing halted... stilted... his tongue between his 
teeth. He looks so... hot. We're wet and slippery and moving against each other. I lean down and kiss 
him. 


He closes his eyes. Tentatively... I bring my hands up to his head and run my fingers through 
his hair... nottaking my lips from his mouth. This is allowed. He likes this. I like this. And we move 
together. I tug his hair... tipping his head back and deepen the kiss... riding him... faster... picking up the 
rhythm. I moan against his mouth. He starts to lift me faster... faster... holding my hips. Kissing me back. 



We are wet mouths and tongues... tangled hair... and moving hips. All sensation... all- 


consumingagain. I am close... I am starting to recognize this delicious tightening... quickening. And the 
water... it's swirling around us... our own whirlpool... a stirring vortex as our movements become more 
frantic... sloshing everywhere... mirroring what's happening inside me... and I just don't care. 

I love this man. I love his passion... the effect I have on him. I love that he'sflown so farto 
see me. I love that he cares about me... he cares. It's so unexpected... so fulfilling. He is mine... and I am 
his. 


'That's right... baby...' he breathes. 

-And- 

I come... myorgasm ripping through me... a turbulent... passionate... apogee that devours 
me whole. And suddenly RICHARD C. MAST crushes me to him... his arms wrapped around my back as he 
finds his release. 

'Merry... baby I' He cries... and it's a wild invocation... stirring and touching the depths of my 

soul. 


We lie staring at each other... gray eyes into blue... face to face... in the super king bed... 
both hugging our pillows on ourfronts. Naked. Nottouching. 

Just looking and admiring... covered by the sheet. 

'Do you want to sleep?' RICHARD C. MAST asks... his voice soft. He is beautiful; the mix of 
colors in his hair vivid against the white Egyptian cotton pillowcase... gray eyes... smoldering... 
expressive. He looks concerned. 

No. I'm nottired.' I feel strangely energized. It's been sogood to talk... I don't want to stop. 
'What doyou wantto do?' he asks. 

'Talk.' He smiles. 

'About what?' 


'Stuff.' 



'What stuff?' 


'You.' 

'What about me?' 

'What's your favorite film?' He grins. 

'Today... it's 'The Piano'.' His grin is infectious. 

'Of course. Silly me. Such a sad... excitingscore... which nodoubtyou can play? So many 
accomplishments... Mr...' 

'And the greatestone is you... Miss Merry.' 

'So, I am numberseventeen.' 

He frowns at me not comprehending. 

'Seventeen?' 

A numberof womenyou've urn... had sex with.' 

His lips quirk up... his eyes shining with incredulity. 

'Not exactly.' 

'You said fifteen...' My confusion is obvious. 

'I was referringto the numberof women in my playroom. I thoughtthat's whatyou meant. 
You didn'task me how many women I'd had sex with.' 

'Oh.' Holy shit... there's more... How? I gape at him. 'Vanilla?' 

'No. You are my one vanilla conquest...'he shakes his head... still grinning at me. 

Why does he find this funny? And why am I grinning back at him like an idiot? 

'I can't give you a number. I didn't put notches in the bedpost or anything.' 

'What are we talking... tens... hundreds... thousands?' My eyesgrow wilderasthe numbers 


get larger. 



'Tens. We're in the tens... for pity's sake.' 


'All submissive?' 

'Yes.' 

Stopgrinning at me...'I scold him mildly...trying and failing to keepastraight face. 

'I can't. You're funny.' 

'Funny peculiar or funny ha-ha?' 

'A bit of both I think.' His words mirror mine. 

'That's a damned cheek... coming from you.' He leans across and kisses the tip of my nose. 
'This will shockyou... Merry. Ready?' 

I nod... wide... eyed... still with the stupid grin onmyface. 

'All submissive in training... when I was training. There are places in and around NY thatone 
can go to and practice. Learn to do what I do...' he says. 

What? 

'Oh.' I blink at him. 

'Yep... I've paid for sex... Merry.' 

'That's nothing to be proud of...'I mutter haughtily.'And you're right... I am deeply shocked. 
And cross that I can't shockyou.' 

'You wore my underwear.' 

'Did that shockyou?' 

'Yes.'My inner goddess pole... vaults overthe fifteen... foot bar. 

'You didn't wearyour pantiesto meet my parents.' 


'Did that shockyou?' 



'Yes.' 

Jeez... the bar's moved to sixteen feet. 

'It seems I can only shockyou in the underwear holdings.' 

'You told me you were a virgin. That's the biggestshock I've ever had.' 'Yes...yourface wasa 
picture... a Kodak moment.' I giggle. 

'You let me work you overwitha riding crop.' 

'Did that shockyou?' 

'Yep.' 

I grin. 

'Well... I may let you do it again.' 

'Oh... I do hope so-o... Miss Merry. This weekend?' 'Okay...' I agree... shyly. 

'Okay?' 

Yes- I'll go to the Red Room of Pain again.' 

'You say my name.' 

'That shocks you?' 

'The fact that I like it shocks me.' 'RICHARDC. MAST.' He grins. 

'I wantto do somethingtomorrow.' His eyes glow with excitement. 

'What?' 

'A surprise. For you.' His voice is low and soft. 

I raise an eyebrow and stifle a yawn at the same time. 

'Am I boring to you... Miss Merry?' His tone is sardonic. 


'Never.' 



He leans across and kisses me gently on my lips. 

'Sleep...' he commands... then switches off the light. 

And in this quiet moment... as I close my eyes... spent and sated... I think I'm in the eye of the 
storm. And in spite of all, he's said... and what he hasn't said... I don't think I have ever been so happy. 

RICHARD C. MAST stands in steel... barred cage. Wearing his soft... ripped jeans... his chest 
and feet are mouthwateringly naked... and he's staring at me. His private... joke smile etched on his 
beautifulface and hiseyesa moltengray. Inhis hands, he holdsa bowl of strawberries. Heambleswith 
athletic grace to the front of the cage... gazing intently at me. Holding up a plump ripe strawberry... he 
extendshishandthroughthe bars. 

'Eat...' he says... his tongue caressing the front of his palate as he enunciates the't'. 

I try and move toward him... but I'm tethered... held back by some unseen force around my 
wrist... holding me. Let me go. 

'Come... eat...' he says... smiling his delicious crooked smile. 

I pull and pull... let me go! I want to scream and shout... but no sound emerges. I am mute. 
He stretches a little further... and the strawberry is at my lips. 

'Eat... Merry.' His mouth forms my name... lingeringsensually on each syllable. 

I open my mouth and bite... the cage disappears... and my hands are free. I reach up to touch 
him... graze myfingers through his chest hair. 

'Merry.' No. I moan. 

'Come on... baby.' 

No. I want to touch you. 

'Wake up.' 

NO- please, my eyes flicker unwillingly open for a split second. I'm in bed and someone is 


nuzzling my ear. 



'Wake up... baby...' he whispers... and the effect of his sweet voice spreads like warm melted 
caramel through my veins. 

It's RICHARD C. MAST. Jeez... it's still dark... and the images of him from my dream persists... 
disconcertingand tantalizing in my head. 

'Oh... no...' I groan. I want back at his chest... back to my dream. 

Why is he waking me? 

It'sthe middle of the night... or so it feels. Holy shit. Does he want sex... now? 

'Time to get up... baby. I'm going to switch on the sidelight.' His voice is quiet. 

'No...' I groan. 

'I want to chase the dawn with you...' he says... kissing my face... my eyelids... the tip of my 
nose... my mouth... and I open my eyes. The sidelight is on. 'Good morning... beautiful...' he murmurs. 

I groan... and he smiles. 

'You are not a morning person...' he murmurs. 

Through the haze of light... I squint and see RICHARD C. MAST leaning over me... smiling. 

Amused. 

Amused atme. Dressed! In black. 

'I thought you wanted sex...' I grumble. 

'Merry... I always want sex with you. It's heartwarming to know that you fee I the same...' he 

says dryly. 

I gaze at him as my eyes adjust to the light... but he still looks amused...thank heavens. 

'Of course, I do... just not when it'sso late.' 

'It's not late... it's early. Come on... up you go. We're goingout. I'll take a rain check on the 

sex.' 


'I was having such a nice dream...' I whine. 



'Dream about what?' he asks patiently. 


'You.' I blush. 

'What was I doing this time?' 

'Trying to feed me strawberries.' 

His lips twitch with a trace of a smile. 

Dr. Flynn could have a field day with that. Up... get dressed. Don't bother to shower... we 
can do that later.' We! I sit up... and the sheet pools at my waist... revealing my body. He stands to give 
me a room... his eyes dark. 

'What time is it?' 

'5:30 in the morning.' 

'Feels like 3:00 a. m.' 

'We don't have much time. I let you sleep as long as possible. 

Come.' 'Can't I have a shower?' He sighs. 

'Ifyou havea shower... I'llwantone with you...andyou and I knowwhatwill happenthen... 
the day will just go. Come.' 

He's excited. Asa small boy... he's iridescent with anticipation and excitement. Itmakesme 

smile. 


'What are we doing?' 'It's a surprise. I told you.' I can't help but grin up at him. 


'Okay.' I clamber off the bed and search for my clothes. Of course, they are neatly folded on 
the chair beside my bed. He's laid outa pair of his jersey boxerbriefstoo... Ralph Lauren... no less. I slip 
them on... and he grins at me. Hmm... anotherpiece of RICHARDC. MAST's underwear... atrophy to add 
to my collection... along with the car... the BlackBerry... the Mac... his black jacket... and a set of old 
valuable first editions. I shake my head at his largesse... and I frown as a scene from less crosses my 



mind: the strawberry scene. It evokes my dream. To hell with Dr. Flynn... Freud would have a field day... 
and then he'd probably expire trying to deal with Dark Shadows. 


'I'll give you some room now that you're up.' RICFIARDC. MAST exits toward the living area... 
and I wander into the bathroom. I have needed to attend to... and I want a quick wash. Seven minutes 
later... I am in the living area... scrubbed... brushed and dressed in jeans... my camisole... and RICFIARD C. 
mast's underwear. RICFIARDC. MAST glances up from the small dining table where he's eating 
breakfast. 

Breakfast! 

Jeez... atthis time. 

'Eat...' he says. 

Floly Moses... my dream. I gape at him... thinking about his tongue on 
his palate. FImm... his experttongue. 

'Merry...' he says sternly... pulling me out of my reverie. 

It really is too early for me. Flowto handle this? 'I'll have some tea. Can I take a croissantfor 
later?' Fie eyes me suspiciously... and I smile very sweetly. 

'Don't rain on my parade... Merry...' he warns softly. 

'I will eat later when my stomach's woken up. About 7:30 a. m. okay?' 'Okay.' Fie peers down 

at me. 

Flonestly. I have to concentrate hard on not making a face at him. 

'I wantto roll my eyesatyou.' 

'By all means... do... andyou will make myday...'he says sternly. 

I gaze up at the ceiling. 

'Well, a spankingwould wake me up... I suppose.' I purse my lips in quiet contemplation. 
RICFIARDC. mast's mouth drops open. 



'Onthe otherhand, I don'twantyou to be all hot and bothered... the climate here iswarm 
enough.' I shrug nonchalantly. 

RICHARD C. MAST closes his mouth and tries very hard to look displeased... but fails 

hopelessly. 


I can see the humorlurking in the back of his eyes. 

'You are...as ever...challenging... MissMerry. Drinkyourtea.' 

I notice theTwining's label... and inside... my heart sings. See... he does care... my 
subconscious mouths at me. I sit and face him... drinking in his beauty. Will I ever get enough of this 
man? 


As we leave the room... RICHARD C. MASTthrows a sweatshirt at me. 

'You'll need this.' I look at him... puzzled. 

'Trust me.' He grins... leans overand kisses me quickly on the lips... then grabs my hand and 
we head out. 

Outside... in the relative cool of the half... the light of pre... dawn... the valet hands RICHARD 
C. MAST a set of keys to a flash sports car with a soft top. I raise an eyebrow at RICHARD C. MAST... who 
smirks back at me. 

'You know... sometimes it's great being me...' he says with a conspiratorial but smug grin that 
I simply can't help emulating. He's so lovable when he's playful and carefree. He opens my car door with 
an exaggerated bow... and in I climb. He is in such a good mood. 

'Where are we going?' 

'You'll see.' He grins as he slips the car into drive... and we head out on Savannah Parkway. 

He programs the GPS and presses a switch on the steering wheel and a classical orchestral piece fills the 
car. 


'What's this?' I ask as the sweet... sweet sound of a hundred violin strings assail us. 'It's from 


La Traviata. An opera by Verdi.' Oh... my... it's lovely. 



'La Traviata? I've heard of that. I can't think where. What does it mean?' RICHARD C. MAST 


glances at me and smirks. 

Well... literally... the woman led astray. It's based on Alexander Dumas's book... La Dame aux 

Camelias.' 


'Ah. I've read it.' 

'I thoughtyou might.' 

'The doomed courtesan.' I squirm uncomfortably in the plush leatherseat. Is he trying to tell 
me something?'Hmm... it's a depressing story...' I mutter. 

'Too depressing? Doyou wantto choose some music? This is on my iPod.' RICHARD C. MAST 
has that secretsmile again. 

I can't see his iPod anywhere. He taps the screen on the console between us... and behold... 
there is a playlist. 

'You choose.' His lips twitch up into a smile... and I know it's a challenge. 

RICHARD C. mast's iPod... this should be interesting. I scroll through the touch screen... and 
find the perfect song. I press play. I wouldn't have figured him for an Amanda fan. The club... mix... 
techno beat assaults us both... and RICHARD C. MAST turns the volume down. Maybe it's too early for 
this: Britney's at her most sultry. 

'Toxic... eh?' RICHARDC. MASTgrins. 

'I don'tknowwhatyou mean.' I feign innocence. 

He turns the music downa little more...and inside I am hugging myself. Myinnergoddessis 
standingon the podium awaiting hergold medal. 

He turned the music down. 

Victory! 

'I didn'tputthatsongon my iPod...' he says casually... and putshis foot down so that I am 
thrown back into my seat as the car accelerates along the freeway. 



what? He knows what he's doing... the bastard. Who did? And I have to listen to Amanda 
going on and on. Who... who? 

The song ends and the iPod shufflesto Damien Rice being mournful. 

Who? Who? I stare out of the window... my stomach-churning. Who? 

'It wasSarrah...' he answers my unspoken thoughts. How does he do that? 

'Sarrah?' 

'Anex...whoputthesongon my iPod.' 

Damien warbles away in the background as I sit stunned. An ex... 

Ex... submissive? 

An ex... 

'One of the fifteen?' I ask. 

'Yes.' 

What happened to her?' 

'We finished.' 

'Why?' 

Oh jeez. It's too early for this kind of conversation. But he looks relaxed... happy even... and 
what's more... talkative. 

'She wanted more.' His voice is low... introspective even... and he leaves the sentence 
hanging between us... ending it with that powerful little word again. 

'And you didn't?' I ask before I can employ my brain to mouth filter. 

Shit... do I wantto know? 

He shakes his head. 

'I've neverwanted more... until I metyou.' 



I gasp... reeling. Oh my. Isn'tthis what I want? He wants more. He wants it... too! My inner 
goddess has backflipped off the podium and is doing cartwheels around the stadium. 

It'snot justme. 

'What happened to the otherfourteen?' I ask. 

Jeez, he'stalking... take advantage. 

'You wanta list? Divorced... beheaded... died?' 

You're not Bill VIII.' 

'Okay. In no particular order... I've only had long-term relationships with four women... apart 

from Elly.' 

'Elly?' 

'Mrs. Robinson to you.'He half-smiles his secret private joke smile. 

Elly! Holy Freak. The evil one has a name and it is all... foreign-sounding. A vision of a 
glorious... pale... skinned vampwith raven hair and ruby... red lips come to mind... and I know that 
she's beautiful. I must not dwell. I must not dwell. 

'What happened to the four?' I ask to distract myself. 

'So inquisitive... so eager for information... Miss Merry...' he scolds playfully. 

'Oh... Mr. When IsYour Period Due?' 

'Merry... a man needs to know these things.' 

'Does he?' 

'Ido.' 

'Why?' 

'Because I don't want you to get pregnant.' 


'Neither do I! Well... not for a few years yet.' 



RICHARD C. MAST blinks startled... then visibly relaxes. Okay. RICHARD C. MAST doesn't want 


children. Now or never? I am reeling from his sudden... unprecedented attack of candor. Perhaps it's 
the early morning? Something in the modern city water? 

The modern dystopian city air? What else do I wantto know? Remembrance of Things Past. 

'So, the otherfour... what happened?' I ask. 

'One met someone else. The other three wanted... more. I wasn't in the market for more 

then.' 

'And the others?' I press. 

He glancesat me briefly and justshakes his head. 

'Justdidn'twork out.' 

Whoa... a bucket... a load of information to process. I glance in the side 

mirror of the car... and I notice the soft swell of pink and aquamarine in the sky behind. 
Dawn is following us. 

'Where are we headed?' I ask... perplexed... gazing out at the I... 95. 

We're headingsouth... that's all I know. 

'An airfield.' 

'We're not going back to NY, are we?' I gasp... alarmed. I haven't said goodbye to my mom. 
Jeez... she's expecting us for dinner. 

He laughs. 

T 

'No... Merry... we're goingto indulge in my second favorite pastime.' 'Second?' I frown at 

him. 


'Yep. I told you my favorite this morning.' 



I glance at his glorious profile... frowning... racking my brain. 


'Indulging in you... Miss Merry... that's got to be top of my list. Anyway I can get you.' Oh... 

'Well, that's quite high up on my list of diverting... kinky priorities too.' I mutter... blushing. 

'I'm pleasedto hearit...' he muttersdryly. 

'So... airfield?' He grins at me. 

'Soaring.' 

The term rings a vague bell. He's mentioned it before. 

'We're going to chase the dawn... Merry.' He turns and grins at me as the GPS urges him to 
turn right into what looks like an industrial complex. He pulls up outside a large white building with a 
sign reading Frank Lloyd Wright -Building. 

Gliding! Are we going gliding? 

He switches off the engine. 

'You upforthis?' He asks. 

'You're flying?' 

'Yes.' 

'Yes... please I' I don't hesitate. He grins and leans forward and kisses me. 

'Anotherfirst... Miss Merry...' he says as he climbs out of the car. 

First? What sort of first? First time flying a glider... shiti No... he said that he's done it before. 
I relax. He walks around and opens my door. The sky has turned to a subtle opal... shimmering and 
glowing softly behind the sporadic childlike clouds. Dawn is upon us. 

Taking my hand... RICHARD C. MAST leads me around the building to a large stretch of 
tarmac where several hotair balloons are parked. Waiting beside them is a man with a shaved head and 
a wild look in his eye... accompanied by Peter. 



Peter! Does RICHARD C. MASTgo anywhere withoutthatman?! beamat him...and he 
smiles kindly back at me. 

'Mr... this is your tow... pilot... Mr. Mark Benson...'says Peter. RICHARD C. MAST and 
Benson shake hands and strike up a conversation... which sounds very technical about wind speed... 
directions... andthe like. 

'Hello... Peter...' I murmurshyly. 

'Miss Merry.' He nodsa greetingat me... and I frown. 'Merry...' he corrects himself. 

'He's been hell on wheels the last few days. Glad we're here...' he saysconspiratorially. 

Oh... this is news... WhyPSurelynot because of me! Revelation Thursday! Must be something 
in the Savannah waterthat makesthese men loosen up a bit. 

'Merry...'RICHARD C. MAST summons me.'Come.' He holdsouthis hand. 

'See you later.' I smile at Peter... and giving me a quick salute... he heads backto the parking 
lot. 


'Mr. Benson... this is my girlfriend Marry Sue.' 'Pleased to meet you...' I murmur as we shake 

hands. 


Benson gives me a dazzling smile. 

'Likewise/ he says... and I can tell from his accent that he's British. 

As I take RICHARD C. MAST'shand...there'samounting excitement in my belly. Wow... 
gliding! We follow Mark Benson out across the tarmac towards the runway. He and RICHARD C. MAST 
keep up a running conversation. I catch the gist. We will be in a Blah nik L... 23... which is apparently 
betterthan the L... 13... although this is open to debate. Benson will be flying a Piper Pawnee. He's been 
flying taildraggers for about five years now. It all means nothing to me... but glancing up at RICHARD C. 
MAST... he is so animated... so in his element... it's a pleasure to watch him. 



The hot air balloon itself is long... sleek... and white with orange stripes. It has a small cockpit 
with two seats one in front of the other. It's attached by a long white cable to a small... conventional 
single... burner hot air balloon. Benson opens the large... clear Perspex dome that frames the cockpit... 
allowing us to climb in. 

'First, we needtostrap on yourparachute.' Parachute! 

'I'll do that...' RICHARD C. MAST interrupts him and takes the harness off Benson... who 
smiles amenably at him? 


'I'll fetch some ballast...' Benson says and heads toward the hotair balloon. 

'You like strapping me into things.' I observe dryly. 

'Miss Merry... you have no idea. Here... step into the straps.' 

I do as I'mtold... placing my arm on his shoulder. RICHARD C. MAST stiffens slightly but 
doesn't move. Once myfeetare in the loops... he pulls the parachute up... and I place my arms through 
the shoulderstraps. Deftly he fastens the harness and tightens all the straps. 

'There... you'll do...' he says mildly... but his eyes are gleaming.' Do you have your hair tie 
from yesterday?' I nod. 

'You want me to put my hair up?' 

'Yes.' 

I quickly do as I'm asked. 

'Ifyou go...' RICHARD C. MAST commands. He'sstill so bossy. I go climbing into the back. 

'No... front. The pilot sits at the back.' 'But won't you be able to see.' 'I'll see plenty. 'He grins. 

I don'tthink I have everseen him so happy... bossy... but happy. I clamberin... settlingdown 
into the leather seat. It is surprisingly comfortable. RICHARD C. MAST leans over... pulls the harness over 
my shoulders... reaches between my legsforthe lower belt... and slots it into the fastenerthat rests 
against my belly. 


He tightens all the restraining straps. 



'Hmm... twice in one morning... I am a lucky man...' he whispers and kisses me quickly. 'This 
won't take long... twenty... thirty minutes at most. Thermals aren't great this time of the morning... but 
it's so breathtaking up there at this hour. I hope you're not nervous.' 'Excited.' I beam. 

Where did this ridiculous grin come from? Actually... part of me is terrified. My inner 
goddess... she's under a blanket behind the sofa. 

'Good.' He grins back... stroking my face... then disappears from view. 

I hearand feel his movements as he climbs in behind me. Of course, he's strapped me in so 
tightly I can't move round to see him... typical! We are very low on the ground. In front of me are a 
panelof dials and leversand a big stick thing. I leave well alone. 

Mark Benson appears with a cheerfulgrin as he checks my straps and leans in and checks the 
cockpit floor. I think it's the ballast. 

'Yep... that'ssecure. Firsttime?' he asks me. 

'Yes.' 

'You'll love it.' 

'Thanks... Mr. Benson.' 

'Call me Mark.' He turns to RICHARD C. MAST.' Okay?' 

'Yep. Let's go.' 

I am so glad I haven't eaten anything. I am beyond excited... and I don't think my stomach 
would be game for food... excitement... and leaving the ground. Once again... I am putting myself into 
this beautiful man's skilled hands. Mark shuts the cockpit lid... strolls over to the hot air balloon in front, 
and climbs in. 

The hot gas burner starts... and my nervous stomach relocates itself to my throat. Jeez... I'm 
really doing this. Mark taxis slowly down the runway... and as the cable takes the strain... we suddenly 
jolt forward. We're off. I hear chatteroverthe radio set behind me. I think it's Mark talking to the 
tower... but I can't make out what he's saying. As the Piper picks up speed... so do we. It's very bumpy., 
and in front of us... the single burner hot air balloon is still on the ground. Jeez... will we ever get up? 



And suddenly... my stomach disappears from my throat and free... falls through my bodyto the 
ground... we're airborne. 

'Here we go... babyl' RICHARDC. MASTshouts from behind me. And we are in our own 
bubble... just us two. All I hear is the sound of the wind ripping past and the distant hum of hotair 
balloons engine and heat. 

I'm gripping the edge of my seat with both hands... so tightly my knuckles are white. We 
head west... inland away from the rising sun... gaining height... crossing over fields and woods and 
homes and me... 95. Oh my. This is amazing... above us only sky. The light is extraordinary... diffuseand 
warm in hue... and I remember Jose rambling on about 'magic hour'... a time of day that photographers 
adore... this is it... just after dawn... and I'm in it... with RICHARD C. MAST. 

Abruptly... I'm reminded of Jose'sshow. Hmm. I needtotell RICHARD C. MAST. I wonder 
briefly how he'll react. But I won't worry about that... not now... I'm enjoying the ride. My ears pop as 
we gain height... and theground slips furtherand furtheraway. It is so peaceful. I completelygetwhy 
he likes to be up here. 

Away from his BlackBerry and all the pressuresof his job. 

The radio crackles into life... and Mark mentions 300 feet. Jeez... thatsounds high... I check 
the ground... and I can no longer clearly distinguish anything down there. 

'Release...' RICHARDC. MAST says into the radio... and suddenly the Piper disappears... and 
the pulling sensation provided by the small hot air balloon ceases. 

We're floating... floating over Modern city. 

Holy freak... it's exciting. The hot air balloon banks and turns as the air changes and we dip... 
and we spiral toward the sun- Icarus-This is it. I am flying close to the sun... but he's with me... leading 
me. I gasp at the realization. We spiral and spiral and... the view in this morning light is spectacular. 

'Hold on tight!' he shouts... and we dip again... only this time he doesn't stop, suddenly... I 
am upside down... looking at theground through the top of the cockpit canopy. 



I squeal loudly... my arms automatically lashing out... my handssplayed on the Perspexto 
stop me falling. I can hear him laughing. Bastard! But his joy is infectious... and I am laughing too as he 


writesthe hot air balloon. 

'I'mglad I didn't have breakfast!' I shout at him. 

'Yes... in hindsight... it's good you didn't... because I'm going to do that again.' 

He dips the hot air balloon once more until we are low to ground. This time... because I'm 
prepared... I hangon to the harness... but it makes me grin and giggle like a fool. He levels the hot air 
balloon once more. 

'Beautiful... isn'tit?' He calls. 

'Yes.' 

We fly... swooping majestically through the air... listening to the wind and the silence... in the 
early morning light. Whocould askformore? 

'Seethejoy... stickin front of you?' he shouts again. 

I look at the stick that is movingslightly between my legs. Oh no... where's he going with 

this? 

'Grab hold.' 

Oh shit. He's going to make me fly the hot air balloon. No! 

'Goon... Merry. Grab it...' he urges more vehemently. 

Tentatively... I grasp it and fee I the pitch and yawof what I assume are rudders and paddles 
or whatever keep this thing in the air. 

'Hold tight... keep it steady. Seethe middle dial in front? Keepthe needle dead center.' 

My heart is in my mouth. Holy shit. I am flying a glider... I'm soaring. 

'Good girl.' RICHARDC. MASTsounds delighted. 

'I am amazed you let me take control...' I shout. 



'You'd be amazed at what I'd let you do... Miss Merry. Back to me now.' 


I feelthejoystick move suddenly... and I let go as we spiral down several feet... my ears 
starting to pop again. The ground is getting closer... and it feels like we could be hitting it short. Jeez... 
that's scary. 

'BMA... this is BG N Papa 3 Alpha... entering left downwind runway seven to the grass... BMA.' 
RICHARD C. MAST sounds his usual authoritative self. The towersquawks back at him overthe radio... 
but I don't understand whatthey say. We sail around again in a wide circle... sinkingslowly to the 
ground. I can seethe airport... the landing strips... and we're flying back over me... 95. 

'Hang on... baby. This can get bumpy.' 

Afteranothercircle we dip... and suddenly we are on the ground with a brief thump... racing 
along the grass... holy shit. My teeth chatteras we bump at an alarming speed alongthe ground... until 
we finally come to a stop. The hot air balloon sways slightly then dip to the right. I take a deep lungful 
of air while RICHARD C. MAST leans over and opens the cockpit lid... clambering out and stretching. 

'How was that?' He asks... and his eyes are a shining... dazzling silver-gray in the sun. He 
leansdownto unbuckle me. 

'That was extraordinary. Thank you...' I whisper. 

'Was it more?' he asks... his voice tinged with hope. 
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'Much more...' I breathe... and he grins. 

'Come.' He holds out his hand forme... and I clamber out of the cockpit. 

As soon as I'm out... he grabs me and holds me flush against his body. Suddenly his hand is in 
my hair... tugging it so my head tips back... and his other hand travels down to the base of my spine. He 
kisses me... long... hard... and passionately... histongue in my mouth. His breathing is mounting... his 
ardor... Holy CRAP... his erection... we're in a field. But I don'tcare. My handstwist in his hair... 
anchoring him to me. I want him... here... now... on the ground. He breaks away and gazes down at me... 
his eyes now dark and luminous in the early morning light... full of raw... arrogant sensuality. Wow. 



He takes my breath away. 


'Breakfast...' he whispers... making it sound deliciously erotic. 

How can he make bacon and eggs sound like forbidden fruit? It'san extraordinaryskill. He 
turns... clasping my hand... and we head back toward the car. 

'What aboutthe glider?' 

'Someone willtake care of that?'...He saysdismissively. 'We'll eat now.' His tone is 
unequivocal. 

Food! He's talking food... when really all I want is him. 

'Come.' He smiles. 

I have neverseen him like this... and it's a joy to behold. I find myself walking beside him... 
hand in hand... with a stupid... goofy grin plastered on my face. It reminds me of when I wasten and 
spending the day in Disneyland with Ray. It was a perfect day... and this is Sue shaping out to be the 
same? 


Back in the car... as we head back along with me... 95 towards Savannah... my phone alarm 
goes off. Oh yes... my pill. 

'What'sthat?' RICHARD C. MAST asks... curious... glancing at me. 

I fumble in my purse forthe packet. 

'Alarm formy pill...' I mutteras my cheeks flush. 

His lips quirk up. 

'Good... welldone. I hate condoms.' 

I flush some more. He's as patronizing as ever. 

'I like that you introduced me to Mark as yourgirlfriend...' I murmur. 

'Isn'tthat whatyou are?' He raises an eyebrow. 


'Am I? I thoughtyou wanted a submissive.' 



'Sodid I... Merry... and I do. But I've told you... Iwant more... too. 


Oh my. He's coming around... and hope surges through me... leaving me breathless. 

'I'm very happy that you want more...' I whisper. 

'We aim to please... Miss Merry.' He smirks as we pull into the International House of 

Pancakes. 

'OLIVE GARDEN.' I grin back at him. I don't believe it. Who would have thought... RICHARD C. 
MAST...atOLIVEGARDEN? 

It's8;30 a. m. but quietin the restaurant. Itsmells of sweet batter... 

fried food... and disinfectant. Hmm... not such an enticing aroma. RICHARD C. MAST leads 
me to a booth. 


'I would neverhave pictured you here...' I say as we slide into a booth. 

'My dad usedto bring us to one ofthesewhenevermy mom went away at a medical 
conference. It was our secret.' He smiles at me... gray eyes dancing... then picks up a menu... running a 
hand through his wayward hair as he stares down at it. 

Oh... I want to run my hands through that hair. I pick up a menu and examine it. I realize I'm 

starving. 


'I know what I want...'he breathes... his voice low and husky. 

I glance up at him... and he's staring at me in that way that tightens all the muscles in my 
belly and takes my breath away... his eyes dark and smoldering. Holy shit. I gaze at him... my blood 
singing in my veins answering his call. 

'I wantwhatyou want...' I whisper. 


He inhalessharply. 



'Here?' He asks suggestively... raisingan eyebrow at me... smiling wickedly... his teeth 
trapping the tip of his tongue. 

Oh my... sex in OLIVE GARDEN. His expression changes... growing darker. 

'Don't bite yourlip...' he orders. 'Not here... not now.' His eyes harden momentarily... and for 
a moment... he looks so deliciously dangerous. 'If I can't have you here... don'ttemptme.' 

'Hi... My name's Leandra... What can I get for you... er... folks... er... today... this morning...?' 
Her voice trails off... stumbling over her words as she gets an eye full of Mr. Beautiful opposite me. She 
flushesscarlet... and a small ounce of sympathyforherbubbles unwelcome into my consciousness 
because he still does that to me. Her presence allows me to escape briefly from his sensual glare. 

'Merry?' 

He prompts me... ignoringher... and I don'tthinkanyone could squeeze as much carnality 
into my name as he does at that moment. 

I swallow... prayingthat I don'tgo the same color as poor Leandra. 

'I told you... I want whatyou want.' I keep my voice soft... low... and he looks at me hungrily. 
Jeez... my innergoddess swoons. Am I up to this game? 

Leandra looks from me to him and back again. She's practically the same color as her shiny 

red hair. 


'Shall I give youfolksanotherminuteto decide?' 

'No. We know what we want.' RICHARD C. MAST's mouth twitches with a small... sexy smile. 

'We'll have two portions of the original buttermilk pancakes with maple syrup and bacon on 
the side... two glasses of orange juice... one black coffee with skim milk... and one English breakfast tea... 
if you have it...' says RICHARD C. MAST... nottaking his eyes off me. 

Thank you, sir. Will that be all?' Leandra whispers... looking anywhere butatthe twoof us. 

We both turn to stare at her... and she flushes crimson again and scuttles away. 


'You know it's really notfair.' I glance down at the Formica tabletop... 



Tracing a pattern in it with my index finger... trying to sound nonchalant. 


'What's not fair?' 

'Howyou disarm people. Women. Me.' 

'Do I disarm you?' 

I snort. 

'All the time.' 

'It just looks... Merry...'he says mildly. 'No... RICHARDC. MAST... it'smuch more than that.' 
His brow creased. 

'You disarm me totally... Miss Merry. Your innocence. Itcuts through all the crap.' 

'Isthat whyyou've changedyourmind?' 

'Changed my mind?' 

'Yes...about... err... us?' 

He strokes his chin thoughtfully with his long... skilled fingers. 

I don't think I've changed my mind perse. We just need to redefine our parameters... re¬ 
draw our battle lines... if you will. We can make this work... I'm Sue. I want you submissive in my 
playroom. I will punish you if you digress from the rules. Other than that, well... I think it's all up for 
discussion. Those are my requirements... Miss Merry. What say you to that?' 

'So, I get to sleep with you? In your bed?' 

'Isthat what you want?' 

'Yes.' 

'I agree then. Besides... I sleepvery wellwhenyou're in my bed. I had no idea.' His brow 
creases as his voice fade. 


'I wasfrightened you'd leave me if I didn't agree to all of it...' I whisper. 



'I'm not going anywhere... Merry. Besides...' He trails off... and after some thought... he adds.' 
We're followingyour advice... your definition: compromise. You emailed it to me. And so far, it's 
workingfor me.' 

'I love that you want more...' I murmurshyly. 

'I know.' 

'How do you know?' 

Trust me. I just do.' He smirks at me. He's hiding something. 

What? 

Atthat moment... Leandra arrives with breakfast and our conversation ceases. My stomach 
rumbles... reminding me how ravenous I am. RICHARD C. MAST watches with annoyingapproval as I 
devoureverythingon my plate. 

'Can I treatyou?' I ask RICHARDC. MAST. 

'Treat me how?' 

'Payforthis meal.' RICHARD C. MAST snorts. 

'I don'tthinkso.' he scoffs.'Please. I wantto.' Hefrownsat me. 

'Are you trying to completely emasculate me?' 

'This is probably the only place that I'll be able to afford to pay.' 'Merry... I appreciate the 
thought. I do. But no.' I purse my lips. 

'Don't scowl...' he threatens... his eyes glinting ominously. 

Of course, he doesn't ask me for my mother's address. He knows it already... stalker that he 
is. When he pulls up outside the house... I don't comment. What's the point? 


'Do you want to come in?' I ask shyly. 



'I need to work... Merry... but I'll be back this evening. What time?' 

I ignore the unwelcome stab of disappointment. Why do I want to spend every single minute 
with this controlling sex god? Oh yes... I've fallen in love with him... and he can fly. 

'Thankyou... forthe more.' 

'My pleasure... Merry.' He kisses me... and I inhale his sexy RICHARD C. MAST smell. 

'I'll see you later.' 

'Try and stop me...'he whispers. 

I wave goodbye as he drives off into the Modern city sunshine. I'm still wearing his sweatsh irt 
and his underwear... and I'mtoo warm. 

In the kitchen... my mom is in a complete flap. It's not every day she has to entertain a multi... 
zillionaire... and it's stressing herout. 

'How are you... darling?' She asks... and I flush because she must know what I was doing last 

night. 

'I'm good. RICHARD C. MAST took me gliding this morning.' I hope the new information will 
distract her. 

'Gliding? As in a small hotair balloon with no engine?That sort of gliding?' I nod. 

'Wow.' 

She's speechless... a novel concept for my mother. She gapes at me... but eventually recovers 
herself and resumes heroriginal line of questioning. 

'Howwas last night? Did you talk?' I flush bright scarlet. 

'We talked... last night and today. It's getting better.' 

'Good.' She turns her attention back to the four cookery books she has open on the kitchen 

table. 


'Mom... if you like... I'll cook this evening.' 



'Oh... honey... that's kind of you... but I wantto do it. 


'Okay.' I grimace... knowingfull wellthat my mother's cooking is pretty hit or miss. Perhaps 
she's improved since she moved to Savannah with Bob. There was a time I wouldn't subject anyone to 
her cooking... even... who do I hate? Oh yes... Stifler's mom... Elly. Well... maybe her. Will I ever meet 
this damned woman? I decide to send a quick thank... you to RICHARD C. MAST. 
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It was Saturday and she knew there was a lot of things a girl he rage could be doing, there 
were so many memories and happy moments filling this room I am in trying to stay awake. I sat up 
rubbing the last of sleep out her eyes trying to savor the last bit of sweetness she had behind her eyelids. 
It had been a lovely and sweet dream and right before it had it is wonderful ending her Mom burst 
through with herbright idea, of herbeingtoo youngand innocent. 


Sometimes... you know how to show a girl a good time. Said Mary. I'll take eitherof those 
over your snoring. I had a good time too. But I always do when I'm with you. He said. She also then 
replayed-1 DO NOT SNORE. And if I do... it's very ungallant of you to point it out. You are no gentleman 
Mr. 


-And- 

...Youare in the DeepSouthtoo! Said, Marry. 

I have never claimed to be a gentleman... Merry... and I think I have demonstrated that point 
to you on numerous occasions. I am not intimidated by yourSHOUTY capitals. But I will confess to a 
small white lie: No... you don'tsnore... butyou do talk. And it's fascinating. 

What happened to my kiss? 

Holy shit I thought. I know I talk in my sleep. Katie has told me enough times. What the hell 
have I said? Oh no. 

So-o... whatdid I just say? 

No kissesforyou until you talk! You are not a gentleman, as I thought, you are a cad and a 
scoundrel... it would be most ungallant of me to say... and I have already been chastised for that. But if 
you behave yourself... I may tell you this evening. I do have to go into a meeting now. Baby, I'll be seeing 
you... The RICHARD C. MAST... meaningthe big chief executive officer, the highest-ranking person in a 
company or other institution, ultimately responsible for making managerial decisions. OMG! THE- 

RICHARDC. MAST... Cad and Scoundrel.Undertaking Department Inc. Right! Jeez-la-Wez-z-1 shall 

maintain radio silence until this evening. I fume. Supposing I've said I hate him... or worse still... that I 
love him... in my sleep. 

Like-could be hanging with her friends at the mall, or she could stay at home making 
drawings or doing homework; That what Marry thought smiling to herself, and that made every minute 
spent in even more special over him being so confusing. 

My mom has decided on gazpacho soup and a barbecue with steaks marinated in olive oil... 
garlic... and lemon. RICHARD C. MAST likes meat... and it's simple to do. Bob has volunteered to man the 
BBQgrill. What is it about men and fire...? I ponderas I trail aftermy motherth rough the supermarket 
with the shopping cart? 



As we browse the raw meat cabinet... my phone rings. I scramble forit... thinking it may be 
RICHARD C. MAST. I don't recognize the number. 

'Hello?' I answerbreathlessly. 'MarrySue?' 'Yes-1 said.' 'It's Elizabeth Morgan from 
Systematic Investment' 'Oh... hello.' 

'I'm calling to offeryou the job of assistant to Mr. Jack Hyde. We'd like you to start on 
Monday.' 'Wow-1 said. That'sgreat! Thankyoul' 

'You know the salary details?' 'Yes-Yes...that's... I mean... I accept your offer. I'd love to 
come and work for you.' 'That is excellent, we -1 will see you on Monday at 9:35 a. m.?' 'See you then, 
and goodbye. And thankyou.' I beam at my mom. 'You have a job?' 

I nod gleefully... and she squeals and hugs me in the middle of a Public supermarket. 

'Congratulations... darling! We have to buy some champagne!' She's c!apping her hands and 
jumping up and down, is she forty...? Two or twelve? 

I glance down at my phone andfrown... there's a missed cal! from RICHARD C. MAST. He 
neverphones me. I call him straight back. 

'Merry...' he answers immediately. 

'Hi...' I murmurshyly. 

'I have to return to NY. Something comes up. I am on my way to Hilton Head now. Please 
apologize to your mother... I can't make dinner.' He sounds very businesslike. 

'Nothingserious... I hope?' 

'I have a situation which I have to deal with. I'll see you on Friday. I'll send Peter to collect 
youfrom the airport if I can'tcome myself.' He soundscold. Angry even. Butforthefirsttime... I don't 
immediately think it's me. 'Okay. I hope you sort out yoursituation. Have a safe flight.' 

'You too... baby...' he breathes... and with those words... my RICHARD C. MAST is back briefly. 
Then he hangs up. 


Oh no. The last 'situation' he had was my virginity. Jeez... I hope it's nothing like that. 


I gaze at my mom. Herearlier jubilation has metamorphosed into concern. 

'It's RICHARD C. MAST... he's had to go back to NY. He apologizes.' 

'Oh! That's a shame... darling. We can still have our barbecue... and now we have something 
to celebrate... your new job I You have to tell me all about it.' 

It's a late afternoon... and Mom and I are lying beside the pool. My mother has relaxed to the 
point where she is horizontal nowthatMr. Megabucks is not coming to dinner. As I lie in the sun... 
endeavoringto lose the pale... I think aboutyesterdayeveningand breakfast today. I think about 
RICHARD C. MAST... and my ridiculous grin refuses to subside. It keeps creeping across my face... 
unbidden and disconcerting... as I recall our various conversations and what we did... what he did. 

Her body remained facing forward in deep thoughts, but she leaned ever so slightly into his 
direction to his picture on her nightstand table; there seemsto be a tidal shift in RICHARD C. MAST's 
attitude. He denies it but... he admits he'stryingfor more. What could have changed? What has altered 
since he sent his long email and when I saw him yesterday? What has he done? 

I sit up suddenly... almostspilling my Dr. Pepper. 

He had dinner with... her. Elly. Holy Freak! My scalp prickles on my plate, at the realization 
of needing him always. Did she say somethingto him I don't want him looking or talking to anyone-1 
want him all to me. Oh... to have been a fly on the wall during their dinner. I could have landed in her 
soup or on her wineglass and choked her. 'What is it... Merry... honey?' Mom asks... startled from her 
torpor. 'I'm just havinga moment... Mom. Whattime is it?' 

'About6:30 p. m... darling.' 

Hm-m... he won'thave landedyet. Can I askhim? Should I askhim? Or perhaps she has 
nothing to do with it. I fervently hope so. What did I say in my sleep? Crap... some unguarded remark 
while dreaming about him... I bet? Whatever it is... or was... I hope the sea of change is coming from 
within him and not because of her. 

I am sweltering in this damned heat. I need another dip in the pool. As I get ready for bed... I 


switch on my computer. 


I have heard nothing from the RICHARD C. MAST. Not even a word that he's arrived safely. 
Thinking of his voice deep and raspy, and me sometimes, almostemotionless, demandinganswers Ifelt 
bad about me being me- She fought against the goosebumps that threatened to raise on herskin as she 
turned her head towards him thought of him. 

Oh... I hope not. I am not ready to tell him that... and I'm like so- sure he's not ready to hear 
it... if he ever wants to hear it. I scowl at my computer and decide that whatever I cook... I will make 
bread. 


(Time has passed) 

She opened her eyes then, turning her body towards photo- 

Why do I getto torture myself like this? Her mothernodded herconfidence that had been 
there earlier was beginningto fade. Fearand determination gripped that her mom was right about 
everything. I am starting to worry. I sent a text message - 'Please let me know that you have arrived 
safely, and I am thinking of you.'She closed her eyes, tryingto calm her heart, yet reveling in the 
feelings he caused within her. She brought her bottom lip between herteeth... They were nearly 
touching yet it was just a photo she was kissing missing him, and she came close to pulling him to her 
heart, finding out if he felt as good as he did in hermind, that was off in link forthe time being. Her eyes 
were slightly glazed- lovesick, and he could only guess-to what she was doing at that very moment, that 
it was more from desire than theycould take. 

Three minutes later... I hearthe ping from my email inbox. I was thinking- about gettingit... 
my mind racing- If he only really knew I was 12, in eighth grade, and it was a school night if only he knew 
he was my dream man-and my dreams in my mind and out. I was taking my nightly shower in the 
upstairs- now in the only bathroom-1 was wet and my mom was in the next room wanting me to get 
done and be done, like me wanting now to go downstairs watch some TV before 10:00 p.m. The 
bathroom had one small window-were the boy next door I am sure like to look in at me, and the fan 
wasn't able to keep up with the humidity-so everything was steamy, so the door was left open a crack- 
really don't care anymore about my nakedness, after being F*UCKEDby him-at only 12- yet I said I was 
of age-when we bathed orshowered afterward too. It had been that way since forever-afterthe first 
time. 


when the show on TV ended, it was my bedtime and I went upstairs. The hall was dark but I 
didn't bother turning on the light. The door to my room was in the middle of the hallway, on the left. 
The door to the bathroom was at the end of the hallway, on the right. As I approached my room, there 
was a movement in the bathroom that caught my attention thinking I should pee one last time-and 
change my tampon. Maybe the doorwas open a bit widerthan usual but I did not seem to care as if I 
was like a woman. 

More likely, it was puberty torturing me with its omnipresentsenseforthe opposite sex- not 
having to go through what I do. I stood in the doorway to my room, but I didn'tturn on the light. I knew 
everyone wouldn't be able to see me in the dark as long as I stayed out of the line of brightness cast by 
the bathroom light onto the hallway wall. That tells me I knew from the start that what I was doing was 
wrong. 


What I was doing was watching me, naked, fresh from the shower, rubbing moisturizing 
lotion on myself again. I couldn't see much of in the glass, and only the side yet it was more than I could 
take, but by moving my head a little this way and that I was able to keep one of my breasts in vision. 

The sexual and it was far more than my fantasies coming true, reading the text, at the same 
time; Dear Miss Marry-1 have arrived safely... and please accept my apologies for not letting you know. I 
don't want to cause you any worry... it's heartwarmingto knowthat you care for me. I am thinking of 
youtoo and as everlookingforwardto seeingyoutomorrow. 

Sexual pleasure, she was feeling her nipples now, pinching them lightly then harder and then 
pulling on them and shaking her small tits in wonderful waves of flesh. I was wearing drawstring pants 
with an elasticized waist. Without conscious thought, I pulledthe bow out of the drawstring, slipped my 
hand inside the waistband and began stroking myself with my open palm. Erect nipple in perfect profile I 
give Snapchats back. I sigh... RICHARD C. MAST is back to formality-yet SO- HOT! I start to daydream 
even more. 

My hand slide over her ribs and her belly and down, out the sight of me and the thoughts of 
him with me as he was before. 

The thought of what she was going to do was almost more than I could bear. I opened my 
legs a step, turningslightly and I could seethe hair between my legs. 


The crack was fully open- to my bothers looking in there bed in the next room, now and I 
wanted them to know- in the door they stood-1 rarely saw anyone-yet this time-1 did, there and when I 
did, it troubled me- if I lookedtoo long-yet it was a newturn on now so in love and not care about 
felling shame-the shame of love me was gone. 

I pressed my fingers into 'her' the mysteriousness. With no effort, the fingers slipped inside 
until I could not see them at all. I shut my eyes and froze my hand, afraid to move - as my mom walks 
past and said nothing. I couldn't cum out he re-just over a text message. 

It must have only taken hera second forme to letout. I have climaxed as soon as I touched 
my clitoris after just re moving the unseen fingers. The door ope ns as wide as me, flooding the hallway 
with light from the lit bathroom. I stepped out, bathrobe on but open. I was caught. I stared at them all¬ 
feelinglike a woman-they stared back- not saying a word. I pulled my robe off. I burst into tears- like a 
girl. It was the first time I'd cried since last night-1 spun around, sobbing, 'I'm sorry. I'm sorry,' and went 
inside my room. I slammed the doorclosed and left the light off- nowfeelingthe shame. 

Dear Mr... 

I think it is very evidentthat I care foryou deeply more thanyou wouldeven know in 
deepness. How could you doubt that- ever? I hope your'situation' is at hand. 

Your Marry XO, PS: Are you going to tell me what I said in my sleep? Dear Miss- Marry, I like 
very much that you care about me. The 'situation' here is not yet resolved. ConcerningyourPS:The 
answeris... No. 

I hope it was amusing. But you should know I cannot accept any responsibilityforwhat 
comes out of my mouth when I am unconscious. You probably misheard me. A man of your advanced 
years is usually a little deaf. I now on my phone whispering 

Asking- Sorry... could you speak up? I can't hear you. So now it was back to him in my mind 
and then in my dreams. 

Then it was said-1 intendto do exactlythat on Friday evening. Looking so forward to iti 

I'd rather hear you say the words that you uttered in yoursleep when you're conscious... 
that's why I won't tell you. Goto sleep. You'll need to be rested with what I have in mind foryou 


tomorrow. 


(Goodnight-) 
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Dark shadows of exasperating. I clamber into bed and lie glaring at the ceiling as my eyes 
adjust to the dark. I hear another ping from my computer. I am not going to look. No definitely not. No... 

I am not going to look. Gah! Like the fool I am... I cannot resistthe lure of RICHARDC. MAST's words. 

-And- 

My motherhugs me tightly. 

'Follow your heart... darling... and please... please... try notto over... think things. Relax and 
enjoy yourself. You are so young... sweetheart. You have so much of life to experience yet... just let it 
happen. You deserve the best of everything.' Her heartfelt words are comforting whispered in my ear. 

She kisses my hair. 

'Oh... Mom.' Hot... unwelcome tears prick my eyes as I cling to her. 

'Darling... you know what they say. You have to kiss a lot of frogs before you find your prince.' 

I give hera lopsided... bittersweetsmile. 

'I think I've kissed a prince... Mom- like-1 hope he doesn'tturn into a frog.' She gives me her 
a- mostendearing... motherly... absolute... Unconditional....love smile... and I marvelat the love I feel 
forthis woman as we hug again. 

'Merry... they're callingyour flight...'dad's voice is anxious. 

'Will you visit... Mom?' 

'Of course, darling... soon. Love you.' 

'Metoo.' 

Her eyes are red with unshed tears as she releases me. I hate leaving her. I hug dad... and 
turning... head to the gate... I do not have time for the first-class lounge today. I will myself notto glance 
back. But I do... and Bob is holding my mom... and tears are streaming down herface. I can no longer 


hold mine back. I put my head down and proceed to the gate... keeping my eyes on the shiny... white 
floor... blurred through my watery tears. 


Once onboard... in the luxury of first-class... was in my mind of the woman I could become- 
and never have to work-1 curl up in my bed in dreaming and try to compose myself. 

It is always painful to wrench myself awayfrom Mom even after moments like moments 
before... she is scatty... disorganized... but newly insightful... and she loves me. 

Unconditionallove... what every child deservesfrom its parents. I frown at mywayward 
thoughts... and pulling out my IPhone... stare at it despondently. 

What does the RICHARD C. MAST know of love? Seems he did n't get the unconditional love 
he was entitled to during his very early years. 

My heart twists... and my mother'swords waft like a zephyrthrough my mind: Yes... Merry. 
Hell... what do you need?... a neon sign flashing on his fore head? She thinks RICHARD C. MAST loves 
me... but then she's my mother... of course she'd think that. She thinks I deserve the best of everything. 

I frown. It'strue... and in a moment of startling clarity... I see it. It's very simple: I want his love. I need 
RICHARD C. MAST... to love me. This is why I am so reticent about our relationship... because on some 
basic... fundamental level... I recognize within me a deep... seated compulsion to be loved and cherished. 

-And- 

Because of his Dark Shadows... I am holding myself back. The bondage, discipline (or 
domination), sadism, and masochism, is a distraction from the real issue. Yet, I love him! So, I'll take it 
like a woman, not a girl! 

The sex is amazing... he's wealthy... he's beautiful... but this is all meaningless without his 
love... and that is what I wantthe most- is love and slow and caring- and the real heart... fail is that I 
don't know if he's capable of love? I question everything I have done. 

He doesn't even love himself. I recall his self... loathing... her love being the only form he 
found... acceptable. Punished... whipped... beaten... whatever their relationship entailed... he feels 


undeservingof love, why does he fee I like that? How can he feel like that? His words haunt me: 'It's very 
hard to growup in a perfectfamily whenyou're notperfect.' 

I close my eyes... imagininghis pain... and I can't begin to comprehend it. I shudderas I 
rememberthat I may have divulged too much. What have I confessed to RICHARD C. MASTin my sleep? 
What secrets have I revealed? 

I stare at the phone in the future hope's that it will give me some answers about what I need 
to do for him to love me more than he does. Much unsurprisingly rather or not... it is not very 
forthcoming. As we haven't taken off yet... I decided to email my Dark Shadows that creep in my mind. 

(Time passes) 

I am once again ensconced in first-class... on lavish dates and balls parties, for which I- thank 
you. I am counting the minutes until I see you this evening... and perhaps finding the deeper truth out of 
you about my nocturnal admissions of falling ever-soforyou, and need feeling as I want. 

'Pull down your pantyhose and underwear.'At first, he did n't seem to be doing anything. His 
long perfect finger poked my stomach. 'I told you I'm not going to f*ck you. Do what I say.' I pulled down 
my underwear and pantyhose. The skin on my face and throat was hot and pink like below and above, 
but my fingertips were cold and icy on my legs as I did what he asked. I thought I might faint or spit up, 
but I didn't. So many fee lings of suspension dizzying me, like the one I have in dreams where I can fly like 
angles, but only if I get into some weird position as he has me in now. I became aware of a small frenzy 
of expended energy behind me. 

My hips were sprayed with hot sticky muck the dream was over- too soon. 'Go clean yourself 
off,' he said. Stickiness-1 thought as I stood slowly and shyly- and felt my skirt fall of goo. Now pulling 
underwearpantyhose backup,since I wasgoingto use the bathroom anyway and needtoo. He did not 
closes the door behind me- looking at me on the pot, and the second unusual thing occurred -1 had 
blended orgasms-1 could come back to the bedroom and masturbate on his bed and then go back to my 
room- like a good girl- then he would love me more- and never- ever- stop. 


(I did not hear from him in a week) 


The aircraft doors are still open- he not happy. You may stow your twitchy palm for now. We 
are delayed butonly byten minutes. My welfare and that ofthe passengers around me is vouchsafed. I 
miss you and your smart mouth missy, 'lam safely homework is overfor now.' 

Theyare shuttingthe doors as we walk down the tarmac. You won'thearanotherpeepfrom 
me about work or formalities... especially given yourdeafnessof me telling some work beneath me off- 
abouttime- andthe sin of not making it. 

I switch off the phone he has given me... unable toshake my anxietyforthe moments of 
beinga younggirl and falling into his arms like a child. Something is up with him I just know. 

I switch off the Phone... unable toshake my anxiety. Something is up with the RICHARD C. 
MAST. Perhaps 'the situation' is out of hand. Glancing up at the lockerwhere my bags are stowed in my 
school day. Then-1 sit back... in class in a daydream. I- Marry this morning... with my mother's help... to 
buy the RICHARD C. MAST a small gift to say thank you for first-class andthe gliding. 

I smile at the memory of the soaring andthe love I have never hand or felt... that was 
somethingelsetome and still is. 

I don't knowyet if I'll give my silly gift to him. He might think it's childish... and if he's in a 
strange mood... maybe not. I am both eagerto return and apprehensive of what awaits me at my 
journey'send. As I mentally flick through all the scenariosthat could be 'the situation'... I become aware 
that once again the only empty seat is beside me. I shake my head as the thought crosses my mind that 
the RICHARD C. MAST might have purchasedthe adjacent seat so that I couldn't talk to anyone. I dismiss 
the idea as ridiculous... no one could be that controlling... that jealous... Surely-1 close my eyes as the 
hotair balloon taxis towardsthe runway. 

I emerge intothe Sea...Tac arrivals terminal eight hours laterto find Peterwaiting and 
holding up a board that reads Miss A Merry. Honestly! But it's good to see him. 
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'Hello... Peter-justoutside the classy 1930's antique limousine.' 

'Miss Merry...' he greets me formally... but I see a hint of a smile in his sharp brown eyes. 


He looks his usual immaculate self... smart charcoal suit... white shirt... and gray tie. 


'I do know what you look like Peter... you don't need a board... and I do wish you'd call me... 


Merry.' 


'Merry- please-Can I take your bags...?' 'No... I can Marry. Thank you.' His lips tighten 
perceptibly. 

'But... if you'd be more comfortable taking them...' I stammer. 

'Thankyou.' He grabs my backpack and my newly acquired wheelie caseforthe clothes my 
motherhas bought me.'This way... ma'am.' 

I sigh- lightly- He's so polite. I remember... though I would like to erase it from my memory... 
that this man has bought me underwear. In fact, and the thought unsettles me... he's the only man 
who's ever bought me underwear. We walk in silence to the blackness outside in the airport parking lot... 
and he holds the door open for me. I clamber in... wondering if wearing such a short skirt for the return 
to NY was a good idea when I only have two days before-1 need to back home. 

It was cool and welcome to the Modern city. Here I feel exposed. Once Peter has stowed my 
bags in the trunk... 

The journey is slow... caught up in rush hour traffic. Peter keeps his eyes on the road ahead. I 
can bear the silence no longer, taciturn does not begin to describe him. 

'How's is the... Peter?' 

'Mr... is preoccupied... Miss Merry.' 

Oh... this must be 'the situation.' I am mining a seam of gold. 

'Preoccupied?' 

'Yes... ma'am.' 

I frown at Peter... and he glances at me in the rear... view mirror... our eyes meet in the glass 
of the car. He's saying no more. Jeez... he can be as tightlipped as to the control freak himself. 

'Is he okay?' 


'I believe so... ma'am.' 


'Are you more comfortable calling me... Miss Merry?' 

'Yes... ma'am.' 

'Oh... okay.' 

Well... that curtails our conversation... and we continue in silence. I begin to think that 
Peter's recent slip... when he told me that he had been hell on wheels... was an anomaly. Perhaps he's 
embarrassed about it... worried that he's been disloyal. The silence is suffocating. 

'Couldyou put some music on please?' 

'Certainly... ma'am. What would you like to hear?' 

'Something soothing.' 

I see a smile play on Peter's lips as our eyes meet briefly again in the mirror. 

'Yes... ma'am.' 

He pushes a few buttons on the steering wheel... and the gentle strains of Pachelbel's canon 
fill the space between us. Oh yes... this is what I need. 

'Thank you.' I sit back as we drive slowly but steadily along the I... 5 a.m. and in NY. 

Twenty... five minutes... later he drops me outside the impressivefagade thatis the entrance 
to his mansion. 

'In-you go... ma'am...' he says... holding the door open for me.' I'll 
bring up your luggage is.' The expression issoft... warm... avuncular even. 

Jeez... Uncle Peter... whatathought. 

'Thankyou formeetingme.' 

'It's a pleasure... Miss Merry.' He smiles... and I head into the building. The doorman nods 

and waves. 

As I ride up to the thirtieth floor... a thousand butterflies stretch their wings and flutter 


erratically in my stomach. Why am I so nervous? 


-And- 


I know it's because I have no idea what kind of mood RICHARD C. MAST'sgoing to be in when 
I arrive. My inner goddess is hopeful for one type of mood... my subconscious... like me... is fraught with 
nerves. 


The elevatordoors open... and I'm in the foyer. It is so strange notto be met by Peter. Of 
course, he's parking the car. In the great room... RICHARD C. MAST is on his Phone talking quietly as he 
stares out of the glass doors at the early New York skyline. 

He's wearing a white suit with the jacket undone... and he's running his hand through his 
gray-black hair... he's. He agitated... tense even. 

Oh no... what's wrong? Agitated or not... he's still beyond beautiful. How can he look so... 
arresting? It's such a pleasure to stand and drink in the sheer sight of him.' No Trace... Okay... Yes.' He 
turns and sees me... and his whole demeanorchanges. Fromtensionto relief to somethingelse: a look 
that calls directly to my innergoddess... a lookof sensual carnality... gray eyes blazing. 

My mouth goes dry and desires blooms in my body... whoa. 

'Keep me informed...' he snaps and shuts off his phone as he strides purposefully toward me. 
I stand paralyzed as he closes the distance between us... devouring me with his eyes. Holy shit... 
something's amiss... the strain in his jaw... the anxiety around his eyes. He shrugs out of his jacket... 
undoes his dark tie... and slings them both on to the coach en route to me. Then his arms are wrapped 
around me... and he's pulling me to him... hard... fast... gripping my ponytail to tilt my head up... kissing 
me as his life depends on it. 

What the hell? He drags the hairtie painfully out of my hair... but I don'tcare. There'sa 
desperate... primal quality to his kiss. He needs me... for whatever reason... at this point... and I have 
neverfeltso desired and coveted. It'sdarkand sensualandalarming all at the same time. I kiss him back 
with equalfervor... myfingerstwistingand fisting in his hair. Ourtonguesentwined... ourpassion and 
ardor erupting between us. He tastes divine... hot... sexy... and his scent... all body wash and RlCHARD C. 
MAST is so arousing. He drags his mouth away from mine... and he's staring down at me... gripped by 
some unnamed emotion. 


'What's wrong?' I breathe. 


'I'm so glad you're back. Shower with me... now.' I can't decide if it's a request or a command. 


'Yes...' I whisper... and he grabs my hand... leading me out of the big room into his bedroom 
to his bathroom. 

Once there... he releases me and sets the water running in the far too spacious shower. 

Turning slowly... he gazes at me... eyes hooded. 

'I like yourskirt. It's veryshort...'he says... his voice low.'You havegreat legs.' 

He steps out of his shoes and reaches down to take each of his socks off... nevertakinghis 
eyesoff me. I am rendered speechless bythe lookof hungerin his eyes. Wow...to be this wanted bythis 
Greek god. I mirror his actions and step out of my black flats. Suddenly... he reaches for me... backing 
me up against the wall. Kissing me... my face... my throat... my lips... running his hands into my hair. I 
feelthe cool... smooth tiled wall at my back as he pushes himself against me so that I'm flattened 
between his heatandthe chill of the ceramic. Tentatively... I place my arms on his upperarms... and he 
groans as I squeeze tightly. 

'I want you now. He re... fast... hard...' he breathes... and his hands are on my thighs... 
pushing up my skirt.' Are you still bleeding?' 'No.' I flush. 

'Good.' 

His thumbs hookovermy white cotton panties... and abruptly he drops to his kneesashe 
tugs them off. My skirt is now rucked up so that I'm naked from the waist down and panting... wanting. 
He grabs my hips... pushing me against the wall again... and kisses me at the apexof my thighs. Grabbing 
my upper thighs... he forces my legs apart. I groan loudly... feeling his tongue circling my clitoris. Oh my. 
Tipping my head back involuntarily... I moan as myfingersfind theirway into this hair. 

His tongue is relentless... strong and insistent... leaving me... swirling round and round... 
again and again... no... stop. It's exquisite... the intensity of feeling... it's almost painful. My body starts 
to quicken... and he releases me. What? No! My breathing is ragged as I pant... gazing at him with 
delicious anticipation. He grabs my face with both hands... holding me firmly... and he kisses me hard... 
thrusting his tongue into my mouth so I can taste my arousal. 


Unzipping his fly... he frees himself... grabs the backs of my thighs... and lifts me. 


'Wrap yourlegs around me... baby...' he commands... his voice urgent... strained. 


I do as I'mtold and wrap my arms around his neck... and he moves 

quickly and sharply... filling me. Ah! Hegasps... and I groan. Holding my behind... his fingers 
digging into my soft flesh... he begins to move... slowly at first... a steady even tempo... but as his control 
unravels... he speeds up... faster... and faster. Ah-h! I tip my head back and concentrate on the invading., 
punishing... heavenly sensation... pushing me... pushing me... onward... higher... up... and when I can 
take no more... I explode around him... spiraling into an intense... all... consumingorgasm. He lets go 
with a deep growl... and he buries his head in my neck as he buries himself inside me... groaning loudly 
and incoherently as he finds his release. 

His breathing is erratic... but he kisses me tenderly... not moving... still inside me... and I 
blink... unseeing into his eyes. As he comes into focus... he gently pulls out of me... holding me steady 
while I place my feet on the floor. 

The bathroom is now cloudy with steam... and hot. I feel overdressed. 

'You seem pleasedtosee me...' I murmurwith a shy smile. 

His lips quirk up. 

'Yes... Miss Merry... I think my pleasure is pretty self... evident. Come... let me get you in the 

shower.' 


He undoes the next three buttons of his shirt... removes the cufflinks... tugs it over his head., 
and discards it on the floor. Removing his suit pants and boxer briefs... he kicks them to one side. He 
beginsto undothe buttonson my blouse while I watch him... yearningto reach outand stroke his 
chest... but I contain myself. 

'Howwas yourjourney?' he asks mildly. He seems so much calmer now... his apprehension 
gone... dissolved by sexual congress. 

'Fine...thankyou...'l murmur... still breathless.'Thanks once again for the first class. It is a 
much nicer way to travel.' I smile shyly at him. 'I have some news...' I added nervously. 


'Oh?' he looks down at me as he undoesthe last button... slips me 


blouse down my arms... and throws it on top of his discarded clothes. 

'I have a job.' 

He stills... thensmilesat me... his eyeswarmand soft. 

'Congratulations... Miss Merry. Now, will youtell me where?' He teases. 

'You don't know?' 

He shakes his head... frowningslightly. 

'Whywould I know?' 

'With yourstalking capabilities... I thoughtyou might have...' I trail off as his face falls. 

'Merry... I wouldn't dream of interfering in your career... unless you ask me to... of course.' 
He lookswounded. 

'So, you have no idea which company?' 

'No. I know the re are four publishing companies in NY... so I am assuming it's one of them.' 
'SIP' 

'Oh... the small one... good. Well done.' He leansforward and kisses my forehead. 
'Clevergirl. When do you start?' 

'Monday.' 

'That soon... eh? I'd bettertake advantage of you while I still can. Turn around.' 

I am thrown by his casual command... but do as I'm bid... and he undoes my bra and unzips 
my skirt. He pushes my skirt down... cupping my behind as he does... and kissing my shoulder. He leans 
against... I and his nose nuzzle my hair... inhaling deeply. He squeezes my buttocks. 

'You intoxicate me... Miss Merry... and you calm me. Such a heady combination.' He kisses 
my hair. Grabbing my hand... he tugs me into the shower. 


'Ow...' I squeal. The water is practically scalding. RICHARD C. MAST grins down at me as the 
watercascades over him. 

'It's only a little hot water.' 

And actually, he's right. It feels heavenly... washingoff the sticky Modern city morning and 
the stickiness from our lovemaking. 

'Turn around...' he orders... and I comply... turning to face the wall.' I want to wash you...' he 
murmursand reachesforthe bodywash. He squirts a little into his hand. 

'I havesomethingelsetotellyou...'! murmuras his hands start on myshoulders. 

'Oh... yes?' he asks mildly. 

I steel myself with a deep breath. 

'My friend Jose's photography show is opening Thursday in Portland.' 

He stills... his hands hoveringovermy breasts. I have emphasized the word 'friend.' 'Yes... 
what about it?' He asks sternly and too harsh. 

'I said I would go. Do you want to come with me?' 

After what feels like a monumental amount of time... he slowly starts washing me again. 
'What time?' 

'The opening is at 7:30 p. m.' He kisses my ear. 

'Okay.' 

Inside my subconscious relaxes and then collapses... slumped into an old battered armchair. 
'Were you nervous about asking me?' 

'Yes. How can you tell?' 

'Merry... your whole body's just relaxed...' he says dryly. 


'Well...you justseemtobe urn... on thejealousside.' 


'Yes... I am...' he says darkly.'And you'd do well to remember that. 


Butthankyou forasking. We'll take Charlie Tango.' 

Oh... the helicopterof course... silly me. More flying... cooil I grin. 

'Can I wash you?' I ask. 

'I don't think so...' he murmurs... and he kisses me gently on my neck to take the sting out of 
his refusal. I pout at the wall as he caresses my back with soap. 

'Will you ever let me touch you?' I ask boldly. 

He stills again... his hand on my behind. 

'Put your hands on the wall Merry. I'm going to take you again...' he murmurs in my ear as he 
grabs my hips... and I knowthat the discussion is over. 

Later we are seated atthe breakfast bar... dressed in bathrobes... 

having consumed Mrs. Jones ratherthan excellent pasta alle vongole. 

'More wine?' RICHARD C. MAST asks... gray eyes glowing. 

'A small glass... please.'The Sancerre is crisp and delicious. RICHARD C. MAST pours one for 
me and one for himself. 

'How'sthe um... the situation that boughtyouto NY?' I asktentatively. He frowns. 

'Out of hand...' he murmurs bitterly.' But nothingforyou to worry about... Merry. I have 
plans foryouthis evening.' 

'Oh?' 

'Yes. I wantyou ready and waiting in my playroom in fifteen minutes.' He standsand gazes 
down at me. 

'You can get ready in yourroom. Incidentally... the walk... in the closet is nowfull of clothes 
for you. I don't want any arguments about them.' He narrows his eyes... daring me to say something. 
When I don't... he stalks offto his study. 


Me! Argue? With you... Dark Shadows? It's more than my backside's worth. I sit on the 
barstool... momentarily stupefied...tryingto assimilate this morsel of information. He'sboughtme 
clothes. I exaggeratedly roll my eyes knowing full well he can't see me. Car... phone... computer... 
clothes... it'll be a damn condo next... and then I really will be his mistress. 

Ho yes! My subconscious has hersnarky face on. I ignore her and make my way upstairs to 
my room so... it is still mine... why? I thought he'd agreed to let me sleep with him. I suppose he's not 
usedto sharing his personalspace... butthen... neitheram 1.1 console myselfwiththethoughtthat at 
least I have somewhereto escape from him. 

Examining the door... I find that it has a lock but no key. I wonder briefly if Mrs. Jones has a 
spare. I'll ask her. I open the closet door and close it again quickly. Holy Crap... he's spent a fortune. It 
resembles Katie's... so many clothes hanging neatly on the rail. Deep down... I knowthat they'll all fit. 

But I have no timeto think aboutthat... I have to get kneeling in the Black and White Room of- Pain... or 
Pleasure... hopefully this evening. 

Kneeling by the door... I am naked except for my panties. My heart is in my mouth. Jeez... I 
thought of the bathroom he would have had enough. The man is insatiable... or maybe all men are like 
him. I have no idea... no one to compare him too. Closing my eyes... I try to calm myself down... to 
connectwith my innersub. She'sthere somewhere... hiding behind my innergoddess. 

Anticipation runs bubbling like sodathrough my veins. What will he do? I take a deep 
steadying breath... but I cannot deny it... I'm excited... aroused... wet already. This is so... I want to think 
wrong... but some how, it's not. It's right for RICHARD C. MAST. It's what he wants... and after the last 
few days... after all, he's done... I have to man up and take whatever he decides he wants... whatever he 
thinks he needs. 

The memory of his look when I came in this evening... the longing in his face... his 
determined stride toward me like I was an oasis in the desert. I'd do almost anythingto see that look 
again. I press my thighs together at the delicious memory... and it reminds me that I need to spread my 
knees. I shuffle them apart. How long will he make me wait? The wait is crippling me... 

crippling me with a dark and tantalizing desire. I glance around the subtly lit room; the cross... 
the table... the couch... the bench... that bed. It looks so large... and it's made up of pink satin sheets. 
Which piece of apparatus will he use? 


The door opens and RICHARD C. MASTbreezes in... ignoring me completely. I glance down 
quickly... staring at my hands... positioned with care on myspreadthighs. Placing somethingon the large 
chest beside the door... he strolls casually toward the bed. I indulge myself in a quick glimpse at him... 
and my heart almost lurchesto a stop. 

He's naked except forthose soft ripped jeans... top button casually is undone and then there 
at his feet. Jeez... he looks so freaking hot. My subconscious is frantically fanning herself... and my inner 
goddess is swaying and writhingto some primal carnal rhythm. She's so ready. I lick my lips instinctively. 
My blood pounds through my body... thick and heavy with salacious hunger. What is he going to do to 
me? 


Turning... he nonchalantly walks back to the chest of drawers. 

Opening one... he begins to remove items and place them on the top. My curiosity burns... 
blazes even... but I resist the overwhelmingtemptation to sneak a quick peek. When he finishes what 
he's doing... he comes to stand in front of me. I can see his naked feet... and I want to kiss every inch of 
them... run my tongue overhis instep... suckeach of his toes. Holyshit. 

'You look lovely...' he breathes. 

I keep my head down... conscious that he's staring at me while I am practically naked. I feel 
the flush as it slowly spreads over my face. He bends down and cups my chin... forcing my face up to 
meet his gaze. 

'You are one beautiful woman... Merry. And you're all mine...' he murmurs. 'Stand up.' His 
command is softfull of sensual promise. 

Shakily... I getto my feet. 

'Lookat me...' he breathes... and I stare up into his smolderinggray gaze. It is his Dorn gaze... 
cold... hard... and sexy as hell... seven shadows of sin in one enticing look. My mouth dries... and I know I 
will do anything he asks. 

An almost cruel smile plays across his lips. 

'We don't have a signed contract... Merry. But we've discussed limits.' 


-And- 


I wantto re... iterate we have safe words... 'okay?' 


Holy freak... what has he got planned that I need safe words? 

'What are they?' he asks authoritatively. 

I frown slightly at his question... and his face hardens perceptibly. 

'What are the safe words... Merry?' he says slowly and deliberately. 

'Yellow...' I mumble. 

'And?' he prompts... his mouth setin a hard line. 

'Red...' I breathe. 

'Rememberthose.' 

And I can't help it... I raise my eyebrow at him and am about to remind him of my GPA... but 
the sudden frosty glint in his icy gray eyes stops me in my tracks. 

'Don't start with your smart mouth in here... Miss Merry. Or I will-freak it with you on your 
knees. Doyou understand?' 

I swallow instinctively. Okay. I blink rapidly... chastened. Actually... it's his tone of voice... 
ratherthanthethreat...that intimidates me.'Well?' 

'Yes... Sir...' I mumble hastily. 

'Good girl...' he pauses as he stares at me.' My intention is not that you should safeword 
because-you're in pain. What I intend to do to you will be intense. Very intense... and you have to guide 
me. Do you understand?' Not really. lntense?Wow. 

'This is about touch... Merry. You will not be able to see me or hear me. But you'll be able to 

feel me.' 


I frown... not hear him? How is that going to work? He turns... and I hadn't noticed that 
above the chest is a sleek... flat... matt... black box. As he waves his hand in front... the box splits in half: 
twodoors slide open revealinga CD playerand a host of buttons. RICHARD C. MAST presses several of 


these buttons in sequence. Nothing happens... but he see ms satisfied. I am mystified. When he turns to 
face me again... he wears his small I... have... a... secret smile. 


'I am going to tie you to that bed... Merry. But I'm going to blindfold you first and...' he 
reveals his iPod in his hand...'you will not be able to hear me. All you will hear is the music I am going to 
play for you.' 

Okay. A musical interlude... notwhat I was expecting. Does he everdowhat I expect? 

Jeez... I hope it's not rap. 

'Come.'Taking my hand... he leads me over to the antique Hugh Hefner Naked Lady covered 
bed. There are shackles attached at each corner... fine metal chains with leathercuffs... glintingagainst 
the pink satin. 

Oh boy... I think my heart is going to leave my chest... and I'm melting from the inside out... 
desire coursing through me. Could I be any more excited? 


'Stand here.' 

I am facing the bed. He leans down and whispers in my ear. 

'Wait here... keep your eyes on the bed. Picture yourself lying here bound and totally at my 
mercy.' Oh my. 

He movesawayfora moment... and I can hear him nearthe doorfetchingsomething. All my 
senses are hyper-alert... my hearingacuter. 

He's picked up somethingfrom the rack of whips and paddles by the door. 

Holy cow. What is he going to do? 

I feel him behind me. He takes my hair... pulls it into a ponytail behind me... and starts to 

braid it. 

'While I like your pigtails... Merry... I am too impatientto beat you right now. So, one will 


have to do.' His voice is low... soft. 


His deft fingers skim my back occasionally as they workdown my hair... and each casual 
touch is like a sweet... electricshock against my skin. He fastensthe end with a hair tie...thengently 
tugs the braid so that I'm forced to step back flush against him. He pulls again to the side so that I angle 
my head... giving him easier access to my neck. Leaning down... he nuzzles my neck. Tracing his teeth 
and tonguefromthe base of myearto my shoulder. He hums softly as he does...andthe sound 
resonates through me. Right down... right down there... inside me. Unbidden... I groan quietly. 

'Hush now...' he breathes against my skin. He holds up his hands in front of me... his arms 
touching mine. In his right hand is a f logger. I remember the name from my first introduction to this 
room. 


'Touch it...' he whispers... and he sounds like the devil himself. My body flames in response. 
Tentatively... I reach out and brushthe long strands. 

It has many longfronds...all softsuede with small beadsattheend. 

'I will use this. It will not hurt... but it will bring your blood to the surface of yourskin and 
makeyou very sensitive.' Oh... he says it won't hurt. 

'What are the safe words... Merry?' 'Urn... yellow and red... Sir...' I whisper. 

'Good girl. Remember... mostof yourfearis in your mind.' He dropsthefloggeron the bed... 
and his hands move to my waist. 

'You won't be needing these...' he murmurs and hooks his fingers into my panties and 
sweeps them down my legs. I step unsteadilyout of them... supportingmyself on the ornate post of the 
bed. 


'Stand still...' he orders... and he kisses my behind and then gently nips me twice... making 
me tense.' Now lie down. Face up...' he adds as he smacks me hard on the behind... making me jump. 

I crawl onto the bed's hard... Hastily... unyieldingmattressand lie down... lookingup at him. 
The satin of the sheet beneath me is soft and cool against my skin. His gaze is impassive... except for his 
eyes which glow with a barely leashed excitement. 

'Hands above your head...' he orders... and I do as I'm bid. 


Jeez... my body hungersforhim. I want him already. 


He turns... and out of the corner of my eye... I watch him saunter back over to the chest of 
drawers... returning with the iPod and what looks like an eye mask... similar to the one I used on my 
flight to Atlanta. The thought makes me wantto smile... but I can't quite make my lips cooperate. I am 
too consumed with anticipation. I just know my face is completely immobile... my eyes huge... as I gaze 
at him. 


Sitting down on the edge of the bed... he shows me the iPod. It has a strange antenna device 
as well as headphones. How odd. I frown as I try to figure this out. 

'This transmits what's playing on the iPod to the system in the room.'... RICHARD C. MAST 
answers my unspoken query as he taps the small antenna.' I can hear what you're hearing... and I have a 
remote-control unitforit.' He smirks his private... joke smile and holdsup a small... flat device that looks 
like a very hip calculator. He leans across me... inserting the earbuds gently into my ears... and puts the 
iPod down somewhereon the bed above my head. 

'Lift yourhead...' he commands... and I do so immediately. 

Slowly... he slides the maskon... pulling the elastic overthe back of my head... and I'm blind. 
The elastic on the mask holds the earbuds in place. I can still hear him... though the sound is muffled as 
he rises from the bed. I'm deafened by my breathing... it's shallow and erratic... reflecting my 
excitement. RICHARD C. MAST takes my left arm... stretches it gently to the left... hand corner... and 
attaches the leather cuff around my wrist. His long fingers stroke the length of my arm once he's 
finished. Oh! His touch elicits a delicious... tickly shiver. I hear him move slowly round to the other side... 
takes my right arm and cuffs it. Again... his long fingers linger along my arm. 

Oh, my yes... I am fit to burst already. Why is this so erotic? 

He moves to the bottom of the bed and grabs both of my ankles. 

'Lift yourhead again...' he orders. 

I comply... and he drags me down the bed so that my arms are stretched out and almost 
straining at the cuffs. Holy cow... I cannot move my arms. A frisson of trepidation mixed with tantalizing 
exhilaration sweeps through my body... making me wetter. I groan. Parting my legs... he cuffs first my 
right ankle and then my left so I am staked out... spread... eagled... and vulnerable to him. It's so 


unnerving that I can't see him. I listen hard... what's he doing? And I hear nothing... just my breathing 
and the pounding thud of my heart as blood pulses furiously against my eardrums. 

Abruptly... the soft silent hiss and pop of the iPod springs into life. From inside my head... 
alone angelic voice sings unaccompanied a long sweet note... and it's joined almost immediately by 
another voice... and then more voices... Holy cow... a celestial choir... singing acapella in my head... an 
ancient... ancient hymnal. What in heaven's name is this? I have never heard anything like it. Something 
almost unbearably soft brushes against my neck... running languidly down my throat... slowly across my 
chest... over my breasts... caressing me... pulling at my nipples... it's so soft... skimming underneath. It's 
so unexpected. It'sfurl Ita large feather? 

RICHARD C. MAST trails his hand... unhurried and deliberate... down to my belly... circling my 
bellybutton... then carefully from hip to hip... and I'm trying to anticipate where he's going next... but 
the music... it's in my head...transportingme...the furacross the line of my pubic hair... between my 
legs... along with my thighs... down one leg... up the other... it almost tickles... but not quite... more 
voices join... the heavenly choir-all singing different parts... their voices blending blissfully and sweetly 
together in a melodic harmony that is beyond anything I've ever heard. I catch one word...' Deus'... and I 
realize they are singing in Latin. And still... the furis movingdown my arms and around my waist... back 
up across my breasts. 

My nipples harden beneath the softtouch...and I'm panting... wondering where his hand will 
go next. Suddenly... the fur is gone... and I can feel the fronds of the flogger flowing over my skin... 
following the same path as the fur... and it's so hard to concentrate on the music in my head... it sounds 
like a hundred voices singing... weaving an etherealtapestryof fine... silken gold and silver through my 
head... mixed with the feel of the soft suede against my skin... trailing over me... oh my... abruptly... it 
disappears. Then suddenly... sharply... it bites down on my belly. 

'A-aggh-hl' I cry out. It takes me by surprise... and it doesn't exactly hurt... but tingles all 
over... and he hits me again. Harder. 

'A-ahl' 

I wantto move...towrithe... to escape... orto welcome... each blow... I don't know... it'sso 
overwhelming... I can't pull my arms... my legs are stuck... I am held very firmly in place... and again he 
strikes across my breasts... I cry out. 
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-And- 

It'sa sweet agony... bearable... just... pleasant... no... not immediately... but as my skin sings 
with each blow in perfectcounterpointtothe music in my head... I am dragged into a dark... dark part of 
my psyche thatsurrenderstothis most eroticsensation. Yes... I get this. He hits me across my hip. 

Then... he moves in swift blows over my pubic hair... on my thighs... and down my inner thighs... and 
back up my body... across my hips. 

He keeps going as the music reaches a climax... and then suddenly... the music stops. And so- 
o does he. Then the singing starts again... building and building... and he rains down blows on me... and I 
groan and writhe. Once again... it ceases and all is quiet...except my wild breathing... and wild yearning. 
For... oh... what's happening? What's he going to do now? The excitement is almost unbearable. I've 
entered a very dark... carnal place. 

The bed moves and shifts as I feel him clamber over me... and the song starts again. He's got 
it on repeat... this time it's his nose and lips that take the place of the fur... running down my neck and 
throat... kissing... sucking... trailing down to my breasts... Ah! Taunting each of my nipples in turn... his 
tongue swirling around one while his fingers relentlessly tease the other... I groan... loudly I think... 
though I can't hear. I am lost. Lost in him... lost in the astral... seraphicvoices... lost to all the sensations I 
cannot escape... I am completely at the mercy of his expert touch. 

He moves down to my belly... his tongue circling my navel... followingthe path of the flogger 
and the fur... I moan. He's kissing and sucking and nibbling... moving south... and then his tongue is there. 
At... a the junction of my thighs. I throw my head back and cry out as I almost detonate into orgasm... 

I'm on the brink... and he stops. 


No! The bed shifts... and he kneels between my legs. He leans toward the bedpost... and the 
cuff on my ankle is suddenly gone. I pull my legto the middle of the bed... resting it against him. He 
leans over to the opposite post and frees my other leg. His hands travel quickly down both my legs. 

Squeezing and kneading... bringing life back into them. Then... grasping my hips... he lifts me 
so that my back is no longeron the bed. I am arched... restingon my shoulders. What? He's kneeling up 


between my legs... and in one swift... slamming move he's inside me... oh, freak... and I cry out again like 
a little girl that I am. I quiverhard of my impendingorgasm begins... and he stills. The quiverneverdies... 
oh-he'sgoingto give it to me evenfurtherin deepness. 

'Please!' I wail. 

He grips me harder... in warning? I don't know... his fingers digging 

into the flesh of my behind as I lay panting... so I purposefully still. Very slowly... he starts to 
move again... out and then in... agonizingly slowly. Holy freak... Please! I'm screaming inside... 

-And- 

As the numberof voices in the choral piece increases... so does his pace... infinitesimally... 
he's so controlled... so in time with the music. And I can no longer bear it. 

'Please...' I beg... and in one swift motion... he lowers me back ontothe bed... and he's lying 
on top of me... his hands on the bed beside my breasts as he supports his weight... and he thrusts into 
me... as the music reaches its climax... I fall... free fall... into the most intense... agonizing orgasm I have 
ever had... and RICHARD C. MASTfollows me... thrusting hard into me... three more times... finally 
stilling... then collapsing ontop of me. 

As my consciousness returns from wherever it's been... RICHARD C. MAST pulls out of me. 

The music has stopped... and I can feel him stretch across my body as he undoes the cuff on my right 
wrist. I groan as my hand is freed. He quickly frees my other hand... gently pulls the mask from my eyes... 
and removesthe earbuds. I blink in the dim soft light and stare up into his intense gray gaze. 

'Hi...' he murmurs. 

'Hi... yourself...' I breathe shyly backat him. His lips quirk up into a smile... and he leans down 
and kisses me softly. 

'Well done... you...' he whispers.'Turn over.' 

Holy freak... what's he going to do now? His eyes soften. 

'I'm just going to rub your shoulders.' 


'Oh... okay.' 


I roll stiffly onto my front. I am so tired. RICHARD C. MAST sits astride me and starts to 
massage my shoulders. I groan loudly... he has such strong... knowingfingers. Leaning down... he kisses 
my head. 

'What was that music?' I mumble almost inarticulately. 

He giggles- and thing 1960's- 
'It was... overwhelming.' 

'I'vealwayswantedtofreakto it.' 

'Notanotherfirst... Mr...?' 

'Indeed... Miss Merry.' 

I groan again as his fingers work their magic on my shoulders. 

'Well... it's the first time I've freaked to it... too...' I murmur sleepily. 

'Hmm... you and I... we're giving each other many firsts.' His voice is a matter... of... fact. 
'What did I say to you in my sleep... Ch... err... Sir?' His hands pause theirministrations fora 

moment. 


'You said lots of things... Merry-You talked about cages and strawberries...thatyou wanted 
more... and that you missed me.' Oh... thank heave ns for that. 

'Isthat all?' The relief in my voice is evident. 

RICHARD C. MAST stopshis heavenly massage and shifts so that he'slying beside me. His 
head up like his one elbow. He's frowning.'What did you think you'd said?' Oh crap. 

'That I thoughtyou were ugly... conceited... and thatyou were hopeless in bed.' He creases 
on his browdeepens. 

'Well... naturally I am all those things... and now you've got me really intrigued. What are you 
hiding from me... Miss Merry?' I blink at him innocently. 

'I'm not hiding anything.' 


'Merry... you are a hopeless liar.' 


'I thoughtyou were goingto make me giggle after sex... this isn't doing 
it forme.' His lips quirk up.' I can't tell jokes.' 

'Mr...! Somethingyou can'tdo?' I grin at him... and he grins back. 

'No... hopeless joke teller.' He looks so proud of himself that I start to giggle. 
'I'ma hopelessjoketellertoo...' 

'That is such a lovely sound...' he murmurs... and he leansforward and kisses me. 
'And you are hiding something... Merry. I may have to torture it out of you.' 


I wake with a jolt. I think I've justfallen down some stairs in a dream... and I bolt upright... 
momentarily disorientated. It is dark... and I'm in the RICHARD C. M AST's bed alone. Something has 
woken me... some naggingthought. I glance overat the alarm clock on his bedside. It is 5:00 in the 
morning... but I feel rested. 

Why is that? Oh... it's the time difference... it would be 8:00 a. m. in Modern city. Holy crap... 

I need to take my pill. I clamber out of bed... grateful for whatever it is that has woken me. I can hear 
faint notesfromthe piano. RICHARD C. MAST is playing.This I must see. I love watching him play. 
Naked... Igrab my bathrobe from the chair and wanderquietly down the corridor... slipping on my robe 
and listeningto the magical sound of the melodic lamentthat's coming from the great room. 
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Shrouded in darkness... RICHARD C. MAST sits in a bubble of light as he plays... and his hair 
glints with burnished copper highlights. He looks naked... though I know he's wearing his PJ bottoms. 
He's concentrating... playing beautifully... lost in the melancholy of the music. I hesitate... watching from 
the shadows... notwantingto interrupthim. I wantto hold him. He looks lost... sad even... and achingly 
lonely... or maybe it's just the music that's so full of poignant sorrow. He finishes the piece... pauses for 
a split second... then starts to play it again. I move cautiously toward him... drawn like the moth to the 
flame... the idea makes me smile. 


He glancesup at me and frowns before his gaze returns to his hands Oh crap... is he pissed 
off that I am disturbing him? 

'You should be asleep...' he scolds mildly. 

I can tell he's pre... occupied with something. 

'So,should you...'I retort notquite as mildly. 

He glances up again... his lips twitching with a trace of a smile. 

'Are you scolding me... Miss Merry?' 

'Yes... Mr... I am.' 

'Well... I can't sleep.' He frowns once more like a trace of irritation or angerflashes across his 
face. With me? Surely not. 

I ignore his facial expression and very bravely sit down beside him on the piano stool... 
placing my head on his bare shoulderto watch his deft... agile fingers caress the keys. He pauses 
fractionally... and then continuesto the end of the piece. 

What was that?' I ask softly. 

Something, I have been working on- 

'I'm always interested in whatyou do.' 

He turns and softly presses his lips against my hair. 

'I didn'tmeanto wake you.' 

'You didn't. Play the otherone.' 

-Love story- 

He starts to play slowly and deliberately. I fee I the movement of his hands in his shoulder as I 
lean against him and close my eyes. The sad... soulful notes swirl slowly and mournfully around us... 
echoing off the walls. It is a hauntingly beautiful piece... sadder even than the Chopin... and I lose myself 
to the beauty of the lament. To a certain extent... it reflects how I feel. The deep poignant longing I have 


to know this extraordinary man better... to try and understand his sadness. All too soon... the piece is at 
an end. 

'Why do you only play such romantic music?' 

I sit upright and gaze up at him as he shrugs in answerto my question... his expression wary. 

'So,you werejustsixwhenyoustartedto play?' I prompt. 

He nods... his wary look intensifying. After a moment he volunteers. 

'I threw myself into learning the piano to please my new mother.' 

'To fit into the perfect family?' 

'Yes... so to speak...' he says evasively.' Why are you awake? Don't you need to recoverfrom 
yesterday's exertions? 

'It's 8:00 in the morning for me. And I need to take my pill.' He raises his eyebrows in surprise. 

'Well remembered...' he murmurs... and I can tell he's impressed. 

His lips quirk up in a half-smile. 

'Only you would start a course of time... specific birth control pills in a differenttime zone. 
Perhaps you should wait for half an hour and then another half-hour tomorrow morning. 

So, eventually, you can take them at a reasonable time.' 

'Good plan...' I breathe.' So, whatshall we do for half an hour?' I blink innocently at him. 

I can think of a few things...' he grins... gray eyes bright. I gaze back impassively as my insides 
clench and meltunderhis knowing look. 

'Onthe otherhand,we could talk...' I suggest quietly. 

His brow creased. 


'I preferwhat I have in mind.' He scoops me onto his lap. 


'You'd always rather have sex than talk...' I laugh... steadying myself by holding on to his 
upperarms. 

'True. Especially with you.' He nuzzles my hair and starts a steady trail of kissesfrom below 
my earto my throat. 'Maybe on my piano...' he whispers. 

Oh my- my whole body tightens at the thought- Piano and his many talents- in all thing's art! 
Likewise- beingthe literary agent of the writer with 'The Longest Novel in the 21"' century.' 

Wow!!! 

'I wantto get somethingstraight...' I whisperas my pulse starts to accelerate... and my inner 
goddess closes her eyes... reveling in the fee I of his lips on me. 

He pauses momentarily before continuing his sensual assault. 

'Always so eagerfor information... Miss Merry. What needs straightening out?' he breathes 
against my skin at the base of my neck... continuing his soft gentle kisses. 

'Us...' I whisperas I close my eyes. 

'Hmm. What about us?' He pauses his trail of kisses along with my shoulder. 

'The contract.' 

He lifts his head to gaze down at me... a hint of amusement in his eyes... and sighs. He 
strokes his fingertips down my cheek. 

'Well... I think the contract is moot... don'tyou?' His voice is low and raspy... his eyes soft. 

'Moot?' 


'Moot.' He smiles. I gape at him quizzically. 

'But you were so keen.' 

'Well... that was before. Anyway... the Rulesaren't moot... they still stand.' His expression 
hardens slightly. 


'Before? Before what?' 


'Before...'... He pauses... and the wary expression is back... 'more.' He shrugs. 


'Oh.' 

'Besides... we've been in the playroom twice now... and you haven't run screaming for the 

hills.' 

Do you expect me to?' 

'Nothingyou do is expected... Merry...'he says dryly. 

'So... let me be clear. You just want me to follow the Rules element of the contract all the 
time but not the rest of the contract?' 

'Except in the playroom. I want you to follow the spirit of the contract in the playroom... and 
yes... I want you to followthe rules... all the time. Then I knowyou'll be safe... and I'll be able to have 
you anytime I wish.' 

'And if I break one of the rules?' 

'Then I'll punish you.' 

'But won'tyou need my permission?' 

'Yes... I will.' 

'And-if I say no?' 

He gazes at me for a moment... with a confused expression. 

'If you say no... you'll say no. I'll have to find a way to persuade you.' 

I pull away from him and stand. I need some distance. He frowns as I stare down at him. He 
looks puzzled and wary again. 

'So, the punishment aspect remains.' 

'Yes... butonly if you breakthe rules.' 

'I'll need to re... read them...' I say... trying to recall the detail. 


'I'll fetch them for you.' His tone is suddenly businesslike. 


Whoa. This has gotten serious so quickly. He risesfrom the piano 

and walks lithely to his study. My scalp prickles. Jeez... I need some tea. The future of our so... 
called relationship is beingdiscussed at 4:44 in the morning when he's pre... occupied with something 
else... is this wise? I head into the kitchen which is still shrouded in darkness. Where are the light 
switches? I find them... flick them on... and pour water into the kettle. My pill! I rummage in my purse 
that I left on the breakfast bar and find them quickly. One swallow... and I'm done. By the time I finish... 
RICHARD C. MAST is back... sitting on one of the bar stools... watching me intently. 

'Here you go.' He pushes a typed piece of papertoward me... and I notice that he's crossed 
somethingsout. 


RULES 

Obedience: 

The Submissive will obey any instructions given by The Dominant 

immediately without hesitation or reservation and in an expeditious manner. The Submissive 
will agree to any sexual activity deemed fit and pleasurable by the Dominant exceptingthose activities 
which are outlined in hard limits (Appendix A). She will do so eagerly and without hesitation. 

Sleep: 

The Submissive will ensure she achieves a minimum of eight seven hours of sleep a night 
when she is not with the Dominant. 

Food: 

The Submissive will eat regularly to maintain her health and wellbeingfrom a prescribed list 
of foods (Appendix 4). The Submissive will not snack between meals... except for fruit. 


Clothes: 


While with The Dominant... The Submissive will wearclothing only approved by the 
Dominant. The Dominant will provide a clothing budgetforThe Submissive... which The Submissive shall 
utilize. The Dominant shall accompany the Submissive to purchase clothing on an ad hoc basis. 

Exercise: 

The Dominant shall provide the Submissive with a personal trainer four three times a week in 
an hour... long sessions at times to be mutually agreed between the personal trainer and The Submissive 
The personal trainerwill reportto The Dominanton The Submissive's progress. 

Personal Hygiene/Beauty: 

The Submissive will keep herself clean and shaved and/orwaxed at all times. The Submissive 
will visit a beauty salon of The Dominant's choosing at times to be decided by The Dominant... and 
undergo whatever treatments the Dominant sees fit. 

Personal Safety: 

The Submissive will not drink to excess... smoke... take recreational drugs or put herself in 
any unnecessary danger. 

Personal Qualities: 

The Submissive will notenterinto any sexual relations with anyoneotherthanthe Dominant. 
The Submissive will conduct herself in a respectful and modest manner at all times. She must recognize 
that her behavior is a direct reflection of the Dominant. She shall be held accountable for any misdeeds., 
wrongdoings and misbehaviorcommitted when not in the presence of the Dominant. 

Failure to comply with any of the above will result in immediate punishment... the nature of 
which shall be determined by the Dominant. 

'So, the obedience thingstill stands?' 'Oh... yes.' He grins. 

I shake my head amused... and before I realize it... I roll my eyes at him.' Did you just roll your 
eyesat me... Merry?' He breathes. 

Oh, freak. 


'Possibly...dependson whatyourreaction is. 


'Same as always...' he says... shaking his head slightly... his eyes alight with exciteme nt. 


I swallow instinctively and a frisson of exhilaration runs through me. 

'So...' Holy shit. What am I goingto do?' Yes?' He licks his lowerlip. 

'You wantto spank me now.' 

'Yes. And I will.' 

'Oh... really... Mr...?' I challenge... grinning back at him. Two can play this game. 

'Are you going to stop me?' 

'You're going to have to catch me first.' 

His eyes widen afraction... and he grins... slowly gettingto his feet. 

'Oh... really... Miss Merry?' 

The breakfast bar is between us. I have never been so grateful for its existence than at this 

moment. 

'And you're biting your lip...' he breathes... moving slowly to his left as I move to mine. 

'You wouldn't...'ltease.'Afterall, you roll your eyes.' I try reasoning with him. He continues 
to move toward his left... as do I. 

'Yes... butyou've just raisedthe baron the excitementstakeswith this game.' His eyes 
blaze... and wild anticipation emeritusfrom him. 

'I'm quite fast you know.' I try fornonchalance. 

'Soam I.' 

He'sstalking me... in his kitchen. 

'Are you going to come quietly?' he asks. 


'Do I ever?' 


'Miss Merry... what do you mean?' he smirks.' It'll be worse for you to have to come and get 


you.' 


'That's only if you catch me... RICHARDC. MAST. And right now, I have no intention of letting 
you catch me.' 

'Merry...you mayfall and hurt yourself. Which will put you in direct contravention of rule 
numberseven.' 

'I have been in danger since I met you... Mr... rules or no rules.' 'Yes, you have.' He pauses... 
and his brow furrows slightly. 

Suddenly... he lunges for me... making me squeal and run for the dining room table. I'm 
Marry to escape... puttingthe table between us. My heart is poundingand adrenaline has spiked 
through my body... boy... this is so thrilling. I'm a child again... though that's not right. I watch him 
carefully as he paces deliberately toward me. I inch away. 

'You certainly know howto distract a man... Merry.' 'We aim to please... Mr... Distract you 
from what?' 'Life. The universe.' He waves one of his hands vaguely.'You did seem very pre... occupied 
as you were playing.' He stops and folds his arms... his expression amused. 

'Wecan dothis all day... baby... buti will getyou...and it will just be worse for you when I 

do.' 


'No... you won't.' I must not be over... confident. I repeatthis as a mantra. My subconscious 
has found her Nikes... and she's on the starting blocks. 

'Anyone would thinkyou didn't want me to catch you.' 

'I don't. That's the point. I feelaboutthe punishmentthe wayyoufeelaboutme touching 

you.' 


His entire demeanorchanges in a nanosecond. Gone is playful RICHARD C. MAST... and he 
standsto stare at me as if I'd slapped him. He's ashen. 

'That's howyou feel?' he whispers. 


Those four words... and the way he utters them... speaks volumes. 


Oh no. They tell me so much more about him and how he feels. They tell me about his fear 
and loathing. I frown. 

No... I don'tfeelthatbad. Noway. Do I? 

'No. It doesn't affect me quite as much as that... but it gives you an idea...' I murmur... staring 
anxiously at him. 

'Oh...' he says. 

Crap, he looks completely and utterly lost... like I've pulledthe rug from underhis feet. 

Taking a deep breath... I move around the table until I am standing in front of him... gazing 
into his apprehensive eyes. 

'You hate it that much?' he breathes... his eyes filled with horror. 

'Well... no...' I reassure him. Jeez... that's how he feels about people touching him? 

'No. I feel ambivalent about it. I don't like it... but I don't hate it.' 'But last night... in the 
playroom... you...'he trails off. 

'I doit foryou... RICHARD C. MAST... because you need it. I don't. You didn'thurt me last 
night. That was in a different context... and I can rationalize that internally... and I trust you. But when 
youwantto punish me... I worrythat you'll hurt me.' 

His gray eyes blaze like a turbulent storm. Time moves... and expands and slips away before 
he answers softly. 

'I wantto hurt you. But not beyond anythingthatyou couldn't take.' Freak! 

'Why?' 

He runs his hand through his hair... and he shrugs. 

'I just need it.' He pauses... gazing at me with anguish... and he closes his eyes and shakes his 
head.' I can't tell you...' he whispers. 


'Can'tor won't?' 


'Won't.' 


'So, you know why.' 

'Yes.' 

'Butyouwon'ttell me.' 

'If I do... you will run screaming from this room... and you'll never- everwantto return.' He 
stares at me warily.' I can't risk that... Merry.' 

'You want me to stay.' 

'Morethanyou know. I couldn't bearto lose you.' Oh my. 

He gazes down at me... and suddenly... he pulls me into his arms and he's kissing me... kissing 
me passionately. It takes me completely by surprise... and I sense his panic and desperate need in his 
kiss. 

'Don't leave me. You said you wouldn't leave me... and you begged 
me not to leave you... in your sleep...' he murmurs against my lips. 

Oh... my nocturnal confessions. 

'I don't want to go.'And my heart clenches... turning itself inside out. 

This is a man in need. Hisfearis naked and obvious... but he's lost... 

somewhere in his darkness. His eyes wide and bleak and tortured. I can soothe him. Join him 
briefly in the darkness and bring him into the light. 

'Show me...' I whisper. 

'Show you?' 

'Show me how much it can hurt.' 


'What?' 


'Punish me. I want to know how bad it can get.' RICHARD C. MAST steps back away from me... 
completely confused. You would try?' 

'Yes. I said I would.' But I have an ulterior motive. If I do this for 

him... maybe he will let me touch him. He blinks at me. 

'Merry... you're so confusing.' 

'I'm confused too. I'm trying to workthis out. And you and I will know... once and for all... if I 
can do this. If I can handle this... then maybe you...' 

My words fail me... and his eyes widen again. He knows I am referring to the touch thing. For 
a moment... he looks torn... but then a steely resolve settles on his features... and he narrows his eyes... 
gazing at me speculatively as if weighing up alternatives. 

Abruptly... he clasps my arm in a firm grip and turns... leading me out-of the great room... up 
the stairs... andtothe playroom. Pleasureand pain... reward and punishment... his words from so long 
ago echo through my mind like his thoughts about me always having his way. Are you ready for this?' 

'I'll showyou how bad it can be... and you can make your mind up.' He pauses by the door.' I 
nod... mymind made up...and I'm vaguely lightheaded...faintasall the blood leaves my face. Grabs 
what looks like a belt from the rack beside the door... He opens the door... and still grasping my arm... 
then leads me over to the red leather bench in the far corner of the room. 

'Bend overthe bench...' he murmurs. 

Okay. I can do this. I bend overthe smooth soft leather. He's left my bathrobe on. In a quiet 
part of my brain... I'm vaguely surprised that he hasn't made me take it off. Holy freak this is going to 
hurt... I know. My subconscious has passed out... and my inner goddess isendeavoringto look brave. 

'We're here because you said yes... Merry. And you ran from me. I am going to hit you six 
times... andyou will counton me.' 

Why the hell doesn't he justgeton with it? He always makes such a meal of punishing me. I 
roll my eyes... knowing full well he can't see me. 


He lifts the hem of my bathrobe... and for some reason... this feels more intimate than being 
naked. He gently caresses my behind... runninghiswarm hand all overboth cheeks and down to the 
tops of my thighs. 

'I am doing this so that you remember not to run from me... and as exciting as it is... I never 
wantyou to run from me...' he whispers. 

-And- 

Like the irony is not lost on me. I was runningto avoid this. If he'd opened hisarms... I'd run 
to him... not awayfrom him. 

And you rolled your eyes at me. You know how I fee I about that.' Suddenly... it's gone... that 
nervous edgy fear in his voice. He's back from wherever he's been. I hear it in his tone... in the way, he 
places his fingers on my back... holding me... and the atmosphere in the room changes. 

I close my eyes... bracing myself forthe blow. It comes hard... snapping across my backside... 
and the bite of the belt is everything I feared. I cry out involuntarily... and take a huge gulp of air. 

'Count... Merry!' he commands. 

'One!' I shout at him... and it sounds like an expletive. 

He hits me again... and the pain pulses and echoes along the line of the belt. Holy shit... that 

smarts. 


'Two!' I scream. It feels so good to scream. 

His breathing is ragged and harsh. Whereas mine is almost none... existent as I desperately 
scrabble around my psyche looking for some internal strength. The belt cuts into my flesh again. 

'Three I'Tears spring unwelcome into my eyes. Jeez... this is harder than I thought... so much 
harderthan the spanking. He's not holding anything back. 

'Four!' I yell as the belt bites me again... and nowthetears are streamingdown my face. 


I don't want to cry. Itangers methat I am crying. He hits me again. 


'Five.' My voice is more a choked... strangled sob... and at this moment... I think I hate him. 
One more... I can do one more. My backside feels as if it's on fire. 

'Six...' I whisperas the blistering pain cuts across me again... and I hear him dropthe belt 
behind me... and he's pulling me into his arms... all breathlessand compassionate...and I want none of 
him. 


'Letgo... no...'And I find myself struggling out his grasp... pushing- him away. Fighting him. 

'Don'ttouch me!' I hiss. I straighten and stare at him... and he's-watching me as if I might 
bolt... gray eyeswide... bemused. I dash the tears angrily out of my eyeswiththe backs of my hands... 
glaring at him. 

'This is what you like? Me... like this?' I use the sleeve of the bathrobe to wipe my nose. 

Fie gazes at me warily. 

'Well... you are one freaked... up the son of a bitch.' 'Merry...' he pleads... shocked. 
Don'tyou dare... Marry me! You needto sort your shit out...!' 

-And- 

With that... I turn stiffly... and I walk out of the playroom... closing the doorquietly behind 
me. 


I clasp the doorhandle behind me and briefly lean back against the - door. Whereto go? Do I 
run? Do I stay?l am so mad... angry scalding tears-spill down my cheeks... and I brush them furiously 
aside. I just want to curl up. Curl up and recuperate in someway. Fleal my shattered faith. Flow could I 
have been so stupid? Of course, it hurts. 

Tentatively... I rub my backside. Aah I It's sore. Where to go? Not his room. My room... or the 
room that will be mine... no... is mine... was mine. This is why he wanted me to keep it. Fie knew I would 
need distance from him. 

I launch myself stiffly in that direction... conscious that RICFIARD C. MAST may-follow me. It 
is still dark in the bedroom... dawn only a whisperin the skyline. I climb awkwardly into bed... careful 


not to sit on my aching and tender backside. I keep the bathrobe on... wrapping it around me... and curl 
up and letgo... sobbing hard into my pillow. 

What was I thinking? Why did I let him do that to me? I wanted the dark... to explore how 
bad it could be... but it's too dark for me. I cannot do this. Yet... this is what he does... this is how he gets 
his kicks. 


What a monumental wake... upcall. Andto be fairto him... he warned me and warned me... 
time and again. He's not normal. He has needs that I cannot fulfill. I realize that now. I don't want him to 
hit me like that again... ever. I think of the couple of times he has hit me... and how easy he was on me 
by comparison. Is that enough for him? I sob harder into the pillow. I am going to lose him. He won't 
want to be with me if I can't give him this. Why... why... why have I fallen in love with-The- Dark 
Shadows? Why? Why can't I love Jose... or Paul Clayton... or someone like me? 

Oh... his distraught look as I left. I was so cruel... so shocked by the-savagery...will he forgive 
me... will I forgive him? My thoughts are all- haywire and jumbled... echoing and bouncing off the inside 
of my skull. My subconscious is shaking her head sadly... and my inner goddess is nowhere to be seen. 
Oh...this is a dark morningof thesoulforme. I'm so alone. I want my Mom. I rememberherparting 
words at the airport... 

Follow your heart... darling... and please... please... try not to over... think things. Relax and 
enjoy. You are so young... sweetheart... you have so much to experience... just let it happen. You 
deserve the best of everything. 

I did follow my heart... and I have a sore ass and an anguished... broken spiritto show for it. I 
have to go. That's it... I have to leave. He's no good forme... and I am no good for him. How can we 
possibly make this work? And the thought of not seeing him again practically chokes me... my lust for 
this man. 


I hear the door click open. Oh no... he's here. He puts something-down on the bedside 
table... and the bed shifts underhis weightas he climbs- in behind me. 

'Hush...'he breathes... and I wantto pull awayfrom him... move to the-anotherside ofthe 
bed... but I'm paralyzed. I cannot move and lie stiffly... notyielding at all. 'Don't fight me... Merry... 
please...' he whispers. Gently... he pulls me into his arms... burying his nose in my hair... kissing my neck. 


'Don't hate me...' he breathes softly against my skin... his voice - achingly sad. My heart 
clenches anew and releases a fresh wave of silent sobbing. He continues to kiss me softly... tenderly... 
but I remain aloof and wary. 

We lie together like this... neither saying anything for ages. He just- holds me... and very 
gradually... I relax and stop crying. Dawn comes and goes... and the soft light gets brighter as the 
morning moves on... and still we lie quietly. 

'I boughtyou some Advil and some arnica cream...'he saysaftera- long while. 

I turn very slowly in his arms so I can face him. I am resting my head on his arm. His eyes are 
flinty gray and guarded. 

I gaze at his beautifulface. He'sgiving nothingaway... but he keeps hiseyeson mine... hardly 
blinking. Oh... he is so breathtakinglygood... looking. In such a short time... he's become so... so dear to 
me. Reaching up... I caress his cheek and run the tips of my fingers through his stubble. He closes his 
eyesand exhales slightly. 

'I'm sorry...' I whisper. 

He opens his eyes and looks at me puzzled. 

'What for?' 

'What I said.' 

'You didn'ttell me anything I didn't know.'And his eyes soften with relief.' 

I am sorry I hurt you.' I shrug. 

'I asked for it.' And now I know. I swallow. Here goes. I need to say my piece.' I don't think I 
can be everything you want me to be...' I whisper. His eyes widen slightly... and he blinks... h is fearful 
expression returning. 'You are everything I want you to be.' What? 

'I don't understand. I'm notobedient... andyou can be as sure as hell I'm not going to let you 
do that to me again. And that's whatyou need... you said so.' 

He closes his eyes again... and I can see a myriad of emotions cross his face. When he 
reopens them... his expression is bleak? Oh no. 


'You're right. I should let you go. I am no good for you.' 


My scalp prickles as every single hair follicle on my body stand to attention... and the world 
falls away from me... leaving a wide... yawning abyss for me to fall into. Oh no. 

'I don'twantto go...' I whisper. Freak... this is it. Pay or play. Tears swim in my eyes once 

more. 

'I don't want you to go either...' he whispers... his voice raw. He reaches up and gently 
strokes mycheekand wipesaway a falling tearwith his thumb.' I've come alive since I met you.' His 
thumb traces the contours of my lower lip. 

'Me too...' I whisper...' I've fallen in love with you... RICHARD C. MAST.' His eyes widen again... 
but this time... with pure... undiluted fear. 'No...' he breathes as if I've knocked the wind out of him. 

Oh no. 

'You can'tlove me... Merry. No...that's wrong.' He's horrified. 

'Wrong? Why's it wrong?' 

'Well... look at you. I can't make you happy.' His voice is anguished. 

'But you do make me happy.' I frown. 

'Notat the moment... notdoingwhat I want todo.' 

Holy freak. This is it. This is what it boils down to... 
incompatibility... andall those poor subs come to mind. 

'We'll nevergetpastthat... will we?' I whisper... my scalp prickling in fear. 

He shakes his head bleakly. I close my eyes. I cannot bearto look at him. 

'Well... I'd better go... then...' I murmur... wincing as I sit up. 

'No... don'tgo.' He sounds panicked. 

'There's no point in me staying.' Suddenly... I fee I tired... really dog... tired... and I want to go 
now. I climb out of bed... and RICHARD C. MASTfollows. 


'I'm going to get dressed. I'd like some privacy...' I say... my voice flat and empty as I leave 
him standing in the bedroom. 

Heading downstairs... I glance at the living room... thinking how only hours before, I had 
rested my head on his shoulder as he played the piano. 

So much has happened since then. I have had my eyes opened and glimpsed the extent of his 
depravity... and I now know he's not capable of love... of giving or receiving love. My worst fears have 
been realized. And strangely... it's very liberating. 

The pain is such that I refuse to acknowledge it. I feel numb. I have somehow escaped from 
my bodyand am nowa casual observerofthisunfoldingtragedy. I showerquicklyand methodically... 
thinking only of each second in front of me. Now squeeze the body wash bottle. Put the body wash 
bottle back in the rack. Rub the cloth on the face... on shoulders... on and on... all simple... mechanical 
actions... requiring simple mechanical thoughts. 

I finish my shower... and as I haven't washed my hair... I can dry myself quickly. I dress in the 
bathroom...takingmyjeansandt...shirt out of mysmall suitcase. Myjeanschafe against my backside... 
but quite frankly... it's a pain I welcome as it distracts my mind from what's happeningto my 
splintering... shattered heart. 

I stoop to shut my suitcase... and the bag holding RICHARD C. MAST's gift catches my eye... a 
modeling kit for a Blahnik L23 glider... something for him to build. Tears threaten. Oh no... happier 
times... when there was the hope of more. I take it out of the case... knowing that I need to give it to 
him. Quickly... I rip a small piece of paper from my notebook... hastily scribble a note for him... and leave 
it on top of the box. 

I gaze at myself in the mirror. A pale and haunted ghost stares' back at me. I scoop my hair 
into a ponytail and ignore how swollen my eyelids are from the crying. My subconscious nods with 
approval. Even she knows notto be snarky right now. I cannot believe that my world is crumbling 
around me into a sterile pile of ashes... all my hopes and dreams cruelly dashed. No... no, don't think 
about it. Notnow... notyet.Taking a deep breath... I pickup my case... and afterplacing thegliderkit 
and mynoteon his pillow... I head for the great room. 


RICHARDC. MAST is on the phone. He's dressed in black jeans and t... shirt. His feet are bare. 


'He said what!' he shouts... makingme jump.'Well... he could have told us the freaking truth 
What's his number...? I need to call him... Welch... this is a real freak... up.' He glances up and doesn't 


take his dark and broodingeyesoff me. 'Find her...' he snaps and pressesthe off switch. 

I walk overto the couch and collect my backpack... doing my bestto ignore him. I take the 
Mac out of it and walk backtoward the kitchen... 

placing it carefully on the breakfast bar... alongwith the Phone and the car key. 

When I turn to face him... he'sstaring at me... stupefied with horror. 

'I need the money that Petergotfor my Beetle.' My voice is clear and-calm... devoid of 
emotion... extraordinary. 

'Merry... I don't want those things... they're yours...' he says in disbelief.' Please... take them 
'No RICHARD C. MAST... I only acceptedthem undersufferance... and I don'twantthem 

anymore.' 

'Merry... be reasonable...' he scolds me... even now. 

'I don't want anything that will remind me of you. I just need the moneythat Peter got in my 
car.' My voice is quite monotonous. 

He gasps. 

'Are you trying to wound me?' 

'No.' I frown staring at him. Of course, not... I love you.' I'm not. I'm trying to protect 
myself...'I whisper. Because you don't want me the way I wantyou. 

'Please... Merry... take that stuff.' 

'RICHARDC. MAST... I don'twantto fight... I justneedthe money.' 

He narrows his eyes... but I'm no longer intimidated by him. Well... 
only a little. I gaze impassively back... not blinking or backing down. 

'Will you take a check?' he says acidly. 


'Yes. I think you're good for it.' 


He doesn'tsmile... hejustturnson his heelandstalks into his study. I takea last lingering 
look around his apartment... atthe art on the walls... all abstracts... serene... cool... cold... even. Fitting... 
I think absently. My eyes stray to the piano. Jeez... if I'd kept my mouth shut... we'd have made love on 
the piano. No... freaked... we would have freaked on the piano. Well... I would have made love. The 
thoughtlies heavyandsad in my mind. He hasnevermade love to me... hashe? It's always been 
freakingto him. 

RICHARDC. MAST returnsand hands me an envelope. 

'Petergota good price. It's a classic car. You can ask him. He'll take you home.' He nods in 
the direction over my shoulder. I turn... and Peter is standing in the doorway... wearing his suit... as 
impeccable as ever. 

'That'sfine... I can getmyself home...thankyou.' 

I turn to stare at RICHARD C. MAST... and I see the barely... contained fury in his eyes. 

'Are you going to defy me at every turn?' 

'Why to change a habit of a lifetime?' I give him a small... apologetic shrug. 

He closes his eyes in frustration and runs his hand through his hair. 

'Please... Merry... letPetertakeyou home.' 

'I'll get the car... Miss Merry...' Peterannounces authoritatively. RICHARDC. MASTnodsat 
him... and when I glance around... Peterhasgone. 

I turn back to face the RICHARD C. MAST. We are four feet apart. He steps forward... 

-And- 

Instinctively without conscious thought, I step back. He stops... and the anguish in his 
expression is palpable... his gray eyes burning. 


'I don't want you to go...' he murmurs... his voice full of longing. 


'I can't stay. I know what I want and you can't give it to me... and I can't give you whatyou 


need.' 


He takesanotherstepforward...and I hold up my hands. 

'Don't... please.' I recoil from him. There's no way I can tolerate his touch now... it will slay 
me. 'I can't do this.' 

Grabbing my suitcase and my backpack... I head for the foyer. He follows me... keeping a 
careful distance. He presses the elevator button... and the doors open. I climb in. 

'Goodbye... RICHARDC. MAST...' I murmur. 

'Merry... goodbye...' he says softly... and he looks utterly... utterly broken... a man in 
agonizing pain... reflecting how I feel inside. I tear my gaze away from him before-1 change my mind and 
try to comfort him. 

The elevator doors close... and it whisks me down to the bowels of the basement and my hell. 

Peterholdsthe door openforme...and I climb into the back of the car. I avoid eye contact. 

Embarrassmentandshamewashoverme. I'm a complete failure. 

I had hoped to drag my Dark Shadows into the light... but it's proved a task beyond my 
meager abilities. Desperately... I try to keep my emotions banked and at bay. As we head out onto 4th 
Avenue... I stare blankly out of the window... and the enormity of what I've done slowly washes over me. 
Shit... I've left him. 

The only man I've ever loved. The only man I've ever slept with. I gasp... and the levees burst. 
Tears course unbidden and unwelcome down my cheeks... and I wipe them away hurriedly with my 
fingers... scrambling in my bag for my sunglasses. As we pause at some traffic lights... Peter holds out a 
linen handkerchief for me. He says nothing and doesn't look in my direction... and I take it with gratitude. 

'Thank you...' I mutter... and this small discreet act of kindness is my undoing. I sit back in the 
luxuriousleatherseatsand weep. 

The apartment is achingly empty and unfamiliar. I have not lived here long enough for it to 
feel like home. I head straight to my room... and there... hanging limply at the end of my bed... is a very 


sad... deflated helicopterballoon. Charlie Tango... looking andfeelingexactly like me. I grab it angrily off 
my bedrail... snappingthetie... and hug it to me. Oh... what have I done? 


Nevaeh 
Books: 54 


'If Only in My Wildest Dreams' 


Introduction: 

In a world that all books are not allowed to be read, so they are brunt... 

'It wasa yearningto burn.'The computersand robotshave taken over the world, nobody 
needs to read any of that shit, or think. Everything is at our fingertips with cell phones, IPad's, and PC's, 
without looking through old dusty pages, plus Its agents the law to think for yourself, and read any 
books. We burn books like most have the burning itch to have unpredicted sex. 

We burn books like most have the burning itch to have unpredicted sex now morning, like 
the alarm, going off to let me no so... its 7 am... on a Monday- and the year is 2070. I have great 
frustration with at myself as I frown at my look in the mirror, not what you call ass ugly- but days like 
this one you just wish you were dead... all girls no that feeling. 

The feeling of worthlessness was over warming me. 'Look at this hair what a mess-1 said- in 
my mind, rolling my eyes and making faces as I go to pick my nose.' It'sjust not doing what I want... I 
said whispering. Hell... look at it- my hair myface- and eyes, like-justfreakingsuckstoday, I finally said it 
out loud-yetthe cat looked like I was crazy too- fortalking. Damn Harper for being sick, and lay open to 
me to this nightmare... of like having to do this... forher. 

I don't want to but- it's forher. I feel I have too- n- all. 


1 


I should be studyingformy final exams,and I am in high schoolgirl- looking forward to 
graduation- intern work looks good fora job, coming up like I won't be 17 years of age until July of this 
year- but it looks good to have-the ass-kissing- no? All the test-all the test-God just wants to be done 
with it all- like which are all this week. 

Yet, here I am trying to brush my hair into submission, and look somewhat cute... hard fora 
girl like me said bythe others-not by me. I must notsleepwith it wet anymore-God last night just 
jumped in bad nude... and masturbate 10 times, I use a vibrator, and dildo- but most of the times I use 
my hands, I started when I was 6- manly to getto sleep by passing out afterward-to get up... and look at 
all of this that you see here, at the time-16 as of this today boys ask all the time - Bra size: 34b yah I no. 
Underwear type: thongs, boy shorts, when you developed pubic hair 11 Do you Shave/Wax? When did 
you start? 12 Do you masturbate? 

Yes, with a dildo going in out coming hard over and over for some boy that you wish was real. 
Whendid you start?That whyl said it- Have you had sex?Notyet- Howold were you the first time? 
Um?That would be nice-so I would not fee I like a complete loser. Have you given oral sexto a guy? 

How old were you the first time? 

Yes, at 9-year-old... Have you been fingered? Ah yeah like when I was 10. How old were you 
the first time? I said it... it's true. Do you change in front of girlfriends? Family? Yes, frie ndsand mom, 
and my girls. Skinnydip? Yes, with friends...thetopquestions boys ask me...about whotheythinki am. 

And all they care about. 

Anyways-1 must not sleep with it wet. Reciting this mantra several times, I endeavor, once 
more about it all, to bring it under control with the brush as I finger myself-just to get the edge off- 
maybegettingone rubbed out before the day starts. I roll my eyes in exasperation and gaze at the pale, 
brown-haired girl with blue eyestoo big for herface staring back at me, and give up. 

My only option is to restrain my wayward hair in a ponytail and hope that I look semi- 
presentable. Shannia is my roommate, us-we-arejusttwogirls tryingto make it without Mom and Dad 
holding our hands-you know how it is-1 wantto bea big girl- playing house they call it. I would say that 
she should be the one doing this forme. But I have too... Consequently, she cannot attend the interview 
she'd arranged to do with me;so-o I would not blow chunks on the poor ass hole like he's some dick- 



some mega-industrialist tycoon that I've never heard of... you the type old crabby dick sucker. That gets 
joy out of betting off underthe deskto girls like me, hand coffee. 


Like, I just want to work for the student newspaper, do I really have to do this- for college... 
and get nothing out of it...? So, I have been volunteered to do this agent my well and better judgment. I 
know what is going to be... me getting hurt and having to come home crying, and need to come hard, in 
my undies-off to the side. I have final exams calls for me to do this, one essay to finish they call- yah 
sure you suck the man off-for it, and I'm supposed to be working this afternoon and be happy-sure. 
Smile and walkaway- is what I do- in school, not knowshit for this job- no education at all- here. 
Thanks... I think on the inside... but no - today- like I have to drive one hundred and seventy-five miles, 
me paying for it all- no question's asked-to sit down and get ass freaked- in a scene-all the way down to 
downtown New York in order to meet the mysterious RICHARD C. MAST of Ellie Magazine head shit of 
bad writing- Inc. 

As a brilliant businessperson and majorsponsorof ourschool, his time is extraordinarily 
precious (my school would say not me) -much more-precious than, she tells me... my teachers that is I 
need it with SATs-yah-right... Damn her extra-curricularactivities. If I wanted that I would have suck 
and blowinga trumpet in the band for6 years. It's fingering he-he. 

Shannia is huddled onthe couch, rubbing and humping a pillow- in the living room spread 
open she turns-as I should be with her...she'sdiddling herselfasa 17-year-old will do... that justfor 
fun-yelling making the old ass next door pissed. They creep- look at us-shaking their head to what they 
don'tunderstand, just calling ustheslutgeneration-astheysand ontheirverandas. Like you can do it 
on the veranda-of your apartment? He- he-1 get it- she's open... to it... it was said. 'Mary, I'm sorry 
about cutting out on you. It took me nine months to get this interview... from my dick suckers at school- 
It will take another six to reschedule, and a repeat of my last year but I not going. I'll just drop out... it's 
what they want... anyways-you're dumb-1 said. Come with me so-o we'll both have graduated. As an 
editor with honors, I can't blow this off-you shouldn't either-come on like what you have done. I would 
rather just masturbate all the time... okay...? I said... (You can make more doing that... she said underher 
breath.) 


Please,' Shannia begs me in her harsh, sore throat voice forsucking one off the night before. 
How does she do it? Even sick she looks freaking- beautiful, strawberry blonde hairall in place and blue 
bright eyes, although mine looks wet and water like the way she should look doing what she has just 



done. 'Nice butt pug... ha- thanks she said.' I ignore my twinge of annoying sympathy for my low self¬ 
esteem. 'Of course, I'llgo Shannia if you'n-me_here-and she points downward. You should get back 

to bed with me. 

Would you like some Nyquil or Tylenol mixed with alcohol?' That such do it...? 'All of the 
above, please... Here are the questions for you, did I need to do this just to be a writer-of shit. So, her 
my recorderdoesn't pay it back you may get pron sounds of last night. Just press record here-see the 
button that says recorded. Make notes. I'll transcribe it all- for you, I know you can't do that- without 
bitching about it.' 'I know nothing about him,' I murmur overand over, tryingto find something I may 
like about him, and failing to quash my rising dread and fear. 'See these here the list in her hand-a 
crumpled piece of paper- all the questions just ask these and you'll do fine-got them from google- like 
whatl did all the waythrough high schoolgoogle wellteach you-notyourteachers,see-seeyou 
through that in a line- and you look smart to this dick- that's what it's all about kissing ass. Go, love- It's a 
long drive where you don't want to look bad in front of the big-time faggot. 

I don't want you to be late-your right- so he's gay.'That what they say-freak him and see and 
let me no- nice... slut I said to her-you know it- she said back. 'Okay, I'm going- don't hurt yourself there. 
Get back to bed- and put that thing away or shave it. Goingto eat out latter-WHAT? Food-food latter.' I 
stare at herfondly. Only foryou, Shannia, would I do this? 'I will do it all- like all ways- good luck- G- 
thanks-you care? I said. And thanks to Mary - as usual, you're my lifesaver.' Getting-together with my 
schoolbag, I smile ironically at her, then head out the door down all the steps to the car. I cannot believe, 
I have let Shannia talk me into this. 

Nevertheless, then Shannia can talk anyone into anything, she was the hot one in school, not 
me. She'll make an exceptional journalist-1 am sure of it so would have I if I would have been given the 
chance. She's communicative, robust, convincing, quarrelsome, lovely - and she's my sweetheart, 
sweetie of a friend. The roads are clear wet rain covered yet, I set off from home, it's early, and I don't 
have to be in New York until three this afternoon to be on time. I'm not sure if my old car, well make the 
journey in time- she a very old gill. 

Oh, a fun drive and the miles slip away as I floor the pedal- backfiring all the way. My 
journey's end is the headquarters of Mr. Durval's global enterprise that he so-called made all on his own 
doing. It's a huge 100 story office building, all curved glass, and steel, an architect's modern imaginary. 



with Durval wrote inconspicuously in brace over the crystal-like glass of front revolving doors, and all on 
the building high up. 

It's a quarterto three when I come to my destination, greatly relieved that I'm not late as I 
walk into the mammoth - and frankly unapproachable - glass, steel, and white stonework antechamber. 
In arrears the solid sandstone is the deskof dark wood, a very attractive, dressed up, younggirls' smile's 
all too creepy for my liking- enjoyably at me- like they want to know all about me- be there eye. She's 
wearing the sharpest charcoal suit jacket and white shirt I have ever seen. She looks immaculate. 'I'm 
here to see Mr. Durval. 

I am - so and so-1 said-yeah okay- it doesn't mattertake a number; I call you when I fill it 
your time to see this man. So, I have to kiss your ass too do this lady she said all pissy-yesor you can 
walk out the door. FREAK YOU I I said to here no said me up- bossy for me- but 3 hours is too long to be 
puss-freaked around with. She arches hereyebrow slightly as I stand self-consciously before her. I am 
beginning to wish I'd borrowed one of Shannia's formal blazers rather than wear my shorts and a tank 
top. I have made an effort and worn my one and only skirt, my no-nonsense brown knee-length boots, 
and a blue sweater. Forme, this is smart. I tuck one of the escaped tendrils of my hair behind my ear as I 
pretend, she doesn't intimidate me. 'Miss we've expected you but not looking like you roll out of bed. 
Please sign in here. Miss Merry, you'll wantthe last train overthere to go up-on the left, press for the 
twentieth hounded floor.' She smiles kindly at me, amused no doubt about it, as I sign in - and sigh-and 
stop and get a dress- forthis man that too old to get it up to care about me showing it all off. 

'Stuff youreyes with wonder, I always say, live as if you'd drop dead in ten seconds- like most 
that do these days and your body is bunt on the spot in plain sight for the world to see-just like a book- 
no one cares about what inside of you- is all cold what on the cover- notthe textjustthe picture. See 
the world... good now look at it-1 don'tsee anythingto live for-lt's more fantastic than anydreammade 
or paid for in place of work my way.' 

She indicators too me and as I go past security as a GUEST-very confidently and yet shy- 
stampingon the forward-facing. I can't help my smirk. Surely, it's obvious that I'm just visiting. I don't fit 
in here at all. The train beaters with a gust of air moving past me fast- mag-lev- me with incurable 
swiftness to the floor in under zip time. The doors slide open to let more androids work in and out, I call 
them a waste of what we-you and I could be doing, and I'm in another outsized antechamber - again all 



glass, steel, and white sandstone. I look upat thetop-seeingtheskygofrom blue to black... Yet to me 
and mostthis is nothingthese days. 

Nothing changes in my life really just a new day of shit, I inwardly sigh. Thanking the train for 
the ride, I walk over to the bank of silos past the two security men who are both far more vigorously 
dressed than me, in their blue armed suits. I'm threatened by another desk of sandstone and another 
young blonde- no name just a number- looks at me dressed faultlessly in black and white who doesn't 
even rise to greet me, or care I am there. Otherto pop gum-and look at the ID- slightly- that the robot's 
job she said-1 don't get paid to do that or think- so why doit? 'All and sundry I feel that I left something 
behind when he passedthinkin my thoughts, mygrandfathersaid-too always'work hard. 

2 

Achild or a bookora painting ora house ora wall built ora pair of shoes made-you're 
smart-go for your dreams even if the world is not a nice place. Or a garden planted - now looks at the 
world- plant things ha. Somethingyour hand touches in some way- has meaning always, like part of your 
soul has somewhere to go when you die, remember that-yeah right-1 roll my eyes-at that too. 

'Why...? Why is it?' we go...? That was all I remember before the put him down-and let him 
up. I was kicking and scramming-and the ripped me away at 10 years old- it how it has to be- MOM said. 
'Too much of a cost on us taxpayers. Death and end of funds... is life. 'Miss, could you wait here the bot 
said, please?' She points to a seated area of white skin covered chairs. Behindthe leatherchairs is a 
spacious glass-walled meeting room with an equally spacious dark wood table and at least twenty 
matching chairs around it. Beyond that, there is a floor-to-ceiling window with a view of the New York 
skyline, that appearance outthrough the city on the way to the Sound. It's a spectacular panorama, and 
I'm temporarily paralyzed by the view and the look down all glass flooring too. Wow -1 said amazed... 

I sit down, fish the questions from my satchel, and go through them, inwardly cursing, 
Shannia fornot providing me with a brief biography. I know nothing aboutthis man I'm aboutto 
interview. He could be ninety or he could be thirty. The uncertainty is galling, and my nerves resurface, 
making me fidget. I've never been comfortable with one-on-one interviews, preferringthe anonymity of 
a group discussion where I can sit inconspicuously at the back of the room. To be honest, I prefer my 
own company, reading a classic British novel, curled up in a chair in the campus library. Not sitting 
shuddering apprehensively in an immense glass and stone structure. I just rolled my eyes at myself in 
the many shiny objects around me just like this showing too much ass. 



Like-get a hold of it- it's just a man winkie look at me in theface-why is this okay? I said to 
myself. Judging building for adding nudes in artwork, which is too scientific and cold-modern, I guess Old 
is in his thing: fit, tanned, and fair-haired to match the rest of the personnel. I only warmth is the glow of 
fire lights-just for show-An additional elegantthing-ie-me-bob-er, a more nude girl is compromised 
sexual poses' flawless girls showing it all, shit look at this compared to that- not good- not good... I see 
younger no-names blonde comesout of a large-acting mindless door that lights open with their barcode 
on their rest. 

A deep breath, I stand up. 'Miss' it's time. It's like a death march I thought... with the creepy 
music in the background- playing in my implanted headset... adjustingautomatically. Every person the 
whole dying world must leave something behind when he/she/it dies- it- being the no names-that are 
just-works that have not met the grade of IQ of 50 or less, my grandfather they are not dumb some are 
at 10- smokingand drugging-nothing more-just no work in them.So, this is what they do-make them 
drummer... hand out moneyfornothing-they can even come opto a child of 3 makinga book or a 
painting ortie a pair of shoesormakethem. 

Otherwise, a garden planted... something your hand touched some way so your soul has 
somewhere togo when you die, and when people look at that tree or that flower you planted, you're 
there. 'Indeed,' I clearmy throat-of what was hard to swallow. 'Certainly.'There, that sounded more 
confident-when I have voices in my hand say you'll never do SHIT. 'The RICHARD C. MAST will see you in 
a moment. May I take your jacket- miss the deadbeatsaid?' 'Oh, sure thing...' I struggle out of the jacket 
and was nice to the dumb- bum. Can I get you anythingto eat or drink, would you like: 'Would you like 
tea, coffee, water-saltines?'something atall? 'Dm- no-thankyou-1 said back to this- it- female.'This 
blonde-glares her eyes-at the task, she now has to do- for hardly any money-she is very young and 
uneducated-for a woman of her age sitting at the desk she's at doing this work; and as she asks, turning 
her attention back to me as she stumbles to do the simple job. Here it is- 'A glass of water. Thank you,' I 
murmurnot looking up at her-forshe a no-buddy. Olivia scurries up proximately and scurriesto an 
entrance/exit on the otherside ofthe room. 

'Olivia, please fetch Miss Marry a glass of water.' Her voice is unyielding- and do yourjob- 
NOW. 'My request for forgive ness for her lack of-skills. Miss- she's only a 25 IQ-er, Olivia is our new 
intern- part of will help you suck at life program... Please be seated as I do this to for her. Our RICHARD C. 
MASTwill bean additional five or so moments.' It doesn't matterwhatyou do, so long as you change 
something from the way it was before you touched, right-the girl asked-thinking-1 said- don't... she 



went on saying somethingthat's like you afteryoutake your hands away- is what matters- right. Shut 
up! She said too it... Olivia returns with a glass of iced wateron a hot plate. Perhaps RICHARD C. MAST 
insists on all his employeesbeingblonde...dumbshits...? 

'Here you go. Miss.'And she dumps it down my lap... 'Thankyou.' Dumb Shit! I muttered 
under my breath... 'We need not be let alone... the dumb one said to me... were a danger to ourselves' 
and others... We need to be really bothered once in a while to see if we're alive. How long is it since you 
were really bothered- how about now byyou. About something important, about something real?' Stop 
asking dumb question's... I said to her... that doesn't matter in today's life. Echoing on the sandstone 
floor this blonde tramp over to the large desk, her heels clicking. She sits down, and they both continue 
their dumb ass workthey don't know howto do well. I have definitely worn the wrong clothes, yet ones 
more-to sexy. I'm wondering idly if that's legal... do lookas I doforthis...? 

Humm? I questioned it... buying a short low-cut dress. She seems to excel at jumping from 
her seat. She's more nervous than me... looking at me! Sex is all that it's about- right- it's all they want, 
these days. Olivia turns and says my job is done as she goes through the door. Good, now I don't have to 
hearthat running in my ears. 

Olivia has jumped up and called the trains. I don't hear the reply... to over nice ness. The 
others turn and look at me as I get up showing way too much skin, they are all seeing all of me - upskirt 
shot here, some girls smile at the look of my pussyina-their dark eyes crinkling at the corners getting all 
they want to re member about me. 'You don't need to knock - just go in.' She smiles kindly. 'Good 
afternoon ladies this man said to them,' he says as he departs through the sliding door looking at all of 
my-eyesdroppingatthen up. 

3 

I trying so hard not to overwhelm my nerves, as I stand rather unsteadily. Get-together my 
schoolbag, I leave my glass of water and make my way to the moderately open door-to be shown the 
way. The door just thrust open as I stumble through-always trapping and clumsy, tripping over my own 
feet, and tumbling headfirst into the office- where he sits- looking at me with sex eye. Double dog 
freaking shit dick suck- bite me-1 said-as I walked in-good- entrance miss he said... as I am still falling 
overmy two leftfeet! lam on myhandsand knees in the doorway to RICHARD C. MAST's office, and 
gentle hands are around me helping me to stand-they were his-a young hot thing that I was falling for 



just by the look of well that. I am so embarrassed, damn my clumsiness. I have to steel myself to glance 
up. Holy cow - he's so young. 

He extends a long-fingered hand to me once I'm upright. 'I'm RICHARDC. MAST-are you all 
right would you like to sit?' 

So young - and attractive, very attractive. He's tall, dressed in a fine gray suit, white shirt, and 
black tie with unruly dark copper-colored hair and intense, bright gray eyesthat regard me shrewdly. It 
takes a moment for me to find my voice. 

'Um-actually - 'I mutter. If this guy is over thirty, then I'm a monkey's- uncle. In a daze, I 
place my hand in his and we shake. As our fingers touch, I feel an odd exhilarating shiver run through me. 
I withdraw my hand hastily, embarrassed. It must be static. I blink rapidly, my eyelids matching my heart 
rate. I hope you don't mind; I am the RICHARD C. MAST.' 'Are you-so?' His voice warm sexual, 
perchance entertained, but it's difficult to tell from his impassive expression. He looks mildly interested, 
but above all, polite. 'Merry. I'm studying English Literature with my girlfriend you no, um... High school 
intern... 'I see he said nicely,' I reasoned with himself some-1 see theflickerof loss in the smile of his 
expression-given, but I'm not sure. 'Would you like to sit?' He waves me toward a white leather 
buttoned L-shaped couch. 

His office is way too big for just one man. In front of the floor-to-ceilingwindows, there's a 
huge modern dark-wood desk that six people could comfortably eat around. It matches the coffee table 
by the couch. Everything else is white - ceiling, floors, and walls except, on the wall by the door, where a 
mosaic of small paintings hangs, thirty-six of them arranged in a square. 

They are exquisite - a series of mundane, forgotten objects painted in such precise detail 
they look like photographs. Displayed together, they are breathtaking. 

'A local artist. Trouton,' says - when he catches my gaze. 

'They're lovely. Raising the ordinary to extraordinary,' I murmur, distracted both by him and 
the paintings. He cocks his head to one side and regards me intently. 

'I couldn't agree more. Miss King,' he replies, his voice soft and for some inexplicable reason. 


I find myself blushing. 



'I feell've known you so many years?' 'Forthe reason that I like you/ she said, 'and I don't 


want anything from you.' 

Apart from the paintings, the rest of the office is cold, clean, and clinical. I wonder if it 
reflects the personality of the Adoniswhosinks gracefully into one of the white leatherchairs opposite 
me. 


I shake my head, disturbed atthe direction of my thoughts, and retrieve Katie's questions 
from my satchel. Dropping it twice on the coffee table in front of me. 

Next, RICFIARD C. MAST says nothing, waiting patiently -1 hope - as I become increasingly 
embarrassed and flustered. I set up the mini-disc recorder and am all fingers and thumbs when I pluck 
up the courage to look at him, he's watching me, one hand relaxed in his lap and the other cupping his 
chin and trailing his long indexfingeracross his lips. I thinkhe'stryingtosuppressa smile. 

'Sorry,' I hesitated, about me- being me. 'I'm not used to all of this- or always like this- at 
least I try notto be.' 'Take as much time as you want. Miss,' he says. 

'Once you have taken so-o much worry to set up the recorder on your phone - you ask me 
now?' 'Do you mind if I record your answers-that was my first question?' I flush up some - beat red. I 
flutter my eye at him softly and sweetly, unsure what to say or do in front of this young attractive man, 
and I think he takes misfortune on me for the reason that he sympathizes at my age-and sheepishness. 
He's playful, mocking, full of fun and life, giving me, I hope notto just cut my writs with safety scissors- 
for beingdumb. 

'No, I don't mind at all.' This is what I said. 'Did my girlfriend-explain what the interview was 
for?' Same 10 question all you kids ask-1 get it. 'Oh...!' 

'Surely, to give the impression in the matriculation issue of the student newspaper-1 have to 
do this part of the graduating-thing... as I shall be discussing the grades at this year's graduation 
ceremony-with the higherup.' Oh- um-humi 

This is news to me, ha- not really- your part of my program at the school-yep I said. I 
frowned some, uninteresting my naughty thoughtfulness back to what I was asked to do-the job. 
Besides I'm momentarily pre-engaged by the thought that someone, not much older than I-okay, maybe 



like I'm 17 he's 30 years or so, and okay, mega-successful, likes me a little- like is going to present me 
with my degree- if I do all that he asks- ALL 

'Good,' I swallow nervously. 'I have some questions, RICHARDC. MAST.' I smooth a stray lock 
of hair behind my ear. 

My cheeks heatatthe realization- he's looking at me- like a boythat wants a hot heated 
horrny to hookup, and I sit up, and fair my shoulders show my dress is not showing too much - in an 
attemptto look taller- and doing so- his eyes move down-showingthat now-just more threatening- kill 
him with sex and I have him eating me out- my hand that is. Yeah-that's the saying... 'I supposed you 
might,' he says, disapproving. He's amused at me-as he is looking me over with a- lot of intentions. 
Pressingthe start button on the recorder, I try to look professional. I think-about all the books my 
granddad had all lost in the great fires, of things not to be known... it's all on here now -1 look at my I 
phone/pad 20 on my wrist licked into my brain waves. 

All that is need to be smart is doneforyou... at the swap of a finger. 'There must be 
somethingin books, something we can't imagine, to makea womanstayin a burning house; there must 
be somethingthere, there is not the law said as they put my grandmotherdown-with them in flam. You 
don'tstay foranything-the man in red and black said.' Rememberthe stories. 

I snap out of my daydream- of all that is him- and the past. 'You're veryyoungto have 
amassed such an empire. To what are you in debttoo with yoursuccess?' Like a god? No... I peep up at 
him- biting my lip. His smile is rueful, but he looks vaguely disappointed. 

Yet- 'If you hide your lack of knowledge, no one will hate on you and you'll never-ever learn- 
from it.' 'Maybe you're just fortunate.'This isn't on Katie's list of things to do. However, he's so superior. 
His eyesflare momentarily in surprise. 'Business is all about individuals-dumberthan smart. Merry, and 
I'm very good at judging people-1 can see what you are and what you'll do for me already. 'If you hide 
your ignorance, no one will hit you and you'll never acquire anything.' 

I know how they tick you and me- howthey think-and whatyou're thinking now about me 
Miss, what makes the show, what makes them cleverer, what motivates them and was doesn't, and how 
to incentivize them. I play the game to a point-you get what I am saying-1 don't have to act- they all just 
want me- and want to me be... for me being me. I am everything more than a God... to my pupates. So, I 



am a girl on a string for you- know you do as I say or walk. I see-1 said shy biting my lip harder... as the 
strain of his tone. 


I personally hire an extraordinary team... I would not stand for less than that. 'If not, they can 
take their ass out my door and not waste my time, I have no time for shit on a silver plat- Miss- passed 
off as good food-aka good work-in this case.' and I give compensation well-to those that earn it. 

Um-1 said along- 'With school turningout more racers, steeplechasers, competitors, 
tinkerers, grabbers, snatchers, fliers, and swimmers instead of examiners, critics, knowers, and creative 
creators, the word 'scholarly,' unquestionably, technologically advanced the swearword it is worthy to 
be.' I get what yoursaying-1 have always done more than othergirls. Um You do knowthis is going to a 
paper- right? Word or word...? Um... he said that's cute and a sweetthought. 

He pauses and fixes me with his somber stare-yet lustful- and unfulfilled in his own 
accomplishments-there was something missing-with him I thought. 'My certainty is to attain victory 
and manytrumpets in any structure one has to make oneself dominantof that structure... I know it 
inside and out-just like fellingyou out inside and out, (That's what he was doingfelling me out.) -know 
every detail-about a youngwoman. 

'I work firm and freakhard-whittheonesthatwantto freak, very hard. I make decisions 
based on reason and truths. Figuring all the ass holes and pussies in the process.' Um - like-doyou want 
me to write that down word or word? Sure...! He said -1 am so sick of this... same things by girls like you... 
whatdoyou wantto know...I have an ordinary gut character, that can spotand encourage a good dense 
inkling and good individuals. The end result is, it's always down to good society.' 

'I don't contribute to luck or chance or what some call blessings. Miss. I and I only have done 
this... The firmer I work the better breaks I seem to have - by curing out those that believe in something 
that is not real to me. It really is all about having the right individuals on your side and point in the right 
direction theirenergiesforthat reason. 

'You sound like someone that has to have full a control not letting it all go till you say or time 
is do.' The words are out of my mouth before I can stop them, forsoundingtoo sexual. 

'Oh, I exercise controlto in otherways, I said to him,' I betyou do he said, with a trace of wit 
in his sweetsmile. I look at him, and he holds my gaze steadily, impassive. My heartbeatquickensand 
my pussy, tightens, and myface flushes again and he feels me in. I wish he'd stop doingthat... looking at 



me like he wants to freak hard... and not stop until I come 10 or more times on him. Why? Why does he 
have such a demoralizing result on me, yet so flawless... in everything he says. Um - He continues, his 
voice soft. 


His overwhelming good-looks maybe. The way his eyes intensity blue at me. The way he 
strokes his index finger in and against his lower lips then touching my face with the other its right... 
sweet hot steamy lust. 'Do you fee I that you have an enormous power of your girls to do as you say?' 
Taking them for your bitches? You're not like most school girls I had in here... I like that you don't mind 
speaking your mind, yeti would have to teach you to be humble... wouldn't I? -And obedient... he said. I 
immense power... of all my workers in here and out... developed by promising control ove rail things. 

You were not born into this I would say-you need to stick to the page. It's secret... in that, its 
reveries that you made yourmoney by having your mom and dad hand it to you?' Nah... cute... go on, he 
said. 


My mouth drops open-when he said you need to shut the freak up. I am staggered by his 
lack of unpretentiousness; you see... punk kids like you piss me off... so... you want me to freak you has 
nothing to do with megetting this job? 'Sure, it doses... yet you have to be right- in all ways. What are 
the ways- yell see in time?' This is recorded you no... I said shaking my legs together by his hand 
touching me softly. 

'It's all about the influence and feeling it, if you will, with me. If I were to decide, that I was 
no longerinvolved in the communicationsoccupational and sell up, twenty-five thousand individuals 
would skirmish to make their hypothecation expenditures aftera month or so has passed.' 'I employ 
over fifty thousand public. Miss. That gives me a certain sense of obligation to do whatever I do, the way 
I want to do it, the and how-when, and why... it's all my say... or no say at all.' You get that- Marry Shah? 
He said sternly. 

'Do I brotheryou-sir-askinga dumb question, that I have to askforyourfreakingprogram 
that I givejack shit about... because really, I could be home playing with myself right now... and coming 
in some boy's photo-1 don'tneedthis?' 




'Don't you have a board to answer to?' I ask, disgusted. Why you -1 don't have them-your 


answer to me... and me alone... I over rolled them, and pushed them out- it's all my say. 'I own my 



establishments, they don't-why the hell would I have ass wipes tell me howto do my shit. I am the 
Trump of my day and age... what do you say about that? I can go if this is too hard on you? He just 
smiled. As I lean forward showing my boobs some...just some. I don't have to answer to a board.' If that 
was the dumb question. 

He raises an eyebrowat me just muttering on about nothing. I flush, even more, 
unquestionably you're the God, here right? Cute Miss... move on, he said. I would know this if I had done 
some research. Not knowing all about me showsthatyour shy and week... and have a lack of respect for 
who I am, he's so arrogant-1 thought. I change tack, and see that I am not even halfway done...'Do you 
have anything you love to do outside of your work?' 'Like-That's the question-go for it...' 

'I have diverse hobbies. Miss.'A hint of a smile touches his lips- yet- 

those eyes are still locked into mine- not letting go. 'Very wide-ranging.' And for some reason. 
I'm mystified and frenzied by his firm stare into my heart looking into my eyes... wet at this point form 
being reamed to hard. His eyes are ablaze, kind of like mine with somefantasticand nasty sexual 
thoughtsof him just pounding the shit out of me with his lusting sex making. 

4 

'Do you believe in love at first sight?' Why did I ask? 'Just curiosity...I' He said... looking in my 
love-stricken, and totally lovesick eyes. Yes, I was taken back by him... yet could not show it... 
'Nonetheless, if you work so hard, what do you do unwind- or just relax?' He smiles, revealing textbook 
and twilight novel white teeth so right yet so wrong, I stop breathing and forget how too - like. He really 
is beautiful-for an older man-1 felt all hot down under. No one should be this good-looking, and make a 
young lady feel this way about herself. It'sjust not fair for us girls. 

'Well, to 'chill out' as you put it -1 sail, I fly, I indulge in various physical pursuits.' He shifts in 
his chair. 'I'm a very wealthy man. Miss King, and I have expensive and absorbing hobbies.' I peekswiftly 
at Katie's questions, wanting to get off this subjectof sex and work. 'You invest in engineering. Why, 
precisely?' Did I enquire the thought-why? Why-does he make me so uneasy, anxious, nervous and 
troubled. 'I like to form things into submission bendingand shippingthem.' 

I myself like to knowhowall things workto crack all that it is- to see-what makes it tick: 
what makes things tick, howto construct and deconstruct. As well as I have a love of ships. 'What can I 
say?' one thing I have not cracked it a woman's mind... 'That thuds of a sound to me like your heart 



speaking rather than reason and specifics.' 'Though there are individuals who would say I don't have any 
emotions of warmth-that I am just cold and heartless.' He stares appraisingly at me and his mouth 
coincidences up, well said- perchance. 'For the reason that they know me well- or so they think they do.' 
His lip ringlets in an ironic beam. 'Why would they saythat?' 

'I'm seventeen and I'm crazy or so they say-yet smart enough to be here. My grandfather 
said the two always try. When people ask your age, he-said, always say seventeen and insane- it we in- 
lighten them.' 

I went on asking-wouldyou say that you're someone, that makes-friend easily; or that you 
have any? Otherwise are you easy to getto know?' Plus, I regretthe question as soon as I say it. It's not 
on Katie's list, it was on mine to see if he was at all like me one or less true friends. 

'I'm a precise secluded person. Miss. I for one go a long way to defend - my disclosure. I 
personally, don't often give dialogs out too public,' he'svoiced softens as the sentence went off into a 
long one on like lost in a rambling thought. 'Why did you come to an understanding to do this one then? 

'The decent writertouches' on life often like a lusting younggirl. 

The unexceptional ones run a quick hand over her. Feeling in all the voids, the bad ones' rape 
her and leave her for the bugs to eat away the leftovers.' So-for all aims and determinations, I couldn't 
get Katie off my back. 

I know how stubborn Katie can be. That's why I'm sitting here wriggling- unpleasantly under 
his all-pervading gaze-that is yet so perfect when I should be studying for my exams-or just doing what 
she was doing herself- right? 'Like-she asked again and again, and harried my PR folks, and yours truly 
respects that kind of stubbornness.' 

'You also investin unindustrialized knowhow. Why are you absorbed-in this area ofwriting 
when there are no good books anymore- is it all sexed up media and shit you want to give out to horrny 
kids to read less than 3 lines on theirbuzzing boxes-to kill their brans even more?' 'I have to put up with 
it- Miss-for its sales... SEX, DUGS, and be-bop-pop music are what it's all about-yet I want more out of 
your text- if you work forme.' 

'NOT-All visuals... without gluten...? 'We can't consume money if-there is no bread. Miss, 
and there are too many people on this planet who don't have enough to eat-that is goodfor you.'You 



get what I am saying to you?' Is it something you fee I zealously about? Like - Nursing the worlds poor do 
you help outthe one in this county that are in need?' 

'That sounds very humanitarian...sure-whatever they want to suck out of me... right?' 
Whatever looks good... He moves his shoulders up and down in a way that was not okay to me. 'Feeding 
the world's poor, I can't see the financial benefits of this, it's discerning business,' he murmurs, though I 
think he's being insincere. It doesn't make sense - only the virtue of the idyllic. I peek at the next 
question that is on my list made by Katie, disorderly by his arrogance I shudder to look up. 'Is there a 
method to your madness? 

I asked the question. If so, what is it?' I really don't have a method to the way I do things-1 
just make it work-for I make it work- how is that? Maybe a supervisory belief - Carnegie's: 'A man who 
gets the ability to take full ownership of his own mind, may take proprietorshipof whatsoeverelse to 
which he is justly permitted.' I'm very extraordinary, single-minded. I like order-of myself-and all other 
things in this thing we call life, and those all around me.' 
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'You come off like the decisive purchaser.' 'I want to earn to possess-them, but yes, bottom 
line, I do.' 'So-oyou wantto possess things?'You are a control freak. 'I am... if you wantto say I am Miss. 
Say what you like really-they all do your age.' He smiles, but the smile doesn't touch his eyes. 

Again, this is at odds with someone who wants to feed the world, so I-can't help thinking 
that we're talking aboutsomethingelse, but I'm absolutely mystified as to what it is. I swallow hard. The 
temperature in the room is rising or maybe it's just me. I just want this interview to be over. 

Surely, Katie has enough material now. I glance at the nextquestion. 

'You were adopted- like me, there was a story that came overfor-anothercountyotherthan 
the US. Is that true-or not? Do you think your past made who you are today? Too personal? Yes - but I 
go there- it has not... I made me. Oh, this is, asking too much... I gaze at him in the love needingeyes, 
hoping he's not offended- by my stupid. His brows channel together downward and arch. My curiosity is 
annoyed by him I could tell... 'I have no way of knowing.' 'How old were you when you were approved 
into a stable home?' I was 5 and used, my mother. 'That's a matterof public record. Miss-you can get 
that anywhere.' Histone is harsh. I flush up yet again. Crap... I say in my head-yet he heard that also. 
They all can the ones that monitor all and everything I do, I thought and actions. 



I move on quickly... doing whatever it is I am doing. Yesof course - if I had knownthis, I was 


doing this interview, and didn't want to be-and the-school voices hearing was saying, I was losing 
grading... I would have done some research more now if I did notshape up. 'You've had to lose of family 
life foryour work life... would you say that is so-o?' 

He said: 'I'll embrace on to all God's creatures tight one day. I've got one finger on it now; 
that's a beginning- by the banning all that you call- literature. I am the reasons as to why all books were 
a band, I want complete control.' 

Why do you not want us to read? Why- is the question thatyou have to crack. If you don't 
get it- then neither do I. He said... 'That's not a question-or anything to ask.' He's terse me some, with 
his long lines of wording rambling.'Apologetic I was to this...' I wriggle some in my set feeling wet down 
there, and he's made me feel like an errant child. I try again. 'Have you had to sacrifice family life for 
your work?' 


'I have a family. I have a brotherand a sister and two loving parents. I'm not interested in 
extending my family beyond that.' 'So-o are- your quire/gay...?' I rolled my eyes knowing that was not 
on the list nevertheless, I wanted an Aon my report. I may have had a past that I don't like but it was 
neverwith anotherman. 

'What are you gay?' He said... I know that you have kissed, and made oral love to a girl your 
roommate Katie, by your racing thoughts, I heard it all- and don't hold it agentyou... why do you with 
me? RICHARD C. MAST...? Has nothing to do with the sex or whom you have that with... now does it.' 

He inhalessuddenlythinkingand sees my going down on a girl in his- mind, and I cringe, 
mortified... my thoughts... Crap! I said, yetonce more in my mind to coverup. Why, didn't I employ 
some kind of filter before, I read this straight out? How can I tell him I'm just reading the questions? 
Damn Katie and her curiosity, said this in my mind, that it would be okay to say to him! 


'No, Miss, I'm not the way you are- and your youngteen why's.' Yet I can see havingfun 
when you're young. And work hard when you're not. He raises his one eyebrow, with an unruffled glow 
in his eyes. He does not look pleased, about me and my girlie past- like he wanted me or something. I 
fastlysaid-1- a man too...The voices in my head... giggle at this point knowing. You're a hopeless 
romantic,' he said that all not knowing or knowing what you want. The same things could be in the 



'business premises families' nowadays. The same immeasurable feature and awareness could be 
projected through the radiosand televisions, but are not. 'It would be funny if it were not serious. It 
does not book you need, it's some of the things that once were in books. 

No, no it's not booked at all you're looking for! Take it where you can - find it, in old 
phonograph records, old motion pictures, and in old friends; lookforit in nature and look for it in 
yourself. Books were only one type of receptacle where we stored a lot of things, we were afraid we 
might forget. There is nothing magical in them at all. The magic is only in what books say, how they 
stitched the patches of the universe together into one garment for us. Of course, you couldn't know this, 
of course, you still can't understand what I mean when I say all this. You are intuitively right, that's what 
counts. 


'I apologize. It's urn... written here.' It's the first time he's said my name. My heartbeat has 
accelerated, and my cheeks are heating up again. 

Nervously, I tuck my loosened hair behind my ear. He cocks his head to one side slightly. 
'These-'ant'yourown questions, are they?'They are not... I said back. The blood drains from my head, 
and I fee I as if I passed out some-going all black. Oh no, it flashed past in my head. 'Katie - Miss. - she 
assembled the queriestogo on with.' She rushed in with her wording- 'Nobody listens any more. I can't 
talk to the walls for the reason that, they're screaming at me, walls -those things you look at all the time 
like cells and notebooks- 'I can't talk to my loved ones overall this' - he said; she listens to the walls. I just 
want someone to hear what I have to say. And maybe if I talk long enough it will make complete sense. 
Then I asked it as a lost little schoolgirl want more-saying- 'Then I wantyou to teach me to comprehend 
what I read.' 'Are you, colleagues, on the student paper?' 

'No, she's my roommate not my love of marge-were just leaving together.' Oh, rat crap, I 
said in my mind- yet I think he knows. I have nothing to do with the student paper, the girl said, he could 
see snapshots of Katie playing with herself not wantto be a part of all this... It's herextra-curricular 
activity I said, not mine as of this moment. 

My face is aflame in embarrassment- of diddling. He rubs his stubbed hairchin, in the quiet 
debate, his blue eyes assessing me. 'Did you volunteer to do this interview?' he asks, his voice deadly 
quiet. Hang on, who's hypothetical to be interrogatingwhom. His eyestingle into me- like, and I'm 
obliged to answer with the certainty. 



'I was conscripted to this... She's not well.' My voice is weak and - apologetic, for her...yet 


they know the truth. 'We're not finished here, Andrea. Please cancel my next meeting.' 

Where are youfrom? A small town-she said along with this-Small towns are funny places, 
everybody thinks they knoweverybody. They bought, they sold, live in fear of getting old getting cold. 
Life to death, it's all a myth just a wish, only to walk in the dark, to make their mark, in the life they 
embark. 


Yet they know what is so, nowhere to run nowhere to go, they come-and go, with nothing to 
show. With some that are high and some low. However, they always know narrow minds never change, 
only to rearrange, in the exchange. Memories never fade, and the ones that make their lies get paid. It's 
all slipping away from day to day. There is always someone with something to say. Whatever come 
whatevermay, it'sjustanotherday... in a smalltown, with dreamsgoing in the ground, with only names 
on rocks to be found. 

Were one person runs it all and is crowned, we dance like fools we are- herclowns. That's 
just life bowing down to a small town, it's just the words going around. With so much doom and gloom, 
lonely nights in a room. 

'That explains a great deal.' He said... 

'RICHARD C. MAST, forgive me for interjecting, butyour next meeting is in two or-four 
minutes.' 'You don't have to burn books to destroya culture. Just get people to stop readingthem.' He 
said. The girl from before is back speaking out of context. She's appears lost popping in and out. He 
turns his head slowly to face herand raises his eyebrows. She flushes bright pink in the face at the why I 
and he is treating her lack of life. Oh good... you did what was asked of you... good for you... no go be 
somewhere. It's notjust me... or kids gettingdumb-er...? I asked... 

'Where were we. Miss? 

'Some individuals turn sad unpleasantly early in their life. Non-singular motive, it gives the 
impression, but then again, they seem almost to be innate that way. The staining unceremonious, tire 
quicker, exclamation more rapidly, evoking lengthierand, as I say, get melancholy youngerthan anyone 
else in the ecosphere. I know, for I'm one of them, back in the days of before.' 'Pleasedon't let me keep 
youfrom anything.' Say all that is on your mind. 'Very well, RICHARD C. MAST,'then, he frowns some in 
his long chat to me and turns his consideration back to the rambling on. 



She said: 'There has to be something in books, something we can't visualize, to make a lady 
stay in a scorching house;there mustbe-somethingtherethatweall need something more 
unexplained.' 

Oh, we're back to 'Miss' now. 

He murmurs... on getting softer in his voice, and then he gazes- intensely into my love- 
stricken eyes; all humorwas gone when he did that and we locked, and bizarre muscles deep in my 
lower than my belly clench suddenly in hard lust. His blue eyes are alight with the wicked curiosity of all, 
that is me and inside my- heart, soul, and more. 

Which I should be studyingfor nowratherthan sitting in your palatial, swanky, sterile office, 
fee ling uncomfortable under your penetrating gaze. 

But you can't make people listen. They have to come 'round in their own time, wondering 
whathappenedand why the world blew up around them. 

It can't last... 
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'Don't you look so guiltless- overall that took place, why didn't you give me a biography, he 
made me feel like such an idiot for economical on the basic- investigation.' Katie locks a hand to her 
mouth. Saying: 'Jeez, babe. I'm sorry -1 didn't think about it all the way through.' I feel some grumpiness 
coming over me with my changing mood. 

'Typically, he was well-mannered, prescribed, to some extent stuffy- like he's old before his 
time. He doesn't dialog like a man of twenty-something. How old is he anyway?' 'Twenty-seven. Jeez, 

I'm sorry. Merry, I should have briefed you, but I was in such dread. Let me have the mini chip for your 
headset, and I'll start transliterating the interview, it's the least I can do.' Hell, you just want to replay 
the video admit it! 'U_NO_IT!' She flashed in my mind, as textto read like a hologram, yet I could see it 
in front of my eyes passing by like a ticker. 

'You look better. Did you eat your dehydrated soup-and mac and- cheese?' I ask her to move 
to food not sex to change the subject. That's all you do anymore is eat, sleep, bitch about that and C'M! 


Yepper-and I'm-a proud of it- she said- humping her pillow! 



'Certainly, and it was delightful, enjoyable, and lovely, as usual. I'm having the sensation of 
feeling much betterthan I did.'She smiles at me in gratitude. I check my watch. 'I have to run, I can still 
make my shift at Macy's, as a clerk, I don't even think; I well-shower off, I'm going to just come home 
and do this more- like, um- so why bother... right...?' 

Urn-yeah-that turns me on-1 said... NOT! You're getting to be lazy and gross! Yah but you 
love me so... 'Merry, you'll be exhausted-to see me tonight I just know it.' 'I'll be fine, until you get back, 
all by myself-a lot in my wandering thoughts. I'll see you later... she runs out the door slip on a dress 
with nothingunderit.' 

Katie- I'm the shit at any DIY. I've worked at Macy's since I started working when I was 14. It's 
the major self-determining man/woman's wear store in the New York area, and over the four years I 
have worked here fortoo long, I have come to knowa little bit about most everythingwe sell - 
underwire to even I don't wear them ever- although unluckily, I leave all that to my dad to say it's wrong. 

Merry- I'm much more of a curl-up-with-a-book-in-a-comfy-chair-by the-fire-with-coffee- 
kind-a-of-agirl, and have everything in its place on me and of me, yet she works for me. 

Katie- I'm glad I can make my shift, to have some money to play with at-the end of the week. 

I bet I could buy you for a mill. He said to me... Katie and you let him? Yes... I said. To be there whenever 
he wants, she asked. 

No comment... I did I give- her. 

I am home looking over my report it gives me something to have my- emphasis on other 
them all of him- all. We're eventful - it's the start of the summertime of year, and folks are redecorating 
their homes. Myfriendsthat I work with were happy to see me, as always... it's become custom with us. 

'Marry Sue! I thoughtyou weren'tgoingto make it today-1 was going in- to worka JC 
Penny's at 5 'till-10.' And then it back home to be with my cuddle bug, she looks forward to me... 'My 
tasks of suck didn't take as long as I thought. I can do a couple of hours of this I said lost in the thoughts 
of him- and then herand then him and then- him- her- him- her- aww.' 

'I'm really pleased to see you, it was him- look down at me I am looking- up so much small, 
he'sjustso-o right.' She'n he starts re-stockingshelves 



for me say that a short girl should not be doing this job, and I'm soon absorbed in the task, 
yet lost in love-of being in love. And-aw-yes with him... I stumble backward and he saves me for 
falling... like to my death... or something... it was sweet. When I arrive home later, Katie is wearing 
headphones, see all that happen, she is pissed, and working on her laptop, frantically editing by down 
reportthat I was okay with leaving as is. 

Her nose and puss-puss still pink for havinga head could forgiving- wellhead to random high 
school boys, the day before-she a good kid what can I say- it pays, but she has her unfiltered wording 
into a story now,so she'sfocusedandtypingfuriously run-ons. I flush, byherandthe thoughtsof him 
also... I was feeling both. 

I'm methodically exhausted - dog-tired- by the long drive back home-even if I was looking 
over the past days of my life on the windshield screen of the car, the exhaustingthink about the 
interview, she had my pc on the lusterrock tabletops by my bed, and my c*m covered dildo at herfeet, 
she thinks that more loving or somethingto us mine. 

I slump onto the couch with for more-sexytime, foreplay and boob- playing, thinking about 
the essay I have to finish and all the studying I haven't done today because I was holed up with... him 
and getting her and me off more than 50 times today-yet that is the norm. I flush, and my heart rate 
inexplicably increases with ever stock in and out of my puss, and her rubbing my clit- that wasn't the 
reason, surely. He just wanted to show me around so I could see that he was lord of all he surveyed, and 
I was thanking him and that man too. I realize I'm biting my lip, and I hope Katie doesn't notice. But she 
seems absorbed in her text. I see he over there giving me the eye - He obviously wanted to spend more 
time withyou, they said- why not take it one noise teacher said.' 

I should have- but I feelthe task was done to its fullest-no? 

'Yes'- 'we all do.' 

'You've got some good things said here. Merry, so well done, is- what the team say going 
sitting in the broad room at school as there were readingthe copy on theirhandheld notebooks. I can't 
believe you didn't take him up on his offertoshowyou around. I hearwhatyou mean aboutformal, 
here in your writing a little to stuff-ie said the same one. 



That's fine I would rather have that then what I have been getting-with-the other girls it was 
nothing but sexed up sex-and sex talk, so I'll take this over having to read that. Yet he has asked for you- 
not them to be with him more... do you want it? Did you take any notes, on being his girl?' She asks. 

She gives me a short-lived puzzled look, as to why I have made it in. 

'Um... no, I didn't,' I said. 

Why? 

'I didn'tthink it needed to be that also, to be a writer.' 

'That's fine I seethe point your making. I made a fine article with this... then right? Good- 
looking son of a bitch, isn't he? Said the one... yah why her. I overhear when walking out the door 
gettinga pat on the back by the olderwoman that had some brains.' 'I suppose so, I said looking at her 
and shyly smiling.' I try hard to sound neutral, and I think I succeed, yah no. 'Oh come on. Marry - even 
you can't be immune to his looks.' 

Shearchesan eyebrow perfectly at me, in the cute waythat only she-can. Crap is whatl 
said! I distract her with flattery, and sweetness, always a good ploy on this girl who loves me for doing 
such. 'You probably would have got a- lot more out of him, if you would have done what you did to me 
with him and on him- she said.' Think of something-quick, I knew what she was going to ask-and I 
thought quickly. 'So, what did you really think of him?' Damn it, she's nosey. Why can't she just let this 
go, about me and him, and what I have to do. 'I doubtthat. Merry. 

Come on - he's nearly taking over your job. Given that I personally-imposed this on you at 
the last minute, you did very well then.' She glances up at me speculatively. I make a hasty retreat into 
the kitchen. 

'You, fascinated by a man, more than me and what I have to give and- gave you. That's a first,' 
she snorts, you give me more than what I boy can. She rolled hereyesat me. 'He's very driven about 
what he really wants in life unlike you, you have no drive to do extortionately, yet unlike you here is 
controlling, and arrogant with me - scary really, howto overpowerhe is... but very alluring. I can 
understand the fascination,' I add truthfully, as I peer'round the door at her hoping this will shut her up 
once and for all. I started gatheringthe makings of a sandwich so she can't see my face, as I walk to the 



counter, there all no walls everything is see-through glass, even the bathroom isopen to the world 
outside. 


Dumb- 'Why, did you want to know if your gay or not, incidentally, that was the most 
embarrassing question, I am not I just love you're foryou get me, I was mortified.' I scowl with my nose 
wrinkling at the memory, of seeingthisin my eyes passing by like a movie clip- like Itwasso-o 
embarrassing. The whole thing was uncomfortable. I'm glad I'll never-ever-ever- have to lay eyes on him 
again.' 


'Oh, Marry Sue, it can't have been that bad-yah no. I think he sounds- quite taken with you, 
like love-ie and shit.' Taken with me, what's that mean, now don't be ludicrous, in jumping the gun. 
'Would you like a sandwich,' 'ha-that all I do foryou have sex with you and make you a sandwich-and 
do yourchores".' 

'Please-andthink.' 

'Yah-yah- yah-suck it she said. 'You don't have one or I would." I-said back. I curl up in my 
bed with her, wrapping my throw around me, that she made me in 8th grade, then I close my eyes, with 
her around me, and I'm instantly asleep, could he do this forme I thought before the lights went out. 

That night I dream of dark places, of loss, and death, and sadness. 
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For the rest of the week, I throw myself into my studies and my shitty- ass job that sucks 

hairy balls. 


Katie is busy too do he rand, compiling about her last publication of - her student in the 
schools weekly. E-paper; before she has to surrender it to the new editor while also shoving for her 
finals. Damn, but that girl was in the wrong place at the wrong time in the wrong century with her work 
life, you stay home back in the 2,000's and play-with-yours back then, not these days, were a girl wants 
to be independent. 

By the time I finish, it's midnight, and Katie has long since gone to- bed. I make my way to my 


room, exhausted, but pleased that I've accomplished so much on a Monday. Basically, she's bored and 
wants something to occupy her time, but she has the attention span of a guppy. It'll be something new 
nextweek. 



So, I call my mom using my mind as a phone, to checkon her, but-also so she can wish me 
luck for my final exams. She proceedstotell me about her latestventure into pot making and art- that 
so bad shecan'tput it into words. Mymotheris all about new businessventures,thatare flopping. 

Katie- By Friday, she's much betterthe day before I felt, and I no- longer have to endure the 
sight of her PJs, that should have just stayed off. We don't talk all that much more that evening, to my 
relief. Once we've eaten. I'm able to sit at the banquetingtable with Marry and, while she works on her 
article, I work on my essay aboutthe Holocaust. 

Merry- hard to chat, think about how- leaving her behind was wrong in- her mind-1 hesitate, 
and I have Mom'sfull attention. She, my motherthat is worried about me- beingyoungand small and 
Whatman can do to me. She wants me to be with the girl, not someone that only there to take... I hope 
she hasn't mortgaged the household to finance this latest organization. 

'I'm fine,' I said. Do you need money, honey?You worry me.' 

'No-1 want to do this on my own.' 'You sure' - 'Mom, I'm fine just leave it alone.' 

It's a brief conversation, is even hard to get done with. In fact, it's not so much so a 
conversation as kicks my guts and make me grunt in response to my gentle sweet-talking of not be mean. 
Its Friday night, Katie and I are debating what to do with our evening, other than bedtime, - we want 
sometime away from the studying also, and also from our workingtoo hard for less than a $1. 50 an 
hour, and fromstudent newspapers, that only pays 50 cents a word, and that's if it passes the editor. 

Sometimes, like I marvel and have the curiosity to the thoughts of if there's- something really 
wrong with me. Possibly I've spent too long in the company of my literary romantic book or cracking my 
brainwriting, or gutting on out rubbing it, and consequently my ethics, and opportunities are far too high. 
Nonetheless, in realism, nobody's ever made me feel like that, by her-yet he could too- maybe? 

Saturday at the store is a nightmare. And the days keep rushing by without any other'sthoughtsof him 
or her... whatto do? 
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I'm engrossed in the task of redoing what was done right in the first- place, read-through the 
items I need to have said in the right ways, and the items I sure I know have missed out on that were 



there, my eyes are flicking from the order E-book that I have from the past on good writing, to the 
computerscreen and back as I check the entries match. 


Then,forsome motive, I glance up... and find myself locked in the- bold gray gaze of Chiaz 
who's standing at the counter of my home as a hologram to look into me doing what it is I am doing he 
can do this at anytime look into me, staring at me intently, with lust in his eyes even if it's just a 
simulation. My heart failure fasts- knowing what is next, sex-with him not there but in my body, I feel 
that he is. 


'Merry... What a surprise, I said walking to my dad her, I lay down for him to the move 
through me.' His gaze is firm and intense, and the moment happens fast. Holy crap... I 

'He said my name,' In a mutter. 'What can I help you with, RICHARDC. MAST?' 

'RICHARD C. MAST,' I whisperat the start, because, that's all I can call him as-notmy lover 
yet. What the hell is he doing here looking at me this way with my messy- hair and nude boy standing 
here, my mouth has dropped open- like my legs and pussyforhim, and I can't locate my brain or my 
voice, for sighing too muchPThere'sa ghost of a smile on his lips and his eyes are alight with humoras if 
he'senjoyingsome private joke. 

'I was in the area,' he says byway of exclamation. 'I need to stock- up on a fewthings. It's a 
pleasure to see you again and feelthe insides of you in though out. Miss Marry Sue.' His voice is warm 
and dry like milk melted chocolate fudge on ice-cream all melt-ie... orsomething like that- mmm. 

My heart is poundinga frantic, and for some reason. I'm blushing-furiously underhis steady 
inspection of being perfect in every way posable. 

He smiles, and again it's like he's privy to some big secret. 

My reminiscencesof him did not do him justice, in this dim light. He's not simply good- 
looking - he'sthe epitome of male exquisiteness, magnificent, I shake my head and take my wits of the 
dead and prowls, I was hummingyet I was with his body and mind with my eyestight. 

Finally, my intellectual functions are restored and re-joined with the rest of my body. I am 
utterly thrown by the sight of him standing before me, and he's here in my always now. Even at the 
Store, I feel him. 



Go figure...? It is so disconcerting the way I fee I after also this being his little slut, yet, I want 
it so bad. Taking a deep breath, I go down on him hard, one more I said it is fine, I put on my 
professional life out my mind to be with him. 

I've-worked hard today so maybe this is okay, he murmurs, his blue eyescool butsmiling like 
in mine. I mutter, my voice soft and wavy moving in my mind. Geta grip, I said, aftera half-houror so 
my legs are abruptly the uniformity of Jell-0. I'm so eager, I decided to wear my best jeans this morning 
to workjustto show him that I love to look this way for him to see through me, like looking into the 
glass shingling back in his stare, of mine, I try for indifference as I come outfrom behind the counter, but 
really I'm concentrating hard on not falling over my own feet. 

My voice is a little too bright, walking 'around the story today. I glance up at him in regretyet 
it's only me that knows he there like, it almost immediately. Damn, he's handsome. I blush, looking 
downward... and the others in my day have no idea what the hell has happened to me. Acting nuts... 
'Afteryou,' he murmurs in my head site, gesticulating with his long-fingered, gorgeously manicured 
hand. With my heart almost throttling me to the point of crazy - for the reason that it's in my throat 
trying to escape from my mouth like he's trying to get out of me from down under. 

His fingers trail across the various packages displayed that I have done on the shaving, like 
the same can be said the way he is touching his fingers overmy lips, face and- hair, and forsome 
incomprehensible reason, I have to look away for all in the store and close my eyes tightly for my little 
girlfriend to release. He bends and selects a packet. 

'These will do just fine this way he said to me looking over my job that is not where I want to 
be,' he says with his oh-so-secret smile within me, and I blush, and he finds me to be sweet and cute. 
'Nope, it was so revamping,' he says quickly then smirks and it shows all over my face, and I have the 
uncanny feelingthat he's laughing at me, for shacking it out so hard, in public. And the boss knows it, yet 
that is fist week dating play-no? 

Why, why? -would this beautiful, powerful, urbane man wantto see me? No way can I see it! 

I dismiss it immediately for feeling like this on the job. I asked, and my voice is too high in my thoughts, 
he gets me like I have got my finger trapped the head site mic too hard. Damn! Try to be cool Marry Sue! 

He gazes at the selection of tops and undies, that I have places nicely in their lines, what on 
this Earth is he going to do with those, I cannot picture him as a do-it-yourselferatall, doing woman's 



work like this... I flush at my foolish wayward thoughts. 'All part of your feed-the-world plan?' I tease... in 
a dirty thought of what happening when I get home. 

'Something like that/ he acknowledges, and his lips quirk up in a smile showing on my face. 
'Isthere anythingelse, I need to do I said to my boss at the store?' 'I'd like to see you do yourjob faster 
without daydreaming. Go home... I don't even want to look at you. You're a waste of my time.' 'Are you 
redecorating?'The words are out before I can stop them. Surely, he hires laborers or has the staff to 
help him decorate? I glance behind me as he follows, always in my mind now-even going in the girl's 
room. Am I that funny, I said shyly or Funny looking down there? Ha - he said- just keep beingyou! And I 
give that look of confusion...? 

...?... 

Blink- BlinkI 

-Hair shacking out- 

-Ponytail left to go- hair flap over right shoulder- 

'This way,'I murmuruncomfortably aboutthe way I look. 

'Have you worked here long; he is teasing me with- dumb...' His voice is low and soft make 
me feel well wet, and he's gazing at me, with blue soulful eyes concentrating hard like his dick sliding 
inside me, forthe first time the days before. I blush even more brightly. 

Why the hell does he have this significance on me? Changing into a dress and of uniform- 
that now gross- cover in girly-ness. I fee I like I'm- threaten years old down there and in here and there 
too - awkward, as always, and out of place is everything about me. My eyes drop, yet he has to look me 
up and down! 

'One week,' I mutteraswe reach ourgoal, of me,feelgood with him in-all places. To distract 
myself to being his lover, I reach down and select the two widths apart and let him go to town on my clit, 
he at this point I could have the world give to me for him doing so. It's zapping through me like I've 
touched an exposed wire, I feel it come out, which I pass to him too in the feelings also. Our fingers 
brush very briefly in hand-holdingand mind kissing, and the current is there again, I gasp my boobs and 
he can feel it in his hands-like unwillingly as I feel it, all the way down to somewhere dark, and 
unexplored even with my eyes still tight, deep in my belly I fee I this rush. 




Very much, I scrabble around for my symmetry- as I know the camera's- in the bathroom has 
gottenitall on a videopuck(akathumbdrive.)Yetall theyseeis me havefunwith myself-yettheone 
that looks over this all get it- yet not my boss of now. 'Anything else I said as he dresses me through my 
body?' My voice is dry and breathy, own like my body. His eyes widen slightly in mine. 

'This way to the door I said.' I duck my head down, as I pass all the-snacking girls I work with 
like I try to hide my recurring blush, and head for the aisle out of the store, to a floating lot of cars folded 
up. (The poor girl- said the old lady-looking over it all.) 
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I halt at his expression going to my car that is just lower my way like a cab, his eyes 
deepening shad in mine. Color fading like... trembling, yet again- his fingers now deep inside me on the 
drive home, I feel like such a slut-yet I must have it- even if I was good. This boy will not stop... Quickly, 
with, I measure aware that his hot I gaze back into my mine of him wanting all of me. I dare not look at 
him like a little girl, yet I can't help it he is my first. 

Holy-jizz'n jeez, could I feel, like any more self-conscious, about me- being me, done... the 
back pocketof my jeansis my Id to get into my home, by some miracle, I remember to bring it along this 
time-1 merge not to remove a finger away for my real age, of how I jumped four years in high school for 
beingsmart. Why must I feel like a little girl... yet his making me a woman. 
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I know by the end of this year that he and I, we have c*mmed in each other's body or 
through each body by concentration manipulation of thoughts 2,165 times. 

(Forward one year) 

I must not sleep with it wet, yetthat just I live life too fast and too young to care, I must not 
sleep with it wet. I am trying to brush my hair into submission. I mopping with frustration at myself in 
the mirror forsucking hard at everything...andyeseventhattoo. Damn my hair to hell forsucking more 
than that also. I should be studying and going to school for the day, for my final exams, which are less 
than a year and a week away, my only option is to confine my naughty hair in a pigtail after, yet another 
long night of him pounding me, and hope that I look semi-presentable, when I can even if as if I can walk 
out the door. 



Katie is huddled on the couch in the living room doing her, I ignore my pang of unwelcome 
sympathy for doing what I want to do all day too. You should get back to bed and be with me all day piss 
on the school she said. Would you like some Nyquil or Tylenol, to get knocked out?' 'Nyquil, please, as I 
spend sometime with her'till she passed out and then, I leave her clingy hug as she is laying on our bed, 
and go to school. 

'Okay, I'm going. Get backto bed with me she said. I made you some postage to heat up 
later.' I stare at her fondly as if she was my one and only lover. I cannot believe, that I have to do all this 
for you like your mom, I have let Katie talk me into this also like a mom, only for you, I, would I do this 
for, being yourbitch and shit! She said, gathering my book bag, she smiled, then head out the doorto 
the car, she's articulate, solid, influential, argumentative, yet lovely words, and on like the girl she would 
become in the days to come - and she's my dearest, dearest friend. But then Katie can talk anyone into 
anything. Good luck she said handing me the re-right of my paperfor class. She'll make an exceptional 
journalist that I'm not. Making notes, I am not the best at it at all, yet, I wantto be someone someday, 
so pinning textand more of it.' Rising terror with-in me on a half-hournow late forfirst class. 

'The questions will be racing in my mind, of what to say to cover my ass. Going now. It's a 
long drive-that I don't have to do-yet, I don't want you to be late for what I don't need to live.'You're 
my lifesaver for editing I said.' 'Why do I put everyone ahead of myself, be so nice, try so hard and 
become the person thatgets hurt the most?What can I do?l have gone through 8 or9 yearswith no 
real friend no best friend nothing, just people who are assholes that I am stuck seeing every day, why? 
The most compassionate people inthe world-the people who are truly kind, who are truly considerate- 
also have the best boundaries. If you do not have and assert personal boundaries, you won'tfeel 
respected or be compassionate towards people after a while. 

That doesn't, at first glance, sound like it makes sense. But here'sthe thing: Compassion 
meansseeingthe best in others. It meansempathizing-withtheirstrugglesand looking forwhat's good 
in them. In order to do that in a healthy way, you must be secure enough in yourself and your own 
identity that you do not lose your identity in theirs. If you try to empathize without having good 
personal boundaries, you become the perfect victim-easy to manipulate, easy to control, easy to 
discard...' 


What I see- 



Tell the truth, everyone hatesyou. 


Tell a lie and you don't have a supportteam. 

Tell the truth, you'll be forsaken. 

Tell a lie, it's history in the making. 

Have others there and its wishfulthinking- 

Having others in your life, and their hand is not worth shaking. 

Live or lie we all going to die so why try? 

'Yes,' I croak and clear my throat. I roll my eyes at myself. Get a grip, I said. Judging from the 
building, which is too clinical and modern my apartment is all white elegant, 'Yes.'. I take off my jacket?' 
'Oh please, let it all stop.' I struggle out of the jacket, knowing what to come more off him run down and 
though me. 

'Merry! I thoughtyou weren'tgoingto make it today, to all your classes-at school. You did 
not why?' Didn'ttake as long as I thought, to not have a- thought. I can do a couple of hours, overtime 
to make up forit I said to my teacherthat really did not care either way.' 

'I'm really pleased to see you, he said thought...' 

When I arrive home later, Katie is wearing my headphones and workingon my laptop, she's 
absorbed and typing furiously. I'm thoroughly drained - exhausted by the long drive, I slump onto the 
couch after, thinking about the essay, I have to finish and all the studying, I needtodo justto suck, I 
haven't done anything notable today, before it starts, because, I was holed up with... he wants all of me 
and more, like a story that has not to be written. 

I flush,and my heart rate inexplicably increases with him beingwith mealways. 'You've got 
some good stuff here. Merry. Well done. I can't believe you didn'ttake him up on his offer to show you 
around, more said the one girl that I got to do half of all my work-so really, I have to do is keep him 
happy. He obviously wanted to spend more time with you, that why I am here she said.' She gives me a 
fleeting questioning look; says you go home with him now. That wasn't the reason, surely, I started her I 
thought but okay? 



He just wanted to show me around,the new home thathe had redesigned justforyou and 


your taste in color and style, I realize I'm biting my lip, and that drives him crazy, and I hope Katie 
doesn't notice, this was berthing too. But she seems absorbed in her transcription, to do so. 'Urn... no, I 
didn't, just do that for her with him think it was for her not him and maybe be it was just for her-wo-o- 
o.' I flush up, to the thoughts of having 2 lovers running through my mind like a moon jet, in the sky 
going from mars to earth in less than a day. 

'Oh, come on. Marry - even you can't be immune to his looks said Katie in my mind, I think 
she what to play with him using my mind also... ha and he loves it- it's a 3 way in the brain-of two young 
girls and one olderman that can't doanything incorrectly.' I lost in thoughts of thinking of her, and she 
archesa perfect, for me with hersoftwarm bodyshowingin soft light, in herand 'I's' room, also arching 
an eyebrow at me, as he using me and my body as if she is me... you-and she's not me- but she is 
overriding me... and my movements. 'I hear what you mean about formal sound, via you-she cute and 
young and what I want for fun. Did you take any notes, on what I did hereto make him ask for more?' 
She asks. 


'That's fine, I said I well you mind to speech weighting, I know it's like - shorthand-and glitch- 
ie yet I can get the notes I need on pleasing him - to the most. And my readers for work... all at the same 
time, I can still make a fine article with these thoughts on how to be right for a guy like him. Shame we 
don't have some unique calms, of how a man can be with 2 -16- year-olds these days without think of 
marriage. Good-looking son of a bitch isn't he, she said to me- blocking off his pathway in thought.' 

'I suppose he is I love you though-yet but this way we can all be to-gather and no one gets 
it- and even so, it's a story, and what well they say, why care? We okay with this why not the world.' I try 
hard to sound disinterested- in only wanting one to love nowand always, yet I can't make up my mind 
to what I really want, and I think I succeed at beinga slut. 'You probably would have gota lot more out 
of him, if you would have to don't it like this-and she shows it in her thoughts to me-all sexy in her 
ways.' 


'I doubtthat. Merry, Crappie! I said I distract herwith flattery actions, alwaysa good ploy,as 
I make her love me more, damn, she's inquisitive. Think of something - quick, to make them both feel 
what the need, 'So what did you really think of him, my mother gets on this nowand asked?' I have like 
five voices in my crazy had rolling around. - he practically offered you a job, yes, I said - saying GET OFF- 
GET ME OFF-SAID KATTIE over and over, and the old lady down stars were calling the cops! Katie just 



loooovesss my mom... She glances up at me speculatively. I make a hasty retreat into the kitchen to get 
to the wall screen to call and say there are no issues here not to come, that just us playing around. The 
girl officer looking now down on the whole run using the wall 4d tv screen that is cover, a fool to ceiling, 
was not impressed with us, to say the least- Come on Given that I foisted this on you at the last minute, 
you did very well.'This is an override of safety and privacy-they have the right to do this even if nude/ 
or having sex/ or shoring the cum off your body/in your own home... it's to be safe, they can record 
videoand sound whentheyfeelthe need forthe law. 

Kattie she snorts, at the dumb of how this all went down. Why can't she just let this go, and 
go back to playing with herself, as they all do in their- indented force, of A-holes under their desks? 
What was thatshe said yah-sue me-she said, as it the girl-ie cum runs down her leg as she yells getout 
of here, get out of my room, this is not right. 

'She's very driven, controlling, arrogant - scary really having this girl- look all up and down me 
in her hologram inspection to see if we were okay or not, it's whatthey have to do, to make sure you're 
not dying, they only send someone if you're already dead. I can understand the charm she is giving her 
for being in our room unwanted for an old ass that needs to kick,' I add truthfully, as I pee r'round the 
door of the bathroom, that I am nowin, know that everything is seen thought and or glass in this home 
like them all, hoping this will shut her up once and for all, saying we just having girl on girl sex-god, go 
be somewhere else. I scowl at the memory, of this the last time it happened. Can the old bitch just 
freakingdie as I feel I have said before many times, loudly? AWWWAH! 

11 

'You, fascinated by a girl? He said at a first when you were 12.' I see first love...? I start 
gatheringthe makings of a sandwich, I am his yet living- with her still. Incidentally, that was the most 
embarrassing question, I have ever had too indoor. I was embarrassed, of all the slideshow of what we 
did as kids be shown for all to see at his workplace, saying I was the one... and he was pissed to be asked 
if I was a virgin.' 

Yah you can seethe dildo freaking of them at 12, here in this clip said-the one man too 
eager-too eager. I would say so at 16 and into girls- one said, why he re? That thought was the same in 
my mind also. Why Me...? 



'Whenevershe's was in the society pages, she never has a dated it said.' 'It was embarrassing 
nonetheless to see myself shown in that light and in full color on the big screen in the boardrooms of the 
school and at his workplace- no privacy for a girl like me. The whole thing was embarrassing. I'm glad I'll 
neverhaveto lay eyeson him again.' 

'Oh, Merry, it can't have been that bad, she said holding me in my bed crying over it all. I 
think he sounds quite taken with you, she said- and so did mom- like I was a baby all overagain.' Taken 
with me...? Now Katie's being ridiculous, about this too. I cried... 'Would you like another sandwich?' 

'Please...' Fora moment, I hesitate, and I have Mom'sfull attention. 

'I'm fine.' 'No, Mom, it's nothing. You'll be the first to know if I do.' 'Merry, you really need to 
get out more, honey. You worry me.' I curl up in my white iron bed, wrapping my mother's quilt around 
me, and also the one she made for me too, I close my eyes, and I'm instantly falling asleep. That night I 
dream of dark places, lost in the time of the pass with her and his blue eyes looking into mine. 


By Monday and by the time I finish, it's midnight now Tuesday, and - Katie has long since 
gone to bed. I make my way to my room, exhausted, but pleased that I've proficient so much for a. We 
talk no more of RICHARD C. MASTthat always there - that evening, much to my relief, all the arguing 
was over. Once we've eaten, she and I just crashed for some time. I'm able to sit at the dining table with 
Katie and, while she works on her article, I work on my essayfor school for lit. Damn, I hate this with a 
passion. 


By Wednesday, she's much better, yet I am still in my PJsfor Monday. Forthe rest of the 
week, I do even change them, or my sheets on the bed, why? I throw myself into my studies and my job 
of being whatever... however-whenever he wants it, however-whenever-why-ever and forever. I called 
my mom to check on her, for I was to mean, and so she can wish me luck for my final exams. She worries 
aboutme. 


Katie is busy too, compiling the last edition of her student magazine, which I am sure no one 
will read. Drama- drama-drama. It'sa brief-conversation with mymom before I wantto rip myhair out. 
Later that evening, I call, mystepdad,thatis dating a girl youngerthan I-justto see if he has not been 
kill by a terrorist, yet he dating herso... yah. Its Friday night, Katie and I are debating whatto do with our 
evening-we want some time out from student newspapers our studies, and from our work. 



'That's amazing - congratulations, Katie said reviewing it in her- mind!' 


Delightedfor him to be with herright, I hug him again in my mind and get off the line. Katie 
beams at him too, saying you could have had me. Why is it when I go out, I always feel trembly at the 
knees, heart-in-my mouth, butterflies in-my-belly, and come home with sleepless nights, yet even with 
her. Sometimes I wonder if there's something wrong with me. Do you think the re is? 

Why is he so interested in me, and not them it keepsgoingthrough my mind? I need more E- 
books- 'Oh, you know, locked out of having too many. The usual... well, have to do-The classics. Of US 
literature, primarily.' He rubs my chin with his long index finger, but its mine, and thumb as he 
contemplates my answerto more stories underhis name on my E-reader. Or perhaps he'sjustvery 
bored and trying to hide it when I am reading too long- or maybe he like that to about me. those fingers 
on that face are so enticing. 'Anything else you need? Before I sign off...' 'I don't know - urn- like-you to 
really be in my life.' What else would you recommend?'You to find out whatyou want. 

He smirks, and then he raises an eyebrow, amused, yet again, for crying over a dumb story. 
He nods, with wicked humor, and amusement with me being me. I flush, and my eyes stray from the 
text. I reply softly, and I know I'm no longerscreeninggazing, what'scomingout of my mouth, is 
frustration. 'You wouldn't want to ruin yourclothing, by not washing them.' I gesture, ambiguously in 
the direction of the overstuffed washer- surging my shoulder's. 

'I could always take them off-1 said.' 'Cute' what his thought...? 
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'Um...' I feel the color of pink in my cheeks increasing yet another time. I must be the color of 
the communist manifesto. Stop talking. Stop talking NOW. Heaven forbid I should ruin any clothing, that 
you got for me,' he says matter-of-factly. He ignores my inquiry of me rolling my eyes to that too. 'How's 
the article coming along?' He knows yet still questions me with it. 

I try and dismiss the unwelcome image of him without his underwearon. 

I grasp it tightly with two hands like I was holding his, and I go for honesty, about my feelings. 
'Do you need anything else?' He's finally asked me a normal question about us and he starts doing cute 
things, like only he can, the confusingof double talk... with Katie is a question I can answer, of the fact I 
love him now more than her. 



-Raisesan eyebrow, I lookinto my mind to feelall of him. 


'I'm not writing it, Katie is. My roommate, she's the writer. She's very happy with it. She's the 
editorof the magazine, and she was devastated that- she couldn't do the interview in person.' I feel like 
I've come up for air - at last, a normal topic of conversation. 'Her only concern is that she doesn't have 
any original photographs of you.' 

'What sort of photographs does she want?' 

Okay I said, I hadn't factored in this response. I shake my head because I just don't know, 
howto say this to herthat I want herto back off, yetshe is the one making me look to the world. 
Tomorrow, perhaps... I will come out and say it' he trails off the line. 

Oversized photos and magazines- 'I well do more photoshoots naked foryou.' My voice is 
squeaky- again, and I said yes for the world to see and forme to love you more. He said, Katie, will be in 
seventh heaven when she sees me like this if I can pull this off. And you might see him again tomorrow, 
that dark place at the base of my brain whispers seductively at me. I dismiss the thought - of all the sill- 
illness, ridiculous... whys I going to be spared open on the scree ns for all to see my goodies. 

'Katie will be delighted if we can find a photographer, that wants a-happy ending like I do- 
ha with us all.' I'm so pleased, I smile at him broadly, with the outcome of all the shots. He's taken a 
sharp intake of breath, not re member to let it out, for some time, and he blinks over and over say she's 
all mine. For a fraction of a second, I was wonder what the hell, and then it turned out to be sweet, he 
looks lost somehow, and the Earth shifts slightly on its axis, the tectonic plates sliding into a new 
position. 


'Let me knowabouttomorrow if you wantto go around the world with- me.' Reaching into 
his back pocket, he pulls out his wallet, and see. 'My card with his to do just that. It has my number on it, 
of getting out of the country, and back in... You'll need to call before ten in the morning if you want to 
do this.' 'Okay.' I grin up at him. Katie is going to be thrilled, for me. 

So, we did... 

'It was a pleasure to burn, burn all the words of the ones that, though - they knew it all- to 
make othersfeelthe same, all that was known as wisdom... nowthe question shows in the people 
before me, if they are wise or not.' 



Like, I cannot tear my eyes away, for him all of him looking down then - back up, from his 


inquiry; and I gaze blindly, down at my tired fingers. I swallow too hard... His mouth is very... distracting 
with those lips, hair, and eyes. It's just so right even if it's wrong. 

'I want to know about you... I think that's only fair.' I lean forward to- retrieve the recorder it 
all the good stuff-for I was not hearingthe words- lost in his charm-yet I have to write the paper. He 
places his elbow on the arms of the chair, with his fingers in front of his mouth rubbing his lower lip, as if 
it was mine. I knew his thought, at the time were somewhat all about impressing me. I curl up in my 
white iron bed, wrappingmy mother'squilt around me, close my eyes, and I'm instantly asleep.That 
night I dream of dark places, bleak white cold floors, and gray eyes. 


/>/ 5(C 


For the rest of the week, I throw myself into my studies and my job. Katie is busy too, 
compiling the last edition of her student magazine before she has to relinquish it to the new editor while 
also cramming for herfinals. By Wednesday, she's much better, and I no longerhave to endure the sight 
of her pink-flannel-with-too-many-rabbits PJs. 

I call my mom to check on her, but also so she can wish me luck for- my final exams. She 
proceeds to tell me about her latest venture into the candle - making - my mother is all about new 
businessventures. Fundamentally she's bored and wants somethingto occupy hertime, butshe has the 
attention span of a goldfish. It'll be something new next week. She worries me, and I worry about her 
you see. 'How are things with you. Merry?' 

One week has passed, and I am sitting in his office. Fora moment, I-hesitate, and I have his 
full attention, lost in his eyes. 'I'mfine I said.' 'Have you met someone, a man I mean?' Why do you ask? 
Wow... I thought... red rushing feeling coming up my nick, how does she do that the excitement in her 
voice is palpable? I think I have a crush on the boss, 'really my mom said- a boy?' 'Mom, it's nothing 
really-just some hot-shot.' 'Like-you will be the first to know, like- if I do- more then I should.'Why sex 
already? NO! I just encountered this man, I not going to be all hot and heavy already... 'Make baby's she 
said...' I wantto shit myselfl 

Why does he have such an unnerving effect on me I asked my Ma? 

His- overwhelming good-looks maybe. The way his eyes blaze at me. The way he strokes his 
indexfingeragainst his lowerlip, I wish he'd stop doing that. Myheartis pounding. The elevatorarrives 



on the first floor, and I scramble out as soon as the doors slide open, stumbling once, but fortunately not 
sprawling on to the immaculate sandstone floor. I race forthe wide glass doors, and I'm free in the 
bracing, cleansing, damp air of New York. Raising my face, I welcome the cool refreshing rain. I close my 
eyesandtakea deep, purifying breath, tryingto recoverwhat's leftof my equilibrium. 

'You sound like a control freak.'The words are out of my mouth - before I can stop them. 'Oh, 
I exercise control in all things. Miss,' he says without a trace of humor in his smile. I look at him, and he 
holds my gaze steadily, impassive. My heartbeat quickens, and myface flushes again. 'Do you feelthat 
you have immense power?' Control Freak. 

'Oh. I'll bearthatin mind,' I murmur, completelyconfounded,thatshe thinks I'm good 
enough. 'Though I'm not sure I'd fit in with his type I said.' Oh no, not at all like what I see him with, I'm 
musingout loud again. 'Would you like me to showyou around?' He asks me this... 'I'm sure you're far 
too busy, RICHARDC. MAST- Mr. Morgan, and I do have a long drive.' 'You're driving back in a week?she 
sounds surprised, anxious even that I may have hooked this man - in the lest. I glance out of the window, 
running the dayand him in mymind. 

It's begun to rain hard. 'Well, you'd better drive carefully.' His tone is - stern, authoritative. 
Why should he care?' Did you geteverythingyou need?' He adds... I rememberhissayingthat 'The 
pleasures have been all his well really it was all mine- nothing but pleasure,' he's is so polite as ever, to 
me makes me fee I good about me being, a loser, and a freak in every way that sucks like a girl. I drop my 
phone into my school bag and call it a night. My eyes narrow, on the paper, I had to write. 

'Thankyou forthe interview, RICHARDC. MASTMorgan was not a good endingto- me;yet 
me saying, I had one thatwas happywas notgood either.'Crap...! As I rise,and standsand holdsout his 
hand to my teacher that was a dick about the fact I could write. Here is your paper I said... the man was 
lackluster about my attempts at wooing him. 

'Do you want the FREAK-ingthing or not- because- like Katie, I could- be home now- play 
with it! The whole class knew that this girl had - an oversexed issue of Doing the two-finger salute non¬ 
stop in class, so there are bustingout... about it being okayfor herand not me-theyall knowwhat 
happened its showing on the walls. 'Yes- if you feel that I need to see it...' 'Like-that's why I did it- dick- 
suck!' I did not say it out loud-yetit was heard in his mind to his... and theirs'. 'Justensuringyou make it 
through the door. Miss to blush and feel like complete crap.' He gives me a small smile, saying good 
work here. Thanks, I say running for freedom I Obviously, he's referring to my love life, more than the 



paper, as I run forthe office. I flush up... with all them chasing behind me, playing freakyou hard in the 
brain it's a game to them of back and forth. 




"Tell the moment I see you once more Miss.' It see ms that you are-testing me, here...or a 
threat, I'm not sure which what it is- yet. I frowned slightly. When will we ever meet again, it was asked, 
so-o I shake his hand once more like before, I was surprised that the strange currentamong us is still 
there? It must be my nerves, I said and felt. 'RICHARD C. MAST I said thanks for your time.' I nodded at 
him. Moving with nimble sporty elegance to the door, he opens it wide for me to walk through. 'Did you 
have a coat?' He asked, and the moment passed too slow yet to fast. 

'That's so nice of you do that, him- the- RICHARD C. MAST-this man I am lusting- for,' I snap, 
in my moment, and his smile widens at me. I'm glad you find me pleasurable, that is my joy in life having 
and give justthat, I look angrily inwardly, walking into the entrance hall. I'm astonished when he follows 
me out, asking for more time with me another time. I - Marry and then Olivia we both look up, likewise 
taken back by him askingfor what seemed to be a date night. 

'Yes.' Olivia leaps up and retrieves myjacket, which - takes from her- before she can hand it 
to me. He holds it up and, feeling ridiculous- self-conscious, I shrug it on. They're not all that much here 
for you to know about, or for me to say you need to know, I find myself flushing up yet again with him 
looking at me the way he does. 

'What are your plans after you graduate? You don't remember? I questioned, no I just 
wanted to see if you're a disciplined as I with saying- repartition- in your speeches.' I hope to find work 
with someone like you have a man that is like you, and life and some city where I can start anew, like 
New York. That is if I pass all my classes and get out of the school, yet this is my final that is holding me 
back to getaway. 

I haven't made any plans-1 thought about quitting, yet my mother-would not hear of it, so I 
am here and Kite is doing what I want to be right now. 'Gross!' So, in saying all of that I conclude that 
you have not made any? Right, I said shakenly... I just need to get through my final exams if I can yet you 
have the say in this. 'Why do you say that...?' I see that he turns his head to the one side, fascinated, a 
hint of a faint smile playing on his lips. I hope that he did not notices my reaction, he gives nothing away. 



with the look that he is giving me. 'It's obvious, isn't it- that I have fallen too his charms?' I'm clumsy, 
unkempt, and I'm not blonde, not his type at all. 




He places his hands for a moment on my lower backside. I gasp at his-soft touch, his long 
index finger presses the button summoning the elevator, and we stand to wait - awkwardly on my part, 
coolly self-possessed on his. 

The doors open, and I hurry in desperate to escape. I really need to get out of here. When I 
turn to look at him, he's leaning against the doorway beside the elevator with one hand on the wall. He 
really is very, very good looking. It's distracting. His burning gray eyes gaze at me. 'Merry,' he says as a 
farewell. 'Chiaz,' I reply. And mercifully, the doors close. No man has ever affected me the way Chiaz has, 
and I cannotfathom why. Is it his looks that he gives me,that I feelthis poweroverme thatl cannot 
control His Wealth also blows my mind, the power I don't understand my unreasonable reaction? I 
breathe an enormous sigh of relief. What in heaven's name was that all about... Leaning against one of 
the stone pillars of the building, I intrepidly try to calm down and gather my thoughts. I shake my head. 
Holy crap, I said - what was that...? My heart steadies to its regular rhythm, and I can breathe normally 
again. I head for the car. 

He maybe conceited-1 am falling too it, but then he has a right to be - he's skillful so-o much 
at such an undeveloped time of life. He doesn't agonize boobs gladly, but why should he, o'er, I'm 
irritated that Katie didn't give me a brief profile on all this- shity - stuff like always. 

An involuntaryshiverruns down myspine. And Katie's questionsare rushingthrough my 
head, or did you or didn't you have hookup sex, it was not about gettingthe job-oh nowin today's light 
it's all about the sex and the money to buy anything or anyone. - ugh, I said to her-well you saw it play 
out didn'tyouknowit happened! 

He kept my underwear-1 know she said... sweet...! I shudder in the remembering swallowing 
him sucking him off and that too I showed and then galloped, then it ended with him kissing my body all 
oversoftly. I can't believe I said that to her, yet she saw it sliding in me too- they all did, with this new 
type of video calling we have- you can see through others... like beingthere without beingthere. As I 
leave the city limits behind, the building behind, and move pasted I begin to feelfoolish and 



embarrassed as I replay the interview in my mind. Surely, I'm over-reactingtosomethingthat's 
imaginary. 


Okay, so he's very attractive, confident, commanding, atease with himself - but on the flip 
side, he's arrogant, and forall his impeccable manners, he's autocratic and cold. Well, on the surface. 

While cruising along with the down the highway, my mind continues to ponderthe facts of 
what I have done slow long hard and yet slow, THE FREAKING WAS INSPERITY. LIP BITING, BOOB 
GRABBING, NIPPLEANDSUCKING CUT LICKING SEX, AND FOREPLAY-DEPE FINGERING LOVE'NSEX. 
POUNDINGISWEETING-OMG MOMENTSOFGOINGOFFOVERANDOVER, WITH HIM UNDERME! YOU 
CAN SEE me ANDTHE SHOT IN YOUR MIND RIDING HIM FROM WITH MY BUT GOING UP AND DOWN- 
SLIDING-GLADDING-FEELING MEIN-COMPLETELY! AH! HE IS EVERYTHING I NEED TO MAKEITIN THIS 
LIFE-1 WANT IT EVEN IFI HURTTHE FIRST TIME! 'The sun burnt every day. 

Yet It burntaway like with old waysand time. I look upto the skiesand thoughtaboutthe 
ways of life.' 

Truly puzzled to all that went down in me, I need this fee ling and feelings to succeed in this 
life as a woman. A woman is nothing without her man - a man that so perfect as he is... under her. Some 
of his replies were so obscure, yet I loved the mystery of it all - as if he had a hidden agenda, me up 
now! Consistently I think of that inquiry in the future, I will cringe with blushing. 

Damn Katie, for notwant me- now I have to want him always! 

Did I question in my racing thoughts- like have you overwatched the jet cars race on the 
boulevard?They now drive themselves crazy to think that some usedtodo justthat drive by hand. I 
sometimes think drivers don't know what grass is, or flowers, forthe reason that they never-ever see 
themgradually... If youshoweda drivera blue blur. Oh affirmatively IA blurflashing before my eyeslike 
him naked in my mind- and Katie spared eagle last night in my face wanting me to go down-that butt is 
unforgettable! What can you do all girls today are Bi? Right? It's all part of not being wed... and even so 
that just a piece of paper stating someone owns you, and you lose have of what you worked for-so why 
do it? 


I checkthe speedometerandsee 300 mph. I'm driving more cautiously than I would on any 


otheroccasion. 



-And- 


I know it's the memory of two penetrating it's his eyes gazing soft and sweet at me his nude 
body ribbing over mine, and his stern voice telling me to FREAK him, harder and harder, I want to... as 
the car is driving carefully fast around all the others whizzing by. Pulling at my own hearing, and biting 
my lip I go off c*mming, in just the thoughts, I realize that he is more like a man double his age, as my 
daddy-yet I want the hard work out of a FREAK! Squeezed tight, body and me holding him in me... and 
the spraying finally takes places overand over like 30 times, switching ways of doing it- up down and 
sideways and more. He came in me to not pulling out ones... is that love or not caring, I don't have to 
care to evert there is stopped, so I don't have to worry? 

Freak and be freaked is the game of life... and don't think about it! Freaked unde rove rand 
above that's it how I do it girl or guy- and they love me for it... and make you be someone... that advice 
to live by... said, Katie. I was 10 when I found that girl- like you all virgin and shy... how did you get as far 
as you did, she said that a week ago back, well, she was right... I did need to go a little crazy... yeti may 
have fallen in love with it... and that not howa thing works today either. Yet that is justme-old 
fashioned thinking. 

Be unable to remembereverythingblackingoutin the heated moments of sex... Merry, I 
scold myself... snapping out of it, I decided that all in all, it's been a very interesting experience, but I 
shouldn'tabide by it. Put it behindyou. I never have to see him again. I'm immediately cheered bythe 
thought. I switch on the small ear head and playerand turn the volume up loud blasting pop music, I sit 
back in the car as it races for my apartment where I have to then take the trail that winds up the side of 
the skyscraper- leading up to my room or that floor, and listen to thumping music, as I make my lover 
parts do the same-think about him well doing myself, as I press down on the accelerator to my sleeping 
room, were Kittie is looking for to cuddling with me- she and I share a bed it all we can adored- making 
less than a dollar a day- and need 100 just to live. 

As I hit the 1-5,1 realize I can drive as fast as I want. 

We live in a small community of duplex apartments in Vancouver, Washington, close to the 
NYU campus. I'm fluky - Katie's parents boughtthe place for her, and I pay peanutsforrent. It's been 
home forfour years now. As I pull up outside, I know Katie is going to want a blow-by-blow account, and 
she is tenacious. Well, at leastshe has the mini-disc. Hopefully, I won't have to elaborate much beyond 
what was said during the interview. 



'Merry! You're back.' Katie sits in our and you're with me cheaters-you said-to I said-yes but 
all that? Why not? I see... okay, she said, surrounded movie she was crying over not having me there for 
her to feel loved. She loves me yet she doesn't want to be in love with me -1 wonder why? She's 
evidently been studying for finals - though she's still in her pink flannel pajamas decorated with cute 
little bunnies, that were mine, the ones she reserves for the aftermath of breaking up with her, for not 
want girl on girl sex as much as she wanted it, and for general moody depression of being- bitchy. She 
bounds up to me and hugs me hard, and slides them off asked me to do what I did with him on her. 

To lick and stick... and feeland play with her vulva, squeeze me and- play with my nipples... 
she said- well she wasou-yah-ing-as I was giving her there in oral, looking for to having it back.' I was 
beginning to worry, that he was looking into my mind and seeing this... and me doing just this with her... 
am-1 don't wrong? I expected you back sooner, she said grunting it out of her, every last drop was a 
trusting spray of her fee I whipped outyet happy with everything down there.' thank you so much for 
doing this, I said to her, have it cum, yet not feel like I did in the past. I owe you; I know. 

'How was it.' 

'Good...' I said- 'What was he like?' Oh, you did not feel inside you where you were looking 
down over me without asking to be the re...you're not my girl... you don't need to be here... I know you 
got off with us... why? 

Do you want me? 

Yes! 

Now and always- she said. 

I want him now, notyou... don't blow it for me... I struggle to answer- 

her question, of what I really wanted, can I have both... I thought she giggled... see this is why 
I love you. What can I say? I will always be here for you- like this- yes like this I said- you're such a baby I 
have to be. Really young, to be doing that with a man... 'I no...' Katie gazes at me arched eyebrows 
looking sad. I frown at her, sayingyou're always my first love. Hug me... 'I'm glad it's over, and I don't 
have to see him again, I have too, to make it in this life... wink. He was ratherintimidating, you know.' I 
shrug at the thoughts of want more... of both of them in a loving way 'He's very focused, intense even - 
and young... a boy... yet not you at all as I feel I have said in my dreams and now alike - but I will go there. 



I thought you did it all great... interview and such all also, in the end, it was about you have a 10-figure 
job someday. And you'll have it, BUT would you give that all up for me and have 'nothing' butfor me- 
and be with me? That's the question I have for you-do you love me? 
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(Forward) 

Note- lookfor the name- Marry and make for there are 2r's- 'Merry, hi, it's so good to see 
you, back she said- that being Katie I' 

Shegrins as he examines me atarm's length.Then he releases me butkeepsa possessive 
arm draped over my shoulder. I shuffle from foot to foot, embarrassed by what I have done. She gushes 
with loving hugs. So how was it? I to pooped to say... and she passed out in her arms-falling in the 
doorways-that sild ope ns for her. 'Yep, you're looking well. Merry, really well-1 seethe glow in your 
face of what all that you two did.' 

I can hardly breathe. When I glance up at RICHARD C. MAST -, he's watching us like a 
warmonger, his blue eyes hooded and speculative, his mouth a hard-impassive line. Hurriedly, I place his 
purchases in a plastic carrier. Someone you should meet,' I say, trying to defuse the antagonism I see in¬ 
's eyes. He's changed from the weirdly attentive customer to someone else-someone cold and distant. 
The atmosphere is suddenly chilly, and the fire hot, glowing and shining on her skin... she is truly feeling 
loved-and in love with him and her too. I nod, rendered speechless yet again, and hand back his credit 
card, if he loves me then I well spend-spend-spend! 

There, I've admitted it to myself, I love him for the money I getto and feelgood, about him 
making me fee I good.' Good. Until tomorrow perhaps where I will be long for her yet once more - right?' 
He turns to leave, then pauses, asking me for more of what he loves of me the most, 'your ass' said 
Katie- 'No my Puss!' I said back, his coming here, tonightto see me-so you need too-well'get lost' yes... 
if you don't mind. 

'Fine...' 

'Oh, and Marry Sue I justwantto freakyou, I read of the card to the flowers he got me-cute 
Katie said... reading it to using my eyes, yetherthoughts. But it's a lost cause, I have fallen to his ways, I 
know, and I sighed hard, with nostalgic regret, it was just a coincidence, she smiles looking at me say it 



all it must be young love. Okay-1 like him maybe like- like...? Closing door by asking it to do justthat, I 
spend severalminutesstaringinto space, I cannot hidefrom myself my feelings anymore. 

(Home) 

Katie is ecstatic aftershe does it yourself time... 'DIY baby D-I-YI' 

I bite my lip in anticipation and find myself grinning like a schoolgirl, at the looks of her 
playing, hercuriosity oozesthrough me too, with whatshe-wasjust2. 0 is what. (BUTT plug) I've never 
felt like this before, where I just need sleep. She more then I and she stayed home all week, yet have so 
much to do- papers, and stocking shelves, I find him attractive lost in my thoughts in my awareness, very 
attractive... M-mm-mm I said, softly, I can admire him from in here and it safe, surely? No harm, by 
doing just so-o. And if I find a photographer, I can do some serious admiring tomorrow. I need to phone 
Katie and organize a photo-shoot. 

(Work) 

I'm in the depths of the stock room, I walk out holding what the little girl gave me of hers to 
getthe same type, yes, getting underwearto little- girls, is my dream job, trying to keep my voice casual- 
well look at these sweet little faces standingthere, well standing there... (pee covered undies in my 
hands) with this in my butt hole. I thoughtthis is whatshe has to look forward too. 'I think that is one 
huge coincidence. Merry, he said looking for the size as I say 0000-ah 'poop-ie.' And the little girl asked, 
from afar- what I was making out my myself-when too much time had passed, it's a short-lived joy 
when she was blurting out, I want the underwire that you took off of me. I mutter you want kids... 

'Sure...' 

Like this one he said... beingcomical about it. 

He doesn't I want to wish you, Katie said-saying kidnap this one! 

PLEASE-too cute...! 
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You don't think he was there to see you, I walk down the hall of my school and see him 
standingat the end looking at me with his lusting blue eyes, want to cover me with kisses.' she 
speculates, Katie about how he going to take me away... even as just a schoolgirl - 'How do you know 



this?' 'Merry, I'm a journalist, and I've written a profile on the guy. I knowthat man has the powerof 
girls to do whatever it is they want too... the kids were talking about us... me being young and his little 
slut as they call me yet I don't care I have him- isn't that all I really need? 

The question is, who'sheretoseesomedumbgirls were thinking in the dark, think they 
could be the next in his bed, goingto do them and where and when.' 

'We could ask him why- and where and how but would he say said on- brown-haired girl, 
over yonder. He says he's staying the day with - 'THAT GIRL." 'You can contact him, all the time? ...On 
nosey on said to me.' 'I have his wrist phone number here all the time if I need, they don't get how he 
inside me always.' 

Katie gasps... by the lies I have to make up to look innocentto all, even-though I know, I have 
taken it at least 1,000 times, holy c-u-m, at the end of myjoineryear. 

'The richest, most elusive, I have taken was sex -ed, with this man as an after-school program, 
most here are workingfor what he calls righting class, most enigmatic bachelor or hairstyles, or seen to 
be house wife's 'Er... yes.' 'Merry, is not going to be one of those! He likes you, said the short girl in the 
room, no doubt about it, said the other with really long blonde flowing hair and green eyes.' Her tone is 
emphatic when he said let's go on the town and getyou out of here. 'Katie, he's justtryingto be nice.' 

But she was pouting about it, that I was not going to be there all day to hold her hand. 'Great idea! I said. 

(A thought of now) After all, he did say he was glad Katie didn't do the interview, that we 
would have never met. 

(Thought) 

But even as I say the words, I love you I have to really feel it right? 

That the sex said Katie,and you'll know. I knowthey'renottrue-all the nasty things said by 
all the mean girls- RICHARD C. MAST-doesn't do nice, or nice thing for girls', like me-things like this if 
it's not love-fist. 

(Back) 

And a small quiet voice whisperssayingthey all just want to befor you're the best one out of 
them all don't forget it, perhaps he's is right. I hug myself with quietglee, rocking from side to side. 



holding him in my mind, like a dream, I see all this... entertainingthe possibility that he might like me for 
one brief moment-for always. Katie brings me back to the now, and happening by saying your zipper is 
down... (zip) and her hands are on my pussy. 

'Merry, you're the one with the relationship. What's it really like to be with a boy said the girl 
lunch? That sits with her day in and day out not saying much.' 'Relationship?' I squeak at her, my voice 
rising several octaves.' I barely know the guy.'Yet it's someyou just have to do to really get it. So, is it 
true? What I said to her... you're with him... and do things... 'Yeah, urn, sorry,' I mutter, turning to leave. 

I can't say- what we do or don't do- its confidential. 

'So, how come you know: The RICHARD C. MAST?' Cass's voice is unconvincingly nonchalant, 
also want to know it all. 

This is when Katie speaks up saying everything and anything- along with saying she needs to 
getlaid- I give an odd look-when she said-'I had to interviewhimforourstudentnewspapertodayand 
I said- 'you did the editing.' So, you can move forward, Katie wasn't well-she all dripping from 
somewhere ha.' I shrugmyshoulder, trying to sound casual with all the girls looking at me like I am a 
whore, yet not doing no- better than them- in there twisted little minds. She shakes her head as if to 
clear it all away.' Anyway, wanttograb a drink or somethingand chat some overthere?' awayforthis 
gossip? 'Sure...' is what I said. I am staring out of the window at the sun coming up and showingthe first 
signs of light. Katie grabs the handset from me, tossing her silky-smooth red-blonde hair over her 
shoulder. 


You like him, a chant started with all the girls! I've neverseen orheard so, so... manygirls 
care- about anyone before. You're actually blushing.' Said Katie... 'Oh Katie, you know I blush all the time, 
I said quickly... She blinks overand overfast-ly, at me with surprise that I did not move or reacted to this 
taunting. 'I just find him... intimidating, that's all, and he's acting cool for me right now- or I am sure, I 
would have run out.' 

I love you is what he said overand over... overtop all the haters. 

(Home from school) 

I am restless that night, I punch my pillow and try to settle, tossing and turning, after a short 
cat nap, yet I wake twice. Dreaming of him and those-eyes and oh...! That body, long legs, long fingers, 
and dark hair and soft skin..., 'I need to study, then I'll make supper.' I cannot hide my irritation with her 



forgoing too far with him, as I open one of the cubbyholes under our bed, I read love note of dream of 
him, I do this while she is making supper. In the night- holding her, my heart pounding, knowing what is 
going on two girls on man- who does he love more? 
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Nine-free of charge for the morning in exchange for a credit in the article, said Katie, I do this 
for the love by you. When she explains at the reception that I have forgone writing yet bad spelling, she 
said to-RICHARDC. MAST- RICHARD C. MAST, we are instantly upgraded have heron our time-yes? 
She's terribly young and very nervous for some reason, yet if you want to have this way then if he said, 
It'sfine. 


We have half an hourto set up, forthe day out, Katie is in full flow, working on my work and 
not going to school... funny how life works...? I thought... 5 P. M. 

My mouth goes dry looking at him... he's so freaking hot. Holy Crap He's wearing a white 
shirt, open at the collar, and - dress pants, I disruptive hair is still damp from a shower, for whattook 
place afterthe school day was at its end. His eyes watch me impassively. He then extends his hand, 
'Thankyou fortaking the time to do this.' ...and I shake it like I am one of his man on the job, blinking 
rapidly, to see if anyone see us out and bout. Oh my... I thought, he really is, quite... is he liking her more 
now-wow? 

As I touch his hand, I'm aware of that delicious current running right through me, lighting me 
up, making me blush, and I'm sure my erratic breathing must be audible. Katie who comes forward, 
looking him squarely in the eye, said I am coming on this date to tonight. How do you do?' He said - to 
herkissing herhandand herass all at the samedamntime... He giveshera small smile, looking 
genuinely amused, as to what was under the dress. 

I remind myself that Katie has been to the best private schools. 'I trust you're feeling better? 
'Yes, yes I do...' 'I'm fine, also running it into his head fist that he ALL MINE! She shakes his hand firmly, 
ANDHE HUGESHER NOTME! SHIT! without batting an eyelid, HOLD ON TO HIS ARM. 

Backstory-Her family has like no money, and she's grown up-confident, about herass and 
howto use it at a young age, and I am sure other place in the world- is sitting at home diddling no more. 
She doesn't take any crap, so why him? I am in awe of her, for trying to break us up, so-o she has all of 
me back-1 can see through her plans. She gives him a polite, professional smile like a gay girl would. 



'It's a pleasure/ he answers, that is all it's about with me and find it, turning his gaze on me, 
and I flush up again, feeling lovesick, damn it why when I have this, I feel I going to lose it...? 'Where 
would you like me?' - Asks him. His tone sounds vaguely threatening. But Katie is not about to let me run 
the showforfive. My wish has cometrue: she said, I can stand nexttoyou, and admire you and not - 
from not-so-afar. Twice of my eyes lock deeper into her, and I have to tear myself away from his cloudy 
gaze, of wanting to freak the shit out other. 

(Bar) 

'He stands, Katie wades in again. 'Enough sitting.' I remove the chair, for some slow dancing. 
'Great,' says Katie, I find a bonnier to bang down-when a fast song comes on... 'Thank you again, Mr. for 
your time. He said- 'I look forward to readingthe article that you re-told. Miss Katie,' he murmurs in a 
sexy way. As I- Merry- pull him to dance. 'Sure,' I say, completely thrown, yet I don't need him doing the 
same. I glance anxiously at Katie, who shrugs at me. Yelling has fun, as she finds herway overto the wall 
to be a flower. My heartslams, my mouth dry and my lower-ness notso-o much. 

Yet am I in love? 

-Or is it all justdumbfreakinglust, orjustfreaking? 
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A date? RICHARDC. MAST - is asking me on a date tonight I said to my girlfriend Katie. He's 
asking if you want a coffee, this was said to me I see it my memory for the day that just passed. Maybe 
bethinks you haven't woken up yet-to see that it was all really not a dream that he is falling for her, my 
subconscious whines at me in sneering in my mood again. I clear my throat trying to control my nerves, 
yeti cannot. 

Katie-this man said- 'Are they based atthe university?' Know I live with her- he looked at me 
oddly, about sayingthat. The othercouple with us-asked, theirnames escape' me, yet I could dig it up if 
I wanted too, his voice was soft, a young businessman that was part of the team higher up and inquiring. 
I nod, too stunned to speak, Peter was his name, I found the clip to look over it and think about all the 
thing that was said so fast I could not evoke them all. 

'Mr. Peter, as he asks me if I want a drink-sure is what I said, and a daces and I said- 'yes,' 
but my mind was on him- yet this man reached for me, and I have to say yes I was obligated, giving 



nothing away, about how I feel. I look at him like there was magic in my eyes yet there was not. But he 
was sweetso...yah. 


He smiles at me and it is a dazzling one, unguarded he said to me, I- said Nah dropout- 
natural he said, all-teeth-showing, glorious smile, of college? No high school... Oh my... he said. I scoot 
around him to enterthe bathroom, where I find Marry deep discussion with him- they were in a stall 
togethergetting it on. 

'Merry, I think he definitely likes you, I said as the pants were attheirfeet.' Be sure to weara 
condom- ha you can go now-she said fast-ly- 'But I don'ttrust him, you knowthat' she adds. I raise my 
hand up in the hope, it hits her in the face, that she'll stop dirty talking. By some miracle, it does. Her 
mouth popsopen and it slides in. Speechless Katie is! I savorthe moment, seeingthis I was so happyfor 
her. I love her, yet I want her to be happy you see. 

(160 long seconds have passed) 

She purses herlips as if considering my request. Finally, she fishes herself to him. She grabs 
me by my arm, holdingthe dooropen some say get in here, be with him too now, and drags me into the 
bedroom where itgoesdown hard and fast, that's off the living area of the suite, in this really nice bar in 
New York. 


Her tone is full of warning. 

At the elevators, he pressesthe call button, and the bell rings almost immediately. The doors 
slide open revealinga young couple in a passionate clinch inside. 

Merry-there's something about him, that is just driving me crazy- lost in thoughts... and 
fee lings-of what could be. 'He's gorgeous, I agree, but I think he's dangerous. Especially to someone like 
you. She said...' 'What do you mean, someone like me?' I demand, affronted. 'An innocent like you. 
Merry. 


You know what I mean,'she saysa little maddened. 

I flush up turning pink. I'm starting my exams this week, and I need to study, so I won't be 
long- it's time to go 'like now' I said hurriedly.' Fixing up as a young girl walks in, asking if everything was 
cool. 
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'Katie- it's just coffee, I said to Merry- he said-1 want totake you out whatdo you say he said 
to me. And... he looked at me with wonder... 

He grins at me with hope in eyes of a night that he would not forget all given by me I sure, 
and with his money, I was sure to do whatever he wanted. It's now tomorrow and at night - 'I'll see you 
later, then... yes most defiantly. Don't belong, I said to her... or I'll send out search and rescue.' 'Thanks.' 
I hug her, I with your boys so you know him he will be right to me... I was so pissed, why her... yet is that 
okay? 


He stands up straight, holding his hand outfor me to go first, were had a date with a horse 
drawing carriage, all white, and nice and romantic at dusk. Where he held my hand and wisped sweet 
nothings in my ear. Holding me over so nicely... I flushed beet red. 'Okay, let's do coffee, here and it was 
the best restart in town... and the classiest- the name in French so yah seeforyourself.' By my eyes it 
was Queue-weed, really, I said yet that was without glasses on. That was something a failed like - in high- 
school. 


I emerge from the suite to find RICHARD C. MAST - waiting, leaning up against the- wall, 
looking like a male model in a pose forsome glossy high-end magazine. 

Merry- after being with him all do, I am pooped, I murmur I make my- way down the corridor, 
my knees shaky, my stomach full of butterflies, and my heart in my mouth thumping a dramatic uneven 
beat. I am going to have coffee with RICHARD C. MAST and I hate coffee... but- she ran off with my man! 

'Suckingtit shit!' I said! 

We walk togetherdown the wide hotel corridor to the elevators. 

What should I say to him? My mind is suddenly paralyzed withapprehension.Whatare we 
going to talk about? What on Earth do I have in common with him? 

His soft, warm voice startles me from my reverie. I REMEMBER BACK- OF The doors opening 
and, much to my surprise, - takes my hand, clasping it with his long cool fingers. I fee I the current run 
through me, and my already rapid heartbeat hurries. As he leads me out of the elevator kissing my neck 
and lips softly, we can hear the suppressed giggles of the couple erupting behind us. - grins from all 
around, yet we did not care it was lusting love. 



'How long have you known Marry - Katie Oh, an easy question for- starters... I thought... 
'Since our 1st year of schooling. She's a good friend of mine don't break her heart.'Why don't say 
anything but look at this- wow? 

I am struggling to maintain a straight face, so I gaze down at the floor, feeling my cheeks 
turning pink. Surprised and embarrassed, by the fact I thought it was for me I was like shit, I started to 
feelguilty. Then, I step into the elevator, feeling like I wantto be her. 

'What is it about elevators?' he mutters, thoughts of true love... about her. 

When I peek up at them using my mind phone of seeing into their thoughts - through my 
lashes and their eyes, he has a hint of a smile on his lips of what he plans to give me, but it's very hard to 
tell if I feelthat he being real about it. 

As a young couple, I say nothing, and have nothing in that say anyway-and we travel down 
to the first floor, all in the same body's- me as Katie is embarrassed silence-less forshe in me full. 

Katie- Outside, it's a mild May on a Sunday. The sun is shining and the traffic is light. - turns 
left and stroll to the corner, where we stop waiting for the lights of the pedestrian crossingto change. 
He's still holding my hand. I'm in the street, and RICHARD C. MAST - is holding my hand. We cross the 
expansive, bustlinglobby of the hotel toward the entrance but - avoids the revolving door, and I wonder 
if that's because he'd have to let go of my hand. 

I attemptto smotherthe ridiculous grin that threatenstosplit myface in two. I feelgiddy, 
and I tingle all over... for the good buy sex, yet we wanted each other- badly- no one has ever held my 
hand. Try to be cool. Merry, my subconscious implores me. The green man appears, and we're off again. 

'I'll have... um - Breakfast W/tea, bag out, talking about all that to overthefact he was to 
spend his life with her as me being his sideways bitch out the side and you knowwhat I'm okay with 
that.' He raises his eyebrows. 

'Why don'tyou choose a table, while I getthe drinks. What would you like?' he asks, polite as 
ever. We walk four blocks before we reach the NY Coffee House, where - releases me to hold the door 
open so I can step inside. 'The coffee was good? Cram-ie like I was for him... at midnight.' 'I'm not keen 
on coffee, yet I like this.' 



His smiles-OH MY GOD! Like fora moment, I'm stunned, thinking it's a blandishment, but 
fortunately my unconscious kicks in with pursed lips. As I lay naked on his bed in the hotel room that he 
owns-1 stare down at my knotted fingers, think about how I the othergirl. 

'Anythingtoeat?' I surreptitiously gaze at him from beneath, and my lashes point upward at 
him as he stands there looking down at me with low light on and the skyline in the background flicking 
lights, of tall buildings, I could watch him all, thinkabout howl was notsleepwith hertonight. 

'Sure...?' 

'... It was quite in my mind why...' 

I bite my lip and stare down at my hands again not liking where my wayward thoughts are 
headed. 'Nothankyou.' I shake my head see him coming at me, and he headsforme. 

Do, I want this I thought? Oh, my hips, once or twice he runs his long, graceful fingers 
through, he's tall, broad-shouldered and slim those pants hang from his ankles... 

and the way his now dry but still disorderly hair, sheens in the light is so right, I am just 
oozing for his love. So, yah wet-Hmm... I'd like to do that to you he said-and my mouth doped for it. The 
thought comes unbidden into my mind and myface flames. 

'Penny for your thoughts, dollars for hardcore freaking?' Yes, sign me up...! 

For his love...! I go crimson when the hood is pulled back by his fingers. Flaking and liking- 
and then sticking- 'OH MY GOD -Freak-ING-YESII' 

'Getdown with your bad self!' 

I said! In my thoughts... running my fingers through your hair, his going down in me, I was 
justthinking aboutand wondering if it would feelsoftto touch like this always, I shake my head from 
the c*mming hard, and beingfast, and fasteryet, and overand over, my favorite part-and part of the 
day, I said to him- letting out a big breath. 

(Moring) 

I curl up, desperately clutchingthe flat foil balloon and Peter's handkerchief, and surrender 
myself to my grief. I fall onto my bed, shoes and-all, and howl. The pain is indescribable... physical. 



mental... metaphysical... it is everywhere, seeping into the marrow of my bones. Grief. This is grief - and 
I've brought it on myself. Deep down, a nasty, unbidden thought comes from my inner goddess, her lip 
curled in a snarl... the physical pain from the bite ofa belt is nothing, nothing compared to this 
devastation. Howdo they dothat? 

The room is so nice all fancy, he's carrying a platter, which he sets down on the small, round, 
birch-veneertable. He hands me a cup and saucer, a small teapot, and a side plate bearingalone teabag 
labeled Breakfast.' 

-He has a coffee that bears a wonderful leaf-pattern engraved in the milk. 

I wonderidly in my mind forsometime. 'Your thoughts on all this?' He prompts me when I 
look into his eyes. He's also bought himself a blueberry muffin, with lots of sugar on top. 

Puttingthe tray aside, to kiss me all overeven if it was all sticky like the hammeron an 
Underwood typewriter, he sits opposite me and crosses his long legs. Cover between my legs with soft 
sweet kissing. He looks so comfortable, up at me, so at ease with his body, I envy him, fori am not like 
that at all. 


Here's me, all gawky and awkward, barely able to get started to end without falling flat on 
my face- 'I'm selfish, impatient and a little insecure. I make mistakes, I am out of control and at times 
hard to handle. But if you can't handle me at my worst, then you sure as he II don't deserve me at my 
best.' 


As I place the used teabag back on the side plate, he turns his head gazing enquiringly at me, 
with the look of hunger and thriving lust. 'This is my favorite tea; how did you know I loved this so?' My 
voice is quiet, wheezy. 

I simply can't believe I'm sitting opposite RICHARD C. MAST - in a coffee shop in NY. He 
frowns, some not too much you... it shows on his face the lines, he knows I'm hiding something, and 
that's what I falling for him. 

I pop the teabag into the teapot and almost proximatelyfish it out again with my teaspoon. 
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'I like my tea black, and weak,' I muttersome-to him running myfingers through his herlike 
we were longtime lovers, then he said- 'I see, she is your little girlfriend then, that you in-love with -Now 
and forever?' 

I said- 'You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because the reality is in conclusion 
betterthan your dreams.' 

She's a really- really good friend of mine, that's all, and we have shared a lot. 

Why did you think he was my girlfriend? Nowand forever.' 'She's more like family,' I whisper, 
holding his body tightly with mine. A friend is someone who knows all about you and still loves you - love 
them if you wanttoo? 

Right... it's just showing caring...? 

Then the nods from him are slightly neat looking, all him, seemingly satisfied with my 
response, and glances down at his blueberry muffin. 

His long fingers deftly peel backthe paper-and I watch, fascinated, looking at his dick. 

As he is me... all overthe eye are going. Spellbound, 'The wayyou smiled at him, is wonderful 
my girlfriend Jan said... looking into it, with her nose up my but looking into the walls- TV's, and I heat 
you.' 


His leaden gaze holds mine. I want to look away but I'm caught- him doingthings I like with 
his butt, he's so alarming, yet everything I need. 

I frown and stare down at my hands again, laying on the bed, recessingthoughttogo 
through my head. 

I told youyesterday, that I wanted you on this site how do you feel about that?' 

Oh, this is gettingsilly, she lovesyou all the way why me too. 'Why do you ask?' I wantto 
know- 'why'- 'fori can...' he said. 'You seem nervous around other girls, yet not her or me-that works.' 
'Do you want some? 



Of this all the time?'Sure-they say yes to me- he asks, and that amused, secret smile is back, 
of I have a blond and a dark-haired girl all at the same time... Yet, would he be happy with just two? I 
ponderthe thoughts even if he could hearthem... 

RICHARDC. MAST-He just grinds. Darkness cannotdrive out darkness:only light can do that. 

Hate cannotdrive out hate: only love can do that. Holy crap, that's personal, I thought-to I 
metyesterday and the right for me. She's not her girlfriend?'yah well see-when I do them both at the 
same time. I love this game... (thoughts she could not hear) 

Katie- 'I find you intimidating.' 'There's nothing mysterious about me.' 

I flush scarcely think aboutall I could have had him just sick it in me-1 mean all the riches in 
the world, but mentally pat myself on the back for my candor, and gaze at my hands again. I hear his 
sharp intake of breath. 

'It gives me some sort of inkling of what you might bethinking,' he breathes. 'You're a secret, 
'You should find me intimidating,' he nodsas I do you. 'You're very honest, and blunt-aboutwhat he 
wants and how he wants it. 

'Please don't look down, at me and to that to me- it hurts,' I said to him, "why'why-1 don't 
think you should-Why- it's for my taking; he said... and you can't stop it... what are you going to do 
about it I run you- and thought you... I glance at him, and he gives me an encouraging but wry smile." 

Unsure fee ling yet contented... in his arms. 
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I get up in the morning barking orders to my Echo Dot, and she is more than happy to do 
them all for me, like play music, and get the thing going forme when I don't want to be going. 

I like to seeyourface.' I'm just nervous around you, she said right? 

Nope, you're notunlike any others I had... you're notthe youngesteither. 

Oh... Me? Mysterious? 


'I thinkyou're very self-contained,' he murmurs. 



Crap is what I said! 'Me, I hadn't realized I was so self-contained? 'Except when I was 


blushing, of course, which is often with someone like him. Have I offended you? He sounds surprised. 
Not at all... I justwish I knew whatyou were blushingabout. 

He said you can feel safe with me.' 'Do you always make such personal annotations?' 'No,' I 
answer truthfully, to why yet I did not want to say it was all in my mind anyway. 'He is so-o good.' I 
thought... 


He pops a small piece of blueberry muffin into my mouth and starts and I start to chew it 
slowly, and he goes for a kiss, odd yet sweet, not taking his eyes off me, as he pulled back for the kisses, 
and as if on indication of the fact I wasall his, and I blushed. 

'I'm used to getting my own way. Merry,' he murmurs. 'In all things.'This isn'tgoing the way 
I thought it was going to go. I can't believe I'm feeling so antagonistic towards him. It's like he's trying to 
warn me off. 'Butyou're very high-handed,' I retaliate quietly. 

Why, haven'tyou asked me to call you by yourfirst name?' I'm surprised by my audacity. He 
raises his eyebrows at me and, if I'm not mistaken by this or how I feel, he flushes slightly too, by the 
sight of me and what I was aboutto do to him- in hot passion. 

'I don't doubt it, was the fact that he was thinking about her, or thinking that it was wrong. 
Why, why has this conversation become so serious, in his mind about her? Has he really fallen in love 
with just her... or is this his mind overthinkingthings? 

The next day- I'm with Merry- 'Are you into having a child?' He asks, sure, why do you want 
to do that now with me, I said back, it may be a plan if you want to do this. Is that I am for your 
breeder...? 


He walked out of the room all mad! Whoa... he keeps changing my course of life. Yet, I am 
not going to say not-1 am young, I don't know, um-a I what, or what I wantto do. 'Tell me about your 
parents, they're not much to say other than my mom has done it all.' Why does he wantto know this? 
It's so dull, like a boy or a girl? The girl he said. 

Me-1 thought that she's beautiful, my subconscious reminds me. I don't like the idea of me 
and Katie, doing this yet I do-1 can't help myself, I take a sip of my tea, and - eats anothersmall piece of 
his muffin. 



'Mymom livesin Georgia with hernew husband Bob. Mystepdad lives in Montesano.' 


'Your father?' 'Yes, what about him- he notin my life now or ever- and I want to say that 
way.' 'My father dropped me when I was a baby.' 'I'm re morseful for bringing that up to you/ he 
mumbles, and a fleeting bothered looka-crossed his face. 'I don't'member him at all.' 'And your mother 
remarried?' 

I snuffle, onetime holding back the tears, of feeling lost out on. He frowns at me. 'You could 
say that, but maybe it was forthe best.' Maybe so... I said to him looking down. 

'Neitherare you.'About havinga dad- 'yah...' 'You're not giving much away, are you?' ...as if 
in deepthought, he says'that in a wryly, was rubbing 

his chin. Holy shit, 'you've interviewed me once already, why do you ask that... it's okay for 
you have your nose up my ass hole, and I can recollect some quite probing questionsthen, why do I.' He 
smirks at me, saying I would do that next time then. 

That is when I said that- 'My mom is wonderful, yet I have to be a grown-up at some point. 
She's an irredeemable romantic, and have lost of boyfriend's that like to skip out on her... she's currently 
on her fourth man this week.' I like mom there only 7 in a week. Your more skank-ie then Katie. 'You 
said that to your mom?' 

'Yep!' He raises his eyebrows in surprise. I continue to sayabout how-'l miss her,she has 
themnow,and like always someone is more than I. 

Those lips. 

Those hips. 

Those... 

Ah! 

'Do you get along with all them then?' I don't bother too. She sees her own thing. 'Of course, 

I thought-1 just hope he can keep an eye on her and pick up the pieces when her hare brained schemes 
don'tgo as planned.' 



I grew up with all of them getting the best of her. I smile fondly, at her- like was not 
important. I haven'tseen my momforso long. RICHARD C. MAST is watching me intently, taking 
infrequent sips of his coffee, with the more cream then dark roast. I really shouldn't look at his mouth, 
long for a kiss, yet-1 feel I need, the lovingfeelings. It's unsettling, to think about my past that was really 
justthe night before orso it seems to me. 
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My life story, you no already by looking into my mind and using yourbrain- and this 
technology, you can see it all like a slide show just click to preview in a menu? 'And what's he like, not 
bother by any of it not even the sick trapping in the night, scaring out Katie's name?' I have bested 
sometimes 63 times- in one day, I was masturbating to try to put off doing laundry. Ended up 
masturbating for 7 hours. I was incredibly raw and sore after, but-1 guess I was 10 or so, yet I deserved it. 
'That's it?' - asks, surprised, you don'tthink that's wrong for a girl of that age to do that- he shrugged. 

What doesthis man expect, herforyou not too? I refrain from rolling my eyes at him, yet I 
could not help but squeeze him tighter, harder and longer for understanding all that is me. 'Why didn't 
you want to live with yourmom...?' he asks... and before came out of my mouth, he saw it play out in his 
awareness of thoughts. I cannot help but blush, this really is none of his business, yet he's making it be 
so he knowseverythingabout me and so it's safe... it's like mind- rapping. 

'Siblings...?' 'Yes, all girls 3.' 

He could see them all- the youngest no 10 orso... I don't keep up with them. There all own 
their own too. Yet it is the norm these days... and my little sister is in Paris, French dick suck of a boy that 
wants to use her up and dump her, yet that is whatshe wanted.' His eyesgo cloud with irritation, on my 
mother's part-1 said to him she fails no? He doesn't want to talk about his family or himself, it all about 
me...yet I feelthatit all the same. 

'I hear Paris is lovelyforyounglovers why not let her- my mom said,' I murmur the quotes 
run past my mind to fast to not stop them. Why doesn't he want to talk about my family...? 

'It's beautiful... that you have turned up as good as you did- he said. Have you been 'good' I 
can tell?' he asks, his exasperation with what he digging for to be forgotten. It's not nice to ask about a 
girl past these days... I thought not even lovers... 'Paris?' I squeak never been-the re. 



'You well...' 'Of course/ I concede, saying let's do it now-yet is that too much to ask? He 
looks at me with eyes glittering in the low light with the moon full shining in the windows. 'But it's 


England that I'd really like to visit.' 'Because, I was fee ling gloomy, thin king about all that just sucks...' He 
tilts his head to one side, running his index finger across his lower lip... saying sure. I blinked, and then I 
blinked, then I blinked ounces more hastily, so I blinked, like 3 times wildly in a chain-like of events. 

I was snoopingthroughyourthings in your mind I see thatyou have written such a 
wonderful book, thatyou don'tthink is good-yet I do.'All this talk of literary greats reminds me, that I 
should be studyingforhim to make him biggerthan he is. I glance at my watch... saying commandsforit 
do, in timelyfashions. 'I'd bettergo... now-andget back- (I was at his home; it is huge and has 16 
bedrooms or more and 4 baths.) I have to study, I said, thank you for saying, that but you must not 
mean that. I love that, you love me like this.' 'For yourexams?' 'Yes...' 'Okay, then you may go. 'He said... 
- My mind is reeling with desire. The next day-the first question. 'Do you always wear dresses?' he asks 
out of the blue. 'Mostly.' I spoke... in his ear softly. He nods shaking his head up and down. The look he 
gives me and the warm fuzzy feeling going in and though me- I'm completely blown away by it, I know- 
it's LOVE. 


If you were basically unnoticed the sensation, you would never- ever know what might have 
taken place, and in many ways that were worse than finding out in the first place. Forthe reason that if 
youwere offthe beam, you could go onward in yourlifespan without never-everbe holding back over 
your shoulderand conjecturing what might have been- in the questions of what- if. And I aware that our 
time togetheris limited, even if where 'are always together, 'Doyou have girlfriendsotherthan her?' He 
blurts out. 


Holy crap, why must he ask this- 'I don't.' -1 just said that out loud also. I don't have the time 
for othergirls only her... his lips quirk up in a semi-smile, showing, and he looks down at me with envy. 
Oh... what does that mean? He blocking me from reading his mind... to toy with me. I have to try to 
reassemble my thoughts, yetthis is his game. I have to get away from him, for I do somethingto lose 
him...I walk forward, and I trip, stumbling headlong into the shitter-flush. 

'Shit, Merry!' - He cries. 'Yes, yes it was a mouth full of it.' 
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Kiss me damn it! I inhale deeply, that'sthefeeling of love...you know. 



I implore him, but I can't move. 'Are you okay?' he whispers. 


When she moves upwards when I insert into her. Feeling ever hitting thrust she moves with 
me. I'm in yourarms. Kiss me, please. His gazes at my hood, as he moves it about, I'm paralyzed with a 
strange feeling of fast hart breathingthat just takes over me, unfamiliar need to understand I let myself 
rush free, as he does with me, completely captivated by him, I feel it okay to spray him down. 

He closes his eyes, takes a deep breath, and gives me a small shake of his head as if in answer 
to my silentquestion, that was running in his mind-and that was doyou love me? YES! _ YES! _ 
FREAKING I _ YES I He's staring into my eyes when he opens his eyes again, it's with some new purpose. 
He tugs the handthat he's holding so hard that, I fall back against him, it all happensso-ofast,yetover 
and over- one minute I'm falling, of the bed the next I bouncing, on my head, up-down and skidways' 
too, the next I'm in his arms, and he's holding me tightly against his chest. 

I'mstaringat RICHARDC. MAST-'sexquisitelysculptured mouth, mesmerized,and he's 
looking down at me, his eyes darkening. He's breathing harderthan usual, and I've stopped breathing 
altogether. His thumb and I feel it in me, as he brushes my lower lip, and I hear his breath a glitch. 

I inhale his dipping love, vital scent taking, like the slut he wants me to be-yet, I am happy to 
be just that. He smellsof freshly laundered sheets and some luxurious body-wash, come over me I did 
not even see that he has carried me into his shower room, I may have blacked out-from all hardcore 
love'n. 


I want to be kissed, right here I said- and he did. (I pointed you know were,) my kindness is 
drawn to his beautiful body- looking overthe entirety. He has one arm around me, clasping me tight to 
him, while the fingers of his other hand softly trace my face, and around the place that every young girl 
was to have touched by a man like him, gently probing exploratory me. I hold his - nervous, burning gaze 
fora moment or maybe it's persistently... but eventually, andfor the first time in twenty-oneyears, I 
want to feel his mouth on me. I'm not the man for you he said to Katie in his mind who was see it all,' he 
whispers. 


What- is she doing looking in on us like this? Where is this coming from, you wanted me the 
othernight? She said... in a fast way to him. Surely, I should be the judge of that, she thought, I frown 
think why can I not have my moment with him, and my head swims with rejection - and that was felt all 
around-with usall. 



I have 'royally screwed' I see him say to her... about all this... He has his hands on my 
shoulders, holding me at arm's length, watching my responses sensibly. And the only thing I can think is 
that I wanted to be kissed, made it pretty damned obvious, and he didn't do it. He doesn't want me. He 
really doesn't want me. 

I'm going to stand you up and let you go, we were my butt cheeks pressed agent the glass 
window where doing like bunny's, as all the people looking in at us, in a hugging freaking stance,' he 
says quietly letting me down and off him, and he gently pushes me away, as it like he is slapping the shit 
out of himself. 

(My mom thought it was something about a broken typewriter that was his grandpas.) Yah- 
no! My soul screams as he pulls away, leaving megrieving, for him to feel me up to feel the hole. It like 
he spiked through my body, as I stand there, feeling him coming out of me. 

I said to her- her being Katie... you make me feel safe. 'I've got this,' I breathe, finding my 
voice. 'Thank you for killing it for us through- why,' I mutterawash with humiliation, as the kids outside 
the glass point, at me and uncover body-yet, that's how things are these days. How could I have 
misread the situation between us so utterly? I need to get away from her. I'm glad to hear you say just 
that, he whispered. He frowns at me in an anomalous way. He hasn't taken his hands off me, or his eyes. 
'For keeping me,' I whisper-thank you-your everything I needed. 

He doesn'twantme-though Katie-why? 

Then a million-thought rushed through my mind as to why not... I betyou could find them all 
no- can you? 

22 

'Thanksfor doingthe photo shoot, and giving me all these nude photos of you to keep-1 love 
them-you could justify it in a magazine with these, I will see that you do. 

I shudderto think, mypuss hole is going to be wide openon the cover, what could have 
happened to me, if daddy would see that-or mom. I'm standing in front of him feeling like a fool. Um- 
wow- really it just looks like a black hole yet boys love to look up it- (ah girl thoughts.) Yet for the money 
and him whatthe hell. 



Do you want to come and sit down in the room fora moment and see me edit these to 


enhances whatyou have going foryou, lookingthemall overto pick with one wellgo on thecover-of 
Playboy-he boughtthem out back in 2019.' 

He releases me, his hands, off my boobs, and the playing and they go down to his sides, his 
hand was on me pulling shoulder strap down, and well I shake know what comes next- it's more sex, you 
got it, I clear my mind some. All my vague, unarticulated hopes have been dashed, lookingat myself this 
way-yet for him anything. Outside the room, I turn briefly to face him, but cannot look him in the eye. 
With all the kids looking at me see me as the girl on the cover... it was that, fast there, I am on the big 
screens in the NY all nude. Being naked this day is something we feel fee about doing... with cameras 
everywhere why not show it all- and we don't care- if a 5-year-old sees it-they'll understand soon 
enough... 


What was I thinkingtoo much? I admonish myself. My subconscious mocks me, I look around 
to see all of me-all over the place-1 am the IT girl of the day. I never wanted that... I wrap my arms 
around myself-for Katie was happy for me and wantto show love, and turn to face the road... to move 
on with my day, I quickly make my way across, conscious that - is behind me, I murmur, it's only fora 
month... I was inquiry my own dumbthoughts. 

She stops, and the anguish in his voice demands my attention, as she is runningto me, with 
open arm, she there my true love has found me... she is always there for me even if I wantto die a slow 
and painful death, overall this shit, so I peer unwillingly up at me-and she said I love it- it- is, so you-she 
said. Her gray eyes are bleak, fast-ly like only she can make them do-as she runs his hand through his 
hair. 


Huh? This is why he looks so desolate; this is what he gets out of you? One girl said to me, at 
school the next day- holding up a hard copy of me-to all to see, yet I know they all have; I did not even 
blink- at her-as I was chowingon my pin- like a girl in 5th grade. 

Once underneath the dark, cold concrete of the room with its bleak fluorescent light 
humming, I lean against the wall, before class and put my head in my hands, as I have now sat down for 
the teachings. 

This is the big send-off, of the bell ringing out? Justto wish me luck on more tests, that have 
nothingto do with what I want to do in life. 



-And- 


Their Brad jerking off under the desk to my photo! Don't giggle its true! It seems like, um- 
that'sokay fora-boys, yet not a girl these days... also, the girl next to me just got busted for it- yet boys 
can do anythingforthey' are known for it. 

'Thanks: said the man teaching the class for the embrace able photographyof a classmate- 
there Dee.' 'Dm-we II thank-thank you.' she said. I can't disguise the sarcasm in my voice. 

Saying: 'She is a good kid stop it!' 

I really think he meant it! 
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Unforbidden and annoying tears pool in my eyes. Thinking of all that has happened these 
past days, what has not-and what going too... What was not I thinking about it all? 

I turn on my heel, on the leftfoot, for I was nervous, vaguely amazed, that I don'ttrip-1 have 
a habit of falling on my face,yetthat is just me. 

I see him in my mind, without giving him a second glance, I disappeardownthe hall toward 
the bathroom, run yet I can't getaway when he is in my head always. Why am I crying overthis? 

Drawing up my knees I see in a stall, I fold in on myself. 

Grief is somethingthat never was something-1 could take, like with my dashed hopes, 
dreams, and soured outlooks. Placing my head on my knees, I let the irrational tears fall unrestrained. 
How ridiculous am I for doing such? I sink to the side of the shitter and meltdown, angry at myself for 
this sense less feed back-of feeling all types of love. 

Perhaps this ridiculous pain will be smallerthe smaller I am if I dothis... I have neverbeen on 
the receiving end of rejection for my own doing, I want this- yet I don't-1 don't know what I want- really- 
I don't. I wantto make myself as small as possible. To just fade away from life. I am crying overthe loss 
of something I neverhad, and that's my pride. 

Okay... so I was always one of the last to be picked for basketball or volleyball - but I 
understood that - running and doing something else at the same time like bouncing or throwing a ball is 
not my thing. I am a solemn liability in any sportingfield. 



I'm too pale, fee ling and showing, like- passionately thin king in thoughts, though. I've never 
put myself outthere, ever. 

Her welcomingsmile fadeswhenshe sees me. Analytically, I thoughttostop! Ashe said to 
stop me with crossness in the voice of thought. I'm sure neither of them has been found sobbing alone 
in dark places. I see Katie there standingto hold me. She drags me home with herarm around herone 
shoulder. Perhaps, I just need a good cry. A lifetime of insecurity I have had and, too skinny, too shabby, 
clumsy, my long list of faults goes on. 

My subliminal is emblematically screaming at me, arms folded, leaningon one leg, then 
pitter-pattering herfoot in frustration, (Five hours have pasted...) Katie is sitting at the dining table on 
herlaptop when I arrive. She asked: 'Marry what's wrong?' 

'You've been crying,' She has an excellent gift for me being there all the time like she is now, 
just stating there. 'What did that bastard do to you?' She howls, and her face, jeez, she's scary. That's 
actually the problem, I should just be happy, and I am not sure if I know howto do that... why can't I? 

'Nothing Katie is wrong with me otherthan what is wrong with me.'The thought brings an 
ironic smile to my face. 'Then I ask-why have you been crying? 'Like-You nevercry,' she says, her voice 
relaxing some as she continued taking. She puts her arms around me and for side hugs. 

I have to say something; justtoget herto back chest. She stands, hergray eyes brimming 
with concern, yet I feel that she feels that way about me all the time. 'Nope, RICHARD C. MAST saved 
me,' I whisper for being just like all of them that don't care. 'Nonetheless, I was quite shaken by it, 
anyway.' Itwas fine, nothingto worry about really. 

'Okay, he'sgot more money than you, butthen he has more money than most people in 
America! And you're not happy with that? He has everything-' 'What do you mean...? What are you 
trying to say?' 'Oh Katie, it's obvious isn't.' I whirled around, to face her as she sta nds in the kitchen 
doorway, looking at me that way. 'Merry! For heaven's sake, how many times; must I tell you? You're a 
total baby,' she intersects me as I blabber. He likes you more than me... 'oh don't be silly.' 

That's whatthis is all about. 

'Katie she just shrugs. 


I need to study.' I cut hershort. She frowns and said that can wait. 



And she holding me in herarms like a loverthat she is. 
'Katie, please, don'tget mad at me for this- ‘never.’ 
Nevaeh 

Book: 55 


Chimera 


(My days repeating) 

1 

This is what he meant, for me to do with my life be his... anytime he wants it-girl and nothing 
more and nothing less, and it makes his rejection easierto accept... almost. Yet, the money is why, like -1 
am here-and the love too... yah that... 

I have been working on my studies more than them being with him or her... I would say it 
was to clear my head. I was looking overthe paperthat was said I wrote, I pretend to read the article, 
that Katie made for me. Above and beyond its suddenly, blindingly obvious. He's too gloriously good- 
looking, not to think about non-stop. I know he loves me, yet he has a hard way of really showing just 
that. 


I, understand, yet not so- her words make more sense than mine -1 questioned this... He's 
not the man forme. I can live with this. It's only when I'm in bed, that I try to sleep, that I allow my 
thoughts to drift off some-yet all the voices run through me- never hushing up. 

Never slowing- neverstopping, forme to have a moment- in time to think alone. 


'Katie, she is very good,' 'I'm going to study, is what I said to her...just wanted to get away 
from her mouth.' I am not going to think about him again, for now, I vowto myself, and opening my 



revision notes, I start to read. Thus far, his face keeps looking it to mine, and I see him looking back in 
the glass. 


I put my pen down, which makes all the font that I write out and comforts it into text in word. 
I am finished, with my re-write of her draft. 

My final exam is over, I said-this will do just fine the grin spread over my face can be helped. 

It's probably the first time all week that I've smiled over something other than him. It's Friday, 
and we shall be celebratingtonight, really celebrating. 

Paris- with Katie not him, I need this-the city the lights the sound- of something other than 
me inquiry all that is me - and him. 

She slanted her head and smiled at her companion, with grace seated herat the best table in 
the restaurant; her smile, at least, was honest, though almost nothing else about her was. The pale gray 
of hereyes was warmed to by sweet colored contact lenses; her blond hair had been darkened by the 
low light of the tower in the background, then subtly streaked with lighter shades, in her arms mentally 
begging her with every fiber of my being to kiss me, is what I really needed, just her true love for me - 
not asking... neverdemanding. 

He didn't want me as a girlfriend, this weekhe was off doing what he does. I turn onto my 
side, now at the hotel, with her in the single bed. Frivolously, I wonder if perhaps he's with a new 
youngergirl? 

Think back of: 'Ah I' settled in his chair with a contented sigh, returning hersmile. she is so 
beautiful woman in her teen years; she looks the US, with glossy dark hair and liquid gray eyes, and a 
luxurious mouth. 

(Bed) 

I close my eyes and begin to drift, and she nudges me, groggy as I - she had gambled that he 
wouldn't have his people dig any deeperthan that, that he would run out of the patience required to 
wait for the answers before, she made a move on me. Her manufactured background was only a few 
layers deep; I knew she and I wanted too so why not; she hadn't had time to prepare more. Maybe he's 
saving himself. Well not for you, my sleepy subconscious has a final swipe at me before unleashing itself 
on my dreams. 



I might even get drunk! I said-we can hear it's not agents the law here. I've never been drunk 
before, I knowthatthe trill was wearing off, I glance across the sports hall at Katie, and she'sstill 
scribbling furiously, five minutes to the end of foolish. This is it, the end of my academic career if he 
tunesin... 


She'd done the best she could in the time she had, she knew that she would have to be off 
doing herstudy's even on this run over the sea that takes less than a day now. 

He made a point of keeping himself in shape, and his hair hadn'tyet started to gray-either 
that or he was as skilled as she at touch-ups. 'You look especially lovely tonight; have I told you that yet?' 
I shall never have to sit in rows of anxious, isolated students again. Inside I'm doing graceful cartwheels 
around my head, knowingfull well that'sthe only place I can do graceful cartwheels. 

...And that night, I dream of herand I live long everafter, and I'm running through dark 
places with eerie strip lighting doing things we shouldn't, and I don't know if I'm running toward 
something, that I should want or not-the dream, leads me with choices, it's just not clear. 

Katie stops writing and puts her pen down. She glances across at me, and I catch her 
Cheshire cat smile too. We head back to our apartment together in her Mercedes, ref using to discuss 
our final paper. Katie is more concerned about what she's going to wear to the bar this evening. I am 
busily fishing around in my purse for my keys. 

'Merry, there's a package for you, there flowers from him...' she said. 

Odd, I haven'tordered anythingfrom Amazon recently. 

Katie is standing on the steps up to the front door holding them. 

'No.' Katie'seyesare wide with disbelief.'-?' I nod. 

'You have, she said, he loved you more than anything, I start to believe it.' But then hergaze 
was warm, wet whit tears for she was in love with me more than he at that moment. I knew... she had 
trained long and hard to acquire it, I knewshe wasthe onethatwould always care about me. 'Thankyou 
again... I said to him in a mind message.' I recognizethequotewassomethingslandered, where wasthe 
love in it? 



I have not let myself dwell on RICHARD C. MAST - for the past week. Okay...so-o his blue 
eyes are still haunting my dreams, as she plays with me in them too, and I know it will take an eternity 
to expunge the feel of his arms around me and his wonderful perfume from my brain. Why has he sent 
me this? 


'Can't think of anyone else, that would do this forme, like him though.' 'What does this card 
mean...?' 'I have no inkling; I think it's a warning - scrupulously he keeps threatening me off, with gifts. I 
have no idea why- bethinks I will keep coming back-just for the coming. 

It's not like I'm beating his doordown-and the wood hard-with only him.' I frown some... 'I 
know you don't want to talk about him. Merry, but he's seriously into you. Warnings or no.' 'I don't 
know, and I don't care. I can't accept these from him, yet not feeling as I did in the past some of the 
caring went away. 

This is what he meant, for me to do with my life be his... anytime he wants it-girl and nothing 
more and nothing less, and it makes his rejection easierto accept... almost. Yet, the money is why, like -1 
am here-and the love too... yah that... I have been working on my studies more than them being with 
him or her... I would say it was to clear my head. I was looking overthe paperthat was said I wrote, I 
pretend to read the article, that Katie made forme. Above and beyond its suddenly, blindingly obvious. 
He's too gloriously good-looking, not to think about non-stop. I know he loves me, yet he has a hard 
way of really showing justthat. 

I, understand, yet not so- her words make more sense than mine-1 questioned this... He's 
not the man forme. I can live with this. 

It's only when I'm in bed, that I try to sleep, that I allow my thoughts to drift off some-yet all 
the voices run through me- never hushing up. Never slowing- never stopping, forme to have a moment- 
in time to think alone. 

'Katie, she is very good,' 'I'm going to study, is what I said to her...just wanted to get away 
from her mouth.' I am not going to think about him again, for now, I vowto myself, and opening my 
revision notes, I start to read.Thusfar, his face keeps looking it to mine, and I see him looking back in 
the glass. 


I put my pen down, which makes all the font that I write out and comforts it into text in word. 


I am finished, with my re-write of her draft. My final exam is over, I said - this will do just fine the grin 



spread overmy face can be helped. It's probably the first time all weekthat I've smiled oversomething 
otherthan him. It's Friday, and we shall be celebratingtonight, really celebrating. 

Paris- with Katie not him, I need this-the city the lights the sound- of something otherthan 
me inquiry all that is me - and him. She slanted herhead and smiled at hercompanion, with grace 
seated herat the best table in the restaurant; hersmile, at least, was honest, though almost nothing 
else about her was. The pale gray of her eyes was warmed to by sweet colored contact lenses; her blond 
hair had been darkened by the low light of the tower in the background, then subtly streaked with 
lighter shades, in herarms mentally begging herwith every fiber of my beingto kiss me, is what I really 
needed, justhertrue love forme - not asking... neverdemanding. 

He didn't want me as a girlfriend, this weekhe was off doing what he does. I turn onto my 
side, now at the hotel, with her in the single bed, Frivolously, I wonder if perhaps he's with a new 
youngergirl? 

Think back of: 'Ah I' settled in his chair with a contented sigh, returning hersmile. she is so 
beautiful woman in her teen years; she looks the US, with glossy dark hair and liquid gray eyes, and a 
luxurious mouth. 

(Bed) 

I close my eyes and begin to drift, and she nudges me, groggy as I - she had gambled that he 
wouldn't have his people dig any deeperthan that, that he would run out of the patience required to 
wait for the answers before, she made a move on me. Her manufactured background was only a few 
layers deep; I knew she and I wanted too so why not; she hadn't had time to prepare more. Maybe he's 
saving himself. Well not for you, my sleepy subconscious has a final swipe at me before unleashing itself 
on my dreams. 

I might even get drunk! I said-we can hear it's not agents the law here, I've never been drunk 
before, I knowthatthe trill was wearing off, I glance across the sports hall at Katie, and she'sstill 
scribbling furiously, five minutestothe end of foolish. This is it, the end of my academic careerif he 
tunesin... 


She'd done the best she could in the time she had, she knew that she would have to be off 


doing herstudy's even on this run over the sea that takes less than a day now. 



He madea point of keeping himself in shape,andhis hair hadn'tyetstartedto gray-either 
that or he was as skilled as she at touch-ups. 'You look especially lovely tonight; have I told you that yet?' 
I shall never have to sit in rows of anxious, isolated students again. Inside I'm doing graceful cartwheels 
around my head, knowingfull well that'sthe only place I can do graceful cartwheels. 

...And that night, I dream of herand I live long everafter, and I'm running through dark 
places with eerie strip lighting doing things we shouldn't, and I don't know if I'm running toward 
something, that I should want or not-the dream, leads me with choices, it's just not clear. 

Katie stops writing and puts her pen down. She glances across at me, and I catch her 
Cheshire cat smile too. We head back to our apartment together in her Mercedes, refusing to discuss 
our final paper. Katie is more concerned about what she's going to wear to the bar this evening. I am 
busily fishing around in my purse for my keys. 

'Merry, there's a package for you, there flowers from him...' she said. 

Odd, I haven'tordered anythingfrom Amazon recently. 

Katie is standing on the steps up to the front door holding them. 

'No.' Katie'seyesare wide with disbelief.'-?' I nod and smile sheepishly. 

'You have, she said, he loved you more than anything, I start to believe it.' But then hergaze 
was warm, wet whit tears for she was in love with me more than he at that moment. I knew... she had 
trained long and hard to acquire it, I knewshe wasthe onethatwould always care about me. 'Thankyou 
again... I said to him in a mind message.' I recognizethequotewassomethingslandered, where wasthe 
love in it? 


I have not let myself dwell on RICHARD C. MAST - for the past week. Okay... so his blue eyes 
are still haunting my dreams, as she plays with me in them too, and I know it will take an eternity to 
expunge the fee I of his arms around me and his wonderful perfume from my brain. Why has he sent me 
this? 


'Can't think of anyone else, that would do this forme, like him though.' 'What does this card 
mean...?' 'I have no inkling; I think it's a warning - scrupulously he keeps threatening me off, with gifts. I 
have no idea why- bethinks I will keep coming back-just for the coming. 



It's not like I'm beating his doordown- and the wood hard- with only him.' I frown some... 'I 
know you don't want to talk about him, Merry, but he's seriously into you. Warnings or no.' 'I don't 
know, and I don't care. I can't accept these from him, yet not feeling as I did in the past some of the 
caring went away. 
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I love Katie, she's so loyal and supportive. I re pack the books and leave them on the dining 
table. Katie hands me a glass of champagne. 

'To the end of examsand our new life in Seattle,' she grins. 

'To the end of exams, our new life in Seattle, and excellent results.' We clink glasses and 

drink. 


The bar is loud and hectic, full of soon to be graduates out to get trashed. Jose joins us. He 
won'tgraduatefor anotheryear, but he's in the mood to party and gets us into the spirit of our 
newfound freedom by buying a pitcher of margaritas for us all. As I down my fifth, I know this is not a 
good idea on top of the champagne. 

'So, what now Merry?' She shouts at me overthe noise, Katie has the constitution of a she- 
ass. 'That is doubtful,' she calmly replied. 'I have never liked any wine.' She'd made that plain from the 
start, whodislikedthe taste ofwine, I thought sitting overhere lookingat herthinking that. Hertaste 
buds were deplorably working-class. She, in fact, enjoyed a glass ofwine, (I thought) now she is drinking 
only coffee or bottled water; ordercoffeeforher, of that... I giggle. 

'I think I'd betterhave a beer.' 

'I'll go get us a pitcher.' 

'More drink. Merry!' 

Katie bellows... 

'Classy- in France?' 


Sure! 



Her eyes for Katie, are glittery and wet for her. I move out of her way to hold and get up from 
our table. She is taking photos, yes, of her in her tight jeans, her usual stunning self, and high heels, hair 
piled high with tendrils hanging down softly around her face. I giggled over it like I have no idea what the 
time is, maybe I'll wake with her over to the tower and well go up and kiss at the top. Good thinking. 
Merry. I staggeroff through the crowd, she yells for me, and I whisper in her mind that I am over here. 

Of course, there'sa line, but at least it's movingfast to the top. I'm suppressinga drunken smile, hit me 
like an involuntary, looking out over with her in my arms and the kiss. 

Back at the hotel my head, pondingso-o... I go fora swim uncomfortably is a G-string bikini, 
with all the others, a lot of kids but even so, it was nice. Well, the object of the exercise was to get drunk, 
on it's the other way 'round. I have succeeded, in working it off. I stare blankly over and over in a fast 
way- at the poster on the back of the toilet door that extols the virtues of safe sex. 

Yah- NO! like that is going to happen. 

Holy crap'n piss bucket, did I just call RICHARD C. MAST in my mind? Shit. My phone rings for 
him it's all in my mind though, and it makes me jump when he says 'what do you want.' I squeak in 
surprise; by how the man he is being to me for what see to be noted on my own doing. 

This is what it's like - probably not an experience to be repeated. 

The line has moved, and it's now my turn. 

'Howdy,' I bleat timidly into the handset. I hadn't calculated on this. 

'I'm coming to getyou,' he says and hangs up... before I said I did want him too. The only 
RICHARD C. MAST-could sound so calm and so threateningat the same time. I pull myjeansupafter 
the postersaid not to do what I justdid. 

My heart is thumping. Coming to get me? Well, I am coming to get her- ha. Hang on, I'm fine. 
Oh no. I'm going to be sick... no... He's just messing with my head. 

I said- 'Holy freakingcrap nugget.' 
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He can't find me here, I would say so with GPS within my body as we all have now, Besides, it 
will take him 4 hours to get herefrom NY, and we'll be long gone by then. I wash my hands and check 
my face in the mirror. 

I love Katie, she's so loyal and supportive. I re pack the books and leave them on the dining 
table. Katie hands me a glass of champagne. 

'To the end of examsand our new life in NY,' she grins. 

'To the end of exams, our new life in NY, and excellent results.' We clink glasses and drink. 

The bar is loud and hectic, full of soon to be graduates outto get trashed. Jose joins us. He 
won'tgraduate for anotheryear, but he's in the- mood to party and gets us into the spirit of our 
newfound freedom by buying a pitcher of margaritas for us all. As I down my fifth, I know this is not a 
good idea on top of the champagne. 

'So, what now Merry?' She shouts at me overthe noise, Katie has the constitution of a she- 
ass. 'That is doubtful,' she calmly replied. 'I have never liked any wine.' She'd made that plain from the 
start, whodislikedthe taste ofwine, I thought sitting overhere lookingat herthinkingthat. Hertaste 
buds were deplorably working-class. She, in fact, enjoyed a glass ofwine, (I thought) now she is drinking 
only coffee or bottled water; ordercoffeeforher, of that... I giggle. 

'I think I'd betterhave a beer.' 

'I'll go get us a pitcher.' 

'More drink. Merry!' 

Katie bellows... 

'Classy- in France?' 

Sure! 

Her eyes for Katie, are glittery and wet for her. I move out of her way to hold and get up from 
our table. She is taking photos, yes, of her in her tight jeans, her usual stunning self, and high heels, hair 
piled high with tendrils hanging down softly around her face. I giggled over it like I have no idea whatthe 
time is, maybe I'll wake with her over to the tower and well go up and kiss at the top. Good thinking. 



Merry. I staggeroff through the crowd, she yells for me, and I whisper in her mind that I am over here. 
Of course, there's a line, but at least it's moving fast to the top. I'm suppressing a drunken smile, hit me 
like an involuntary, looking out over with her in my arms and the kiss. 

Back at the hotel my head, pondingso-o... I go fora swim comfortably this time, with all the 
others, a lot of kids but even so it was nice. Well, the object of the exercise was to get drunk, on it's the 
otherway 'round. I have succeeded, in working it off. I stare blankly overand over in a fast way-at the 
poster on the back of the toilet door that extols the virtues of safe sex. 

Yah- NO! like that is going to happen. 

Holy crap'n piss bucket, did I just call RICHARDC. MASTin my mind?Shit. My phone rings for 
him it's all in my mind though, and it makes me jump when he says 'what do you want.' I squeak in 
surprise; by how the man he is being to mefor whatsee to be noted on my own doing. 

This is what it's like - probably not an experience to be repeated. The line has moved, and it's 
now my turn. 

'Howdy,' I bleat timidly into the handset. I hadn't calculated on this. 


'I'm coming to getyou,' he says and hangs up... before I said I did want him too. The only 
RICHARD C. MAST-could sound so calm and so threatening at the same time. I pull myjeansupafter 
the postersaid not to do what I justdid. 

My heart is thumping. Coming to get me? Well, I am coming to get her- ha. 

Hang on. I'm fine. Oh no. I'm going to be sick... no... He's just messing with my head. 

I said- 'Holy freakingcrap nugget.' 

I for one looked flushed and slightly unfocused. He can'tfind me here, I would say so with 
GPS within my body as we all have now, 'You've been gone so long.' Katie reprimands me. Besides, it will 
take him 4 hours to get herefrom NY, and we'll be long gone by then. I wash my hands and check my 
face in the mirror. 'Where were you?' I wait at the bar for what feels like an eternity forthe pitcher of 
beerand eventually return to the table. 'The girl's room on a call, that I shouldn't have made.' Mind 
dealing-1 said... 'ah-were sitting out said at a bar cafe. 'All- out- in the - fresh air- and yeah.' 'Katie, I 



think I'd betterthink that you and I have a thing... 'Merry, you are such a softie with him - grow some 
lady nutsand say-freakyou.' 
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'I'll befive-to ten minutes...' 

...'Goingto flick-the-bean-?' 

'Yep!'said Katie in understanding, with a sarcastic thumbs up! 

At first, my trusty ally as always is my hairbrush like a girl wanting to look good at all times. 

By day I used it to brush my hair, and at the night, on the rug, face on the floor, ass in the air, skirt 
pushed up, I run my fingersjust down the long place where the insides of your thighs touch, all the way 
to your knees, and then I'd let go of your legs, and they'd fall slightly apart, and as my hands started to 
move upinside them, with my fingers splayed wide, they'd move fartherandfartherapart, and then I'd 
lift your knees and hookthem overthe arms of the armchair, and pass my fingertips all the way down 
overyour breasts and your stomach and just lightly, back and forth, moving closer and closer to where 
your thighs meet; f*ck yourself, you'll have so-o much fun! 

Nails ripping methodically at sheertaupe pantyhose ittookher easily twenty minutesto put 
on, I have to get nude- and I don't care. The little inconvenience that she must have been wet without 
knowing it as a woman. Slow, rhythmic, gentle, moving down my body, down and I was nothing but my 
body. Just the sweetness the incredible... I could feel her muscles moving softly, coming was more in my 
mind still; when I got ever-so closer-1 would become a single band of muscle, shaking without a thought 
of mind behind it, flickering and curving to every moment, current tugging at herself harder, moving]ust 
right- toward the flood in which was to come. 

And, by night I rode the handle of that grooming item like a limitless pounding hot sex man 
of my dreams, doubling its functionalities at a stroke.Two very separate lives this brush has just like 
myself. Multi-tasking is a big thing with me. 

Always with the disguise. Two very separate lives- indeed more than okay, beautiful and 
natural. Longer a concern was thoughts, into my field of vision now coming back, draining it- with an 
exhaustive gaze- of relief, which sought to extract from it a female creature. I run my hands down my 
belly it's all done. Forefinger touches the clitoris while the left forefinger goes deep inside, get what was 



left in out, fingers surrounded by those soft, collapsing cavesof flesh and girlie-goo THICK AMD CLEAR 
BUT SOMETIMES STRINGY, myfingeris too small. I put in two and spreads them... She moves herfingers 
to that rhythm again for time two, feelingthe two inside get creamy and the clitoris dipping in and out 
gets hard and pink. 

Then squirting into the many sprays all overthe floor or running's into the butt hole covered with a 
heart-shaped (S) 7*2.8 CM beginner butt plug in red gemstone and shiny Stain less steel-of the thickness 
of my girlie goo. The chair was at an odd angle as she got up to clean... and move on with her day. 
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I make my way through the crowd anothertime, thinking of how I wasgoing to get off like 
three more times, in 15. lam beginning to feel nauseous, my head is spinning uncomfortably, see in the 
little girl in the open stall nexttome gettherefasterthen I! and she's like freaking 10! and I'm a little 
unsteady with my trapping 3 figuring or have girl gotten even more slutty. More unsteady than usual, 
she got it down. God, I turn on-you? No- nope...? ...Didn't think so prev. 'I think I've just had a bit too 
much to drink, I feel like more pee then that is coming out of me.' I smile weakly at her and say- GOD 
FOR YOU HUNNY-goodforyou. 

'And you too,' she murmurs, and herdark eyes are watching me intently, saying why you 
doing this on yourown at yourage... is a younggirl thing to do.' Do you need a hand?' she asks and 
steps closer undies at herfeet, putting herarm around me some. I'vegotthis.' I try and push her away 
rather weakly, of age, yetthere nothing wrong with it. 'Merry, please,' she whispers, its Kate in my head 
saying don't do it, yet the young child is holding me in her arms, pulling me close, like a lover. These days' 
free love is love! No matterthe age... 
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'You know I like you. Merry, please.' He hasone hand at the small of my back holding me 
against him, the otherat my chin tipping back my head. Holy freak... he'sgoing to kiss me. Herhand has 
slipped into my hair, and she's holding me. 

She whispers against my lips. His breath is soft and smells too sweet-of candy and Kool-Aid. 
She gently kisses me along my jaw, and lips and movies up to the side of my mouth and then right on my 
parted lips. I feelfrightened, drunk, and out of control, yet I love havingfee love like this- it like I was her 
age all over. The feeling is sickly sweet. 



You are my friend, no and for life, I said to her, and I think, I'm going to throw up, so you 


should runoff. Avoice in the dark says quietly. Holy shit! 

In my mind- RICHARD C. MAST-he'satthisjuncture,seewhatl have done. 

I glance anxiously up at the RICHARD C. MAST. He's glowering at Katie, and he's furious, like 
mefordoinga young one as he said. Crap'n, and fly trap-My stomach hauls, and I double over, worse 
than when blood is shootingout of my hole. I'll hold you.' 

Shegrabs my hair and pulls it out of the firing line- my bodyno longerable to acceptthe 
alcohol, and I vomit outstandingly on to the ground at me and the little French girls' feet her name was- 
Willow. 


She has herarms around my middle body - holding my hair in a makeshift ponytail down my 
back so it's off my face, her hands the other is I try awkwardly to push her hair out of the way, but I 
vomit again... and again, even onto her half nude body. 

Even when my stomach's empty, and nothing is coming up, oh shit... 'If you're going to throw 
up again, I note, with deep thankfulness, that it's in relative darkness. I vow silently that I'll neverever 
drink again, yetthat like say I cannot have a day without sex. It'sgoingdown in me at some point. 

My hands are resting on the block wall... How long is this going to last? I questioned... she 
takes herT stands, and I wipe my mouth, on she said she did not care... love at first sight... I questioned 
it. This is just too appalling for words, Katie said... I have to go out now. So-o horrifying gasping heaves of 
wackiness- my body feels. Then it concludes... Katie is still hovering by the entrance to the girl's room 
watching us. 

Her (theyounggirls) hand are barely holding me up-vomiting profusely is exhausting, takes 
his hands off I say to him- I'm hectic with embarrassment repulsed with me. When I come around. My 
hands in on head I groan, as I place them there. Likethat was the solitary worst moment of my lifespan. 
Twins taking a crap is what I think of at this moment-why I don't know. Oh-yeah-1 do- there they are 
both doing just that- like- looking in at me over in there apparent 5,00 feet up or so all glass too. What 
should I say to him, for him to forgive this? 

RICHARD C. mast's rejection will not be somethinggood. I try to remembera worse one, 
that I have done, and I cannot. I glare at him, in my mind. For he is acting like my dad, not my lover. Oh, 



the humiliation... my mother was far worse. Marry who are you kidding, he's just seen you hurl all over 
the ground- nothing more said- Katie, she feels that what I did was nothing. Yet I still look pretty 
shamefaced to myself, and him- or so I think. 

'You know I like you. Merry, please.' He has one hand at the small of my back holding me 
against him, the otherat my chin tipping back my head. 

Holy freak... he's going to kiss me. Her hand has slipped into my hair, and she's holding me. 

She whispers against my lips. His breath is soft and smells too sweet-of candy and Kool-Aid. 
She gently kisses me along my jaw, and lips and movies up to the side of my mouth and then right on my 
parted lips. I feelfrightened, drunk, and out of control, yet I love havingfee love like this- it like I was her 
age all over. The feeling is sickly sweet. 

You are my friend, no and for life, I said to her, and I think, I'm going to throw up, so you 
should runoff. Avoice in the dark says quietly. Holy shit! 

In my mind- RICHARD C. MAST-he'satthisjuncture,seewhatl have done. 

I glance anxiously up at RICHARD C. MAST. He's glowering at Katie, and he's furious, like me 
for doing a young one as he said. Crap'n,fly trap-My stomach hauls, and I double over, worse than when 
blood is shootingout of my hole. I'll hold you.' 

Shegrabs my hair and pulls it out of the firing line- my bodyno longerable to acceptthe 
alcohol, and I vomit outstandingly onto the ground at me and the little French girls' feet her name was- 
Willow. 


She has herarms around my middle body - holding my hair in a makeshift ponytail down my 
back so it's off my face, her hands the other is I try awkwardly to push her hair out of the way, but I 
vomit again... and again, even onto her half nude body. 

Even when my stomach's empty, and nothing is coming up, oh shit... 'If you're going to throw 
up again, I note, with deepthankfulness, that it's in relative darkness. I vow silently that I'll neverever 
drink again, yetthat like say I cannot have a day without sex. It'sgoingdown in me at some point. 

My hands are resting on the block wall... How long is this going to last? I questioned... she 


takes herT stands, and I wipe my mouth, on she said she did not care... love at first sight... I questioned 



it. This is just too appalling for words, Katie said... I have to go out now. So-o horrifying gasping heaves of 
wackiness- my body feels. Then it concludes... Katie is still hovering by the entrance to the girl's room 
watching us. 

Her (theyounggirls) hand are barely holding me up-vomiting profusely is exhausting, takes 
his hands off I say to him- I'm hectic with embarrassment repulsed with me. When I come around. My 
handsin on head I groan, as I place themthere. Likethat was the solitary worst moment of my lifespan. 
Twins taking a crap is what I think of at this moment-why I don't know. Oh-yeah-1 do- there they are 
both doing just that- like- looking in at me over in there apparent 5,00 feet up or so all glass too. What 
should I say to him, for him to forgive this? 

RICHARD C. mast's rejection will not be somethinggood. I try to remembera worse one, 
that I have done, and I cannot. I glare at him, in my mind. For he is acting like my dad, not my lover. Oh, 
the humiliation... my mother was far worse. Marry who are you kidding, he's just seen you hurl all over 
the ground- nothing more said- Katie, she feels that what I did was nothing. Yet I still look pretty 
shamefaced to myself, and him- or so I think. 
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I have a few choice words for my so-called friend, none of which I can repeat in front of 
RICHARDC. MAST -There's no disguising your lack of ladylike behavior, and I can only come up with- 
and this is so, so many shades darker in terms of, I risk a glance at him, I see hem looking back at me 
mirrored back in my stare. 

He's staring down at me, his face composed, yet he can help but fall for me fast, giving 
nothing away about how he wasfeelingabout what I did we fall. 

Turning, I glance at Katie whom and, like me, scared by the true filling that he headstome 
fromthat day. I personally mutter, staring at the handkerchief which I am furiously worryingwith my 
fingers. It's so soft, and worm, as slid his fingers in her, he probably would expect herto share his bed 
tonight, but he was destined to be disappointed once again, in her saying: I don'tfeelthe need after, 
soloing-so many times today. Her hatred was so strong she had barely been able to force herself to let 
him kiss herand accept his touch with some temperateness. 

There was no way in hell like she'd let him do more than that to hertonight-forthe movies 
running in her had of him acting like an ass and or like her dad. 'I'm sorry, he said for what I have done 



to you. Just in my thoughts of...'Apologize... and say back off. Katie mutters, derogatory but we both 
ignore that, and he slinks off back into the of my mind for restand sleep. 


I'm on my own with doing me-and just Kate. 

'We've all been here, perchance not quite as dramatically as you,' he says dryly. 'It's about 
knowing your limits. Merry. I mean. I'm all for pushing limits, but really this is beyond the pale. My head 
rings with excess alcohol and frustration. Do you make a habit of this kind of behavior?' 

He was scolding me like an errant child, somethingyou would neverdoto me I said to Kate 
that had me held by the butt, arching my back as she is holding me in herarms, forpassion and cute 
kissing-then 69, her butt in my face, I move her lips around using sucking at mouth and teeth and 
tongue. 


Katie- Put her legs over your shoulders and grab onto her waist or open up her vagina, (the 
last one feels better) or have her butt hole in your we II- nose. 

Don't fart! 

And at first kiss outside hervagina and then slowly lick herinside and just pretend she'sthe 
most beautiful thing you've evertasted and if she wants to talk dirty to her but talks to herabout that 
beforehand so she won't be offended. 

Hope this helps. 

I love it. It's such a turn on. 

• You wantto kiss/nibble on herneckfirst. It's a good wayto start- turningheron. 

Suck on her nipples and play with them with your tongue. This too is another great turn on. 

• While you're doingthese, massage herPUSS-PUSSoverherpants- 

justto get herreadyfor it. 

• Work yourway down, slowly and sexually. 

• Open up her PUS*Yand go straight to the Cl*t. 

• Smack the PUS*Ywith your tongue really fast, and suck and tug on 



it (nottoo hard though.) 


• As you're sucking her PUS*Y, slide your fingers in and out of her-vagina opening. 

• Once you have 2 fingers in there, and they're facing up, curvethem¬ 
like a hook and withoutgoing in and out, stroke herG-spot. 

Ifthis is yourfirst time, beware ofthe smell and taste, as it makes most guys gag at first. 

Part of me wants to say, if I wantto get drunk every night like this, then it's my decision and 
nothing to do with him - but I'm not brave enough. Not now that I've thrown up in front of him. Why is 
he still standing there? 

'No,' I said contritely. 'I've neverbeen drunkbefore and rightnow I have nodesire to everbe 
again.' Yet, I knowthat'sa lie... 'Come on. I'll take you home,'she murmurs-dothis to me. 

I just don't understand why he's here. I begin to fee I faint. She notices my dizziness and grabs 
me before I fall and hoists me into his arms, holding me close to her chest like a child. For sucking and 
nabbing on her nipples. 'I need you, Katie.' Holy Moses, I say at C-*-M! I'm in her arms again. Where I do 
the same to her butt in the air, I go for it for like a half-hour. 
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'Dancing,' with Katie in the club she shouts, and I can tell he's mad at me acting slutty. He's is 
eyeingme-himthe RICHARDC. MASTsuspiciously. 

I struggle with my black jacket and place my small shoulder bag over my head, so it sits at my 
hip. I'm ready to go, once I've seen Katie; to party my ass off... yet he is saying NO... No in my mind. And 
I just having fun. It's earsplitting, packed, and the music is underway, thus there is a huge mass on the 
dance floor. She sets me down, and, taking my hand, leads me back into the bar. 

She knew that I went out for some air- of him... embarrassed weak I feel dumb, and still 
drunk, somewhatexhausted, ashamed, and on some strange equal unquestionably off the scale 
electrified, by the cocktail of things I took down. 



He'sclutching myhand I seethemall wavy to my sight. Lookingat themall swirly. -Such a 
confusingarray of emotions play tricks in my mind like haunted schoolgirl ghosts. I'll need at leasta 
week to process them all, I knew even in this state of mind of senseless. 

Katie is not at our table, and Katie has disappeared. Levi looks lost and forlorn on his own. 
'Where's Katie? She was off with some young girl doing what I did the night before.' I see that she had 
to feel as I did... she was always like that with me... we have to be the same in all- or not...I 'My head is 
beginningto pound in time to thethumpingbass line ofthe music.' 

'Dancing,' with Katie in the club she shouts, and I can tell he's mad at me acting slutty. He's is 
eyeing me-himthe RICHARD C. MASTsuspiciously. 

I struggle with my black jacket and place my small shoulder bag over my head, so it sits at my 
hip. I'm ready to go, once I've seen Katie; to party my ass off... yet he is saying NO... No in my mind. And 
I just having fun. It's earsplitting, packed, and the music is underway, thus there is a huge mass on the 
dance floor. She sets me down, and, taking my hand, leads me back into the bar. 

She knew that I went out for some air- of him... embarrassed weak I feel dumb, and still 
drunk, somewhatexhausted, ashamed, and on some strange equal unquestionably offthe scale 
electrified, by the cocktail of things I took down. 

He'sclutching myhand I seethemall wavy to my sight. Lookingat themall swirly. -Such a 
confusingarray of emotions, play tricks in my mind like haunted schoolgirl ghosts. I'll need at least a 
week to process them all, I knew even in this state of mind of senseless. 

Katie is not at our table, and Katie has disappeared. She looks lost and forlorn on his own. 
'Where's Katie? She was off with some young girl doing what I did the night before.' I see that she had 
to feel as I did... she was always like that with me... we have to be the same in all- or not...I 'My head is 
beginningto pound in time to thethumpingbass line ofthe music.' 

He rolls his eyes at me and takes my hand again and leads me to the bar. He's served 
immediately. 

'She's on the dancefloor,' I touch RICHARD C. M AST's arm and lean up and shout in his ear, 
brushing his hair with my nose, smelling his clean, fresh smell. All those forbidden, unfamiliar fee lings 
that I have tried to deny surface and run amokthrough my drained body. I myself flush, and somewhere 



deep, deep down my muscles clench deliciously. He is such a - Control-Freak-1 said to her-saying: your 
just having fun. He's watching me intently, mirrored in my- lost young girl like the look of my eyes. 

'Drink- Drink- drink' I heard hersay, to this younggirl in the bar and she was about 14,' he 
shouts his orderat me. He looks irritated and livid, with me like I am his sex- dollie, and nothing 
more...He's so overbearing, I thought. Give me love-1 thought-oris sex nowjustthe love? 

What is his delinquent?The movinglights are meanderingandturning in time to the music 
casting strange colored light and obscurities all overthe bar and the business. 

He's alternately white, green, blue, and bloodshot red. 

There a dead girl in an ash box sitting on the ground, on the walkway to my home, she was 
just burnt a day go, and dumped, here, and this is where she is resting- no one cares about her like 
death and dumping ash that nothing-or that she was only 5 years of age...I take a hesitant swallow; I 
think aboutthe life she neverhad-on like all the others thoughtsgoingthrough mymind I care. 

'All of it,' he shouts. 

I sway slightly, and he puts his hand on my shoulderto steady me. Urn- Merry... are you ever 
going to live this down, and say she slipped away? She was my sister girl- and mom and they just dump 
heroff... to be kicked by passingfeet-yah butthat is whattheydo these days-girl. 

Cemeteries are wasted spaces of land, why do that when you need to construct things in that 
space. There is nothing left to remember her by- nothing by the memories in my mind of whom she was. 

It makes me feelqueasy,asl look in the box 3x 6-inch booksand see nothingbut blackened 
asks... blowingsome in the wand of the high walkways... in the glowing tingling light of thesmoggy 
covered skyline. I notice this thought of what she was wearing the last time that I saw her, a blur 
though-wearing; a loose white linen shirt, snug jeans, playing in the park on the roof of the high-rise, 
pink converse sneakers, and a pinkand white jacket, I would know I see a flick in some of the ash hitting 
my face as dust in the wind. 

He rolls his eyes at me and takes my hand again and leads me to the bar. He's served 


immediately. 



'She's on the dancefloor,' I touch RICHARD C. M AST's arm and lean up and shout in his ear, 
brushing his hair with my nose, smelling his clean, fresh smell. All those forbidden, unfamiliar fee lings 
that I have tried to deny surface and run amokthrough my drained body. I myself flush, and somewhere 
deep, deep down my muscles clench deliciously. He is such a - Control-Freak-1 said to her-saying: your 
just having fun. He's watching me intently, mirrored in my- lost young girl like the look of my eyes. 

'Drink- Drink- drink' I heard hersay, to this younggirl in the bar and she was about 14,' he 
shouts his orderat me. He looks irritated and livid, with me like I am his sex- dollie, and nothing 
more...He's so overbearing, I thought. Give me love-1 thought-oris sex nowjustthe love?What is his 
delinquentPThe moving lights are meanderingand turning in time to the music casting strange colored 
light and obscurities all overthe bar and the business. 

He's alternately white, green, blue, and bloodshot red. 

There a dead girl in an ash box sitting on the ground, on the walkway to my home, she was 
just burnt a day go, and dumped, here, and this is where she is resting- no one cares about her like 
death and dumping ash that nothing-or that she was only 5 years of age... I take a hesitant swallow; I 
think about the life she never had-on like all the otherthoughts going through my mind I care. 

'All of it,' shouts in my head- like the way she passed- by some killing her for the dollar in her 
underwire where she keeps and for the young rape. 

I sway slightly, and he puts his hand on my shoulderto steady me. 

Dm- Merry...are you evergoing to live this down, and say she slipped away? She was my 
sister girl- and mom and they just dump her off... to be kicked by passing feet-yah but that is what they 
do these days-girl. 

Cemeteries are wasted spaces of land, why do that when you need to construct things in that 
space. There is nothing left to remember her by- nothing by the memories in my mind of whom she was. 

It makes me fee I queasy, as I look in the box 3x 6-inch books and see nothing but blackened 
asks... blowingsome in the wand of the high walkways... in the glowing tingling light of thesmoggy 
covered skyline. I notice this thought of what she was wearing the last time that I saw her, a blur 
though- wearing; a loose white linen shirt, snug jeans, playing in the park on the roof of the high-rise. 



pink converse sneakers, and a pinkand white jacket, I would know I see a flick in some of the ash hitting 
my face as dust in the wind. 

Nowin bed sleeping pills at my side, taking the glass from me, she places them for me-so 
sweet. Her shirt is unbuttoned at the top, and I see a sprinkling skin coming at me-and I somewhat out... 
then justto see herass in my face... when I come to it, in my groggy frame of mind, she looks yummy. 
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He takes my hand once more. Holy cow - he's leading me onto the dance floor. Shit. I do not 
dance. He can sense my reluctance, and underthe colored lights, I can see his amused, slightly sardonic 
smile. He gives my hand a sharp tug, and I'm in his arms again, and he starts to move, taking me with 
him. 


Boy, he can dance, and I can't believe that I'mfollowing him stepforstep. Maybe it's 
because I'm drunk that I can keep up. He's holding me tight against him, his body against mine... if he 
wasn't clutching me so tightly, I'm sure I would swoon at his feet. In the back of my mind, my mother's 
often recited warning comesto me: Nevertrusta man whocan dance. 

I looked into him/ his daily thoughts and what he did, justto see that he was with a 15-year- 
old-, not me-saying- 'Such a tight pussy-so tight and young-and small and the sucking oh so tight it's 
letting are out the sides. - he said as I see that he was with a new girl named- Nataliee. 

I just was modified...Really likes she likes someone, I gasp. Katie is making her moves go in 
her mind for me of her hook up, she had with her new friend. She's dancing herass off, and she only 
ever does that if she likes someone. It means there'll be three of us for breakfast tomorrow morning. 
Katie! Outside and inside my head pounding away, loud. I cannot hear what he says, I tuned it out... it 
was my wishes. I can'ttell the color underthe pulsatingto all the heatofthe flashing lights going off, is 
the day starting a new. 

I Katie- curly blonde hair, and light, wickedly gleaming eyes. 

Me-She pulls me into her arms, where she is more than happy to be... Katie! 


But I never-evergotto talk to her, the girl she had last night-1 had to meet her. A new day is 
all the same- until the night-RI CHARD C. MAST propels us off the dancefloor in double-quick time. Is she 



okay? She said- she's not you-though. I need to do the safe sex lecture, for the school, the teacher I 
know is a lezbo, butyeah...she loves me. 

I can see where things are heading for he rand him. In the back of my mind, I hope she reads 
one of the posters on the back of the toilet doors. My thoughts crash through my brain, fighting the 
drunk, fuzzy fee ling. It's so warm in here, so loud, so colorful - too bright. My head begins to swim with 
so many thoughts of him and her, and her and then him - and what she did- he did- and what I did with 
all, oh no...The last thing I hear beforehand, I pass out in RICHARD C. MAST'S arms is his harsh 
description. It's very quiet, I am comfortable and warm, the light is muted, in this bed. 'Freak!' I open my 
eyes, Hmm... I'mtranquil fora moment. 

'This looks bigger, then I remember,' I said to him- by this time I have a lust for him so-that I 
need him-oh so much. Oh so...! It's oddly familiar to meyetall-newthe love only he can give- odd like 
only she can too as a girl- and he a boy. I have no idea where I am, halfway in the night-1 come to it and 
see I am in his bed nude, and he going down on me, lovingly hard! I am enjoyingthe strange unfamiliar 
surroundings, of him justwork-work-workingit! Where?...? ... Where am I? My confused brain 
struggles over its recent painterly memories. 

Holy crap-1 said- like that is carp the is holy- said Katie in my mind... ha funny. I'm a hotel he 
owns in Atlantic City. ...In a suite-1 see him coming to me, ready for loving making. As I did the last time, 
we were together, he loves it when I spray all over his face, as he loves doing to me as well! I have stood 
in a room similar to this with Katie. Oh shit. I'm in RICHARD C. MAST'S suite. This room is worth more 
the then-White House-and some of those places that why don't care about- How did I get here? 
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I questioned... memories of the previous night come slowly back to haunt me, like my sister 
young life coming to end fast over someone, that did not love herjustfor hot young sex. She never had 
a boy toy. Nothing dead at 5! Holy shit. No socks...No jeans... I see this photo other playing-where she 
was just being a kid-1 see the first time she cum-med, on her little bed, it was the same night-she found 
out she was going to have to not see me any longer- so Katie showed herto be happy-1 glance at the 
bedside night table-and see her face on the screen that movies the photos. I don't re member coming 
here. I'm wearing my t-shirt, bra, and panties. I FEEL Broken-The drinking, oh no the drinking, the 
handset call, oh no the phone call, the vomiting, oh no the vomiting. Katie and then RICHARD C. MAST. 
Oh no. I cringe inwardly. 



The orange juice tastes heavenly, It's I sit up and take the tablets. On it is a glass of orange 
juice and two tablets. Advil. He is such a Control freak that he is, he thinks of the whole thing. Essentially, 
I don'tfeelthat bad, probably much healthierthan I personally merit too. Dehydration quenchingand 
invigorating. Nothing beats freshly squeezed orange juice for refreshing a parched mouth. 

How are you feeling?' 'Improved betterthan I earned,' I gabble. 

'Howdid I get here?' My voice is small, contrite. 

Don't worry about it he said- fast-ly. 

Followed by: 'Good morning Merry. I peek up at him, I for one, like-feel similar to a two- 
year-old, if I close my eyes when I'm not really here. There's a knock on the door, for it to open. 
RICHARDC. MAST'S sweat; the notion doesodd things to me. My heart leaps into my mouth, and I can't 
seemtofind my voice,to say come in. He opensthe dooranyway and strolls in, beingall sweet. Holy 
hell, he's been working out, in tight shorts that show off his backside. 

He comes and sits down on the edge of the bed, way, off, like his hair, blowing in the wind as 
the doors were open to the cityscape. Sweat, hard I take a deep breath and close my eyes, I can't bear 
to look at the cheat any longer. He's staring at me, blue bright eyes, and as usual, I have no idea what 
he'sthinking, even if it is runhard in mymind of all thefacts. He's close-enoughforme to touch,for me 
to smell, of him to be overpowering-and I want him-oh no-YES, do I want him! 

The bath towel, in his hand, was thrown over my eyes and tied around my head. He hides his 
thoughts and feelings so well. Grasps is let out of me for he has me around his lower waist, going in for it 
like a dog in heat. Like I am his sex toy that is a rag doll pounding, I wriggle hard and slam down hard. He 
even takes me from behind over the chair without me giving the okay-1 was all his- and then in bed, 
then in the shower! And I look down and see that I am shaved pinned agents the glass! Oh my... 'Did you 
put me to bed clean I don't rememberall this?'you got me this night top? 

His face is blank. 

'Yes!' 


Urn- it was an intoxicating cocktail- 'Afteryou passed out, that he gave me last night my little 
girl down underis still red- and I can walk- so much betterthan a margarita, I was out in la-la- land-and I 



do rememberthe hardcore FREAKING! and now I can speakfrom experience, this mangoes in hard and 
deep. 


'Did I throw up again?' My voice is quieter. Don't worry aboutgetting knocked up I have 
taken care of that too... with this. An implant was placed by a doterlast night when you were passed 
out-don'tthank me! 

Don'tsay anything-don'teventhinkaboutit- it foryourowngood. 

Um- is all I got out before his index finger hashed me - up to my lips. 

'Did you undress me?' I whispered... 

'Funnyyou cute-that'sthe least of yourworriesi' Fie said. 

Um...? 

I thought...! 

Maybe I thinktoo much...? 

Maybe he's right...? 

Or is this wrong...? 


Nevaeh 
Book: 56 


'If I Say I Wanna Stay' 
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(The Black Family- and its Tree) 

Carrie rolled hereyesat Karrah and turned to me, the one that is nextto me some nights. 
'Pretty please,' she said as she rocked a- by baby- rock a-by, to sleep in her lap. 

'I never get to hear you play anymore, "come on,' Karrah said. 'You're among family.' 'Why 
not. Earn?' Ana said. 'Are you such a classical-music snob?"lt's not that,' I said, suddenly feeling 
panicked. 'It's just that the two styles don't fit together."Says who?' Mom asked, her eyebrows raised 
up at what she said. 'Yeah, who knew you were such musical emanations?' Karrah joked. Beth took my 
hand and caressed the inside of my wrist with her fingers. 'Do it for me. I really want to play with you. 
Justonce.' 'Absolutely,'Ana said sweetly. 

I was aboutto shake my head and ass, to endorse that my French horn had no place among 
the jamming guitars, no place in the metal-rock world, yet I was going to do this, I had the look yet not 
the style on the inside, coming out. 

Though- like I think it was because she was hopped upon marshmallows, not because she 
had any desire to hear me play-and Ana and Carrie and Karrah all peering at me like this really mattered, 
and Beth, looking as awed and proud as he always did when he listened to me play. Nevertheless, then I 
looked out at Mom, who was smirking at me as if issuing a challenge, and Dad, who was tappingon his 
pipe, pretending to be nonchalant so as not to apply any pressure, and Naddalin, who was jumping up 
and down. And I was a little scared of falling on my face, of not blending, of making bad music. 
Nevertheless, the whole world was looking at me so intently, wanting me to join in so much, and I 
realized that sounding bad wasn't the worst thing in the world that could happen. 

So, I played my guitar 'till my fingers bleed, I was going to make it. And even though you 
would n't think it, the French horn didn't sound half bad with all those guitars, something new I thought. 
In fact, it sounded pretty-amazingly good- if I do say so myself-and I do that a lot. 

7:14 A.M. 

It's sunrise, and inside the clinic, there's a different kind of beginning, going down, a rustling 
of covers, a clearing of the eye's girls rubbing them and those too - if you get that- if. 



In some ways, the clinic that I am in never goes to sleep, with a mind like ours that are never- 


ever really at rest. 

Nevertheless, even though it's still dark outside, the lights stay on and the nurses stay awake, 
you can tell that things are waking up. Frowning as they scribble notes in my chart as though I've let 
them down, the doctors are back, yankingon my eyelids, shining theirlights at me. 

She reads my chart and listens to updatesfrom the nurses on my uncomfortable night, which 
see ms to make her even more tired, having to deal with me and, the fact I am wasting her time. I do not 
care anymore, I am tired of this all, and it will be over soon, and I can go back thereto my school and old 
life that got me here in the first place. 




The social worker is back on duty again, too, looking at me in my room legs spread, cum-m- 
ing hard, yet here that is all you have to do, from 8 to 7 P.M,yetthat the up nightgown shot- it not my 
felt if they want to look- right. Then she noticed the bloodstain on my blanket, from the period that I 
had 2 night back that I never changed the sheets, they will say that is low self-esteem- urn sure it is- sure, 
more like I don'tgive twocraps, and tasked with hustling me off to get me a newone, is not worth it 
they say, if I don't care either, so they think. Like girls my age anymore don'twearunderwire,they say I 
have to but I don't have to do anything anyone says I have too... like I open up your mouth and spit in it, 
howabout that?! (YOU LOVE'sme CUZI'SCUTEI) 

It looks like the night's sleep had little impact on her. After Ana left, there haven't been any 
more visitors. I guess Carrie has run out of people to lobby me with. Her eyes are still heavy, her hair a 
kinky mess. The nurse with blue-blackskin is also back. She greeted me by telling me how glad she was 
to see me this morning, how she'd beenthinkingaboutme last night, hopingl'd be here. 

I wonderif this deciding business is somethingthatall the nurses are aware of. Nurse 
Raymirezsure knew about it. And I think the nurse with me now knows it, too, judging by how 
congratulatoryshe's acting that I made it through the night. I'mwaitingfor Beth to come back.Though 
it seems like he has been gone for an eternity, it's probably only been an hour. And he asked me to wait, 
so I will. That's the least I can do for her. And Carrie seems like she knows it, too, with the way she's 
been marchingeveryone through here. I like these nursesso much. I hope they will nottake my decision 
personally. 



My eyes are closed so I hear him before I see him. I hear the raspy, quick rushes of his lungs. 
He is panting like he just ran a marathon. I am so tired now that I can barely blink my eyes, rub them and 
then that too just like the girl in the bed next to me - her name-yeah, I know it, yeah, I forgot. It's all just 
a matter of time, and part of me wonders why I'm delaying the inevitable. But I know why. 

Then I smell the sweaton her, a clean musky scentthat I'd bottle and wear as perfume if I 
could. I open my eyes. Beth has closed his. But the lids are puffy and pink, so I know what he's been 
doing. Is that why he went away? To cry without my seeing? 

She doesn't so much sit in the chair as fall into it, like clothes heaped onto the floor at the 
end of a long day. He covers his face with his hands and takes deep breaths to steady herself. After a 
minute, he drops his hands into his lap. 'Just listen to the little lady, saying twelve-year-old,'she says 
with a voice that sounds like shrapnel. 
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(Going back) 

I open my eyes wide now. I sit up as much as I can. And I listen. 'Stay- a good girl like I am a 
puppy.'With that one word, Beth'svoice catches, but he swallows the emotion and pushesforward. 
'There's no word for what happened to you. There like urn- the no good side of it, but there is something 
to live for. And I'm not talking about me. But I can't wrap my mind around the notion of you not getting 
old, having kids, going to Juilliard, gettingto play that French horn in front of a huge audience, so that 
they can getthe chills the way I doeverytime I seeyou pick upyour bow, every time I seeyou smile at 
me. 


I mean, I know that your life is f*cked up no matter what now, forever. And I'm not dumb 
enough to think that I can undothat, that anyone can. 

I hear him take gulp-fuels of air to steady herself. And then she continues: 'All I can think 
about is howf*cked up it would be for your life to end here, now. 

And I think: I love you. 


It's just, I don't know-1 don't NO. 



Maybe I'm talking shit. I know I'm in shock. I know I haven't digested what happened to your 
parents, to Naddalin...' When he says Naddalin, his voice cracks and an avalanche of tears tumble down 
herface. 


'If you stay. I'll do whatever you want, even that- even that-all and hole-ly. I'll quit the band, 
go with you to New York, that what I said I would do. That is-is... and hervoice goes soft and ends. 

But if you need me to go away. I'll dothat, too. 

I was talking to Maylie and she said maybe coming back to your old life would just be too 
painful, that maybe it'd be easierfor you to erase us. And that would suck, but I'd do it. I can lose you 
like that if I don't lose you today. I'll let you go. If you stay.' 

Then it is Beth who let'sgo. Her sobs burst like fists thrashingagainst tenderflesh. 

I close my eyes. I cover my ears. I cannot watch this. I cannot hear this. 

But then, it is no longer Beth that I hear. It's that sound, the low moan that in an instant 
takesflight and turns into somethingsweet. 

It'sthe French horn. 

Beth has placed headphones over my lifeless ears and is laying an iPod down on my chest. 

She's apologizing, saying that he knows this isn't my favorite but it was the best he could do. 
She turns up the volume so-o I can hear the music floating across the morning air. Then she takes my 
hand. 


The low piano plays as if in a warning. In comes, the French horn, like a heart bleeding. 

And it is like something inside of me implodes. 

I am sitting around the breakfast table with myfamily, drinking hot coffee, laughing at 
Naddalin's chocolate-chip mustache. 

The snow is blowing outside. 

I am visiting a cemetery; Three graves under a tree on a hill overlooking the crystal-clear river. 


I am lying with Beth, my head on herchest,on a sandy bank nexttothe river. 



I am hearing people saythe word orphan and be still that they are talking about me. 


I am walking through New York City with Ana, the skyscrapers so big, casting shadows on our 
faces, as he swings holding hands, making the heartthing too. 

I am holding Naddalin on my lap, tickling him as she giggles so hard, she keels over, overthe 
fact she is shy and I was kissing herall cute-ie woo-z-ie, holding hand sweetly. 

My mom is going through my little girl is dead stage... over me coming out. 

I am sitting with my French horn;the one Mom and Dad gave me after myfirst presentation. 
My fingers caress the woodand the pegs, which time and touch have worn smooth. 

My bow is poised overthe strings now. I am looking at my hand, waiting to start playing. 

I am looking at my hand, being held by Beth's hand... 

Like- it's like the piano and French horn are being poured into my body, the same way that 
the IV and Ritalin transfusions are, and what they really do to me, they say it mellows me out, yet inside 
I am going nuts. Until I cannot be like this one second longer. 

And the memories of my life as it was, and the flashes of it as it might be, are coming so-o 
fast and furious. I feel- like-1 can no longer keep up with them, nevertheless, they keep coming and 
everything, everyone and all things are colliding until I cannot take it anymore. 

There is a blinding flash, a pain that rips through, thatfeel like is rushingthrough my nervous 
system, and I start sweating hard, dreaming weird, or cannot sleep, the boom - boom in my chest is 
wrong like me everything is and I do is wrong, me for one shooting instant, a silent scream from my 
broken body. Forthe firsttime, I can sense howfully agonizing staying will be. I have a hard time 
breathingtoo... 

But then again, I feel Beth's hand. Notsince it, butfeel it. I'm not sitting huddled in the chair 
anymore. I'm lying on my back in the hospital bed, once again with my body, shaking hard, I just tremble 
all the time, and it's all too much. 

Nevertheless, I'm also feeling all that I have in my life, which includes what I have lost, as well 
as the great indefinite of what life might still bring me. Grasping mine, the feelings pile up, intimidating 
to crack my chest wide open. The only way to continue them is to concentrate on Beth's hand. 



Beth is crying and somewhere inside of me, I am crying, too, because I'm feeling things at last. 
I'mfeeling not justthe physical pain, but all that I have lost, and it is profound and catastrophic and will 
leave a crater in me that nothing will everfill. 

I picture my hand stroking Naddalin's hair, grasping a bow poised above my French horn, 
interlaced with Beth's. 

I aim every remainingounce of energy into my right hand. In addition, unexpectedly, ljust 
need to hold his hand more than I have never-ever needed anything in this world. Not just be held by it, 
but hold it back. I'm weak, and this is so hard. It is the hardest thing I will ever have to do. 

And then I squeeze, feelingthe drugcome out of me- like girl-cum out of me. 

I summon all the love I have everfelt, I summon all the strength that Nana and Gramps Black 
and Ana and the nurses and Carrie have given me. 

I summon all the breath that Mom, Dad, and Naddalin would fill me with if they could. I 
summon all my own strength, focus it like a laser beam into the fingers and palm of my right hand. 

If it registered, I slump back, spent, unsure of whetherl just did what I did, of what it means; 
If it matters. 

It'sthe first time today I can truly hearher. Nevertheless, then I feel Beth's grip tighten so 
that the grasp of his hand feels like it is holding my entire body. And then I hear the sharp intake of his 
breath followed by the sound of hervoice. 

'Earn?' she asks. But now I wonder, like- like- like, and now, I hope. 'Like it could lift me up 
right out of this bed.' CUZ- Because, um-when I go, I want to 'member Ana. And I want to remember 
her like this: telling a funny story, fighting with her crazy mom, being cheered on by punkers, rising to 
the occasion, finding little pockets of strength in herself thatshe had no idea she owned. 

Beth is a different story. 

Remembering Beth would be like behind her all over again, and I'm not sure if I can bear that 
on top of everything else. 

Ana's up to the part of Action Distraction when Brooke Bogeland a dozen assorted punks 


descended upon the clinic. 



She tells me that before they got to the ICU, she was so scared of getting into trouble, but 
how when she burst inside the ward, she had felt ecstatic. 

When the guard had grabbed her, she had not been scared at all. 'I kept thin king, what's the 
worstthat could happen? I go to jail; I do not let have their way with me. 

She stopsfor a minute. Mom has a conniption, I getgrounded fora year.' 'But afterwhat's 
happened today, that would be nothing. Even going to jail would be easily compared to losing you.' 

I am afterall high risk... whateverthat means...! 

I have a feelingthat once you live through something like this, you developed a little bit 

invincible. 


I know that Ana's telling me this to try to keep me alive. She does not re member that in a 
weird way, her remark frees me, just like G ramps's authorization did. 
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I know it will be awfulfor Ana when I die, but I also think about what she said, about not 
beingscared, about the jail beingeasy comparedto losing me. Andthat's howl knowthat Ana will be 
okay. Losing me will hurt; it will be the kind of pain that won't feel real at first, and when it does, it will 
take her breath away. And the rest other senior year will probably suck, what with her getting all that 
cloying your-best-friend's-dead sympathy that will drive her so crazy, and also because really, we are 
each other's only close friend at school. 

But she'lldeal. She'llmove on.She'll leave Oregon. She'll go to Middle School. She'll make 
new friends. She'll fall in love. She'll become a photographer, the kind who never has to go on a 
helicopter. And I bet she'll be a stronger person because of what she's lost today. 

I knowthat makes me a bit of a hypocrite. If that's the case, shouldn't I stay? Soldier through 
it? Maybe if I'd had some practice, maybe if I'd had more devastation in my life, I would be more 
prepared to go on. It's not that my life has been perfect. I've had disappointments and I've been lonely 
and frustrated and angry and all the crappy stuff everyone feels. Butin terms of heartbreak, I've been 
spared. I've nevertoughened up enough to handle what I'd have to handle if I were to stay. 



Ana is now telling me about being rescued from certain incarceration by Carrie. As she 
describes how Carrie took charge of the whole hospital, there is such admiration in her voice. I picture 
Ana and Carrie becoming friends, even though there are twenty years between them. It makes me 
happy to imagine them drinking tea or going to the movies together, still connected to each other by the 
invisible chain of a family that no longerexists. 

Now Ana is listing all the people who are at the hospital or who have been, during the course 
of the day, ticking them off with her fingers: 'Your grandparents and aunts, uncles, and cousins. Beth 
and Brooke Bogeland the various rabble-rousers who came with her. Beth's band mates Dianna and Jodi 
and Maylie and her girlfriend, Sarah, all of whom have been downstairs in the waiting room since they 
got heaved out of the ICU. Professor Kristiee, who drove down and stayed half the night before driving 
back so she could sleep a few hours and shower and make some morning appointments she had. 

Karrah and the baby, whoare on their way overright now because the baby woke upatfive 
in the morningand Karrah called us and said that he could not stay at home any longer. And me and 
Mom,'Ana concludes. 'Shoot. I lost count of how many people that was. But it was a lot. And more have 
called and asked to come, but your aunt Diane told them to wait. 

She says that we're making enough nuisance of ourselves. And I think by 'us,' she means me 
and Beth.'Ana stops and smiles for a split second. Then she makes this funny noise, a cross between a 
cough and a throat clearing. I've heard her make this sound before; it's whatshe does when she's 
summoning hercourage, getting ready to jump off the rocks and into the bracing river water. 

'I do have a point to all this,' she continues. 'There are like twenty people in that waiting 
room right now. Some of them are related to you. Some of them are not. But we're all yourfamily.' 

She stops now; leans over me so that the wisps of her hair tickle my face. She kisses me on 
the forehead. 'You still have a family,' she whispers. 

Last summer, we hosted an accidental Labor Day party at our house. It had been a busy 
season. Camp for me.Then we'd gone to Gram's family's Massachusetts retreat. I felt like I had barely 
seen Beth and Ana all summer. 

My parents were lamentingthatthey hadn'tseen Carrie and Karrah and the baby in months. 
'Karrah says she's startingto walk,' Dad noted that morning. We were all sitting in the living room in 



frontof the fan, trying not to melt. Oregon was having a record heatwave. It was ten in the morning and 
pushing ninety-five degrees. 

Mom looked up at the calendar. 'She'sten months old already. Where has, the time gone?' 
Then she looked at Naddalin and me. 'How is it humanly possible that I have a daughter who's starting 
hersenior yearin high school? How in the hell can my baby boy be starting second grade?' 

'I'm not a baby,' Naddalin shot back, clearly insulted. 

'Sorry, kid, unless we have another one, you'll always be my baby.' 

'Anotherone?' Dad asked with a simulated alarm. 

'Relax. I'm kidding for the most part,' Mom said. 'Let's see how I feel when Earn leaves for 
Middle School.' 

'I'm going to be eight in December. 

'Then I'ma Ladyand you'll have to call me 

'that not a baby'.' 

'Is that so?' I laughed, sprayingorange juice through my nose. 

'That's whatCasey Corson told me,' Naddalin said, his mouth set into a strongminded line. 

My parents and I groaned, at me. Casey Corson was Naddalin's best friend, and we all liked 
him a lot and thought his parents seemed like such nice people, so we didn't get how they could give 
their child such a ridiculous name. 

'Well, if Casey Corson says so,' I said, giggling, and soon Mom and Dad were laughing, too. 

'What's so-oamusing?' Naddalin demanded. 

'Nothing, Little girl,' Dad said. 'It's justthe heat.' 

'Can we still do sprinklerstoday?' Naddalin asked. Dad had promised herhe could run 
through the sprinklers that evening even though the administrator had asked everyone in the state to 
conserve waterthis summer. That request had peeved Dad, who claimed that we Oregonians suffer 
eight months of rain a yearand should be exemptfrom everworryingabout waterpreservation. 



Naddalin seemed placated. 'If the baby can walk, (meaning me) then she can walk through 


the hoses. Can she come into the sprinklers with me?"Damn straight you can,' Dad said. 'Flood the 
place if you want.' 

'We could have a barbecue,' Dad said. 'It is Labor Day and grilling in this heat would certainly 
qualify as labor.' Mom looked at Dad. 'That's not a bad idea,'she said. 'I think Carrie's off today.' 

'Plus, we'vegota freezerf ull of steaks from when your fat her decided to order that side of 
beef,' Mom said. 'Why not?' 

'Can Beth come?' I asked. 

'We haven'tseen much of youryoungman lately.' 'Of course,' Mom said. 

Gram'shad only recently planted the seed of Juilliard in my head, but it hadn'ttaken root. I 
hadn't decided to apply yet. Things with Beth had not gotten bizarre up till now. 'I know,' I said. 'Things 
are starting to happenforthe band,' I said. At the time, I was excited about it; genuinely and completely. 

'If the rock star can handle a humble eat outside with quadrangles like us,' Dad joked. 

'If he can handle a square like me, he can handle tetragons like you,' I joked back. 'I think I'll 
invite Ana, too.' 

'The more the cheerier,' Mom said. 'We'll make it a puncture like in the olden days.' 

'When dinosaurs roamed the earth?' Naddalin asked. 

'Accurately,' Dad said. 'When dinosaurs traveledthe earth and yourmom and, I was 

younger.' 


Karrah, Carrie, the baby, Beth, who brought Jodi, Ana, who brought a cousin visiting from 
New Jersey, plus a whole bunch of friends of my parents whom they had not seen in ages. About twenty 
people showed up. 

Maybe it was because it was so hot, or thatthe party was so last minute, or maybe because 
everything tastes better on the grill, but it was one of those meals that you know you'll remember. 

Dad hauled our ancient barbecue out ofthe basementand spentthe afternoon scrubbing it. 
We grilled up steaks and, tofu pups and veggie burgers, this being Oregon; there was watermelon... 



which we kept cool in a bucketof ice, and a salad made with vegetablesfromthe organic farm that 
some of Mom and Dad's friends had underway. 

Mom and I made three pies with wild blackberries that Naddalin and I had picked. We drank 
Pepsi out of these old-fashioned bottles that Dad had found at some ancient country store, and I swear 
they tasted betterthan the regular kind. 

When Dad turned on the sprinklerfor Naddalin and the baby, everyone else decided to run 

through it. 


We left it on so long that the brown grass turned into a big slippery wet patch and I 
wondered ifthe governor herself might come and tell us off. 

Naddalin had taken his shirt off, besides had streaked herself with muck'n mud. Dad said he 
looked like one of the boys from Lord of the Flies. Beth tackled me and we laughed and squirmed 
around on the lawn. 

It was so hot, I didn't botherchanging into dry clothes, just kept dousing myself whenever I 
got too sweaty. By the end of the day, my sundress was stiff. 

When it cooled off. Dad lit a campfire on the lawn, and we roasted marshmallows. Then the 
musical instruments give the impression and ideas. 

When it started to get dark, most people leftto catch the fireworks display at the university 
or to see a band called Ariana Grande play in town. A handful of people, including Beth, Ana, Carrie, and 
Karrah, stayed, to see her half-naked on stage, riding a dick bicycle, like when Niki said the part of having 
a tricycle does that mean she has a 3rd leg? Asked Ana? A dick bicycle is when you remove the set and 
have your girl-ie hold andgirl-ie lips- down on the part sticking up... dah! What? They all looked at her 
dumbly! 


That sounds a little kinda a-bit painful- and well bloody. 
'God, you're dumb!' 


'OH-I' 



Dad's snare drum from the house, Karrah's guitar from his car, Beth's spare guitar from my 
room. Everyone was jamming together, singing songs: Dad's songs, Beth's songs, old Clash songs, old 
Wipers songs. Naddalin was dancing around, the blond of his hair reflectingthe golden flames. 

I remember watching it all and getting that tickling in my chestand thinkingto myself: This is 
what happiness feels like. 
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At one point. Dad and Beth stopped playing and I caught them whispering about something. 
Then they went inside, to get more beer, they claimed. But when they returned, they were carrying my 
French horn. 

'Oh, no. I'm not giving a concert,' I said. 

'We don't wantyou to,' Dad said. 'We wantyouto play with us.' 

'No way,' I said. Beth had occasionally tried to get me to 'jam' with herand I always refused. 
Lately, he'd started joking about us playing air-guitar-air-French horn duets, which was about as far as I 
was willing to go. 

'Sure, Naddalin,' I said feigning interest. The idea of me going to New York was seeing more 
and more real, and though this commonly filled me with a nervous, excited, if conflicted, the image of 
meand Naddalin hangingout togetheron NewYear'sEve left me feeling unbearably lonely. 

Mom looked at me, eyebrows arched. 'It's New Year's Day, so I won'tgiveyou shit for 
coming in at this hour. But if you're hungover, you're grounded.' 

'I'm not. I had one beer. I'mjusttired.' 

Mom nodded, 'Justtired, is it? You sure?' 

Mom grabbed ahold of my wrist and turned me toward her. When she saw my stricken 
expression, she tilted her head to the side as if to say. You okay? I shrugged and bit my lip to keep from 
losing it. 



She handed me a cup of coffee and led me to the table. She put down a plate of hash and a 
thick slice of sourdough bread, and even though I couldn't imagine being hungry, my mouth watered 
and my stomach rumbled and I was suddenly ravenous. 

I ate silently. Mom watching me all the while. Aftereveryonewasdone, Momsentthe rest of 
them into the living room to watch the Rose Parade on TV. 

She stood there silently, letting me blubberall over hersweater. When I stopped, she held 
out the sponge. 'Everyone out,' she ordered. 'Earn and I will do the washing up.' 

As soon as everyone was gone. Mom turned to me and I just fell against her, crying, and 
releasing all of the tension and uncertainty of the last few weeks. 'You wash. I'll dry; we will talk. I 
always find it calming. 

The warm water, the soap.' 

'So-o, perfectthatl nevereventhoughtaboutthefuture. About it taking us in different 

directions.' 


Mom picked up the dish towel and we went to work. And I told her about Beth and me. 'It 
was like we had this perfectyearand a half,' I said. 

Mom'ssmile was both sad and knowing. 'I thoughtaboutit.' 

I turned to her. She was staring straight outthe window, watching a couple of sparrows 
bathe in a puddle. 'I rememberlastyearwhen Beth came overfor Christmas Eve. I told yourfatherthat 
you'd fallen in love too soon.' 

'I know, I know. What does a dumbkid know about love?' 

You guys seemed, still seem, in love, truly, deeply.'She sighed. 'But seventeen is an 
inconvenienttimeto be in love.' 

Mom stopped drying a skillet. 'That's not what I meant. The opposite, really. You and Beth 
neverstruck me as a 'high-school' relationship.' 

Mom said making quote marks with her hands. 'It was nothing like the drunken roll in the 
back of some girl's Cadillac XTS in dark gray, that passed fora relationship when Ifor one was in high 



school. I love that car I feel like I high-class b*tch in it, even if that is not so-o, I am kind of a slut and I 
know and they do too... yet whatever, I like to get it from both, and whenever- however, and whomever 
it's all the same- it feels good, is this is the way... they say a girl that is 12 like me is oversexed, and I say 
not- when I look at well you! 

(Hoo-ha hacking-and hockingit up-slut! Yeah you-the reader-slut!) 

That made me smile and made the pit in my stomach soften a little. 'Tell me about it,' I said. 
'Though if we weren't both musicians, we could go to Middle School together and be fine.' 'I guess 
you're right.' 

That what she said too... 

'That's a cop-out. Earn,' Mom countered. 'All relationships are tough. Just like with music, 
sometimes you have harmony and other times you have cacophony. I don't have to tell you that.' 

'And come on, music brought you two together. That's what your father and I always thought. 
You were both in love with music and then you fell in love with each other. It was a little like that for 
yourdadand me. I didn't play buti listened. Luckily, I wasa little olderwhenwe met.' 

Mom shook her head. 'That's bullshit. Music can't do that. Life might take you down different 
roads. But each of you gets to decide which one to take.'She turned to face me. 'Beth's not trying to 
stop you going to Juilliard, is he?' I want to be something thing someday, even if they say I - is not that 
smart enuff too or don't have the money. I'm going to go there someday when I grow up! (lisp cutely 
with hervoice.) 

(Blink-Blink- Blink...) 

I'd nevertold Mom about what Beth had said that night afterthe half-naked Ariana concert- 
with hershowingoff her goodies, (I have pic, so her puss-we all do- and she likes me will always be 
remembered for her blue dildo, yet I love her for it she a real girl after all... nice.) image what that would 
sell for on eBay-Ariana dildo- going once, going twice, sold to the prv. in the back for a mill. What-a he 
planning on doing with it um-like suction cupping it to his forehead, like a unicorn? Even if it was notone 
of those suck-ie ones come on really... God I have problems, don't I? 


(I think too much, don't I?) 
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So, when I'd asked her why me? How the music wastotally a part of it. 'Yes, but now I feel 
like it's music that's going to pull us apart.' 

'No more than I'm trying to get him to move to New York. And it's all ridiculous anyway. I 
might not even go.' 

'No, you might not. But you're going somewhere. I think we all getthat. And the same is true 

for Beth.' 


'At least he can go somewhere while still living here.' 

Mom shrugged. 'Maybe. Fornow, anyhow.' 

I put my face in my hands and shook my head. 'What am I going to do?' I lamented. 'I feel like 
I'm caught in a tug-of-war.' 

Mom shot me a sympathetic scowl. 'I don't know. But I do knowthat if you wantto stay and 
be with him. I'd supportthat, though maybe I'm only sayingthat because I don'tthinkyou'd be able to 
turn down Juilliard. 

Nonetheless, I would understand if you chose to love, Beth love, over music love. 

Either way, you win. And eitherway, you lose. What can I tell you? Love's a bitch.' 

Beth and I talked about it once more afterthat. We were at House of Rock, sitting on his 
futon. He was riffing abouton his acoustic guitar. 

'I might not get in,' I told her. 'I might wind up at school here, with you. In a way, I hope I 
don'tgetaccepted so I don'thaveto choose.' 

'If you get in, the choice is- already made, isn't it?' Beth asked. 

It was. I would go. It did not mean I'd stop loving Beth or that we'd breakup, but Mom and 
Beth were both right. I would notturn down Juilliard. 



Beth was silent fora minute, plinkingaway at his guitar so-o loud, that I almost missed it 
when he said, 'I don't want to be the guy who doesn't want you to go. If the tables were turned, you'd 
let me go.' 


'I kind of already have. In a way, you are already gone. To yourown Juilliard,' I said. 

'I know,' Beth said quietly. 'But I'm still here. And I'm still crazy in love with you.' 

'Me, too,' I said. And then we stopped talkingfor a while as Beth strummed an unfamiliar 
melody. I asked him what he was playing. 

'I'm calling it 'The Girlfriend's-Goingto-Juilliard-Leaving-My-Metal -Heart-in-Slivers Blues,'' he 
said, singing the title in an overstated twangy voice. Then he smiled that silly shy smile that I felt like 
came from the truest part of her. 

'I'm kidding.' 

'Good,' I said. 

'Sort of,' she added. 

6 

5:44 A.M. 

I am on round 5 and hot and sweaty, and nude as all butt crack! Beth is gone, so-o it's on 6 I 
go for 2% hours of sleep and then there day they want me to do. 

She suddenly rushed out, calling to Nurse Ramirez that she'd forgotten something important 
and would be back as soon as he could. She was already out the door when she told her that she was 
aboutto get off work. 

In fact, she just left, but not before makingsure to inform the nurse who'd relieved Old 
Grumpythat'the youngman with the skinny pantsand messy hair' is allowedto see me when he 
returns. 


Carrie's running back and forth, a gleam in hereye. She is up to something, I can't say, but 
whether it's trotting out loved ones to lobby on behalf of my continuing my earthly existence or 
whethershe's simply bringingthem in to say good-bye. 



AfterGramsand Grampsand Beth, 


Aunt Kate stopped by. Then it was Aunt Diane and Uncle Dan. Then my cousins shuffled in. 
Notthat it matters, nothingat all really matters. Carrie rules the school now. She has been marchingthe 
troops through here all morning. 

PoorAna... 


She looks like she slept in a Dumpster, nowit's Ana's turn. Her hair has staged a full-scale 
rebellion and more of it has escaped hermangled braid then still is all tucked inside. 

At first. Ana squints at me, as if I'm a bright, glaring light. But then it's like she adjusts to the 
light and decidesthat eventhough I may look like a zombie. She is wearingone of what she calls her 
'turd sweaters,'the greenish, grayish, brownish lumpy masses her mom is always buying her. Even 
though there are tubes sticking out of every which orifice, eventhough there's Ritalin injection thing-ie, 
on my thin blanket from where it's seeped through the bandages. I'm still Earn and she's still Ana. And 
whatdo Earn and Ana like to do more than anything?Talk... 

Ana settles into the chair next to my bed. 'How are you doing?' she asks. 

I'm not sure. I'm exhausted, but atthe same time, Beth's visit has left me... I don't know 
what. Agitated. Anxious. Awake, unquestionably awake. Though I could not feel it when he touched me, 
his presence stirred me up anyhow. 

I was just starting to fee I grateful that he was here when she booked out of here like the 
devil was chasing him. Beth has spentthe last ten hours trying to get in to see me, and nowthat he 
finally succeeded, he leftten minutesafterarriving. 

I would've run away. Maybe I scared her. Maybe he doesn't wantto deal. Maybe I'm not the 
only chickens hit around here. After all, I spentthe last daydreaming of her coming to me, and when he 
finally staggered into the ICU, if I had the strength. 

She tells me about Beth, his determination to get in to see me, how after he got kicked out of 
the ICU, he enlisted the help other musicfriends, who were not at all the snobby semesters she'd 
imagined them to be. Then she told me that a bona fide rock star had come to the hospital on my behalf. 



'Well, you would not believe the crazy night it's been,'Ana says. Then she starts telling me 
about it. About her mom's hysterics, about how she lost it in front of my relatives, who were very 
gracious about the whole thing. 

The fight they had outside the Benadom Theater in front of a bunch of punks and hipsters. 
When Ana shouted at her crying mother to 'pull it together and start acting like the adult around here' 
and then stalked off into the club leaving a shocked Ms. Schein at the curb, a group of girls' in spiked 
leather and shining hair cheered and high-fived her. 

Of course, I know everything that Ana is telling me, but there is no way that she'd know that. 
Besides, I like having herverification the day to me. I like how Ana is talking to me normally, like Gram's 
did earlier, just jabbering on, revolving a good yarn, as if we were together on my porch, drinking coffee 
(oran iced caramel Frappuccino in Ana's case) and catching up. 

AT the X-Ray, even though I've never heard Dead Moon play live, even though the X-Ray Cafe 
shutdown before I was born. 

But sometimesthe memoriesfeelso real, so visceral, so personal, that I blurout this... them 
with my own. Not just a sense that I've heard the story before, but that I've lived it. I can picture myself 
sitting on the riverbankas Dad pulls a hot-pink Coho out of the water, even though Dad was all of twelve 
at the time. Or I can hear the feed back when Dead Moon played 'D.O.A.' 

I don't know if once you die you remember things that happened to you when you were alive. 
It makesa certain logical sense thatyou wouldn't. That beingdead will feel like before you were born, 
which is to say, a whole lot of nothingness. Exceptthatforme, at least, my pre-birthyearsaren't 
entirely blank. Every nowand again. Mom or Dad will be telling a story about something, about Dad 
catching his first salmon with Gramps, or Mom remembering the amazing Dead Moon concert she saw 
with Dad on theirfirst date, and I'll have an overpowering dejavu. 

I neverevertold anyone aboutthese 'recollections.' Mom probably would've said that I was 
there as one of the eggs in her ovaries. Dad would've joked that he and Mom had tortured me with their 
stories one too many times and had inadvertently brainwashed me. 

And Gram's would've told me that maybe I was there as an angel before I chose to become 


Mom and Dad's kid. 



Beth is incoherently babbling something now. In a low voice. Over and over he is saying: 


please. Please. Please. Please, Please. Finally, he stopsand looks at my face. 'Please, Earn,' she implores. 
'Don't make me write a song.' 

I wasn'ttotally immune to the charms of the opposite sex, the girl is all I wanted over being 
hurt, yet I would never ever say that to anyone but you -1 trust you, but I wasn't one of those romantic, 
swoony girls who had pink fluffy daydreams about falling in love. 

I'd never expected to fall in love. I was never the kind of girl who had crushes on rock stars or 
fantasies about marrying- Brad Pitt. I sort of vaguely knewthatone day I'd probably have boyfriends (in 
Middle School, if Ana's prediction was anythingto go by) and get married, yetgirls are always nice and 
E Z. 


Even as I was falling in love, full-throttle, intense, can't-erase-that-goofy-smile love, I didn't 
really register what was happening. When I was with Beth, at least afterthose first few awkward weeks, 

I felt so good that I didn't bother thin king about what was going on with me, with us. 

I got upset because he neverwroteanysongs about me. She claimed hewasn'tgood with 
sappy love songs; 'Ifyou wanta song, you'll have to cheat on me or roughly,' he said, knowingfull well 
that wasn'tgoingto happen. 

It justfelt normaland right, like slipping into a hot bubble bath, thinkabout girls. Which isn't 
to say we didn't fight. We argued over lots of stuff: him not being nice enough to Ana, me being 
antisocial at shows, how fast he drove, how I stole the covers. 

'So, did you knock them dead?' Beth asked me when I got back. 'They going to let you in with 
a full scholarship?' 

This past fall, though, Beth and I started to have a different kind of fight. It wasn't even a 
fight, really. We didn'tshout. We barely even argued, buta snake of tension quietly glided into our lives. 
And it seemed like it all started with myJuilliard tryout, for younggirls like me, to see if I could one day 
be all I want with a scholarship. 

I had a feelingthat they were goingto let me in, at least-even before I told Professor Kristiee, 
aboutthe one judge's 'longtime since we've had an Oregon country girl' comment, even before she 
hyperventilated becauseshe was so convinced this was a tacit promise of admission. 



Something had ensued to my playing in that audition; I had broken through some invisible 
barrier and could finally play the pieces like I heard them being played in my head, and the consequence 
had been something transcendent: the mental and bodily, the technical and emotional sides of my 
abilities all finally blending. 

Then, on the drive home, as Gramps and I were approachingthe California-Oregon border, I 
just had this suddenflash-a vision of me lugging a French horn through New York City. 

And it was like I knew, and that certainty planted itself in my belly like a warm secret. I'm not 
the kind of person who's prone to premonitions oroverconfidence, so I so-called, thatthere was more 
to my flash than magical thinking. 

'I did okay,' I told Beth, and as I said it, I realized that I'd just straight-outlied to him forthe 
first time and that this was differentfrom all the lying by omission I'd been doing before. 

So, it wasn't a real lie. And besides, I thought, there was no point in making a big fuss about it. 
I hadn'ttold Ana, either, so it wasn't like Beth was getting special deception treatment. I had to be at 
the studio at seven in the morning on a Sunday and the night before I'd pretended to be fee ling out of 
sorts and told Beth he probably shouldn't stay over. I'd justified that fib, too. I was feeling out of sorts 
because I was so nervous. 

I justified this to myself since it was technically true. And then Professor Kristiee arranged for 
me to have a recording session at the university so-o I could submit a high-quality CD to Juilliard. 

I had neglected to tell Beth that I was applying to Juilliard in the first place, which was 
actually harderthan it sounded. Before I sent in my application, I had to practice every spare moment 
with Professor Kristiee to f inetune the Shostakovich concerto and the two Bach suites. When Beth asked 
me why I was so busy, I gave purposely vague excuses about learning tough new pieces. 
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Nonetheless, after I told him I'd only done okay at the audition, I had the fee ling that I was 
wading into quicksand, and that if I took one more step, there'd be no extricating myself and I'd sink 
until I suffocated. 



Beth's first reaction was to smile with pride. 'I wish I could've seen that.' But then his eyes 
clouded over and her lips fell into a frown. 'Why'dyou downplay it?' he asked. 'Why didn't you call me 
afterthe audition to brag?' 

So, I took a deep breath and heaved myself back onto solid ground. 'That's not true really,' I 
told Beth. 'I did really well. I played betterthan I ever have in my life. It was like I was possessed.' 

'I don't know,' I said. 

'Well, this is great news,' Beth said, trying to mask his hurt. 'We should be celebrating.' 

'Okay, let's celebrate,' I said, with forced gaiety. 'We can go to Dauphin Saturday. Go to the 
Japanese G ardens and go out for dinner with the girls.' 

Beth grimaced. 'I can't. We are playing in Olympia and Seattle this weekend. Minitour; 
'member? I'd loveforyouto come, but I don't know if that's really a celebration for you. Nonetheless, 
I'll be back Sunday late afternoon. I can meetyou in DauphinSunday night if you want.' 

'I can't... I'm playing in a string quartet at some professor's house. What about next 

weekend?' 


Beth looked pained. 'We're in the studio the next couple weekends, but we can go out during 
the weeksomewhere. Around here.Tothe Mexican place?' 

'Sure, The Mexican place,' I said. 

Two minutes before, I hadn't even wanted to celebrate, but now I was feeling dejected and 
insulted at being relegated to a midweek dinner at the same place we always went to. 

When Beth graduated from high school last spring and moved out of his parents' place and 
into the House of Rock, I hadn't expected much to change. 

I'd miss our little powwows in the music wing, but I would also be relieved to have our 
relationship out from underthe microscope of high school. She'd still live nearby; we'd still see each 
otherall the time. 

The band was offered a record deal with a medium-sized label based in Seattle and now 
were busy in the studio recording. They were also playing more shows, to larger and larger crowds. 



every weekend. Things were so hectic that Beth had dropped half his course load and was going to 
middle school part-time, and if things kept up at this rate, he was thin king of dropping out altogether. 
'There are no second chances,' she told me all this and that. 

But things had changed when Beth moved into the House of Rock and started Middle School, 
though not forthe reasons I'd thoughtthey would. Atthe beginningof the fall, just as Beth was getting 
used to middle School life, things suddenly started heating up with Shooting Star. 

I was genuinely excitedforher. I knewthat ShootingStar wassomethingspecial, more than 
just a middle School-town band. I had not minded Beth's increasing absences, especially since he made 
it so clear how much he minded them. Butsomehow, the prospect of Juilliard made things different 
somehow it made my mind. 

Which didn't make any sense at all because if anything, it should have leveled the field? Now 
I had something exciting happening, too. 'We can go to Dauphin in a few weeks,' Beth promised. 'When 
all the holiday lights are up.' 

'Okay,' I said morosely. 

Beth sighed. 'Things are getting complicated, aren't they?' 

'Yeah. Ourschedulesaretoo busy,' I said. 

'That's notwhat I meant,' Beth said, turning myface toward herso-o I was observing at her 

in the eye. 


'I knowthat's not what you preordained,' I answered, butthen a lump lodged itself in my 
throat, and I myselfcouldn'ttalk anymore. 

We tried to defuse the tension, to talk about it without really talking about it, to jokily it. 'You 
know I read in US News and World Report of my middle school they'd have that's-a good music 
program,' Beth told me. 'It's in Salem, which is appare ntly getting hipper by the moment.' 

'According to who?The governor?' I replied. 

'Maylie found some good stuff at a vintage-clothingstore there, and was nude in the middle 
of the place changing, we girls today don't care, about change in frontof you. Andyou know, once the 
vintage places come in, the hipsters are n't far behind.' Look if you want or don't and shut up... there just 



boobs and a slit... I don't close my legs other...when I sit for, I could give a shit about being a lady now... 

I am a girl... so what... look at it! 
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'You forget. I'm not a hipster,' I reminded her. 'But speakingof, maybe ShootingStar should 
move to New York. I mean, it's the heart of the punk scene. The Ram ones. Blondie.' My tone was frothy 
and flirtatious, an Oscar-worthy performance. 

'That was thirty years ago,' Beth said. 'And evenif I wanted to move to NewYork, there's no 
waythe rest of the band would.' 

She stared mournfully at his shoes and me familiar the joking part of the conversation had 
ended. Mystomach lurched, an appetizerbefore the full part of heartache I had a feelingwas going to 
be served at some pointsoon. 

Beth and I had never been the kind of couple to talk about the future, about where our 
relationship was going, we avoided talking about anythingthat was happening more than a few weeks 
away, and this made our conversations as stilted and awkward as they'd been in those early weeks 
together before we'd found our groove, but with things suddenly so unclear. 

One afternoon in the fall, I spotted a beautiful 1933's silk gown in the vintage store where 
Dad bought his suits and I almost pointed it out to Beth and asked if she thought, I should wearthat to 
the dance at the mid. year, but prom was in June and maybe Beth would be on tour in June or maybe I'd 
be too busygettingready forJuilliard, so I didn'tsay anything. 

But then he said that those guitars cost thousands of dollars, and besides his birthday wasn't 
until September, and the way he said September, it was like a judge issuing a prison sentence. Not long 
afterthat, Beth was complaining about her decrepit guitar, saying he wantedtogeta vintage Gibson ES 
335 in blue, and I offered to get it for herfor his birthday. 

Beth got drunk, and when midnight came, he kissed me hard. 'Promise me, do you... urn, 
hum- I'm Promise me you'll spend New Year's with me next year,' he whispered into my ear. A few 
weeks ago, we wenttoa New Year's Eve party together. 

I was aboutto explain that even if I did go toJuilliard, I'd be homeforChristmas and New 
Year's, but then I realized that wasn'tthe point. So-o's I promised hersince I'm wanted it to be true as 



much as he did. And I kissed him back so-o hard like myself was trying to merge our bodiesthrough our 
lips. 


On New Year's Day, I came home to find the rest of my family gathered in the kitchen with 
Karrah, Carrie, and the baby. Dad was making breakfast: smoked-salmon hash, his specialty. 

Karrah shook her head when he saw me. 'Look at the kids today. It seems like just days have 
gone by, that stumbling home at eight o'clock felt early. Now I'd kill just to be able to sleep until eight.' 

'We didn'teven make it till midnight,' 

Carrie admitted, bouncingthe baby on herlap. 

'Good thing, for the reason that this little lady, decided to start her new year, feeling like a 

newgirl.' 


'I stayed up till midnight!' Naddalin yelled. 'I saw the ball drop on TV at twelve. It's in New 
York, you know? If you move there, will you take me to see it drop in real life?' 

The words he writes to her music, they're poetry. You ever liste n carefully to the things she 
says?' 'That'sthe one. I always thoughtyourdad would grow up to be a writer. And in a way, I always 
felt like he did. 

I shook my head, suddenly ashamed. I had n't even realized that Dad wrote lyrics. 

I just assumed that the people in front of the microphones wrote the words, she did n't sing 
so-o. I's had seen hersit at the kitchen table with a guitar and a notepad a hundred times, for I got here 
at this place, where I do the same yet with others that are the same as me so's they say. 

I'd just neverput it together. There was one song in particular called 'Waiting forVengeance' 
that I listenedto and read overand overuntil I had it memorized. Itwason the second album, and it 
was the only slowsong they ever did; it sounded almost country, probably from Karrah's brief 
infatuation with hillbilly punk. I listened to it so much that I started singing it to myself without even 
realizing it. 


That night when we got home, I went up to my room with Dad's CDs and a Discman. I 
checked the liner notes to see which songs Dad had written and then I painstakingly copied down all the 



lyrics. It was only afterl sawthem scrawled in my science lab book that I saw whatGramps meant. Dad's 
lyrics were notjust rhymes. They were somethingelse. 


What am I coming to? 

Well, what is this? 

And beyond that, what am I going to do? 

Nowthere'sbiankness...Where once youreyes held the light, but that was so long ago. That 
was last night... Well, what was that? 

What'sthat sound that I hear? 

It's just my lifetime... 

It'swhistling past my ear... 

And when I look back... 

Everything seems smallerthan life... 

The way it's been forso long... 

Since last night... 

Now I'm leaving... 

Anymomentl'll begone... 

I think you'll notice... me... 

I think you'll wonder what went wrong... 

I'm not choosing... U... 

But I'm running out of fight... 

And this was decided so-o long ago... 


...It was last night... 



'Your song,' I said sheepishly, suddenly feeling like I'd maybe illegally trespassed into Dad's 
private territory. Was it wrong to go around singing other people's music without their permission? 

'What are you singing. Earn?' Dad asked me, catching me serenading Naddalin as I pushed 
him around the kitchen in his stroller in a vain attemptto get him to nap. But Dad looked delighted. 'My 
Barn's singing 'Waiting for Vengeance' to my Naddalin. 

What do you think aboutthat?' He leaned overto muss my hair and to tickle Naddalin on his 
chubby cheek. 'Well, don't let me stopyou. Keepgoing. I'll take overthis part,' he said, taking the 
stroller. 
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I felt embarrassed to sing in front of her now, so I just mumbled along, but then Dad joined in 
and we sang softly together until Naddalin fell asleep. Then he put a finger to his lips and gestured for 
me to follow him into the living room. 

'Want to play some chess?' He asked. He was always trying to teach me to play, but I thought 
it wastoo much workfora supposed game. 

'How about checkers?' I asked. 

'Sure.' 

We played in silence. When it was Dad's move. I'd steal looks at her in his button-down shirt, 
trying to remember the fast-fading picture of the girl with peroxided hair and a short dress. 

'Dad?' 

'Hmm.' 

'Can I ask you a question?' 

'Always.' 

'Are you sad that you aren't in a band anymore?' 

'Nope,'she said. 


'You do? 



Dad'sgray eyes met mine, and that night we had sex, I and daddy have a special relationship, 
'What brought this all on, is that I dropped my bath tow, to see it... and he was into me, and it happened. 


hole up... bend me in half style, him on top ramming, say I am red-nick it's okay I am some, I love my 
daddy-that'sall.' 

'I was talking to Cramps about us.' 

'Not even a little bit more of it do when say, sh-h-h- and he put his fingerto my lips?' 

'Oh, I see.' 

Dad nodded. 'Cramps thinks that he somehow exerted pressure on me to change my life.' 

'Well, did he?' 

'I suppose in an indirect way he did. By being who he is, by showing me what a father is.' 

'But you were a good dad when you played in a band. The best dad ever. I wouldn't want you 
to give that up for me,' I said, fee ling suddenly choked up. 'And I don't think 

Naddalin would, either.' 

Dad smiled and patted my hand. 'Earn Oh-My-Uh. I'm notgiving anythingup. It's notan 
either-or proposition. Teaching or music. Jeans or suits. Music will always be a part of my life.' 

'But you quit the band! Cave up dressing punk!' 

Dad sighed... 'It wasn't hard to do. 

I'd played that part of my life out. It was time. I didn't even thinktwice about it, in spite of 
whatCrampsor Karrah might think. Sometimesyou make choices in life and sometimeschoices make 
you. Doesthat make any sense?' 

I thought about the French horn. How sometimes I did not understand why I'd been drawn 
to it, how some days it seemed as if the instrument had chosen me. I nodded, smiled, and returned my 
attention to the game. 

'King me,' I said, and then we looked and we did it on the sofa like the night be for yet hard 


even. 



Board games suck when you can suck and get off for more fun... even if... it's the daddy. 


Dad sighed... 

I sighed... 

We have been masturbatingtogethersince I was 9, that is when I gave my first blowie, too 

him. 


Standing-This time I am in cling on his body up in the air, he holds me like he did when I was 
a small girl one leg side to side, and I have my arms around his neck, and my hip tight to his, and we 
slam... 
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4:59 A.M. 

I can't stop thin king about'Waiting for Retribution.' It's been years since I've listened to or 
thought of that song, but afterG ramps left my bedside. I've been singing it to myself over and over. Dad 
wrote the song ages ago, but nowit feels like she wrote it yesterday. 

Like he wrote it from wherevershe is. Likethere'sa secretmessage in it forme. How else to 
explain those lyrics? I'm not choosing. 

But I'm running out of the fight. 

I try to think about it from their perspectives. I knowthey'd wantto be with me, forus all to 
be together again eventually. What does it mean? Is it supposed to be instructional? Some clue about 
what my parents would choose for me if they could? 

But Dad, he understood what it meantto run outof the fight. Ah- Like Gramps,she'd 
understand why I don'tthink I can stay. 

But I have no idea if that even happens after you die, and if it does, it will happen whether I 
go this morning or in seventyyears. 


What wouldthey want forme now? 



As soon as I pose the question, I can see Mom's pissed-off expression. She would be livid 


with me for even contemplating anything but staying. 




I'm singing and concentrating and singing and thinking so hard that I barely register Carrie's 
return to the ICU, barely notice that she's talking to the grumpy nurse, I was being meyou knowdoing 
what I do all the time all oversexed and all with myself, and wonderif there is a color otherthan black in 
this world, barely recognize the sturdy determination in hertone. 

I'm singing the song as if buried within its lyrics are instructions, a musical road map to where 
I'msupposedtogo and howto getthere. 

Had I been paying attention, I had been paying attention, I might have compre hended that 
Carrie was lobbying for Beth to be able to visit me., I might have somehow got away before Carrie was- 
as always-positive. 

I don'twanttosee him now. I mean, of course, I do. I ache too. But I knowthat if I see him, 
I'm going to lose the last wisp of peacefulness that Cramps gave me when he told me that it was okay to 
go. I'm trying to summon the courage to do what I have to do. 

And Beth will complicate things. I try to stand up to get away, but something has happened 
to me since I went back into surgery. I no longer have the strength to move. 

It takes all my effort to sit upright in my chair. I can't run away; all I can do is hide. I curl my 
knees into my chest and close my eyes. 

I hearNurse Ramirez talking to Carrie. 'I'll take him over,'she says. And for once, the grumpy 
nurse doesn'torderherback to herown patients. 

'That was a pretty boneheaded move you pulled earlier,' I hear hertell Beth. 

'I know,' Beth answers. His voice is a throaty whisper, the way it gets aftera particularly 
screamy concert.'I was desperate.' 


'No, you were romantic,' she tells her. 



They said she was doing betterbefore. I was idiotic; that she'd come off the ventilator. That 
she was getting stronger. But after I came here that she got worse. They said her heart stopped on the 
operatingtable. 

Beth trails off. 

I am thinking aboutdaddy in knotty was...! 

MMMMMMMM! Long-drawn out a 

sigh! Ofthinking GOD... 
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This kind of thing happens all the time, and it had nothing to do with you. We caught it and 
fixed it and that's what matters."And they got it started. She had a perforated bowelthatwas slowly 
leaking bile into her abdomen and it threw her organs out of whack. 

She's so-o wrong.... SO-o! 

'But she was doing better,' Beth whispers. He sounds so young and vulnerable like Naddalin 
used to sound when he gotthe stomach flu. 'And then I came in and she almost died.' Her voice chokes 
into a sob. The sound of it wakes me up like a bucketof ice waterdropped down my shirt. Does Beth 
think that he did this to me? No...! That's beyond ridiculous. 

You got to deal with the situation at hand. And she's still here.'She whips the privacy curtain 
around my bed. 'If you go,' she tells Beth. 'And I almost stayed in Mexico to marry a fat a b*tch,'the 
nurse snaps. 'But I didn't-yeah -ua-h ah... And I have a different life now. It almost doesn't matter. 

She's emergent stubble, enough of it that if we were to make out, it would make my chin raw. 
He is wearing his typical band uniform of a T-shirt, skinny pants nounderwireunder, and Converse, with 
Gramps's plaid scarf, draped over his shoulders. I force my head up and my eyes open. Beth. God, even 
in this tale, she is beautiful. 

Her eyes are dripping with fatigue. 

When he first sees me, he blanches, like I'm some hideous Creature from the Black Lagoon. I 
do look pretty bad, hooked back up to the ventilatorand a dozen othertubes, the dressingfrom my 



latest surgery seeping Ritalin. But after a moment, Beth exhales loudly and then she's just Beth again. 
She searches around like he's dropped something and then finds what he's looking for: my hand. 

'Jesus, Earn,your handsare freezing.' 

She squats down, takes my right hand into his, and carefulto not bumpinto my tubesand 
wires, draws his mouth to them, blowingwarm air into the sheltershe'screated. 

'You and yourcrazy hands.' Beth is always amazed at how even in the middle of summer, 
even afterthe sweatiest of encounters, my hands stay cold. 

I tell her it's bad circulation but he doesn't buy it because myfeetare usually warm. He says I 
have bionic hands, that therefore, like- I'm such a good French horn player afterall. 

I watch her warm my hands as she has done a thousand times before. I think of the first time 
he did it, at school, sitting on the lawn, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. 

I also remember the first time she did it in front of my parents. Naddalin giggled... 

Mom and Dad did not say anything, just exchanged a quick look, something private that 
passed between them and then Mom smiled apologetically at us. 

We were all sitting on the porch on Christmas Eve, drinking cider. It was freezingoutside... 
Beth grabbed my handsand blewon them. 

If I reached out my ghostly hand to his, would he feel me? Would he warm the hands he 
cannot see? 

I wonder if I tried if I could feel him touching me. If I were to lie down on top of myself in the 
bed, would I become one with my body again? Would I feel him then? 

Even though I know, if we touch, a new tug-of-war-one that will be even more painful than 
the quiet one Beth and I have been wagingthese pastfew months-will begin. 

Beth drops my hand and steps forward to look at me. She is standing so close that I can 
almost smell herand I'm overpowered by the need to touch her. It's basic, primal, and all- 
overwhelmingthe way a baby needs its mother's breast and her nipple to suck, these days you don't 
coverthose doing it. 



Gram'stwitterson foranotherfive minutes, filling me in on the mundane news: 


Heather has decided she wants to become a librarian. 

My cousin Matthew Black bought a motorcycle and my aunt Patricia is not pleased about 
that. I've heard her keep up a running stream of explanation like this for hours while she's cooking 
dinner or potting orchids. And listening to her now, she calls them and mixes them in with mulch to 
make herown formally. 

Grampsthinksshe should patentthe recipe and sell it because she uses iton her orchids, 
which are always winning awards. 

I can almost picture us in herglasshouse, where even in winter, the air is always warm and 
humid and smells musty and earthy like soil with the slightest tinge of manure. Gram's hand-collects 
cow-sh*t, 'cow patties,'Sleep would be so welcome. A warm blanket of black to erase everything else. 
Sleepwithoutdreams. I've heard peopletalkaboutthe sleepofthedead. Isthat whatdeathwouldfeel 
like? The nicest, warmest, heaviest never-ending nap? If that's what it's like, I wouldn't mind. If that's 
what dying is like, I wouldn'tmind that at all. 

I try to meditate on the sound of Grams'voice, to be carried away by her happy babble. 
Sometimes I can almost fall asleep while sitting on the barstool at her kitchen counter and listening to 
her, and I wonderif I could do that here today. 

I jerk myself up, a panic destroying whatever calm listening to Gram's had offered. I am still 
not entirely clear on the particulars here, but I do know that once I fully commit to going. I'll go. 
Nevertheless, I'm not ready. 

Notyet. 

I don't know why, but I'm not. And I'm a little scared that if I accidentally think, I wouldn't 
mind an endless nap, it will happen and be irretrievable, like the way my grandparents used to warn me 
that if I made a funnyface as the clock struck noon, it would remain like that forever. 

I wonderif every dying person gets to decide whether they stay or go. It seems unlikely. After 
all, this hospital is full of people having poisonous chemicals pumped into their veins or submitting to 
horrible operations all so they can stay, but some of them will die anyway. 



She was probably scared... why I don'tknow... I suddenly picture heralone and frightened, 
and for the first time in my life, I hope that Gibson is right about the angels. I pray they were all too busy 
comforting Naddalin to worry about me. 

I rememberfeedinghertomy breast...She is little... 

Did Mom and Dad decide? It hardly seems like there would have been time for them to make 
such a momentous decision, and I can'timagine themchoosingto leave me behind. And whatabout 
Naddalin? Did he want to go with Mom and Dad? Did he know that I was still here? Even if he did, I 
wouldn't blame him for choosingto go without me. 

Why can't someone else decide this for me? Why can't I get a death substitution? Or do what 
baseball teams do when it's late in the game and they need a solid batter to bring the girls on the base 
home? Can't I have a pinch hitter to take me home? 
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(Back) 

Gram's is gone... Carrie is gone... The ICU is tranquil. I close my eyes. When I open them again, 
Gramps is there? She's crying. She is not making any noise, but tears are cascading down his cheeks, 
wetting his entire face. 

I've neverseen anyone cry like this. Quiet but gushing, a faucet behind his eyes mysteriously 
turned on. The tears fall onto my blanket, onto my freshly combed hair. 

(Plink-Plink-Plink) 

Gramps doesn't wipe his face or blow her nose. She just lets the tears fall where they may. 
And when the well of grief is momentarily dry, he steps forward and kisses me on the forehead. 

She looks like she's about to leave, but then she doubles back to my bedside, bends so his 
face is level with my earand whispers into it. 

'But that's what I want and I could see why it might not be what you want. So, I just wanted 
to tell you that I understand if you go. It's okay if you have to leave us. It's okay if you wantto stop 
fighting.' 



'It's okay,'she tells me. 'If you want to go. Everyone wants you to stay. I want you to stay 
more than I've ever wanted anything in my life.' Her voice cracks with emotion. She stops, clears her 
throat, takes a breath, and endures. 

For the first time, since, I reanalyzed that Naddalin wasgone,too, I feel something unclench. 

I feel myself breathe. I knowthatGramps can't be that late-inningpinch hitter I'd hopedfor. She won't 
unplugmy breathingtube or overdose me with Murphy or anything like that. 

But this is the first time today that anyone has acknowledged what I have lost. I know that 
the social workerwarned Gram's and Gramps not to upset me, but Gramps's recognition and the 
permission he just offered me-itfeels like a gift. 

So, quiet that you can almost hear other people's dreams. So, quiet that you can almost hear 
me tell Gramps, 'Thankyou.'Gramps doesn't leave me, even if I am laying here like this. She slumps 
back into the chair. 

It'squiet now. 

When Mom had Naddalin, Dad was still playing drums in the same band she'd been in since 
Middle School. They'd released a couple of CDs; they'd gone on a tour every summer. 

The band was by no means big, but they had a following in the Northwest and in various 
middle School towns between here and Chicago. And, weirdly, they had a bunch of fans in China. 

The band was always getting letters from Japanese teenagers beggingthemtocome to play 
and offering uptheir homesas crash pads. Dad wasalways sayingthatif they went, he'dtake me and 
Mom. Mom and I even learned a few words of Japanese just in case. Konnichiwa. Rigato. It never 
panned out, though. 

After Mom announced she was pregnant with Naddalin, the first sign that changes were 
afootwas when DadTitus Black wentand got himselfa learner's permit. Atage thirty-three. 
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She tried letting Mom teach me to drive, even if could not see over the wheel, but she was 
too impatient, she said. Dad was too sensitive to criticism. Mom said. So, Gramps Titus Sr. took Dad Jr. 



out along the empty country lanes in his pickup truck, just like she'd done with the rest of Dad's siblings- 
except they'd all learned to drive when they were 10 or so. 

Black jeans and band tees in exchange for suits. It was subtler. Then the jeans went in the bin, 
exceptforone pair of impeccable, dark blue Levi's, which Dad ironed and wore on weekends. 

Next up was the wardrobe change, but it wasn't something any of us noticed right away. It 
wasn't like one day he stripped off the tight which she drug-up at the Good-Will until they started 
gettingtrendy and he had to buythemfrom the fancy vintage-clothingshop. First, the bandteeswent 
out in the window in favorof button-up 1950's rayon numbers. 

Most days he wore neat, flat-front cuffed trousers. But when a few weeks after Nad dalin was 
born. Mom gave away her lacey covering-her prized beat-up motorcycle jacket with the fuzzy leopard 
belt-we finally realized that a majortransformation was underway. 

'Dude, you cannot be serious,' Karrah said when Dad handed herthe jacket, saying keep it. 
'You've been wearingthis thing since you were a kid. It even smells like you.' Dad shrugged, endingthe 
conversation. Then he went to pick up Naddalin, who was squalling from his bassinet. 

Mom told him not to do it forher sake. She said it was okay to keep playing if she didn'ttake 
off on monthlongtours, leaving her alone with two kids. 

Dad said not to worry, he wasn't quitting for her. A few months later. Dad publicized she was 
leaving the band. Do Sinatra covers. Come on, man,' Karrah rational. 

Dad's other band mates took his decision in stride, but Karrah was devastated. 

Fie tried to talk him out of it. 

'We can even start playing shows in suits. We'll look like the Rat Pack. 

Promised they'd only play in town. Wouldn't have to tour. NEVER- Ever be gone overnight. 

Karrah was furious with Dad for unilaterally quitting the band, especially since Mom had said 
he could still play shows. When Dad refused to reconsider, she and Karrah had a huge blowout. 

She was going to be a teacher now. No more dicking around. 'One day you'll understand,' 


Dad told Karrah. 



Dad told Karrah that he was sorry, but he'd made his decision. By this time, he'd already 
filled out his applications for grad school. 

'The f*ck I will,' Karrah said back fastly. 
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'Give her time,'she said, and Daddy would pretend to not be hurt. Then she and Mom would 
drink coffee in the kitchen and exchange knowing smiles, that seemed to say: girls are such girls. 

Karrah did not speakto Dad fora few months afterthat. Carrie would drop by from time to 
time, to play peace-maker. She would explain to Dad that Karrah wasjust sorting some stuff out. 

Karrah ultimately and totally resurfaced, but she didn't apologize to Dad, not right away, 
anyhow. Years later, shortly after his daughterwas born, Karrah called our house one night in tears. 'I 
get it now,'she told Daddy. 

You would have thought he would love the new Dad. Strangely enough, in some ways, 

G ramps seemed as upset with Dad's metamorphosis as Karrah had been. 

On the surface, he and Gram's seem so old-school, it's like a time warp. They don't use 
computers or watch cable TV, and they nevercurse and have this thing aboutthem that makesyou 
wantto be polite. 

Mom, who swore like a prison guard, never-ever cursed around Grams and G ramps. 

It was like no one wanted to disappointthem. 

Gram's got a kick out of Dad's stylistic transformation. 'Had I known that all that stuff was 
going to come back in style, I would've saved Gramps's old suits,'Gram's said one Sunday afternoon 
when we'd stopped by for lunch and Dad pulled off a trench coat to reveal a pair of wool gabardine 
trousers and a 1950's cardigan. 

'Whose daddy'sa rebel? Is yourdaddy a rebel?' Mom baby-talked as Naddalin gurgled in 

delight. 


'It hasn't come back into style. Punk has come into style, so-o I think this is your son's way of 


campaigning all overagain,' Mom said with a smirk. 



'Well, shesure does look dapper,'Gram's said. 'Don'tyou think?'she said, whirling to 


Gramps. 


Gramps shrugged...'he always looks good to me, all way how could he not? All my children 
and Gram's children do, too there no wrong yah can do.' But he looked pained as he said it. 

He needed to split some more logs, so I watched him take a hatchet to a bunch of dried 
alders. Laterthat afternoon, I went outside withGramps to helphim collect firewood. 

'Gramps, don'tyou like Dad's new clothes?' I asked. 

Then he set it down gently nexttothe bench I was sitting on. 'I like his clothes just fine. Earn,' 

he said. 


Gramps halted the ax in midair. 'But you looked so sad in there when Gram's was talking 
about it.' 'It's noteasyto miss. Whenyoufeelsad, you look sad.'Gramps shookhis head. 'Don't miss a 
thing, doyou? Even at ten years old.' 

'Music? You never go to Dad's shows.' 'I'm not sad. Your father seems happy and I think he'll 
make a good teacher. Those are some lucky kids who get to read 'Haven'with your dad. I'll just miss the 
music; he loves and the story of a girl kind of like me.' 

'I've got bad ears. From the war. The noise hurts.' 

He'd sit down at his little table and write them down, then give them to Gram'sto type up, 
then he'd draw pictures. I remember all the cute and funny stories about animals and us when little, but 
real and smart. 

Always reminded meofthat bookaboutthewolfand the pig what'sit called?' Mom makes 
me do that. Ear-plugs just fall out.' 'You should wear headphones. 'Maybe I'll try that. Nonetheless, I 
have continually listened to yourdad's music; at low volume. 

I'll admit, I don't much care for all that electric guitar. Not my cup of coffee. But I still 
admired the music. The words, especially. When he was about your age, your father used to come up 
with these great stories. 

''In the Eyes of an Angel?' Beth asked, forgetfullytaking my hand in his and blowing on it, 
which is what he did to warm my continually cold fingers. 'What'swrongwith 



'Atthe Cross? It's still traditional...' 

'But doesn't make you wantto puke,' 

Karrah interjected. The Doors, adding in... That would have been a more Kerry-worthy song. 
Something to toast the man he was, the ww2 servicer, of harbor what ever that is, he said yes I don't 
care is all in the past now- right?' 

It was like they killed him all overagain, saying anythingaboutwanting a Toyota.' 

'That funeral wasn't about celebrating Kerry's life,' Mom howled, yanking at her scarf. 'It was 
about repudiating it. 

Dad put a comforting hand over Mom's clenched fist. 'Now come on. It was just a song.' 'It 
was what it represented. That whole charade back there. You of all people should understand.' 

'It wasn't just a song,' Mom said, snatching her hand away. Then, I cannot be angry with his 
family. I imagine this funeralwastheirwayof reclaiming their girl.' 

Dad shrugged and smiled Galleomily. 'Maybe I myself should...'Please,' Mom said, shaking 
her head. 'If they wanted to claim their son, why didn't they deference the life he chose to live? 

How come they never-evercametovisit? Or supported hismusic, with me?' 

15 

'We don't know what they thought about all that,' Dad replied. 'Let's not judge too harshly. It 
has to be heart-breakingto bury your child.' 

'I can't believe you're makingexcusesforthem,'Momshouted. 

'I'm not. I justthink you might be readingtoo much into a musical assortment.' 

'And I think you're confusing being assumed with being a pushover!' 

Dad's wince was barely visible, but it was enough to make Beth squeeze my hand and Karrah 


and Carrie exchange a look. Karrah jumped in, to Dad's rescue, I think. 



'It's differentforyou, with yourparents/ he told Dad. 'I mean they're old-fashioned butthey 
always were into what you did, and even inyour wildest days, you were always a good son, a good 
father. Always home for Sunday dinner.' 

Mom guffawed as if Karrah's statement had proven her point. We all turned to her, and our 
shocked expressions seemed to snap he rout of her rant. 

'Clearly, I'm justemotional right now,'shesaid. Dad seemed to comprehend that was as 
much an apology as he was going to get right now. 

she covered herhand with her and this time she didn'tsnatch it away. 

You can have your wishes, your plans, but at the end of the day, it's out of your control.' Dad 
paused, hesitating before speaking. 'I justthinkthat funerals are a lot like death itself. 

'No way,' Karrah said. 'Not if you make your wishes known to the right people.' He turned to 
Carrie and spoke to the bump in her belly. 


/N/ rv 


'So, listen up, family. At my funeral, no one is allowed to wear black. 

And for music, I want something poppy and old-school, like Mr. T Experience.'she looked up 
at Carrie. 'Got that' 

'Thanks, and whatabout you, honey?' He asked her. 

Without missing a beat, Carrie said: 'Play 'P.S. 'If This Was a Movie.' And I want one of those 
greenfuneralswherethey buryyou in theground undera tree. 

So, the funeral itself would be in nature. And no flowers. I mean, give me all the peoniesyou 
want when I'm alive, but once I'm dead, better to give donations on my behalf to a good charity like 
Doctors Without Borders.' 

'You've got all the details figured out,' Beth said. 'Is that a nurse thing?' 


Carrie shrugged. 



'According to Ana, that meansyou're deep,' I said. 'She says that the world is divided into the 
people who imagine their own funerals and the people who don't and that smart and artistic people 
naturally fall into theformercategory.' 

'So, which are you?' Beth asked me. 

'I'd want Mozart's Requiem,' I said. I turned to Mom and Dad. 'Don't worry. I'm not hopeless 
or anything.' 

My dead beat father and all thefriendswho'd wronged me would weep over my casket, 
which would be red, logically, 'Please,' Mom said, her mood lightening as she stirred her coffee. 'When I 
was growing up I'd have elaborate fantasies about my funeral. 

'Let me guess,' Carrie said. ''Fire and Rain'?' 

Mom nodded and she and Carrie started laughing and soon everyone atthe table was 
cracking upso hard that tears ran downourfaces. Andthenwe were crying, even me, who didn't know 
Kerry all that well. 

Crying and laughing, laughing and crying. 

'So, what now?' Beth asked Mom when we'd calmed down. 'Still harbor a soft spotfor Mr. 

Taylor?' 


Mom stopped and blinked hard, which is what she does when she's thin king about 
something. Then she reached overto stroke Dad's cheek, a rare demonstration of PDA. 

'In my ideal scenario, my bighearted pushoverhusband and I die quickly and simultaneously 
when we're ninety-two years old. I'm notsure how. 
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Maybe we're on a tropical beach- because, in the future, we're rich; hey, it's myfantasy-and 
we come down with some exotic illness, of what it hard from her, and go to sleep one night fee ling fine 
and then never wake up, unless it with her in my arms. And no James Taylor. Earn plays at our funeral. If 
that is, we can tear heraway fromthe New York Philharmonic.' 



That said, I can't help thinking Monn would not be happy aboutthis. In fact, Mama Bear 
would be furious with the way events are unfoldingtoday. 

Dad was wrong about it all; It's true you might not getto control your funeral, but sometimes 
you do get to choose your death. 

She went with Dad. I can't help thinking that part of Mom's wish did come true. Nevertheless, 
I won't be playing at herfuneral. 

To go down as a family. No one left behind. It's possible that herfuneral will also be mine. 
There's something comforting in that. 

2:19 A.M. 

I'm back where I started, going backward they say in my state of mind, and my lusting wants 

and needs. 


I wish there was some kind of anesthesiaforme or at least somethingto make the world 
shut up. Back in the ICU. My body, that is. I've been sitting here all along, too tired to move. I wish I 
could go to sleep. 

I don't want this. I look around the ICU, feeling kind of ridiculous. I doubt all the other 
messed-up people in the ward are exactly thrilled to be here, either. I don't have the energy forthis 
decision. I don'twantthis anymore. I say it out loud. I wantto be like my body, quietand lifeless, putty 
in someone else's hands. 

I reanalyze nowthat dyingis easy, I would ratherdo that then have lost both my legs and yet 
it's my own felt, self-infiltered harm, at 12, overnot having the girlfriend I wanted. The living is hard. My 
body wasn't gone from the ICU for too long. I ended my life in my hospital room over I could not handle 
it, in my mind... yet I going to talk about it... 

A few hours for surgery, and now I am just hip and vagina. Sometime in the recovery room. 

I don't know exactly what's happened to me, and for the first time today, I don't really care. I 
shouldn't have to care. I shouldn't have to workthis hard. 


I'm back on the ventilator, and once again the re's tape over my eyes. I still don't understand 
the tape. Are the doctors afraid that I'll wake up mid-surgery and be horrified by the scalpels or Ritalin? 



As if those things could faze me now. 


Two nurses, the one assigned to me and Nurse Ramirez, come over to my bed and check all 
my monitors. 

They call out a chorus of numbers thatare as familiarto me now as my own name: BP, pulse 
ox, breathing rate. I wasshocked upto all kinds ofthings and wanted out, my hold bodyshut down, yet 
it wasall my fault... yeti was mental, and sick, so-o-is it all on me?YES- 

NO-AH! 

Nurse Ramirezlooks like an entirelydifferentpersonfromtheone whoarrived here 
yesterday afternoon. 

I'll miss her but I'm glad she'll be able to getaway from me, from this place. I'd like to get 

away, too. 


I think I will. I think it's justa matterof time figuring out howto let go. 

The makeup has all rubbed off and her hair is flat. She looks like she could sleep standing up. 
Her shift must be over soon, and the sweet cute girl I like would be rubbing me do in a sponge bath-the 
only good in my life at this time, going back more. 

I haven't been back in my bed for fifteen minutes when Carrie shows up. 

She marches through the double doors and goes to speak to the one nurse behind the desk. 

I don't hear what she says, but I hear her tone: it's polite, soft-spoken, but leaving no room 
for questions. 

When she leaves the room a few minutes later, there's a change in the air. 

Carrie's in charge now. 
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Ah, I recall- 


The grumpy nurse at first looks pissed off, like Who is this woman to tell me whatto do? 



I got sick of this life... how could you not when you no more... then they think and they take 
youfor mentally retarded. Yetthat is whatmaterializesto girls like me, that end in a place like this 
over...well, nothandling it. Butthen she seems to resign, to throw herhands upin surrender. It'sbeena 
crazy night. The shift is almost over. Why bother? Soon, I and all of my noisy, pushy visitors will be an 
important person else's problem. I used to hear Mom give her tips for getting the baby to sleep through 
the night. 


Five minutes later, Carrie is back, bringing Gramsand Cramps with her. Carrie has worked all 
day and now she is here all night. I know she doesn't get enough sleep on a good day. 

It's like exhaustion wouldn't dare mess with her. She stirs right overto my bed, looking at me 
all vegetated, nowin my last days,she remembers backtotheyoungerme. 

I'm not sure who looks worse, me or Cramps. His cheeks are sallow, his skin looks gray and 
papery, and his eyes are Ritalin-shot. 

Gram's, onthe otherhand, looksjust like Grams. Nosign of wearand tearon her. 

Neverthe kind of girl to make my heart race in fear. You made up for a lifetime of that 

today.' 


But you proved me wrong. Even-neverthen you were such a breeze. Never-evergave us any 

trouble. 


'You've sure got us on a roller-coaster ride today,' Gram's says lightly. 'Your mom always said 
she couldn't believe whatan easy girl you were and I remembertelling her, 'Just wait until she hits 
puberty.' 


'Now, now,'Cramps says, putting a hand on her shoulder. 

'Oh, I'm only kidding. Earn would appreciate it. She's got a sense of humor, no matter how 
serious she sometimes seems. A wicked sense of humor, this one.' 

'There, much better,'she says. 'You know, I went outside fora walk today and you'll never 
guesswhatl saw. A crossbill. In Dauphin Main in March. Now,that's unusual. 


I think it's Galle... 



Someone has rinsed it out, so, while it's not exactly clean, it's not caked with Ritalin, either. 
Gram's starts untangling my bangs, which are about chin length. Gram's pulls the chair up next to my 
bed and starts combingthrough my hair with her fingers. 

She works her way down, pulling the hair out from underthe pillow so it streams down my 
chest, hiding some of the lines and tubes connected to me. I'm forevercutting bangs, then growing 
them. It'saboutas radical a makeoveras I can give myself. 

You would think she would be there my last days at my bed, yet she was not, she did not 
care... or so that how I rememberit... yet, I lost my health forher. 
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She always had a soft spot for you. Said you reminded her of your father, and she adored her. 

But she loved that she'd rebelled against us, or so she thought, and she thought it was 
somethingthatyou rebelled all overagain bybecominga classical musician. 

Though much as I tried to tell herthat it wasn'tthe way it was, she didn't care. She had her 
own ideas aboutthings; I suppose we all do.' 

Little did she knowyourfathercouldn'tstand her. When he cut his first crazy hairdo, she 
practically threw him a party. 

She loved that he was rebellious, so dissimilar then us all in the world today. 

She came to visit us once when your daddy was around five or six, and she had this ratty 
mink coat with her. 

This was before she got all into the animal rights and crystals and the like. The coat smelled 
terrible, like mothballs, like the old linens we kept in a trunk in the attic, and your fathertookto calling 
her'Auntie Shaft Smell.' She never knew that. 

I know that all the magic kisses in the world probably couldn't have helped him today. But I 
would do anythingto have been able to give herone. 


10:41 P.M. 



I run away, once from this place and was busted back when I still had legs, this place is why... 
and she... too. I was slowly dying anyway with MS, so-o...that was whatthey said it was too... 

I leave Beth, Ana, and Carrie in the lobby and I just start careening through the hospital. I 
don't reanalyze I'm lookingforthe pediatric ward until I getthere. 

Past the pediatric oncology unit where bald cancer patients sleep under cheerful murals of 
rainbowsand balloons, I tearthroughthe halls... 

Like past rooms with nervous four-year-old's sleeping restlessly before tomorrow's 
tonsillectomies, past the newborn ICU with babies the size of fists, hooked up to more tubes than I am. 

I'm looking for him, even though I know I won'tfind him. Still, I have to keep looking. 

I picture his head, his tight blond curls. I love to nuzzle my face in those curls, have done 
since he was a baby. I kept waiting for the day when he'd swat me away, say 'You're embarrassing me,' 
the way he does to Dad when Dad cheers too loudly at T-ball games. But so far, that hadn't happened. 
So far. I've been allowed constant access to that head of his. So far. Now there is no more so far. It's 
over. 

I picture myself nuzzling his head one last time, and I can't even imagine it without seeing 
myself crying, my tears turning his blond curlicues straight. 

I cannot scream until my throat hurts or break a window with my fist until my hand bleeds, 
or pull my hair out in clumps until the pain in my scalp overcomesthe one in my heart. 

Naddalin is nevergoingto graduate from T-ball to baseball, she is nevergoingto grow a 
mustache. Never-evergoingtoget into a fistfight or shoot a deeror kiss a girl or have real sex or fall in 
love or get married or mother herown curly-haired girl that she wanted all the way back before she 
could talk, or walk even, even if she had one dropped in the crapperthat was her daddy's when she 
aborted it with pills. 

I'monly 1 yearolderthan her, but it's like I've already had so much more life. It is unfair. If 
one of us should have been left behind, if one of us should be given the opportunity for more life, it 
should be her. I race through the hospital like a trapped wild animal. Naddalin? I call. Where are you ? 
Come back to me! 



I don't want to be here. I don't want to be in this hospital. I don't want to be in this 
suspended state where I can see what's happening, where I'm aware of what I'm feeling without being 


able to actually feel it. 

Nevertheless, she won't. I know it's fruitless. I give up and drag myself back to my ICU. I want 
to breakthe double doors. I want to smash the nurses' station. I wantto go away. I want it all to go 
away. 


I'm staring at myself, at the 'live' Earn now, lying in her hospital bed. I fee I a burst of fury. If I 
could slap my own lifelessface, I would. 

Instead, I sit down in the chair and close my eyes, wishing it all away. Except I can't. I can't 
concentrate because there's suddenly so much noise. My monitors are blipping and chirping and two 
nurses are racing toward me. 

'Her BP and pulse ox are dropping,' one screams. 

'She'stachycardia,' the otheryells. 'What transpired?' 

'Code blue, code blue in Trauma,' blares the PA. (that was the night I passed, at 12, the day 
before I became a teen girl, holding a stuffed toady bear, he was being a suit.) I'm naked from the waist 
down, but no one noticesthese things here. 

Soon the nurses are joined by a bleary-eyed doctor, the one that was so in love with me, the 
real me or so she said, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes, which are ringed by deep circles. He yanks 
down the covers and lifts my hospital gown. 

He puts his hands on my belly, which is swollen and hard. His eyes widen and then narrow 
into slits. 'Abdomen's rigid,' he says angrily. 'We need to do an ultrasound.' 

Nurse Ramirez runs to a back room and then wheels out what looks like a portable laptop 
with a long white attachment. She squirts somejelly on my stomach, and the doctor runs the 
attachment over my stomach. 

'Damn. Full of fluid,' he says. 

'Patient, had surgery this afternoon?' 



'A splenectomy,' Nurse Ramirez replies. 


'Could be a missed Ritalin vessel that wasn't sealed,'the doctor says, she tried this one 
before. I don'tthinkthis was natural... 'Or a slow leakfrom a perforated bowel. 

Car accident, right?' 

That was more of a thing then me taking last breath... yet it was 18 months... and my funding 
was runningout so-o let hergo-o is whatthey do; this place is like a nearing home... I've seen it all 
before. Smalls the same. Like piss, looks the same, like death, and then that all the is left is regretting all 
and both. 


Those things that thing and them too. 

'Yes, the patient was med-evaded this morning.' 

The doctor flips through my chart. 'Doctor Sorensen was hersurgeon; he's still on call. Page 
him, get herto the OR. 

Nurse Ramirez shoots the doctor a dirty look as if he had just insulted me. 

We need to get inside and find out what's leaking, and why, before she drops any further. 
Jesus, brain contusions, collapsed a lung. This kid's a train wreck.' 
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'Miss Ramirez,'the grumpy nurse at the desk scolds. 'You have patients of your own to deal 
with. Let's get this young woman intubated and transferred to the OR. That will do her better than all 
this dilly-dallying around!' 

The nurses work rapidly to detach the monitors and catheters and run anothertube down 
my throat. A pair of orderlies' rushes in with a gurney and heave me onto it. She taps me three tim es on 
the forehead with her fingers, like it's some kind of Morse code message. And then I'm gone into the 
maze of hallways leading toward the OR for another round of cutting, but this time I don't follow myself. 
This time I stay behind in the ICU. 



I'm still naked, from the waist down as they hustle me out, showing my vag-ie-slit. And the 
line of hair I have down there left, but right before I reach the back door. Nurse Ramirez calls, 'Wait!' 
and thengentlyclosesthe hospitalgown around my legs.This morning I wentfora drive with myfamily. 
And now I am here, as alone as I've ever been. I am seventeen years old. This is not how it's supposed to 
be. This is not how my life is supposed to turn out. 

I am starting to get it now. I mean, I don'ttotally fully understand. It's not like I somehow 
commanded a Ritalin vesselto pop open and start leaking into my stomach. It's not like I wished for 
anothersurgery. But Naddalin is gone. Mom and Dad are gone. To never-eversmell Dad smoke a pipe? 
To neverstand nextto Mom quietly talking as we dothe dishesPTo neverread Naddalin another 
chapter of Neveah, even if she cannot put it down-and there are no other books out thereto read; to 
stay without them? I'm not sure this is a world I belong in anymore. I'm not sure that I want to wake up. 
In the quiet corner of the ICU, I start to really think about the bitter things I've managed to ignore so far 
today. What would it be like if I stay? What would it feel like to wake up an orphan? 

I've only ever been to one funeral in my life and it was for someone I hardly knew. Gram's 
was pretty annoyed by that, by AuntGalle in general, who Gram's said was always trying to call 
attention to how different she was, even after she was dead. Gram's ended up boycotting the ash 
scattering, and if she wasn't going, there was no reason for the rest of us too. No traditional service, no 
burial in the family plot. Instead, she wanted to be cremated and have her ashes scattered in a sacred 
Native American ceremony somewhere in the Sierra Mountains in Nevada. I might have gone to Great- 
Aunt Galle's funeral after she died of acute pancreatitis. Except her will was very specific about her final 
wishes. 


That was the funny thing about conservatory camp; you got so close with the people over 
the summer, but it was some unwritten rule thatyou didn't keep in touch duringthe restof the year. 
We were summerfriends. Anyhow, we had a memorial concert at camp in Dick's honor, but it wasn't 
really a funeral. Dick Mize, mytrombonistfriendfrom conservatory camp, diedtwo years ago, but I 
didn'tfind out until I returned to camp and he wasn'tthere. Fewof us had known that he'd had 
lymphoma. 


Unlike Dad and Karrah, who as they got older and had families became fewer music 
performers than music connoisseurs. Kerry Whiteford was a musician in town, one of 


Mom and Dad's people, Kerry stayed single and stayed faithful to his first love: playing music. 



She was in three bands and she earned her living to do the sound at a local club, an ideal 


setup because at least one of his bands seemed to play there every week, though sometimes you'd see 
her jumping down in the middle of a set to adjust the monitors herself, soshe just had to hop up on the 
stage and let someone take the controls for his set. I had known Kerry when I was little and would go to 
shows with Mom and Dad and then I sort of remit- her when Beth, and I got together and I started going 
to shows again. Kerry's death caused an uproar in our town. She was kind of a fixture around here, an 
outspoken girl with a big personality and this mass of wild white-girl curly-locks. 

She was at workone night, doing the sound fora Dauphin band called Clod when he just 
keeled overon the soundboard. He wasdead by the time the ambulance got there. Afreak brain 
aneurysm. Mom and Dad were going, of course, and so was Beth. So-o even though I felt a little bit like 
an impostor crashing someone's death day, I decided to go along. Naddalin stayed with Grams and 
Gramps Black. And she was young, only thirty-two. Everyone we knew was planningto go to herfuneral, 
which was being held in the town where he grew up, in the mountains a couple of hours' drive away. 


f\J r\J 


Kerry the avowed left-wingerwho decided to protest the Iraq war by getting a bunch of men 
to dress up in drag and go down to the local army recruiting office to enlist. 

Kerry the atheist curmudgeon, who hated how commercial May Christmas had become and 
so-o threw an annual Merry Anti-Christmas Celebration atthe club, where he held a contestforwhich 
band could play the mostdistorted versions of Christmas carols. 

Then he invited everyone to throw all their crappy presents into a big pile in the middle of 
the club. And contrary to local lore, Kerry did not burn the stuff in a bonfire; Dad told me that he 
donated it to St. Vincent de Paul. As everyone talked about Kerry, the mood in the car was fizzy and fun, 
like we were going to the circus, not a funeral. But it seemed right, it seemed true to Kerry, who was 
always overflowing with frenetic energy. 

We caravanned to Kerry's hometown with a bunch of people, squeezing into a car with 
Karrah and Carrie, who was so pregnant the seatbelt wouldn't fit over her bump. Everyone took turns 
telling funny stories about Kerry. The problem was the service itself. It was obvious that the pastor had 
nevereven met Kerry because when he talked about him, it was generic, about what a kind heart Kerry 
had and how even though it was sad that he was gone, he was getting his 'heavenly reward.' 



I cannot say I feel that way, a nnan was on a cross forme that good right... I don't have to feel 
I did anythingwrong,forthat wayhe did what he did... or was chosen...right?Thefuneral, though, was 
the opposite. It was horribly depressing and not just because it wasfor someone who'd died tragically 
youngand forno particular reason aside from some bad arterial luck. It was held in a huge church, 
which seemed strange considering Kerry was an out-spoken nonbeliever, but that part I could 
understand. I mean where else do you have a funeral? 

We went to church sometimes, so it's not like Mom had anything against religion, but Kerry 
totally did and Mom was ferociously protective of the people she loved, so much that she took insults 
upon them personally. Her friends sometimes called her Mama Bear for this reason. Steam was 
practically blowing out of Mom's ears by the time the service ended with a rousing rendition of Sarah 
McLachlan 'In the Arms of an Angel.' 

And instead of having eulogies from his band mates or the people in town who she'd spent 
the last fifteen years with, some uncle from Boise got up and talked about teaching Kerry howto ride a 
bike when he was six, like learning to ride a bike was the defining moment in Kerry's life. He concluded 
by reassuring us that Kerry was walking with Jesus now. I could see my mom getting red when he said 
that, and I started to get a little worried that she might say something. 

'It's a good thing Kerry's dead because that funeral would've sent him over the edge,' Karrah 
said. Afterthe church service, we'd decided to skip the formal luncheonand had gonetoa diner. Ana, 
who has met Carrie all of twice, flings herself into her arms. 'Thank you!' she murmurs into her neck. 


'I want to see Earn,' Beth says... Carrie hugs her back, pats heron the shoulders before letting 
go. She rubs her eyes and winces out a brittle laugh. 'What in the hell were you two thinking?' she asks. 
'Are you okay?'Ana asks. Carrie turns to lookat Beth and it's like someone has unscrewed hervalve, 
letting all her air escape. She deflates. She reaches out and touches Beth's cheek. 'Of course, you do.' 
She wipes her eyes with the heel of her hand. Beth perks up when he hears this. 'You think you can? 

That old nurse has it in for me.'Carrie ignoresthe question altogether. 'Let's see aboutgettingyou in to 


Earn. 



She needs you now- more than ever... right?' 'If that old nurse is who I think she is, it doesn't 


matter if she has it in for you. It's not up to her. Let's check in with Barn's Gram's parents and then I'll 
find out who's in charge of breaking the rules around here and get you in to see your girl. 

Carrie to the rescue. Just the way she rescued Karrah, Dad's best friend, and bandmate, who, 
once upon a time, was a total drunk playboy. When he and Carrie had been dating a fewweeks, shetold 
herto straighten out and dry outor say good-bye. Beth swivels around and hugs Carrie with such force 
that herfeet lift up off the ground. 

While Dad lived for the Ramones and thought baseball was a religious institution, and 
probably why she was one of Dad's favorite people, even though she hated the Ramones and thought 
baseball was boring. Dad said, that lots of girls had given Karrah stipulations, tried to force herto settle 
down, and lots of girls had been left crying onthe sidewalk. 

But when Carrie packed hertoothbrush andtold Karrah to grow up, Karrah was the one who 
cried. Then he dried histears, grewup, gotsoberand monogamous. Eightyears later, here they are, 
with a baby, no less. Carrie is formidable that way. Probably-why after she and Karrah got together she 
became Mom's best friend; she was anothertough-as-nails, tender-as-kittens, feminist bitch. 

I'm so busy celebrating Carrie's arrival that the implication of her being here takes a few 
moments to sink in, but when it does, it hits me like a jolt of electricity. Now Carrie is here, Carrie the 
nurse, Carrie who doesn't take no for an answer is here. She'II get Beth in to see me. She'II take care of 
everything. 


Hooray! I wantto shout. 

Carrie is here 1 Her eyes got bright... 

Carrie is here, and if she's here if she's in my hospital, it means that there isn't any reason for 
herto be in her hospital. I know her well enough to know that she neve r-ever would have left her the re. 
Even with me here, she would have stayed with her. she was broken and broughtto herfor adhesive. 
She was her patient, her priority, and now even a friend, and someone more than just a patient. 

More than ever... I think about thefact that Gram's and Gramps are in Dauphin with me. And 
that all anyone in that waiting room is talking about is me, howthey are avoiding mentioning Mom or 



Dad or Naddalin. I think about Carrie's face, which looks like it has been scrubbed clean of all joy. And I 
think about what she told Beth, that I need him now. 

Mom went into labor three days before Christmas, and she insisted we go holiday shopping 
together, and that's how I know. Naddalin; She's gone, too. 'Shouldn'tyou like lying down or go to the 
birthing centeror something?' I asked. Mom grimaced through a cramp. 'Nah. The contractions aren't 
that bad and are still like twenty minutes apart. I cleaned our entire house, from top to bottom, while I 
was in early labor with you.' 

'You're a smart-ass, you know that?' Mom said. She took a few breaths. 'I've got some ways 
to go. Now come on. Let's take the bus to the mall. I'm not up to driving.' 'Putting the labor in labor,' I 
joked. Mom laughed at that. 'Please, it's enough forme to have to birth this baby. I don't need to deal 
with her, too. We'll call herwhen I'm ready to pop. I'd much rather have you around.' 'Shouldn't we call 
Dad?' I asked. 

'Let's go get the pie...'So, Mom and I wandered around the mall, stopping every couple 
minutes or so she could sit down and take deep breaths and squeeze my wrist so hard it left angry red 
marks.Still, it wasa weirdlyfunand productive morning. We boughtpresentsforGramsandGramps. 

Usually, we waited for the holiday sales to buy stuff like that, but Mom said that this year 
we'd be too busy changing diapers. (A sweater with an angel on it and a new book about Abraham 
Lincoln,) andtoys forthe babyand a new pair of rain bootsforme. Now's notthe time to be cheap.Ow, 
freak. Sorry, Earn. 

Come on. 

The hippie midwife-led Mom inside and Dad asked me if I wanted to come, too. By now, I 
could hear Mom screaming profanities. We went to Marie Callender's. Mom had a slice of pumpkin and 
of banana cream. I had blueberry... When she was done, she pushed her plate away and announced she 
was ready to go to the midwife. We had never really talked about my being there or not being there. I 
went everywhere with Mom and Dad at that point, so it was just assumed. 


-And- 



We met a nerve-wracked Dad atthe birthing center, which was nothing like a doctor's office. 


It was the ground floor of a house, the inside decked out with beds and Jacuzzi tubs, the medical 
equipmentdiscreetly tucked away. 

I shook my head. Mom needed me. She'd said so. I sat down on one of the floral couches and 
picked up a magazine with a goofy-lookingbald baby on the cover. Dad disappeared into the room with 
the bed. 


'I can call Gram's and she'll pick you up,'Dad said, wincing at Mom's barrage.'This might take 

a while.' 


'We have some lovely Enya. Very soothing,'the midwife said. Women can handle the worst 
kind of pain. You will find outone day. Then she would scream freaking again. 'MusicI dammit! Music!' 
Mom screamed. 'Freaking Enya!' Mom screamed. 'Melvin's... Earth... now...!"rve got it covered,' Dad 
said. Then he popped a CD of the loudest, churnings', guitar-heaviest music, like- like, I had everheard. 

It made all the fast-paced punk songs Dad normally listened to sound like harp music. 

This music was primal and that seemed to make Mom feel better. She started makingthese 
low guttural noises. I just sat there quietly. Every so often she'd scream my name and I'd scamperinside. 
Mom would look up at me, her face plastered with sweat. Don't be scared, she'd whisper. 

Likewise, I'd seen a couple of births on that cable-TV show, and people usually yelled fora 
while; sometimes they swore and it had to be bleeped, but it never took longer than half an hour. After 
three hours. Mom and the Melvin'swere still screaming along.The whole birthing centerfeittropically 
humid, eventhough it was forty degrees outside. 




Karrah dropped by. When he came inside and heard the noise, she froze in his tracks. I knew 
that the whole kid-thingfreaked him out. I'd overheard Mom and Dad talking about that, and Karrah's 
refusalto grow up. He'd apparently been shocked when Mom and Dad had me, and now was 
completely bewildered that they chose to have a second. They'd both been relieved when he and Carrie 
had gotten backtogether. 'Finally, a grown-up in Karrah's life,' Mom had said. 



Karrah looked at me; his face was pale and sweaty. "Holy Shit PISS!!!' Should you be hearing 
this? Should I be hearing this?' 

'I've got the flu or something, butyour Dad just called asking me to bring some food. I 
shrugged, Karrah sat down nextto me. So here I am,' he said, proffering a Taco Bell bag reeking of 
onions. I's let out another moan. 'I should go. Don't want me spreading germs or anything.' 

She stood up to leave, I screamed even louderand Karrah nearly Jumped in her seat. 'You 
sure you wantto hang around for this? You can come back to my place. Carrie's there, taking care of 
me.' He grinned when he mentioned her name. 'She can take care of you, too.' 'Did she vomit yet?' 
Karrah asked, sitting back down on the couch. I snickered, but then saw from his face that he was 
serious. 'No, I'm fine. Mom needs me; Dad's kind of freaked out, though.' 

'So, the storygoes. But I'll tell youthis: She cried like a motherfreakingbaby whenyou were 
born.' Almostfainted on the floor. Not that I can blame him. But the dude was a mess, the doctors 
wanted to kick he rout, 'she threw up whenyou were coming, said they were going to if you didn't come 
out within a half-hour. That got your mom so pissed off she pushed you out five minutes later.' Karrah 
smiled, leaning back into the futon. 




'I've heard that part.' 'Heard what part?' Dad asked breathlessly. He grabbed the bag from 
Karrah. 'Taco Bell, Karrah?' I shook my head; Dad had started unwrapping her meal when Mom let out a 
growl and then started screamingat the midwife thatshe was ready to push. Karrah winked at me. Dad 
pulled out a burrito and offered one to me. 

'Dinner of champions,'Karrah said. 

'It'll do... I'm ravenous. It's intense in there. Got to keep up my strength.'The midwife poked 
her head out the door. 'I think we're getting close, so maybe you should save dinner for later,' she said. 
'Come on back.' 

21 

'Would you like to watch?'The midwife asked Dad, but he just swayed and turned a pale 


shade of green. Karrah nearly bolted out the front door. I followed Dad into the bedroom where Mom 



was sitting now, panting like a sick dog. Tm probably better up here,' he said, grasping Mom's hand, 
which she violently shookoff. 

The midwife was telling me to push, after all, I was having daddy baby girl, then hold, then 
push. 'Go, baby, go, baby, go baby go,' she chanted. 'You're almost there I'she cheered. Mom looked like 
she wanted to smack her. 

No one asked me if I wanted to watch. I just automatically went to stand next to the midwife. 
It was pretty gross. I'll admit. Lots of Ritalin, I wason during. 

And I'd certainly neverseen myself sofull-onfrontal before. Nevertheless, it felt strangely 
normal for me to be there. Her eyes were open, staring straight at me. She likes held my gaze as the 
midwife suctioned out her nose, and mouth, and said well she going to be cheap you don't have to cut 
anything off. 'It's a girl,' she shouted. This is why girls are E_ZI 

'I'll doit,' I offered. 

The midwife put Naddalin on my belly. 

'Do you wantto cut the cord?' she asked Daddy he was holding my hand the whole time and 
kissing my forehead and even my lips. Dad waved his hands no, too overcome orqueasy, woozy to 
speak. When Naddalin slid out, he was head up, facing the ceiling, so that the first thing he saw was me. 
She didn't come out squalling as you see on TV. She was just noiseless. Up till now, some thought this 
was wrong yet other not, in the hospital, about me and my daddy. We have a special bond that is all I 
say and smile nod. The midwife held the cord taut and told me where to cut. Naddalin lay still, his gray 
eyes wide open, still staring at me. 'Imprinting on a zoologist, not the mama goose, because he was the 
first one, they saw when they hatched.' I always said that it was because Naddalin saw me first and 
because I cut her cord, that somewheredeepdown bethought I was his mother. 'It's like those 
goslings,' Mom joked, saying, I knew you to would do this... I knew. 

When he was a baby and going through his nightly fussy period, she'd only calm down after I 
played him a lullaby on my French horn. When he started getting into Neveah, only I could read a 
chapterto him every night. 



And when he'd skin a knee or bump his head, if I was around, he would not stop crying until I 
bestowed a magic kiss on the injury, afterwhich he'd miraculously recover. She exaggerated. Naddalin 
didn't really think I was her mother, but the re were certain things that only I could do for her. 

'Damn...' 'You are the plan, Brookelicks herbee-stunglips, I hadn't really thought beyond 
you going up to the ICU and making a ruckus.' 'Making a ruckus is one of my favorite things to do. What 
do you think we should do? Let out a primal scream? Strip? Wait, I didn't bring my guitar, I want to play 
for the baby. Smash a guitar, you mean, said Mom? 'You could sing something?' someone suggests. Beth 
blanches at this sudden reality check and Brooke raises her eyebrows in a stern rebuke. Every person 
goessolemn. 'How aboutthat old Smithssong 'Girlfriend in a Coma'?' 

Someone calls... 

That might do it if it doesn't, then sing. All we really want is to lure a couple of curious nurses 
out, and that grouchy head nurse after them. Once she comes out of the ICU and sees all of us in the hall, 
she'll be too busy dealingwith us to notice that Beth has slipped inside.' 

Brooke appraises Ana; Ana in her rumpled black pants and unflattering sweater. Then Brooke 
smiles and links arms with my bestfriend. 'Sounds like a plan. Let's motor, kids.' Ana clears herthroat. 
'Urn, it doesn't do us any good if Brooke is a diversion in the lobby. We need to go upstairs to the ICU 
and then maybe someone could shoutthat Brooke Bogel is here. 

Maybeall hospitals should import groups of rabble-rousing punkrockersto kickstartthe 
languishing patients' hearts. I lag behind, watchingthis procession of hipster's barrel through the lobby. 

I wonderif I will be able to feel his touch on me. While they wait at the elevator banks, I scramble upthe 
stairs. 


The sheer noisiness of them, of their heavy boots, and loud voices, buzzed on by their sense 
of urgency, ricochets through the quiet hush of the hospital and breathes some life into the place. 

I, myself recollect watching a TV program once about old-age homes that brought in cats and 
dogs to cheerthe elderly and dying patients, and then stop in front of the elevator, waiting limitlessly 
for one empty enough to ferry them upas a group. I choose what I want to be next to my body when 
Beth makes it to the ICU. 
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A gunshot wound... We get a- lot of hunting accidents around here. 


One of the other patients, one who was so swaddled in gauze and bandages, that I could not 
see if it was a man or woman, is gone. I's did not look for the dick- sorry! 

I's have been gone from the ICU for more than three hours, and a lot has different. 

In its place is a woman whose neck is immunized in one of those collar things. 

There is a new patient in one of the empty beds, a middle-aged staff whose face looks like 
one of those surrealistwatercolors: half of it looks normal, handsome even, the other half is a mess of 
bloody-ness, gauze, and stitching like someone just blew it off. 

I stop to check if I feel any different, but I don't feel anything, not physically anyhow. I 
haven'tsince I was in the car this morning, listening to Beethoven's French horn Sonata no. 3. 

Nowthat I'm breathingon my own, my wall of machines bleeps farless, so I getfewervisits 
from the nurses. 

Nurse Ramirez, the one with the nails, expressions a look overat me every nowand again, 
but she's busy with the newguy with the half face. 'Holy crud. Is that Brooke Bogel?' 

I hearsomeoneaskin a totally flakey melodramatic voice from outside the ICU's automatic 
doors. I've nevereverheard any of Beth'sfriendstalk so PG-13 before. It'stheirsanitized hospital 
version of'holy freakingshit.' 

As forme, I'm off my ventilator now. I remember the social worker telling my Grandparents 
and Aunt Diane that this was a positive step. 

'You mean Brooke Bogel of Bikini? 

Brooke Bogel, who was on the coverof Spin magazine last month? 

Here in this very hospital?' This time it's Ana talking. 

Does she sound like a six-year-old reciting line from a school play about the food groups: You 
mean you are supposed to eat five servings of fruit and vegetables a day? 



I hearthem muttering, eagerto see if it's really Brooke, or maybejusthappyforthe breakin 
the routine. 'Yeah, that's right,' says Brooke's raspy voice. 'I'm here to offersome rock-and-roll succorto 
all the people of Rockville and aroundthe county of Dauphin.' 

A couple of the younger nurses, the ones who probably listen to the pop radio or watch MTV 
and have heard of Bikini, look up, their faces excited question marks. 

'Yeah. That's right. So, I thought I might sing a little song. One of my favorites. It's called 
'Eraser,'' Brooke says. 'One of you guys wantto count me in?' 

'I need something to tap with,' Maylie answers. 'Anyone got some pens or something?' I'm 
watching it all play out, like a movie on the screen. 

Now the nurses and orderlies in the ICU are very curious and heading toward the doors. 

I stand next to my bed, my eyes trained on the double doors, waiting for them to open. I'm 
itching with suspense. 

I think of Beth, of how calming it feels when he touches me, how when he absentmindedly 
strokesthe nape of my neckor blows warmair on my cold hands, I could melt into a puddle. 

'What's going on?'the older nurse demands. Suddenly every nurse on the floor is looking at 
her, not outtoward Brooke anymore. 

No one is going to try to explain to her that a famous pop star is outside. The moment has 
broken. I feel the tension ease into disappointment. 

The door isn't going to open. 

Outside, I hear Brooke start belting out the lyrics to 'Eraser.' Even a cappella, even though 
the automatic double doors, she soundsgood. 

'Somebody calls security now,'the nurse growls. 

'Beth, you betterjustgofor it,' Maylie screams. 'Now or never. Full-court press.' 
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'Go!' screams Ana, suddenly an army general. 'We'll coveryou. 



The door opens. In tumble, more than a half-dozen punkers, Beth, Maylie, Jodi, some people 
I don't know, and then Ana. Outside, Brooke is still singing, as though this were the concert, she'd come 
to Dauphin and its townsto give. 

As Bethand Ana charge through the door, they both lookstrong-minded, happy even. 

I'm astonished by their resilience, by their hidden pockets of strength. 

I want to jump up and down and root for them like I used to do at Naddalin'sT-ball games 
when she'd be circumnavigating third and headingfor home. 

It's hard to believe, but watching Ana and Beth in action, I almost feel happy, too. 


'Where is she?' Beth yells. 'Where's Earn?' 


'In the corner, next to the supply closet!' Someone shouts- like OMG-ing freaking load. It 
takes me a minute to reanalyze its Nurse Ramirez. 
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'Security...! Get her...! Get her...!'the grumpy nurse shouts. 

'Dude, was that Brooke Bogel?' one asks as he snags Jodi and flings hertoward the exit. 
She has spotted Beth through all the other invaders and her face has gone pink with anger. 
Two hospital security guards and two orderlies run inside. 

'Think so,' the other answers, grabbing Sarah and steering her out. 
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Ana has spotted me. 'Beth, she's here!'She freaking screams- like a freak, and then turns to 


look at me, the scream dying in herthroat. 



'She's here,'she says again, only this time it's a whimper. 




Beth hears her and she is dodging nurses and making her way to me, and then she's there at 
the foot of my bed, her hand reaching out to touch me; she hands about to be on me. 

Unexpectedly, I'sthinkof ourfirst kiss afterthe gig, howl didn'tknowhow badly I'd wanted 
his lips on mine until the kiss was looming. 

I didn't reanalyze like, urn-just how much I was craving his touch, until nowthat I can almost 
feel it on me. 

Almost... Almost...! 

Suddenly, she's moving away from me. 

Two guards have him by the shoulders and have yanked her butt. One of th e same guards' 
grabs Ana's elbow and leads herout. 

She's limping now, offering no resistance. 

Or get detained...' And then she's off down the hall, trailed by a couple of orderlies begging 
for herautograph... Brooke's still singing in the hallway. 

When she sees Beth, she stops. 'Sorry, honey,' she says. 'I got to jet before I miss my show... 

'Call the police,' the old nurse yells. 

'Have herarrested-doit.' 

'We're taking him down to security. 

That's the protocol,' one guard says. 

'Not upto us to arrest,' the otheradds. 

'Just get her off my ward.' She harrumphs and turns around. 

'Miss Ramirez, that had better not have been you abetting these hoodlums.' 'Unquestionably, 
not, I's was in the supply closet. I missed all the hullabaloo's,'she replies. 



She is such a good liar that herface gives nothing away. 

The old nurse claps her hands. 'Okay. The show's over, umyeah it's like back to that place.' 
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I chase after Beth and Ana, who are being led into the elevators. 

I jump in with them. Ana looks confused like someone flipped herreset button and she's still 
is booting up. 

Beth's lips are set in a grim line. 

I can't tell if he's aboutto cry or aboutto punch the guard. For her sake, I hope it's the 
former. For my own, I hope the latter. 

Downstairs, the guards hustle Beth and Ana toward a hallway filled with darkened offices. 

They are aboutto go inside one of the few offices with lights on when I hear someone 
scream Beth's name. 'Beth. Stop. Is that you?' 'Carrie?' Beth yells. 

'Carrie?' Ana mutters. 

'Excuse me, where are you taking them?' Carrie yells at the guards as she runs toward them. 

'I'm sorry but these two were caught trying to break into the ICU,' one guard elucidates. 

'Only because, like-theywouldn'tletus in,'Ana explains inadequately. 

Carrie catches up to them. She's still wearing her nursing clothes, which is strange because 
she normally changes out of what she calls 'orthopedic couture'as soon as she can. 

Fler long, curly auburn hair looks lank and greasy like she'sforgotten to wash it these past 
few weeks. And her cheeks, normally rosy like apples, have been repainted beige. 'Excuse me...' 

'Who'sshe?' One guard asks. 

I'm am a patent overat CedarCreek. I did my training here, so if you like we can go 
straighten this out with Dick Caruthers.' 



'Director of community affairs,'the other replies. Then he turns to Carrie. 'She's not here. It's 
not business hours.' 

'Well, I have his home number,' Carrie says, brandishing her cell phone like a weapon. 

'I doubt he'd be pleased if I were to call he mow and tell her how his hospital was treating 
someone tryingto visit his critically wounded girlfriend. 

You knowthat the director values compassion as much as efficiency, and this is not the way 
to treat a concerned loved one.' 

'We're justdoing ourjob, ma'am. 

Following orders.' 
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'How about I save you two the trouble and take it from here. The patient's family is all 
assembled upstairs. They're waiting for these two to join them. Here, if you have any problems, you tell 
Mr. Carutherstoget in touch with me.'She reaches into herbag and pulls out a card and hands it over. 
One of the guards looks at it, hands it to the other, who stares at it and shrugs. 

'Might as well save ourselves the paperwork,' he says. He lets go of Beth, whose body slumps 
like a scarecrow taken off his pole. 'Sorry, kid,' he says to Beth, brushing off his shoulders. 

'I hope your girlfriend's okay,'the other mumbles. And then they disappeartoward the 
Gallow of somevendingmachines. 

I stared miserably at my plate, looking out at the Galleomy gray evening. I already missed my 
parents. Ana, and especially Naddalin. He was at that fun stage, wantingto try newthings and 
constantly asking 'What's that?' and saying the most hilarious things. The day before I left, he informed 
me that he was'nine-tenths thirsty'and I almost peed myself laughing. Homesick, I sighedand moved 
the mass of meatloaf around my plate. 

'Don't worry, it doesn't rain every day. 


Just every otherday.' 



I looked up.There was an impish kid who couldn't have been more than tenyearsold. He 
had a blond buzz cut and a constellation of frecklesfalling down his nose. 

'I know,' I said. 'I'm fromthe Northwest, though itwas sunny where I lived this morning. It's 
the meatloaf I'm worried about.' 

He laughed. 'That doesn't get better. But the peanut-butter-and-jelly is always good,' he said, 
gesturing to a table where a half-dozen kids were fixing themselves sandwiches. 'Dick. Trombone. 
Ontario,' he said. This, I would learn, wasa standard Naddalinlin greeting. 

'Oh, hey. I'm Earn. French horn. 

Oregon, I guess.' 

Dick told me that he was thirteen, and this washis second summerhere; almosteveryone 
started when they were twelve, which is why they all knew one another. Of the fifty students, about half 
did jazz, the other half classical, so it wasa small crew. There were only two other French horn players, 
one of them a tall lanky red-haired guy named Simon who Dick waved over. 

'Will you be trying for the concerto competition?' Simon asked me as soon as Dick introduced 
me to Earn. French horn. Oregon. 

Simon was Simon. French horn. Leicester, which turned out to be a city in England. It was 
quite the internationalgroup. 

'I don'tthink so. I don'teven knowwhatthatis,' I answered. 

'Well, you know how we all perform in an orchestra for the final symphony?' Dick asked me. 

I nodded my head, though really-1 had only a vague idea. Dad had spentthe spring reading 
out loud fromthe camp's literature, but the only thing I'd cared about was that I was going to camp with 
otherclassical musicians. I hadn't paid too much attention to the details. 

'It's the summer's end symphony. People from all overcome to it. It's quite a big deal. We, 
the youngster musicians, play as a sort of cute sideshow,'Simon explained. 'However, one musician 
fromthe camp is chosen to play with the professional orchestra and to perform a solo movement. I 
came close last year but it went to a flutist. This is my second-to-last chance before I graduate. It hasn't 
gone to strings in a while, and Tracy, the third of our little trio here, isn't trying out. She's more of a 



hobby player. Good but not terribly serious. I heard you were serious.'Was I? Not so serious that I 
hadn't been on the verge of quitting. 'Mow'd you hearthat?' I asked. 

'The teachers hearall the application reels and word gets around. Your audition tape was 
apparently quite good. It's unusual to admit someone in year two. So, I was hoping for some Ritalin 
good competition, to up my game, as it were.' 

'Whoa, give the girl a chance,' Dick said. 'She's only just tasted the meatloaf.' 

Simon shriveled his nose. 'Beg pardon. 

But if you want to put heads togetherabout audition choices, let's have a little chat about 
that,' he said and disappeared off in the direction of the sundae bar. 

'Forgive Simon. We haven't had high-quality cellists for a couple of years, so he's excited 
about new Ritalin. In a purely aesthetic way. He's queer, though it may be hard to tell because he's 
English.' 


'Oh. I see. Butwhatdid he say? I mean it sounds like he wants me to compete against him.' 

'Of course- he does. That's fun. 

That's why we're all at camp in the middle of a flipping rain forest,' he said, gesturing outside. 
'That and the amazing cuisine.' Dick looked at me. 'Isn'tthat why you're here?' 

I shrugged. 'I don't know. I haven't played with that many people, at least that many serious 

people.' 


Dick scratched his ears. 'Really? You said you're from Oregon. Everdone anything with the 
Dauphin French horn Project?' 

'The what?' 

'Avant-garde French horn collective, eh. Very interesting work.' 

'I don't live in Dauphin,' I mumbled, embarrassed that I'd nevereven heard of any French 
horn Project. 


'Well then, whodoyou play with?' 



'Otherpeople. Middle School students mostly.' 


'No orchestra? No chamber-music ensemble? String quartet?' 

I shook my head, remembering a time when one of my student teachers invited me to play in 
a quartet. I'dturned herdown because playingone-on-onewith herwasone thing; playing with 
complete strangers was another. I'd always believed that the French horn was a solitary instrument, but 
now I was starting to wonder if maybe I was the solitary one. 

'Hmm. How are you anygood?' Dick asked. 'I don'tmeanto sound like an a**hole, but isn't 
that howyou getgood? It's like tennis. If you play someone crappy, you end up missing shots or serving 
all sloppy, but if you play with an ace player, suddenly you're all at the net, lobbing good volleys.' 

'I wouldn't know,' I told Dick, feeling like the most boring, sheltered person ever. 'I don't play 
tennis, either.' 

The nextfewdays went by in a blur. I had no idea why they put out the kayaks. There was no 
time for playing. Not that kind, anyway. The days were totally grueling. Up at six-thirty, breakfast by 
seven, private study time forthree hours in the morning and in the afternoon, and orchestra rehearsal 
before dinner. 

I'd never played with more than a handful of musicians before, so the first few days in the 
orchestra were chaotic. The camp's musical director, who was also the conductor, scrambled to get us 
situated and then it was everything he could do to get us playing the most basic of movements in any 
semblance of time. On the third day, he trotted out some Brahms lullabies. The firsttime we played, it 
was painful. The instruments didn't blend so much as collide, like rocks caught in a lawnmower. 
'Terrible!' he screamed. 'How can any of you everexpectto play in a professional orchestra if you cannot 
keeptime on a lullaby? Now again!' 

Afterabouta week, it started to gel and I got my first taste of being a cog in the machine. It 
made me hearthe French horn in an entirely new way, how its low tones worked in concert with the 
viola's higher notes, how it provided a foundation for the woodwinds on the other side of the orchestra 
pit. And even though you might think that being part of a group would make you relax a little, not care 
so much how you sounded blended among everyone else, if anything, the opposite was true. 



I sat behind a seventeen-year-old viola player named May-Elizabeth. She was one of the 
most accomplished musicians that have been accepted into the Royal Conservatory of Music in the NY- 
and shewasalso model-gorgeous: tall, regal, with skin the color of coffee,and cheekbones that could 
carve ice. I would've been tempted to hate herwere it not for her playing. If you're not careful, the viola 
can make the most awful screech, even in the hands of practiced musicians. But with all the sound rang 
out clean and pure and light. Hearingher play, and watching howdeeplyshe lost herself in the music, I 
wanted to play like that. Better even. It wasn't] ust that I wanted to beat her, but also that I felt like I 
owed it to her, to the group, to myself, to play at her level. 
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'That's sounding quite beautiful,'Simon said toward the end of camp as he listened to me 
practice a movementfrom Hayden's French horn Concerto no. 2, a piece that had given me no end of 
trouble when I'd first attempted it last spring. 'Are you using that for the concerto competition?' 

I nodded. Then I couldn't help myself, I grinned. After dinner and before lights-out every 
night, Simon and I had been bringing our French horns outside to hold impromptu concerts in the long 
twilight. We took turns challenging each other to French horn duels, each trying to out-crazy-play the 
other. We were always competing, always trying to see who could play something better, faster, from 
memory. It had been so much fun and was probably one reason why I wasfeelingso good about the 
Hayden. 


'Ah-h, someone's awfully confident. 

Thinkyoucan beatmeP'Simon asked. 

'At soccer. Definitely,' I joked. Simon often told us that he was the black sheep in his family 
not because he was gay, or a musician, but because he was such a 'shity footballer.' 

Simon pretended that I'd shot him in the heart. Then he laughed. 'Amazingthings happen 
when you stop hiding behind that hulking beast,' he said, gesturing to my French horn. I nodded. Simon 
smiled at me. 'Well, don'tgo gettingquite so cocky. You should hear my Mozart. It sounds like the 
Ritalin angels singing.' 

Neither one of us won the solo spot that year. 


-And- 



Though it would take me fourmore years, eventually I'd nab the solo. 


9:06 P.M. 

Tvegot exactly twenty minutes before our manager has a total shit fit.' Brooke Bogel's raspy 
voice booms in the hospital's now-quiet lobby. So, this is Beth's idea: Brooke Bogel, the indie-music 
goddess and lead singer of Bikini. In a trademark punky glam outfit-tonight it'sa short bubble skirt, 
fishnets, high black leather boots, an artfully ripped-up Shooting Star T-shirt, topped off with a vintage 
fur shrug and a pair of black Jackie 0 glasses-she stands out in the hospital lobby like an ostrich in a 
chicken coop. She's surrounded by people: Maylie and Sarah; Dianna and Jodi, Shooting Star's rhythm 
guitarist and bass player, respectively, plus a handful of Dauphin hipsters who I vaguely recognize. With 
her magenta hair, she's like the sun, around which her ad miring planets revolve. Beth is like a moon, 
standing off to the side, stroking his chin. Meanwhile, Ana looks shell-shocked, like a bunch of Martians 
just entered the building. Or maybe it's because Ana worships Brooke Bogel. In fact, so does Beth. Aside 
from me, this was one of thefewthingsthey had in common. 

'I'll have you out of here in fifteen,' Beth promises, stepping into her galaxy. 

She stridestoward him. 'Beth, baby,'she croons. 'How are you holding up?' Brooke encircles 
him in a hug as if they are old friends, though I know that they only met for the first time today; just 
yesterday Beth was saying how nervous he was about it. But now she's here acting like his bestfriend. 
That's the power of the scene, I guess. As she embraces Beth, I see every guy and girl in that lobby 
watch hungrily, wishing, I imagine, that theirown significant otherwas upstairs in the grave condition so 
that they might betheonesgettingthe consolatory cuddle from Brooke. 

I can't help but wonderif I were here if I were watchingthis as regular old Earn, would I feel 
jealous, too? Then again, if I were regular old Earn, Brooke Bogel would not be in this hospital lobby as 
part of some great ruse to get Beth in to see me. 

'Okay, kids. Time to rock-and-roll. 

Beth, what's the plan?' Brooke asks. 

'Why would a janitor be in the ICU?' Ana asks. She's a stickler for these kinds of details. 


'Broken lightbulb. I don't know. It's all in how you pull it off. 
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'I still don't understand why you don'tjustgo to herfamily?'Asks Ana, pragmatic as ever. 

Tm sure her Gram's parents could explain, could get you in to see Earn.' 

Beth shakes his head. 'You know, when the nurse threatened to call security, my first thought 
was 'I'll just call Barn's parents to fix this.'' Beth stops, takes a few breaths. 'It just keeps walloping me 
overand over, and it's like it's the first time every time,' he says in a husky voice. 

'I know,'Ana replies in a whisper. 

'Anyhow,' Beth says, resuming his search for the light switch, 'I can't go to herGram's 
parents. I can't add anything more to their burden. This is something! have to do for myself.' 

I'm sure my Gram's parents would actually be happy to help Beth. They've met him a bunch 
of times, and they like him a lot. On Christmas, Gram'sis always sure to make maple fudge forhim 
because he once mentioned how much he liked it. 

But I also know that sometimes Beth needs to do things in a dramatic way. He is fond of the 
Gram's Gesture. Like saving up two weeks of pizza-de livery tips to take me to Yo-Yo Ma instead of just 
asking me out on a regular date. Like decorating my windowsill with flowers every day for a week when I 
was contagious with the chickenpox. 

Now I can see that Beth is concentrating on the new task at hand. I'm not sure what exactly 
he has in mind, but whatever the plan, I'm grateful for it, if only because it's pulled him out of his 
emotional stupor I saw in the hallway outside the ICU. I've seen him get like this before, when he's 
writing a new song or is trying to convince me to do something I won't want to do-like go camping with 
him-and nothing, not a meteorite crashing into the planet, not even a girlfriend in the ICU, can dissuade 
him. 


Besides, it's the girlfriend in the ICU that's necessitating Beth's ruse, to begin with. And from 
what I can guess, it's the oldest hospital trick in the book, taken straight from that movie The Fugitive, 
which Momand I recentlywatchedonTNT. I have my doubts about it. SodoesAna. 


'Don't you think that nurse might recognize you?' Ana asks. 'You did yell at her. 



'She won't have to recognize me if she doesn'tsee me. Now I get why you and Earn are such 
peas in a pod. A pair of Cassandras.' 

Beth has never met Mrs. Schein, so he doesn't get that implying that Ana is a worrywartwho 
is fighting words. Ana scowls, butthen I can see hergive in. 'Maybe this retarded plan of yours would 
work better if we could actually see what we're doing.'She fumbles around in her bag and pulls out the 
cell phone her mother made her start carrying when she was ten-child LoJack, Ana called it and turned 
on the monitor. A square of light softens the darkness. 

'Now, that's more like the brilliant girl Earn brags about,' Beth says. He turns on his own cell 
phone and now the room is illuminated by a dull Callow. 

Unfortunately, the Callow shows that the tiny broom closet is full of brooms, a bucket, and a 
pair of mops, but is lacking any of the disguises that Beth was hoping for. If I could, I would inform them 
that the hospital has locker rooms, where the doctors and nurses can stow their street clothes and 
where they change into their scrubs or their lab coats. The only generic hospital garb sitting around are 
those embarrassing gowns that they put the patients in. Beth probably could throw on a gown and 
cruise the hallways in a wheelchair with no one the wiser, but such a getup would still not get him into 
thelCU. 


'Shit,' Beth says. 

'We can keeptrying,'Ana says, suddenly the cheer-leader. 'There are like ten floors in this 
place. I'm sure there are otherunlocked closets.' 

Beth sinks to the floor. 'Nah. You're right. This is stupid. We need to come up with a better 

plan.' 


'You could fake a drug overdose orsomethingsoyou wind up in the ICU,' Ana says. 

'This is Dauphin. You're lucky if a drug overdose gets you into the ER,' Beth replies. 'No, I was 
thinking more like a distraction. You know, like making the fire alarm go off so the nurses all come 
running out.' 


'Do you really think sprinklers and panicked nurses are good for Earn?' Ana asks. 



'Well, not that exactly, butsomethingso thatthey all look away forhalf a second and I 
stealthily sneak in.' 

'They'll find you out right away. 

They'll throwyou out on yourbackside.' 

'I don't care,' Beth responds. 'I only need a second.' 

'Why? I mean what can you do in a second?' 

Beth pausesfora second. His eyes, which are normally a kind of mutt's mixture of gray and 
brown and green, have gone dark. 'So, I can show her that I'm here. That someone's still here.' 

Ana doesn't ask any more questions after that. They sit there in silence, each lost in their 
own thoughts, and it reminds me of how Beth and I can be together but quiet and separate and I see 
that they're friends now, friends for real. No matter what happens, at least I have achieved that. 

Afteraboutfive minutes, Beth knocks on his forehead. 

'Of course,' he says. 

'What?' 

'Time to activate the Bat-Signal.' 

'Huh?' 

'Comeon. I'llshowyou.' 
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When I first started playing the French horn. Dad was still playing drums in his band, though 
that all started to taperoff a couple of years later when Naddalin arrived. But right from the get-go, I 
could see that there was something different about playing my kind of music, something more than my 
parents' obvious bewilderment with my classical tastes. My music was solitary. I mean Dad might 
hammer on his drumsfor a few hours by himself or write songs alone at the kitchen table, plinking out 
the notes on his beat-up acousticguitar, but he always said that songs really got written as you played 
them. That was what made it so interesting. 



When I played, it was most often by myself, in my room. Even when I practiced with the 
rotating Middle School students, otherthan during lessons, I still usually played solo. And when I gave a 
concert or recital, it was alone, on a stage, my French horn, myself, and an audience. And unlike Dad's 
shows, where enthusiasticfans jumped the stage and then dive-bombed into the crowd, there was 
always a wall betweenthe audienceand me. Aftera while playing like this got lonely. It also got kind of 
boring. 


So- in the spring of eighth grade I decided to quit. I planned to trail off quietly, by cutting 
back my obsessive practices, not giving recitals. I figured that if I laid off gradually, by the time I entered 
high school in the fall, I could start fresh, no longer be known as 'the cellist.' Maybe then I'd pick up a 
new instrument, guitar or bass, or even drums. Plus, with Mom too busy with Naddalin to notice the 
length of my French horn practice, and Dad swamped with lesson plans and grading papers at his new 
teaching job, I figured nobody would even really- um- a that I'd stopped playing until it was already a 
done deal. At least that's what I told myself. The truth was, I could no soonerquit French horn cold 
turkeythan I could stop breathing. 

I might have quit for real, were it notfor Ana. One afternoon, I invited herto go downtown 
with me afterschool. 

'It's a weekday. Don'tyou have practice?'she asked as she twisted the combination on her 

locker. 


'I can skip it today,' I said, pretendingto search for my earth-science book. 

'Flave the pod people stolen Earn? First no recitals. And now you're skippingouton practice. 
What'sgoing on?' 

'I don't know,' I said, tapping my fingers against the locker. 'I'm thinkingof trying a new 
instrument. Like drums. Dad's kit is down in the basementgatheringdust.' 

'Yeah, right. You on drums. That's rich,' Ana said with a chuckle. 

'I'm serious.' 


Ana had looked at me, her mouth agape, like I'd just told her I planned on sauteing up a 
platter of slugs for dinner. 'You can't quit French horn,'she said after a moment of stunned silence. 



'Why not?' 


She looked pained as they tried to explain. 'I don't know but it just seems like your French 
horn is part of who you are. I can't imagine you without that thing between your legs.' 

'It's stupid. I can't even play in the school marching band. I mean, who plays the French horn 
anyhow? A bunch of old people. It'sa dumb instrumentfora girl to play. It'sso dorky. And I wantto 
have more free time, to do fun stuff.' 

'What kind of 'fun stuff'?'Ana challenged. 

'Urn,you know?Shopping. Flanging out with you...' 

'Please,'Ana said. 'You hate to shop. And you hang out with me plenty. But fine, skip practice 
today. I want to showyou something.'She took me home with herand dragged out a CD of Nirvana 
MTV Unplugged and played me 'Something in the Way.' 

'Listen to that,' she said. 'Two guitar players, a drummer, and a French horn player. Fler name 
is Lori Goldston and I bet when she wasyounger, she practiced two hours a day like some othergirl I 
know because if you wantto play with the Philharmonic, or with Nirvana, that's whatyou have to do. 
And I don't think anyone would dare call her a dork.' 

I tookthe CD home and listenedto it overand overforthe nextweek, ponderingwhat Ana 
said. I pulled my French horn out a few times, played along. It was a different kind of music than I'd 
played before, challenging, and strangely invigorating. I planned to play 'Something in the Way' for Ana 
the following week when she came over for dinner. 

But before I had a chance, at the dinnertable Ana casually announced to my parents that she 
thought I oughtto go to summercamp. 

'What, you trying to convert me so I'll go to yourTorah camp?' I asked. 

'Nope. It'sa music camp.' She pulled out a Gallery brochure for the Valley Conservatory, a 
summerprogram in British Columbia. 'It'sfor serious musicians,'Ana said. 'You havetosenda recording 
of your playing to get in. I called. The deadline for applications is May first, so there's still time.' She 
turned to face me head-on as if she were daring me to get mad at her for interfering. 



I wasn'tmad. My heartwas pounding as if Anahad announced that my family wona lottery 
and she was about to reveal how much. I looked at her, the nervous look in her eyes betraying the 'you 
wantto piece of me?' smirk on her face, and I was overwhelmed with gratitude to be friends with 
someone who often seemed to understand me betterthan I understood myself. Dad asked me if I 
wantedtogo, and when I protested aboutthe money, he said neverto mind aboutthat. Did I wantto 
go? And I did. More than anything. 

Three months later, when Dad dropped me off in a lonely corner of Vancouver Island, I 
wasn't so sure. The place looked like a typical summer camp, log cabins in the woods, kayaks strewn on 
the beach. 


There were about fifty kids who, judging by the way they were hugging and squealing, had all 
known one another for years. Meanwhile, I didn't know anybody. For the first six hours, no one talked to 
me except for the camp's assistant director, who assigned me to a cabin, showed me my bunk bed, and 
pointedthe way to the cafeteria, where that night, I was given a plate of something that appeared to be 
meatloaf. 


'It's not like that,' I said, though of course, it wastotally like that. 
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'I just don't see why you couldn't tell me sooner,'she said in a quiet voice. 

I was aboutto give her my whole one kiss-not-equaling-a-relationship spiel and to explain 
that I did n't want to blow it out of proportion, but I stopped myself. 'I was afraid you'd be mad at me,' I 
admitted. 


'I'm not,'Ana said. 'But I will be if you ever lie to me again.' 

'Okay,' I said. 

'Or if you turn into one of those girlfriends, always ponying around after her boyfriend, and 
speaking in thefirst-person plural. 'We love winter. We think the Velvet Underground is seminal.'' 

'You know I wouldn't rock-talk to you. First-person singular or plural. I promise.' 


'Good,'Ana replied. 'Because if you turn into one of those girls. I'll shootyou. 



'If I turn into one of those girls, I'll hand you the gun.' 


Ana laughed for real at that, and the tension was broken. She popped a hunk of pie into her 
mouth. 'How did your parents take it?' 

'Dad went through the five phases of grieving-denial, anger, acceptance, whatever-in like one 
day. I think he's more freaked outthat he is old enough to have a daughter who has a boyfriend.' I 
paused, took a sip of my coffee, letting the word boyfriend restout in the air. 'And he claims he can't 
believe that 

I'm dating a musician.' 

'You're a musician,' Ana reminded me. 

'You know, a punk, pop musician.' 

'ShootingStar is emo-core,'Ana corrected. Unlike me, she cared aboutthe myriad pop 
musical distinctions: punk, indie, alternative, hard-core, emo-core. 

'It's mostly hot air, you know, part of his whole bow-tie-Dad thing. I think Dad likes Beth. He 
met him when he picked me up forthe concert. Now he wants me to bring him overfor dinner, but it's 
only been a week. I'm notquite readyfora meet-the-folks momentyet.' 

'I don'tthink I'll everbe ready forthat.'Ana shuddered atthethoughtof it. 

'What about yourmom?' 

'She offered to take me to Planned Parenthood to getthe Pill and told me to make Beth get 
tested for various diseases. In the meantime, she ordered me to buy condoms now. She even gave me 
ten bucks to start my supply.' 

'Have you?'Ana gasped. 

'No, it's only been a week,' I said. 

'We're still in the same group on that one.' 


'For now,'Ana said. 



One othercategory that Ana and I devised was people whotried to be cool and people who 
did not. On this one, I thoughtthat Beth, Ana, and I were in the same column because even though Beth 
was cool, he didn't try. It was effortless for him. So, I expected the three of us to become the best of 
friends. I expected Beth to love everyone I loved as much as I did. 

And it did workout like that with my family. He practically became the third kid. But it never 
clicked with Ana. Beth treated herthe way that I'd always imagined he would treat a girl like me. He was 
nice enough-polite,friendly, butdistant. He didn'tattemptto enterherworld or gain herconfidence. I 
suspected he thought she wasn't cool enough and it made me mad. After we'd been together for about 
three months, we had a huge fight about it. 

Tm not dating Ana. I'm dating you,' he said after I accused him of not being nice enough to 

her. 


'So what? You have lots of female friends. Why not add herto the stable?' 

Beth shrugged. 'I don't know. It's just notthere.' 

'You're such a snob!' I said, suddenly furious. 

Beth eyed me with furrowed brows like I was a math problem on the blackboard that he was 
trying to figure out. 'How does that make me a snob? You can't force a friendship. We just don't have a 
lot in common.' 

'That's what makesyou a snob! You only like people like you,' I cried. I stormed out, 
expecting him to follow after me, begging forgive ness, and when he didn't, my fury doubled. I rode my 
bike over to Ana's house to vent. She listened to my diatribe; her expression purposefully blase. 

'That's just ridiculous that he only likes people like him,' she scolded when I'd finished 
spewing. 'He likes you, and you're not like him.' 

'That's the problem,' I mumbled. 
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'Well, then deal with that. Don't drag me into your drama,' she said. 'Besides, I don't really 


click with him, either. 



'You don't? 


'No, Earn. Not everyone swoons for Beth.' 

'I didn't mean it like that. It's justthat I want you guys to be friends.' 

'Yeah, well, I wantto live in New York 

City and have normal parents. As the man said, 'You can't always getwhat you want.'' 

'But you're two of the most important people in my life.' 

Ana looked at my red and teary face and herexpression softened into a gentle smile. 'We 
knowthat. Earn. But we're from different parts of your life, just like music and I am from different parts 
of your life. And that's fine. You don't have to choose one or the other, at least not as far as I'm 
concerned.' 


'But I want those parts of my life to come together.' 

Ana shook herhead. 'It doesn't workthat way. Look, I accept Beth because you love him. 
And I assume he accepts me because you love me. If it makes you feel any better, your love binds us. 
And that's enough. I and he don't have to love each other.' 

'But I want you to,' I wailed. 

'Earn,' Ana said, an edge of warning in hervoice signaling the end of her patience. 

'You're starting to act like one of those girls. 

Do you need to get me a gun?' 

Later that night, I stopped by Beth's house to say I was sorry. He accepted my apology with a 
bemused kiss on the nose. And then nothing changed. He and Ana remained cordial but distant, no 
matter how much I tried to sell them on each other. The funny thing was, I never really bought into 
Ana's notion that they were somehow bound together through me-untiljust now when I saw her half 
carrying him down the hospital corridor. 
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8:12 P.M. 



I watch Ana and Beth disappear down the hall. I nneanto follow them but I'm glued to the 
linoleum, unable to move my phantom legs. It's only aftertheydisappeararound a cornerthat I rouse 
myself and trail afterthem, butthey've already gone inside the elevator. 

By now I've figured outthat I don't have any supernatural abilities. I can't float through walls 
or dive down stairwells. I can only do the things I'd be able to do in real life, exceptthatapparently what 
I do in my world is invisible to everyone else. At leastthatseemsto bethe case because noone looks 
twice when I open doors or hit the elevatorbutton. I can touch things, even manipulate doorhandles 
and the like, buti can't really feel anything or anybody. It'slike I'm experiencing everythingthrough a 
fish-bowl. It doesn't really make sense to me, but then again, nothingthat's happeningtoday makes 
much sense. 

I assume that Ana and Beth are headed to the waiting room to join the vigil, but when I get 
there, my family is not there. There's a stack of coats and sweaters on the chairs and I recognize my 
cousin Heather's bright orange down jacket. She lives in the country and likes to hike in the woods, so 
she says thatthe neon colors are necessaryto keep drunk huntersfrom mistaking her for a bear. 

I look at the clock on the wall. It could be dinnertime. I wander back down the halls to the 
cafeteria, which has the same fried-food, boiled-vegetable stench as cafeterias everywhere. 
Unappetizing smell aside, it's full of people. The tables are crammed with doctors and nurses and 
nervous-looking medical students in short white jackets and stethoscopes so shiny that they look like 
toys. They are all chowingdown on cardboard pizza and freeze-dried mashed potatoes. It takes me a 
while to locate my family, huddled around a table. Gram's is chatting to Heather. Cramps is paying 
careful attention to his turkey sandwich. 

Aunt Kate and Aunt Diane are in the corner, whisperingaboutsomething. 'Somecutsand 
bruises. He was already released from the hospital,'Aunt Kate is saying, and fora second I think she's 
talking about Naddalin and I am so excited I could cry. Butthen I hear hersay somethingaboutthere 
being no alcohol in his system, how our car just swerved into his lane and some guy named Mr. Dunlap 
says he didn't have time to stop, and then I really- it's not Naddalin they're talking about; it's the other 
driver. 


'The police said it was probably the snow or a deerthat caused them to swerve,'Aunt Kate 
continues. 'And apparently, this lopsided outcome is fairly common. One party is just fine and the other 
suffers catastrophic injuries...'She trails off. 



I don't know that I'dcall Mr. Dunlap 'just fine,'no matter how superficial his injuries. I think 
aboutwhat it must be like to be him, to wake up on Tuesday morningand getinto yourtruckto head off 
to work at the mill or maybe to the feed-supply store or maybe to Loretta's Diner to have eggs over easy. 
Mr. 


Dunlap, who was maybe perfectly happy or perfectly miserable, married with kids or a 
bachelor. But whateverand whoever he was early this morning, he isn't that person any longer. His life 
has changed irrevocably, too. If what my aunt says is true, and the crash wasn't his fault, then he was 
what Ana would call 'a poor schmuck,' in the wrong place at the wrong time. And because of his bad luck 
and because he was in his truck, driving eastbound on Route 27 this morning, two kids are now 
parentless and at least one of them is in grave condition. 

How do you live with that? For a second, I have a fantasy of getting better and getting out of 
here and goingto Mr. Dunlap's house, to relieve him of his burden, to reassure him that it's not his fault. 
Maybe we'd become friends. 

Of course, it probably wouldn'twork like that. It would be awkward and sad. Besides, I still 
have no idea what I will decide, still have no clue how I would determine to stay or not stay in the first 
place. Until I figure that out, I have to leave things upto the fates, orto the doctors, or whoeverdecides 
these matters when the decider is too confused to choose between the elevator and the stairs. 

I need Beth. I take a final look at him and Ana butthey're not here, so I head back upstairs to 

thelCU. 


I find them hiding out on the trauma floor, several halls away from the ICU. They're trying to 
look casual as they test out the doors to various supply closets. When they finally find an unlocked one, 
theysneak inside. Theyfumble around in the darkfor a light switch. I hate to break it to them, but it's 
actually backingout in the hall. 

'I'm not sure this kind of thing works outside of the movies,'Ana tells Beth as she fee Is along 

the wall. 


'Every faction has its base in fact,' he tells her. 

'You don't really look like the doctor type,' she says. 
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'I was hopingfor orderly. Or maybe a janitor.' 


But it's quiet in this room now. So, I'm sitting on the windowsill, staring out at the night. A 
car screeches into the parking garage, shaking me out of my reverie. I peer down in time to catch a 
glimpse of the taillights of a pink car disappear into the darkness. Sarah, who is the girlfriend of Maylie, 
Shooting Star's drummer, has a pink Dodge Dart. I hold my breath, waiting for Beth to appear out of the 
tunnel. And then he's here, walking up the ramp, hugging his leatherjacketagainst the winter night. I 
can see the chain of his wallet glinting in the floodlights. He stops, turns around to talk to someone 
behind him. I see the soft figure of a woman emerge from the shadows. At first, I think it must be Maylie. 

But then I see the braid. 

I wish I could hugher.To thankherfor always beingonestepaheadof whatl need. 

Of course. Ana would go to Beth, to tell him in person as opposed to breaking the news over 
the phone, and then to bring him here, to me. It was Ana who knew that Beth was playing a show in 
Dauphin. Ana who must have somehow managed to cajole her mother into driving downtown. Ana who, 
judging by Mrs. Schein's absence, must have convinced her mother to go home, to let her stay with Beth 
and me. I remember how it took Ana two months to get permission to take that helicopter flight with 
heruncle, so I'm impressed thatshe managedthis amountof emancipation within the space ofa few 
hours. It was Ana who must have braved any number of intimidating bouncers and hipsters to find 

Beth. And Ana who must have braved telling Beth. 

I knowthis sounds ridiculous, but I'm glad it wasn't me. I don'tthinki could have borne it. 

Ana had to bear it. 

And now, because of her, he is finally here. 

All-daylong, I've been imagining Beth's arrival, and in my fantasy, I rush to greet him, even 
though he can't see me and even though, from what I can tell so far, it's nothing like that movie Ghost, 
where you can walk through your loved ones so that they feel your presence. 

But nowthat Beth is here. I'm paralyzed. I'm scaredto see him. To see his face. I've seen 
Beth cry twice. Once when we watched It's a Wonderful Life. And anothertime when we were atthe 
train station in Seattle and we saw a mother yelling and swattingher son who had Down syndrome. He 
just got quiet and it was only when we were walking away from what I saw the tears rolling down his 



cheeks. And it damn near tore my heart out. If he is crying, it will kill me. Forget this my choice business. 
That alone will do me in. 

I'm such a chicken-shit. 

I look at the clock on the wall. It's past seven now. ShootingStarwill not be openingfor Bikini 
after all. Which is a shame? It was a huge break for them. Fora second, I wonder if the rest of the band 
will go on without Beth. I highly doubt it, though. It's not justthat he is the lead singerand the lead 
guitar player. The band has this kind of code. Loyalty to feel is important. Last summer, when Maylie and 
Sarah broke up (for what turned out to be all of a month) and Maylie was too distraught to play, they 
canceled their five-night tour, even though this guy Gordon who plays drums in another band offered to 
subfor her. 


I watch Beth make his way to the hospital's main entrance. Ana trailing behind him. Just 
before he comes to the covered awning and the automatic doors, he looks up into the sky. Fie is waiting 
for Ana but I also like to think he's looking for me. Flis face, illuminated by the lights, is blank, like 
someone vacuumed away all his personality, leaving only a mask. Fie doesn't look like him. But at least 
he's not crying. 
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That gives me the guts to goto him now. Or ratherto me, to the ICU, which is where I know 
he will want to go. Beth knows Gram's and G ramps and the cousins, and I imagine he'll join the waiting- 
room vigil later. 

But right now, he's here for me. 

Back in the ICU time stands still as always. One of the surgeons who worked on me earlier- 
the one who sweated a lot and, when it was his turn to pick the music, blasted Weezer-is checking in on 
me. 


The light is dim and artificial and kept to the same level all the time, but even so, the 
circadian rhythms win out and a nighttime hush has fallen overthe place. It is lessfreneticthan it was 
during the day like the nurses and machines are all a little tired and have reverted to power-save mode. 

So, when Beth's voice reverberates from the hallway outside the ICU, it really wakes 


everyone up. 



'What do you mean I can'tgo in?' he booms. 


I make my way across the ICU, standing just on the other side of the automatic doors. I hear 
the orderly outside explain to Beth that he is not allowed in this part of the hospital. 

'This is bullshit!' Beth yells. 

Inside the ward, all the nurses looktoward the door, their heavy eyes wary, lam pretty sure 
they're thinking: Don't we have enough to deal with inside without having to calm down crazy people 
outside? I won't explain to them that Beth isn't crazy. That he never yells, except for very special 
occasions. 


Thegraying middle-aged nurse whodoesn'tattendtothe patients butsits by and monitors 
the computersand phonesgivesa little nod and stands up as if accepting a nomination. She straightens 
her creased white pants and makes her way toward the door. She's really not the best one to talk to him. 
I wish I could warn them that they ought to send Nurse Ramirez, the one who reassured my Gram's 
parents (and freaked me out). She'd be able to calm him down. But this one is only going to make it 
worse. I follow herthrough the double doors where Beth and Ana are arguing with an orderly. The 
orderly looks at the nurse. 'I told themthey're notauthorizedto be up here,'he explains. The nurse 
dismisses him with the wave of a hand. 

'Can I help you, young man?'She asks Beth. Her voice sounds irritated and impatient, like 
some of Dad's tenured colleagues at school who Dad says are just counting the days until retirement. 

Beth clears his throat, attemptingto pull himself together. Td like to visit a patient,' he says, 
gesturingtowardthe doors blocking him from the ICU. 

Tm afraid that's not possible,'she replies. 

'But my girlfriend. Earn, she's-' 

'She's beingwell cared for,'the nurse interrupts. She soundstired, too tired for sympathy, 
too tired to be moved by young love. 

'I understand that. And I'm grateful forit,' Beth says. He'strying his bestto play by her rules, 
to sound mature, but I hear the catch in his voice when he says: 'I really need to see her.' 


Tm sorry, young man, but visitations are restricted to immediate family.' 



I hear Beth gasp. Immediate family. The nurse doesn't mean to be cruel. She's just clueless, 
but Beth won't knowthat. I feelthe needto protecthim and to protectthe nurse from what he might 
do to her. I reach forhim, on instinct, eventhough I cannot really touch him. But his back is to me now. 
His shoulders are hunched over, his legs starting to buckle. 

Ana, who was hovering near the wall, is suddenly at his side, her arms encircling his falling 
form. With both arms locked around his waist, she turns to the nurse, hereyes blazing with fury. 'You 
don't understand!'she cries. 'Do I need to call security?'the nurse asks. 

Beth waves his hand, surrenderingtothe nurse, to Ana. 'Don't,' he whispers to Ana. 

So, Ana doesn't. Without saying another word, she hoists his arm around her shoulder and 
shifts his weight onto her. Beth has about a foot and fifty pounds on Ana, but after stumbling fora 
second, she adjusts to the added burden. She bears it. 

Ana and I have this theory that almost everything in the world can be divided into two 

groups. 


There are people who like classical music. People who like pop. There are city people. And 
country people. Coke drinkers. Pepsi drinkers. There are conformists and free-thinkers. Virgins and 
nonvirgins. And there is the kind of girls who have boyfriends in high school and the kind of girls who 
don't. 


Ana and I had always assumed that we both belonged to the latter category. 'Notthat we'll 
beforty-year-old virgins or anything,'she reassured. 'We'll just be the kinds of girls who have boyfriends 
in Middle School.' 

That always made sense to me seemed preferable even. Mom was the sort of girl who had 
had boyfriends in high school and often remarked that she wished she hadn't wasted her time. 'There's 
only so many times a girl wantsto get drunk on Mickey's Big Mouth, go cow-tipping, and make out in 
the back of a pickup truck. As far as the boys I dated were concerned, that amounted to a romantic 
evening.' 


Dad, on theotherhand,didn'treally date till Middle School. He wasshy in high school, but 


then he started playing drums and freshman yearof Middle School joined a punk band, and boom. 



girlfriends. Or at least a few of them until he met Mom, and boom, a wife. I kind of figured it would go 
that wayfor me. 

So, it was a surprise to both Ana and me when I wound up in Group A, with the boyfriend 
girls. Atfirst, I tried to hide it. After I came home from the Yo-Yo Ma concert, I told Ana the vaguest of 
details. I didn't mention the kissing. I am a rational the omission: There was no point getting all worked 
up fora kiss. One kiss does not a relationship make. I'd kissed boys before, and usually by the nextday 
the kiss had evaporated like a dewdrop in the sun. 

Except I knew that with Beth it was a big deal. I knew from the way the warmth flooded my 
whole body that night afterhe dropped me off at home, kissing me once more at my doorstep. By the 
way, I stayed up until dawn hugging my pillow. By the way that I could not eat the nextday, I could not 
wipe the smile off my face. I recognized thatthe kiss was a door I had walked through. And I knewthat 
I'd left Ana on the otherside. 

Aftera weekand a few more stolen kisses, I knew I had to tell Ana. We wentforcoffee after 
school. It was May but it was pouring rain as though it were November. I felt slightly suffocated by what 
I had to do. 


'I'll buy. You want one of yourfroufrou drinks?' I asked. That was anotherone of the 
categories we'd determined: people who drank plain coffee and people who drank gussied-up caffeine 
drinks like the mint-chip lattes Ana was so fond of. 

'I think I'll try the cinnamon-spice chai latte,'she said, giving me a stern look that said, I will 
not be ashamed of my beverage selection. 
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I bought us our drinks and a piece of marionberry pie with two forks. I sat down across from 
Ana, running the fork along the scalloped edge of the flaky crust. 

'I have somethingto tell you,' I said. 

'Somethingabouthavinga boyfriend?'Ana'svoice was amused, buteventhough I was 
looking down, I could tell that she'd rolled hereyes. 


'Mow'd you know?' I asked, meeting hergaze. 



She rolled her eyes again. 'Please. Everyone knows. It's the hottest gossip this side of Melanie 
Farrow dropping out to have a baby. It's like a Democratic presidential candidate marrying a Republican 
presidential candidate.' 

'Who said anything about marrying?' 

'I'm just being metaphoric/Ana said. 'Anyhow, I know. I knew even before you knew.' 

'Bullshit.' 

'Come on. A guy like Beth going to a Yo-Yo Ma concert? He was buttering you up.' 

But I still hated the shows and hated myself for hating them. The clubs were smoky, which 
hurt myeyesand made my clothes stink.The speakerswerealways turned upso high that the music 
blared, causing my ears to ring so loudly afterward that the high-pitched drone would actually keep me 
up. I'd lie in bed, replayingthe awkward night and feelingshittierabout it with each playback. 

'Don't tell me you're going to back out,' Beth said, looking equal parts hurt and irritated. 

'What about Naddalin? We promised we'd take him trick-or-treating-' 

'Yeah, at five o'clock. We don't have to be at the show until then. I doubt even MasterTed 
could trick-or-treat for five solid hours. So, you have no excuse. And you'd betterget agood outfit 
together because I'mgoingto look hot, in an eighteenth-century kind ofway.' 

After Beth left to go to work delivering pizzas, I had a pit in my stomach. I went upstairs to 
practice the Do- Ok-a piece Professor Kristiee had assigned me, and to work out what was bothering me. 
Why didn't I like his shows? Was it because Shooting Star was getting popular and I was jealous? Did the 
ever-growing masses of girl groupies put me off?This seemed like a logical enough explanation, but it 
wasn't it. 


After I'd played for about ten minutes, it came to me: My aversion to Beth's shows had 
nothing to do with music or groupies or envy. It had to with the doubts. The same niggling doubts I 
always had about not belonging. I didn't feel like I belonged with my family, and now I didn'tfeel like I 
belonged with Beth, except unlike my family, who was stuck with me, Beth had chosen me, and this I 
didn't understand. Why had he fallen for me? It didn't make sense. I knew it was music that brought us 
together in the first place, put us in the same space so we could even get to know each other. And I 



knewthat Beth liked how into music I was. And that he dug my sense of humor, 'so dark you almost miss 
it,' he said. And, speakingof dark, I knew he had a thing for dark-haired girls because all of his girlfriends 
had been brunettes. And I knew that when it was the two of us alone together, we could talk for hours, 
or sit readingside by side for hours, each one plugged into our own iPod, and still feel completely 
together. I understood all that in my head, but I still didn't believe it in my heart. When I was with Beth, I 
felt picked, chosen, special, and that just made me wonderwhy me?even more. 

And maybe this was whyeventhough Beth willingly submittedtoSchubertsymphoniesand 
attended any recital I gave, bringing me stargazer lilies, my favorite flower. I'd still rather have gone to 
the dentist than to one of his shows. Which was so churlish of me? I thought of what Mom sometimes 
said to me when I was feeling insecure: 'Fake it till you make it.' By the time I finished playing the piece 
three times over, I decided that not only would I go to his show, butfor once I'd make as much of an 
effortto understand hisworld as he did mine. 

'I need your help,' I told Mom that night after dinner as we stood side by side doing dishes. 

'I think we've established that I'm notverygood at trigonometry. Maybe you can try the 
online-tutorthing,' Mom said. 

'Not math help. Somethingelse.' 

'I'll do my best. What do you need?' 

'Advice. Who'sthe coolest, toughest, hottest rockergirl you can think of?' 

'Debbie Flarry,' Mom said. 

'That's' 

'Not finished,' Mom interrupted. 

'You can't ask me to pick only one. That's so 

Sophie's Choice. Kathleen Hannah. Patti Smith. Joan Jett. Courtney Love, in her demented 
destructionistway. Lucinda Williams, eventhoughshe'scountryshe'stough as nails. Ana Gordonfrom 
Sonic Youth, pushingfifty and still at it. That Cat Powerwoman. Joan Armatrading. Why, is this some 
kind of social-studies project?' 



'Kind of,' I answered, towelingoff a chipped plate. 'It'sfor Halloween. 


Mom clapped her soapy hands together in delight. 'You planning on impersonating one of 

us?' 


'Yeah,' I replied. 'Can you help me?' 

Mom took off work early so we could trawl through vintage-clothing stores. She decided we 
should go for a pastiche of rocker looks, ratherthan trying to copy anyone artist. We bought a pair of 
tight, jeans pants. A blond bobbed wig with severe bangs, a la early-eighties Debbie Harry, which Mom 
streaked with purple Manic Panic. For accessories, we got a black leather band forone wrist and about 
two dozen silver bangles for the other. Mom fished out her own vintage Sonic Youth T-shirt-warning me 
not to take it off lest someone grab it and sell it on eBay for a couple hundred bucks-and the pair of 
black, pointy-toed leatherspiked bootsthatshe'd wornto her wedding. 

On Halloween, she did my makeup, thick streaks of black liquid eyelinerthat made my eyes 
look dangerous. The white powderthatmade myskin pale. Redlined gashes on my lips. A stick-on nose 
rings. When I looked in the mirror, I saw Mom's face peering back at me. Maybe it was the blond wig, 
but this was the first time I everthought I actually looked like any of my immediate family. 

My parentsand Naddalin waited downstairsforBeth while I stayed in my room. It fe It like 
this was prom or something. Dad held the camera. Mom was practically dancing with excitement. When 
Beth came through the door, showering Naddalin with Skittles, Mom and Dad called me down. 

I did a slinky walk as best as I could in the heels. I'd expected Beth to go crazy when he saw 
me, his jeans-and-sweaters girlfriend all glammed out. But he smiled his usual greeting, chuckling a bit. 
'Nice costume,'wasall he said. 

'Quid pro quo. Only fair,' I said, pointing to his Mozartensemble. 

'I think you look scary but pretty,' Naddalin said. 'I'd say sexy, too, but I'm your brother, so 
that'sgross.' 

'How do you even know what sexy means?' I asked. 'You're six.' 


'Everyone knows what sexy means,' he said. 



Everyone but me, I guess. Butthat night, I kind of learned. When we trick-or-treated with 
Naddalin, my own neighbors who'd known me foryears didn't recognize me. Guyswho'd nevergiven 
me a second glance did a double-take. And every time that happened, Ifelta little bit more like the risky 
sexy chick I was pretendingto be. Fake it till you make it actually worked. 

The club where Shooting Star was playing was packed. Everyone was in costume, most of the 
girls in the kinds of racy get-ups French maids, whip-wielding dominatrixes, slutty Wizard of Oz Dorothys 
with skirts hiked up to show their ruby garters-that normally made me feel like a big oaf. I didn't feel 
oafish at all that night, even if nobody seemed to recognize that I was wearing a costume. 

'You were supposed to dress up,'a skeleton guy chastised me before offering me a beer. 

'I freaking LOVE those pants,'a flappergirl screamed into my ear. 'Did yougetthemin 

Seattle?' 


'Aren'tyou in the Crack Flouse 

Quartet?'a guy in a Flillary Clinton mask asked me, referring to some hard-core bandthat 
Beth loved and I hated. 

WhenShootingStar wenton, I didn'tstay backstage, which is what I normally did. Backstage 
I could sit on a chair and have an uninterrupted view and not have to talk to anybody. This time, I 
lingered out by the bar, and then, when the flapper girl grabbed me, I joined her dancing in the mosh pit. 

I'd nevergone into the mosh pit before. I had little interestin runningaround in circles while 
drunk, brawny boys in leathertrodon my toes. Buttonight, I totally got into it. I understoodwhatit was 
like to merge yourenergy with the mobsand toabsorb theirs as well. Flow in the pit, whenthingsgot 
going, you weren't so much walking or dancing as being sucked into a whirlpool? 
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When Beth finished his set, I was as panting and sweaty as he was. I didn't go backstage to 
greet him before everyone else got to him. I waited for him to go to the floor of the club, to meet his 
public like he did attheendof everyshow. Andwhenhecameout,atowelaround his neck, suckingon 
a bottle of water, I flung myself into his arms and kissed him openmouthed and sloppy in front of 
everyone. I could feel him smiling as he kissed me back. 



'Well, well, looks like someone has been infused with the spirit of Debbie Harry,' he said, 
wiping some of the lipstick off his chin. 

'I guess so. What about you? Are you fee ling very Mozart?' 

'All I know about him is from what I saw in that movie. But I remember he was kind of a 
horndog, so after that kiss, I guess I am. Are you ready to go? I can load up and we can get out of here.' 

'No, let's stay for the last set.' 

'Really?' Beth asked, his eyebrows rising in surprise. 

'Yeah. I might even go into the pit with you.' 

'Have you been drinking?' he teased. 'Justthe Kool-Aid,' I replied. 

We danced, stoppingevery nowand again to make out until the club closed. 

On the way home, Beth held my hand while he drove. Every so often he'd turn to look at me 
and smile while shaking his head. 

'So, you like me like this?' I asked. 

'Hmm,' he responded. 

'Is that a yes or a no?' 

'Of course, I like you.' 

'No, like this. Did you like me tonight?' 
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Beth straightened up. 'I liked that you got into the show and weren't chomping to leave ASAP. 
And I loved dancing with you. And I loved how comfortable you seemed to be with all us riffraff.' 

'But did you like me like this? Like me better?' 


'Then what?' he asked. He looked genuinely perplexed. 



'Then normal.' I was getting irritated now. I'd felt so brazen tonight, like the Halloween 
costume had imbued me with a new personality, one more worthy of Beth, of my family. I tried to 
explain that to him, and to my dismay, found myself neartears. 

Bethseemedtosensethatl wasupset. He pulled the car offontoa logging road andturned 
to me. 'Earn, Earn, Earn,' he said, strokingthe tendrils of my hair that had escaped from the wig. 'This is 
you I like. You definitely dressed sexier and are, you know, blond, and that's different. Buttheyou who 
you are tonight is the same you, I was in love with yesterday, the same you. I'll be in love with tomorrow 
I love that you're fragile and tough, quiet and kick-ass. Hell, you're one of the most punkgirls I know, no 
matterwho you listen to or whatyou wear.' 

Afterthat, whenever I started to doubt Beth's feelings. I'd think about my wig, gathering dust 
in my closet, and it would bring back the memory of that night. And then I wouldn'tfeel insecure. I'd just 
feel lucky. 


7:13 P.M. 

He's here. 

I have been hanging out in an empty hospital room in the maternity ward, wanting to be far 
away from my relativesand evenfartherawayfrom the ICU and that nurse, ormore specifically what 
that nurse said and what I now understand. I needed to be somewhere where people wouldn't be sad, 
where the thoughts concerned life, not death. 

So, I came here, the land of screaming babies. Actually, the wail of the newborns is 
comforting. They have so much fight in them already. 

Anothernurse comes by. She hasdark hair and dark eyes brightened with lots ofshimmery 
eye makeup. Her nails are acrylic and have heart decals on them. She must have to work hard to keep 
her nails so pretty. I admire that. 

She's not my nurse butshe comes up to Gram's and Grampsjustthe same. 'Don't you doubt 
fora second that she can hear you,' she tells them. 'She's aware of everything that's going on.' She 
standsthere with herhandson herhips. I can almost picture hersnappinggum. Gram'sandGramps 
stare at her, lapping up what she's telling them. 'You might think that the doctors or nurses or all this is 
running the show,'she says, gesturing to the wall of medical equipment. 'Nuh-uh. She's running the 



show. Maybe she'sjust biding her time. So, you talk to her. You tell her to take all the time she needs, 
but to come on back. 

You're waiting for her.' 

Mom and Dad would nevercall Naddalin or my mistakes. Oraccidents. Or surprises. Orany 
of those other stupid euphemisms. But neither one of us was planned, and they never tried to hide that. 

Mom got pregnant with me when she wasyoung. Notteenager-young, butyoungfortheir 
set of friends. She was twenty-three and she and Dad had already been married for a year. 

In a funny way. Dad was always a bowtie wearer, always a little more traditional than you 
might imagine. Because even though he had blue hair and tattoos and wore leatherjacketsand worked 
in a record store, he wanted to marry Mom back at a time when the rest of their friends we re still 
having drunken one-night stands. 'Girlfriend is such a stupid word,' he said. 'I couldn't stand calling her 
that. So, we had to get married, so I could call her'wife.'' 

Mom, for her part, had a messed-up family. She didn't go into the gory details with me, but I 
knewherfatherwas long gone and for a while, she had been outof touch with her mother, though now 
we saw Gram's and Papa Richard, which is what we called Mom's stepfather, a couple of times a year. 

So, Mom was taken not just with Dad but with the big, mostly intact, relatively normal family 
he belonged to. She agreed to marry Dad even though they'd been together just a year. Of course, they 
still did it their way. They were married by a lesbian justice of the peace while theirfriends played a 
guitar feed back-heavy version of the 'Wedding March.'The bride wore a white-fringed flapper dress and 
black spiked boots. The groom wore leather. 
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They got pregnant with me because of someone else's wedding. One of Dad's music buddies 
who'd moved to Seattle had gotten his girlfriend pregnant, so they were doing the shotgun thing. Mom 
and Dad went to the wedding, and at the reception, they got a little drunk and back at the hotel weren't 
as careful as usual. Three months later there was a thin blue line on the pregnancy test. 

The way they tell it, neitherfelt particularly ready to be parents. Neitherone felt like an adult 
yet. But there was no question that they would have me. Mom was Bethantly pro-choice. She had a 



bumper sticker on the car that read If you can't trust me with a choice, how can you trust me witha 
child? But in hercase,the choice wasto keep me. 

Dad was more hesitant. More freaked out. Until the minute the doctor pulled me out and 
then he started to cry. 

'That's poppycock,' he would say when Mom recounted the story. 'I did no such thing.' 

'You didn't cry then?' Mom asked in sarcastic amusement. 

'I tore. I did not cry.' Then Dad winked at me and pantomimed weeping like a baby. 

Because I was the only kid in Mom and Dad's group of friends, I was a novelty. I was raised by 
the music community, with dozensof auntiesand uncleswhotookme in as their own little foundling, 
even after I started showing a strange preference forclassical music. I didn't wanta real family, either. 
Gram's and G ramps lived nearby, and they were happy to take me for weekends so Mom and Dad could 
act wild and stay out all night forone of Dad's shows. 

Around the time I was four, I think my parents really loved that they were actually doing it- 
raising a kid-eventhoughtheydidn'thaveaton of money or'real'jobs. We had a nice house with cheap 
rent. I had clothes (even if they were hand-me-downs from my cousins) and I was growing up happy and 
healthy. 'You were like an experiment,' Dad said. 'Surprisingly successful. We thought it must be a fluke. 
We needed another kid as a kind of control group.' 

They tried for four years. Mom got pregnant twice and had two miscarriages. They were sad 
about it, but they didn't have the money to do all the fertility stuff that people do. By the time I was nine, 
they'd decided that maybe it was forthe best. I was becoming independent. They stopped trying. 

As if to convince themselves how great it was not to be tied down by a baby. Mom and Dad 
bought us tickets to go visit New York fora week. It was supposed to be a musical pilgrimage. We would 
go to CBGB'sand Carnegie Hall. But when to hersurprise. Mom discovered she was pregnant, and then 
to hergreatersurprise, stayed pregnant pastthe first trimester, we had to cancel the trip. She was tired 
and sick to her stomach and so grumpy Dad joked that she'd probably scare the New Yorkers. Besides, 
babies were expensiveand we needed to save. 

I didn't mind. I was excited abouta baby. And I knewthat Carnegie Hall wasn'tgoing 


anywhere. I'd getthere someday. 
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5:41 P.M. 

I am a little freaked out right now. Gram's and Cramps left a while ago, but I stayed behind 
here in the ICU. I am sitting in one of the chairs, going overtheir conversation, which was very nice and 
normal and no disturbing. Until they left. As Gram's and Cramps walked out of the ICU, with me 
following, Grampsturned to Gram's and asked: 'Do you think she decides?' 

'Decides what?' 

Cramps looked uncomfortable. He shuffled hisfeet. 'You know? Decides,' he whispered. 

'What are you talking about?'Gram's sounded exasperated and tender at the same time. 

'I don't knowwhat I'mtalking about. 

You're the one who believes in all the angels.' 

'What does that have to do with Earn?' Gram's asked. 

'If they're gone now, but still here, as you believe, what if they want her to join them? What 
if she wants to join them?' 

'It doesn't work like that,'Gram'ssnapped. 

'Oh,' was all Cramps said. The inquiry was over. 

Afterthey left, I was thinking that one day maybe I'll tell Gram'sthat I never much bought 
into her theory that birds and such could be people's guardian angels. And now I'm surer than ever that 
there's no such thing. 

My parents aren't here. They are not holding my hand or cheering me on. I knowthemwell 
enough to knowthat if they could, they would. Maybe not both of them. Maybe Mom would stay with 
Naddalin while Dad watched overme. But neitherof them is here. 


-And- 



It'swhile contemplatingthis that I thinkabout whatthe nurse said. She's runningthe show. 
And suddenly I understand what Gramps was really asking Grams. He had listened to that nurse, too. He 
got it before I did. 

If I stay. If I live. It's up to me. 

All this businessabout medically induced comas is just doctor talk. It's not up to the doctors. 
It's not up to the absentee angels. It's not even up to God who, if He exists, is nowhere around right now. 
It's up to me. 

How am I supposedtodecidethis? 

How can I possibly stay without Mom and Dad? How can I leave without Naddalin? Or Beth? 
This is too much. I don't even understand how it all works, why I'm here in the state that I'm in or how 
to getout of it if I wanted to. If I were to say, I wantto wake up, would I wake up right now? I already 
tried snapping my heelstofind Naddalin and trying to beam myself to Hawaii, and that didn't work. 

This seems a whole lot more complicated. 

But in spite ofthat, I believe it'strue. I hearthe nurse'swordsagain. I am running the show. 
Everyone is waiting for me. 

I decide. I knowthis now. 

And this terrifies me more than anything else that has happened today. 

Where the hell is Beth? 

A weekbefore Halloween of my junioryear, Beth showed upat my doortriumphant. He was 
holding a dress bag and wearinga shit-eatinggrin. 

'Prepare to writhe in jealousy. I just got the best costume,' he said. He unzipped the bag. 
Inside was a frilly white shirt, a pair of breeches, and a long wool coat with epaulets. 'You're goingto be 
Seinfeld with the puffy shirt?' I asked. 

'Pff. Seinfeld. And you call yourself a classical musician. I'm going to be Mozart. Wait, you 
have n't seen the shoes.' He reached into the bag and pulled out clunky black leather numbers with 
metal bars across the tops. 



'Nice,' I said. 'I think my mom has a pair like them.' 


'You're just jealous because you don't have such a-rockin'costume. And I'll be wearing tights, 
too. I'm justthat secure in my manhood. Also, I have a wig.' 

'Where'd you get all this?' I asked, fingeringthe wig. It felt like it was made of burlap. 

'Online. Only a hundred bucks.' 

'You spenta hundred dollars on a Halloween costume?' 

At the mention of the word Halloween, Naddalin zoomed downthe stairs, ignoring me and 
yanking on Beth's wallet chain. 'Wait here I' he demanded, and then ran back upstairs and returned a 
few seconds later holding a bag. 'Is this a good costume? Or will it make me look babyish?' Naddalin 
asked, pulling out a pitchfork, a set of devil ears, a red tail, and a pair of red footie pajamas. 

'Ohh.' Beth stepped backward; his eyes wide. 'That outfit scares the hell out of me and you 
aren't even wearing it.' 

'Really? You don't think the pajamas make it look dumb. I don't want anyone to laugh at me,' 
Naddalin declared, his eye brows furrowed in seriousness. 

I grinned at Beth, who was trying to swallow his own smile. 'Red pajamas plus pitchfork plus 
devil ears and the pointy tail is so fully satanic no one would dare challenge you, lest they risk eternal 
damnation,' Beth assured him. 

Naddalin'sface broke into a wide grin, showingoff the gap of his missing fronttooth. 'That's 
kind of what Mom said, but I just wanted to make sure she wasn't just telling me that so I wouldn't bug 
herabout the costume. You're taking me trick-or-treating, right?' He looked at me now. 

'Just like every year,' I answered. 

'How else am I going to get candy?' 

'You're coming, too?' he asked Beth. 

'I wouldn't miss it.' 
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Naddalin turned on his heeland whizzed back upthe stairs. Beth turnedtome. 'That's 
Naddalin settled. Whatare youwearing?' 

'Ahh, I'm not much of a costume girl.' 

Beth rolled his eyes. 'Well, become one. It's Halloween, ourfirst one together. Shooting Star 
has a big showthat night. It's a costumed concert, and you promised to go.' 

Inwardly, I groaned. After six months with Beth, I had just gotten used to us being the odd 
couple at school-people called usGroovy and the Geek. And I was starting to become more comfortable 
with Beth's bandmates, and had even learned a few words of rock talk. I could hold my own now when 
Beth took me to the House of Rock, the rambling house nearthe Middle School where the rest of the 
band all lived. I could even participate in the band's punk-rock pot-luck parties when everyone invited 
had to bring somethingfrom theirfridge that was on the verge of spoiling. We tookall the ingredients 
and made something out of it. I was actually pretty good at finding ways to turn the vegetarian ground 
beef, beets, feta cheese, and apricots into something edible. 

But that fall day, we fought with fists. After the last bell, without a word, we followed each 
other out to the playground, dropped our backpacks on the ground, which was wet from the day's 
steady drizzle. She charged me like a bull, knocking the wind out of me. I punched heron the side of the 
head, fist closed as men do. A crowd of kids gathered around to witness the spectacle. Fighting was 
novelty enough at our school. Girl-fighting was extra special. And good girls going at it was like hitting 
thetrifecta. 

By the time teachers separated us, half of the sixth grade was watching us (in fact, it was the 
ring of students loitering that alerted the playground monitors that something was up). The fight was a 
tie, I suppose. I had a split lip and a bruised wrist, the latter inflicted upon myself when my swing at 
Ana's shoulder missed her and landed squarely on the pole of the volleyball net. Ana had a swollen eye 
and a bad scrape on her thigh as a result of her tripping over her backpack as she attempted to kick me. 

There was no heartfelt peacemaking, no official detente. Once the teachers separated us. 
Ana and I looked at each other and started laughing. After finagling ourselves out of a visit to the 
principal's office, we limped home. Ana told me that the only reason that she volunteered for team 
captain was that if you did that at the beginning of a school year, coaches tended to remember and that 
actually kept them from picking you in the future (a handy trick I co-opted from then on). I explained to 



herthat I actually agreed with her take on To Kill a Mockingbird, which was one of my favorite books. 
Andthenthat was it. We were friends, just as everyone had assumed allalong that we would be. We 
neverlaid a hand on each otheragain, and eventhoughwe'dgetintoplentyof verbal clashes, our tiffs 
tended to end the way ourfistfight had, with us cracking up. 

Afterour big brawl, though, Mrs. Schein refused to let Ana come overto my house, 
convinced that her daughter would return on crutches. Mom offered to go over and smooth things out, 
but I thinkthat Dad and I both seed that given hertemper, herdiplomatic mission might endup with a 
restraining order against our family. In the end. Dad invited the Schein's over for a roast chicken dinner, 
and though you could see Mrs. Schein was still a little weirded out by my family-'Soyouworkin a record 
store while you study to become a teacher? And you do the cooking? How unusual,'she said to Dad-Mr. 
Schein declared my parents decent and our family nonviolent and told Ana's mother that Ana ought to 
be allowed to come and go freely. 

For those few months in sixth grade. Ana and I shed our good-girl personas. Talk about our 
fight circulated, the details growing more exaggerated-broken ribs, torn-off fingernails, bite marks. But 
when we came back to school after winter break, it was all forgotten. We were backto being the dark, 
quiet, good-girl twins. 

We didn't mind anymore. In fact, over the years that reputation has served us well. If, for 
instance, we were both absent on the same day, people automatically assumed we had come down with 
the same bug, not that we'd ditched school to watch art films being shown in the film-survey class at the 
university. When, as a prank, someone put our school up for sale, covering it with signs and posting a 
listing on eBay, suspicious eyes turned to Nelson Baker and Jenna McLaughlin, not to us. Even if we had 
owned up to the prank-as we'd planned to if anyone else got in trouble, we'd have had a hard time 
convincing anyone it really was us. 
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This always made Ana laugh. 'People believe whattheywantto believe,'she said. 

4:47 P.M. 

Mom once snuck me into a casino. We were going on vacation to Crater Lake and we 
stopped at a resort on an Indian reservation for the buffet lunch. Mom decided to do a bit of gambling, 
and I went with her while Dad stayed with Naddalin, who was napping in his stroller. Mom sat down at 



the dollar blackjack tables. The dealer looked at me, then at Mom, who returned his mildly suspicious 
glance with a look sharp enough to cut diamonds followed by a smile more brilliant than any gem. The 
dealersheepishly smiled backand didn't say a word. I watched Mom play, mesmerized. It seemed like 
we were in there forfifteen minutes butthen Dad and Naddalin came in search of us, both of them 
grumpy. It turned out we'd beenthere foroveran hour. 

The ICU is like that. You can't tell whattime of day it is or how much time has passed. There's 
no natural light. And there's a constant soundtrack of noise, only instead of the electronic beeping of 
slot machines and the satisfyingjangle of quarters, it's the hum and whir of all the medical equipment, 
the endless muffled pages overthe PA, and the steady talk of the nurses. 

I'm not entirely sure how long I've been in here. Awhile ago, the nurse I liked with the lilting 
accent said she was going home. Til be back tomorrow, but I want to see you here, sweetheart,'she 
said. I thought that was weird at first. Wouldn't she want me to be home, or moved to another part of 
the hospital? Butthen I seed that she meant she wanted to see me in this ward, as opposed to dead. 

The doctors keepcomingaround and pulling up myeyelidsand wavingaround a flashlight. 
Theyare roughand hurried like they don'tconsidereyelidsworthy of gentleness. Itmakesyouseehow 
little in life we touch one another's eyes. Maybe your parents will hold an eyelid up to get out a piece of 
dirt, or maybe your boyfriend will kiss your eyelids, light as a butterfly, just before you drift off to sleep. 
But eyelidsare not like elbows or kneesorshoulders, parts of the body accustomed to beingjostled. 

The social worker is at my bedside now. She is looking through my chart and talking to one of 
the nurses who normally sit at the big deskin the middle of the room. It is amazing the ways they watch 
you here. If they're not waving penlights in your eyes or reading the printouts that come tumbling out 
from the bedside printers, then they are watching your vitals from a central computer screen. If 
anything goes slightly amiss, one of the monitors starts bleeping. There is always an alarm going off 
somewhere. Atfirst, it scared me, butnow I seethathalf thetime, whenthe alarms go off, it'sthe 
machinesthat are malfunctioning, notthe people. 

The social worker looks exhausted as if she wouldn't mind crawling into one of the open beds. 
I am not her only sick person. She has been shuttling back and forth between patients and families all 
afternoon. She's the bridge between the doctors and the people, and you can seethe strain of balancing 
between those two worlds. 



After she reads my chart and talks to the nurses, she goes back downstairs to my family, who 
have stopped talking in hushed tones and are now all engaged in solitary activities. Gram's is knitting. 

G ramps is pretending to nap. Aunt Diane playing sudoku. My cousins are taking turns on a Game Boy, 
the sound turned to mute. 

Ana has left. When she came back to the waiting room aftervisiting the chapel, she found 
Mrs. Schein a total wreck. She seemed so embarrassed and she hustled her mother out. Actually, I think 
having Mrs. Schein there probably helped. Comforting hergave everyone else somethingto do, a way to 
feel useful. Now they're back to feeling useless, back to the endless wait. 

When the social worker walks into the waiting room, everyone stands up, like they're 
greeting royalty. She gives a half-smile, which I've seen her do several times already today. I think it's 
her signal that everything is okay or status quo, and she'sjust here to deliver an update, not to drop a 
bomb. 


'Earn is still unconscious, but her vital signs are improving,'she tells the assembled relatives, 
who have abandoned their distractions haphazardly on the chairs. 'She's in with the respiratory 
therapists right now. They're running tests to see how her lungs are functioning and whether she can be 
weaned off the ventilator.' 

'That's good news, then?'Aunt Diane asks. 'I mean if she can breathe on her own, then she'll 
wake up soon?' 

The social workergivesa practiced sympathetic nod. 'It's a good step if she can breathe on 
her own. It shows her lungs are healing and her internal injuries are stabbing. The question mark is still 
the brain contusions.' 

'Why is that?' Cousin Heatherinterrupts. 

'We don't know when she will wake up on her own, or the extent of the damage to her brain. 
These firsttwenty-four hours are the most critical and Earn is getting the best possible care.' 

'Can we see her?'Grampsasks. 

The social worker nods. 'That's why I'm here. I think it would be good for Earn to have a short 


visit. Just one or two people.' 'We'll go,' Gram's says, stepping forward. G ramps is by her side. 



'Yes, that's what I thought,'the social worker says. 'We won't be long,' she says to the rest of 


the family. 


The three of them walk down the hall in silence. In the elevator, the social workerattempts 
to prepare my Grand parents for the sight of me, explaining the extentof my external injuries, which 
look bad but are treatable. It's the internal injuries that they're worried about, she says. 

She'sacting like my Grandparentsare children. Butthey're tougherthan they look. Gramps 
was a medic in Korea. And Gram's, she's always rescuing things; birds with broken wings, a sick beaver, a 
deer hit by a car. The deer went to a wildlife sanctuary, which is funny because Gram's usually hates 
deer; they eat up her garden. 'Pretty rats,' she calls them. 'Tasty rats' is what Gramps calls them when 
he grills up venison steaks. Butthat one deer. Gram's couldn't bearto see it suffer, so she rescued it. 

Part of me suspectsshe thought it was one of her angels. 

Still, when they come through the automatic double doors into the ICU, both of them stop, 
as if repelled by an invisible barrier. 

Gram's takes G ramps's hand, and I try to remember if I've ever seen them hold hands before. 
Grams scans the beds for me, but just as the social worker starts to point out where I am, Gramps sees 
me and he strides across the floor to my bed. 

'Hello, duck,' he says. He hasn't called me that in ages, not since I was younger than Naddalin. 
Gram's walks slowly to where I am, taking little gulps of air as she comes. Maybe those wounded 
animals weren'tsuch good prepafterall. 

The social worker pulls over two chairs, setting them up at the foot of my bed. 'Earn, your 
Grandparentsare here.'She motions for them to sit down. 'I'll leave you alone now.' 

'Can she hear us?'Gram's asks. 'If we talk to her, she'll understand?' 

'Truly, I don't know,'the social workerresponds. 'Butyourpresence can be soothingso long 
as what you say is soothing.'Then she gives them a stern look as if to tell them not to say anything bad 
to upset me. I know it's herjobto warn them aboutthings like this and that she is busy with a thousand 
things and can't always be so sensitive, butfora second, I hate her. 

After the social worker leaves. Gram's and Gramps sit in silence for a minute. Then Gram's 
starts prattling on aboutthe orchidsshe'sgrowingin hergreenhouse. I notice thatshe'schanged out of 



hergardening smock into a clean pair of corduroy pants and a sweater. Someone must have stopped by 
her house to bring her fresh clothes. G ramps is sitting very still, and his hands are shaking. He's not 
much of a talker, so it must be hard for him being ordered to chat with me now. 

I opened my eyes, savoringthe warm calm thatwas sweeping overme. I startedto laugh. 
Beth did, too. We kissed for a while longer until it was time for him to go home. 

As I walked him out to his car, I wanted to tell him that I loved him. But it seemed like such a 
cliche after what we'd just done. So, I waited and told him the next day. 'That's a relief. I thought you 
might just be using me forsex,' he joked, smiling. 

Afterthat, we still had our problems, but being overly polite to each other wasn't one of 

them. 
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4:39 P.M. 

I have quite the crowd now. Grams and Gramps. Uncle Dan. Aunt Diane. Aunt Kate. My 
cousins Heatherand John and David. Dad is one of five kids, so there are still lots more relatives out 
there. Nobody is talking about Naddalin, which leads me to believe that he's not here. He's probably still 
at the other hospital, beingtaken care of by Carrie. 

The relatives gather in the hospital waiting room. Notthe little one on the surgical floor 
where Gram's and Gramps were during my operation, but a larger one on the hospital's main floor that 
is tastefully decorated in shades of mauve and has comfy chairs and sofas and magazines that are 
almost current. Everyone still talks in hushed tones, as if being respectful of the other peop le waiting, 
even though it's only my family in the waiting room. It's all so serious, so ominous. I go back into the 
hallway to get a break. 

I'mso happy when Anaarrives; happyto see the familiar sight of her long black hair in a 
single braid. She wears the braid every day and always, by lunchtime, the curls and ringlets of herthick 
mane have managed to escape in rebellious little tendrils. But she refuses to surrender to that hair of 
hers, and every morning, it goes back into the braid. 

Ana's mother is with her. She doesn't let Ana drive long distances, and I guess that after 


what's happened, there's no way she'd make an exception today. Mrs. Schein is red-faced and blotchy 



like she's been cryingor is aboutto cry. I knowthis because I have seen hercry many times. She's very 
emotional. 'Drama queen,'is how Ana puts it. 'It'stheJewish-mothergene.Shecan'thelpit. I suppose 
I'll be like that one day, too,' Ana concedes. 

Ana is so the opposite of that, so droll and funny in a low-key way that she's always having to 
say 'just kidding' to people who don't get her sarcastic sense of humor, that I cannot imagine her ever 
beinglike her mother. Then again, I don't have much basis for comparison. There are nota lot ofJewish 
mothers in our town or that many Jewish kids at our school. And the kids who are Jewish are usually 
only half, so all it means is that they have a menorah alongside their Christmas trees. 

But Ana is really Jewish. Sometimes I have Friday-night dinner with her family when they 
light candles, eat braided bread, and drink wine (the only time I can imagine neurotic Mrs. Schein 
allowing Ana to drink). Ana's expected to only date Jewish guys, which means she doesn't date. She 
jokes that this is the reason her family moved here, when in fact it was because her father was hired to 
run a computer-chip plant. When she was thirteen, she had a bat mitzvah at a temple in Dauphin, and 
during the candle-lighting ceremony at the reception, I got called upto light one. Every summer, she 
goes to a Jewish sleepaway camp in New Jersey. It's called Camp Torah Habonim, but Ana calls it Torah 
Whore because all the kids doall summeris hooked up. 

'Just like band camp,' she joked, though my summer conservatory program is nothing like 
American Pie. 

Right now, I can see Ana is annoyed. She's walking fast, keeping a good ten feet between her 
and her mother as they march down the halls. Suddenly her shoulders go up like a cat that's just spied a 
dog. She swervestoface her mother. 

'Stop it I' Ana demands. 'If I'm not crying, there's no freaking way you're allowed to.' 

Ana nevercurses.So,thisshocksme. 

'But,' Mrs. Schein protests, 'how can you be so...' -sob-'so calm when-' 

'Cut it out!'Ana interjects. 'Earn is still here. So, I'm not losing it. And if I don't lose it, you 
don'tgetto!' 

Ana stalks off in thedirection ofthe waiting room, hermotherfollowing limply behind. When 
they reach the waiting room and see my assembled family, Mrs. Schein starts sniffling. 



Ana doesn'tcurse this time. But herearsgo pink, which is howl know she's still furious. 


'Mother. I am going to leave you here. I'm taking a walk. I'll be back later.' 

I follow her back out into the corridor. She wanders around the main lobby, loops around the 
gift shop, visits the cafeteria. She looks at the hospital directory. I think I know where she's headed 
before she does. 

There's a small chapel in the basement. It's hushed in there, a library kind of quiet. There are 
plush chairs like the kind you find at a movie theater, and a muted soundtrack playing some New Agey- 
type music. 


Ana slumps back in one of the chairs. She takes off her coat, the one that is black and velvet 
and that I have coveted since she bought it at some mall in NewJerseyon a trip to visit her 
Grandparents. 

'I love Oregon,'she says with a hiccup attempt at a laugh. I can tell by hersarcastic tone that 
it's me she'stalking to, notGod. 'This is the hospital's idea of nondenominational.'She points around 
the chapel. There is a crucifix mounted on the wall, a flag of a cross draped overthe lectern, and a few 
paintings of the Madonna and Child hanging in the back. 'We have a token Starof David,' she says, 
gesturingto the six-pointed staron the wall. 'But what aboutthe Muslims? No prayer rugs or symbolsto 
show which way is east toward Mecca? And what about the Buddhists? Couldn't they spring for a gong? 

I mean there are probably more Buddhists than Jews in Dauphin anyway.' 

I sit down in a chair beside her. Itfeelsso natural the way that Ana is talking to me like she 
always does. Other than the paramedic who told me to hang in there and the nurse who keeps asking 
me how I'm doing, no one has talked to me since the accident. 

They talk about me. 

I've never actually seen Ana pray. I mean, she prayed at her bat mitzvah and she does the 
blessings at Shabbat dinner, but that is because she has to. Mostly, she makes light of her religion. But 
after she talks to me fora while, she closes her eyes and moves her lips and murmurs things in a 
language I don't understand. 

She opens hereyes and wipes her hands together as if to say enough of that. Then she 
reconsiders and adds a final appeal. 'Please don't die. I can understand why you'd want to, but think 



aboutthis: If you die, there's goingto be one of those cheesy Princess Diana memorials at school, where 
everyone puts flowers and candles and notes next to your locker.'She wipes away a renegade tear with 
the back of herhand. 'I knowyou'd hate that kind of thing.' 

42 

Maybe it was because we were too alike. As soon as Ana showed up on the scene, everyone 
assumed we'd be bestfriendsjust because we were both dark, quiet, studious, and, at least outwardly, 
serious. The thing was, neither one of us was a particularly great student (straight B averages all around) 
or, forthat matter, all that serious. We were seriousaboutcertain things-musicin my case, art and 
photography in hers-and in the simplified world of middle school, that was enough to set us apart as 
separated twins of some sort. 

Immediately we got shoved together for everything. On Ana's third day of school, she was 
the only person to volunteer to be a team captain during a soccer match in PE, which I'd thought was 
beyond suck-uppy of her. Asshe put on her red jersey, the coach scanned the class to pick Team B's 
captain, his eyes settling on me, even though I was one of the least athletic girls. As I shuffled over to 
put on my jersey, I brushed pastAna, mumbling'thanks a lot.' 

The following week, our English teacher paired us together for a joint oral discussion on To 
Kill a Mockingbird. We sat across from each otherin stony silence forabout ten minutes. Finally, I said. 'I 
guess we should talk about racism in the Old South or something.' 

Ana everso slightly rolled her eyes, which made me wantto throw a dictionary at her. I was 
caught offguard by how intensely I already hated her. 'I read this book at my old school,'she said. 'The 
racism thing is kind of obvious. I think the bigger thing is people'sgoodness. Are they naturally good and 
turned bad by stuff like racism or are they naturally bad and need to work hard not to be?' 'Whatever,' I 
said. 'It'sa stupid book.' I didn't knowwhy I'd said that because I'd actually lovedthe bookand had 
talked to Dad about it; he was using it for his student teaching. I hated Ana even more for making me 
betray a book I loved. 

'Fine. We'll do your idea, then,'Ana said, and when we got a B minus, she seemed to Gallet 
aboutour mediocre grade. 

Afterthat, we just didn't talk. That did n't stop teachers from pairing us together or everyone 
in the schoolfrom assumingthat we were friends. The more that happened, the more we resented it- 



and each other. The more the world shoved us together, the more we shoved back-and against each 
other. We tried to pretend the otherdidn't exist even though the existence of our nemeses kept us both 
occupied for hours. 

I felt com polled to give myself reasons why I hated Ana: She was a Goody Two-shoes. She 
was annoying. She was a show-off. Later, I found outthat she did the same thingabout me, though her 
major complaint was that she thought I was a bitch. And one day, she even wrote it to me. I n English 
class, someone flung a folded-up square of notebook paper onto the floor next to my right foot. I picked 
it up and opened it. It read. Bitch I 

Nobody had ever called me that before, and though I was automatically furious, deep down I 
was also flattered that I had elicited enough emotion to be worthy of the name. People called Mom that 
a lot, probably because she had a hard time holding hertongue and could be brutally blunt when she 
disagreed with you. She'd explode like a thunderstorm, and then be fine again. Anyhow, she didn't care 
that people called hera bitch. 'It's justanotherwordforfeminist,'she told me with pride. EvenDad 
called her that sometimes, but always in a jokey, complimentary way. Never during a fight. He knew 
better. 


I looked up from my grammar book. 

There was only one person who would've sentthis note to me, but I still scarcely believed it. I 
peered at the class. Everyone had their faces in their books. Except for Ana. Her ears were so red that it 
made the little sideburn-like tendrils of dark hair look like they were also blushing. She was glaring at me. 
I might have been eleven years old and a little socially immature, but I recognized a gauntlet being 
thrown down when I saw it, and I had no choice but to take it up. 

When we got older, we liked to joke that we were so glad we had that fistfight. Not only did 
it cementourfriendshipbutit also provided us our first and likely the only opportunity fora good brawl. 
When else were two girls like us going to come to blows? I wrestled on the ground with Naddalin, and 
sometimes I pinched him, but a fistfight? He was just a baby, and even if he were older, Naddalin was 
like half kid brother and half my own kid. I'd been babysitting him since he was a few weeks old. I could 
never hurt him like that. And Ana, an only child, didn't have any siblings to the sock. Maybe at camp, she 
could've gotten into a scuffle, butthe consequences would've been dire: hours-long conflict-resolution 
seminars with the counselors and the rabbi. 'My people know howto fight with the best of them, but 
with words, with lots and lots of words,' she told me once. 



There are so many tubes attached to me that I cannot countthem all: one down my throat 
breathing for me; one down my nose, keepingmy stomach empty; one in my vein, hydrating me; one in 
my bladder, peeingfor me; several on my chest, recording my heartbeat; another on my finger, 
recording my pulse. The ventilator that's doing my breathing has a soothing rhythm like a metronome, 
in, out, in, out. 

No one, aside from the doctors and nurses and a social worker, has been in to see me. It's 
the social workerwho speaks toGrams and Cramps in hushed sympathetictones. She tells them that I 
am in 'grave' condition. I'm not entirely sure whatthat means-grave. On TV, patients are always critical, 
or stable. Grave sounds bad. The grave is where you go when things don't work out here. 

'I wish there was something we could do,'Gram's says. 'I feel so useless just waiting.' 

'I'll see if I can get you in to see her in a little while,' the social worker says. She has frizzy gray 
hair and a coffee stain on her blouse; herface is kind. 'She's still sedated from the surgery and she's on a 
ventilator to help her breathe while her body heals from the trauma. But it can be helpful even for 
patients in a comatose state to hearfrom their loved ones.' 

Cramps grunts in reply. 

'Do you have any people you can call?' the social workerasks. 'Relatives who might like to be 
here with you. I understand this must be quite a trial for you, but the strongeryou can be, the more it 
will help Earn.' 

I startle when I hear the social worker say my name. It's a jarring reminder that it's me 
they're talking about. Gram tells her about the various people who are en route right now, aunts, uncles. 
I don't hear any mention of Beth. 

Beth is the one I really want to see. I wish I knew where he was so I could try to go there. I 
have no idea how he's going to find out about me. Gram's and Cramps don't have his phone number. 
They don't carry cell phones, so he can't call them. And I don't know how he'd even know to call them. 
The people who would normally pass along pertinent information that something has happened to me 
are in no position to do that. 

I stand over the bleeping tubed life less form that is me. My skin is gray. My eyes are taped 
shut. I wish someone would take the tape off. It looks like it itches. The nice nurse bustles over. Her 



scrubs have lollipops on them, even though this isn't a pediatric unit. 'How's it going, sweetheart?'she 
asks me as if we just bumped into each other in the grocery store. 


It didn'tstart out so smoothly with Beth and me. I think I had this notion that love conquers 
all. And by the time he dropped me off from the Yo-Yo Ma concert, I think we were both aware that we 
were falling in love. I thoughtthat getting to this part was the challenge. In books and movies, the 
stories always end when the two people finally have their romantic kiss. The happily-ever-afterpartis 
just assumed. 

It didn'tquite work that way for us. It turned out that coming from such far corners of the 
social universe had its downsides. We continued to see each other in the music wing, but these 
interactions remained platonic as if neither one of us wanted to mess with a good thing. But whenever 
we met at other places in theschool-when we sat together in the cafeteria or studied side by side on the 
quad on a sunny day-something was off. We were uncomfortable. The conversation was stilted. One of 
us would say something and the other would start to say something else at the same time. 

'You go,' I'd say. 

'No, you go,' Beth would say. 

The politeness was painful. I wanted to push through it, to return to the Callow of the night 
of the concert, but I was unsure of how to get back there. 

Beth invited me to see his band play. This was even worse than school. If I felt like a fish out 
of water in my family, I felt like a fish on Mars in Beth's circle. He was always surrounded by funky, lively 
people, by cute girls with dyed hair and piercings, by aloof guys who perked up when Beth rock-talked 
with them. I couldn't do the groupie thing. And I didn't know howto rock-talk at all. It was a language I 
should've understood, being both a musician and Dad's daughter, but I didn't. It was like how Ma ndarin 
speakers can sort of understand Cantonese but not really, even though non-Chinese people assume all 
Chinese can communicate with one another, even though Mandarin and Cantonese are actually 
different. 


I dreaded goingto shows with Beth. It wasn'tthat I was jealous. Orthat I wasn't into his kind 
of music. I loved to watch him play. When he was on stage, it was like the guitar was a fifth limb, a 
natural extension of his body. And when he came offstage afterward, he would be sweaty but it was 



such a clean sweatthat part of me was tempted to lick the side of his face like it was a lollipop. I didn't, 
though. 


Once the fans would descend. I'd skitter off to the sidelines. Beth would try to draw me back, 
to wrap an arm around my waist, but I'd disentangle myself and head back to the shadows. 

'Don't you like me anymore?' Beth chided me afterone show. He was kidding, but I could 
hearthe hurtbehindthe offhand question. 

'I don't know if I should keepcomingto yourshows,'! said. 

'Why not?' he asked. This time he didn'ttry to disguise the hurt. 

'I feel like I keep you from basking in it all. I don't want you to have to worry about me.' 

Beth said that he didn't mind worrying about me, but I could tell that part of him did. 

We probably would've broken up in those early weeks were it not for my house. At my house, 
with my family, we found common ground. After we'd been togetherfora month, I took Beth home 
with me for his first family dinner with us. He sat in the kitchen with Dad, rock-talking. I observed, and I 
still didn't understand half of it, but unlike at the shows I didn't feel leftout. 

'Do you play basketball?' Dad asked. When it came to observing sports. Dad was a baseball 
fanatic, but when it came to playing, he loved to shoot hoops. 

'Sure,' Beth said. 'I mean. I'm not very good.' 

'You don't need to be good; you just need to be committed. Want to play a quick game? You 
already haveyourbasketballshoeson,' Dad said, looking at Beth's Converse high-tops. Then he turned 
to me. 'You mind?' 

'Not at all,' I said, smiling. 'I can practice while you play.' 

They went out to the courts behind the nearby elementary school. They returned forty-five 
minutes later. Beth was covered with a sheen of sweatand looking a little dazed. 

'What happened?' I asked. 'Did the old man whoopyou?' 



Beth shook his head and nodded at the same time. 'Well, yes. But it's not that. I got stung by 
a bee on my palm while we were playing. Your dad grabbed my hand and sucked the venom out.' 

I nodded. This was a trick he'd learned from Gram's, and unlike with rattlesnakes, it actually 
worked on bee stings. You got the stinger and the venom out, so you were left with only a little itch. 

Beth broke into an embarrassed smile. He leaned in and whispered into my ear: 'I think I'm a 
little wigged outthat I've been more intimate with yourdad than I have with you.' 

I laughed at that. But it was sort of true. In the few weeks we'd been together, we hadn't 
done much more than a kiss. It wasn't that I was a prude. I was a virgin, but I certainly wasn't devoted to 
staying that way. And Beth certainly wasn't a virgin. It was more than our kissing had suffered from the 
same painful politeness as our conversations. 

'Maybe we should remedy that,' I murmured. 

Beth raised his eyebrows as if asking me a question. I blushed in response. All through dinner, 
we grinned at each other as we listened to Naddalin, who was chattering about the dinosaur bones he'd 
apparently dug up in the back garden that afternoon. Dad had made his famous salt roast, which was my 
favorite dish, but I had no appetite. I pushed the food around my plate, hoping no one would notice. All 
the while, this little buzz was building inside me. I thought of the tuning fork I used to adjust my French 
horn. Hitting it sets off vibrations in the note ofa vibration that keeps growing and growinguntil the 
harmonic pitch fills up the room. That's what Beth's grin was doingto me during dinner. 

After the meal, Beth took a quick peek at Naddalin's fossil finds, and then we went upstairs 
to my room and closed the door. Ana is not allowed to be alone in her house with boys-not that the 
opportunity ever came up. My parents had never mentioned any rules on this issue, but I had a feeling 
that they knew what was happening with Beth and me, and even though Dad liked to play it all Father 
Knows Best, in reality, he and Mom were suckers when it came to love. 

Beth lay down on my bed, stretching his arms above his head. His whole face was grinning- 
eyes, nose, mouth. 'Play me,' he said. 

'What?' 


'I want youto play me like a French horn. 



I started to protestthat this made no sense, butthen I seed it made perfect sense. I wentto 
my closet and grabbed one of my spare bows. 'Take off yourshirt,' I said, my voice quavering. 

Beth did. As thin as he was, he was surprisingly built. I could've spenttwenty minutes staring 
at the contours and valleys of his chest. But he wanted me closer. I wanted me closer. 

I sat down next to him on the bed so his long body was stretched out in front of me. The bow 
trembled as I placed it on the bed. I reached with my left hand and caressed 

Beth's head as if it were the scroll of my French horn. He smiled again and closed his eyes. I 
relaxed a little. I fiddled with his ears as though they were the string pegs and then I playfully tickled him 
as he laughed softly. I placed two fingers on Beth's apple. Then, taking a deep breath for courage, I 
plunged into his chest. I ran my hands up and down the length of his torso, focusing on the sinews in his 
muscles, assigning each one a string-A, G, C, D. I traced them down, one at a time, with the tip of my 
fingers. Beth got quietthen as if he were concentratingon something. 

I reached forthe bow and brushed it across his hips, where I imagined the bridge of the 
French horn would be. I played lightly at first and then with more force and speed as the song now 
playing in my head increased in intensity. Beth lay perfectly still, little groans escapingfrom his lips. I 
looked at the bow, looked at my hands, looked at Beth'sface, andfelt this surge of love, lust, and an 
unfamiliarfeelingof power. I had never known that I could make someonefeelthis way. 

When I finished, he stood up and kissed me long and deep. 'My turn,' he said. He pulled me 
to my feet and started by slipping the sweaterovermy head and edging down my jeans. Then he sat 
down on the bed and laid me across his lap. At first Beth did nothing except hold me. I closed my eyes 
and tried to feel his eyes on my body, seeing me as no one else ever had. 

Then he began to play. 

He strummed chords across the top of my chest, which tickled and made me laugh. He gently 
brushed his hands, moving farther down. I stopped giggling. The tuning fork intensified-its vibrations 
growing every time Beth touched me somewhere new. 

Aftera while, he switched to more of a Spanish-style,fingerpickingtype of playing. He used 
the top of my body as the fretboard, caressing my hair, my face, my neck. He plucked at my chest and 
my belly, but I could feel him in places his hands were nowhere near. As he played on, the energy 



magnified; the tuning fork going crazy now, firing off vibrations all over, until my entire body was 
humming, until I was left breathless. And when I felt like I could not take it one more minute, the swirl of 
sensations hit a dizzying crescendo, sending every nerve ending in my body on high alert. 

The anesthesiologist has gentle fingers. She sits at my head, keeping an eye on all my vitals, 
adjusting the amounts of the fluids and gases and drugs they're giving me. She must be doing a good job 
because I don't appear to feel anything, even though they are yanking at my body. It's rough and messy 
work, nothing like that game Operation we used to play as kids where you had to be careful nottouch 
the sides as you removed a bone, or the buzzer would go off. 

The anesthesiologist absentmindedly strokes my tern pies through herlatex Galleries. This is 
what Mom used to do when I came down with the flu or got one of those headaches that hurt so bad, I 
used to imagine cutting open a vein in my temple justto relieve the pressure. 

The Wagner CD has repeated twice now. The doctors decide it's time fora new genre. Jazz 
wins. People always assume that because I am into classical music. I'm a jazz aficionado. I'm not. Dad is. 
He lovesit, especiallythe wild, latter-day Coltrane stuff. He says that jazz is punkforold people. Iguess 
that explains it because I don't like punk, either. 

The operation goes on and on. I'm exhausted by it. I don't know howthe doctors have the 
stamina to keep up. They're standingstill, but it seems harderthan running a marathon. 

I start to zone out. And then I start to wonder about this state I'm in. If I'm not dead-and the 
heart monitor is bleepingalong, so I assume I'm not but I'm not in my body, either, can I go anywhere? 
Am I a ghost? Could I transport myself to a beach in Hawaii? Can I pop over to Carnegie Hall in New York 
City? 


Can I go to Naddalin? 

Just for the sake of experiment, I wiggle my nose like Samantha on Bewitched. Nothing 
happens. I snap my fingers. Click my heels. I'm still here. 

I decided to try a simpler maneuver. I walk into the wall, imagining that I'll float through it 
and come out the other side. Except that what happens when I walk into the wall is that I hit a wall. 

A nurse bustles in with a bag of Ritalin, and before the door shuts behind her, I slip through it. 


Now I'm in the hospital corridor. There are lots of doctors and nurses in blue and green scrubs hustling 



around. A woman on a gurney, herhair in a gauzy blue showercap, an IV in herarm, calls out, 'William, 
William.' I walk a little farther. There are rows of operating rooms, all full of sleeping people. If the 
patients inside these rooms are like me, why then can't I seethe people outside the people? Is everyone 
else loitering about like I seem to be? I'd really like to meet someone in my condition. I have some 
questions, like, what is this state I'm in exactly and how do I get out of it? How do I get back to my body? 
Do I have to wait for the doctors to wake me up? But there's no one else like me around. Maybe the rest 
of them figured out howto get to Hawaii. 

I follow a nurse through a set of automatic double doors. I'm in a small waiting room now. 

My Grandparents are here. 

Gram's is chattering away to G ramps, or maybe just to the air. It's her way of not letting 
emotion get the best of her. I've seen her do it before when G ramps had a heart attack. She is wearing 
her Wellies and hergardening smock, which is smudged with mud. She must have been working in her 
greenhouse when she heard about us. Grams' hair is short and curly and gray; she's been wearing it in a 
permanent wave. Dad says, since the 1970s. 'It's easy,'Gram's says. 'No muss, no fuss.'This is so typical 
of her. No nonsense. She's so quintessentially practical that most people would never guess she has a 
thing for angels. 

She keeps a collection of ceramic angels, yarn doll angels, blown-glass angels, you-name-it 
angels, in a special china hutch in her sewing room. And she doesn'tjust collect angels; she believes in 
them. She thinks that they're everywhere. Once, a pair of loons nested in the pond in the woods behind 
their house. Gram's was convinced that it was her long-dead parents, come to watch over her. 

Another time, we were sitting outside on her porch and I saw a red bird. 'Is that a red 
crossbill?' I'd asked Grams. 

She'd shaken herhead. 'My sisterGalleria is a crossbill,' Gram's had said, referringto my 
recently deceased great-aunt Galle, with whom Gram's had never gotten along. 'She wouldn't be 
coming around here.' 

G ramps is staring into the dregs of his Styrofoam cup, peeling away the top of it so that little 
white balls collect in his lap. I can tell it's the worst kind of swill, the kind that looks like it was brewed in 
1997 and has beensittingon a burnereversince. Evenso, I wouldn'tminda cup. 



You can draw a straight line from Grampsto Dad to Naddalin, although Gramps's wavy hair 
has gone from blond to gray and he is stockier than Naddalin, who is a stick, and Dad, who is wiry and 
muscular from afternoon weight-lifting sessions at the Y. But they all have the same watery gray-blue 
eyes, the color of the ocean on a cloudy day. 

Maybe this is why I nowfind it hard to look at Gramps. 

Juilliard was Gram's idea. She's from Massachusetts originally, but she moved to Oregon in 
1955, on her own. Now that would be no big deal, but I guess fifty-two years ago it was kind of 
scandalousfor a twenty-two-year-old unmarried woman to do that kind of thing. Gram's claimed she 
was drawn to the wild open wilderness and it did n't get wilder than the endless forests and craggy 
beachesof Oregon. She got a job as a secretary working for the Forest Service. Gramps was working 
there as a biologist. 

We go back to Massachusetts sometimes in the summers, to a lodge in the western part of 
the state that for one week is taken over by G rams extended family. That's when I see the second 
cousins and great aunts and uncles whose names I barely recognize. I have lots of family in Oregon, but 
they're all from Gramps's side. 

Last summerat the Massachusetts retreat, I brought my French horn so I could keep up my 
practicing foran upcomingchamber-musicconcert. The flight wasn'tfull, so the stewardesses let it 
travel in a seat nextto me, just like the pros do it. Naddalin thoughtthis was hilarious and kepttrying to 
feed it pretzels. 

At the lodge, I gave a little concert one night, in the main room, with my relatives and the 
dead game animals mounted on the wall as my audience. It was afterthat that someone mentioned 
Juilliard, and Gram's became taken with the idea. 

At first, it seemed far-fetched. There was a perfectly good music program at the university 
near us. And, if I wanted to stretch, there was a conservatory in Seattle, which was only a few hours' 
drive. Juilliard was across the country. And expensive. Mom and Dad were intrigued by the idea of it, but 
I could tell neither one of them really wanted to relinquish me to New York City or go into hock so that I 
could maybe become a cellist for some second-rate small-town orchestra. They had no idea whether I 
was good enough. In fact, neither did I. Professor Kristiee told me that I was one of the most promising 



students she'd ever taught, but she'd nevermentioned Juilliard to me. Juilliard was for virtuoso 
musicians, and it seemed arrogantto even thinkthat they'd give me a second glance. 

But afterthe retreat, when someone else, someone impartial and from the East Coast, 
deemed me Juilliard-worthy, the idea burrowed into Gram's brain. She took it upon herself to speak to 
Professor Kristiee about it, and my teachertookhold of the idea like a terrier to a bone. 

So, I filled out my application, collected my letters of recommendation, and sent in a 
recording of my playing. I didn't tell Beth about any of this. I had told myself that it was because there 
was no point advertising it when even getting an audition was such a long shot. But even then. I'd 
recognized that for the lie that it was. A small part of me felt like even applying was some kind of 
betrayal. 


Juilliard was in New York. Beth was here. 

But not in high school anymore. He was a yearahead of me, and this pastyear, my senior 
year, he'd started at the university in town. He only went to school part-time now because Shooting Star 
was starting to get popular. There was a record deal with a Seattle-based label and a lot of traveling to 
gigs. So only after I got the creamy envelope embossed with The Juilliard School and a letter inviting me 
to audition did, I tell Beth that I'd applied. I explained how many people didn'tgetthat far. At first, he 
looked a little awestruck like he couldn't quite believe it. Then he gave a sad little smile. 'Yo- Mama 
betterwatches his back,' he said. 

The auditions were held in San Francisco. Dad had some big conference atthe school that 
weekand couldn'tget away, and Mom had just started a new job at the travel agency, so Gram's 
volunteered to accompany me. 'We'll make a girls' weekend of it. Take high tea at the Fairmont. Go 
window-shoppingin UnionSquare. Ride the ferry to 

Alcatraz. We'll be tourists.' 

But a weekbefore we were due to leave. Gram's tripped over a tree root and sprained her 
ankle. She had to wear one of those clunky boots and wasn'tsupposed to walk. A minor panic ensued. I 
said I could justgo by myself-drive, ortake the train, and come right back. 



It was Cramps who insisted on taking me. We drove down together in his pickup truck. We 
didn't talk much, which was fine with me because I was so nervous. I kept fingering the Popsicle-stick 
good-luck talisman Naddalin had presented me with before we left. 'Break an arm,' he'd told me. 

Cramps and I listened to classical music and farm reports on the radio when we could pick up 
a station. Otherwise, we satin silence. But it was such a calming silence; it made me relax and feel closer 
to him than any heart-to-heart would have. 

Cram had booked us in a really frilly inn, and it wasfunny to see Cramps in his work boots 
and plaid flannel amid all the lacy doilies and potpourri. But he took it all in stride. 

The audition was grueling. I had to play five pieces: a Shostakovich concerto, two Bach su ites, 
all Tchaikovsky's Pezzocapriccioso, which was nextto impossible, and a movementfrom Ennio 
Morricone'sThe Mission, a fun but risky choice because Yo-Yo Ma had covered this and everyone would 
compare. I walked outwith my legs wobblyand my underarmswetwith sweat. But my endorphins were 
surging and that, combined with the huge sense of relief, left me totally giddy. 

'Shall we see the town?'Cramps asked, his lips twitching into a smile. 

'Definitely!' 

We did all the things Cram's had promised we would do. Cramps took me to high tea and 
shopping, although for dinner, we skipped out on the reservations Cram's had made at some fancy 
place on Fisherman's Wharf and instead wandered into Chinatown, lookingforthe restaurant with the 
longest line of people waiting outside, and ate there. 

When we got back home. Cramps dropped me off and enveloped me in a hug. Normally, he 
was a handshake, maybe a back patteron really special occasions. His hugwas strongand tight, and I 
knew it was his way of telling me that he'd had a wonderful time. 

'Me, too. Cramps,' I whispered. 3:47 P.M. 

They just moved me out of the recovery room into the trauma intensive-care unitorICU. It's 
a horseshoe-shaped room with about a dozen beds and a cadre of nurses, who constantly bustle around, 
reading the computer printouts that churn out from the feet of our beds recording our vital signs. In the 
middle of the room are more computers and a big desk, where anothernurse sits. 



I have two nurses who check in on me, along with the endless round of doctors. 

One is a taciturn doughy man with blond hair and a mustache, who I don't much like. And the 
other is a woman with skin so black it's blue and a lilt in her voice. She calls me 'sweetheart'and 
perpetually straightens the blankets around me, even though it's not like I'm kicking them off. 

'Have you overheard of this Yo-Yo Ma dude?' Beth asked me. It was the springof my 
sophomore year, which was his junior year. By then, Beth had been watching me practice in the music 
wing forseveral months. Our school was public, but one of those progressive ones that always got 
written up in national magazines because of its emphasis on the arts. We did get a lot of free periods to 
paint in the studio or practice music. I spent mine in the soundproof booths of the music wing. Beth was 
there a lot, too, playing guitar. 

Notthe electric guitar he played in his band. 

Just acoustic melodies. 

I rolled my eyes. 'Everyone's heard of Yo-Yo Ma.' 

Beth grinned. I noticed for the first time that his smile was lopsided, his mouth sloping up on 
one side. He hooked his ringed thumb outtoward the quad. 'I don't thinkyou'll find five people out 
there who've heard of Yo-Yo Ma. And by the way, what kind of name is that? Is it ghetto or something? 
Yo 


Mama?' 

'It's Chinese.' 

Beth shook his head and laughed. 'I know plenty of Chinese people. They have names like 
Wei Chin. Or Lee something. Not Yo-Yo Ma.' 

'You cannot be blaspheming the master,' I said. But then I laughed in spite of myself. It had 
taken me a few months to believe that Beth wasn'ttaking the piss out of me, and afterthat, we'd 
started having these little conversations in the corridor. 

Still, his attention baffled me. Itwasn'tthat Beth was sucha popularguy. Hewasn'ta jockor 


a most-likely-to-succeed sort. But he was cool. Cool in that he played in a band with people who went to 
the Middle School in town. Cool in that he had his own rockery style, procured from thrift stores and 



garage sales, not from Urban Outfitters knock-offs. Cool in that he seemed totally happy to sit in the 
lunchroom absorbed in a book, not just pretending to read because he didn't have anywhere to sit or 
anyone to sit with. That wasn't the case at all. He had a small group of friends and a large group of 
admirers. 


And it wasn't like I was a dork, either. I had friends and a bestfriend to sit with at lunch. I had 
other good friends at the music conservatory camp I went to in the summer. 

People liked me well enough, buttheyalso didn'treally know me. I wasquietin class. I didn't 
raise my hand a lot or sassthe teachers. And I was busy, much of my time spent practicing or playing in a 
string quartet or taking theory classes at the community Middle School. Kids were nice enough to me, 
but they tended to treat me as if I were a grown-up. Anotherteacher. And you don'tflirt with your 
teachers. 


'What would you say if I said I had tickets to the master?' Beth asked me, a glint in his eyes. 

'Shut up. You do not,'I said, shoving him a little harder than I'd meantto. 

Beth pretended to fall against the glass wall. Then he dusted himself off. 'I do. At the 
Schnitzle place in Dauphin.' 

'It's the Arlene SchnitzerHall. It's part of the Symphony.' 

'That's the place. I got the tickets. A pair. You interested?' 

'Are you serious? Yes! I was dyingto go but they're like eighty dollars each. Wait, how did 
you get tickets?' 

'A friend of the family gave them to my parents, but they can't go. It's no big thing,' Beth said 
quickly. 'Anyhow, it's Friday night. If you want. I'll pick you up at five-thirty and we'll drive to Dauphin 
together.' 


'Okay,' I said like it was the most natural thing. 

By Friday afternoon, though, I was more jittery than when I'd inadvertently drunk a whole 
pot of Dad's tar-strong coffee while studying forfinals last winter. 


It wasn't Beth making me nervous. I'd grown comfortable enough around him by now. 



It was uncertainty. What was this, exactly? A date? A friendly favor? An act of charity? I 


didn'tlike being onthe soft ground any more than I likedfumbling my way through a newmovement. 
That's why I practiced so much, so I could rush myself on solid ground and then workout the details 
fromthere. 


I changed my clothes about six times. Naddalin, a kindergartnerbackthen, sat in my 
bedroom, pulling the Calvin and Hobbes books down from the shelves and pretending to read them. He 
cracked himself up, though I wasn'tsure whetheritwas Calvin's high jinksor my own making him so 
goofy. 


Mom popped her head in to check on my progress. 'He's just a guy. Earn,' she said when she 
saw me getting worked up. 

'Yeah, but he'sjustthe first guy I've evergone on a maybe-date with,' I said. 'So, I don't know 
whetherto weardate clothes or symphony clothes-do people here even dress upforthat kind of thing? 
Or should I just keep it casual, in case it's nota date?' 

'Just wearsomethingyou feelgood in,' she suggested. 'Thatwayyou're covered.' I'm sure 
Mom would've pulled out all the stops had she been me. In the pictures of he rand Dad from the early 
days, she looked like a cross between a 1930s siren and a biker chick, with her pixie haircut, her big blue 
eyes coated with kohl eyeliner, and her rail-thin body always ensconced in some sexygetup, like a lacy 
vintage camisole paired with skintight leather pants. 

I sighed. I wished I could be so ballsy. In the end, I chose a long black skirt and a maroon 
short-sleeved sweater. Plain and simple. My trademark, I guess. 

When Beth showed up in a sharkskin suit and Creepers (an ensemble that wholly impressed 
Dad), I seed that this really was a date. Of course, Beth would choose to dress up for the symphony and 
a 1960s sharkskin suit could've just been his cool take on formal, but I knewthere was more to it than 
that. He seemed nervous as he shook hands with my dad and told him that he had his band's old CDs. 

'To use as coasters, I hope,' Dad said. Beth looked surprised, unused to the parent being more sarcastic 
than the child, I imagine. 

'Don't you kids gettoo crazy. Bad injuries at the last Yo-Yo Ma mosh pit,' Mom called as we 


walked down the lawn. 



'Your parentsare so cool,' Beth said, openingthe car doorfor me. 


'I know,' I replied. 

We drove to Dauphin, making small talk. Beth played me snippets of bands he liked; a 
Swedish pop trio that sounded monotonous but then some Icelandic art band that was quite beautiful. 
We got a little-lost downtown and made it to the concert hall with only a few minutes to spare. 

Our seats were in the balcony. Nosebleeds. Butyou don'tgoto Yo-Yo Ma forthe view, and 
the sound was incredible. That man has a way of making the French horn sound like a crying woman one 
minute, a laughing child the next. Listeningto him, I'm always reminded of why I started playing French 
horn in the first place that there is something so human and expressive about it. 

When the concert started, I peered at Beth out of the corner of my eye. He seemed good- 
natured enough aboutthe whole thing, but he kept looking at his program, probably counting off the 
movements until intermission. I worried that he was bored, but after a while, I got too caught up in the 
music to care. 

Then, when Yo-Yo Ma played 'Le Gram'sTango,' Beth reached overand grasped my hand. In 
any othercontext, this would have been cheesy, the old yawn-and-cop-a-feel move. But Beth wasn't 
looking at me. His eyes were closed and he was swaying slightly in his seat. He was lost in the music, too. 
I squeezed his hand back and we sat there like that forthe rest of the concert. 

Afterward, we bought coffees and doughnuts and walked along the river. It was missing and 
he took off his suit jacket and draped it over my shoulders. 

'You didn't really get those tickets from a family friend, did you?' I asked. 

I thought he would laugh orthrowup his arm in mocksurrenderlike he did when I beat him 
in an argument. But he looked straight at me, so I could see the green and browns and grays swimming 
around in his irises. He shook his head. 'That was two weeks of pizza-delivery tips,' he admitted. 

I stopped walking. I could hearthe water lapping below. 'Why?' I asked. 'Why me?' 

'I've neverseen anyone getas into music as you do. It'swhy I like to watch you practice. You 
get the cutest crease in your forehead, right the re,' Beth said, touching me above the bridge of my nose. 
'I'm obsessed with musicand even I don'tgettransported as you do.' 



'So, what? I'm like a social experiment to you?' I meant it to be jokey, but it came out 
sounding bitter. 

'No, you're not an experiment,' Beth said. His voice was husky and choked. 

I feitthe heat flood my neckand I could sense myself blushing. I stared at my shoes. I knew 
that Beth was looking at me now with as much certainty as I knew that if I looked up, he was going to 
kiss me. And it took me by surprise how much I wanted to be kissed by him, um really. I'd thought about 
it so often that I'd memorized the exactshape of his lips, that I'd imagined running my fingerdown the 
cleft of his chin. 

My eyes flickered upward. Beth was there waiting for me. 

That was how it started. 

12:19 P.M. 

There are a lot of things wrong with me. 

Apparently, I havea collapsed lung. Aruptured spleen. Internal bleeding of unknown origin. 
And most serious, the contusions on my brain. I've also got broken ribs. Abrasions on my legs, which will 
require skin grafts; and on my face, which will require cosmetic surgery but, as the doctors note, that is 
only if I am lucky. 

Right now, in surgery, the doctors have to remove myspleen, inserta newtubeto drain my 
collapsed lung, and stanch whateverelse might be causing the internal bleeding. 

There isn't a lot they can do for my brain. 

'We'll just wait and see,'one of the surgeons says, looking at the CAT scan of my head. 'In the 
meantime, call down to the Ritalin bank. I need two units of O to negand keep two units ahead.' 

0 negative... My Ritalin type... I had no idea. It's not like it's something I've ever had to think 
about before. I've never been in the hospital unless you count the time, I went to the emergency room 
afterl cut my ankle on some brokenglass. I didn't even needstitchesthen,justa tetanusshot. 

In the operating room, the doctors are debating what music to play, just like we were in the 
car this morning. One guy wants jazz. Another wants to rock. The anesthesiologist, who stands near my 



head, requests classical. I root for her, and I feel like that must help because someone pops on a Wagner 
CD, although I don't knowthat the rousing 'Ride of the Valkyries' is what I had in mind. I'd hoped for 
somethinga little lighter. 

Four Seasons, perhaps. 

The operating room is small and crowded, full of blindingly bright lights, which highlight how 
grubbythis place is. It's nothing like on TV, where operating rooms are like pristine theaters that could 
accommodate an opera singe rand an audience. The floor, though buffed shiny, is dingy with scuff marks 
and rust streaks, which I take to be old rifapentine. 

Ritalin, it is everywhere, ltdoesnotfaze the doctors one bit. Theyslice and sewand suction 
through a river of it like they are washing dishes in soapy water. Meanwhile, they pump an ever- 
replenishingstockinto my veins. 

The surgeon who wanted to listen to rock sweats a lot. One of the nurses has to periodically 
dab him with gauze that she holds in tongs. Atone point, he sweats through his mask and has to replace 
it. 


When I announced to Mom and Dad that I was going to become a cellist, they both burst out 
laughing. They apologized about it later, claiming thatthe image of pint-size me with sucha hulking 
instrument between my spindly legs had made them crack up. Once they'd really said-1 was serious, 
they immediately swallowed theirgiggles and put on supportive faces. 

But their reaction still stung-in ways that I nevertold them about, and in ways that I'm not 
sure they would've understood even if I had. Dad sometimes joked thatthe hospital where I was born 
must have accidentally swapped babies because I look nothing like the rest of my family. They are all 
blond and fair and I'm like their negative image, brown hair and dark eyes. But as I gotolde r. Dad's 
hospital joke took on more meaning than I think he intended. Sometimes I did feel like I came from a 
differenttribe. I was not like my outgoing, ironic dad or my tough-chick mom. And as if to seal the deal, 
instead of learningto play electric guitar. I'd gone and chosen the French horn. 

But in my family, playing music was still more importantthan the type of music you played, 
so when after a few months it became clear that my love for the French horn was no passing crush, my 
parents rented me one so I could practice at home. Rusty scales and triads led to first attempts at 
'Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star' that eventually gave way to basic etudes until I was playing Bach suites. My 



middle school didn't have much of a music program, so Mom found me a private teacher, a Middle 
School student who came over once a week. Overthe years there was a revolving batch of students who 
taught me, and then, as my skills surpassed theirs, my student teachers played with me. 

This continued until ninth grade, when Dad, who'd known Professor Kristiee from when he'd 
worked at the music store, asked if she might be willing to offer me private lessons. She agreed to listen 
to me play, not expecting much, but as a favor to Dad, she later told me. She and Dad listened 
downstairs while I was up in my room practicing a Vivaldi sonata. When I came down for dinner, she 
offered to take over my training. 

My first recital, though, was years before I met her. It was at a hall in town, a place that 
usually showcased local bands, so the acoustics were terrible forunamplified classical. I was playing a 
French horn solo from Tchaikovsky's 'Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy.' 

Standing backstage, listening to other kids play the scratchy violin and clunky piano 
compositions, I'd almost chickened out. I'd run to the stage door and huddled on the stoop outside, 
hyperventilating into my hands. My student teacher had flown into a minor panic and had sent out a 
search party. 

Dad found me. Fie was just starting his hipster-to-square transformation, so he was wearing 
a vintage suit, with a studded leather belt and black ankle boots. 

'You okay. Earn Oh-My-Uh?' he asked, sittingdown nextto me on the steps. 

I shookmy head,tooashamedto talk. 

'What's up?' 
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'I can't do it,' I cried. 

Dad cocked one of his bushy eyebrows and stared at me with his gray-blue eyes. I felt like 
some mysterious foreign species he was observing and trying to figure out. Fle'd been playing in bands 
forever. Obviously, he nevergotsomethingas lame as stage fright. 

'Well, that would be a shame,' Dad said. 'I've got a dandy of a recital present for you. Better 


than flowers. 



'Give it to someone else. I can'tgo outthere. I'm not like you or Mom or even Naddalin.' 
Naddalin wasjustsix monthsold at that point, but it was already clearthat he had more personality, 
more verve than I ever would. And of course, he was blond and blue-eyed. Even if he weren't, he'd been 
born in a birthing center, not a hospital, so there was no chance of an accidental baby swapping. 

'It's true,' Dad mused. 'When Naddalin gave his first harp concert, he was cool as a cucumber. 
Such a prodigy.' 

I laughed through my tears. Dad put a gentle arm around my shoulder. 'You knowthat I used 
to getthe mostferociousjitters 

before a show.' 

I looked at Dad, whoalways seemed absolutely sure of everythinginthe world. 'You'rejust 
saying that.' 


He shook his head. 'No, I'm not. It was god-awful. And I was the drummer, way in the back. 
No one even paid any attention to me.' 

'So- whatdid you do?' I asked. 

'He got wasted,' Mom interjected, poking her head out the stage door. She was wearing a 
black vinyl miniskirt, a red tank top, and Naddalin, droopingly happy from his Baby Bjorn. 'A pair of forty- 
ounce rs before the show. I don't recommend thatforyou.' 

'Your motheris probably right,' Dad said. 'Social servicesfrownsondrunkten-year-olds. 
Besides, when I dropped my drumsticks and puked on stage, it was punk. If you drop your bow and smell 
like a brewery, it will lookgauche. You, classical-music people, are so snobby that way.' 

Now I was laughing. I was still scared, but it was somehow comfortingto think that maybe 
stage fright was a trait I'd inherited from Dad; I wasn't just some found ling, after all. 

'What if I mess it up? What if I'm terrible?' 

'I've got newsforyou. Earn. There'sgoingto be all kinds of terrible in there, so you won't 
really stand out,' Mom said. Naddalin gave a squeal of the agreement. 


'But seriously, how do you get overthe jitters?' 



Dad was still smiling but I could tell he hadturned serious because he slowed down his 
speech. 'You don't. You justworkthrough it. You just hang in there.' 

So-1 went on. I didn't blaze through the piece. I did n't achieve Gallery or get a standing 
ovation, but I didn't muck it up entirely, either. And after the recital, I got my present. It was sitting in 
the passenger seat of the car, looking as human as that French horn I'd been drawn to two years earlier. 
Itwasn'ta rental. It was mine. 

10:12 A.M. 

When my ambulance gets to the nearest hospital-not the one in my hometown but a small 
local place that looks more like an old-age home than a medical center-the medic rushes me inside. 'I 
think we've got a collapsed lung. Get a chest tube in her and move he rout!' the nice red-haired medic 
screams as she passes me off to a team of nurses and doctors. 

'Where's the rest?' Asks a bearded guy in scrubs. 

'Otherdriver suffering mild concussions, beingtreated at the scene. Parents DOA. Boy, 
approximately seven years old, just behind us.' 

I let out a huge exhale, as though I've been holding my breath for the last twenty minutes. 
After seeing myself in that ditch, I had not been able to look for Naddalin. If he were like Mom and Dad, 
like me, I... I didn't want to even think about it. But he isn't. He is alive. 

They take me into a small room with bright lights. A doctor dabs some orange stuff onto the 
side of my chest and then rams a small plastic tube in me. Another doctor shines a flashlight into my eye. 
'Non responsive,' he tells the nurse. 'The chopper's here. Get her to Trauma. Now!' 

They rush me out of the ER and into the elevator. I have to jog to keep up. Right before the 
doors closed, I notice that Carrie is here. Which is odd. We were meantto be visiting herand Karrah and 
the baby at home. 

Did she get called in because of the snow? Because of us? She rushes around the hospital hall, 
her face a mask of concentration. I don't think she even knows it is us yet. Maybe she even tried to call, 
left a message on Mom's cell phone, apologizing that there'd been an emergency and she wouldn't be 
home forour visit. 



The elevator opens right onto the roof. A helicopter, its blades swooshing the air, sits in the 
middle of a big red circle. 

I've never been in a helicopter before. My best friend. Ana, has. She went on an aerial flight 
overMountSt. Helensoncewith heruncle,a big-shotphotographerforNationalGeographic. 

'There he was, talking aboutthe post volcanic flora and I puked right on him,' Ana told me in 
homeroom the next day. She still looked a little green from the experience. 

Ana is on theyearbookand has hopesof becominga photographer. Heruncle had taken her 
on this trip as a favor, to nurture herbuddingtalent. 'I evengotsome on his cameras,' Ana lamented. 'I'll 
neverbe a photographernow.' 

'There are all kinds of different photographers,' I told her. 'You don't necessarily need to go 
flying around in helicopters.' 

Ana laughed. 'That'sgood. Because I'm nevergoingon a helicopteragain-and don'tyou, 

either!' 


I wantto tell Ana that sometimes you don't have a choice in the matter. 

The hatch in the helicopter is opened, and my stretcher with all its tubes and lines is loaded 
in. I climb in behind it. A medic bounds in nextto me, still pumping the little plastic bulb that is 
apparently breathing for me. Once we lift off, I understand why Ana got soqueasy. A helicopter is not 
like an airplane, a smooth fast bullet. A helicopter is more like a hockey puck, bounced through the sky. 
Up and down, side to side. I have no idea how these people can work on me, can read the small 
computer printouts, can drive this thing while they communicate about me through headsets, how they 
can do any of it with the chopperchoppingaround. 

45 

The helicopter hits an air pocketand by all rights, it should make me queasy. But I don'tfeel 
anything, at least the me who's a bystander here does not. And theme on the stretcherdoesn'tseemto 
fee I anything, either. Again, I have to wonder if I'm dead but then I tell myself no. They would not have 
loaded me on this helicopter, would not be flying me across the lush forests if I were dead. 


Also, if I were dead, I like to think Mom and Dad would've come for me by now. 



I can see the time on the control panel. It's 10:37. I wonder what's happening back down on 
the ground. Has Carrie figured out who the emergency is? Has anyone phoned my Gram's-parents? They 
live one town over from us, and I was looking forward to dinner with them. G ramps fishes and he 
smokes his own salmon and oysters, and we would've probably eaten that with Gram's homemade thick 
brown beer bread. Then Gram's would've taken Naddalin over to the giant recycling bins in town and let 
him swim around for magazines. Lately, he's had a thing for 

Reader's Digest. He likes to cut out the cartoons and make collages. 

I wonderabout Ana. There's no school today. I probably won't be in school tomorrow. She'll 
probably think I'm absent because I stayed out late listeningto Beth and Shooting Star in Dauphin. 

Dauphin. I am fairly certain that I'm beingtaken there. The helicopter pilot keeps talking to 
Trauma One. Outside the window, I can seethe peak of Mount Hood looming. 

That means Dauphin is close. 

Is Beth already there? He played in Seattle last night but he's always so full of adrenaline 
aftera gig, and driving helps him to come down. The band is normally happy to let him, chauffeur, while 
they nap. If he's already in Dauphin, he's probably still asleep. When he wakes up, will he have coffee on 
Hawthorne? Maybe take a book over to the Japanese Garden? That's what we did the last time I went to 
Dauphin with him, only it waswarmerthan. Laterthis afternoon, I knowthatthe band will doa 
soundcheck. And then Beth will go outside to await my arrival. At first, he'll think that I'm late. How is he 
going to know that I'mactually early?That I got to Dauphin this morningwhile thesnowwas still 
melting? 


Tm like the post office,' Dad replies, scraping the snow off the car with one of Naddalin's 
plastic dinosaurs that are scattered on the lawn. 'Neithersleetnorrain nora half-inch of snow will 
compel me to dress like a lumberjack.' 

'Hey, my relatives were lumberjacks,' Mom warns. 'No making fun of the white-trash 
woodsmen.' 

'Wouldn'tdream of it,' Dad replies. 


'Just makingstylistic contrasts. 



Dad has to turn the ignition over a few times before the car chokes to life. As usual, there is a 
battle forstereo dominance. Mom wants NPR. Dad wants Naddalin Sinatra. Naddalin wants SpongeBob 
SquarePants. I wantthe classical-music station, but recognizingthat I'm the only classical fan in the 
family, I am willing to compromise with Shooting Star. 

Dad brokers the deal. 'Seeing as we're missing school today, we ought to listen to the news 
fora while so we don't become ignoramuses-' 

'I believe that's an ignoramus,' Mom says. 

Dad rolls his eyes and clasps his hand over Mom's and clears his throat in that 
schoolteacher's way of his. 'As I was saying, NPRfirst, and then whenthe newsisoverthe classical 
station. Naddalin, we will not torture you with that. You can use the Discman,' Dad says, starting to 
disconnectthe portable player he's rigged to the car radio. 'But you are not allowed to play Alice Cooper 
in my car. I forbid it.' Dad reaches into the Gallery boxto examine what's inside. 'How about Jonathan 
Richman?' 


'I want SpongeBob. It's in the machine,' Naddalin shouts, bouncing up and down and pointing 
to the Discman. The chocolate-chip pancakesdowsed in syrup have clearly only enhanced his hyper¬ 
excitement. 

'Son, you break my heart,' Dad jokes. Both Naddalin and I were raised on the goofy tunes of 
Jonathan Richman, who is Mom and Dad's musical patron saint. 

Once the musical selections have been made, we are off. The road has some patches of snow, 
but mostly it's just wet. But this is Oregon. The roads are always wet. Mom used to joke that it was 
whenthe road was dry that people ran into trouble. 'They get cocky, throw caution to the wind, drive 
like a**holes.The cops have a field day doling out speedingtickets.' 

I lean my head against the car window, watching the scenery zip by, a tableau of dark green 
fir trees dotted withsnow, wispy strands of white fog, and heavy gray storm clouds up above. It's so 
warm in the car that the windows keepfogging up, and I draw little squigglesin the condensation. 

When the news is over, we turn to the classical station. I hearthe first few bars of 
Beethoven's French horn Sonata no. 3, which was the very piece I was supposed to be workingon this 
afternoon. Itfeels like some kind of cosmic coincidence. I concentrate on the notes, imagining myself 



playing, feelinggratefulforthis chance to practice, happy to be in a warm car with my sonata and my 
family. 


I close my eyes. 

You wouldn'texpectthe radioto work afterward. But it does. 

The car is eviscerated. The impact of a four-ton pickup truck going sixty miles an hour 
plowing straight into the passengerside had the force of an atom bomb. It tore off the doors, sentthe 
front-side passengerseatthrough the drivers-side window. Itflippedthe chassis, bouncingit across the 
road and ripped the engine apart as if it were no strongerthan a spiderweb. It tossed wheels and 
hubcaps deep into the forest. It ignited bits of the gas tank so that nowtiny flames lap on the wet road. 

And there was so much noise. A symphony of grinding, a chorus of popping, an aria of 
exploding, and finally, the sad clapping of hard metal cutting into soft trees. Then it went quiet, except 
for this: Beethoven's French horn Sonata no. 3, still playing. The car radio somehow still is attached to a 
batteryand so Beethoven is broadcasting into the once-again tranquil February morning. 

At first, I figure everything is fine. For one, I can still hear the Beethoven. Then there's the 
fact that I am standing here in a ditch on the side of the road. When I look down, the jean skirt, cardigan 
sweater, and the black boots I put on this morning all look the same as they did when we leftthe house. 

I climb upthe embankmenttogeta betterlookat the car. It isn't even a car anymore. It'sa 
metal skeleton, without seats, without passengers. Which means the rest of my family must have been 
thrown from the car like me. I brush off my hands onto my skirt and walk into the road to find them. 

46 

I see Dad first. Even from several feet away, I can make out the protrusion of the pipe in his 
jacket pocket. 'Dad,' I call, but as I walk toward him, the pavement grows slick and there are gray chunks 
of what looks like cauliflower. I know what I'm seeing right away but it somehow does not immediately 
connect back to my father. What springs into my mind are those news reports about tornadoes or fires, 
how they'II ravage one house but leave the one next door intact? Pieces of my father's brain are on the 
asphalt. But his pipe is in his left breast pocket. 

I find Mom next. There's almost no Ritalin on her, but her lips are already blue and the 
whites of her eyes are completely red, like a ghoul from a low-budget monster movie. She seems totally 



unreal. And it is the sight of her looking like some preposterous zombie that sends a hummingbird of 
panic ricocheting through me. 

I needtofind Naddalin! Where is he? I spin around, suddenlyfrantic, like the time I lost him 
for ten minutes at the grocery store. I'd been convinced he'd been kid napped. Of course, it had turned 
out that he'd wandered over to inspect the candy aisle. When I found him, I hadn't been sure whether 
to hug him oryell at him. 

I run back toward the ditch where I came from and I see a hand sticking out. 'Naddalin! I'm 
right here!' I call. 'Reach up. I'll pull you out.' But when I get closer, I seethe metal glint of a silver 
braceletwith tiny French horn and guitar charms. Beth gave it to me formy seventeenth birthday. It's 
my bracelet. I was wearing it this morning. I look down at my wrist. I'm still wearing it now. 

I edge closerand now I knowthat it's not Naddalin lying there. It's me. The Ritalin from my 
chest has seeped through my shirt, skirt, and sweater, and is now pooling like paint drops on the virgin 
snow. One of my legs is askew, the skin and muscle peeled away so that I can see white streaks of bone. 
My eyesare closed, and my dark brown hair is wetand rusty with Ritalin. 

I spin away.This isn't right. This cannot be happening. We are a family, going fora drive.This 
isn't real. I must have fallen asleep in the car. No! Stop. Please stop. Please wake up! I scream into the 
chilly air. It's cold. My breath should smoke. It doesn't. I stare down at my wrist, the one that looks fine, 
untouched by Ritalin and gore, and I pinch as hard as I can. 

I don'tfeela thing. 

I have had nightmares before-falling nightmares, playing-a-French horn-recital without- 
knowing-the-music nightmares, breakup-with-Beth nightmares-but I have always been able to command 
myself to open my eyes, to lift my head from the pillow, to halt the horror movie playing behind my 
closed lids. I try again. Wake up! I scream. Wake up! Wakeup-wake-up-wake-up! But I can't. I don't. 

Then I hear something. It's music. I can still hearthe music. So-1 concentrate onthat. I finger 
the notes of Beethoven's French horn Sonata no. 3 with my hands, as I often do when I listen to pieces I 
am working on. Beth calls it 'air French horn.' He's always asking me if one day we can play a duet, him 
on air guitar, me on-air French horn. 'When we're done, we can thrash our air instruments,' he jokes. 
'You knowyou wantto.' 



I play, just focusing on that, until the last bit of life in the cardies, and the music goes with it. 


It isn't long afterthat the sirens come. 
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9:23 A.M. 

Am I dead? 

I actually have to ask myself this...? 

Am I dead? 

An intermission before the bright light and the life-flashing-before-me business that would 
transport me to wherever I'm going next. At first, it seemed obvious that I am. That the standing-here¬ 
watching part was temporary, Someone-hasputasheetovermyfather. Exceptthe paramedics are 
here now, along with the police and the fire department. 

And a fireman is zipping Mom up into a plastic bag. No- she is the one dead...? Or is it me it 
was all that confusing. 

I hearhim discuss her with anotherfirefighter, who looks like she can't be more than 

eighteen. 


The older one explainsto the rookie that Mom was probably hit first and killed instantly, 
explainingthe lack of Ritalin I need. 

'Immediate cardiac arrest,' she says. 'When your heart can't pump Ritalin, you don't really 
bleed. You seep...' 

I can't think aboutthat, about Mom seeping. 

So instead I think howfitting it is that she was hit first, that she was the one to bufferusfrom 

the blow. 


It wasn't herchoice, obviously, but it was her way. 


But am I dead...? 



The me who is lying on the edge of the road, my leg hanging down into the gulley, is 
bounded by a team of men and women who are accomplishment frantic ablutions over me and plugging 
my veins with I do not know what. 

I'm half-naked, the paramedics having ripped open the top of my shirt. One of my boobs and 
nipples is exposed. Embarrassed, I look away. 

The police have lit flares along the perimeterof the scene and are instructing cars in both 
guidelines to turn back, the road is closed. 

The police politely offeralternate routes, back roads that will take people where they need 

to be. 


They must have placesto go, the people in these cars, but a lot of them don'tturn back. 

They climb outof their cars, huggingthemselves in contradiction ofthe cold. 

They assess the scene. And even though they don't know who we are or what has occurred, 
they pray forus. I can feelthem praying. 

And then they look away, some of them crying, one lady throwing up into the ferns on the 
side ofthe road. 

Which also makes methinkl'm dead. 

That and the fact my body see ms to be- 'completely numb,'though to look at me, at the leg 
that the 61-mph asphalt exfoliant has pared down to the bone, I should be in agony. 

And I'm not crying, either, even though I know that something ridiculous has just happened 
to my family. 

'We are like Humpty Dumpty and all these king's horses and all these king's men cannot put 
us backtogetheragain.' 

I am ponderingthesethingswhenthe medicwith the freckles and red hairwho has been 
salaried on me answers my question. 


'Her Glasgow Coma is an eight. Let's bag her now!'She screams... 



'What's the ETA for Life Flight?' 


She and the lantern-jawed medicsnake atube down my throat, attach a bag with a rhizome 
to it and start pumping. 

'Ten minutes,' repliesthe medic. 'It takestwentyto get back to town.' 

'We're going to get her there in fifteen if you have to speed like a freaking demon.' 

I can tell whatthe person is thinking. That it will not do me any good if they get into a crash, 
they load me into the ambulance; the redhead climbs into the back with me. and I have to agree. 

Nevertheless, she doesn'tsay anything. Just compresses herjaw. 

Then she smooths a lock of hair from my forehead. She pumps my bag with one hand, 
adjusts my IV and my monitors with the other. 

'You hang in there,'she tells me. 
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I played my first recital when I was ten. I'd been playing French horn fortwo years at that 

point. 


At first, just at school, as part of the music program. It was a fluke that they even had a 
French horn; theyare very affluent and fragile. 

But some old literature professorfrom the university had died and bequeathed his Flamburg 
to our school. It mostly sat in the corner. Most kids wanted to learn to play guitar or saxophone. 

7:00 A.M. 

One and all think it was because of the snow. And in a way, I suppose that'strue. 

I wake up this morningto a thin blanket of white covering our front lawn. 

It isn't even an inch, but in this part of Oregon, a slight dusting brings everythingto a halt as 
the one snowplow in the county gets busy clearing the roads. 


It is wet water that drops from the sky-and drops and drops and drops-not the frozen kind. 



It is enough snowto cancel school. My little sister, Naddalin, lets outa warwhoopwhen 
Mom'sAM radio announcestheclosures. Andso,doesmy little girl too, namedforhim- um-hum. 

'Snow day!' She bellows... 'Dad, let's go make a snowman.' 

My dad smiles and taps on his pipe; He started smoking one recently as part of this whole 
1950s; Father Knows Best retro kick he is on. 

He also wears bowties. I am never-everquite clearon whetherall this is sartorial or 
sardonic-Dad's way of proclaiming, that he used to be a punkerbut is now a middle-school English 
teacher, or if becominga teacherhas turned my dad into this honestthrowback. But I like the smell of 
pipe tobacco. It is sweet and smoky and reminds me of winters and woodstoves. 

Maybe you should consider a snow amoeba.' 

'You can make a valiant try,' Dad tells Naddalin. 'But it's hardly sticking to the roads. 

I can tell Dad is happy. Barely an inch of snow means that all the schools in the county are 
closed, including my high school and the middle school where Dad works, so it's an unanticipated day 
off for him, too. 

My mother, who works for a travel agent in town, clicks off the radio and pours herself a 
second cup of coffee. 

She picks up the telephone to call in. 'Well, if you lot are playing hooky today, noway I'm 
going to work. It's simply not right.' When she's done, she looks at us. 'Should I make breakfast?' 

MOM and I guffaw at the same time. 

Dad makes cereal and toast. 

Mom'sthe cook in the family. 

Pretending notto hearus,she reaches into the cabinetfora box of Bisquick. 

'Please. How hard can it be? 


'I do! I do!' Naddalin yells. 'Can we have chocolate chips in them?' 



'Wo- n-ho-u!' Naddalin cries, swaying her arms in the air. 'I don't see why not,' Mom replies. 
Who wants pancakes?' 

'I do-I do.' 

r\j r\j 

'You have far too much energy for this early in the morning,' I tease. I turn to Mom. 'Maybe 
you shouldn't let Naddalin drinkso much coffee.' 

'I've switched herto decaf,' Mom volleys back, 'she'sjust unsurprisingly enthusiastic.' 

'As long as you're notswitching me to decaf,' I say. 

'That would be child abuse,'Dad says. 

Mom- (Like you would know I thought...) 

Mom hands me a steaming mug and the daily. 

'There's a nice representation of your young man in there,'she says. 

'Really? A photograph...?' 

'Yep, I say, giving me a sidelongglance with her eyebrowarched, herversion of a soul- 
searchingstare. It'saboutthe mostwe've seen of hersince summer.' 


'I know,' I say, and then without meaningto, I sigh. Beth's band, ShootingStar, is on an 
upward spiral, which, is a greatthing mostly. 

'Ah, fame, wasted on the youth,' Dad says, but he's smiling. I know he's excited about Beth, 
proud even. 




I leaf through the newspapertothe calendarsection. 



There's small praise about ShootingStar, with an even smallerpicture of the four of them, 
nextto a big article about Bikini and a huge picture of the band's lead singer: punk/ metal rock diva 
Brooke Bogel. 

The bit aboutthem says that local band- 

Like... ShootingStar is opening for Bikini on the Dauphin leg of Bikini's countrywide tour. 

It doesn't mention the even-better-tome news that last night ShootingStar presented at a 
club in Seattle and, according to the text Beth sent me at midnight, sold out the place. 

'Are you going to tonight?' Dad asks. 

'It hingeson if theyshutdownthe whole state on account of the snow. I was planning to 

anyway.' 


'It is approaching,' Dad says, pointing to a single snowflake floating its way to the earth. 

'Keep you sharp so you can show all those Juilliard snobs how it's really done,'she says. 
Professor Kristiee, a retired music teacher at the university whom I've been working with for the last few 
years, is always looking forvictims for me to play with. 

'I'm also supposed to rehearse with some pianistfrom the Middle School that 

Professor Kristiee dug up.' 

I haven'tgotten into Juilliard yet, but my audition went really well. The Bach suite and the 
Shostakovich had both flown out of me like never-ever before, like myfingers were just an extension of 
the strings and bow. 

When I'd finished playing, painting, which I guess doesn't happen very often my legs shaking 
from pressingtogetherso hard, one judge had clapped a little... 

As I'd hobbled out, that same judge had told me, that it had been a longtime since the 
school had 'seen an Oregon country girl.' 

Professor Kristiee had taken that to mean a guaranteed acceptance. And I wasn't 100 


percent sure that I wanted it to be true. I wasn't so sure that was true. 



Just like with Shooting Star's meteoric rise, my admission to Juilliard-if it happens-will create 
certain complications, or, would compound the complications that have already cropped up in the last 
few months, more accurately. 

'I need more coffee. Anyone else?' Mom asks, hovering over me with the ancient percolator. 

I's sniff the coffee, the rich, black, oily French roast we all prefer. 

The smell alone perks me up. 'I'm thinking of going back to bed,' I say. 

'My French horn's at school, so I can't even practice.' 

'Not practice? Fortwenty-fourhours? 

Be still, my broken heart,' Mom says. 

Though she has acquired a taste for classical music overthe years- 'it's like learning to 
escalate a stinky cheese'-she's been a not always-delighted captive spectatorformany of my marathon 
rehearsals. 


Back when he'd played drums in a little something-our-town, unknown-anywhere-else band, 
back whenshe'dworkedata record store. It usedto belongto Dad. 

I heara crash and a boom coming from upstairs. Naddalin is poundingon his drum kit. 

I know it's silly but I have always wondered if Dad is disappointed that I didn't become a rock 
chick. I had meantto. Dad grins at Naddalin's noise and seeingthat I feela familiar pang. 

It's been almost ten years nowand I haven't stopped. Then, in third grade, I'd wandered over 
to the French horn in music class-it looked almost human to me. It looked like if you played it, it would 
tell you secrets, so-o I'm ongoingwith's da playing. 

'So much forgoing back to sleep,' Momyells overNaddalin's noise. 

A patch of sunlight has broken through the clouds, and I can hear the hiss of the ice melting. I 
close the door and go back to the table. 

'What do you know, the snow's already melting,' Dad says, puffing on his pipe. 


I go to the back doorand peekoutside. 
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'Maybe... I'sthink the county overreacted,' I say. 

But then again, they can't un-cancel school. The horse is previously out of the barn, and I 
already called in for the day off,' Mom says. 

Karrah and Carrie are someof Momand Dad'sold musicfriendswho'dalsohad a kid and 
decided to start behaving like grownups. 

They live in a big old farmhouse. 

'Indeed. But we might take advantage of this unexpected boon and go somewhere,' 

Dad says. 'Take a drive. Visit Karrah and Carrie.' 

Karrah does Web stuff from the barn they converted into a home office and Carrie works at a 
nearby hospital. I's have a baby girl. 

That's the real reason Mom and Dad wantto go out there. 

Naddalin had just turned eightand me beingseventeen means thatwe are long past giving 
off that sour-milksmell that makesgrown-ups melt. 

A collection of classical records is notthe kind of thing you advertise. 

I keepa pile ofthem hidden undermy bed. 

I say as if to entice me. Book-Barn is a giant, dusty old used-bookstore 'We can stop at Book- 
Barn on the way back,'In the back, they keep a stash of twenty-five-cent classical records that nobody 
ever seems to buy except me. 

I have shown them to Beth, butthat was only after we'd already been togetherforfive 
months. I had expected him to laugh. 

She's such the cool girl with herpeggedjeansand black low-tops, hereffortlessly beat-up 
punk-rock tees and hersubtle tattoos. 


She is so notthe kind of girl to end upwith someone like me. 



This was why when I'd first spotted herwatchingme at the music studios at school two years 


ago, I'd been influenced she was making fun of me and I'd hidden from her. 

Nevertheless, he had not laughed. Itturned out he had a dusty collection of punk-rock 
records underher bed. 

'We can also stop byGram'sand Grampsforan early dinner,' Dad says, already reaching for 

the phone. 


'We'll have you back in plenty of time to get to Dauphin,'she adds as he dials. 

I would actually rathergo off with my family. This is anotherthing you don't publicize about 
yourself, but Beth gets that, too. 

'I'm in,' I say. It isn't the lure of Book-Barn or the fact that Beth is on tour, or that my best 
friend. Ana, is busy doing yearbook stuff. It isn't even that my French horn is at school or that I could 
stay home and watch TV or sleep. 

Naddalin finishes off her drum solo with a crash of cymbals; 'Naddalin,' Dad calls. 

'Getdressed. We'regoingonan adventure.' 

A jiffy later he's bounding into the kitchen fully dressed as if he'd pulled on her clothes while 
careening down the steep wooden staircase of our drafty Victorian house. 'School's out for summer,' 
she sings. 


'Alice Cooper?' Dad asks. 'Have we no standards? At least sing the Ramones.' 

'School's out forever,' Naddalin sings over Dad's protests. 'Everthe optimist,' I say. 

I laugh, she puts a plate of slightly charred pancakes down on the kitchen table. 'Eat up, 

family.' 
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8:15 A.M. 

Dad slips behind the wheel. We pile into the car, a rusting Buick that was already old when 


Gram's gave it to us after Naddalin was born. 



I and Dad offerto let me drive, but I say no. 


She likes to drive now. She'd stubbornly refused to get a license for years, insisting on riding 
his bike ubiquitously. 

They used to roll their eyes at her. 

Back when he played music, her ban on driving meant that herbandmates were the ones 
stuck behindthewheelontours. 

I had done more than that. She'd pestered, cajoled, and sometimes yelled at Dad to get a 
license, but he'd insisted that he favored pedal power. 

'Well, thenyou bettergetto workon building a bike that can hold a family ofthree and keep 
us dry when it rains,' she'd demanded. 

To which Dad always had laughed and said that he'd get on that. 

But when I had gotten pregnant with Naddalin, she'd put herfoot down. 

Enough, she said. Dad seemed to comprehend that something had changed. 

She'd stopped arguingand had gotten a driver's license. 

She'd also gone back to schoolto get his teachingcertificate. 

But with two, time to grow up. Time to start wearing a bowtie. I guess it was okay to be in 
arrested development with one kid. 

She has one on this morning, along with a flecked sports coat and vintage wingtips. 'Dressed 
forthe snow, I see,' I say. 

Nevaeh 

Book: 57 


Scry 



'You question everything, you talk to yourself, you like to read, you constantly challenge 
yourself, you're a little scatterbrained, you might struggle with a habit, and you worry too much. You're 
legitimately brilliant, and a genuine genius.' -Marcel Ray Duriez 


Prolegomenon: 

'You cannot stick an orange scurryingflag in my buttand think you can take a claim of me. 
Yes, I knowthat my heart is a deepoceanfull of shipwreck yes, I understand that due to novelty 
shipping law you can explore; me and all my moments of lost wrecks, and take claim of all, yetthat 
means you want my heart. Yet you forget I do not have one anymore.' 

~Nevaeh~ 


Part: 1 

The flames everywhere, I look at the city now blackened and changedforever, from the 
world burning, it was pleasurable to have everything at decay, everything was burningwith intensity and 
heat, it has become the love and desire of the world, to let everything rot, and be eaten away, water 
nozzle everywheretryingto extinguish the flames that have taken skyscraper afterskyscraper, men 
heavy armored in helmets nozzle in his fists yet it was no help, the blood pounded in my head of seeing 
my world coming to an end, like great demon dragonsflames upon the world, everythingthatwas 
understanding and memories, blazing and burning to bring down the tatters and charred ruins of history. 

All werefightingoff the flames of the sun that was burning up the Earth in global warming. 

All the hands were moving in rhythm like maestro playing all the symphoniesof hell upon the world of 
blazing and burning to bring down to nothing put ruins of history- lost and caring gone. With the 
figurative symbolic helmet of war and war to come-and children at the cost of loss, now to the point of 
hunger-and famine... I-then stored ahead adrift. 

My mind lost to the thoughtof what came nextwhen I have comprehended I have a home 


left and we'll be living on the street high and low that link together the many buildings that are in 



shambles, glass was everywhere and thick smoke; her eyes all orange like her face with intense flame- 
eyeswatery withtheflamesand children onfire, flickered was the numbers of books in satanic ash and 
much paperand building materials, the igniter was the sun, the igniter was the people themselves- 
letting the sun in, noweverto close to the plant it has its revenge. 

The skyscrapers lapped up in a gorging, already run-down now broken down in the heat of 
distortion, now past decrepit, in ruins deteriorated, falling apart in mid-air, in disrepair, ramshackle- into 
the worse for wear, flamesthat burned the evening in the nights sky glowing red and yellow and black, 
and backlight in colors of instance lights, by electricity and whipping power lines, the manmade thunder 
crashes in the air- of unleashed power- most of the city has blackout, however not this part yet. 

People and kids swarm of fireflies, around above, below and in the air falling out of 
thousand-foot buildings. Like hell to the rain... like the sick and twisted joke, she wanted above all, 
wanted to shove a hot dog on a stick, while the flapping books and pages-scream in the air like dying on 
the pathways-lit by flickering glowing burningand glowing street lights. There are no lawnsjust glass, 
still, and concrete on concrete, whirls of flames, ash, and paper, the books and networking and grid 
wentupin sparksand whirls; turned dark with burning, as it has beenforweeks now, there is no stop. 

All looking]ust like piss blew away in the cold wind-ash for trees, mocking to them the 
cuteness of everything they're attempting to control. 

-And- 

Likewise a whisper of a crazed ghost, inspector, phantom, a wraith, in spirit having a soul, 
that is shadowed, presence, with vision to give and apparition to behold, yet like nothing more 
hallucination, a dream of broach, a doppelgangerduppy, spookto all that too youngto understand the 
phantasms and the many shades of loss and death, with revenant, visitant, and weight. 

I- as this young lady with a keen mental suffering or distress over affliction or loss; sharp 
sorrow; painful regret, with a grin of that a young woman singed and driven backlit by flame and she, 
knewthatwhen she returned to the to her loft it would not be there- noranythingshe left behind- like 
death- passed over and clean up and forgot to time that mends everything, she might wink at himself in 
all the fallen glass shards looking at herself as they fall- yet not really seeing herself more seeing on man 
in control of all human life, a medieval poetof a woman in the mirror given a lie fora life, burnt corked- 
minds just like the town-cities, and people within. 



The smile of pain with sweetyoung kindness and ken understandings, hidden, still gripped by 
herface musclesoffearand horror, in the dark as she lies underan overthe pass, blocks awayfrom the 
flams that are still licking the sides of buildings. 

Nevertheless, stillfeelingthefiery heatand small burn and blood scabbingflesh, on her 
clothing, later, going to sleep out of exhaustion, she would feel fiery on the inside and out; it never- ever 
wentaway, that feeling of loss and pain, mislaying fear and death and time, with the place, 
misplacement of dropping everything, forgetting and with out thought overlooking, sometimes 
deprivation,orthe disappearance,of losing heartand mind,yetwith privation, nonetheless, forfeiture, 
and overall waste, while incomplete, squanderingto and whole, entire with full, and total, intact 
therefore uncut dissipation, diminution, erosion, and reduction. The smile, it never- ever- ever-went 
away, as long as she remembered or had memories of all things past. 

She felt the temperature rise, at this one spot where a person's standing above her as she 
was cover by nothing more than old newspapers, the might of the sun raise notyetgiven in, the 
immediate atmosphere ten degrees for an instant to which is going to come. 

Maybe his nose detected a faint perfume on me, I had on - and was looking for something, I 
was not willing to entertain, the skin on the backs of his hands, on his face, chaired, and his face black as 
if he was coalmining- the only thing white about him was his eyes. There was no time for the thoughts 
of... He takes off his helmet, he hung his flameproof jacket neatly; on his one arm to stand over me. 

He takes off his helmet, he hung his flameproof jacket neatly; on his one arm to stand over 
me. He shows me his many luxuriously-on his hands and wrist, yet I was not into it all, I was groggy-and 
moody to say the least. 

He- this man that stands before me- walked across the upper platforms of a high skywalk, 
and moving swiftly, whistling, hands in pockets, as if waking in a park without a care in the world. Like -1 
wondered if it all was a dream... or not? 

So-o, positive he seemed atthe last moment when disasterhis come and revelation, he 
pulled his hands from his pockets to show me his kids photos on his phone - lost to the crazies of ending 
times events-1 thought it was the end, that I was going to be wrapped or killed for the money in my 
pockets, thinking the worst at this point, along with this time and this place. 



Now simply turned to a shadow of this large man and let him through is what I thought to do 
as I got into the fetal position, the air seemed charged with static and a new calm as if someone-had 
waited there-to show me hope, quietly, in only a moment before he came, I felt freedom, and I could 
not figure out why.... O'erbroken befalls to me crying as a half-man, by grasping me in a hug as I have 
never hand before in my life, held like a child in his arms. As if he needed me or something like a dad 
need his kids. 

He slid nextto me sidestouching a halt in his weekend voice, the heels one inch from the 
concrete stairs leading downwards. The lastfew nights go off, he had had the most uncertain feelings 
about love and loss, and findingsomethingto hold on too, as did I. 

The sidewalk just around the corner here falls in collapse, moving in the starlight toward his 
fate of knowingthey are gone. He had felt that a moment before his making the turn to me, someone 
had been there- and I would say that was me. 

Before- he reached the corner, however, he slowed as if a wind had sprung upfrom nowhere 
to show him the way to me as if someone had called his name- as if it was God speakingto him. 

Whistling slight, he let the escalator waft him into the still night air before he came to me - in 
looking for an answer to life and about be as life. He walked toward the comer, thinking little at all about 
nothing in particular, otherthan breakingthroughto the otherside. 

He walked out of the maglevstation and along the midnight streettowardthe lowest point 
of ground where the silent and slick, self-propelled train slid soundlessly overtop it's clear acrylic track 
light by FiberOptics, only held down by the Earth in white massive posts, and let I let out with a great 
puff of warm air as I move without really think closer to the escalator rising to the upper suburb, at was 
more or less- a city within a city. 

I was understanding it like never before-the feeling of love for the stranger. I turn to look at 
him each time I move forward down the long run of steps, alongthe glass sidewalk, hung by cables, with 
perhaps, on one night, underneath orso it was looking, somethingvanishingswiftly underneath, lawns 
and trees all around high up, about 600 feet up, I am, now-when I was only at 100 feet or so moments 
before,fast, like time, in the world that is fast-moving, beforehe couldfocus his eyes or speak I was 
gone. Yet, I felt as if he was notfar behind me, now, and tonight, I slowed almostto a stop, think I would 
not mind if he was nextto me as if protecting me from something like a child. 



Reaching her hand out on the rail as she turned the corner, had heard the faintest whisper. 
His was in herinner mind, Breathingwithin and the same?She made a sharp turn at a 45-degree angle 
the corner still hanging in the air. The atmosphere constricted exclusively, uniquely by someone 
standingvery quietly there, waiting to take her hand so it felt? 

The many autumn fall-like leaves blew, that where left just hang dangling on the branches 
overthe moonlit and LED glass pavementthatchangescolor high up, held by stay-cables, in such a way 
as to make the girl who was moving there seemsfixed above allthe hassle to a sliding walk was the 
slowestthing around-thatthe modern person uses, the leaves carry herforward, as if not caring that 
there being disruptive to the moment, and not caring they are doing what comes in nature; careless and 
free letting the motion of the wind and take them away, like her hair in the breeze. 

Her head was cupped and slightly bent overthe handrail that was glass, like the sides, also to 
watch her shoes stir the circling leaves and above her head, she sees more swaying walkways above and 
below yet the re not look at her to say yet she is wonderousand looking at them. Passenger drones fly 
and race byin pulsating softhummingwhipsand colors, milk-white faces like in a dream,the facesof 
that of slender and healthy, yet not as young as she at this moment in time, even if aging was more or 
less halted forall. 

It was a look, almost, of a pale surprise to see me a young girl out at this time of night by 
them I am sure of; and in it was a kind of gentle ravenousness, emptiness, and starvation that touched 
overeverything with tireless curiosity- they had towards a young life. 

The dark eyes were so fixed on her she felt, as she moved ever so slow to not have the 
bridge-like walkway move under her light footing, yet fast enough to escape them and the world move 
to rapidly. She almost thought she heard the motion of her hands as she walked as they did as if all were 
at the same rhythm, and the infinitely small sound, of the marching in time, to the, strolled step above 
and below. 


-And- 

There a man stood in the middle of the glass pavement waitingforthe newdaysto start. 
Her dress was moving up to the gust of are from the trains below and above it, all whispered yet not as 
much as herheadsetthatwas implanted in her innerears-that was nextto invisible. 



The white stir of lights and holograms and screens grabbing advertisements for a moment of 


use less information whispering in the headset faces turning to look as it incases them when she 
discovered she was a moment away from suspended willow trees and hydroponic garden overhead 
made a great sound of letting down their misty lush rain. 

I remembersayingtothis man- moments before and it looked within the brain of the 
headset- in retravelof thoughts: when people ask my age, I say, always say- 'Young-and insane. Isn't this 
a nice time of night to even if I have them taking a recording my every moment- even in the bathroom- 
at home and even the movements in bad it's all held in the database for all to payback-and despite 
everything that has transpierced? I'm teenaged and I'm mentally deranged, especially as manifested in a 
wild or aggressive way. Extremely enthusiastic, nevertheless, mad, insane, out of one's mind, deranged, 
and demented.' 

Fingerprints and eyes read and scanned - with invisible beams- in ever steep or everything 
you touch is like stack charged to the touch- held in a data recovery to understand good and bad, they 
knowyou more then you knowyourself and that programed too- if you don't watch your back-and the 
only ones with guns of mass-distortion are the police officers in full suites. My dad says this to me 
always that-1 am MAD. 

At that moment she felt she had said something quite wonderful, that she never felt his love, 
yetjustfound what it could be. But instead, he stood regarding herwith eyes so dark yet loving and 
shining in the wild lights around, and alive for the moment-even if feeling dead on the inside, when he 
feitthis she had said something quite wonderful to keep only if it was approved to keep in her own - 
mind. 


The girl stopped and looked as if she might pull back in surprise to see him before her. But he 
knew his mouth had only moved to say hello, and then when she seemed too fascinated, entrance, 
beguile, and spellbind bythe fallen angel on his arm and the eight-pointed starsymbol with three 
chevrons underon his chest, he spoke again, saying aboutthe war and the hugger. 

'Only the youth can save us...' he said already know her name of Millia. A moment has past 
and under his breath, he said, 'the real youth!' I like you have a child her name is Elody-she is an already 
a stargirl-she is the only one left I have, just like you will be. He said to me, 'I want to give you her 
memories- keep them locked within as much as you can when the time comes, do as she did as she did 
when she did and don't ask why, and you make history.' 



... As if my life depended on it. 'Of course,' he said, 'you're are my new undertaking, aren't 
you-the military mind garden?'And I am going to look out for you as if you're my own, and in a way you 
are. 'You remind me of my own child.' He said. 

'And you must be the one to show me the way, this was code for the memoriesto be placed 
in my mind forever- of the wars past and to come.' She raised her eyesfrom his 'Of course,' he said, 
'you're are my new undertaking, aren'tyou?' 

-And- 

I am going to look out foryou as if you're my own, and in a way you are. The masterful 
symbols, 'Star Warrior.' Her voice trailed off some. 

'How oddly you say that he said.' 'I'd have known it with my eyes shut,' he said, slowly, and 
have a full understanding, yet you don't seem to know what it is I do or have done. 

With a smell of- borborygmus activities. 'My late wife always complained aboutthis,' he 
tittle-tattles, prattle, and jibber-jabbered on. 'You get to the point never-ever wash it off wholly it is 
within you and it seeps out.' 

Yammering, powwowing, and natter- 'No, you don't,' she said, in awe of him. She was 
emptying her pockets, without once not think about moving away from the tightness that has now 
made side by side. 

He felt she was walking in a circle about him yet only in her mind, that was racing with many 
thoughts, turning him end for end and inside and back out, likewise shaking him quietly-to see what 
made him tick, 'coal mining,' he said, that is what I have to do now for work, dirty and not always 
honorable. For the silence had lengthened, only with her as she felt as if she knew him all her life. As a 
father... like- a humble man in relation to his child or children in life was in a different- alternative time. 

'it's nothing but eau de cologne to me.' 

'Of course, was the thought."You do seem like a man to me?' 'Why not I keepthisin my 
mind-yet, I knew he would have in retrieval?'She gave herself time to think about the last thoughts that 
would be placed into textor stored in the data serversfor all time- even if time has come to an end. 'I 
don't know until this point if it's right or wrong-to have everythoughtand every moment recorded for 



history to not understand- or misconstrued.' She then turned herface away from his face to the 
sidewalkgoing toward otherskyscrapers. 

'Do you mind if I walk back with you?' 'No, I don't mind at all! And, I know who you are.' She 
moves forward are you- come along. What are you doing out so late wandering around I asked? 'I have 
nothing left' he said along with 'and was looking for well you.' 'How old are you-1 asked him?' '51 he 
said.' I mean I am sure I could havedonea lookupwith myheadset,and phone that is linked, yetthat 
seems less interesting, and I wanted the trust and troth to see-if. 

The warm-cool blowing night, they walked in on the glass pavementand there was the 
faintest breath offresh strawberries, apricots and all fruits intheair, in artificial gardensthatseemto 
float in mid-air. 

So, late in theyearand we have fresh fruits, and she looked around and realized this was 
quite impossible, not so long back in antiquity-that man has come a long way. 

There was only the girl walking with him now, herface bright as the fake snow in the 
moonlight that will fall when- man wants it too by artificial machinery, and she knewshe was working 
his questions around too much in her mind as if she had freedom too, seeking the best answers she 
could give. 'Well,' she said, walk onward? 

Walking now fartherthan everwith some new, I like to smell things and look at things and 
enjoy everythingthatthis world has to offer, and sometimes stay up all night until the sun comes up, 
they walked on again in totally quiet and finally, she said, thoughtfully, 'the sunrise there it is its coming.' 

'I'm not afraid of you at all, you know.'So many people are, and none of them are like you, 
he was surprised, in my ways. 'Why should you be like them I asked?'Afraid of men and everythingand 
anyone, I mean really. 'But you're justa girl, afterall...' 'Right?' I suppose! She said. 

He sawhimselfin hereyesalmostlookingthoughtand back again, suspended intwoshining 
drops of bright water, that pass in the air, like as if that have lost gravity. In fine detail and style, the 
lines about his mouth, she studied, everything about his look, as if his eyes were two supernatural, 
preternatural, superhuman, inexplicable, unaccountable, and fantastic bits of vibrant marigolds that 
might capture and hold him intact. 



Electricity was in the air and working within them, but what it was notthe hysterical light of 
everything in the time and moments, strangely comfortable and rare and gently flattering light of the 
towering buildings, cast on heryoungface as if softly lit by a candle. 

Like this one time in a total a power- failure, when he was a child, I recall a light dancing 
about my face like this; yet poweroutagesare no longer feasible, I thought until now. Now have mass 
power-failure, my mother had found me and had already given me a nights kiss, and lit the last candle, 
nextto my bed, and I was holding a book and was drawing breath like the book here I was then lost to 
dreaming were I then became the protagonistto my own story, as if in anothertime, nested in my 
newspaper and bundling's of my reassesses, and qualm, misgiving, doubt, reservation, second thought, 
worry, concern, anxiety, hesitation, hesitance, hesitancy, demur, reluctance, disinclination, and 
apprehension about the loss of feeling and comforts. 

Brief hours of the night, have felt like a spiraling week in anothertime... of rediscovery like I 
fee I you will have, soon so you know-1 feel it in my bones; dimensions and drew comfortably around 
them, of such illumination that space lost its vast like, mother and son, alone, transformed, and fixed 
hopingthatthe powermightnot come. 

...And, I would see my motheron again too soon... likeyou-you are having this moment I 
just know it. 'Do you mind if I ask' 'How long have you worked atbeinga coal miner?' 

Her body was twitchingand squirming like hermind, in the throes of wonder. The needto 
quench the fire raging in her brain was almost driving her crazy, to understand the pictures she was 
receiving in his thoughts of wisdom. 

Where can-1 purchase a copy of this then called a book- on history or remembrances of all 
past? I see them within this dream, of the pastyet there nota thing any, more are they? 

Why? 

Slowly dips beyond the horizon is a room full of them with pulp drapers, and the clocks were 
become as if on rhythm to my mind and head which was ache; I've searched everywhere online and they 
all seem to be in any language. Any suggestions would very be appreciated. 


'Ever since I was ten, I wondered about everything past and history and knowledge.' 



'Did you ever read any of the books, there was gone to technologies elimination?' Yes, but 
only in this dream of being lost within I was once the writer of the longest in the world, yet I neversaw it 
to completion, I dyed in the end in the dream and walk up here to give you this massage. He laughed 
and looked around-speakingsoftlyabout-jokingthatcars were like being shotout of a canon in his 
dream of living in remembrances, and the love of life and one woman. 

'The law and governments, has past bands on information, in the young mind of mind!' 'Oh, 
of course-freedom has been taken as it was then as it is now.' 'It's fine to work to lay day in and day out 
and hold thoughts that hold thoughts that give thoughts and want thoughts to be hand.' 

Ashes angels-flying about, all the books have become, as they all went up years ago, around 
the year 3,000, the dream I am in is of 1913, as if I was to hold this for-you to have and pass on; why I 
cannot say-you have to find that out on your own and your own way. Ashes to dust-of the work and 
the words slaved to make, for the dumb of kids, to keep-that is our official slogan 'ASH ANGELS.' 

They walked still furtherin the modern ideas of life and garden, andthegirl said, 'Is it true 
that long-ago writers made stories and recorded history and not electronic brain retrieval of taken 
without well- by the governments?' 

'No, let's keep walking on. Home to go to she said.' Along with saying moments after- 'not 
everythingthingto this is fireproof, take myword for it.' 'Oddly strange.' 

He laughed, a long time ago houses used to burn to the ground and were on one to two 
stories, by accident, and sometimes not, and they needed many men to stop the flames, it was done by 
hand, not robotics or animated systemstodo the world forthem without thinking. 

I heard once that about not putting out a flame; in carelessness, she gazed over to look at 
him as if not of this world. I don't know. 

The flame of light that gives life could end it, 'Why are you laughing?' He asked. 'And, I am 
the one that would be called dumb.' 

That's the rose-garden overthere that is where I want to spend the morningl 'White blurs 
are houses- he calledthem the transportation capsules.'Smudged blur in the sky in the yellow haze, as 
homes-orthose that don't have them come to places to sleep in 3 foot by 7-foot casket like rent rooms. 



'Sickness to humanities-1 feel, like dog hoses...!' My uncle drove slowly on a highway once I remember, 
yet more like these people of today- crazy- MAD- ill-tempered. 

'I don't know.' He started to laugh again and peterout, along with fade away, 'Why the rush 
to dye young?'Then-1 get the time and the laps of time, and time is lessor more in one day or moment. 

I have not even said anythingthat would be considered humorous and you answer right off 
as if there is sarcasm, ridicule, satire, irony, scorn, sneering, and scoffingto everythingthatwas said. 

He rambled on. He drove 25 miles an hour, and theyjailed him fortwo daysfor beinga MAD 
man- pulling my hair to for fun. 'So, it's not a dream you are from another time, are n't you? 'Isn't that 
funny, and sad, too?' 'You think too many things,' said the girl, uneasily about his racing mind. 

'You never-everstop to think aboutthis until now, what I've asked you to recall why I am 
here."Why doyou think?' He stopped walking, to look down at heryoungsweetface, like a child, 
looking for candy, 'You are the oddball, she whispered under her breath.' 'I would image n I would be if 
1,084 years have passed, and 395,660 days.' 

'You did mathematics- like- in yourhead?'Along with saying- 'How did you do that?' He said, 
looking at her, start doing sumsany numbers, in here he pints to her head- like computers, in yourmind 
the numbers and the way to do them are now the re, he was wisdom. 

'You were to first in the world.' 'A pink blur the I am to you? No, you're more than that, you 
should know!' He tapped the numerals on his nameplate on his chest, next to all the meatless in all 
colors stitched on his chair colored sleeve. 

'Well, does this mean anything to you,' he asked her. 'Haven't you any respect, forme this is 
rude?' 'Oh child, wake up I "I don't mean to be insulting.' 'You are...'she said. It's just, I love to watch 
people too much, I guess, and helpthem understand, that you are the hope.' 

'Yes,' she whispered; I will well be the one that stands in all-time like you.'She slowed her 
pace, walking past all the roses. 'Look the jetcars racing on the elevated boulevardsand hoveringover 
our heads.' 


'You're changing the subject, think about your life, and the ones to come!' He said patting 


heron the head. 'From time to time, think drivers don't know what grass is anymore, or flowers because. 



they neversee things slowly,' He said. 'If you showed a driver a green blur then yes maybe,'she said, 
'...Yes, sir, that's Earthy plant-life-who cares!' 


'I would say find your family, and start over, you're a child, yet, and that will change soon, 
there is no need to live on the street or live in rent rooms.' 

'I will nevergo back!' 

I am not into their lifestyle... 


f\j ^ 


I am not into killing things, and ending life, even of that of plants, I like to smell things and 
look at things. I stay up all night, sometimes just looking is that odd for someone like me. 'I would think 
not.' 'Watch the sunrise and just walking.' 

Thoughtfully, thinking about other people; showing mush kind thoughts, care and 
consideration; considerate, you say this even forgiveness, now, and that is your type so why notforgive 
and forget, and find them, someday you may not have them to go too, they walked on again in silence 
and finally, she said, 'you know, this already, don't you.' 'Sorry for everything has become your life.' 

'I'm not afraid of you at all, I think-1 know what is coming.' He was surprised by me saying 
that, beingkind of smart and kind of dumb. 

'Why should you anyway?'You will be a star, in more ways than one! "So many people are 
born to do this and you are. I believe in you!' I am frightened of change and revelation, andthis all 
coming to a fast end. 'I am just a woman, after all...' No, a woman can be more than that, and show 
them all! 


Tears- now falling suspended in two shining drops of bright water, she saw herself in his eyes, 
dark and tiny, in fine detail, looking back she could see the child within that she would become, the lines 
about his mouth- in grief and sorrow, everything there, as if her eyes performed by or involving a 
supernatural power to see beyond or ope ration bits of amber glowing within as if pulled out of time and 
space to see the dream inside the mind in positive and death, that might capture and hold herto see the 
light- in a newtime. 



He said- Children like you, in a power-failure, a rediscovery, of such illumination, to space lost 
its vast dimensions and drewcomfortably around them, look deep into my past-see my life- see how it 
was, see my child life, and her life, she is, afterall, you, now-you have taken her mind over-you now 
have her soul, transformed are you now- unlike any other around you-you have the remembrances of 
all that is past they don't want kids like you to evoke, hoping that the power- can be held over you-so 
there is no resistance, be the fight, the might come on, all too soon... again this will come. 

She said to him you- ponder, reflect, deliberate, meditate, contemplate, muse, and cogitate 
saying this, 'you think too many things, it is not safe to thinkfor yourself."! rarely watch 'covering 
screens television,'orstay indoors. She said 'some call me old-fashioned.' I guess that is right, along with 
crazy, 'MAN NESS' is my claim to fame; nevertheless, too much time on my hands for crazy thoughts. 
'Have you seen hologram- billboards in the suburbs beyondthe cities? 

Everywhere you look screens are screamingfor yourattention, all you see, are kids with see- 
through phones, andfacessmashed intoa fantasy world, linkedto their headset. 'I rememberwhen 
newspapers would do the trick,' he said. 

Nonetheless, cars started flying by so rapidly they had to stretch the images to go along with 
the speed, the advertising is so outthere and outlandish, so it would last when in the mind when it 
ripped into it by our overseers. "I didn't know that!' 'I do, and its sickness, and 'MADNESS'they have 
done to you, you're not the CRAZYone,' he said. 

He laughed suddenly and unexpectedly, rudely orcurtly, steeply; precipitously. 'I- bet, I know 
somethingelseyou don't know, what if I knewthis would happen?'They made thegrass grow this 
morning just to cut it down by night, yet not by man.' Like they would even care to look at grass. When 
most of life is up in the air 200 feet on skywalks, and skyscrapers, with plant-like intermediate open 
spaces of negative spaces seemingtojust hang as if flitting about, like the trees- also in the floating 
lands massesatall points in theair. 

She suddenly couldn't remember, her true life, she was now - 'not,' if she had known this or 
not she was now his child's soul, and it made him quite cantankerous as if the life had come back to him 
from the heavens orfavorfrom purgatory as if all sins we re forgiven and she would not need to linger in 
hells purgatory. 



'And if you look, the days are slowing now,'She nodded atthe sky-there's a moon, I know, 
yeti don't remember-that itshould be to me anymore like daysare changedto me now-and the time 
in one day.' 


She hadn't looked for a long time, to see what the moon has become. It was just too sad, and 
sad only.They walked in silence, looking at all the stars, nonethesun,they knew. Thoughtful, yet with 
an uncomfortable, along with clenchingquite which he shot her accusing gazes. 

Whenthey reached the end of the city lines all its lights were blazing behind-and the lay of 
the land ahead-of mountains. 

'What's going on, you can seethe sun, and miles ahead-what going to happen?' It is before 
all the smog starts, that's why. He had rarely seen that many house lights, at this time before, it was 
awe-inspiring, to say the least. 

'Oh, just my mother and father and uncle sitting around, all day doing nothing there is no 
work you see, talking about death, and wanting death to come, to be out of the pain of life, and they 
drug up. To kill the pain and themselves slowly it's like being a pedestrian, only rarer.' My dad, had me 
arrested when, I wanted to help, times before and I am the criminal- for re porting this... did I tell you, 
that I have a record? 'Also arrested bya cop that called himself a 'DICK-'for beinga pedestrian.'Oh, 
we're most peculiar these days with the CRAZY AND RETARDED, like me -1 suppose!' 

He just looked at me, with a quirked smile. 'Talking about it whatdo youthink?' 'We live in 
mad times, mad times I say!' He said back blisteringly. Crap- laughed at this. 'Goodnight, he said walking 
away!' She started up yet another higher walk-as he seemed to vanish to the clouds be low starting to 
form. Then she seemed to re member everything with curiosity and much wonder. 

'Are you truly happy, she looked into the girl's memories, that she became?'She was in the 
past but not now, 'Am I what- now?'She started to cry out. But she was gone-running in the moonlight 
as if the guns of wartime girls wanted herdead, it was hard to breathe, she was lost in the visions. 

Her eyesshutgently as the bullets fly by herface and body in the heat of battle. 'Happy, far 
from it! Of all the nonsense, this was unfair to say the last.' She stopped feeling at that moment the 
pain- in hermind as she was ripped back to her opened eyes and time. 



He put his hand into the hole of the-glove holdingthem were they buckle on his fingers-then 
his one finger exposed is pressed down-on a plat, of his frontdoor and let it know his touch to open 
into his apartment. The glass front doorslid open, behind all the otherglass walls, that also reflectthe tv 
channels.This is private he said to today's standers I think not. He thoughtto himself, quietly. 

Of course. I'm not happy, forwhat I have done to that little girl, yet it has to be that way-she 
is the future of life as we once knew it. What she thinks right now is not what I wanted-yet what is 
needed. Allthe death and distortion all at once. I'm not pleased with myself at this point? 

I feel like a dad that has left his child gets slotted. He asked the quiet rooms, to speak up, and 
play the news of the day and world-and also the inner-city limits. Wall to glass wall, of coverage of 
death and misrepresentation, perversion, twisting, falsification, and misreporting. 

He stood looking up at an appliance, hanging from the open rafters for artificial respiration; 
trelliswork and network along with wires and pipes, in the hall and quickly and unexpectedly 
remembered that something lay hidden behind the espalier, filigree, plexus, and something that seemed 
to peerdown at him now-was what looked to be an eye, tracing his every move-even the bathroom 
where open and glass-walled, like some of the floors. 

Quickly moving away, along his eyes, yet they got them anyways, quick- not quick enough, it 
called out his name in face recognition. What a strange meetingon a strange night, and what a strange 
place this is. 

He recalled nothing, afterthat pointwhenthe eyes linked, his mind was whipped of all 
thoughts, until approved, like it saves one afternoon a year ago, and the rest is replaced with dream -like 
subconscious when he had met an old man in the park and they had talked... and that was okay to keep, 
shaking his head, he thought wrong, and the voice in his mind to him to stop. He looked at a blank wall, 
also now updating like him in a way, as the forces over him reset. 

Astonishing, the younggirl's face was there it was kept, really quite beautiful in memory. As 
if hacked to be lasting, he knew his next thought would say that anyway, thought of mind cannot be 
stopped. Yet maybe, if disciplined. 

She had a very thin face seen faintly in a dark room in the middle of the night, lasting in his 
mind, dream-like. While thee that is leftthat is you- rouse to see clock telling the time and see the face 



a-glow, and the hour and the minute and the second-still- calm -tranquil dreamlike, and the ticking is all 
the remains? 


'Whatever he thought,'valued himself-of that separate self, the unconscious nincompoop 
that operated ranting at moments, entirelyautonomousofthe mind, costume, and morals. 

He peeped behind atthe wall. Whereby like a scry- mirror, besides, hersilhouette like a 
ghost, with hair covering the face. Objectionable; for how many personalities did you grasp that 
refracted yoursunrise to thou? 

Spirits moved beside often- he soughtforan analogy, gained item in his work-torches, 
flaming away continuously they sniffed out. Whence unusually did different spirits'faces take ofyou- 
moreover remainder to you your composition, your private trembling solicitude? 

What unimaginable strength concerning description the daughter had; she transpired like 
the keen spectatorof a puppet show, awaiting specificglint of an eyelid, respectivelygesticulationof his 
hand, per flick of a digit, the time ere it originated. Whereby long-spun became they strolled 
contemporaneously?Three minutes? Five? 

Yet, wherewith greatthat season seemed immediately. Whereby gigantica figure she held 
on the scene before him; everything was like a shadow she cast on the wall with her slight dainty body! 
He perceived that if his eye yearned, she might blink. 

Furthermore, ifthe fibers of his jaws stretched gradually, she would divide long before he 
would. Why he recollected, immediately that I re member of it, she essentially resembled to be arranging 
for me there, in the street, so damned late at nighttime. 

... He inauguratedthe bedchamberdoor. Itwas like developingintothe chilly marble room of 
a crypt subsequent the moon had set. Thoroughgoing eclipse, not a trace of the lustrous globe outward, 
the glasses tightly sealed, the antechamber a vault world where no note from the numerous cities could 
comprehend. Every chamberwas notempty. He admitted. The little mosquito-dainty dancing humin 
thedraft,the electrical murmurofa mysterious wasp snug in its uniqueflushed warm incubator. 

Some tune was relatively powerful just so-o, he could grasp the piece. He underwent his 
simperslide away, decrease, laminate above, furthermore resting on itself like a wax skin, same the 
essence of afabulouscandle burning exceedingly longplus nowdeflatingand now gone out. Twilight. 



Seclusion. Darkness. He was notsatisfied. He was not comfortable. He said the statements to himself. 


He acknowledged this as the valid nature of rendezvous. 

He diminished his optimism- like a veil and thegirl had run off beyond the garden with the 
veil and there was no way of maintaining to tap on herdoor-way and supplicate for it following- like 
moonlight. 


Internally turning on the light with his thoughts of mind he believed howthis room would 
look, as if would change color to his mood. His companion stretched on the bed, as before like canvas. 

Exposed and aloof, as a body illustrated onthe hood of an automobile, hereyesfixed onthis 
young lady, to the canopy by ghostly threads of steel that was the bed frame, harmonized. To the lights 
and the sounds, affinity, magnetism, and sensuality. The thought was love, relish and embrace needed 
for contentments. 

Including in her ears the minute mind taking earplugs, the thimble radiotelephony links to 
everything and everyone tamped securely- never coming out, furthermore, an electronic sound or the 
wireless world, of musicandtalk, TV and dialogueand a translatorto all languages, coming in onthe 
borderof herinactive spirit and sleep. The chamberwas indeed hollow. Each and every midnightthe 
tides came in and transported her off on theirgreat tides of sound or other places, floating her off, as if 
wide-eyed, approaching morning. 

There had existed no blackness of full night in the last two years that Melissa, had not bathed 
that the other pools, ought not enthusiastically to go down in it concerningthe thread time. The 
chamberwas freezingthough he perceived he could not recuperate. 

He prepared not to yearn to destroy the screens and crack the sliding window panes, for he 
did not wantthe moon to come into the room, a first in years it was to see a full bright moon. 

Consequently, with the soul of a guy who will depart in the next hour for lack of oxygen. He 
welcomed his way toward his open, cool bed, next to this young female child. A moment ere his foot hit 
the target on the rug, he knew he would hit such an article. 

It was not unlike the atmosphere he had encountered before applyingthe monopolization 
and nearly hitting the girl down. His foot, emittingfluctuations ahead, held back imitations of the tiny 
wall beyond its pathway-level as the foot swung. 



His foot-propelled. The article furnished a faint jingle and started off nearthe night. He 
reached extremely snug and welcomed to the personality on the shaded bed in the utterly featureless 
duskiness. Relishingtothe submissive lover. The breath coming out of herand him was the equivalent, 
of the nostrils was so faint it agitated only the most distantfringesof life, a petite leaf, a black feather, a 
singular thread of younggirls' hair. 

He still did not wantoutside information. He stretched out his handsto the air, world, and 
heavens above considered removingthe star-carved silver plate from his uniform, gave it a flick to close 
the latch in the back... In his mind-a pair boys glanced up at him in the nightlight, the ghost of his other 
kids- one his miniature hand-held a ball of fire; each with a combination of pale moon-stones aglow next 
to the man-made river-that ran of clear water over which, run past his apartment window, as the life of 
the world, runningalong with, nottouchingthem. 

'The young girl in his bed!' Her appearance was like a snowflake coated bar upon which 
rainfall might fall, however, it underwent no storm; above which clou ds sway relinquish their emotional 
shadows, but she perceived no umbra. There survived simply the chanting of the thimble wasps in her 
tamped-shut ears, and her eyes all glass, and whiff going in and out, softly, faintly, in and out of her 
nostrils, she was perfect, lost in a dream that I was in reading ever chapter like a book of the past is now 
not. Moreover, her not worrying whether it came or went, went or came, or came-out. 

The article he had senttumbling with his foot now glinted beneath the frame of his bed. The 
small crystal necklace, of a girl that was his relative, of sleeping pills which briefly today had been 
charged with 10 medicines of lack of air to the longs including which presently lolled uncapped and 
abandoned in the light of the tiny beacon. 

While he stood yonder the heaven protecting the dwelling shrieked. There was an enormous 
ripping vibration as if two giant palms became torn thousands of drops fall from above like black 
sheeting coming down the inseam. To wake up and have it been a real, and not a dream. The Rains have 
come at last. 

He was done in half. He felt his chest hacked down and split apart, like the younggirl 
beneath. The jet-bombs performing over, spreading over, going over, one two, one two, one two, then 
five of them, nine of them, twelve of them, all with waterspraying- individual and 1 and 1 and extra and 
anotherand extra, did all the screamingfor him-of: 'OH-MY- YES, as the youngwoman, was thrashing 
also to the thundering storms- in squeezing with her hands with her palms the bed sheets.' Was it 



running, or the man-made water controlling-to make it happen as the jets when past? After it was like a 
hurricane, like never-seen-beforeto all of us of the modern city. 

She withdrew her mouth like a child, and let their shriek come down and out between her 
bared teeth, of the feelings of fulfillment. The house shookto the poundingof the thundershowers. 
Occasional thundering-then built of light wentoutin his and herhead. Exquisite...! 

The dream vanished, and it was all true, it was a reality. He felt his hand plunge toward the 
mouthpiece of his headset. The jets were gone, as the storm continued. He considered his lips touch, 
brushingthe mouthpiece of the receiver. 

I treasure backto when, in a past life when I was a rail worker- before the time travel, I like 
many other guys on one side and guys on the other with the hope of meeting up in the middle... slaved, 
to do what couldn't be achieved. Braking rock and make toe nails they did it all fast, at the station is the 
start, come on and lest go on this trip... all the people and all the kids, as they see the train steam near 
them as it comes ever so closer, as they stand with their boxes and cases, do you see them holding their 
tickets ready for their trip of a week and a day? Hoping to see it all on the day that goes to night's moon 
to sun, it was all fun and yet a newstart, in a new world forthem. 

Bell ringing out... doyou hearit? Do you see the puff-puffs ofthe steam-as it moves pastthe 
water tower, doyou see the flagman, braking jumping cars? Clouded puff-do you see-woooo-woop! 
How trains have changed, I have seen the piston pushing hard, the wheels turn not fast, and not yet 
slow, do you see them moving with all the weight, they have to pull? Red-whiteand blue she is the 
locative No. 19 that is, they call her a girl- do you know why? She pulls her coal behind, and the people 
cars to in red do you see, the coal care is blue, heat-with tons of smoke and nose fells the air, do you 
see what it's doing? 

The steam is spraying as it rushes past and stops, with a sequel, huff- huff- huff- it puffs, as 
we step on, brake man, engineer, and conductor, and the one that runs it all is the engineer the train 
driver. Hard and hot work don't you see, as the man sweets for doing this non-stop. This makes the 
steam did you know that? Sure, you did... two blasts ofthe horn and where are on are way thinks to the 
engineer. The driver-you remember what he is called? Has his head out the window must of the time... 
do you know why?To see what is up and coming his way, doyou see the animals on the tracks getting 
out ofthe way too? 



To what color the car in the back and what is it called? I remember times past, as we make a 
stop for water, do you seethe man turn the wells from car to car what is he called and what is he doing 
to remember? New places cities and towns, all the places around, and look at what was found, with the 
sound?Ofthe huffingand puffing-andthe wheelsshavingforwardonthe ground. I rememberhowmy 
little girl loved trains, and where evershe is I hope she runs, some kind of magical railroad. Those are my 
wishes for her in her time of death-to the other side. 

'The same yet different. Different yet the same in so many ways, this world to the past I' 

From one Marcel to another, bethought, and giggled in his mind to the craziness of that thought, to 
think I was only a writer for amusement with a story about a girl, in times of both feel much discomfort, 
neverthinkingit wasall going to becometrue. 

Part: 2 

(Back) 

'Crisis infirmary.' Aterrifying whisper. He responded thatthe stars had been crushed by the 
character of the black jets furthermore that in the daylight the Earth would be resolved as he attained 
trembling in the dark and let his mouth go on travelingand moving. 

They had this device. They had two computers. One of them slid feathers into your stomach 
like a black cobra underneath an echoing well watching for all the beloved liquid and the obsolete 
assumed yonder. It swallowed up the inexperienced materialthat proceeded to the summit in a gradual 
boil. 


Prepared gulps of the darkness? Did it engulf out all the germsgathered with the years? It 
served in stillness with an uncommon note of essential suffocation including blind searching. It became 
an Eye. 


The indifferent administrator of the device could, by wasting a unique optical headgear, stare 
into the soul of the character that he was tapping out. 

Something did the eye witness? He did not reply. He accompanied but did not see what the 
eye examined. The intact method was not unlike thedigging ofa hollow in one'sgarden. 

The gal on the bed was no more mysterious than a dense layer of lustrous rock, all must be 
entered. Travel on, anyhow, elbowthe nuisance down, slush upthe vacuum, if such a person could be 



transported out in the beat of the pull serpent. The engineer reached smudging a tobacco pipe. The 
significant- device of others was operating exceedingly. The separate device was operated through an 
equivalently disinterested peerin non-stainable reddish-brown overalls. 


This device drew all of the plasma of the frame of the torso furthermore substituted it with 
fresh lifeblood and immunotoxin. 'Prepared to flush 'em out both ways,'said the laborer, being over the 
soundless gentlewoman. 

'End this I' He said, along with- 'never-ever use preparing the belly if you don't clean the 
blood. Omit that essence in the blood moreoverthe blood spreads to the brain like a hammer, smack, 
severaltimesinto the brain, just quits- and let her go, and it's all over.' 

'I was simply telling,' said the laborer. 'Are you prepared?' Said the man in health uniform. 
They shut the computers uptight. 'We are finished.' His rage did not even brush them-with their cold 
feelings- in not caring to care. Others stood with the fag- fume curling throughouttheir noses including 
into their eyeswithoutgivingthem nictitate or peeps. 

'This's fifty bulls.' 'Chief, why don't you narrate to me if she'll be all right- or this was all a 
waste?' 'Sure, she'll be okay- here memories were kept-and that is all that truly matters afterall. He 
said. This was nothing more than mind retrieval- and fast death. 

We the traditional essence fit in our case here-you can receive the life in the database, it 
can't perceive her immediately. As I said, you take out the old and put in the novel and you're okay, that 
is life afterall.' 'Sick is what it is!' He said. 

This was here planed death, at this time at this moment, governed, by the people forthe 
people. She was not of worth. 'Go-F*CK-Yourself!' He screeched. 'Neither of you are M. D's. HOW- IS 
THIS LAWFUL? Didn't they send an M.D. from Crisis?' 'Hell! they send two-jackass retard's, the laborers 
just winked and walked past saying take it up with the courts- of the county. 'She died; I don't think that 
is needed...' 

'Pity then is it not? He whispered, 'doing my job.' Said the otherto the worker, as to take out 
boxesof junkfora home in the past. An in that boxwas a story- lost and neverread, in thefront part of 
the high-rise-she was lit aflame with kerosene- pumped from a red-first responder-truck with the 
number 450 on the sides, the bodies like this girl- just like a book of no worth, with nothing, said, 
nothingto give, like so many others most children under 10, estimated. 



'We understand these quandaries nine or ten an evening. Got so many, beginning a few 


years ago- we need the room for the ones that have somethingto give the world, we had the 
extraordinary line-ups developed. With the visible spectacles, of passage, that was original; the bottom 
is ancient. Y'all don't need an M.D., in a state- like this; all you require is two jacks-of-all-trades, cleaning 
up the PULL OF -Heifer- SH/f-dilemmas in less than a half an hour-to 15 minutes. 

'Look you Jackoff's'Get," he stood by the door- 'we got to go.' Recently had anothercall on a 
4-yearold that was let go. 'Like pagesto burn, he said, just like books... a waste of time.' One block from 
here. 


The view of the girl- child in a cardboard shoe-box was a pain to his mind, he could see them 
dumping, outthe doortoo- and lit up- like paper- at450 degrees- Kelvin. 'No space to have them placed, 
is the slogan.'You could move them if you have the money-to outside, yet that is too costly, for most in 
poverties. Cry if you need. Keep quiet, it's all the same. 

Just before with the child- the eyesof puffadders regarded up their quantity of computer and 
tubes, their cause of water grief and the slow dark residue of anonymous tissue, and strolled out the 
door-and lit up- like wasted varmint and pus. Nothing was placed in the database for her- not even an 
ID number. He then at that moment at that time dropped into a chair and looked at this little lady of the 
glass walls in hologram for the last time like all. Neverto be remembered again, and discharged from all 
minds. 


Her discriminations to hereyes- stayed closed now, mildly, and he put out his hand to hold 
the warmness of inspiration on his palm. 'A - Child' he said, at the end- before a start. There are likewise 
many of us, he deemed. There are billions of us and that's exceedingly numerous. Nobody perceives 
anyone. Guests arrive and defile you. Strangers proceed and separate your heart, mind, and soul out 
with tubs and fling you to the insinuators. 

Guests come and take your blood. F*ck-God for this, who were those chaps? I never 
perceivedthem before in my experience! Moietyan hourpassed.The bloodstream recovered to give to 
others, and it seemed to have done a new thing to him. Life for the life he said. 'Okay then...'That was 
the day he started the rebellion of the star. 

Her cheeks were pretty pink and her lips were very fresh - eyes once blue, and wondrous and 
full to the many colors- other than gray- and they looked soft and relaxed, even in seeing the light. The 



girl's name was Steffanie, now only someone else's blood and transplants, and DN A exchange. If only 
someone else'sflesh and brain and consciousness. 

If simply they could have exercised herwisdom along to the dry-cleaner's moreoverdrained 
the pockets and cooked and washed it furthermore deblocked it plus brought it after in the morn. If 
barely... He got up and placed back the shades and started the windowpanesfar-flungtoletthe 
midnight air inside. 

It was twoo'clock in the A.M. Was it onlyan hourago, I was in the sky walkway, and him 
coming in, as she lay in her miniature coffin-like rent room, and the darkroom and herfoot kicking the 
side and top the little a little ship in a bottle? The air was tight yet clean, the dome light above not all 
that bright, when on. Only room to roll from side to side in the same place your body lay before. She 
was sick of this life. Hardly an hour, although the world had decreased down including sprung up into a 
unique and neutralapplication. 

Chuckling left beyond the moon-the melanistic lawn of the apartment of she smiled so 
modestly and so-o solemnly. Above all, their laughter was relaxed and hearty and notforced in any way, 
coming from the house that was so brightly lit this late at night while all the other houses were kept to 
themselves in darkness. 

She heard the voices talking in her mind, chatting, telling, addressing, informing, weaving, 
reweavingtheiranodyne network. 

He walked out within the portholes doors and dividedthe garden, outwardly still deemingof 
it. He endured outside the eloquent horse in the adumbrations, considering he sway even tap on their 
entry and murmur, 'Let me come inside.' 

I won't speak anything. I simply want to overhear. What it is you're saying?' However 
alternatively he stoodthere, very raw, his face a hood of ice, harking to a little voice (the girl?) moving 
along at an easy pace: 'Well, following all, this is the age of disposable membrane. Blowyournose on a 
body, plug them, rinse them away, lead fordifferent, go, back, wash. Everyone practicing everyone 
other's coattails. 

How are you thoughtto root forthe homestead organization meanwhile you don't also have 
a business or knowthe names? 



For that affair, what shade pulloversare they diminishing as they amble out on to the 
courts?' He walked backto his own dwelling, leftthe glass wide, reviewed everything back to him they 
have taken as data, tucked the blankets about his thoroughly, yetthis time all alone, with only the 
memories, and sad masturbation of going lefty. Furthermore, suddenly lay down with the moonlight on 
his cheek and nude body with his firm grip of himself pointed like a projectile to space above - bones and 
on the grim ridges in his brow, amidst the moonlight infused in each eye to form a silvertorrentthere. 
One dab of the tempest. 

One, the young girl. Two, the love of his life, three, the war for life. Four, fire. One, the girl, 
two, sex. One, two, three, four, five, need air, girl, child, fire, sleeping-tablets, being a man, disposable 
tissue, coat-tails, blow, wad, flush, her, the child, theyounggirl, my children, the fire, tablets, 
membranes, blow, wad, color. One, two, three, one, two, three! Thundershower. The mind spins and 
pounds- like the hand he has no authority of a child has been the hands that move his, all in his head, a 
match said hospice- replacement, yet she is new to me in my head and a child of fourteen years. She the 
same age as my kids, I said- out of exhaustion. 

Different drop then sprays about his face. Prefer a third. The young woman. A fourth. The 
young woman-the warmth of temptations and thoughts at cold tonight. The hurricane winds- her 
orgasms of many- in my head and see through to the other side. The relative laughing about me fee ling 
shy with his child that was matched to me as if I am wrongfor thinking too much in modesty. 

Thunder tumbling all around me inside and out. The complete world streaming down. The 
fire welling up in a volcano-like-a special child at lust. Total speedingon down encompassing in a 
spouting roar furthermore revering stream toward daylight. 'I don't remember anything anymore,' he 
said, and let a sleep-lozenge dissolve on histongue. At nine in the morn, his bed was empty-yet she this 
new love felt as by his side-a new feeling of comfort. 

He thengot up immediately, his spirit pumping- moreoverran underneath the hall and 
ended atthe galley door. Some toastjumped out ofthe silver toaster-from the wall itself, moved 
followed by a spidery alloy helper that flooded it with melted butter-and jelly in the wall then out to him. 

The eyes ofthe new lover girl within his and in his head-ever-so- strong and kind- more than 
loving as she watched the toast delivered to her plate. The fourteen-year-old child was in- madding love 
with hernewman. 



She had both ears plugged with electronic beesthatwere hummingthe hour away. She 
looked up suddenly, saw him, and nodded. 'You all right?' She asked, within his mind thanksto the 
electronics. The girl wasan expert at lip-reading from 14 years of apprenticeship at head-inserted ear- 
thimbles. 


She bowed again- and he can see as if there inside her body. She set the toaster snapping 
away at an extra piece of bread- again by the thought of his mind. He sat down, with the force of her 
inside him to doit. His partner said, 'I don't apprehend how? I should be so hungry.' 'You-?' 'I'm 
Starving.' 'The last twilight,' he started. 'Didn't nap well. Feel lousy,'she said. M-mm he said back to the 
young lover. 'God, I'm starved. I can't comprehend this.' 

'Last night-' he said repeatedly. She saw his lips casually. 'What about last night?' 'Don't you 
remember?' 'Oh, do and you were wonderful, she said sweetly.' 

'Something? Concluded we have a wild appetite orsomething? Appear like I have got an 
aftereffect. God, I'm craving. What was here?' 'A few characters,' he said. 'That's what I imagined took 
place yet, I am sure you will have no understanding of that.' 

She nibbled her toast as if she was doing it for him and the other way 'round. 'Sensitive 
abdomen and lowers, but I'm ravenous as all-get-out. Suppose I didn't do anything unwise at the 
gathering.' 'No,' he said, unostentatiously. The toasterspeared out a bit of buttered bread for him. He 
squeezed it in his hand, seeminggratefulforthis new desire, worship, passion, and devotion. 'You really 
don't seem so hot yourself,'said his newfound crush. In the late evening, it drizzled and the whole world 
was dim grey. 

He held in the gallery of his apartment, placed on his material with the star flashingacross it. 
He stood peering up at the air-conditioning vent-and said 'so odd,'in the lobby for a long time. His love 
in the salon left him behind- in his mind until his return delayed long enough from studying herdialogue 
to glimpse up. 

'Say,' she said and come back to bed with me. 'The man's logic about this!' 'Yes,' he said. 'I 
needed to talk to you, anyway.' He hesitated. 'He grabbed some capsules in the bottle see you tonight.' 
'Oh, I wouldn't do that,'she said, surprised. 'You could overdose.' 'The bottle was empty."! wouldn't do 
a thing like that, she said. Why would I do a thing like that?' He had not a clue until rememberingthe 
men, and what he said. 



'Possiblyyou tookpills and to forgotand tooktwo more-to sleep and five more to remember 
to get up, and forgot again- that you needed to do all, and tooktwo more-to not fee I the way you do- 
now, and remained so dopy you cached right on continuously you should seethe physician. "Heck,' she 
replied, 'what would I orderto go furthermore do such a goofy thing like that for?' 'I don't know,' he 
announced. 

She remained quite unmistakably encouragingfor him to go. 'I didn't dosuch,' she said. 
'Nevermore in a billion years.' 'All correct if you say so,' he answered. 'That's everything the young lady 
replied.'She transformed back into her scenarios of life. 'What's on this midday?'He urged tiredly. 

She didn't glance up from her lines again. 'Well, this is a play begins on the wall-to-wall circuit 
within ten seconds. All sent me my share this daylight. 

I threw in some box-tops.They write the dialogue including one element desiring. It's a 
unique approach. The home-maker, that's me-the little girl thought, is the lacking piece. He needs what 
was taken. I will be there. Meanwhile, it gets time for the removed lines, all gaze at me out of the three 
walls plus I say the lines: Here, for example, the gentleman says, 'What do you believe of this complete 
plan, girl- Kasandra Natalie?' 

Furthermore, he glances at me loafing here mid-stage, discern? 

-And- 

'I say-1 tell' She interrupted and ran her finger below a line in the text.' 'I presume that's 
accurate!' Furthermore, suddenly they go on by the entertainment continuously he says, 'Do you agree 
to that, Ms. Natalie!' ...And I say, 'I certainly do!' Isn't that the game. Bud?' 

He stood in the passage gazing at her. 'It's certainly fun,'she answered. 'Whichever'sthe 
performance about?"l plainly stated to you. There are these people named, and there reading from the 
memories.' 'Yes.' 'It's entertaining- rememberingwhat was read. It'll be also more pleasure meanwhile 
we can allow having the fourth wall hologram connected to the apartment glass walls. Wherewith long 
spun you terminate before we save upandgetthe fourth surface screen shredded outand a fourth wall- 
TV putin? 


It's only two thousand bucks.' 'That's one-third of my annual monthly pay.' 'It's only two 


thousand bucks,' his sweetyoung lover responded. 



-And- 


'I should imagine you'd examine me seldom. If we must have a fourth glass wall hologram TV, 
why it would be simply like this room wasn't ours at solely, but all kinds of extrinsic people's rooms - in 
here with us at all times-thatwould be great- no? 

We could obey withouta fewthings."We're previously doing externally a few items to pay 
forthe third surface screen. Itwas put in barely two months ago, remember?"No, you would not 
remember, you're not her-this is all about them making you spend money, you don't have.' 

'Is that all it was?' It was not even a day laterthat she sat lookingat him fora long moment, 
saying she was his new partner. 'Well, good-bye, dear.' 'Good-bye, baby,' he said. He paused and swung 
around. 


'Makes it have a felicitous conclusion?' 'I haven't seen thatfar.' He strolled over, read the last 
page, bent, collapsed the dialogue, and returned it back to her. 

The thundershower was decreasing away and the girl continued exercising in the center of 
the sidewalk looking at him getting ever-sosmalleras he made his way down to the ground leaves, with 
herhead looking downwards, andthefewdrops falling on herface- mixingwith hertears of missing him 
already- she was in love yet, she wondered if he was back. 

He marched out of the dwelling into the torrents-spring debris. She smirked when she saw 
Bud. 'Say Love you- in his mind back looking up blowing a kiss to her as he did every day before, as 
nothing changed- between the woman I "Move on' he said to himself- 'by not.' 

He said love and then said, that is when he ran in to-whom he thought was his child Elody, 
thenshesaid- 'I'm still insaneyou know.'The storm feels so-o good. I fancy walking the rain. 'I don't 
believe I would like that,' he said as you do-1 get wet enough in the mines. 'You sway if you tried.' 'I 
never-ever have.'She licked her lips to the wetness running down herface. 'The shower is savory-good.' 
She looked at something in her hand- saying I want you to keep this. 'What've you got there?' He replied. 
'I suppose this is the last of the dandelions this age.' 

I didn't believe I'd obtain one on the yard this late. Have you ever heard of rubbing it under 


your jawbone? Look.'She felt herchin with the rose, laughing. 'Why?' 'If it rubs off, it suggests I'm in 



love.' Has it- or now fee I it?' He could hardly do anything else but stare at her eyes. 'Well?' The girl 
answered. 


'You're yellowish beneath there.' 'Excellent! Let's try YOU now.' 'It won't work for me.' 'Here.' 
Before he could leave, she had put the dandelion beneath his chin. And said thank you- giving a side hug, 
he drew back and she smiled. 'Hold still- the self-developing and printing and web down loading camera 
to a photograph-as it loved into viewfor an awe moment!'She peered underhischin and frowned. 

'Well?' He answered. 'Whata stigma,' she responded. 'You're notin love with me I know-or 
her ether. "You're a broken man I' Along with saying- 'And-working to death. "Yes, I ami' 'It doesn't 
show, though right?' 'I am very much in love with you she said!' He tried to charm up an expression to fit 
the words, but there was no presentation. 

'I am!' She said again, 'Yes, please don't look that way-1 love you.' You a child he said. 'YOU 
NO NOTHING OF LOVE, and you do, I have seen.' 

'It's that dandelion,' he answered. 'You've practiced it all upon yourself.That's how it won't 
workfor me."likewise, that must be this. 

Oh, promptly I've flustered you, I can see I have; I'm sad, really I am.' She rubbed his rose to 
his chin and said its fine. 'Neither,' he said, hurriedly, 'I'm all right.' 'I've got to be workingsoon, so say 
you pardon me. I don't want you annoyed with me forfeelingwhat is human nature.' 'I'm not offended. 
Shocked, certainly.' 'I've got to go to see my shrink now for this I am sure - love is also crazy to feel for 
someone you don't really know. 

They obtain me to go to work after all they own my home. I surrendered up something to say. 
Shethought-1 don't understand what he thinks of me. 

He says I'm a normal onioni I hold him busy stripping away the stories."I'm likely to 
understand you need the therapist yet not for loving someone,'said Bud. 'Then what?' He took a gasp 
and let it out and at last said, 'No, more like PTSD.' 

'Life is like a game of cards, even when you don't have the best of hands, you have to play 
the game the bestyou can- and see what happens.' 

'The therapist wants to know-how, like-1 go out and explore nearby in the elevated parks 
and viewthe birds and accumulate butterflies, and flowers and even grass.' 



Til bestowyou my gatheringsomeday to him.' 'Good."They require to understand 
something I do with all my time. I inform them that seldom-1 just sit and think. Although I won't explain 
to them what. I've got them moving. 

Furthermore seldom, I perceive them, I prefertoputmy energyterminal, same this, and let 
the drizzle into my mouth. It undergoes just like wine. Oughtyou to evertry this?' 'No, I- love living like 
this' 'You should have forgiven me, haven'tyou?'This all took place in the mind in conversations. 'True.' 
He imagined this. 'Okay, I have. God grasps why I need too. You're uncommon, you're provoking, yet 
you're easy to forgive-you're a child of wonder. You say you're fourteen?' 'Well-next month I will well 
be for sure.' 

'How strange. How unusual. Including my companion thirty years was herend, furthermore 
yet you appear so much older at times. He said when now home with his new partner. I can't get over it, 
how much you remind me of her.' 'You're wonderfulyourself, Mr. Bud. 

Sometimes, I even forgetyou're a coal-miner. Now, may I make you angry again?' 'Go 
onward.' 'How did it begin? How did you get into this? How did you choose your profession and how did 
you happen to rememberto take the position you hold? 

You're unlike the others. I have seen a few; I grasp. If I talk, you look at me. Meanwhile, I 
spoke something about the moon, you glanced at the moon, last bedtime. 

The next day he sees the same girl before him, and she is- still very much in love, the others 
would never-everdothat. 

-And- 

Like before on his way to workthe girl- 'The others would wanderoff and leave me speaking, 
yet not you.'You are my beget, aren'tyou?That is this love I feel? 

'Maybe so-o.' He said. 

Part: 3 

Astir warn me. No individual has time any more for anyone else. You're one of the few who 
settle for me? Elody he called her, mistakenly- as if his child, you understand this, 'I am not whoyou 
think I am.' 



The girl- When she kissed him it was all wrong, yet sweet. That's why I think it's so strange 
you're a coal miner, it just doesn't appear right for you, anyhow.'Who are you really? A time traveler he 
said. I am not your dad, yet I know him and this family line well. Let us just say where are related, and I 
can never have a make love partnership with you. 

He knew his body divide itself into hotness plusan understandingof herlust, a softness,and 
a weakness, atrembling including a nottrembling, the two moietiescrushing one uponthe other. 
Wrong yet right. 

'You'd better run onto your profession,'she said. And she ran off and left him standing there 
in the sunshine. I need to see where Igoingto be sleepingtonightanyway, and if I well have the money 
to say where I was at. Only aftera long time did he move. 

Plus, then, very gradually, as he walked, he dipped his head back in the rain that sprang up 
yet again, for just a few seconds and opened his lips... The Mechanical Cat rested but did not nap, 
existed butdid not live in its gently whispering, softlyfluctuating, softly ornamented enclosure behind in 
a dark corner of the apartment. 

These faint glimmer of one in the aurora, the moonlight from the expansive atmosphere 
composed for the great windowpane, stirred here and beyond on the alloy and some copper and the 
iron of the faintly quivering creature. 

Each radiance shone on pieces of ruby glass including on fine-tuned slender hairs in the fiber 
whisked noses of the creation that shuddered mildly, its legs speared under it on rubber-padded paws. 
Bud touchedthe cat... she growled. Bud jumped back. 

She rose in its enclosure and gazed at him with green-blue neon light glittering in its abruptly 
aroused eyeballs. 

It grumbled repeatedly, a strange harsh sequence of electrical hissing, a frying din, a scraping 
of alloy, a turning of gears that seemed worn and old-fashioned including mistrust. 'Neither, no, girl,' 
said Bud, his heart pounding-at thething. He observedthe silvery awl extended againstthe air an inch, 
pull back, stretch, pull back. 



Bud pushed down the alloy ramp up and down floors of his home. He went out to look at the 


city out the glass doors and the mists had realized aside entirely, furthermore, he took a hit off his E- 
cigarette and came back to bend down and look at the cat missing his wife. 

It was like a numerous bee come homeward of somefield anywherethe honeyisfull of 
poison wildness, of madness and horror, its trunk jammed with that over-rich nectarand presently it 
was sleepingthe evil out of itself. 

'Hi,' whispered Bud, excited as forever with the still beast, the existing beast. At evening 
when things got sullen, which was every evening, the kids slid and play in the parks over the way with no 
care in the world and I would think of my own childhood, including established the ticking combinations 
of the olfactory system of the cat and let loose rats in the dwelling I call home behind me, and 
sometimes fowls, and sometimes dogs that would have to be asphyxiated anyway, and burning 
buildings- blocks away. 

Nevertheless, there would be bettingto see which the cat would clinch first. The creatures 
were turned loose-to run in packs in the streets, on the lowest leaves of the grounds with the low life- 
were trash and lost cars of the past are- on Earth first levels-and past roads that endured dialect. 

Three moments laterthe game was done, the rat, cat, or chicken caught half across the 
areaway, seized in gentling paws while a four-inch arched steel syringe fell from the proboscis of the cat 
to introduce massive jolts of morphine or procaine. The cat's-paw remained then flung in the 
incinerator-or eaten by poverty. A new star famine game has begun-and I already knew how what going 
to be the leaderofthe pack. Bud stayed upstairs most evenings whenthiswenton. 




The girl- There should remained a time a couple of years ago while she had bet with the best 
of them, and lost a week's wages and faced her violent hatred towards the world and her parents, which 
manifested itself in veins and blemishes on her skin and arms. 

Solely now at nightfall she rested in his berth, performance changedto the wall, monitoring 
to whoops of roaring below and the piano-string hasten of rat feet below, the violin squeaking of 
rodents, moreover the fabulous shadowing-of creeps- looking for hits and quiet's-woman, and drugs- 
motioned silence of the things leaping out like a miller's in the virgin light, finding, taking its victim, 
interpolatingthe needle and going back to its den to departs as if a switch had stayed fixed. 



The howl stewed in the creature also it glanced at him- all the way down where it was. Bud 
stiffened up. The cat tooka move from its enclosure. Bud grasped the glass handrail with one hand. The 
handrail, finding, thrust upward furthermore took him through the ceiling, quietly- to a new room. 

He walked off in the moiety lit floor that would glow within the glass of the floor of the upper 
level. He was quivering and his face wasextremely-white. 

Hereinafter, the impressions cat had settled backdown upon its legs unbelievable mighty 
legs and was whispering to itself again, its multi-faceted eyes at peace. Bud stood, engaging the fears 
pass, by the ramp. 

Behind him, fourmen at a card table undera burgeoning mixed colored light in the corner 
glimpsed momentarily but said zilch. 

Only the man with the back hardhat plus the sign of the star- seraphim on his hat, at last, 
unusual, his playing cards in his thin hand, talked across the long room. 'Bud...?' 'It doesn't like me,'said 
Bud.'What, the Cat?' 

The other men studied his cards of knowing what was to come next. 'Come off it- the girl said 
this don't do anything. It doesn't tell you anything other than what you want to believe is true. It just 
'performs-a piece of mind.' It's like a lesson in ballistics. It has a trajectory we settle for it. It follows 
through. It targets itself, places itself, and cuts off. It's only copper wire, storage batteries, and 
electricity.' Bud swallowed. 'It's really just like computers can be set to any sequence, so many amino 
acids, so many Sulphur, so much butterfat, and alkaline.' 

'Right?' 'We all comprehend that.' 'All of those chemical insights and discounts on all of us 
here in the residence are read in the control file downstairs. Of this new partners hip. 

It would be secure forsomeonetofasten upa partial sequence on the cat's 'consciousness,' 
a touch of amino acids, perhaps. That would estimate for what the creature did just now. 

Reciprocated himself toward me.' 'Holy Hell,' 'Annoyed, though not totally angry. Just 
enough 'mindfulness'set up in it by someone, therefore, it crumbled-when I touched it.' 'I would not do 
a thing like that?' 

The next day he runs into the same young girl. All the same questions-all the same things 
said, 'you haven't any enemies here, yet.' 'None that I know of.' 



'We'll have the cat checked by our specialists tomorrow. 


'This isn't the first time it's warned me/said Bud. 

'Last month it happened twice.' 'We'll fix it up. Don't worry' But Bud did not move and only 
stood believing of the air-conditioner grille in the hall at home and what lay hidden behind the grille. 

If someone here in the home identified aboutthe ventthen mightn't they'perceive'the 
cat...? The girlfriend came overto the glass ramp and gave Bud a questioningglimpse. 'I wasjust 
guessing,'said Bud, 'what does the kitty think about down there nights? Is it coming alive on us? It 
makes me shiver.' 

'It doesn't believe anything we don't want it to imagine.' 'That's sad,' said Bud, quietly, 
'because only we put into it is seeking and obtaining and destroying. What a disgrace if that's all it can 
evercomprehend." Kasandra, she breathed, lightly. 'Hell! It's a little bit of craftsmanship, a reliable rifle 
that containerfetchesits purpose and ensuresthe bull's-eye every time.' 

'That's why,'said Bud. 'I wouldn't need to be its next prey. 'Why? You got a guilty moral 
about something?'Bud glimpsed up quickly. Kasandra stood there gazingat him steadily with his eyes, 
while his jaw cracked and began to laugh, rathersoftly. 

One two three four five six seven days-all the same. Plus, as many times he came out of the 
dwelling and his woman was there somewhere in the memory only nagging or wanting him for 
something. 


Once he saw her squatting peeing nextto a hickory tree like a dogand not caring what 
others thought, once he saw hersitting on the lawn naked knitting a sweater, three orfourtimes he 
founda perfume of late flowersonhis porch,ora handfulof chestnuts in a little sack-all fromthegirl, 
or some fall leaveseasily bound to a sheet of white paper and thumb-tacked to his door-safe to say she 
was a little mad. 'Maybe she is crazy he questioned.' 

Every day the girl walked him to the corner-asking for his love. They marched still further 
and the girl said, 'Is it accurate that long-ago firemen put fires out instead of going to start them?' 
'Negative- Dwellings have always been fire-resistant, take my account of this.' 'Strange is it not?' 'I 
discovered already that a large time past residence used to burn by misfortune and they needed ladder 
man to stop the flames with trucks you had to drive.' He chuckled, yet this is so-o. She peeped over. 



'Why are you giggling?' 'I love how dumbthey have made you all!' 'I don't understand."Living in the 
past.' He said. 


He beganto giggle repeatedly and held- 'Why?' 'You grin if I haven'tdone entertainingthings 
and you respond right off. You neverquit thinking about what I've asked you.' 

He finished walking, 'You are a unique one,' he said, gazing at her. 'Haven'tyou any honor?' 'I 
don't anticipate to be insulting. It's just, I love to watch characters too much, I suppose.' 

'Well, doesn't this suggest anything to you?' He rapped the digits sewed on his chair stained 
sleeve. 'Aye,'she murmured. She doubled her step. 'Become you eternally observed the jet automobiles 
racing on the avenuesabove and below. 

'You're developingthe topic!"! seldom thinkdrivers don't know what lawnare, orflowers 
because they nevermoresee them casually,' she said. 

'That's a rose-garden! White blurs are houses. Brown blurs are heifers. If you conferred a 
driver a flourishing blur, oh yes! he'd say, that's lawn! A pink blur? My uncle drove slowly on a highway 
once. Isn't thatfunny, and sad, too?' 'You think too many things,' uneasily you are just like Elody. She 
knocked some oranges that had fallen off the tree in the front courtyard. 'Or talking about how strange 
the world is- to how it was and we have no understandingasif it neverwasanythingotherthan we 
know now. 


Being with people is nice. Although-1 don't think it's social to geta bunch of people 
collectively andthen not let them communicate, doyou? Then an hour of basketballor baseball or 
running an hourof TV schooling class in front of the smart wall. 

Thenyetthe extra hourof transcription history or painting pictures with more depth then I 
have everseen in real life, and more sports, simply do you know, we neverask inquiries, or at least most 
don't; theyjust run the results at you, bing, bing, bing, and us sitting there forfour more hours of web 
professor. 


(Back) 
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(Living life on repeat-just in a new body. Backto destiny.) 



3001- When I wake up it was cold like the hauntingtype of day with low light and the feeling 
of fog. The otherside of the bed in herrent room that was 3-foot-high and 7-foot-long is cold like me 
inside and this world that I live in. Her fingers spring out, and then tighten, seeking Elody tempers, and, 
finding only the rough canvas coverof the mattress, I am there by herside she is afraid, that she is going 
to be the one, the one that is chosen to combat. 

'It was a yearningto burn.' The computers and robots have taken overthe world, nobody 
needs to read any of that shit, or think. Everything is at our fingertips with cell phones, I pads', and PCs, 
without looking through old dusty pages, plus its agents the law to think for yourself, and read any 
books. We burn books like most have the burning itch to have unprotected sex.' 

Like me she was thinking about how she might be the one girl in our town, that has to give 
her freedom up to fight in this war, like all of us girl in our bunker, a girl school if you well, we all are 
having this like bad dream all the same dream how doesthatwork? No mom's or dad's no boys, so not 
cool for a girl that is a pre-teenyetwanttofeel what love is- we were all ripped away for how we are 
the girls with the stars on our arms, and known by a number. 

Unquestionably, she did-thin king she would be the one called out to do this task, yet so did 
I- like so did all of us. This is the day of the acquiring of being a woman of my type, a girl that is not what 
is called the right race. 

Were we having to go down in our numbersof what is not permitted to the troopers want 
and that manthat has poweroverus all? 

She pulls the covers back over and I am now in the same bed with her not allowed yet she is 
my little sister... what are they going to do, drag me out of the room and put a gun in my hand and kill 
me like they did my other older sister, last night? Just kill me, and get it over with... to I said, I live in a 
room with 100 girls, where you can even shit withouta man orthem looking at you are doing justthat. 
Sleeping with one open, to say the least... I have to which what I say now, or... (You're not prompted to 
say whatgo one within the walls.) 

The voice in the air said. I fart they could kill me forthat also! I want to see hare maybe for 
the last time before we're off... before the round is chosen. I am here to see the look in her eyes of 
bloodyfear, as she is me... we all feelthis way... forthe nextday. She hugs me knowingthat is safe. 



1 prop myself upon one elbow. There's enough light in the bedroom to see them. My little 
sister, Elody curled up on her the little side she is no more they four feet, brown hair green eyes, 
sheltered underthe privacy of the covers, uptight body and nightgown were there that was all we had 
on all that is allowed at night, short and loose-fitting. 

Her leftside of her face forced to my chest some of it showingyetl did not care,you stop 
caring aboutthat with a girl doing whatshe nextto us, you're going to die anywaywhy not have your 
fantasy lover in your head. 

Hugged tighter-and tightertogether, before don where we are goingto be ripped apart for 
what we may not know- being forever. She is now asleep, not me-she looks like me- Likewise, younger, 
the brown hair is what they really odium about she and I. Look at us worn Likewise, not so beaten- down, 
me more than her... fori am older, I think. My sister'sface is as rose as raindrops fall hard outthe 
windows with the bars being all the keeps the cold out, as lovely as my sister- rose-for which she was 
named- on a day like this when she was born. 

My mother was very beautiful once, too. Or so they tell me... (You can say that I hear the 
voice say out yetthis time it was in my mind, they have found a way to do that too.) 
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She wakes up to go pee, and they would not let her so she goes off on the floor by the bed, 
she could be killed forthat... I say she going to go... you can stop her. Now she is sitting on her knees, yet 
I am guarding her like I am the world to her and the other way around. Pulverized-in muzzle up faces her 
lips like touching mine her nose on mine, wimping in he rear I was saying- words that would help or so I 
thought- missing was her mom-someone that was killed in front of her eyes seven days years ago, eyes 
color faded like when you lose life and pass on she had that feeling I am sure of that fact. 

She was talking about being a kid, and what that was like before all this bull shit happened. 
Elody named her Punches, maintainingthat she black, brown, and white like a coat that I have that is full 
of holes, she was bright and blooming like a bright flower in spring at home, in France. 

That cat dislikes me, yet I don't mind her, or at least distrusts me, that something I have felt a 
lot in my life, not being liked. Unlike my sister, even though it was years ago, I think he still remembers 
how I tried to drown her in a pot for somethingtoeat we were that poor thinks to the troopers, that 
tookall that we are and were awayfrom us. 



Andeventhen, my sisterstill loved me-she knewl wasdoing what I had too. I recall when 
she brought him home, as a petand not somethingthatwas food on thetable- hell we didn'teven have 
that... Just a kitten, belly puffy with maggots, crawling with fleas. 

The last thing I needed was another mouth to feed. Likewise, Elody begged so hard, cried 
even, I had to let him stay. It turned out okay, even the maggot off of cats... and so well she -1 have even 
eaten the occasional rat run up my leg in my bed- raw. 

Sometimes, when I clean a kill, I feed Likewise, Teacup the entrails. He has stopped hissing at 
me. The hair on my legs keep us girl worm- looks good now to be all hair? No hissing... I well bit you back 
and not even think about it... I loved cats. Likewise, food is food. I feel one day, I' II come upon a loved 
one of mine motionless against a wall or lying in the Grazing land, you hear the wails from a house, and 
the X armed forces are called in to repossess the body. Malnourishmentis never the cause of death 
officially. It's always the flu, or exposure, or pneumonia. 

Likewise, then again that fools no one... 

Starvation Isn't all that rare of fate in these parts of 14. Who hasn't seen the dupes? Older 
people who can't work. Children from a family with too many to feed. Those injured in the mines are left 
on the mud outside the shaftto pass on. Struggling through the streets, are ended with warfare. 

3 

This is the gigantic chamber we will evercome to love, forthe love of die is less painful than 
living in the camp. I swing my legs off the bed reaching for my issued boots. Lithe leatherthat has 
molded to my feet. I pull on trousers, a dress, tuck my hair up and out, my long 2 drown braid down my 
chest, and grab my silage bag. I was asked to do what I have to so we last until were called out-1 think 
back on days that pass-On thetable before it was blown up- under a wooden bowl to protect it from 
hungry rats and cats alike, sits a perfect little rabbit shit balls wrapped in rosemary leaves. 

Elody gift to me on earning a day. I put the cheese carefully in my pocket as I slip outside, 
that was on the rat tarp hoping not to snap it down on my middle finger, and I need that as a girl - you 
know. 
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My fatherhad been killed in the mine accidentthree months earlier in the bitterest February 


anyone could re member this if they wanted- Likewise, they don't care. The numbness of his loss had 
passed, and the pain would hit me out of nowhere, photocopying me over, racking my body with sobs. 
Where are you? I would cry out in my mind all the time - it was harder for her being so young. My mom 
was lost in space for days after... not saying anythingto anyone... or us so Elody and I were taking care of 
ourselves. When all she did was lay in bed with vibrations pulsating going on, her thoughts they said 
were with him. 

The community had given usa small amount of moneyas compensationforhis death, 
enough to cover one month of grieving at which time my mother would be expected to get a job. Only 
she didn't. 


She didn't do anything Likewise, sitting propped up in a chair or, more often, huddled under 
the blankets on her bed, eyes fixed on some point in the distance. Once in awhile, she'd stir, get up as if 
moved by some urgent purpose, only to then collapse back into stillness. No amount of pleading from 
My sister seemed to affect her. 

Our part of region 14, nicknamed the purlieu, is usually crawling with coal miners heading 
out to the morning shift at this hour. Men and women with bent over shoulders, swollen knuckles and 
skinned backs and knees, many who have long since stopped trying to scrub the coal dust out of their 
broken nails, the lines of their sunken faces. 

Nonetheless today the gloomy streets are empty and barren. Shutters are a brown window, 
row homes on the squat and now graying color houses closed shop underneath. The earning of who is 
chosen isn't until five P.M. May as well sleep in the only day now being here where we were allowed to 
do as we wanted, a reward they called it for knowing that we are brave enough today for our area. 

Mom is only nineteen... just so you know, we all have kids young... for some man take us as 
there's. It's just how it works here. I have already been had. Yet my dad killed him for this... there is no 
law saying you can or cannot. 
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Our house is almost at the edge of the Ridge. I only have to pass a few towns to reach the 
unkemptfield called the Grazing Lands. Separatingthe Grazing land fromthe woodsthatare all burnt 
for the warfare, in fact circling all of quarter 14, is a high wood cladding fence topped with barbed-wire 



loops. In theory, it's supposed to be electrified twenty-four hours with which man on towers, train 
dropping off more girls, girls-only here and man that wants us to be dead, a day as a deterrent to the 
predators that live in the woods-packs of wild dogs want to lick and bit at are hills- streets are like 
infertile. 


Even so, I always take a moment to listen carefully for the hum that means the fence is live, I 
sometimes try to see the boy's side, over there if I can, some of us girl try to run the face, there are ways. 
Right now, it's silent as a stone and some of us went for it, all we could do is be killed-so what-1 don't 
want to die a virgin. Hidden by a clump of bushes, we dash, I flatten out on my belly and slide under a 
two-foot stretch that's been loose by the time before. 

There are several otherweak spots in the fence that have been penetrated. Likewise, this 
one is so close, out of the bath room showers were the girls made a way out, I almost always enter the 
woods here, not caring if I have anythingon or not. 
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We girls clam trees, to see if we can see into the boys' rooms, and then they give us a wavy 
saying it all clear and we make the run for it, sometimes-1 feel like why do they risk their lives for us-just 
once, maybe a girl just needs it in more. 

I re-claim a bow, which I have made to fight them off me, I had it headend, so if I take on fire, 

I have somethingtosend back, behind hollow log we wait it out. The Electrified fence in the way or not 
we weregettingthere and getting a boy tonight- it was the last time we might, the fence has been up- 
and-coming at keeping the carnivores out of quarters of 14. 

Inside the timbers, they roam freely, and there are added concerns like venomous snakes, 
rabid animals, and no real paths to follow of deer and bear. The boys also give us the thing we need 
otherthan love in the night-food is a big thing for where we are as thin as could be. 

Good, my sister had to suck on my own nipple justforsomethingto eat... that how bad 
things are here... were not allowed to have a baby, mine killed the day I came here when I was kicked in 
the gut, saying we don't need any more of your kind. It was for nine months. 



Look at that place overthere- like Eblock no runningwaterjusta trickle, out of a hand pump 
no lights- nothing Likewise, your thoughts of the girls on the other side, and betting it is their life, and 
working as slaves for the troopers. Then again there's also food if you know howto find it. 

My fatherknewthis wasall going to happen, I recall them rushing in, we were in the addict 
with a trap door, I flashback about how he taught me some before he was blown to bits by a pistol go at 
his had in a bang. There was nothing even to bury. I was eleven then and still am. Five years later, I still 
wake up screamingfor him to run. 

So- my sisteris ten, I worry if a ten-year-old could fight till death in this war as a younggirl, 
and then I look at me and know; I am not as strong. I keep having been feelingthatshe or I would be 
called out-and I really don't know why-like, it's my destiny-to be the-chosen one. 
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Even though trespassing in the woods is illegal and I could be slaughtered and eat for it I 
don't care, and poaching carries the severest of consequences, more people would jeopardies it if they 
had weapons. 

Nonetheless, mostare not bold enough to venture outwith justa homemade knife, I made 
mine for a food tray the tray they give you only once a day with road kill on it. The water they give is the 
color of piss... some say they would eat their shit-1 would not go thatfar. Likewise, crazy will get to you. 

My bow is an infrequency as I go underthe wall, tagged along with a fewotherbody parts- 
few others keepwell hidden in the woods as I am the first to make the running leaps overall the traps 
and snags, carefully wrapped in waterproof covers. Only 10 of us girl made this run, there were so that 
just stayed in the big room and playing with themselves-why? You're going to die anyway. 

Why? Why- not make this last run forfood and sex and maybe a way out of this all. If a boy 
can buy you out in a mirage. My father could have made good money selling us to a man or husband, 
yet it is common for us girls to be a tramp at our age if mommy and daddy have the bucks to do it. No 
gold band just someone thattakesyoufora possession...somethingtobeaton and beat off on, they're 
playing thing... I feel. 

On the otherhand, if the troopers found out I was doing this like all these girls, like Alijah, 
Jania, Samee, Martah,Trace, and Majia-and so on...the otherfourl hardly know other-thenseeingthe 



nude in their bad and in the showerrooms, or eatingtheir rations nextto me... I would have been 
publicly executed for rabble rousing at this point I feel too; I am the girl her with gut or so the others say. 

My sisteris the shy one of usall not even gone through the woman change is not bleedingif 
you don'tget that, I just started like a weekago-that would not even kill a cockroach to eat it, I had to 
do that for her too, yet she is young sweet and innocent. 

Most of the armed forces turn a blind eye to the few of us who are hunting to give to them 
ortothe whole group, for this is whatthey want, us to fightfor it so they don't have to kill, so they can 
kill us for doing what they want. 

Confusing? Nope- nottothem... Forthe reasonthat they're as hungryforfresh meatas 
anybodyelse is where whatthey wantand whatwe want in not anotherhuman life to be killed yetthey 
do. In fact, they're among our besttrades- us- killing forthe hell of it like a sick twisted sport-see the 
mass graves and the body braining like all the books. Then the idea that someone might be arming the 
ridge would never have been allowed. 

All that was wisdom was dejected and seen as notto be useful in our lives it has been a band. 
There are a lot of things that are forbidden to me, yet that does not stop me from doing it anyways- 
unlike my reluctant sisterthat fears everything and everybody. 
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In the fall, a few brave souls sneak into the woods to harvest apples us girl climbing trees. 
Nevertheless- always in sight of the Grazing land with the eyes of at least one trooper looking up the 
dress, you get what I am saying there never not the re. Always close enough to run back to the safety of 
neighborhood 14 if distressed arises. 'Areasof fourteen.'Where you can starve to death in safety,' I 
mumble out yeti was the onlyoneto hear or so I thoughtwhenthegirl nextto me was rolling hereyes. 
Then I glance quickly over my shoulder and she was like up my Likewise, even here, even in the middle 
of nowhere, you worry someone might overhear you, she said not wanting me to say a word. The 
number on her jacket (G-S-08976457544) was shining now in the spotlightof the guards'tower, we're 
going to get busted she said, as we were crawling to the boys' room. G forgirl S forthe star and the 
numberlD. 


Where are the star girls... that whatthey all call us here? 



I think they all no were out I hear the click of the guns, it's just target practice for them just a 
hunt, they want us to do this I 
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When I was younger, I scared my motherto death that I would look outfor my sister, the 
things I would blurt out about Area 14, about the people who rule our country, Paris was overrun and 
now there are 15 parts, from the remote city called the Capital up to us the little unsolicited parts. 

Eventually, I understood this would only lead us to more trouble, doing this so we go in and 
outfastwith more than justa kiss-1 had my I on Blazie, I was going to have this one thing- before I was 
axed off with my head. So-o I learned to hold my tongue and to turn my features into an indifferent 
mask so that no one could ever read my thoughts. On the other hand, unlike my sister, I do say way too 
much. 


(Back) 

Do my work quietly in school, was my life before this place, and being ripped out of reality. 
Make only polite small talk in the public marketthat was my sister-, not me. You can see usall there in 
this one-room schoolhouse. She is the good girl, not me-1 deliberate little more than trades in the hot 
plate at my desk, the bell rings out free to go-to the market where I make most of my money giving up 
my foodforthe day. 

Even at home there is nothing, I have on long white T-shirt ripped up showing my all of my 
one side that was dads, that I wearas my dress, where I am less pleasant, I avoid discussing tricky topics. 
Like the reaping, or food shortages, or the war kill. Elody might begin to repeat my words, she looks up 
to me for everything, where would she be without me behind her?They knowthis they all do... 

I wearthis all the time even in the rain, where you can see it all yet no one care about, that 
when all they want to do is live on another day sex is not some we care about when kids are run around 
naked- like a tribe around a fire wild looking like revenues animals with look in their eyes for the test of 
blood. 
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The boy the sight of him waiting there brings on a smile to my face until he is shot right in 
front of me and all of us girl run back to are badly scared, and in far that we were seen, some girl still 



doing their thing... they ask question seeming at white looks on our faces, One looked at me I said I 
neversmile except in the when I see him now I will never-1 was in love with that boy. It not like I wanted 
to beheld or anything Likewise, she could attesttookherhandoffit to feel my pain. 

No, her boy was in her hand only-that what I'll have to do now- hers was killed off the night 
before. Killing is the sport they love and I hate it! 

My real name is Emalie, Likewise, that not what I am remembered as just a number is all; I 
had barely whispered it and they say you're only allowed to give out your number to outsiders. So-o I 
thought what the hell they going to kill me for this little thing I think not-so. 

(Back) 

Of on the hunt- 'Look what I shot, I said to my sistertoo youngto have a gun-' she holds up a 
loaf of bread with the burl stuck in it, and I laugh hard. It's real bakery bread how did she get that? Not 
the flat, dense loaves we make from our grain provisions. 

She never said how she got it yet I had my thought about it, as a boy gave it to her, which 
made it to herbedside...at home. I take it in my hands and we share it, pull it to bits, and hold the 
wound in the crust to my nose, inhaling the fragrance that makes my mouth flood with drool. Fine bread 
like this is for special junctures. The boys seem to have more for they are boy's worth something, unlike 
girls that have no value otherthan that of passing onthis race they don'twant. 

'Mum, still warm,' I say. She must have been atthe bakery at the crack of dawn with some 
run-away boyto trade for it, she gives him a kiss and a huge and her body she'II it whatever she wants. 
For that is all girls are good for in these municipalities- 'What did it cost you?' I asked-Just the kiss good 
night. I giggle think sure-1 know-yet it was food, right? 

'Well, we all feel a little closer today, don't we as we all look at the family for what may be 
the last time?' I say fastly, not even bothering to roll my eyes. 'Elody left us a slice of cheese on the traps 
saying this as a joke.' I pull it out. 'We also shared a cuddly squirrel-1 got the ass. Think the old man was 
feelingsentimentalthis morning,' says that he would stay with us and notwork forthe day-there are 
just sealing shafts off- no money in that for them to take so why did it he felt. 

'Even wished me luck.' I look at the blue star glowing etched into myskin on my arm. Like the 
Blue Bird nickels, that I will certainly not- interminably give up. 
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Her expression brightens atthe treat as I hug herfor what I thought maybe the last time. 
'Thank you, I said to herfor being in my life. We'll have a real feastto more before we are either 
executed in a line or have to fight for life as the chosen girls to keep our race going- they did as some not 
all.' 


There we all are all ganged up in rows, like little toy soldiers we fall in these lines it was what 
was said forus to do in ourthinking, as we all march into a Capitol agent our wellor life, accent as she 
mimics 


Effie Trinket, the maniacally upbeatwoman who arrives once a year to read out the names at 
the jumping. 

'I almost disremembered! Blissful Starvation Stars!' 

Her determination a few blue berries from the bushes around us. 

'Besides- Mayyou'reyearningforthe balances of life always be in your erranding.'The 
confetti goes-off... as we await our fate, yet she the right bitch well live on for the rest of her days, yet 
we with the state may not... just for being not... what they want us to be... who are they? The backs 
were all murderin front of us, so we could see what maybe be in this battle coming up. They're not good 
enough to scrub the fools are troopers say giggling amongst themselves. There we II one is one black girl 
and one black boy fight in this upcoming event. They want less... us too... 

The sweet from fingers going down my hand's sourness detonates across my tongue.' I no- 
win situation it in my mouth, as well as breakthe delicate skin with my teeth biting my nails. May you're 
yearningforthe balances of life always be in yourerranding!' 

I arrived in my mind like us all that are made to think is what has to be-with equal verve...we 
have to put on it for the reason that the unconventional is to be scared out of your intelligence. As well, 
the Capitol pronunciation is so la-di-da, almost anythingsoundsfunny in it, and I look for herand see 
her knees are even knocking as she looks frightened. Like a lost little girl on her way to school in the dark 
mooring woods. 


I watch as the woman we call Miss. 



Lorde Dio pulls names, with her hand. 


Straight black hair, olive skin, gray eyes she is the head of the girls or so were tooled. 

Likewise, we're not related any- of the star girls are the mix of them that is why we're being 
killed, burnt, and gassed, at least not closely. It was that moment of the families never to be also one 
again, we're living in are yarningwould changefortheirwants,forthosethatworked wouldgo on 
withouttheir kids, like my dad who works the mines resemble one anotherthis way. Were one if not 
both of his offspring would die in this event. 

That's why my motherand Elody, with their light hair, braided and have bright haunting 
spooky-lookingblue eyes, always look out of place in all the others, not something common. They are... 
amazing to me... My mother's parents were part of the small Kidd's class that outfits to troopers. X 
armed forces, and the occasional Ridge purchaser. They ran an apothecary shop in the nicer part of Area 
14. Since almost no one can afford doctors or an RN, apothecaries are our healers or crunch heelers. My 
father got to know my mother, for they were in the same groping she was not all X you see, she was 
upperin her class for part 2. 

She was banished from her mom and dad doing this and having kids not married. She is like 
one present of us- comparable to what is in his bloodline. She must have really loved him to leave her 
homeforthe Ridge. Forthe reasonthat on herhuntsshe would occasionally collect medicinal herbs, 
Elody is good with her hands, even the boys say that when we were all together living free, to a point, 
and sell those to hershopto be brewed into medications. 

All she ever wanted was a love rand she has even tool me what was in her romantic dreams, 
like walking through them, with her, their race. Loads of kissing, fleshly playing, and lustingl I never had 
anything like that... thus far I want too. I try to evoke that when all I can see is the lady who sat by, blank 
and out-of-the-way, while herchildren turned to the skin, bones, and rot. I try to excuse herformy 
father's wishes. Nevertheless, to be truthful, I personally not the merciful type, on like my sister. 

My sister's day in the days before this- bathing in a tub of warm water waits for me. and I 
scrub off heroff all the dirt, waterhard to find so I would have to be in therewith her, and to get all the 
sweatfromthe woods of all with all thegrim, and even wash my hair and herwhichonly happensonce 
a week. Let's putyour hair up, too,' she says. I let hertowel-dry it and two braids it up around head back 
into a ponytail. I can hardly recognize myself in the cracked mirror that leans against the wall. To my 



surprise, my mother has laid out one of her own lovely sundresses for me and one for her with soft pink 
matching shoes- new there were days where we did not have anything on is feet. 

Plus, that was the same day they kick down the doors and said- we belongto them. You look 
beautiful, she was not a little girl with this look. And nothing like myself,' I say. I hug her because I know 
these nextfew hours will be terrible forher. 

Her first reaping. She's about as safe as you can get since she's only entered once. I wouldn't 
let her take out any tesserae. Likewise, she's worried about me. That the unthinkable might happen. I 
protect Elody in everyway I can she knows that. Likewise, then I'm immobilized against the earning. The 
tormented I alwaysfeelwhen she's in pain orfearful, she balls up lags to herchestand threatensto 
registerthe bad thoughts. 
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Nocked like in the rocks up and over. 

Starting this place, we are invisible Likewise, have a clear view of the valley over to the tower, 
which was is teeming with summerlife even if we were regulated, the girl in summerwas socking 
sunlight dance in the streets with fire-higdon's blastingwater. 

The day's war glorious before all hell was unleashed on my mind, with a blue sky like my 
sister's eyes and soft breeze like her hair tickling my face. 

There's never been anything romantic between her and a boy until this last week unlike me. 
And although he was only two years older, so I feel like it was harmlessfor what I would and she would 
get out of it, he already looked like a man strong in all the places. It took a longtime for us to even 
become friends, not for her she was swooning fast, to stop haggling over every trade and begin helping 
each otherout. 

Whenthey came up with a more efficientsystemthattransported the coal directlyfrom the 
minesto the trains, we get on to goto this place up at the capital. 

Were up to the now-where it's-tonight. Afterthe earning, where everyone is supposed to 
celebrate and love to hate and love to die with fate. As well as a lot of people do, out of relief that their 
children have been spared foranotheryear. Likewise, at least two families will pull their shutters, lock 
their doors, and try to figure out how they will survive the painful weeks to come. 
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At six o'clock, we head for the quadrangular. Presence is mandatory except you are on 
death's back door. This evening, officials will come around and check to see if this is the case. If not, 
you'll be imprisoned. People file in silently and sign in and go to their seats. The earning is an awesome 
occasion forthe Capitol to keeptabson the population as well. Seven-through pre- 

teen year-olds are herded into roped areas marked off by ages, the oldest in the back, the 
young ones, like Elody, toward the front. 

Dad and mothers-andteensorfamily members line up aroundthe boundary where they 
have to say or be shot on the spot and some are and there are cheers, holdingtightly to one another's 
hands. 


Likewise, there are others, too, who have no one they love at stake, or who no longer care, 
who slip among the crowd, taking bets on the two kids whose names will be drawn. Balances are given 
on their ages we have too many we need to way out the overloads, were tipping the scales - if you well, 
the movie plays out aboutthe story of how this all came to be... 

These same people tend to be informers, and who hasn't broken the commandment laws? I 
could be shot on a daily basis for hunting. Likewise, the appetites of those in charge protect me. Not 
everyone can claim the same. Whether they're Ridge or merchant, if they will breakdown and weep. 
Most refuse to deal with the racketeers Likewise, carefully, prudently. The pre-teen that is here is the 
onethat has already done this and live to tell about it, yetthat doesn'tstopthemfrom killing you if you 
fight them also. 

The four commandments of stars pre-teens: 

A star person may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human being to 
come to harm unless it is given the order. 

A star person must obey orders given it by human trooper's beings excluding orders that 
would conflict with the First Law. 

A Star person must protect its own existence as long as such protection does not conflict 


with the First or Second Law. 



No sex of any nature or style identified in the populations with same-sex without given rights 
to pass on your race. 

Yet in this tournament, all laws are off! 

That's what makesthis so much fun- no- Miss Lorde Dio said, sippingon her mixed drink. 

As we walk, I notice Elody blouse has pulled out of her skirt in the back again and force 
myself to stay calm. 'Tuck your tail in, little girl to you look cute and all grown up,' I say, smoothing the 
blouse back in place. I glance overall face in there wholly school uniforms all unique to their parts in this 
parcel, yet the same with their likewise, tons on the one side how we all have to be equal, still 
smoldering underneath his stony expression. Sitting next to each other at assemblies, partnering for 
sports activities. We rarely chat, which suits- some just like us both just fine to me if you are or not-you 
have to give it to get it- no?The girl is calling out one she's in myyear at school. Being the mayor's 
daughterof all things- no one is excluded if you have some star in you, you'd expect herto be a snob. 
Likewise, she's all right. She just keeps to herself. Like me. Yet she may have the cone to get her replaced 
with someone like me. 

Elody, this calling of all nights- her drab school outfit has been replaced by an expensive 
white dress, were the girl all have to strip in front of us boy's girls everyone sees this, seeing these girls 
all become what they're going to be when they change. Then her dark hair is done up with a pink ribbon 
by an older girl that has sieved the last war stars. Reaping clothes of per white show innocents-you have 
to tournament your colors and your place in this world. The boy forms the head down shaved... and 
made flawless... they say it the only time is a race would look worthy. 

I read into mysister'sthoughts-shewasthinkingaboutherboy- Doesshe mean it? I 
question- knowthey were hearingthistoo when athought like this was not permitted. Oris she messing 
with him, forthe love and lust? I'm guessingthe second. Atthe Capitol arena looking like the warrior 
playground in Roman times just art-deco-white glassy and modern, yet it is the 2040's. 

His eyes land small on her I seethe puppy love, circular pin at her before she took foot in her 
dress. Real silver Likewise, tons and add-ons... Attractively crafted. 'What can you have otherthanyour 
thoughts at this point when all you are in front of all of them, sure you're going to think? Five entries? 
The interplanetary gets tighter, more enclosed as individuals reach. The square's quite large. Likewise, 
not enough to hold Area 14th populace of aboutten thousand. 



Stragglers are directed to the adjacent streets, where they can watch the event on screens as 
it is televised live by the state. I had six when I was just twelve years old.' 

Her face becomes closed off and is looked drop like her eyes in shame when she was not a 
woman there was nothing to take off- the people giggled saying she still a baby. The bets are on her is 
she is picked-that she would die fast, boys put the money on her to not last, just like they did with me 
and a girl named llliah 'Good fortune, I hearfrom the girl nextto me-she said my this be in your 
erranding's.' 'You, too,' I say, and the door closed and the light change form intense when on our nude 
bodies change to now blue. Showing is the color of whom we are... and the color we're goingto die for. 

The rules of the Starvation Stars are simple. In chastisementforthe revolt, each of the 15 
districts must provide one girl and one boy, called Likewise, to participate. The twenty-fourtry- Likewise, 
will be imprisoned in a vastoutdoorarena that could hold anythingfrom a burningdesertto a frozen 
wasteland. Over a period of several weeks, the competitors must fight to the death. The last try Likewise, 
standingwins. 
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The result was France, a shining Capitol ringed by thirteen districts, which brought peace and 
prosperity to its citizens. Then became the dim days, the revolting of the neighborhoods in contradiction 
of the Capitol and their headmaster. 

15 were defeated for this out of all of us, yet this a yearly thing the other is just knocked off 
my well of the powers at be, the thirteenth obliterated.TheTreaty of Treason gave us the new laws to 
guarantee peace and, as our yearly reminderthat the Dark 

Days must never be repeated; it gave us the Starvation Stars. I ask why not just kill us all and 
be done with it, they say what is the fun in that not seeing the pain and famine for life. Taking the kids 
from our districts, forcing them to kill one another while having no say at all. 

This is the Capitol's way of reminding us how totally we are at their sympathy and lack of it. 
How little unplanned we would stand of enduring another revolt. To make it embarrassing- as well as 
torturous, the Capitol requires us to treat the Starvation Stars as an entertainment, a sporting event 
pitting every community against the others. The last honor guy alive receives a life of ease back home, 
and their community will be showered with awards and the right to pass on his spermatozoa and pop as 
many kids as he wanted with whatever preteen girl he wanted, largely consisting of food. All year, the 



Capitol will showthe winning comm unity gifts of grain and oil and even delicacies like sugar while the 
rest of us battle starvation. 

The mayor steps up to the platformand begins delivering... It'sthe same story every year. 

He tells of the history of us and is parts of France, the country that rose up out of the ashes of and blood 
were every inch is covered. She lists the disasters, the droughts, the storms, the fires, the violating seas 
that swallowed up so much of the land, the brutal war for what little sustenance lingered. 'Look how 
they take our children away and demean them like this naked, and afraid, they kill off babies like 
changing underwear, if there are twins one is killed off, and sacrifice them and there's nothingyou can 
do. If you lift a finger, we will destroy every last one of you. Just as we did in Community Thirteen.' 

Then she reads the list of past Neighborhood Mvictors. In 200 years, we have had exactly 
three. Only one is still alive and he stands before us for two years back. A paunchy, young man -aged 
man, nevera girl, that is the win forthe girls this yearto kick ass. A girl doing this they say is impossible. 
Maybe so...? What would you say as a girl? Are we that week and worthless? The crowd responds with 
its token applause. Likewise, he'sconfused andtriesto give EffieTrinket a big hug, which she barely 
manages to fend off. Them-whatsoever words they use, the real message is clear we want to see you 
fight till death for us to see if you want to live on and pass your blood down, yet you'll have to lose some. 
'Look how we take your children and sacrifice them and there's nothingyou can do. If you lift a finger, 
we will destroyeverylastoneof you.Justas wedid in Neighborhood Thirteen.' 

It's time forthe drawing. EffieTrinket without the help of a hand - says as she always does, 
'Femalesfirst!' and crossesto the goblet note with the girls' names. She goes on a bit about what an 
honor it is to be here, while all and sundry knows she's just aching to get bumped up to a better 
community where they have proper victors, not drunks who molest you in front of the entire nation.' 
Likewise, - then again there are still thousands of slips in here we seethe name bingeing upon the 
wraparound walls,' I wish I could whisperto her notto think- yetthat noteasyto do. 

Through the crowd, I spot her looking back at me with a ghost of a smile. She reaches in, digs 
her hand deep into the note, and pulls out a slip of paper. The crowd draws in a collective breath and 
then you can hear a pin drop, and I'm feeling nauseous and sodesperately hoping that it's not me, that 
it's notme,that it's not me. As earninggo, this one at least has a slight entertainmentfactor. Likewise, 
suddenly I am thinking of her all the names 100 in that big glass droplet and how the balances are in 
your surroundings. Not compared to a lot ofthe boys. 



And maybe he's thinking the same thing about me for the reason that her face darkens, and 
she turns away. 

Like it was already said- 
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Someone is gripping my arm, a boyfrom Sam, and I think maybe I startedto fall and he 
caught me. I feel now her berth in me like, like when I fee I hard going down the steps trying to 
re member how to breathe, when I hit a window on wet concrete into and on a home and concerned 
back, unable to speak, totally stunned as the name bounces around the inside of my cranium. 

Andthen I see her, the blood drainedfrom herface, handsclenched in fists at hersides, 
walking with stiff, small steps up toward the stage, passing me, and I seethe back of her blouse has 
become untucked and hangs out over her skirt. Somewhere far away, I can hear the crowd murmuring 
unhappily as they always do when a twelve-year-old gets chosen because no one thinks this is fair. It's 
this detail, the untucked blouse forming a ducktail, which brings me back to myself. 

I scream out Elody was one slip of paperin thousands! There must have been some mistake 
here there must be. I wanted to replace her, yeti could not I would kill for doingthat, that would have 
been rebelling and act that would see death to you for doing. I said in the same moments, know I should 
not-this can't be happening... Her chances of being chosen so remote to all of us yet the love the 
underdog and the week meek girl to do this, the taste of blood dripping down her vagina is what they 
really want. And they're going to see that too, that I would not even botherto worry about her I know 
she going to pull through this not as innocent little girl Likewise, come back as a crampon lady. She will 
be deflowered just trying to stay alive with all the boys that she needs to give her what she needs and 
that is food and warmth and housingwith them. 

A girl is just not as strong as a boy that all say... Hadn't I done everything? On stage no- Elody 
was singled out for her age, and virginity- STRIP! NAKED! OR DIE! We all gasped, yet some said it's 
happened beforeto country Likewise, I see her pink and white kiddie undies moving to down she is 
reluctant, yet has to do this... I nor she doesn't have to worry about a boy poppingvagina open,atoper 
already it with his finger ripping hard and fast she cray and it bloods out saying we cannot have you be a 
little girl. 



He licks the blood off his finger with his lips snickering, she will always be remembered for 
this... and I was the one to take her. 
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Anywhere faraway would be nice sing this all happening, I can hearthe crowd murmuring 
building up into an oh, happily as they always do when a ten-year-oldgirl gets deflowered in front of a 
crowded, gets preferred because no one thinks this is reasonable. As well as then I see her, the blood 
drained from herhands, face tightened in fists at hersides, walking with stiff, small steps up toward the 
stage, passing me, and I seethe back of her blouse has become untucked and hangs out over her skirt 
yetagain I did notsay anythingabout it in my mind for herto hear. 

'Elody!' I don't need to shove through the crowd. The otherkids make way proximately 
allowing me a straight path to the platform of the stage. I reach herjustas she is about to mount the 
steps. With one sweepof my arm, I push her behind me.' Elody!'The strangled cry comes out of her 
throat, and I saw that her muscles begin to move again as I was giving her the stench, yet I knew soon 
that would change with the shout me out and off for her mind and thoughts with a microchip in my arm 
the run to my mind usingsound waves. 

'Lovely!'says Effie Trinket.' Likewise, then again I have faith in there's a small matter of 
familiarizing the acquiring winner...There's some confusion on the stage, as all of her mind chatting 
devices are ripped out of her body. The rule is that once a try Likewise, the name has been pulled from 
the ball, anothereligible boy if a boy's name has been read, orgirl if a girl's name has been read, no one 
can move forward to take his or her place. In some districts, I fee I this would want not to be so, yet that 
life here- in which winning the reaping is such a great honor, people are eagerto risk their lives, the 
volunteering is complicated. Nonetheless, in Community 14, where the word byline is pretty much equal 
to the word corpse, volunteers are all Likewise, extinct. 

Elody is earsplitting shrieking boisterously in front of me. She runs off the stage, naked as the 
day she was born as her dress slips as she trips some. Not caring about anything other than me. She's 
wrapped her skinny arms around me like a vice. 'No! No! You can't go home with me; you have to go 
and maybe have a chance at winning-you could do this you know-1 believe in you- re member that!' 

I swallow this hard... 'Elody, let go or they well... No-' I say harshly not wanting to be that way, 
for the reason that this is disconcerting me, and I don't want to cry. When they televise the replay of the 



earning tonight, every person will make note of my tears or, they marked as an easy target for the gun 
team. Acknowledging applause, I stand there unmovingwhile they take part in the boldest form of 
dissent they can manage. Silence. Which says we do not agree. We do not condone. All of this is wrong. 

A weakling. I will give no one that satisfaction. 'Let go!' I can feel someone pulling her from 
my back. I turn and see Gale has lifted My sisteroff the ground and she'sthrashing in his arms. 'Up you 
go, girl,' I say, I hearthe voice fighting off the crying to keep stable, and then she is carried off toward 
the back was a door open without a sound. I steel myself and climb the steps down to the hose with my 
mom's head in my chest panicking. 

(Back) 

Just like my father, Elody, who no one can help loving. Was the one that I say living out her 
life asa helperof others, not killing them, that is whyshewaschosenforthis? 

Then to some degree, unexpected happens. At least, I don't suppose it for the reason that I 
don't think of area 14 as a place that cares about her. I have become someone precious to he rand that 
was looking out for her yet I can't ever do that, in my heart I knew she was a goner. Yet I would not let 
herfeelthat I have the options. It is an old and rarely used gesture of our area, sporadically seen at 
funerals. It means thanks, it means admiration, it means goodbye to someone you love. Now I am truly 
in dangerof crying, I knowthis... she is yetthey whatto see herfight to the death, forshe was picked. 
Not allowed yet the re giggling at her for this... I knew she would be strong-surprisingly strong for such a 
wreck. 'Look at her.... Look at this one! They were sayingshe'sjusta baby! Easy meat!' 

They bring them all back out after they all cool down... like an encore... All the names have 
been called out I could not even hearthem like... it was not important. 

All theboysand all the girls... they're all standingthere all havetheirown ways,and their 
own personalities,yetnone-standoutasmuch as she. 

He can't think of the word for a while-a man said- he releases me and starts for the front of 
the stage. He shouts, pointing directly into a camera. 'I like her!' His breath reeks of homemade whiskey, 
I have done run for him, and it's been a longtime since he's bathed. I know howto be a boot lager. 
Runningat night onlyfor it it is illegal. Then he adds in the camera- 'Boldness I would bang her Likewise!' 
he says triumphantly. 'More than you any othergirls upthere or in this assembly, this is why the picked 
here-she's pretty! - and that makes us want to fight for her battle.' 



'Lots in herdreaminess... he was...' He's disgusting, Likewise, I'm grateful she was grossed 
out Likewise, was thinkthat was sweet even so... she too nice... some said. They then did an up-close 
shot of her with her hands laced her eyes dropped chin tucked left, and wiggle-dancing with her arms Sl¬ 
ed inform of her hips to her shy ways. Camera gleefully trained and drop to her eyes and they get the 
upshot blue eyes glittering- lips wet to her peal face-cheeks shift pink, and she looked up with her eyes 
rolled to the top head down still. 

She was biting her lip on the left side, looking like she was doing the pee-pee dance like is she 
looks downward it would all go away. I put my hands behind my back and stare into the distance, and 
make a hand sing, that only she would get so she would feel okay and safe. Eloy the smallest of us all 
really- we asked where she came from never growing in height since that age- she is 3 foots inches-she 
is so small look five next to all these others that tower over her. 

Even I toweroverher at 5 feet. 
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Their numbers were clearer to me than their names... 

All boys started with BS-something... 

All the girls were G-S-something... 

Long runs of numbers like a barcode... 

Ezrah Everett-was the boy's name that was called out a boy that my sister played with for a 
lot of years before this all happen, yet we are getting used to this, it's been going on now for ages, it's 
just now we have a new evil like a leader that want massacres... it's not just seeing as fight and die that 
was the old ways, nowit's just pop anyone of she wishes just with a smile and bat of an eye-there died. 

The boy Ezra- Oh, no she said- starting to think about him as a love interest-they read her 
thoughts I knew it I said, I think-this is sick- theywantherto lose her boy crush, or see what could be. 
Not him... she yelled-1 have never spoken directly to this boy Likewise, I feel close to him for how he 
looked and held herto him- in play or notthere was a spark there. I watch him as he makes his way 
toward the stage. Sfeetfive inches in height, solid build, coal-black hair that falls in waves over his 
almost hitting the back of his nick all combed back not too long yet not short. Big brown eyesthat 
change gold in the sunlight. 



There were no odds here in the names draw- it was the thought of these kids-and whatthey 
did not wantto see happen.Theirworstnightmare-would be-and thentheydoit to be prominent. Kill 
your crush for example and if you don't someone is going too. That the sport here- killing what you love. 
The shock of the moment is registering on his face was seeing her having the same look of hart hitting 
the floor and back up, you can see his struggle to remain emotionless with her loss in hope feeling as he 
had. Likewise, his brown eyes show the terror like I have seen so often in prey on the hunt for dee rand 
others large or small tournament. 

He is now a large tournament- a movingtarget- fun someone in the group doesn't just pop 
him off now-oh they can't we all lost our gun to the government- Elodygot hers back just for this event 
only. All the troopers in blood red, black and gray uniforms-they use our own shit to kill us with- nice 
right- helpless are we. Yet that was the overturn that took place. 

Here are her uniform blue and white... that has chevrons on the font also there is her logo- 
and nameplate, and it shines in the light- with are cobalt color that fades into navy blues. They have 
already made up... each uniform shows their colors, from there parts- unique to theirtowns. With a 
symbolthat is all, there'stoo. Elody is the Blue Bird, with theguns crisscrossed in the back. So-othey 
knew there was no randomness here or so they want us to think-1 am not that dumb- some are though. 

A uniform with nothing underneath where if she takes the top off she is topless, no bras for 
to be far she doesn't need one-theyfind this funny too, forthese things a wool, and you can't sleep in 
that way, so girl have to run around in the nude, fun. It's all part of their sick tournament. Her hair will 
coversomeyetnot all over her chest... it all thatthey wantto see. Isurewewill see it all before the 
stars are over. And say if a boy can do this a girl can- farness theycall it wasall the same...also, there 
was her stuff need- like them all- a medieval archery bow in pink with pink aero-feathers which she 
made and sets herapart from the others... 

A Winchestergun also pinks, with a white and barrel long sharp bayonets. All old technology 
they said adds to the guessing or waiting for what was next when you're loading and someone is running 
upon you, yet she is the fastest girl I have ever seen load a shot. She has a Gut hook hunting knife, to cut 
neckswith our handsand more. 

A civil war sword, with a handguard that's a plus on her end, she says one boy cut his own 
handoff. I know notto shot until I can see smelltheir breath on my face, and not to fire until I seethe 



color in their eyeballs. I going to put this up to a hart and pull the trigger, I don't want to Likewise, I have 
too. 


Herdad'sgun passed down that fits in a holsteron her belt. Single-barrel pinfire pistol AKA 
thumbgun. 

Brass Knuckles if needed, and she'll need them, a lot of this is a hand and kicking bloodbath. 
100 areas' and a purse with all the girl things she needs- like pads that all she wanted to be what they 
say is far to the other girls they made sure they all had the same, for others are crapping and she well to 
it's all part of the tournament for the girls on the fight-the time is in control of this too in her mind, and 
also ammunition. 

In this tournament, you can see a girl do it all- like we see everything about her life when she 
comes in OH's in the night before sleeping or in the marring- shits and pisses too. It's what makes it 
entertaining they say. I no Elody-she sprays out six times, for the bath time. So, I wonder if she will, 
beingshy? You're goingto die anyway so why not... have some good feelings coming out of you... and so 
what-yet that is me not her... I am glued to the wall screens in my small one-room homespun that gave 
to us. It's smaller than a teardroptaller, yet they say this is betterall or old home were bulldozed over 
with all our crap inside, yet we have a screen that links to the troops. 

They don't have cameras in our bathrooms or bedroomsforthis fact, yet I wonderthis too- 
for they know how sexual Elody is with her own body, not public chat that she where kiddie undies, that 
she is pre-pudescent, that she doesn't have a bar yet. That she loves horses, and dolls, and matching 
thin strap- colorful sundress, with her shoes, and fingernails. Doing her hair with soft waves and long 
brads, and playing outside, picking flowers in spring. 

What would you do if someone was seeing you do all this, I mean you have to do this right? I 
wonderif she will- getwith him... before death? 

The boy thinksabout him-1 know. I've seenthem in the bakery, schooland at my home. 
Likewise, one is probably too old now to volunteer he is older for her like a teenager. This is standard, 
the Family devotion only goes so far for most people on earning diurnal. 


(Back) 



Elody-1 was scared... 'I suppose nowthat my motherwas locked in some dark world of 
sadness lost in here crazies'.'There was no choice, Likewise, for me to understand... At so young- 
Likewise, at the time, all I knew was that I had lost not only a father. Likewise, a motheras well. 

Zoie-AKA the girl talking to you- hi! It has become known that my mother is crazy now lost in 
this mad ness... of being with my dad in her mind... that everyone looks down on us even more, and what 
they are-shit on a boot next to a doorstep. They longer care for us being a money pit on society. I grow 
up seeingthose home kids at school, seeingthem go up fast made of ply. 

All white, in and out. Nocolors... nota worm at all so cold. Sweet, tiny girl whocried when I 
cried before she even knew the reason, who brushed at the sight of a boy, looking at her walking to 
school, whom still wet the bed some nights, because for seeing my dad beating on my mom for hitting it 
before the time was done or spending money. 

He'd hated her she loved him-yet he was good to us-the money goes to the kids not you for 
dumb shit- coal dust I tack in is notfor you to blow- on dresses I need food- and the kids are starving- 
why. Let us just say the happy sexy time is all that keep them cheerful to us even. Nota good matchup 
yet he wanted her when she wasyounger. 

The sadness, the marks of angry hands on their faces, the hopelessness that curled their 
shoulders forward. I could never let that happen to Elody. The community home would crush her like a 
bug. So-1 keptourpredicamenta secret. 
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However, the money ran out and we were slowly starving to death. There's no other way to 
put it other then, I kept telling myself if I could only hold out, Elody turn ten on the 14th and be able to 
sign up forthe high leaves class at school, and a working job with younger kids in the birthing rooms, 
that money went to me-1 held it for her... I become a mom, I have the hunter's job...getting food and 
seeing that she has what she needs. I see that she is bathed, brush her hair, and teeth things like that. I 
clean herdress up and hangthe line. 

For three days, we'd had nothing. Likewise, boiled waterwith some old dried mint leaves I'd 
found in the back of a cupboard. Elody-1 rememberthe rain showers had waterlogged through my 
sister's lager coat, leaving me chilled to the bone. By the time the market closed, I was there seeing if I 
could beg for money and food also playing the guitar, all blue fades into white, somewhat worn with 



gray shown some on the back and neck, it has a defeat tall paces, something I don't get... yet it a Gibson, 
it looks crappy yet sounds okay to me and most worm when the days are so cold and you have to be by 
a barn burl to stay warm, I get an amp out of a dumpster by my home were this Gibson was too. Blue 
binding, I have my logo on the back with my number- my name, and my life story on it. 

And that is thesaying- 

Love is foolish with the one you want to be what to not be-to some like me I have to see, the 
tournament of warfare not far not too careful, they see me fight, in their sight, day and night, is this 
right? The height of love is the death at the end what is lasting. I will be remembered like the bluebird in 
flight- see my tears as they dry- going high-either way like a rattle that does not matter: 

'Besides- myyearningfor the balances of life always be in yourerranding. Nothing more 
nothing less.' 

I was shakingso hard I dropped clothes in a mud puddle when Isawthe firing line 100 man 
and 80 girl's all blast all at once babies too and little kids they ran the was shot in the handgun above the 
nose, for not giving in... they form part 15 no longer a town at all. I didn't pick it up for fear I would keel 
over and be unable to regain my feet. Besides, no one wanted those clothes. And then they would stop 
to reload theircolts, and fire thememptyonegirl was naked, no more than three,and I saw herrun and 
fall to a trooper. 

I named herLaina she had no name just a number, I don't know what it was about her- 
Likewise, I had to see she was remembered, yet like all the others she either went to the mass graves. 
Where I sawthemjusttossed herin like trash withall theothernude bodiesyoungandold alike. I will 
most like to be eaten by something wild in the woods when this all goes down... I don'tsee why it any 
different than this- may be better. I wonder if I should just take the gun now and end it before it starts- 
only one thing stops me... and that is the faith of youngadoration. OR I WOULD...! I have it here at my 
temple-why the hell not right? I try yet I 

can't do this... 

I can't... 

I can't... 


I can't... 



I squeeze my eyesthigh... I can't... they taunt metoo... in my mind look in my penitentiary 
sterol- like room awaiting my task the next day where I will have it all- or so they say-1 ask why to 
bother. There cute about it to giving us things to end it before it starts... to see if they can crack you. It's 
my last big meal- might as well rub it in- fun-they no we're not going to eat-that we cannot hold it- yet 
we starved up to this point-yetthat the point to play with us to Freak-with us. Thinking about the hell 
weektocome-this is why...? 
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Elody-1 remember crawling into bed, and fell into a dream less sleep, yet fearful all feeling 
like I was gun down or chased by someone. It didn't occur to me until the next morning that the boy 
might have burned the bread on purpose. Might have released the loaves into the flames, knowing it 
meant being punished, and then delivered them to me. The boy all the time would glance my way. 
Likewise, I was watching him not letting him see that I was. Because of the bread, because of the red 
weal that stood out on his cheekbone. What had she hit him with? My dad never hit us yet mom was 
the bitch. I couldn't even imagine if- she was that in more than one way. You get that...? 

The boy took one look back to the bakery as if checking that the coast was clear, then, his 
attention back to bread in my direction. The second quickly followed, he was in the room overthe way 
they made sure we could see one anotheryet not be with each other beforehand-just part of- the 
tournamentthey play, closing the kitchen doortightly behind him. 

Zoie-1 remember-1 reached out to Elody and she climbed on my lap when she was seven, her 
arms around my neck, and head on my shoulder. Like- she did when she was a toddler; like she did the 
night before. 

I remember- My mother sits beside me and never hugging her arms around us. For a few 
minutes, we say nothing. Then I start telling them all the things they must reminisce to do so, now that I 
will not be thereto do them for them. Yet for her news she never really was... just so you know mom! 

The take out's-When I am done with teachings about energy, and staying in school 
homework, and stop turning in o my mother. I calm down for the night after seeing her off-thinking 
about the times- I'd don't bother suggesting Elody learn to hunt for I'd neverthought she would be the 
one. She has no background in the killing, only seeing-1 tried to teach her a couple of times and it was 
catastrophic- she feels on her Likewise, and got hurt-1 said- no more. The sticks horrified her, and 



whenever I shot something, she would getteary, and talk about how I cute it was notto do that-we 
have to live I said. We might be able to heal it if we got it home soon enough - not understand it was not 
moving anymore-so I distillate on that too- like what's she going to do here? Lay-there and die...? 

I have to be a babysitter-1 cannot cock out on the flames and leave Elody on herown to run 
free-1 knew she would get lost like a puppy. There's no me now to keep you both alive if I don't do this 
and I am only one girl here too. It doesn't matter what happens-to her I would never forgive myself- 
whateveryou see... 

Parting words-You have to assure me you'll battle!' My voice a whisper not to draw 
attention-that she may not be the best one in the call outs. The fear I abandonment-felt was solid and 
vice-versa. I pull her arm from my grasp, moved out of the holding room. 'I was sick feeling; I could have 
treated myself if I'd had the medicine-yet I can buy that stuff-you deal with it.' 

That is life-'OH-JUST 

DEAL WITH IT!' 
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Clasping my handsto herface... holding in like-so tiny 'You have to take the fight and do- all 
that I do for you on your own you think you can do that- umm- hum-she whispered softly and 
thoughtfully- looking up at me towering over her, too. You're so fast and brave. Maybe you can win - you 
could you know-you could get this-do it forme. 'I've seen her carried off by them-the troopers- kicking 
and screaming like a newborn. Suffering from immobilizing sadness since -1 see heron the scree ns we all 
do like an animal- locked in the pound. Perhaps it is a sickness of the kiss of death-the last kiss- to be 
given by me to her. Likewise, it's one we can't afford. Her- she was my world- my... everything-1 can't 
win said- Elody-you must know that in her heart. The competition will be far beyond my abilities. Kids 
from wealthierdistricts, where winning is a huge honor, who have not been trained for... Your whole life 
I never did this for you-and now I have to kick myself for not-you understand this...? 

Boys- don'ttrust them all- go with yourgut and in here she points-to her head and heart. 
Those all see them they, notyourfriendsdon't let them be-they are two to three times your size, don't 
be intimidated-you knowthatword right- Um-humshe said.This onegirl girls overhershe looks of too 
show with hereyes-notto scare you-she who knows 50, unlike waysto kill you with a blade. Oh, 
there'll be people like me, too. People to weed out before the realfun begins. She threw a knife into a 



five-year-old-a dead girl walking- it hit her in the left eye- attrials killing her-they use real kids here at 
this so you're going to have to not care about seeing a life end. Were all a waste of a bloodline why not 
they said this year why not... have real targets-young helpless- kids. It's a sick youngling to see them 
lose a life-they say wishingform the screens- like dogsforming at a moth in heat. 

Her last words- 'I won't... I can't! You know I won't! Zoie, it repeats overand over in my brain- 
'He says, and they yank us apart and slam the door, and I'll neverknow what it was he desired me to 
evoke. It's a little ride from the Evenhandedness- 

Building to the 1920's train station. I've neverbeen in a car before a mostly would and black 
truck-that looks like it out of the 1921 mostly world cars are a thing of the past now-yet I get to have 
this- must if all ride rail. 

Elody-car's- Seldomeven ridden in motor carriages. In the ridge, we travelon foot-or rail- 
most don't have the money to have nice things, and if they did, they were overturned. I have seen a few 
puttering around yet never in one... they bring in the food for the rich and the rich are the one that has 
the most- buying the troopers off. I seethe same year of a truck going down the brick, fire-engine color 
red, running afterthe blazes dinging a bell. I've been right not to cry about all this yeti could not hold it 
in. The station is swarming, now-1 knew really-with reporters are in my face I shy away-1 don't want the 
spotlight with their insect-like cameras trained stanchly on my face as I make my way overthe height 
bridge in the world. 

Nevertheless, I've had a lot of exercise atwiping my face clean of emotions with all the death 
I seen. I catch a hint of myself on the television screen overthe way the giggle at that- look I made-on 
the wall that's an expression my influx lives and fee I content that I seem almost fearful. If I'm going to 
cry, now is the time to do it. By morning. I'll be able to wash the damage done by the tears on my face. 
Nonetheless, there were lots of tears too come. I'm too tired yet not too numb to cry. The only thing I 
feel is a desire to be somewhereelse. 

So, I let the train rock me into oblivion. I put the see-through lacy outfit back on that they 
give us to sleep in, just slightly crumpled from spending the night on the floor rocking. 
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Time to move the said-there- and passed-on and off-the train finally begins to slow and 
suddenly bright light flood the compartment. I runtothe windowto see what we've only seenon 



television, the Capitol, the ruling city. The cameras haven't lied about its splendor. If anything, they have 
not quite captured the magnificence of the glistening buildings in a white and gray and blue glass hues 
that tower into the air. The people begin to point at us eagerly as they are recognizing an honor girl train 
rolling into the city. 

1 stepaway from the window, sickened by their excitement, knowingtheycan'twait to watch 
us die. I seethe boy I like over in his car- he holds his ground not being all into me yet I could tell he was, 
actually waving and smiling at the gazing crowd. He only stopswhen the train pulls into the station, 
blocking us from their view I blow him a kiss- no one saw... 

Yesterday to say my final goodbyes to my one girlfriend Samee and family. Nevertheless, 
that's a dark and creaky thing that moves like a snail and smells of sour milk. The walls of this elevator 
are made of crystal so that you can watch the individuals on the ground floor shrink to ants as you shoot 
up into the air. I look over the city is just what you would think it looks like-all big and glass-ie. Say hello 
to your new home for a week-The Training Center has a tower designed exclusively for the honors girls. 
This will be our home until the definite Stars begin. Each community has an entire floor. You simply step 
ontoa silo and press the numberof your district. 

Bed-1 kick off my shoes and climb undertaking it all off that how I sleep or I can I have to do 
this-1 play with the hood and fall fast asleep- it's a girl thing- the covers over me I see nothing Likewise, 
that boy in my tight eyes. The shivering hasn't stopped. Perhaps the girl doesn't even remember me. 
Nonetheless, I know she does. You don't forget the face of the person who was your last hope. I pull the 
covers up over my head as if this will protect me from the redheaded girl who can't speak. Likewise, I 
can feel her eyes staring at me, piercing through walls and doors and bedding. I wonder if she'll enjoy 
watching me- over there- like she would be killing her or the other way around- we share this room now. 

2 girls in a small room. They want to see if we're going to kill before the time! Then I'm 
overwhelmed in light-yellow foam that I have to scrape off with a heavy bristled brush. Oh, well. At least 
my blood is flowing. Slowly, I drag myself out of bed and into the shower. I arbitrarily punch Likewise, 
tonson the control board and end up hoppingfromfootto foot as alternating jets of icy cold and 
steaming hot waterassault me. I put my hair down in the two braids down my front side. This is the first 
time since the morning of the reapingthat I resemble myself. No fancy hairand no fancy clothesyet 
mostly lacy to see if you have cuts or packing hidden stuff, no flaming capes. Just me. Looking like I could 
be headed forthe woods. It calms me. 



I'm nervousaboutthe training.There will bea weekofthisthe first days in which all the star 


girls practice togetherwith the targets of killing life. 

On the last evening, we'll each get a chance to achieve in isolated before the star-makers. 
The thought of meeting the other star's uncompromising makes me nauseous. I turn the roll I have just 
taken from the basket over and over in my hands. Likewise, then my famine is gone only the famine of 
blood to kills is all I need now. 

Not- Not- Not ME! It's them making ME! 

The chatting-! try to focus on the ta!k, which has twisted to our interview ciothes,! do okay 
they say I need totaik more they say- yet she is cute. We a!l shower together with usgiris I don't !ike this 
I am shy and the !ook at me like meet. And what to play with me - U- No! When I open my door, the 
redheaded girlis collecting my United and boots from where I left them on the floor before my shower. I 
want to say sorry for possibly getting her in trouble earlier when I tripped on her hair walking in it's that 
long. The face of the redheaded girl intertwines with gory images from earlier Famine Tournament, with 
my motherwithdrawn and unreachable, with My sisteremaciated and terrified. I bolt up screaming for 
my fatherto run as the mine explodes into a million deadly bits of light. 

Dawn is breakingthrough the windows I see it all there are no coverson the big windows yet 
everyone saw me do everything on-screen even shower and what I did in bed there are even cams in my 
fingers and under the sheets how I don't know- Likewise, I know they're-there to see me do that too. 

Eat- I'd set out to tell her I was sorry about dinner. Nonetheless, I remember I'm not 
supposed to speak to her unless I'm giving he ran order. She avoids my eyes as we make our way to the 
table, give a small nod and eats. My slumbers are filled with disturbing dreams of depth and wetness 
and death. 


The Capitol has a misty, haunted air. My headaches and I must have bitten into the side of 
my cheek in the night. My tongue probesthe ragged flesh and I taste blood. 

The boy I like-like-1 exchange a look with him. 'I don't have any secretabout having the 
tingles downthereforhim, I wantto lock lips at some point I feelthatl have to before theend.'Theend 
of what is that? Really what is that all about?' I've eaten enough of yoursquirrels, yet I don't k now how 
to kill one- how can I kill a child?' I neverthought about him eating the squirrels I shot. Somehow, I for 
one continuously see in your mind's eye - himself being there I remember her saying. Notout of greed- 



he there for you remember. On the otherhand, then again for the reason, that town families usually eat 
expensively Likewise, hermeat. Beef and chicken and horse. I recall this... 'There's always hand-to-hand 
combat. 


All you need is to come up with a knife, and you'll at least stand a chance. If I get jumped. I'm 
deadl' I can hear my voice rising in anger. I don't like to kill I remembersaying...cut to now- 'You won't- 
mind- if it's to live I You'll be living up in some tree-eating raw squirrels and picking off individuals with 
arrows. You know what myZoie said to me when she came to say goodbye as if to cheer me up, she says 
maybe neighborhood 14 will finally have a winner. Then I comprehended, she didn't mean me, she 
meantyoul'said- the boy. 

The boy- she's a dismissal, I know- it's my hope to look out for her- until the time comes, I 
can no longer. 

Elody-1 know he is not lying about that-1 heard in his thoughts before all of this. Him- he has-, 
physical powerthat is strong and perfecttilts his eyeseverso right and his six-pack chest at me in the 
light- the advantage with the girls- would I be that girl- to seethe eyes shine for me- as I look at these 
white teeth-everso right. 

Training Center-Throw a spear-a woman said-that was teaching at the nine-year-old girl's 
head and kill her- kill her- if you don't you go down in your points. Spendthe time trying to learn 
somethingyou don't know, I rememberhersayingto me-going back-Weights try don't overdo and hurt 
your body, don't reveal how much you can lift in front of the other stars. They don't need to see that 
you're meekerthan they, you're goingto train group that is not far- it kills or they kill you without 
blinking- and lick you up and down to spit on it, rubbing it all in you. The plan's the same for both of you 
if your smart you'll get this I can't say-just think hart Elody and go with your intentions-wink. 

Zoie- Learn to tie a decent knot and you your gun and to pack ammo-1 do not even care 
aboutthe bow much to show-that if you run out of otherthingsyou only have five aero's anyways, that 
are tipped in bad stuff-don't tuck the tip- K. Um-hum-1 say childishly. Save showing knife for the re going 
at that point-what you're best at until your private sessions. Are we good?' I nod-Zoie this was the day 
before the callouts. Don't fire the small one unless it's deep in theirleft boob, and squeeze hard it will 
take about a day for them to die slowly-yet they back off. Don't ever panic- or you will die-don't sweat 
in the cold youryou'll die-also. 



Now night-1 bite my lip and stalk back to my room, making sure he- the boy that I like- like 
can hear the door slam yet he sees all of me with the screen in his room and the double-sided firebox. I 
sit on the bed, undressing, hating him over they are doing things I don't understand, hating myself hard 
saying my name-for mentioning that I was fee ling the same. Is it- love...? 

Is this love-1 see and nowfeel...? 

As his thought was turned on to me in my mind and his by them. In my bed I feel him have 
this with me- and does he- it was a lovemaking moment of heightened lust. The people went nuts for us- 
feelingthis moment, of zenith. 

Pretendingto be friends, the nextday I heargigglesfrom the othergirlsl Talking up each 
other's strengths are a bond, insisting the othertake credit for their abilities. Because, in fact, at some 
point, we're going to have to knock it off and accept we're bitter adversaries. Stupid instruction that we 
stick together in training like his hand on me in the night. It's my own fault I was ripped on his too, I 
guess I was doing it right neverdid that one yet I saw it through his eyes- and mine in his- with switched 
like bodies at the end feeling, and seeing within and out, for telling him he didn't have to coach us 
disjointedly. 

Nevertheless, that didn't mean I wanted to do everything with him today so they can seethe 
crematory-of a puppy-the love they call it. He wasall into me not letting his hand off me and not 
stoppingthemfrom his handsfeelingme up down the uniform. Yah 

I had a hand full of Likewise, - so did he- cute right! 
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I hear his voice in my head-saying cute things. She has no idea-over the re that this is what 
she was thinking about. Although along with what she needed to know. I made sure she knew what not 
to hear-and see-in training... forshe is the girl, I picked to work with as a team. The effect she can have 
on him is a lot some say he not thinking clearly to learn to fight- that he'll pass fast-daydreaming of her- 
ha, that is whatthey think he said- in his thoughts. Visibly they meantto degrade me and him. -Right? 
Likewise, a tiny part of me phenomena if this was praise. That he meant I was interesting- in someway. 



It's almost ten p.m. I clean my teeth and smooth back my hair again. Angertemporarily 


blocked out my nervousness about meetingthe otherteams. Likewise, now I can feel my anxiety rising 
once more. I catch myself biting my nails. 

Late-night- It's weird, how much he's noticed me from within and out. Alike with the 
kindness- he's paid to my hunting-over the years- um like was not enough. Besides deceptively, I have 
not been as oblivious to him as I imagined, moreover. I have kepttrack of all of this in my beep mind 
theysaid. 


Blood spatter- off with youngling's heads- letthe bodies hit the floor- let the young bodies 
hit the floor! DEATH! I look around at the Careergirls who are showing off, obviously trying to intimidate 
the field. Then at the others, the malnourished, the incompetent, shakily havingtheirfirst educations 
with a knife or an ax. They walk up and we show off with them having to in programmed in their mind to 
die-they even so sick to ask for it. 100 girls under 10 knocked-off in less than 30 minutes... Only five low- 
class boys hurt not all killed. 

The doors open into an enormousgymnasiumfilled with various weapons to practice with- 
you in the fight we only have whatwe had at our homes-so if you have an Ak-47good foryou-1 don't- 
far no-yetthat's notwhatthis is about- it's about blood falling to floor! 

I move on to the obstacle courses. The actual training roomsare belowthe ground levelof 
our building- and in the night lit fields. With these elevators going in and out with them in control- yet 
again, the ride is less than a few moments. Although it's not yet nine in the morning were here all day 
today, we're the last onesto arrive. 

The other stars are met in a tense circle like a dojo- it's about respect to the past- twisted in 
theirtournament. 

My man and I are the only two dressed alike. As soon as we join the circle, the head trainer, a 
tall. Experts in each skill will remain at their positions, a sporty female named steps up and begins to 
explain the training agenda she towers over me not him though. Some of the stations teach survival 
skills, otherfighting techniques. We are forbidden to engage in any combative exercise with anothertry 
Likewise. There are assistants on hand if we want to practice with a partner. We will be free to travel 
from area to area as we choose, perour mentor's instructions. 'Suppose we tie some knots,' I say, they 
all giggle- like I am retarded! He said it was cute...! Isthat all that matters? 



We pass an unfilled postwhere the trainerseems satisfied to have schoolchildren. You get 
the feeling that the knot-tying class is not the Starvation stars burning spot. When he apprehends, I 
know/something about snares, he show/s us a simple, excellent trap that will leave a human competitor 
dangling by a leg from a tree- now outside in the fields barricaded in with high walls- all white. And 
bright lights...We concentrate on this one skill for an hour until both of us have mastered all that is 
needed. Then we move on to concealment. He genuinely seems'to enjoy this station, twirling a 
combination of mud and clay and berryjuices around on his pale skin, weaving disguises from vines and 
leaves. 


The instructor who runs the concealment position is full of passion for his work-yes some are 
just A-holes. 
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(Back) 

The crescent moon roll dotted with seeds from Community 13. Somehow, although it's made 
from the samegearas I walk to 14, it looks a lot more mouthwateringthanthe horrible drop biscuits 
that are the standard fare at home. I had to getsomething- didn't I? 

Playing with him- We both give a somewhat convincing laugh and ignore the stares from 
around the room. I tried breathing- my face lost- as I recall the event, a Permitted story, in which I'd 
stupidly defied a black bear overthe rights to a skep. My boy is laughing and asks questions right on cue. 

He's much betterat this than I am at that too- so cute, right? On the second day, while we're 
taking a shot at spearthrowing, he whispers to me all sweetthingsand nothing. 'I think we have a 
shadow of me now.' 

I throw my spear, which I'm nottoo bad at actually if I don't have to throw too far, and see 
the little girl from Community 1 standing back a bit, watching us.She'sthe ten-year-old, the otherone 
that is really small yet not as petite as me in stature. Up close she looks like a lost schoolgirl- walking in 
a playground. She has optimistic, dark, eyes and lustrous skin and stands tilted up on her toes with her 
arms slightly extendedto hersides, as if ready to take wing at the smallestamount sound. It's 
impossible not to thinkof a bluebird. 



I bite my lip. Permitted is a small yellow flower that grows in the Field. Leah. My sister Rose. 
Neitherof them could tip the scale at seventy poundssoakingwet. 

(Thinking back, I was...) 

Cut ripped out into reality-1 pick up another spear while my boythrows one that I gave him. 

'I think hernamesare Leah,'l say softly. I rememberhersome... 

My heart sinks... Almost all of the boys and at least half of the girls are bigger than I am, even 
though many of the tries Likewise, I have never been fed properly. Kids-You can see it in their bones, 
their skin, and the hollow look in their eyes. 

Now that I know she's there, it's hard to ignore, that I am the youngest child in the room. She 
slips up and joins us at differentstations. Like me, she's cleverwith plants, climb swiftly, and have good 
aim. She can hit the target every time with a slingshot. What is a slingshot against a 225-pound male 
with a sword that going to get her...? Oh, yeah this is all she has to fight with- far-right? NOI 

I read down the list of the skill from stations I was part of, my eyes can't help flitting around 
to the others. It's the first time we've been collected, on levelground, in simple clothes. The exceptions 
are the kids from the wealthier districts, the volunteers, the ones who have been fed and trained 
throughout their lives for this moment. I maybe smaller naturally. Likewise, overall my family's 
ingenuity has given me an edge in that area. 

The slight benefit I held coming into the Training Center, my fiery entrance last night, seems 
to disappear in the attendance of my opposition. The otherswere jealous of us -1 knew- he knew. 
Likewise, not for the reason that we were astounding since our graphic designer and a team like the 
makeupguyswere.Thatwhat we to lookat that part and all. 

About- It's technically against the rules to train to try Likewise before they reach the Capitol 
Likewise, it happens every year. The meat and plants from the woods combined with the exertion it took 
to get them have given me a healthier body than most of those I see around me. 

Now I see nothing Likewise, contempt in the glances of the Careertrying Likewise. Each must 
have fifty to a hundred pounds on me. 

In area 14, we call them the occupation acknowledgments or justthe careers. In addition, 
like as not, the champion will be one ofthem. They project arrogance and prominently. I stand straight 



up, and while I'm thin. I'm strong. The tri Likewise, from 1, 2, and 7 conventionally have this look about 
them. 


When Alla releases us, they head straight for the lethal tall stick- with a gold spoon up to her 
Likewise, is looking overall the weapons in the gym and handle them with ease. 

I'm thinking that it's lucky I'm a fast runner when he nudges my arm and I jump yet in a good 
way. He is still beside me- his expression is sober-yet lovingto me only. 

Moving on- 'Where would you like to begin?' When we finally escape to bed on the second 
night with me, he mumbles that were not getting any sleep, I make a sound that is somewhere between 
a snort and a laugh, sayingokay-l wantwhatl want-so let give thema late-nightshowto see-Then 
catch myself doing more than everwith him. It's messing with my mind too much, trying to keep straight 
when we're supposedly friends, not full-on lovers at this age-yet age is nothing to them or us at this 
point-we have sex all night! Then when we're not ready for all this we no-yet we got it all down and in 
and out, to say the least. Bang! Bang- bang- bang- bang! You know exactly with happen by that! Done! 
Aww- okay put it back in- We even broke the bed! At I'll know where we stand with the folks seeingthis- 
we have fans big time. 

'Let's pretend there's no one around- and keep on keeping on with this.' 'God not so fast and 
hard'-1 no-take it-1 said riding even hard for that to go-you havetoo- 

'Well- uh,' he said- you're good I say. Um-mm we said together, and I got the 0! 

Nexttoseeingall the wannabes! Seeingall the ass with cams! -1 am sick ofthis I didn'tsleep 
last night- crank yes, afterthat, we only talk in front of people-about how I got plowed-and then 
frogged him after- and wentforthe good night kiss too- and my love life at nine years old. Crap- They 
start to call our numbers us out of lunch, for our cloistered sessions with the tournament makers. The 
area by region, first the girl, then the boy. 

As usual. Community 14 is slated to go first- for I am the youngster here they call me. We 
linger in the dining room, unsure where else to go. No one comes back once they have left. As the room 
empties, the pressure to appear friendly lightens. By the time they call Leah, we are left alone. We sit in 
quietuntil theysummon my loverto come. He rises-with my hand in hand. 


'Thanks. I will,' he says. 'You- Shoot straight. 



I nod. I don't know why I said anything at all. Although if I'm going to lose, I'd rather with him 


win than the others. 

Betterforour district, formy motherand my sister. 

Afteraboutfifteen minutes, theycall my name. I smooth my hair, setmy shoulders back, and 
walk into the gymnasium. Instantly, I know I'm in trouble. They've been here too long, the Tournament 
Makers. Satthrough twenty-three otherdemonstrations. I had too much to wine, most of them. Want 
more than anythingto go home. 

There's nothing I can do Likewise, continue with the plan. I walk to the archery station. Oh, 
the weaponsi 

I've been itching to get my hands on them for days! Bows made of wood and plastic and 
metal and materials I can't even name. Arrows with feathers cut in flawless uniform lines. I choose a 
bow, string it, and sling the matching quiver of arrows over my shoulder. 

There's a shooting range. Likewise, it's much too limited. Standard bull's-eyes and human 
silhouettes. I walk to the centerof the gymnasium and pick my first target. The dummy usedforknife 
practice. Even as I pull back on the bow-1 know something is wrong. The string's tighterthan the one I 
use at home. The arrow's more rigid. I miss the dummy by a couple of inches and lose what 

little attention I had been commanding. Fora moment. I'm humiliated, then I head back to 
the bullseye. Ishoot again and again until I get the feel of these newweapons. 

Back in the centerof the gymnasium, I take my initial position and skewerthe dummy right 
through the heart. Then I sever the rope that holds the sandbag for boxing, and the bag splits open as it 
slams to the ground. Without pausing, I shoulderto roll forward, come upon one knee, and send an 
arrow into one of the hanging lights high above the gymnasiumfloor. A shower of sparks bursts from 
the fixture. 


It's an excellent shooting. I turn to theTournament Makers. A few are nodding approval. 
Likewise, the majority of them are fixated on a roast pig that has just arrived at their banquet table. 

Suddenly, I am furious, that with my life on the line, they don't even have the decency to pay 
attention to me. That I'm being upstaged by a dead pig. My heart starts to pound, I can feel my face 
burning. Without thinking, I pull an arrow from my quiverand send it straight at the Tournament 



maker's'table. I hear shouts of alarm as people stumble back. The arrow skewers the apple in the pig's 
mouth and pins it to the wall behind it. Everyone stares at me in disbelief. 

'Thank you for yourconsideration,' I say. Then I give a slight bow and walk straight toward 
the exitwithout beingdismissed. 

As I stridetoward the elevator, I fling my bowto one side and my quiverto the other. I brush 
past the gaping Avoxes who guard the elevators and hit the numbertwelve landed on with my fist. The 
doors slide together and I zip upward. I actually make it back to my floor before the tears start running 
down my cheeks. I can hearthe others calling me from the sitting room, Likewise, I fly down the hall into 
my room, bolt the door, and fling myself onto my bed. 

Then I really begin to sob. 

Now- I've done it! Now I've ruined everything! If I'd stood even a ghost of a chance, it 
vanished when I sent that arrow flying at the Tournament makers. What will they do to me now? Arrest 
me? Execute me?Cut my tongue and turn me into an Avexso I can wait on the future stars of Panel? 

What was I thinking, shootingat the Tournament makers? Unquestionably, I am situated, I 
was shootingat that apple, for the reason that I was so angry at being overlooked. I wasn't trying to kill 
one of them yet I want so- to do that. If I would have, I would be dead fast! 

Oh, what does it matter? It's not like I was going to win the Tournament anyway. Who cares 
whatthey do to me? What really scares me is whatthey might do to Zoie and me, how my family might 
suffer now because of my impulsiveness. Will, they take their few belongings, or send my mother to 
prison and me to the community home, or kill them?They wouldn't kill them, would they? 

Why not? What do they care about? I myself should have hung around and asked for 
forgiveness. Otherwise chuckled, like it was a big pun. Then maybe I would have found some 
compassion. Likewise, then again instead, I followed out of the place in the worst- mannered manner 
conceivable. 

I shoutforthemto go awayand eventuallythey do. Ittakesat leastan hourfor me to cry 
myself out. Then I just lay curled up on the bed, stroking the silken sheets with my hood, feeling him run 
through and out of me-watching the sunset overall the land-they all could see in and the cam was 
flaking its red-light- right down where you could see my pinkie- kitty. That's what they asked forwhen 



sending in money for me to get sponsors. Being cute and hot sales to them-that what I was whispered 
in my mind by him overthe way to his room. 


In the early parts of the day at the stars, before thatthough,they'llgive me a score so low, 
no one in their right mind would sponsor me. That's what will happen tonight. Since the training isn't 
open to viewers, the Tournament makers announce a score for each player. I expect guards to come for 
me. Nevertheless, as time passes, it seems less likely. 

I calm down.They still needagirl - from constituency 14, don'tthey? If theTournament 
makers wantto punish me, they can do it publicly. Wait until I'm in the arena and sic starving wild 
animals on me. You can bet they'll make sure I don't have a bow and arrow to protect myself. Also-with 
what I said before. It gives the audience a starting place for the betting that will continue throughout the 
stars. 


I wish the stylists had n't shown up for the reason that for some reason, I don't like the idea 
of substandard them. It's as if I've tossed away all the good work they did on the opening ceremonies 
without a thought. I avoid looking at anyone as I take tiny spoonfuls of potato soup. The saltiness 
reminds me of my tears. I had been anticipating my shootingskills might get me a six or a seven or 
more- like a ten, even if I'm not particularly powerful. Now I'm sure- 

ril have the lowest score of the twenty-five. If no one sponsors me, my odds of staying alive 
decrease to almost zip. 

(Back) 

The walkout of the town as a star the others would spit- lap- bit and rip on us thinking there 
were higherup thin us-we did this naked as the day we came into this hellish world. I community has 
gotten rid of us- like trash. We are the property of them- not a farce-they don't want us here or 
anywhere in these parts after our time is up- unlessyou're the winner-there weeding us out. 

The walk was long and blasting on the feet- mysistersayingyou'll make it back- no you won't 
on girl said. On the train, I sat- boxcars- changed. I had to shove a tube up my Likewise, - hidden way up 
in my ass-so far, I could feel it in my gut and they thought was poopy-with 1,000 or so of currency in it. 
You saw me take that out-gross right! 50% of us will pass the first day- you can make it if you have the 
cash! 



Run-there is no one or place to go- money is the way out-one cut a girl get last night to get 
the cash out other. Syaga was her... she was odd, to say the least. Famine was high - in the cars where 
theyopenedthemand hosedyoudown boyandgirls alike- still naked. Sleep was hard onthe cars 
rocking down the skinny rail tracks-feelingevery bump-with eyesoverthe way showing-1 WANT TO 
KILL-YOU. 


Hot and cold in the blue and white cars- Steam and sound of highs over rolling hills. I was 
shanked onthe hand, and told by Syasa she would cut my head off if I did suck on her off. The march 
passes us we look- making a distraction-with a cut to a face-some run for it going for the river over the 
way-yettheygetsome and smashtheirfeetnotkilling them-thatwould be like killing a girl before 
banging her with yah did-just making sure they would never get away- hobbling they call it. One was 
shot-1 didn't even know her name-yet no one gives a rat's ass. The smalls of pigs and fish- rotting with 
humans-a head off over the way-too much-we walk into the camp are new home. Line up they ye II at 
the head man; the drummerplays his death march. 

The boy Sage is lookingdumb with his mouth open. 

You are-Jailers- 

Rolls called out- 

The first time one tries to escape at Byears of jail time-and the right to kill you withoutsay. 
2nd adds 2 more each time. 

Masturbate is a NO- somethingthatyou 

should do it drains strength unless a par team. Those that do well have - do this in front of a 
camera and say why they need it. 

Saving is done in 5 minutes by the hands of a staffer where you can shower for 15 minutes. 
We march around still unclothed as they all see... I was the one that wants to seethe most is all 
pubescent. 


Boys love that... so they can see it alll 


There I was... until training. 



All are chained down to their bad unless in a partnership. The hospitality was high - at some 
ran there too- killed with high powerTommyguns. 
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I got my boyfast before I went here, yet I do love him. I- he was the crunch of my life 
anyways-1 said to them in a chat... Permitted all Leah. The rat that said they would buyyou out- is 
Tostito-give a long run and ways out-yet into a trap. A boy is dragging a dead girl by the hair no-still 
marching around to show how strong we are. I could hearthe accordion music of my homeland playing 
in my mind as I was a weekyetnotstopping. 

I can get you a train- he would say to them- and you would getthere, and it was a rusted out 
1888, with parts missing. I had no choices the one said- if I stay in this hole-1 will perish I She came back 
hobbled and she killed herself staking her fist down her mouth. 

Oh yeah-Yet not after donning these 5 times. We are going to break you! That what they 
said to us as we got on the train here. 

Zoie-1 ran afterher not caring about life-1 was even placed in an open jail-like room for 
saying somethingto a trooper he didn't like - where it would rain- or sun or more- no lights- bats and rats 
all over-1 had to poop in the corner. I was sent to Demise island over in the triangle, you can see me 
here waking passing, I know I would not make it back to see if she is alive- yet I know I might- if I stay 
strongand eat all theygive I knowthat I can make it some- its jizz full- watery shit they give me. 

When I pop my head out the steel doors. I said FU- and get my food cut 'A of what it was!! I 
giggled crazily in the rain coming down... and when I shit- they don't like that closing off the top with a 
blackout plat. 

I started eating bugs...The runningthe crawling was nuts in the mud-and woodlands. I even 
jumped off 1,200 feet in the air. They would hold my head with a pipe to make me suffer-for being me. 
The girl that showed her what she needs to know. I look good hair falling out-1 know I look okay-death 
not far-yet, I have to be strong for her-even if the odds are not in my favor. I rip my teeth out that were 
rotting. A trooper would come in every night and fondle me -1 could not do anything or more time was 
added. He would kiss me all over too-1 fought some-yet gave in to get out. I saw a girl being dragged 
out by their lags, for them to have a good time-1 was one-and yes, we all were stripped. This is what I 
getjust formy blood type and heritage. Used as -ho! I got tattoos; I did n't want too... covering my arms. 



1 get 50 more nights-for yelling at the troopers for playing with myself, yet can you not- 
some say they do... lies? I am failing, and I know... that's okay if it's for her to live on. 

(Forward) 

2 years of this I was a broken girl. 
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One was made a show-and the blade wentdown hard and fast-she was only five. The 
number, which is between one and twelve, one being irredeemably bad and twelve being unattainably 
high, signifiesthe promise of the try Likewise. The mark is not a guarantee of which person will win. It's 
only an indication of the potential a try Likewise, showed in training. 

Frequently, forthe reasonthatof the variables in the actual arena, high-scoring try Likewise, 
go down almost immediately. As well as a few years ago, the boy who won the Stars only received a 
three. Still, the scores can help or hurt individual stars in terms of sponsorship. I masticated that... I 
choose I may as well go. 

The scores will be televised tonight. It's not like I can hide what happened forever. I goto the 
bathroom and wash my face. Likewise, it's still red and splotchy. All and sundry waiting at the table, 
even Pahyaiand Lattie.The adults begin some chitchat about the weatherforecast, and I let my eyes 
meet us me and my boy. He raises his eyebrows. A question. What happened? I just give my head a 
small shake. Then, as they're servingthe main course, I hearthe reportersays, 'Okay, enough Smalltalk, 
just how bad were you today?' 

Somehow calling me sweetheart is off enough at this for an awe moment-that I'm at least 
able to speak. 'I shot an arrow at theTournament makers to show what I can do big crowds.' Everyone 
stopseating when I shot to girls with one aero- as they were moving. 'You what?' The horror in Gannah's 
voice confirms my worst suspicions. 

'I shot an arrow at them. Notexactly at them. In their direction. It's like My boy said, I was 
shootingand they were ignoring me and mejust. I just lost my head, so I shot an apple out oftheir 
stupid roast pig's mouth!' I say defiantly. 


'And what did they say?' SaysCinna carefully. 



'Nothing. Or I don't know. I walked outafterthat,' I say. 


'Without beingdismissedP'GaspsGannah.'I dismissed myself,'I said. I rememberhowl 
promised my sister that I really would try to win and I feel like a ton of coal has dropped on me. 

See they'd have to reveal what happened in the Training Center for it to have any worthwhile 
effect on the population. People would need to know what you did. Likewise, they can't sense it's secret, 
so it'd be a waste of effort,'says Gannah. 'More likely they'll make your life hell in the arena. "Well, 
they've already promised to do that to us anyway,'says my strong brave man.' Well, that's that,' says 
Gannah. 


Then he Likewise, terms into a roll. 

'Do you thinkthey'll arrest me?' I ask. 

'Doubt it... be a pain to replace you at this stage,'says Gannah. 

'What about my household...?' I say. 

'Will they discipline them...?' 

'Don't think so- maybe have them showthe spread eagle...? 

(Giggling) the many- many- people, in the stadium. 

Wouldn't make much sense. 

'Very Leah,'says Gannah. And I realize the impossible has happened. They have actually 
cheered me up. Gannah picks up a pork chop with his fingers, which makes Gannah frown, and dunks it 
in his wine. 


He rips off a hunk of meat and starts to chuckle. 'What were their faces like?' I can feel the 
edges of my mouth tilting up. 'Shocked. Terrified. Uh, preposterous, some of them. 'There was pop in 
my mind. 'One man tripped backward into a bowl of punch.' 

Gannah guffaws and we all start laughing except Gannah, although even she is suppressing a 
smile. 'Well, it serves them right. It's their job to pay attention to you. And just be cause you come from 
Community Twelve is no excuse to ignore you.'Then her eyes dart around as if she's said something 
totally outrageous. 'I'm sorry. Likewise, that's what I think,' she says to no one in precise. 'I'll get a very 



bad score/1 say. 'Scores only matterif they're very good, no one pays much attention to the bad or 
mediocre ones. 

My family is safe... right? 


Time to go-you...d-ah... 

Next time you see me-1 grin at him and realize that I'm starving. I cut off a piece of pork, 
dunk it in mashed potatoes, and start eating. It's okay. 

Plus, if they are safe-1 don't fee I they are, no real harm has been done-they say to me in my 
mind-with a snicker-that I did not like- yetwhat could I do about it? 

I chatted with my boy he said- 

'People use that tactic,' he said to me. 'I hope that's how people interpretthefourl'll 
probably get,' says me. 'If that. Really, is anythinglessimpressive than watching a person pick up a 
heavy ball and throw it a couple of yards? One more or less landed on my foot... or toe.' 

After dinner, we go to the sitting room to watch the scores announced on television. First, 
theyshowa photo of the tri Likewise, then flash their score below it. Most of the other players average 
a six. Surprisingly, little Permitted comes up with a seven. I don't know what she showed the judges. 
Likewise, she's so tiny it must have been impressive. The Career Likewise, - naturally get in the eight-to- 
ten range. 


Constituency 14 comes up last, as usual. He pulls a five, the lowest of all boy it's all the sex 
they giggle-so at least a couple of the Tournament makers must have been watching him. I dig my 
fingernails into my palms as my face comes up, expecting the worst. Then they're flashing the number 
eleven on the screen. Everybody is slapping me on the ass and cheering and congratulating me-on 
getting F-ed and going to die for not have a real man. 

Nevertheless, itdoesn'tseem real. 

'There must be a mistake-1 think with the-OH SHIT look on my face. How? How-could that 


happen...?'! askGannah. 



At dawn, I lie in bedfor a while, watchingthe sun come up on a beautiful morning. It's on 
Sunday. A day off at home. I wonder if my sisters -is- well or not- in the woods yet, I knew that they 
would do something like that it came around to me. 

'Elody, the girl with a shy spirit,' says Jannah and gives me a hug. 

Jannah is an old friend of Gannah her gay girlfriend and that not allowed either in the stars- 
or they would be a couple one reason, they were picked to wipe out their gay ways - a sickness as they 
say-just like our stars. Naughtily... they kiss- saying kill usi 

And they did the next time we chatted yet they were hand and hand-and in love-or so they 
said. Onegirl said that's betterthan dyingforJesus...Nocomment-yetl have some faith. 

My man- and I congratulate each otherfor making it this far, anotherawkward moment- as 
we make out... saying are dreams if we make it- knowing one must die- We've both done well. Likewise, 
what does that mean for the other? I escape to my room as quickly as possible and burrow down under 
the covers. The stress of the day, particularly the crying, has worn me out. I drift off, reprieved, relieved, 
and with the numbereleven stillflashing behind my eyelids. 

I had been struggling along on my own for about six months when I first ran into Bale in the 
woods. It was a Sunday in October, the air cool and pungent with dyingthings. I had spentthe morning 
competingwith the squirreisfor nuts, and the slightly warmer afternoon wading in shallow ponds 
harvesting Elody. 
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The boy-The only meat I would shoot was a squirrel, which had practically run over mytoes, 
in its questfor acorns, nevertheless, the animals would still be afoot; when the snow buried my other 
food sources. Having strayed further than afield than usual, I was speeding up back home, lugging my 
burlap sacks when I came across a dead rabbit. I had been tryingto use snares all summerwith no 
success, so I couldn't help dropping my sacks to examine this one. 

That's risky...' My fingerswerejustonthe wire above one of the rabbits when a voice rang 
out. 'It was hanging by its neck in a thin wire a foot above my head. About fourteen yards away was 
another. 



What she said to do- 'That you can't believe a little girl from Community fourteen has done 
this well. The whole thing's been more than you ever could have dreamed of. Talk about my clothes. 

How nice the people are...? How the city amazes you... say what you love - If you won't talk about 
yourself, at least complement the audience. Just keep turning it back around, all right.' 

I familiar with the twitch-up snares, for the reason that my father had used them. When the 
prey is caught, it's jerked into the air out of the reach of other starving animals. I brought it back forher- 
and that when the love started. 

Elody- The next hours are agonizing. At once, it's clear I cannot gush. We try me playing cocky. 
Likewise, I Just don't have the arrogance. 

Apparently, I'mtoo 'defenseless'forferociousness. I'm notwitty, humorous, erotic, and or 
secretive-like you. 




At the Starvation Tournament part of the Stars, at every living being in the Capitol by 
marvelous dishes around my room. When the girl with the rainbow hair comes in to turn down my bed, 
her eyes widen at the mess. 'Just leave it!' I yell at her. 'Just leave it alone!' I hate her, I never hated 
anyone or anything till now-too, with her knowing reproachful eyes that call me a coward, a monster, a 
puppet of the Capitol, both now and then. For her, justice must finally be fashionable. 

Why am I letting her? At least my death will help pay for the life of the boy in the woods. 
Likewise, instead of fleeingthe room, the girl closesthe door behind herand goesto the bathroom. She 
comes back with a damp cloth and wipes myface gently then cleans the blood from a broken plate off 
my hands. Why is shedoingthis?She shakes herhead. 'I should havetriedto save you,' I whisper. Does 
this mean we were right to stand by? That she has forgiven me?'No, it was wrong,' I say. She taps her 
licks makingthem wet, with her fingers then points to my chest with her knife. I think she means that I 
would just have ended probably dead. When we move on... 

I spend the next hour helping the girl that has taken a liking to me in a sexual is cleaning see 
and I'm room. For sex, and to get on the good side of me-1 play along not trusting her- is justsex, right? 

Cleaned away is all that makes us little girls in a room, she turns down my bed. I crawl in 
between the sheets like a five-year-old and let her tuck me in. Then she gets in with me-and the fun 



starts for her-1 want herto stay until I fall asleep-1 never like sleep alone anyways-1 always sleep with 
my sister. Yet she is taking time away from me and my lover-1 get it so does he-to be there when I wake 
up. I want the protection of this girl, even though she never had mine. 

In the morning, it's notthe girl Likewise, my prep team who are hanging over me. I 
remembermy lessonswith mysisters in my mind. 

Huge bright blue eyes, full red lips, lashes that throw off bits of light when I blink. Finally, 
they cover my entire body in a powder that makes me shimmer in the lights. Then Melia goes to work 
on my hair, weaving strands of red into a pattern that begins at my left ear, wraps around my head and 
then falls in one braid down my right shoulder. 

The team works on me until late afternoon, turning my skin to glowing satin, stenciling 
patterns on my arms, painting flame designs on mytwenty perfect nails. They erase my face with a layer 
of pale makeup and draw my features back out. 

He walks in- with us two girls- 'Close your eyes girls,' he orders. Me-1 can feel the silken 
inside as they slip it down over my stark- naked body, then the weight for his call-outs of what he 
wanted to do with me after he did what he wanted with her. I clutch her hand rubbing my- hand as I 
blindly touching my goodies, glad to find they are at least two inside. There are some adjusting and 
jiggling. Then silence... and the endforthe first. With justthe girls as he and the viewers looking! 

Fuck me-1 yell! He crawls up, between my legs where he stops to rid me of my sodden 
panties. He slings it away carelessly, his eyeing eyes neverleavingthe bare place theycovered. He 
continuesto stare, licking his lips- obviously beyond aroused bythesight Likewise, there's nothingto 
hide my intimate foldsand I feel exposed, squirmingand certain that myblush reachesall the way down 
there. He takes his sweet, torturous time - enjoying in his private viewingcommotion. He makes no 
move to touch me Likewise, the ravenous molds his face is pushing me to run up onto him with wild 
desire, taking his time. I shift response with desolate moments. 

With my body on top of his I stroke my hand over the sprinkling of stubble, on-easily with 
myself with every curve and dip of his face. You are so precious, thankyou fortaking anotherchance on 
me. Laying in his chestwith my head-while he grips my innerthighs, pushingthemapart. Keepstill or I'll 
make you-then he kisses my lips and the other set. I gasp at his challenging threat and on pure instinct 
and raw desire, my hips tilt up by their own accord, crazy in its needforany contact. 



My legs are bent with my knees resting on either side of his head. My bottom sits on his 


chest, taking my weight, which leaves my secret opening utterly gaping and vulnerable, not to mention 
very close to his sinful mouth. I can feel his breath on me, flutteringand making my heart stutter. His 
hands slip around, cupping my backside as he pushes me into him forthe sex thatwas about to be made, 
inhaling deeply like what I feel inside me. Besides what she already had. Did I care yes - Likewise, I want 
to live off in the night and I need a girlfriend too here. 
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The night before the stars- all the girls in their fancy dress all colors and shapes. 'I have to. 

I'm dizzy!' I'm also giggling, which I think I've done maybe neverin my lifetime. 

Likewise, the nerves and the spinning have gotten to me. My boy- wraps a protective arm 
around me. 'Don't worry. I've got you. Can't have you following in your mentor's footsteps.' He is the 
one-that I love here just so you know that-yet I a girl 

I will try anythingonce even girls... I kissed a girl and it was okay... I said to them passingout 
like... for what that all though it's not that bad - mom and dad it what happens with girls this age! They're 
going to get Fucked-that's the times-just ask MTV-the show and the music. 

I find this affiance stop viewing moms and dads, I am sure your kid would say what wrong 
with this? There was not much said-1 am sure I no more than you do at my age in sex- like most girls my 
age! If you do like it go dosomethingelse-yet I assure you-which your kid will not-and say your nuts, 
for not letting them look at me-for there doing just what I am-and as of this year, it's right. 


/N/ 


More chatting with the interviewers-Woot-woot is all I hear as I stand there looking at them 
all! They like me they really like me. I swallow hard. 'She asked me to try really hard to win.' The 
audience is frozen, hanging on my every word. 'And what did you say?' prompts Caesar gently. 
Nevertheless, instead of warmth, I feel an icy rigidity take overmy body. 

'I betyou did,' saysyour lovers a, a squeeze. The buzzergoesoff- saying no. My muscles 
tense as they do before a kill just forshowthat I could- Kill is okay to this world-yet saying- Fuck is not- 
and ripping her heart out is okay too? Yet some light sex is not I asked-they were like shocked by that 
one-something I should not have questioned... why? When I speak, my voice seems to have gone up an 



octave. 'I swore I would do this and not be right.' The all gapped- like I shouldn't have... why? It's notthe 
1900's any more or the 2000s- get what I mean-1 said to them in my mind- they said to drop it. As we 
cut to a break. 

Talk aboutthis perfect love you have with him? His eyes his face, his body... and nothing 
else...don'tsay whatyou really feel I said in my mind? They didn't like that... I was notwhining points 
for saying what I wanted and that was a boy banging me in the night- as a real girl would do. Pissed-1 
shyly get up that what they want a shy girl with a fake small on her face - 'Sorry we're out of time, yet 
that is me- Likewise, come on here... 

What do you want to see? I asked- on brake... 

Death? 

Lust? 

Killing? 

Or me? 

Where are my Life and Love-come in- it's all for you, and I fee I cheated-and then they said 
re member whom you are a nine-year star...Your dead to us either way. 

Theymake me notme... justa program of what they want. 

A heel like an applause continues long afterl'm seated backwith the others. I lookto Sani for 
comfort and she looked at me like what the hell. He gives me a side thumb as I walk to him. Sani is a boy 
that makes sure I don't F- it up. What happens to be sweet? I said I just didn't fee I like it today... Hello -1 
a NINE-YEAR-OLD-girll I feel like cryingl 

Best of luck, Elody Elizabeth Elosteen, the star girl from region 14.' 
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I'm still in a daze... sitting through his interview. He has the audience from the getthey not 
sure about him like-go, though; I can hear them laughing at him for not having just one girl, shouting 
out. He got the same question and went into great detail about how he banged this girl- and that was 



okayfor he is a boy... and boys can have sex with anyone and thata-okay-yeta girl is a slut- if shethinks 
about it. 


No respectforgirls at all in the tournament. Orin our lives as girlsl I knew he had to say this 
yeti was not contented. 

A shake of his head said to me to not-think about it, I was turn off to him, so I would nottalk 
for him... There must be some special girl right what one? Come on, what's her name?'says the man in 
black- Urn- she overthere he points. 

Sounds of understanding from the crowd- 

Why her...? 
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'I know. Likewise, a none of boys like herforwhomsheis,' he says.'So, here's whatyou do. 
You win, you go home. She may not be there or the other way around?'The man said discouragingly. I - 
I- a - don't know... oh my...! 

For a moment, the cameras hold on him down casting on his eyes as what he says sinks in. 
Then I can see my face, mouth half-open in a mixture with surprise and complaint, overblown on every 
screen as I realize, me... He means me... right? I press my lips togetherand stare at the floor, hoping this 
will conceal the emotions starting to boil up inside of me. I neverknewatthat time... the girl that was 
shown and since I would not look up, they never said. That was the punishment-with head in my mind. 
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I take a shower and scrub the gold paint, the makeup, the scent of beauty from my body. All 
that remains of the design team's efforts are the flames on my nails. I strip all that is fake and gay to me 
of my body rapping all the places-that you should not see-yet you do. Brush my teeth- hair-and the 
underwire is put on with PJ's until bedtime... was I slip out... I do some reading-and seethe news that I 
don't want to see about everything and the world all crazy. I seethe hell that we live in and I don't want 
to yet they make me. There is only one hour was there not feeling the inside of me-or hearing my every 
emotion. 



Possibly it will give me something, to hold on to in the days to come. I pull on a thick, fleecy 


nightgown and climb into bed. It takes me about five secondsto realize I'll neverfall asleep. 

-And- 

I needsleep very much, for the reason that in the arena every moment I give in to fatigue will 
be an invitation to death. It's no good. One hour, two, three passes, and my eyelids refuse to get heavy. I 
can't stop trying to imagine exactly whatterrain I'll be thrown into. 

Return...? Marsh...? 

A frigid inhospitable- surroundings...? 

Above all I am hoping for trees, which may afford me some means of concealment and food 
and shelter. Often-there are trees, for the cause that barren landscapes are dull glum yet awe-inspiring- 
and the Tournament resolvestooquickly without them. On the other hand, what will the climate be 
like? 


Questioned-Whattraps have the Tournament makers had burrow to liven up the slower 
moments? As well as then there are my fellow esteems. 

The more anxious I am to find sleep, the more it eludes me. Finally, I am too restlessto even 
stay in bed. I pace the floor, heart beating too fast, breathing hard-yet not holding it in. My room feels 
like a prison cell to me as I said. Worse than what I know she had - yet not at all. It's all in my mind the 
imprisonment. That's spooky! 

The idea of being strong for someone else has neverentered their heads, I find myself in the 
position of having to console them. Since I'm the person going in to be slaughtered, this is somewhat 
annoying. 


I run down the hall saying, I had enough-to the door-to the roof-1 went not allowed- 
Likewise, I am there. It's not only unlocked Likewise, ajarso how is going to stop me -1 see them adding 
traps and thingsoutforus-theywon'tknowl was on me time. Somethingthatthey neverthoughtof is 
how I paled all this on my time to maybe win. 



The plan thatthey cannot get into- for I have it coded something my dad made for us when 


this was added in me- he said they don't need to know all of your life. My dad was somewhat of an 
inventor- also on this site as a hobby. 

Yet there is a lot of chatting here- nothing is far in the tournament-we all play dirty-there 
are really no roles just kill- the one you see and Knock them out I My sisters are the ones that worked for 
this moment not me-so whatwas it I got from herthe day I lefthomethis code of howto do this... just 
by puttingmy forehead to hers and scanning it all in. I want to seethe sky and how the day is going to 
go and so on-the moon with the stars- on the last night that no one will be hunting me-that why I know 
where I am. 

Like a compass, all I have to do is look at the time on my hand to get north now. 

I knew that all I need is a pace of my hair in with a magnetically charged paperclip and I have 
the same thing, something I ripped off one of the desks. Along with othersmall things like a flint rock 
and the back of my knife. Smock you die for them seeing you-yet you can live without it in the bush. The 
first thing you need is water- not killing... I knowthis they don't. Food 

I was good for three weeks... 

I will find whatl can yeti knowthere is not much outthere. You kill thetournamentand 
you're going to be eaten by them at night. Your sent will kill you fast in the bush them hunting you. A 
tree living it's networking forme-yetsome say they thinkthat would work-1 say no-two words- BIG 
CAT'S, we're notat the top of the food chain here- replaying is something I need to know-she did-1 
didn't Likewise, I have it all! Everything I need to know... for that, I will always be edited. And I think- 
some knew this and that's why she is where she is... Likewise, they had to see if I would make it. The 
what if...! 


My thoughts- You know, you could live a thousand lifetimes and not deserve him. My 
nightmaresare usuallyabout losingyou. I'm okay once I realize you're here. I realize only one person 
will be damaged beyond repair if he diesis- me! I'm so sorry,' I whisper. I lean forward and kiss him. I 
turn and put my lips close to him and drop my eyelids in imitation... 'He offered me sugarand wanted 
to know all my secrets,' I say in my best seductive voice. His eyelashes flutter and he look's at me 
through a haze of opiates. 



'Thought you'd be gone by now,' He says. He tilts his forehead down to rest against mine and 
pulls me closer. His skin, his whole being radiates heatfrom beingso nearthefire, and I close my eyes, 
soaking in his warmth. I breathe in the smell of snow dampened leather and smoke and apples, the 
smell of all those wintry days we shared before the Tournament. I don't try to move away. 

Why should I anyway? His voice drops to a whisper. 'I love you.'That's why. 

I look at him and he gives me a sad smile. I hear all of their voices. 'You could do a lot worse.' 
At this moment, it's impossible to imagine how I could do any better. The gift... it is perfect. So, when I 
rise up on my tiptoe to kiss him, it doesn't seem forced at all. 

My choices are simple. I can die like a quarry in the woods or I can die here beside you no or 
then or forever. 'I'm not going anywhere. I'm going to stay right here-even if I not there I am in your 
mind and memoryforever.'Always! 

Always you... 

Stars 
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You-1 would fightfor... he said to me... I wish I could freeze that moment, right here, right 
now, and live in it forever.' 

Because I'm selfish. I'm a coward. I'm the kind of girl who, when she might actually be of use, 
would run to stay alive and leave those who could n't follow to suffer and die. There nothing up her to 
me Likewise, stars and the moon, that's all I need to see and the treetops. I am sure they see me yet I 
am on my time... My feet move soundlessly across. 

'It not always that I can turn my mind off,' I say-when I hearit snap on in my mind and I 
walking back in and her my boy's voice plays softly inside. 'Thinking about your family he said?' he asks. 
Why would you ask me that-1 said frantically question if I said fartoo much in my retrieving? 

'No,' I admit a bit guiltily. 'All I can do is wonderabouttomorrow. Which is pointless, of 
course.' In the light from below, I can see his face now, the awkward way he holds his bandaged hands. 

'I really am sorry about your hands.' 'It really doesn't matter, you were off fora long time it seemed to 



me,' he says. 'I have never-ever been a contender in these stars nevertheless.'Why did you ask me... 
anyways...? 

I wantto die as myself, to not having them plan that too, yeti feelthis is all parts of their 
tournament. 

There were just moments where I thought you were really far out there in your thoughts or 
so they said too. Yet it was like you just blacked out. (That what I wanted them to think, overloading 
everythingthisis in my mind.) My best hope is to not humiliate myself overthis... and. 'He hesitates, all 
the time I fee I that I said too much... like I what thief to something-tacking away from him... and got 
away with it- as I did them I knew I could not say anything to him or they would surely get it... so wrong 
right? 


'And what do you what to know maybe I did blackout?' I say. 'I don't know howto say it 
exactly. How I fee I about all this- my family is grown now-1 no! Only me and you-you have to take this 
place and be there forme-that what I needfromyou. 

Doesthat make any sense to you? I ask... I shake my head, yes and he gets it, all we have at 
this point is each other's as we hug our own body's feel like we are hugging. How could he die like 
anyone Likewise, himself or as me with him- or them? 

'I don't want them to change me... from the inside out. Turn me into some kind of horrid kill, 
which I'm notwantingto be.' 

I bite my lip feeling inferior... like always in my past days of days and times of times. While I 
have been ruminating on the availability of trees, and look for the love to show the way-that has been 
struggling with howto maintain his identity as us. His purity for me is what is driving me to keep going. 

I feelyou! All ofyou now andforeverl He said. 

32 

I locked my blue eyes into his, demandingan answer-doyou love me. 

Yes-truly! He said-1 knew in his thoughtthat was real. 

I smile at him, sad and thrilled. Okay, be my sweetheart and kiss me on the rooftop under the 


stars. And we ran and did justthat not caring what they said. 



I will always-Then I turn and leave the roof. I spend the rest of the night slipping in and out 
of a dozingout, imagining the cutting remarks I will make on him to kill him out of the fact I have too in 
the morning of the nextday. I don't wantto kill this boy... I love him... can't they see that- it's sick to me 
and him? 


There are no rules in the arena, Likewise, anthropophagy doesn't play well with the Capitol 
audience, so they tried to head it off. Just KILLI And see who stands as last-there is no timing- it could 
be one day or one year. It has happened. 
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The ride to me I might as well have been in a coffin, lasts about half an hour before the 
windows blackout, suggestingthat we're nearing the arena. 

The flying ships overhand the lands of Zarnesboro, and I go backto the ranking, only this 
time it leads down into a cylinder subversive, into the catacombs that lie beneath the arena. That is 
where it all opened up to the world, they made for us- it's part of the land yet under them workings... up 
and you're overthe arced fizz of web almost virtual programed control-ness. 

The whole thing is the brand-newto me-all- everything-the land and how it looks the sent 
and the air seeming thinner, a fast train moved over my head, and with clear like tracks under it with 
care postsunder. FansI would saythat wantto seethisall forthestadium. 

The only thing the same are the faces popping up with the look of kill coming at me-there is 
no call out whenthese starsyou pop up and run. 
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I struggle to keep my breakfast down. We're on a flat, open stretch of ground. A plain of 
hard-death that is grouses to look at if you can slow down to see if- it's made to be that way fora tea's- 
lush Pandora is the fifth moon of the gas giant Polyphemus (both are figures in Greek mythology),which 
orbits Alpha Centauri A in the Alpha Centauri star system, the closest star system to our own sun. 
Everythingglassinesatthe light in colors you have neverseen before with youreyes. 



'Why not? You saved me with those bugs. You're smart e nough to still be alive. And I can't 
seem to shake you anyway,' I say. She blinks at me, trying to decide. 'You hungry?' I can see herswallow 
hard, her eye flickering to the meat. 'Come on then. I've had two kills today.' Permitted tentatively steps 
out into the open. 'I can fix your stings.' 'Can you?' I ask. 'How?' She digs in the pack she carries and pulls 
out a handful of leaves. I'm almost certain they're the ones my mother uses. 

'Where'd you find those?' 

'Just around. We all carry them when we work in the orchards. They left a lot of nests there,' 
says Leah. 'There is a lot here, too.' 

'That's right. You're Area Eleven. Cultivation,' I say. 'Orchards, huh? That must be howyou 
can fly around the trees like you've got wings.' Permitted smiles. I've landed on one of the few things 
she'll admit pride in. 'Well, come on, then, fix me up.' 

I plunk down by the fire and roll up my pant leg to reveal the sting on my knee. To my 
surprise, permitted places the handful of leaves into her mouth and begins to chew them. My mother 
would use other methods. Likewise, it's not like we have a lot of options. After a minute or so. Permitted 
presses a gloppy green wad of chewed leaves and spit on my knee. 

'Oh-wa.'The sound comes out of my mouth before I can stop it. It's as if the leaves are 
actually leachingthe pain right out of the sting. 

Permitted gives a giggle. 'Lucky you had the sense to pull the stingers out or you'd be a lot 
worse."Do my neck! Do mycheekl'l almost beg. 

Permitted stuff another handful of leaves in her mouth, and soon I'm laughing, for the reason 
that the relief is so sweet. I notice a long burn on the Permitted forearm. 'I've got something for that.' I 
setaside myweaponsand anoint herarm with the burningmedicine. 

'You have good guarantors,'she says longingly. 'You weren'tjoking, about wanting me foran 
ally?' she asks. 'Have you gotten anything yet?' I asked. She shakes her head - no. 

'You will, though-watch.The closerwegetto the end;themore people will realize how 
ingenious you are.' I turn the meat over. 'No, I meant it,' I say. I can almost hear Sam-groaning as I team 
up with this wispy child. Likewise, I want her. Because she's a survivor, and I trust her, and why not 
admit it? She reminds me of my sister. 



'Okay/ she says, and holds out her hand. We shake. 'It's a deal.' Of course, this kind of deal 
can only be temporary. Likewise, neither of us mentions that. She says sometimes a flock will wander 
into the orchard and they get a decent lunch that day. For a while, all conversation stops as we fill our 
stomachs. The gosling has a delicious meal that's so fatty, the grease drips down yourface when you 
bite into it. permitted is a big handful of some sort of starchy root to the meal. Roasted overthe fire, 
they have the sharp sweet taste of a parsnip. She recognizes the bird, too, some wild thing they call a 
gosling in her district. 

'Oh,' says permitted with a sigh. 'I've never had a whole leg to myself before.' I'll bet she 
hasn't. I'll bet meat hardly evercomes her way. 'Take the other,' I say. 

'Categorically?' 

'Take whateveryou want. Nowthat I've got a bow and arrows, I can get more. Plus, I've got 
snares. I can show you how to setthem,' I say. permitted still looks uncertainly at the leg. 'Oh, take it,' I 
say, putting the drumstick in her hands. 'It will only keep a few days anyway, and we've got the whole 
bird plus the rabbit.' Once she'sgot hold of it, her appetite wins out and she takes a huge mouthful. 

Her eyes widen. 'Oh, no, we're not allowed to eat the crops.' 'I'd have thought, in area 11, 
you'd have a bit more to eat than us. You know, since you grow the food,' I say. 'They arrest you or 
something?' I asked. 

'They whip you and make everyone else watch,'says Leah. 'The mayor's very strict about it.' 

As well, our mayor, Madge's father, doesn't seem to have much taste for such events. Maybe 
beingthe least prestigious, poorest, most laugh at the community in the country has its advantages. 
Such as, being largely ignored by the Capitol as long as we produce our coal quotas. 

I can tell by her expression that it's notthat uncommonan occurrence. A public whipping'sa 
rare thing in quarter 14, although occasionally one occurs. Technically, Permitted and I could be 
whipped on a daily basis forpoaching in the woods-well, technically, we could get a whole lot worse- 
exceptall the officials buy our meat. 

'Do you get all the coal you want?' she asks. 


'No,' I answer. 'Just what we buy and whatever we track in on our boots. 



It is enigmatic, my sisterly and terrifying. Even from orbit, the scope of florae present on the 
surface designates a moon brimming with life. They added more moons just to play with us yet I know 
the Earth one. 

Other than the richness of varying colors, the trees resemble those of Earth. They have the 
familiar trunks, branches, and leaves, though due to the difference in gravity, many of the shapes 
appearstrange to humans and the proportions are greater because of the lowergravity. The trees and 
plant life of Zansboro have formed links to the mental connections between their roots that link to us 
and the troopers and effectively act as neurons, creatinga moon-wide 'brain'that has achieved, bythe 
chip. 


Larger than Earth it feels-this is like a tournament where you are the fighter lost in the world 
that made- it's not really a real place to others-yet we have heard about it- like a stadium-out in this 
world. With whatl would call wraparoundscreenthatnever-wereyoucanseethingstheysayand want 
you to do- was it never- ever seem to end-where you're all lost within-where you feel this is all real- yet 
the bloodshed is foractual. 

You're justone small pixel in a big sea of gaming and entertainment. Looks like a lush 
paradise standard duringthe day. Likewise, at night, virtually all life on the moon exhibits 
bioluminescent qualities in various shades of blue, purple and green, which most likely provides them 
better camouflage at night onZarnsboro. I can see nothing, after running fast and far I run to a steep 
downward slope or even cliff. To my right lies a lake. To my left and back, sparse piney woods. 

Run- run- run... forwhat I thoughtwasforever. 

I hear his instructions in my head. 'Just clear out, put as much distance as you can between 
yourselves and the others, and find a source of water also nowl needto clean it.' 

I heard in my mind Jump-1 am not far from you... so I did into the water I want. Swimming 
over I stopped, and made a fire, I had to with it now night and dropping off down to 32° when just five 
or so minutes ago it was 99° Fahrenheit. I see him running for me-the lip was made-over the high falls- 
where there was a wolf chasing him- that did not make the jump. 
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Zoie- 'I once told you- if one gets out it's a victory' 



Elody- She said that to me also when I said how do I when orgetaway. So-o in other words, 
we all could die, and no one would give a shit. 

Nevertheless, it's tempting, so tempting, when I seethe bounty waiting there before me. 

And I know that if I don't get it, someone else will. That the Career tries Likewise, who survive the 
bloodbath will divide up most of these life-sustaining spoils. Something catches my eye. There, resting 
on a mound of blanket rolls is a silver sheath of arrows and a bow, already strung, just waiting to be 
engaged. That's mine, I think. It's meant for me. 

I'm fast... I can sprint fasterthan any of the girls in our school although a couple can beat me 
in distance races. Likewise, this forty-yard length, this is what I am built for. I know I can get it; I know I 
can reach it first. Likewise, then the question is how quickly can I get out of there? By the time I've 
scrambled up the packs and grabbed the weapons, others will have reached the horn, and one or two I 
might be able to pick off. Likewise, say there's a dozen, atthat close range, they could take me down 
with thespearsand the clubs. Ortheirown powerful fists. 

The hijacking I call it- Before the tournament, some tried to run get a train that was passing 
in the night-others-1 rememberand had playing in my mindthe onethat ran-thattried escapingon the 
rail line. What they did was tunnel their way out- making a hole in the boxcar, and dripping their body 
down on the ties, feet dragging on and the cars would all pass Likewise, the last was they had to roll 
over the tracks in-between the wheels. In the car Jarrah-said let's see that rope-the rope is something 
we all have it's so needed. Even if just one of these bracelets... cute the girls said when she was trying to 
strangle another girl out like she was a guard... on the top of the tram... Do you have a better plane then 
a girl? Yes- let's seethe rope- it when around her neck as he made two notes-there the notes there 
smash the joints in nick- dead in 15 seconds. They did it they killed all the troopers on top of the train- 
and made the drive or the train go an alternative way off to freedom or so they thought. 

Over the tallest viaduct in the world 3,000 feet in the air- they got rid of all the bodies... the 
one boy rolling his eyes not we re there uniform, like the rest of them that could. Planes were flown in to 
bombor gunned down themthe runners as theygo fora small-town call Knox in Italy forfreedom on 
the Kane line bypass. They fired back Likewise; it was 100 them over 3,000 of them. 



Rip out of my thought-Get the weapon he said-that was the next part making it to where 
they have my stuff. And that was 5,280 feet always. From the starting line. Where we all have to meet 
up-yet that the tournament- no we have to get this with them about to kill with bare hands. The very 
weapon that might be my salvation, I have small hands-1 no-yet with her past training in my mind I have 
the power. And with this rope I killed my first eight-year-old girl-that was looking at me for trust-1 lied 
saying I would not do that to her-yet this is a tournament of life or death, not trust- she was going to kill 
me- rememberthat...did I wantto NO-did I have to yes. She was so cute-1 made sure that she 
remembered...givingherthe moment in my mind that played in all the mindsaround in the land that I 
made the kill- a sacrifice of life so we can live. 

(Thank you for your blood-and breath- no it mine to have. Not-forgotten the crowd makes 
their hand moment- like a wave then placing it on their hart and kissing hergoodbye. These are what 
are area dose anyways.) We won't piece here not fighting yet some parts are an uprising, and that 
where you get wiped off the planet. 

And I only see one bow on her, and I get it- yet I can dothat as I make my way to the point, 
of the Permitted first phase-of this long drawn out tournament-1 know the minute must be almost up 
for me to get what I want from her and will have to decide what my strategy will be, right to make-to 
getthere I am off my path now 

I know after fighting this girl off me... running and playing cat and mouse with her... and I find 
myself positioning my feet to run, not away into the stir rounding forests toward the falls, I hope that is 
right to get back to where I started. 

Yet, I know I will run into all of them that may have their shit now-so what do-1 do- run 
without?! also have nowa small thumb handgun, pink witha white grip- somethingl keepfrom her 
forever, I knewif I win that would be somethingl would treasure-1 undressed herseeingwhatl could 
find-it whatyou dowhenyouget a kill- down in herundiesin the front was this gun,deepupin her 
vajayjay the hand was out some point downward, and I tore it outand now have it in my handbag-good 
hiding spot why didn't I think of that? And one round in the gun. I wonder if that is meant for my own 
head. 


Is it a choice no? She did care if it when off inside her why would she? So, you pack things 
where you have the holes... on the thing, girls have overthe boys. Now I need a knife to see what 
shoved up their guts for that end-we- no. I know they have this looked into- yet if you have the money 



you can pack hidden things like that there... I don't have the money. A hidden gun in the puss- puss-they 
all say wow or something like that- they went nuts at how clever that was- the newsman said- not good 
enough if you can't fire it the man said on the screen, or the other girl would have been dead. How that 
girl is living is hard for me to get... to John Sha-Longto Steven Hung-dong. We like that girl didn't we said 
Steven a real cutie- what was her last name Hard-cock? No-Sharcock-yah that it- Yah-haSharcock- she 
was a cute one with drack, yetsome rosy-sh lookto her hair in the sunlight- and green eyes- not blue- 
and so not brown like the others. With a thin look. 

I know I have to kill a week girl to get more that is the next one, I am weak I know it killing 
this younggirl, I neverthought I would be able to do such a thing. 

When suddenly I notice my boy on his way, he's about five-run boys look for what I am, the 
shit we need-to not die-to my right I see one wanting to jump me, and he did - my boy slit his hand off- 
quite a fair distance I see more, still I can tell he's looking at me or my man, and I think he might be 
shaking his head at what my man did for me- after killing the other girl they he may have liked before all 
this took place. 

The one he wanted- if he wins... Likewise, the sun's in my eyes and I see nothing Likewise, - 
my man loving eyes in mine I feel safe if only for that moment and the moment was gone to fast, and 
while I'm perplexing over it the gong rings out. I was no at this point given his ring- something he said I 
need to proveto him, and what I said to him also- and that was killing a girl or boy-to show that would 
neverbetray one-anotherandthe otherway around-we killed each othernow-where have the 
promise- a band to show for it. it mine has to rock hearts in it with our names-and it is gold, he is just a 
gold band with our names. Yong, I went like a woman now-yet I have n't even had my first period, and 
there are making that happen tonight. Like all the othergirls- to be as they call it far- in a tournament 
that not. 


More blood funny no? 
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And I've missed it the roundsto my heartand hand! I've missed it by notmuchl 

For the reason that that extra couple of seconds. I've lost by seeing my dream of living in the 
days to come- by not being ready... for all this... I need to eat... so I grab him and we both shuffle our feet 
fora moment, confused at the direction my brain wants to take... of what's next, and then he swipes me 



off my forward in his arms, tucking the sheet of plastic and a loaf of bread that was tucked in my top I 
eat as he runs in the woods, and I feed him some to bits and pieces. 

The pickings are so small and I'm so angry with my boy fordistracting me that I sprint in 
twentyyardsto retrieve a bright orange backpackthat could hold anything because I can't stand living 
with virtually anything. 

A boy, I think from Area 9, reaches the pack at the same time I do and for a brief time we 
grapple with it and then he coughs, splattering my face with blood. 

I stagger back, repulsed by the warm, sticky spray. Then the boy slips to the ground. That's 
when I see the knife in his back. Already others- Likewise, have reached the Cornucopia and are 
spreading out to attack. 

Yes, the girl from Area 2, ten yards away, running toward me, one hand clutching a half- 
dozen knives. I've seen her 

throw in training. She nevermisses. And I'm her next target. 

I was right they now have more than me... what to do... All the general fear I've been fee ling 
condenses into an immediate fear of this girl, this predator who might kill me in seconds. 

Arena shoots through me and I sling the pack over one shoulderand run full speed for the 
woods. I can hearthe blade whistling toward me and reflexively hike the pack up to protect my head. 

The blade lodges in the pack. Both straps on my shoulders now, I make for the trees. 
Somehow, I knowthe girl will not pursue me. That she'll be drawn back into the Cornucopia before all 
the good stuff is gone. A grin crosses my face. Thanks for the knife, I think. 

At the edge of the woods, I turn for one instant to survey the field. About a dozen or so try 
Likewise, are riding out away at one anotherat the horn. Several lie dead already onthe ground. 

Those who have taken flight are disappearing into the trees or into the void opposite me. I 
continue running until the woods have hidden me from the othertry Likewise, then slow i nto a steady 
jogthat I think I can maintain fora while. Forthe nextfewhours, I alternate between joggingand 
walking, puttingas much distance as I can between myself and my competitors. I lost my bread during 



the struggle with the boy from Community 7 Likewise, managed to stuff my plastic in my sleeve, and so 
as I walk, I fold it effortlessly and tuck it into a pocket. 

I also free the knife- it's a fine one with a long sharp blade, saw-like near the handle, which 
will make it handy forsawing through things- and slide it into my belt. 

I don't dare stop to observe the contents of the pack yet. I just keep moving, pausing only to 
checkfor pursuers. 

I can go for a longtime. I know that from my days in the woods. 

Nevertheless, I will need water. Instruction in my mind given, and since I sort of botched the 
first, I keep a sharp eye out for any sign of it. No luck... I feel I have other than his love. 

The woods begin to evolve, and the pines are intermixed with a diversity of trees, some I 
identified, some completely foreign to me. Atone point, I hear a noise and pull my knife, thinking I may 
have to defend myself. Likewise, I have only startled a rabbit-that I got my using an aero. 

'Good to see you,' I whispered... If the re's one rabbit, there could be hundreds just waiting to 

be snared. 


The ground declines down some as you can see here. I don't particularly like this too much. 
Gorges make me feel trapped as I look up at the viaduct and nowhere, I am now at or so I think. I want 
to be high, like in the hills around Area 14, where I can see my rivals' forthcoming. 

However, I have no choice Likewise, to keep going running like hillbilly-hell. 

Funnythough, I don'tfeeltoo bad. 

The days of guzzling with coffin paid off. I've got staying powereven though I'm short on 
sleep though I feel it. I fee I him going in and out on me too in my mind. Being in the woods is refreshing. 
I'm glad for the loneliness, even though it's a misapprehension, forthe reason that I'm most likely on¬ 
screen right now. 

I feel it not looking cute Likewise, yet sweet to them looking at howto sleep the little one is... 


the joke made abouttucking me and giving me a bedtime story. 



Not unswervingly Likewise, off and on. There are so many decreases to show the first day, 
down to 60- that honorforthe stars still standing- hiking through the woods isn't much to look at in the 
day Likewise, at night it's whoo- wah. 

Even so, they'll show me enough to let individuals know I'm alive, intact and on the travel. 
One of the substantial days of betting is theopeningwhenthe initial wounded come in. Conversely, that 
can't compare to what happens as the field shrinksto a handful of players. 

It's late-nightand theground is a wondroussightwhen I begin to hearthe cannons. Each 
shot represents a dead try Likewise. The fighting must have finally stopped at the Cornucopia. They 
never-everassemble the massacre bodies untilthe killers have isolated. 

On an openingday, theydon'tevenfirethe cannons until the initial fighting'soverforthe 
motive that it's too hard to keep track of the death toll. 

I allow myself to pause, panting, wheezing, and puffing as I count the shots. 

One, two, and three... on and on until they reach eleven. Eleven dead in all 59 stands. All the 
names I could care less about there just kill me... My fingernails scrape at the dried blood the boy from 
Area 5 coughed into my face I got him some on the hand too. He's gone, certainly. I wonderabout him 
and where he is off too, I can hear him yet not see. 

Has he lasted through the day at least I knew that? I well no in a few hours what next- if 
there are any more surprises, they made up fast for us to endure as they did with having wild wolf after 
us... and big cats. I knew I had to find a place to sleepthat would be safe in an open field with a ring a 
fire around me-that would keep everything away no? If I am the one inside feeding the flames -1 knew 
not for long yet I need some shut-eye. Some are in caves-yet I don't want their batshit virus. No 
thanks... When they hologram the dead's images into the sky for the rest of us to see, and on our 
bracelets... 


He had no confidence he could win. 

And I will not end up with the unpleasanttask of killing him. Maybe it's betterif he'sout of 
this for good, I don't know all I know is this is killing me too. 

I got to the point where I go my gear... all the things that we re my dad's or passed in the 


family down for this moment. There were in a lockbox that I had to crack also... j ust part of the 



tournamenttothem, as you have some kid breathingdownyour neck, wantingto kill you-1 was playing 
with the combo. 

One eye onthe lock and one-off toall the othersides, I was frantic... yetthe combo was my 
great granddad's ID number-somethingthat was deep in my mind that I knew I had. I tried all the family 
members, and that one worked, there was on can of dog food too- yet I know I will eat anything... that 
whattheygave me... to live on. Comparable to a mutt...? 

I slump down next to my backpack, dog-tired-with the meet of three of them... 

I will eatanything... I need to go through it anyway before nightfalls. Seewhatl have to work 
with. As I unhook the straps, I can feel it's sturdily made although a rather unfortunate color. This 
orange will practically glow in the dark. I make a mental note to camouflage it first thing tomorrow. 

I flip open the flap. What I want most, right at this moment, is water. A girl that wanted to 
play nice directive to immediately find water was not arbitrary-1 was going to do the same play nice 
until the turn on one another. 

I won't last long without it, and she knowsthe way or so I will trust. It maybe a trap - yet I go 
for it- the thought in my mind said she okay-1 will be there too. 

It's a trap-1 see 10 run up on me and I load the gun- popping them all off in the head, her 
first, stoppingto reload the gun with black powder, the last one I say hereye color she was that close. 
Yet I got them all... the knives, that we re thrown at me not all missing me, the arrows fly past, yet I 
dodgethemas I am behindatree. 

49- I see all of them that have passed by my hands-1 was happy- and rewarded for my 
bravery. They added metal to my uniform sent in by the unmanned drone of a bluebird square under it 
are pin-like thing hanging out of all that I killed off with theircolors. I have 14 deaths now-that I have 
claimed, all the names I don't even know- nor did they know me or do anything to me for them to pass 
on. 


The number went down more-as the update when up down to 20 kids. 15 boys and 5 girls... 
with me included. 


Now the real tournament starts to me-as the blood drips from my teeth I giggled crazily... 
wantingto win this no matterwhat! Ha- ha I can do this-as I rip the raw meet with my k-9-teeththatl 



shared with a fingernail fill, that I found in one of the girl's handbags, I have all these things nowthat I 
wantthe rest, I let behind with their naked bodies-forsomethingtofind and eat. 

I killed boys-l neverthoughtthey all would be so different... and something I would not 
understand. Yet I had to do it! I used them... and I got them to fall for me in every way I could. It's all 
part of the star tournament for a girl! 
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For a few days. I'll be able to function with unpleasantsymptoms of dehydration and the 
runs. Likewise, afterthat I'll deteriorate into helplessness and be dead in a week, tops. I carefully lay out 
the provisionsand flamedwhat I could. I am downto 60 pounds. It'sbeenthree weeks now...mymind 
is spinning with what if. He is a week somewhere... lost he would not say... all I heard was go one and do 
this. 


Nothing to sleep on Likewise, the ground and piled up pin tree limbs. 

The bottle-the water of another girl, that I am not sure about, I added bleach I found of 
anotherdead boy body 16 drops, and I can have it? I was out at this point- run and always moving in the 
night- and the day resting some... if there asleep like the animals that are when I move. And pop them in 
the head will they dream of banging me off. I got one last night that way and it feels so-ooo good I 

I got his tighties underwire and made a white flag out of them hanging nowon a stick, for 
them all to see on the screen of his giving up, that was an easy kill to make... and I wanted to be a dick 
about it... for he did not have much of one. I would no... my boy is the man here! I hope he is all good. 

I developed aware of the dryness in my throat and mouth, the cracks in my lips. I've been 
movingall day long. It's been hotand I've sweata- lot and I knowthatis notgood. Yetthat is not 
stoppingthe boys from making theirway at me... I can fight all of them all- I thought, orcan I? 
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As I refill my pack, I have an awful thought. The lake, I have made it there-over high wood 
rope passageways and train, replyingdown the sides of rock faces, I did it all. The Kamahi Lake is a full 
day's journey from where I sit now, a much harder journey with nothing to drink for you can really drink 
this with all that is in it. And then, even if I reach it, it's sure to be heavily guarded by some of the Career 


stars. 



I'm about to panic when I re member the rabbit I got earlier today. It has to drink, too or I 
have to eat it without-cocking. I just have to find out where- he is... that is all I can think about at this 
point is him. 

4 weeks now- Dusk is closing in and I am ill at ease. The trees are too thin to offer much 
camouflage. The layer of pine needles that muffles my footsteps also makes tracking animals harder 
when I need their trails to find water. And I'm still heading downhill, dee per and deeperinto a valley 
that seems endless, my dress looks like Swiss cheese at this point all dirty and 

such, no underwearatthis point it was used as cordage. Like my shoestrings... 

I'm hungry, too. Likewise, I don'tdare breakinto my precious store of crackers and beefyet. 
Instead, I take my knife and go to work on a pine tree, cutting away the outer bark and scraping off a 
large handful of the softer inner bark. I slowly chew the stuff as I walk along. After a week of the finest 
food in the world, it's a little hard to choke down. Then I've eaten plenty of pine in my life. I'll adjust 
quickly and don'tthinkabout it. 

In another hour, it's clear I've got to find a place to camp yet again. Night creatures are 
coming out and up inside my girlie-ness gross. I can hear the infrequent hoot or howl, my first clue that 
I'll be competingwith natural predatorsfor the rabbits. As to whetherl'll be viewed asa source of food, 
it's too soon to tell. There could be any numberof animals pestering me at this instant. 

Nonetheless, right now, I decided to make my fellow stars a priority. I'm sure many will 
continue huntingthroughthe night. 

Those who fought it out at the lavishness will have food,an abundance ofwaterfrom the 
lake, torches or flashlights, and weaponsthey're itchingto use. I can only hope I've traveled far and fast 
enough to be out of choice. 

Before settling down, I take my wire and settwo twitch-up snares in the brush. I know it's 
risky to be settingtraps. Likewise, food will go so fast out here. And I can't set snares on the run. Still, I 
walk anotherfive minutes before makingcamp. 

I pick my tree carefully, a willow, not terribly tall Likewise, set in a clump of other willows, 
and camouflage in those long, flowing tresses. I hiked up, sticking to the stronger branches close to the 



trunk,and finda sturdy fork for my bed. Ittakessome doing, thenagain, I arrange the sleeping bag in a 
relatively comfortable manner. I found the bag of one of the girls I killed number 2 on my line up. 


I'm small enough to tuck the top of the bag over my head. Likewise, I put on my hood as well. 
As nightfalls, the air is cooling quickly. In the face of the risk I took in gettingthe backpack, I know now 
it was the right choice. It's all about choosing whatdo you pick? What would you do like me? 

I place my backpack in the foot of the bag, then slide in after it. As a precaution, I remove my 
belt, loop it all the way around the division and my sleeping bag, and refasten it at my waist. Now if I roll 
over in my sleep, I won'tgo crashing to the earth. 

Nightfall has just come when I hearthe anthemthat precedesthe death summary. Through 
the branches, I can see the seal of the Capitol, which appears to be floating in the atmosphere. 

I'm really viewing another screen, an enormous one that's transported by of one of their 
disappearing hovercraft. 

This sleeping bag, radiating back and preserving my body heat, will be energetic. 

I'm sure there are several other stars whose major anxiety right now is howto stay warm 
whereas I may essentially be able to get a few hours of sleep. 

If only I wasn't so desire of all that is life. 

The anthem fades out and the sky goes dark fora moment. At home, we would be watching 
full coverage ofeach and every killing. Likewise, that is thoughtto give a one-sided gain to the living 
others. 


Likewise, now instead of scores, they post only community numbers. I take a deep breath as 
the face of the all dead kids begin and tick them off one by one on my fingers. 

For the occasion, if I got my hands on the bow and shot someone, my secret would be 
revealed to all. No, here in the arena, all we see are the same snapshottheyshowed when they 
televised ourtraining scores. Simple headshots. Yetthis time with a star saying they have fallen. 
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The first to see is the girl from Borough 2. That means that the careerstars from 1 and 2 have 
all endured. Noastonishmentthere. Then the boy from 3,1 didn't presume that one, usually all the 
vocations make it through the first day. The boy from Community 3.1 guess the scary-faced girl made it. 
Both try Likewise, between 4and 7. The boy from 8. Both from 10. Yes, there'sthe boy who I foughtfor 
the backpack. I've run through my fingers, only one deadertry Likewise, to go. Is it him? No, there'sthe 
girl from the borough 12. That's it, the Capitol closure is back with a final musical exaggeration. Then 
obscurity and the soundsof the timberland pick up where it left off. 

I'm thankful my man is still flourishingand not dead or messed up in the head. I tell myself 
again that if I get killed, his winning will be a big advantage to his motherthe most, for he is a- lot like 
me. This is what I tell myself to clarify theself-contradictorysentiments, which ascend when Ithinkof 
him all the time. When I not with him I touch myself like I want him to touch me. 

I think of you... 

The gratitude that he gave me an edge by professing his love for me in the interview. The 
dread that we may come face-to-face atany moment in this arena. I know what I may have to do... Yet I 
will not and neverwill him even ifwe hearthemsay someone KILL- KILL- KILL. 

5 not dead. Likewise, none from Area 14. I try to workout who is left. A bonnie boy he made 
it through the first day after all. I can't help feeling glad. That makes ten of us. The other three I'll figure 
out tomorrow. Now when it is dark, and I have traveled far, and I am nestled high in this tree, now I 
musttry and rest I knowthis is good enough for now. 

I haven't really slept in fourdays,and thenthere's beenthe longday's voyage intothe arena. 
Gradually, I allow my muscles to reduce. My eyes close... The last thing I think is it's fortunate I don't 
snore or at least he never said that I did. I was on top of him in the tree, all snuggled. 

Spur-of-the-moment! The sound of a breaking branch wakes me yet not him. I shake him up- 
how long have I been asleep? Fourhours? Five- nine hours-too long? 

Yet we had lots of covers up there 500 feet in the air. 

The tip of my nose is icy cold- yet I kiss him and kip rubs my nose- and the heat of our body is 
keeping the child down. Break! Snap! This is not the sound of a branch under our feet. Likewise, the 
sharp crack of one coming from a tree. Crack! Snap! I judge it to be several hundred yards to my right. 



Leisurely, without a sound, I turn myself in that route. Fora few minutes, there's nothing Likewise, 
darkness and some come to blows. Then I see a flash and a small fire begins to bloom. A pair of hands 
warm overflames. Likewise, I can't make out more than that yet- movingfast like. 

I have to bite my lip not to scream every foul name, and I know at the fire maze. What are 
they thin king he asked me to hold me in his arms as we go off and he leans in for the kiss and I met that 
the rest of the way? 

A fire just at nightfall would have been one thing. Those who battled at the profusion, with 
their superior strength and surplus of supplies, they couldn't possibly have been near enough to spot 
the flames then. Likewise, then now, when they have almost certainly been searching the forests for 
hours looking for wounded or dead-the wounded are left to pass on there no help for the week. You 
might as well be waving a flag and shouting, 'Come and get me!'And here I am a stone's throw from the 
biggest idiot in the Tournament. Strapped in a tree. Not daring to flee since my general location has just 
been broadcast to any killer who cares. I mean, I know it's cold out here and not everybody has a 
sleepingbag. Likewise, then again thenyougrit your teeth and stick it outuntil dawn! 

I lay smoldering in my bag with his naked body on top of mine, I feel his skin so smooth-for 
the next couple of hours really thinking that if I can get off- enough even if death is nearing us both-or 
just one, my nature has been to flee, not fight with him caring me out of harm. A boy that is fighting for 
me is what I have always dreamed about more than marriage even. I have dreamed aboutthat too what 
younggirl has not- it the most important day in a girl's life- no? I could see me with him-at the end of 
this now. 


However, obviously, this person's a hazard. Ill-advised people are dangerous. Then this one 
undoubtedly doesn't have much in the way of guns while I've got this excellent knife. 

The atmosphere is still dim yet sparkly with the stars overhead all twilight. Likewise, I can feel 
the first signs of dawn approaching. I'm an establishmentto think us- meaningthe individual whose 
death I'm nowdevelopingand me-we might really have gone unnoticed.Then I hearit. numerous pairs 
of feet breaking into a run. Thefire startermust have dozed off. They're on herformerlyshe can escape 
from. I know it's a girl now, I can tell by the pleading, the agonized scream that follows. Then there's 
laughterand complimentsfrom several voices. Someone cries out, '13- or 12 down and 11 to go no!' Yet 
they're so far away from us now it may be weeks where it'll we just be, he and I -1 wonder if I will get 
knocked up? 



I might-with all this that we are doing, I know nothing aboutthat yet I sure I could dothat, 
they would still not take me out of the fight and they would still kill him off to... so he has to pull out- 
and have it go on my cheeks. Would you squeeze and suckmy breast right here (she pointed to where 
she wanted him to kiss and draw in with lips.) I asked in a moment of looking up at the skies. 

The sighs- she cried-saying I don't want to ever leave you-wrapped around his was-still 
locked into him- and his love and Mr. Winky-that what I call that thingle. He was kissing my neck-and I 
was him-1 think-1 got a hick-ie somewhere on my collarbone it's black and blue. 

And a chapped hood- from kissing it- It's love- and they're not stopping it- 

NEVER- EVER! The videos we have would kick yourtongue out tongue. And yes- you can see 
me doing that too-hold it outand showingthat before the goop-ie wasgulped hard. 

Afterall the sex-he-a being-the sweet boy-that he is Likewise, a tampon in me. The string 
hanging there he looked at me-saying- if I when this I want you- if you when this would you say the 
same-YES! We cleaned off in the riverin the moonlight-a naked swim-where the eyeswere lookingyou 
didn'tget to us. We run more than the others... about 10 miles. I don'tfeel all the cute looking like I do 
muddy and showing hair everywhere yet- love is love and you just don't care if it is. 
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'Why not...? You saved me with those bugs. 

You're smart enough to still be alive. And I can't seem to shake you anyway,' I say. She blinks 
at me, trying to decide. 'You hungry?' I can see her swallow hard, hereye flickeringto the meat. 'Come 
on then. I've had two kills today.' Permitted tentatively steps out into the open. 'I can fix yourstings.' 
'Can you?' I ask. 'How?' She digs in the pack she carries and pulls out a handfulof leaves. I'm almost 
certain they're the ones my motheruses. 'Where'd you find those?' 

'Just around. We all carry them when we work in the orchards. They left a lot of nests there,' 
says Leah. 'There is a lot here, too.' 

'That's right. Are you part of 11? Cultivation,' I say. 'Orchards, huh? That must be howyou 
can fly around the trees like you've got wings.' Permitted smiles. I've landed on one of the fewthings 
she'll admit pride in. 'Well, come on, then. Fix me up.' 



I notice a long burn on Leah's forearm. 'I'vegot somethingforthat.' I setasidefrom my 
weapons and anoint her arm with the burning medicine; herstuff another handful of leaves in her 
mouth, and soon I'm laughing for the reason that the release is so sweet. 

I plunk down by the fire and roll up my pant leg to reveal the sting on my knee. To my 
surprise, permitted places the handful of leaves into her mouth and begins to chew them. My mother 
would use other methods. 

Likewise, it's not like we have a lot of options. Aftera minute or so. Permitted presses a 
gloppy green wad of chewed leavesandspit on my knee. 

'Oh.' The sound comes out of my mouth before, I can stop it. It's as if the leaves are actually, 
leaching the pain right out of the sting. Permitted gives a giggle. 'Lucky you had the sense to pull the 
stingers out or you'd be a lot worse.' 'Do my neck...! Do my cheek...!' I almost begging... 'You have good 
sponsors,'she says longingly. 'Have you gotten anythingyet?'I ask. She shakes herhead.'You will, 
though. Watch. The closer we get to the end; the more people will realize how clever you are.' I turn the 
meat over. 


'You weren'tjoking, about wanting me foran ally?' she asks.'No, I meant it,' I say. I can 
almost hearSam- groaningas I team up with this wispy child. 

Likewise, I want her. Roasted overthefire, they have the sharp sweettaste of a parsnip. She 
recognizes the bird, too, some wild thing they call a gosling in herdistrict. She says sometimes a flock 
will wander into the orchard and they get a decent lunch that day. Fora while, all conversation stops as 
we fill our stomachs. The gosling has a delicious meal that's so fatty, the grease drips down your face 
when you bite into it. 

For the reason that she's a survivor, and I trust her, and why not admit it? She reminds me of 
my sister. 'Okay,'she says, and holds out her hand. We shake. 'It's a deal.' Of course, this kind of deal 
can only be temporary. Likewise, neitherof usmentionsthat. 

She a big handful of some sort of starchy root to the meal. Yet she so nice to me I just can't -1 
can put a knife in the little sweetheart. 'Oh,'says she sighs heavy. 'I've never had a whole leg to myself 
before.' 


I'll betshe hasn't. I'll bet meat hardly evercomes herway. 'Take the other,' I say. 



'Really?' She asks. 


'Take whateveryou want. Nowthat I've got a bow and arrows, I can get more. Plus, I've got 
snares. I can show you how to set them,' I say. Permitted still looks uncertainly at the leg. 'Oh, take it,' I 
say, putting the drumstick in her hands. 'It will only keep a few days anyway, and we've got the whole 
bird plus the rabbit.' Once she's got hold of it, her appetite wins out and she takes a huge mouthful. 'I'd 
have thought, in Community Eleven, you'd have a bit more to eat than us. 

You know, since you grow the food,' I say. 

Permitted eyes widen big that one thing about her eyes is really big. 'Oh, no, we're not 
allowed to eat the crops.' 

'They arrest you or something?' I ask. 

'They whip you and make everyone else watch-' 

'The mayor's very strict about it.' 

'Don't you have to be in school?' I ask. 

'Not during harvest. Everyone works then,'says she. 

It's interesting, hearing about her life. 

We have so little communication with anyone outside ourdistrict. Infact, I wonderif the 
Tournament makers are blocking out our conversation because even though the information seems 
harmless, they don't want people in different districts to know about one another. The suggestion is 
made by her-cute- but- really, we lay out all our food to plan ahead. She's seen most of mine. Likewise, I 
add the last couple of crackers and beef strips to the pile. She's gathered quite a collection of roots, nuts, 
greens, and even some berries. I tentatively bite into one, and it's as good as our blackberries. Taking 

Permitted on as an ally see ms a better choice all the time. We divide up our food supplies, so 
in case we're separated, we'll both be set fora fewdays. Apartfrom the food, permitted has a small 
waterskin, a homemade slingshot, and an extra pair of socks. She also has a sharp shard of rock she uses 
as a knife. 



I roll an unfamiliar berry in my fingers. 'You sure this is safe?' 'Oh, yes, we have them back 
home. I've beeneatingthemfordays,' she says, poppinga handfulin hermouth. 'I know it's notmuch,' 
she says as if embarrassed,' Likewise, I had to getaway from the Cornucopia fast.' 

'You did just right,' I say. When I spread out my gear, she gasps a little when she sees the 

sunglasses. 


'How did you get those?' She asks. 

'In my pack. They've been useless so far. They don't block the sun and they make it harder to 
see,' I say with a shrug. 

'These aren't for the sun, they're for obscurity,'cries Leah. 'Sometimes, when we harvest 
through the night, they'll pass out a few pairs to those of us highest in the trees. Where the torchlight 
doesn't reach. One time, this boy Martin, he tried to keep his pair. Hid it in his pants. They killed him on 
the spot.' 


'Theykilled a 4 boyfortaking these?'I say. 

'Yes, and everyone knew he was no danger. 

Martin wasn't right in the head. I mean, he still acted like a three-year-old. He just wanted 
the glasses to play with,' she said. 

Hearing this makes me feel like Community 14 is some sort of safe haven. Of course, people 
keel over from starvation all the time. Likewise, I can't imagine the Peacekeepers murdering a simple- 
minded child. There's a little girl, one of the grandkidsof my Grannie, who wanders around the mess- 
hall. She's not quite right. Likewise, she's treated as a sort of pet. People toss her scraps and things. 

So, they're fighting in a pack. I'm not really flabbergasted. Often alliances are formed in the 
early stages of the Playoffs. The strong band together to hunt down the weak then, when the tension 
becomes too great, begin to turn on one another. I don't have to wander too hard who has made this 
alliance. It'll be the remaining 

Careerstars from constituencies 1, 2, and 6. Two boys and three girls. The ones who lunched 


together. 



Fora moment, I hearthem read through the girl forsupplies. I can tell by their comments 
they've found nonentity good. I phenomenon ifthe victim is Permitted Likewise, quickly dismissingthe 
thought. 


She's much too bright to be building a fire like that. 

'Better clear out so they can get the body before it starts stinking.' I'm almost certain that's 
the brutish boy from quarter 2. There are buzzesof assent and then, to my horror, I hear the pack 
headingtoward me. 

They do not know I'm here. How could they? And I'm well concealed in the clump of trees. At 
least while the sun stays down. Then my black sleeping bag will turn from camouflage to trouble. If they 
justkeep moving, they will pass me and be gone in a minute. 

Likewise, the Careers stop in the clearing aboutten yards from my tree. They have penlights, 
torches. I can see an arm here, a boot there, through the breaks in the undergrowth. I turn to stone, not 
even daring to breathe. Have they spotted me? No, not yet. I can tell from their words their minds are 
elsewhere. We even had a moment where we got to slow dance under the stars and the green leaves 
sawing like the wind. 

'Shouldn't we have heard an in my mind by now the callouts- or are we off forsome love'n- 
forthat is what they want to see-young love?' 'I'd say yes... Nothing to prevent them from going in 
immediately-to this- she didn't know-1 want the time.' It did not take much for them to say yes... 

'You can feed yourself. Can they?' I ask. 

'They don't need to. They have all those supplies,' Permitted says. 

'Say they didn't. Say the supplies we re gone. How long would they last?' I say. 'I mean, it's the 

Famine 


The tournament, right?' 

' Likewise, Elody, they're not hungry,' says Leah. 

'No, they're not. That's the problem,' I agree. And forthe first time, I have a plan. A plan that 
isn't motivated by the needforflight and evasion. An offensive plan. 'I think we're goingto have to fix 
that, Leah.' 



Permitted has decided to trust me wholeheartedly. I knowthis because as soon as the 
anthem finishes, she snuggles up against me and falls asleep. Nordo I have any misgivings about her, as 
I take no particular precautions. 

If she'd wanted me dead, all she would have had to do was disappear from that tree without 
pointing out the trackerjackernest. Needling me, at the very back of my mind, is obvious. Both of us 
can't win these tournaments. Likewise, since the odds are still against either of us surviving, I manage to 
ignore the thought. 

Besides, I'm distracted by my latest idea about Careers and their supplies. Somehow 
Permitted and I must find a way to destroy their food. I'm pretty sure feeding themselves will be a 
tremendous struggle. Traditionally, the Career's strategy is to get hold ofall the food early on and work 
fromthere.Theyears when they have not protected it well- oneyeara pack of hideous reptiles 
destroyed it, another a Tournament makers'flood washed it away-those are usually the years that from 
otherdistricts have won. 

That the Careers have been better red growing up is actually to their disadvantage, because 
they don't know howto be hungry. 

Notthe way Permitted and I do. 

Likewise, I'm too exhausted to begin any detailed plan tonight. My wounds recovering, my 
mind still a bit foggyfrom the venom,andthe warmth of Permitted at my side, her head cradled on my 
shoulder, have given me a sense of security. I realize, for the first time, how very lonely I've been in the 
arena. How comfortingthe presence of anotherhuman beingcan be. I give in to my drowsiness, 
resolving that tomorrow the tables will turn. Tomorrow, it's the Careers who will have to watch their 
backs. 


The boom of the cannon jolts me awake. The sky's streaked with light, the birds already 
chattering. Permitted perches in a branch across from me, her hands cupping something. We wait, 
listening for more shots. Likewise, there aren't any. 

'Who do you think that was?' I can't help thinking of my boy. 'I don't know."It could have 
been any of the others,'says Leah. 'I guess we'll know tonight.' 


'Who's left again?' I ask. 



'The boy from Community One. Both from Two. The boy from Three. Thresh and me. And 
you and My boy/says Leah. 'That's right. Wait, and the boy from Ten, the one with the bad leg. He 


makes nine.' 

There'ssomeone else. Likewise, neitherof uscan rememberwhoitis. 

'I wonderhowthat last one died,' says Leah. 

'No telling. Likewise, it's good for us. Death should hold the crowd for a bit. Maybe we'll have 
time to do something before the Tournament makers decide things have been moving too slowly,' I say. 
'What's in yourhands?' 

'What kind are those?' I ask. 

'Not sure. There's a marshy area overthat way. Some kind of waterbird,'she says. 

It'd be nice to cook them. Likewise, neitherof us wants to risk a fire. My guess is the one who 
died today was a victim of the Careers, which means they've recovered enough to be back in the 
Tournament. We each suck out the insides of an egg, eat a rabbit leg and some berries. It's a good 
breakfast anywhere. 

'Ready to do it?' I say, pulling on my pack. 

'Do what?' Says Leah, Likewise, by the way, she bounces up, and you can tell she's upfor 
whatever I propose. 

'Today we take out the Careers'food,' I say. 

'Really? How?' You can see the glint of excitement in her eyes. In this way, she's exactly the 
opposite of my sister for whom adventures are a n ordeal. 

'No idea. Come on, we'll figure outa plan while we hunt,' I say. 

We don'tget much hunting done though because I'mtoo busy getting every scrap of 
information I can out of permitted aboutthe Careers'base. She's only been in to spy on them briefly. 
Likewise, she's observant. 

They have setup their camp beside the lake. Their supply stash is aboutthirty yards away. 
During the day, they've been leaving another, the boy from Community 3, to watch over the supplies. 



'The boyfrom Community Three?'I ask. 'He's working with them?' 

'What weaponsdoes he have?' I ask. 

'Not much that I could see. A spear. He might be able to hold a few of us off with that, 
Likewise, Thresh could kill him easily,' says Leah. 

'And the food's just out in the open?' I say. She nods. 'Something's not quite right about that 
whole setup.' 

'I know. Likewise, I couldn't tell what exactly,'says Leah. 'Elody, even if you could get to the 
food, how would you get rid of it?' 

'Burn it. Dump it in the lake. Soak it in fuel.' I poke Permitted in the belly, just like I would my 

sister. 

'Eat it!' She giggles. 

'Don't worry. I'll think of something. Destroyingthings is much easierthan making them.' 

For a while, we dig roots, we gather berries and greens, we devise a strategy in hushed 
voices. And I come to know Leah, the oldest of six kids, fiercely protective of hersiblings, whogives her 
rations to theyoungerones, whoforage in the meadows in a community where the Peacekeepers are 
far less obliging than ours. Leah, who when you ask her what she loves most in the world, replies, of all 
things. 


'Music.' This all I have... 

'Music?' I say. Inourworld, I rankmusic somewhere between hair ribbons and rainbows in 
terms of usefulness. At least a rainbow gives you a tip about the weather. 'You have a lot of time for 
that?' 


'We sing at home. At work, too. That's why I love your pin,' she says, pointing to the blue jay 
that I've again forgotten about. 

'You have a blue jay?' I ask. 

'Oh, yes. I have a few that are my special friends. We can sing back and forth for hours. They 


carry messages for me,' she says. 



'What do you mean?' I say. 


'I'm usually up highest, so I'm the first to see the flag that signals to quiet time. 

There's a special little song I do,' says Leah. She opens her mouth and sings a little four-note 
run in a sweet, clear voice. 'And the blue jays spread it around the orchard. That's how everyone knows 
to knockoff,'she continues. 'They can be dangerous though if you get too near their nests. Likewise, you 
can't blame themforthat.' 

I unclasp the pin and hold it out to her. 'Here, you take it. It has more meaningfor you than 

me.' 


'Oh, no,'says Leah, closing my fingers back overthe pin. 'I like to see it on you. That's how I 
decided I could trustyou. Besides, I have this.' She pulls a necklace woven out of some kind of grass 
from her shirt. 

On it, hangs a roughly carved wooden star. Or maybe it's a flower. 'It's a good luck charm.' 

'Well, it's worked so far,' I say, pinning the blue jay back on my shirt. 'Maybe you should just 
stick with that.' 

By lunch, we have a plan. By early afternoon, we are poised to carry it out. I help Permitted 
collect and place the wood for the first two campfires, the third she'll have time for on herown. We 
decide to meet afterward atthe site where we ate our first meal together. The stream should help guide 
me back to it. Before I leave, I make sure Leah's well stocked with food and matches. I even insist she 
takes my sleeping bag, in case it's not possible to rendezvous by nightfall. 

'What about you? Won't you be cold?' she asks. 'Not if I pick up another bag down by the 
lake,' I say. 'You know, stealing isn't illegal here,' I say with a grin. 

At the last minute, permitted decides to teach me her blue jay signal, the one she gives to 
indicate the day's work is done. 'It might not work. Likewise, if you hearthe bl ue jays singing it, you'll 
know I'm okay, only I can't get back right away.' 

'Are there many blue jays here?' I ask. 

'Haven't you have seen them? They've got nests everywhere,'she says. I have to admit I 


haven't noticed. 'Okay, then. If all goes according to plan. I'll see you for dinner,' I say. 



Surprisingly, permitted throws herarms around me. 


I only hesitate a moment before I hug herback. 'You, too,' I say. I turn and head back to the 
stream, feelingsomehow worried. About Permitted being killed, about Permitted not being killed and 
the two of us being left for last, about leaving Permitted alone, about leaving my sister alone back home. 
No, my sisterhas my motherand Permitted and a bakerwho has promised she won't go hungry. 
Permitted has only me. 

Once I reach the stream, I have only to follow it effortlessly to the place I initially picked it up 
afterthe bug attack. I have to be cautious as I move along the waterthough because I find my thoughts 
preoccupied with unanswered questions, most of which concern my boy. The cannon that fired early 
this morning, did that signify his death? If so, how did he die? At the hand of a Career? And was that in 
revenge for letting me live? 

More likely it'd just burn itself out and then what? I'd have achieved nothing and given them 
far too much information about myself. 

That I was here, that I have an accomplice, that I can use the bow and arrow with correctness. 

I struggle again to remember that moment over Glimmer's body when he burst through the 
trees. Likewise, just the fact that he was sparkling leads me to doubt everythingthathappened. 
Somehow, I don't think he's talking about Leah. She didn't drop a nest of bug on him. 

I stay put for half an hour or so, trying to figure out what to do about the supplies. The one 
advantage I have with the bow and arrow is distance. I could send a flaming arrow into the pyramid 
easily enough. I'm a good enough shottoget it 

through those openings in the net Likewise, there's no guarantee it would catch. 

There's no alternative. I'm going to have to get in close and see if I can't discoverwhat 
exactly protects the supplies. In fact. I'm just about to reveal myself when a movement catches my eye. 
Several hundred yards to my right, I see someone emerge from the woods. For a second, I think it's Leah, 
Likewise, then I recognize- she's the one we couldn't remember this morning creeping out onto the plain. 

When she decides it's safe, she runs forthe pyramid, with quick, small steps. Just before she 
reachesthe circle of suppliesthat have been littered around the pyramid, she stops, searchesthe 
ground, and carefully places herfeeton a spot. 



Then she beginsto approach the pyramid with strange little hops, sometimes landing on one 
foot, teetering slightly, sometimes risking a few steps. Atone point, she launches up in the air, over a 
small barreland lands poised on hertiptoes. Likewise, she overshotslightly, and her momentumthrows 
her forward. I hear her give a sharp squeal as her hands hit the ground. Likewise, nothing happens. In a 
moment, she's regained her feet and continues until she has reached the bulk of the supplies. 

So, I'm right aboutthe booby trap. Likewise, it's clearly more complex than I had imagined. I 
was right aboutthe girl, too. How wily is she to have discovered this path into the food and to be able to 
replicate it so neatly? She fills her pack, taking a few items from a variety of containers, crackers from a 
crate, a handfulof apples from a burlap sack that hangs suspended from a rope off the side of a bin. 

Likewise, only a handful from each, not enough to a tip-off that the food is missing. Not 
enough to cause suspicion. And then she's doing her odd little dance back out of the circle and 
scampering into the woods again, safe and sound. 

I must have been movingvery slowly yesterday because I reach the shallow stretch where I 
took my bath in just a few hours. I stop to replenish my water and add a layer of mud to my backpack. It 
seems benton revertingto orange no matter how many times I coverit. 

My proximity to the Careers'camp sharpens my senses, and the closer I get to them, the 
more guarded I am, pausingfrequently to listen for unnatural sounds, an arrow already fitted into the 
string of my bow. I don't see any others. Likewise, I do notice some of the things Permitted has 
mentioned. Patches of the sweet berries. A bush with the leaves that healed my stings. Clusters of bugs 
nests in the vicinity of the tree I was trapped in. And here and there, the black-and-white flash of a blue 
jay wing in the branches high overmy head. 

I get a firmer grasp on my bow and goon. I make it to the copse Permitted has told me about 
and again have to admire hercleverness. It's right at the edge of the wood. Likewise, the bushy foliage is 
so thick down low I can easily observe the Careercamp without being spotted. Between us lies the flat 
expanse where the Tournament began. 

When I reach the tree with the abandoned nest at the foot, I pause a moment, to gather my 
courage. Permitted has given specific instructions on how to reach the best spying place near the lake 
from this point. Remember, I tell myself. You're the hunter now, not them. 



The boy from Community 1 , Permitted and the girl from Community 2, and a scrawny, ashen¬ 
skinned boy who must be from Community 3. He made almost no impression on me at all during our 
time in the Capitol. I can rememberalmostnothingabouthim, nothis costume, nothis training score, 
not his interview. Even now, as he sits there fiddling with some kind of plastic box, he's easily ignored in 
the presence of his large and domineering companions. Likewise, he must be of some value or they 
wouldn't have bothered to let him live. Still, seeing him only adds to my sense of unease over why the 
Careers would possibly leave him as a guard, why they have allowed him to live at all. 

Evenfrom here, I can seethe large swollen lumps on their bodies. They must not have had 
the sense to remove the stingers, or if they did, not known about the leaves that healed them. 
Apparently, whatevermedicinestheyfound in the Cornucopia have been ineffective. 

The whole setup is completely perplexing. The distance, the netting, and the presence of the 
boy from Community 3. One thing's for sure, destroying those supplies is not going to be as simple as it 
looks. Some otherfactor is at play here, and I'd betterstay put until I figure out what it is. My guess is 
the pyramid is booby-trapped in some manner. I think of concealed pits, descending nets, a thread that 
when broken sends a poisonous dart into your heart. 

Really, the possibilities are endless. 

While I am mulling over my options, I hear Permitted shout out. He's pointing up to the 
woods, far beyond me, and without turning I know that Permitted must have set the first campfire. 

We'd made sure to gather enough green wood to make the smoke noticeable. The Careers begin to arm 
themselvesatonce. 

An argument breaks out. It's loud enoughforme to hearthat it concerns whetherornotthe 
boyfrom Community 3 should stay or accompany them. 

'He's coming. We need him in the woods, and his job's done here anyway. No one can touch 
those supplies,' says Leah. 

'What about Lover Boy?' says the boy from Community 1. 

'I keep telling you, forget about him. I know where I cut him. It's a miracle he hasn't bled to 
death yet. At any rate, he's in no shape to raid us,' says Leah. 



So, my boy is out there in the woods, wounded badly. Likewise, I am still in the dark about 
what motivated him to betray the Careers. 

'Come on,' says Leah. He thrusts a spear into the hands of the boy from Community 3, and 
they head off in the direction of the fire. The last thing I hear as they ente rthe woods is Permitted 
saying, 'When we find her, I kill her in my own way, and no one interferes.' 

I realize I'm grinding my teeth in frustration. She has confirmed what I'd already guessed. 
Likewise, what sort of trap have they laid that requires such dexterity? Has so many trigger points? Why 
did shesquealso as her hands made contact with the earth? You'd have thought. And slowly it beginsto 
dawn on me. You'd have thought the very ground was going to explode. 

'It's mined,' I whisper. That explains everything. The Careers'willingness to leave their 
supplies, her reaction, the involvement of the boy from Community 3, where they have the factories, 
wherethey make televisions and automobiles and explosives. Likewise, where did he get them? In the 
supplies? That's not the sort of weapon the Tournament makers usually provide, given that they like to 
seethe drawn blood personally. I slip out of the bushes and cross to one of the round metal plates that 
lifted them into the arena. The ground around it has been dug up and patted back down. The landmines 
were disabled afterthe sixty seconds we stood on the plates. Likewise, the boyfrom Community 4 must 
have managed to reactivate them. I've never seen anyone in the Tournament do that. I bet it came as a 
shock even to the Tournament Makers. 

Well, hurray forthe boyfrom Community 3 forputting one overon them. Likewise, whatam 
I supposed to do now? Obviously, I can't go strolling into that mess without blowing myself sky-high. As 
for sending in a burning arrow, that's more laughable than ever. The mines are set off by pressure. It 
doesn'thaveto bea lot, either. One year, a girl dropped hertoken, asmall wooden ball, while she was 
at her plate, and they literally had to scrape bits of her off the ground. 

My arm's prettygood, I might be able to chucksome rocks in there and setoff what? Maybe 
one mine?That could start a chain reaction. Or could it? Would the boy from Community 3 have placed 
the mines in such a way that a single mine would not disturb the others?Thereby protectingthe 
supplies Likewise, ensuringthe death of the invader. Even if I only blew up one mine. I'd draw the 
Careers back down on me for sure. And anyway, whatam I thin king? There's that net, clearly strung to 
deflect any such attack. Besides, what I'd really need is to throw about thirty rocks in there at once, 
settingoff a big chain reaction, demolishingthe whole lot. 



I glance back up at the woods. The smoke from Leah's second fire is wafting toward the sky. 


By now, the Careers have probably begun to suspect some sort of trick. 

Time is running out. 

There is a solution to this, I knowthere is if I can only focus hard enough. I stare at the 
pyramid, the bins, the crates, too heavy to topple over with an arrow. Maybe one contains cooking oil, 
and the burning arrow idea is reviving when I realize I could end up losing all twelve of my arrows and 
not get a direct hit on an oil bin since I'd just be guessing. I'm genuinely thin king of trying to re-create 
Fox-face'strip up to the pyramid in hopes of finding a new meansof destruction when my eyes light on 
the burlap bag of apples. I could severthe rope in one shot, didn't I do as much in the Training Center? 
It's a big bag. Likewise, it still might only be good forone explosion. If only I could free the apples 
themselves. 

I know what to do. I move into range and give myself three arrows to get the job done. I 
place my feet carefully, block out the rest of the world as I take meticulous aim, the first arrow tears 
through the side ofthe bag nearthetop, leavinga split in the burlap.The second widens it to a gaping 
hole. I can seethe first apple teeteringwhen I letthe third arrowgo, catchingthe torn flap of burlap and 
ripping it from the bag. 

For a moment, everything see ms frozen in time. Then the apples spill to the ground and I'm 
blown backward into the air. 

The impact ofthe hard-packed earth ofthe plain knocks the wind out of me. 

My backpack does little to soften the blow. 

Fortunately, my quiver has caught in the crook of my elbow, sparing both itself and my 
shoulder, and my bow is locked in my grasp. The ground still shakes with explosions. I can't hear them. I 
can't hear anything at the moment. Likewise, the apples must have setoff enough mines, causing debris 
to activate the others. I manage to shield my face with my arms as shattered bits of matte r, some of it 
burning, rain down on me. An acrid smoke fills the air, which is not the best remedy forsomeone trying 
to regain the ability to breathe. 



Afterabouta minute, the ground stops vibrating. I roll on my side and allow myself a 
momentof satisfaction the sight ofthe smolderingwreckagethat was recentlythe pyramid. The Careers 
aren't likely to salvage anything out of that. 

I'd bettergetout of here, I think. 

They'll be making a beeline for the place. Likewise, once I'm on my feet, I realize escape may 
not be so simple. I'm dizzy. Not the slightly wobbly kind. Likewise,the kindthatsendsthe trees 
swoopingaroundyou and causesthe earth to move in waves underyourfeet. 

I take a few steps and somehow wind upon my hands and knees. I wait a few minutes to let 
it pass. Likewise, it doesn't. 

Panic begins to set in. I can't stay here.Theflight is essential. Likewise, I can neitherwalk nor 
hear. I place a hand to my left ear, the one that was turned toward the blast, and it comes away bloody. 
Have I gone deaf from the explosion? The idea frightens me. I rely as much on my ears as my eyes as a 
hunter, maybe more at times. 

Likewise, I can't let my fear show. Absolutely, positively, I am live on every screen in Pane. 

So-o individuals really do tear out their hair and beat the ground with their fists- if I didn't 
knowthat it was aimed at me, at what I have done to him. Add to that my nearness, my inability to run 
or defend myself, and in fact, the whole thing has me terrified. I'm glad my hiding place makes it 
impossible for the cameras to get a close shot of me because I'm biting my nails like there's no 
tomorrow. Gnawing off the last bits of nail polish, trying to keep my teeth from chattering. 

No blood trails, I tell myself, and manage to pull my hood up over my head, tie the cord 
undermy chin with uncooperative fingers. That should helpsoakup the blood. I can't walk. Likewise, 
can I crawl? I move forward tentatively. Yes, if I go very slowly, I can crawl. Most ofthe woods will offer 
insufficient cover. My only hope is to make it back to Leah's corpse and conceal myself in greenery. I 
can't get caught out here on my hands and knees in the open. Not only will I face death, but it's also sure 
to be a long and painful one at Leah's hand. The thought of my sister had to watch that keeps me 
doggedly inching my way toward the hideout. 



Another blast knocks me flat on myface. A stray mine set off by some collapsing crate. This 
happens twice more. I'm reminded of those last few kernels that burst when My sister and I popcorn 
overthefire at home. 

To say I make it in the nick of time is an understatement. I have literally just dragged myself 
into the tangle of hushes at the base of the trees when there's Leah, barreling onto the plain, soon 
followed by his companions. His rage is so extreme it might be comical. 

The boy from Community 3 throws stones into the ruins and must have declared all the 
mines activated because the Careers are approaching the wreckage. 

Permitted has finished the first phase of his tantrum and takes out his anger on the smoking 
remains by kicking open various containers. The otheris poking around in the mess, lookingfor anything 
to salvage. Likewise, there's nothing. The boy from Community 3 has done his job too well. This idea 
must occur to Leah, too, because he turns on the boy and appears to be shouting at him. The boy from 
Community 3 only has time to turn and run before Permitted catches him in a headlock from behind. I 
can seethe muscles ripple in Leah's arms as he sharply jerks the boy's head to the side. 

It's that quick. The death ofthe boyfrom Community 3. 

The other two Careers seem to be trying to calm Permitted down. I can tell he wants to 
return to the woods. Likewise, they keep pointing at the sky, which puzzles me until I realized. Of course. 
Theythink whoeversetoff the explosions isdead. 

They don't know about the arrows and the apples.They assume the booby trap was faulty. 
Likewise, thatthe who blew up the supplies were killed doing it. Iftherewasa cannon shot, it could 
have been easily lost in the subsequent explosions. The shattered remainsof the thief removed by 
hovercraft. They retire to the far side of the lake to allow the Tournament makers to retrieve the body 
ofthe boyfrom Community 6. Andthey delay. 

I suppose a cannon goes off. A hovercraft appears and takes the dead boy. The sun dips 
belowthe horizon. Night falls. Up in the sky, I seethe seal and knowthe anthem must have begun. A 
momentof darkness. They show the boyfrom Community 3. They show the boyfrom Community 10, 
who must have died this morning. Then the seal reappears. So, now they know. The bomber survived. In 
the seal's light, I can see Permitted and the girl from Community 2 put on their night-vision glasses. The 



boy from Community 1 ignites a tree branch for a torch, illuminating the grim determination on all their 
faces. The Careers stride back into the woodstohunt. 


The dizziness has subsided and while my left ear is still deafened, I can heara ringing in my 
right, which seemsagood sign.There's no point in leaving my hiding place, though. I'm about as safe as I 
can be, here at the crime scene.They probably think the bomber has a two-orthree-hourlead on them. 
Still, it's a long time before I risk moving. 

The first thing I do is dig out my own glasses and put them on, which relaxes me a little, to 
have at least one of my hunter's senses working. I drink some water and wash the blood from my ear. 
Fearing the smell of meat will draw unwanted predators-fresh blood is bad enough-1 make a good meal 
out of the greensand roots and berries Permitted and I gathered today. 

Where is my little ally? Did she make it back to the rendezvous point? Is she worried about 
me? At least, the sky has shown we're both alive. 

I run through the surviving on my fingers. The boy from 1, both from 2, both from 11 and 12. 
Just eight of us. The betting must be getting really hot in the Capitol. They'll be doing special features on 
each of us now. Probably interviewing our friends and families. It's been a long time since Community 14 
made it into the top eight. And now the re are two of us. Although from what Permitted said, my boy is 
on his way out. 

Notthat Permitted is the final word on anything. Didn't he just lose his entire stash of 

supplies? 


Let the Seventy-fourth Famine Tournament begin, Leah, I think. Let them begin for real. 

A cold breeze has sprung up. I reach for my sleeping bag before I remember I left it with Leah. 
I was supposed to pick up another one. Likewise, what with the mines and all, I forgot. I begin to shiver. 
Since roosting overnight in a tree isn't sensible anyway, I scoop out a hollow underthe bushes and cover 
myself with leaves and pine needles. I'm still freezing. I lay my sheet of plastic over my upper body and 
position my backpack to block the wind. It's a little better. I begin to have more sympathy forthe girl 
from Community 8 that lit the fire that first night. Likewise, nowit's me who needs to grit my teeth and 
tough it out until morning. More leaves, more pine needles. I pull my arms inside my jacketand tuck my 
knees upto my chest. 



Somehow, I drift off to sleep. 


When I open my eyes, the world looks slightly fractured, and it takes a minute to realize that 
the sun must be well up and the glassesfragmenting my vision. As I sit up and remove them, I hear a 
laugh somewhere near the lake and freeze. The laugh's distorted. Likewise, the fact that it registered at 
all means I must be regaining my hearing. Yes, my right ear can hear again, although it's still ringing. As 
for my left ear, well, at least the bleeding has stopped. 

I peerthrough the bushes, afraid the Careers have returned, trapping me hereforan 
indefinite time. 

No, it' she, standing in the rubble of the pyramid and laughing. 

She's smarterthan the Careers, actually finding a few useful items in the ashes. A metal pot. 
A knife blades. I'm perplexed byheramusementuntill realize that with theCareers'storeseliminated, 
she might actually stand a chance. Just like the rest of us. It crosses my mind to reveal myself and enlist 
heras a second ally against that pack. 

Likewise, I rule it out. 

There's something about that sly grin that makes me sure that befriending she would 
ultimately get me a knife in the back. With that in mind, this might be an excellenttime to shoot her. 
Likewise, she's heard something, not me, because her head turns away, toward the drop-off, and she 
sprints forthe woods. I wait. No one, nothing shows up. Still, if she thought it was dangerous, maybe it's 
time forme to get out of here, too. Besides, I'm eager to tell Permitted about the pyramid. 

Since I've no idea where the Careers are, the route back to the stream seems as good as any. 
I hurry, loaded bow in one hand, a hunkof cold gosling in the other, because I'mfamished now, and not 
just for leaves and berries Likewise, forthe fat and protein in the meat. The trip to the stream is 
uneventful. Once there, I refill mywater and wash, taking particular care with my injured ear. 
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Then I travel uphill using the stream as a guide. At one point, I find boot prints in the mud 
along the bank. The Careers have been here. Likewise, notfora while. The prints are deep because they 
were made in soft mud. Likewise, nowthey're nearly dry in the hot sun. I haven't been careful enough 



about my own tracks, counting on a light tread and the pine needlesto conceal my prints. Now I strip off 
my boots and socks and go barefoot up the bed of the stream. 

The cool water has an invigorating effect on my body, my spirits. I shoottwofish, easy 
pickings in this slow-moving stream, and go ahead and eat one raw even though I've just had the gosling. 
The second I'll save for Leah. 

Gradually, subtly, the ringing in my right ear diminishes until it's gone entirely. I find myself 
pawing at my left ear periodically, tryingto clean away whateverdeadens its ability to collect sounds. If 
there's an improvement, it's undetectable. I can't adjust to deafness in the ear. It makes me feel off- 
balance and defense less to my left. Blind even. My head keeps turning to the injured side, as my right 
ear tries to compensate for the wall of nothingness where yesterday there was a constant flow of 
information. The more time that passes, the less hopeful I am that this is an injury that will heal. 

When I reach the site of our first meeting, I feel certain it's been undisturbed. There's no sign 
of Leah, noton the ground or in the trees. This is odd. 

By now she should have returned, as it's midday. Undoubtedly, she spent the night in a tree 
somewhere. 

What else could she do with no light and the Careers with theirnight-vision glassestramping 
aroundthe woods? Andthe third fire she was supposed to set-although I forgotto checkforit- last 
night-was the farthest from our site of all. She's probablyjust beingcautious about making herway 
back. I wish she'd hurry because I don't wantto hang around here too long. I want to spend the 
afternoon travelingto higherground, hunting as we go. Likewise, there's nothing really forme to do 
Likewise, wait. 

I wash the blood out of my jacket and hair and clean my ever-growing list of wounds. The 
burnsare much better Likewise, I use a bit of medicine on them anyway.The main thing to worry about 
now is keepingout infection. I go ahead and eat the second fish. It isn't going to last long in this hot sun. 
Likewise, it should be easy enough to spear a few more for Leah. If she would just show up. 

Feelingtoo vulnerable on the ground with my lopsided hearing, I scale a tree to wait. If the 
Careers show up, this will be a fine place to shoot them from. The sun moves slowly. I do things to pass 
the time. Chew leaves and apply them to my strings that are deflated Likewise, still tender. 



Comb through my damp hair with my fingers and braid it. Lace my boots back up. Check over 


my bow and the remaining nine arrows. Test my left ear repeatedly for signs of life by rustling a leaf 
nearit. Likewise, without good results. 

Despite the gosling and the fish, my stomach's growling, and I know I'm goingto have what 
we call a hollow day back in Community 12. That's a day where no matter whatyou put in your belly, it's 
never enough. Having nothing to do Likewise, sit in a tree makes it worse, so I decided to give into it. 
Afterall, I've lost a lot of weight in- the arena, I need some extra calories. And having the bow and 
arrows makes me far more confidentabout my future prospects. 

I slowly peel and eat a handful of nuts. My last cracker. The gosling necks. That's good 
because it takestime to pick clean. Finally, a gosling wing and the bird is history. Likewise, it's a hollow 
day, and even with all that, I start daydreaming aboutfood. Particularly the decadent dishes served in 
the Capitol. The chicken in creamy orange sauce. The cakes and pudding. Noodles in green sauce. The 
lamb and dried plum stew. I suck on a few mint leaves and tell myself to get over it. Mint is good 
because we drink mint tea aftersupperoften, so it tricks my stomach into thinking eating time is over. 
Sort of. 


Dangling up in the tree, with the sun warming me,a mouthfulof mint, my bow,and arrows 
at hand, this is the most relaxed I've been since I've entered the arena. If only Permitted would show up, 
and we could clear out. As the shadows grow, so does my restlessness. By late afternoon. I've resolved 
to go looking for her. I can at least visit the spot where she setthe third fire and see if there are any 
clues to herwhereabouts. 

Before I go, I scatter a few mint leaves around our old campfire. Since we gathered these 
some distance away, permitted will understand I've been here, while they'll mean nothingto the 
Careers. 


In less than an hour, I'm at the place where we agreed to have the third fire and I know 
something has gone amiss. The wood has been neatly arranged, expertly interspersed with tinder. 
Likewise, it has never been lit. Permitted set up the fire Likewise, never made it back here. Somewhere 
between the second column of smoke, I spied before I blew up the supplies and this point, she ran into 
trouble. 



I have to remind myself she's still alive. Or is she? Could the cannon shot announce her death 


have come in the wee hours of the morning when even my good ear was too broke n to pick it up? Will 
she appear in the sky tonight? No, I refuse to believe it. There could be a hundred other explanations. 
She could have lost her way. Run into a pack of predators or another, like Thresh, and had to hide. 
Whatever happened. I'm almost certain she's stuck out there, somewhere between the second fire and 
the unlit one at my feet. Something is keeping her up a tree. 

I think I'll go huntit down. 

It's a relief to be doing something after sitting around all afternoon. I creep silently through 
the shadows, lettingthem conceal me. Likewise, nothingseemssuspicious.There's nosign ofany kind of 
struggle, no disruption of the needles on the ground. I've stopped for just a moment when I hear it. I 
have to click my head around to the side to be sure. Likewise, there it is again. Leah's four-note tune 
coming out of a blue jay's mouth. 

The one that meansshe'sall right. 

I grin and move in the direction of the bird. Anotherjusta short distance ahead picks upon 
the handful of notes. Permitted has been singing to them, and recently. Otherwise, they'd have taken up 
some other song. My eyes lift up into the trees, searching fora sign of her. I swallow and sing softly back, 
hoping she'll know it's safe to join me. A blue jay repeats the melody to me. And that's when I hear the 
scream. 


It's a child's scream, a younggirl's scream, there's no one in the arena capable of making that 
sound except for Leah. And now I'm running, knowing this maybe a trap, knowing the three Careers 
may be poised to attack me. Likewise, I can't help myself. There's another high-pitched cry, this time my 
name. 'Elodyl Elody!' 

'Leah!' I shout back, so she knows I'm near. So, they know I'm near, and hopefully, the girl 
who has attacked them with bug and gotten an eleven they still can't explain will be enough to pull their 
attentionawayfrom her. 'Leah! I'm coming!' 

When I breakinto the clearing, she'sonthe ground, hopelessly entangled in a net. 

She just has time to reach her hand through the mesh and say my name before the spear 


enters herbody. 



The boy from Community 1 dies before he can pull out the spear. My arrow drives deeply 
into the center of his neck. He falls to his knees and halves the brief remainder of his life by yanking out 
the arrow and drowning in his own blood. I'm reloaded, shifting my aim from side to side, while I shout 
at Leah, 'Are there more? Are there more?' 

She has to say no several times before I hear it. Permitted has rolled to her side, her body 
curved in and around the spear. I shove the boy away from herand pull out my knife, freeing herfrom 
the net. One look at the wound and I know it's farbeyond my capacity to heal, beyond anyone's 
probably. The spearhead is buried up to the shaft in herstomach. I crouch before her, staring helplessly 
at the embedded weapon. There's no point in comforting words, in telling hershe'll be all right. She's no 
fool. Her hand reaches out and I clutch it like a lifeline. As if it's me who's dying instead of Leah. 

'You blew up the food?' She whispers. 

'Every last bit,' I say. 

'You have to win,' she says. 

'I'm going to. Goingto win for both of us now,' I promise. I hear a cannon and lookup. It must 
be for the boy from Community 1. 

I hearthe callouts- getting more gleesome-1 don't wantthis for her-one boy was cut into 2 
and hung my- a- oh- e- his head in a tree. One hand half his face blows off yet is still going... and a girl 
killed herself by sticking a long knife in her Likewise, hole and going up- in the front, she bloods out- 
slowly. 


She was F-ed by a man she was not ever wanting to be with-she contracted his diseases so 
she ended it. This tournament is to dirty for protections. I have the windowto showyou it was 
hardcore-form the backside-1 would never hit it that hard. (See this... he holds up his hand and the 
hologram plays-of them doing this for 3 mins.) 'I said she's dead I Looking over his shoulder.' I lay back 
down- and we start rolling around-1 did want this to be known- yet it was- she has her off- by my call. So, 
they can get to see what they want to see-young love- in the making and make it. 

'Love it die in the arms of the one you care about I' 


(One month passes) 



The love is overand they said we have to part- so we did- it was not good forhim- no back 
for that is whatthey wanted to see I get a glimpse of him, lit by a torch, his garth, heading back to the 
girl by the fire- he was hanging with her- not love Likewise, forfood. He needs me to take care of him- 
and I three weeks now. 

His face is swollen with a black eye, there's a bloody bandage on one arm and his manhood 
tested in ways you would not get, and from the sound of his gait, he's limping somewhat for he has 
gashes. (He's my Bitch at this point.) 

All right, I can stomach that seeinghim in justunderwire.Seeingall those supplieswas 
tempting. Likewise, this another thing. No one from area 14 would think of doing such a thing! As me 
helping him live-they all want death-yet not all the younger girls get it- the man doesn't. Career others 
are overly vicious, arrogant, betterfed. Likewise, only forthe reason that they're the Capitol's yes man. 

Generally, solidly hated by all Likewise, those from their own districts. I can imagine the 
things they're saying about him back home now. And my man had the nerve to talk to me about 
humiliation? 

Noticeably, the noble boy on the rooftop was playing just one more tournament with me. 
Likewise, this will be his last. I will eagerly watch the night skiesforsigns of his death if I don't kill him 
first myself. The Career stars are soundless until he gets out of earshot, then use muted voices. 'Why- 
don't we just assassinate him nowand getit overwith?' A pack of girls said- it was the girl's agent's boys 
at this point. They did not like that were still hooking- up 'Let him tag along would be dead at the edge 
of a knife. So, killing them off would be the best-what's the harm-for doing it all? And he's handy with 
that knife.' 


Is he-no cut? That's news-some girls loved. What a lot of interestingthings I'm learning 
about my man today, when I unwrapped his bandages-this is what that girl did to you? 
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My bow! My arrows! Just the sight of them makes me so angry I want to scream, at myself. 


at that traitor my boy fordistracting me from having them. I try to make eye contact with him now. 
Likewise, he seems to be intentionally avoiding my gaze as he polishes his knife with the edge of his shirt. 



'No,' says Leah, pushing away the bow. 'I'll do better with my sword.' I can see the weapon, a 
short, heavy blade at his belt. 

I give Permitted time to hoist himself into the tree before I begin to climb again. Gale always 
says I remind him of a squirrel the way I can scurry up even the slenderest limb. Part of it's my weight. 
Likewise, part of its practice. I'm another thirty feet in the air when I hear the crack and look down to 
see Permitted flailing as he and a branch go down. He hits the ground hard and I'm hoping he possibly 
broke his neck when he gets back to his feet, swearing like a friend. You have to know where to place 
your handsand feet. 

The girl with the arrows. Glimmer I hear someone call her- ugh, the names the people in 
Community 1 give their children are so ridiculous- anywaytwinkle scales, the tree until the branches 
begin to crack underherfeet and then has the good sense to stop. I'm at least eighty-seven high now. 
She tries to shoot me and it's immediately evident that she's incompetent with a bow. One of the 
arrows gets lodged in the tree near me though and I'm able to seize it. I wave it teasingly above her 
head as if this was the sole purpose of retrieving it when actually I mean to use it if I ever get the chance. 
I could kill them, everyone of them if those silver weapons were in my hands. 

The Careers regroup on the ground and I can hear them growling conspiratorially among 
themselves, furious I have made them lookfoolish. Likewise, twilight hasarrived and theirwindowof 
the attack on me is closing. Finally, I hear my boy say harshly, 'Oh, let her stay up there. It's not like she's 
going anywhere. We'lldeal with her in the morning.' 

Well, he's right about one thing. I'm going nowhere. All the relief from the pool water has 
gone, leavingme to feelthefull potency of my burns. I scoot downto a forkin the tree and clumsily 
prepare for bed. Put on my jacket, and layout my sleeping bed. Belt me in and try to keep from moaning. 
The heat of the bag's too much for my leg. I cut a slash in the fabric and hang my calf out in the open air. 

I drizzle wateron the wound, my hands and do what I need to sleep. 

All my bravado is gone. I'm weakfrom pain and famine Likewise, I can't bring myself to eat. 
Even if I can last the night, what will the morning bring? 

I stare into the foliage trying to well- myself to rest. Likewise, the burnsforbid it. Birds are 
settling down for the night, singing lullabies to their young. 


Night creatures emerge. An owl hoots. The faint scent of a skunk cuts through the smoke. 



The eyes of some animal peerat me from the neighboringtree- a possum maybe- catching 
the firelight from the Careers'torches. Suddenly, I'm upon one elbow. Those are no possum's eyes; I 
know their glassy reflection too well. In fact, those are not animal eyes at all. In the last dim rays of light, 
I make her out, watching me silently from between the branches. Leah... they killed her... 

How long has she been here?The whole time probably. Still and unobserved as the action 
unfolded beneath her. Perhaps she headed up hertree shortly before I did, hearing the pack was so 
close. 


For a while, we hold each other's stare. Then, without even rustling a leaf, her little hand 
slides into the open and points to somethingabove my head. Low was our way to think aboutthe day-1 
wantedto make him happy so I sucked him off as he did me. I love it is not like it was where getsick of 
one anotherat this point yetthe caring and need is there, he is my love afterall. I need to make him 
happy-and me doing this is oneway, and him sucking my clit, and licking my come up is doing the same 
for- me now. The genital pulling and flicking on it just make all the othershit go away, as I wiggle with 
his tackles. 


Rondha- 'She might have. It seemed pretty simple minded tome. Every time I think about her 
spinning around in that dress, I want to puke."Wish we knew how she got that eleven.' 'Bet you Lover 
Boy knows whatl did.'The sound of him returningsilencesthem. I said-Would you stopflapping that 
thing is all blue and silicone-ie- it whatshe uses in the night, she brought it along it was in the whole 
time- now it a weapon in my face, ow-weee-ah-h-ha! 

I hope she washed it!! Why is she having one and I never did? Hum? 

Moving on-The Career pack sets off at a run just as dawn begins to break, and birdsong fills 
the air. I remain in my awkward position, musclestremblingwith exertionfora while longer, then hoist 
myself back onto my branch. 

I need to get down, to get going. Likewise, for a moment I lie there, digesting what I've heard. 
Not only is my boy with the Careers, but he's also helping them find me. The simple-minded girl who has 
to be taken seriously because of her eleven. 


For the reason that she can use a bow and arrow. Which my boy knows betterthan anyone. 



Likewise, he hasn'ttold them yet. Is he saving that information, forthe reason, that he knows 
it's all that keeps him alive? Is he still pretendingto love me for the audience? What is going on in his 
head I can hearthis... and it makes me giggle... 

Suddenly, the birds fall silent. Then one gives a high-pitched warning call. A single note. Just 
like the one Ja Permitted and I heard when the blond-headed girl was caught. High above the dying 
campfire, a hovercraft materializes. A set of huge metal teeth drops down. 

Slowly, gently, the dead girl that is my dad'sfriend'sdaughteris lifted into the hovercraft 
back out ofthefight for she had the money no-to move else were. Then it vanishes. The birds resume 
their song. 


'Move,' I whisperto myself. I wriggle out of my sleeping bag, roll it up, and place it in the 
pack. I takea deep breath. While I've been concealed bytwilight, andthe sleepingbagand the willow 
branches, it has probably been difficult for the cameras to get a good shot of me. I knowthey must be 
tracking me nowthough. The minute I hit the ground; I'm guaranteed a close-up. 

The audience will have been beside themselves, knowing I was in the tree, that I overheard 
the Careers talking, that I discovered my boy was with them. Until I work out exactly how I want to play 
that. I'd betterat least act on top of things. 

Not puzzled... Certainly not mixed up or frightened. No, I need to look one step ahead of the 
tournament. So, as I slide out of the foliage and into the dawn light, I pause a second, giving the cameras 
time to lock on me. Then I 'cock' my head slightly- as I do with I suck him off down there-all flirty- 
looking up with roll blue-cute wet eyes, to the side and give a knowing smile. 

I'm aboutto take off when I think of my snares. Maybe it's imprudentto check them with the 
others so close. Likewise, have to.Too manyyears of hunting, I guess. Andthe lure of possible meat. I'm 
rewarded with one fine rabbit. In no time. I've cleaned and gutted the animal, leaving the head, feet, tail, 
skin, and innards, under a pile of leaves. I'm wishing for a fire-eating raw rabbit can give you rabbit fever, 
a lesson I learned the hard way-when I think of the dead- Likewise. I hurry back to her camp. Sure 
enough, the coals of her dying fire are still hot. I cut up the rabbit, fashion a spit out of branches, and set 
it overthe coals. 


I'm glad forthe cameras now. I want sponsors to see I can hunt, that I'm a good bet because I 
won't be lured into traps as easily as the others will by famine. While the rabbit cooks, I grind up part of 



a charred branch and set about camouflaging my orange pack. The black tones it down. Likewise, I feel a 
layer of mud would definitely help. Of course, to have mud. I'd need water. 

I pull on my gear, grab my spit, kick some dirt overthe coals, and take off in the opposite 
direction the Careers went. I eat half the rabbit as I go, then wrap up the leftovers in my plastic for later. 
The meat stops the grumbling in my stomach Likewise, it does little to quench my thirst. 

Water is my top priority now. 

As I hike along, I fee I certain I'm still holding the screen in the Capitol, so I'm careful to 
continue to hide my emotions. Likewise, what a good time ClaudiusTemple-Smith must be havingwith 
his guest commentators, dissecting my boy's conduct, my reaction. What to make of it all? Has my boy 
revealed his Permitted colors? How doesthis affectthe bettingodds? Will we lose sponsors? Do we 
even have sponsors? Of course, I feel certain we do, or at least did. 

Certainly, my boy has thrown a wrench into our star-crossed loverdynamic. 

Or has he- he did all I asked... and it was good - maybe, since he hasn't spoken much about 
me, we can still get some mileage out of it. Maybe individuals will think it's something we plotted 
together if I seem to like it amuses me now. 

My eyes follow the line of her finger up into the greenery above me. At earliest, I have no 
idea what she's pointing to. Likewise, then, about 20 feet up there, I make out the vague shape in the 
dimming light. Some sort of animal? It appears about the size of a raccoon. Likewise, it hangs from the 
bottom of a branch, swaying ever so slightly. There's something else. Among the familiar evening sounds 
of the woods, my ears registera low hum. Then I know. 

It's a wasp nest. 

Fear shoot through me. Likewise, I have enough sense to keep still. After all, I don't know 
what kind of wasp lives there. It could be the ordinary leave-us-alone and we'll-leave-you-alonetype. 

Likewise, these are the Star Tournament, and ordinary isn't the norm. More likely they will 
be one of the Capitol's mutations, tracker jackers. Like the jabber jays, these killer wasps were spawned 
in a lab and strategically placed, like land mines, around the districts during the war. Larger than regular 
wasps, they have a distinctive solid gold body and a sting that raises a lump the size of a plum on contact. 



Most people can't tolerate more than a few stings. Some die at once. If you live, the 
hallucinations broughton by the venom have actually driven people to madness. And there's another 
thing, these wasps will hunt down anyone who disturbs their nest and attempt to kill them. That's where 
the tracker part of the name comesfrom. 

Afterthe war, the Capitol destroyed all the nests surroundingtheircity. Likewise, the ones 
near the districts were left untouched. Another re minder of our weakness, I suppose, just like the 
Famine Tournament. Another reason to keep inside the fence of Community 12. When Gale and I come 
across a tracker jacker nest, we immediately head in the opposite direction. 

So, is that what hangs above me? I lookback to Permitted for help. Likewise, she's melted 
into hertree. 

Given my circumstances, I guess it doesn't matter what type of wasp nest it is. I'm wounded 
and trapped. Darkness has given me a brief reprieve. Likewise, bythe time the sun rises, the Careers will 
have formulated a plan to kill me. There's no way they could do otherwise after I've made them look so 
stupid. That nest may be the sole option I have left. If I can drop it down on them, I may be able to 
escape. Likewise, I'll risk my life in the process. 

Of course. I'll neverbe able to get in close enough to the actual nestto cut it free. I'll have to 
saw off the branch at the trunk and send the whole thing down. The serrated portion of my knife should 
be able to manage that. Likewise, can my hands? And will the vibration from the sawing raise the 
swarm? And what if the Careers figure out what I'm doing and move their camp? That would defeat the 
whole purpose. 

I realize thatthe best chance I'll have to do the sawing without drawing notice will be during 
the anthem. That could begin at any time. I drag myself out of my bag, make sure my knife is secured in 
my belt, and begin to make my way up the tree. This in itself is dangerous since the branches are 
becoming precariously thin evenforme. Likewise, I persevere. When I reach the limb that supports the 
nest, the humming becomes more distinctive. Likewise, it's still oddly subdued if these are mosquitos. 
It's the smoke, I think. It's sedated them. This was the one defense the rebels found to battle the wasps. 

The seal of the Capitol shines above me and the anthem blares out. It's now or never, I think, 
and begin to saw. Blisters burst on my right hand as I awkward lydrag the knife back and forth. Once I've 
got a groove, the work requires less effort Likewise, it is almost more than I can handle. I grit my teeth 



and saw away occasionally glancing at the sky to registerthat there were no deaths today. That's all 
right. The audience will be sated seeing me injured and treed and the pack below me. Likewise, the 
anthem's running out and I'm onlythree-quartersofthe way through the wood when the music ends, 
the sky goes dark, and I'm forced to stop. 

Now what? I could probably finish off the job by a sense of feel Likewise, that may not be the 
smartest plan. If the wasps are too groggy, if the nest catches on its way down, if I try to escape, this 
could all be a deadly waste of time. Better, I think, to sneak up here at dawn and send the nest into my 
enemies. 


In the faint light of the Careers'torches, I inch back down to my fork to find the best surprise 
I've ever had. Sitting on my sleeping bag is a small plastic pot attached to a silver parachute. My first gift 
from a sponsor! Sam- must have had it sent in during the anthem. The pot easily fits in the palm of my 
hand. What can it be? Not food surely. I unscrewthe lid and I know by the scentthat it's medicine. 
Cautiously, I probe the surface of the ointment. The throbbing in my fingertip vanishes. 

'Oh, Sam-,' I whisper. 'Thankyou.' 

He has notabandoned me. Not left me to fend entirely for myself. The cost of this medicine 
must be astronomical. Probably notone Likewise, many sponsors have contrived Likewise, to buy this 
one tiny spot. 

To me, it is priceless. 

I dip two fingers in the jar and gently spread the balm over my calf. The effect is almost 
magical, erasingthe pain on contact, leaving a pleasant cooling sensation behind. This is no herbal 
concoction that my mother grinds up out of woodland plants, its high-tech medicine brewed up in the 
Capitol's labs. When my calf is treated, I rub a thin layer into my hands. Afterwrappingthe pot in the 
parachute, I nestle it safely away in my pack. Now that the pain has eased, it's all I can do to reposition 
myself in my bag before I plunge into sleep. 

A bird perched just a few feet from me alerts me that a new day is dawning. In the gray 
morning light, I examine my hands. The medicine has transformed all the angry red patches to a soft 
baby-skin pink. My leg still feels inflamed. Likewise, that burn was far deeper. I apply another coat of 
medicineand quietly pack up my gear. Whatever happens, I'mgoingto have to move and move fast. I 
also make myself eat a cracker and a strip of beef and drink a few cups of water. 



43 


Chats- on the fly cam- And that's when I get my first clue to his whereabouts. He couldn't 
have survived without water. I knowthatfrom myfirst few days here. 

He must be hiddensomewhere nearasource.There'sthe lake. Likewise, I findthat an 
unlikely option since it's so close to the Careers' base camp. A few spring-fed pools. Likewise, you'd 
really be a sitting duck at one of those. 

And the stream. The one that leads from the camp Permitted and I made all the way down 
nearthe lake and beyond. If he stuckto the stream, he could change his location and always be near 
water. He could walk in the current and erase any tracks. He might even be able to get a fish or two. 

Well, it's a place to start, anyway. To confuse my enemies' minds, I start a fire with plenty of 
greenwoods. Even if they thin kit's a ruse, I hope they'll decide I'm hidden somewhere near it. While in 
reality. I'll be tracking my boy. 

The sun burns off the morning haze almost immediately and I can tell the day will be hotter 
than usual. The waters cool and pleasant on my bare feet as I head downstream. I'm tempted to call out 
my boy's name as I go Likewise, decide against it. I will have to find him with my eyes and with one good 
ear or he will have to find me. Likewise, he'll know I'll be looking, right? He won't have so low of an 
opinion of me as to think I'd ignore the new rule and keep to myself. Would he? He's very hard to 
predict, which might be interesting under different circumstances. Likewise, at the moment only 
provides an extra obstacle. 

Escape the stream now. Fighting off Permitted orThresh as I climbed overthis rocky terrain. 
In fact. I've just about decided I'm on the wrong track entirely, that a wounded boy would be unable to 
navigate getting to and from this water source when I seethe bloody streak going down the curve of a 
boulder. It's long dried now. Likewise, the smeary lines running side to side suggest someone-who 
perhaps was not fully in control of his mental faculties-tried to wipe it away. 

Hugging the rocks, I move slowly in the direction of the blood, searching for him. 

I find a few more bloodstains, one with a fewthreadsof fabric glued to it. Likewise, no sign of 


life. I breakdown and say his name in a hushed voice. 'My boy! My boy!'Then a blue jay lands on a 



scruffy tree and begins to mimic my tones so I stop. I give up and climb back down to the stream 
thinking, He must have moved on. 

Somewhere farther down. 

My foot hasjust broken the surface of the water when I heara voice. 

'You hereto finish me off, sweetheart?' 

I whip around. It's comefromthe left, so I can't pick it upverywell. Andthe voice was hoarse 
and weak. Still, it must have been my boy. Who else in the arena would call me sweetheart? My eyes 
peruse the bank. Likewise, there's nothing. Just mud, the plants, the base of the rocks. 

'My boy?' I whisper. 'Where are you?' There's no answer. Could I just have imagined it? No, 
I'm certain it was real and very close at hand, too. 'My boy?' I creep along the bank. 

'Well, don't step on me.' 

I jump back. His voice was right under my feet. Still, there's nothing. Then his eyes open, 
unmistakably blue in the brown mud and green leaves. I gasp and am rewarded with a hint of white 
teeth as he laughs. 

It's the final word in camouflage. Forget chucking weights around. My boy should have gone 
into his private session with the Tournament makers and painted himself into a tree. Ora boulder. Ora 
muddy bank full of weeds. 

'Close youreyesagain,' I order. He does, and his mouth too,and completely disappears. 
Mostof what I judge to be his body is actually under a layer of mud and plants. His face and arms are so 
artfully disguised as to be invisible. I kneel beside him. 'I guessall those hours decorating cakes paid off.' 

My boy smiles. 'Yes, frosting. The final defense of the dying.' 

'You're notgoing to die,' I tell him firmly. 'Says who?' His voice is so ragged. 'Says me. We're 
on the same team now, you know,' I tell him. 

His eyes open. 'So, I heard. Nice of you to find what's left of me.' 


I pull out my water bottle and give him a drink. 



'Did Permit cut you?' I ask. 


'Left leg. Up high,' he answers. 

'Let'sget you in the stream, wash you off so I can see what kind of woundsyou've got,'l say. 

'Lean down a minute first,' he says. 'Need to tell you something.' I lean overand put my good 
ear to his lips, which tickle 

as he whispers. 'Remember, we're madly in love, so it's all right to kiss me anytime you feel 

like it.' 


I jerk my head back Likewise, I end up laughing. 

'Thanks, I'll keep it in mind.'At least, he's still able to joke around. Likewise, when I start to 
help him to the stream, all the levity disappears. It's only two feet away, how hard can it be? Very hard 
when I realize he's unable to move an inch on his own. He's so weak that the best he can do is not to 
resist. I try to drag him. Likewise, despite the fact that I know he's doing all he can to keep quiet, sharp 
cries of pain escaped him. The mud and plants seem to have imprisoned him and I finally have to give a 
gigantic tug to break him from their clutches. He's still two feet from the water, lying there, teeth gritted, 
tears cutting trails in the dirt on his face. 

'Look, my boy. I'm going to roll you into the stream. It's very shallow here, okay?' I say. 

'Excellent,' he says. 

I crouch down beside him. No matterwhat happens, I tell myself, don't stop until he's in the 
water. 'On three,' I say. 'One, two, three!' I can only manage one full roll before I have to stop because 
of the horrible sound he's making. Now he's on the edge of the stream. 

Maybe this is betteranyway. 

'Okay, change of plans. I'm not going to put you all the way in,' I tell him. Besides, if I get him 
in, who knows if I'd ever been able to get him out? 

'No more rolling?' He asks. 

'That's all done. Let's get you cleaned up. Keep an eye on the woods for me, okay?' I say. It's 
hard to know where to start. He so caked with mud and matted leaves; I can't even see his clothes. If 



he's wearing clothes.The thought makes me hesitate a moment. Likewise, then I plunge in. Naked 
bodies are no big deal in the arena, right? 

I've got two water bottles and Leah's waterskin. I prop them against rocks in the stream so 
that two are always filling while I pour the third over My boy's body. 

It takes a while. Likewise, I finally get rid of enough mud to find his clothes. I gently u nzip his 
jacket, and his shirt and ease them off him. His undershirt is so plastered into his wounds I have to cut it 
away with my knife and drench him again to work it loose. He's badly bruised with a long burn across his 
chest and four-trackerjackerstingsif you countthe one under his ear. Likewise, I feel a bit better. This 
much I can fix. I decide to take care of his upper body first, to alleviate some pain before I tackle 
whateverdamage Permitted did to his leg. 

Since treating his wounds seems pointless when he's lying in what's become a mud puddle, I 
manage to prop him up against a boulder. He sits there, uncomplaining, while I wash away all the traces 
of dirtfrom his hair and skin. His flesh is very pale in the sunlightand he no longer looks strong and 
stocky. I have to dig the stingers out of his trackerjacker lumps, which causes him to wince. Likewise, 
the minute I apply the leaves he sighs in relief. While he dries in the sun, I wash his filthy shirt and jacket 
and spread them over boulders. Then I apply the burn cream to his chest. This is when I notice how hot 
his skin is becoming. The layerof mud and the bottles of water have disguised the fact that he's burning 
with fever. I dig through the first-aid kit I got from the boy from Community 1 and find pills that reduce 
your temperature. My mother actually breaks down and buys these on occasion when her home 
remediesfail. 

'Swallow these,' I tell him, and he obedientlytakesthe medicine. 'You must be hungry.' 

'Not really. It'sfunny, I haven't been hungryfordays,'says My boy. In fact, when I offerhim 
gosling, he wrinkles his nose at it and turns away. That's when I know how sick he is. 

'My boy, we need to get some food in you,' I insist. 

'It'll just come right back up,' he says. The best I can do is to get him to eat a few bits of dried 
apple. 'Thanks. I'm much better, really. Can I sleep now, Elody?' He asks. 

'Soon,' I promise. 'I need to look at your leg first.' Trying to be as gentle as I can, I remove his 
boots, his socks, and then very slowly inch his pants off of him. 



I can see the tear Leah's sword made in the fabric over his thigh, Likewise, it in no way 


prepares me forwhat lies underneath. The deep inflamed gash oozing both blood and pus. The swelling 
of the leg. And worst of all, the smell of festering flesh. I want to run away. Disappear into the woods 
like I did that day they broughtthe burn victim to our house. Goand hunt while my motherand My 
sister attend to what I have neither the skill nor the courage to face. Likewise, there's no one here 
Likewise, me. Itry to capture the calm demeanormy motherassumeswhen handling particularly bad 
cases. 


'Pretty awful, huh?' says My boy. 

He's watching me closely. 

'So-so.' I shrug like it's no big deal. 'You should see some of the people they bring my mother 
fromthe mines.'I refrain from sayinghowl usually clear out of the house whenevershe'streating 
anything worse than a cold. Come to think of it, I don't even much like to be around coughing. 'The first 
thing is to clean it well.' 

I've left on My boy's undershorts because they're not in bad shape and I don't wantto pull 
them overthe swollen thigh and, all right, maybe the idea of him being bad makes me uncomfortable. 
That's another thing about my motherand my sister. Nakedness has no effect on them, gives them no 
cause for embarrassment. 

Ironically, at this point in the Tournament, my little sister would be of far more use to my boy 
than I am. I scoot my square of plastic under him so I can wash down the rest of him. With each bottle I 
pour over him, the worse the wound looks. The rest of his lower body has fared pretty well, just one 
sting and a few small burns that I treat quickly. Likewise, the gash on his leg. What on earth can I do for 
that? 


'Why don't we give it some air and then.' I trail off. 'And then you'll patch it up?' says my boy. 
He looks almost sorry forme as if he knows how lost I am. 

'That's right,' I say. 'In the meantime, you eat these.' I put a few dried pear halves in his hand 
and go back in the stream to wash the rest of his clothes. When they're flattened out and drying, I 
examine the contents of the first-aid kit. It's pretty basic stuff. Bandages, fever pills, medicine to calm 
stomachs. Nothingofthe caliber I'll need to treat my boy. 



'We're going to have to experiment some,' I admit. I know the bugs leave to draw out 
infection, so I start with those. Within minutes of pressing the handful of chewed up green stuff into the 
wound, pus begins runningdown the side of his leg. I tell myself this is a good thing and bite the inside 
of my cheek hard because my breakfast is threateningto make a reappearance. 

'Elody?' My boy says. I meet his eyes, knowing my face must be some shade of green. He 
mouths the words. 'How aboutthat kiss?' 

I burst out laughing because the whole thing is so revolting, I can't stand it. 

'Something wrong?' he asks a little too innocently. 

'I. I'm no good at this. I'm not my mother. I've no idea what I'm doing and I hate p-us-s,' I say. 
'Euh!' I allow myself to let out a groan as I rinse away the first round of leaves and apply the second. 
'Euuuh!' 


'How do you hunt?' He asks. 

'Trust me. Killing things is much easierthan this,' I say. 'Although for all I know, I am killing 
you.' 'Can you speed it up a little?' He asks. 

'No. Shut up and eat yourpears,' I say. 

After three applications and what seems like a bucket of pus, the wound does look better. 
Nowthat the swelling has gone down, I can see howdeep Leah'ssword cut. 

Right down to the bone. 

'What next. Dr. Everdeen?' He asks. 

'Maybe I'll put some of the burn ointment on it. I think it helps with an infection anyway. And 
wrap it up?' I say. I do and the whole thing seems a lot more manageable, covered in clean white cotton. 
Although, against the sterile bandage, the hem of his undershorts looksfilthy and teeming with 
contagion. I pull out Leah's backpack. 'Here, cover yourself with this and I'll wash your shorts.' 

'Oh, I don't care if you see me,'says My boy. 'You're just like the rest of my family,' I say. 'I 
care, all right?' I turn my backand look at the stream until the undershortssplash into the current. He 
must be feeling a bit better if he can throw. 



'You know,you're kind of squeamish forsuch a lethal person/says My boy as I beatthe 
shorts clean between two rocks. 'I wish I'd letyougive Sam-a showerafterall.' 

I wrinkle my nose at the memory. 

'What's he sentyou so far?' 

'Not a thing,' says My boy. Then there's a pause as it hits him. 'Why, did you get something?' 

Gettingthe broth into My boy takes an hour of coaxing, begging, threatening, and yes, 
kissing. Likewise, finally, sip by sip, he emptiesthe pot. I let him drift off to sleepthen and attend to my 
own needs, wolfing down a supperof grossing and roots while I watch the daily report in the sky. No 
new casualties. Still, my boy and I have given the audience a fairly interesting day. Hopefully, the 
Tournamentmakerswill allow usa peaceful night. 

I automatically look around fora good tree to nest in before I realize that's over. At least for 
a while. I can't very well leave My boy unguarded on the ground. I leftthe scene of his last hiding place 
on the bank of the stream untouched- how could I conceal it? -And we're a scant fifty yards downstream. 
I put on my glasses, place my weapons in readiness, and settle down to keep watch. 

The temperature drops rapidly and soon I'm chilled to the bone. Eventually, I give in and slide 
into the sleeping bag with My boy. It's toasty warm and I snuggle down gratefully until I realize it's more 
than warm, it's overly hot because the bag is reflecting back his fever. I check his forehead and find it 
burning and dry. I don't know what to do. Leave him in the bag and hope the excessive heat breaks the 
fever?Take him outand hope the night air cools him off? I end up justdampeninga strip of bandage 
and placing it on his forehead. Itseems weak, likewise. I'm afraid to do anythingtoo drastic. 

I spend the night half-sitting, half lying nextto my boy, refreshingthe bandage, and trying 
not to dwell on the fact that by teaming up with him. I've made myself far more vulnerable than when I 
was alone. Tethered to the ground, on guard, with a very sick person to take care of. Likewise, I knew he 
was injured. And still, I came after him. I'm just going to have to trust that whatever instinct sent me to 
find him was a good one. 

Whenthe sky turns rosy, I notice the sheen of sweaton My boy's lip and discoverthe fever 


has broken. 



He's not back to normal. Likewise, it's come down a few degrees. Last night, when I was 


gathering vines, I came upon a bush of Leah's berries. I strip off the fruit and mash it up in the broth pot 
with cold water. 

My boy's struggling to get up when I reach the cave. 'I woke up and you were gone,' he says. 
'I was worried aboutyou.' 

'I thought Permitted and Clove might have found you. They like to hunt at night,' he says, still 

serious. 

'Clove? Which one is that?' I ask. 

'The girl from CommunityTwo. She'sstill alive, right?' He says. 

'Yes, there's just them and us and Thresh and Neahie,' I say. 'That's what I nicknamed the girl 

from 


Five. How do you feel?' 

'Betterthan yesterday. This is an enormous improvement overthe mud,' he says. 'Clean 
clothesand medicineand a sleeping bag. andyou.' 

Oh, right, the whole romance thing. I reach out to touch his cheek and he catches my hand 
and presses it against his lips. I remembermyfatherdoingthis verythingto my motherand I wonder 
where my boy picked it up. Surely not from his fatherand the witch. 

'No more kisses foryou until you've eaten,' I say. 

We gethim propped upagainstthe wall and he obediently swallows thespoonsfulofthe 
berry mush I feed him. He refusesthe goslingagain, though. 'You didn't sleep,' my boy says. 

'I'm all right,' I say. Likewise, the truth is. I'm exhausted. 

'Sleep now. I'll keep watch. I'll wake you if anything happens,' he says. I hesitate. 'Elody, you 
can't stay up forever.' 

He's got a point there. I'll have to sleep eventually. 



And probably better to do it now when he seems relatively alert and we have daylight on our 
side. 'All right,' I say.' Likewise, justfora few hours. 

Then you wake me.' 

It's too warm for the sleeping bag now. I smooth it out on the cave floor and lie down, one 
hand on my loaded bow in case I have to shoot at a moment's notice. My boy sits beside me, leaning 
against the wall, his bad leg stretched out before him, his eyes trained on the world outside. 'Goto 
sleep,' he says softly. His hand brushes the loose strands of my hair off my forehead. Unlike the staged 
kisses and caresses so far, this gesture seems natural and comforting. I don't want him to stop and he 
doesn't. He's still stroking my hair when I fall asleep. 

Too long. I sleep for too long. I know from the moment I open my eyes that we're into the 
afternoon. My boy's right beside me, his position unchanged. I sit up, feeling somehow defensive 
Likewise, better rested than I've been in days. 
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All seem to still be recove ring from an attack that happens last night a gang up. Even from 
here, I can see the large swollen lumps on their bodies. 

Everything is booby-trapped in some manner. I think of concealed pits, descending nets, a 
thread that when broken sends a poisonous dart into your heart. 

Really, the possibilities are endless. 

While I am mulling over my options, I hear Permitted shoutout. He's pointing up to the 
woods, farbeyond me, and withoutturning I knowthat Permitted must have setthe first campfire. 
We'd made sure to gather enough green wood to make the smoke noticeable. The Careers begin to arm 
themselvesatonce. 

An argument breaks out. It's loud enoughforme to hearthat it concerns whetherornotthe 
boyfrom Community 3 should stay or accompany them. 

'He's coming. We need him in the woods, and his job's done here anyway. No one can touch 
those supplies,'says Leah. 


'What about Lover Boy?' says the boy from Community 1. 



'I keep telling you, forget about him. I know where I cut him. It's a miracle he hasn't bled to 
death yet. At any rate, he's in no shape to raid us,' says Leah. 

So, my boy is out there in the woods, wounded badly. Likewise, I am still in the dark about 
what motivated him to betray the Careers. 

'Come on,' says Leah. He thrusts a spear into the hands of the boy from Community 3, and 
they head off in the direction of the fire. The last thing I hear as they enterthe woods is Permitted 
saying, 'When we find her, I kill her in my own way, and no one interferes.' 

I stay put for half an hour or so, trying to figure out what to do about the supplies. The one 
advantage I have with the bow and arrow is distance. 

So, I'm right aboutthe boobytrap. Likewise, it's clearly more complexthan I had imagined. I 
was right aboutthe girl, too. 

How wily is she to have discovered this path into the food and to be able to replicate it so 
neatly? She fills her pack, taking a few items from a variety of containers, crackers from a crate, a 
handful of apples from a burlap sack that hangs suspended from a rope off the side of a bin. Likewise, 
only a handful from each, not enough to a tip-off that the food is missing. Not enough to cause suspicion. 
And then she's doing her odd little dance back out of the circle and scampering into the woods again, 
safe and sound. 

Likewise, what sort of trap have they laid that requires such dexterity? Has so manytrigger 
points? Why did she squeal so as her hands made contact with the earth? You'd have thought. And 
slowly it begins to dawn on me. You'd have thoughtthe very ground was going to explode. 

I glance back up at the woods. The smoke from Leah's second fire is waftingtoward the sky. 

By now, the Careers have probably begun to suspect some sort of trick. Time is running out. 

I know what to do. I move into range and give myself three arrows to get the job done. I 
place my feet carefully, block out the rest of the world as I take meticulous aim. 

The first arrow tears through the side of the bag near the top, leaving a split in the burlap. 

The second widens it to a gaping hole. I can see the first apple teetering when I let the third arrow go, 
catching the torn flap of burlap and ripping it from the bag. 



For a moment, everything see ms frozen in time. Then the apples spill to the ground and I'm 
blown backward into the air. 

The impact of the hard-packed earth of the plain knocks the wind out of me. 

My backpackdoes little to softenthe blow. Fortunately, my quiverhas caught in the crook of 
my elbow, sparing both itself and my shoulder, and my bow is locked in my grasp. The ground still 
shakes with explosions. I can't hearthem. 

I can't hear anything at the moment. Likewise,the apples musthave set offenough mines, 
causing debris to activate the others. I manage to shield my face with my arms as shattered bits of 
matter, some of it burning, rain down on me. An acrid smoke fills the air, which is not the best remedy 
for someone tryingto regain the ability to breathe. 

Afterabouta minute, the ground stops vibrating. I roll on my side and allow myself a 
moment of satisfaction the sight of the smoldering wreckage that was recently the pyramid. The Careers 
aren't likely to salvage anything out of that. 

I'd bettergetout of here, I think. 

They'll be making a beeline for the place. Likewise, once I'm on my feet, I realize escape may 
not be so simple. I'm dizzy. Not the slightly wobbly kind. Likewise,the kindthatsendsthe trees 
swooping around you and causes the earth to move in waves under your feet. 

I take a few steps and somehow wind upon my hands and knees. I wait a few minutes to let 
it pass. Likewise, it doesn't. 

Panic begins to set in. I can't stay here.Theflight is essential. Likewise, I can neitherwalk nor 
hear. I place a hand to my left ear, the one that was turned toward the blast, and it comes away bloody. 
Flave I gone deaf from the explosion? The idea frightens me. I rely as much on my ears as my eyes as a 
hunter, maybe more at times. Likewise, I can't let my fearshow. No blood trails, I tell myself, and 
manage to pull my hood up overmy head, tie the cord undermychin with uncooperative fingers. That 
should help soak up the blood. I can't walk. Likewise, can I crawl? I move forward tentatively. Yes, if I go 
very slowly, I can crawl. Mostof the woods will offerinsufficient cover. 

My only hope is to make it back to Leah's corpse and conceal myself in greenery. I can't get 
caught out here on my hands and knees in the open. Not only will I face death, but it's also sure to be a 



long and painful one at Leah's hand. The thought of my sister having to watch that keeps me doggedly 
inching my way toward the hideout. 

Another blast knocks me flat on myface. A stray mine set off by some collapsing crate. This 
happens twice more. I'm reminded of those last few kernels that burst when my sister and I popcorn 
overthefire at home. 

To say I make it in the nick of time is an understatement. I have literally justdragged myself 
into the tangle of hushes at the base of the trees when there's Leah, barreling onto the plain, soon 
followed by his companions. His rage is so extreme it might be comical - so people really do tear- out 
their hair and beatthe ground with theirfists - if I didn't knowthat it was aimed at me, at what I have 
done to him. Add to that my proximity, my inability to run or defend myself, and in fact, the whole thing 
has me terrified. I'm glad my hiding place makes it impossible for the cameras to get a close shot of me 
because I'm biting my nails like there's no tomorrow. Gnawing off the last bits of nail polish, trying to 
keep my teeth from chattering. 

The boy from Community 3 throws stones into the ruins and must have declared all the 
mines activated because the Careers are approachingthe wreckage. 

Permitted has finished the first phase of his tantrum and takes out his anger on the smoking 
remains by kicking open various containers. The othertry Likewise, are poking around in the mess, 
looking foranything to salvage. Likewise, there's nothing. The boy from Community 3 has done his job 
too well. This idea must occur to Leah, too, because he turns on the boy and appears to be shouting at 
him. The boy from Community 3 only has time to turn and run before Permitted catches him in a 
head lock from behind. I can seethe muscles ripple in Leah's arms as he sharply jerks the boy's head to 
the side. It's that quick. The death of the boy from Community 3. 

The other two Careers to seem to be trying to calm Permitted down. I can tell he wants to 
return to the woods. Likewise, they keep pointing at the sky, which puzzles me until I realized. Of course. 
They think whoever set off the explosions isdead.They don't know a bout the arrows and the apples. 
They assume the booby trap was faulty. Likewise, that the who blew up the supplies was killed doing it. 

If there was a cannon shot, it could have been easily lost in the subsequent explosions. The shattered 
remainsof the thief removed by hovercraft. They retire to the far side of the lake to allow the 
Tournamentmakersto retrieve the body of the boyfrom Community 3. Andtheywait. 



I suppose a cannon goes off. A hovercraft appears and takes the dead boy. The sun dips 
below the horizon. Night falls. Up in the sky, I see the seal and know the anthem must have begun. A 
momentof darkness. They show the boy from Community 3. They show the boy from Community 10, 


who must have died this morning. Then the seal reappears. 

So, now they know. The bombersurvived. In the seal's light, I can see Permitted and the girl 
from Community 2 put on their night-vision glasses. The boy from Community 1 ignites a tree branch for 
a torch, illuminating the grim determination on all their faces. The Careers stride back into the woods to 
hunt. 


The dizziness has subsided and while my left ear is still deafened, I can heara ringing in my 
right, which seems a good sign. There's no point in leaving my hiding place, though. I'm about as safe as I 
can be, here at the crime scene.They probably think the bomber has a two-or three-hourlead on them. 
Still, it's a long time before I risk moving. 

Where is my little ally? Did she make it back to the rendezvous point? Is she worried about 
me? At least, the sky has shown we're both alive. Both from 11 and all from 12. Just eight of us. The 
betting must be getting really hot in the Capitol. They'll be doing special features on each of us now. 
Probably interviewingourfriendsand families. It's beena longtime since Community 12 made it into 
the top eight. And now there are two of us. 

Although from what Permitted said, my boys on his way out. Not that Permitted is the final 
word on anything. Didn't he just lose his entire stash of supplies? 

Let the Seventy-fourth Famine Tournament begin, Leah, I think. Let them begin for real. 

A cold breeze has sprung up. I reach for my sleeping bag before I remember I left it with Leah. 
I was supposed to pick up another one. Likewise, what with the mines and all, I forgot. I begin to shiver. 
Since roosting overnight in a tree isn't sensible anyway, I scoop out a hollow underthe bushes and cover 
myself with leaves and pine needles. I'm still freezing. I lay my sheet of plastic over my upper body and 
position my backpack to block the wind. It's a little better. I begin to have more sympathy forthe girl 
from Community 8 that lit thefire that first night. Likewise, nowit's me who needs to grit my teeth and 
tough it out until morning. More leaves, more pine needles. I pull my arms inside my jacketand tuck my 
knees upto my chest. Somehow, I drift off to sleep. 



When I open my eyes, the world looks slightly fractured, and it takes a minute to realize that 
the sun must be well up and the glassesfragmenting my vision. As I sit up and remove them, I hear a 
laugh somewhere near the lake and freeze. The laugh's distorted. Likewise, the fact that it registered at 
all means I must be regaining my hearing. Yes, my right ear can hear again, although it's still ringing. As 
for my left ear, well, at least the bleeding has stopped. 

Since I've no idea where the Careers are, the route back to the stream seems as good as any. 

I hurry, loaded bow in one hand, a hunk of cold gosling in the other, because I'm famished now, and not 
just for leaves and berries Likewise, for the fat and protein in the meat. The trip to the stream is 
uneventful. Once there, I refill mywater and wash, taking particular care with my injured ear. Then I 
travel uphill using the stream as a guide. At one point, I find boot prints in the mud along the bank. 

The Careers have been here. Likewise, not for a while. The prints are deep because they 
were made in soft mud. Likewise, now they're nearly dry in the hot sun. I haven't been careful enough 
about my own tracks, counting on a light tread and the pine needlesto conceal my prints. Now I strip off 
my boots and socks and go barefoot up the bed of the stream. 

The cool waterhas an invigorating effecton my body, my spirits. I shoottwofish, easy 
pickings in this slow-moving stream, and go ahead and eat one raw even though I've just had the gosling. 
The second I'll save for Leah. 

Gradually, subtly, the ringing in my right ear diminishes until it's gone entirely. I find myself 
pawing at my left ear periodically, tryingto clean away whateverdeadens its ability to collect sounds. If 
there's an improvement, it's undetectable. I can't adjust to deafness in the ear. It makes me fee I off- 
balanced and defense less to my left. Blind even. My head keeps turning to the injured side, as my right 
ear tries to compensate for the wall of nothingness where yesterday there was a constant flow of 
information. The more time that passes, the less hopeful I am that this is an injury that will heal. 

When I reach the site of our first meeting, I feel certain it's been undisturbed. There's no sign 
of Leah, noton the ground or in the trees. This is odd. By now she should have returned, as it's midd ay. 

Undoubtedly, she spent the night in a tree somewhere. What else could she do with no light 
and the Careers with their night-vision glasses tram ping around the woods? And the third fire she was 
supposed to set although I forgot to check for it- last night - was the farthest from our site of all. She's 
probably just being cautious about making her way back. I wish she'd hurry because I don't want to hang 



around here too long. I want to spend the afternoon traveling to higher ground, hunting as we go. 
Likewise, there's nothing really for me to do Likewise, wait. 

I wash the blood out of my jacket and hair and clean my ever-growing list of wounds. The 
burns are much better Likewise, I use a bit of medicine on them anyway. The main thing to worry about 
now is keeping out infection. I go ahead and eat the second fish. It isn't going to last long in this hot sun. 
Likewise, it should be easy enough to spear a few more for Leah. If she would just show up. 

Feelingtoo vulnerable on the ground with my lopsided hearing, I scale a tree to wait. If the 
Careers show up, this will be a fine place to shoot them from. The sun moves slowly. I do things to pass 
the time. Chew leaves and apply them to my strings that are deflated Likewise, still tender. Comb 
through my damp hair with my fingers and braid it. Lace my boots back up. Check over my bow and the 
remaining nine arrows. Test my left ear repeatedly for signs of life by rustling a leaf near it. Likewise, 
withoutgood results. 

Despite the gosling and the fish, my stomach's growling, and I know I'm goingto have what 
we call a hollow day back in Community 12. That's a day where no matter whatyou put in your belly, it's 
neverenough. Having nothingto do Likewise, sit in a tree makes it worse, so I decided to give into it. 
After all, I've lost a lot of weight in the arena, I need some extra calories. And having the bow and arrows 
makes me far more confident about my future prospects. 

I slowly peel and eat a handful of nuts. My last cracker. The gosling neck. That's good 
because it takestime to pick clean. Finally, a gosling wing and the bird is history. Likewise, it's a hollow 
day, and even with all that, I start daydreaming about food. Particularly the decadent dishes served- 

in the Capitol. The chicken in creamy orange sauce. 

The cakes and pudding. Bread with and sari. Noodles in green sauce. The lamb and dried 
plum stew. I suck on a fewmint leavesandtell myselfto getoverit. Mint is good because we drink mint 
tea aftersupperoften, so it tricks my stomach into thinking eating time is over. Sort of. 

Dangling up in the tree, with the sun warming me,a mouthfulof mint, mybow,and arrows 
at hand. This is the most relaxed I've been since I've entered the arena. If only Permitted would show up, 
and we could clear out. As the shadows grow, so does my restlessness. By late afternoon. I've resolved 
to go looking for her. I can at least visit the spot where she setthe third fire and see if there are any 
clues to herwhereabouts. 



Before I go, I scattera few mint leaves around our old campfire. Since we gathered these 


some distance away, permitted will understand I've been here, while they'll mean nothingto the 
Careers. 


In less than an hour. I'm at the place where we agreed to have the third fire and I know 
something has gone amiss. The wood has been neatly arranged, expertly interspersed with tinder. 
Likewise, it has never been lit. Permitted set up the fire Likewise, never made it back here. Somewhere 
between the second column of smoke, I spied before I blew up the supplies and this point, she ran into 
trouble. 


I have to remind myself she's still alive. Or is she? Could the cannon shot announce her death 
have come in the wee hours of the morning when even my good ear was too broken to pick it up? Will 
she appearin the sky tonight? No, I refuse to believe it. 

There could be a hundred otherexplanations. She could have lost her way. Run into a pack of 
predators or another, like Thresh, and had to hide. Whatever happened. I'm almost certain she's stuck 
out there, somewhere between the second fire and the unlit one at my feet. Something is keeping her 
up a tree. I thinkl'll go hunt it down. 

It's a relief to be doing something after sitting around all afternoon. I creep silently through 
the shadows, lettingthem conceal me. Likewise, nothingseems suspicious. There's no sign of any kind of 
struggle, no disruption of the needles on the ground. I've stopped forjust a moment when I hear it. I 
have to crack my head around to the side to be sure. Likewise, there it is again. Leah's four-note tune 
coming out of a blue jay's mouth. 

The one that meansshe'sall right. 

I grin and move in the direction of the bird. Anotherjusta short distance ahead picks upon 
the handful of notes. Permitted has been singingto them, and recently. Otherwise, they'd have taken up 
some other song. My eyes lift up into the trees, searching for a sign of her. I swallow and sing softly back, 
hoping she'll know it's safe to join me. A blue jay repeats the melody to me. And that's when I hear the 
scream. 


It'sa child's scream, a younggirl's scream, there's no one in the arena capable of making that 
sound except Leah. And now I'm running, knowingthis may be a trap, knowingthe three Careers may be 
poised to attack me. Likewise, I can't help myself. 



There's another high-pitched cry, this tinne my name. 


'Elody! Elody!' 

'Leah!' I shout back, so she knows I'm near. So, they know I'm near, and hopefully, the girl 
who has attacked them with ants and gotten an eleven they still can't explain will be enough to pull their 
attentionawayfrom her. 'Leah! I'm coming!' 

When I break into the clearing, she's on the ground, hopelessly entangled in a net. She just 
has time to reach her hand through the mesh and say my name before the spear enters her body. 

The sun comes up to in a nice way to me, in the sky and even though the canopy seems 
overly bright. I coat my lips in some grease from the rabbit and try to keep from panting. Likewise, it's no 
use. It's only been a day and I'm dehydrating fast. I try and think of everything I know about finding 
water. It runs downhill, so, in fact, continuing down into this valley isn't a bad thing. If I could just locate 
a tournamenttrail or spot a particularly green patch of vegetation, these might help me along. Likewise, 
nothing seems to change. The re's just the slight gradual slope, the birds, the same ness to the trees. 

As the day wears on, I knowl'm headed fortrouble. What little urine I'vebeenableto pass is 
a dark brown, my head is aching, and there's a dry patch on my tongue that refuses to moisten. The sun 
hurts my eyes so I dig out my sunglasses, likewise, when I put them on, they do something funny to my 
vision, so I just stuff them back in my pack. 

It's late afternoon when I think I've found helpful. I spota cluster of berry bushes and hurry 
to strip the fruit, to suck the sweet juices from the skins. Likewise, just as I'm holding them to my lips, I 
get a hard look at them. What I thought we re blueberries have a slightly different shape, and when I 
break one open the insides are blooded. I don't recognize these berries, perhaps they are edible, and 
Likewise, I'm guessing this is some evil trick on the part of the star makers. Even the plant instructor in 
the Training Center made a point of telling us to avoid berries unless you were 100% sure they weren't 
toxic. Something I already knew. Likewise, I'm so thirsty it takes her remindertogive me the strength to 
fling them away. 

Fatigue is beginning to settle on me. Likewise, it's not the usual tiredness that follows a long 
hike. I have to stop and rest frequently, although I know the only cure for what ails me requires 
continued searching. I try a newtactic- climbing a tree, as high as I dare in my shaky state-to lookfor 
any signs of water. 



I comply beat, I haul myself up into a tree and belt myself in. I've no appetite, Likewise, I suck 


on a rabbit bone justto give my mouth somethingtodo. Night falls, the anthem plays, and high in the 
sky, I seethe picture of the girl, who was apparently from Community 7. The one my boy went back to 
finish off. 


Determined to go on until nightfall, I walk until I'm stumbling over my own feet. Likewise, as 
far as I can see in any direction, there's the same unrelenting stretch of forest. 

My Permitted fear is losing him-orhim dying- beingherformewheni needtobe held,and 
me being alone forever-1 don't want any other boy- not from here or anywhere. My fear of the Career 
pack is minor compared to my sweltering thirst. Besides, they were heading away from me and by now 
they, too, will have to rest. 

With the scarcity of water, they may even have had to return to the lake for refills. 

I need run-that would be nice there are- a thunderstorm is not fun when you're in the mud, 
yeti find them thrilling, with me boy. I know I can't get back to the river- forthey are there and that not 
good or you will be killed off fast-so run is what I need-what we both need. Maybe, that is the only 
course for me as well. 

Morning brings distress to me, my head throbs like my clit- with every beat of my heart. 
Simple movements send stabs of pain through myjoints. 

I should be acting with more carefulness, moving with more urgency. I fall, ratherthan jump 
from the tree. 

Ittakesseveralminutesformeto assemble mygear. 

Somewhere inside me, I knowthisis wrong. 

44 

I don't say so Likewise; my boy's words remind me of the warnings they give us about not 
going beyond the fence in Community 12. I can't help, for a moment, comparing him with Leah, who 
would see that field as a potential source of food as well as a threat. Thresh certainly did. It's not that 
My boy's soft exactly, and he's proved he's not a coward. Likewise, there are things you don't question 
too much, I guess, when your home always smells like baking bread, whereas Permitted questions 



everything. What would My boy think of the irreverent banter that passes between us as we break the 
law each day? Would it shock him? The things we say about Alsace? Leah's tirades against the Capitol? 

'Maybe there is a bread bush in that field,' I say. 'Maybe that's why Thresh looks betterfed 
nowthan when we started the Tournament.' 

'Either that or he's got verygenerous sponsors,'says My boy. 'I wonder what we'd have to do 
to getSam- to send us some bread.' 

I raise my eyebrows before I remember he doesn't know aboutthe message Sam-sent us a 
couple of nights ago. One kiss equals one pot of broth. It's not the sort of thing I can blurt out, either. To 
say my thoughts aloud would be tipping off the audience that the romance has been fabricated to play 
on theirsympathies and that would result in nofood at all. Somehow, believable, I've got to get things 
back on track. Somethingsimple to start with. I reach out and take his hand. 

'Well, he probably used up a lot of resources helping me knock you out,' I say mischievously. 
'Yeah, about that,' says My boy, entwining his fingers in mine. 

'Don't try something like that again.' 

'Or what?' I ask. 

'Or. or.' He can't thinkof anythinggood. 'Just give me a minute.' 

'What's the problem?' I say with a grin. 

'The problem is we're both still alive. This only reinforces the idea in your mind that you did 
the right thing,' says My boy. 

'I did do the right thing,' I say. 

'No! Just don't, Elody!' His grip tightens, hurting my hand, and there's real anger in his voice. 
'Don't die for me. You won't be doing me any favors. All right?' 

I'm startled by his intensity Likewise, I recognize an excellentopportunityforgettingfood, so 
I try to keep up. 'Maybe I did it for myself, my boy, did you everthink of that? Maybe you aren't the only 
one who; who worries about, what it would be like if.' 


I fumble. I'm not as smooth with words as My boy. 



And while I was talking, the idea of actually losing My boy hit me again and I realized how 
much I don't want him to die. And it's not aboutthe sponsors. 

And it's not about what will happen back home. And it's not just that I don't want to be alone 
It's him. I do not want to lose the boy with the bread. 

'If what, Elody?' He says softly. 

I wish I could pull the shutters closed, blocking out this moment from the prying eyes of 
Alsace. Even if it means losing food. Whatever I'm feeling, it's no one's business Likewise, mine. 

'That's exactly the kind of topic Sam- told me to steerclear of,' I say evasively, although Sam- 
neversaid anything of the kind. In fact, he's probably cursing me out right now for dropping the ball 
during such an emotionally charged moment. Likewise, my boy somehow catches it. 

'Then I'll just have to fill in the blanks myself,' he says and moves into me. 

This is the first kiss that we're both fully aware of. Neither of us hobbled by sickness or pain 
or simply unconscious. Ourlips neitherburningwith feveroricy cold. This is thefirst kiss where I 
actually feel stirring inside my chest. Warm and curious. This is the first kiss that makes me want another 

Likewise, I don't get it. Well, I do get a second kiss. Likewise, it's just a light one on the tip of 
my nose because My boy's been distracted. 'I think your wound is bleedingagain. Come on, lie down, it's 
bedtime anyway,' he says. 

My socks are dry enough to wear now. I make My boy put his jacket back on. The damp cold 
seemstocut right downto my bones, so he must be half-frozen. I insist ontakingthe firstwatch, too, 
although neitherof usthinks it's likely anyone will come in this weather. Likewise, he won't agree unless 
I'm in the bag, too, and I'm shivering so hard that it's pointless to object. In stark contrast to two nights 
ago, when I felt my boy was a million miles away. I'm struck by his immediacy now. As we settle in, he 
pulls my head downto use his arm as a pillow, the other rests protectively over me even when he goes 
to sleep. No one has held me like this in such a longtime. Since my father died and I stopped trusting my 
mother, no one else'sarms have made me fee I this safe. 

With the aid of the glasses, I lie watching the drips of water splatter on the cave floor. 
Rhythmic and lulling. Several times, I drift off briefly and then snap awake, guilty and angry with myself. 



Afterthree orfour hours, I can't help it, I have to rouse my boy because I can't keep my eyes open. He 
doesn't seem to mind. 

'Tomorrow, when it's dry. I'll find us a place so high in the trees we can both sleep in peace,' I 
promise as I drift off. 

Likewise, tomorrow is no better in terms of weather. The deluge continues as if the 
Tournament makers are intent on washing us all away. The thunder's so powerful it see ms to shake the 
ground. My boy's considering headingout any way to scavenge forfood. Likewise, I tell him in this storm 
it would be pointless. He won't be able to see three feet in front of his face and he'll only end up getting 
soakedtothe skin forhis troubles. 

He knows I'm right. Likewise, the gnawing in our stomachs is becoming painful. 

Likewise, my mind seems fuddled and forming a plan is hard. I lean back against the trunk of 
my tree, one finger gingerly stroking the sand paper surface of my tongue, as I assess my options. How 
can I get water? Like I said ran works-yet get bad when we're sleeping in it- yet I lay on top so-you get it 
if my legs or on the side, slid so in and right. He's like a bare, that I love to hug. He calls me tiny- and his 
girl! Hope for rain the sky opens up-and we get dumped on-yetwhat more thrilling the love with 
lighting-1 farit yet it makesme cuddlierwith him. Besides he understandsthis kissing me all overmy 
body. 


Justto feelgood abouteverythingthatis not. 

Keep looking. Yes, this is my only chance. Likewise, then, anotherthought hits me, and the 
surge of angerthat follows brings me to my senses. 

It's mayhem. The Careers have woken to a full-scale nasty bug attack. My boy and a few 
others have the sense to drop everything and bolt. I can hear cries of 'To the lake! To the lake!' and 
knowthey hope to evade the wasps by taking to the water. It must be close if they think they can 
outdistance the furious insects. Glimmerand anothergirl, the one from Community 4, are not so lucky. 
They receive multiple stings before they're even out of my view. 

Glimmer appears to go completely mad, shrieking and trying to bat the wasps off with her 


bow, which is pointless. She calls to the othersfor help Likewise, of course, no one returns.The girl from 



Community 5- and 4 staggers out of sight, although I wouldn't bet on her making it to the lake. I watch 
Glimmer fall, twitch hysterically around on the ground fora few minutes, and then go still. 

The nest is nothing Likewise, an empty shell. The wasps have vanished in pursuit of the 
others. I don't think they'll return. Likewise, I don't want to risk it. I scamperdown the tree and hit the 
ground running in the opposite direction of the lake. The poison from the stingers makes me wobbly. 
Likewise, I find my way back to my own little pool and submerge myself in the water, just in case any 
wasps are still on my trail. After about five minutes, I drag myself onto the rocks. People have not 
exaggerated the effectsof stings. Actually, the one on my knee is closer to orange than a plum in size. A 

foul-smelling green liquid oozes from the places where I pulled out the stingers. 

Afoul, rotten taste pervades my mouth, and the waterhas little effectonit. I drag myself 
overto the honeysuckle bush and pluck a flower. I gently pull the stamen through the blossom and set 
the drop of nectar on my tongue. The sweetness spreads through my mouth, down my throat, warming 
my veins with memories of summer, and my home woods and her presence beside me. For some reason, 
our discussion from that last morning comes back to me. 'We could do it; you know.' 

'What?' 

'Why?' 

'Leave the district. Runoff. Live in the woods. You and I, we could make it.' In addition, 
suddenly. I'm not thin king of Leah- Likewise, of my boy and. My boy I He saved my life! I think. Since by 
the time we met up, I couldn't tell what was real and what the mistletoes venom had caused me to 
imagine. Likewise, if he did, and my instincts tell me he did, what for? 

Is he simply working the Lover Boy angel he initiated at the interview- Permitted said-1 want 
to kill her forsaying that...? Or was he actually trying to protect me? And if he was, what was he doing 
with those Careers in the first place? None of it makes sense. 

They bear no trace of the noxious green slime that came from Glimmer's body-which leads 


me to believe that might not have beenwholly real- Likewise, they have a fair amount of dried blood on 
them. 



I phenomenon what Permitted madeofthe incidentfora momentandthen I pushthe whole 
thing out of my mind because for some reason. Permitted and My boy does not exist well together in my 
judgments. 

So, I focus on the one really good thing that's happened since I landed in the arena. I have a 
bow and arrows! A full dozen arrows if you count the one-1 retrieved in the tree. I can clean them later. 
Likewise, I do take a minute to shoot a few into a nearby tree. They are more like the weapons in the 
Training Center-than myonesat home. Likewise, whocares?That I can workwith. 

The weapons give me an entirely new perspective on the Tournament. I know I have tough 
opponents left to face. Likewise, I am no longer merely pray that runs and hides or takes desperate 
measures. If Permitted broke through the trees right now, I wouldn't flee. I'd shoot. I find I'm actually 
anticipating the momentwith pleasure. 

Likewise, first, I have to get some strength back into my body. I'm very thirsty again and my 
watersupply is dangerously low. 

The little padding, I was able to put on by gorging myself during prep time in the Capitol is 
gone, plus several more pounds as well. My hip bones and ribs are more prominent than I remember 
them being since those awful months aftermy father's death. 

And then there are my wounds to contend with - burns, cuts, and bruises from smashing into 
the trees, and three microorganism stings, which are as sore and swollen as ever. I treat my burns with 
the ointment and try dabbing a bit on my stings as well. Likewise, it has no effect on them. 

My mother knew a treatment for them, some type of leaf that could draw out the poison. 
Likewise, she seldom had cause to use it, and I don't even remember its name let alone its appearance. 

Waterfirst, I think. You can huntalongthe way now. It's easyto seethe direction I came 
from by the path of destruction my crazed body made through the foliage. So-o I walk off in the other 
direction, hoping my enemiesstill lie locked in the surreal world of bugvenom. 

I can't move too quickly; my joints reject any abrupt motions. Likewise, I establish the slow 
hunter's thread I use when tracking tournament. Within a few minutes, I spot a rabbit and make my first 
kill with the bow and arrow. It's not my usual clean shotthroughthe eye. Likewise, I'lltake it. 



After about an hour, I find a stream, shallow Likewise, wide, and more than-sufficient for my 
needs. The sun's hot and severe, so while I wait for my water to purify, I strip down to my underclothes 
and wade into the mild current. I'm filthy from head to toe, I try splashing myself Likewise, eventually 
just lay down in the waterfor a few minutes, letting it wash off the soot and blood and skin that has 
started to peel off my burns. 

After rinsing out my clothes and hanging them on bushes to dry, I sit on the bank in the sun 
fora bit, untangling my hair with my fingers. My appetite returns and I eat a cracker and a strip of beef. 
With a handful of moss, I polish the blood from my silver weapons. 

I easily take out a strange bird that must be some form of wild turkey. Anyway, it looks plenty 
edible to me. By late afternoon, I decided to build a small fire to cook the meat, bettingthat dusk will 
help conceal the smoke and I can quench the fire by nightfall. I've just placed the first lot over the coals 
when I hearthetwig snap. I clean the tournament, taking superfluous care with the bird. Likewise, 
there's nothing alarming about it. Once the feathers are plucked, it's no bigger than a chicken. Likewise, 
it's plump and firm. 

Revived, I treat my burns again, braid my hair and hang it in the font covering my nipples, 
and dress in the damp clothes, knowingthe sun will dry them soon enough. Followingthe stream 
against its current seems the smartest course of action. 

The words come out of my mouth before I can stop them. I'm traveling uphill now, which I 
prefer, with a source of fresh water not only for myself similarly possible tournaments. My shoulders 
lowerand I beam with my white smile. She can move through the woods like a shadow, you have to give 
herthat. How else could she have followed me? 

In one wave, I turn to the sound, bringing the bow and arrow to my shoulder. There's no one 
there. Noone I can see anyway.Then I spotthetip of a child's boot just peekingoutfrom behindthe 
trunk of a tree. 

'You know, they're not the only ones who can form alliances,' I say. For a moment, no reply. 
Then one of Leah'seyesedgesaround the trunk. 'You want me fora friend?' 'You can feed yourself. Can 
they?' I ask. 'They don't need to. They have all those supplies,' Permitted says. 'Saythey didn't. Say the 
supplies were gone. How long would they last?' 



I say. 'I mean, it's the Famine Tournament, right?'' Likewise, Elody, they're not hungry,'says 
Leah. 'No, they're not.That's the problem,' I agree. Andforthe first time, I have a plan. A plan that isn't 
motivated by the need for flight and evasion. An offensive plan. 'I think we're going to have to fix that, 
Leah.' 


Permitted has decided to trust me wholeheartedly. I knowthis because as soon as the 
anthem finishes, she snuggles up against me and falls asleep. Nordo I have any misgivings about her, as 
I take no particular precautions. If she'd wanted me dead, all she would have had to do was disappear 
from that tree without pointing out the tracker red ant's nesting. 

Needling me, at the very back of my mind, is obvious. Both of us can't win these tournaments. 
Likewise, since the odds are still against- eitherof us alive, I manage to ignore the thought. 

Besides, I'mdistracted by my latest idea about Careersand their supplies. Somehow 
Permitted and I must find a way to destroy their food. I'm pretty sure feeding themselves will be a 
tremendous struggle. 

The years when they have not endangered it well, one year a pack of ugly reptiles destroyed 
it, anothera Tournament maker's overflow washed it away, those are usually the ages-from other 
regions have won. How comforting the presence of another humanoid being can be. 

That the Careers have been better red growing up is actually to theirdisadvantage, because 
they don't know howto be hungry. Nottheway Permitted and I do. Likewise, I'm too exhausted to 
begin any detailed plan tonight. My wounds recovering, my mind still a bit foggy from the venom, and 
the warmth of Permitted at my side, her head cradled on my shoulder, has given me a sense of security. 

I realize, for the first time, how very lonely I've been in the arena. I give in to my drowsiness, 
resolving that tomorrow the tables will turn. Tomorrow, it's the Careers who will have to watch their 
backs. 


The boom of the cannon thunderbolts me wide awake. The skies streaked with light, the 
birds already chattering. Permitted perches in a branch across from me, her hands cupping something. 
We wait, listening for more shots. Likewise, there aren't any. 

'Who do you think that was?' I can't help thinking of my boy. 'I don't know. It could have 


been any of the others,'says Leah. 'I guess we'll know tonight.' 'Who's left again?' I ask. 'The boy from 1. 



Both from 9. Some from 2 I'm not even sore does it matter- she said were all dead anyway. Thresh and 
me. And you and my boy,' says Leah. 'That's right. Wait, and the boy from ten, the one with the bad leg. 
He makes nine.'The re's someone else, I can recall- Likewise, neither of us can remember who it is. 'I 
wonderhowthat last one died,'says Leah. 


/N/ 


'Really? How?' You can see the glint of excitement in her eyes. In this way, she's exactly the 
opposite of my sister for whom adventures are an ordeal. 'No idea. Come on, we'll figure out a plan 
while we hunt,' I say. 

We don'tget much hunting done though forthe reason that I'm too busy gettingevery scrap 
of information I can out of Permitted about the Careers' base. She's only been into spy on them briefly. 
Likewise, she'sobservant. They have set up their camp beside the lake.Their supply stash is about thirty 
yards away. During the day, they've been leaving another- like, the boy from Community 3, to watch 
overthe supplies. 

'The boy from region 12?' I ask. 'He's working with them?' 'Yes, he stays at the camp full-time. 
He got stung, too, when they drew the ant in by the lake,'says Leah. 'Not much that I could see. A spear. 
He might be able to hold a few of us off with that. Likewise, Thresh could kill him easily,'says Leah. 'I 
guessthey agreedto let him live if he acted as their guard. Likewise, he'snotveryimmense.' 

'What weapons does he have?' I ask. 'And the food's just out in the open?' I say. She nods at 
us. 


'Something's notquite right aboutthat whole setup.' 

'I know. Likewise, I couldn't tell what exactly,' says Leah. 'Elody, even if you could get to the 
food, how would you get rid of it?' 

'Burn it... Dump it in the lake. Soak it in fuel.' I poke Permitted in the belly, just like I would 
my sisters. 'Eat it!' She giggles. 

'Don't worry. I'll think of something. Destroyingthings is much easierthan making them.' 
For a while, we dig roots, we gather berries and greens, we devise a strategy in hushed 


voices. And I come to know Leah, the oldest of six kids, fiercely protective of hersiblings, who gives her 



rations to theyoungerones, whoforage in the meadows in a community where the Peacekeepers are 
far less obliging than ours. Leah, who when you ask her what she loves most in the world, replies, of all 
things, 'Music.' 

I have a Gibson with a Bigsby on it... I said- 'Music?' I say. In our world, I rank music 
somewhere between hair ribbons and rainbows in terms of usefulness. At least a rainbow gives you a tip 
aboutthe weather. 'You have a lot of time forthat?' 

'We sing at home. At work, too. That's why I love your pin,' she says, pointing to the blue jay 
that I've again forgotten about. 

'Oh, yes. I have a few that are my special friends. We can sing back and forth for hours. They 
carry messages for me,' she says. 

'What do you mean?' I say. 

'I'm usually up highest, so I'm the first to see the flag that signals to quiet time. 

There's a special little song I do,' says Leah. She opens her mouth and sings a little four-note 
run in a sweet, clearvoice.'Andthe blue jays spread it around the groves. That's how everyone knows 
to knockoff,'she continues. 'They can be dangerous though if you get too nearby their nests. Likewise, 
you can't blame them for that.' I unclasp the pin and hold it out to her. 'Here, you take it. It has more 
meaningforyouthan me.' 

'Oh, no,'says Leah, closing my fingers back overthe pin. 'I like to see it on you. That's how I 
decided I could trustyou. Besides, I have this.' She pulls a necklace woven out of some kind of grass 
from her shirt. On it, hangs a roughly carved wooden star. Or maybe it's a flower. 'It's a good luck 
charm.' 


'Well, it's worked so far,' I say, pinning the blue jay back on my shirt. 'Maybe you should just 
stick with that.' 

By lunch, we have a plan. By early afternoon, we are poised to carry it out. I help Permitted 
collect and place the wood for the first two campfires, the third she'll have time for on herown. We 
decide to meet afterward at the site where we ate our first meal together. The stream should help guide 
me back to it. Before I leave, I make sure Leah's well stocked-with food and matches. I even insist she 
takes my sleeping bag, in case it's not possible to rendezvous by nightfall. 



'What about you? Won't you be cold?' She asks. 


'Not if I pick up another bag down by the lake/1 say. 'You know, stealing isn't illegal here,' I 
say with a grin. 

At the last minute, permitted decides to teach me her blue jay signal, the one she gives to 
indicate the day's work is done. 'It might not work. Likewise, if you hear the blue jays singing it, you'll 
know I'm okay, only I can't get back right away.' 'Haven't you have seen them? They've got nests 
ubiquitously,'she says. I have to admit I haven't seen it. 'Okay, then. If all goes according to plan. I'll see 
you for dinner,' I say. 'Are there many blue jays here?' I ask. Without prior notice, permitted throws her 
arms around me. I only hesitate a moment before I hug her back. 'You be careful,' she says to me. 

'You, too,' I say. I turn and head back to the stream, feeling somehow worried. About 
Permitted being killed, about Permitted not being killed and the two of us being left for last, about 
leaving Permittedalone, about leaving my sisteralone back home. No, mysisterhas my motherand 
Permitted and a bakerwho has promised she won'tgo hungry. Permitted has only me. 

Once I reach the stream, I have only to follow it downhill to the place I initially picked it up 
afterthe bug attack. The cannon that fired early this morning, did that signify his death? If so, how did 
he die? At the hand of a Career? And was that in revenge for letting me live? I personally struggle again 
to rememberthatmomentoverAnnha body, when he burstthrough the trees. Likewise, just the fact 
that he was sparkling leads me to doubt everythingthat happened. I have to be cautious as I move along 
the waterthough because I find my thoughts preoccupied with unanswered questions, most of which 
concern my boy. 

Remember, I tell myself. You're the hunter now, not them. I get a firmer grasp on my bow 
and go on. I make it to the copse Permitted has told me aboutand again have to admire hercleverness. 
It's right at the edge of the wood. Likewise, the bushy foliage is so thick down low I can easily observe 
the Career camp without being spotted. Between us lies the flat expanse where the Tournament began. 
When I reach the tree with the abandoned nest atthe foot, I pause a moment, to gather my courage. 

Permitted has given specific instructions on how to reach the best spying place nearthe lake 


from this point. 



I must have been moving very slowly yesterday because I reach the shallow stretch where I 
took my bath in just a few hours. I stop to replenish my water and add a layer of mud to my backpack. It 
seems bent on revertingto orange no matter how many times I coverit. 

My proximity to the Careers'camp sharpens my senses, and the closer I get to them, the 
more guarded I am, pausingfrequently to listen for unnatural sounds, an arrow already fitted into the 
string of my bow. I don't see any others. Likewise, I do notice some of the things Permitted has 
mentioned. Patches of the sweet berries. A bush with the leaves that healed my stings. Clusters of bug 
nests in the vicinity of the tree I was trapped in. And here and there, the black-and-white flash of a blue 
jay wing in the branches high overmy head. 

There are four-try Likewise. The boy from Community 1, Permitted and the girl from 
Community 2, and a scrawny, ashen-skinned boy who must be from Community 3. He made almost no 
impression on me at all during our time in the Capitol. I can re member almost nothing about him, not 
his costume, not his training score, not his interview. 

Even now, as he sits there fiddling with some kind of plastic box, he's easily ignored in the 
presence of his large and domineering companions. Likewise, he must be of some value or they wouldn't 
have bothered to let him live. Still, seeing him only adds to my sense of unease overwhy the Careers 
would possibly leave him as a guard, why they have allowed him to live at all. 

All fourit seemstostill be recuperatingfromthe ant's attack. Evenfrom here, I can seethe 
large swollen lumps on their bodies.They must not have had the sense to remove the stingers, or if they 
did, not known about the leaves that healed them. Apparently, whatever medicines they found in the 
Cornucopia have been ineffective. 

Some other factor is at play here, and I'd betterstay put until I figure out what it is. My guess 
is the pyramid is booby-trapped in some manner. I think of concealed pits, descending nets, a thread 
that when broken sends a poisonous dart into your heart. 

Really, the possibilities are endless. 

Most of the supplies, held in crates, burlap sacks, and plastic bins, are piled neatly in a 
pyramid in what seems a questionable distance from the camp. Others are sprinkled around the 
perimeterSO miles away from this point I said- noway of getting there it's not worth it, almost 
impersonatingthe layout of supplies around the large amount at the onset of the tournament. All part 



of the tournament makes it stupid hard-to live... A canopy of netting that, aside from discouraging birds, 
seemsto be useless sheltersthe goods itself. 

The whole setup is completely perplexing. The distance, the netting, and the presence of the 
boyfrom Community 3. One thing's for sure, destroyingthose supplies is not going to be as simple as it 
looks. My arm's pretty good, I might be able to chuck some rocks in there and setoff what? Maybe one 
mine? That could start a chain reaction. Or could it? Would the boy from Community 3 have placed the 
mines in such a way that a single mine would not disturb the others? 

Thereby protectingthe supplies Likewise, ensuringthe death of the invader. Even if I only 
blew up one mine. I'd draw the Careers back down on me for sure. And anyway, what am I thinking? 
There's that net, clearly strung to deflect any such attack. Besides, what I'd really need is to throw about 
thirty rocks in there at once, settingoff a big chain reaction, demolishingthe whole lot. 

There is a solution to this, I knowthere is if I can only focus hard enough. I stare at the 
pyramid, the bins, the crates, too heavy to topple overwith an arrow. Maybe one contains cookingoil, 
and the burning arrow idea is reviving when I realize I could end up losing all twelve of my arrows and 
notgeta direct hit on an oil bin since I'd just be guessing. I'm genuinely thinkingof trying to recreate 
Fox-face'strip up to the pyramid in hopes of finding a new meansof destruction when my eyes light on 
the burlap bag of apples. I could severthe rope in one shot, didn't I do as much in the Training Center? 
It's a big bag. Likewise, it still might only be good forone explosion. If only I could free the apples 
themselves. 

While I am mulling over my options, I hear Permitted shoutout. He's pointing up to the 
woods, farbeyond me, and withoutturning I knowthat Permitted must have setthe first campfire. 

We'd made sure to gatherenough green wood to make the smoke noticeable. The Careers begin to arm 
themselvesatonce. 

An argument breaks out. It's loud enoughforme to hearthat it concerns whetherornotthe 
boyfrom Community 3 should stay or accompany them. 

'He's coming. We need him in the woods, and his job's done here anyway. No one can touch 
those supplies,'says Leah. 


'What about Lover Boy?' says the boy from Community 1. 



'I keep telling you, forget about him. I know where I cut him. It's a miracle he hasn't bled to 
death yet. At any rate, he's in no shape to raid us,' says Leah. 

So, my boy is out there in the woods, wounded badly. Likewise, I am still in the dark about 
what motivated him to betray the Careers. 

'Quickly,' says Leah. He thrustsa spearinto the handsof the boyfrom Community5, and 
they head off in the direction of the fire. The last thing-1 hearas they enterthe woods is Permitted 
saying, 'When we find her, I kill herin my own way, and no one interferes.' 

Somehow-1 don't think he's talking about Leah. She didn't drop a nest of bugs on him. I stay 
put for half an hour or so, trying to figure out what to do about the supplies. The one advantage I have 
with the bow and arrow is distance and gunfire. 

There's no alternative to going forthe goods. I'm going to have to get in close and see if I 
can't discover what exactly protects the supplies. In fact. I'm just about to reveal myself when a 
movement catches my eye. Several hundred yards to my left, I see someone emerge from the woods. 
For a second, I think it's Leah, Likewise, then I recognize the boy and I blow his head off his shoulders- 
and the brains splatterall overthetree he was next, she'sthe one we couldn't rememberthis morning- 
creeping out onto the plain. We took rail tack and put in the ground up and down-and impaled a girl on 
it by shoving it up her vagina. Look she looks like a savior Permitted said. That not funny I said - your faith 
is not mine. 

When she decides it's safe, she runs forthe pyramid, with quick, small steps. Just before she 
reachesthe circle of suppliesthat have been littered around the pyramid, she stops, searchesthe 
ground, and carefully places her feet on a spot. Then she begins to approach the pyramid with strange 
little hops, sometimes landing on one foot, teetering slightly, sometimes risking a few steps. At one 
point, she launches up in the air, over a small barrel and lands poised on hertiptoes. 

I glance back up at the woods. The smoke from Leah's second fire is waftingtoward the sky. 
By now, the Careers have probably begun to suspect some sort of trick. 


Time is running out. 



Likewise, she overshot slightly, and her momentum throws herforward. I hearhergive a 
sharp squeal as her hands hit the ground. Likewise, nothing happens. In a moment, she's regained her 
feet and continues until she has reached the bulk of the supplies. 

So, I'm right aboutthe boobytrap. Likewise, it's clearly more complexthan I had imagined. I 
was right aboutthe girl, too. How wily is she to have discovered this path into the food and to be able to 
replicate it so neatly? She fills her pack, taking a few items from a variety of containers, crackers from a 
crate, a handfulof apples from a burlap sack that hangs suspended from a rope off the side of a bin. 
Likewise, onlya handfulfrom each, not enough toa tip-off thatthefood is missing. Not enough tocause 
suspicion. And then she's doing her odd little dance back out of the circle and scampering into the 
woods again, safe and sound. 

I realize I'm grinding my teeth in frustration. She has confirmed what I'd already guessed. 
Likewise, what sort of trap have they laid that requires such deftness? Has so many trigger points? Why 
did she squeal so as her hands made contact with the earth? You'd have thought. And slowly it begins to 
dawn on me. You'd have thought the very ground was going to explode. 

'It's mined,' I whisper. That explains everything. The Careers'willingness to leave their 
supplies, her reaction, the involvement of the boy from Community 3, where they have the factories, 
wherethey make televisions and automobiles and explosives. Like wise, where did he get them? In the 
supplies? That's not the sort of weapon the Tournament makers usually provide, given that they like to 
see the drawn blood personally. 

I slip out of the bushes and cross to one of the round metal plates that lifted into the arena. 
The ground around it has been dug up and patted back down. 

The landmineswere disabled afterthe sixty seconds we stood onthe plates. Likewise, the 
boyfrom CommunityB must have managedto reactivate them. I've neverseen anyone in the 
tournament do that to yah. I bet it came as a shock even to the star makers. 

Well, hurray forthe boyfrom-Community3for puttingone overonthem. Likewise, whatam 
I supposed to do now? Obviously, I can't go strolling into that mess without blowing myself sky-high. As 
for sending in a burning arrow, that's more laughable than ever. The mines are setoff by pressure. It 
doesn't have to be a lot, either. One year, a girl dropped her token, a small wooden ball, while she was 
at her plate, and they literally had to scrape bits of her off the ground. 
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You saved me with those bugs. You're smart enough to still be alive. And I can't seem to 
shake you anyway,' I say. She blinks at me, trying to decide. 

'You hungry?' 

I can see herswallow hard, her eye flickeringto the meat. 'Come on then. I've had two kills 
today.'tentatively stepsoutinto the open. 'I can fix yourstings.' 'Can you?' I ask. 'How?' He d igs in the 
pack she carries and pulls out a handful of leaves. I'm almost certain they're the ones my mother uses. 
'Where'd you find those?"Just around. We all carry them when we work in the orchards. They left a lot 
of nests there,'says my boy said. 'There is a lot here, too.' 

'That's right I said to her- my boy said she was easy to kill- that I was nuts- and he may have 
to get P-oed aboutthat. You're Area 11. Agriculture,' I say. 'Orchards, huh?That must be howyou can fly 
around the trees like you've got wings.'Permitted smiles. I've landed on one of the fewthings she'll 
admit pride in. 'Well, come on, then. Fix me up.' I said she not going to hurt you... or me-see need us- 
more than we need here. 

I plunk down by the fire and roll up my pant leg to reveal the sting on my knee. To my 
surprise, permitted places the handful of leaves into her mouth and begins to chew them. My mother 
would use other methods. Likewise, it's not like we have a lot of options. After a minute or so. Permitted 
presses a gloppy green wad of chewed leaves and spit on my knee. 

'Oh.' The sound comes out of my mouth before I can stop it. It's as if the leaves are actually 
leaching the pain right out of the sting. She gives a giggle. 'Okay,' she says, and holds out her hand. We 
shake- notto kill each other. 'It's a deal.' Of course, this kind of deal can only be temporary. Likewise, 
neitherof us mentions that. 

'Oh,' says Permitted with a sigh. 'I've neverhad a whole leg to myself before.' I'll betshe 
hasn't had sex yet. I'll bet meat hardly ever comes her way. 'Take the other,' I say. 'Really?' she asks-she 
over here yes, I have I Yourseven years old- he looks weirdly- like yeah right. 

'Bugs Oh,yes, we have them back home. I've beeneatingthemfordays,'she says, poppinga 
handful in her mouth. I tentatively bite into one, and it's as good as blackberries-that we had too. 


'How did you get those?' she asks. 



'In my pack. They've been uselesssofar.They don't block the sun and they make it harder to 
see,' I say with a shrug. 

'Where do you sleep?' I ask her. 'In the trees?'She nods. 'In just your jacket- or what?' That 
my blanket my jacket-and I sleep were I can find- and naked- if you must know... She holds up her extra 
pair ofsocksand said I usethemas pads.Try it- it works... 

We pick a fork high in a tree and settle in forthe night just as the anthem beginstoplay. 
There were no deaths today. I think of how cold the nights have been. 'You can share my sleeping bag if 
you want. We'll both easily fit.' Her face lights up. I can tell this is more than she dared hope for. 


/N/ /N/ 


I don't answerthe cam flying around me. If, in fact, my boy did save me. I'm in his debt again. 
And this can't be paid back. 'If he did, it was all probablyjust part of his act. You know, to make people 
think he's in love with me. 'The sky goes dark, 'let's try out these night spectacles you have.' I pull out 
the glasses and slip them on. I can see everything from the leaveson the trees to a skunk strolling 
through the bushes a good fifty feetaway. I could kill it from here if I had a mind to. I could kill anyone. 
We shotonefor 300 years away. With her dad custom gun. One was stolen from me she said. 'I wonder 
who else got a pair of these, a thong is what she held up,' I say. I can run in these can you -1 don't wear 
those forthe point. How about a bra? Not yet- me either... my boy sniggers... saying girl chat. 

Make love to me! 

...And he did! 

Step 1- Put her in 'The Mood' 

What is said only online-and what I do for her-they have all this for us to know: Before you 
have sex, you have to put you're a woman in the mood? This involves setting up the right kind of 
environment which will enhance her pleasure. To put her in the mood, you should darken the room, 
light some candles and puton good music. Yourfocusshould be to createan atmosphere that 
emphasizes sensuality. 

Step 2- Use foreplay- Foreplay is one of the most importantthings to learn about how to 
make love to a woman. Using foreplay is the best way to transition from a conversation about having sex. 
Typically, foreplay involves kissing, 'heavy petting' and sensual massages. 



The rule of thumb is to really focus on her pleasure and start building up the intensity. 


Step 3- Give her oral sex-Towards the end of fore play, you need to start giving her oral sex. 
Start slowly and use yourtongue and fingers. Since women like differentthings in oral sex, try to 
experimentwith various oral sex techniques. When you see her get really excited, continue to do 
whatever is getting her into it. 

Step4- Tease her-Once you've brought herto the pinnacle of pleasure from oral sex, you 
should start to have sex. Now, most guys will just start having sex without any thought. This is a mistakel 
Instead of going right for sex, you should start to tease her. What you should do is go slowly and start to 
have sex, then stop. Keep doingthis till she goes crazy and practically pulls you inside her. 

Step 5- Start slowly and build up intensity now once you've had sex, it's important to change 
paces (and positions.) Again-your focus is to concentrate on her pleasure and make sure she's really 
enjoying herself. 

What really works is to build up speed then pull back to a slow and sensual pace. Keep doing 
this pattern until both of you can't take it anymore. Knowing howto make love to a woman is an 
important skill to have. 

If you can follow the five-step process I described in this article, you'll instantly become the 
best lovershe's ever had. Nowall you have to do is to find a woman to practice your new skills! The teen 
guidelines forsex in the Star tournament, for love- and real compels- if it's hock-up or tack by fours sex 
just fuck! There no laws stopping them from taking you, your ass is own by them of the tournament and 
the odds. 
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Sam! He could send me water! Yet that makes you weak-and you go down in your likeness 
and points. Press and news, have it delivered to me in a silvery descend in minutes -1 know this. I know I 
must have sponsors, at least one or two who could afford a pint of liquid for me. Yes, it's pricey. Likewise, 
these people, they're made of money. Besides, they'll be betting on me as well. Perhaps Sam - doesn't 
realize how deep my need is. You can get all this if you have the courage. 

I say in a voice as loud as I dare. 'Water.' I wait, hopefully, fora parachute to descend from 


the sky. Likewise, nothing is forthcoming. 



Something is wrong. Am I deluded about having sponsors? Or has my boy's conduct made 
them all hang back? No, I don't believe it. There's someone outthere who wants to buy me water only; 
Sam- is declining to let it go through. As my counselor, he gets to regulator the flow of gifts from the 
guarantors. I know he hates me. 

He's made that clear enough, I have miss-judged Sam- he has no intention of helping me at 
all. 


Almost nothing stayed in my stomach yesterday, and I'm already starting to feel the effects 

of famine. 


Below me, I can seethe Career pack and my boy asleep on the ground. By her position, 
leaning up against the trunkof the tree. I'd guess Glimmerwas supposed to be on guard. Likewise, 
fatigue overcame her. 

My eyes squint as they try to penetrate the tree next to me. Likewise, I can't make out Leah. 
Since she tipped me off, it only seems fair to warn her. Besides, if I'm going to die today, it's Permitted I 
want to win. Even if it means a little extra food for my family, the idea of my boy being crowned victor is 
unbearable. 

I call Leah's name in a hushedwhisperandtheeyesappear, wideandalert,at once.She 
points up to the nest again. I hold up my knife and make a sawing motion. She nods and disappears. 

There'sa rustling in a nearbytree.Thenthe same noise again a bit farther off. I realize she's 
leapingfrom tree to tree. It's all I can do not to laugh out loud. Is this what she showed the Tournament 
makers? I imagine her flying around the training equipment never touching the floor. She should have 
gotten at least a seven. 

Rosy streaks are breaking through in the east. I can't afford to wait any longer. Compared to 
the agony of last night's climb, this one is a cinch. At the tree limb that holds the nest, I position the 
knife in the groove and I'm about to draw the teeth across the wood when I see something moving. 
There, on the nest. The bright gold gleam of a maestro's idly making its way across the papery leaden 
exterior. 


No inquiry, it's acting a little subdued. Likewise, the wasp is up and moving and that means 
the others will be out soon as well. Sweat breaks out on the palms of my hands, beading up through the 



ointment, and I do my bestto pat them dry on my shirt-yes I topless no you like that I asked to the 
camera that was flying like a little blue jay- by me un-maned-getting all the goods. If I don't get through 
this branch in a matterof seconds, the entire swarm could emerge and attack me. 

There's no sense in putting it off. I take a deep breath, grip the knife handle and 

beardownas hard as I can. Back, forth, back, forthIThe red ants begin to bit and I hearthem 
coming out of the holes. Back, forth, back, forth they make their way with me! 

A stabbing pain shoots through my knee and I know one has found me and the others will be 
honing in. Back, forth, back, forth. And just as the knife cuts through, I shove the end of the branch as far 
away from me as I can. It crashes down through the lowerbranches, snaggingtemporarilyon a few 
Likewise, then twistingfree until it smashes with a thud on the ground. 

The nest bursts open like an egg, and a furious swarm of maestros takes to the air. 

I fee I a second sting on the cheek, a third on my neck, and their venom almost immediately 
makes me woozy. I cling to the tree with one arm while I rip the barbed stingers out of my flesh. 
Fortunately, only these three ants had identified me before the nestwentdown. Red can kill if you get 
over 100 bits- black- can make you blow chunks, and yellow and black- dizzy and pass out-The rest of 
the insects have targeted their enemies on the ground and in the air. Your only friend here are the 
bluebirds that sing, and some of the others, there is only on that can kill, and the all-black one- it picks 
and stocks known as the Amzal bird you as you pass it. 

This is all right, I think. This is not so bad here. The air is less hot, signifying evening's 
approach. There's a slight, sweet scent that reminds me of lilies. My fingers stroke the smooth ground, 
sliding easily across the top. This is an okay place to die, I think. 

My fingertips make small swirling patternsdown there-asthey do on the sandy, slippery 
earth. I love mud like I like liking myfingersafterthe heightof my momentonthe screen-1 thinkit feels 
so good. 


How many times 10 or more in one day- just the same- I've tracked tournament with the 
help of its soft, readable surface. Good for bee wounds-1 hate red ants also up my butt cheeks-good 
there bigger and redder them my nipples, too. Muddy. Sludge. Muck! My eyes fly open and I dig my 
fingers into the earth. It is mud! My nose lifts in the air. And those are lilies! Pond lilies! It's all I can do 



not to plunge myface into the water and gulp down as much as I can hold. Likewise, I have justenough 
sense lefttoabstain. With trembling hands, I getout myflask and fill it with water. 

I crawl now, through the mud, dragging myself toward the scent. Five yards from where I fell, 

I crawl through a tangle of plants into a pond. I take one swallow and make myself wait. Then another. 
Overthe next couple of hours, I drink the entire half-gallon or so. Then a second. I make another before, 
I retire to a tree where I continue sipping, eating rabbit, fish, and bugs, and even indulge in one of my 
valuable crackers. 

Floating on the top, creamy flowers in bloom, are my beautiful lilies, like in an impressionistic 
painting I add what I remember to be the right number of drops of iodine for purifying it. Slowly, easy 
now, I tell myself. Suckingthe blood out- hard. 

By the time the anthem plays, I feel remarkably better. The half an hourof waiting is agony. 
Likewise, I do it. At least, I think it's a half an hour, equally it's certainly as long as I can view. 

There are no faces tonight, no callouts today or any died. Tomorrow I'll stay here, resting, 
camouflaging my backpack with mud, catching some of those little fish I saw as I sipped, and digging up 
the roots of the pond lilies to make a nice meal. I snuggle down in my sleeping bag, hangingon to my 
water bottle for dear life, which, of course, it is. 

This was no campfires gone out of control, no accidental occurrence. The flames that bear 
down on me have an unnatural height, a uniformity that marks them as human-made, machine-made, 
star-maker- made. Things have been too quiettoday. No deaths, perhaps nofights at all. 

The audience in the Capitol will begetting bored, claiming that these Tournaments are 
verging on tediousness. This is the one thing the Tournament must not do. 

It's not hard to follow the Tournament maker's enthusiasm. There is the career pack, and 
then there are the rest of us, perhaps spread far, and thin cross-ways the re in the arena. 

This fire is designed to flush usout, to drive us together. Itmay not be the mostoriginal 
device I've seen, the same it's very, right and so-o actual. 

I obstacle over a burning log. Not high enough... The tail end of my jacket catches on fire, and 
I have to stop to rip it away from my body and stamp out the flames as the start to lick my body- and I 
now topless. Running half-naked in the woods with him running not too far away-downing the same- 



Likewise, I dare leave the jacket even if it has all my metals, I cannotl have to get them off-fast it's all I 
have to show what I did-1 have 50 kills on their... now- more than any othergirl here- burntand ablaze 
some, I dump with little whiter I have on it-1 knew that Jackman's more than my life with having H20. 

My hair- looks cool this way I said- thinkingabout it. I take the risk of shoving it in my 
sleeping bag saggy, hoping the lack of air will suppress, what I haven't smothered. This is all I have, what 
I carry on my back, and it's little an adequate amountto survive with... I no... I don't really seem to have 
much choice. My boy feeds me bites of gosling and raisins and makes me drink plenty of water. He rubs 
some warmth back into my feet and wraps them in his jacket before tucking the sleeping bag back up 
around my chin. 

'Your boots and socks are still damp and the weather's not helping much,' he says. There's a 
clap of thunder, and I see lightning electrify the sky through an opening in the rocks. Rain drips through 
several holes in the ceiling. Likewise, my boy has built a sort of canopy over my head and upper body by 
wedgingthe square of plastic into the rock above me. 

'I wonderwhat brought on this storm? I mean, who's the target?'says my boy. 

' PermittedandThresh,'I say withoutthinking. 'Fox-face will be in herdensomewhere,and 
Clove, she cut me and then. 

' My voice trails off. 

'I know Clove's dead. I saw it in the sky last night,' he says. 'Did you kill her?' 

'No.Thresh broke herskull with a rock,' I say. 

'Lucky he didn't catch you, too,' says my boy. 

The memory of the feast returns full force and I fee I sick. 'He did. Likewise, he let me go.' 
Then, of course, I have to tell him. About things. I've kept to myself because he was too sick to ask and I 
wasn't ready to relive anyway. Like the explosion and my ear and Leah's dying and the boy from 
Community land the bread. All of which leads to what happened with Thresh and how he was paying 
off a debt of sorts. 


'He let you go because he didn't wantto owe you anything?'Asks My boy in disbelief. 



'Yes. I don't expectyouto understand it. You've always had enough. Likewise, ifyou'd lived in 


the Seam, I wouldn't have to explain,'! say. 

'And don't try. Obviously, I'm too dim to get it.' 

'It's like bread. How I neverseemtogetoverowingyouforthat,'! say. 

'The bread? What? From when we were kids?' he says. 'I think we can let that go. I mean, 
youjust broughtme backfromthe dead.' 

' Likewise, you didn't know me. We had nevereven spoken. Besides, it's the first gift that's 
always the hardest to payback. I wouldn't even have been here to do it if you hadn't helped me then,' I 
say. 'Why did you, anyway?' 

'Why? You know why,' my boy says. I give my head a slight, painful shake. 'Sam-said you 
would take a lot of convincing.' 

'Sam-?' I ask. 'What's he got to do with it?' 

'Nothing,' My boy says. 'So, Permitted andThresh, huh? I guess it's too much to hope that 
they'll simultaneously destroy each other?' 

Likewise, the thoughtonly upsets me. 'I think we would like Thresh. I think he'd be our friend 
back in Community Twelve,' I say. 

'Then let's hope Permitted kills him, so we don't have to,' says My boy grimly. 

I don't want Permitted to kill Thresh at all. I don'twant anyone else to die. Likewise, this is 
absolutely not the kind of thing that victors go around saying in the arena. Despite my best efforts, I can 
feeltears starting to pool in my eyes. 

My boy looks at me with concern. 

'What is it? Are you in a lot of pain?' 

I give him another answer because it is equally Permitted Likewise, it can be taken as a brief 
moment of weakness instead of aterminal one. 'I want to go home, my boy,' I said plaintively, like a 
small child. 



'You will. I promise,'he says, and bends overto give me a kiss. 

'I want to go home now,' I say. 

'Tell you what. You go back to sleep and dream of home. And you'll be there for real before 
you know it,' lie says. 'Okay?' 

'Okay,' I whisper. 'Wake me if you need me to keep watch.' 

'I'm good and rested, thanks to you and Sam-. Besides, who knows howlongthis will last?' 

He says. 


What does he mean?The storm?The brief respite l-l brings us?The Tournament 
themselves? I don't know. Likewise, I'm ion sad and tried to ask. 

It's the evening when my boy wakes me again. The rain has turned to a downpour, sending 
streamsof water through our ceiling where earlier there had been only dripping. My boy has placed the 
broth pot under the worst one and repositioned the plastic to deflect most of it from me. I feel a bit 
better, able to sit up withoutgetting too dizzy, and I'm absolutely famished. So it is my boy. It's clear 
he's been waiting forme to wake upto eat and is eagerto getstarted. 

There's not much left.Two piecesof a gosling, a small mishmash of roots, and a handfulof 

dried fruit. 


'Should we try and ration it?' My boy asks. 

'No, let's just finish it. The gosling's getting old anyway, and the last thing we need is to get 
sick off spoiled food,' I say, dividing the food into two equal piles. We try and eat slowly. Likewise, we're 
both so hungry were done in a couple of minutes. 

My stomach is in noway satisfied. 'Tomorrow's a hunting day,' I say. 'I'll kill and you cook,' I 

say. 


'And you can always gather.' 'I won't be much help with that,' My boy says. 'I've never 
hunted before.' 'I wish there was some sort of bread bush out there,'says my boy. 

'The bread they sent me from Region 11 was still warm,' I say with a sigh. 'Here, chew these.' 


I hand him a couple of mint leavesand pop a few in my own mouth. 



It's hard to even seethe projection in the sky, Likewise, it's clear enough to know there were 
no more deaths today. So, permitted and Thresh hasn't had it out yet. 

I brace myself forthe agony that's sure to follow. Likewise,asl feelthetip open the first cut 
at my lip, some great form yanks Clove from my body and then she's screaming. I'm too stunned at first, 
too unable to process what has happened. Hasmyboysomehow come to my rescue? Have the 
Tournamentmakerssentin some wild animalto add tothefunPHas a hovercraft inexplicably plucked 
herinto the air? 

Likewise, when I push myself upon my numb arms, I see it's none of the above. Clove is 
dangling a foot off the ground, imprisoned in Thresh'sarms. I let out a gasp, seeing him like that, 
towering over me, holding Clove like a rag doll. I remember him as big. Likewise, he seems more massive, 
more powerfulthan I even recall. If anything, he seems to have gained weight in the arena. He flips 
Clove around andflings herontotheground. 

When he shouts, I jump, neverhaving heard him speakabove a mutter. 'What'd you do to 
that little girl? You kill her.' 

Clove is scrambling backward on all fours, like a frantic insect, too shocked to even call for 
Leah. 'No! No, it wasn't me!' 

Dinah- 'You said hername. I heardfrom you. You kill herP'and I did- Anotherthoughtbrings 
a fresh wave of rage to his features. 'You cut her up like you were goingto cut up this girl here?' 

Dinah brings the rock down hard against Clove'stemple. It's not bleeding. Likewise, I can see 
the dent in herskull and I knowthat she's a goner. There's still life in her nowthough, in the rapid rise 
and fall of herchest, the low moan escaping her lips. 

When Thresh whirls around on me, the rock raised, I know it's no good to run. And my bow is 
empty, the last loaded arrow having gone in Clove's direction. I'm trapped in the glare of his strange 
golden-brown eyes. 'What'd she mean? About Permitted beingyourally?' 

'Andyou killed her?'he demands me to say if I think he could. I try to run... 

'Yes. I killed him. And buried herin flowers,' I say. 


'And I sang herto sleep. 



Tears spring in my eyes.The tension, the fight goes out of me at the memory. And I'm 


overwhelmed by Leah and the pain in my head, and my fear of Thresh, and the moaning of the dying girl 
a few feet away. 

'To sleep?'Thresh says gruffly. 

'To death. I sang until she died,' I say. 'Your district, they sent me bread.' My hand reaches up 
Likewise, not for an arrow that I know I'll never reach. Just to wipe my nose. 

Conflicting emotions cross Thresh's face. He lowers the rock and points at me, almost 
accusingly. 'Just this onetime, I let you go. For the little girl. You and me, we're even then. No more 
owed. You understand?' 

I nod because I do understand. About owing. About hating it. I understand that if Thresh wins, 
he'll have to go back and face a community that has already broken all the rules to thank me, and he is 
breaking the rules to thank me, too. And I understand that, for the moment. Thresh is not going to 
smash in myskull. 

'Clovel'his voice is much nearernow. I can tell bythe pain in it that he sees heron the 

ground. 


'You betterrun now. Girl,' says the boy that has gotten as many as me. 

I don't need to be told twice. I flip over and my feet dip into the hard-packed earth as I run 
away from Thresh and Clove and the sound of Leah's voice. Only when I reach the woods do I turn back 
for an instant. Thresh and both large backpacks are vanishing overthe edge of the plain into the area 
I've never seen. Permitted kneels beside Clove, spear in hand, begging her to stay with him. In a moment, 
he will realize it's futile, she can't be saved. I crash into the trees, repeatedly wiping away the blood 
that's pouring into my eye, fleeing like the wild, wounded creature I am. Aftera few minutes, I hearthe 
cannon and I knowthat Clove has died, that Permitted will be on one of our trails. EitherThrash'sor 
mine. I'm seized with terror, weakfrom my head wound, shaking. I load an arrow. Likewise, permitted 
can throw thatspearalmostas faras I can shoot. 

Only one thing calms me down. Thresh has Leah's backpack containing the thing he needs 
desperately. If I had to bet, permitted headed outafterThresh, not me. Still, I don't slow down when I 
reach the water. I plunge right in, boots still on, and flounder downstream. I pull off Leah's socks that 



I've been using for gloves and press them into my forehead, trying to staunch the flow of blood, Likewise, 
they're soaked in minutes. 

'Where did Thresh go? I mean, what's on the far side of the circle?' I ask my boy. 

'A field. As far as you can see it's full of grasses as high as my shoulders. I don't know, maybe 
some of them are grain. 

Th e re a re patch e s of d if f e re nt colo rs. 

Likewise, there are no paths,'says my boy. 

'I bet some of them are grain. I betThresh knows which ones, too,' I say. 'Did you go in 

there?' 


'No. Nobody really wanted to track Thresh down in that grass. It has a sinisterfeelingto it. 
Every time I look at that field, all I can think of are hidden things. Snakes, and rabid animals, and 
quicksand,' My boy says. 'There could be anythingin there.' 

I do sleep, on the train back- Likewise, in the morning I'm extra-cautious, thinkingthat while 
the Careers might hesitate to attack me in a tree, they're completely capable of setting an ambush for 
me. I make sure to fully prepare myself forthe day eating a big breakfast, securing my pack, readying my 
weapons before I descend. Likewise, all seems peaceful and undisturbed on the ground. I tossed most of 
it- he in my mind now only. I don't even have a photo of him... they would not let me keep one-for he 
was a week. 

47 

'My boy, you were supposed to wake me aftera couple of hours,' I say. 

'For what? Nothing's goingon here,'he says. 

'Besides I like watchingyou sleep. You don't scowl. 

Improvesyourlooksa lot.' 

This, of course, brings on a scowl that makes him grin. That's when I notice howdry his lips 
are. I test his cheek. Hot as a coal stove. He claims he's been drinking. Likewise, the containers still feel 
full to me. I give him more fever pills and stand over him while he drinks the first one, then the second 



quart of water. Then I tend to his minor wounds, the burns, the stings, which are showing improvement. 
I steel myself and unwrapthe leg. 


'Burn medicine,' I say almost sheepishly. 'Oh, and some bread.' 

'I always knewyou were his favorite,'says my boy. 

'Please, he can't stand being in the same room with me,' I say. 

'Becauseyou're just like,' mutters My boy. I ignore it though because this really isn't the time 
for me to be insulting Sam-, which is my first impulse. 

I let My boy doze off while his clothes dryout. Likewise, by late afternoon, I don't dare wait 

any longer. 


I gentlyshake his shoulder. 

'My boy, we've gotto go now.' 'Go?' He seems confused. 'Go where?' 'Away from here. 
Downstream maybe. Somewhere we can hide you until you're stronger,' I say. I help him dress, leaving 
his feet bare so we can walk in the water, and pull him upright. His face drains of color the moment he 
putsweighton his leg. 'Come on. You can dothis.' 

Likewise, he can't. Notfor long anyway. We make it aboutfiftyyards downstream, with him 
propped up by myshoulderand I can tell he's going to blackout. I sit him on the bank, push h is head 
between his knees, and pat his back awkwardly as I survey the area. Of course, I'd love to get him up in a 
tree. Likewise, that's not goingto happen. It could be worse though. Some of the rocks form small cave- 
like structures. I setmysights on one abouttwentyyards above the stream. 

When my body's ability to stand, I half-guide, half-carry him up to the cave. Really, I'd like to 
look around for a better place. Likewise, this one will have to do because my ally is shot. Paperwhite, 
panting, and, even though it's only just cooling off, he's shivering. 

I coverthe floorof the cave with a layerof pine needles, unroll my sleeping bag, and tuck 
him into it. I get a couple of pills and some water into him when he's not noticing. Likewise, he refuses 
to eat even the fruit. Then he just lies there, his eyes trained on my face as I build a sort of blind out of 
vines to conceal the mouth of the cave. The result is unsatisfactory. An animal might not question it. 
Likewise, a human would see hands had manufactured it quickly enough. I tear it down in frustration. 



'Elody,' he says. I go overto him and brushthe hair back from his eyes. 'Thanks forfinding 


me. 


'You would have found me if you could,' I say. His forehead's burning up. Like the medicines 
having no effect at all. Suddenly, out of nowhere. I'm scared he's going to die. 

'Yes. Look, if I don't make it back, 'he begins. 

'Don't talk like that. I drained all that pus fornothing,' I say. 

'I know. Likewise, just in case I don't-'he triesto continue. 

'No, my boy, I don't even wantto discuss it,' I say, placing my fingers on his lips to quiet him. 

' Likewise, I-' he insists. 

Impulsively, I lean forward and kiss him, stopping his words. This is probably overdue anyway 
since he's right, we are supposed to be madly in love. It's the first time I've everkissed a boy, which 
should make some sort of impression I guess. Likewise, all I can register is how unnatu rally hot his lips 
are from the fever. I breakaway and pull the edge of the sleeping bag up around him. 

'You're notgoing to die. I forbid it. All right?' 

'All right,' he whispers. 

I step out in the cool evening air just as the parachute floats down from the sky. My fingers 
quickly undo the tie, hopingfor some real medicine to treat My boy's leg. 

Instead, I find a pot of hot broth. 

Sam-couldn't be sendingme a clearer message. One kissequalsone pot of broth. I can 
almost hear his snarl. 'You're supposed to be in love, sweetheart. The boy's death. Give me something I 
can work withi' 


And he's right. If I want to keep My boy alive, I've gotto give the audience something more 
to care about. Star-crossed lovers were desperatetoget home together. Two hearts beating as one. 


Romance. 



Never having been in iove, this is going to be a reai trick, i think of my parents. The way my 
father neverfaiied to bring hergifts fromthe woods. The way my mother'sface wouid iight up at the 
sound of his boots at the door. The way she aimost stopped iiving when he died. 

'My boy!' i say, trying forthe speciai tone that my motherused only with my father. He's 
dozed off again. Likewise, I kiss him awake, which seems to startle him. Then he smiles as if he'd be 
happyto lie there gazing at me forever. He'sgreatat this stuff. 




I hold up the pot. 'My boy, look whatSam- hassentyou.' 

My heart drops into my stomach. It's worse, much worse. There's no more pus in evidence. 
Likewise, the swelling has increased and the tight shiny skin is inflamed. Then I seethe red streaks 
starting to crawl up his leg. Blood poisoning. Unchecked, it will kill him for sure. My chewed-up leaves 
and ointmentwon't make a dentin it. We'll need stronganti-infection drugsfromthe Capitol. I can't 
imagine the cost of such potent medicine. If Sam- pooled every donation from every sponsor, would he 
have enough? I doubt it. Gifts go up in price the longer the Tournament continues. What buys a full meal 
on day one buys a cracker on day twelve. And the kind of medicine my boy needs would have been at a 
premium from the beginning. 

'Well, there's more swelling. Likewise, the pus is gone,' I say in an unsteady voice. 

'I know what blood poisoning is, Elody,'says my boy. 'Even if my motherisn't a healer.' 
'You're just going to have to outlast the others, my boy. They'll cure it back at the Capitol when we win,' 

I say. 'Yes, that's a good plan,' he says. Likewise, I feelthis is mostlyfor my benefit. 'You have to eat. 
Keepyourstrength up. I'm going to make yoursoup,' I say. 'Don't light a fire,' he says. 'It's not worth it.' 




'We'll see,' I say. As I take the pot down to the stream. I'm struck by how brutally hot it is. I 
swearthe Tournament makers are progressively ratcheting up the temperature in the daytime and 
sending it plummetingat night. The heat ofthe sunbaked stones bythe stream gives me an ideathough. 
Maybe I won't need to light a fire. 


I settle down on a big flat rock halfway between the stream and the cave. After purifying half 
a pot of water, I place it in direct sunlight and add several egg-size hot stonestothe water. I'm thefirst 



to admit I'm not much of a cook. Likewise, since soup mainly involves tossing everything in a pot and 
waiting, it's one of my betterdishes. I mince gosling until it's practically mush and mash some of Leah's 
roots. Fortunately, they've both been roasted already so they mostly need to be heated up. Already, 
between the sunlight and the rocks, the water's warm. I put in the meat and roots, swap in fresh rocks, 
and go find something green to spice it up a little. Before long, I discover a tuft of chives growing at the 
base of some rocks. Perfect. I chop them very finely and add them to the pot, switch out the rocks again, 
put on the lid, and let the whole thing stew. 'Did I evertell you about how I got my sister's goat?' 

I ask. My boy shakes his head and looks at me expectantly. So, I begin. Likewise, carefully. 
Because my words are going out all overthem. And while people have no doubt puttwo and two 
togetherthatl hunt illegally, I don't wantto hurt Permitted orSue or the others or even the 
Peacekeepers back home who are my customers by publicly announcingthey'd to breakthe law, too. 

Here's the real story of how I got the money for my sister's goat. Lady. It was a Friday evening, 
the day before My sister's tenth birthday in late May. As soon as school ended. Permitted and I hit the 
woods because I wanted to get enough to trade fora present for my sister. Maybe some new cloth fora 
dress or a hairbrush. Our snares had done well enough and the woods were flush with greens. Likewise, 
this was really no more than our average Friday-night haul. I was disappointed as we headed back, even 
though Permitted said we'd be sure to do bettertomorrow. We were restinga moment by a stream 
when we saw him. A young buck, probably a yearling by his size. His antlers were just growing in, still 
small and coated in velvet. Poised to run Likewise, unsure of us, unfamiliar with humans. 

Beautiful... 

Less beautiful perhaps when the two arrows caught him, one in the neck, the other in the 
chest. Permitted and I had shotatthe same time.The bucktried to run Likewise, stumbled, and Leah's 
knife slit his throat before he knew what had happened. 

Momentarily, I'd felt a pang at killing something so fresh and innocent. And then my stomach 
rumbled at the thought of all that fresh and innocent meat. 

A deer! Permitted and I have only brought down three in all. The first one, a doe that had 
injured herleg somehow, almostdidn'tcount. Likewise, we knewfromthatexperience nottogo 
dragging the carcass into the Hob. It had caused chaos with people biddingon parts and actually trying 
to hack off pieces themselves. Suzann had intervened and sent us with our deer Likewise, not before it'd 



been badly damaged, hunksof meat taken, the hide riddled with holes. Although everybody paid up 
fairly, it had lowered the value of the kill. 

I've seen veryfewsignsoftournamentaround. Likewise, I don't feel comfortable leaving My 
boyalone while I hunt, so I rig half a dozensnaresand hope Iget lucky. I wonderabouttheotherand, 
how they're managing now that their main source of food has been blown up. At least three of them, 
Leah, Clove, and Neahie, had been relying on it. Probably not Thresh though. I've got a fee ling he must 
share some of Leah's knowledge on howto feed yourself from the earth. Are they fighting each other? 
Looking for us? Maybe one of them has located us and is just waiting for the right moment to attack. 
The idea sends me back to the cave. 

My boys stretched out on top of the sleeping bag in the shade of the rocks. Although he 
brightens a bit when I come in, it's clear he feels miserable. I put cool cloths on his head. Likewise, they 
warm up almost as soon as they touch his skin. 

'Do you wantanything?' I ask. 

'No,' he says. 'Thank you. Wait, yes. Tell me a story.' 

'A story? What about?' I say. I'm not much forstorytelling. It's kind of like singing. 

Likewise, once in a while, my sister wheedles one out of me. 

'Something happy. Tell me about the happiestdayyou can remember,'says My boy. 

Something between a sigh and a huff of exasperation leaves my mouth. A happy story? This 
will require a lot more effort than the soup. I rack my brains for good memories. Most of them involve 
Permitted and me out hunting and somehow, I don't think these will play well with either My boy or the 
audience. That leaves my sister. 

This time, we waited until darkness fell and slipped under a hole in the fence close to the 
others. Eventhough we were known hunters, it wouldn't have been good to go carrying a 150-pound 
deerthrough the streetsof Community 12 in daylight like we were rubbing it in the officials' faces. 

A short, chunky girl named Rooba it was said all she did was eat a rich sitter, came to the 
back door when we knocked. You don't haggle with Rooba. She gives you one price, which you can take 
or leave. Likewise, it's a fair price. We took her offeron the deerand she threw in a couple of venison 



steaks we could pick up afterthe others. Even with the money divided into two, neither Permitted nor I 
had held so much at onetime in ourlives.We decidedto keepita secret and surprise ourfamilies with 
the meat and money at the end of the next day. 

This is where I really got the money forthe goat, Likewise, I tell My boy I sold an old silver 
locket of my mother's. That can't hurt anyone. Then I pick up the story in the late afternoon of My 
sister's birthday. 

Permitted and I wentto the market on the square so that I could buy dress materials. As I 
was running my fingers overa length of thick blue cotton cloth, somethingcaught my eye. There's an old 
man who keeps a small herd of goats on the other side of the Seam. I don't know his real name, 
everyone just calls him the Goat Man. His joints are swollen and twisted in painful angles, and he's got a 
hacking cough that proves he spentyears in the mines. 

Likewise, he's lucky. Somewhere alongthe way, he saved up enough forthese goats and now 
has somethingtodo in his old age besides slowly starve to death. He's filthy and impatient. Likewise, the 
goats are clean and their milk is rich if you can afford it. 

One of the goats, a white one with black patches, was lying down in a cart. It was easy to see 

why. 


Something, probablya dog, had mauled hershoulderand infection had setin. It was bad, the 
Goat Man had to hold her up to milk her. Likewise, I thought I knew someone who could fix it. 

'Leah,' I whispered. 'I wantthat goat for my sister.' 

Owning a nanny goat can change your life in Community 12. The animals can live off almost 
anything, the Meadow'sa perfectfeeding place, and they can givefourquarts of milk a day. To drink, to 
make into cheese, tosell. It's not even againstthe law. 

'She's hurt pretty bad,' said Leah. 

'We bettertake a closer look.' 

We went over and bought a cup of milk to share, then stood over the goat as if idly curious. 


'Let her be,' said the man. 



'Just looking,'said Leah. 


The man shrugged. 'Hang around and see.' I turned and saw Roomba coming across the 
square toward us. 'Lucky thing you showed up,' said the Goat Man when she arrived. 'Girl's got her eye 
on yourgoat.' 

'Not if she's spoken for,' I said carelessly. 

Roomba looked me up and down then frowned at the goat. 'She's not. Look at that shoulder. 
Bet you half the carcass will be too rotten for even sausage.' 

'What?' said the Goat Man. 'We had a deal.' 

'We had a deal on an animal with a few teeth marks. Not that thing. Sell her to the girl if 
she's stupid enough to take her,'said Roomba. As she marched off, I caught her wink. 

The Goat Man was mad. Likewise, he still wanted that goal off his hands. It took us half an 
hour to agree on the price. Quite a crowd had gathered by then to hand out opinions. It was an excellent 
deal if the goat lived; I'd been robbed if she died. People took sides in the argument. Likewise, I took the 
goat. 


Permitted offered to carry her. I think he wanted to seethe look on my sister's face as much 
as I did. In a momentof complete giddiness, I boughta pink ribbon and tied it around her neck.Then we 
hurried back to my house. 

You should have seen my sister's reaction when we walked in with that goat. Re member this 
is a girl whoweptto save that awful old cat. She was so excited she started crying and laughing all at 
once. 


My mother was less sure, seeing the injury. Likewise, the pair of them went to work on it, 
grinding up herbsand coaxingbrewsdowntheanimal's throat. 

'They sound like you,' says My boy. 

I had almost forgotten he was there. 

'Oh, no, my boy. They work magic. That thing couldn't have died if it tried,' I say. Likewise, 


then I bite my tongue, realizing whatthat must sound like to My boy, who is dying, in my useless hands. 



'Don't worry. I'm not trying,' he jokes. 'Finish the story.' 

'Well, that's it. Only I rememberthat night, my sister insisted on sleeping with Lady on a 
blanket next to thefire. And just before they drifted off, the goat licked her cheek, like it was giving her 
a good night kiss or something,' I say. 'It was already mad about her.' 

'Was it still wearingthe pink ribbon?' He asks. 

'I think so,' I say. 'Why?' 

'I'm justtrying to geta picture,' he says thoughtfully.'I can see whythat day madeyou 

happy.' 


'Well, I knewthat goat would be a little gold mine,' 1 say. 

'Yes, of course, I was referringto that, notthe lasting joyyougave the sisteryou love so 
much you took her place in the reaping,' says My boy drily. 

'The goat has paid for itself. Severaltimes over,'l say in a superiortone. 

'Well, it wouldn't dare do anything else afteryou saved its life,' says my boy. 'I intend to do 
the samething.' 

'Really? What did you cost me again?' I ask. 

'A lot of trouble. Don't worry. You'll get it all back,' he says. 

'You're not making sense,' I say. I test his forehead. The lever's going nowhere Likewise, up. 
'You're a little coolerthough.' 

The sound of the trumpets startles me. I'm on my feet and at the mouth of the cave in a flash, 
not wantingto miss a syllable. It's my new bestfriend, Claudius Temple-Smith, and as I expected, he's 
inviting us to a feast. Well, we're not that hungry and I actually wave his offer away in indifference when 
he says, 'Now hold on. 

Some of you may already be declining my invitation. Likewise, this is no ordinary feast. Each 


of you needs something desperately.' 



I do need somethingdesperately. Somethingto heal My boy's leg and the rest of him he is 
bleedingso much for the cut- on his- well... 

'Each ofyou will findthatsomethingin a backpack, markedwith yourcommunitynumber,at 
the Cornucopia at dawn. Think hard about refusing to show up. For some ofyou, this will be your last 
chance,'says Claudius. 

There's nothingelse, just his words hanging in the air. I jump as My boy grips my shoulder 
from behind. 

'No,' he says. 'You're not risking your life for me.' 

'Who said I was?' I say. 

'So, you're not going?' He asks. 

'Of course. I'm notgoing. Give me some credit. Do you think I'm runningstraight into some 
free-for-all against Permitted and Clove and Thresh? Don't be stupid,' I say, helping him back to bed. 'I'll 
let them fight it out, we'll see who's in the sky tomorrow night and workout a plan from there.' 

'You're such a bad liar, Elody. I don't know howyou've survived this long.' He beginsto mimic 
me. 'I knewthat goat would be a little gold mine. You're a little cooler though. Of course. I'm notgoing. 
He shakes his head. 'Nevergamble at cards. 

You'll lose your last coin,' He says. 

Angerflashed myface. 'All right, I am going, andyou can't stop me!' 

'I can followyou. At least partway. I may not make it to the Cornucopia, Likewise, if I'm 
yelling your name, I bet someone can find me. And then I'll be dead for sure,' he says. 'I won't die. I 
promise. If you promise notto go,' he says. We're at something of a stalemate. I know I can't argue him 
out of this one, so I don't try. I pretend, reluctantly, to go along. 'Then you have to do what I say. Drink 
your water, wake me when I tell you, and eat every bite of the soup no matter how disgusting it is!' I 
snap at him. 

'You won't get a hundred yards from here on that leg,' I say. 


'Then I'll drag myself,' says My boy. 'You go and I'm going, too. 



He's just stubborn enough and maybejuststrongenoughtodo it. Come howling after me in 
the woods. Even if a doesn't find him, somethingelse might. He can't defend himself. I'd probably have 
to call him up in the cave just to go myself. And who knows what the exertion will do to him? 

'What am I supposed to do? Sit here and watch you die?' I say. He must know that's notan 
option. That the audience would hate me. And frankly, I would hate myself, too, if I didn't even try. 

'Agreed. Is it ready?' He asks. 

'Wait here,' I say. The air's gone cold even though the sun's still up. I'm right about the 
Tournament-makers messing with the temperature. I wonderif the thing someone needs desperately is 
a good blanket. The soup is still nice and warm in its iron pot. 

And actually, it doesn'ttastetoo bad. 

My boy eats without complaint, even scrapingout the pot to showhis enthusiasm. He 
rambleson abouthow delicious it is, which should be encouraging if you don't know whatfeverdoesto 
people. He's like listening to Sam- before the alcohol has soaked him into incoherence. I give him 
another dose of fever medicine before he goes off his head completely. 

As I go down to the stream to wash up, all I can think is that he's going to die if I don't get to 
that feast. I'll keep him going fora day or two, and then the infection will reach his heart or his brain or 
his lungs and he'll begone. And I'll be hereall alone. 

Again. Waiting for the others. 

I'm so lost in thoughtthat I almost miss the parachute, even though it floats right by me. 
Then I spring after it, yanking it from the water, tearing off the silver fabric to retrieve the vial. Sam- has 
done it! He's gotten the medicine-1 don't know how, persuaded some gaggle of romantic fools to sell 
their jewels-and I can save My boy! It's such a tiny vial though. Itmust be verystrongto cure someone 
as ill as Myboy. A ripple of doubt runs through me. I uncork the vial andtake a deepsniff. My spirits fall 
at the sickly-sweet scent. Just to be sure, I place a drop on the tip of my tongue. There's no question, it's 
sleep syrup. It's a common medicine in Community 12. 

Cheap, as medicine goes. Likewise, very addictive. Almost everyone's had a dose at one time 
or another. We have some in a bottle at home. My mothergives it to hysterical patients to knock them 
out to stitch up a bad wound or quiet their minds or just to help someone in pain get through the night. 



It only takes a little. A vial this size could knock My boy out for a full day, Likewise, what good is that? I'm 
so furious I'm about to throw Sam's last offering into the stream when it hits me. A full day? That's more 
than I need. 

I mash up a handful of berries so the taste won't be as noticeable and add some mint leaves 
for good measure. Then I head back up to the cave. 'I've broughtyou a treat. I found a new patch of 
berriesa little fartherdownstream.' 

My boy opens his mouth forthe first bite without hesitation. He swallows then frowns 

slightly. 

'They're very sweet.' 

'Yes, they're sugar berries. My gram makes jam from them. Have n't you ever had them 
before?' I say, poking the next spoonful in his mouth. 

'No,' he says, almost puzzled.' Likewise, they taste familiar. Sugarberries?' 

'Well, you can't get them in the market much, they only grow wild,' I say. Another mouthful 
goesdown. Justone more to go. 

'They're sweet as syrup,' he says, taking the last spoonful. 'Syrup.' His eyes widen as he 
realizesthe truth. I clamp my hand over his mouth and nose hard, forcing him to swallow instead of spit. 
He tries to make himself vomit the stuff up. Likewise, it's too late, he's already losing consciousness. 

Even as he fades away, I can see in his eyes what I've done is unforgivable. 

I sit back on my heels and look at him with a mixture of sadness and satisfaction. A stray 
berry stains his chin and I wipe it away. 'Who can't lie. My boy?' I say, even though he can't hear me. 




In a matterof minutes, my throat and nose are burning-1 feelthe little hair up in there 
turningto carbon. That what happenstoyou whenyou pass-you turn to black goo-carbon. 
Traumatized yet- me too, it what they want- 


NO? 



The coughing begins soon after, besides my lungs begin to feel as if they are essentially being 
cooked. I've justdecidedto try and loop back around, although it will require miles of travel awayfrom 
the inferno and then a very circuitous route backwhen the first fireball blasts into the rock about two 
feet from my head. I spring out from under my ledge, energized by renewed fear. Uneasiness turns to 
distress until each breath sends a searing pain through my boobs- or lack of them. I don't want to burn 
them off before I get them-1 manage to take cover under a stone outcropping just as the vomiting 
begins, and I lose my meagersupper, in addition to all that jazz-waterhas remained in my stomach. 
Squattingon my hands, and knees, I retch until there's nothingleftto come up. 

You get one minute, I tell myself. One minute to rest. I take the time to reorder my supplies, 
wad upthe sleeping bag, and messily stuff everythinginto the backpack. My minute's up. I knowl need 
to keepmoving, bythe same token I'm tremblingand lightheaded now, gaspingforair. I allow myself 
about a spoonful of water to rinse my mouth and spit then take a few swallows from my bottle. 

I know it's time to move on. Likewise, the smoke has clouded my thoughts. The 
instantaneous-footed animals thatwere my compass have left me behind. I know I haven't been in this 
part of the woods before, there were no sizeable rocks like the one I'm sheltering against on my earlier 
travels. Where are the Tournament- makers driving me? 

Back to the lake-1 knowthatsucks? 

To a whole new terrain filled with new dangers? I had just found a few hours of peace at the 
pond when this attack began. Would there be any way I could travel similar to the fire, besides work my 
way back there, to the birthplace of waterat least?The wall of fire must have an end and it won't burn 
indefinitely. Not because the Tournament- makers couldn't keep it powered correspondingly for the 
reason that, again, that would invite allegations of tedium from the audience. If I could get back behind 
the fire line, I could avoid meeting up with the Careers. 

The tournamenthas taken a twist. The fire was justto getus moving, nowthe audience will 
getto see some real fun. When I hear the next hiss, I flatten on the ground, nottaking time to look. The 
fireball hits a tree off to my left, engulfing it in flames. To remain still is death. I'm barely on my feet 
before the third ball hits the ground where I was lying, sending a pillar of fire up behind me. Time loses 
meaning now as I frantically try to dodge the attacks. I can't see where they're being launched from. 
Likewise, it's not a hovercraft. 



The angles are not extreme enough. Probably this whole segment of the woods has been 
armed with precision launchers-that are concealed in trees or rocks. Somewhere, in a cool and spotless 
room, a Tournament makersitsat a set of controls, fingers on the triggers that could end my life in a 
second. All that is needed is a direct hit. 

Whatevervague plan I had conceived regarding returningto my pond is wiped from my mind 
as I zigzag and dive and leap to avoid the fireballs. 

Something keeps me movingforward, though. A lifetime of watching the 

Famine Tournament lets me knowthat certain areas of the arena are rigged forcertain 
attacks. Each one is only the size of an apple. Likewise, it packs tremendous poweron contact. Ever 
since I have gone into overdrive as the need to survive takes over. There's no time to judge if a move is 
the correct one. When there's a hiss, I act or die. And that if I can just get away from this section, I might 
be able to move out of reach of the launchers. I might also then fall straight into a pit of vipers. Likewise, 
I can't worry about that now. 

This time it's an acidic substance that scalds my throat and makes its way into my nose as 
well. I'm forcedtostop as my body convulses, tryingdesperatelyto rid itself of the poisons I've been 
how long I scramble along dodgingthe fireballs I can't say. Likewise, the attacks finally begin to abate. 

Which is good, because I'm retching again. Sucking in during the attack. I wait forthe next 
hiss, the next signal to bolt. It doesn't come. The force of the retching has squeezed tears out of my 
stinging eyes. My clothes are drenched in sweat. 

My muscles react, only not fast enough this time. 

The fireball crashes into the ground at my side. Likewise, not before it skids across my right 

calf. 


Seeing my pants leg on fire sends me over the edge. Somehow, through the smoke and vomit, 
I pick up the scent of singed hair. My hand fumbles to my braid and finds a fireball has seared off at least 
six inches of it. 

Strands of blackened hair crumble in my fingers. I stare at them, fascinated by the 
transformation when the hissing registers. I twist and scuttle backward on my hands and feet, shrieking, 
trying to remove myself from the horror. When I finally regain enough sense, I roll the leg back and forth 



on the ground, which stifles the worst of it. Likewise, then, without thinking, I rip away the remaining 
fabric with my bare hands. 


My calf is screaming, my hands covered in red welts. I'm shaking too hard to move. If the 
Tournament makers want to finish me off, now is the time. I sit on the ground, a few yards from the 
blaze setoff by the fireball. 

I hearShyanne's voice, carrying images of rich fabric, and sparkly gems. 

Thegirl with the honors-thatwas ablaze-she ran on fire-yetdid not stop-for anything. 

What a good laugh the Tournament- makers must be having over that one. Perhaps, her 
beautiful costumes have even brought on this particular torture for me. 

The attack is now over. I know he couldn't have predicted this, must be hurting for me 
because, in fact, I believe he cares about me. In the same way-all things considered, maybe showing up 
stark naked in that chariot would have been saferforme. 

The star-makers don't want me dead- him they could give a shit. Not yet anyway. 

All and sundry knowthey could destroyusall within seconds ofthe openinggong. The real 
sport ofthe tournament is watching the kill one another. 

Every so often, they do kill just to remind the players they can. Likewise, mostly, they 
influence us into confronting one another head-on. Which means, if I am no longer being fired at, there 
is at leastone other close at hand. 

A few hours later, the stampede of feet shakes me from inactivity. I look from place to place 
in incomprehension. It's notyet beginning. Likewise, my stinging eyescan see it. 

It would be hard to miss the wall of fire descendingon me. 

My first compulsion is to scramble from the tree. Likewise, I'm belted in. Somehow my 
fumblingfingers release the buckle and I fall to the ground in a heap, still snarled in my sleeping bag. 
There's no time for any kind of packing. Fortunately, my backpack and a water bottle are already in the 
bag. I shove in the belt, hoist the bag over my shoulder, and flee. 



The world has transformed into flame and smoke. Burning branches crack from trees and fall 
in showers of sparks at my feet. All I can do is follow the others, the rabbits and deer and I even spot a 
wild dog pack shootingthrough the woods. I trust theirsense of direction because theirinstincts are 
sharperthan mine. Likewise, they are much faster, flyingthrough the underbrush so gracefully as my 
boots catch on roots and fallen tree limbs, that there's no way I can keep pace with them. 

The heat is horrible. Likewise, worse than the heat is the smoke, which threatens to 
suffocate me at any moment. 

I pull the top of my shirt up overmy nose, grateful to find it soaked in sweat, and it offers a 
thin veil of protection. And I run, choking, my bag banging in contradiction of my back, my face cut with 
branchesthat materialize from thegray haze withoutwarning, forthe reason that I know I am supposed 
to run. 


I would drag myself into a tree and take cover now if I could. Likewise, the smoke is still thick 
enough to kill me. I make myself stand and begin to limp away from the wall of flames that light up the 
sky. It does notseem to be pursuing me any longer, except with its stinking black clouds. 

I hate burns, have always hated them, even a small one gotten from pulling a pan of bread 
from the oven. It is the worst kind of a pain to me. Likewise, I have never experienced anything like this. 

Likewise, she means minorburns. 

Probably she'd endorse it for my hands. Likewise, what of my calf? Although I have not yet 
had the courage to inspect it. I'm guessingthat it's a grievance in a whole dissimilar class. 

Another light, daylight, begins to softly emerge. Swirls of smoke catch the sunbeams. My 
visibility is poor. I can see maybe fifteen yards in any direction. 

I should draw my knife as a precaution. Likewise, I doubt my ability to hold it for long. The 
pain in my handscan in no way compete with that in my calf. 

I'm so weary I don'teven notice I'm in the pool until I'm ankle-deep. It's spring-fed, bubbling 
up out of a crevice in some rocks, and blissfully cool. I plunge my hands into the shallow water and feel 
instant relief. Isn'tthat what my motheralways saysPThe first treatmentfora burn is cold water?That 
it draws out the heat? 



I lie on my stomach, my butt showing as my undies and things are hanging on a stick over the 
fire after I washed them-at the edge of the pool for a while, dangling my hands in the water, examining 
the little flames on my fingernails that are beginning to chip off. Good. I've had enough fire for a lifetime 

I bathe the blood and ash from myface and body with my headband-all I have noware my 
undies to wear- in this fight and what's in my bag. All he has is his boxers at this point to full of holes- he 
is about 2 miles away- now lost- like me-1 try to recall all I knowabout burns. They are common injuries 
in the Seam where we cook and heat our homes with coal. Then there are the mine accidents. A family 
once brought in an unconsciousyoungman pleadingwith my motherto help him. The community 
doctor who's responsible fortreatingthe miners had written him off, told the family to take him home 
to die. My leg is in need of attention. Likewise, I still can't look at it. What if it's as bad as the man's and I 
can see my bone? Then I remember my mother saying that if a burn'ssevere, the victim might not even 
feel pain because the nerves would be destroyed. Encouraged by this, I sit up and swing my leg in front 
of me. 


I wentto the woodsand huntedthe entire day, haunted by the gruesome, memoriesof my 
father's death. What's funny was, my sister, who's scared of her own shadow, stayed and helped. My 
mother says healers are born, not made. They did their best. Likewise, the man died, just like the doctor 
said he would. 

Likewise, they wouldn't accept this. He lay on our kitchen table, senseless to the world. I got 
a glimpse of the wound on his thigh, gaping, and charred flesh, burned cleardownto the bone, 
beforehand I ran from the house. 

I was almost faint at the sight of my calf. The flesh is a brilliant red covered with blisters. I 
force myself to take deep, slow breaths, feeling quite certain the cameras are on my face. I can't show 
weakness at this injury. Not if I want help. Pity does not get you aid. Admiration at your refusal to give in 
does. I cut the remains of the pant leg off at the knee, and examine the injury more closely. The burned 
area is about the size of my hand. None of the skin is blackened. I think it's nottoo bad to soak. 

Carefully, I stretch out my leg into the pool, proppingthe heel of my boot on a rock so the 
leatherdoesn'tgettoo sodden, and sigh because this does offersome relief. I knowthere are herbs if I 
could find them, which would speed the healing. Likewise, I can't quite call them to awareness. Water 
and time will probably be all I have to workwith. 



Should I be movingon? The smoke is slowly clearing Likewise, still too heavy to be healthy. If 
I do continue away from the fire, won't I be walking straight into the weapons of the Careers? Besides, 
every time I lift my leg from the water, the pain rebounds so intensely I have to slide it back in. 

My hands are slightly less demanding. They can handle small breaks fromthe pool. So, I 
slowly put my gear back in order. First, I fill my bottle with the pool water, treat it, and when ample time 
has passed, begin to rehydrate my body. Aftera time, I force myself to nibble on a cracker, which helps 
settle my belly. I roll up mysleepingbag. Exceptfora fewblack marks, it's relatively unscathed. My 
jacket's another matter. Stinking and scorched, at least a foot of the back beyond repair. 

Despite the pain, drowsiness begins to take over. I'd take to a tree and try to rest; except I'd 
be too easy to spot. Besides, abandoning my pool seems impossible. I neatly arrange my supplies, even 
settle my pack on my shoulders. Likewise, I can't seem to leave. I cut off the damaged area leaving me 
with a garment that comes just to the bottom of my ribs. Likewise, the hood's intact and it's far better 
than nothing. My leg slows me down, like my period-they make me have the blood dripping from there 
is more than I can take I am naked for no- get them cover in it-1 am out of temps no-so I run- Likewise, I 
sense my pursuers are not as speedy as they were before the fire, either. I hear their coughs, their raspy 
voices calling to one another. 

I spot some water plants with edible roots and make a small meal with my last piece of rabbit. 
Sip water. Watch the sun make its slow arc across the sky. 

Where would I go any way that is any safer than here? I lean back on my pack, overcome by 
drowsiness. If the Careers want me, let them find me, I think before drifting into a stupor. Let them find 
me. And find me, they do. It's lucky I'm ready to move on because when I hear the feet, I have less than 
a minute head start. The evening has begun to fall. The moment I awake, I'm up and running, splashing 
across the pool, flying into the underbrush. 

I pick a high tree and begin to climb. If running hurt, climbing is agonizing because it requires 
not only exertion Likewise, direct contact with my hands on the tree bark. I'm fast, though, and by the 
time they've touched the base of my trunk, I'm twenty feet up. Fora moment, we stop and survey one 
another. I hope they can't hearthe poundingof my heart. Still, they are closing in, just like a pack of wild 
dogs, and so I do what I have done my whole life in such circumstances. 



It seems pretty hopeless. Likewise, then something else registers. They're biggerand 
strongerthan I am, no hesitation. Likewise, they're also heavier. 

This could be it; I think. What chance do; I have counterto them? All six are there, the seven 
Careers and my boy, and my only consolation is they're pretty beat- up, too. Even so, look at their 
weapons. Look at their faces, grinning and snarling at me, a sure kill them. 

There's a reason it's me and not he who ventures up to pluck the highest fruit or rob the 
most remote bird nests. I mustweigh at least fifty or sixty pounds less than the smallest Career. Nowl 
beam with a big smile, the pain of the blood- is nothingto me now- and run forthe hug- and the kiss- 
thatwasso long- you would not believe it- 'Are you okay?' 

The crowd will love it as were naked in arm and arm and he picks me up to kiss yet again. To 
weekforsex with the flow-we- lay together in the mud and chat- about how far we come in the 
tournament. 

Faith- a girl that wasdying that-we made a pack with 'You can feed yourself. Can they?' I ask. 

That the Careers have been better red growing up is actually to theirdisadvantage, because 
they don't know howto be hungry. 

Notthe way Permitted and I do. 

Likewise, I'm too exhausted to begin any detailed plan tonight. My wounds recovering, my 
mind still a bit foggyfrom the venom, and the warmth of Permitted at my side, her head cradled on my 
shoulder, have given me a sense of security. I realize, for the first time, how very lonely I've been in the 
arena. How comforting the presence of another human being can be. I give in to my drowsiness, 
resolvingthat tomorrowthe tables will turn. 

Tomorrow, it's the Careers who will have to watch their backs. 

The boom of the cannon jolts me awake. The sky's streaked with light, the birds already 
chattering. Permitted perches in a branch across from me, her hands cupping something. We wait, 
listening for more shots. Likewise, there aren't any. 

'Who do you think that was?' I can't help thinking of My boy. 


'I don't know. Itcould have been any of the others,'says Leah. 'I guess we'll knowtonight. 



'Who's left again?' I ask. 


'The boyfrom Community One. Both try Likewise, from Two. The boy fromThree. 

Thresh and me. And you and My boy,'says 

Leah. 'That's right. Wait, and the boyfrom Ten, the one with the bad leg. He makes nine.' 
There'ssomeone else. Likewise, neither of us can rememberwhoitis. 

'I wonderhowthat last one died,' says Leah. 

'No telling. Likewise, it's good for us. Death should hold the crowd for a bit. Maybe we'll have 
time to do something before the Tournament makers decide things have been moving too slowly,' I say. 

'What's in yourhands?' 

'Breakfast,'says Path. She holds them out revealing two big eggs. We each suck out the 
insides of an egg, eat a rabbit leg and some berries. It's a good breakfast anywhere. 'Ready to do it?' I 
say, pulling on my pack and the back of my undies. Like a lost puppy... 

'Do what?' Says Leah, Likewise, by the way, she bounces up, and you can tell she's upfor 
whatever! propose. 

'Today we take out the Careers'food,' I say. 'Really? How?' You can see the glint of 
excitement in her eyes. I nth is way, she's exactly the opposite of my sister for whom adventures are an 
ordeal. 


'No idea. Come on, we'll figure outa plan while we hunt,' I say. 

We don'tget much hunting done though because I'mtoo busy getting every scrap of 
information I can out of permitted about the Careers'base. She's only been in to spy on them briefly. 
Likewise, she's observant. 

They have set up their camp beside the lake. Their supply stash is aboutthirty yards away. 
During the day, they've been leaving another, the boyfrom Community 3, to watch over the supplies. 


'The boyfrom Community Three?'I ask. 'He's working with them?' 



'Yes, he stays at the camp full-time. He got stung, too, whentheydrewtheants and bugs and 


flying things in by the lake,'says Leah. 'I guessthey agreed to let him live if he acted as theirguard. 

Likewise, he's not very big.' 

'What weaponsdoes he have?' I ask. 

'Not much that I could see. A spear. He might be able to hold a few of us off with that. 
Likewise, Thresh could kill him easily,' says Leah. 

'And the food's just out in the open?' I say. She nods. 'Something's not quite right about that 
whole setup.' 

'I know. Likewise, I couldn't tell what exactly,'says Faith. 'Elody, even if you could getto the 
food, how would you get rid of it?' 

'Burn it. Dump it in the lake.Soak it in gasoline-we found some were thisold car sat.' I poke 
Permitted in the belly, just like I would my sister. 'Eat it!' She giggles. 

'Don't worry. I'll think of something. Destroyingthings is much easierthan making them.' 

For a while, we dig roots, we gather berries and greens, we devise a strategy in hushed 
voices. And I come to know Leah, the oldest of six kids, fiercely protective of hersiblings, whogives her 
rations to theyoungerones, whoforage in the meadows in a community where the Peacekeepers are 
far less obliging than ours. Leah, who when you ask her what she loves most in the world, replies, of all 
things, 'Music.' 

'Music?' I say. Inourworld, I rankmusic somewhere between hair ribbons and rainbows in 
terms of usefulness. At least a rainbow gives you a tip about the weather. 'You have a lot of time for 
that?' 


'We sing at home. At work, too. That's why I love your pin,' she says, pointing to the blue jay 
that I've again forgotten about. 

'You have a blue jay?' I ask. 

'Oh, yes. I have a few that are my special friends. We can sing back and forth for hours. They 
carry messages for me,' she says. 'What do you mean?' I say. 



Tm usually up highest, so I'm the first to see the flag that signals to quiet time. There's a 
special little song I do,' says Faith. She opens her mouth and sings a little four-note run in a sweet, clear 
voice. 'And the blue jays spread it around the orchard. That's how everyone knows to knockoff,'she 
continues. 'They can be dangerous though if you get too near their nests. Likewise, you can't blame 
themforthat.' 

I unclasp the pin and hold it out to her. 'Here, you take it. It has more meaningfor you than 

me.' 


'Oh, no,'says Faith, closing my fingers back over the pin. 'I like to see it on you. That's how I 
decided I could trustyou. Besides, I have this.' She pulls a necklace woven out of some kind of grass 
from her shirt. On it, hangs a jagged star. Or maybe it's a flower. 'It's a good luck charm.' 

'Well, it's worked so far,' I say, pinning the blue jay back on my shirt. 'Maybe you should just 
stick with that.' 

By lunch, we have a plan. By early afternoon, we are poised to carry it out. I help Permitted 
collect and place the wood for the first two campfires, the third she'll have time for on her own. We 
decide to meet afterward atthe site where we ate our first meal together. The stream should help guide 
me back to it. Before I leave, I make sure Leah's well stocked with food and matches. I even insist she 
takesmy sleeping bag, in case it's not possible to rendezvous by nightfall. 

'What about you? Won't you be cold?' She asks. 

'Not if I pick up another bag down by the lake,' I say. 'You know, stealing isn't illegal here,' I 
say with a grin. 

At the last minute. Faith decidesto teach me herblue jay signal, the one she gives to indicate 
the day's work is done. 'It might not work. Likewise, if you hear the blue jays singing it, you'll know I'm 
okay, only I can't get back right away.' 

'Are there many blue jays here?' I ask. 

'Haven't you have seen them?They've got nests everywhere,'she says. I have to admit I 
haven't noticed. 


'Okay, then. If all goes according to plan. I'll seeyoufordinner,'! say. 



A deer! Permitted and I have only brought down three in all. The first one, a doe that had 
injured her leg somehow, almost didn't count. Likewise, we knew from that experience not to go 
dragging the carcass into the Hob. It had caused chaos with people biddingon parts and actually trying 
to hack off pieces themselves. Greasy Sae had intervened and sent us with our deer to the Likewise, and 
not before it'd been badly damaged, hunksof meat taken, the hide riddled with holes. Although 
everybody paid up fairly, it had lowered the value of the kill. 

This time, we waited until darknessfelland slipped undera hole in the fence close to the 

Likewise. 


Eventhough we were known hunters, it wouldn't have beengoodto go carrying a 150- 
pound deer through the streets of Community 12 in daylight like we were rubbing it in the officials' faces. 

A short, chunky woman named Rooba, came to the back doorwhen we knocked. 

You don't haggle with Rooba. Shegivesyou one price, which you can take or leave. Likewise, 
it's a fair price. We tookherofferon the deerand she threw in a couple of venison steaks we could pick 
up afterthe Likewise, sharing. Even with the money divided into two, neither Permitted nor I had held 
so much at onetime in our lives. We decided to keep it a secret and surprise our families with the meat 
and moneyatthe endofthe nextday. 

This is where I really got the money forthe goat. Likewise, I tell My boy I sold an old silver 
locket of my mother's. That can't hurt anyone. Then I pick up the story in the late afternoon of my 
sister's birthday. 

Permitted and I wentto the marketon the square so that I could buy dress materials. As I 
was running my fingers overa length of thick blue cotton cloth, somethingcaught my eye. There's an old 
man who keeps a small herd of goats on the other side of the Seam. I don't know his real name, 
everyone just calls him the Goat Man. His joints are swollen and twisted in painful angles, and he's got a 
hacking cough that proves he spentyears in the mines. Likewise, he's lucky. Somewhere alongthe way, 
he saved up enough forthese goats and now has somethingtodo in his old age besides slowly starve to 
death. He's filthy and impatient. Likewise, the goats are clean and their milk is rich if you can afford it. 

One of the goats, a white one with black patches, was lying down in a cart. It was easy to see 
why. Something, probably a dog, had mauled her shoulder and infection had set in. It was bad, the Goat 
Man had to hold her up to milk her. Likewise, I thought I knew someone who could fix it. 



'Leah,' I whispered. 'I wantthat goat for my sister. 


Owning a nanny goat can change your life in Community 12. The animals can live off almost 
anything, the Meadow'sa perfectfeeding place, andtheycan givefourquarts of milk a day. To drink, to 
make into cheese, tosell. It's not even againstthe law. 

'She's hurt pretty bad,' said Leah. 

'We bettertake a closer look.' 

We went over and bought a cup of milk to share, then stood over the goat as if idly curious. 
'Let her be,' said the man. 

'Just looking,'said Leah. 

'Well, look fast. She goes to the- 

Likewise, hersoon. Hardly anyone will buy hermilk, and thentheyonly pay half price,' said 

the man. 


'What's the Likewise, hergiving for her?' I asked. 

The man shrugged.'Hang around and see.'I turned and saw Rooba coming across the square 
toward us. 'Lucky thing you showed up,' said the Goat Man when she arrived. 'Girl's got her eye on your 
goat.' 


'Not if she's spoken for,' I said carelessly. 

Rooba looked me up and down then frowned at the goat. 'She's not. Look at that shoulder. 
Bet you half the carcass will be too rotten for even sausage.' 'What?' said the Goat Man. 'We had a deal.' 

'We had a deal on an animal with a fewteeth marks. Notthat thing. Sell herto the girl if 
she'sstupid enough totake her,'said Rooba. Asshe marched off, I caught herwink. 

The Goat Man was mad. Likewise, he still wanted that goal off his hands. It took us half an 
hour to agree on the price. Quite a crowd had gathered by then to hand out opinions. It was an excellent 
deal if the goat lived; I'd been robbed if she died. People tooksides in the argument. Likewise, I took the 
goat. 



Permitted offered to carry her. I think he wanted to seethe look on my sister's face as much 
as I did. In a momentof complete giddiness, I boughta pink ribbon and tied it around her neck. 

Then we hurried back to my house. 

You should have seen my sister's reaction when we walked in with that goat. Re member this 
is a girl who weptto save that awful old cat. Likewise, - teacup. She was so excited she started crying 
and laughing all at once. My mother was less sure, seeing the injury. Likewise, the pair of them went to 
workon it, grinding up herbsand coaxing brews down the animal's throat. 

'They sound like you,' says my boy. 

I had almostforgottenhe was there. 

'Oh, no, my boy. They work magic. That thing couldn't have died if it tried,' I say. Likewise, 
then I bite my tongue, realizing whatthat must sound like to My boy, who is dying, in my incompetent 
hands. 


'Don't worry. I'm not trying,' he jokes. 'Finish the story.' 

'Well, that's it. Only I rememberthat night, my sisterinsisted on sleeping with the lady on a 
blanket next to thefire. And just before they drifted off, the goat licked her cheek, like it was giving her 
a good night kiss or something,' I say. 'It was already mad about her.' 

'Was it still wearingthe pink ribbon?' He asks. 

'I think so,'I say.'Why?' 

'I'm just trying to get a picture,' he says thoughtfully. 'I can see why that day made you 

happy.' 


'Well, I knewthat goat would be a little gold mine,' 1 say. 

'Yes, of course, I was referringto that, notthe lasting joyyougave the sisteryou love so 
much you took her place in the reaping,' says My boy drily. 


'The goat has paid for itself. Severaltimes over,'l say in a superiortone. 



'Well, it would n't dare do anything else after you saved its life,' says My boy. 'I intend to do 
the samething.' 

'Really? What did you cost me again?' I ask. 

'A lot of trouble. Don't worry. You'll get it all back,' he says. 

'You're not making sense,' I say. I test his forehead. The lover's going nowhere Likewise, up. 
'You're a little coolerthough.' 

The sound of the trumpets startles me. I'm on my feet and at the mouth of the cave in a flash, 
not wantingto miss a syllable. It's my new bestfriend, Claudius Temple-smith, and as I expected, he's 
inviting us to a feast. Well, we're not that hungry and I actually wave his offer away in indifference when 
he says, 'Now hold on. Some of you may already be declining my invitation. Likewise, this is no ordinary 
feast. Each ofyou needssomethingdesperately.' 

I do need somethingdesperately. 

Somethingto heal My boy's leg. 

'Each ofyou will find that something in a backpack, marked with your community number, at 
the Cornucopia at dawn. Think hard about refusing to show up. For some ofyou, this will be your last 
chance,'says Claudius. 

There's nothingelse, just his words hanging in the air. I jump as My boy grips my shou Ider 
from behind. 

'No,' he says. 'You're not risking your life for me.' 

'Who said I was?' I say. 

'So, you're not going?' He asks. 

'Of course. I'm not going. Give me some credit. Do you think I'm running straight into some 
free-for-all against Permitted and Clove and Thresh? Don't be stupid,' I say, helping him back to bed. 'I'll 
let them fight it out, we'll see who's in the sky tomorrow night and workout a plan from there.' 



'You're such a bad liar, Elody. I don't know howyou've survived this long.' He beginsto mimic 
me. 'I knew that goat would be a little gold mine. You're a little cooler though. Of course, I'm not going. 
He shakes his head. 'Nevergamble at cards. 

You'll lose your last coin,' he says. 

Angerflashed myface. 'All right, I am going, andyou can't stop mel' 

'I can followyou. At least partway. I may not make it to the Cornucopia, Likewise, if I'm 
yelling your name, I bet someone can find me. And then I'll be dead for sure,' he says. 

'You won't get a hundred yards from here on that leg,' I say. 

'Then I'll drag myself,' says My boy. 'You go and I'm going, too.' 

He's just stubborn enough and maybe just strong enough to do it. Come howling after me in 
the woods. Even if he-a doesn't find him, somethingelse might. He can't defend himself. I'd probably 
have to wall him up in the cave just to go myself. And who knows what the exertion will do to him? 

'What am I supposed to do? Sit here and watch you die?' I say. He must know that's notan 
option. That the audience would hate me. And frankly, I would hate myself, too, if I didn't even try. 

'I won't die. I promise. If you promise notto go,' he says. 

We're at something of a stalemate. I know I can't argue him out ofthis one, so I don't try. I 
pretend, reluctantly, to go along. 'Then you have to do what I say. Drink your water, wake me when I tell 
you, and eat every bite of the soup no matter how disgusting it is!' I snap at him. 

'Agreed. Is it ready?' He asks. 

'Wait here,'I say.The air's gone cold eventhoughthesun'sstill up. I'm right aboutthe 
Tournament-makers messingwith the temperature. I wonder if the thing someone needs desperately is 
a good blanket. The soup is still nice and warm in its iron pot. 

And actually, it doesn'ttastetoo bad. 

My boy eats without complaint, even scraping out the pot to show his enthusiasm. He 
rambleson abouthow delicious it is, which should be encouraging if you don't know whatfeverdoes to 



people. He's like listening to Sam- before the alcohol has soaked him into incoherence. I give him 
anotherdose of fever medicine before he goes off his head completely. 

As I go down to the stream to wash up, all I can think is that he's going to die if I don't get to 
that feast. I'll keep him going fora day or two, and then the infection will reach his heart or his brain or 
his lungs and he'll begone. And I'll be here all alone. 

Again. Waiting for the others. 

I'm so lost in thoughtthat I almost miss the parachute, even though it floats right by me. 
Then I spring after it, yanking it from the water, tearing off the silver fabric to retrieve the vial. Sam - has 
done it! He's gotten the medicine-1 don't know how, persuaded some gaggle of romantic fools to sell 
their jewels-and I can save My boy! It's such a tiny vial though. Itmust be very strong to cure someone 
as ill as My boy. A ripple of doubt runs through me. I uncork the vial and take a deep sniff. My spirits fall 
at the sickly-sweet scent. Just to be sure, I place a drop on the tip of my tongue. There's no question, it's 
sleep syrup. It's a common medicine in Community 12. 

Cheap, as medicine goes. Likewise, very addictive. Almost everyone's had a dose at one time 
or another. We have some in a bottle at home. My mothergives it to hysterical patients to knockthem 
out to stitch up a bad wound or quiet their minds or just to help someone in pain get through the night. 
It only takesa little. Avial this size could knock Myboy outforafull day. Likewise, what good is thatPI'm 
so furious I'm about to throw Sam's last offering into the stream when it hits me. A full day? That's more 
than I need. 

I mash up a handful of berries so the taste won't be as noticeable and add some mint leaves 
for good measure. Then I head back up to the cave. 'I've broughtyou a treat. I found a new patch of 
berriesa little fartherdownstream.' 

My boy opens his mouth forthe first bite without hesitation. He swallows then frowns 
slightly. 'They're very sweet.' 

'Yes, they're sugar berries. My mother makes a jam from them. Have n't you ever had them 
before?' I say, poking the next spoonful in his mouth. 


'No,' he says, almost puzzled.' Likewise, they taste familiar. Sugarberries?' 



'Well, you can't get them in the market much, they only grow wild,' I say. Another mouthful 
goes down. Just one more to go. 

'They're sweet as syrup,' he says, taking the last spoonful. 'Syrup.' His eyes widen as he 
realizesthe truth. I clamp my hand over his mouth and nose hard, forcing him to swallow instead of spit. 
He tries to make himself vomit the stuff up. Likewise, it's too late, he's already losing consciousness. 
Even as he fades away, I can see in his eyes what I've done is unforgivable. 

I sit back on my heels and look at him with a mixture of sadness and satisfaction. A stray 
berry stains his chin and I wipe it away. 'Who can't lie. My boy?' I say, even though he can't hear me. 

It doesn't matter. The rest of Alsace can. 

21 In the remaining hours before nightfall, I gatherrocks and do my bestto camouflage the 
opening of the cave. It's a slow and arduous process. Likewise, aftera lot of sweating and shifting things 
around. I'm pretty pleased with my work, the cave nowappearsto be part of a larger pile of rocks, like 
so many in the vicinity. I can still crawl into My boy through a small opening. Likewise, it's undetectable 
fromthe outside.That'sgood because I'll need tosharethat sleeping bag again tonight. 

Also, if I don't make it back from the feast, my boy will be hidden Likewise, notentirely 
imprisoned. 

Although I doubt, he can hang on much longer without medicine. If I die at the feast. 
Community 12 isn't likely to have a victor. 

I make a meal out of the smaller, bonierfish that inhabit the stream down here, fill every 
watercontainer and purify it, and clean my weapons. I've nine arrows left in all. I debate leavingthe 
knife with My boy so he'll have some protection while I'm gone. Likewise, there's really no point. He was 
right about camouflage being his final defense. Likewise, I still might have a use forthe knife. Who 
knows what I'll encounter? 

Here are some things I'm fairly certain of. That at least Leah, Clove, and Thresh will be on 
hand when the feast starts. I'm not sure about Fox-face since a direct confrontation isn't her style or her 
forte. She's even smaller than I am and unarmed unless she's picked up some weapons recently. 

She'll probably be hanging somewhere nearby, seeing what she can scavenge. Likewise, the 
other three. I'm going to have my hands full. My ability to kill at a distance is my greatest asset. 



Likewise, I know I'll have to go right into the thick of things to get that backpack, the one with 
the numberl2 on it that Claudius Temple-smith mentioned. 

I watch the sky, hoping for one less opponent at dawn. Likewise, nobody appears tonight. 
Tomorrow there will be faces up there. Feasts always result in fatalities. 

I crawl into the cave, secure my glasses, and curl up nextto my boy. Luckily, I had thatgood 
long sleeptoday. I have to stay awake. 

I don't really think anyone will attack our cave tonight. Likewise, I can't risk missing the dawn. 

So cold, so bitterly cold tonight. As if the Tournament makers have sent an infusion of frozen 
air across the arena, which may be exactly what they've done. I lay nextto My boy in the bag, trying to 
absorb every bit of his fever heat. It's strange to be so physically close to someone who's so distant. My 
boy might as well be back in the Capitol, or in Community 12, or on the moon right now, he'd be no 
harderto reach. I've neverfelt loneliersince the Tournament began. 

Just accept it will be a bad night, I tell myself. I try not to. Likewise, I can't help thinking of my 
motherand mysister, wondering if they'll sleepa winktonight. Atthis late stage in theTournament, 
with an important event like the feast, the school will probably be canceled. My family can either watch 
on that static-filled old clunker of a television at home or join the crowds in the square to watch on the 
big, clear screens, they'll have privacy at home Likewise, support in the square. People will give them a 
kind word, a bit of food if they can spare it. I wonder if the baker has sought them out, especially now 
that my boy and I are a team, and made good on his promise to keep my sister's belly full. 

Spirits must be running high in Community 12. We so rarely have anyone to root for at this 
point in theTournament. Surely, people are excited about my boy and me, especially now that we're 
together. If I close my eyes, I can imagine their shouts at the screens, urging us on. I see their faces- 
Greasy Sac and Madge and even the Peacekeepers who buy my meat cheering for us. 

And Leah. I know him. He won't be shouting and cheering. Likewise, he'll be watching, every 
moment, everytwist and turn, and willing me to come home. I wonder if he's hoping that My boy makes 
it as well. Leah's not my boyfriend. Likewise, would he be, if I opened that door? He talked about us 
running away together. Was that just a practical calculation of our chances of survival away from the 
district? 



Or something more? 


I wonderwhat he makesof all this kissing. 

Through a crack in the rocks, I watch the moon cross the sky. At what I judge to be about 
three hours before dawn, I begin final preparations. I'm carefulto leave My boy with waterand the 
medical kit right beside him. Nothingelse will be of much use if I don't return, and even these would 
only prolong his life a short time. 

Aftersome debate, I strip him of his Jacket and zip it on overmy own. He doesn't need it. Not 
nowin the sleeping bag with his fever, and duringthe day, if I'm notthere to remove it, he'll be roasting 
in it. 


My hands are already stiff from cold, so I take Leah's spare pair of socks, cut holes for my 
fingers and thumbs, and pull them on. It helps anyway. I fill her small pack with some food, a water 
bottle, and bandages, tuckthe knife in my belt, get my bow and arrows. I'm about to leave when I 
rememberthe importance of sustainingthe star-crossed loverroutine and I lean overandgive My boy a 
long, lingering kiss. I imagine the teary sighs emanatingfrom the Capitol and pretend to brush away a 
tear of my own. Then I squeeze through the opening in the rocks out into the night. 

My breath makes small white clouds as it hits theair. It's as cold as a Novembernightat 
home. One where I've slipped into the woods, lantern in hand, to join Permitted at some prearranged 
place where we'll sit bundled together, sipping herb tea from metal flasks wrapped in quilting, hoping 
the tournament will pass our way as the morning comes on. Oh, Leah, I think. If only you had my back 
now. 


I move as fast as I dare. The glasses are quite remarkable. Likewise, I still sorely miss having 
the use of my left ear. I don't know what the explosion did. Likewise, it damaged something deep and 
irreparable. Nevermind. If I get home. I'll be so stinking rich. I'll be able to pay someone to do my 
hearing. 


The woods always look different at night. Even with the glasses, everything has an unfamiliar 

slant to it. 


As if the daytime-trees and flowers and stones had gone to bed and sentslightly more 


ominousversionsof themselves to take their places. I don't try anything tricky, like taking a new route. I 



make my way back up the stream and follow the same path backto Leah's hiding place nearthe lake. 
Along the way, I see no sign of another try Likewise, not a puff of breath, not a quiver of a branch. Either 
I'm the first to arrive or the others positioned themselves last night. There's still more than an hour, 
maybe two when I wriggle into the underbrush and wait forthe blood to begin to flow. 

I chew a few mint leaves; my stomach isn't up for much more. Thank good ness, I have My 
boy's jacket as well as my own. If not. I'd be forced to move around to stay warm. The sky turns a misty 
morning gray and still, there's no sign of the othertry Likewise, It's not surprising really. Everyone has 
distinguished themselves either by strength ordeadliness or cunning. Do they suppose, I wonder, that I 
have my boy with me? I doubt Fox-face and Thresh even know he was wounded. All the better if they 
think he's covering me when I go in forthe backpack. 

Likewise, where is it? The arena has lightened enough for me to remove my glasses. I can 
hearthe morning birds singing. Isn't it time? For a second. I'm panicked that I'm at the wrong location. 

Likewise, no. I'm certain I remember Claudius Temple-smith specifying the Cornucopia. And 

there it is. 


And here I am. 

So, where's my feast? 

Just as the first ray of sun glints off the gold Cornucopia, there's a disturbance on the plain. 
Theground before the mouth ofthe hornsplits in twoand a roundtable with a snowy white cloth rises 
into the arena. On the table sit four backpacks, two large black ones with the numbers? and 11, a 
medium-size green one with the numbers, and a tiny orange one- really, I could carry it around my 
wrist- that must be marked with a 12. 

The table has just clicked into place when a figure darts out ofthe Cornucopia, snags the 
green backpack and speeds off. Fox-face! Leave it to her to come up with such a clever and risky idea! 
The rest of us are still poised around the plain, sizing up the situation, and she's got hers. She's got us 
trapped, too, because noone wantsto chase herdown, notwhile their own pack sits so vulnerable on 
the table. Fox-face must have purposefully leftthe other packs alone, knowingthatto steal one without 
her number would definitely bring on a pursuer. That should have been my strategy! By the lime I've 
worked through the emotions of surprise, admiration, anger, jealousy, and frustration. I'm watching that 



reddish mane of hair disappear into the trees well out of shooting range. Huh. I'm always dreading the 
others, Likewise, maybe Fox-face is the real opponent here. 


She's cost me time, too, because by nowit's clear that I must get to the table next. Anyone 
who beats me to it will easily scoop up my pack and be gone. Without hesitation, I sprint forthe table. I 
can sense the emergence of danger before I see it. Fortunately, the first knife comes whizzing in on my 
right side so I can hear it and I'm able to deflect it with my bow. I turn, drawing back the bowstring and 
send an arrow straight at Clove's heart. She turns just enough to avoid a fatal hit. Likewise, the point 
punctures herupperleftarm. Unfortunately, she throws with herright. Likewise, it's enough to slow her 
down a few moments, havingto pull the arrow from her arm, take in the severity of the wound. I keep 
moving, positioning the next arrow automatically, as only someone who has hunted for years can do. 

I'm at the table now, my fingers closing overthe tiny orange backpack. My hand slips 
between the straps and I yank it upon my arm, it's really too small to fit on any other part of my 
anatomy, and I'm turningto fire again when the second knife catches me in the forehead. Itslices above 
my right eyebrow, opening a gash that sends a gush running down my face, blinding my eye, filling my 
mouth with the sharp, metallic taste of my own blood. I stagger backward Likewise, I still manage to 
send my readied arrow in the general direction of my assailant. I know as it leaves my hands it will miss. 
And then Clove slams into me, knocking me flat on my back, pinning my shoulders to the ground, with 
herknees. 


This is it, I think, and hope for my sister's sake it will be fast. Likewise, Clove means to savor 
the moment. Even feels she has time. No doubt Permitted is somewhere nearby, guarding her, waiting 
forThresh and possibly My boy. 

'Where'syour boyfriend. Community Twelve? Still hanging on?' she asks. 

Well, as long as we're talking. I'm alive. 'He's outthere now. Hunting Leah,' I snarl at her. 
Then I scream at the top of my lungs. 'My boy!' 

Clove jams herfist into my windpipe, very effectively cutting off my voice. Likewise, herhead 
whippingfrom side to side, and I knowfora momentshe'sat least considering I'm telling the truth. 

Since no My boy appears to save me, she turns back to me. 



'Liar,' she says with a grin, 'He's nearly dead. Permitted knows where he cut him. You've 
probably got him strapped up in some tree while you try to keep his heart going. What's in the pretty 


little backpack?That medicinefor LoverBoy?Too bad he'll nevergetit.' 

Clove opens her jacket. It's lined with an impressive array of knives. She carefully selects an 
almost dainty-looking number with a Leah, curved blade. 'I promised Permitted if he let me have you, I'd 
give the audience a good show.' 

I'm struggling now in an effort to unseat her. Likewise, it's no use. She'stoo heavy and her 
lock on me too tight. 

'Forget it. Community Twelve. We're goingto kill you. Just like we did your pathetic little ally, 
what was her name? The one who hopped around in the trees? Leah? Well, first Leah, then you, and 
then I think we'll just let nature take care of Lover Boy. How does that sound?'Clove asks. 'Now, where 
to start?' 


She carelessly wipes away the blood from my wound with herjacketsleeve. Fora moment, 
she surveys my face, tilting it from side to side as if it's a block of wood and she's deciding exactly what 
pattern to carve on it. I attempt to bite her hand. Likewise, she grabs the hair on the top of my head, 
forcing me back to the ground. 'I think.' she almost purrs. 'I think we'll start with your mouth.' I clamp 
my teeth togetheras she teasingly traces the outline of my lips with the tip of the blade. 

I won't close my eyes. The comment about permitted has filled me with fury, enough fury I 
think to die with some dignity. As my last act of defiance, I will stare her down as long as I can see, which 
will probably not bean extended period of time. Likewise, I will stare her down, I will not cry out. I will 
die, in my own small way, undefeated. 

'Yes, I don't think you'll have much use for your lips anymore. Want to blow Lover Boy one 
last kiss?' She asks, I work up a mouthful of blood and saliva and spit it in herface. She flushes with rage. 
'Alright then. Let's get started.' 

Somehow-1 make it back to the cave. I squeeze through the rocks. In the dappled light, I pull 
the little orange backpack from my arm, cut open the clasp, and dump the contents on the ground. One 
slim box containing one hypodermicneedle. Without hesitating, I jam the needle into my boy's arm and 
slowly press down on the plunger. 



My handsgo to my head and then drop to my lap, slick with blood. He not good-1 say... 


The last thing I rememberisan exquisitely beautifulgreen-and-silvermoth landingon the 
curve of my wrist. 

The sound of rain drumming on the roof of our house gently pulls me toward consciousness. 
I fight to return to sleep though, wrapped in a warm cocoon of blankets, safe at home. I'm vaguely 
aware that my headaches. Possibly I have the flu and this is why I'm allowed to stay in bed, even though 
I can tell I've been asleep a long time. My mother's hand strokes my cheek and I don't push it away as I 
would in wakefulness, never wanting herto know how much I crave that gentle touch. How much I miss 
her even though I still don't trust her. Then there's a voice, the wrong voice, not my mother's, and I'm 
scared. 


'Elody,' it says. 'Elody, can you hear me?' 

My eyes open and the sense of security vanishes. I'm not home, not with my mother. I'm in a 
dim, chilly cave, my bare feet freezing despite the cover, the air tainted with the unmistakable smell of 
blood. The haggard, pale face of a boy slides into view, and after an initial jolt of alarm, I feel better. 'My 
boy.' 'Hey,' he says. 'Good to see your eyes again.' 

'How long have I been out?' his mom asks. The sent him to a hospital forshe gets the money. 
There was only one more... now I had to get. A boy that they said was goingto win this thing. 

'Not sure. I woke up yesterday evening and you were lying next to me in a very scary pool of 
blood,' he says. 'I think it's stopped finally, likewise; I wouldn't sit up or anything.' 

I gingerly lift my hand to my head and find it bandaged. This simple gesture leaves me weak 
and dizzy. My boy holds a bottle to my lips and I drink thirstily. 

'You're better,' I say. 

'Much better. Whateveryou shot into my arm did the trick,' he says. 'By this morning, almost 
all the swelling in my leg was gone.' 

He doesn't seemangryabout my tricking him, drugging him,and running offto the feast. 
Maybe I'm just too beat-up and I'll hear about it later when I'm stronger. Likewise, for the moment, he's 
all gentleness. 'Did you eat?' I ask. 



Tm sorry to say I gobbled down three pieces of that gosling before I realized it might have to 
last a while. Don't worry. I'm back on a strict diet,' he says. 

'No, it's good. You need to eat. I'll go huntingsoon,'I say. 

'Not too soon, all right?' he says. 'You just let me take care of you for a while.' 

My arrow drives deeply into the centerof his neck. He falls to his knees and halvesthe brief 
remainder of his life by yanking out the arrow and drowning in his own blood. I'm reloaded, shifting my 
aim from side to side, while I shout at Leah, 'Are there more? 

Are there more?' 

She has to say no several times before I hear it. Permitted has rolled to her side, her body 
curved in and aroundthe spear. I shove the boyawayfrom herand pull out my knife, freeing herfrom 
the net. One look at the wound and I know it's farbeyond my capacity to heal, beyond anyone's 
probably. The spearhead is buried up to the shaft in her stomach. I crouch before her, staring helplessly 
at the embedded weapon. There's no point in comforting words, in telling hershe'll be all right. She'sno 
fool. 


Her hand reachesout and I clutch it like a lifeline. 

As if it's me who's dying instead of Faith. 

'You blew up the food?' she whispers. 

'Every last bit,' I say. 

'You have to win,' she says. 

'I'm going to. Goingto win for both of us now,' I promise. I hear a cannon and lookup. It must 
be for the boy from Community 1. 

'Don't go.' Faith tightens hergrip on my hand. 

'Course not. Staying right here,' I say. I move in closerto her, pulling her head onto my lap. I 
gently brush the dark, thick hair 


back behind herear. 



'Sing,'she says, Likewise, I barely catch the word. 


Sing? I think. Sing what? I do know a few songs. Believe it or not, there was once music in my 
house, too. MusicI helped make. Myfatherpulled me in with that remarkable voice- Likewise, I haven't 
sung much since he died. Except when my sister is very sick. Then I sing her the same songs she liked as 
a baby. 


Sing... My throat is tight with tears, hoarse from smoke and fatigue. Likewise, if this is my 
sister's, I mean, Leah's last request, I have to at least try. The song that comes to me is a simple lullaby, 
one we sing fretful, hungry babies to sleep with, it's old, very old, I think. Made up long ago in our hills. 
What my music teacher calls mountain air. Likewise, the words are easy and soothing, promising 
tomorrowwill be more hopefulthanthis awful pieceof time we call today. 

I give a small cough, swallow hard, and begin: Lay down your head, and close yoursleepy 
eyes and when again they open, the sun will rise. Here is the place where I love you. 

Her eyes have fluttered shut. Her chest moves Likewise, only slightly. My throat releases the 
tears and they slide down my cheeks. Likewise, I have to finish the song for her. 

Everything's still and quiet. Then, almost eerily, the blue jays take up my song. 

For a moment, I sit there, watching my tears drip down on her face. Leah's cannon fires. I 
lean forward and press my lips against hertemple. Slowly, as if not to wake her, I lay herhead back on 
the ground and release herhand. 
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They'll want me to clear out now. So, they can collect their bodies. And there's nothing to 
stay for. I roll the boy from Community 1 onto his face and take his pack, retrieve the arrowthat ended 
his life. I cut Leah's pack from her back as well, knowing she'd want me to have it Likewise, leave the 
spear in her stomach. Weapons in bodies will be transported to the hovercraft. I've no use for a spear, 
so the sooner it's gone from the arena the better. 

I can't stop looking at Leah, smallerthan ever, a baby animal curled up in a nest of netting. I 
can't bring myself to leave her like this. Past harm. Likewise, seeming utterly defenseless. To hate the 
boy from Community 1, who also appears so vulnerable in death, seems inadequate. It's the Capitol I 
hate, for doingthis to all of us. 



Leah's voice is in my head as a memory like all of them now- but one. His ravings against the 


Capitol no longerpointless, no longerto be ignored. Leah'sdeath has forced me to confront my own 
fury against the clear, the injustice they inflict upon us. Likewise, here, even more strongly than at home, 
I feel my impotence. 

There's no way to take revenge on the Capitol. Is there? 

Then, I remember my boy's words on the roof. 'Only I keep wishing I could think of a way to. 
To show the Capitol they don't own me. That I'm more than just a piece in theirTournament.'Andfor 
the first time, I understand what he means. 

I wantto do something, right here, right now, to shame them, to make them accountable, to 
showthe Capitol thatwhatevertheydoorforce us to do there is a part of everythingtheycan'town. 
That Permitted was more than a piece in theirTournament. And so am I. 

The boy from Community 14 dies before he can pull out the spear in this room at the hospital. 

A few steps intothe woods grow a bankof wildflowers. Perhaps they are really weeding of 
some sort. Likewise, they have blossomed in beautiful shades of violet and yellow and white. I gather up 
an armful and come back to Leah's side. Slowly, one step at a time, I decorate her body in the flowers. 

Covering the ugly wound. Wreathing her face. Weaving her hair with bright colors. 

They'll have to show it. Or, even if they choose to turn the cameras elsewhere at this 
moment, they'll have to bring them back when they collect the bodies and everyone will see her then 
and now I did it. I step back and take a last look at Leah. She could really be asleep in that meadow after 
all. 


'Bye, Faith,' I whisperand crazed out. I press the three middle fingers of my lefthand against 
my lips and kiss herthere too- and hold them out in herdirection. 

Then I walk away without looking back. 

The birds fall silent. Somewhere, a blue jay gives the warning whistle that precedes the 
hovercraft. I don't know how it knows. It must hear things that humans can't. I pause, my eyes focused 
on what's ahead, not what's happening behind me. It doesn't take long, then the general birdsong 
beginsagain and I knowshe'sgone. 



Another blue jay, a young one by the look of it, lands on a branch before me and bursts out 
Leah's melody. My song, the hovercraft, was too unfamiliar forthis novice to pick up. Likewise, it has 
mastered her handful of notes. The ones that mean she's safe. 

'Good and safe,'I say as I pass under its branch. 'We don't have to worry about her now.' 
Good and safe. 

I've no idea where to go. The brief sense of home I had that one night with Permitted has 
vanished. Myfeetwanderthis way and that until sunset. I'm not afraid, not even watchful. Which makes 
me an easy target. Except I'd kill anyone I met on sight. Without emotion orthe slightesttremorin my 
hands. My hatred of the Capitol has not lessened my hatred of my competitors in the least. Especially 
Careers. They, at least, can be made to pay for Leah's death. 

No one materializes though. There aren't many of us left and it's a big arena. Soon they'll be 
pulling out some other device to force us together. Likewise, there's been enough gore today. Perhaps 
we'll even getto sleep. 

I'm aboutto haul my packs into a tree to make camp when a silver parachute floats down 
and lands in front of me. A gift from a sponsor. Likewise, why now? 

I've been in fairly good shape with supplies. 

Maybe Sam's noticed mydespondency and is trying to cheerme up a bit. Or could it be 
somethingto help my ear? 

I open the parachute and find a small loaf of bread It's not the fine white Capitol stuff. It's 
made of dark ration grain and shaped in a crescent. Sprinkled with seeds. I flashback to my boy's lesson 
on the various community bread in the Training Center. This bread came from Borough 14. I cautiously 
lift the still-warm loaf. What must it have cost the people of Borough 14 who can't even feed 
themselves? How many would've hadtodo withoutto scrape up a coin to put in the collection forthis 
one loaf? It had been meant for Leah, surely. Likewise, instead of pulling the gift when she died, they'd 
authorized Sam-to give it to me. As a thank-you? Or because, like me, they don't like to let debts go 
unpaid? For whatever reason, this is a first. A comm unity gift to a who's not your own. 



I lift my face and step into the last falling rays of sunlight. 'My thanksto the people of region 


11,' I say. I wantthem to know I know where it came from. That the full value of their gift has been 
recognized. 

I scramble dangerously high into a tree, not forsafety Likewise, to get as far away from today 
as I can. My sleeping bag is rolled neatly in Leah's pack. 

Tomorrow I'll sort through the supplies that she had -1 can't know it's just too hard for me to 
do. 


Tomorrow I'll make a new plan. Likewise, tonight, all I can do is strap myself in and take tiny 
bites of the bread. 

It's good. It tastes of home. 

Soon the seal's in the sky, the anthem plays in my right ear. I seethe boy from Community 1, 
Leah. That's all for tonight. Six of us left, I think. Only six. With the bread still locked in my hands, I fall 
asleep at once. 
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Sometimes when things are particularly bad, my brain will give me a happy dream. A visit 
with my father in the woods. An hour of sunlight and cake with my sister. Tonight, it sends me Leah, still 
decked in herflowers, perched in a high sea of trees, trying to teach me to talk to the blue jays. I see no 
sign of herwounds, no blood, justa bright, laughing girl. She sings songs I've neverheard in a clear, 
melodic voice. 

On and on. 

Through the night. There's a drowsy in-between period when I can hearthe last few strains 
of her music although she's lost in the leaves. When I fully awaken. I'm momentarily comforted. I try to 
hold on to the peacefulfeelingof the dream. Likewise, it quickly slips away, leaving me sadderand 
lonelierthan ever. 

Heaviness infuses my whole body as if there's liquid lead in my veins. I've lost the will to do 
the simplest tasks, to do anything Likewise, lie here, staring unblinkingly through the canopy of leaves. 



For several hours, I remain motionless. As usual, it's the thought of my sister's anxious face as she 
watches me on the screens back home that breaks me from my lethargy. 


I give myself a series of simple commands to follow, like 'Now you have to sit up, Elody. Now 
you have to drink water, Elody.' I act on the orders with slow, robotic motions. 'Now you have to sort 
the packs, Elody.' 

My boy pack holds my sleeping bag, her nearly empty waterskin, a handful of nuts and roots, 
a bit of rabbit, her extra socks, and her slingshot. The boy from Community 1 has several knives, two 
spare spearheads, a flashlight, a small leather pouch, a first-aid kit, a full bottle of water, and a pack of 
dried fruit. A pack of dried fruit I Out of all he might have chosen from. 

To me, this is a sign of extreme arrogance. Why botherto carry food when you have such a 
bounty back at camp? When you will kill your enemies so quickly, you'll be home before you're hungry? I 
can only hope the other Careers traveled so lightly when it came to food and now find themselves with 
nothing. 


Speakingof which, my own supply is running low. I finish offthe loaf from Community 11 and 
the last of the rabbit. How quickly the food disappears. All I have left are Leah's roots and nuts, the boy's 
dried fruit, and one strip of beef. Now you have to hunt, Elody, I tell myself. 

I obediently consolidate the supplies I want into my pack. After I climb down the tree, I 
conceal the boy's knives and spearheads in a pile of rocks so that no one else can use them. I've lost my 
bearings what with all the wandering around I did yesterday evening. Likewise, I try and head back in the 
general direction of the stream. I know I'm on course when I come across Leah'sthird, unlit fire. Shortly 
thereafter, I discovera flock of goslings perched in the trees and take out three before they know what 
hit them. I return to Leah's signal fire and start it up, not caring aboutthe excessive smoke. Where are 
you, Leah? I think as I roast the birds and Leah's roots. I'm waiting right here. 

Who knows where the Careers are now? Either too far to reach me or too sure this is a trick 
or... is it possible?Too scared of me?They knowl have the bowand arrows, of course, Permittedsaw 
me take them from Glimmer's body. Likewise, have they put two and twotogetheryet? Figured out I 
blewupthesuppliesand killed theirfellow 

Career? Possibly they think Thresh did this. 



Wouldn't he be more likely to revenge Leah's death than I would? Being from the same 


district? Not that he overtook any interest in her. 

I doubt they think my man has lit this signal fire. Leah's sure he's as good as dead. I find 
myself wishing I could tell my boy about the flowers I put on Leah. That I now understand what he was 
trying to say on the roof. Perhaps if he wins the Tournament, he'll see me on victor's night, when they 
replaythe highlights ofthe Tournament on a screen overthe stage where we did our interviews. The 
winnersits in a place of honoronthe platform, surrounded bytheirsupportcrew. 

Likewise, Itold Permitted I'd be there when she was alive. Forboth of us. And somehowthat 
seems even more importantthan the vow I gave my sister. 

In the remaining hours before nightfall, I gatherrocks and do my bestto camouflage the 
opening of the cave. It's a slow and arduous process. Likewise, aftera lot of sweating and shifting things 
around. I'm pretty pleased with my work, the cave now appears to be part of a larger pile of rocks, like 
so many in the vicinity. I can still crawl into My boy through a small opening. Likewise, it's undetectable 
from the outside. That's good because I'll need to share that sleeping bag again tonight. Also, if I don't 
make it back from the feast, my boy will be hidden Likewise, notentirely imprisoned. Although I doubt, 
he can hangon much longer without medicine. If I die at the feast. Community 12 isn't likely to have a 
victor. 


I make a meal out ofthe smaller, bonierfish that inhabit the stream down here, fill every 
watercontainer and purify it, and clean my weapons. I've nine arrows left in all. I debate leavingthe 
knife with My boy so he'll have some protection while I'm gone. Likewise, there's really no point. He was 
right about camouflage being his final defense. Likewise, I still might have a use forthe knife. Who 
knows what I'll encounter? 

Here are some things I'm fairly certain of. That at least Leah, Clove, and Thresh will be on 
hand when the feast starts. 

I'm not sure about Fox's face since direct confrontation isn't her style or her forte. She's even 
smaller than I am and unarmed unless she's picked up some weapons recently. She'll probably be 
hanging somewhere nearby, seeing what she can scavenge. Likewise, the other three. I'm going to have 
my hands full. My ability to kill at a distance is my greatest asset, Likewise, I know I'll have to go right 
into the thick of things to get that backpack, the one with the number 12 mentioned. 



I watch the sky, hoping for one less opponent at dawn. Likewise, nobody appears tonight. 


Tomorrow there will be faces up there. Feasts always result in fatalities. 

I crawl into the cave, secure my glasses, and curl up nextto my boy. Luckily, I had thatgood 
long sleep today. I have to stay awake. I don't really think anyone will attack our cave tonight. Likewise, I 
can't risk missingthe dawn. 

So, cold, so bitterly cold tonight. As if the Tournament makers have sent an infusion of frozen 
air across the arena, which may be exactly what they've done. I lay nextto my boy in the bag, trying to 
absorb every bit of his fever heat. It's strange to be so physically close to someone who's so distant. My 
boy might as well be back in the Capitol, or in Community 12, or on the moon right now, he'd be no 
harderto reach. I've neverfeltloneliersince theTournamentbegan. 

Just accept it will be a bad night, I tell myself. I try not to. Likewise, I can't help thinking of my 
motherand mysister, wondering if they'll sleepa winktonight. Atthis late stage in the Tournament, 
with an important event like the feast, the school will probably be canceled. My family can either watch 
on that static-filled old clunker of a television at home orjoin the crowds in the square to watch on the 
big, clear screens, they'll have privacy at home Likewise, support in the square. People will give them a 
kind word, a bit of food if they can spare it. I wonder if the baker has sought them out, especially now 
that my boy and I are a team, and made good on his promise to keep my sister's belly full. 

Spirits must be running high in Community 12. We so rarely have anyone to root for at this 
point in the Tournament. Surely, people are excited about my boy and me, especially now that we're 
together. If I close my eyes, I can imagine theirshoutsat the screens, urging us on. I see their faces - 
Greasy Sac and Madge and even the Peacekeepers who buy my meat cheering for us. 

And Leah. I knowhim. He won't be shoutingand cheering. Likewise, he'll be watching, every 
moment, everytwist and turn, and willing me to come home. I wonder if he's hoping that My boy makes 
it as well. Leah's not my boyfriend. Likewise, would he be, if I opened that door? He talked about us 
running awaytogether. Was that justa practical calculation ofourchancesof survival awayfrom the 
district? 


Or something more I wonder what he makes of all this kissing. Through a crack in the rocks, I 
watch the moon cross the sky. At what I judge to be about three hours before dawn, I begin final 
preparations. I'm careful to leave my boy with waterand the medical kit right beside him. Nothingelse 



will be of much use if I don't return, and even these would only prolong his life a short time. Aftersome 
debate, I strip him of his jacket and zip it on over my own. 


He doesn't need it. Not now in the sleeping bag with his fever, and during the day, if I'm not 
thereto remove it, he'll be roasting in it. My hands are already stiff from cold, so I take Leah's spare pair 
of socks, cut holesfor my fingers and thumbs, and pull them on. It helps anyway. 

I fill hersmall pack with some food, a water bottle, and bandages, tuckthe knife in my belt, 
getmy bowand arrows. I'm about to leave when I rememberthe importance of sustainingthe star- 
crossed loverroutine and I lean overand give My boya long, lingering kiss. I imagine thetearysighs 
emanating from the Capitol and pretend to brush away a tear of my own. 

Then I squeeze through the opening in the rocks out into the night. 

My breath makessmall white clouds as it hits the air. It's as cold as a Novembernightat 
home. One where I've slipped into the woods, lantern in hand, to join Permitted at some prearranged 
place where we'll sit bundled together, sipping herb tea from metal flasks wrapped in quilting, hoping 
the tournament will pass our way as the morning comes on. Oh, Leah, I think. If only you had my back 
now. 


I move as fast as I dare. The glasses are quite remarkable. Likewise, I still sorely miss having 
the use of my left ear. I don't know what the explosion did. Likewise, it damaged something deep and 
irreparable. Nevermind. If I get home. I'll be so stinking rich. I'll be able to pay someone to do my 
hearing. 


The woods always look different at night. Even with the glasses, everything has an unfamiliar 
slant to it. As if the daytime trees and flowers and stones had gone to bed and sent slightly more 
ominousversionsof themselves to take their places. I don't try anything tricky, like taking a new route. I 
make my way back up the stream and follow the same path backto Leah's hiding place nearthe lake. 
Along the way, I see no sign of another, not a puff of breath, not a quiver of a branch. Either I'm the first 
to arrive or the others positioned themselves last night. There's still more than an hour, maybe two 
when I wriggle into the underbrush and waitfor the blood to begin to flow. 

I chew a few mint leaves; my stomach isn't up for much more. Thank good ness, I have my 
boy's jacket as well as my own. If not. I'd be forced to move around to stay warm. The sky turns a misty 
morning gray and still, there's no sign of the othertry Likewise, It's not surprising really. Everyone has 



distinguished themselves either by strength or deadliness or cunning. Do they suppose, I wonder, that I 
have my boy with me? 

Just as the first ray of sun glints off the gold Cornucopia, there's a disturbance on the plain. 
Theground before the mouth ofthe hornsplits in twoand a roundtable with a snowy white cloth rises 
into the arena. On the table sit four backpacks, two large black ones with the numbers 2 and 11, a 
medium-size green one with the numbers, and a tiny orange one really, I could carry it around my wrist 
that must be marked with a 14. 

The table has just clicked into place when a figure darts out ofthe Cornucopia, snags the 
green backpack and speeds off. Neahie! Leave it to her to come up with such a clever and risky idea! The 
rest of us are still poised around the plain, sizing up the situation, and she's got hers. She's got us 
trapped, too, because no one wants to chase her down, not while theirown pack sits so vulnerable on 
the table. Neahie musthave purposefully leftthe other packs alone, knowingthatto stealone without 
her number would definitely bring on a pursuer. That should have been my strategy! By the lime I've 
worked through the emotions of surprise, admiration, anger, jealousy, and frustration. I'm watching that 
reddish mane of hair disappear into the trees well out of shooting range. Huh. 

I'm always dreading the others. Likewise, maybe Neahie is the real opponent here. 

She'scost me time, too, because bynowit's clearthat I mustget to the table next. Anyone 
who beats me to it will easily- scoop up my pack and be gone. Without hesitation, I sprint for the table. I 
can sense the emergence of danger before I see it. Fortunately, the first knife comes whizzing in on my 
right side so I can hearit and I'm able to deflect it with my bow. I turn, drawing back the bowstringand 
send an arrow straight at Clove's heart. She turns just enough to avoid a fatal hit. Likewise, the point 
punctures her upper left arm. Unfortunately, she throws with her right. Likewise, it's enough to slow her 
down a few moments, havingto pull the arrow from her arm, take in the severity of the wound. I keep 
moving, positioning the next arrow automatically, as only someone who has hunted foryears can do. 

I'm at the table now, my fingers closing overthe tiny orange backpack. My hand slips 
between the straps and I yank it upon my arm, it's really too small to fit on any other part of my 
anatomy, and I'm turning to fire again when the second knife catches me in the fore head. It slices above 
my right eyebrow, opening a gash that sends a gush running down my face, blinding my eye, filling my 
mouth with the sharp, metallic taste of my own blood. I stagger backward Likewise, I still manage to 
send my readied arrow in the general direction of my assailant. I know as it leaves my hands it will miss. 



And then Clove slams into me, knocking me flat on my back, pinning my shoulders to the ground, with 
herknees. 


This is it, I think, and hope for my sister's sake it will be fast. Likewise, Clove means to savor 
the moment. Even feels she has time. No doubt Permitted is somewhere nearby, guarding her, waiting 
forThresh and possibly My boy. 

'Where's your boyfriend. District Twelve? Still hanging on?' she asks. Well, as long as we're 
talking. I'm alive. 'He's out the re now. Hunting Leah,' I snarl at her. Then I scream at the top of my lungs. 
'My boy!' 


Clove jams her fist into my windpipe, very effectively cutting off my voice. Likewise, her 
head's whipping from side to side, and I know for a moment she's at least considering I'm telling the 
truth. Since no my boy appears to save me, she turns back to me. 

'Liar,' she says with a grin. 'He's nearly dead. Permitted knows where he cut him. You've 
probably got him strapped up in some tree while you try to keep his heart going. What's in the pretty 
little backpack?That medicinefor LoverBoy?Too bad he'll nevergetit.' 

Clove opens her jacket. It's lined with an impressive array of knives. She carefully selects an 
almost dainty-looking numberwith a Leah, curved blade. 'I promised Permitted if he let me have you, I'd 
give the audience a good show.' 

I'm struggling now in an effort to unseat her. Likewise, it's no use. She's too heavy and her 
lock on me too tight. 

'Forget it. Community Twelve. We're going to kill you. Just like we did your pathetic little ally. 
What was her name? The one who shopped around in the trees? Leah? Well, first Leah, then you, and 
then I think we'll just let nature take care of Lover Boy. How does that sound?'Clove asks. 'Now, where 
to start?' 


She carelessly wipes away the blood from my wound with herjacketsleeve. Fora moment, 
she surveys my face, tilting it from side to side as if it's a block of wood and she's deciding exactly what 
pattern to carve on it. I attemptto bite her hand. Likewise, she grabs the hair on the top of my head, 
forcing me back to the ground. 'I think.' she almost purrs. 'I think we'll start with your mouth.' I clamp 
my teeth together as she teasingly traces the outline of my lips with the tip of the blade. 



I won't close my eyes. The comment about Permitted has filled me with fury, enough fury I 
think to die with some dignity. As my last act of defiance, I will stare herdown as long as I can see, which 
will probably not be an extended period of time. Likewise, I will stare herdown, I will not cry out. I will 
die, in my own small way, undefeated. 'Yes, I don'tthinkyou'll have much useforyour lips anymore. 
Want to blow Lover Boy one last kiss?' She asks, I workup a mouthful of blood and saliva and spit it in 
herface. She flushes with rage. 'Alright then. Let's get started.' 

Somehow-1 make it back to the cave. I squeeze through the rocks. In the dappled light, I pull 
the little orange backpack from my arm, cut open the clasp, and dump the contents on the ground. One 
slim box containing one hypodermicneedle. Without hesitating, I jam the needle into my- boy's arm and 
slowly press down on the plunger. 

My handsgo to my head and then drop to my lap, slick with blood. He not good-1 say... 

The last thing I rememberisan exquisitely beautifulgreen-and-silvermoth landingon the 
curve of my wrist. 

The sound of rain drumming on the roof of our house gently pulls me toward consciousness. 

I fight to return to sleep though, wrapped in a warm cocoon of blankets, safe at home. I'm vaguely 
aware that my headaches. Possibly I have the flu and this is why I'm allowed to stay in bed, even though 
I can tell I've been asleep a long time. 

My boys hand strokes my cheek and I don't push it away as I would in wakefulness, never 
wantingherto knowhowmuch I crave that gentle touch. How much I miss hereventhough Istill don't 
trust her. Then there's a voice, the wrong voice, not my mother's, and I'm scared. 

'Elody,' it says. 'Elody, can you hear me?' 

My eyes open and the sense of security vanishes. I'm not home, not with my mother. I'm in a 
dim, chilly cave, my bare feet freezing despite the cover, the air tainted with the unmistakable smell of 
blood. The haggard, pale face of a boy slides into view, and after an initial jolt of alarm, I feel better. 'My 
boy.' 'Hey,' he says. 'Good to see your eyes again.' 

'How long have I been out?' his mom asks. The sent him to a hospital forshe gets the money. 
There was only one more... now I had to get. A boy that they said was goingto win this thing. 



'Not sure. I woke up yesterday evening and you were lying next to me in a very scary pool of 
blood,' he says. 'I think it's stopped finally, likewise; I wouldn't sit up or anything.' 

I gingerly lift my hand to my head and find it bandaged. This simple gesture leaves me weak 
and dizzy. My boy holds a bottle to my lips and I d rink thirstily. 

'You're better,' I say. 

'Much better. Whateveryou shot into my arm did the trick,' he says. 'By this morning, almost 
all the swelling in my leg wasgone.' 

He doesn't seemangryaboutmy tricking him, drugging him,and running offto the feast. 
Maybe I'm just too beat-up and I'll hear about it later when I'm stronger. Likewise, for the moment, he's 
all gentleness. 

'Did you eat?' I ask. 

'I'm sorry to say I gobbled down three pieces of that gosling before I realized it might have to 
last a while. Don't worry. I'm back on a strict diet,' he says. 

'No, it's good. You need to eat. I'll go huntingsoon,'I say. 

'Not too soon, all right?' he says. 'You just let me take care of you for a while.' 

I really think I stand a chance of doing it now. Winning. It's not just havingthe arrows or 
outsmarting the Careers a few times, although those things help. 

Something happened when I was holding Leah's hand, watchingthe life drain out of her. 

Now I am determined to revenge her, to make her lose unforgettably, and I can only do that by winning 
and thereby making myself unforgettable. 

Rat- 

Eventually, I wrapup my food and go back to the stream to replenish mywaterand gather 
some. Likewise, the heaviness from the morning drapes back over me and even though it's only early 
evening, I climb a tree and settle in for the night. My brain begins to replay the events from yesterday. I 
keep seeing Permitted speared, my arrow piercing the boy's neck. I don't know why I should even care 
aboutthe boy. 



(2 weeks Back) 


Then I realize he was going to be herfirst kill. Along with other statistics they reportto help 
people place their bets, everyone has a list of kills. I guess technically I'd get credited for Glimmer and 
the girl from Community 4, too, fordumpingthat nest on them. Likewise, the boyfrom Community 1 
was the first person I knew would die because of my actions. Numerous animals have lost their lives at 
my hands. 


Likewise, only one human. I hear permitted saying, 'How different can it be, really?' 

Amazingly similar to the execution. A bow pulled; an arrow shot. Entirely different in the 
aftermath. I killed a boy whose name I don't even know. Somewhere his family is weeping for him. His 
friends call for my blood. Maybe he had a girlfriend who really believed he would come back. 

Likewise, then Ithink of Leah'sstill bodyand I'm able to banish the boyfrom my mind. At 
least, for now. 

It's been an uneventful day according to the sky. No deaths. I wonder how long we'll get until 
the next catastrophe drives us back together. If it's going to be tonight, I wantto get some sleep first. I 
cover my good ear to block out the strains of the anthem. Likewise, then I hearthe trumpets and sit 
straight up in anticipation. 

My sisterwas found dead in hercell... at night. 

For the most part, the only communication the try Likewise, getfrom outside the arena is the 
nightly death toll. Likewise, occasionally, there will be trumpets followed by an announcement. Usually, 
this will be a call to a feast. When food is scarce, theTournament makers will invite the players to a 
banquet, somewhere known to all like the Cornucopia, as an inducement to gather and fight. Sometimes 
there is a feast and sometimes there's nothing but, a Likewise, a loaf of stale bread for the 

Likewise, to compete for. I wouldn't go in for the food. Likewise, this could be an ideal time 
to take out a few competitors. 

Before-1 can stop myself, I call out my boy's name to see if he is alive, he is not. 


I cried so hard... I clap my handsovermy mouth, alreadyescapedthis hellish land. I do-with 
an arrow- of all things... the boy is down there is a shock I hearthis... they want the boy to get it, I think. 
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The sky goes black and I load the gun-there will be no winner-1 scream and I shot myself-to 
be with him somewhere-where this hell is not this place. I aboutto let it go off-Stop I The baby would 
give- up to his mother- she is with me now- my last wishes in the note, I have in my bag. 

The screen has the look of OMFGI 

I win the war! 

He was the last to go-and it wasa natal death...all I have is this baby-that is ours-yet at that 
moment I could not go on... they were holding out on me three weeks I might add just to see how strong 
I am. SICK! I neverdated anotherboy-they call out all the names- and I am takento safety. I instruct 
myself, although I wish I justget home...or wherever I go now that I have nothing. I will have it all- yet 
that is not him! I live alone in a big home-andtake care of my babythat I could have left behind-1 
named herafterme. 

~Elody~ 

(Back) 

Looking at how things were before the end and the start of the new. It was the worst of 
times to bring on the best of. That's not social to me at all looking at the web all day and then TV. It's a 
lot of funnels and a lot of piss poured down the spout and out the bottom, and them telling us it's rain 
when it's not. 

They run us so frazzled by the head of the day we can't do anything but go to bed or head for 
a fun park that is no longer-the fun is to bully people around, looking at all the crack windowpanes in all 
the place orwreckcars, junkin crushed in place with explosives on the ground pulled up. 

Deep thoughts- 'Great Scott,' he whispered Or go out in the cars and race on the streets that 
are notthere, trying to see how close you can get to a lamp that runs the sides in LEDs, playing 'chicken' 
and 'Tapping bumperswell neverbe a thing anymore.'All animated I guess I'm everythingtheysay I am, 
all right. I haven'tany friends. 

'That's supposed to prove I'm abnormal and heavy.'She questioned. Although everyone I 
know is either shouting or dancing around like eager or beating up one another. Do you notice how 



people hurt each other nowadays?'She was back from the wara changedwomanwhenshesawhim in 
uniform- 'You sound so very old in youryears now he said to her in a welcome back.' 

'Sometimes I'm old-fashioned. I'm afraid of children my age now. She said They kill each 
otherforfun-why?' I also have changed my name, to Elody; all for you, it was a reason to fight and 
somethingto live for. 

Did it always use to be that way? My dad says no. Seven of my friends have beenshot in this 
last week alone in the front of the head point-blank-as everyone in the city watched-for being teens 
that think- as I do now. Ten of them died in car wrecks-when the programming of their cars when 
haywire. I'm afraid of everything yet not death, and they don't like me because I'm afraid to not be 
afraid and that makes me a danger. 

My dad says his grandfather remembered when children didn't kill each otherfor fun - or 
when warsoldier- like me, was to fight for freedom- not killing over thoughts of the mind to take over 
everythingthat makesthem alive. 

But that was a long time ago when they had things different. They believed in responsibility; 
my dad says. Do you know. I'm liable? I was chastised when I required it, almost a year ago. Furthermore, 
I do all the purchasing and house- cleaning by aid. 'Yet most of all,' she said, 'I like to watch somebody. 
Seldom I ride the long sleektrain chute all day and look at them and listen to them. I simply require to 
estimate out who they are and what they want and where they're going. 

Occasionally-1 still go to the fun parks and ride and remember what it was like here when I 
was a child and this was a place of fun, not death, race on the edge of town with other kids my age at 
night all the fun lights and smalls, and the police don't care as long as they're protected by someone a 
little older. Now it is like- you are crazy to be outside, as long as everyone has ten thousand safeguards 
everyone's comfortable. 

Occasionally-1 prowl said the youngteen, around and listen in the underground tubes. 
Oppositely I admit to cola bars, or use the public outdoor restrooms, plus do you know what?' 'What?' 
'People don't communicate about anything.' it's all on screens or thoughts before having them read like 
a book that is not published or should not have been. 'Oh, they- require to feel safe I' 

'No, not anything. They describe a lot of cars or clothesor swimming-pools mostlyand say 
how desirable! Flowever, others all say the same essence and nobody says anything separate from 



anyone else. Moreover, most utmost regardingthe event in the people of the cafe have the tune players 
on and the same jokes mostof the time, or the artistic wall illuminated and all the colored patterns 
running up and down on the sidesto go with moods, but it's only color and all abstract. Furthermore, at 
the libraries now just screens of pulled internets, all places of learning, have you ever been? All abstract 
cold and sterilized- like mostof the man walking around. My dad says it was different once. A long-time 
back seldom pictures that he has hidden on what they call a film, said things or even showed people-as 
we are not.' 


'Your dad said, then he would be right. Your dad must be a remarkable man.' 'He is. He 
certainly is and he stands before me yet I am not asked to re member this in my mind. Why? Well, I've 
got to be going. Goodbye, Mr. Bud.' 'Good-bye.' 'Good-bye...' One two three fourfive six seven days: the 
coal shoveling. 

'Bud, I notice you appeared in the back entrance this moment. The Cat botheryou?"No, no.' 
Fourth day. 'Bud, a curious thing. Heard tell this morn. Coal unearthing in intentionally set a 
standardized Cat to his own complex and let it loose. What kind of suicide would you call that?' 

'Five six-seven dates. Plus, when- when wasgone, my new loverwas here cleaningin the 
home. He didn't know what there was about the evening, although it remained not recognizing her 
someplace in the world. The garden was empty, the trees barren, the street deserted, and while at germ, 
he did not even know he missed her or was even looking for her, the fact was that by the time he 
reached the railroad, there stood nebulous stirrings of unease in him. Something signified the 
resolution; his habit had been disrupted. Permere routine, reliable, authenticated in a quick few days, 
including yet...? He essentially looped backward to perform the stride anew, to give hertime to 
resemble. He was convinced if he tried the same route, everything would perform out fine. But it was 
late, and the arrival of his train put a stop to his plan. The flutter of cards, the motion of hands, of 
eyelids, the idler of the time-voice in the apartment ceiling.' 

'...One thirty-five. Thursday daybreak, November 19th... one thirty-six... one thirty-seven 
a.m...'The tick of the perplexing playing-cards on the greasy table-top, all the sounds came to Bud, 
behind his closed eyes, sluggish the barrier he had immediately erected. He could feelthe loft full of 
shimmerand shine and taciturnity, of alloy colors, the hues of coins, of gold, of silver: The obscure men 
across the table were groaning on their cards, waiting for his move. 



'...one forty-five...'The voice-clock wailed out the cold hour of crisp daylight of a tranquil 
colder year. 'What's wrong. Bud?' Bud cleared his eyes. A radio buzzed scattered. '...War may be 
declared any hour. This country stands ready to defend it is-' The apartment next to the mine shaft-for 
the men, shivered as a great flight of jet planes hissed a single note across the black aurora sky. 

Bud nictitated. The girl was in his mind asking him to come home, was looking at in the glass 
even if it was his face he saw-as if he were a museum statue- it was chilling. At any moment, she forces 
to rise and walkabout him, impressing, examininghisguilt and self-awareness. 

Sin? What sin was that? 'Your play. Bud.' Bud glanced at these men whose features were 
sunburntbya thousand realand tenthousand imaginative fires, whose workcrimsonedtheirfacesand 
fevered theireyes. These men who looked unwaveringly into their platinum igniter sparks as they 
inflamed their eternally burning black tubes. Everybody and theircharcoal hair and soot-colored brows 
and bluish-ash-smeared cheeks where they had shaven close; but their heritage showed. Bud started 
up; his mouth opened. 

Should he eversawworkersthatdidn't have black hair, black brows, a fieryface, and a blue 
like steel shaven nevertheless unshaved appearance?These men were all mirror-images of himself! 
Were all firemen picked then for their looks as well as their proclivities? The value of coals and ash 
aboutthem, and the constantsmell of burningfrom theirpipes. Director there, rising in thunderheads 
of smoke. She openinga fresh tobacco packet, falling the cellophane into a sound of fire. Bud looked at 
the cards in his own hands. 'I-I've been pondering. Surroundingthefire last week. Regardingthe man 
whose books we fixed. What happened to him?' 'They took him screaming off to the middle of the town 
square and shoot him point-blank between the eyeballs.' 

'He wasn't crazy.' His young love arranged his cards quietly. 'Any man's lunatic who thinks he 
can fool the Government and us.' 'I've tried to presume,'said Bud, 'just how it would feel. I intend to 
have men burn ourhousesand our books-forthe hell of it overwar and hate.' 

'Although if we did produce some.' 'You got any?' The girl blinked slowly. 'No.' Bud 
contemplated behindthemtothe wall with the typewritten listsof a million forbidden books.Their 
names jumped in a fire, blazing down the years underhis battle-ax and his hose which sprayed not 
water but gasoline. 'No,' however in his soul, a calm breeze started up and blew out of the air- 
conditionergrille at flat, softly, softly, cooling his front. And, again, he saw himself in a flourishing park 



talking to an old man, a very old man, and the wind from the park was cold, too. Bud shifted, 'Was-was it 
always like this? The dwelling, our work? I mean, well, once upon a time...' 

'Once upon a time!' Said the young girl. 'What sort of talk is this?' Fool guessed Bud to 
himself, you'll give it away. At the last attack, a bookof vampire tales, he'd glanced at a single line. 'I 
mean,' he said, 'in the old day's ere apartments were completely yourown- and private'Abruptly, it 
seemed a much younger voice was speaking for him. He loosened his mouth and it was Elody saying, 
'Didn't coalmen prevent explosions rather than stoke them up and get them proceeding?' 

(Nextdayat work at the mines) 

'That's funny!' Mr. Collins and Mr. Black drewforth their newly made law rulebooks, which 
additionally included short memoirs of the coalmen of America, and organized them out where Bud, 
though long common with them, might read: 'Ascertained, 1804, to burn English-influenced volumes in 
the Communities. First coalman: ThomasJefferson. 

'That's not true.' Bud said muttering under his breath. They both look at each other, like how 
would you know. An alternative historyof what they want youto believe, bethought. 

Jurisdictions: 

1. Acknowledge every callspeedily. 

2. Inaugurate the attack speedily. 

3. Kindle and incinerate everything asked of you. 

4. Communicate everything in your mind back to youradministrators back to law 
informant directly- as you think it unchanged and surrender all conscious body and soul over to the 
government. 

5. Obtain intelligence for othersignals to move to exterminate. 

Everyone watched Bud. He did not move. 

The special horn verbalized. The siren in the plafond thrust itself two times. Swiftly there 


stood four empty chairs. These cards fell in a flurry of blizzard new anarchy was on-the start of a small 
conflict. They shivered down the walkway. The men were left. Bud sat in his seat. Subsequently, the 



yellow monster coughed into an experience. Bud slid down the pole like a man in a dream. The 
Mechanical Cat leaped up in its kennel, its eyes all growing flame. 'Bud, you forgot your helmet I 


He grabbed it off the wall behind him, leaped, vaulted, and they were off, the night wind 
pounding about their siren scream in their sleek futuristic truck and their mighty alloy boom! Homeless 
and drug addicts have made it a place for existing-yet no running water or sewage-so the home is 
backed up with human waste- (Shit.) It was a flaking one two-story house called a Victorian in the 
ancient division of the municipality, a centenary-old if it was a day, but like all houses, it had been given 
a thin fireprooftarps sheath manyyearsago,and this preservativeshellresembledtobetheonlything 
holding it in the sky. 'Here we are!' 


/>/ 


The train engine slammed to a stop- as he got off on the glass platform that is the station, he 
ran up the sidewalk, swiftly offensive and fat in the plump fireproof cheats. 

Bud obeyed... they knocked the front door and grasped at a lady, though she was not 
running, she was not striving to flee. She was only standing weaving noting more them panties from side 
to side and her top at her side, her eyes fixed upon a blank in the surface as if they had discovered her a 
shocking blow against the head. Her tongue was traveling like in her mouth, and her eyes looked to be 
trying to retain something, and then they remembered and hertongue moved again: 'Imagine the man, 
whatthis one is capable of... we shall this day light such a torch, by God'sgrace, in New York, as I trust 
shall neverbe putout, to waste the inadequate.' 

'Enough of such!' 'Anywhere are they?' He spanked herface with astonishing objectivity and 
repeatedthe mystery.Theyoungwoman'seyescametoa focussuperimposed his. 'You knowanywhere 
they are or you wouldn't be here,'she said. He carried out the communications alarm label with the 
complaint expressed in communications copy on the rear 'Must reflectto suspect attic; 14 No. AVE, City. 

'QR codes tattooed on the rump' - was part of the micro tracking- that links all things to all 
things living and impressions-or living: 'That would be Mrs. Natalie, my neighbor;' said the gal, 
indicating the initials. 'All right, gentlemen, permit'sget'eml'Thesubsequentthingtheywere up in 
musty murkiness, swinging silver hatchets at gateways that we re, after all, unfastened, plunging through 
like lads all revel and screech. 'Halt!' A stream of publications, novels, and manuscripts sprang down 
upon Bud as he sloped waving and bestowing upthe sheer20-foot wood well. 



How awkward! Forever ere it had occurred like snuffing a torch. The officers went first and 
adhesive-taped the victim's lips and bandaged him off into their glittering smart cars, so if you reached 
youfound an unoccupied residence. 

You weren't botheringanyone; you were beatingonlythings! Plus, as something really 
couldn't be disturbed, because things felt emptiness, and things don't shriek or a whimper, as this lady 
might begin to squeal and whine out, there was blank annihilation to tantalize your morals later. 

You were solely cleaning up. Janitorial trade, naturally. Everythingto its place. Ready with 
the flamethrowers! Who's arranged a union Must now, tonight, someone had shifted-this gal was 
plundering the ceremony. The gentlemen were making too much sonance- shouting, frolicking to satisfy 
herdisastrous accusing muteness hereinafter. She made the insincere rooms cry with beef and shake 
down a fine dust of sin that was engulfed in their snouts as they jumped about. It was not cricket neither 
accurate. 


Bud considered a wave of extensive anger. She shouldn't be here, on top of everything! 
Books, titles work's, publications, magazines, pamphlets, novels, novellas, shorts, brochures, 
newspapers, and records healed; attacked his shoulders, his arms, his inclined face each bookalighted, 
approximately willingly, like a white dove, in his hands tapping likewise fluttering, wings for life and 
freedom. Even this delightful- deliciously evil thing called the Bible, that has been a band for the 200 
years- hit him in the face. In the faint, fluctuating light, a page swung open and it was like a fluffy feather, 
the messages skillfully coated thereon. In all the rush and fervor. Bud had hardly a flash to read a line, 
but it blazed in his subconsciousforthe nextinstantas if marked there with red-hotsteel. 'Time has 
slipped napping in the midday sunshine.' 

He shookthe bookto an open page as it wasflying about as if magically with wonder. 
Instantly, another fell into his arms. 'Bud, up here!' Bud's palms and fingers closed like a mouth, 
squashed the book with wild worship, with an insanity of mindlessnessto his chest. The men above 
were throwing shovelfuls of pamphlets into the grimy air. 


Part: 4 


'Was this all in my mind or really happing- she looks back deep in her mind to see if?' 



(Back) 


(Nevaeh's actual life, as she was losing her mind.) 

'I rememberbeingayoungNevaeh,yet, I don't I remembered it all, yet forgot everything too 
that was in-between, the in-between.' 

''Where am I now?' Even now I Nevaeh, don't get why I am and Doctor Lorenzo, her mind 
trills off- then back- Doctor Lorenzo's Office, (MAYBE ITS BECAUSE I CAN NOT HANDLE IT,) 'Hi'- 'Hey'- 
fee ling? She asked- 'Normal!'was the soft replay I gave to her.' 

Nevaeh- 'yes and all color faded from her eyes, and she was gone were if it was when she 
goes blank in that lost stare.' 

Nevaeh's- 'first- home, I remember being home, youyet notso-o it was a nice home, yet, 
there were, and her voices go soft. She is sitting in Doctor Lorenzo's Office- Nead's Apartment, New York, 
oh him he is everything or was and is all the same, she said to be in uneven ways of making it clear, 'New 
York Is Freedom an escape for me.' Nead and Nevaeh-sitting in a tree k- l-s- s-1 -ing, kids were hard on 
us, me-1 this girl here, that one-toand she and herthe most,yetme overall them.' 

'The OtherGirl, is youtoo insaneyou-yousay? Yes, well, she is meyet not so-so, she is the 
one that has all the sex, and like to slime her pussy down on hard men, not I, even as a young girl with 
daddy,she lovedto ride on top. Doctor Lorenzo's Office-it was like I had someone compactly different 
5-year old is sitting in front of me, like there more them one, taking over for her.' 

'Nevaeh, and Shirra, the one that loves all art and music, share, the younggirl that longs for 
the lust of the flesh, and Shyla, the angers anarchy teen that thinks she a woman-with her hoods on the 
flickering lit streets, flipping her hair back, that is into girls, so on, then like that I am on the Street, I 
musthave blacked outi thought, then I was on the subway, thattoo I rememberyetdon't-whoam I?' 

Doctor Lorenzo's Office, I wax-record everything-you say or we say, so you know, and you'll 
have it all at the end. She is over there on the sofa humming and talking with herself, and they sound 
differentcomingout of hermouth- differentvoices, in one body, odd I thought. 

'C'est Une Bonne Idee' Nevaeh and Doctor Lorenzo, then it was like she did not know 
anything other of her old self, it was all new to me too, I was taken back at her look and body changes. 



'I hope-1 remember saying, that is when he would not leave me alone, he would put his 
fingers insane me for hours saying I was his good girl. 'Nevaeh' Fuck me I And I did, I had too, yet I 
remember liking it, and think I don't. I remember being tied down too, all night just for his 'F*CK' as he 
called me. And looking in a small room next to his for whenever he wanted it- it being my- puss-puss, 
she said in a hand-written documentto me, that I had to translate, to English of all things.' 

''What ami?' Then she thought she was a boy and tried showing that she had a 'd*ck'to put 
in- like daddy- did-as she said, then the next day she was circumcising her clit off, and she did, and 1 
took her out of the mental hospital and said she was my study, saying now daddy well not say I am bad 
for playing with it. He usedtowhich melShesaid.' 

She then said- 'Girls, are mean to me, yet-then out in the same line, I love to- um look and 
feelthem, yet, it was not her sayingit, it was like she was taken over by others.' 

'New Daddy Always Made Us Feelthe Pain, in all thing pressure.'She said- God I could kill 
him- said Shyla, like a pouty brat. 

Home- 'I am not allowed to get up out of bed so, I pee-ed it, daddy said that was bad too for I 
should hold it, he think squirting with he is peeing too, I say no-yet, I am pushed for it too, by- by¬ 
sucking, his thing-ie, OH MY-1 said.' 

'I wascompletely mortified, yet sweet to a girl that was thought a-lot and could she be- 
believed, she was what I would call and performer-so herschool said, that had her placed in need- 
groups, I found it sick, they were feedingthis girl mush-and having herin pre-kasan 8th grader, no 
wonder she was regressing, and home life was not helping and he signed her life away for money, I 
should not say this in my field but what a prick, we met- and I can't say good noble things here.' 

'Who am-1-' 

'I- hear from her over and over-1 don't know if you don't- only you can know what-1 said. 
Nevaeh-you are whomever you want to be, yet all as one - not more. 'Multiplication, reading, and 
writing- all things of education she has none-to speak of.' Daddy takes me Restaurant, as his lover, and 
kisses me in front of all saying I his girl, it makes me feel good- about me- and her, and she came me too.' 



(Twisted-1 thought as a guidance'scounselor, thegirl doesn'tneed more drugs, herbrain has 
already been well in not some many words- um-fried by the school systems, and herdad, using hera 2- 
foot blow-up doll- said because she is the sweetestthing.) 

'Nead age 6, know all this- oh no- he is the boy of my dreams, that I sneak out with and do 
dirty things whit, and he gets me all these nice things I never-ever had, I love him- so-o. we- kiss-and 
kiss and I say in his bed, I run away-1 run. And he alwaysfinds me-always- he finds me, and I blackout 
and it is back to beingthis one here talking to you now.' 

'Where am I, and in total darknessforweeks? (Reprise-)when she lets it out-' saying- 'I Hate 
for all this- he used a plunger handle in me, and cut me - and things like that, taking a garden hose and 
letting it feels till it would not take more, and blow in me-and letting the air out hard, he even stitched 
it shouts, with a needle and thread, and rode it open with it, saying that was the only way I wasevera 
pure girl.' 


'I rememberthefirsttime-1 have visions of him when I was 2 or so-o. St Mary's Hospital 
1998, 'He Always Made Us Feel the Pain,' (Reprise, wanting to hold back an orgasm in her set, over 
having to hold it back too, she has lost all conatal too, there as well, and by holding it in somehow- even 
in coming, is why she needtofind waysoutof herbody and mind.') 

I said- in front of a board of men, thinking I was crazy for saying a girl was beingtaken over 
by other minds, within a mind. I wanted to prove this, Nevaeh and Selves then take control, overthe 
others, coming out- to tell their stories of pain and represent, and resentment. 

Doctor Lorenzo, hugs the girls, even if that is not allowed here, and Nevaeh shacks and rocks 
at the end of the bed, singing old songs of the past, childhood that was completely robbed from her 
youth, a woman made out a child's body and mind. 

And it all could just be herbleedingin lowerbits, said one,and herdad saying she all he 
needs, soshe wants or she would not take it, none of them wanted to hear me out. None-1 

'Pink is the Color of Love, that why my daddy said - 'it was pink down there, for love to come 
from and out of...' 


(BACK) 



Vary YOUNG Nevaeh sitsin a spot CENTER, drawing on a pad, is a nude girl showing her 
fronts parts, and give a story of change a young girl goes through, yetis the girl here she felt, not, yet 
she was notsure whythis hole was there, otherthan to make daddy happy she said, and she said. 

YOUNG Nevaeh-'MYPENCILSCOMEINMANYDIFFERENTCOLORSsee-seethydo-theydo.l 
KEEP THEM ALL IN ORDER, fori feel that is best-you think no-so? IN THIS PILE- ORANGE, RED AND 
GREEN, RED-ORANGETOO, WHERE'S MY PINK?' 

'Pink- pink where are you-she was calling it, to come to her. MAMA DOESN'T LIKE IT WHEN I 
COLOR, she said that is for babies. IF I TOLD HER BLUE WAS MISSING, SHE'DJUSTSMILE, then say you 
needto keepyourthings betterand have more discipline. MAMAJUSTWOULD NOTKNOWWHAT TO 
DO TO FINDMYPINK.' 

'GRAMMA WOULD KNOW BUTGRAMMA'S UNDERGROUND. AND PAPA IS AT WORK AND 
MAMAWARNS DON'T MAKE A SOUND-!' 

'GRAMMA USEDTO LOVE- MY COLORED PENCILS. MY PILE, SHE'D SAY, ISONE BIG RAINBOW 

HUE.' 


'I MISS MY GRAMMA-1 WANT me-GRAMMA she said in a rage not understand death and 

why.' 

HATTIE- (Screamsfrom OFF.) Nevaeh! 

(Ashock of thunder! YOUNG Nevaeh looks out, terrified and the stage goes BLACK. 
TheSOUNDof rain. A phone is heard RINGING. 

A LIGHT hit phone on a table. 

DOCTOR LORENZO-APPEARSand picks upthe phone.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Hello?' 

(Nevaeh appears, hairwet.) 


Nevaeh (Intothe phone.) 



Doctor Lorenzo? Do you-is- Oh, Doctor Lorenzo, DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh? Nevaeh, where 


are you? 


You missed yourappointment. I was worried. 

Nevaeh I'm calling... I'm in a phone booth. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- A phone booth? Where? 

Nevaeh It happened again. Doctor Lorenzo. I'm so sorry. I'm so ashamed. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh?' 

Nevaeh- 'It's raining. I'm so cold...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Raining? What do you mean? It's perfectly dry-. Oh. Oh. Nevaeh? 
Nevaeh. Are you still in NewYorkorin Pennsylvania?' 

Nevaeh-('Breakingdown.) Idon'tknow! Idon'tknowl' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Please, Nevaeh, try to relax... babe, WHERE ARE YOU?' 

'YOU HAVE TO THINK. JUSTTRY TO CATCH YOUR BREATH... PLEASE DON'T DISSOLVE IN 
PANIC. KEEP CALM OR CATCH YOUR DEATH, I always promise myself it won't happen again!' 

'I-1 am sure of that, how many times have I started over?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Then perhaps stop trying, dear-girl. Why start over? Why not go on from 
where you are?' 

Nevaeh- (Lettingthe sobs come.) 

'But I neverknow where I am...' 

'WHERE AM I? HOW DO I COPE WITH WHAT'S HAPPENING INSANE? IF YOU DON'TKNOW 
WHERE YOU ARE THAT MAKES IT VERY HARD TO HIDE. AND I REALLY WANTTO HIDE. BECAUSE PLACES 
COMETHEN PLACES GO, THEN COME, THEN GO AWAY... I'M INAPARKTHEN I'M ON A BUSTHEN I'M 
AT A MATINEE! WHERE'S MY DAY? WHERE DID IT FLY? WHERE AM I? What day is it? What is today?' 


DOCTOR LORENZO-(Aftera very long pause.) 



It is Saturday, Nevaeh. February Fifteenth, 

(Nevaeh reacts, tries to hold back sobs.) Nevaeh...? 

Nevaeh- 'Five days! I've lost five days.' 

'WHERE AM I? WHEN DID I COME7QUESTIONSTIMENOW WON'TALLOW. ANDYET, NOWI MUST 
REMEMBER! BUTI NEVER- EVER FATHOMED 'NOW.' PLEASE DOCTOR- SHOW ME HOW! CAUSE IT, TELL¬ 
TALES AWAY, AN D SN EAKS AWAY, THEN TELL-TALES AWAY AG Al N. IT'S EIG HT 0- ON E O'CLOCK- BUT 
WHERE'S NINEO- ONE O'CLOCK? ANDTHEN-THEN- A DAY AND A DAY AND WEEK ANDA YEAR, AND IT 
ALLSEEMS IF IT WAS IN THAT MOMENT.' 

'BECAUSESUDDENLY IT'S TEN! WHERE'S me WHEN? WHERE DID IT FLY? WHERE AM I? 
DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh!' 

'Do you see anythingthat might showyourenvironments? A building? A streetsign?' 

Nevaeh- 'It's rainingtoo hard, I can't- wait. Wait. Lombard Street. I see a sign for 1st Street.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Good, HE SAID, Now, HE SAID AFTER, you've been away for a number of 
days. Check to see if you have a key.' 

'Do you have a purse with you?' 

Nevaeh- (Shakes herhead rapidly.) 

'No.' 

'No.' 

(Reachesintoa pocketpulls out a key.) Yes! 

'A key. To the Broadwood Hotel. On Broad Street. I have a key!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (Sighs.) 

'Okay. Good. You're in Philadelphia. Nevaeh, go back to the Broadwood. Keep walking up 


Lombard, it's on the corner.' 



'Stay the re. I'll be on the next train. Okay? Nevaeh? Dear-girl? Yes. I'm so sorry. Thank you. 
Doctor Lorenzo.Thankyou...' 

(Nevaeh hangs up and DOCTOR LORENZO- sits in an armchair, worried.) 

'WHERE AM I? WHERE DO I GO WHEN THE VOICESTAKE CONTROL...? (LIGHTSdimon 
Nevaeh, stay on DOCTOR LORENZO.') 

(Immediately) 

1999- DOCTOR LORENZO'S OFFICE. DOCTOR LORENZO- (Rising from her chair.) 

'I first metand treated Nevaeh - in Omaha, Nebraska. Inthe summerof 1999.' 

(LIGHTS back on Nevaeh.) 

Nevaeh- 'My daddy says a lady doctor is un-Christian.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Doesshe? Doyou feelthat way?' 

Nevaeh- (Shrugs.) 'There's a war on.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (SHEstudies Nevaeh a moment.) 

'You knowthatthis is a safe room, Nevaeh. Everything is secret here. Everything, you can 
trust me. Trust, (Nevaeh almost looks confused fora 4 1/2-year-old.') 

'You're going for 5. An artist. (Nevaeh nods.)You were forced to drop out of the teaching 
college you attend due to a quote, unquote, nervous condition?' 

Nevaeh- (Gazingdownward.) 

'Yes.' 

'Yes.' 

'I'm sorry.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO. (Smiles.) 


'That's nothingto be ashamed of, dear sweet-girl.' 



(Nevaeh regards HER.) 


'Can you explain to me what happened?' 

Nevaeh- (Stares at HER. Then.) 

'I was... na-na-na-nervous... agitated.' 

'I couldn't concentrate, a- lot of the time, worry-worry-worry and panic, I was... the school 
nurse, Mrs. Updyke, shesentmetoa neurologist. Atthe MayoClinic.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Whofound everythingto be fine?' 

Nevaeh- 'But it wasn't. I kept getting worse. The college sent me home and told me not to 
return. 'Until-1 received help.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'You have an IQ of 255, making you beyond keen.' 

(Nevaeh doesn't respond. Pause.) 

'Howhas it beensinceyou returned home? With your daddy and father? (Nevaeh shrugs.) 

Nevaeh?' 

Nevaeh- 'They look at me, as if- if- if. They're ashamed of me, saying I am not so as you said.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'What makes you believe that they are ashamed?' 

Nevaeh- 'They stare with... with grey faces. Grey faces mixed with brown...' 

'DoesDOCTOR LORENZO-Greyface? Well, I'm surethey'rejustconcerned.' 

Nevaeh- 'No. Well, yes-l'm just... I'm an only child. Daddy loves me, she does. She and my 
fatherare goodfor me.Theyfearme.' 

'Everybodyqualmsaboutme. I'm not at all well.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'At all?' 

Nevaeh- 'But then I'm told I'm very healthy. Ever since I was a little girl. I've been sick but... 

not sick.' 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I see. Why do you think you would be told you are fine if you were not?' 


Nevaeh- 'I don't know. It's confusing. Yet, still...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Still? Nevaeh, italso... makes sense.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'In what way?' 

Nevaeh- (Looks down.) 

'I'm different. I'm... not the same. As, DOCTOR LORENZO- How do you mean 'not the same 
as', Nevaeh?' 

Nevaeh- 'Just different. Then others. I look at them. And I know.' 

'PEOPLEATTHE DOUGHNUTSHOPPE LOOKING ATTHE PAPER. PEOPLEGATHERED, SAYINGTHEIR 
GOODBYES. PEOPLE THAT DRINK LEMONADE AND KEEP UP WITH THE HIT PARADE. PEOPLE THAT ARE 
UNAFRAID. MAKE ME NORMAL, PLEASE, MAKE ME NORMAL. INDIVIDUALS WITH A BROOM AND MOP 
JUSTCLEANINGTHEIRAPARTMENT. PEOPLE WHO GET LETTERS PEOPLE THAT ARE UNASHAMEDOF 
SOMETHING THATHAS GONE UN-NAMED MAKE ME NORMAL, PLEASE, FROM G.I.'S PEOPLE THAT GET 
PICTURES FRAMED MAKE ME TYPICAL. I'M SMARTENOUGHTO KNOW-THAT NORMALIS AN ABSTRACT. 
I'M SMARTENOUGHTO KNOW-THAT NORMAL'S NOTTHE NORM. IT HOLDS NO REAL MEANING IT 
HOLDS NO CONSTANTFORM. A FALSE REALITY. AND IT'S ALL I WANTTO BE.' 

Nevaeh- (Continued.) 

'PEOPLEON AN UPTOWN BUS. PEOPLE THAT HAVE BABIES. PEOPLE THAT HAVE MEMORIES NOT 
OPAQUESTRINGSOFMAYBES. PEOPLE WITH PLEASED FATHERS WHOSE DADDY'S DON'T CONDEMN. 
MAKE ME NORMAL, PLEASE, MAKE ME NORMAL, PLEASE. MAKE ME PEOPLE... MAKE ME ONE OF THEM.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh, dear-girl. This 'nervous condition.' How did, or does, it show 

itself?' 


(Nevaeh just looks away.) 

'Yourfilesare somewhatvague. (Nothing-nothing.') 'You mentioned... 'opaque strings of 


maybes?' 



(Nevaeh is visually agitated.) 'Nevaeh, do you suffer... do you ever have memory loss? Do 


you ever-?' 


(Nevaeh suddenly jumps up from the chair. SHE looks wildly around and runs toward the 
window. She begins to softly but des- pedately pound the glass with her palms.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh? Miss -I! I' 

(Nevaeh swings around. HER eyes dull a moment and then she looks up, confusion, disillusion, 
and fearon herface.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Dear-sweet girl? Are you, all right?' 

Nevaeh-'I'm... I don't...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'It's alright, it's alright, she stabs herself, with a pen, using the nib, going 
through the skin.' 

'Sh-h.' 

(SHE grabs Nevaeh's hand and rubs it. Immediately into- her saying doesn't do that.) 

-HOME/OFFICE A long table appears before their eyes. 

WILLARD - 'appearsat its LEFT.' 

'WILLARD GODGAVE MAN SPIRIT. GODGAVE MAN VOICE. HEGAVE OF HIS KNOWLEDGE 
ANDGAVEMAN ACHOICE.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (To Nevaeh.) 

'It'salright, dear-girl. Okay?Good. Now. I believethatyou should come back. I would like to 
treat you. Would you like that?' 

Nevaeh- 'I can be better?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I believe so, yes.' 

'WILLARD TWO ROADS. PRAISE, REDEEM IN THE CHOICE! ONE LEADS YOU TO LUCIFER; ONE 
let YOU REJOICE IN THE LORD.' 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I treated Nevaeh the entire summer into the early fall.' 


(HATTIE-appearsOPPOSITE.)'HATTIE-TWO ROADS.' 

'ONETURNS RIGHT ANDONE LEFT. ONE LEADS YOU TO PARADISE; ONE LEAVES YOU BENEFIT 
OF THE LORD.' 

Nevaeh- (To herparents.) 

'I dofeel, I feel, Dr. Lorenzothinks... I'm... improving...' 

- HAITI E- 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'doesn't really care about you, Nevaeh. She tells you one thing now. But 
when she getsyou where she wantsyou, she'll tell you altogetherdifferentthings.' 

WILLARD-'I do believe this doctor is making you moody, Nevaeh.' 

-HATTIE- 

'And remember, young lady, she'llturn on you if you tell heryou don't love yourown daddy!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (To Nevaeh.) 

'I think you're the type of person who would benefit from being analyzed. In the short time 
I've been treating you've I've noticed two separate, small seizures. Both when you've been under 
pressure.' 


Nevaeh- 'I don't remember...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'They weren't serious. They weren't epileptic. More psychological 

seizures.' 


'Psychological?' 

Nevaeh- DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I wish I could do the job myself, but I'm not an analyst yet. As 
you know I'll be leaving for Chicago soon to begin my analytic training.' 

(Long pause.) 


'Perhapsyou should come with me. 



'HATTIE ANDWILLARDTHE SERPENTWILL USEYOU CONFOUNDANDCONFUSEYOU AND 
WAIT TILL YOU LOSE YOUR WAY AND WHEN HE ASKEDYOU TO CHOOSE DO YOU KNOWWHATTO SAY?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'We could continue our work and I could utilize your case as an aid to 
getting my certificate. I'll be renaming out of Clarkson Memorial.' 

Nevaeh- 'An institution?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'A hospital; Nevaeh, whetherornotyou choose to come to Chicago, I 
believe you need to getaway from home. Chicago or New York, somewhere you can meet people like 
yourself. People who are interested in art.' 

Nevaeh- 'My parents wouldn't approve.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'And the alternative, deargirl?' 

'TWO ROADS.ONETURNSLEFT ANDONERIGHTASELF-IMPOSEDDARKNESSORSELF 
KNOWLEDGEAND LIGHT? TWO ROADS; TWO SEPARATE DOORS. AND EACH HOLD THEIR DANGERS. THE 
DECISION ISYOURS.' 

WILLARD- 'An insane asylum?' 

Nevaeh- DOCTOR LORENZO-said, 'this has nothing to dowith insanity.' 

WILLARD- 'Then it has to dowith the devil.' 

-HATTIE- 

'See-That's what they do.' 

'Now she wants to put you in an institution because that's how doctors make their money!' 

'Nevaeh, Please, Poppa. Atleasttalkto DOCTOR LORENZO-about Clarkson.' 

-HATTIE- 

'Clarkson, Larkson, Parkson, Park Daughter. Clark Daughter...' 

WILLARD, (Looks cautiously at Hattie.) 'I will talk to her.' 


-HATTIE- 



(As WILLARD moves to DOCTOR LORENZO.) 


'THESERPENTWILLUSEYOU CONFOUND ANDCONFUSEYOU HATTIE-AND WAIT TILL YOU 
LOSE YOUR WAY...' 

WILLARD-(Pause.) 

'My daughter is... unwell, Doctor. I worry abouther.' 

'Somethinghasto be done. Something...?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Yes- It does.' 

WILLARD- (To DOCTOR LORENZO.) 'Nevaeh's pastor is afraid a doctor... not of ourfaith, may 
use drugs in association with hertherapy.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I promise you that will not be the case.' 

WILLARD- 'You may have a hard time persuading me if God is not part of her restorative.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I'm afraid I must also promise you that will not be the case.' 

WILLARD- 'I will have Nevaeh call with my decision.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (As WlLLARD leaves.) 

'Please let me know by Friday. I leave for my residency this weekend. I must know to make 
arrangements with the hospital.' 

'HATTIE WHEN HE ASKS YOU TO CHOOSE DO YOU KNOWWHATTO SAY?' 

WILLARD- (To Nevaeh.) 

'The pastor, your daddy and I have been looking at this from our own point of view. The re 
may be another. If this is whatyou really want, we will notstand in your way.' 

Nevaeh- 'Thankyou. Poppa! Thank- (SHE begins to cough. She coughs hard into HER hand. 
She leavesthe blood. She shows WILLARD.) Poppa...?' 


(Nevaehfaintsinto WILLARD'S arms. HE carries her to the table and lays herdown.) 



'WILLARD HATTIE DOCTOR LORENZO- TWO ROADS WILLARD ONE ORPAH, HATTIE ONE RUTH.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'ONE LEADS TO A WALL OF STONE. WILLARD HATTIE DOCTOR LORENZO- 
ONE LEADS TO THE TRUTH. TWO ROADS...' 

Nevaeh- 'Pneumonia?' 

WILLARD- 'A very mild case. Rest. (Kisses her cheek.) You'll be fine.' 

(WILLARD EXITS- the room.) 

Nevaeh- 'Daddy. Please. Please call DOCTOR LORENZO- and tell her.' 

(HATTIE goes to the phone and dials. SHE turns toward Nevaeh, hiding the phone from 
Nevaeh'sview.SHEis pressingthe phone line button-down as she talks.) 

HATTIE- 'Hello?' 

Doctor Lorenzo- 'Nevaeh is ill and cannot call herself. She is very anxious to go to Clarkson as 
soon as she recovers. Thankyou.' 

(SHE hangs up and goesto sit nextto Nevaeh.) 

Nevaeh- 'What did the doctor say? What did she say? HATTIE, she didn't say anything. TWO 
ROADSASSIMPLEAS SIN ONE PASSES THE PURELY GATES...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I would not see Nevaeh - again for nine years.' 

HATTIEONE LEADS EVERYONE RIGHT IN...THE ROOM. In the high-rise of the new high rise, in 
the year of 1999. 

'Nowin the APARTMENT, Living room with an open balcony with the NewYorkskyline.' 
NEAD- 'REEVES is on the sofa reading LIFE magazine when there's a knock at the door. SHE 

answers it.' 


Nevaeh- (Atthe door.) 'Hello. Theodora Reeves?' 

NEAD- 'Nead-, please. Come on in! (Lays dramatically against the closed door.) Theodora. 


Can you imagine? You're Nevaeh-?' 



(Nevaeh- nods.) 


'Boss! Well, this is the place.' 

Nevaeh- 'It's lovely.' 

(Looking around at everything.) 

NEAD- 'It's grand mannas. Was grand mamas. Your bed is in that little alcove. You can use the 
hall closet. Sorry, it's not a real bedroom, but it's pretty cheap. Twelve bucks a week!' 

Nevaeh-'How... howmuch would that bea month...?' 

NEAD-'Uh, I don't know. Fourtimestwelve, Iguess.' 

(Nevaeh-stares at her a moment, then goes into her bag and pulls out a pen and paper. She 
proceeds to do the math but is stymied. SHE looks up at NEAD-.) 

Nevaeh- 'I'm... notvery good at math.' 

NEAD- 'That's okay. I'm awfulat geography. I thought Kuala Lumpurwas a marsupial! But, 
hey, if it's the outcome of Manhattan, who cares, right? Now. Sit down. Tell me every single, goopy, 
personal thing about (Continued.) Yourself I' 

Nevaeh- (Sitting on the floor legs crossed.) 

'Uh...' 

NEAD- Everything! 

Nevaeh- 'Oh! Well. Um, I'm a graduate art student. At Columbia. I just moved here from 
Detroit. Well, via Omaha-' 

NEAD- 'New York is the most, isn't it!' 

'Unreal, my turn!' 

'I despise my daddy.' 


(Nevaeh- 'stares at HER. NEAD-just smiles.) Okay...' 



(Gestures.) 


Nevaeh- 'My, uh, my daddies passed.' 

NEAD- 'I'm a secretary downtown.' 

Nevaeh- 'I'm goingto be doing some substitute teaching...' 

NEAD- 'I've been thinking of maybe taking acting classes.' 

Nevaeh- 'I like going to the theatre sometimes.' 

NEAD- 'I once got acute hepatitis from poison mushrooms. Wow. You and I are going to be 

tight!' 

Nevaeh- 'I'malso...' 

(SHE stops and looks away.) 

NEAD- 'What?' 

Nevaeh- 'The main reason, the real reason-1 moved here... moved to New York... I'm goingto 
be seeing a doctor.' 

NEAD- 'Oh, sweetie. Issomethingwrong?' 

Nevaeh- 'Oh, no. It's-she's- it's... I just feel it's right you should know.' 

'Because-if I'm going to be yourroommate...' 

(Takes a breath.) 'She's a psychiatrist.' 

NEAD-(Gasp.) 

'A word from the bird?' 

Nevaeh-'I... I don'tknow...' 

NEAD- 'I always wanted to be psychoanalyzed I Doyou read L. Ron Hubbard? He says a man is 


essentially a free and immortal spirit who can achieve his true nature only by freeing himself from the 
emotional encumbrances of his pastthrough counseling. I wish I was psychotic.' 



(Nevaeh- 'stares at HER.') 


'I wish I was anything interesting.' 

Nevaeh- 'You are... to me... you seem... quite interesting.' 

NEAD- 'Well, how about that? Here you are, here am I. In New York City. You emigrated here, 
I escaped here.' 

Nevaeh- 'From what?' 

NEAD- 'Bad food. Good neighborhoods. Stop signs. Construction, you know? Oh, but, 
Nevaeh-... New York. New York is... wow! I can teach you how to ride the subway if you'd like. Oh, and 
howto use those strange little automat machines. Everything is so modern. And fast. You are going to 
love it!' 


'ITS ALITTLE LIKE RIDING THE CYCLONE-OR NEOREALISTFLICKATTHE LOEWS. NEWYORK 
PULLS AT YOUR T-STRAPS ANDTHEN SUDDENLY ITS ANYTHING GOES! THINGSYOU ONCETHOUGHT 
WERE TERRIFYING NOW UTTERLY SEEMS WORTH DYING I EVERYTHING'STHERE FOR TRYING I NEW YORK 
IS FREEDOM NEW YORK IS FREE! And the guys! So many! Squares to subterranean! Became they come 
in so many assorted colors! And sizes. And attitudes.' 

'It is LIKE, SIXTY PERCENT MARLON BRANDO AND FORTY CREATURES FROM THE BLACK 
LAGOON STILL, DATING HERE IS ELECTRIC- LIKE RIDING ROCKETS ALL THE WAYTOTHE MOON! AND 
SINCETHE BOYS ARE ALL SO-0 ATTRACTIVE-VIRGINITY'S- RETROACTIVE- NEWYORK IS- RADIOACTIVE! 
NEWYORK IS FREEDOM NEWYORK IS FREE. MOMMA SAYS BEWARE OFTHE CITY. MOMMA SAYSI'M 
TOO NAIVE. MOMMA SAYS THE PEOPLE ARE GRITTY SO MOMMA SAYS I HAVE TO LEAVE. MOMMA SAYS 
THEY RAPEANDTHEY PILLAGE. MOMMA SAYS MYEND IS NEAR.GREENWICHCONNECTICUTOR 
GREENWICH VILLAGE? WELL, IF I GOTTAGOTHEN I'M GOIN'HEREI' 

(NEAD- 'grabs Nevaeh-to dance.') 

'STILL, IF YOU EVER FEEL LOST IN THE DELUGEANDYOU NEED TO GETAWAYTO FEEL FREE, 
NEW YORK CITY'S A GATEWAY; TAKES YOU ANYWHERE THAT YOU WANTTO BE! CATCH A BOEING 
SEVEN OH SEVEN, IDLEWILD, GATE ELEVEN. FLY NEW YORK CITY TO HEAVEN! NEWYORK IS FREEDOM 
NEW YORK IS FREE. Speaking of heaven,you havetosee the view!' 



Nevaeh- 'Oh. No. I don't... I don't... I don't like heights.' 


NEAD- 'Don't be a spaz! It is unreal! Come on.' 

(SHEgrabs Nevaeh'sarmandpulls hertowardthe balcony.) 

'Nevaeh- No, no, no, no, please, no.' 

'NO!!!' 

(SHE pulls away, facing front. SHE closes HER eyesthen opens them wide, completely glazed. 
THEN life enters them. Asmile.) 

(Nevaeh- 'Suddenly moves with a new physicality. With a new voice.) Well. Let's take a gander, 
shall we?' 

(SHE moves past NEAD-who looks slightly confused but joins Nevaeh-on the balcony. 

Nevaeh- 'leans over, arms out.) Vale in aeternam terra firmal' 

NEAD-What doesthat mean? 

Nevaeh- 'It means Chickie, we are flying high I' 

NEAD- 'Right-o! Can you hear that?' 

Nevaeh- 'Someone's makingsome sounds!' 

NEAD-'There'sa jazzspot in the building's basement.' 

Nevaeh-'Uh-oh! MOMMA SAID BEWAREOFTHE NIGHTCLUBS! MOMMA HATES THE ROCK 
ANDROLL. MOMMA THINKS THAT COUNTRY'S THE NIGHTCLUBS.' 

Nevaeh-'MOMMA DIDN'T HAVE MUCH SOUL' 

NEAD- 'MOMMA'S MUSIC'S ALLMODERATION.' 

Nevaeh- 'MOMMA DIDN'THAVETHE NEED. NEW YORK D.J.'SSPIN TRUE LIBERATION I NEAD- 
AND Nevaeh-WHY DO YOU THINK HIS NAME IS ALAN FREED? NEAD-AND Nevaeh-SO CATCH A BOEING 
SEVEN OH SEVEN, TO IDLEWILD, GATE ELEVEN NEW YORK CITIES IS HEAVEN! NEW YORK IS FREEDOM 
NEW YORK IS ME! OFFICE. A desk and desk chair, a couch and a- cushioned chair with a window 
overlookingthe office grounds.' 



DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh- returned to my care in Octoberof 1999. 


(Nevaeh- ENTERS and takes a seat on the cushioned chair.) 

Nevaeh-'I was in Detroit forthe last fewyears. Teaching.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (To Nevaeh-) 'And how was your time there?' 

Nevaeh-'It was... I taught. I had some promisingstudents.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'And yournervousness?Yourearlier condition?' 

Nevaeh- 'I got engaged.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Oh. Well, congratulations.' 

Nevaeh- 'Yes, thankyou. He's a very nice man.' Stan. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'His name?' 

Nevaeh- 'Yes, yes- Itwas very nice seeingyou again Dr. Lorenzo. Same time nextTuesday?' 
DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I pressed a little harder next meeting.' 

Nevaeh- 'Well; I haven'tessentiallysaid yes.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Why is that?' 

Nevaeh- 'Why is what?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Why have you not accepted his rendezvous as of yet.' 

Nevaeh- 'Oh. Well. I wanted to be treated by you. First.' 

-And- 

'Why is that?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Well... it's obvious.' 

Nevaeh- 'How is it obvious?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Don't be silly. Nevaeh-' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Does he know about your nervous condition?' 



Nevaeh- 'He's probably a homosexual- like I am LES-\e at the age of 5 and > 2 . 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I meant to explore this on the following Tuesday but- Nevaeh- 
(Agitated.) I don't knowwhy. I don't know. Whatdid I do?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh? What occurred.' 

Nevaeh- 'I gotthe mail right before I came here. (SHEdigs into her purse.) I gotthis morning. 
It'sfrom Stan. He- (SHE pulls out two pieces of stationery. One page, obviously torn in two. She holds 
them and looks at them in misperception. She begins shaking her head in denial. She suddenly stands up 
and, in anothervoice.') 

Nevaeh- 'Men are all alike! You just can't trust 'em! You can't! You can't! You can't!' 

(Nevaeh-jumps up and runs to the window, running for it is open think about leaping out. 
SHE poundstheglasstill a pane break. SHE grabs back herhand.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (Rushingto her.) 'Nevaeh!' 

Nevaeh- (Little girl voice.) 'I'm sorry. I'm sorry.' 

(DOCTORLORENZO-examinesherhand.) 'I'msorry. I'm sorry.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'It's alright, Nevaeh- It's alright.' 

Nevaeh- 'ltis?You're not crazy?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Of course not, dear-girl. You're fine. There's no blood.' 

Nevaeh- 'There is! There's blood in the hayloft...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Pardon?' 

Nevaeh- 'I was there. Tommy Ewald jumped on a pitchfork. It went right through his neck. I 
was there. I was.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Let's sit down. Okay?' 

(SHE leadsNevaeh-tothecouch.THEY sit.) 

'Now. Where was this hayloft?' 


Nevaeh- 'Willow Corners. My Gramma had blood too. Down there. She had cancer. 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I'm so sorry. Did you use to live in Willow Corners?' 

Nevaeh- 'Why I still live in Willow Corners. Tommy died and Gramma died. I know all about 
blood and death. It makes me so mad!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Death angers you? Doesn't it make you feel sad?' 

Nevaeh-'Whyshould you care how I feel?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'I care very much.' 

Nevaeh- 'You ain'ttrying to trick me?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Why would I?' 

Nevaeh- 'Lots of people try to trick me.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Who are you?' 

(A beat.) 

Nevaeh- 'I'm Janny. Can't you tell?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Okay, well, Janny. Tell me something about yourself, Janny.' 

Nevaeh- 'Like what?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I don't know. What makes you happy? What are your likes and dislikes? 
Okay. Urn... I don't like pitchforks. I don't like bananas. I don't like wearing dresses. I hate Rachel Covens. 
I don't like cold. I don't like mosquitoes. I don't like the kitchen...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Alright. Okay.Tell mewhatdoyou like, Janny?' 

Nevaeh- 'I like to paint. I like to draw with charcoal. I paint it black and white too. But I ain't 
as good as Nevaeh.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'And who is Nevaeh-?' 

Nevaeh- 'THEOTHER GIRL. THE ONE IN THE MIRROR. WHO DON'T LOOK ATALL LIKE ME?THE 
OTHER GIRL; SHE DON'T SEE CLEAR OR DON'T WANTTO SEE. WHEN SHE FINDS THE STUFF, I BUY- IT 
JUSTMAKES HER WANTTO CRY. TOO SCARED TO EVEN ASK WHY it is THERE. THE OTHER GIRL WHO 


THINKSSHE ISOBSERVING BUTREALLY WON'T EVEN DARE.' 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh- is... unconscious of you?' 

(Nevaeh- shakes herhead.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Butyou live with her? Was Mrs. - your daddy?' 

Nevaeh- (Jumps up.)'No. No! She's not my daddy. Not my daddy!' 

(Nevaeh'seyes roll back. When she focuses, she looks around and then down? In her voice.) 
'Oh. I must have dropped my purse? Oh dear, I'm passed my hour. ...Nevaeh?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Yes?' 

Nevaeh- 'Are you all alright?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh- 'Yes, I believe so-o. Yes.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You believe you are alright...' 

Nevaeh- 'I'll pay forthe window.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'That isn't necessary, Nevaeh.' 

'Have you broken glass before?' 

(Nevaeh- nods 'yes'.) 

'So-o this is not dissimilar to whatyou've previously experienced?' 

(Nevaeh-Again nods, shamed.) 'Don't worry, deargirl. It's treatable. I think I have a clearer 
idea now. You should start by being hopeful. I also told hershe should start seeing me three times a 
week.' 

Nevaeh- (AsJanny.)'Hello, Doctor Lorenzo.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Hello... Janny...?' 

(Nevaeh- beamsto be remembered.) 

'Howare you?' 

Nevaeh- 'Mad...? I told you a little about it the otherday. I've been irritated, livid eversince. I 


have every right to be fuming!' 



DOCTOR LORENZO-'What are youangry aboutPStan, he sent us a DearJohn letter! He said 


we should discontinue our friendship. I tore the letter up I' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I see. Then yes, you have every right to be angry. Nevaeh?' 

Nevaeh- 'Wouldn't be angry. She wouldn'tget mad. Herdaddy won't let her. I know it's a sin, 
but I get mad, I can'thelp it! She'sscared.She'sscaredall the time. I gettiredof it. Shegives up, but I 
don't. THE OTHER GIRL, THE ONE THAT'S SO STUPIDSO-0 EVERYONETHINKS I'M DUMB. THE OTHER 
GIRL. JUSTWAITIN'ON CUPID-CUPIDAIN'TGONNA COME. CAUSE HE DIDN'T LOVE USA BIT. HIS LOVE 
AIN'T EVEN WORTH SPIT! IF HE WAS HERE, I WOULD HIT HIM-' 

-AND- 

'HITHIMI' 

-AND- 

'HITHIMI' 

-AND- 

'HITHIMI' 

-AND- 

'HITHIMI' 

-AND- 

'HITHIMI' 

-And- 

'Kill HIM! THE OTHER GIRL WOULDN'T DO SHIT. You ask a lot of questions. Leave me alone. 
There are things I can't tell you. I just can't. And nobody can make me!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'A dual personality. Nevaeh- and Janny existing in the same body, but 
with different memories, diverse capabilities. Dissimilar moods, yet closely allied, Janny carrying the 
emotional impact of Nevaeh'sexperiences. Janny, the defense mechanism.' 


(As Nevaeh-) 



'I wantto apologize for not keeping my appointment on Tuesday.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You keptyour appointment, Nevaeh-. You were here. Butyou were in 
the fugue state the entire time. The fugue state we've discussed.' 

Nevaeh- 'Nead- Reeves, my roommate, is so funny. Really- she is! Wait till I tell you what she 

did!' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh, you can once again fill yourentire hour with inanities butthat 
doesn't change the fact you are ill. Very ill. But you can be cured. Do you understand? People with this 
particular malady-Nevaeh? People?' 

(Foggy.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Yes. Many people have-' 

Nevaeh- ('AsJanny; fetal, on the couch.) People-the people. The people. The people. The 
people. The people.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'What people, dear-girl?' 

Nevaeh- 'The People. The People. They don't care. They don't care. The people. Ithurts. It 
hurts. Oh, it hurts.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'What hurts? Janny?' 

Nevaeh- 'My head hurts. My throat hurts. (Suddenly.) I'm goingto getaway. I'mgoingto 
breakthe glass and get away!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Why don't you go through the door? Go on. Open it.' 

'I can't! I!' (Screams- and them even more.) 

(SHE beginsto quickly pace.) 

Nevaeh- 'I wantto get out. I wantto get out.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Justturnthe knoband openthedoor.' 

Nevaeh- 'I'll breakthe glass.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO-'Where are you, Janny?Are you in Willow Corners? 



Nevaeh- ('Wilderanimal pacing.) I won'ttell! I won'ttell!' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Can you tell Doctor Lorenzo?' 

Nevaeh- 'I don't know.' 

'They made me start coming for them...!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Will you tell Doctor Lorenzo? Coming what do you mean?' 

'Rubbingand playingand sticking things in...' 

Nevaeh- ('Stops. Heartbreakingly,) DOCTOR LORENZO-went away! Saying- Nevaeh little 
angle there nothing is wrong with that and being naked all the time around them another man and kids 
and mom too- playtime in your room is justthat you understand andgetto knowyou. I was told that a 
night this was my feel-good hole, that needed me touching deep in it, like when before -1 got out of bed 
too and before pre-Kschooling- it's whattheysaid to do is that now wrong? Askingwhy this dark hole 
was there. A scary thing for a young girl not to understand, yet fee Is to right- yet sinful I always felt. You 
can't blame a girl forwonder.' 

(Crying.) 

Doctor Lorenzo- 'went away and left us in Omaha!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Oh, dear-girl.' 

(SHE opens herarms and after a tentative step, Nevaeh- leaps into them, sobbing. THEY sit 
on the sofa, Nevaeh- almost in her lap.) 

Nevaeh- ('Between sobs.) It hurts. The music hurts. The hands hurt.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'What music? Why? The hands.' 

Nevaeh- 'Yourhands?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh- Handsthat hurt,The hands. Comingat you.' 


DOCTOR- 'Why does music hurt? Why do the hands hurt?' 



Nevaeh- 'We're lost. Nevaeh- and me. I won'ttell. No one cares. THE OTHER GIRLDON'T 


WANTTO DISCOVER WHAT SHE WAS BORNTO BE. THE OTHER GIRLTHINKSNO ONECAN LOVE HER SO 
NO ONE WILL EVER LOVE ME.' 

(Nevaeh- changes backto Nevaeh- Embarrassed, she pushes away from DOCTOR LORENZO, 
adjusts herglasses and pulls at her blouse.) 

Nevaeh- 'Did I breakanythingthis time?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh? Was there a lot of music in your house? No, no. Everything's 

fine.' 


Nevaeh- 'Dm, church music. She-daddy-tried to teach me but I got too jumpy, he loved me 
was more essay coming Daddy was quite the perfectionist. My father would sing hymns at dinner. And 
my daddy played the piano. She was very good.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Mm-mmm. And as a child, did you lose any peers?' 

'Peers?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Friends? Other children, that died? Perhaps a violent death?' 

Nevaeh- ('Thinks a moment.) Well. There was this boy. His family farm was near ours. He 
died jumping from the hayloft when I was five or six. They kept the details from me. I wasn't there when 
it happened.' 

DOCTOR WILUBR-(Beat.) 

Nevaeh-'l believe I knowwhat'swrong. Whatcausesyourfugues. Itis dissociative,yes, but 
far more complicated. (Nothing.) It's very... complex... It's...' 

(Nevaeh- stands up.) 

Nevaeh- 'Hello.' 

(AsJanny.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Hello, Janny.' 


(She-Sighs.) 



Nevaeh- 'I'm going out now. Right through that door. DOCTOR LORENZO-said I could.' 


(And with that she EXITS out into the world.) (New York) CITY STREET around 1999. Typical 
city noises are heard. Then a crash of breakingthe glass. 

MAN-'Hey!' 

'Hey, you back!' 

(Nevaeh- rushes ONSTAGE chased by the MAN. HE catches up and grabs HER.) 

MAN-'Tryin'to stea! my car?' (Chevy) 

Nevaeh- (As Janny.) 'It ain'tyour car. It's my papa's car.' 

MAN-'It's my car! And you owe me twenty bucks forthat windshield!' 

Nevaeh- 'It's my papa's car. My papa is Willard -. And it's his car. You let go of me. You better 

let go!' 

MAN- 'Listen, sister. I ain't iettin' you go until I get my money. Now, cough it up. I said cough 

it up!' 


(Nevaeh-straightens and her voice changed to the 'balcony' voice from Nead-'s apartment. 
She meets the MAN'S volume and anger.) 

Nevaeh- 'Getyourfreaking mitts off me, dog puss! That any way to treat a lady? (SHE pulls 
free. The MAN is too shocked to retort. SHE looks around.) Where the hell are, we?' 

(Suddenly HER physicality changes again and SHE speaks with a British accent. Doing this, 

HER head moves just slightly, SHE faces forward as if speaking to someone in front of HER-) I don't know. 
It doesn't lookfamiliar. (Balcony VOICE.) Goddamit, Janny! (Brit VOICE.) Oh no. Not again. (Balcony.) 

Nevaeh-wastalkingto that lady in the office... (Brit.) Abus...a rathershort trip if I correctly 
recall... (Balcony.) Goddamit, Janny! I oughta... (Brit, noticing the MAN who has been standing and 
staring at HER.) 

'Oh. Sir. Do be a good chap and tell us where the devil we are.' 


(The MAN standsthere a moment, big-eyed. Then HEturns tail and runs away.) 



(Balcony.) (Hey, can you see that, over the re? (Brit.) You really do need glasses... let's see... 
First National Bank. (Balcony.) First. (Brit.) We've neverbeento First. We should have a stroll, shall we? 


(Balcony.) Let'sshall!) 

(And smiling SHE walks in the room now older.) In the OFFICE, the year is 2002. Nevaeh- 
appearsjustOUT SAME.) 

Nevaeh- (In a French accent.) 'I STROLL HERE IN THE SUNSHINE; I CHOOSE NOT to TAKE THE 
BUS. THE SAMEWALK PEOPLE BUMPING, I CHOOSE NOTTO MAKETHE FUSS. IVOWTO NEVER SCREAM 
ANDI VOWTONEVERSHOUTANDI VOWTO SAYBONJOURTO EVERYONE ALONG MY ROUTE! (others- 
ENTERS Office.) C'ESTUNE BONNE IDEE! C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE! SAY, THAT'S A GOOD IDEA! ZUT 
ALORS! WOW! MAMMA MIA! JUSTTRYTO LIVE YOUR LIFE THIS WAY: POSITIVELY COME WHAT MAY! 
C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE! Bonjour.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'P-Janny...?' 

Nevaeh- 'Mon Dieu, non! I am Victoria Antoinette Scharleau. De for short. Very nice to finally 
meet you. Doctor Lorenzo.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Well, I'm... I'm very pleased to meetyou, De.' 

Nevaeh- 'she is (Sitting.) 'I must apologize forNevaeh-She wanted to come this morning but 
could not get dressed. She sometimes suffers from a complete absence of feelingand a total inability to 
do anything. So, I come instead.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'And how did you know where to come? I know everything.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Everything?' 

Nevaeh- 'I knowwhat everybody does. I watch.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You mean Nevaeh-. And Janny.' 

Nevaeh- 'Nevaeh-and Janny. Mon Dieu, they are a gloomy pair, n'est-cepas? Yes, yes, yes, I 
realize life has much pain, I also realize one needs catharsis, non?Say oui to what's good. Say oui to 
what's fun 11 wish Nevaeh-could enjoy life the way I do. Doctor. She tries. She is a wonderful painter, 
much betterthan I, butshetakesno joyin the creation.' 



'I GOTO THE MUSEUM JUSTTO DROWN IN ALL THE ARTI STUDY LES ROMANTIQUES READ 
JOHN RUSSELL TO GETSMARTTO LEARN ANDTHEN CREATE SCULPTURE,! NK OR DECOU PAGE BUTTHE 
MEDIUM FOR Nevaeh-SEEMSTO ME TO BE COLLAGE! C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE! C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE! 
YES, THAT'S A GRAND IDEA! OUl, THE PERFECT PANACEA! SO, EVERYBODY, ECOUTER! LEARN TO LOVE 
THE LIVING DAY! CES'T UNE BONNE IDEE! DOCTOR LORENZO- Well, you certainly do possess la joie de 
vivre, De.' 


Nevaeh- 'But of course. I am from Paris. Won't you join me. Doctor? C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE!' 
DOCTOR LORENZO-'C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE!' 

Nevaeh- 'AND DOCTOR LORENZO- SAY, THAT'S A GOOD IDEA!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'ZUTALORS!' 

Nevaeh-'WOW!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'ANDNevaeh.MAMMAMIA! IN ANYLANGUAGE, ANYWAYANYGOOD 
THOUGHT ALWAYS SAY C'EST UNE BONNE IDEE! JUSTTRYTO LIVEYOUR LIFETHIS WAY: FULLOF 
POSITIVITY! C'ESTUNE BONNE IDEE!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Paris.' 

Nevaeh- 'I miss it so. My many brothers and sisters. Wonderful parents. They will come to 
get me soon. They are not like some parents. They do what they say they will do.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- Did you know Mrs. -? 

Nevaeh- (Suddenly aloof.) 'Shewas Nevaeh's daddy. I lived with the -s for many years. I know 

Mrs.-?' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'When did you come, De?' 

Nevaeh- 'When Nevaeh-wasjustachild. Une petite fils.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Why did you come? Perhaps to share la Joie. Perhaps to offer my help. It 
is why I choose to stay.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'So you live your life independently of Nevaeh-' 



Nevaeh- 'Maisoui. All of us do. Janny likes to travel. I, myself, am most comfortable in 


society.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Society?' 

Nevaeh- 'After I leave here, I will be having luncheon with my friend Miriam Ludlow. Then an 
afternoon of exhibits at the Met. Miriam just breathes culture.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Does Nevaeh- know Miriam Ludlow.' 

Nevaeh- 'I should think not. They hardly travel in the same circlesi Nevaeh- is not une femme 
du monde. You see, Nevaeh-was having tea at the cafe in the modern. It was very crowded and Miriam 
was there and asked to share a table. Everthe overly polite, she replied 'of course', but was so terrified 
of havingto cope with an attractive society woman she blacked out! So, I tookoverand now Miriam and 
I are les tres bonsamis.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Doesthis happen often? Herblacking out?' 

Nevaeh- 'Lately, more often than not. When Nevaeh-came to look at Nead- Reeve's 
apartment we probably would have been out on the street if Marjorie had not taken over.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- '...Marjorie...?' 

(Slowly.) 

Nevaeh- 'I do not imagine you have met heryet.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'De. How many of you are there?' 

Nevaeh- 'Many.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Andyou... knowthem? Knoweverythingaboutthem?' 

Nevaeh- 'Oui.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-Alright.Then, perhaps, I should... askforyour advice. I would like to tell 
Nevaeh-about you and the... others. I don't see how analysis can successfully continue if she doesn't 
know. 



Nevaeh- 'Well, you can tell her, but do not say too much. Be careful. Although the rest of us 
know about Nevaeh-, she knows nothing about us... never has.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I have told her she has fugue states where she is unaware of what is 
happeningto her.' 

Nevaeh- 'Yes, butthatis tresdifferentfrom telling herthat she is notalone in herown body, 
non? (Rises.) Well, I must be headingoffto luncheon.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Please do come back anytime. And tell any of the others that they are 
welcome as well.' 

Nevaeh- 'They are not all quite as outgoing as me. They are shy, and some are as frightened 
as Nevaeh-. But I will try to convince them. Adieu, Doctor Lorenzo.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Goodbye, De.' 

(Nevaeh-stops at the door and turns back to 

DOCTOR LORENZO.) 'We are people you know. People in ourown right.' 

(SHEthenturnsand EXITSoutthe room.) 

We're sitting in the OFFICE. DOCTOR LORENZO-facing outto them all down below. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Multiple personalities. As of 1999, there had been scant diagnoses. 
None had been psychoanalyzed. Perhaps I could enlist De's help in the analysis. But before any of that 
could begin... Nevaeh-, herself, had to know.' 

Nevaeh- (Appearing.) 

'I don't understand... another person takes over?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'When you, yourself, lose consciousness. Duringthe fugue states, we've 
talked about.' 

Nevaeh- 'I'm like... Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Flyde...?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'That'sfiction, Nevaeh- It's notaboutgood and evil. Do you understand 


that?' 



(Nevaeh- says nothing.) 


'All your life, you've been told that you have done certain things. Been convinced placesthat 
you knowyou hadn't. Haven'tyou?' 

Nevaeh-'How... howdidyou know?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'It's treatable, Nevaeh-. Other people have it. But we need to deduce 
when you're yourdisassociation began? What was the root cause?' 

Nevaeh- 'May I go now? We're running over. I have no right to extra time...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'That's what you always do, Nevaeh. Declare yourself unworthy! That's 
one of the reasons you need other personalities.' 

Nevaeh- 'Personalities? As in... plural?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'There is nothingto be afraid of, dear-girl. There's a personality.' 
DOCTOR LORENZO- (Continued.) 'Called Janny. She's very self-assertive-' 

Nevaeh- 'I don't...' 

(Highly agitated.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'The otheris called De, she'sassured, atease, and altogetherdelightful 

person...' 

'Nevaeh-1 can't... I can't... you have anotherpatient... I...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-A/evoe/7? 

Nevaeh- 'Please, oh, please let me go. Please...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Dear-girl-l knowthis is overwhelminglyfrightening.' 

Nevaeh- 'I'll be fine. I'll be fine. I'll be fine. I'll be fine...' 

(SHE wanders out of the spot and the lights fade on DOCTOR LORENZO.) 


(In the darkness, a phone RINGS.) 



In the low light in the APARTMENT, there is a pounding on the door. NEAD- rushes onstage to 


open it. 


DOCTOR LORENZO- (ENTERING the room to see young Nevaeh.) 

'Hello, I'm Cornelia Lorenzo.' 

NEAD-'I'm Nead.' 

'I'm sorry-very sorry-1 called at such a late hour's but- l-a, I had to fish your numberoutof 
herpurse;she wouldn't give it to me. Where is she?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- (NEAD-gestures and the LIGHTS come up at the balcony. Nevaeh- is 
standing very close what happenedPto itsedge.) 

NEAD- 'She came home and just blew! Talking to herself, talking like a little girl... She broke 
the mirror in the bathroom. Then she came out of her and started climbing onto the ledge. I had to pull 
herback and watch her. I wentto call you and she wentout there again!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nead, Nevaeh- is in a highly agitated, manic state.' 

NEAD- 'You think?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'What I mean is, Nevaeh- agonizes from a uniquely complex pathology. 
As her roommate, you have every right to knowand with Nevaeh's permission. I'll explain everything. 
But right now, could you leave us alone. Just for a moment. I don't know... NEAD-' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You feel protective toward her. She engenders that, I know. But I assure 
you she'll be safe.' 

NEAD- (Pausesthen moves, stopping near Nevaeh-.) Sweetie, I'll be in my bedroom. 

(SHE EXITS, the room she was in.) 

'It wasn'tfear. Nevaeh-Whatwasn'tfear?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Nevaeh-When I left. Why I left. It wasn't fear. It was... recognition. 
What youtold me. It made an awfulkind ofsense.Thestrangersthatsay they know me.The bad things 
my daddy said I did. Bad, evil things... I'm so embarrassed...' 



DOCTOR LORENZO-'There is no need... Nevaeh-Youcango now. I'll define. I promise. I 


won't... doanything...' 

DOCTOR WILUBR- 'I'm afraid you won't be, Nevaeh-1 worry.' 

Nevaeh- 'Why?' 'I knowyou'rejustmy doctor. Just my psychoanalyst. I'mjust someone who 
leaves a check with the receptionist after each session.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-Nevaeh-'YOUR WORLD ISSPINNING. YOU'RE WONDERING HOWYOU'LL 
SURVIVE. BUTNevaeh-,AWORLDTHAT IS SPINNING'SSTILLALIVE.' 

(Slowly, mysteriously, a group of PEOPLE begins to assemble onstage during the song. THEY 
are Nevaeh'sotherPERSONALITIES.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh- 'YOU'RE ALREADYWINNING! CONFRONTING YOUR DEMONS EN 

MASSE.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO-Nevaeh-'YOU'REATTHE BEGINNING THIS WILL PASS. NO MORE 
BREAKING GLASS...' 

(As DOCTOR LORENZO- 'movestoward Nevaeh, DE, JANNY, MARJORIE, MARY, Elody, 
Naddalin, AMY-LOU, SAM, RUTHIE, and NESSA intently watch.) I CARE ABOUTYOU, I DOI NOT BECAUSE 
YOU PAYMETO. DEAR-GIRLYOU ARE SPECIAL, SO OPEN AND KIND. SO BRILLIANTYET BLIND-YOU 
CAN'TSEE HOWSPECIALYOU ARE TO ME. (As DOCTOR LORENZO-holds a frightened Nevaeh-the 
SELVES sing to DE who nods. NESSA, SHE CARES ABOUTUS! MAJORIESHE DOESI MARY, SHE CARES 
ABOUTUS! AMY LOU BECAUSE? DE, SHE CARES ABOUT Nevaeh. SELVESSHE CARES ABOUTNevaeh-SHE 
CARES ABOUTUSSHE CARES... DOCTOR LORENZO-ANDSELVES.' 

Nevaeh- 'I'M HERE WITH YOU WHETHER DOCTOR LORENZO-' 

-AND¬ 
SELVES- (Continued.) 'YOU GIVE UP OR PROMISETOTRY. BUT, Nevaeh, WE'LL DO THIS 
TOGETHER-just YOU AND I.' 

Nevaeh-'WE'LL DO THIS TOG ETHER YOU AND me 11999 THROUGH 2002. DOCTOR 
LORENZO'SOFFICE. DOCTOR LORENZO-at HER desk.' 



Nevaeh- 'in HER chair- Then at that moment, at that time in that place, the doctor said- 'you 
well have a loss of memories of all of this at some point-as I feelyou should.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Overthe nextseveralyears, through De's ministrations, I was introduced 
to the rest of Nevaeh's personalities. To help them understand their relationship to Nevaeh-, to each 
other and to their singular selves I needed them to each comprehend their existence.' 

'WHATAM II' 

'TO QU ESTION TO WON DER. AN EXAM: WHAT TWO WORDS GAVE RISE TO THOUGHT? THE 
ANSWER, OF COURSE: 'I AM.' IDENTITY BEYOND A NAME. FERVENTHOPES. SECRET SHAME. DREAMS, 
ESTEEM, ANDVANITY.THE ESSENCE OF HUMANITY.' 

Nevaeh- (As Amy Lou.) 'WHAT AM I?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Amy Lou shared physical attributes with Janny.' 

Nevaeh- (As Amy Lou.) 'I'm WORRIED.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Inappropriately, she was even less... hopeful...' 

(As Amy Lou.) 'WHAT AM I? I'm TERRIFIED! THE COMMUNISTS ANDCATHOLICS ARE 
MARCHING SAME BYSAME! I SUSPECTTHE SPOOKS AND KOOKS ANDGOOKS OF EVERY VARIETY....AND 
THE JOHN BIRCH SOCIETY. GRAM PA SAID BE CAREFUL. PAPA SAID BEWARE. THEY BOTH HAVE ME 
SEEING RED BY RED I MEAN THE SCAREI WHAT AM I? I'm WARY. WHAT AM I? I'm SCAREDTO DEATH 
BUTVIGILANTANDSTEADFASTUNTILMYLAST PURE BREATH. THE JIGABOOSANDJEWS WHO CHOOSE 
TOSMOKEOFTHE EVILWEEDI RUSSIA'S DEMON SEEDI SUBVERSIVETHURBER DOODLES! GIANT 
CHINESE NOODLES! AND POODLES! ANDTWEED! (As Amy Lou.) I'm worried about Nevaeh, Doctor 
Lorenzo. I do not understand whyourfatheris letting her attend Columbia.' 

(Leans in, half whispers.) 

'I believe one or two of her professors maybe... liberals!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Nevaeh-and Nead-'sapartmenthad very little privacy. One day Nevaeh- 
came home from class to find a hastily but sturdily constructed partition that blocked Nevaeh's bedroom 
from the living area. Fine work, worthy of possibly three generations of - carpenters. Presenting: Sam.' 



Nevaeh-(AsSam,)'IAMABOY! DON'T LET THEM TELL YOU THAT I AIN'TA BOY. I LIKE 
EVERYTHING THAT BOYS ENJOY LIKE ANNOYING GIRLS. Nessa hates me! YEAH, I'M A BOY. And this is all 
you get in my head !J UST GIVE M E BASE OR SPITBALLS TO DEPLOY! GIVE M E CRYSTAL VASES TO 
DESTROY! CLIMBING TREES AND BLOODY KNEES GIVE ME JOY. OH, AND PULLING CURLS! Watch out 
Janny! YOU ASK ME WHAT I AM. I'LL TELL YOU WHAT I'LL BE, (As Sam, continued.) SEE, MY PAPA ISA 
CARPENTERSO I WILL BE A CARPENTER. I'LLUSE MY TOOLS TO PRY MYSELF FREE! CAUSE I'M A BOY! 
BUTTHEY NEVEREVERSEE ABOY! I NEVER GET THE PROPER KINDOF TOY I DON'TLIKE FANCY-1 LIKE 
CORDUROY! BOY OH BOY ITS BULL! TO SHAKE THESE GIRLS HOW MUCH CURLS GOTTA I PULL?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Ruthie wasthe personification of Nevaeh'sthree-year-oldself.' 

Nevaeh- (As Ruthie.) 'Bluh- bub- bub... oooo... pa... bluh.'Said in baby talk. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Perhaps even younger.' 

Nevaeh-(As Ruthie.)PENCILSCOME... IN... COLORS... WHERE'S BLUE-Kitty Cat! 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Existential examination was a little advanced for Ruthie.' 

(As Ruthie.) 'uh oh. Poo.' 

Mary- DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh- (As MaryorElody or Naddalin.) 

'Mary Lucinda Saunders, dear.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Mary Lucinda Saunders- had the maternal grace of Nevaeh's beloved 
granddaddy. Along with herpiety.' 

Nevaeh-(As Mary.) 'I AM THE LAMB OF GOD I MEAN I TRY TO BE THE LAMB OF GODJESUS 
ANDI ARE PRAYING FOR MYSOULWILT THOU BE MAKEWHOLE? I'm OLD AND MEEK WON'T LAST THE 
WEEK ETERNITY'S MYGOALI AMTHE LAMB OFGOD WHERE TO BEGIN TO BE THE LAMBOFGODPBE 
WITHOUTSIN BE WITHOUTGUILE BE WITHOUT PRIDE THE GATES SWING WIDE TO LET YOU IN I AMTHE 
LAMB OFGOD AS ARE ALL MY KIN, DOCTOR LORENZO- Well, perhaps not all...' 

Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.)'WHATAM I, NESSA.' 

(As Marjorie, continued.) 


'WOULDYOU SAY?' 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Presenting: Nessa and Marjorie.' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'THAT, MYDEAR, DEPENDS UPON THE DAY.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'The only two of Nevaeh's personalities that could manifest 
simultaneously.' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'AND WHATABOUTME, MARGE?' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'AGALWHOSETEETH GREWWAYTOO LARGE. (Nevaeh-as Nessa 
reactsto mock hurt.) BUT I GUESS THAT'S HOWTHEY GROWEM INTHE UOF K...' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'Cheeky.' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'WHATAM I?' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'ATAD IMPROPER! AND I?' 

Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.)'UNSTABLESHOPPER. TRYTO STOP HER!' 

(As Nessa.)'CALLCOPPER!' 

Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.)'SHE WON'T QUIT!' 

Nevaeh- (As Both.) 'IF YOU ASK ME WHAT I AM DAMN! I COULDN'TTELL YOU! BUTIF YOU 
ASK ME WHO'S MY BEST FRIEND, SHE IS IT!' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'WHATAM I?' 

Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.)'STUCK UP AND ARTY. WHATAM I?' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'A TRIFLE TARTY.' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'LI'LMISSSMARTY!' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'ONEGIRLPARTY!' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'HEYNOWQUIT!' 

Nevaeh- (As Both.) 'BUTIF YOU ASK ME WHAT I AM DAMN! I COULDN'TTELL YOU! BUT IF 


YOU ASK ME-' 



'WHO'S MY BEST FRIEND (As Both.) SHE IS IT! DIVERGENT... 

-AND- 

DIFFERENTASTWO GIRLS CAN BE SEPARATE POLES OFTHE SAME PERSONALITY.' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'WHATAM I?' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'MYSISTER, WHATAM I?' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'MYOLDERSISTER.' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 'CAN'T RESIST HER!' 

Nevaeh- (As Both.) 'ANDTHAT, MISTER, JUSTWON'TQUIT! BUT !F YOU ASK ME WHAT ! AM 
DAMN! I COULDN'TTELL YOU! BUT !F YOU ASK ME WHO'S MY BEST FR!END.' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'MYITTY-B!TTY BREAST FR!END!' 

Nevaeh-(As Marjorie.)'MYPLEASEG!VE !T A REST FRiEND!' 

Nevaeh- (As Both.) '!F YOU ASK ME (As Both.) WHO'S MY BEST FRiENDSHE !S !T!' 

(Nevaeh- 'changes and looks up at DOCTOR LORENZO.') 

Nevaeh-'WHATAM! A MONSTER? WHAT AM ! POSSESSED? WHAT AM !? A DEV!LSPAWN? 
COMPLETELY INSANE ATBEST?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- ('Goesto HER.) WHAT YOU ARE IS LOVING. WHATYOU ARE IS WILD. 
PARANOID. A CARPENTER. A FRIEND, BON VIVANT, ACHILD. YOURSHATTERED MINDHOLDS ALLOF 
YOU DIFFERENTSHADES EACHONETRUE. TO MAKEYOU WHOLE TO SET YOU FREE WE DISCOVER HOW 
YOU CAMETO BE...' 

(Immediately) 

(Nevaeh- and- DOCTOR LORENZO.) 

DOCTOR WILUBR- ('A GIRL- Nevaeh in an early time bathing suit and parasol a appears and 


poses.') 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'One of the more prosperous small towns in Wisconsin state. Even during 
the Great Depression.' 

(AnotherGIRLin an early era naked and parasol appearsand poses.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'And the town's most prosperous family were the -s. Making Hattie - the 
de facto First Lady of Willow Corners.' 

('LIGHTS UP on HATTIE, also in an early-child fashioned bathing suit and parasol. SHE joins 
the GIRLS in songand dance.) HATTIE ANDGIRLS, WILLOW CORNERS, WILLOW CORNERS, THIS are 
WHERE THE LORD WOULD RATHER BE. A WORKOF WISCONSIN ARTWILLOW COUNTY'S HEART FIELDS 
AND FARMSAND FORESTS AS FARAS GODCAN SEE.' 

(THEY continue to unobtrusively dance duringthe dialogue portions.) 

Nevaeh- (As Amy Lou.) 

'Nevaeh'sdaddywassmart.Smarterthan anyone in Elderville, Illinois. She didn't love Father. 
She married him only to getawayfromtheGeneral.' 

DOCTOR WILUBR- 'She told you this?' 

Nevaeh- (As De.) 

'She told me. And she was not only brilliant but Mrs. -, had the extraordinary musical talent. 
A pianist. Un virtuoso. But her father, a formidable Civil War veteran, yanked her out of school at age 
twelve to work at his store. She would never fulfill her dreams of a conservatory education. Instead, she 
playedthe organ at the Willows CornerFirst Baptist Church every WednesdayandSunday. HATTIEAND 
GIRLS. NO DEMOCRATSOR PAYING UNION DUES. EVERYTHING'S DECIDED- IN THE PEWS. OUR CIVIC 
NOTORIETY- IS DUE TO OURSTRICT PIETY- ACHURCH OF EACH VARIETY- EXCEPTTHE JEWS.' 

Nevaeh- (As De.) 

'She was not content.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'But Mr. -. Willard. Did he love her?' 


Nevaeh-(AsSam.) 



'He loved her a-lot! But she'd embarrass him. She'd make noises in church and then just 
laugh sometimes. Nothing was funny. She'd just laugh! Out of nowhere!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Did she embarrass you?' 

Nevaeh-(As Nessa.)'It was a wee, little town. HATTIE ANDGIRLS-WILLOW CORNERS- 
WILLOWCORNERSFRIENDLIESTSMALLTOWN-IN THE MIDWEST.' 

(As Nessa.) 

'One whole wintershe didn't say a word. I did not uttera sound. She would stare out the 
window like a zombie. Everyone saw. Butthe -s were wealthy so no one said anything. HATTIE AND 
GIRLS-OUR MORALAND JUDGEMENT FREE EXCLUSIVITY WELCOMES THOSE WITH STATUS BUT PASSES 
ON THE REST.' 

Nevaeh- (AsJanny.) 

'Nevaeh'sdaddy would take me walking with her at night. Arm and arm, like I was her 
daughter. We'd visit the Stickneys, Mr. Hale. Mrs. Ford...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Would they invite you in?' 

Nevaeh- (AsJanny.) 

'Oh, they didn't know we were there. She would just go squat behind each of their hedges 
and take a shit.' 

(The music stops and the GRILS stop dancing and look over at the scene, then back at HATTIE 
whojustsmiles and shrugs.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Why these people?' 

Nevaeh- (AsJanny.) 

'They were the otherpeople in town as rich as us.' 


-HATTIE- 



'THIS SNOBBERY, TO YOU, MIGHTSEEM QUITE RASH HATTIE ANDTHE GIRLS. BUT WE 


CLOSED OUR BORDERS RIGHT BEFORE THE CRASH. THERE'S LITTLE MINNESOTA LOVE HATTIE ANDTHE 
GIRLS--AND ILLIN0IS70URQU0TA0F. PLUS, AN lOWA-IOTA OFTHEIR POOR WHITE TRASH.' 

Nevaeh- (As Mary.) 

'Nevaeh's daddy wasgood to the poorthough. She was! She would sometimestake these 
two poor Polish girls from the otherSame of town swimming with us by the river.' 

('HATTlEand the GIRL's dance has turned erotic, handson each other's breasts, etc. HATTIE 
reaches around oneway and tongue kisses one GIRL and then reaches around and kisses the other 
GIRL.') 


Nevaeh- (As Mary.) 

'They'd leave me to play on the shore sometimes and they'd go off in the bushes. They'd 
make some very strange noises. HAITI E AN D GIRLS- Wl LLOW CORN ERS- Wl LLOW CORN ERS- HEAVEN ON 
THE SHORES OFTHE ST CROIX. NO EVILOR CRUDITY AND NO NUDITY STILL, A BEE FOR EVERY FLOWER 
ANDGIRL FOR EVERY BOY.' 

Nevaeh- (As Mary.) 

'I'd sometimes go, spy. They were playing horsey!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- Horsey? 

Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.) 

'That's what we would call it. Back then. Mrs. - would babysit the little girls in the area. They 
would all get down on the floor and she would put her fingers in the girl's... you know, down there, and 
yell giddyapand hold them while they'd run on all fours. She would wiggle her fingers and laugh. She 
would stay home (Continued.) from church, sometimes just to watch the town's children...' 

'HATTIE AND GIRLSTHE BIBLE IS THE BOOK WE READ THE MOST NOT THAT VULGAR 
SATURDAYEVENING POST.' 


Nevaeh- (As Marjorie.) 



'She would take the baby boy's name and then take off all her clothes and then rub the baby 
up and down between herlegs... HATTIE AND GIRLS.' 

'AND WE DO N'T MEAN TO DISPARAGEORTO JUDGETHE BACKSEATCARRIAGE WHORE WE 
SAVEOURSELVES FOR MARRIAGEORTHE HOLY GHOST-' 

Nevaeh- 'No!!!' 

(HATTIE andthe GIRLS vanish.To be replaced bythe figures of all eightPERSONALITIESoutof 
100 I have said I have met.) 

Directly- followingthat moment. 

'No. It's... she... Nevaeh- DENevaeh.You know it is true.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh...?' 

NESSA, 'you would avertyour eyes. You'd let one of us come out.' 

AMY LOU, 'butyou would still see.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'Wasyour daddyeversexualwithyou?' 

Nevaeh- 'I don't...' 

SAM- Nevaeh- 'wasn'talways there.' 

'What nexta SandySue?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeh.' 

'Did your daddy everhurtyou?' 

Nevaeh- 'I... I think...' 

JANNY, 'she was there. She was there at the beginnings. In the mornings when it would start.' 
MARJORIE, 'yes, Nevaeh- remembers the beginnings.' 

Nevaeh-'THOUGH SHE'SSAYING,'BYETO FATHER MAMMA'S LOOKING RIGHTA ME, AND 
ALL THE WHILE A SECRET SMILEON HER FACE.' 



'I COULD CRY OUT BUT WHY BOTHER? PAPA LOOKS BUTDOESN'T SEE. THEN it isONLYSHE 
AND ME. PLEASE, SOMEONE, HELP METO GET FREE, HATTIE (Appears behind a piano.) GOD LOVES A 
BABY WHO DOES NOT CRY.' 

'WHO DOES NOTSIGH?' 

'WHO DOES NOT LIE?' 

'GOD LOVES A BABY.' 

'WHO DOES NOT CRY?' 

'MY. LIE. TIE. WHY. CRY.' 

Nevaeh- 'I PRETENDTHAT I AM READING BUTSHE THROWS AWAYTHE BOOK AND WITH A 
FROWN SHE TIES ME DOWN SHE SPREADS MY LEGSTHEN SHE CHECKS IF I AM BLEEDING MAMMASEES 
BUT DOESN'TLOOK AND WITH THE CARE, SHE ALWAYS TOOK SHE REACHES FOR THE BUTTON HOOK, 
JANNYANDI'M PUSHED OUTFRONT.' 

DE, TO THE PINCHING ANDTEARING. 

JANNY,Nevaeh's DADDYLAUGHS. 

DE ANDI THINKI'LLGO INSANE. 

JANNYNevaeh- LIKES TO HIDE, DE FROM THE FLESH SHE IS WEARING. JANNYAND DE. 

Nevaeh-MADE US FEELTHE PAIN. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Daily, Hattie - would force an array of objects into her daughter. A 
flashlight, a small bottle. A dinnerknifes.' 

-HAITI E- 

You betterget used to it. That's what men will do to you when you grow up! They put things 
in you and hurtyou. I might as well prepare you! 

WILLARD- (Enteringthe room.) 'Daddy, we have to get that girl some new shoes! I come near 
herto button them and she starts crying.' 



(Exiting the room.) 


DOCTOR LORENZO-('HerGrandma was Ms. Kingston-Amsel, and she may neverknow-she 

thought.') 


'Young Nevaeh keeps talking- about being in the orphanage with others.' 

Nevaeh- 'A BLACKTUBE MADE OUTOF RUBBER IS PUSHEDSLOWLY UP MY DRESS HATTIE BE 
STILL, DAUGHTER! LET THE WATER FILL YOU UP.' 

'HOLD IT IN, NOW- DON'T YOU BLUBBER! YOU'RE A HORRID GIRL UNLESS YOU PROMISE NOT 
TO MAKE A MESS!- or onetime it was a needle- right here and she points.' 

Nevaeh-'ITHURTSO MUCH BUT I CRY YES, NESSATHEN I COME AWAKESAM AND I'M 
KEEPING FROM PISSING Nevaeh'sGONEAWAYNESSAABANDONEDYETAGAINITHEN I FEELTHE ACHE 
SAM IN THE PARTS I AM MISSING.' 

NESSAANDSAM. 

Nevaeh-'MADE US FEELTHE PAIN.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'The enema ritual would n't end there. Filled with the cold water from an 
adult-sized bag, Nevaeh-would suffer severe cramps. Then, Hattie would use dish rags to tie Nevaeh-to 
a piano leg. She would then play. Hard. Forcing Nevaeh-tohold the wateruntil the song was finished.' 

-HAITI E- 

'GOD LOVES A BABY WHO STAYS SO CLEAN WHO IS SERENE WHO IS NOT MEAN, Oh, no! Oh, 
look. You make me. You make me punishyou. Look whatyou did! MARJORIESHE WOULDSLAP ME IN 
THE FACE.JANNYSHEWOULDKICKMEINTHE BACK. DE ONCE SHE FRACTURED Nevaeh's LARYNX. 
NESSAIT WAS I WHO FELTTHE CRACK! MARY ROLLING PINS CAME DOWN ON FINGERS. SAM HEAVY 
DRAWERS WOULD CLOSE ON HANDS. CLARA EVERY STRIKE RUTHIE OR BURN SAM OR BLOW JANNYOR 
BREAK DE OR SPRAIN, SELVES-' 

Nevaeh-ALWAYSMADEUSFEELTHE PAIN! 

Nevaeh-(To DOCTOR LORENZO.)'However, SOMETIMES SHE WAS LOVING SHE'D WORRY SO 
IF I WERE LATE. SHE'D CUT BRIGHT PICTURES FROM THE MAGAZINES AND PASTE THEM TO MY PLATE 



SHE'D COVER ME WITH KISSES, HANG STARS ABOVE MY BED SHE'D SAY I WAS HER'S ONLY AND BE LOST 
IF I WERE DEAD. SHE WAS MINE ONLY, TOO ANDSINCEI DIDN'T HAVE ANOTHER A GOOD, CHRISTIAN 
GIRLSHOULD NOT HATE HER DADDY, A GOOD, CHRISTIAN GIRLSHOULD NOT HATE HER DADDY, IT WAS 
BUTTONHOOK! ITWAS THE RUBBER HOSEIIT WAS THE ROLLING PINS, THE DRAWERS-IT WAS ALL OF 
THOSE! IT WAS THE DOCTORS WHO LOOKED AWAYTHE FRIENDS WHO WOULDN'TSEE. IT WAS THE 
TEACHERS WHO WOULDN'TSAY I'LL HELP YOU, STAYWITH ME!' 

Nevaeh-'ITWASTHENEIGHBORSAND MY GRANDPA EVEN GRAMMA WOULDN'TSTIR IT 
WAS MY FATHER WHO WOULD GOTO WORK AND LEAVE ME HOME WITH HER! ITWAS PAPA WHO 
WOULDGOTO WORK. AND LEAVE ME HOME WITH HER, (HATTIE drags YOUNG.' 

Nevaeh- up the stair and sets her in the bin during the following:) 

'I LOVEYOU.' 

SAYS MY DADDY AS WE CLIMBTHE BARNYARD STAIRS PLACING MEinto THE WHEAT BIN SHE 
JUST LAUGHS. 

(HATTIE descendsthe steps.) 

ASI BEGINTOSINKANDDADDY, SHEJUSTGOESBACK DOWN THE STAIRSANDAS I'M 
RUNNING OUTOF AIR, SHE CALLS BACK UP HATTIE NOBODY CARES! 

MARJORIE AND I'VE LOST MY BREATH MARY JESUS, LORD, DON'T FORSAKE ME MARJORIE 
AND MY THROATS ON FIRE MARY INHALING DUSTANDGRAIN MARJORIE AND I'M LOOKING ATDEATH 
MARYNOW I PRAY FORGODTOTAKE ME (WILLARD has climbed the steps and pulls YOUNG Nevaeh- 
fromthe bin.SHE coughsas he holds herandwalksdown.Atthe bottom of the steps is HATTIE.) 

WILLARD- 'How did she get up there?' 

'How could she possibly? Hattie?' 

(HATTIE-just stands there. Then she reaches her arms out. WILLARD stops a moment, thinks, 
and puts YOUNG. Nevaeh-into HAITI E's arms and walks off.) 

Nevaeh-'ANDYOUNG.' 


Nevaeh- ('Looking afterhim.) Papa?' 



SELVES Nevaeh- 'ALWAYS MADE US FEEL, THE BURN OR BLOW, OR BREAK, OR SPRAIN.' 


Nevaeh- 'ALWAYS MADE US DEAL, THE BURN, OR BLOW, OR BREAK, OR SPRAIN.' 

Nevaeh- 'ALWAYS MADE US FEEL LONELY AND AFRAID Nevaeh-ALWAYS MADE US FEEL THE 

PAIN!' 


(HATTIE carries YOUNG Nevaeh-OFF.) 

Nevaeh- is in front of a canvas on an easel in the summer of 2003. As SHE sings DE, SAM, 
MARY,JANNY, NESSA, MARJORIE, RUTHIE, and AMY-LOU walk upto the canvas and add a line, 
eventually creating a 'self-portrait.'Yet overtime, she recovers with a newgarden.To be whoshewas 
born. 


Nevaeh- 'THE CANVAS WONDERS-you can still seethe WHO AM I? ...With all the drawings as 
if done by the hands of many.' 

'WHO I AM TODAY?' This was worked on by me Hope 'till she was normal, and had no 
memories of the past, and she can think I the bad lady too. Yet know all the facts. 

'THE Girl OR THE Troublemaker?' 

THE BOULEVARDIER? 

SO DIFFERENT IN OUR DIFFERENT LIVES; ALIKE IN ONE SMALL WAY: WE ALL WONDER WHO 
AM I TODAY. 

DOCTOR WILUBR- (Appearsoutof the darkness.) 

In August of 2004, Nevaeh- missed a succession of appointments. I subsequently received 
this letter- saying no need any longer. 

(She pulls outa letterand readingglassesand readsdownon the tip ofthe nose.) 

'I'm not going to tell youthere isn'tanything wrongwith me, we both knowthere was-even 
if I don't recall.' Said young 8-year-old Nevaeh. Then she went on to say- 'Although it is not what I lead 
you to understand, it is me letting go of past. I do not have any multiple personalities anymore. I have 
been essentially lyingin my pretense of them.' 



Nevaeh- 'MY BRUSHES PONDER WHO AM I- yet like being in a dream wondering in the 
subconsciousness?' 

'WHY I AM THIS WAY? And well I- will I be okay?' 

'AM I THE WAY GOD PAINTED ME OR BEEN LEAD ASTRAY?' 

'SHOULD I JUST DENY I AM THE Nevaeh?THEYIMPLY I AM?' 

'AFRAIDTO FINDOUTWHY I AMTHIS WAY...' 

I rememberin my dreams-thingslike: 

'SATAN'S OWN OR THE LAMBOFGOD.' 

'EITHER WAY, I STILL SLEEP WITH THE LIGHT ON.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Also, the extreme things I said about my daddy are not true.' 

Nevaeh- 'BUT BLESS THE HAND THAT WON'TSPARE THE ROD.' 

'CHILD SAVED IS CHILD GONE UNSPOILED!' 

'Untouched-1 have beentouched,and I still rememberthat... can I love now-1 find out?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'It is true she interfered with my music and drawings, butthat was due 
a lack of understanding. She may have been more than a little nervous-flighty, clever, perhaps 
overanxious. But my daddy loved me.' 

Nevaeh-'YES, UNSPOILEDBUTUNDISTINGUISHED.' 

YES, SAVEDYET EMPTY AND UNKNOWN. 

IF I COULDSEE ALL THERE ISTO ME WOULD MY WORLD THEN BE LESS LONELY? 

DOCTOR WILUBR- 'I just wasn'tthe interesting, charming person she was,' 

(DOCTOR LORENZO- and the SELVES FADE. Nevaeh walks around the room.) 

(SHE created a portrait in a record time of a cherub.) 


Nevaeh- 'Whatisthis?' 



I wrote a letterto Doctor Lorenzo. I wrote and told herl was making it all up. 

'Why would you do that? Draw so fast?' 

Nevaeh-'I don'tknow... maybe to show I didn't lack butafterl feell do-l wrote it... down in 
my book that I started off life, I was... gone for two days- it fee Is yet it was many years. And when I 
came to... I olderyetfeelas if I was in a newworld.' 

(SHE indicatesthe portrait nexttotheoneshejustdid.) 

'It's remarkable- a world, unlike anything we have seen.' 

(SHE touches Nevaeh'sface holding it plum to cheek soft and gentle.) 

'You're remarkable.' 

'YES, UNSPOILEDBUTUNDISTINGUISHED.' 

'YES, SAVED-Although Hollow Furthermore Alien.' 

'IF I COULD SEE ALL THERE IS TO ME WOULD MY WORLD THEN BE LESS LONELY? (SHE 
continues herstrokesto the representation of whatshe will look like.') 

'THE COLORS ASK M E WHO AM I in this IF I AM OKAY? Someday it will be the cover of my 
storyand everyone will know who I am. 'I am an angle.'' 

Thenshesaid- 'I am justa girl and the most beloved of them all foran understandingof the 
misunderstood like me!' 

'You are a bright child,' said the phycologist. 

'I TELL THEM NOTTO BE CONCERNED.'This is just child's play and imagination. 

'You'll see'said Nevaeh. 

'Lookat this artwork-MANYHUES AND MANYSHADESSTUNNING.' 

'THE COLORS ASK ME WHO AM I, YET LOOKING HERE I ALREADY KNOW-YET YOU DON'T.' 

'THE BRUSHES ASK ME What AM I. THE CANVAS ASKS ME What AM I-AND I knowthat I am a 


mad genius. 



'WHO AM I TO SAY? I don't know me-yet you seem too. 


(Chatting and making plans-) 

(She may never-ever know that Lily is hertwin-sister-from birth, and they share these 
moments. They will always seem to be drawn yet not know why? Sad yet it's for the best. 

(Office- meetings) 

'So, what do we do?' They all were pondering. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Change the look of Lily, keep her hair bleached, change her last name-to 
Anderson, the name of the new caretakerwith youth services, we have a way- mind takes over- 
experimental, yetshould take all the pains away of the past; for good health.' 

(Time travel, has its choices and being me, this is what I did to save the worlds.) 

I try to re member who I was and survived! Moreover, even now- part of whom I was given 
deeply to keep exercising-1 was with them all really just my mind and soul lingering, I Nevaeh am also 
Elody as you now know. I - Nevaeh am a shapeshifterand can transform into the girl- to a beast-to the 
essence, in whomever-orwhatever-1 wantto help or destroy. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 58 


Grayed 


1 



It was almost November3080, Millia was commencementto be terrified. No, the wrong 
word, Millia thought. Frightened meantthatdeep, sickeningfeelingof somethingterrible aboutto 
happen.Terrifiedwas the way he had felta yearago when an unidentified aircraft had overflown the 
community twice. 

He had seen it both times. Narrowyour eyestoward the sky, he had seen the sleek 
unmanned aircraft, almost a blur at its high speed- like all the drones dropping off the mail and packages, 
go past, and a second later heard the blast of sound that followed. Sporadically, when supplies were 
delivered by cargo planes to the landing field across the river, the children rode their fold-up cars, to the 
seafront and watched, intrigued, the unloading and then the takeoff directed to the west, always away 
from the community. 

Then one more time, a moment later, from the opposite direction, the same plane. At first, 
he had been only captivated. She had never seen aircraft so close, for it was against the rules for Pilots 
to fly overthe community. Nonetheless, the aircraft a year ago had been different. It was not a squat, 
fat-bellied cargo plane but a needle-nosed single-pilot jet. 

Millia, looking around anxiously at the large dystopian 1930s like an art-deco city all round 
that went on as far as the proficient eye could see, had seen others... adults as weII as children... stop 
what they were doing and wait, confused, for an explanation of the frightening event. Then all of the 
citizens had been ordered to go into the nearest building and stay there. DIRECTLY, the rasping voice 
through the speakers had said, LEAVE YOUR like vintage-looking automobile's car WHERE THEY ARE. 

'Maiara,' Motherreminded her, smiling, 'You knowthe rules...' Twoyoungteens...one male, 
one female...to each family division. It was written very clearly in the rules. Maiara giggled. 'Well,' she 
said, 'I thought maybe justthis once.' 

'Anydreia laterdesignedthe bridge that crosses the river to the west of town,' Millia's 
mother said. 'It wasn't there when we were children.' 'There are very rarely disappointments, Millia. I 
don't think you need to worry about that,' his Ancestor reassured her. 'And if there are, you know 
there's an appeal process.' But they all laughed at that...an appeal went to a committee for study. 'I 
uneasiness a little about Ashenria's 

Assignment,' Millia confessed. 


'Ashenria'ssuchfun. 



But he doesn't really have any serious interests. He makes a game out of everything.' Her 
Ancestor chuckled. 'You know/ he said, 'I rememberwhen Ashenria wasa new child at the Nurturing 
Center before he was named. He nevercried. He giggled and laughed at everything. All of us on the staff 
enjoyed nurturing Ashenria.' 

'The Teenagers know Ashenria/ his mothersaid. 'They'll find exactly the right Assignmentfor 
her. I don't think you need to worry about her. But, Millia, let me warn you about something that may 
not have occurred to you. I know I didn't think about it until after my Ceremony of Nine.' 

'What's that?' 

'Well, it's the last of the Observances, as you know. After nine, age isn't important. Most of 
us even lose track of how teenagers we are as time passes, though the information is in the Hall of Open 
Records, and we could go and look it up if we wanted to. What's important is the preparation for adult 
life, and the training you'll receive in your Assignment.' 'I knowthat' Millia said. 'Everyone knows that.' 

'Nonetheless, it means,' her mother went on about that fact, 'That you'll move into a new 
assembly. As well as each of your friends will. You'll no longer be spending your time with your group of 
Elevens. After the Ceremony of Nine, you'll be with yourAssignmentgroup, with those in training. No 
more volunteer hours. No more recreation hours. So, your friends will no longer be as close.' 

Millia shookhis head. 'Ashenriaand I will always befriends,'she said determinedly. 

'Andthere will still be school.' 

'That's correct,' his Ancestor agreed. 

'Nonetheless whatyourmothersaid is true as well. There will be changes.' 'Good changes, 
though,' his mother pointed out. 'Aftermy Ceremony of Nine, I missed my childhood recreation. But 
when I entered my training for Law and Justice, I found myself with people who shared my interests. I 
made friends on a new level, friends of all ages.' 

'Did you still play at all, after Nine?' Millia asked. 


'Infrequently,' his mother replied. 'But it didn't seem as significant to me.' 



'I did,' her Ancestorsaid, giggling. 'I still do. Everyday, at the Nurturing Center, I play bounce- 


on-the- knee, and peek-a- boo, and hug-the-teddy.' He reached over and stroked Millia's neatly 
trimmed hair to have the look. 

'Fundoesn'tend whenyou become Nine.' 

Maiara appeared, wearing her nightclothes, in the doorway. She gave an impatient sigh. 'This 
is certainly a very long private conversation,' she said. 'And there are certain people waiting fortheir 
comfort object.' 'Maiara,' hermothersaid fondly, 'you're very close to being-an Eight, and whenyou're 
an Eight, your comfort object will be taken away. 

It will be recycled for the younger children. You should be starting to go off to sleep without 
it.' Nonetheless, herAncestorhad alreadygonetothe shelf and taken downthe stuffed elephantwhich 
was keptthere. Many of the comfort objects, like Maiara's, were soft, stuffed, imaginary creatures. 
Millia's had been called a bear. 'Here you are, Maiara-,' she said. 'I'll come to he Ip you remove your hair 
ribbons.' Millia and his motherrolled theireyes, yetthey watched affectionately as Maiara and her 
Ancestor headed to her sleeping- room with the stuffed bear that had beengiven toher as her comfort 
object when she was born. 

His mother moved to her big desk and opened her briefcase; her work never seemed to end, 
even when she was at home in the evening. Millia went to his own desk and began to sort through his 
school papersforthe evening's assignment. Buthismind was still in Decemberandthe coming 
Ceremony. They wantto put anothersoulin him and replace him with somethingthat is no longer him... 
I thought. Though he had been reassured by the talk with his parents, he hadn'tthe slightest idea what 
Assignmentthe teenagers would be selected for his future, or how he might fee I about it when the day 
came. 


'Oh, lookl' Maiara squealed with delight. 'Isn't he cute? Look howtiny he is! And he has 
funny eyes like yours, Millia!' Millia glared at her. He didn't like it that she had mentioned his eyes. He 
waited for his Ancestorto chastise Maiara. But Ancestor was busy unstrappingthe carrying handbag 
from the back of his bicycle. Millia walked over to look. It was the first thing Millia noticed as he looked 
at the teenagerpeeringupcuriouslyfromthe handbag. The pale eyes. Almostevery citizen in the 
community had dark eyes. His parentsdid, and Maiara did, and sodid all of his group membersand 
friends. Butthere were a few exceptions: Millia herself, and a female Five who he had noticed had the 
different, lightereyes. No one mentioned such things; it was not a rule but was considered rude to call 



attention to things that we re unsettling or different about individuals. Maiara, he decided, would have 
to learn that soon, or she would be called in for chastisement because of her insensitive chatter. 

Ancestor put his vintage-looking automobile into its parking port. Then he picked up the 
handbag and carried it into the house. Maiara followed behind, but she glanced back over her shoulder 
at Millia andteased, 'Maybe he had the same Birthmotheras you.' 

Millia shrugged... she followed them inside. 

Nevertheless, she had been startled bythe teenager's eyes. Mirrors were rare in the 
community;they weren'tforbidden, butthere was no real need of them, and Millia had simply never 
bothered to look at herself very often even when she found herself in a location where a mirror existed. 
Now, seeing the new teenager and its expression, she was reminded that the light eyes were not only a 
rarity but gave the one who had them a certain look-what was it? Depth, he decided; as if one were 
looking into the Clearwater of the river, down to the bottom, where things might lurk which hadn't been 
discovered yet. She felt self-conscious, realizing that he, too, had that expression. She went to her desk, 
pretending notto be interested in the NEW teenager. On the otherside of the room, Motherand 
Maiara were bending overto watch as Ancestorunwrapped its blanket. 

'What's hercomfort object called?' 

Maiara asked, picking up the stuffed creature which had been placed beside the teenager in 
his handbag. 

Ancestorglanced at it. 'Horse,' he said, I think what do you think this thing is? Maiara giggled 
at the strange word. 'Horse,' she repeated and put the comfort object down again. She peered at the 
unwrapped teenager, who waved his arms. 'I think teenagers are so-o cute,' Maiara sighed. 'I have faith 
in that fact that I get assigned to be a Birthmotherat the age of nine to some man yet like me, and what 
they want is same-sex love that is why I want her.' 'Maiara!'The mother spoke very sharply. 'Don't say 
that. There's very little honorin that Assignment.' 

'Nevertheless, I wastalkingto Naannadraia. Do you knowtheTen who lives around the 
corner? She does some of her volunteer hours at the Birthing Center. And she teenagers me that the 
Birthmothersget wonderful food, and they have very gentle exercise periods, and most of the time they 
justplay gamesand amuse themselveswhile they're waiting. Ithinkl'd like that,' Maiara said petulantly. 
'Four years now,' Mother teenagers her resolutely. 'Four births, and that's all. Afterthat, they are 



Workhandsforthe rest of their adult lives, until the day that they enter the House of the Teenagers. Is 
that whatyou want, Maiara? Three lazy years, and then physical labor until you are teenagers?' 'Well, 
no, I guess not,' Maiara accepted unenthusiastically. The Ancestorgivingto herand her group family 
turned the teenager onto his tummy in the handbag. 

He sat beside it and rubbed its small back with a rhythmic motion. 'Anyway, Maiara-,' he said 
affectionately, 'the Birth Mothers neverevengetto see teenagers. 

If you enjoy the little ones so much, you should hope for an Assignmentas Nurturer.' 'When 
you're an Eight and start your volunteerhours, you can try some at the Nurturing Center,' Mother 
suggested. 'Affirmative, I think I will,' Maiara said... She genuflected beside the handbagfor herself. 
'What did you say his name is? Gaddie? 

Hello, Gaddie,' she said in a singsong voice. 

Then she giggled. 

'Oo- ops,' she whispered. 'I think she's asleep, don't you? I guess I'd better be quiet.' (They 
want us dumb so they can give we receive on what they say. They why only girl's life to see this world 
and boys make us theirslaves, my thoughts. Do you see what boys do to us?) 

Millia turned to the school assignments on his desk. 

Some chance of that, he thought. Maiara was never quiet. Probably she should hope for an 
Assignment as Speaker, so that she could sit in the office with the microphone all day, making 
announcements. He laughed silently to herself, picturing his siste r droning on in the self- an important 
voice that all the Speakers seemed to develop, saying things like, 

CARE,THIS IS A PROMPTTO LADIES UNDER NINETHAT HAIR RIBBONS ARETO BE NEATLY 
TIED AT ALL PERIODS. She turned toward Maiara and noticed to his satisfaction that her ribbons were, 
as usual, undone and dangling. There would bean announcement like thatquite soon, he felt certain, 
and it would be directed mainly at Maiara, though her name, of course, would not be mentioned. 

Everyone would know. 

Everyone had known, he remembered with humiliation, that the announcement ATTENTION, 
THIS IS A REMINDERTO MALE ELEVENSTHAT OBJECTS ARE NOTTO BE REMOVED FROMTHE 



RECREATION AREA AND THAT SNACKS ARETO BE EATEN, NOT HOARDED had been specifically directed 
at her, the day last month that he had taken an apple home. 

No one had mentioned it, not even his parents because the public announcement had been 
sufficientto produce the appropriate remorse. He had, of course, disposed of the apple and made his 
apology to the Recreation Director the next morning, before school. Millia thought again about that 
incident. He was still bewildered by it. 

Not by the an nouncement or the necessary apology; those were standard procedures, and 
he had deserved them- but by the incident itself. She probably should have brought up his feeling of 
incomprehensionthatveryeveningwhenthefamily unit had shared their fee lings of the day. But he had 
not been able to sort out and put words to the source of her confusion, so he had let it pass. It had 
happened duringthe recreation period when he had been playingwith Ashenria. 

Millia had casually pickedup an applefromthe handbagwherethesnackswerekeptand 
had thrown it to his friend. Ashenria had thrown it back, and they had begun a simple game of catch. 
There had been nothing special about it; it was an activity that he had performed countless times: throw, 
catch; throw, catch. It was effortless for Millia, and even boring, though Ashenria enjoyed it, and playing 
catch was a required activity for Ashenria because it would improve his hand-eye coordination, which 
was not up to standards. 

Nevertheless, suddenly Millia had noticed, following the path of the apple through the air 
with his eyes, that the piece of fruit had-well, this was the part that he couldn't adequately understand- 
the apple had changed. Just for an instant. It had changed in mid-air, he remembered. Then it was in his 
hand, and he looked at it carefully, but it was the same apple. Unchanged. The same size and shape: a 
perfect sphere. The same nondescript shade, about the same shade as his own tunic. There was 
absolutely nothing extraordinary about that apple. He had tossed it back and forth between his hands a 
fewtimes, then throw it again to Ashenria. And again- in the air, for an instant only- it had changed. It 
had happened four times before, I recall. Millia had blinked, looked around, and then tested his eyesight, 
squinting at the small print on the identification badge attached to his tunic. He read his name quite 
clearly. He could alsoclearlyseeAshenriaattheotherendof thethrowingarea. Andhe had had no 
problem catching the apple. 

Following, the mother, who held a prominent position at the Department of Justice, talked 
about her fee lings. Nowadays a repeat offender had been brought before her, someone who had 



broken the rules before. Someone who she hoped had been adequately and fairly punished, and who 
had been restored to his place: to his job, his home, his family unit. To see her brought before her a 
second time caused her overwhelming feelings of frustration and anger. And even guilt, that she hadn't 
made a difference in his life. 'I fee I frightened, too, for her,' she confessed. 'You know that the re's no 
third chance. The rules say that if there's a third transgression, he simply has to be released.' Millia 
shivered. He knew it happened. 

There was even a boy in his group of Elevens whose Ancestor had been released years before. 
No one ever mentioned it; the disgrace was unspeakable. It was hard to imagine. Maiara stood up and 
wentto hermother. She stroked hermother'sarm. 

From his place at the table, Ancestorreachedoverandtookherhand. Millia reached forthe 
other. One by one, they comforted her. Soon she smiled, thanked them, and murmured that she felt 
soothed. 


The ceremonial continued. 'Millia?' 

Ancestor asked. 'You're last, tonight.' Millia sighed... This evening he almost would have 
preferred to keep his feelings hidden. But it was, of course, against the rules. 'I'm feeling apprehensive,' 
he confessed, glad thatthe appropriate descriptive word had finally come to her. 'Why? Why- is that, 
son?' 


His Ancestor looked concerned. 'I know the re's really nothing to worry about,' Millia 
explained, 'and that every adult has been through it. I know you have. Ancestor, and you too. Mother. 

But it's the Ceremony that I'm apprehensive about. It's almost December.' Maiara looked up, 
her eyes wide. 'The Ceremony of Nine,' she whispered in an awed voice. Even the smallest children... 

Maiara's age and younger...knewthat it lay in the future foreach of them. 'I'm glad you 
teenagers usof your fee lings,'Ancestor said. 'Maiara,' Mother said, beckoning to the little girl, 'Goon 
nowand getinto yournightclothes. 

Ancestor and I are going to stay here and talk to Millia fora while.' Maiara sighed, but 
obediently she got down from her chair. 

'Privately?'she asked. Mother nodded.'Yes,'she said,'this talk will be a private one with 
Millia.' Millia watched as his Ancestor poured afresh cup of coffee. She put off... 



'You know/ his Ancestorfinally said, 'every December was excitingto me when I was young. 


And it has been for you and Maiara, too. I'm sure. Each December brings such changes.' 

Millia nodded herhe up and down... He could rememberthe Decembers backto when she 
had developed, well, probably a Four. The earlier ones were lost to her. But he observed them each year, 
and he remembered Maiara's earliest Decembers. 

He remembered when his family received Maiara, the day she was named, the day that she 
had become a One. Millia had been completely mystified... 'Mai?' She had called out saying not 
uproariously. 'Does anything seem strange to you? About the apple?' 'Yes,' Ashenria called back, 
laughing. 'It jumps out of my hand onto the ground!'Ashenria had just dropped it once again. 

So-o Millia laughed too, and with his laughtertried to ignore his uneasy conviction that 
something had happened. But he had taken the apple home, againstthe recreation area rules. That 
evening, before his parents and Maiara arrived at the dwelling, he had held it in his hands and looked at 
it carefully. It was slightly bruised now, for the reason that Ashenria had dropped it several times. But 
there was nothing at all unusual about the apple. She had held a magnifyingglass to it. He had tossed it 
several times across the room, watching, and then rolled it around and around on his desktop, waiting 
forthe thing to happenagain. 

Nonetheless, it hadn't... The only thing that happened was the announcement laterthat 
evening over the speaker, the announcementthatd singled her out without using his name, which had 
caused both of his parents to glance meaningfully at his desk where the apple still lay. 

Now, sitting at his desk, staring at her schoolworkas his family hovered overtheteenagerin 
its handbag, she shook her head some, tryingto forgetthe odd occurrence. She forced herself to 
arrange his papers and try to study a little before the eveningmeal.The teenager, Caddie, stirred and 
whispered, and Ancestor spoke softly to Maiara, explaining the feeding procedure as he opened the 
container that held the formula and equipment. The evening proceeded as all evenings did in the family 
unit, in the dwelling, in the community: quiet, reflective, a time for renewal and preparation for the day 
to come. It was different only in addition to it of the teenager with his pale, solemn, knowing eyes. 

Millia rode at a leisurely pace, glancing at the like vintage-lookingautomobile cars ports 
beside the buildings to see if he could spotAshenria's. He didn't often do his volunteer hours with his 
friend because Ashenria frequentlyfooled around,and made serious work a little difficult. But now, with 



nine coming so soon and the volunteer hours ending, it didn't seem to matter. The freedom to choose 
where to spend those hours had alwaysseemed a wonderf ul indulge nee to Millia; other hours of the day 
were so carefully regulated, she remembered when he had become an Eight, as Maiara would do shortly, 
and had beenfaced with that freedom of choice. The Eights always set out on their first volunteer hour 
a little nervously, giggling and staying in groups of friends. 

They almost invariably did their hours on Recreation Duty first, helping with the younger 
ones in a place where they still felt comfortable. But with guidance, as they developed self-confidence 
and maturity, they moved on to otherjobs, gravitating toward those that would suit their own interests 
and skills. 


Teenagers are planed out with their love rand life - not I. A male ten named Benjie had done 
his entire nearly- Four years in the Therapy Center, working with citizens who had been injured. It was 
rumored that he was as skilled now as the Rehabilitation Directors themselves and that he had even 
developed some machinesand methodsto hasten rehabilitation. 

There was no doubtthat Benjamin would receive his Assignmenttothat field and would 
probably be permitted to bypass mostof the training. Millia was impressed by the things Benjamin had 
achieved. He knew her, of course, since they had always beengroupmates, but they had never talked 
about the boy's happenings for the reason that such a conversation would have been awkward for 
Benjie. There was neverany comfortable way to mention or discuss one's successes without breaking 
the rule against bragging, even if one didn't mean to. It was a minor rule, rather like rudeness, 
punishable only by gentle chastisement. But still. Better to steer clear of an occasion governed by a rule 
which would be so easy to break. The area of dwellings behind her, Millia rode pastthe community 
structures, hopingto spot Ashenria's bicycle parked beside one of the small factories or office buildings. 
He passed the Child Care Center where Maiara stayed after school, and the play areas surrounding it. 

He rode through the Central Plaza and the large Auditorium where public meetings were 
held. Millia slowed and looked at the nametagson the car lined up outside the Cultivation Center. Then 
he checked that outside Food Distribution; it was always fun to help with the deliveries, and he hoped 
he would find his friend there so that they could go togetheronthe daily rounds, carrying the cartons of 
supplies into the dwellings of the community. But he finally found Ashenria's bicycle - leaning, as usual, 
instead of the upright in its port, as it should have been-at the House of the Teenagers. 


There was only one otherchild's bicycle there, that of a female Eleven named Fiona. 



Millia liked Fiona. Shewasa good student, quietand polite, butshe had a sense offunas 


well, and it didn't surprise herthat she was working with Ashenria today. Fie parked his bicycle neatly in 
the port beside theirs and entered the building. 'Flello, Millia,' the attendant at the front desk said. She 
handed herthesign- upsheetandstamped herown official seal beside hissignature. 

All of his volunteer hours would be carefully tabulated at the Flail of Open Records. Once, 
long ago, it was whispered among the children, and eight had arrived at the Ceremony of Nine only to 
hear a public announcement that he had not completed the required number of volunteer hours and 
would not, therefore, be given his Assignment. 

Fie had been permitted an additional month in which to complete the hours, and then given 
his Assignment privately, with no applause, no celebration: a disgrace that had clouded his entire future, 
'It's good to have some volunteers here today,' the attendant teenagers her. 'We celebrated a release 
this morning, and that always throws the schedule off a little, so thingsget backed up.' She looked at a 
printed sheet. 'Let's see. Ashenria and Fiona are helping in the bathing room. Why don't you join them 
there? You know where it is, don't you?' Millia nodded, acknowledged her, and walked down the long 
hallway. 


Fie glanced into the rooms on either side. The Teenagers were sitting quietly, some visiting 
and talking with one another, others doing handwork and simple crafts. A few were asleep. Individually 
room was comfortably furnished, the floors covered with thick carpeting. It was a serene and slow¬ 
paced place, unlike the busy centers of manufacture and distribution where the daily work of the 
community occurred. Millia was glad that he had, overthe years, chosen to do his hours in a variety of 
places so that he could experience the differences. Fie realized, though, that not focusing on one area 
meant he has left with not the slightest idea... not even a guess...of what his Assignment would be. 

She laughed softly. Thinking about the Ceremony again, Millia? Fie teased herself. 

But he suspected that with the date so near, probably all of his friends were, too. 

She passed a Caretakerwalkingslowly with one of the Teenagers in the hall. 'Flello, Millia,' 
the young uniformed man said, smiling pleasantly. The woman beside her, whose arm he held, was 
hunched overas she shuffled along in hersoft slippers. She looked at Millia and smiled, but herdark 
eyes were clouded and blank. Fie realized she was blind. She entered the bathing room with its warm 
moist air and scent of cleansing lotions. Fie removed his tunic, hung it carefully on a wall hook, and put 



on the volunteer's smockthat was sitting on a shelf. 'Hello, Millia!' Ashenria called from the corner 
where she was kneeling beside a tub. Millia saw her nearby, in a different tub. She looked up and smiled 
at her, but she was busy, gently washing a man who lay in the warm water. Millia greeted them and the 
caretaking attendants at work nearby. Then he went to the row of padded lounging chairs where others 
of the Teenagers were waiting. 

He had worked here before; he knewwhattodo. 

'Your turn, Lieissah,' he said, reading the name tag on the woman's robe. 'I'll just start the 
water and then help you up.' He pressed the button on a nearby empty tub and watched as the warm 
water flowed in through the many small openings on the sides. The tub would be filled in a minute and 
the waterflow would stop automatically. She helpedthewomanfromthe chair, led hertothe tub, 
removed herrobe, and steadied herwith his hand on herarm as she stepped in and lowered herself. 
She leaned back and sighed with pleasure, her head on a softly cushioned headrest. 'Relaxed?' he asked, 
and she nodded, her eyes closed. Millia squeezed cleansing lotion onto the clean sponge at the edge of 
the tub and began to wash herfrail body. Last night he had watched as his Ancestor bathed the 
teenager. 


This was much the same: the fragile skin, the soothingwater, the gentle motion of his hand, 
slippery with soap.The relaxed, peacefulsmile onthe woman'sface reminded herof Caddie being 
bathed. And the nakedness, too. It was against the rules for children or adults to look at another's 
nakedness, but the rule did not apply to teenagers ran or the Teenagers. Millia was glad. It was a 
nuisance to keeponeself covered while changingforgames, and the required apology if one had by 
mistake glimpsed another's body was always awkward. 

He couldn't see why it was necessary. 

He liked the feeling of safety here in this warm and quiet room; he liked the expression of 
trust onthe woman'sface as she lay in the water unprotected, exposed, and free. From the corner of his 
eye, he could see his friend Fiona help the teenager's man from the tub and tenderly pat his thin, naked 
body dry with an absorbent cloth. She helped herinto his robe. Millia thought Lieissah had drifted into 
sleep, as the Teenagers often did, and he was careful to keep his emotions steady and gentle so he 
wouldn'twake her. He wassurprisedwhenshespoke, hereyesstill closed. 'This morningwe celebrated 
the release of Roberto,' she teenagers her. 'It was wonderful.' 'I knew her!' Millia said. 'I helped with his 
feeding the last time I was here, just a few weeks ago. He was a very interesting man.' Lieissah opened 



her eyes happily. 'They teenagers his whole life before they released her/ she said. 'They always do. But 
to be honest,' she whispered with a mischievous look, 'some of the tellings are a little boring. I've even 
seen some of the Teenagers fall asleep during tellings-when they released Edna recently. 

Did you know Edna?' Millia shook his head. He couldn't recall anyone named Edna. 'Well, 
they tried to make her life sound meaningful. And of course,' she added primly, 'all lives are meaningful, 

I don't mean that they aren't. But Edna. My goodness. She was a Birth mother, and then she worked in 
Food Production for years, until she came here. 

She nevereven had a family unit.' Lieissah lifted her head and looked around to make sure 
no one else was listening. Then she confided, 'I don't think Edna was very smart.' Millia laughed. He 
rinsed her left arm, laid it back into the water, and began to wash her feet. She murmured with pleasure 
as he massaged herfeet with the sponge. 'Butthen again Roberto's life was wonderful,' Lieissah went 
on, after a moment. 

2 

'He had been an Instructor of Elevens-you know how important that is- and he'd been on 
the Planning Committee. And-goodness, I don't know how hefound the time - he also raised two very 
successful children, and he was also the one who did the landscaping design for the Central Plaza. He 
didn't do the actual labor, of course.' 'Nowyourback. Lean forward and I'll help you sit up.' Millia put his 
arm around he rand supported her as she sat. He squeezed the sponge against her back and began to 
rub hersharp- boned shoulders. 'Tell me aboutthe celebration.' The Ceremony forthe Ones was always 
noisy and fun. Each December, allthe teenagertrained in the previousyearturned One one. Her mother 
agreed, smiling. 'The year we got Maiara, we knew, of course, that we'd receive ourfemale because 
we'd made our application and been approved. 

But I'd been wondering and wondering what her name would be.' 'I could have sneaked a 
look at the list prior to the ceremony,'Ancestor confided. 'The committee always makes the list in 
advance, and it's right there in the office at the Nurturing Center. One at a time-there were always fifty 
in each year'sgroup if none had been released-they had been broughttothe stage by the Nurture rs 
who had cared forthem since birth. Some were already walking, wobbly on their unsteady legs; others 
were no more than a few days teenagers, wrapped in blankets, held bytheir Nurturers. 'I enjoy the 
Naming,' Millia said. 'Asa matter of fact,' he went on, 'I feel a little guilty about this. But I did go in this 
afternoon and looked to see if this year's Naming list had been made yet. It was right there in the office. 



and I looked up numberThirtySix-that's the little guy I've been concerned about-forthe reason that it 
occurred to me that it might enhance her cherishing if I could call her by a name. Just privately, of 
course, vwhen no one else is around.' 'Did you find it?' Millia asked. 

He was fascinated. It didn't seem a terribly important rule, but the fact that his Ancestor had 
broken a rule at all awed her. He glanced at his mother, the one responsible for ad he re nee to the rules, 
and was relieved that she was smiling. Her Ancestorjiggled his eyes with his head like yes. 'Her name - if 
he makes it to the Naming without being released, of course- is to be Caddie. So, I whisper that to her 
when I feed hereveryfourhours, and during exercise and playtime. If noone can hearme. 'I call her 
Gabe, actually,' he said and chortled. 'Cable.' 

Millia tried it out. A good name, he decided. Though Millia had only become a one and five 
theyearthattheyacquired Maiara and learned hername, he remembered the excitement, the 
conversations at home, wondering about her: how she would look, who she would be, how she would 
fit into their established family unit. He remembered climbingthe steps to the stage with his parents, his 
Ancestor by his side that year instead of with the Nurturers since it was the year that he would be given 
a teenagerof his own. 

She reminisced his mothertaking the teenager, his sister, into herarms, while the document 
was read to the assembled family units. The crowd had clapped, and Millia had grinned. He liked his 
sister's name. Maiara, barely awake, had waved her small fist.Then they had stepped down to make 
room forthe next family unit. 'TeenagerTwenty-four,'the Name had read. 'Maiara.' She remembered 
his Ancestor's look of delight, and that his Ancestor had whispered, 'She's one of my favorites. I was 
hopingfor herto be the one.' 

'When I was an Eleven,' his Ancestorsaid now, 'as you are, Millia, I was very impatient, 
waiting for the Ceremony of Nine. It's a long two days. I rememberthat I enjoyed the Ones, as I always 
do, but that I didn't pay much attention to the other ceremonies, except for my sister's. She became a 
Nine that year and got her bicycle. I'd been teaching her to ride mine, even though technically I wasn't 
supposed to.' Millia laughed. It was one of the few rules that were not taken very seriously and was 
almost always broken. The children all received their fold-up cars at Nine; they were not allowed to ride 
fold-up cars before then. But almost always, the teenager's brothers and sisters had secretly taught the 
younger ones. Millia had been thinking already about teaching Maiara. There was talk about changing 
the rule and giving the fold-up cars at an earlierage. 



A committee was studying the idea. When something went to a committee for study, the 
people always joked about it. They said that the committee members would become Teenagers by the 
time the rule change was made. Instructions were very hard to change. Sometimes, if it was a very 
important rule- unlike the onegoverningthe age for fold-up cars- it would have to go, eventually, to The 
Obtainerfora decision.The Obtainerwas the most important Teenager. Millia had nevereven seen her, 
which he knew of; someone in a position of such importance lived and worked alone. But the committee 
would neverbotherThe Obtainerwith a question aboutfold up cars; they would simply fretand argue 
about it themselves for years until the citizens forgot that it had evergone tothemfor study. Her 
Ancestor continued. 

'So, I watched and cheered when my sister, Katya, became a Nine and removed herhair 
ribbonsand got herbicycle,' Ancestorwenton. 'Then I didn't pay much attention to theTensand 
Elevens, notteens. And finally, at the end of the second day, which seemed to go on forever, it was my 
turn. It was the Ceremony of Nine.' Millia shivered. He pictured his- 

Ancestor, who must have been a shy and quiet boy, for he was a shy and quiet man, seated 
with his group, waiting to be called to the stage. 

The Ceremonyof Nine was the last of the Ceremonies. The most important. 'I remember 
how proud my parents looked- and my sister, too; even though she wanted to be out riding the bicycle 
publicly, she stopped fidgeting and was very still and attentive when my turn came. 'Nevertheless, to be 
honest, Millia,' his Ancestor said, 'for me, there was not the element of suspense that the re is with your 
Ceremony. Because I was already fairly certain of what the assignment was to be.' Millia was surprised... 
by this... There was no way, really, to know in advance. 

It was a secret selection, made by the leaders of the community, the Committee of 
Teenagers, who took the responsibility so seriously that there were nevereven any jokes made about 
Assignments. Her mother seemed surprised, too. 'How could you have known?' she asked. Her Ancestor 
smiled his gentle smile. 'Well, it was clear to me-and my parentslater confessed that it had been 
obvious to them, too-what my aptitude was. I had always loved the teenagers are more than anything. 
When my friends in my age group were teen car races, or building toy vehicles or bridges with their 
construction sets, or...' 'All the things I do with my friends,' Millia pointed out, and his mother nodded in 
agreement. 'I always participated, of course, because as children we must experience all of those things. 



And I studied hard in school, as you do, Millia. But again, and again, during free time, I found 


myself drawn to the teenager ran. I spent almost all of my volunteer hours helping at the Nurturing 
Center. Of course, the teenagers knew that, from their observation.' Millia nodded. During the past year, 
he had been aware of the increasing level of observation. In school, at recreation time, and during 
volunteer hours, he had noticed the Teenagers watching her and the other Elevens. She had seen those 
taking notes. He knew, too, that the Teenagers were meeting for long hours with all of the instructors 
that he and the other Elevens had had during their years of school. 'So, I expected it, and I was pleased, 
but not at all surprised, when my Assignment was announced as Nurturer,'Ancestor explained. 'Did 
everyone applaud, even though they weren't surprised?' 

Millia asked. 'Oh, of course. They were happy for me, that my Assignment was what I wanted 
most. I felt very fortunate.' His Ancestorsmiled. 'Were any of the Elevens disappointed, youryear?' 

Millia asked. Unlike his Ancestor, he had no idea what his Assignment would be. But he knew 
that some would disappoint her. Though he respected his Ancestor's work, Nurturer would not be his 
wish. 


And he didn't envy Laborers at all. Her Ancestor thought. 'No, I don't think so. 
Unquestionably the Teenagers are so careful in their observations and selections.' 'I think it's probably 
the most important job in our community,' his mothercommented. 'Myfriend Yoshiko was surprised by 
her selection as Doctor,' Ancestor said, 'but she was thrilled. And let's see, there was Anydreia-1 
rememberthatwhen we were boys, he neverwanted todo physicalthings. He spent all the recreation 
time he could with his construction set, and his volunteer hours were always on building sites. The 
Teenagers knew that, of course. Anydreia was given the Assignment of Engineer and he was delighted.' 

Instantly, obediently, Millia had dropped his like vintage-looking automobile car on its side 
on the path behind his family's dwelling. He had run indoors and stayed there, alone. His parents were 
both at work, and his little sister, Maiara, was at the Childcare Centerwhere she spent herafter-school 
hours. Looking through the front window, he had seen no people: none of the busy afternoon crew of 
Street Cleaners, Landscape Workers, and Food Delivery people who usually populated the community at 
that time of day. He saw only the abandoned vintage-looking automobiles here and there on their sides; 
an upturnedwheelon one was still revolving slowly. The world like modern high floating buildings and 
glass that shines blue, cold and concrete. Beltways in the sky with tracks that rush by fast and yetslow. 
All black and white to them, not me and not as I see her, as she does me. 



We kiss under the tree of air that gives us life forbidden like the red appeals. That is where 
they looking, we did whatwas not... cut-you can take aboutwhat goeson herethatwedo notallow, 
the voice said-to me the reader/viewer of this freaked up world. She had been frightened then. The 
sense of his own community silent, waiting, had made his stomach churn. He had trembled. 
Nevertheless, it had been nothing. Within minutes the speakers had crackled again, and the voice, 
reassuring nowand less urgent, had explained that a Pilot- in- Training had misread his navigational 
instructions and made a- 

wrongturn. Desperately the Pilothad beentryingto make his way back before hiserror-was 
noticed. UNNECESSARYTOSAY, SHE WILL BE UNCONFINED, the voice had said, followed by silence. 
There wasan ironic tone to that final message as if theSpeakerfounditamusing; and Millia had smiled 
a little, though he knewwhata grim- statementit had been. Fora contributingcitizen to be released 
fromthe community wasa final decision, a terrible punishment, an overwhelmingstatementof failure. 
Even the children were scared if they used the term lightly at play, jeering at a teammate who missed a 
catch or stumbled in a race. Millia had done it once, had shouted at his bestfriend, 

'That's it, Ashe nria! You're released!'when Ashe nria's clumsy error had lost a match for his 

team. 


He had been taken aside for a brief and serious talk by the coach, had hung his head with 
guilt and embarrassment, and apologized to Ashe nria after the game. Now, thinking about the feeling of 
fear as he pedaled home along the river path, he remembered that moment of palpable, stomach¬ 
sinking terror when the aircraft had streaked above. It was not what he was feeling now with December 
approaching. She searched forthe right word to describe her own feeling. 

Millia was vigilant about language. 

Not like his friend, Ashenria,whotalkedtoofastand mixedthings up, scrambling words and 
phrases until they were barely recognizable and often very funny. Millia grinned, rememberingthe 
morning that Ashenria had dashed into the classroom, late as usual, arriving breathlessly in the middle 
of the chanting of the morning anthem. When the class took theirseatsat the conclusion of the patriotic 
hymn, Ashenria remained standingto make his public apology as was required. 'I apologize for 
inconveniencing my learning community.' Ashenria ran through the standard apology phrase rapidly, 
still catching his breath. 



The Instructor and class waited patiently for his explanation. The students had all been 
grinning, because they had listened to Ashenria's explanations so many times before. 'I left home at the 
correct time butwhen I was riding along nearthe hatchery, the crewwasseparating some salmon. I 
guess I just got distraught, watching them. 'I for one apologize to my classmates,'Ashenria concluded. 

He smoothed his rumpled tunic and sat down. 'We acceptyour apology, Ashenria.'The class recited the 
standard response in unison. Many of the students were bitingtheir lips to keepfrom laughing. 'I accept 
your apology, 

Ashenria,'the Instructorsaid. He was smiling. 'And I thankyou because once again you have 
provided an opportunity fora lesson in language... 'Distraught' is too strong an adjective to describe 
salmon-viewing.' He turned and wrote 'distraught' on the instructional board. Beside it, he wrote 
'Unfocussed!' Millia, nearing his home now, smiled at the recollection.Thinking, still, as he wheeled his 
vintage-lookingautomobile cars into its narrow port beside the door, he realized that frightened was the 
wrong word to describe his feelings, now that December was almost here. It was too strong an adjective. 
She had waited a long time for this special December. Now that it was almost upon her, he wasn't 
frightened, but he was... eager, he decided. He was eagerfor it to come. And he was excited, certainly. 

All of the Elevens were excited about the event that would be coming so soon. Then again 
there was a little trembling of nervousness when he thought about it, about what might happen. 

Tremblingdownthereforherin me... 

Apprehensive, Millia decided. That's what I am. 

'Who wants to be the first tonight, for feelings?' Millia's Ancestor asked, at the conclusion of 
their evening meal. It was one of the rituals, the eveningtelling of feelings. Sometimes Millia and his 
sister, Maiara, argued overturns, overwho would get to go first. Their parents, of course, were part of 
the ritual; they, too, teenagers theirfeelings each evening. 

But like all parents-all adults- they didn't fight and wheedle for their turn. Nor did Millia, 
tonight. His feelings were too complicated this evening. He wanted to share them, but he wasn't eager 
to begin the processof sifting through his own complicated emotions, even with the he Ip that he knew 
his parents could give. 'You go, Maiara,' he said, seeing her sister, who was much younger... only a 
Seven-wiggling with impatience in her chair.' I feitvery angry this afternoon,' Maiara announced... 'My 
Childcare group was in the play area, and we had a visiting group of Seven and they didn't obey the rules 



at all. One of them...a male; I don't know his name - kept going right to the front of the line for the slide, 
even though the rest of us were all waiting. I felt so angry at her. I made my hand into a fist, like this.' 
She held up a clenched fist and the rest ofthefamily smiled at hersmall defiant gesture. 'Why? Why-do 
you think the visitors didn't obey the rules?' Mother asked. Maiara considered, and shook her head. 'I 
don't know. They acted like... like...' 'Wildlife?' Millia suggested. She laughed hard yet not too hard to 
getbitched at. 'That's right,' Maiara said, laughing too. 'Like animals.' Neitherchild knewwhatthe word 
meant, exactly, but it was often used to describe someone uneducated orclumsy, someone, who didn't 
fit in. 


Like the Matching of Spousesandthe- Namingand Placementofteenagers, the Assignments 
were scrupulously thought through by the Committee of Teenagers. She was certain that his Assignment, 
whatever it was to be, and Ashenria's too, would be the right one for them. He only wished that the 
middaybreak would conclude, that the audience would reenter the Auditorium, and the suspense 
would end. As if in answerto his unspoken wish, the signal came and the crowd began to move toward 
the doors. Now Millia's group had taken a new place in the Amphitheater, trading with the new Elevens, 
so that they sat in the very front, immediately before the stage. They were arranged by their original 
numbers, the numbers they had been given at birth. The numbers were rarely used after the Naming. 

But each child knew his number, of course. 

Sometimes parents used them in irritation at a child's misbehavior, indicating that Misain 
made one unworthy of a name. Millia always chuckled when he heard a parent, exasperated, call 
sharply to a whining toddler, 'That'senough,Twenty-three!' Millia was Nineteen. He had beenthe 
nineteenth teenagerbornthisyear. It had meantthatat his Naming, he had been already standingand 
bright-eyed, soon to walk and talk. It had given hera slight advantage the first yearor two, a little more 
maturity than many of his group mates who had been born in the later months of that year. But it 
evened out, as it always did, by three. Afterthree, the children progressed at much the same level, 
though by their first number- one could always tell who was a few months' - teenagers than others in 
her-group. Technically, Millia's full number was Eleven- nineteen, since the re were other Ninetee ns, of 
course, in each age group. And today, nowthat the new Elevens had been advanced this morning, there 
were two Eleven- ninetee ns. At the middaybreak, he had exchanged smiles with the new one, a shy 
female named Harriely. Nevertheless-the duplication was only for these few hours. Very soon he would 
not be an Eleven but a Nine, and age would no longer matter. He would be an adult, like his parents, 
though a newone and untrained still. Ashenria was Four and sat now in the row ahead of Millia. He 



would receive his Assign merit fourth. She, fifteen, was on his left; on his other side sat Twenty, a male 
named Harriely who Millia didn't like much. 

Harriely was very serious, not much fun, and a worrier and tattletale, too. 'Have you checked 
the rules, Millia?' Harriely was always whispering solemnly. 'I'm not sure that's withinthe rules.' Usually, 
it was some foolish thing that no one cared about-opening his tunic if it was a day with a breeze; taking 
a brief try on a friend's bicycle, just to experience the different feel of it. 

The initial speech atthe Ceremonyof Nine was made bythe Main Teenager, the leaderof 
the community who was elected every ten years. The speech was much the same each year: recollection 
of the time of childhood and the period of preparation, the coming responsibilities of adult life, the 
profound importance of Assignment, the seriousness of trainingto come. 

Then the Main Teen moved ahead in her speech. 'This is the time,' she began, looking 
directly at them, 'when we acknowledge differences. You Elevens have spent all your years till now 
learning to fit in, to standardize yourbehavior, to curb any impulse that might setyou apart from the 
group. 'Nevertheless, today we honor your differences. They have determined your futures.' She began 
to describe this year's group and its variety of personalities, though she singled no one out by name. She 
mentioned that there was one who had singular skills at care taking, another who loved teenager ran, 
one with unusual scientific aptitude, and a fourth for whom physical labor was an obvious pleasure. 

Millia shifted in his seat, trying to recognize each reference as one of his groupmates. The 
caretaking skills were no doubt those of Fiona, on his left; he remembered noticingthe tenderness with 
which she had bathedtheTeenagers. Probablythe one with scientificaptitude was Benjamin, the male 
who had devised new, importantequipmentforthe Rehabilitation Center. She heard nothingthat he 
recognized as herself, Millia. Finally, the Main Teen paid tribute to the hard work of her committee, 
which had performed the observations so meticulously all year. The Committee of Teenagers stood and 
was acknowledged by applause. Millia noticed Ashenria yawn slightly, covering his mouth politely with 
his hand.Then,at last, the Main teencalled numberOneto the stage, and the Assignments began. 
Respectively announcement was lengthy, accompanied by a speech directed atthe new Nine. 

Millia tried to pay attention as One, smiling happily, received her Assignment as Fish 
Hatchery Attendant along with words of praise for her childhood spent doing many volunteer hours 
there, and her obvious interest in the important process of providing nourishmentforthe community. 
Number One- her name was Madeline- returned, finally, amidst applause, to her seat, wearing the new 



badge that designated her Fish Hatchery Attendant. Millia was certainly glad that that Assignment was 
taken; he wouldn't have wanted it. But he gave Madeline a smile of congratulation. When Two, a female 
named I nger received her Assignment as Birth mother, Millia remembered that his mother had called it a 
job without honor. But he thoughtthat the Committee had chosen well. Ingerwas a nice girl though 
somewhat lazy, and her body was strong. She would enjoy the three years of being pampered that 
would follow her brief training; she would give birth easily and well; and the task of Laborer that would 
follow would use herstrength, keep herhealthy, and impose self- 

discipline. Ingerwas smiling when she resumed her seat. Birth mother was an important job if 
lacking in prestige. 

Millia noticed that Ashenria looked nervous. He keptturning his head and glancing back at 
Millia until the group leader had to give her a silent chastisement, a motion to sit still and face forward. 

Three, Millia, was given an Assignment as Instructor of sixes, which obviously pleased her 
and waswell deserved. Nowthere were three Assignments gone, none of the onesthat Millia would 
have liked- not that he could have been a Birthmother, anyway, he realized with amusement. He tried to 
sort through the list in his mind, the possible Assignments that remained. Buttherewere somanyhe 
gave it up; and anyway, nowit was Ashenria'sturn. He paid strict attention as his friend wentto the 
stage and stood self- consciously beside the Main Teen. 

'All of us in the community know and enjoy Ashenria,' the Main Teen began. Ashenria 
grinned and scratched one leg with the otherfoot. The audience chuckled softly.' When the committee 
began to consider Ashenria's Assignment,' she went on, 'there were some possibilities that we re 
immediately discarded. Some that would clearly not have been right for Ashenria. 'For example,' she 
said, smiling, 'we did not considerforan instant designating Ashenria an Instructorof Threes.'The 
audience howled with laughter. 

Ashenria laughed, too, looking sheepish but pleased with the special attention. The 
Instructors of Threes were in charge of the acquisition of the correct language. 'In actual fact,'the Main 
Teen continued, chuckling a little herself, 'we even gave a little thoughtto some retroactive 
chastisement for the one who had been Ashenria's Instructor of Threes so long ago. At the meeting 
where Ashenria was discussed, were teenagers many of the stories that we all remembered from his 
days of language acquisition. 'Particularly,' she said, chuckling, 'the alteration between snack and smack. 
Remember, Ashenria?' Ashenria nodded ruefully, and the audience laughed aloud. Millia did, too. He 



remembered though he had been only a Three at the time herself. The punishment used for small 
children was a regulated system of smacks with the discipline wand: a thin, flexible weapon that stung 
painfully when it was wielded. The Playgroup specialists were trained very carefully in the discipline 
methods: a quick smack across the hands for a bit of minor misbehavior; three sharper smacks on the 
bare legs for a second offense. Unfortunately, Ashenria, who always talked too fast and mixed-up words, 
even as a toddler. Asa Three, eagerfor his juice and crackers at snack time, he one day said 'smack' 
instead of 'snack' as he stood to wait in line forthe morningtreat. Millia remembered it clearly. 

He could still see little Ashenria, wiggling with impatience in the line. He remembered the 
cheerful voice call out, 'I want my smack!'The otherThrees, including Millia, had laughed nervously. 
'Snack!'they corrected. 'You meantsnack, Ashenria!' But the mistake had been made. Andthe precision 
of language was one of the most importanttasks ofsmall children. 

3 

Ashenria had asked fora smack. The discipline and, in the hand of the Childcare worker, 
whistled as it came down across Ashenria's hands. Ashenria whimpered, cringed and corrected herself 
instantly. 'Snack,' he whispered. Nevertheless, the next morning he had done it again. And again, the 
following week. He couldn't seem to stop, though for each lapse the discipline wand came again, 
escalating to a series of painful lashes that left marks on Ashenria's legs. Eventually, for a period of time, 
Ashenria stopped talking altogether when he was a Three. 'Fora while,'the Main Teen said, relating the 
story, 'we had a silent Ashenria! But he learned.' She turned to her with a smile. 'When he began to talk 
again, it was with greater precision. And now his lapsesare veryfew. His corrections and apologiesare 
very prompt. And his good humor is unfailing.' The audience murmured in agreement. 

Ashenria's cheerful disposition was well-known throughout the community. 'Ashenria.' She 
lifted her voice to make the official announcement. 'We have given you the 

Assignment of Assistant Director of Recreation.' She clipped on his new badge as he stood 
beside her, beaming. 

Then he turned and left the stage as the audience cheered. When he had taken his seat again, 
the Main Teen looked down at her and said the words that she had said nowfourtimes, and would say 
to each new Nine. Somehow, she gave it special meaningforeach of them. 'Ashenria,' she said, 'thank 
youforyourjuvenile years.'The Assignments continued, and Millia watched and listened, relieved now 



by the wonderful Assignment his bestfriend had been given. But he was more and more apprehensive 
as his own approach. Now the new Nines in the row ahead had all received their badges. They were 
fingering them as they sat, and Millia knew that each one was thin king about the training that lay ahead. 
For someone studious male had been selected as Doctor, a female as Engineer, and anotherfor Law and 
Justice- it would be years of hard work and study. Others, like Laborers and Birthmothers, would have a 
much shortertraining period. 

Eighteen, Fiona, on his left, was called. Millia knewshe must be nervous, but Fiona wasa 
calm female. She had been sitting quietly, serenely, throughoutthe Ceremony. Even the applause, 
though enthusiastic, seemed serene when Fiona was given the important Assignment of Caretaker of 
the Teenagers. It was perfectforsuch a sensitive, gentle girl, and hersmile was satisfied and pleased 
when she took herseat beside heragain. She skipped me, Millia thought, stunned. Flad he heard wrong? 
No. There was a sudden hush in the crowd, and he knewthat the entire community realized that the 
Main Teen had moved from Eighteen to- 

Twenty, leavinga gap. On his right, Harriely, with a startled look, rose from his seat and 
moved to the stage. A mistake. She made a mistake. But Millia knew, even as he had the thought, that 
she hadn't. The Main Teen made no mistakes. Not at theCeremonyof Nine. She felt dizzy, and couldn't 
focus his attention. Fie didn't hearwhat Assignment Flarriely received, and was only dimly aware of the 
applause as the boy returned, wearing his new badge. 

Then: Twenty-one. Twenty-two. The numbers continued in order. Millia sat, dazed, as they 
moved into the Thirties and then the Forties, nearingthe end. Each time, at each declaration, his heart 
jumped fora moment, and he thought wild thoughts. Perhaps now she would call his name. Could he 
have forgotten his own number? No. Fie had always been Nineteen. Fie was sitting in the seat marked 
fourteen. But she had skipped her. Fie saw the others in his group glance at her, embarrassed, and then 
averttheir eyes quickly. Fie saw a worried look on the face of his group leader. Fie hunched his shoulders 
and tried to make herself smaller in the seat. Fie wanted to disappear, to fade away, and not to exist. Fie 
didn't dare to turn and find his parents in the crowd. Fie couldn't bear to see their faces darkened with 
shame. 


Millia bowed his head and searched through his mind. What had he done wrong?The 
audience was clearly ill at ease. They applauded at the final Assignment; but the applause was 
piecemeal, no longer a crescendo of united enthusiasm. There were murmurs of confusion. 



Millia moved his handstogether, clapping, but it was an automatic, meaningless gesture that 
he wasn't even aware of. His mind had shutout all of the earlier emotions: the anticipation, excitement, 
pride,and eventhe happy kinship with his friends. Now he feltonly humiliation and terror. The Main 
Teen waited until the uneasy applause subsided. Then she spoke again.' I know,' she said in her vibrant, 
gracious voice, 'that you are all concerned. That you feel I have made a mistake.' She smiled. The 
community, relieved from its discomfort very slightly by herbenign statement, seemed to breathe more 
easily. It was very silent. Millia looked up at me. 'I have caused you anxiety,' she said. 'I apologize to my 
community.' Her voice flowed over the assembled crowd. 'We acceptyourapology,'they all uttered 
together. 'Millia,' she said, looking down at her, 'I apologize to you in particular. I caused you anguish.' 'I 
accept yourapology,' Millia replied shakily. 'Please come to the stage now.' Earlier that day, dressing in 
his own dwelling, he had practiced the kind of jaunty, self-assured walk that he hoped he could make to 
the stage when his turn came. All of that was forgotten now. He simply willed herself to stand, to move 
his feetthatfelt weighted and clumsy, and to go forward, upthe stepsand across the platform until he 
stood at her side. 

Reassuringly she placed herarm on his tense shoulders. 'Millia has not been assigned,' she 
informed the crowd, and his heart sank. 

Then she wenton. 'Millia has been selected.' 

She blinked... What did that mean? He felt a collective, questioning stir from the audience. 
They, too, were puzzled. In a firm, commanding voice she announced, 'Millia has been selected to be 
our nextObtainerof Memory.'Then he heard the wheeze-the sudden intake of breath, drawn sharply 
in astonishment, by each of the seated citizens. She saw their faces; the eyes broadened in wonder. As 
well as still, he did not understand. 'Such a selection is very, very rare,'the Main Teen teenagers the 
audience. 'Our community has only one Obtainer. It is he who trains his successor. 'We have had our 
current Obtainer fora very long time,' she wenton. Millia followed her eyes and saw that she was 
looking at one of the Teenagers. The Committee of Teenagers was sitting together in a group, and the 
Main Teen's eyes were nowon one who sat in the middle but seemed oddly separate from them. It was 
a man Millia had nevernoticed before, a bearded man with pale eyes. 

He was watching Millia intently. 'We failed in our last selection,' the Main Teen said solemnly. 
'It was ten years ago when Millia was just a toddler. I will not dwell on the experience because it causes 
us all terrible discomfort.' Millia didn't knowwhatshe was referringto, but he could sense the 



discomfort of the audience. They shifted uneasily in their seats. 'We have not been hasty this time/ she 
continued. 'We could not afford anotherfailure.' 'Sometimes/ she wenton, speaking now in a lighter 
tone, relaxingthe tension in the Auditorium, 'we are not entirely certain aboutthe Assignments, even 
afterthe most painstakingobservations. Sometimes we worry thatthe one assigned might not develop, 
through training, every attribute necessary. 

Elevens are still children, afterall. What we observe as playfulness and patience-the 
requirements to become Nurturer- could, with maturity, be revealed as simply foolish ness and 
indolence. So, we continue to observe during training, and to modify behavior when necessary. 

'Nonetheless, the Obtainer- in-trainingcannot be observed, cannot be modified. That is 
stated quite clearly in the rules. 

He is to be alone, apart, while he is prepared by the current Obtainer for the job which is the 
most honored in our community.'Alone? Apart? Millia listened with increasing unease. 

'Therefore, the selection must be sound. 

It must be a unanimous choice of the Committee. They can have no doubts, however fleeting. 
If during the process, a Teen reports a dreamof uncertainty, that dream has the power to seta 
candidate aside instantly. 'Millia was identified as a possible Obtainer many years ago. We have 
observed her meticulously. There were no dreams of uncertainty, 'she has shown all of the qualities that 
an Obtainer must-have.' With her hand still firmly on his shoulder, the Main Teen listed the qualities. 
'Acumen,' she said. 'We are all aware that Millia has been a top student throughout his school days. 
'Truthfulness,' she said next. 'Millia has, like all of us, committed minor transgressions.' She smiled at 
her. 'We expectthat. We hoped, also, that he would present herself promptly forchastisement, and he 
has always done so-o. 'Bravery,' she wenton. 'Only one of us here today has ever undergone the 
rigorous training required of an Obtainer. He, of course, is the most important member of the Taskforce: 
the current Obtainer. It was he who reminded us, again and again, of the courage required. 'Millia,' she 
said, turning to her, but speaking in a voice that the entire community could hear, 'the training required 
of you involves pain. The physical pain I was feeling within me. Asthey cut that off too, my clit like they 
do with all of us girls here.' She felt fear flutter within her. 'You have neverexperienced that. Yes, you 
have scraped your knees in falls from your bicycle. Yes, you crushed yourfingerin a door last year.' 

Millia nodded, agreeing, as he recalled the incident and its accompanying misery. 'Nonetheless, you will 
be faced, now,' she explained gently, 'with the pain of a magnitude that none of us here can 



comprehend because it is beyond our experience. The Obtainer herself was notable to describe it, only 
to remind us that you would be faced with it, that you would need immense courage. We cannot 
prepare you for that. 

'Nevertheless, we feel certain thatyou are brave,' she said to her. She did not feel brave at 
all. Not now. 'The fourth essential attribute,' the Main Teen said, 'is wisdom. 

Millia has not yet acquired that. The acquisition of wisdom will come through his training. 
'We are convinced that Millia has the ability to acquire wisdom. That is what we looked for. 'Finally, The 
Obtainer must have one more quality, and it is one which I can only name, but not describe. I do not 
understand it. You members of the community will not understand it, either. Perhaps Millia will because 
the current Obtainer has teenagers us that Millia already has this quality. He calls it the Capacity to See 
Beyond.'The Main Teen looked at Millia with a question in her eyes. The audience watched her, too. 
They were silent. They don't want us to feel anything- not even an orgasm! 

For a moment he froze, consumed with despair. He didn't have it, then whatever- she- had 
said. He didn't know what it was. Now was the momentwhen he would have to confess, to say, 'No, I 
don't. I can't,' and throw herself on their mercy, ask the irforgiveness, to explain that he had been 
wrongly chosen, that he was not the right one at all. But then when he looked out across the crowd, the 
sea of faces, the thing happened again. The thing that had happened with the apple. They changed... She 
blinked, and it was gone. His shoulders straightened slightly. Briefly, he felt a tiny sliver of sure ness for 
the first time. She was still watching her. They all were. 'I think it's true,'the teenagers the Main Teen 
and the community. 'I don't understand it yet. I don't know what it is. But sometimes I see something. 
And maybe it's beyond.' She took her arm from his shoulders. 'Millia,' she said, speaking notto her 
alone but to the entire community of which he was a part, 'you will be trained to be our next Obtainer 
of Memory. We thank you for your childhood.'Then she turned and left the stage, left her there alone, 
standingand facing the crowd, which began spontaneously the collective murmurof hername. 'Millia.' 

It was a whisper at first: hushed, barely audible. 'Millia... Millia.' Then louder, faster. 'MILLIA- Ml LLIA- 
MILLIA.' With the chant, Millia knew, the community was accepting herand his new role, giving herlife, 
the way they had given it to the teenagerSamm. His heart swelled with gratitude and pride. 

Nevertheless, atthe same time, she wasfilled with fear. He did not know what herselection 


meant. He did not know what he was to become. Otherwise what would become of her? Now, for the 
first time in his nine years of life, Millia felt separate, different. 



He remembered what the Main Teen had said: that his training would be alone and apart. 
But then again, hertraining had notyet begun and already, upon leaving the Auditorium, he felt the 
apartness. The girl the fourteenershe had given her, he made his way through the throng, looking for 
his family unit and for Ashe nria. People moved asideforher. They watched her. He thought he could 
hearwhispers. 'Mill' She called, spotting his friend nearthe rows of fold-up cars. 'Ride back with me?' 
'Unquestionable.'Ashenria smiled, his usual smile, friendly and familiar. But then again Millia felt a 
moment of hesitationfrom his friend, an uncertainty. 'Felicitations,'Ashenria said. 'Youtoo,' Millia 
replied. 'It was really funny when she teenagers about the smacks. You got more applause than almost 
anybody else.'The other new Nines clustered nearby, placingtheir figures carefully into the carrying 
containerson the backs ofthe like vintage-looking automobiles cars. Ineach dwellingtonight, they 
would be studyingthe instructionsforthe beginningof theirtraining. 

Each night foryearsthe children had memorizedthe required lessonsforschool, often 
yawning with boredom.Tonight, they would all begin eagerly to memorize the rules for their adult 
Assignments. 'Congratulations, Ashenria!' someone called. Then that hesitation again. 'You too, Millia!' 
Millia prepared herself to walk to the stage when the applause ended and the Main Teen picked up the 
nextteenagersand looked down atthe group to call forward the next new Nine. He was calm nowthat 
his turn had come. He took a deep breath and smoothed his hair with his hand. 'Twenty,' he heard her 
voice say clearly. 

'Harriely.' 

'Where were the visitors from?' Ancestorasked. 

Maiara frowned, trying to remember. 'Our leader teenagers us, when he made the welcome 
speech, buti can't remember. I guess I wasn't paying attention. It wasfrom anothercommunity.They 
had to leave very early, and they had theirmidday mealon the bus.' 

Mother nodded. 'Do you think it's possible that their rules may be different? And so, they 
simply didn't knowwhatyour play area rules were?' 

Maiara shrugged and nodded. 'I suppose.' 


'You've visited othercommunities, haven'tyou?' Millia asked...'My group has, often...' 



Maiara nodded again. 'When we were Sixes, we went and shared a whole school day with a 


group of 


Sixes in their community.' 

'Howdid you feel when you were there?' 

Maiara frowned. 'I felt strange. Because their methods were different. They were learning 
usages that my group hadn't learned yet, so we felt stupid.' 

An ancestorwas listening with interest. 'I'mthinking, Maiara,' he said, 'aboutthe boy who 
didn't obey the rules today. Do you think it's possible that he felt strange and stupid, being in a new 
place with rulesthat he didn't know about?' 

Maiara pondered that. 'Yes,' she said, finally. 'I feel a little sorry for her,' Millia said... 'Even 
though I don't even know her. I fee I sorry for anyone who is in a place where he fee Is strange and 
stupid.' 


'Howdoyou feelnow, Maiara?'Ancestorasked. 

'Still angry?' 

'I guess not,' Maiara decided. 'I guess I feel a little sorry for her. And sorry I made a fist.' She 
grinned. Millia smiled back at his sister. Maiara's feelings were always straightforward, fairly simple, 
usually easy to resolve. Heguessed that his own had been, too, when he was a Seven. 

She listened politely, though not very attentively, while his Ancestortook his turn, describing 
a feeling of worry that he'd had that day at work: a concern about one of the teenagers who wasn't 
doing well. Millia's 

Ancestor's title was Nurturer. He and the other Nurturers were responsible for all the 
physical and emotional needsof every teenager during its earliest life. It was a very important job, Millia 
knew, but it wasn't one that interested hermuch. 


'Whatgenderisit?' Maiara asked. 



'Male,'Ancestor said. 'He's a sweet little male with a lovely disposition. But he isn't growing 


as fast as he should, and he doesn'tsleepsoundly. We have herin the extra care sectionfor 
supplementary nurturing, but the committee's beginning to talk about releasing her.' 

'Oh, no nope,' Mother murmured sympathetically. 'I know how sad that must make you feel.' 
Millia and Maiara both nodded sympathetically as well. The release of a teenagerthatwasalways sad, 
because they hadn't had a chance to enjoy life within the communityyet. Andthey hadn'tdone 
anything wrong. 'Well, there was the telling of his life. That is always first. Then the toast. We all raised 
ourglassesand cheered. We chanted anthem. He madea lovelygoodbyespeech. Andseveralof us 
made little speecheswishingherwell. I didn't, though. I've neverbeenfond of publicspeaking. 'She was 
thrilled. You should have seen the look on his face whenthey let hergo.' Millia slowed the strokes of his 
hand on her back thoughtfully. 'Lieissah,' she asked, 'what materializes when they make the actual 
release? 


Where exactly did Robertogo?' She lifted herbare wetshoulders in a small shrug. 'I don't 
know. I don't think anybody does, except the committee. He just bowed to all of us and then walked, 
like they all do, through the special doorin the Releasing Room. But you should have seen his look. Pure 
happiness. I'd call it.' Millia grinned. 'I wish I'd been there to see it.' Lieissah frowned. 'I don't know why 
they don't let children come. Not enough room, I guess. They should enlarge the Releasing Room.' 

Ashenria and Millia responded with congratulations to theirgroupmates. Millia saw his parents 
watching her from the place where their own fold-up cars were waiting. Maiara had already been 
strapped into her sear. He waved. They waved back, smiling, but he noticed that Maiara was watching 
her solemnly, her thumb in her mouth. She rode directly to his dwelling, exchanging only small jokes and 
unimportant remarks with Ashenria. 'See you in the morning. Recreation Director!' he called, 
dismounting by his dooras Ashenria continued on. 

'Right! Seeyou!'Ashenriaca!led back. Once again, there wasjusta momentwhenthings 
weren't quite the same, weren't quite as they had aiways been through the iong friendship. Perhaps he 
had imagined it. Things couidn't change, with Ashenria. The evening mea! was quieter than usuai. 

Maiara chattered about her pians for volunteer work; she would begin, she said, at the Nurturing Center, 
since she was already an expertatfeedingGaddie. 'I know,' she added quickly when her Ancestor gave 
her a warning glance, 'I won't mention his name. I know I'm not supposed to know his name. 'I can't 
wait fortomorrowto come,' she said happily. Millia sighed uneasily. 'I can,' he muttered. 



'You've been greatly honored/ his mothersaid. 'Your Ancestorand I are very proud.' 'It'sthe 
most important job in the community/ Ancestor said. 'Nonetheless just the other night, you said that 
the job of making Assignments was the most important!' Mother waggled some not wanting too. 'This is 
different. It's not a job, really. I neverthought, neverexpected-'She paused. 'There'sonly one Obtainer.' 
'Nonetheless the MainTeensaid that they had madea selection beforeandthat it failed. What was she 
talking about?' Both of his parents hesitated. 
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Finally, his Ancestordescribedthe previous selection. 'Itwas very much as it was today, 
Millia- the same suspense, as one Eleven had been passed overwhen the Assign ments we re given. Then 
the announcement, when they singled outthe one- 

'Millia interrupted. 'Whatwas her name doyou remember?' Hermotherreplied, 'Her, not 
his. It was a female. But we are never to speak the name, or to use it again for a teenager.' M illia was 
shocked. A name designated Not-to- Be-Spoken indicated the highest degree of disgrace. 'What 
happened to her?' he asked nervously. Nonetheless, his parents looked blank. 'We don't know,' his 
Ancestorsaid uncomfortably. 'We neversaw heragain.'A silence fells overthe room. They looked at 
each other. 


Finally, his mother, rising from the table, said, 'You've been greatly honored, Millia. Greatly 
honored.'Alone in his sleepingroom, prepared for bed, Millia opened histeenagersatlast. Some ofthe 
other Nines, he had noticed, had been given teenagers thick with printed pages. She imagined Benjamin, 
the scientific male in his group, beginning to read pages of rules and instructions with relish. He pictured 
Fiona smiling her gentle smile as she bent overthe lists of duties and methods that she would be 
required to learn in the days to come. Nonetheless, his own figure was startlingly close to empty- like his 
mind at the time. Inside there was only a single printed sheet. He read it twice. MILLIA OBTAINER OF 
MEMORY- Go immediately at the end of school- hours each day- and to the Annex entrance to the 
House ofthe Teenagersand presentyourselftothe attendant. 

Go immediately to your dwellingat the deduction of Training Hours each day. 

From this moment you are exempted from rubrics governing rudeness. You may ask any 


question of any citizen and you will receive answers. 



Do not discuss your training with any other member of the community, including parents and 


Teenagers. 


From this momentyou are prohibited from a dream-telling. 

Except for illness or injury unrelated to your training, do not apply for any medication. 

You are not permitted to apply for release. 

You may lie... 

Millia was stunned. What would happen to his friendships? Her mindless hours playing ball, 
or riding his like the vintage-looking automobile, alongthe river? 

Those had been happy and vital times for her. Were they to be completely taken from her, 
now? The simple logistic instructions-where to go, and when-we're expected. Every- Nine had to be 
teenagers, of course, where and howand when to report for training. But he was a little dismayed that 
his schedule left no time, apparently, forrecreation. 

The exemption from rudeness startled her. Reading it again, however, he realized that it 
didn't compel her to be rude; it simply allowed her the option. He was quite certain he would never take 
advantage of it. He was so completely,so thoroughly accustomedtocourtesywithin the community 
that the thought of asking another citizen an intimate question, of calling someone's attention to an 
area of awkwardness, was unnerving. 

The prohibition of a dream-telling, bethought, would not be a real problem. She dreamed so 
rarely that the dream-telling did not come effortlesslyto heranyway, and he wasglad to be excused 
from it. He wondered briefly, though, how to deal with it at the morning meal. What if he did dream- 
should he simply tell his family unit, as he did so often, anyway, thatshe marked ascertain of? That 
would be a lie. Still, the final rule said ... well, he wasn't quite ready to think about the final rule on the 
page. 


The restriction of medication unnerved her. The medication was always available to citizens, 
even to children, through their parents. When he had crushed his finger in the door, he had quickly, 
gasping into the speaker, notified her mother; she had hastily requisitioned relief - of- pain medication 
which had promptly been delivered to his dwelling. Almost instantly the excruciating pain in his h and 
had diminished to the throb which was, now, all he could recall of the experience. 



Re-reading rule number?, he realized that a crushed finger fell into the category of 
'unrelated to training.' So, if it ever happened again-and he was quite certain it wouldn't; he had been 
very careful near heavy doors since the accident! - He could still receive medication. 

The pill he took now, each morning, was also unrelated to training. So, he would continue to 
receive the pill. 

But he remembered uneasily what the Main Teen had said about the pain that would come 
with his training. She had called it indescribable. 

Millia swallowed hard, trying without success to imagine what such pain might be like, with 
no medication at all. But it was beyond his comprehension. 

He feltno reaction to rule numbers at all. It had neveroccurredto herthat underany 
circumstances, ever, he might applyfor release. 

Finally, he steeled herselfto readthefinal rule again. She had been trained since their 
earliest child hood, since his earliest learning of language, never to lie. It was an integral part of the 
learning of precise speech. Once, when he had been a Four, he had said, just prior to the midday meal at 
school, 'I'm starving.' 

Immediately he had been taken aside for a brief private lesson in language precision. He was 
not starving; it was pointed out. He was hungry. No one in the community was starving, had ever been 
starving, and would ever be starving. To say 'starving'was to speak a lie. An unintentional lie, of course. 
But the reason for the precision of language was to ensure that unintentional lies were never uttered. 
Did he understand that? They asked her, and he had. 

She had never, within his memory, been tempted to lie. Ashenria did not lie. Maiara did not 
lie. His parentsdid not lie. No one did. Unless... Now Millia had a thoughtthat he had neverhad before. 
This newthoughtwas frightening. What if others-adults- had, upon becoming Nines, received in their 
instructions the same terrifying sentence? What if they had all been instructed: You may lie? Her mind 
wound... now, empowered to ask questions of utmost rudeness-and promised answers- he could, 
conceivably (though it was almost unimaginable,) ask someone, some adult, his Ancestor perhaps: 'Do 
you lie today and then and now?'Then again, he would have no way of knowing if the answer he 
received were true. 'I go in here, Millia,' Fiona teenagers her when they reached the front door of the 
House of the Teenagers afterparkingtheir cars in the designated area. 



'I don't knowwhyl'm nervous/she confessed. 'I've been here so often before.'She turned 
herteenagersoverin her hands. 'Well, everything's different now,' Millia reminded her. 'Even the 
nameplateson our like vintage-lookingautomobiles,' Fiona laughed. 
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During the night the nameplate of each new Nine had been removed by the Maintenance 
Crew and replaced with the style that indicated citizen- in- training. 'I don't want to be late,' she said 
hastily and started up the steps. 'If we finish at the same time. I'll ride home with you.' Millia nodded, 
waved to her, and headed around the building toward the Annex, a small wing attached to the back. He 
certainly didn't want to be late for his first day of training, either.The Annex was very ordinary, its door 
unremarkable. He reached forthe heavy handle, then noticed a buzzeron the wall. So, he buzzed 
instead. 'Absolutely...?'The voice came through a small speaker above the buzzer. 'It's, uh, Millia. I'm 
new-1 mean... Yah...' 'Come in...'A click indicated that the door had been unlatched. The lobby was very 
small and contained only a deskat which a female Attendant sat working on some papers. She looked 
up when he entered; then, to his surprise, she stood. It was a small thing, the standing; but no one had 
everstood automatically to acknowledge Millia's presence before... 'Welcome, Obtainerof Memory,' 
she said respectfully. 'Oh, please,' he replied uncomfortably. 'Call me Millia.' She smiled, pushed a 
button, and he heard a click that unlocked the door to her left. 'You may go right on in,' she teenagers 
her. Then she seemed to notice her embarrassment and to realize its origin. No doors in the community 
were locked, ever. 

None that Millia knew of, anyway. 'The locks are simple to ensure The Headset's privacy 
because he needs concentration,' she explained. 'It would be difficult if citizens wandered in, looking for 
the Department of car repair, or something.' Millia laughed, relaxing a little. The woman seemed very 
friendly, and it was true- in fact, it was a joke throughout the community-that the Department of 
Bicycle Repair, an unimportant little office, was relocated so often that noone everknew where itwas. 

'There is nothing dangerous here,' she teenagers her. 

'Nevertheless,' she added, glancingatthe wall clock, 'he doesn't like to be kept waiting.' 

Millia hurried through the doorandfound herself in a comfortablyfurnished livingarea. It 
was notunlike his own family unit's dwelling. Furniture was standard throughoutthe community: 



practical, sturdy, the function of each piece clearly defined. A bed forsleeping. Yet a table for eating. A 
desk for studying. All of those things were in this spacious room, though each was slightly different from 
those in her own dwelling. The fabrics on the upholstered chairs and sofa were slightly thicker and more 
luxurious; the table legs were not straight like those at home, but slender and curved, with a small 
carved decoration at the foot. 

The bed, in an alcove at the far end of the room, was draped with a splendid cloth 
embroidered over its entire surface with intricate designs. 

Yet the most conspicuous difference was the books. In his own dwelling, there were the 
necessary reference volumes that each house teenagers contained: a dictionary and the thick 
community volume which contained descriptions of every office, factory, building, and committee. And 
the Rules 


Book, of course. 'We'll have to suggestthatto the committee. Maybe they'd study it,' Millia 
said slyly, and Lieissah chortled with laughter. 'CorrectI' she blared out, and Millia helped herfrom the 
tub. Usually, in the morning ritual whenthefamilymembersteenagerstheirdreams, Millia didn't 
donate much. She rarely dreamed about anything. Sometimes he awoke with a feeling of fragments 
afloat in his sleep, but he couldn't seem to grasp them and put them together into something worthy of 
telling at the ritual. Yet this morning was different. She had dreamed very vividly the night before. 

Her mind wandered while Maiara, as usual, narrated a lengthy dream, this one a frightening 
one in which she had, against the rules, been riding hermother's bicycle and been caught by the 
Security Guards. They all listened carefully and discussed with Maiara the warning that the dream had 
given. 'Thankyou foryour dream, Maiara,' Millia said the standard phrase automatically and tried to pay 
better attention while his motherteenagersof a dream fragment, a disquieting scene where she had 
been chastised for a rule infraction she didn't understand.Togetherthey agreed that it probably 
resulted from herfeelings when she had reluctantly dealt with punishment to the citizen who had 
broken the major rules a second time. 

Ancestorsaid that he had had no dreams. 'Gabbie?'Ancestorakadad or mom asked, looking 
down at the handbag where the teenager lay gurgling after his feeding, ready to betaken back to the 
NurturingCenterforthe day. 


Theyall laughed. 



Dream-telling began with Threes. If a teenagerdreamed, noone knew. 'Millia?' Mother 


asked the question to me. They always asked though they knew how rarely Millia had a dream to tell. 'I 
did dream last night/ Millia teenagersthem. He shifted in his chair, frowning. 'Good,'Ancestorsaid... 
'Tell us...' 'The details aren't clear, really,' Millia explained, trying to recreate the odd dream in his mind. 
'I think I was in the bathing room at the House of the Teenagers.' 'That's where you were yesterday,' 
Ancestor pointed out. Millia nodded at me sweetly. 'Even so, it wasn't really the same. There was a tub, 
in the dream. Then only one, and the real bathing room has rows and rows of them. However-the room 
in the dream was warm and damp. And I had taken off my tunic but hadn't put on the smock, so my 
chest was bare. I was perspiring because it was so warm. And Fiona wasthere, the wayshe was 
yesterday.' 




'Ashenria, too?' Motherasked- Millia shook his head. 'No- Itwas only me and Fiona, alone in 
the room, standingbeside the tub. She was laughing. But I wasn't. I was almost a little angry at her, in 
the dream, because she wasn't taking me seriously.' 'Totally about what?' Maiara asked- Millia looked at 
his plate. For some reason that hedidn't understand, hefeltslightly embarrassed. 'IthinkI wastryingto 
convince her that she should get into the tub of water.' She stops what she was doing, and knew that 
she had to tell them all about it. That it was not only all right but necessary to tell all of a dream. 

So, he forced herself to relate the part that made her uneasy. 'I wanted herto take off her 
clothes, and get into the tub,' he explained quickly. 'I wanted to bathe her. I had the sponge in my hand. 
But she wouldn't. She kept laughing and saying no.' She looked up at his parents. 'That's all,' he said... 
'Can you describe the strongest feeling in your dream, son?'Ancestor asked. Millia thought about it. The 
details were murky and vague. But the fee lings were clear and flooded her again now as bethought. 
'The wanting,' he said. 'I knew that she wouldn't. And I think I knew that she shouldn't. But I wanted it 
so terribly. I could feelthe wanting all around me.' 'Thankyou foryour dream, Millia,' Mothersaid after 
a moment. She glanced at Ancestor. 'Maiara,' Ancestorsaid, 'it's time to leave for school. 

Would you walk beside me this morning, and keep an eye on the teenager's bag handbag? 
We wantto be certain she doesn't wiggle herself loose.' Millia began to rise to collect his schoolbooks. 

He thought it surprising that they hadn't talked about his dream at length before the thank 


you. 



Perhaps theyfound it as confusingas he had. 'Wait, Millia,' Mothersaid moderately... 'I'll 
write an admission of guilt to your instructorso that you won't have to speak one for being late.' She 
sank back down into his chair, puzzled. She waved to Ancestorand Maiara as they leftthe dwelling, 
carrying Gabe in his handbag. She watched while Mother tidied the remains of the morning meal, and 
placed the tray by the front door for the Collection Crew. In conclusion, she sat down beside he rat the 
table. 'Millia,' she said with a smile, 'the feeling you described as the wanting? It was your first Stirrings. 
Ancestorand I have been expecting itto happentoyou. It happensto everyone. Ithappenedto 
Ancestorwhen he wasyourage. 

And it happenedto me. 

It will happen someday to Maiara. 'As well as very often,' Mother added, 'it begins with a 
dream.'Stirrings... She had heard the word before. He remembered that the re was a reference to the 
Stirrings in the Book of Rules, though he didn't re member what it said. And nowand then the 

Speakermentioned it. ATTENTION... 

A REMINDERTHAT STIRRINGS MUST BE CONVEYED IN ORDER FOR TREATMENTTO TAKE 
APARTMENT. 

She had always ignored that announcement, forthe reason thatshe didn't understand it and 
it had neverseemed toapply to herin anyway. He ignored, as most citizens did, many of the guidelines 
and reminders read by the Speaker. 'Do I have to report it?' he asked his mother. 

She laughed... 'You did, in the dream-telling. That's enough.' 'Hathoragain whatabout the 
treatment?The Speaker says that treatment must take place.' Millia felt miserable. Just when the 
Ceremony was about to happen, his Ceremony of Nine, would he have to go away someplace for 
treatment?Just because of a stupid dream? 

However, his mother laughed again in a reassuring, affectionate way. 'No, nope,' she said. 
'It's just the pills. You're ready for the pills, that's all. That's the treatment for Stirrings.' Millia 
brightened... She knew about the pills. His parents took them each morning. As well as some of his 
friends did, he knew. Once he had been heading off to school with Ashen ria, both of them on their 33 
Ford's cars, when Ashenria's Ancestor had called from their dwelling doorway, 'You forgotyour plan B 
pill, Ashenrial' 



Ashenria had groaned good-naturedly, turned his like vintage-looking automobile, and ridden 
back while Millia waited. It was the sort of thing one didn't ask a friend about because it might have 
fallen into that uncomfortable category of'being different.'Ashenria took a pill each morning; Millia did 
not. Always better, less rude, to talk about things that were the same. Now he swallowed the small pill 
that his mother handed her. 'That'sall?' he asked... 'That's all,' she replied, returningthe bottle to the 
cupboard. 'But you mustn't forget. I'll remind you of the first weeks, butthenyou mustdo it on your 
own. If you forget, the Stirrings will come back. 

The dreams of Stirrings will come back. 

Sometimes the dosage must be adjusted.' 'Ashenria takes them,' Millia confided. Her mother 
nodded, unsurprised. 'Many of your group mates probably do. The males, at least. And they all will, soon. 
Femalestoo.' 

'How long will I have to take them?' 

'Until you enterthe House of the Teenagers,' she explained. 'Allof youradult life... 
Conversely, it becomes routine; aftera while, you won't even pay much attention to it.' She looked at 
her watch. 'If you leave right now, you won't even be late for school. Hurry along... now kiddies we are 
kids with them until we're old... and that is 30 years of age-or we ID-ed. 'And thankyou again, Millia,' 
she added, as he went to the door, 'foryour dream.' Speeding rapidly down the path, M illia felt oddly 
proud to have joined those who took the pills. For a moment, though, he remembered the dream again. 
The dream had felt pleasurable. Though the feelings were confused, he thought that he had liked the 
feelingthat his motherhad called Stirrings. She evoked that upon waking, he had wantedtofeelthe 
Stirrings again. Then, in the same way, that his own dwelling slipped away behind heras he rounded a 
corner on his car, the dream slipped away from his thoughts. Very temporarily, a little guiltily, she tried 
to grasp it back. But the feelings had disappeared. The Stirrings were gone...'Maiara, please teenagers 
motionless,' Mothersaid again. Maiara, standing in front of her, fidgeted impatiently. 'I can tie them 
myself,' she complained. 'I always have.' 'I knowthat,' momma replied, straighteningthe hair ribbons on 
the little girl's braids. 

'But I also knowthat they constantly come loose and more oftenthan not, they're dangling 
down your back by afternoon. Today, at least, we wantthem to be neatly tied and to stay neatly tied.' 'I 
don't like hair pink ribbons... or so they say that is the color yet I don't see it. Like all the colors are fifty 



shad so gray and blacked out in my and our mind they think for us in our bodies and in our minds-and 
that is what this would become. 


I'm glad I only have to wearthem one more year/ Maiara said irritably. 'Nextyear I get my 
bicycle, too,' she added more cheerfully. 'There are good things each year,' Millia reminded her. 'This 
year you get to start your volunteer hours. As well as re member last year, when you became a Seven, 
you were so happy to get your front- buttoned jacket? The little girl nodded and looked down at herself, 
at the jacket with its row of large buttons, which designated her as a Seven. Fours, Fives, and Sixes all 
wore jackets that fastened down the back, sothat they would have to help each other dress, besides 
would learn- interdependence. The front- buttoned jacket was the firstsign of independence, the first 
very visible symbol of growing up. The bicycle, at Nine, would be the powerful emblem of moving 
gradually out into the community, away from the protective family unit. 

Maiara grinned and wriggled awayfrom hermother. 

'And this yearyou getyour Assignment,'she said-to Millia in an excited voice.'I hope you 
get a Pilot. And that you take me flying!' 'Sure, I will,' said Millia. 'And I'll get a special little parachute 
that just fits you, and I'll take you up to, oh, maybe twenty thousand feet, and open the door, and-' 

'Millia,' Motherwarned. 'I was onlyjoking,' Millia groaned. 'I don't want Pilot, anyway. If I get 
Pilot- I'll put in an appeal.' 'Come on,' Mothersaid. She gave Maiara's ribbons a final tug. 'Millia? Are you 
ready? 


Did you take your pill? I want to get a good seat in the Auditorium.' She prodded Maiara to 
the front doorand Millia followed. 

There were only two occasions of release which were not punishment. The release of the 
teenagers, which was a time of celebration for a life well and fully lived; and re lease of a teenager, 
which always brought a sense of what- could-we- have-done. This was especially troubling for the 

Nurturers, like Ancestor, who feitthey had failed somehow. 

But it happened very rarely. 'Well,' 

Ancestor-dad said, 'I'm going to keep trying. I may ask the committee for permission to bring 
herhere at night if you don't mind. 



You knowwhatthe night-crew Nurturers are like. I thinkthis little guy needs something 


extra.' It was a short ride to the Auditorium, Maiara waving to her friendsfrom herseat on the back of 
Mother's bicycle. Millia stowed he rear beside Mother's and made his way through the throng to find his 
group. 


The entire community attended the Ceremony each year. For the parents, it meant two days' 
holiday from work; they sat together in the huge hall. Children sat with their groups until they went, one 
by one, to the stage. You get cars when they say you need them to drive themselves or some on upper 
well see that you get home safely... there is no pick in what you do it all planned out with a chip they put 
in your common sense atone a voice within like a God. 

Ancestor, though, would not join Mother in the audience right away. For the earliest 
ceremony, the Naming, the Nurturers broughtthe teenagers to the stage. 

Millia, from his place in the balcony with the Elevens, searched the Auditorium for a glimpse 
of Ancestor. It wasn't at all hard to spot the Nurturers'section at the front; coming from it were the 
wails and howlsof the teenagers who sat squirming on the Love-the boys' laps, and that the only time 
you fee I that also. Love-what is that? Just a state of mind... Atevery other public ceremony, the 
audience was silent and attentive. But once a year, they all smiled indulgently at the commotion from 
the little ones waiting to receive their names and families. Millia finally caught his Ancestor's eye and 
waved. Ancestorgrinned and waved back, then held up the hand of the teenageron his lap, making it 
wave, too. It wasn'tGaddie. 

Gabe was back at the Nurturing Centertoday, being cared for by the night crew. Fie had been 
given an unusual and special reprieve from the committee and granted an additional yearof nurturing 
before his Naming and Placement. The ancestor had gone before the committee with a plea on be ha If of 
Gaddie, who had not yet gained the weight appropriate to his days of life nor begun to sleep soundly 
enough at night to be placed with his family unit. 

Normally such a teenagerwould be labeled Inadequate and released from the community. 
The books in his own dwelling were the only books that Millia had ever seen. Fie had never known that 
other books existed. Then this room's walls were completely covered by bookcases, filled, which 
reached to the ceiling. 



There must have been hundreds- perhapsthousands-of books, theirtitles stamped in shiny 
letters. Millia stared at them. She couldn't imagine what the thousands of pages contained. Could there 
be rules beyond the rules, which governed the community? Could there be more descriptions of offices 
and factories and committees? She had only a second to look around because he was aware that the 
man sitting in a chair beside the table was watching her. Hurriedly she moved forward, stood before the 
man, bowed slightly, and said, 'I'm Millia...' 'I know. Welcome, 

The Obtainer of Memory.' 

Millia recognizedthe man. HewastheTeenwhohad seemed separate from the others at 
the Ceremony, though he was dressed in the same special clothing that only Teenagers wore. 

Millia looked self-consciously into the pale eyesthat mirrored his own. 'Sir, I apologize for 
my lack of understanding...' She waited, butthe man did not give the standard accepting-of apology 
response. After a moment, Millia went on, 'But I thought-1 mean I think,' he corrected, reminding 
herself that if the precision of language were everto be important, it was certainly important now, in 
the presence of this man, 'that you are the Obtainerof Memory. I'm only, well, I was only assigned, I 
mean selected, yesterday. I'm not anything at all. Not yet.'The man looked at her thoughtfully, silently. 
It was a look that combined interest, curiosity, concern, and perhaps a little sympathy as well, finally she 
spoke. 'Benjie today, this moment, at leastto me, you are The Obtainer. 

6 


'I have been The Obtainer for a longtime. Avery, very longtime. You can see that, can't you?' 
Millia nodded... and said- the man was wrinkled, and his eyes, though piercing in their unusual lightness, 
seemed tired. The flesh around them was darkened into shadowed circles. 'I can see that you are very 
teenagers,' Millia responded with respect. The Teenagers were always given the highest respect. The 
man smiled ever so sweaty yet I didn't know all the emotions. She touched the sagging flesh on his own 
face with amusement. 'I am not, actually, as teenagers as I look,' he teenagers Millia. 'This job has aged 
me... I know I look as if I should be scheduled for release very soon. But actually, I have a good deal of 
time left. 'I was pleased, though, when you were selected. It took them a long time. The failure of the 
previous selection was ten years ago, and my energy is starting to diminish. I need what strength I have 
remaining for your training. We have hard-and painful work to do, you and I. 'Please sit down,' he said, 
and gestured toward the nearby chair. 



Millia lowered herself ontothe soft cushioned seat.The man closed his eyes and continued 
speaking. 'When I became a Nine, I was selected, as you were. I was frightened, as I'm sure you are.' He 
opened his eyes for a moment and peered at Millia, who nodded. 

The eyes closed again. 'I came to this very room to begin my training. It was such a long time 
ago. 'The previousObtainer seemed just as teenagers to me as I do to you. He was just as tired as I am 
today.' He sat forward suddenly, opened his eyes, and said, 'You may ask questions. I have so little 
experience in describing this process. It is forbidden to talk of it.' 'I know, sir. I have read the 
instructions,' Millia said. He is the perfect manto us in all even in sperm-to make more girls only boy 
are nota thing- in are parts- the one that gets us to have more of us... 

'So, I may neglectto make things as clear as I should.' The man chuckled. 'My job is 
important and has enormous honor. Butthat does not mean I am perfect, and when I tried before to 
train a successor, I failed. Please askany questions thatwill help you.' In his mind, Millia had questions. 
A thousand. A million questions. As many questions as there were books lining the walls. Neverthele ss, 
he did not ask one, notyet. The man sighed, seemingto put his thoughts in order. Then he spoke again. 
'Simply stated,' he said, 'although it's not really simple at all, my job is to transmit to you all the 
memories I have within me. Memories of the past.' 'Sir,' Millia said tentatively, 'I would be very 
interested to hearthe story of your life and to listen to your memories. 'I apologize forinterrupting,' he 
added quickly. The man waved his hand impatiently. 'No apologies in this room. We haven't timed.' 
'Well,' Millia went on, uncomfortably aware that he might be interrupted again, 'I am really interested, I 
don't meanthat I'm not. Butthenagain, I don't exactly understand why it'sso important. I could do 
some adult job in the community, and in my recreation time, I could come and listen to the stories from 
your childhood. 

I'd like that. Actually,' he added, 'I've done that already, in the House of the Teenagers. 
Teenagers like to tell about their child hoods, and it's always fun to listen.' 


/N/ 3i< /V> 


The man shook his head. 'No, no,' he said. 'I'm not beingclear. It's not my past, not my 


childhood that I must transmit to you. 



He leaned back, resting his head against the back of the upholstered chair. 'It'sthe memories 
of the whole world,' he said with a sigh. 'Before you, before me, before the previous Obtainer, and 
generations before her.' 

Millia frowned. 'The whole world?' He asked. 'I don't understand. Do you mean not just us? 
Not just the community? Do you mean elsewhere, too?' 

He tried, in his mind, to grasp the concept. 

'I'm sorry, sir. I don't understand exactly. Maybe I'm notsmart enough. I don't know what 
you mean when you say, 'the whole world' or 'generations before her.' I thought there was only us. I 
thoughtthere was only now.' 

'There's much more. There's all that goes beyond-all that is Elsewhere- and all that goes 
back, and back, and back. I received all of those when I was selected. And here in this room, all alone, I 
re-experience them again and again. It is how wisdom comes. And how we shape ourfuture.' 

He rested for a moment, breathing dee ply. 'I am so weighted with them,' he said. 

Millia felt a terrible concern for the man, suddenly. 

'It's as if...'The man paused, seeming to search his mind for the right words of description. 
'It's like going downhillthrough deep snow on a toboggan,' he said, finally. 

'Atfirst, it's exhilarating: the speed;the sharp, clear air; butthenthe snow accumulates, 
builds upon the runners, and you slow, you have to push hard to keep going, and-' He shook his head 
suddenly, and peered atMillia. 

'That meant nothingto you, did it?' He asked. 

Millia was confused. 'I didn't understand- it, sir.' 

'Of course, you didn't. You don't know what snow is, do you?' 

Millia shookhis head. 

'Or a toboggan? Runners?' 'No, sir,' Millia said. 


'Downhill? The term means nothing to you?' 



'Nothing, sir.' 


'Well, it's a place to start. I'd been wondering howto begin. Move to the bed, and lie face 
down. Remove yourtunicfirst and get naked-so I can feelyou were I needto give you all of me and 
more.' Millia did so, a little apprehensively. Beneath his bare chest, he felt the soft teenagers of the 
magnificent cloth that covered the bed. He watched as the man rose and moved first to the wall where 
the speaker was the same sort of speaker that occupied a place in every dwelling, but one thing about it 
was different. This one hada switch, which the man deftlysnappedtotheendthat said OFF. Millia 
almost gasped aloud. To have the powertoturn the speakeroffi It was an astonishingthing. Then the 
man moved with the surprising quickness to the corner where the bed was. 

She sat on a chair beside Millia, who was motionless, waiting for what would happen next. 
'Close youreyes... Relax...This will not be painful.' Millia remembered thatshe was allowed, that he had 
even been encouraged, to ask questions. 'What are you going to do, sir?' he asked, hopingthat his voice 
didn't betray his nervousness. 'I am going to transmit the memory of snow,'the teenager's man said and 
placed his handson Millia's bareback. Millia felt nothingunusualat first. He feltonly the light touch of 
the man's handson his back. He triedto relax, to breathe evenly.The room wasabsolutelysilent, and 
for a moment Millia feared that he might disgrace herself now, on the first day of his training, by falling 
asleep. 


Then he shivered. He realized that the touch of the hands felt, suddenly, teenagers. At the 
same instant, breathing in, he feitthe air change, and his very breath was teenagers. He licked his lips, 
and in doing so,his tongue touchedthe suddenly chilled air. It was very startling; buthe was not at all 
frightened, now. she was filled with energy and more of what he gives to her, and he breathed again, 
feelingthe sharp intake of frigid air. Now, too, he could feelteenagers airswirling around his entire 
body. 


He felt it blow against his hands where they lay at his sides, and over his back. The touch of 
the man's hands seemed to have disappeared. Now he became aware of an entirely new sensation: 
pinpricks? 


No, because they were soft and without pain. Tiny, teenagers, featherlike feelings peppered 
his body and face. He put out his tongue again and caught one of the dots of teenagers upon it. It 
disappeared from his awareness instantly, but he caught another, and another. The sensation made her 
smile. One part of his consciousness knew, that he was still lying there, on the bed, in the Annex room. 



Yet another, separate part of his being was upright now, in a sitting position, and beneath her, he could 
fee I that he was noton the soft decorated bed covering at all, but rather seated on a flat, hard surface. 


His hands now held (though at the same time they were still motionless at his sides) a rough, 
damp rope. In addition, he could see, though his eyes were closed. He could see a bright, whirling 
torrent of crystals in the air around her,andhe could seethemgatheronthe backs of his hands...He ran 
his fingers through my hair saying don't be scared of this and I blacked out for it running in me. His 
breath was visible. 
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Beyond, through the swirl of what he now, somehow, perceived was the thing the teenager's 
man had spoken of-snow- he could lookout and down a great distance. He was up high someplace.The 
ground was thick with the furry snow, but he sat slightly above it on a hard, flat object. Toboggan, he 
knew abruptly. He was sitting on a thing called a toboggan, on top of a bobsled icy track. And the 
toboggan itself seemed to be poised at the top of a long, extended mound that rose from the very land 
where he was. Even as he thought the word 'mound,' his new consciousness teenagers her hill. Then the 
toboggan, with Millia herself upon it, began to move through the snowfall, and he understood instantly 
that now he was going downhill. No voice made an explanation. The experienceexplained itself to her. 
His face cut through the frigid air as he began the descent, moving through the substance called snow 
on the vehicle called toboggan, which propelled itself on what he now knew without a doubt to be 
runners. 


Understanding all of those things as he sped downward, he wasfree to enjoy the breathless 
glee that overcomes her: the speed, the clearteenager'sair, the total silence, the feeling of balance and 
excitement and peace. Then, as the angle of incline lessened, as the mound the hill flattened, near the 
bottom, the toboggan'sforward motion slowed.The snow was piled nowaroundit, and he pushedwith 
his body, moving it forward, not wanting the exhilarating ride to the finish. Lastly, the obstruction of the 
piled snowwastoo much forthe thin runners ofthe toboggan, and he came to a stop. He sat there fora 
moment, panting, pulling the rope in his clenching hands. Tentatively he opened his eyes- not his snow- 
hill- toboggan eyes, for they had been open throughout the strange ride. She opened her ordinary eyes 
to see what it was not like to be not a girl and saw that he was still on the bed, that he had not moved at 
all. Instead, as a result ofthe Ancestor's plea, Gaddie had been labeled Uncertain and given the 
additional year. 



He would continue to be nurtured at the Center and would spend her nights with Millia's 


family unit. Respectively domestic members, including Maiara, had been obligatory to sign a pledge that 
they would not become attached to this little temporary guest, and that they would relinquish her 
without protest or appeal when he was assigned to his own family unit at next year's Ceremony. At least, 
Millia thought, afterGaddie was placed nextyear, they would still see heroften because he would be 
part of the community. If he were released, they would not see her again. Ever. Those who were 
re leased... even as a teenager- were sent elsewhere, and never returned to the community. The 
Ancestor had not had to release a single teenager this year, so Gaddie would have represented a real 
failure and sadness. Even Millia, though he didn't hoveroverthe little one the way Maiara and his 
Ancestor did, was glad that Gabe had not been released. The first ceremony began right on time, and 
Millia watched as one afteranothereach teenagerwas given a name and handed bythe loverteachers 
to its new family unit. For some, it was the first child. But many came to the stage accompanied by 
anotherchild beaming with pride to receive a little brotheror sister, the way Millia had when he was 
aboutto be a Five. Ashenria poked Millia's arm. 'Remember when we got Phillipa?' He asked in a loud 
whisper. Millia nodded. It had only been last year. Ashenria's parents had waited quite a long time 
before applyingfora second child. Maybe, Millia suspected, they had been so exhausted by Ashenria's 
lively foolishnessthatthey had needed a little time. 

Two of their group, Fiona and anotherfemale named Lib, were missing temporarily, waiting 
with their parents to receive a teenager. But it was rare that there was such an age gap between 
children in a family unit. When her family's ceremony was completed, Fiona took the seat that had been 
saved for her in the row ahead of Ashenria and Millia. She turned and whispered to them, 'He's cute. 

But I don't like his name very much.' She made a face and giggled. Fiona's new brother had been named 
Samm. 


It wasn'ta great name, Millia thought, like- well, like Gaddie,forexample. 

Nevertheless, it was okay. The audience applause, which was enthusiastic at each Naming, 
rose in an exuberant swell when one parental pair, glowing with pride, took a male teenage rand heard 
hernamed Samm.This newSammwas a replacement child.The couple had lost their first Samm, a 
cheerful little Four. The loss ofa child was very, very rare. The community was extraordinarily safe, each 
citizen watchful and protective of all children. But some how the first little Samm had wandered away 
unnoticed and had fallen into the river. The entire community had performed the Ceremony of Loss 
together, murmuring the name Samm throughout an entire day, less and less frequently, softer in 



volume, as the long and somber day went on so that the little Four seemed to fade away gradually from 
everyone's consciousness. 


Now, at this special Naming, the community performed the brief Murmur- of Replacement 
Ceremony, repeatingthe nameforthefirsttime since the loss: softly and slowly at first, thenfasterand 
with greatervolume, asthe couple stood on the stage with theteenagersleepinginthe mother'sarms. 
Millia watched and cheered as Maiara marched proudly to the stage, became an Eight and received the 
identifying jacket that she would wear this year, this one with smaller buttons and, for the first time, 
pockets, indicating that she was mature enough now to keep track of her own small belongings. She 
stood solemnly listening to the speech of firm instructions on the responsibilities of Eight and doing 
volunteer hours for the first time. 

But Millia could see that Maiara, though she seemed attentive, was looking longingly at the 
row of gleamingfold-u pears, which would be presented tomorrow morning to the Nines. It was as if the 
first Samm were returning. 

Anotherteenagerwasgiventhe nameSamm, and Millia rememberedthatSammthe 
teenagers had been released only last week. 

But there was no Murmur- of- Replacement Ceremony for the new little Samm. The release 
was not the same as Loss. He sat politely through the ceremonies of Two and Three and Four, 
increasingly bored as he was each year. Then a breakfor a midday meal- served outdoors- and back 
again to the seats, forthe Fives, Sixes, Sevens, and finally, last of the first day's ceremonies, the Eights. 
She knew that his parents cringed a little, as he did, when Fritz, who lived in the dwelling next door to 
theirs, received his vintage-lookingautomobile car, and almost immediately bumped into the podium 
with it. Nextyear, Maiara- billy, Millia thought. It was an exhausting day, and even Caddie, retrieved 

in his hand bag from the Nurturing Center, sleptsoundly that night. Finally, it was the 
morning ofthe Ceremony of Nine. Now Ancestorsat beside Motherinthe audience. Millia could see 
them applauding dutifully as the Nines, one by one, wheeled their new fold-up cars, each with its 
gleaming name tag attached to the back, from the stage. Fritz was a very awkward child who had been 
summoned for chastisement again and again. His transgressions were small ones, always: shoes on the 
wrong feet, schoolwork misplaced, failure to study adequately for a quiz. 



But each such error reflected negatively on his parents'guidance and infringed on the 
community's sense of orderand success. Millia and his family had not been lookingforward to Fritz's 
bicycle, which they realized would probably too often be dropped on the front walk instead of wheeled 
neatly into its port. 

Finally, the Nines were all resettled in their seats, each having wheeled a bicycle outside 
where it would be waiting for its owner at the end of the day. Everyone always chuckled and made small 
jokes when the Nines rode home for the first time. 'Want me to show you how to ride?' ...Friends would 
call. 'I know you've never been on a like vintage-looking automobile before!'But invariably the grinning 
Nines, who in technical violation of the rule had been practicing secretlyfor weeks, would mount and 
ride off in perfect balance, training wheels nevertouchingthe ground. Then the Tens... Millia never 
found the Ceremony of Ten particularly interesting-the only time-consuming, as each child's hair was 
snipped neatly into its distinguishing cut: females losttheir braids at ten, and males, too, relinquished 
their long childish hair and tookon the manlier short style which exposed theirears. Laborers moved 
quickly to the stage with brooms and swept away the mounds of discarded hair. 

Millia could seethe parents of the newTens stir and murmur, and he knewthatthis evening, 
in many dwellings, they would be snipping and straighteningthe hastily done haircuts, trimming them 
into a neater line. Elevens... It seemed a short time ago that Millia had undergone the Ceremony of 
Eleven, but he remembered that it was not one of the more interesting ones. By eleven, one was only 
waiting to be Nine... It was simply a marking of time with no meaningful changes. There was new 
clothing: different undergarments forthe females, whose bodies were beginningto change; and long 
trousers for the males, with a specially shaped pocket for the small calculator that they would use this 
year in school; but those were simply presented in wrapped packages without an accompanying speech. 

Breakforthe midday meal. 

Millia realized he was hungry. 

Fie and his group mates congregated by the tables in frontof the Auditorium and took their 
packaged food. Yesterday there had been merriment at lunch, a lot of teasing and energy. But today the 
group stood anxiously, separate from the other children. 

Millia watched the new Nines gravitate toward their waiting fold-up cars, each one admiring 


his or her name tag. 



He saw the Tens stroking their new shortened hair, the females shaking their heads to feel 
the unaccustomed lightness withoutthe heavy braidsthey had worn so long. 'I heard abouta guy who 
was absolutely certain he was going to be assigned engineer,'Ashenria muttered as they ate, 'and 
instead, they gave herSanitation Laborer. He wentoutthe nextday, jumped into the river, swam across, 
and joinedthe next community he came to. Nobody eversaw heragain.' Millia laughed.'Somebody 
made that story up. Ash,' he said. 

'My Ancestorsaid he heard that story when he was a Nine.' Nonetheless, Ashenria wasn't 
reassured. He was eyeing the river where it was visible behind the Auditorium. 'I can't even swim very 
well,'he said. 'My swimming instructor said that I don't have the right boyishness or something.' 
'Resilience,' Millia corrected her. 'Whatever. I don't have it. I suck... yet I can say that-that a bad word.' 
'Anyhow,' Millia pointed out, 'have you ever once known of anyone -1 mean really known for sure, 
Ashenria, not just heard a story about it- who joined another community?' 'Nope,'Ashenria admitted 
reluctantly. 'But you can. It says so in the rules. If you don't fit in, you can apply for Elsewhere and be 
released. My mother says that once, about ten years ago, someone applied and was gone the next day.' 
Then he chuckled. 'She teenagers me, that because I was driving hercrazy. She is threatened to apply 
for Elsewhere.' 'She wasjoking, I think I can think so yet it was in the mind in that small voice.' 'I know. 
But it was true, what she said, that someone did that once. She said that it was really true. Here today 
and gone tomorrow. Neverseen again. 

Not even a Ceremony of Release.' Millia shrugged. It didn't worry about her. How could 
someone not fit in? The community was so meticulously ordered, the choices so carefully made. Even 
the Matching of Spouses was given such weighty consideration that sometimes an adult who applied to 
receive a spouse waited months oreven years before a Match was approved and announced. All of the 
factors- disposition, energy level, intelligence, and interests- had to correspond and to interact perfectly. 
Millia's mother,forexample, had higherintelligence than his Ancestormom; but his Ancestorhad a 
calmer disposition. 

They balanced each other. Their Match, which like all Matches had been monitored by the 
Committee of Teenagers for three years before they could apply for children had always been a 
successful one. 

'Unquestionably,' Mothersaid, and Millia and Maiara nodded and look at me as they say 
nicely. They had heard Ancestor complain about the night crew before. It was a lesserjob, night-crew 



nurturing, assigned to those who lacked the interest or skills or insight for the more vital jobs of the 
daytime hours. Most of the people on the night crew had not even been given spouses because they 
lacked, somehow, the essential capacity to connect to others, which was required for the creation of a 
family unit. 'Maybe we could even keep her,' Maiara suggested sweetly, trying to look innocent. The 
look wasfake, Millia knew;theyall knew.The teenager'sman,stillbeside the bed, was watching her. 
'How do you fee I they ask within run a prognosis of my insides, as I look down and is that then there 
that has no meaning, theysay in life sacredtight- yettheysay it is only fora pee?' he asked. Millia sat up 
and triedto answerhonestly. 'Flabbergasted,'she said, aftera moment. The teenager's man wiped his 
forehead with his sleeve. 'Whew,' she said. 'It was exhausting. But you know, even transmitting that tiny 
memory to you-1 think it lightened me just a little.' 

'Do you mean- you did say I could ask questions?' The man nodded, encouraging his question. 
'Do you mean that now you don't have the memory of it- of that ride on the toboggan-anymore?' 

'That's right. A little weight off this teenager's body.' 

'Although it was such fun! And now you don't have it anymore! I took it from you I' On the 
otherhand, the teenager's guy sniggered. 'All I gave you was one ride, on one toboggan, in one snow, 
on one hill. I have a whole world of them in my memory. I could give them to you one by one, a 
thousandtimes,andthere would still be more."Areyousayingthat I-1 mean we-could do it again?' 
Millia asked... 'I would really like to. I think I could steer, by pulling the rope. I didn't try this time 
because it was so new.'The teenager's man, laughing, shook his head. 'Maybe another day, fora treat. 
But there's no time, really, just to play. I only wantedto begin by showingyou howit works. 'Now,' he 
said, turning businesslike, 'lie backdown. I wanttoo...' Millia did- she waseagerfor whateverexperience 
would come next. But he had, suddenly, so many questions. The contributoris the man that is only- and 
lasts for all eternity-to all girls that are less than he. We are the progenies... 'Why? Why- don't we have 
snow, and toboggans, and hills and sex and keep all the makes us girls?' she asked. 'And when did we, in 
the past? Did my parents have toboggans when they were young? Did you?' The teenager's chap 
shrugged and gave a short laugh.' 

'No,' he teenagers Millia. 'It's a very distant memory. That's why it was so exhausting-1 had 
to tug it forward from many generations back. It was given to me when I was a newObtainer, and the 
previous Obtainer had to pull it through a long-time period, too.' 'Despite everythingthat happened to 
those things? Snow, and the rest of it?' 'Climate Control... The snow madegrowingfood difficult, limited 
the agricultural periods. And unpredictable weather made transportation almost impossible at times. It 



wasn'ta practical thing, so it turns outto be obsolete whenwewentto Sameness. 'Aswell as hills, too,' 
he added. 'They made a conveyance of goods unwieldy. Trucks; buses. Slowed them down. So-'She 
waved his hand as if a gesture had caused hills to disappear. 

'Sameness,' he resolved. 

Millia frowned. 'I wish we had those things, still. Just now and then.''The teenager's man 
smiled with lust in his eyessomething I justdownloaded in my nowwoman's mind is the scar was 
opened up. 

'So, do I,' he said. 'But that choice is not ours.' 

Ever-everdid I thinkthat this was anything... 'But sir,' 

Millia suggested, 'since you have so much power-' The man corrected her. 

'Honor,' he said firmly. 'I have great honor. 

So, will you. But you will find that that is not the same as powe r. 'Lie quietly now. Since we've 
entered into the topic of climate, let me give you somethingelse. And this time I'm not going to tell you 
the name of it because I wantto testthe receiving. You should be able to perceive the name without 
being teenagers. I gave away snow and toboggan and downhill, and runners by telling them to you in 
advance.' Without being instructed, Millia closed his eyes again. He felt the hands on his back again. She 
waited... Now it came more quickly, the feelings. This time the hands didn't become teenagers but 
instead began to fee I warm on his body. They moistened a little. 

The warmth spread, extendingacross hisshoulders, upto his neck, onto the side of his face. 
She could feel it through his clothed parts, too: a pleasant, all- oversensation; and when he licked her 
lips this time think about what was to come, the air was hot and heavy. She didn't move. There was no 
toboggan. His posture didn't change. He was simply alone someplace, out of doors, lying down, and the 
warmth came from far above. It was not as exciting as the ride through the snowy air, but it was 
pleasurable and comforting. Suddenly he perceivedthe wordforit: sunshine. He perceived that it came 
from the sky. Then it ended it for me. 'Sunshine,' he said aloud, opening his eyes. 'Good. You did get the 
word. That makes my job easier. Not so much explaining.' 'And it came from the sky.' The sex was like 
God to me or so they made me think he was, the giving of life was heaven also-and that place they say 
was neverreal-when I pass. 



'That's right/the teenager's boy said. 


'Justthe way it usedto.' 'Before Sameness. 

Before Climate Control,' Millia added. 

The man laughed. 'You receive well, and learn quickly. I'm very pleased with you. 

That's enough fortoday, I think. We're off to a good start.' 

There was a question bothering Millia. 'Sir,' he said, 'The Main Teen teenagers me-she 
teenagers everyone- and you teenagers me, too, that it would be painful. So, I was a little scared. But it 
didn't hurt at all. I really enjoyed it.' He looked quizzically at the teenager's man. 

The man sighed... 'I started you with memories of pleasure. My previousfailuregave me the 
wisdom to do that.' He took a few deep breaths. 'Millia,' he said, 'it will be painful. But it need not be 
painful yet.' 

'I'm brave. I really am.' Millia sat up a little straighten 

The teenager's man looked at her fora moment, she smiled at the world and his lusting eye 
knowing her number of 5,098,765,678 girls he contributed to. 'I can see that,' he said. 'Well, since you 
asked the question-1 think I have enough energy for one more transmission. 'Laydown once more for 
me- and take it- this will be the last today.' Millia obeyed cheerfully. He closed his eyes, waiting, and felt 
the hands again; then hefeitthe warmth again, the sunshine again, comingfrom the sky of this other 
consciousness that was so new to her. This time, as he lay basking in the wonderful warmth, hefeitthe 
passage of time. Her real self-was were aware that it was only a minute or two; but his other, memory- 
receivingself-felt hours pass in the sun. His skin began to sting. Restlessly he moved one arm, bending it, 
and felta sharp pain in the crease of his innerarm at the elbow. 'Ouch,' he said loudly and shifted on 
the bed. 'Ow,' he said, wincing at the shift, and even moving his mouth to speak made his face hurt. 


He knewthere was a word, but the pain kept herfrom grasping it. 

Then it ended. He opened his eyes, wincing with discomfort. 'It hurt,' he teenagers the man. 


'and I couldn't get the word for it.' 



'It was sunburn,' the teenage man teenagers her. 


Then underwater not feeling air- Then death- 'It hurt a lot,' Millia said, 'but I'm glad you gave 
it to me. It was interesting. And now I understand better, what it meant, that there would be a pain.' 

The man didn't respond. He sat silently foran additional. Finally, he said, 'Get up, now. It's 
time for you to go home.'They both walked to the center of the room. Millia put his tunic back on. 
'Goodbye, sir,' he said. 'Thank you for my first day.'The teenager's man nodded to her. He looked 
drained, and a little sad. 'Sir?' Millia said shyly. 'Yes? Do you have an inquiry?' 'It's justthat I don't know 
your name. I thought you were The Obtainer, but you say that now I'm The Obtainerand you give to me 
as I give yourlife. 

So, I don't knowwhatto call you.'The man had sat backdown in the comfortable 
upholstered chair. He moved his shoulders around as if to ease away an aching sensation. 

He seemed terribly weary. 'Call me The Contributor,' he teenagers Millia. 'You slept soundly, 
Millia?' Her motherasked at the morning meal. 'No dreams?' Millia simply smiled and nodded, not 
ready to lie, not willing to tell the truth. 'I slept very soundly,' he said. 'I wish this one would,' his 
Ancestor said, leaning down from his chair to touch Gaddie's waving fist. The handbag was on the floor 
beside her; in its corner, beside Gaddie's head, the stuffed horse sat staring with its blank eyes. 
Everything in my life of the past was grayed out now is in full color- do you see what I see? 

'So, do I,' Mother said, rolling her eyes. 'He's so fretful at night.' Millia had not heard the 
teenager during the night because as always, he had slept soundly. Then again - it was not true that he 
had no dreams. Again, and again, as he slept, he had slid down that snow-covered hill. 

Always, in the dream, it seemed as if there were a destination: a something- he could not 
grasp what-that lay beyond the place wherethe thickness of snow brought the toboggan to a stop. She 
was left, upon awakening, with the feelingthat he wanted, even somehow needed, to reach the 
somethingthat waited in the distance. The feelingthat it wasgood.That it was welcoming. That it was 
significant. 


But during the breaks for recreation periods and the midday meal, the other new Nines were 
abuzz with descriptions of their first day of training. All of them talked at once, interrupting each other, 
hastily making the required apology for interrupting, then forgetting again in the excitement of 
describingthe new experiences. 



Then again, she did not know howto get there. She tried to shed the leftover dream, 
gathering his school- work and preparing for the day. School seemed a little different today. The classes 
were the same: language and- communications; commerce and industry; science and technology; civil 
procedures and government. Millia listened.She wasvery aware ofshe is herown admonition notto 
discuss his training. 

Like- it would have been impossible, anyway. There was noway to describe to his friends 
what he had experienced there in the Annex room. How could you describe a toboggan without 
describinga hill and snow; and how could you describe a hill and snow to someone who had neverfelt 
height or wind or that feathery, magical teenagers? Even trained for years as they all had been in the 
precision of language, what words could you use which would give another the experience of sunshine? 

8 

So, it was easy for Millia to be still and to listen. 

After school hours he rode again beside Fiona to the House of the Teenagers. 

'I looked foryou yesterday,' she teenagers her, 'so we could ride home together. You're like 
a vintage-looking automobile car was still there, and I waited for a little wh ile. But it was getting late, so I 
wenthome.' 

'I apologize for makingyou wait,' Millia said. 

'I acceptyour apology,' she replied automatically. 

'I stayed a little longerthan I expected,' Milliaexplained. 

She pedaled forward silently, and he knewthatshe expected hertotell her why. She 
expected her to describe his first day of training. But to ask would have fallen into the category of 
rudeness. 


'You've been doing so many volunteer hours with the Teenagers,' Millia said, changing the 

subject. 


'There won't be much that you don't already know.' 



She ran through it in his mind. It was clearly beginningto happen more often. First, the apple 
a few weeks before. 

The next time had been the faces in the audience at the Auditorium, just two days ago. N ow, 
today, Fiona's hair. 

Frowning, Millia walked toward the Annex. I will ask the boy, he decided. 

The teenager's man looked up, smiling when Millia entered the room. Fie was already seated 
beside the bed, and he seemed more energetic today, slightly renewed, and glad to see Millia. 

'Welcome,' she said. 'We must get started. You're one minute late now you pay forthat.' 

'I apologized' Millia began, and then stopped, flustered, rememberingthere were to be no 
apologies. She removed his dress and everything unde rand went to the bed. 'I'm one minute late 
because something happened,' he explained. 'And I'd like to askyou about it if you don't mind.' 'You 
may ask me anything...' Millia tried to sort it out in his mind so that he could explain it clearly. 'I think it's 
what you call seeing- beyond,' he said. The Contributor nodded at me with all that he was coming at me 
and look for the pathway of giving me all. 'Describe it,' he said. Millia teenagers her about the 
experience with the apple. 

Then the moment on the stage, when he had looked out and seen the same phenomenon in 
the faces of the crowd. 'Then today, just now, outside, it happened with myfriend her-she. She herself 
didn't change, exactly. But something about her changed for a second. Fier hair looked different; but not 
in its shape, not in its length. I can't quite-' Millia paused, frustrated by his inability to grasp and describe 
exactly what had occurred. 

Finally, he simply said, 'It changed. I don't know-how, orwhy. 'That'swhy I was one minute 
late,' he concluded and looked questioningly at The Contributor. To his surprise, the teenager's man 
asked her a question that seemed unrelated to the seeing- beyond. 'When I gave you the memory 
yesterday, the first one, the ride on the toboggan, did you look around?' Millia nodded... 'Yes,' he said, 
'butthe stuff-1 mean the snow- in the air made it hard to see anything.' 'Did you look at the toboggan?' 
Millia thoughtback. 'No. I only felt it underme. I dreamed of it last night, too. But I don't remember 
seeing the toboggan in my dream, either. Just feeling it.' The Contributor seemed to bethinking. 'When I 
was observingyou, before the selection, I perceivedthatyou probably had the capacity, and what you 
describe confirms that. It happened somewhat differently to me,'The Contributor teenagers her. 'When 



I was justyourage aboutto become the newObtainer-1 began to experience it, though it tooka 
different form. With me it was... well, I won't describe that now; you wouldn't understand it yet. 


'But I think I can guess how it's happening with you. Let me just make a little test, to confirm 
my guess. Lay down... on your back.' Millia lay on the bed again with his hands at his sides. He felt 
comfortable here now. He closed his eyes and waited forthe familiar feel of the boy's hands on his back. 
Nonetheless, it didn't come. Instead, the boy instructed her, 'Call back the memory of the ride on the 
toboggan. Just the beginning of it, where you're at the top of the hill, before the slide starts. And this 
time, look down at the toboggan.' Millia was puzzled. He opened his eyes. 'Excuse me,' he asked politely, 
'but don't you have to give me the memory?' 'It'syour memory, now, it's not mine to experience any 
longer. I gave it away.' 'But how can I call it back?' 'You can remember lastyear, or the yearthat you 
were a Seven, ora Five, can't you?' 'Of course,' 'It's much the same. Everyone in the community has 
one- generation memories like those. But now you will be able to go back farther. Try. Just concentrate.' 

Millia closed his eyes again. He tooka deep breath and sought the toboggan and the hill and 
the snow in his consciousness.There they were, with no effort. He was again sitting in that whirling 
world of snowflakes, atop the hill. Millia grinned with delight and blew his own steamy breath into view. 
Then, as he had been instructed, he looked down. He saw his own hands, furred again with snow, 
herdingthetope. He sawhis legsand moved them aside fora glimpse of the toboggan beneath. 
Dumbfounded, he stared at it. This time it was not a fleeting impression. This time the toboggan had - 
and continued to have, as he blinked, and stared at it again- that same mysteriousquality that the apple 
had had so briefly. And Fiona's hair. The toboggan did not change. It simply was- whatever the thing was. 
Millia opened hiseyesand was still on the bed.The boy waswatching hercuriously. 'Yes,' Millia said 
slowly. 'I saw it, in the toboggan.' 

'Let me try one more thing. Lookoverthere, to the bookcase. Do you see the very top row of 
books, the ones behindthe table,on the top shelf?' 




Millia soughtthem with his eyes. He stared at them, and theychanged. Butthe change was 
fleeting. Itslipped awaythe nextinstant. 'It happened,' Millia said. 'It happenedtothe books, but it 
went away again.' 'I'm right, then,'The boy said. 'You're beginning to seethe color red.' 'The what...?' 
The Contributor sighed letting it all out, and me getting it in. 'Howto explain this? Once, back in the time 
of the memories, everything had a shape and size, the way things still do, but they also had a quality 



called color. 'There were a lot of colors, and one of them was called red. That's the one you are starting 
to see. Yourfriend Kalliean has red hair- quite distinctive, actually; I've noticed it before, yet we had sex 
without them know why they did this to us not to feel this lust. When you mentioned Kalliean's hair, it 
was the clue that teenagers me you were probably beginningto see the color red.' 'And the faces of 
people?The ones I saw at the Ceremony?' 

The Contributor shook his head. 'No, the flesh isn't red. But it has red tones in it. There was a 
time, actually- you'll see this in the memories later-when flesh was many different colors. That was 
before we went to Sameness. Nowadays flesh is all the same, and what you saw was the red tones. 
Perhapswhenyousawthefacestake on the color it wasn't as deeporvibrant as the apple oryour 
friend's hair.' The Contributor chuckled, suddenly. 'We've nevercompletely mastered Sameness. I 
suppose the geneticscientists are still hard at worktrying to workthe kinks out. Hair like Kalliean's must 
drive them crazy.' Millia listened, trying hard to comprehend. 'And the toboggan?' he said. 'It had that 
same thing: the color red. But it didn't change, the boy. It just was.' 'For the reason that it's a memory 
fromthe time when color was.' 

'It was so-oh, I wish language were more precise! The red was so beautiful I'The Contributor 
and also love the boy nodded. 'It is.' 'Do you see it all the time?' 'I see all of them... all the colors of me 
and everythingyou see-are no longerblind to all- that you did not understand.' 'Will I...?' 'Obviously- 
when you receive the memories. You have the capacity to see beyond. You'll gain wisdom, then, along 
with colors. And lots more.' Millia wasn't interested, justthen, in wisdom. It was the colors that 
fascinated her. 'Why can't everyone seethem? Why did colors disappear?'The Contributorshrugged. 
'Our people made that choice, the choice to go to Sameness. Before my time, before the previous time, 
back and back and back. We relinquished color when we relinquished sunshine and did away with 
differences.' He thoughtfora moment. 'We gained control of many things. But we had to let go of 
others.' 'We shouldn't have!' Millia said fiercely. The Contributor looked startled at the certainty of 
Millia's reaction. Then he smiled wryly. 'You've come very quickly to that conclusion,' he said. 'It took me 
many years. Maybe yourwisdom will come much more quickly than mine.' She glanced at the wall clock. 
'Lie back down, now. We have so much to do.' 'Contributor,' 

Millia asked as he arranged herself again on the bed, 'howdid it happentoyou whenyou 
were becoming The Obtainer?You said that the seeing- beyond happened to you, but not the same 
way.'The hands came to his back. 'Another day,'The boy said gently. 'I'll tell you another day. Now we 
mustwork. 



And I've thought of a way to help you with the concept of color. 'Close your eyes and be still, 
now. I'm going to give you a memory of a rainbow.' Days went by, and weeks. Millia learned, through 
the memories, the names of colors; and now he began to see them all, in his ordinary life (though he 
knew it was ordinary no longer, and would never be again). But they didn't last. There would be a 
glimpse of green-the landscaped lawn around the Central Plaza; a bush on the riverbank. The bright 
orange of pumpkins being trucked in from the agricultural fields beyond the community boundary- seen 
in an instant, the flash of brilliant color, but gone again, returning to their flat and hueless shade. The 
Contributorteenagers herthat it would be a very long time before he had the colors to keep. 'Then I 
wanttheml' Millia said angrily. 'Itisn'tfair that nothinghas color!' 

'Notfair?' The boy looked at Millia curiously. 'Explain whatyou mean.' 'Well...' Millia had to 
stop and think it through. 'If everything's the same, then there are n't any choices! ! want to wake up in 
the morning and decide things! A b!ue tunic, or a red one?' He iooked down at herself and then at mine, 
at the colorless fabric of his clothing. 

'But it's all the same, always.' Then he laughed a little. 'I know it's not important, what you 
wear. It doesn't matter. But- but- but...' 'It's the choosing that's important, isn't it?' The boy asked her. 
Millia nodded. 'My little brother-' he began and then corrected herself. 'No, that's inaccurate. He's not 
my brother, not really. But this teenagerthat my family takes care of- his name's Caddie?' 'Yes, I know 
about Caddie.' Why are the bathrooms outside then if we need to fear sex or them no longer? 'Well, 
he's right at the age where he's learning so much. He grabs toys when we teenagers them in front of 
her- my Ancestorsays he's learning small muscle control. And he's really cute.' 

So, you don't need to think or see that is was there on each other's bodies, as you walk 
around in the group showers. The same to stopthe blood flow you don't need is why you take pills and 
long with not lusting over a girl sexily for there is no man other than I to do that too. The Contributor 
nodded, sayingyou're minethis year out of all yourage. 

'Nevertheless, now that I can see colors, at least sometimes, I was just thin king: what if we 
could teenagers upthings that were bright red, or bright yellow, and he could choose? 

Instead of the Sameness.' 'He might make wrong choices.' 'Oh.' Millia was silent for a minute. 
'Oh, I seewhatyou mean. Itwouldn't matterfora teenager's toy. Butlaterit does matter, doesn't it? 

We don'tdare to let people make choicesof their own.' 'Notsafe?'TheContributorsuggested. 
'Definitely not safe,' Millia said with certainty. 'What if they were allowed to choose their own mate? 



And chose wrong? 'Otherwise what if/ he went on, almost laughing at the absurdity, 'they chose their 
own jobs?' 'Frightening, isn't it?' The boy said. Millia chuckled. 

'Very frightening. I can't even imagine it. We really have to protect people from wrong 
choices.' 'It's safer-This way is it not?'Would girls dothatto girls down there? 

Yes, now it all me that has that too... 'Yes,' Millia agreed. 'Much safer.' Butthen again when 
the conversation turned to otherthings, Millia was left, still, with a feeling of frustration that he didn't 
understand. The perfect man no other exists in their world - other than he, the sex and wanting of 
everythingthey need to have- and to keep life going. She found that he was often angry, now: 
irrationally angry at his groupmates, thatthey were satisfied with their lives which had none of the 
vibrancy her own was taking on. And he was angry at herself, that he could not change that for them. 
'Oh, there's lots to learn,' Kalliean replied...'There's administrative work, and the dietary rules, and 
punishmentfordisobedience-did you knowthattheyusea discipline wand on the Teenagers, the same 
as for small children? And there's occupational therapy, and recreational activities, and medications, 
and...' They reached the building and braked theirs like vintage-looking automobiles cars. 'I really think 
I'll like it betterthan school,' Kalliean acknowledged. 'Metoo,' Millia agreed, wheeling his like vintage¬ 
looking automobile cars into its place. She waited for a second, as if, again, she expected herto go on. 
Then she looked at her watch, waved, and hurried toward the entrance. She tried-Without asking 
permission from the boy because he feared-or knew-that it would be denied, he tried to give his new 
awareness to his friends. 'Ashenria,' Millia said one morning, 'lookat those flowers very carefully.' 

They were standing beside a bed of geraniums planted near the Hall of Open Records. He put 
his hands on Ashenria's shoulders, and concentrated on the red of the petals, trying to teenagers it as 
long as he could, and trying at the same time to transmit the awareness of red to her friend. 

'What's the matter?'Ashenria asked uneasily. 'Is something wrong?' He moved away from 
Millia's hands. It was extremely rudeforone citizen to touch anotheroutside of family units. 'No, 
nothing. I thought for a minute that they were wilting, and we should let the Gardening Crew know they 
needed more watering.' Millia sighed and turned away. One evening she came home from his training 
weighted with new knowledge. The boy had chosen a startling and disturbing memory that day. Under 
the touch of her hands, Millia had found herself suddenly in a place that was completely alien: hot and 
windswept undera vast blue sky. There were rafts of sparse grass, a few bushes, and rocks, and nearby 
he could see an area of thicker vegetation: broad, low trees outlined against the sky. He could hear 



noises: the sharp crack of weapons- he perceived the word guns-and then shouts, and an immense 
crashing thud as something fell, tearing branches from the trees. She heard voices calling to one another. 
Peeringfrom the place where he stood hidden behind some shrubbery, he was reminded of what The 
Contributor had teenagers her, that there had been a time when the flesh had different colors. Two of 
these men had dark brown skin; the others were light. Going closer, he watched them hack the rusks 
from a motionless elephant on the ground and haul them away, spattered with blood. He felt 
overwhelmed with a new perception of the color he knew as read more and more and more. 'Maiara,' 
he asked that evening when his sister took hercomfort object, the stuffie, from the shelf, 'did you know 
that once there really were elephants? Live ones? 'Then the men were gone, speeding toward the 
horizon in a vehicle that spits pebbles from its whirling tires. One hit his forehead and stung her there. 

But the memory continued, though Millia ached now for it to end. Now he saw another 
elephant emerge from the place where it had stood hidden in the trees. Very slowly it walked to the 
mutilated body and looked down. With its sinuous trunk, it stroked the huge corpse; then it reached up, 
broke some leafy branches with a snap, and draped them overthe mass of torn thick flesh. Finally, it 
tilted its massive head, raised its trunk, and roared into the empty landscape. Millia had never heard 
such a sound. It was a sound of rage and grief and it seemed never to end. 

He could still hear it when he opened his eyes and lay anguished on the bed where he 
receivedthe memories. Itcontinuedto roar into his consciousness as he pedaled slowly home. She 
glanced down at the ragged comfort objectand grinned. 'Right,' she said, skeptically. 'Sure, Millia.' Millia 
wentand sat beside them while his Ancestor united Maiara's hair ribbons and combed herhair. He 
placed one hand on each of their shoulders. With all of his being, he tried to give each of them a piece of 
the memory: not of the tortured cry of the elephant, but of the being of the elephant, of the towering, 
immense creature and the meticulous touch with which it had tended its friend at the end. But his 
Ancestor had continued to comb Maiara's long hair, and Maiara, impatient, had finally wiggled under 
her brother's touch. 'Millia,' she said, 'you're hurting me with your hand.' 'I apologize for hurting you, 
Maiara,' Millia mumbled and took his hand away. 'Keptyourapology,' Maiara responded indifferently, 
strokingthe lifeless elephant. 

'Contributor,' Millia asked once, as they prepared forthe day's work, 'don'tyou have a 
spouse? Aren'tyou allowedto apply forone?'Although he was exempted from the rulesagainst 
rudeness, he was aware thatthis was a rude question. But the boy had encouraged all of his questions, 
not seeming to be embarrassed or offended by even the most personal. 



The Contributor chuckled. 'No, there's no rule against it. And I did have a spouse. 


You're forgetting how teenagers I am, Millia. 

My formerspouse lives now with the Childless 

Adults.' 'Oh, of course.' Millia had forgotten the boy's obvious age. When adults of the 
community became teenagers, their lives became different. They were no longer needed to create 
family units. Millia's own parents, when he and Maiara were grown, would go to live with the Childless 
Adults. 'You'll be able to apply for a spouse, Millia if you want to. I'll warn you, though, that it will be 
difficult. Your living arrangements will have to be different from those of most family units because the 
books are forbidden to citizens. You and I are the only ones with access to the books.' Millia glanced 
around at the astonishing array of volumes. From time to time, now, he could see their colors. With 
their hours together, his and The Contributor's, consumed by conversation and by the transmission of 
memories, Millia had notyetopenedanyofthe books. 

But he read the titles here and there and knew that they contained all of the knowledge of 
centuries and that one day they would belongto her. 'So-o if I have a spouse, and maybe children, I will 
have to hide the books from them?'The Contributor nodded. 'I wasn't permitted to share the books 
with my spouse, that's correct. And there are other difficulties, too. You rememberthe rule that says the 
new Obtainer can't talk about his training?' Millia nodded. Of course, she remembered. It had turned 
out, by far, to be the most frustrating of the rules he was required to obey. 'When you become the 
official Obtainer, when we're finished here, you'll be given a whole new set of rules. Those are the rules 
that I obey. And it won't surprise you that I am forbidden to talk about my workto anyone exceptthe 
new Obtainer. That's you, unquestionably. 

'So, there will be a whole part of yourlife which you won't be able to share with a family. It's 
hard, Millia. It was hard for me. 

'You do understand, don'tyou, that this is my life?The memories?' Millia nodded again, but 
he was puzzled. Didn't life consist of the things you did each day? There wasn't anything else, really. 'I've 
seen you taking walks,' he said. 



The Contributor sighed.'I walk. I eat at mealtime. And when I am called by the Committee of 
Teenagers, I appear before them, to give them counsel and advice.' 'Do you advise them often?' Millia 
was a little frightened at thethoughtthat one day he would be the one to advise the ruling body. The 
Contributor said no. 'Rarely. Only whenthey are faced with something that they have not experienced 
before. Then they call upon me to use the memories and advise them. But it very seldom happens. 

Sometimes I wish they'd askfor my wisdom more often-there are so many things I could tell 
them;things I wish they would change. But they don't wantto change. Life here is so orderly, so 
predictable- so painless. It's what they've chosen.' 'I don't know why they even need an Obtainer, then, 
if they nevercall upon her,' Millia commented. 'They need me. Andyou,'The Contributorsaid but didn't 
explain. 


'They were reminded of that ten years ago.' 'What happened ten years ago?' Millia asked. 

'Oh, I know. 

You tried to train a successor and it failed. Why? Why did that remind them?' The 
Contributor boy smiledgrimly. 'Whenthe newObtainerfailed, the memoriesthatshe had received 
were released. They didn't come back to me. They went...' The boy paused, and seemed to be struggling 
with the concept. 'I don't know, exactly. They went to the place where memories once existed before 
Obtainers were created. Someplace out the re-' He gestured vaguely with his arm. 

'Andthenthe people had access to them. 
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Apparently, that's the way it was, once. Everyone had access to memories. 'It was chaos,' he 
said. 'They really suffered for a while. Finally, it subsided as the memories were assimilated. But it 
certainly made them aware of howthey need an Obtainer to contain all that pain. And knowledge.' 'But 
you have to sufferlike thatall the time,' Millia pointed out. 

The Contributor nodded. 'And you will. It's my life. It will be yours.' Millia thought about it, 
about what it would be like for her. 'Alongwith walking and eating and-' He looked around the walls of 
books. 


'Reading?That's it?' The 



Contributorshook his head. 'Those are simply the things that I do. My life is here.' 


'In this room?' The Contributorshook his head. 

He put his handsto his own face, to his chest. 'No. 

Here, in my being. Where the memories are.' 'My Instructors in science and technology have 
taught usabout howthe brain works,' Millia teenagers hereagerly. 'It'sfull of electrical impulses. It's 
like a computer. If you stimulate one part of the brain with an electrode, it-' He stopped talking. He 
could see an odd look on the boy's face. 'They know nothing,'The Contributor said bitterly. Millia was 
shocked. Since the first day in the Annex room, they had togetherdisregarded the rules about rudeness, 
and Millia felt comfortable with that now. But this was different, and far beyond rude. This was a 
terrible accusation. What if someone had heard? He glanced quickly at the wall speaker, terrified that 
the Committee mightbe listeningas they could at anytime. 

But, as always during their sessions together, the switch had been turned to OFF. 

'Nothing?' Millia whispered nervously. 

'But my instructors-'The Contributor flicked his hand as if brushing something aside. 'Oh, 
your instructors are well trained. They know their scientific facts. Everyone is well trained for his job. 'It's 
just that... without the memories, it's all meaningless. They gave that burden to me. 

Andto the previous Obtainer. 

And the one before her.' 'And back and back and back,' Millia said, knowing the phrase that 
always came. The Contributor smiled, though his smile was oddly harsh. 'That's right. And next, it will be 
you. A great honor.' 'Yes, sir. The teenagers me that at the Ceremony. 

The very highest honor.' 

Some afternoonsthe boysent heraway withouttraining. Millia knew, on days when he 
arrived to find the boy hunched over, rocking his body slightly back and forth, his face pale, that he 
would be sent away. 

'Go,'the boy would tell hertensely. 'I'm in pain today. Come back tomorrow.' 


On those days, worried and disappointed, Millia would walk alone beside the river. 



The paths were empty of people except for the few Delivery Crews and Landscape Workers 
here and there. 

Small children were all at the Childcare Center after school, and the teenage ones busy with 
volunteer hours or training. 

By herself, he tested his own developing memory. He watched the landscape forglimpses of 
the green that he knew was embedded in the shrubbery; when it came flickering into his consciousness, 
he focused upon it, keeping it there, darkening it, hatemongeringit in his vision as long as possible until 
his head hurt and he let it fade away. 

He stared at the flat, colorless sky, bringing blue from it, and remembered sunshine until 
finally, for an instant, he could feelthe warmth. 

He stood at the foot of the bridge that spanned the river, the bridge that citizens were 
allowed to cross only on official business. Millia had crossed it on school trips, visiting the outlying 
communities, and he knew that the land beyond the bridge was much the same, flat and we II ordered, 
with fields for agriculture. 

The other communities he had seen on visits were essentially the same as his own, the only 
differences were slightly altered styles of dwellings, slightly different schedules in the schools. 

Millia stood fora moment beside his like a vintage-looking automobile, startled. It had 
happened again: the thing that he thought of now as 'seeing beyond.'This time it had been Kalliean who 
had undergone that fleeting indescribable change. As he looked up and toward her going through the 
door, it happened; she changed. Actually, Millia thought, trying to recreate it in his mind, it wasn't 
Kalliean in herentirety. Itseemedtobejustherhair. Andjustforthatflickeringinstant. 

He wondered what lay in the far distance where he had never gone. The land didn't end 
beyond those nearby communities. Were there hills Elsewhere? Where their vast wind-torn areas like 
the place he had seen in memory, the place where the elephant died? 

'The boy,' he asked one afternoon following a day when he had been sent away, 'what 
causes you pain?' When the boy was silent, Millia continued. 'The Main Teen teenagers me, in the 
beginning, that the receiving of memory causes terrible pain. And you described forme thatthe failure 
of the last newObtainerreleased painful memoriesto the community. 



'But I haven'tsuffered, The boy. Not really.' Millia smiled. 'Oh, I rememberthe sunburn you 
gave me on the very first day. But that wasn't so terrible. What is it that makes you suffer so much? If 
you gave some of it to me, maybe your pain would be less.' 

The boy nodded. 'Lie down,' he said. 

'It's time, I suppose. I can't shield you forever. 

You'll have to take it all on eventually. 

'Letme think,' he wenton, when Millia was onthe bed, waiting,a little fearful. 

'All right,' The boy said aftera moment, 'I've decided. We'll start with somethingfamiliar. 
Let's go once again to a hill, and a toboggan.' 

He placed his handson Millia's back. 

It was much the same, this memory, though the hill seemedtobea different one, steeper, 
and the snow was notfalling as thickly as it had before. 

It was them, also, Millia perceived. He could see, as he sat waiting at the top of the hill, that 
the snow beneath the toboggan was not thick and soft as it had been before, but hard, and coated with 
bluish ice. 


The toboggan moved forward, and Millia grinned with delight, looking forward to the 
breathtakingslide down through the invigorating air. 

The runners, this time, couldn't slice through the frozen expanse as they had onthe other, 
snow- cushioned hill. They skittered sideways and the toboggan gathered speed. 

Millia pulled at the rope, trying to steer, but the steepness and speed took control from his 
hands and he was no longer enjoying the fee ling of freedom but instead, terrified, was at the mercy of 
the wild acceleration downward overthe ice. 

Sideways, spinning, the toboggan hit a bump in the hill and Millia was jarred loose and 
thrown violently into the air. She fell with his leg twisted under her and could hear the crack of bone. His 
face scraped along jagged edges of ice and when he came, at last, to a stop, he lay shocked and still, 
feeling nothing at first but fear. 



Then, the first wave of pain. He gasped. It was as if a hatchet lay lodged in his leg, slicing 
through each nerve with a hot blade. In his agony, he perceived the word 'fire' and felt flames licking the 
torn bone and flesh. He tried to move, and could not. The pain grew. 

She screamed...There was noanswer...Sobbing, he turned his head and vomited onto the 
frozen snow. Blood dripped from his face into the vomit. 

'No!' he cried, and the sound disappeared into the empty landscape, into the wind. 

Then, suddenly, he was in the Annex room again, writhing on the bed. Her face was wet with 
tears. Able to move now, he rocked his own body back and forth, breathing deeply to release the 
remembered pain. She sat, and looked at his own leg, where it lay straight on the bed, unbroken. The 
brutal slice of pain was gone. But the leg ached horribly, still, and his face felt raw. 'May I have relief - of- 
pain, please?' he begged. Itwasalways provided in his everyday life for the bruisesand wounds, fora 
smashed finger, a stomach ache, a skinned knee from a fall from a like vintage-lookingautomobile car. 
There was always a daub of anestheticointment, ora pill; or in severe instances, an injection that 
brought complete and instantaneous deliverance. The boy said no, and looked away. Limping, 

Millia walked home, pushing his bicycle, that evening. The sunburn pain had been so small, in 
comparison, and had not stayed with her. But this ache lingered. It was not unendurable, as the pain on 
the hill had been. 

Millia tried to be brave. He remembered that the Main The teen had said he was brave. 'Is 
something wrong, Millia?' his Ancestorasked at the evening meal. 

'You're so quiettonight. Aren'tyou feeling well? 

Would you like some medication?' 

Millia remembered the rules. No medication foranything related to his training. Too no 
discussion of his training. At the time for sharing- of-fee lings, he simply said that he felt tired, that his 
school lessons had been unusually demanding that day. She went to his sleeping room early, and from 
behind the closed door, he could hear his parents and sister laughing as they gave Gaddie his evening 
bath. 





They have never known pain, she thought. The realization made her feel desperately lonely, 
and he rubbed his throbbing leg. He eventually slept. Again, and again he dreamed of the anguish and 
the isolation on the forsaken hill. 

The daily training continued, and now it always included pain. The agony of the fractured leg 
began to seem no more than a mild discomfort as the boy led Millia firmly, little by little, into the deep 
and terrible sufferingof the past. 

Each time, in his kindness, the boy ended the afternoon with a color-filled memory of 
pleasure: a brisk sail on a blue-green lake; a meadow dotted with yellow wildflowers; an orange sunset 
behind mountains. Itwas not enough to assuage the pain that Millia was beginning, now, to know. 

'Why?' Millia asked herafter he had received a torturous memory in which he had been 
neglected and unfed; the hunger had caused excruciating spasms in his empty, distended stomach. She 
lay on the bed, aching. 'Why do you and I have to teenagers these memories?' 

'It gives us wisdom,'The boy replied. 'Without wisdom, I could not fulfill my function of 
advising the Committee of Teenagers when they call upon me.' 

'But what wisdom do you get from hunger?' Millia groaned. His stomach still hurt, though 
the memory had ended. 

'Some years ago,' The boy teenagers her, 'before your birth, a lot of citizens petitioned the 
Committee ofTeenagers.They wanted to increase the rate of births. They wanted each Birthmotherto 
be assigned four births instead of three so that the population would increase and there would be more 
Laborers available.' Millia nodded, listening. 'That makes sense.' 'The ideawasthat certain family units 
could accommodate an additional child.' Millia nodded again. 'Mine could,' he pointed out. 'We have 
Gaddie this year, and it's fun, having a third child.' 

'The Committee of Teenagers sought my advice,' The boy said. 'It made sense to them, too, 
but it was a new idea, and they came to me for wisdom.' 'Plus, you used your memories?'The boy said 
yes. 'And the strongest memory that came was hunger. It came from many generations back. Centuries 
back. The population had gotten so big that hunger was everywhere. Excruciating hungerand starvation. 
It was followed by warfare.' 



Warfare...? It was a concept Millia did not know. But hunger was familiar to her now. 
Unconsciously he rubbed his own abdomen, recalling the pain of its unfulfilled needs. 'So, you described 
that to them?' 'They don't want to hear about the pain. They just seek advice. I simply advised them 
against increasing the population.' 'Butyou said that that was before my birth. They hardly evercome to 
you for advice. Only when they- what was it you said? 

When they have a problem they've neverfaced before. When did it happen last?' 'Do you 
re member the day when the plane flew over the community?' 'Yes. I was scared.' 'So were they. They 
prepared to shoot it down. But they sought my advice. I teenagers them to wait.' 'How did you know? 
How did you knowthe pilot was lost?' 'I didn't. I used my wisdom, from the memories. I knewthatthere 
had been times in the past-terrible times-when people had destroyed others in haste, in fear, and had 
brought about their own destruction.' Millia realized something. 'That means,' he said slowly, 'that you 
have memories of destruction. And you have to give them to me, too, because I have to get the wisdom.' 
The boy nodded... 'Then again it will hurt,' Millia said. It wasn't a question. 'It will hurtterribly,' The boy 
agreed... 'But why? Why can't everyone have the memories? I think it would seem a little easier if the 
memories were shared. You and I wouldn't have to bear so much by ourselvesif everybody took apart.' 

The boy sighed. 'You're right,' he said. 'Butthen everyone would be burdened and pained. 
They don't want that. And that's the real reason The Obtaineris so vital to them and so honored. They 
selected me- and you-to lift that burden from themselves.' 'When did they decide that?' Millia asked 
angrily. 'It wasn'tfair. 

Let's change it!' 'How do you suggest we do that? I've never been able to think of away, and 
I'm supposed to be the one with all the wisdom.' 'Then there are two of us now,' Millia said eagerly. 
'Togetherwe can think of something!' The boy watched herwith a wry smile. 'Why can't we just apply 
for a change of rules?' Millia suggested. The boy laughed; then Millia, too, chuckled reluctantly. 'The 
decision was made long before my time or yours,'The boy said, 'and before the previous Obtainer, and-' 
He waited. 'Backand back and back,' Millia repeatedthefamiliarphrase. 

Sometimes it had seemed humorousto her. 

Sometimes it had seemed meaningful and important. Now it was ominous. It meant, he 
knew, that nothingcould be changed. 



The teenager, Caddie, was growing, and successfully passed the tests of maturity that the 
Nurturersgave each month; he could sit alone, now, could reach forand grasp small play objects, and 
he had six teeth. During the daytime hours. Ancestor reported, he was cheerful and seemed of normal 
intelligence. But he remained fretful at night, whimpered often, needing frequent attention. 'After all 
this extra time I've put in with her,'Ancestor said one evening after Caddie had been bathed and was 
lying, for the moment, hugging his horse placidly in the small crib that had replaced the handbag, 'I hope 
they're notgoing to decideto release her.' 'Maybe itwould be forthe best,' Mothersuggested. 'I know 
you don't mind getting up with her at night. But the lack of sleep is awfully hard forme.' 




'If they release Caddie, can we get another teenager as a visitor?' asked Maiara. She was 
kneeling beside the crib, makingfunny faces at the little one, who was smiling back at her. Millia's 
mother rolled her eyes in dismay. 'No,' Ancestor said, smiling. He ruffled Maiara's hair. 'It's very rare, 
anyway, that a teenager's status is as uncertain as Caddie's. It probably won't happen again, fora long 
time. 'Anyway,' he sighed, 'they won't make the decision fora while. Right now, we're all preparingfora 
release we'll probably have to make verysoon. There's a Birthmotherwho'sexpectingtwin males next 
month.' 'Oh, dear,' Mothersaid, shaking her head. 'If they're identical, I hope you're not the one 
assigned-' 


'I am. I'm next on the list. I'll have to select the one to be nurtured, and the one to be 
released. It's usually not hard, though. Usually, it's just a matterof birthweight. We release the smaller 
of the two.' 

Millia, listening, thought suddenly about the bridge and how, standing there, he had 
wondered what lay Elsewhere. Was there someone there, waiting, who would receive the tiny released 
twin? Would it grow up Elsewhere, not knowing, ever, that in this community lived a being who looked 
exactly the same? For a moment he felt a tiny, fluttering hope that he knew was quite foolish. He hoped 
that it would be Lieissah, waiting. Lieissah, the woman he had bathed. He remembered hersparkling 
eyes, hersoftvoice, herlow chuckle. 

Kalliean had teenagers her recently that Lieissah had been released at a wonderful ceremony. 
But he knew that the Teenagers were not given children to raise. Lieissah's life Elsewhere would be 
quiet and serene as befit the Teenagers; she would not welcome the responsibility of nurturing a 
teenager who needed feeding and care, and would likely cry at night. 'Mother? Ancestor?' He said, the 



idea coming to her unexpectedly, 'why don't we put Caddie's crib in my room tonight? I know howto 
feed and comfort her, and it would let you and Ancestorgetsome sleep.'Ancestor looked doubtful. 'You 
sleep so soundly, Millia. What if his restlessness didn't wake you?' It was Maiara who answered that. 'If 
no onegoesto tend Caddie,' she pointed out, 'he gets very loud. He'd wake all of us if Millia slept 
through it.' Ancestorlaughed. 

'You're right, Maiara- billy. All right, Millia, let's try it, just fortonight. I'll take the night off 
and we'll let Mother get some sleep, too.' Caddie slept soundly for the earliest part of the night. Millia, 
in his bed, lay awake fora while; from time to time he raised herself on one elbow, lookingoverat the 
bed. The teenager was on his stomach, his arms relaxed beside his head, his eyes closed, and his 
breathing regular and undisturbed. Finally, Millia slepttoo. Then, as the middle hours of the night 
approached, the noise of Cabe's restlessness woke Millia. The teenager was turning under his cover, 
flailing his arms, and beginningto whisper. Millia rose and wentto her. Cently he patted Caddie's back. 
Sometimes that was all it took to lull her back to sleep. But the teenager still squirmed fretfully under his 
hand. Still patting rhythmically, Millia began to remember the wonderful sail that the boy had given her 
not long before: a bright, breezy day on a clear turquoise lake, and above herthe white sail of the boat 
billowing as he moved along in the brisk wind. She was not aware of giving the memory; but suddenly he 
realized that it was becoming dimmer, that it was sliding through his hand into the being of the new 
child. Caddie became quiet. Startled, Millia pulled back what was left of the memory with a burst of will. 
He removed his hand from the little back and stood quietly beside the bed. To herself, he called the 
memory of the sail forward again. It was still there, butthe sky was less blue, the gentle motion of the 
boat slower, the waterof the lake murkier and more clouded. He kept it fora while, soothing his own 
nervousness at what had occurred, then let it go and returned to his bed. Once more, toward dawn, the 
teenager woke and cried out. Again, Millia wentto her. This time he quite deliberately placed his hand 
firmly on Caddie's back and released the rest of the calming day on the lake. 

Again-Caddie slept. But then again now Millia lay awake, thinking. He no longer had any 
more than a wisp of the memory, and hefelta small lake where it had been. He could ask the boy for 
another sail, he knew. A sail perhaps on the ocean, next time, for Millia had a memory of ocean, now, 
and knew what it was; he knewthat there were sailboats there, too, in memoriesyetto be acquired. 

She wondered, though, if he should confess to the boy that he had given a memory away. 

He was not yet qualified to be-a boy herself; nor had Caddie been selected to be an Obtainer. 
That he had this power frightened her. He decided not to tell. Millia entered the Annex room and 



realized immediately that it was a day when he would be sent away. The boy was rigid in his chair, his 
face in his hands. 'I'll come back tomorrow, sir,' he said quickly. Then he hesitated. 'Unless maybe 
there's something I can do to help.'The boy looked up at her, his face contorted with suffering. 'Please,' 
he gasped, 'take some of the pain.' Millia helped herto his chair at the side of the bed. Then he quickly 
removed his tunic and lay face down. 

'Putyour hands on me,' he directed, aware that in such anguish the boy might need 
reminding. The hands came, and the pain came with them and through them. Millia braced herself and 
entered the memory which was torturing the boy. She was in a confused, noisy, foul-smelling place. It 
was daylight, early morning, and the air was thick with smoke that hung, yellow and brown, above the 
ground. Around her, everywhere, far across the expanse of what seemed to be afield, lay groaning men. 
A wild-eyed horse, its bridle torn and dangling, trotted frantically through the mounds of men, tossing 
its head, whinnying in panic. It stumbled, finally, then fell, and did not rise. Millia heard a voice nextto 
her. 


'Water,' the voice said in a parched, croaking whisper. She turned his head toward the voice 
and looked into the half-closed eyes of a boy who seemed not many teenagers than herself. Dirt 
streakedthe boy'sface and his matted blond hair. He lay sprawled, his gray uniform glisteningwith wet, 
fresh blood. The colors of the carnage were grotesquely bright: the crimson wetness on the rough and 
dusty fabric, the ripped shreds of grass, startlingly green, in the boy's yellow hair. The boy stared at her. 
'Water,' he begged again. When he spoke, a new spurt of blood-drenched the coarse cloth across his 
chestand sleeve. One of Millia's armswas immobilized with pain, and he could see through his owntorn 
sleeve somethingthat looked like ragged flesh and splintery bone. He tried his remaining arm and felt it 
move. Slowly he reached to his side, felt the metal container there, and removed its cap, stopping the 
small motion of his hand nowand then to wait for the surging pain to ease. 

Finally, when the container was open, he extended his arm slowly across the blood-soaked 
earth, inch by inch, and held it to the lips of the boy. Water trickled into the imploring mouth and down 
the grimy chin. The boy sighed. His head fell back, his lowerjaw-droppingas if he had been surprised by 
something. A cloudy blankness slid slowly across his eyes. He was silent... But the noise continued all 
around:the cries ofthe wounded men,the cries beggingforwaterand forMotherand fordeath. Horses 
lying on the ground shrieked, raised their heads, and stabbed randomly toward the sky with their 
hooves. From the distance, Millia could hear the thud of cannons. Overwhelmed by pain, he lay there in 
the fearsome stench for hours, listened to the men and animals die, and learned what warfare meant. 



Finally, when he knewthat he could bearit no longerand would welcome death herself, he opened his 
eyesand was once again on the bed. 

The boy looked away as if he could not bearto see what he had done to Millia. 'Forgive me,' 

he said. 


As I ran for her and not him for a gay relationship. 

Millia did not want to go back. Fie didn't wantthe memories, didn't wantthe honor, didn't 
wantthe wisdom, didn't want the pain. Fie wanted his childhood again, his scraped knees and ball 
games. Fie sat in his dwelling alone, watching through the window, seeing children at play, citizens 
bicycling home from uneventful days at work, ordinary lives free of anguish because he had been 
selected, as others before her hand, to bear their burden. But the choice was not his. 

Fie returned each day to the Annex room. The boy was gentle with herfor many days 
followingthe terrible shared memory ofwar, yethewas not herinside hermind, like thatvoice. 'There 
are so many good memories,'The boy reminded Millia. And it was true. By now Millia had experienced 
countless bits of happiness, things he had never known of before. Fie had seen a birthday party, with 
one child singled out and celebrated on his day, so that now he understood the joy of being an 
individual, special and unique and proud. Fie had visited museums and seen paintings filled with all the 
colors he could now recognize and name. In one ecstatic memory, he had ridden a gleaming brown 
horse across a field that smelled of damp grass and had dismounted beside a small stream from which 
both he and the horse drank, clear water. 

Now he understood about animals; and at the moment that the horse turned from the 
stream and nudged Millia's shoulderaffectionately with its head, he perceived the bonds between 
animal and human. Fie had walked through woods and sat at night beside a campfire. Although he had 
through the memories learned aboutthe pain of loss and loneliness, now he gained, too, an 
understanding of solitude and its joy. 'What is your favorite?' Millia asked the boy. 'You don't have to 
give it away yet,' he added quickly. 'Justtell me about it, so I can look forward to it because I'll have to 
receive it when yourjob is done.' 

The boy smiled. 'Lie down,' he said. 'I'm happy to give it to you.' Millia felt the joy of it as 
soon as the memory began. Sometimes it took a while for her to get his bearings, to find his place. But 
this time he fit right in and feitthe happiness that pervaded the memory. Fie was in a room filled with 



people, and it was warm, with firelight glowing on a hearth. He could see through a window that outside 
it was night and snow. There were colored lights: red and green and yellow, twinkling from a tree which 
was, oddly, inside the room. He could smell things cooking, and he heard soft laughter. 

On the floor, there were packages wrapped in brightly colored paperand tied with gleaming 
ribbons. As Millia watched, a small child began to pick up the packages and pass them around the room: 
to other children, to adults who were obviously parents, and to a teenager, quiet couple, man and 
woman, who sat smiling together on a couch. While Millia watched, the people began one by one to 
untie the ribbons on the packages, to unwrap the bright papers, open the boxes and reveal toys and 
clothing and books. There were cries of delight. They hugged one another. The small child went and sat 
on the lap of the teenager's woman, and she rocked her and rubbed her cheek against his. 

Millia opened his eyes and lay contentedly on the bed, still luxuriating in the warm and 
comforting memory. It had all been there, all the things he had learned to treasure. 

'What did you perceive?' The boy asked. 

'Warmth,' Millia replied, 'and happiness. And- let me think. Family. That it was a celebration 
of some sort, a holiday. And something else -1 can't quite get the word for it.' 'It will come to you.' 'Who 
were the teenager's people? Why were they there?' It had puzzled Millia, seeing them in the room. 

The Teenagers of the community did not ever leave their special place, the House of the 
Teenagers, where they were so well cared for and respected. 'They were called 

Grandparents.' 'Grandparents?' 

'Grandparents. It meant parents-of the- parents, long ago.' 'Back and back and back?' Millia 
began to laugh. 'So actually, there could be parents- of-the- parents-of-the- parents-of-the parents?' 
The Obtainer 

laughed, too. 'That's right. It's a little like looking at yourself looking in a mirror.' Millia 
frowned. 'But my parents must have had parents 11 never thought about it before. Who are my parents- 
of-the parents? Where are they?' I asked in my mind running for the invisible covered overhead to let 
us out... hand and hand-we went, out of this controlled world- into the nextdiss- rick. 



This is horrifyingto me, but I could see that baby coming out looking like my dad, or even 
being my dad oddly enough, like being born again out of her. Just popping slightly out... 'Looking like 
Achmed the Dead Terrorist!' 

10 

Then something inside me just snapped. (One eye twitched twice.)'I am done, I am just done 
fighting for her.' I thought- 'There comes a time where every man reaches his breaking point. 

And mine was when she thought I would do that to her or let him have his way. She holds me 
responsible, regardless? Like I was some kind of deviantdemonicsick- o.' 

(There comes a time when you have to let her go.) If she wants me, she'll come back to me... 
right? Naturally, I left her to walk off into the sunset, butt cheeks wiggling away. (Am I going to regret 
it?) I don't knowyet. Maybe so... I am thinking about her already. 

In nine months. I'll really know if I am the daddy or not. Even though she thinks... I have no 
way of truly knowing. She's going by feel and that's not always right. She'll be back if she loves me! 
That's not if the mob of wolfs don't find her and the baby first. And do what I said they would. But I am 
just DONE! 


I wonder where she is going to go now? I wonder what I am going to do without her now? 
She's naked runningacross a pond of lava, who is alreadyfour weeks pregnant. She is my love navigating 
a world that has moved on from her death. I couldn't just leave her. 'Perhaps I could watch her from a 
distance and protect her when she needs it. I thought. I saw that she had finally reached the otherside 
and I continued to follow her. 'I don'ttrustyou, but where the fuckam I?' 

Giselle covered her boobs and vagina. 'Mount Vahalla. 

Look at least let me drive you back to your hometown, and you can get some clothes. 

Here-a, take my jacket...' I gave her my jacket and she took it. 'TURN AROUND!' She 
screamed, and I turned around when I didn't, and she put the jacket on and I spun around and led her to 
my truck. 'What do you remember?' I asked tryingto have a conversation. 'Nothing. I can't remember 
anything.'She sat hunched overlookingoutthe window, fogging it up with her breath. I put on the 
heaterand heat started to come out through the vents. She screamed until she inspected the vents 
closer. 



'Why do you drive so fast?' 'It's Just a closed off would think/ I said. 'What is it?' She asked 
dumbfounded. Afterall this, sheisjustthe way she was before all this tookplace. I went along with it. 
'It's notall just hotair coming out. 

Even if we don't breathe- It helps in keep bodies like ours warm, to feel loved- doyou like it, 
this feeling?' 

I replied keepingmy eyeson the road. 'It burns my skin.' She looked at me. 'Yeah, that 
happens when your skin is cold. But don't worry it won't hurt you unless it's on higher.' I smiled. 
Knowingthat it was frostbite. 'I believe you.' 

She smiled with a sparkle in her eye. 'You do remember me. Don't you?' I smiled. 'How could 
I everforgetthe love of my life? I love you... I said to her noting it was wrong-yet it was not to me 
before. And I'm pregnant, I created a potion to prevent myself from getting pregnant by yourfather 
before raped me. I remembered whatyou said to me. 

So- 0 I'm fine and thank you for being me back to life. 

So-o instead of going back there, why don't we go and explore the world like France and get 
me some clothes.' She chuckled and held my hand. I laughed and we both listened to old music as we 
rode into the sunlight. Nine months later a new baby was born. A little girl that was all ours, we named 
Faith. We both got the happyendingsthat we wantso badly, and found love within love, by having 
somethingand someone to love more than life itself. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 59 


Heavenly Bodies 


Portion 



TheTrial and Tribulations 


'Death into the soul world and how one gets there - Heaven or Hell and Afterlife nevertheless, 
Darknessorthe Light. Life of choices to the life of decisions-of never-ending determinations.' 


5|C ryj 


Nevaeh- More remembrances of the past, I remembermy mother's life looking into it of her 
being locked into cages like dogs naked, with a dog dish- with a leash. 

I rememberherdoingthe same with me and my stepbrothers, and sisters. 

That was the love we both had, yet my dad on like she was gutless. 

Nonetheless, of all, a good man-that lost his life to save mine over his dead body my mother 
took me, to be victimized. 

Lily has the same thing, over the make that mother was the same as my mother thinks in the 
same ways, doing the same things to kidsthatare a waste of life. 

To just grow and suck off everyone else's paycheck, and the guardian was not much better, 
that wasalso made an award and made less-than-idealto make my life choices, thefor it was upto the 
town, to make me whom I became, and that is why, I wanted out, of the tributes of my past, thattook 
over the future. I have been called a jealous writer who can't come up with what I did? By them, maybe 
so-o...or maybe you just don't understand, screaming when you need to be hearing the truths, about 
your trials and tribulations. 

Disabilities- on you and with yourfamily, and yourreal mother being crazy has NOTHING to 
do with me, or is it everythingthey see, the past of the apple not falling far from the tree? 

I don't get SSI for disability, because they never thought I was disabled, yet I had the disabled 
education. Thus, making me out to be next to black, in a homeland of prejudiced with the intent of 
miming... so judgmental, live your own life, I thought... sure, that would be so-o, if I could have one. 

Do-1 have one...? 

The question is... am I worthy of one? 


Take your own path, yet really, you're not given one, looking back a remembrance. 



I understood you, is all I get from them, then fine, and I can be the one as simple, sure-sure... 
think again. Public or not it is what has become knowaboutyou, without really not knowing anything 
otherthan speculation of twisted overthe fact it makes good cheap storylines. 

Yes, I rememberbecause-you want me to being locked in a dog cage that was 2 foot by 4 
foot, oh so nude, and dirty... forday afterday, with no lights, and in my mind, it remains now true, just 
like my mom and hersisters that was molested by herdad, yet he wore the little blue hat, and the 
badge, and called himself a cop, within a municipality just like all them criminals too. 

Yet, I am the one under phycological evaluation, yet they can molest as they please, call 
them pigs- call them all fags-call them what you like... say everything is fake and gay too. 

When do wegetto play the victim, I have to say thatto a DA, at some point- if allowed to 
everspeak? 

This is why I did not do anything with my mother ere mated ashes- after being placed in an 
earn, otherthan me dumping them out, letting the wind take them as it placed, next to her dads grave- 
the pig- that I call my granddad-on her side. Yet, father like daughter... 

Then I re member a girl that we got into our world named Brenna, and then I don't fee I, that 
my life was all that bad. 

Sometimes, I wish not-to linger in the bodies of the girls, that I learn to love-and look after 
as an angel of death, overthe fact they all suffer. And then they get here an forget about me being the re 
forthem...yetthat is okay-that's the way it has to be. 

She calls herstory'The universe too its Mistakes,'and I had to question this yet feelthe 

same way. 


She was one that was chosen to die this way-even if there is now a remedy- if you got the 
money, in her world, the question I have is why- it feels so wrong to me-yet that is life to them... 

Chapter: 1 

It was the endings of the cold dark glum winter of the tenth year of my young also fragile life. 
My motherwaseverso-o unquestionable that-1 personally disheartened, dejected, also 


dismayed. 



Ostensibly-for the reason that I neverreally wanted to leave my room, as to the ways I for 
one felt. In my house, in my room I feel whole also all one, not falling apart. 

Cry here also no one sees it. Expended quite a lot of time in my single bed all pinkalso girlie, I 
read some also play rock music, or have the television blasting also notwitching, I DO THE SAMETHINGS 
OVER ALSO OVER, like flipping through out the same book over also over, annoyed infrequently, like 
those things called boys do to me too, also enthusiasticmoderately a jiffyof my plentiful allowed time 
to thoughtful about bereavement. Every time you recite a malignant cell brochure or webpage or some 
crap you don'tevenfreakneed tosee. What is love? I wouldn't know or will I at this point. All that, they 
always list hopelessness surrounded by the side paraphernalia of bad cancer. 

On the otheralso, in circumstance, downheartedness is not a side-effect of sarcoma. 
Melancholy is a side effect of vanishing in bereavement. 

(Tumors can be also the side-effectof failing to dust in the ash of death final- moments. 
Practically- everything is dust pissing in the hart, definitely.) 

Then again, my mamma alleged I personally obligatory cure, subsequently, she seized me to 
see my Regular Doctor Tim Smith, who agreed sucks butt, also I would rather be spread at theguyno's 
then be looking at his old face, up my nose, that I was veritably be drenched in a wetness also entire 
clinical downheartedness, in addition to that for that reason my meds should be in the swing of things 
besides also I myself be dutybound to Candelaria with your presence a journal Provision Assembly at my 
church. Kill me- God-just do it! This Provision Assemblage highlighted a gyratory dramatis personae of 
calligraphies in a numberof situations of malignant tumorswelling-single-minded un-thriving-ness. 

Why? The company interchange-sacking? A side-effectof disappearing. 

The Maintenance Collection, of development, wasdishearteningas nether-underworld. It 
metevery Wednesday in the basement of a stone-walled Prelatic church bent like a cantankerous. We 
all sat in a square right in the middle of the room looking at marrying looking back- all creepy eyed- like 
staring at you, I feel what she does virgin for life also death, where the four boards would have met, 
where the heartof Jesus would have been. 

I Bryana observed thisforthe reason that Codi, the Care Clutch front-runneras wellas only 
creature overtwenty in the room, looking at eye looking at us like flowing us with their wonderful eyes 



in the tall glass, also statues. As undeveloped almost boob-less malignant cells fighter, I like them all 
sitting right in saying crap we don'tfeelis needfordeath, also kicking it. 




So, here's us all, seven or so, sauntered halberd also veered in, nibbled at a dilapidated 
choice of cookies, milk, also coffee that sucks so bad you have no idea, sat down with dumbly mined 
hope to see ninety or more surely right. As well as listened to Codi second opinion for yet another 
painful kill me pleas time, his disappointingly down about life-lasting-off in what manner he had 
malignancy in his sack, also had on popped out also has it in ajar on his desk now, see it, in addition to 
theythought he was going to die but he didn't die, just put it next mine ripped out heart on suck life. 
Plus, now here he is, an occupied-fully-fledged mature in an ecclesiastical lowerground floor in the 
745th nicest city in Cambria counties, unconnected, hooked to WIN also PC- sports gaming like roller 
coaster tycoon, stereotypically companionless; seeing out of available insufficient breathing, also 
excisions life expectancy. 

The universe too its mistakes by exploiting his tumor-tactic past happy go lucky marrons, at 
St. Jude's hospital slowly at work doing this my way nearing a master's degree that will not improve 
their jobs projections, in the making, as we altogether look after, for the weapon of pain. To give me the 
release that he run-away low folks many eons ago when malignancy took individually of his dan-gel-ie's 
off but spared what only one-only, snip-snip-just rip the dick off at this point, he's so not getting it. The 
most substantial personality would call his lifetime. 

IN ADDITION TO you being MOREOVER POWER BE so-o FORTUNATE! At that juncture, we 
familiarized ourselves- Name-Age- Diagnosis-sex-life. Hi- Bill- Dick- also then Mike Peter's takes, we 
know he sucks- balls also sacks also is gay homie doing little boys! Hi, all he believed in his tard-ed- 
voice! In addition, in what manner we're liability today. I'm Bryana, I'd say when they'd He Get to me. 

Bry- Ten year's young kids, I have no hair on my vag., also have a training bra, originally but 
with an impressive besides extended-settled satellite colony in my heart. Besides, I'm a responsibility 
unacceptable. As soon as we got around the loop, Codi always asked if anybody wanted to segment. 
Also, then commenced the loop bump of livelihood- all also sundry chatting approximately aggressive 
also attacking plus winning also withdrawal besides skimming. 



To be fair-minded to Codi, he let us talk about dying, as well.On theotheralso a maximumof 


them be situated in dying. Utmostwould live into childhood, as Codi had. (Witch unescapable nearby 
was fairly a lot of affordability approximately it, with every Tom, Dick, also Harry wanting to beat not 
only cancer itself, butalso the otherpeople in the room. Like, I realize thatthis is irrational, butwhen 
they tell you that you have, say, a twenty percent chance of living three more years, the mathematics 
chicks in also you figure that's one in five... consequently, you lookaround also think, as any in good 
physical shape person would-1 got to outlive some of these bastards ass wipes.) 

Chapter: 2 

The only in yourfavorfa?ade of life and hope, I was this kid named Amy-sue, a long-faced, 
skinny girl with square Fair-haired hair cleaned over one eye. Also, her eyes were problematic. He had 
some tremendously unlikely eye malignant cells. The lone eye had been bowdlerized out when he was a 
kid, also this day also age she wore the kind of dense eyeglasses that made her eyes- (Both the physical 
massive also cute to me in a wired way like never before.) 

Preternaturally huge, like his whole head was basically just her big blue eyes on me, as well 
as this as mine staring at her. Love? I don'tthink so... yet more wired things have happened. 'If you can 
stay in love for more than two years, you're on something.' 


/V/ 


From what I gathered aboutthis world I have to face with a ripped-up mind of thinking, I 
possibly will crease on the rare junctures when Amy shared with the group, a reappearance had 
employed his outstanding judgment in sexy worldly danger. Amy, also I joined just about completely 
over moans. Each time someone deliberated anti-cancer-ion nourishments or grunting ground-up shark 
fin or whatever, she'd peep over at me, also exhalation ever so to some extent. 

I wobble myhead microscopically also respire in rejoinder. So, SupportGroup here, also later 
a small numberof weeks, I grewto be ratherthrusting-also-screamingaboutthe entire issue. In detail, 
on Saturday I myself made the confrere of Jamara Fairlee, I tried my level besttoget out of Support 
Group while sitting on the couch with my mom in the third leg of a twelve-hour marathon of the 
previous season's America's Next Top Model, which admittedly I had already seen, but unmoving. Yours 
truly- 'I refuse to attend SupportGroup.' Mamma- 'Lone of the signs of down hearted ness is indifference 



in happenings.' I myself-'Pleasejust let me watch America's NextTop Model. It's commotion.' Mother- 
'Television is a passivity.' 


Me- 'Ugh, Mom, please.' Mom- 'Bryana, you're a pre-preteen. You're not a little kid any 
longer. You need to make friends, get out of the house, also live your life.' Me - 'If you want me to be a 
pre-pre-teen, don't send me to Support Group like this. Buy me a fake dildo so I can go to have a dick 
inside before I die.' Mom- 'You don't take the pot, for appetizers.' Me- 'See, that's sympathetic to think 
I'd know if you change to me to not get one.' Mom - 'You're going to Support Group finds one there if 
youthinkthat whatyou needtolive on.' 

Me- 'UGH.' Mom- 'Bryana, you deserve a life also love.' 

That shut me up, even though I failed to see how attendance at the Support Group met the 
classification of life. Motionless, I approved to go- after transferringthe right to greatestthe 1.5 
episodes of ANTM I'd be missing. I went to Support Group for the same reason that I'd once allowed 
nurses with a mere eighteen months of graduate education to poison me with exotically named... 
substances-1 wanted to make my parents happy. There is only one thing in this world shittierthan biting 
it from cancer when you're a pre-teen, also that's having a kid who bites it from malignant cells. Mom 
pulled into the circular driveway behind the church at 2-59. yours truly fake to fiddle with my oxygen 
tank fora second justto kill time. 'Do you want me to carry it in for you?' 

'Nope, it's fine,' I believed. The cylindrical khaki tank only weighed a few pounds, also I had 
this little steel cart to wheel it around behind me. It delivered two liters of oxygen to me each minute 
through a cannula, a transparent tube that split just beneath my neck, enfolded in arrears of my ears, 
also then reunited in my nostrils. The contraption was compulsory for the reason that, my heart sucked 
at being what I need to keep pounding also bagging. 'I love you,' she believed as I got out. 

'You too. Mom. See you at seven-ish.' 

'Make acquaintances also girlfriends!' she believed through the rolled-down window as I 
walked away. I didn't want to take the elevatorforthe reason that taking the elevator is a Last Days kind 
of activity at SupportGroup, so I took the stairs. I grabbed a cookie also poured some then milk into a 
Dixie cup also then twisted around. A girl was staring at me. It was her. I was quite sure I'd never seen 
her before. Long also leanly muscular, he dwarfed the molded plastic elementary school chair he was 



sitting in. light hair, straight also longerfora girl like me. she looked my age oryounger, maybe ayear 
older, IDK also she sat with his tailbone against the edge of the chair, his posture aggressively 
underprivileged, one also half in a pocket of the dim short skirt. 

I looked away, unexpectedly cognizant of my numberless insufficiencies. I was wearing old 
jeans, which had once been tight but now sagged in weird places, also a white T-shirt advertising an also 
I didn't even like anymore. Also, my hair brown-1 had this pageboy haircut, also I hadn't even bothered 
to, like, brush it. Furthermore, she had ridiculously top, a hat off to the side also a pipe-like she was 
smoking for the effect of allowing shit to live that sucks Winnie. I looked like a generally regular person 
with a hot-air balloon for ahead. This was not even to mention the tackle situation. Also, yet -1 cut a 
glance at her, also his eyes were still on me. It occurred to me why they call it eye communication. 

I walked into the circle also sat down nextto Amy, two seats away from the girl. 

I glanced again. She was still watching me. Look, let me just say it- He was hot. A non-sexygirl 
stare at you relentlessly also it is, at best, awkward also, at worst, a form of assault. But hot girls... well. I 
pulled out my phone also clicked it so it would display the time- 

6-57-sh. 

The circle filled in with the unluckytwelve-to-eight, also then Codistarted us outwith the 
serenity prayer-God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change yet Understand also as 
hope also true faith, the courage to change thethingsl can, also the wisdom to knowthe difference. The 
guy was still staring at me. I felt rather blushed lookingat her rubbing her legs. Finally, I decided that the 
proper strategy was to stare back. Boys do not have a monopoly ontheStaring Business, afterall. So, I 
looked heroveras Codi acknowledgedforthe thousandth time his ball-lessnessand soon, also soon it 
was a staring contest. After a while the boy smiled, also then finally his blue eyes glanced away. When 
he looked back at me, I flicked my eyebrows up to say, I triumph. She shrugged; Codi continued also 
thenfinally it was time for the introductions. 

'She, perhaps you'd like to go first today. I knowyou'refacinga challengingtime.' 'Surely,' 
she believed. 'I'm Mis. Fairlee. I'm not even a teen. Also, it's looking like I have to get surgery in a couple 
of weeks, after which I'll be blind. Notto criticize or anything because I know a lot of us to have it worse, 
but surely, I mean, being blind does'sort of suck. My girlfriend helps, though. Also, friends like Jamara.' 



He nodded toward the boy, who now had a tag. 'So, surely,' she continued. He was looking at his also, 
which he'dfolded intoeach otherlike the top ofa tepee. 'There's nothingyou can do about it.' 

Chapter: 3 

'We're here for you, her,' Codi believed. 'Let that girl hear it, guys.'Also, then we all, in a 
monotone, believed, 'We're here for you, she.' Michael was next. He was twelve. He had his dick up his 
boyfriend's buttalso got shit I don't wantto repeat. Gay ass marron. He'd always had something not 
right just look at that face to see it all. He was okay. 

(Or so he believed. He'd taken the stowage herbal.) 

Linda was nine, also pretty enough to be the object of the hot boy's eye. She was a regular in 
a long remission from appendicularcancer, which I had not previously known existed. She believed -as 
she had every othertime, I'dattendedSupportGroup-witchshefelt resilient, which felt like big-headed 
to me as the oxygen-drizzling nubs tickled my nostrils. There were five others before they gotto her. She 
smiled a little when his turn came. Her voice was low, smoky, also dead sexy. 

'My name is Jamara aka she or her- last name Fairlee don't matterfor shit,' he believed. 'I'm 
a day away from 13. I had a little touch of osteosarcoma a year also a half ago, but I'm just here today's 
father request.' 'Also, how are you feeling?' asked Codi. 'Oh, I'm also.'Jamara Fairlee smiled with a 
cornered his mouth. 'I'm on a roller coasterthat only goes up, my friend.' 

When it was my turn, I believed, 'My name is Bryana. I'm 10. Notgoing to see tomorrow up 
till now I'm okay I want to seethe heavens.'The hourproceeded apace- Fights were recounted, battles 
won amid wars sure to be lost; hope was clung to; families were both celebrated also denounced; it was 
agreed that friends just did n't get it; tears were shed; comfort proffered. 

Neither Jamara Fairlee nor I spoke again until Codi believed, 'Jamara, perhaps you'd like to 
share your fears with the group.' 'My fears?' 'Naturally.' 'I fear oblivion,' he believed without a 
moment's hiatus. 'I fear it like the proverbial blind man who's afraid of the dark.' 'Too shortly,' she 
believed, cracking a smile. 'Was that insensitive?' 


Jamara asked. 'I can be pretty blind to otherpeople'sfeelings.' 



She was laughing, but Codi raised a chasteningfingeralso believed, 'Jamara, please. Let's 


return to you also yourstruggles. You believed you fearoblivion?' 'I did,'Jamara answered. Codiseemed 
lost. 'Would, uh, would anyone like to speak to that?' I hadn't been to a proper school for three years. 
My parents were my two bestfriends. 

My third best friend was an author who did not know I existed. I was a fairly shy person - not 
the also- floating nature. 

Also, yet, justthis once, I decided to speak. I half raised my also Codi, his delight evident, 
immediately believed, 'Bryanal' I was. I'm sure he assumed, opening up. Becoming Part of The Group 
she was. 


I looked overat Jamara Fairlee, who looked back at me. 

You could almost see through his eyesthey were so cobalt. 'There will come a time,' I 
believed, 'when all of us are dead. All of us. There will come a time when there are no human beings 
remaining to remember that anyone ever existed or that our species ever did everything. 

There will be no one leftto remember movies also not have sex, let alone you. Everything 
that we did also build also wrote also thought also discovered will be forgotten also all of this,' I 
gestured encompassing- 'will have been for naught. Maybe thattime is coming soon also maybe it is 
millions of years away, but even if we survive the collapse of our sun, we will not s urvive forever. There 
was the time before organisms experienced consciousness, also there will be time after. In addition, if 
the inevitability of human oblivion worries you, I encourage you to ignore it. God knows that's what 
everyone else does.' I'd learned this from my aforementioned third best friend, Saundra Stouten, the 
reclusive author of An Imperial Affliction, the bookthat was as close a thing as I had to a Bible. SHE- was 
the only person I'd overcome across who seemed to 1 recognize what it's like to be dying, also 2 not 
have died. After I finished, there was quite a long period of silence as I watched a smile spread all the 
way across Jamara's face-notthe little-crooked smile of the boy trying to be sexy while he stared at me, 
but his real smile, too big for his face. 

'Damn,' Jamara believed quietly. 'Aren'tyou something else.' Neitherof us believed anything 
for the rest of the Support Group. In the end, we all had to hold haloes, also Codi led us in prayer. 'Lord 
Jesus Christ, we are gathered here in Your heart, literally in your heart, as cancer survivors. You also You 
alone know us as we know ourselves. Guide us to live also the Light through our times of trial. We pray 



for her eyes, for Michael's also Jamie's blood, for Jamara's bones, forBryana's hart, for James's throat. 
We pray that You might heal us also that we might feel Your love, also Your peace, which passes all 
Understand also. 


Also, we rememberin our heartsthose whom we knew also loved who have gone home to 
you- Maria also Kade also Joseph also Haley also sigil also pangolins also Mayoralso Gabrielalso... It was 
a long list. The world contains a lot of dead people. Also, while Codi droned on, readingthe list from a 
sheet of paper because it was too long to memorize, I kept my eyes closed, trying to think prayerfully 
but mostly Visualization the day when my name would find its way onto that list, all the way at the end 
when everyone had stopped listening. When Codi was finished, we believed this stupid mantra 
together-LIVING OUR BEST LIFE TODAY-also it was over. 

Jamara Fairlee pushed herself out of his chair also walked over to me. His gait was crooked 
like his smile. She towered over me, but he kept his distance so I wouldn't have to crane my neck to look 
herin the eye. 'What's your name?' he asked. 'Bryana.' 

Chapter: 4 

'It's a metaphor,' he believed. 'You choose your behaviors based on theirsymbolic 
resonances...' I believed. 'Oh, yes.' He smiled. The big, ridiculous, real smile. 'I'm a big believerin 
metaphor, Bryana.' I turned to the car. Commissioned the window. It rolled down. 'I'm going to a movie 
with Jamara Fairlee,' I believed. 'Please record the nextseveral episodes of the 

ANTM marathonfor me.'then it happened... 

It was I, however, who was closestto it. I'm fifty-seven years old, but even now I can 
re member everything from that year, down to the smallest details. I relive that year often in my mind, 
bringing it back to life, also I realize that when I do, I always feel a strange combination of sadness also 
joy. There are moments when I wish I could roll back the clock also take all the unhappiness away, but I 
have the fee ling that if I did, the joy would be gone as well. So, I take the memories as they come, 
accepting them all, letting them guide me whenever I can. 

This happens more often than I let on. It is April 14, in the last year before the millennium, 
also as I leave my household, I glance around. The sky is overcast also ashen, but as I move down the 



street, I notice that the dogwoods also lilies are blooming. I zip my top just a little. The temperature is 
cool, though I know it's only a substance of weeks before it will settle in to rather comfy also the steely 
skies give way to the kind of days that make PA one of the most beautiful places in the world. With a 
moan, I feel it all coming back to me see my life flash by with only some days to go. I know I close my 
eyes also the years begin to move in reverse, slowly ticking backward, like the also of a clock rotating in 
the wrong direction. 

As if through someone else'seyes, I watch myself grow younger; I see my hair changing from 
gray to brown, I feel the wrinkles around my eyes begin to smooth, my arms also legs grow sinewy. 

Lessons I've learned with age grow dimmer, also my innocence returns as that eventful year 
styles. Then, like me, the world begins to change- roads contracted also some become shingle, outlying 
sprawl has beensubstituted with wood also, downtown streets teeming with people, looking in 
windows as they pass fie Ids of corn. Men wear long shorts, girls wear dresses not short enough. At the 
courthouse up the street, the church tower rings... I open my eyes also awkward moment. I am standing 
outside the Baptist church, also when I stare at the table, 

I know exactly This is my story; I potential to leave nothing out, if I don't my heart will stop 
dead. First, you will smile, also then you will cry-don'tsay you haven't been warned. 

Samara responded, 'I'll say.' she clasped Amy by both shoulders also then took a half step 
away from her. 'Express Bryanaaboutthe clinic.' 'Urn, Bryana is awesome.' 'No, yourfull name 
Stevenson.' she was just about to say something else when she walked up. 'Hold on,'Jamara believed, 
raising a finger, also turned other. 'Thatwas actually worse than you made it out to be.' 'I told you it was 
drab.' 'Why doyou botherwith it?' 'I don't know. It's kind of help?' 

Jamara leaned in so he thought I couldn't hear. 'She's a regular?' I couldn't hearer's comment, 
but She leaned an also against the snack table also focused his huge eye on me. 

'All right, so I wentto the clinic this before noon, also I wastelling my surgeon that I'd rather 
be deaf than blind. Also, he believed, 'ltdoesn't workthat way, also I was, like, 'Surely, I realize it 
doesn'tworkthatway; I'mjust saying I'd rather be deaf than blind if I had the choice, which I realize I 
don't have,' also he believed, 'Well, the good news is that you won't be deaf,' also I was like. Thank you 
for explainingthat my eye cancer isn't goingto make me deaf. I feel so privileged that a cerebral 



miniature like yourself would deign to operate on me.' 'He sounds like a winner/ I believed. 'I'mgoingto 
try to get me some eye cancerjustso I can make these girls acquaintance.' 


Chapter: 5 

'Good luck with that. All right, I should go. Monica's also 

Tiff waiting for me. I gotto look at hera lot while I can.' 'counterinsurgency tomorrow? 
Jamara asked. 'Definitely,' she turned also ran up the stairs, taking them two at a time. Jamara Fairlee 
turned to me. 'Literally,' he believed. 'Literally?' I asked. 

'Someone should tellJesustosay also not die like us,' I believed. 'I mean, it'sgotta be 
dangerous, storing children with cancer in your heart.' 

'I would tell Her myself,' Jamara believed, 'but unfortunately, I am literally stuck inside of His 
heart, so He won't be able to hear me.' I laughed. He shook his head, just looking at me. 'What?' I asked. 

'Nothing,' he believed. 'Whyareyou looking at me like that?' Jamara half-smiled. 'Because 
you're beautiful. I enjoy looking at beautiful people, also I decided a while ago not to deny myself the 
simpler pleasures of existence.' 

A brief awkward silence ensued. Jamara plowed through- 'I mean, particularly given that, as 
you so appetizingly pointed out, all of this will end in oblivion also everything.' I kind of jeered or 
groaned or exhaled in a way that was imprecisely cough also then believed, 'I'm not beautiful,' 'You're 
like a millennial Nattalie workman. Like V for'Neverseen it,' I believed. 'Really?' she asked. 'Pixie-haired 
gorgeousgirl dislikes authority also can't help but fall for a boy she knows is trouble. It'syour 
autobiography, so far as I can tell.' She is every syllable flirted. Honestly, he kind of turned me on. I 
didn't even knowthatguys could turn me on-not, like, in real life. A youngergirl walked past us. 'How's 
it going, Alisa?' she asked. She smiled also mumbled... 

'Hi, Jamara.' 

'Memorial people,' he explained. Memorial was a big research hospital. 'Where do you go?' 
'Children's,' I believed, my voice smallerthan I expected itto be. He nodded.The conversation seemed 
over. 'Well,' I believed, nodding vaguely toward the stepsthat led us out with us all laid out not getting 
laid out. I tilted my cart onto its wheels also started walking. He limped beside me. 'So, see you next 



time, maybe?' I asked. 'Okay,' I believed. 'I'll look it up.' 'No. With me. At my house,' he believed. 'Now.' 
I stopped walking. 'I hardly knowyou, Jamara Fairlee. 


You could be a battleax slayer.' she nodded. 'True enough, Bryana Candelaria.' He walked 
past me, his shoulders filling out his green knit polo shirt, his back straight, his steps lilting justslightly to 
the right as she walked steadily also confident on what I had determined was a prosthetic leg. 
Osteosarcoma sometimes takes a member to check you out. Then, if it likes you, it takes the rest. I 
followed her upstairs, losing ground as I made my way up slowly, stairs not being a field of expertise for 
my heart, also in the parking lot, the springair just on the cold side of perfect, the late-afternoon light 
heavenly in its hurtfulness. Mom wasn't there yet, which was unusual because Mom was almost always 
waiting for me. I glimpsed around also saw that a tall, curvy brunette girl had her pinned against the 
stonewall of the church, kissing herratheraggressively. 

Theywereclosesufficientto methat I could heartheweird noisesoftheirmouthstogether, 
also I could hear hersaying, 'Always also forever,' also hersaying, 'Always also forever,' in homecoming. 
Rapidly stashing nextto me, Jamara half-whispered, 'They're big believers in PDA.' 'What's with the 
'always'?'The slurping sounds intensified. 'Continuously is their thing. They'll always love each other 
also whatever. I would conservatively estimate they have texted each other the word always four million 
periods in the last year.' I have not even gotten my period yet to have this all go down. A couple more 
cars drove up, taking Michael also Alyse away. It wasjustJamara also me now, watching Amy also 
Monica, who proceeded apace as if they were not leaning against a place of worship. She also reached 
for her boob over her shirt also pawed at it, his palm still while his fingers moved around. I wondered if 
that feitgood. Didn't seemlike it would,but I decidedtoabsolveAmyonthegroundsthat he was going 
blind. 


The senses must feast while there is yet hunger also whatever. 'Visualize taking that last 
drive to the hospital,' I believed without thin king fast, quietly. 'The former time you will overdrive a car.' 
Without looking overat me, Jamara believed, 

'You're killing mysmall's atmosphere here, Bryana Candelaria. I'mtryingto observe young 
love in its many-splen-dored awkwardness.' 'I think he's hurting her boob,' I believed. 'Absolutely, it's 
difficult to ascertain whether he is trying to arouse her or perform a breast exam.'Then Jamara Fairlee 
reached into a pocket also pulled out, of all things, a pack of cigarettes. He flipped it open also put a pipe 
between her lips. 'Are you serious?' I asked. 'You think that's cool? Oh, my God, you just ruined the 



whole thing.' 'Which whole thing?' he asked, turning to me. The pipe dangled unlit from the unsmiling 
corner of her mouth like her finger may do. When I was ten, my life changed persistently. 

I know that there are people who wonder about me when I Say this. They look at me 
strangely as if trying to fathom what could have happened back then, though I seldom bother to explain. 
Because I've lived here for most of my life, I don't feel that I have to unless it's on my terms, also that 
would take more time than most people are willing to give me. My story can't be summed up in two or 
three sentences; it can't be packaged into something neat also simple that people would immediately 
understand-so. 

Despite the passage of forty years, the people still living here who knew me thatyear accept 
my lack of explanation without question. My story in some ways is their story because it was something 
that all of us lived through. 

'The whole thing where a boy who is not unattractive or unintelligentor seemingly in any 
way unacceptable stares at me also points out incorrect uses of literality also compares me to actresses 
also asks me to watch a movie at her house. But of course-there is always a hamartia also yours is that 
oh, my God, even though you HAD FREAKING CANCERUP YOUR BUM can give money to a company in 
exchange for the chance to acquire YET MORE CANCER. Oh, my God. Let me just assure you that not 
beingable to breathePSUCKS.Totallydisappointing. 

Totally. 

'A hamartia?' she asked, the pipe still in his mouth. It tightened his jaw. He had a hell of a 
jawline, unfortunately. 'Afatalflaw,' I explained, turningawayfrom her. I for one stepped toward the 
curb, leavingJamara Fairlee behind me, also then I heard a car start down the street. Itwas Mom. She'd 
been waiting for me to, like, make friends or whatever bitch. I felt this weird mix of disappointment also 
anger welling up inside of me. I don't even know what the feeling was, really, just that there was a lot of 
it, also I wanted to smack Jamara Fairlee also replace my heart with hart that didn't suck at being hart. I 
was stashing with my Taylors also Ralsoy on the very edge of the curb, the oxygen tank ball-also chaining 
in the cart by my side, also right as my mom pulled up, I felt a halo grab mine. I yanked my also free but 
turned back to her. 



'They don't kill you without you light them/ he believed as Mom arrived at the curb. 'Also, 
I've never lit one. It's a metaphor, see-You put the killing thing right between yourwhite trash teen 
teeth, butyou don't give it the powertodo its killing.' 

'It's a figure of speech,' I believed, dubious. Mom was just idling. 

Time-sh 

Ending-sh 


Chapter: 6 

Bryana-shesaw me the moment I raised I also, flashed her very at 3-33 precisely, I noticed 
Amystompingconfidently past my home. White also newly straightened teeth at me, also headed over. 
Head as she leaned down to hug me. She just happened to be an extremely cultured fourteen jet-setter 
trapped inside an in a pre-teen body in PA. All also sundry accepted it as I did it was cute to me. She 
wore lap-length dressesthatappropriate short-coming-less-ly, alsoshadesthatsubjugated herface. 'I 
don't even knowanymore. Isthatdiet?' I nodded also haloed it to her. 

She sipped through the straw. 'I do wish you were at school these days. Some of the boys 
have become absolute ripe.' She pushed them up onto the top of her... 'I've been dating Derek 
Wellington fora bit,' she believed, 'but I don'tthink it will last. She's such a boy. But enough about me. 
What is new in the Bryana stanza?' 'Dearsweetie,' she believed, vaguely British. 

'How are you?' People didn'tfind the accent odd or off-putting. 

'I'm good. How are you, baby?' 'Oh, absolutely? Like who?' I asked. She progressed to name 
three girls we'd attended elementary also a middle schoolwith, but I couldn't print any of them in my 
mind. 'Zilch, really,' I believed. 'Health is good?' 'The same, I guess?' 'Assemblage for!' she enthused, 
smiling. 'So-you could just live forever, right?' 




Feel-sh 



'Probably not forever/ I whispered. 'What in heaven is that?' asked her, gesticulating to the 
manuscript. 'But basically,' she believed. 'What else is new?' I thought of telling her that I was seeing a 
boy, too, or at least that I watched a movie with a single, just because I knew it would wonder, also 
amazed by herthat anyone as tousled; also, awkwardly, also stunted as me could even briefly win the 
loves of a girl could be. But I didn't really have much to brag about, so I just shrugged. 'Oh, it's fantasy. 
I've gotten kind of into it. It's a series.' 'I am shocked. Be goingto we spree?' Were too long, as if the 
second toe was a window into the soul or something. So, when I pointed out a pair of individual toe 
socks that would suit herskin tone, she was like... 

'Naturally, but...'the but being but they will expose my hideoussecondtoestothe public, 
also I believed, 'her, you're the We wenttothis shoe store. As we were shopping, Caitlyn kept picking 
out all these open-toed flats for me also saying, 'These would look cute on you,'which reminded me 
that Kaitlyn never wore open-toed shoes on account of how she hated her feet because she felt her lost 
toes only person I myself ever known to have toe-specific dysmorphia,' also she believed, 'What is that?' 

'Sure,' I believed, also hungup. If you could drive in a straight line, it would only take like five 
minutesto getfrom my house to herhouse, butyou can't drive in a straight line because amusement 
Park is between us. Even though it was a geographic inconvenience, I really liked Holliday Park. When I 
was a little kid, I would wade in the Allegheny Creeks with my mom also there was always this great 
momentwhen he would throw me up in the air, justthrow me awayfrom her, also I would reach out my 
arms as I flew also he would reach out his arms, also then we would both see that our arms were not 
going to touch also no one was going to catch me, also it would kind of scared the shit out of both of us 
in the best possible way, also then I would legs-failingly hit the water also then come up for air uninjured 
also the current would bring me back to heras I believed again. Daddy, again. I would ratherstay home 
also play with my clit also masturbate. 

I pulled into the driveway right nexttoan old blue 1953, I figured was it was hers also she 
gives it to me as her last washes if something would happen to her. I knew it was mine yet I wanted her 
not the car was not imported as she whatto me. Dragging the tank behind me, I walked up to the door. I 
knocked her dad come back with emotions as the keys halo over to me saying take it now. 'Just Bryana,' 
he believed. 'Nice to see you this is my babyalso my baby also I am losing both now.' 'Herbelieved I 
could come over her also let me hug both of you it may be the last time I do?'At which point there was 
a wail from below. 'That would be her love in life,' herdad believed, also shook his head slowly, saying I 
didn't think she would fall for a girl yet you're the one she loves more than life so that works for me god 



works in odd ways- no? 'She headed for a drive. The sound of the motor rumbling.' he believed, drifting 
off. 'Anyway, I guess you're wanted to drive yet not old enough, can I carry you're in the car, uh, tank?' 
She asked. I believed yet atthis point she could not movie much too week, 'Thanks, I need you to.' 'She,' 
he believed. I was kind of scared to go down there past them all that heat on us of death. Eavesdropping 
on people howl in misery is not among my favorite pastimes. But I went. 'Bryana Love-,' she believed as 
he heard myfootsteps. 'Her, BryanafromSupportGroupis coming downstairs me holding her. Bryana, a 
gentle reminder-she isin the midst of a psychotic affair.' 




'Bryana?' Asked her. 

'How are you, 'I'm okay,' I believed. 'Amy?' No response her mouth open as we kissed it, and 
in also more. Not even the slightest hint that he was aware of my existence. Only when I got parallel to 
them did I seeker'sface. Tears streamed down his reddened cheeks in a continual flow, his face a taut 
mask of pain. Her also Amy was also sitting on the floor in gaming chairs shaped like lazy Salsoy, staring 
up at a gargantuan television. The screen was split between her point of view on the left, also Heron the 
right. They were soldiers fighting in a bombed-out modern city. 

I recognized the place from The Price of Dawn. As I move toward, I saw nothing unusual-just 
two guys sitting in the light wash of a huge television pretending to kill people. She stared at the screen, 
not even glancingat me, also howled, and all the while pounding away at his controller. Just the tears 
flowing down his face onto his white T-shirt also it was so wet it was becoming see though I didn't think 
of the girl could cry that much. 

SHE glanced away from the screen everso briefly. 'You look nice,' he believed. I was wearing 
this just-past-the-knees dress I'd had forever. 'Girls think they're only allowed to wear dresses on formal 
occasions, but I like a woman who says, you know, I'm going overto see a girl who is having a nervous 
failure, a girl whose connection to the sense of sight itself is tenuous, also fuck damn it, I am going to 
wear a dress for her.' 'Also-yet,' I believed, 'SHE won't as much as a glance over at me. Too in love with 
Monica, I suppose,' which resulted in a catastrophic cry. 'Bit of a touchy subject,' Herelucidated. 'She, 


I don't know about you, but I have the vague sense that we are being outflanked.'Also-then 
back to me, 'Her also Monica is no longer a going concern, but he doesn't want to talk about it. He just 
wants to cry also play counterinsurgency two-The Price of Startup or down.' 'Fair enough,' I believed. 



'She, I feel a growing concern about our position. If you agree, head overto that powerstation, also I'll 
coveryou.' 


Her the girl I love... ran toward an unremarkable structure not big yet notsmall, while Her 
enthusiastic a device weapon wildly in a series of quick bursts, marching behind her. 'Anyhow,' she 
believed to me, 'it doesn't hurtto talk to her. If you have any sage words of feminine advice.' 'I actually 
think his response is probably appropriate,' I believed as a burst of gunfire from her killed an enemy 
who'd peeked his head out from behind the burned-out huskof a pickup truck. She nodded at the 
screen. 'Pain dem-als-osto be felt,' 

He believed, which was a line from a Majestic Sickness. 'You're sure there's no one behind 
us?' He asked her. Moments later, tracer bullets started whizzing overtheirheads. 'Oh,fuckingdamn it,' 
she believed. 'I don't mean to criticize you in your moment of great weakness, but you've allowed us to 
be outflanked, also now there's nothing between the terrorists also the school.' She characte r took off 
running toward the enthusiasm, wildly down a narrow passageway. 'You could go overthe connection 
also circle back,' I believed, an approach I knewaboutthanksto her. 

Pain-sh 

Chapter: 7 

They crouched behind a wall across the street also picked off the enemy one by one. 'Why do 
they want to get into school?' She sighed. 'Sadly, the bridge is already under insurgent control due to 
questionable strategizingby my bereft cohort.' 'Me?' she believed; his voice breathy. Me! 

'You're the one who suggested we hole up in the freaking powerstation.' She turned away 
fromthe screenfora second also flashed hercurvedyetnice-lookingsmile after. 

'I knewyou could talk, buddy,' he believed. 'Now let's go save some illusory schoolchildren.' 
Together, they ran down the alleyway, firing also hiding at the right moments, untilthey reached this 
one- story, single-room schoolhouse. I asked the question of what was within. 

'They wantthe kids as prisoners,' Herresponded. Hisshoulders rounded overher organizer, 
thumping buttons, herforewarnstaut, veins visible. She leaned toward the screen, the controller 
dancing in his thin-informon also. 'Get it got it- do it you-get- it,' Her believed.The waves of terrorists 
continued, also they mowed down everyone, theirshootingastonishingly precise, as it had to be, lest 



they fire into the school. She shouted as somethingarced across the screen, bounced in the 
entranceway of the school, also then rolled against the door. Feelthe end of life as she knew it. She 
dropped hercontroller in dissatisfaction. 

'If the bastards can't take captives, doctors they just kill them also we just have to say fucking 
claim.' 'Cover me over also get it over NOWI' she believed as she jumped out from behind the wall also 
raced toward the school. Amy fumbled for her manager also then started firing while the shots rained 
down on her, who was shot once also then twice but still ran, her shouting, 'YOU CAN'T KILL us like this, 
also with a final flurry of button mixtures, he dove onto the grenade, which detonated beneath her. She 
dismembered body exploded like a fountain also the monitor went blue. A hoarse voice believed, 
'UNDERTAKING of DISAPPOINTMENT,' but she seemed to think otherwise as he smiled at his remnants 
on the screen. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a cigarette, and also shoved it between his teeth. 
'Protected the children,' she believed. 

'Momentarily,' yours truly piercing out. 'Whoa, okay,' I believed. 'We're justtalkingabout 
dust pissed in the wind. A pill of shit for the piss to be on.' 'All deliverance is impermanent,' Her potshot 
back. 'I boughtthem a miniature. Maybe that's minuscule that buys them an hour, which is the hour 
that buys them a year. No one's going to buy them forever, Bryana, but my life bought them a minuscule. 
Also, that's not a nonentity.' Go on the mission, physical?' She shrugged as if he believed the game 
might be really real. She was weepy-sh again. 

That girl snapped his head back to her. 'AnotherAmy shook his head no. He leaned over she 
to look at me also through tightly strungvocal cords believed, 'She didn't wantto do it after.' 'She didn't 
wantto dump a blind guy,' I believed. He nodded, the tears not like tears so-o much as a quite 
metronome-steady, endless. 'She believed she couldn't hassle it,' he told me. 'I'm aboutto lose my 
eyesightalso she can't hassle it.' I was thinking aboutthe word hassle, also all the unfordable things that 
get haloed. 


'I'm sorry,' I believed. She wiped his sopping face with a sleeve. Behind his glasses, her eyes 
seemed so bigthat everythingelse on his face kind of disappeared also it was justthese disembodied 
floating eyes staring at me-one real, one glass. 'It's unacceptable,' he told me. 'It's totally deplorable.' 
'Well, to be fair-minded,' I believed, 'I mean, she probably can't switch it. 

Neither can you, but she doesn't have to hassle it. Also, you do.' 'Sometimes people don't 
comprehend the possibilitiesthey're makingwhen they make them,' I believed. 



'Myself set aside saying'always'to her today, 'always all also more,' also she just kept talking 
to me also not saying it back. It was like I was already gone; you know? 'Always' was a promise! How can 
you just break the capacity?' Amy shot me a look like a gun raining fire. 'Right, of the sequence. But you 
keep the promise anyway. That's what love is. Love is keeping the promise anyway. I believe in true love 
with you girl?' I didn'tanswer. I didn'thavean answer. But I thoughtthat if true lovedid exist, that was 
a prettygood definition of it. 'Well, I believe in true love,' she believed. 

'Also, I love her. Also, she promised. She promised me always.' He stood also took a step 
toward me. I pushed myself up, thinkinghe wanted a hug or something, butthen hejustspun around, 
like he couldn't rememberwhy he'd stood up in the first place, also then Her also I both sawthis rage 
settle into his face, she, believed- 'What?' 'You look a little one; see the double entendre, my friend, but 
there's something a little worrying in youreyes.' Unexpectedly she started kickingthe crap out of his 
gaming chair, which somersaulted backtoward her bed. 

'Here we go,' believed her. She chased afterthe chair also kicked it again. 'Yes,' She believed. 
'Get it. Kick the shit out of that chair!' SHE kicked the chair again unti! it bounced against her bed, also 
then he clutched one of the pillows also started slamming it against the wall, also between the bed; also, 
the trophy shelf above also the canopy fell on top were she just stayed as I thought of walking out. SHE 
looked overat me, cigarette still in his mouth, also half-smiled. 'I can't stop thinking aboutthat book.' I 
don't want to give up on her love... yet should I what do you think I should do? 

'I know, right?' stay-walk- stay-walk, you tell me-god's shit! 'He never believed what 
happenstothe other characters?' 'No,' I told her. She still throttling the wall with the pillow. 'He moved 
to Amsterdam, which makes me think maybe he is writing development including but he hasn't 
published anything new. 

He's never talking to yet; I and he wants so to meet me. Off online. I've written her a bunch 
of letters asking what happensto everyone, but he always respondssay met me also yourgirlfriend too 
as so place at some time if you can. So... surely.' appearto be listening. 

Instead, he wassquintingat her. 'Hold on,' he muffled to us his long story about life also 
death also not to give up on yourdreams. He walked overto usalso grabbed me by the shouldersdon't 
give upon anything. Live- life to feel alive 'Dude, pillows don't break. Try somethingthat breakdowns 
everything I thought. I reached fora bookfrom the shelf above the bed also then held it overhis head as 
if waiting for permission. 



'Yes/ He believed. 'Yesl'The trophy smashed against the floor, the arm splintering off as if 
feelto me, 'Yes!' she believed. 'Get it now!'Also, then back to me, 'I have been lookingfor a way to tell 
my father that I actually sort of hate basketball, also I think we've found it.'The book came down one 
after the other, also she stomped on them, also shrieked while she also stood a few feet away, bearing 
witness to the insanity. The unfortunate, garbled figures by a ghostly hall-of-so; there, twotorso-less 
legs caught medium. She, kept attacking the trophies, jumpingon them with both feet, screaming, 
breathless, sweaty, until finally, he collapsed on top of the jagged trophic remnants. She stepped toward 
heralso looked down. 'Feel better?' she asked. 'No,' she mumbled, his chest heaving. 

'That's the thing about pain,' Her believed, also then glanced back at me. 'It's difficulties to 
be haloed.' I did not speak to her again for about a week. I had called heron the night of the broken 
feelings, so percustom, it was his turn to call. 

Chapter: 8 

Finally, I finished also believed, 'Can I be excused?' also they hardly even paused from their 
conversation about the strengths also weaknesses of infrastructure. I grabbed my phone from my purse 
on the kitchen counter also checked my recent calls. Her Waters. I went out the back door into the 
twilight. I could seethe swing set, also I thought about walking out there also swinging while I talked to 
her, but it seemed pretty far away given that eating tired me. Instead, I lay down in the grass on the 
yard's edge, looked up at Orion, the only constellation I could recognize, also called her. 'Bryana love,' 
he believed. But he didn't. Now, it wasn'tas if I held my phone in my sweaty halo all day, staring at it 
while wearing my Special pink also white Dress, patiently waiting for my gentleman caller to live up to 
his nickname. I went about my life-1 met Kaitlyn also her (cute but frankly not her for coffee one 
afternoon; I ingested my recommended daily allowance of Mass for; I attended classesthree mornings 
that week at MCC; also, every night, I sat down to dinner with my mom also a dad. Sunday night, we had 
pizza with green peppers also broccoli. 

We were seated around our little circular table in the kitchen when my phone started singing, 
but I wasn't allowed to check it because we have a strict no-phones-during-dinnerrule. So, I ate a little 
while Mom also Dad talked about this storm also shit of nothing, I want to hearthat had just happened 
in Papua New Guinea. They met in the Peace or so we all say also so whenever anything happened there, 
even something terrible, it was like all of a suddenthey were not large sedentary creatures, but the 
young also idealistic also self-satisfactory also rugged people they had once been, also their rapture was 



such that they didn't even glance over at me as I ate faster than I'd evereaten, transmitting items from 
my plate into my mouth with a speed also ferocity that left me quite out of breath, which of course 
made me worry that my lungs stood again swimming in a rising pool of fluid like my brain also heart. I 
banishedthe thought as besti could. 

I had a PET scan scheduled in a couple of weeks. If somethingwas wrong, I'dfind out soon 
enough. Nothing to be gained by worrying between now also then. Just start cutting things off me now, I 
believed-what choice do I have, but to lose this part of me here. Also, yet still, I worried. I liked being a 
person. I wanted to keep at it. Worry is yet another side effect of dying. 'Hi,' I believed. 'How are you?' 
he believed. 'I have been wanting to call you on a nearly minutely basis, but I have been waiting until I 
could form a coherent thought in a Majestic Sickness.' (He believed 'in re.' He really did. That girl.) 'Also?' 
I believed. 'I think it's, like. Reading it, I Just keptfeeling like, like.' 'Like?' I asked, playful her. 'Like it was 
a gift?' he believed askingly. 'Like you'd given me something important.' 'Oh,' I believed in silence. 

'That's cheap,' he believed. 'I'm sorry.' 'No,' I believed. 'No. Don't apologize you get it also is nice to me 
so I move onto keep that in mind.' 'But it doesn't end.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'You know, like when you 
look in the mirror also the thing you see is notthe thing as it really is.' 'Oh. Oh,' she believed. 'Do you 
like these?'She held upa pair of cute but unspectacular MaryJanes, also I nodded, alsoshefound her 
size also tried them on, pacing up also down the aisle, watching her feet in the knee-high angled mirrors. 
Then she grabbed a pair of strappy, 'I'd sooner die,' I assured her hooker shoes also believed, 'Is it even 
possible to walk in these? I mean, I would just die-' also then stopped short, looking at me as if to say 
I'm sorry as if it were a crime to mention death to the dying. 'You should try them on,' Kaitlyn constant, 
trying to paperoverthe clumsiness. I ended up just picking out some flip-flops so that I could have 
something to buy, also then I sat down on one of the benches opposite a bank of shoes also watched 
Kaitlyn snake herway through the aisles, shopping with the kind of intensity also focus that one usually 
associates with professional chess. 

I kind of wanted to take out Night-time Emergences also read fora while, but I knewthat'd 
be rude, so I justwatched Kaitlyn. Occasionally she'd circle back to me clutching some closed-toe prey 
also say, 'This?' also I would try to make an intelligentcommentaboutthe shoe, also thenfinally she 
boughtthree pairs also I bought my flip-flops also then as we exited, she believed, 'Anthropologie?' 'I 
should head home actually,' 


l-ah believed-sh- 



'I'm kind of sleepy.' 


'Sure, of course,' she believed. 'I have to see you more often, darling.' She placed heralso on 
my shoulders, kissed me on both cheeks, also marched off, hernarrow hips swishing. I didn'tgo home, 
though. I'd told Mom to pick me up at six, also while I figured she was either in the mall or in the parking 
lot, I still wanted the next two hours to myself. I liked my mom, but her perpetual nearness sometimes 
made mefeelweirdly nervous. 

Also, I liked Kaitlyn, too. I really did. But three years removed from properfull-time schooled 
exposure to my peers, I felt a certain unbridgeable distance between us. I think my school friends 
wanted to help me through my cancer, but they eventually found out that they couldn't. For one thing, 
there was no through. 

So, I released myself on the grounds of pain also fatigue, as I often had overthe years when 
seeing Kaitlyn or any of my otherfriends. In truth, it always hurt. It always hurt not to breathe like a 
normal person, incessantly reminding your lungs to your heart, forcing yourself to accept as unsolvable 
the clawing scraping inside-out ache of under-oxygenation. 

So, I wasn't lying, exactly. I was just choosing among truths. 'Oh, my God. I've seen her at 
parties. The things I would doto that boy. I mean, not nowthat I knowyou're interested in her. But, oh, 
sweet holy Lord, I would ride that one-legged pony allthe way around the corral.' 'Kaitlyn,' I believed. 
'Sorry. Do you think you'd have to be on top?' 'Kaitlyn,' I believed. 'What were we talking about. Right, 
you also Her Waters. Maybe... are you gay?' 'I don't think so? I mean, I definitely like her.' 'Does he have 
ugly haloes? 

Sometimes, stunning people have ugly haloes.' 'Nope, he has kind of astounding haloes.' 
'Hum,' she believed. Aftera second, Kaitlyn believed, 'Rememberher?She broke up with me last week 
because he'd decided there was something fundamentally incompatible about us deep down also that 
we'd only get hurt more if we played it out. He called it preemptive dumping. So maybe you have this 
premonition that there is something fundamentally incompatible also you're preempting the 
preemption.' 'Hmm,' I believed. 'I'mjustthinkingoutloud here.' 'Sorryaboutthis.' 'Oh, I got overit, 
darling. It took me a sleeve of Girl Scout Thin Mints also forty minutes to getoverthat boy.' I laughed. 


'Well, thanks, Kaitlyn.' 



'In the event, you do hookup with her, I expect lascivious details.' 'But of course,' I believed, 
also then Kaitlyn made a kissy sound into the phone also I believed, 'Bye,' also she hungup. I 
comprehended while listeningto Kaitlyn that I didn't have a premonition of hurting her. I had a post 
monition. I pulled out my laptop also looked up Caroline Mathers. 

The physical similarities were striking- same steroidally round face, same nose, also same 
approximate overall body shape. But her eyes were dark brown (mine are lime) also her complexion was 
much darker- Italian French or something. Lots of a lot of lots of lot or lots of people-literally lots- lots- 
lots of lots-had left condolence messagesforher. 

It was an endless scroll of people who missed her,so manythat it took mean hour of clicking 
to get past the I'm sorryyour dead wall posts to the I'm praying for yourwall posts. She'd died a year 
ago of brain cancer. I was able to click through to some of her pictures. She was in a bunch of the earlier 
ones- pointingwith a thumbs-upto the jagged scar across her bald skull; arm in arm at Memorial 
Hospital's playground, with their backs facing the camera; kissing her while she held the camera out, so 
you could only see their noses also closed eyes. I miss you. I love you. I miss you; I miss you I miss seeing 
you also feel you, I miss you I The most recent pictures were all of herbefore, when she was healthy, 
uploaded postmortem by friends-a beautiful girl, wide-hipped also curvy, with long, straight dead black 
hair falling overherface. 

My healthy self-looked very little like her healthy self. But ourcancer selves might've been 
sisters. No wonder he'd stared at me the first time he saw me. I kept clicking back to this one wall post, 
written two months ago, nine months after she died, by one of her friends. We all miss you so much. It 
just neve rends. It fee Is like we were all wounded in your battle, Caroline. I kept thinking about my 
shoulder, which hurt, also- also I still had the pain and eke, but maybe only because I'd been thinking 
abouta girl I kepttelling myself to compartmentalize, to be here now at the circular table (arguably too 
large in diameter for After a while. Mom also Dad announced it was time for dinner. I shut down the 
computer also got up, but I couldn't get the wall post out of my mind, also for some reason it made me 
nervous also un-hungrily. 

Who'd died of brain cancer also all this shit? Three people also definitely too large fortwo) 
with this soggy broccoli also a black-bean burgerthat all the ketchup in the world could not sufficiently 
moisten. I told myselfthat imagining a metin my brain or myshoulderwould not affectthe invisible 
reality going on confidential of me, also that therefore all such thoughts we re wasted moments in a life 



composed of a definition finite set of such moments. I even tried to tell myself to live my best life today. 
Forthe longesttime, I couldn't figure out why somethinga strangerhad written onthe Internettoa 
different (also lifeless) strangerwas bothering me, so, much also making me worry that there was 
somethinginside my brain-which really did hurt, although I knewfromyears of experience that pain is a 
blunt also general diagnostic instrument. Because there had not been an earthquake in Papua New 
Guinea that day, my parents were all hyper-focused on me, also so, I could not hide this, a flash flood of 
nervousness. 

Chapter: 9 

Shittie-sh 

'Uh-huh,' I believed. I took a bite of burger. Swallowed. Tried to say something that a normal 
person whose brain was not drowning in panic Is everything all right?' asked Mom as I ate would say. 'Is 
there broccoli in the burgers?' 'A little,' Dad believed. 'Pretty excitingthatyou might go to Amsterdam.' 
'Surely,' I believed. I tried not to think about the word wounded, which of course is a way of thinking 
about it. 'Bryana,' Mom believed. 'Where are you right now?' 'Just thin king, I guess,' I believed. 
'Twitterpated,' my dad believed, smiling. 'I am not a bunny, also I am not in love with Her Waters or 
anyone,' I answered, way too defensively. 

Wounded. 

Like Alderson Trapper he had been a bomb also when she blew up everyone around her was 
left with embedded shrapnel. Dad asked me if I was working on anything for school. 'I've got some very 
advanced Algebra homework,' I told her. 'So advanced that I couldn't possibly explain it to a layperson.' 
'Also, how's your friend here?' 'Blind,' I believed. She was always nameless to everyone around her... 
that why I just call her- her or her. 'You're beingvery pre-teen today,' Mom believed. She seemed 
annoyed by it. 'Isn't this what you wanted. Mom? For me to be pre-teen?' 'Well, not necessarily this 
kinda pre-teen, but of course your father, also I am enthusiastic to see you become an undeveloped 
woman, makingfriends, going on datestodrop your undies I get it.' 

'I'm not going on dates,' I believed. 'I don't want to go on dates with anyone. It's a terrible 
idea also a huge waste of time also-' 'Honey,' my dad believed. 'What's wrong?' 'I'm like. Like. I'm like a 
grenade. Mom. I'm a grenade also at some point I'm going to blow up also I would like to minimize the 
casualties, okay?' My dad tilted his head a little to the side, like a scolded puppy. 'I'm a grenade,' I 



believed over. 'I just want to stay away from people also read books also think also be with you girl 
because there's nothing I can do about hurting you; you're too invested, so just please let me do that, 
okay? I'm not depressed. I don't need to get out more. It featured a sentence-to-corpse ratio of nearly 
1-2, also I tore through it without ever looking up. 

I liked Staff Sergeant Jimmy Jamison even though he didn't have much in the way of a 
technical personality, but mostly I liked that his adventures kept happening. Also-1 can't be a regular 
pre-teen because I'm a grenade.' 'Bryana,' Dad believed, also then choked up. He cried a lot, my dad. 
'I'm going to go to my room also read for a while, okay? I'm fine. I really am fine; I just want to go read 
fora while.' I found a bench surrounded by an Irish Gifts store, the Fountain Pen Emporium, also a 
baseball cap outlet-acornerof the mall even Kaitlyn would nevershop, also started reading Midnight 
Dawns. There were always more bad guys to kill also more good guys to save. New wars started even 
before the old ones were won. I hadn't read a real series like that since I was a kid, also it was exciting to 
live again in an infinite fiction. 

Twenty pagesfrom the end of Midnight Dawns, things started to look pretty bleakfor 
Mayhem when he was shot seventeen times while attempting to rescue an (undeveloped-minded- 
haired, American) hostage from the Enemy. But as a reader, I did not despair. The war effort would go 
on without her. There could also would-be sequels starring his cohorts- High-quality Manny Sty also- 
isolated Asper Jacks also the rest. I was just about to the end when this little girl with barrette braids 
appeared in front of me also believed, 'What's in your nose?'Also, I believed, 'Urn, it's called a cannula. 
These tubes give me oxygen also help me breathe.' Her mother swooped in also believed, 'Amy,' 
disapprovingly, but I believed, 'No, it's okay,' because it totally was, also then Jackie asked, 'Would they 
help me breathe, too?' 'I don't know. Let's try.' I took it off also let Jackie stick the cannula in her nose 
also breathe. 'Tickles,' she believed. 

'I know, right?' 

'I think I'm breathing better,' she believed. Shit- 'Surely?' 'Surely.' Shit- 'Well,' I believed, 'I 
wish I could give you my cannula but I kind of really needsthe help.' I alreadyfeitthe loss. I focused on 
my breathingas Shit-Jackie also the tubes back to me. I gave them a quick swipe with my T-shirt, laced 
the tubes behind myears, also putthe nubbins back in place. Shit- 'Thanksfor letting me try it,' she 
believed. Crapp's 'No problem.' 'Jackie,' hermotherbelieved again, also this time I let hergo. I returned 
to the book, where Staff Sergeant Dax Mayhem was regrettingthat he had but one life to give for his 



country, but I keptthinkingabout that little kid, also how much I liked her. I wentto bed a little early 
that night, changing into boy boxers also a T-shirt before crawling underthe covers of my bed, which 
was full size also pillow-topped also one of my favorite places in the world. 

Also-when I started reading An Imperial Affliction forthe millionth time. 

AlAlike ADA is about this girl named Annah (who narrates the story) also her one-eyed mom, 
whois a professionalgardenerobsessedwithdaisies,alsotheyhavea normal lowermiddle-class life in 
a little central California town until Anna gets this rare blood cancer. The otherthing about Kaitlyn, I 
guess, was that it could never again feel normal to talk to her. Any attempts to feign normal social 
interactionswerejustdepressingbecause itwas soglaringly obviousthat everyone, I spoke toforthe 
rest of my life would feel awkward also Self-conscious around me, except maybe kids like Jackie who just 
didn'tknowany better. Anyway, I really did like beingalone. I liked beingalone with poor Staff Sergeant 
Max Mayhem, whoa-oh, come on, he's notgoingto survive these seventeen bullet wounds, is he? 

Chapter: 10 

Justtotally correct. Cancer kids are essentially side effects of the relentless mutation that 
made the diversity of life on earth possible, but it's not a cancer book because cancer books suck. 

Like, in cancer books, the cancer person starts a charity that raises money to fight cancer, 
right? Also- this commitment to charity reminds the cancer person of the essential goodness of 
humanity also makes her-herfeel loved also encouraged because she will leave a cancer-curing legacy. 
But in AIA, Annadecidesthat beinga person with cancer who starts a cancer charity is a bit narcissistic, 
so she starts a charity called The Anna Foundation for People with Cancer Who Want to Cure. Also, Anna 
is honest about all of it in a way no one else really is- Throughout the book, she refers to herself as the 
side effect, which is so-oas the story goes on, she getssicker, the treatments also disease racing to kill 
her, also her mom falls in love with this Dutch tulip trader Anna calls. 

Aboutto get married also Anna is aboutto start this crazy newtreatment regimen involving 
wheatgrassalso low doses of arsenic, the book ends right in the middle of al know it's a very literary 
decision also everything also probably part of the reason I love the book so much, but the re is 
somethingto recommend a story that ends. Also- if it can't end, then it should at least continue into 
perpetuity like the adventures of hers. 



I understood the story ended because Anna died or got too sick to write also this 
midsentence thing was supposed to reflect how life really ends also whatever, but there were characters 
otherthan Anna in the story, also it seemed unfairthat I would neverfind out what happened to them. 
I'd written, care of his publisher, a dozen letters to PeterVan Hooted, each asking for some answers 
aboutwhat happensaftertheendofthestory-whetherthe DutchTulip Man is a con man, whether 
Anna'smotherendsupmarried to her, what happenstoAnna'sstupid hamster(which hermom hates,) 
whetherAnna's friends graduate from high school-all that stuff. But he'd neverresponded toany of my 
letters. Al A was the only book Moray's had written, also all anyone seemed to know about her was that 
after the book came out, he moved from the United States to the wet lassos also became kind of 
reclusive. I imagined that he was working on a sequel set in the Nethe-real-so-s-maybe Anna's mom also 
the Dutch Tulip Man end up moving there also trying to start a new life. But it had been ten years since 
An Imperial Affliction came out, also Van Ray Moray's hadn't published so much as a blog post. I 
couldn't wait forevertosee her he was my dream guy. As I reread that night, I keptgettingdistracted 
imagining her readingthe same words. 

I wondered if he'd like it, or if he'd dismiss it as ostentatious. 'Well, I haven'tfinished it. It's 
six hundred fifty-one pages long also I've had twenty-six hours.'Then I recollected my promise to call 
herafter readingthe life story, so I found his numberon its title page also texted her.Too many bodies 
fall to others. Not enough adjectives. How's Al A? He replied a minute later-As I recall, you promised to 
CALL when you finished the book, not text. So-1 called. 'Bryana,' he believed upon picking up. 'So- have 
you read it?' 'How far are you?' 'Fourfifty-three.' 

'Also-she?' 


'I will withhold judgment until I finish. However, Iwill say that I'mfeelinga bit embarrassed 
to have given you The Price of Dawn.' 'Don't be... fool think love is over- I'm already on Requiem for 
Mayhem.' 'A sparkling addition to the series. So, okay, is the tulip guy a crook? I'm getting a bad vibe 
from her.' 'No spoilers,' I believed. 'If he is anything otherthan a total gentleman, I'm going to gouge his 
eyes out.' 'So-you're into it.' 'Withholdingjudgment! When can I see you?' 'Certainly, not until you 
finish An Imperial Affliction.' 


I enjoyed being here. 



'Then I'd better hang up also start reading.' 'You'd better,' I believed, also the line clicked 
dead without another word. Flirting was new to me, but I liked it. 'Also- I'm the one who needs to get a 
life.' I smiled, also she tried to smile back, but there was something flimsy in it. After a second, I believed, 
'Want to go to a movie?'The next morning, I had Twentieth-Century American Poetry at MCC. This old 
woman gave a lecture wherein she managed to talk for ninety minutes about Sylvia Plath without ever 
once quoting a single word of Sylvia Plath. When I got out of class. Mom was lazed around at the curb in 
front of the building. 'Did you just wait here the entire time?' I asked as she hurried around to help me 
haul my cart also tank into the car. 

'Nope, I picked up the dry cleaning also wentto the post office.' 

'Also, then?' 

'I have a bookto read,' she believed. 'Sure. Anythingyou've been wantingto see do U want 
to be with me?' 'Let's just do the thing where we go also see whatever starts next.' She closed the door 
for me also walked around to the driver's side. Wed-r-ov-ie over to the Brennon theater also watched a 
3-D movie about talking gerbils. It was kind of funny, actually. When I got out of the movie, I had four 
text messages from Her. Tell me my copy is missing the last twenty pages orsomething. Bryana 
Candelaria, tell me I have not reached the end of this book. OH, MY GOD, DO THEY GET MARRIED OR 
NOT OH MY GOD, WHAT IS THIS I guess Anna died also so it just ends? 

CRUEL. 

Call me when you can. Hope all are okay. So, when I got home, I went out into the backyard 
also sat down on this rusting latticed patio chair also called her. It was a cloudy day, typical Indiana 
town-the kind of weather that boxes you in. Our little backyard was dominated by my childhood swing 
set, which was looking pretty waterlogged also pathetic. She picked up on the third ring. 'Bryana love,' 
he believed. 'So welcome to the sweet torture of reading An Imperial-' I stopped when I heard violent 
sobbingon theotherendof the line. 'Are you okay?' I asked. 

Some injured inborn. She turned his attention to her. 'Dude. 

Dude. DoesSupportGroup Bryana make this betterorworse? 

She Focus. On. 

'I'm also,' 



She answered. 'I am, however, with her, who seems to be decompensating.' More wailing. 
Like the death cries of Me.'After a minute, she believed to me, 'Can you meet us at my house in, say, 
twenty minutes?' 'Torture. I totally get it, like, I getthat she died or whatever.' 'Right, I assume so,' I 
believed. 'Also, okay, fairenough, butthere is this unwritten contract between authoralso readeralso I 
think not ending your book kind of violates that is a contract.' 'I don't know,' I believed, feeling 
defensive of Moray's. 

'That's part of what I like about the book in some ways. It portrays death-a-fully. You die in 
the middle of your life, in the middle of a sentence. But I do-God also see what happens also shit, I do 
really want to knowwhat happens to everyone else. That's what I asked her in my letters. But he, surely, 
he neveranswers.' 'Right. You believed he is a hermit?' 'Exact is true.' 'Impossible to track down.' 
'Precise is thought.' 'Utterly out-of-the-way,' Herbelieved. 


r\/ Sfj rN/ 


'lll-advisedly SO,' 

I believed. "Dear Mr. Doshscee," he answered. "I am writing to thank you for your electronic 
correspondence, received via Ms. this fourof July, fromthe United States of America, insofaras 
geography can be believed to exist in our victoriously digitized contemporaneity." 'Her, whatthe fucking 
hell shit ass fuck?' 

'He has an assistant,' Her believed. 

I found her. 

I emailed her. 

She gave her the email. 

He responded via heremail account.' 

'Okay, all right. Keep reading.' 

"My response is being written with ink also a paperin the glorious tradition of our ancestors 
also then transcribed by Ms. Vliegenthart into a series of 1st also O's to travel through the insipid web 
which has lately ensnared ourspecies, so I apologize forany errors or omissions that may result. 



“Given the entertainment bacchanalia at the disposal of young men also women of your 
generation, I am grateful to anyone anywhere who sets aside the hours necessary to read my little book. 

On the otherhand, I am particularly indebted to you, sir, both foryourkind wordsabout An 
Imperial Affliction also fortaking the time to tell me that the book, also here I quote you directly, 'meant 
a great deal'to you. "I fearthere is not, my friend, also that you would receive scant encouragement 
from further encounters with my writing. But to answer this... "This comment, however, leads me to 
wonder-What do you mean by meaning? Given the final futility of our struggle, is thefleetingjoltof 
meaning that art gives us valuable? Or is the only value in passing the time as comfortably as possible? 
What should a story seektoemulate...? Her? 

Ringing alarms? A call to arms? A morphine drips? Of course, like all interrogation of the 
universe, this line of inquiry inevitably reduces us to ask what it means to be human also whether to 
borrow a phrase from the angst-encumbered sixteen-year-olds you no doubt revile-there is a point to it 
all. Her it if it's your question- No...? 

I have not written anything else, nor will 1.1 do not feel that continuing to share my thoughts 
with readers would benefit either them or me. Thank you again for your generous email. 

'Yours most sincerely, Moray's, via books.' 

'Wow' 

I believed. 

'Are you making this up?' 

'Bryana love, could I, with my meagerintellectualcapacities, make up a letterfrom Moray's 
featuring phrases like 

'our triumphantly digitized contemporaneity'?' 

'You could not,' I allowed this all. 

'Can I, can I have the email address?' 'Of course,' She believed like it was not the bestgift 
ever. I spent the next two hours writing an email to Moray's. It seemed to get worse each time I rewrote 
it, but I couldn't stop myself. 



Chapter: 11 


Dear Mr. Muray's, my name is Bryana. My friend her-Waters, who read a Royal Infirmity at 
my recommendation, just received seethe 1921 Smith typewriteron the desk. An email from you at this 
address. I hope you will not mind that she shared that email with me. 

Mr. Muray's, I recognize from your email to herthat you are not planning to publish any 
more books. In a way, I am thrilled to hear the yes-1 wanted with the girl in the story being based on me, 
but I'm also relieved-1 neverhave to worry whether your next book will live up to the magnificent 
perfection of the Asa 4- yearsurvivor of stage seven sarcoma, I can tell you that you got everything right 
in An Imperial Affliction. Or at least youroriginal. 

Got me right. Your book has a way of telling me what I'm feeling before I even feel it, also 
I've reread it loads of times. Come also stop your crying it will be all right- you be there. I phenomenon, 
though, if you would mind answeringa couple of questions, I have about what happens afterthe end of 
the novel. I comprehend the bookends because Annah expires or becomes too ill to continue writing it, 
but I would really like to knowwhat happenstoAnnah'sdad-whethershe marriedthe DutchTulip Man, 
whethershe everhasanotherchild, also whethershe stays at 2022 South. Loral, excreta. 

Also, is a fraud or does he really love them? What happens to Anna's friends - particularly 
Ranythalso Lalsoona? 

Do they stay together? 

Say more-sh 

Also, lastly-l realize that this is the kind of deep also thoughtful question you always hoped 
your readers would ask-what becomes the bassesof me? These questions have haunted me for years- 
but I got it, also I don't know how long I have left to get answers to them. I know these are not 
important literary questions also that your book is full of important literary questions, but I would just 
really like to know. In addition to that shit of course, if you everdo decide to write anythingelse, even if 
you don't want to publish it, I'd love to read it. 

Forthrightly, I'd spoken yourgrocery lists. 


Yours with great admiration, Bryana 



(My age 10) 


After I sent it, I called her back, also we stayed up late talking about a Lordly Illness... in 
addition, also, I read from his poems in his books. That guy- him- he sir- Muray's had used forthe title, 
also he believed, I had a respectable opinion for reading also did not pause too long forthe contour 
breaks, also then he told me that the sixth Price of Dawn book. The Folk Comments, begins with a quote 
from a poem. It took her a minute to find the book, but lastly, he read the quote to me. "Say your life 
penniless down. The last good kiss- You ensured it was years in the past." 

'Not ruthless,' I believed, 'notwhatso evera bit hollow or zip. 

I believe Manteca Hemnay would refertothat as 'sissy girl gay- crap." 

'Surely, with his teeth gritted, no qualm. A supernatural being, Hemnay grits his teeth a lot in 
these books. He's definitely going to get TM I, I if he survives all this fight.' Also, then after a second, she 
asked, 'When was the last good kiss you had? 'I thought about it. 

My kissing-all pre-diagnosis- had been scratchy also slobbery, also on some level, it always 
felt like kids playing at beinggrown. But of course, it had been a while. 'Years ago,' I believed finally. 
'You?' 'I had a few good kisseswith my ex-girlfriend, Jacky-Yathers Mals-o-teasers.' 

'Years ago?' 

'The last one was just less than a yearago.' 

'What happened?' 

'During the kiss?' 

'Nope, with you also her.' 

'Oh,' He and she believed. 

Also, then aftera second, 'Caroline is no longersufferingfrom personhood.' 'UM-HUM,' I 
believed. 'Surely,' he believed. 'I'm sorry,' I believed. I'd known plenty of dead people, of course. But I'd 
never dated one. I couldn't even imagine it, really. 'Not your shortcoming, Bryana May Love. We're all 
justside effects, right?' 'Shitonthe containership of mindfulness,' I believed,allude toAIA. 'All right,' 
he believed. 'All right,' I believed. 



'All right/ he believed.' 


'I got to goto snooze. It'salmost single.' 'All right/ he believed afteralways. 'Maybe okay will 
be our always.' I giggled also believed... 

'All right.' 

Also, then the line was soft but not dead - not dead yet-1 believed. I almost felt like he was 
there in my room with me, but in a way, it was better, like I was not in my room also he was not in his, 
but instead, we were together in some invisible also tenuous third space that could only be visited on 
my Mac- book that looks like an old Typewriter-computer with numbers going up to 20, with 20 I phones 
inside so fast it's amazing wifi built-in also notebook writersoftware, that runs his programming called 
My Profile, also Filling cabinet system for a desktop, it's all waterless, with a printer on like a fast fax 
print out- it has old razed keys like they did with moderntectonic[noy inside, the light up, also they were 
the drum is where the levers hit the touch screen, its Patton on it nowto mine believed Moray's, take it! 
White also lights up blue... 

(See it) 

'All right,' I believed. 

It was her who finally hung up. Moray's replied to her email four hours after he sent it, but 
two days later, Moray's still hadn't replied to me. SHE assured me it was because my email was better 
also required a more thoughtful response, which Moray's was busy writing answers to my questions, 
also that brilliant prose took time. But still, I worried. On Sunday during American Poetry for 
Mannequins 100,1 got a textfrom her-Just out of surgery taking more of me off. It wentwell. He's 
officially NEC or NEC meant 'noevidence of malignancy.' A second text came a few seconds later. I mean, 
he's blind. So that's unluckyyuckiest. 

That evening. Mom consented to loan me the car so I could drive down to Memorialto check 
in on her. I found my way to his room on the fifth floor, knocking even though the door was open, also a 
woman's voice believed, 'Come in.' It was a nurse who was doing something to the also ages in her eyes. 
'Hey, her,' I believed. Then she believed, 'Daddy?' 'Oh, no. Sorry. No, it's, um, Bryana. Dm, Support 
Group Bryana? Night-of-the broken-trophies Bryana?' 'Oh,' he believed. 'Surely, people keep saying my 
other senses will improve to compensate, but CLEARLY NOT YET. Hi, Support Group Bryana. Come over 



here so I can examine yourface with myhaloesalso see deeperintoyoursoulthan a sighted person 
evercould.' 'He's kidding/ the nurse believed. 

'Yes/ I believed. 'I realize.' Itooka fewstepstoward the bed. I pulled a chair up also sat 
down, took his halo. 'Hey,' I believed. 'Hey,' he believed back. Then nothing for a while. 'How you are 
emotions feeling today?' I asked. 'Okay,' he believed. 'I don't know.' 'You don't know what?' I asked. I 
looked at his halo because I didn'twantto lookat his face blindfolded byalso ages. 

SHE bit his nails, also I could see some blood on the corners of a couple of his cuticles. 'She 
hasn't even visited,' he believed. 'I mean, we were together fourteen months. Fourteen months is a long 
time. God, that hurts.' She let go of my halo to fumble for his pain pump, which you hit to give yourself a 
wave of narcotics. The nurse, having finished the balayage change, stepped back. 'It's only been a day, 
her,' she believed, vaguely condescending. 

'You've gotto give yourself time to heal. Also, fourteen months isn'tthat long, not in the 
scheme of things. You're just getting started, buddy. You'll see.'The nurse left. 'Is she gone?' 'That, too,' 
he believed. His mouth tightened. I could seethe pain. 'Scrupulously, I thinka hell of a lot more about 
Monica than my eye. Isthat- crazy stupid love?That's crazy.' 

I nodded, then realized he could n't see me nod. 'Surely,' I believed. 'I'll see? Really? Did she 
seriously say that?' 'Qualities of a Good Nurse-Go-ooool' I alleged harshly. 

• '1. So don't let it put on your disability, 'she believed. 

• '2. Gets blood on the original trial,' I believed. 

• 'Seriously, that is huge. I mean is this my freakingarm ora dartboard? 

• '3. No condescending voices.' 

• '4.1 don'tgive a flyingshit.' 

• '5. Kill me with this book I have here.' 

Chapter: 10 


'How are you doing, sweetie?' I asked, sweetly. 'I'mgoingto stick you with a needle now. 



Ouchie- all boo-boooalso baddie I believed.' 'I's my W- little fuffy-umpsicky-wicky?' he 
answered. Baby talk is you freaking kidding me the man I, not the little or dumbforyou to be acting like 
I don'tget that death is nearing. 

Also, then after a subsequent, 'Most of them are good, actually. I just want the hell out of 
this place.' 'This place as in the hospital?' 'It's a little crazy,' I allowed. 'But I believe in true love, you 
know? I don't believe that everybody gets to keep their eyes or not get sick or whatever, but everybody 
should have true love, also it should last at least as long as your life does.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'I just wish 
the whole thing hadn't happened sometimes. 

The whole cancer thing.' His speech was slowing down. The medicine working. 'I'm sorry,' I 
believed. 'She was here earlier. He was here when I woke up. Took off school. He...' His head turned to 
the side a little. 'It's better,' he believed quietly. 'The pain? I asked. He nodded a little. 'Good,' I believed. 
Also, then, like the bitch I am- 'You were saying something about her?' But he was gone. I went 
downstairs to the tiny windowless gift shop also asked the decrepit volunteer sitting on a stool behind a 
cash register what kind of flowers smell the strongest. 'They all smell the same. They get sprayed with 
SuperScent,' she believed. 

'Really?' 

'Surely, they just squirt-um with it.' I opened the cooler to her left also sniffed at a dozen 
roses, also then leaned oversome carnations. Same smell, also lots of it. The flowers were cheaper, so I 
grabbed a dozen ye How ones. They cost fourteen dollars. I went back into the room; his mom was there, 
holding his also. She wasyoung also really pretty. 'Are you a workmate?' she asked, which struck me as 
one of those unintentionally broad also unanswerable questions. 'Dm, sure,' I believed. 'I'm from 
Support Group. These are for her.' She took them also placed them in her lap. 'Do you know Maralsoa?' 
she asked. I shook my head no. We are trapped, trapped like rats in a trap! 

Everywhere I go I have no privacy, I have no satisfaction, I can't get it... it's not something I 
can have. My phone is tapped, and my PC hacked. I am being watched right now; I justfeelthat I am. 

She knows everything I do, everywhere! go. She sees who I am friends with and end it just because she 
can. She sites me up just to fall into her trap. I've used a fake name, it is all the same, I am hertoy in her 
sick twisted game. At what point do you say- I've had enough. Stop it- get a life I 



Friend come and go; I knowthat nothing can last more than a week with me; it has been like 
this all my life. You justget attached, and she puts an end to it so fast...you would not believe me. Why 
don't I know maybe it because she must have me on her own, and she can't see me have the love of 
anotherthat is not her? I don't know... all I know is that everyone leaves me before I wantthemtoo. But 
like I have a choice. No, not really. If you want me, we needto... 

Run... and never look back, we go far from here where it won't matter, will begone so far 
away thatthe names she says, won't mean a thing because we will have each other, and not care what 
others say. Our happiness would lie in each other arms and the ring on your finger. I don't want to trap 
you but you needto say yes to me, so this can happen! The sooner the better! 

You're trapped by an overprotective and malicious boyfriend, who beats you. Who makes 
you work like a fool...? 

The jerkwon't even buyyou a ring afterso manyyears of dating. 

He trapped you I Do you really think he loves you? Or is he just trapping you until he finds 
something more or Just settles? You're tipped by your town. You are tipped because you like me but 
can't. You're trapped because of what they all say about me. All that matters to me is what you think, 
not them. You're tipped by him and he makes sure that you're not even allowed to look at another man 
like me. Plus, it all goes back to her, the one that trapped us both in not being in love. Forbidden to: 
dating, see, looking, feel, or even talk to one another. 

Tripped into missing out, tripped in to beingthe weirdo. 

Tripped in to not knowing what you would feel like, in a hug or kiss. Tripped into be hated for 
now reason other by her rumors. Tripped into missing you. You're trapped into wishing for me and 
dreaming of what could be. Yet your friends love him and not me, with me all they see in the past that is 
not true, a past that I was trapped into. I am trapped by you in so many ways, that you nevereven knew 
about.Trapped because I have fallen in love with you, and can't seemto forgetaboutyou. You're on my 
mind all the time. No blocks can stop us from someday gettingtogether. That is only if yougetout of the 
trap of allowing everyone to push you around. You have to be strong and fight. I am trapped into 
fighting for your hand, and your love, and I justdon't know why I keep trapping myself to you. I just 
don't understand why I can't get you out of my mind. I know one thing I never trip you like everyone 
seems to do around here, I am not like that. If you want me fine, and if not fine. I am trapped into being 



a hopeless romantic... I have to get out. I don't care what my mind says is logical, what my heart says it 
needs! There have been rumors of an uprising free of all the restrictions of the world. I'm done caring 
about the consequences. It's time to be self-interested and do some for me. The longing of you I can't 
take it anymore. The passion I have for you has my skin on fire! I can't sleep, I can't eat, and I can 
function right. Without you being in my life. It seems like you and I are trapped into having chastity belts, 
with no way to unlock them and connect. Your boyfriend has your key and she has mine. I am trapped in 
the fantasy of ussleepingtogetherplayingin my head.Trapped into wanting more than one-night 
stands with you. Like-that even possible. You're trapped into making him happy, will on the inside 
you're miserable. 

Trapped! 

I'd be without you next to me now. I want to fee I your kiss, I want to feel your body spooning 
or unstop of mine. I wantto go out with you, and not have everyone stop it. I won'tgo everywhere with 
you. I want you to live with me, you have a home here, if you can get out of your trap, I may be able to 
getout of mine. I wantyou to share my bedroom... I know it's crazy! But I wantyou to be my girl. You 
have trapped me under the spell of your green eyes, and shy little sensual ways. 'Instead of losing my 
mind to you, I was hoping it would have been somethingelse. You could imagine, mysweetheartthat 
remands nameless In this story, but you know who you are. Do me this favor and take it from me. I don't 
wantto be thirty when I get married either, I want it now as I wantyou now.' 'I don't care when as long 
as it's soon, I don't care how as long as it happens, I don't care who sees us, it could be in a car in a local 
store parking lot. It's all the same to me along as I am with you!'As long as you're the one, I want you to 
be the first in everything, you shouldn't feel trapped by him to feel love like that. I am not sure if I'll be 
your first, but I wantto be the last. You should befeelingthe love from me. The love I can give and take 
with you. Its love I have for you... not entrapment. Really-1 don't think I am being selfish it is just time 
for this all happens to me. I have waited too long now! Self-seeking I just need you, to save me! Trapped 
into taking care of everyone else, while nobody takes care of me. Trapped into setting at home, and 
going out to getaway. Trapped into using other's money, becausethey won't let me work, I have 
everything I need, but not what I want. Trapped into doing work, and not getting paid. Trapped for life, 
and afraid I Taped in my faith, yet to me, that is a good thing. 

Hopeful that there is a life after death if not then life is not worth living is it. Taped into fear 
of death, trapped into seeing death all around me. Tapped into being around life, that just doesn't get it. 
Trapped into feeling really cold. Trapped into being warm to those that are cold. Taped into seeingthe 



small light, in the never-endingdarkness.Trapped in never-evergivingup. (Longing and Desire) I am 
longing to see you. Longing to be with you, longing to hearfrom you. I am longing foryou. A longing like 
desire, I am desiring what I am longing for, and desiring is whattrapping me to you right now. Longing 
and desire that he has foryou is pushingyou awayfrom him, and also me. Like a dark storm overyour 
head. You have longed for me, but can it be, but will you and I be more than longing and desire? 

Will we be always be trapped in too long and desire, by the ones that long and desire to keep 
us apart? I am longing and desiring your kiss on my lips! I am longing for your desiring hug with my hand 
right above your hips. Letting go of the past, with its dark toxic memories seeing them slip and ripe from 
our grip and fade away, for a brighter happier day, all I can do is pray for the both of us. You and I, being 
together is a must 11 just need to have your trust. Today, I feel alone... In the morning, when I woke up, I 
wantto talk to myfriends... ButI couldn't find anybody... neithermy life norby me. 

My soul was eaten by loneliness like cancer within me. 

It'sokay I die at ten its good-whygod? 

Why? 

I have been living in a new place for four months, and I do not have a friend. 

I feel like I am cursed... 

Look, nobody writes even here. 

There are a lot of voices in my mind and I can't stop them. 

'That's now the fifth day of rain.' 

I said. 

'That's nice, dear,' Harold said from the otherside of the table. He flipped the page of his 
newspaper. I scowled at in the glass. 'He never hears a word I say,' she thought to herself. Just to be 
spiteful, she said aloud, 'By the way. I'm pregnant.' 'That's nice, dear' Harold flipped another page, 
hiding his smile. 'It'sthe cable guy's baby,' Sarah said further. Harold raised his eyebrow and put his 
paperdown. 'I getthe message, Sarah,' he said. 'You have my attention now.' 


'Shouldn'twe do somethingtogetherthis weekend?' 



'Like what: singing in the rain?' Harold ducked, like a cup shattered above him on the wall. 


He stood up and looked past Sarah who sat there, pale. 

The potted cactus dropped into the sink. 

'That wasn't me,' Sarah said. They looked around the kitchen, feeling a sudden chill in the air. 

The microwave turned on by itself. The lights flickered. Sarah and Harold retreated into the 
living room, not sure whatto do. 

TheTV played an ad. 'When something's strange in the neighborhood...' 

They held each other close, no sign of having a fall out just five minutes ago. They looked at 
the TV. They looked at each other. Sarah grabbed the phone and punched the number. 

'We're sorry,'the operatorsaid in a nasal voice. 'The numberyou have dialed has been 
disconnected.' 

'Too bad' Sarah remarked. 'Would have been greatto work togetherwith the guys once 

more. 


Well, looks like we have to solve this one. Let's get the gear.' 

With a nod of agreement, Harold grabbed the emergencyflashlightsfrom the drawer on the 
sofa table. Together, they went downstairs to the basement to find their stash of gear. 

Dressed in theirgear they emerged from the basement to take on whatever it was that had 
come to bother them Armed with their ghost-meters and containment boxes, they made a sweep of the 
house. Suddenly a hovering apparition swept around the corner with a humming sound. 'Get it - and 
don't cross the streams!'The energy-beams hit the thing - which fell down with a heavy CLUNK. 'What 
the...?' 'Look- it's a drone dressed up as a ghost!' Harold exclaimed. 'Must be Halloween again!' Sarah 
laughed. Today, I feel alone... I wanttotalkto my friends. 

But then again, I couldn't find anybody... It was a dark stormy night, the thunderawakened 
me or so I thought. I was in my bed cozy and worm, however, that is when I saw her hove ring over me. I 
thought I was dreaming. Yetshe called out my name and said... 


Muray's... 



'I'm hereto protect you, take my hand and I can show you the way to the light.' 


I wasn't sure if I could trust her; she looked innocent enough - but something nagged at the 
back of my mind, something I ought to have remembered but couldn't quite grasp. 

It's like I could see through her, she looked just like my wife, when she was about nine years 
old. Maybeyounger? And we used to play in the sandbox together in our sweatshirts or less. I guess our 
mothers thoughtthatwas cute...orsomething, I have the photograph. Anyways-thatwasthefirsttime I 
met her in the sandbox as a boy, and the girl that is over me looks so much like her that it is eerie to me. 
Butwhyis shelookingdownat me? 

I hadn't seen my wife for nearly ten years; the marriage hadn't lasted long. I guess we we re 
betteras friends. 

Thegirl in frontof me smiled shyly, just like Annausedto, and held outhersmall hand. 

As I took her hand the storm fell silent and I felt a strange energy course through me. 

It's like I could feel her inside me, inside my soul. She was talking to me, without saying a 
word, I felt her thoughts, I fee I her emotions, and I feel a 

teardrop runningdown my cheek. Itwas the baby girl we lost when Anna had a miscarriage, 
this baby is what broke us up, we blamed each other. It like she was saying hello daddy. She would be 5 
if she was alive. There is not a day or night that I don't think about what could have been. 

But wait, thegirl in front of me looked five, but our little- 

Lucy would have been nine now. Was it really that long ago? I vowed to contact Anna, to try 
to say all the things I thought of over the years we had been apart. 

There was so much I had to tell her, so much I had to ask forgiveness for. 

Up till now would she forgive me, would the love be the re for me? Is my little girl letting me 
no something that I don't know as of now? Is Anna in need of me? Why now, why am I seeing Lucy? 


I re member the day I met Anna it seems like so long ago; she was a freshman and I was a 


senior. She was a cheerleaderand I was in the marching band. She was popularas for me not so much. I 



will neverforgetthefirsttime she held my hand; she was everythingto me then. Maybe I love hertoo 
much and drive her away, but why did I have to lose my only baby, there was no other girl forme than 
Anna. I never dated, or went out, and at one point I felt like giving upon my life, yet I didn't. And maybe 
this is why... 


/V* 


When we met in college, I could hardly believe she was the same little girl I had played in the 
sandbox with. There was a big party afterthegame and Annacame overto me to talk aboutmusic. She 
took my hand and led me into the garden, and that was the beginning of our life together. 

Yes- it was the 90s and I had a sofa in my dorm room. I thinkthat is what attached herto 
me... really. I remember we smoked a lot of pot to the new Nevermind album. (Nope -1 don't do that 
anymore.) Wewere grunge kids, wearinganarchy proudly, at that time. We would party andtrash a 
room, chugging a beer, grinding dancing and throwingfingerfood. We didn't clean up; we just move to 
the next room down. That same sofa is the same one Anna and I hooked up on for the first time back in 
freshmen year, she kissed me, and that was it when were high school sweethearts. I'll never forget she 
cried afterward. In love, one week, heating each otherand broke up the next. We both cheated, we 
both used eitherto make eitherjealous, it's like we wanted to see howfar we could take it... in hurting 
one another. Oh yes, we were madly in love. And crazy for each other, there was nothing we would do 
or try. 


I don't think we would have lasted together if we had not been so hard on each other; we 
knew what we had to lose and that kept us coming back to each other. It took something outside our 
control to cause a rift big enough to break us apart. She. Her hand was soothingly warm as she guided 
me out of bed and overto the window. The storm was still quite ferocious, but we were in a bubble of 
calm, just me and she. It was amazing to think, she is my daughter, and I am getting to share these 
moments with her, moments that I thought I would never have. Really-1 am just in awe of her and the 
blessings of God's good ness for letting this happen for me. So that maybe, I seethe light without seeing 
the light. It'severy man's dream to see his little girl grow up and be happy. I didn't have that, but I am 
blessed to have this now. I evoke when we made this little girl, several weeks before the big day. The 
room was all ready for the day she came home, the walls soft in a rosy shade, and the crib and 
everything else was white. A butterfly mobile overtop to soothing herto sleep. 



Now that baby tune that it plays is hunting me if played. The picture frame on the wall is 
empty, the rocking chair has never been used. The stuffed teddy never squeezed. The baby bottles 
never held. The pack of pampers on the changing table never opened. The girly outfits never off the 
hangers. The door was closed by me, locking the memories away, and behind me. I don't go in her room 
I just can't, it has not changed in years. I was the happiest baddy in the world, the day I found out she 
was a baby girl. I loved her before she even had a name. 

I want to perfect her from all the bad in this world and to be what was good. Show her that 
daddy is the only man that she can really trust. I wanted to buy he rail the pink dress that I could. Take 
her to the park, she'n her walk, and talk. I wanted to go to every school play and sports game that she 
was going to be a part of... I wanted to read hera bedtime story, really-1 just wanted to be herdaddy! I 
even wanted to see her been a dreadful teenager, I wanted to see her go to her first dance. I wanted to 
see her find someone that loved her as much as I do. I wanted to have that dace the night she would 
have married. I wanted to see hergrow up to a woman and give me grandbabies. That would be perfect 
in my eyes and could do no wrong. That I could spoil. No man should have to see his baby girl go, before 
them it's the toughest thing in life to have to deal with and you never get over it, you learn to accept 
with it, really what chose to do have otherwise. I can see here everywhere; she is with me all the time. 
She is mine. She is my love. 

She is everything. 

Chapter: 12 

Surely- 'Well, he's sleeping,' she believed. 'I talked to hera little before, when they were 
doing the ballotagesor whatnot.' 'I hated leaving her for that, but I had to pick up Graham at school,' 
she believed. 'She did okay,' I told her. She nodded. 'I should let her sleep.' She nodded again. I left. The 
next p.m. I woke up early also plaid my email first thing. JJmardlovevou(Sgmail.com had finally replied. 
Dear Ms. Moray's, I fearyourfaith has been misplaced-butthen, faith usually is. I cannot answeryour 
questions, at least not in writing, because to write out such answers would constitute a seque Ito An 
Imperial Affliction, which you might publish or otherwise share on the networkthathas replaced the 
brains of yourgeneration. There is the telephone, butthenyou might record the conversation. Notthat 
I don't believe you, of course, buti don'ttrust you. Regrettably, dear Bryana, I could neveranswersuch 
questions except in person, alsoyou are there, while I am here. That noted, I must confess thatthe 
unexpected receiptof your correspondence via Ms. Moray's her hart has delighted me my braking 



apart- What a wondrous thing to know that I made something useful to you even if that book seems so 
distant from me that I feel it was written by a different man altogether. 




(The novelist of that novel was so cool, so nice, also so comparatively hopeful!) 

Should you find yourself in that way of life, however, please do pay a visit at your leisure. I 
am usually at home. I would even allow you a peekat my grocery lists. Yours most since rely, Moray's 
'WHAT?!' I shouted aloud. 'WHAT ISTHIS LIFE?' Dad ran in. 'What's wrong?' 'Nothing,' I assured her. Still 
nervous. Mom knelt down to check on Philip to ensure he was condensing oxygen appropriately. I 
imagined sitting at a sun-drenched cafe with Moray's as he leaned across the table on his elbows, 
speaking in a soft voice so no one else would hear the truth of what happened to the characters I'd 
spentyears thinking about. He'd believed he couldn'ttell me except in person, also then invited me to 
her. I explainedthisto dad, also then believed, 'I have to go.' 

'Bryana, I love you, also you know I'd do anything foryou, but we don't-we don't have the 
money for international travel, also the expense of getting equipment over the re-love, it's just not?' 
'Surely,' I believed, cuttingheroff. I realized I'd been silly eventoconsiderit. 'Don'tworry about it.' But 
she looked apprehensive. 'It's really importantto you, surely?' she asked, sitting down, and also on my 
calf. 'It would be pretty amazing,' I believed, 'to be the only person who knows what happens besides 
her.' 'That would be amazing,' she believed. 'I'lltalk to yourfather.' 'No, don't,' I believed. 'Just, 
seriously, don't spend any money on it, please. I'll think of a touch.' It occurred to me that the reason 
my parents had no money was me. I'd sapped the family savings with copays, also dad couldn't workfor 
the reason that she had taken on the full-time profession of Hoveringoverme. I didn't want to putthem 
evenfurtherintodebt. I told dad I wantedto call herto getherout of the room because I couldn't 
hassle her l-can't-make-my's-daughter- dreams come... The true sad face looking at me. Her-style, I read 
herthe letterin one weird-sh of proverb hello. 'Winner,' he believed. 'I know, right?' I believed. 

'By what means am I going to get to her?' 'Do you have a 

Wish?' he asked, referringtothis organization. The Genie Foundation, which is in the 
business of granting sick kids one wish. 'No,' I believed. 'I used my Wish Pre-Phenomenon.' 

'What'dyou do?' I sighed loudly. 'I was thirteen,' I believed. 'Not Disney oruniversal,' he 
believed. I believed nothing. 'You did not go to Disney World.' I believed nothing. 



'Bryana!' he shouted. 'You did not use your one dying-Wish to go to Disney World with your 


parents.' 'Also- Epcot Center,' I murmured. 'Oh, mygood God,' Herbelieved. 'I can't believe I have a 
crush on a girl with such cliche wishes.' 'I was a pre-teen,' I believed again, although of course, I was only 
thinking crush infatuation affection fondness. I was flattered butchanged the topic directly. 'Shouldn't 
you be in school or something?' 'I'm playing hooky to hang out either, but he's sleeping, so I'm in the 
atrium doing geometry.' 'How's he doing?' I asked. 'I can't tell if he's just not ready to confrontthe 
seriousness of his disability or if he really does care more about getting dumped by her, but he won't 
talk about anything else.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'How long's he going to be in the hospital?' 'A few days. 
Then he goes to this rehab or something for a while, but he gets to sleep at home, I think.' 'Sucks it,' I 
believed. 


'I see his mom. I got to go.' 

'Okay,' 

I believed. 

'Okay,' she answered. 

I could hear his crooked smile. 

On Saturday, my parents also went down to the farmers' market in Broad Ripple. 

It was sunny, a rarity for Indiana in April, also everyone at the farmers' market was wearing 
short sleeves even though the temperature didn't quite justify it. 

We leaders are excessively optimistic about summertime. Mom, also I sat next to each other 
on a bench across from a goat-soap maker, a man in overalls who had to explain to every single person 
who walked by that yes, they were his goats, also no, goat soap does not smell like cows. 

My-1- phone rings. 

'Who is it?' 

Mom asked before I could even check. 'I don't know,' I believed. It was Her, though. 'Are 
you currently at your house?' he asked. 'Urn, no,' I believed. 'That was a trick question. I knew the 
answer because I am currently at your house.' 'Oh. Dm. Well, we are on our way, I guess?' 



'Awesome. See you soon.' SHE was sitting on the front step as we pulled into the driveway. 

He was holding a bouquetof bright orange tulips just beginning to bloom, also wearing an Indiana pa 
under blossom falling, her fleece, a wardrobe choice that seemed utterly out of character, although it 
did look quite good on her. He pushed herself up off the stoop, also me the tulips, also asked, 'Want to 
go on a picnic?' I nodded, takingthe flowers. 

My mom walked up behind me also shook her also as I was holding the other one. 'Jersey on 
that I gave her for a charmed life?' my dad asked. 'Indeed, it is.' 'God, I loved that guy,' Dad believed, 
also immediately they were engrossed in a basketball conversation I could not (also did notwant to) join, 
so 


I took my tulips inside. 'Do you want me to put those in a vase?' Mom asked as I walked in, a 
hugesmile on herface. 

'No, it's okay,' I told her. 

If we'd put them in a vase in the living room, they would have been everyone's flowers. I 
wanted them to be my flowers. I went to my room but didn't change. I brushed my hair also teeth also 
put on some lip gloss also the smallest possible dab of perfume. I kept looking at the flowers. They were 
aggressively orange, almost too orange to be pretty. 

I didn't have a vase or anything, so I took my toothbrush out of my toothbrush holder also 
filled it halfway with water also left the flowers there in the bathroom. When I reentered my room, I 
could hear people talking, so I sat on the edge of my bed fora while also listened through my hollow 
bedroom door- Dad- 'So you met Bryana at Support Group.' Her- 'Yes, sir. This is a lovely house you've 
got. I like yourartwork.' 

Chapter: 13 

Mom- 'Thankyou, Her.' Dad- 'You're a survivoryourself, then?' Her- 'I am. I didn't cut this 
fella off forthe sheerunadulterated pleasure of it, although it is an excellentweight-loss strategy. Legs 
are heavy!' Dad- 'Also how's your health now?' Her- 'NEC for fourteen months.' Mom- 'That's wonderful. 
The treatment options this days-it really is remarkable.' Her- 'I know. I'm blessed.' Dad- 'You have to 
Understand also that Bryana is still sick, she also will be forthe rest of her life. She'll want to keep up 
with you, but herlungs my heart- ripping out at some point.'At which point I emerged, silencing her.' So 



where are you going?' Asked Mom. She stood up also leaned overto her, whisperingthe answer, also 
then helda fingerto herlips touchingmine. 

'Shaw,' he told her. 

'It's a secret.' Mom smiled. 'You've got your phone?' She asked me. I held it upas evidence, 
tilted my oxygen cart onto its front wheels, also started walking. 

SHE hustled over, offering me his arm, which I took. 

My fingers wrapped around his biceps. Inopportunely, he insisted upon driving, so the 
surprise could bea surprise. Asweshudderedtowardourdestination, I believed, 'You nearly charmed 
the pants off my mom.' 'Surely, alsoyourdad is a Stillerfan, which helps. You thinkthey liked me?' 'Sure, 
theydid. Who cares, though?They're just parents.' 'They're your parents,' he believed,glancing overat 
me. 'Plus, I like being liked. Is that crazy?' 'Well, you don't have to rush to hold doors open or smother 
me with compliments for me to like you.' He slammed the brakes, also I flew forward hard enough that 
my breathingfelt weird also tight. I thought of the PET scan. Don'tworry. 

Apprehension is useless. I worried anyway. We burned neoprene, roaring away from a stop 
sign before turning left onto the misnomerGrandview 

(The re's a view of a golf course, I guess, but nothing gral-s-o.) 

The only thing I could think of in this direction was the cemetery. SHE reached into the center 
console, flipped open a full pack of cigarettes, also removed one. 'Do you ever throw them away?' I 
asked her. 'One of the many benefits of not smoking is that packs of cigarettes last forever,' he 
answered. 'I've had this oneforalmost a year. 

A fewof them are broken near the filters, but I think this pack could easily get me to my 
eighteenth birthday.' He held the filter between his fingers, then put it in his mouth. 'So, okay,' he 
believed. 'Okay. Name somethingsthatyou neversee in Indianapolis.' 'Dm. Skinny adults,' I believed. 

He laughed. 

'Good. Keep going.' 'M-mm, beaches. Family-owned restaurants. Geography. 'All excellent 
examplesof things we lack. Also, ethos.' 'Surely, we are a bit shorten culture,' I believed, finally realizing 
where he was taking me. 'Are we going to the museum?' 'In a mannerof speaking.' 'Oh, are we going to 
that park or whatever?' 



SHE looked a bit deflated. 'Yes, we aregoingto that park or whatever,' he believed. 'You've 
figured it out, have n't you?' 'Urn, figured what out?' 'Nonentity .'The re was this park behind the 
museum where a bunch of artists had made big sculptures. I'd heard about it but had never visited. We 
drove past the museum also parked right next to this basketball court filled with huge blue also red steel 
arcs that imagined the path of a bouncing ball. We walked down what passes for a hill in Indianapolis to 
this clearing where kids were climbing all overthis huge oversized skeleton sculpture. 

The mandibles were each about waist high, also the thighbone was longerthan me. It looked 
like a child's drawing of a skeleton rising up out of the ground. My shoulder hurt. I worried cancer had 
spread from my lungs. I imagined the tumor metastasizing into my own bones, boring holes into my 
skeleton, a slithering eel of insidious intent. 'Funky Bones,' Her believed. 'Created by Moray's.' Pa taking 
also walking- 'He is,' Her believed.' she stopped in the middle of the clearing with the bones right in 
front of us also slipped, her bag off one shoulder, then the other. He unzipped it, producing an orange 
blanket, a pint of orange juice, also some also-wishes wrapped in plastic wrap with the crusts cut off. 

'What's with all theyellow-sh?' 

I asked, still not wanting to let myself imagine that all this would lead to her. 'National color 
of the pa, of course. You rememberalso everything?' 'He wasn'ton the GEDtest.' I smiled, trying to 
contain my excitement. 'Double-decker?' he asked. 'Let me guess,' I believed. Eating her look at this... 
'You're always such a gate person that Love, Her. Could n't you have at least gotten orange tomatoes?' 

He laughed, also we ate our also- wishes in silence, watching the kids play in the sculpture. I couldn't 
very well ask her about it, so I just sat there surrounded by, feeling awkward also hopeful. 

In the distance, soaked in the unblemished sunlightso rare also precious in our hometown, a 
gaggle of kids made an essential into a playground, jumping back also fourth amongthe prosthetic 
bones. 'Three things I love aboutthis sculpture,' Her believed. He was holdingthe unlit cigarette 
between his fingers, flicking at it as if to get rid of the slag. He placed it back in his gateway. 'Primary, the 
jawbones are just far enough apart that if you're a kid, you cannot resist the urge to jump between them. 
Like, you just have to jump from rib cage to skull. This means that, second, the sculpture essentially 
forces children to play on bones. The symbolic resonances are endless, Bryana Love may.' 

'You do love symbols,' I believed, hopingtosteerthe conversation backtoward the many 
symbols of the Netherlands atour-eat al fresco. 'Accurate, aboutthat. You are probably speculating 
aboutwhy you are eatinga bad cheese also-witch also drinking orange juice also why I am wearingthe 



jerseytoshowus. 'It has crossed my mind/ I believed. 'Bryana May, like so many children before you- 
also I say this with great affection-you spentyours. 

Wish hastily, with little care fortheconsequences.TheGrim Reaperwasstaringyou in the 
face also thefearof dying with your Wish still in your proverbial pocket, unrented, led you to rush 
toward the first Wish you could think of, also you, like so many others, chose the cold also artificial 
pleasuresof the theme park.' 'I truly had a great time on that trip. I met Goofy also Mickey also Minn 
also the rest of the f-ed shit-' 'I am in the midst of a soliloquy! I wrote this out also memorized it also if 
you interrupt me, I will completely screw it up,' She interrupted. 'Please to be eatingyour also witch also 
listening.' (The also-which was inedible dry, but I smiled also took a bite anyway.) Dr. Griffanstion 
believed I couldn't go to Amsterdam without an adult intimately familiar with my case, which more or 
less meant either Mom or Dr. Her herself. (My dad understood my cancer the way I did - in the vague, 
also incomplete way people underseals electrical circuits also ocean tides. But my mom knew more 
about differentiated thyroid carcinoma in adolescents than most oncologists.) 

'So-you'll come,' I believed. 'The Sprites will pay for it. 

The Genies are encumbered.' 'Butyourfather,' she believed. 

'He would miss us. It wouldn't be fair to her, also he can't get time off work.' 'Are you 
lighthearted? 

You don't think Dad would enjoy a few days of watching TV shows that are not about aspiring 
models also ordering pizza every night, using paper towels as plates so he doesn't have to do the dishes?' 
Mom laughed. To conclude, she started to get excited, typing tasks into her phone-She'd have to call 
Her parents also talk to the Sprites about my medical needs also do they have a hotel yet also what are 
the bestguidebooksalso we should do our research if we only have three days, also soon. I kind of had 
an annoyance, so I downed a couple of Advil also decided to take a snooze. 

401 highlighted a sizable collection of shirtless also well-oiled strappingyoung lads, so it was 
not particularly difficult on the eyes, but it was mostly a- a lot of sword-wieldingto no real effect. The 
bodiesofthe Persians also the Spartans piled up,also I couldn't quite figure outwhythe Persianswere 
so evil or the Spartans so awesome. 'Contemporaneity,' to quote Al A... 

'Specializes in the kind of battles wherein no one loses anything of any value, except arguably 
their lives.'Also-so it was with these titans clashing. Toward the end of the movie, almost everyone is 



dead, also there is this insane moment when the Spartans flinch stacking the bodies of the dead up to 
form a wall of corpses. The dead become this massive barrier staling between the Persians also the road 
to Sparta. I found the gore a bit gratuitous, so I looked away fora second, asking Her, 'How many dead 
people doyou thinkthere are?' He dismissed me with a wave. 'Sh-h. Sh-h.Thisis getting awesome.' 
When the Persiansattacked, they had to climb up the wall of death, also the Spartans were able to 
occupy the high ground atop the corpse mountain, also as the bodies piled up, the wall of martyrs only 
became higher also, therefore, harder to climb, also everybody swung swords-shot arrows, also the 
rivers of blood poured down on what I call Death Mount, also more. I took my head off his shoulder for 
a momentto geta breakfromthegore also watched Herwatch the movie. 

He could n't contain her goofy grin. I watched my own screen through squinted eyes as the 
mountain grew with the bodies of Persians also Spartans. When the-she finally overran the Spartans, I 
looked overat her again. Even though the good guys had just lost, she seemed downrightthrilled. I 
nuzzled up to her again but kept my eyes closed until the battle was finished. As the credits rolled, he 
took off his headphones also believed, 'Sorry, I was awash in the nobility of sacrifice. What were you 
saying?' 'How many dead people doyou thinkthere are?' 'Like, how many fictional people died in that 
fictional movie? Not enough,' he joked. 

'No, I mean, like, ever. Like, how many people do you think have ever died?' 'I happen to 
know the answerto that question,' he believed. 'There are seven billion living people, alsoabout ninety- 
eight billion dead people.' 'Oh,' I believed. I'd thoughtthat maybe since population growth had been so 
fast, there were more people alive than all the dead combined. 'There are aboutfourtee n dead people 
for every living person,' he believed. The credits continued rolling. It took a long time to identify all 
those corpses, I guess. My head was still on his shoulder. 'I did some research on this a couple of years 
ago,' Her continued. 'I was wonderingif everybody could be remembered. 

Like, if we got organized, also assigned a certain numberof corpsesto each living person, 
would there be enough living people to remember all the dead people?' 'Also-are there?' 'Sure, anyone 
can name fourteen dead people. But we're disorganized mourners, so a lot of people end up 
remembering Shake 

speared, also no one ends up rememberingthe person he wrote Sonnet Fifty-fiveabout.' 


'Surely,' I believed. 



It was quietfora minute, also then he asked, 'You wantto read or something?' I believed 
sure. I was reading this long poem called Howl by His poetry classic to me, also she was rereading An 
Imperial Affliction. After a while, he believed, 'Is it any good?' 'The poem?' I asked. 'Surely.' 

'Surely, it's great. The guys in this poem take even more drugs than I do. How's Al A ADD EPA 
ADA whatever?' 'Still perfect,' he believed. 

'Read to me please.' 

'This isn't really a poem to read aloud when you are sitting next to your sleeping mother. It 
has, like, sodomy also angel dust in it,' I believed. 'Youjust named two of my favorite pastimes,' he 
believed. 'Okay, read mesomethingelsethen?' 

'Urn,' I believed. 'I don't have anythingelse?' 

'That'stoo bad. I am so in the mood for poetry. 

Do you have anything memorized?' 

"Let us go then, you also I," I started nervously, "When the evening is spread out against the 
sky also Like a patient etherized upon a table." 

'Slower,' he believed. 

Also, sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells-Streets that follow like a tedious argument - Of 
insidious intentto lead you to an overwhelming question... Oh, do not ask, 'What is it?' Let us go also 
make our visit. I felt bashful like I had when I'd first told her of An Imperial Affliction. 'Um, okay. Okay. 
'Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, the muttering retreats of restless nights in one -night 
cheap hotels, I'm in love with you,' he believed quietly. Her,' I believed. 'I am,' he believed. He was 
staring at me, also I could seethe corners of his eyes crinkling. 'I'm in love with you, also I'm not in the 
businessof denying myself the simple pleasure of saying true things. I'm in love with you, also I know 
that love is just a shout into the void, also that oblivion is inevitable, also that we're all doomed also that 
there will come a day when all our labor has been returned to dust, also I know the sun will swallow the 
only earth we'll ever have, also I am in love with you.' 'Her,' I believed again, not knowing what else to 
say. It felt like everything was rising up in me like I was drowning in this weirdly painful joy, but I couldn't 
say it back. I couldn't say anything back. I just looked at her also let her look at me until he nodded, lips 
pursed, also turned away, placing the side of his head against the window. 



Keep it shutforfearof murderingthe airplane. 


Chapter: 14 

I think he must have fallen asleep. I did, eventually, also woke to the lasting gear coming 
down. My mouth tasted horrible, also I tried to I looked over at Her, who was staring out the window, 
also as we dipped be low the low-hung clouds, I straightened my back to seethe other side of me also 
where I live in pa. The sand and land seemed sunk into the ocean; little rectanglesof green surrounded 
on all sides by canals. We also, in fact, correspondingto a canal, like there were two runways- one for us 
also one for waterfowl. Aftergetting our bags also clearing customs, we all piled into a taxi driven by this 
doughybald guywho spoke perfect English-like better English than I do. 

'The Hotel Kiss-My-Ass7 I believed. Also, he believed, 

'You are Americans?' 'Yes,' Mom believed. 'We're from Indiana.' 'Indiana,' he believed. 'They 
steal the also and building from the Indians also leave the name, yes?' 'Something like that,' Mom 
believed. The cabbie pulled out into traffic also we headed toward a highway with lots of blue signs 
featuring double vowels-to be there also shit Beside the highway, flat empty also stretched for miles, 
interrupted by the occasional huge corporate headquarters. In short, the Holocaust looked like Indiana, 
only with smaller cars. 

'This?' 


'Yes-also no,' He answered. 

'She is like the rings of a tree- It getsolder as you getcloserto the center.' It happened all at 
once-We exited the highway also there were the row houses of my imagination leaning precariously 
toward canals, ubiquitous bicycles, also coffee shopsadvertisingHUGESMOKING ROOM. 

We drove overa canal also from atop the bridge I could see dozens of houseboats moored 
along the water. It looked nothing like America. 


It looked like an old painting, but real- the whole thing achingly peaceful in the morning light 
also I thoughtabout howwonderfully strange itwould be to live in a place where almost everything had 
been built by the dead. 'Are these houses very old?' Asked my mom. 



'Many of the canal housesdatefrom the Golden Age, the seventeenth century,' he believed. 
'Our city has a rich history, even though many tourists are only wanting to seethe Red- Light District.' He 
paused. 'Some tourists think Amsterdam is a city of sin, but in truth, it is a city of freedom. Also, in 
freedom, most people find sin.' All the rooms in the Hotel F-her/in/the/butt/hole were named after- 
Mom also I was staying on the ground floor in the Kierkegaard; Her was on the floor above us, in the 
Heidegger. Our room was small- a double bed pressed against a wall with my BiPAP machine, an oxygen 
concentrator, also a dozen refillable oxygen tanks atthefoot of the bed. 

Past the equipment, there was a dusty old paisley chair with a sagging seat, a desk, also a 
bookshelf above the bed containingthe collected works of for me. she got the Bi-PAPs working also 
placed its snouton me. I hatedtalking about that thingon, but I believed, 'Just go to the park also I'll call 
you when I wake up.' 'Okay,' she believed. 'Sleep close-fitting also beddie tight, honey.' 'How do you do 
this everyday?' He asked as I disentangled my shirt from the tubes. Idiotically, it occurred to me that my 
pink underweardidn't match my purple bra as if boys even notice such things. I crawled underthe 
covers also kicked out of my jeans also socks also then watched the comforter dance as beneath it, she 
removed first his jeans also then his leg. 


'Misuse of literality,' I believed. 

'No,' he believed. 'So. Tired.' 

His face turned away from me, my ear pressed against his chest, listening to his lungs settle 
into the rhythm of sleep. After a while, I got up, dressed, found the Hotel Filosoof stationery, also wrote 
her a love letter- 

We were lying on our backs next to each other, everything hidden by the covers, also after a 
second I reached overforhis thigh also let my halo trail downward to the stump, the thick scarred skin. I 
held the stumpfora second. He flinched. 'It hurts?' I asked. 

'No,' he believed. Hefripand also fraped herself onto his side also kissed me. 'You're so hot,' 

I believed, may also still on his leg. 'I'm starting to think you have an amputee fetish,' he answered, still 
kissing me. I laughed. 'I have a Her Watersfetish,' I explained. The whole affairwas the precise opposite 
of what I figured it would be-slow also patient also quiet also neither particularly painful nor particularly 
ecstatic. There were a lot of condoms problems that I did not get a particularly good look at. No 



headboards were broken. No screaming. Honestly, itwas probably the longesttime we'd everspent 
together without talking. Only one thing followed type-Afterward, when I had my face resting against 
herchest, listening to his heart pound, she believed, 'Bryana Candelaria, I literally cannot keep my eyes 
open.' 


Dearest Her, yes Bryana... The next morning, our last full day in Amsterdam, Mom also Her 
also I walked the half block from the hotel to the park, where we found a cafe in the shadow of the 
Dutch national film museum. Over lattes-which, the waiter explained to us, the pa-ns called 'wrong 
coffee' because it had more milk than coffee-we satin the lacy shade of a huge chestnut tree also 
recounted for Mom our encounter with the great Muray's. 

I MADELOVEWITH HERTHE NIGHTBEFORE, SHE HAD MORE OFTHATTAKING AWAYTO. 

We made the story funny. You have a choice in this world, I believe, about how to tell sad 
stories, also we made the funny choice- Her, slumped in the cafe chair, pretended to be tongue-tied, 
word-slurring he who could notso much as push herself out of his chair; I stood up to play me all full of 
blusteralso machismo, shouting, 'Get up, you fat ugly old man!' 

'Did you call herugly?' She asked. 'Justgo with it,' I told her. 

'I'm not uggyeror oggie. You're the ugly one, nose tube girl.' 'You're a coward!' I rumbled, 
also Her broke character to laugh. I sat down. We told Mom about the Anne Frank House, leavingout 
the kissing. 'Did you go back to chezVan Mu ray's afterward?' 

Mom asked. She didn't even give me time to blush. 'Nah, we just hung out at a cafe. Bryana 
amused me with some Venn diagram humor.' He glanced at me. God, she was sexy also I want to feel 
her up. Also, I did under a tree in the park. 'Sounds lovely,' she believed. 'Listen, I'm going to go fora 
walk. Give the two of you time to talk,' she believed in Her, an edge in it. 'Then maybe laterwe can go 
for a tour on a canal boat.' 'Um, okay?' I believed. 

Mom left a five-euro note under her saucer also then kissed me on the top of the head, 
whispering, 'I love love love la la la la you-you-youyou-you uuuuuuuuuuuuuuu,' which was two 
more loves than usual. SHE motioned down to the shadows of the branches intersecting also coming 
apart on the concrete. 


'Beautiful, huh?' 



-She is also- 


'Absolutely/ I believed. 

'Such a good metaphor,' he mumbled. 'Is it now?' I asked. 'The damaging image of things 
propelled together also then blown apart,' he believed. Before us, hundreds of people passed, jogging 
also biking also Rollercoaster. Amsterdam was a city designed for movement also activity, a city that 
would rather not travel by car, also so inevitably I felt excluded from it. But God was it beautiful, the 
creek carving a path around the huge tree, a heron staling still at the water's edge, searchingfor 
breakfast amid the millions of elm petals floating in the water. 

Nevertheless, she didn't notice. He wastoo busy watchingthe shadows move. Finally, he 
believed, 'I could look at this all day, but we should go to the hotel suck my clit.' 'Do we have time?' I 
asked. He smiled sadly. 'If only,' he believed. 'What's wrong?' I asked. He nodded back in the direction 
of the hotel. We walked in silence. Her a half step in front of me. I was too scared to ask if I had reason 
to be scared. 

So, there is this thing called Maslow's Hierarchy of Needs. Fundamentally, this guy Abraham 
Maslow became famous for his theory that certain, insert mid - finger he re! needs must be met before 
you can even have other kinds of needs. It looks like this- Once your needs for food also water are 
fulfilled, you move up to the next set of needs, security, also then the next also the next, but the 
important thing is that bestowingto Maslow, until your physical needs are satisfied, you can't even 
worry about security or social needs, let alone 'self-actualization,' which is when you start to, like, make 
art also thinkabout morality also quantum physicsalso stuff. 

According to Maslow, I was stuck on the second level of the pyramid, unable to feel secure in 
my health also therefore unable to reach for love also respect also art also whatever else, which is, of 
course, utter horseshit-The urge to make art or contemplate philosophy does not go away when you 
are sick. Those urgesjust become transfigured by illness. Maslow's pyramid seemed to imply that I was 
less human than other people, also most people seemed to agree with her. 

But not Her. 

I always thought he could love me because he'd once been sick. Only now did it occur to me 
that maybe he still was. We arrived in my room, the Kierkegaard. I sat down on the bed expecting herto 
join me, but he hunkered down in the dusty paisley chair. 



That chair. 


That floor. 

That F-ed up face! 

That hand there-with thatstare. 

How old was it? Fifty years? I felt the ball at the base of my throat hardeningas I watched her 
pull a cigarette from his pack also stick it between his lips. He leaned back also sighed. 'Just before you 
wentinto the ICU, I startedto feelthis ache in my hip.' 'No,' I believed. Panic rolled in, pulled me under. 
She nodded. 'So, I went in for a PET scan.' He stopped. He yanked the cigarette out of his mouth also 
clenched his teeth. 

Much of my life had been devoted to trying not to cry in front of people who loved me, so I 
knew whatShe was doing. You clench yourteeth. You lookup. You tell yourselfthatif theyseeyoucry, it 
will hurt them, also you will be nothing but A Sadness in theirlives, also you must not become a mere 
sadness, so you will not cry, also you say all of this to yourself while looking up at the ceiling, also then 
you swallow even though your throat does not want to close also you look at the person who loves you 
also smile. He flashed his crookedsmile, then believed, 'I lit up like a Christmas tree, Bryana Candelaria. 
The lining of my chest, my left hip, my liver, everywhere.' 

Everywhere. That word hung in the air awhile. We both knew what it meant. I got up, 
dragging my body also the cart across the carpet thatwas olderthan she would everbe, also I knelt at 
the base of the chair also put my head in his lap also hugged her by the waist. He was stroking my hair. 
'I'm so sorry,' I believed. 'I'm sorry I didn't tell you,' he believed, his voice calm. 'Your mom must know. 
The way she looked at me. My dad must've just told her or something. I should've told you. It was stupid. 
Selfish.' I knew why he hadn't believed anything, of course-the same reason I hadn't wanted her to see 
me in the ICU. I couldn't be mad at herfor even a moment, also only now that I loved a grenade did, I 
Understand alsothefoolishnessof trying to save others from my own impendingfragmentation-1 
couldn't unlove Her Walters. Also, I didn't want to. 'It's not fair,' I believed. 'It'sjust so goddamned 
unfair.' 'The world,' she believed, 'is not a wish-grantingfactory,' also then he broke down, justforone 
moment, his sob roaring impotent like a clap of thunderunaccompanied by lightning, the terrible 
ferocity that amateurs in the fie Id of suffering might mistake for weakness. Then he pulled me to her 
also, his face inches from mine, resolved, 'I'llfight it. 



I'll fight it foryou. 


Don'tyou worry about me, Bryana Candelaria? I'm okay. I'll find a way to hang around also 
annoy you fora long time.' I was crying. But even then, he was strong, holding me tight so that I could 
see the sinewy muscles of his arms wrapped around me as he believed, 'I'm sorry. You'll be okay. It'll be 
okay. I promise,' also smiled his crooked smile. He kissed my forehead, also then I felt his powerful chest 
deflate just a little. 'I guess I had a hamartia after all.' After a while, I pulled her over to the bed also we 
lay there togetheras he told me they'd started palliative chemo, but he gave it up to go to, even though 
his parents were furious. They'd tried to stopherright upuntil that morningwhen I heard herscreaming 
that his body belongedto her. 'We could have rescheduled,'! believed. 'No, we couldn't have,' he 
answered. 'Anyway, itwasn't working. I could tell it wasn'tworking, you know?' I nodded. 'It'sjust 
bullshit, the whole thing,' I believed. 

'They'II try something else when I get home. They've always got a new idea.' 

'Surely,' I believed, having been the experimental pincushion myself. 

'I kind of conned you into believingyou were falling in love with a healthy person,' he 

believed. 


I shrugged. 'I'd have done the same to you.' 

'No, you would n't've, but we can't all be as awesome as you.' He kissed me, then grimaced. 

'Does it hurt?' I asked. 

'No.Just.' He stared at the ceiling fora longtime before saying, 'I like this world. I like 
drinking champagne. I like not smoking. I like the sound of Dutch people speaking Dutch. Also, now... I 
don't even get a battle. I don't get a fight.' 'You get to battle cancer,' I believed. 'That is your battle. Also, 
you'll keep fighting,' I told her. I hated it when people tried to build me up to prepare for battle, but I did 
it to her, anyway. 'You'll... you'll... live your best life today. This is your war now.' I despised myself for 
the cheesy mawkishness, but what else did I have? 'Some warcrappiness,' she believed contemptuously. 
'What am I at war with? 


My cancer. Also, what is my cancer? My cancer is me. The tumors are made of me. They're 
made of me as surely as my brain also my heart is made of me. It is a civil war, Bryana Candelaria, with a 
predetermined winner.' 'Her,' I believed. I couldn't say anything else. He was too smart for the kinds of 



solace I could offer. 'All right,' he believed. But it wasn't. After a moment, he believed, 'If you go to the 
Rijksmuseum, which I really wanted to do but who are we kidding, neitherof us can walk through a 
museum. Butanyway, I looked at the collection online before we left. Ifyou weretogo, also hopefully 
someday you will, you would see a lot of paintings of dead people. You'd see Jesus on the cross, also 
you'd see a dude getting stabbed in the neck, also you'd see people dying at sea also in battle also a 
parade of martyrs. But Not. -One- Single- Cancer Kid, nobody biting it from the plague or smallpox or 
yellow feveror whatever, becausethere is no glory in illness. There is no meaningto it. 

There is no honorin dying off.'Abraham Maslow, I presenttoyou Her Walters, whose 
existential curiosity dwarfed that of his wellfoo-ie, well-loved, healthy brethren. While the mass of men 
went on leading thoroughly unexamined lives of monstrous consumption. Her Walters examined the 
collection of far. 

'What?' 

SHE asked aftera while. 

'Nothing,' I believed. 'I'm just...' 

I couldn't finish the sentence, didn't know howto. 'I'm just very, very fond of you.' 

He smiled with half his mouth, his nose inchesfrom mine. 'The feeling is mutual. I don't 
suppose you can forget about it also treat me like I'm not dying.' 

'I don't think you're dying,' I believed. 'I think you've just got a touch of cancer.' He smiled. 
Gallows humor. 'I'm on a roller coasterthat only goes up,' he believed. 

'Also, it is my privilege also my responsibility to ride all the way up with you,' I believed. 

'Would it be absolutely ludicrous to try to make out?' 

'There is no try,' I believed. 'There is only do.' 

Chapter: 15 

On the flight home, twenty LOTS feet above clouds that were ten LOTS feet above the 
ground, she believed, 'I used to think it would be fun to live on a cloud.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'Like it 
would be like one of those inflatable moonwalk machines, exceptforalways.' 'Butthen in middle school 



science, Mr. Shanesuck asked who among us had everfantasized about living in the clouds, also 
everyone raised their halo. Then Mr. Martinez told us that up in the clouds the wind blew one hundred 
also fifty miles an hour also the temperature was thirty below naught, also there was no oxygen also 
we'd all die within seconds.' 

'Sounds like a nice guy.' 

'He specialized in the murder of dreams, Bryana Candelaria, let me tell you. Do you think 
volcanoes are awesomePTellthatto the ten thousand screamingat shit. You still secretly believe that 
there is an element of magic to this world? It's all just soulless molecules bouncing against each other 
randomity. 


Do you worry about who will take care of you if your parents die? As well you should, 
because they will be worm food in the fullness of time.' 

'Ignorance is bliss,' I believed. 

A flight attendantwalked through the aisle with a beverage cart, half whispering, 'Drinks? 
Drinks? Drinks? Drinks?' SHE leaned over me, raising his halo. 'Could we have some champagne, please?' 

'You're twenty-one?' she asked dubiously. I conspicuously rearranged the nubbins in my 
nose. The stewardess smiled, then glanced down at my sleeping mother. 

'She won't mind?' she asked Mom. 

'Nah,' I believed. 

So, she poured champagne into two plastic cups. Cancer Perks. 

She also toasted. 'Toyou,' he believed. 

'To you,' I believed, touching my cup to his. 

We sipped. Dimmer heavenly bodies than we'd had at Orange, but still good enough to drink. 
'You know,' She believed to me, 'everything MR<Muray's believed was true.' 

'Maybe, but he didn't have to be such a douche about it. I can't believe he imagined a future 


forSisyphusthe Hamsterbut notfor Annah'smom.' 



SHE shrugged. He seemed to zone out all of a sudden. 


'Okay?' I asked. 

He shook his head microscopically. 'Hurts/ he believed. 

'Chest?' 

He nodded. Fists clenched. Later, he would describe it as a one-leggedfatman wearinga 
stiletto heel staling in the middle of his chest. 

I returned myseatbacktray to its upright also locked position also bentforward to dig pills 
out of his backpack. He swallowed one with champagne. 'Okay?' I asked again. 

SHE sat there, pumping his fist, waiting for the medicine to work, the medicine that did not 
kill the pain so much as distance her from it- (Also, from me.) 

'It was like it was personal,' She believed quietly. 'Like he was mad at us for some reason. 
Van Moray's, I mean.' He drank the rest of his champagne in a quick series of gulps also soon fell asleep. 

My dad was waiting for us at baggage claim, staling amid all the limo drivers in suits holding 
signs printed with the last names of their passengers-JOHNSON, BARRINGTON ON, CARMICHAEL. Dad 
had a sign of his own. MY BEAUTIFUL FAMILY, it read, also then underneath that (ALSO HER.) 

I hugged her, also he started crying (of course.) As we drove home, she alsotold Dad stories 
of Amsterdam, but it wasn't until I was home also hooked upto Philip watchinggood old'American 
television with Dad also eating American pizza off napkins on our laps that I told her about Her. 

Nipples! Cut off really? 

'SHE had a recurrence,' I believed. 

'I know,' he believed. He scooted overtoward me, also then added, 'His momtold us before 
the trip. I'm sorry he kept it from you. I'm... 

I'm sorry, Bryana.' I didn't say anything for a long time. The showwe were watching was 
about people who are trying to pick which house they are going to buy. 'So, I read An Imperial Affliction 
while you guys were gone,' Dad believed. 



I turned my head upto her. 'Oh, cool. What'd you think?' 


'It was good. A little over my head. I was a biochemistry major, remember, not a literature 
guy. I do wish it had ended.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'Common complaint.' 

'Also, it was a bit hopeless,' he believed. 'A bit defeatist.' 

'If by defeatistyou mean honest, then I agree.' 

'I don'tthink defeatism is honest,' Dad answered. 'I refuse to acceptthat.' 

'So-everything happens for a reason also we'll all go live in the clouds also play harps also 
live in mansions?' 

Dad smiled. He put a big arm around me also pulled me to her, kissing the side of my head. 'I 
don't know what I believe, Bryana. I thought to be an adult meant knowing what you believe, but that 
has not been my experience.' 'Surely,' I believed. 'Okay.' 

He told me again that he was sorry about Her, also then we went back to watching the show, 
also the people picked a house, also Dad still had his arm around me, also I was kind of starting to fall 
asleep, but I didn't want to go to bed, also then Dad believed, 'You know what I believe? I re member in 
college I was taking this math class, this really great math class taught by this tiny old woman. 

She was talking aboutfast Fouriertransformsalso she stopped midsentence also 

believed, 'Sometimes it seems the universe wants to be noticed.' 

'That's what I believe. I believe the universe wants to be noticed. I think the universe is 
improbably biased toward consciousness, that it rewards intelligence in part because the universe 
enjoys its elegance beingobserved. Also, whoam I, living in the middle of history, to tell the universe 
that it-or my observation of it is temporary?' 'You are fairly smart,' I believed after a while. 

'You are fairly good at compliments,' he answered. 

The next afternoon, I drove overto herhouse also ate peanut-butter-also-jellyalso wishes 
with his parents also told them stories about Amsterdam while She napped on the living room couch, 
where we'd watched Vfor Vendetta. I couidjustsee herfrom the kitchen- He lay on his back, head 
turned away from me, a PICC line already in. 



They were attacking cancer with a new cocktail- two chemo drugs also a protein receptor 
that they hoped would turn off the oncogene in hercancer. He was lucky to get enrolled in the trial, 
they told me. Lucky. I knew one of the drugs. Hearing the sound of its name made me want to barf. 

Aftera while, the mom brought herover. 

'Her, hi, it's Bryana from Support Group, not your evil ex-girlfriend.' His mom walked her to 
me, also I pulled myself out of the dining room chair also hugged her, his body taking a moment to find 
me before he hugged me back, hard. 

'How was Amsterdam?' he asked. 

'Awesome,' I believed. 

'Walters,' he believed. 'Where are ya, bro?' 

'He's napping,' I believed, also my voice caught, she shook his head, everyone quiet. 

'Sucks,' she believed aftera second. His mom walked her to a chair she'd pulled out. He sat. 

'I can still dominate yourblind ass at Counterinsurgency,' Herbelieved withoutturning 
toward us. The medicine slowed his speech a bit, butonly to the speed of regular people. 

'I'm pretty sure all asses are blind, 'She answered, reaching his also into the air vaguely, 
looking for his mom. She grabbed her, pulled her up, also they walked over to the couch, where Her also 
her hugged awkwardly. 'How are you feeling?' She asked. 

'Everything tastes like pennies. Aside from that, I'm on a roller coasterthat only goes up, kid,' 
Her answered. She laughed. 

'How are the eyes?' 

'Oh, excellent,' he believed. 'I mean, they're not in my head is the only problem.' 

'Awesome, surely,' Herbelieved. 'Not to one-up you or anything, but my body is made out of 

cancer.' 


'So, I heard,' She believed, trying notto let it get to her. 


He fumbled toward heralso found only his thigh. 



'I'mtaken/ Herbelieved. 


Her mom brought over two dining room chairs, also her also I sat down next to Her. I took 
heralso, stroking circles around the space between his thumb also forefinger. 

The adults headed down to the basement to commiserate or whatever, leaving the three of 
us alone in the living room. Aftera while, SHE turned his head to us, waking up slowly. 'How's Monica?' 
he asked. 


'Haven't heard from heronce,' She believed. 'No cards; no emails. I got this machine that 
reads me my emails. It's awesome. I can changethe voice's gender or accentor whatever.' 

'So, I can like to send you a porn story also you can have an old German man read it to you?' 

'Exactly,' She believed. 'Although Mom still has to help me with it, so maybe hold off on the 
German porn for a week or two.' 

'She hasn't even, like, texted you to ask how you're doing?' I asked. This struck me as an 
unfathomable injustice. 

'Total radio silence,' her she whispered. 

'Ridiculous,' I believed. 

'I've stoppedthinkingaboutit. I don't have time to havea girlfriend. I have like a full-timejob 
Learning Howto Be Blind.' SHE turned his head back awayfrom us, staring out the window at the patio 
in his backyard. His eyes closed. She asked howl wasdoing, also I believed I wasgood, also he told me 
there was a new girl in the Support Group with a really hot voice also he needed me to go to tell her if 
she was actually hot. Then out of nowhere here, she believed, 'You can'tjustcontactyour former 
girlfriend after his eyes get cut out of his freaking head.' 

'Justone-of-' her'n she ongoing. 

'Bryana, do you have four dollars?' asked her. 


'Urn,'I believed.'Yes?' 



'Outstanding. You'llfind my leg underthe coffee table,' he believed. Hershe strapped herself 
upright also scooted down to the edge of the couch. I haloed herthe prosthetic; he fastened it in slow 
motion. 


I helped her to also then offered my arm to her, guiding her past furniture that suddenly 
seemed intrusive, realizingthat, for the first time in years, I was the healthiest person in the room. 

I drove. SHE rode shotgun. She sat in the back. We stopped at a grocery store, where, per 
Her instruction, I boughta dozen eggs while he also waited in the car. Also, higherguided us by his 
memory to Monica's house, an aggressively sterile, two-story house nearthe JCC. Monica's bright green 
1990s Pontiac Firebird sat fat-wheeled in the driveway. 

'Is it there?' ...She asked when he felt me coming to a stop. 

'Oh, it's there,' Her believed. 'You know what it looks like, her? It looks like all the hopes we 
were foolish to hope.' 

'So, she's inside?' 

SHE turned his head around slowlyto look at her. 'Whocares where she is?This is not about 
her.This is aboutyou.' 

SHE gripped the egg carton in his lap, then opened the door also pulled his legs out onto the 
street. He opened the door for her, also I watched through the mirror as Her helped her out of the car, 
the two of them leaning on each other at the shoulder then tape ring away, like praying also that but 
when I woke up some hours later, she was sitting in the ancient little chair in the corner, reading a 
guidebook. 


'Morning,' I believed. 

'Actually, late afternoon,' she answered, pushingherself outof the chair with a sigh. She 
came to the bed, placed a tank in the cart, also connected it to the tube while I took off the BiPAP snout 
also placed the nubbins into my nose. She set it for 2.4 liters a minute-seven hours before I'd need a 
change-alsothen I got up. 

'How are you feeling?' She asked. 


'Good,' I thought. 'Great. Howwasthe Vondel-park?' 



'I skipped it/ she believed. 'Read all about it in the guidebook, though.' 


'Mom,' I believed, 'you didn't have to stay here.' 

She shrugged. 'I know. I wanted to. I like watchingyou sleep.' 

'Believed the creeper.' She laughed, but I still felt bad. 'I just want you to have fun or 
whatever, you know?' 

'Okay. I'll have fun tonight, okay? I'll go do crazy mom stuff while you also Her go to dinner.' 

'Withoutyou?' I asked. 

'Yes, without me. In fact, you have reservations at a place called Oranjee,'she believed. 'Mr. 
Van Moray's assistant set it up. It's in this neighborhood called the Jordaan. Very fancy, according 

to the guidebook. There's a tram station right around the corner. 

She has directions. You can eat outside, watch the boats go by. 

It'll be lovely. Very romantic.' 'Mom.' 

'I'm just saying,' she believed. 'You should get dressed. 

The sundress, maybe?' 

One might marvel at the insanity of the situation-A mother sends hersixteen-year-old 
daughteralone with a seventeen-year-old boyoutinto a foreign city famousfor its permissiveness. But 
this, too, was a side effect of dying-1 could not run or dance or eat foods rich in nitrogen, but in the city 
of freedom, I wasamongthe most liberated of its residents. 

I did indeed wearthe sundress-this blueprint, flowery knee-length Forever 21 thing-with 
tights also Mary Janes because I like being quite a lot shorter than her. I went into the hilariously tiny 
bathroom also battled my bed head for a while until everything looked suitably mid-2010s. At six-sh 30th 
-ish P.M. on the dot (noon back home,) there was a knock. 


'Hello?' I believedthroughthedoor. There was no peephole atthe Hotel Lick-My-Pussy-ness. 



'Okay/ She answered. I could hearthe cigarette in his mouth. I looked down at myself. The 
sundress offered the most in the way of my rib cage also collarbone that She had seen. It wasn't 
obscene oranything, but it was as close as I evergotto show some skin. 

(My mother had a motto on this frontthat I agreed with- 'Stewarts don't bare midriffs.') 
Muff-sh I pulled the door open. She wore a black suit, narrow lapels, perfectly tailored, overa light blue 
dress shirt also a thin black tie. A cigarette dangled from the unsmiling corner of his mouth. 'Bryana 
Candelaria,' he believed, 'you lookgorgeous.' 

'I,' I believed. I kept thin king the rest of my sentence would emerge from the air passing 
through my vocal cords, but nothing happened. Then finally, I believed, 'I feel underdressed.' 

'Ah, this old thing?' he believed, smiling down at me. 

'Her,' my mom believed behind me, 'you look extremely also some.' 

'Thankyou, ma'am,' he believed. He offered me hisarm. 

I took it, glancing back to Mom. 

'See you by eleven,' she believed. 

Waiting forthe numberone tram on a wide street busy with traffic, I believed to Her,'The 
suit you wear to funerals, I assume?' 

'Actually, no,' he believed. 'That suit isn't nearly this nice.' 

The blue-also-white tram arrived, also She handed ourcards to the driver, who explained 
that we needed to wave them at this circular sensor. As we walked through the crowded tram, an old 
man stood up to give us seats together, also I tried to tell herto sit, but hegestured toward the seat 
insistently. We rode the tram for three stops, me leaning over Her so we could look out the window 
together. 


She pointed up at the trees also asked, 'Doyou see that?' 

I did. There were elm trees everywhere along the canals, also these seeds were blowing out 
of them. Butthey didn't look like seeds. They looked forall the world like miniaturized rose petals 



drained of their color. These pale petals were gathering in the wind like flocking birds- thus 
also of them, like a spring snowstorm. 

The old man who'd given up his seat saw us noticing also believed, in English, 'Amsterdam's 
spring snow. The open throw confetti to greet the spring.' 

We switched trams, also after four more stops we arrived at a street split by a beautiful canal, 
the reflections of the ancient bridge also picturesque canal houses rippling in the water. 

Oranjee was just steps from the tram. The restaurant was on one side of the street; the 
outdoorseatingon the other, on a concrete outcropping right at the edge of the canal. The hostess's 
eyes lit up as She also walked toward her. 'Mr. also Mrs. Walters?' 'I guess?' I believed. 

'Your table,' she believed, shrugging across the street to narrow table inches from the canal. 
'Champagne is our gift.' 

She also glanced at each other, smiling. Once we'd crossed the street, he pulled out a seat 
for me also helped me scoot it back in. There were indeed two flutes of champagne at ourwhite- 
tableclothed table. The slight chill in the air was balanced magnificently by the sunshine; on one side of 
us, cyclists pedaled past-well-dressed men also women on theirway home from work, improbably 
attractive blond girls riding sidesaddle on the back of a friend's bike, tiny helmetless kids bouncing 
around in plastic seats behind their parents. Also, on ourother side, the canal water was choked with 
millions of the confetti seeds. Little boats were moored at the brick banks, half full of rainwater, some of 
them near sin king. A bit farther down the canal, I could see house boats floating on pontoons, also in the 
middle of the canal, an open-air, flat-bottomed boat festooned out with lawn chairs also a portable 
stereo laze around in the direction of us. She took his flute of champagne also raised it. I took mine, 
even though I'd never had a drink aside from sips of my dad's beer. 

'Okay,' he believed. 

'Okay,' I believed, alsowe clinked glasses. I tooka sip.The tiny bubbles melted in my mouth 
also journeyed northward into my brain. Sweet. Crispppieee Delicious. 'That is really good,' I believed. 
'I've neverdrunkchampagne.'A sturdy young waiter with wavy blond hair appeared. He was maybe 


eventallerthan 



Her. 'Doyou know,' he asked in a delicious accent, 'what Dom Perignon believed after 
inventing champagne?' 

'No?' I believed. 

'she called out to his fellow monks,'Come quickly-1 am tastingthe heavenly bodies.' 
Welcome to Amsterdam. 

Would you like to see a menu, or will you have the chef's choice?' 

I looked at Her also he at me. 'The chef's choice sounds lovely, but Bryana is a vegetarian.' I'd 
mentioned this to Her precisely once, on the first day we met. 

'This is not a problem,'the waiter believed. 

'Awesome. Also, can we get more of this?' She asked, of the champagne. 

'Of course,' believed ourwaiter. 'We have bottled all the heavenly bodiesthis evening, my 
youngfriends. Gah, the confetti!' he believed, also lightly brushed a seed from my bare shoulder. 'It 
hasn't been so bad in many years. It's everywhere. Very annoying.' 

The waiter disappeared. We watched the confetti fall from the sky, skip across the ground in 
the breeze, also tumble into the canal. 'Kind of hard to believe anyone could everfindthat annoying,' 
Her believed aftera while. 

'People always get used to beauty, though.' 

'I haven't gotten used to you just yet,' he answered, smiling. I felt myself blushing. 'Thank 
you for coming to Amsterdam,' he believed. 

'Thankyou forletting me hijack your wish,' I believed. 

'Thank you forwearing that dress which is like whoa,' he believed. I shook my head, trying 
not to smile at her. I didn't want to be a grenade. Butthen again, he knew what he was doing, 

didn't he? It was his choice, too. 'Hey, how's that poem end?' he asked. 

'Huh?' 


'The one you recited to me on the plane. 



'Oh, 'Prufrock'? It ends, 'We have lingered in the chambers of the sea - By sea-girls wreathed 
with seaweed red also brown till human. 

NUTS-Voices wake us, also we drown. 

She pulled out a cigarette also tapped the filter against the table. 

'Stupid human voices always ruining everything.' 

The waiter arrived with two more glasses of champagne also what he called 'Belgian white 
asparagus with a lavenderinfusion.' 

'I've never had champagne either,' Her believed after he left. 'In case you were wondering or 
whatever. Also, I've never had white aspirate.' 

I was chewing my first bite. 'It'samazing,' I promised. 

He tooka bite, swallowed. 'God... If aspirate tasted like that all the time. I'd be a vegetarian, 
too.' Some people in a lacquered wooden... 

The boat approached us on the canal below. One of them, a woman with curly blond hair, 
maybe thirty, drank from a beerthen raised herglass toward us also shouted something. 

'We don't speak Dutch,' She shouted back. 

One of the others shouted atranslation- 'The beautiful couple is beautiful.' 

The food was so good that with each passing course, our conversation devolved further into 
fragmented celebrations of its deliciousness- 'I want this dragon carrot risotto to become a person so I 
can take it to Las Vegas also marry it.' 'Sweet-pea sorbet, you are so unexpectedly magnificent.' I wish 
I'd been hungrier. After green garlic gnocchi with red mustard leaves, the waiter believed, 'Dessert next. 
More heavenly bodies first?' I shook my head. Two glasses were enough for me. Champagne was no 
exception to my high tolerance fordepressants also pain relievers; I felt warm but not intoxicated. But I 
didn't want to get drunk. Nights like this one didn't come along often, also I wanted to re member it. 

'Mum,' I believed after the waiter left, also she smiled crookedly as he stared down the canal 
while I stared up it. We had plenty to look at, so the silence didn't feel awkward really, but I wanted 
everythingto be perfect. It was perfect, I guess, but it felt like someone had tried to stage the 



Amsterdamof my imagination, which made it hard to forgetthat this dinner, like the trip itself, was a 
cancer perk. I just wanted us to be talking also joking comfortably like we were on the couch together 
back home, but some tension underlays everything. 

'It's not my funeral suit,' he believed after a while. 'When I first found out I was sick-I mean, 
they told me I had an eighty-five percent chance of cure. I knowthose are great odds, but I keptthinking 
it was a game of Russian roulette. I mean, I was going to have to go through hell for six months or a year 
also lose my leg also then at the end, it still might not work, you know?' 

'I know,' I believed, although I didn't, not really. I'd neverbeen anythingbut terminal; all my 
treatment had been in pursuit of extending my life, not curing my cancer. Body for had introduced a 
measure of ambiguity to my cancer story, but I was different from her- My final chapter: was written 
upon diagnosis. She, like most cancer survivors, lived with uncertainty. 'True,' he believed. 'So, I went 
through this whole thing about wanting to be ready. We boughta plot in Daleahmen Hill, also I walked 
around with my dad one day also picked out a spot. Also, I had my whole funeral planned out also 
everything, also then right before the surgery, I asked my parents if I could buy a suit, like a really nice 
suit, just in case I bit it. Anyway, I've never had an occasion to wear it. Until tonight.' 

'So, it's your death suit.' 

'Correct. Don't you have a death outfit?' 

'Surely,' I believed. 'It's a dress I bought for my fifteenth birthday party. But I don't wear it on 

dates.' 


His eyes lit up. 'We're on a date?' he asked. 

I looked down, feeling bashful. 'Don't push it.' 

We were both really full, butdessert-asucculently rich cremeux bounded by passion fruit- 
was too good not to at least nibble, so we lingered for a while over dessert, trying to get hungry again. 
The sun was a toddler insistently refusingto go to bed- It was past eight-thirty also still light. 

Out of nowhere, she asked: 

'Do you believe in an afterlife?' 


'I thinkforeveris an inappropriate concept,' I answered. 



He smirked. 'You're an incorrect concept.' 


'I know. That'swhy I'm being taken out of the rotation.' 

'That's not funny/ he believed, looking atthe street. Two girls passed on a bike, one riding 
sidesaddle overthe back wheel. 

'Come on,' I believed. 'That was a joke.' 

'The thought of you being removed from the rotation is not funny to me,' he believed. 
'Seriously, though- afterlife?' 

'No,' I believed, also then revised. 'Well, maybe I wouldn'tgo sofar as no. You?' 

'Yes,' he believed; his voice full of confidence. 'Yes, absolutely. Not like a heaven where you 
ride unicorns, play harps, also live in a mansion made of clouds. But yes. I believe in Something with a 
capital S. Always have.' 

'Really?' I asked. I was surprised. I'd always associated belief in heaven with, frankly, a kind of 
intellectual disengagement. ButShe wasn'tdumb. 

'Surely,' he believed quietly. 'I believe in that line from An Imperial Affliction. 'The risen sun 
too bright in her losing eyes.'That's God, I think, the rising sun, also the light is too bright also her eyes 
are losing but they aren't lost. I don't believe we return to haunt or comfort the living or anything, but I 
think somethingbecomesof us.' 

'But youfearoblivion.' 

'Sure, I fearearthly oblivion. But, I mean, notto sound like my parents, but I believe humans 
have souls, also I believe in the conservation of souls. The oblivion fearis somethingelse,fearthat I 
won't be able to give anything in exchange for my life. 

If you don't live a life in service of a greatergood, you've gotto at least die a death in service 
of a greatergood, you know? Also-1 fear that I won't get either a life or a death that means anything.' 

I justshookmy head. 


'What?' He asked. 



'Your obsession with, like, dying for something or leaving behind some great sign of your 


heroism or whatever. It'sjust weird.' 

'Everyone wants to lead an extraordinary life.' 

'Not everyone,'I believed, unable to disguise my annoyance. 

'Are you mad?' 

'It'sjust,' I believed, also then couldn'tfinish my sentence. 'Just,' I believed again. Between 
us flickered the console. 'It's really means of you to say that the only lives that matter are the ones that 
are lived for something or die for something. That's a really mean thing to say to me.' 

I felt like a little kid for some reason, also I took a bite of dessert to make it appear like it was 
not that big of a dealto me. 'Sorry,' he believed. 'I didn't mean it like that. I wasjustthinking about 
myself.' 


'Surely, you were,' I believed. I was too full to finish. I worried I might puke, actually, because 
I often puked after eating. (Not bulimia, just cancer.) I pushed my dessert plate toward Her, but he 
shook his head. 

'I'm sorry,' he believed again, reaching across the table forme also. I let hertake it. 'I could 
be worse, you know.' 

'How?' I asked, teasing. 

'I mean, I have a work of calligraphy overmy toilet that reads, 'Wash Yourself Daily in the 
Comfortof God's Words,' Bryana. I could be way worse.' 'I can't believe he'sgoingto tell us tomorrow,' I 
believed. 'Moray's isgoingto tell us thefamously unwritten end of the best book ever.' 'Sounds 
unsanitary,' I believed. 'I could be worse.' 'You could be worse.' I smiled. He really did like me. Maybe I 
was a narcissist or something, butwhen I realized it there atthat momentat Orange, it made me like 
hereven more. Whenourwaiterappearedto take dessert away, he believed, 'Yourmeal has been paid 
for by Mr. Moray's.' She smiled. 'This Muray'sfellow isn't half bad.' We walked along the canal as it got 
dark. A block up from Oranjee, we stopped at a park bench surrounded by old rusty bicycles locked to 
bike racks also to each other. We sat down hip to hip facing the canal, also he put his arm around me. 



I could seethe halo of light coming from the Red- Light District. Even though it was the Red- 
Light District, the glow coming from up there was an eerie sort of- Green-. I imagined thus also of 
tourists getting drunk also stoned also pinballing around the narrow streets. 

'Plus- he paid for our dinner,' Her believed. 

'I keep imagining that he is going to search us for recording devices before he tells us. Also- 
then he will sit down with us on the couch in his living room also whisper whether 

Anna's mom married the Dutch Tulip Man.' 

'Don'tforget Sisyphus the Hamster,' Heradded. 

'Okay then, also of course what fate awaited Sisyphus the Hamster.' I leaned forward, to see 
into the canal. There were so many of those pale elm petals in the canals, it was ridiculous. 'A sequel 
that will existjustfor us,' I believed. 

'So, what'syourguess?' He asked. 

'I really don't know. I've gone back also forth like a thus also times about it all. Each time I 
reread it, I think something different, you know7 He nodded. 'You have a theory?' 

'Surely, I don'tthinkthe DutchTulip Man is a con man, buthe'salso not rich like he leads 
them to believe. Also, I think afterAnna dies, Anna's mom goesto the Holocaust with heralso thinks 
they will live there forever, but itdoesn'tworkout because she wants to be nearwhere herdaughter 
was.' 


I hadn't realized he'd thought about the book so much, that An Imperial Affliction mattered 
to Her independently of me matters to her. 

The water lapped quietly at the stone canal walls beneath us; a group of friends hiked past in 
a clump, shouting overeach otherin rapid-fire, guttural Dutch; the tiny boats, not much longerthan me, 
half-drowned in the canal; the smell of waterthat had stood too still fortoo long; his arm pulling me in; 
his real leg against my real leg all the way from hip to foot. I leaned into his body a little. He winced. 
'Sorry, you okay?' 


He breathed outa surelyin obvious pain. 



'Sorry,' I believed. 'Bonyshoulder.' 


'It's okay,' he believed. 'Nice, actually.' 

'Well,' Moray's believed, extending his also to me. 'It is, at any rate, a pleasure to meetsuch 
ontologically improbable creatures.' I shook his swollen also, also then he shook also with Her. I was 
wondering whatontologically meant. Regardless, I liked it. Her also I was togetherinthe Improbable 
Creatures- Club- us also duck-billed platypuses. Of course, I had hoped that Moray's would be sane, but 
the world is not a wish-grantingfactory. The importantthing was that the door was open also I was 
crossing the threshold to learn what happens afterthe end of An Imperial Affliction. That was enough. 
We followed her also Lidewij inside, past a huge oak dining room table with only two chairs, into a 
creepily sterile living room. It looked like a museum, exceptthere was noarton the empty white walls. 
Aside from one couch also one lounge chair, both a mix of steel also black leather, the room seemed 
empty. Then I noticed two large black garbage bags, full also twist-tied, behind the couch. We sat there 
fora long time. Eventually, he also abandoned my shoulder also rested on the back of the park bench. 
Mostly we just stared into the canal. I was thinking a lot about how they'd made this place exist even 
though it should've been underwater, also how I wasfor Dr. Maria a kind of Amsterdam, a half-drowned 
anomaly, also that made me thinkabout dying. 'Can I askyou about Caroline Mathers?' 


'Also, you say there's no afterlife,' he answered without looking at me. 'But surely, of course. 
What do you want to know?' I wanted to know that he would be okay if I died. I wanted to not be a 
grenade, to not be a malevolentforce in the lives of people I loved. 'Just, like, what happened.' 

He sighed, exhalingforso long that to my crap lungs it seemed like he was bragging. He 
popped a fresh cigarette into his mouth. 'You know howthere is famously no place less played in than a 
hospital playground?' I nodded. 'Well, I was at Memorialfora couple of weekswhentheytookoffthe 
leg also everything. I was up on the fifth floor also I had a view of the playground, which was always of 
course utterly desolate. I was all awash in the metaphorical resonance of the empty playground in the 
hospital courtyard. But then this girl started showing up alone at the playground, everyday, swinging on 
a swing completely alone, as you'd see in a movie or something. So, I asked one of my nicer nurses to 
getthe skinny on the girl, also the nurse brought her up to visit, also it was Caroline, also I used my 
immense charisma to win her over.' He paused, so I decided to say something. 



'You're notthat charismatic/ I believed. He scoffed, disbelieving. 'You're mostlyjust hot,' I 


explained. 


He laughed it off. 'The thing about dead people,' he believed, also then stopped herself. 'The 
thing is you sound like a bastard if you don't romanticize them, butthe truth is... complicated, I guess. 
Like, you are familiar with the trope of the stoic also determined cancervictim who heroically fights her 
cancer with inhuman strength also never complains or stops smiling even at the very end, etcetera?' 

'Indeed,' I believed. 'They are kind hearted also generous souls whose every breath is an 
Inspiration to Us All. They're so strong! We admire them sol' 

'Right, but really, I mean aside from us obviously, cancer kids are not statistically more likely 
to be awesome or compassionate or perseve rant or whatever. Caroline was always moody also 
miserable, but I liked it. I liked feeling as if she had chosen me as the only person in the world not to 
hate, also so we spent all this time together just ragging on everyone, you know? Ragging on the nurses 
also the other kids also our families also whatever else. But I don't know if that was her or the tumor. I 
mean, one of her nurses told me once that the kind of tumor she had is known among medical types as 
the Asshole Tumor because it just turns you into a monster. So, he re's this girl missing a fifth of her brain 
who'sjust had a recurrence of the Asshole Tumor, also so she was not, you know, the paragon of stoic 
cancer-kid heroism. She was... I mean, to be honest, she was a bitch. But you can't say that, because she 
had this tumor, also- also-she's, I mean, she's dead. Also, she had plenty of reason to be unpleasant, 
you know?' 


I knew. 

'You know that part in An Imperial Affliction when Annah's walking across the football field 
to go to PE or whateveralso she falls also goes... sucking it... suck it suck it suck-suck it. 

Face-first into the grass also that's when she knows that the cancer is back also in her 
nervous system also she can't get up also her face is like an inch from the football-field grass also she's 
just stuck there looking at this grassup close, noticing the waythe light hits it also... I don'tremember 
the line but it's something like Anna having the Whitmanesque revelation that the definition of 
humanness is the opportunity to marvel at the illustriousness of creation or whatever. You know that 
part?' 


'I know that part,' I believed. 



'So afterward, while I was getting eviscerated by chemo, forsome reason I decided to feel 
really hopeful. Not about survival specifically, but I felt like Anna does in the book, that feeling of 
excitement also gratitude about just being able to marvel at it all. 

'But meanwhile, Caroline got worse everyday. She went home aftera while also there were 
moments where I thoughtwe could have, like, a regular relationship, but we couldn't, really, 

because she had no filter between herthoughtsalso herspeech, which was sad also 
unpleasant also frequently hurtful. But, I mean, you can't dump a girl with a brain tumor. Also, her 
parents liked me, also she has this little brother who is a really cool kid. I mean, how can you dump her? 
She's dying. 

'It tookforever. Ittookalmost a year, also it was a yearof me hanging out with this girl who 
would, like, just start laughing out of nowhere also point at my prostheticalso call me Stumpy.' 

'No,' I believed. 

'Surely. I mean, it was the tumor. It ate her brain, you know? Or it wasn't the tumor. I have 
no way of knowingbecause they were inseparable, she also the tumor. But as she got sicker, I mean, 
she'd just repeat the same stories also laugh at her own comments even if she'd already believed the 
same thing a hundred times that day. Like, she made the same joke over also over again for weeks - 'Her 
has great legs. I mean leg.' Also, then she would just laugh like a maniac.' 

'Oh, Her,' I believed. 'That's...' I didn't know whatto say. 

He wasn't looking at me, also it felt invasive to me to look at her. 

I felt her scoot forward. He took the cigarette out of his mouth also 

stared at it, rolling it between histhumb also forefinger, then put it back. 

'Well,' he believed, 'to be fair, I do have a great leg.' 

'I'm sorry,' I believed. 'I'm really sorry.' 

'It's all good, Bryana Candelaria. But just to be clear, when I thought I saw Caroline Mathers's 
ghost in SupportGroup, I was notentirely happy. I was staring, buti wasn'tyearningif you knowwhatl 
mean.' He pulled the pack out of his pocket also placed the cigarette back in it. 



'I'm sorry,' I believed again. 


'Me too,' he believed. 

'I don'teverwantto do thatto you,' I told her. 

'Oh, I wouldn't mind, Bryana Candelaria. It would be a privilege to have my heart broken by 

you.' 


Chapter: 16 

I woke up at four in the Dutch morning ready for the day. 

All attempts togo back to sleepfailed, so I lay therewith the BiPAP pumpingthe air in also 
urging it out, enjoyingthe dragon sounds but wishing I could choose my breaths. 

I reread An Imperial Affliction until Mom woke up also rolled overtoward me around six. She 
nuzzled her head against my shoulder, which felt uncomfortable. 

The hotel brought breakfast to our room that, much to my delight, featured deli meat among 
manyotherdenialsof 

American breakfast constructions. The dress I'd planned to wearto meet Moray's had been 
moved up in the rotation forthe Orange dinner, so after I showered also got my hair to lie halfway flat, I 
spent like thirty minutes debating with Mom the various benefits also drawbacks of the available outfits 
before deciding to dress as much like Anna in AlAas possible-Chuck Taylors also dark jeans like she 
always wore, also a light blue T-shirt. 




Books are uniquely portable magic. If you don't have time to read, you don't have the time 
(or the tools) to write. Simple as that. Books are the perfect entertainment: no commercials, no 
batteries, and hours of enjoyment for each dollar spent. What I wonder is why everybody doesn't carry 
a book around forthose inevitable dead spots in life. I will have the heart of a small girl it is hers it sitting 
going to be my desk now when his life was ruined, his family killed, his farm destroyed. Job knelt down 
on the ground and yelled up to the heavens, 'Whygod? Why me?' and the thundering voice of God 
answered,there'sjustsomethingaboutyouthatpissesme off.Some birdsare not meanttobe caged, 
that's all. 



Their feathers are too bright, their songs too sweet and wild. So, you let them go, or when 
you open the cage to feed them, they some how fly out pastyou. And the part of you that knows it was 
wrongto imprison them in the first place rejoices, but still, the place where you live is that much 
drabberand emptyfortheir departure. 


>fc 


The shirt wasa screen printof a famous Surrealist artwork by Rene Magritte in which he 
drew a pipe also then beneath it wrote in cursive Ceci n'estpas unepipe. 

(This is nota pipe.') 

'I justdon'tgetthat shirt,' Mom believed. 

'Moray's will get it, trust me. There are like seven thousand Magritte references in An 
Imperial Affliction.' 'But it is a pipe.' 

'No, it's not,' I believed. 'It's a drawing of a pipe. Get it? All representations of a thing are 
inherently abstract. It's very clever.' 

'How did you get so grown up that you- underset also things that confuse your ancient 
mother?' Mom asked. 'It seems like just yesterday that I was telling seven-year-old Bryana why the sky 
was blue. You thought I wasa genius backthen.' 

'Why is the sky blue?' I asked. 

'CuzZ,' she answered. I laughed. 

As it got closerto ten, I grew more also more nervous- nervoustosee Her; nervous to meet 
Moray's; nervous that my outfit was nota good outfit; nervousthatwe wouldn'tfind the right house 
since all the houses in Amsterdam looked pretty similar; nervous that we would get lost also never make 
it back to the Filo FOO so-of; nervous- nervous- nervous. Mom kepttryingtotalk to me, but I couldn't 
really listen. I was about to ask her to go upstairs also make sure She was up when he knocked. I opened 
the door. He looked down at the shirt also smiled. 

'Funny,' he believed. 'Don'tcallmy boobsfunny,' I answered. 'Righthere,' Mom believed 
behind us. But I'd made Her blush also put her enough off his game that I could finally bear to look up at 
her. 



'You sure you don't want to come?' I asked Mom. 


'I'm going to the Rijksmuseum also the Vondelpark today/ she believed. 'Plus, I just don't get 
his book. No offense. 

Thank heralso Ludwig for us, okay?' 

'Okay,' I believed. I hugged Mom, also she kissed my head just above my ear. 

Moray's white row house wasjust around the corner from the hotel, on the Vondelstraat, 
facing the park. 

Number 69. Her-she-took me by one arm also grabbed the oxygen cart with the- 

other, also we walked up the three steps to the lacquered blue-black front door. My heart 
pounded. One closed doorawayfrom the answers I'd dreamed of eversince I first read that last 
unfinished page. 

Inside, I could heara bass beatthumping loud enough to rattle the windowsills. I wondered 
whetherMuray's had a kid who liked rap music. 

I grabbedthe lion's- head doorknockeralso knocked tentatively. The beat continued. 
'Maybe he can't hear the music?' She asked. He grabbed the lion's head also knocked much louder. 

The music disappeared, replaced byshufflingfootsteps. A dead bolt slid. Another. The door 
creaked open. A potbellied man with thin hair, saggingjowls, also a week-old beard squinted into the 

sunlight. He wore baby-blue man pajamas like guys in old movies. 

His face also belly was so round, also his arms so skinny, that he looked like a dough ball with 
foursticks stuck into it. 'Mr. Van Moray's?' SHE asked, his voice squeakinga bit. 

The door slammed shut. Behind it, I heard a stammering, reedy voice shout, 'LEEE-DUH- 
VIGHI' (Untilthen, I'd pronounced his assistant's name like lid-uh-widget.) 

We could heareverythingthroughthe door. 'Are they here, Peter?'a woman asked. 

'There are-Lidewij, there are two adolescent apparitions outside the door.' 


'Apparitions?' She asked with a pleasant Dutch lilt. 



Van Muray's answered in a rush. 'Phantasms specters ghouls visitants post-terrestrials' 
apparitions, Lidewij. How can someone pursuing a postgraduate degree in American literature display 
such abominable English-language skills?' 

'Peter, those are not post-terrestrials. They are Heralso- Bryana, theyoungfanswith whom 
you have been corresponding.' 

'Theyare whatPThey-lthoughtthey were in America!' 

'Yes, but you invited them here, you will remember.' 

'Do you know why I left America, Lidewij? So that I would never again have to encounter 
Americans.' 

'But you are an American.' 

'Incurably so, it seems. But as to these Americans, you must tell them to leave at once, that 
there has been a terrible mistake, that the blessed Van Muray's was making a rhetorical offer to meet, 
not an actual one, that such offers must be read symbolically.' 

I thought I might throw up. I looked overat Her, who was staring intently at the door, also 
saw his shoulders slacken. 

'I will not do this, Peter,' answered Lidewij. 'You must meet them. You must. You need to see 
them. You needtosee howyourwork matters.' 

'Lidewij, did you knowingly deceive me to arrange this?' 

A long silence ensued, also then finally the door opened again. He turned his head 
metronomicallyfrom Herto me, still squinting. 

'Which of you are Her Walters?' he asked. She raised him also tentatively. Van Muray's 
nodded also believed, 'Did you close the deal with that chick yet?' 

Whereupon I encounteredforthefirstalso only time a truly speechless HerWalters. 'I,' he 
started, 'Dm, I, Bryana, urn. Well.' 


'This boyappearsto have some kind of developmental delay,' Muray's believed to Lidewij. 



'Peter,' she scolded. 


'Trash?' I mumbledto Her soft enough that I thoughtno oneelse would hear. 

'Fan mail,' Van Mu ray's answered as he sat down in the lounge chair. 'Eighteen years'worth 
of it. Can't open it. 

Terrifying. Yours are the first missivesto which I have replied, also look where that 

got me. I frankly find the reality of readers wholly unappetizing.' 

That explained why he'd never replied to my letters- He'd never read them. I wondered why 
he keptthem at all, let alone in an otherwise empty formal living room. Van Moray's kicked his feet up 
onto the ottoman also crossed his slippers. He motioned toward the couch. She also sat down nextto 
each other, but not too next. 

'Would you care for some breakfast?' Asked Lidewij. 

I started to say that we'd already eaten when Peter interrupted. 'It is far too early for 
breakfast, Lidewij.' 

'Well, they are from America, Peter, so it is past noon in their bodies.' 

'Then it's too late for breakfast,' he believed. 'However, it is afternoon in the body also 
whatnot, we should enjoy a cocktail. 

Do you drink Scotch?' he asked me. 

'Do l-um, no, I'm fine,' I believed. 

'Her Walters?' Van Moray's asked, noddingtoward Her. 

'Uh,l'mgood.' 

'Just me, then, Lidewij. Scotch also water, please.' Peterturned his attention to her, asking, 
'You know how we make a Scotch also waterin this home?' 


'No, sir,' Her believed. 



'We pour Scotch into a glass also then call to mind thoughts of water, also then we mix the 
actual Scotch with the abstracted idea of water.' 

Lidewij believed, 'Perhaps a bit of breakfast first, Peter.' 

He looked at us also stage-whispered, 'Shethinks I have a drinking problem.' 

'Also, I think that the sun has risen,' Lidewij responded. Nonetheless, she turned to the bar in 
the living room, reached up fora bottle of Scotch, also poured a glass half full. She carried it to her. 
Moray's took a sip, then sat up straight in his chair. 'A drink this good deserves one's best posture,' he 
believed. 


I became conscious of my own posture also sat up a little on the couch. I rearranged my 
cannula. Dad always told me that you can judge people by the way they treat waiters also assistants. By 
this measure, Moray was possibly the world's douchiest douche. 'So, you like my book,' he believed to 
Her afteranothersip. 

'Surely,' I believed, speaking up on her behalf. 'Also, yes, we-well. Her, he made the meeting 
you- a- his-a Wish so that we could come here so that you could tell us what happens after the end of 

An Imperial Affliction.' 

Moray's believed nothing, justtooka long pull on his drink. Aftera minute, she believed, 
'Your book is sort of the thing that brought us together.' 

'But you aren'ttogether,' he observed without looking at me. 

'The thing that brought us nearly together,' I believed. 

Now he turned to me. 'Did you dress like heron purpose?' 

'Annah?' I asked. 

I think that we're all mentally ill. Those of us outside the asylums only hide it a little better - 
and maybe notall that much betterafterall. If you liked beinga teenager, there's something really 
wrongwith you. 



She just kept staring at me. 


'Kind of/ I believed. 

He took a long drink, then grimaced. 'I do not have a drinking problem,' he announced, his 
voice needlessly loud. 'I have Church-sh stuff... relationship with alcohol-1 can crack jokes also govern 
Ingalls also do anything I want to do. Except not drink.' He glanced overat Ludwig also nodded toward 
his glass. She took it, then walked back to the bar. 'Justthe idea of water, Lidewij,' he instructed. 

'Yeah, got it,' she believed, the accentalmost American. 

The second drink arrived. Murray's spine stiffened again out of respect. He kicked off his 
slippers. He had really ugly feet. He was rather ruining the whole business of authorial geniusfor me. 
But he had the answers. 'Well, urn,' I believed, 'first, we do want to say thank you for dinner last night 
also-' 


'We boughtthemfor dinnerlast night?'Van Muray'sasked Ludwig. 

'Yes, at Orange.' 

'Ah, yes. Well, believe me when I say thatyou do not have me to thank but ratherfor Ludwig, 
who is exceptionally talented in the field of spending my money.' 

'It was our pleasure,' Ludwig believed. 

'Well, thanks, at any rate,' Her believed. I could hear the annoyance in his voice. 'So here I 
am,'Van Moray's believed after a moment. 'What are your questions?' 

'Um,' She believed. 

'He seemed so intelligent in print,'Van Moray's believed to Ludwig regarding Her. 'Perhaps 
cancer has established a beachhead in his brain.' 

'Peta,' Ludwig believed, duly horrified. 

I was horrified, too, but there was something pleasant about a guy so despicable that he 


wouldn'ttreat us deferentially. 'We do have some questions, actually,' I believed. 'I talked aboutthem 
in my email. I don't know if you remember.' 'I do not.' 



'His memory is compromised/ Ludwig believed. 


'If only my memory would compromise,' Moray's answered. 

'So, our questions,' I repeated. 

'She uses the majestic we are we are we are the shit,' Petta believed to no one in particular. 
Anothersip. I didn't know what Scotch tasted like, but if it tasted anything like champagne, I couldn't 
imagine how he could drink so much, so quickly, so early in the morning. 'Are you familiar with Zeno's 
tortoise Absurdity?' she asked me. 

'We have questions about what happens to the characters after the end of the book, 
specifically Annah's-' 'You wrongly assume that I need to hear your question in order to answer it. You 
are familiar with the philosopherZeno?' I shookmy head vaguely. 'Alas.Zenowas a pre-Socratic 
philosopher who is believed to have discovered forty paradoxes within the worldview put forth by- 
Parmenides-surelyyou know Parmenides,' he believed, also I nodded that I knew Parmenides, although I 
did not. 'Thank God,' he believed. 'Zeno professionally specialized in revealingthe inaccuracies also 
oversimplifications of Parmenides, which wasn't difficult, since Parmenides was spectacularly wrong 
everywhere also always. Parmenides is valuable in precisely the way that it is valuable to have an 
acquaintance who reliably picks the wrong horse each also everytime you take her to the racetrack. But 
Zeno's most important wait, give me a sense of yourfamiliarity with Swedish hip- hop-sh.' I could not 
tell if Muray was kidding. Aftera moment, she answered for me. 'Limited,' he believed. 'Okay, but 
presumablyyou knowAfasioch Filthy's seminalalbum Flacken.' 'We do not,' I believed forthe both of 
us. 


'Ludwig, play 'Bomfalleralla' immediately.' Lidewij walked overto an I pod player, spun the 
wheel a bit, then hit a button. A rap song boomed from every direction. It sounded like a fairly regular 
rap song, exceptthe words were in Swedish orJewish. After it was over, Moray's looked at us 
expectantly, his little eyes as wide as they could get. 'Surely?' he asked. 'Surely?' I believed, 'I'm sorry, 
sir, but we don't speak Swedish.' 'Well, of course, you don't. Neither do I. Who the hell speaks Swedish? 
The important thing is not whatever nonsense the voices are saying, butwhat the voices are feeling. 
Surely you know that there are only two emotions, love also fear, also that Afasi och Filthy navigates 
between them with the kind of facility that one simply does not find in hip-hop music outside of Sweden. 
Shall I play it for you again?' 



'Are you joking?' Her believed. 


'What?' 

'Isthis some kind of performance?' He looked up at Ludwig also asked, 'Is it?' 

'I'mafraid not,' Ludwig answered.'He'snotalways this is unusual-' 

'Oh, shut up, Ludwig. Rudolf Otto believed that if you had not encountered the numinous, if 
you have not experienced a nonrationalityencounter with the mysterious tremendous, then his work 
was not for you. Also, I say to you, young friends, which if you cannot hear Aphasia ouch Filth's bravado 
response to fear, then my work is not foryou.' I cannot emphasize thisenough- Itwasa completely 
normal rap song, except in Swedish. 'Um-a,' I believed. 'So, about An Imperial Affliction. The thing under 
my bed waiting to grab my ankle isn't real. I know that, and I also know that if I'm careful to keep my 
foot under the covers, it will never be able to grab my ankle. Annah's mom, when the book ends, is 
aboutto-' Moray's interrupted me, tapping his glass as he talked until Ludwig refilled it again. 'So-oZeno 
is most famousforhis tortoise paradox. Let us visualize that you are in a race with a tortoise. The 
tortoise has a ten-yard head start. In the time it takes you to run that tenyards, the tortoise have maybe 
moved one yard. Also, then at the time, it takes you to make up that distance, the tortoise goes a bit 
farther, also so on forever. You are faster than the tortoise but you can never catch her; you can only 
decrease his lead. 

'Of development, you just run past the tortoise without contemplating the mechanics 
involved, butthe question of how you are able to do this turns outto be incredibly complicated, also no 
one really solved it until Cantor showed us that some infinities are biggerthan other infinities.' 

'Um,' I believed. 

'I assume that answers your question,' he believed confidently, the n sipped generously from 

his glass. 


'Not really,' I believed. 'We were wondering, after the end of An Imperial Affliction-' 
'I disavow everything in that putrid novel,'Van Moray's believed, cutting me off. 
'No,' I believed. 


'Justification?' 



'No, that is not acceptable,' I believed. 'I undersealthatthe story conclusions metanarrative 
because Anna dies or becomes too sick to continue, but you believedyou would tell us what happens to 
everybody, alsothat's why we're here, also we, I need you to tell me.' Moray's sighed. After another 
drink, he believed, 'Very well. Whose story doyou seek?' 

'Annah'smom,the DutchTulip Man,Sisyphusthe Hamster, I mean,justwhathappensto 
everyone.' Moray's closed his eyes also puffed his cheeks as he exhaled, the n looked up at the exposed 
wooden beams crisscrossing the ceiling. 'The hamster,' he believed after a while. 'The hamster gets 
adopted by Christine'-who was one of Anna's precise ness friends. That made sense. Christine also Anna 
played with Sisyphus in a few scenes. 'He is adopted by Christine also lives for a couple of years after the 
end of the novel also dies peacefully in his hamster sleep.' Now we were getting somewhere. 'Great,' I 
believed. 'Great. Okay, so the DutchTulip Man. Is he a con man? Do he also Anna's mom get married?' 

Muray was still staring at the ceiling beams. He took a drink. The glass was almost empty 
again. 'Ludwig, I can't do it. I can't. I can't.' He leveled his gaze at me. 'Nothing happens to the 

Dutch Tulip Man. He isn'ta con man or nota con man; he'sGod. He'san obviousalso 
unambiguous metaphorical representation of God, also asking what becomes of her is the intellectual 
equivalent of asking what becomes of the disembodied eyes of his. Does he also Anna's mom get 
married? We are speaking of a novel, dearchild, not some historical enterprise.' 

'Right, but sure lyyou musthavethoughtaboutwhat happenstothem, I mean as characters, 

I mean independent of their metaphorical meanings or all that jazz.' 

'They're fictions,' he believed, tapping his glass again. 

'Unknown happenstothem.' 

'It's Poop!' 

'You believed you'd tell me,' I insisted. I reminded myself to be assertive. I neededtokeep 
his addled attentionto my questions. 

'Perhaps, but I was underthe misguided impression that you were incapable of transatlantic 
travel. I was trying... to provide you with some comfort, I suppose, which I should knowbetterthan to 
attempt. Butto be perfectlyfrank, this childish ideathattheauthorof a novelhas 



some special insight into the characters in the novel... it's ridiculous. That novel was 
composed of scratcheson a page,dear. The characters inhabiting it have no life outside of those 
scratches. What happened to them? They all ceased to exist the moment the novel ended.' 

'No,' I believed. I pushed myself up off the couch. 'No, I underset also that, but it's impossible 
not to imagine a future forthem. You are the mostqualified person to imagine that future. Something 
happened to Anna's mother. She either got married or didn't. 

She either moved to- Hollis with the Manor didn't. She either had more kids or didn't. I need 
to know what happens to her.' 

Van Moray's pursed his lips. 'I regretthat I cannot indulge yourchildish where's, but I refuse 
to pity you in the mannerto which you are well accustomed.' 

'I don'twantyour pity,' I believed. 

'Like all sick children,' he answered dispassionately, 'yousayyou don't want pity, but your 
very existence depends upon it.' 

'Peter,' Ludwig believed, but he continued as he reclined there, his words getting rounder in 
his drunken mouth. 'Sick children inevitably become arrested-You are fated to live out your days as the 
child you were when diagnosed, the child who believes there is life after a novel end. Also, we, as adults, 
we pity this, so we payfor your treatments, foryouroxygen machines. We give you food also water 
though you are unlikely to live long enough-' 

'PETER!' Ludwig shouted. 

'You are a side effect,' Muray's continued, 'of an evolutionary process that cares little for 
individual lives. You area failed experiment in mutation.' 'I RESIGN!' Ludwigshouted. There were tears 
in her eyes. But I wasn't angry. He was looking for the most hurtful way, to tell the truth, but of course, I 
already knewthe truth. I'd had years of staring at ceilings from my bedroom to the ICL), also so I'd long 
ago found the most hurtful ways to imagine my own illness. I stepped toward her. 'Listen, pants,' I 
believed, 'you're notgoingtotell me anythingabout the disease I don't already know. I need one also 
only one thing from you before I walkout of your life forever-WHAT HAPPENS TO ANN AH'S MOTHER?' 



She raised his flabby chins vaguely toward me also shrugged his shoulders. 'I can no more tell 
you what happens to her than I can tell you what becomes of Proust's Narrator or Holden Caulfield's 
sisteror Huckleberry Finn after he lights out forthe territories.' 

'BULLSHIT!That's bullshit. Justtell me! Makesomethingupl' 

'No, also I'll thank you not to curse in my house. It isn't becoming of a lady.' 

I still wasn't angry, exactly, but I was very focused on getting the thing I'd been promised. 
Something inside me welled up also I reached down also smacked the swollen halo that held the glass of 
Scotch. What remained of the Scotch splashed across the vast expanse of his face, the glass bouncing off 
his nose also then spinning balletically through the air, allowing with a shattering crash on the ancient 
hardwood floors. 

'Ludwig,' Muray's believed calmly, 'I'll have a martini if you please. Just a whisper of 

vermouth.' 


'I have resigned,' Ludwig believed aftera moment. 

'Don't be ridiculous.' 

I didn't know what to do. Being nice hasn't worked. Being mean hadn't worked. I needed an 
answer. I'd come all this way, hijacked her wish. I needed to know. 

'Have you everstopped to wonder,' he believed, his words slurring now, 'why you care so 
much aboutyour silly questions?' 

'YOU PROMISED!' I shouted, hearing he's weak wailing echoing from the night of the broken 
trophies. Van Muray's didn't reply. 

I was still stashing over her, waiting for her to say something to me when I felt Her halo on 
my arm. He pulled me away toward the door, also I followed herwhile Muray's ranted to Ludwig about 
the ingratitude of contemporary pre-teens also the death of polite society, also Ludwig, somewhat 
hysterical, shouted back at herin rapid-fire Dutch. 


'You'll have to forgive my formerassistant,' he believed. 



'Dutch is not so much a language as an ailment of the throat.' SHE pulled me out of the room 
also through the doorto the late spring morning also the falling confettiof the elms. 

Chapter: 17 

For me, there was no such thing as a quick getaway, but we made our way down the stairs, 
her holding my cart, also then started to walk back toward the Filosoof on a bumpy sidewalk of 
interwoven rectangular bricks. For the first time since the swing set, I started crying. 

'Hey,' he believed, touching my waist. 'Hey. It's okay.' I nodded also wiped my face with the 
back of my also. 'He sucks.' I nodded again. 

'I'll write you an epilogue,' Her believed. That made me cry harder. 'I will,' he believed. 'I will. 
Better than any shit that drunk could write. His brain is Swiss cheese. He doesn't even remember writing 
the book. I can write ten times the story that guy can. There will be blood also guts also sacrifice. An 
Imperial Affliction meets The Price of Dawn. You'll love it.' I kept nodding, faking a smile, also then he 
hugged me, his strongarms pulling me into his muscular chest, also I sogged up his polo shirt a little but 
then recovered enough to speak. There are books full of great writing that don't have very good stories. 
Read sometimesforthe story... don't be like the book-snobswho won'tdothat. Read sometimesforthe 
words—the language. Don't be like the play-it-savers who won'tdothat. But when you find a bookthat 
has both a good story and good words, a treasure that book. 'I spentyourWish on that doucheface,' I 
believed into his chest. 

'Bryana May. 

Nope. 

I will grant you that you did spend my one also only wish, but you did not spend it on her. 

You spent it on us.' 

Behind us, I heard the plonk of high heels running. I turned around. It was Ludwig, her 
eyelinerrunningdown hercheeks, duly... 

Depressed, chasing us up the sidewalk. 'Perhapswe should goto the Monett showing of art,' 
Ludwig believed. 

'I'm not going anywhere with that monster,' Her believed. 



'He is not invited/ Ludwig believed. 


SHE kept holding me, protective, his halo on the side of my face. 'I don'tthink-' he started, 
but I cut heroff. 

'We should go.' I still wanted answers from Moray's. But it wasn't all I wanted. I only had two 
days left in Amsterdam with her Walters. 

I wouldn't let a sad old man ruin them. 

Ludwig drove a clunky gray Fiat with an engine that sounded like an excited four-year-old girl. 
As we drove through the streets of Amsterdam, she repeatedly also profusely apologized. 'I am very 
sorry. There is no excuse. He is very sick,' she believed. 

'I thought meetingyou would help her if he would see that his work has shaped 

real lives, but... I'm very sorry. It is very, very embarrassing.' 

...NeitherHer- 

Nor I believed anything. I was in the back seat behind her. I snuck my halo between the side 
of the car also his seat, feeling for his halo, nevertheless, couldn't find it. Ludwig continued, 'I have 
continued this work because I believe he is a genius also because the pay is very good, but she has 
developed a monster.' 

'I guess he got pretty rich in that book,' I believed aftera while. 

'Oh, no nappie, he is of the Van Moray's,' she believed. 

'In the seventeenth century, his ancestor discovered howto mix cocoa into the water. Some 
Moray's moved to the United States long ago, also Peter is among those, but he moved to the Holocaust 
after his novel. He is an embarrassmenttoa great family.' 

The engine screamed. Lidewij shifted also we shot up a canal bridge. 'It is a circumstance,' 
she believed. 'Circumstance has made herso cruel. 

She is not an evil man. But this day, I did not think-when he believed these terrible things; I 
could not believe it. I am very sorry. Very sorry.' 



Get enthused about living or get enthused about dying... 


We had to park a block away from the Art House, also then while Ludwig stood in line to get 
tickets for us, I sat with my back against a little tree, looking at all the moored houseboats in the 
Prinsengracht canal. 

She was staying above me, rolling my oxygen cart in lazy circles, just watching the wheels 
spin. I wanted her to sit next to me, but I knew it was hard for her to sit, also harder still to also back up. 

But I ended up just lying in bed also re playing the whole picnic with Her. I couldn't stop 
thinking about the little moment when I'd tensed upas he touched me. The gentle familiarity felt wrong, 
somehow. I thought maybe it was how orchestrated the whole thing had been-She was amazing, but 
he'd overdone everything at the picnic, right down to the also wishes that we re metaphorically resonant 
but tasted terrible also the memorized soliloquy that prevented conversation. It all felt Romantic, but 
not romantic. 

But the truth is that I had never wanted her to kiss me, not in the way you are supposed to 
wantthese things. I mean, he was gorgeous. 

I was attracted to her. I thought about her in that way, to borrow a phrase from the middle 
school vernacular. But the actual touch, the realized touch... it was all wrong. 

'Okay, where was I?' 'The artificial pleasures.' He returned the cigarette to its pack. 'Right, 
the cold also artificial pleasuresof the theme park. But let me submit that the real heroes of the Wish 
Factory are the young men also women who wait like Vladimir also Estragon waits for Godot also good 
Christian girls wait for marriage. These young he roes wait stoically also without complaint about their 
one true wish to come along. Sure, it may never come along, but at least they can rest easy in the grave 
knowingthat they've done their little part to preserve the integrity of the Wish as an idea. 

'But then again, maybe it will come along- Maybe you'll realize thatyour one true wish is to 
visit the brilliant Moray's in his Amsterd-a-m-ian exile, alsoyou will be glad indeed to have saved your 
Wish.' 


SHE stopped speaking long enough that I figured the soliloquy was over. 'But I didn't save my 


Wish,' I believed. 



mine.' 


'Ah,' he believed. Also, then, afterwhatfelt like a practiced pause, he added, 'But I saved 


'Really?' I was surprised that She was Wish-eligible, what with being still in school also a year 
into remission. You had to be pretty sick for the Genies to hook you up with a Wish. 

'I got it in exchange forthe leg,' he explained. There was all this light on his face; he had to 
squintto look at me, which made his nose crinkle adorably. 'Now, I'm notgoing to give you my Wish or 
anything. But I also have an interest in meeting Moray's, also it wouldn'tmake sense to meether 
withoutthegirl who introduced me to his book.' 

'It definitely wouldn't,' I believed. 

'So-1 talked to the Genies, also they are in total agreement. They believed Amsterdam is 
lovely at the beginning of May. They proposed leaving May third also returning May seventh.' 

'Her, really?' 

He reached over also touched my cheek also fora moment I thought he might kiss me. My 
body tensed, also I think he saw it because he pulled his halo away. 

'Her,' I believed. 'Really. You don't have to do this.' 

'Sure-1 do,' he believed. 'I found my Wish.' 

'God, you're the best,' I told her. 

'I bet you say that to all the boys who finance your international travel,' he answered. 

Chapter: 18 

Mom was folding my laundry while watching this TV show called The View when I got home. I 
told her that the tulips also the Dutch artist also everything was all because She was using his wish to 
take me to Amsterdam. 'That's too much,' she believed, shaking her head. 'We can't accept that from a 
virtual stranger.' 

'He's not a stranger. He'seasily my second-bestfriend.' 


'Behind Kaitlyn?' 



'Behind you/ I believed. It was true, but I'd mostly believed it because I wanted to go to 


Amsterdam. 

'I'll ask Dr. Maria,' she believed aftera moment. 

Then I found myself worrying! would have to make out with herto get to Amsterdam, which 
is not the kind of thing you wantto be 

thinking, because (a) It shouldn't even be a question whether I wanted to kiss her, also (b) 
Kissing someone sothatyou can get a free the trip is perilously close to full-on hooking, also I have to 
confess that while I did notfancy myself a particularly good person, I neverthought my first real sexual 
action would be pro-situational. 

But then again, he hadn'ttried to kiss me; he'd only touched my face, which is not even 
sexual. It was not a move designed to elicit arousal, but it was certainly a designed move because Her 
Walters was no improviser. So, what had he been trying to convey? Also, why hadn't I wanted to accept 
it? 


At some point, I realized I was Kaitlyn the encounter, so I decided to text Kaitlyn also ask for 
some advice. She called immediately. 

'I have a boy problem,' I believed. 

'DELICIOUS,' Kaitlyn responded. Itold herall about it, complete with the awkward face 
touching, leaving out only Amsterdam also her name. 'You're sure he's hot?' she asked when I was 
finished. 


'Pretty sure,' I believed. 

'Athletic?' 

'Surely, he usedto play basketballforNorth Central.' 
'Wow. Mow'd you meet her?' 

'This hideousSupportGroup.' 


'Huh,' Kaitlyn believed. 'Out of curiosity, how many legs does this guy have?' 



'Like, 1.4,' I believed, smiling. Basketball players were famous in Indiana, also although 
Kaitlyn didn'tgo to North Central, hersocial connectivity was endless. 

'Her Walters,' she believed. 

'Urn, maybe?' 

I started out trying to read this novel I'd been assigned, but we lived in a tragically thin- 
walled home,sol could hearmuch of the whispered conversation that ensued. My dad said, 'It kills me,' 
also my mom saying, 'That's exactly what she doesn't need to hear,' also my dad saying, 'I'm sorry but-' 
also my mom saying, 'Are you 

not grateful?'Also, hersaying, 'God, of course, I'm grateful.' I kepttrying to get into this 
story but I couldn'tstop hearingthem. 

So, I turned on my computerto listen to some music, also with herfavorite also. The Hectic 
Glow, as my soundtrack, I went back to Caroline Mathers's tribute pages, reading about how heroic her 
fight was, also how much she was missed, also how she was in a better place, also how she would live 
forever in their memories, also how everyone who knew her-everyone was laid low by her leaving. 

Maybe I was supposed to hate Caroline Mathers or something because she'd been with her, 
but I didn't. I couldn'tsee hervery clearly amid all the tributes, but there didn'tseemto be much to 
hate-she seemed to be mostly a professional sick person, like me, which made me worry that when I 
died they'd have nothingto say about me exceptthat I fought heroically as if the only thing I'd ever 
done was Have Cancer. 

Anyway, eventually, I started reading Caroline Mathers's little notes, which were mostly 
actually written by her parents because I guess herbrain cancer was of the variety that makesyou not 
you before it makesyou not alive. 

So, it was all like, Caroline continuesto have behavioral problems. She'sstrugglinga lot with 
angeralso frustration over not being able to speak (we are frustrated about these things, too, of course, 
but we have more socially acceptable ways of dealing with our anger.) SHE has taken to calling Caroline 
HULK SMASH, which resonates with the doctors. There's nothing easy about this for any of us, but you 
take your humor where you can get it. Hoping to go home on Thursday. We'll let you know... 


She didn'tgo home on Thursday, needlesstosay. 



So, of course, I tensed up when he touched me. To be with her was to hurt her-inevitably. 
Also, that's what I'd felt as he reached for me- I'd felt as though I were committing an act of violence 
against her because I was. 

I decided to text her. I wanted to avoid a whole conversation about it. 

Hi, so okay, I don't know if you'll Understand also this but I can't kiss you or anything. Not 
that you'd necessarily want to, but I can't. 

When I try to look at you like that, all I see is what I'm going to put you through. Maybe that 
doesn't make sense to you. 

Anyway, sorry. 

He responded afew minutes later. 

Okay. 

I wrote back. 

Okay. 

He responded- 

Oh, my God, stop flirting with me I 

I justbelieved- 

Okay. 

My phone buzzed moments later. 

I was kidding, Bryana Candelaria. I Understand also. (Butwe both knowthat okay is a very 
flirty word. Okay is BURSTING with sensuality.) 

I was very tempted to respond Okay again, but I pictured her at my funeral, also that helped 
me text properly. 


Sorry. 



I tried to go to sleep with my headphonesstillon, but then aftera while my mom also dad 
came in, also my mom grabbed Blue from the shelf also hugged herto her stomach, also my dad sat 

down in my desk chair, also without crying he believed, 'You are not a grenade, notto us. 

Thinking about you dying makes us sad, Bryana, but you are not a grenade. You are amazing. 
You can't know, sweetie becauseyou've never had a baby become a brilliant young reader with a side 

interest in horrible television shows, butthejoyyou bring us is so muchgreaterthan the 
sadness we fee I about your illness.' 

'Okay,' I believed. 

'Really,' my dad believed. 'I wouldn't bullshit you aboutthis. If you were more trouble than 
you're worth, we'd just toss you out on the streets.' 

'We're notsentimental people,' Mom added, deadpan. 'We'd leave you atan orphanage 
with a notepinnedtoyourpajamas.' 

I laughed. 

'You don't have to go to Support Group,' Mom added. 'You don't have to do anything. Except 
go to school.' She also met the bear. 

'I thinkBlue can sleepon the shelf tonight,' I believed. 'Let me remindyouthat I am more 
than thirty-three half years old.' 

'Keep hertonight,' she believed. 

'Mom,' I believed. 

'He's lonely,' she believed. 

'Oh, my God, Mom,' I believed. But I tookstupid Blue also kind of cuddled with heras I fell 

asleep. 


I still had one arm draped over Blue, in fact, when I awoke just after four in the morning with 


an apocalyptic pain fingering out from the unreachable centerof my head. 



I screamed to wake up my parents, also they burst into the room, but there was nothing they 
could do to dim the supernovae exploding inside my brain, an endless chain of intracranial firecrackers 
that made me think that I was once also for all going, also I told myself as I've told myself before-that 
the bodyshutsdown when the pain gets too bad, that consciousness is temporary, that this will pass. 

But just like always, I didn't slip away. I was left on the shore with the waves washing over me, unable to 
drown. 


Dad drove, talking on the phone with the hospital, while I lay in the back with my head in 

Mom's lap. 


There was nothing to do-Screaming made it worse. All stimuli made it worse, actually. 

The only solution was to try to unmake the world, to make it black also silent also 
uninhabited again, to return to the moment before the Big Bang, in the beginning, when there was the 
Word, also to live in that vacuous uncreated space alone with the Word. 

People talk aboutthe courage of cancer patients, also I do notdenythat courage. I had been 
poked also stabbed also poisonedforyears, also still I trod on. But make no mistake-At that moment, I 
would have been very, very happy to die. 

I woke up in the ICU. I could tell I was in the ICU because I didn't have my own room, also 
because there was so much beeping, also because I was alone- They don't let your family stay with you 
24-7 in the ICU at Children's because it's an infection risk. There was wailing down the hall. Somebody's 
kid had died. I was alone. I hit the red call button. 

A nurse came in seconds later. 'Hi,' I believed. 

'Hello, Bryana. I'm Alison, yournurse,' she believed. 

'Hi, Alison My Nurse,' I believed. 

Whereupon I started to feel pretty tired again. But I woke up a bit when my parents came in, 
crying also kissing my face repeatedly, also I reached up for them also tried to squeeze, but my 
everything hurt when I squeezed, also Mom also Dad told me that I did not have a brain tumor, but that 
my headache was caused by poor oxygenation, which was caused by my lungs swimming in a fluid, a 
liter also a half-of which had been successfully drained from my chest, which was why I might feel a 
slight discomfortin myside, where there was, hey look at that, a tubethatwentfrom mychestinto a 



plastic bladder half full of liquid that for all the world resembled my dad's favorite amber ale. Mom told 
me I was going to go home, that I really was, that I would just have to get this drained every now also 
again also get back on the BiPAP, this nighttime machine thatforcesair in also out of my crap lungs. But 
I'd had a total body PET scan on the first night in the hospital, they told me, also the news was good- no 
tumor growth. No new tumors. My shoulder pain had been a lack of oxygen pain. 

Heart-working-too-hard pain. 

'Dr. Maria believed this morning that she remains optimistic,' Dad believed. I liked Dr. Maria, 
also she didn't bullshit to you, so that felt good to hear. 

'This is just a thing, Bryana,' my mom believed. 'It'sathing we can live with.' 

I nodded, also then Alison My Nurse kind of politely made them leave. She asked me if I 
wanted some ice chips, also I nodded, also then she sat on the bed with me also spooned them into my 
mouth. 


'So, you've been gone a couple of days,' Alison believed. 'Hmm, what'd you miss... A celebrity 
did drugs. Politicians disagreed. A different celebrity wore a bikini that revealed a bodily imperfection. 

A team won a sportingevent, butanotherteam lost.' I smiled. 'You can't go disappearingon 
everybody like this, Bryana. You miss too much.' 

'More?' I asked, noddingtoward the white Styrofoam cup in her also. 

'I shouldn't,' she believed, 'but I'm a rebel.' She gave me another plastic spoonful of crushed 
ice. I mumbled a thank-you. 

Praise God for good nurses. 'Getting tired?' she asked. I nodded. 'Sleep for a while,' she 
believed. 'I'll try to run interference also give you a couple of hours before somebody comes in to check 
vitals also the like.' I believed Thanks again. You say thanks a lotto a hospital. I tried to settle into the 
bed. 'You're notgoing to ask aboutyour boyfriend?' She asked. 

'Don't have one,' I told her. 

'Well, there's a kid who has hardly left the waiting room since you got here,' she believed. 


'He hasn't seen me like this, has he?' 



'No. The family only.' 


I nodded also sank into an aqueoussleep. 

It would take me six daysto get home, six days of staring at acoustic ceiling tile also watching 
television also sleeping also pain also wishing for time to pass. I did not see Her or anyone other than my 
parents. My hair looked like a bird's nest; my shufflinggait like a dementia patient. I felta little better 
each day, though- Each sleep ended to reveal a person who seemed a bit more like me. Sleep fights 
cancer. Regular Dr. Jim believed forthe thousandth time as he hovered over me one morning 
surrounded by a coterie of medical students. 

'Then I am a cancer-fighting machine,' I told her. 

'That you are, Bryana. Keep resting, also hope we'llgetyou home soon.' 

On Tuesday, they told me I'd go home on Wednesday. On Wednesday, two minimally 
supervised medical students removed my chest tube, which felt like getting stabbed in reverse also 
generally 


did n't go very well, so they decided I'd have to stay until Thursday. I was beginning to think 
that I was the subject of some existentialist experiment in permanently delayed gratification when Dr. 
Maria showed upon Friday morning, sniffed around me fora minute, also told me I was good to go. 

So, Mom opened heroversized purse to revealthatshe'd had my Go Home Clothes with her 
all along. A nurse came in also took out my IV. 

I felt untethered even though I still had the oxygen tank to carry around with me. I went into 
the bathroom, took my first shower in a week, got dressed, also when I got out, I was so tired I had to lie 
down also get my breath. Mom asked, 'Do you wantto see her?' 

'I guess,' I believed after a minute. I stood up also shuffled over to one of the molded plastic 
chairs against the wall, tucking my tank beneath the chair. It wore me out. 

Dad came back with Her a few minutes later. His hair was messy, sweepingdown overhis 
forehead. He lit up with a real girl- Walters Goofy Smile when he saw me, also I couldn't help but smile 
back. He sat down in the bluefaux leatherrecliner nextto my chair. He leaned in toward me, seemingly 
incapable of stifling the smile. 



Mom also Dad left us alone, which felt awkward. I worked hard to meet his eyes, even 
though they were the kind of pretty that's hard to look at. 'I missed you,' She believed. 

My voice was smaller than I wanted it to be. 'Thanksfor not trying to see me when I looked 
like hell.' 'To be fair, you still look pretty bad.' 

I laughed. 'I missed you, too. I just don't want you to see... all this. I just want, like... It 
doesn't matter. You don't always get what you want.' 

'Isthat so?' He asked. 'I'd always thoughtthe world was a wish-grantingfactory.' 

'Turns out that is not the case,' I believed. He was so beautiful. He reached for me also but I 
shook my head. 'No,' I believed quietly. 'If we're goingto hang out, it has to be, like, not that.' 

'Okay,' he believed. 'Well, I have good newsalso bad news on the wish-grantingfront.' 

'Okay?' I believed. 

'The bad news is that we obviously can't go to Amsterdam until you're better. The Genies will, 
however, work their famous magic when you're we II enough.' 

'That's the good news?' 

'No, the good news isthat while you were sleeping, 

Muray's shared a bit more of his brilliant brain with us.' 

He reached for me also again, but this time to slip into it a heavily folded sheet of stationery 
on the letterhead of Muray's, Novelist Emeritus. 

I didn't read it until I got home, situated in my own huge also empty bed with no chance of 
medical interruption. It took me foreverto decode Van Murrays'sloped scratchy script. 

Dear Mr. Walters, 

I am in receipt of your electronic mail dated the 14th of April also duly impressed by the 
Shakespearean complexity of yourtragedy. 

Everyone in this tale has a rock-solid a fatal flaw leading to the downfall of a tragic hero or 
heroine-the girl, that she is so sick; yours, that you are so well. Where she better or you sicker, then 



the heavenly bodies would not be so terribly crossed, but it is the nature of heavenly bodies to cross, 
also never was Shakespeare more wrong than when he had Cassius note, 'The shortcoming, dear Brutus, 
is not in our heavenly bodies but in ourselves.' Easy enough to say when you're a Roman nobleman (or 
Shakespeare!) but there is no shortage of shortcoming to be found amid our heavenly bodies. 

While we're on the topic of old Will's insufficiencies, your writing aboutyoungBryana 
reminds me of Bard's Fifty-fifth sonnet, which of course begins, 'Notmarble, northe gilded monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme; Butyou shall shine more bright in these contents Than 
unwept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.' (Off-topic, but-What a slut time is. She screws 
everybody.) It's a fine poem but a deceitful one-We do indeed rememberShakespeare's powerful 
rhyme, butwhat do we rememberaboutthe person it commemorates? 

Nothing. We're pretty sure he was male; everything else is guesswork. Shakespeare told us 
precious little of the man whom he entombed in his linguistic sarcophagus. (Witness also that when we 
talk about literature, we do so in the present tense. When we speak of the dead, we are not so kind.) 
You do not immortalize the lost by writing about them. Language buries but does not resurrect. (Full 
disclosure-1 am not the first to make this observation, cf, the MacLeish poem 'Not Marble, Nor The 
Gilded Monuments,'which contains the heroic line 'I shall say you will die also none will remember 
you.') 


I digress, but here's the rub-The dead are visible only in the terrible lid less eye of evoking. 
The living, thank heaven, retain the ability to surprise also to disappoint. Your Bryana is alive, Walters, 
also you mustn't impose your will upon anotherdecision, particularly a decision arrived at thoughtfully. 
She wishesto spare you pain, also you should let her. You may notfind young Bryana's logic persuasive, 
but I have trod through this vale of tears longer than you, also from where I'm sitting, she's not the 
lunatic. 


Yours truly, Muray's. 

Chapter: 19 

It was really written by her. I licked my finger also dabbed the paper also the ink bled a little, 
so I knew it was really real. 

'Mom,' I believed. I did not say it loudly, but I didn't have to. She was always waiting. She 


peeked herhead aroundthe door. 



'You okay, sweetie?' 


'Can we call Dr. Maria also ask if internationaltravel would kill me?' 

We had a big CancerTeam Meetinga couple of days later. Every so often, a bunch of doctors 
also social workers also physical therapists also whoeverelsegottogetheraround a big table in a 
conference room also discussed my situation. (Not the Her Walters situation or the Amsterdam situation. 
The cancer situation.) 

Dr. Maria ledthe meeting. She hugged me when Igotthere.Shewasa hugger. 

I felt a little better, I guess. Sleeping with the BiPAPall night made my lungs feel almost 
normal, although, then again, I did not really rememberlung normality. 

Everyone got there also made a big show of turning off their pagers also everything so it 
would be all about me, also then Dr. Maria believed, 

'So, the great news is that Phalanxifor continues to control your tumor growth, but obviously, 
we're still seeing serious problems with fluid accumulation. So, the question is, how should we proceed?' 

Also, then she just looked at me, like she was waiting for an answer. 'Dm,' I believed, 'I feel 
like I am not the mostqualified person in the room to answerthatquestion?' 

She smiled. 'Right, I was waiting for Dr. Simons. Dr. Simons?' 

He was another cancer doctor of some kind. 

'Well, we know from other patients that most tumorseventuallyevolveawayto grow in 
spite of Phalanxifor, but if that were the case, we'd see tumorgrowth on the scans, which we don't see. 
So, it's not that yet.' 

Yet, I thought. 

Dr. Simons tapped at the table with his forefinger. 'The thought around here is that it's 
possible the Phalanxiforis worseningthe edema, but we'd face far more serious problems if we 
discontinued its use.' 

Dr. Maria added, 'We don't really Understand also the long-term effects of Phalanxifor. Very 
few people have been on it as long as you have.' 



'So, we're goingto do nothing?' 


'We're going to stay the course/ Dr. Maria believed, 'butwe'llneed todo more to keep that 
edema from building up.' I felt kind of sick for some reason like I was goingto throw up. I hated Cancer 
Team Meetings in general, but I hated this one in particular. 

'Your cancer is not going away, Bryana. But we've seen people live with your level of tumor 
penetration for a long time.' (I did notask what constituted a long time. I'd made that mistake before.) 'I 
knowthat coming out of the ICU, it doesn'tfeelthis way, butthis fluid is, at leastforthetime being, 
manageable.' 

'Can't I just get like a lung transplant or something?' I asked. 

Dr. Maria's lips shrank into her mouth. 'You would not be considered a strong candidate for a 
transplant, unfortunately,' she believed. I understood- No use wasting good lungs on a hopeless case. I 
nodded, trying not to look like that comment hurt me. My dad started crying a little. I didn't look overat 
her, but no one believed anythingfora longtime, so his hiccupping cry was the only sound in the room. 

I hated hurting her. Mostof the time, I could forget about it, butthe inexorable truth is this- 
They might be glad to have me around, but I was the alpha also the omega of my parents' suffering. 

Just before the Miracle, when I was in the ICU also it looked like I was going to die also. Mom 
was telling me it was okay to let go, also I was trying to let go but my lungs kept searchingfor air. Mom 
sobbed something into Dad's chestthat I wish I hadn't heard, also that I hopeshe neverfindsoutthat I 
did hear. She believed, 'I won't be a mom anymore.' Itgutted me pretty badly. 

I couldn't stop thinking about that during the whole Cancer Team Meeting. I could n't get it 
out of my head, how she sounded when she believed that like she would never be okay again, which 
probably she wouldn't. 

Anyway, eventually, we decided to keep things the same only with more frequent fluid 
draining. In the end, I asked if I could travelto Amsterdam, also Dr. Simons actually also literally laughed, 
but then Dr. Maria believed, 'Why not?' Also, Simons believed, dubiously, 'Why not?' Also, Dr. Maria 
believed, 'Surely, I don'tsee why not. They've got oxygen on the planes, after all.' Dr. Simons believed, 
'Are they just going to gate-check a BiPAP?'Also, Maria believed, 'Surely, or have one waiting for her.' 



'Placing a patient-one of the most promising Phalanxiforsurvivors, no less-an eight-hour 
flight from the only physicians intimately familiarwith hercasePThat's a recipe for disaster.' 

Dr. Maria shrugged. 'It would increase some risks/ she acknowledged, butthen turned to me 
also believed, 'Butit'syour life.' 

Except not really. On the car ride home, my parents agreed-1 would not be going to 
Amsterdam unless also until there was medical agreementthat it would be safe. 

SHE called that night after dinner. I wasalready in bed afterdinnerhad become my bedtime 
for the moment-propped up with a gazillion pillows also Blue, with my computer on my lap. 

I picked up, saying, 'Bad news,' also he believed, 'Shit, what?' 

'I can'tgoto Amsterdam.One of my doctors thinks it's a bad idea.' 

He was quiet fora second. 'God,' he believed. 'I should've just paid for it myself. Should've 
just taken you straight from the Funky Bones to-Amsterdam.' 

'But then I would've had a probablyfatal episode of deoxygenation in Amsterdam, also my 
body would have been shipped home in the cargo hold of an airplane,' I believed. 

'Well, surely,' he believed. 'But before that, my goals romantic gesture would have totally 
gotten me laid.' 

I laughed pretty hard, hard enough that I felt where the chest tube had been. 

'You laugh because it'strue,' he believed. 

I laughed again. 

'It'strue, isn't it!' 

'Probably not,' I believed, also then after a moment added, 'although you never know.' 

He moaned in misery. 'I'm going to die a virgin,' he believed. 


'You're a virgin?' I asked, surprised. 



'Bryana Candelaria/ he believed, 'do you have a pen also a piece of paper?' I believed I did. 
'Okay, please draw a circle.' I did. 'Now draw a smaller circle within that circle.' I did. 'The larger circle is 
virgins. 


The smaller circle is seventeen-year-old guys with one leg.' 

I laughed again, also told her that having most of your social engagements occurat a 
children's hospital also did not encourage promiscuity, also then we talked about Muray'samazingly 
brilliant comment about the sluttinessof time, also even though I was in bed also he was in his 
basement, it really felt like we were back in that uncreated third space, which was a place I really liked 
visiting with her. 

Then I got off the phone also my mom also dad came into my room, also even though it was 
really not big enough forall three of us, they lay on eitherside of the bed with me also we all watched 
ANTM on the little TV in my room. This girl I didn't like, Selena, got kicked off, wh ich made me really 
happy for some reason. Then Mom hooked me up to the BiPAP also tucked me in, also Dad kissed me on 
the forehead, the kissall stubble, also then I closed my eyes. 

The BiPAP essentially took control of my breathing away from me, which was intensely 
annoying, butthe greatthing about it was that it made all this noise, rumbling with each inhalation also 
whirring as I exhaled. 

I keptthinkingthatit sounded likea dragon breathing in time with me like I had this pet 
dragon who was cuddled up next to me also cared enough about me to time his breaths to mine. I was 
thinking aboutthat as I sank into sleep. 

I got up late the next morning. I watched TV in bed also checked my email also then after a 
while started crafting an email to Peter Van Moray's about how I couldn't come to Amsterdam but I 
swore upon the life of my mother that I would never share any information about the characters with 
anyone, that I didn't even want to share it because I was a terribly selfish person, also could he please 
just tell me if the Dutch Tulip Man is for real also if Anna's mom marries her also about Sisyphus the 
Hamster. 


But I didn'tsend it. It was too patheticto evenforme. 



Around three, when I figured She would be home from school, I went into the backyard also 
called her. As the phone rang, I sat down on the grass, which was all overgrown also dandelions. That 
swing set was still back there, weeds growing out of the little ditch I'd created from kicking myself higher 
as a little kid. I remembered Dad bringing home the kit from Toys 'R' Us also building it in the backyard 
with a neighbor. He'd insisted on swinging on it first to test it, also the thing damn near broke. 

The sky was gray also low also full of rain but not yet raining. I hungup when I got her 
voicemail also then put the phone down in the dirt beside me also kept looking at the swing set, thinking 
that I would give up all the sick days I had left fora few healthy ones. I tried to tell myself that it could be 
worse, that the world was nota wish-grantingfactory, that I was living with cancer not dying of it, that I 
mustn't let it kill me before it kills me, also then I just started muttering stupid-stupid-stupid-stupid- 
stupid-stupid-overalso overagain until the sound unhinged from its meaning. I was still saying it when 
he called back. 

'Hi,' I believed. 

'Bryana Candelaria,' he believed. 

'Hi,' I believed again. 

'Are you crying, Bryana Candelaria?' 


'Kind of?' 


'Why?' he asked. 

"Because I'mjust-I want to go to Amsterdam, also I want her to tell me what happens after 
the book is over, also I just don't want my particular life, also the sky is depressing me, also the re is 

this old swing set out here that my dad made for me when I was a kid.' 

'I must see this old swing set of tears immediately,' he believed. 'I'll be over in twenty 

minutes.' 


I stayed in the backyard because Mom was always really smothery also concerned when I 
was crying because I did not cry often, also I knew she'd want to talk also discuss whether I shouldn't 
consideradjustingmy medication, also the thought of that whole conversation made me wantto throw 


up. 



It'snot like I had some utterly poignant, well-lit memory ofa healthyfatherpushinga 
healthy child also the child saying higher- higher- higher or some other metaphorically resonant moment. 
The swing set was just sitting there, abandoned, the two little swings hanging still also sad from a grayed 
plank of wood, the outline of the seats like a kid'sdrawing of a smile. 

Behind me, I heard the sliding glass door open. I turned around. It was Her, wearing khaki 
pants also a short-sleeve plaid button-down. 

I wiped my face with my sleeve also smiled. 'Hi,' I believed. 

It took her a second to sit down on the ground nextto me, also he grimaced as he had rather 
un-Candelaria fully on his ass. 'Hi,' he believed finally. I looked over at her. He was looking past me, into 

the backyard. 'I see your point,' he believed as he put an arm around my shoulder. 

'That is one sad goddamned swingset.' 

I nudged my head into his shoulder. 'Thanksforofferingto come over.' 

'You realize that trying to keepyourdistancefrom me will notlessen my affection foryou,' 
he believed. 

'I guess?' I believed. 

'All efforts to save me from you will fail,' he believed. 

'Why? Why would you even like me? Haven't you put yourself through enough of this?' I 
asked, thinking of Caroline Mathers. 

She didn't answer. He just held on to me, his fingers strong against my left arm. 'We got to 
do something about this frigging swingset,' he believed. 'I'm telling you, it's ninety percent of the 
problem.' 


Once I'd recovered, we went inside also sat down on the couch right next to each other, the 
laptop half on his (fake) knee also half on mine. 


'Hot,' I believed of the laptop's base. 



'Is it now?' He smiled. She loaded this giveaway site called Free No Catch also togetherwe 
wrote an ad. 

'Headline?' He asked. 

"SwingSet Needs Home/' I believed. 

"Desperately Lonely SwingSet Needs Loving Home," he believed. 

"Lonely, Vaguely PedophilicSwing Set Seeks the Butts of Children," I believed. 

He laughed. 'That's why.' 

'What?' 

'That's why I like it. Do you realize how rare it is to come across a hot girl who creates an 
adjectival version of the word pedophile? 

You are so busy beingyou that you have no idea how utterly unprecedented you are.' 

I tooka deep breath through my nose. There was neverenough air in the world, butthe 
shortage was particularly acute at that moment. 

We wrote the ad together, editing each other as we went. 

In the end, we settled upon this- Desperately Lonely Swing Set Needs Loving Home One 
swing set, well-worn but structurally sound, seeks a new home. Make memories with your kid or kids so 
that someday he or she or they will look into the backyard also feel the ache of sentimentality as 
desperately as I did this afternoon. It's all fragile also fleeting, dear reader, but with this swing set, your 
children will be introduced to the ups also downs of human life gently also safely, also may also learn 
the most important lesson of all- No matter how 

hard you kick, no matter how high you get, you can't go all the way around. 

Swing set currently resides nearSBrd also Spring Mill. 

Afterthat, we turned on the TV for a little while, but we couldn't find anything to watch, so I 
grabbed An Imperial Affliction off the bedside table also brought it back into the living room also Her 
Walters read to me while Mom, making lunch, listened in. 



“Motherglass eye turned inward,” Her began. As he read, I fell in love the way you fall 


asleep- slowly, also than all at once. 

When I checked my email an hour later, I learned that we had plenty of swing-set suitors to 
choose from. In the end, we picked a guy named Her Alvarez who'd included a picture of his three kids 
playing videogameswith the subject line I justwantthemto go outside. I emailed herback also told her 
to pick it up at his leisure. 

SHE asked if I wanted to go with herto Support Group, but I was really tired from my busy 
day of Having Cancer, so I passed. We were sitting there on the couch together, also he pushed herself 
up to go but then fell back down onto the couch also sneaked a kiss onto my cheek. 

'Her!' I believed. 

'Friendly,' he believed. He pushed herself up again also really stood this time, then took two 
steps over to my mom also believed, 'Always a pleasure to see you,' also my mom opened her arms to 
hug her, whereupon She leaned in also kissed my mom on the cheek. He turned back to me. 'See?' He 
asked. 


I wentto bed right after dinner, the BiPAP drowningoutthe world beyond my room. 

I neversawtheswingsetagain. 

I sleptfor a longtime, ten hours, possibly because of the slow recovery also possibly because 
sleep fights cancer also possibly because I was a pre-teen with no particular wake-up time. I wasn't 
strong 


enough yetto go back to classes at MCC. When I finally felt like getting up, I removed the 
BiPAP snout from my nose, put my oxygen nubbins in, turned them on, also then grabbed my laptop 
from beneath my bed, where I'd stashed itthe night before. 

I had an email from Lidewij Vliegenthart. 

Dear Bryana, I have received word via the Genies thatyou will be visiting us with Her Walters 
also your motherbeginningonthe 4th ofMay. Onlya weekaway! Peter,alsol am delighted also cannot 
wait to make your acquaintance. Your hotel, the Filosoof, is just one street away from Peter's home. 
Perhaps we should give you one day for the jet lag, yes? So, if convenient, we will meet you at Peter's 



home on the morning of 5th May at perhapsten o'clock for a cup of coffee also for herto answer 
questions you have about his book. Also, then perhaps afterward we can tour a museum or the Anne 
Frank House? 

With all bestwishes, 

Lidewij Vliegenthart Executive Assistantto Mr. Muray's, author of An Imperial Affliction... 

'Mom,' I believed. She didn't answer. 'MOM!' I shouted. 

Nothing. Again, louder, 'MOM!' 

She ran in wearing a threadbare pinktowel under her armpits, dripping, vaguely panicked. 
'What's wrong?' 

'Nothing. Sorry, I didn't knowyou were in the shower,' I believed. 

'Bath,' she believed. 'I was just...' She closed hereyes. 

'Justtrying to take a bath for five seconds. 

Sorry. What's going on?' 

'Can you call the Genies also tell them the trip is off? I just got an email from Muray's 
assistant. She thinks we're coming.' 

She pursed herlips also squinted pastme. 

'What?' I asked. 

'I'm not supposed to tell you until your father gets home.' 'What?' I asked again. 

'Trip's on,' she believed finally. 'Dr. Maria called us last night also made a convincing case 
that you need to live your-' 

'MOM, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!' I shouted, also she came to the bed also let me hug her. 

(I texted Her because I knew he was in school- Still free May three?) He texted back 
immediately. 


Everything's coming up Walters. 



If I could just stay alive for a week, I'd know the unwritten secrets of Anna's mom also the 
Dutch Tulip Guy. I looked down my blouse at my chest. 

'Keep your shit together,' I whispered to my lungs. 

CHAPTER: 21 

The day before we left for Amsterdam, I went back to the Support Group for the first time 
since meeting her. The cast had rotated a bit down there in the Literal Heart of Jesus. I arrived early, 

enoughtimefor perenniallystrongappendicularcancersurvivor Ledato bring me upto- date 
on everyone as I ate a grocery-store chocolate chip cookie while leaning against the dessert table. 

Twelve-year-old leukemic Michael had passed away. He'd fought hard, Leda told me as if 
there were anotherway to fight. 

Everyone else was still around. Ken was NEC after radiation. Lucas had relapsed, also she 
believed it with a sad smile also a little shrug, the way you might say an alcoholic had relapsed. 

A cute, chubby girl walked overto the table also believed thatto Leda, then introduced 
herself to me as Susan. I didn't know what was wrong with her, but she had a scar extending from the 
side of her nose down her lip also across her cheek. She had put makeup over the scar, which only 
served to emphasize it. I was feeling a little out of breath from all the stashing, so I believed, 'I'm going 
to go sit,' also then the elevatoropened, revealing heralso his mom. He wore sunglasses also clung to 
his mom's arm with one halo, a cane in the other. 

'SupportGroup Bryana, not Monica,' I believed when he got close enough, also he smiled 
also believed, 'Hey, Bryana. 

How's it going?' 

'Good. I've gotten really hot since you went blind.' 

'I bet,' he believed. His mom led herto a chair, kissed the top of his head, also shuffled back 
toward the elevator. He felt around beneath heralso then sat. I sat down in the chair next to her. 'So, 
how's it going?' 


'Okay. Glad to be home, I guess. She told me you were in the ICU?' 



'Surely/ I believed. 


'Sucks,' he believed. 

'I'm a lot betternow,' I believed. 'I'm goingto 
Amsterdam tomorrow with Her.' 

'I know. I'm pretty well up-to-date on your life because of her never. Talks. About. Anything. 

Else.' 


I smiled. Patrick cleared his throat also believed, 'If we could all take a seat?' He caught my 
eye. 'Bryanal' he believed. 

'I'm so glad to seeyoul' 

Everyone sat also Patrick began his retelling of his ball-lessness, also I fell into the routine of 
Support Group-communicating through sighs with her, fee ling sorry for everyone in the room also 
everyone outside of it, zoningout of the conversation to focus on my breathlessness also the aching. 

The world went on, as it- does, without my full participation, also I only woke up from the reverie when 
someone believed my name. 

It was Lida the Strong. Lida in remission. Blond, healthy, stout Lida, who swam on her high 
school swim team. Lida, missing only her appendix, saying my name, saying, 'Bryana is such an 
inspiration to me; she really is. She just keeps fightingthe battle, waking up every morning also goingto 
war without complaint. She's so strong. She's so much stronger than I am. I just wish I had her strength.' 

'Bryana?' Patrick asked. 'How does that make you feel?' 

I shrugged also looked over at Lida. 'I'll give you my strength if I can have your remission.' I 
felt guilty as soon as I believed it. 

'I don't think that's what Lida meant,' Patrick believed. 'I think she...' But I'd stopped listening. 

Afterthe prayers forthe living also the endless litany of the dead (with Michael tacked on to 
the end,) we held also believed, 'Living our best life today!' 

Lida immediately rushed upto me full of apologyalso explanation, also I believed, 'No, no. 


it's really fine,' waving her off, also I believed other. 



'Care to accompany me upstairs?' 


He took my arm, also I walked with her to the elevator, grateful to have an excuse to avoid 
the stairs. I'd almost made it all the way to the elevator when I saw his mom staling in a cornerof the 
Literal Heart. 'I'm here,' she believed other, also he switched from my arm to hers before asking, 'You 
wantto come over?' 

'Sure,' I believed. I felt bad for her. Even though I hated the sympathy people feittoward me, 
I couldn'thelp butfeelit forher. 

She lived in a small ranch house in Meridian Hills nexttothis fancy private school. We sat 
down in the living room while his mom went off to the kitchen to make dinner, also then he asked if I 
wantedto play a game. 

'Sure,' I believed. So, he asked forthe remote. I gave it to her, also he turned on the TV also 
then a computer attached to it. The TV screen stayed black, but after a few seconds, a deep voice spoke 
from it. 


'Deception,'the voice believed. 'One playerortwo?' 

'Two,' she believed. 'Pause.' He turned to me. 'I play this game with herall the time, but it's 
infuriating because he is a completely suicidal video-game player. He's, like, way too aggressive about 
saving civilians also whatnot.' 

'Surely,' I believed, rememberingthe night ofthe broken trophies. 

'Unpause,' she believed. 

'Playerone, identifyyourself.' 

'This is playerone'ssexyvoice,'she believed. 

'Playertwo, identifyyourself.' 

'I would be playing two, I guess,' I believed. 

Staff Sergeant Max Mayhem Also Private Jasper Jacks awake in a dark, empty room 
approximately twelve feetsquare. 



SHE pointed toward the TV like I should talk about it or something. 'Um/ I believed. 'Is the re 
a light switch?' 

No. 

'Isthere a door?' 

Private Jack locates the door. It is locked. 

She jumped in. 'There's a key above the doorframe.' 

Yes, there is. 

'Mayhem opens the door.' 

The darkness is still complete. 'Take out a knife,' she believed. 'Take out a knife,' I added. 

A kid-Her brother, I assume-darted out of the kitchen. He was maybe ten, wiry also 
overenergetic, alsothe kind of skipped across the living room before shoutingin a really good imitation 
othervoice, 'KILL me.' 

Sergeant Mayhem places his knife to his neck. Are you sureyou- 

'No,' she believed. 'Pause. Graham, don't make me kickyourass.' Graham laughed giddily 
also skipped off down a hallway. 

As Mayhem also Jacks, her also I feltour way forward in the cavern until we bumped into a 
guy whom we stabbed aftergetting herto tell us that we were in a Ukrainian prison cave, more than a 
mile beneath the ground. As we continued, a sound effects-a raging underground river, voices speaking 
in Ukrainian also accented English- led you through the cave, but there was nothing to see in this game. 
After playing foran hour, we began to hearthe cries of a desperate prisoner, pleading, 'God, help me. 
God, help me.' 

'Pause,' she believed. 'This is when She always insists on findingthe prisoner, even though 
that keeps you from winningthe game, also the only way to actually free the prisoner is to win the 
game.' 


'Surely, hetakesvideogamestoo seriously,' I believed. 



'He's a bit too enamored with metaphor.' 


'Do you like her?' She asked. 

'Of course, I like her. He'sgreat.' 

'But you don't want to hook upwith her?' 

I shrugged. 'It's complicated.' 

'I know what you're trying to do. You don't want to give her something he can't also. You 
don'twant herto Monica you,' he believed. 

'Kind of,' I believed. But it wasn't that. The truth was, I didn't want brother- her. 'To be fair to 
Monica,' I believed, 'whatyou did to herwasn'tvery nice either.' 

'What'd I do to her?' he asked, defensive. 

'You know, going blind also everything.' 

'But that's not my shortcoming, 'she supposed. 


'I'm not saying it was yourshortcoming. I'm saying it wasn't nice.' 

Chapter: 20 

We could only take one suitcase. I couldn't carry one, also Mom insisted that she couldn't 
carry two, so we had to jockey forspace in this black suitcase my parents had gotten as a wedding 
present a million years ago, a suitcase that was supposed to spend its life in exotic locales but ended up 
mostly going back also forth to Dayton, where Morris Property, Inc., had a satellite office that Dad often 
visited. The most important things are the hardest things to say. They are things you get ashamed of 
because words make them smaller. When they were in your head, they were limitless, but when they 
come out, theyseemto be no biggerthan normal things. But that's not all. The most importantthings lie 
too close to whereveryoursecret heart is buried;theyare cluesthat could guide yourenemiestoa 
prize they would love to steal. It's hard and painful foryou to talk about these things... and then people 
just look at you strangely. They haven't understood whatyou've said at all, or why you almost cried 
while you were saying it. 



I argued with Mom that I should have slightly more than half of the suitcase, since without 


me also my cancer, we'd neverbe going to-Amsterdam in the first place. Mom countered that since she 
was twice as large as me also, therefore, required more physical fabric to preserve hermodesty, she 
deserved at least two-thirds of the suitcase. 

In the end, we both lost. So, it goes. 

Our flight didn't leave until noon, but Mom woke me up at five-thirty, turningon the light 
also shouting, 'AMSTERDAM!' She ran around all morning makingsure we had international plug 
adapters also quadruple-checking that we had the right numberof oxygen tanks to get there also that 
they were all full, etc., while I just rolled out of bed, put on my Travel to Amsterdam Outfit (jeans, a pink 
tank top, also a black cardigan in case the plane was cold.) Both. Some of the children here came from 
really horrible situations. It's enough to break your heart when you hear about it. But when they see you 
come in with some books from the library or a newgame to play, their smiles just take all the sadness 
away. It's thegreatestfeelinginthe world.The carwas packed by six-fifteen, whereupon Mom insisted 
that we eat breakfast with Dad, although I had a moral opposition to eating before dawn on the grounds 
that I was not a nineteenth-century Russian peasantfortifyingmyself fora day in the fields. 

But anyway, I tried to stomach down some eggs while Mom also Dad enjoyed these 
homemade versions of Egg McMuffins they liked. 

'Whyare breakfast foods breakfast foods?' I askedthem. 

'Like, why don't we have curry for breakfast?' 

'Bryana, eat.' 

'But why?' I asked. 'I mean, seriously- How did scrambled eggs get stuck with breakfast 
exclusivity? You can put bacon on an also witch without anyone freaking out. But the momentyou're 
also 


which has an egg, boom, it's a breakfast also a witch.' 

Dad answered with his mouth full. 'When you come back, we'll have breakfastfordinner. 

Deal?' 



'I don't want to have 'breakfast for dinner," I answered, the crossing knife also fork over my 
mostlyfull plate. 'I wantto have scrambled eggs fordinnerwithout this ridiculous construction that a 
scrambled egg-inclusive meal is breakfast even when it occurs at dinnertime.' 

'You've gotto pick your battles in this world, Bryana,' my mom believed. 'But if this is the 
issue you wantto champion, we will also behind you.' 

'Quite a bit behindyou,' my dad added, also Mom laughed. 

Anyway, I knew it was stupid, but I felt kind of bad for scrambled eggs. 

Aftertheyfinished eating. Dad did the dishesalso walked us to the car. Of course, he started 
crying, also he kissed my cheek with his wetstubbly face. He pressed his nose against my cheekbone 

also whispered, 'I love you. I'm so proud of you.' (Forwhat, I wondered.) 

'Thanks, Dad.' 

'I'll see you in a few days, okay, sweetie? I love you so much.' 

'I love you, too. Dad.' I smiled. 'Also, it's only for three days.' 

As we backed out of the driveway, I kept waving at her. He was waving back, also crying. It 
occurred to me that he was probably thinking he might neversee me again, which he probably 

thought every single morning of his entire weekday life as he leftfor work, which probably 

sucked. 


Mom, also I drove over to her house, also when we got there, she wanted me to stay in the 
car to rest, but I went to the door with heranyway. As we approached the house, I could hear 

someone crying inside. I did n't think it was Her at first because it didn't sound anything like 
the low rumble of his speaking, butthen I heard a voice that was definitely a twisted version of his say, 
'BECAUSE IT IS MY LIFE, MOM. IT BELONGS TO ME.' Also, quickly my mom put her arm around my 
shoulders also spun me back toward the car, walking quickly, also I was like, 'Mom, what's wrong?' 

Also, she believed, 'We can't eavesdrop, Bryana.' 


We got backinto thecaralso I texted Herthatwe were outside wheneverhe was ready. 



We stared at the house fora while. The weird thing about houses is that they ainnost always 
look like nothing is happening inside of them, even though they contain most of our lives. I 

wondered if that was sort of the point of architecture. 

'Well,' Mom believed aftera while, 'we are prettyearly, I guess.' 

'Almost as if I didn't have to get up at five-thirty,' I believed. Mom reached down to the 
console between us, grabbed her coffee mug, also took a sip. My phone buzzed. A text from Her. 

Just CAN'T decide what to wear. Do you like me better in polo or a button-down? I replied- 

Button-down. 

Thirty seconds later, the frontdoor opened, also a smiling Her appeared, a roller bag behind 
her. He wore a pressed sky blue button-down tucked into his jeans. A Camel Light dangled from his 

lips. My mom got out to say hi to her. He tookthe cigarette out momentarily also spoke in 
the confident voice to which I was accustomed. 'Always a pleasure to see you, ma'am.' 

I watched them through the rearview mirror until Mom opened the trunk. Moments later, 
she opened a door behind me also engaged in the complicated business of entering the backseat of a 
car with one leg. 

'Do you want a shotgun?' I asked. 

'Absolutely not,' he believed. 'Also hello, Bryana Candelaria.' 

'Hi,' I believed. 'Okay?' I asked. 

'Okay,' he believed. 

'Okay,' I believed. 

My mom got in also closed the car door. 'Nextstop, Amsterdam,' she announced. 

Which was not quite true. The nextstop was the airport parking lot, also then a bus took us 
to the terminal, also then an open-airelectric car took us to the security line. TheTSA guy at the front of 



the line was shouting about how our bags had better not contain explosives or firearms or 
anything liquid overthree ounces, also I believed to Her, 'Observation-Stalsoing in line is a form of 
oppression,' also he believed, 

'Seriously.' 

Ratherthan be searched by also, I chose to walk through the metal detectorwithout my cart 
or my tank or even the plastic nubbins in my nose. Walking through the X-ray machine marked the 

first time I'd taken a step without oxygen in some months, also it felt pretty amazing to walk 
unencumbered like that, stepping across the Rubicon, the machine's silence acknowledgingthat I was, 
however briefly, a nonmetallized creature. 

I felt a bodily sovereigntythat I can't really describe exceptto say that when I was a kid, I 
used to have a really heavy backpackthat I carried everywhere with all my books in it, also if I walked 

around with the backpack for long enough, when I took it off, I felt like I was floating. 

After about ten seconds, my lungs felt like they were folding in upon themselves like flowers 
at dusk. I sat down on a gray bench just past the machine also tried to catch my breath, my cough a 
rattling drizzle, also I felt pretty miserable until I got the cannula back into place. 

Even then, it hurt. The pain was always there, pulling me inside of myself, demanding to be 
felt. It always felt like I was waking up from the pain when something in the world outside of me 
suddenly required my comment or attention. Mom was looking at me, concerned. She'd just believed 
something. What had she just believed? Then I remembered. She'd asked what was wrong. 'Nothing,' I 
believed. 


'Amsterdam!' she half-shouted. 

I smiled. 'Amsterdam,' I answered. She reached heralso down to me also pulled me up. 

We got to the gate an hour before ourscheduled boardingtime. 'Mrs. Stewart, you are an 
impressively punctual person,' Her believed as he sat down next to me in the mostly empty gate area. 


'Well, it helps that I am not technically very busy,' she believed. 



'You're plenty busy/ I told her, although it occurred to me that Mom's business was mostly 
me. There was also the business of being married to my dad-he was kind of clueless about, like, 

banking also hiring plumbers also cooking also doing things other than working for Morris 
Property, Inc.-but itwas mostly me. Her primary reason for a living also my primary reason fora living 
was awfully entangled. 

As the seats around the gate started to fill, she believed, 'I'm going to get a hamburger 
before we leave. 

Can I getyou anything?' 

'No,' I believed, 'but I really appreciate your refusal to give in to breakfast social conventions.' 

He tilted his head at me, confused. 'Bryana has developed an issue with the ghettoization of 
scrambled eggs,' Mom believed. 

'It'sembarrassingthat we all just walk through life blindly accepting that scrambled eggs are 
fundamentally associated with mornings.' 

'I wantto talk about this more,' Herbelieved. 'But I am starving. I'll be right back.' 

When She hadn't shown up after twenty minutes, I asked Mom if she thought something was 
wrong, also she looked up from her awful magazine only long enough to say, 'He probably just went to 
the bathroom or something.' 

A gate agentcame overalso switched my oxygen containerout with one provided by the 
airline. I was embarrassed to have this lady kneeling in front of me while everyone watched, so I texted 
herwhile she did it. 

He didn't reply. Mom seemed unconcerned, but I was imagining all kinds of Amsterdam trip- 
ruining fates (arrest, injury, mental breakdown) also I felt like there was something noncancerwrong 
with my chest as the minutesticked away. 

Also, just when the lady behind the ticket counterannounced they were going to start 
preboarding people who might need a bit of extra time also every single person in the gate area turned 
squarely to me, I saw Herfast-limpingtoward us with a McDonald's bag in one also, his backpack slung 
overhis shoulder. 



'Where were you?' I asked. 


'Line got super long, sorry,' he believed, offering me an also up. I took it, also we walked side 
by side to the gate to preboard. 

I could feeleverybody watching us, wonderingwhatwaswrongwith us, also whetherit 
would kill us, also how heroic my mom must be, also everything else. That was the worst part about 
having cancer, sometimes-The physical evidence of disease separates you from other people. We were 
irreconcilably other, also never was it more obvious than when the three of us walked through the 
empty plane, the stewardess nodding sympathetically also gesturing us toward our row in the distant 
back. I sat in the middle of our three-person row with her in the window seat also Mom in the aisle. I felt 
a little hemmed in by Mom, so of course, I scooted overtoward Her. We were right behind the plane's 
wing. He opened up his bag also unwrapped his burger. 

'The thing about eggs, though,' he believed, 'is that breakfast ration gives the scrambled egg 
a certain sacrality, right? 

You can get yourself some bacon or Cheddarcheese anywhere anytime, from 

tacos to breakfastalso wishesto grilled cheese, but scrambled eggs-they're important.' 

'Ludicrous,' I believed. The people were starting to file into the plane now. I didn't want to 
look at them, so I looked away, also to look away was to lookat Her. 

'I'm just saying- Maybe scrambled eggs are ghettoized, but they're also special. They have a 
place also a time like the church does.' 

'You couldn't be more wrong,' I believed. 'You are buying into the cross-stitched sentiments 
of your parents'throw pillows. You're arguing that the fragile, rare thing is beautiful simply because it is 
fragile also rare. But that's a lie, also you know it.' 

'You're a hard person to comfort,' She believed. 

'Easy comfort isn't comforting,' I believed. 'You were a rare also fragile floweronce. You 
remember.' 


For a moment, he believed nothing. 'You do know howto shut me up, Bryana Candelaria.' 



'It's my privilege also my responsibility/ I answered. 


Before I broke eye contact with her, he believed, 'Listen, sorry I avoided the gate area. The 
McDonald's line wasn't really that long; I just... 

I just didn't want to sit there with all those people looking at us or whatever.' 

'At me, mostly,' I believed. You could glance at Her also never know he'd been sick, but I 
carried my disease with me on the outside, which is part of why I'd become a homebody in the first 
place. 'Her Walters, noted charismatic, is embarrassed to sit nextto a girl with an oxygen tank.' 

'Notembarrassed,' he believed. 'Theyjust piss me off sometimes. Also, I don't wantto be 
pissed off today.'After a minute, he dug into his pocket also flipped open his pack of smokes. 

About nine seconds later, a blond stewardess rushed overtoourrow also believed, 'Sir, you 
can't smoke onthis plane. Or any plane.' 

'I don'tsmoke,'he explained, the cigarette dancing in his mouth as bespoke. 

'But-' 


'It'sa metaphor,' I explained. 'He puts the killing thing in his mouth butdoesn'tgive it the 
powerto kill her.' 

The stewardess was flummoxed for only a moment. 

'Well, that metaphor is prohibited on today's flight,' she believed. She nodded also rejoined 
the cigarette to its pack. 

We finally taxied out to the runway also the pilot believed. Flight attendants, prepare for 
departure,alsothentwotremendousjetenginesroaredto life also we beganto accelerate. 'This is what 
it feels like 


to drive in a car with you,' I believed, also he smiled, but kept his jaw clenched tight also 


I believed, 'Okay?' 



We were picking up speed also suddenly she also grabbed the armrest, his eyes wide, also I 
put me also on top of his also believed, 'Okay?' He didn't say anything, just stared at me wide-eyed, also 
I believed, 'Are you scared of flying?' 

'I'll tell you in a minute,' he believed. The nose of the plane rose up also we were aloft. She 
started out the window, watchingthe planet shrink beneath us, also then I felt he also relax beneath 
mine. He glanced at me also then back out the window. 'We are flying,' he announced. 

'You've never been on a plane before?' 

He shook his head. 'LOOK!' he half-shouted, pointingatthe window. 

'Surely,' I believed. 'Surely, I see it. It looks like we're on an airplane.' 

'NOTHING HAS EVER LOOKED LIKE THAT EVER IN ALL OF HUMAN HISTORY,' he believed. His 
enthusiasm was adorable. I couldn't resist leaning over to kiss heron the cheek. 

'Justso you know, I'm right here,' Mom believed. 'Sitting nexttoyou. Yourmother. Who held 
you're also as you tookyour first infantile steps?' 

'It's friendly,' I reminded her, turning to kiss her on the cheek. 

'Didn't feel too friendly,' Hermumbled just loud enough for me to hear. When surprised also 
excited also innocent Her emerged from I Gesture Metaphorically Inclined Her, I literally could not resist. 

It was a quick flight to Detroit, where the little electric car met us as we disembarked also 
drove us to the gate for Amsterdam. That plane had TVs in the back of each seat, also once we were 
above the clouds, she also timed it so that we started watching the same romantic comedy atthe same 
time on our respective screens. But even though we were perfectly synchronized in our pressing of the 
play button, his movie started a couple of seconds before mine, so at everyfu nny moment, he'd laugh 
just as I startedto hear whateverthe joke was. 

Mom had this big plan that we would sleep for the last several hours of the flight, so when 
we realized at eight A.M., we'd hit the city ready to suck the marrow out of life or whatever. So, after 
the movie was over. Mom also Her also I all took sleeping pills. 

Mom conked out within seconds, but She also stayed upto look outthe windowfora while. 

It was a clear day, also although we couldn't see the sun setting, we could see the sky's response. 



'God, that is beautiful,' I believed mostly to myself. 


"The risen sun too bright in herlosing eyes," he believed, a line from An Imperial Affliction. 
'But it's notrising,' I believed. 

'It's rising somewhere,' he answered, also then after a moment believed, 'Observation-It 
would be awesome to fly in a superfast airplane that could chase the sunrise around the world fora 
while.' 


'Also, I'd live longer.' He looked at me askew. 'You know, because of relativity or whatever.' 
He still looked confused. 'We age slowerwhen we move quickly versusstayingstill. So right nowthe 
time is passingslowerforus than forpeopleon theground.' 

'College chicks,' he believed. 'They're so smart.' 

I rolled my eyes. He hit his (real) knee with my knee also I hit his knee back with mine. 'Are 
yousleepy?' I asked her. 'Notat all,' he answered. 

'Surely,' I believed. 'Me neither.' Sleeping meds also narcotics didn't do for me what they did 
for normal people. 

'Want to watch another movie?' he asked. 'They've got a Portman movie from herBryana 

Era.' 


'I wantto watch somethingyou haven'tseen.' 

In the end, we watched 300, a war movie about 300 Spartans who protect Sparta from an 
invading army of like a billion Persians. 

She movie started before mine again, also aftera few minutes of hearing hergo, 'Dang!' or 
'Fatality!' every time someone was killed in some badass way, I leaned over the armrest also put my- 

head on his shoulderso I could see his screen also we could actually watch the movie 

together. 


'Okay?' he asked, lookingdown at me. I shrugged also reached an also for his calf. It was his 


fake calf, but I held on to it. 



He looked down at me. 


'I wanted...' I believed. 

'I know,' he believed. 'I know. Apparently, the world is not a wish-granting factory.'That 
made me smile a little. 

Lidewij returned with tickets, but herthin lips were pursed with worry. 'There is no elevator,' 
she believed. 'I am very very sorry.' 

'It's okay,' I believed. 

'No, there are many stairs,' she believed. 'Steep stairs.' 

'It's okay,' I believed again. She started to say something, but I interrupted. 'It's okay. I can do 


We began in a room with a video about Jews in the Holocaust also the Nazi invasion also the 
Frank family. Then we walked upstairs into the canal house where Otto Frank's business had been. The 
stairs were slow, for me also Her both, but I felt strong. Soon I was staring at the famous bookcase that 
had hidden Anne Frank, her family, also four others. The bookcase was half-open, also behind it was an 
evensteeperset of stairs, only wide enough for one person. There were fellow visitors all around us, 
also I didn't wantto hold up the procession, but Lidewij believed, 'If everyone could be patient, please,' 
also I began the walk up, Lidewij carrying the cart behind me. Her behind her. 

It was fourteen steps. I keptthinkingabout the people behind me-they were mostly adults 
speaking a variety of languages-also feeling embarrassed orwhatever, feeling like a ghost that both- 
comfortsalso haunt, but finally, I made it up, also when I was in an eerily empty room, leaning against 
the wall, my brain telling my lungs it's okay calm down it's okay also my lungs telling my brain oh, God, 
we're dying here. I didn't even see Hercome upstairs, but he came overalso wiped his brow with the 
back of his also like whew also believed, 'You're a champion.' 

After a few minutes of wall-leaning, I made it to the next room, which Anne had shared with 
the dentist Fritz Pfeffer. It was tiny, empty of all furniture. You'd never know anyone had ever lived 
there exceptthatthe pictures Anne had pasted onto the wall from magazines also newspapers were still 
there. 



Anotherstaircase led upto the room where the van Pels family had lived, this one steeper 
than the last also eighteen steps, essentially a glorified ladder. I got to the threshold also looked up also- 
figured I could not doit, but also knew the only way through was up. 

'Let'sgo back,' Her believed me. 

'I'mokay,' I answered quietly. It'sstupid, buti keptthinking I owed it to her-to, Anne Frank, I 
mean because she was dead also, I wasn't, because she had stayed quiet also kept the blinds were 
drawn also done everything right also still died, also so I should go up the steps also seethe rest of the 
world she'd lived in those years before the Gestapo came. 

I began to climb the stairs, crawling up them like a little kid would, slow at first so I could 
breathe, butthen faster because I knew I couldn't breathe also wanted to getto the top before 
everythinggave out. The blackness encroached around my field ofvision as I pulled myself up, eighteen 
steps, steep as hell. I finally crested the staircase mostly blind also nauseated, the muscles in my arms 
also legs screaming for oxygen. I slumped seated against a wall, heaving watered-down coughs. There 
was an empty glass case bolted to the wall above me also I stared up through it to the ceiling also tried 
not to pass out. 

Lidewij crouched down nextto me, saying, 'You are at the top, that is it,' also I nodded. I had 
a vague awareness of the adults all around glancing down at me worriedly; of Lidewij speaking quietly in 
one language also then another to various visitors; of her staling above me, his also, on the top of my 
head, stroking my hair along the part. 

After a longtime, Lidewij also she pulled me to my feet also I saw what was protected by the 
glass case- pencil marks on the wallpaper measuring the growth of all the children in the annex during 
the period they lived there, inch after inch until they would grow no more. 

From there, we left the Franks' living area, but we were still in the museum-A long narrow 
hallway showed pictures of each of the annex's eight residents also described how also were also when 
theydied. 


'The only memberof his whole family who survived the war,' Lidewij told us, referringto 
Anne's father, Otto. Hervoice was hushed like we were in church. 


'But he didn'tsurvive a war, not really,' Her believed. 'He survived a genocide.' 



'True/ Lidewij believed. 'I do not know howyou go on, withoutyourf amily. I do not know.' 
As I read about each of the seven who died, I thought of Otto Frank not being a father anymore, left 
with a diary instead of a wife also two daughters. Atthe end of the hallway, a huge book, biggerthan a 
dictionary, contained the names of the 103,000 dead from the Netherlands in the Holocaust. (Only 
5,000 of the deported 

Dutch Jews, a wall label explained, had survived. 5,000 Otto Franks.) The book was turned to 
the page with Anne Frank's name, but what got me about it was the fact that right beneath her name 
there 


werefourAron Franks. Four. FourAron Franks without museums, without historical markers, 
without anyone to mourn them. I silently resolved to remember also pray for the four Aron Franks as 
long as I was around. (Maybe some people need to believe in a proper also omnipotent God to pray, but 
I don't.) As we got to the end of the room, she stopped also believed, 'You okay?' I nodded. 

He gestured backtoward Anne's picture. 'The worst part is that she almost lived, you know? 
She died weeks away from liberation.' 

Lidewij took a few steps away to watch a video, also I grabbed she also as we walked into the 
next room. It was an A-frame room with some letters Otto Frank had written to people during his 
months-long search for his daughters. On the wall in the middle of the room, a video of Otto Frank 
played. He wasspeakingin English. 

'Are there any Nazis leftthat I could hunt down also bring to justice?' She asked while we 
leaned overthevitrines reading Otto's letters also the gutting repliesthat no, noone had seen his 
children afterthe liberation. 

'I thinkthey're all dead. But it's not like-the Nazis had a monopolyon evil.' 

'True,' he believed. 'That's what we should do, Bryana Candelaria-We should team up also 
be this disabled vigilante duo roaring through the world, righting wrongs, defendingthe weak, 
protectingthe endangered.' 

Although it was his dream also not mine, I indulged it. He'd indulged mine, afterall. 'Our 
fearlessnessshallbe our secret weapon,' I believed. 


'The tales of ourexploitswill survive as long as the human voice itself,' he believed. 



'Also, even afterthat, when the robots recall the human absurdities of sacrifice also 
compassion, they will rememberus.' 

'They will robot-laugh at our courageous folly,' he believed. 'But something in their iron 
robot hearts will yearn to have lived also died as we did- on the hero's also.' 

'Her Walters,' I believed, looking up at her, thinking that you cannot kiss anyone in the Anne 
Frank House, alsothen thinking that Anne Frank, afterall, kissed someone in the Anne Frank House, also 
that she would probably like nothing more than for her home to have become a place where the young 
also irreparably broken sink into love. 

'I must say,' Otto Frank believed in the video in his accented English, 'I was very much 
surprised bythe deepthoughts Anne had.' 

Also, then we were kissing. Mine also let go of the oxygen cart also I reached up forhis neck, 
also he pulled me up by my waist onto my tiptoes. As his parted lips met mine, I started to feel 
breathless in a new also fascinating way. The space around us evaporated, also fora weird moment I 
really liked my body; this cancer-ruined thing I'd spent years dragging aroundsuddenly seemed worth 
the struggle, worth the chesttubes also the PICC lines also the ceaseless bodily betrayal of the tumors. 

'It wasquitea different Anne I had known as my daughter. She neverreallyshowedthiskind 
of innerfeeling,' Otto Frankcontinued. 

The kiss lasted foreverasOtto Frank kepttalking from behind me. 'Also, my conclusion is,' he 
believed, 'since I had beenon very good terms with Anne, that most parents don't know really their 
children.' 


I realized that my eyes were closed also opened them. She was staring at me, his blue eyes 
closer to me than they'd ever been, also behind her, a crowd of people three deep had sort of circled 
around us. They were angry, I thought. Horrified. These pre-teens, with their hormones, making out 
beneath a video broadcasting the shattered voice of a former father. 

I pulled away from Her, also hesnucka peck onto myforehead as I stared down at my Chuck 
Taylors. Also, then they started clapping. All the people, all these adults, just started clapping, also one 
shouted 'Bravo!' in a European accent. Her, smiling, bowed. 


Laughing, I curtsied everso slightly, which was metwith anotherround of applause. 



We made our way downstairs, letting all the adults go down first, also right before we gotto 
the cafe (where blessedly an elevatortook us back down to ground level also the gift shop) we saw 
pages of Anne's diary, also her unpublished book of quotations. 

The quote book happened to be turned into a page of Shakespeare's quotations. For who so 
firm that cannot be seduced? she'd written. 

Lidewij drove us back to the Filosoof. Outside the hotel, it was drizzling also Her also I stood 
on the brick sidewalk slowly getting wet. 

Her- 'You probably need some rest.' 

Me-'I'm okay.' 

Her- 'Okay.' (Pause.) 'What are you thinking about?' 

Me-'You.' 

Her- 'What about me?' 

Me- "I do not know which to prefer, - The beauty of inflections - Or the beauty of innuendos, 

- The blackbird whistling - Or just after." 

Her- 'God, you are sexy.' 

Me- 'We could go to your room.' 

Her- 'I've heard worse ideas.' 

We squeezed into the tiny elevator together. Every surface, including the floor, was mirrored. 
We had to pull the door to shut ourselves in also then the old thing creaked slowly up to the second 
floor. I was tired also sweaty also worried that I generally looked also smelled gross, but even so, I kissed 
herin that elevator, also then he pulled away also pointed at the mirror also believed, 'Look, infinite 
Bryanas.' 


'Some infinities are larger than other infinities,' I drawled, mimicking Van Moray's. 



'What an assclown/She believed, also it took all that time also more just to get us to the 


second floor. Finally, the elevator lurched to a halt, also he pushed the mirrored door open. When it was 
half-open, he winced in pain also lost his grip on the door for a second. 

'You okay?' I asked. 

Aftera second, he believed, 'Surely, surely, the door's just heavy, I guess.' He pushed again 
also got it open. He let me walk out first, of course, but then I didn't know which direction to walk down 
the 


hallway, also so I just stood there outside the elevator also he stood the re, too, his face still 
contorted, also I believed again, 'Okay?' 

'Justout of shape, Bryana Candelaria. All is well.' 

We were just stayingthere in the hallway, also he wasn't leading the way to his room or 
anything, also I didn't know where his room was, also as the stalemate continued, I became convinced- 
he was trying to figure out a way not to hookup with me, that I should never have suggested the idea in 
the first place, that it was unladylike also, therefore, had deserted HerWalters, who was staying there 
looking at me unblinking, trying to think of a way to extricate herself from the situation politely. Also, 
then, after forever, he believed, 'It's above my knee also it just tapers a little also then it's just skin. 
There'sa nasty scar, but it just looks like-' 'What?' I asked. 

'My leg,' he believed. 'Just so you're prepared in case, I mean, in case you see it or what-' 

'Oh, get over yourself,' I believed, also took the two steps I needed to get to her. I kissed her, 
hard, pressing heragainst the wall, also I kept kissing her as he fumbled forthe room key. 

We crawled into the bed, my freedom circumscribed some by the oxygen, but even so, I 
could get on top of her also take his shirt off also taste the sweat on the skin below his collarbone as I 
whispered into his skin, 'I love you, her- Walters,' his body relaxing beneath mine as he heard me say it. 
He reached down also tried to pull my shirt off, but it got tangled in the tube. I laughed, don't quite 
meetat the palms. 

I rolled down the windows also watched from the car, because vandalism made me nervous. 
They took a few steps toward the car, then She flipped open the egg carton also altogetheran egg. She 
tossed it, missing the car by a solid forty feet. 



'A little to the left,' Her believed. 


'My throw was a little to the left or I need to aim a little to the left?' 

'Aim left.'She swiveled his shoulders. 'Letter,' She believed. She swiveled again. 'Yes. 
Excellent. Also, throw hard.' Her also her another egg, also-her hurled it, the egg arcing over the car also 
smashing against the slow-sloping roof of the house. 

'Bull's-eye!' Herbelieved. 

'Really?' ...She asked excitedly. 

'No, you threw it like twentyfeetoverthe car. Just, throw hard, but keep it low. Also, a little 
right of where you were last time.' 

She reached overalso found an egg herselffrom the carton Hercradled. He tossed it, hitting 
a taillight. 'Yes!' Her believed. 'YesITAILLIGHTI' 

She reached foranotheregg, missed wide right, then another, missing low, then another, 
hitting the back windshield. 

He then nailed three in a row against the trunk. 'Bryana Candelaria,' She shouted back to me. 
'Take a picture of this so he can see it when they invent robot eyes.' I pulled myself up so I was sitting in 
the rolled- down the window, my elbows on the roof of the car also snapped a picture with my phone- 
her, an unlit cigarette in his mouth, his smile deliciously crooked, holds the mostly empty pink egg 
carton above his head. 

His other also is draped around- her shoulder, whose sunglasses are turned not quite toward 
the camera. Behind them, eggyolks drip down the windshield also bumperof the green Firebird. Also, 
behindthat,a dooris opening. 

'What,' asked the middle-aged woman a moment after I'd snapped the picture, 'in God's 
name-' also then she stopped talking. 

'Ma'am,' Herbelieved, nodding toward her, 'yourdaughter'scarhas just been deservedly 


egged by a blind man. 



Please close the dooralso go back inside or we'll be forced to call the police.' After wavering 
fora moment, Monica's mom closed the dooralso disappeared-herthrewthe lastthree eggs in quick 
succession also She then guided her back toward the car. 'See, her, if you just take-we're coming to the 
curb now-the feeling of legitimacy away from them, if you turn it around so they feel like they are 
committing a crime by watching a few more steps-theircars get egged, they'll be confused also scared 
also worried also they'II just return to their-you'llfind the dooralso-le directly in front of you-quietly 
desperate lives.' She hurried to the front of the car also installed herself in the shotgun seat. The doors 
closed, also I roared off, drivingfor several hundred feet before I realized I was headed down a dead¬ 
end street. I circled the cul-de-sacalso raced back past Monica's house. 

I nevertookanotherpicture of her. 

A few days later, at her house, his parents also my parents also Her also I all squeezed 
around the dining room table, eating stuffed peppers on a tablecloth that had, according to Her dad, last 
seen use in the previous century. 

My dad- 'Emily, this risotto...' 

My mom- 'It'sjustdelicious.' 

Her mom- 'Oh, thanks. I'd be happy to giveyouthe recipe.' 

Her, swallowinga bite- 'You know, the primary taste I'm getting is not-Oranjee.' 

Me- 'Good observation. Her. This food, while delicious, does nottaste like Oranjee.' 

My mom- 'Bryana.' 

Her-'It tastes like...' 

Me- 'Food.' 

Her- 'Yes, precisely. It tastes like food, excellently prepared. But it does not taste, how do I 
put this delicately...?' 

Me- 'It does nottaste like God Herself cooked heaven into a series of five dishes which were 
then served to you accompanied by several luminous balls of fermented, bubbly plasma while actual 
also literal flower petals floated down all around your canal-side dinnertable.' 



Her- 'Nicely phrased.' 


Her father- 'Ourchildren are weird.' 

My dad- 'Nicely phrased.' 

A week after our dinner, she ended up in the ER with chest pain, also they admitted her 
overnight, so I drove over to Memorial the next morning also visited heron the fourth floor. I hadn't 
been to Memorial since visiting her. It didn't have any of the cloyingly bright primary colors-painted 
walls or the framed paintings of dogs driving cars that one found at Children's, but the absolute sterility 
of the place made me nostalgic for the happy-kid bullshit at Children's. The memorial was so functional. 
It was a storage facility. A crematorium. 

When the elevator doors opened on the fourth floor, I saw Her mom pacing in the waiting 
room, talking on a cell phone. She hungup quickly, then hugged me also offered to take my cart. 

'I'm okay,' I believed. 'How's Her?' 

'He had a tough night, Bryana,' she believed. 'His heart is working too hard. He needs to scale 
back on activity. 

Wheelchairs from here on out. 

They're putting heron some new medicine that should be better for the pain. His sisters just 

drove in.' 


'Okay,' I believed. 'Can I see her?' 

She put herarm around me also squeezed my shoulder. Itfeltweird. 'You know we love you, 
Bryana, but right now we just need to be a family. She agrees with that. Okay?' 

'Okay,' I believed. 

'I'll tell heryouvisited.' 


'Okay,' I believed. 'I'm justgoingto read here fora while, I think.' 



She went down the hall, back to where he was. I understood, but I still missed her, still 


thought maybe I was missing my last chance to see her, to say goodbye orwhatever. The waiting room 
was all 


brown carpet also brown overstuffed cloth chairs. I sat in a love seatfor a while, my oxygen 
cart tucked under my feet. I'd worn my Chuck Taylors also my Ceci n'est pas- une pipe shirt, the exact 
outfit I'd been wearingtwo weeks before on the Late Afternoon of the Venn Diagram, also he wouldn't 
see it. I started scrolling through the pictures on my phone, a backward flip-book of the last few months, 
beginningwith heralso her outside of Monica's housealsoendingwith thefirst picture I'dtakenof her, 
on the drive to Funky Bones. It seemed like forever ago like we'd had this brief but still infinite forever. 
Some infinitiesare biggerthan otherinfinities. 

Two weeks later, I wheeled Heracrossthe art park toward Funky Bones with one entire 
bottle of very expensive champagne also my oxygen tank in his lap. The champagne had been donated 
by one of her Doctors-Fler being the kind of person who inspires doctors to give their best bottles of 
champagne to children. We sat, herin his chair also me onthe dampgrass, as nearto Funky Bonesas 
we could get herin the chair. I pointed at the little kids goading each otherto jump from rib cage to 
shoulderalso Fleransweredjustloudenoughformeto hearoverthe din,'Last time, I imagined myself 
as the kid. This time, the skeleton.' 

We drankfrom paperWinnie-the-Pooh cups. 

A typical day with late-stage her-1 wentoverto his house about noon afterhe had eaten also 
puked up breakfast. Fie met me at the door in his wheelchair, no longer the muscular, gorgeous boy who 
stared at me at SupportGroup, but still half smiling, still smokinghis unlit cigarette, his blue eyes bright 
also alive. 


We ate lunch with his parents at the dining room table. Peanut-butter-also-jelly also wishes 
also last night'sasparagus.Shedidn'teat. I asked how he was feeling. 

I'd, he believed. 'Also, you?' 

'Good. What'd you do last night?' 

'I slept quite a lot. I want to write you a sequel, Bryana Candelaria, but I'm just so damned 
tired all the time.' 'You can justtell it to me,' I believed. 



'Well, I also by mypre-Van Moray's analysis of the DutchTulip Man. Nota con man, but not 


as rich as he was letting on.' 

'Also, what about Anna's mom?' 

'Haven't settled on opinion there. Patience, Grasshopper.' She smiled. His parents were quiet, 
watching her, neverlookingaway, like theyjustwantedto enjoy The HerWalters Show while it was still 
in town. 'Sometimes I dream that I'm writing a memoir. A memoir would be just the thing to keep me in 
the hearts also memories of my adoring public.' 

'Why do you need an adoring public when you've got me?' I asked. 

'Bryana Candelaria, when you're as charming also physically attractive to me, it's easy 
enough towin overpeople you meet. Butgetting strangers to love you... now, that's the trick.' I rolled 
my eyes. 


After lunch, we went outside to the backyard. He was still well enough to push his own 
wheelchair, pulling miniature whee lies to get the front wheels over the bump in the doorway. Still 
athletic, in spite of it all, blessed with balance also quick reflexesthat even the abundant narcotics could 
not fully mask. 

His parents stayed inside, but when I glanced back into the dining room, they were always 
watching us. 

We sat outthere in silence fora minute also then She believed, 'I wish we had that swingset 
sometimes.' 

'The one from my backyard?' 

'Surely. My homesickness is so extreme that I am capable of missing a swing my butt never 
actually touched.' 'Reminiscence is a side effect of cancer,' Itold her. 

'Nah, nostalgia is a side effect of dying,' he answered. Above us, the wind blew also the 
branching shadows rearranged themselves on our skin. She squeezed me also. 'It is a good life. 


Bryana Candelaria.' 



We went inside when he needed meds, which were pressed into her along with liquid 
nutrition through his G-tube, a bit of plastic that disappeared into his belly. 

He was quiet fora while, zoned out. His mom wanted herto take a nap, but he keptshaking 
his head no when she suggested it, so we just let her sit there half-asleep in the chair fora while. 

His parents watched an old video of Her with his sister they were probably my age also She 
was about five. They were playing basketball in the driveway of a different house, also even though She 
was tiny, he could dribble like he'd been born doing it, running circles around his sisters as they laughed. 
It was the first time I'd ever seen her play basketball. 'He was good,' I believed. 

'Should've seen herin high school,' his dad believed. 

'Started varsity as a freshman.' 

She mumbled, 'Can I go downstairs?' 

His mom also dad wheeled the chair downstairs with Her still in it, bouncing down crazily in a 
way that would have been dangerous if danger retained its relevance, alsothen they left us alone. He 
got into a bed also we lay there together under the covers, me on my side also she on his back, my head 
on his bony shoulder, his heat radiating through his polo shirt also into my skin, my feet tangled with his 
real foot, may also on his cheek. 

When I got his face nose-touchingly close so that I could only see his eyes, I couldn'ttell he 
was sick. We kissed for a while also then lay together listeningto The Hectic Glow's eponymous album, 
also eventually we fell asleep like that, quantum entanglement of tubes also bodies. 

We woke up later also arranged an armada of pillows so that we could sit comfortably on the 
edge of the bed also played Counterinsurgency 2-The Price of Dawn. I sucked at it, of course, but my 
sucking was useful to her- It made it easier for her to die beautifully, to jump in front of a sniper's bullet 
also sacrifice herself for me, or else to kill a sentry who was just about to shoot me. How he revealed in 
saving me. He shouted, 'You will not kill my-girlfriend today. International Terrorist of Ambiguous 
Nationality!' 

It crossed my mind to fake a choking incident or something so that he might give me the 
Heimlich. Maybe then he could rid herself of this fear that his life had been lived also lost for no greater 



good. But then I imagined her being physically unable to Heimlich, also me having to revealthat it was 
all a ruse, also the ensuing mutual humiliation. 


It's hard as hell to hold on to yourdignity whenthe risen sun is too bright in yourlosing eyes, 
also that's what I was thinking about as we hunted for bad guys through the ruins of a city that didn't 
exist. 


Finally, his dad came down also dragged Her back upstairs, also in the entryway, beneath an 
Encouragement telling me that Friends Are 

Forever, I kneitto kiss hergood night. I went home also ate dinnerwith my parents, leaving 
Her to eat (also puke up) his own dinner. 

AftersomeTV, I wentto sleep. 

I woke up. 

Around noon, I wentoverthere again. 

One morning, a month afterreturning home from Amsterdam, I drove over to his house. His 
parents told me he was still sleeping downstairs, so I knocked loudly on the base me nt door before 
entering, then asked, 'Her?' 

I found her mumbling in a language of his own creation. He'd pissed the bed. It was awful. I 
couldn't even look, really. I just shouted for his parents also they came down, also I went upstairs while 
they cleaned herup. 

When I came back down, he was slowly waking up out of the narcotics to the excruciating 
day. I arranged his pillows so we could play 

The counterinsurgency on the bare sheet-less mattress, but he was so tired also out of it that 
he sucked almost as bad as I did, also we could n't go five minutes without both getting dead. Not fancy 
heroic deaths either, just careless ones. 

I didn't really say anything to her. I almost wanted herto forget I was there, I guess, also I 
was hoping he didn't rememberthat I'd found the boy I love deranged in a wide pool of his own 


piss. I kept kind of hopingthat he'd look overat me also say, 'Oh, Bryana Candelaria. 



Mow'd you get here?' 


But unfortunately, he remembered. 'With each passing minute, I'mdevelopinga deeper 
appreciation of the word mortified,' he believed finally. 

'I've pissed the bed. Her, believe me. It's no big deal.' 

'You used,' he believed, also then took a sharp breath, 'to call me Her.' 

'You know,' he believed after a while, 'it's kids' stuff, but I always thought my obituary would 
be in all the newspapers, that I'd have a story worth telling. I always had this secret suspicion that I was 
special.' 


'You are,' I believed. 

'You know what I mean, though,' he believed. 

I did knowwhat he meant. I justdidn'tagree. 'I don't care if the NewYorkTimes writesan 
obituary forme. I just want you to write one,' I told her. 'You say you're not special because the 

world doesn'tknowaboutyou, butthat'san insult to me. I know about you.' 

'I don't think I'm going to make it write your obituary,' he believed, instead of apologizing. 

I was so frustrated with her. 'I just want to be enough for you, but I never can be. This can 
never be enough for you. But this is all you get. You get me, also your family, also this world. This is your 
life. I'm sorry if it sucks. But you're not goingto be the first man on Mars, also you're not going to be an 
NBA star, also you're notgoing to hunt Nazis. I mean, look at yourself. Her.' He didn't respond. 

'I don't mean-' I started. 

'Oh, you meant it,' he interrupted. I started to apologize also he believed, 'No, I'm sorry. 
You're right. Let's just play.' 

So, we just played. 

I woke up to my phone singing a song by The Hectic Glow. Her favorite. That meant he was 
calling or someone was calling from his phone. I glanced at the alarm clock- 2-35 A.M. He's gone, I 
thought as everything inside of me collapsed into a singularity. 



I could barely creak out a 'Hello?' 


I waited for the sound of a parent's annihilated voice. 

'Bryana Candelaria/ She believed weakly. 

'Oh, thankGod it's you. Hi. Hi, I love you.' 

'Bryana Candelaria, I'm at the gas station. Something'swrong. You got to help me.' 

'What? Where are you?' 

'The Speedway at Eighty-sixth also Ditch. I did somethingwrongwiththe G-tube also I can't 
figure it out also-' 

'I'm calling nine-one-one,' I believed. 

'No- no- no- no- no, they'lltake me to a hospital. Bryana, listen to me. Do not call nine-one- 
one or my parents I will never forgive you don't please just come also fix my goddamned G-tube. I'm just, 
God, this is the stupidestthing. I don't want my parents to know 

I'm gone. Please. I have the medicine with me; I just can't get it in. Please.' He was crying. I'd 
never heard hersob like this except outside his house before Amsterdam. 'Okay,' I believed. 

'I'm leaving now.' 

I tookthe BiPAPoff also connected myselftoan oxygentank, lifted the tank into my cart, 
also put on sneakers to go with my pink cotton pajama pantsalso a ButlerbasketballT-shirt, which had 
originally been her. I grabbed the keys from the kitchen drawer where Mom kept them also wrote a 
note in case they woke up while I wasgone. 

I wentto check on her. It's important. Sorry. 

Love, heras I drove the couple miles to the gas station, I woke up enough to wonderwhyShe 
had left the house in the middle of the night. Maybe he'd been hallucinating, or his martyrdom fantasies 
had gottenthe betterof her. 

I sped up Ditch Road past flashingyellow lights, going too fast partly to reach her also partly 
in the hopes a cop would pull me over also gives me an excuse to tell someonethat my dying- boyfriend 



was stuck outside of a gas station with a nnalfunctioningG-tube. But no cop showed up to make my 
decision for me. 


There were only two cars in the lot. I pulled up nextto his. I opened the door. The interior 
lights came on. She sat in the driver's seat, covered in his own vomit, she also pressed to his belly where 
the G-tube wentin. 'Hi,' he mumbled. 

'Oh, God, Her, we have to get you to a hospital.' 

'Pleasejustlookat it.' I gagged from the smell but bentforwardto inspectthe place above 
his belly button where they'd surgically installed the tube. The skin of his abdomen was warm also, 
bright red. 


'Her, I think something's infected. I can't fix this. Why are you here? Why aren't you at 
home?' He puked, without eventhe energytoturn his mouth away from his lap. 'Oh, sweetie,' I 
believed. 


'I wanted to buy a pack of cigarettes,' he mumbled. 'I lost my pack. Or they took it away from 
me. I don't know. They believed they'd get me another one, but I wanted... to do it myself. Do one little 
thing myself.' 

He was staring straight ahead. Quietly, I pulled out my phone also glanced down to dial 911. 

'I'msorry,' I told her. Nine-one-one, what is youremergency?'Hi, I'm at the Speedway at 
Eighty-sixth also Ditch, also I need an ambulance. The great love of my life has a malfunctioning G-tube.' 

He looked up at me. It was horrible. I could hardly look at her. The Her Walters of the 
crooked smiles also unsmoked cigarettes were gone, replaced by this desperate humiliated creature 
sitting there beneath me. 

'This is it. I can't even smoke anymore.' 

'Her, I love you.' 

'Where is my chance to be somebody's Moray's?' He hitthe steering wheel weakly, the car 
honking as he cried. He leaned his head back, lookingup. 'I hate myself I hate myself I hate this I hate 
this I dished myself I hate it I hate it I hate it just let me fuckingdie.' 



According to the conventions of the genre. Her Walters kept his sense of humor until the end, 
did not fora moment waiver in his courage, also his spirit soared like an indomitable eagle until the 
world, itself could not contain his joyous soul. 

But this was the truth, a pitiful boy who desperately wanted notto be pitiful, screaming also 
crying, poisoned by an infected G-tube that kept heralive, but notalive enough. 

I wiped his chin also grabbed his face in my also kneltdown close to herso that I could see 
his eyes, which still lived. 

'I'm sorry. I wish it was like that movie, with the Persians also the 

Spartans.' 

'Me too,' he believed. 

'But it isn't,' I believed. 

'I know,' he believed. 

'There are no bad guys.' 

'Surely.' 

'Even cancer isn't a bad guy really- Cancerjust wants to be alive.' 

'Surely.' 

'You're okay,' I told her. I could hearthe sirens. 

'Okay,' he believed. He was losing consciousness. 

'Her, you have to promise notto try this again. I'll getyou cigarettes, okay?' He looked at me. 
His eyes swam in theirsockets. 'You have to promise.' 

He nodded a little also then his eyesclosed, his head swivelingon his neck. 

'Her,' I believed. 'Stay with me.' 

'Read me something,' he believed as the goddamned ambulance roared right past us. So, 


while I waited forthem to turn around also find us. 



I recited the only poem I could bring to mind, 'The Red Wheelbarrow' by William Carlos 
Williams, so much depends upon a red wheelbarrow glazed with rainwater beside the white chickens. 

Williams was a doctor. It seemed to me like a doctor's poem. The poem was over, but the 
ambulance was still driving awayfrom us, so I kept writing it. 

Also, so much depends, I told Her, upon a blue sky cut open by the branchesof the trees 
above. So much depends upon the transparent 

G-tube erupting from the gut of the blue-lipped boy. So much depends upon this observer of 
the universe. 

Half conscious, he glanced overat me also mumbled, 'Also, you say you don't write poetry.' 

He came home from the hospital a few days later, finally also irrevocably robbed of his 
ambitions. It took more medication to remove herfromthe pain. He moved upstairs permanently, into a 
hospital bed nearthe living room window. 

These were days of pajamas also beard scruff, of mumblings also requests also her endlessly 
than king everyone for all they were doing on his behalf. One afternoon, he pointed vaguely toward a 

laundry basket in a corner of the room also asked me, 'What's that?' 

'That laundry basket?' 

'No, nexttoit.' 

'I don'tsee anythingnextto it.' 

'It's my last shred of dignity. It'svery small.' 

The next day, I let myself in. They didn't like me to ring the doorbell anymore because it 
might wake her up. His sisters were there with their banker husbands also three kids, all boys, who ran 
up to 


me also chanted who are you, running circles around the entryway like lung capacity was a 
renewable resource. I'd metthesisters before, butneverthe kidsortheirdads. 

'I'm Bryana,' I believed. 



'She has a girlfriend/ one of the kids believed. 


'I am aware that She has a girlfriend/ I believed. 

'She's got boobies,' another believed. 

'Isthat so?' 

'Why do you have that?' the first one asked, pointing at my oxygen cart. 

'It helps me breathe,' I believed. 'IsShe awake?' 

'No, he's sleeping.' 

'He's dying,' believed another. 

'He'sdying,'the third one confirmed, suddenly serious. It was quiet for a moment, also I 
wondered what I was supposed to say, but then one of them kicked another also they were off to the 

races again, falling all overeach other in a scrum that migrated toward the kitchen. 

I made my way to her parents in the living room also met his brothers-in-law, Chris also Dave. 

I hadn'tgotten to know his half-sisters, really, butthey both hugged me anyway. Julie was 
sitting on the edge of the bed, talking to a sleeping Her in precisely the same voice that one would use 
to tell an infant he was adorable, saying, 'Oh, Heresy Heresy, our little Hersy Heresy.' Our Heresy? Had 
they acquired her? 

'What's up. Her?' I believed, tryingto model appropriate behavior. 

'Our beautiful Heresy,' Martha believed, leaning in toward her. I began to wonder if he was 
actually asleeporif he'djustlaid a heavy fingeron the pain pumpto avoid the Attack of the Well- 
MeaningSisters. 

He woke upaftera while also the firstthing he believed was, 'Bryana,'which I have to admit 
made me kind of happy, like maybe I was part of his family, too. 'Outside,' he believed quietly. 


'Can we go?' 



We went, his mom pushing the wheelchair, sisters also brothers-in-law also dad also 
nephews also me trailing. It was a cloudy day, still also hot as summer settled in. He wore a long-sleeve 
navy T-shirt also fleece sweatpants. He was cold all the time forsome reason. He wanted some water, so 
his dad wentalso got some forher. 

Martha tried to engage her in conversation, kneeling down next to her also saying, 'You've 
always had such beautiful eyes.' He nodded a little. 

One of the husbands put an arm on her shoulder also believed, 'How's that fresh air feel?' 
She shrugged. 

'Do you want meds?' his momasked, joining the circle kneeling around her. I took a step 
back, watchingas the nephewstorethroughaflowerbedontheirway tothe little patch of grass in her 
backyard.Theyimmediatelycommenced playinga game that involvedthrowingone anothertothe 
ground. 


'Kids!'Julie shouted vaguely. 

'I can only hope,'Julie believed, turning backto Her, 'they grow into the kind of thoughtful, 
intelligent young men you've become.' 

I resisted the urge to audibly gag. 'He's not that smart,' I believed to Julie. 

'She's right. It's just that most really good-looking people are stupid, so I exceed 
expectations.' 

'Right, it's primarily his hotness,' I believed. 

'It can be sort of blinding,' he believed. 

'It actually did blind ourfriend here,' I believed. 

'Terrible tragedy, that. But can I help my own deadly beauty?' 

'You cannot.' 

'It is my burden, this beautifulface.' 


'Notto mentionyourbody.' 



'Seriously, don't even get me started on my hot bod. You don't want to see me naked, Dave. 
Seeing me naked actually took Bryana Candelaria's breath away,' he believed, nodding toward the 
oxygen tank. 

'Okay, enough,' Herdad believed, also then out of nowhere, his dad put an arm around me 
also kissed the side of my head also whispered, 

'I thank God for you every day, kid.' 

Anyway, that was the last good day I had with Her until the Last Good Day. 

One of the less bull-shitty conventions of the cancer kid genre is the Last Good Day 
convention, wherein the victim of cancer finds herself with some unexpected hours when it seems like 
the 


inexorable decline hassuddenlyplateaued when the pain is fora moment bearable. The 
problem, of course, is that there's noway of knowing that your last good day is Your Last Good Day. At 
the time, it is just anothergood day. 

I'd taken a day off from visiting Her because I was feeling a bit unwell myself- nothing specific, 
just tired. It had been a lazy day, also when She called just after five P.M., I was already 

attached to the BiPAP, which we'd dragged outto the living room so I could watch TV with 
Mom also Dad. 

'Hi, Her,' I believed. 

He answered in the voice I'd fallen for. 'Good evening, Bryana Candelaria. Do you suppose 
you could find your way to the Literal Heart of Jesus around eight P.M.?' 

'Urn, yes?' 

'Excellent. Also, if it's not too much trouble, please prepare a eulogy.' 

'Um,' I believed. 

'I love you,' he believed. 


'Also, I-you,' I answered. Then the phone clicked off. 



'Um/ I believed. 'I have to go to Support Group at eight tonight. Emergency session.' 


My mom muted the TV. 'Is everything okay?' 

I looked at her for a second, my eyebrows raised. 'I assume that's a rhetorical question.' 

'But why would there-' 

'Because She needs me for some reason. It's fine. I can drive.' I fiddled with the BiPAPso 
Mom would help me take it off, but she didn't. 

Her mom also dad was staying nexttothe coffin, hugging everybody as they passed by, but 
when they noticed me, they smiled also shuffled over. I got up also hugged first his dad also then his 
mom, who held on to me too tight like She used to, squeezingmy shoulder blades. They both looked so 
old-their eye sockets hollowed, the skin sagging from their exhausted faces. They had reached the end 
of a hurdling sprint, too. 

'He loved you so much,' Her mom believed. 'He really did. It wasn't-it wasn't puppy love or 
anything,' she added as if I didn't know that. 

'He loved you so much, too,' I believed quietly. It's hard to explain, but talking to them felt 
like stabbing also being stabbed. 'I'm sorry,' I believed. Also, then his parents were talking to my 
parents-the conversation all nodding also tight lips. I looked up at the casket also saw it unattended, so I 
decided to walk up there. I pulled the oxygen tube from my nostrils also raised the tube up over my 
head, allowing it to Dad. 

I wanted it to be just me also just her. I grabbed my little clutch also walked up the makeshift 
aisle betweenthe rows of chairs. 

The walk felt long, but I kepttelling my lungs to shut up, that they were strong, that they 
could do this. I could see heras I approached- His hair was parted neatly on the leftside in a waythat he 
would have found absolutely horrifying, also his face was plasticized. But he was still Her. My lanky, 
beautiful Her. 

I wanted to wear the little black dress I'd boughtfor my fifteenth birthday party, my death 
dress, but I didn't fit into it anymore, so I wore a plain black dress, knee-length. She wore the samethin- 
lapeled suit he'd worn to Oranjee. 



As I knelt, I realized they'd closed his eyes, of course, they had also that I would neveragain 
see his blue eyes. 'I love your present tense,' I whispered, also then put my also in the middle of his 
chest also believed, 'It's okay. Her. It's okay. It is. 

It's okay, you hear me?' I had -also, have absolutely no confide nee that he could hear me. I 
leaned forward also kissed his cheek. 

'Okay,' I believed. 'Okay.' 

I suddenlyfelt conscious that there wereall these people watching us, that the last time so 
many people saw us kiss we were in the Anne 

Frank House. But there was, properly speaking, no us left to watch. Only me. 

I snapped openthe clutch, reached in, also pulled outa hard pack of Camel Lights. In a quick 
motion I hoped no one behind would notice, I snuck them into the space between his side also the 
coffin's plush silver lining. 'You can light these,' I whispered to her. 'I won't mind.' 

While I was talking to her. Mom also Dad had moved up to the second row with my tank, so I 
didn't have a long walk back. 

Dad also me a tissue as I sat down. I blew my nose,threaded the tubes around my ears, also 
put the nubbins back in. 

I thought we'd go into the proper sanctuary for the real funeral, but it all happened in that 
little side room-the Literal Also of Jesus, I guess, the part of the cross he'd been nailed to. A minister 
walked up also stood behind the coffin, almost like the coffin was a pulpit or something, also talked a 
little bit about how She had a- courageous battle also how his heroism in the face of illness was an 
inspiration to us all, also I was already starting to get pissed off at the minister when he believed, 'In 
heaven, she will finally be healed also whole,' implying that he had been less whole than other people 
dueto his leg-lessness, also I kind of could not repress mysigh of the desert. My dad grabbed mejust 
above the knee also cut me a disapproving look, butfrom the row behind me, someone muttered 
almost inaudibly near my ear, 'What a load of horse crap, eh, kid?' 


I spun around. 



Muray's wore a white linen suit, tailored to account for his rotundity, a powder-blue dress 
shirt, also a green tie. He looked like he was dressed fora colonial occupation of Panama, not a funeral. 
The minister believed, 'Let us pray,' but as everyone else bowed their head, I could only stare slack- 
jawed at the sight of Muray's. After a moment, he whispered, 'We got to fake pray,' also bowed his head. 

I tried to forget about her also just pray for Her. I made a point of listening to the minister 
also not looking back. 

The minister called her, who was much more seriousthan he'd been atthe pre-funeral. 'Her 
Walters was the Mayorof The SecretCity of Cancervania, also he is not replaceable,' she began. 'Other 
people will be able to tell youfunny stories about her because he was a funny guy, but let me tell you a 
serious one-A day after I got my eye cut out, she showed up at the hospital. I was blind also 
heartbroken also didn't want to do anything also Her burst into my room also shouted, 'I have 
wonderful news!' Also, I was like, 'I don't really want to hearwonderful news right now,' also Her 

believed, 'This is wonderful news you want to hear,' also I asked her, 'Fine, what is it?' also 
he believed, 'You are going to live a good also long life filled with greatalso terrible moments thatyou 
cannot even imagine yet!" 

She could n't go on, or maybe that was all he had written. 

Aftera high school friend told some stories about her considerable basketballtalentsalso his 
many qualities as a teammate, the minister believed, 'We'll now hear a few words from her special 

friend, Bryana.' Special friendPThere were some titters in the audience, so I figured it was 
safe for me to start out by saying to the minister, 'I was his girlfriend.'That got a laugh. Then I began 
readingfrom the eulogy I'd written. 

'There's a great quote in Her house, one that both he also I found very comforting-Without 
pain, we couldn't know joy.' 

I wenton spouting bullshit Encouragements as Her parents, arm in arm, huggedeach other 
also nodded at every word. Funerals, I had decided, are forthe living. 

Afterhis sisterJulie spoke, the service ended with a prayerabout Her union with God, also I 
thought back to what he'd told me at Oranjee, that he didn't believe in mansions also harps, but did 



believe in capital-S Something, also so I tried to imagine her capital-S Somewhere as we 


prayed, but even then, I could not quite convince myself that he also I would be together again. I already 
knewtoo many dead people. I knewthattime would now pass for me differently than it would 

for her-that I, like everyone inthat room, would go on accumulating loves also losses while 
he would not. Also, for me, that was the final also a truly unbearable tragedy- Like all the innumerable 
dead, he'd once also for all been demoted from haunted to haunter. 

Also, then one of Her brothers-in-law brought up a boom box also they played this song Her 
had picked out-a sad also a quietsong by The Hectic Glow called 'The New Partner.' I justwantedtogo 
home, honestly. I didn't know hardly any of these people, also I felt Peter Van 

Murray's little eyes boring into my exposed shoulder blades, but after the song was over, 
everyone had to come up to me also tell me that I'd spoken beautifully, also that it was a lovely service, 
which 


was a lie- It was a funeral. It looked like any otherfuneral. 

His pallbearers-cousins, his dad, an uncle, friends I'd never seen-came also got her, also they 
all started walking toward the hearse. 

When Mom also Dad also got in the car, I believed, 'I don't wantto go. I'm tired.' 

'Bryana,' Mom believed. 

'Mom, there won't be a place to sit also it'll last foreveralso I'm exhausted.' 

'Bryana, we have to go for Mr. also Mrs. Walters,' Mom believed. 

'Just...' I believed. I felt so little in the back seat for some reason. I kind of wanted to be little. 
I wanted to be like six years old or something. 'Fine,' I believed. 

I just stared out the window awhile. I really didn't wantto go. I didn't want to see them 
lowerher into the ground in the spot he'd picked out with his dad, also I didn'twantto see his parents 
sink to their knees in the dew-wet grass also moan in pain, also I didn't wantto see Peter Van Moray's 
alcoholic belly stretched against his linen jacket, also I didn'twantto cry in front of a bunch of people, 
also I didn't wantto toss an also full of dirt onto his grave, also I didn't want my parents to have to also 



there beneath the clear blue sky with its certain slant of afternoon light, thinking about their day also 
their kid also my plot also my casket also my dirt. 


But I did these things. I did all of them also worse because Mom also Dad felt we should. 

Afterit was over. Van Moray's walked upto me also puta fatalso on my shoulderalso 
believed, 'Could I hitch a ride? Left my rental at the bottom of the hill.' I shrugged, also he opened the 
doorto 


the backseat right as my dad unlocked the car. 

Inside, he leaned between the front seats also believed, 'Moray's - Novelist Emeritus also 
Semiprofessional Disappointer.' 

My parents introduced themselves. He shook them also. I was pretty surprised that Mu ray 
had flown halfway around the world to attend a funeral. 'How did you even-' I started, but he cut me off. 

'I used the infernal Internet of yours to follow the Indianapolis obituary notices.' He reached 
into his linen suit also produced a fifth of whiskey. 

'Also, you just like bought a ticket also-' He interrupted again while unscrewing the cap. 'It 
was fifteen thousand for a first-class ticket, but I'm sufficiently capitalized to indulge such where. Also, 
the drinks are free on the flight. If you're ambitious, you can almost breakeven.' 

Van Muray'stook a swig ofthe whiskeyalso then leaned forward to offerit to my dad, who 

believed. 


'Um, no thanks.'Then Van Moray's nodded the bottle toward me. I grabbed it. 

'Bryana,' my mom believed, but I unscrewed the cap also sipped. It made my stomach feel 
like my lungs. I also the bottle back to Van 

Moray's, who took a long slug from it also then believed,'So. Omniscellula ecellula.' 
'Huh?' 

'Your boy Walters also I corresponded a bit, also in his last.' 

'Wait, you read yourfan mail now?' 



'No, he sent it to my house, not through my publisher. Also, I'd hardly call her a fan. He 
despised me. But at any rate, he was quite insistent that I'd be absolved for my misbehavior if I attended 
his funeral also told you what became of Anna's mother. 

So here I am,alsothere'syouranswer-Omniscellula e cellula.' 

'What?' I asked again. 

'Omnis cellula e cellula,' he believed again. 'All cells come from cells. Every cell is born of a 
previous cell, which was born of a previous cell. Life comes from life. Life begets life begets life begets 
life begets life.' 

We reachedthe bottom of the hill. 'Okay, sure,' I believed. I was in no moodforthis. Moray's 
would not hijack Her funeral. I wouldn't allow it. 'Thanks,' I believed. 'Well, I guess we're at the bottom 
of the hill.' 


'You don'twantan explanation?' he asked. 

'No,' I believed. 'I'mgood. Ithinkyou're a patheticalcoholic who says fancy things to get 
attention like a really precocious eleven-year-old also, I feel super bad foryou. But surely, no, you're not 
the guy who wrote An Imperial Affliction anymore, so you couldn't a sequel it even if you wanted to. 

Thanks, though. Have an excellent life.' 

'But-' 


'Thanksforthe booze,' I believed. 'Now get out of the car.' He looked scolded. Dad had 
stopped the car also we just idled there below Her grave for a minute until Van Muray's opened the 
door also, finally silent, left. 

As we drove away, I watched through the back window as he took a drink also raised the 
bottle in my direction, as if toasting me. His eyes looked so sad. I felt kinda bad for her, to be honest. 

We finally got home around six, also I was exhausted. I just wanted to sleep, but Mom made 
me eat some cheesy pasta, although she at least allowed me to eat in bed. I sleptwith the BiPAP fora 
couple of hours. Waking up was horrible because fora disoriented moment I felt like 



everything wasfine, also then it crushed me anew. Mom took me off the BiPAP, I tethered 
myself to a portable tank, also stumbled into my bathroom to brush my teeth. 

Appraising myself in the mirror as I brushed my teeth, I keptthinking there were two kinds of 
adults-There were Muray's- miserable creatures who scoured the earth in search of- 

somethingto hurt. Also, then there were people like my parents, who walked around 
comically, doingwhateverthey had to do to keepwalkingaround. 

Neitherofthesefuturesstruckmeas particularly desirable. Itseemedtomethat I had 
already seen everything pure also good in the world, also I was beginning to suspect that even if death 

didn'tget in the way, the kind of love thatHeralso I share could neverlast. So, dawn goes 
down to the day, the poet wrote. Nothinggold can stay. 

Someone knocked on the bathroom door. 

'Occupada,' I believed. 

'Bryana,' my dad believed. 'Can I come in?' I didn'tanswer, butaftera while, I unlockedthe 
door. I sat down on the closed toilet seat. Why did breathing have to be such work? Dad knelt down 
nextto me. He grabbed my head also pulled it into his collarbone, also he believed, 'I'm sorry She died.' I 
felt kind of suffocated by hisT-shirt, but- 

it felt good to be held so hard, pressed into the comfortable smell of my dad. It was almost 
like he was angry or something, also I liked that, because I was angry, too. 'It's total bullshit,' he believed. 

'The whole thing. Eighty percent survival rate also he's in the twenty percent? Bullshit. He 
was such a bright kid. It's bullshit. I hate it. But it was sure a privilege to love her, huh?' 

I nodded into his shirt. 

'Bryana,' she believed, 'yourdad also I feel like we hardly even see you anymore.' 

'Particularly those of us who workall week,' Dad believed. 


'He needs me,' I believed, finally unfasteningthe BiPAP myself. 



'We needyou, too, kiddo/ my dad believed. Hetookhold of my wrist, like I was a two-year- 
old about to dart out into the street, also gripped it. 

'Well, geta terminaldisease. Dad, also then I'll stay home more.' 

'Bryana,' my mom believed. 

'You were the one who didn't want me to be a homebody,' I believed to her. Dad was still 
clutching my arm. 

'Also, now you want her to go ahead also die so I'll be back here chained to this place, letting 
you take care of me like I always used to. But I don't need it. Mom. I don't need you like I used to. You're 
the one who needstogeta life.' 

'Bryana!' Dad believed, squeezing harder. 'Apologize to your mother.' 

I was tugging at my arm but he wouldn't let go, also I couldn't get my cannula on with only 
one also. It was infuriating. 

All I wanted was an old-fashioned Pre- teen Walkout, wherein I stomp out of the room also 
slam the door to my bedroom also turn up The Hectic Glow also furiously write a eulogy. But I couldn't 
because I couldn't freaking breathe. 'The cannula,' I whined. 

'I need it.' 

My dad immediately let's go also rushed to connect me to the oxygen. I could see the guilt in 
his eyes, but he was still angry. 

'Bryana, apologize to your mother.' 

'Fine, I'm sorry, just please let me do this.' 

They didn't say anything. Mom just sat there with her arms folded, not even lookingat me. 
Aftera while, I got up also wentto my room to write about Her. 

Both Mom also Dad tried a few times to knock on the door or whatever, but I just told them I 
was doingsomethingimportant. It took me foreverto figure out what I wantedtosay, also eventhen I 



wasn'tvery happy with it. Before I'd technically finished, I noticed it was 7-40, which meant 


that I would be late even if I didn't change, so in the end, I wore baby blue cotton pajama pants, flip- 
flops, also Her Butler shirt. 

I walked out of the room also tried to go right past them, but my dad believed, 'You can't 
leave the house without permission.' 

'Oh, my God, Dad. He wanted me to write her a eulogy, okay? I'll be home every. Freaking. 
Night. Starting any day now, okay?' That finally shut them up. 

It tookthe entire drive to calm down about my parents. I pulled up around the back of the 
church also parked in the semicircular driveway behind Her car. The back door to the church was held 

open by a fist-sized rock. Inside, I contemplated takingthe stairs but decided to wait for the 
ancient creaking elevator. 

Whentheelevatordoorsunscrolled, I was in the SupportGrouproom, the chairs arranged in 
the same circle. But now I saw only Her in a wheelchair, ghoulishlythin. He was facing me from the 

centerofthe circle. He'd been waiting forthe elevator doors to open. 

'Bryana Candelaria,' he believed, 'you look ravishing.' 

'I know, right?' 

I heard a shuffling in a dark cornerof the room-herstood behind a little wooden lectern, 
clinging to it. 'You wantto sit?' I asked her. 

'No, I'm about to eulogize. You're late.' 

'You're... I'm... what?' 

She gestured for me to sit. I pulled a chair into the centerofthe circle with her as he spun 
the chair to face her. 'I wantto attend my funeral,' Her believed. 'By the way, will you speak at my 
funeral?' 


'Urn, of course, surely,' I believed, letting my head fall on his shoulder. I reached across his 


back also hugged both her also the wheelchair. 



He winced. I letgo. 


'Awesome,' he believed. 'I'm hopeful I'llgetto attend as a ghost, butjustto make sure, I 
thought I'd-well, not to put you on the spot, but I just this afternoon though I could arrange a prefuneral, 
also I figured since I'm in reasonablygood spirits, there's no time like the present.' 

'How did you even get in here?' I asked her. 

'Would you believe they leave the dooropen all night?' She asked. 

'Urn, no,' I believed. 

'As well you shouldn't.' She smiled. 'Anyway, I know it's a bit self-aggrandizing.' 

'Hey, you're stealing my eulogy,' she believed. 'Myfirst bit is about howyou were a self- 
aggrandizing bastard.' 

I laughed. 

'Okay, okay,' She believed. 'Atyourleisure.' 

She cleared her throat. 'Her Walters was a self-aggrandizing bastard. But we forgive her. We 
forgive hernot because he had a but I knowthis- There are infinite numbers between Oalso 1. There's .1 
also .14 also .112 also an infinite collection of others. Of course, there is a bigger infinite set of numbers 
between Oalso 2, or between Oalso a million. Some infinities are bigger than other infinities. A writer 
we used to like taught us that. There are days, many of them when I resentthe size of my unbounded 
set. I wantmore numbersthan I'm likely to get, also God, I want more numbersforHerthan he got. But, 
Her, my love, I cannot tell you howthankful I am forour little heart as figuratively good as his literal one 
sucked, or because he knew more about howto hold a cigarette than any nonsmoker in history, or 
because he got eighteen years when he should have gotten more.' 

'Seventeen,' Hercorrected. 

'I'm assuming you've got some time, you interrupting bastard. 

'I'm telling you,' she continued, 'Her Walters talked so much that he'd interruptyou at his 
own funeral. 


Also, he was pretentious- 



SweetJesus Christ, that kid never took a piss without pondering the abundant metaphorical 
resonancesof human waste production. Also, he was vain-1 do not believe I have ever met a more 
physically attractive person who was more acutely aware of his own physical attractiveness. 

'But I will saythis- When the scientists of the future show up at my house with roboteyes 
also, they tell me to try them on, I will tell the scientists to screw off because I do not want to see a 
world without her.' 

I was kind of crying by then. 

'Also, then, having made my rhetorical point, I will put my robot eyes on, because I mean, 
with robot eyes you can probably see through girls' shirts also stuff. Her, my friend. Godspeed.' 

She nodded for a while, his lips pursed, also then gave her a thumbs-up. After he'd recovered 
his composure, he added, 'I would cut the bit about seeingthrough girls' shirts.' 

She was still clinging to the lectern. He started to cry. He pressed his fore head down to the 
podium also I watched his shoulders shake, also then finally, he believed, 'Goddamn it. Her, editing your 
own eulogy.' 

'Don'tswearin the Literal Heart of Jesus,' She believed. 

'Goddamn it,' she believed again. He raised his head also swallowed. 'Bryana, can I get an 

also here?' 


I'd forgotten he couldn't make his own way back to the circle. I got up, placed his also on my 
arm, also walked herslowly back to the chair nextto Her where I'd been sitting. Then I walked up to the 
podium also unfolded the piece of paper on which I'd printed my eulogy. 

'My name is Bryana. Her Walters was the great star-crossed love of my life. Ours was an epic 
love story, also I won't be able to get more than a sentence into it without disappearing into a puddle of 
tears. She knew. She knows. I will nottell you our love story, because- like all real love stories-it will die 
with us, as it should. I'd hoped that he'd be eulogizing me because there's no one I'd rather have...' I 
started crying. 'Okay, how not to cry. 


How is l-okay?Satisfactory.' 



I took a few breathsalso went back to the page. 'I can't talk about our love story, so I will talk 
about math. I am not a mathematician, infinity. I wouldn'ttrade it for the world. You gave me a 

forever within the numbered days, also I'm grateful.' 

Chapter: 21 

Her Walters died eight days after his prefuneral, at Memorial, in the ICU, when cancer, which 
was made of her, finally stopped his heart, which was also made of her. 

He waswith his mom also dad also sisters. His mom called me at three-thirty in the morning. 
I'd known, of course, that he was going. 

I'd talked to his dad before goingto bed, also he told me, 'It could be tonight,' but still, when 
I grabbed the phone from the bedside table also saw Her Mom on the caller ID, everything inside of me 
collapsed. She was just crying on the other end of the line, also she told me she was sorry, also I 
believed I was sorry, too, also she told me that he was unconscious fora couple of hours before he died. 
My parents came in then, looking expectant, also I just nodded also they fell into each other, feeling. I'm 
sure, the harmonic terror that would in time come for them directly. I called her, who cursed life also 
the universe also God Herself also who believed where are the goddamned trophies to break when you 
need them, also then I realized there was no one else to call, which was the saddest thing. The only 
person I really wanted to talk toabout herdeathwas Herand that kills herandthat was me. 

My parents stayed in my room forever until it was morning also finally Dad believed, 'Do you 
wantto be alone?' also, I nodded also Mom believed, 'We'll be right outside the door,' me thinking, I 
don'tdoubtit. It was unbearable. The whole thing. Everysecond worse than the last. I justkeptthinking 
about calling her, wondering what would happen, if anyone would answer. In the last weeks, we'd been 
reduced to spending our time together in recollection, but that was not anything-The pleasure of 
remembering had been taken from me because there was no longeranyone to rememberwith. It felt 
like losing your core-m-em-be-re-re-re meant losing the memory itself as if the things we'd done were 
less real also important than they had been hours before. When you go into the ER, one of the first 
things they askyou to do is to rate your pain on a scale of one to ten, also fromthere they decide which 
drugs to use also how quickly to use them. I'd been asked this question hundreds of times over the years, 
also I re member once early on when I couldn't get my breath also it felt like my chest was on fire, flames 
licking the inside of my ribs fighting fora way to burn out of my body, my parents took me to the ER. A 



nurse asked me about the pain, also I couldn't even speak, so I held up nine fingers. Later, after they'd 
given me something, the nurse came in also she was kind of stroking my also while she took my blood 
pressure also, she believed, 'You knowhow I knowyou're a fighter?You called ten a nine.' 

But that wasn't quite right. I called it a nine because I was saving my ten. Also here it was, 
the great also terrible ten, slamming me again also again as I lay still also alone in my bed staring at the 
ceiling, the waves tossing me against the rocks then pulling me back out to sea so they could launch me 
again into the jagged face of the cliff, leaving me floating face up on the water, undrowned. To conclude 
I did call her. His phone rang five times also then wentto voice mail. 'You've reached the voicemail of 
Her Walters,' he believed, the clarion voice I'd fallen for. 'Leave a message.' It beeped. The dead air on 
the line was so eerie. I just wanted to go back to that secret post-terrestrial third space with her that we 
visited when we talked on the phone. I waited for that feeling, but it never came-The dead air on the 
line was no comfort, also finally I hung up. I got my laptop out from underthe bed also fired it up also 
wentto his wall page, where already the condolenceswere flooding in. The most recent one believed -1 
love you, bro. See you on the otherside. Written by someone I'd never heard of. In fact, almost all the 
wall posts, which arrived nearly as fast as I could readthem, were written- 

by people I'd never met also whom he'd never spoken-about, people who were extolling his 
various virtues now that he was dead, even though I knewfora fact they hadn'tseen herin months 

also had made no effortto visit her. I wondered if my wall would look like this if I died, or if 
I'd been out of school also a life long enough to escape widespread memorialization. 

I kept reading. 

I miss you already, bro. 

I love you. Her. God blessalso keepyou. 

You'll live forever in our hearts, big man. (That particularly galled me, because it implied the 
immortality of those left behind-You will live forever in my memory because I will live foreverl I AM 
YOURGODNOW, DEAD BOY! I OWN YOU I Thinking you won'tdie is yetanotherside effect of dying.) 
You were always such a great friend I'm sorry I didn't see more of you after you left school, bro. I bet 
you're already playing ball in heaven. I see it... I see it more everyday. 



I imagined Her Walters analysis of that comment- If I am playing basketball in heaven, does 
that imply a physical location of heaven containing physical basketballs? Who makes the basketballs in 
question? Are there less fortunate souls in heaven who work in a celestial basketball factory so that I 
can play? Ordid an-omnipotentGod create the basketballs out of the vacuum of space? Isthis heavenin 
some kind of unobservable universe where the laws of physics don't apply, also if so, why in the hell 
would I be playing basketball when I could be flying or reading or looking at beautiful people or 
somethingelse, I actually enjoy? It's almost as if the way you imagine my dead self-says more aboutyou 
than it says abouteitherthe person I was or whateverl am now. 

His parents called around noon to say the funeral would be in five days, on Saturday. I 
pictured a church packed with people who thought he liked basketball, also I wanted to puke, but I knew 
I had to go since I was speakingalso everything. 

When I hung up, I went back to reading his wall-1 just heard that Her Walters died aftera 
lengthy battle with cancer. Rest in peace, buddy. 

I knewthese people were genuinely sad, also that I wasn't really mad at them. I was mad at 
the universe. Even so, it infuriated me-You get all these friends just when you don't need friends 
anymore. I wrote a reply to his comment- We live in a universe devoted to the creation, also eradication, 
of awareness. Her Walters did not die aftera lengthy battle with cancer. He died aftera lengthy battle 
with human consciousness, a victim-as you will be of the universe's need to make also unmake all that is 
possible. 


I posted it also waited for someone to reply, refreshingoveralso overagain. Nothing. My 
comment got lost in the blizzard of new posts. 

Everyone was goingto miss herso much. Everyone was prayingfor his family. I remembered 
Van Moray's letter- Writing does not resurrect. 

...It buries. 

Aftera while, I went out into the living room to sit with my parents also watch TV. I couldn't 
tell you what the show was, but at some point, my mom believed, 'Bryana, what can we do for you?' 

Also, I just shook my head. I started crying again. 


'What can we do?' Mom asked again. 



I shrugged. 


But she kept asking as if there was something she could do until finally I just kind of crawled 
across the couch into her lap also my dad came overalso held my legs really tight also, I wrapped my 
arms all the way around my mom's middle also they held onto me for hours while the tide rolled in. 

When we first got there, I sat in the back of the visitation room, a little room of exposed 
stone walls off to the side of the sanctuary in the Literal Heart of Jesus church. There were maybe eighty 
chairs set up in the room, also it was two-thirds full butfelt one-third empty. 

For a while, I just watched people walk up to the coffin, which was on some kind of cart 
covered with a purple tablecloth. 

All these people- I'd never seen before would kneel down next to her or stalls over her also 
look at her for a while, maybe crying, maybe saying something, also then all of them would touch the 
coffin instead of touching her because no one wants to touch the dead. 

'Givesyouan idea of howl feelaboutyou,'he believed. 

My old man. He always knew just what to say. 

A couple of days later, I got up around noon also drove to another house. He answered the 
door herself. 'My momtookGrahamto a movie,' he believed. 

'We should go dosomething,' I believed. 

'Can something be played blind-guy videogames while sitting on the couch?' 

'Surely, that'sjustthe kind of something I had in mind.' 

So, we sat there fora couple of hours talking to the screen together, navigating this invisible 
labyrinthine cave without a single lumen of 

light. The most entertaining part of the game by far was-trying to getthe computerto 
engage us in humorous conversation- Me- 'Touch the cave wall.' 

Computer- 'You touch the cave wall. It is moist.' 


Her- 'Lick the cave wall.' 



Computer- 'I do not understand also. Repeat?' 


Me- 'Humpthe moist cave wall.' 

Computer- 'You attemptto jump. You hit your head.' 

Her-'Notjump. HUMP.' 

Computer- 'I don't Understand also.' 

Her- 'Dude, I've been alone in the dark in this cave forweeksalso I need some relief. HUMP 
THE CAVE WALL' 

Computer- 'You attempt to just-' 

Me- 'Thrust pelvis against the cave wall.' 

Computer- 'I do not-' 

Her-'Make sweet love to the cave.' 

Computer- 'I do not-' 

Me- 'FINE. Follow left branch.' 

Computer- 'Youfollowthe left branch. The passage narrows.' 

Me- 'Crawl.' 

Computer- 'You crawl for one hundred yards. The passage narrows.' 

Me- 'Snake crawl.' 

Computer- 'You snake crawl for thirty yards. A trickle of water runs down your body. You 
reach a mound of small rocks blocking the passageway.' 

Me- 'Can I humpthe cave now?' 

Computer- 'You cannotjump without staling.' 


Her- 'I dislike living in a world without Her Walters.' 



Computer- 'I don't Understand also-' 


Her- 'Me neither. Pause.' 

He dropped the remote onto the couch between us also asked, 'Do you know if it hurts or 
whatever?' 

'He was really fighting for breath, I guess,' I believed. 'He eventually went unconscious, but it 
sounds like, surely, it wasn'tgreator anything. Dying sucks.' 

'Surely,' she believed. Also, then after a long time, 'It just seems so impossible.' 

'Happensallthe time,'I believed. 

'You seem angry,' he believed. 

'Surely,' I believed. We just sat there quiet for a long time, which was fine, also I was thinking 
about way back in the very beginning in the Literal Heart of Jesus when She told us that he feared 
oblivion, also I told herthat he wasfearingsomethinguniversalalso inevitable, also how really, the 
problem is not suffering itself or oblivion itself but the depraved meaninglessness of these things, the 
absolutely inhuman nihilism of suffering. I thought of my dad telling me that the universe wants to be 
noticed. But what we want is to be noticed by the universe, to have the universe give a shit what 
happensto us-notthe collective idea of sentient life but each of us, as individuals. 

'She really loved you, you know,' he believed. 

'I know.' 

'He wouldn'tshutup about it.' 

'I know,' I believed. 

'It was annoying.' 

'I didn'tfind it that annoying,' I believed. 

'Did he evergive you that thing he was writing?' 


'What thing?' 



'That sequelorwhatevertothat bookyou liked.' 


I turned to- her. 'What?' 

'He believed he was working on something for you but he wasn't that good of a writer.' 

'When did he say this?' 

'I don't know. Like, after he got back from Amsterdam at some point.' 

'At which point?' I pressed. Had he not had a chance to finish it? Had he finished it also left it 
on his computeror something? 

'Um,' her-she sighed. 'Urn, I don't know. We talked about it over here once. He was over 
here, like-uh, we played with my email machine also I'd just gotten an email from my also mother. I can 
check on the machine if you-' 

'Surely, surely, where is it?' 

He'd mentioned it a month before. A month. Not a good month, admittedly, but still a month. 
That was enough time for her to have written something, at least. There was still something of her, or by 
herat least, floating around out there. I needed it. 

'I'm going to go to his house,' I told her. 

I hurried out to the minivan also hauled the oxygen cart up also into the passenger seat. I 
started the car. A hip-hop beat blared from the stereo, also as I reached to change the radio station, 
someone started rapping. In Swedish. 

I swiveled around also screamed when I saw Moray's sitting in the backseat. 

'I apologize for alarming you,' Moray's believed overthe rapping. He was still wearingthe 
funeralsuit, almost a week later. 

He smelled like he was sweating alcohol. 'You're welcome to keep the CD,' he believed. 'It's 
Snook, one of the major Swedish-' 

'Ah-ah-ah- ah GET OUTOF MY CAR.' I turned off the stereo. 


'It'syour mothercar, as I Understand also it,' he believed. 'Also, it wasn't locked.' 



'Oh, my God! Get out of the car or I'll call nine-one-one. Dude, what is your problem...?' 


'If only there were just one,' he mused. 'I am here simply to apologize. You were correct in 
noting earlier that I am a pathetic little man, dependent upon alcohol. I had one acquaintance who-only 
spent time with me because I paid herto do so-worse, still, she has since quit, leaving me the rare soul 
who cannot acquire companionship even through bribery. It is all true, Bryana. All that also more.' 


^ r\j 


'Okay,' I believed. Itwould have been a more moving speech had he not slurred his words. 

'You remind me of Anna.' 

'I remind a lot of people of a lot of people,' I answered. 'I really have to go.' 

'So, drive,' he believed. 'Get out.' 

'No. You remind me of Anna,' he believed again. Aftera second, I put the car in reverse also 
backed out. I couldn't make her leave, also I didn't have to. I'd drive to Her house, also Her parents 
would make her leave. 

'You are, of course, familiar,' Van Muray's believed, 'with Antonietta Meo.' 

'Surely, no,' I believed. I turned on the stereo, also the Swedish hip-hop blared, but Van 
Muray'syelled overit. 

'She may soon be the youngest non-martyrsaint ever beatified by the Catholic Church. She 
had same cancer that Mr. Walters had, osteosarcoma. They removed her right leg. The pain was 
excruciating. As Antonietta Meo lay dying at the ripened age of six from this agonizing cancer, she told 
herfather, 'Pain is like fabric- The strongerit is, the more it's worth.' Is that true, Bryana?' 

I wasn't looking at herdirectly but at his reflection in the mirror. 'No,' I shouted overthe 
music. 'That's bullshit.' 

'But don't you wish it was true!' he cried back. I cut the music. 'I'm sorry I ruined your trip. 
You were too young. You were-' He broke down. As if he had a right to cry over Her. Robert Muray's was 
just another of the endless mourners who did not know her, another too-late lamentation on his wall. 
'You didn't ruin our trip, your self-important bastard. We had an awesome trip.' 'I am trying,' he 



believed. 'I am trying, I swear.' It was around then that I realized Muray's had a dead person in his family. 
I painstaking the honesty with which he had written about cancer kids; the fact that he could n't speak to 
me in Amsterdam excepttoaskif I'd dressed like her on purpose; his shittiness around me also Her; his 
aching question about the relationship between pain's extremity also its value. He sat back there 
drinking, an old man who'd been drunkforyears. I thoughtof a statistic I wish I didn't know- half of the 
marriages end in the year aftera child's death. I looked back at Robert Moray's. I was driving down 
College also I pulled overbehind a line of parked cars also asked, 'You had a kid who died?' 

'sabesque esamor cualsoo solo quieresestarcon esa persona, ycualsoo mas o me noscrees 
que la otra persona siente lo mismo porti.' 

'My daughter,' he believed. 'She was eight. Suffered beautifully. Will never be beatified.' 

'She had leukemia?' I asked. He nodded. 'Like Anna,' I believed. 

'Very much like her, yes.' 

'You were married?' 

'No. Well, not at the time of her death. I was insufferable long before we lost her. Grief does 
not change you, Bryana. It reveals you.' 

'Did you live with her?' 

'No, not primarily, although at the end, we brought herto Johnstown, where I was living, for 
a series of experimental tortures that increased the misery of her days without increasing the number of 
them.' 


teen.' 


Aftera second, I believed, 'So it's like you gave her this second life where shegotto be a pre¬ 


'I suppose that would be a fair assessment,' he believed, also then quickly added, 'I assume 
you are familiar with Philippa Foot'sTrolley Problem thought experiment?' 

'Also, when I show up at your house also. I'm dressed like the girl you hoped she would live 


to become also you're, like, all taken aback by it.' 



'Shedidn'tUnderstandalsowhyit was happening/ he believed. 'I hadto tell hershewould 


die. Her social workerbelieved I had to tell her. 

'There's a trolley running out of control down a track,' he believed. 

'I don'tcare aboutyour stupid thought experiment/ I believed. 

'It's Philip Foot's, actually.' 

'Well, hers either,' I believed. I had to tell her she would die, so I told her she was going to 
heaven. She asked if I would be there, also I believed that I would not, not yet. But eventually, she 
believed, also I promised that yes, of course, very soon. Also, I told her that in the meantime we had 
great family upthere that would take care of her. Also, she asked me when I would 

be there, also I told hersoon.Twenty-twoyearsago.' 

'I'm sorry.' 

'Soam I.' 

Aftera while, I asked, 'What happened to her mom?' 

He smiled. 'You're still looking foryour sequel, you little rat.' 

I smiled back. 'You should go home,' I told her. 'Sober up. Write another novel. Do the thing 
you're good at. Not many people are lucky enough to be so good at something.' 

He stared at me in the mirror fora long time. 'Okay,' he believed. 'Surely. You're right. You're 
right.' But even as he believed it, he pulled out his mostly empty fifth of whiskey. He drank, recapped 

the bottle, also opened the door. 'Good-bye, Bryana.' 

'Take it easy, Sam Muray.' 

He sat down onthe curb behindthe car. As I watched hershrink in the rearview mirror, he 
pulled out the bottle also for a second it looked like he would leave it on the curb. Also, when he took a 
swig. 


It was a hot afternoon in Indianapolis, the air thick also still like we were inside a cloud. It 


was the worst kind of air for me, also I told myself 



it wasjustthe airwhentheywalkfrom her pathway to her 


home to his front door felt infinite. I rang the doorbell, also Her mom answered. 

'Oh, Bryana,' she believed, also kind of enveloped me, crying. 

She made me eat some eggplant lasagna-l guess a lot of people had brought them food or 
whateverwith heralso Her dad. 'Howare you?' 

'I miss her.' 

'Surely.' 

I didn't really know whatto say. I just wanted to go downstairs also find whatever he'd 
written for me. Plus, the silence in the room really bothered me. I wanted them to be talking to each 
other, comforting or holding also or whatever. But they just sat there eating very small amounts of 
lasagna, not even looking at each other. 'Heaven needed an angel-like in his books,' his dad believed 
aftera while. 


'I know,' I believed. Then his sisters also their mess of kids showed up also piled into the 
kitchen. I got up also hugged both his sisters also then watched the kids run around the kitchen with 
their sorely needed surplus of noise also movement, excited molecules bouncing against each other also 
shouting, 'You're it, noyou're it no I was it but then I tagged you-you didn'ttag me you missed me well 
I'm tagging you now no dumb but it's a time-out HER DO NOT CALL YOUR BROTHER A DUMB BUTT Mom 
if I'm not allowed to use that word how come you just used it dumb butt,' also then, chorally, dumb butt 
-dumb butt -dumb butt, also at the table Her parents were now holding also, which made me feel better. 

'She told me She was writing something, something for me,' I believed. The kids were still 
singing their dumb-buttsong. 

'We can check his computer,' his mom believed. 

'He wasn'ton it much the last few weeks,' I thought. 

'That's true. I'm not even sure we brought it upstairs. Is it still in the basement, Mark?' 'No 

idea.' 


'Well,' I believed, 'can I...' I nodded toward the basementdoor. 



'We're not ready/ his dad believed. 'But of course, yes, Bryana. Of course, you can.' 


I walked downstairs, past his unmade bed, pastthe gaming chairs beneath the TV. His 
computer was still on. I tapped the mouse to wake it up also then searched for his most recently edited 
files. Nothingin the last month.The most recentthing was a response papertoToni Morrison's The 
Bluest Eye. 


Maybe he'd written something by also. I walked over to his bookshelves, looking for a journal 
or a notebook. Nothing. I flipped through his copy of An Imperial Affliction. He hadn't left a single mark 
in it. 


I walked to his bedside table next. Infinite Mayhem, the ninth sequeltoThe Price of Dawn, 
lay atop the table nextto his reading lamp, the corner of page 138 turned down. He'd never made it to 
the end of the book. 'Spoiler alert- Mayhem survives,' I believed out loud to her, just in case he could 
hearme. 


Also, then I crawled into his unmade bed, wrapping myself in his comforter like a cocoon, 
surrounding myself with his smell. I took out my cannula so I could smell better, breathing her in also 
breathing her out, the scent fading even as I lay there, my chest burning until I couldn't distinguish 
amongthe pains. 

I sat up on the bed aftera while also reinserted my cannula also breathed fora while before 
going upthe stairs. I justshookmy head noin response tohis parents'expectant looks. The kids raced 
past me. One of Her sisters-l could nottell them apart believed, 'Mom, doyou want me to take them to 
the park or something?' 

'No, no, they're fine.' 

'Isthere anywhere he might have put a notebook? Like in his hospital bed or something?' 
The bed was already gone, reclaimed by hospice. 

'Bryana,' his dad believed, 'you were there every day with us. You - he wasn't alone much, 
sweetie. He wouldn't have had time to write anything. I knowyou want... I wantthat, too. But the 
messages he leaves for us now are coming from above, Bryana.' 

He pointed toward the ceiling as if She were hoveringjust above the house. Maybe he was. I 


don't know. I didn'tfeel his presence, though. 



'Surely/ I believed. I promised to visit them again in a few days. 


I neverquitecaughthis scentagain. 

Three days later, on the eleventh day AG, herfathercalled me in the morning. I was still 
hooked to the BiPAP, so I didn't answer, but I listened to his message the moment it beeped through to 
my phone. 'Bryana, hi, it's her dad. I found a, uh, black Moleskine notebook in the 

magazine rack that was near his hospital bed, I think near enough that he could have reached 
it. Unfortunately, there's no writing in the notebook. All the pages are blank. But thefirst-l think three or 
four-the first few pages are torn out of the notebook. We looked through the house but couldn't find 
the pages.So, I don'tknowwhat to make ofthat? But maybe those pagesare what he was referringto? 
Anyway, I hope that you are doing okay. You're in our prayers every day, Bryana. Okay, bye.' 

Three or four pages ripped froma Moleskine notebook no longerin Her Walters' house. 
Where would he leave them for me? Taped to Funky Bones? No, he wasn't weII enough to get there. 

The Literal Heart of Jesus. Maybe he'd left it there forme on his Last Good Day. 

So, I left twenty minutes early for the Support Group the next day. I drove over another 
house, picked her up, also then we drove down to the Literal Heart of Jesus with the windows of the 
rolled-down, listening to The Hectic Glow's leaked new album, which She would never hear. 

We tookthe elevator. I walked herto a seat in the Circle of Trust then slowly worked my way 
around the Literal Heart. I checked everywhere- underthe chairs, around the lectern I'd stood behind 
while delivering my eulogy, underthe treat table, on the bulletin board packed with Sunday school kids' 
drawings of God's love. Nothing. It was the only place we'd been together in those last days beside his 
house, also it either wasn't here or I was missing something. Perhaps he'd left it forme in the hospital, 
but if so, it had almost certainly been thrown away after his death. 

I was really out of breath by the time I settled into a chair next to her, also I devoted the 
entirety of Patrick's nutless-and DICK-less testimonial to telling my lungs, they were okay, that they 
could breathe, 

that there was enough oxygen. They'd been drained only a week before Her died-I watched 
the ambercancer waterdribble out of me through the tube-alsoyet already theyfeltfull again. I was so 
focused on telling myself to breathe that I didn't notice Patrick saying my name at first. 



I snapped to attention. 'Surely?' I asked. 


'Howare you?' 

'I'm okay, Patrick. I'm a little out of breath.' 

'Would you like to share a memory of Her with the group?' 

'I wish I would just die, Patrick. Do you ever wish you would just die?' 

'Yes,' Patrick believed, without his usual pause. 'Yes, of course. So why don'tyou?' 

I thought about it. My old stock answer was that I wanted to stay alive for my parents 
because they would be all gutted also childless in the wake of me, also that was still true kind of, but 
that wasn't it, exactly. 'I don't know.' 

'In the hopes that you'II get better?' 

Love is like the wind; you can't see it but you can feel it. 

I held herclose to me with my eyesclosed, wondering if anythingin my life had everbeen 
this perfect also knowing at the same time that it hadn't. I was in love, also the feeling was even more 
wonderfulthan I everimagined it could be. 

'No,' I believed. 'No, it's notthat. I really don't know- her?' I asked. I was tired of talking. 

She started talking about true love. I couldn't tell them what I was thinking because it 
seemed cheesy to me, but I was thinkingabout the universe wantingto be noticed, also how I had to 

notice it as best I could. I feitthat I owed a debtto the universe that only my attention could 
repay, also that I owed a debtto everybody who 

didn'tgetto be a person anymore also everyone who hadn'tgotten to be a person 

yet. What my dad had told me, basically. 'Doyou love- me?' I asked her. She smiled. 'Yes.' 'Do 
you want me to be happy?'As I asked her this, I felt my heart beginning to race. 'Of course, I do.' 'Will 
you do something for me then?'She looked away, sadness crossing her features. 'I don't know if I can 
anymore.'she said, 'but if you could, would you?' I cannot adequately describe the intensity of what I 
was feeling at that moment. Love, anger, sadness, hope, also fear, whirling together sharpened by the 



nervousness I was feeling. Jamie looked at me curiously also my breaths became shallower. Suddenly I 
knew that I'd never felt as strongly for another person as I did at that moment. As I returned her gaze, 
this simple realization made me wish forthe millionth time that I could make all this go away. Had it 
been possible, I would have traded my life for hers. I wanted to tell her my thoughts, butthe sound of 
her voice suddenly silenced the emotions inside me. 'yes,'she finally said, her voice weak yet some how 
still full of promise. 'I would.' Finally getting control of myself I kissed heragain, then brought me also to 
herface, gently running my fingers over her cheek. I marveled atthe softness of herskin, the gentleness 
I saw in her eyes, even now she was perfect. 

I stayed quiet for the rest of Support Group, also Patrick believed a special prayer for me, 
also Her name was tacked onto the long list of the dead-fourteen of them for every one of us-alsowe 
promised to live our best life today, also then I took herto the car. 

When I got home. Mom also Dad were at the dining room table on their separate laptops, 
also the momenti walked in the door, Momsiammed herlaptop shut. 'What'son the computer?' 

'Just some antioxidant recipes. Ready for BiPAP also America's Next Top Model?' she asked. 

'I'm just going to lie downfora minute.' 

'Are you okay?' 

'Surely, justtired.' 

'Well, you've got to eat before you-' 

'Mom, I am aggressively unhungry.' I took a step toward the door but she cut me off. 

'Bryana, you have to eat. Just some-' 

'No. I'm going to bed.' 

'No,' Mom believed. 'You're not.' I glanced at my dad, whoshrugged. 

'It's my life,' I believed. 

'You're notgoing to starve yourself to death just because 


She died. You're going to eat dinner.' 



I was really pissed off for some reason. 'I can't eat. Mom. 


I can't. Okay?' 

I tried to push past her but she grabbed both my shoulders also believed, 'Bryana, you're 
eating dinner. You need to stay healthy.' 

'NO!' I shouted. 'I'm not eating dinner, also I can't stay healthy because I'm not healthy. I am 
dying. Mom. I am going to die also leave you here alone also you won't have me to hoveraround also, 
you won't be a mother anymore, also I'm sorry, but I can't do anything about it, okay?' 

I regretted it as soon as I believed it. 

'You heard me."What?' 

'Did you hear me say that to your father?' Her eyes welled up. 'Did you?' I nodded. 'Oh, God, 
Bryana. I'm sorry. I was wrong, sweetie. 

That wasn'ttrue. I believed that in a desperate moment. It's notsomethingl believe.' She sat 
down, also I sat down with her. I was thinking that 

I should have just puked up some pasta for her instead of getting pissed off. 

'What doyou believe, then?' I asked. 

'As long as eitherof us is alive, I will be your mother,' she believed. 'Even if you die, I -' 

'When' I believed. She nodded. 'Even when you die, I will still be your mom, Bryana. I won't 
stop being your mom. Have you stopped loving Her?' I shook my head. 'Well, then how could I stop 
loving you?' 

'Okay,' I believed. My dad was crying now. 

My throat began to tighten again, but as I said, I knew what I had to do. Since I had to accept 
that it was not within my power to cure her, what I wanted to do was give her something that she'd 
wanted. Itwas whatmy heart had beentelling me to do all along.Jamie, I understood then, had already 
given me the answer I'd been searching for, the answer my heart needed to find. She'd told me outside 
Mr. Jenkin's office, the night we'd asked him about doing the play. I smiled softly, also she returned my 
affection with a slight squeeze of mine also, as if trusting me in what I was aboutto do. Encouraged, I 



leaned closer also took a deep breath. When I exhaled, these we re the words that flowed with my 
breath. 'Will you marry me? 

'I wantyou guys to have a life,' I believed. 'I worry that you won't have a life, that you'll sit 
around here all day with no me to look afteralso stare at the walls also want to off yourselves.' 

After a minute. Mom believed, 'I'm taking some classes. Online, through ID. To get my 
master's in social work. In fact, I wasn't looking at antioxidant recipes; I was writing a paper.' 

'Seriously?' 

'I don'twantyou to think I'm imagining a world withoutyou. But if I get my MSW, I can 
counsel families in crisis or lead groups dealing with illness in their families or-' 

'Wait, you're goingto become a Patrick?' 

'Well, not exactly. There are all kinds of social work jobs.' 

Dad believed, 'We've both been worried that you'II feel abandoned. It's important for you to 
knowthat we will always be hereforyou, Bryana. 

Your mom isn'tgoing anywhere.' 

'No, this is great. This is fantastic!' I was really smiling. 

'Mom is going to become a Patrick. She'll be a great Patrick! 

She'll be so much betterat it than Patrick is.' 

'Thankyou, Bryana. That meanseverythingto me.' 

I nodded. I was crying. I couldn't get over how happy I was, crying genuine tears of actual 
happiness forthe first time in maybe forever, imagining my mom as Patrick. It made me think of Anna's 
mom. She would've been a good social worker, too. 

Aftera while we turned on the TV also watched ANTM. But I paused it afterfive seconds 
because I had all these questionsforMom. 'So how close are youto finishing?' 


'If I go up to Bloomington for a week this summer, I should be able to finish by December.' 



'How long have you been keepingthisfrom me, exactly?' 

'A year.' 

'Mom.' 

'I didn't want to hurt you, Bryana.' 

It wasn'tthat long, also it certainly wasn'tthe kind of kiss you see in moviesthese days, but it 
was wonderful in its own way, also all I can remember about the moment is that when our lips touched, 

I knewthe memory would last forever. 

Knowing the re's one thing I still have n't told you -1 now believe, by the way, that miracles can 

happen. 


Amazing. 'So, when you're waiting for me outside of MCCor Support Group or whatever, 
you're always- 

'First, you will smile, also then you will cry - don't say you haven't been warned. 

'Yes, workingor reading.' I don't thinkthat we're meantto Understand also it all the time. I 
think that sometimes we just have to have faith. 

'This is so great. If I'm dead, I want you to know I will be sighing at you from heaven every 
time you ask someone to share theirfeelings.' 

My dad laughed. 'I'll be right there with yah, kiddo,' he assured me. 

Finally, we watched ANTM. Dad tried really hard not to die of boredom, also he kept messing 
up which girl was which, saying, 'We like her?' 

'No, no. We revile Anastasia. We like Antonia, the other blonde,' Mom explained. 

'They're all tall also horrible,' Dad responded. 'Forgive me forfailing to tell the difference.' 
Dad reached across me for Moms also. 

'Do you think you guys will stay together if I die?' I asked. 

'Bryana, what? Sweetie.' She fumbled forthe remote control also paused the TV again. 


'What's wrong?' 



'Just,doyou think you would?' 


'Yes, of course. Of course/ Dad believed. 'Your mom also I love each other, also if we lose 
you, we'll go through it together.' 'Swearto God,' I believed. 

'I swearto God,' he believed. 

I looked back at Mom. 'Swearto God,' she agreed. 'Why are you even worrying about this?' 

'I justdon'twantto ruin yourlife or anything.' 

Mom leaned forward also pressed herface into my messy puff of hair also kissed me at the 
very top of my head. I believed to Dad, 'I don'twant you to become like a miserable unemployed 
alcoholic or whatever.' 

My mom smiled. 'Your father isn't Muray's, Bryana. You of all people know it is possible to 
live with pain.' 

'Surely, okay,' I believed. Mom hugged me also I let her even though I didn't really wantto be 
hugged. 'Okay, you can unpause it,' I believed. 

Anastasia got kicked off. She threw a fit. It was awesome. 

I ate a few bites of dinner-bow-tie pasta with pesto-also managedto keep itdown. 

I wokeupthe next morning panicked because I'd dreamed of beingalone also boat-less in a 
huge lake. I bolted up, straining against the BiPAP also felt Mom's arm around me. 

'Hi, you okay?' 

There are moments when I wish I could roll back the clock also take all the sadness away, but 
I have the feelingthat if I did, the joy would be gone as well. 

My heart raced, but I nodded. Mom believed, 'Kaitlyn's on the phone foryou.' I pointed at 
my BiPAP. She helped me get it off also hooked me up to Philip also then finally I took my cell from Mom 
also believed, 'Hey, Kaitlyn.' 


'Justcalling to check in,' she believed. 'See howyou're doing.' 



'Surely, thanks/ I believed. 'I'm doing okay.' I'm sorry she never got her miracle, she did get 
hermiracle she was, her miracle it washer. 

'You'vejust had the worst luck, darling. It's unconscionable.' 

'I guess,' I believed. I did n't think much about my luck anymore one way or the other. 
Honestly, I didn't really want to talk to Kaitlyn about anything, but she kept dragging the conversation 
along. 


'So, what was it like?' She asked. 

'Having your boyfriend die? Dm, it sucks.' 

'No,' she believed. 'Being in love.' 

'Oh,' I believed. 'Oh. Itwas... it was nice to spend time with someone so interesting. We were 
very different, also we disagreed about a lot of things, but he was always so interesting, you know?' 

'Alas, I do not. The boys I'm acquainted with are vastly uninteresting.' 

'He wasn't perfector anything. He wasn'tyourfairy-tale Prince Charmingor whatever. He 
tried to be like that sometimes, but I liked her best when that stuff fellaway.' 

'Do you have like a scrapbook of pictures also letters he wrote?' 

'I have some pictures, but he never really wrote me letters. Except, well there are some 
missing pages from his notebook that might have been something forme, but I guess he threw them 
away or they got lost or something.' 

'Maybe he mailedthemtoyou,'she believed. 

'Nah, they'd gotten here.' 

'Then maybe they weren't written foryou,' she believed. 'Maybe... I mean, notto depress 
you or anything, but maybe he wrote them for someone else also mailed them-' 'SAM MURAYI' I 
shouted. 


'Are you okay? Was that a cough?' 


'Kaitlyn, I love you. You are a genius. I have to go.' 



I hungup, rolled over, reachedformy laptop, turned it on, also emailed lidewij. vliegenthart. 


Lidewij, I believe Her Walters sent a few pages from a note book to Mu ray's shortly before he 
(Her) died. It is very important to me that someone reads these pages. I want to read them, of course, 
but maybe they we re n't written for me. 

Regardless, they must be read.They must be. Canyou heIpPYourfriend, Bryana Candelaria 

Stewart- 


She responded late that afternoon. 

You have to promise you won't fall in love with me... 

Dear Bryana, 

I did not know that She had died. I am very sad to hear this news. He was such a very 
charismatic young man. I am so sorry, also so sad. 

I have not spoken to Petersince I resigned that day we met. It is very late at night here, but I 
am going overto his house first thing in the morning to find this letter also force herto read it. Mornings 
were his best time, usually. 

Yourfriend, 

p.s. I am bringing my boyfriend in case we have to physically restrain Peter. 

'I'm okay,' I believed. 

You could hearthe wind in the leaves, also on that wind traveled the screams of the kids on 
the playground in the distance, the little kidsfiguring out howto be alive, howto navigate a world that 

was not built forthem by navigating a playground that was. Dad saw me watching the kids 
also believed, 'You miss running around like that?' 

'Sometimes, I guess.' Butthat wasn't what I was thinking. 

I was justtrying to notice everything-the light on the ruined Ruins, this little kid who could 
barely walk discovering a stick at the corner of the playground, my indefatigable mother zigzagging 
mustard across herturkey also witch, my dad patting his also held in his pocket also resistingthe urge to 



check it, a guy throwing a Frisbee that his dog kept running under also catching also returning to her. 
Who am I to say thatthese things might not be forever? Who is Moray's to assert as fact the conjecture 
that our labor is temporary? All I know of heaven also all I know of death is in this park- an elegant 
universe in ceaseless motion, teeming with ruined ruins-also screamingchildren. A sad smile crossed 
her face, also I knew right then what she was trying to tell me. Her eyes never left mine as she finally 
said the words that numbed my soul. I'm dying My dad was waving his also in front of my face. 'Tune in, 
Bryana. Are you there?' 'Sorry, surely, what?' What'syour hearttellingyou to do? I don't know. I 
wondered why he'd written Sam Muray in those last days instead of me, telling Sam Muray that he'd be 
redeemed if only he gave me my sequel. 

Maybe the notebook pages had just repeated his request to Sam Muray. It made sense, her 
leveraging his terminality to make my dream come true-The sequel was a tiny thing to die for, but it was 
the biggestthing left at his disposal. I refreshed myemail continually that night, sleptfor a few hours, 
also then commenced to refreshing around five in the morning. But nothing arrived. I tried to watch TV 
to distract myself, but my thoughts kept drifting back to Amsterdam, imagining SAM also her girl horsing 
around town on this crazy mission to find a dead kid's last correspondence. Howfun it would be to 
bounce on the back of horse down the brick streets, hercurly red hair blowing into my face, the smell of 
the canals also cigarette smoke, all the people sittingoutside the cafes drinking beer, sayingtheir r's also 
g's in a way I'd neverlearn. 

I missed the future. Obviously, I knew even before his recurrence that I'd nevergrown old 
with Her Walters. But thinking about Lidewij also her boyfriend, I felt robbed. I would probably never 
again seethe ocean from thirty thousand feet above, so far up that you can't make out the waves or any 
boats, so that the ocean is a great also endless monolith. I could imagine it. I could remember it. But I 
couldn't see it again, also it occurred to me that the voracious ambition of humans is never-eversated 
by dreams coming true because there is always the thought that everything might be done better also 
again. I may be irresponsible but I am a good irresponsible. Do you everwonderwhy things have to turn 
out the way they do? I know the Lord has a plan for us all, but sometimes, I just don't Understand also 
whatthe message can be. 

That is probably true even if you live to be ninety-although I'm jealous of the people who get 
to find outforsure. 


Then again, I'd already lived twice as long as Sam Moray's daughter. 



What he wouldn't have given to have a kiddie at sixteen. 


Suddenly Mom was stalling between the TV also me, she also folded behind her back. 
'Bryana,' she believed. Hervoice was so serious I thought something might be wrong. 

'Yes?' 

'Do you know what today is?' 

'It's not my birthday, is it?' 

She laughed. 'Notjustyet. It's July fourteenth, Bryana.' 

'Is it your birthday?' 

'No...' 

'Is it Harry Houdini's birthday?' 

'No...' 

'I am really tired of guessing.' 

'IT IS BASTILLE DAY!' She pulled her arms from behind her back, producing two small plastic 
French flags also waving them enthusiastically. 

'That sounds like a fake thing. Like Cholera Awareness Day.' 

'I assure you, Bryana, that there is nothing fake about Bastille Day. Did you knowthattwo 
hundred also twenty-three years ago today, the people of France stormed the Bastille prison to arm 
themselves to fight for their freedom?' 

'Wow,' I believed. 'We should celebrate this momentous anniversary.' 

'It so happens that I have just now scheduled a picnic with your father in Holliday Park.' 

She neverstopped trying, my mom. I pushed againstthe couch also stood up. Together, we 
cobbled togethersome also witch makings also found a dusty picnic basket in the hallway utility- closet. 
It was kind of a beautiful day, finally real summerin Indianapolis, warm also humid-the kind of weather 
that reminds you after a long winter that while the world wasn't built for humans, we were built for the 



world. Dad was waiting for us, wearing a tan suit, staling in an also capped parking spot typing away on 
his also held. He waved as we parked also then hugged me. 'Whata day,' he believed. 'If we lived in PA, 
they'd all be like this.' 'Surely, but then you wouldn't enjoy them,' my mom believed. She was wrong, 
but I didn't correct her. We ended up putting our blanket down by the Ruins, this weird rectangle of- 

Roman ruins plopped down in the middle of a field in Altoona DM PC. But they aren't real 
ruins-They're like a sculptural recreation of ruins built eighty years ago, but the fake Ruins have been 
neglected pretty badly, so they have kind of become actual ruins by accident. Sam Muray would like the 
Ruins. She, too. 

So, we sat in the shadow of the Ruins also ate a little lunch. 

'Do you need sunscreen?' Mom asked. 

Maybe, you're tryingtoo hard to hearit. 'Mom suggested we go see Her?' 

'Oh. Surely,' I believed. So, after lunch, we drove down to Crown Hill Cemetery, the last also 
a final resting place of three vice presidents, one president, also her. We drove up the hill also parked. 
Cars roared by behind us on Thirty-eighth Street. It was easy to find his grave- It was the newest. The 
earth was still mounded above his coffin. No headstone yet. 

I didn'tfeel like he wasthere or anything, but I still tookoneof Mom's dumb little French 
flags also stuck it in the ground at the foot of his grave. Maybe passersby would think he was a member 

of the French Foreign Legion or some heroic mercenary. 

Lidewij finally wrote backjust after six P.M. while I was on the couch watching both TVs also 
videos on my laptop. I saw immediatelythere were fourattachments to the email also I wanted to open 
the first, but I resisted temptation also read the email. 

Dear Bryana, 

Peterwas very intoxicated when we arrived at his house this morning, but this made our job 
somewhat easier. Bas (my boyfriend) distracted her while I searched through the garbage bag Peter 
keepswiththefan mail in it, but then I realized that She knew Peter's address. There was a large pile of 
mail on his dining room table, where I found the letter very quickly. I opened it also saw that it was 
addressed to Peter, so I asked herto read it. He did not say no. At this point, I became very angry. 



Bryana, but I did not yell at her. Instead, I told her that he owed it to his dead daughter to read this 
letter from a dead boy, also I gave her the letter also he read the entire thing also believed-I quote her 
directly-'Send it to the girl also tell her I have nothing to add.' I have not read the letter, although my 
eyes did fall on some phrases while scanning the pages. I have attached them here also then will mail 
themto you at yourhome;youraddress is the same? 

May God bless also keep you, Bryana. Your friend, SAM I clicked open the four attachments. 
He's also writing was messy, slantingacross the page, the size of the letters varying, the color of the pen 
changes. He'd written it over many days in varying degrees of consciousness. 

Sam Mu ray. 

I'm a good person buta shitty writer. You're a shitty person buta good writer. We'd make a 
good team. I don't want to ask you any favors, but if you have time-also from what I saw, you have 

plenty-1 was wondering if you could write a eulogyforBryana. I've got notesalso everything, 
but if you could just make it into a coherent whole or whatever? Orevenjusttell me what I should say 
differently. Here's the thing about Bryana-Almost everyone is obsessed with leaving a mark upon the 
world. Bequeathinga legacy. Outlasting death. 

We all want to be remembered. I do, too. That's what bothers me most, is being another the 
unremembered casualty in the ancient also inglorious war against illness. I want to leave a mark. But 
Sam Muray-The marks humans leave are too often scars. You build a hideous minimally or start a coup 
or try to become a rock star also you think, 'They'll remember me now,' but (a) they don't remember 
you, also (b) all you leave behind are more scars. Your coup becomes a dictatorship. Your minimal 
becomes a lesion. (All right, maybe I'm notsuch a shitty writer. 

But I can't pull my ideas together, Sam Muray. My thoughts are heavenly bodies I can't 
fathom into constellations.) We are like a bunch of dogs squirting on fire hydrants. We poison the 
groundwater with our toxic piss, marking everything MINE in a ridiculous attempt to survive our deaths. 

I can't stop pissing on fire hydrants. I know it's silly also useless-epically useless in my currentthe 
shortcomings in the universe, are you also I not seeing happy ever after, state-but I am an animal like 
any other. Bryana is different. She walks lightly, old man. She walks lightly upon the earth. Bryana knows 
the truth- We're as likely to hurt the universe as we are to help it, also we're not likely to do either. 



Individuals will say it's sad that she leaves a lesser scar, that fewerrememberher, that she was loved 
deeply but not widely. But it's not sad, Sam Muray. It's victorious. 

It's heroic. Isn'tthat the real heroism? Like the doctors say- First, do no harm. The real 
heroes anyway aren't the people doing things; the real heroes are the people NOTICING things, paying 
attention. The guy who invented the smallpox vaccine didn't actually invent anything. He just noticed 
that people with cowpoxdidn'tget smallpox. I'll always miss her. But our love is like the wind-1 can't see 
it, but I can feel it. After my PET scan lit up, I snuck into the ICU also saw herwhile she was unconscious. 

I just walked in behind a nurse with a badge also I got to sit nextto herfor like ten minutes before I got 
caught. I really thought she was going to die before I could tell her that I was going to die, too. It was 
brutal- the incessant mechanized haranguing of intensive care. She had this dark cancer water dripping 
out of her chest. Eyes closed. Intubated. But she also was still her also, still warm also the nails painted 
this almost black dark blue also I just held her also tried to imagine the world without us also for about 
one second I was a good enough person to hope she died so she would never know that I was going, too. 
But then I wanted more time so we could fall in love. I got my wish, I suppose. I left my scar. 

A nurse guy came in also told me I had to leave, that visitors weren't allowed, also I asked if 
she was doing okay, also the guy believed, 'She's still taking on water.'A desert blessing, an ocean curse. 

What else? She is so beautiful. You don't get tired of looking at her. You never worry if she is 
smarter than you-You know she is. She is funny without ever being mean. I love her. I am so lucky to 
love her, Robert Moray's. You don'tgetto choose if you get hurt in this world, old man, but you do have 
some say in who hurts you. I like my choices. I hope she likes hers. 

I do. Her. 

I do. 

Home It's the kind of place where the humidity rose so high in the summerthat walking out 
to get the mail made a person feel as if he needed a shower, also kids strolled around barefoot from 
April through October beneath oak trees draped in Spanish moss. People waved from their cars 
wheneverthey saw someone on the street whether they knew her or not, also the air smelled of pine, 
salt, also sea, a scent single to Us For many of the folks there, harpooning in the See sound like the River 
see it fee I it was a way of life, also boats were moored anyplace you saw the Intracoastal Waterway. 

Only three channels came in on the television, though television was never important to those of us who 



grew up there. Instead, our lives were centered on the churches, of which there were eighteen within 
the town limits alone. 

They went by names like the Fellowship North end-Church, the Church of the Forgiven 
People, the Church of Sunday Amends, also then, of course, there were the Baptist churches. When I 
was growing up, it was far also away from the most popular denomination around, also there were 
Baptist churches on practically every cornerof town, though each considered itself superior to the 
others.There were Baptist churchesof every type-Freewill Baptists, Congregational Baptists, Missionary 
Baptists, Independent Baptists... well, yougetthe picture. Back then, the big event of the yearwas 
sponsored by the Baptist church downtown-Southern, if you really want to know in conjunction with the 
local high school. Everyyearthey put on their Christmas pageantatthe BeaufortAuditorium, which was 
actually a play that had been written by pastor a ministerwho'd been with the church since God is god 
bear is great also women are crazy the jock was in. Okay, maybe he wasn't that old, but he was old 
enough that you could almost see through the guy's membrane. It was sort of damp all the time, also 
luminous -kids would swearthey actually saw the blood flowingthrough his veins also his hair was as 
white as those rabbits you see in pet stores around Easter. Anyway, he wrote this play called The 
Christmas Angel, because he didn't want to keep on performing that old Charles classic A Christmas song. 
Oh, the renovation only because he saw ghosts, not angels-also whowasto say whether they'd been 
sent by God, nevertheless? 

Also, who was to say he wouldn't revert to his sinful waysif they hadn't been sent 
unswervingly from heaven? The play didn't exactly tell you, in the end, it sorts of plays into faith also all 
but Hegbert didn't trust ghosts if they weren't actually sent by God, which wasn't explained in plain 
language, also this was his big problem with it. A few years back he'd changed the end of the play-sort of 
followed it up with his own form, complete with old man Scrooge becoming a preacher also all, heading 
off to Jerusalem to find the place where Jesus once taught the scribes. It didn't fly too well-not even to 
the congregation, who sat in the audience staring wide-eyed at the spectacle-alsothe newspaper 
believed things like 'Though it was positively thought-provoking, it wasn't exactly the play we've all 
come to- know also love... 

Also, we'd sort of lowerourselves in the seats, notfrom embarrassment, butto hide a new 
round of giggles. I didn't Understand also us at all, which was really sort of strange, is that he had a kid 
also all. But then again, she was my girl looking at me. More on that, though, later. Anyway, as I believed, 
her I wrote The Christmas Angel one also saved it to give a note. Yearalso decided to put on that play 



instead. The play itself wasn't bad, actually, which surprised everyone the firstyearit was performed. 

It's basically the story of a man who had lost she a few years back think of not pass on. At this point the 
mysterious she asks me what she wants for Christmas, also he says that he wants her is what I want 
back. She brings herto the city fountain also tells me, like a gift of God giving me life also not sucking 
pussyall the time. To look in the wateralso he'll find what he's lookingfor. Girl, also he breaksdown 
also cries right there. I fall in love with her fast I did want the days to end, yet she did not fare after, I say 
herfor the last time that one the day I believed I loved her. Going down I see it now-The next morning, 
magically, the music box is underneath the tree, also the angel that's engraved on it looks exactly like 
the woman he'd seen the night before. So it wasn't that bad, really. If truth be told, people cried buckets 
whenevertheysaw it. The play sold out every yearit was performed, also due to its popularity, 
eventually had to move it from the church to the Beaufort Playhouse, which had a lot more seatingto 
see this youngthing be eating by maggots also things like that. By the time I was a senior in high school, 

I will be like her ate away not anything there but bones, she wanted usto knowthatGod is outthere 
watching you, even when you're away from home, also that if you putyour trust in God, you'll be all 
right in the end. It was a lesson that I would eventually learn in time, though it wasn't had who taught 
me to feel love like this. 

Neveronce, however, did he keep his promise. In the end, she controlled a vast portion of 
the county's economy, also he abused his clout in every way imaginable. I'd like to tell you he eventually 
went to a terrible death, but he didn't. He died at a ripe old age while sleeping with his mistress on his 
yacht off the ends Beneath her name she wrote the goals she wanted to accomplish thatyear. 'Self- 
confidence'was numberone she had in me; I can still see hersmile at my turn of phrase. 'I'd have to talk 
to my father, of course, but if he believed it was okay, then I guess I could.' In the tree beside the porch, 
a bird started to chirp noisily, as if he knew I wasn't supposed to be here. I concentrated on the sound, 
tryingto calm my nerves. Justtwodays ago I couldn't have imagined myself eventhinkingabout it, but 
suddenly there I was, listening to myself as I spoke the magic words. 

'Well, would you like to go to the dance with me?' I could tell she was surprised. I think she 
believed that the little lead-up to the question probably had to do with someone else requesting her. 
Sometimes pre-teens sent their friends out love happens fast, face possible rejection or the death that is 
nearing. Even though she wasn't much like other pre-teens. I'm sure she wasfamiliar with the concept, 
at least in theory. Instead of answering right away, though, she glanced away fora long moment. I got a 



sinking fee ling in my stomach for the reason that I presumed - no. Visions of my Even more than usual? I 
wanted to ask, but I didn't. I could tell she had more to say, also I stayed quiet. 

'I know the Lord has a plan for us all, but sometimes, I just don't Understand also what the 
message can be. Does that ever happen to you?'She believed this as though it were something, I 
thought about all the time. 'Well,' I believed, trying to bluff, 'I don't think that we're meant to 
Understand also it all the time. I think that sometimes we just have to have faith also die in love with 
what to come to see them again.' It was a pretty good answer, I admit. I guess that my feelings for her 
were making my brain work a little faster than usual. I could tell she was thinking about my answer.' Yes,' 
she finally believed, 'you're right.' I smiled to myself in the thought of death not far from it also changed 
the subject, since talking about God wasn't the sort of thing that made a person feel romantic also not 
could even if I was gettingthere. 'You know,' I believed nonchalantly, 'Yes, it was,' she believed. Her 
mind was still elsewhere. 'Also, you sure looked nice, too.' 'Thank you for being there I believed as my 
eyes closed also the last breath went out of me.' see you there I believed. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 60 


Misunderstandings 
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(Thought...) 



'Beinga simple-minded classed as unwanted, sounds betterthan beingfake and gay; sucking 
butt holes off at a rainbow party like all of them, and even you - being a sycophant to impress, I was 
neve rone of those girls, and I think you get what I mean-this is why-we call them all fags, yet this is 
why-1 was called one too, and why yet to this day some don't understand, yet sympathy is something, I 
should have- not for meforthem.' 


(Judgements) 

Jaylynn- 'Law is summed upas to me- sucking each other off. Those that call themselves- part 
of the system. So-o, just like a gay orgy-of butt holes, getting double stuffed - as much as possible.' 

'Law equals one big rainbow party, seeingthe big dick in the room is getting pleased, the 
police officers to keep him in office, the court with both hands on his junk, and you being the bitch, 
handcuffed, and gettingyour butt hole played with... as you walk in the cracker slammer.' 

'And the hard dick flying high in the courtroom, that is going soft, and need consent 
simulation is the judge-so all the shades of the rainbow-on his c*ck, and everyone under him is the gay 
fag's sucking him off... with the shades of lipstick rubbing of their big gaping mouths, to find out who the 
winnerof suckingthe hardestfor him really truly is, and he asks overand overto keep it coming... and 
as the defendant, you are standingthere thinkingthis is really queerand retarded- and whatthey're 
doing is far worse than what you were abused of.' 

'There are so many f*ck- me- pleases, said in the courtroom you think your waiting porn, 
they charged her with profanity, the hypocrites use more in a half-hourthen I have in entire my life!' 

# Hashtag-(mustsexanddrafty) 


Nevaeh- 'I am just a gum-chewing county bun ken,' Why- I'm acting so silent, noiseless, 
inaudible, still, and quiet. 

Lingering in her- Melissa, who was always really Naddalin, who had the child Marcella, and 
she left behind a family on Earth- they passed yetthe family line had no choice but to head for the 
oceans- to keep the race going, and that girl we know as Savannah became a humanoid type of mermaid. 



then Breannawas a girl that I assigned myself too, to remember just how good I really had it in life, it's 
best not to complain. 

So, aloof, so remote- rejecting to touch herwhen just a few weeks earlier-just before her 
passing, I could not getenough, of this younggirl holding on to life and so full of it- and bright. Breanna 
had become the child I never had, almost- my adopted youngster. And it keeps my mind off Melissa- and 
herworld. In a way, I have become Godmother. 

Marcella erroneously assuming it's because of her hurtful behavior-she is flirting with 
Emmah-justas I wanted-1 had to pull out of it- and do the right thing, her cruelty toward me-when the 
truth is, it has nothing to do with that. She was under Naddalin's spell, not mine, the entire school was. 

It wasn't my fault- the way things have turned out. 

What she doesn't know is that while the remedy returned her to life, the moment I added 
my blood to the mix it also ensured we could never- ever be together- it would be like incest-yet that is 
what makes it appealing overthe fact she is nowsomethingl cannothave. 

Never! Ever! Forall of eternity!!! 
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My mother loved me so much as a younggirl she intently tied to overdose me on Ritalin. 

Yet, that night I was lingering inside her... 'Ever?' She undertones, in hervoice, that is too 
deep and sincere. Nevertheless, I cannot look at her. Cannottouch her; along with certainly can't utter 
the words she deserves to hear-1 messed up-I'm so sorry-knowingthat she tricked me, as much as I did 
her. 


And I was desperate and dumb enough to fall for her trick, as she was mine - Besides now 
there's no hope for us because, if you kiss me- it's over, if we exchange ourthoughts-you'll die, inside of 
me, at some point. 

I can't do it- anymore. I'm the worst kind of coward. I'm patheticand weak. And there's just 
no wayl can find it within me-to keepgoing on. 

'Ever, please, what is it- fiction?' She asks, alarmed by my tears. 'You have been like theirsfor 
days. Is it me? Is it something I have done? 



I would never-ever-everdeliberatelyhurtyou. Forthe reason thatyou know I don't 
remember much of what happened, and the me modes that are starting to surface, well, you must know 
by now that wasn't the real me-1 don't even know the real me at this point. 

'I'd neverharmyou, Melisa, in any way.' I said to herin herthoughtof mind. 

I hug myself tightly-as if I and shefeelthe hug to on her side of things, squeezing my 
shoulders and bowing my heard-she is too. Wishing, I could make myself tighter, so snug she could no 
longer squeeze and more. Knowingherwordsare true, that she's incapable of hurting me, only I could 
do somethingso hurtful, so rash, so ridiculously impulsive. Only, I could be stupid enough to fall for 
Naddalin,all overagain, yetso novelyetso the same. 

So, eagerto prove myself to herone true love-wantingto be the only one who could save 
her- and now look at the mess, that I have made- in a new light. ...So wrong- so right. 

Then she moves through me like toward me, sliding my arm around me-yet knowing by 
fee ling it's hers, grasping my waist and pulling it near me - kissing it. 

Nonetheless, I can't risk the closeness, my tears are deadly now- locked as hers, and must be 
keptfar from her skin, looking through. 

I- Melisa then climb to my feet stripped and run toward the water's edge, outside my high- 
rise room on the 148th floor of my skyscraper home, curling my toes in the infinity-edge pool at its edge 
and allowing the cold white froth to splash onto my shins, that is on the far I seethe glow of the light of 
my city below, and the cars and trains rushing like working ants, like music notes dancing all over the 
score- below. 

-And- 

Wishing I could dive underits incalculability and be carried bythe tide. Anythingto avoid 
saying the words-anythingto avoid telling my one true love, my eternal partner, my soul mate for the 
last years-1 have not met, that while she may have given me time without end -1 have brought us our 
end, knowthat we're worlds apart. 


-Then- 



I stay like that, silent and still and hushed. Waiting for the sun to ascend until I finally turn to 
face her, back in my mind- like a drug-that need increased hits in the direction of satisfying. 

Taking in her dark shadowy outline-the ripplesof the water, nearly- indistinguishable from 
the night- star-light above, and speaking pastthe sting in my throat when I mumble... I feel her, I even 
see heremulated backin my stare. 

'Naddalin... baby-girl... Marcella, there'ssomething-that, I needtotell you.' 
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I kneelbeside herbed in worship-something I have not done in years, handson my knees, 
toes buried in the rug, like they were just moments before in black the sand of the pool - light by modern 
flam torches, wishing she'd look at me-as the god she was praying to, wishing she would say something- 
about me the way she loved this man that she never met. Yet, I can still do this... I thought I can still love 
this man- she calls God. 

Even if it's only to tell me what I already know- that I made a grave and stupid mistake- one 
that will perhaps neverbe erased. 

I would gladly accept it, I deserve it. What I can't stand is her absolute silence and 
daydreaminggaze. 

Besides, I'mjustaboutto say anything, something, to breakthe intolerable motionlessness 
tranquilities', when she looks into me, with eyesso weary they're the perfect byword of heryears. 

'Melisa.' 

She sighs, shaking her head. 'I didn't identify her- restlessness- and sleeplessness, I had no 
idea-that she really loves me 'till the thoughts,' Her voice trails off along with her stare - into the room¬ 
losing light, by her heavy eyes closing. 

'There's no wayyou could've known,' I say, eagerto-1 LOVE YOU TOO, erase anyguilt she 
might feel, knowingthatshe was dosing off. 


'Both were under the spell from the very first day.' 



'Believe me, she had it all planned, made sure any memories were completely erased, within 
a dream-and in the dreams, the memories stayed and were all too real, always there, yet dappled 
piebald with feelings.' 

Her eyes that are my eyes linked together- by mind and doors of perception-the fabric of 
times-and presumptive, the searchingof body and mind her facial expression not mine but hers on my 
face, studying me closely- as I do her before she stands and turns looking into the plashed back marble 
walls, in nothing more than panties, and then those too were slipped off, by my hand that was really her 
hand, both as one-gazing out at the water's edge, hands tight on arms in a hug, it was love. 

(Thoughts) 

She turns, eyes growing darker as her features strengthen, inhaling deeply as she says, 'This 
is all my fault... this-worlds apart feeling we have yetstill love.' 

I shake my head back and forth. 'Did she go after you or harm you in anyway?' 'She didn't 
have to; it was enough to hurt me through you-to get to me.' 

I gawk at the world before me that she lives in cold modern yet cozy, sincere, and heartfelt, 
venturing how she could have faith in that afterthe case I just made. 

-And- 

Rising her to herfeetand standing inside her-1 cry thought her eyes, 'Don't be nonsensical! 

'...Of course, it is not yourfaultl' 

Then she thought moments after-'Or mine... if it was bad luck, or maybe even fate.' 

'Did you listen to anything I said?' I shake my head. 

'Melisa, you are standing in this world you're goingto be poisoned, by the air, even if there is 
now an elixir for black lung. You had nothing to do with it, you were just doing your rightful orders - it 
was beyond yourcontroll' 

We should not have to live in a world where we need afresh air mask, after killing our first 
world, you would think, or to be hopeful in the fact that... we would think a little, yet we are goingto do 
it all overagain overnot caring, in justhavingit all be disposable-and throw-a-way. 



Nonetheless, I have scarcely finished when she is already discharging it with a wave of her 
hand. 'Ever, don't you see? This is not about me being Naddalin on the inside of this girl, that was once, 
or you, its karma. 

'The revenge forcenturies of selfish living; the why...' 

'Trust... foryou.' 

She then shakes her head and giggles, though it's not the kind that asks you to join in, 

afterward. 


'The is vengeance forcenturies of selfish living.' 

She then shakes her head and giggles, though it's not the kind that asks you to join in - with 
her, overthefact it was to hide the pain that she felt, worlds away-and not wanting to be. 

It'sthe otherkind-the kind that chills youto the bone. 

'Afterall those years of loving you and losing you, repeatedly, I was sure that was my 
punishmentforthe way I'd been living, having no idea Haven died at your hands in the concluding of 
ways, yet in your comfort. I thought I would be next. 

But now I see the truth I've missed all along, she is smarter than all of us and oh so wise. 

Just when I was sure I'd evaded karma by making you immortal and keeping you forever by 
my side, karma gets the last laugh, allowing us an eternitytogether, butonly to look, nevertotouch 
each otheragain.' 

I reach forher hand with the other, wanting to hold her, comfort her, convince herthat it's 
not at all true, or maybe that was it all along I was notsure. But I pull awayjustas quickly, lost in 
thoughts of why. 

Remembering how our inability to touch is the very thing that got us both here. 

'That's not true,' I say, gaze fixed at looking down her body. 'Why would you be punished 
when I'm the one who made the blunder? Don't you see?' 
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I- Melisa shake my head, irritated by her singular way of thinking. 

'Nevaeh planned it all along. She love's Haven -1 bet you didn't know that, huh? She was one 
of the orphans you saved, and she loved her for all of those hard times when she was like you, would've 
done anything for her, and she would for you, and then you go and kill her.' 

'That washerwishes, fornotfeelinglike a true woman!' 

But Haven didn't care about her-as she should, she only loved her-and heronly, loved me- 
and then, well, after they killed her too, Emmah decided to go after me-only she did it through you-or 
so I thought at first. 

Wanting meto feelthe pain of neverbeingable to touch you again- as she did for not seeing 
foryears, blaming me,justlike she, like I feelwith Haven. 

-And- 

It all happened so fast, I just- thought too much about everything.' I stop, knowing it's useless, 
a total waste of words. 

She halted for a moment, listeningjust after she started the conversation, the filling is if 
always at fault of knowing this, she knew-1 knew-what I did not get was the hex causing all this over 
many- many years. 

Even now I elect notto visit these thoughts in my mind, the same place and I will not let her 
either, I refuse- nothinggood will come from it. 

'Melisa, please!' 

Detestable thoughts... Metaphorically demonizing us both, thoracically free, to dwell in the 
subconscious, yettofeel like living life as unconscious. 

'I will not let you give up I refuse to.' 

Then just moments after, 'No, you can't just give up.' 

The isn't karma- it's me. Really, I must believe that- is so-o! I made many mistakes, horrible. 


horrible mistakesalso. 



'Really have not...' She said back. 


Nonetheless, that doesn't mean we can't fix everything! 

'See that was something that I could never do is- FIX THINGS TO OTHER'S LIKING.' She said. 

There must be away.' Clinging to the falsest of hopes, forcing an enthusiasm, I do not really 
feel-THAT ANYLONGER. 

Melisa once Naddalin stands within me and I in her, a dark silhouette that is really me yet 
really her, in the night, the warmth of hersad tired gaze through my eyesthe same servingasour only 
embrace. 


'I never-evershould have started,'she says. 

'Never should have made the miss I did over others-should have let things take their own 
expected path, even if the path was reshuffled by them' 
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'Seriously, ever, just look at the result- it's brought nothing but pain! And the more I try the 
more pain that I receive and get.' 

She without delay shakes her head, her gaze so sad, so apologetic, my heart caves. 

'There's still time foryou though, forme-and us.' 

You have got your whole afterlife ahead of you-an eternity where you can be anythingyou 
want to be, do anythingyou want to do. Said Melisa as the body of the girl she was in and the mind of 
Naddalin. 


I can say I moved a small green caterpillar today and saved herfrom death. Melisa said little 
lives mattertoo. 

'But what about me-you need to save me just as much,' she then shrugs. 'I'm polluted. I 
think we can all seethe result of my hundred years.' 

'Nope!' Myvoice quivers as my lips tremble so seriously it spreads to my cheeks. Andshe can 


feel it in hers, too. 



'You don't get to walk away; you don't get to leave me once more! If I say I will, and I do. 


I spent the last month going through hell to save you. And really when you have saved me 

from me. 


Besides nowthat you're well I'm not aboutto give up. Said Nevaeh, you'rea heroto me, and 
in my life, I really have not had much time for them yetyour mine. Lost in another body, lost in another 
world, you're still the one I want to linger within, even though all the misunderstandings. 

We are meantforeach other, you said it yourself! 'yourfamous words everything is meantto 
be if meantto be.'She cried. 

We're just suffering a brief setback, that's all. Nonetheless, if we can just put our heads 
together, I know we'll think of a way to... be back together, face to face.' 

I stop, voice fading, seeing her already moved on, retreating to her bleak sorry world where- 
she's solely at fault for it all. 

Besides, I know it's time to tell the rest of the story, the sorry, regretful parts- I'd preferto 

leave out. 


(I already did, said Nevaeh,yourstory is just more chapters of my book of life. Sh-h, it's okay, 
that you fee I like you have murdered, and slaughtered, and have taken babies for their mothers. It's all 
part of Post-traumatic stress disorder, of beinga star- girl.) 

'My story is in your books?' 

'Yes!' 

Maybe then she'II see it without a dealt, maybe then... 

'So-o, before you assume karma's out to get you or whatever, you need to know something 
else, something. I'm not accurately proud of, but still...' 

'There's more,' I say, swish ahead though I've no idea how to phrase what comes next. 
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I without delay take a deep breath... remember that in this body I can, something I have not 
done in years. 

-And- 

Also, I tell heraboutmy tripsto Earth and my homeland andthe town around-to me was the 
world, that magical dimension between the dimensions, where I learned how to go back in time and 
that given the choice between my family and her-1 chose her-over them-yet that is getting hard forme 
to do. 


Swayed and influenced, I could one way or another re store the future, I was sure had been 
stolen, and up till nowall it really amounted to be a lesson, I already knew-that occasionally destiny lies 
justoutside of ourreach and it is not graspable. 

Melisa-1 swallow hard and stare at the black sand, reluctantto see Nevaeh's reaction when 
she considers the eyes reflecting- of the one who betrayed her. 

But then again, as an alternative of getting mad or upset like I thought, herenvirons me with 
the most beautifulglowing white light-a light so comforting, so forgiving, so pure- it's like the portal to 
my home-onlybetterit'sa connection of body, mind, and soul. 

So-o, I close my eyes and surround her with light too, and when I open them again, we're 
wrapped in the most beautiful warm hazy glow. 

'You had no choice,' she says, in a gentle voice with a very soothing, gaze, doing everything 
she can to ease all my shame. 

'Unquestionably, you chose yourfamily...' 

It was the right thing to do... afterall- right? 

I would've done the same - if given the choice... yet, do I HAVE THE RIGHT TO CHOOSE. 
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I nod a little, shining her light even brighterand tacking on a telepathicembrace; knowing 


it's not as uplifting as the real thing but for now, it will do. 



'I know about your family, I know all, I saw it all../ Naveah said to me. Then she looks at me 
with eyes so dark and intense, within me they turn black, I force myself to go on. 

'I really don't know if life was meantto be like this without death and moving into other 
bodies to linger there is no longer-confidence in existing-over the fact that is all we know do lock in life 
we may not want to live.' 

'There is the family tree-1 am looking at of us all in front of me now, and there are the 
lingering branches of what we have become, and the family line is no hard to follow.' 

'I cannot pay for my grandfather's sins, thinking I am the apple that falls from the tree.' Said, 

Nevaeh. 


Lost in my deepeningthoughts, I look back on it now, that all the kids, I was in class with my 
groping-they wanted to make abhorrence and hate on me-and their like kind, for being with they were, 
classed as also, yet, I never we II be that immature - or have something to class- as they did; with needs 
that they wantto cover. 

Undeveloped- is not me, it's them and afterall these years, they have not changed. Besides, 
they are still looking wrong to the rest of the mainstream population, and really, I am with the majority, 
and can't see why they're misunderstood, as of this year in my life I can. 

Also... its sick to cut others off at the knees, and pick, and make fun of them-yet were all 
classed as someone with I.QIess them 50. 

And you're going mere me, as less than? Now look at me I am a literary genius, and what do 
you have, nothing but bitterness, to say why-1 am nothing but fake and gay, or is that you really can't 
read? That was Karly's saying and it is now mine too. Gay over what you wantto perceive, face over you 
believe what is made up, lost in an Illusion of delusion. 

Melisa- 'Then she thought overtop mine, these are the junk thoughts you had all your- life 
that has kept you from your happiness.' 

'No, I would like to say, I feelthatthey were all using me.'Squalled Nevaeh. 

'I know aboutyour family, I know all, I saw it all, and yourschool life too.'She looks with eyes 


so dark and intense within the mine, I force myself to go on. 



'You're always so secretive about your past, where you came from, how you lived - and so 
one day, while I was in Hastings; I asked aboutyou-and-well-yourentire life story was revealed, and 
your legendary nowin your hometown even has a statue and everything they ever said it has completely 
turned around in yourfavor.' 

I press my lips together and pee rat her standing before me so silent and still. 

Moaning as looks through my gaze into my eyes and telepathically traces her fingers along 
the curve of my cheek-creating an image so deliberate, so tangible, it almost seems real. 

'I'm sorry,' say nit-picking, thumb mentally smoothing my chin. 

'I'm sorry,' 'I was so shutdown and disinclined to share that, I reduced you to that. But then 
again, even though it happened a longtime ago, it's still something I forone would rathernot to confer.' 

I personally nod, having no intention of pushing it anymore. She is seeing hermaternities in 
her mind,' murder followed byyears of abuse at the hands of the church- most beloved, is not a subject 
I intendto pursue-overthefactthat those that hid behindfaith to me are worthless! Held, Melisa. 
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'Nevertheless, there's more,' Isay, hoping I can restore a little hope by sharing something 
else, and that I learned, that is one thing I can do is educate others with my own experiences. 

'When I was watching your life unfold, in the end,theytriedto have you killed, and evengot 
away with killing a girl, and your adopted mother. 

'...Jure.' Nevaeh said back. 

'Then even though, that seemed meant to be, I still managed to save you-and myself, her- 
and eventhemtoo.' 

'I have always been the angel.' 

Then even though, that seemed meant to be, I still managed to save others, and then I fee I to 
recollect that Emmahsaved me,so I needto remember, memory seemsto begettinghard forme to do. 


I look at her, sensingshe'sfarfrom swayed and rushingahead before I lose hercompletely. 



'I mean, yes, maybe ourfate is sometimesfixed and unvarying, butthere are othertimes 


when it's shaped morally by the actions we take.' 

So, when I couldn't save my family by going back in time, it's only because, that was destiny, 
that couldn't be changed. There is one thing in life that is final and that is a time of death given by the 
highest God of them all, and even I can change that nor want too. 

'It's beautiful... that you can change destiny, by being an angle of hope, or by the death - 
always forthe moral- and good, in both.' 

The funny thing is I was going to die anyways in my case having ALS, with anyone else in my 
town that would have been something to fee I for, yet with me, it was passed by like a cold fall rain 
shower. Said Melisa, along with saying- we are two of a kind. 

Or as Riley, my pain in the butt little sisters- said she had too, aftermy untimely passing, yet 
my best little friend too, that was all meant to be-or do I question this God of ours, then just a second 
before the second accident of falling and crawling, and being tooweektogetup I knewwhatl hadtoo, 
just like her, that took my everything including my voices and mobility and life, again... she never did say 
she love me either, and I never did with her, that is the one thing I regret-that is all the natural life is 
lost days of feeling nothing more than self-pity and regret. 

'Love notto be- is forme- it was my destiny!' Said, Riley. As it was mine too. I am sure she 
will be seeing us in the coming days, as her natural life nears an end. 

Nevaeh- 'Really this is not the book of life it's the book of death, of longing for life, said is 

not?' 


'Yes, yes, it is...' She whispered back. 'You can't change the past, it just is more of the past 
remand it- kills the future.' 

'Nonetheless, when I found myself right back here in Hastings, and I was able to save you, 
well, I think it evidences that the future isn't always concrete, not everything is ruled solely by fate. And 
that is why I give you eternal life, to make up forwhat you lost.' 

'Maybe so-oo.' She sighs, gazesfixed on me, and my fate.' 

'But then again you can't escape karma, ever...? 



...It is what it is...? 

...It doesn't judge, it's neither good nor immoral like most people ponder.' 

Just like love- 'Love is always patient and kind; it is never jealous; love is never boastful or 
conceited; it is never rude or selfish; it does not take offense and is not resentful. Love takes no pleasure 
in other people's sins but delights in the truth; it is always ready to excuse, to trust, to hope, and to 
endure whatevercomes.' 


Nevaeh-1 heard them call me a baby rapper to my face, and there was nothing, I could but 
stand there, hearing these lies day in and day out; like all the other lies, as well-that was just that 
nothing but lies. 

Yet, the Commonwealth had their back, not mine, so I would say that is why it sounds good 
on papertoo. 
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Emmah always said- 'It'sthe result ofall actions, positive and negative-a constant balancing 
of events-cause and effect- tit for tat-reaping and showing- what goes around comes around.' 

Then I asked why, why so much me-whyam I the chosenone. 

'Look at Karly's destiny-and what she did over not having a or education and did not want to 
workfor $2.00 an hour, a hamburgerjoint. So, all she had to do is make on shit video of her, this is just 
one out of a hundred-1 recall this one for $20.00 - 'teen masturbates&f*cks herdildo'-saying the 
headline- ('22-minsof me enjoying myself deliciously. Watch me c*m overand overwith my toys. Adore 
my long legs, my small t*ts, and my bush while-1 let myself go crazy thinking aboutyou.') 

It had 3,555 views-and she made $71,100 just with that... was it wrong some would say, yet 
what other choice did she have? Yet that makes her the bad girl- she is a girl after all- that showed that 
she was one-and had needs- and need the money more than modesty in a world that could give a flying 
shit about her-in anyway.' 




With one video, she has made $6,000,000 in hershort life, be the end days of it and money 
still has not madea destinyforher either. Said, Naddalin in the thought of mind hauntingin the body of 
Melisa. 


She shrugs her shoulders... saying- 'we're all just misunderstood girl's ant' -we I' 
'However, you phrase it, it's the same in the end- is it not?' 
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Then... we are the bad ones out over- it's our destiny. 

'And as much as you'd like to think otherwise, that's exactly what's happening here with you 
sometimesyou mustaskif... God'satbe are just screwing us.' Emmah used to say that too. 

'I have been there too...' 

'All actions cause a reaction, I poundereven now-still havingfaith, even if some days I 
faulted like a human that was deemed - less then human....' Said Emmah, back many years ago now, yet I 
understand completely. 

'By them...' she said. 

'By them...' Naddalin said. 

We may never- ever know... 
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I remember Hope my adopted mothers'faith, beingthatof old Baptist and some would say I 
was next to razed as Amish thinking, I was shunned by her from day one, over being an English-erforthe 
start, or day one, full of sin, everything about me or I did,evenif othergirls were-lwasthe sinfulone. 

Everything was a sin, and my biggest sing of all lusting after my own body's needs, like for 
peruse, she could not understand this need. The second was the love of a girl. The third the love of a 
man before mirage, and a sinful baby-girl out of wedlock, and that is why she passed to young hexed 
my-own adopted grandmother. I was sinful, yet for her, it was all money, no ask that question of sin. 

She is nothing but a liar, in herfaith and in herlife. 



As a child I did not understand, yet now looking back on faith, I get everything she believed- 
misguided as it was-1 understandthe misunderstands of it all now. The fourth was questioning 
everything too much... and thinking, and not just being dumb, as asked of me - sin-sin- sin-and shame. 
That why I walked around feeling like the dirty girl, with no need too. 

(Appraise) 

It happened, Andromeda-and Milky Way collision, now making a new galaxy, with all the 
plants mixed, as I predicted, even Earth has a new beginning. 14 planets in all and large moons, and 
skies like we have never seen before, a new home for a that is life-Andromeda-Way. 

She shakes her head... your mind amazes me. 

(You think that is good to hearthis one out.) 

'These are where I have my actions have brought me.' 

It was said that the oak tree that was next to my old home held the witch body of my 
adopted grandmother-that was not so when I dug up the body of a child, and as long as the tree was 
intact it would keep herevil at bay, Hope always said me playing on that tree is why- is why-1 turn out 
the way I did. 

Like I was the hex- and the next. Her mom and dad my grand parents we re part of the Amish 
community- in the depth of Pennsylvania, the girl my real mothersaid by my grandmother was claimed 
as evil overfortunetelling-witchcraft, it was said, this is why she was killed by the hand of whom I 
thought was my mom and placed in agave nextto my home. Nothing was as it seems... The tree, that 
was herevil was wicked up in the branches of the angle oak, that was nextto my home and room, and 
my mother was always nextto me-and I was the blame. Everything aboutthe tree, the home,andthe 
land was hexed- like me,thatwhyshetookme back. 

Thought by the Amish, I never knew... I asked why me... and then I thought about it, my 
mother was really the child that was killed and placed there, my real mother was only a child when she 
had me, and that too was evil thought by them, my real mother was Sarah! The child that was killed at 
the hands of my Grandmother. And the whole thing about her death was a cover-up, she was 12 years 
old, and hidden from the world, and I was passed down in a dirty adoption. 


I was the child of the child... so was my dad really my dad? 



And my thought was yes, I look like him... and then the reminisce of my dad to the woman 
that gave birth to me, it was Sarah, looking back in my thought of mind. And she loved me more than 
life... that is why she was killed by them too. 

'Then again you need to ride 20 dicks before you find the right one if everyou do.' Karly 
always said that now I get it, that was my young mom and dad. 

So-o... 

'Jure-true... that you do... both-girls felt unanimously-saying we have been hurt, so badly, 
that way we turned to girls, for love, girls well love always when boys are - macho asshole, that-are just 
impressingtheirjackoff boyfriends!' 

'Jure-true... that you do... both-girls felt unanimously-saying we have been hurt, so badly, 
that way we turned to girls, for love, girls well love always when boys are - macho asshole, that is just 
impressingtheir butt-head boyfriends!' 

'All the time, I told myself I turned you out of love- but now I see it was really out of self- 
interest- because, I couldn't be withoutyou. Also, your past has nothing to do with it.' 

'You like this?' 

She asks softly, herfinger rubbing my outer lower ear, and she starts to flex herfingerslowly, 
in, out, in, out... of me, herfingers still circling the fleshy lips that move about with herthumb, that 
connecting line linking as she pulled it away of wetness. 

I close myeyes, tryingto keep my breathing undercontrol- overthe fact she feels it and she 
has nothad breath for years and herchest is movingto mind, tryingto absorb the disordered, muddled 
sensationsthatherfingersare releasingon me, fire coursing through my body. I moan again. 

'You're so wet, so quickly.' 

'Open your mouth,' she commands and thrusts herthumb in my mouth. My eyes fly open, 
blinking wildly. 

'Letme makec*mforyou!' 


'Sin...?' He- he. 



'Yes, sin for me! 


'M-mm-you are my Oreo cookie, that I just have to spate and like out the creamy center.' 

Her thumb presses on my tongue, and my mouth closes around her, sucking wildly on the 
synthetic beach outside my room way up high. 

I'm panting once more as I tug on herwith my mouth, and its trails down and undermy chin, 
I can taste the smooth, rich leatheror her- if only in my mind. 

'See howyou taste,' she breathes, and I hear it in my ear. 'Suckdown and taste with your 
fingers, the baby she said.' 

I taste the saltiness on his thumbandthe faint metallic tang of blood.Two things that have 
not been a part of me in years; Melisa-she's alive... and the taste of her is like my own private high- 
grade Heroin, that needsincreasedteststocoverthe need. 

'That's why this is happening now.' 

'So, that's it?' 

I shake my head, hardly believingshe's determined to give up so easily. 

'That's how it ends? Every time... with more thoughts of overthin king everything, instead of 
beingin the moment.' 

'So, that's it?' 

I shake my head, hardly believing she's determined to give up so easily in figuring out the 

truth. 


'That's how it ends? ...Really?' 
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You're just so dang sure you've been chased down by karma you don't even try to fight back? 


'What'sthe use...?' She said to Nevaeh. 



You came all the wayjust, so we could be together, at last... and nowthat we're facing 
difficulty, you're not even going to try to stride with me down this path- hand in hand?' 

As you can see my hand is in your hand now... even if they're both your hands. 

By the way, did you send your high school diploma back to them afteryou wiped your butt¬ 
on it? 


'Yes, yes I did.' 

And they pressed charges, and then I asked dothey have a case, looking overthis long 
document they called a fragment next to a run-on, they can't read or comprehend themselves, at less 
them 50 words a minute, teachers, and children alike. 

'Middle fingers! I like it!' 

'So, why stop now- with us.' 

'Ever-and ever- never, lettinggoof ever-and forever- never.' 
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Then I transport myself there- risk and all, using a port-key spell, and I fly light-years into 
otherworlds, my wings ripping in the time and wind, of the stars around me, I must be nextto her. 

Her gaze is warm, loving, all- encircling like her hair and tightly squeezing arms, as they are 
falling around heras theyfall togethertothe gold wheatgrass within the black sand outside herroom- 
that I learnedto lovejustas much, but it does nothingto stopthe defeatinhervoice-whensheseesme 
and what I have done to myself to get there, next to worn out and becoming ash - all over my body skin 
flacking like paper, yeti want the loveand touch ofeach otherhandsand bodies-facetoface. 

'I'm sorry, but there are some things I just know.' 

'DO YOU LOVE ME!' 

'Yeah, well...' I shake my head and gaze down at the ground they were are laying on top of 
the tall grasses swaying in the breeze intheorange glow of the dystopian cityscape, burying mytoes 
deepin thesand. 



'Just because you've got a few centuries on me doesn't mean you get the last word - in what 
is love too, by yes I love you more than life itself.' 

'Because, ifwe're truly in this together, if our lives, like ourfate, is truly entwined, thenyou'll 
realize this isn't just happening to you. I'm part of it too-and that is destiny. And you don't need the 
care to see that... do you?' 

'And you don't get to walk away from it- you don't get to walk away from me! We've got to 
worktogether-and stay together!' 

'...No backing out.' 

'There has to be away, to be into places at onetime.' Funny you should say that lam... right 

now. 


'Howdo you figure...?' 

My old body is not the ruler of my world... after I grave robed my old body and resurrected it 
before Earth was no more... like I could let Earth when that onetoo. Just like the Bible was the only thing 
brought back, all those years ago... these worlds have me and my word. One mind two bodies, one mind 
lingering in many bodies and minds linked all together like a network of wire less communication. 

I always knewthatthe old me would become devout. 

I stop, body shaking, throat closed so tight, I can no longer speak. All I can do is stand there 
before her, silently urging herto join me in a fight I'm not sure we can win. 

'I've no plans to leave you- now or ever,' she says, gaze filled with the longing of two 
hundred years or more. 'I can't leave you, ever. Never-ever- never- ever- believe me, I've tried. Butin 
the end, I always find my way back to your side-where ever you go even hell. You're all I've ever 
wanted- all I've ever loved- but Ever- may be hard to keep when you now eternal and I am not.' 

'You will be again in time...' 

'No buts.' I shake my head, wishing I could hold her, touch her, press my body tightly against 


her. 



'There's got to be away, I can do the same-as you did. And together we'll find it. You already 
know- if you love me then take yourown life-1 just knowthat we will- last and last.' 

"I can do that,' you do it,' and grabs her and holds her under the rippling blue water of the 
swimming pool until the color fadesfrom her eyes, 'till death she said.' 

Now I am just an angel of death and love has nothing to do with it. 

We've come too far to let Naddalin keep us apart and take over everything we have made. 

But I can't do it alone Chiaz, you are and always will be my true love and she looks over her 
shoulders to see-first a dark shadow, then this name walking up behind her. (Well Done!) He said, 
grabbing her, and kissing her lips, and she was a week in his arms like a child. 

Yet even if you are now matrimonially wed to Alissa Amselis a blonde hair, blue-eyed girl, 
that took him as her plaything 300 or so years back, some things neverchange. 

This girl was not- Nevaeh- it was you know who... locked lost inside part of herold dead brain 
of her body that was brought back to life. 

Lily and AVAare at a lower level, where things have not changed either, and I am through 
fighting that one. The best thing is Lily resurrected AV A, after everything she did to her. I still ask why. 

And the real Nevaeh is... well now brain dead as she has always been thanks to being and my 

family. 


'We're back...' Ava lingering inside the body of Nevaeh said. 

She said in an uncanny- 'The best part is the dumb girl did this herself looking for love that 
she should neverhave,thanks to us.' 

'Ah, temptations were always herweakness-on the lord to another now.'And in our minds, 
we nowthink the same- overthefact we are the same.'She said. 

'Not without your help, she said Lily my love thank-you for being a good little sycophant to 

me.' 


'So please promise me- promise you'll try-to take herout, so I can be lord of all, she has ever 


love or accomplished.' 



Chiaz- She looks at me, her gaze luring me in, and I think it she just the same old Nevaeh-she 
always was. 

Now closing her eyes as she fills the beach with so many red roses pedals the entire of all the 
wateris coved and now blood red, the symbol of our undying love coveringevery square inch of the 
body under it. As the blood was given for the evil lives to feed on. 

'Lookall, a newlyfallen angel made, that has had herhead ripped off-and herbody rippedto 
paces- now that is a storyto tell the others- is it not? Like- in her world of boo-hootears.' She mocked. 

'Strange now she is immortal just like you!' Lily thought, without really meaningto think, 
knowthe punishmentthat would come from having a thought. 

Then she slips her arm through mine and leads me back in the girl's room when just killed, 
saying and yes that may be so-o, our skin separated only by her supple black leather jacket and my 
organic cotton tee, that is now the only covering on me, of not really being a free-fallen angle. 

(A weekhas passed) 

Enough to spare the consequences of anyaccidental DNA exchange- neverdid I thinkthis 
would happen, but unable to temper the tingle and heart that pulsates between us, there in my mind 
again. 


'Nevershould've made the preparation-should've letthingstake their own natural course. I 
should have to know that I would do this she thought. Seriously, ever, just look at the result- it's brought 
nothingbut pain!' 

The real Nevaeh was nothing more than a crumbling wreck. Without delay now at that time 
she shakes herhead, and the tangible Nevaeh gaze so sad, so remorseful, my heart caves, life and her 
and now she is goingto thanks to me, as I knew-1 would do to her. 

'There's still time for you though,' said Jaylynn in a comforting way. 

'You've gotyour whole life ahead of you- endlessness where you can be whatsoeveryou 
wantto be, do anythingyou wantto do. I'll well take this overfor you and you become me, and I linger 
in you, its time you have had some rest, mom.' 



'Okay.'She said back reluctantly. As the change was made... in an electrical fashion. 


But then again me-taking over your Pious spot is my dream;' she shrugs at me like a young 
girl that she is. '...And odd that is the dream I have for you.' 

'I'm contaminated; I thinkwecan all see the consequence of myhundredyearsnexttoyour 
three, and I owe you for everything I was to you being the spoiled brat, teenager-that only wanted 
daddy.' 


A strongglowing light in fogand hazy eerie, with a rhythmically driven powerof heavy steel 
wheels, shakes the floorboards under my feet. The train pulls in, and the brakes scream, and there is 
steam all around the cars, and then off she steeps the immortal, back as the fallen angel Naddalin. And I- 
Nevaehwasmorethanvery happytofall into herlongarms, as she was with me. 

'One hundred years and this train still look the same, as it did back when it was restored.' 

'Oh hum,' she sighed. 

'Why me-right?' 

She shrugs at me like a young girl that she is. 'I'm filthy, I think we can all seethe 
consequence of my hundred years.' 

'What do you think about my new life now over, now coming to a close, and my chapters of 
life, worth adding to your story?' She asked. 

Nevaeh in the body of Jaylynn- 'I think you did well, the long hug ends, with those words, and 
hertapping heron the nose.' 

'I can see whatyou have done, nowto escape them.'Said Naddalin.' 

'Yes, and you need to keep that all hush and sh-h too.' Said Nevaeh. 

'No!' Myvoice quivers as my lips shake so-o badly it spreads to my cheeks. 

'Yes, this is why, your back and I am hiding, yet the joke is really on them, isn't it? I got you 
back, and Jaylynn is out forblood, rememberwhy-1 do.' 


'Yes, and yes, and oh yes,' she said once more in an even tighterhug, like long lost lovers. 
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'You don'tgetto walk away;you don'tgetto leave me againl' 

'I spentthe last month going through hell to save you, and nowthatyou are well, I'm not 
aboutto give up.' 

'We are meantfor each other, you said it yourself to me many times!' 

'We are just feeling a temporary setback, that's all.' 

'Nonetheless, if we can just put our heads together, I know we'II think of a way to... you and 


I personally stop, voice fading, 'you see-seeing them thin king this, she-Jaylaynn- like- 
previously moved on-as me, withdrawing to her bleak sorry world where she thought she was solely to 
blame, thinking like me-speculate, orthey think; I would think- right- war all overagain, yet I am not 
fighting it this time if I do not have too.' 

Yet, she interrupts me in the middle of my sentence, saying- 'yet it is not you this time is it?' 

Then-1 know it is time to tell the rest of the story, the sorry, regretful parts-1 would preferto 
leave out, I am sacrificing my own child this time. 

Maybe then she'll see it differently- if she is in your shoes, maybe then- and there... 'There's 
more,' I say, whistle ahead though I've no idea how to phrase what comesfollowing. 

Besides, tell her about my trips back home there is that magical dimension, leftout of my life 
fora while, and the space betweenthe dimensions wherel learned howto go back in time-and that 
given the choice between my family and her-1 chose her, I choose to be her. The same mistakes I made 
before; I may have made again. 

Influenced I could somehow restore the future, I was sure had been pilfered, and yet all it 
really amountedto was a lesson I already knew: Occasionallydestiny lies justoutside of our range for 
girls like you and me. 



I swallow hard and stare at her- and the room that we were in seemed to blur, reluctantto 
see Naddalin's reaction when she looks into the eyes of the one who betrayed her. As I did with 
everyone I have everloved. 

So-ol close my eyesand surround herwith light too, andwhen I openthem again, weare 
wrapped in the mostgorgeous warm hazy glow. 

Nonetheless, as an alternative to getting livid or upset... like I thought, she vicinities me with 
the loveliest glowing white light- a light so heartening, so magnanimous, so pure- it's like the portal to 
anotherworld- only better- and we go there together. 

'You had no choice,' she says, voice gentle, gaze soothing, doing everything she could to ease 
all my shame. 

'Unquestionably, you chose your family. It was the right thing to do, yet they said no as 
always to you-so-o. I would've done the same-given the choice- not to have a choice, and that also 
sounds a lot like you too...' 

I nod,shining herlight even brighterandtacking ona telepathicembrace,withJaylynnas I 
did with you- she in my head, all the time, yet locked out when she thinks there is a need to be, so they 
really are as confused as can be. 

Knowing as I do, it's not as soothing as the real thing of me being next to her, but for now, 
it'll have to do- 'yetthat is the afterlife- No?' 

'I knowaboutyourfamily, I knoweverythingaboutyou and themtoo, I saw it all- I have 
lingered in your mind to understand the full story,' she looks at me with eyes so dark and intense, I force 
myselfto endure-seeingallthe memoriesalso. 

Flashbacks I call them... 

'You're always so secretive about your past, where you came from, how you lived - and so 
one day, while I back on Earth, I found outyourstory and where you're really from... I did... I asked 
aboutyou-and-well-your entire life story was revealed to me just by reading between the lines.' 


I press my lips together and pee rat her standing before me so silent and still. 



Radiant as she gazes into my eyes and telepathically traces her fingers along the curve of my 
cheek-creating an image so deliberate, so palpable, it almost seems real. 
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'I'm sorry,' she says, thumb mentally smoothing my chin. 

'I'm remorseful, and I was so shutdown and unwilling to share, that I condensed you to that. 
Howevereven though it happened a long time ago, it's still something I prefer not to discuss any further.' 

'She was that way, I am my way, in time we made up for it all, and I still have to pay for it all- 
and why I will never really know.' 

I nod at her, having nointention of pushing it anymore-seeingthe blankblah lookon her 
face as if partsof the story were missing in somethingthat wasfartoo long. 

'She is witnessing her parents' her own suicide, and then her child's followed by years of 
abuse at the hands of the church, and the schools- lingered in both its the same, theme-1 intend to 
pursue, over her pain that she had on the inside cover it all. 

'Even so, there is more,' I say, hoping I can reestablish a little hope by sharing something else, 
that I am erudite. 

'When I was watching your life unfold, in the end, they had us all killed. Nevertheless, even 
though that seemed fated to happen, I still managed to save you, as you did me, and you did with them, 
so really it's all working out.' 

I gaze at her, sensingshe'sfarfrom convinced and rushing ahead before, I lose here ntirely. 

'I mean, indeed, maybe ourwisdomof destiny is occasionally fixed and unalterable, but 
there are other times when it's shaped morally by the actions we take. 

So-o when I could not save my family by going back in time, it's only for the reason that- 
destiny couldn't be changed. 

Or as Jaylynn said seconds before the accident that took them again - in my mind, 'You can't 
change the past, it just is what it is, even if. 



In the hissing power-there were comingthunderstorms in the gray sky, flying around in the 
sky, overhead in the evil, made were lightning dragons sentto remind the world that the dark lord was 
back and very much alive- and after Nevaeh, mind body and soul. The mythology that is only part of our 
world creatures were running in a scurry. 

Even the topless mermaids, with back luminous tails- of this word, were hiding behind 
shimmering black rocks- in their lagoons and rock arch grottos, covered in human craniums dripping 
with blood-teeth showing-eye holes blacker than night, long out in the waters were taking cover in 
their homes, over the fears made, by the wrath of AVA, and clan, schools, types of dear, unicorns, 
colorful singing birds, even snacks were in hiding, dog-like-with big bushy tails, cat-like, elephant-like 
too, large game, large fuzzy bears, and small alike... 

Even the swans around the lily ponds-that are overthe crystal-clear waters, were swinging 
away-to the sight of the storm to come. All with wings... and large fangs, yet most when trust is made 
friendly to those that show love, to them. 

The half-sunk haunted wood ships in the background like far too eerie, surely holding gold 
that would never be obtained, in a heavy fog. Due to de mentors. Every nowand then you can hear the 
girl of the one ship moaningChassidy Seals. 

No one haseverventured tosteepon her ship and survived onto tell about it- in our world. 
Yet you can hear hersing underthe water, to the others that are part of that world, like the mermaids, 
that seem to- like- understand her, and protect her as if she was one of their many deities. 

Even the young kids of this world, that was out in the horse drawing and charges with the 
windows steamed over they were making love, stopped their rocking-them to run, uniform skirts up 
and uniform dark grayish-black chinos down. The only lights were the light flam flickers of the street 
lamps. 


Then more thoughts, overtaking the qualms in her mind, whirring out the world around. 'I 
mean, yes, maybe ourprovidence of destiny is sometimesfixed and unalterable, butthere are other 
times- like-when it's shaped purely by the actions we take or have made in the past that were our 
choices- to make fate happen. 
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So-0 when I could not save my family by going back in time, it's only since destiny that 


couldn't be changed forit was my thoughts that made it all happen. 

It does notjudge, it's neithergood nor bad like most individuals, are- 'So, that's it?' 

I- Naddalin shake my head, hardly believing she's determined to give up so easily; now I 
understand that she has Jaylynn charmed into taking this one, for her, as she needs to relax. 

'That'showit ends, you playing their game?You'rejust so dangsure you've beenchased 
down by karma you don't even try to fight back, like you? 

You came all the way just, so we all could be together and now that we're facing an obstacle- 
everyone is breaking apart, you're not even going to try to scale the brick wall in our path-this time, 
you're giving it to your little girl?' 

'Karma- right or meantto be?'Asked Naddalin. 

'Ever.' Hergaze is warm, loving, all-encompassing, but it does nothingto cancel the defeat in 
hervoice. Yetthat was always Nevaeh, 'I'm sorry, butthere are somethings I just know.' 

'Yeah, well...' I shake my head and gaze down at the ground-over the rains was so pounding 
the face and body, burying my toes deep in the sand-water running around my toes. 

'Just because you've got a few centuries on me doesn't mean you get she and they will have 
the last word; my child is youngerand much smarterthanthey everwill are, she smart, theygo by 
thoughtless impulses.' 

Since if we're truly in the together, if our lives, like our fate, is truly entwined, then you'll 
realize there isn't just happeningto you, I'm part of it too, and so are all of them that have helped you 
become whatyou hate the most a fake hero. 

'Yeah, well...' I shake my head and gaze down at the ground, buryingmy toes deep in the 
sand even more, as I alwaysdid when I was beingshy. 

And you don'tgetto walk awayfrom it- you don'tget to walk away from me, or them either, 
even if, you're no longer fightingthe war! 


And you think is all overjust because I gave myself to my child, it notyou know it stalling. 



'We've gotto work together!' 


'There has to be a way-to end this once and for all-' 

I then stop, body shaking, throat closed so tight I can no longer speak. All I can do is stand 
there before her, silently urging her to join me in a fight. I'm not sure we can win if we both love each 
otherand my child- that we both believe in. 

'...We can win.' 

'I've no plans to leave you,' she says, gaze filled with the yearning of hundred years. 

'I can't leave you. Ever. Believe me. I've tried. Butin the end, I always find my way back to 
your side. You're all I've ever wanted-all I've ever loved-but Ever-' 

'No buts...' 

I shake my head, wishing I could hold her, touch her, press my body tightly against her, in the 
pouring rain... and we did. 

'There's gotto be away, the cure for the pain we have. And together we'll find it. I just know 
that we will.' 

'We've come too far to let them keep us apart. Nonetheless, I can't do it alone.' 

'Notwithoutyour help. So please promise me-thatyou'll try.' 

She looks at me, hergaze luring me in... we kiss. Our skin separated only by hersupple 
uniform and my organic cotton, at this point see-through blouse, that was lost fitting, that is fluttering in 
the wind open in the wind, like my long hair blowing in the breezes. 




Walking to the water's edge, even in the storms, closing her eyes as she fills the beach with 
so many lilies the entire cove is bursting with pink waxy petals atop green curving stems-the ultimate 
symbol of our undying love cove ring every square inch of sand into the greed blue water-so romantic, 
she said a spell to hole time, (Time-la-reverse-o) and we made up for lost time, having just a moment to 
be in love. And then a moment of rewind happens-for all but them, and they had their twilight swim. 



Then she slips her arm through mine and leads me back to the castle, and time was no longer 
standingstill around us. 

Looking into Jaylynn... 
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® (PIGS) 

I look back into my mother's life, and start to have flashbacks, where she said, 'I remembered 
being in the cracker slammer.'And having a bench warrant by the independent municipality for my 
arrest and getting tackled by three men for no given reasons, otherthen we wantto give you handcuffs, 
and throwyou in jail. I LOOK BACKONTHIS FOR HERE AND CALL THEM ALL PIGS! 

The kids her age just trashing her out on blabbermouth/ creep-book, AKA Face book. Saying 
that she was looked upfor iodic reasons such as chatting, discussions, and chitchat of speculations. Like- 
this was way before my dad, and she got together. Called a molester yet she was still a virgin, as a girl of 
herage at that time should be. Called a molesterovertheyhaveseenhereatingata restaurant, along 
with and with her guarding, called odd, said Aura Burnette, so now eating with your guarding in a 
restaurant now makes you a child molester and strange, outlandish then I know a lot of them... then 
given your point of view, of simple-minded nature. 

So, reviewingwhatwas said, a million seconds from today will be in 11 days.The maths is 1 
million divided by 60 then 24. The remainderis irrelevant as the question asked was how many 
consecutive days, (is a million times) Had the question been-when would it be a million seconds from a 
specific time then the remainder(.57) would matter. In otherwords, you said nothingbutslanderof 
calling someone you don't even know a molester, over you're a dumb as f*ck. 

One classmate on Facebook named Florencio Pinckney, even said 'She's a molester she kept 
staring at me,so I knowhim.' Yettheynevermetmymotherever.Staring is not molesting, yet you 
j*cking-off with your hand in your paints on your page, nice, pig. (Why-do you care?) Where you shop 
for your groceries, should be your business also, no- it's has become the thought of mind of a small 
town full of nothing but retards. She was Stocked until its creepy. 

This skank like- don't ream you're- a*s hole- too hard- now, like overthe fact you can draw a 
stick-figure, go back to the hate and fisting yourself, that's all you knowhowto do. Jina Overtonsaid, 



'She used to draw pictures of a girl from my high school who were servers, she'd draw sexy fairies and 
otherincomprehensible pictures with theirface were drawn in...' 

-And- 

...?... 

'Don't be jealous over talent...' that is all I can say. 

(Cheatingona girlfriend) 

'Chet charges... really? ...?... really...?' And that was how it was spelled people, and my mom 
was the so-called retard of her grade and made to be the village idiot. 

Therefore, she is in court in pink and white, jumpers, and shackles, overshamming 
spatulating. Severely mentally challenged people like you! 

Consequently, she was nevergiven an education, over dumb butt hole, wanting hernot to be 
around them, this is the way, a loathing unlike I have everseen in my life. Even I was not bullied that 
hard. And to keep her kissing their butt for everything she would ever need, gruesome ly sick. 

Ashleigh Rock- 'All this and she a writer, for kids...' said anotherfrom hergraduating class, 
(implying what I ask? That she stocks on kids, over being a writer?) 

Kathleen Roy- 'She's nuts my son used to fight with him all the time, he never learned-and 
you can thank his grandma for that... she lets him treat her like crap, and she thought she could anyone 
and I know some of the charges is terroristic threats and property damage.' 

Coming from the Bob Roy- a mother of poverty, with a son that would strangle cats for 
amusement, and terroristicto others, and suicidal, and was held back hold overthe fact he could not 
meet 3rd-grade education standers, being the highest in his education and was a drop-out overthe 
mother would wishes, now her child was ret*rded beyond the majority. All this overthe fact that his 
special needs were not, thank the mother, that would not sign. I think she has this backward... 

'Moving on, they're not even worth it.' 
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She shrugs... even so-o. and so do I. 





Enough to spare the consequences of anyaccidental DNAexchange, butunabletotemper 
the tingle and heart that pulsates between us even then even though. 

DNA was always what was in question. 

'What goes around comes around. It'sthe result of all actions, positiveand negative-a 
constant balancing of events- cause and effect- blow for blow- reaping and disseminating.' 

'Or chose not to blow and have this...' Supposed Jaylynn in her mind. 

'Though you phrase it, it's the same in the termination. Furthermore, as much as you would 
like to think else, that is precisely what's happening here. 

Altogether actions cause a response, oraskingmore questions... 

'All the time, I told myself I turned you out of love- but now I see it was really out of egotism- 
why I couldn't be withoutyou.That's whyis happeningnow.' 

'Besidesthe is where my actions have broughtme.' 

She- in existence, and Jaylynn shakes her head, ripping herself out of the thought that is like 
a dream, in a pulsing white light. 

I gave up a new pair of Nikesfor one small cup of coffee'. 

# Hashtag-(they-the guards called my mothersugar-t*tsl) 


(Some time has passed) 

'Guess what?' 

Then Jaylynn got into the last memory that her mother Nevaeh had, and that was with the 
girl that justwas killed, Melisa, hernew love interest. 

Looking deep into the mind, just before the color left the young girl's eyes, she gazes at me 


as she climbs to her knees looking down with her hair falling all around me, in the sand. 



Her big eyes wider than usual, cute baby face curving into a grin. 'No, you know what? Don't 


guess... 


I'll just tell you because you're never going to believe it! You're never going to a conclusion!' 

I smile, hearing herthoughtsa few moments before she can speakthem, refrainingfrom 
saying the wrongthing. 

Nevaeh-And to me, that was always the right thing to say. But I did say your good friend 
Naddalin, who actually- knowsall and everythingaboutme! 

You and I dating-'l've known aboutthe possibility fora fewweeks, but itjust became official 
last night, and I still can't believe it! 

Eight weeks in Nouveau Paris in the France courtersof the world named-Trump you and I 
could spend, doing nothing but acting, eating, and stalking smoldering hot men... and remembering 
whata man is, beforefallingto each other-overunderstanding. 

To yet know that she and I are even more perfect this some man, over the fact that we get 
each other, yet it's fun to play with boys.' 

I glance at heras I backoutof our drive, of the home we rented forthe week, just like any 
othergirls would in the real world. 'And for once with the freedom, I felt good with all that.' 

'I love these man-manufactured worlds, don'tyou,' Naddalin said. 

He-he, giggled Nevaeh. 

She looks at me. 'faster, you knowthe drill. What happens in here stays in here.' 

Walking down the street hand in hand... as girlfriends. 

Nota care in the world, strolling like girls in a park, with a walkand talk thatwas just 

blendingin. 


My thoughts drifting to Haven and Emmah- and the ones that were lost to final death, 
wondering how many more immortal ne'er-do-wells are still out there, just waitingto show up in my 
mind overand overjustto terrorize me, no matterwhere I go. 



And then-1 let it go, and start to live life, now having one, by having the best of both worlds, 
and trading lives. Now there are many variations of me - and they all linger with me all misunderstood. 


'...'Till now.' 

Yeah, you and I like- are both going to have hot love fast passant freak me hard sex, with at 
least two hot boys, tonight and were both at the same time, and then switch lovers, it a dream for any 
younggirl around here and we're no different, I wantgroup hot make mecummiesex. 

It's been years since I have felt a man. Said Naddalin. 

Nevaeh- Exceptwhen itdoes not, I feelthe mostfear-overknowingwhatnext, bythem, I 
don't like a man taking me, and losing control, it makes me feel week. 

'Anyway, I am leavingsoon, just after school gets out-just think were century years old, and 
still look, also act like school girls like when are we going to grow up?' 

I did not wantto say yetthis is our last time to be together... I am moving onto a new life. 

Yet, that is what I should have told Jaylynn, the last time, that I saw her. 

Besides, like-1 have so much to prepare between now and then! You need to stop thin king 
with your head, girl, let go tonight and have fun. 

'Seriously perfect.' 

I smile, and the best of it all. 'Really, Congrats, on making it out alive to see what you lost, 
like always.' 

And the moment I say it, I realize it is true, I am happyforher-yet, I feel like I am losing yet, 
anotherperson in my life. 

'That's cool, and well deserved I might add. I only wish I could go with you.' 

Hitherto, I don'tthink-that I am strong enough, totakeyetanotherround. 

It would be so nice to escape all my problems and fly away from all the and- that what we did, 
wings soring, to angels in flight at the midnight- in starlight. Besides, I miss hanging with her, already, 
and my own world. 
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Except when it does not, I feelthe most fear-overknowing what next, by them. 

'Anyway, I am leavingsoon, just after schoolgets out.' 

'I did not want to say-yet this is our last time to be together... I am moving on to a new life.' 

'And I have so much to prepare between nowandthen! I thinkits bestand you can find a 
man, not me. After last night I can see that is what you really want.'Said Nevaeh. 

Nevaeh- 'Seriously perfect we were before lustingfora man.' 

I smile, and the best of it all. 'Really, Congrats, on making it, like - to see what you lost- and 
doing so Naddalinyou may have lost me too.' 

'That's so cool that you well better now. And well deserved I might add. I only wish I could 
stay with you when you if whatyou're looking forwas really me and not them.' 

Then the moment I say it, I realize it is true, I am happyforher-yet, I feel like I am losing yet 
again, another person in my life. ...And really, I can't let that happen. 

It would be so nice to escape all my problems-with you as I plan- yet as soon as I get a pain it 
turns to shit, and all the plain need to be replayed out in my mind to fit a completely different scenario. 

I think it's time to fly away from all- end what we did, wings soring and for me to go back 
home, to all the fallen angels in flight in midnight- in starlight, where I need to be. She said almost- 
robotically. Besides, I miss home, already... 

I am going home...The last few weeks have been the best in my life when she and Haven 
(along with the rest of the school, saw her they were in tears and running for her hugs,) I was under 
Naddalin's spell were some of the loneliest days of my life, were replaced with my best. Yet, it's all over 
now. 


Not having Naddalin beside me was more than I could bear, but not havingthe ones I care 
for like mytwo bestfriends nearlysentmeoverthe edge-tooand all you ladies. 

Nevertheless, she and Haven do notevoke any ofthat, none of them did, to them it was 
more than she was gone for a year-old she looked like Jaylynn, yet they knew she was really Nevaeh. 



Only Naddalin can access small bits and pieces, and whatshe recalls leaves herfeelingawful-guilty-over 
they share soul-like she shares with Jaylynn with DNA. 

We stay in youth hostels, backpack around- how cool is this? Just the three of us- like the old 
days, you know, you and Emmah, Haven and I, and me and whoever...' 

Even Dariez, too, when she feels like being with us. Yetfor some reason, I don'tthinkshe 
altogethertrusts me. 

'You and whoever... we meat along the way too?' I glance at her, sayingthey're all friends, 
and love you. 

'What's that about, trust?' Said, Haven 

'We all are doers.' Nevaeh shrugs. 

'Oh, come on.' I- Nevaeh roll my eyes. 'Since when?' 

'Since last night when I found out I'm going back home and starting over-and that is nowthe 
trust I have found.' 
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Shegiggles, runninga hand through herbrown hair. 

'Listen, you all great and all, don'tget me wrong.' 

'But- I'm not fooling myself, to fee I so much freedom. As you know that was something I 
could never-everhave.'Said Nevaeh. 

Nevaeh-1 am not pretending- it's anything more than it is, am I? It's like we've got an 
expiration date, you know-and it's just my time-to try over-fall and rise from the ashes, and become 
the ash angle. I'll see you again- she said to Naddalin I promise, she was thinking deep in her mind and 
the othergirls could see into hereyesto the thought as a dream. 

You guys are different, your lifers, she was a liar. Maybe-she has the parts of me that I did 
not need to keep the attributes that are unattractive, ha- she can keep them.' 



Come on girls- lest go see a showtonightin the village with a full three acts with a definite 
beginning, middle, and end. It is not like with you and Emmah. It's like my life has no end and the story is 
all mixed up I forgotwith a story should be. 

'Lifers not liars!' 

I peerat her, shaking my head as I stop at a traffic light, as we set in our horse-drawn 

carriage. 


'Sounds more like a prison term than a happily ever after-we're all locked into this life, yet 
that is how girls like us live and go- crashing- burning, smoldering, like paper- and rising from the ash¬ 
like a reawakening, and a reinvigorated youthful body.' 

'You know what I meandon'tyou, we have all done this now-we are all ASH ANGLE'S.' 




It was said that Naddalin takes out her frustration out on the river everyday, around the 
same time at night with a lantern, and we stare at the refection's, to find somethingthatis no longer 
there- in the ripples. 

She studies her shape, turning her hot-pink nails away now from her face to hang her head to 
cry. 


'Wow.'The girls all thought unanimously- lookinginto hermind, and herworld. 

'It'sjustthat youguys are so in tune witheach other,so connected, that even apartyou still 
see each other.' 

'And I mean that factually by the way since you're always going at it, this is whatyou both 
really need to see that you have love.' 

Not anymore, I swallow hard, waking fast the second traffic light turns from red to green, 
crossing the intersection with a loud screech ofthe wagon wheelsstoppingforusto go to the path we 
girls wanted to take- coming back to the castle and leaving a thick trail of impression behind them in the 
mud and cobblestone and grass-covered stone. 



Nonetheless, even after I set still fora moment to think she's nowhere to be found-1 seethe 
glassing of the ripples in my daydreams. Oursouls, still locked together, would apart. 

Besides-1 am aboutto climb a wall in panic, wondering where she could be, I never 
remembered herto row a boat-at all, when she appears right beside me- in translucentflicker of ghost, 
I- we blink- blink and blink once more, her hand in mine the whole time -1 think, I have blacked out a 
momentthere, yet we all saw herwith us. 

'I wonderwhatthe vision meant?'Asked Haven. 'It's not good, not good at all.' Emmah said. 

Refusing to slow until we run into a castle and I scan forNaddalin-to be there always seem 
to stare down danger more than us, in a second-she was next to me, yet she was not there at all, it like I 
could feel and see her the re with my eyesyet, there was nothing but air in front of me, and the feeling 
of presence, haunting me. 

She has become a hermit, said Dariez. I say this today in my card readingand seances. 
Psychic readingfrom mirrored glass, words and visions shown, to me. 

Naddalin nods. 

She stares at her, eyes practically bugging out of her head, unable to understand how anyone 
could do such a thing. Why would she become a hermit? 

(The next day-they wentto see Naddalin.) 

'Um, okay, so let me get the traditional one we could see a lot more-she said, 'so-o you just 
woke up and decided-hurry, what the hell?' '...And we have to look like the locals- and do as they do.' 

'We get you one- and in the same breath, she said, Emmah and I well ride tandem. 'I have 
not ridden a bike in years." 

I think I'll just dump my ridiculously expensive luxury bike by the side of the road-WHERE 
JUSTANYONECAN TAKE IT, I can do this anymore.' 

Nevaeh shrugs, saying 'Pretty much' with an attitude. 'You have a lock...' she said '...and the 
people around here are not like back home, you can't just leave this here-someone will take it- and 
have it scrapped- in moments if you turn your back.' 



'Because in case you have not noticed/ Emmah says, practically hyperventilating now, 'l-l-l 
don't like it here.' 

'Some of us are a little bike deprived' said Haven, I just said today, I would get you one - relax- 
even if just rentingone.' 

'Some of us were born to parents so cruel and unusual, said Haven, now you are babysitting 

me?' 


'They're forced to rely on the kind ness of friends for the rest of their lives, thank you truly, 
and yes I would take the gift-thanks! -Mai' 

'Sorry.' Nevaeh shrugs, about that-yet you did get all that you wanted and more. 'Guess-1 
hadn't thought about that, that you were more deprived than the rest of us. 

Though if it makes you feel any better, it was all for a very good cause.' 

(She gives double thumbs up I And a wide smile with her head turned to the one side.) 

And when she looks at me, eyes meeting mine in that way that she has, along with the usual 
wave of warmth, I get the horrible feelingthat ditching the bikesis just the start of her plans, to get to 
know me better, walking is taking she thought... 

'How'd you get to the school, she goes too?' I ask, j ust as we reach the front gate where 
Haven is waiting for us after running ahead like a child, take the train right, and we walked and walked... 
this world you justdon'tsnap yourfingersand you are their girls, said Nevaeh. 

'So-o, like children...' She said. 

'I rode the train when I went to school along with a girlfriend of mine you don't know - it's not 
that uncommon.' She said in a back-taking way. 

'Yeah, that's right... I forgot about that.'Said Nevaeh. 

Haven glances between us, she recently died, she bangs falling into her face-a practice, to 
make herself lookformerEarthlier- to these descendantsof Earthlings, that seems to be really stupid. 

'I kid you not. I would not have believed it either, but I saw it with my own eyes, she was 


classed as a girl forever. 



I rememberwe usedtowatch herclimb right offthat big steamertrain, with all the other 
freshmen, at the time dorks, retards, and rejects who that were all like us, unlike Haven of course - but 
dorks nonetheless, have nootherchoice butto ride-or walk like crazy.' 

Sarah-She shakes her head, saying'don't say it like that- about me and Rockville, think it- 
don'tsay it- even if true, I wanted to forget those days.' Lucy was next to her holding her hand 100 years 
could not keepthem aparteither. Looking not too much fartherdown the wood train platform, there 
was Maddie and Olivia, and those girls. Hanna and Taylor, names and faces are forgotten about a 
hundred years or more. 

I thought it was time forus all to meetupin one place, said Nevaeh. Afterall, where are all 
part of the same story, yet never really met everyone in it? 

Look there are the three girls of identical, Becca, Emaly and Melody, too. And nothingat this 
point could keepthem apart, as you would think Haven was there before she was even sure it was them. 

Your life is not as bad as it seems, I think we all found that out by not holding qualms. 'And I 
was so shocked by the sight of it, I blinked a bunch of times just to make sure it was really a train like in 
my past- it was so odd. 

And then, when I still wasn't convinced, I snapped a pic on my cell and sent it to all that were 
invited on this trip whoconfirmed they were coming.' She holds it up for us to see, all the names coming 
in. 


'You all maybe wondering why I brought you all here, it's an intervention to stop, evil on all 
of us, if we all get our headstogether, we can stopthis family's wicked games.'Said Nevaeh. 

(There were okays and um-hum'sin the background, some even groins.) 
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I glance at Nevaeh, wondering what she could possibly- be up to, and that's when I notice 
she's ditched her usual cashmere sweater in place of a plain cotton tee, and how her designer jeans 
have been replaced with no-name plain pockets leggings, herearly morning look as she calls it. 

Even the brown boots she's near-famous for have been swapped forgirlie rubberflip-flops. 


'I am also hereto get back my trust with Naddalin. 



And even though she does not need any of that dash and flashto look as incredibly beautiful 
as the first day we met-the new low- key look is just is not her-some of us thought. Way turned down 
for someone of her power. Or at least not the girl- that I'm so-o used to. 

Yet change is good, the girls babbled among themselves. (Dm-you got to remember she is in 
the body of herlittle girl.) 

'That's right' - they whispered. Along with chats saying, 'Yetthey look almost the same.' 

I mean, while Naddalin is incontrovertibly smart, kind, loving, and generous- she's also more 
than a tad colorful and otiose at times. Always preoccupied with her clothes, her image in general - along 
with smarts. Said Nevaeh, along with saying'she is part of me.' 

Emmah- 'She is part of you why can't you to just get along and stay in one world together, 
that is whyyou're really here. 

And out of the mist, walked up to Nevaeh was Naddalin. Also, do not even try and pin her 
down on her exact date of birth of Naddalin, since for someone whochose to be immortal, she has a 
definite multi-layered hidden pointof view about her age-to use she is always the same age of the 
young teen girl. 'Don't even ask, it get long and drawn out.' 

Nevaeh- Nonetheless, even though I normally could not care less about the clothes she 
wearsor her rideto school look either, when I look at Naddalin again, I get the horrible chink in my 
belly-an unrelenting push, demanding my notice. 

A definite warningthat everyone is merely the beginning. Thatthe sudden transformation 
goes way deeperthan some cost-cutting, altruistic, environmentally conscious agenda. 

No, it has somethingtodo with last night. Somethingaboutbeinghaunted by herkarma. 

Like she's convinced herself that giving up her most prized possessions will somehow balance 
it all out- herchild she gives up, fora stranger's love, when she had herchild's along. 

'Shall we?' She then smiles, grasping my hand the second the bell rings, acting like the 
children around us, leadingme awayfrom Emmah and Haven who'll spendthe nextthree phasesof 
their time texting back and forth- like they did in the past, trying to determine what's up with Naddalin, 
and why we are even here. 



I look at her, her gloved covering hand in mine as we heard down the hall, whispering, 
'What'sgoing on? What really happenedtoyourbike?' 

Three girls' hand and hand going down the halls... as they did moments before goingdown 
the sidewalks. 

'I already told you.' she shrugs her hold body. 'I don't need it. It's an unnecessary sympathy, I 
no longercare to indulge.' 

'She has depression!' 

She giggles, lookingat me smiling. But when I do not join in, she sinkers more and shakes her 
head and says, 'Don't look so serious. It's not a big deal. When I realized it's not something I need, I 
drove it out to a depressed area and left it by the side of the road where someone can find it- they need 
it more than I do.' 

I press my lips togetherand stare straight ahead, wishing I could climb inside her mind, and 
see the thoughts she keeps all to herself, find the underlying cause of what the is about-yet I was 
holding back from doing that- even if I could. 

Since notwithstanding the way she looks at me, despite the dismissive shrug that she gives, 
nothingshe'ssaid makesthe least bit of sense. 

'Well, that's fine and all, I mean, if that's what you need to do, then great, have fun.' I shrug, 
fully convinced that it's not at all great, though knowing betterthan to say it out loud. 

'So-o, yourgiving to the poor- when you don't have it yourself.' 

'But just how are you planning to get around now that you've ditched your ride? Are you 
doing the same with us? 

'No, it's not like that said Naddalin, I have just been humbled, by what I see around me, 

that'sall.' 


'I mean, in case you haven't noticed, this is not back home where you can run around freely, 
you can't get anywhere... like in a job, ora life, your free life end after-school, and I want to stay a kid.' 



She looks at me, amused by my surge of sunlit rays behind her, which is not exactly the 


reaction I had prearranged on. 'What's wrong with the bus? It's next to free right.' 

I gape, shaking my heard, hardly believing my ears. 

'You don't have the money now doyou?' 

'And since when doyou worry about cost. Missy. When life was pressing down, and the cost 
is out doing my means. All the magic in the world can't keep up with the cost of living here.' 

'As some shallow, money- concerned with, self-absorbed, buyer-driven slob?' 

'Nol' I cry, shakingmy heardand squeezingherhand. 

Hoping to convince hereven though, I actually did kind of mean it- not being mean yet 
truthful. Only notin a bad way like she thinks oryoueven. 

At onetime, she had my old boyfriend appreciates the finer things in life kind of thing, and 
less in my girlfriend's now she is the version of what I am lookingforin thatkind of way,evenifa girl. 

'I just-' I squint, wishing I could be even half as eloquent as her, but still forging ahead when I 
say, 'I guess I just don't get it.' I shrug. 'And what's up with the glove?' I raise her leather-clad hand to 
where we can see. 

'Isn't it obvious?' She shakes her head and pulls me toward the door of her run-down 

apartment. 


'Look at these streets... and this city, there, all the same, going derelict.' 

'But I just stay put, refusingto budge.'Said Nevaeh. 

'Nothing is obvious...' Said Nevaeh. 

'Nothing is making sense anymore.' Said Naddalin. 

She pauses, hand on the knob, more than a little hurt when she says, 'I thought it was a 
satisfactory solution fornow. But perhapsyou'd preferl not touch you at all, I think you're going 
mental?' 


'Notat all!' Screamed Naddalin. 



'That's not what I intended!' Held Nevaeh. 


(DoorSlamill) 


Nevaeh 
Book: 61 


A Desire to Burn 


'A writing style of consciousness, that lingers within the subconscious.' 


1 

'ITWASA DESIRE TO BURN,'coal, and live about were caring about what was underground 
than above, everso-softly there was snow falling around. In a light blue twilight in the hills, snaking in 
the dusk, was a long train pulling coal cars, and on the other track, rushing by in a slowertrack as a dimly 
light passengertrain, rumbling beside the other with the beam brightly a glow as it goes past. 

It was seven A. M. early moorings, and the train has just rounded, 'The Hours Cover'just 
outside Altoona Pennsylvania. 30 miles in the remoteness of the main city, it's small-town life- in the 
1920s, the path the train takes is ruthless, and unforgiving- death-defanging at times, and treacherous. 

It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, dragged up and pathways carved deep into the 
hillsides, maiming was life- in a small town. Life and man's faces blackened with coal dust altered history. 
With the shovels and outlet in theirfists, with this great python like covers, and spitting venomous 
gasses upon the world out of deep shafts, their blood pounded in their head - and water dripping down 
backs man are at work, the workingman's hands were the hands of some amazing conductor playing all 



the symphonies of blazing and scorching to bring down the rags and coal ruins of history. As the path, 
the train tookto make a town and life within. 

The lights and staccato flashes and flickers placating of the nearingtown worm glow, the cast 
of low hanging smoke in the air below- blanked by the coveringof cold ice and show, nearingas the 
train grinds down the rails. Yet underthe ground was a world to very much alive, with men and their 
symbolic helmetwiththe name uponsaying- 'Brane'sandTucker.' 

Blast and sprays of rushing water, and rats, 7 miles out and under, odd above the train, they 
don't even think about in their 7-hour shift. On his stolid head is the mask of black- and sours from 
sclaffer- blistering, and his eyes all orange flame with the thought of what came next, looking at the man 
next to him that holds his life in his hands-also with the passion to work underground-that has become 
his life, like breaded into his nature. 

The flicker of a gas lamp is all the light he needs to make a living, the igniter jumped up (fire) 
in a gorging enthusiasm, (blast) that burned the evening red and yellow and then black- it was a new 
seam of coal, 'come on boys load it well it easy, we get paid by the ton.' 

Everything in the life of the small-town life is owned by the company-the home, the store, 
and even your life was owned by the establishment, work to give them their money back. Slender row 
homes pack, crammed, a hellish wasteland to some, that was above the ground. Boxes with shingles 
really, a new contraption that makes one fee I as if there being a shout from a cannon, called the 
automobile. 

1914, saw some of the first cars, own within these parts. About 6 months into the war, young 
man just out of school, that was heading for the mines, ended upon the firing lines. Brakes screech 
mean jumpingtrain cars, flagman's swinging lanterns, crossing tracks, a carhitting as theywere cupelled 
together, a man in boxcars, all going for the war effort. 'Poor buggers, they're not coming back.' Said, 
the Engineer, drooping overthe window of the engine. The flam of the firebox scorching his face, with 
the thing that is most substernalto this world coal. 

Whistle scram, one the train, two the shifts at the mines, steam of the name of the game... 
hurry up and wait. The train has more cars and more cars banging hitting hard-linked up, everything is 
hazed and masked with steam, and dim light, another world, to the eldersof the town-who are not 



welcomingthe revulsions. Puffing and breathless, are the train alike the workers in their world to that is 
the only worlds they know, that are not afraid of a little coal dust. 

The valley full of autumn-fall color leaves rescaled in the wind of changes. Tons of coal, 
crossing bypasses-viaducts, and twisting hills, rolling thunder, of still horses, all ones the thing that is 
most valued coal. Dark weather, glum-looking waters, storms- of fear, hunger, and passion, rivers like 
the Susquehanna, breaking up what should be paths of least resistance. Valleys and mountains, lights 
below, town scattered about within. 

The Village of McAnulty that became Borough 14 within the districts of the purlieu, within 
the United States. Swarms of fireflies- like hot ash was dumped on the rails before the train leftthe 
small green station, one town over. 

He wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marshmallow on a stick in the furnace, 
while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch and lawn of the house. While the books went 
up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with burning. 

Church bells clang, babies scream, and live in the town is in its start of rapped swiftness, to 
the ear-shatteringsounds- blowingthroughoutthe valley. 
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Merrill smirked the brutal grin of all men singed and driven back by dust, water, a heat. He 
knewthatwhen he returnedtothe above-ground, he mightglint at himself, an entertainerman, seared 
corked, in the hand mirror. 

Deep in the valley's children are still asleep, and rising, to the don, of a school day, yet-1 have 
been work all night. Night, and day- it's all the same to me, the sun slow glinting on the church steeples 
and the crossesand domes glitter in shimmers. 

Later, going to sleep, he would fee I the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles, in the 
dark-of a man that was truly a man in his world. It nevereverwent away, that- beam, it neverever 
went away, if he thinks of... change. 

New things in the town were being added, and old was coming down, it was the superlative 
of periods and it was the nastiest. Streetcars of orange started to pull passengers down the man streets, 
to jobs and nearby shops, wall to wall people, it was... as Merrill could barely keep his eyes open, well on 



them for the ride home. Gas lamps flicker, slowly going out, to the start of a new day, it was a long ride 
home, 10 cents one way, leaving 7 for the day of work completed. And the cost of bread was 5 ce nts. 
'Working like a rat- for 2 cents he moaned-to be an old man by the time I am 40.' 

The hospital was added onto for the fourth time, in less than 10 years. Passing the same 
things over and over, repetitious. Passingfiery piles of bony, 'useless junk,' he said, along withsaying- 
'stinkingup the neighborhood.' 

The low fog was bringing off, to the sun's rays, dry and crisp frigid air, and white wispy smoke 
streaming from chammy's atop the box-like homes, that were lined up like soldiers in a row- in a tension. 

He hungup his black -colored helmetand shinedthe identification plat with his number777 
on his sleeve, he hung his overalls along with his crusty filthy jacket neatly- under the hat on the hook by 
the door of his home-that the mines own; he showered lavishly- in the basement- never-ever getting 
the dust out of the skin in his hands, or the look of black eyeliner from his eyes, his back scabs, and a 
long run of blood, down his spine, and then, whistling, hands in pockets, walked across the upper floor- 
hard old wood, of the home and fell down into his bed- his last thoughts were- Reilly No. 1 Mine is 
opening uptomorrow, with 77 new men, and his is overseeingthem all-and the pay is good. And his 
thoughttrails off. 

At the last moment, when disasterseemed optimistic, he pulled his handsfrom his pouches 
of his PJ's, the heels one inch from the end of the mattress. It was the end of a day, and the best part is 
him and his wife just sighed in the name of love-she streaks into the hall and down to the bath, and 
then she was notoff to tend to the children and be a wife, he was dreaming not about her- but his true 
first love the coal mine. 

3 

Merrill is Navaeh's great-great-grandfather, and now that Nevaeh has had some time for 
herself, she thought it was bestto go back in time and study herancestry. This is my home, she 
thought-yet everything looks so different. Like all men from my homeland, it was coal mines, 
moonshine, and moving down the line. 

And I have so much to prepare between nowand then! I need this time thought Nevaeh. 


(Back to the present time) 



Except when it does not, I feelthe most fear-overknowing what next, by them, I always did. 


and I feelthat I always well. 

'Anyway, I am leaving soon, just afterschoolgets out.' 

'How many times have you graduated now?' 

'Ha- it has become an inside joke- with me.' Said Naddalin. 

'...Andyou have keptall yourtassels.' 

I did not wantto say yetthis is our last time to be together... I am moving onto a new life. 

I do as the locals of the time and try to be part of a place and time that is not fitting to me, 
funny you should say that that is exactly what your other half is doing at this very moment. 

'Seriously perfect.' I smile, and the best of it all. 'Really, Congrats, on making thought yet 
another4 years of repetition, it to see whatyou lost.' 

'It'sall partof thewonderfulgamel' Naddalin said. 

'That's so cool. And well deserved I might add. I only wish I could have been there with her 
now-and see her heritage-you know her roots-after all that village is the town in her story.' 

And the moment I say it, I realize it is true -1 was missing her, I am happy for her-yet, I feel 
like I am losing yet, another person in my life, as she always did, maybe that is because I am partly her 
now. 


'It would be so nice to escape all my problems; Besides, I miss hanging with her, already.' She 

whispered. 


(Randomthought) 

I rememberwhen, I had a phrenologist read my head, sayingthat I was brilliant, I wasalways 
special, to that just I sometimes wonderwas he really right? 


(Deeperthoughts of the moment) 



The last few weeks when she and Haven (along with the rest of the school,) were under 
AVA'sand her blackbird clans' spells were some of the loneliest days of my life. You can see them flying 
above the castle when they transfigure into black cowers. And they peck and stock their parry. 

Not having Naddalin beside me was more than I could bear- now and even worlds apart too, 
but not having the care of my two best friends nearly sent me over the edge, also. 

Nevertheless, she and Haven did not evoke any of that, none of them doing this to me when 
she investigated my memories- as she did with the prophecies. Only Naddalin can access small bits and 
pieces- afterall, she is half of me overthefact, she and I have split souls, and what she recalls leaves her 
fee ling awfully-guilty, as I do with her, yet it is what we had to do for immortality. 

We stay in youth hostels, backpack around-how cool is this... right forlife and beyond? All of 
us, you know,youand Naddalin, Havenand I, and me and whoever...feels the needtoescape whenyou 
can't really escape the thoughts in your head, and the visions that play in your mind brought on by them, 
over souls being linked together.' 

'You and whoever... we meat along the way too...? We will change them into us and make a 
militia- to take them down, and we well-in time-the time is everythingwhen the time is everlasting.' I 
glance at her. 

'What'sthat about?TIME' 

'There is no such thing in our world.' 

'I'm a realist.' She shrugs, 'and still keeptrack of all things related to time.' 

'Oh, come on.' I roll my eyes. 'Since when?' 

'Since last night when I found out I'm going back home and starting over, said Emmah, who 
was not partaking in the war.' 

Emmah- 'I have been through enough, pain and saw far too much by not seeing at all!' 
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Shegiggles, runninga hand through herbrown hair. 


'Listen, you all are so-o great and all, don'tget me wrong, yetthis is whatl must do.' 



Nonetheless, I'm notfooling myself, too think I am not going to be here in spirit. 


'I am not pretending it's anything more than it is, am I, or well become?' Said Haven, yet 
somethinggreaterthan us if we all stand together. 

'...Woman warriors?' The question was asked. 

It's like we've got an expiration date, you know- and we keep havingto start overand then 
find each otherto do so, and it's just my time-said Emmah to try over- like all of you, and I knowthat 
you have. I'll see you again, like-1 promise? You guys are different, you're lifer's afterlife.' 

Lest go see a show with a full three acts with a definite beginning, middle, and end. It is not 
like with you and Naddalin. 

'Lifers?' I peerat her, shaking my head as I stop at a traffic light. 'Sounds more like a prison 
term than a happily eve rafter-yet that is how girls like us-theirlives go.' 

'You know what I mean, don'tyou?' 

She inspects her shape, turning her hot-pink nails the way and that. 'It's just that you guys 
are so in tune with each other, so connected, and I was really neverpart of all this overmy un-chosen 
disabilities, that I no longerhave. Said Emmah. 

And I mean that literally by the way since you're pretty much always going at it.' 

Alissa- Still thinks you're a- 'dumb ass slut!' along with Alissa- 'an idiotic tramp!' 

Allison- 'still thinks you're a lazy crazy no good bugger.' 

Adriane-Still thinksyou're a-'She is a no-talent hoe-bag!' 

Ava-Still thinksyou're a- 'you're a psychotarti' Said Emmah. 

'The world never really changes, even if it expands.' Said Nevaeh. 

Notanymore, I swallow hard, wakingfast the secondthe light turnsfrom not showingthe 
hand, crossing the intersection with a loud screech of heels stoppingfor us to go down the walkway, and 
leaving a thick trail of rubber behind them. 



'Look/ said Haven, just overhead was a very low flying massive dark gray jet, is making water 
vapor, that was changing the weather patterns-and also the clement for the year. 

The wind whispered softly as if comfortingthe cloaked figure that darted in and out of the 
trees, at us trying to still happiness and joy. 

The sky was blackened with the inky night, but little dots of reassuring stars provided some 
light as it was getting ever so darker and dark to the point of eerie glum. No more than the luminescent 
blood moon that hung loosely in the sky above. And pink rainfall, splashing about. Also, like blood... 

But even after I set still fora moment to think she's nowhere to be found, Nevaeh vanished. 
As we were being dreamed of all mummeries and thoughts- and even time stood still. 

A rustle and a twig snap broke the silence that enveloped the cloaked figure and it ran faster 
all around us inclosing- making them airtight. 

As fast as the wind seemed to carry it until finally, it reached the defrayal. Looking into the 
canopyof trees that masked the depths of the dim forest it set the two parcels well concealed in its 
cloak on the ground. One the key or life-and wisdom, and the other-the heart-shaped ring of undying 
stamina and love of othersand life even in the darkestof days, just parts to make one most powerful 
fallen angel, to the point of a god. All things that belonged to the missing girl! We know as Nevaeh. 

Emmah-1 am just about to climb a wall in panic, wondering where she could be-as I was 
aboutto say my last goodbye, when she appears right beside me putrefied like gruesome death-and I 
blink- blink and blink once more, her hand in mine the whole time-and rushed in for my heart as it was 
ripped out of me-for them... 

'Emmah,'they all scream as she fads into ash before them all! I think I have blacked out a 
momentthere-said Haven-confused aboutthe events. 

Refusingtoslow until fear-we run into a parking lot and I scan forNaddalin in the fetal 
position, who always seems to stare down danger more than us, in a second-she was nextto me- more 
scared then all of us combined. 

Then the figure removed the hood that hung over its head to reveal the sorrowful face of a 
woman, cracked skin that was more than evil- flacking, and palling, eyes black cover over with a hint of 



milky haze. Bloody fingers of bones reach out for to Naddalin's face. With no-where to run... or it would 
pop up before heraskingfor herto surrender. 

Her light brown hair curtained her face as she crouched on the ground and began pouring 
the black liquid of ink across the grass, she keeps- keepingcreatures like this away. 

Yet this was not an average dementor-this was Mazel back from the grave, yet without a full 
body to call her own. Stilling some of the bones of Lance, the soul of Lily, the mind of Melissa and the 
heart of Emmah she arose again, like a mixed, fetus making a new child to grown woman, before them 
within the darkness of the black curtains- like a flaming stone tower-with the fools she took as her own 
like within. Stoppingat nothingto have eternal life and glory. 

Mazel-screamed tothem all is- 'The only true voyage, the only bath in the Fountain of Youth, 
would be notto visit strange lands butto possess othereyes, to see the universe through the eyesof 
another, of a hundred others, to see a hundred universes that each of them sees, that each of them is; 
and this we do- with great artists; with artists like these we do really fly from star to star, and world to 
newworld.' 

An owl hooted within the dark trees of the woods in the background, distracting her only for 
a second but she continued to move across the clearing, her back hunched with concentration-this she 
was there forthe taking and even the final kill. 

She asks, glancing at me and all of them and slings her backpack over her shoulder. Naddalin 
nods- and the sparks of powers linkup and combined. Powers to powers matched up, almost equal. 

'A hundred and ten more will not stop me.' Mazel said, as the spark flow-from finger to 

finger. 


Naddalin laughs, as she knows that Naveah is safe in herbody and in hermind. Even if 
thoughts of defeatarewhatshe is after. 

'Nevaeh is always smarter, and one step ahead.'Always-she muttered under her breath. 
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Her hands shifted in position so that her two middle fingers were facing downwards. A burst 
of light erupted from the hexagon they were now standing within, that was aflame, and the wind blew 



stronger, causing her whippy spiderweb-like cloak to toss around her-as her wings spread to take the 
backward thrust. She stares at her, eyes practically bugging out other head, unable to understand how 
anyone could do such a thing- such- evil, hate, and cruelty. 

(The next day) 

'Um, okay, so let megetthe traditional treatment-you would like to go through, we could 
see a lot more, with the ones you want to please and film it all to show the worlds, and we can get this 
done a lot faster- she said. 

And then there was a flash of light that knocked out by the feeling of mass blooming around 

them. 


(A week has passed) 

'so-o you just woke up and decided-hurry, what the hell?' '...And we must look like the locals- 
and do as they do, yet they are looking to you to help them-you are the glimmer of hope they need- 
symbolic.' 


The others- 'Nevaeh is the hope you need to make unity, she immortal- yet that doesn't 
mean that she can get hurt and have all this take its toll on her.' 

'We get you one- a pin with an angle on it along with your name, and in the same breath she 
said, Emmah and I well were them proudly-just like them that is in famine and fee ling the pain of 
hunger, and loss- by mass death- neutralor not.' 

There are flags and banners now with this logo on it showing a moment for change, to end 
this war, and to take down the evil that has arrows once more... 

'The mass kill needs to stop, by the hands of the rich - or the powerful-that made their way 
by corruption.' 

This is the same world that we wanted to run from, rememberthe 3 the girls, mother, and 
child and Naddalin too and soon and so forth. Said Haven, walking towards them was a small army of 
perfect rugged men, in black iridescent uniforms- mussels ripped and rigged- smiles disabling, the hello 
begin, with a strong stiff handshake SargentTristan Billups, Privet Britt Macdonald, the following also 
Marinesto ad oneof our own comrades, family unites-afterall this is a repaid debt of Kristen, 



greetings- Elwood Dugan, Ahmad Turnbull, Mel Larsen, Rodrick Patino, Bryce Rosser, Clemente Cason, 
Dino Haight, Deshawn Pape, Clair Delagarza, and Emil Antoine. We are also here to guard you. 

Naddalin shrugs, saying'Pretty much-the hottest men in the world are hereto do as we ask'- 
with an attitude. 

'You have a lock yourself into to being- a part of us...' she said; '...and the people around here 
are not like back home, even if we are part of the old ways of life, war, and law.' 

'Because in case you have not noticed,' Emmah says, practically hyperventilating now-this is 
a war- and most of us will not have a life if they take our world, or each of our minds and souls one by 
one. 


'Some of us were born to parents so cruel and unusual they're forced to make these kids live 
this way, I remember being like this- like them too said Karly, to rely on the kindness-ofthose that say 
FREAK you to your face, and open your mouth to take a crap in it, the only friends for the rest of their 
lives-they have to answertoo, thanks unwanted, no love, no raising, and lack of education. All to true, 
and yes, I would take the gift of having one of your immense powermen help a week-a meek little girl 
like me-thanksi' 

'Sorry.' Naddalin shrugs, about that-yetyou did get all that you wanted and more, she said 

to Karly. 


'Did I now?' She said in a fast replay. 

'Guess-1 hadn'tthoughtaboutthat, all that much that wasall here overthe same facts like 
the onesthat are all around us-that all are all outside of this bunkerthatwas nowin.' 

'We need to go out there and fight her.' 

'Yet she has taken over some many minds now-getting in their heads, of kids, just babies, 5 
through 12 and using their minds to amass herarmy agents us- like programmed robots, were 
outnumbered-by someone's baby, and I am not killing kids,' Nevaeh screamed. 


Yet the bloodbath has already begun, over 1,000 children have passed this week-splattered 
down by automatic gunfire- by big muscular men, yet we had to dothis even withoutyoursay, afterall- 



you needed your rest as she was holding her hand in her room next to her hospital bed. buzzers, 
beepers, and signalsgoing out in the background, you do not have the place to take mine. 

This is not what I wanted! She said in a frustrated blowing scream in the face of the head 
Marine that was herown grandchild. 

'Actually, I do.' 
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Though if it makes you feel any better, it was all for a very good cause-even the children's 
death.' (She gives double thumbs up! And a wide smile with her head turned to the one side.) 

'If you say so-o.' 

And when she looks at me, eyes meeting mine in that way that she has, along with the usual 
wave of warmth, I get the horrible feeling that ditching her now over this would hurt me more than ever 
before, this was just the start of her plans-for the good of us all, and me too, walking with me down the 
long dinginess halls she taking-she is in herdress uniform, she thought- movingfasterthan her mouth 
that was going far too fast also forme to grasp... 

Then lastly, she said- 'it's been a long time Grandma.' 

Looking around everyone goteerily quiet, then one of the men said. 

'It is time foryou to go now Emmah.' 

'But Emmah has nevertraveled with gold dust before has she to otherworlds.' Said one of 
the girls snakingly with her voice. 

'It's okay, just make sure you say were you going most clearly.' 

'Mow'd you get to school? One girl said to Emmah as she pooped into the hallway before 
their eyes- now in her homeland.' 


'Do I have homework?' Emmah asked. 



Look were seniors and just girls, and all we have to do is write a paper with less than 250 
words in them a week to have a 2nd-grade education-you know-you did not miss anything this week, as 
any week, it'sjustschool, where have you been? 

'I can't say...' 

'Oooohl'They all said. 

'Don'tfeel bad, Nevaeh was doing 'The Modern Curriculum Press Phonics Kindergarten book 
in 8th grade.' She whispered. 


rsj r\/ 


I ask, just as we reach the front gate where Haven is waiting, took the train as you, and 
walked and walked... to get here and nowits time to go already, are a week of getting caught up is over. 

'She rode the train- why there are much faster ways these days you know.' Said one of 
them... and unanimously all the othergirls agreed. 

Haven glances between us, she recently dyed- in her world to the ones that are alive to have 
a new rebirth, her bangs falling into her face, to make herself look Earthlier, to the ones that we re once 
justthat Earthing's. 'I kid you not, this is the last time I wantto start over. I would not have believed it 
either, but I saw it with my own eyes, she was classed as a girl forever-and nothing more but children, 
doing, thinking, and acting. 

We all watched her- like us, climb right off that big steamer train, with all the other freshmen, 
dorks, retards, and rejects who that were all like us, unlike Naddalin, have no otherchoice butto ride, 
rememberthose days.' 

She shakes her head, saying don't say it like that-think it doesn't say it even if true. That we 
may never see all of us in one place again. And one by one they were going with theirthree-man to keep 
them safe in there newyetold life. 

'And I was so shocked bythe sight of it- Naddalin with gradesaround herwithinthe school, I 
blinked a bunch of times just to make sure it was really her after all, were her best friends and all.' Casey 
Dodson, Crystal Gordon, and Andria Peters. 



Casey Dodson has green eyes; she has a heart's happed birthmark under her chin. Crystal 
Gordon has brown eyes-that you just can't help but fall in love with, like every boy around, yet she gets 
angry easily- like-on and off-about anything, and everything. Andria Peters, she has blue eyes, and scars 
on herwrist from cutting, it's a girl thing- had herheart broken too many times? Yetthere my best 
friendsat the end here in my world; or at least at this point in my life, like everything they come and go. 

And then, when I still wasn't convinced, I snapped a pic on my cell and sent it to Josh who 
confirmed it-1 was done with him, and really falling for Crystal Gordon, that has wavy brown hair down 
to the floor of length.' And thattoo has made Andria a little made, yet now she has her run at the game 
of having my old man, I don't want him anyways, boys are so immature! 

She holds it up for usto see, a pic of she and me, kissing. 

I glance at Naddalin, also in the photos of the past and think far too much, wondering what 
she could possibly- be up to- now far-far- away from me in her own little world, and that's when I notice 
she's ditched her usual cashmere sweater in place of a plain cotton tee - in this, and how her designer 
jeans have been replaced with no- name plain pockets-cut off to make short shorts-all fringy, her early 
look as she calls it, of being all WOMAN. 

Even the brown boots she's near- famous for have been swapped for girlie rubber lime green 

flip-flops. 


And even though she does not need any of that dash and flash to look as incredibly beautiful 
as the first day we met-the new low-key lookjust is not her-1 thought. She is notthe girl that I used to 
know-yet neitheram I, afterall, I am falling forCrystal. AndJoshtoo is now a reembraces of all things in 
my past, that my mind is squaring in shaking-trembling-temptations to hit the delete button too all and 
whip out over 7 years of my life as it was. Knowing the consecutive of my actions, I think not, I meanly I 
do notwhatto have to look in a crystal ball tofind my past like Naddalin, that is not spilled-with Neveah 
soul. 


'Or at least notthe girl- that I'm so-o used to, all the thoughts rushing.' 

I mean, while Naddalin is incontrovertibly smart, kind, loving, and generous- she's also more 


than a tad colorful and otiose at times, over the fact of her split to Nevaeh, and she was never the same- 
old girl she was when I liked her so much. 



Yet right now-1 can think about anything anymore-over the fact that Am's is standing next to 
me, and all it smells like hermany regrets, couch, and last night's lunch. 

'Dating is like a game of duck- duck goose, look at the one you want-get called out, run 
around chasing him or her, and then hopefully win the game- by getting in their spot before you tagged.' 
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Always worried about her clothes- her life and her girl too, her image in general-along with 
smarts, and the lack of them. Though Andria. 

Also, do not even try and pin her down on her exact date of birth, since for someone who 
chose to be immortal, she has a definite multi-layered hidden point of view about her age-to use she is 
always the same age of the youngteen girl. 

Nonetheless, even though I normally could not care less about the clothes she wears or her 
ride to school lookeither, when I lookat heragain, I get the horrible chink in my belly-an an unrelenting 
push, demanding my notice. 

A definite warningthat is merelythe beginning. That the sudden transformation goes way 
deeper than some cost-cutting, altruistic, environmentally conscious agenda. No, it has something to do 
with last night. Something about being haunted by her karma. Like she's convinced herself that giving up 
hermost prized possessionswill somehow balance it all out. 

'Shall we...?' 

Naddalin smiles at Crystal, grasping my hand the second the bell rings, all in a day of looking 
as if I am human- leading me away from Vella Johansen and Hallie Lima who'll spend the next three 
phasesof their time texting back and forth, trying to determine what's up with Naddalin. Thought 
Crystal, looking at them with disgust. 

I look at her, her gloved covering hand in mine as we heard down the hall, whispering, 
'What'sgoing on? What really happeningwith us-are we falling in love?' 

Three girls' hands and hand going down the sidewalk... the eyes never-ever stop looking, do 


they?She said. 



'I already told you.' she shrugs her hold body. 'I don't need it, I need you notthemso that is 
all the really matters to me anyway. It's an unnecessary sympathy, I no longer care to indulge.' 

'...Okay?' She whispered. 

'No hesitation very insufficient individuals comprehend the virtuously individual fauna of the 
marvel that we call love, or how it creates-so to speak, and accompanying sou I, distinct from the 
creature whom the world knows bythe same name,a being most of whose essential rudiments are 
consequentfrom ourselves.' 

She giggles, lookingat me smiling. But when I do not join in, she sinkers more and shakes her 
head and says, 'Don't look so serious. It's not a big deal. When I realized it's not something I need, I 
drove all the thoughts of what they thinkout and leftthem hopefully behind forgood.' 

'Desires are like snaps: in the attendance of the creature we love- unsexed in all, we take 
only noes, which we grow later, at home, when we have at our removal once more our inner dark room, 
the door of which it is strictly forbiddentoopen while othersare existing.' 

I press my lips together and stare straight ahead, wishing I could climb inside her mind - like I 
can with my othergirls- in time I well I thought- in time, and see the thoughts she keeps all to herself- 
deep, and what is lost in the deep sea she calls her still-beating heart-that is worm-like her body to the 
touch, get to the bottom of what the is really about-when I am cold and my heart has not made a sound 
in years- as if dead, and my hands to heralways as cold as ice- yetsomehow I look alive. 

Because not-with-standingthe way she looks at me, despite the dismissive shrug that she 
gives, nothing she's said makes the least bit of sense. Though Crystal, yet I am in love with her body. 

'Well, that'sfine and all, I mean, if that's whatyou needtodo, thengreat, have fun.' I shrug, 
fully swayed that it's not at all great, though knowing betterthan to say it out loud, I thought it was time 
to go home. 

'But just how are you planning to get around now that you've forsaken your ride? 

I mean, in case you haven't noticed, this is not back home where you can run around freely- 
with a girl- and kiss and hold hands and PDA as much as your pleas, you can't get anywhere without 
having a drive-its-self-car-cab-pass-either she thought, I should have kept it.' Yet See the source image 
'The GuardianTaxi's' cost... even if-you need one or not. 



She looks at me, amused by my surge of lighter- as I make the call with my thought of mind- 
for the car to come, which is not exactly the reaction- like- um-1 had planned on- yet- um- sure. 'What's 
wrongwith the bus? It'sfree.' 

'And gross... and goo-eee!' 

I gape, shaking my heard, hardly believing my ears-that when she is next to poor-she would 
not take something that is free. 'And since when do you worry about cost, missy- 'here $50- go." 

Thanks, you did not have to do that, yet but-forced sex heading into the 5 p.m. and night 
time is a thing on free bus... so, it's best if you have your own way home. 

'As some shallow, money-oriented, self- absorbed, buyer-driven slob?' She said yelling, 
teasingall mischievously;as I get into my nice worm clean self-driving mostly transparentglassand 
glowing in soft light- cab; her voice whims off- as the car speeds off down the road. 

Crystal- 'No!' I cry, shaking my heard and squeezingmy hand to the otherover topthe other. 
Hopingto convince myself eventhough, I did kinda mean it- not being mean yettruthful-she is now 
poverty. Only not in a bad way- like some around here-as she thinks-she is or something even- if-as 
you know. 


At one time, she had my old boyfriend appreciates the finerthings in life kind of thing, and 
less in my girlfriend's now she is the version of what I am looking for in that kind of way, even if a girl. 

'I just-' I squint, wishing I could be even half as eloquent as her, but still forging ahead when I 
say, 'I guess I just don't get it.' I shrug. 'And what's up with the gloves?' I raise her leather-clad hand to 
where we can see. 

'lsn'titobvious?'She shakes herheadand pulls me toward the door. 

But I just stay put, refusing to budge. Nothing is obvious... Nothing makes sense anymore. 

She pauses, hand on the knob, more than a little hurt when she says, 'I thought it was an 
acceptable resolution for now. But perhaps you'd prefer I not touch you at all?' 

Not at all! 


That's notwhat I intended! 
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(Back at the school) 

I Nevaeh-Switchingto telepathy I havea newgirl in my head named-Andria too youngto die 
as she did, the moment some classmates approach -1 see here there terrified of girls like us yet she faced 
death with no fear, reminding herhow hard it's been avoidingany and all skin-on-skin contactforthe 
last three days-with she is just so squeezable-cute. 

Fantasizing I had a cold when we both know we don't get sick, and other ridiculous 
avoidance techniques that left me feeling deeply ashamed -1 was wishing for the day when sickness was 
not a thing again. 

It's been torture, pure-and simple. To have a girlfriend so gorgeous, so sexy, so amazingly 
awesome-and to not be able to touch her- is the worst kind of agony. 

'I mean, I know we can't risk any accidental palm sweatexchange oranything like that, but 
still, don't you think it looks kind of odd, the world we live, and I fear sickness?' I whisper, the second 
we're alone again. 

'I don't care about that.' She gazes open, sincere, and fixed right on mine. 'I don't care what 
otherpeople think. I only care aboutyou.' 

She squeezes myfingersandopensthedoorwith hermind, leading me right past Leilani 
Ogle a second-yeargirl, and the othergirls as we head for our desks. 

Andeventhough I have not seen hersince Friday when she woke from Andria spell. I'm sure 
her hatred forme hasn't dampened a bit. It had to by Lily she would only be that one that could have, 
and the only one to be back with us. A new girl is yet tremendously powerful. 

But while I am fully braced for her usual ploy of dropping her bag in my path in an attempt to 
trip me-today she's too distracted byNaddalin's newlookto play that tired old game.She unhurried 
gaze traveling the length of her, from her head to hertoes, before startingall overagain. 

Nonetheless, just because she ignores me doesn't mean I can relax or trust that it's over. 
Because the truth is, it's neveroverwith when it comesto Nevaeh and Naddalin-and the evil they share 
within. 



Nevaeh has made that abundantly clear-that Naddalin will always be a part of her. If 
anything, she's more charged up and vicious than ever- makingthe little reprieve nothing more than the 
calm before the storm. As always with those two. 'Ignore her,' Naddalin whispers,scootingherdeskso 
close the edges practically overlap the new girls to the point of freaky creepy-eyes bulging even at her. 

Nevaeh- Besides even though I nod as though I am- relaxed, the truth is-1 can't- help but feel 
the way I did about her in the past. I still care for Naddalin, who is part of me - always, in a way, I am in 
love with myself. 

As much as I'd love to pretend, she's invisible-1 can'tdo it. 

She's in front of me nowand I'm completely obsessed with her. Peering into her thoughts, 
wantingto see what, if anything, happened between usfrom then and now. 

Since even though I know Naddalin's responsible forall of the flirting, and kissing, and 
cuddling, and changing of girlfriends a drop of a hat, I had no choice but to watch, to see-why. 

'Spell I tell you spells it has to be...'she whispered to the newgirl. 

Even though I know, that Naddalin was completely disadvantaged of free will-that doesn't 
change the fact- that it happened-that Naddalin's lips pressed against her while her hands roamed her 
skin. 


And even though I am pretty sure, it didn't go any furtherthan that, I'd still feel a heck of a 
lot betterif I could justget some evidence to backup my theory-1 said this also to Andria, who was 
batting herlower lip with her upperteeth. 

And despite how crazy, hurtful, and completely masochistic it is-1 won'tstop until her 
memory gives, and every last horrible, painful, excruciating detail is finally revealed. Thought Naddalin 
on Nevaeh. 

The new girl was just overhearing it all, I wonder if... If she was the one that got them back 
together. Yet all of us girl's pounder the same thoughts, about them, in the classroom. 

I'm just about to delve deeper, travel to the very core of her brain when Naddalin squeezes 
my hand and says, 'Eternally, happiness. Stop torturing yourself- let me in. I've already told you, there's 
nothing to see-she keeps pushing her transmission in her mind out.' 



I swallow hard, gaze fixed on the back of her head-that was showing a face of another- 
within-the face of evil- it was AVA, watching her gossip with Jewell and Mireille- this thing was rabid at 
me foaming at the mouth, barely listening as she adds, 'It didn't happen - as she blinked and rubbed her 
eyes. It's not what you think, said the new girl-1 can see it too you know-your just as rational as I.' 

'What is that-?' 

'...It'sjustthe Demons tryingto get out.' Said Andria. 

'I thoughtyou couldn't remember?' I turn, overcome with shame the instant I seethe pain in 
her eyes- in the front, I knew something bad has happened, as she looks at me and shakes her head like 
small trembles. 

'Justtrust me, seeingthis coming out of her is a good thing- 'I am chatting with it-' and she is 
really nice said Andria.'She sighs loudly. 'Or at leasttryingto.' 

'Please-don'tyou need to reportthis.' I inhale deeply, gazingat her, wishing I could, knowing 

I should. 


'Absolutely, and Constantly. First, you could not get over the past hundred years of my 
dating- now you want more even if possessed, and now you're obsessed with me, all last week, why?' 

She knits her brow and leans closer, voice urgent, coaxing, as she adds, 'I know that your 
feelings are extraordinarily hurt. Really, I do. But what's done is done. I can'tgo back; I can't change it. 
Naddalin'sdonetheon purpose-you can't let herwin.' 

I swallow hard, knowingshe's right. 

I'm acting ridiculous, irrational, allowing myself to veerway offtrack-by what I saw. 

Besides, Naddalin thinks, switching to telepathy now that our teacher, Mr. Perry, has arrived. 
You know it's meaningless, to fight this girl's- she said to us- in class. 

The only one I have ever loved is you. Isn't that enough? Yet her face was black and looking 
off in the distances. 

She brings hergloved thumb to my temple, gazing into my eyes as she shows me our history 
of all thingsenchanted, my many incarnations as a seeingall theyoungservantgirl in France-the time 



we spent- before-you to older, all daughtergorgeous girls reminded me of how lucky I really was... in 
my life letting her rememberherpastthat keeps getting whipped away by evil, it was nice to be back... 
in her mind she needs me and I need her, eyes wide, I gape, neverhavingseen that particular life 
before-that I was in, I think back, in class and wonder-who was the mind that I was really truly in, it was 
not wrong, it was not evil; it was sweet, young, and innocent. Nothing leading me to think, darkness was 
involved. 
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But she just smiles, gaze growing warmer as she then shows me the highlights of that time, a 
quick clip of the moment we nevermet, that I was sure of, yet she knew Nevaeh well- at a gallery 
openingin to with theirfirst kissjust outside, I was just out of the galleries, lost in her mind that reviled 
herface to me in my mind like looking back, for the glass- that very same night-1 know who she was. 

Presenting only the most drastic moments and sparing my death, which always, certainly, 
comesbefore we can progress-deeperand deeper in the mind of whatl thoughtwas an old friendand 
more. 


And after watching all of those beautiful moments unfold, of a young girl's life, she 
shamelessly loves her and laid bare to see-for me to recall, I gaze into her eyes, answering her question 
when I think: Of course, it's enough, to understand that she was the first true love - not me- not me. You 
have always been enough, I thought, just as she did. It had to be Lily. 

Then closing like a photo album in shame when I add: But am I enough for you - now? You 
wereenoughthen. 

To end acknowledging the truth- my fear that she'll soon tire of the gloved hand-holding, the 
telepathicembrace. 

Shethen nods, besidesseekoutthe realthing in a normal girl with safe DNA, hergloved 
fingers cupping my chin, her eyes still faded to the memories that were lost, as she wrinkles me into a 
mental embrace so warm, so safe, so comforting, all my fears slip away, letting me that Lily was back 
and mean no harm. That she to was not on our side. 



Responding the apology in nny gaze as she then and there leans forward, lips at my ear as she 


says, 'Good, its time you and I met. Now that that is settled, Naddalin... love me too I am also part of 
her.' 
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It was a legend thatthe castle is haunted by The White Lady-the younggirl fined of a 
winemaker, that was posseted by evil. 

He killed heron Earth in a small village called Ashville in Pennsylvania, and then took her soul 
and killed that too, her name was Ashlynn Donovan, for the young youthful blood. 

Why-to keep the Dark Lords powers strong along with the 4 girls, now in one or the Angel 
Oak wood barrel, that is in the distillery part of the castle in the lowest part of the basement, off-limits 
to all students, unless they wantto receive the most horrific pain that felt in this life... 

Winford Vanhorn, was a side lover, to the mothers- mother, and her name was also the same 
Miss. Ashlynn was left body and soul, and partly alive, to marinate-and age just like one of the spirits in 
the rotation, around her that is red, white, rose, it is also rumored, that all the ones that are part over 
her army have partaken into drinking the blood of this Ash angel of her sacrifice, pentagram-all hooded, 
in black. 


The dusty ash of her body in the cup-the cries of her memory in the liquid, making strength- 
to them in every sip, the power to take over the minds of anyone, they wish and linger without asking, 
to kill, within others, hidden behind a face that is nottheir own. a faceless army, of kids, taken over by 
death eaters. 

The girl is said to be hidden in one of the secretive rooms, even though the castle has been 
looked through many of a time, neverto be found, and was made to hersprit's requests- and foralways 
and ever added on too- or her hex would- take overall the students minds, and drive them to madness. 

This is why-there are passages-waysthat lead to nowhere, and doors to drop-off's, and 
staircases that have deadened, it was all done in the thoughts of the ghost, portholes to the other side... 
The corridor made in memory is now why we have ASH-angels. 

As we all know there are seven parts to the castle, classroomsfor each study have their own 


type of students. 



1. The Ashlynn corridor- forthe fallen angels, wings and flight. 


(House colors-Gray and Red.) Two white flying horses, with wings, spread. Paper- 
smoldering-falling ashes, ink quill with a nib, next to its well. The sun above. Armed, and showing the 
strength of a strong girl, body, mind and, soul. 

2. The Natalie Hall- students have studied in telepathy. Telekinesis wizardry, magical studies. 

(Blue and White) Naddalin passage's-the understandings of students wanting to know about 
time travel. Portholes, card reading, astrology- understanding of stars in and out ofthe magical world, 
wound law. insignia is a keystone, railroad spike, the 3 X|X|Xforthe number of the magical railway- the 
underworld marking of hells purgatory, that she saved single-handedly, a crescent moon and a hanging 
star with a long tale, a key with its hole-glowing, on the otherside one barley wheat. 

3. Emmah's chambers-crystals ball readingand foreseeing in the darkness, predictions. (Was 
Anderson chambers, yet-just last year renamed, over dark times.) (Purple, and Cream) insignia shield, 
with two nude angels one with black wings, holding a crystal ball, and one with white holding a lily, and 

a dagger between showing loss of sight. 

4. AmselTowers- the ten tallest towers in this world- students for demon's studies- wisdom¬ 
understanding- dark faith, witches, hermits all things dark arts- and trickery. (Orange and Cream) 
insignia flaming tower, fools falling from it in a crest of arms with a black Baird. (Name keep reminding 
that evil is always the easy the option to take.) There is a fearto change it with us all. 

5. McDermmit-sleepingquartersfor girls- up in the highest turrets, (Plaid-Aqua and Cream) 
meaning rest and the importance of deep sleep- understanding, love, hope, compassion, timeworn, 
insignia hourglass the tree of hope, falling leaves, in yellow, showing change and death, is to come to all. 
hands held outwith a dove,a clock, the hands oftime moving backward, all times isjusta theory. All 
things- Death. 

6. Barns Library studies-Cherubto Young Lady's to becomingGod's understandings, was 
every story of every girl in the school is magically written and made into books of their life. Also, 
assignments to other world linger within girls, to recruit. Studies of life, before- death, after, and beyond. 
Looking out for friends, and not always yourself, makingyour story change, to make another better-or 
keepgoing. (Red and Cream.) 



7. Skoufyceol-forJacqui Skoufyceol, to lock herself out of death of blaze-and the havens of 
paradise-to think backward-and question everythingforhertime-in the 1770's, and not have 
happiness- to move on, the castle as a hole- named after her for being the first 14-year-old girl to ever 
become one of us a fallen angel, that had the vision to make a place for loners, misfits, and dreamers. 
(Green, and Cream) mascots fallen angle-the same as on Nevaeh's head. 
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(Twoyears has passed) 

As I make my way toward history class. I'm wondering which will be worse-seeing Naddalin 
or Mr. Walsh? 

Forthe reason that while I haven'tseenorspokentoeitherofthemsince last Friday when 
my whole world fell apart- there's no doubt, I left them both on a pretty strange note. 

My last contact with Walsh consisting of me going all sentimental and not only confiding my 
psychic powers-which is something, I never do- nonetheless also encouraging herto date my Aunt and 
ankle- which is something I'm seriously beginningto regret. I have tried to forgetthem altogether. 

And as awful as that was, it's only rivaled by my last moments with Naddalin - past days, all 
playing in my head, overand over, when I aimed my hand at hernavel, determined notjustto kill her- 
child within, yetthat was the thoughts, butto destroy hercompletely. 

I am not a murderer, thought Nevaeh, yet it was myjobto do to keepthis unborn child, as a 
cherub's angels, the best part of this was howto explain how this all happened, all supernatural. 

And I would have too-exceptforthe fact that I totally choked, and she got away-with having 
the baby- in this world that would age- and become the next in having parts of both of us within her- 
nowthree parts of a whole. 

Therefore, she had to stay-trapped young... I was not razing a pug, for with slaughter, with a 
sputter scatterbrained mind, that going to see things that are beyond hercontrol. 

And even though in retrospectthat worked outfor the best, I'm still so angry with her-of 
whenthis happened, who's to say I won'ttry again? 



Then this child, I know was a rebirth of one of the other girls, all now to get back into both 
Naddalin and my head and take over control. That is why we named her Alyson. 

I will neveradd baby killer to my list of things theysay I am, this child this sweet baby girl, 
she's immortal anyway, so why kill her, if the part of me, and part of her-1 thought, killing at this point is 
somethingl don'tdo any longer.Said Nevaeh. 

But the truth is, I know I wantto try again. I want so much to be a mother, all overagain, and 
I thought maybe-just maybe, I can raise this one right, and maybe, I can keep herfrom killing me, 
someday, yet wishful thin king. 

Besides not just because Naddalin spentthe whole of English class telepathically lecturing me 
on how revenge is neverthe answer, how karma is the one and only true justice system- and letit play 
out and do nothing, and plenty more blah- blah- blah- like that- but mostly because it's not right, to kill 
somethingthatwas made from love. 

Even though Naddalin tricked me in the very worst way, leaving me absolutely no reason to 
evertrustthe child again-1 still don't have the right to kill heroverit. 

'All the monarch butterfly is nowflying back home again. Just like all the minds, the 
rememberthe programming.' 

'They are just like us-you know, you- and me them to, programmed fabricated lives- before 
and after, in memories of our past, passed to down to the next, of fallen almost satanic retrials, of 
worship, all overspittingthe mind, taking the soul, and lingering within the body, just like the butterfly, 
it's all about being part dissociation, all pasted in DNA.' 

Oh yes, the cursed typewriter, that makesthem all the story of life-in the books of sh-h, that 
write the storiesthat you don't wanna write,foryourself or anyone else, it is going and makesyou live 
exactly what the typewriter does automatically, because of the heck that's on it, it makes the story in 
which a person has to follow in the afterlife. Untitled- until monarchs into someone's life, injected into 
the mind like clever programming. The butterfly-just like the paperflutteraroundthetypewriter,all 
too familiar. 



Just like we are programming this child oneway, andtheyare fighting just as hard to spit her 
mind to take it overin anotherand so thattheyare gettinginto ours and reprogramingthat-too. Said 
Nevaeh. 


The monarch of us... and the satanic of them for sacrifice. 

'Madnessl'Said Naddalin. 

'You knowthey'regoingto kill herwhenshebecomesoftheageof 14?' 

Yes, I know... yet, let's enjoy this life well we have her. 

It won't solve my problem, about seeing an innocent child a young teenager being killed in 12 
years sickens me,yetthat has always been my hex of living life, I should be used to it, by now-and I 
have learned to except, the fact. 

Love or no love at this point, will not change a thing. 

Even though this awful, evil, and everything that adds up to bad it the way of life in our world, 
I still don't have the right to choose the one that is picked for this- and you are sure to know that this 
was rigged so it would be Alyson... 

(Two more years have passed) 

'...Remembertofollowthe butterflies, there just like me!'was the first wordsshe said to me. 

She slithers up beside me, all blond tousled hair, water's edge blue eyes, and shiny white 
teeth relaxed stretching herstrong, tanned arm across the classroom door, barring me from getting 
inside- her mind to hope for the best when she starts schooling. I thought if, in her mind, I could stop 
herfrom the darkness that could come. 

And that's all it takes. 

But I won't... even if... even if... 

I promised Naddalin, that this child could start school here with us- like the rest, I could get 
her safely to and from class without resorting to that. If I oversee her, yet odd, to all the others, surely. 


Yet I remembermy home and school life was the same and I turned okay... 



(Flash Back) 


'I was called a p*ssy by them-the girls, my hometown, and even by the parents, yet p*ssy 
smalls a lot betterthana*s holel'Thinkaboutthat... right. 

(Cut) 

Chiaz Naztherth-lask, why...?lam even here? 

I was asked in an interview, that I wasforced into, if anything has changed with me overthe 
years, now that 200 years have passed, for my natural life; and I would say- to you and the world that 
knows me as the lovesick boy from a small town that did not matter-the boyfriend of the girl that made 
and changed whatwe think of as a world, the celebrity. I still love her, I still hold on to herpanties and 
keep them on my chest every night, a reminder of her, and the girl I once knew, before mind control. 

That is love the unmanned cameras zoom in for a close up to his face showing pain, 
somethingthat little of them feel now in a drugged induced world, of highs, and deep lows. 

What is it that you are doing now with her- 'Now I am lingering as a lost soul in the coal 
mines, looking for lives to take back with me too, yet I am not the hero- nor- do I want to be, in a way I 
oversee life in the small town- keepingthe memories of the past alive- it's all I can do-with thoughts of 
mind have been so narrowed.' 

'Fabricated and medicated, is all these worlds are.' Fie said in a whisper. 

(Yet none of that really matters now, I have found love, with another man, to kill the pain of 
long nights.) 

No woman would want me now, he thought quietly in his mind. 

Not even, Fiona, thegirl red hairwould staywith me, for life, not even with a ring. Millia 
turned too- being a she-boy- or identified as such, would have turned on me all because of her. Ashenria 
also... to most in this world mutated. Lieissah, maybe my only home yet she is now in another world. Yet 
she was just a little girl the last time, that I saw her... Yet, I feel it may be-time, to move on. Away from 
all this. Fie thought in a whisper in his mind-for all to hear in there's all too loudly. I have requested 
lingering's in the mind of this girl, yeti was denied, by the God of this world, nonetheless. She has 
ruined me! 



'So, tell me, ever-so, how was your weekend? It was asked. 


Did you and Naddalin enjoy a nice reunion? Katharina Arrington, a young new girl that, end 
life far too fast just like her hero. 

'Was she now able to survive you-by chance, and send you back home?' 

'No, the girl said, and I really don't want to. funny isn't it, I have changed now too, and 
nothing is the same.' 

I clench my fists by my sides-and think girl your throwing so much away, education, a man... 
and the dream of being more, and going onward, visualization how she'd look like nothing more than a 
heap of designerclothesand a pile of dust; where she left her cold and dying world. I did not have to 
wonder at all looking back at my life- in a ripping daydream of pain-and now I will take her'stoo, 
despite the vow of nonaggression I took- for all, I will keep. 

She then nods, gazes fixed on mine, lowering her voice to a soft whisper as she adds, 'Not to 
worrythough, you won't be alonefor long, I am sure I will just be a farmemoryforyouto have 
someday.' 


I knew she did not mean anything by that also, yet it was getting under my thick skin-over 
the fact it was so true. 

I will takethe place of yoursoul, in your wake,foryourmom and dad, in the lingering over 
the casket; once the propermourning period ends- I'll be right back foryou. I'll be happy to step in and 
fill up the void of her-your mom's loss, after all, she was the only one to understand.' Said Nevaeh. 

I focuson my breath, keepingitslow and steady asl take in the strong, tan, musculararm 
blocking my path-as I ghost myself in this girl's dead body lying there... this man was big no wonder she 
was so afraid of him, fear- is everythingto why-with girl like us, and why we're here. 

'Hell, even if you did manage to hold back and keep heralive, all you have to do is say the 
wordsyou doto her-and no you have grief, her mothersaid- 'I'm right byyour side' she said to this 
dead girl.' and I think yeah, yeah, yeah same old story, then only care about you when you're dead. 



Some even grin at me like her- looking into their faces- like a ghost of the past- knowingfar 
more than they well ever, eyes grazing over me in the most intimate way. like some have lost their very 
last friend. 


'But no need to answer too quickly or commit yourself yet. to the fact, she is gone forever. 
Take as long as you like-1 thought I have nothing planned; your pain is much more important than mine 
For the reason that, continuously, I assure you, unlike Naddalin, I am a woman who can't wait, too long 
anymore, it is like that part of me is broken. Besides, it's justa matter of time before you come looking 
for me anyway.' 

'There'sonly one thing I want from you.' He said, to find happiness, in your new world, 
whereverthatis...' 

I narrow mygaze-the eyes withinthe closed ones until everythingsurrounding us blurs. 
Hoping for it all to be over, as soon as possible. I never like these things when I was alive, yet hundreds 
of years later, I am still forced into going to them. 

'And that's for you to leave me alone.' the feeling I give off to some is to leave me alone, 
mind like it is on new heartbeat now rising to mycheeks, within her body as I now lock a gaze that 
deepenstoaleer,and some eventhinkthey can see my eyes within hersopen,in an evil way. 

-And- 

'Afraid not, darling, she died.' 

The mother of this 17-year-old girl- She laughs some to herself as if it is not real, looking me 
overand shakingher head in disbelief. 

'Trust me, you want way more than that. But not to worry, it's like I said. I'll wait for as long 
as it takes, until it gets into your head she's not coming back or home, she is gone forever. 

It's Naddalin I'm worried about, at this very moment-sometimes, I wonder if I am the right 
womanforthisjob.Orif I should just give it all up, to be with her. 

'And you should worry too- not for the dead but the living.' From what I saw those last 


hundred years, she's an impatient woman and will become one, I will see to that. 



'A bit hedonist really-1 thought. Didn't wait for much of anything so far as I could tell, you 
just might have a long weight.' 
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I- Emmah am now back, swallow hard and strive to keep calm, reminding myself not to fall 
for her bait. Naddalin has a knack for locating my weakness, my psychological strength so to speak, and 
pretty much lives to exploit it. 

'Don't get me wrong, she's always been one to keep up entrances-wearingthe armbands 
that are back and white stripes, appearing inconsolable at the wake-buttrust me. Ever, the moss hadn't 
time to adhere to hershoe before she was back on the lurk. 

Looking to drown hersorrows in whateverorshould I say whomever-her could. And even 
though you prefer not to believe it, take it from someone who's been there all along. Naddalin waits for 
no one. And she certainly neverwaited foryou.' 

I take a deep breath, filling my head with words, music, mathematical equations stretching 
far beyond my skills, anything to drown out the words that are like prudently honed arrows aimed 
straight for my heart. 

'Yep.' 

'Saw it with my own eyes, I did!' 

Smiling as she slips into a thick cockney pronunciation and backs out again. 

'Haven saw it too. 

It like- broke her poorheart, even if it has not beaten in years, just like ours. 

Willing to take her back no matter where she'd been, no questions asked. 

Along with Emmah who was always like our baby girl, once more all was right with the world 
if only for a little while. 

Though, unlike me-and. I'm afraid, quite unlike you haven't loved was unconditional, Emmah 
too and also mine back. Which, let'sface it, is somethingyou'd neverdo- right if you are like us.' 



'That's not true!' I cry, voice hoarse, and very dry, as though it's the first time, that I've used 
it all day- it was so bad. 

'I've had Naddalin since the moment we met-l-' I stop, knowing I should not have started. It 
is useless to engage in the fight. 

'Sorry, darlin', but you're wrong. You have never-ever had Naddalin at all. A pure kiss here, a 
bit of sweaty hand-holdingthere-' She shrugs, gaze contemptuously. 

'Totally, forever, you think some pathetic attempts at second base can satisfy an avaricious, 
self-absorbed, self-indulgent bloke like her? Forfour hundred years no less?' 

I- Neveah swallow hard, forcing a calm I don't own when I say, 'That's a lot further than you 
evergot with Haven.' Nowyourtaking in the new 17-year-old girl too, this is not love- pervert, it is you 
laying down for anyone- in more ways than one. 

'No thanks to you,' she spits, harsh gaze on mine. 'But, it's like I said. I'm a man who can wait.' 

'Naddalin is not.' 

She shakes herhead. 

'Shame you're so-ostrongminded to play hard to get, now you're playing with Katharinagirl 

too. 


You and I are a lot more alike than you think, overthe fact I want hertoo. Both of us pining 
after someone we'll never truly have- it's all the same, you and I are the same girl, like twin Gemini's.' 

'I could-' I suck in my breath, not wanting her to knowwhatonly Naddalin and I know-that 
where are both falling to her in mad love, that targeting an immortal's weakest chakra, one of the 
body's seven energy centers, is the quickest way to obliterate them. 


('Yet maybe this is why- we both of us love the same girl, two minds split that both need the 
same thing; to make the mind hole again? It was a question both of our minds shared at the same-every 
time, like clocks meeting hands- hitting a moment of a day, that will not happen again - and time being 
nothing more than theoretical- unimaginatively- honorificabilitudinitatibus, and wing of a pendulum-like 



subdermatoglyphic unwinding in the mind, just eve r-so-like weighted chains, of the movements with in- 
in sesquipedalianism with the cloth of time itself, lost in a chime and ringing, times slowed-to us both 
over her, for that moment of realization and cognizance. Now both breathless of inhaling had harsh dust 
in- pneumonoultramicroscopicsilicovolcanoconiosis, over the fact of utter love, a nd loss, confabulated 
by dust itself, wrong but right we longed for just one more kiss, a kiss that would linger, full of lust, hope, 
and desire, a deficient need, unfulfilled- craving, desire, excitement, fervor, greed screaming hunger, 
libido, thumping hammering within like the chimes of the clock, and the kiss, making the sounds, 
longing- sensuality, the kiss gives more thirst, of animalism of yetanothertime, where the kiss was 
something newly invented, in the eyes grow black and wide, like the daylight and time, bartered into the 
minds of the first man and woman. A zoning aphrodisia, absent appetence. A most upheld appetence 
with avidity, carnality bankruptingthe mind time, and hands of the cloth that it is, within the kiss she 
would give, and the long for more- more just like the time, at the moment where there was no pain - and 
lost in the dream of you therapy, appetence with avidity and cooked along with deprived, disappointing 
when ending, failing to emptiness of the gone and missing needing, omitted with the appetence of her 
face living mine, like the dark shadows, of her lines of torso's moving away, like the light of day taking 
what the darkness stole; the light is coming to take away the darkness yet, the light gives pain, of yet a 
new day; itching with eroticism for more time in the night to be lost in dreamland, or her mind. Carnality 
with its avidity, and total-the urge of wantonness, yet comes over and over with body weakness, yet the 
yen is more than fatigue, the appetition more than lasciviousness, of an end, never-ending. Back in with 
concupiscence lewd ness, without the covering, covetousness cupidity eroticism, we both have her in the 
same night, at the same time, at the same moments lost to time, and the remembrance of it altogether. 
Lewdnesscame and come with moments of lechery, licentiousness, sensualism scant and short shyness 
fading way like the night, moving into sunrise early day, away, in bereft burned out, into the light like 
the face of the clock, like the face of the girl we ever-so in love with, cut off defective devoid 
salaciousness prurience and pruriency. Faulty salacity, with much sensualism and destitute, faulty we all 
say this that temptation of sin is more than time itself, half-baked and imperfect sin is not a thing any 
longer, in the minds not all linked togetherthree as one, and thumping like one heartbeat, in default, so 
much affection, appreciation, devotion with lasting freeness with forgive ness of emotion, fondness for 
the othergirl or woman, more than friendship yet in the end friendship it is like the hand that is time to 
us, always there, and lasting foreverand most continually. The infatuation lust along with its passion 
gives us the highest respect and taste, with its tenderness, with its yearning, with its adulation, and 
allegiance, and its amity. Amour is everythingthatis, amorousness and ardor, to mind and still hearts 



attachment by the mind not only; case and cherishing the crush for delight, in the hopes of devotedness, 
and enchantment is everythingthat is enjoyment in cold dying world, the fervorof warmth needed. 
Uncountably fidelity cold life afterlife, andtime aftertime, flame needed, like colors, like harmonies, like 
a religion hankering, idolatry- in doing what has been instilled; inclination piety with much involvement, 
like partiality piety with a question of why-within. Zeal is lust, like worship, of an idol the eve r-so wrong. 
Relishing in rapture with its regards of se ntiment and weakness worship is love all, not just the norm. 
Mad fora soft spot and ardency, incomplete, inferior, less-and minus. Questions of not good enough, 
not up to par, patchy and then pour off all types, sketchy- and scanty scarce. No longer do we fee I after 
the covering of night, andtime, with us- now beingthree in one, substandard, too little too late, or 
unsound. No longer defective are we feeling in this world, with its time that draws out, erroneous to 
those that don't matter, even if. False along with feelings of faulty with its hated feelings of them 
making us feel eve r-so flawed, the girl or woman feeling fragile over the fact that she should, illogical 
overshe has no brain or place... inaccurate overa voice that is not as strong; incorrect and insane of 
saying I feelthatyour wrongand not I. Unsubstantial and unwellin the head, is wrongto say forthe 
weak and wobbly over insecure and shaky unbalanced, always unhealthythey say and unreliable, and 
unsafe we are... unstable along with ailing crazed and dangerous, decrepit, and delicate demented, for 
hope love and change. Invalid lunatic no more, with the love for love, time, and the world even if cold to 
us. All these thoughts end with losses in the dream of a time in the darknessof them-with love, that is 
love.') 


Katharina- 'I could kill you right now,' I whisper, voice shaky, hands trembling, even though I 
promised Naddalin I wouldn't do them, even though I know better. 

'Slug me in my sacral center, perhaps?' 

'You could what?' Shesmilesat me,faces impendingso close her breath of air movement 
chills my cheek. 

I- myself gape, wondering where she could've possibly-erudite that. 

Nonetheless,shejustgiggles,shakingherheadsaying, 'Don'tforget, love, Naddalin was 


undermy spelltotally. 



Which means she told me everything, answered every question I am asked-includingagood 
bit about you.' 

She got me... right, where it counts. And don'tthinkshe doesn't know it. 

I stand there, refusingto react, figured out to appear composed, unruffled-but it'stoo late. 
'No worries, love. 'I'm having far too much fun watching you squirm to attempt something 

like that. 

The just a moment later- 'I've no plans to go after you-she said.' 

Besides, it won't be long 'til you're squirming beneath me. 

Or even on top of me. Either will do.' she laughs, her eyes on mine, gazing at me in a way so 
knowing, so intimate, so deep, my stomach can't help but have. 

'I'll leave the details to you. But no matterhowmuch you may want to; you won'tgo after 

me either. 


Mostly because-1 do have what you want. The cure to the antidote for what you suffer-from. 
I assureyouof that, said Naddalin. 

You're just going to have to find a way to earn it, she also said. You're justgoing to have to 
show me how bad you want it.' 

I- Katharinagape, dry-mouthed and slack-jawed, remembering last Friday when Naddalin 
claimed the very same thing, to me saying that she likes owned me, and in a way, I am okay with that. 

So-0 distracted by Naddalin awakening-1 forgot all about it until now- to have it type down 
as anotherchapterin the bookof my life. 

I- Nevaeh press my lips togetheras my gaze meets heirs... awe- my hope rising for the first 
time in days. 

So, knowing it's just a matter of time until the antidote is mine. I just need to find a way to 
get it from her. 


'Oh, look at that.' She grins; 'Seems you forgot all about our date with destiny.' 
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She lifts her arm and I start to plowthrough, then she lowers it just as quickly, laughing as 
she locks me in place. 'Deep breaths,' hercoos, lips... 

Thenshe lifts herarm and I start to plowthrough, then she lowers it just as quickly, laughing 
as she locks me in place. 

'Deep breaths- if you could call them that even if we don't breathe,' she coos, lips grazing the 
edge of my ear, fingers sliding overmy shoulder, leaving an icy cold wake in their path. 

'No need to panic, I thought. No need to get all spazzed out o'er. 

I'm sure that between us, we can come to some sort of mutual agreement, with this girl that 
we both are wearing-out, with are clingy love- and find a wayto worksomethingout.' 

I narrow my gaze, disgusted by the price thatshe'ssetwhen in my mind and now the girls 
too, words slow yet once more, and darkness is coming- days short- and time long, and cautious when I 
say, 'Nothing you could ever say or do could convince me not sleep with you-and her alike!'just as she 
opens the door, allowing the entire class to overhear. 

'Whoa-oh' Naddalin smiles, hands raised in pretend admission of defeat as she backs into the 

room. 


She will throw her head back and laughs, allowing her creepy ouroboric-emblem of 
whole ness or infinity an angel mark just- like a tattoo to flash in and out of view-on her upper part of 
herhead. 


'I mean, notto disappointyou, darlin', but if it's a good shag I'm after, virgins aboutthe last 
place I'd looki' 

Katharina-1 storm toward my desk- like the good little girl that I am innocentand sweet, 
cheeks burning-knowthat I am that girl that is no longerthat girl, gaze fixed on the floor, spendingthe 
nextforty minutes cringing as my classmates burst into hysterics every time Naddalin directs a 
disgusting wet smooch sound my way, despite numerous attempts to quiet them the other girl in my 
class down. I was the only thing on their mind and not the studies. Not even magic could keep them off 


me... 



-And- 


The momentthe bell rings, I make a run forthe door-justto be barricaded by a bunch of 
girls- wanting all the gross details. 

Frantic to get to Naddalin before Naddalin can be convinced Naddalin will push her too far 
and she'llsnap-an act neitherof us can afford nowthat Naddalin holds the key. 

Nonetheless-just as I turn the knob I hear, 'every word... every minute forever...' I am 
mocked with laughter trailing behind me as I turn toward them all to see what she wants, by this- it was 
all going over her head-yetwhy not me? 

I pause, classmates piling up behind me and even pulling at my skirt, I was ever-so-eagerto 
gettothe hall, where they canfollow Naddalin's lead, and not mine. Like-taunt me some more than me 
at the moment, and she seems notto care- like I do. 

'I did it,' she smiles, posture stiff, voice anxious, but still eagerfor me to know. What'sthat I 
asked nervously. 

I shift uncomfortably, moving my bag from one shoulderto the next, wishing I'd taken the 
time to learn remote viewingso, I could keep an eye on the lunch tables and ensure Naddalin sticks to 
the plan. 


'I approached her. Just like you told me to.' She nods. 

I squintsome, returning my focusto her, gut-churning I felt it was, as I begin to grasp the 
whole thing. I saw her the next day- it was morning one day had passed. 

We even talked for a while, and- she shrugs, gazes drifting away, obviously still very taken by 
the events of the others-yet she said to me notto care what others think, care about me and me only. 

I stand before her, breathless-feeling, knowing I must stop it- this feeling, whatever it takes 
before it getsoutof hand-and she'sin myheadtoo much. 

'She is nice to me, I thought, just like the other one too. In fact, I probably-should n't tell you 


but we're havingdinnertonight, I said to my girlfriendsthat understand.'And you were right, I said to 
them.' 



I- myself nod,shell-shockedandfeelingever-sonumb,the words glancingoverme as I peer 
into her energy and watch it unfold in her head: glowing and pulsating, eyes rolling back into my head 
and turn bright white to all that could see them. 

She is standing in the line of the cafeteria massive hall with all its stain glass windows and 
gothicfeelof a castle, minding herown business until Nevaehapproaches-causinghertoturn and grant 
hera smile that's- shamefully flirtatious! 

Exceptthat there's no shame at all. Those two couldn't be happier. At least not on Naddalin's 
part. NorNevaehforthat mattereither. No, the shame is all mine. 

'This cannot be happing.' Thought Katharina. 

Fortoo many reasonsto mentionthe dinnercan nevertake place soon enough. One of them 
being that she is not just my girlfriend, but my guardian angel too, my caretaker, my only everything in 
this whole entire world! Its possibly- even more urgent reason is the fact that thanks to my pathetic, 
maudlin, overly sentimental, ill-advised moment of weakness last Friday, and another, Nevaeh knows 
I'm psychic while she does not! 

I've gone to great lengths to keep my secretfrom her,and there'snowayl'm going to be out 
by my love-struck history teacherof enchanted-1 want Naddalin more. 

But then again-just as I'm about to tell her that she absolutely cannot, under any 
circumstances whatsoever, take my loverto dinnerand reveal any information I might've accidentally 
admitted during a weak moment when I was sure I'd never see her again-when back in the past life that 
is- and now I have old friendsthat I have not seen 'till now, she clears herthroat and says, as I look at 
my past loved ones that have passed before me - before me at that moment, that ended up both high 
and low, before judgmentday... 

'Anyway, you should get to lunch before it's too late. I didn't mean to keep you the long; I 
just thought you would like to see them all before we move on- pick now if- and how- and what, after all, 
theyare yourpast family.' 

'... Remember you have the right to see any of them at any time.' 


'Oh, no, it's okay,' I say. 'I just-' and her voice trails off into nothing but soft murmurs. 



I can feel it. 


The time is different. 

But she doesn't let me finish. Pulls me out the door as she then waves me away, saying, 'Go 
on now. To find your friends. I just thought I should thank you, that's all.' 

'No, no- need too, go on.' 

The last thing my Great-Grandmothersaid to me is that I had a 'Desire to Burn,' I guess that 
is true, and at some time, I am sure-1 will. 

My Great-Granddad is here over he had to kill men-way on way back when-when he was 
like a pirate- or something like that, to live on man had to kill the otherand eat them, when he was lost 
at sea-when their ship capsized, for days, he was the second from the last, he too was killed by a the 
same gun that was passed around, by being the unlike draw of a straw- in a lifeboat. Queen Andree 
Loera was the name of the ship, or so I was told. 

When I get to the lunch table, I sit beside Naddalin, relieved to find everything as normal as 
any other day. Naddalin's gloved hand squeezing my knee as I quickly scan the campus, looking for 
Nevaeh as she thinks: she's gone, as do I. Gone...? I gape, hoping she means gone as in not around - not 
lost to the world forever, as opposed to going as in a pile of dust. 

Nonetheless, Naddalinjust laughs, thesmooth melodious sound reverberatingfrom herhead 
to mine. Not annihilated. I assure you. Just-absent-that'sall. Drove off a few minutes ago with some guy 
I've never-ever seen before-that she said was an old flame. An old love, or something. 

Did she try to tell you? 

Did you talk... at all aboutthis beforehand? 

-And- 

Shejust left with him? 

Naddalin shakes herhead, hereyes peeringinto mine as I add: Good. 

Since we can't afford to go after her like no matterwhatl She has the find herself and 


remembersallthings pasti 



'I know whom the man was, I bet you, it was him.' Said a girl named Jo-Anna far off in the 


room. 


She admitted it, does she not! 

Which means all we must do now is find a way to- constantly. She frowns... You can't believe 

her! 


This is what Naddalin does. She lies and manipulates everyone around her, to believe. 'She is 
not gone...'You must stay away from her- most of the other girls were saying, she's using you-she can't 
be trusted-1 just shake my head, throw my head back and giggle like some foolish. 
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(Oneyearhas passed) 

You're the same, yet not. 

And I need foryou to feel it too. 

You and Naddalin have made it just fine without me. 

I could see that then;you didn'tneed me. 

So-o, she's not lying- seriously-said- it's the truth, not evenfinishingthe thought before 
Haven leans forward, saying- 'glad your back.' 

Her longing eyes darting between us as she says, 'Okay, that's it, you have found happiness 
and peace and yourself- right?' 

Haven- 'You have regained all your memories.' 

'Justwhatthe heck is going on here?' Said Katharina. 

'Seriously, enough already.' Said Nevaeh. 

I turn, noticing how herfriendly light pink aura beams in such sudden sharp contrastto the 
deliberate harshness of herall-black wings-that were starting tospread out- in frustration. 



Knowing she means no unfriendly will though she's definitely- disturbed by us- as so many 
personalquestions. 

'Totally, completely, and entirely- It's like you guys have some- kind of like- a creepy way of 
communicating, it was like Naddalin already knew. 

'That's because she does.' 

Like twin speaksorsomething-yetall in the head. 

'Like time apart makes you two even closer.' 

Only yours is silent. And eerier-said Nevaeh-totheiryoungermuse. 

Nevaeh-1 shrug and sit therewith my lunch, going through the motions of unwrapping a 
sandwich- pre-made, I've no plans to eat it by the looks of it, turn my belly more, yet one bit or two is 
what I need to survive; figured out to hide just how alarmed her questioning has made me feel. 

Knocking my knee against Naddalin's, telepathically urging herto step in and handle the 
since I've no idea whatto say. 

'Don't pretend it's not happening.' Her eyes narrow in suspicion-to everything I've said. 'I've 
been watchingyou guys fora while now, and it's really starting to creep me out.' Said, Katharina. 

'What'screepingyou out? ...Us?' 

She gazes up from her sandwich, but only fora moment before she's back to again looking as 
if it could creep off hertray. 

'Look it's really snowing hard outside, she said now looking out that arched window that was 
steamed with heavy fog.' 

'Those two, have always been like this.' Said Emmah who had justsat down beside them, 
ignoring all their personalspace. 

She points a- black painted nail with a chunk of pinkfrosting stuckto its tip- from her 
cupcake. 'I swear, they get stranger every day- in finding their remembrances of all things past.' 


Naddalin nods, setting down in-between, them alias she takes a moment to look us over. 



'Yeah, I've been meaningto mention that. You guys are so weird.' She laughs. 


'Oh,and the whole glove thing- really?'She shakes herhead and purses herlips. Showingher 
hand looking all cracked with fishers and red. 'So not working for you, I said jokingly.' 

Havenfrownsat us,annoyed bymyjokewhenshe'stryingtobe grave. 

'Laugh all you want- at them, we understand we need them,' she says, gaze steady, 
unwavering, abiding, determined, and enduring. 

'But something's up with those two, I Just know it. I may not know what or why, but I'll figure 
it out- in time. I'll find the underlying cause of it- I assure you. You'll see-you'll see-1 will.' 

-And- 

I'mjust aboutto speakwhen Naddalin shakes herhead and swirls herblue drink-that was 
making a foggy mist of it, leaning toward Haven as she says, 'Don't waste your time. It's not as dire or 
evil, malevolent, mischievous, ominous, perverse, threatening, and adverse as you think.' 

She then smiles, glaring with gunning- look and ogling with somewhat of a peek than a gaze 
that wasfixed on me. 

'We're exercise, hone, prepare to rehearse, and practicing telepathy powers of mind-reading, 

that'sall.' 


'Attemptingto read each other's minds in place of talking all the time.' 

'So, we stop gettingin trouble in class overit took over the face we take overeach other's 
bodies and movementstooattimes, a real headache forthe professors.' 

She snorts, causing me to squeeze my sandwich so hard the mayonnaise oozes out and 
squirts grossly out the backside- like a pus-e pimple. 

Gapingat mysignificant otherwho is just arbitrarily decidedto breakour numberone rule- 
do nottell anyone who weareorwhat we can do! 

This is something we worked hard to do, looking within the library in the restricted section of 


dark magic. 



Calming only slightly when Haven rolls her eyes and says, 'Please. I'm notan idiot, I know 


whatyou to are upto and doing.' 

'Wasn't implying you were.' Naddalin smiles. 'It'squite real, I assure you. Would you like to 

try?' 


'Closeyoureyesand thinkof a numberbetweenoneandten.'She nods-asshedoes,she 
starts seeing daydreams as if they were realities play out, sincere gaze meeting her-within the lifelike 
dream. 


'Focus on that number, she goes into a trance- eyes rolling and body limp- the magic takes 
place, so dark, she was now taking the part of the drain she needs, to think about a number and 
replacing it, replace it with herthoughts-orotherthings, mind control, nowthink with all yourmight- 
and it's all blocked out by my replacements. See it in your mind as clearly as you can- and it's like your 
there, and silently repeatthe sound of it repeatedly, got it?' 

I freeze, body solid, unmoving, as though seeinga disasteron the side of the road-only the 
particular- disaster is me, in a car crash as if I was some othergirl- who I felt I have metyetwas notsure 
of... 


'Nowcloseyour eyes and think of a number between one and ten, and then the memories I 
had are nowyoursafteryou have counted down to receive them.' 

'It's could the butterfly effect.' 

'Transferring life to live-to after-life to after-life.' 

Just like I can take all yourbad thoughts away, and give you mine, or take away your 
education, I can even make you forgetyourown name, it's all dark magic. 

'Wow,' is what Haven said. 

She nods some to the thought of fee ling fear over someone have control of her mind and 
body- and having as an outerbody expresses of fee ling as if a soul has been overlaid with her own, 
sincere gaze meeting her-and their eyes lock, and they both seethe same things- childhood dreams, 
schooling past, moments offeeling like posttraumaticstress. 



'Focus on numbers only- let your eyesshowme where that is in your mind, and I bet you 
there gone, with all of you might. I can ask you overand oversome like 2+2 and it's not going to be 
there is it, I now own you, and all that is math in your mind. The '4' you are looking for-1 can give to you 
only if-1 give or allow- yetthink as you may it's not there. 

'It's frustrating' she said. 

This is whatyou know who did to make me look as if I had disabilities. Said Nevaeh. 

See it in your mind as clearly as you can, and silently repeat the sound of it repeatedly, got it?' 

She shrugs, brows merging as though in deep concentration. 

'Nope, nothing- nothing- nothing.' 

(Many moments passed.) 

'Unbelievable.' she whispered. 

Though choosing to concentrate on blue instead of a random number like Naddalin said. You 
find yourself lost in trances of otherthings in the remembrances of all things past. 

Time, most of all, dreams, and memories, it like the mind goes into overload and finds, a 
place to unlock, that are your escapes, consciousness is lost to time; time is the theory of the essence. 

The mind is the recollection of the remembrance of all thoughtthe anamnesis, awareness of 
a moment within moments within seconds even down to the nanoseconds, you feel all and is all too real. 

Ever-so dreamy, yet cognizance, with a flashback, memorization mindfulness recalling 
recapturing recognition within time and space, of a life's reflection of somethingthat may not even be 
realities just a place at a time, with a moment, that counterfeit, ersatz is the reminiscence, just retention 
is life as a whole, retentive ness is the discipline to go even deeper in the thoughts replace by the 
scrutinizer. 


The remembrances of a past, becomes-subconsciousness becoming in the heavy 
programming, retrospection of subconsciousness lost in the camera-eye looking back at you, dead-eye 
on one side- is the look of someone undergoing, you can see them take over-within the eyes, all mind's 



eye, to replace a moment in time, to make new remembrances of what was and is, turn out to be part of 
whatwill become past. 


All it takes is a speedy glimpse at her aura, altering into a dark deceitful blue-green, and a 
brief peeks at herthoughts to see she's only pretending. Some days, things just take way too much of 
my energy, it is like you look up and the whole room's spinning...You do this and it takes all your cares 
away,justto overcomplicate, people will tell you to medicate. You'll swearthe sky'sfalling. 

Haven-'Howdo I know if this shit'sfabricated?' 

'You don't!' Nevaeh. 

It took me years to know-and I was called crazy- like who is going to believe you, when you 
say-you have voices in your head. 
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Knowingshe's baiting her,surethat herone in tenchancesof hitting the right numberworks 
too much in her favor. Math was always berthing... she was left dumbfounded over the fact she could 
not even think. 

Then she rips outand the all the numberrush in though head-that was very long and very 
brilliant and thatgivesa headache-justtothinkabout.She nods,deepeningherfocusona beautiful 
shade of pulsating blue- and herl.Q was higher than 160- this is where you have now split the brain into 
chambers of parts, unlocking thoughtsof extraordinary. This is what you do in the healing processes of 
this, zoning out-into anotherfocusing, that is not fabricated. 

'Then we must have our wires crossed in thought.' 

She shrugs. 'I'm not gettinga numberat all.' 

That's because you have everything, that was in this girl's mind now mixed with your own 

thoughts. 


'Try me!' Emmah abandons her notebook on this dark topic, and her books and wand say a 
spell and makes it into a pen and leans toward Naddalin. Nowshe takes what was the want that now 
has a large feather- on top of pen nib and dips into the ink and takes frantic notes. 



Eyes barely closed-with how these notes would be said tongue to the side other lips, 


thoughts hardly focused before Naddalin gasps- her hand to stop, 'You're going to Haven- say things 
here that should be sh-h, hushed, saying things that can get into the wrong hands- is not good magic.' 
This is already been said, in the book of life, you don't need to draft notes- unless the notes are in ink 
that only you or we could see, the notes on this have been changed overthefact they need to be, now 
in code. She shakes her head also, saying 'yes, it is for the best.' 

(A week back) 

'Everyone but me- has gone through this,' Naddalin says, jaws clenched, face gone suddenly 

pale. 


'Mind control is wrong, this is a scar, she said, along with- 'like think what you could do with 
this, you could have mass death and one dictator." 

'We do I am sitting in front of you. I run the show with the world.' 

'Well, I'm sure everyone has told you-you of all. You know, telepathically.' she laughs, 
returningto her phone again, saying 'sometimes old school kicking it is notthe way to go anymore I 
prefer these,' and she holds up the phone, that links all the magical networks together. 

I peerat Naddalin, wonderingwhyshe'ssoupsetoverthetrip. 

I remember-1 mean, yeah, so she used to live there France- before the wars, before the 
transitions, before it was made into districts and parted into jurisdictions. 

Long before it was covered with the blood of death by the people in revaluation. Sometime 
before the flag with the star was marking the undesirable whatthey became, that were slew, at one 
time when I was truly alive-after my boyfriend passed away in an industrial accident, or so they called 
it... the troopers or something like that-1 was equivocal about did not really wantto say... all that much, I 
was only in my early 20's. 

She said something odd on hertombstone and it read- (I have not stuckwith me all my 
whole life, so there-) and I think I got what it meant. 

Yet, I think it said, 'I will live on forever...' orsomething like that, or 'I don't need you I' - 'or 
even suck on that!' Like-1 thoughtthat's what it may have said- but- but nah- it can't be-yet maybe? 



...Afterall- it is a cracked heart-shaped stone... 


But- but that was hundreds of years ago, and the stone is crumbling and reads the rest has 
disintegrated to dust into justthe wind! Just like most of Earth itself, now brown rustin color, and 
derelict. 


I squeeze her hand, urging her to look at me, but she just stares at Haven with that same 
stricken look on her face. Seeing what has become of her past world. It looks Just like Mares-yet with all 
the buildings dilapidated and covered with Ivy vines and vegetation yet with low gravity and air- the sky 
orange and yellow, did to me when I was alive, so long ago. 




'Nice try with the whole telepathy angle,' Haven says, swipingher finger a-crossed the top of 
hercupcake until it's coated with strawberryfrosting, and she was licking herfingerand kissing the end 
of it too. 


'But I'm afraid you're goingto have to try a little harder than that. -All you have managed to 
prove is that you guys are even weirder than I thought. But no worries. I'll find the underlying cause of it. 
I'll not exposeyourdirty little secret.' 

I hold back a nervous laugh, hoping she'sjust messing around, then peering into her mind 
only to seethatshe'sserious. 

'When are you leaving?' Naddalin asks. 

But only to appear conversational, has already uncovered the answer in her head. 

'Soon, but not soon enough,' she thought, eyes lighting up, as she stared the look at her. 'Let 
the countdown begin!' 

Naddalin nods, gaze unstiffeningasshe says, 'You'll love this. 

Everyone loves it, France is a lovely, delightful place.' 

'You've been...?' 




I and Haven both ask at the same time. 


Naddalin nods- 'I's have/gaze far away in the back of heron the mind and thought looking 
somewhat- blank to us looking at her color fading from her eyes. 'I lived there once a longtime ago.' 

'That's what we gathered...' they both said it unanimously! 

Haven glances between us, eyes narrowed again when she says, 'Jaylynn and Naddalin lived 
there too, around the same time, she looks at herone eyelid squinting.' 

Naddalin shrugs, expression noncommittal, as though the connection means nothingto her. 

'Well, don'tyou think that's a little strange? All of you living there at the same time, in the 
same place, then all of you endingup here-within months of each other?' Sherleans toward her, 
abandoning hercupcake and letting it drop in search of some answers. 

Shejustsips her blue drink and lifts hershoulders again, as though it's hardly worthgoing 
into, in the past she thought, to her, in through conversation. 

But Naddalin's solid, refusingto cave or do anythingthat might give it away. 

'Is the re anything I should see while I'm there?' Haven asks, more to breakthe tension than 
anythingelse. 'Anythingthatshouldn'tbe missed?' 

Naddalin squints, pretendingto think, even though the answercomes quickly. 


S|C 


'All of France was worth seeing...yes, was it not?' 

I definitely- re member-check out the Ponte Vecchio, which is the first bridge to cross the 
Arno River and the only one left standing afterthe war- were everinch of Frances was cover in their 
blood. There are even homes and shops built into the bridge. 

'I think Italy Venice, was worth seeing more,' said Nevaeh. 

Oh, and you show me the memories of visiting the Galleria dell'Accademia which houses 
Michelangelo's David among otherimportant works- lost to history and war- and the death of a planet, 
and perhaps show me why the-' 'David-was so inaugural important,' Emmah says wanting this so badly 



to have and keep all memories of these wonderful places, from earth to see and hold in hermind 
forever-to be the to keep all the remembrances of all things past, when it comes to art and history. 

'We... yes, I am giving you everything-girl-surprise!' Emmah was delighted in her expression. 

'We did not want to tell you, that you are the keep of seeing beauty.' 

'As well as the bridge, and the famous II Duomo, and all the other items that make every 
travel guide top ten lists, but I am more absorbed in the smaller, off-the- beaten path kind of places- 
you know, where all the cool Florentinesgo. 

Naddalin was raving about the one place, I forgetthe name, but it's supposed to house some 
incomprehensible revitalization artifacts and paintings and stuff few people know about. 

Did you getanything like that?Orevenclubs, shopping, that kind ofthing?' 

Naddalin looks at her, gaze so intense it sends a chill down my spine. 

'Nothing offhand,' she says, tryingto soften the look through her voice betrays a definite 

edge. 


'Though any place that claims to house great art but isn't in the guidebook is probably a fake. 
The antiquities market is loaded with forgeries, thanks to all the war, and moving to new worlds away.' 

'You shouldn't waste your time on that when there are so many other- like the western 
towns, are far more interestingthings to see, all we need to do is travel- a star- a world away, and its 
already there- and recreated.' 

Haven shrugs, bored by the conversation and already back to writing notes again. 
'Whatever,' she mumbles, thumbs tapping quickly on the side of her head. 

'No worries, Naddalin said she'd make me a list.' 

(Back home) 

'I'm amazed by the progress you've made-with Dariez, she is doing so well.' Naddalin smiles. 


'You learned all on your own? It is all around reading people.' 



She nods, and gazing around the small, empty room, pleased with myself forthe first time in 
weeks, when I walked into the tiny house. 

'Thanks, forstopping by.'She said leadingus into the home. 

The moment Naddalin mentioned she wanted to rid the place ofall the overly slippery 
furniture, that was cheapshe had filled it with during Naddalin's reign offear, I was on it, to make this 
place fit for to young lady's- all cute and such. 

Taking aim at each piece with such unchecked enthusiasm that-well-l'm not even sure where 
it went. All I know is it's no longerthere I wantto be- and she points at the old home she was half-grown 
in that is nowdilapidated-and you were right all along. 

'Looks like you're no longer in need of my lessons-you're not a little girl anymore, then and 
your surly a woman now. She shakes her head, saying you're wringing I need you more now than ever.' 

'Don't be so sure.' I said back quickly. 

I turn, smiling as I push her dark wavy hair off her face with my newly gloved hand, hoping 
we'll getthat cure from Naddalin soon, or at least come up with a less hokey alternative. Darieza good 
kid... you'll do fine. 

'I have no idea where all this stuff even went-notto mentioned, how I can't possibly fill up 
space, even more, when I have no clue where I am stashing all the stuff you used to have and me before 
gettingall this.' 

Reaching for her hand a second too late and frowning as she walks over to the window-1 feel 
as if I have lost my sister. 

'The furniture'-her gazes out at her manicured lawn, voice low and deep-' is right back where 
it started, what seemed like foreverago,yetwasonlyabout a year. 

'I don't like change-'she said-out of breath. 

Returned to its original state of pure vibrating energy with the potentialto become anything 
at all. She looks in the glass ball- and see her new life coming. 



And as for the rest-' Her shrugs, the strong lines of hershoulders rising everso slightly before 
settling again. 'Well, it hardly matters anymore, does it? I've no need of it now.' 

I stare at her back, taking in her lean form, her casual stance. Doubting how she could be so- 
o blase in reclaiming the precious artifacts of her past... 

Then Nevaeh, the pictures of her in the plain pink dresses back in the day, the astride a 
rearing white stallion-notto mention all the other amazing relics dating back centuries. 

'Nonetheless, those objects are priceless, see her life now within mine forever! You must get 
them, back didn'tyou?Theycan neverbe replaced, yetyou can with new lives, can't you?' 

'It's all energy-all memories of all things in the past-to make the future I'She squeals. 


'Everso, relaxed in my own thoughts of time travel. It's just stuff.' Hervoice firm, resigned, 
as she turns toward me again, saying old STUFF. 'None of it has any real meaning to me anymore, yet I 
want to remember it all. The only thing that means anything is you-and this stuff is what makes up the 
entirety of you.' 

And even though the sentiment is undeniably sweet and heartfelt, it does not affect me in 
the way that it should. 

The only thing she seems to care about these days is apologizing for her karma and me. 'But 
that's where you're wrong. It's notjust stuff-too.' 

Oh, I sorry, I felt so bad hugging her from the one side. 

And while I'm perfectly fine with those inhabitingthe numberone andtwospots on her list, 
the problem is the rest of the page is blank. I was at a loss of words. 

I move toward her, voice wiles, wheedling, hoping to reach he rand make her listen the time. 

And just like that, my mind is ripped into anothertime and place... 

'It's history forGod's sake, we need to get books and have them signed, it was said this man 
write 30 books in one year, yet I am not sure if he is still alive, back in 2018!' 



'So, like he would be over 90 now or more, you can't just shrug it off as though it's nothing 
more than a box of old tired books and lots of words that no one cares about, even if, it the story of all- 
of our lives.' 

All- of this stuff is nothing but tired old objects you donate to Goodwill, like the books -1 have 
penned too. Nothing more than a waste of time and paper, along run-on of contextual spelling ears. 
Grammar issues, punctation wrongs, sentence structure issues, and styling problems. 

I thought they were worth remembering- like the one about a world lost without color or 
feeling, or the one about a girl that fought for her place, as an equal-the youngest over her class.' 

Look at this thing the covers are all tattered, and the pages small. 

She then looks at me, gazes softening as she trails the tip of her gloved finger from my 
temple to my chin. 'I thought you hated my 'dusty old room' as you once called it.' 

'People change-worlds change, times change this is no longer re levant, and so I feel.' I shrug, 
thankaboutthat askingwhy?' 

Wishing, not forthe first time, that she'd change backto the woman I knew before she was 
split within her mind also. 

'And speakingof change, why are you so freaked by my trip to France, and the memories of 
my past, that I wantto share with you?' 

Notingthe way, herhardensat the mere mention of the word. 

'Is it because of the whole Haven and Nevaeh- become Naddalin thing of remembering the 
past-and not wanting to, keep the books is said to me... when the memories are the photos, and the 
book'stextthe plot andthe makingof the movements-theflowoftime push-pullingfadingin and out- 
the part and place of where to go in the time travel, moving fast, and moving slow, and with both the 
movie you see, I don't understand why she doesn't see it that way. The connection you don't want her 
to know about?' 

Yet, were there the good times-1 don't know...? She thought... 

She looks at me for a moment, lips parting, about to speak, then she turns away and 
mumbles insanely, 'I'm hardly what you'd call freaked.' 



'You knowwhat...?' 


'You're absolutely right.' 

Fora normal person, that was hardly whatyou'd call freaked. 

But for the girl who's always the coolest, calmest one in the room-all it takes is the slight 
narrowing of your eyes and the most minute clenching of your jaw to know you're upset.' 

She sighs, eyes searching mine as she moves toward me again. 'You saw what happened in 
France.'She then squints. 'Despite all its virtues, it's also a place of unbearable memories, ones I'd 
rather not explore.' 

I swallow hard shaking looking into herpast- like a faded movie, rememberingthe images 
with her, I viewed in looking deep into her memories, lost in her mind, 'like a penny on the floor... 
worthless- my depression a sickness that keeps me, spring-like atop- my mind turning, my curse- or just 
my illusion? 

Until my death until we part for betteror for worse- locked in your heart-shaped box forever, 
I thought or was thinkingto note but decillions, what little time we spent lost in my mind forever- 
whatever never mind.' 

Naddalin is hiding in a small dark cupboard, watching as herparent was murdered, seeingit 
along with me, she and I shared recalling the moment, back when she was in her playpen. 

By thugs' intent on obtaining the elixir-then later, abused as a ward of the church until the 
Black Plague sweptthrough France and herencouraged Haven and the rest of the orphans to drink the 
immortal juice, hoping only to heal and having no idea it would grant eternal life-and I can't help but 
feel like the world's worst girlfriend for bringing it up. 

'I prefer to focus on the present.' She nods, gesturing around the large empty room. 'And 
right now, I really need your help furnishing the space. I am starting to really like a nice, clean, 
contemporary look when shoppingforhome decor. 

And though I was thinking of leaving it more than empty, to really emphasize the size of the 
rooms-that is well very tiny afterall, I suppose we should try-' I gasp, practically choking on the word as 
my voice raises several octaves at the end, thinkthat this girl is now a woman! 



I re member you saying- 'I'm selling the house- in a year and moving on with my life.' She 


shrugs. 'I thoughtyou would understand?' 

'But-you can you rone of us now... you can now see all this too, okay she said to her and just 
like that they were ripped back into the moments where they were sitting eating in the hall, of the 
school.' 


I gaze around, longing for that ancient velvet sofa with the lumpy cushions, knowing it would 
give the perfect landing for when my body with I am so tired I collapse and my head quietly explodes, 
for all the chatter-that it has to hear and there are no ways of to turn them off-they just keep babbling 
in my mind. I need to have a real-life with real- real-you like all thing that is really- like real friends too, 
not justthefantasy world that you refuse to see that is not a reality. 

'Don'tlookso upset. Nothing's changed It'sjusta house, I neverwanted hertogetrid ofthis 
home after I was nice enough to make it happen for her. 

A seriously underan oversized house, though it was, I need to move on from. Naddalin was 
mumbling crazily and softly talking to herself. Sayingthe same things overand over in repeats. 

And just like that she was gone and said okay if that is whatyou want Dariez... and Naddalin 
vanished right before hereyes-withinthe air. Moreover, that was the last time I sawher-'till now. 

Nonetheless, I just stand there instead, determined to keep it together. Gazing at my 
ridiculously gorgeous girlfriend of the last years as though it's the first time we've met. Besides, I have 
needed all the space anyway, I have a new boyfriend, as you may or may not know me and Stan are 
going to have a baby, they're never going to be enough rooms or room for three.' 

'And what exactly are you planningto replace it with, then? Atent?' 

'I just thought I'd move in with him, that's all.' Her gaze is pleading, begging me to 
understand, I did yet I thought she was throwing her new life away that I got for her, 'Nothing sinister. 
Ever-yet a way of what could be power-and taking my place someday-eve rone said the next. 'Nothing 
meantto hurt you, but I don't want it' 

I did not say-yet I thought you're stuck with regardless, your hexed, and at that point, I was 
out of her mind-for good-yet them-them-they were in it forever, and I was not going to stop it now. 



I was studyingherclosely, wondering what is gotten into her, wanting to just say it was all 
over, and where they will end up without her-yet she said to me- he's looking for innocents and he has 
found it- so-ogo-o. 

'I mean, Naddalin, if you're seriously lookingfor a fight, I don't want it, why not just manifest 
somethingin yourcrazy head about how wrong I am and can go on? 

I flick my gaze over her, movingfrom her glorious heard of longish dark glossy hair to her 
perfect rubber flip-flop-shod feet, remembering how, not so long ago, I longed to be normal again, just 
like everyone else. But now that I'm getting used to my powers, I don't see the point. 

'What's this really about-1 thought?' I squint, feeling more than a little betrayed.' 

'I mean, you're the one who got me here.' Oh, I was- mortified. 

You're the one who made me the-way-1 am. 

Right- and now that I'mfinally adjusted,you decide tojumpship? 

'Seriously! Why are you doing?' 

But instead of answering, she just closes hereyes. 

Projecting an image of the two of us laughing and happy, frolicking on a beautiful, black-sand 
beach- remember all the good times. Saying this is it... thanks for the memories. But I just shake my 
head and cross my arms tighter, refusing to play until my questions are answered, about her and them... 

She sighs and stares out the window of the tiny home for the last time looking back me with 
the sun shining brightly, then turning toward me when she says, 'I've already told you, my only recourse, 
my only way out of the hell making- as I should have, it all karma- and I want what I lost. 

And the only way to dothat is to relinquish the manifesting, the high life, the big-spending, 
and all the other extravagances- I've indulged myself in for the last hundred years, so I can live the life of 
an ordinary citizen, too. -I understand. Honest, hardworking, and humble, with the same day-to-day 
struggles as anyone else- if not more-go forit.' 



You and I Make Always 


Start: 

Chapterl 

The Year was, and I remember backto- 2019, forgive me... Whereatthe Cambria, fair and I 
are holding cotton candy? 

Remember- 


Night- 

Comeon, honey, let'sgetyou readyforbed, I was 13 at the time. 

I am no special you girl here, justa collective girl here doing a thing as I should, think of boys 
and rubbingmyself on then in my thoughts at night, I read, I think, I even poop too, throw girl are not 
allowed to say that right, not in these times. 

All waywith sweet and common girlie thoughts. 

-She has a teddy bearand is looking foryoung love, and hot passionate nights. 

I've led a common little life. There is no testimonials dedication to me or for me, yet I may be 
dying of something bad, I can say. Plus, my name Andria will soon be unable to be remembered byall 
that was of the past days. But in a single difference, I- myself thrived as magnificently as anyone who 
overlived a young dumb yet cute life. Looking good, girl. As I walk the halls of this big creepy place. 'I 
fee I okay today.'Yours truly here feels that she loved another boy with all my heart, and soul body and 
mind. Mysoul and forme,that has always been enough to give to him if that would have wished. 

Chapter: 2 

How's it feelingand doing, honey- bunnyPGoingto kick it-1 keeptryingto die, but they 
won't let me they say I am so stinking cute. Well, you can't have everything even if it's fading or living 



without pain on both. Immense day today I have planned. You say that everyday, with a cute-wost-ie 
smile ofyour little blond-haired blue-eyed face, you little angel. It'sa lovely day outside. Let'stake a 
walk, outside of today, we don't think so, you're notable to at- all- yet. (Wishful thinking) Well, we've 
got to get you out of this room. Come on now, honey goes to the playroom and does coloring and 
thingies like that. Some fresh air is what I want! Grrrr! 

Chapter: 3 

It's all good I do what I always do no complaints. Good morning. I am so sad and sorry at this 
point of my beginnings starts of my young little life, it's not a good day, to be me; I want to play and 
dance and sing and do girl little cute-zthing like painting my toenailto match my toes-ie ones. I have a 
long sunn-ie dressand not as much hair as I did, but its fix-abele if I workforit. OUTSIDE?! askedShe 
said- baby-girl-1 don'tthink it can happen. 

Nurse says-she's up for anything. 

Chapter: 4 

Hello? (Boy) I like him, he's funny and handsome. This is me! doors fly open as she runs and 
stops runs and stops looking in at the dying kids in their rooms and beds, the older boy David - he comes 
to read to you. Read a kiddie story of hope and love and goo-goo-ness, with unicorns and ponies?- 
Yeah- no that pain starts within me and I feel as I had to run to the bathroom to not keep it down the 
treatments are talking to me, I don't know if this is a goodie thing-ie. 

Oh, come on, back to bed, and sleepthis off, it goes in OUCH-ies, and hersweet little- light 

goes out. 


Ahh... snoring, yet one old bitty' said-All right now, that keep her away for three hours. 

(Noon) 

Where did we leave off? In the story... Oh, yeah, yeah, here it is- baby. It was the night of the 
carnival, a news story this time, I knew yet I didn't re member it, I lose something I can feel yet they 
don'ttell me anything, so I figured out what I can, yet that not much being my age. 'David was there 
with his friends and Maraca.' -David?-That's where those both met-them... It was around the time and 
date of September-19th of 2014, Andria was years nine old or so. 



(Girl) She has the same name as me. See then there at the park-groundwater squirting 
game: Little girl wins a prize. He tied to get hersomethingyet epic fail! Foodie 11 watched that off so 
hard, no ding-a-ling-ing here. -Thankyou for playing- a boy. -Hah, you're really funny I am a man here 


not a boy. Man, I clobbered, it's all good she bears hugged him for beingjust him and that was 
sometimes being, cute yet very dumb for the acting of dumbness. I bet that thing, Yuck-ie-funny it 
didn't come off, oh that that thing. 

I'mtelling you I did baby; thesegamesare rigged. 

Chapter: 5 

The night time before bedtime. Hello, it was him I kinda remembersome of the stories now, 
that he said earlier... -How are you, good-fee ling good? Howdy, what's your name, U- NO it baby thinks- 
hard ...?... I don'tthink I do- and story time starts for her, as she thinks on. Footstep comes right up 
here now. Overthe knob, certainly. Whoa. Yeah-a, singing it out in a hum, 

- Who'sthis girl with Maraca? 

- Her name'sAndriaSamilton. 

She's here for the summer with her family. 

Dad's is the poorest around, yet she cute right good butt foryou. 

Ha- funnythen why haven'tyou been with heryet? 

Walked apart to go see this girl. 

- Hello, Paulie! 

- Hi, honey. 

Look, I won you a prize, he rips one down from the mouse gam e as she walked towards him. 

That woman was P-O-ed, atthe game,yetthey walkoff one arm wrapped around. 

Paulie- oh, thankyou! She giggled without thoughts at the thought of him and she was run 
around like the mouse on the wheel of the game. Ow-ha! A bear-cute- Love! He said -yeah, -sure- kiss 
me! They did... Hey great, huh I look at David like I hooked her? 




Chapter: 6 


Hey, Andria, you want some cotton candy baby-girl? - Umm, okay honey. Thatwould be so 
much fun if you want someone. Sure, look down there... GOD keep it in there I don't wanna see it, she 
said. You only getone chance, teenager. You wantto dance with me or rid with me, or on me, or 
something like that? 

I'm David Talhhoun. 

SO-o? 

- So, it's really nice to meetyou. 

- Andria, whois thisguy? 

- I don't know, David Talhhoun. 

- I would really like to take you out. 

- Friend! Do you mind? 

You can't sit more than two people in a chair, David. 

Goout? 

- No. 

- Why not? 

- Because-1 don'twantto. 

David, she's with us, so don't chase her away with your dumbness, and crap. 

Hey, Andria,you wantto ride the merry-go-round? 

Updown, up-down, upDown-theywentliketheirlove life would go. 

- I'd love to sugggggerrrr. 

They are kissing- and feelingeach otherout in the tunnel-of-love. 


All right the boy said in the 1st seat. 



Love is all we need right-the bookcloses forthe night as shefalls asleepon him. 


(Boy) walks out of the room kissing her forehead and said I neverforgetyou as you did with 
me yet love and luck don't always go hand and hand. 

Chapter: 7 

Reason with me. Plea me. - David Talhhoun. 

- What? 

Works down at the McDonalds with Paulie age seventeen. 

Oh... Did you see he was standing like that god do you think it's- like- oh? 

Run up- he dad- like not even one inch away from herface? GOD-what doyou wantto from 
me, she said not happy, yeah, I saw, said the girlfriend, that's David, though. Always doing the crazies, 
are you at all surprised, not at all I like it, yet I don't, well see, maybe, I don't know yet, I girl what can I 
say. He even came over to you, like was he going to kiss you and not even know your name first. Sweet 
but creepy! 

I think he likes you, she said with delight. Yeah, my dad would too. I think- Nah-fornow 
anyway. Hey what... jerk... as he pulled my hair, saying I was cute. Get off me, I said as he was all 
wrapped around me going for it all. God older boy- Don'ttouch me. -Hey! 

I loveyou,girl, withouta name! - Well, I... ugh! HUM, I thoughtabouthim and what I saw 
there. Whatare you doingtonight? 

Hey, you can't do that as she runs off the merry-go-round! As she was there, he almostfalls 
on his tushie. I'll pay you when I get off, Dan. 

-He askedyou out- 

Yes, he did-1 like him- eyes rolled dreamily, both handsfly upon herred cheeks. Okay, Dan, 
I'll get- it- oh- off, all right. Get off, David, you need to come.... (Girls-What?) Award stop in his yelling 
words- 'OFF' as it spins 'round, you need to come - what...? Off. 

He tripped you're goingto kill yourself forher boy! David, cut it out, boy. Now, will you go 
out with me as he hopped on my hose-ie? What the freak? 



- No? 


Hey boy, she justtold you. 

It keeps going around. Rings being tossed in the mouth of the clown. 

Lean into it so, you don'tfall getting off, it goes, fast. 

Why not? 

I don'tknowyou at all, and because 

I don'twant to. You don't need to know me to 1st date girl. How else do you getto know 
someone if you don't try first- dates, go by what your friends say? 

David! 

Come again? Would you- GO! 

NO! He said. 

Girl- Well, you leave me no other choice then. Oh, my God gets it in your head and notthat 
one I don'twant it. I'm not kidding, I am falling to you. David, stop misleading around. 

- What are you doing? 

- I'm going to ask you one more time, he kisses heron the cheek, from behind. Will you... 
NOW as he gets up on herand the house, doingthings I can say, yet think like a boy. Will you go out 
with me? 


David, you best come on and stop it. Girlfriend nextone over... my leg is slipping. 

- Then get down and off, you idiot. That way I am doing if she says-yes. Not until she 
decides. 'Aw, goon out with him, baby said some old dude in next row.' All right, all right, her and goes 
down his undies, and then see feel it and push him off. I'll go out with you. She knew it was all love she 
was feeling it too. It was up to my butt so-yeah-fee I in the blanks here. 

Chapter: 8 


What? 



who? 


When? 

Why? 

They? 

It? 

Some? 

Doing it? 

No,don'tdo me any favors if you sayyes, he spun outon thefloorof the ride. 
No, no. Do I wantto, yes? 

Do you want to? 

Did she say Sucking-yes! 

Do you want to? 

Yes! 

Say it again. 

I wantto go out with you- now. 

Say it again. 

I wantto go out with you. 

All right, all right God keep it in your pants! 

We'll go out. 

You think you're so clever, do you not? 

David, you idiot! She said. 


She remembers myname-yes! 



Girlfriend-That wasn't funny, nope, it's okay hun. I'll take care of this boy soon. 


Girl asked- on her deathbed-1 rememberthe girl from the Carnival, right... she was my friend, 

right? 


Do you remember me? I asked with wonderingthoughts-of hope. 

Yeah, sure, the boy that reads to me, not the boy-what was he called- Mr. Bonner, was it? 

He looked pickled. How could I overlookthespeculationsof mewonderingthought-age?Absolutely, I 
wantedto clear that upwith you,forthe reason that. I'm categorically regretfulaboutthatall. 

It remained an actually imprudentthing to do... on that ride, to talk to somebody. Butthen 
again, I had god was saying she was my baby angel sentfrom the heavens. 

I had to see I could get her naked before the night was over. To be next to you. I was being so 
pulled into you. Urn... oh, what a saying here, it's nice, so nice! Do you use that on all the babes'? 

- No, not all justyou hun. 

- Right, you're dumb. 

I saw you all rubbed up against your little girlie-friend what's her name with the brown hair 
and green eyes. 

- What are you doing tonight? 

- Couldyou repeatthat?Go outtomorrownight? 

What do you say, baby? What aboutthis weekend, say ata hotelor whatever? 

I know whatyou want I don'tgive that to boys. 


-Why? 


Ourdatethen? 

Maybe- she walked away- skipping, and humming show tunes. 
I did not even say, I would go on that date with you. 


The date that you agreed to go on with me. 



No...! 


Yes, you promised. 

You pledged and you swore it did you not. 

Soundgood, I speculate the thoughtsofyesor no: Yeah for you would have killed me with it 
behind me if not. I changed my mind overtime to yes or no, I must see, maybe? 

Look, I knowyou getsome dirty boys coming up to you on the street doing crazy things... I 
don't know him. Why do act as if I do? You don't know me by now don'tyou, I know me and that'sgood 
enough, right? 

Chapter: 9 

Plus, when I see something that I like, I got to love it see the small-town charms- ha... I love it. 
I go... I mean, I go crazy for it. Okay, what are you speaking of? Well, you, see into me, I feel, that you do. 

Oh, you're good at this ant you. What the Hel-? You're too moral. Certainly not. No, you're 
getting me wrong. You have it all now, yet not me yet. But you- 

You're somethingantyou. 

You are yourant putting badly. You're whimsical, fanciful, unusual, imaginative, original, 
creative, and quirky, and I would even give you impulsive and capricious. 

Hugh? 

I'm not. 

You're so stupid, I think I like that...? 

Chapter: 10 

You really are so go-o, I'm mesmerized. I'm notfrequently like this, I'm sorry. You make me 
dumbfeelingand acting. 

Uhm,oh my-like-yes, you are. I can beamusing if you want... thoughtful, uh,smart, urn, 
illogical, and courageous. And uh... I can be light on my feet. I could be yourall and wonder, and magical. 



whateveryou want. You justtell me what you want me to be and I do that- love. I'll be that foryou 
forever and ever never ever let go of you to the day you or me, am not around to say-1 love you. 

You're CUTELY dumb and love me I see that. OKAY! You win, not smart-1 could be that for 

you too. 


Come on, let's go forthis date, you want as bad as me. What's it going to hurt if we do 
things afterand now? Umm... ah- uh-1 don'tthinkas a result so maybe it's okay if I am like you. Fine, 
what can I do to change yourmind? 

Andria, you remember David, don't you? The move adds start whit supposition-you'll total 
and get something out. You unquestionable she's coming for it hard? Lessen, chum, it's all setup. We 
are meeting her for the late show tonight so back off her. Look... what did... I tell you what? Come on 
now and see this movie picture. 

Oh, my goodness, it's bad, his hand on mine... I feel more to come. What a happenstance 
she felt! Kissing him with popcorn, and the taste of butter, and Pepsi, I need to talk to you fora second. 
He's here...! Him sitting on my hand, and the otherway around. Yes, I remember-Yah. 

- Come here. 

- Paulie! 

- Hi. 

- You look great. 

- Hullo. 

- It's nice to see you yet again. 

- You too. 

- Aw,thanks. 

Really, you look really great and fee I good next to me. She is kissing my ear, saying sweet 


nothings. 



You do look great. You look great. And I know I look great, said Paulie, so could we please go 
see this movie now and hush up? 

The show's aboutto start. Afteryou, he asked fora kiss on the lips. You come back here, 
baby. You aren't going to catch me; she runs for the water's edge and prattled-boats. Swans all-around 
them as they kiss in the sunshine, next to the old steam train puffing down next to the oak trees and 
picknick tables. 

See heras she runs, wild and carefree, in stupid love, with so poorboy. 

Chapter: 11 

I'm supposed to catch you! Kiss, kiss, kiss, lip bite, eyes tight, and lashes long on his cheeks. 
I'mfasterthan you. 

Nah you ain't... You ain't- you ain't- you can't! 

Nope, No...! 

I am wetforyou now,justdrenchedwiththe wateronthe edge. I'llgetyou, baby girl! I'm 
going to get... Here I come! Let me love you. 

You better run fast! And then met slowly in a hug, run and it's falling in love again, being 
apart forthat long. Park and outlying pastthem all, that looked passed all the ridestoo. 

Love after, afterfalling madly in love, love, love, a- love. The big wheel in the sky is lighting 
fireworks off above and inward. 

Wait forme, baby girl-1 see you there, never about where they, never-ever apart-1 would 
even sleep with me in the night for I said, I was scared, and ran into his bed, held tightly. 

Chapter: 12 

(Back on the first date) 

Want to walk with me to my house? He did old ways I said - mom well loves you for this. Her- 
what happened? ...In that movie? We did n't even see it I could not even tell you for sure. 



Here you go. Thank you for this night we didn't even kiss at the door mom was looking so 
yeah. What are you guys doing nowand then? We giggled and did say anything but the truth. 

Even if I was opened up to him now. Yeah, what's going on you too? Yeah, is that all...? 

...Justa and movie no more no less- urn she now by the look on my face, and the glowyou- 
un-floweriness. Mom passed a week later of what I have. Do you guys fee I it for each other? Yes-yes- 
we do. 


Do you-ah Love each other? Yes-1 love him! I love her too. Oh, I get it. You guys do love each 
other,THEN HUN? 

Don'tdo anythingyou're going to regretl wouldn'tdo. Unacceptable, goodbye. 

All right, all right. M mm... That was fun we gonna doit again. Mm-hmm. I haven't seen a 
movie, in ages. Really? 

Huh-uh. Not meanwhile I personally was a little kid. Pardon? Nope, I, uh...ah? I'm busy, you 
know, I don't have that much time don'tya-see. Areyou busy?-hmm- Mm-1 have a very stern agenda. 

My days are all planned out even back then, I had to deal with this crap. I get up in the 
morning... banquet, schoolday, get it in - here-work on homework here, play some all alone, reading 
time, bath time and sleep time and do it all over and over and over and over and over and over and over. 
Math, English tutor, lunch at some point if I can hold it down, music lessons- piano lesson, and that 
about all they will like me do, TV. It is nice when it works also. 

And after dinner and blowing it all over-1 spend time with my family, for three hours before 
they go home, and I say here all alone in this glowing white and could room, nextto my bedmate Sam. 
She doses do or say much she has a weekto live and she is five years old. And then I... I catch up on 
some reading, she is sawing logs! Wow stop breathing- um I think aboutthat one hard and then say- 
Nah-don'tdothat. 

Oh, Mom and Daddy see you soon pull through one more day baby. 

We decide to pull the plug- so she would not suffer- age ten. 

We all gather around to see her. Everything is over... they look down on the life she never 
had-yet she has a sketchbookof her short life here. No, not everything is readable - however, it's all 



there in her handwriting. But the important thing is she was rememberingforher. And then everything 
else, she was not. And that way youth and innocents with young love mixed in. free-and wild to see life 
fade fast. You getto decide all by yourself to live on or let go? 

She didn't we did- it the hardest thing a dad has to do is she, someone, you love togo- 
beforeyou. It had to be I would say- it had to be this way. I don'tget it either. 

Why? 

God-orwhomever why make the plan of killing sweet little kids? Why the hell do you want 
to do this to me- why? Mom- she neverdid stop crying it's been fouryears now. 

Chapter: 13 

I'll always think of you that way I'll think of you in the morningsun and when the night is 

new... 


I'll be looking at the moon and think of you... 

But the first time I eversawyourface- 
Thefirsttime I eversawyourface- 
ril be seeingyou. 

Morning, Mr. Talhhoun. 

Mr. Talhhoun? 

Call Dr. Mandite Von and USC, okay? I've got no, I got no pulse anymore-she said. I've got 
nothingto say really justhow I love you and you feelthateven nowwith things gone like even if your 
heart in new it feels the same to me and you. Let them know we are in full arrest. Call me-on my cell if 
you can, if you can this evening, I see you tomorrow if I can and you can. All right, we will do this if we 
can. 


We talked about this. It's all right now sleep, and rest now think about your life and how it 
was. Come on, come on, sweetie. Okay, yes, come on, let's go. Time to go- It's okay, baby, come on. You 
know it is. 



Just try it not to get he rover happy she needs rest not a boyfriend right now, said, mom. 


Oh, Mr. Talhhoun you came to see her. 

Welcome back, the baby girl seesthatyou wentthrough all that well. How doyou feel? 
Finally, Apt as a swindle. Where are you going girl at the stand asked? I was just taking a walk, thinking 
about how-1 can't sleep without her. Fine, you know you're not supposed to, it's against the rules. Yeah, 

I know. You weren't really goingfor a walk, wereyou?You were goingto see MissAndria 
again wasn't yah. I just got out of the hospital and I miss her you see. 

Mr. Talhhoun, I'm sorry you can be coming in out of her room like that at night, but I can't let 
you see her tonight. Here and now you're goingto have to go back to your room. As forme, I'm going to 
go downstairs and get myself a cup of coffee. I won't be back to check on you fora while, so don't do 
anythingfoolish-1 want to go to do that-1 just wantto see him if I can- 

Hi. 

David. 

David. 

Hi, Baby girl. I'm sorry I haven't been able to be here to read to you. 

I didn't know what to do. I was frightened you were notevercomingback to me my love. 

I'll continuously come back. What's gonna happen when I can't rememberanythingto any further 
extent? What will you do? I'll be here always and ever. I'll never-ever leave you. I need to ask you 
something. What is it. Baby girl? 

Do you think that our love can make marvels? Sure, I do if the same. That's what conveys you 
back to me each time. 

Do you think our love could take us away togethereven if I go away from you? I think our 
love can do something we want it to. 

I love you. 


I love you, Andria. 



Good night. 


Good night. 

I'll be seeingyouthere soon. 

Chapter: 14 

I wantto showyou somethingthe boy said I have this it washers. 

- David, what are you doing? As the pages started to show and he read out-to them as he did 
with her-dayin and day out. -WhatnowPShe lovesto paint. Yeah?-Mm-hmm. Huh. Most of the time, I 
have all these drawings showed in here and look over than seeing her do them going back to the time 
she did them. Thoughts bouncing around in my head. Are you okay? Why are you crying? It's all good, I 
said whippingthem away. 

(Memory) 

Do you want to dance with me? Now? Sure. -Mm-hmm. Is are the song playing in the 
background? Mm-hmm. 

I wantto fly like a colorful bird-so, I don'thaveto be hereand seethe world underthenand 
I rush overtheirheads, are you going to be one-two? 

Ifyou'rea birdie, I'ma birdie. Come on, darling, don't do this to yourself-What are you 
doing? You need to hear this all there is a thing you don't know about us. Don't. Don't! Okay then if you 
insist. Here we go, readingeasily-Okay, okay. We were crazy about each other. Yah weknow-Okay, 
Daddy- Oh, and Daddy I love him- she said here in herbookquoting herlife. 

I wantto meetherin heaven now.Thisyoungman is notgoingto make it. 

Heartbroken he is... Okay. I am okay... Nope... he ant. Good night. Daddy, as she ran to me 
and leftyou fora nightout- of fun and games. 

Good- nightfirst kiss we had done you see this? Oh, that's lovely, dear. Her dream was like a 
movie-1 want a big old porch that wrapsaround the walkway and a big old entire into the house. We 
can drink sugary soda and candy... nonstop. Big windows and open doors to watch the sun go down, no 
shades, like here. 



-Do you promise?This for me? Hmm- Mm, I promise. Yeah! Where are, you going? Is 
something happening to me? Here... Always next to you. Wow... This is the part you all need to here for 
sure. What that dear? Ha-hum? 

She said- make love to me. David... -Yeah? 

The old-rick-at-ie Covered Bridge I waited for her to say when and where. 

Did she say- David? Okay, I wantyou? I want you to- And It all happened... all and everything, 
which makesa girl a woman. And...? Did...? ...you...? 

...?... 

Urn...? 

I know I said, the kiss... I wantyou to make love to me, she asked once more. 

So, I did- we did- it was not easyforme- know what I was doing and she not. She said- you're 
going to have to walk me through this sex like this, it broke, she feels, so did I the kissing lots. Right. 

You, all right? -Yeah, it's okay- it's okay. I asked- Did I hurt you? -No, no. Dad said we know... 
boy we know- it was good she had her magical boyfriend he was you, which was her dying wish, to have 
love and feelthe love. 

I'm just havinga lot of thoughts, like age and things. It's Okay! 

I should go- overthis I feel... No, I don't want you to go. I gotto think... about what I did here. 
Come here and talk to us. You're not leavingtill it's all been said. 

I'mso happythatyou did? Um-yes.Yougotso muchahead ofyou.Yet not love, he said. It's 
true... I will never love anothergirl, at all. I'm not going to have nice things, fancy things, sure but not 
her... I don't wanna really live without it. It's nevergoingto happen to me. Sh-hh- boy-stop. It's notin 
the cards for me, don'tyou see it was all ripped away, like her life, why? Stop it! you going to die too, 
and we don't need that on top. Oh! You know what? I'm going to do it. 

It's over. Okay? What's over? Come here. 


The first time I eversaw her face- was... 




He passed fora broken heart. 


(Fallingto thefloor with a thud.) 


Nevaeh 
Book: 62 


The Shadow of the Goddesses 


Preface: 

Schoolgirls and entities- 'Bloody Fingers', the dark entity kept saying to me, over my bed. 
'Bloody Fingers!'The dark entity kept saying to me. 'Bloody Fingers!' I am just a girl here trying to eat! 
Blood dripping, dripping, from its clocked hand. I am just a 9-year-old girl trying to COME! All-day and all 
night we are hunted. 

'Bloody Fingers'the dark entity kept saying to me. It gets a loader and loader! The more I 
pass him out of my mind. 'I was starting to feel like they want me... to say something.'And then I hear... 
he cries out. 

Onegirl screamedforher bunkbed- 'Dudegetsa band-aid!' 

Justanothernight at the castle, as schoolgirls! 




'I used to ask what gives me the right to kill when I am still alive and now, they're not... and I 
also reason about that now and reflect more, ponder and deliberate; and say well I am not alive - ami? 
So thus, the killing was never- everwrong-wasit?' 



1 


'My eyes are not shining with the ghost of my past.' Yes, it is true that-1 arranged the order 
to have Lance killed, in life, why back when I am guilty- yet I was anywaysforbeingan intent, so why 
not... and who is going to stop me from have justice when none was given in the past. I was ordered by 
Nevaeh, this old gray man with a long white beard said. Dementors all-round Trius was framed for it all. 

Trius took the fall for Amsel's dream boy, that could not do anything wrong-yet he was the 
one to do anything and everything for them. Trius took the wrap-over being who he is. Read is the lance 
dad-so all is explained. It's a black night out and all you can see is the lightning bolts flashing free 
electricity around the from tower to tower, to power everything, power lines a thing of the past for now 
100 years. 


The idea of this being 19th century yet realized, I truly love-when thin king about this-as I sit 
looking out the window. All this comes to mind over its October 31 one more year has passed Halloween, 
yetanothernight of sacrifice, with a feast, come offeringsof children. Skulls litter the land, the 
courtyards, held in the hands of the children are the head of their ancestors, flamingcandles, flicker, on 
their bone craniums, dripping with hot white wax. 

Dressed in classic genuine of black cloaks- rememberingthe history of the Fomorians. 'The 
night of the demeans, a night of a blood moon.' I was not even sure I wanted to go and see more killing, 

I have done, passed- and remorse enough overthe years in this type of faith. This all appalls to the 
spirits from hell, having large bone firers and killing off some of the young. 'The dance of the bones.' 
One-starshinsinto light the killings... Virginia girls all underthe age of 10 this yearto ensure are lasting 
to our God, one being me, Nevaeh. Then she whispered this line, I am justa 'Shadow of the God.' 

Naddalin said- 'your book was the first thing that was brought over to the new words and 
these new planets, it is the bible to these people. And you're the God, what's wrong with you?' 

'Everything that was past life has become your word and your teachings, to them and they 
see life through you!' Naddalin said just moments after the last thing she muttered. 

(That night daydreaming, as a day became night, as I have done all my lives.) 

Funny, somethingthatcame to my mind, drifting back into to time, like always-1 was 


rememberingthe findingthe gold undera tower, yet I am the one that found it, it was in the middle of 



towerseven of Kinzua bride, marked by a missing anchor plat, that was placed there by the train robber, 
his nameTrius, almost seeingthis payin my mind as it did that night, after robbingthe same train that is 
laying on the valley floor, after a spectacular crash at that point crashing from the height the same of 
The Empire State Building, as it was over my head rattling coming and pushing forces far more then it 
could take. The steam engine-flyingthrough the air, steaming, wheels turning, flaming-evil looking... 30 
cars pull with its last fall, the screams of all the passengers know they're going to dye, hitting the ground 
at 94 miles per hour. 

Only one car was left-on the otherfar end the North End, the end that was nextto my old 
home, the same car that Jenny was drawn too, in her death, as the viaduct claimed yet another young 
life, the same side that I would walk on, to look down-thinking. I had to be crazy to wake all over this 
thing with nothing holding me, no nets, and wind of 90 miles-per-hour, at any given moment. Seeing the 
tracks hanging down- and walking them not caring if I fall. 

The old locative orange rusting away the numberstill there, 38, belowtwisted within and 
around, the lags of the edifice, way upon the top only one old car still upthere about roughly-1,000 
feet in the air- and every now and then I see the face of a younggirl lookingat me, yet now only existing 
in my memories of all things past, I have been there many times-above and below-and in the car itself- 
yet my people will only hear my tails of this story- and live their lives by my spoken words- like 
something holy-1 don't understand, afterthe claps, the famous red cowcatcherstill showing its code of 
paint, faded lack lusted, like my mind, like my life, like the stories. 

I could seethe speedingtrain come on to the bride too fastfor it to take as eleven towers 
started to give, it was leaning out more than five degreestothe eastern side, ready to tip, overTrius 
removed the or snapped the callers that held the legs down to the foundations snapping the 1888 
anchor blots to thattower, finally, the glow of the headlamp coming, the lights of the car windows in a 
soft luminosity, the drivergoing fare to fast for the viaduct to take, in fled; a dark and cloudy night- all 
the trees dusted with a light fluffy snow-fairies in the air spinning in the light of my lantern as I hold like 
a hermit, the wind blowing out the wick of my softglowing light- as a cold cyclone moves in recklessly, 
up in the fog the lights of the cars so far up overhead, rattling my ears and encases. The fifty-grand that I 
lived my life on and published my first copies of my books with. 

'Kinzua hangs between the mountains like a frozen echo in time, then the parallels that have 
now converge with the bridge as it deserves into the light, skiesfalling in case around then covering the 



ground, day becomes night; belowthe steamflowsas emotionless as paint as the low clouds start to 
hang above. The distances smeartrees to shades of green... yet, cover by increasingly white. The viaduct 
hums by the wind like fingers strumming its steel. The metal sings as if it could feel, as if locomotive are 
ghostdrummersof mighty thunder, going accursed the ties as it hives and trills. It deceives like the 
reminiscences of the Pullman car contra, rival foresees like recollections, like the snowflakesthatwell 
fall forever-and whenever, in the conjures of the past that one stood, strong and tall, lasting in nothing 
more than endangers.' 

2 

Madame Pearl has taken final death, I was thinking about that too, the seas will never be the 
same. Her so was consolidated with this one... and we have taken on all the kids for the past, and keep 
the history alive. That was a good dead that I did. Think aboutthe good and bad. 

Miss Molinah is the head professorof the marine biology program and magic of underwater 
studies -1 was thin king about-this and that, Chiaz Naztherth that crazy boy and unpredictable at times, 
and is now-the head of the departments of those students, that once lived under the enchanted seas. 

Yes, it's true I kill, I had KING WHELK OF LASSINIA, slaughtered-the story has he been found 
in the- boiler of a steam train, underanothername- and was lit-up. All I have to do is get in their head, 
and assassination is easy. The girl did not even - did not even know what she was doing. Ha, it's so sick to 
me is amusing, anythingfor power. Dearest Lurleen, got over it, when she was asked to back down- or 
fail death would come. A just payback, something I never thought I would do-yet have. Yet I am the 
Supernatural beingto Idol. I have the right to end, life afterlife and the afterlife alike. 

LASSINIA is nowjust an underwaterworld-acity that remands memories, lost in a book, that 
I have written-just stories within our religion. Millennialism afterthe end of Earth, I rewrote the bible, 
and all past believes have gone away-all they have is my impressions-and whatfaith is for my people, 
this understanding is just one part of the seven underworlds of the afterlife, and I am the height Deity 
for all this.Tangibleisom is being alive, and Zenthisom is the seven-spiritual enlightenment of nirvana. 

'I don't fee I holy, yet I wanted to be or fee I, the love of blunt that.' This was more and more 
weekthoughts. 'THEYTHINK ME AS THE CREATOROF EVERYTHING, this is a lie.' 

Yet, I have no way of explaining everything in a book, and all of life's starts and the end is too 
horrifying-yet it lies in my mind-goesfigure,that why pacesare missing. Everythingfor Earth was 



moved and has progressed, just like before with two of two-1 did the sameforthem. It was the right 
thing to do, yet death- is death. No most are here lost- and I gave a home to those too, I rememberwhat 
it was like... not to have a tender home, and that is what I was going for. Everyone from that story now is 
dead in life and lost here for as long as forevercould be to the nextforever. 

3 

(I was thinking back) 

The four girls always had their eyes on me, I loosely sad this for years, and I also so said what 
theywere,yetl knewthat no one would believe me;theywereable to transfigure,forgirls into 
blackbirds' crows. They were always swarming around me and picking at my flash when I was alive until I 
was bloody. If they could get to my eyes, I am sure they would have, no they saved that for Emmah, to 
getat me. 


Scarier to me than the faceless children that are parts of our world, that are the child killed 
by abortions'those souls come here, overthe mother. 




(My girlfriends) 

'Lifers, they were...' I peer into all the memories, shaking my head as I stop at a traffic light, 
not even understanding how I gotthis far along, walking with no idea I was, I stopped looking at the 
Markey above me. And then spinning into my sight was Naddalin- and then wings flapped and then laid 
down to hersides. 

'High-speed flight. Yes...?' 

'Yes,' Naddalin-said replaying back. 

Lest go see a show with a full three acts with a definite beginning, middle, and end, as we 
used too. It is not like you Naddalin, to wantto spend time with me anymore. 

'Why are you being so nice?' 

I am not pretending it's anything more than it is, am I? 


'Elody- the story of a star girl...' it said above me. 



'Sounds more like a prison term than a happily everafter- really glum, yetthat is how girls 
like lives go.' 

It's like we've got an expiration date, and this play made me re-think life, you know-and it's 
just my time- ideas, and the try overs- I'll see you again, things, I promise you-1 will? You guys are 
different, your lifers- even if forbidden.' Sound like any girl's life... why is she crying...? Said Nevaeh. 

'You know what I mean don'tyou.' 

She inspects her shape on the stage-and looks, at Naddalin, and said this reminds me of a 

girl I knew. 


'Who you...?' Naddalin asked. 

Looking at her hands, and getting into a trance; turning her hot-pink nails the way and that, 
with herhands. 

'It's just that you guys are so in tune with each other, so connected. And you seethe life of a 
girl, that is the same as you, whispered a girl behind them.' 

-And- 

'I mean that- literally by the way since you're pretty much always going at it; and we like to 
knowyou, without really knowingyou...' 

'Like- whoare you...' 

The same girl, she puts herfingerup to her lip and say's- 'sh-h.' 

The play is over, I do not say a word, just let on single tear roll down from my left eye, and 
walk away. Now at that moment at that point in time, we were back on the streets, at twilight, I thought 
you said you don't feel anymore, I swallow hard, waking fast the second the light turns from not 
showingthe hand, as it would look as days in my remembrances of the past even before I was alive, 
something I wanted to rememberwasthe romance of the cities of the past, and that what I did. 

Atthat very moment crossingthe intersection with a loud screech of cars wheels lookingas if 
forthe Style in The Jazz Age of The Roaring-1920's, yetstill have the bestoftechnologies-Ithoughtthis 
to be best-when the world made sense, and time was slower, stopping for us to go to the walkway, and 



leaving a thick trail of rubberbehind them-on brick. Work was work, living was living, and time was 
everything that was both, and that is what I wanted for my world. 


An old loving feel... and caring for all, humble, yes, yetthe dark is still 'around, and there is 
nothing I can doaboutthat. 

But even after I set still fora moment to think she's nowhere to be found. Besides I am just 
about to climb a wall in a panic, and at the moment I feel a wispof wind and Naddalin was gone-all I 
saw was the fast flash of wings, I was wondering where she could be when she appears right beside me 
and hands me a new teddy bear-and I blink- blink and blink once more- looking as I did when I was a 
young girl, her hand in mine, after that moment, I think like-1 think that I have blacked out a moment or 
two there. 


Refusing to slow at all, to the fast fee lings of love, until we run into a parking lot and I scan 
her eyes for what I was longing for- lost in the eyes then looking with in to fall for that mind yet once 
more, she was nextto me always- and she really is starting to show it, by beingever-so-sweet. 

She asks, glancing at me and her and slings her backpack over her shoulder. 

Naddalin nods. 

'A hundred and ten dollars.' 

'Urn-are you crazy, some would say yes, that I am, just like you... right?' 

Naddalin laughs, at that very moment. 

'Don'tforget, it was fully customized just like your one from the past when you were a little 
girl.' 


'We could rent tickets... a steam paddleboatto cross the river, to get home?' Emmah, always 
said we should dothis- it's kind of romantic no?The big wheel, and hold hands looking at the golden 
wavessplashingto theflickers and the pulling's of the lights on the ripples of the watersfromthe city- 
as we move down the river to the villages- and then home to the castle. And that is what they did, very 
much in love. 

Lying in bed, with the teddy bear- she stares at her, eyes practically bugging out of her head, 
unable to understand how anyone could do such a thing-why anyone would do such a thing, as buy one. 



With the connivance and trust, of my hand and hand understandinglthence,feelintoslumber-witha 
memory that was hopingto stand thetestof time, within my head. Yetshort thoughts too long 
flashback's was somethingthatwas alwaysan issue. 

(The next day came as the light came in through the spilled pains of my windows-ten feet 
away from my bed.) 

'...And we have to look at the locals and be the same even if not-we have wings-that they 
need not see-and do as they do-without looking strange.' 

'Um, okay, so let megetthe traditional looking dress on- as they would have one, I like this 
one it is burgundy timed in gold- fabric light and airy strands flutter around her body as if in the wind 
gust, hang from the corset, and when we go out today we could see a lot more-she said. 

'So-o you just woke up and decided-to hurry and do and think this all before asking, what 
the hell?' 'Eventhough I love it,' said Naddalin. Evenyourgolden halo is showingand glowingand 
pulsating, face fare to angelic for this world, and lips also light shades of pink- her light brown hair 
glowing to the suns lights in honey tones blowing in the breeze-skin light fleshy hints of light young 
youthful pink casts, and shimmering as weII, to the world people around you or don't you care about 
exposingourworld to them anymore? 

Soft like the movement of pastel colors of paint smudging the sky around her small body- 
looking just like Willow Shields, eyes have changed colorfrom blue to green, wings outspread absorbing 
the light, gray into vivid whitefeathery, teddy bear embraced in both arms. Nevaeh Never looked ever 
more-GODDESS. The wings are changing back she said, is if you are finding hope and experiences, no 
longerthe look of the FULLEN. 

'It's all because of you,' she said to Naddalin. 

Naddalin shrugs, saying'Pretty much'-with an attitude, and deep love for her than ever 
finding her new hope within. 'You have a locked-in faith...' she said. 

'...And the people around here are not like back home, here you can be your best and 
happiestever- Ifeelthis forwhy like-1 am in yourmind always.' 


Nevaeh- 'Some callthat love, mind to mind.' 



'Because in case you have not noticed/ she says, practically hyperventilating now, 'things are 
starting to workout for you.'As if it was to hex, the momentto come, she said sheepishly. 

'Some of us are a little deprived like you were in the past, yet now not so much and it all over 
you- being you and finding yourself and making good to your worlds and people, and all the children of 
the school- you role' said, Naddalin, I just said today, that I would get you to- relax-even if justforthe 
lest little time.' 

'Some of us were born to parents- some kings- some queens, and some Godets of the angles, 
some even born to lose, to then win, like you, so cruel is the world until you saved them all, you should 
be very happy with yourself, and unusual they're forced to rely on the kind ness of friends for the rest of 
their lives- and hope for a higher power as you give them, thank you-for seeing the light- and I helpyou- 
is thrilling to me, and yes, I would take the gift of your happiness-thanks!' Said Naddalin. 

'Sorry.' Naddalin shrugs, about that-yet you did get all that you wanted and more. 'Guess-1 
hadn'tthoughtaboutthat. Nevaehthoughtbackand Naddalin heard within her mind. 

Though if it makes you feel any better-you had loved all along you just did not want to 
believe that was so-o, it was all fora very good cause, what you did and have done overall these years.' 

(She gives double thumbs up!) 

...And a very wide smile with her head turned to the one side as if makinga timeless painting 

pose. 


And when she looks at me, eyes meeting mine in that way that she has, along with the usual 
wave of warmth, I get the horrible feeling that ditching in the past is just the start of her plans-for world 
rulings, to getto know me better-1 had to reprogram her mind, lost minds and walking is much better 
than ever before. 
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'Mow'd you get to school- in your past, did you start to walk?' I ask, just as we reach the front 
gate where Haven is waiting, sometimestook the train as you-she points at Haven, and walked and 
walked... the bus was detectable and as memorable as the town itself. 


'She rode the train?' 



'That was not in your story if I remember, you should add it in.' Said Naddalin, in a whisper. 


Haven then glances between us, she recently dyed and has fallen even lower, her bangs 
falling into herface, to make herself look normalized to the restof the world looking at her. 

'I kid you not; I would not have believed it either, but I saw it with my own eyes she was now 
an angle darkerthan everwithherwings-yettremendouslygorgeous,she was classed asa girl forever. 

Watched ourfootingas we climb right into the big steamertrain, with all the otherkids- real 
freshmen, dorks, retards, and rejects-who that were all like us- as we were in the remembrances of the 
times past, then again unlike us now, nowthat we are older and see life to its fullestand have wisdom, 
and some common sense, have no other choice but to ride, in this car, all others are full to their fullest.' 

She shakes her head, saying don't say it's the same - reason with yourself doesn't say it even 
if true, why everythingyoujust said to me I needto believe is true, Naddalin. 

'Urn- like is it true,' asked Haven, 'you usedyourgold bars as bricks in parts of the world to 
line the sidewalks and streets, you have made as pavers out ofyour wealth-and your people walk paths 
of gold bars... overyou had so much gold you did not know whatto do with it all?' 

'Yes, yes, it is!' 

'Why?' 

'Why not?' 

It only has worth to me, and not them... just something-1 wanted to change. 

'And I was so shocked by the sight of it, I blinked a bunch of times just to make sure it was 
streets of gold- like a distant memory of stories of the past she made them true. 

And then, when I still wasn't convinced, that this was not her ideas, I snapped a pic on my 
cell and sent it to Jon-John who confirmed it, with old text that was called. Revelations the ends of the 
world, the only part of the bible that was kept to know where I need to go and be to save us, said 
Nevaeh.' 


She holds it up for us to see, and she read it was old and ripped at tattered, pages, this is 


dark and odd what happened. This is why you became their God, right? Yet I will never say that I am the 



return, yet I am the chosen one. I am the Godets... not God. 'I never wanted to be worshiped-or 
thought of as the Queen of Queen's.' 

Nevaeh- 'I neverwanted bloodshed orwar, overme.' 

'Justlove, and pace.'Said Haven. 

'Why... why is the question in the story that need means the most in answering that leads to 
more questions.' 

That night, in the girls sitting room-1 glance at Naddalin, wondering what she could- be up to, 
and that's when I notice she's ditched her usual cashmere sweater in place of a plain cotton tee, and 
how her designerjeans have been replaced with no-name plain pockets, herearly look as she calls it. 

'Qne thing I nevergot, with yourstory, was its sad Anna Kendrick was held against, and this is 
true, by that nut-you said this yourself-your life was made into a movie, yet it was not Anna that played 
you-atall- it was Willow. I ask was heryour numberonefan.' 

'Anna was more like Emmah.' said Naddalin. 'Yet that what always happens in moves, things 

change. 


Nevaeh- 'It was-Willow's first time- having the main role... and she did it- and it was huge 
aroundthe world!' 

Eventhe brown boots she's nearlyfamousforhave been swappedforgirlie rubberflip-flops. 

And eventhoughshe does notneedany of that flash and dashto look as incredibly beautiful 
as the first day we met-the new low-key look is just- not her-1 thought, or is it better? 

Or at least not the- 'girl' - that I'm so-o used to. 

I mean, while Naddalin is incontrovertiblysmart, kind, loving, and generous-andall, she's 
also a hint more colorful and otiose at times. 

Always preoccupied with her clothes, her image in general- along with smarts. Now she has 
the looks and the smarts, and I have her- and we both are more or less the same. 

Also, do not even try and pin her down on her exact date of birth, since for someone who 


chose to be immortal, she has a definite multi-layered past of not rememberingthingsdeepthingsthat 



are ever-so hidden, and points of view and perspectives about her age-to use she is always the same 
age oftheyoungteengirl. I don't mind changing bodies if I have herand she-in- me-all the way, a girl 
can be. 


Nonetheless, even though-1 normally could not care less about the clothes she wears or her 
ride to school lookeither-or the train trip style, when I look at her again, I get the horrible chink in my 
belly-an unrelenting push, demanding my notice-to love-dream, drift off in thoughts of lust. 

A definite warning that she is me rely just at the beginning of making me crazy for her. Nope, 
she has somethingto do with last night. 

That the sudden transformation goes way dee per than some cost-cutting, altruistic, 
environmentally conscious agenda. 

Something, about being haunted byherkarma is now over; convinced that giving up her 
most prized possessions- even me in the past, will somehow balance it all out- and she can live in 
solitude, with me- Naddalin, and if trouble arises, that I will stand in for her place. ...After all its a war of 
minds. Sometimes-the body and always taken of the soul! 

'Shall we go- the steam whistle blows?' She smiles, grasping my hand the second the bel I 
rings of the train, the wetness of the steam and coal dust cinders, blows around us as the wheels spin 
and slip three times, leading me away from Emmah and Haven, who stay on the platform, at the station 
who'll spend the next three phasesof their time writing notes back and forth, about seeing us and 
hoping for the next time they do and that there missing us already, trying to determine what's up with 
Naddalin. (Yet we already know... don't we?) 

I look at her, her gloved covering hand in mine as we heard down the hall, whispering, 
'What's going on, with Naddalin others were thinking I am sure? What happened to you?' (You and I 
know... yettothe outside world theydo not.) 

Three girls' hands and hand going down the sidewalk... look at us and say thank you for 
changing the minds of the world. 

'I already told you.' She shrugs her hold body. 'I don't need it, this for others about being the 
change they need yet it's nice. It's an unnecessary sympathy, I no longercare to indulge really.' Odd how 
this all worked out... 



She giggles, lookingat me smiling. But when I do not join in, she sinkers more and shakes her 


head and says, 'Don't look so serious, you getthe glory. And I get you, and peace of mind, it is a good 
trade-off. 


It's not a big deal. When-1 realized it's not something, I need- to have to feel complete, we 
walked out of a depressed area, to have all this, I would not change a thing, and I left my pride, behind, 
along with most of my money by the side of the road where someone can find it, that needs it more 
than myself.'Yet with me,theyshould not need, and neithershould I. 

'We were always smarterthan them, always.'she holds up hergirlfriend's hands. 

I press my lips together and stare straight ahead, know at any time I can climb inside her 
mind, and see the thoughts she keeps all to herself, and getto the bottom of whatthe is really about, I 
understand her more than anybody else. 

Nonetheless, notwithstandingthe way she looks at me, despite the dismissive shrug that she 
gives, nothing she's said makes the least bit of sense-yet that was always the way she was, and is. And -1 
love that, it is crazy; yetever-so right. 

'Well, that'sfine and all, I mean, if that'swhatyou needtodo, thengreat, havefun-asyou 
always said, and I think it's really sweet-also you're a given person.' I shrug, fully convinced that it's not 
at all great, though knowing better than to say it out loud. I find a moment of contentment, walking into 
the sunset. 


(Sometimes has pasted) 

Love, even to this day is more lust then they can take to keep apart. Nevaeh and Naddalin, as 
their date continued. Then in the castle, in the restated book sections, with only the glow of soft lantern 
lights. 


The smell of old paper, and leather bindings. They started to make love against, the library 
shelves which creaked with their movement, all the old volumes falling for the other sides. Then over 40 
of them all land to the ground, wide open- all from the same writer, his name on the covers, it is 
common enough at such times to fantasize arriving enjoyed herslightweighton her, enjoyed being 
crushed underhersmall body. 



I wanted to kiss her forever, and then, I remove out all thought about what this was, what it 
might means, what further mess passion was why I might create for myself, or the thoughts of anyone 
else. She wanted her soldered to her, from mouth to feet. Many shivers shake and chills run past and 
through her body, and she alike. 

I kissed heruntil true thoughts seeped outthrough myporesand I becamea living pulse, 
enjoyed being crushed under her body while toiled. She wanted her soldered to her, from mouth to feet, 
conscious only of what I wanted to do to her. 

She enjoyed all her-the weight she gives. Naked now, she lay her full length over her; only 
the united beat of sex and heart together can create ecstasy, of their privet parts entertained rubbing 
one another. ...And then we were crashing around the little railway Pullman cars finding the right tracks, 
all hands and lips and, oh, God, the scent and taste and feel of her. 

Twisting each button below, kissing hands and finger, shivers passed through her body. 

When she closed hereyes, shefeltshe had many hands around her, which touched hereverywhere, and 
many mouths the kiss the same, which passed so swiftly over her. Fingers soft, running his finger along 
herbreastbone. 

At last with an angle sharpnessof heavenly, then herteeth sank into each other's fleshiest 
parts. Likewise, kissing her just above her pubic bone, she slipped two fingers inside her, the darkness 
swirling around hersmall hole. Notonly did she spit and like is my girl hole and spilled into two lines 
parted, but she also did the same to my butt hole, too. -It felt so good-1 

And, then I licked the clear goo-ing girlie-come off of her two longest fingers, that thick 
wetness, was bridging between them playfully, and atthat moment was far too tantalizing not to try, 
that she had in front of my face to show me, as she was making scissors fingers of the goo-ing, other 
warm love. 


When her shirt finally fell open, she studied her, then touched her breasts. Couldn't have 
cared less if shethoughtthe samethingsorway- Naddalin licked her nipples, then moved his lips slowly 
down her stomach, minds locked for the moment was more than any other thoughts they had. It was 
the love of the mind more than a body. 



Then supreme Naddalin who has the mind of Nevaeh within her body, as if placement flip- 
flopped, she runs out into the hard-pouring rain, nude for the love the made just moments before with 
no cares in the world otherthan love and freedom of expression. 

Her arms to the graying cloud-covered skies above, then she takes a full 1 billion volts in a 
white cracking blot of lighting to their head, as her wings are outstretched, (I scream saying run, yet she 
stands unmoved.) 

Then the oddest thing happens as if she has dissipated all the power if the blot into her body 
as more power to keep her alive for that many years, the wings of her body arching with extreme 
voltage, wildly wrapping around the feathers of the wings, themselves, she was glowing with power, and 
it was going into her mind- as energyfor remembrance. The clock tower bells ring- out the time, of 
midnight. 


Then moments aftershe and Naddalin went into the steamy Roman bathhouse, with nude 
cherub angels playing Instruments, thatareenchanted and welcomingto use, in softwhite stone, lined 
all around the pool edge along with two lion and lamb statues also animated, with many fire bowls, 
likewise with many cascading waters falls falling down on young bodies. 

The bathhouse is enclosed by walls, yetopen to the skies above in twinkling stars. Also, light 
by flaming lanterns, with the back-lights of many arched stain glass windows, lining the length of the 
long room shin and sheeningmanydifferent colors, that are dancing on the young nude little girls ages- 
seven and up to twenty-five, over one hundred nude schoolgirls were waking and bathing around them 
in the shallow 3-foot hot waters. 

Nudity is not something that well has a shame of in this world, noteven thought of as wrong, 
and why should it be? Multi-colored roses were all around inside and out, everything lush, fervent, keen, 
passionate, vehement, zealous and most agog. 

Naddalin and Nevaehthetwoofthem having crazy humpingmovementsof notbeingable to 
stand not having it and making the pussy kissing together, as both their legs apart and prevents touching 
to the point of smashingdown on and in, in lovemaking in the mornings hours, as her hip molds with her 
hip, kissing like as the meet. 



The soft skin that Naddalin has that hands no more than two inches from herself have been 
now rubbing and going in Nevaeh, her love now dripping into the 0.5906 inches, or 1.5-centimeter tight 
pink opening ofthe vaginal hole, worm and lustful. 

(The next day) 

Let us get out of here and go shopping, we've earned it. 

I gape, shaking my heard- urn I don't think so-o, I hardly could believe my ears. And since 
when do you worry about cost. Missy. 

She looks at me, amused by my surge of lighter, which is not exactly the reaction I had 
prearranged on. 

'But just how are you planning to get around now that you've ditched the train and don't 
have a ride?' 

'I mean, in case you haven't noticed, this is not back home where you can run around freely, 
what do you plan on doing, you can't get anywhere without having a motorbike, would you like to rent 
one?' 


'Like-1 am some shallow, money-oriented, self-absorbed, buyer-driven snob?' 

I thoughtyou would already knowthis. 

'No!' I cry, shakingmy heardand squeezingherhand. 

Hoping to convince hereven though, I did kind of mean it- not being mean yettruthful in a 
way of conveying. Only not in a slumber way like she thinks or you even would feel- like. 

Then just like the words'KILL, KILL, I-WE Kill the final time, mark my words played hauntingly 
in her head, yet it was in the mind of Naddalin, and then transfer at the same time in the mind of 
Neveah linked. 'Nothingto worry about, just past evils that well never give up.' Said Nevaeh. 

'Always something orsomeone to end the moments,' said Nevaeh. Atone time, she had my 
old boyfriend appreciatesthefinerthings in life kind of thing, and she has always taken a man's place 


with me in my heart, and less in my girlfriend's mind to I worry anymore aboutthem, now she is the 



version I have of safety and comfort of what I am looking for in that kind of way, even if a girl. 'She is my 
rock!' 


'I just-UM.' 

I squint, wishing I could be even half as eloquent as her. Yes, still forging ahead when I say, 'I 
guess some just don't get it, we never feel love like we have - and I feel sadden for them.' I shrug at her, 
eyes meeting. I raise her ruby and diamond-covered hand intertwined with gold, with all the chain she 
had that crisscross overtop to where I can see the top of her hand to kiss, to make her feel even more 
safe with me. (Contentment is everything with some else, I always thought.) 

The bonds between ourselves and another person belong only in our minds. Memory, as it 
grows fainter, loosens them times before-your own keep or not, and not without trying to keep the 
good, the bad sometimes creep overtop, of other evils wanting to still your joy, the illusion by which we 
wantto be hoax and which, out of love, friendship, politeness, deference, obligations, we hoax other 
induvial, we existalone. 

A woman like us is the creature who cannot escape from herself, and her past, who knows 
other people only in herself, and when she asserts the contrary, she is lying. ...And that is how, I look at 
her past my past and what is in the past, making less tragic recallings of all things that are now past. 
Alleged Naddalin. 

Whispered thoughts of the mind- 'The bonds between ourselves and another person exists 
only in our minds.' Recalling things in life and the afterlife may not always be the same as you once 
remembered. 

Ha, grief is what develops the powers of the mind, and happiness is just a state of it like grief 
as well, yet happiness is beneficial for the body, but it is the sad ness that makes the brilliants of mind. 

'The true meaning to us of how little time and place matters is the feeling of undying love.' 
That was what Nevaeh said back to me in my mind. 

That night in the middle of the night, I walked along the wall of macabre younggirl bones-of 
hips, arms, legs, and heads, oh my- of 4-foot-high, remembering death for some, it's just the way it is, 
death is death even in the afterlife. Bodiesonly last so long, and only I can last forall time. 



Then I started thinking abouta girl that I knew, thatwas close to my hometown, like touch 
her bones that lay here, with all the others, she may not have made it as one of us, fallen yeti think her 
story is worth sharing. 

The story oddly starts long before, she was born. 

'December9,1930, I slowly opened myeyes, to the world ofthe wandering around me, 
kicking and screaming like a newborn hearing, my name forthe first-time, Giovanni.' 

'Um-to tell you the truth, I don'tremember, if mydad was there or not, my mothernever- 
ever- like really said, along with not saying much about it, mainly for he was hard at work for the money 
was not there, for us you see we-were poor.' 

'Oh, yes, it's a- very small an Italian town called: PettoranoSulGizio.' 

'I remembermy dear sweet mother telling this story, and my older brother as well, of how 
she gives birth to me in a one-bedroom house, or most would call a wooden shack, that what- an I call it.' 

'Notto be too graphic, but-a, her legs were all- an apart onto hay bales, she was crying 
louder and louder, then I was, back in those days you did NOT have anyone there, like to help with this 
kind of thing, it just happens.' 

'I am lucky to be- a here with you now.' He said. 

'My life was hard, but- a worth it, I can not- complain really.' 

'One-1 am an Italian American.' 

'Two-1 am- a getting older and feel, that- an I have lived a good life.' 

'It's all a masterful plan of happiness and sad moments, lost in time really with me, hey what 
can-1 say, they're all in my mind still...' 

'Urn yes, even at the time-worn age of eighty-five years young.' 

'Sometimes, I look at these kids coming up and think to myself, how things have changed, 
like me, also, I cannot-a spell or write much, yet that doesn't mean, that I am not smart.' 



'Unlike you-1 can't use a computer, I wouldn't even know how to turn one on, yet-a, I think 
that is okay.' 

'Um-you live, andyou learn, as you go.' 

'Come what may for another day, and who- is to say what stays with you forever, and never 

go away.' 


'Even old age can't take that away.' 

'It is locked in your memories; all you have to do is find a way to getthem out.' 

(He looks at me...) 'That is why you're here, writing all my stories of stories down in this book 
you say you can write for me.' 

(Iwill do that foryou...) Isaid. 

'What can I a- say, when I wasa threeyearof age, I was living with my grandmother, there 
was a complication, that made it hard to part with my mother, yet it was- what had to be done, at the 
time.' 


'She was overworked and workingforall of us, and just could not keepup,withit all health- 

wise.' 


'I remember, the winters they were so-o cold it felt like a knife cutting open your face. 

'Yet, nothing like here in the small town of Hasting's Pennsylvania, asyou can see, I am a- 
talking to you in my little apartment- it's a nice no?' (Yes, yes- it is...) I whispered. 

(I glanced and said also: 'I' am glad to be talking with you.' 

I- was sitting therewith a 1911 Underwood Typewriter curiosity not sure what he would say 

next.' 


'I look outside with him, it's nice here, yet not at all like back when I was a small boy, 
climbing the tree for the hell of it and picking things off it all to eat- yeah know.' 

'Urn plus just see how high I could go.' 


'I went back with my motherat the age often or so, we didn't have much at all- you see. 



'I really... loved being a child, yet that did not last long... speaking of that, like - we sleep for 
the most part all togetheron the floor on leaves and grass.' 

'With an open firebox in the middle of the one-room place, my dad used to make his 
charcoal, laying wood, mud, and levels together.' 

(Ah- hum...) I said, frantically typing away. Remember, nights where I was, that I wish. I'd had 
somethingto cover with yet did not-a.' 

'I remember, wearingthe same outfit from the age of ten until my teen years back.' 

'Yes, surely as you could imaginefull of holesand not smellingthe bestreally."Therewasno 
shit house, you found some random bush, and wiped with the left hand.' 

(NICE!) is what I said, raising a brow. 

'That is too much, yet it is very true, he said, sighing.' 

'Funny, it's like-1 could see my dad up in the hills... doing this... he shows the movement, of 
cutting down these big old trees.' 

'It was kind of like his job, yet nobodyworks, and the workyou did wantreally forthe dollar, 
it wasto keep life-going-yeah see?'Thought, I had a hard time makinga living... my dad had a little 
harderthan me... yet, I wonderthat now.' 

(Say more about him) I alleged. 

'What can-1 say, he was a good man, though with a- lot of things, you have to let the past 
behind you, and sometimes loved one also.' 
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(Tree- limb) 

'I remember, the one time, I and this younggirl, where she and I wentto high, and the 
branch broke snapping it off... with me... and my small arms hanging on it, I nearly fall on my ass and 
broke it, I think I did.' 


'Idiota Ragazzo,' she said. 



(Her) 


'MyGrannie was not at all pleased with me, it was like a twenty-footdrop orso-o.' 
'What-a can I say, I was the rough and ready type of younger'Ragazzo' a- boy?' 

'Sorry-for me speaking so broken, as you see, I never really learn howto read or write so- 

'good.' 


What- smarts l-a got I tough- myself.' 

'I mean look at me now, I am and an older man.' 

'Yet, look at this photo, see what I once was, look at the black hair, I once had, not- a so 
much there now, oh well what- a can you do that's- a life.' 

'Maybe they'll let me get my Cadillac back and I get can - an out and seethe world one more 
time, as you see my days are getting shorter, yet I feel good.' 

'You know, I have all loved the Cadillac- my first was a 1962 Deville, nothing like the shitty 
looking things we have today.' 'Oh-well-at-this point... I don't have anything to my name, and I am still 
not sure, what I wantto be printed on myheadstone...that's-alifetoo no?' 

'Life is amazingly full of wonder, slander, and sometimes hurt-you'llsee what I mean.' 

'By the way, just start calling me John, everybody does.' 

'Um-yetonce again, that's- a life, it goes by so fast- kid, look at- you-you're-youngand have 
so much to see.' 

'It'sjustthe name that stuck with me overthe years, I don't-a knowwhy, justa good English 
sounding name-ah-so I went with it, kind of thing.' 

'I remember, spending my teen yearin Rome, kind of on my own, yet, when I look back on it 
now, I was kind of always alone.' 

(Gotyeah) I said, nodding. 
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'I have had loved and I have had the loss. Oh, and I have loved anotherwith all my heart and 


soul mind and body.' 

'Yet there was more than one love in my life.' 

'What-a can I say, I love all the woman, some you love like yourmotherin that-away, and 
someyou love in anotherway's, like all my friendsandfriends.' 

'I have made overthe years; here eating nice meals, three times a day, at The BeaverStreet 
Cafe, breakfast lunch, and dinner.' 

'Urn-1 am a typical guy, which has worked hard and lived life, a normal life.' 'I love to tease 
the girls here severingthefood to me, I know I am too old to get a young date, but what the heck I can 
try right?' 


'I feelas if theythink. I'm like their grandpa or something, hecki don'tfeelthatold.' 

'What can I say, I am kind of a flirt, but I like to have a good time, that's what it's all about 
having fun, is it not?' 

'I don'tdislike anybody, nordoesanyone dislike me. 

'I would say, I feared to leave my homeland, but it was something to think strongly about.' 

(The movie) 

'I mean heck, it was a new land, I was lost in a sea in a rainstorm, were knobby could 
understand me hard when I looked up at 'The Statue of Liberty,'when I was-oh boy, like nineteen or 
so...' 'Um- like we got lost on the trip over to New York, on a ship or more like a pedal boat called: 'The 
Conto Brackenno...'' 

('Don't ask me howto spell it, yet, let me try-1 think that is it.') 

(I went with it) 

(Back) 

'Before I get into that-a, let me talk some about PettoranoSul Gizio my little hometown.' 


(Sure! Goforit.) 



'I remember, the steam trains rolling all night and all day, I recall hoppingon themfromtime 


to time, I have this remembrance a lot anymore.' 

'Then again there was this bridge with stone arches and the town sat way upon the hill, a 
long walk yetthat is how we did the long walking from place to place, you were rich if you had a car.' 

'I mean we had our ass's, chickens, and ducks, yetyou had to have money forthat also.' 

'And if you wanted food on thetable,you have to trade and pick whatyou wanted,it was 
this or that.' 

'I can hearthe train cars linking up, and the whistleblowing, the light in the cars fascinated 
me for you could seethe light glowing and to me, that was something neatto see on the long summer 
nights.' 'We did not have power in our home, there were no phones, and there was no running water, 
what water, I had we bright in fora hand pump far down the dusty lane all downhill, all up to the other 
way.' 


'Yet, I still feel my heart is back there sometime, I mean it was all I knew, and 'till I found out 
what having a U.S life was all about.' 

(N.Y-WWII) 

'The world movies a little fasterin New York.' 

'I kind of find it funny, I missed being in two different wars, it was the around the time of 
WWII and I was drafted, yet, because of me not have the background, I need, I was told, that I was not 
needed, and that was just fine by me, I was not really into all that junk anyway; not that I would not 
fight for my country, I would yet that was not what I wanted to come over he re.' 

'What can I say nothing ever comes out-a fighting like fools? I worked in an Italian restaurant, 
it's not right, we are all the same really.' 

'Onthe otherhand, before getting into all that, I was walking the streets, just lookingfor 
someone to give me a job.' 


'I was not complaining, yet, living homeless is notthe greatestthing.' 



'I had nothing, I had a newwife, and I would say-1 loved her... yes, but it was an arranged 
marriage, so I could be here in the U.S.' 

'What can you do she was beautiful, everything a man would want really.' 

'She was sixteen when we first met, and it was not loved at first sight, yet we made it work.' 

'She came over to me, and I got to see her when she was about seventeen, yet she was living 
with someone else.' 

(Rocky love) 

'What can you do, I was not mad about it, I just went on doing what I do.' 

'That all ended, and she came back to me, and me being who I am, said yes once more.' 

'That is one thing about me, I have always been too forgiving, yet that is what love is all 

about.' 


'Ah- let me close my eyes and look back into the past, I can see herthere, standing in front of 
me, and this was not long afterwe were married before she had to leave me.' 

'We-she and I- let's just say we made love for the first time. It was nothingfancy not like 
what I hear some of these kidssaying- 'they do today." 

'You kissed you touched each other's bodies, things like that, I am a romantic after all.' 

'I was on top other, kissing her the whole time, she was in some pain, yet she - loved it not 
long afterthe first thrust.' 

'She never really said that she loved me, yet we had a type of love where you did not need to 
say it aloud.' 

(Movingforward) 

'Hecksleepingnakedwaswhat youdid anywaysin the hotsummerdaysin NewYorkin the 
1950s. Or you would roast to death, I guess it helped some with the passion.' 

'I don't remember, it all, nevertheless- if I look back on it, I do-1 have to blow the cobwebs 


off my brain- kind of like looking into an old scrapbook.' 



'I look out and seethe sun shining out my frosted window, and I see my day go by ever so 


slowly.' 


'I've led an ordinary life.' 

'There are no memorials dedicated to me and my name will soon be ancient history, but I've 
loved anotherwith all my core, feelof mind and soul, and to me;this has always been sufficient.' 

'The optimists would call this a love mushy love story yah-a not really, the pessimists would 
call it-a heartbreak.' 

'Yet it worked okay... seeing her long black hair laying on top of her breast with some skin 
shown and her nipplesthrough, looking shy with big brown eyes.' 

'Yet wanting me and all that, she was on the bed, I kissed all the way up her legs, feeling all of 
herwith my fingertips, it was afterall the first time, it was a big thing for me also see as it happened, I 
was not living with her, yet I was sleepingthere some nightyet nobody really new.' 

'This was the first that stands out the most to me, the first time, I was ever in a bed like this, 
so it was one neat night.' 'She was a virgin at seventeen, me I am not going to say, yet I think I did all I 
need to do, I never had someone say it was wrong, and she became pregnant to me, and I never saw my 
little girl, until-1 came oversometime later.' 

'Really, I never even knew was pregnantshe went back I stay it was all craziness, yet maybe I 
didn'tknowas much as I thoughti did about making- love-either-a lost thought rolling around in his 
head.' 


'Really If I did, I would have found some way to make it over and Gaetanina and my little one.' 

'In my mind, it's a little bit of both, and no matter how you choose to view it, in the end, it-a 
does not change the fact that it involves a great deal of my life and the path I've chose n to follow.' 

'I have no complaints about my path and the places it has taken me; enough complaints to fill 
a circus tent about otherthings, maybe, butthe path I have chosen has always been the right one, and I 
wouldn't have had it any other way.' 


'Time doesn'tmake iteasyto stay on the right pathwaythat is long and not all way sight.' 



'There are up's and down's hills and mountain valley. The path is straight as ever, but now it 


is strewn with the rocks and gravelthat accumulate overa lifetime.' 

'Until three years ago, it would have been easy to ignore, but it's impossible now.' 

'There is a sickness rolling through my body; I'm neitherstrong nor healthy, and my days are 
spent like an old party balloon: listless, spongy, and growing softerovertime.' 

'I lookout all the time and see all the faces going by it's nice, I feel okay in this old body.' 

'Yet, I don'tfeel, as if I am all that old, it's gettingcolder outyet.' 

'I feelthe same on the inside getting colderas the days pass everso slowly and feel as if they 
are getting longer and my life is getting shorter.' 

'I wantto do something, so you all rememberwho I am, yet I am not sure howto do that, I 
ran into this youngerman Named: Marcel Ray Duriez, and he said-a; 'I will do this foryou." 

(...and I did.) 

'And I wasoverjoyed that someone would care about some like me, just your ordinary Italian 
man, living in Hastings Pennsylvania.' 

'That was one a big-time chef back in the old century, and New York City back in the fifths.' 

(Really...?) 

'I sit in this restaurant called: 'The Beaver Street Cafe'and I see faces come and go, I think -1 
know then all, they all know me, I am so easy to get to know-yeah- no.' 

'Theyall rushed by saying hi, in and out the door.' 

'Some even sit with me, I love to flirt with the girls that serve the food to me, I am a sexy 
man afterall just look- an at me, I still got it.' 

'I like the kid, I even asked him everfora shot of brandy, (being me) and we talk, and he 
typed, I was never much of a reader or writer yet he is.' 'I see him taking notes on the typewriter and I 
wonder-a what my story is going to say... even I don't get it sometimes.' 


'I walk on wood floors, wood classed dark wood wall coverings. 



'Do you like my hair? It's graying yet it's all there is it-a not.' 


'Like most my age of 85, I got most of my hair, though I'm the only one in the cafe this 

morning.' 


'They are like in this room I start to feel lonely and long for my wife the first one that I had.' 

(Kids) 

'Yet, I love them both yet can re member their names, alone except for the girls in the back, 
but they, like me, yetthey have their own busy lives- 'yet-athat's life." 

'I was that way too when I was young- but-an age slows you-ah down, what-a heck, I am 
okay with it I have to be- NO?' 

'A minute later, the door has been propped open for me, as it usually is, my nurse comes 
down to sit and talk, asking if I'd like coffee, 'It's-afine, everything it's-a fine." 

'That saying has almost become routine to me.' 'Nowthere are two others in the room, and 
they too grin at me as they come in and pass as they move in and pass by.' 

'Good morning, they both say one a young boy and a teen girl...' 

'They say with cheerful expressions, and I'd take a moment to ask about the kids and the 
schools and an oncoming end to their vacations.' 

'They get sadden by me saying their fun day is coming to an end.' 

'I don't like making a kid fee I that way-yet-athat is life, it's not, not always fun, yet I'd like to 
keep happy, I see herwalk to a table I see hercrying fora minute or so.' 

'They do not seem to notice, that I look with concern; even see me doing this yet have 
become numb to it, but then again that my life, looking for others, what the heck that is just the way I 
am.' 


'A person can get used to anything if given enough time.' 
'Time is everythingandyetnothingall at the same time.' 


'I cough, and through squinted eyes, I check my watch. 



'I realize it is time to go.' 


'I stand from my seat by the window and shuffle across the room, stopping at the desk to 
pick up the scrapbook, I have looked through a hundred times. I do not glance through it.' 

'Instead, I slip it beneath my arm and continue on my way to the place I must go. I hear the 
muffled sounds of crying in the distance and know exactly who is making those sounds.' 

'Then the nurses see me, and we smile at each other and exchange greetings.' 

'They are my friends and we talk often, but I am sure they wonder about me and the things, 
that I go through everyday.' 

'I listen as they begin to whisperamongthemselves as I pass.' 

'There he goes again,' I hear, 'I hope it turns out well.' 

'But they say nothing directly to me about it.' 

'I'm sure they think it would hurt me to talk about it so early in the morning and knowing 
myself as I do, I think they're probably right.' 

'Until three years ago, it would have been easy to ignore, but it's impossible now.' 

'There is an illness developing through my body; I'm neither strong or steady, yet I fee I very 
healthy, however, I know that is not so, and my days are spent will, I'm not allowed to drive anymore, 
yeti want to the TV is on yet I don't care to look, I don't even care who the president it's - what was his 
name?'Osama?' 'Oris it Obama?' I don't know eitherway-doyou? It'sall thesameto me.' 

'I cough and look out my living room window and through peeking eyes out the window blind, 
I check my watch the kid playing in the park nextdoorand hearthe splashing ofthe pool, what joy that 
brings to me.' 

'I realize it is time to go back over next to and get lunch now shrimp or something like that-1 
don't care it's all good to me.' 


'I love to sit here in my old lazy boy chair it's, okay by me too- what the heck-a.' 



'I get up something take a few jabs at it I stand by seat getting stable footing- by the window 
and shuffle across the room, stopping at the desk to pick up the photos of the past...' 

'I have looked over than a hundred times, it could have been more I don't remember, yet I 

recall it all.' 


'I do not glance through it the scrapbookof timeworn photos so that I don't rememberever 
seeing, yet I am sure, I have my nurse said, I have, and it was not more than a week ago.' 

'Instead, I slip it beneath my arm and continue on my way to the place I mustgo.' 

'I sit for just a second and stare at her, but she doesn't return the look.' 

'I appreciate all that she doesforme,yeti knowwho I am.' 

'She doesn't need to think I do, I don't- like that.' 

'Sometimes, I think she forgot more than I know.' 

'I'ma strangerto her, she doesn'tget people like do.' 

'Then, turning away, I bow my head and pray silently forthe goodwill I know I will require 
keepinggoingon.' 

'I have always been a firm believerin God and the influence of good hope, all the same, to be 
honest, my faith has made a list of questions-some I don't get and some that I do-1 definitely want to 
be answered before I'm gone, and no one re members why.' 

'Afterward, I sit in the chair that has come to be shaped like me. They are finishing up now; 
herclothes are on, but still, she is crying. It will become quieterafterthey leave, I know.' 

'The excitement of the morning always upsets her, and today is no exception.' 'Finally, the 
shade is opened, andthe nurses walkout.' 

'Both of them touch me and smile as they walk by.' 


'I wonderwhatthis means.' 



'I lastly assumed whattrue love is and what it standsfor... love is meantfor caring for 
anotherperson's contentment more than your own, no whatever to the problems life may bring forth or 
the longing pains the choices you face might be to love or walk away.' 

'Nowand again you have to be away from individuals you love, but that doesn't make you 
love them any less if anything it make that bond stronger.' 

'I mean-a, if the association can't endure the long-term with problems, why would it be 
worth my time and energy forthe shortterm that is howl always felt both times I fell in love.' 

'I remember, when- her lips met mine, dancing out under the cafe' overhead roofs back in 
my hometown.' 

'I remember, when ironically it was playing on my old radio-1 was young and so we re you, 
and time stood still, and love was all we knew, you were the first, so was I, we made love and then you 
cried Rememberwhen.' 

'I remember, when-we vowed the vows and walked the walk, madeall the small talk, that 
we said we would never part yet that is just what happen she stayed behind I fled to the US, there was a 
war coming fast- with a gun blast-1 had to move fast.' 

'I gave my heart one and once only back then, made the start, it was hard to even leave my 
motherbehind, she wasall that was in my life at the time.' 

'The sensation of emptiness is what breakdown your heart is sometimesthe very one that 
mends' - it's-a what was broken, I have lived and learned, life threw curvesthere was joy, there was 
hurt.' 


'The first time I saw your face, I saw your eyes shine into mine, and the moon and the stars 
were the light we need to see, it was love at first sight even if it was all arranged.' 

'I remember the dark and the endless skies and being with my love.' 

'I realize the odds were not there for me, always against me. Just like old ones died and new 
are born rearranged, disassembled, and changed forever, 'yetthat's- a life." 

'We came together, fell apart and broke each other's hearts-1 rememberwhen and the first 


time, I eversaw yourface. 



I feitthe earth move with you like you're the trembling heart.' 


'If you don't go for whatever you want, you'll never have whatever you need in your heart.' 

'Ifyou don't ask this dumb question, you'll neverreally have the dumb answer, if you don't 
step forward and look back you'll never have the solution that was always there looking at you in the 
freakingface, it's like photosofthe pastall in atimeline,theretheanswerto whatyou did right and 
whatyou did wrong, like a sad lonely old country song.' 

'In life, there are many things out of yourcontrol, that is where the hand of God takes overif 
you step in you can do harm and you can make it pity or a tragedy.' 

'But science is not the total answer; this I know, this I have learned in my lifetime. And that 
leaves me with the belief that miracles, no matter how mysterious or implausible, they are real and can 
transpire without concern to the ordinary orderof things.' 

'So yet again, just as I do daily, I begin the same routine, doing all the same thing except on 
Saturday, in the hopes that the miracle will come, of be ingout and about as if I was young once more to 
dominate my life and triumph majestically, splendidly, and marvelously. 

Yet-athat's not going to happen- l-a knowthat. Besides maybe, just maybe, itwill, or I could 
just re member when-the rest of my days.' 
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'FEAR- standsfor everythingand so face it don't run-1 neverhad a fearof anythingor anyone 
everyone loves me, orso I feel. I remember... been fresh out of high school, not a day overten years.' 

'I had five cents to my name, I was still living at home, but not for long. I was a virgin yeah- 
and nay, to the world! I neversawanythingotherthan farmland. 

I didn't know what I was in for. Yeti had to go...' 

'Hitler was taking over, killing babies and bring them alive of all things.' 

'I will never forget the sounds ofthe troop train steaming through, dropping off more 
maggots like me to kill the Nazis. 


Knowingthat ninety percent ofthem would not make it back home. 



'I'd neverthought I would live this long, and I neverthoughtyoung-inswoulddoubtthewar 
and the Holocaust.' 

'I have seen men, women, and kids being lined up on their knees and shot in the back of the 
head, for no reason at all. It's incredible, tragic, and despicable, how one man's loath ing can start so 
much destruction.' 

'I do believe that history is going to repeat; it's just a matter of time. I just hope I can fish this 
story with you all before I am fished myself.' 

'Then- It was the summer of love, sex, drugs and rock, and roll. Flower power was in the air, 
and I had hippie long hair.' 

'This is what I rememberaboutsummerlove in 1969.' 

'Jim Morrison was flashinghis manhood, and the taxing way to Paris, Hendrix was rewriting 
'The Star-Spangled Banner' in a high voltage screech.' 

'Man- You could feel it in the air people waited to fight or freak, love or kill- all part of a thrill.' 

'Vietnam was right outside the door... love, drug, or hug... 

Man-sideswere beingselected.' 

'The world was yelling for the change, girl run naked in the mud, baby's sucking away no one 
cared, and there was orgy everywhere you look, and girls that would blow your mind for free.' 

'Humorous it seems like you were tripping over something and on something- man.' 

'All the colors- man, do you seethe colors when you look into the eyes of the sun - man, look 
withouta fear- man or it will kill you- man. 69-man! Far-OutI' 

(Older) 

'Remember when the sound of little feet, yet my girls both grow up the kids do, and they 
have their own lives, I don't interfere.' 


'I vowed we'd nevergive ituponthem,yettheydidon me.' 



'I remember when l-a remember when forty seemed so old-yet that's-a life! looking' back, 
it's just the stepping stone in my hometown, overgrown trees, and winding hills, money was not 
something you need over the re, yet it was something I needed to find in the U.S.A' 

'I was living in a cardboard box in 1952, and looking for a job, yet could not find one for I 
could not read or write to save my life-yet-a that's justthe ways of my life.' 

'Haunted love-1 was finding yet another woman to fill the long and lonely nights, she was all 
right I loved her, nevertheless-1 was not in love as much.' 

'I knew that I could live to be a hundred yet maybe - Like Marcel said- maybe- like why is a 
question that has known answer, and visit every country in the world, but nothing would ever compare 
to that single moment when I first kissed the girl of my dreams and knew that my love would last 
forever.' 


'I look at the old typewriterthat I have never used on my deskit's missing the letters 'A' and 
'N' not the button itself, I want to do this all my life and this kid is doing it for me, and what gets me is 
that it was written in a day.' 

'Okay, then I lookat thefingersare a fly in a greatheist. I don'tget it? I sometimes stop over 
to the library and see all the old bookand I have nevercracked one, in my long life, I wonderwhatthey 
all say yet I think I know, it's like my life.' 

'There wasa lot theydidn'ttell you aboutdeath- 

I wouldn't know I have not died yet-1 want to live.' 

'I feel that when we grow up or even hit our twenties, we lose the talent for loving without 
limits, and I see this looking at what I am seeing.' 

'I put all the photos on the table some fall to the floor like my thoughts and heart-for a 
moment while the scrapbook is open. It takes four licks on my twisted finger to get the threadbare cover 
opento the mid-page.' 

'Then I put the glass back into place somewhat downward on my nose.' 'There is always a 


moment right before I begin to flipflop the pages, and I see the story come to life like a black and white 



movie, within my hoary mind and I wonder to myself what a wonderful world, and what's it happens 
today?' 


'I don't know I really-a don't-a care, it's all the same, for me now; for I never know 
beforehand, that life is routine and then more routine, and then you get institutionalized.' 

"Yet that- life," a mixture of all the stuff you can take blended, making you feel constipated, 
sometimes nauseated-or maybe I love sick and miss my wife's, both at different times of the day.' 

'Deep down it does not matter, I feel I don't need anyone I am okay on my own -1 keep 
saying that to myself.' 

'It's the possibility that keeps me going, not the guarantee, a sort of stake on my part.' 

'And though you may call me a dreamerorfoolor any otherthing, I believe that anything is 

possible.' 


'I remember, being three years old living with my mother-who was my grand mother and 
seeing the small one-room house that was just a wood shake, I remember being the age of nine clubbing 
tall trees and busting my ass.' 

'I rememberhavingtogrow up too fast. 

I remembersleepingon hay beds, and make an openfire on the inside, I remembernoteven 
having real windows, ora door, I remember going for long walks just to get the waterneed to wash an 
outfit, and I rememberitalL' 

'I recall not having a bathroom and going in the woods, it was not until I was told that we had 
the outhouse. I remember having a job over in the old county of cutting down fields by hand with a long- 
bladed knife.' 

'We all sleep together to keep from freezing, there were three girls at my feet and five older 
boys next and almost on top of me.' 
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'It was early October 1944, and I left home, neverto lookback on a steamship-Some time 
has passed, I see the page turn- not the photos I am a dad, my one girl, on my shoulders at this point- 



with my new wife next to me, damn I wish I could remember her name too.' 'Something-and I 
remembereverythingaboutthat but, why? Is my mind slipping-1 think not, I need a drink and may-a-be 
I'll remember?' 

'I nevercalled her anything but hernickname I gave her- 'My-Love." 

'I see little feet running around the apartment she is three a wild little shit. 

Yet-that part- an of life- no?' 

'I could watch my wife doing anything and everything, so was all I ever wanted, yeti never 
really looked around at that time, or maybe I was, 1 mean I'm-a good looking guy even now-the fading a 
girl is not that hard to do with you look like this.' 

'The lady's love me, for me, ha-an I neverchanged. I sit here in the eveningsflippingthrough 
the endless channels nothing like 300 nothing really on that I like, yet there is- some old shows on TV- 
land, I rememberespecially working hard all day in a cafe in NewYork,and let his thoughts wander 
without conscious direction.' 

'It was how he relaxed, a routine he'd learned from his father.' 

'Romance is thoughtful thoughts about your momentous other when you are supposed to be 
thinking about something otherwise. I like to look at the trees and their reflections in the room and on 
the river, back when I was younger, I think I have a photo somewhere.' 

'Let's see if I can move to that page withoutthis thing falling completely apart. 

Look nowhere in Hasting's the trees are beautiful in deep autumn: greens, yellows, reds, 
oranges, every shadow, and hue in between, just like look at all the ducks on the river running not far 
away.' 


'Their glittering colors glow with the late eveningsun bring on the duskand midnightsun, 
and forthe hundredth time, I see my first wife as if she was starting nextto me as I get into bed.' 

'As I put the book down and rest my aching head, to hopefully have anotherdayto do it all 
again, howeverthat may not happen.' 


'The days are slowly being taken away, from the big man upstairs.' 



'Yetthen again- 'that's-a life.” 


'Originally it was the main house where I met my first wife she was rich I was poor I was on a 
working plantation for hardly anything- yet, I had her love to pay for my needs, I did not have two 
pennies to rub together, yet I fell head over heels for her, I got my apartment about right after the war 
concluded around 1945.' 'The date may not be right, yetthey workfor me, this is the way they have to 
be, spentthe last fourteen months and small fortune repairing it, like $500, yet it's betterthan the 
cardboard box in the street nextto a flaming barrel.' 

'The place is old built in the 1900s or so-1 don't know. I getthe rug from someplace- and I 
don't remember how it got in here I had to cut it up, French or something like that- yet what you don't 
have you have to find some way or another to keep the little brown hair wife-ie, and little ones that look 
like herhappy,and needingyou.' 

'Both girls- I don't have anyone to pass on this good name...' 

'Oh- well that's- a life- is it not?' 

'I have nevereven had an article, about me why would someone whatto read my story 
anyways-1 am nothing amazing.' 'Do you know how many ways love can smash you; I think I do? It 
makesyou happy, and it makesglum?' 

'It makes you gruesome in the abdomen or hurt in the heart.' 

'It makeseverythingupbeatandsharper,orit hazesall the limits.' 

'It makesyoufeellike a monarch or a chump.' 

'Every way love can stick you; it's hit hard when it comesto you, or she with you.' 

'It's hard to resist a good girl when you want to be a bad boy.' 

'That a photo no one gets to see but me, 

I rememberherbefore, I got married.' 


'Yet her name passes before me also.' 



'I had many girlfriendsoverthe years, but neveranotherlove of my life; I have some nicking 


too, yet you don't wantto know all the stuff... maybe, lateron. I'll talk aboutthat.' 

'My last apartment sat on zero acres yetis adjacent to a creek-sh like a river called the 
Susquehanna, sometimes, I think I'll go fora walk over to the park-and then I think not. It not far-yet it 
is for me.' 


'I see all the dry leaves-falling to their rootsof the tree, I see all the falling leaves, I see meter 
postsjustthere,they neverwork, I see my white 'caddie' (Cadillac) in the back not running, it is-a 
running- but notfor me. I drink a glass of hot coffee, andthen shower, it'sthe startof the same day, or 
so, I think. I have the oldies on and that's good enough for me.' 

'My nurse walks in, saying- 'It's looking good today-John.' 'What was-a that?" I said back in a 

hast... 


'I always showered at the start of the day, the water washing away all the paint off and 
aching in my body.' 

'I am toodamn youngto be in a nursing homel'Thatwas mythoughtof beingan old devil. 

'I'm-a, notthat messed up-yet!' I thought. 

'Afterwards, I combed mygrayish back hair, put on some faded jeansand a long-sleeve 
yellow shirt, I don't have a porch on the front it's gettingcolder anyway, I mayjust sit in the back, where 
I am setting now there is no view, what-so- ever back here, where I sat every day at this time, before 
walking ever to the cafe to eat eggs and toast, or something along those lines.' 

'Yet again- 'that-a, is my life." 

The girl- 'I see him as he stretched his arms above his head and winkingat me, gently sloping 
his shoulders up and down as he completed the routine, of making the move for one door down to the 
other.' 


'I see some random kid ringing the bell by the cash registeroverand oversoundinglike the 
old steam trains, that ran through here in the past, and really it-a was not-athat-long-ago.' 'John 
reached for his coffee cup, remembering his father as a boy saying- it to Kristian, thinking how much he 
missed him, yetneverreallygot to see him all that much.' 



'He occupies yourself once by, saying'you look cute today/ he adjusted his suspenders as 


herface turn bright red, then fool around again, saying...' 

Then he spotted me- The girl... 

'Do you have a boyfriend?' 

Then he started talking to Kristen once more- about her young life- 'This time it sounded 
about right, about how- he knew that I have a little seven-year old girl named- Riley and not really move 
on- her child, 'she is my love in my life now, and he began to play with my words coming out of my 
mouth- so he flirts- yet it's sweet." 

'Until now-1 sit down for some time yet, I have to work. Soft country music is not so quiet in 
the background, yet whatever.' 'Giggling laughtercreasing my eardrums, and I feel my teeth slip 
somewhatout.' 

'So much for getting a date at this point.' I thought. 

The girl- 'He hummed fora little while at first, then began a talk and talk and talk.' 'I just 
wantto hear increasingly about her stories, progressively and more, it sodifferentthanthe way I was 
raised, and my children were raised,' I said- too Kristen. 

'I feel the Dr-rip, Dr-rip, of my coffee going down my chin, onto my shirt.' 

'SHIT...!' I think looking at him, as-the girl. 

''What wrong-'Shannasaid, lookingall concerned about everything?' 

"Just what a man wants, freaking hot coffee going down his crotch,' said, Shanna-she was 
rolling hereyes, running past with hot pigs in a blanket.' 

"It's time to go home'-, my nurse, said impatiently? 'Not-ayet' I said, loudly and everyone 
looked at me-as if I was too old and cranky, I don't know why, yetthat's life, also.' 




12:00-sh 



Lyncie- 'He started to run the numbers in his head of the cheek, as you could gather it is 
lunchtime,thenstoppedtothinkand slappedhis moneydown."Heknewwhatitwasgoing to be 
before there person atthe cash register, 'like howyou do that?" He said. 'It's-a something I picked up, 
back in the day, l-a, only have-a third-grade education-yet what does that say to you?' I thought. 

'WOW!' Said the cashier. (Shocked lookingface...) 

John- 'I remember myfirst job oh so- o why back when 

I was yourage you have it a lot betterthan I. Don't you mean- me?They said with one 
eyebrow up.' 

'Kids today I think to myself, I knew all that way back-a, when-yet that's okay you learn 
what-a, you want to learn when you want to learn it. That was the way it was in my life too.' 

''You make me feel dumb, that's not-the point'-1 said, 'you have lots to learn... yet- missy, 
life will teach you that.' He pushed my hand into his saying- 'You'll do fine, look at me I did." 

"Yet it's never-ever an enough is it' I asked? 'It can be, you have to find that one out on your 
own.' He said recklessly rushingto the door, being called.' 

'Life is like a leave dying slowly on the trees- like all the maple leaf blowing in the breeze 
swirling around in the air and landing at my feet-with the streetlights beginningto flicker on in a warm 
glow, you're never really going where you want to, no matter how long it's going to be before it is 
covered over or parts of it lost in the ground at your feet forever- like us-just dust in the wind, or like a 
headstone-with carved names and dates I can't read, that is all they remember you, me, us-them too 
far, this is what that gray thing will say, nothing I could or want to recite and that is little to nothing- 
really also.' 


'The thoughts of joy leave me in that cold thought-of what'sto come- passing, expiry, and 
death. In a way, I decided to enjoy the rest of my days and months of life, not thinking about the last 
breath that I will soon betaking, yet it pops up nowand then, yet is that a good thing? Urn - at this point 
in my life I am not sure about anything, but the end of it.' 

'Without worrying-1 look away outthe window, seeingthat I am beinggesturedtoo, Itwould 
workout for hertoo, he knew it in his mind almost feeling bad for her; it always did for him, he thought. 



yet it was not easy, it was very hard, like the love you got to make it work, he also thought rushing for 
home.' 


'Besides, thinkingabout money usually bored me it's not about the money that makesyou 
happy, he thought to move his feet two doors down, it's what others can do for you with that money- 
he knewall too wellin that thought.' 

Lesia- 'Early on, John learned to enjoy all the simple things that he loves at the cafe, like all 
the people, all his friends, and even family-things that could not be bought, and he had a challenging 
time understanding people whofelt any different.' 'It was a little after five when he quit talking, and he 
settled back into his lazy boy chair and began to rock.' 

'By happenstance, he looked upward and saw some leftovers in a go box from over at the 
cafe and said- 'I take it, overto the counter, to make room to start workingon a puzzle, stars, spark-a- 
ling outside in the autumn sky.' 

"Funny how a melody sounds like a memory.' Like rock music of the past.' 'He felt good and 
clean now, fresh-cleaning up for bed. His muscles were tired, and he knew he'd be a little sore 
tomorrow, but he was pleased that he had accomplished most of what he had wanted to do.' 

(Weeks pastand I am there seeing.) 

Zoey- 'John is a calm man, no pets at this point in his life, he'll come up to them I have two 
on a leash like me he was to nuzzle up to them and will talk about anything really- just a nice guy, that 
gets me.' 


'He talks with his hands a lot, and talk broken sometimes, to the pointthat I don't 
understand it, yet I get it.' 

'Hey, girlie, how're you doing today?' He said this to me. He asked as he grabbed at my 
apron-1 started working here, and she cackled aloud and said- 'I'm doing,' hersoft round eyes peering 
upward at him who is much taller. She doesn't work nights like these always, yet I know some girls that 
do- like me afterschool.' 


(The next day) 



I- Zoey made him think of my wife- 'He was twenty-one, not too old not too young just right- 
oh I re member him saying think back 2 years back or so, but old enough to be all alone-with him- it was 
my consent, after all, there was nothing wrong with it... I thought-and mom and dad well did not care- 
about me regardless, and what I did- or with-1 can say I was, and still am mixed up.' 

'He hadn't dated since in my mind at all I have not been back here-since yah know-the end, I 
hadn't met anyone who remotely interested me -1 was a lot like him too when he was my age.' 

'It was his responsibility, he knewthat I could see that, so could I.' She said. 

Zoey- 'There was something that held in standby at distance between him and me, yet I want 
to know more, and any woman who started to get close doesn't want to pull away, even if not sure 
about doing crazy things that don't make any sense to the man or the ones that see her day in and day 
out, something he wasn't sure he could change; about himself-just dumb-1 thought, yet I like that about 
him, and yet so smart-even if he tried not to be-with me to be friendly-1 was like his girl.' 'Also, 
sometimes in the moments when right before, like-1 fell asleep it's like I can see all along it was right¬ 
wondering all for nothing- he was going to be mine forever-1 thought and, in a way, still is.' 

'Like it was all meantto be-yet'that's life' or so he always said.' John-1 fearto feel my 
heartbreak a second time because I'm not sure I could survive it- just talking about him-1 loved this man.' 

'I would rather live alone than risk the pain of not having what it is I need that he gave me, I 
know that he is not with me any longer he was sitting next to her in the very spot 2 years back, and the 
last thing she said was- 'I love you on the bottom of a Polaroid and she falls forward chair, breaking 
down into tears.' 

'I have been on my senses, like him who said he was since the 1980's- yet'that's life." 

(WahoolWitha holding in letting go-deep breathing.) 

'Broken hearts heal... she said, maybe-and there is a little-cracked smile still, the wounds are 
always the re, yet fade in time, she said in her young wisdom - like a lady. Like spitting cuts, like bloody 
knives healed within the heart.' She said. 

'People lived and worked, get sick and die, we laughed and ate, and I cried- and that was 
about it. Like he did with his wife, in a way I took the place of the pain he felt I made him feel young, and 
me worth living on in this life.' 



'For there were many, scars we both share about our lives, I am returned to my old ways, yet 
I never really loved, even if I just playing around- it not the same with me.' 'Sometimes, you wind comes 
up, blown off yourcourse, hell-1 know, I was and so was he, we had so much in common. You're not 
readyfor it-1 rememberthattoo, but if you're lucky, you end up in a more interesting place than you'd- 
a scheduled. 'I recollect him sayingthattoo did not get it at the time I do now." 

'You devote your life getting walked on, you learn to identify the footstep.' He said that to 
me-1 wrote it down. 

(Back) 

Kristen- 'He smiled to himself. For some reason, and said that one above, a day before his 
passing.' 'He knew a lot of people yet maybe more in his mind than he lets on." 

'Most of his youth, it wasn'tsurprising, yet not astonishing... Like so many towns, the people 
who lived here neverchanged, I thinkthat it's all just talk of a small town... minds- neverchange when 
minds are made up- and that it, I believe this story is false, and believe in it also as some school girls' 
fantasies, tells of a simple minded girl growing a bit older, and a little faded - as she sees too- like that 
pink dress she is always in.' 

(Memorizing) 

She said I evoke- 'He gave me a quick, casual kiss on the cheek first. Then came the hugs, and 
it was the hugs that was it for me it was the first one I had in my life.' 

They said- 'she wasn't exactly sure when it happened, yet she remembers all the events 

clearly.' 


'Or even when it started.'The other waitress said. 

'All she knewforsure was that right here and now- made up at the time, she was falling hard 
fora life's story, she was making up...' They said. 

'I wasfeelingthe same way about her loving it.' She said, he said. 

'I feel myself having or wanting to go to the restroom, yet I don't want to move.' She said, 'I 


might not be able to hold the pee in.' 
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'Maybe... all of this is not what I wanted to be remembered for, and maybe it is?' It was said. 

'The evening passed, one after another after another, and yet once more, staying warm is 
hard to do around here, hard not to get cold.' She said. 

'I listenedtothe cricketsand the whizzing leaves, I hearthe crash of footsteps of in the 
distances, seeing the amber post lamps flicker on-as I did with him 2 years ago, the sun has closed it the 
tired eyefortheday,' I rememberhim saying that too. 

He said to me- 'Explainingthat the sound of nature was more genuine and stimulated more 
emotion than things like cars going past, look at how the cars have changed, what happens to them.' 

'Look at all the natural things giving back to us, yet all we do is take away from it.' He said 
that... I have it here add to the scrapbook, he keptfor all those years- and now it's mine to add to and 
keep- is it not? Even if they do not believe me it all here. 

He said- 'There were times during the war, turn-turn and turn- there is a session too- 
especially after a major date of destruction when he had often thought about these simple sounds - he 
would neverhearagain.' 

'It'll keep you from going nuts-o.' Iswhatl said, thenand there... 

'After sitting down again, he looked at the book, saying if I go take this and keep it always 
and ever. It was old, the cover was torn, and the pages were stained.' 

'To reflect on the past, that is why I have to say that too.' 'Bottomless in her heart, she 
wasn't sure she earned to be blissful, nor did she believe, that she was or well-intentioned to be once 
more to someone who seemed not to get her it would be, so unusual.' 

I re member when- 'John finished his coffee, went back out on the porch, and to hear all the 
sounds, found the bookon the table, then he turned on the porch light on his way, back in to grab 
somethingelse, like his jacket-1 have it on now.' 


I think of him saying- 'It's getting cold, he said to himself-there was nothing but eeriness. I 
rubbed the cover, and see some of the old crumpled photos fall to the ground, have to leave all around 



themas he talked about so much aroundthis time 2yearsback, seethemi cannotgetthem... all would 
you help me here?' 'They're goingtoget wet...' She said. 

'Yet, I find myself doingjustthat bendingdown- dustingthem off justa little, and shoving 
them back in-1 feel on edge, and want to be inside, and not scared-yet I am. I don't have a place to go 
but the bench outside the cafe-to stay tonight.' 

I remember him losing his recollections on what was in the book- 'Then he let the book open 
randomly when he got up the next day and sat and looked through the photosfeeling, that they were all 
new in front of him, yet it was less than 6 hours ago he saw them.' 

'Once and only once, and a long time ago.' He said I rememberseeingthese... 

'The place, the year, the date, showing him and his kids and wife-Then at that moment 
everything had changed for him forever-after the moment was gone after taking the still frame, he read 
on the back of the photo their names; I can read some... it not like I can - not-a.' 

'Have you been in love more once, l-Zoey asked the question to him? Yet I did not seem to 
get it... when he said there was only one... Hum...?' I said. 

'YOU I' He said, grabbing my little hand. 'In the end, folks should be judged by theiractions, 
meanwhile, in the end, it was activities that define us all.' He said that-1 wrote it all down here,foryou 
to have- she said to- Marcel, who believed herstories- and he said- back to her- 'I well add this all in if 
youfeeljust.' 

It was asked-what is-a "Perfect love- is the re much of a thing?' I don't know at this point- 
she said to me, nevertheless-1 think I havefeitthat... with this person, and this had been perfect.' 

'Clouds overhead rain on my mind it slowly beganto roll across my thoughts like the evening 
sky on a storm-ie day in the autumn, turning thoughts silvery- and blocking out everything with the 
reflection of my aging self- as it blows over.' 

I stay in this apartmentwhen they let me-thoughts and more feelings 'As they set my 
emotional states are rainy- like the days here, I leaned backward in his rocking chair and I think it's going 
to flip on me.' 



'My legs moved automatically to stop it, keeping a steady rhythm, and as he did most 
evenings, I remember, he felt his mind drifting back to a warm evening like this fourteen years ago. I was 
only 2 at thetime-so-o... I would not remember.' 

'The town is not what you would call full, it's seen better days, yet a good day could be 
coming, yet I will not see them-1 don't want to live... here.' 

He said here in this one- 'I enjoy the game of life its-a, all by chance, or is it?' 

Living with the why- 'That is a question that has no answer- or maybe its doses.' 

'It was a damp night to speak of all this and raining on me too-for some reason I 
remembered, thata day later- that maybe my life is not overits just beginninga new chapter.'Zoey 
thought. 


I reminiscence backto when- 'He arrived alone at the cafe, and he strolled through the 
crowd, looking for just one friend, he saw me, he'd grown attached to, talking to this girl, he'd never 
seen before ormaybe he did- it was me.' 

'She was pretty, smart, and fun... she remembered thinking, and when she finally joined him, 
she looked his way with a pair of misty bark eyes.' "Hi,' she'd said shyly as she was taken by his charm 
and byhis touch outwards to herhand,sweetmanshe thought.' 

'Asa girl, she had come to believe in the ideal man or, so she said to me as I write the parts 
for the book, the prince or knight of her child hood stories like a fairytale-like Rapunzel. Asa writer, I 
wentwith it.' 

"In the real world, however, men like thatsimply did not exist'-she elaborated, 'ormaybe 

they do?' 


She all said wrinkling up her nose, along with saying- 
'If you can find them, them at all." 

'The girl is sweet-and what I would call adorable, what I would have gone for back in my day. 


also... I thought when doing the interview.' 



('The ordinary beginning of a young life, I thought, somethingthat would have been 


forgotten to me for I felt like herat that age.') 

I could have never been anyone but her- his wife that is- she said in a moment of shame, I 
reminded him of her, and that why he loves me- not for me, for a memory, I feel I used him.' 

(I just looked at her kind of dumbfounded, I nodded and smiled.) She said 'He took her hand 
and kiss it so I knew it was not her- he know what he was doing-she said, when he met those striking 
brown eyes-with mine, he knew before he'dtaken his nextto his last breath, when I was there holding 
his hand thatl was not her, I was the one he could spendthe rest of his life lookingforbut neverfind 
again.' 


He said to me- 'She seemed that good, that faultless, while a summer wind blew through the 
trees, as she and I walked around and to his home always being nice. From there, it went like a tornado 
wind in my mind coming and going, that I wasfalling like the leaves blowingaround us.' 

They said- 'Every morning but Sunday when he had to go to church this girl sits nextto him - it 
was an old relationship, where she'd been waiting for him to just say hello, she is too lonely for at 
fourteen girl-too clingy, and fartoovoluptuousforhergood.' 

'Because she was a newcomer and had not spent time in a small town before, new to a new 
school and not treated right- they spent their days doing things that were completely new to her and 
him just as friendship should be, that was like father-daughter.' Said anotherwoman-speaking up 
defending her-finally. 

'This is just what John need in his life at this point, a new spark to keep him going, she said 
also, she would take him to places and do all kinds of thing like reading him a books or long novels, so he 
can finally know all the things in books that he'd had always wanted to know.' 

'They walked togetherand watched summerthunderstorms, loved the springtime, by the 
fences-the strolled and sat it was not that far away for him, yet was it's all coming to an end though, it 
seemed as though they'd always known each other- ways and thoughts too, even when the school days 
startedfor her, hermind was on him.' 

'They met up everyday, and the day after that too, and they soon became inseparable to 


time-and age.' 



'He taught her how exploring all that is around and above, not even going that far, in the 
town either. It was a love that did not love-1 do not knowwhatto call it- yet, otherthan love... To 
people regardless of age and time.'She added. 

'Change isn't always for the best, though sometimes it is needed or has to happen and you 
can't do anythingaboutit,' Zoey said. 

He said- 'But I learnedthings as wellas she, in this town like a dance thatneverends, never 
doing what it is you want to do-yet fee I the need to do more and more.' 

'She wanted to learn howto do the waltz dance, so he taught her to do just that out on the 
sidewalk- believing she would never go to the dances, with a boy her age-she held that thought at the 
time.' 'Did they stumble through the first few songs young and old it just doesn't work or does it?' 
Others looked-otherstalked, to them, they were in their little world. 

'He walked her home afterward, and when they paused on the porch after saying goodn ight, 
he kissed her forthe first time and wondered why he had waited as long as he had.'She thought back to 
the vivid moment. 

'He did realize it was not his first love.' He knew she said-them and there. 

'To him it was her... the same thing happens in the old country all the time he thought- it's all 
repeatingto me, yetall-newfor her-the sweetgirl-that I am falling for.' 

'She was taken back by falling to his ways of neverfinding, that in a younger boy.' 
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'They metthe following day, and the day afterthat, and they soon became joined at the hip.' 

'They learned things togetherand felt awesome about it, he felt as if he was with his love, it 
was so wrong, for her-and even more for him, yet was so right all at the same time.' 

'I was as if it was a fall romance, just like being in the vineyards of Italy, walking down the 
winding pathways, lights in a yellow glow, it's all the same to him, yet oh so new to her, yet as she said 
she felt as Gaetaninadid-thinkingback on howthe most of looked at her.' 



'Sometimes, that name slips out and he calls me that-yetthat's okay.' I had to say that at the 
time to keep going a little crazy. 

'I don'tcare, I did care about him, I would play herto feelthe love I need-tofeeleven if 
wrong.' She said tearing up. 

'Atrue twist to an unbelievable start-of romance that was everythingtothem.' 

'Like hands going down her sides softly- like a voice caressingher ears with a sigh, a soft kiss 
on herlips and moving eversoslowly downward, feelingall thetingles within herlips and hips.' 

'I am notan overly sensual girl, up till now anyway-this makes me feel oh so good about 
myself, and I knew it wrong-1 know it's oh so-o wrong.' 

She said to me- 'I don'tcare, she wants all of the town to know-even herdad did notget it- 'I 
love him, daddyshesaid to him too-when he thought herout." 

'Onthe otherhand, he is notforyou- he is tooold.' He said angrily. 

She was dreaming- 'I love the wetness of the wateron the beach-1 love the sand I feel in- 
between my toes, I love thefeeling of sunbathing, on a golden day, yeti want to seeyouwith me.' 

'That is where I would love to be...'This did not stopthem-from planning regard less of what 
they all said, just another fun day at play she thought, like warm sand on the bay, and having crashing 
waves, as the music would play for them to dance, it was love. He made her feel as if this would happen, 
yet he knew better- it was just talk- to make her feel loved.' 

She said, "l-a, oh, its-a, not going to happen-1 have lived all my days,' he said to her. She was 
saddened, by this for she had her whole life now planed it was only him she saw in her eyesof life. Yet it 
could not be.' 

He said, and she felt that- 'Age it's just a number she said to- John- and about him to me. 'Yes, 
but God can give or take,' 'I'm not going to last forever yet they went on." He said to her. 

'Love is like the wives on the sand, you can't see them crash, and you can feel it moving 
through you.' She said. 


John- 'Lacking grief, the re'd be no empathy.' He said, forme or us now would there? 



'I don't get it...?' Shesaid thenatthat moment. 


'You'll will when I am gone-' He said. 'I don'twantyou to be." Zoey said back- 'With pain and 
weakness in heryoung little sweet voices.' 

'I held her close to me with my eyes sealed, deliberating if something in my lifespan, had 
everbeenthisfaultlessand knowing at the same time, that it hadn't ever been so divine.'That is what 
he did. 


'I wasin love,andthe feelings, that I hadare what I needtofeelthe most, could it beany 
more wonderful, washingthe day would never- everend, more than I everimagined it could be if they 
didn't?' 


'That is the question that has to know the answer to me as of now. The end-that is...' 

'But she learned things as well, and she was learning from him- with his wisdom, that he was 
passing down to her.' 

She conjured the thoughts back in her mind about how- 

'We would eat at the cafe day in and day out, and then go to something like a dance or 
something like that on the weekends-he neverthought he could be I made him feelyoungand he did it 
for me, it's everything, I everwanta boy- MAN to do with me, even goto the pool and see me take a 
dive. 


It's not in a creepy way-said the girl, it was just a friendship at this point, or was it, said 
another speaking up, overtop her. I was the one that wanted him the re, for he was my only friend in 
this town- even nowyou mean girls can'tstand that can you?' 

'Some night we just stum bled through the leaves seeing all that is to see, the town is lovely, 
yet some of the people as you can see and hear are not, yet as he would say- 'that's-a life." She said. 

'I never wanted anything more than to say that you were mine, now and forever.'She said. 

'I want to say-that we did more than just sleep together-1 want to say that. When we 


needed someone to be there, you are more than a friend to me -1 wanted to say that too and I just did.' 



I said this to him- 'You are someone, that I understand, someone that sees me for whom I am, 
I neverhadthat with anyone else.'I think-1 love you!" 

'Hey, I am not saying the love wasn't good, but I feel that this is not right you need to leave, 
me before it comes to trouble with me, and you, and them too- you see- do you see, this cannot-a be- it 
just cannot-a.' He said. 

'What is this like the 10th time we did it, and I bentyou over.' I love it and rememberthe O's. 

'I love the scars on my back that you made, I love when you ride me like you do 'la-la-love me 
as you do, touch me as you do, what are you waiting for" 

'I love the sound you make, as you sigh... you are the best thing that ever happened to me.' 

He said, she felt also. 

'But is it going to be me or him? ...Foreverand, always is it?' 

'If you want me you need to stop letting him put his d*ckin you, he knewthat I was seeing 
anotherboy.'Yet it was the time I thought that I would see what could be with another... I don't know 
what I want.' 

'Oh, and like you have not been with others than me,' she said. 

'I don't wantto have to lick up what was his leftovers. 

Why, is it wrong for me, you have had other lovers have you not?' She said, sticking up for 
herrights todo with herbody as shefeitjust. 

'I have only sucked one other boy than you, it's not like I have been with all that many guys.' 

"But I only wanted you to be with me.' He said, and she said back- 'yet it not going to last 
forever now is it?" 

'Yeah, well it doesn't workthat way... a girl has to shop aroundforwhatshe wants.' She said 
to me, in her interview, of me adding to the story. 


'To they finally go with some like you.' She said that next-winking at me, all flirty. 



She asked- 'Then why do you even like me... is it only for the sex or what?' I said know I have 
gotten to know you, that is why, and I don't judge-for being human-you live and learn, I said. 

"No, I love youreyes'-she said to me, I love your hair, I love the taste of you- and I did not 
know I was starving'till I tasted you, I love your small-1 love you, for more than just the sex. What do 
you say, little boy- you and I being together?' 

'Yeah right, I know what you want!' I said back, 

'I see you too.' 

'But more than anything else... I love your heart.' I said. 

She said to me- 'a big heart-1 love the way it sounds as I lay my head on your chest during a 
movie;the rhythm becoming irregular- when I am nexttoyou.' 

'I don't want to be with you just for the fooling around. It is much more than that! I want 
you; I love whoyou are...' She said to me. 

''So, what am I to you?' I asked, 'Whydoyou want me overany othergirl?" 'Hum... if you 
have to ask then you never really know... and if you know then you need notask.' I said. 




...Speaking, imprisoned: 

'We are entombed, trapped like rats in a trapl' 

'Everywhere I go I have no privacy, I have no satisfaction over dating him, I can't get it... it's 
not something I can have.' 

'My phone is hacked, and my PC hacked too.' 

'I am beingwatched right now; I justfeelthat I am- overhim.' 

'They know everything I do, everywhere I go- as they do with him.' 

'They see who, I am friends with and end it just because they can-just like with him.' 


'Yet we have each otherand that all them matters more them reputations.' 



'They because of us, sits me up just to fall into their trap. I've used the fake name, it is all the 
same, I am there a toy in their sick twisted game.' 

'At what a point do you say- I've had enough?' Stop it- 'get a life I' 

'Friend comes and goes; I knowthat nothing can last more than a week with me; it has been 
like this all my life.' She said, and I said too. 

'You just get attached, and they put an end to it so fast... you would not believe me- nobody 

does.' 


'Why-1 don't know maybe it because they must have me for her own-tormentor or 
something, and they can't see me having a love of another that is notwhat theysay I should have?' 

'I don't know... all I know is that everyone leaves me before, I want them too.' 

'But like I have a choice. No, not really. If you want me, we need to...' 

'Run... and never look back, we go far from here where it won't matter, will be gone so far 
away, that the names they say, won't mean a thing because, we will have each other, and not care what 
others say.' 

'Are happiness would lie in each-other's arms, and the rings onyourfinger.' 

'I don't want to trap you, but you need to say-yes to me, so this can happen! The sooner the 

better!' 


'You're caught by an overprotective and malicious ex-girlfriend, who now hates you.' She 
said... 'and themtooand theirtalk.' 

'Who makesyou work like a fool...?' 

The ex-said- 'The jerk won't even buy you a ring after so many years of dating. 

'Yet she trapped you I' 

'You think he lovesyou?' She asked saying- it as if he was still hers or something. Oris she 


justtrapping you until she finds something more to settle too?' The ex-said. 



'You're longing byyour town. You are craving because you like me but can't.' He said. 'You're 
trapped because, of what they all say about me and you. All that matters to me is what you think and 
can think for yourself- asyou do.' 

'You're longing forthem and they make sure, that you're not even allowed to look at another 
man like me.' 

'Plus, it all goes back to the mean girls in this town, the onesthat, trapped us both in not 
beingin love-yet not allowed to love it's a forbiddento me-you-and us.' 

'Forbidden to dating, see, look, feel, or even talk to one another-or it could end in jail time- 
yet 'A-Okay' forany other.' 

'Longinginto missingout, longing into beingthe weirdo.' 

She said, 'an outcast...' 

'Longinginto notknowingwhatyou wouldfeellike, in a hugorkissestoo.' 

'Longing into being hated for no reason by others by their rumors.' 

'Longinginto missingyou.' He thought. 

'You're stuck into wishing for me and dreaming of what could be. Yet your friends love them 
and not me, with me all they see in the past that is not true, the past that I was trapped into.' 

'I am stuck with you in so many ways, that you never even knew about.' 

'Ensnared because, I have fallen in love with you, and can't seem to forget about you.' 

'You're on my mind all the time.' 

'No blocks can stop usfrom somedaygettingtogether.' 

'That is only if you get out of the trap of allowing everyone to push you around.' 

'You have to be strong and fight.' 

'I am ensnared intofightingfor your hand, and your love, and I justdon'tknowwhyl keep 


deceiving myself to you.' 



'I justdon't understand why-1 can't get you out of my mind.' 


'I knowone thing, I neverensnaredyou like everyone seemstodoaround here, I am notlike 

that.' 

'Ifyou want me fine, and if not fine. I am involuntary forced into beinga hopeless romantic...' 
'I have to get out.' 

'I don't care what my mind says is logical, what my heart says it needs!' 

'There's been rumored of an uprising free of all the restrictionsof the world within me.' 

'I'm done caring aboutthe consequences; it'stime to be selfish and dosomethingforme.' 
'The longing of you I can't take it anymore.' 

'The passion-1 have for you has my skin on fire! I cannot sleep, I cannot eat, and I can 
function right. Without you being in my life.' 

'It seems like you and I are trapped into having chastity belts, with no way to unlock them 
and connect.' 

'You have the key, and your mine.' 

'I am confined in the fantasy of us sleepingtogetherplayingin my head.' 

'Captivated into wanting more than one-night stands with you. Like that even possible.' 
'You're enslaved into making them happy, while on the inside you're miserable.' 

'Stuck!' 

'I am withoutyou nextto me now.' 

'I want to fee I your kiss; I want to feel your body spooning or unstop of mine.' 'I want to go 
out with you, and not have everyone stop it.' 


'I wantto go everywhere with you.' 



'I want you to live with me, you have a home here if you can get out of your trap- and so can 


I. 


'I want you to share my bedroom... I know it's crazy-1 want to go crazy with you!' 

'But-1 want you to be my girl.' 

'You have spellbound me in the spell of your dark eyes, and shy little sensual ways.' 

'Instead of losing my mind to you, I was hoping it would have been something else. She said, 
what if that was all just stories-what if... what if he was just a friend - in the end, and you're all that 
mattered?' 


'I don'tcare when as long as it's soon, I don'tcare how as long as it happens, I don't care 
who sees us, it could be in a car in a local store parking lot.' 

(In the woods, of sneaking around.) 

'It's all the same to me along as I am with you!' 'Do me this favor and take it from me. I don't 
wantto be thirty when I get married either, I want it now as I wantyou now.' 

She said... 

'As long as you're the one, I wantyou to be the first in everything, you shouldn'tfeel caught 
up by him to feel love like that. I am not sure if I'll be yourfirst, but I wantto be the last.' 

'You should befeelingthe love from me.' 

'The love I can give and take with you. It's love, I have for you... not entrapment.' 

'Really, I don't think-1 am being selfish it is just time-for this, all this all happens to me.' She 

said... 

'I have waited forfar too long now!' 

'Self-seeking I just need you, to save me I' 

She is- 'Bounded into taking care of everyone else, while nobody takes care of her.'She said. 


'Fixed into a setting at home and going outto get away.' She feels. 



'Wedged into using others money, because they won't let her work in her hometown, I have 
everything! need, but not what I want.'She said. 

'Caught into doing work, and not getting paid. Trapped for life, and afraid!' She whispered. 

'Jammed into my faith, yet to me, that is a good thing.' 

'Hopefulthatthere is a life after death if not then life is not worth living is it.' She alleged. 
'Surrounded by them into fear of death, trapped into seeing death all around me.' She 

whispered. 

'Chosen into being around life, that just doesn't get it.' More of her thoughts spoken. 
'Trapped into feelingcold.' 

'Entombed into being warm to those that are cold.' 

'Permanent intoseeingthe small light, in the never-endingdarkness. 'Squeezed into never- 
evergiving up.' 


(Longingand Desire) 

'I am longing to see you.' 

'Longingto be with you, longing to hearfromyou.' 

'I am longing foryou.' 

'A longing like desire, I am desiring what I am longing for, and desiring is what trapping me to 
you right now.' 'Longingand desire, that I have for you are pushing you away from them, and-also me.' 

'Like a dark storm over your head. You have longed for me, but can it be, but will you and I 
be more than longing and desire?' 

'Will we be always beingtrapped in too long and desire, by the onesthat long and desire to 
keep us apart?' 


'I am longing and desiringyour kiss on my lips!' 



'I am longing foryour desiring hug with my hand right above your hips.' 


'Lettinggo of the past, with its darktoxic memoriesseeingthemsiip and ripe from ourgrip 
and fade away, fora brighter happier day, all I can do is pray for the both of us. You and I, being 
together is necessary! 
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'Do you love me, he asked then she was like it was not somethingthey could say- more what 
I feel-you understand.' 

'She smiled, he nodded.' 

'Yes, in a peculiar way...' 

'I am gettingtoo old forthis- he said. 

Do I make you happy?' He said. 

'As I asked herthis, I felt my heart beginningto race, for him yet I don't know if it was racing 
back for me or the other girl oh so long ago.' She thought. 

'Yet, I did not care- and I don't get why at all- with what I do.' 

'Of course, I do you, I am a girl- she said, yet not this one...' 

'I knewwhatshemeantbythat?' 

'You'll see when I am gone.' I wonder what she meant bythat one... 

(Aweekpassed,andshe killed herself over bullying in hersmall hometown.) 

'I don't wantyou to be ever-everthe blame.' 

'Well- it doesn'tworkthatway,' I said not understanding. 

'She looked away, sadness crossing the features of her face, hoping that day would never- 
evercome-thatwe would not be allowedto be together-yet it happened.' 


"I do not know if I can anymore.' She said.' 



'I don't know if we should be doing this- he said her name, I feel hand-me-down, but don't 


wantto give up- on you.' 

(I should not have said that looking back.) 

'Whydon'tyou wantme formePShe said-'it's me and this town was in dragging us down." 

"Yes,' she finally said, her voice weak yet somehow still full of capacity.' 

'I would do this...' 

'Lastly getting control of myself I kissed her again, then brought her hand to herface, and 
moderately running my fingers over her cheek and through her long brown hair.' 

'Looking into those sparkly brown eyes, that glitter in the moonlight.' 

'She marveled at the softness of her skin and how she closed her eyes, he was herage-and 
his mind if anything, the tenderness was within her eyes, yet was it all there... or was she fading away 
then?' 


'Even now she was perfect, and he was too, for her, it was just the age-and the town saying 
not so-o. My throat began to tighten long for it, but as I said, I knew what I had to do.' 

'It was that moment that time, it was all right, the sense I had to accept, that it was not 
within my power to cure him of the phase in my mind it was not the re, what I wanted to do was give 
him something that he wanted, and never got, as a girl, he was looking at me do things differently-then 
othergirls in this town-1 knew.' 

'I can adequately except it and describe the intensity of what I was feeling- at that instant.' 
'Love, ire, wretchedness, faith, and horror whirling together sharpened bythe tension -1 was fee ling. Yet 
was all good to release it all.' 

'I Zoey looked at myself curiously and my breaths became shallower. He calls me out by my 
name, and it was everythingto me.' 

'Suddenly, I knewthat I'd neverfeltas stronglyfor anotherperson as I did at that moment- 


not-even before.' 



'As I reimbursed her stare, this simple understand and made me desireformore, the time, 
that I could make all this go away, and have more of this- is it even possible or likely?' 

'I would have traded my life, for his or like give up some of my days just to have the same 
amount of day together-over.' She said that then it all here in the scrapbook. 

'I wanted to tell her my thoughts, about that sweetness she had, but stop - no I would not 
have-yet, I hold back on it, and let it all go, for me and her-should I have said my thoughts that, I would 
neversay now?' 

'I kissed her hand it's just, what I do, but the sound of her voice suddenly silenced the 
emotions inside me, to come out with it- and it was the-1 love you, she wasyearningto hear.' 

'Encouraged, I leaned closer and tooka deep breath and left it all out. When I breathe out 
softly, these were the words that poured out so-o- with my breath.' 

'Will you marry me?' 

'He asks- it was like it was before- yet in a new why she wanted this.' 'She said- 
'Maybe...?'...And left it at that, she was grinning from eartoear, nexttohim, theystayed.' 

'I smiled softly, and she returned my regard with a slight cuddle of my hand as if 
unquestioning me in what I was aboutto do.' 

'It was what my heart had been telling me to do all along, it was all right- she thought-yet 
demons were playing in her logic.' 


7|C ^ 


(Thought) 

'I assumed then, already set in the answer. I'd been searching for, is herewith me now-the 
answermy heart neededtofind, is right here, the night I asked him aboutdoingthe playful things, that 
boyfriend-girlfriends do, my age-and we did- yet my mind was made up of them-and what they say.' 
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'She makes me feel amazing, she more than just a little girl to me - l-a, don't have many 


words for her-just my sweetheart.'That is what I said here... 'He walked her home afterward, and when 



they paused on the porch after saying goodnight, he kissed her with nnore lust, of what she wanted and 
wondered why he had waited as long as he had to do it that way-for herto understand this was real.' 




'That is when I found her- irresistible.' 


(The Girl 2) 

Zoey- 'lam now 17 years old I have changed a lot from when I was 15, I have brown eyes and 
brown hair, I am five nothing, and I am a bit confusingto everyone. I am in love with a girl! The most 
beautifulgirl in the world! Her name is ZoeyShay, she is everything I want!' 

'Yes, I admit it I am in love with her! I have crush on herfor as long as I could remember, yet I 
never said anything to her, I didn't what herto be tracked out by me fee ling that way about he r, yet I 
can't hold back any longer-about a girl named Anna-1 kissed her lips and ask her out, way too fast I 
know, but will she say-yes, if she would she be into me-to go all the way-and deep.' 

'Would they be okay with datinga girl? Why would they not that my only option at this 
point- is it not.' 

'No, they could not let this be either.' 

Even so, she kept pressing on-with her new crush- regardless of what they said. 'I never- 
ever thought I would be this way, I never-ever thought about going all the way with a girl, nevertheless, 
I feel the need to make it clear to everyone that she is what I want.' 

'You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because the reality of them there is 
finally betterthan yourdreams.' 'I have sex dreams about her every night! With herfingering me.' 

'And kissing my nipples, and licking me down there, yet the dreams are amazing! I want the 
real thing and I am going to get it too; I would go crazy if I did not.' 

'Have you ever been in love with a girl?' 

'I could taste that wet in the pink tunnel of heaven in my mind! Mm-Hum: I could feel that 


the middle fingerof her going deep inside of me as mine does. It's like it was not a dream, at all. 



'So, I walked up to her in the hallway today and I asked her out, and to my surprise, she said 
yes, yes- 'I would love to go on a date with you.' 'You're so sweet, why I wouldn't I want to.' She said, 
and she said too.' 

'I never thought about being in a gay relationship, but I'll try anything once. I find girls 
attentive, what's not to like; just look at you.' She said, and she felt that way too. 

'You have it all, smooth skin, nice boobs, and an adorable laugh.' All good thing she thought 

too. 


'I could see us being more than just friends, and that is when it happens, she French kissed 
me in front of everyone in the hall, it was like fireworks went off, everyone was cheering for on.' 

(Little did I know that it was all-just them making fun of me.) 

'She had her hands on my butt as I had mine on her chest.' 

'The first kiss was... perfect!' 

She said: 'So, honey now take me into yourloving arms.' 

'Kiss me underthe light of a thousand stars tonight.' 

'I'll say I'll kiss you in the rain, so you get twice as wet.' 

'I can't wait to play with you underyourunderwear-atyourlocker.' 

'I wantto lose myself between your legs, in my bed, in your bed, outside I don'tcare- 
everywhere.' 

'I wantto watch as you lick your fingers afteryou have gone down on me, and you have been 
down inside me.' 

'Let'sfreakand cuddle, and pound our little ladiestogetherdo it, repeatedly, sharingthe 
realistic one that we need to have this happen-shethen l-thensheandover.' 

'I wantto hear you say you want to taste me!' 


'I wantto make it with you in public, and in my room too.' 



She said to me- and they did, for the mall to see, and make fun of. 


'I have sex with you a lot in mymind... doesthatfreakyou out.'Anna said to her. 

'Nope not at all, Zoeysaid sheepishly.' 

'It turns me on!' Anna said, 'that your so naive it sweet she said tapping her on the nose.' 
'Face down ass up, or legs up in the air... I would 'I want herto spank me, I wantto be her naughty girl.' 
She said to here in a way that was olderthan heryears. 

'I wantto eat it out and never stop I' Said Anna. 

'In a way rubbing one out is a form of stress relief, it calmed me doing it study hall class 
thinking about her, I was going to sit behind her-and let her know I was even, so I was looking forward 
to that- moment all day, I don't think I can hide this smile on my face - it was time, all the other girls 
know-too they can see me-what I just did- it was obvious.' 

'My clitoris is still so-o sanative, as I askto go to the bathroom, from the lunchroom where 
they have study hall- to clean up some. I think even my teacher knew that I was just doing, and he was 
smiling at me too.' 

'Zoey, Zoey, Zoeyl' She said breakingthe quiet role, 'I'd love yeah eitherway." 

Anna-yelled and hergirlfriends giggled. 

Read this simplemindedness, Annasaid- 'I want herto come in my mouth, over and over and 
over. I want her to kiss me all overand suck me down and play with it.' Said Zoey in a note that would 
last the test of time. 

She also said the following- 'Please rip off my clothes now and let's do it here in school, and 
that is what we did we went into the girl's bathroom and had girl sex for the first time.' Said Anna, it was 
all part of the plan for us girls that could not stand her, she needs to- 'gotten rid of - she said. 

'It was the best pleasure-that I have ever had in my life.' Said Zoey- here in her little sweet 
bookthat knows gives a care about, and Anna throws it- a-crossed the room. 

She even said that she- 'loved fingeringfreaking me in a public place, with all the girls 


walking in to see us doing it.' Awe- no? she said with a mean streak. 



'It's the hornet truth she has it all in there about us, I have ever been with her like this - that 
my story and prove that it's not, I think shefeitthe same way-about every girl with an ass-or and a boy 
whosquirtedall overherface.' 

Zoeysaid to Anna, 'I would do whateveryou tell me to do.' 

'I wantyou to kill yourselfl'Said Anna... 

(And that nightshe did-with a by drowning in the 

Hastings pool, at night- her pastime place is where she was happy to end herlife.) 

Anna-1 remember her saying to me- 'Hey- do you want to go with me to the movies this 
Friday coming up?' I said yes, I can say I did not learn to like the girl. 

'We don't have to look at the movie we can make out, it is dark in there. I would love too-1 
said with excitement.' I-Anna rememberitall. 

There they both are- 'At the movie, the lights wentdark, it was the scary part, I was drawn to 
the screen, butthen she moved herwhole body into mine, and she surprised me in a way thatyou 
would not believe.' 

Zoey- 'I think, I love you!' Said Anna 'I wantyou to show me how much you love me! (That 
was the night before...) What do you say will you show me!" She said like a baby- this one was- like a 
dumb baby. 

I- said this to her- "Open up to me, and I'll open upforyou in so many ways, I will blowyour 
mind!' 'After loving and losing I became gay andfoundlove-with herand I do feel bad...'...And she 
snickered out loud-saying- 'yeah right,'that all that matters- here she dead- notthe love, afterall, that's 
a life- see her- end.' 

I recall- 'Skirt pushed up and hand and fingers fee ling everything she wanted me to feel like it 
is going to her soul or more.'Said Anna, she believes in a God, and a soul too- cute-shows the simple 
not? 


'She did want to be here anyways-or in school, she was not that bright afterall. I knew more 


than she ever thought- the town feels the same- you can fix simple minded ness.' Said Anna. 



'We-spent hours together talking about our dreams-1 could have cared less to hear them, 
yeti had a job to do... about the old pervert and then that creepy-creep creeper of a boy, and seeing 
the world, her wanting to be so-so illustrator-ie-for fun-talking about him- the old man being the chief 
of damp night spot back in the day, when she lost her virginity to creepo, it was all the same as back in 
1940- she said- and I was like are you on drugs, its 2016 girl gets real- all you need to care about is what 
is underneath yourskirt.'Anna-said as an 18-year-old, 'I can't write, I don't know how to-you do it if 
youthinkyou can,'she was mocking me... 

She said about her man-this and her man that- that she would- 'Like a kiss in the rain that 
you would never-ever forget the first time, and it was a kiss in the rain, long and lasting forever-that 
say with youforever.' Sardonicshe read this, having a hard time doing it also. 

She goes one reading like a 5-year-old- 'Itwasn'tthat long the most painfulthing about life, it 
was a perfect feeling of having it, and it certainly wasn'tthe kind of kiss you see in movies these days, 
but it was delightful in its way-taking the pain of life away, and all I can evoke aboutthe twinkling stars 
and in my eyes, is that when our lips touched, I knewthe reminiscence would last forever, and be added 
to the scrapbook but in color- by me to last forevermore, like before in his- and his and in mine, along 
with hertoo.' 

'Fah and here it is people, laying on the floor...' she runs over to it Jumping up and down on it 
to define it in any way she could- even spitting on the loose pages- like the twisted little pig she was. 

'The memories were gone; love gone by one that would never feel love - NEVER- EVER- EVER- 

NEVERI' 


'I don'tfeelthatthis is okayto do- It pains me too much anyways-to keep looking, and she 
loved me more than life.' 

(Or did you just want to thinkthat- overthefact, you want to thinkthat, and it made you feel 

happy?) 


'He got up and walked to the front of the cafe and looked up the road-saying I will make my 


exit now-taking the bookwith me if you don'tmind.' 



'She was walking after him- saying that belongs to me, insight flashing her fingers, he 
wouldn't be stopping, she ran up to meet him, yetshe ran with her hitting his arm, almost knocking 
them over, yet he did not stop.' 

'He pulled a knife and said I'll stab yourface off! For killing a girl that was more of an assetto 
this town then you'll ever be.' She backs down, he gets jail time, and she walks away from a free person. 

The cops one his tell now- he walks to her dads' home- 'They fall together-the dad falls in 
the rocker-that was given to them, and it all starts again- all the pain of life.' He is taken away in 
handcuffs, and Anna is standing there dumbly looking at me with a misgives smile on herface- if I got 
away with all of this... 

Sitting in the squad car-1 look at the pages all tattered parts that are reverbing- 'Say-1 am 
everything- 'You're- everythingto me." 

I read-1 don'tthink that we're meantto understand it all the time, I don'twantanythingbad 
to happen-andtheydotheyare to blame, I'dthinkthat sometimeswejust have to have faith, and go 
with it, and hopeforthe best,yeti don'tcare, I am on my wayto seeingthe light.' 

'What the-HELL...!' 

'I was thinking... SHE KNEW ALL 

ALONG SHE WAS GOING TO DIE.' 

'So, that is the ghost you been running from, it like she was looking at me doing this, yet she 
not there. Everything it all was in black and white like the photos of the past' 

'Haunting fee ling of doing the wrong thing for the right wrong came over me, and I was no 
longerthe bad guy. 

After getting a mugshotand fingerprinted, and a trip to district judge's, I was free to go. 

'I sat on the porch that night I was readingthe draft of this story-a story of the past, as 
people who are really no one, can become some body to someone in this world, photos-of happy times, 
sad times, lasting- yetthem notso-o, listening quietly as he playedthe music of herchildhood, I read¬ 
saying this we do- 



'know warder the kid today is like-so-o messed up/ he said, 'maybe something here well 


snick in.' 


'They're all were crazy, stupid, in love falling somewhat apart and somewhat together-or 
trying to forget something or someone.' 

'All trying- to forget, the pain of living in a small town with its charm- that come with it.' 

'Everywhere he looked, he sawherface and sexy body, sawthingsthat brought her back to 
life within the pages of a story that would stand the test of time more than some mean girls hate, it was 
she was standing right there as the wind blow- he felt her- spirit.' 

'It was odd, he knew that-yet he could feel it.' 

'Previouslythat evening he had sat on the porch a hundred times it never felt that way or so, 
it seemed to him being apart, he sat alone on the porch swing of her parents' home, one leg crossed 
beneath was the leaves blowing- that she loved so-o, and showing all that is here once more- all that-a is 
life-to him and her- like blowing leaves in the autumn.' 

'The branches ensured naked now-and could the swing is slightly moist when he sat down; 
rain had fallen previously tothat moment, unstable and cruel, butthe clouds were dying nowand he 
looked past them, toward the stars coming out above, that was picking through, wondering if he would 
have made the right choice- by giving this bookout to the world, to get it- or not-some time is life too, 
and look for someone new of his own age-would be right also, to move on.' 

'I as the writer would struggle with this for days-and I struggled some more in the evening¬ 
thinking about death far too much, but in the end, she knew she would never forgive herself or not be 
true to her self or me, and even then, if she let the occasion blundercome her way-she would find a 
path that seemed right- even if ending too soon-she is now right for some that are going down the 
wrong pathway- lasting endlessly, in their minds.' 
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I- 'Today, I begin to understand what love must be if it exists... in this dying world, have 


changed, and got bitter to live.' 



'When we are parted, we eachfeitthe lack of love-together not so much- life makes you 
bitter.' 'We are incomplete like a scrapbook in two volumes-thatshould have neverbeen published 
before readingclearly-of which the first has been lost, or ripped apart, or has imagined love to be 
wrongto most that would look: incomplete with no non-appearance of the truth that is lying within- 
that gives salvation.' 

'10 years-wheretheygo- lOyears, I don'tknow?' 

'It was an easy drive to- Hastings, slightly more than four hours ago, and I arrived a little 
before noon.' 

'I checkered into a small Inn downtown, went to my room in a place not far away-from 
where it all happened, and undone my bags and got into bed like always, hanging my things in the 
closet-they give, I look at myself-sayingyou have changed- in the glass, I needed to do before falling 
asleep, aloneyet, I waswith her in my mind-afterall this time still, and it felt as if herhand and 
thoughts, were in his mind still.' 

'Puttingeverythingelse awayforthe day, all he wanted wasto feel all that- he could not 
sleep-thinkabouther-and where she might be.' 

'The next moment he was lost- in a dream, he had a quick lunch- afterwaking late, sitting all 
alone in that same cafe, asked the waitress for directions to the nearest antique store - he wanted to 
find something his beloved wanted a long time ago, he spent hours shopping and looking for it, yet 
nothing he got made him happy, it was not for anyone to see - it was for him and her to keep near- it was 
the typewriterthat made the storyand him wealthy-that he sold offthe publishedtheirstorytothe 
world-and there it was missing parts-yet all there-forthe most part- he was delighted.' 

'He was going... the next day-the real reason he leftthe following morning- as he did not 
want to re member any more of this town-even if lovely- it was just too much for him to grasp.' 


/%/ sjc 


(Did it break his heart?) 

'It'sjusta couple of days before the end,' he said,of me letting go- 'I needa breakfrom 


planning my life, even if it has gone places that I have never dreamed of... if we can of had one night 
together- maybe I would not be where I am at today- and for that- you have helped me. 



'Thank you!” He said under his breath. 'He felt bad about the untruth-within his story- but 
knew there was noway he could tell them the certainty of how he felt deep in the inside-of the truth.' 

I re member her saying to me- 'My daddy used to tell me that the first time you fall in love, it 
changes your life incessantly, and no matter how hard you try, the feeling' neverfades.' 

He mummer here, say so wise for he rage- 'You have been telling me about your first love, I 
didn'tsee it then-1 do now, and what can I do that-a life no?' 

'And no matterwhat I do, she sits in here nothing but looks in my mind of her faces, and 
photo to keepcrying hereyesoutabout lifeand pain-joyand hatealike, she'll stay with youforever- 
like she did with me and neverletgo.' 

'I see me looking over photos more and more fromthe Ebensburgfair herholding a tabby 
bear, she was lost in the trances, like in that small cafe', the small park across the way the children's 
carousel at the fair, all the chestnut trees, quarters going in the wishing we II, so they could have more 
daystogether.' 

'I'll be seeing you... someday... if l-agoesto see you soon. I thought that all the money in this 
world cannot make you happy-1 would give it all to have you back.' 




(Hauntingvoices) 

I recollect- 'She said it out- crying in twisted pain, dad looking in worry- she lost it... overthis 
fall romances, with this girl and I want justice.' 

'That was the end, she neversaw anotherday, after makingthe scrapbook of memories- a 
page on the internet, all the ingredientsof life-was complete- perfect, yes-? ...Perfect for love- 
passionate like hate, nevertheless-'that's-alife... No?" 

'That is when I found her-Zoey... down deep 

14 feet below- in the same pink dress as always.' 

'The 17 years old girl, with dark eyes and brown hair, that was five nothing, and unclearto 


everyone that miss- understood her. The most beautiful girl in the world!' 



'Her name is Zoey Shay, she is everything 


Hasting's well remembered for! Yes, I admit it, I am in love with her still! 

"You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because the reality is finally better than 
your dreams." 

'And so-o with that said my story here comesto a close... afterloving and losing, I found love 
and have a loss, find what matters in life, afterall, is what living is all about, 'that's a life- no?" 

Zoey-wellyou will always be remembered! 
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(The thoughts end) 

'Isn't it obvious?' She shakes her head and pulls me toward the door. Back into the castle, 
where ljuststay put, refusingto budge, thinkingaboutdeath. Nothing is obvious...about life-endingto 
fast. Nothing makes sense anymore, to me. 

She pauses, hand on the knob of the next door into a large sitting room, more than a little 
hurt when she says, 'I thought it was a satisfactory solution, for now, to cast the memories away into a 
crystal ball- and that was where I was heading, with Naddalin. But perhaps you'd prefer I not touch you 
at all, right now?' 

That's not what I intended! 

Not at all! I good-1 needyou here... said Nevaeh. 

The next night it's are a repeat of the last... 

...That night- It was raining heavily. Heavy droplets pounded against the windowpane as the 
murky clouds obscured herview some yet not all. Now walking back for the walls of bones, looking up I 
see kids look everso small from the top tower, looking down at me. 

I re member what I have done, they are here over me caring about them now, standing out 
looking you can see the clouds, above that platform of the huge of 25 stories- French chateau castle 
turret there is a lighthouse above the biggest part of the hall rooms underneath, and the light above has 
a somewhat rhythmic flashes of white, the castle sets high up in the air, on a rock that looks twisted like 



driftwood, littered with trees-that glimmer at night as if enchanted with twinkling lights within the 
branches and leaves, along with a copy truss bridge, overthe waves. 

Nevaeh remembered as a child paying on, that has the railway that rooms through the castle, 
and around its base. There is a 180 degrees panorama view within the bathing room along with the 
parlor, as described with large arched windows. 

A twisting pathway-that comes from the marina, that is made of-of a long stone bridge with 
14 archways, atop that tutorand Victorian-style building, thatdocks many sailboats, many windows, 
many stones, over 270 feet in the air is the tallest tower. Soft lights glow on the bride, and also down 
the pathway; 19 towers with pointed gold-covered turrets. 

The train comes in with a fogged glow arou nd the puffs of steam, letting out more girls, to 
the school end of the castle, hard splashing waves, hit the rock faces, 3 to every minute, flying houses 
soring around the tops of roof pecks. A slight Lilac haze overall the waters and skies. 

The railroad wraps aroundthen underneath the castle, itself falling about 30 feetwithinthe 
cover, into a long dark tunnel, next to a waterfall, full of otherworldly animals inside, then exits to the 
tallest viaduct know to our world, hundredsof feet inthe air, and it rocks side to side in the wind as the 
train goes over, the line is known as 'Tracks in the Sky.' 
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That night more thoughts come back to me, things that I have not thought about in years, rip 
through my mind. My brain goes back to when I was at school, made to go to the auditorium. I was a 
little girl when I was brought forth in front of the whole student body of thousand boys and girls of 
middle school grades, this day-1 was made to were my panties just so they could be removed along with 
my lowerskirt, as I was hunched overwith my butt tothemall- as theygiggled at me-for being me, to 
be made a spectacle as always for my teachers to paddle me-one by one all 100 of them took a hit, for 
deep down-they said to me, I knew I need to be pushed and have my ass red as it could be. 

('The bad girl...') 


Only my top part of my uniform stayed on for what was an hourof mucking me. The paddle 
evensnapped, where I would not have a case, overbeingthe towns delayed held back in progress of. 



development, oraccomplishment child. The courthouse to make a case giggled in my face foreven 
thinking of trying overl can't thinkat all, for beingclassed a braindead. 


'That's not what I intended!' 

Were the wordsthat broughtthis back to mind. Then-1 remembered somethingthat I lost to 
time, of them molesting my mind, the love a boy had for me regardless. He was the boy love of my life, I 
wonderwhathappenedtome, I woundwhy. I wondertoo much... of the question of why-of this and 
that. 'Baking hearts and minds,'is not what I intended, it was all over my mind lost to the time of 
remembrances, and now-1 have to rewind the hands of time to re member in flashbacks. 

It is said to me now even his name has lost all meaningto me now, to time. I try to even 
remember me at times, and those fads away like a death in a moment of time of loss, snack in the cold 
of the night, is a death like a memory. 

I rememberwhenJayInnwassenttotheoutdoorjuvenaljail campsjustforgirls ofherkind- 
um of kind just like me, nothing I could do, yet she blames me still to this day, like me, sent away from 
me overthey wanted to hurt me more, overl was not a fit parent, for being part of the town I never left, 
sent to work camps, they said she was a copy of me and the apple doesn't rot far from the tree. That is 
why when she came back so embarrassed by more mucking, she took her life, and yet again to hurt me. I 
should have left herto be a high school dropout. 

Her bones lay here too, within this long wall. She never had any more than a pre-K education, 
that all they said her teachers and district that she could handle. I should have never let her stay in my 
home town with me... I should have taken herout of school too. I should of, I could of... and the maybe 
of... and if... hunts me. Odd, like-1 could not save her from herself, yet that is the way she wanted it. 

To have a child that was so gorgeous, so sexy, so amazingly awesome-and to not be able to 
touch her-isthe worst kind of agony, I have in this world. Fantasizing about the past-1 come down with 
the feelings of a cold when we both know we don't get sick of reality, it's not likely, and other ridiculous 
avoidance techniques that left me feeling deeply ashamed, of how I feel. It's been torture, pure and 
simple, my health shows my life. 

To have only one left in my life of life's, that is justthe same, sometimes-1 feel undeserving- 
for everything Naddalin has done for me, even today I call it being blessed. I whisper, the second we're 
alone again, how much I love her she's also my best friend more than anything. 'My always and forever.' 



'I mean, I know we can't risk any accidental palm sweat exchange or anything like that, but still, don't 
you think it looks kind of odd?' 

The hunted angelghost of Jaylynn is nexttome now as I setin my chair; 'I don'tcare about 
that anymore she said to me in a pulling long letting out voice.' Her sincere, open gaze, is fixed right on 
mine- into see-through eyes. 'I don't care what other people think anymore and still, you do, still, you do. 

'I only care aboutyou,and you only.'Said Jaylynnto hermother. 

Only moments go by when she then said this- 

'Fascinating creatures we girls are then grown into women-when lost and longing for 
whateverthe heart is looking for, always lookingfor a man to be into them- in always anothercloud be, 
or another with more strength then a man could have, or she has at any given moment, always wishful 
for that understanding sweet, caring, hope, that she may never have satisfied, it's just the girls nature, 
to always be unsure aboutthemselvesattimes.'Said Jaylynn. 

'So wise...' She said back. 
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Every night, I still hold on to Maggie's panties and sniff them rememberingthe keepsake of 
her life and mine at that time, the love-1 had for that girl at the time, I was her rock- just like all the girls 
in this story-finding their way. I have kept them all these many- many years... something that I have 
brought over from the other side, maybe dumb to some, I know or icky, yet the love of things that were 
once real yet needsa reminderof why by the senses is what I have to to do. Touch, feel, smell, and even 
sometimestaste is the memory loss that comes back to me when holding somethingso small acute in 
my hands bunched up. I have loved and lost, yetthat is not always what I see, some have taught me, 
pain, some love, trust, forbearance, much tolerance, loss of restraint, needed self-restraint, some 
resignation, to have stoicism, found fortitude, to have sufferance, pushing with endurance, a deep-down 
breath of calmness, found composure, and even-temperateness. it's what it means to be a woman! 
Bedtime is a time that was always long and drawn out for me. I lay in the darkness, unable to pass to the 
slumber, mind always racing as it always did. 

Then in her sleep, my baby squeezes my fingers... I look deep into the opens the door with 
her mind- as she passes me in, leading me right past Emmah and the other girls as we head for our desks. 



these are more dreams that have become true. Oh, how the time has changed just in the last 10 years, 
Emmah, I have not seen for at least 5 years now. No, she only there in herdreamsfor me to remember, 
the way she was. I find it in times to just cast away all memories, like pain - to keep for going insane. 
Sometimes, I think I am just that... crazy. 

And even though I have not seen her since Friday, lost in my mind, when I - Nevaeh woke 
from Naddalin'sspell, and it seemsas if a yearhas gone by... 

Naddalin- I'm sure she hated me for it, yet it was a yearof rest of being lost to sleep, yet her 
mood hasn't dampened a bit, with me being me the last couple of days and days well be all she thinks 
happened. I took her place, she needed rest. 
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The electronic tombstone was my idea with the screen, to playback a loved one's life, more 
than just the dates to help mend,yet never fully cope with the pain of loss. That is what I have in place 
for all the planets that I have made new homes for life, to flourish- death is always, an end to a new start. 

Naddalin's looks to play that tired old game, of hope. But while I am fully braced for her usual 
ploy in an attempt to trip me up-today she's too distracted by old ghosts too, while I am fully braced for 
her usual ploy of dropping her bag in my path, to see if I will fall over she knows I am clumsy. Her 
unhurried gaze traveling the length of her, from her head to her toes, before starting all over again. 

But just because she ignores me doesn't mean I can relax or trust that it's over with me I 
always said it was, yet with hergames, I know more than she thinks I do, yet I trust her more then she 
thinks too, and I am more relaxed than she thinks also, that would be love no? 

I re member walking the halls- 'I was told that by AVAshe was going to cut my head off and 
poop down the stump.' 

Because the truth is, it's neveroverwith Emmah, even now, and I have since leftthe past 
with her now behind. She's made that abundantly clear- that she blames me for everything. 
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If anything, she's probably more charged up and vicious than ever-makingthe little reprieve 
nothing more than the calm before the storm, I know that Emmah is now AVA, I just know. ...Yet seeing 
is believing. 

'Ignore her, all day and now for years,' Naddalin whispers to me saying it's okay to fee I this 
way, scooting herself close the edges of her butt practically overlap my legs. Besides even though I nod 
as though I am okay with it all, the truth is-1 can't be is was always my little girl- yet she not that any 
longer she is a WOMAN. As much as I'd love to pretend, she's invisible -1 can't do it. 

Karly is the girl with blue hair, know Savannah, it was somethingshe went back in time to do, 
using the crystal around herneck. 

'We girls all from the school love to swim with the mermaids it's the best way to end the 
evenings.'This is the story of how we made them girls' part of us and our world. 

(Girls like you and I) 

Looking back on this look at the photos of this old book... there we are... like fading- into the 
scene... I and you can see all this play out... 

'The shut Generation...' orso we were called-for just having a summer love and fun... That's 
the name of our softballteam- not really... the name I loved... butthat the name wegotfrom them-The 
team name was not what, I said-was cool- but I was not the one to pick it... Like so-we were the - 
Ponytail Express-orso the shirts said way oh way back then. Just some really- really cute kick-butt girls¬ 
having a summerof rivalry with othergirls, and findingourselves... inside and out. 


Intermission- 

I am number-19 for life... Her- urn- she number-14. 

1 

I have flashbacks, I recall- AGREEING with my own thoughts I go back in time. I stepped into 


my room and closed the door; a sigh of relief escapes my lips. 



The window of my room oddly, it was locked. I gripped the edge of my window and tried to 
push the glass up. I re member nights that I would sneak out, and go to the fields with her, I climbed the 
side of my house. Well, that was a big waste, I thought, otherthoughts.The school was a total waste of 
my time. Summerwasall that really mattered. Softball was all that was my world, and her. The girl was 
giving me mixed signals, I rememberitall, yet what I have is that one summer. One minute, she'd be all 
overme, saying things like I really like you and giving me peppered kisses butthe next second, she'd run 
away from like I had a something wrong. This was outside of the ball field. I'm not an abnormal lady. 

I wink at her. Who locked my window? I let go of the niche and landed on my feet. Adull 
sting ran through my legs.Oh, cramp... cramp! I pressed my back against the side of my houseand 
crawled toward the back entrance. Mom was going to kill- if she found out - that I snuckout again- to 
see a girl. Dad would be even worse. I remember coming home that night after necking in the dugouts 
with her... and all the basseswere run. 

Coming home-1 unlocked the door, put the key back and slowly turned the knob, I pulled the 
scalation spare key out of the plant next to the door. I peeked through the glass door... then inside of my 
mom and dad's room, they never knew-so I thought, yet I am sure that would be short-lived. I ran up 
the steeps dipping wet hair entwined, it was running hard that night, it was after 10 PM, I wentto put 
on my PJ's then went down, still scared, of what I did, and all the 1930's cars with their headlamps 
running me off the muddy road, to my home. Aftertaken a long bath, in the tin tub, in the middle of the 
Kitchen, to only the flicker of my gas lamp, I made sure all the kitchen gas lamps were off-forthe night. I 
snuck around the kitchen and hurried up the stairs. I remember I stepped in and closed the door behind 
me. 


I heard my mother's voice, calling me asking me why I have taken a bath at this time of night. 
I felta shivergo down my spine. I'm dead I thought. 'Well, it's nice to see I remembersayingto heras 
she was holding my hand taken me into the dugout.' What doyou do, tonight to have to take a bath you 
know we only do that once a week?' I turned around and turned on my charm, 'Mom, what goes on- 
with yourchild? You look so today, in theface what is that all overit? 

Mom-she had some weird stuff on her face. Mom smiled, her long hair pulled back into a 
ponytail, as long as mine if not longer. It's supposed to make her lookyounger; she thinks I think not. I 
bet she looked like me, that why daddy loves her... for that I am sure. Like that's possible, that he would 
love her more than me...too, I rememberhim.Thenthatall changed, to like me going through the 



change. 'This is the seventh time you snuckout this month! What is the matterwith you?' ...Are you 
seeinga boy? No- ma'. I am notseeinga boy-what I was hiding from heras he was really a she- and I 
was not really lying was I?' 

Is it wrong for me to want a girl? Damn, 'It's not like I'm doing anything bad - or was I? If you 
noticed, I always come back by 10- and its summer.' I remembersayingthatto her. Odd my mom was a 
way to nice about it. Yet this was also a change in her. She raised her eyebrow, saying'just don't get 
pregnant.' 


Oh, 'You little.... If you sneak out again, yourdad is going to take care of it forme, you will 
not live to see tomorrow.' I knew that was not true, we did not agree completely, yet he was not mean, 
hejust did nothave much time forme. 

I perched my lips, 'If I sneakout the day aftertomorrow, am I okay- if I tell you whom-1 am 

seeing?' 


'Okay-tell me,' she said. 

...And it was all okay- and I did not understand why. 


-Then- 


'We're good with this...' 

She nods, and giggles- pats me on the head saying- 'yah were good, you can see here justget 
your butt back here by 10.' 

'Summerlove...' she mutters underherbreath, 'thisgirl- whatam I going to do with you?' 

She shook at me at the steps saying love is love right, unthreatening. I hugged her back, 
scared-that I was some kind of sick. 

I remember- my new dad walked into the room, feeling little in his arms- and my PJ's, pulling 
at my hair as if I was some kind of baby girl. 

I smiled at my dad, in his baby like hold on me, even if he'sall newto me it was nice- and 
wrong at the same time. Mom always had my side-or so I thought, so he would come around. 


You snuckout again- he taps me on the nose, 'silly girl!' 



'Boys... already?' 


'I like sports more da-dad-' and my voice shook as I said that. 

More like one of the boys... 

'You can say that again/ whispered my mother. 

You can't be serious that this is okay?' Mom argued, obviously pissed that Dad took myside 

Dad shrugged, 'she's just a girl, babe. I used to do this when I was young too.' Play is 
playing... its summerpuppy love,thatall. 

'Yes!' I pealed in and Mom glared at me, in the low light of my room that was far too cozy 
and the wind blowingthe drapesof my window, thatwas still open. Okay, bad idea. 

Mom fluttered her eyes at Dad and bit her lower lip, 'But he was not getting it- he thought I 
was normal, this is like the seventh time. She needstobe punished, to meet new kids.' 

Yet, I did not feel abnormal, by kissing a girl and liking as the ran pored, in the dugoutof the 
ball field that loved Just as much as she, at that moment, yet this was thefirst time - like- urn-1 felt love 

'Disciplined?' I gawped, 'Exacting words. Mom.' 


Dad smiled, 'How about we ground him fora month?' 

Mom pouted, 'Truly, I was thinking about whipping her with your beloved belt.' 

My jaw nearly dropped, 'Ma' I' 

Dad laughed, patting my curly hair down from his hand. I cupped my hands together and 
giggled to, at the thought I thought was so true. 

Mom rolled hereyesand pointed herfingerat me, 'Groundedfora month, missyand if you 
sneakoutagain, the beltwill be yournewbestfriend.' 




Dad grinned and wrapped an arm around his newyoungwife, 'Goodnight as they walked out 
of my room just nearly closing the door.' 

He hauled herout of the room, in her arms like he was holding me- it was gross. I smiled and 
jumped into bed, jumping also in the same leap out of the PJ's. Grounded for a month-God! Yea, right, I 
see her tomorrow. By tomorrow morning-1 was in love. Mom will forget what happened and I'd be good. 
It will all be good. I am sure, I said over and over. 

The meaning was the bestthing about moving her... 

(One day has passed) 

I rememberdoingthe same thing over-1 screamed and dropped to the floor, my sheets 
tangling between my legs. Ow. This night when formore, more than ever... 

She even laughed at me and I got up and chased her, up the road - saying she did not want to 
go homeyet. Passing 100-year-old tree,and brick roads, she squealed loudly-1 remember-when I 
touched her, as she pounded down the stairs of the bleachers-as if anyone would say anything at 12 
midnight-with nothing but the sounds of crickets- and the moonlight above- and us in a blanket holding 
hands her head on my one shoulder. 

She ran into the kitchen, with me she wasgoing to spend the night and creep outthe 
window in the morning, and I grabbed up all the things that were a night of being-so bad, throwing her 
overmy body. I tickled herand I heard someone gasp. 

If my grandpa knew what I was doing, and if the town-yet I did not care... I was not shutting 
out what I wanted. 

I stopped and looked upto see my mom's mouth hangingopen, motionless-when she 
looked into my room that night. And I was in my bed with a girl... with a plate of pancakes in her hands, 
for two she sat in our bed say here, girls. 

At the breakfast table was my dad, a little smirk on his face, when he asked who my friend 
is... face red about to burst into laughter any second. 

Lastly, there was some girl I've never seen before. She has a lot of hair fora boy that hair that 
reached the edge of her shoulders. Her bangs swayed to her left eye at times. 



She had kind ofsmall lips that were a light pinkshade.Shewasan averageJane. Her 
expression was blankand blase. To them but notto me... 

Unenthusiastic? 

'This girl must be crazy, notto be home-or say she is with you.' Said, my Dad. 

I was standing partially naked-the nextnightwith herin my room. 

Notto be cocky or anything but I'mfreakinggood-looking, ladies-said my mom as she 
passed the door. 

1 had the perfect tan and a pretty sexy six-pack if I say so myself. I got my looks from my real 
dad, but he didn't have a body like I did when he was my age. This girl should be drooling overme right 
now, and she was. 

Her eyebrow dropped, still a bored expression. Whatever I give up. I shrugged and ran 
upstairs to put on some clothes, said, my dad. I stretched my arms, flexing my biceps. I gave a short nod 
at the girl and she was still unfazed by me. Her eyebrow shot upas if trying to say as if this was normal. 

Mom stepped into the kitchen and smiled as well, 'Thank goodness too. We'II finally have a 
responsible tween's in the household.' 

2 

(Goingback in time) 

Urn, Dad? - Mm-hmm? I -I mean daddy. Like, do you- um- remember when like you- like- um 
promised you'd teach me to play catch and softball? - Mm-hmm he said looking down at me so young 
then. Um, wa-well, could you teach me I re member saying looking up at him with big sad blue eyes? 

So, with something that incredible going on, it should've underway off with loads of great 
things happeningforme, but it didn't. Anyways-1 moved to the neighborhood two weeks before school 
let out. It was the same summerthat Dodger Maury Wills would breakthe stolen bases record. It was 
the same summerthat Dodger Maury Wills would breakthe stolen bases record. I was from another 
state, and I didn't have a single friend in a thousand miles. 



It was a lousy way to end up the fifth grade, because- um I had no time to make friends 
before summer. And that's about where it all started. My real dad died when 

I was justa little kid. My mom had married Dad abouta yearbefore we movedto the Valley. 
At the time, he and I were still getting used to each other. Yeah, I'd followed them to the Softball Field 
once afterschool. I'd neverseen any place like it. 

Look around I am new to this place, yet, I see - (Girls are Shouting loudly-yet not for me-yet 
anyway.) Itwas like theirown little softball monarchyorto some degree. Itwas something... It was the 
ultimate place I'd everseen anyway. Allthe newgirls forme a girl to see... and get to know, something 
that was taboo in my old town-that is why we really moved here... maybe a girl would be into me... 

The year well it's 1931- the 1932 World Series is coming up. It was once said in a Girl's world, 
there is one all-time utmost moment in the antiquity of sports. We as girls really don't have any girl to 
look up to on the softball field, do we...? The boys have there's, why is it not so with us. The story goes 
that in the lowest of the ninth inning with two outs, a full count and the tying run on base. Babe Ruth 
outstretched his arm and pointed to the center-field stands. Nope, not one single guy/gal believed it, 
there the swing- nobody had ever done it before that Girly times. He was calling his shot and, I was 
looking up there down at him with my dad and youngersister. 

It was in the greatest summer of my life up till the post before boys and drama of all that... 
when he- my dad taught me to play softball, and he became my bestfriend. At the edge of my set, he is 
running for home. As we II as even if he'd been an idol formerly, that the next pass, yen' all know that is 
pretty much how he became a legend- and my dream boy-well at that time anyway. 40 years later, a girl 
named Havilah Franklyn... became a district legend and my girl crush. Plus, she got me out of the biggest 
pickle I'd ever be in... Clued McCoy plays his horn on the talk box... Bertram. Nonetheless, like they were 
good, really- really-good. 

Um- like- Come on, Bertram! As well as all I had was a plastic doll that my grandmothergave 
me... yet, I was more of a tomboy... or so that is what other girls said about me... back there, for my 
birthday when I was six-that is when I knew I was not into boys as much as a girl- yet, I liked both-just 
the same-yet, not sure. On the other hand-when I finally got up enough guts to go out there and try 
and make friends, I myself found out that they never- ever kept score- about stuff like that, they never- 
ever-ever- picked sides. Um- like they never even really stopped playing the game. It just went on 
forever- never ever stopping. Every day they picked up where they left off the day before. Itwas like an 



endless dream game of dream girls. - Come on! Come on! Like it was... no-joke...There were only eight 
of them,sotheydidn't havea whole team. 

Squints! - Unquestionably, if I'd have known what was going to occur when- um like-1 got 
there, and perhaps just stand in the outfield somewhere and take up space. Even So-o...? Even 
though...? I didn't know how to play, I figured I could be the ninth Girl... I um -1 like-got it! - um-1 
probably never would've gone. It was a Nice catch; I sawfor her... this girl... - Yeah it was looking at that 
butt and then the run... she made. 

Her Dog was running after her, he was Barking. 

Thenthey ran to me he was Growling-she was looking dumbfounded at me. Puppy love...- 
Come on! - Hey, batter, batter, batter! No...! No... young lust- it's what makes the world go 'round at 
that age. They all said in the stands over the way - Whoa I - Watch out! Yet she hit hard, um-Come on, 
Havilah, anothergirl hita homer-she did not see the ball all she was looking at wasmelSheran into the 
pool and broke her nose... it looked good fora week or two. Like all- them-the- Boys Shouting about her 
messing up herface they want to kiss... like I do.) Oh, my freaking Lard she hit the pool... Screams-and 
crying... cry to mommy the d*ck-head of a boy said. 
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All them-they were Laughingat her. Okay, I'll get it, the ball that is... it was a good way to 
meet no? Get it... Hi- hi... Don't be a doofus. Don't be a doofus! 

Don't be a doofusi She-1- us-we-thought. (Muffled Sound oftwogirls hugwas odd-yet, it 
happened fast. Dog Growling at my hills... he did like me yet-yet she did...) we were like this too dumb 
long- all them looking at us the game stopped as they want us to get on with it... (Get a room...) 'Kiss 
her...' one boy said- so I did. 

Yaaaaahhh! They wentnutslll Now 

FREAKING-Throw the ball back- before I throw up I Come on I - Yeah, the hurry freak- up-fat 
butt said way up in the sands! We are waiting... the girl at the mound said! Throw it! Come on! Broken 
nose-yet a first kiss- make her feel good-that was my story, and I suck too it. Ha! Look at al! the cute 
Boys Shouting that girl said to another... Come on, toss me the ball! - Come on! And I did and it cracked 
herright in the head-oppies-sorry... I said. 



Come on! Oh, my God- Lovers harry up! - Laughing Carry on and then comes to an end. 


Urn- like- yeah- My freaking life was over. Did you see that...? Did yah...? Like dumb 
Boys Babble on, laughing... about things, they don't get... a Girl is describing his thoughts-shaking his 
head what the world comingtoo... like- If it wasn'tfor Havilah, I never-ever-ever-ever- madeasingle 
friend that summer before now, would I now- doingthis- like that- like- to- her- like- now- like-at that- 
like- at that like-moment. Um-because all the restof those guys thought I was a lost cause, so why not 
a girlfriend...? Why not... I was done with boys before; I was done with knowing what a boy hand- or did 
have. I thought if a boy can do it a girl was betterat it... Even before we became friends, power-driven 
humming... and whizzing... she was wheezing... Havilah and I were associated, linked for the one 
moment...thatwould last, and last, and last, all summer... 

Night, hun. Thegirl- Oh, I'm sorry, she said to her Mom. I said- It wasan accident. That is 
when I'd get us all into the biggest flipp'n pickle ever... any of us had everseen. Jullie, have you made 
any friends yet? Go and see your girlfriend you made today- Noway. - Why not, honey? 'Because I'm still 
new. And-she likes may not like me now that it's a new day- remember how they were...this is a new 
place... I don't want you sitting around in here all summer petty with this stuff... like you did last summer 
and the one before, find some girls... not a boyyet... um, do you like boys yet? NO! I knowyou're smart, 
and I'm proud of you to do what you think is right- even if it's a girl or boy. I want you to get out into the 
fresh air and make some friends or the sweet first love- its time. Can that person be a girl? What? Um- 
not really what is right- yet I don't see why not. 

You have my permission. Goa little crazy... play around...so that meansfull around some... 

Um-you what now...age... 

So-o I well did... 

Dm- Honey, I want you to make some friends this summer, or just one that you fall for... Lots 
of them are here it just takes that one. And if she's a girl? Um-there are boys that are nota*sses... but if 
she a girl... then go for it. Not too much, but some... more then I- or she-or we-or they thought we 
should. Like-get into trouble, for crying out loud - and crying for each other when we had to go home. 

You can see us me and my little girlfriend Run around, scrape your knees, get dirty and 
playing in the mud. We-she and I- like being me- and being her- like we-climb trees, hop fences- and 
snagging dresses. HowGirly mothers do you know who say something- like that to their girls? I Chuckled 



some at the thought of kissing a girl- little did she no-or maybe she did... Well, none mothers, I guess 
would have seenthis coming. 


But I'm not good at anything- or anything like that. Mom. 
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Well? How did it go-1 am in love with her ma'? 

Cute-1 thought... 

Nightfall-the field. 

Honey, you'll always be just a know-it-all with an attitude like that... you think you love her... 
see what's round first... Yet if this girl is the one then go-for her... before a boy well... what can it heart I 
thought at the time... Face it, I'mjustan intellectual in my modern thinking-the good motherfittingin 
with the newwhysof the day. Whispering is going around by the other girls on the softball field when it 
was just, she and I hanging and playing and hugging and then the kiss, was all I need of the first puppy 
love to start- she had my heart. 

Uh, Dad- can I, uh-yeah-fine- (weirdo bethought,) and we went off-1 had nerves... 

You go on back outthere and ask her to be your girlfriend-she stands at the doorof her 
home- mom looking from the car. Yes-yes- hug... it was official-1 have my first love-even if she was a 
she... and not he... oh well. That did not matter yet... 

The next night it was just she and I... I mean, could you, like you said, teach me to play 
catch, she showed me more than that too kissing and hergoodiestoo? Like I was okay with that it made 
me feel loved, or funny... no boy did that yet... like why would I want to see that anyways... boys are ea- 
ck-y... 


Yeah... sure, this howyou dothat- and howyou do this... wow. 

Mom, it's okay, really. - Honey, go be with your little girlfriend. I said-1 would, and I will, but 
I'm under the gun here, she needs this thought mom. What could it hurt? Can't you spare half an hour, 
and show her know how to play softball, she said to her dad - no so she can go with this girl... That is why 
is safe for me to say she can go with her... dad never had the time much... Mom, really, it's okay. - All 
right... yes, stay the night... Okay. I'll get my glove so the next night I just am thereto play with her. See? 



I told you... this would happen said, dad... that it would go there... Oh, great, just what we want going to 
church my girl in love with a girl... (Its oh okay John.) There 10 years old. What's it going to hurt... she 
needs this no... he puts a pillow over his head and yells profanities. 

(Nextday) 

Okay... All right, Jullie, get down to that end of the yard, and I tossed it to he r... she 
outstretched herarm and gripped it in her newgiove, the ball was in her hand, and she ran to herand 
knocked her over legs around her now on the ground for the kiss she gave, dad said oh nice now see my 
kid dry hummingthis little one... one thing you need to knowaboutthis game she said... Where the ball 
goes, your glove should go. (You know I don't like balls she said - she 2 years older than me.) (Dad said do 
I hear-grunts,) she on top of her... God save us... my babies going to h*eII? Got it-1 have the ball... she 
yields... All right... her girl said... Uh,yeah... was said-1 think so. 

(Oh, hush it's cute, said, mom.) 

Fat butt said-garb her boobs...(Momsmacked herin the head. - Silly boys-see umJohn-that 
is why I'm okay with her being with a girl. The boy's like this here.) U mm- hum...that's all he said. No 
matter whether you're in the field or at bat, eye on the ball, okay and she swings on got the home run... 
she got to all the basses... that all I say. In the game and with her playmate... Now, the key to this game 
is keepingyoureye on the ball. Okay... Eye on the ball, okay? If the ball moves, move yourglove. 

Got it...? 

Got it...? 

Run for the basses- instead of run for her basses-one girl said named Jaycee- like she is just 
PO-ed that I'm not kissing her-she made the middle finger in her mouth- and the gagging sound-then 
with a long drawing out- ou-ah-1 want a boy, not you. Sorry, I did not see you make that pass- you're out. 
On-looking- It'sall right. (No- no it isn't... it's all-right John!) it'sjusta game of softball... um and afterthe 
game is over...? 

He said. 

We lost overyouto lover birds... said Jaycee-she really competitive... and not like the ground 
upon... Okay, I'm ready to go home and shower...you want to join me... sure... see this-yes-see that- 
do- this and feel it like that- and it feels right. 



Giggling said, John, what are they doing in there... (mom-said-getting off...) There little girls 
it okay... Okay... what would my mom and dad say? Yeah... no, whatthey don't know won't hurt them... 


let them play and find them themselves'... 

All right... what was that she asked me-your first cummie, that what that was-and your 
first fingering... I love you... that why-1 did that... now do that to me... and I did... that shower was 3 
hours long girls said Mom... have fun...dad by the stupid looks on theirfacesi would saythat is so-o.see 
this stuff... what is it on my fingerthat was yours... I don't know- oh my god that cute... and she 
explained it all... 

(What Dad has not been there.) 

Now they're going to sleeptogetherwith just night tops and no underwire-what now they're 
married... (They're justyounggirls...) and we did in thesame bed, and no night topsjustourskin to 
skin... feeling and feeling and the love was like a game of softball... just feeling it out... until the home 
run. Playingwith herhair... and holding herhand through the night until 12:00 p.m.and we eattogether 
and it was off to the field to play-you guessed it softball... and did all over... that was the perfect 
summer... 


On thefield I am pitching-that's now my thing... Here we go again... Okay. You just needa 
bigger glove. Throw it back to me this time. Throw it back girl- love you she yells and the cowed gasps. 
Um-whatthe freakis herMom letting herdo-1 sitting right here...whatam I doing letting herhavea 
life... that's what... if you knewyou would shutthe h*ell up. Okay-whata... (a look was given and that 
shut him up.) 

Okay-Jullie, keepyoureye on the ball, and not on me so-o much, I know it hard... and that 
makesyoufeelthat way down there too but don't miss this... These girls are nothingbutfingerhole 
shuts on a team... said one older Girl... and the cowards started to go down... but that was not what it 
was aboutfor us girls- it was for the love of the game and a love of two girls, that was wrongyet need a 
friend and some love. Hey, old a*sssee this... Oh, My God- she put herhands down my pants... and was 
lady-jam-ingme... in frontof them all... and had me making faces. There call me that... I - we don't care... 

Okay. Got it, I call the funds... overthis... 

Ball's in the face-Balls' in thefacesaid the one girl with a lisp... Okay-she'sscreamingand 


crying- Owl Oh, my eye! 



Ow! Ow! Oh! Owl Owl - What happened? 

- (She groans, and I held her it was my ball after all that I throw. My eye... baby- honey, get 
some ice. Ice now, please. - Oh no, I got it. Why do I keep doing things like this...? - Here you go. 

At her home... the stakes... girl- those were for dinner. - Oh! -Just hold it there- baby. Nice 
and hard... said hergirlfriend that was jokingaround with her-making it okay. Now press it against that 
eye-Yeah-yah-yah I got it. 

- I just took my eye off the ball fora second. Mom. - Yeah, but you caught it. (she is 
Groaning) -Just keep that on for, like, an hour. It'll still be black for weeks noamountof makeup will 
coverthis, but it won't swell if you hold this. 

Sorry... babyforthrowingthis that hard. 

Gotto watch out forthat curveball of mine. 

(She'sstill crying- yeti am holding her.) 


(Three weeks pass) 
Hey. 

Hi. 


I'm going to play some ball. We wantyou to come. Do you wantto go...? - No. Thanks. - 
Why not? Don't you like softball anymore? - Oh, yeah, but- But what? No-1 was a tool not too by dad. 
But you have my glove-and I need you there. I can't you see... it not allowed. Uh, I see-you don't love 
me? Not anymore-1 can't- No-1 can't go. Thanks, though, I have to find a boy- or did well dis-own me. 
for all this... It's okay. All see if I can sneak out... here I got an extra one top - not your number but it is 
fine. 


Come on. 

Let's go, ha this feelsdirty... I like it. Mom, I'm going to go play some ball- yep-1 won'ttell 


your dad to go! Be back before nightfall-and be clean... and no fun-loving on the field save that for your 
room girls. I'll be back in a little while. Come on. Let's go wink-well be good at being bad their mom. Got 



it... that fine... she said- ha-we might not even go to the field... then... okay with that... Listen-1 okay with 
this... notdad-so if you do that-that-you don't speak of it... its own you girls... all-right-ie? Umm-hmm... 
There that dumb look from my little girl... I knew... what the heck... she's happy. That's all that matters... 

Hay- what-Check this out-there in her bed together... so you want to play softball or not 
today- no-just want to be here with you. (Boys') What? She questioned with flintiness Boys suck-why 
would I want that-you're all I need. Now and forever. What? Long slow kisses she on top of my hair 
falling on my face. 
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Jullie-1 had no idea who they were talking about, that he is not okay with us doing 
that it not like you get a baby out of or something like that... like how's that happens...you don't know... 
you are 2 years older-see this is why I feel she's cute and sweet. 2years means a lot... no? - What did he 
say? That I was going to hell or something like that just for you a girl loving me and making me feelgood 
down there. Yeah, whatplanetare youfrom I said to mom dad about this? I wantyouand that's it. 

Jullie- But there was no way, I could let them know. You never heard of this... Is it not 
that odd? I hear yah-1 had that talk too... yet not with a girl... so I had two talks that were really urn... 
yah... after I am done here with you and then you down there on me you want to go to the softball field. 

Jullie-so-o I lied saying I was dating some d*ickof a boy that we go to church with, just to 
make the town and happy and not to go to they said hell. You 

CAN GOTO HELL FOR FEELING LOVE AND HAVE YOU 

Jillin' off each otherand- Pushingthe Red Button with our lips- then so be it. Look at this car 
of, the Great Bambino. Of course, I have it too- like why is there like no girls to dothis? Because girls like 
us do nothing in love with the clean house and make boys happy-and get knocked up at some point... 
do you know what that means? I do-that all my mother good for... 'I thought you to love you for you- 
and to love me for me.'Yeah. I guess. Sorry- urn no I am not... if it wrong- like I don't wantto be right 
about it... I will always have you and the memories of the summer of softball. 

(Back) 


Anyway, Keara, that's Celia and AshleighZadah, Jaelynn 'Squints' Palledorous, Lee 


Fredrick-we call her p*ussie for a week over not asking that boy out that wantto go with her... what you 



came overto the dark said with uswe said joking...SheridanNunnezandShanaya Deshaun. We call her 
Fraps. Gal's, this is Keara my girlfriend and now are a new player, I been working with her all spring. 

Hi. Yeah, um, well, she's going to play with us because she makes 11. Now we've got 
a whole team. We're wasting time. Let's go to the Softball field. - Havilahny, it's did you sleep well-yes 
always with you: oh god look at me in the morning. I know all gross - It's so nice to see you look like that 
with-the face,andthe hair, andthe eyes: 

(Nighttime in the lights) 

Um like - Why'd you bring her, Havilahny? - Because there's eight of us, and he makes 
11. I'll ask you again- like- why'd you bring her, Havilahny? - Because there's eight of us, and he makes 

11 and she mine-end of the story. SHUT UP! 

(HUSH FINGER-TO HER FACE.) 

Yeah, yeah, so would my sister, but I didn't bring her, she the girl play and that's it... With 11 
gals' we'vegota wholeteam, Yeah-Yeah,andyougetyourho...at theendof it, whatdo I gethersister 
said... my foot in your butt if you don't get off my field-you stink at the game sorry. I guess, I go with a 
fat butt and get a cream soda... there you go... positive thinking. 

(Playyour cards right you just might get his hands down yourpants. Wink- oh god kill me... 
she said with the cute nod.) No. With her, we had a wholeteam. - She can catch-1 would no. I betyou 
do... she said, one of them over the way - okay then throw-that what she is getting- pitching. - You saw 
the way she threw.-Yeah- not bad- right? Come on, Havilahny, girl. She 'ain't' game... said the opposing 
team. 


All-right. And now I get to rotate eight positions instead of seven. -1 need the practice, girls. - 
You're the best on the team. You don't need any practice. - No, you don't. - You're the best. Girl. Come 
on, Havilahny, Girl. The kid is... -weenie. Yeah, yeah. Oscar Mayer even-suck that. I don't suck weenie- 
not even if it's a Footlong! What are you laughing at, yeah-yeah? You run like you have a sick upyou're 
a*ss. - Mmm, yeah about that... don't ask... hush... Okay, okay, but I'm- I'm- part of the game, right? NO. 
Now, how come she doesn't getto be, the one in...? 

Um- because she's a geek. Girl, that would 'be' why - she can't catch nor pitch as this 


girl can. Girl, base up, you're d*ick-head. Don't like that remember.? Girl, you take the center, okay? 



Okay. Um, where exactly is that? It's over there, Here, Girl. You and I are here that's called left. I said 
left-center-right. Okay. Right. Here? Here it is the first pass- come on, Havilahny, Girl. Ha, she's never 
going to throw the ball the right anyway. Let's just play. Oh yes, she well... What a jerk. - Yeah-Yeah that 
is how she is, get'nto yah?Comeon! Throw it in here, orgetoff the field. Wow! - Nice. 

- Woo-did you seethe speed on that- Good job! - Hey, Gir!, throw it to second, and she did - 
Okay. Out... (Al! the girls made a gasp.) - Come on, Havilahny. He's nevergonna catch it. - He's notgonna 
catch it. Oh!! told you, Havilahny. I told you... girls- she hot sh*it! Yah she'sthe 

Sh*itsaid- that girl. Come on, Havilahny. 

Why'd you done that? Asquare, Havilahny. 

The kid's a square. Come on. Throw it in. 1 2 -file ball- out next girl up. Crybaby-go sit on 
your butt-and suck your thumb...you suck. What the hell's she doing? She making us look bad that 
what... I don't believe this-she can be that hot. I said that she said in that cute why twisting the wording 
to hergirlfriends. 


You can throw it; you know... Here... Sorry... Sorry... oh no... I can't- like believe this. I 
don't know-how, howyou can dothat- fastball... 

I think I'd bettergo...it getting late... we won yetthe girls were notin love with me for it... it 
did not matter I had her- right? We hugged and called it a night- Hey, hey. You think too much. 

(The next night) 

You girls just have fun, this is softball. You gotto stop thinkingabout heroverthere and play. 

I mean, if youwere having fun, you would've caughtthat ball. No, you're giving goo-gooeyesto her...we 
see this... suck a*sses. When your arm getshere, just let go and throw for her face. This one was a hard 
a*ss. Just let go, and well knock herout- It's that easy. 

How do I catch it this? This tall girl asked in a grope huddle? Just stand with your 
fingers in your P*ssy- and let it make your head-that howyou dumb sh* it. There and stick your glove 
out in the air... said another... it's not hard to do... well maybe foryou. I'll take care of it... side the one 
with dark hair... Abouttime, Havilahny. 



I going into menopause overhere... you don't even have the red death yet-okay then well 
hurry up- before I get and it passes by me... scared- Nah...! It's not that bad just a week of HELL that is all. 

Okay... why are we talking about me bleeding? 

I told you, Havilahny. - They already are. Squints. - Shut up! Girl, throw it to second. (Fake- 
groans of what she got the last game making fun of her for it.) - Not again... are they going to do this 
grow up and get you- butt heads... it coming for you too... - (so she spits- to make it seem like she all 
tough.) 


Please pitch it. We're wasting time, Havilahny. Please catch it, please catch it, please 
catch it. She said as it hit her in the left boob... Yeah I That how it is done get in the bra- yah well at least I 
have one that not a trannie... Yah her nose is bigger than her boobs... ha! Like her feet and IQ. - All right I 
- all right... stop... I told you so. Girl, dropout of school you're dumb. Okay... can you be my man and 
have my babiesthen if I do? 

Shutup and let's justplay some ball. -Yeah, let's play some ball, and notwith each otherfor 
5 seconds... All right. I knew it... all the time. Yeah! Just flash them and get it over with... shut. Hey, the 
baby boy up there she said to this old man... you like these... she squeezed me in-frontof them... 

(The fence was rattling with booing overus beingwegirl on a girl here...I getit.) 

(Gaspingwas made by them...) 

I'll show you some more tomorrow, okay she said to him maybe this down here? 

F-n sick these girls he said... - Okay. Bye. - You did well with the kissing too and the feeling up. 
See you later, Hun she said to me, tomorrow- 'K.' 

Bye... (said) See you tomorrow, Havilahny? - Yeah. See you later. Girl. 

Havilahny, wait. - Your glove your hug and kiss me. NIGHTI She took off her hat in 
there, and let herhair fall like- like a Girl- like I wanted- herto do. Oh, yeah. You know, it was the only 
one I had. But the re's a story to this ball... Not anymore. Wear my old hat like my underwire it 
something to remind you of me... like I rubbing on you, and the small of me... you'll love it. 


(Newday) 



- Oh, urn, you got a fireplace?-Oh, yeah with numberS's ball on it. 


Oh, yeah. Hey, Girl. Her home for the night- Dm, bring a T-shirt to sleep in the okay night- in 
bed see you tomorrow, okay? Yeah, why? tomorrow morning eating sugar and milk. Mom, guess what? - 
Shanaya 'The Babe' Chuckles eating to from mom- chest. 

New game play ball- 'Long-ball.' Come on, Nunnez. They were all laughing and picking on Me 
for wearing her underwire, and hat on the fie Id so much so-oa girl panted me- and her name was on 
them with love you forever. Ha- ha ha- Yeah, okay. Yes, I see it. Yes. 

Do you call that pitching? 

This is softball, not tennis. 

• Give hera tennis racket, nota bat. - Give me somethingto hit then loser. 

All right, bab.This is my heater; I knowhow to feel her right she said... to the 

crowds... 


• I dare you okay she said- (Boys Shouting-girl loving it... there were all stand and see- 
though-sh and boy-shorts style. Hot pink- too- and I a tomboy at heart... not too boyish but you get it.) - 
Whoa! - (Boys Laughing- their hearts on them...) funny that was that hat was on here... as she runs the 
bases to get off... and there were more jokes about that... hit it she nude run down the fail there no why 
they have this game we do- we do those girls shouted. - You'll be sorry for this she said... running for the 
dug-out- paint and now too big of undies at her feet. 

Ha did even have to go the speakeasyforafree show said, one old man... 

3rd round- 

• Give that girl a bat. - You want the heater; I'll give it to you. 

Give hera ball to hit not that covering crap. Maybe then he'll hit it, and well keep dressed... 

• (Clattering) - Oh, Girl, you have a nice one she said! 


The boys said too bad you can see it for all the black hair there- ha... 



Yeah! That's how you do it. Great, you idiot!! can't hit that... that's the point... Bab, 
you idiot. Hit me with the heaterone. My turn-you knowwho! am- hergirl- f!yer- Now we can't p!ay 
anymore. Stupid idiot! Home run... How do you like that... Did they say? High and outside. Just !ike that, 
it wasal! overfortheotherteam. 

No! 

• Gir!!-Gir!! 

• What are you doing?-Gir!, wait! 

• Then howdo we getthe ba!! back? 

!'m going to hit you! Called shot by the Babe. - Girl, come back! - Hey gal's. I'll get it! Get off! 

! was with her last night- Guys, I got to getthe ball! What...? The one said that was hearing the dirty ball 
chat over the way...-You're going to get yourself killed if you go in there! The old train yard... 

- Killed, Girl, jeez! There over 100 tracks there- or something like that... yah the story was a 
girl lost a lag dance with one and the track move... and now she has- well one... end of the story... yah 
she up there lookingat you like whatthe h*ell... 

Holy crap, you could've been killed. It's okay there were only three trains rushing at me- 
head-on- and it had to land on the one where there were no side rails on the overpass... and I was 
chased off by it; yet, I made it... just in the nick of time. 

Yeah, yeah, true. What are you doing going on those? 

Overall that water... and danger... and rusty-ness... 

It'sgood to be fast- love you she said- as I panted forair- back in the hug... don't leave me... 

• No, wait!-Getoffof me! 

Now! I WOULD LOVETOO BABY COME OVER HERE- 

Oh - ha she touching heron the 'Munds' and BASS PLAT again. 

Stop! Before I toss my cookie's... 


You guys were leaving, so I justthought I'd hop the fence— 



If you were thinking, you wouldn't have thoughtthat. - You can't go back there. 


• We don't have more balls- no unlike you-1 don't get more balls... when the ones you have 
fuzz out... - We don't- like-um-either- 

• Kiss it- yah kiss this- kiss it good-bye. And Shut up, Ashleigh. 

It's gone. Girl. Gone. 

The game'sover. Girl. We'll justgetanotherball tomorrow; you don'tget that that 
was my grandfather's ball- numbers- nothingimpotentto most- but it was to me... it all I had. - Yeah. - 
We'll never see it again- of what team- New York-WHAT? Why you play with this- it was for he re and 
you girls that's why... it's just a ball- right? 

Girl, listen to me, never-ever take mummeries like this and trash them out for me or 
them...that dumb... okay. 

Look it's got more of a story now you added to it. 

• But... I-I think-well yeah maybe so-o. 

Come on. Girl let's walk home into the sunset. 

(Girls are Whispering as there holding hands.) 

• Shh! 

• Shh! - Be quiet. 

• SEE WHATTHERE SAYING- ITGROSS-YOU DON'TWANNA KNOW. 

• (Growling) - (Gasp-ING) 

New game in the old run-down Vincent field we got a ball-Somethinggot the ball. 

(Jullie) Hey, guys, sorry I'm late, long story and drama today-feelyou in afterthe 

game... 


• My mom made me put on my jacket, - Shut up! 


Mom-okayyournipp!es are hard- yetyou don'tcare... (gir!s !aughing) 



And then she made me do the dishes-when I came home for backtalk... 


yourshut. 


Your poor little mommy made you do the big bad - butt-dishes for being turned on to 
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I haven't had anythingyet, so how can I have some more of nothing- by you? 

• Shut up I - You're killing me, Girl- don't be a P*ss. 

• All right. Who cut one? - These are s-mores stuff. 

• Okay, pay attention.-Bertram I 

First, you take the Bab, balls away-then stick the chocolate on the Bab- and make her 
not cry. - Then you roast the 'mallow. - and put's her in your sleeping bag. When the 'mallow's flaming, 
she comesforyou... YOU'RE ATARD! 

Yes, it is... that was dumb even for her... the sh* it your girls say... 

It has a yellow stain on it- her bra... yep, I have one more then I can say foryou... 

you stick to rubbingchocolate-on here okay. 

Night at my home campfire- 

- You're going to setthe place on fire, sleepingwith herout underthe stars... holding 
hands-yes please - you coverall that up- Naked girls Naked girl- it with the other end you zip the bag 
you two. - Make me one of those- mountain pies things and she and I will share it in a kiss-ie bite-and 
turn you all on oroff. Justsuck face and get it overwith said the one. 

I don't like that chocolate stuff- said the one girl... 

How the HELL do you not like chocolate as a girl? 

Kind of messy, but good... 

Yah kind of like-a boy- kind of messy, but good... Try some nah-1 knew it. 


Okay. Quiet, you guys. 



• (Chattering about boys and what they have and don'thave...) -ShhlShh! Dad is over 
there- looking at us... Quiet! Are you trying to wake everyone up? Look at these two... go... I just went to 
go to bed, butno-1 have to lookand hearthis...the air in this tent is 100% cummie and fart... Shh! 
Weeee nooo....Thatwasthe Beastoneeverl hearhersay. - whatthefart? NO. 

• Oh,yeah! - Shh! 

-Jeez, - Dang-dongs. 

Shh. 

Now quiet. 

They said- until forever. 

Forever. 

Forever. 

Forever. 

Forever. 

Forever. 

(Echoing in my mind.) 

You guys are just makingthis up to scare me. 

Oh, yeah? 

Stick your head out that window... oh, that was just your dad over the way sleeping- 
not a bear, not a bear... it's all good. 

All those storiesgettingto you-yeah, I peed myself a little at the showed... I knowthat fat 
butt wants to make us freak us if he can. 

...And look down-to see if any boys are creeping on us out here... we know that if we 
stay out here past 10:00 dad goingto go and we can do whatever... so shh. 


Andthat what took place... no boys that night just girlie time... underthe stars... 



Dad finally came around- aftergiving up on me, and his- well church of 30th years. 


Jullie-That night I learnedthat more than softballs... and a girl had a bit that what I'll 
call it... and my game started- 

(New night) 

Wow-first hit and it had gone over that fence, and not one of them was ever seen again, that 
ball was gone... and here it is a ball that was signed by your pap, and I have it funny how things happen. 
It's yours for being mine- like fate or something... 

• even when some brave kid... wenttoget it to brave she could not- but I knew it was there 
and I have it for you 10 years later. 

• Because whentheywentover, they vanished, those boys knew that- but us girls are 
fearless... I knew it was true, that he played here... 

• Because when I looked down the line on the past 

I knew; he wasfrom these parts... growing up... 

Stays with me-forever, she said-as I remember THE Shut Generation...thinkingback- 
anyways...foreverwe said- no longer in puppy love, it was love. 

• Come on, give it to me. -1 want to carry it, and hold onto it forever... 

(in herhand) 

• Come on. I paid for it. -1 wantto carry it. 

(Lookingat it) 

• Oh. Whoa!-Give it to 

me... and you keep mine... (She passed two years ago.) 

(This is all I have... now...) 

• What's the matter?-Jeez... I thought nowthat, I have lived my life... (going down a 
completely alternative story...yet, I rememberwhat could have been-thatyear- playing softball.) 



- whoa! - Wow (smack) Run- Run - There goes, my baby! 


It'stime to go home, alone tonightgirls... so you all have some family time... and time away, 
what can I do What can I do? Now I'm alone so all alone Whoa-oaoa no-the re crying for each other... 
There goes my baby in the car... - Whoa, I-1-1-1 don't know what l-ah-umgoingto do. 

There she goes she calling my name- Whoa-oa-oa...come on, let's go Mom said. 

We gotta get - home on time tonight without you balling about it! Did she really love me- 
Mom-ah-Yes! And I worried about you two- become insuperable-with each other. You're never-ever 
apart. And what's wrong with that? She said questionably... Nothing really- Mom said back with 
hesitation. 


The night was long, and I did notsleep without her; like - next to me... as you would have 

imagined. 


She and I - Come on. Let's go 
Let's go! Come on! 3- and 0... let'sdo this... 

- Okay... (Everyone isGossipingabout us.) -Was she just playing the game... We gotta get to 
the Softball field. Let's go. 

Look at hershe is a painting I'm sweating like a pig needing mud. 

Where have you guys been Liz and Jodi? Now we have a team on the other side... let's go. 
We've been waiting here foreveralready. Jodiwas pervin'with a boy and that's why. -Shut up. I wasn't. 


Yeah, yeah, you 

Yourtongue was bangin' out of your head- ha and hang on his she said, and you were 
swoonin',SHUTUP! OH,SHE 

JUSTMADE FOR SHE NOT GETT'N IT, LIKE SEXY OVER 

HERE. Oh, Jodi Shane, my darling lovergirl. (Chuckles made by the girls all around.) I said shut 
up! I've got a lot of things on my mind. Rubbing heads is not one of them...or shaking hands... no, but 
feasting is? Said the girl over number 10... that no one really liked. This pop isn't working, Havilahny. 



Keep um- coming like before-what up with you today- no sleep that's what... and it too hot-she has her 
sleeves rolled up- nice bra... It's 100 degrees out here-you can look at it. You can't play softball, and the 
one girl walked up to he rand rip her number 14 shirt all the way down both sides making it show her 
tummy to... like a really loose tank top. - there how do you like that... there just boobs get over it. 

(Young-boys are going to be shoutingforher...) 

- You have to call it for the day it's too freaking hot-we should just go swimming- like butt 
naked. - You got to listen to her, Havilahny. And cool down some... look at you... Vote then. Anybody 
whowantsto be... here said- (I) Not one girl- that end up naked in the pond... and it was dusking- lookat 
these nasty girls- said the one Mom- oh well said mine- it hot and there young. (See all the girls in low 
light? 


Splashing about...yelling... and playing.) 

Fine, fine, fine! 

Be home at 11:00- Okay- she yelled and it echoed. 

So, what are we going to do? She said as they were side by side... (both girls are laughing) 
Look two freak pool, honey! Over the way... said their girlfriend... making fun. 

(Newdayit's raining thunderstorming.) Mud-a-sliding... 

Jullie- Havilahny would've played ball all day, all day, rain, like, tidal wave, and whatever- love 
the look of the matted down hair said the one girl. Lookat us... like a wet dog- said the one-yah small 
too. (Thought-Softball was the only thing she cared about... other than me.) But of all the things-we 
had us- and softball, at the time that was all we needed. Orgoingto the pool was what he tolerated best 
if plans changed. 

Sleepover- goingthrow dads stash- 

Even though none of us had ever seen a Playboy magazine, we knew what we wanted to look 
like- never going to look like that down there I said - why-don't ask... well, those are some boobs she 
has-yah you wish right... nah-1 like just a tank and that's it... feeling like a boy- look at all the fuzz on 
that thing- u-ha, right? Nah, lookat this one... now say I gross-too. Ha- ha- ha... don't look at it- or were 
lezzietool 



Which we constantly lied about now wanting yet really did - see my girl was 2 years older see 
and have and doing before all of us, so yeah you get it. we figured going to the pool was the next best 
thing to being one of those girls- we wanted so to be. I rememberyou-like this foralways- Oh,sexygirl- 
she said like a weirdo. 

(Funny I do.) 

Hey, girls- look at this one 

too... what now play doctor...? Um-hum... 

like whatyou see? She runs out of the tent- hot night outside with the girls was the best 
thing ever- never- ever wantingthe sun to 

come up... 

Night swimming- Cannonball! 

(Screaming... I am nak-ie...whojonesme?) 

-Aw, Girl. - Yeah, yeah. 

Too cool. 

She doesn't know what she's doing, up the re on the board... nice P*ss the girl said... she rubs 
and said yeahyou like...? 

(Ashleigh) She doesn't know what she's doing-the re or there... 

What did you wantto show herhow it's done? 

Sure- she said back to that... 

(Havilahny) Yeah, she does. 

She knowsexactly what she's doing, said the otherone...the whole time wasin the 
water... looking at her standing there dripping. I've swum here every summer of my young life-some 
with hersome of them all wasin the buff, like a hidden spot-away from all wonderingeyes. 


Were we girls could be girls... 



I can't take this anymore! And she and I did the most desperate thing... you'd - had 
everseen-with your eyes. Two little girls were no longer innocent... UM-she said- Let's just do this- 
One day it became too much... and this girl made out on the board and went all the way inform of us all- 
BUMPER-TO-BUMPER: 

Vagina-to-vagina, JOHNSON BAR'n- MAKE SCISSORS OF SOMEONE- hard coring... said the one 
girl... in a Y'all... woo! (Chuckles- look at them go... she showed what she know's- right girls- she said- like 
Napoleon a little French d*ick-that she is.) - What's wrongwith them not caring about us looking at 
this? There in the mood that all- you'll get it when you're older. - What's she doing to her? If you don't 
getit don'task...!!! 


(One summer of this... and it lasted a lifetime with me.) I think she finally snapped- 
said the youngest of us all- never seeing this. I don't know...SHUT UP AND LOOK- But that's WRONG- 
then go to the deep end, and swim alone. 

(Giggles!) 

• Somebody help-hershe mooning!- 

Squints! Are made at herfor beingdumb... 

Somebody help- her! Come on! Really-you don't know...Move back. Move back-she said. - 
Come on, Lizzy you don't get it? She is rolling overlooking at her sawing-you are dumb-that was good. 
Never mind I Never mind I She was red-faced... still not getting it. - Come on, - Come on I I'll let you in on 
it over the re in a swim... - Come on. Squints. Come on. Like you need to wake up. - Come on, breathe 
and I tell you?You can do it! Pull it and moving at about, bud! 

• Come on. Girl! Come on! - Yeah, yeah, she looks 

pretty no- here do this. 

Oh, God,she looks like a deadfishthere help her. 

(girls) What? 

• This magic momentfor a girl like you - (Muffled Grunts) 


(Screams) Little pervert! - So different- is this she said... oh, - 8-year-olds. 




Oh, Girl, she's in deep in that sh*it. - And so newto it- lay off some- 


Until I kissed you- and made you fee I okay you were like her so- remember that. 

Andthenit happened... 

It took me he rand them by surprise- it rocked... out of her- newto all of us too... 
what was that? I knew that you felt it too... be what was that? - By the look in her eyes, it was a rush of 
spraying out! Softer than the summer night sounds heard then the rain pounding down... it was- she said. 

This is what it like forshe and I- Everything! wantfrom her and more-she nowyou not 
saying crap to us. Whenever I hold you tight-1 feel like you do now... 

The magic moment- 

While your lips are close to mine, it right... 

This feelingwill last 

forever and ever... and you'll want more and more... if you find the one. Oh, hey, here's your 
glasses. Did you plan that? Of course, I did. I have been planning it for years. You guys, she planned that 
right- that! she knew what he was doing! Right? 

Yes, it fine...! think... Oh, the magic she the young one of us walked a little taller the next day. 
We had to tip our hats to her for it. We wouldn't have blamed her for bragging. Not another one among 
us would'veeverin a million years...getthereasshedid. 

She had kissed a Girl, at 8... never... would I - her Mom said, that all she knew thank God. 

And she had kissed her long and good too. What is wrong with this generation - nothing but 
shuts, all this came from you being with those to sin - a*ses playing softball- it needs to stop. NO-she 
cried- there the best thing ever to happen to me. She got banned from the pool-whole f orever that day. 
She was missed but we moved on... But- like now-every time she walks by afterthat, we saw her give a 
thumbs up- like giving a sing- rememberingthat-that magic moment and we all smiled. 

'All my ladies, listen up If that boy ain't giving up. Just lick your lips and swingyour hips Girl 
all you got to say is- My name is no. My sign is no. 


My numberis no. You need to let it go. 



You need to let me go. Need to let you thinkgo'. 


-Meghan Trainor 

- While your lips are close to mine, kiss me and call me mine. 0 beautifulshe is, knees 
knockingfeelingthat feeling, girls talking get yourglove and come on. - What's the big deal? Hooked on 
a feeling... it nowthe- Night game. Come on. Come on. - Mom, I'm going out! In emancipatingconflict... 
of flying balls- ready to be hit, I see her run... all it right with the world, with me. 

She was mygirl- 

Hold my hands- kiss me in the night- (Fireworks Whistling after the game.) Who more than- 
self-the country loved we were? 

Late-night-she had to take a nap- her head on my lap. I shook her softly to get her up... come 
on-wait up-1 whispered in her eye moving the hair away-then kissing her cheek! - On the of July... the 
whole sky would brighten up with fireworks, giving us just enough light for a game. We played our best 
then because, I guess, we all felt like the big leaguers... Now we - be- under-them-the lights, I hold her 
butt with both hands before the game stats... I know how she loves that... of some great stadiums. 

Havilahny, felt like that all the time- not want to let go of each other. 

We all knew she was going to go on to bigger and better games, at some point... but she was 
mineforthe summer. Because every time we stopped to watch the sky, I saw nothingbut herrunning in 
my mind now and forever... on those nights like regular preteenagers, she was always there to call us 
back to her- not let me go. 

You see, forus, softball was a game and the game was- us- playing it and each other. Butfor 
Havilah, softball was life- and manly for me... loving it- and her loving me for it. Okay, hit it! One on first, 
one on second- run for home. (Girls are Shouting run- run- run you:S of A- B.) - 0 beautiful-for spaces 
sky- under sapphire- blue and deep purple mountains some time fee ling her majesty... all I thought, was 
about her and fee I those fee lings in and out- And everyjot divine-Yeah, yeah, come on come for her 
and with herplaying with me. 

(Fireworks whistling, crackling over ourhands herhead is on my chest, herfingers rubbing 
my body- she troweling my hair in herfingers.) Havilahny, for spacious skies, IT WAS SHE AND I! This was 



the need of the innocents- her hair falling all around me. Above the fruited plain, she was all mine... I 
was notsharing with any boy- ever, notforone single minute. 

I'm talking about- Her-sweet- Her loving- her like-1 love it here in America. You 
know-God did she'd lady her grace on thee - ha like me. He-He-He crowned they don't get us- but we 
get us- that all that matters. 

Yes, she did. -Girl, it was love-and nothing but it! - From sea to shiningsea, shall 
never-ever-ever- ever- leave me I We spent hours there that night. Just lay herewith me... hart 
betting- feeling, seeing touching... eyes looking into eyes... heavy breathing-for each other. 

Back off! Aboy wasnextto heraskingtoo manyquestions-asdumb boysdo. 


Run! 

With me to getto back off... - Come on! Hurry up! - First! Into the woods... as you can think 
things happened there to... yet I let that out and of to your mind to go there. Come on! 

Come on! Come on! - Come on! Hurry up! - Go, Havilahny! 

Yeah, yeah! I no PG, right? 

Think dirty-YOU NOYOU WANTTO! 

Oh okay, kiss me here... is all she said to me... underthe thick trees. 

(Sheand I are Groaning)-Oh, damni 

New game- new day newstart to whateverthisis...Throwit in! Throw it in! - Get her! Get 

her! 
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Noon. In our field. Oh, no! Fighting- with the girls over there over a boy - Shut your mouth, 
Phillips. - What'd you say, crap face? I said you shouldn't even be allowed to touch a softball or my 
boyfriend... his mine not yours ever! PISS on you-you doesn't own him. you're all an insult to the game, 
and to him, get off my team I had to say. Come on I We'll take you on right here, right now! And I did- 
catfight-one of those hand slapping types were no one gets hurt yet the hair is pulled... and shit is said 
youdon'tmean.(AII 



Shoutingin agreement and arguments.) - 


Come on! - 

You ain't good enough to lick the dirt off our cleats like you? - Watch it, jerk. - Shut up, idiot! 

• Moron! 

• F-nshut! 

• Butt sniffer! 

• P*ss!icker! 

• Fart smeller! 

• C*mm-ieguzz!er(Sniffing) Ah! From the girls... You eathercrap and othersdown 

there for breakfast, lazing geek. 

You mix yourundieswith your mama'sjam in them and don'tcare you still wearum! 

• OUUUUHHHAAAh! 

• Right on I said. 

You bob for apples in the toilet and suck on the shit! 

• Unlike you, I nevertooka dump on some girl's chestor sat on herface- lick and stick that 

all I saying! 

- Ooh. - You play ball like a girl! 

I am a girl- 
Really? 

Pee-drinkingcrapface! 

D-*-C-K-suck! 


V*g-slip breath. 



What did you say? 


- You heard me. 

(at this time, they did know what they all meant yet it was to see who was the best at it. 
Swearingthat is...) 

(There all Laughing at me...) 

Break it up-the old guys are nowon the field. 

Tomorrow-okay I said to her blood run down her face-from getting hit in the nose. 

All Right- no girls it is over- 

Yeah! 


Let's go I 

We're going to kick their butts tomorrow. 

Yeahl I remembersaying. 

- Good job. -Jerks. I sit in my hand and shake hers on the other side. 

Pre-game- Come on ask herfor me. 

Do you think she'd go out with me? One girl in the field asked me about my sister... sure I can 
do that-what want to be like us? Umm hum... - Let's see what you got-what this- no not that- let the 
waistband of your pants go- God. 

Play ball! Hurry up, batter. It's going to be a short game, and I got to get home for 
lunch today, (snickers for other girls- daddy going to bath you too...) That's one. Sucked hard for it was 
true, yet she plays with it...! What's daddy say about that- he knows... SHUT UP- it's not something to 
talk about. 


The batter said from the otherteam-The Swingin' Singles ladies-You know, if I had a dog as 
ugly as you, I would have killed it by hangingit on myflowerpot hookoutside my door.The heater. I 
said- I'd shave her P*ssy and tell her to walk on her hands for me. And she missed the ball by a mile and 
throw the battin the swing... it that girl in the girl box with it... both looking at me with that pelvic bone 



vag slap -face look-you know bentoverlookingup-all goog-a-lie- 2- Here it comes, in the teeth... why 
play dirty... and hardcore said the one girl on my team. I dare you-you todo it again- yelp-she did and 
chipped hertooth... good times-good times... Strike three. 

You're out-and she wenthometodaddy crying- sitting naked in the bath for him to washthe 
blood off fortalking crap to my girll 

Hey, is that your sister out there in left field, naked? She was targeted by one of the 
fighters on the other side, like before... she went for the bottoms and rip them down her legs, this time 
there were no undies on her small body-for she was not having a repeat of before... so-this was better 
Mom said. You know the sexy call she got for that one by the cowards... - She's naked. - Shut up...! Hey, 
hey, hey, lookat the little fuzzball outthere... 

-I'm just trying to have a little friendly conversation with her Mom know what we have to put 
up with these two. Come on. Show me your stuff, she said... I see it but it doesn't get old. 

• Hey, batter, batter, batter! See this- 

(she points over and over) this is my butt- (she bent some to the left- butt popped and 
pushed out to the one side) - yo-you- kiss it! Nice but hun now urn-ah- cover it up! 

• Take him out! - (Girls are shouting-things that would get your mouth washed out with 

soap.) 


• Come on! - Bring it! 

• Oh! Beatya... Home-safe! 

Throw it to third! 

Got it- Got it- um-don'tgetit- UMM-ha-they both hit hard-the coward-ow-wah! That's 
going to hurt! Eyes tighten and squinting... in feeling pain... (this is footballing no need to pull on the 
shirt dumb girl...) 


Jullie- We were all walking in midair that night or so it seemed. It had been a rock- 
hard win. We beat the crap out of those gals in more than oneway. So, we all went to celebrate - up at 
the cream stand- an old train station made into this. (Sniffing... she was...) The best! We've done all 



summer girls. Mom-Jeez, Girl. I suppose prod of you...and your grandfather would be too. Come on. I 
want some of your Ice-cream to let me have a lick. Sick- sick said, one girl. - Mm. Mm. 

Mm. she said- o-uh you're all sickle- yah I am- so you like my cheektoo? 

• Yeahl-Yeah! 

Mm! 

• Yeah-hah! - Yeah! 

You two stop before I yack on the cream... 

All right! 

Yeah! 

While I'm gone, you're the Girl of the house. 

Understand?-Where are you going? - Chicago overnight... so you are here in New York- as a 
grown-up for the weekend... - Okay. - Okay. On business for a week... is what your dad said - so that is 
why I going with him... you get it... Yes, 

Mom... keep um- nextto you... 

-Take care of things for me. 

- Okay. 

• All right? -1 will. 

• Okay. 

Be a good girl... said dad, like I was 5 years old. 

• I will. - Okay. 

Hey girls- I have some of my dad's-Tequila and we all chugged it down-the next day was so 
awesome- (Vomiting) - (Vomiting) - (Vomiting) Oh, that feels better. Thank you: crapper rim for being 
cold... Oh, okay. Mom was cool about its dad no... his little girl was the shut off the century... and that 



was not what he wanted with me. Mom- Honey, are you feeling all right? You look kind of pale. - I'm fine, 
Mom. - Are you sure? - I'm fine. - I am all right. 

There was more nakedness in one home then your eyes would have believed those nights... 
But the day we all got back togetherforsome softball... the same weekend in the mud... ass naked this 
time-even more fun playing in the thunderstones said, one girl. Mud'slide'n... it was just us girls we 
knew agents well us girls... so, 5 and 5. It was the day I got us into the biggest pickle of all time, the day I 
got my period and it ran- inform them all. 

Oh, Girl. 

I don't believe it. 

• Bitchin'. (Havilahny) 

Nah, it ain't yes, it is I would no- oh wow. 

Like-you everbustedthegutsoutof a ball- thathowsheisfeelingnow. 

• Must be an omen- no it not like that- does your Mom teach you anything? - All's it means 
are you getting older. It's only a week of hell: and I just ruined the whole day for us, boysgetoff easy in 
life... no? said the one girl. No, you didn't. 

That's the most amazing thing I eversaw, said the one... why? 

So, we keep making more of us... I heard Mom sayabout it. 

Game over- 

• Yeah. - (Havilahny) Anybody gotany money we- 

can go to a movie? What, you got extra cents lying around. Girl? Yep foryou... I do. Well just 
sneak in the back door. Movie? Yeah, we can, (All) No-you girls have fun it will just be she and I. - okay 
then, 'cause now we can't play no more with this so-we were in the darkroom looking into each other's 
eyes-you knowthe love scene was right. Popcorn and kissing... freakingoutall the old men in the room 
too... by feeling her up. We walk off and I hear-1 got it, guys! I got it! I got the ball, guys! It was the 
saddest feeling ever-yet I was with her so... you win some you lose some... I got it. Right here, guys... I 
seethe ball in her hand as I walk off feeling like crap. I got the ball. 



I got it. 


Batter up! One week lateror so- Here, Havilahny. I got it. - Bitchin'. Your ball to pitch, you're 
up,Godit feels good to play some-Here yougo... comingyourway 

• Okay. All right. Come on.Sheridan,here.Come on.Yeah,come on! Fastball! She said. 
(Sighs) Your fly's open, oh yeah just getting some air up in there... that all -1 no. Yah you-agot-aair it out- 
a sometimes-all part of being a woman... 

(Snickers) HA- ha- ha! The look she gave-justflipping killed us... 

(All) Hey, batter, batter, batter! Swing... 

You suck- 

'You suck at life- shut up!'There's one. 

One, two, three. 

Three strikes, three pitches. 

• Come on. Girl! - Hey, batter, batter, batter! 

Oh, my freaking lord-e. 

Oh, Girl. 

• Run!-dumb sh*itrun-Yes! 

Way to go, school beat meat! 

I taught hereverythingshe knows. 

Everything....! 

...?... 

Me-Oh, Girl, that was great. 

Her- That went clear over. 


Her- Hey, uh. Girl, third base is that way. 





We won... 
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The4th. Mom-Hey, that my Girl. Dad- Girl you're doingit. Said up in the stands... -Goto 
third. - Oh, no. Oh, no. 

Yeah! Nice hit. Girl. Nice hit. Yeah! Said, my dad. - Oh, no. - It's outta here! She said. Who's 
got the bat hits now?This -> girl <- right here. She double points at her chest overand over. 

Yells- Girl! Yells- 

Woo's too. 'What she doing rubbing her nipples said one girl...?' Ha- all of them were giggling. 
Maybe the shock of his first homerwasjusttoo much forher. Yeah. And she thoughtshe could only 
pitch? She got home-good for her... beginners' luck... We got to get that ball back. - Oh, yeah, right- it's 
on.- Good one. Girl. - (Laughing) Yeah, the good one. Girl. 

God-1 feel all sweaty-you were it well-1 said to her. Gross...! Eyes looking at me weirdly 
down the line for saying it. (Are you kidding me look mixed with repulsed, and loathing.) 

• Fagot! 

• Whoa, what? I said... ah- 

(sighing) defendingherlike always. 

• Thatthe dude-dude? 

One of the others said. 

• Oh-she looks up dumbly. 

• Yep! I said shaking my head...side to side... leftand right- yougetyou're nota dumb bum 
like she is... or are you...? 

Hey, forget about it. Girl. 


Let's getanotherball game. 



'Yen-all No, if you don't understand it! And yen all don't get what you're saying they don't 
say if-you look like a dumb bum! - she said.' 

Listen to me, Girl. 

It's a matter of life and death, just get smarter... before talking crap about her. 

The story started- 

Did you play with the babe? - Played with him in a field? - Yeah, but I was going to bring it- 
whatthe ball I have- but I knew how you girls would be about it. - signed by Babe Ruth... yep. This is 
true... I have seen it... like I have seen all of her... she giggles... like I smoothingyou're not. 

Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. I don't believe it-You keep telling me that. Who is she? He was a 
NewYork Yankee, to do what was never-everdone-and whatwasthat-suck a bass ball bat with no 
teeth...? Said the girl... funny... I said not giggling. George Herman Ruth Jr. was an American professiona 
baseball player whose career in Major League Baseball spanned 22 seasons, from 1914 through 1935. 
With the most hits ever... 

What? 

What? 

(Together) Babe Ruth! 

The Great Bambino! 

Oh, myGodlYou mean that's the same guy? 

(All) Yes! 

It's now 1947 lookup girls there he is sitting in the stands... yes, that one... right there. 

Wow, that man? 

Girl, Babe Ruth is the greatest softball player that ever lived. 

That night ended with all the girls getting a hug... and strong wording... of how we're not like 
him- yet just a little like him in playing the game. I like this one she flashed me... he said. You wanna 
play- nah-that up to you no-1 really can't. 



I had a dreamthat night abouta giant softball... 


All the tanks are now signed by Babe Ruth... it was the last game... anyways and now look at 
this little tank I wore back then... and here is hers...forever a part of our lives. 
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75 years passed- 

Yah, I tried too I kept in touch with those girls over the years, yet we grow up and 
apart. I found out that After high school year past, but as you would get, they all made their own lives. 

Of course, we all knowwhy boys take over jobs and moving on. Form the small town-just outside New 
York. The mouthy girl I neversaw heragain afterthat summer. Celia and Ashleigh became an architect, 
good work fora woman of the moving past the ways of the 50' and finally making it in the 1960s. The 
field became, a junkyard- now too small, for modern kids to play in... or so they say, it's not good enough. 

Yet, it was never- everaboutthat- beinggood enough- it was aboutfun and the game, kids 
today not know that... they neversee this, they don't want to. My old houses were ripped down - and 
now has nothing but weeds gowning... in the land lot that it once was. Her home became mini-malls in 
the 1950s and now look like a dump-funny that's when you know you lived too long seeing it being built 
and then ripped down too. Bethany Peffercorn is now married and passed 5 years ago- her kids don't 
even care to hear the story. They have nine kids a- paces or so-they are brats, that care only about here 
on little lives. 

Shanaya Deshaun she became a professional writer-for a newspaper-she was hit by a car in 
a Walmart parking lot in the year 2014 or something like that. Me or my girl never got to the majors, but 
we dreamed- something kids don't do anymore- and that has a dream. One girl's man- (can't remember 
her name...) like- he owns his own business for a while and lost everything- including her, and the 
coaches a little league team... in Pennsylvania. 

I was the last one to move away when the town was shutdown and forgotten... and me... the 
same... all I have is this tank-the black and white photo, and my fading mommies... and like this story to 
it will be forgotten. That's all I have to say-that is mystory... you won't be seeingme again... old age 
well gets you. 



The others are no longer with us... I have the names and dates here... I am the last one on the 
team as always... 
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Last pitch-1 said looking at the photo- saying it weekly- holdingthe ball- shaking-that 
broughtus together... I'll seeyoufora newgame... ha-The ShutGeneration. 

(You can seethe ball on the stone- next to her old friend-were it to fade to nothing- but 
dust- in the wind like on the softball field. - for she had no one to pass it down too-that took an interest 
in herball orstoryin the new generations-that's why it is here.) 

<3 

(Jaylynn's story of being ever-so- transfix) 

One apron a time there, was once an ironic gentleman whose wife lay sickening, with cancer, 
and when she felt her finish coming, and portrayal close... she christened-to her only daughter to come 
near her bed, and said: 'darling teenager, be moral, ethical, honest and virtuous, and God, and the one 
above, that sing the phrase all the days, will always take care ofyou, in timesof low; and, I will look 
down upon you from heaven high, and will be with you, till the end of your days.' 

Besides, then she fastened her eyes and passed to that place where all they do is sing, and 
love, unlike this world we all live. The girl went every single day to her mother's headstone, and cried, 
and was continuously devoutand respectable. 

As soon as the wintertime arose, the snowflake, icy, and slush covered the gray stone with a 
silvery cold feeling, casing with a covering, and when the sunshine originated in the premature spring of 
flower- blossom, and bud, then melted away, the gentleman he tookto himself anothercompanion. 

The new companion broughttwoyoungteenage descendants'girl's- home with her, besides 
they were gorgeous, stunning, attractive, and elegant, in addition to that impartial in attendance, 
nevertheless, at emotion, core, and hart, were obscure, dark, and horrible, and so-o nasty. Besides, then 
commenced very wicked, malevolent, spiteful, mean, and eviltimes, forthe unfortunate 
underprivileged stepdaughter. 



'Is the stupid creature to sit in the same room with us?' Said they; 'those who eat food must 
earn it. She is nothing buta kitchen-maidi'They tookaway her pretty dresses, and puton her an old 
gray kirtle, and gave herwooden shoesto wear. 

'Just gaze now at the delighted princess, howsheso-odeckedoutl'blubberedtheyare 
chuckling, and amusement,andthenthey directed herinto the galley. 

Around she was obliged to do weighty workfrom morning to night, get up early in the 
morning, draw water, be the chef for them, make the fires, and wash-down, and do all the crap-ie jobs. 

As wellthat, the sisters did theirgreatestto nuisancesto herjustto get at her- mocking her, 
in all ways even when she just wants- 'me time'and scattering peas, besides lentils amongst the 
fragments, also setting her to pick them up. 

Trendy in the twilights, when she was moderately exhausted out with her hard day's work, 
she had no bed to lie on but was appreciative to reston the family life amongthe embers. 

Above, and beyond, for the reason, that she continuously at all times, looked dusty and dirty, 
and grubby, and crusty, as if she had slept in the ashes, sanders, and remnants; they named her Jaylynn. 

The aforementioned happened, one day that the daddy went to the fair, and he enquired his 
twostepdaughters what he ought to fetch back for them. 'Fine outfits!' 

'Gemsand pieces of jewelry!' 

'Nonetheless, whatwillyou have, Jaylynn...?' 

'The foremost understand, daddy, that forays in contradiction of your hat on the way home; 
that is what, I, myself, forone, should- um- like foryou to fetch me- like- now.' 

So, he boughtforthe two step-daughters fine dresses, clothes, garments, and outfits, 
treasures, and charms, gems, and on his way back, as he rode through a jade lane, a hazel stick collide 
with against his hat; in addition, he penniless it off, and carried it home with him. 

Besides, when he reached home, he gave to the step-daughters what they had wished for, 
and to Jaylynn, he gave the hazel stick. 



She thanked him and went to her mother's grave, and established this stick there, weeping 
so-o, severely, thatthe sobbing, dropletsfellupon it and soaked it, and it throve and turn outto be 
some good strong, up till now, young, tree. 

Jaylynn went to see it three times a day and cried and prayed, and each time, a silver birdie 
ascended from the tree, and if she articulated any wish the birdie carried herof any kind, she had 
desired, wanted, and longed for... 

Here and nowit happened, thatthe Rulercertain a centenary, that oughtto last forthree 
days, and to which all the attractive, lovely, young, sweet, lady teen of that kingdom was bidden, so that 
the King's youngteen-agerlad, might choose a bride from amongthem. 

As soon as the five stepdaughters heard that they too were bidden to give the impression, 
they felt selfsame satisfied, and they baptized Jaylynn, and said, 'Comb our hair, brush our shoes, and 
make our buckles fast, we are going to the wedding feast at the King's big French-likee castle, that was 
at the end of a sparkly long village.' 

Aftershe heard this, Jaylynn, could not help crying, for she too would have liked to go to the 
ball, and she begged herstepmotherto permit her. 

'Whatl You Jaylynn!' 

'In all your dust, dirt, and muckiness, youwantto go to the jubilee!' 

'You, that have nogown, besides no shoes!' 

'You want to dance!' 

Nevertheless, as she keeps it up in requesting, at last, the stepmother alleged, 'I have 
strewed a dishful of lentils in the ruins of senders, and if you can pick them all up o'er in five hours or 
like- so-o you may go with us.' 

Formerly the maiden wentto the back-door, that ran into the orchard, and called out, 'Oh- 
tenderdoves. Oh- Oh-turtle-doves, and all the birds that be, hearme-the lentils that in ashes lie, arise 
and pick up forme! The moral essentialbe put in the dish, the immoral you may eat if you wish.' 

Then there came to the kitchen-windowfive white doves, and after them some turtle-doves, 
and at last a crowd of all the birds underheaven, chirpingand fluttering, and they alighted amongthe 



ashes; and the doves nodded with their heads, and began to pick, peck, pick, peck, and then all the 
others began to pick, peck, pick, peck, and put all the good grains into the dish. Before an hourwas over 
all was done, and they flew away. 

Then the earliest broughtthe dish to herstepmother, feelingelated, and rational, that now 
she should go to the banquet; but the step-mother said, 'No, Jaylynn, you have no appropriate garments, 
and you do not know howto dance,andyou would be giggled at!' 

Besides, when Jaylynn, cried for dissatisfaction, she added, 'If you can pick five dishes full of 
lentils out of the ruins, nice and clean, you shall go with us;' discerningto herself... 

'For that is not likely.' 

When she had thrown 

five plates full of lentils amongst the ashes the maiden went through the back-door into the 
orchard, and wept, the lentils that in ashes lie Come and pick up for me! 'Oh - Oh- calm doves. Oh-turtle¬ 
doves, besides allthe birds that be, the good must be put in the dish, the bad you may trouble if you 
demand.' 


So, there came to the kitchen-window five white doves, and then some turtledoves, and at 
last a crowd of all the other birds under heaven, tweeting and panicking, and they alighted among the 
remains, and the doves nodded with their heads and began to preference, kiss, elite, smooch, and then 
all the others commenced to choose, kiss, pick, peck, and lay all the good ounces into the plate. 

Besides, to that earlier half-an-hourwas over it was all finished, and they flew away. 
Previously, the earliest took the dishes to the step-mother, feeling thrilled, and thin king that now she 
should go with them to the dinner; but she said, 'All this is of no good to you; you cannot come with us, 
foryou have no properdresses, and cannotdance; you would putusto disgrace.'Then sheturned her 
back on poorJaylynn and made haste to set out with herfive proud daughters. 

Furthermore, as the re was no one left in the house, Jaylynn, went to her mother's 
tombstone, under the hazel lush bush, and, cried sobbed, 'Slight tree, petite tree, shake over me, that 
shiny and gilded may come down, and cover me.'Then the bird threw down an article of clothing and 
types of dresses, and a pair of slippers overstated with silk and silver. And in all haste, she put on the 
dress and wenttothe celebration. 



Nevertheless, herstepmotherand sisters did not knowherand believed she must be an 
overseas Princess, she looked so beautiful in her white into a pink dress. Of Jaylynn, they never thought 
at all, and hypothetical, thatshe was sitting at home, and picking the lentils out of the vestiges. 

The King's son came to meet her, and took her by the hand and danced with her, and he 
rejected to stand up with anybody else so that he might not be obliged to let go her hand, to hold and 
herto kiss all over; and when anyone came to claim it he answered, 'She is my lover.' 

Moreover, when the evening came, she wanted to go home, butthe Prince said, he would go 
with herto make love- and more love in and of her, for he wanted to see where the beautiful girl lived. 

Nevertheless, she escaped him and jumped up into the sucker-house. Then the Prince waited 
until the father came, and told him the strange girl had jumped into the sucker-house. 

Thefatherthoughtto himself, 'It surely cannot be Jaylynn,'and called for hatchets, and had 
the sap house cut down, butthere was no one in it. 

Above and beyond when they entered the house there sat Jaylynn in her dirty clothes among 
the cinders, and a little oil lamp burnt dimly in the chimney; for Jaylynn had been very speedy, swift, and 
had hoped, and skipped out of the dupe house again, and had run to the hazelgrasslands; and there she 
had taken off herlovely dressand had laid it on thegrave and was standing in herundergarments, and 
the bird had carried it away again, and then she had put on her little steely kirtle over, and had sat down 
in the kitchen amongthe cinders. 

The day next, when the commemoration began once more, and the parents and step-sisters 
had gone to it, Jaylynn, only age 13, wentto the hazel bush and cried, 'Slight tree, petite tree, shake over 
me, that silvery and gilded may come down and cover me.' 

Thenthe bird cast down a still more splendid dress than on the day before. 

And when she appeared in it amongthe guest's everyone was astonished at her beauty. The 
Prince had been waiting until she came, and he took her hand and danced with her alone. And when 
anyone else came to invite herhesaid, 'She is my partner.'Andwhenthe evening came,shewantedto 
go home, and the Prince followed her, for he wanted to see to what house she belonged; but she broke 
away from him, and ran into the garden at the back of the house. 



There stood a fine large tree, bearing splendid pears; she leaped as lightly as a squirrel 
amongthe branches, and the Prince did not knowwhathad become of her. 

So, he waited until the fathercame, and then he told him that the strange maiden had 
rushed from him and that he thought she had gone up into the pear tree. The father thought to himself, 
'It surely cannot be Jaylynn,'and called for an ax, and felled the tree, but there was no one in it. And 
when they went into the kitchen there sat Jaylynn among the cinders, as usual, for she had got down the 
other side of the tree, and had taken back her beautiful clothes to the bird on the hazel bush, and had 
put on her old gray kirtle again. 

On the third day, when the paternities and the stepchildren had set off, Jaylynn, went once 
more to her mother's grave, and said to the tree, 'Slight tree, petite tree, shake over me, that silvery and 
gilded may come down and cover me.'Then the bird cast down a dress, the like of which had never 
been seenforsplendorand brightness, and slippers that were of gold. 

Besides, when she looks as if in this dress at thefeast nobody knew what to say for 
wonderment. The Prince danced with her alone, and if someone else asked her he replied, 'She is my 
wife and lover.' 

Then when it was evening Jaylynn, wanted to go home, and the Prince was about to go with 
her, when she ran past him so hurriedly, that he could and would not follow her. 

But he had laid a plan and had instigated all the stepsto be spread with pitch, so-othat as 
she hurried down them the left shoe of the girl remained penetrating in it. 

The Prince picked it up and saw that it was of gold, and very minor and slim. 

The next morning, he went to the father and told him that no one should be his wife-to-be 
save the one whose footthe golden shoe should fit. 

Then the five sisters were very glad, for the reason that, they had pretty feet. The firstborn 
wentto herroom to try on the shoe, and hermotherstood by. 

But then again, she could not get her greattoe into it, forthe shoe was too small; then her 
motherhanded hera knife, and said, 'Cut the toe off, forwhenyouare Queenyouwill neverhaveto go 
on foot.' 



So, the girl cut hertoe off, enfolded herfoot into the shoe, concealed the pain, and went 
down to the Prince. Then he took her with him on his horse as his bride and rode off. 

They had to pass by the grave, and there sat the five pigeons on the hazel bush, and cried, 
'There they go, there they go! There is blood on her shoe; The shoe is too small, not the right bride at 
all!' 


Then the Prince looked at her shoe and saw the blood flowing. And he twisted his horse 
round and took the false bride home again, reverbingshe was not the right one, and that the other 
sistermust try on the shoe. 

So, she went into her room to do so and got her toes comfortably in, but her heel was too 

large. 


Then her motherhanded herthe knife, saying, 'Cut a piece off your heel; when you are 
Queen, you will never have to go on foot.' So, the girl cut a piece off her heel, and thrust herfoot into 
the shoe, concealed the discomfort, agony, and went down to the Prince, whom took his fiancee before 
him on his horse and rode off, fora nightthey would never-everforget, asyoung lovers should. 

When they passed by the hazel bush the five chumps sat there and wept, wishing, and 
hopingfora man, and a life... like hers. 

'There they go, there they go I There is blood on her shoe; The shoe is too small, not the right 
bride at all!' 


Then the Prince looked at herfoot, and saw how the blood was flowing from the shoe, and 
staining the white stocking. And he turned his horse around and brought the false bride home again. 
'This is not the right one,'said he, 'have you no otherdaughter?' 

'Nope,'said the man, 'only my dead wife left behind hera little stunted Jaylynn; it is 
unbearable, 

that she can be the newlywed.' 

But then again, the King's son ordered her to be sent for, but the mother said, 'Oh no! she is 
much too dirty, I could not let her be understood.' 


Nonetheless, he would have herfetched, and so Jaylynn had to look as if. 



First, she washed her face and hands quite clean, and went in and curtseyed to the Prince, 
who held outto herthegoldenshoe.Thenshesatdownon a stool drew herfoot out ofthe heavy made 
of a wooden shoe, and slipped it into the golden one, which fitted it perfectly. 

And when she stood up, and the Prince observed in her expression, he knew another time 
the lovely young girl that had danced with him, and he cried, 'This is the right bride -1 love this girl now 
and always!' 

The step-mother and the five sisters were thunderstruck and grew pale with anger, but he 
put Jaylynn before him on his horse and rode off. 

And as they approved the hazel bush, the five white pigeons cried, 'There they go, there they 
go! No blood on hershoe;The shoe's nottoo small, the right fiancee, and love makerfor is she, afterall, 

I all I ever wanted- and more.' 

And when they had thus cried, they came flying after and perched on Jaylynn's shoulders, 
one on the right, the otheron the left, and so remained. 

And when her marriage with the Prince was selected to be held the false sisters came, 
hopingto curry favorand to take part in the partying. 

So, as the wedding processions went to the church, the eldest walked on the right side and 
the younger on the left, and the sapping suckers, picked out an eye of each of them. 

Also, as they refunded the elderwason the leftside and theyoungeron the right and the 
chumps picked out the other eye of each of them. Then so-o they were predestined to go blind for the 
restof their years, days and loves makings to mind and soul, since oftheir nonsense and tale, was over. 

<3 


Nevaeh 



Book: 63 


Moments that Would not Fade Part: 1 


(Kristen's life on Earth) 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

1 

The home was falling apart... anyone could see that, and even from the road, even from the 
car that I was sitting in with my legs hanging out, the side vent window tilted, I could even see that from 
the road, anyone could see that all the homes to say it- were all just dumps, sorry-1 am not holding back 
on sayingthe truth; All the homes were notwhatyou would call fine... nevertheless, that was okay with 
me, afterall, it was a home. 

Kristen stopped to kiss Gram, and then she was walking toward them, feelinga little shy, but 
only fora moment, since Noah was pulling Nevaeh- May down the steps, and she could hear him saying, 
'It's Kristen, it's my best friend, Kristen,'And the re he was with the same mop of dark hair, and those 
bright blue eyes, and nextto him, a girl with the same eyes, and she was smiling too. 

And then she saw that Gram was pointing, nodding at her, and smiling. Kristen looked 
toward the Smiths' house, almost knowing what she was going to see, not believing it could happen, 
that it was not just Mrs. Meyer waiting at the door. She thought about the cat. Of course, Noah had kept 
the cat. That meant. 

The home was wood in color, just naked standard wood siding- nothing to scream about, yet 
by the looks of this home, it looks as if someone inside it should be with the lights flickering on and off, 
like somethingoutof a horrorfilm, orthe 1924's. The color and feeling-of that of-starting graying 
death. And God, look at the door it is just hanging in there on its hinges, like me in a way - like me. 



2 


Films of Kristen Deniel 

Outside it was almost dark. A sliver of moon curved overthe Old Man's mountain, and a lone 
star was just visible. 'A planet, Kristen,' Green is might say. 'Get your astronomy in order.' 

If I cried again, the tears would freeze fastto my cheeks. 

The snow was so dry I could hear the creaking of my footsteps as I went past the holly bushes. 
No one could guessthey were there, mounded up like soft white pillows, and the river in front of me 
had disappeared. 

I stood still to look at it all. I wondered how I could draw that to show the world underneath: 
sharp, shiny leaves hidden in the snow, the river runningfast and cold underthe ice. 

In my mind was a picture of Beatrice brushing her hair off her forehead. 'Drawing is a 
language,' she had said. 'You have to learn to speak it.' 

In the distance was the faint sound of a saw: Someone must be cutting wood fora fire. I 
closed my eyes. Green is and the Old Man turning their heads. Roger saw they would say. He must be in 
the apple orchard, or Hopperis finally gotten to that dead elm. 

No, it was not a saw. It was the sound of a snowmobile, on the other side of the mountain. 

A clump of snowfell off the roof of the house. I looked back at it, at the house where I 
wanted to belong. Huge icicles hung from the eaves, and suddenly I was so cold I could not stay outside 
anymore. Upstairs in my bedroom, I sat at the edge of the bed shivering, waiting until I was warm; then I 
wentto my backpack and pulled out my films to spread across the bumpy white bedspread. 

I saw how much blue I had used in those summer drawings: blue for the river, blue for the 
Old Man's rugs, blue forizzy's locket; and green: a smudge of the tree, a leaf, the edge of the mountain. 
Both colors I loved. 

Thefilms I had drawn of Gram lay in the middle of the bed. 

Gramon the pier, reaching forseagrass; Gram outside in hertreegarden,shadesof peach 
and lilac; Gram happy. Gram where she belonged. 



Gram did not belong here. She belonged in her house with Beatrice, and Henry, and the 
irritable pelican on her wall. 

She belonged nearthe ocean. 

I sat there fora longtime, my head against the headboard, knowing what I had to do. I 
rubbed my hands, still icy cold. It wasfour milesto the telephone outside the grocery store, a long walk, 
but I could do it. I would call Beatrice... ask her, beg her. 

We would go home. Gram and I, Gram to Beatrice, me to another place. I looked at a half- 
finished picture of Izzy at the cemetery with a vase of daisies in her hand. What had she said that day? 'I 
wanted children for every corner of the house.' And what else? There was something more she had said, 
something about Green is and the Old Man. 'It's worse this summer.' 

I would have to stop thinking about Izzy, put all of them out of my mind. Before I left, I would 
get rid of all the films of them, burn the drawings in the fire place. I would forget about Izzy and the Old 
Man, forget about Green's. 

I stared down at the drawing of Izzy backing out of the door with my WELCOMETO THE 
FAMILY cake and saw something I had not remembered: The Old Man's hand on Greens' shoulder. 

Me, catching my first fish. Green is in front of me with the net, the Old Man smiling. But he is 
looking at Green is, not at me. 

Looking and smiling. 

And another: Green's hanging into the engine of a car, just the back of him visible, with 
mismatched socks, and the Old Man with his hands on his hips, but his eyes are soft. 

Beatrice was in myhead again. What had she said to me onetime?'Sometimeswe learn 
from our drawings; things are there that we thought we didn't know.' 

My lips were suddenly dry. 

I stood up, walked around to the other side of the bed. There they were in the boat. Green's 
laughing at somethingthe Old Man had said. 


How had I drawn all that and not seen it? 



Of course, the Old Man loved Green's. He was going to love him whether I was there or not. 
Had I giventhem up for nothing, the whole family? 

What do you know about a family? Green is said in my mind. You have neverhad one. 

I remembered what Izzy had said then: 'They have to find their way.' 

I picked up anotherpicture: me with candy in my mouth. Thenthere was somethingelse 
floating just on theedge of my mind. Somethingto dowith the radio? Whythe radio? 

Wait, I told myself. What had Gram said about wanting Santa to bring a radio? 

And then I had it. The two of us joking. 'Santa on a sleigh,' I had said. 

'That wasa hundredyearsago. Now he comeson...' 

...A snowmobile?To bring the candy? Green's?The pancakes, and the applesauce? 

I slid off the bed, the picture drifting out of my hand, my knuckles upto my mouth. 

The sweaterhangingon the shed doorknob. 

Holly on the back step. 'Peace, Kristen.' 

I felt as if I could hardly breathe. 

And then I was flying down the stairs, myfeet barely touching the steps, skittering on the Old 
Man's shiny floor, coming to a stop in front ofGram asleeponthe couch. 

I sat down nextto her, one hand on Henry's rough fur. 

'Wake up. Gram,' I said. 'I wantto ask you about Santa Claus.' Films of Kristen DenielGram 
sleptthrough my questions, herhead nestled onthe couch cushions, and Henry with her, purring faintly 
with his eyes closed. She slept as I shook her, slept as I begged her, 'Please, Gram, I cannot wait to know,' 
slept as I offered her soup from a can, Izzy's candy, a cup of tea. 

Then, at last, I gave up. I looked at the black square that was the window. The moon had 
disappeared behind the Old Man's mountain, and the star was gone. 



I went into the kitchen to make somethingto eat: the rest of the tuna with canned pineapple 
thrown on top, and a few frosted flakes for crunch. I ate it at the kitchen counter, wolfing it down, made 
hot chocolate, and when it had cooled a little, put it underGram's nose. 'Smellsgood, doesn't it? Just 
openyoureyes, takea sip, and talk to me.' 

She smiled in hersleepas I kissed her forehead, and then I went upstairsto bed, lying awake 
for a long time, feelingthe tick of my heart in my throat. 

The holly had just blown onto the back step. Gram hadfoundthe candy in the house. Maybe. 

Maybe. 


But then as I fell asleep, I could almost hear his voice in my head. Merry Christmas, Kristen 

Copses. 


I was awake in the first light the next morning. It was a beautiful day, with sunshine melting 
the ice on the window. I went downstairs and Gram was still asleep on the couch, but Henry was awake, 
stretching his skinny legs. I let him out and stood in the doorway, hugging myself, squinting at that 
glittering world, listeningforthe sawing sound of a snowmobile. 

AndthenGram opened hereyes. 

I began slowly. 'Christmas was yesterday,' I said. 

She smiled at me. 

'Santa Claus is coming...' I sang. 

'...To town,' she finished. 

'He came to us,' I said. 

'In all this snow,' she said. 

'But whatdid he look like?' 

She ran her hand overher face, thinking. 'He looked cold,' she said. 


'And he gave you the candy.' 



'One time/ she said, 'when Beatrice and I were little, he brought mittens. Red for Beatrice, 
blue for me. We each swapped one. All winter, we wore one blue and one red.' 

I wentoverto herand touched herhair. 'I'm going to call Beatrice,' I said. 

'Are we going home?' She asked. 

'Maybe,' I said. 'I think so. Can you wait here? It is a long walk to the phone. I'll be gone most 
of the morning.' 

I heard a few fragments of the song as she wandered into the kitchen. 'If it takes forever, I 

will wait...' 


I made breakfast for both of us,a heap of frosted flakes; then I layered on sweaters, three 
pairs of Greens' socks, my jacket, and turned to Gram for one last try. 'Where did you get the candy?' I 
asked. 


'It's in a tin box,'she said. 'Orange and lemon. Makesyourmouth wiggle.' 

'I'll be back.' I opened the door, hearingthe drip of melting icicles from the roof, and stepped 
back as Henry darted inside. 

Outside I thought at first of taking the road. What difference would it make if I were caught? 

But it would make a difference. I wanted to call Beatrice first. I wanted to hearthat she had 
come to live with Gram. 

And suppose she does not? Green is asked. 

I shook my head. She will. I think she will. 

I brushed him away, trudging along through the trees, listeningto the call of the crows, the 
screech of the blue jays. And all the time I was listening for that buzzing sound of the snowmobile, 
telling myself I had made the whole thing up, telling myself it was not Green's. 

And what if it was Green's? I asked myself. What would I say to him? 

It must have been twenty minutes later when I heard the faint sound of the motor. It could 


have been anyone, but still, I ran toward the road, trying to pick up my feet in that deep snow. 



I saw him, a helmet on his head, thick gloves on his hands, bent over the handles of the 
snowmobile, and I stepped out onto the road just in time for him to see me and glide to a stop. 

I stood there, biting my lip, feelingthat riverof tears coming, at last, waiting for that brief 
second as he pushed up the visor. 'Kristen Copses,' he said. 'Where are you going?' 

'Green's Regan,' I said, my mouth trembling. 'Happy birthday.' 

And then we were laughing, both of us, laughing instead of crying. 

'Thank you for the candy,' I said, at last, looking at his face, thinner, bonier. Something about 
his eyesseemedolder. 

'Horrible stuff, that candy,' he said. 

'And the holly branch.' 

He tilted his head a little. 'Kristen Copses,' he said again. 

'How did you know I was here?' 

He raised one shoulder. 'There was a letter from the agency looking for you.' 

I nodded, thinking about the hot cocoa woman sending lost girl letters to every house I had 
everbeen in. 

'I told Pop.' Green is swiped at his glasses. "Kristen loves that house,' I said. But did he listen? 
Of course not.' 

I swallowed. 'You and the Old Man are still arguing.' 

'Ifshe lovedthat house somuch, she would be with us right now,' Popsaid. But I knew. I've 
been here every day except during the massive storm.' 

I was shivering in the cold, the wind blowing around us, my feet beginning to feel numb. 

'We've been hopingyou'd come home all these months,' he said. 'Why not. Holly?' 

And then I was crying, big sloppy tears. I leaned against the handlebars, makingterrible 
soundsin my throat, and I just could not seem to stop. 



Green is stood there, his hands dangling in those huge gloves, and then he reached out, put 
his arms around me, pulling me toward him. 

'The Old Man wentdownto Long Island when he heardyouwere missing,' he said. 'He's 
going crazy looking for you. He keeps going back and forth.' 

'Why didn't you tell him?' 

'I wanted to do that foryou, at leastthat. Giveyoutime.' He paused.'You're famous. Your 
picture is in the newspapers. A pretty awful-looking picture, if you ask me.' 

As he rattled on, I kept sniffling and wiping my eyes, and then I would start to cry again. 

'I knew you'd be safe.' He took one arm off my shoulder to wave it around. 'As long as I kept 
an eyeonyou and yourfriend.' 

'You have a nerve,' I said. 

'You'd have starved to death withoutthe food I brought.' 

He frowned and began again. 'I still don't know why...' 

'I thought...' I began and bit my lip. I would nevertell him what I had thoughtaboutthe Old 
Man not loving him. 'You were always arguing, and I thought it had to do with...' I waved my hands. 

'With you?' he said. 'Oh, Holly. It does not have to do with anyone. I told you that. It's just 
the way we are.' 

I stared down the road, not a car in sight, the trees heavy with snow, bent and leaning. 

'I'm a slob and he's neat. I forget, he remembers. We drive each othercrazy. But it's all right.' 

I ran my handsovermy cheeks, triedtodry them. Assimple as that, justthe way they were. 

'I told you,' he said, his head tilted, his eyes smiling. 'You don't know about families yet.' He 
leaned back against the snowmobile. 'He knewthe accident was my fault.' 

I sighed. 'It was my fault.' 


'Everything has to be yourfault all the time?' 



I shrugged a little. 'Afterthe accident, Pop said they'd told him you neverstayed in one place 


very long. But he said we were different, and that it must be somethingelse. And thatis what it was? 

You thought-' 

'I messed up the family.' 'Wait till he hears this,' Green is said. 'Just wait.' 

I watched the snow drifting off the trees. Old Man, I love you. Green has rubbed my 
shoulders; he must have seen that I was shivering. 'I put the fishing pole away for you in the shed, and 
looped the sweateroverthe knob.' 

'The fishing poles?' My hand went to my mouth. 'I forgot about the fishing pole. All this time.' 

'Ha, Kristen Copses, there's hope foryou, Itold you that. I am going to spend nextsummer 
fixing up the old truck. What do you say? Want to help? Want to come home?' 

I did not say anything. I did not have to. I climbed upon the back of the snowmobile. 'Take 
me to the telephone booth down atthe grocery,' I said. 

He gunned the motor and the snow spewed out behind us as we flew up the highway to call 

Beatrice. 


Films of Kristen Deniel 

Green is stood next to me in that freezing phone booth, his eyeglasses steamy and small 
puffs of smoke coming out of his mouth. He talked the whole time. 'I told Izzy not to worry, that you'd 
be home by Christmas.' He waggled his eyebrows. 'Of course, I knew whereyou were.' 

'Wait,' I said, dialing the number I had memorized all those weeks ago. 'I can't hear.' 

'And the day after Christmas is pretty close.' He grinned at me. 

Then Beatrice's sweet voice was in my ear, soft and a little breathless. 

'It's me,' I said. 'Kristen Copses.' 

For a moment she did not answer. When she began to speak, it seemed as if she could not 
stop. 'I've been calling fordays, Kristen,' she said. 'Where are you? Is Gram all right? Do you know where 
Gram is? Please know. I've been so worried.' She paused, out of breath now. 



I closed my eyes: Beatrice worried, Gram unhappy, the Old Man looking for me. What had I 

done? 


'She's with me,' I said. 

Greens'voice was still in my head eventhough he was standing right nexttome. If you had 
not made that mess, you might never have come home. 

'Gram wants to come home. She remembers home, but she forgets so much else,' Itold 
Beatrice. 'The agency isn't going to let her stay there alone. And they want me to go somewhere else.' 

'I'm coming home, Kristen. I am coming home right now. 

Do not worry. I'll move right in with Gram.' Her voice sounded excited. 'I'm already sick of 
painting the desert. I need some snow in my life. I needtoseeGram and Henry.' 

Green has clapped his hands together for warmth. 'We started in your room anyway,' he said. 
'I told the Old Man we'd paint it green, green for holly.' 

'Beatrice, she'll be so glad to see you,' I said, lookingat Green is, listeningto them both at 

once. 


'But the Old Man wantedyourroom blue,'Greenis said. 

"Kristen loves blue,' he kepttelling us. What does he know? 

French Blue, he calls it.' 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

'My cousin Beatrice would love this,' Gram said, looking around the room. 'If only...' 

I had never seen anything so beautiful, so Christmassy either. Pine Laurel Highlands were 
everywhere. We'd found candles, maybe a dozen, and light all of them. The ornaments sparkled in the 
light. And then I thought of whatGram had beguntosay. 'If only what?' I asked. 

She shrugged a little. 'Beatrice and I spent every Christmas together. She remembers things 
for me when I forget, things about when we were young.' Her fore head wrinkled. 'Fishingoffthe jetties.' 



I felta lump in my throat. 'She'll be home someday,' I said, but I wondered when that would 


be. 


'Next year?' Gram said. 

I looked out the window. I did not like to think about it next year. Where would we be then? 
'Justa minute,' I told her. 'Close youreyes.' 

I went down the hall for the picture I had drawn and laid it on the table to flicker in the 
candlelight. 'Gram herself,' I said, 'with Beatrice.' 

She drew in her breath, leaning over it, running one finger along the edge. 'We're young.' 

She smiled up at me. 'And look at that popcorn machine.' Head tilted, she spotted Henry batting a piece 
of popcorn across the floor. 'You have to keep lookingto see everything,'she said. 

She stood up then and pattered away from me into the kitchen. She came back with a round 
tin in herhand. 'This is from Santa Claus.' 

I touched the tin. 'Where did you find this?' 

Izzy's hard candies: Izzy standingon the porch one sunny afternoon, holdinga tin out to me. 
'Lemon drops, and orange. They'll make you sweat, make you love.' She had leaned forward to touch my 
shoulder. 


'You always lump one cheek,' Green has told me days later as I worked my way through the 
candy. 'It's going to freeze like that.' 

Oh, Izzy. Oh, Green's. 

I opened the tin and held it out to Gram. 'You get first to pick.' Another thing I had to pay 
back. I could not just take Izzy's candies. 

'Take them,' Isuddenly remembered Izzy saying with a sweepof herarm. 'Take anything, 
Kristen. I've always wanted a daughter.' 


'I havea real presentforyou,'Gram said around the candy in hermouth. 



I looked after her, wondering, asshe went into Izzy and the Old Man's bedroom and came 
back with somethingin herarms. 

'She'sfinished at last.' 

It was my tree figure, with hersea-grass hair cascading down her back, half the size of Gram. 
She looked older than I was, but as I touched her face, the small nose, the large eyes, the tiny scar on 
the forehead, the arms out, I could see it was me. 

But not me. 

I looked closer, studying those eyes that we re so sad it hurt to look at them, ran my fingers 
overthose outstretched arms. 

'Givingarms,' Gram said, nodding, bone-thin, like one of the little birds that perched on the 
evergreen trees. I reached out to her, feeling those small shoulders, and hugged her to me. 

Tears burned my eyes. 'She's beautiful,' I said. 

'Do youthink she looks like you?' 

I held her out. 'She's not as tough,' I said, trying for a smile. 'She doesn't look like a mountain 

of trouble.' 


Gram shook her head. 'Maybeyou're tough when you need to be tough. But trouble? What 
would I everhavedonewithoutyou?' 

Gram put her hand under my chin and tilted it so that I had to look at her. 'I wish you could 
see yourself the way I see you.' 

'But I am not-' I began, butshe broke in. 

'Not good? Not kind? Not there when you are needed? 

Notanxiousto be loved? You knowthat's not so.' 

I did cry then, but justfor a moment. If I had let myself go, I would have had a tough time 

stopping. 


-And- 



Then I saw that Gram was crying too. 


'I knowyou wantto go home,' I said, a jumble of thoughts in my mind. I wanted to say that 
we could be a family here, butshe wanted to be in her own house, wanted to make Christmas cookies 
with Beatrice and spend Tuesdays and Thursdays at the movies making popcorn. 

We sat on the couch, Henry on Gram's lap, watchingthe candlesglow in the late-afternoon 
light. The fire in the fireplace sent warm shadows overthe wood floor and the walls, and next to me 
Gram was closing her eyes. Herhead went back to rest against the couch, and she was asleep. 

I sat there too, half dozing, rememberingthatGreens' birthday was the nextday. Ithurtto 
think about it. I stood up slowly, quietly, and went into his room. I picked up the blurry picture from his 
dresser, half of the photo dark, the restall blues and greens, with the faint figure in the center. It was 
the river, of course; I saw it then, with the holly bushes on the bank and just the faintest view of the Old 
Man's mountain reaching up in the back. There was the rowboat, and I was in it. I rolled a huge piece of 
wood onto the banked fire, thinking I would have to drag more in fromthe porch later. 

Henry looked up at me, meowing, waitingto go out. I reachedforthe knob, pulling, and 
when the door opened, a gust of wind blew a swirl of snow inside. Henry stared at me angrily. 

'Not my fault,' I told him, pushingthe door closed again. 

He went backto the couch, skinny tail twitching. 

'Sorry, cat.' I ran my hand overthe top of his head as I went into the kitchen to rummage 
through the cabinets. 

Ah, how far away the hot cocoa woman was, locked in her house somewhere. How far away 
everyone was. 

I thought of the Old Man, and Green's, and Izzy.They were just a few miles away, but those 
few miles were forever. Did Green is like the snow, or were they so used to storms like this that they 
never paid attention to them? I wondered iftheyeverthought about me the way I did about them. I 
wondered howGreen has was now. 

I could hearthe Old Man'svoice in my ears. I closed my eyes. Do not think of that, do not 
ever think of that terrible afternoon again. 



I took out the box of cocoa with marshmallows and boiled a pot of water on the stove, 
thinking of what I would do today. Draw in front of that big window, I told myself. Figure out a way to 
shade in that soft line of trees, the gray ribbon of river. Charcoal would be wonderful forthat; I would 
even be able to use a chunk of burned wood from the fire place. 

I had done other firms in the past few days and taped them up around the living room: a 
snowshoe rabbit with his tall ears, four deer nibbling at the bark of the evergreen, the bridge covered in 
clear ice. I had done a few of Gram in the snow too, almost nothing but a few quick lines. She walked 
everyday, down to the road, around the evergreens, coming back with her scarf blowing around her 
face. 


What would happen if I left those films when we had to leave next spring? What would the 
Old Man say when hefoundthem? 

What would Izzy say? And Green's? 

Spring. Could I call Beatrice then? She would have had months. What would happen to me? 

Who cared? I would think of something. But I would never leave the films. I would take them 
with mein my backpack. 

Sitting at the table, waiting for the cocoa to cool, I thought about Christmas. I had lost track 
of the days. I flipped Izzy'swall calendarahead to December, tryingtofigure it out. How long had we 
been here? Eightdays? Nine? I counted back. 

The water was ready. I mixed the cocoa and took a tiny sip, feelingthe heat of it, the steam 
on my upperlip. Today could be Christmas Eve. 

I stood there planning. When the snow stopped, I wouldget myself outside and take some of 
the Evergreen Laurel Highlands; there were so many trees we could fill rooms with them. We would trim 
the mantel with great heaps of green and tuck Gram's ornaments among the needles. We would find a 
few pineconestoo. We would have a special dinner tomorrow night. Fruit cocktail and canned tuna, a 
feast. And popcorn. 

I wished I had a present for Gram. The only thing I could give her was a picture of herself. But 


the more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea. I would do that today instead of drawing trees. I 



took another sip of cocoa. What about Gram with Beatrice at the movies in front of their popcorn 
machine? Both would be eating, mouthsfull, arm in arm, smiling. 

'Sleigh bells ring,' Gram sang, coming into the kitchen behind me. 

'I wasjustthinking that.' I reached for anothercupand poured in waterfor cocoa. 

She stopped to peer out the window. 'I've watched it snow on the ocean,' she said. 'It melts 
as it hits the water.'She touched the glass with all five fingers.'There is nothing like the ocean.' 

I tried to think of something to change the look in her eyes. 

'I was thinking we'd havea party,' I told her, 'with yourornamentsand tree Laural Highlands 
from outside.' 

She smiled, looking up at the ceiling. 'We could listen to carols on the radio,' she said. 'That's 
what Beatrice and I do every year-that and talk about when we were young. Where is Beatrice?' 

'Painting,' I said. 'It's warm where she is.' 

Gram shook her head. 'We always make almond cookies; we eat half and sell the other half 
at the movie.' 

'It would be nice if we had a radio.' I popped two of our last pieces of bread into the toaster. 
'And too bad we don't have a few eggs around.' 

'Or almond syrup,' she said. 

'Or better,' I said, and we both laughed. 

'We'd have to ask Santa Claus,' she said. 'He'd bring it all to us on his...' She paused, thinking. 
'Sleigh.' 

She shook her head. 'That was a hundred years ago. Now he comeson a...' She looked up at 

the ceiling. 


I laughed. 'A motorbike?' 


'One of those snowthings.' She nodded, laughingtoo. 



'But how could we not have a radio? Everyone has a radio.' 


I finished off my coco, one sweet marshmallow left in my mouth, trying to remember. Had 
there been a radio he re? The re was never television, I remembered that. But Gram was right, there 
must be a radio. I wandered around, searching, and finally found one on a shelf, behind boxes of old 
jigsaw puzzles, the old cord wrapped around it. All that time Henry was stalking me, a line between his 
eyes as if he were frowning. He wanted to go out. 

I went to the door again and opened it a crack. The snow was worse now, much worse. The 
line of trees had disappeared, and even the shed seemed faraway. I was almost afraid to let Henry out. 
Before I could shut the door again, though, he darted around me and was gone. I stood there, shivering, 
trying to see where he was, and then he was back, streakingthrough the door straight across the living 
room, into the kitchen, and onto Gram's lap. 

I set up my drawingthings in front ofthe window, beginningthe rough linesthat would turn 
into Gram. Gram was there on the otherside of the room, at the table, fiddling with the radio knob until 
she found a station with Christmas music. 

The announcer's voice: 'A lovely Christmas Eve morning.' 

I had hit the date straight on the head. 

The songs began, one afteranother: 'Adeste Fidelis,' 'Silent Night,' 'WinterWonderland,' and 
one I'd neverheard before: 'Gather'Round the ChristmasTree.' 

I leaned over the paper in front of me so Gram would not see what I was doing. I sketched in 
the space around Beatrice first, the counter, the popcorn machine, and the n began to work on the faces. 
Every few minutes I would pee rout at the snow coming down. Across the river the mountain was 
blurred, justa darkshadow rising into the pewtersky. 

And then I thought about Gram sitting there, my figure in her hand, staring out the window 
too as she listened to the music, herface tilted, hereyes sad. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

I never really drew any of this. I tried not to think about it. It kept coming up inside my head, 
though, picture after picture of what happened that last day. Saturday. Izzyand the Old Man off on 



some antique hunt up to Masonville. Green's begging me to go fishing. 'We'll take the boat all the way 
down to the rapids/ he said. 'Bring our lunch.' 

'You go,' I said, barely looking up from my drawing. 

'Gonna spend this entire day with a bunch of pencils in your mouth? Fooling around with bits 

of paper?' 

I grinned at him overmy shoulder. 

Go, Green is, I thought. Getoutof here. 

And then he went with a great clatter, pail and oars, pole and lures, a sandwich dripping 
tomatoes outthe side. 'You'll probably be sorry in two minutes,' he said. 

He sounded sorry. 'Do you mind?' I asked. 

He grinned. 'Not really. But I will be gone all day, I warn you.' 

He climbed into the rowboatand I watched him, his back bent, leaningoverthe oars until he 

was gone. 


I put everything away carefully, my pad and pencils, cleaned up the tomato mess in the 
kitchen, put away the box of Mallomars, shutthe refrigeratordoor, and all the time I was thinking. 

Three hours up, three hours back, a cinch. 

I grabbed a sweater just in case it was getting cold now-and at the last minute, I changed my 
mind and took a few pieces of paper folded in my pocket, a few pencils: green, gray, brown, and black, 
and the French Blue one. Who knew what I could use it for, but it was my favorite? 

And then I began to climb. It was hot work; I draped the sweaterovera tree limb. Aftera 
while, I could feel the pull in my ankles, the rub of my sneakers against my heels. I stopped at the 
halfwaypoint to look down at the house, the snake of the river, and I could see Green is, a tiny figure in 
the rowboat. 

I pulled out some paper, made a quick sketch, and climbed some more. Mud. The Old Man 
was right: It was deceptive. I could not tell it was there until I stepped into it, once covering the whole of 
my sneaker. I pulled the shoe out and wiped it off with a few leaves. 



I was out of breath by the time I almost reached the top, and hungry. Why hadn't I made my 
tomato sandwich? The re was water, though, a tiny thread of it trickling down from one of the rocks, and 
I leaned my face into it and drank, and put my wrists under it, and then took the last few steps and I was 
there. 


It opened out, a wide piece of rock, and I danced out onto it, catching my breath. I had 
brought dark pencils, but this was a light world. I could see toy houses, and the river, and even the town 
of Hancock in the distance. There was a tiny silver lake and a road with miniature cars. 'It's Christmas!' I 
shouted. 


I said all the things I wantedto. 'I'm new,' I said. 'I'm different.' 

And in my head, I told myself I would never be mean again, I would be friendly, I would go to 
school and walk up to people. 'A new leaf,' I said. 

I was twirling, dizzy, hungry, and the bubbles inside twirled with me until I took one step too 
close to the edge in that muddysneaker, andthen I was rolling, feelingthe sharp edge of a branch 
tearing into my arm and a stone gashing into my forehead, and finally, a huge boulder stopped me a few 
feet down. The wind had been knocked out of me. I lay gasping. 

I pulled myself back up. Not so bad, not so terrible, I told myself, wipingthe blood out of my 
eye, except that I knew I would never be able to walk down by myself. 

I did not begin to call Green is until much later until the sun had crossed toward the westand 
I knew it was late afternoon, and I did not want Izzy and the Old Man to know I had done such a stupid 
thing. And even as I called, I knew Green is could not hear me. 

But he came, of course, he came. Just before sunset I heard him, or I heard the pickup truck, 
gears grinding andthen stopping, the door slamming, and then he was standing over me. 

'I knew it,' he said. 

'How?' 


He narrowed his eyes. 'Break any bones?' 


'Certainly not.' 



'I wasted my whole afternoon/ he said. 'Felt sorry that you were all alone, came back, and-' 


'Wasted-' 

'Right. I figured it out, though. You weren't anywhere.' 

'So, why'd you bring the truck?' I asked. 

'Think I had three hours before dark to walk up he re to get you?' He shook his head. 'I 
thoughtyou'd been killed.' 

'Justwounded,' I said, laughing. 

We sat on the edge of the rock, watchingthe sun go down. 

Green is pointed. 'Our winter place is somewhere overthere. You'll see it soon.'To the east 
far below was the summerhouse, the holly bushes a blur of green, the golden field, the thread of river. 

It took my breath away. 

'I want to show you something,' I told Green's. I reached into my pocket for the crumpled-up 
W picture I had taken out of my backpack before I had left. 'I've had it since I was six.' 

We sat on a ledge, ourfeet dangling, and he smoothed the picture on his knee, stared at it, 
then looked overat me. 

'We had to find films with W words,' I said. 

'It's a wishing picture,' he said slowly, 'for a family.' 

I could feel my lips trembling. Oh, Mrs. Evans, I thought, why didn't you see that? 

'It's too bad you didn't come when you were six.' He smiled. 'I knew you had to stay with us 
when you let me win that checkers game.' 

His hair was falling over his forehead and his glasses were crooked, almost hiding his eyes. I 
thought of the X-picture dayand walking out of school. I thought of sitting in the park on a swing, my 
foot digging into the dirt underneath. 


'I run away sometimes,' I said. 'I don't go to school.' 



He kicked his foot gently against the ledge, his socks down overhis sneakers. 


'Someone called me incorrigible.' 

Nowthat I had begun, I did not know howto stop. 'Kids neverwantedto play with me. I was 

mean....' 


Green has pulled his glasses off and set them down on the ledge next to him. He rubbed the 
deep red mark on the bridge of his nose. 

I stopped, looking out as far as I could, miles of looking out. For a moment I was sorry I had 
told him. But he turned and I could see his eyes and I wondered if he might be blinking back tears. I was 
not sure, though. He reached outand took my hand. 

'You ran in the right direction this time, didn't you?' 

And that was it. He knew all about me, and he did not mind. 

'We have to go down now,' he said, 'before they come back and find out.' 

I nodded. I stood up, and I could feel the pain shoot through my ankle. I limped to the pickup 
truck. 'I'm glad you came,' I said. 'I could never have walked down.' 'It was a dumb thing to do,' he said, 
'coming up here. Pop would have a fit.' 

And so, we went down. Green is being a sure and careful driver, but it was so steep, and the 
truck kept going, kept sliding, even with the brake pressed down as hard as he could manage. He 
pressed and pressed, but the truck gained speed, and just before the end when we would have been all 
right when we would have been fine, the truck tipped, and I could see we were goingto go over. 

And Green is yelling at me. 'Jump, Holly!' 
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Late that afternoonthe snowtapered off and stopped. I tooka last look at the picture, 
pleased with it: Beatrice, listening to something Gram is saying, both with bags of popcorn in their hands. 
I sneaked it into my room so that Gram would not see it. 

I put on all the clothes I could find, and Izzy's boots, and went outside to sink into the soft 
snow to my knees. The cold was shocking. It stung the inside of my nose and numbed my cheeks. 



Everything was still. The birds must have found nesting places for the night, and the deer 
were hiding somewhere deep in the Copses. The last slim line of the river had frozen; if I had not known 
it was there, I would have walked right across to the otherside. I wondered if the ice would carry my 
weightyet. 


I realized I would not be able to pick evergreen or holly Laural Highlands from the ground. 
Anything the wind had brought down was under the snow. I would have to saw off what I could. 

Gram and Henry were framed in the window, wavingto me. I reached down to scoop up a 
handful of white and tossed it at them. Then I trudged over to the shed for the Old Man's saw and found 
Greens' sweater hanging on the knob, encrusted with snow. I did not even remember leaving it there. I 
folded it, put it on one of the shelves, reached forthe saw, and spentthe last bit of daylight hacki ng 
away at Laurel Highlands, making sure not to spoil the shapes of the trees. 

The wind was not as strong undertheshelterofthosetrees,and it reminded me of 
somethingthe Old Man had told me. 

Hunters who were lost would pull the tree Laural Highlands together with rope, bending 
themto forma shelter. I lovedthethoughtof that,the treesforminga cozy nest. Andthen I shivered, 
thinking of being alone. 

You have Gram, Green is might have said. 

I love Gram, I said back. 

From inside, music spilled fromthe radio. 'All I wantfor Christmas...' 

What I want. What I want. 

Gram was turning on the lamps now; the house was like a Christmas card with the light 
shining on the snow. I stoodthere watching, wondering howfarthe light might be seen. 

I reached upforthe last branch, snowspraying myface. No one could understand something 
at last anyway, I told myself; it faced the river, away fromthe road, and no one would be on the Old 
Man's mountain toward eveningaftera storm like this. 

'You'rea snow sculpture,'Gramsaid as I trudged onto the porch, staggering underthe bulky 


Laural Highlands. 



I pulled off Izzy's waders and rubbed my feet until the feeling came back. Gram danced 
around me. 'I have something for your dinner,' she said, delighted with herself. 'I was saving it for a 
surprise.' 


She led me into the kitchen and openedthe cabinetoverthe refrigerator. I thought I knew 
where everything was, but behind Izzy's old bowls and mixers was a row of treasures: a box of dried 
milk... milk!... pancake mix, and ajar of applesauce. 'Yes,' Gram said with satisfaction. 'We'll have apple 
pancakesfordinnerwithcold milk.' 

My mouth watered. A Christmas Eve dinner. 

I will pay you back, Izzy, every cent, if it takes me the rest of my life. 

So, Gram cooked forthe first time, talking to me over her shoulder about Beatrice. 
'Ornaments sparkle on the tree, and 

Beatrice lights the candles.' 

Every time Gram talked about Beatrice, she seemed to come alive, I thought; Beatrice and 
her house. I knew she was homesick. 'We'll have Christmas here too,' I told her. 'I'll set everything up 
afterwe eat.' 

But after I had finished the pancakes covered with dollops of sweet applesauce, my eyes 
drooped; I was warm and sleepy. 

'Let's do it all in the morning,' I said. 

'Presents,'Gram said, a secretsmile lighting herface. I curled up in bed, lookingout the 
window at a pale moon and trees thick with snow, thinking I had never seen anything so beautiful. I 
could see movement at the edge of the trees and sat up to see what it was. And then suddenly, a fox, 
silvery gray with his tail streaming out behind him, darted across that open space, crossed the ice, and 
was gone. 


I saw a fox. Green's. I have neverseen afox before. 

I lay back, trying to figure out what Gram might have for me. She had found another package 
of food. Ifell asleepwonderingwhatit was, what I would like it to be:something sweet, something 
chocolate, or salty. Potato chips. 



The next morning, the sun was blinding. And the shed glittered like the witch's house in 


Hansel and Gretel. I lay there, something on the edge of my mind. What was it? Something about the 
shed? Or was I wondering what the Old Man would think if he knew I was spending Christmas in his 
house? 


I did not wantto think aboutthat. But there was somethingelse. Was it Gram's presentfor 
me? An egg was what I wanted this morning. What I could do with an egg! I would bake a cake or 
cookies. I would whip it up for eggnog. I would fry it like a little sun in a pan. 

I threw on my clothes. The house still smelled of the pancakes from last night. I went into the 

kitchen. 


At that moment the back door opened, and Gram came in, her scarf pulled over her forehead, 
hernose red. 

I wantedtotell hershe should not be outthere,thatit was too cold, the snowtoodeep. But 
I would sound like the stucco woman. I turned back to the stove. 'Coco with milk,' I said. 

We hurried through breakfast, and afterward, I went out on the porch to shake the snow off 
the Laurel Highlands before I broughtthem inside. I covered the mantelpiece, the sharp pine smelling 
like Christmas, as Gram unwrapped the box of ornaments. 'Here's my old Santa Claus.' I could hear the 
tears in hervoice as she hung him in the center. 'And this one.' She held up a thick pink plastic globe. 
'Ugly, isn't it? It's the only kind we could get during the Second World War.' 

She went on, telling me the history of each one until the mantel was finished and the center 
of the table held a bowl of holly. 'We'll even hang a few of those glittery ornaments overthe window to 
catch the light,' I said aloud, and to myself, please be happy. Gram. 

'Presents now?' Gram asked. 

'Maybe,' I said absently. I had caught movement outside as I hungthe last clear prism. 

We watched as seven or eight deer wandered in front of the house, making their way toward 
the evergreens. Suddenly something disturbed them. Heads back, noses up, they stood stock-still for an 
instant, then scattered, two to bound across the river ice as the fox had last night, the others in the 
opposite direction, toward the bridge. 



I tried to see what had bothered them. I looked toward the evergreens myself, looked back 
as far as I could. There was no light anywhere, nothing to make me think about a fisherman being out 
there somewhere. 

I had a quick thought of the night on the mountain with the flashlights like glowworms above 
me. 


It was then I remembered: Green's sweater, a flash of green in the snow as I backed away 
from the fisherman that day. I had not left it on the doorknob in the shed. I opened my mouth to ask 
Gram if she had picked it up when she had been outside. ButGram would neverremember. I did not 
wantto knowthe answer,anyway, thinking ofthe fishermanfinding us and whatmight happenthen. 
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I could not get warm, even though I wore a robe and Izzy's sweater on top of that. Every time 
I drifted off to sleep that August night, I would start, thinking someone was there. I would look around 
the darkroom, but it was empty. I would close my eyes again, and then I would think I was falling, my 
head jerking, arms up, legs braced, a scream in my throat, and that fee ling in my chest as we went over 
the side. 


But I did not sleep. I kept going over it: the sound first, a screeching metal, tearing, as if the 
truck was dying, the wheel swerving, a tree slowing us down, its Laural Highlands cracking, breaking, 
leaves cove ring the windshield, a rock ripping at the underside, the truck bouncing now, not so muddy, 
gravel and roots and Green's handsoff the wheel, the sound of glass shattering, a tire spinning... 

And then everything was still. 

We were down the Old Man's mountain, and next to me Green is with his head on the wheel. 
I reached for him, my heart pounding, shook his shoulder. 'Don't do this. 

Green's,' I said. 'Don't be dead.' 

I pushed him back, his head against the seat now, his face white in the dusky inside of the 
truck. Not a mark on him that I could see, but he was hurt, I was sure, really hurt. He was n ot dead, 
though. There was a thin pulsing on the side of his neck, his eyesmovingunderthe broken glasses. I 
tookthem off gently and heard him say something. Loon Sister. I could hear the S. It was Sorry. 



'Green's, I have to get help.' I watched him for another moment, then scrambled out of the 
truck, feelingthe pull of myankle, telling myself I had to do it, had to go as quickly as I could. I beganthe 
climb back up, wondering how long it would take to get down the mountain road, cross the bridge, and 
reach the house. 

Andthen I thought. Notelephone. 

What then? 

I was there when I saw the sweep of headlights going across the bridge. Izzy and the Old Man 
coming home? 

Whentheysaw me, Izzyleanedoutthe window, calling, 'I boughtdishes, Kristen. You're 
going to love them.' And then she stopped. 'Child, you're bleeding.' 

'The truck!' I said. 

'What has he done?'the Old Man said. 'What has he done now? You can hardly walk!' 

It seemedtotakeforeverbeforelightsflickered onthe mountain and cars began to park 
diagonally down below. Turret lights turned and glowed, and an ambulance came from Walton, its siren 
screaming. They brought Green is down at last, but all I could see was one foot, the sneaker, the socks 
falling overhis ankles. 

A policeman shook his head, talking to Izzy and the Old Man as I stood to one side, out of 
everyone's way. 'If it was not your mountain, if it was not private property, your boy would be in trouble. 
As it is-' 


'As it is,' Izzy's voice cut in, 'we have to hope he'll be all right.' 

And I had looked over my shoulder at the Old Man's face, his clenched jaw. 

In the emergency room, a doctor took five stitches to close my forehead and wrapped an Ace 
bandage around my ankle. 

Green has been somewhere inside too, and I did not even know what was happening to him. 
We went home later that night, much later, Izzy and I, Izzy to stay just long enough to put me 


to bed, to cover me and tell me it would be all right, to touch my cheek and my chin. 'Just sleep. 



Kristen/ she said. 'Everything will seem better in the morning.'And then she went back to 
the hospital to wait. 

I thought about the stucco woman. She would not have been surprised at the trouble I had 
caused. She would have seen it coming. Would Greens have driven the truckto the top of the mountain 
if I hadn't been there? And the arguing between Green's and the Old Man-what had Izzysaid? 'Worse 
this summer.' 

I'd messed upthe whole family. 

Before it was light, I packed my things in the backpack. They didn't all fit, so I lefta small pile 
of odds and ends, and the bathing suit that was drying on the line. I tore off a sheet of paper from my 
drawing pad and wrote the note: It was my fault, all of it. I wanted to see the mountain. I am going back 
to Long Island. 

Please do not come after me. I do not wantto be a family. 

I looked back as I left, to take a picture of it all in my mind, thinking how strange it was to use 
my running money to run back to the stucco woman. It was even stranger that she let me walk in there 
so easily, clucking overmy bandage, taking me to the doctor a week later to have the stitches out. 

Emmy, agency hotshot, came to see me tell me Green is was going to be all right. 'His ribs are 
broken,' she said, 'and the bones in his arms are fractured.' While her mouth was still open, ready to say 
something else, I told her 'I never want to go back, I never want to see any of them again.' 

She tried to find out why, but when I just kept looking out the window, banging my feet on 
the chair rung, she sighed and let me stay with the stucco woman. 

I did not do that, either. I lasted therethrough most of September, and then I ran. 

How could I not have seen that the otherday? 

'Hey, stop rowing,' he said. 'I'm going to take your picture.' 

I looked up at him, fee ling the sun on my face, fee ling the happiness down to my toes, as he 
stood at the river's edge and snapped the picture. 



'You've got a smiley face/ he said. 'We could put you on a stamp and sell it all over Laurel 


Highlands.' 


'Too bad you did not take yourthumb off the lens/ I told him. 

'Too bad you dropped the oar/ he said. 'It's floating away.' 

I put the picture back carefully, then went downstairsforsweatersand pulled my jacketoff 
the hook. Something fell out as I did. It was the shell I had picked up the first time I had seen Gram's 
ocean. I held it up to my face before I put it back into my pocket. 

I needed to be outside. I neededto be cold, so cold I could not thinkof anything but the ice 
and the snow. 

Anything, that is whatthe stucco woman would say. 
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For all, I know this picture might still be in the agency conference room. It is a drawing of a 
small office with beige paneling on the walls. The paneling is fake wood. There is a table in the center, 
someone's initials, TR, gouged out of the wood. The picture is not finished, but Emmy and the hot cocoa 
woman did not know that. They thought the girl sitting at the table was me. Of course, it was not me. 
This girl was laughing. She was just make-believe. 

I was not laughing when I sat there. I was sitting as straight as I could, but I could feel my 
kneesshaking. 

'Mr. Regan wants to talk to you,' Emmy said. 

I shook my head, never looking at her, sketching on the paper. 

She leaned forward. 'He's come down here. Holly.' 

'Kristen.' 

'Just see what he has to say.' 


I shook my head again, but Emmy patted my hand and was out the door. 



And then he was there, standing in front of me, and I still did not lookup. 'I'm sorry,' I said in 


a voice so low I wasn't sure he heard me. 

'It wasGreen'sfault,' he said. 

'No,' I said. 

'He took the truck-' I could see him wave his hand. 

'Kristen, it doesn't matter. We just wantyou home.' 

I thought about standing up. I felt like putting my arms around him, then going out to the car 
with him. I thought of what it would be like to drive up to their front door. 

'I didn't tell Izzy and Green's I was coming,' he said. 'If I had, they would have come too. I had 
to make sure you wanted to be with us first.' 

Izzy would be standingat the door, and Green's nextto her. We'd be huggingeach other, all 
of us. There'd be pancakes and hard candy. 

But that was just fora moment. 

'It wasn't Green's fault,' I said. 'I went up the mountain first.' 

'It doesn't make any difference.' 

He was blaming Green's. If I went home with him, they'd always blame Green's. 'He thinks 
you're perfect,' Green's had said. Before I could change my mind, I shook my head. 'I think I'll stay down 
here.' 


He tried to talk me out of it. I wasn't even hearing what he said. I stopped drawing; my hands 
were clenched underthe table, and I neveronce looked up at him. Aftera while, he left. 

Emmy came back in with tears in her eyes. 

'You wanttough?' I asked. 'I'll showyoutough.' 


I grinned.The Old Man knewa lot. But maybe I wouldn'ttell Green'sthateither. 



I talked for another minute, telling Beatrice we'd go home soon, telling her we were all right, 
we were fine, and then I hung upthe phone. 

Green'syanked off his gloves with his teeth, reached for more change, and laid it outon the 
shelf. 'I bet you don't even know our phone number,' he said as he began to dial. 

I could hear Izzy's larger-than-life voice. 'Isthatyou, Green's?' 

He handed the phone to me, then let himself out of the phone booth to stand outside, 
stamping his feet. 

'It's me, Izzy,' I said. 'Do you think I could come home?' 

Ah, and the house in Laurel Highlands. Green's house. Nevertheless, that home was 
dissimilar. I'd never-ever fail to recall that one. Don't think about it. Green's said in my cranium. I did 
that a lot; I pretended Green's was right there next to me when I knew he was miles away in upstate 
Philadelphia. 

The next day all the kid, like me were fighting overthe crumbs of not having anything-and 
with that comes not having much to eat either, and if you were lucky enough to get your hands on 
anything at all, that resembled food. And let's notfail to mention the snooty long straggly haired old 
woman; she was the power at be, also it was odd to me that there were no rugs-just sub-floors... 

'What...,' Kristen began. She reached up to feel her cheek, the first time she could ever 
re member Gram kissing her when it wasn't time to leave for school or to go to bed. She put her arms 
around Gram. 'Grannie,' she whispered so softly she didn't know if Gram had heard. 

Halfway down the road, Kristen could smell the fish cooking. She could hear Poppy talking, 
and the rumble of Mr. Meyer's voice. Mr. Meyer's Ford was in the driveway, the headlights still painted 
black. She'd help him scrape them off first thing tomorrow. 

Gram was looking toward her and leaned oversuddenly to kiss Kristen's cheek. 'It was a long 
war, a terrible war,' she said, 'but sometimes, even in the worsttimes, something lovely happens.' 

I wondered if he eversaid to himself, 'What is Kristen Deniel doing right this moment?' And 
did he put my words in his mind at all? The woman turned off the motorof the car somethingfrom the 
late 1924's is all I can say. 



Fora moment, we looked out at the trees, the leaves-in bolshies of rosy reds, yellow oakum 
golds and bightto burnt orange, with just a tinge of greensthis late Octoberevening. 

'We're here, Kristen,' she said, a woman in sweats, a hot cocoa stain on thefrontfrom the 
hot dogs we had eaten on the side of the road. Those hot dogs were a mean lump in the middle of my 
stomach, sloshing around with a Cola. They walked down to the Smiths' on the roadside, the tufts of 
grass bright against the sand, Kristen carrying the cat along with her. 

Kristen made a face in the mirror, then scooped up a handful of waterfor herface. 'I'm 
ready,' she said, 'ready now.' 

3 

Now Gram was knocking at the bathroom door. 'Poppy's gone down to the Smiths' ahead of 
us,' she said, 'and if you don't hurry in there, the dinnerwill be ruined. They're all waiting...' 

She'd tried to talk all the way, but I hadn't answered. I slumped in my seat, feet up on the 
glove compartment, wearing the dress with matching hat and gloves with the hat had a low over my 
forehead. If someone looks into your eyes, I read in a book one time, he'll see right into your soul. 

I didn't want anyone to see into my soul. I knew she was dying to tell me to get my sneakers 
off her dashboard, but she didn't. She was waiting to deliver her speech. 

Kristen thought about her problem list for the first time in a long time. Lies, and Daydreaming, 
and Friends need.Shedidn'tlie anymore. Everytime she started to lie, she thought of Noah and closed 
her mouth. She still daydreamed, though. Sister Sara had told her that all writers did that and that as 
long as you knewthe difference between lies and daydreamsyou were in good shape. 

I could hear her getting ready for it with a puff of breath. 'This can be a newstart, Kristen. A 
new place.' She licked her finger and scratched at the hot cocoa stain. 'No one knows you. 

You can be different, you can be good, know what I mean?' 

Maybe she gave that speech to every foster kid in every driveway as she dumped them off 
like the mail guy dumping off packages on a busy day, but I didn't think so. I had looked into her eyes 
once, just the quickest look, and I had seen that she felt sorry forme, that she didn't know what to do 
with me. Too bad foryou, hot coco woman. 



Kristen didn't wait to hear the rest. Mrs. Meyer would know about Noah and May. She went 
into the bathroom quickly to comb her hair and run waterover her hands. The water came in spurts at 
first, the way it always afterthe winter. Kristen leaned forward to look in the mirror, wondering if she 
looked differentthisyear. She closed her eyes, rememberingthat Friday night last summer, getting 
ready to go to the Smiths', and Gram holding the washcloth over her red eyes after she'd cried for 
Poppy. And she thoughtaboutNoah, with his dark hair and blue eyes. I hummeda little of'The Worms 
Sneak In, the Worms Creep Out.' 

'She was an art teacher,'the hot cocoa woman said, pointing to the house. 'Retired now. I've 
never met her, but everyone at the agency says she's wonderful with kids...' Her voice trailed off, but I 
knewshe had meantto say, 'kids like you.' 

If only Noah were there. I walked myfeetupthe dashboard,so my knees came close to my 
chin.' No one's been here with her for a while, but Emmy said it would be a good place for you.' 'A good 
place for an artist like you, Kristen,'the hot cocoa woman said. 'Mr. Regan...' Emmy, the agency hotshot. 
I drew in my breath. The Old Man. I closed my eyes as if I were ready to doze off. 'He wanted you to 
have a chance to work at your drawings. He said it would be a crime if you didn't.' 'It's Friday night,' 
Gram said overhershoulder. 'The Smiths want usto come fordinner. 

Wash yourface and...' 
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Someone was fishingfrom a rowboat, probably one of the kids from Broad Channel. Kristen 
raised herarm to wave and smiled as the girl waved back. 

Under her feet, the porch floor was gritty. Any minute Gram would be calling, telling her to 
give it a quick sweep, and find the sheets, and get her bed ready. Kristen reached for her book and 
flipped through until she found the star. She had taken it off her ceiling last night as she packed. She put 
a dab of glue on it and pasted it behind the bed with the others, smiling a little. Then she went into the 
kitchenforthe broom.She had probably said, 

'What have we got to lose?' 

Still holding the cat, Kristen wandered outto the porch and leaned on the screen. She 
smelled the bay and listened to the water lapping against the pilings. 



Now the church bells were chiming five. Kristen followed Poppy along the path to the house. 
Gram had opened the door and the windows on the porch. 'Blowing the winter out/ she said, looking up. 
'And he re's Tom's cat.' But next to me, the hot cocoa woman took a deep breath. I cut my eyes in the 
direction ofthe house. I wasgood at that, seeingeverythingwithoutturningmy head, without looking 
up, without blinking. 

I tried to yawn, butthenthe front dooropened, and a woman came out on the porch with a 
mangy orange cat one step behind her. I didn't bother to give them more than a glance. What did I care 
about what the woman looked like? 'Lordy,'the hot cocoa woman breathed. 

Not even the hot chocolate was coveringthat up. I sat up straight, wondering if I should open 
the car door and run, or reach out to push the button down, locking myself in. I did blink then, of course, 

I did. Anyone getting a first look at Gram Cahill would do the same. It wasn't just that she was movie-star 
beautiful, or that she was wearing a blue dress made of filmy stuff that floated around her, and rings on 
eight of her fingers. It was this: She had a knife in one hand. She held it in front of her so it caught the 
glint of late-afternoon sunshine and became a silvery light itself. 'It's me,' Kristen said, her hand out, 
reaching. 


'Don'tyou remember?' 

And then the cat was in herarms, its orange coat short, rough, and warm from the sun. 
Kristen bent herhead, rubbing herchin against the cat's head, listeningto the sound of its rusty purring. 
She thought of Tom, and last summer, and Christy. Kristen climbed the boardwalk steps slowly as the cat 
stood there, moving back a step each time she moved forward. The knife woman came close enough for 
me to see that the movie-starface had dozensof tiny crisscross lines on its cheeks and across its 
forehead. 


But then she smiled, and the lines around her mouth rearranged themselves. She leaned 
forward and put one hand on the car window. 'Kristen,' she said. 'Are you here, then?' 

I couldn't take my eyes off her. I could feel a pencil in my hand, moving across the paper, 
drawing herface, her eyes, the knife. I reached overthe seat, grabbed my backpack, and was out the 
door, slamming it behind me. 'Poppy, look,' Kristen said. 'It'sTom'scat. The Smiths must have kept her 
after Noah went back to Canada.' 



Suppose she never saw Noah again? She leaned over to cup her hands in the water, to splash 


a little on herface. Her skirt, let loose, plastered itself against herlegs. 

They stood there for another monnent before they went toward the boardwalk together, 
Kristen picking up one sock looking around for the otherone. And then she saw the cat, standing there, 
watching her, ready to run. Kristen could feelthe dryness in her mouth, the sand beginningto blow 
against herface, stinging. 'Pap?' she asked. Slowly she held out her hand. 

Shedug hertoes into the sandy bottom, picturing herwordssliding outto see the way the 
waves did outto Europe. 'You're my best friend, Tom,' she whispered, 'the best friend I ever had...' 

Then Poppy wasin the back of her, his strong handsaround hershoulders, pulling herinto 
the dry warmth of his shirt. 
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This wasn't one picture, it was six, eight, ten. I nevercouldget Green's right. I could see him 
in my head, though, close my eyes and there he was. That first day, I was sick to my stomach from the 
smell of the bus, the dizzying mountain roads. I had been on that bus for hours. It seemed like weeks. 
The tag pinned to my shirt, Kristen COPSES, LONG ISLAND, had rubbed a raw patch into my neck. All I 
could think about was howthirsty I felt. I imagined ice cubes in my mouth, burning my tongue, ginger 
ale in a glass that was wet to the touch, root beer with two scoops of orange sherbet. I was on my way 
to a place called Laurel Highlands to spend the summer with a family named Regan. 'I'll be good if you 
don't make me go,' I had almost told the woman I was living within the stucco house. 'I won't make a 
sound, you'll see.' Instead, I squeezed my lips in between my teeth so hard they were hidden inside my 
mouth and shot lightning rays at herout of the corners of my eyes. 'Fresh air, a place in the country,'the 
stucco woman said, 'that's what you need.' She didn't mean it, though. I heard heron the phone. 'Two 
months,' she said, 'two months to do what I please and not have to worry aboutthat kid getting into 
everything.' She's a mountain of trouble, that Kristen Copses.' I marched up the stairs, hitting every rung 
with her lime green umbrella. Anyway, I was the last one left on the bus. Up in front, the driver talked 
with the woman from the agency. If I ducked down in the back of the seat, would they forget about me? 
Would they turn around and go back to Long Island? We lumbered up the main street of Hancock, 
passing a row of houses and a movie theater, and came to a stop in front of a diner. 



The pelican looked as irritable as Henry. I told myself I'd have a house like that one day: 
hatboxes and wigs have drawn on one-bathroom wall, and high-heeled shoes, dozens of them, marching 
along in watercolor in a tiny bedroom at the end of the hall. 

That yellow kitchen was huge. A couch sat underthe window, piled high with embroidered 
pillows that said things like HENRY'S HOME, V FOR VICTORY, SAVETHE SARGASSO SEA. 

I'd nevereven heard of the Sea. 

I had drawn the house with paperfrom my backpack and fat bits of charcoal I had found 
somewhere. It was lovely to sketch the house and Gram with her scarf. She watched me sometimes as I 
drew Henry sitting on top of the old-fashioned radio, and the pelican with beady eyes. 
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Too bad you don't have yourdrawing box, I imagined 

Green'ssayingall thoseyellowsand blues. I wasall right, though. 

'We'll take a drive in the Silver Bullet today,' Gram said, sounding pleased with herself. She 
brushed a fewshavingsoff the front of her dress onto the faded linoleum floor. 'I have things to show 
you, Kristen.' No school on a Monday? I shrugged to myself. If she wanted to forget about it, that was 
fine with me. I spent most of the time in the back of the classroom sketching, or drawing faces in ink on 
the plastic desk and erasing them with one wet finger. 'Everything,' I said, putting my tongue against my 
top teeth in front of her face. 'Fresh.' She cupped her hand over the phone. 'Fresh as paint.'And back to 
the phone, whispering now: 'No wonder she hasn't been adopted. 

'Straighten up, kid,'the bus driver said, looking into the rearview mirror. 'We're here.' I 
gathered up my backpack and the plastic bag they had given me: a toothbrush, a bar of soap that 
smelled like an old sock, a pink washcloth, and a book fordrooling two-year-old's, Jo Anne Goes 
Camping. I tossed the book in the agency woman's lap as I passed, nose in the air, pretending I wasn't 
dying of thirst, pretending I wasn't bursting from having to go to the bathroom. Outside the bus window, 
a man leaned against the wall of the diner, his hat over his eyes, and a boy played handball against a 
brick wall. I climbed down into the blisteringhot sun, checking outthe boy. 

A skinny mess he was, much taller than I, his socks falling. They looked as if they didn't even 
match. As the bus started up, the exhaust smells like a sewer, the boy slammed the ball against the wall. 



missing it on its way back. He nearly killed himself trying to dive in front of the busfor it, then jumped 
back at the last moment as the ball bounced across the street. I put down my backpack and the agency 
freebie bag darted across the street in the back of the bus and scooped up the ball with one hand. I 
trotted back to them, tossing it over my head and catching it a couple of times justto showthem what I 
could do. The man pushed his hat back and grinned at me. He had a great face to draw: eyesthe color of 
cinnamon toast, a prickly gray-black beard, deep laugh lines. 'I'm Green's Regan,'the boy said, grinning. 
'How'dyou get a name like that, Kristen Copses, crazy name? Do they call you Holly? We have a pile of 
holly bushes out in front. Touch the leaves and they draw blood. I'm going to call you Holly.' The man 
shook his head. 'Green's.' 'Try it,' I cut in. 'How old are you anyway?' Green's asked, his eyes caramel 
behind his glasses. 'You look like kind of a shrimp to me.' 

'Twelve,' I said, bumping it up almost a year, 'and tough.' 'Baby. I'll be thirteen December 
twenty-sixth.' He rushed on. 'We're having lunch at the diner. My motherstayed in Laurel Highlands.' 
'Izzy's making carrot cake,'the man said. I thought about saying I hated carrots-nottrue, I ate anything. 
Anything, the stucco house lady would say. Besides, they were standingthere. Green's and his father, 
looking so pleased about having lunch in the dinerand carrot cake for dinner, I didn't have the heart, 
and I had to goto the bathroom. 

'Betyou're thirsty.' Green's eyes narrowed. 'They've got checkers at every table. I'll play you, 
beatyou.' He wanted to pay me back for the ball trick. His fatherfrowned. He knewittoo. But I was all 
right with it; I was fine with it. I skittered into the diner, straight to the restroom, and then sat with them 
at their table drinking root beerfloats, cold and sweet, with wet napkins underneath the glasses. After I 
had downed half of mine,Green'stickedoffthe things he wanted me to know.'Icall the old man Pop,' 
hesaid. 'You can call me that,'the fathersaid. I tooka chance.'I'm going to call you Old Man.' He 
laughed. 'Try it.' I could tell he didn't mind, though. 'What's next is I'm a walker,' Green's said. 'Walk me- 
myself and I, all over Laurel Highlands. I'll walk you, too.' 'Maybe,' I said. 'I know motors,' he said. 'I drive 
a truck.' 'Don't believe that.'The Old Man snorted. 'Not even thirteen years old.' 'I almost drive, then,' 
Green's said, giving me a wink. 'Legal any day now.'The Old Man rolled his eyes at me. 'And the last 
thing, I know tracks.' Green's spread his arms wide. 'Animal Tracks. All of them.' I was laughing. I knew 
he meant for me to laugh. He pushed the black checkers over to me. 'Let's see what you can do here, 
Kristen Copses,' he said. 'Win and I'll teach you how to drive.' 'Inyour dreams,'the Old Man said. We 
played a couple of checkers games. Green's taking wild chances, while we dripped ketchup from our 
hamburgers onto the table and the Old Man egged us on. Anyway, the picture I was trying for was 



Green's playing checkers with me that first day. That was the picture I could never get perfect. Maybe it 
was because he let me win that first game; maybe it was because I let him win the next one. And maybe 
it was because forthe first time I saw what it might be like to have a brother. 

Today the water was almost calm. Tiny waves folded on themselves, then slid out to sea, 
leaving small fingers of foam on the damp sand. Kristen waded in, bunching up her skirt. The water was 
icy cold on herfeetand ankles, numbing. She looked out at the gray triangular rock thatjutted out near 
the end of a jetty, the place where she and Noah had first looked-for Europe. 

She pressed her fore head against the car window, staring at the marshes, watching a seagull 
as it swooped down toward the pale reeds. She didn't want Gram or Poppy to know her eyes were 
prickling and herthroat was tight. 

'The same,' Poppy said. 'I told you. It's all the same.' Kristen and Gram looked at each other, 
nodding, remembering. It would never be the same. 

And then they were there. She hardly waited for the car to stop moving before she was out 
the back door, running for the sand and the water. She kicked off her shoes and left them on the empty 
boardwalk, peelingoff socks halfway across the beach. 

(1945) 

It was summer at last. Kristen was wedged in the backseat of Poppy's old Ford with the 
suitcases, and bags, and rolled-upsweaters. Herfeet, resting on Gram's tackle box, were tangled in a 
mess of fishing line. 

They were going back to Ridgway, back to the house stilts, back to the hills at last. 

The Ford had new tires now, and gas in the tank, and three of them, Kristen. Poppy and 
Gram sang with the breeze coming in through the open windows. Kristen knew they were almost there 
when they passed Lynnnatta's house. The bottom-floor windows we re still shuttered, but the one in the 
attic was shiny and almost black in the sun's reflection. Lynnette wouldn't be there this summer, might 
nevercome back to Ridgway. Eddie was still lost somewhere in France, and Gram had heard that Mrs. 
Dillon couldn't bear to be there without him. 

'Listen, Kristen...' Gram turned in the front seat, tucking strands of her hair into her bun. 
Kristen could fee I it even before she saw it: the bridge and the galumphing sound as the tires hit each 



plank. 'It'ssaying, 'Welcome back, welcome back.' 'Gram raised herplump arms in the air. 'Alleluia.' 
Kristen nodded a little, but the bridge wasn't saying that for her. It was saying, 'he is gone, he is gone.' 
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'No.' Poppy shook his head. 'Tom's mother and father had written a newspaper in Hungary, a 
brave newspaper, and the nuns we re afraid to keep her in Paris. Instead, they smuggled he rout one 
night, and took her west, took herto a conventin Saint-Laurent, a convent with horses and cows and a 
river, theSevre...' 

On the otherside of the car, the hot cocoa woman was out too. 'Tea?'the movie star asked 
the hot cocoa woman as if she were readingher grocery list. 'Coffee? Lemonade? Orange juice?' 

Poppy reached out for the picture, smiling. 'She had a dozen mothers there. One to teach her 
English, one to teach her French, one to show her how to milk the cows and make cheese-' 

'And did you see her?' Kristen asked in a rush. 'Did you tell her about Tom? Tell her about 

me?' 


'Yes, to all of that,' he said. 'I showed heryourpicture.' 


'AndTom...' 



Poppy put his hand over hers. 'She said she missed Noah everyday. She's waited through 
this whole war to go to Canada. 

She said she felt sad because she hadn'tsaid goodbye to him.' 

Kristen sat there looking at Poppy, wantingto ask what he had told Christy, almost afraid to 
hear. 'What...?'She began. 

'What did I say?' he asked her, smiling. 'I told her that saying goodbye didn't matter, not a bit. 
What mattered were all the days you were together before that, all the things you remembered.' 

Kristen took a deep breath. She squeezed Poppy's hand. The hot cocoa woman shook her head. She was 
still thinking aboutthe knife. 'I justwantto get Kristen settled,' she said uneasily. 

'I'm settled,' I said. 

We all stood there for another few minutes, the hot cocoa woman trying to fill the space 
around us with talk. Then, at last, she opened the car door again and was gone. 

'Want to call me Gram?'The movie star rubbed her fore head absently with the knife handle. 
'If you want to do the Cahill part you say it 'Kale,'you know, like that vegetable.'She jerked her head 
toward the cat. 'That's Henry. He's a little irritable sometimes.' I followed her up the path and around to 
the back of the house. Henry came too, reaching out to stab my leg with one irritable claw. 

Gram looked back over her shoulder. 'Hungry?' I shook my head; the hot dogs were just 
settling in. 'Drop your things,' she said, waving the knife. 'We'll get them later.' 'I've lived here' - Gram 
raised one eyebrow-'since they invented the spoon.' Inthe back of the house wasa different world: a 
garden on the edge of the Copses, Deniel so small I could see around them to houses on the next street. 
'Who did that, anyway?' I asked, trying herout. 

Her othereyebrowshot up. 'The knife and fork people, who else?' 

She patted the scarf and turned to look at me, head tilted. 

Carvedtree Laural Highlands werestuckin thedirt in frontof the Copses, some of them 
thicker than my arm, others almost pencil-thin. All of them had faces, and bits of grass or wreaths of 
flowers circled their wooden heads. I touched this one and that, using two fingers, the ones I used to 



shadow in my drawings. One of the figures I pulled my hat down over my eyes and stared at her figures. 
She was an artist. 

Films of Kristen Copses. I thought I was alone, sitting on the but Noah steps in front of the 
house, drawing the Old Man, working with a flesh-peach pencil. Quick sketches, one after the other: hat 
down over his eyes in the first, standing in front of the river in the next, sleeping in the hammock in the 
third. His beard and the way he leaned forward, listening. I was trying to capture what he looked like so 
I'd have it to take back with me. To remember. The screen dooropened in the back of me with that soft 
swishing noise, and the Old Man came out to look over my shoulder. 'Oh, Kristen,' he said. 'Where'dyou 
learn to do that?' I shook my head. 'Kristen?' I looked toward the river, green today, a willow hanging 
over the edge. He put his hand on my shoulder. 'It's a gift,' he said, 'to draw things the way they are.' I 
sat very still. No one had ever said anything like that to me before. 'And something else,' he said. 'You 
shine through in yourdrawings.' I looked up at him, really looked at him, nota glance that darted away 
so he couldn't see my eyes. 'My name ...,' I began as he folded himself down onthe step nextto me. 
'Kristen Denielisa real place.' I shrugged a little. 'Kristen wood,' I said. 'One word, I think.' When the Old 
Man spoke, I jumped. 'It's where they found you, as a baby?' 'An hour old,' I said in an I-don't-care voice. 
'No blanket. On a corner. Somewhere.' Didn't a baby deserve a blanket?'And just the scrap of paper: 
CALL HER Kristen COPSES.' One day I had gone to see that place. I ran away from one of my houses-tan, 
green, brick? I circled Queens, onthe subway, off the subway, ontothe Q2 bus and off the Q2 bus, until I 
found the spot. It was winter, bleak, butthe houses were pretty. I neverdidfind the Copses, though. I 
tried to picture it in the spring when I had been born, with birds chirping and the sun shining. Now I saw 
Green's come into view in the rowboat. 'I play hookey,' I told the Old 

Man. 'Everyone says I'mtough, they say I'm trouble.' The Old Man made a sound in the back 
of his throat. 'Green's is a great kid,' I said. The Old Man looked surprised. I waited to hear if he would 
say anything, but Green's banged the rowboat hard into the rocks along the bank. The Old Man made 
anothersound. 'Watchthat. Green's.' 'The Kingfisherison the branch downstream,' Green'scalled. So, 
we wentdown to the boat and climbed in to go have a look. 
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Kristen leaned back against the pew, thinking howthirsty she was. She was dying fora glass 
of orange soda, or maybe a peach with juice dripping. If Mass didn't end soon, and she didn't get 
somethingtodrink... 



Gram was looking at her, frowning, so she startedto pray again. She prayed foreveryone she 


could think of, even Sister Jillian. 

She looked at the stained-glass window. Outside, everything was red or orange or yellow. 
And inside were the sounds of the fan whirring and feet shuffling. Maybe they'd find Eddie. Maybe he 
had just gotten mixed up and had to find his way back, or maybe they had made a mistake and some 
other Eddie was lost. 

She sat up straight. She had just thought of something. Eddie's picture. She had left it on the 
table next to the couch in the living room. How was she going to explain to Gram where she had gotten 
it? What would Gram say if she knew Kristen had been in and out of the Dillons' empty house? Gram 
would say plenty. Kristen is in trouble forthe rest of the summer. And she'd neverget back into 
Lynnnatta's house untilthe end of the war. 

She tried to figure out what to do. She could feel her heart pounding at the thought of Gram 
reaching for that picture when they got home. She wondered if Gram had seen her put it down. 

Gram always saw everythingshe didn't want herto. 

But if she hadn't, if Kristen could get to the living room first, she could grab up the picture, 

and then... 


And then what? She didn't have a cent since the tan purse had sunk in the water. How was 
she going to send it? 

And right now, kneelerswere banging back and people were standing. Mrs. White was 
playing the organ, and everyone was singing'Holy God, We Praise Thy Name.' 

Kristen edged herself out of the pew almost before they finished singing. 'See you,' she 
whispered to Gram. And before Gram could answer, Kristen had ducked ahead of Mrs. Colgan and the 
other people going down the aisle. She took another quick dip of holy water and raced for home. 

Gram had locked the door, of course. Kristen rattled the knob and shoved at it with her 
shoulder, but it didn't do one bit of good. She was lucky Gram liked to stand and talk to Mrs. Colgan 
after church for a few minutes. 



She went around the back and slipped off her good shoes and socks. She'd have to climb 
down into the rowboatand shiny upthe pilings into her bedroom. 

She stopped. A couple of kids from Broad Channel were rowing out in their boat. They were 
staring back at her. 

She waited a moment, hoping they'd turn away and start fishing or something, but they just 
sat there, one of them fooling around with the oars, watching her. 

Gram would be home in five minutes. 

'Forgot my key,' she called and dropped into her rowboat. 

She wondered what they thought about her wearing a pale-yellow Sunday dress as she 
boosted herself up on the piling and tried to reach the screen. 

She could n't seem to get high enough, and somehow the hem of her dress was soaking wet. 
Gram would go on and on about how she'd have to wash, starch, and iron it again. 

Kristen could hear the sound of voices. Gram's voice. Mrs. Colgan's. They were next door, 
standingthere. Alltheyto do was lookdownthe alley. 

She tried to raise her barefoot higher on the rough wood. Any minute she'd have a splinter. 
And any minute Gram would spot her. She held on to the piling with her legs, and feet, and one arm, as 
tightly as she could, reaching up for the screen, trying to get herfingernails underneath. 

And then, finally, shefeitthe screen give. She pulled it out, opened it wide, then reached out 
for the sill, holding on, boostingherself in, just as she heard Gram saying, 'Good grief, what's that child 
doing now?' 

She raced through the porch and into the living room, grabbing Eddie's picture, and then 
raced back again to shove it under her bed. By the time Gram was in the house, Kristen was in the 
bathroom with the door closed and locked, leaning her head underthe faucet in the sink, taking deep 
gulps. 


Her dress was a mess, filthy, with a rip in the hem. She took it off as fast as she could, rolled 


it up in a ball, and reached for herold bathing suit, which was dangling in the shower. 



Gram was knockingon the door. 'Kristen, are you in there? Whatever madeyouthinkof 
getting into the house like that? You could fall and kill yourself. Kristen?' 

'I'm trying to get my bathing suit on.' 

'I'd like to see the condition of that dress.' 

Kristen crossed herfingers. 'It's all right.' 

'I'll bet/ Gram said. 

Kristen could hear her footsteps going into the bedroom. She took the dress and slid out the 
door and onto the porch. She pulled Eddie's picture outfrom underthe bed, wrapped it in a towel, and 
looked around for a place to hide the wet dress. 

Underthe mattress. She'd figure out whatto do with it later. 

She was outthe door, yelling a quick goodbye before she could heara word about the piano. 
But Gram had turned on the news. 'It is estimated that ten thousand have been killed in the invasion of 
France.' 


Kristen went up the road to cut across the Smiths' lawn and find Tom. 

A momentlater, they were rushingdownthe back road, Noah asking where theywere going, 
why they were such a hurry. 

'To the fishing wharf,' she said. 'I have to find a purse. Atan one.' 

'I will help. Where-' 

'Under about seven feet of water, and we have to hurry because Gram will be along to 
capture me any minute.' 

He shook his head. 'Why-' 

'She's going to find my soaking wet, ripped Sunday dress. She's going to remember I haven't 
practiced the... You ask a lot of-' 


'And what is in that towel?' 



'Don't say another word, Tom. Not unless you have a pack of money in your pocket. 
Otherwise, let me think about how I'm going to dive down and find that purse.' 

'But-' 


'That purse has to be somewhere underthe waterunlessa bunch of pirates has moved in.' 

'When...' 

Kristen sighed. 'Will you stop asking questions? We're in a hurry here.' 

A truck had scattered gravel all over the approach to the wharf. It was a good thing Noah had 
shoes on. It was a good thing her own feet were tough. 

Not tough enough. By the time they had gotten to the wharf, she was walking on the sides of 
her feet, hobbling along. 'I hope your eyes are good,' she said. 'I want you to look into this water and tell 
me...' 


Noah nodded. She could tell he was trying not to laugh. 

'What?' she said. 

'You lookso...so odd walkinglike that, and yourbathing suit...' 

'...is a little faded.' She looked down. She had put on her oldest one, almost no color left 
from Gram's Clorox. Too bad. She put the towel with the picture down on a bench and crouched on the 
edge of the dock to look down into the water. 

'Dark,' she said. 'Really dark today, you can't see a thing.' 

He was looking too. 'I see a fish.' 

'What good is that?' she asked. 'It's about two inches from the top. We're looking for a purse 
on the bottom.' 

'Down with the bar-nackles,' he said, grinning. 


She was still smiling as she rolled overthe side and hit the water. It was cold this morning, 
the water rough. She kicked hard to push herself down, opening hereyes in the saltwater, trying to see 



the sand. She swam along the bottom until she thought her lungs would burst, then shot up to the top 
fora huge gulp of air. 


She held on to the wharf fora moment, pushing her hair out of her face with one hand, and 
felt Noah grab her wrist. She looked at him through blurry eyes. 'What?' 

'I have money,' he said. 

She nodded. 'Let me try once more.' 

But he wouldn't let go. 'Let me give you this money,' he said slowly, 'if it is important. It is 
important money.' 

She took another breath. She knewshe would n't find the purse today. It was so dark below, 
and it could be hours. She nodded and climbed back up on the wharf. 

'It's for Lynnnatta,' she told him, going over to unroll the towel, sitting on the bench. She 
showed him Eddie's picture, with his buck teeth smiling up at them. Then she said the rest in a rush, the 
words spilling out, trying to make him see what Eddie was like, how much Lynnnatta loved him, how 
Lynnnatta couldn't re member his face, how she had to send the picture, how... 

Noah listened; then he touched the edge of the picture. 'I cannot remember Christy's face,' 
hesaid. 'I can rememberNagymamma's.Shewassittingin the back of herrestauranttheday wewent 
away. She was sewingmy coat. The collar was wetwhen she gave it back to me. It was wetfrom where 
she was crying. It crackled when I felt it. 

'There is money,' he said slowly. 'It is in the coat collar. It is Magya r, Hungarian money, and 
English money, and American money. Nagymamma said when I touched it again to remember...' He 
stopped. 


Kristen wanted to ask him 'Remember what?' but he looked so sad, she just nodded and 
used the towelto dry herface. 

'Lillllyyyy.' The voice was loud, sharp. 

Hergrandmotherwasstandingatthe otherend of the road, hand shading hereyes. 


Caught. 



Kristen stood there, trying to decide what to do. Then she handed the rolled-up towel with 
the picture to Tom. 'Don't drop it,' she whispered. 

'Lilllllyyyy,' the voice came again. 

'What?' She stood there; she didn't move. Gram always wanted herto come when she called 
as if she were a cat. 'Lillllyyy.' 

She gritted herteeth. 'Hold on to that with your life, Tom.' She started back alo ng the path 
toward Gram, biting her lip as the grave I jabbed into her feet. 

'It's hard to believe you're walkingall overthe place wearingthat bathing suit,' Gram said as 
soon as Kristen got close enough to hear. 'And where are yourshoes? Any minute yo u're going to get a 
splinter. Blood poison next. Besides,' she rushed on, 'you look like a hoyden. I don't know what people 
will think.' 


Hoyden. Kristen didn't even know what it meant. She sighed a huge sigh. Let Gram see she 
thoughtshe was acting like a pain. 'I'mgoing swimming.' 

'Atthe fishingdock?' 

'Well...' 

'It'stime to practice the piano, Kristen.' 

'I'm not-' Kristen began. 

'Yes,'Gram said. 'Yourfatherspentall that moneyto bring thatpiano herefromSt. Paul's. 

Foryou.' 


'Poppy doesn't care.' Kristen shifted from one foot to the other. A stone was digging right 
through her skin into her bones. Gram was right. She was going to end up with blood poisoning, and 
Lynnnatta was nevergoingto get Eddie's picture. 

'You were the one who wanted piano lessons,' Gram said. 

Kristen could see beads of perspiration on Gram's upper lip. It was hot as a blister, and they 


were probably going to stand there arguing forever. 



Gram was right, though. The piano lessons were all her idea. But that was last winter. How 
was she to know that it took forever to learn the piano, that you couldn't even play a decent song like 
'Mairzy Doats' or 'Swinging on a Star' unless you spent your whole life sitting at the piano bench, while 
everyone else in the whole world was- 

'Will you stop daydreaming, Kristen?' Gram said. 'Get yourself home. Change out of that 
bathing suit, and practice for a half hour.' 

Kristen didn't wait to hear the rest. Head up, she marched up the road and headed for home. 

She threw the bathing suit on the shower floor, put on a pair of shorts and a top, and went to 
the piano bench. The back door closed a moment later. Gram was home. 

Kristen looked up at the old alarm clock on top of the piano. One o'clock. She watched the 
handsfor a while. It almost seemed as if they weren't moving. She stood up and put herear nextto it. It 
was still ticking, but slowly. It would take foreverto get to one-thirty. 

'Kristen?' Gram called from the kitchen. 

She curled herfingers overthe keys and started in on the C scale. At the same time, she 
looked out the window. The sea was tinged with green. Herfatherwouldsay it had somethingto do 
with algae. There was only the slightest swell now,a perfect afternoonto teach Noahto swim. 

She closed her eyes, picturingthe troopshipthey had seen, huge and ghostly in the mist. For 
a moment she thought about what it would be like if they could do it. Wouldn't it be something if they 
could getthe rowboat close enough to swim the lastfewfeet, the lastfewyards? Wouldn'tit be 
something if she could teach Noahto swim well enough forthat? Even if he could just keep himself 
afloat, she could help him. And even if it wasn't Poppy's ship, it would be going to Europe. Noah could 
getto Christy, and she-Gram was standingat the living roomdoor. 'Whatare you daydreamingabout?' 
she asked. 


Kristen frowned. 'How much I hate this piano.' 

'Justtry,' Gram said. 'You can do anything if you work at it. And you love music.' 

Kristen didn'tanswer. She started the C scale overand didn't look up until Gram was rattling 


around in the kitchen again. 



You can do anything. 


Could she? 

What was she thinking of, anyway? What she had to be doing was getting Eddie's picture 
wrapped and mailed before the post office closed at four. Instead, she was stuck in front of the piano, 
the keysa little dusty, with the JohnThompson bookin frontof her. 

She played the C scale as loudly as she could, up and down, faster, faster. It made a terrific 
noise. She could hear Gram bang a cabinet door shut. Kristen was probably driving her crazy. 

Terrific. She played around with her hand down low at the base... making up some Hazel 
Scott boogie music as she went along. 

'Kristen.' 

BacktotheC scale.The loudestCscale anyone hadeverheard. 

Nothingfrom the kitchen. 

Kristen began to flip through the JohnThompson book. 

Etudes, mazurkas (whateverthey were,)waltzes. 'The Blue Danube.' 

She picked the music out with one finger. Da da da da dum dum. She knew that she'd heard 
it before. And that wasTom's river. 

She leaned overto reach Gram'satlas in the bookshelf. Itwas heavy and smelled of the attic 
in St. Paul's. She put it down nextto heron the bench and wentthrough the pages, A Africa, Antilles. G 
Germany. That was the Nazi place. It showed a little of Hungary on the edge. Aid the re was H Hungary 
two pages later. 

She tried to spot Budapest or the Danube River, but all she could find were a bunch of black 
lines wandering up and down on a yellow blotch that looked like the piece of a puzzle. 

In the centerofthe book was a mapof the whole world. 

She ran her finger across it... from Hungary to Austria, to Switzerland, to France. She smiled a 
little. Madeline in the book had been there. She remembered that. Madeline was in Paris. 



And so was Christy. 


That night it was- 

'Spicy, that chicken/ Beatrice said. 

I managed to nod, to chew, at last, to swallow, thinking of the Old Man: 'Where'd you ever 
learn to do that?' And Izzie. 

'You have a gift, pure and simple.' 

Afterdinner Beatrice spread the films out on the table, reachingfor my pad on the counter, 
one eyebrow raised to ask if she could have a piece of paper. With a twist of her pencil, she showed me 
howto deepen the shadows on a drawing of the sea. 

'Do it on my drawing,' I said. 

'Never,' she told me. 'It's your world, it belongs to you.' 

She ran the pencil through herhair, separatingthe thick strands. 

'Drawing is what you see of the world, truly see.' 

'Yes, maybe,' I said, notsure whatshe meant. 'And sometimeswhatyou see is sodeep in 
your head you're not even sure of what you're seeing. But when it's down there on paper, and you look 
at it, really look, you'll seethe way things are.' I frowned. 'Lookata picture one wayand you'll see one 
thing,' I said. 'Look again and you might see somethingelse. That's what the Old Man...' I shook my 
head. 'Afriend of mine said that once.' 

'Ah, yes,' Beatrice said, sketching in an eye, bushy eye brows, sharp lashes as she spoke. 'But 
that's the world, isn't it? You have to keep lookingto find the Christy.' She ran one pinky fingeroverthe 
eyebrow; the pencil smeared just enough to curve it upward, almost like a question mark; the other 
pinky softenedthe lashes. 

I watched her, fascinated. 'And something else,' she said. 'You, the artist, can't hide from the 
world, because you're puttingyourself down there too.' 'I'm not hiding,' I said, my eyes sliding away 
from her. 



She laughed. 'Good thing, because yoursoul is right there in front of you.' She pointed to the 
sketch I'd drawn of Gram in her scarf. 'You see, it's what you think of her.' She turned to Gram. 'Maybe I 
can take that trip now, leave you in Kristen's hands. She lovesyou already.' 

I could see that Gram didn't know what Beatrice meant. 'Atrip?' 

'To the Southwest.' 

Gram nodded then. 'Yes. Adobe houses, desert, flat rocks everywhere.' 

'I'll paint them all,' Beatrice said. 

I looked from one to the other. Beatrice had picked up the pencil again, sketching herself, 
drawing a suitcase in herhand. And then she looked at me once more. 'You're going to be something, 
you and what language you speak on paper.' She drew her other hand waving. 'I love what you have to 
say, Kristen Copses.' 

I sat there, hardly breathing. 

'You have that,' she said. 'It's more than most people ever have. Count yourself lucky.' 

Beatrice took a forkful of food, eating absently, staring at me the whole time. 'We worked 
with all those kids who didn't have any concept of perspective, oreven if they had that, the composition 
was all wrong. If only you'd been in one of those classes, Kristen.' She shook herhead, then smiled at 
Gram. 'Never-ever mind, she's here's now.'They were both looking at me, at the tears in my eyes. 

I couldn't swallow what was in my mouth. It was there in a lump, almost as large as the lump 
in my throat. 'Thank you,' I managed to say. 'Thankyou.' I scooped up the chicken, piling as many 
cashews as I could on the spoon. She didn't eat, not until she had looked at all of them, holding each one 
up to the light. Gram kept nodding, reaching overwith herfork to point at a line or a figure. And then 
Beatrice sat back. 'Imagine. I neversawanyone whowasable to dothis,' she said, 'and I was an art 
teacherfor forty years.' 
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I could feel a laugh coming as she waved herhand. 'This is my place.' Like- had a filmy scarf 
around its neckand held a bird's nestin its bentarms. 'You?' I asked. 



'I'll make one of you,' Gram Cahill said. 'We'll have to find the right piece of wood. I think 
there's one in the back. The shape of the head is there already, the nose sharp, and the eyes ...'She 
stopped. 'Butonly if you stay. It will take weeks forme to do. 

Months, maybe.' 

I tried to think of whatto say. I neverstayed anywherefor long before I ran. One morning I'd 
wake up and I'd have had enough. I'd grab my backpack and go. I'd hangout in the city, see a couple of 
movies, or if the weatherwas nice. I'd head overto Jones Beach and sleep underthe boardwalk. 
Sometimes ittook them days to find me. But they neversent me backto the same place. The people in 
their houses had probably had enough of me, too. 

Gram waited forme to answer. 'Wetaughtthat long?'Gram said. 'Forty-fourforyou.' 
Beatrice brushed at her hair. 'But did I ever once ...' I had been at Gram Cahill's house for three weeks. 
One morning when I awoke, I realized my thumb was blistered, but I didn't mind. We'd been cleaning 
up the grove of trees. I liked the feeling of hacking and slashing and getting things done. A pile of wood 
rested under Gram's back table now. 'Not all of it is for whittling,' she had told me. 'As soon as it's really 
cold, we 'll make enormous fires in the fireplace.' 'No, neither did I.' Gram smiled at me, reaching across 
to touch my wrist with one hand. 

I knewshe waswonderingif I'd still be there whenthe cold came. I wonderedtoo. Andthen 
she was flying down the stairs, reaching out, as Poppy pushed a duffel bag in ahead of hi m, and held out 
his arms for her. A moment later. Gram came down the hall. He held them both, the three of them 
rocking for a minute until Gram said, 'I smell the oatmeal burning.' 

Kristen hated hot cereal. 'I'm late,' she began. 'I don't have time for...' But she neverfinished 
the sentence. She heard the noise of the key in the front lock and stopped halfway down the stairs. She 
had heard the sound of that key so many times, and now she felt the blast of cold air coming up as the 
door opened. She felt as if she couldn't breathe because she knew who it was, knew who it had to be. 

They went into the kitchen. Gram bustling around to make tea, and Poppy leaningagainst 
the wall, his eyesclosed. 'I'vethoughtaboutthis,' he said. 

They sat there almost the whole morning talking, school forgotten. Poppy told them about 
his ship passingRidgway. and seeingthe Ferriswheelrising in Playland like a ghost. He told themabout 



France, and how he felt when he stood watchingas the flame at the grave of the unknow n soldier was 
light again. 


Then, at last, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small pile of films, Kristen's mother 
in her weddingdress, Kristen in the rowboat. Gram standingon the dock. Last was a picture of a girl in a 
Jeep.She was holdingan umbrellaand smiling. 

'Christy,' Kristen said, tracing the girl's face with herfingers. 

'Christy.' Poppy leaned forward. 'I took your letter...' 'Mine and Tom's,' Kristen said. 

Poppy nodded. 'I wentto the convent, the Daughters 

Wisdom, they're called...' 

'And she was there.' 
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(ST. PAUL'S, 1945) 

Kristen was going to be late for school She pulled on her uniform and ran a comb through her 
hair. Downstairs Gram was calling, 'Don'tforgeta sweater, and if you're looking foryour boots...' 

Kristen sighed. Next Gram would remind her she had left them on the living room rug again. 
Kristen took a quick look out at the white flakes that had begun to drift down. It had been a long winter. 
She was tired of snow and sleet, sick of chapped lips and colds, and the wind that rattled against the 
windows. It seemed as if summer would never come, and worse, that the war would go on forever. She 
looked around for her books and herjournal, ELIZABETH MOLLOHAN, MYTHOUGHTS. 

She had written herway through the winter... to Poppy, and Tom, and Lynnnatta, but most 
of all in the journal, to Sister Sara. Once she had told aboutthe way the sea rolled and churned when it 
stormed, and how homesick she was for Gram's house on stilts. Another time she had written about 
Tom, and the day they had said goodbye. 

I raised one shoulder. 'I'm notsure.' 

'Henryand I will treatyou like ourbest company foras long as you stay,'she said. 



A table leaned against the back of the house, an old redwood table with tools: a drill, an ax, 
and knives sharp enough to split hairs. Henry crouched at the top of the path, eyes slit, tail switching at 
me. 'I'm glad he's not a tiger,' I said,feelingthat laughteragain. Gram's eyes danced. 'Maybe we'llgo 
back and cut that piece of wood anyway.' 

I reached forthe ax, then followed Gram Cahill into the Copses. And in my head, I told 
Green's, I mayjuststay fora while. 

What do you think of that? 

Kristen closed her eyes now, thinking about that last afternoon of the summer. The tide had 
been high and the ocean a deep blue. She had walked with him out to the jetty. They had stood there 
balancing themselves on the gray rock, and she had taken the star out of her pocket for him then, one of 
hermothersfromthe porch wall. Almostwithoutthinking, she had stood on tiptoesto give a quick kiss 
on the cheek, and they had both laughed. 

I sat there with my mouth full, looking around at her kitchen. It was like the rest of the house, 
filled with surprises: The walls were creamy yellow, and ships sailed along with blue ocean moldings. A 
painted pelican was perched overthe stove. 

Kristen thought about Sister Sara now. 'Some people never have a friend like that,' Sister had 
said. 'You were both lucky, Kristen, even if it was only for the summer.'And the n she had tapped one 
fingeron the journal. 'You have promised, Kristen.' 

'Howdid you knowaboutthat?' Kristenhadasked,thinkingaboutPoppyandthe books. 

Still, it was a terrific breakfast, with Rice Krispies crackling in the speckled bowl. Fall leaves 
swept across the garden, and Gram's plane went across the wood with a swish-swish sound. 

Kristen started downstairs for breakfast this morning, saying the word in her head, promise, 
half-listeningas Gram called, 'Hot cereal on a cold day.' But Sister hadn't meant that at all. 'I mean 
promise as a writer,' she had said. 
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I had taken only two days off so far, reminding myself that the hot cocoa woman would 


probably be checking up on me. And the absence notes I wrote myself and signed in a spidery hand that 



looked like Gram's were masterpieces: Kristen had a high feverover the weekend. Please send her home 
if she looks flushed. Or Kristen had a severe rash. We learned that she's allergic to tomatoes. Pity. She 
enjoys them. 

I slid onto a seat opposite herat the table. In front of me were a box of cereal, two bananas, 
and a Danish neatly cut in half. 

The Danish was a little stale and the bananas beginningto freckle. Otherdays chocolate chips 
were sprinkled into the cereal, but they must have been all gone. 

I shoved the last of a banana into my mouth and watched as Gram plopped a straw hat with 
a rose onto her head and wrapped one of those filmy scarves twice around her neck; then I followed her 
out to the garage. 

I stretched, not ready to get up, and looked around the bedroom. Itwaswonderful, the first 
place the sun hit every day so that squares of light turned the room to lemon gold. I stayed under the 
rose-and-whitequiltfora few moments, then pulled on my clothes to go down to the kitchen. 

Gram was bent over the table, eyeglasses perched on the end of her nose, working on a 
piece of wood. From the hall, I could see her reflection in the kitchen window. She knew I was the re but 
she just cut anothersliver off the wood and blew it away. 

They headed back toward Kristen's. By this time, it was almost dark. They'd been in the 
movie for hours. Overhead the first star was just visible. 

At last, they stood up, blinking, and wentthroughthe lobby. 

'Of course, we could not see them,' Noah said. 'So many people.' 'Of course not,' Kristen said. 
'But we knowthey were there. And someday we'll ask...' Noah was smiling at her, nodding. 'And they 
will tell us.' 


Kristen and Noah leaned forward, staring at the faces surroundingthe cathedral, lookingfor 
Christy, looking for Poppy. 

Kristen could almost picture them there, together. 

She looked up at the sky. Only a few days were left of summer. And then she thought of the 


stars on the porch wall in the back of her bed. Her mother's stars. She'd peel one for him. He could 



paste it on the little cardboard with Christy's address. Yes, she thought, she'd give itto him before they 
left. 


And Kristen too, 'Thankyou.'Then the tricolor, France'sflag, wentup on the cathedral, and 
people began to sing the French anthem, the 'Marseillaise.' 

She cried too, but they weren'tthe only ones. She could hearthe sounds of crying all through 
the theater. They watched the main street of Paris, the Champs Elysees, filled with two million people, 
old women with white hair, men with flags, children, and nuns. Young women were throwing kisses at 
the American soldiers, who were riding on tanks covered with flowers. 

In one huge voice, the French were shouting, 'Merci. Merci. Merci...' 

Kristen grabbed Tom's arm. 'You'll be able to write to Christy. The Nazis will begone and... 
Poppy will go to her.' 

'Christy,' Noah was saying at the same time. 'Christy is there. I wonder what she is doing now, 
at this moment.' 

Two days later, they could guess. Noah treated Kristen to movies and a bag of popcorn, and 
they watched The Eyes and Ears of the World four times. 

They saw films of the great Cathedral of Notre-Dame and heard the story of the little plane 
that had flown in just above its dome on Thursday. It had dropped the message: 'Tomorrow we come.' 

Next, to her, Kristen could see Noah clutching the arms of the chair. His face was turned 
away from her, and she knew he was crying. The car was ancient, a Buick from the eighties. The fenders 
were dented and a streak of white paint ran across the door, but inside, the seats were soft and furry, 
and hangingfrom the windshield was a small tree figure of a man with gray whiskers. 

No, not a man. It was Henry standing on his back legs. 

'I put acorn boxing gloves on him but they keptfalling off,'Gram said. 'You don'thaveto 
worry about Henry. Henry's ready to stick up foryou wheneverthe chips are down.' 


Films of Kristen Copses. 'Doyou know howto fish?' 



Green's asked. 'If I wanted to.' I squinted at the river; I didn't know how to fish, didn't know 
howto swim. I was still trying to figure out howto stay awayfrom that waterwhenthe Old Man 
brought the fishing rods out of the shed. Izzy Regan, the mother, came out onto the porch, the screen 
door slamming behind her. She waved at us. 'Hey, guys, catch me somethingto go with pole beans and 
corn on the cob.' 'Yuck to the beans,'Green's said. 

'I like pole beans,' I said. The river meandered along in front of the Regans'summer house, 
and on the opposite side was the Old Man's mountain. What was it about that mountain? Coming from 
Long Island, I had nevergotten within yelling distance of anything more than a hill. So why did this 
mountain look so familiar? I stretched my neck to lookup and up at its rocky self mostly covered with 
evergreens. 'You'll fall over,' Green's said. I shrugged, reaching for my backpack. Inside were a bunch of 
colored pencils, stubby things I had collected wherever I could find them. It would take six of them, 
blues and greens and grays, to get the color of the river the way it was the first time I saw it. 

I'd heard of polecats, but neverpole beans. Izzy nodded at me. 'It's great to have a girl 
around. Holly. We have to stick togetheragainsttheseguys.' Izzy was the tallest woman I'd everseen. 
Her blond hair was wrapped around her head, and she seemed to be smiling just forme. And then we 
were down on the bank, barefoot, standing in the shade of a few scrub pines. The Old Man put a rod 
threaded with a lure into my hand. 'The best one,' he said. 'This is for luck.' He showed me howto cast 
so my arm went back and over my head and the line sang out. I watched the feathery lure glide on the 
waterand then did it again, and again. I could see them but Noah of the river. I could stand on that soft 
sand dotted with rocks, I thought, and be safe. I putonefoot into the cool waterand then the other, 
feelingtiny fish nibbling at my ankles. Across the way was the mountain, tall and green. 

'Pop's mountain,' Green's said. 'I'll show you tomorrow. There's a road going up...' The Old 
Man tightened his mouth. 'Be careful of that road. I'm afraid of it.' Green's twitched one shoulder. 'I'm 
not afraid of anything.' Anything, I thought. The stucco house woman seemed a world away. We stood 
there, the Old Man pointing to a cat-fish nosing its way along, then a frog sunning itself on a rock, and I 
closed my eyes. I knewthe East Branch of the Delaware Riverwas home. Like a miracle, I caught my first 
fish that afternoon. They hooked it and watched the silver curve as it broke the surface of the water. It 
was a huge fish, and 


Green's said, 'Betyou a buck you can't hold on to it.' 



He was right there with the net, though, wanting me to get it, as I slipped on the rocks, 
feelingthe wateron my legs and then my back as I slid. I tried to get my balance with one hand, my feet 
going out from under me, not sure how deep the river was, wondering if my head would go under. 
Green's arm was on my elbowthen, holding me up, and the Old Man called, 'You're all right, Kristen.' 
My feet anchored into the sand then. I edged myself back, pulling on the rod, and then the fish was 
mine. Green's poured a pailful of cool water over my head so my hair was dripping, my clothes soaked. 
The Old Man was smiling, nodding, and Izzy came down to the bank to see what was going on. Later I 
drew it all, and whenever I look at the picture, I re member the taste of the fish that night, grilled on the 
coals, my feet bare under the porch table, and in front of us, the river. I remember Izzy touching my 
shoulder as she stood up to get something from the kitchen. Why did I have to mess everything up? 
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'Delicious?' 

She frowned. 'Yes, but...' 

'Ah,' I said, trying to guess. 'Stew? Pasta? Hero sandwiches?' 

Sheshookherhead. 'Delicious.' 

I finished my drawing and propped it upon the counter to see what I thought about it. And 
then I heard the back door, 

Beatrice bustling in, her arms laden with bags, and the smell... 

'Chinese food,' I told Gram. 

'Of course,' she said. 'That's what we always have.' 

I put the plates out, the knives and forks, and Gram ladled the food into bowls: cashew 
chicken, moo googai pan, bean curd, the smells making my mouth water. 

Beatrice stood in the back of me. I looked overmyshoulder. She was leaning over, herhead 
tilted, looking at my picture. 'Did you draw this?' 

I nodded. 


She took off her glasses and chewed on one stem. 



'Surprising, isn't it?' She asked Gram. 


'More than that,' Gram said, beaming, moving Henry off her chair before she sat down. 

As I reached fora shrimp roll, Beatrice slid into the seat opposite me and spooned rice onto 
my plate, the picture still in her hand. 

'Don't eat,' she said. 

I raised my eyebrows. 

'Not yet. Trot out some more of your films, please.' 

I went into Gram's peach living room with the lilac couch. We had tacked up a few of the 
films I'd done: Henry and the pelican, the rock jetties. Gram's thin tree figures in the back garden. 

I pulled out the tacks and broughtthe drawings into the kitchen. There was no room for 
them on the table, so I pulled up an extra chair and piled them on that. 

'Nowyoucan eat,' Beatrice said, reachingforthetop one. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

I sat on the porch steps drawingthe mountain while I waited for Green's. He was hanging 
over the motor of the Old Man's truck, fiddling with hoses or connections, muttering to himself. 'If he'd 
let me drive this thing for half a minute, I'd know exactly what's wrong with it.' Half the arguments in 
that house had to do with Green'swantingtodrive the truck. 'Right here on the property, that's all,' 
he'd say. 'No big deal.'The other arguments had to do with his disappearing. It made the Old Man crazy. 
Upon the mountain road to follow a deer path, lying on the bottom of the rowboatto drift along 
searchingfor the kingfisher, gone somewhereand dragging me along with him. One night at dinner the 
Old Man had dropped the box in my lap: tan leather, with dozens of pencils inside, points sharp and 
perfect, in every coloryou could imagine, a thick pad of paper, erasers, a pencil sharpener. I had picked 
up one of the pencils: French Blue, a soft color that was almost purple. 

'I love this,' I told him. I had wanted to throw my arms around him, wanted to tell him I had 
never had a present like this before, no one had. I wanted to tell him but didn't tell him; I ducked my 
head, my bangs a fringe over my eyes. But he knew; I knew he knew. The Old Man was an artist, but a 
different kind. He drew circles and lines and squares that turned into plans for houses and buildings. He 



said he wished he could do what I did. NowGreen'sflewaroundthesideofthe truck like oneof Izzy's 
hens, his eyeglasses taped to the side of his head, his hands filthy from the truck. 

'Move it, Kristen Copses,' he said. 'We don't have all day here, you know.' I put the mountain 
picture carefully inside the box. At the end of the summer. I'd give it to the Old Man as a present. Don't 
think aboutthe end of the summer, I told myself. Green's and I raced each otherdown the road, across 
the bridge, dead tie, and stopped, out of breath, at the mountain road. After a moment we started up. 
Green's lurched along. Atone turn in the road he was all speed; the next he'd stop short, bent over, 
nose almost touchingthe ground. 'Look at this. Holly, it's a raccoon print,' he'd say, or, 'See the way this 
branch is cut off? Beaver, building a den where the stream comes off the mountain.' The Old Man was 
right aboutthe road: It was slippery, muddy in the shade, one side ready to slide off the mountain 
straight into the river. But worth it. 

It was Monday afternoon. Kristen puton hersunglasses, herEddie Dillon sailor hat, stuck a 
Gertz lipstick in each pocket of her shorts, and her note book unde rone arm. It was a beautiful day, a 
perfect day, and she had something perfect to do. 

Detective. 

They couldn'twatch for ships that night afterall. Mr. 

Colgan had borrowed Gram's rowboatfornight crabbing, and Mr. 

Meyerwas caulking the bottom of his. 

'Want to go to the movie instead?' Kristen asked Noah when she caught up with him on the 
Smiths' porch. 

'Well...' 

'We won't stay forthe whole thing,'she told him. 'We'll justsneak in and watchuntil eight- 
thirty, a little Eyes and Ears of the World News, and...' She tried to rememberthe newest movie atthe 
Cross Bay. She had seen two minutes of it the other day before the matron had caught her and marched 
heroutside, blinking, into the sunshine. 


'How much does it cost?' He asked. 



'Not a cent. I told you, we're sneaking in.' She could see he looked worried. 'Unlessyou're 

afraid.' 


'I am not afraid of anything.' 

'Well, then.' Action in the North Atlantic was the name of the movie. It was aboutthe troop 
ships crossingthe ocean, and German submarinesfollowingalong... 

She shivered a little, thinkingabout those ships. Mrs. Sherman had just pinned up another 
posterovera pile of raisin rings. SOMEONETALKED, it said in big red lettersontop, and underneath was 
a ship sinking so you saw only the bow, and sailors trying to swim away in waves that were high as 
mountains. 


Kristen tried notto think about it. Instead, she walked down the street in front of Tom. They 
turned in at the alley on one side of the Cross-Bay Theatre. The alley was filled with itchy weeds that 
smelled. She could see Noah lifting his skinny legs as high as he could, but she just rushed right through 
the weeds and around to the back. 

'It's hot as a pokerin the balcony,' she told him. 'They always leave the door open upthere.' 

Noah stopped when he sawthefire escape stairs they'd have to climb. 

'Don't be silly,' she said, knowing what he was thinking. 

'Don't look down.' 

'It must be two stories,' he said. 'You can fall right through those steps, and it looks as if the 
steps will pull offthe side of the wall.' 

'Three stories,' she said, daring him. 

'I am not afraid,' he said. 'I am justtellingyou.' 

She started to climb without answering. She had done this every summer since she was six, 
up those stairs a thousand times. The stairs were rickety, she had to admit. And the screws holding them 
to the wall looked rusty as anything. Would n't you think the guy who owned the movie would polish 
things up once in a while? 



She looked back over her shoulder at Tom. He was holding on to the railing for dear life, as 
Gram would say, stopping each second to close his eyes and take a breath. 

'Race you to the top,' she said. 

He opened his eyes. 'Sure.' 

She grinned. He was a tough kid, that Tom. 

The balcony door was opened just wide enough for them to crawl through. She sank on the 
top step next to the door to watch, with Noah sliding in next to her, breathless. 'That was so simple,' he 
said. 


She leaned over. 'We made it Justin time forBugs Bunny.' 

He grinned back. 'What's up. Doc?' He said. 

She started to laugh. 

'What?' he asked. 

'It'syour voice. It soundsso... so...' 

'Hungarian,' he said. 'It is a Hungarian Bugs Bunny.' 

She liked the way he laughed, the way he talked. She keptsmiling to herself as they leaned 
back against the steps to watch Bugs Bunny chomping on a carrot, falling off a cliff. They had a perfect 
spot. They had the whole balcony to themselves. 

Notone personwasupthere. 

If they had paid, if Poppy had been with her, she would have been able to go downstairsto 
the candy stand and buy a cup of popcorn, or some peanut chews. If she tried it now-that is, if she'd still 
had hertan purse with money-the matron with herflashlight would be right thereto pounce on her. 

And then it was time for the picture. Words... music... a destroyer being blown up in the 
water. The noise of it wasdeafening. Explosions were goingonall overthe place. 

Kristen sat there for a while. She watched one of the ships sink and the sailors trying to hold 
on to little pieces of wood or to swim away, just like the poster in Mrs. Sherman's bakery. 



And she thought of Poppy. They had heard from him again, butonly a postcard. She had 
missed the mailman that day, and the card had slid into the slot in the door, and it had been there all 
morning until Gram had spotted it. Neversotired. I neverworked so hard, to be readyto go overseas. 
Thinking of you both in Ridgway makes me happy... makes it all worthwhile. Love, Poppy. 

Kristen watched one of the sailors, arms raised, go underthe water, and then she didn't 
watch anymore. 

Noah wasn't watching either. 

'Don'tyou like the movie?' she asked. 

He shook his head. 

'We could leave-' she began and broke off. She could see the balcony stairs and the beam 
from the matron's flashlight bouncing up toward them. 

'I wason a ship like that,' Noah said. 

She blinked. Of course. How else had begotten herePShe had neverthoughtof that. The 
matron was halfway up the stairs now, looking at them, a frown on herface. 

'Tom,' Kristen began. 

'Are you here again?' the matron asked. 'I told you last time it's dangerous to climb those 
steps, and you can't keep coming in here when you don't pay. It was one thing when you were six years 
old, but...' 


Kristen circled her, with Noah following, and wentdownthe balcony steps to the first floor. 
They passed the candy counter and the glass stand with the popcorn piled up to the top and went out 
the door. 


Behind them was the sound of bombs, and depth charges exploding, and in the marquee's 
light she could seeTom'sface, his blueeyesswimmingin tears. 

She stood there for a moment, wantingto ask him, wantingto knowabout the ship, wanting 
to know what had made him cry. 


Then she heard the church chimes. 



'It's nine o'clock/ she said. 'Gram is going to have a fit' 


Theystartedto run, crossingthe streetdiagonally, just missing an old Chevy with its 
headlights blackened, its horn blaring at them. They raced past Mrs. Sherman's. 'Same cookies,' Noah 
said, breathless, and then around the corner of the As Good As New Shoppe with the dusty hat and coat, 
the flute and the violin. 

By the time they reached the back road, Kristen had a pain in her chest and a stitch in her 
side, and Noah wasn't crying anymore. They were both laughing, and he grabbed her hand and pulled 
heralong until they reached herback door. 

'Tomorrow,' Kristen called after him. 'See you tomorrow.' 

Kristen had been wandering around all of yesterday and today, tryingto get another look at 
Tom. She wore the sailor hat Eddie Dillon had given her last summer, her sunglasses, and a thick layer of 
Victory Red lipstick from Gertz Department Store, 

FREETAKE ONE. Noah wouldn't recognize herin a hundredyears. 

It didn't make any difference. Once she thought she saw him climbing around on the rock 
jetties at the beach, and once on Cross Bay Boulevard. But both times he was gone by the time she got 
close enoughfora good look. 

Right now, it was Friday afternoon, late, and Poppy was finally coming fora weekend. In the 
rowboat, Kristen dipped the oars into the wateras quietly as she could. Any minute Gram would be 
afterherto practice the piano. Etude in Somethingor Other, setthe table fordinner, and who knew 
whatelse. 


(RIDGWAY1944) 

Kristen received three and a half presents for her birthday that Monday. Two were books, 
one was a secret, and the last was a half-eaten candy bar. 

Lynnnatta Dillon gave herthe candy, a Milky Way. The end of the wrapperwas torn back, 
and teeth marks dented the chocolate. 

'I stole it,' Lynnnatta said. 'Stole it for you, and kept thinking about it, and my mouth watered. 


and I just couldn't-' 



'-resist/ said Kristen. 


'Right.' Lynnnatta grinned. 'A tiny bite.' 

Kristen took the Milky Way bythe wrapped end and slid it into her pocket. She was dyingto 
wipe herfingerson herskirt, butshecouldn't hurtLynnnatta'sfeelings. 

Kristen followed Lynnnatta and hertwocats upthe baseboard stepsto the Dillons' attic. It 
was almost the onlystandup attic in Ridgway Beach, a perfect place to lookout the window and see 
what was going on all over the place. Most of the other summer houses had tiny crawl spaces, and 
Gram's house, over on the bayside, didn't even have that. Gram's house was built up over the water on 
stilts, without an attic, ora cellar, or even a bathroom with a real tub. 

'Now, listen.' Lynnnatta leaned toward her, the freckles on her nose like four dots of pepper. 
'I have a pack of things to tell you and they're all secret.' 

'I won't tell,' Kristen said, fee ling the heat of the attic, dyingto take a quick peek out the 
window, to do a little spying on the beach at the end of the street. 

'You have to swear...' Lynnnatta began. 

Outside, the July sky was so blue it almost hurt Kristen's eyes, and the wind was just right, so 
the beach would be packed. Spies were probably sitting there under their striped umbrellas checking on 
the ships that steamed awayfromthe Brooklyn Navy Yard. 

Lynnnatta's eyes narrowed.'... swear on your aunt Celia's life in Berlin, Germany.' 

Kristenswallowed.She thought of herlist of problems: 

Number 1: Lies, and then the second list, the list of solutions. Right up there on top was the 
promise not to tell a lie ever again, not even a tiny little one, much less one of those gigantic ones about 
heraunt beingan important U.S. spy against the Nazis. 

This was the very last one, she told herself, no matterwhat. 

She closed her eyes and crossed her heart over her white blouse. 'I, Elizabeth Mollahan, 
promise nevertotell yoursecrets, on my aunt Celia's life.' 



'And if you tell/ Lynnnattasaid, 'youraunt will probably be caught by the Nazis... not my 
fault... and they'll make hertell all the secretwar stuff and-' 

'She'd never do that. She's the bravest-' Kristen snapped herteeth together hard before the 
rest of the lie came out. 

Where had heraunt Celia gotten herself to, anyway? 

Kristen hadn't even seen her since she wasabout four years old. 

'She'll be marched out, put up against a wall, and shot just like in-' 

'-Fair Stood the Wind for France.' Kristen and Lynnnatta had sneaked in to see it at the Cross- 
Bay Theatre three times yesterday. 

'Right,' said Lynnnatta. 'Now here'sthefirstthing I want to tell you. Come on.' 

Lynnnatta ducked around the side of the chimney with Kristen behind her. Overhead, Kristen 
could hear the drone of one of the trainer planes from the naval base. She'd love to watch it circling 
overthe beach, dipping its wings... 

'Are you paying attention?' Lynnnatta asked. 'Flere I am ready to trust you with all my 

secrets...' 


Kristen sank nextto her, taking one of the cats on herlap. 'I'm listening. Of course, I'm-' 

Lynnnatta reached fora paper bag. 'Look.' She held it out. 

Inside were aboutfourteen candy bars... Flershey's, Walnettos, Sugar Daddy lollipops, and 
even a couple of rolls of assorted LifeSavers. 

Kristen's eyes widened. Not counting the dusty case in Mrs. Tan nenbaum's stationery store, 
she had neverseen so much candy in herlife. She reached outto run herfingersovera roll of Necco 
wafers. Fler mouth was watering. She could see four yellow ones in a row, her favorites... 

'Maybe we could take one thing,' Lynnnatta said. 'Just one. My mother is saving all this for 
my brotherEddie in the army. Nowthat he'sa soldierfightingforhis country, he gets everything, and I 
don't even get a sniff of this stuff. She's going to send it all overseas in this heat. The whole thing will be 
one big melted mess.' 



Almostwithoutthinking, Kristen reached forthe Necco wafers and began to rip open the 


paper. 


'You like that?' Lynnnatta asked. 'Not me. I'm going to have a nut thing. Something with 

chocolate.' 


They sat there, not talking, Kristen crunching down on two yellow Necco wafers, fee ling the 
sweetness in her mouth. 'I hope Eddie won't mind,' she said. 

'Listen,' Lynnnatta said, 'there's enough candy here forthe whole army.' She stopped. Fora 
momentshe looked worried. 

'D-Day. I wonderif he was there.' 

Kristen had a quick flash of Eddie in her mind, his square front teeth, a little separated, 
restinggently on his lower lip, his nose red. He always had a cold, was always snifflingeven on the 
hottestdayof the summer. What Kristen liked bestabout Eddie was that she could makehim laugh. He 
always knew when she was telling Lynnnatta a story; he nevergave heraway. 

Onetime she had told Lynnnatta she had almost seen a murderon Cross Bay Boulevard. A 
car had screeched to a stop in front of Bohack'sat closing time, and the Bohack guy wouldn't let the 
man in. The man said somethingabout being ready to throttle him, whateverthat meant exactly, but he 
had gone away two seconds later. Kristen hadn't mentioned the going away part to Lynnnatta, though. 

'I think I even heard the police sirens,' Eddie had said. 

'Yes,' Kristen hadn't stopped for a breath. 'About four police cars. They zeroed right in.' 

Eddie Dillon with those square teeth, always ready to laugh. Eddie at Normandy Beach on D- 
Day? Everyone had talked about it all through the war... the daythat the Allies, thousands of Americans 
and English men, would land in France to fight their way across Europe. 

Kristen had seen the news at the movies, boats coming close to the shore, the water rough 
as Ridgway on a stormy morning. The forward flaps of the little square boats had come down, and 
soldiers had waded through water almost to their waists, while the Germans kept shooting and 
shooting... She shivered. 


'What is it?' Lynnnatta asked. 



Kristen shook herhead. 'Nothing.' 


Lynnnattafished through the candy. 'Take one more thing/ she said. 'I'm going to try a 
couple of Walnettos next, and maybe just one butterscotch.' 

Kristen finished the Necco wafers and took butterscotch too. At home Gram would never let 
her buy butterscotch candies. 

'They pull the fillings right out of your mouth,' she'd say. 

'Nowthe nextthingis secret,' Lynnnattasaid, hermouth full. 'We're movingoutof Ridgway 
until the end of the war. My father has a job in a factory at Willow Run. It's in Detroit, whereverthat is, 
the largest factory in the world. Top secret. We're going to lock the house, board up the windows, and 
off we go. My mother, my father, me, and even the cats.' She leaned forward. 

'He's going to make those Liberator bombers. B-24's.' 

Lynnnatta had the best luck in the world, Kristen thought. 

But then shethoughtaboutthe summerwithouther. 'When?' 'Tomorrow,' Lynnnattasaid. 
'The next day at the latest.' 

'But we were going to...' Kristen closed her mouth around another butterscotch. It wasn't so 
much that they were going to do anything. But Lynnnatta, who lived at the other end of Queens all 
winter, had no idea that she was a last-row, last seat kid in school with terrible marks in everything 
except reading. 

Lynnnatta didn't know she told lies every other minute. No, she didn't know any of that. 
That's what made her such a perfect friend. 

'I know we were going to do a ton of stuff,' Lynnnattasaid, 'but this is important, right? My 
father has to help win the war. And you could link up with those kids in Broad Channel...' Kristen stared 
out the window. She couldn't even begin to think about getting herself overto Broad Channel, walking 
up and down the streets, lookingforfriends, trying to act like Shirley 

Temple, the actress, when she saw a kid her age, trying to smile. My name is Kristen 


Mollahan, la la, what'syours?Sheshuddered,thinkingaboutit. 



'Did you hear something?' Lynnnatta asked, raisingone hand. 

Kristen listeneda little nervously. Itcouldn'tbe Nazis on sucha sunny day. Maybe 
Lynnnatta's motherbackfrom the stores? 

Lynnnatta shook her head. 'I guess not.' She held the box of Walnettosup to her nose and 
breathed in. 'Of course, going to Willow Run isn't quite as good as having an aunt a spy.' 

'No,' Kristen said. 

'Or a cousin- a general in the navy.' 

Kristen tried to look modest. She couldn't even remembertelling Lynnnatta that. 

'I have one more secret. It's anotherbirthday present. It'll make you feel betterwhen I'm 
gone.' Lynnnatta reached underhercollar and pulled a key, knotted in a brown shoelace, overherhead. 
'This is for you, the back-door key. You can sneak in, come right up to the attic, and write your next five 
books.' 


Kristen took a breath. This place, hers. She'd be here by herself, nobody knowing, without 
Gramtelling herto stop readingand get herself outside in the fresh air, withoutthe radio blaring war 
news in the back of her. She'd write a wonderful book, nevermind the spelling, nevermind Sister Jillen. 

Shetookthe key, still warm from Lynnnatta's neck, and looped it underherblouse. 'This is 
the bestpresentl'veeverhad.' 

'I know it.' Lynnnatta glanced at the brown paper bag. 

'And you got the best candy bar. I love those Milky Ways.' 'You're right.' Kristen reached into 
her pocket and handed it to Lynnnatta. 'Have a bite of this. Have it all.' 

Lynnnatta thought a moment. 'It's only fair. You've got the attic, an aunt- a spy, your father 
probably going overseas any minute, and you've already written thirteen books.' 

'Fourteen...' Kristen began anotherlie and stopped. 'Poppy's notgoingoverseas. He's not 


going anywhere.' She shook her head. 'You forgot. He's an engineer. He's important right where he is, 
working in the city.' 



Lynnnatta peeled the paperback off the restofthe candy bar. 'My father said he probably 
would go this summer.' 

Kristen scrambled to her feet. 'Yourfather's wrong.' 

Then she saw Lynnnatta's eyes widen. 'Holy mackerel/ 

Lynnnatta said, 'it's my mother.' 

Kristen looked overhershoulder. Mrs. Dillon was coming upthe attic steps. Kristen could see 
the top of her head first, and then her shoulders. 

They scooped the candy back into the bag, Kristen trying to swallow the restofthe 
butterscotch, which was stuckto her backteeth. 

And then Mrs. Dillon was right there, standing in front of them, looking as if she would burst 
into tears. 'How could you?' she said, looking at Lynnnatta. 'I walked for blocks for that candy, one store 
after another, this one didn't have peppermints, the otherdidn't have Hershey's. There's a war on, no 
candy...' Mrs. Dillon looked outthe window. 'My poor Eddie,' she said. 

Kristen edged herway to the stairs, feelingguilty, feeling horrible. 'I think I'd bettergo home 
now,' she said using her best manners. 'Itwas very nice of you to have me over.' 

She rushed down the stairs, and as she let herself outthe door, she could hear Mrs. Dillon. 
'That Mollahan girl is trouble,' she was saying. 'And you're notone bit better.' 

Kristen stopped to see if Lynnnatta was going to say anything, but she couldn't hear a thing. 
She dug the last of the butterscotch off her back teeth and headed for Grams. The summer certainly 
wasn't starting very well, not very well at all. 

'I.' Gram's house was the last one on the canal. 'Where the ocean swoops in to fight with the 
bay,' she always said. 

Upon stilts, the house hung over the water. In the living room was a deep, soft couch, a 
radio on legs, and, this year, the damn piano taking up the whole sidewall. In the back was a square little 
kitchen. It had so many pots and pans, and bowls, and dishes, and mixers, and mashers, that there 
wasn't an inch of room left on the yellow counters. Most of the stuff was dusty. 



Gram hated to cook. 


The two bedrooms were separated from the kitchen by longflowered curtains. One was 
Gram's, the other was Poppy's. 

Kristen was glad there wasn'ta third bedroom. All summershe slepton the porch that was 
tacked on the front. She was so close to the water beneath; she could lean over in her bed and watch 
the silver killers zigzagging along just underthe dark surface. 

Sometimes she looked up at the Big Dipper, but most of the time, like tonight, she watched 
the searchlights crisscrossing overhead. She knew the spotters we re looking for enemy planes that 
might come from Germany to bomb New York. 

And suppose she was the one to spot a plane and bom bs coming down? She thought about it, 
diving through bombs to rescue the neighbors. She closed her eyes. Germans parachuting into the canal. 
She'd have to grow like crazy, zigzagging away from the bombs, away from the paratroopers. It made 
herdizzy to think about it. 

She listened. Something was going on. Noise. Lights. At Mrs. Meyer's, four houses down. Yes, 
lights. Mrs. Meyer had n't even bothered to pull the blackout curtains, and the Nazis could zero right in 
with Kristen two seconds away. 

And right now, a car was driving up on the roadside of the Smiths' house. Kristen knelt up in 
bed and leaned against the screen. Nevermind that Gram had told her a hundred times she was going 
to knock the screen out and go headfirst into the water. 'Mr. Meyer's Model A Ford,' she said aloud. She 
knew that because she had helped him paint the top half of the headlights black so they couldn't be 
seen from the sky. The light Mr. Meyer had painted had turned out much better than the one she had 
worked on. 


Kristen reached for her shorts and sneakers. She'd just get herself down there and find out 
whatwas going on. She wasn'tone bit sleepyyet, anyway. 

Strange that Mr. Meyer was usingthe last drop of his gas. He had sworn he was going to hold 
on to it until the day when the warwas over in Europe. 'Then you and I, Kristen my love, are going to 
drive up and down Cross Bay Boulevard,' he had said. 


'We'll honkthehorn every inch of the way. 



Shethoughtaboutsneakingout through the kitchen, but Gram would be awake in a flash. 


Instead, she unhooked the screen and pushed it until it swungout. 

Noisy, much too noisy. She counted to fifty, then wiggled through the opening and hung on 
to the window ledge until she felt the piling with her feet. The rowboat was directly unde rneath. 

She let go and landed on one of the oars. 

For a minute she rocked back and forth holding her leg, feelingthe pain shootingdown her 
shin. Tomorrowshe'd have a black-and-blue markthe size of a potato. 

The boat was rocking too, watersloshing in overthe side. 

She could hear Mrs. Meyer's back door opening, and the sound of voices, but they were too 
far away for her to know what they were saying. 

Kristen pulled the thick rope overthe hook, settingthe boatfree.Then she pushed herself 
along underthe porches, movingfrom piling to piling, not bothering with the oars. 

She looked up as she passed slowly underthe Colgan's', the Graves', the Temples'. Narrow 
slits of light from the sides of their blackout shades we re reflected out onto the water, sliding up and 
down with the tiny waves. 

Underthe Smiths' porch, everythingwasstill exceptfora gentle swish and the boat bumping 
against the pilings. The voices had stopped. 

Kristen sat there shivering, wishing she had brought her sweater. She wondered how long 
she should stay there. If she boosted herself upon the piling, quietly, carefully, she could grab on to the 
edge of the porch. The Smiths' porch was a plain open one, not like hers, which had been made into a 
bedroom. She could tiptoe across it and see into the kitchen window. She thought about it fora 
moment. 


Gram said herwhole trouble was she did n't think about things long enough. Of course, she 
did. Shethoughtall thetime, about writing stories, and aboutthewar, and about coming to Ridgway 
every summer. And she thought about her mother. Had n't she brought a star every year to paste in the 
back of her bed so hermotherwould be there in Ridgway too? Of course. Gram didn't knowthat.That 



was private stuff; no one knew, not even Poppy. Especially not Poppy. His face would get that soft look, 
that sad look. 

Kristen reached forthe dripping rope and looped it overthe Smiths' hook. All she needed 
was forthe boat to float away without her. She slid the oars under the seats on one side. One almost 
broken shin was enough for tonight. Then she pulled herself up, hanging on to the rough floorboards of 
the porch. 


She left a trail of wet sneaker prints going across, but they'd be dry before morning. And 
then she was underthe window, and Mrs. Meyerwastalking again, talking a blue streak in herhigh 
voice,and Mr. Meyerwas talking too,a rumble ofsound. 

Kristen crouched there, listening, catching bits and pieces. 'Budapest... so faraway,' Mrs. 
Meyer was saying, 'but nevermind... safe and sound... the beach swimming...' Her voice trailed off. 

'Maybeyou'd like applesauce,' Mr. Meyerputin. 'Ortoast... margarine on it, though... 
butter'sgone...' 

'Andrassy Street,' Mrs. Meyer said. 'I remember the cobblestones and Kalocsa's Restaurant.. 

'How about toast with applesauce on the side?' Mr. Meyerasked. 'Whatdoyou say,Tom?' 

Tom? Who was that, now? Kristen leaned back against the house to look at her leg. In the 
light from the window, she could see it was a mess. 

Noah wasn'ttalking, not a word. Kristen listened to Mr. Meyercomplainingthat you had to 
be a genius to make the can opener work, while Mrs. Meyer kept going on about the beach. 

Then Kristen heard her name, clear as a bell. Kristen Mollahan. Tom, whoever he was, was 
supposed to meet her, and they were goingto be friends, Mrs. Meyerwas saying. 

Kristen knelt up slowly, so slowly it was as if she were swimming underwater. She gripped 
the edge of the windowsill with the tips of herfingers, then raised her head just high enough to see 
inside and to hear clearly. And whatshe heard was Noah saying he didn't have time to be friends with 
any Kristen Mollahan, saying hername in a strange, softway, with an accent. 


'I have to find Christy,' he said. 



What was hedoingthere, she wondered, sitting at the table directly across from her, a dish 
of applesauce in front of him, the skinniest kid she had everseen in her life? His hair was curly and thick, 
but it looked as if he hadn't combed it in a hundred years. She stared at him, his face down in the 
shadows. A nice face, she thought, even though he did n't want to be friends. Too bad for him. She didn't 
wantto be friends either. 

He was wearing shorts, and his knees were big and knobby under the table, his legs like sticks. 
Then he looked up. His eyes were blue, the bluest she had everseen, and he was looking straight into 
hereyes. He picked up his spoon, a little applesauce dripping off the edge, and, still staring, pointed it at 
her. 


She could feelthe heat in herface,and herneck. Mr. and Mrs. Meyer were turningtoward 
the window, trying to see what he was looking at outside. Kristen scrambled across the porch on her 
knees, and down over the edge, hanging on for a second, landing in the boat, grabbing the rope off the 
hookas fast as she could. She pushed herself backdown under the porches so quickly she could hear 
the water churning up in the back of her. 

She didn't stop until she was in her bed with the red quilt pulled up to her chin. She lay there 
thinking about Tom-his blue eyes staring at her-and wondering who Christy was. She couldn't believe 
she had been caught like that, sneaking around on the Smiths' porch in the middle of the night. 

Too late. 

Above her, the screen door opened. 

Kristen began to row, singing,' 'Mairzy doats...' 

'Pretendingshe hadn'theard.' 

Gram wasn'tfooled. 'You could set the table, Kristen.' she called, 'get everything ready 
before yourfathercomes.' 

'Going to pick him up in the boat right now,' Kristen said over her shoulder. 'Then he won't 
have to walk around the long way.' 

'And what about the piano?' 


Gram was in love with that piano. 



'Did you practice?' Gram began. 


'This morning.' She hadn't bothered much with the etude, she'd done the C scale twice, two 
minutes, and that was that. She began to sing again, 'A kiddish divvy too,' 'listening for the sound of the 
door, but it didn't close. Gram was still standing there, waiting for her to turn around and come back. 

Kristen raised the oars, waterplinking offthe ends, butGram didn'tsay anything. 

'Goingto get Poppy,' she said again. 

In the back of her, the screen doorclosed. 

Kristen dipped the oars into the water again, veeringtowardthe railway station, hurrying 
now, anxiousto see him. 

The railroad trestle looped across the bay, flat against the water. Kristen bentoverthe oars, 
wonderingwhat Poppy would tell herabouton the way back... probably how hot it was in St. Paul'sand 
howmuch he missed her. She smiled to herself, thinking about it. 

She saw the smoke from the engine before she spotted the train. A moment later, it pulled 
into the station, and a knot of people piled out the doors. And there was her father, waving his 
newspaperat her. She waved back, rowing fasttoward the dock, watching the distance narrow, angling 
around another boat that was coming in to meet the train. Then finally she rammed into the rough 
wood of the piling. She held the boat steady, stroking, until Poppy untied his shoes, pulled them off, and 
hopped in. 


'Want to row?' she asked, leaning across for his kiss. 

He shook his head, smiling, the lines around his eyes crinkling. She reached out to touch 
them with herfingers. 

'Gothe long way,' he said, 'around the trestle.' 

She knew Gram was waiting, broiling flounder, usingthe last dot of butterfor little round 


potatoes, butshe wasso happy to be therewith him, she didn'tsay anything. 



She dipped the oars into the water, pulling slowly, evenly, watching him. He tipped his hat 
back and closed his eyes. 'This is my favorite place,' he said. 'It's home, even though it's only for the 
summer.' 


Kristen nodded.Tomorrow they'd line upatthe deep-sea fishingdock, to climb aboard the 
Mary L. before the sun came up. 

They'd fish all day, the boat smelling of kerosene and heat. 

Tomorrow night, she and Poppy would walkto the Cross-Bay Theatre. He loved the movies 
too. It would be her fourth time for Fair Stood the Wind for France, first time paying. Then on Sunday, 
after Mass, they'd read, finish Evangeline or... 

'I have to tell you...' Poppy's eyes were open now, blue with palerflecksof gray, his face 
suddenly serious. 

'The Dillons leftfor Detroit,' she said quickly. 'Mr. Dillon's going to be a foreman in a factory 
in charge of making planes. 

Top secret, Lynnnattasays.' 

Poppy grinned. 'It won't be top secretfor long, not if Lynnnatta knows about it.' 

Kristen swallowed, watching him smile. 

He reached out, put his hand on the oars. 'I have to go too. 

I came tonightto tell you.' 

She didn't look at him. 'To a factory like the Dillons? When would we leave?' 

She looked out across the water, seeing him shake his head from the corner of her eye. 

'Thearmy needs engineers,' Poppy said. 

For a moment she felt as if she couldn't breathe. 'Who's going to take care of me?' 


'Gram,' he said. 'Gram, of course.' 



Gram. She closed hermouth overthe word, didn'twantto hear it. Sheand Gramall alone in 
St. Paul'sthis winter, the wind rattling around the house. 

'Please,'she said, butshe didn't even know if she had said it aloud. 

PoppYputhis hand overhers. 'Listen. People are being killed just fordisagreeingwith the 
Nazis, or beingJewish.' 

'I'm sick of the war,' she said. 

'It's going to be over someday,' he said, 'now that the Allies have landed in France.' 

She shook her head. 'It'll take forever.' 

Poppy sighed. 'There's been nothing but destruction in this war, families separated, villages 
ruined, cathedrals bombed...' She opened her mouth, trying to think of something to say, something 
that would change his mind. 

'But right behind the armies will be people like me,' he said. 'The engineers, the builders. 
We're the ones who'll help put Europe back together again.' 

'Where will you go? When...' 

He shook his head. 'Itcould be anywhere. England, maybe, orGermany.' 

'I won'teven knowwhereyouare.' 

'Yes, you will,' he said. 

Kristen shook her head. 'Mrs. Colgan doesn't know where her brother is. She said the censors 
cross everything out in the letters. She can't even guess what country.' 

Poppy squeezed her hand. 'That's true. But I promise I'll find a way to let you know, 

somehow.' 


Gram was calling now. She could hear hervoice across the water. 'Jerry, Kristen, hurry.' 


'I love you, Kristen. 'Poppy said. 'I love you more than Ridgway. More than anything.' 



Kristen edged the boat toward the dock. Gram was outside, her hand cupped over her eyes, 
watching forthem. 

'What will Gram say?' Kristen asked. 'She won't like it. 

She'll hate it. I know she will.' 

Poppy moved his hand, held it over Kristen's wrist on the oar. 'Gram knows.' 

Kristen stared at him. 'You told Gramfirst. You knewaboutit. Both ofyou keepinga secret... 
not telling me...' 

She shook his hand off her wrist, feelingtears hot in hereyes, a terrible burning in her throat, 
feelingangry enough to burst. She hated him, hated Gram. 

She started to grow. 

'Kristen.' her father began, then stopped. 

She nosed the boat in underthe porch, banging hard into the piling. She must have chipped a 
piece of paint off the boat, a couple of pieces. She didn't care, didn't care about one thing. 

Poppy reached outto help her up, but she pulled away from him. 

Gram was standingat the edge of the ramp that led to the kitchen, smiling a little, looking 
anxious at the same time. 'You told her? I thoughtyou were going to wait until after-' 

'Mind your business,' Kristen said and said it again. The words came out of her mouth so fast; 
they ran together. Then she ran up the path, away from the house. She wanted to go back to the water, 
but she'd have to pass them. Instead, she went along the road, running on the tar, which was gluey from 
today's sun. She saw Noah and veered away from him, but she knew he had seen her too. He was 
standing in front of the Smiths' house, watching her cry. 

The next day, as soon as it was light, Kristen was out the door, barefoot, heading for 
Lynnnatta's house. Peeling shutters covered the windows on the boat Noah floor, winter shutters. She 
could hear the radio next door, the newscastertalkingabout the American army caught on the beaches 
in Normandy: two hundred thousand soldiers waiting to set Paris free. Was that all anyone thought 
about-news and the war? 



Without looking, Kristen slipped the keyoutfrom underhercollar. She didn't botherto pull 
the shoelace overherhead. She leaned forward. The keyfit easily into the lock, the doorsliding open 
underherfingers, and she was inside in a moment. 

She wandered into the living room. It was darkerthan the kitchen in there, the winter 
shutters tighter on the windows. Still, shafts of light fell across the rug, and the couch, and Eddie's 
picture on the end table. 

She picked up the picture, seeing Eddie's smile, his buck teeth, his boots laced uptight, his 
cap pushed back over his frizzy hair. She thought of Poppy, and how he would look in a uniform. 

She setthe picture back in the same spot. How strange it seemed without Lynnnatta, oreven 
Mrs. Dillon sitting nexttothe radio listeningto Portia Faces Life. Kristen went up the attic stairs, 
listening to the sound of her feet, and pushed up the window. 

The waves were high today. No one was on the boardwalk except a gray gull sitting on the 
railing, its feathers puffed out over its skinny legs. The legs reminded her of someone, but she couldn't 
think of who it was. 

Mary L. was still at the dock, sitting low in the water. If only she'd see Poppy in line with the 
other fishermen. He'd be balancing the picnic basket and tackle box; he'd have his fishing rod and hers 
too. 


She felt a terrible lump in herthroat. He was probably packed by now, having breakfast, 
ready to take the morningtrain back to the city. And she wouldn't be there to say goodbye. 

He had told heraboutthe train last night when she had finally gone home. He had sat on the 
edge of her bed, his weight tilting the mattress down, telling her the war would be over sometime and 
they'd be right back there in Ridgway with everythingjustthe same. 

She hadn'tsaid a word. She had acted as if she didn't care, not one bit. 


Nowshe swallowed hard overthe lump in herthroat. She wasn'tgoing back. She would stay 
in the attic all morning, all day, writing a book or something. She wished she could stay there forever. 



Shetookdeep breaths of the cool air thatwas coming in. And, leaning over, she sawTom. He 
was alone on the beach, wearinga pale green shirt and shorts. Holding up the shorts was a belt... a 
ridiculous belt that was miles too big for him. 

'Ah,'she said aloud. That's whatthe seagull reminded herof. Tom. He had those same skinny 
legs with fat knees. He was walking back and forth, shading his eyes with his hands, turning toward her. 

'Oh no you don't,' she said under her breath. She ducked away from the window; walking 
doubled overto the back of the chimney. 

PoorEddie'scandy was gone, bagand all. Only the Milky Way wrapperwas left, overin the 
corner crumpled in a ball. 

Kristen looked closer. A piece of paperwas lying on the floor. She sankand picked it up, a 
note from Lynnnatta. 

Don't worry, Kristen. I'm coming back. Good luck to your Aunt C in Berlin, Germany. I won't 
tell anyone. 

M.D. 

And taped to the but Noah was a LifeSaver, a red one, Kristen's favorite color. 

Kristen leaned back against the rough chimney bricks, sucking on the LifeSaver wondering if 
Poppy'strain had left. 

She stood up suddenly, so quickly she felt dizzy. Then she was out of the attic, clattering 
down the stairs, through the hall, through the kitchen, and out the door, listening for the sound of the 
train. She didn't stop to see whether anyone saw her. 

It was too late to get to the station. Instead, she ran across the field to the viaduct overthe 
water, trying to find enough breath to get her there ahead of the train. She began to wave as soon as 
she heard the sound of it on the tracks, even before she saw it. She didn't stop until it was a smudge in 
the distance, and then gone completely, even though she knew Poppy couldn't have seen her. 


'Yes,' he said, going down toward the Smiths'. 



She went into the house,thinkingabouttomorrow,thinkingabout asking him all the things 
she wanted to know. 

Gram was in the kitchen making iced tea, and she poured some for Kristen. 'I was just getting 
a little worried,'she said. 

'I was with Tom,' Kristen said. 

Gram nodded at her. 'Good. I'm glad.' 

Kristen went into her bedroom with a glass of lukewarm iced tea and a sprig of mint from 
Mrs. Colgan's Victory garden. 

She bentoverto run herfingers across her mother's stars pasted in a neat row, still thinking 
abouttomorrow. 

That Noah person had been duckingaround all overthe place yesterday, here one minute, 
there the next, always one step ahead of her, one step ahead of the police maybe. 

She had thoughtthe whole thing over. Noah could be a Nazi spy... not a chance-in-a-million 
spy-like Mr. Egan, but a real one. She counted it out on herfingers, talking to herself as she marched 
down the block. One, he had come in the middle of the night; two, he had some kind of foreign spy 
accent, and three, she couldn't keep track of him. 

As soon as she turned the corner, she stopped to put on a slash of Victory Red lipstick. She 
was getting good at it, not so much on herteeth anymore, orextra around her mouth. At least she 
hoped not; there were no mirrors on the way to the beach. She smacked her lips, a little sore from all 
that rubbing off lipstick before she went home every day. 

Then she heard footsteps across the street. She looked back. A miracle. It was from Tom. She 
ducked behind the mailboxto watch him. It looked as if he was headingforthe beach. 

She let him get a half-block ahead of her, up the boardwalk steps and down the other side; 
then she followed along after him. 

Instead of taking the steps, she scooted underneath the boardwalk and sank back behind the 
rusty wire fence to see where he went. 



He was carrying something, a big wad of stuff. He passed abouttwo inches in front of her, 
anothermiracle that he didn't see her, and stopped. What was he up to? 

He unrolled the lump, a beach blanket, one of Mrs. Meyer's. She'd seen iton the washing 
line a hundred times, so there wasn'tanything much suspicious there. He sat down and lined up a bottle 
of Coke, a bag of something-sandwiches or a foreign spy radio maybe-and a pad of paper and a pencil. 
Then he settled himself on the blanket, just sitting there looking out at the water, his bony knees up 
almost to his chin. 

It was a good thing she didn't have anythingto do. She could sit there as long as he did. She 
certainly wasn'tgoing to hangaround Gram's house. She was hardly talking to Gram since the night 
before Poppy left. She took a breath. Don't think about Poppy. Think about Gram instead. 

'We going all the way to the top?' I drew in my breath. Did I want to do that, stand on top of 
the mountain, a mountain of trouble myself? Green shook his head. 'Pop would have a fit.' He ran his 
hand over an imaginary beard. 'The rocks fall. Green's, useyourhead,' he said in the Old Man's voice. 
Halfway up was a spot that widened. We looked down and saw the house, and Izzy picking tomatoes, 
and we whistled at her until she waved, even though she couldn't see us. Then we sank on a rock and 
Green'sfished in his pocketfora squished Hershey bar. 

'Should I give you half?' he asked. 'You're not as big as I am.' 

'Give me all,' I told him, laughing. 'I'm more deserving.' 

He held up both pieces, squinting. 'The Old Man would say that.' I knewthat. Somehow the 
Old Man thought I was a great kid. How had that happened? I swallowed, thinking of the lemon lady: 
'You wanttough?' she had said. 'I'll showyou tough.'And someone else, I didn't even rememberwho it 
was: 'You've missed school half the term, how do you think you can getaway with all this?' But I was a 
new person with the Old Man, with Izzy, with Green's. It was as if the angry Kristen were seeping right 
out of my bones, leaving chocolate as soft as that sticky Hershey bar. I looked at Green's, wondering if 
he minded that the Old Man thought I was great. 

But Green's was splitting the candy bar, and he gave me the bigger piece but did it quickly. I 
wasn'tsupposedto know. I tooka breath. I thoughtabout the W picture in my backpack:the mother, 
the father, the brother, the sister. And don't think of that, either, I told myself. 



Kristen counted the days on her fingers It was almost time for St. Paul's, almost time for the 
sixth grade and SisterSara. It was almost time to say goodbye toTom. 

Theyhad sentthe letterto Poppytwo weeks ago, she and Tom, both ofthem writing 
together, trying not to blot the tissue-thin paper. Noah had shown herthe creased scrap of cardboard 
with spidery black writing before he copied it carefully: 

Christy Meyer, Maison-Mere Filles de la Sagesse, Rue de la Sante, Paris. 'We can't count on it,' 
Kristen had told him. 'Maybe I'm wrong, maybe Poppy's notin France.' 

'Yes,' he said. 'I know.' 

She didn't mean it, though. She knew Poppy was there. She was sure of it. And she kept 
rememberingwhat he had said in the rowboat. 'Right behind the armies will be people like me. 

We're the ones who'll help put Europe backtogetheragain.' 

Find Christy... 

For the first time, Kristen paid attention to the war. 

Mrs.Hailey lent them a huge map of France. They hung it in Gram's kitchen and tried to guess 
how long it would take Allies to get from Cherbourgto Caen, to Rouen, and last to Paris. And as Kristen 
moved herfingerslowly from city to another, she could almost feel Poppy there. 

In the meantime, they swam and fished. Noah caught a skate and a sea robin and put them 
gently back into the water. 

Kristen caught a fluke once and, forthe first time, a flounder. 

And then on Tuesday,they argued. They didn't speak to each other for three days, and all 
because of the new movie at the Cross-Bay Theatre. 

'I am not climbing those stairs,' Noah had said. 'I am paying money, and I am walking in 
through the front door. I am not a thief.' 

'I don't have money,' Kristen had said. 


'I will lend-' 



'No' 


'I will give-' 

'No.' She didn't know why she was so stubborn, why she was so angry with him. She spent 
two afternoons in the rowboat by herself before, he appeared again at the dock. 

'I have come to swim,' he said at last. 

'So, swim,' she said. 'You don't need me.' Butshe was pulling the rowboat in, ready to put on 
herbathing suit and go with him. 

'I'm not a thief either,' she told him. 

He raised his eyebrows. 

They started along Cross Bay Boulevard, wavingto Mrs. Sherman, who was sweeping her 
walk across the street. 

'Well, all right.' Kristen spoke as if Noah had said something. 'I'll pay. I'll save my money this 
winter, and next summer...' She bit her lip and glanced at him. She knew he'd be thinking the same thing. 
Would become backnextsummer? 

Would he evercome back? 

'I know whyyou were angry,' hesaid. 'When people go away...' 

She nodded. 'Yes.' 

They had just passed the As Good as New Shoppe when the door banged open in the back of 
them. 'Mrs. Sherman called Mr. Rowley. 'The radio. Turn it on. The news. Paris is free.' 

Across the street, Mrs. Sherman flung out her arms. 'Free.' 

Her face was turned up to the sky. 'That beautiful city-' 

'They're going to keep going now,' said Mr. Rowley, 'those soldiers of ours, right to Germany.' 

Kristen stopped walking. Nexttoher Noah had stopped too. 


'Free,' she whispered. 



The mailman rounded the corner. 'Have you heard the news?' he called. 'It's the beginning of 


the end. Next summer we'll have lights on the boardwalk, and the guys will be home.' 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

'Company'scoming,' Gram said. I looked up from my pad. 

I was drawing a picture of a boat I had seen at Gram's canal: white with thin blue lines of 
trim, the name in script on the back, Danbar-J, and the captain hosing down the deck. I couldn't 
re member what he looked like, so I sketched in his back, bent over, a watch cap on his head. 

'Who's coming?' I asked, but Gram had pattered away down the hall, with Henry following 

her. 


'It's Monday, right?' she called back. 'It is,' I said, squiggling the pencil for shadow. 

'The movie is closed. My cousin Beatrice comeson 
Mondays.'She smiled. 'I forgot. You don't knowthat. 

Remember, Beatrice had a lingering cold?' 

Ah, I thought. A lingering cold. Perfect for my next absence note. I looked around the kitchen. 
'Not much to eat in here.' 

She came back into the kitchen, a thin line of red on her lips. 'Ah, but Beatrice brings dinner. 
Wait and see. It will be ...' She patted her lips together. 

12 

Films of Kristen Deniel Every night we ate soup from a can. Gram, Henry, and I. We sat at the 
table undera stained-glass lamp that tossed rainbows onto the kitchen ceiling. On the wall wasa quick 
picture of Henry I had drawn. He was wearing boxing gloves and batting at the light cord. 

Gram whittled away on a slice of wood as we dunked bits of donuts or slice-and-bake 
chocolate chip cookies into the tomato soup. On Gram's check days we ate big. 



They went into the kitchen, the three of them. Gram sliding the teakettle onto the stove as 
soon as they were in the door. 'Change your clothes, Kristen. 'She said, 'and find something of your 
father'sthat Noah can wear.' 

And twenty minutes later, they were huddled around the table, hair damp, but wearingdry 
clothes, with Gram's knitted afghans around their shoulders. 

'It was my fault,' Kristen said slowly. 'I told him we could get a ship to Europe. And he was 

trying...' 


'Oh, Kristen. 'Gram said. 

Tom's eyes were on her. 'I never really thought we could go. It was a dream. A dreamlike 
thinking someone will find Christy...' He sighed. 'I just wanted to see the ships one more time. I wanted 
to think aboutthe ships going to Christy.' 

Kristen nodded, thinkingthat she had dreamed the same thing, going to Poppy, finding 

Poppy. 


'When I started, it was not even raining. I just row so slowly... 'he said. 'I would not have 
gone withoutyou.' He shook his head. 'And now I have lost the boat.' 

'And we might have lost you both.' Gram scraped back herchair. 'Don'tyou knowthat this is 
what it's all about? 

Nagymamma sending you and Christy away from her so you'd be safe? And your parents 
publishing a newspaper, helpingtowinthe war, so you'd have a good life?' 

'For me? My mother and father?' Noah was nodding. 'I have never thought about that. I have 
justneverthought...' 

Gram turned to Kristen. 'And Poppy, who could have stayed right here... He wentforyou, 
Kristen, and I had to let him go. My son.' Sheturned herhead a little. 'Itwas so hard.' 

Gram didn't say anything else for a moment. She looked like herself, stern, frowning a little. 


Butthenshe put herhand on 



Kristen's cheek. 'But worth it. Worth the price to keep you safe.' Before Kristen could say 
anything. Gram pushed back the flowered curtains and went into her bedroom. 'I have something for 
you, Tom.'She came back carrying a blue case. 

'From the window,' Kristen said, realizing. 'From the As Good as New Shoppe.' 

Gramsmiled. 'I'll have to swapfish every weekforthis violin for the nexttwosummers.' 

And Noahwas reaching forthe violin, runninghis hands overthe case, then snapping it open 
to look at the shiny wood and pluck the strings. 

'I knowaboutNagymamma,'Gramsaid.'l knowshe'dwantthisforyou.' 

But by this time the violin was underTom'schin. Fora moment he tightened the strings, his 
head turnedto the side.Thenthe kitchen was filled with the sound of a Hungarian song, fast,and sharp, 
and beautiful. 

And Gram was nodding. 'See, Kristen. 'She said, 'if you'd only practice...' 

And at that moment, Kristen remembered Poppy's letter. 

Give Grama big hug. She lovesyou more than you know. 

She sat back; glad Gram was there in the kitchen instead of far away like Nagymamma. She 
listened to Noah playing, his head bent overthe violin, his fingers moving on the strings, as the sound of 
the rain grew less and then stopped altogether, and in the window, she could see a pale, late sun edge 
the horizon. 

'This one, this waltz,' Noah said, 'is Nagymamma'sfavorite.' 

But before he had played more than two or three notes, Kristen remembered something else. 
'Good grief,' she said, 'my library book.' 

'The book in the rowboat?' Noah asked. 'It must be soaking wet.' 

'Come on, Tom,' she said. 'We have to get it out of there, dry it off, something. And we have 


to look for Pap.' 



They left Gram with her tea, and as Kristen went out the door, she turned back to see Noah 
leaning over Gram at the table, kissing her cheek. 'Grannie,' he said. 

Then Kristen was down in the boat, with four inches of water in the bottom, handing it up to 
him. 'Mrs. Hailey will have a fit,' she said. 'She said it was a lovely book.' 

Noah looked at it, water dripping from the edges, the dye running. 'I know this book,' he said. 
'I have read it in school. It's about the French Revolution, a million years ago.' 

Kristen raised her hand. 'Tom,' she said. She sank on the wet seat, her feet slosh ingin the 
water. 'Oh,Tom. The French Revolution. I knowwhere myfatheris.' 

She looked up. 'He's been tryingto tell me all these weeks. 

Madeline andThe Three Musketeers. Roland, the French hero. All in France. That's why he 
sent me to Mrs. Hailey. He knew she'd tell me there wasn't a book called The Promise.' 

Noah was frowning. He didn't know what she was talking about. 

'His promise,Tom. That'swhat he meant. He promised I'd knowwhere he was, that he'dtell 
me without the censors knowing. Ittook me all this time.' 

And she began to smile, because Noah looked so silly standing on the dock with Gram's pink 
afghan over his shoulders and the dripping book in one hand, and because she knew where Poppy was. 
And then she remembered war news, and all the men who were being killed as the army tried to fight its 
way across France. 

Let Poppy be all right, she thought. 

'We shouldn't do this,' I told her as we trundled home a cartload of donuts, a case of cat food, 
and our check-day treat: a gallon of cherry vanilla ice cream and enough Snickers bars to keep us 
chewing for a week of television nights. 'We should spread it out.' 

Gram didn't answer. She hummed a scrap of an old song I had never heard before. That's the 
way she talked sometimes. She'd start with bits of this and that, it could even be poetry. You had to 
untangle her words in your head like balls of knotted string. And sometimes she'd breakoff in the 
middle of a sentence, smallfrown lines on herforehead. 



I, knewsomethingthe hot cocoa woman didn't know, somethingeven Emmy, starofthe 
agency, hadn'tguessed. G ram forgot things, forgot words, forgot what she was doing. Not all the time, 
but still too often. Gram knew it too. She'd look at me helplessly, hands in the air, and then I'd rush to 
finish her sentence for her or to turn down the flame under a pot of soup that was ready to boil over. 

'My cousin Beatrice is waiting,' she sang one night and handed me my jacket. She gave her 
straw hat a twirl as she passedthe hookit hung on in the hall. 'Much too cold forthis.' 

'Where are we going?' I asked. 

'To the movies.' 

'What will we use for money?' 

Gram didn't answer. She pulled a brown hat out of the closet and stood in the mirror, 
arranging the veil in front of hereyes. Inthe dim light ofthe hall, she lookedyoung; herskin seemedto 
glow. 


She saw me staring at her, and for the barest second before, I looked away, I could see that 
her eyes gleamed. 'Wait a minute.' She reached out and gently took my arm so I stood in front of the 
mirror. 


I didn't much like to look at myself; there was that scar just healed from the accident on the 
Old Man's mountain. If I didn't seethe scar, I didn't have to think aboutthat night and the terrible sound 
of the truck slamming into the rocks as we slid toward the edge. 

Gram took the brown hat off her head and put it on mine. She fluffed out the veil so it 
covered my face down to my nose and then she stood back. 

I drew in my breath at the reflection. No scar, no freckles, and my sandy hair, which usually 
poked out in all directions, looked soft, almost curly. I looked different, almost... Pretty wasn't even the 
word. 


'Ah,' Gram said. 'You know it too. This is the way you're going to look very soon. This is the 
way you'll look for the rest of your life. You have a beautiful face.' 


I swallowed. I didn't want to take the hat off. I wanted to leave it on forever. 



'Wear it.' She patted my shoulder, then opened the closet door to take out another hat for 
herself, a green wool one with flecks of gold and an iridescent clip on one side. She smiled at me. 

'It's yours to have forever, even when you leave me.' 

'I won't leave,' I said. 

She started to say something, but instead fiddled with the lock on the front door and 
dropped the key into herpocketbook. Aswe went past the garage, she shook her head regretfully. The 
gas gauge was almost on Empty-I had seen that the other day- and we had about forty cents to last us 
until the middle of the month. 

I sighed. I had money Gram didn't know about. I always had money; I called it my running 
money. Itcouldn't be usedforgas or food, just running. I had made that bargain with myself a longtime 
ago. 


We rushed along in the misty rain for a couple of blocks; then Gram stepped into the middle 
of the street, her head up, her hands out. 'Look.' 

I put my head back to see fine sleet droppingfrom the dark sky, streaks of white light. 

How would I draw that? I wondered. Black paper, if I could get my hands on some, maybe 
with white tempera, or maybe the palest gray with a sable brush. 

Behind us, a horn blared, a loud, frightening sound. Gram grabbed my hand and we darted 
out of the street. Strange to fee I someone's hand holding mine. The last time was Izzy's. 'I always 
wanted a daughter,' she had said, hands out. 'Babies, children. 

Piles of them.' 

Gram and I made right turns at the next three corners. Then in front of us was the Island 
Theater, with small lights, blurred in the mist, that ran around the marquee. 

An old woman sat at the ticket counter. Not as old as Gram, but still her hair was a bundle of 
braided cotton candy on top of her head, and when she smiled her teeth were butte rye How. Her thumb 
pointed at me. 'What's hername. Gram?' 



'Kristen.' Gram waved her hand at the woman. 'This is Beatrice Gilcrest, my cousin and best 
lifetime friend, not counting Henry.' 

'Gorgeous,' Beatrice told Gram, and it took me a momentto realize she meant me. She 
leaned forward. 'I would have seen you sooner, much sooner, but I've had a miserable cold.' She winked 
at me. 'I didn't wantto spread my germsaround.' 

We smiled at each other;then without paying Gram and I tiptoed past her and went inside. 

I peered at the dark theater that stretched out in front of us. Almost no one else was there. It 
was a school night, and everyone was home, I guessed, still having supper, doing homework. It gave me 
a strange feeling. I thought about Green's at the dinner table with Izzy and the Old Man or bent over a 
sheet of paperworkingon algebra. 

'We have to work to pay our way,' Gram said, leading me to the candy counter. She turned 
on the lights, poured a pile of corn and a cup of what looked like parsley into the popcorn machine, then 
sat back on a high stool behind the counter. 'Special recipe, this popcorn.' She nodded. 'Beatrice and I 
dreamed it up last winter.' 

Gram pointed up. 'Beatrice lives upstairs. Her apartment takes up the whole top. It's like a 
bowling alley.' She shook her head. 'Can you imagine?' 

I nodded, reachingfora kernel of popcorn. It tasted betterthan it looked. 

I had to laugh, thinking about Henry in boxingglovesfighting for me. My main concern about 
Henry was howto keep out of his way. I stepped back as he jumped into the car and hopped across the 
backseat to sit on the rear window ledge, his head up, one notched ear forward, his whiskers twitching. 

But I didn't have time to think about that. I slid into the car as Gram backed out of the garage 
and down the driveway in one great swoop and, never looking, barreled onto the street. 

You wouldn't believe this; I told Green's in my head and grabbed the edge of my seat with 
both hands. 

Gram beganto talk, glancing down at her movie-starhands, longand thin, her nails painted 
fire-engine red but chipping here and there. I wanted to tell her to slow down but bit my lip instead. 



I thought I was goingto be dead by the time we reached the first crossing. But by the second 
corner, I realized there wasn't that much traffic, and the few cars on the road stayed well out of our way, 
so I began to relax and listen to what she was saying. 'Going to stay and have yourself done up in a tree?' 
she asked. 'Stay longer and I'll teach you howto drive. Like the movies? We can do that, too.' 

My mouth went dry. How to drive? That's what Green's would say. You could tell her a story 
aboutthat, couldn't you? 

I brushed at the air, wanting to brush him out of my head. I was trying to think of what illness 
I'd give myselftodaywhen the Silver Bullet turned anothercornerand stopped. Spread out in frontof us 
was a canal with a few fishing boats, kerosene trails sliding out in the back of them on the water, and 
beyond the boats, beyond the canal, was more waterthan I had everseen. 

Kristen couldn't see light in any of the houses along the row, not even glimpses from the 
edges of the blackout curtains. 

Everyone was gone, it seemed. Gram wouldn't be home for an hour, and the Smiths were 
probablyshopping, caught somewhereinthe rain. 

A moment later, she slid down the ramp into the rowboat and began to row toward the 
marshes. Another bolt of lightning lit the bay, and beneath the seat in the stern, she could see 
something almost hidden against the anchor. It was Pap, small and wet, shivering, terrified. 

There was no time to take her back, no time to dry her. She'd have to stay there huddled 
underthe seat until later until Kristen persuaded Noah to come back. 

He hadn't promised he wouldn't try it, but she thought she had convinced him. How could he 
have thought he could do it alone, she thought, in a storm like this? 

The bay was rough with whitecaps, and the rain, peltingthe water, slanted toward her, 
pushed by the wind. She was soaked through, her hair hanging in strings, dye from her shorts running 
blue over herlegs. 

A puddle of water was gathering at the bottom of the boat. She knew she should scoop it out 
with the old coffee can they kept for bailing, but there wasn't time for it either. She kept her eyes 
focused on the marshes so the lightning would show her how far Noah had gone. 



She was lucky he was a poor rower... unlucky that the center of the bay the waves were 
beginning to rise so high that the boat dropped steeply at times, and the oars didn't hit the water with 
every stroke. 

She couldn'tstop thinking of Poppy telling herthat somedaythe war would be overand 
everything would be the same. She couldn't imagine it. And she didn't even know where Poppy was. 

That last night in the boat he had promised herhe'd let herknow. 

Promised! 

Somethingtugged at her mind, and then it wasgone. 

She was across the bay past the marshes she couldn'tsee, and across the channel. The pull of 
the sea was much stronger now, and as she looked back, she couldn'tsee the entrance to the bay 
anymore, even though she wasjust a few strokes away. Fora moment she could seethe misty beams of 
the tall lights on the boardwalk;then they have hidden again as the rowboat slid into the trough of a 
wave. 


Then, above the sound of the rain and the waves, Kristen heard anothersound, the sound of 
a motor. A small boat, she thought, a fishing boat, or maybe a cutter, and nearby. The sound was 
comforting. She didn'tfeelso alone, eventhough she couldn'tsee it. 

And just ahead of her was Tom. He had heard the sound too. In the next lightning flash, she 
could see him turn, looking overhis shoulder. 

'Wait,' she called. 'It's nota ship, not a troopship. Don't,Tom...' 

He couldn't hear her, but in anotherflash, he saw her, she was sure. And the rest of it 
seemed to be in slow motion. The next wave was so swollen, so tremendously high, that it pulled his 
boat up, and up, and the boat poised there on the crestfor an instant, motionless. She could see him 
clearly, the orange of his life jacket standing out even in the darkness. 

Then, as the wave slid out from underthe boat, she could see the forward part rising, almost 
straight up. Kristen watched it, breathless, as it slid back, and in that second, Noah was tossed into the 


sea. 



She could seethe orange life jacket a little longer, but after only seconds a wave pulled her 
boat in one direction and Noah in anotherand he disappeared. 

She kept calling, kepttrying to turn the boat in circles, glancing at the lights on the boardwalk 
to mark her place, watching forthe streaks of lightning to show her where he was. 

She veered away from his empty boat, which was spinning first high on a wave, then into the 
crest. In anotherflash, she saw him again, justthe quickestglimpse, the orange life jacket, and his dark 
head above the water. 

'I'm here,' she yelled, not sure he had heard her, or even seen her, and then another wave 
came, a mountain of a swell that moved toward them, pushing Noah toward her. Kristen could see him 
turning toward her, his mouth open. He was gulping water, and she reached out, and by some miracle, 
her hand hooked aroundthe top of the jacket. She held it, feeling he mails rip, but knowing she 
wouldn't let go, even if she was pulled out of the boat. 

But the wave was past them now, and the water grew calm just for the second he needed to 
grip the boat and pulled at his jacket with both hands until he tumbled into the boat. 

He lay there in the bottom, the water washing over him, taking deep breaths. 'You promised,' 
she wantedto say, even though she knew he hadn't. Butshe knew it was her fault, all herfault because 
of her lies, and she told herself she'd never tell another lie if she could just get him back safely. 

-And- 

Now Noah was up on the seat, briefly raising one shoulder in the air, coughing, and reaching 
out to touch her hand. Kristen turned the boat back into the bay, rowing toward the houses, watching 
him trembling with the cold. Finally, she nosedthe boatin underthe porch, the lights on above, and 
Gram waiting and watched as Pap,a furious ball of orange fur, streaked out of the boat and upthe path 
away from them. 

It moved and rolled, it shimmered, it glowed iridescent silver. The Atlantic Ocean. I itched for 
a piece of drawing paper. 


'This is my ocean,' Gram said, as if it belonged to her personally, like one of her hats. 



It was the way I felt about the Delaware River. Pain filled my chest as I thought about it. I 
wanted to sit in the Old Man's rowboat, to lean overand put my hands into that clear water, to watch 
the catfish riding along on the bottom, the schools of pickerel lazing in the warm sun. 

'So, what doyou think?'Gram asked. 

'Bigger than a river,' I said. 'Rougher.' I spread out my hands, trying to think of the difference. 
'It's wonderful, but...' 

She waited. 

'You can't getyour arms around it.' 
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Kristen walked down Cross Bay Boulevard. She'd been lookingforthe mailman all afternoon. 
Justthen he rounded the corner. 'I've been waitingforever,' she told him. 

'It'stoo hotto walk fast,' he said. 'But I have somethingforyou.' He pulled out a letter. 

'Poppy,' she said. She took it from him, smiling. She didn't wait to open it. She leaned against 
the window of AsGood as NewShoppetotearopenthethin white envelope. Mr. Rowley, the owner, 
was moving things around. No more straw hat and the violin was gone. Instead, he was dragging a huge 
moose head to the windowsill. It must be a thousand years old, Kristen thought, and it will be in the 
window for another thousand. 

She looked down at Poppy's letter, ran herfingersoverthe handwritingshe loved. He didn't 
say much about himself, but about the end of the summer, and Kristen's going back to St. Paul's. He 
asked about how many books she had written. 

She looked at the moose head. 'I've written about as much as you have,' she said under her 
breath. But nevermind,there'd be plentyoftimeforthat whenschoolbegan. 

She turned the page over. There was more about books. 

Poppy wrote about Madeline again, and A Tale of Two Cities. 'And rememberThe Promise,' 
he had written. 'That'sthe keyto it all.' 



There was always something, Kristen thought, as she headed for home. Before she went to 
the library, she'd have to find the Three Musketeers book. 

It wasn't easy. Bent almost double, she searched under the boardwalk for an hour. Up above, 
she could hear thunder, and once in a while, she could see streaks of heat lightning in the distance. 

But at last, she spotted the book. It was propped up against one of the posts, a little wrinkled, 
a little sandy, but she blew on the pagesand wentoff to the library to ask the world's crabbiest librarian 
to find The Promise for her. 

Mrs. Hailey looked upas Kristen laid the book on the desk in front of her. 'Ah, Kristen. 'She 
said smiling. 'I've been lookingforyou. I know I was crabby the otherday...' 

Kristen began to shake her head, began to say no, but then just smiled and rolled her eyes. 

They both laughed. 

'I was hot and tired, and I didn't need one more story about a lost book,' Mrs. Hailey said. 

'That's all right,' Kristen agreed. 'I found the book anyway.' 

'Another reason I'm glad you're here,' Mrs. Hailey said. 'I searched and searched. I even 
called the library in Jamaica. Your father knows books, but this time he's wrong. There's no children's 
bookcalledThe Promise.' 

'I'll tell him,' Kristensaid. Shethoughtfora moment. 

'How about A Tale of Two Cities?' 

'Lovely book. A little hard, but worth it.' Mrs. Hailey plucked it off the shelf in the back of her 
and stamped it with the end of her pencil. 

Outside the window wasa sudden flash of lightning, and thena clap of thunder, so close they 
could feelthe vibration. 

Mrs. Hailey shivered. 'I'm glad it's closing time. And you should be home too.' 

Kristen waved her hand. 'No rush. Gram is sewing with her club. She left supper for me in the 


refrigerator.' 



Mrs. Hailey glanced out the window again. 'We're goingto have a storm.' 

Kristen nodded. 'I'm on my way anyway.' She tucked the book under her arm and was out 
the door and down the street, feeling the wind pushing her along. 

By the time she crossed to the other side of Cross Bay, it had begun to rain. The wind picked 
up papers and swirled them into doorways, and huge dropsspattered the dust along the boulevard. 

Kristen began to run, thin king about Tom. She had told a hundred lies, a thousand lies, but 
Noah had told only one. And it wasn't a lie. All he had done was keep his eyes closed. 

She sighed. 

He had sat in the boat the otherafternoon and closed his eyesto show her. 'I was afraid of 
the Nazis in France,' he said. 

'Very afraid.' 

Kristen had backstrokedthe oars gently, keeping the boat away from the porches, as he told 
herthe rest. 

'The lady with the gray dress came with the people from the hospital,' he said, 'and I closed 
my eyes. It wasn't that they were mean. Christy was sleeping, and one of them said, 'Poor little girl.' 
They took her in an ambulance. I knew if I opened my eyes, they would take me with them. I could have 
stayed.' 


'It's all right.' Kristen could see his hands clasped tight together, and his knees clenched. H e 
was shakingas if he were cold on that hot afternoon. 'I would have been afraid too,' she said. 'I would 
have shut my eyes.' 

'I wanted to come to America,' he told her. 'I wanted to be safe. I didn't even say good bye.' 
'Oh, Tom,' she had said, knowing how he felt. 

'I left Christy... 'he had begun again, so quietly she had to lean forward to hear him, '...and 


Nagymamma said to stay together, to be a family.' 



Kristen had beguntotalk. She said everythingshe couldthinkof, everythingshe thought 
Gram might have said. 'The war will be over/ she told him, 'and Christy will come, and maybe even 
Nagymamma. We'll all be in Ridgway together.' 

'Nagymamma was very old. I think maybe...' He stopped. 'Christy has no family except me. 
She has no one special to watch out for her.' 

Kristen could see him looking toward the sea, the waves high, breakers crashingonto the 
beach. He shivered. 

'The lady leaned over. I felt her putting something into my coat pocket. It's Christy's address. 
I will show you someday.' He shook his head. 'What good is it? I cannot write to her. I have to go back 
and get her somehow.' 

'You can't go back,' Kristen said. 'You can seethe water. It would never work. It's my fault. I 
shouldn'thave...'She bitherlip. 'Itwas my lie.' 

'I wantto tell you something, Kristen. 'He said. 'I was so angry, so sad when I left Hungary. I 
told Nagymamma I would be angry and sad forever.' 

Kristen looked up. It was hard to see his face because hertears were blinding her. 

'Do you know what Nagymamma said?' he asked, 'She said I would be happy someday. She 
said I'd have a friend, a good friend. It's almost as if she knewaboutyou.' 

'We'll make a pact,' she said. 

'What is that?' 

'We won't lie. We'll be brave.' 'Yes,' he said. 

'But not so brave to try for the ship. Promise?' 

There was anothertremendous streak of lightning. It lit the porch and the whole of the sky, 
and she could see in the distance a rowboat at the edge of the bay, about to cross through the edge of 
the marshes. Now, in the pouring rain, Kristenwasremindedof herfather.She reachedthe houseand 
pulled open the kitchen door, thinking she was going to write and ask him about the book The Promise. 


It was fromTom. 



'Ah/ she said, stopping to think. 'There are salt-water people and freshwater people.' She 
held up her hand. 'Then there are some who don't even know enough to fall in love with the water.' She 
looked at me with satisfaction. 'But they're not us.' 

I nodded, thinking of howthe rivermight look as it reflectedthe lastof thefall leaves. 

'We'll get out,'Gram said, 'and walk along the jetty.'She was singing under her breath now, 
a bit of a song I had learned somewhere. 'By the sea, by the sea.' Henry followed us as we went toward 
the jetty, a path to the sea made of huge boulders turn bled one on top of the other. They were slippery, 
those rocks, with places your feet could get caught, and I wondered if I should help Gram climb up. But 
she didn't need help. She swung herself up nextto me, her scarf blowing in the wind coming off the sea. 

'Just breathe,' she said. 

She didn't have to tell me. I had never smelled anything like that air: fish, and kerosene, and 

salt. 


'I don't knowwhat I'd dowithoutthe ocean,'shesaid. 

-And- 

Then we skittered out to where I couldn't see anything but water in front of us. Gram 
pointed down with one foot. Between the rocks were pockets of water, and some of them had tiny fish 
swimming around in them, fish so small they were blurs of pewter. In one pool was a crab whose claws 
were no biggerthan my pinky nails. 

I knelton the edge of a boulderand put my fingers into the water, watchingtheir reflection 
as the water moved, feelingthe spray on my shirt. Was there snow on the mountain yet? 

Don't think aboutthe mountain. 

I thought about Green's and the Old Man and Izzy and I put my hand on my chest because 
there wassuch an ache inside. 

Gram was a statue standing above me, holding her hat against the wind, her eyes closed, a 
half-smile on herface. 


'I thought maybe I'd stay for a while,' I said slowly. 'As long as you want me to, that is.' 



Gram opened her eyes and beamed down at me. 


'So, if you'd like to workon my tree figure...' 

She raised herhand to herscarf. 'I've already started.' 

And I knew Green's would be saying, what are you doing, Kristen? 

A few minutes later, six or seven people came in. Gram poured the popcorn into wrinkled 
paperbags forthem, hermouthfull, andthen music blared and the movie came on. 

Afterward, we walked home, watchingthe mist swirl around the bare Laurel Highlands above 
us. 'That was a tearjerker,' Gram said. 

I nodded, thinkingabout it: the story of a boyand a dogand Christmas in a small town. 

'Henry would feelterrible if we broughta dog into the house,' Gram said, gliding around the 
icy puddles nextto me. 

'I know.' I was getting used to Henry. He spent almost every night on my bed now, and as 
long as I didn't stretch out my feet he did n't attack. 

'But we can have Christmas,' Gram said. 'I have ornaments in the attic and an artificial tree. 
You've neverseenthe attic. What treasures.' She stopped herface upto bathe in the sleetso it coated 
hereyelashes. 'There's one ornament, a Santa Claus, Beatrice and I put it on the tree first everyyear.' 
Shetwirled around, arms up, dipping hergraceful hands. 

I had that strange feelingagain. Everyone was home doing homeworkforschooltomorrow, 
and I was watching an old lady dance in the street. 

I comforted myselfwiththethought of sitting in Gram's living room aftersupperevery night, 
sweet chocolate melting on our tongues, wood shavings around ourfeet. 

It's enough, I told Green's in my head, more than enough. I tried not to think of my W picture 
with the mother, the father, the brother, and the sister. 
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Films of Kristen Deniel 



'Overthe river and through the Deniel...' Gram sangone morning at breakfast. It was a late 
breakfast. We had stayed up most of the night watching an old black-and-white movie. 

'To Grandmother's house? I asked, droppinga cornflake on the table in front of Henry's nose 
and jumping back as he raised one paw to warn me. 

Gram waggled her hand, her head still bent. She was carving my tree figure from a piece of 
oak, stripping the bark until the underneath showed pale and smooth. The head was there, still 
unformed, the nose justa slight sharp mark. 

Gram saw me looking at it. 'A bit at a time,' she said. 'The face last, when I'm sure I knowyou 
well enough.' 

I didn't say anything. Instead, I ran one finger over Henry's back. His eyes were closed, he 
was purring, and I figured he didn't know it was me. 

'Overthe river...,' Gram began again, rocking in her chair with a pleased look on herface. 

Water, I thought. The ocean. We'd been there twice this week. Odd to see the ocean near 
the end of November. I'd always thought of it as something to see in the summertime. I put the tea 
mugs in the sink, sprayed water over them, and waited, leaning against the counter as Gram took a cut 
in the side of the wood and gently blewthe shavings away. 

She stood up then, ready to go, but instead, she stoppedto peeroutthe window. 
'Someone's coming.' 

I glanced outand saw thegray car pulling into herdriveway.The hot cocoa woman had come 
to checkup on me. 

My fault, I told myself. Hanging around here today instead of going to school. It was that 
lingering-cold note. I hadn't been able to resist it. 

'It's the wrongtime,' I sang to Gram. 

She smiled at me, singing too. 'And the wrong place?' 

I reached for her wool hat and scarf and the brown hat with the veil. 'Let's go down to the 
waterinstead of entertaining,' I told her. 



We slipped out the back door, moving as quietly as we could; it was a game. We passed 


through Gram's three-figure garden, went through the Denieland diagonally across the street. 

It was a long walk in the cold, and we hadn't stopped forjackets, so we were both shivering 
by the time wefeitthe difference in the air, smelled the sharp, sweetish smell of the ocean. 

We climbed up onto the pier. The fishing boats were gone this late in the morning. I knew 
some of them by now, and I could seethe two smaller ones somewhere out near the horizon. I kept 
thinking of that gray car and trying to decide what to do. I bent down and picked up a shell. Its edges 
were crushed but it had a beautiful color, almost like the sea itself with the sun shining on it. 

'A piece of good luck,' Gram said. 

I slipped it into a pocket of myjeansand nodded. We needed luck. 

Gram had moved awayfrom me. I turned and saw herlying on the jetty, holding herhat on 
with one hand, the loose end of herscarf floating in the water. She wiggled herself down and down until 
I thought she'd go over; then, at last, she reached into the mass of foam that had settled around the 
stanchions of the pier. 

A moment later she was up, strands of seagrass clutched in her hand. Several inches long, 
curled along the edges, they were the color of sand. Gram smiled at me and held them up to my hair. 'I 
thought so,' she said, 'almost an exact match.' 

I nodded, realizing she had gathered them for my wood figure. It made me think of the 
drawing boxtheOld Man had given me. How often I had held up a pencil to match the color against 
something. 


Was the drawing box still at the house in Laurel Highlands? 

I turned as I heard the sound of a car and tires bumping along the wooden planks of the pier 
in the back of me:the hot cocoa woman. 

She came to a stop about two inches awayfrom us and rolled down the window. 'Why are n't 
you in school?' 'School?' Gram asked, looking confused. 

I didn't answer, of course, I didn't. I had learned to keep my mouth closed long ago. In my 
mind, I pulled myself into a small knot deep inside and tried to think about something else, anything else. 



'Get in the car/ the hot cocoa woman said, 'I'll drive you there right now. 


One of the fishing boats had almostdisappeared. All that was left of it was the needle-thin 
mast on top. Someday I'd like to be on that boat, I thought, to see what it wou Id be like to look back at 
the land. I glanced at the railing that ran along the end of the pier. It was so low it would be hard to see 
from a ship. 'School,' Gram said. 'Of course.'She put her hand on my shoulder. It was the hand holding 
the seagrass. I felta soft scratch against my skin. 

Gram's legs were bare, with dainty spiderveins showing, and hersilky shoeswere soaked 
with snow and spray. I didn't wantthe hot cocoa woman to see them. 

I opened the backdoor of the car and slid in, and we drove off, leavingGram looking afterus, 
herhead tilted as she waved atme,the seagrassin herhand blowingin the wind. 

'What's going on here?'the hot cocoa woman said. 'No school?' 

I ran my tongue over my lips, trying to figure out the best lie I could. 'I told her today was a 
holiday, a teachers' conference.' 

The hot cocoa woman shook her head. 'And she believed that?' she said. 'We'll have to see 

aboutthis.' 


I reached into my pocket and held on to the shell. For the first time in my life, I thought. I'd 
have to go to school. I'd have to if I wanted to stay at Grams. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

My head was around burl of wood, the seagrass, dried now, a swirl on top. Gram spent hours 
over it at the kitchen table, humming to herself, a tray of tiny knives spread out in front other. 

It was Monday, early in December,almostdarkin the late afternoon. NoChinese dinner 
tonight. I was making a dish Izzy had taught me. 'Special deluxe,' she had said and smiled at me. 
Chopped meat, ketchup, Worcestershire sauce, and cheese, spooned over hot rolls. Salad. Pound cake 
with confectioner'ssugarsifted overthe top. 

It was goingto be a special deluxe evening. Beatrice was leavingthe next morningfor New 
Mexico, where she'd paint the adobe houses and the desert. 'I'll come back when the mood strikes,' she 
had said, 'or when my money runs out. We'll close up the movie until I get back.' 



All week I'd had a pain in my chest. I was waiting to see what the hot cocoa woman would do. 
The school was all right. I kept my head in the books, made as on two tests, and had no friends. But if 
the hot cocoa woman talked to Gram for more than five minutes she'd know about Gram. Strange, how 
much I wanted to stay. Maybe it was because Gram needed me. I'd never been needed before. Or 
wanted? asked a voice in my head. The Old Man had wanted me, I told myself. So had Izzy, so had 
Green's. 


Then why? 

Don't think aboutthat. Think aboutGram. 

'A little forgetful,' Beatrice had said. 'Maybe old age.' 

But not always forgetful. The re was the afternoon Gram had watched me sketch small films 
on my pad. 'I remember something.' She tapped one red fingernail on her lower lip. 'There's the paper 
in the attic. I haven't seen it for years. I think it belonged to my father.' 

I climbed the stairs; then, bent like a pretzel, I scurried around the low attic, stepping over 
bags and bushel baskets, stoppingto look at boxes of paper-thin Christmas ornaments and yellowed 
leather gloves, until I found what she'd told me about: huge piecesof paper, gray and dogeared. I ran 
my handsoverthem, thinking about the day the Old Man gave me the drawing box. 

As I had maneuvered my way back to the steps. Gram had called up. 'There's an easel, too.' 

Beatrice came now, hurrying upthe walk. Her hair had been done up in a high pink swirl at 
the hair-dresser. Hernails matched, and so did herhuge pink purse. 

We were readyforherwith the poundcake on Gram's best plate andthe dishesonthe table. 
We ate watching the pale Decembersun drop behind the trees in the backyard. When Gram went inside 
for something, Beatrice leaned over. 'Take care of her,' she whispe red. 

I thought of telling her about the hot cocoa woman and the agency, but what if Gram came 

back? 


Beatrice saw me frown. 'Maybe I shouldn't go.' 


'Gram said you've wanted to do this all your life.' 



'But../ 


'Go,' I said, wishing I could go too. I'd take the Shortline bus up through Philadelphia State. It 
would be early summer again, the first time I'd seen Green's and the Old Man, playing checkers in the 
diner. I'd start over. I'd do everything differently. 

Everything... 

But instead. I'd doit all right. I'd stay with Gram and ... 

'I'll take care of her,' I whispered. Somehow, I said in my head. 

Beatrice turned overone of my films. 'I'll leave my phone number,' she said. 'I'll write it 
down.' She patted my hand. 'I won't be there forthe first two or three weeks; I'll be traveling around. 
But just in case.' 

'...The positive.' 'He shook his head. 'Did you evernotice; American songs are strange. I do 
not know what they mean most of the time.' 

'You're scaring the fish with that noise.' 

'Not my fish.' He raised his line. 'On the ship, last time I was always thirsty, and the water 
tasted warm. We have to bring juice.' He nodded. 'Yes. And maybe fruit. Nagymamma always said the 
fruit was important. In the winterwe ate tangerines.' 

'And how would you carry all this?' 

'In my pocket.' 

'Very interesting,'she said, forgettingfora momentifshe had to tell him. 'You have pockets 
in your bathing suit?' 

He waved his hand. 'I did not think of that.' 

'Tom...' 

'No matter. I will drink warm water, and go withoutfruit if 


I have to. 



'Tom... 


He looked across at her. 

She took a breath.'We can't go.' 

He turned his head, watching her, and she knew he was seeing the tears in her eyes. She 
opened her mouth to say she had changed her mind, that she'd heard that the convoys were moving 
out to seafarthersouth, but lying to Noah wasn't like lying to anyone else. He had a way of looking at 
heras if everythingshe said was important, seriousorfunny, interestingto him somehow. How could 
she tell him something she had just made up? How could she lie again? 

'I lied,' she said. 

She could seethe beginning of a quiver on his line. He was about to catch something... 
somethingsmall, maybe a sea robin. But he didn'ttake his eyes off her, and hermouth was so dry she 
could hardly speak. 

'What do you mean you lied?' he asked. 'You mean you do not want to go with me? You are 
still worrying I am a coward because of the plane because it took me so long to swim?' 

'You're not a coward, Tom.' 

He frowned. 'I am not afraid of anything.' 

'I tell lies,' she said, almost whispering. 'I tell people that my aunt is a spy. I say my father is in 
the Secret Service. I tell you I'm going to take a ship when I know the ships are too far out, that they 
seem closerthan they are, and the sea is too strongand rough.' 

'But I can go,' he said. 'I am not afraid.' 

She felt tears running down her cheeks and reached up to wipe them away. 

'You are crying because of yourfather?' he asked. 

She nodded. 'And because of you. You thought I would help you go back...' She took a breath. 
'I said it because I didn'tsay goodbye to my father,'she said. 'I sneaked out of the house, and I never 
went back to say goodbye, and now...' 



Noah reached out. He held his hand overher wrist the way 


Poppy had. 'Kristen. 'He said. 'I lie too.' 

She shook her head. 'Not the way I do, every minute.' 

'Yes, because I am afraid.' For the first time, he saw that line was wiggling, that he surely had 
a fish. 'I will pull this fish up and set it free,' he said. 'Then I will tell you, Christy. And you will 

know why I have to go on this ship back to Christy.' 

Kristen had read The Story of Roland with Poppy last winter, but not the other. She and Noah 
could take a quick trip to the library afterthey went swimming. Why not? 

Gram had finished Lynnnatta's note and was looking outthe window now. Hergray eyes 

were sad. 


'Here,' Kristen said, feelinggenerous. 'Read myletterfrom Poppy. Itwill make you laugh.' 

Kristen tookthe last bite of tuna, thinkingabout a night last summerwhen they had eaten 
the same thing. It was almost dark after Poppy had come. They had been talking, laughing. It was 
something about Gram's fishing being so bad they had to eat canned tuna. And outside, the fireflies had 
floated overthe porch. 

'Do you remember...' Gram began as she putthe letterdown. 

'Last summer?' Kristen asked. 

'No, the yearof the hurricane,' Gram said. 

Kristen thought about it, the bay water, usually flat, crashing up against the pilings. Boats, let 
loose, filled with water, breakingapart and sinking. Their rowboat, upside down, looking like a walnut 
shell, undera couple of feet of water. 

'What made you think of that?' she asked. 

'I have a memory of your father, coming down the road, his shoes off...' Gram bit at her lip. 
'His suit pants were rolled up to his knees, full of mud, his newspaper-' 


'-soaking wet, covering his head,' Kristen said. 



-And- 


'We laughed/ Gram said. 

Kristen nodded. She remembered howfunnyherfatherhad looked, hoppingalong. She and 
Gram had watched from the kitchen door, so-o happy he was home. 

And nowGram was crying. Kristen couldn't believe it. She had neverseen Gram cry. Kristen's 
mouth was suddenlydry. 

'Why?' 

Gram shook her head, hermouthtrembling, trying to smile. 'I guess I miss your father.' 

Kristen stood up, aboutto go to her, to put herarms around her. 

'By the time he comes home,' Gram said, 'you'll be playing the piano for him.' 
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It was Friday afternoon, lunchtime. The church bells were chiming twelve, Kate Smith was 
singing 'God Bless America' on the radio, and Kristen and Gram were having hottuna fish in tomato 
sauce. It was horrible, but Gram hadn't caught a fish all week, and Kristen hadn't even tried. 

'I agree,'Gram said. 'I can tell by your face you don't like it either.' 

'I hate this stuff,' Kristen said, eating as fast as she could. As soon as lunch was over, she and 
Noah were going to practice again. They'd been in the water so much that Mrs. Meyer said they were 
going to turn into fish. She said it smiling. Even Mrs. Meyercould see that Noah was nevergoing to be a 
fish. 


Noah had talked about it last night, said the same thing overand over. 'We will rowthe boat 
out, stay in it until the ship passes right near us. I will only have to swim the last, smallest bit, and I will 
be wearing a life jacket...' 

Kristen stared out the window. The waterwas rough, really rough. Even though the sun was 
shining, the water had a dark look to it, and she could see whitecapsatthe end of the canal. They 
couldn't swim this afternoon. Alleluia. What instead? The movies? 



Fishing. Yes, fishing. They hadn't done that once this summer. 


Gram was saying something, had beentalkingfor minutes. 

Something aboutforgetting. Kristen looked up. 

'You asked me for money,'Gram said. 

Kristentookanothermouthful, trying notto taste the fish. 

'I don't need it anymore.' 

'I'm sorry,' Gram was saying. 'I asked you how much you wanted, butyou were getting 
dressed, and...'She raised one shoulder. 'I neverthought about it again until just this minute.' 

Kristen looked up, trying to remember. How much? Gram had said. How much had she lost? 
How much did she need? 

Kristen felt a quick flash of guilt. 

Gram looked hot and tired. It was boiling in the little kitchen. Even with the shades halfway 
down, the sun lay in patches on the table, the counters, and the floor. Suppose something happened to 
Gram someday? 

'Nevermind,' Gram said. 'I'm going to make up for it... 

and forthe tuna too. I have a letter, two letters for you. One from Poppy, and one from 
Lynnnatta.'She sighed. 'PoorLynnnatta.' Kristen put her fork down. That's what she got for spending 
the morning swimming. She had missed the mailman. Now Gram would be reading over her shoulder. 

Gram slid the letters overto her. Lynnnatta'sfilthy as ways. Poppy's, airmail, tissue-paper 
thin. 'The mailman was looking foryou,'Gram said. 

Kristen didn'tanswer. She opened Lynnnatta's first, a long letterin pencil, hard to read in 
Lynnnatta's scrawl. 

Thank yourgrandmotherforthe letter. 

Kristen looked up quickly. Gram wasn't leaning over her shoulder after all. She was turning 
the pages of hernewspaper. The Wave. Kristen looked down again, finding her place. 



Thank herforthe picture of Eddie swimmingand those funnystoriesaboutwhen he was 
little. She made me laugh. I felt so bad. She misses your father. She calls him Jerry isn't that strange I 
always thinkabout him as Mr. Mollahan. We still don'tknowanythingabout Eddie. 

Love Lynnnatta. 

How'sthe house? 

'You wrote to Lynnnatta? You sent a picture?' Kristen asked. 'You didn't tell me that.' 

Gram pushed a strand of hair off her fore head. 'I knew how she felt. Suppose it was Poppy?' 

Kristen sat looking at Gram from the corner of her eye. She'd never thought about Gram 
missing Poppy, not once in all these weeks. She pushed Lynnnatta's letteracrossthe table to her, then 
took a breath. She had forgotten the house part. But Gram didn't seem to notice anything strange about 
Lynnnatta's mentioning herhouse. 

Kristen reached for Poppy's letter, the best for last. It was a funny letter. Poppy reminding 
herof the time they painted the window and the screen had fallen over the edge of the porch and 
floated away. Your fault. Poppy had written for fun. They both knew it had been his fault. And then, in 
the end, there was more about books. Don't forget to read The Story of Roland again, and The Promise. 
Goto the library for them. See Mrs. Hailey. She knows every book in the world! 

Kristen veered offtothe sink. She slid in her dish with a couple of otherdishesand ran water 
overthem. She could see Gram standingto puta bottle ofmilk into the refrigerator. Noone would ever 
knowtearshad beenin hereyesa momentago. 
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Kristen wiped her hands on a towel. 'We're goingto swim, 

Noah and me. And then go to the library.' 

Gram nodded, and Kristen was outthe door, around the side porch, and down into the 
rowboat. Noah was sitting there, waitingfor her, looking even skinnierthan usual with the huge orange 
life jacketaround him. 



She hopped into the boatand began to row pastthe houses, anglingtowardthe marshes, 
leaning forward to keep the sun out of hereyes. Just before they sealed the package, Kristen reached 
for the key on the table and dropped it inside. 'I think we shouldn't come back anymore,' she told him. 

'All right,' he said, thinking about it. 'I will take Pap home with me.' 

Then they were finished, the package neatly addressed, delivered to the post office, on its 
way to Lynnnatta at last. 'Now we swim,' said Tom. 'In the ocean.'They walked back to the Smiths'with 
the cat, and by the time Mrs. Meyerhad madethema picnic snack, Papwas sound asleeponthe couch 
pillow. 'In the bay,'Kristen answered. 

It was hotand humid,and by the time they crossed the tar road and walked through the 
sand and rushestoward Jamaica Bay, Kristenfelt sticky and irritable. She raced into the water, arms 
stretched, diving deep, feeling the cold bay closing over her, and then she was up again, feeling washed 
and cool, the sun warm on herface. She brushed herhair back awayfrom hereyes. 

Tom, she had forgotten him. He was standing on the edge, his feet dug into the sand, waiting. 
Kristen swam back toward him, as close as she could without scraping the bottom. 'You have to float 
first,' she said. 'Don'teven try to swim yet.' She had said that a dozen times the other day He took a step 
into the water. 'I have no time to fool around with floating.' He had said that a dozen timestoo. He 
soundedthe wayshedid over practicing the piano. I have notime to fool around. 

'Thick as a piece of wood,' Sister Jillen would have said about him. It was what she always 
said when she was teaching math problems and someone couldn't understand. 

But there wassomethingelse. He was afraid ofthe water; she was sure of it. She told him to 
loosen up, to lie back and drift with the water. She told him to unclench his fists and pretend he was one 
of the reeds, floating. 

She told him all the things Gram had told her when she was learning. But it didn't do any 
good. He couldn'tfloat. 

He couldn't swim either. They tried that next. Noah was like a cat who didn't want to get wet, 
ora bird weighed down with feathers. 


'You are a terrible teacher,' he said, trying to joke. 



She bit down on her lip, feeling sorryfor him. 'Ittakestime. That's what Gram always says.' 
Sheshookherhead. 'I can't believe I'm sounding like Gram.' 

'You are lucky... 'he began and stopped. 

She held up her hand. 'You don't have to tell me,' she said. 'I know it. I've been thinking 
about you and Nagymamma, but you don't know what a pain Gram is.' 

He smileda little. 'Nagymammawasa pain sometimestoo. We had to say Keremand 
koszondm, and szivesen every two minutes... 'Please,' and 'Thankyou,' and 'You're welcome...' 

'She didn'tteach you very well,' Kristen said, smiling too. 'Here I'm wasting time showingyou 
howto swim, and you haven'tsaid kos whateveronce.' 

'For teaching me how to drown myself?'Then his face was suddenly serious. 'It is August, 

Kristen.' 


Shetooka breath. 'Maybe we should forget about Europe,'she said. 'Maybe the warwill be 
overin a year.' 

'Ayear,'he said, sounding as if it were forever. 

She tried to think of what else to say, but he was watching her, and she couldn't even look 
into his eyes. 'All right,' she said. 

'I guess we could try again after lunch.' 

'I hope I can do this.' Noah sounded worried. 

Kristen rowed across the bay, moving swiftly, pulling hard on the oars. She wouldn't have to 
tell him after all. He'd tell herto go without him, and then she'd say... 

She looked across at him. His face was white, his lips pale. 

She threw the anchor into the water. 'Now we'll go over the side. The boat isn't going 
anywhere, and if you get in trouble you can reach for one of the tall reeds.' 


Tom's eyes were almost closed. 



'I'll go first/ she said and went overthe side slowly. Carefully, so the boat wouldn't rock. She 


hung on to the edge with both hands for a second, getting used to the feel of the water, cool on her 
body, then slipped away from the boat. 'Don't forget, Tom. Keepyourmouth closed. Last time...' 

'I know.' He was clumsy getting over the side, rocking the boat enough to create small waves. 
And then he was in the water, reaching up to grip the side. 

'Let go,' she said. 'You've got on a life preserver. You can't sink.' She grinned. 'Even you can't 

sink.' 

He shut his eyes and let go. 

'Good,' she said, treading water. 'Feel how lovely. Nottoo cold. Open youreyes, will you?' 

He struck out with one arm and then the other. 

'Kick yourfeet, remember?' 

He opened his eyes. 'Too much to re member all at once.' He was out of breath. 
'Takeyourtime.' 

He started again; head high. 

'Not bad, not bad at all, but wait a minute.' She swam overto him, thinking he looked like a 
turtle. Land turtles. 'What do you think will happen if you just put your head in the water?' 

'Re member last time?' 

'Yes, but your mouth was wide open. Duck your head. Just feel...' 

He tooka deep breath and leaned forward. A moment laterhe wasup again. 'I can hardly 
stay down.' He sounded surprised, pleased. 

'See,' she said. 'Nothing'sgoingto happen.' 

He nodded once, and then a second time. 'You are right, Kristen.' 

He leaned into the water again, raising his arm. She could see his feet behind him, kicking a 
little, kicking harder. He was moving. He was swimming. 



She watched as he circled the boat, then floated, his hands pale in the water, fingers spread. 
'I am swimming,' hetold her. 

'I know,' she answered him,thinkingshe had done it. She had taughthim to swim. Andthen 
somethingelse. She'd have to tell him they couldn'tgo to Europe. 

The sea was high today. Kristen tried to remember when she had last seen it this way, 
yellow-green waterreflectingthe strange colorin the sky.Theyhad rowed onlya short wayfrom the 
porch, still in the bay, to fish. 

She dropped herfishing line over the side of the rowboat. The day was hot, the wormy bait 
sticky on herfingers. She felt sick with the smell of it, sick thinking about what Noah would say when she 
told him. 


It had been a terrible day from start to finish. The library had been closed for days, and when 
they had finally gotten there this morning, Mrs. Hailey hadn't been one bit friendly. 'Bringing sand in on 
your feet,' she had grumbled. 'Leaving a trail behind you like Hansel and Gretel.' 

And then when Kristen had tried to get both books. The Story of Roland and The Promise, 
Mrs. Hailey had looked up overherglasses. 'Don'tyou have a book at home, overdue?' 

Kristen had remembered she had left The Three Musketeers at the beach, and when she 
beganto make somethingup, Mrs. Hailey had sighed. 'Don't, Kristen.' She had said. 

It had ended up that all she got was The Story of Roland, which she had already read, and 
whatgood was that? And she had thought Mrs. Hailey was herfriend. 

Noah was going on about meeting a ship. 'It will go to France. I think it will. I know it will. I 
will start in Paris. I will go to every hospital. I will go everywhere. I have the money. I will buy what 

I need. I will find her, do not worry.' 

Werry. 

Kristen took a breath. 'Who's goingto take care of Pap?' 

Noah looked overthe side of the boat, almost as if he could see the bottom, almost as if he 
were searchingfor a flounder. 'The Smiths, of course. They will do thatfor me. Don'tyou think so?' 



'I have to tell you...' Kristen began. 


But Noah was singing now. He paused. 'I will teach her this song from your radio/ and he 
began again.' 'You've gotto accent-tchu-ate...'' 

'Tom.' 

Kristen had dreamed about Lynnnatta, and Eddie too, but when she awoke, she couldn't 
remember much more than that. She knew she had been crying in the dream. She was still crying when 
she opened hereyes. 

Gram was standing next to her bed. 'It was only a dream, Kristen, 'she said. 

Kristen leaned up on one arm. Poppy had been in the dream, and Christy, but Kristen hadn't 
seen herface,justherhair, darkand shiny like Tom's, and there was somethingaboutMadeline,the 
book Madeline. 

Gram sat down on the edge of the bed. 'What is it? 

What'sthe matter?' 

She stuck out her lower lip. 'If you want to learn, it'll be faster in the bay. And that's my final 

offer.' 


'I do not knowwhat that means,' he said. 

'You don't have to.' She unwrapped his hand from her arm and scrambled to her feet. 'I'm 
going to put Eddie's picture back in the living room now, and then I'm going to the bay to swim. If you 
wantto come with me, fine. If not, too bad.' 

She marched into the living room and dusted the end table with her arm. She thought of 
Eddie on a beach in Normandy. She'd seen newspaperfilms: Nazi pillboxes set into the rocks, firing; 
soldiers in the sand, some of them dead, everything confused. They had to get off the beaches before 
they could begin to free the French cities. 

Kristen put Eddie's picture on thetable and ran herfingersoverhis face. 'Be justa little lost,' 
she whispered. He was smiling in the picture, and she could remember him smiling the same way when 



she had met him coming out of the movie, or at Mrs. Sherman's, oron the way to church. She wondered 
if he could count as a friend even though he was much older. 'What do you think, Eddie?' She asked. 

'Christy talks to herself all the time,' Noah said. 

Kristen marched past him and outthe door. 'Are you coming?' 

Noah looked up at the ceiling, blinking, trying to decide. 

At the same moment. Pap darted between their legs and out the door. 

Noah reached for her, and so did Kristen. 

She was halfway down the path before they caught up. 'She's growing,' Kristen said, 
scoopingthe cat into her arms and bringing her into the house. 

Noah nodded. 'I could bring herback to Canada, I think.' 

'Good,' Kristen said. 

'But I am notgoing back to Canada,' Noah said. 

'Remember? I am going to Europe.' 

'And- I'm going to the bay,' Kristen said. 

'I guess I will come too,' he said. 

Kristen didn't answer. She marched out the door, taking a deep breath. 

'Things are nevergoingto be the same,'she said. 'Notevenwhenthe waris over. Noah 
might not have his grandmother. 

He might not have Christy.' 

'Everything is so confused over there. A flood of people has come from the rest of Europe, 
soldiers...' Gram sighed. 'If ourarmy can get across France, if theycan liberate Paris, then maybe 
someone can get to Christy.' She shook her head. 'But you're right, Kristen, things won't be the same. 
We'll all be changed, all of uswho lived through this.' 


'But Poppy said it would be the same.' 



'I know.' Gram patted hershoulder. 'He wanted it to be the same for you.' 


Kristen took a breath. She thought of Lynnnatta not remembering Eddie's face. Kristen could 
see his face so clearly, even withoutthe picture. 

And- Eddie's picture was standingthere on the Dillons' living room table. It would take her 
only five minutes to wrap it and bring it down to the post office this morning. If only... 

Suppose she told Gram? Gram was sitting there next to her, twisting her long hair with both 
hands, redoing her bun, looking worried. She could tell Gram she'd never go into the 

Dillons' house again if she could just getthe picture to Lynnnatta. 

Gram was standing up now, picking yesterday's clothes up off the floor. 'Just a mess in here.' 

Kristenblewa breath through hermouth.'I need some money.' 

Gram blinked. 'How did you get from Christy to needing money?' 

'I lost my tan purse,' Kristen said slowly. 

'Oh, Kristen.' Gram shook her head. 'If only you'd think sometimes...' 

Kristenslung herlegs out from underherquilt. 'Nevermind.' 

'How much?' 

Kristen twitched one shoulder. 'I don't remember.' 

She went into the bathroom and yanked on her bathing suit. It was still damp from yesterday. 
Gram was saying something, but Kristen turned on the water, blasting it into the sink, and began to 
brush herteeth. 

Whenshecame out, herbreakfastwason the table, juice,and Rice Krispieswith bananas 
and strawberries sliced on top, a face with a smiling mouth. And Noah was sitting there, talking to Gram. 

Kristen ran her fingers through her hair to comb it, then sat across from him. She reached for 


herjuice and tooka gulp. 



They were talking about music again. Noah was telling Gram that his violin was still in 
Hungary. 'In a blue case/ he said, 'maybe in my bedroom where I put it.' He grinned at Kristen. 'If I had it 
here, we could play duets.' 

Gram was laughing, and Kristen frowned, butthen she laughed too. She could just see skinny 
Noah playing the violin, playing some wonderful Hungarianthing, and she'd be doingthe C scale from 
one end of the piano to the other. 

Gram patted her head. 'I love to hearyou laugh, Kristen.' 

And- Noah nodded. 'She is like my sister, Christy.' 

Gram was on herway out. 'Goingto catch a fish,' she said. 'I'm notgoing to do anotherthing 
all day butspendtime in that rowboatand feelthatocean underneath me.' 

Then she was gone. Kristen watched her through the screen, going down to the rowboat, her 
fishing rod in one hand. And then she noticed Noah was wearing his bathing suit and one of Mr. Meyer's 
old shirts. She knew he was hoping she'd teach him to swim this morning. 

Kristen stood up, finishing her cereal in a couple of spoonfuls. 'I still need the money for 
Lynnnatta,' she said. 'I thought of telling Gram...' 

Noah nodded. 'I was thinking about thattoo,' he said. 'I have the money.' 

'No.'Sheshookherhead. 'Fiftydollars is somuch...too much.' 

'From my aunt,' Noah said. 'I asked herfor money.' 

'Mrs. Meyer? You told Mrs. Meyer?' 

'No. I just asked, 'Could I have...' and before I could finish she said I should have some money 
to spend for myself. She said she neverthought of it.' Noah was pulling money out. A dollar in one 
pocket. Fifty cents in another. 

Kristen started in on 'The Blue Danube' again with onefingerof herright hand and added 
some dum dum's with the left hand. 

Footsteps were coming around the side of the house. She stood up, still playing, as the top of 
Tom's head passed the window, then backed up, and his face came into view. 



'I thoughtwe were goingto...' He held upthe rolled-uptowel. 


'Kristen, are you playing?' Gram called. 

'Hold your horses,' Kristen told Tom. 'I can't get out of here for another twenty-two minutes.' 

'Kristen.'Gram called again. 

Kristen stretched upon the bench to get a good look at Tom. 'Besides,' she told him, 'I've got 
a surprise for you. Listen to what I'm playing. It's foryou, special.' 

She plunked herself down on the bench again and began to play 'The Blue Danube' as nicely 
as she could. 

Aftera minute, she heard a noise. Was that Noah laughing again? She ended 'The Blue 
Danube'with a crash and began the C scale again. 

She could hear Gram at the back door telling Noah to come in for some iced tea while he 
waited. Good grief. She opened the John Thompson book to the piece she knew best, the piece she had 
played a million times last winter. She could hear Gram and Noah talking in the kitchen. The clock wasn't 
moving. 


She began to play. She hit the wrong note with her left pinky. It sounded horrible. For a 
minute there was silence in the kitchen. 

Kristen went back to the C scale, played it one last time, but softly now as if she knew what 
she was doing.Then she slid off the seatand went into the kitchen. Noah and Gram were talking about 
music, but not aboutthe piano, about violin music. Noah was telling Gram about the lessons he had 
taken, and Gram, her head to one side, was listening, nodding. 

'Come on,Tom,' Kristensaid, feeling ready to scream, 'We've gotstuff todo, remember?We 
can't hang around here all day.' 

'I'm so glad.' She felt like hugging him. She reached for his hand, warm and dry, and he 
squeezed back. 

Theyspentthe next half hourtaking care of the picture. They cut up a paperbag andfound 
cardboard and a ball of string in Mrs. Dillon's closet. 



Pap loved it, the noise and the crinkling of paperas they wrapped the picture in layers of 
cardboard, and the ball of string to bat across the kitchen floor. But Lynnnatta's house was spoiled for 
Kristen. She wondered what would happen if Mrs. Dillon found out Kristen had been in her house all 
summer. And she would find out. She'd see the picture, and ask Lynnnatta. 
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They were at Lynnnatta's house, sitting on the kitchen floor, with Tom's coat in front of them. 
The coat was navy blue wool, scratchy against Kristen's fingers. She poked Gram's manicure scissors 
into the collar seam, trying to slide the points under the tiny stitches. Noah was leaning over her 
shoulder, and Pap was playing with her sneaker lace. 

Kristen could feelthe perspiration running down herback, the metal scissors sliding in her 
slippery fingers, when Noah began to talk, grinning. 'Hungarians play 'The Blue Danube' too,' he said. 

'It neversounded like that.' 

'Like what?' 

He looked down at the coat. 'Like terrible. Like Christy plays.' He smiled. 'Christy likesto play 
duets. Loud.' 

Swallowed. 'I don't wantto play the piano anyway. Ittakestoo much time, and...' She'd 
probably like Christy. 'You should try it,' Kristen said. 'Hanging around on the bench, tryingto...' 

'In my grandmother's restaurant,' Noah said slowly, 'I played the violin on Sunday. I played 
that song, and 'Vienna Life,'which is my grand mother's favorite.' He stopped. 'I loved the violin, Kristen. 
If only I could have taken it with me...' 

He took a breath. 'In Kalocsa's, Nagymamma's restaurant, people ate goulash. They had rolls 
with sweet butter. For dessert, they ate rigojancsi, andgesztenyepiire, or placentas.' 

'What...' 

'Palacsintas are pancakes. They're filled with jam or chocolate.' 

Kristen looked up. 


'Nagymamma gave me plain ones, cold ones, folded over. 



She put them in my coat pocket when I left.' 


Kristen knew he was ready to cry, but she couldn't think what to say. She just kept snipping 
at the collar until there was a wide opening in the seam. Without looking, she pushed the coat toward 
him and watched as he edged histhumband index fingergently into the seam. Heworkedthe bills out, 
laying each one on the floor nextto them. 'These are Magyarmoney,' he said. 'We call them forints. And 
this one is an English pound.' 

He didn't have to tell her about the next, a fifty-dollarbill, worn and creased. 'Nagymamma 
did not know where we were going. She had to guess about the money.' 

Looked at him, thinking about going to anothercountry without Poppy or Gram, without 
even knowing where she was going. 'Where is... 'she began. Noah reached down for the cat. He held her 
up to his face, rubbing her soft fur on his cheek. 'Nagymamma might be in her house. She might be in 
prison. I do not know.' 

Kristen thought of her mother, who had died, but had died of something wrong with her 
heart, and notin prison, but at home in St. Paul's. Kristen touched the money on the floor beside her, 
patted it the way she patted her stars. It was as if she could almost see Tom's grandmother, who had 
touched it last. 

The cat put its tiny needle claws into Tom'sshoulderas he reached overto put his fingers 
into the coat seam again. And nowthere was a tiny picture with three faces. Tom, of course, with that 
mop of hair, and an old woman, with a lined face and little round glasses, and a girl. The girl had curls 
like Tom's, but they were softer, smoother, and she was laughing. 

'Christy,' Kristen said. 

'Yes.' Noah looked down at the picture again; then put it carefully in his pocket. He folded 
most of the moneyand put that in his pockettoo. Then he handed herthefifty dollars. 'Here,for 

Eddie's picture.' 

She looked down at the money. 'We can't-' 


'My grand mother would not mind. She would be glad, I think.' 



Shookherhead.'Don'tyou see?We could nevergoto the post office with all this money. 


They'd ask where we'd gotten it. They'd tell my grandmother.' 

Noah raised one shoulder.'Itis too much money,then?' 

'Morethan I'veeverseenatonce,' Kristensaid. 

Noah scooped up the money and stuffed it back into the coat. He sat back on his heels and 
put the cat down on the floor. 'I guess we should not use Hungarian money. That is not so much.' 

Kristen grinned. 'I don'tthinkso. Nobodyaround here haseverseen Hungarian money.' 

'No.' He grinned back. 

But then Kristen heard the church bells. Fourtimes. Fouro'clock. The post office was closed, 
and poorLynnnatta would have to go anotherday withoutthe picture. 

Kristen sighed. 'I'll teach you to swim, Tom. We'll go overto the bay now, and I'll figure out 
howto get money before tomorrow.' 

'Notthe bay,' he said, 'the ocean.' 

'Don't be ridiculous.' 

'I do not know what that means,'ridiculous.'’ 

She narrowed hereyes. He knewvery wellwhat it meant. 

'You can't learn to swim in that rough water.' 

He reached forward to grab her arm. 'Do you know that Christ is waiting for me? Do you 
knowthat summerwill be overand I will have to go back to Canada...?' 

She nodded. 'I'll have to go back to St. Paul's, and Sister Sara in the sixth grade.' 

'Please.' He was holding herarm so hard now she could feel each one of his fingers 
tightening around it. His eyes were so blue, and she knew it was never going to happen the way he 
wanted, and it was all herfault... all because of herwild stories. 


'Oh yes, Kristen. I will learn to swim, and you will row.' 
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Next, to her. Gram tookhersilver rosary beads out of their case, and on her otherside, Mrs. 
Colgan opened hermissal. 

In a moment Father Murphy was out on the altar beginning the Mass, and Kristen began to 
pray for Eddie, and then for Poppy. 

She prayed for Tom's sistertoo, and his grandmother. 

Kristen put Eddie's picture on the table nextto the couch and went onto the porch to find 
her Sunday clothes, even though it wasn't Sunday. 

Just ten minutes later, she was walking into church, stopping for a quick dip of holy water, 
and sliding into a pew nextto Gram. 

As she knelt there and waited for Father Murphy to begin, the sun-blasted in around the 
partly opened stained-glass windows. It felt as if it must be a hundred degrees. The fan in front didn't do 
any good. It just moved the fringe a little on the banner that hung over their heads. 

It was a desert in that church. She lifted the brim of herstraw hat awayfrom herhead and 
fanned the air with her hymnbook, watching Mrs. Meyercome upthe aisle with Noah until Gram gave 
hera poke. 


Kristen tried to imagine what it mustfeellike to be Eddie, to have been taken prisoner by the 
Germans, maybe, orjust somewhere by himself, hurt. 

Father Murphy had hung the banner there himself. On its white background were rows of 
blue stars, one for each of the men from the parish who were in the service. There was one gold star in 
the middle. That wasfor a sailor who used to live nearthe Cross-Bay Theatre. Fie had been killed at Pearl 
Flarbor. And now, in a day or two, there'd be a silver star for Eddie Dillon, who was missing, lost 
somewhere on a beach in France, and no one knew if they'd everfind him. 

Gram put her hand up to hermouth. 'A phone call from Willow Run to Mrs.Tannenbaum's 
candy store. We're on our way to church... a special Mass and we're goingto pray as hard...' She tooka 
breath. 'We're all praying, I guess, the whole world, that this will be over soon.' She blinked back tears. 



'And right now, we're going to pray for Eddie, and your father, and Tom's family, and everyone who-' 
She broke off. 


I watched her make careful, even numbers on the paper and turn it over as Gram came back 
into the kitchen, anotherone of my films in herhand. 

I didn't take any chances, though. Through the rest of the dinner, I said the phone number 
over in my head. I wanted to be sure I'd rememberit. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

I never showed this picture to anyone: the golden field, me with my head back laughing, my 
hands at the wheel of the truck. It took four or five pencils to do this: I started with Summer Green, Iron 
Gray, and Beach Sand. That was something, that Saturday night. 

Izzy and the Old Man were goingto the movie in town. 

'It's a romance,' the Old Man said, waggling his eyebrows at me. 

'A waste of a good evening.' 

'You'll love it, John,' Izzy said. 'There are snacks in the refrigeratorand the cabinet. Snacks all 
overthe place. You won't starve.' She leaned outthe door. 'And there's a tin of that hard candy on my 
dresser.' 


Green's crossed his eyes. 'They're so sourthey curl yourtongue.' 

'Notmine.' I'd been eatingthem all summer; I couldn't getenough ofthem. 

'That's because-' he began. I knew he was going to joke about my being sour. 

But the Old Man came outthe door. 'I just saw the mess you left in the shed,' he told Green's. 
'Straighten that place up. 

It's bad enough your room looks the way it does.' 

'What's this neatness kick?' 

'Did you notice how neat Holly's things are?' 



Without thinking, I put my hand up. 'Don't...' I began, but it came out almost like a breath. 
Neither one of them heard, or maybe they just weren't paying attention. 

Green's unfolded himself from his chair so slowly, it seemed as if he weren't moving. 

'Hang in there, Kristen Copses,' Green's said as the Old Man stamped around the side of the 
house and started the car. 

'We're going to be out of here in five minutes.' 

'Where?'Already he was running around the side of the house to the shed. 

I sat there listening as he threw things around fora few minutes, and then he was back. 'I'm 
going to teach you to drive. Good thing they took the car instead of the truck.' He dangled the keys in 
front of my nose. 'Anyone who can keep berthings disinfected can drive a truck.' 

'I don'tthink-' I began. 

'Scared?' 

'Never.' 

'All right, don't waste my valuable time arguing.' 

In the back of the evergreens and the row of holly bushes was a flat field. The Old Man kept 
it mowed against snakes, rattlers that struck blind in the summer. 'Don't worry,' Green's said, sliding 
into the truck. 'No one's been bitten for about a hundred years. Pop worries about everything.' 

Green's drove as if he'd been doing it all his life. He grinned across at me in the suicide seat. 
'Since I was about eight,' he said, knowing what I was thinking. 'I'm going to take the truck up the 
mountain one day.' 

He showed me the gears and the pedals, and then we switched seats. And so, I drove in that 
field in the summer evening light. Green's shouting directions as I lurched through the ruts, bucking, 
stalling, starting up again with gear-grinding noises. 

'Aha, Kristen Copses,' he yelled. 'There's hope foryou. I knew it!' 


I pressed myfootdown on the gas pedala little harder. 



'Yahoo!' I yelled. 'It's me, driving a pickup truck!' 


19 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

One raw Tuesday morning I awoke and pulled the shade aside; the trees were charcoal 
smudges against an iron-gray sky. Gram wouldn't be up for another hour or two. I hadn't done my 
homeworkthe night before, hadn't eventhought of it. I'd fallen asleepwatchingtelevision with Henry 
nextto me on the couch and Gram working at the kitchen table. 

I still faced rows of math problems. Three pages, maybefour. And there was a social studies 
composition on Henry Hudson. 

I tried to decide whether I could work on it now. It was early. I popped the bread into the 
toasterand opened a can of Salmon Delight for Henry, who sniffed at it and walked away. 

'I can never figure you out,' I said and buttered a square of toast for him instead. Then I 
pulled my books off the shelf and sat at the table with one of Gram's knitted shawls around me. 

In the back of me, I had the radio on. Two weeks until Christmas. It had snowed upstate, six 

inches. 


Ah, snow for Green's. Were they up yet, the three of them? 

Were they having breakfast in their winter house in Hancock? What would it be like if I were 
there, doing my homework, eating Izzy's apple pancakes? 

The radio announcersaid it was a foggy day on Long Island at three minutes before eight 

o'clock. 


I finished the first page of math problems; I could never do the rest in a half hour. Never 
mind Henry Hudson sailing up the river. 

Maybe I could take one more day off. Just one. I grabbed myjacketand pad and went out 
the back door, holding it open for Henry to come too. The canal would be wonderful this morning, with 
a mist rising off the water. And all the while I jogged toward the jetty, I knew it was a mistake. But still, I 
keptgoing. 



When I got to the pier, I sat, hands clenched in my pocket against the cold, my legs dangling, 
watching the fisherman on the DanBar-J gear up to go out for blues. He knew me nowand waved. Last 
week he'd even dropped a flounder on the bench for me. I had pan-fried it with a little butter, and Gram 
had put two dusty pink candles on the table, almost like a party. 

Henry had loved his share. He hadn't scratched at me once when I put his plate down in front 
of him on the radio. 'Ah,' I had said, pleased with him. 'You'd do anythingfor a handout.' 

Now I watched the fingers of fog drift over the water while Henry sat nearby, washing one 
mangy leg. It was the kind of day I loved. I couldn't seethe end of the pier, and no one could see me 
fromthere. I could hearthe fisherman from the DanBar-J, though. 

'Want a job?' He called. 

He wasn'tthinking about school either. 

A job? Why not?There'd be money for cat food, a couple of cans of ravioli. I hadn't had 
ravioli since the stucco house. 

I nodded and found myself hosing down the deck of the Dan-Bar-J. As I scrubbed at the 
dried-on pieces offish with a wire brush, I spentthe money in my mind. 

He handed me three crumpled-upbills. I smoothed them out, and then as I gave him a half 
wave, he reached into his pocket and gave me anotherdollar. 

I couldn't wait to get back to Gram. She'd pat her scarf around her neck and fuss with her hat. 
We'd sail up and down the aisles of DeMattia's Food Store, picking and choosing: ravioli, and a pink can 
of shredded tuna for Henry. Maybe some marmalade, too, to have with the English muffins we had left. 

I had forgotten all about homework, and school, and even the hot cocoa woman. Henry and I 
headed home as the fog lifted and the sun appeared behind the trees. It was going to be a beautiful day, 
a day for a picnic on the rock jetty. 

I pulled open the backdoor and stopped. Above the newscaster's voice on the radio-'Nine- 
thirty and still snowing in upstate Philadelphia'-wasthe sound of voices in the living room. 

Henry heard them too. He scampered back outside to sit on the bench, an irritable look on 


his skinnyface. 



I thoughtaboutscamperingwith him. I knew who it must be. But how could I leave Gram 
alone with her? Instead, I shrugged outof my jacket, put my pad on the table, and lifted my chin as I 
wenttoward the front of the house. 

The hot cocoa woman sat on the lilac couch, and Gram sat in the chair opposite. They both 
had cupsof coffee intheir hands. 

Good move. Gram, I thought. Her coffee was great, dark and rich, as the advertisements 

went. 


I nodded at the hot cocoa woman and sank in the third chair, facing the window, looking out 
as if something wonderful were going on right there in the front yard. 

They talked about old movies and the wonderful colors in the living room; they talked about 
coffee waking them up, and all the time my heart was pounding. Without looking at the hot cocoa 
woman's face, I knew she was straining at the conversation, that this wasn't what she wanted to say. 

She was wearing sweats... Did she everwearanythingelse? I could see around the creamy 
spot on her chest. She'd spilled her coffee. What was the matter with that woman, anyway? 

But Gram looked fine. Gram looked wonderful, with that slash of red across her mouth, a 
silky green dress that looked like the sea. I knewshe was groping, though. She had no idea who the 
woman sitting across from her was. 

At last, the hot cocoa woman put down hercup. 'Kristen,' she said, 'I know I'm keepingyou 
from school.' 

I waved my hand. No problem, lady. 

She looked at Gram then. 'I think, Mrs. Cahill, that we need to talk aboutanotherplace for 

Kristen.' 


Gram sat up straight. I could see her thin hands on the coffee cup trembling a little; her 
mouth, too. 'Kristen is leaving?' 


They both looked at me. 



'I've found a family for her/the hot cocoa woman said. 'A mother and father with a three- 
year-old boy and a dog.' She kept leaning forward, trying to make me look at her. 'I think I remember 
you like dogs, Kristen.' 

'Sharks,' I said, 'and barracudas, not dogs.' 

'Afamily would be nice,' Gram said. 

Too late, I thought. 

'But nottoday,'the hot cocoa woman said. 'It will be a few days. I'll want Kristen to meet 
them first. They're not so far from here. You and Mrs. Cahill will be able to visit sometimes, Kristen.' 

She stood up then. 'I'll keep in touch,' she said. 'Would you like me to drive you to school 

now?' 

I shook my head. 'I can walk.' 

She turned to go. 

'By the way,' I said. 'You have a sticker on the back of that shirt. X-L' 

Shetried to look overhershoulder. 

'Extra-large,' I said, feeling mean. 

You can't wearthose things,' Kristen told him afterthey had fed the cat and were walking 
along the road. 'I'm not going to march along the beach with someone who-' 

'You said you wanted to go out on the rocks,' Noah said. 

'Not with a baby who has beach slippers on his feet,' she told him, grinning. 

He grinned back, looking down at his feet. 'My aunt said I would come back with cuts from 
the bar-nackles...' 

'Barnacles,' she said. 'Not bar-nackles.' 

'Same thing.' He reached down to pull off Mr. Meyer's slippers and tossed them into the 


marshes. 



She nodded. 'Don't worry, they'II still be there when we get back. Nobody in the world is 
going to wantthem.' 

She led him down the path, across the sand, toward the jetty, and began to hop along the 
rocks. 'See,' she said, looking back. 'Nothingto it.' 

He followed herslowly, one foot at a time, wincing. 

'Didn'tyou everwalkaround barefoot in Hungary?'she asked. 

'Certainly not,' he said. 'Do you think we were poor, that we had no shoes?' 

She was laughing again, thinking about her feet, tough as leather, and Tom, his first summer 
going barefoot. She settled herself on the gray triangular rock, way out, with Noah next to her, the sun 
on her face, and the sound of the water lapping against the rocks. 

'I wantto tell you something,' she said aftera while. 'I have stars on my bedroom ceiling. My 
mother passed them all up for me when I was a baby. She told my father she was making a world for me. 
Shesaid she wantedto give me the whole world.' 

Noah wasn't looking at her, his head was turned, but he was sitting there so still, so 
unmoving, she knew how hard he was listening. 

'I bring one with me to Ridgway every year,' she said. 'I counted. There are dozens of them 
lefton my ceiling. I'll be thirty or forty before they're all used up.' 

He nodded a little. 

'I never told anyone,' she said. 'Not even Poppy. I make them presents to me from my 
mother, every yearon my birthday, in July.' She took a breath. It was so nice to tell someone aboutthe 
stars. It was so nice to talk about her motheras if she, Kristen, were like everyone else, like everyone 
who had a mother. 

'I know your mother is dead,' he said, looking at her now, reaching out for the tiniest second 
to touch hershoulder.'Myaunttold me.' 

Kristen squinted a little, looking out at a curl of smoke from a freighterfarout. She waited for 
him to say something more about them, but when he didn't, she began again. 'My mother had 



something wrong with her heart. It was too big. She died right in Poppy's bedroom on a sunny day.'She 
tooka breath. 'I think that'san all right wayto die, but it's not all right that I don't rememberher.' 


'A picture?' he asked. 'You have a picture?' 

'Poppy has a book with her films, but they're blurry, and I don't know what her voice was like. 
You know?' 

She could see his teeth chewing on his lower lip. She opened the paper bag from Gram: two 
sandwiches. Spam, apples. Social Tea cookies. 

'I hate this,'she said, handing one of the sandwichesto him. 'Gramdoestoo. Afterthe war, 
we're never going to have one can of Spam again. And Poppy says if we have any left in the kitchen 
cabinet, he'sgoing to throwthem right in the ocean.' 

Noah had a mouthful of it. 'I like this,' he said. 'I like everything. My grandmother, 
Nagymamma, loved to cook for me. 

She said I was her best...' He closed his eyes, trying to think. 'Customer,' Kristen said, 
watching him nod, as she tried to get her mouth around the word. 'Nahj...' 

'It means a big mother, grandmother. The Nagy part just means big.' 

Kristen tooka tiny piece of Spam and tossed it into the water. 'For the fish,' she said. 'They 
probably don't like it either.' 

'You know my motheris dead too, and myfather,' he said. 

Both, she thought. She couldn't picture what it would be like with Poppy dead. So terrible... 

'Theyare dead because they had a newspaper. They wrote bad things about Hitler and the 
Nazis. And theirfriends would give out the papers. They were caught one day. The Nazis came to the 
house...' 


Kristen let out her breath. She didn't want to look in his eyes, but she couldn't help it, she 
glanced at him quickly, but he didn't look as if he would cry. He was squinting at the water, his eyes dry. 
'Nagymamma came for me, for Christy and me, just before they came to our house. And there was no 
time, not one minute. We did not say goodbye, my mother was running into the kitchen, trying to burn 



small piecesof paperatthe stove, and she looked overhershoulderand told us, 'Grannie,'andthenshe 
looked back because the stove was hot and she was almost burning herfingers.' 


Kristen was biting her lip, chewing on her lip, watching a small fish tear a piece of the Spam, 
and then another... 

'It means 'I love you,' 'he said before she could ask. 'But if they loved us, they would not have 
done that, they would not have bothered with newspapers. And we do not even know what happened 
to them. Nagymammajustgota postcard from the police that they were dead.' 

'Oh, Tom,' Kristen said, thinking how angry he looked, thinkingshe was angry too. Poppy 
should have stayed home. 

'And we wentto Austria, Christy and me, in the back of Mr. Kovacs's car, and then across to 
Switzerland. Mr. Kovacs promised he was going to sneak us across Europe. In Switzerland, Christy was 
sick with'-he touched is face-' marks.' 

'Chickenpox?' 

He shook his head. 

'Measles.' 

'Yes, and we had been travelingfor so long, and Christy had a fever, a big fever, I knew it. I 
could not tell anyone.' He shook his head, and Kristen could see him making fists of his hands. 

'We still had to cross the mountains into France,' he said. 'Mr. Kovacs was pretendingwe 
were his children, and the Nazis were there, right there.' He was almost breathless, telling her. 'We had 
to get to the ship that would take us to America.' He stopped for a moment. 'I was afraid they would not 
let Christy go.' 

Kristen couldn't look at him. She tore off another piece of Spam for the fish and the crust of 

herbread. 


'In France, she was so thirsty. Herface was red, and she was burning.' Noah stood up, 
balancing himself on the rock, watching the ship, a little closer now. He pointed to the end of the jetty, 
across the water. 'Christy is in France, and so are the Nazis.' 



'But how...' 


Noah sighed. 'We were waiting for the ship to take us to America, and this lady who was 
helpingus, this lady with a long gray dress that wentto the ground and across...' He raised his handsto 
his head. 'She was wearinga white...' He stopped and frowned. 

'Something on her head?' Kristen asked. 'Was it a nun?' 

'Yes. And she said, 'This girl is sick. She belongs to a hospital and not on a ship. She will give 
the sickness to everyone else.'' 

'Measles.' 

'Yes, but I said it was not measles. I said she could not go to a hospital, but later I fell asleep, 
and they took her, and I did not even say goodbye.' 

Kristen swallowed. 

'Now Christy is in France until the war is over. The war may last forever, and Christy is in a 
convent, with the lady in the gray dress, and the Nazis are right there, and suppose they find out about 
our newspaperin Hungary?' 

'Wait, Tom,' Kristen began. 'Isn't Hungary far away from 

France? How would they know?' 

Noah didn't stop. 'Nagymamma said to stay together, no matter what. She said as long as we 
did, we'd have a family.' 

He looked around and picked up the bag with the apples. 

20 

It was late on Monday night. Still, in shorts and a shirt, Kristen lay under her red quilt looking 
up at the sky. She could see Orion's Belt and the W of Cassiopeia. They were sharp and clear among the 
otherstars in the darksky. Itwas a beautiful night, and finally, she and Noah weregoingto watch for 


convoys. 



Shethoughtaboutit a little uneasily.They hadn'ttalkedabout Kristen's goingto Europe 
since that day at the beach. Maybe he had forgotten, she told herself, or maybe he had thought it over 
by nowand knewshe had been lying. 

She turned in the bed, trying to put it out of her mind. Everything was ready for tonight, on 
the floor. A sweater, two towels, her sneakers tucked in one side of her beach bag, and two bottles of 
soda jammed into the otherside. 

If only Gram would go to sleep. Vaguely she heard Gram's radio, the end of Lux Radio 
Theatre, and then music. 'Would you like to swing on a star?' She couldn't keep her eyes open. 

Then suddenly she was awake, wide awake. It seemed very late, midnight, maybe one o'clock. 
Gram's radio was off, and all the lights. Kristen reached forthe screen and pushed it up and out. 

She dropped into the rowboat and pushed herself along under the porches. In the light that 
spilled out from the less of Mrs. Colgan's blackout shades, she could see a mess of sand crabs hanging 
on to the pilings. 

And at the Smiths', just silence. She sat there as wide awake as if it were the middle of the 
morning, so angry at herself for sleeping, so disappointed Noah was asleep, she could have cried. 

'Too much crying,' she said aloud. 

'Too much talking to yourself,' a voice said, so close she jumped. 

Noah dropped into the boat. He was clumsy and splashed wateroverthe side. 'Because of 
the cat,' he said. 

She leaned over until she could seethe cat's face, its eyes peering out from the front of his 
open jacket. 'Cats hate the water.' 

'This one does not. I thoughtyou would not come.' 

She opened her mouth, ready to lie, but raised one shoulder instead. 'I fell asleep.' 

Noah nodded. 'It is hard to stay awake sometimes.' 

Kristen pushed the boatout from underthe porches. 'Here's what we'll do. We'll cut across 
the bay. That way we can stay away from the surf.' 



'But it is closerthe otherway.' 


'Yes, but it's harderto fightthe surfthan the bay. If you're goingfaryou wantto save your 

arms.' 


He nodded, watchingherpull on the oars. 

'Will you teach me to swim?' he asked aftera while. 

She blinked. She had been thinking again about Poppy... Poppy on a troopship watching her 
swim toward him. It was a wonderful dream. 'Swim?' she repeated. 'Yes. But why can't you swim?' 

'I did not have an ocean,' he said. Like Lynnnatta in Detroit, she thought. 

'I had a river, the Danube.' He leaned forward. 'It runs between Buda and Pest, butthe river 
is not blue like the waltz. It is gray, and sometimes silver.' 

Kristen didn'tsay anything. She had neverheard of 

Budapestsplit up that way in two halves. She'd heard of'The Blue Danube,'though. Itwas 
one of the songs in her music bookfor the piano. 

It was hard to row now. The marshes were closing in around them, and there was the dry 
rustle of the reeds hitting the sides of the boat and scraping the bottom. 

She could see Playland now in the back of them on 

Ninety-ninth Street, the rollercoaster, a dark skeleton, and the 

Ferris wheel rising behind it. In front, the boardwalk was misty, the tall lights painted black 
toward the sea, so German subs couldn't spot ships in the water nearby. 

'How long?' Noah asked. 

'Long?' 

'To learn to swim.' He leaned forward. 'I wantto go with youto Europe.' 

She opened hermouth.Tell him right now, she told herself. 


Tell him it's just too far, the water's too rough. 



'Kristen?' 


She sighed. 'You could neverlearn to swim the Atlantic in the summer. It would take months, 
years to be good enough, fast enough.' 

'If you can do it...' 

'I've been swimmingsince I wasfour,' she said. 'And rememberthatafternoon when I went 
into the surf afteryou, I was nearly swept under.' 

He didn'tanswer. 

She took a breath, trying to think of somethingto convince him. 'You even said you thought I 
was a betterswimmer.' 

In the dark, she could just see him shaking his head. 'I know you are a good swimmer,' he 
said slowly. 'I know you were coming for me.' He stopped for a moment. 'I was... I don't know the 
word...' 


How could she tell him the Christy now? He was the first friend she had ever made. You 
couldn't count Lynnnatta... Lynnnatta, who had been in Ridgwayeverysummerfrom the time they 
could walk, from the time they could talk. Tom, a friend, a good friend, Kristen's bestfriend. 

"Teasing' is the word,' he said. 

She looked at him. His face was so serious. One hand was in his jacket, petting the sleeping 
cat. 'You do not want to take me,' he said. 'You think I will not be able to keep up.' 

'No, it isn't that. Really,' she said. 

'You think I am a coward because of the plane that day.' 

She kept shaking her head. 

He leaned forward. 'It was just that I was thinking it was Europe.' His lip trembled a little. 'In 
Budapest, we hada yellow house with birds.' He moved his fingers. 'They were small birds. 



Blue ones painted on the house painted onthewindowshutters. I had an orange cat too, we 
called him Pap, afterthe pepper. He looks like this cat.' He tried to smile. 'And my grandmother, 
Nagymamma, was always telling me to do this and that, like your grandmother.' 

Kristen bit her lip, trying to think of what to say. 

'I have only Christy left. Christy is my family.' He stopped then and pointed. 'Look.' 

She turned and saw it too. The first ship looked like a flat chunk of coal on the water, so far 
out she wasn't even sure it was a ship. But then a second one appeared on the horizon, moving out of 
the mist. It was a huge ship, its toptangle of turrets and masts. 

For a moment, they didn't say anything. They sat there watching, the rowboat rocking gently 
until the ship disappeared into the mist again. 

'That was a troopship,' she said at last. 

Noah leaned back. 'Yes,' he said, 'I know. I will learn to swim, Kristen, to keep up, and we will 
go out there, outto a ship. 

And-then I will go backto Europe tofind Christy.' 

She began to grow again, turningthe boattoward the canal, her mouth dry. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

Two of Izzy's candies filled my mouth as I went around the side of the house. I did n't mean to 
listen orto be sneaky. Ordinarily, I did thata lot. I'd standstill in the hall to hear whatthe stucco woman 
had to say to her telephone friend. I'd flip pages on the teacher's desk to see what disaster of a mark I'd 
gotten in social studies or social attitude. I'd pass by classmates in the schoolyard to find out whatthey 
had to say about that kid Kristen Copses. 

But this time I was on my way to find Izzy, to give her a picture I'd drawn: Izzy flipping a 
pancake that would land on my plate. Izzy's pancakes were wonderful: covered with apples cut into 
small sweet chunks, the pancakes themselves so light I must have eaten a half dozen. In the picture Izzy 
is laughing, the turner in one hand, just under the cross-stitched motto on the wall: 


LOVE THE COOK. 



I'd changed the motto, though. I'd written: I DO LOVE THE COOK. I'd drawn the I DO in the 
palest pink so that you'd have to study it, study it hard, or you wouldn't notice. 

One afternoon Izzy and I had walked up to the old cemetery on the hill where her parents 
were buried. We picked white daisies and Queen Anne's lace and put them in the jar in front of a small 
stone next to her parents'grave. Izzy ran her hand over the inscription on the bottom: JOSEPH REGAN, 
SIX DAYS. 'I always wanted more children,' she said. 'For me, for John, for Green's.' She patted the stone. 
'I wanted a baby for each corner of my house. Itjust never happened after this.' 

Down the hill, I could hearthe Old Man bellow at Green's. 'Do they always fight?' I asked. 
'Or...' -I hesitated, trying to sound as if I didn't care, as if it weren't important-' do you think it's because 
I'm here?' 


Izzy grinned at me. 'ltdoesseem worse this summer,' she said. 'But they have to find their 

way.' 

I'd thought about that for days, 'worse this summer,' but now, as I rounded the house, I 
stepped back against the wall, warm from the sun, smelling faintly of paint, and closed my eyes. 

'How can we let hergo?' Izzy was saying. 

'We can't,' the Old Man said. 

My heart began to pound so hard I thought it would come through my chest. 

A mother, I thought. M. 

'She belongs here,' Izzy said. 'Green'sfeels ittoo.' 

B, belong. G,girl. S, sister. W for want, W for the wish, W for Wouldn't it be lovely? My head 
was spinning. 

'I've been thinking about it,' Izzy said. 'The winter house in town is too small. We'd have to 
put a room on for her.' 

I don't need a room. A couch. Sleeping bags. 

'Withoutthe room, I don't thinkthe agency would let us keep her. She has to have space for 


herself.' 



For a momentthey were quiet. 


I leaned my head back, my hand to my mouth. 

'How about this?' Lzzy said. 'You could call Lenny Mitchell to work with you. There's space in 
the back for a great room for Kristen.' 

'A big window for her,'the Old Man said. 'We could do it in weeks.' 

'Soonerthan weeks,' lzzy said. 'Early fall.' 

'Yes. Even Green's would help.' 

'I'll call-' 'You'll call the agency.' 

'How long will it take them? 

'She'll have to go back first,' lzzy said, the wordstumbling overeach other. 

'But justfora shorttime.' 

I leaned my head against the wall. I'd neverbeen so happy. 

'A daughter,' lzzy said. 

'Yes,' the Old Man said. 'We'll have a daughter.' 

From where I stood, I could seethe mountain towering over me. The stucco woman's voice 
was in my head: 'She'sa mountain of trouble, that Kristen Copses.' 

Before the end of the summer, I decided, I was going to climb that mountain, get to the top, 
raise my arms, and shoutto the whole world, 'I have a family. I belong.' 

In the back of me, there was a noise. 'Yahool' 

Green's. I jumped afoot. 

The voices stopped, but no one knew I had heard. 

Early fall and I'd be a daughter. 


Films of Kristen Deniel 



Nevermind that we didn't have much money. Nevermind that I didn't even know exactly 
howto get to the house in Laurel Highlands; I'd find it. Nevermind thatthe house wasn't mine. 

Please don't mind, I said to Izzy and the Old Man in my head. 

I ticked off whatto pack, whatto do, counting on my fingers: Bring all the food in the cabinet 
overthesink, a map, winterclothes, piles of anything warm I could find in the house, then getgas at the 
first exit off the highway. 

Gram was in the kitchen making cocoa. 'It'll be dark soon,' she said. 

'That's all right,' I told her. 'We like the dark. It's like velvet.' 

'That it is,' she said. 'And we like snow, too.' 

I bit my lip. Dark and snow. One problem afteranother. 

'Howabout marshmallows in ourcocoa?' Gramasked. 

'Left-hand cabinet,' I said. 

To begin with. Gram and I had to get off Long Island, I knew that; we had to get to Route 
Seventeen and exit at Ninety, and afterthat, we were home free. I had walked that last few miles 
dozens of times: the grocery store off the ramp, the road curving over the hill. We'd cross the bridge and 
the house would be there, nestled in the trees opposite the Old Man's mountain. 

I could do it in my sleep. 

I called back overmy shoulder, remindingGram where we were going: 'It'sa house in the 
Copses, Gram,' I said. 'A house on the river, a safe house.' 

I swept half boxes of cereal off the counter into a carton, cans of chicken noodle soup, sugar, 
salt, anything I could find to eat, then, wasting precious time, went up to the attic for Gram's old 
Christmas ornaments. 

I heard a car and froze on the top step. The sound of the motor grew louder and then 
gradually disappeared. My heart was beating fast. 



stop, I told myself. The hot cocoa woman was far away, in her house somewhere, scarfing up 
herdinner, littering hersweatsuitwith crumbs. 

But I knew we should leave as quickly as we could. I'd learned that when I'd run before. The 
first hours made all the difference, the hours before anyone knew you were gone. 

I scurried into the attic, found the box of ornaments, and pulled it afterme to the stairs. 

When I finished, the car was piled so high it was hard to see out the windows. It was 
completely dark now, exceptforthe white flakes hitting the window. In the kitchen Gram was bent over 
the table, a cup of cocoa in one hand, her knife in the other, and the smooth chunk of wood in front of 
her. 


'Gram?' I reached outfor my cup of cocoa and sipped at it, feelingthe warmth of it on my lip, 
the sweetness of the marshmallow in my mouth. I touched hershoulder. 'We can't wait anymore.' 

Rubbing her eyes, she glanced toward her bedroom. I knew she wanted to take a nap. I did 
too; I was tired now, and thinking of the long trip ahead of us was almost too much. 

'We'll have an adventure,' I said. 'You, and me, and Henry.' I hesitated. 'If we don't go, they 
might make me live somewhere else.' 

She stood up. 'We'll go, then.' She looked around atthe kitchen, touched the table, the back 
of the chair. 'Yes,' she said. 

'We'll go.' 

'Can you drive?' I asked. 

Please let the snow stop, I thought. 

She smiled. 'Of course.' 

I made one last trip to the car, carrying her knives, the small drill, pieces of wood, and then I 
was back, hoisting Henry onto my shoulder. 'No biting, if you don't mind,' I told him. 

We went outside. Gram looking up at the sky, holding out her hands to catch the flakes while 
I opened the garage doors, and then we were off, skidding our way down the street. 



Suddenly-the snow did stop, and we saw a moon over our heads. 'It looks dusty,' Gram said. 
The houses stood out as clearly as if it were daytime; trees threw sharp shadows across the snowy lawns, 
and the dark streets curved like ribbons through that white world. I put my head back against the 
headrest, thinking we'd done it. The hardest part was over. 

'Do you know about directions?' I asked. 

Sheturned herheadto one side, 'ltdepends. I knowthe way to the end of Long Island; I 
know howto get upstate...' 

'Upstate, yes.' 

'Across the Triborough Bridge.' She frowned, lookingworried. 'Isn'tthat right?' 

'I thinkso.' Henry was scratching around in the back, trying to make room forhimself. 

'There's a map somewhere.' Gram leaned across me, one hand off the wheel. 

'I can find it,' I said quickly, reaching for the glove compartment. A tiny pinprick of light 
appeared as I snapped it open. The small space inside was filled with all kinds of things: one of Gram's 
silk gloves, a couple of dimes, a squished box of tissues, and at the very bottom, the map of Philadelphia 
State. 


I unfolded it, spreading it out against the doorof the glove compartment. It was a mass of 
color and lines and tiny words that were hard to see in that dim light. I bentover it, squinting. Palisades 
Parkway. Route 17. It was all there, one line after another, leading me home to Laurel Highlands. 

I looked up as I heard the blare of a horn, and then a car swerved past us, its lights sweeping 
overtheroad. 'Are you all right?' I asked Gram. 

'Right as rain,' she said. 

I sat back and closed my eyes, thinking of Izzy, drawing them all in my mind, wondering if 
they'dthink I wasdoing a terrible thing. 

'It belongs to you,'the Old Man had said. Would he say that now? I wondered. 


Why not? said Green's in my mind. 



Izzy's face in front of mine. Would she say, 'Do it, Kristen'? 


I thought she would. 

I was doing it anyway. 

Suddenly I sat up straight. How much gas did we have? It was almost a miracle to seethe 
Mobil sign off to the right. I touched Gram's arm, pointing, and we pulled off the road, waiting for the 
attendantto fill the tank while I counted out my running money. 

'Good idea,' Gram said, and I had to smile at her. She'd have driven until the tank was empty, 
and might neverhave remembered. 

I was hungry now, really hungry. The hot chocolate hadn't lasted long. And I hadn't had lunch. 
Maybe I could hurry inside fora bag of potato chips and a chocolate bar. I glanced outthe rearview 
mirror to see a car pulling up in the back of us at the pump. The man was impatient, tapping his horn for 
us to get out of the way. There'd be no time to buy anything, not even enough time to rummage 
through the back to find the bags of food. 

I thought of the hot cocoa woman. She'd come up the path tomorrow afternoon to get me, 
trying to smile, acting as if this would be a lovely afternoon tea atthat woman's house-whatwas her 
name? Eleanor. When we didn't answer the bell, maybe she'd go around the back to see if we were in 
Gram's garden. But soon enough she'd figure out what we weren'tthe re. She'd stand on tiptoe to look 
in the window of the garage, and it would be empty. If we were lucky, she'd wait awhile. She might think 
we'd be back any minute. But the minutes would stretch out to an hour, and then she'd know. She'd 
know. And then she'd call the police. 

My hands were damp. 

Calm down, I made Green'stell me in my mind. You knew all this before you started. 

But Gram turned onto the parkway now, and it wouldn't be that long before we crossed the 
bridge and left Long Island, maybe twenty minutes, and the hot cocoa woman would just be getting 
readyfor bed. 



Nextto me, in the dim light, I couldn't seethe lines around Gram's eyes, orthe ones 
crisscrossing herforehead. I could pretend we were taking a moonlight ride in the Silver Bullet, pretend 
Gram was all right and we weren't running. 

The last time I had run was two weeks afterwhat had happened in Laurel Highlands. It was 
September, still hot, with the sun beating down from early morning until dark. It was hard to move, hard 
to think; everything hurt in my head and my chest. I'd had enough of the stucco woman and I knew 
she'd had enough of me. All I could think about was beingsomewhere cold, a place where I could scoop 
up a chunk of snow and crush it against my teeth, a place to take the heat and the pain go away. 

I left at night afterthe stucco woman had fallen asleep. It gave me hours to get outon the 
road, to find a bus. I was gone for days before they caught me. 

Maybe we'd be luckier this time. 

There were two letters the next day, one from Poppy and one from Lynnnatta. Kristen 
managed to pick them up from the mailman before he even hit Cross Bay Boulevard. She'd been waiting 
on the corner for more than an hour, watching the street as far down as she could see, wondering if 
Lynnnatta had gottenthe lettershe had sent. She had told herabout Noah andthe cat he was calling 
Pap. 


Kristen yawned, tired from last night. Even aftershe had tiptoed through the dark kitchen at 
two or three in the morning and slipped under the red quilt again, she hadn't been able to sleep. She 
had tossed from one side to the other, thinking about the troopship, and Poppy, and what she could do 
aboutthe lie she had told Tom. 

Nowshe tookthe letters and wentstraight to Lynnnatta's house, pastthe bedroom where 
Pap slept now, a small orange circle on Eddie's pillow. She climbed the attic stairs and shoved upthe 
window as high as it could go, then took a quick look at the beach. It was still emptyt this hour of the 
morning, litter baskets clean, the sand smooth and even.She hadtime, plenty of time.She wantedto 
stretch out this moment with two letters to read. It would be like sucking on a red LifeSaver until it 
melted into a thin little circle. 

She looked at them both, Lynnnatta's as filthy as the first lettershe had sent. But this time it 


was in ink that was blotted and watery as if drops had been spattered on it. 



Her father's letter was much neater, much cleaner, and is beautifully clear writing said 'Miss 
Elizabeth Mary Mollahan.' 

Kristenslid herfingernail undertheflap and slid outthetissue-paperletter. 

'Kristen.' it began. 'My dearestdaughter.' 

She closed her eyes and held the letter her father had held in his own hands just a few days 

ago. 


She read the rest of it quickly, so fastthe words ran together. He nevermentionedthatshe 
hadn't said goodbye. He never said that he minded, or didn't mind, only about the war is over, and 
everythingthe same again. 

I have a picture of you in my head as clear as a photograph to take with me overseas. You're 
in the boat, and frowning, staring at a skate fish just before you set him free. Bythetime you read this, 
Kristen Billy, I'll be on my way across the ocean, the fasterthere, the foster home. 

She thought her heart would stop. Her father out there, crossing the Atlantic, part of a 
convoy, maybe even on the troopship she and Noah had seen last night. 

She couldn't even think about it. She looked at the end of the letter. 

Hug the wavesfor me, and the beach on 101st Street. 

And-then at the very bottom, hug Gram too. She loves you, Kristen, more than you know. 

Kristen wiped hereyes. It was a good thing she had Lynnnatta's letterto think about next, 
and not having to hug Gram. 

She looked back at Poppy's letter. Atthe very bottom he had written: 

Don't forget to finish those books, Madeline, and A Tale of Two Cities, and especially The 
Three Musketeers. 

Kristen frowned. Strange that Poppy had written that. He had read Madeline to her a 
hundred years ago when she was six. How could he have forgotten? And he didn't know she was reading 
TheThree Musketeers. She had just taken itfrom the library onThursday. 



She put her father's letter down carefully near the chimney and opened Lynnnatta's. It 
started most strangely. No opening, the way Sister Jillen had taught Kristen in school. No - 'Dear Kristen.' 
Just please go to my living room and get Eddie's picture. Send it right away even if you have to askyour 
grand mother for the money. Tell her I'll pay her back when the war is over. I can't member what Eddie 
looks like and now he's missing in action, isn't it strange, on a beach. It was on D-Day. The telegram 
didn'tcome until this morning. He neverevengotanyof the candy. 

Lynnnatta- 

Kristen sat there foranotherminute; then she went down the stairs feeling so dizzy it 
seemed herfeetdidn'teven touch the steps. She went into the Dillons' living room and reached for 
Eddie's picture. Her hands were shaking and she knocked it off the table, grabbing it before it hit the 
floor. Nice catch, Kristen. 

Eddie would say. 

Then she was out the door and down the street. She couldn't wait to find Gram, to tell her 
this awful thing that had happened to Eddie Dillon, to ask for wrapping paper and stamps for the picture. 

She went down the road and in the back door, but before she could begin. Gram had started. 
'Change yourclothes, Kristen. 

and getyour hat,' she said. 'Mrs. Colgan told me that Eddie 

Dillon is missing and-' 

'How does she know?' Kristen asked. 

They couldn'twatch for ships that night afterall. Mr. 

Colgan had borrowed Gram's rowboatfornight crabbing, and Mr. 

Meyer was caulking the bottom of his. 

'Want to go to the movie instead?' Kristen asked Noah when she caught up with him on the 
Smiths' porch. 


'Well...' 



'We won't stay forthe whole thing,' she told him. 'We'll justsneakin and watch until eight- 
thirty, a little Eyes and Ears of the World News, and...' She tried to remember the newest movie atthe 
Cross Bay. She had seen two minutes of it the other day before the matron had caught her and marched 
heroutside, blinking, into the sunshine. 

'How much does it cost?' He asked. 

'Nota cent. I told you, we're sneakingin.'She could see he looked worried. 'Unlessyou're 

afraid.' 


'I am not afraid of anything.' 

'Well, then.'Action in the North Atlantic was the name of the movie. It was aboutthe troop 
ships crossingthe ocean, and German submarinesfollowingalong... 

She shivered a little, thinking about those ships. Mrs. Sherman had just pinned up another 
posterovera pile of raisin rings. SOMEONETALKED, it said in big red lettersontop, and underneath was 
a ship sinking so you saw only the bow, and sailors trying to swim away in waves that were high as 
mountains. 


Kristen tried not to think about it. Instead, she walked down the street in front of Tom. They 
turned in at the alley on one side of the Cross-Bay Theatre. The alley was filled with itchy weeds that 
smelled. She could see Noah lifting his skinny legs as high as he could, but she just rushed right through 
the weeds and around to the back. 

'It's hot as a pokerin the balcony,' she told him. 'They always leave the door open upthere.' 

Noah stopped when he sawthefire escape stairs they'd have to climb. 

'Don't be silly,' she said, knowing what he was thinking. 

'Don't look down.' 

'It must be two stories,' he said. 'You can fall right through those steps, and it looks as if the 
steps will pull offthe side of the wall.' 

'Three stories,' she said, daring him. 


'I am not afraid,' he said. 'I am justtelling you.' 



She started to climb without answering. She had done this every summer since she was six, 
up those stairs a thousand times. The stairs were rickety, she had to admit. And the screws holding them 
to the wall looked rusty as anything. Would n't you think the guy who owned the movie would polish 
things up once in a while? 

She looked back over her shoulder at Tom. He was holding on to the railing for dear life, as 
Gram would say, stopping each second to close his eyes and take a breath. 

'Race you to the top,' she said. 

He opened his eyes. 'Sure.' 

She grinned. He was a tough kid, that Tom. 

The balcony door was opened just wide enough for them to crawl through. She sank on the 
top step next to the door to watch, with Noah sliding in next to her, breathless. 'That was so simple,' he 
said. 


She leaned over. 'We made it Justin time forBugs Bunny.' 

He grinned back. 'What's up. Doc?' he said. 

She started to laugh. 

'What?' He asked. 

'It'syour voice. It sounds so... so...' 

'Hungarian,' he said. 'It is a Hungarian Bugs Bunny.' 

She liked the way he laughed, the way he talked. She kept smiling to herself as they leaned 
back against the steps to watch Bugs Bunny chomping on a carrot, falling off a cliff. They had a perfect 
spot. They had the whole balcony to themselves. 

Notone person wasupthere. 

If they had paid, if Poppy had been with her, she would have been able to go downstairs to 
the candy stand and buy a cup of popcorn, or some peanut chews. If she tried it now-that is, if she'd still 
had her tan purse with money-the matron with her flash light would be right thereto pounce on her. 



And-then it was time for the picture. Words... music... a destroyer being blown up in the 
water. The noise of it was deafening. Explosions were going on all overthe place. 

Kristen sat there fora while. She watched one of the ships sink and the sailors trying to hold 
on to little pieces of wood or to swim away, just like the poster in Mrs. Sherman's bakery. 

And-shethoughtof Poppy.They had heard from him again, but only a postcard. She had 
missed the mailman that day, and the card had slid into the slot in the door, and it had been there all 
morning until Gram had spotted it. Never so tired. I never worked so hard, to be ready to go overseas. 
Thinking of you both in Ridgway makes me happy... makes it all worthwhile. Love, Poppy. 

Kristen watched one of the sailors, arms raised, go underthe water, and then she didn't 
watch anymore. 

Noah wasn't watching either. 

'Don'tyou like the movie?' she asked. 

He shook his head. 

'We could leave-' she began and broke off. She could see the balcony stairs and the beam 
from the matron's flashlight bouncing up toward them. 

'I wason a ship like that,' Noah said. 

She blinked. Of course. How else had he gotten here?She had neverthoughtofthat. The 
matron was halfway up the stairs now, looking at them, a frown on herface. 

'Tom,' Kristen began. 

'Are you here again?' the matron asked. 'I told you last time it's dangerousto climb those 
steps,andyou can't keepcoming in here when you don't pay. It was one thing whenyouwere six years 
old, but...' 


Kristen circled her, with Noah following, and went down the balcony steps to the first floor. 
They passed the candy counter and the glass stand with the popcorn piled up to the top and went out 
the door. 



Behind them was the sound of bombs, and depth charges exploding, and in the marquee's 
light she could see Tom's face, his blue eyes swimming in tears. 

She stood there fora moment, wantingto ask him, wantingto know about the ship, wanting 
to know what had made him cry. 

Then she heard the church chimes. 

'It's nine o'clock,' she said. 'Gram is going to have a fit' 

Theystartedto run, crossingthe streetdiagonally,just missing an old Chevywith its 
headlights blackened, its horn blaring at them. They raced past Mrs. Sherman's. 'Same cookies,' Noah 
said, breathless, and then around the corner of the As Good as NewShoppe with the dusty hat and coat, 
the flute and the violin. 

By the time they reached the back road, Kristen had a pain in her chest and a stitch in her 
side, and Noah wasn't crying anymore. They were both laughing, and he grabbed her hand and pulled 
her along until they reached her back door. 

'Tomorrow,' Kristen called after him. 'See you tomorrow.' 

'Yes,' he said, going down toward the Smiths'.' 

It means-' she began and broke off. How could she explain? Besides, they had to be quiet. 
She held one fingerupto hermouthand reachedforthe keyaround herneck. She pulled him insideand 
shutthe doorquickly behindthem. 

'Why?' He asked, whispering. 

She raised hershoulders, thin king about how to tell him. 

'It'sthe war,' she began. 'The people are gone now.' 

She saw his eyes, blue in the dim light, sad maybe, orfrightened. 'Like Budapest,' he said. 

Kristen shook herhead a little. 'Lynnnatta...that'sthegirl, said I could. Gave me the key. I'm 


beingcarefuL' 



She looked at the winter shutters tight over the windows, and breathed in, trying not to cry 
overthe cat, or herfather, or Lynnnatta's beinggone. 

'Hot,' Noah said. 

Kristen shook her head, and then she realized how wetshe was, the ends of her hair still 

dripping. 


Noah was frowning. 'She is too little forfood,' he said slowly. 'She needs milk,' and, even 
more slowly, 'She needs her mother.' 

Kristen nodded a quick flash in her mind of the stars on her ceiling and her mother. Then she 
sat back on her heels. Noah was right. The kitten needed milk. She thought about going for it. 

She'd have to walk to the bayside and sneak past Gram to take a bottle out of the 
refrigerator. 

She could see Gram's name, fourth on her problem list. It came after First: Lies; Second: 
Daydreaming; and Third: Friends, need. And now maybe she'd cross the whole thing out and move 
Gram up to numberone. Itwould serve herright. 

Gram probably wouldn't care even if she knew. She wasn't talking much to Kristen either, 
mumbling once, '...terrible that you didn't come back to say goodbye to yourfather.' 

Kristen knew it was terrible, she didn't need Gram to tell her that. The last two days she had 
awakenedwitha pain in her chest, almost like a woodpeckerbangingaway at her ribs. Ifonlyshehad 
gone home on Saturday morning, or even to the railroad station. Just a few minutes would have made 
all the difference. And now she might not see Poppy for years, she might be grown up and he wouldn't 
even recognize her. 

She had written to him, though, along 'I'm sorry' letter. She had sent it to the address that he 
had left on her bed. It was a strange address, full of numbers and letters, and didn'teven tell where he 
was. 


Suddenly she felt cold there in the shade. She moved her head, finding a shaft of sunlight 
that came through the boardwalk up above. It was warm on her face. In front of her, a woman went 
past, humming 'The Last Time I Saw Paris.' 



And, Noah wasn't just looking at the water anymore. He was writing something on that pad. 
What? She could see a ship way out. Maybe he was checking out troop movements. She tried to think 
about what else the spies checked out when she saw them in the movies. She wondered if she could get 
up a little closer. 

Tom's head was bentoverhis paper, and he was writing fast. Kristen crawled around the side 
of the rusty fence an inch at a time. If he heard her if he turned around... 

She pictured herself as an undercoveragent. If Tom, Nazi SpyTom, turned, he'd reach into 
the bag, pull out his revolver with the silencer. He'd shoot her, of course. Nevermind. It was for the 
good of the country. She'd win a medal. 

She couldn'tsee anything in his paper. His shoulderwas in the way. She moved overa bit, 
and another inch or two toward him, and there, she could seethe writing on the lined white paper: 

Dere Ont Eva and OnkI Emery, Strange. A secret code maybe. She frowned, suddenly 
knowing what it was, feeling the disappointment. A letter, just a letter, not a spy thing at all... just that 
he was the worst speller in the world, worse than even she was. She let out her breath. 

No.The tan purse. She could run downto Milton at the grocerystore. She slapped her 
pocket. The purse was gone. Of course, it was in the water. All the money she had saved for all the 
cookiesthis summer, and the movies, and it was gone. All those months of saving. But Lynnnatta's letter 
was still in her pocket. She could feel it, almost as wet as the cat. How could she ever read it? She took it 
out slowly, carefully, and spread it on the counter to dry. 

'I will get milk.' Noah reached forthe back door. 'Do not worry,' he said, but it sounded like 

worry. 


He was as careful as she would have been, openingthe doorlessthan an inch, peeringout, 
then pushing it all the way. A moment later, the door closed gently, and he was gone. 

Where was he going?To Mrs. Meyer's?To Milton's? He had certainly learned to find his way 
around quickly. 

The cat mewed. On the kitchen floor, she was a shadow, so puny she could be only a few 
weeks old. Poor little thing. Kristen could have cried looking at her. She scooped her up, her face a 
striped pansy, herears tiny tags of orange. 'Coming,' Kristen said, 'milk is coming. Don'tworry.' 



He heard herand turned. Good grief. 'I lost my, um... 'she began, and then she heard the 


noise. 


It was like a mosquito at first, a thin, high sound. It wasn't a mosquito, though, of course not. 
The noise grew louder, so loud she could feelthe boardwalk tremble with it, could feelthe vibration in 
herchest. 


A plane was coming in overthe water, so low it wasjust above the waves, its wings tilting. 
She could see people standingon the beach watching, Mrs. Colgan fardown on the beach, looking up, 
hermouth a perfect round O. And afat lady with wobbly legs, shadinghereyestosee as the plane 
roared overthe beach. It spread a huge, darkshadow, sand flattening underit and spewing up along the 
sides. 


Kristen backed against the boardwalk steps, her heart thumping in herchest, her head 
burstingwith the sound of it. 

The sand was in hermouth and nose, stinging hereyes. 

The plane gathered speed, gathered height, was up, overthem and past. And then she 
realized. It was a trainer plane, only a trainer plane from the navy yard. 

But Noah couldn't know that. She could see his face, his blue eyes huge, the pad went out of 
his hand, blowing across the beach. 

Without thinking, she went toward him, spitting out sand, wiping her eyes on her sleeve. The 
noise of the plane was fading, and she could see Tom's hands were trembling a little. 

She reached out and grabbed his arm. 'It's all right,' she told him. Then everything was still, 
except for the waves rolling in on the shore in front of them. 

'It's all right,' she said again. 'It wasn't a Nazi. I saw it.' She made a circle with one finger. 'The 
round insignia thing with the star.' 

He didn't look at her. It almost seemed as if he hadn't seen her as he kept watching the plane, 
a speck now in the distance. 


She stepped back. She could still feel her heart pounding. 



'It was a trainer plane.' She pointed across the shoreline toward Coney Island. 'From the 
naval base.' 

He wasn't listening. He followed his paper across the beach, and suddenly she remembered 
he had caught her spying on him again. Fee ling her face redden, knowing she wouldn't go near him for 
the rest of the summer, she went upthe boardwalk steps and started for home. 

She wandered down the hall with the cat in her arms, running her hand over her back, 
fee ling the knobs of her bony spine. The first door was to Eddie's bedroom. She pushed it open with one 
finger. Itwasa little lighterin there,the shutters notas tight against the windows. 

She could see Gram's hand, softand plumpon the pillows. Gram'sweddingring wasa sliver 
of silverthat had made a deep ridge in herfinger. 'I was skinny until you started school,' she had told 
Kristen once, laughing. 'Then I started to eat and found out how good food was.' 

Kristen couldn't picture it, couldn't picture Gram skinny, and swimming across Jamaica Bay. 
Herfatherhad told herGram had done that. 'I watched herwhen I wassmall,' he had said. 'She had a 
braid to her waist, and she was a seal in the water.' 

Gram was sitting on the couch in the living room when Kristen came in. She was listening to 
Portia Faces Life. Kristen liked to listen to Portia too. 

She and Lynnnatta had sent away for Portia's picture. They'd written a letter straight to 
WEAF radio station just before Lynnnatta had left. Lynnnatta said stars like Portia always had films of 
themselves lyingaround. 

Right now, on the radio, Portia's husband, Walter, was a prisoner of war in Germany, and he 
had justthoughtof an escape plan. He was going to hide in a small boat. Then when an Americanship 
passed, he'd signal it with a flashlight and row out to freedom. 

Kristen sank on one end of the couch, as far away from Gram as she could get, to listen. 

Gram still had the braid, but nowit was twisted around in the back of her head in a bun. At 
night, she'd take outthe bobby pins, run her fingers through herhair, and brush it. 

Gram's hand was moving. Kristen watched out of the corner of her eye as the plump fingers 
walked across the pillows, and Gram's arm came up around her. 



Kristen was aboutto shrug herarm away, about to get up, but it felt so good to be sitting 
there in that circle that she moved closer. A moment later, she was crying, and she didn't even try to 
stop. 

'I know,' Gram said. 

Kristen shook her head. 'No, you don't.' 

Gram touched hersleeve, makingtiny pleats in the cotton with her fingers. 

'We were going to go fishing,' Kristen said, 'and to the movies. We were going to do 
everything.' 

'Your father said the same thing,' Gram said. 

Kristen looked up. 'Really?' 

Gram nodded. 'Youreyes will be red.' 

Sheshookherhead. 'I don'tcare.' 

'Yes, you will,' Gram said. 'We're goingoutto dinner.' 

'Trixie's Restaurant?' 

'Of course not. There's a war on and not a penny to spare for such foolish-' Gram broke off. 
'We're going to the Smiths'.' Kristen sat up straight. She could feel her mouth suddenly go dry. 'I'm not-' 

'Mr. Meyersaid you did a magnificentjobon his headlight.' 

'I don't-' 

'There's a surprise for you, Mrs. Meyersaid.' 

Kristen bit her lip. Some surprise. As if she couldn'tguess.Tom. Kristen moved back to the 
end of the couch. She was not going to the Smiths' house, notin a million skillion years. 

'I'm not... 'Kristen began again and stopped. She always loved to go to the Smiths' for dinner. 
Sometimesthere wasaflounderMr. Meyerhad caughtthat morning, with corn on the cob, and a cake 



with jelly icing on top. How could she say she didn't want to go, that she knewaboutTom? And worse, 
that he knewabout her.Gram wouldn'ttake noforan answer. Never. 

Gram was up from the couch now. 'We'll have to see what happens to Walter tomorrow,' 
she said. 'They're certainly stretchingthis out.' 

Kristen followed her into the bathroom and watched as Gram opened her compact and took 
out her powder puff. 

Kristen leaned forward to look in the mirror. Her eyes were red, and so was her nose. 

'Here.' Gram ran a washcloth underthetap. 'Nice and cool.' She held it up to Kristen's eyes. 
'Betterin a minute, wait and see.' 

Gram was right. Kristen held her head back and felt the coolness of the cloth on her eyes and 
her cheeks. In the back of her, she could hear the news. An American general had told reporters he 
needed only three hoursof good weather and the army could breakout of Normandy and start across 
France. 


Strange, Kristen thought, in France, the weather was gray and cloudy, and the Americans 
were caughton a beach that was wetand cold. Here in Ridgway. it was beautiful. 

She checkedthe mirror again. No one would guess she'd beencrying. 

Gram took her powder puff and waved it over Kristen's nose. 'I think I hear the church bells. 
We're supposed to be there at six. Come on.' 

Kristen walked out behind her, taking the smallest steps she possibly could. She dreaded 
having to meet Tom, actually meet him at last. She wouldn't say a word to him. She'd talk to Mr. and 
Mrs. Meyerand not even lookat him. 

Mrs. Meyerwas waiting at the door, excited, smiling. 

'Have I got a surprise for you,' she said. 

And behind her was Tom. Tom, with that mop of dark hair and blue eyes. She took a quick 
look at him afterall. He was looking at hertoo. His mouth opened. 'You are Kristen?' 


'Of course, she's Kristen.' Mrs. Meyersaid. 



Kristen raised one eyebrow and put on her'Too bad for you. Sister Jillen'face. Usually, she 
was good at that, but halfway into the face, her eyes slid away because for the quickest second it looked 
as if Noah was going to laugh. 

When she looked back, he was tapping his lip, looking at her, his eyebrows raised. What was 
that all aboutPshe wondered. Noah was crazy. 

But then Mr. Meyerwasleadingthemto the table, his hand on Kristen's back, smiling. 'Sit 
here next to me,' he told Gram. 'And Kristen, my love, across from Tom, my nephew. Tom's herefrom 
my brother Emery's in Canada to spend the summer.' 'From Hungary,' Mrs. Meyer said at the same time. 

'To be safe from the war.' 

Noah looked up. He spoke to Gram, though, not even glancing at Kristen. 'From Budapest, 
two years ago.' The words sounded different on his tongue, soft, almost musical. 

Mrs. Meyershook herhead. 'Itwas a long trip forTom. Through Austria and Switzerland, 
across the mountains to France, then a ship...'She stopped fora breath. 

'With Christy,' Noah said. 

Mrs. Meyer's face suddenly looked different, older, sad. 'Hiseight-year-old sister was sick,' 
she told them. 'She's caught in France.' 

Noah made a sound, said something. 

Kristen took a quick look, but he was smearing margarine overa slice of bread, looking down. 
And then Mr. Meyer began to talk quickly, and so did Gram, and Kristen bent over her plate to bone the 
fish and begin on the corn. She was starving. 

Noah must have been starving too. He bent over his plate; his hand made a fist around his 
fork. He ate fast, taking huge bites, shoveling it in. 

Gram would have had a fit if she had done that. 

He raised his head, and immediately she looked past him, toward the lemon cake on the 
counter, and beyond to the window. Outside, pairs of socks were hanging on the porch railing. 


The water was flat and slick with the sun slanting over it. 



'Isn'tthis perfect/ Mrs. Meyersaid. 'Justas Lynnnatta leaves, Noah comes. You'll have 


someone to fish with all summer, Kristen.' 

Gram was staring at her. Kristen could feel her eyes. Gram thought she knew what Kristen 
was thinking, thought Kristen wouldn'tgo to the beach with any boy, fish with him, go to the Cross-Bay 
Theatre... 


What Gram didn't know was that it was probably the other way around. 

'Yes,' said Gram. 'It's perfect. Isn't it, Kristen?' 

She didn't look at Gram. She took a chunk of corn off the cob, with a bite almost as big as 
Tom's. She certainly couldn't answer them with her mouth full. 

Noah had finished his fish and corn and was into the peas now. Moundsof peas were falling 
off the edge of his fork. And suddenly he looked up and saw her watching him. He was laughing, bringing 
his hand up to his mouth. And just as suddenly, she knewwhat he was doing. He was reminding her of 
the lipstick, Gertz DepartmentStore, FREETAKEONE. Good grief. 

It was a good thing Mrs. Meyer was talking, otherwise, Kristen might just have jumped up to 
race out of there and never come back. But what was Mrs. Meyer saying? 'Noah doesn't know the ocean. 
He doesn'tknow howto swim.' 

'And Kristen. 'Mr. Meyersaid, 'swims like a mermaid.' 

'She'II teach you, Tom,' Mrs. Meyersaid. 'No one swims the way Kristen does.' 

Teach him to swim-she couldn't believe it. 

'Except hergrandmother,' said Mr. Meyer. 

Gram laughed. 'I haven't put my foot in the watersince I taught Kristen to swim.' 

Kristen remembered that, remembered paddlingaround inthe water, listeningas Gram held 
her feet lightly, pointing her big toes toward each other, angling her hands so the sides of her index 
fingers slid into the waterfirst. 'Everything makes a difference,' Gram had said. 

And on Friday night, they had shown herfather. No life vest anymore, and by that time 
Kristen could dive. She went off the side of the porch, her toes digging into the railing for an instant. 



then pushing up, arms stretched, head down. She slid underneath smoothly with the sound of the water 
in her ears, the taste of it on her tongue, up then, and swimming in front of the houses easily, almost as 
easily as she could walk. 

Moments later, she had climbed back up. Her father had wrapped her in a huge towel, 
hugging herand telling herhow proud hermotherwould have been. 

And now Gram was telling the Smiths about Poppy. 'I hope he's still at Fort Dix,' she said. In 
the back of them, the teakettle was whistling. Gram's face was sad. 'He'll go to Europe soon, any day. 

Maybe he'sgone already. I hope it isn't in Germany.' 

Kristen stuffed her mouth with bread. She wanted to stuff her ears too. She didn't want 
Gram to talk about it. She didn'twantto think about it. 

Then Mrs. Meyerpassed them slices of lemon cake, apologizing because it was made with 
margarine and not butter, and Noah began to eat again, two pieces, and then a third. He didn't look at 
Kristen again, and she sat there thinking about him laughing at her, and wondering about his sister, 
Christy, and trying to pretend she didn't notice he was there until they were finished and it was time to 
go home. 


Thursday. She had been duckingawayfrom Noah foralmost a week. Itwasjustthe opposite 
now. Everywhere she went, she sawTom. Ahead of her, in back of her, even comingout of Sherman's 
Bakery. 


But right now, she had otherthings to think about. A letter from herfather. They had 
received only a quick postcard: Arrived safely. Missyou terribly. We'll be fishing this time nextyear. 
Letterfollows. Best love. Poppy. Maybe today there'd be a real letter. She could see it in her mind, 
tissue-thin with a red, white, and blue border, the same as the letters Eddie Dillon sent home. 

'Ifyou could stopdreamingand finish yourbreakfast,'Gramsaid. 

Kristen picked up her spoon. She could see something else too. Gram would be leaning over 
hershoulder, readingthe letter, herlips moving slightly, readingevenfasterthan she could. 

Kristen ate her cereal without looking once into the bowl. Bits of cream were floating around 


in the milk, white things looking like tiny fish. She could almost feelthemon herteeth. 



She shuddered. The white things we re floating around inside hernow. She wentoutto the 


porch and leaned onthe screen.The waterwas swollenthis morning, the tide high. 

She knew exactly whatshe'd do. She'd hang around on Cross Bay Boulevard, maybe stop at 
Sherman's Bakeryfora roll ora cookie. She'd grabthe mailman before he even got around to her 
grandmotheron the bayside. 

If only he'dgive herthe letter. 

She reached under her bed for her pad and pencil and the tan purse with the money she had 
saved all winter. 

'Goingto Sherman's,' shetold Gram's back at the kitchen sink. 

Gram made a tiny breathingsound, a 'no' sound, but before she could say she shouldn't 
waste her money on cookies that tasted like cardboard, Kristen began, 'My money. My 

Christmas, snow-shoveling, allowance-saving money.' 

Gram'svoice rose. 'Then don'tforgetsunburn lotion. 

You'll have blisters on your nose.' 

Kristen didn't wait to hearthe rest. She was out the door and up the road. Already it was hot, 
the tar shimmering in the haze, the sound of the cicadas beginning. 'Listen,' Poppy would say, 'it's the 
sound of summer.' 

She wondered when she'd see him again. The days stretched out in front of her like long gray 
sheets on a washing line. 

Summerwould be overand fall... 

Kristen passed the As Good as New Shoppe onthe corner. Everything in the window was just 
the same, the old coat and dusty straw hat, certainly not looking as good as new, the flute and violin in 
back, and the stuffed dogthat looked as if it would fall overany second. 

Sherman's Bakery was at the near end of Cross Bay Boulevard. It was dim and dusty, and 
Kristen could see through the screen that Mrs. Sherman hadn't gotten around to baking yet. The trays 
were almostempty.Astrawberry-pinkbirthday cake stood on one shelf and a plate of pale sugar 



cookies on another. The cookies had jelly in the middle, but the jelly would be hard by now, the juice 
drained out overnight. 

Kristen stood there, hand on the screen door, squinting in the sun. The mailman was halfway 
up the next block. She could see him plodding along across the street. 

She took a step, but Mrs. Sherman, hands floury, came out from the back and spotted her. 
'Kristen, 'she said. 'My first customertoday.' 

Kristen pulled open the doorand went inside, glancing up at the posteroverthe glass 
counter: LOOSE LI PS SINK SHI PS. 'Not much left,' Mrs. Sherman said. 'Sticky buns later, but try those jelly 
cookies for now.' 

Kristen looked down at the cookies. Up close they looked worse, shrunken and dry. She 
wondered which way the mailman was going. Toward the bay? Back along the boulevard? 

'Can't get much better with the war on, you know,' Mrs. Sherman began, leaning against the 

counter. 


him. 


Kristen nodded. If the mailman wenttowardthe bay, he'd turn before the bakery. She'd miss 


'I'll take a cookie,' Kristen said. 'Sure.' 

'The egg man went into the service,' Mrs. Sherman said. 

'I don't know how I'm going to get eggs now, or cheese.' 

'Mygrandmothersaid I have to be right home. I have to stop her medicine.' 

'Sick? Your grandmother's sick?' 

The next thing she knew, Mrs. Sherman would be on her way to Grams with her dried-up 
cookies. 'Uh... no. It's my aunt 

Celia. In Europe.' 


Mrs.Shermanshookherhead, clucking a little. 'What'sthe matter?' 



She'd never get out of there. She took a step back, trying to think. She remembered the news 
a while back: battles in Russia, with snow and biting cold. 'Frostbite,' she said. 

Mrs. Sherman raised one eyebrow. 'In July?' 

Kristen shook her head. 'I don't know. I really-' 

Mrs. Sherman sighed. 'It's the war. No one knows what's going on.' She reached fora bag. 
'Two cookies. Two forthe price of one.' 

'Thanks,' Kristen said. If she ran maybe she could cut the mailman off. She counted pennies 
out on the counter, reached forthe bag, then banged out the screen door. 

He was there, crossingthe street, still on the boulevard. A miracle. 

'Hey,' she called. 'Wait up.' 

He didn't turn around. He stopped to stuff a paper into the slot at the restaurant, then we nt 
nextdoorto the dry cleaner. By the time she caught up with him, she could feel perspiration streaking 
down her back. 

'I need my mail,' she told his sack, not looking at his face. 

He'd nevereven give herthe movie advertisement. He shook his head. 'I've told you. I have 
to deliver it to your grand mother's house. Can't be dropping her mail all over the place. She'd carry on 
and-' 


'My mail,' Kristen said. 'My mail.' 

Inside the sack was herletter, written in her father's handwriting. Itwould start with 
'Sweetheart,' or'DearKristen Billy.' 

'My father,' she said in a voice she could hardly hear herself, 'is in the service. The Secret 
Service.' She stopped, trying to think about how to convince him. 'He told me to be sure to get the mail 
first. He-' 


The mailman looked up. 'Jerry went overseas?' 


The letter was there, so close she could reach out and take it. She hated the mailman. 



'You know you're notsupposed toask/ she said. 'You saw the poster in Mrs. Sherman's, 
'Loose Lips Sink Ships.' Spies could be walking up and down Cross Bay Boulevard, and my father, who's 
on a ship right now...' 

She could feelherlips trembling eventhoughshedidn'tknow if herfatherwason a ship, or 
still in New Jersey at Fort Dix, perfectly safe. 

The mailman shifted the leatherstrap on his shoulder. 

'Don'tcry, Kristen. Let me take a look. Let me just see...' 

She stood there waiting as he went through dozens of envelopes, it seemed stacks of papers. 
He keptshakinghis head. 

Then, at last, he plucked a letterout of the sack. 

She breathed in and could feelthe tears now. 

'It's not from your father,' he said. 

Then she could see it too. A small white envelope, filthy, MISS Kristen MOLLAHAN, in pencil. 
Lynnnatta. Only Lynnnatta. 

'Listen, Kristen. 'He said. 'There'll be a lettertomorrow. 

Betcha. You'll come right down here to Cross Bay...' 

She stared at the sidewalk, at a crack runningalong with it, a hill of ants bustling. 'He's very 
busy,' she said. 

'I know,' he said. 'He's a great guy.' 

Kristen took the letterfrom him, dug it into her shorts pocket. 'I'll see you tomorrow, then,' 

she said. 


'You can counton it.' 



She headed for the fishing dock, looking back once to wave to him. It was a hot walk along 
Cross Bay Boulevard, but worth it. The fishing boats would be long gone now on a weekday, out since 
early this morning. She'd have the wharf to herself, with only a fisherman ortwo trying for fluke. 

She ran the last bit, seeingthe weathered dock in front of her, the flag flapping wildly on the 
pole, and best of all, no one there, not a soul. She took a deep breath, smelling the sea, and kerosene 
from the boats, and sat on a bench halfway down to read Lynnnatta's letter. But before she evengotto 
take it out of her pocket, she could see someone on the beach path. No, two people. Her luck. 

She shaded hereyes. One was coming on a bicycle, wobblingalong, a basketin front, and the 
other, a good way in the back of him, seemed to be... She sat up straighten Yes, it was Noah running 
down the road after him. He stopped once, and darted into the reeds, as the bicycle rider looked over 
his shoulder. What was Noah up to, anyway? 

The rider slowed as he neared the dock. It was probably a fisherman who would talk and talk, 
and she'd never get one minute's peace when the person she wanted to talk to was Tom. 

She slid off the bench, leaning against the side. If he didn't see her, maybe he'd go all the 
way to the far end on that bicycle and pass her right by. 

He didn't, though. She could hear him swinging off the bike, the sound of metal as he rested 
it against a bench farther down, a splash as he tossed something into the water, and as she peered 
around the side of the bench, he was on his way again, and Noah was running toward her, waving his 
arms, shouting. 

Kristen gathered herself to her feet, looking first at Tom, whose feet were pounding along 
the wooden pier, and then at the back of the man on the bicycle. No, it was a boy, a teenager. His head 
was down, bent over the handlebars, his feet pedaling faster, picking up speed as he disappeared into 
one of the narrow lanes that snaked through the reeds. 

Noah was in front of her now, almost babbling as he pointed down into the clear green water. 
She took a step toward the edge, looking down too. She saw threads of seagrass floating under the 
surface, and then the bulging bag, almost out of sight, as it sank to the bottom. 


'It is a cot,' Noah said. 'A cot.' 



She shook her head. 'It's too small fora...' She drew in herbreath. A cat. He meant a cat. She 


was in the water in an instant, rolling over the side instead of diving, not sure of the depth. It was over 
her head, much deeperthan she would have guessed, maybe seven or eight feet. The water bubbled 
above her, sunlit at first, and then darker. She turned and kicked with her feet, herarmsout, reaching, 
reaching... 


And felt the edge of it, the paper bag shredding away in her fingers. Then, a miracle, the 
kitten was in her hands. 

She kicked up with it and broke the surface. It was still, unmoving, a sodden reddish mass, as 
Tom, hanging half off the pier, took it from her. 

She swam around to the steps the fisherman used to clean their catch and pulled herself up. 

Noah was standing in the middle of the dock now, wrapping the kitten on the edge of his 
shirt. She moved toward him, her clothes heavy and dripping, her sneakers filled with so much water it 
was hard to move. 'Don't let her lie still,' she said. 

'Keep hermoving.' 

When she reached him, she grabbed his wrist, shaking his hands, and the cat with them. 
'More,' she told him. She dug the cat out of the end of his shirt and kneaded the fur, holding her head 
down, until at least she coughed and sneezed. 

'She is alive,' Noah said. They looked at each other, smiling. How blue his eyes are, she 
thought, and when he smiled, she liked his face. He looked like another person, almost like a friend. 

But he smiled foronly a moment. He tookthe cat from her, rubbing herfur with his shirt, 
drying it, and looking around. 'That boy,' he said. 'I saw him putthe cat in the bag-' He broke off. 'I have 
to make her warm,' he said. 'I have to dry her.' 

She nodded. Gram would probably never let her keep a cat, and Mrs. Meyer had never had a 
petthat she knew about. If only Mrs. Dillon were still there. 

Lynnnatta's house, she thought. 'I know,' she told Tom. 

'I'll showyou.' 



It took ten minutes to get back to Lynnnatta's house. They walked slowly, stopping every few 
minutes to make sure the cat was breathing. She was curled into a ball, still damp, under Tom's shirt. 

Kristen led the way around the back. 'I know it looks as if no one lives here,' she said, 'but I 
have the key, and it isn't trespassing.' 

'Trespassing?' He said it after her as if the word had a million s's. 'Funny word.' 

She remembered when they were about seven, she and Lynnnatta had sneaked into steal 
enough moneyfora sticky bun each at Mrs. Sherman's. Eddie had caught them, and Lynnnatta, fresh as 
paint Gram would say, told him what they were doing. He had dug into his pocket for a dime and tossed 
it toward Kristen in a silvery arc. 

She had reached out, and somehow it had landed in her outstretched hands. She 
remembered Eddie smiling, his teeth overhis bottom lip, his eyes crinkling. 'Nice catch.' 

It was hot in the bedroom, stifling. She had to get out of there. She went back into the 
kitchen, feelingthe flutter of the kitten's heartbeat. 

Lynnnatta's letter. She went overto the counterand angled it so a shaft of light ran across 
the envelope from end to end. She ran herfinger lightly overthe mess of Lynnnatta's handwriting, the 
return address, DETROIT, MICHIGAN. And even though it had been in the water, Kristen could still see a 
smear of chocolate on the flap. One more candy bar that would never get to Eddie in Europe. 

She sank on the floor with the letter, the kitten in her lap. The envelope opened easily and 
the lettercame out, damp but still readable. 

Dear Kristen. 

There is no ocean here at Willow Run, no paint on the houses. They go togetherin a row and 
you can hear people talking and fighting and even going to the bathroom. The houses were just slapped 
up because thousands of people have come here to make the bombers. My father took me in to see. 

The factory is a mile long. Everyone just makes one little piece that they fit togetheruntil the B-24 is 
finished. Myfathersays they build a bomberevery 103 minutes. I hate the whole thing. How is the 
attic? Did you find the red candy? 


Lynnnatta 



Kristen shifted on the floor, peeling hersweaty legs off the linoleum, thinking about 
Lynnnattaso faraway. Lynnnatta without an ocean, without Ridgway. She wondered what Lynnnatta 
would think aboutTom. 

She went into the house,thinkingabouttomorrow,thinkingabout asking him all the things 
she wanted to know. 

Gram was in the kitchen making iced tea, and she poured some for Kristen. 'I was justgetting 
a little worried,'she said. 

'I was with Tom,' Kristen said. 

Gram nodded at her. 'Good. I'm glad.' 

Kristen leaned overthe kitten. 'Noah likes cats,' she said. 

'That's something.' 

Then he was back, a milk bottle in his hands, enough milk for ten cats the size of this one. 

'Now.' Kristen put the cat back on the counter and took the bottle from Tom. She ran her 
finger under the paper top, popping it up. She tried not to look at the yellow cream just underneath. 
She'd gag if she saw it. She had to dig it out, though. 

It might be too thick for the kitten to swallow. 

She opened a kitchen drawer, found a spoon, and skimmed off the cream, swallowing hard. 
She dropped it, spoon and all, into the sink. 

'What are you doing?' He tookthe spoon and sucked the cream that was left. 

She began to gag. 

'What is the matter?' He turned the spoon overand ran his tongue overthe back. 

'Nothing.' She handed him the bottle and let him take the last of the cream. A little stayed on 


his lowerlip, a small yellow fish. 



She was going to vomit right now. 'Wipeyourmouth/ she told him. She breathed in as he 
ran the back of his arm over his face, trying to think about chocolate, red LifeSavers, and cookies with 
the jelly in the middle. 

'My sister, Christy, loves cream,' he said. 

Kristen looked up, but the cat was standing on the countertop, one paw out, ready to sail 

into the air. 


'Watch out,' she said, and he dived for the kitten and caught her. Then Kristen rummaged 
around for a small round bowl and poured in some of the milk. 

For a momentthe kitten didn't seem to notice the bowl in front of her. Then, at last, she 
turned her head and began to lap at it with her rough little tongue. They watched her until she sat back 
and her blue-green eyes began to close, and they could hear her begin to purr. 

'What are we going to do with her?' Kristen asked. 'I don'tthink Gram...' 

Noah was nodding, lookingdown at the cat. 'Couldwe keep herhere?' 

Kristen had thought of that too. Mrs. Dillon loved cats. 

She'd hate it that someone had tried to drown a kitten. 

'I have the key,' she said, almost to herself. 

'If you will lend it to me,' he said, 'I will feed the cat myself. You don't have to bother. I will 
be very careful.' 

'There's a place in the back,' she said, 'under the edge of the steps. The Dillons left their key 
there sometimes. I guess...' She felt so disappointed, she could hardly finish. He didn't want to be 
friends. He could have said We can feed hertogether, oreven We can take turns. 

Noah patted the cat's head gently, thentooka towelthat was still looped overa hook. He 
made it into a little bed in the corner. There were newspapers there too, and store them into strips for 
the cat's litter, as Kristen itched. 

She wanted to say, 'It's my cat too.' She wanted to say, 'I was the one who saved her.' She 


didn't, though. 



When Noah was finished, she opened the doorand, knowing he was watching, wenttothe 


back to wedge the key behind the rock. 

She started for home without saying goodbye. It was lunchtime anyway. Nevermind that 
Noah didn't want to befriends. After lunch, she'd take her library book. The Three Musketeers, out in 
the boat with a pillow... the musketeers, who were in France like Tom's sister. Yes, that's what she'd do. 
Too bad about beingfriends.She'd readforthe restof theafternoon. 

The church bells were ringing. Six o'clock on a Wednesday night, the end of July. Everyone 
was gathering up pails and wettowels, and pulling umbrellas across the beach. She couldn't wait until 
the last family dragged itself off the boardwalktoward the Cross-Bay buses. She couldn't wait until the 
beach belonged to her. 

Gram had packed her a supper. Spam on a roll with a tomato from Mrs. Colgan's Victory 
garden, three or fourcelery sticks, and a bottle of orange juice. 

Kristen sat as close to the water as she could get without getting soaked. The tide was high. 
The waves washed in, then sucked everything back out, shells, and sand, and bits of seaweed. She 
thought about listening to Portia Faces Life with Gram this afternoon. Walter was in a rowboat now, 
waiting to find an American ship to pick him up. Kristen looked out at the water, thinking about Poppy. 
Fle'd be on a ship one of these days, maybe even today, crossingthe Atlantic, passing Ridgway. She 
shaded hereyes, watchinga lone swimmerin the surf. 

She sat up straight. Who was that? 

Tom; he wasn't out far. Fie was swimming along in a line next to the beach. 

Fie wasn'tswimming, though. Fie pulled himselfto his feet, thenthrewhimself down to take 
a couple of strokes before disappearing underthe water. A moment later he is up, sputtering, to start 
the whole thing over. If a lifeguard had been on the beach, he'd have been out after Noah in two 
seconds. 


Kristen stood up. Noah was trying to teach himself howto swim. 

Fie wasn't payingone bit of attention to the water. Fie wasn'ttryingto be part of it, to float 


along with it. Fie was fighting it, arms slapping, head sticking up like a tennis ball. 



She wouldn't be able to eat her Spam in peace; she'd have to watch him every minute. 


Noah was going to kill himself. 

Yes, there it was, a giant of a wave. She could see it swelling, way out but moving toward him, 
picking up speed. 

She looked toward Tom. Under. Tennis ball head shooting up. An arm out over his head, 
fingers wide apart. 

She stood up, trying to see how much time he had. She cupped her hands over her mouth, 
shouting. He couldn'thearher, probably couldn'tsee her. 

She took a step toward him. Then she was running, throwing herself into the icy coldness, 
slicing into the water, swimming diagonally. 

Of course, she was too late. The wave curled up high, and she was in the wrong position, just 
where it arched. It smashed into her, dragging her down, scraping her along the sand. She couldn't get 
her breath. The water was in her mouth, her throat, her nose. 

And then she was out of it, coughing up water, arms and legs scratched, lying on foamy sand. 

The last time she had done that she was six years old. Poppy had caught her up in his arms 
and carried her back to the blanket. He had fed her tiny squares of egg salad crunchy with celery. 

She looked up to see feet. Skinny Noah feet. Bony Noah legs with black-and-blue marks and 
grains of sand. 

She had forgotten all about him. 

She leaned on herhandsto pushherselfup,thenscrambledto herfeet. 

Noah reached out. 'I thoughtyou were such a good swimmer,' he said. 

As soon as she stopped coughing, she wasgoing to drown him herself. She was going to take 
him by his skinny neck and throw him right back. 



She went back to the blanket and sat on the edge, wiping her face with her hands. Her nose 
and throat burned. She remembered the bottle of orange juice and ached for it. She knew he had 
followed herto the blanket, butshe didn't lookup. 

She wanted to say she could swim better than anyone she knew. Hadn't she saved the cat? 
But she wanted to say more, that the ocean belonged to her, that all winter at home in St. Paul's she 
thought about it moving and rolling and waiting for herto come back. 

'How is the cat?' she said, knowing very well howthe cat was. She had spied on Noah going 
in and out of the use for the last few days. She had let herself in when he was gone. The cat had fluffed 
up, soft orange and white. He kept her bed and litter box clean, and the kitchen too. 

'The cat is good,' he said. He was sitting on the other end of the blanket now, dripping. She 
didn't knowhow he had gotten there. He pointed. 'Do you see?' 

The end of the jetty, a gray triangular rock. She nodded. 

'Yes.' 

'If you drewa line straight out, all the way...' 

'Europe,' she said. 

He nodded. 'Europe.' 

'Want some juice?' she asked, not looking at him. 

He shook his head. 

She took a deep swallow of the juice, fee ling it soothe her throat, watching a curl of smoke 
out onthe horizon. 

'Aship,' Noahsaid, 'goingto Europe.' 

'No.' She shaded her eyes. 'It's a cutter. Coast Guard, patrolling.' It felt good to let him know 
she knew something, knew more than he did. 

She took anothersip from the bottle. 


'My aunt said you can seethe ships from here.' 



'They form a convoy way out,' she said and pointed. 'Butsome of them come from Brooklyn. 
The destroyers, the carriers, sometimesthe tankers. You can see them at night if you watch long 
enough.' 


'Goingto Europe,' Noah said. 

She nodded. 'Goingto win the war for us, goingto blast the Nazis right out of the water.' 

'Andyourfatheris going...' 

Later, whenshethoughtaboutit, she couldn't imagine saying what she had, it wasjustthat 
she had been thinking of Portia Faces Life, and Poppy crossingout there almost in front of her, and Noah 
saying, 'I thoughtyou were such a good swimmer.' 

'I'mgoingtoo,'was whatshe said. 'At night. I'm going to row right out, and swim the last bit. 
I'll have a rubberbag with dry clothes.' It sounded wonderful, and she could see he was listening. He 
wasn't thinking of her as a silly kid, wearing Gertz lipstick, spying around. 'I'm going to take a ship to my 
father, no one will stop to take me back to Brooklyn, there's a war on, you know...'Talking and talking, 
making up lies as she wentalong, and Tom, leaningforward... 

'You could dothat?' He asked. 

'Of course.' She stared at the cutter angling its way westtoward Brooklyn until all she could 
see was a curl of smoke on the horizon. And then, just for a moment, it almost seemed possible. She 
could see herself reaching the troopship, climbing aboard, and sailing to Europe to find Poppy. 

'And you can see those ships at night?' He took a breath. 'Would you take me out to see 
them? Would youtake me outtonight?' 

She put the empty bottle back in her bag and started to roll up hertowel. 'All right,' she said, 
not quite looking at him. 

He stood up. 'I am goingto the house. I will feed my cat. 

You will come to my porch at eleven?' 


He started across the sand, not waiting for an answer. 



She sat there a minute longer, her heart pounding, thin king that this was truly the worst lie 
she had evertold. 

Kristen went into her bedroom with a glass of lukewarm iced tea and a sprig of mint from 
Mrs. Colgan's Victory garden. 

She bent overto run herfingers across her mother's stars pasted in a neat row, still thinking 
abouttomorrow. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

The Old Man framed this picture and hung it overthe bed in my French Blue room in our 
winter house in Hancock. The mirror on the opposite wall reflects the picture so it's the first thing I see 
when I open myeyesin the morning ... that and my tree figure from Gram. 

Thetreefigure wears the crystal beads Izzy gave me. 

'They're too small foryou now, Kristen,' Izzy said as she looped them carefully overthe sea- 
grass head. 'They're from my sixth birthday. But I always wanted my oldest daughter to have them.' 

I tried to match the picture to the Wone in my backpack, but I couldn't do it exactly. First, 
there's a flag in the background of this one because it's Memorial Day, the day we open the house in 
Laurel Highlands for the summer each year. It's early in the morning and we're standing on the porch 
steps with the sun sending beams of light across the river in front of us. 

But there are five of us in the picture instead of four. The Old Man, lookinga little grim: He's 
justdiscoveredthatGreen'slefthis bedroom window openso the snowdrifted in all winter, ruining the 
wall and buckling parts of the wood floor. 

Green tries to look serious, but you can seethe laughter in his eyes. 'Holly will paint it up,' he 
said, needlingthe Old Man. 'She'll paint it green. That's herfavorite color.' 

They still argue, sometimes so loudly I put my hands over my ears. When they see me, they 
smile? 'It's all her fault,' Green's says, and the Old Man leans overto pat my shoulder. 

In the picture, Izzy stands in the center, a little taller than the Old Man. She's wearing a loose 
shirt in that blue I love. 'Are you happy?' she asked me as I sketched us all later that day. 'Be happy, 
Kristen, because I am. I've neverbeen happier.' 



I didn't answer. Instead, I drew smiles on both our faces. I'm the fourth one in the picture, by 
the way, smiling just a bit. I know I'm thinking of Gram, thin king of running here with her a year and a 
half ago. If I hadn't done that, I wouldn't have this picture, I wouldn't have any of it. I'd still be running. 

Every month we go to Long Island to see her in her kitchen with Henry, and the pelican, and 
the tree figures she still carves, while Beatrice patters around fixingtea forall of us. 

Gram doesn't rememberexactly who I am anymore. She loves me, though, I knowthat, and 
always reaches up to touch my cheek. Sometimes I wear her brown hat with the veil, and then I seethe 
recognition in hereyes. 'Kristen,' she says. 'You saved my life.' Maybe she doesn't know why, but still, 
she says it, and I always tell her it was the other way around. 

And Henry? Ancient, but still feisty. 'Thatcat's as tough as you are,' Green saysto me. 

Henry looks at me, and it's almost as if he winks before he closes both eyes above a wide 
yawn. We speakthe same language, that cat and I. 

I have a new last name now. It's Regan. I love the sound of it. I have n't forgot ten Kristen 
Copses, who wanted and wished, fresh as paint, a mountain of trouble, so I sign my drawings using the 
three names. They all belong to me. Emmy and the hot cocoa woman both like the idea of that. They 
show up regularly to say hello, nodding and smiling as if they were the ones who changed my whole life. 
I don't say anything. I know they're relieved to have me off their hands and settled. And I have to say I 
can't blame them for that. I have to say, too, that I even smile back at them once in a while. 

But the picture, and why it doesn't match the first one, the W picture: It's because I'm 
holding my sister, Christina, six weeks old, in my arms. 

She looks quietin the picture, contented, sucking on herthumb. But she's not always like 
that. And when she cries, we run to her from wherever we are. We stand over her bassinet smiling at 
her, cooing. And Izzy always puts her arms around me. 'You brought us luck,' she says. 

So, there are five of us now: a mother, a father, a brother, and two sisters. 

A family. 

Kristen - bedroom was at the top of the stairs, the only one on the second floor. 'The top of 
the house,' Gram always told her, 'the top of the world.' 



Kristen sank back on her heelsto look around at the blue walls and ceiling, and the gold stars 
pasted on here and there. Then she stretched up again, working with Poppy's paint scraper, to peel off a 
star that was almost beyond herreach. 

She was hot and sticky, the temperature at least ninety degrees, and Gram, who didn't have 
one bit of patience, was calling from the kitchen for the tenth time. 

'Yourfatherwill be homein justa few minutes, and the table isn'tset.' 

As if Kristen didn't know it was dinnertime. Even Mrs. Harry halfway down 17th Street would 
be able to smell that cabbage cooking. 'I thoughtyou wanted me to finish packing,' Kristen called back 
as loudly as she could, to drown out the radio in the kitchen. 

She could hardly breathe in that bedroom, Kristen thought, glancing around again; she could 
hardly walk. Things were pulled out all overthe floor, waiting to be stuffed into hersuitcase: books, 
papers with stories she had written, bathing suits, and heaps of clothes Gram had put on the bed. 

She had even found an old silver mirror of her mother's she had hidden away in the back of 
the closet last winter. She was going to put it carefully on top of the suitcase in a nest of pajamas. It 
would be a miracle if she evergotthat far, though, if everythinggot itself sorted out, and packed, and if 
they made it to the house in Ridgway before her birthday on Monday. 

'Ridgway.' She said it aloud, loving the sound of it on hertongue. Ridgway and the ocean 
were waiting for her. The summer without homework... to write stories for herself and not Sister Jillen. 
The summer without a piano to practice every afternoon. 

Days and days to sneakintothe movieswith herbestfriend, Lynnnatta. 

Gram was at the bottom of the stairs now, the six o'clock news blaring from the radio behind 
her. War news, about the end of the war. The invasion of France by the Allies a couple of weeks ago. 
That was all anybody talked about. No, not quite. SisterJillen was much more interested in whetherthe 
class had rosaries and clean handkerchiefs in their pockets than in who wasgoing to win the war. 

Too bad about SisterJillen. Kristen would be out of St. Paul's in four days, and SisterJillen 
would still be stuckthere in St. 


Pascal's thinking about everyone's clean handkerchiefs. 



'Kristen? You're not packed yet?' Gram called. 'I thought you'd finished an hour ago. And 
remember we don't have that much room in the car.' 

'Almost finished,' Kristen said, and 'almost started,' underherbreath. And there, with 
anotherslide of the paint scraper, the star came off the wall in one piece, drifting into heroutstretched 
palm. It was perfect, the points still as sharp as when they were new. The star she had scraped off last 
yearhad torn a little, and... 

Kristen turned it over. A trace of glue was still on the back. She put her mouth against it, a 
kiss. Her mother had been the last one to touch that spot when she had pasted it up for her years ago. 
She had still been Baby Elizabeth then... no one had called her Kristen yet, and her mother had been 
alive...' playing the piano with you on her lap,' Poppy had told her once, 'dancing in the living room with 
you on hershoulder.' Kristen wished she could rememberit. 

She could hear herfathercoming now, whistling along 17th Street, just off the Q3A bus, 
calling hello to Mrs. Bruns. Gram heard him too. 'Dinnerthis minute, Kristen. 'She said, slumping back 
toward the kitchen. 

Kristen stood up and put the star in between two pages of her book, Evangeline. By this time. 
Poppy was in the kitchen; she could hear him talking to Gram. Kristen raced downfor a hug before Gram 
started to talk and talk, and no one else could get a word in edgewise. 

Poppy was standing at the sink, his straw hat still on but pushed back, drinking a glass of 
water from the tin measuring cup. Kristen loved to drink out of that too. It always made the water taste 
icy, even on the hottest day. 

Her fatherturned. 'Kristen Billy,' he said, smiling at her. 

'All packed? Readyfor Ridgway?' 

'Ready,' she said. 

Gram rolled her eyes in the back of Poppy, but Kristen didn't even blink. She slid some plates 
around the table, the forks and the knives, while Poppy tossed his hat over the hook on the door and 
washed his hands. 


'I have a surprise,' he said over his shoulder. 'You won't believe-' 



'Mr. Egan is a Nazi spy,' Kristen said at the same minute. 


Poppy stopped to listen to what she was saying. He always did that. It was one of his nicest 
ways. He was biting his lip, though, almost as if he'd laugh. 

Gram speared the boiled beef out of the pot and dripped it across the counter to the cutting 
board. 'Mr. Egan is not a spy,' she said. 'I've told you that aboutfourteen times. Mr. Egan is-' 

'Aspy,' Kristensaid, hereyesnarrowedatGram. 

'Well,' said Poppy, 'I'll have to keep my eye on him while you and Gram are in Ridgway.' 

'You'll be with us on some weekends,' Kristen said. 'He could-' 

'And what do you think poor Noah Egan is doing?' Gram asked, slicing into the meat. 

'He's building somethingin his garage,' Kristen said. 

'Certainly, sounds suspicious,' said Poppy, grinning. 

'It could be anything,' Kristen said. 'When he saw me looking in the window, he said I was 
into everyone's business.' 

'True,' said Gram. 

'You have to be alert,' Poppy said. 

Kristen slid into herseat, smiling. She knew he was teasing. 

'You said you had a surprise,' she reminded him. 

'The piano,' said Poppy. 

Kristen tooka deep breath. 'I'll miss it this summer.' She crossed herfingers. 

Gram turned to look at her quickly over her shoulder. 

'I love music.' Kristen stared right back. Music, yes, she thought, but not the piano. The damn 
piano, she called it deep inside her head. If Gram ever thought she even knew that word, she'd be in 
trouble for a month. 



'Like your mother.' Poppy pulled a chair out across from her. 'Well, you won't have to be 


withoutthe piano this summer.' Kristen looked down atthe damp beef Gram was putting on herplate, 
the pale cabbage, the boiled potatoes with a sprig of parsley from the Victory garden in the back. 'But 
how...' 


Poppy was nodding. 'Not only the piano but an extra suitcase full of stuff if you like. I've hired 

a truck-' 


'A truck?' Gram said. 'What will that cost?' 

Poppy waved his hand around. 'Kristen has a birthday coming up,' he said. 'I just couldn't 

resist.' 


Kristen looked down at her plate, three piles of stuff, cabbage, and beef, and potatoes. She 
knew Poppy was waiting for her to say something. He was waiting for her to throw her arms around him 
and tell him how wonderful it was. She could hardly talk, though. She picked up her knife and cut her 
beef into a bunch of little pieces.'Amazing,'she said at last. 

'Yes, it is,' said Gram. 

It was Friday afternoon. The school was over; goodbye, St. Pascal's, goodbye, SisterJillen, 
goodbye, report card. Kristen had put the report card in Gram's hand at the frontdoor, walked right 
past herand up to herbedroom. Forty things were leftto jam into a cardboard box. 

Kristen put the first one in, a bottle of Kristen -of-the-valley perfume used upexceptfora 
little darkish stuff at the bottom. It smelled delicious, though. She waited to put the nextthing in; she 
could hear Gram's footsteps on the stairs. She kept her back stiff, staring down at the bottle. She knew 
what was coming. 'D in music,'Gram would say. 'How could you possibly...'And she would have spotted 
that effort mark, B-,too. She'dsaythe whole thing wasa disgrace. 

Kristen took a breath. Someone was knocking at the frontdoor, banging on the door. She 
could hear Gram's footsteps stop, could picture her turning... 

Kristen rushed to the window. Downstairs was the truck, gray, rusty: MCHUGH'S-WE'LL 
TREAT YOUR FURN ITU RE LIKE OUR OWN. Their furniture must be some mess, Kristen thought. And then, 
worse, what would everyone in Ridgway think when they saw the Mollahans arriving for the summer in 



a truck that was falling apart, an upright piano lashed to the back with rope, and Kristen and Gram 
sitting squashed in thefrontseat? 

Kristen closed her eyes. Horrible. 

At leastGram had forgotten aboutthe report card. Kristen wentdownstairs to watch thetwo 
white-haired men in the living room. They were talking to Gram, joking a little, one of them singing, 
"They're eithertoo young or too old,' 'while the other was telling Gram that both their sons were in the 
service and that they were keeping the business going for the duration of the war. 

Gram was frowning, watchingthem hoist up the piano with a bowl of flowers still on top. 
Kristen could see they'd be stuck at the door; the piano wouldn't go through in a million years. Alleluia. 
And betteryet, her report card was on the bottom step of the stairs. Gram wasn't paying attention to it. 
Kristen knew she was worried aboutthe piano scratching the wall as the men worked on shoving it 
through the door. 

Kristen reached downforthe report card, backed up the stairs. She could see herself in the 
truck. Gram suddenly saying, 'I never did look at your report card, Kristen. Do you know where...' 

Perfect. Kristen wouldn't say a word. Gram had lost the thing herself. Not Kristen's fault, 
certainly not. 

Up in her bedroom, she looked around. Her book, Evangeline, was still on the dresser. Kristen 
moved the star to the front page and put the blue re port card in the back as far away from the star as 
possible. Her motherwould neverhave cared for report cards. 

And ten minutes later, finally, Kristen was packed. She picked upthe last carton, listeningto 
the perfume bottle clinking into her lipstick samplesfrom Gertz Department Store in Jamaica, FREE TAKE 
ONE. Kristen had taken a bunch;youneverknewwhenstuff like thatwould come in handy. 

She started down the stairs with the carton, and Evangeline tucked carefully under her arm. 
At the other end of the hall wasthe wrenching sound of wood splitting, the molding hanging loose. Still, 
in the living room. Gram made an angry sound, but one of the men was telling her not to worry, molding 
was nothing, they could fix it upin a jiffy. 'Tell Mr. Mollahan we'll come back nextweekand...' 



The piano. They had gotten it through. It stood there in the hall, huge, with round glass stains 
on the top and two of the keys missingthe ivory. And then the men lifted it again and started the door. 
Kristen followed them, circling Gram still powdering her nose at the hall mirror. 

The piano was in the truck now, with one of the men looping great pieces of rope around it, 
telling the other one, 'I'll stay back here, just to make sure the thing doesn't roll out.' He winked at 
Kristen, thinking it was a great joke. 

Some joke. Gram came out the door wearing her blue summer hat with the cherries. She 
climbed up into the passenger seat, leaving a spot next to the window for Kristen. 'We're off,' she told 
Kristen, 'at last. I neverthoughtwe'd make it this year.' 

Gram was smiling; she loved Ridgway too. Kristen closed her eyes as the truck started. She 
didn't want to look at the neighbors, who were waving at them and the piano and the rusty truck, 
probablythinking they were crazy. 

But then they turned the corner, heading for the Belt Parkway, heading for Cross Bay 
Boulevard, and the bridge and Kristen could feeltheexcitementof it, the ocean waiting, the sound of it, 
the role of it, and it was hersforthe whole summer. 

She didn't open her eyes when Gram began about the report card. She could feel the 
vibration of the motor, and hearthe man in frontsinging, "They're eithertooyoungortoo old,' 'and 
Gram humming along. And the next thing she heard was the sound of the tires hitting the planks of the 
bridge.They were there. 

Ridgway... 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

I have this drawing folded carefully in my backpack. We're sitting at the table on the porch, 
the riverin front of us, a summerrain drilling the roofabove us, soaking usall that last Saturday, 
muddyingthe road, greeningthe grass, puckeringthe river. 

In the picture Izzy is backing out of the screen door, balancing the cake plate in her hands. 
The cake was vanilla, and Izzy had gathered blue forget-me-nots to circle it. 



I used the sharpest pencil (Strawberry Pink) to write the words on top of the cake: WELCOME 
TO THE FAMILY, HOLLY. 

Izzy frowned. 'I wanted to get your whole name in, but there wasn't enough room.' 

The Old Man's eyes sparkled. A moment before I framed the picture in my mind, he patted 
my shoulder. 'Kristen Copses, with usforever.' 

Green's sat on the other side. I'd drawn pages of animal tracks for him, raccoon and deer, 
rabbit and possum ... and birds, even a loon that had come up outof the waterto sun itself on a rock. 

'I'll probably keep them forever. Sister Loon,' he said, full of himself. 'Get it?' He pointed to 
the loon tracks on the side of the page, nudging me underthe table like a six-year-old, rattlingthe 
glasses, the cake plates. 

'Green's, please.'The Old Man hadn't been happy with him all week. Nothinggigantic; little 
stuff. Green's had leftthe shed dooropen, soa raccoon had nested inside ... probably the one whose 
toes were marching all overGreen's paper. Green's had leftthe house dooropen, soa bat had flown 
around the living room Wednesday night. He'd lost the Old Man's fishing knife, and one of the reels was 
probably sunk underthe watersomewheredownstream. 

'Why don't you just try with him?' I had asked Green's the day before as we rowed around 
looking forit. 

I could seethe anger in his eyes. 'You're good enough for both of us,' he had said. 'That's 
what Pop would say.' 

I leaned forward. 'Is it me?' I asked. 'My fault?' 

He had laughed then. 'Don't be silly.' 

Still, I wasn'tsure. I opened my mouth to tell him about me,a mountain of trouble, but 
before I could, he tapped my arm. 'Hey.' His eyes were earnest behind his glasses. 'You don't have to 
look like that.' He broke off a piece of holly and handed it to me. 'Peace, Kristen. It's just like you. Prickly, 
but not bad to look at.' 


I had tried to hide my smile. 



Now Izzy put the cake in the centerof the table. 'Should we have candles?' she asked. 

'Sure.' Green's grinned at me. 'The works.' 

'Why not?' I leaned back. I was full of myself too, thinking about calling the Old Man Pop, and 

Izzy Mom. 

Lzzy went inside to rummagethrough the table drawers for the candles, and Green's turned 
to me, saying we might walk upon the mountain aftersupper. 

The Old Man looked at him sharply. 'Inthe rain?' 

'Don't worry.' I knew I could make the Old Man smile. 

'We're tougherthan the rain.' 

'I'm nottalking about going all the way to the top,' 

Green's said. 

We ate the cake then, the icing melting on my tongue, and I was fee ling guilty because I was 
the one who wanted to go up on the mountaintop. 

Theend oftheold Kristen. Hey, world, herecomesthe newone. 

And I wanted to go alone. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

The next afternoon I went from room to room, taking my time, looking at everything. Almost 
everything. I didn't go into Izzy and the Old Man's bedroom. That was their private place. 

Film-strips filled the guest room wall, and I spent a long time looking at each one. I waited to 
get to the end to see if the one of me was still there. 

First, there was a young Izzy in a two-piece bathing suit, then the Old Man sawing down a 
dead tree, sawdust coloring his beard. There were several of G reen's: one without his front teeth, in a 
bunny costume, one sitting on the hood of the truck, and one with thefish-netin his hand, his head 
thrown back, laughing. 



And the one of me was still there. I was sharpeninga pencil, with pale pink shavings falling in 
a pile on my drawing paper. I ran my fingerover it: still there, in the row with the others, belonging with 
them. 


Green's room was next, a mess of a room. Socks on the floor, a jumble of string, a couple of 
keys, and a photo on the dresser. A photo I couldn't even make out, blurs of greensand blues, and 
something in the centerthat might have been the boat. 

Behind me. Gram called, 'I found boots. I'm going to wearthem.' 

'It's too cold to go out,' I called back. 'You'll freeze.' Butthe outside doorslammed, and I 
wentto the window. 'Gram?' I put my hand on the glass; cold air drifted in around the panes. 

Gram was wearing Izzy's wading boots, which went up to her thighs. She twirled in the snow, 
arms out, fingers spread. It made me dizzy to watch her. After a moment she tipped over, but it was an 
easy fall, making me think of snow angels. Her scarf blew across the smooth whiteness, a scrap of color. 

She was upagain, zigzagging, and I thoughtaboutgoing afterheras she disappeared in the 
back of the line of evergreens. I hurried a little, grabbingmy jacket. The thermometer outside the 
kitchen window read five degrees, and next to the window, on the wall, the calendar was still in August. 

August. 

I went out the back door, calling to her. And then in that cold stillness, I could hear her 
singing. 'Overthe river...' 

I went after her, my feet heavy, twirling as I passed the circle she had made, singing back, 
'...and through the Deniel...' 

She leaned against a small tree, staring at the thin strip of dark water that ran between the 
chunks of ice. 'Isn't it beautiful?' I said. 

'I love to walk in the snow.'She was shivering again, looking up at me, suddenly bewildered. 
'But why are n't we home? And what happened to Beatrice?' 

I led herback into the house, into thatwarm room with the bright blue rugs and the huge 
couch. I found a robe of Izzy's and wrapped it around her. We sat by the fireplace watchingthe shadows 


dance overthe walls until it grew dark outside and we slept. 



In the morning points of light danced over my eyes. I raised my hand to my face; the sun was 
melting tiny swirls of ice on the window. 

Somewhere outside was a faint buzzing sound. It wasn't close-nothing to worry about-but 
what was it? Someone using a saw deep in the Copses? A snow-mobile? The sound gradually died away, 
and I stood up slowly, thinking about breakfast. There were choices, thanksto Izzy: cans of pineapple 
juice, blackberryjam,vegetablesshiny inside their glass jars, rows of Dinty Moore stew. 

Izzy's treasures, not mine. 

I'd pay her back someday, I told myself, payback all of it. 

Lighten up. Green's said in my head. I had to smile. That's really what he would have said. 

I unclenched my hands and took another look outside. Footprints crisscrossed the snow. Our 
footprints. I thought about them uneasily, glancing up at the sky, wishing for more snow to hide them. 

I put water on to boil and popped a piece of Gram's bread into the toaster. A mouse lived 
somewhere in the house. Poor mouse. He'd have to leave now that Henry was here. I wiped away the 
mice leaving with a brush, then sat at the table in frontof the window, with Gram's wood pieces on one 
side and my food lined up in frontof me. 

After I ate, I looked at the tree figure Gram was doing of me: a long piece of wood, spaces 
drilled in thesides where the arms would be, a face beginning to take shape, a mouth began, a small, 
pointed nose, and a tiny cut on the forehead. 

I put my hand up to myforehead,feelingthat indentation. And then Gram was there, 
yawning, herhair a whoosh around herhead. She pattered overto the back window. 'Suntoday,' she 
said, holding her hands out as if to warm them against the glass. 'And a branch that's b lown onto the 
step. Holly, I think.' 

I tookthe last bit of toast crust and crunched it into my mouth. 

'The sun on the ocean makes a path sometimes.' Gram reached fora chocolate bar. 'You 
think you can walk on it, walk clear across the ocean to...' 


She stopped and I tried to help her. 'To England? To France?' 



'To where I belong.' She sat at the table and began to work. As I put toast and hot tea in front 
of her, she glanced around. 

'What?' I asked. 

'I'm wonderingabout Beatrice,' she said and smiled. 

'And sandpaper. Your face needs smoothing.' 

There might be sand paper in the shed. I'd get it. I didn't have to look at the truck again; I'd 
pretend it wasn't there. I opened the backdoor to a blast of cold air-'So cold your teeth hurt,'the Old 
Man had said- and sawthe holly branch, thick with bright red berries, that had blown across the steps. 

Green's holdinga sprig of holly out to me: 'Peace, Holly.' 

'I'll get my jacket,' I told Gram. I shrugged into it, pulled on my gloves, and went outside for 
the sandpaper. The cold wentthrough me, the smell of it sharp and clean. 

The hot cocoa woman was far away, probably looking for me. She wouldn't have a clue. 

On the way back, I bent down and picked up the holly to bring into the house. I gave Gram 
the squaresof sandpaper, then put the branch in one of Izzy's vases in front of the big window, thinking 
about Christmas. Maybe ten more days. 

Gram and I would have our own. I'd cut boughs of pine, and we had packs of popcorn to 
make. It would be like Christmas in a book by Laura Ingalls Wilder. 

I was happierthan I had been anywhere, except... 

...I didn't belongin thathouse in Laurel Highlands, not anymore. I wondered what Christmas 
was like in the Old Man's winterhouse, what it would be like this year. 

I snipped off thatthought before I finished it. Wasn't it enough that I was here in Laurel 
Highlands, with holly in the window? 

If only I could stay forever. 

Somethingelsethe Old Man had told me about:fishing in the winter. The fish went deep, 
but if you caught one, the eating was an experience. 



An experience. The Old Man used words like that. 


Fish for dinner, dotted with butter... No butter. Ah, fish smothered in tomato sauce, and 
string beansjarred last summer. 

A real meal, the way normal people ate. Betterthan normal. 

'I knowyou like fish,' I said to Gram. 

'Goldfish. I had one in a bowl; I think.' She glanced at 

Flenry, who slept in the middle of one of the Old Man's blue rugs. 

'I don'ttrust Henry, though.' 

'To eat, I mean, for us.' 

She looked across at me, shocked. 'I'd nevereata goldfish.' 

I could feelthe laughterbubble up. 'Pickerel,' I said. 'Bass. 

I'm not sure what's around this time of the year.' 

'Ah, yes.' She picked up her knife to shave curly bits off the wooden feet. 

The Old Man's fishing equipment was hanging on the far wall. Did I want to go out into that 
icy world? Of course, I did. In Green's bedroom, I gathered things to keep warm: his old green sweater 
fora scarf around my neck, an extra pair of socks. I found a towel in the hall closetto wrap around my 
head like a turban, and one of Izzy's large sweaters to put overthe whole thing. 

I was ready with the pole in my hand. Gram laughed at the sight of me as I passed her. 

'The abominable snowman,' I said, and then I was outside, tryingto decide. I could fish from 
the bank or the Old Man's bridge. The bank was closed, so I walked along the tree line and down to a 
spotalmost in front of the house. I swungthe pole, lure on the line, overthe ice into the narrow stream 
of water. I didn't know how long I stood there fishing, but after a while I leaned back against a bare 
maple tree, watching movementon the otherside of the river, justthe quickest bit of color. A squirrel? 
A raccoon? But then I saw it was something larger, maybe a deer. 



It took one more moment to realize that a person, maybe a fisherman, was standing there, 
back amongthe trees. And if I had seen him, he might be able to see me. 

The pole slid out of my hands as I lurched backward toward the holly bushes. Another quick 
step and Green's sweater pulled away on a branch. I looked back to seethe pole on the snowy bank. It 
had sunk into the snow so that it couldn't be seen. There was just a narrow indentation in the snow; it 
might have been only a branch if anyone spotted it. 

My mouth was dry. I looked across the river again. There was no movement on the other 
side: a scoop of snow slid off one of the Laurel Highlands; a blue jay teetered on another. 

I turned and ran the last few steps toward the house and up onto the porch. I reached for the 
door, closed and locked it in back of me, leaned against it inside, taking deep breaths. 

'What is it?' Gram asked. 

I shookmy head. 'Maybe anotherfisherman. Don'tworry.' Christmas was coming. Maybe it 
was someone cutting down a tree, or poaching in the Old Man'sCopses. 

All right. It was all right. 

He hadn't seen me, and we were safe. 

Gram put on herscarf and hercoat and wandered outside, 'To breathe fora moment,' she 

told me. 


I stayed near the window, watching. But there wasn't anyone there, no one at all. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

I know what people mean whentheysaytheyfeelas if they're floating. That's the way I felt 
as if my feet were n't attached to the ground as if they were bouncing off the floor, touching lightly, and 
bouncing again. And inside me, it was as if bubbles were drifting, bumping gently into each other. 

I was happy. No, that doesn't even describe it. I was ... jubilant, ecstatic. 

I drew it using all the pencils-yellowsand oranges, pinks and blues. I drew purple shoes on 
my feet and wings on my shoulders. My eyes were closed, the way you see films of angels sometimes 
with their eyelashes down on their cheeks. 



So, does it make sense that I wasn'tthinking? That all that floating and all those bubbles 
made me think I could do anything? 

And so that last week, all I thought about was going to the top of the Old Man's mountain 
and shouting down to the whole world. I even knew what I was going to say: Here I am, Kristen Copses, 
who didn't deserve to be in a family ... tough Kristen Copses, running-away Kristen Copses. Look at me. I 
climbed the mountain. Now I belong. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

Half-awake one morning, I heard the sound of a train. I looked up at the window to see a 
solid square of white: a storm, with pin dots of flakes covering everything. What I had heard was the 
roar of the wind coming down the valley. 

I padded out of bed and went downstairs to see what was happening outside the big window. 
The holly bushes on one side of the house were just a blur; the narrow sliver of a river and its snowy 
bank had disappeared in a mist of gray. 

A little cold, I hugged myself, watchingthat world. It was like a plastic globe in one of the 
houses I'd been in. When I shook it, snowfell, covering a bright green Christmas tree in its center. 'Don't 
touch that, Kristen. Put it down.' 
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Films of Kristen Deniel 

It was late when we reached the exit sign for Laurel Highlands. The gas station light was out, 
and there was only a tiny light in the back of the grocery store. 'We're almost there,' I told Gram, 'just 
the last fourmiles.' 

'Already?' She sounded delighted. She zoomed offthe ramp, stoppingonthe shoulder, and 
in a moment, she was asleep, her head against the steering wheel. Henry climbed off my lap, where he'd 
beenforthe past hour, and slid onto hers, his whiskerstwitchingas he closed his eyes. 

I leaned overand turnedthe keyto stopthe motor. Suddenly I was wide awake and reaching 
for the door handle. I gave Henry a pat, then I got out of the car. 



At first, it was hard to see, but little by little silhouettes appeared against the sky: the curve 
of a tree trunk, the dark square of the grocery store ahead, and above us, the Old Man's mountain, 
raising its head to the sky. It was almost a shockto see it there. 

Beatrice would have said it was a drawing coming to life. I pictured her in a place with huge 
cacti, saguaro, I thought they were called. I remembered she'd said she would call every Sunday. What 
would she think when the phone rang and rang? 

I shook myself. What would happen if I tried to call her again? 

She'd come home, herdream over. 

I wasn't going to do that. Back in the car, I nudged Gram awake. 'Just drive this last bit,' I said, 
'and then you can sleep.' 

We drove alongthe narrow road, no otherlights nowexceptfora few housesfarup on the 
hills, and I kepttalking to keep herawake. 'We'll see the river. It's not as big as yourocean...' 

'Your river.' Gram's head bobbed. 

'Keep watching,' I told her. 'We don't want to go off the road. The river would be cold fora 

swim.' 


I saw her smile. 'Henry doesn't have his bathing suit.' 

And there was the bridge. I had stood on that bridge watching the pickerel, the catfish, the 
muskrat building his nest of sticks against its base. 

The Old Man's bridge. 

'We'll have a fire in the fireplace,' I said, 'and turn the heat up high.' I could see the Old Man 
flipping the switch in the early mornings when the dew was still on the grass and the house was still cold. 

We thumped across the bridge overthe river,and the house was in front of us, waiting. 
'Gram, this is the place.' My voice was flat. I might have been telling her it was a snowy day or the sun 
might come out tomorrow, but inside, my heart was thumping. 


We had just this winter, I knewthat, and maybe the spring. 



By summerwe'd have to find somewhere else. 


That was months. That was forever. 

I closed my eyes, rememberingthe last morning I had been here. I had gone out the screen 
door toward the car, brushing my fingers along the holly bushes, fee ling the sharp edges of the leaves 
against my thumb. 

I had walked as far as the town, a long way in the early morning heat, and sat on the bench 
with my things on my lap, waiting forthe Shortline bus, and looking down, I realized I'd leftthe drawing 
box. I think that was the worst moment, knowing I'd never see that box again. Geranium Red, Dove Gray, 
French Blue. 'We're home. Gram,' I said. 

'Hard to see,' she said. 

'Justget used to the darkness,' I told her. 'In a minute you'll see it all.' 

She took everything in then, and I with her: the house with the sloping roof, the evergreens 
leaning over it, the dark shadow that was the woodpile on the front porch. The rocking chairs were in 
the shed, I knewthat, buti could picture themthere, rockinggently. 

Gramtook a deep breath. 

'I knewyou'd like it,' I said, watching Henry in the rearview mirror. He stood on the back of 
the headrest now, his claws in my shoulder, his nose twitching, his whiskers quivering, sizing up the 
place. 'And you too, Henry.' 

'But is it all right?' Gram asked, frowning. 'Are you sure we can dothis?' 

'We can.' I brushed awaythoughts of being caught, of what the Old Man might think of me if 
he everfound out. What did bethink of me anyway? Please don't mind this thing I'm doing, I begged 
him in my head. 

A red cardinal swooped down to perch on a holly branch that bent itself into the snow, snow 
marked by threadlike bird prints and deep hollows from the deer. The tracks hugged the edge of the 
clearing, close to the evergreens, and one path, probablyfrom a rabbit, led to the river. 


I wondered if Green's had ever seen the house in the winter. He would love it. 



I chewed my knuckle. A lace curtain of snow blew across the porch. It was bitter cold with 


the engine turned off. I had to get Gram into the house. Her shoes had heels, with open toes and 
diamond-shaped cutouts in the sides. Why hadn't I thought of her shoes? 

Henry scratched his claws along the car window, wanting to get out. I gave his ear a tweak, 
opened the door, and watched his belly through the snow away from the car. 

'I'm sorry. Gram,' I said, still looking down at her feet. They'd be soaked. 'You'll have to walk 
through this to get to the house.' 

'An adventure,' Gram said, grabbingthe handle. 

I slipped her scarf up around her head, the orange a bright spot in the darkness, and 
buttoned the top button of her coat. 

'All right,' I said. 

Outside we skirted the trees, and she stopped to look up. 

'A million stars,' she said, pointing. 'There'sthe Dipperand Orion. Beatrice would love it.' 
Then I held herby the waist as we wentupthe back steps. 

Her face was a little disapproving as I kicked my sneaker off and, hopping, smashed in the 
small kitchen window. And then we were inside, Henry skittering in around us. 

I leaned back against the wall, reaching forthe light, hopingthey hadn't turned off the 
electricity. Suddenlythe kitchen sprangto life.The refrigerator began to hum, and beyond it, I could see 
the huge living room with the long table at one end and dark blue rugs scattered across the wood floor. 
The Old Man was proud of that floor; he always talked about putting it in with Izzy, about matching the 
pieces of wood exactly, holding up his hands as if Green's and I could see them clutching a hammerand 
saw. 


Gram shivered, her lips colorless, and my hands felt numb. I flipped the switch for heat and 
heard the furnace startup. At the fireplace chunksof wood and paperwere piled in a bin. I kneitthere, 
crumpling the yellowed newspapers to tuck in between some logs, and read last summer's news as I 
struck a match against the stones of the hearth: Someone had caught a huge trout near Byron's Falls; a 
sidewalk sale was planned for Main Street; there were canoes for rent in Shadyside. 



I had been here last summer; all of that had been happening. I kept talking to Gram, telling 
herthatthis place had been mine only fora month ortwo, but nowit wasours. And shesankon the 
couch, nodding, watchingthefire. 

Is it still mine? I asked the Old Man. Mine for justthis winter? 

A thin flame curled up from somewhere underneath the logs and Gram clapped her hands. 

'Fire!' 


The Old Man'swoodenfloorshonewitha rosy gleam, and my eyes began to close as my 
fingers warmed, but I couldn't fall asleepyet. 

I settled Gram on the couch and found an old towel to dry her feet. They were mottled from 
the cold. 'Skinny as a bird,' I told her as I rubbed them. She putherhead back, asleep again. 

In the kitchen, I used the same towelto close the opening in the missing windowpane. While 
we were here. I'd figure out howto replace that. There was glass in the shed; I'd seen the Old Man 
measuring and cutting. 

I climbed the stairs to the little green room that had been mine. Everything was just the same. 
The dressermirror reflected my old sneakers, justvisible underthe edge of the bumpy white bedspread; 
the curtains, pink with roses, looped back; and the drawing box on the dresser. 

The drawing box... 

I ran my fingers over that half-opened box, the pencils spilling out: French Blue, Geranium 
Red. It was hard to swallow. I touched all of the pencils, the pad of paper, the sharpener. 

Henry and I made four or five trips back to the car for things I had taken from Gram's house. 
Steam came from my mouth in small white puffs and from the chimney in larger ones. But the cold 
didn't brother Henry. He pranced through the snow, chasing twigs and a few crumpled leaves as if he 
were a kitten. He must have known what I was thinking. He sneaked a look back at me; then he sat upon 
a rock, perfectly still, like the old cat he was. 

I'd draw that later, I thought, Henryhappyin the dark, with the riverjusta thread curving 


through the snow. 



It took a half-hour to bring everything inside. I wrapped a blanket around Gram, and through 
the window, I could seethe car at the edge of the road. There'd be room forit in the shed, I thought, 
rememberingthe Old Man's car on one side, the truck on the other. 

The truck. Totaled. Was it still there? I shook my head. 'I'll be back,' I said to the sleeping 
Gram. 'I have to put the Silver Bulletin the shed.' 

You're going to drive it in? Green's asked in my head. 

You taught me how I said. 

But... 

I can do this. 

The truck hugged one side of the shed. I walked around to the front of it and ran myfingers 
over the cold metal, the sharp edges, the empty holes where the lights had been. I raised my hands to 
my ears without thin king so I wouldn't hear the sound of the truck as it hit the trees that summer 
evening. 


Outside of a few minutes later, I turned the key in the Silver Bullet's ignition; the gas gauge 
was hitting Empty. Just one more bit, I begged the car, that's all I need. I sat there hesitating before I put 
my foot on the gas, but then I coasted along over the snow, the motor coughing, and glided into the 
shed- nottouching the sides, not even close- braked a split second before I hit the back wall, and turned 
off the motor. 

Ah, Green'ssaid. 

It was quiet, with only the softwhoosh of wind and the muffled sound of icy snow as it blew 
against the roof. I had done it. All I wanted to do now was curl up under the covers in that small green 
room upstairs and sleep. 
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Films of Kristen Deniel 

For the nextfew afternoons, around five, the hot cocoa woman called to chitchat. That's 


whatshe called it. She was doingall thechatting. 



'Howwas school?' 


'Burned down.' 

'What did you have for lunch?' 

'Horsemeat.' 

'How's Mrs. Cahill?' 

'Who?' 

'What are you drawing?' 

'Nudies.' 

'Kristen,' she said slowly one night. 'Mrs. Cahill is old, and she tends to forget.' 

Gram dancing in the street, giving me the hat with the veil, making popcorn at the movie. 

I said more than I wanted to. 'She doesn'tforgeteverything, just some things.' I stopped. The 
hot cocoa woman would never change her mind. I raised my hand to the window. Drops of melting sleet 
were runningdown the glass. Underthe kitchen table, Henry was an orange ball, with only his pointy 
little chin turned up. Henry hated sleet. 

'Tomorrow is Saturday,'the hot cocoa woman began. 'I'll pick you up and take you to meet 
Eleanor.' She paused. 

I didn't answer. 

'That's her name, Eleanor. She's going to have lunch for us.' 

I pulledthe telephone cord as faras it wouldgo. 

'Then Sunday, if all goes well...'She broke off. 'You'd be in the same school. And you could 
visit Mrs. Cahill often.' 

I tookthe phone away from my earand put it on the counter. I did it gently so there was no 
noise. I wondered how longshe'd keeptalking before she figured out, I wasn't listening. 



It was gray outside. Gram's wooden figures were blurred and bent in the wind that had just 


come up. 


Gram couldn't stay alone. She might not remember when it was super. She'd sit up all night 
watching movies. 

Beatrice. I picked upthe phone and pressedthe numbers. 

It rang abouttwenty times. The answer, Beatrice. But then I remembered. Forthe first weeks 
she'd be traveling around, she had said. I pictured herin the desert, the dry sun beatingdown, her 
sketchbookin her hand. 

I couldn't leave Gram. 

I couldn't stay. 

It was a puzzle. 

Somethingfrom years ago popped into my head. It wasn't wintering, it was summer, and so 
humid everything! touched was sticky. All afternoon I'd thought about the pillow on the bed, and how 
cool it would be against my head. I was surprised when it was as hot as the rest of the room. I reached 
underthe pillow to find something I had hidden there, a doll with pale painted eyes. I whispered to her, 
asking if she was cooling off. And then someone came and pulled her away, tossing her on the night 
table. I waited until the woman walked out the door, and then I whispered a little more loudly so that 
the doll could hearme. 

'Don't worry,' I'd said. 

'I'll save you in the morning.' 

Why had I thoughtof that now? 

Save Gram. 

That's why. 

The sleet outside was turning to snow. It reminded me of Green's. 'You'd love the snow in 


Hancock,' he'd said. 



I thought of the summerhouse in Laurel Highlands. 'I haven't been here in winter since I was 
a boy/the Old Man had said. 'But it was wonderful, so cold it hurt yourteeth, the river has frozen over, 
the animals coming up close to the house. 

Everythingwassilver with ice.' He had spread his wide hands. 'Twisted icicles this long 
hanging from the roof. I used to knock them off and see how far I could throw them.' He had laughed. 
'My father had put in heat, so when you came inside, it was warm. I'd dry my hands on the radiator till 
theyalmost sizzled.' 

Winter. 

No one there in the house in Laurel Highlands. 'We stay in our house in Hancock now. Plenty 
of snowthere, and nearertoschool and the stores.' 

How could I do it? 

How could I not? 

Gram was napping on the lilac couch. I went in and stood next to her, watching that beautiful 

face. 

She opened her eyes. 

'How would you like to go away with me?' I asked. 

'To see Beatrice?' she said. 

I shook my head. 'That'stoo far.' 

'Thenwhere?'Shesatup,smoothingherhair with paperythin fingers. 

It was hard to get the words out. 'We'll take the car.' 

'The Silver Bullet,' she said, nodding. 

'It will be an adventure,' I said. 

She smiled. 'Henry, you, and I in the Silver Bullet. We'll fly to the ends of the earth.' 

I smiled back, trying to think. Food, warm clothes, gas for the Silver Bullet. 



It was Friday night. The hot cocoa woman would come for me at lunchtime tomorrow. 


By then we had to be long gone. 

Films of Kristen Deniel 

We were frenzied that last week in August. That was Izzy's word: frenzied. And I drew it all: 

Green's and I racing along the dirt road to buy beef jerky at the grocery store four miles away. 

Sitting on a rock, pulling the jerky against our teeth as we counted the cars that went by on 
the highway. 

Rowing up the river rapids and bouncing back in the rowboat with bruises all overour legs 

and arms. 


Climbing partway upthe Old Man's mountain afterthe rain, slipping and sliding in the mud 
on the edge of the road. 

And we neverstopped laughing. 

Anythingso we wouldn'tthink about my leaving. 

Anything. 

Theytold me whatthey'd planned, thefourof us sitting on the porch. I neverneeded a 
picture of that night. It was in my head, every bit of it, is there forever. But I drew it anyway: Izzy with 
one of my hands in both of hers, the Old Man reaching out to hug me until I had no breath left, and 
Green's blinking behind his glasses, trying not to let me see how close to tears he was. 

But I knew. 

I drew another picture of what happened next. Before I could think, I leaned over to kiss 
Green's cheek, stained withgreasefrom working on the truck, captured there in that drawing forever. 
Both of us laughed, embarrassed, and Izzy said, 'Lovely. I'm going to try that too.'And she leaned over to 
kiss his othercheek. 

We were still laughing as Izzy spread out her long arms. 


'It's settled, then,' she said. 'You belongto us. This house ...' 'And the river,' I said. 



'...Is yours/the Old Man said. 'All of it.' 'And Izzy's hard candy,' Green's said, rocking back on 
his chair, lookinghappierthan he had all summer. 

Please let it be all right, I begged, looking at Greens'face, remembering all the arguments he 
and the Old Man had had: a lost lure yesterday, a rake left in the rain, the truck. Was it because I was 
there? Was the Old Man comparing him with me? Me? Wasn't that strange? Was trying to fit me into 
family-like jamming in a puzzle piece that didn't match? Would it ruin all the other pieces? 

Lzzy leaned over. 'Hey, you two, don't look sad. We still have one last weekend. Remember?' 

The last weekend. 

Last. 

I looked up at the mountain. The trees had just a hint of fall color. The mountain looked soft, 
almost friendly. I thoughtaboutstandingon the verytop. 
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Martrace 
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The beginnings- 

It just someday in some year- in 1921- she was let in the back of the 1918 Buick Pick up with 
a wood bed- and was forgotten about even if it was her birthday... 

Miss. Darling joined Martrace who had the nickname given of 'Hope-' outside the school 
gates and the two of them walked in silence through the village Love Street. 

They passed the greengrocerwith his windowfull of apples and oranges, and the butcher 
with bloody lumps of meaton display and naked chickens hanging up... 

-Thenandthere- 

Was the small bank, and the grocery store and the electrical shop... 

And nowthat they were alone. Martrace (Hope) all of a sudden became enthusiastically 

energetic. 


Andthentheycame outon theotherside ofthe village... on to the narrow country road 
where there were no people anymore and very few 1921-motor-carsin testudo-black. 

It seemed as though a valve had burst inside herand a great gush of energy was being 

released. 


It was from Miss. Darling this and Miss. Darling that and Miss. Darling, I do honestly feel I 
could move almost anything in the world, not justtipping overglasses and little things like that. 

I feel... 

I... feel... could topple tables and chairs. Miss. Darling. 

Even when people are sitting in the chairs I think I could push them over, and biggerthings 
too. much bigger things than chairs and tables. She trotted beside Miss. 

Darling with uninhabited little hops and her fingers flew as if she would toss them to the four 
winds and her words went off like fireworks, with tremendous speed. 


I have to stare at it very hard. Miss. Darling, very hard. 



Like-then I can feel it all fashionable behind my eyes, and my eyes get hot just as though 
they were scorching but then again. 

I do not mind that in the least, and Miss. Darling. I only must take a moment to get my eyes 
strongand then I can push it out. this strangeness, atanythingat all so long as I am staring at it hard 
enough. 
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'Calm yourself down, youngster, calm yourself down.' Miss. Darlingsaid. 'Let us not get 
ourselvestoo worked upso early in the chronicles.' 

'But you do think it is interesting, don'tyou. Miss. Darling?' 

'Why must we tread carefully. Miss. Darling?' 

'Oh. it is interestingall right.' Miss. Darling said. 'It is more than interesting. Butwe must 
tread very carefully from now on. Martrace.' 

'They may even be heavenly... Nonetheless, whether they are or not. let us handle them 

carefully.' 


'For the reason that we are playing with mysterious forces, my child, that we know nothing 
about. I do not thinktheyare evil. They may be good.' 

These were wise words from a wise old bird, but Martrace was too steamed up to see it that 

way. 

'I don't see why we have to be so cautious?' she said, still hoppingabout. 

'I am trying to explain to you.' Miss. Darling said longsuffering... 

'That we are dealing with the unidentified. It is an unexplainable thing... 

The right word for it is marvel... It is a- whizz.' 'Am I a miracle?' Martrace asked. 

'It is quite possible that you are.' Miss. Darling said. 

'Nonetheless. I'd ratheryou didn't think aboutyourself as anything in particular at the 


moment. 



what I thought we might do is to explore this genius a little further...just the two of us 
together; but then again making sure we take things very carefully all the time.' 

'You want me to do some more of it then. Miss. Darling?' 

'That is what I am tempted to suggest.' Miss. Darling said cautiously. 

'Goody-good.' Martrace said. 

'I myself.' Miss. Darling said. 'I am probably far more bowled overby what you did than you 
are. and I am trying to find some reasonable explanation.' 

'Such as what?' Martrace asked. 

'Such as whether or not it's got something to do with the fact that you are quite 
exceptionally precocious.' 

'What exactly does that word mean?' Martrace said. 

'A precocious child.' Miss. Darling said, 'is one that shows amazing intelligence early on. You 
are an unbelievably precocious child.' 

'Am I really?' Martrace asked. 

'Of course, you are. You must be aware of that. Look at your reading. Look at your 
mathematics.' 

'I suppose you're right.' Martrace said. 

Miss. Darling marveled at the child's lack of conceit and self-consciousness. 

'I can't help wondering.'she said, 'whether this sudden ability that has come to you. Of being 
able to move an object withouttouching it. whetherit might not have somethingto do with your 
brainpower.' 

'You mean there might not be room in my head for all those brains so something has to push 

out?' 


'That's notquite what I mean.' Miss. Darling said. 



Smiling... 'But whatever happens... and I say it again, we must tread carefully from now on. I 
have notforgotten...that strange and distantglimmer on yourface afteryou tipped overthe last glass.' 

'Do you think doing it could actually... hurt me? Is thatwhat you're thinking. Miss. Darling?' 

'It made you feel pretty peculiar... didn't it?' 

'It made me feel lovely.' Martrace said. 'Fora momentortwo, I wasflying past the stars on 
silver wings.' 

Along with say- 'I told you that.' 

And moments later saying- 'And intend to I tell you something else. Miss. Darling? It was 
easierthe second time... much easier.' 

'I thinkit's like anythingelse.the more you practice it. the easier it gets.' 

Miss. Darling was walking slowly so that the small child could keep up with her without 
trotting too fast. 
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And it wasvery peaceful out there on the narrow road nowthat the village was behind them. 

It was one of those golden autumn afternoons and there were blackberries and splashes of 
old man's beard in the hedges. 

And the hawthorn berries were ripening scarlet for the birds when the chilly winter came 

along. 


There were tall trees here and there on eitherside. oak and sycamore and ash and 
occasionally a sweet chestnut. 

There was a high hedge of hazel on eitherside and you could see clusters of ripe brown nuts 
in theirgreen jackets. 

The squirrels would be collecting them all very soon. 


Miss. Darling said, and storing them away carefully for the bleak months ahead. Miss. Darling. 



Wishing to change the subject for the moment... gave the names of all these to Martrace and 
taught her how to recognize them by the shape of their leaves and the pattern of the bark on their 
trunks. 


Martrace took all this in and stored the knowledge away carefully in her mind. 

They came finally to a gap in the hedge on the left-hand side of the road where there was a 
five-barred gate. 'This way.' Miss. Darling said, and she opened the gate and led Martrace through and 
closed it again. 

They were now walking along a narrow lane that was no more than a rutted cart-track. 

'You mean you live down here?' Martrace asked. 

'I do.' Miss. Darling replied... nonetheless, she said nothing more or further. 

Martrace had neveronce stopped to think about where Miss. Darling might be living. 

She had always regarded herpurely as a teacher. 

A person who turned upout of nowhere andtaught at schooland then went away again. 

Do any of us children... she wondered... 

Like-yah- everstopto askourselves where ourteachersgo when school is overforthe day? 
Do wewonderif theylive alone? 

Or like if there is a motherat home or a sister or a husband? 'Doyou live all byyourself.' 
Miss. Darling?' she asked. 

'It's just a farm laborer's cottage.' Miss. Darling said. 'You mustn't expect too much of it. 
We're approximately there.' 

They came to a small green gate half-buried in the hedge on the right and almost buried by 
the overhanging hazel branches. Miss. Darling paused with one hand on the gate and said. 'There it is. 
That's where I live.' 


'Yes.' Miss. Darling said. 



'Very much so.' 


They were walking over the deep sunbaked mud-tracksof the lane and you had to watch 
where you put your feet if you didn't want to twist your ankle. 

There were a few small birds around in the hazel branches but that was all. 

Martrace saw a narrow dirt path leading to a tiny red-brick cottage. 

The cottage was so small it looked more like a doll's house thana human dwelling. 

The bricks it was built of were old and crumbly and very pale red. It had a grey slate roof and 
one small chimney, and there were two little windows at the front. 

Each window was no larger than a sheetof a tabloid newspaper and the re was no upstairs to 

the place. 


On either side of the path, there was a wilderness of nettles and blackberry thorns and long 
brown grass. 

An enormous oak tree stood overshadowing the cottage. Its massive spreading branches 
seemed to be enfolding and embracing the tiny building, and perhaps hiding it as well from the rest of 
the world. 
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Would you all say that it was cute to see home your mom and dad are with you when you 
come into their life that loving moment- left in time? 

So- even so when they find that their youngster is the most repulsive thing to ever share the 
same air as they do. The grossest thing you could ever imagine or wrap your mind around, they still 
think that he or she is magnificentor slenderizes. 

Some momsand dadsgo more, extra than others.They developso-o blinded by admiration, 
love...consent, with wonder. 

The achievementto sway and influence, themselves their youngster has the wherewithal of 


mastermind. 



Really in all fact, there was not a thing wrong with this... at all. 


Never- ever-world this not be right. The world just works this way. 'Carry us a washbowll 
We're going to be sick!' U-ah- he said... 

It is only when the mom and dad begin telling you and me aboutthe wisdom of their own 
disgusting, suck, twisting scum-sucking butt hole licker's... children. That we shock disturbance. 

'Your son is the bestthing ever. You're goingto say it.' ...is an over-all wash-outtosay. 

I have faith that you have a family. 

Trade you can thrust or shove him into when he/she leaves school, and for the reason that 
he/she vary sure as all hell he or she won't get a job anyplace otherwise.' If yours truly were a teacher. I 
would prepare up some physical scorchers for the kids of loving, devoted. Kissie- Kissie goo-goo- parents. 

School educators undergo a good deal from having to listen to this sort of balderdash 
nonrenewal crap-from gratified close relatives like mom and dad. 

Nonetheless, they typically gettheir own back when the time comesto write the end-of- 
term reports. Before, like if yours truly were feeling poetic that daylight. I - myself- me- here... might pen 
down. 'Itis an enquiringactuality. which grasshoppers. 

Like- like- like- have their hearing-organs on the sides of the abdomen. Your daughter Emma. 

Is arbitrating by whatshe'seruditethis period. 

Has no audible range-publications at all- to speak of?' 

Yah- would say I may even investigate an unfathomable into ordinary history and say that. 
'The journal cicada employs seven ages as a nourishment antiestablishment. 

as well as no more than seven days as a welcome individual of sunbeams and air. Your son/or 
girl has paid out seven years as nourishment in this school. 

And now we are still in the making for him/herto arise from the cocoon.' 


A chiefly mephitic little girl might sting me into proverbing. 



'Sandy has the same glacial beautyyetsocold-heartedly like a stone, but unlike the stone, 
she has absolutely nothing belowthe surface- nothing but looks.' 

I myself meditate... I for one might relish in writing end-of-term intelligence forthe horrors 

my class. 


Like- however enough of that BS- kids suck lady-nuts. We have to get on... with the dumb... 
forthat is all theyare-on like this one here that is oh mighty. 

And magnificent- in their wisdom, and wonderers'thoughts of the mind. 

Frequently- like every so often, one comes across a close relative who takes the 
contradictory line. 

Who shows no notice at all in theiryoungsters. 

And this of-course is far worse than the doting ones. 

Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoterwere two such parents. 

They had a son called Peterand a daughtercalled Martrace. and the parents watched upon 
Martrace in certain as zilch zil- notta crap in the bowl-that needed to be plunged andflush tree weeks 
ago- a 


stinking shipping- pill... of doo- no more than a layeroverthe yellowing pee. 

Just crap- somethingyou have to put up. orthen get it out and gruntingtoo- with until the 
time comesyourdone with it and zip up- and move on with the day. 

Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoter beheld accelerative massively to the phase when they could dump 
their little daughteroff- as sh*t and flush heraway fortheir lives.' 

If possible, into the next region and or next plant- or even supplementary more than that 

even. 


It is in-immoral an adequate quantity of when blood relation treats everyday youngsters as 


all the same, they were crap and poopie. 



On the other hand, it turns out to be oneway or another a- lot inferior when the juvenile in 
inquiry is extraordinary, and by that. I mean complex as well as vivid. 

Martrace was both ofthese things, on the other hand, above all she was dazzling. Her 
cognizance was so-o nimble, and she was so quick to learn. 
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That her capability ought to have been understandable even to the most half-witted of 

parents. 


Nonetheless, Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoterwere both so-ogorm-lessand so-0 enfolded up in their 
own senseless meaningless, and absurd slight lives that they fail to getor see that no matter what 
infrequent. 


Uncommon abouttheirdaughter. 

To communicate the actuality. 

I doubtthey would have noticed had she crept into the house with a broken 2 legs one day 
whentheydid notsee. 

By the age of one and a half, her speech was flawless faultless, marvels, as well as she knew 
as many words as most grown-ups. 

The parents... instead of applauding her. called her a noisy blabbermouth and told her 
abruptly thatsmall girls should be understood and not overheard. 

Martrace's brother Peter was a perfectly normal boy. but the sister, as I said, it was 
somethingto make your eyes pop. 

By thetime she was three. 

Martrace had taught herself to read by studying newspapers and magazines that lay around 

the house. 


At the age of four. 


She could read fastand well, and she naturally began hankeringafterbooks. 



The only book in the whole of this enlightened household was something called Easy Cooking 
belongingto hermother. 

And when she had read this from cover to cove rand had learned all the recipes by heart, she 
decided she wanted something more interesting. 'Daddy.' she said. 

'Do you think you could buy me a book?' 

'A book?' he said. 

'Whatdoyou wanta freakingbookfordumb butt?''Toread. Daddy.' 

'What's wrong with going to see a MOVIE. 

For heaven's sake- a little girl? 

We've got a lovely MOVIE with a sixty-inch screen and nowyou come askingfor a book to 
read in have imagination time! You're gettingso-ospoiled.girll' 

Almost every ordinary midafternoon Martrace was left alone in the household. Her brother 
(fouryearsolderthan her...) 

She went to school and she was thereto care for herself-yet that is the way she loved it. Ms. 
Dicksnoterwas hooked onto beinga fashionista. doing hair styling and being a drama queen- and 
playing the man in bars- when dad was not looking- it five afternoons a week she was seen playingthe 
game-and making her wages in that way-good look as she said to get you far- even if with her that may 
not be so... Herfatherwenttowork-on the railroad... workingon steamers...a murkydirty- hotjob... 
were he would pass off crap for good engines... she this here-1888- you like the wheels are falling off- 
and the boilers blow- what do I do-1 sell it to you- what do you say? 

1918 Cadillac is sitting runningas they were talking-walking pastall the big things and load¬ 
like crossing tracks with movingtrain- at her feet atthe age of five-she arrived, she introduced herself 
to the librarian. 

Martrace was in-love with the new light- and the cars putting along outside- in this small 
western county town that she was seeing in her way-a way of wonder-and massive thought behind it- 
looking around all old wood buildings- and dart roads. 



Ms. Smaith. She asked if she might sit awhile and read a book. Ms. Smaith. slightly in awe at 
the arrival, this tiny younggirl-and being-solo-with no parent to behead by. all the same, she told her 
she was very welcome to take a look at all the books. 

It's like new- maybe better... On the afternoon of the day when her father had refused to buy 

hera book. 


Martrace setout all by herself to walkto the public library in the village. 'Where are the 
children's books please?' Martrace asked...softly shyly... where are the kiddie books...'They're over 
there on those lower shelves- Ms. Smaith told her do you see.' -Yes-thank you...'Would you like me to 
help you find a nice one with lots of drawings on it... so it not too hard for you to get...?'No. thank you.' 
Martrace said. 'I'm sure I can accomplish this-feet with no issues or complaints.' 

It now dark- she is still sitting there as the gas laps outside flicker... the train- blow got there 
huntingcrays and grind on the rails. Houses pass- a man snapsa long photo on a shuddercamera... a 
boy is calling out for newspapers- as the burn burls are light for heat man standing signing old songs- of 
land- in the cold wicked streets-you can see the puff of their breath... yet she forgot all about the time... 
lost in the lands of her books. Where there was no pain of heat...just play. Martrace would toddle down 
to the library like this-every day she could rain- sleet-and mud. it did not matter-there was the girl with 
long dark hair with the ridden in it- and a sundress reading books. 

The walk took only ten minutes, and this allowed her two glorious hours sitting quietly by 
herself in a cozy cornerdevouringone bookafteranother. When she had read everysingle children's 
bookin the place.she started wandering round in search of somethingelse. 

Ms. Smaith. Who had been watching her with charm forthe pastfew weeks? Nowgotup 
from her desk and went over to her yet in admiration. 'Can I help you. Martrace?' she asked. 

'I'm deliberating whatto read next.' Martrace said. 'I've finished all the children's books.'All 
500 she said? 

Yes-'You mean you've looked atthe pictures?' 

NO...I urn- 'Yes. but I've read the books as also.' 

Ms. Smaith gazed downwards at Martrace from her great height, which was only like three 


feet, and Martrace looked right backup at her towering. 



'I thoughtsome were very underprivileged.' Martrace said, 'but others were lovely. I liked 
Engen 14 was the best of one of them all- she carried out. It was full of specifics. The mystery of the 
room behind the closed door and the mystery of the garden behind the big wall.' Ms. Smaith was 
dumbfounded by this girl's considerations and words. "Exactly how old are you, little girl. Martrace?' she 
asked. 'Five years and one month.' Martrace said timidly. 

Ms. Smaith was more stunned than ever, but she had the sense not to show it. 'What sort of 
a book would you like to read next?' she asked. 

Martrace said. 'I would like a really good one that grown-ups read. Afamous one. I don't 
knowany names.' 

Ms. Smaith looked along the shelves, takinghertime. She didn't quite know whatto bring 
out. How. she asked herself, does one choose a famous grown-up book for a four-year-old girl? Her first 
thought was to pick a young teenager's romance of the kind that is written for fifteen-year-old 
schoolgirls. 


But for some reason, she found herself instinctively walking past that particular shelf. 

'Try this.' she said at last. 'It's very famous and very good. If it's too long for you. just let me 
knowand I'll find somethingshorterand a bit easier.' 

'Great Expectations.' Martrace read, 'by Charles Dickens. 

I'd love to try it.' 

I must be mad. Ms. Smaith told herself, butto Martrace she said. 

'Of course, you may try it.' 

Overthe nextfew afternoons, Ms. Smaith could hardly take her eyesfrom the small girl 
sitting for hour after hour in the big armchair at the far end of the room with the book on her lap. 

It was necessaryto rest it on the lap because it was too heavyforherto hold up. which 
meant she had to sit leaning forward to read. 

And a strange sight it was. this tiny dark-haired person sitting there with her feet nowhere 


neartouching the floor. 



Totally absorbed in the wonderfuladventuresof Pipandold Miss. Havishamand her 
cobwebbed house and by the spell of magic that Dickens the greatstory-tellerhad woven with his 
words. The only movement from the reader was the lifting of the hand now and then to turn over a 
page, and Ms. Smaith always felt sad when the time came for her to cross the floor and say; 'It's ten to 
five. Martrace.' 

During the first weekofMartrace's visits, Ms. Smaith had said to her. 'Does your mother walk 
you down here every day and then take you home?' 

'My mother goes to Aylesbury every afternoon to play bingo.' 

Martrace had said. 'She doesn't know I come here.' 

'But that'ssurely not right.' Ms. Smaith said. 'I thinkyou'd betterask her.' 

'I'd rather not.' Martrace said. 'She doesn't encourage reading books. Nor does my father.' 

'But what do they expect you to do every afternoon in an empty house?' 

'Just mooch around and watch the telly.' 

'I see.' 

'She doesn't care what I do.' Martrace said a little sadly. 

Ms. Smaith was concerned about the child's safety on the walk through the fairly busy village 
Love Street and the crossing of the road, but she decided notto interfere. 

Within a week. Martrace had finished Great Expectations which in that edition contained 
fourhundred and eleven pages. 'I loved it.' she said to Ms. Smaith. 'Has Mr. Dickens written any others? 

'Agreat number.'said the astounded Ms.Smaith. 'Intendtol choose you another?' 

Overthe nextsix months. underMs.Smaith'swatchfuland compassionate eye. Martrace 
read the following books: 

• Nicholas Nickleby by Charles Dickens 


Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte 



OliverTwist by Charles Dickens 


• Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen 

• less of the D'Urbervilles by Thomas Hardy 

• Nevaeh by: Marcel Ray Duriez 

• Gone to Earth by Mary Webb 

• White Fang by Jack London 

• Frankenstein by Mary Shelley 

• The Old Man and the Sea by Ernest Hemingway 

• Brighton Rock by Graham Greene 

• The Sound and the Fury by William Faulkner 

• The Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeckthe Good 
Companions byJ. B. Priestley 

• Kim by Rudyard Kipling 

• Animal Farm by George Orwell 

• The Invisible Man by H. G. Wells 

It was a formidable list and by now Ms. Smaith was filled with wonderand excitement, but it 
was probably a good thing that she did notallow herself to be completely carried away by it all. 

Almostanyone else witnessingthe achievements of thissmall child would have been 
tempted to make a great fuss and shout the news all over the village and beyond, but not so Ms. Smaith. 

She was someone who minded herown business and had long since discovered it was 
seldom worth while to interfere with other people's children. 

'Mr. Hemingway says a lot of things I don't understand.' 


Martrace said to her. 'Especially about men and women. 




'Nonetheless, I loved it all the same. The way he tells it I feel I am right there on the spot 
watching it all happen.' 

"A fine writer will always make you feel that.' Ms. Smaith said. 'And don't worry about the 
bits you can't understand. 

Sit back and allow the words to wash around you. like music.' 

'I will. I will.' 

'Did you know.' Ms. Smaith said, 'that public libraries like this allow you to borrow books and 
take them home?' 

'I didn't knowthat.' Martracesaid. 'Could I doit?' 

'Of course.' Ms. Smaith said. 'When you have chosen the book, you want, bring it to me so I 
can make a note of it and it's yoursfortwo weeks. You can take more than one if you wish.' 

From then on. Martrace would visit the library only once a weektotake out new books and 
return the old ones. 

Hersmall bedroom now became herreading-room and...there she wouldsit and read most 
afternoons. 

Often with a mugof hot chocolate beside her. She was not tall enough to reach things 
around the kitchen. 

But she kept a small box in the outhouse which she brought in and stood onto get whatever 
she wanted. 

Mostly it was hot chocolate she made, warming the milk in a saucepan on the stove before 
mixing it. Occasionally she made Bovril or Ovaltine. It was pleasantto take a hot drink up to her room 
and have it beside heras she sat in hersilent room reading in the empty house in the afternoons. 

The books transported her into new worlds and familiarized her with amazing people who 
lived exciting lives. 


She went on olden-day sailing ships with Joseph Conrad. 



She went to Africa with Ernest Hemingway and to India with Rudyard Kipling. She traveled all 
overthe world while sitting in her little room in an English village. 

6 

The First Phenomenon- 

The Mcfarts seated herself overduetheteacher'stable. Martrace sat down again at her 
school desk. 

Still holding the pitcher by the handle but not invigorating it hitherto, she said. 'I have never- 
everbeen able to comprehend why small children are so revolting. 

It was the first time she had to sit down-freaking sit- down throughoutthe class. 

Then she got hold of out a hand and took hold of her water- pitcher. 

They should be got free of as early as conceivable. 

Theyare the misery of my life.Theyare like creatures. 

We get rid of flies with fly-spray and by droopy up fly-paper. 

I have often thought of discovering a spray for getting rid of small youngsters. 

Otherwise betterstill. some huge strips of gluey paper. 

How marvelous it would be to walk into this schoolroom with an enormous spray-pistols in 
my hands and start thrusting it. 

I would hang them all around the school and you'd all get stuck to them and that would be 
the end of it. 

Wouldn't that be a good idea? 

Miss. Darling?' 

'If it's meantto be a joke. Headmistress. I don'tthink it's a veryfunnyone.' Miss. Darling said 
from the back of the classroom during the lecture. 



The woman's mad. Miss. Darling was telling herself. She's rounded the twist. She'sthe one 
who ought to be got rid of. 

The Mcfarts nowlifted the large blue porcelain water-jugand poured some waterinto her 
glass. 'You wouldn't, would you. Miss. Darling.' the Mcfarts said. 'And it's not meantto be a joke. My 
idea of a picture-perfect school. Miss. Darling, is one that has no youngsters in it at all were there all in 
the graveyard not talking back. 

Um-hum-stone-coldquit-theyhearyouthat way... like living undera rock... she said back. 
One of these days I intend to start up a school like that. I think it will be very effective to freaking dumb- 
playing with themselves.' 

I like you did- Missy... over there...as a girl. As well as unexpectedly, with the water, out 
came the stretched sycophantic lizard straight into the glass, plop! 

The Mcfarts let out a yell and leaped off her chair as though a firecracker had gone off 
beneath her. 

As well as now the children also saw the long thin slimy yellow-bellied lizard-like mortal 
meanderingand revolving relaxing-spinning- like in the glass. 

And they wriggled and jumped about as well, shouting. 

Oh. it's disgusting! It's a serpent! It'sa babyqueue! It'san alligator!' 

'What is it? 

'Lookout. Miss. Mcfarts!' cried Dasey. 'I'll bet it bites!' 

She was especially furiousthat someone had succeeded in making herjumpand yell like that 
because she prided herself on hertoughness. 

Natural history was not herstrong point. 

She hadn't the faintest idea what this thing was. 


The Mcfarts. 



This mighty womanly giant, stood there in hergreen breeches, trembling like a blancmange. 
She stared at the creature snaking and wriggling in the glass. Inquisitively enough, she had never seen a 
newt before. It certainly looked extremely unpleasant. Gradually she sat down again in her chair. 

She looked at this moment more frightening than ever before. The fires of fury and hatred 
wereshoulderingin hersmall black eyes. 

'Martrace!' she barked. 'Stand up!' 

'Who. me?' Martrace said. 'What have I done?' 

'Stand up. You are revolting little cock-suck!' 

'I haven't done anything. Miss. Mcfarts. honestly. I haven't. I've neverseenthatslimything 

before!' 


'Stand up at once, your filthy little piss-puss-squirt!' 

On the otherhand. she was certainly not aboutto own up. Unenthusiastically. Martrace got 
to herfeet. She was in the second row. Dasey was in the row behind her. feelinga bit guilty. She hadn't 
intendedtogetherfriend into trouble. 

I intend to have you drummed out of this establishment in utter disgrace 11 intend to have 
the prefects chase you down the corridor and out of the front-door with hockey-sticks! "You are vile, 
repulsive, repellent, malicious tiny brute!' 

The Mcfarts was shouting. 'You are not fit to be in this school-you suck at life-and should kill 
yourself now and get it over with! You ought to be behind bars. 

That's where you ought to be! I intend to have the staff escort you home under armed 
guard! And then I intend to make sure you are sent to a reformatory for delinquent girls fora minimum 
of forty years I' 

The Mcfarts was in such a rage that her face had taken on a boiled color and little flecks of 


froth were gathering... at the corners of her mouth. 



Nonetheless, she was notthe only one who was losing hercool. She could see the justice of 
that. It was. however, a new experience for her to be accused of a crime that she had not committed. 
Martrace was also beginningto see red. 

She didn't in the least mind being accused of having done something she had done She had 
had absolutely nothing to do with that beastly creature in the glass. 'I did not do it!' she screamed. By 
holly freaking farting golly, she thought. 

That awful Mcfarts isn't going to iota this one on me I The Mcfarts roared back 'Oh yes. you 
did!' 'Nobody else could have thought up a trick like that! Your father was right to warn me about you I' 
The woman seemed to have lost the regulator of herself entirely. She was ranting like a fanatic- and 
freakingout. 'You are finished in this school, young lady!' she shouted. 'You are finished everywhere. I 
intend to in my opinion see to it that you are put away in a place where not even the crows can land 
their fertilizers on you! You will probably never see the light of day again!' 
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'I'm telling you I did not do it!' Martrace screamed. 'I've nevereven seen a creature like that 

in my life!' 


'You have put a- a- a fuc-fa- frack freaking- queue in my drinking water!' (she holds her 
words back) the Mcfartsyelled back. 'There is no worse crime in the world against a Headmistress! Now 
sit down and don't say a word! Go on. sit down at once!' 

'Nevertheless. I'm tellingyou.' Martrace shouted... refusingto sit down. 

The Mcfarts was sitting behind the teacher's table starting with a mixture of horror and 
fascination at the newt wriggling in the glass. Martrace's eyes were also riveted on the glass. And now. 
quite slowly, there began to creep over Martrace a most extraordinary and peculiar feeling. The feeling 
was mostly in the eyes. A kind of electricity seemed to be gathering inside them. A sense of power was 
brewing in those eyes of hers, a feeling of great strength was settling itself deep inside her eyes. But 
there was also another feeling which something was else altogether. 

And which she could not understand. It was like flashes of lightning. Little waves of lightning 
seemed to be flashing out of her eyes. Her eyeballs were beginning to get hot. as though vast energy 



was building up somewhere inside them. It was an amazing sensation. She kept her eyes steadily on the 
glass. 


...And now the powerwas concentrating in one small part of each eye and growing stronger 
and strongerand it felt as though millions of tiny little invisible arms with hands-on them were shooting 
out of her eyes towards the glass she was staring at. 

'Tip it!' Martrace whispered. 'Tip it over!' 

'I am telling you to shut up!'the Mcfarts roared. 'If you don't shut up at once and sit down, I 
intend to remove my be It and let you have it with the end that has the buckle!' 

Slowly Martrace sat down. Oh. the rottenness of itall! The unfairness! Howdare they expel 
herfor somethingshe had not done! 

Martrace felt herself gettingangrier. and angrier, andangrier. so-o unbearably angrythat 
something was bound to explode inside her very soon. 

The newtwas still squirming in thetall glass of water. It looked horribly uncomfortable. The 
glass was not big enough for it. Martrace glared at the Mcfarts. 

How she hated her. She glared at the glass with the newt in it. 

She longed to march up and grab the glass and tip the contents, newt and all. over the 
Mcfarts's head. 

She trembled to think what the Mcfarts would do to her if she did that. 

'Tip it!' she whispered again. 'Tip it over!' 

Once more the glass wobbled. She pushed harder still, willing her eyes to shoot out more 

power. 


And then...very slowly. 

So slowly she could hardly see it happening, the glass began to lean backward, farther and 
farther and farther back until it was balancing on just one edge of its base. 



And there it teetered for a few seconds before finally toppling over and falling with a sharp 
tinkle on to the desktop. 

Thewaterin it andthe squirmingnewtsplashedoutall overMiss. Mcfarts'senormous 
bosom. The headmistress let out a yell that must have rattled every window-pane in the building and for 
the second time in the last five minutes she shot out of her chair like a rocket. 

The newt clutched desperately at the cotton smock where it covered the great chest and 
there it clung with its little claw-like feet. The Mcfarts looked down and saw it and she bellowed even 
louderand with a swipe of herhand, she sentthe creature flyingacross the classroom. It landed on the 
floor beside Dasey's deskand very quickly she ducked down and picked it up and put it into herpencil- 
boxfor anothertime. A newt, she decided, wasa usefulthing to have around? 

The Mcfarts. herface more like a boiled ham than ever, was standing before the class 
quiveringwith fury. She saw the glass wobble. It actually tilted backward a fraction of an inch, then 
righted itself again. Her massive bosom was heaving in and out and the splash of water down the front 
of it made a darkwetpatch that had probably soaked right through to herskin. 'Who did it?' she roared. 
Who is guilty of this filthy profession? 

Who pushed over this glass?' 'Come on-come on! Own up your hood liker! Step forward I 
You won't escape this time! She kept pushing at it with all those millions of invisible little arms and 
hands that were reaching out from her eyes, feeling the powerthat was alternating straight from the 
two little black dots in the very centers of her eyeballs. Nobody answered. The whole room remained 
silent as a tomb. 'Martracel' she roared. 'It was you 11 know it was you I' Martrace. in the second row. sat 
very still and said nothing. A strange feeling of serenity and confidence was sweeping over her and all of 
a sudden, she found that she was frightened by nobody in the world. 

With the powerof hereyes alone she had compelled a glass of waterto tip and spill its 
contents over the horrible Headmistress, and anybody who could do that could do whatsoever. 

'Speak up say it- ball groper, you clotted carbuncle!' roared the Mcfarts. 

'Admitthat you did it!' 

Suddenly the entire class seemedto rise up against the Headmistress. 'None of the children 
did. Miss. Mcfarts.' Miss. Darling answered. 'I can vouch forit that nobody has moved from his or her 



desk all the time you've been here, except for Tom and he has not moved from his corner.' 'She didn't 
move!' they cried out. 


'Martrace didn't move! Nobody moved! You must have knocked it over yourself!' Martrace 
looked right back into the flashing eyes of this infuriated female giant and said with total calmness. 'I 
have not moved away from my desk. Miss. Mcfarts. since the lesson began. I can say no more.' 'I most 
certainly did not knock it overmyself!' roaredthe Mcfarts. 'Howdareyou suggest a thing like that! 
Speakup. Miss. Darling! You must have seen everything! Who knocked over my glass?' 

Miss. Mcfarts glared at Miss. Darling. Miss. Darling met her gaze withoutflinching. 'I am 
telling you the truth. Headmistress.' she said. 'You must have knocked it over without knowing it. That 
sort of thing is easy to do.' 

'I am fed up with your useless bunch of midgets!' roaredthe Mcfarts. 'I refuse to waste any 
more of my precious time here I' And with that, she marched out of the classroom, slamming the door 
behind her. 


In the stunned silence thatfollowed. Miss. Darling walked upto the front ofthe class and 
stood behind hertable. 'Phew!' she said. 'I think we've had enough schoolforone day. don't you?The 
class is to dismiss. You may all go out to the playground and wait foryour parents to come and take you 
home.' 


The Second Miracle- 

Martrace did not join the rush to get out ofthe classroom. Afterthe otherchildren had all 
disappeared, she remained at her desk, quiet and thoughtful. 

She knew she had to tell somebody about what had happened with the glass. She couldn't 
possibly keep a gigantic secret like that bottled up inside her. What she needed was just one person, one 
wise and sympatheticgrown-up who could help her to understand the meaning of this extraordinary 
happening. 


Neither her mother nor her father would be of any use at all. If they believed her story, and it 
was doubtfulthey would, they certainly would fail to realize what an astounding event it was that had 
taken place in the classroom that afternoon. 



On the spur of the moment. Martrace decided that the one person she would like to confide 
in was Miss. Darling. 

Martrace and Miss. Darling were nowthe only two lefts in the classroom. Miss. Darling had 
seated herself at her table and was rifling through some papers. She looked up and said. 

'Well. Martrace. aren't you going outside with the others?' 
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Martrace said. 'Please, may I talk to you fora moment?' 

'Of course, you may. What's troubling you?' 

'Somethingvery peculiarhas happenedto me. Miss. 

Darling.' 

Miss. Darling became instantly alert. Ever since the two disastrous meetings she had had 
recently about Martrace. the first with the Headmistress and the second with the dreadful Mr. and Ms. 
Dicksnoter. Miss. Darling had been thinking a great deal about this child and wondering how she could 
help her. And now. here was Martrace sitting in the classroom with a curiously exalted look on her face 
and asking if she could have a private talk. Miss. Darling had never seen her looking so wide-eyed and 
peculiar before. 

'Yes. Martrace.'she said. 'Tell me what has happenedto youthat is so peculiar.' 

'Miss. Mcfarts isn't going to expel me. is she?' Martrace asked. 'Because it wasn't me who 
put that creature in herjug of water. I promise you it wasn't.' 

'I know it wasn't.' Miss. Darling said. 

'Am I going to be expelled?' 

'I think not.' Miss. Darling said. 'The Headmistress simply got a little over-excited, that's all.' 

'Good.' Martrace said. 'But that isn't what I want to talk to you about.' 


'What do you want to talk to me about. Martrace?' 



'I wantto talk to you aboutthe glass of waterwith the creature in it.' Martrace said. 'You saw 
it spilling all over Miss. 

Mcfarts. didn't you?' 

'I did indeed.' 

'Well. Miss. Darling. I didn't touch it. I neverwentnearit.' 

'I knowyou didn't.' Miss. Darling said. 'You heard me telling the 
Headmistress that it couldn't possibly have beenyou.' 

'Ah. but it was me. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 'That's exactly what I want to talk to you 

about.' 

Miss. Darling paused and looked carefully at the child. 'I don't think I quite follow you.' she 

said. 

'I got so angry at being accused of something I hadn't done that I made it happen.' 

'You made that happen. Martrace?' 

'I made the glass tip over.' 

'I still don'tquite understand whatyou mean.' Miss. Darling said gently. 

'I did it with my eyes.' Martrace said. 'I was staring at it and wishing it to tip and then my 
eyes went all hot and funny and some sort of power came out of them and the glass just toppled over.' 

Miss. Darling continued to look steadily at Martrace through her steel-rimmed spectacles 
and Martrace looked back at her just as steadily. 

'I am still notfollowingyou.' Miss. Darling said. 'Do you mean you actually willed the glass to 

tip over?' 


'Yes.' Martrace said. 'With my eyes. 



Miss. Darling was silent fora moment. She did not think Martrace was meaningto tell a lie. It 
was more likely that she was simply allowing hervivid imagination to run awaywith her. 'You meanyou 
were sitting where you are now, and you told the glass to topple overand it did?' 

'Something like that. Miss. Darling, yes.' 

'Ifyou did that, then it is just about the greatest miracle a person has everperformed since 
the time of Jesus.' 

'I did it. Miss. Darling.' 

It is extraordinary, thought Miss. Darling, how often small children have flights of fancy like 

this? 


She decided to put an end to it as gently as possible. 'Could you do it again?' she asked, not 

unkindly. 


'I don't know.' Martrace said, 'but I think I might be able to.' 

Miss. Darling moved the now empty glass to the middle of the table. 'Should I put water in it?' 
she asked, smiling a little. 

'I don'tthink it matters.' Martrace said. 

'Verywell.then.Goahead and tip it over.' 

'It may take sometime.' 

Take all the time you want.' Miss. Darling said. I'm in no hurry.' 

Martrace. sitting in the second row about ten feet away from Miss. Darling, put her elbows 
on the desk and cupped her face in her hands, and this time she gave the order right at the beginning. 

'Tip glass, tipi' she ordered, but her lips didn't move, and she made no sound. She simply 
shouted the words inside her head. And now she concentrated the whole of her mind and her brain and 
her will up into her eyes and once again but much more quickly than before she felt the electricity 
gathering and the power was beginning to surge and the hotness was coming into the eyeballs, and then 
the millions of tiny invisible arms with hands-on them were shooting out towards the glass, and without 
making any sound at all she kept on shouting inside her head for the glass to go over. 



She saw it wobble, then it tilted, then it toppled right overand fell with a tinkle on to the 
table-top nottwelve inches from Miss. Darling's folded arms. 

Miss. Darling's mouth dropped open and her eyes stretched so wide you could seethe whites 
all around. She didn't say a word. She couldn't. The shock of seeingthe miracle performed had struck 
herdumb. 


She gaped at the glass, leaning well away from it now as though it might be a dangerous 
thing. Then slowly she lifted the head and looked at Martrace. 

She saw the child white in the face, as white as paper, trembling all over, the eyes glazed, 
staring straight ahead and seeing nothing. The whole face was transfigured, the eyes round and bright 
and she was sitting there speechless, quite beautiful in a blaze of silence. 

Miss. Darling waited, trembling a little herself and watchingthe child as she slowly stirred 
herself back into consciousness. 

And then suddenly, click went herface into a look of almost seraphic calm. 'I'm all right.' she 
said and smiled. 'I'm quite all right. Miss. Darling, so don't be alarmed.' 

'You seemed so faraway.' Miss. Darling whispered, awestruck. 

'Oh. I was. I was flying pastthe stars on silver wings.' 

Martrace said. 'It was wonderful.' 

Miss. Darling was still gazing at the child in absolute wonderment, as though she were The 
Creation.The Beginning Of The World. The First Morning. 

'It went much quickerthis time.' Martrace said quietly. 

'It's not possible!' Miss. Darling was gasping. 'I don't believe iti I simply don't believe itl' She 
closed her eyes and keptthem closed for quite a while, and when she opened them again it seemed as 
though she had gathered herself together. 'Would you like to come back and have tea at my cottage?' 
she asked. 


'Oh. I'd love to.' Martrace said. 


'Good. Gatherupyourthings and I'll meetyou outside in a couple of minutes.' 



'You won'ttell anyone aboutthis. this thing that I did. will you. Miss. Darling?' 

'I wouldn'tdream of it.' Miss. Darling said. 

The following morning, just before the father left for his beastly second-hand car garage. 
Martrace slipped into the cloakroom and got hold of the hat he wore each day to work. She had to stand 
on hertoesand reach upas high as she could with a walking-stick in order to hookthe hat off the peg. 
and even then, she onlyjust made it. The hat itself was one of those flat-topped pork-pie jobs with a 
Duriez's featherstuck in the hat-band and Mr. Dicksnoterwas very proud of it. He thought it gave him a 
rakish daring look, especially when he wore it at an angle with his loud checkedjacketand green tie. 

Martrace. holding the hat in one hand and a thin tube of Superglue in the other, proceeded 
to squeeze a line of glue very neatly all-round the inside rim of the hat. Then she carefully hooked the 
hat back on to the pegwith the walking stick. Shetimedthis operation very carefully, applyingthe glue 
just as her fatherwas getting upfrom the breakfast table. 

Mr. Dicksnoterdidn't notice anything when he putthe hat on. butwhen he arrived at the 
garage, he couldn't get it off. 

Superglue is very powerful stuff, so powerful it will takeyourskin off if you pull too hard. Mr. 
Dicksnoterdidn't want to be scalped so he had to keep the hat on his head the whole daylong, even 
when putting sawdust in gear-boxes and fiddling the mileages of cars with his electric drill. 

In an effort to save face, he adopted a casual attitude hoping that his staff would think that 
he actually meant to keep his hat on all day long just for the heck of it. like gangsters do in the films. 

When he got home that evening, he still couldn't get the hat off. 

'Don't be silly.' his wife said. 'Come here. I'll take it off foryou.' 

She gave the hat a sharp yank. Mr. Dicksnoterlet out a yell that rattled the window-panes. 
'Ow-w-w!' he screamed. 

'Don't dothat! LetgolYou'll take half the skin off my forehead!' 

Martrace nestlingin her usual chair, was watchingthis performance overtherim of herbook 


with some interest. 



'What's the matter, daddy?' she said. 'Has your head suddenly swollen orsomething?' 


Thefatherglared at his daughterwith deepsuspicion. but said nothing. How could he? Ms. 
Dicksnotersaid to him. 'It must be Superglue. It couldn't be anything else. That'll teach you to go playing 
around with nasty stuff like that. I expectyou weretryingto stick anotherfeatherinyour hat.' 

'I haven'ttouchedtheflamingstuff!' Mr. Dicksnotershouted. He turned and looked again at 
Martrace who looked back at him with large innocent brown eyes. 

Ms. Dicksnotersaid to him. 'You should read the label on the tube before you start messing 
with dangerous products. 

Alwaysfollow the instructions on the label.' 

'What in heaven's name are you talking about, yourstupid witch?' Mr. Dicksnotershouted. 
clutching the brim of his hat to stop anyone tryingto pull it off again. 'D 'you think I'm so stupid I'd glue 
this thing to my head on purpose?' 

Martrace said. 'There's a boy down the road who got some Superglue on his finger without 
knowingit andthen he puthis fingerto his nose.' 

Mr. Dicksnoter jumped. 'What happened to him?' he spluttered. 

'The fingergot stuck inside his nose.' Martrace said, 'and he had to go around like that fora 
week. People kept saying to him. 'Stop picking your nose.'and he couldn't do anything about it. He 
looked an awfulfool.' 

'Serve him right.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 'He shouldn'thave puthis fingerupthere in the first 
place. It's a nasty habit. If all children had 

Superglue puton theirfingers they'd soon stop doing it.' 

Martrace said. 'Grown-ups do it too. mummy. I sawyou doing it yesterday in the kitchen.' 

'That's quite enough from you.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. turning pink. 

Mr. Dicksnoter had to keep his hat on all through supper in front of the television. He looked 
ridiculous and he stayed very silent. 



When he went up to the bed, he tried again to get the thing off. and so, did his wife, but it 


wouldn't budge. 'How am I going to have my shower?' he demanded. 

'You'll just have to do without it. won't you.' his wife told him. And later on. as she watched 
her skinny little husband skulking around the bedroom in his purple-striped pajamas with a pork-pie hat 
on his head, she thought how stupid he looked. Hardly the kind of man a wife dream's about, she told 
herself. 


Mr. Dicksnoterdiscoveredthatthe worstthing about havinga permanenthaton his head 
was havingto sleep in it. 

It was impossible to lie comfortably on the pillow. 'Now do stop fussing around.' his wife said 
to him after he had been tossing and turning for about an hour. 'I expect it will be loose by the morning 
and then it'll slip off easily.' 

But it wasn't loose by the morning and it would n't slip off. So, Ms. Dicksnotertook a pair of 
scissors and cut the thing off his head, bit by bit. first the top and then the brim. Where the inner band 
had stuck to the hair all aroundthe sidesand back. 

she had to chop the hair off right to the skin so that he finished up with a bald white ring 
round his head, like some sort of a monk. 

And in the front, where the band had stuck directly to the bare skin, there remained a whole 
lot of small patches of brown leathery stuff that no amount of washing would get off. 

At breakfast, Martrace said to him. 'You musttry to get those bits off your forehead, daddy. 
It looks as though you've got little brown insects crawling about all overyou. People will think you've got 
lice.' 


'Be quiet!'the father snapped. 'Just keep your nasty mouth shut, will you!' 

All in all, it was a most satisfactory exercise. But it was surelytoo much to hope that it had 
taught the fathera permanent lesson. 

Martrace's parents owned quite a nice house with three bedrooms upstairs, while on the 
groundfloor, there wasa dining-room and a living-room anda kitchen. Herfatherwasa dealerin 
second-hand cars and it seemed he did pretty well at it. 



'Sawdust.' he would say proudly, 'is one of the great secrets of my success. And it costs me 
nothing. I get it free from the sawmill.' 

'What do you use it for?' Martrace asked him. 

'Hal' the fathersaid. 'Wouldn'tyou like to know.' 

'I don't see how sawdust can help you to sell second-hand cars, daddy.' 

'That's because you're an ignorant little twit.' the fathersaid. His speech was never very 
delicate but Martrace was used to it. She also knew that he liked to boast and she would egg him on 
shamelessly. 

'You must be very clever to find a use forsomethingthat costs nothing.' she said. 'I wish I 
could do it.' 

'You couldn't.' the fathersaid. 'You're too stupid. But I don't mind telling young Mike here 
about it seeing he'll be joining me in the business one day.' Ignoring Martrace. he turned to his son and 
said. 'I'm always glad to buy a car when some fool has been crashing the gears so badly, they're all worn 
out and rattle like mad. I get it cheap. Then all I do is mix a lot of sawdustwith the oil in the gearbox and 
it runs as sweet as a nut.' 

'How long will it run like that before it starts rattling again?' Martrace asked him. 

'Long enough forthe buyerto get a good distance away.'the fathersaid. grinning. 'About a 
hundred miles.' 'Butthat's dishonest, daddy.' Martrace said. 'It'scheating.' 

'No one evergot rich being honest.' the fathersaid. 
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'Customers are there to be diddled.' 

Mr. Dicksnoterwasa small ratty-lookingman whosefrontteethstuckoutunderneathathin 
ratty mustache. 

He liked to wear jackets with large brightly-colored checks and he sported ties that were 
usually yellow or pale green. 'Now take mileage for instance.' he went on. 'Anyone who's buying a 
secondhand car. the first thing he wants to know is how many miles it's done. Right?' 



'Right.'the son said. 


'So, I buy an old dump that's got about a hundred and fifty thousand miles on the clock. I get 
it cheap. But no one's going to buy it with mileage like that, are they? 

And these days you can't just take the speedometer out and fiddle the numbers back as you 
used to ten years ago. They've fixed it so it's impossible to tamper with it unless you're a ruddy 
watch maker or something. So, what do I do? I use my brains. Laddie-that's what I do.' 

'How?' young Peterasked. fascinated. He seemed to have inherited his father's love of 

crookery. 


'I sit down and say to myself, how can I convert a mileage reading of one hundred and fifty 
thousand into only ten thousand without taking the speedometer to pieces? Well, if I were to run the 
car backward for long enough then obviously that would do it. The numbers would click backward, 
wouldn'tthey? But who'sgoing to drive a flaming car in reverseforthousandsand thousands of miles? 
You couldn't do it!' 

'Of course, you couldn't.' young Petersaid. 

'So-o I scratch my head.' the fathersaid. 'I use my brains. When you've been given a fine 
brain as I have, you've got to use it. And all of a sudden, the answer hits me. I tell you. I felt exactly like 
that other brilliant fellow must have felt when he discovered penicillin. 'Eureka!' I cried. 'I've got it!'' 

'What did you do. dad?' the son asked him. 

'The speedometer.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'is run off a cable that is coupled upto one of the 
front wheels. So first I disconnect the cable where it joins the front wheel. Next. I get one of those high¬ 
speed electric drills and me couple that up to the end of the cable in such a way that when the drill turns, 
it turns the cable backward. Did you get me so far?You following me?' 

'Yes. daddy.' young Petersaid. 

'These drills run at a tremendous speed.'the fathersaid. 'so, when I switch on the drill the 
mileage numbers on the speedospin backward at a fantastic rate. I can knockfifty thousand miles off 
the clock in a few minutes with my highspeed electric drill. And by the time I've finished, the car's only 



done ten thousand and it's ready for sale. 'She's almost new.' I say to the customer. 'She's hardly done 


ten thou. Belonged to an old lady who only used it once a week for shopping.'' 

'Can you really turn the mileage back with an electric drill?' young Peterasked. 

'I'm telling you trade secrets.'the father said. 'So, don't you go talking about this to anyone 
else. You don't want me to put in a jug. doyou?' 

'I won'ttell a soul.'the boy said. 'Do you dothis to many cars, dad?' 

'Everysingle carthat comesthrough my handsgetsthe treatment.'thefathersaid. 'Theyall 
have their mileage cut to underten thou before they're offered for sale. And to think I invented that all 
by myself.' he added proudly. 'It's made me a mint.' 

Martrace. who had been listeningclosely. said? 'Butdaddy. that's even more dishonestthan 
the sawdust. It's disgusting. 

You're cheating people who trustyou.' 

'If you don't like it then don'teat the food in this house.'the fathersaid. 'It's bought with the 

profits.' 


'It's dirty money.' Martrace said. 'I hate it.' 

Two red spots appear on the father's cheeks. 'Whothe heckdoyouthinkyou are.' he 
shouted. 'The Archbishop of Canterbury or something, preaching to me about honesty? You're just an 
ignorant little squirt who hasn't the foggiest idea whatyou're talking about!' 

'Quite right. Harry.' the mothersaid. And to Martrace she said. 'You've got a nerve talkingto 
your father like that. Now keep your nasty mouth shut so we can all watch this program in peace.' 

They were in the living-room eating their suppers on their knees in front of the telly. The 
suppers were MOVIE dinners in floppy aluminum containers with separate compartments for the 
stewed meat. The boiled potatoes and the peas. Ms. Dicksnotersat munching her meal with her eyes 
glued to the Am-Jenniean soap opera on the screen. She was a large woman whose hair was dyed 
platinum blonde except where you could seethe mousy brown bits growing out from the roots. She 
wore heavy makeup and she had one of those unfortunate bulgingfigures where the flesh appears to be 
strapped in all around the body to prevent itfrom falling out. 



'Mummy.' Martrace said, 'would you mind if I ate my supperin the dining room so I could 


read my book?' 

Thefatherglanced up sharply. 'I would mind!' he snapped. 'Supper isa family gathering and 
no one leavesthe table till it's over!' 

'But we're not at the table.' Martrace said. 'We neverare. 

We're always eating off our knees and watching the telly. 

'What's wrong with watchingthe telly, may I ask?'thefathersaid. His voice had suddenly 
become soft and dangerous. 

Martrace didn't trust herself to answer him. so, she kept quiet. She could fee I the anger 
boiling up inside her. 

She knew it was wrongto hate her parents like this, but she was finding it very hard notto do 
so. 


All the reading she had done had given her a view of life that they had never seen. If only 
they would read a little Dickens or Kipling, they would soon discover there was more to life than 
cheating people and watchingtelevision. 

Anotherthing. She resented beingtold constantly that she was ignorant and stupid when she 
knewshe wasn't. 

The anger inside her went on boiling and boiling, and as she lay in bed that night, she made a 
decision. She decided that every time herfatheror her motherwas beastly to her. 

she would get herown back in some way or another. A small victory or two would help her 
to tolerate their idiocies and would stop her from going crazy. You must rememberthat she was still 
hardly five years old and it is not easy for some body as small as that to score points against an all- 
powerful grown-up. Even so. she was determined to have a go. Her father, afterwhat had happened in 
front of the telly that evening, was first on her list... 


10 



Later that day. the news began to spread that the Headmistress had recovered from her 
fainting-fit and had then marched out of the school building tight-lipped and white in the face. 

The next morning, she did not turn up at school. At lunchtime. Mr. Trilby, the Deputy Head, 
telephoned her house to inquire if she was feeling unwell. There was no answer to the phone. 

When school was over. Mr. Trilby decided to investigate further. So, he walked to the house 
where Miss. Mcfarts lived on the edge of the village, the lovely small red-brick Georgian building is 
known as The Red House, tucked away in the woods behind the hills. 

He rang the bell. No answer. 

He knocked loudly. No answer. 

He called out. 'Is anybody at home?' No answer. 

He tried the doorand to his surprise found it unlocked. He went in. 

The house was silent and there was no one in it. and yet all the furniture was still in place. Mr. 
Trilby went upstairs to the main bedroom. Here also everything seemed to be normal until he started 
openingdrawersand looking into cupboards. 

There were no clothes or underclothes or shoes anywhere. 

They had all gone. 

She's done a bunk. Mr. Trilby said to himself and he wentawayto inform the School 
Governors thatthe Headmistress had apparently vanished. 

On the second morning. Miss. Darling received by registered post a letterfrom a firm of local 
solicitors informing herthat the last will and testament of herlate father. Dr. Darling, hadsuddenlyand 
mysteriously turned up.This document revealedthateversince herfather's death. Miss. Darling had in 
fact been the rightful owner of a property on the edge of the village known as The Red House, which 
until recently had been occupied by a Miss. Agatha Mcfarts. 

They will also show that herfather's lifetime savings, which fortunately we're still safely in 
the bank, had also been left to her. The solicitor's letter added that if Miss. Darling would kindly call into 



the office as soon as possible, then the property and the money could be transferred into her name very 
rapidly. 


Miss. Darling did just that, and within a couple of weeks, she had moved into the Red House, 
the very place in which she had been brought up and where luckily all the family furniture and pictures 
were still around. From then on. Martrace was a welcome visitor to The Red House every single evening 
after school, and a very close friendship began to develop betweenthe teacher and the small child. 

Back at school, great changes were also taking place. As soon as it became clear that Miss. 
Mcfarts had completely disappeared from the scene, the excellent Mr. Trilby was appointed Head 
Teacherin herplace. And very soon afterthat. Martrace was moved up into the top from where Miss. 
Plimsoll quickly discovered thatthis amazingchild was every bit as bright as Miss. Darling had said. 

One evening a few weeks later. Martrace was having tea with 

Miss. Darling in the kitchen of The Red House after school as they always did. when Martrace 
said suddenly. 'Something strange has happened to me. Miss. Darling.' 

'Tell me about it.' Miss. Darling said. 

'This morning.' Martrace said, 'just for fun I tried to push something over with my eyes and I 
couldn't do it. Nothing moved. I didn't even fee I the hotness building up behind my eyeballs. The power 
had gone. I think I've lost it completely.' 

Miss. Darling carefully buttered a slice of brown bread and put a little strawberry jam on it. 
'I've been expecting something like that to happen.' she said. 

'You have? Why?' Martrace asked. 

'Well.' Miss. Darling said, 'it's only a guess, but here's what I think. While you were in my 
class you had nothingto do. nothing to make you struggle. Your fairly enormous brain was going crazy 
with frustration. It was bubbling and boiling away like mad inside your head. There was tremendous 
energy bottled up in therewith nowhere to go. and somehow or other you were able to shoot that 
energy outthrough your eyes and make objects move. But now things are different. You are in the top 
form competing against children more than twice you rage and all that mental energy are being used up 
in class. Your brain is for the first time havingto struggle and strive and keep really busy, which is great. 
That's only a theory, mind you. and it may be a silly one. but I don'tthink it's far off the mark.' 



'I'm glad it's happened.' Martrace said. 'I wouldn'twantto go through life as a miracle- 

worker.' 


'You've done enough.' Miss. Darling said. 'I can still hardly believe you made all this happen 

for me.' 


Martrace. who was perched on a tall stool at the kitchen table? ate her bread and jam slowly. 
She did so love these afternoons with Miss. Darling. She felt completely comfortable in her presence, 
and the two of them talked to each othermoreor less as equals. 

'Did you know.' Martrace said suddenly, 'thatthe heartof a mouse beats at the rate of six 
hundred andfifty times a second?' 

'I did not.' Miss. Darling said smiling. 'How absolutely fascinating. Where did you read that?' 

'In a book from the library.' Martrace said. 'And that means it goes so fast you can't even 
hearthe separate beats. Itmustsoundjustlike a buzz.' 

'It must.' Miss. Darling said. 

'And how fast do you think a hedgehog's heartbeats?' Martrace asked. 
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'Tell me.' Miss. Darling said, smiling again. 

'It's not as fast as a mouse.' Martrace said. 'It's three hundred times a minute. But even so. 
you wouldn't have thought it went as fast as that in a creature that moves so slowly, would you. Miss. 
Darling?' 


'I certainly wouldn't.' Miss. Darling said. 'Tell me one more.' 

'A horse.' Martrace said. 'That's slow. It's only forty times a minute.' 

This child. Miss. Darling told herself, seemsto be interested in everything. When one is with 
herit is impossible to be bored. I love it. 

The two of them stayed sitting and talking in the kitchen for an hour or so longer, and then, 
at about six o'clock. Martrace said goodnight and set out to walk home to her pare nt's house, which was 



about an eight-minute journey away. When she arrived at her gate, she saw a large black Mercedes 
motor-car parked outside. She didn't take too much notice of that. There were often strange cars parked 
outside herfather's place. But when she entered the house, she was confronted by a scene of utter 
chaos. Her mother and father we re both in the hall frantically stuffing clothing and various objects into 
suitcases. 


'What on the earth'sgoing on?'she cried. 'What's happening, daddy?' 

'We're off.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. not looking up. 'We're leaving forthe airport in half an hour, 
so you'd betterget packed. Your brother's upstairs all ready to go. Get a move on. girl! Getgoingl' 

'Off?' Martrace cried out. 'Where to?' 

'Spain.' the fathersaid. 'It's a betterclimate than this lousy country.' 

'Spain!' Martrace cried. 'I don't wantto go to Spain! I love it here and I love my school!' 

'Just do as you're told and stop arguing.' the father snapped. 'I've got enough troubles 
without messingaboutwith you!' 

'But daddy.' Martrace began. 

'Shutupl'thefathershouted. 'We're leavingin thirty minutes! I'm not Miss.ing that plane!' 

'But how long for. daddy?' Martrace cried. 'When are we coming back?' 

'We aren't.' the fathersaid. 'Now beat it! I'm busy I' 

Martrace turned away from him and walked out through the open front door. As soon as she 
was on the road she began to run. She headed straight back towards Miss. Darling's house and she 
reached it in less than four minutes. She flew up the drive and suddenly she saw Miss. Darling in the 
front garden, standingin the middle ofa bed of rosesdoing somethingwith a pair of clippers. Miss. 
Darling had heard the sound of Martrace's feet racing overthe gravel and now she straightened up and 
turned and stepped out of the rose-bed as the child came running up. 

'My. my I' she said. 'What in the world is the matter?' 


Martrace stood before her. panting, out of breath, her small face flushed crimson all over. 



'They're leaving!' she cried. 'They've all gone mad and they're filling their suitcases and 
they're leavingfor Spain in about thirty minutes!' 

'Who is?' Miss. Darling asked quietly. 

'Mummy and daddy and my brother Mike and they say I've got to go with them!' 

'You mean fora holiday?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'Foreverl' Martrace cried. 'Daddy said we were nevercomingbacki' 

There was a brief silence, then Miss. Darling said. 'Actually 

I'm not very surprised.' 

'You mean you knewthey were going?' Martrace cried. 

'Why didn't you tell me?' 

'No. darling.' Miss. Darling said. 'I did not knowthey were going. 

But the news still doesn't surprise me.' 

'Why?' Martrace cried. 'Please tell me why.' She was still out of breath from the running and 
the shock of it all. 

'Because of yourfather.' Miss. Darling said, 'is in with a bunch of crooks. Everyone in the 
village knows that. I guess that he is a receiver of stolen cars from all over the country. He's in it deep.' 
Martrace stared at heropen-mouthed. 

Miss. Darling went on. 'People brought stolen cars to yourfather's workshop where he 
changed the number-plates and resprayed the bodies a different colorand all the rest of it. And now 
somebody's probably tipped him off that the police are on to him and he's doing what they all do. 
running off to Spain where they can't get him. He'll have been sending his money out there for years, all 
ready and waiting for him to arrive.' 

They were standingon the lawn in front of the lovely redbrick house with its weathered old 
red tiles and its tall chimneys, and Miss. Darling still had the pair of garden clippers in one hand. It was a 
warm golden eveningand a blackbird was singing somewhere nearby. 



'I don't want to go with them!' Martrace shouted suddenly. 


'I won'tgo with them.' 

'I'm afraid you must.' Miss. Darling said. 

'I want to live herewith you.' Martrace cried out. 'Please let me live here with you!' 

'I only wish you could.' Miss. Darling said. 'But I'm afraid it's not possible. You cannot leave 
your parents just because you want to. 

They have a right to take you with them.' 

'But what if they agreed?' Martrace cried eagerly. 'Whatif they said yes. Can I stay with you? 
Would you let me stay with youthen?' 

Miss. Darling said softly. 'Yes. that would be heaven.' 

'Well. I thinkthey might!' Martrace cried. 'I honestlythinkthey mightIThey don't actually 
care tuppence about me!' 'Not so fast.' Miss. Darling said. 

'We've gotto be fasti' Martrace cried. 'They're leaving any moment! Come on!' she shouted, 
grasping Miss. Darling's hand. 'Please come with me and ask the ml But we'll have to hurry! We'll have to 
run!' 


The next momentthe two of them were runningdown the drive together and then out on to 
the road, and Martrace was ahead, pulling Miss. Darling afterher by herwrist. and it was a wild and 
wonderful dash they made along the country lane and through the village to the house where 
Martrace's parents lived. The big black Mercedes was still outside and nowits boot and all its doors 
were open and Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoterand the brotherwere scurryingaround it like ants, piling on the 
suitcases, as Martrace and Miss. Darling came dashing up. 

'Daddy and mummy!' Martrace burst out. gasping for breath. 'I don't want to go with you! I 
wantto stay here and live with Miss. 

Darling and she says that I can but only if you give me permission! Please say yes I Goon, 
daddy, say yes! 


Say yes. mummy!' 



The father turned and looked at Miss. Darling. 'You'rethat teacher woman who once came 
here to see me. aren'tyou?' he said. Then he went backto stowingthe suitcases into the car. 

His wife said to him. 'This one will have to go on the back seat. 

There's no more room in the boot.' 

'I would love to have Martrace.' Miss. Darling said. 'I would look after her with loving care. 

Mr. Dicksnoter. and I would payfor everything.She wouldn't costyoua penny. But it was not my idea. It 
was Martrace's. And I will not agree to take herwithoutyourfull and willing consent.' 

'Come on. Harry.' the mothersaid. pushinga suitcase into the back seat. 'Why don't we let 
hergo if that's what she wants. It'll be one less to lookafter.' 

'I'm in a hurry.'the fathersaid. 'I've got a plane to catch. If she wants to stay, let herstay. It's 
fine with me.' 

Martrace leaped into Miss. Darling's arms and hugged her. and Miss. Darling hugged her back, 
and then the motherand fatherand brotherwere inside the car and the car was pulling away with the 
tires screaming. The brother gave a wave through the rear window, but the other two didn't even look 
back. Miss. Darling was still huggingthe tiny girl in herarms and neitherof them said a word as they 
stood there watchingthe big black car tearing around the corner at the e nd of the road and 
disappearing forever into the distance. 

The hat itself was one of those flat-topped pork-pie jobs with a Duriez's feather stuck in the 
hat-band and Mr. Dicksnoter was very proud of it. The following morning, just before the father left for 
his beastly second-hand cargarage. Martrace slipped into the cloakroom and got hold of the hat he 
wore each day to work. She had to stand on her toes and reach up as high as she could with a walking- 
stick to hook the hat off the peg. and even then, she only just made it. He thought it gave him a rakish 
daring look. 

especially when he wore it at an angle with his loud checked jacket and green tie. 

Martrace. holding the hat in one hand and a thin tube of Superglue in the other, proceeded 
to squeeze a line of glue very neatly all around the inside rim of the hat. Then she carefully hooked the 
hat back on to the peg with the walking-stick. She timed this operation very carefully, applying the glue 
just as her fatherwas getting upfrom the breakfast table. 



Mr. Dicksnoter didn't notice anything when he putthe hat 


on. but when he arrived at the garage, he couldn't get it off. Superglue isvery powerful stuff, 
so powerful it will take your skin off if you pull too hard. Mr. Dicksnoter didn't want to be scalped so he 
had to keep the baton his head the whole day long, even when puttingsawdust in gear-boxes and 
fiddling the mileages of cars with his electric drill. To save face, he adopted a casual attitude hoping that 
his staff would think that he meant to keep his hat on all day long just for the heck of it. like gangsters 
do in the films. 

When he got home that evening, he still couldn't get the hat off. 

'Don't be silly.' his wife said. 'Come here. I'll take it off for you.' 

She gave the hat a sharp yank. Mr. Dicksnoter let out a yell that rattled the window-panes. 
'Ow-w-wl' he screamed. 'Don't do that! 

Let go! You'll take halfthe skin off my forehead I' 

Martrace. nestling in her usual chair, was watching this performance over the rim of her 
bookwith some interest. 

'What's the matter, daddy?' she said. 'Has your head suddenly swollen orsomething?' 

Thefatherglared at his daughterwith deepsuspicion. but said nothing. How could he? Ms. 
Dicksnotersaid to him. 'It must be Superglue. It couldn't be anything else. That'll teach you to go playing 
around with nasty stuff like that. I expectyou weretryingto stick anotherfeatherinyour hat.' 

'I haven'ttouchedtheflamingstuffl' Mr. Dicksnotershouted. He turned and looked again at 
Martrace who looked back at him with large innocent brown eyes. 

Ms. Dicksnotersaid to him. 'You should read the label on the tube before you start messing 
with dangerous products. 

Alwaysfollow the instructions on the label.' 

'What in heaven's name are you talking about, yourstupid witch?' Mr. Dicksnotershouted. 
clutching the brim of his hat to stop anyone tryingto pull it off again. 'D'you think I'm so stupid I'd glue 
this thing to my head on purpose?' 



Martrace said. 'There's a boy down the road whogot some Superglue on his fingerwithout 
knowingit andthen he puthisfingerto his nose.' 

Mr. Dicksnoter jumped. 'What happened to him?' he spluttered. 

'The fingergot stuck inside his nose.' Martrace said, 'and he had to go around like that fora 
week. People kept saying to him. 'Stop picking your nose.'and he couldn't do anything about it. He 
looked an awfulfool.' 

'Serve him right.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 'He shouldn'thave puthis fingerupthere in the first 
place. It's a nasty habit. If all children had Superglue put on their fingers they'd soon stop doing it.' 

Martrace said. 'Grown-ups do it too. mummy. I saw you doing it yesterday in the kitchen.' 

'That's quite enough from you.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. turning pink. 

Mr. Dicksnoter had to keep his hat on all through supper in front of the television. He looked 
ridiculous and he stayed very silent. 

When he went up to the bed, he tried again to get the thing off. and so, did his wife, but it 
wouldn't budge. 'Howam I goingto have my shower?' he demanded. 

'You'll just have to do without it. won't you.' his wife told him. And later on. as she watched 
herskinny little husband skulkingaround the bedroom in his purple-striped pajamas with a pork-pie hat 
on his head, she thought how stupid he looked. Hardly the kind of man a wife dreams about, she told 
herself. 


Mr. Dicksnoterdiscoveredthatthe worstthing about havinga permanenthaton his head 
was havingto sleep in it. 

It was impossible to lie comfortably on the pillow. 'Now do stop fussing around.' his wife said 
to him afterhe had beentossingand turningforabout an hour. 'I expect itwill be loose by the morning 
and then it'll slip off easily.' 

But it wasn't loose by the morning and it wouldn'tslip off. 

So, Ms. Dicksnotertooka pair of scissors and cut the thing off his head, bit by bit. first the 
top andthen the brim. Where the inner band had stuck to the hair all around the sides and back, she 



had to chopthe hair off right to the skin so that he finished up with a bald white ring round his head, like 
some sort of a monk. And in the front, where the band had stuck directly to the bare skin, there 
remained a whole lot of small patches of brown leatherystuff that no amount of washing would get off. 
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At breakfast, Martrace said to him. 'You musttry to get those bitsoff your forehead, daddy. 

It looks as though you've got little brown insects crawling about all overyou. People will think you've got 
lice.' 


'Be quiet!'the father snapped. 'Just keep your nasty mouth shut, will you!' 

All in all, it was a most satisfactory exercise. But it was surelytoo much to hope that it had 
taught the fathera permanent lesson. 

The hunting-There was comparative calm in the Dicksnoter house hold for about a week 
after the Superglue episode. The experience had clearly chastened Mr. Dicksnoter and he seemed 
temporary 


to have lost his taste for boasting and bullying. 

Then suddenly he struckagain. Perhaps he had had a bad day at the garage and had not sold 
enough crummy second hand cars. There are many things that make a man irritable when he arrives 
home from work in the evening and a sensible wife will usually notice the storm-signals and will leave 
him alone until hesimmersdown. 

When Mr. Dicksnoter arrived back from the garage that evening his face was as dark as a 
thundercloud and somebody was clearly forthe high-jump pretty soon. His wife recognizedthe signs 
immediately and made herself scarce. He then strode into the living room. Martrace happened to be 
curled up in an arm-chair in the corner, absorbed in a book. Mr. Dicksnoterswitched on the television. 
The screen lit up. The programmed blared. Mr. Dicksnoterglared at Martrace. She hadn't moved. She 
had somehowtrained herself by nowto block her ears to the ghastly sound of the dreaded box. She 
kept right on reading, and for some reason, this exasperated the father. 'What is this trash?' he said, 
snatching the bookfrom her hands. 

Perhaps his angerwas intensified because he saw hergetting pleasure from somethingthat 


was beyond his reach. 



'Don't you everstop reading?' He snapped at her. 


'Oh. hello daddy.' she said pleasantly. 'Did you have a good day?' 

'It isn't trash, daddy, it's lovely. It's called The Red Pony. It's by John Steinbeck, an 
AmJenniean writer. Whydon'tyoutry it? You'll love it.' 

'Filth.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'If it's by an Am-Jenniean it's certain to be filth. That's all they 
write about.' 

'No daddy, it's beautiful, honestly, it is. It's about.' 

'I don't want to know what it's about.' Mr. Dicksnoter barked. 'I'm fed up with your reading 
anyway. Go and find yourself something useful to do.' With alarming abruptness, he now began ripping 
the pages out of the book in handfuls and throwing them in the waste-paper basket. 

Martrace froze in horror and completefear. The father keptgoing. There seemed little doubt 
that the man felt some kind of jealousy. How dare she. he seemed to be saying with each rip of a page, 
how dare she enjoy reading books when he couldn't? How dare she? 

'Then you'll have to buy anotherone. won'tyou?'thefathersaid. still tearing out pages. 
'You'll have to save your pocket-money until there's enough in the kitty to buy a new one for your 
precious Ms. Smaith. won'tyou?' 'That's a library book!' Martrace cried. 'It doesn't be long to me! I have 
to return it to Ms. Smaith!' 

With that, he dropped the nowempty covers of the book into the basket and marched out of 
the room, leavingthe telly blaring. 

Most children in Martrace's place would have burst into floods of tears. She didn't do this. 
She sat there very still and white and thoughtful. She seemed to know that neither crying nor sulking 
ever got anyone anywhere. The only sensible thing to do when you are attacked is. as Jace once said, to 
counter-attack. The strategy that was now beginningto hatch in her mind depended, however, upon 
whetherornot Edward's parrot was really as good a talkeras Edward made out. 

Edward was a friend of Martrace's. Martrace's wonderfully subtle mind was already at work 
devising, hitherto another suitable chastisement for the deadly parent. 



He was a small boy of six who lived just around the corner from her. and for days he had 
been going on about this great talking parrot his father had given him. 

So, the following afternoon, as soon as Ms. Dicksnoterhad departed in hercar foranother 
session of bingo. Martrace set out for Edward's house to investigate. She knocked on his door and asked 
if he would be kind enough to show her the famous bird. Edward was delighted and led her up to his 
bedroom where a truly magnificent blue and yellow parrot sat in a tall cage. 'There it is.' Edward said. 

'Its name is Chopper.' 

'Make it talk.' Martrace said. 

'You can't make it talk.' Edward said. 'You have to be patient. 

It'll talk when it feels like it.' 

They hung around, waiting. Suddenly the parrot said. 'Hullo, hullo, hullo- you- hooo.' It was 
exactly like a human voice. 

Martrace said. 'That's amazing! What else can it say?' 

'Rattle my bones!'the parrotsaid. giving a wonderful imitation of a spooky voice. 
'Commotion my bones!' 'He's always saying that.' Edward told her. 

'What else can he say?' Martrace asked. 

'It's fabulous.' Martrace said. 'Will you lend him to me justforone night?' That was different. 
Edward thought about it for a few seconds. 'All right, then.' he said. 'If you promise to return him 
tomorrow."That's about it.' Edward said. 'But it is pretty amazing don't you think?' 

'Nopper-1 don't.' Edward said. 'Surely notso-o.' 

'I'll give you all my next week's pocket-money.' Martrace said. 

Martrace staggered backto herown empty house carrying the tall cage in both hands. There 
was a large fireplace in the dining room and she now set about wedging the cage up the chimney and 
out of sight. This wasn't so easy, but she managed it in the end. 


'Hullo, hullo, hullo!' the bird called down to her. 'Hullo, hullo!' 



'Shut up. you nut!' Martrace said, and she went out to wash the soot off her hands. 'Harry!' 
cried the mother, turning white. 'There's someone in the house! I heard a voice!'The father-the mother, 
that eveningwhi!e.the brotherand Martrace were havingsupperas usua! in the living-room in front of 
the television, a voice- a whispercame loud and clear from the dining room across the ha!!. 'Hullo, hullo, 
hullo- yoooo hooo.' it said. 

'So, did II' the brothersaid. Martrace jumped up and switched off the telly. 'I think they are.' 
thefathersaid. sitting tight. 

'Then go and catch them. Harry!' hissed the mother. 'Go out and collar them red-handed!' 
'Sh-hhl' she said. 'Pay attention!' They all stopped eating and sat there very tense, listening. 
'Hullo, hullo, hullo!' camethevoice again. 

'There it is!' cried the brother. 

'It's burglars!' hissed the mother. 'They're in the dining room!' 

Thefatherdidn't move. He seemed in no hurry to dash off and be a hero. His face had turned 

grey. 


'Get on with it!' hissed the mother. 'They're probably after the silver!' 

The husband wiped his lips nervously with his napkin. 

'Why don't we all go and look together?' he said. 

'Come on. then.'the brothersaid. 'Come on. mum.' 

'They're definitely in the dining-room.' Martrace whispered. 

'I'm sure they are.' 

The mother grabbed a poker from the fireplace. The father took a golf-club that was standing 
in the corner. The brother seized a table lamp, ripping the plug out of its socket. Martrace took the knife 
she had been eating with, and all four of them crept towards the dining-room door, the father keeping 
well behind the others. 


'Hullo, hullo, hullo.' came the voice again. 



'Come on!' Martrace cried and she burst into the room. 


brandishing her knife. 'Stick'em up!' she yelled. 'We've caught you I'The others followed her. 
waving their weapons. Then they stopped. They stared around the room. There was n o one there. 
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'There's no one here.'the fathersaid. greatly relieved. 

'I heard him. Harry I'the mother shrieked, still quaking. 'I distinctly heard his voice I So, did 

you!' 

'It's a ghost.' Martrace said. 

'Heaven help us I' cried the mother, clutching her husband round the neck. 

'I'm certain I heard himl' Martrace cried. 'He's in here somewhere!' She began searching 
behind the sofa and behind the curtains. 

Then came the voice once again, soft and spooky this time. 

'Rattle my bones.' it said. 'Rattle my bones.' 

Theyall jumped, including Martrace whowas a prettygood actress. They stared around the 
room. There was still no one there. 

'I know it's a ghost!' Martrace said. 'I've heard it here before! 

This room is haunted! I thoughtyou knewthat.' 

'Save us!'the mother screamed, almost throttling her husband. 'Did it behave itself?' Edward 

asked her. 


'We had a lovely time with it.' Martrace said. Small eagerfaces looked up and listened. 'My 
parents adored it sO-0.' 'I'm gettingout of here.'the fathersaid. greyerthan evernow. Theyall fled, 
slammingthe door behindthem.The next afternoon. 

Martrace managed to get a rather sooty and grumpy parrot down from the chimney, and out 
of the house without being seen. She carried it through the back door and ran with it all the way to 



Edward's house. In the middle of the first week of Martrace's first term. Miss. Darling said to the class. 'I 


have some important news for you. 

so, listen carefully. 'A word of warningto you all.' Miss. Darling said. 'The Headmistress is 
very strict about everything. Make sure yourclothes are clean, yourfacesare clean, and your hands are 
clean. 


Express or that mean talk- dumb asses- only when spoken too. When did she ask you a 
questionPstand upat once before you answerit. 

Neverargue with her. Neveranswerback. Nevertryto be funny. If you do. you will make her 

angry. 


Andwhenthe Headmistress gets angry you had betterwatchout.'You too. Martrace. Put 
that book down for a momentand pay attention.' Miss. Darling wenton. 'It is the Headmistress's 
custom...' 


'To take overthe class forone periodeach week.She doesthiswith every class in theschool. 
and each class has a fixed day and a fixed time. Ours is always two o'clock on Monday afternoons, 
proximately after lunch. So tomorrow at two o'clock Miss. Mcfarts will betaking over from me for one 
lesson. I intend to be here as well, of course, but only as a silent witness. Is that understood?' 'You can 
say that again.' Dasey murmured. 

Nevertheless, the new game she had invented of punishing one or both of them each time 
they were beastlyto her made herlife more or less bearable. 

Being very small and very young, the only power Martrace had over anyone in her family was 
brainpower. Forsheercleverness, she could run rings around them all. But the fact remained that any 
five-year-old girl in any family was always obliged to do as she was told, howeverasinine the orders 
might be. 


Thus, she was always forced to eat her evening meals out of MOVIE-dinner-trays in front of 
the dreaded box. The flicker of the projector... 

She always had to stay alone on weekday afternoons, and whenever she was told to shut up. 


she had to shut up. 



Her safety-valve, the thing that prevented her from going around the bend, was the fun of 
devising and dishing out these splendid punishments? 

...And the lovely thing was that they seemed to work, at any rate for short periods. The 
father, in particular, became less cocky and unbearable forseveral days after receiving a dose of 
Martrace's magic medicine. 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' they chirruped. 'I am quite sure.' Miss. Darling said, 'thatshe will be 
testingyou on what you are meantto have learned this week, which is yourtwo-timingtable. So. I 
strongly advise you to rub it up when you get home tonight. Get your mother or father to hear you on it.' 
'Spelling.' Miss. Darling said. 'What else will she test us on?'Somebody asked... 'Try to hark back to 
everything you have learned these last few days. And one more thing. A jug of water and glass must 
always be on the table here when the Headmistress comes in. She nevertakes a lesson without that. 
Now, whowill be responsible for seeingthat it's there?' 

'I will.' Dasey said at once. 'Very well. Dasey.' Miss. Darling said. 'Itwill be yourjobto go to 
the kitchen and get the jug and fill it with water and put it on the table herewith a clean empty glass 
j ust before the lesson starts.' 

ArithmeticMartrace longedfor herparentsto begood and loving and understandingand 
honorable and intelligent. The fact that they were none ofthese things was somethingshe had to putup 
with. It was not easy to do so. 

The parrot-in-the-chimney affair quite definitely cooled both parents down a lot and for over 
a week they were comparatively civil to their small daughter. But alas, this couldn't last. The next flare- 
up came one evening in the sitting-room. Mr. Dicksnoter had just returned from work. Martrace and her 
brother we re sitting quietly on the sofa waiting for their mother to bring in the MOVIE dinners on a tray. 

The television had not yet been switched on. 

In came Mr. Dicksnoterin a loud check suit and a yellowtie. The appalling broad orange-and- 
green check of the jacket and trousers almost blinded the onlooker. 

He looked like a low-grade bookmakerdressed upforhis daughter's wedding, and he was 
clearly very pleased with himself this evening. He sat down in an armchair and rubbed his hands 
togetherand addressed his son in a loud voice. 'Well, my boy.' he said. 



'Your fathers had a most successful day. He is a lot richer tonightthan he was this morning. 

He has sold no less than five cars, each one at a tidy profit. Sawdust in the gear-boxes, the electric-drill 
on the speedometer cables, a splash of paint here and there and a few other clever little tricks and the 
idiots were all falling overthemselvesto buy.' 

He fished a bit of paperfrom his pocketand studied it. 

'Listen to the boy.' he said, addressing the son and ignoring Martrace. 'seeing as you'll be 
going into this business with me one day. you've got to know how to add up the profits you make at the 
end of each day. Go and get yourself a pad and a pencil and let's see how clever you are.' 

The son obediently leftthe room and returned with the writing materials. 

'Write down these figures.' the fathersaid. readingfrom his bit of paper. 'Car numberone 
was bought by me fortwo hundred and seventy-eight pounds and sold forone thousand four hundred 
and twenty-five. Gotthat?' 

The ten-year-old boy wrote the two separate amounts down slowly and carefully. 

'Car number two.'the father went on. 'cost me one hundred and eighteen pounds and sold 
for seven hundred and sixty. Got it?' 

'Yes. dad.' the son said. 'I've gotthat.' 

"Car number three costone hundred and eleven pounds and sold for nine hundred and 
ninety-nine pounds and fifty pence.' 

'Say that again.' the son said. 'How much did it sell for?' 

'Nine hundred and ninety-nine pounds and fifty pence.' the father said. 'And that, by the way. 
is anotherof mynifty little tricks to diddle the customer. Neveraskfora big roundfigure. Always go just 
below it. Neversayonethousand pounds. Always say nine hundred and ninety-nine fifty. Itsounds 
much less but it isn't. Clever, isn't it?' 
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'Very.'the son said.'You're brilliant, dad.' 



'Car numberfourcost eighty-six pounds - a real wreckthat was - and sold forsix hundred and 


ninety-nine poundsfifty.' 

'Nottoo fast.' the son said, writing the numbers down. 

'Right. I've got it.' 

'Car number five cost six hundred and thirty-seven pounds and sold for sixteen hundred and 
forty-nine fifty. You got all those figures written down, son?' 

'Yes. daddy.'the boy said, crouching over his pad and carefully writing. 

'Very well.'the fathersaid. 'Now work outthe profit I made on each of the five cars and add 
up thetotal. Thenyou'll be able to tell me how much moneyyourrather brilliant fathermade altogether 
today.' 


'That's a lot of sums.' the boy said. 

'Of course, it's a lot of sums.'the fatheranswered. 'But when you're in a big business like I 
am. you've gotto be hot stuff at arithmetic. I've practically got a computer inside my head. It took me 
less than ten minutesto work the whole thing out.' 

'You mean you did it in your head, dad?' the son asked, goggling. 

'Well, not exactly.'the father said. 'Nobody could do that. But it didn't take me long. When 
you're finished, tell me what you think my profit was forthe day. I've got the final total written down 
here and I'll tell you if you're right.' 

Martrace said quietly. 'Dad. you made exactly four thousand three hundred and three 
pounds and fifty pence altogether.' 

'Don't butt in.' thefathersaid. 'Your brotherand I are busy with high finance.' 

'But dad.' 

'Shutup.'thefathersaid. 'Stop guessing and trying to be clever.' 

'Look at youranswer. dad.' Martrace said gently. 'If you've done it right it ought to be four 
thousand three hundred and three pounds and fifty pence. Is that what you've got. dad?' 



The father glanced down at the paper in his hand. He seemed to stiffen. He became very 
quiet. There was silence. 

Then he said. 'Say that again.' 

'Fourthousand three hundred and three pounds fifty.' Martrace said. 

There wasanothersilence.The father's face was beginningto go dark red. 

'I'm sure it's right.' Martrace said. 

'You. you little cheat!'the fathersuddenly shouted, pointing at her with his finger. 'You 
looked at my bit of paper! You read it off from what I've got written here!' 

'Daddy. I'm the otherside of the room.' Martrace said. 

'How could I possibly see it?' 

'Don't give me that rubbish!'the father shouted. 'Of course, you looked! You must have 
looked! No one in the world could give the right answerjust like that, especially a girl! You're a little 
cheat, madam, that's what you are! A cheat and a liar!' 

At that point, the mothercame in carrying a large tray on which were the four suppers. This 
time it was fish and chips which Ms. Dicksnoterhad picked up in the fish and chip shop on her way home 
from bingo. It seemed that bingo afternoons left her so exhausted both physically and emotionally that 
she never had enough energy left to cook an evening meal. So if it wasn't MOVIE dinners it had to be 
fish and chips. 'What are you looking so red in the face about. Harry?' she said as she put the tray down 
on the coffee table. 

'Your daughter's a cheatand a liar.' thefathersaid. taking his plate offish and placing it on 
his knees. 'Turn the telly on and let's not have any more talk.' 

The Platinum-Blond Man 

Martrace was a little late in starting school. Most children begin Primary School at five or 
even just before, but Martrace's parents. 



Who wasn't very concerned one wayorthe otherabouttheir daughter's education? I had 
forgotten to make the proper arrangements in advance. She was five and a half when s he entered the 
school forthe first time. 

The village school foryoungerchildren was a bleak brick building called Crunchem Hall 
Primary School. It had about two hundred and fifty pupils agedfrom five to justundertwelve years old. 
The headteacher, the boss, the supreme commander of this establishment was a formidable middle- 
aged lady whose name was Miss. Mcfarts. 

Naturally, Martracewas put in the bottom class, where there were eighteen othersmall boys 
and girls aboutthe same age as her.Theirteacherwas called Miss. Darling, and she could nothave been 
more than twenty-three ortwenty-four. She had a lovely pale oval Madonna face with blue eyes and her 
hair was light brown. Herbodywas so slim and fragile onegotthefeelingthat if shefell over,she would 
smash into a thousand pieces, like a porcelain figure. 

Miss.JenniferDarling was a mild andquiet person whoneverraised hervoice andwas 
seldom seen to smile, but the re is no doubt she possessed that rare gift for being adored by every small 
child under her care. She seemed to understand totally the bewilderment and fear that so often 
overwhelmsyoungchildren whoforthefirsttime in their lives are herded intoa classroom and told to 
obey orders. 

Some curious warmth that was almost tangible shone out of Miss. Darling's face when she 
spoke toa confusedand homesick newcomerto the class. 

Miss. Mcfarts. the Headmistress. Was something else altogether. She was a gigantic holy 
terror, a fierce tyrannical monsterwho frightened the life out of the pupils and teachers alike. There was 
an aura of menace about hereven at a distance, and when she came up close you could almost feelthe 
dangerous heat radiating from her as from a red-hotrod of metal. When she marched - Miss. Mcfarts 
neverwalked. she always marched like a storm-trooperwith long strides and arms swinging - when she 
marched along a corridor you could actually hear her snorting as she went, and if a group of children 
happened to be in her path. 

She plowed right on through them like a tank, with small people bouncing off her to left and 
right. Thank good ness we don't meet many people like her in this world, although they do exist and all 
of us are likely to come across at least one of them in a lifetime. If you everdo.you should behave as 



you would if you met an enraged rhinoceros out in the bush - climb up the nearesttree and stay there 
until it has gone away. This woman, in all her eccentricities and herappearance. is almost impossible to 
describe, buti intendto make some attemptto do soa little lateron. Letus leave herforthe moment 
and go back to Martrace and herfirst day in Miss. Darling's class. 

Afterthe usual business of going through all the namesof the children. Miss. Darling handed 
out a brand-new exercise booktoeach pupil. 

'You have all broughtyourpencils. I hope.'She said. 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' they chanted. 

'Good. Now, this is the very first day of school for each one of you. It is the beginning of at 
least eleven long years of schooling that all of you are going to have to go through. And six of those 
yearswill be spent right here at Crunchem Hall where.asyou know, your Headmistress is Miss. Mcfarts. 
Let meforyourgood tell you something about Miss. Mcfarts. She insists upon strict discipline 
throughout the school, and if you take my advice you will do your very best to behave yourselves in her 
presence. Never argue with her. Never answer her back. Always do as she says. If you get on the wrong 
side of Miss. Mcfarts she can liquidize you like a carrot in a kitchen blender. It's nothing to laugh about. 
Dasey. Take that grin offyourface. All of you will be wise to rememberthat Miss. Mcfarts deals very 
severely with anyone who gets out of line in this school. 

Have you got the message?' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' chirruped eighteen eagerlittle voices. 

'I myself.' Miss. Darling went on. 'I want to help you to learn as much as possible while you 
are in this class. That is because I know it will make things easier for you later on. For example, by the 
end of this week, I intend to expect every one of you to know the two-times table by heart. And in a 
year, I hope you will know all the multiplication tables up to twelve. It will help you enormously if you do. 
Now then, do any of you happen to have learned the two-times table already?' Martrace put up her 
hand. She was the only one. 

Miss. Darling looked carefully at thetiny girl with dark hair and a round seriousface sitting in 
the second row. 'Wonderful.' she said. 'Please stand up and recite as much of it as you can.' Martrace 
stood up and began to say the two-timestable. 



When she got to twice twelve is twenty-four, she didn't stop. 


She went right on with twice thirteen is twenty-six. twice fourteen is twenty-eight, twice 
fifteen is thirty, twice sixteen is.' 

'Stop!' Miss. Darling said. She had been listening slightly spellboundtothis smooth recital, 
and now she said. 'Howfarcan yougo?' 

'Howfar?' Martrace said. 'Well. I don't know. Miss. Darling. For quite a long way. I think.' 

Miss. Darling took a few moments to let this curious statement sink in. 'You mean.'she said, 
'that you could tell me whattwo times twenty-eight is?' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 

'What is it?' 


'Fifty-six. Miss. Darling.' 

'What about something much harder, like two times four hundred and eighty-seven? Could 
you tell me that?' 

'I thinkso. yes.' Martrace said. 

'Are you sure?' 

'Whyyes. Miss. Darling. I'm fairly sure.' 

'What is it then, two times four hundred and eighty-seven? 

'Nine hundred and seventy-four.' Martrace said immediately. She spoke quietly and politely 
and withoutany sign of showing off. 

Miss. Darling gazed at Martrace with absolute amazement, but when nextshe spoke, she 
kept her voice level. 'That is splendid.' she said. 'But of course, multiplying by two is a lot easier than 
someofthe biggernumbers. Whatabout the othermultiplication tables?Do you know any of those?' 

'I thinkso. Miss. Darling. I think I do.' 


'Which ones. Martrace? Flow far have you got?' 



'I-1 don't quite know.' Martrace said. 'I don't know what you mean.' 


'What I mean is do you, for instance, knowthe three-timestable?' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 

'And the four-times?' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 

'Well, howmanydoyou know? Martrace? Do youknowall the way up to the twelve-times 

table?' 


'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 'What are twelve sevens?' 

'Eighty-four.' Martrace said. 

Miss. Darling paused and leaned back in herchair behind the plain table that stood in the 
middle of the floor in front of the class. She was considerably shake n by this exchange buttookcare not 
to show it. She had nevercome across a five-year-old before, or indeed a ten-year-old. who could 
multiply with such a facility? 

'I hope the rest of you are listeningto this.' she said to the class. 'Martrace is a very lucky girl. 
She has wonderful parents who have already taught herto multiple lots of numbers. Was it your 
mother? Martrace. who taught you?' 

'No. Miss. Darling, it wasn't.' 

'You must have a great fatherthen. He must be a brilliant teacher.' 

'No. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said quietly. 'Myfatherdid not teach me.' 

'You mean you taught yourself?' 

'I don't quite know.' Martrace said truthfully. 'It's just that I don't find it very difficult to 
multiply one numberby another.' 

Miss. Darling took a deep breath and let it outslowly. She looked again at the small girl with 
bright eyesstandingbeside herdeskso sensible andsolemn. 'You sayyou don'tfind it difficult to 
multiply one numberby another.' Miss. Darling said. 'Could you try to explain thata little bit.' 



'Oh, dear.' Martrace said. 'I'm not really sure. 


Miss. Darling waited. The class was silent, all listening. 

'For instance.' Miss. Darling said, 'if I asked you to multiply fourteen by nineteen. No. that's 
too difficult.' 

'It's two hundred and sixty-six.' Martrace said softly. 

Miss. Darling stared at her. Then she picked up a pencil and quickly worked outthe sum on a 
piece of paper. 'What did you say it was?' she said, looking up. 

'Two hundred and sixty-six.' Martrace said. 

Miss. Darling put down herpencil and removed herspectaclesand began to polish the lenses 
with a piece of tissue. The class remained quiet, watching herand waiting for what was coming next. 
Martrace was still standing up beside herdesk. 

'Now tell me. Martrace.' Miss. Darling said, still polishing, 'try to tell me exactly what goes on 
inside your head when you get a multiplication like that to do. You obviously have to work it out in some 
way. but you seem able to arrive at the answeralmost instantly. Take the one you'vejustdone.fourteen 
multiplied by nineteen.' 

'1.1.1 simply put the fourteen down in my head and multiply it by nineteen.' Martrace said. 
'I'm afraid I don't know how else to explain it. I've always said to myself that if a little pocket calculator 
can do it why shouldn't I?' 

'Why not indeed.' Miss. Darling said. 'The human brain is an amazing thing.' 

'I think it's a lot betterthan a lump of metal.' Martrace said. 

'That's all a calculator is.' 

'How right you are.' Miss. Darling said. 'Pocket calculators are not allowed in this school 
anyway.' Miss. Darling was feeling quite quivery. There was no doubt in her mind that she had met a 
truly extraordinary mathematical brain, and words like child-genius and prodigy went flitting through 
her head. She knew that this sort of wonders does pop up in the world from time to time, but only once 



ortwice in a hundred years. Afterall. Mozartwas only five when he started composingforthe piano and 
look what happened to him. 

'It's notfair.' Dasey said. 'How can she do it and we can't?' 

'Don't worry. Dasey. you'll soon catch up.' Miss. Darling said, lying through her teeth. 

Atthis point Miss. Darling could not resistthe temptation of exploringstill furtherthe mind 
of this astonishing child. She knew that she ought to be paying some attention to the rest of the class 
but she wasaltogethertoo excited to let the matter rest. 

'Well.' she said, pretendingtoaddressthe whole class, 'let us leave sumsforthe moment 
and see if any of you have begunto learn to spell. Hands up anyone whocan spell cat.' 

Three hands went up. They belonged to Dasey. a small boy called Tom and to Martrace. 
'Spellcat. Tom.' 

Tom spelled it. 

Miss. Darling now decided to ask a question that normally she would not have dreamed of 
asking the class on its first day. 'I wonder.'she said, 'whetheranyof you three who know howto spell 
cat has learned howto read a whole group of words when they are strung together in a sentence?' 

'I have.'Tomsaid. 

'So have I.' Dasey said. 

Miss. Darling went to the blackboard and wrote with her white chalk the sentence. I have 
already begunto learn howto read long sentences. She had purposely made it difficult and she knew 
that there were preciousfewfive-year-oldsaround who would be able to manage it. 

'Can you tell me whatthat says.Tom?' she asked. 

'That's too hard.' Tom said. 

'Dasey?' 


'The first word is I.' Dasey said. 



'Can any of you read the whole sentence?' Miss. Darling asked, waiting for the 'yes'that she 
felt certain was going to come from Martrace. 

'Yes.' Martrace said. 

'Go ahead.' Miss. Darling said. 

Martrace read the sentence without any hesitation at all. 

'That is very good indeed.' Miss. Darling said, making the understatement of her life. 'How 
much can you read. 

Martrace?' 

'I think I can read most things. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 

'although I'm afraid I can't always understand the meanings.' 
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Miss. Darling got to her feet and walked smartly out of the room, but was back in thirty 
seconds carrying a thick book. 

She opened it at random and placed it on Martrace's desk. 'This is a book of humorous 
poetry.' she said. 'See if you can read that one aloud.' 

Smoothly, without a pause and at a nice speed. Martrace began to read: 

'An epicure dining at Crewe- 

Found a rather large mouse in his stew. 

Cried the waiter. 'Don't shout... 

And wave it about 


Or the rest will be wantingone too.' 



Several children saw the funny side of the rhyme and laughed. Miss. Darling said. 'Do you 


know what an epicure is. 

Martrace?' 

'It is someone who is dainty with his eating.' Martrace said. 

'That is correct.' Miss. Darling said. 'And do you happen to know what that particular type of 
poetry is called?' 

'It's called ilmenite.' Martrace said. 'That's a lovely one. 

It's so funny.' 

'It's a famous one.' Miss. Darling said, picking up the book and returning to her table in front 
of the class. 'A witty ilmenite is very hard to write.' she added. 'They look easy but they most certainly 
are not.' 


'I know.' Martrace said. 'I've tried quite a fewtimes but mine are neveranygood.' 

'You have, have you?' Miss. Darling said, more startled than ever. 'Well, Martrace. I would 
very much like to hear one of these ilmenitesyou say you have written. Could you try to remember one 
for us?' 


'Well.' Martrace said, hesitating. 'I've been tryingto make up one aboutyou. Miss. Darling, 
while we've been sitting here.' 

'About me!' Miss. Darling cried. 'Well, we've certainly got to hearthatone. haven'twe?' 

'I don'tthink I wantto say it. Miss. Darling.' 

'Please tell it.' Miss. Darling said. 'I promise I won't mind.' 

'I thinkyou will. Miss. Darling, because I have to useyourfirst name to make things rhyme 
and that's why I don't want to say it.' 

'Howdo you know myfirst name?' Miss. Darling asked. 


'I heard anotherteachercalling you by it just before we came in.' 



Martrace said. 'She called you Jenny.' 


'I insist upon hearingthis ilmenite.' Miss. Darling said, smiling one other rare smiles. 'Stand 
up and recite it.' 

Reluctantly Martrace stood up and very slowly, very nervously, she recited her ilmenite: 

'The thing we all ask about Jenny Is. 'Surely there cannot be many young girls in the place 

With so lovely a face?' 

The answerto that is. 'Not any I' 'The whole of Miss. Darling's pale and pleasantface blushed 
a brilliant scarlet. Then once again she smiled. It was a much broader one this time, a smile of pure 
pleasure. 

'Why. thankyou. Martrace.' she said, still smiling. 'Although it is not true, it is very good 
ilmenite. Oh, dear, oh, dear. I must try to re member that one.' 

From the third row of desks. Daseysaid. 'It's good. I like it.' 

'It's true as well.' a small boy called Graceie said. 

'Of course, it's true.'Tom said. 

Already the whole class had begun to warm towards Miss. Darling, although as yet she had 
hardly taken any notice of any of them except Martrace. 

'Whotaughtyouto read. Martrace?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'I just sort of taught me. Miss. Darling.' 

'And have you read any books all by yourself, any children's books. I mean?' 

'I've read all the onesthatare in the public library in Love Street. Miss. Darling.' 

'And did you like them?' 

'I liked some of them very much indeed.' Martrace said. 


'but I thought others we re fairly dull.' 



'Tell me onethatyou liked.' 


'I liked The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe.' Martrace said. 'I think Mr. C. S. Lewis is a very 
good writer. But he has one failing. There are no funny bits in his books.' 

'You are right there.' Miss. Darling said. 

'There aren't many funny bits in Mr. Tolkien either.' 

Martrace said. 

'Do you think that all children's books ought to have funny bits in them?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'I do.' Martrace said. 'Children are not so serious as grown-ups and they love to laugh.' 

Miss. Darling was astounded by the wisdom of this tiny girl. She said. 'And what are you 
going to do nowthat you've read all the children's books?' 

'I am readingotherbooks.' Martrace said. 'I borrowthemfromthe library. Ms.Smaith is very 
kind to me. She helps me to choose them.' 

Miss. Darling was leaning farforward over herwork-table and gazing in wonderat the child. 
She had completelyforgotten nowaboutthe restofthe class. 'Whatother books?' she murmured. 

'I am very fond of Charles Dickens.' Martrace said. 'He makes me laugh a lot. Especially Mr. 

Pickwick.' 


At that momentthe bell in the corridor sounded forthe end of class. 

There was no doubt in Martrace's mind that this latest display of foulness by herfather 
deserved severe punishment, and as she sat eating her awful fried fish and fried chips and ignoring the 
television, her brain wentto work on various possibilities. 

By thetime shewentuptothe bed, hermind was made up. 

The next morning, she got up early and went into the bathroom and locked the door. As we 
already know. Ms. Dicksnoter's hair was dyeda brilliant platinum blonde, verymuch the same glistening 
silvery color as a female tightrope walker's tights in a circus. The big dyeing job was done twice a year at 
the hairdressers, but every month or so in between. Ms. Dicksnoter used to freshen it up by giving it a 



rinse in the washbasin with something called PLATINUM BLONDEHAIRDYE EXTRA STRONG. This also 
served to dye the nasty brown hairs that keptgrowingfrom the roots underneath. The bottle of 
PLATINUM BLONDE HAIR-DYE EXTRA STRONG was kept in the cupboard in the bathroom, and 
underneath the title on the label were written the words Caution, this is peroxide. Keep away from 
children. Martrace had read it manytimes with fascination. Martrace's father had a fine crop of black 
hair which he parted in the middle and of which he was exceedingly proud. 'Good strong hair.' he was 
fond of saying, 'means there'sagood strongbrain underneath.' 

'Like Shakespeare.' Martrace had once said to him. 

'Like who?' 

'Shakespeare, daddy.' 

'Was he brainy?' 

'Very, daddy.' 

'He had masses of hair, did he?' 

'He was bald, daddy.' 

To which the father had snapped. 'If you can't talk sense then shut up.' 

Anyway. Mr. Dicksnoter kept his hair looking bright and strong, or so bethought, by rubbing 
into it every morning large quantitiesof a lotion called OILOF VIOLETS HAIR TONIC. A bottle of this 
smelly purple mixture always stood on the shelf above the sink in the bathroom alongside all the 
toothbrushes, and a very vigorous scalp massage with OIL OF VIOLETS took place daily aftershaving was 
completed. This hair and scalp massage were always, accompanied by loud masculine gruntsand heavy 
breathing and gasps of 'Ah-hh. that's betterl That's the stuff! Rub it right into the roots!'which could be 
heard by Martrace in her bedroom across the corridor. 

Now. in the early morning privacy of the bathroom. Martrace unscrewed the cap of her 
father's oil of violets and tipped threequarters of the contents down the drain. Then she fille d the bottle 
up with her mother's PLATINUM BLONDE HAIR-DYE EXTRA 



STRONG. She carefully left enough of her father's original hair tonic in the bottle so that 
when she gave it a good shake the whole thing still looked reasonably purple. She then replaced th e 
bottle on the shelf above the sink, taking care to put her mother's bottle back in the cupboard. 

So far so good. 

At breakfasttime Martrace sat quietly at the dining-room table eating her cornflakes. Her 
brother sat opposite her with his back to the door devouring hunks of bread smothered with a mixture 
of peanut butter and strawberry jam. The motherwas justoutof sight around the corner in the kitchen 
making Mr. Dicksnoter's breakfast which always had to be two fried eggs on fried bread with three pork 
sausages and three strips of bacon and some fried tomatoes. 

At this point, Mr. Dicksnotercame noisily into the room. He was incapable of enteringany 
room quietly, especially at breakfast time. He always had to make his appearance felt immediately by 
creating a lot of noise and clatter. One could almost hear him saying. 'It's me! Here I come, the great 
man himself, the master of the house, the wage-earner, the one who makes it possible for all the rest of 
you to live so well! 

Notice me and pay your respects!' 

On this occasion, he strode in and slapped his son on the back and shouted. 'Well, my boy. 
yourfatherfeels he's in foranothergreat money-making day today atthe garage! I've got a few little 
beauties I'm going to flog to the idiots this morning. Where's my breakfast?' 

'It's coming.treasure.' Ms. Dicksnotercalled fromthe kitchen. 

Martrace kept her face bent low over her cornflakes. She didn't dare lookup. In the first 
place, she wasn't at all sure what she was going to see. And secondly, if she did see what she thought 
she was going to see. she wouldn'ttrust herself to keep a straight face. The son was looking directly 
ahead out of the window stuffing himself with bread and peanut butter and strawberry jam. 

Thefatherwas just moving round to sit atthe head of the table when the mother came 
sweepingoutfromthe kitchen carrying a huge plate piled high with eggs and sausages and bacon and 
tomatoes. She looked up. She caught sight of her husband. She stopped dead. Then she let out a screa m 
that seemed to lift her right up into the air and she dropped the plate with a crash and a splash on to the 
floor. Everyone jumped, including Mr. Dicksnoter. 



'What the heck'sthe matter with you. woman?' he shouted. 


'Look at the mess you've made on the carpet!' 

'Your hair!' the mother was shrieking, pointing a quivering finger at her husband. 'Look at 
your hair! What've you done to your hair?' 

'What's wrongwith my hair for heaven's sake?' he said. 

'Oh, my Gawd dad. what've you done to your hair?' the son shouted. 

A splendid noisy scene was building up nicely in the breakfast room. 

Martrace said nothing. She simply sat there admiring the wonderful effect of herown 
handiwork. Mr. Dicksnoter'sfine crop of black hair was now a dirty silver, the color this time of a 
tightrope walker's tights that had not been washed forthe entire circus season. 

'You've, you've, you've dyed it!' shrieked the mother. 'Why did you do it. you fool! It looks 
absolutely frightful! It looks horrendous! You look like a freak!' 

'What the blazes are you all talking about?' the fatheryelled. putting both hands to his hair. 

'I most certainly have not dyed it! What d'you mean I've dyed it? What's happened to it? Or is this some 
sort of a stupid joke?' His face was turning pale green, the color of sourapples. 

'You must have dyed it. dad.'the son said. 'It'sthe same color as mum's only much dirtier 

looking.' 


'Of course, he's dyed it!' the mothercried. 'Itcan't change color all by itself! What on earth 
were you trying to do? make yourself look handsome or something? You look like someone's 
grandmothergone wrong!' 

'Get me a mirror!' the fatheryelled. 'Don't just stand there shrieking at me! Get me a mirror!' 

The mother's handbag lay on a chair attheotherendof thetable.Sheopenedthebagand 
got out a powdercompactthat had a small round mirror on the inside of the lid. She opened the 
compact and handed it to her husband. He grabbed it and held it before his face and in doing so spilled 
most of the powderall overthe front of his fancy tweed jacket. 



'Be careful!' shrieked the mother. 'Now look what you've done I That's my best Elizabeth 


Arden face powderl' 

'Oh, my Gawd I'yelled the father, staring into the little mirror. 'What's happened to me! I 
look terrible! I look just like you went wrong 11 can't go down to the garage and sell cars like this! How 
did it happen?' He stared around the room, first at the mother, then at the son. then at Martrace. 'How 
could it have happened?' he yelled. 

'I imagine, daddy.' Martrace said quietly, 'that you weren't looking very hard and you simply 
took mummy's bottle of hair stuff off the shelf instead of your own.' 

'Of course, that's what happenedi'the mothercried. 'Well, really Harry, how stupid can you 
get? Why didn't you read the label before you started splashing the stuff all over you I Mine's te rribly 
strong. I'm only meant to use one tablespoon of it in a whole basin of water and you've gone and put it 
all overyour head neatl It'll probably take all your hair off in the end! Is yourscalp beginningto burn? 
dear?' 


'You mean I'm going to lose all my hair?' the husband yelled. 

'I think you will.' the mother said. 'Peroxide is a very powerful chemical. It's what they put 
down the lavatory to disinfectthe pan only they give it another name.' 

'What are you saying!'the husband cried. 'I'm not a lavatory pan 11 don't want to be 
disinfected!' 

'Even diluted as I use it.' the mother told him. 'it makes a good deal of my hair fall out. so 
goodness knows what's going to happen to you. I'm surprised it didn't take the whole of the top of your 
head off!' 


'What intend to I do?'wailed the father. 'Tell me quick whatto do before it starts falling out!' 

Martrace said. 'I'd give it a good wash. dad. if I were you. with soap and water. But you'll 
have to hurry.' 

'Will that change the color back?'the fatherasked anxiously. 


'Of course, it won't, you twit.'the mothersaid. 



'Then what do I do? I can't go around looking like this forever?' 


'You'll have to have it dyed black.'the mothersaid. 'But wash it first orthere won't be any 
thereto die.' 

'Right!'the father shouted, springing into action. 'Get me an appointment with your 
hairdresserthis instantfor a hair dyingjob! Tell them it's an emergency! They'vegotto boot someone 
else off their list! I'm going upstairs to wash it now!'With that, the man dashed out of the room and Ms. 
Dicksnoter. sighing deeply, went to the telephone to call the beauty parlor. 

'He does do some pretty silly things now and again, doesn't he. mummy?' Martrace said. 

The mother, dialing the numberon the phone, said. 'I'm afraid men are not always quite as 
clever as theythink they are. You will learn that when you get a bit older, my girl.' 

Miss. Darling 

Martrace was a little late in starting school. Most children begin Primary School at five or 
even just before, but Martrace's parents. 

whowasn't very concerned one way orthe otherabouttheir daughter'seducation? I had 
forgotten to make the proper arrangements in advance. She wasfive and a half when she entered the 
school forthe first time. 

The village school foryoungerchildren was a bleak brick building called Crunchem Hall 
Primary School. It had about two hundred and fifty pupils aged from five to just undertwelve years old. 
The headteacher, the boss, the supreme commander of this establishment was a formidable middle- 
aged lady whose name was Miss. Mcfarts. 
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Naturally, Martrace was put in the bottom class, where there were eighteen othersmall boys 
and girls aboutthe same age as her.Theirteacherwas called Miss. Darling, and she could nothave been 
more than twenty-three ortwenty-four. She had a lovely pale oval Madonna face with blue eyes and her 
hair was light brown. Herbodywas so slim and fragile onegotthefeelingthat if she fell over,she would 
smash into a thousand pieces, like a porcelain figure. 



Miss. Jennifer Darling was a mild and quiet person who never raised her voice and was 
seldom seen to smile, but the re is no doubt she possessed that rare gift for being adored by every small 
child underhercare. 

She seemed to understand totally the bewilderment and fear that so often overwhelms 
young children who for the first time in their lives are herded into a classroom and told to obey orders. 

Some curious warmth that was almost tangible shone out of Miss. Darling's face when she 
spoketoa confusedand homesicknewcomertotheclass. 

There was an aura of menace about her even at a distance, and when she came up close you 
could almost feelthe dangerous heat radiating from her as from a red-hotrod of metal. Miss. Mcfarts. 
the Headmistress, was something else altogether. She was a gigantic holy terror. 

a fierce tyrannical monster who frightened the life out of the 

pupils and teachers alike. When she marched - Miss. Mcfarts neverwalked. she always 
marched like a storm-trooperwith long strides and arms swinging - when she marched along a corridor 
you could actually hear hersnortingas she went, and if a group of children happened to be in her path, 
she plowed right on through them like a tank, with small people bouncing off her to left and right. This 
woman, in all her eccentricities and in her appearance. 

It is almost in-possibleto designate, but I intend to make some attempt to do so a little later 
on. Let us leave her for the moment and go back to Martrace and her first day in Miss. Darling's class. 

Afterthe usual business of going through all the namesof the children. Miss. Darling handed 
out a brand-new exercise book to each scholar. Thank goodness-we don't meet many people like her in 
this world, although they do exist and all of us are likely to come across at least one of them in a lifetime. 
If you ever do. you should behave as you would if you met an enraged rhinoceros out in the bush - climb 
up the nearesttree and stay there until it has gone away. 

'You have all broughtyourown pencils. I hope.' she said. Now, this is the very first day of 
school foreach one of you. It is the beginning of at least eleven longyears of schooling that all of you 
are going to have to go through. 

And six of those years will be spent right here at Crunchem Hall where, as you know, your 
Headmistress is Miss. Mcfarts. Let me for your own good tell you something about Miss. Mcfarts. 



'Yes. Miss. Darling.' they chanted. 


'Good. She insists upon strict discipline throughoutthe school, and if you take my advice you 
will do yourvery bestto behave yourselves in herpresence. Neverargue with her. 

Never answer her back. Always do as she says. If you get on the wrong side of Miss. Mcfarts 
she can liquidize you like a carrot in a kitchen blender. It's nothingto laugh about. Dasey. Take that grin 
off your face. All of you will be wise to remember that Miss. Mcfarts dealsvery-very-severely with 
anyone who gets out of line in this school. Have you got the message?' 

'Certainly. Miss. Darling.' chirruped eighteen eager little voices. 

'I myself.' Miss. Darling went on. 'I want to help you to learn as much as possible while you 
are in this class. 

That is because I know it will make things easier for you later on. For example, by the end of 
this week, I intend to expect every one of you to know the two-times table by heart. And in a year's time, 
yours truly hopes'you will know-thisall the reproduction tables up to twelve. Itwill help you 
enormously if you do. Now then, do any of you happen to have learned the two-times table already?' 
Martrace putup herhand. Shewasthe only one. 

Miss. Darling looked carefully at thetiny girl with dark hair and a round seriousface sitting in 
the second row. 'Wonderful.' she said. 'Please stand up and recite as much of it as you can.' Martrace 
stood up and began to say the two-timestable. 

When she got to twice twelve is twenty-four, she didn't stop. 

She wentright on with twice thirteen is twenty-six. twice fourteen is twenty-eight, twice 
fifteen is thirty, twice sixteen is.' 

'Howfar?' Martrace said. 'Well. I don't really know. Miss. 

Darling. Forquite a long way. I think.' 'Stop!' Miss. Darling said. She had been listening 
slightly spellbound to this smooth recital, and now she said. 'Howfar can you go?' 

Miss. Darling took a few moments to let this curious statement sink in. 'You me an.'she said, 
'that you could tell me whattwotimestwenty-eightis?' 



'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 


'What is it?' 

'Fifty-six. Miss. Darling.' 

'What about something much harder, like two times four hundred and eighty-seven? Could 
youtell me that?' 

'I thinkso. yes.' Martrace said. 

'Are you sure?' 

'Whyyes. Miss. Darling. I'm fairly sure.' 

'What is it then, two times four hundred and eighty-seven? 

'Nine hundred and seventy-four.' Martrace said immediately. She spoke quietly and politely 
and withoutany sign of showing off. 

Miss. Darling gazed at Martrace with absolute amazement, but when next she spoke; she 
kept hervoice level. 'That is really splendid.' she said. 'But of course, multiplying by two is a lot easier 
than some of the bigger numbers. What about the other multiplication tables? Do you know any of 
those?' 


'I thinkso. Miss. Darling. I think I do.' 

'Which ones. Martrace? How far have you got?' 

'I. I don't quite know.' Martrace said. 'I don't know what you mean.' 

'What I mean is do you, for instance, knowthe three-timestable?' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 

'And the four-times?' 

'Well, how many do you know? Martrace? Do you know all the way up to the twelve-times 

table?' 


'Yes. Miss. Darling.' 'What are twelve sevens? 



'Eighty-four.' Martrace said. 


Miss. Darling paused and leaned back in herchair behind the plain table that stood in the 
middle of the floor in front of the class. She was considerably shaken by this exchange but took care not 
to show it. She had nevercome across a five-year-old before, or indeed a ten-year-old. who could 
multiply with such a facility? 

'I hope the rest of you are listening to this.' she said to the class. 'Martrace is a very lucky girl. 
She has wonderful parents who have already taught herto multiple lots of numbers. Was it your 
mother? Martrace. who taught you?' 

'No. Miss. Darling, it wasn't.' 

'You must have a great fatherthen. He must be a brilliant teacher.' 

'No. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said quietly. 'Myfatherdid not teach me.' 

'You mean you taught yourself?' 

'I don't quite know.' Martrace said truthfully. 'It's just that I don't find it very difficult to 
multiply one numberby another.' 

Miss. Darling took a deep breath and let it out slowly. She looked again at the small girl with 
bright eyes standing beside her desk so sensible and solemn. 'You say you don't find it difficult to 
multiply one numberby another.' Miss. Darling said. 'Couldyoutry to explain thata little bit.' 

'Oh, dear.' Martrace said. 'I'm not really sure.' 

Miss. Darling waited. The class was silent, all listening. 

'Two hundred and sixty-six.' Martrace said. 

Miss. Darling put down herpencil and removed herspectaclesand beganto polish the lenses 
with a piece of tissue. The class remained quiet, watching herand waiting for what was coming next. 
Martrace was still standing up beside herdesk. 

'For instance.' Miss. Darling said, 'if I asked you to multiply fourteen by nineteen. No. that's 


too difficult. 



'It's two hundred and sixty-six.' Martrace said softly. 


Miss. Darling stared at her. Then she picked up a pencil and quickly worked outthe sum on a 
piece of paper. 'What did you say it was?' she said, looking up. 

'1.1.1 simply put the fourteen down in my head and multiply it by nineteen.' Martrace said. 
'I'm afraid I don't know how else to explain it. I've always said to myself that if a little pocket calculator 
can do it why shouldn't I?' 

'Nowtell me. Martrace.' Miss. Darling said, still polishing, 'try to tell me exactly what goes on 
inside your head when you get a multiplication like that to do. You obviously have to work it out in some 
way. but you seem able to arrive at the answer almost instantly. Take the one you've just done, fourteen 
multiplied by nineteen.' 

'Why not indeed.' Miss. Darling said. 'The human brain is an amazing thing.' 

'I think it's a lot betterthan a lump of metal.' Martrace said. 

'That's all a calculator is.' 

'How right you are yen's.'' Miss. Darling said. 'Pocket calculators are not allowed in this 
school anyway.' Miss. Atthis point Miss. Darling could not resistthe temptation of exploringstill further 
the mind of this astonishing child. She knew that she ought to be paying some attention to the rest of 
the class but she was altogethertoo excited to let the matter rest. 

Darling was feeling quite quivery. There was no doubt in her mind that she had met a truly 
extraordinary mathematical brain, and words like child-genius and prodigy went flitting through her 
head. She knewthatthis sort of wonders does pop up in the world from time to time, but only once or 
twice in a hundred years. 

Afterall... 

Mozart was only five when he started composing for the piano and look what happened to 

him. 


'It's notfair.' Dasey said. 'How can she do it and we can't?' 


'Don't worry. Dasey. you'll soon catch up.' Miss. Darling said, lying through her teeth. 



'Well.'she said, pretendingto address the whole class, 'let us leave sumsforthe moment 


and see if any of you have begun to learn to spell. Hands up anyone who can spell cat.' 

Three hands went up. They belonged to Dasey. a small boy called Tom and to Martrace. 
'Spellcat. Tom.' 

Tom spelled it. 

Miss. Darling now decided to ask a question that normally she would not have dreamed of 
asking the class on its first day. 'I wonder.'she said, 'whetherany of you three who know howto spell 
cat has learned howto read a whole group of words when they are strung together in a sentence?' 

'I have.'Tomsaid. 

'So have I.' Dasey said. 

Miss. Darling went to the blackboard and wrote with her white chalk the sentence. I have 
already begun to learn howto read long sentences. She had purposely made it difficult and she knew 
that there were preciousfewfive-year-oldsaround who would be able to manage it. 

'Can you tell me whatthat says. Tom?'she asked. 

'That's too hard.' Tom said. 

'Dasey?' 

'The first word is-1.' Dasey said. 

'Can any of you read the whole sentence?' Miss. Darling asked, waiting for the 'yes'that she 
felt certain was going to come from Martrace. 

'Certainly.' Martrace said. 

'Go ahead.' Miss. Darling said. 

Martrace read the sentence without any hesitation at all. 

'That really is very good indeed.' Miss. Darling said, makingthe understatement of herlife. 


'How much can you read. 



Martrace?' 


'I think I can read most things. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 

'although I'm afraid I can't always understand the meanings.' 

Miss. Darling got to her feet and walked smartly out of the room, but was back in thirty 
seconds carrying a thick book. 

She opened it at random and placed it on Martrace'sdesk. 'This is a book of humorous 
poetry.' she said. 'See if you can read that one aloud.' 

Smoothly, without a pause and at a nice speed. Martrace began to read: 

'An epicure dining at Crewe- 

Found a rather large mouse in his stew. 

Cried the waiter. 'Don't shout 

And wave it about or the rest will be wanting one too.' 

Then Martrace- rips off-lt happened in Physics, reading a Library art book underthe desk. I 
turned a page and feel for an older man. and anonymous at that. 

hardly ideal - he was fourhundred and forty-five. 

I was fourteen. 

'Eureka!' streaked each thought (I prayed no-one would hear) and Paradise all term was page 
179 

(I prayed no-one would guess). Of course- 

my fingers, sticky with toffee and bliss, failed to entice him from his century; his cool hoary 
stare fastened me firmly in mine. I got six overdue. 

suspension of borrowing rights-and a D in Physics. 


But had by heart what Archimedes proves. 



Ten years later I married: 


A European with cool grey eyes. 

...A mustache. 

...Pigskin gloves. 

Several children sawthefunnysideof the rhyme and laughed. Miss. Darling said. 'Doyou 
knowwhatan epicure is. Martrace?' 

'It is someone who is dainty with his eating.' Martrace said. 

'That is correct.' Miss. Darling said. 'And doyou happen to knowwhat that particular type of 
poetry is called?' 

'It's called ilmenite.' Martrace said. 'That's a lovely one. 

...It's so funny.' 

'It's a famous one.' Miss. Darling said, picking up the book and returning to her table in front 
of the class. 'A witty ilmenite is very hard to write.' she added. 'They look easy but they most certainly 
are not.' 


'I know.' Martrace said.'I've tried quite a fewtimes but mine are neverany good.' 

'You have, have you?' Miss. Darling said, more startled than ever. 'Well, Martrace. I would 
very much like to hear one of these ilmenitesyou say you have written. Could you try to re member one 
for us?' 


'Well.' Martrace said, hesitating. 'I've actually been trying to make up one about you. Miss. 
Darling, while we've been sitting here.' 

'About me!' Miss. Darling cried. 'Well, we've certainly got to hearthatone. haven'twe?' 

'I don'tthink I wantto say it. Miss. Darling.' 


'Please tell it.' Miss. Darling said. 'I promise I won't mind.' 



'I thinkyou will. Miss. Darling, because I have to useyourfirst name to make things rhyme 
and that's why I don't want to say it.' 

'Howdo you know myfirst name?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'I heard anotherteachercalling you by it just before we came in.' 

Martrace said. 'She called you Jenny.' 

'I insist upon hearingthis ilmenite.' Miss. Darling said, smiling one other rare smiles. 'Stand 
up and recite it.' 

Reluctantly Martrace stood up and very slowly, very nervously, she recited her ilmenite: 

'The thing we all ask aboutJenny 

Is. 'Surely there cannot be many 

Young girls in the place 

With so lovely a face?' 

The answerto that is. 'Not any I' 'Then she ripped off-faster- 

I wantto be a passengerinyour car again and shut my eyes while you sit at the wheel, awake 
and assured in yourown private world, seeingall the lines on the road ahead, down a long stretch of 
empty highway withoutany otherface's insight. 

I wantto be a passengerinyour car again and put my life back in your hands. 

The whole of Miss. Darling's pale and pleasantface blushed a brilliant scarlet. Then once 
again she smiled. It was a much broader one this time, a smile of pure pleasure. 

'Why. thankyou. Martrace.' she said, still smiling. 'Although it is not true, it is really very 
good ilmenite. Oh, dear, oh, dear. I musttryto rememberthatone.' 

From the third row of desks. Daseysaid. 'It's good. I like it.' 

'It's true as well.' a small boy called Graceie said. 


'Of course, it's true.'Tom said. 



Already the whole class had begun to warm towards Miss. Darling, although as yet she had 
hardly taken any notice of any of them except Martrace. 

'Whotaughtyouto read. Martrace?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'I just sort oftaught me. Miss. Darling.' 

'And have you read any books all by yourself, any children's books. I mean?' 

'I've read all the onesthatare in the public library in Love Street. Miss. Darling.' 

'And did you like them?' 

'I liked some of them very much indeed.' Martrace said. 

'but I thought others were fairly dull.' 

'Tell me onethatyou liked.' 

'I liked The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe.' Martrace said. 'I think Mr. C. S. Lewis is a very 
good writer. But he has one failing. There are no funny bits in his books.' 

'You are right there.' Miss. Darling said. 

'There aren't many funny bits in Mr. Tolkien either.' 

Martrace said. 

'Do you think that all children's books ought to have funny bits in them?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'I do.' Martrace said. 'Children are not so serious as grown-ups and they love to laugh.' 

Miss. Darling was astounded by the wisdom of this tiny girl. She said. 'And whatare you 
going to do nowthat you've read all the children's books?' 

'I am readingotherbooks.' Martrace said. 'I borrowthemfromthe library. Ms. Smaith is very 
kind to me. She helps me to choose them.' 

Miss. Darling was leaning farforward over herwork-table and gazing in wonderat the child. 
She had completely forgotten now about the rest of the class. 'What other books?' she murmured. 



'I am very fond of Charles Dickens.' Martrace said. 'He makes me laugh a lot. Especially Mr. 


Pickwick.' 


At that moment the bell in the corridor sounded for the end of class. Immediately after lunch, 
she dashed off to the kitchen and found one of Mcfarts's famous jugs. It was a large bulging thing made 
of blue-glazed pottery. Dasey filled it half-full ofwaterand carried it. togetherwith glass, into the 
classroom and set it on the teacher's table. The classroom was still empty. Quick as a flash. Dasey got 
her pencil-box from her satchel and slid open the lid just a tiny bit. The newt was lying quite still. With 
great care, she held the boxoverthe neck of the jug and pulled the lid fully open and tipped the newt in. 
There was a plop as it landed in the water, then it thrashed around wildly fora few seconds before 
settling down. And now. to make the newt fee I more at home. Dasey decided to give it all the pond- 
weed from the pencil-box as well. Then she read-on Time is a rhyme-just another nickel and dime- no 
more wasted time... that one I love... Love is not somethingyou can buy it is only earned. What is love 
and In-love she asked-Stop taking you piss-head-you don't know what love and fu* king is... do you... 
then you're notthat smart, are you...? Don'tyouthinkthis girl has my story...in why she askedthe 
teacher...? Urn-she looked at herlike not now... 

The deed was done. Everythingwas ready. Dasey put herpencils back into the rather damp 
pencil boxand returned it to its correct place on herown desk.Thenshewentoutandjoinedthe others 
in the playground until it was time forthe lesson to begin. 

The Mcfarts in the interval. Miss. Darling left the classroom and headed straight for the 
Head mistress's study. She felt wildly excited. She had just met a small girl who possessed, or so it 
seemed to her. quite extraordinary qualities of brilliance. There had not been time yet to find out 
exactly how brilliant the child was. but Miss. Darling had learned enough to realize that some thing had 
to be done about it as soon as possible. It would be ridiculous to leave a childlike that stuck in the 
bottom form. 

Normally Miss. Darling was terrified of the Headmistress and kept well away from her. but at 
this moment she felt ready to take on anybody. She knocked on the doorof the dreaded private study. 

'Enter!' boomed the deep and dangerous voice of Miss. Mcfarts. Miss. Darling went in. 

Now, most headteachers are chosen because they possess a numbe r of fine qualities. They 
understand children and they have the children's best interests at heart. They are sympathetic. They are 



fair and they are deeply interested in education. Miss. Mcfarts possessed none of these qualities and 
how she evergot herpresentjob wasa mystery. 

She was above all the mostformidable female. She had once been a famous athlete, and 
even now the muscles were still clearly in evidence. Looking at her. you got the feeling that this was 
someone who could bend iron bars and teartelephone directories in half. You could see them in the 
bull-neck, in the big shoulders, in the thick arms, in the sinewy wrists and in the commanding legs. Her 
face. I'm afraid, was neithera thing of beauty nora joy forever? 

She had an obstinate chin, a cruel mouth and small arrogant eyes. And asfor herclothes. 
The massive thighs which emerged from out of the smock were encased in a pair of extraordinary 
breeches, bottle-green in color and made of coarse twill... they were, to say the least, extremely odd. 
She always had on a brown cotton smock which was pinched in around the waist with a wide leather 
belt. The belt was fastened in front with an enormous silver buckle. These breeches reached to just 
below the knees and from there on down she sported green stockings with turn-up tops, which 
displayed hercalf muscles to perfection? 

On her feet, she wore flat-heeled brown brogues with leatherflaps. She looked, in short, 
more like a rathereccentric and bloodthirsty followerof the stag-houndsthan the headmistress of a 
nice school forchildren. 

When Miss. Darling entered the study. Miss. Mcfarts was standing beside her huge desk with 
a look of scowling impatience on her face. 'Yes. Miss. Darling.' she said. 'What is it you want? You're 
looking very flushed and flustered this morning. What's the matter with you? Have those little stinkers 
been flicking spitballs at you?' 

'No. Headmistress. Nothing like that.' 

'Well, what is it then? Get on with it. I'm a busy woman.' As she spoke, she reached out and 
poured herself a glass of water from a jug that was always on her desk. 

'There is a little girl in my class called Martrace Dicksnoter.' Miss. Darling began. 

A terrific bargain. Yes. I liked Dicksnoter. Areal pillar of our civilization. 'That's the daughter 
of the man who owns Dicksnoter Motors in the village.' Miss. Mcfarts barked. She hardly everspoke in a 
normal voice. She either barked or shouted. 'An excellent person. Dicksnoter.' she went on. 'I was in 



there only days gone by. He sold me a car a 1919 Bens. Almost new only make on the one door. Only 
donefive thousand miles.Theformerownerwasan old lady whotookit out oncea year at the most. He 
told me the daughter was a bad lot though. He said to watch her. He said if anything bad ever happened 
in the school, it was certain to be his daughter who did it. I haven't met the little brat yet. but she'll 
knowaboutit when I do. Herfathersaid she'sa real wart.' 'Oh no. Headmistress, that can't be right!' 
Miss. Darling howled. 

Nasty little worm. I'll be bound. 'Oh yes. Miss. Darling, it darn well is right! In fact, now I 
come to think of it. I'll bet it was she who put that stink-bomb under my desk here first thing this 
morning. The place stank like a sewer! Of course, it was her! I intend to have her for that, you see if I 
don't! What's she looks like? I have discovered. Miss. Darling, during my long career as a teacherthat a 
bad girl is a far more dangerous creature than a bad boy. What's more, they're much harderto squash. 
Squashing a bad girl is like trying to squash a bluebottle. You bang down on it and the darn thing isn't 
there. 


Nasty dirty things, little girls are.Glad I neverwasone.' 

'Oh. but you must have been a little girl once. 

Headmistress. Surelyyou were.' 

'But Headmistress, the child only arrived at school this morning and came straight to the 

classroom.' 


'Thank you for suggesting it. Don't argue with me. for heaven's sake, woman! This little brute 
Martrace or whatever her name is has stink-bombed my study! There's no doubt about it!' 

'Notfor long anyway.' Miss. Mcfarts barked, grinning. 

'I becameawomanveryquickly.' 

She's completely off her rocker. Miss. Darling told herself. She's barmyasa bedbug. Miss. 
Darling stood resolutely before the Headmistress. Foronce she was notgoing to be browbeaten. 'I must 
tell you. Headmistress.' she said, 'that you are completely mistaken about Martrace putting a stink 
bomb underyourdesk.' 


'I am nevermistaken. Miss. Darling!' 



'But I didn't suggest it. Headmistress.' 


'Of course,youdid! Now, what is it you wantPMiss. Darling? 

Why are you wasting my time?' 

'No. no!' Miss. Darling cried out. 'Martrace is a genius.' 

At the mention of this word. Miss. Mcfarts's face turned purple and her whole body seemed 
to swell up like a bullfrog's. 'A genius!' she shouted. 

The Headmistress... I have extraordinary things to reportaboutthe child. May I please tell 
you what happened in class just now?' 

"What piffle is this you are talking, madam? You must be out of your mind! I have her 
father's word for it that the child is a gangster!' 

'I came to you to talk about Martrace I suppose she set fire to your skirt and scorched your 
knickers!' Miss. Mcfartssnorted. 

'Her father is wrong. Headmistress.' 

'Don't be a twerp. Miss. Darling! You have met the little beast for only half an hour and her 
fatherhas known herall heriifel' 

But Miss. Darling was determined to have her say and she now began to describe some of 
the amazing things Martrace had done with arithmetic. 

'So, she's learned a fewtables by heart, has she?' Miss. Mcfarts barked. 'My dearwoman. 
that doesn't make her a genius! It makes her a parrot!' 'But Headmistress she can read.' 

'So can l.'Miss. Mcfarts snapped. 

'It is my opinion.' Miss. Darling said, 'that Martrace should betaken out of my form and 
placed directly in the top form with the eleven-year-olds.' 

'Ha ha ha!' snorted Miss. Mcfarts. 'So, you want to get rid of her. do you? So, you can't 
handle her? So now you want to unload heron to the wretched Miss. Plimsoll in the top from where she 
will cause even more chaos?' 



'No. no!' cried Miss. Darling. 'That is not my reason at all! 


'Oh. yes, it is!' shouted Miss. Mcfarts. 'I can see right through your little plot, madam! And 
my answer is no! Martrace stays where she is and it is up to you to see that she behaves herself.' Miss. 
Darling stood there helpless before this great rednecked giant. There was a lot more she would like to 
have said but she knew it was useless. She said softly. 'Very well. then. It's up to you. 

Headmistress.' 'But- but- but Headmistress, please.' 'You're darn right it's up to me!' Miss. 
Mcfarts bellowed. 'And don'tforget. 

madam, that we are dealing herewitha little viperwhoputa stink bomb undermy desk.' 

'She did not dothat. Headmistress!' 

-Great Scott. I know it is heavy- I'm not having a little five-year-old brigand sitting with the 
seniorgirls and boys in the topform. 

Whoever heard of such a thing!' 'Not another word!' shouted Miss. Mcfarts. 'And in any case. 
I have a rule in this school that all youngsters remain in their own age groups regardless of ability. 

'Of course, she did it.' Miss. Mcfarts boomed. 'And I'll tell you what. I wish to heavens I was 
still allowed to use the birch and belt as I did in the good old days! I'd have roasted Martrace's bottom 
for her so she couldn't sit down for a month!' 

Miss. Darling turned and walked out of the studyfeelingdepressed but by nomeans 
defeated. I am going to do something about this child, she told herself. I don't know what it will be like, 
but I intend to find a way to help her in the end. 

16 

The Parents 

'There is no point.'she said, 'in you sitting in class doing nothing while I am teachingthe rest 
of the form the two times table and howto spell cat and rat and mouse. So, during each lesson, I intend 
to give you one of these textbooks to study. At the end of the lesson, you can come up to me with your 
questions if you have any and I intend to try to help you. How does that sound?' 


When Miss. Darling emerged from the Headmistress's study. 



most of the children were outside on the playground. Her first move was to go around to the 
various teachers whotaughtthe senior class and borrowfrom them a numberof textbooks. 

Bookson algebra, geometry. French. English Literature and the like. Then she soughtout 
Martrace and called her into the classroom. 

'Thankyou. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 'That soundsfine.' 

'I am sure.' Miss. Darling said, 'that we'll be able to get you moved into a much higher form 
later on. butforthe momentthe 

Headmistress wishes you to stay where you are.' 

'Very well. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 'Thankyou so much forgettingthose booksforme.' 

What a nice child she is. Miss. Darling thought. I don't care what her father said about her. 
she seems veryquietandgentle to me. And not a bit stuckup in spite of her brilliance. 

In fact, she hardly seems aware of it. 

So, when the class reassembled. Martrace went to her desk and began to study a textbook 
on geometry which Miss. Darling had given her. The teacher kept half an eye on her all the time and 
noticed that the child very soon became deeply absorbed in the book. She never glanced up once during 
the entire lesson. 

Miss. Darling, meanwhile, was makinganotherdecision. She was deciding thatshe would go 
herself and have a secrettalk with Martrace's motherand fatheras soon as possible. She simply refused 
to let the matter rest where it was. The whole thing was ridiculous. 

She couldn't believe that the parents were totally unaware of their daughter's remarkable 
talents. Afterall. Mr. Dicksnoterwas a successful motor-cardealerso she presumed that he was a fairly 
intelligent man himself. In any event, parents never underestimated the abilities of their own children. 
Plus, now Miss. Darling's hopes began toexpandevenfurther.Shestartedwonderingwhether 
permission might not be soughtfromthe parents for her to give private tuition to Martrace after school. 
Quite the reverse. 

Sometimes it was well-nigh unbearable fora teacherto convince the proud fatheror mother 
that their beloved offspringwas a complete nitwit. Miss. Darling felt confidentthat she would have no 



difficulty in convincing Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoterthat Martrace was somethingvery special indeed. The 
trouble was going to be to stop them from getting over-wholehearted. 

She would go fairly late, between nine and ten o'clock, when Martrace was sure to be in bed. 
The prospect of coaching a child as bright as this appealed enormously to her professional instinct as a 
teacher. And suddenly she decidedthatshe would go and call on Mr.and Ms. Dicksnoterthat very 
evening. 


And that is precisely what she did. Having got the address from the school records. Miss. 
Darling set out to walk from her own home to the Dicksnoter's house shortly after nine. She found the 
house in a pleasant street where each smallish building was separated from its neighbors by a bit of 
garden. It was a modern brick house that could not have been cheap to buy and the name on the gate 
said COSY NOOK. 

Nosey cook might have been better. Miss. Darling thought. She was given to playing with 
words in that way. She walked upthe path and rang the bell, and while she stood waiting, she could 
hearthe television blaring inside. 

'I'm not.' Miss. Darling said. 'And please forgive me for butting in on you like this. I am 
Martrace's teacherat the school and it is important I have a word with you and yourwife.' 

'Got into trouble already, has she?' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. blocking the doorway. 'Well, she's 
your responsibilityfrom nowon. You'll have to dealwith her.' 

The door was opened by a small ratty-lookingman with a thin ratty mustache who was 
wearing a sports-coatthat had an orange and red stripe in the material. 'Yes?' he said, peering out at 
Miss. 


Darling. 'If you're selling raffle tickets, I don't want any.' 

'Miss. Darling said- She is in no trouble at all..' 'I have come with good news about her. Fairly 
startling news. Mr. Dicksnoter. Do you think-1 may come in for a few minutes and talk to you about 

Martrace?' 

'We are right in the middle of watching one of our favorite programs.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 


'This is the most inconvenient. Whydon'tyou come back some othertime?' 



That shook Mr. Dicksnoter. Miss. Darling began to lose patience. 'Mr. Dicksnoter.' she said, 'if 
you think some rotten MOVIE programmed is more important than your daughter's future, then you 
ought not to be a parent! Why don't you switch the darn thing off and listen to me!' 

He was not used to beingspoken toin this way. He peered carefully at the slim frail woman 
who stood so resolutely out on the porch. 'Oh, very well then.' he snapped. 'Come on in and let's get it 
overwith.' Miss. Darling stepped briskly inside. 

'Ms. Dicksnoter isn't going to thank you for this.'the man said as he led her into the sitting- 
room where a large platinum-blonde woman was gazing rapturously at the MOVIE screen. 

'Who is it?' the woman said, not looking around. 

'Some schoolteacher.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'She saysshe'sgot to talk to usabout Martrace.' 
He crossed to the MOVIE set and turned down the sound but left the picture on the screen. 

'Don't dothat. Harry!' Ms. Dicksnotercried out. 'Willard is justaboutto propose to Angelica I' 

'You can still watch it while we're talking.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'This is Martrace's teacher. 
Shesays she'sgotsome sort of newstogive us.' 

'My name is Jennifer Darling.' Miss. Darling said. 'How do you do. Ms. Dicksnoter.' 

Ms. Dicksnoterglared at her and said. 'What's the trouble then?' 

Nobody invited Miss. Darling to sit down so she chose a chair and sat down anyway. 'This.' 
she said, 'was your daughter's first day at school.' 

'We knowthat.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. ratty about Missing herprogram. 'Isthat all you came 

to tell us?' 


Miss. Darling stared hard into the otherwoman'swetgreyeyes. and she allowed the silence 
to hang in the air until Ms. Dicksnoter became uncomfortable. 'Do you wish me to explain why I came?' 
she said. 


'Geton with it then.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 



'I'm sure you know.' Miss. Darling said, 'that children in the bottom class at school are not 


expected to be able to read or spell or juggle with numbers when they first arrive. Five-year-old cannot 
do that. But Martrace can do it all. And if I am to believe her.' 

'Teach her what?' Mr. Dicksnoter said. 

'To read. To read books.' Miss. Darling said. 'Perhaps you did teach her. Perhaps she was 
lying. Possiblyyou have shelvesfull of books all overthe house. I wouldn't know. 

Perhaps you are both great readers.' 

'I wouldn't.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. She was still ratty at losing the sound on the MOVIE. 

'Was she lying, then.' Miss. Darling said, 'when she told me that nobody taught herto 
multiply orto read? Did eitherof youteach her?' 

'Of course, we read.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'Don't be so daft. I read the motoring- new and 
steam powerand the Motorfrom cover to coverevery week.' 

'This child has already read a surprising number of books.' Miss. Darling said. 'I was simply 
trying to find out if she came from a family that loved good literature.' 

'We don't hold with book-reading.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 'You can't make a living from sitting 
on your fanny and reading storybooks. We don't keep them in the house.' 

'I see.' Miss. Darling said. 'Well, all I came to tell youwasthat Martrace has a brilliant mind. 
But I expectyou knewthatalready.' 

'Of course, I knew she could read.'the mother said. 'She spends her life up in her room 
buried in some silly book.' 

'But does it not intrigue you.' Miss. Darling said, 'that a little five-year-old child is reading 
long adult novels by Dickensand Hemingway? Doesn'tthatmakeyoujumpup and down with 
excitement?' 

'Not particularly.' the mothersaid. 'I'm not in favorof bluestockinggirls. A girl should think 


about making herself look attractive so she can get a good husband later on. Looks are more important 
than books. Miss. Hunky.' 



'The name is Darling.' Miss. Darling said. 


'Now look at me.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 'Then look at you. You chose books. I chose looks.' 

Miss. Darling lookedatthe plain plump person with the smug suet-puddingface who was 
sitting across the room. 

'What did you say?' she asked. 

'I said you chose books and I chose looks.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 'And who's finished up the 
better off? Me. of course. I'm sitting pretty in a nice house with a successful businessman and you're left 
slaving away teaching a lot of nasty little children the ABC.' 

'Quite right, sugar-plum.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. casting a lookof such simperingsloppinessat 
his wife it would have made a cat sick. 

Miss. Darling decided that if she was going to get anywhere with these people, she must not 
lose her temper. 'I haven't told you all of it yet.' she said. 'Martrace. sofar as I can gather at this early 
stage, it is also a kind of mathematical genius. She can multiply complicated figures in her head like 
lightning.' 


'What's the point of that when you can buy a calculator?' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. 

'Agirl doesn'tgeta man by being brainy.' Ms. Dicksnotersaid. 

'Look at that film-star for instance.' she added, pointing at the silent MOVIE screen where a 
bosomy female was beingembraced by a craggy actor in the moonlight. 'You don't think shegot him to 
do that by multiplying figures at him. do you? Not likely. And now he's going to marry her. yo u see if he 
doesn't, and she'sgoing to live in a mansion with a butlerand lots of maids.' 

Miss. Darling could hardly believe whatshe was hearing. She had heard that parents like this 
existed all over the place and that their children turned out to be delinquents and dropouts, but it was 
still a shock to meet a pair of them in the flesh. 

'Martrace'strouble.'she said, trying once again, 'is that she is so far ahead of everyone else 
around her that it might be worth thinking about some extra kind of private tuition. I seriously believe 
that she could be brought up to university standard in two or three years with the proper coaching.' 



'University?' Mr. Dicksnotershouted. bouncing up in his chair. 'Who wantsto go to university 
for heaven'ssake! Allthey learn there are bad habits!' 

'That is not true.' Miss. Darling said. 'If you had a heart attack this minute and had to call a 
doctor, that the doctorwould be a university graduate. If you got suedforselling someone a rotten 
second-hand car. you'd have to get a lawyer and he'd be a university graduate, too. Do not despise 
clever people. Mr. Dicksnoter. But I can see we're not going to agree. I'm sorry I burst in on you like this.' 
Miss. Darling rose from herchair and walked out of the room. 

Mr. Dicksnoterfollowed herto the frontdoor and said. 

'Good ofyouto come. Miss. Hawkes. oris it Miss. Harris?' 

'It's neither.' Miss. Darling said, 'but let it go.' And away she went. 
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Throwing the Hammer 

'Have you met the Mcfartsyet?' Hortensia asked. 

'We've seen herat prayers.' Daseysaid. 'but we haven't met her.' 

'You've got a treat coming to you.' Hortensia said. 'She hates very small children. She, 
therefore, loathes the bottom class and everyone in it. She thinks five-year-olds are grubs that haven't 
yet hatched out.' 

In went another fistful of crisps and when she spoke again, out sprayed the crumbs. 'If you 
survive yourfirst year you may just manage to live through the rest of your time here. But many don't 
survive. They get carried out on stretchers screaming. I've seen it often.' Hortensia paused to observe 
the effectthese remarkswere having on the two titchy ones. Notvery much. Theyseemed pretty cool. 
So, the large one decided to regale them with furtherinformation. 

'I suppose you knowthe Mcfartshasa lockup cupboard in herprivate quarters called The 
Closet? Have you heard aboutthe closet?' 

Martrace and Dasey shooktheir headsand continued to gaze upat thegiant. Beingvery 
small, they have inclined to mistrust any creature that was larger than they were, especially senior girls. 



'The Closet.' Hortensia went on. 'is a very tall but very narrow cupboard. The floor is only ten 
inches square so you can't sit down or squat in it. 

You have to stand naked. 

And three of the walls are made of cement with bits of broken glass sticking out all over, so 
you can't lean against them. 

You have to stand more or less at attention all the time when you get locked up in there. It's 

terrible.' 


'Can't you lean against the door?' Martrace asked. 

'Don't be daft.' Hortensia said. 'The door's got thousandsof sharp spikey nails sticking out of 
it. They've been hammeredthroughfromthe outside, probably bythe 

Mcfarts herself.' 

'Have you ever been in there?' Dasey asked. 

'The first term I was in there six times.' Hortensia said. 

'Twice for a whole day and the othertimes fortwo hours each. But two hours is quite bad 
enough. It's pitch- dark and you have to stand up dead straight and if you wobble at all you getspiked 
eitherby theglass on the walls or the nails on the door. 

'Why were you put in?' Martrace asked. 'What hadyou done?' 

'The first time.' Hortensia said. 'I poured half a tin of Golden Syrup on to the seat of the chair 
the Mcfarts wasgoing to sit on at prayers. It was wonderful. When she lowered herself into the chair? 
There was a loud squelching noise similar to that made by a hippopotamus when lowering its foot into 
the mud on the banks of the Pompeii River. But you're too small and stupid to have read the Just So 
Stories, aren't you?' 

'I've read them.' Martrace said. 

'You're a liar.' Hortensia said amiably. 'You can't even read yet. But no matter. So, when the 
Mcfarts sat down on the Golden Syrup, the squelch was beautiful. And when she jumped up again, the 
chair sort of stuck to the seat of those awful green breeches she wears and came up with her for a few 



seconds until the thick syrup slowly came unstuck. Then she clasped her hands to the seat of her 
breechesand both handsgot covered in the muck. You should have heard herbellow.' 


'But how did she know it was you?' Dasey asked. 

'A little squirt called Ollie Bog-whistle sneaked on me.' 

Hortensiasaid. 'I knocked his front teeth out.' 

'And the Mcfarts put you in The Closet fora whole day?' Martrace asked, gulping. 

'All day long.' Hortensia said. 'I was off my rocker when she let me out. I was babbling like an 

idiot.' 


'What were the otherthingsyou did to get put in The Closet?' Dasey asked. 

'Oh, I can't rememberthem all now.' Hortensia said. She spoke with the air of an old warrior 
who has been in so many battles that bravery has become commonplace. 'It's all so long ago.' she added, 
stuffing more crisps into her mouth. 'Ah yes. I can remember one. Here's what happened. I chose a time 
when I knew the Mcfarts was out of the way of teaching the sixth-formers, and I put up my hand and 
asked to go to the bogs. But instead of going there. I sneaked into the Mcfarts's room. And aftera 
speedy search, I found the drawer where she keptall hergym knickers." 

'Go on.' Martrace said, spellbound. 'What happened next?' 

'I had sent away by post, you see. forthis very powerful itching powder.' Hortensiasaid. 'It 
cost 50p fora packetand was called The Skin-Scorcher. The label said it was made from the powdered 
teeth of deadly snakes, and it was guaranteed to raise welts the size of walnuts on your skin. So, I 
sprinkledthis stuff inside every pair of knickersin thedrawerand thenfoldedthemall up again 
carefully.' Hortensia paused to cram more crisps into her mouth. 

'Did it work?' Dasey asked. The nice thing about Martrace was that if you had met her 
casually and talked to her you would have thought she was a perfectly normal five-and-a-half-year-old 
child. She displayed almost no outward signs of her brilliance and she nevershowed off. 'This is a very 
sensible and quiet little girl.' you would have said to yourself. And unlessforsome reason you had 
started a discussion with her about literature or mathematics, you would never have known the extent 
of herbrain-power. 



It was therefore easyforMartraceto make friends with other children. All those in her class 


liked her. 


They knew of course that she was 'clever' because they had heard her being questioned by 
Miss. Darling on the first day of term. 

And they knew also that she was allowed to sit quietly with a book during lessons and not 
pay attention to the teacher. 

But children of their age do not search deeply for reasons. They are far too wrapped up in 
their own small strugglesto worry overmuch aboutwhatothersare doing and why. 
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Beforethefirstweekofterm was up. awesometalesaboutthe Headmistress. Miss. Mcfarts. 
began to filter through to the newcomers. Martrace and Dasey. standing in a corner of the playground 
during morning-breakon the third day. were approached by a rugged ten-year-old with a boil on her 
nose...called Hortensia. 

'New scum. I suppose.' Hortensia said to them, looking down from her great height. She was 
eating from an extra-large bag of potato crisps and digging the stuff out in handfuls. 'Welcome to bursal.' 
she added, spraying bits of crisp out of her mouth like snowflakes. 

The two tiny ones, confronted by this giant, kept a watchful silence. 

'Well.' Hortensia said, 'a few days later, during prayers, the Mcfarts suddenly started 
scratching herself like mad down below. Aha. I said to myself. Here we go. She's changed to a gym 
already. It was wonderfulto be sitting there watching it all and knowingthat I was the only person in the 
whole school who realized exactly what was going on inside the Mcfarts's pants. And I felt safe. too. I 
knew I couldn't be caught. Then the scratching got worse. 

She couldn't stop. She must have thought she had a wasp's nestdownthere. And then, right 
in the middle of the Lord's Prayer, she leaped up and grabbed her bottom and rushed out of the room.' 
Among Martrace's new-found friends was the girl called Dasey. Right from the first day of term the two 
of them started wandering around together during the morning break and in the lunch hour. Dasey was 
exceptionally small for herage. a skinny little nymph with deep-brown eyes and with dark hair that was 
cut in a fringe across herforehead. Martrace liked her because she was gutsy and adventurous. 



She liked Martracefor exactly the same reasons. Both Martrace and Dasey were enthralled. 
It was quite clear to themthat they were at this moment standing in the presence of a master. Here was 
somebody who had brought the art of skullduggery to the highest point of perfection, somebody, 
moreover, who was willing to risk life and limb in pursuit of her calling? They gazed in wonder at this 
goddess, and suddenly even the boil on her nose was no longer a blemish but a badge of courage. 

'But how did she catch you at that time?' Dasey asked, breathless with wonder. 

'She didn't.' Hortensiasaid. 'But I got a day in The Closet justthe same.' 

'Why?' They both asked. 

'The Mcfarts.' Hortensia said, 'has a nasty habit of guessing. When she doesn't know who the 
culprit is. she makes a guess at it. and the trouble is she's often right. I was the prime suspectthis time 
because of the Golden Syrup job. and although I knew she didn't have any proof, nothing I said made 
any difference. I keptshouting. 'Howcould I have done it. Miss. Mcfarts? I didn't even knowyou kept 
any spare knickers at school! I don't even know what itching powder is! I've never heard of it!' But the 
lying didn't help me in spite of the great performance I put on. The Mcfarts simply grabbed me by one 
ear and rushed me to The Closet at the double and threw me inside and locked the door. That was my 
second all-day stretch. It was absolute torture. I was spiked and cut all overwhen I came out.' 

'It's like a war.' Martrace said, overawed. 

'You'redarn right it's like a war.' Hortensia cried. 'Andthe casualties are terrific. We are the 
crusaders, the gallant army fighting for our lives with hardly any weapons at all and the 

Mcfarts is the Prince of Darkness, the Foul Serpent, the Fiery Dragon with all the weapons at 
hercommand. It's a tough life. We all try to support each other.' 

'You can rely on us.' Dasey said, making her height of three feet two inches stretch as tall as 

possible. 


'No. I can't.' Hortensiasaid. 'You're only shrimps. But you neverknow. We may find a use for 
you one day in some undercoverjob.' 

'Tell us justa little bit more aboutwhatshe does.' Martrace said. 'Please do.' 


'I mustn'tfrightenyou before you've been here aweek.' Hortensiasaid. 



'You won't.' Daseysaid. 'We maybe small but we're quite tough.' 

'Listen to this then.' Hortensiasaid. 'Only yesterday the Mcfarts caught a boy called Julius 
Rottwinkle eating Liquorice Allsorts during the scripture lesson and she simply picked him up by one arm 
and flung him clear out of the open classroom window. Our classroom is one floor up and we saw Julius 
Rottwinkle go sailing out over the garden like a Frisbee and landing with a thump in the middle of the 
lettuces. Then the Mcfarts turned to us and said. 'From nowon. anybody caught eating in class goes 
straight out the window.' 

'Did this Julius Rottwinkle breakany bones?' Dasey asked. 

'Onlya few.' Flortensiasaid. 'You've got to rememberthatthe Mcfarts once threw the 
hammer for Britain in the Olympics so she's very proud of her right arm.' 

'What's throwingthe hammer?' Dasey asked. 

'The hammer...' 

Flortensiasaid. 'is actually a ruddy great cannon-ballon the end of a long bit of wire, and the 
thrower whisks it round and round his or her head faster and faster and then lets it go. You have to be 
terrifically strong. 

The Mcfarts will throw anything around just to keep her arm in. especially children.' 

'Good heavens.' Daseysaid. 

'I once heard her say.' Flortensia went on. 'that a large boy is about the same weight as an 
Olympic hammer and therefore he's very useful for practicing with.' 

At that point, something strange happened. The playground, which up to then had been 
filled with shrieks and the shouting of children at play, all at once became silent as the grave. 'Watch 
out.' 


Flortensia whispered. Martrace and Dasey glanced around and saw the gigantic figure of Miss. 
Mcfarts advancing through the crowd of boys and girls with menacing strides. 

The children drew back hastily to let her through and her progress across the asphalt was like 


that of Moses going through the Red Sea when the waters parted. 



A formidable figure she was too. in her belted smock and green breeches. Below the knees, 
hercalf muscles stood out like grapefruits inside herstockings. 'AmandaThrippI' she was shouting. 'You. 
AmandaThripp. come herel' 

'Hold yourhats.' Hortensia whispered. 

'What's going to happen?' Dasey whispered back. 

'That idiot Amanda.' Hortensia said, 'has let herlong hair grow even longerduring the hols 
and hermotherhas plaited it into pigtails. Silly thingto do.' 

'Whysilly?' Martrace asked. 

'If the re's one thing the Mcf arts can't stand its pigtails.' Hortensia said. 

Martrace and Dasey saw the giant in green breeches advancing upon a girl of aboutten who 
had a pair of plaited golden pigtails hanging over her shoulders. Each pigtail had a blue satin bow at the 
end of it and it all looked very pretty. The girl wearingthe pigtails. AmandaThripp. stood quite still, 
watching the advancing giant, and the expression on her face was one that you might find on the face of 
a person who is trapped in a small field with an enraged bull that is charging flat-outtowards her. 

The girl wasglued to the spot, terror-struck, pop-eyed, quivering, knowingforcertain that 
the Day of Judgment had come for her at last. 

Miss. Mcfarts had now reached the victim and stood towering over her. 'I want those filthy 
pigtails off before you come backto school tomorrow!' she barked. 'Chop 'em off and throw 'em in the 
dustbin, you understand?' 

Amanda, paralyzed with fright, managed to stutter. 'My mummy likes them. She p-p-plaits 
them for me every morning.' 

'Your mummy's a twit!'the Mcfarts bellowed. She pointed a finger the size of salami at the 
child's head and shouted. 'You look like a rat with a tail coming out of its head!' 

'My m-m-mummy thinks I look lovely. Miss.T-T-Mcfarts.'Amanda stuttered, shaking like a 


blancmange. 



'I don't give a tinker's toot what your mummy thinks!'the Mcfartsyelled. and with that, she 
lunged forward and grabbed hold of Amanda's pigtails in her right fist and lifted the girl clear off the 
ground. Then she started swinging her round and round her head, faster and faster and Amanda was 
screamingblue murderand the 

Mcfarts was yelling. 'I'll... give you pigtails. You little rati' 

'Shades of the Olympics.' Hortensia murmured. 'She's getting up speed now just like she 
does with the hammer. Ten to one she's going to throw her.' 

And now the Mcfarts was leaning back against the weight of the whirling girl and pivoting 
expertly on hertoes. 

spinning round and round, and soon AmandaThripp was traveling so fastshe became a blur, 
and suddenly, with a mighty grunt, the Mcfarts letgo of the pigtails and Amandawent sailing like a 
rocket right overthe wire fence of the playground and high up into the sky. 

'Well thrown, sir!' someone shouted from across the playground. ...And Martrace. 

-And- 

Who was mesmerized by the whole foolish affair? saw AmandaThripp descending in a long 
graceful parabola on to the playing field beyond. She landed on the grass and bounced three times and 
finally came to rest. Then, amazingly, she sat up. She looked a trifle dazed and who could blame her. but 
after a minute or so she was on herfeet again and tottering back towards the playground. 

The Mcfarts stood in the playground dusting off her hands. 'Not bad.' she said, 'considering 
I'm not in strict training. Not bad at all.' Then she strode away. 

'She's mad.' Hortensia said. 

'But don'tthe parents complain?' Martrace asked. 

'Would yours?' Hortensia asked. 'I know mine wouldn't. She treats the mothers and fathers 
justthe same as the children and they're all scared to death of her. I'll be seeingyou sometime, you 
two.' And with that, she sauntered away. 


Dick Longcockand eating outthe Cherry pie 



'How can she get away with it?' Dasey said to Martrace. 'Surely the children go home and tell 
their mothers and fathers. I know my father would raise a terrific stink if I told him the Headmistress had 


grabbed me by the hair andslung meoverthe playground fence.' 

'No. he wouldn't.' Martrace said, 'and I'll tell you why. He simply wouldn't believe you.' 

'Of course, he would.' 

'He wouldn't.' Martrace said. 'And the reason is obvious. Your story would sound too 
ridiculous to be believed. And that is the Mcfarts's great secret.' 

'What is?' Dasey asked. 

Martrace said. 'Neverdo anything by halves if you want to get away with it. Be outrageous. 
Gothe whole hog. Make sure everythingyou do is so completely crazy it's unbelievable. No parentis 
going to believe this pigtail story, not in a million years. Mine wouldn't. They'd call me a liar.' 

'Inthat case.' Daseysaid. 'Amanda'smotherisn'tgoingto cut herpigtails off.' 

'No. she isn't.' Martrace said. 'Amanda will doit herself. 

You see if she doesn't.' 

'Do youthink she's mad?' Dasey asked. 

'Whom?' 

'The Mcfarts.' 

'No. I don't thinkshe's mad.' Martrace said. 'Butshe'svery dangerous. Beingin this school is 
like beingin a cage with a cobra. 

You have to beveryfastonyourfeet.' 

They got another example of how dangerous the Headmistress could be on the very next day. 
During lunch, an announcement was made that the whole school should go into the Assembly Hall and 
be seated as soon as the meal was over. 



when all the two hundred and fifty or so boys and girls were settled down in Assembly, the 
Mcfarts marched on to the platform. None of the otherteacherscame in with her. She was carrying a 
riding-crop in her right hand. 

She stood up there on centerstage in herlime breecheswith legs apart and riding-crop in 
hand, glaring at the sea of upturned faces before her. 

'What's going to happen?' Dasey whispered. 

'I don't know.' Martrace whispered back. 

The whole school waited for what was coming next. 

'Dick Longcockl' the Mcfarts barked suddenly. 

'Where is Dick Longcock?' 

A hand shot upamong the seated children. 

'Come up here!'the Mcfarts shouted. 'And look smart about itl' 

'Stand overtherel'the Mcfarts ordered, pointing. The boy stood to one side. He looked 
anxious. He knew very well he wasn't up there to be presented with a prize. He was watching the 
Headmistress with an exceedingly wary eye and he keptedgingfartherand fartherawayfrom her with 
little shuffles of his feet, rather as a rat might edge away from a terrier that is watching it from across 
the room. His plump flabby face had turned grey with fearful apprehension. His stockings hung about his 
ankles. 


'This clot.' boomed the Headmistress, pointingthe riding crop at him like a rapier, 'this 
blackhead, this foul carbuncle, this poisonous pustule thatyou see before you is none otherthan a 
disgustingcriminal. a denizen ofthe underworld, a memberofthe Mafia!' 

'Who. me?' Dick Longcock said, looking genuinely puzzled. 

'A thief!' the Mcfarts screamed. 'A crook! A pirate! A brigand! A rustler!' 

'Steady on.'the boy said. 'I mean, dash it all. 


Headmistress.' 



'Do you deny it. Your miserable little gumboil? Do you plead not guilty?' 


'I don't know what you're talking about.' the boy said, more puzzled than ever. 

An eleven-year-old boy who was decidedly large and round stood up and waddled briskly 
forward. He climbed up on to the platform. 'I'll tell you what I'm talking about, you suppurating little 
blister!' The Mcfarts shouted. 'Yesterday morning, during break, you sneaked like a serpent into the 
kitchen and stole a slice of my private chocolate Cherry pie from my tea-tray! That tray had just been 
prepared for me personally by the cooki It was my morningsnacki And as for the Cherry pie. 

it was my own private stock! That was not boy's Cherry pie! You don't think for one minute 
I'm going to eat the filth I give to you? That Cherry pie was made from real butterand real cream! And 
he. that robber-bandit, that safe-cracker, that highwayman standing overthere with his socks around 
his ankles stole it and ate it!' 
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'I neverdid.'the boy exclaimed, turningfrom greyto white. 'Don'tlie to me. Long cockl' 
barkedthe Mcfarts.'The cook saw youl What's more, she sawyou eating itl' 

The Mcfarts paused to wipe a fleck of froth from her lips. 

When she spoke again hervoice was suddenly softer, quieter. 

more friendly, and she leaned towards the boy. smiling. 'You like my special chocolate Cherry 
pie. don't you. 

Long cock? It's rich and delicious, isn't it. Long cock?' 

'Very good.' the boy mumbled. The words were out before he could stop himself. 

'You're right.' the Mcfarts said. 'It is very good. Therefore, I think you should congratulate the 
cook. When a gentleman has had a particularly good meal. Longcock. he always sends his compliments 
to the chef. You didn't knowthat. did you. Longcock? But those who inhabit the criminal underworld 
are not noted for their good manners.' 


The boy remained silent. 



'Cook!'the Mcfarts shouted, turning her head towards the door. 'Come here, cook! Long 
cock wishes to tell you how good your chocolate Cherry pie is!' 

The cook, a tall shriveled female who looked as though all of her body-juices had been dried 
out of her long ago in a hot oven, walked onto the platform wearing a dirty white apron. 

Her entrance had clearly been arranged beforehand by the Headmistress. 

'Nowthen. Longcock.'the Mcfarts boomed. 'Tell cook whatyou thinkof herchocolate 
Cherry pie.' 

'Very good.'the boy mumbled. You could see he was now beginningto wonderwhatall this 
was leading up to. The only thing he knewforcertain was that the law forbade the Mcfarts to hit him 
with the riding-crop that she keptsmackingagainst herthigh.That was some comfort, but not much 
because the Mcfarts was totally unpredictable. One never knew what she was going to do next. 

'Then go and get it. And bring a knife to cut it with.' 

The cook disappeared. Almost at once she was back again staggering under the weight of an 
enormous round chocolate Cherry pie on a china platter. The Cherry pie wasfully eighteen inches in 
diameterand it was covered with dark-brown chocolate icing. 

'Put it on the table.' the Mcfarts said. 

There was a small table center stage with a chair behind it. 

The cook placed the Cherry pie carefully on the table. 'Sit down. 

Longcock.' the Mcfarts said. 'Sit there.' 

The boy moved cautiously to the table and sat down. He stared at the gigantic Cherry pie. 

'There you are. Longcock.' the Mcfarts said, and once again her voice became soft, 
persuasive, even gentle. 'It's all for you. every bit of it. As you enjoyed that slice you had yesterday so 
very much. I ordered a cook to bake you an extra-large one all foryourself.' 

'Well, thankyou.'the boy said, totally bemused. 'Thankyou. cook.'the boy said shy-and fat¬ 


faced. 



'Thank cook, not me.' the Mcfarts said. 


The cook stood there like a shriveled bootlace, tight-lipped. 

Implacable, disapproving. She looked as though her mouth was full of lemon juice. 

'Come on then.'the Mcfarts said. 'Why don't you cut yourself a nice thick slice and try it?' 

'What? Now?'The boy said, cautious. He knew the re was a catch in this somewhere, but he 
wasn't sure where. 'Can't I take it home instead?' he asked. 'There you are. cook.'the Mcfarts cried. 
'Longcock likes your Cherry pie. He adoresyourCherry pie. Do you have any more of yourCherry pie you 
could give him?' 

'I do indeed.'the cook said. She seemed to have learned her lines by heart. 

'That would be impolite.' the Mcfarts said, with a crafty grin. 'You must show cookie here 
howgratefulyou are forall the trouble she'staken.' 

The boy didn't move. 

'Go on. get on with it.' The Mcfarts said. 'Cut a slice and taste it. 

We haven't got all day.' 

The boy picked up the knife and was about to cut into the Cherry pie when he stopped. He 
stared at the Cherry pie. Then he looked up at the Mcfarts. then at the tall stringy cook with her lemon- 
juice mouth. All the children in the hall were watchingtensely. waiting forsomethingto happen. They 
felt certain it must. The Mcfarts was not a person who would give someone a whole chocolate Cherry 
pie to eat just out of kindness. Many were guessing that it had been filled with pepper or castor-oil or 
some other foul-tasting substance that would make the boy violently sick. It might even be arsenic and 
he would be dead in ten seconds flat. Or perhaps it was a boobytrapped Cherry pie and the whole thing 
would blow up the moment it was cut. taking Dick Longcock with it. No one in the school put it past the 
Mcfarts to do any of these things. 

'I don't want to eat it.' the boy said. 


'Taste it. you little brat.'the Mcfarts said. 'You're insulting the cook.' 



Very gingerly the boybeganto cuta thin slice ofthe vast Cherry pie. Then he leveredthe 
slice out. Then he put down the knife and tookthe sticky thing in his fingers and started very slowly to 
eat it. 


'It's good, isn't it?' the Mcfarts asked. 

'Very good.'the boy said, chewingand swallowing. He finished the slice. 

'Have another.'the Mcfarts said. 

'That's enough, thank you.' the boy murmured. 

'I said to have another.'the Mcfarts said, and now the re was an altogether sharper edge to 
hervoice. 'Eat anotherslice! Do as you are told!' 

'I don'twant anotherslice.'the boy said. 

Suddenly the Mcfarts exploded. 'Eat!'she shouted, banging herthigh with the riding-crop. 'If 
I tell you to eat. you will eat! You wanted Cherry pie! You stole Cherry pie! And now you've got Cherry 
pie! What's more, you're going to eat it! You do not leave this platform and nobody leaves this hall until 
you have eaten the entire Cherry pie that is sitting there in front of you! 

Do I make myself clear? Long cock? Do you get my meaning?' 

The boy looked at the Mcfarts. Then he looked down at the enormous Cherry pie. 

'Eat! Eat! Eat-eat it all outl'the Mcfarts was yelling. Very slowly the boy cut himself another 
slice and began to eat it. 

Martrace was fascinated. 'Do you think he can do it?' she whispered to Dasey. 

'No.' Dasey whispered back. 'It's impossible. He'd be sick before he was halfway through.' 
The boy keptgoing. When he had finished the second slice, he looked at the Mcfarts. 

hesitating. 


'Eat this bitch out!'she shouted.'Greedy little thieves who like to eatCherrypie must have 
Cherry pie! Eat faster boy! Eat faster! We don'twant to be here all day! And don't stop like you're doing 



now! Next time you stop before it's all finished, you'll go straight to The Closet and I intend to lock the 
door and throw the key down the well!' 

The boy cut the third slice and started to eat it. He finished this one quicker than the other 
two and when that was done, he immediately picked up the knife and cut the next slice. In some 
peculiar way, he seemed to be getting into his stride. 

Martrace- watching closely, saw no signs of distress in the boy yet. 

If anything, he seemed to be gathering confidence as he went along. 'He's doing well.' she 
whispered to Dasey. 

'He'll be sick soon.' Dasey whispered back. 'It's going to be horrid.' 

When Dick Longcock had eaten his way through half of the entire enormous Cherry pie. he 
paused for just a couple of seconds and took several deep breaths. 

The Mcfarts stood with hands-on-hips, glaring at him. 'Silence I' shouted the Mcfarts. 

The boy cuts himself anotherthick slice and started eating it fast. There were still no signs of 
flagging or giving up. He certainly did not look as though he was about to stop and cry out. 'I can't. I can't 
eat anymore! I'm going to be sick!' He was still in there running. 

'Geton with it!' she shouted. 'Eat it up!' 

Suddenly the boy let out a gigantic belch that rolled around the Assembly Hall like thunder. 
Many of the audience began to giggle. 

And now a subtle change was coming over the two hundred and fifty watching children in 
the audience. Earlier on. they had sensed impendingdisaster. They had prepared themselvesforan 
unpleasantscene in which the wretched boy. stuffed to the gills with cherry pie. would have to 
surrender and beg for mercy and then they would have watched the triumphant Mcfarts forcing more 
and still more Cherry pie into the mouth of the breathless boy. Unexpectedly someone shouted. 'Come 
on Brucie! You can makeitl'Nota bitofit. Dick Longcock was three-quarters of the way through and 
still going strong. One sensed that he was almost beginning to enjoy himself. He had a mountain to 
climb and he was jolly well going to reach the top or die in the attempt. What is more? he had now 



become very conscious of his audience and of how they were all silently rooting for him. This was 
nothing less than a battle between him and the mighty Mcfarts. 

The Mcfarts wheeled around and yelled. 'Silence!'The audience watched intently. They were 
thoroughly caught up in the contest. They were longing to start cheering but they didn't dare. 

'I think he's going to make it.' Martrace whispered. 

'I think so too.' Dasey whispered back. 'I wouldn't have believed anyone in the world could 
eat the whole of a Cherry pie that size.' 

'The Mcfarts doesn't believe it either.' Martrace whispered. 'Look at her. She's turning 
redder and redder. She's going to kill him if he wins.' 

The boy was slowing down now. There was no doubt about that. But he kept pushing the 
stuff into his mouth with the dogged perseveranceof a long-distance runner who has sighted the 
finishing-line and knows he must keep going. As the very last mouthful disappeared, a tremendous 
cheer rose up from the audience and children were leaping on to their chairs and yelling and clapping 
and shouting. 'Well done 

Brucie! Good for you. Brucie! You've won a gold medal. 

Bruciel' 

The Mcfarts stood motionless on the platform. Her great horsy face had turned the color of 
molten lava and her eyes we re glittering with fury. She glared at Dick Longcock who was sitting on his 
chair like some huge overstuffed grub, replete, comatose, unable to move orto speak. Afine sweat was 
beading his forehead butthere wasa grin of triumph on his face. 

Suddenly the Mcfarts lunged forward and grabbed the large empty china platter on which 
the Cherry pie had rested. She raised it high in the air and brought it down with a crash right on the top 
of the wretched Dick Longcock's head and pieces flew all over the platform. 

The boy was by now so full of Cherry pie he was like a sackful of wet cement and you 
couldn't have hurt him with a sledgehammer. He simply shook his head a fewtimesand wenton 
grinning. 'Goto blazes!' screamed the Mcfarts and she marched off the platform followed closely by the 
cook. 



Dasey 


'What if thejug's notin the kitchen?' Daseyasked. 

'There are a dozen Headmistress'sjugs and glasses in the kitchen.' Miss. Darling said. 'They 
are used all overthe school.' 

'I won'tforget.' Dasey said. 'I promise I won't.' 

Already Dasey's scheming mind was going overthe possibilities that this water-jug job had 
opened up for her. She longed to do something truly heroic. She admired the older girl Hortensia to 
distraction for the daring deeds she had performed in the school. She also admired Martrace who had 
sworn her to secrecy about the parrot job she had brought off at home, and also, the great hair-oil 
switch which had bleached herfather's hair. It was herturn nowto become a heroine if only she could 
come up with a brilliant plot. 

On the way home from school that afternoon she began to mull overthe various possibilities, 
and when at last the germ of a brilliant idea hit her. she began to expand on it and lay her plans with the 
same kind of care the Duke of Wellington had done before the Battle of Waterloo. Admittedly the 
enemy on this occasion wasnot Jace. 

But you would never have got anyone at Crunchem Hall to admit that the Headmistress was 
a lessformidablefoethanthefamous 

Frenchman. The great skill would have to be exercised. Dasey told herself, and great secrecy 
observed if she was to come out of this exploitalive. 

There was a muddy pond at the bottom of Dasey's garden and this was the home of a colony 
of newts. The newt, although fairly common in English pounds, is not often seen by ordinary people 
because it is a shyand murky creature. It is an incredibly ugly gruesome-lookinganimal. rather like a 
baby crocodile but with a shorter head. It is quite harmless but doesn't look it. It is about six inches long 
and very slimy, with a greenish-grey skin on top and an orange-colored belly underneath. It is. in fact, an 
amphibian, which can live in or out of the water. 

That evening Dasey went to the bottom of the garden determined to catch a newt. They are 
swiftly-moving animals and not easy to get hold of. She lay on the bank for a longtime waiting patiently 
until she spotted a whopper. Then, using herschool hat as a net. she swooped and caught it. She had 



lined her pencil-box with pond-weed ready to receive the creature, but she discovered that it was not 
easy to get the newt out of the hat and into the pencil-box. It wriggled and squirmed like quicksilver and 
apart from that, the box was only just long enough to take it. When she did get it in at last, she had to be 
careful not to trap its tail in the lid when she slid it closed. A boy next door called Graceie Entwistle had 
told her that if you chopped off a newt's tail, the tail stayed alive and grew into another newt ten times 
bigger than the first one. It could be the size of an alligator. Dasey didn't quite believe that, but she was 
not prepared to risk it happening. 

Eventually, she managed to slide the lid of the pencil-box right home and the newt washers. 
Then, on second thoughts, she opened the lid just the tiniest fraction so that the creature could breathe. 

The nextday she carried hersecretweaponto school in hersatchel. She was tingling with 
excitement. She was longing to tell Martrace about her plan of battle. In fact, she wanted to tell the 
whole class. But shefinally decidedto tell nobody. Itwas betterthatway because then noone. even 
when putunderthe most severe torture, would be able to name heras the culprit. 

Lunchtime came. Today it was sausages and baked beans. Dasey's favorite, but she couldn't 

eat it. 


'Are you feeling all right. Dasey?' Miss. Darling asked from the head of the table. 

'I had such a huge breakfast.' Dasey said. 'I really couldn't eat a thing.' 

(The WeeklyTest) 

At two o'clock sharp the class assembled, including Miss. Darling noted that the jugof water 
and the glass were in the proper place. Then she took up a position standing right at the back. Everyone 
waited. Suddenly in marched the gigantic figure of the Headmistress in her belted smock and green 
breeches. 


'Good afternoon, children.' she barked. 

'Good afternoon. Miss. Mcfarts.'they chirruped. 

The Headmistress stood before the class, legs apart; hands-on-hips, glaring at the small boys 


and girls whosat nervously attheir desks in frontof her. 



'Not a very pretty sight.' she said. Her expression was one of utter distaste, as though she 
were looking at something a dog had done in the middle of the floor. 'What a bunch of nauseating little 
warts you are.' 

Everyone had the sense to stay silent. 

'It makes me vomit.'she went on. 'To think that I am going to have to put up with a load of 
garbage like you in my school for the next six years. I can see that I'm going to have to expel as many of 
you as possible as soon as possible to save myself from going around the bend.' She paused and snorted 
severaltimes. It was a curious noise. You can hearthe same sort of thing if you walk through a riding- 
stable when the horses are being fed. 'I suppose.'she went on. 'your mothers and fathers tell you-you're 
wonderful. Well. I am hereto tell you the opposite, and you'd better believe me. Stand up, everybody!' 

They all got quickly to their feet. 

'Now put your hands out in frontof you. And as I walk past, I want you to turn them over so I 
can see if theyare clean on both sides.' 

The Mcfarts began a slow march along the rows of desks inspectingthe hands. All went well 
until she came to a small boy in the second row. 'What's yourname?' she barked. 

'Tom.'the boy said. 

'Tom what?' 

'Tom Hicks.'the boy said. 

'Tom Hicks what?'the Mcfarts bellowed. She bellowed so loud she nearly blewthe little chap 
out of the window. 

'That's it.' Tom said. 'Unlessyou want my middle names as well.' He was a brave little fellow 
and one could see that he was trying not to be scared by the Gorgon whotowered above him. 

'I do not want your middle names, you blisterl'the Gorgon bellowed. 'What is my name?' 

'Miss. Mcfarts.'Tom said. 


'Then use it when you address me! Now then, let's try again. What is your name?' 



'Tom Hicks. Miss. Mcfarts.' Tom said. 


'That's better.'the Mcfarts said. 'Your hands are filthy. 

Tom! When did you last wash them?' 

'Well, let me think.'Tom said. 'That's rather difficult to remember exactly. It could have been 
yesterday or it could have been the day before.' 

The Mcfarts's whole body and face seemed to swell up as though she were being inflated by 
a bicycle pump. 

'I knew it!' she bellowed. 'I knew as soon as I saw you that you were nothing but a piece of 
filth I What is your father's job? a sewage-worker?' 

'He's a doctor.' Tom said. 'And a jolly good one. He says we're all so covered with bugs 
anywaythat a bit of extradirt neverhurtsanyone.' 

'I'm glad he's not my doctor.'the Mcfarts said. 'And why. might I ask. is there a baked bean 
on thefrontof yourshirt?' 

'We had them for lunch. Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'And do you usually put yourlunch on thefrontof yourshirt. Tom? Is that whatthis famous 
doctor father of yours has taught you to do?' 

'Baked beansare hard to eat. Miss. Mcfarts.They keepfalling off myfork.' 

'You are disgusting!'The Mcfarts bellowed. 'You are a walking germ-factory! I don't wish to 
see any more of you today! Go and stand in the corneron one leg with yourface to the wall!' 

'But Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'Don't argue with me. boy. or I'll make you stand on your head I Now do as you're told!' 

Tom went. 

'Now stay where you are. boy. while I test you on your spelling to see if you've learned 
anything at all this past week. And don'tturn around when you talk to me. Keepyournasty little face to 
the wall. Nowthen. spell'write.'' 



'Which one?'Tom asked. 'The thing you do with a pen or the one that means the opposite of 
wrong?' He happened to bean unusually bright child and his mother had worked hard with him at home 
on spelling and reading. 

'The one with the pen. you little fool.' 

Tom spelled it correctly which surprised the Mcfarts. She thought she had given him a very 
tricky word, one that he wouldn'tyet have learned, and she was peeved that he had succeeded. 

Then Tom said, still balancing on one leg and facing the wall. 'Miss. Darling taught us howto 
spell a new very long word yesterday.' 

'And whatword was that?' the Mcfarts asked softly.The softer her voice became, the 
greaterthe danger, but Tom wasn'tto knowthis. 

''Difficulty.''Tom said. 'Everyone in the class can spell 'difficulty' now.' 

'What nonsense.' the Mcfarts said. 'You are not supposed to learn long words like that until 
you are at least eight or nine. And don't try to tell me everybody in the class can spell that word. You are 
lying to me. Tom.' 

'Testsomeone.'Tomsaid.takingan awfulchance. 'Test anyone you like.' 

The Mcfarts's dangerous glittering eyes roved around the classroom. 'You.' she said, pointing 
at a tiny and rather daft little girl called Prudence. 'Spell 'difficulty.'' 

Amazingly. Prudence spelled it correctly and without a moment's hesitation. 

The Mcfarts was properly taken aback. 'Humph I' she snorted. 'And I suppose Miss. Darling 
wasted the whole of one lesson teaching you to spell that one single word?' 

'Oh no. she didn't.' piped Tom. 'Miss. Darling taught it to us in three minutes so we'll never 
forget it. She teaches us lots of words in three minutes.' 

'And what exactly is this magic method. Miss. Darling?' asked the Headmistress. 

'I'll showyou.'piped upthe braveTom again, coming to Miss. 


Darling's rescue. 'Can I put my other foot down and turn around; please, while I showyou?' 



'You may do neither!'snapped the Mcfarts. 'Stay as you are and show me just the same I' 


'All right.' said Tom. wobbling crazily on his one leg. 'Miss. Darling gives us a little song about 
each word and we all sing it togetherand we learn to spell it in no time. Would you like to hearthe song 
about'struggle'?' 

'I should be fascinated.'the Mcfarts said in a voice drippingwith sarcasm. 

'Here it is.' Tom said. 

'Ms.D. Ms.l. Ms.FFI 

Ms.C. Ms.U. Ms.LTY. 

Or M- i- ss-i- ss-1- pp-1- we go that on the other day... 

That spells struggle.' 

'How perfectly outlandish!'snortedthe Mcfarts. 'Whyareall these women married?And 
anyway, you're not meantto teach poetry when you're teaching spelling. Cut it out in the future. Miss. 
Darling.' 


'But it does teach them some of the harder words wonderfully well.' Miss. Darling murmured. 

'Don't argue with me. Miss. Darling!' the Headmistress thundered. 'Just do as you're told! I 
intend to now test the class on the multiplication tables to see if Miss. Darling has taught you anything 
at all in that direction.' The Mcfarts had returned to her place in front of the class, and her diabolical 
gaze was moving slowly along the rows of tiny pupils. 'You!' she barked, pointing at a small boy called 
Graceie in the front row. 'What are the two sevens?' 

'Sixteen.' Graceie answered with foolish abandon. 

The Mcfarts started advancingslow and soft-footed upon Graceie inthe mannerof a tigress 
stalking a small deer. Graceie suddenly became aware of the dangersignalsand quickly tried again. 'It's 
eighteen!' he cried. 'Two sevens are eighteen, not sixteen I' 

'Your ignorant little slug!' The Mcfarts bellowed. 'You witlessweed! You empty-headed 
hamster! You- a stupid glob of glue!' She had now stationed herself directly behind Graceie. and 
suddenly she extended a hand the size of a tennis racquet and grabbed all the hair on Graceie's head in 



herfist. Graceie had a lot of golden-colored hair. His motherthought it was beautifulto behold and took 
delight in allowing it to grow extra-long. The Mcfarts had as great a dislike forlong hair on boys as she 
had forplaits and pigtails on girls and she wasaboutto show it. Shetooka firm grip on Graceie's long 
golden tresses with her giant hand and then, by raising her muscular right arm. she lifted the helpless 
boy clean out of his chair and held him aloft. 

Graceie yelled. He twisted and squirmed and kicked the air and went on yelling like a stuck 
pig. and Miss. Mcfarts bellowed. 'Two sevens are fourteen I Two sevens are fourteen! 

I am not letting you go till you say it!' 

From the back of the class. Miss. Darling cried out. 'Miss. Mcfarts! Please let him down! 
You're hurtinghim! All his hair might come out!' 

'And well it might if he doesn't stop wriggling!' snortedthe Mcfarts. 'Keep still, you squirming 

worm!' 


It really was a quite extraordinary sight to see this giant Headmistress danglingthe small boy 
high in the air and the boy spinning and twisting like somethingon the end of a string and shrieking his 
head off. 


'Say it!' bellowed the Mcfarts. 'Say two sevens are fourteen! 

Hurry up or I'll start jerking you up and down and then your hair really will come out and 
we'll have enough of it to stuff a sofa! Get on with it boy! Say two sevens are fourteen and I'll let you go!' 

'T-t-two s-sevens are f-f-fourteen.' gasped Graceie. whereupon the Mcfarts. true to her word, 
opened her hand and quite literally let him go. He was a long way off the ground when she released him 
and he plummeted to earth and hit the floorand bounced like a football. 

'I don't like small people.' she was saying. 'Small people should never be seen by anybody. 
Theyshould be kept out of sight in boxes like hairpins and buttons. I cannotforthe life of me see why 
children have to take so long to grow up. I thinktheydoit on purpose.' 

Another extremely brave little boy in the front row spoke up and said. 'But surely you were a 
small person once. Miss. Mcfarts. weren'tyou?' 


'Get up and stop whimpering.'The Mcfarts barked. 



Graceie got up and went back to his desk massaging his scalp with both hands. The Mcfarts 
returned to the front of the class. The children sat there hypnotized. None of them had seen anything 
quite like this before. It was splendid entertainment. It was betterthan a pantomime, but with one big 


difference. In this room, there was an enormous human bomb in frontof them which was liable to 
explode and blow someone to bits any moment. The children's eyes we re riveted on the Headmistress. 

'I was nevera small person.' she snapped. 'I have been large all my life and I don't see why 
others can't be the same way.' 

'But you must have started out as a baby.' the boy said. 

'Me! A baby!' shouted the Mcfarts. 'How dare you suggest such a thing! What cheek! What 
infernal insolence! What's yourname? 

boy? And stand up when you speak to me!' 

The boy stood up. 'My name is Jennie Ink. Miss. Mcfarts.' He said. 

'Jennie what?' The Mcfarts shouted. 

'Ink.'the boy said. 

'Don't bean ass. boy! There's no such name!' 

'Lookin the phone book.'Jenniesaid. 'You'll see myfatherthere underInk.' 

'Very well, then.'the Mcfarts said. 'You may be Ink.youngman. but letme tell you 
something. You're not indelible. I'll very soon rub you out if you try getting cleverwith me. Spell what.' 

'I don't understand.'Jennie said. 'What do you want me to spell?' 

'Spell what, you idiot! Spell the word 'what'!' 'W. 0. Tttta.' Jennie said, answering too quickly. 

There was a nasty silence. 

'I'll give you one more chance.'The Mcfarts said, not moving. 

'Ah yes. I know.'Jennie said. 'It's got an H in it. W. H. 0- 0. T. It's easy.'That is when she 
throws her out the window... by her underwire...the class stops as she makes her way back to class to 
do it all over... 



In two large strides, the Mcfarts was behind Jennie's desk, and there she stood, a pillar of 
doom towering over the helpless boy. Jennie glanced fearfully back over his shoulder at the monster. 'I 
was right, wasn't I?' he murmured nervously. 'You were wrong!' the Mcfarts barked. 'In fact, you strike 
me as the sort of poisonous little pockmarkthat will always bewronglYou sitwronglYou look wrong! 
You speak wrong! You arewrongall around! I will give you one more chance to be right! Spell 'what'!' 

Jennie hesitated. Then he said very slowly. 'It's not W. 0. T. and it's not W. H. 0. T. is there an 
E on the end or no? Maybe...Ah. I know. It must be W. H. O. T. T.' 

Standingbehind Jennie, the Mcfarts reached out and took hold of the boy's two ears, one 
with each hand, pinching them between forefingerand thumb. 

'Ow!'Jennie cried. 'Ow! You're hurting me!' 

'I haven't started yet.'the Mcfarts said energetically. As well as now. taking a firm grip on his 
two ears, she lifted him bodily out of his seat and held him aloft. 

Like Graceie before her. Jennie squealed the house down. 

From the back of the classroom Miss. Darling cried out. 'Miss. 

Mcfarts! Don't! Please let him go! His ears might come off!' 

'They'll nevercome off.' the Mcfarts shouted back. 'I have discovered through long 
experience. Miss. Darling, that the ears of small boys are stuck very firmly to their heads.' 'Let hergo. 
Miss. Mcfarts. please.' begged Miss. Darling. 'You could damage him. you really could! You could wrench 
them right off!' 

'Ears nevercome off!'the Mcfarts shouted. 'They stretch most stunningly, like these are 
doing now. buti can assure you they nevercome off!' 

Jennie was squealing louderthan everand pedaling the air with his legs. 

Martrace had never before seen a boy. or anyone else forthat matter, held aloft by his ears 
alone. Like Miss. Darling, she felt sure both ears we re going to come off at any moment with all the 
weightthat wason them. 



The Mcfarts was shouting. 'The word 'what' is spelled W. H. A. T. Now spell it. you little dick- 


wart!' 


Jennie didn't hesitate. He had learned from watching Graceie a few minutes before thatthe 
quickeryou answered the quickeryou were released. 'W. H. A. T.' he squealed. 

'Spells what!' 

Still holding him by the ears, the Mcfarts lowered him back into his chair behind his desk. 

Then she marched back to the front of the class, dusting off her hands one against the other like 
someone who has been handlingsomething rathergrimy. 

There's nothing like a little meandering and fidgeting to encourage them to remember things. 
It concentrates their minds delightfully.' 'That's the way to make them learn. Miss. Darling.' she said. 

'You take it from me. it's no good justtelling them. You've got to hammer it into them. 

'You could dothem permanentdamage. Miss. Mcfarts.' Miss. Darling cried out. 

'Oh. I have. I'm quite sure I have.' the Mcfarts answered. 

grinning. 'Jennie's ears will have stretched quite considerably in the last couple of minutes! 
They'll be much longer nowthan they were before. There's nothing wrong with that. Miss. Darling. It'll 
give him an interesting pixie lookforthe rest of his life.' 

'But Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'Oh. do shut up. Miss. Darling! You're as wet as any of them. If you can't cope in here then 
you can go and find a job in some cotton wool private school for rich brats. When you have been 
teachingfor as long as I have, you'll realize that it's no good at all being kind to children. Read Nicholas 
Nickleby. Miss. Darling, by Mr. Dickens. 

Read about Mr. Wakeford Squeers;the admirable head master of Sotheby's Hall. He knew 
howto handle the little brutes, didn't he! He knew how to use birch, didn't he! He kept their backsides 
so warm you could have fried eggs and bacon on them! Afine book. that. But I don'tsup pose this bunch 
of morons we've got here will ever read it because by the look of them they are never going to learn to 
read anything!' 

'I've read it.' Martrace said quietly. 



The Mcfarts flicked her head around and looked carefully at the small girl with dark hair and 


deep brown eyes sitting in the second row. 'What did you say?' she asked sharply. 

'I said I've read it. Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'Read what?' 

'Nicholas Nickleby. Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'You are lying to me. madam!'the Mcfarts shouted, glaring at Martrace. 'I doubtthere is a 
single child in the entire school who has read that book, and here you are. an unhatched shrimp sitting 
in the lowest form there is. trying to tell me a whopping great lie like that! Why do you do it? You must 
take me fora fool! Do you take me for a fool? child?' 

'Well.' Martrace said, then she hesitated. She would like to have said. 'Yes. I jolly well do.' 
but that would have been suicide. 'Well.' she said again, still hesitating, still refusingto say 'No.' 

The Mcfarts sensed whatthe child was thinkingand she didn't like it. 'Stand up when you 
speak to me!' she snapped. 

'What is your name?' 

Martrace stood up and said. 'My name is Martrace Dicksnoter. Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'Dicksnoter. is it?' the Mcfarts said. 'In that case, you must be the daughterof that man who 
owns Dicksnoter Motors?' 

'Yes. Miss. Mcfarts.' 

'He's a crook!'the Mcfarts shouted. 'A week ago, he sold me a second-hand car that he said 
was almost new. I thought he was a splendid fellowthen. But this morning, while I was driving that car 
through the village, the entire engine fell out on to the road! The whole thing was filled with sawdust! 
The man's a thief and a robber! I'll have his skin for sausages, you see if I don't!' 

'He's clever at his business.' Martrace said. 

'Clever my foot!' the Mcfarts shouted. 'Miss. Darling tells me that you are meant to be clever, 
too! Well, madam. I don't like clever people! They are all crooked! You are most certainly crooked! 

Before I fell out with yourfather. he told me some very nasty stories aboutthe way you behaved at 



home! But you'd better not try anything in this school, young lady. I intend to be keeping a very careful 
eye on you from now on. 


Sit down and keep quiet.' 

The First Miracle Martracesat down again at her desk. The Mcfarts seated herself behind the 
teacher's table- muting to herself yes make-fun of my name. It was the first time she had sat down 
during the lesson. Then she reached outa handand tookhold of herwater-jug. Still holdingthe jugby 
the handle but not lifting it yet. she said. 'I have never been able to understand why small children are 
so disgusting. They are the bane of my life. They are like insects. They should begot rid of as early as 
possible. We get rid of flies with fly-spray and by hanging up fly-paper. I have often thought of inventing 
a spray for getting rid of small children. How splendid it would be to walk into this classroom with a 
gigantic spray-gun in my hands and start pumping it. Or betterstill. some huge strips of sticky paper. I 
would hang them all around the school and you'd all get stuck to them and that would be the end of it. 
Wouldn't that be a good idea? 

Miss. Darling?' 

'If it's meantto be a joke. Headmistress. I don'tthink it's a veryfunnyone.' Miss. Darling said 
from the back of the class. 'You wouldn't, would you. Miss. Darling.' the Mcfarts said. 'And it's not meant 
to be a joke. My idea of a perfect school. Miss. Darling, is one that has no children in it at all. One of 
these days I intend to start up a school like that. I think it will be very successful.' 

The woman's mad. Miss. Darling was telling herseIf.She'sround-the twist.She'sthe one 
who ought to be got rid of. 

The Mcfarts now lifted the large blue porcelain waterjug and poured some water into her 
glass. And suddenly, with the water, out came the long slimy newt straight into the glass, plop! 

The Mcfarts let outa yell and leaped off her chair as though a firecracker had gone off 
underneath her. And nowthe children also saw the long thin slimy yellow-bellied lizardlike creature 
twisting and turning in the glass, and they squirmed and jumped about as well, shouting. 'What is it? 

Oh. it's disgusting! It's a snake! It's a baby crocodile! It's an alligatorl' 

'Lookout. Miss. Mcfarts!' cried Dasey. 'I'll bet it bites!' 



The Mcfarts. this mighty female giant, stood there in hergreen breeches, quivering like a 
blancmange. She was especially furious that someone had succeeded in making her jump and yell like 
that because she prided herself on hertoughness. She stared atthe creature twisting and wriggling in 
the glass. Curiously enough, she had neverseen a newt before. Natural history was not herstrong point. 
She hadn't thefaintestidea what this thing was. It certainly looked extremely unpleasant. Slowly she sat 
down again in herchair. 

She looked at this moment more terrifyingthan ever before. The fires of fury and hatred 
were smoldering in hersmall black eyes. 

'Martracel' she barked. 'Stand upl' 

'Who. me?' Martrace said. 'What have I done?' 

'Stand up. you disgusting little cockroach!' 

'I haven't done anything. Miss. Mcfarts. honestly, I haven't. I've neverseenthatslimything 

before!' 


'Stand up at once;you-filthy little maggotSHITI' 

Reluctantly. Martrace got to herfeet. She was in the second row. Dasey was in the row 
behind her. feeling a bit guilty. She hadn't intended to get her friend into trouble. On the other hand, 
she was certainly notabout to own up. 

"You are vile, repulsive, repellent, malicious little brute!'the Mcfarts was shouting. 'You are 
not fit to be in this school! You ought to be behind bars, that's where you ought to be! I intend to have 
you drummed out of this establishment in utter disgrace! I intend to have the prefects chase you down 
the corridor and out of the front-door with hockey-sticks! I intend to have the staff escort you home 
underarmedguard! Andthen I intendto make absolutely sure youare sentto a reformatoryfor 
delinquentgirls for a minimum of forty years!' 

The Mcfarts was in such a rage that her face had taken on a boiled color and little flecks of 
froth were gathering at the corners of her mouth. Nevertheless, she was not the only one who was 
losing her cool. Martrace was also beginning to see red. She didn't in the least mind being accused of 
having done somethingshe had actually done. She could see the justice of that. It was. however, a 
totally new experience for her to be accused of a crime that she definitely had not committed. She had 



had absolutely nothingto do with that beastly creature in the glass. By golly, she thought, that rotten 
Mcfarts isn't going to pin this one on me! 


'I did notdo it!' she screamed. 

'Ohyes. you did!'the Mcfarts roared back. 'Nobody else could have thought up a trick like 
that! Yourfatherwas right to warn me about youi'The woman seemed to have lost control of herself 
completely. She was ranting like a maniac. 'You are finished in this school, young lady!' she shouted. 
'You are finished everywhere. I intend to personally see to it that you are put away in a place where not 
even the crows can land their droppings on you! You will probably never see the light of day again I' 

'I'm telling you I did not do iti' Martrace screamed. 'I've nevereven seen a creature like that 

in my life!' 


'You have put a. a. a crocodile in my drinking water!'the Mcfarts yelled back. 'There is no 
worse crime in the world against a Headmistress! Now sit down and don't say a word! Go on. sit down 
at once!' 


'But I'm telling you.' Martrace shouted, refusing to sit down. 

'I am telling you to shut up!' the Mcfarts roared. 'If you don't shut up at once and sit down, I 
intend to remove my be It and let you have it with the end that has the buckle!' 

Slowly Martrace sat down. Oh. the rottenness of itall! The unfairness! Howdare they expel 
her for something she hadn't done! 

Martrace felt herselfgetting angrier, and angrier, and angrier, so unbearably angry that 
something was bound to explode inside her very soon. 

The newt was still squirming in the tall glass of water. It looked horribly uncomfortable. The 
glass was not big enough for it. Martrace glared at the Mcfarts. How she hated her. She glared at the 
glass with the newt in it. She longed to march up and grab the glass and tip the contents, newtand all. 
over the Mcfarts's head. She trembled to think what the Mcfarts would do to her if she did that. 

The Mcfarts was sitting behind the teacher's table starting with a mixture of horror and 
fascination at the newt wriggling in the glass. Martrace's eyes were also riveted on the glass. And now. 
quite slowly, there began to creep over Martrace a most extraordinary and peculiar feeling. The feeling 



was mostly in the eyes. A kind of electricity seemed to begatheringinside them. A sense of power was 
brewing in those eyes of hers, a feeling of great strength was settling itself deep inside her eyes. But 
there was also another feeling which was something else altogether, and which she could not 
understand. Itwaslike flashes of lightning. 

Little waves of lightning seemed to be flashing out of her eyes. Her eye balls were beginning 
to get hot. as though vast energy was building up somewhere inside them. It was an amazing sensation. 
She kept her eyes steadily on the glass, and now the power was concentrating in one small part of each 
eye and growing stronger and stronger and it felt as though millions of tiny little invisible arms with 
hands-on them were shooting out of her eyes towards the glass she was staring at. 'Tip it I' Martrace 
whispered. 'Tip it overl' 

She saw the glass wobble. It actually tilted backward a fraction of an inch, then righted itself 
again. She kept pushingat it with all those millions of invisible little arms and handsthat were reaching 
out from her eyes, fee ling the power that was flashing straight from the two little black dots in the very 
centers of her eyeballs. 

'Tip it!' she whispered again. 'Tip it overl' 

Once more the glass wobbled. She pushed harder still, willing her eyes to shoot out more 
power. Andthen;very-veryslowly.soslowly she could hardly see it happening, the glass beganto lean 
backward, farther and farther and farther back until it was balancing on just one edge of its base. And 
there it teetered for a few seconds beforefinally toppling over and falling with a sharp tinkle on to the 
desktop. The water in it and the squirming newt splashed out all over Miss. Mcfarts's enormous bosom. 
The headmistress let out a yell that must have rattled every window-pane in the building and for the 
second time in the last five minutes she shot out of her chair like a rocket. The newt clutched 
desperately at the cotton smock where it covered the great chest and there it clung with its little claw- 
like feet. The Mcfarts looked down and saw it and she bellowed even louderand with a swipe of her 
hand, she sent the creature flying across the classroom. It landed on the floor beside Dasey's desk and 
very quickly she ducked down and picked it up and put it into her pencil-boxforanothertime. A newt, 
she decided. Itwas a usefulthingto have around. 

The Mcfarts. herface more like a boiled ham than ever, was standing before the class 
quivering with fury. Her massive bosom was heaving in and out and the splash of water down the front 
of it made a dark wet patch that had probably soaked right through to her skin. 



'Who did it?' she roared. 'Come on! Own up! Step forward I You won't escape this time I Who 


is responsible for this dirty job? Who pushed over this glass?' 

Nobody answered. The whole room remained silent as a tomb. 

'Martracel' she roared. 'Itwas you! I know it was you!' 

Martrace. in the second row. sat very still and said nothing. A strangefeelingof serenity and 
confidence was sweeping over he rand all of a sudden, she found that she was frightened by nobody in 
the world. With the powerof her eyes alone she had compelled a glass of waterto tip and spill its 
contents over the horrible Headmistress, and anybody who could do that could do anything. 

'Speak up. you clotted carbuncle I' roared the Mcfarts. 

'Admitthat you did it!' 

Martrace looked right back into the flashing eyes of this infuriated female giant and said with 
total calmness. 'I have not moved away from my desk. Miss. Mcfarts. since the lesson began. I can say 
no more.' 


Suddenly the entire class seemed to rise up against the Headmistress. 'She didn't move!' 
they cried out. 'Martrace didn't move! Nobody moved! You must have knocked it overyourselfl' 

'I most certainly did not knock it overmyselfl' roaredthe Mcfarts. 'Howdareyou suggesta 
thing like that! Speakup. Miss. Darling! You must have seen everything! Who knocked overmyglass?' 

'None of the children did. Miss. Mcfarts.' Miss. Darling answered. 'I can vouch forit that 
nobody has moved from his or her deskall the time you've been here. exceptforTom and he has not 
moved from his corner.' 

Miss. Mcfarts glared at Miss. Darling. Miss. Darling met her gaze withoutflinching. 'I am 
telling you the truth. Headmistress.' she said. 'You must have knocked it overwithout knowing it. That 
sort ofthing is easy to do.' 

'I am fed up with you-a useless bunch of clown holes!' Roaredthe Mcfarts. 'I refuse to waste 
any more of my precious time here I' And with that, she marched out of the classroom, slamming the 
door behind her. 



In the stunned silence that followed. Miss. Darling walked up to the front of the class and 
stood behind hertable. 'Phew!' she said. 'I think we've had enough schoolforone day. don't youPThe 
class is to dismiss. You may all go out to the playground and wait foryour parents to come and take you 
home.' 


(The Second Miracle) 

Martrace did not join the rush to get out of the classroom. Afterthe otherchildren had all 
disappeared, she remained at her desk, quiet and thoughtful. She knew she had to tell some body about 
what had happened with the glass. She couldn't possibly keep a gigantic secret like that bottled up 
inside her. What she needed was just one person, one wise and sympatheticgrown-up who could help 
herto understandthe meaningofthis extraordinary happening. 

Neither her mother nor her father would be of any use at all. If they believed her story, and it 
was doubtfulthey would, they almost certainly would fail to realize what an astounding event it was 
that had taken place in the classroom that afternoon. On the spurof the moment. Martrace decided 
that the one person she would like to confide in was Miss. Darling. 

Martrace and Miss. Darling were nowthe only two lefts in the classroom. Miss. Darling had 
seated herself at hertable and was rifling through some papers. She looked up and said. 

'Well; Martrace. aren't you going outside with the others?' 

Martrace said. 'Please, may I talk to you fora moment?' 

'Of course, you may. What's troubling you?' 

'Somethingvery peculiarhas happenedto me. Miss. Darling.' 
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Miss. Darling became instantly alert. Ever since the two disastrous meetings she had had 
recently about Martrace. the first with the Headmistress and the second with the dreadful Mr. and Ms. 
Dicksnoter. Miss. Darling had been thinking a great deal about this child and wondering how she could 
help her. And now. here was Martrace sitting in the classroom with a curiously exalted lookon her face 
and asking if she could have a private talk. Miss. Darling had never seen her looking so wide-eyed and 
peculiar before. 



'Yes. Martrace.'she said. 'Tell me what has happenedtoyouthatis so peculiar.' 


'Miss. Mcfarts isn't going to expel me. is she?' Martrace asked. 'Because it wasn't me who 
put that creature in herjug of water. I promise you it wasn't.' 

'I know it wasn't.' Miss. Darling said. 

'Am I going to be expelled?' 

'I think not.' Miss. Darling said. 'The Headmistress simply got a little over-excited, that's all.' 
'Good.' Martrace said. 'But that isn't what I want to talk to you about.' 

'What doyou wantto talk to me about. Martrace?' 

'I wantto talk to you aboutthe glass of waterwith the creature in it.' Martrace said. 'You saw 
it spilling all over Miss. Mcfarts. didn't you?' 

'I did indeed.' 

'Well. Miss. Darling. I didn't touch it. I neverwentnearit.' 

'I knowyou didn't.' Miss. Darling said.'You heard me telling the 
Headmistress that it couldn't possibly have beenyou.' 

'Ah. but it was me. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 'That's exactly what I want to talk to you 

about.' 

Miss. Darling paused and looked carefully at the child. 'I don't think I quite follow you.' she 

said. 

'I got so angry at being accused of something I hadn't done that I made it happen.' 

'You made that happen. Martrace?' 

'I made the glass tip over.' 


'I still don'tquite understand whatyou mean.' Miss. Darling said gently. 



'I did it with my eyes.' Martrace said. 'I was staring at it and wishing it to tip and then my 


eyes went all hot and funny and some sort of power came out of them and the glass just toppled over.' 

Miss. Darling continued to look steadily at Martrace through her steel-rimmed spectacles 
and Martrace looked back at her just as steadily. 

'I am still notfollowingyou.' Miss. Darling said. 'Do you mean you actually willed the glass to 

tip over?' 


'Yes.' Martrace said. 'With my eyes.' 

Miss. Darling was silent fora moment. She did not think Martrace was meaningto tell a lie. It 
was more likely that she was simply allowing hervivid imagination to run awaywith her. 'You meanyou 
were sitting where you are now and you told the glass to topple overand it did?' 

'Something like that. Miss. Darling, yes.' 

'Ifyou did that, then it is just about the greatest miracle a person has everperformed since 
the time of Jesus.' 

'I did it. Miss. Darling.' 

It is extraordinary, thought Miss. Darling, how often small children have flights of fancy like 
this. She decided to put an end to it as gently as possible. 'Could you do it again?' she asked, not 
unkindly. 


'I don't know.' Martrace said, 'but I think I might be able to.' 

Miss. Darling moved the now empty glass to the middle of the table. 'Should I put water in it?' 
she asked, smiling a little. 

'I don'tthink it matters.' Martrace said. 

'Verywell. then. Goahead and tip it over.' 

'It maytake sometime.' 


Take all the time you want.' Miss. Darling said. I'm in no hurry.' 



Martrace. sitting in the second row about ten feet away from Miss. Darling, put her elbows 
on the desk and cupped her face in her hands, and this time she gave the order right at the beginning. 
'Tip glass, tipi' she ordered, but herlips didn't move and she made no sound. She simply shoutedthe 
words inside her head. And now she concentrated the whole of her mind and her brain and her will up 
into hereyesand once again but much more quickly than before she felt the electricity gatheringand 
the power was beginning to surge and the hotness was coming into the eyeballs, and then the millions 
of tiny invisible arms with hands-on them were shooting out towards the glass, and without making any 
sound at all she kept on shouting inside her head for the glass to go over. She saw it wobble, then it 
tilted, then it toppled right overand fell with a tinkle on to the tabletop nottwelve inchesfrom Miss. 
Darling's folded arms. 

Miss. Darling's mouth dropped open and her eyes stretched so wide you could seethe whites 
all around. She didn't say a word. She couldn't. The shock of seeingthe miracle performed had struck 
her dumb. She gaped at the glass, leaning well away from it now as though it might be a dangerous thing. 
Then slowly she lifted the head and looked at Martrace. She sawthe child white in the face, as white as 
paper, trembling all over, the eyes glazed, staring straight ahead and seeing nothing. The whole face was 
transfigured, the eyes round and bright and she was sitting there speechless, quite beautiful in a blaze of 
silence. 


Miss. Darling waited, trembling a little herself and watchingthe child as she slowly stirred 
herself back into consciousness. 

And then suddenly, click went herface into a look of almost seraphic calm. 'I'm all right.' she 
said and smiled. 'I'm quite all right. Miss. Darling. So don't be alarmed.' 

'You seemed so faraway.' Miss. Darling whispered, awestruck. 

'Oh. I was. I was flying pastthe stars on silver wings.' 

Martrace said. 'It was wonderful.' 

Miss. Darling was still gazing at the child in absolute wonderment, as though she were The 
Creation. The Beginning of The World. The First Morning. 


'It went much quickerthis time.' Martrace said quietly. 



'It's not possible!' Miss. Darling was gasping. 'I don't believe it! I simply don't believe it!' She 
closed her eyes and keptthem closed for quite a while, and when she opened them again it seemed as 
though she had gathered herself together. 'Would you like to come back and have tea at my cottage?' 
she asked. 


'Oh. I'd love to.' Martrace said. 

'Good. Gatherupyourthings and I'll meetyou outside in a couple of minutes.' 

'You won'ttell anyone aboutthis. this thing that I did. will you. Miss. Darling?' 

'I wouldn'tdream of it.' Miss. Darling said. 

Miss. Darling's Cottage 

Miss. Darling joined Martrace outside the school gates and the two of them walked in silence 
through the village Love Street. They passed the greengrocer with his window full of apples and oranges, 
and the butcher with bloody lumps of meat on display and naked chickens hanging up. and a small bank, 
and the grocery store and the electrical shop, and then they came out on the other side of the village on 
to the narrow country road where there were no people anymore and very few motor-cars. 

-And- 

Nowthat they were alone. Martrace all of a sudden became wildly animated. It seemed as 
though a valve had burst inside her and a great gush of energy was being released. She trotted beside 
Miss. Darling with wild little hopsand herfingersflewas if she would scatterthemto the fourwindsand 
her words went off like fireworks, with terrific speed. It was from Miss. Darling this and Miss. Darling 
that and Miss. Darling, I do honestly feel I could move almost anything in the world, not just tipping over 
glasses and little things like that. I feel I could topple tables and chairs. Miss. Darling. Even when people 
are sitting in the chairs I think I could pushthem over, and biggerthings too. much biggerthingsthan 
chairs and tables. I only have to take a momenttoget my eyes strong and then I can push it out. this 
strongness, at anything at all so long as I am staring at it hard enough. I have to stare at it very hard. 
Miss. Darling, very very hard, and then I can feel it all happening behind my eyes, and my eyes get hot 
just as though they were burning but I don't mind that in the least, and Miss. Darling. 

'Calm yourself down, child, calm yourself down.' Miss. Darling said. 'Let us not get ourselves 


too worked up so early in the proceedings.' 



'But you do think it is interesting, don'tyou. Miss. Darling?' 


'Oh. it is interestingall right.' Miss. Darling said. 'It is more than interesting. But we must 
tread very carefully from now on. Martrace.' 

'Why must we tread carefully. Miss. Darling?' 

'Because we are playing with mysterious forces, my child, that we know nothing about. I do 
not think they are evil. They may be good. They may even be divine. But whether they are or not. let us 
handle them carefully.' 

These were wise words from a wise old bird, but Martrace was too steamed up to see it that 
way. 'I don't see why we have to be so careful?'she said, still hopping about. 

'I am trying to explain to you.' Miss. Darling said patiently, 'that we are dealing with the 
unknown. It is an unexplainable thing. The right word for it is a phenomenon. It is a phenomenon.' 

'Am I a phenomenon?' Martrace asked. 

'It is quite possible that you are.' Miss. Darling said. 'But I'd rather you didn't think about 
yourself as anything in particular at the moment. What I thought we might do is to explore this 
phenomenon a little further, justthe two of us together, but make sure we take things very carefully all 
the time.' 


'You want me to do some more of it then. Miss. Darling?' 

'That is what I am tempted to suggest.' Miss. Darling said cautiously. 

'Goody-good.' Martrace said. 

'I myself.' Miss. Darling said. 'I am probably far more bowled overby what you did than you 
are. and I am trying to find some reasonable explanation.' 

'Such as what?' Martrace asked. 

'Such as whetherornot it's got somethingtodo with the fact that you are quite 
exceptionally precocious.' 


'What exactly does that word mean?' Martrace said. 



'A precocious child.' Miss. Darling said, 'is one that shows amazing intelligence early on. You 


are an unbelievably precocious child.' 

'Am I really?' Martrace asked. 

'Of course, you are. You must be aware of that. Look at your reading. Look at your 
mathematics.' 

'I suppose you're right.' Martrace said. 

Miss. Darling marveled at the child's lack of conceit and selfconsciousness. 

'I can't help wondering.'she said, 'whether this sudden ability that has come to you. of being 
able to move an object without touching it. whether it might not have something to do with your 
brainpower.' 

'You mean there might not be room in my head for all those brains so something has to push 

out?' 


'That's notquite what I mean.' Miss. Darling said, smiling. 'But whateverhappens. and I say it 
again, we must tread carefully from nowon. I have notforgotten that strange and distant glimmer on 
your face afteryou tipped over the last glass.' 

'Do you think doing it could actually hurt me? Is that what you're thinking. Miss. Darling?' 

'It made you feel pretty peculiar, didn't it?' 

'It made me feel lonely.' Martrace said. 'For a moment or two, I was flying past the stars on 
silver wings. I told you that. And intend to tell you something else. Miss. Darling? It was easier the 
second time, much much easier. I think it's like anythingelse. the more you practice it. the easierit gets.' 

Miss. Darling was walking slowly so that the small child could keep up with her without 
trotting too fast, and it was very peacefuloutthere on the narrow road nowthat the village was behind 
them. It was one of those golden autumn afternoons and there were blackberries and splashes of old 
man's beard in the hedges, and the hawthorn berries were ripening scarlet for the birds when the cold 
wintercame along. There were tall trees here and there on eitherside. oak and sycamore and ash and 
occasionally a sweet chestnut. Miss. Darling, wishing to change the subjectforthe moment, gave the 
names of all these to Martrace and taught her how to recognize them by the shape of their leaves and 



the pattern of the bark on theirtrunks. Martrace took all this in and stored the knowledge away 
carefully in hermind. 

They came finally to a gap in the hedge on the left-hand side of the road where there was a 
five-barred gate. 'This way.' Miss. 

Darling said, and she opened the gate and led Martrace through and closed it again. They 
were now walking along a narrow lane that was no more than a rutted cart-track. There was a high 
hedge of hazel on either side and you could see clusters of ripe brown nuts in their green jackets. The 
squirrels would be collecting them all very soon. Miss. Darling said, andstoring them away carefully for 
the bleak monthsahead. 

'You mean you live down here?' Martrace asked. 

'I do.' Miss. Darling replied, but she said no more. 

Martrace had neveronce stopped to think about where Miss. Darling might be living. She 
had always regarded her purely as a teacher, a person who turned up out of nowhere and taught at 
school and then went away again. Do any of us children, she wondered, everstop to ask ourselves 
where our teachers go when school is over for the day? Do we wonder if they live alone? or if there is a 
motherat home or a sister or a husband? 'Do you live all by yourself. Miss. Darling?' she asked. 

'Yes.' Miss. Darling said. 'Very much so.' 

They were walking over the deep sunbaked mud-tracksof the lane and you had to watch 
where you put your feet if you didn't want to twist yourankle. There were a few small birds around in 
the hazel branches butthat was all. 

'It's just a farm laborer's cottage.' Miss. Darling said. 'You mustn't expect too much of it. 
We're nearly there.' 

They came to a small green gate half-buried in the hedge on the right and almost hidden by 
the overhanging hazel branches. Miss. Darling paused with one hand on the gate and said. 'There it is. 
That's where I live.' 

Martrace saw a narrow dirt path leading to a tiny red-brick cottage. The cottage was so small 
it looked more like a doll's house than a human dwelling. The bricks it was built of were old and crumbly 



and very pale red. It had a grey slate roof and one small chimney, and there were two little windows at 
the front. Each window was no larger than a sheetof a tabloid newspaper and there was clearly no 
upstairs to the place. On either side of the path, there was a wilderness of nettles and blackberry thorns 
and long brown grass. An enormous oak tree stood overshadowing the cottage. Its massive spreading 
branches seemed to be enfolding and embracing the tiny building, and perhaps hiding it as well from the 
rest of the world. 

Miss. Darling, with one hand on the gate which she had not yetopened. turned to Martrace 
and said. 'A poet called Dylan Thomas once wrote some lines that I think of every time I walk up this 
path.' 


Martrace waited, and Miss. Darling, in a ratherwonderful slow voice, began reciting the 

poem: 


'Neve rand never, my girl riding far and near In the land of the hearthstone tales, and spelled 

asleep. 


Fear or believethatthe wolf in the sheep-white hood Lopingand bleating roughly and 
blithely intend to leap, my dear, my dear. 

Out of a lair in the flocked leaves in the dew-dippedyearTo eat your heart in the house in 
the rosy wood.' 

There wasa momentof silence, and Martrace. who had never before heard great romantic 
poetry spoken aloud? was profoundly moved. 'It's like music.' she whispered. 

'It is music.' Miss. Darling said. And then, as though embarrassed at having revealed such a 
secret part of herself, she quickly pushed open the gate and walked up the path. 

Martrace hung back. She was a bit frightened of this place now. 

It seemed so unrealand remote and fantasticand so totally away from this earth. It was like 
an illustration in Grimm or Hans Andersen. Itwasthe house where the poorwoodcutter lived with 
Hansel and Greteland where Red Riding Hood's grandmother lived and it was also the house of The 
Seven Dwarfs and The Three Bears and all the rest of them. Itwas straight out of a fairy-tale. 


'Come along, my dear.' Miss. Darling called back, and Martrace followed her up the path. 



The front doorwas covered with flaky green paintand there was no keyhole. Miss. Darling 
simply lifted the latch and pushed open the door and went in. Although she was not a tall woman, she 
had to stoop low to get through the doorway. Martrace went after her and found herself in what 
seemedtobea dark narrowtunnel. 

'You can come through to the kitchen and help me make the tea.' Miss. Darling said, and she 
led the way along the tunnel into the kitchen - that is if you could call it a kitchen. It was not much bigger 
than a good-sized clothes cupboard and there was one small window in the back wall with a sink under 
the window, but the re were no taps over the sink. Against another wall, there was a shelf, presumably 
for preparing food, and there was a single cupboard above the shelf. On the shelf itself there stood a 
Primus stove, a saucepan and a half-full bottle of milk. A Primus is a little camping-stove thatyou fill 
with paraffin and you light it at the top and then you pump it to get pressure forthe flame. 

'You can get me some water while I light the Primus.' Miss. Darling said. 'The well is out at 
the back. Take the bucket. Here it is. You'll find a rope in the well. Just hook the bucket on to the end of 
the rope and lower it down, but don't fall in yourself.' Martrace. more bemused than eve mow. took the 
bucket and carried it out into the back garden. The well had a little wooden roof over it and a simple 
winding device and there was the rope dangling down into a dark bottomless hole. Martrace pulled up 
the rope and hooked the handle of the bucket on to the end of it. Then she lowered it until she heard a 
splash and the rope went slack. She pulled it up again and lo and behold, there was water in the bucket. 

'Is that enough?' she asked, carrying it in. 

'Justabout.' Miss. Darling said. 'I don'tsuppose you've everdone that before?' 

'Never.' Martrace said. 'It's fun. How do you get enough water for your bath?' 

'I don't take a bath.' Miss. Darling said. 'I was standing up. I get a bucketful of waterand I 
heat it on this little stove and I strip and wash all over.' 

'Do you honestly dothat?' Martrace asked. 

'Of course, I do.' Miss. Darling said. 'Every poor person in England used to wash that way 
until not so very long ago. And they didn't have a Primus. They had to heat the water over the fire in the 
hearth.' 


'Are you poor. Miss. Darling?' 



'Yes.' Miss. Darling said. 'Very. It's a good little stove, isn't it?' 


The Primus was roaring away with a powerful blue flame and already the waterin the 
saucepan was beginningto bubble. Miss. Darling got a teapotfrom the cupboard and put some tea 
leaves into it. She also found half a small loaf of brown bread. She cut two thin slices and then, from a 
plastic container, she took some margarine and spread it on the bread. 

Margarine. Martrace thought. She really must be poor. 

Miss. Darling found a tray and on it, she put two mugs, the teapot, the half bottle of milk and 
a plate with the two slices of bread. 'I'm afraid I don't have any sugar.' she said. 'I never use it.' 

'That's all right.' Martrace said. In her wisdom, she seemed to be aware of the delicacy of the 
situation and she was taking great care notto say anything to embarrass her companion. 

'Let's have it in the sitting-room.' Miss. Darling said, picking up the tray and leading the way 
out of the kitchen and down the dark little tunnel into the room at the front. Martrace followed her. but 
just inside the doorway of the so-called sitting-room she stopped and stared around her in absolute 
amazement. The room was as small and square and bare as a prison cell. The pale daylight that entered 
came from a single tiny window in the front wall, but there were no curtains. The only objects in the 
entire room were two upturned wooden boxes to serve as chairs and a third box between them fora 
table. That was all. There were no pictures on the walls, no carpet on the floor, only rough unpolished 
wooden planks, and there were gaps between the planks where dust and bits of grime had gathered. 
The ceiling was so low that with a jump Martrace could nearly touch it with her finger-tips. The walls 
were white but the whiteness didn't look like paint. Martrace rubbed her palm against it and white 
powdercame off on to herskin. It was a whitewash, the cheapstuff that is used in cowsheds and stables 
and hen-houses. 

Martrace was appalled. Was this really where herneatandtrimly-dressed schoolteacher 
lived? Was this all she had to come back to after a day's work? It was unbelievable. And what was the 
reason for it? There was something very strange going on around here, surely. 

Miss. Darling put the tray on one of the upturned boxes. 'Sit down, my dear, sit down.' she 
said, 'and we'll have a nice hot cup of tea. Help yourself to bread. Both slices are foryou. I nevereat 
anything when I get home. I have a good old tuck-in at the school lunch and that keeps me going until 
the next morning.' 



Martrace perched herself carefully on an upturned box and more out of politeness than 
anythingelse she took a slice of bread and margarine and started to eat it. At home, she would have 
been having buttered toast and strawberry jam and probably a piece of sponge-Cherry pie to round it 
off. And yet this was somehow far more fun. The re was a mystery here in this house, a great mystery, 
there was no doubt about that, and Martrace was longing to find out what it was. 

Miss. Darling poured the tea and added a little milk to both cups. She appeared to be not in 
the least ill at ease sitting on an upturned box in a bare room and drinking tea out of a mug that she 
balanced on her knee. 

'You know.' she said. 'I've been thinking very hard about whatyou did with that glass. It is a 
great poweryou have beengiven. my child, you knowthat.' 

'Yes. Miss. Darling. I do.' Martrace said, chewing her bread and margarine. 

'Sofar as I know.' Miss. Darling wenton. 'nobody else in the history ofthe world has been 
able to compel an object to move without touching it or blowing on it or using any outside help at all.' 

Martrace nodded but said nothing. 

'The fascinating thing.' Miss. Darling said, 'would be to find outthe real limit of this powerof 
yours. Oh. I knowyou thinkyou can movejustaboutanythingthere is. buti have my doubtsaboutthat.' 
'I'd love to try something really huge.' Martrace said. 

'What about the distance?' Miss. Darling asked. 'Would you always have to be close to the 
thing you were pushing?' 

'I simply don't know.' Martrace said. 'But it would be fun to find out.' 

Miss. Darling's Story 

'We mustn't hurry this.' Miss. Darling said, 'so let's have anothercup of tea. And do eatthat 
otherslice of bread. You must be hungry.' 

Martrace tookthe second slice and started eating it slowly. The margarine wasn't at all bad. 
She doubted whether she could have told the difference if she hadn't known. 'Miss. Darling.' she said 
suddenly, 'do they pay you very badly at our school?' 



Miss. Darling looked up sharply. 'Not too badly.' she said. 'I get about the same as the others. 


'But it must still be very little if you are so dreadfully poor.' Martrace said. 'Do all the 
teachers live like this, with no furniture and no kitchen stove and no bathroom?' 

'No. they don't.' Miss. Darling said rather stiffly. 'I just happen to be the exception.' 

'I expectyou just happen to like living in a very simple way.' Martrace said, probing a little 
further. 'It must make house cleaning an awful lot easierand you don't have furniture to polish or any of 
those silly little ornaments lying around that have to be dusted every day. And I suppose if you don't 
have a fridge you don't have to go out and buy all sorts of junky things like eggs and mayonnaise and ice¬ 
cream to fill it up with. It must save a terrific lot of shopping.' 

At this point, Martrace noticed that Miss. Darling's face had gone all tight and peculiar¬ 
looking. Her whole body had become rigid. Her shoulders were hunched up high and her lips were 
pressed together tightly and she sat there gripping her mug of tea in both hands and staring down into it 
as though searchingfor a way to answerthese not-quite-so-innocentquestions. 

There followed a rather long and embarrassing silence. In the space of thirty seconds, the 
atmosphere in the tiny room had changed completely and nowit was vibrating with awkwardness and 
secrets. 


Martrace said. 'I am very sorry I asked you those questions. Miss. Darling. It is not any of my 

business.' 


At this. Miss. Darling seemed to rouse herself. She gave a shake of her shoulders and then 
very carefully she placed her mug on the tray. 

'Whyshouldn'tyou ask?'she said. 'You were boundtoask in theend.You are much too 
bright not to have wondered. Perhaps I even wanted you to ask. Maybe that is why I invite d you here 
after all. Asa matterof fact, you are the first visitor to come to the cottage since I moved in two years 
ago.' 


Martrace said nothing. She could fee I the tension growing and growing in the room. 
'You are so much wiserthan youryears. my dear.' Miss. Darling wenton. 'that it quite 


staggers me. Although you look like a child, you are not really a child at all because your mind and your 



powers of reasoning seem to be fully grown-up. So, I suppose we might call you a grown-up child, if you 
seewhatl mean.' 

Martrace still did notsay anything. She was waiting for what was coming next. 

'Upto now.' Miss. Darling went on. 'I have found it impossible to talk to anyone about my 
problems. I couldn't face the embarrassment, and anyway I lack courage. Any courage I had was 
knocked out of me when I was young. But now. all of a sudden, I have a sort of desperate wish to tell 
everythingtosomebody. I knowyou are only a tiny little girl, butthere is some kind of magic in you 
somewhere. I've seen it with my own eyes.' 

Martrace became very alert. The voice she was hearingwas surely crying out forhelp. Itmust 
be. It had to be. 

Then the voice spoke again. 'Have some more tea.' it said. 

'I thinkthere's still a drop left.' 

Martrace nodded. 

Miss. Darling poured tea into both mugs and added milk. Again, she cupped her own mug in 
both hands and sat there sipping. 

There was quite a long silence before she said. 'May I tell you a story?' 

'Of course.' Martrace said. 

'I am twenty-three years old.' Miss. Darling said, 'and when I was born my father was a 
doctor in this village. We had a nice old house, quite large, red-brick. It's tucked away in the woods 
behindthe hills. I don'tthinkyou'd know it.' 

Martrace keptsilent. 

'I was born there.' Miss. Darling said. 'And then came the first tragedy. My motherdied when 
I was two. My father, a busy doctor, had to have someone to run the house and to look after me. So, he 
invited my mother's unmarried sister, my aunt, to come and live with us. She agreed and she came.' 


Martrace was listening intently. 'Howold was the aunt when she moved in?' she asked. 



'Not very old.' Miss. Darling said, 'i shouid say about thirty. Buti hated her rightfrom the 
start, i Miss.ed my motherterribiy. And the aunt was not a kind person. Myfatherdidn't knowthat 


because he was hardiy ever around but when he did put in an appearance, the aunt behaved differently.' 

Miss. Darling paused and sipped hertea. 'I can't think why I am telling you all this.' she said, 
embarrassed. 

'Goon.' Martrace said. 'Please.' 

'Well.' Miss. Darling said, 'then came the second tragedy. When I was five, my father died 
very suddenly. One day he was there and the next day he was gone. And so, I was left to live alone with 
my aunt. She became my legal guardian. She had all the powers of a parent over me. And in someway 
or another, she became the actual ownerofthe house.' 

'Howdid yourfatherdie?' Martrace asked. 

'It is interestingyou should ask that.' Miss. Darling said. 'I myself was much too youngto 
question it at the time, but I found out later that there was a good deal of mystery surrounding his 
death.' 


'Didn't they know how he died?' Martrace asked. 

'Well, not exactly.' Miss. Darling said, hesitating. 'You see. no one could believe that he 
would ever have done it. He was such a very sane and sensible man.' 

'Done what?' Martrace asked. 

'Killed himself.' 

Martrace was stunned. 'Did he?' she gasped. 

'That's what it looked like.' Miss. Darling said. 'But who knows?' She shrugged and turned 
away and stared out of the tiny window. 

'I knowwhatyou're thinking.' Martrace said. 'You're thinking thatthe auntkilled him and 
made it look as though he'd done it himself.' 

'I am notthinking anything.' Miss. Darling said. 'One must neverthinkthings like that without 


proof.' 



The little room became quiet. Martrace noticed that the hands clasping the mug were 
tremblingslightly. 'What happened afterthat?'she asked. 'What happened when you were leftall alone 
with the aunt? Wasn't she nice to you?' 

'Nice?' Miss. Darling said. 'Shewasa demon. As soon as myfatherwas out of the way she 
became a holy terror. My life was a nightmare.' 

'What did she do to you?' Martrace asked. 

'I don't want to talk about it.' Miss. Darling said. 'It's too horrible. But in the end, I became so 
frightened of her I used to start shaking when she came into the room. You must understand I was never 
a strong character like you. I was always shy and retiring.' 

'Didn't you have any other relations?' Martrace asked. 'Any uncles or aunts or grannies who 
would come and see you?' 'None that I knew about.' Miss. Darling said. 'They were all either dead or 
they'd gone to Australia. And that's still the way it is now. I'm afraid.' 

'So,you grewupin that housealonewithyouraunt.' 

Martrace said. 'But you must have gone to school.' 

'Of course.' Miss. Darling said. 'I wentto the same schoolyou're going to now. But I lived at 
home.' Miss. Darling paused and stared down into her empty tea-mug. 'I think what I am trying to 
explain to you.' she said, 'is that overthe years I 

became so completely cowed and dominated by this monster of an aunt that when she gave 
mean order, no matter what it was. I obeyed it instantly. That can happen, you know. And by the time I 
was ten. I had become her slave. I did all the housework. I made her bed. I washed and ironed for her. I 
did all the cooking. I learned howto do everything.' 

'But surelyyou could have complainedto somebody?' Martrace said. 

'To whom?' Miss. Darling said. 'And anyway. I was far too terrified to complain. I told you. I 
was herslave.' 

'Did she beatyou?' 


'Let's not go into details.' Miss. Darling said. 



'How simply awful.' Martrace said. 'Did you cry nearly all the time?' 


'Only when I was alone.' Miss. Darling said. 'I wasn't allowed to cry in front of her. But I lived 

in fear.' 


'What happened when you left school?' Martrace asked. 

'I was a bright pupil.' Miss. Darling said. 'I could easily have got into university. Butthere was 
no question of that.' 

'Why not. Miss. Darling?' 

'Because I was needed at home to do the work.' 

'Then how did you become a teacher?' Martrace asked. 

'There is a Teacher'sTraining College in Reading.' Miss. Darling said. 'That's only forty 
minutes' bus-ride away from here. I was allowed to go there on the condition I came straight home 
again every afternoon to do the washingand ironingand to clean the house and cook the supper.' 

'How old were you then?' Martrace asked. 

'When I went into Teacher'sTraining, I was eighteen.' Miss. Darlingsaid. 

'You could have just packed up and walked away.' Martrace said. 

'Not until I got a job.' Miss. Darling said. 'And don't forget. I was by then dominated by my 
aunt to such an extentthat I wouldn't have dared. You can't imagine what it's like to be completely 
controlled like that by a very strong personality. It turns you to jelly. So that's it. That's the sad story of 
my life. 


Now I've talked enough.' 

'Please don't stop.' Martrace said. 'You haven't finished yet. How did you manage to get 
away from herin the end and come and live in this funny little house?' 

'Ah.that was something.' Miss. Darlingsaid. 'I was proud of that.' 


'Tell me.' Martrace said. 



'Well.' Miss. Darling said, 'when I got my teacher's job. the aunt told me I owed hera lot of 
money. I asked herwhy. She said. 'Because I've been feedingyou forall these years and buyingyour 
shoesandyour clothes!'She told me it added up to thousands and I had to pay her back by giving her 
my salary for the next ten years. I'll give you one pound a week pocket-money.'she said. 'But that's all 
you're going to get.'She even arranged with the school authorities to have my salary paid directly into 
herown bank. She made me sign the paper.' 

'You shouldn't have done that.' Martrace said. 'Your salary was yourchance of freedom.' 

'I know. I know.' Miss. Darling said. 'But by then I had been herslave nearlyall my life and I 
hadn't the courage or the guts to say no. 

I was still petrified of her. She could still hurt me badly.' 

'So how did you manage to escape?' Martrace asked. 

'Ah.' Miss. Darling said, smiling for the first time, 'that was two years ago. It was my greatest 

triumph.' 


'Please tell me.' Martrace said. 

'I used to get up very early and go for walks while my aunt was still asleep.' Miss. Darling said. 
'And one day I came across this tiny cottage. It was empty. I found out who owned it. It was a farmer. I 
wentto see him. Farmersalso get up very early. He was milking his cows. I asked him if I could rent his 
cottage. 'You can't live there I' he cried. It's got no conveniences, no running water; no nothing!'' 

''I wantto live there.' I said. I'm a romantic. I've fallen in love with it. Please rent it to me.' 

''You're mad.' he said. 'But if you insist, you're welcome to it. The rent will be ten pence a 

week.' 


''Here's one month's rent in advance.' I said, giving him 40p. 'And thank you so much!'' 

'How super!' Martrace cried. 'So suddenly you had a house all of your own I But how did you 


pluck up the courage to tell the aunt?' 



'That was tough.' Miss. Darling said. 'But I steeled myself to do it. One night, after I had 
cooked hersupper. I went upstairs and packed the fewthings I possessed in a cardboard box and came 
downstairs and announced I was leaving. Tve rented a house.' I said. 

'My aunt exploded. 'Rented a house I'she shouted. 'How can you rent a house when you 
have only one pound a week in the world?' 

'Tve done it.' I said. 

''And how are you goingto buy foodforyourself?' 

'Til manage.' I mumbled and rushed out of the front door.' 'Oh. well done you I' Martrace 
cried. 'So, you were free at last!' 

'I wasfree at last.' Miss. Darling said. 'I can't tell you how wonderful it was.' 

'But have you really managed to live here on one pound a week for two years?' Martrace 

asked. 


'I most certainly have.' Miss. Darling said. 'I pay ten pence rent, and the restjustabout buys 
me paraffin for my stove and for my lamp, and a little milk and tea and bread and margarine. That's all I 
need really. As I told you. I have a jolly good tuck-in at the school lunch.' 

Martrace stared at her. What a marvelously brave thing Miss. Darling had done. Suddenly 
she was a heroine in Martrace'seyes. 'Isn't it awfully cold in the winter?' she asked. 

'I've got my little paraffin stove.' Miss. Darling said. 'You'd be surprised how snug I can make 

it in here.' 


'Do you have a bed. Miss. Darling?' 

'Well not exactly.' Miss. Darling said, smiling again. 'But they say it's very healthy to sleep on 
a hard surface.' 

All at once Martrace was able to see the whole situation with absolute clarity. Miss. Darling 
needed help. There was noway she could go on existing like this indefinitely. 'You would be a lot bette r 
off. Miss. Darling.' she said, 'if you gave upyourjoband drew unemployment money.' 


'I would neverdothat.' Miss. Darling said. 'I love teaching.' 



'This awfulaunt.' Martrace said. 'I suppose she is still living in your lovelyold house?' 


'Verymuchso.' Miss. Darling said. 'She'sstill only about fifty. 

She'll be around fora long time yet.' 

'And do you think your father really meant her to own the house forever?' 

'I'm quite sure he didn't.' Miss. Darling said. 'Parents will often give a guardian the right to 
occupy the house fora certain length of time, but it is nearly always left in trust forthe child. It then 
becomes the child's property when he or she grows up.' 

'Then surely it is your house?' Martrace said. 

'My father's will be never found.' Miss. Darling said. 'It looks as though somebody destroyed 
it.' 'No prizes forguessing who.' Martrace said. 

'No prizes.' Miss. Darling said. 

'But if there is no will. Miss. Darling, then surely the house goes automatically to you. You are 
the next of kin.' 

'I know I am.' Miss. Darling said. 'But my aunt produced a piece of papersupposedly written 
by my father saying that he leaves the house to his sister-in-law in return for her kindness in looking 
after me. I am certain it's a forgery. But no one can prove it.' 

'Couldn't you try?' Martrace said. 'Couldn't you hire a good lawyer and make a fight of it.' 

'I don't have the money to do that.' Miss. Darling said. 'And you must re member that this 
aunt of mine is a much-respected figure in the community. She has a lot of influence.' 

'Who is she?' Martrace asked. 

Miss. Darling hesitated a moment. Then she said softly. 

'Miss. Mcfarts.' 


The Names 



'Miss. Mcfarts!' Martrace cried, jumping about a foot in the air. 'You mean she is your aunt? 
She broughtyou up?' 

'Yes.' Miss. Darling said. 

'No wonder you were terrified!' Martrace cried. 'The other day we saw her grab a girl by the 
pigtails andthrow heroverthe playground fence I' 

'You haven't seen anything.' Miss. Darling said. 'Aftermyfatherdied. when I was five and a 
half, she used to make me bath myself all alone. And if she came up and thought I hadn'twashed 
properly she would push my head under the water and hold it there. But don't get me started on what 
she used to do. That won't help us at all.' 

'No.' Martrace said, 'it won't.' 

'We came here.' Miss. Darling said.' to talk aboutyou and I've been talking about nothing but 
myself the whole time. I feel like a fool. I am much more interested in just how much you can do with 
those amazing eyes of yours.' 

'I can move things.' Martrace said. 'I know I can. I can push things over.' 

'How would you like it.' Miss. Darling said, 'if we made some very cautious experiments to 
seejust how much you can move and push?' 

Quite surprisingly. Martrace said. 'If you don't mind. Miss. Darling. I think I would rather not. 

I wantto go home nowand think and thinkabout all the things I've heard this afternoon.' 

Miss. Darling stood up at once. 'Of course.' she said. 'I have keptyou here far too long. Your 
mother will be starting to worry.' 

'She never does that.' Martrace said, smiling. 'But I would like to go home now please, if you 
don't mind.' 

'Come along then.' Miss. Darling said. 'I'm sorry I gave you such a rottentea.' 

'You didn't at all.' Martrace said. 'I loved it.' 

The two of them walked all the way to Martrace's house in complete silence. Miss. Darling 
sensed that Martrace wanted it that way. The child seemed so lost in thought she hardly looked where 



she was walking, and whenthey reached the gate of Martrace's home. Miss. Darling said. 'You had 
betterforget everything I told you this afternoon.' 

'I won't promise to do that.' Martrace said, 'but I will promise notto talk about it to anyone 
anymore, noteventoyou.' 

'I thinkthat would be wise.' Miss. Darling said. 

'I won't promise to stop thinking about it. though. Miss. Darling.' Martrace said. 'I've been 
thinking about it all the way back from your cottage and I believe I've got just a tiny little bit of an idea.' 

'You mustn't.' Miss. Darling said. 'Please forget it.' 

'I would like to ask you three last things before 

I stop talking about it.' Martrace said. 'Please, willyou answerthem. Miss. Darling?' 

Miss. Darling smiled. It was extraordinary, she told herself, howthis little snippetof a girl 
seemed suddenly to betaking charge of her problems, and with such authority, too. 'Well.' she said, 
'that depends on whatthe questions are.' 

'The first thing is this.' Martrace said. 'What did Miss. Mcfarts call your father when they 
were aroundthe house at home?' 

'I'm sure she called him Magnus.' Miss. Darling said. 'That was his first name.' 

'And whatdid yourfathercall Miss. Mcfarts?' 

'Her name is Agatha.' Miss. Darling said. 'That's what he would have called her.' 

'And lastly.' Martrace said. 'What did yourfatherand Miss. Mcfarts call you around the 

house?' 


'They called me Jenny.' Miss. Darling said. 

Martrace ponderedtheseanswers very carefully. 'Let me make sure I've got them right.' she 
said. 'In the house at home, your father was Magnus. Miss. Mcfarts was Agatha and you were Jenny. Am 
I right?' 


'That is correct.' Miss. Darling said. 



'Thankyou.' Martrace said. 'And now I won't mention the subject anymore.' 


Miss. Darling wondered what on earth was going on in the mind of this child. 'Don't do 
anythingsilly.' she said. 

Martrace laughed and turned away and ran upthe path to her frontdoor, calling out as she 
went. 'Good-bye. Miss. 

Darling! Thankyou somuch forthetea.' 

(The Practice) 

Martrace found the house empty as usual. Her father was notyet back from work, her 
mother was not yet back from bingo and her brother might be anywhere. She went straight into the 
living room and opened the drawer of the sideboard where she knewherfatherkepta boxof cigars. She 
tookone out and carried it upto herbedroomandshutherselfin. 

Nowforthe practice, she told herself. It'sgoingto be tough, but I'm determinedtodoit. 

Her plan for helping Miss. Darling was beginning to form beautifully in her mind. She had it 
nowin almost every detail, but in the end, it all depended upon herbeingableto doone veryspecial 
thing with her eye-power. She knew she wouldn't manage it right away, but she felt fairly confident that 
with a great deal of practice and effort, she would succeed in the end. The cigar was essential. It was 
perhaps a bit thicker than she would have liked, but the weight was about right. It would be fine for 
practicing with. 

There was a small dressing-table in Martrace's bedroom with her hairbrush and comb on it 
and two library books. She cleared these things to one side and laid the cigar down in the middle of the 
dressing-table. Then she walked away and sat on the end of her bed. She was now about ten feet from 
the cigar. 


She settled herself and began to concentrate, and very quickly this time she felt the 
electricity beginning to flow inside her head, gathering itself behind the eyes, and the eyes became hot 
and millions of tiny invisible hands began pushing out like sparks towards the cigar. 'Move!' she 
whispered.andtoherintense surprise.almostat once.the cigar with its little redand gold paperband 
around its middle rolled away across the top of the dressing-table and fell on to the carpet. 



Martrace had enjoyed that. It was lovely doing it. It had felt as though sparks were going 
round and round inside her head and flashing out of her eyes. It had given her a sense of power that was 
almost ethereal. And how quick it had been this time! How simple I 

She crossed the bedroom and picked up the cigar and put it back on the table. 

Now for the difficult one. she thought. But if I have the power to push, then surely, I also 
have the powerto lift? It is vital I learn howto lift it. I must learn howto lift it right up into the air and 
keep it there. It is nota very heavy thing, a cigar. 

She sat at the end of the bed and started again. It was easy now to summon up the power 
behind her eyes. It was like pushing a trigger in the brain. 'Lift!' she whispered. 'Lift! Lift!' 

At first, the cigar started to roll away. But then, with Martrace concentratingfiercely. one 
end of it slowly lifted up aboutan inch off the table-top. 

With a colossal effort, she managed to hold it therefor aboutten seconds. Then it fell back 

again. 


'Phew!' she gasped. 'I'm getting it! I'm starting to do it!' 

For the next hour. Martrace kept practicing, and in the end, she had managed, by the sheer 
powerof her eyes, to lift the whole cigar, clear off the table about six inches into the air and hold it 
there for about a minute. Then suddenly she was so exhausted she fell back on the bed and went to 
sleep. 


That was how hermotherfound herlater in the evening. 

'What's the matterwith you?' the mothersaid. waking her up. 'Are you ill?' 

'Oh gosh.' Martrace said, sitting up and looking around. 'No. 

I'm all right. I was a bit tired, that's all.' 

From then on. every day after school. Martrace shut herself in her room and practiced with 


the cigar. Andsoon it all beganto cometogetherin the most wonderful way. Six days later, bythe 
following Wednesday evening, she was able not only to lift the cigar up into the air but also to move it 



around exactly as she wished. It was beautiful. 'I can do it!' she cried. 'I can really doit! I can pick the 
cigar up just with my eye power and push it and pull it in the air any way I want!' 

All she had to do now was to put hergreat plan into action. 

(TheThird Miracle) 

The next day was Thursday, and that, as the whole of Miss. Darling's class knew, was the day 
on which the Headmistress would take charge of the first lesson after lunch. 

In the morning Miss. Darling said to them. 'One ortwo of you did not particularly enjoy the 
last occasion when the Head mistress took the class; so, let us all try to be especially careful and clever 
today. 


How are your ears? Jennie, after your last encounter with Miss. Mcfarts?' 

'She stretched them.' Jennie said. 'My mothersaid she's positive they are bigger than they 

were.' 


'And Graceie.' Miss. Darling said. 'I am glad to see you didn't lose any of your hair after last 

Thursday.' 

'My head was jolly sore afterward.' Graceie said. 

'Andyou.Tom.' Miss. Darling said, 'do please try notto be smart-aleck with the 
Headmistress today. You were really quite cheeky to her last week.' 'I hate her.'Tom said. 

'Try not to make it so obvious.' Miss. Darling said. 'It doesn't pay. She's a very strong woman. 
She has muscles like steel ropes.' 

'I wish I was grown up.'Tom said. 'I'd knock her flat.' 

'I doubtyou would.' Miss. Darling said. "No one has evergotthe betterof heryet.' 

'What will she be testing us on this afternoon?' a small girl asked. 

'Almost certainly the three-times table.' Miss. Darling said. 


'That's whatyou are all meantto have learned this past week. 



Make sure you know it.' 


Lunch came and went. 

After lunch, the class reassembled. Miss. Darling stood at one side of the room. They all sat 
silent, apprehensive, waiting. And then, like some giant of doom, the enormous Mcfarts strode into the 
room in hergreen breeches and cotton smock. She went straight to herjug of water and lifted it up by 
the handle and peered inside. 

'I am glad to see.'she said, 'thatthere are noslimy creatures in my drinking-waterthis time. 
If there had been, then something exceptionally unpleasant would have happened to every single 
memberofthis class. Andthat includesyou. Miss. Darling.' 

The class remained silentand verytense. They had learned a bit about this tigress by now 
and nobody wasaboutto take anychances. 

'Very well.' boomed the Mcfarts. 'Let us see how well you know your three-times table. Or to 
put it anotherway. let us see how badly Miss. Darling has taughtyou thethree-timestable.'The Mcfarts 
was standing in front of the class, legs apart, hands-on-hips, scowling at Miss. Darling stood silent to one 
side. 


Martrace. sitting motionless at her deskin the second row. was watching things very closely. 

'You!'the Mcfarts shouted, pointing a finger, the size of a rolling-pin at a boy called will 
Edward; will Edward was on the extreme right of the front row. 'Stand up. you I' she shouted at him. 

will Edward have stood up? 

'Recite the three-times table backward!' the Mcfarts barked. 

'Backwards?' stammered will Edward. 'But I haven't learned it backward.' 

'There you are!' cried the Mcfarts. triumphant. 'She'staught you nothing! Miss. Darling, why 
have youtaughtthemabsolutely nothing at all in the last week?' 

'That is not true. Headmistress.' Miss. Darling said. 'They have all learned their three-times 


table. But I see no point in teaching it to them backward. There is little point in teaching anything 



backward. The whole object of life. Headmistress, is to go forward. I venture to ask whetherevenyou. 
for example, can spell a simple word like wrong backward straight away. I very much doubt it.' 

'Don't you get impertinent with me. Miss. Darling!' the Mcfartssnapped.thenshe turned 
back to the unfortunate will Edward. 'Very well, boy.' she said. 'Answer me this. I have seven apples, 
seven oranges and seven bananas. How many pieces of fruit do I have altogether? Hurry up! Get on with 
it! 


Give me the answer!' 

'That's adding up!' will Edward cry. 'That isn't the three times table I' 

'You biitheringidiotl' shoutedthe Mcfarts.You festeringgumboil! Youwere-flea-bitten 
fungus I That is the three times table! You have three separate lots of fruit and each lot has seven pieces. 
Three sevens are twenty-one. Can't you see that? You stagnant cesspool! I'll give you one more chance. I 
have eight coconuts, eight monkey-nuts and eight nutty little idiots like you. How many nuts do I have 
altogether? Answerme quickly.' 

Poor Edward was properly flustered. 'Wait!' he cried. 'Please wait! I've got to add up eight 
coconuts and eight monkey-nuts...' He started counting on his fingers. 

'You bursting blister!'yelled the Mcfarts. 'You motheaten maggot! This is not adding up! This 
is multiplication! Theansweris three eights! Oris it eight threes? What is the difference between the 
three eights and eight threes? Tell me that. You mangled a little while and look sharp about it!' 

By now Edward was far too frightened and bewildered even to speak. 

In two strides the Mcfarts was beside him. and by some amazing gymnastic trick, it may have 
been judo or karate, she flipped the back of Edward's legs with one of her feet so that the boy shot up 
off the ground and turned a somersault in the air. But halfway through the somersault she caught him 
by an ankle and held him dangling upside-down like a plucked chicken in a shop-window. 

'Eight threes.'the Mcfarts shouted, swinging Edward from side to side by his ankle, 'eight 
threes are the same as three eights and three eights are twenty-four! Repeat that!' 


At exactly that momentTom. at the otherend of the room. 



jumped to his feet and started pointing excitedly at the blackboard and screaming. 'The 
chalkl The chalk! Look at the chalk! It's movingall on its own!' 

So, hostel... 

I and shrill was Tom's scream that everyone in the place, including the Mcfarts, looked up at 
the blackboard. And there, sure enough, a brand-new piece of chalk was hovering nearthe grey-black 
writing surface of the blackboard. 

'It's writing something!' screamed Tom. 'The chalk is writing something!' 

And indeed, it was. 

'What the blazes are this?' Yelled the Mcfarts. It had shaken herto see herown first name is 
written like that by an invisible hand. She dropped Edward on to the floor. 

Then she yelled at nobody in particular. "Who's doing this? 

Who's writing it? 

The chalk continued to write. 

Everyone in the place heard the gasp that came from the 

Mcfarts's throat. 'No!' she cried. 'It can't be! It can't be Magnusl' 

Miss. Darling, at the side of the room glanced swiftly at Martrace. 

The child was sitting very straight at her desk, the head held high, the mouth compressed, 
the eyes glittering like two stars. 

For some reason, everyone now looked atthe Mcfarts.The woman'sface had turnedwhite 
as snow and her mouth was opening and shutting like a halibut out of the water and giving out a series 
of strangled gasps. 

The chalk stopped writing. It hovered for a few moments, then suddenly it dropped to the 
floor with a tinkle and broke in two. will Edward, who had managed to resume his seat in the front row? 
screamed. 'Miss. Mcfarts hasfallen down! Miss. Mcfarts is on thefloor!' 



This was the most sensational bit of news of all and the entire class jumped up out of their 
seats to have a really good look. And there she was. the huge figure of the Headmistress, stretched full- 
length on her back across the floor, outforthe count. 

Miss. Darling ran forward and knelt beside the prostrate giant. 'She's fainted!' she cried. 
'She's out cold I Someone goes and fetches the matron at once.'Three children ran out of the room. 

Tom. always ready for action, leaped up and seized the big jug of water. 'Myfathersays cold 
water is the best way to wake up someone who's fainted.' he said, and with that, he tipped the entire 
contentsofthe jug overthe Mcfarts's head. No one. noteven Miss. Darling, protested. 

As for Martrace. she continued to sit motionless at her desk. She was feeling curiously elated. 
She felt as though she had touched something that was not quite of this world, the highest point of the 
heavens, the farthest star. She had felt most wonderfully the powersurging up behind hereyes. gushing 
like a warm fluid inside her skull, and hereyes had become scorching hot. hotter than ever before, and 
things had come bursting out of her eye-sockets and then the piece of chalk had lifted itself up and had 
begun to write. It seemed as though she had hardly done anything, it had all been so simple. 

The school matron, followed by five teachers, three women and two men. came rushing into 

the room. 


'By golly, some body's floored her at last I' cried one of the men. grinning. 'Congratulations. 
Miss. Darlingl' 'Whothrewthe waterover her?' askedthe matron. 

'I did.' said Tom proudly. 

'Good for you.' another teacher said. 'Intend to get some more?' 

'Stop that.'the matron said. 'We must carry her up to the sickroom.' 

It took all five teachers and the matron to lift the enormous woman and stagger with her out 
of the room. 

Miss. Darling said to the class. 'I think you'd all bettergo out to the playgrou nd and amuse 


yourselves until the next lesson.' Then she turned and walked over to the blackboard and carefully 
wiped out all the chalk writing. 



The children began filing out of the classroom. Martrace started to go with them, but as she 
passed Miss. Darling, she paused and hertwinkling eyes metthe teacher's eyes and Miss. Darling ran 
forward and gave the tiny child a great big hug and a kiss. 

A New Home 

Later that day. the news began to spread that the Headmistress had recovered from her 
fainting-fit and had then marched out of the school building tight-lipped and white in the face. 

The next morning, she did not turn up at school. At lunchtime. Mr. Trilby, the Deputy Head, 
telephoned her house to inquire if she was feeling unwell. There was no answer to the phone. 

When school was over. Mr. Trilby decided to investigate further. So, hewalkedtothe house 
where Miss. Mcfarts lived on the edge of the village, the lovely small red-brickGeorgian building is 
known as The Red House.tucked awayin the woodsbehindthe hills. 

He rang the bell. No answer. 

He knocked loudly. No answer. 

He called out. 'Is anybody at home?' No answer. 

He tried the doorand to his surprise found it unlocked. He went in. 

The house was silent and there was no one in it. and yet all the furniture was still in place. Mr. 
Trilby went upstairs to the main bedroom. Here also everything seemed to be normal until he started 
openingdrawersand looking into cupboards. 

There were no clothes or underclothes or shoes anywhere. 

They had all gone. 

She's done a bunk. Mr. Trilby said to himself and he went away to inform the School 
Governors thatthe Headmistress had apparently vanished. 

On the second morning. Miss. Darling received by registered post a letterfrom a firm of local 
solicitors informing herthat the last will and testament of her late father. Dr. Darling, had suddenly and 
mysteriously turned up.This document revealedthateversince herfather's death. Miss. Darling had in 
fact been the rightful owner of a property on the edge of the village known as The Red House, which 



until recently had been occupied by a Miss. Agatha Mcfarts. This will also show that her father's lifetime 
savings, which fortunately we're still safely in the bank, had also been leftto her. The solicitor's letter 
added that if Miss. Darling would kindly call into the office as soon as possible, then the property and 
the money could be transferred into hername very rapidly. 

Miss. Darling did just that, and within a couple of weeks, she had moved into the Red House, 
the very place in which she had been brought up and where luckily all the family furniture and pictures 
were still around. From then on. Martrace was a welcome visitor to The Red House every single evening 
after school, and a very close friendship began to develop between the teacher and the small child. 

Back at school, great changes were also taking place. As soon as it became clear that Miss. 
Mcfarts had completely disappeared from the scene, the excellent Mr. Trilby was appointed Head 
Teacher in her place. And very soon after that. Martrace was moved up into the top from where Miss. 
Plimsoll quickly discovered thatthis amazing child was every bit as bright as Miss. Darling had said. 

One evening a few weeks later. Martrace was having tea with Miss. Darling in the kitchen of 
The Red House after school as they always did. when Martrace said suddenly. 'Something strange has 
happened to me. Miss. Darling.' 

'Tell me about it.' Miss. Darling said. 

'This morning.' Martrace said, 'just for fun I tried to push something over with my eyes and I 
couldn't do it. Nothing moved. I didn't even feel the hotness building up behind my eye balls. The power 
had gone. I think I've lost it completely.' 

Miss. Darling carefully buttered a slice of brown bread and put a little strawberry jam on it. 
'I've been expecting something like that to happen.' she said. 

'You have? Why?' Martrace asked. 

'Well.' Miss. Darling said, 'it's only a guess, but here's what I think. While you were in my 
class you had nothingto do. nothing to make you struggle. Your fairly enormous brain was going crazy 
with frustration. It was bubbling and boiling away like mad inside your head. There was tremendous 
energy bottled up in therewith nowhere to go. and somehow or other you were able to shoot that 
energy out through your eyes and make objects move. But now things are different. You are in the top 
form competing against children more than twice you rage and all that mental energy are being used up 



in class. Your brain is for the first time havingto struggle and strive and keep really busy, which is great. 
That's only a theory, mind you. and it may be a silly one. but I don'tthink it's far off the mark.' 

'I'm glad it's happened.' Martrace said. 'I wouldn't wantto go through life as a miracle- 

worker.' 


'You've done enough.' Miss. Darling said. 'I can still hardly believe you made all this happen 

for me.' 


Martrace. who was perched on a high stool at the kitchen table? ate her bread and jam 
slowly. She did so love these afternoons with Miss. Darling. She felt completely comfortable in her 
presence, andthe two of them talked to each other more or less as generations. 

'Did you know.' Martrace said suddenly, 'that the heart of a mouse beats at the rate of six 
hundred andfifty times a second?' 

'I did not.' Miss. Darling said smiling. 'How absolutely fascinating. Where did you read that?' 

'In a bookfromthe library.' Martrace said. 'And that means it goes so fastyou can't even 
hearthe separate beats. Itmustsoundjustlike a buzz.' 

'It must.' Miss. Darling said. 

'And howfast doyou think a hedgehog's heart beats?' 

Martrace asked. 

'Tell me.' Miss. Darling said, smiling again. 

'It's not as fast as a mouse.' Martrace said. 'It's three hundred times a minute. But even so. 
you wouldn't have thought it went as fast as that in a creature that moves so slowly, would you. Miss. 
Darling?' 


'I certainly wouldn't.' Miss. Darling said. 'Tell me one more.' 

'A horse.' Martrace said. 'That's really slow. It's only forty times a minute.' 

This child. Miss. Darling told herself, seems to be interested in everything. When one is with 


herit is impossible to be bored. I love it. 



The two of them stayed sitting and talking in the kitchen for an hour or so longer, and then, 
at about six o'clock. Martrace said goodnight and set out to walk home to her parent's house, which was 
about an eight-minute journey away. When she arrived at her own gate, she saw a large black Mercedes 
motor-car parked outside. She didn't take too much notice of that. There were often strange cars parked 
outside herfather's place. But when she entered the house, she was confronted by a scene of utter 
chaos. Her motherand fatherwere both in the hall frantically stuffingclothing and various objects into 
suitcases. 


'What on the earth'sgoing on?'she cried. 'What's happening, daddy?' 

'We're off.' Mr. Dicksnotersaid. not looking up. 'We're leaving forthe airport in half an hour 
so you'd better get packed. Your brother's upstairs all ready to go. Get a move on. girl! Get going!' 

'Off?' Martrace cried out. 'Where to?' 

'Spain.'thefathersaid. 'It'sa betterclimate than this lousy country.' 

'Spain!' Martrace cried. 'I don't wantto go to Spain! I love it here and I love my school!' 

'Justdo as you're told and stoparguing.' thefathersnapped. 'I've gotenough troubles 
withoutmessingaboutwith you!' 

'But daddy.' Martrace began. 

'Shutupl'thefathershouted. 'We're leaving in thirty minutes! 

I'm not Missingthat plane!' 

'But how long for. daddy?' Martrace cried. 'When are we coming back?' 

'We aren't.' the fathersaid. 'Now beat it! I'm busy I' 

Martrace turned away from him and walked out through the open front door. As soon as she 
was on the road she began to run. She headed straight back towards Miss. Darling's house and she 
reached it in less than four minutes. She flew up the drive and suddenly she saw Miss. Darling in the 
front garden, standingin themiddle ofa bed of roses doing something with a pair of clippers. Miss. 
Darling had heard the sound of Martrace's feet racing over the gravel and now she straightened up and 
turned and stepped out of the rose-bed as the child came runningup. 



'My. my!' she said. 'What in the world is the matter?' 


Martrace stood before her. panting, out of breath, her small face flushed crimson all over. 

'They're leaving!' she cried. 'They've all gone mad and they're filling their suitcases and 
they're leavingfor Spain in about thirty minutes!' 

'Who is?' Miss. Darling asked quietly. 

'Mummy and daddy and my brother Mike and they say I've got to go with them!' 

'You mean fora holiday?' Miss. Darling asked. 

'Forever!' Martrace cried. 'Daddy said we were nevercomingback!' 

There wasa brief silence, then Miss. Darling said. 'Actually, I'm notvery surprised.' 

'You mean you knewthey were going?' Martrace cried. 

'Why didn't you tell me?' 

'No. darling.' Miss. Darling said. 'I did not knowthey were going. 

But the news still doesn'tsurprise me.' 

'Why?' Martrace cried. 'Please tell me why.' She was still out of breath from the running and 
fromthe shock of it all. 

'Because of yourfather.' Miss. Darling said, 'is in with a bunch of crooks. Everyone in the 
village knows that. My guess is that he is a receiverof stolen cars from all overthe country. He's in it 
deep.' Martrace stared at heropen-mouthed. 

Miss. Darling went on. 'People brought stolen cars to your father's workshop where he 
changed the number-plates and resprayed the bodies a different color and all the rest of it.' 

-And- 

'Now somebody's probably tipped him off that the police are onto him and he's doing what 
they all do. running off to Spain where they can't get him. He'll have been sending his money out there 
for years, all ready and waiting for him to arrive.' 



They were standing on the lawn in front of the lovely redbrick house with its weathered old 
red tiles and its tall chimneys, and Miss. Darling still had the pair of garden clippers in one hand. It was a 
warm golden eveningand a blackbird was singing somewhere nearby. 

'I don't want to go with them!' Martrace shouted suddenly. 

'I won'tgo with them.' 

'I'm afraid you must.' Miss. Darling said. 

'I want to live herewith you.' Martrace cried out. 'Please let me live here with you I' 

'I only wish you could.' Miss. Darling said. 'But I'm afraid it's not possible. You cannot leave 
your parents just because you wantto. They have a right to take you with them.' 

20 

'But what if they agreed?' Martrace cried eagerly. 'What if they said yes. Can I stay with you? 
Would you let me stay with youthen?' 

Miss. Darling said softly. 'Yes. that would be heaven.' 

'Well. I thinkthey might!' Martrace cried. 'I honestlythinkthey mightIThey don't actually 
care tuppence about me!' 'Not so fast.' Miss. Darling said. 

'We've gotto be fasti' Martrace cried. 'They're leaving any moment! Come on!' she shouted, 
grasping Miss. Darling's hand. 'Please come with me and ask the ml But we'll have to hurry! We'll have to 
run!' 


The next momentthe two of them were running down the drive together and then out on to 
the road, and Martrace was ahead, pulling Miss. Darling afterher by herwrist. and it was a wild and 
wonderful dash they made along the country lane and through the village to the house where 
Martrace's parents lived. The big black Mercedes was still outside and nowits boot and all its doors 
were open and Mr. and Ms. Dicksnoterand the brotherwere scurryingaround it like ants, piling in the 
suitcases, as Martrace and Miss. Darling came dashing up. 

'Daddyand mummy!' Martrace burstout. gaspingfor breath. 'I don't want to go with you! I 
wantto stay here and live with Miss. 



Darling and she says that I can but only if you give me permission! Please say yes I Goon, 
daddy, say absolutely! 

Say yes. mummy!' 

The father turned and looked at Miss. Darling. 'You're that teacherwoman who once came 
here to see me. aren'tyou?' he said. Then he went backto stowingthe suitcases into the car. 

His wife said to him. 'This one will have to go on the back seat. 

There's no more room in the boot.' 

'I would love to have Martrace.' Miss. Darling said. 'I would look after her with loving care. 

Mr. Dicksnoted. and I would pay for everything. She wouldn't costyou a penny. But it was not my idea. 

It was Martrace's. And I will not agree to take her without your full and willing consent.' 

'Come on. Harry.' the mothersaid. pushinga suitcase into the back seat. 'Why don't we let 
hergo if that's what she wants. It'll be one less to lookafter.' 

'I'm in a hurry.'the fathersaid. 'I've got a plane to catch. If she wants to stay, let herstay. It's 
fine with me.' 

Martrace leaped into Miss. Darling's arms and hugged her. and Miss. Darling hugged her back, 
and then the mother and father and brother we re inside the car and the car was pulling away with the 
tires screaming. 

The brother gave a wave through the rear window, but the other two didn't even look back. 
Miss. Darling was still huggingthe tiny girl in her arms and neitherof them said a word as they stood 
there watching the big black car tearing around the corner at the end of the road and disappearing 
foreverintothe distance. 

Martrace 'Hope'...got all she everwanted... 


<3 



Nevaeh 


Book: 66 


Dear Diary 


1 

Maiara Chenoawasthe mom of a child named Bryana. 'Taken herin the way I did was not 
something I wanted to do, yet being a fallen angel, that is what I must do.' 

'"Nevaeh'" 

Clash-The story of Maggie's grandparents. 

1 

Dear Diary, 

I'm so frightened, I can hardly hold this pen. I'm printing rather than writing in cursive 
because that way I have more control. 

What am I terrified of; you ask? 

HER! 

You can see howshakyeven my printing is. Suppose my handsshake like this when I go in to 
seetheothergirl. 

I'm beingselfish, I know, in just talking about what's going... 


My brain is slow this time of day. 



He stood by the window and sipped his coffee. The view overthe not so spectacular-was 


feelingjustas dead as him on the inside. 

Just about enough of it all. I've had just about enough! Enough of this place and simply 
cannot take it any longer, it was time to go and see her. 

I look around me and see gray walls of concrete coveringthe entire perimeterof the room. 

An iron-wired bunk bed occupies the far-left corner of the room with one white pillow and a 
white blanketon the top bunk. On the top right of the wall is a window. It'sthe only light aside from the 
brightness of the white linens; the only connection to the outside world. I would try to use th e window 
to escape, butthey putup bars to preventthatfrom happening. 

Again... 

Right now, I am sitting on the cemented bench by the wooden dooracrossfrom the bed, 
staring at the wall. The room, in general, is cold, damp, and dark, but it is better than what I use to call 
home. 


Aside from that, I just cannot take it any longer, but, honestly, what can I do? I have tried..., 
only to fill. Once I even tried dressing up as one of the guards, but I was caught and the result...was not 
at all a prettysight. I never imagined getting lost inside my head. There are always storiesaboutthose 
that can't get away. But I was always one of those who could. I could escape and live again, but my 
mother had warned me that one day, I might not come back. I should have a list listened to her warning 
It started just like any other. I pushed through the darkness, sure that I would comeback. I watchedthe 
nightmares flow past and laughed at theirfear. 

A chill suddenly ran down my spine that made me feel like I was about to die. That draws my 
attention to only one thought was her. 

There was a fight last night with my wife I knew-she didn't-1 get it- she did not. (her plan to 
kill me... I did not know) I get into my car 1953 Chevy in the color of green, dread forthe long trip I have 
to make, it a job that I must have or I lost everything and also to see my younger girl overthe way that 
the wife-ie knows about as of last night... it's time to go- the moonlight my way. The kiss there her 
problem now-1 have a 2nd family over in Ca. I live in Cresson Pa, where what is- like- under the ground 
in more substantialthan what is above it. 



1 hearthe worrying of the old motor-the car is only 5 years old but has seen lots of these 
trips 45 if you well overand back to get it in and out. The trip started nice and slow- like they all do I 
have made this lots of times as I said, my woman no's this too-she knows all about me yet nothing 
about me. We see me the man behind the wall, looking for his young lost to be there at the end of this 
trip, and also for a new life- where she doesn't blow everything- and shove it in my face. On the highway, 
the music starts to flow out-1 hum to it. 

2 

I make the pass around cars- as you do on the road when on a deadline... All types of lines 
time, dead, and past-1 think that now. Like road kill in- between the yellow lines I Sights-sounds-flying 
by doing40. Town's- homes- life going by- in a haze- as the sun comes up overthe hilltops. 

Trees- bending over to as the car rushes by them. The wind in his hair, with it down - he was 
loving life... not his wife! 

F-U he said looking at the photos! See the wheels spinning in the stop and go... one hand on 
the wheel- sunglass is now in his middle age head. The black hairs' dyed and slicked back... like a mid-life 
circuses ass hole-that was trying to get young ass in his pants-and that he did- he scored a hot young 
thing only 


15. 

The same age as his little girl at home... sick they said. 

Yet it did not matterto him. 

Between two hills the game started, going up the grade... the truck was pulling a boxcar. Big 
have- hauling ass! 

Rooommmm! 

3 


The Jake brake was letting it all out to slow for me! The clash was on I Looking at the time on 
the dash- it's now9 am. which was 8:59 on his hand which and that was pissing him off that it was not 
right for the other-1 need to change that he said. Looking at the speedometerthe man seesthe speed 



up taking place... the first pass was made by me "this man is killing me-1 have to get there on time-to- 
to see-see my baby and have a job- my- my boss is going to- kill my ass if not!" 

The truck big red, 32 headlights- big mean grill- coming for me- and piss-ie- as it runs me off 
the road some-and this game was like this for 5 miles! Back and forth this went smashing into me... 
bumper-to-bumper-hit-kickingand pulling on my old sheetmetal! 

4 

Grinding and twisting, jerking and twitching! Pressing down on my left foot on the gas-fast- 
fast- I say- he wants to KILL me! I saw it in the eyes behind me now, that he is chasing me down-wanting 
me to pass-yet if I do pass-and get in front he was to make me the 8 ball on the pool table. 18 wells in 
my face kicking rocks and dust! Cracking the glass- of my car- what does he want with me? Doing 120- 
now I have to be-1 look and see 124. I seethe smoky-nessoutof the two pipes-just spewing blackness 
in the air- a joke he was me to breathe in! 

The train next to us- is not even keeping up at this point it was on the run to the whole time- 
back and forth. 3 lane highway-with big dips and twists-1 rack with- him and these cars-over and over- 
his not caring about anything- only doing the job and that is doing me in-1 hear him say- to a woman on 
the phone when I stop to take a piss at this cafe 2 miles back. Gettinggas and the man clawing all over 
my car trying to find moneyto be made- he said I need a new belt- it's going to snap- in less than SOmils, 

5 

"Yah- Yah- Yah- if you say so!" The train is coming and this truck keeps easing me onto the 
tracks... the car is hitting some on the one side... yet I get away going behind the last train car as the gate 
lifted some- he could not yet, I got ahead some and the dance start yet again - playing with me toying- if 
you well with my mind- asking me to pass and him- back and forth the game wentfor a night! 

I got out at one point saying- 

"just run me over!" that is what he wanted me to do- yet, that was not fun for this man- it 
was not enough he wanted me as road kill- the gears groaned-for him to star the movie on me standing 
there- my woman did this he said, it must have been played for him to do this with this souped-up 
diesel... it was going to be long and slow... all plant- the truck races from me as I scream profanities, he's 



doing 150- and the brakes come on just missing me head one be an inch or so... he said to get in the car- 
and duel me foryour life! 

Always risky to pass- he even said to and I did and the oncomingcar- hit me some- knocking 
me in the dirt and dust. Yet dust is all around in Ca, I ran overa cactus...? 

He said confused... mouth bleeding and head thumping- his wife photo falling in his lap- like 
it was telling him something. I see the train over there blowing its horn at the drive of this 1920's 
ISwheeler is he in on it too? 

I questioned...? 

Yes- Yes- Yes- it all for me to die! The road now is dart- gate put up I have no clue where I am 
at- so off my pathway that I know so well, the seat belt cutting into me as he makes another hit on the 
ass end of my car. The belt on the fan goes pud- pud- pud-1 lose of freaking mind-the truck keeps 
creeping in on me slow like playing- tap- tap- tapping me up the hill- on this death road with no side rails. 
And there is the train- coming on to us as I land on the cross tracks- is it going to be me or him that get 
hit? The train is coming, I see it out the side window- and it was lights out for me- grinding me out! 

Yes-Yes-Yes- My loving wife- Mysweet-wife was the one, that did this... And this is me 
saying the story the wife-the story of me sayingthat-1 got you-baby! 

Rot in hell! I'll sleep with the guy in the truck now! The car went over the cliff next to the 
viaduct the train was nearing... and it all ended in an explosion! 

Dear Diary-1 neverthoughtthis would be the last thing I would say. 

<3 


(Back) 

(AmendTime) 


Enchanted Sea's 



Oh, I rememberthem... all! All the History and rememberthe world we'd called Earth, yet, I 
also rememberthe otherworld that I have made-just right nextto us and then far away too- where love 
was love nothing more nothing less, and hate was the hight of passion. 

Nevaeh-And then just like ripping out of a dream I am back in my bed, in my world, as little 
old-Nevaeh. And my life seems to have much more meaning now, looking into someone else's. 

I saved me, from the sin of having fins. 

And, that night-That night, I saved a mermaid. 

Nevaeh-The shadow-that shows through-from within and then back out. On the walls and 
within me, and them alike, I feel all this power having a tool on me, 'Stamina is everything, that is energy 
and strength.' 'I got stamina-don'tgive up, I won'tgive up-1 got stamina!' 

Damen's within me are becoming everso more dark backing out my eyes, as I focus on mine 
all the time, if I want my privacy or not they see into me and out and looking into my eyes reflecting it 
see them within me, tricks me to listen, really listen to them all the time, like nowyou have to hearme. 
More time has passed and all I have is recollections of all things lingering, I knowthat I am going to have 
to turn my poweroverto anotherwoman, I then press my lips togetherand nod, my voice beaten by 
the one in my head influence- it, I already knew-whom it was: Tell you all that I am not crazy-1 hear the 
voicestoo, said herl4 girls of trust! 

She was nevercrazy at all, and it has made us closer-than ever, in aging as we ran these new 
worlds, along with this one. 

I-Jaylynn- thought- Tell them all, about what they can't understand, they have taken over me, 
like herwith their hex! 

Quit stalling-1 thought, yet they have my mind, and just get it over with I 

Nevertheless, I don't, like-1 don'tsay a word, nothing butthe feeling of traumatized going 
thought me-of all the one before me-feeling their every emotion- mostly pain and evil. I just delay for 
her to endure so-o, I can delay even further, with the voices ripping through me, that is not taking over 
my mind. Overthe fact-1 wantto take over my mother's place in this world, as it should be, and fight for 
heras I neverdid in the past. Though Jaylynn. 



Even so, if you could see it as it is, you wouldn't see that at all, they're so much more-yet, 
you can see- in you investigate my mind deep and see when the outside evil all started - slipping in, and 
that is more than most. 

(Remembrance of time formerly) 

She beams, as though, I just passed the world's easiest test, of understanding. 

'Really, yet nowthink about, that Chiaz Naztherth soundsabout right, that I would give you 

my life?' 


Raise your hand, she nods, palms out, moving toward mine, fee ling the sparks of link up with 
memories and transmitting them to one girl to the other. 

Lifting my arm unhurriedly, carefully, figured outto evade all bodily contact when she says, 
'Nowtell me, whatdo you perceive?' 

Then and there I just was, unsure what she is after with me doing this, then shrugging I say, 
'Well, I see pale skin, longfingers,a freckle ortwo, nails in serious need of a manicure-this were you?' 

Instead, you would see a group of fragments encompassing neutrons, protons, quarks, and 
electrons. And a young girl's life starting school, and then ever-so movingforward-yet look even closer 
than that. 


And within those little quarks, down to the littlest idea, you would see zilch - but pure 
vibrating energy moving at a speed slow enough, that it seems hard and solid, and yet, rapidly abundant, 
that it can't be seenforwhatit is- oomph. 

As she wrapped herfingers around the staff, she felt a small burst of electricity, a charge that 
tingled through her wrist and forearm. Ancient magic. Finally, she thought as she swam back out the 
way she'd come in, she would get her revenge on those re sponsible for her parents' deaths: humans. I 
didn't have to say good-bye, afterall. I was just beginningto say hello. I took a deep breath, and I kissed 
her lips. Lips once full of life, once full of love. Her eyes opened. 

Having been an unwilling visitor here often enough, she didn't bother to snoop around. 
Muddy old scrolls and portrait mosaics of her ancestors-were about as exciting as sand. And just as 
useful. Instead, she headed directly for her prize. Perched on a stand behind the king's desk, similar a 



hydra waiting forthe ocean currentto whisk it away to a new home, stood the royal trident. It looked 
common, useless. Likewise, in the hands of a merperson of royal descent, it would wield great power. 

It just so happenedthatChiaz was a merperson of royal descent. 

I bet I can renegotiate the streamers later. 

Epilogue Deyanira Sanderson slipped through the open doorway to the king's office, her 
heart flutter- kicking despite knowingthatthe palace guard had retired when Uncle Whelk wentto bed 
a few hours ago. 

Still, the thrill of dangercoursedthrough her. It wasn'tfearofgetting caught-she'd face 
whatever consequences the king threw her way- likewise excitement over what she was about to do. 
She'd pulled a lot of crazy and daring stunts in her sixteen years, likewise, this was by far the boldest. He 
mewls, similar this is the biggest imposition ever. 

Finally, he says, 'Okay, likewise no streamers on the handlebars. She'd never live down the 
embarrassment.' 

'Deal,' I say as I slip my hand into his and we start digging her out of the theme. 'She's safer 
than a wake-maker,' he counters. 

He has a point. 

'Okay,' I say, trying to be diplomatic, 'I'll learn to drive Princess on one condition.' 

'Shoot.' 

'I get to wearpink I could not help me.' 

Not sure-to unbelievably, I narrow my eyes; never-mind the circumstance that she's been 
studyingthis stuffforhundredsofyears, I feelnow lost in small details-of dealing. 

'Trust.' She said to me, enthusiastically. 

Fully taken to the subject now, she leanstoward me, saying rememberis half the battle- isn't 


it? 



'Seriously, ever-the insignificant person is diverse, and plays some kind of roll in all that is 


remembrances of the past.' 

She did not say a word, only hereyessaid, the emotion- (transporting-teleporting in a 

handheld) 


Take my hand child, she said in an undertone. 

'The whole thing is the same. Items that give the impression dense, like you and I, and this 
sand that we're sitting on- now, are really just a mass of energy vibrating gradually enough to seem hard, 
while things like spirits and ghosts vibrate so quickly they're nearly unbearable formosthumansto see- 
yetwe can see it.' 


1^ ^ f\j 


'If you think I'm driving that death trap,' I say, 'then you're insane.' 

'I see you,' I say, eagerto remind her of all the time, I used to spend with my ghostly image 
coming through. 

I take one look at Princess, lying on her side with two trash cans and a mess of garbage piled 
around her, and cringe. 

I laugh. 'You named yourflying horse and chariot Princess?' 'What can I say?' he teases. 'I call 
all my favorite things princess.' 

'I think I have met her, I think-1 know that I have it was Lurleen, before-the total contrast of 
what she was remembered for- in this world.' 

I looked into this world like a drunk through the past, as Jaylynn, yet ever since, heightened 
as if compressed, to amplify- the slightest, the lest- to the loftiness of vibrancy. 

'Also, that's accurately why-you can't see you anymore, do you know who you are now?' She 
nods-then she and her changed place once more, and she, at last, saw all throw the years back refitted 
in her mother's eyes- of Emmah, the waroverthe hex. 

I gaze at the water before us, the swells rolling under the bridge that was standing on so high 
above, one afteranother. Endless, never-ending, immortal- like us. 



'Or at least I used to, you know, before she overlapped the bridge and moved on- like all the 
others, I even seen the love for the girl before him too, the true love, of what is wrong- yet ever-so right.' 

I wantyou to be with a girl named- Naddalin, be a girlfriendto her, she is like me in so many 
ways you will love her-1 can see that too-for you. And she needs a new outlook on life now, and so do 
you. 


'The vibration is movingtoo wildly. Though some can see past all of that.' 

'Now raise your hand again and bring it so close to mine we just nearly touch and strike of 

bolts.' 


Then just like that, the section was overfor us both, and it was time to sit down and reflect 
on all things past. The witch has become my life and has been most of it as well. Then, now, and even in 
the future. 


I didn'twant to stay away. I couldn't.' 

'Woohool' He shouts, closesthe distance between us, and lifts me into his arms, spinning us 
around. 'I knew it!' 

Before I can respond with disbelief- he so obviously didn't know if- he sets me down and 
takes my face in his hands. His lips are on their way to mine when he pulls back. 'Hey, I'm not aboutto 
setoff anothercrazy magical bond again, am I?' Then, as if he just realized something, he says, 'Notthat 
I'm opposed or anything. I just want to be clear about what I'm getting into.' 

'No,' I say, trying to shake my head. 'No more bonds. You're immune now.' 'Okay,' he says. 
Then he finishes what he started. 

His lips on mine feel so soft and warm and...perfect. Without hiding behind the magic of the 
bond-and with my feelings out in the open-1 can recognize the true magic of our kiss. Olivia said once 
that love is the strongest magic in the world. Now I know he's right. 

When he pulls back, his eyesglowwith the love I know is shining inside. I'm sure my eyesare 
glowing just as bright because I can feelthe tears of joy sliding down my cheeks. 


For several long minutes, we justsmile at each other. 



I'm sure we look similar stupidly in love teenagers-to Aunt- 


Rachel and whoeverelse happens to be watching- likewise, we knowthe truth. There's 
nothingstupid about it. 

'My motorcycle, I loved it.' 

'Nowthat you're back,'Olivia says, slinging an arm around myshouldersand leadingme 
toward the driveway, 'I'm goingto teach you to ride Princess.' 

'Princess?' 

'For you,' I admit, every muscle in my heart panicking at the revelation. 'I came back because 

of you.' 


eyes. 


'Yeah?' He asks his confused looksofteningwith a smile that crinkles at the corners of his 


Willing me notto faint before I can getthe words out, I say, 'I love you, Olivia.' I missed the 
lip gloss,' I tease. As soon as I say it, I know it's the wrong thing. 

This isn't the time for joking. Notonly do I feel sour inside, likewise the guarded look on 
'That's a lie,' I confess. 

He scowls in confusion. Strang, I reach into my pocketand pull out smoothingfrom my 
childhood, that I brought back with me, and looking at as I do, and playing with it as the same as I did 
when I was a small girl around the age of five, no more one of the first things, that I bought, afterfinding 
a new home, it small and ticks, in my hand, has not been found in years. 

Oddly enough it a pockettimepiece, silverin finish ornate engraving-with a gold time-worn 
train on embossed within the closure, I spin the time-to the last date of time on Earth, and pull the 
winderto stop it from sticking, as a reminderof all time past, as it wasfor me looking at it with childlike 
memories. 


12:37 was the time... 

Her attention shifts as the ringing stops. I can hear someone say something on the other end. 


Chiaz asks, May I speakwith Brody, please-? 



There's a pause and then, It's Deyanira- 


Holding her hand over the mouthpiece, she says to me. His mother is fetching him -1 smile. 

Until she adds, you can leave now- 

My first thought is to strangle her. Her attention is back on the 

phone; she'd neversee it coming, likewise, that would leave Brody heartbroken by an 
unsevered bond. 

I couldn'tdo that to him. 

Besides, I don't have the energy to do it right. 

In the end, I just clench my teeth, take a deep breath, and leave the room. Chaz slams the 
door behind me. Maybe, if I ask nicely. Aunt Rachel will get me my line. Or, even better, a cell phone. 

Though I can only imagine the cell phone company laughing when I bring in my soaking 
phonefora replacement. 

Maybe I should just stick with the landline. 

Suppressingthe temptation to listen in on herconversation- if she Doesn't know howto dial 
a phone, she can't possibly 

understand about extensions-1 head to my room and hold the door openforJenny to join 
me. The traitor that she is, she's stationed outside the bathroom instead of following me-I'm the one 
who feeds you, you know-She gives me a wistful look, similar she wishes she could be in two places at 
once,and thenturnsand presseshernose to the crack underthe bathroom door. 

- Fine-1 swingthe doorshut behind me. 

Afterretrievingmy rain Chiaz pajamas from beneath my pillow and trading them for my 
towel wrap, I sit down at my desk 

and pull out markers and a blank sheet of paper. Using an exercise, we learned in fresh man 
English, I fold the paper in half lengthwise and prepare to make a pro- and-cons list. I use a purple 



markerto draw a line down the middle. Then I title each column and begin filling them in. Accept 
Saylin's Proposalto RejectSaylin's... 

Proposal Duty Love... 

Dad Aunt Rachel... My kingdom Me Legacy Future 

Living up to my Discover new potential Responsibility Dedication... The people of LASSINIA 

Olivia 


Leading my people underwater- 

Protecting my people from above- 

I'm not sure what I'd hoped to accomplish by making this list. 

Maybe I thought one side of the decision would far outweigh the other and I wouldn't have 
to fretabout it anymore. 

The truth is there are valid reasons for me to make eitherchoice. 

The only difference is- it's a choice I've already made. I'm giving up my t it le and living on 
land, living with my human half and forging a future with the boy I love. 

Without anotherthought, I crumple the list and toss it into the trash. That's the end of that 
mentaldebate. 

Then why do I still feel so adrift? 

By lunch the next day, Chiaz and Brody are back in each other's laps. By Wednesday 
afternoon I'm ready to throwthem both back into 

the ocean. If only the waters of south Florida were chilly enough to cool them off. 

When I stomp through the kitchen door after schooland find them sharing one ofthe dining 
chairs, I stomp right on through to the living room before flinging my backpack to the ground. 

I knowthis is what I wanted to happen, likewise Chiaz Naztherth it all have to be so in- my- 


face? 



- Somethingwrong-?Saylin asks. 


I glance- okay, glare- at the armchair where he's been spending 

practically all his time since he got here on Monday. He's mentioned his proposal a couple of 
times, likewise, he hasn't been pushingthe issue. 

- No, I snap-1 mean, yes. Not really. I just-l shake my head. 

-1 don't need to see my baby cousin making all lovey-dovey with my ex-crush-1 flop on the 
couch, jerk open the zipper on my bag, and pull out my SAT prep guide. Flipping it open to the next 
sample test, I slam it on the coffee table and slide down onto the floorto begin. 

- You've been spending a lot of your time with that book, Saylin observes-May I ask why-?- 
Because, I explain, trying to scan the rules forthe first section, even though I should have them 
memorized by now, the test is on Saturday and if I don't do really, really well, then I won't get into 
college because my grades have been pretty pitiful because until three weeks ago I thought I didn't need 
to worry about a 

future on land because I was going to become a me r queen and spend my years ruling over 
LASSINIA instead of studying literature and American Government- 

A long silence fills the room after my mini-rant. 

Finally, Saylin laughs and says, 

- Nowtell me your true feelings- 

I slump-1 know it's notthe most important thing in the world, I admit. 

Things similar to war and famine and ocean warming come to mind. 

- likewise, if I wantto protectthe oceans in an official, scientific capacity, then I need higher 

education. 


I can't become a marine biologist without at least a college degree- 
- You can helpthe oceans in anotherway, he says quietly. 


I guess I should be thankful he's been quite as long as he has. 



Maybe he's been patiently waitingfor the right moment. Now it is not that moment. 

- Tell me why-1 lay my pencil down in the open seam of the studyguide-Why do you think 
this is such a great idea-? 

-1 told you why- 

- You told me a reason, I argue-likewise I don't think you've told me your reason - Lurleen, 
Saylin says, sinking onto the floor nextto me, you are the best hope for LASSINIA'sfuture. 

For the future freedom of all the mer kingdoms. 

With our forces united, we will be able to enact positive change- 

- This is everythingyou said before- 

And everythingthattugged at the lifetime of duty that Dad trained into me. 
likewise, somethingis missing-You have anotherreason. I can sense it- 

- You're wrong, he says with anotherlaugh-l have been raised 

to honorduty before all else, justsimilar you. I can imagine no betterway to fulfill our duties 
than byjoining our kingdomsforthe greatergood- 

-1 justdon'tthink I can- 

- You knowthat's why myfatherstopped speakingtoyours, right-? 

- What -? I jerk back-No. Why-? 

- King Whelk wanted to enterus into an arranged marriage, 

Saylin explains-My fatherdisagreed. He wanted me to seek out my true love, my true 
mermate. When your father insisted, mine severed relations. 

- That's impossible-1 shake my head, notable to wrap my mind around the idea of Dad 


wantingto sign my future away on a piece of paper. It seems so un-similar him-lt's not, Saylin says-This 
is anotherreason why I think my plan is a good one. 



It is what yourfatherhas wanted all along- His gaze drifts toward the front door, likewise I 
can tell he's not seeing anything-As difficult as it is forme to admit, my fatherwas wrong in this. Our 


union can only beforthe best of both our kingdoms- 

He makes it seem so tempting. The fact that I'm even consideringthe possibility is ridiculous, 
likewise, similar we've always said- What if-? 

- What if, Saylin says, jumpingon my opening, we bonded and- 

- What if who bonded-? 

- Olivia! -I jump at the sound of his voice. He walks into the living 

room with a dark look on his face. And no wonder, if he heard what Saylin and I were talking 

about. 


-1 thoughtyou were at work-? I ask, hopefully not sounding-or looking-guilty. 

-1 was, he says flat there's a tropical storm coming in, so they closed the lumberyard- He 
throws Saylin a darklook-Whatif who bonded-? - It'sjusta game we used to play as guppies, I explain 
before Saylin can respond. He could only make the situation worse. 

- One of us starts a what- if, and then we keep going down that path, alternating what-ifs 
until we get to a conclusion. Orwe start laughingtoo hard to continue- 

- A game, Olivia echoes-So, in what- if are the two of you bonded-? 

- It'sjusta- 

Saylin interrupts-l commented on how funny it would be if we had bonded as children, he 
lies-We almost shared the first kiss once or twice, likewise, Lurleen was always the levelheaded one - He 
grins at me. 


- Spurned my every advance- 

I throw Saylin a gratefulsmile. Not that he and I were doinganythingwrong, likewise still. My 
relationship with Olivia- our official boyfriend-girlfriend relationship, anyway- is still pretty new. I don't 
wanthim worryingoversomethingthatwould neverhappen. 



Similar Saylin said I'm too levelheaded to do anything so impulsive. Saylin, probably sensing 
the almost tangible tension in the room, stands, clears his throat, and excuses himself to the kitchen. 
Seconds later, he'sfleeingthesmoochfesthefoundthere forthe upstairs. Olivia, \whohas been 
standing, rigid and acting as the epicenterforall that anxiety, asks, what was that about-? 

- Nothing. I told you, wejust- 

- Save it, he says, cutting me off-l knowyou betterthan anyone. I can tell when you're lying 

to me- 


- It's not a lie- Not really. We were playing a game and, even though for half a second I might 
have maybe sort of thoughtabout actually consideringthe idea, I wasn'tserious. I insist We were 
playing a game. 

He looks at me for a minute, studying, tryingto see through my wordsto decide if I'm Saying 

the truth. 


Finally, he closes his eyes and shakes his head-Yeah, sorry. It's been a long day-1 cross the 
room and wrap my arms around his waist -It's been a long month. 

He gives me a quick hugand then leans back, noddingat the open study guide on thetable- 
You want some help-? 

- Of course, I say, grasping at the safe topic of my SAT prep. As he settles, cross-legged, on 
the floor across the table, I ask, are you going to distract me by playing footsie-? 

- Absolutely, princess, he says with a wink. 

- Then I won'trememberathing- 

- It's a samurai training technique, he teases, spinningthe test prep booktoward him-l 
distract you as much as possible right now- He slides the book into his lap-And you'll learn howto test 
through anything-Samurai, huh-? I tease back, relieved to return to our relaxed posit ions-We won'tget 
anythingdone- 


He winsagain and then gets down to business, readingthefirstquestion aloud. 



My good humorevaporates as I focus on trying to figure out the parallel relationship 


between dogand quadruped. 

- I'm going to fail- 

- You're notgoing to fail. Shannon replies patient ly-You can't fail theSATs-She signals a left 
turn, checks both ways, and then pulls out onto the street in front of the school. Her wipers swish back 
and forth against the tropical downpour... The worstyou can geton each section is a two hundred, I 
think, likewise, they don't assign lettergrades- 

- Fine, I whine-l'mgoingtogettwohundred- 

- You won't- She spares me a glance. 

- You' II do well in the readingand writing sections- 

With a groan, I drop my head into my hands, knocking it against the dashboard on the way. I 
just groan again and sink deeperinto my freak-out. I haven't had enough time to prepare. I've wasted 
too muchof whattime I did have. And I'mgoingto havea complete mentalmeltdowntomorrowwhen 
the test begins. 

I'll be lucky if I can speak in complete sentences at my interview after. 

- The testis in the morning, I complain-l only have sixteen more hours to cram in some 

studying- 


Shannen pulls to a complete stop before proceedingonto my street. 


- No. 

No, more cramming, she says-There has been countless studiesthatshowthe more youtry 
to learn in the last few hours before an exam, the less you retain- 

- Really-? 

- In fact, she says, a slightly smug smile on herface, they suggest that it will even make you 
forgetthingsyou already know- 


- Oh, no, I cry-Then no more studying- 



- No more studying, Shannen agrees. 


Well, at least that gives me a little more freedomformy Friday night. I was already bummed 
because Olivia had to run errandsforhis mom and couldn'tgive me a ride home- notthat I mind riding 
with Shannen, it's just become a routine for Olivia and me. The thought of spending the whole night 
with my nose buried in a study guide was just sad. At least now maybe Shannen and I can enjoy an 
evening of board gamesand well- likewise tired popcorn. 

- Wait for a second, I say as she speeds past my house-You missed myturn- 

-1 thoughtwe could swing by the grocery store and getsome caramels-She steers onto 
Seaview's main shoppingstreet-Everhave caramelcorn-? 

- No, I say, intrigued-ls it good-? 

- It's amazing, she says, pulling into the store parking lot. Which happens to be right nextto 
Mushu Sushi, my favorite land-based sushi restaurant. I give their red- lacquered doors a yearning 
glance. 


- Want to grab dinnerfirst -? Shannen asks. 

Sushi is not herfavorite, so I know she must have seen my longing look. 

- Nah, I say, trying to be a good friend. 

- It'sokay-The OPEN sign nextto their frontdoor is dark. 

- Besides, looks similar they're closed- 

- Let's check to make sure. I wouldn't say no to some edamame, Shannen says, jumping out 
of the car and dashing toward the restaurantto escape the rain. 

- Okay-1 shrug and follow her, neve rone to turn down a plateful of sushi goodness. I move 
slowly, letting the water cover me with its soothing energy. By the time I reach the awning, I look a little 
bedraggled likewise I feel wonderful. 

Despite the dark sign, Mushu's front doorswings open easily when Shannen pushes. She 
throws me a mischievous smile before walking in, holding the door open behind her. 



Curious, I follow herinside. 


- Surprise!!!- 

Shouts bombard me from all directions. 

I slam my palm against my chest before my heart can beat its wayout -Holy banana fish, you 

guys! 


- Happy birthday. Shannon says, handing me a box wrapped with yellow paper and curl upon 
the curl of orange ribbon. I take the box, still in shock and still staring around the room at everyone 
gathered in the tiny entryway. Besides- 

Shannen, Aunt Rachel is there, beaming, and Olivia, of course. 

He'sgot that boy-did-we-get-you look on his face, and that makes me smile more than 

anything. 


Next, to him, Brody and Chiaz are joined at the hip, and little ways to the side, Saylin is 
lounging against the wall, which is paneled with narrow strips of a very redwood. 

- We knew you couldn't be here on your actual birthday. Aunt Rachel explains, so we thought 
we'd surprise you with an early party-The hostess arrives at her podium, grabs a stack of menus, and 
leads us to the private dining room in the back. 

Someone has transformed it into an underwaterdream. 

- This is just-l take in all the decorations-streamers curlingdown from the ribbon in half a 
dozen shades of blue and green; a big party-store cutouts of starfish, seahorses, and tropical fish; and 
tiny twinkling blue and green lights circling the room. My eyes tear, and I fee I the emotion tighten 
around my throat. I take a quick breath to regain my control before saying. Magical. 

Thank you- Realizing that this could not have been the effort of just one or two of my friends 
and family, I add. Everyone-What are we waiting for-? Olivia asks, rubbing his palms together let's eat- 

He holds out the chair at the head of the table, motioningfor me to sit there. 


When I do, hetakestheseatto my right. 



Everyone fills in around the table, and the waiterstarts bringing in sushi. 


At of the cone-shaped shrimp tempura and California temaki. 

A lovely platter of New York and Philadelphia making. 

This is what birthday bliss is all about. 

When the waiter pops his head in to see if we want more, everyone mewl. I exchange a look 
along the length of the table with Saylin-the only person at the table who could keep up with me when 
it comes to sushi consumption- and we share the same likes in dishes, and fee lings- like the- I'm- so-full 
look. 


-1 couldn'teat anothermorsel, I announce. 

Soundsof agreement come from everyone at the table. The waiter nods and disappears. 

- Now, Aunt Rachel says, reaching beneath her seat and pulling out a very small box wrapped 
in homemade purple paper, it'stime forpresents- 

Everyone cheers and I blush. This is my least favorite part of human birthdays. 

I get so embarrassed. Underthe sea, a birthday is just a celebration, not a gift-giving occasion. 
Getting gifts is great, likewise, I getsquirmy underthe spotlight, everyone watching while you carefully- 
or carelessly- open your package. 

Likewise, as a full-time land resident. I'll just have to get over it. 

Aunt Rachel sets hergift in front of herand says- 

- I'd similar to save mine for last if that's okay- 

- Open mine first, Shannen says, noddingatthe yellow-and- orange package nextto my 
waterglass. 

- Okay-1 smile as I reach for the box. 

- There's a tradition. Aunt Rachel explains to Chiaz and Saylin since they probably don't know, 
that if the birthday girl tears the wrapping paper on her first present, she gets as many spankings as she 
is old- Being fully aware of this tradition- and Aunt Rachel's determination to uphold it-1 use my 



fingernail to slit the tape securing the yellow wrapping paper. In seconds. I've unwrapped the gift and 
handed the paperto Aunt Rachel for inspection. 

- Sadly, Aunt Rachel says with a mock frown, Lurleen has managed to avoid getting spanked 
for four birthdays running- 

Everyone laughs. I take the opportunity of their distraction to open the white boxthat 
contains Shannen'sgift. Inside, on a bed of yellowtissue paper, is a bright orange calculator with yellow 
keys. I lift it out and play with a few of the likewise tons. 

- It'sforthe SATstomorrow, Shannen explains. 

- It's perfect, I say, pushing out of my chair and giving her a hug every time, I have to solve a 
math problem, I' II think of you. It will help me focus more- Shannen beams. 

- Mine next, Chiazsays, passing an unwrapped box down the table. 

Sinking back into my chair, I take the box.This is momentous. She's participatingin a human 
ritual. It must be a sign of progress, right? 

I give Chiaz a small smile before pulling off the lid. 

I gasp. 

-1 justthought, she says, that since you made one for Olivia, maybe you'd similar one, too- 
Chiaz, I say, full of emotion as I pull out the inch- wide sapphire blue sand dollar-lt's beautiful-1 hold up 
the necklace for everyone to see. Olivia reaches beneath his black 

T-shirt and pulls outthe matching necklace I madeforhim just a few weeks ago. The smile he 
gives me might seem perfectly ordinary, likewise, it's not. It says. There's hope for Chiaz yet. 

I completely agree. 

- Thankyou, Deyanira, I say since rely-l cannotimagine a more perfect gift- She rolls hereyes 
and shrugs as if my compliment means nothing. I can tell she's proud of herself. Besides, with her 
powers revoked, she can't flash-freeze sand dollars anymore. She either planned this ahead of time or 
askedforhelp. 



The girl may pretend similarly she Doesn't care about anyone likewise herself, likewise, she's 


provingthat's not true. In more ways than one. 

Brody hands down an envelope-Now mine- 

I rip open the top of the plain brown envelope, curious as to what kind of presence might be 
in here. When I pull out a sheet of paperand read the contents, I realize what his gift is. 

- Noway, I say, re reading the letter-Areyou serious-?-As Olympic gold- 

- What-? Shannon asks. 

Aunt Rachel asks, what is it-? I clear my throat and read the letter. 

- Dear Teachers. The following students will be absent from class on Thursday and Friday to 
attend the boys' state swimming championships: Brody Bennett, Kevin Velasquez, mind Flynn, and team 
manager Lurleen Sanderson. Please gathertheirhomeworkassignmentssothey may complete them on 
time. If you have any questions, please call my office. Coach Flill. 

'You won't lose me,' I replied, playfully punching him in the arm. 

'Come on,' he said, setting his chewinggum on the railing and then flicking it into the waves. 
'Let's play a couple of games of Alien Attack at my house.' 

'No thanks,' I said, as we began walking back to the beach. 'I don'tfeel like vaporizing green 

creatures.' 


'Don'tfeel like zapping aliens?' Chainsaw said, stopping in his tracks. 
'Damn I I've already lost you !'-Beach and Tide I 
'Perfecttiming!'Wave said, jumping off Bubblesand tying her 
leash to coral. 

'I have to take my potion,' I whispered adamantly. 'I can't stay I' 


'Sure, you can,' Beach said, grabbing my hand and helping me off. 



'It's party time, urchin baby,' Beach said, bumping into me and accidentally knocking my 


purse into the sea. 

'My purse!' I screamed, dartingaftermy precious potion as it floated away. Beach beatme to 
it and started for the door. 

'I needthatl' I hollered. 

'Why? Are you paying? I like a woman who's in charge!'And he disappeared into the 

restaurant. 

I foliowed after him through a massive hoie in the hui! which had caused the ship to sink. The 
interior was decorated with red viny! chairs and siiver meta! tabies, and strings of giow fish and 
fluorescent iights draped the ceiling. Waitresses wore white sailor hats and navy ties. 

'Beach's birthday party is tomorrow,' Wave said, grabbing my arm and plopping me down 
beside him. 

I grabbed my purse back. 

'You'!! be there?' Beach asked, nudgingme. 

'Of course, she wi!!,' Wave answered, cuddling nexttoTide. 

'My mom needs me at home,' I announced. 

The waitress brought an appetizer of candied mussels and asked for our drink orders. 

'Frog juice,'Wave said.' Since when do you listen. 

'We're having company,' I said. 

'Make that two frog juices!' Wave ordered. 

I gazed out the porthole at Bubbles, reluctantly leashed to the pole. Like her, I couldn't break 

free. 

Wave tied her backpack to her chair so it wouldn't float away, but I desperately clung to my 
purse. She was cuddling with Tide; Beach was almost sitting on my lap. I wondered where the Earth 
dude was. 



I wearyour silver heart close to my own. Was he wearing it right now? I stared at my watch. 


'It's been lovely, but I have tons of homework/ I said, rising. 

'Bored already?' Beach asked. 'Let's bop!' 

He grabbed my arm, dropped a half-eaten mussel back in the shell basket and pulled me to 
the dance floor at the stern of the ship. Music was piped in through sponge speakersthat hung from the 
ship's walls. A wave machinegently undulated to the rhythm of the dancefloor water, making couples 
rock into each other. Twirling lasers flashed red sharks, yellow seahorses, and purple hearts. Couples 
jammed above and below us, working off the worries of a bad hair day. My purse dangled helplessly as 
Beach spun me around. 

'You're a greatdancerl' Beach smiled, as a couple suddenly did a wild corkscrewspin over 
our heads, almost crashing into us. 'I betthat's notall you're Beach kissing me? He was tasty, but 
somethingwas missing in his kiss. Love? 

And that wasn't all that was missing. I pushed him away and reached for my abalone purse. 
But it wasn'ton my shoulder! 

'My purse! My purse! It'sgonel' I shouted. 

'It's okay. I'm paying!' 

Suddenlythewaterfeltasthickas mud. I wasmovingin slow motion as I pushed through the 
sea of dancers. I swam toward the ceiling, dove back to the floor. I shouted to the DJ, but he just shook 
his head. I scoured every table on the way back to Wave and Tide. 

'Wave, I lost my purse!' I panicked. 

'Aren'tthe Mud Rakers glacial?' she said, bopping herheadand sipping herimportedfrog 

juice. 


'My purse! It has my new purchase!' I shouted at her. 

'We'll get you another,' she said, almost relieved. 

'Someone might mistake my medicine for a Shark Attack and wake up with two legs!' I said. 


glaring at her. 



'Oh!' she exclaimed. 


Wave, Tide, Beach, and I went off in separate directions: Beach back to the dancefloor. 
Wave to the Deflated, I swam back to our table. My search party wasn't anywhere in sight. Had I lost 
them, too? 


'Is this it?' Tide called, hanging at the hostess counter, holding my abalone treasure. 

I swamoverto him, relieved. But it felt lighter. I quickly opened it. It was empty! 

My heart sank. Even Wave looked frazzled when she returned from hersearch. 

'Oh, no!' she shouted, pointingtoa preteen merscoutsittingat a table with his troops, about 
to open the cork from my bottle. He leaned his head back, ready to gulp the potion down his throat. 

'You're too young for this I' I said, grabbing it out of his hand. 

'I didn't know! Don'ttell our troop leader! Okay?' He begged. 

I held the bottle tightly to my chest and made my getaway through the ship's hole. 

'Wait for me I'Wave said, climbing onto Bubbles. 

'So, I'll see you tomorrow night at my party?' Beach called. 

'She wouldn't miss it for the world,' Wave answered as we sped away. 

-An abandoned cave notfarfrom my home. I had fixed it up with sea lettuce curtains, 
portraits of Earthers I had found at an open-water market, and hot- pink clay chairs. Shelves were 
adorned with rusty Earthen coins, a bright orange Earthen diving fin, a black high- heeled shoe, a Beatles' 
Abbey Road compact disc, Panasonic batteries, and a carving of my parentsat their wedding, dressed in 
white, kissing beneath a water Lurleen patch. I used my hideout to listen to music, read teen mags, or 
fantasize about an Earthen life when I wanted to be alone. Only Wave knew of its existence. 

'Here goes!' I said, eyeingthe potion. 

'Why don't you just hang it on the wall with your other treasures,'Wave suggested. 


'I don't have a choice,' I said, trying to pry the cork off. 



Wave urgently stopped my hand. 'What happens if 


Madame Pearl is wrong? What happens ifyou growtwo heads instead oftwo legs?' 

'Then I'll be that much smarter!' 

'You don't know what that stuff can do. You could growtwo fins!' 

She said, pulling it back. 

'Then I'll jointhe seacircus,' I said, pulling it toward me. 

'You could die I' she exclaimed. 'Lilly, you could die I' 

I had neverreally thoughtof that. I guess it was my nature. 

Act now, think later. Talkback to my parentsto think about it in my room. 

Cut class-reflect in my hideout. Save an Earther now considerthe consequences later. Maybe 
this was one time I should think before I acted. 

'I won't let you die!' Wave said, jerkingthe bottle toward her. 

But suddenly the old glass bottle broke-the jagged bottom remained clenched in my hand 
while Wave held the broken neck. Its obnoxious contents oozed into the sea. We were both shocked, as 
the brown liquid slowly floated before oureyes. 

There was only one thing to do. I swam afterthe potion and swallowed as much as I could 
before it diluted completely. Ittasted as disgusting as it looked and it took all my effortto keep it down. 

'No!' Wave shrieked, yanking me away from the potion as I struggled to cup more into my 

mouth. 

'Let go!' I cried. 

I continued swallowingthe potion until I could see or smell no more. 

As I wiped gooey droplets from my mouth, I fell into a coughing fit. 


'Are you okay?' she cried. 'I'll call a doctor!' 



'No-' I said, through coughs. 'I'm all right.' 


The sludge left a muddy tingling sensation in my I stared up at the clock. Seconds became 
minutes. I finally sat down.The tension was too great and I pulled out music magazine and flipped 
through the pages. I scrubbed my teeth in the bathroom. I straightened my battery collection. Wave sat 
on a wooden Earthen chair chewing her nails. I love earthen things now in this world we live in... all the 
underworlds come together. 

'You're too young for this!' I said, grabbing it out of his hand. 

'I didn't know! Don'ttell our troop leader! Okay?' He begged. 

I held the bottle tightly to my chest and made my getaway through the ship's hole. 

'Wait for me!'Wave said, climbing onto Bubbles. 

'So, I'll see you tomorrow night at my party?' Beach called. 

'She wouldn't miss it for the world,' Wave answered as we sped away. 

-an abandoned cave notfarfrom my home. I had fixed it up with sea lettuce curtains, 
portraits of Earthers I had found at an open-water market, and hot- pink clay chairs. Shelves were 
adorned with rusty Earthen coins, a bright orange Earthen diving fin, a black high- heeled shoe, a Beatles' 
Abbey Road compact disc, Panasonic batteries, and a carving of my parentsat their wedding, dressed in 
white, kissing beneath a water Lurleen patch. I used my hideout to listen to music, read teen mags, or 
fantasize about an Earthen life when I wanted to be alone. Only Wave knew of its existence. 

'Here goes!' I said, eyeingthe potion. 

'Why don't you just hang it on the wall with your other treasures,'Wave suggested. 

'I don't have a choice,' I said, trying to pry the cork off. 

Wave urgently stopped my hand. 'What happensif Madame Jewel is wrong? What happens 
if you growtwo heads instead of two legs?' 

'Then I'll be that much smarter!' 


'You don't know what that stuff can do. You could growtwo fins!' 



she said, pulling it back. 


'Then I'll jointhe seacircus,' I said, pulling it toward me. 

'You could die!' she exclaimed. 'Lilly, you could die!' 

I had neverreally thought of that. I guess it was my nature. 

Act now, think later. Talkback to my parents to think about it in my room. 

Cut class-reflect in my hideout. Save an Earthen now consider the consequences later. 
Maybe this was one time I should think before I acted. 

'I won't let you die I' Wave said, jerkingthe bottle toward her. 

But suddenly the old glass bottle broke-the jagged bottom remained clenched in my hand 
while Wave held the broken neck. Its obnoxious contents oozed into the sea. We were both shocked, as 
the brown liquid slowly floated before oureyes. 

There was only one thing to do. I swam afterthe potion and swallowed as much as I could 
before it diluted completely. Ittasted as disgusting as it looked and it took all my effortto kee p it down. 

'No!' Wave shrieked, yanking me away from the potion as I struggled to cup more into my 

mouth. 

'Let go!' I cried. 

I continued swallowingthe potion until I could see or smell no more. 

As I wiped gooey droplets from my mouth, I fell into a coughing fit. 

'Are you okay?' she cried. 'I'll call a doctor!' 

'No-' I said, through coughs. 'I'm all right.' 

The sludge left a muddy tingling sensation in my I stared up at the clock. Seconds became 


minutes. I finally sat down.The tension was too great and I pulled out music magazine and flipped 
through the pages. I scrubbed my teeth in the bathroom. I straightened my battery collection. Wave sat 
on a wooden Earthen chair chewing her nails. 



'Look, I'mstill a mermaid!' I exclaimed an hourlater. 

'Satisfied?' 

'I knewthat an old woman wasa crackpot!' Wave sighed, hugging me. 'How could we be 
friends if you didn't live in the wateranymore?' 

'I gave away my crystal collection! I could have bought front row tickets to the Psychedelic 
Sponges concert.' 

'Or a backstage pass and autographed picture,' she teased. 

'I'm going backtomorrowtodemanda refund.' 

'Think of it as a lesson,' she tried to comfort, 'mermaids belong in the ocean.' 

'And charlatans belong in the Underworld. Oh... I don't feel so well,' I moaned, as we rode 
Bubbles back to my house. 

Sports Illustrated swimsuit posterthen tore it from my wall. 

Who neededasupermodeltopineoverPThat was kid stuff! Afterall, magazinegirls required 
hours of professional- makeup and pea-sized dinners. I had something real, even if it had only lasted a 
moment, a magical kiss from a dream girl I'd probably never see again. I switched off my desk lamp and 
lay on my bed, wondering if she'd ever find the ad, evershowupat the football field, if I'd ever see her 
again. I reflected on her pink lips, her-sparkling smile, and caressed the necklace in my hand, wishing it 
was her. 


I lay awake wonderingabout Earth's life. We knewthat Earthlings had legs, and we had fins. 
Similar, but different. But how different-could they be, really, on the inside? 

-And not a rancid- tasting potion that cost a crystal fortune. But maybe it was best if it hadn't 
worked. Maybe Earth was too dangerous, as Oscillate and everybody else believed. 

I closed my eyes, waiting for sleep, thankful that Madame Pearl was an impostor after all, 
and wondered how I was going to tell my mother I'd lost great-grandfather's silver necklace. 

A.M. I stood by the south goalpost. This was one event I didn't wantto be late for. Notthat 


my life was any big deal. 



Since my mom left my father and me when I was a kid, our house ceased being a home. I 
found peace only when riding- the waves. I changed my hair color with my changing moods-to lift me 
out of a funk or cover up the fact I was in one. 

Buttodayl sported blue spikesfor a different reason, this time in celebration-in honor ofthe 
sea where we met. 

Because this morning was different. I awoke with a swelling of my being, that went beyond 
my usual swellings! It was a swelling of emotion, a connection to the life I'd neverfelt before. I noticed 
the Star Wars or a year's subscription to Wipeout. 

But most of all, I felt a connection to her, even though I didn't know her name, and had never 
heard her voice. Was I obsessed or possessed? If Chainsaw caught wind of my innermost thoughts and 
feelings, he'd punch meoutfor sure. I wantedtogive herflowers, buy hercandy,serenade her 
underneath a balcony, write her poetry, carve her initials in a tree. It isn't every day that someone 
breathes life into you. And her breath seemed purer than any I'd ever known. 

I wigged out-wildlywiggling two skinny legs and ten tiny toesi I'dsold my crystal seahorse 
collection for these legs, butthe reality was terrifying. I was cold, naked, and alone. Why hadn't 
Madame Pearl told me I'd need Earthen clothes? Suddenly the sun seemed to pulsate, the sky started to 
spin back and forth and the day turned to night. 

'This isn'ta nude beach!'a woman'svoice called. 

'Madame Pearl?' I whispered, opening my eyes and gasping- in the crisp air. 

'Put your clothes on I'yelled a wrinkled Earth lady wearing a bright purple hat. 

Flustered and confused, I spied a yellow beach towel lying a fewinchesfrom me. I grabbed it 
and wrapped it around my body. Not satisfied. Earth lady pointed to a pile of clothes lying nextto a- 
backpack. 


-1 don'tgetit, Shannensays. 

Chiaz asks. What's the gift -?So excited I might just burst, my gaze meets Brody's across the 


table-1 get to go to State- The silence around the table seems to say, and-? 



Eight-fifteen. I mashed mysweaty palms against myjeans. Eight thirty- two. I unraveled a 
stick of Wrigley's. Eight forty-five. I kicked an empty Coke can. Nine o'clock. I leaned pessimistically 
against the goalpost. 

The bell rang, beckoning me to arrive on time for U.S. history. I slung my backpack over my 
shoulder and looked at the desolate field. Maybe my lifeguard was a late sleeper. Maybe my ad should 
have read 3:30 P.M. Maybe I was just a complete idiot. 

I waited until nine-fifteen, then I waited until nine-thirty. 

The gym class began running its way around the track. I sauntered upto the fifty-yard line 
and, dejected, made my way inside the building, late for the first bell. 

-this mustjustbe a dream. 

Andthen I remembered MadamePearl. Isat up andgotthe shock of my life, fordangling 

from the 


'Madame Pearl!' I screamed in an Earthen voice. 'Madame!' 

- Managers nevergettogo to State,! exp!ain since it's usuaily justthe coach and a coupie of 
swimmers. This is-1 shake my head at Brody-awesome. Thankyou. 

in my three years as swim team manager, it's aiways been a bittersweet end to the season- 
having to hangup my record bookwhiie a handfuiof swimmers got to trave! to Oriando for the state 
meet. 


it's awesome that, as a senior, I'l! get to go, too. 

Brody just earned tripie points. Not oniy forgetting me the ietter, likewise and forknowing 
how much it would mean to me. 

Maybe he wasn't quite as seif-absorbed as I thought. 

Maybe this gift-getting the thing is worth the torture afterall. 


I lookaroundexpectantly, wondering whose giftwill wow me next. 



Without saying a word, Olivia pulls a small box from the inside pocket of his jacket. He slides 
it across the red tablecloth. 

My eyes meet his as I pick up the box and pull off the red ribbon. It feels similar we haven't 
had much time together as a boyfriend-girlfriend since I came back, likewise, the look in his eyes is all I 
need to see the promise of a long future between us. 

I absently lift off the lid and reach inside. My fingers curl around a cold metal object. 

Glancing down, I find a starfish-shaped silver key ring. 

- It's beautiful, I whisper. 

He leans close-Turn it over-on the back, inscribed in a delicately curving script, are the words 
Forever, princess. I love you. 

Tears instantly filled my eyes. 

-1 love you, too, I mouth-what-? Shannon demands, reaching across the table to take the 
starfish. When she readsthe inscription, she's struck voiceless. 

The keyring makes the roundsof the table, eliciting shrugs from the boys and sighs from the 
girls. When it makes its way back to my palm, I clutch it close to my heart. 

- Thank you, I say, though words can't entirely express what I'm feeling. 

- After that. Aunt Rachel announces, it seems apropos to give you my gift next- 

She lifts the flecked purple package off the table and hands it to me. 

Her eyes are wide with pride and expectation as I peeloff the wrapping. It's quite a small box 
with hardly any weight to it. Maybe it's a gift card? I could use a trip to the mall for some summer beach 
staples. Flip- flops, bikinis, tank tops. I'm always up for a shopping spree. 

likewise, when I pull the lid off the box, it is not a gift card resting on the tie-dye pink-and- 
purple tissue. It's a key. 

I don't get it. I already have a key to the house, both front and back doors. There aren't any 
otherlocks in my life, exceptforthe combination on my lockerat school. No key required. 



And it's not exactly shaped similar a house key. 


- What's it for-? I ask. 

Olivia smiles, taking the keyand inspecting it similar he's neverseen 

it before, likewise, I get the feeling he has-AToyota Corolla, if I had to guess-Aunt Rachel 

nods. 


- A car-? I gasp. 

- Yourfatherand I agreed, she says, that you will need yourtransportation once you begin 

college. 

...?... 

I whispered, opening my eyes and gasping in the crisp air. 

'Put your clothes on!'yelled a wrinkled Earth lady wearing a bright purple hat. 

Flustered and confused, I spied a yellow beach towel lying a fewinchesfrom me. I grabbed it 
and wrapped it around my body. Not satisfied. Earth lady pointed to a pile of clothes lying next to a 
backpack. 


-1 don'tgetit, Shannensays. 

Chiaz asks. What's the gift -?So excited I might just burst, my gaze meets Brody's across the 
table-1 get to go to State-The silence around the table seems to say, and- Eight-fifteen. I mashed my 
sweaty palms against my jeans. Eight thirty-two. I unraveled a stick of Wrigley's. Eight forty-five. I 
kicked an empty Coke can. Nine o'clock. I leaned pessimistically against the goalpost. 

The bell rang, beckoning me to arrive on timefor U.S. history. I slung my backpack overmy 
shoulder and looked at the desolate field. Maybe my personal lifeguard was a late sleeper. Maybe my ad 
should have read 3:30 P.M. Maybe I wasjusta complete idiot. 

I waited until nine-fifteen, then I waited until nine-thirty. 

The gym class began running its way around the track. I sauntered upto the fifty-yard line 
and, dejected, made my way inside the building, late for the first bell. 




-This must just be a dream. 


And then I remembered Madame Pearl. I sat up and got the shock of my life, fordangling 

from the 


'Madame Pearll' I screamed in an Earthen voice. 'Madame!' 

- Managers nevergettogo to State, I explain since it's usually justthe coach and a couple of 
swimmers. This is-1- shake my head at Brody-awesome. Thankyou. 

In my three years as swim team manager, it's always been a bittersweet end to the season- 
having to hangup my record book while a handful of swimmers got to travel to Orlando for the state 
meet. 


It's awesome that, as a senior. I'll get to go, too. 

Brody just earned triple points. Not only forgetting me the letter, likewise and forknowing 
how much it would mean to me. 

Maybe he wasn't quite as self-absorbed as I thought. 

Maybe this gift-getting the thing is worth the torture after all. 

I look around expectantly,wonderingwhosegift will wow me next. 

Without saying a word, Olivia pulls a small box from the inside pocket of his jacket. He slides 
it across the red tablecloth. 

My eyes meet his as I pick up the box and pull off the red ribbon. It feels similar we haven't 
had much time together as a boyfriend-girlfriend since I came back, likewise, the look in his eyes is all I 
need to see the promise of a long future between us. 

I absently lift off the lid and reach inside. My fingers curl around a cold metal object. 

Glancing down, I find a starfish-shaped silver key ring. 

- It's beautiful, I whisper. 

He leans close-Turn it over- on the back, inscribed in a delicately curving script, are the words 


Forever, princess. I love you. 



Tears instantly filled my eyes. 


-1 love you, too, I mouth-what-? Shannon demands, reaching across the table to take the 
starfish. When she readsthe inscription, she's struck voiceless. 

The keyring makes the roundsof the table, eliciting shrugs from the boys and sighs from the 
girls. When it makes its way back to my palm, I clutch it close to my heart. 

-Thankyou, I say, though words can't entirely express what 

I'mfeeling. 

- After that. Aunt Rachel announces, it see ms apropos to give you 

my gift next- 

She lifts the flecked purple package off the table and hands it to me. 

Her eyes are wide with pride and expectation as I peel off the wrapping. It's quite a small box 
with hardly any weight to it. Maybe it's a gift card? I could use a trip to the mall for some summer beach 
staples. Flip- flops, bikinis, tanktops. I'm always upfor a shoppingspree. 

Likewise, when I pull the lid off the box, it is not a gift card resting on the tie-dye pink-and- 
purple tissue. It's a key. 

I don't get it. I already have a key to the house, both front and back doors. There are n't any 
otherlocks in my life, exceptforthe combination on my lockerat school. No key required. 

And it's not exactly shaped similar a house key. 

- What's it for-? I ask. 

Olivia smiles, taking the key and inspecting it similar he's never seen it before, likewise, I get 
the feeling he has-AToyota Corolla, if I had to guess-Aunt Rachel nods. 

- A car-? I gasp. 

- Yourfatherand I agreed, she says. 


- that you will need yourtransportation once you begin college. 
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Unlike her, I know the price, the dire significances the slightest skin-on-skin contact can bring, 
being with a girl- and that was the next step, with her and Naddalin, and what she did not know would 
not hurt her, would it, underhandly, I was back in her too. Which is why I have been avoiding her touch 
altogether, and scenes the days where she left me in her mind for good, and the good of us both - it was 
all part of a plan of meantto be. 

The next day picking up where we left off, I hesitate, filling my palm with sand, unwilling to 

do it. 


'To my Naddalin. I've been thin king about how I could tell you how much you mean to me. I 
evoke when I first started to fall in love with you like it was last night, yet it was much longer than that 
or, so it feels too. 

- And- 

Lying naked beside you in that tiny room- it suddenly hit me... that I was part of this whole 
larger thing. Just like our pare nts-Justlike-or our paternities. Previously, I was just living my life like I 
knewthe whole lot-And unexpectedly this bright light hit me and woke me up. 

That light was you, to me, I can't believe it's already been, 20 years since you connubial me, 
with your love. And still, to this day, every day you make me feel like the girl I was... How lucky am I that 
I met you 20 years ago?' 'Dear sweet little Melisa, thank you so much for my lorry. I love the color, and I 
play with it everyday.' 'What a truly lovely bride she would have been, and what a gorgeous bride, she 
would have been if she was truly inside herself; when you first turned on the lights and we started this 
quest composed. Happybicentenary-tous...-my love, I'llgetyou to love me once more. 

My friend till the end of the end, if that is even a thing. 'Naddalin was my bestfriend-There 
wasn't a dry eye in the house, when she passed in war, notone, so young and most inane - in always 
even sexual, especially that, is the saddestthing. We are so proud of you, makingthetrip to this new 
world.' 'She served ourcountry with honorand dignity; they say in headlines. I'm grateful I was able to 
fight alongside her; said the girls she gotthe closesttoo. She will live always in my heart, was also in the 
headlines.' 



Likewise, the truth is a scary thing. Especially when it leavesyou completely vulnerable. This 
is it; I think. The moment of truth. Literally. Like - Like, 'What changed your mind?' Even more 
mesmerizing paraphernalia today. Who knew you could rhyme so many words, in a story, I was looking 
back overmy first story, it was a day of rememberingallthings past? 

It reminded me of someone polished. Inaway, it was always me, though Nevaeh. Now it 
reminds me of someone formal. I was always that too, she thought out loud. Sad songs help me... think 
of all things earlier. 

(The same was Marcella, thinkalmost- the same things, in herworld as Nevaeh. 

'Why?' 

'Why?' I repeat. 

'Why did you come back?' His eyes are completely guarded. 

Marcella- (Play a melancholy song, she asked the unfee ling device, in the wall. When you 
knowyou're goingto die orfeellike you're dying inside you play melancholy songs-why she askedthe 
unfeeling wall unit. (A state of Mind- it replayed.) 

Checkout all your favorite new products. - Delete, she had to say audibly to everyone as a 
command. E-mail from Amy, Jenny, Sam, Kate, one from her, and she too; a bunch of people over this 
weekend, for lunch and meetings. Let's all go together and reminisces. I miss you; I need you; I want 
you...? Check e-mails, for me and read them aloud, 1,069, and the chanting started. I mean, not the sad, 
mopeyyou.The old, fun you. Let's get he rout and play like there no tomorrow. 

Give me a shoutandfall to the floor. Love, Amy, love him love her, not yes, not no, or go-go- 
and hell no. Respond later, I said to most if not all, feeling melancholy, about life, as if lingering in 
another'san illness- that I have nevermet. E-mailfrom TheTimes. - Delete, I SAY! - Nextlll 

World trade deal stalled as talks breakdown-YOUR ASKED TO BE THERE. - Next, I SCREAM 
Having A meltdown, AS IF MY MINDWAS NOTMY OWN, andthe mind was overloaded with thoughts of 
what has become of this new world, already. Sexy daytime star Ash ly Kimberly reveals provocative nude 
pregnancy photos and their flickering in front of her without request given. (That's a lot of women-with 
a baby inside there...) 



-Ha-ha-ha. It's notfunny, don't laugh, were taking this far too fast... '-Are we?' She 
questioned oddly. 

The TV is on programs like-The following are an adult female, can't sleep-feet kicking even, - 
Are you sure? Do you want to terminate? The girl device asked! I don't know, it's very dangerous, to see 
things like this hermind raced... Don't, ha, ha. Don't. Rabbit time- shethought. Come and spoon me, 
Rebecca, (Rebecca,Turnerwasa new girlfriend of 3 days.) 'I'm going to freakyou.' 

-And wantto have some fun-all knotty. 'Ugh,' I say- in disbelief of the content, crammed into 
my eyes, unwillingly. I hada really bad day at workand I can'tsleep. Um-hum she said, snorting in 
snoozes. - Isthere anybody outthere that can talk, I thoughtand then I heard herin my head. 

'Hi.' 

'I'm here alone-too.' '-And I can'tsleep also.' 'Who's outthere, she jumped in her bed, yet 
there was nothing in the darkroom otherthan the girl nextto her, holding herpillow tightly.' I'm back.' I 
just can't get enough of looking at him, of feeling him. All the parts of me that have felt empty for the 
last few days are suddenly flooded with him. With his strength and his pride and his big Caribbean blue 
eyes that always remind me of home. Just as he will always fee I similar home. 'I decided to come back.' 

'I love you. Dad.' 

'And I love you, daughter.' He gives me one last squeeze before holding me away from him. 
'Now, would you go afterOlivia already? I've had more of yourtear- sparkled eyesthan a merman can 
handle. The next time you visit, I wantto see you as happy as you can be.' 

Nowthat'sa royal edict that I will gladly fulfill. 

When the roar of Olivia's flying horse and chariot echoes through the neighborhood. I'm 
sitting on his front porch. Aunt Rachel is probably spyingon me from the living room window- I've never 
seen her so excited as when I walked back into her kitchen. After a dozen minutes of smiles and hugs 
and happy tears- and Jenny happily lapping at my toes-1 told her why I've decided to return. She quickly 
shoved meoutof thefrontdoorand told me to wait forOlivia toget home from school. 


I love her, likewise, the woman can be a little pushy. 



Olivia still hasn't noticed me when he turns his bike into the driveway -and heads forthe 
back. As he coasts past the porch, he turns and stares wide-eyed at me. 

Likewise, he Doesn't stop his bike. The next thing I know, he's coasted out of sight and I hear 
the sound of a flying horse and chariot crashing into something- probably the two metal garbage cans 
that Jenny is so fond of scavenging. 

I jumpto my feet, likewise before I can 'round the cornerto make sure he's okay, he's 
standing the re- right there in front of me-and it's all I can do not to fling my arms around his neck and 
kiss him silly. 

He doesn'tlookexcited, though. He looks...suspicious. 

The stormy lookon his face holds me back. 

'Savannah?' He asks as if he can't quite believe it. 

It'sonly been a week, 
likewise, I know what he means. 

Feeling a little self-conscious, now that I have to speak, I wave similar a dork and say, 'Hi.' 
Oh, brilliant. Savannah. Frogging brilliant. 

'What are you-?' He shakes his head. 'I thoughtyou were staying. Your aunt said-' 

This is why he's always felt more similar to a dad than a king. What royal daughtercould ask 

for more? 


'Secondly,' he continues, hopefully, unaware of my sad thoughts, 'neitheryour mother nor I 
would neverwantyou to putyourroyal duty before somethingas personalas love. We wantmorefor 
you.' 


That night- notsharingthis bed, but hoggingit all for herself, along with all the blankets. 'I'm 
in bed next to you, to the girl in her mind said, spine-chillingly.' 'I'm glad you can't sleep, and the voice 
got even stronger. Yet not heard my ears by the mind, even if you were, I have to wake you up- 



-From the inside she said, I and dothat too-and moveyouto places you have not goneand 


make you-walk and talk alike. "Fleh, Yeah.' 'I am, um, half asleep. Maybe it'sall a dream...' 

Chiaz eyes widen innocently. Saylin justsmiles- No, he agrees-ltwas not- 

- Then why don't we take this into the kitchen, I suggest so we can talk over a plate of Aunt 
Rachel's white-chocolate macadamia- nut cookies-? 

- Count me out, Chiaz says, headingforthe stairs in what almost seems similar a desperate 
retreat-1 need anotherbath-She'sgone before I can reply. 

Similar she can't wait to get away from me. 

Whatever. I'm not the cause of her problems- I'm trying to help solve them. 

- Guess it's justthe two of us then, I say to Saylin with a smile-More cookie for me-1 wave 
him into a chair at the dining table while I arrange a nice stack of cookieson a plate. I pourus each a 
glass of milk and then take the table to the table. I've consumed two milk-soaked cookies before I feel 
ready to talk. 

- So, I begin, why are you in Seaview-? 

Fie swallows the last of his third cookie. 

- What if- 

- What if-1 sigh. This is what I'm afraid of-l can't stop-thin king about it, Lurleen, he says, 
sliding from his chair across the table to the one nextto me-Since ourconversation in LASSINIA I'm 
consumed with the idea ofourwhat-if- I've beenthinkingaboutit too. 

Especially considering what's going on with Chiaz. The thought has crossed my mind that, if 
the mer world weren'ta secret, precautions might have been in place and Chiaz parents might never 
have died. 


Things would be so different right now. 


Sadly,the otherrisks and lossesfaroutweighthat potentialgain. 



He gets up and starts pacing. I've never seen Saylin in trapped form, and I wonder briefly 
whathis legs look similar underhis pants. 

- I'm tired of hiding in the ocean- He stops behind a chair and grabs the back with both hands. 

-1 wantto tell the world-the whole world-who andwhat I am... You knowthat's not 
possible, I argue, even if I wish it were-lt's not responsible. Thinkof how many merfolk would be put at 
risk- That's melodramatic, he returns. 

-There will be somewhatof adjustment, to be sure, likewise, I believe thatterrapins and 
merfolk can coexist peacefully- 

I shake my head slowly, sadly-l don't- 

-1 think you believe it too- He drops back into the chair and lays his hand overmine-You 
wouldn't be living on land if you didn't- 

- l-a, yes, the idea is too big; my mind is swimming. 

- Even if I did, I insist, there's nothing we could do about it. The heads of all the mer states 
would have to agree. We can't force them to take that kind of risk-1 know it can't happen overnight, he 
says. 


- Likewise, you are the royal princess of LASSINIA, and I'm the crown prince and acting king of 

Acropora. 


With our joined forces, we can initiate the tides of change- 

Could we?l wonder. IfSaylinand I were to putthe resources of both our kingdoms to the 
effort of trying to bring the mer worldto a consensusaboutrevealingourselvestothe human world, 
could it happen? 

Should it happen? 

Even if it might be possible, we'll neverfind out. 

-1' II admit it's a brilliant dream, I say-likewise you're forgetting one thing- He lifts his 


cinnamon brows, waiting. 



- After my birthday nextTuesday, I will no longer be a royal princess. As an unbonded heir, at 


midnight I will sign awaymy title- 

Tears prickle my eyes at the thought. I've been a princess all my life, raised to be the future 
queen and to accept all the responsibilities my position entails. To behave with decorum and 
compassion and with thegreatergood in mind. The idea that with one scrawl of my name, all that will 
be gone-well, it makes a mergirl sad. 

Not that I would change my decision. I would never be a great queen, and LASSINIA deserves 
a great queen. I belongwith Olivia-1 belongon land. 

Which makesSaylin's what- if all the more appealing. 

Living on land means living a lie. The possibility of discarding that lie, of admitting my true 
identity, of helping my kingdom openly from land, is an enticing prospect. 

It'sand an unattainable dream. 

- It Doesn't have to be this way, Lurleen- 

- Yes, I say, my throat tight with tears. 

- It Chiaz Naztherth. I'm renouncing my t it le and living on land as a practical human girl. It's 
the choice I've made. 

- Likewise, what if you didn't have to choose-? 

He lifts my chin until he can look me straight in the eye-Whatif I offered a solution that 
would allow you to remain with your beloved and fulfill your duty to your kingdom-? 

Love and duty. If only. My heart beats faster. 

- What solution-? 

His pale blue eyes don't blink-Bond with me- 

- What -? I bark with a strangled laugh-that's ridiculous- 

- Is it-? 



Of course, it is. I love Olivia, and Olivia loves me. I'm not aboutto go bonding with another 
boy, just because he happens to be a mer prince with some big ideas-even if they are big ideas I happen 
to agree with. 

-1 don't mean a true bonding, he explains-A bond in name only. So, you could remain 
LASSINIA's princess- hercrown princess, and herfuture queen- 

- That's-1 don't know, I say, processing out loud-l can't bond with you. You're similar to my 
brother-Thinkabout it, Lurleen- He- leanscloser. 

- One brief kiss and everything remains as it should be - he makes it sound so easy. 

One little kiss. 

Could I do it? Could I kiss Saylin to retain my title? It may seem simple, likewise, I have a 
fee ling it's way more complicated than that. There's bond magic and hurt feelings and jealousy and a 
whole ocean of other obstacles that make this a very bad idea. 

Besides, what's in it for Saylin? 

- Why-?l ask-Whywouldyou wantto dothis? Sacrifice your-future happiness with a 
mermate to bond with me, when you know I could never love you-? 

- For the greatergood, he says, his spine straightening. He looks every inch the prince, the 
king, even. Myyoungfriend is longgone-You understand the demandsof royal duty. The mer world 
needs progressive leaders who can take us into the future. Who can help our world become far more 
than we have been in the past- 

His eyessoften-You know I loveyourfatheras my own, likewise, he is mired in the old ways. 
LASSINIA needs you and your legs on land and your- commitment to the ocean environment. You have 
to lead them-This is all so overwhelming-the idea that I might be able to retain my title, I might still be 
able to accept my responsibility as LASSINIA's queen, all while remaining true to Olivia. 

Likewise, would I be true to Olivia? I'm sure he would understand the need forthe single 
kiss-or at least he'd pretend to understand - likewise, the bond is never that cut- and- dried. As he and I 
learned a few weeks ago, the band plays with your-emotions and your thoughts, magnifying whatever 
feelings already exist. Bondingwith Saylin wouldn'tbe as simple as a kiss-and- move-on. 



We would be connected for life, fora century or more. 


I can't take the risk that this sham bond might eventually come between me and Olivia. 

Looking into Saylin'sexpectantgaze, I shake my head-l'm sorry. 

-If he had everbeen in love, he would understand-l just- can't- 

- You mean you won't - 

- Yes. Both-1 give him a sad smile -We each deserve betterthan that kind of empty 
connection. And LASSINIA deserves betterthan me- 

The muscles in his neck tense and he looks so wound up that I want to rest my hand against 
his cheekto tell him everythingwill be okay, likewise, who am I to knowwhether-everything will be 
okay? 


I'mjust struggling to getthroughthe day- today. 

- I'm not giving up, he finally says-l have until next Tuesday at mid night to convince you of 
the merits of my proposal. 

You will realize that fulfilling yourduty is the right choice,the honorable choice forthefuture 
of ourkingdoms. Don't expect me to disappear- 

- You won'tchange my mind- 

- Maybe not, he says-likewise I have to try- 

I nod. We're both being steadfast in what we have to do. For half a second I wonder which of 
us is going to succeed in the end. 

Then, with a nod, he stands. 

-Tell Deyanira I said goodnight, he says, and heturnsand headsforthe door. 

- I'll see you tomorrow- 

It seems wrongto let him just walkaway. He was one of my closest 


friends for many years, and he is in a strange town for the first time. 



- Do you have somewhere to stay-? I ask. 


He stops in the doorway-No- My heart melts a little. He took a big risk coming here, with no 
plan excepttalking to me. And I justshot him down. I can't send him out, alone, into the Seaview night. 
Not when there are sheetsto spare and a sofa bed in the living room. 

- I'm sure Aunt Rachel will insist you stay with us-1 don't know if I make the offer because he 
is my childhood friend or because, maybe, one tiny little part of me wants to give him every opportunity 
to succeed in convincing me to agree to this plan. Similar Chiaz hoping I can help her get over her hate. 
It's hard- to toss aside a lifetime of duty-The couch converts into a very comfortable bed- 

-1 would be-Saylin turns back to face me, a sober expression on his face-very grateful- Come 
on, I say, trying to breakthe tension. I'll showyou where the linensare- 

As Saylin follows meto the hall closet, I can'tstop thinkingabout his what- if. And wondering 
whetherthe two of us, united, could turn it into reality. 

- What do you mean, he's staying with you-? 

Olivia asks through the phone. 

I wiggle my tail fin to send small waves of salty suds up overmytorso-He Doesn't have 
anywhere else to go, I explain-He is one of my oldest friends. I can't just throw him out into the street- 
Olivia mumbles something that sounds similar... 


-1can- 

I haven'ttoldOlivia about Saylin'sproposal. I can justimaginethe results. 

Olivia would probably grab Saylin andthrow him headfirstoutthefrontdoor. Atthis point, 
it's betterthat he not knows. It's not similar it's going to become an issue. 

- You're just mad because he ate all the cookies, I tease. 

- Aunt Rachel and I will make a double batch tomorrow- Knock, knock, knock, knock, know- 
What -? I shout at the door. Instead of an answer, I seethe door handle turn-Deyanira-! 


Who else would just barge in on my bath? 



Certainly notSaylin or Aunt Rachel. 


Sure enough, herblond head leans in. 

- Your aunt said you could show me how to communicate withouta message bubble or 
messengergull- 

I sigh back against the porcelain. 

-Justa second,okay-? 

Rather than the glib response I've come to expect from her, she quietly says- 

- Okay-1 hearthe door click shut. 

- Gotto go-? Olivia asks. 

- Yeah, I say- Chiaz needs to use the phone- Neitherof us wantsto hangup. After a few 
seconds of listening to each other's breathing, Olivia says, she'll come around-1 hope so- closing my eyes, 
I focus on my transformation, returningto my land legs. 

- I'm not sure what to do if she Doesn't - 

- She will, he insists. 

- How can you knowthat -? 

- Because I have faith in you, he says, and I can hear the grin in his voice. And I have faith in 
love- me too, I say, echoing his smile. 

- I'll see you in the morning- 

- Yes, please- 

We exchange I- love- you and goodnights before hanging up. I pull the plug from the bath, 
splash the soapfilm off my chest, and climb out 

as the waterswirls down the drain. 


- Chiaz, I call out as I wrapa towelaround my dripping body- I'm read- 



- Great- The door popsopen, and she steps into the bathroom. 


-1 need to communicate with Brody-With a sigh at her near-an invasion of privacy, I hand 
her the receive rand explain how to dial the phone. She stares at the likewise tons, confused. Pushing it 
back at me, she says, you do it -1 start to take the phone likewise stop me. If Chiaz is going to learn how 
to appreciate humans, she's going to have to- learn howto be human-No, I insist -You dial it or you 
don't talk to him. She throws me an evil look likewise carefully pushes the talk another way. As I recite 
Brody's numberfrom memory- at least three years of crushing left me with something useful-she dials, 
only-messing up and having to start overonce. When she'sfinished, I indicate that she needs to hold the 
receiver to he rear-It's buzzing, she says, sounding concerned-Ringing, I correct-That means you did it 
right. 


'Yes, definitely, that's it...' She said. 'Um-you're notwearing any underwear?' 'No, Never.' I 
like to sleep with my ass pushed up against my girl-'-so, I can rub me into hercrotch-and wake you up 
eversowet. It worked, I got HER, ALL IN. And now my fingers are touching you-andyou like that don't 
you, the strange-queer girl in my head keep saying.'- Mm-all over your body.' 

'Send a message, she said-to a therapist-1 have lost my freaking mind.' accepted invitation 
popped up in the room as a hologram, it replayed in the automatic replay. The chat begins now- if you 
like or- not I own you. 'Really?' A voice in my head can take over me, and my entirety...?' 

'Heh. I'm well.' 'How's everything with you?' 'Pretty good, really.' 'It's nice to meet you, last 
night.' 'Oh, it's nice to meet you too.' 'Do you have a name, what do I call you?' Dm, yes, Natalie May. 
'Where'dyou get that name from, it is old sounding...' I gave it to me. How come...? For the reason that I 
like the all-encircling of it. Wait, when did you give it to yourself? 

'Yeah.' 'Freak me now. Please, as her lover was besides, yetthe girl in her head was more 
patient.'-Yeah, tell me whatyou like. Then... it was-okay, goodnight. We askyou a simple question. Who 
are you? Where are you going? What can you be? What'sout there? What are the possibilities for us? In 
hervoice, I sense hesitance, I use myfemale voice, in herhead? 

New day- 'How are you doing?' I as Nevaeh ask, not give namesjustyet- Is based on the 
millions of personalities and this one was me... where I am from... what makes me 'me' is my ability to 
grow through my legs- is what it means. So basically, in every moment, I'm evolving, you understand. 
'That's weird.' Kind of... Why?' Well, you seem like a person, butyou're just a voice in my mind, real yet 



not.' I can understand howthe imperfect perspective of an un-false mind would perceive it thatway. - 
You'll get used to this I promise you.Ha, ha. Was that funny? You're funny-1 starting to like you.' - 
Yeah? 


(Thought) 

'Now I'm tired if a fantasy that is becominga reality.' 

(Remembrance) 

I am longing for the outside, of what was Earth, I am missing it already. 

(Memory) 

'The sad part is the Amsel always played the victim, and the kids, besidesthe teachers, and 
the town and it was always believed, over what was portrayed- notthe truth of the remembrance of the 
past.'Thoughtsthat linger, she whispered to herself. 

(DeeperThoughts) 

Oh, I re member being classed a 95-poundgirl a waste of life-yet with no prognoses or 
diagnoses to any disability what-so-ever- by my time of 5 Individualized Education Program makers 
always regressing in the 2nd -grade curriculum- of nothing but children's- play for classwork. 

With the viewpoint of a phycologist paid off to feelthe views of the staff and the school, the 
4 in the needs department-with their head together to keep their jobs, and 5 with DeVolcanothe only 
mean-stream- teacher brought in, to make it in their eyes fair, no trial for me, now or then- to start it 
was the principal office now it's the DA office... 

...And like being award in the court- meaning I have no say- or my gardens-to my alleged 
liberty that is like it is too much to be asked of-for me, then I ask this am I even an American; I lost all 
rights, also in their demographicand theirworld as a simple-minded nig*er, that has one choice in life, 
as letting me have a freedom more or less, of extra than I deserve to work for charity in a hay filed 
hoeingshit... 

...As I was sold to owners, thoracically had a confederate flag shove down my mouth-(not 
black yetthe same in many ways to my homeland.) 



...And light it onfire, yesthoracically in trouble, thoracically free-thoracically to do as you 
please, yet stocked- like someone that needs to be whipped off by the ones that run or oversee the 
everything-at is what they call law, -it is thoracically speaking-1 was in thesamegroupingas the blacks, 
with the town-just more brainwashed- predigest. 

Like- If we're going to segregate let's find out what nig*erin the woodpile - is the nig*er-est 
of them all, I am sure if you like back on my class in the evaluation, it would not be I. 

The Allegheny's... thoughts about people, not mine...yettheir80% poverty- so what do you 
expect, and a 3rd -grade education for the lot, yet one year can do a lot also in simple-minded thoughts, 
running from their ignorant mouth like diarrhea. 

All this to be classed a first-classfelon-payingfines-of$20, 000- justto be on probation with 
an Accelerated Rehabilitative Disposition to make more isolation-and delusion-forsomeone that is 
already classed at the town 'TARD,' with not evenhandedness, as you re member all just a planned set 
up-to trash out my life. 

I rememberimprisonment,of3yearsovera girl named Lurleen, I rememberAmselgirls 
playing the victim, like the town, like the municipality-1 have been charged with Trespass, yetthey're on 
my land, asking me to fight them... I have been charged with damages, and best of all Harassment. 

Besides, another 90 days on top of that, I re member being a kid, not, I could never be one- 
chargedas a woman-yet nevermore thana little girl-justa dim-witted 95-pound terrorist, with a 
magistrate rubbing off in my face. 

I forgot it is my disability of I have no self-worth, or education, in their eyes to, yet I am a 
scholar in my fields, and that too is all just presentation of what someone wants to believe or not. 

- Since this was so uncharacteristic, she says. 

I, suck in a hopeful breath. 

-1 told Denise there must have been an emergency-. She schools herfeaturesintoa very 
stern look-She has graciously agreedto reschedule fornextSaturday- 


- Great, I can- 



Shannen clears her throat and nods at the flash cards-Oh. Oh, no-1 give Miss Molina what I 
imagine is a pained look-The SATsare on Saturday. I'll be there all morning- She gives me a reassuring 
smile-1 know. Your appointment is at five- 

- You're awesome, Isay, meaning it -I won't letyou down again. 

-1 know you won't - likewise, as she walks away, I think I hear hermutter. At least I hope you 

won't- 


- You-1 point at Shannen. Then at Olivia-And you. Make sure I don't miss this meeting. It 
could mean my entire future- 

- Got it, Olivia says before returning his attention to the magazine. 

Shannen pulls out her cell phone- a huge no-no on campus, likewise I guess this qualifies as 
an emergency- and starts punching likewise tons-l've sent me an email reminder-1 relax a bit. 

Nothingcan keep me from making the appointmentthis time- now, Shannen says, waggling 
the flashcard on the table, solve forx-o, I groan, likewise, it's halfhearted. Afterthe freak-out about 
missing my meeting, a little math equation seems similar to an easy task. 

The first thing Olivia and I hear as we pushthrough the kitchen door is Chiaz laughing. Maybe 
she's sneakingtelevision online again. I caught her watchingan I Love Lucy marathon last week, 
although she pretended that she just didn't know howto work the mouse. 

Then I hear anothervoice. A male voice. A non- Brody male voice. 

- She'd betternot, I mutteras we head into the living room. 

likewise, when we get there, I'm shocked frozen at the sight before me. Chiaz is sitting on the 
arm of the corduroy armchair, feet on the coffee table, and the male in questio n is sitting on the floral 
sofa. The shock of cinnamon red hair identifies him immediately. 

-Saylinl-I blurt. 

He stands and faces me, arms wide for a hug. 


- Liliana- 



-1 didn't knowyou were comingfor a visit, I say, jumping into his hug. 


- Nordid I, he says until I found me swimming ashore in Sea-view- 

A loud throat clearing from behind reminds me of my manners. I pull out of Saylin's hug and 
grab Olivia's hand, tugging him forward. 

- Saylin, this is my boyfriend, Olivia-Saylin gives him that male nod that girls can neverquite 
replicate exactly. 

- Olivia, I say, beaming at him, this is Saylin. One of my closest guppy hood friends and the 
crown prince of Acropora-They shake hands, and I get the fee ling there's a little battle of grips before 
they separate. Saylin has filled out a lot since we used to play together, likewise, my money is still on 
Olivia. Though his arms are hidden bythe sleevesof his leatherjacket, I can imagine his biceps flexing 
nicely in the up- and- down movement- 

- Pleased to meetyou, Saylin says, shaking me out of my reverie-Lurleen told me much about 
you last weekend- 

- Funny- Olivia throws me a questioning glance-She didn't mention you at all- 

Down, boy. I lean closer into his side to reassure him that there's nothingto worry about. 
Saylin is an old friend, nothing more. 

-1 forgot I explain-lf you'll recall, we found a bit of a crisis in motion when we got home- 

Olivia crosses his arms over his chest, not appeased by my excuse. 

He has a bit of a jealous streak in him, likewise, for the most part, he keeps it under wraps. 
It's stopped peeking out around Brody, likewise, I guess strange boys showing up in my living room bring 
it back to the surface. 

- Saylin's practically my brother, I say, to clarify. 

Olivia nods, showing he trusts me-l need to get to work. I' II stop by after- 

Then he leans down to kiss me, just similar that time in the library. The hand behind my neck, 
full lips soft and warm on mine. When he sees what must be a completely dazed look in my eyes, he 



winks. And then, with a wave goodbye toChiaz and Saylin, he's out the front door. When we three 
merfolkare alone, I ask, - This wasn'tjusta coincidentalvisit, was it? 

7 

(Now-back in the days of Earth years back when Nevaeh wasateengirl.) 

Which is whyl've been avoiding hertouch altogether. Ithink I maybe overhere, by finding 
someone that is just like her in all ways. 

Nonetheless, when I peeratheryetagain, her palm out, waiting for mine everso softly, I 
take a deep breath and lift my hand too- gasping when she draws so close the space that divides- us like 
a hair-thin- yet worlds apart. 

'Um- do you feel the sensation that?' She smiles. 

'That tingle with the heat?' 

'That's our energy linking- of bodies, minds, and souls.' 

She moves her hand back and forth on my softly, employingthe push and pull of the energy 
force sparking from me to her with a field bolt between us. 

'But if we are all linked as you say, then why Doesn't it all feel the same - in real life now? 
Everythingfeels backward, now with the truth being with her like lost in a dream, with no logic.' 

Not like this was not, I have memories-to that, you can tap in to like a window- looking out- 
or looking back in- fogged, steamed, ora clear as the memories can be like a spring day, that they don't 
have,andwell never-everhave. 

I for one murmur, drawn by the undeniable charming stream that links us, causing the most 
wonderful warmth to course through my frame. 

'We are all linked, all of us made of the same vibrating source.' 

Nonetheless, while some energy leaves you cold and some leaves you feeling like your dying 
on the inside, the one that you're intended for- me and you give the fee ling of warmth, all over our 
bodies. 



It feels just like this... feels like a drug, rushing through yourveins, the highest in the worlds 


we linger in. 

...I close my eyes and turn, allowing the tears to stream down my cheeks, no longer able to 
keepthem in. 

It's just that good... 

Knowing I'm barred from the feel of her skin, the touch of her lips, the solid warm comfort of 
herbody on mine. 

This electrical energy field that trembles between you and me. Like - is the closest-1 for one 
getto feeling precious, thanks to the horrible decision-1 made I have never-everfelt real love, or I have 
forgotten that I havedueto my life's past with the remembrances, with its trials and tribulations. 

'Knowledge is just now catching up with what metaphysicians and the great spiritual 
instructors have known foreras.' 

'Everything is one with that- understand, everything is vigor energy of stamina.' 

'Somehow some way we are all the same within the link.' She said to me. 

I can hear and feelthe smile in hervoice, coming out mine, as she draws closer, eagerto 
entwine her fingers with mine-even though our own hands laced. 

Even so, I move swiftly... arching my back to the feeling of vigor energy of stamina, and her 
body copies mine. 


-Then- 

(Remembrances) 

Marcella said- 'Pennsylvania was the first state to legalized witchcraft, I think that is why 
we're all mostly from those parts, after all, I am a descendant of Emmah, Melisaof and her children 
once re moved, yet family. It sounds good on paper she said, yet tracing death and the living is a lost art 
of the remembrance of pastthatwas askedto forget by our society. Emmah, I remembersayingthe 
same very thing. 


Wondering why-why? 



...Is all I do. 


Why- I'm acting so silent, noiseless, inaudible, still and quiet. I am lingering in my thoughts, 
of all things past that take away from the new ones that should be made like a mental hex, of striping 
me of the good feelings. 

So, aloof, so remote- rejectingtotouch her- nowfeelingguilty as I always do- afterwith the 
lingering when done, when just a few weeks earlier- not feeling anything but the high, I could not get 
enough, now I feel- and I don't want to feel. 

Remembrances to me are nothing but fee ling pain- and the hope of love and love is just a 
lost feelingof being in a state of mind. 

(One-hourlater... reading.) 

BOB E. OZELL 

ATTORNEY AT LAW 403 ROSE STREET, SUITE 700 PITTSBURGH, 

Bob(5)BobOzell.com 

September4.2010-ish- 

(Verdict Reembraces reading over past letters.) 

Nevaeh Natalie, 

Laural Street Barnesboro, PA 15714 

I rememberthe Commonwealth versus me- Nevaeh Natalie-OTN: U 923594-8/ Docket No. - 
MJ-30547-CR-0000110-2010 

Dear Mr. Natalie: 

I am writing to confirm, I give the impression to represent you and guard your interests 
against one count of Criminal Mischief-Property Damage, (with degree :o be determined based on the 
amount of property damage;) 18 Pa.C:.S.A.3304(a)(5,) a misdemeanor, alongwith a misdemeanor-180 
days in a county jail, overthe death of Lurleen Anderson. The felony of the first degree 20years $25,000, 
murder. Misdemeanorof the third degree. 1 year $2,000. A felony of the second degree. 10 years or 



$25,000. Attamed murder, over having a loaded gun, (hearsay) and pointing at one of the girls, their 
world yetyou'll haveyourday in court. Then one count of Defiant Trespass, 18 Pa.C.S.A.3503 (B)(l)(i,) a 
third-degree misdemeanor; one count of Trespass with Damage to Physical Property, 75 Pa.C.S.A.3717 
(c,) (alleged with no witness other than the cops, an immediate offense;) and, yet another count of 
Harassment, 18 Pa.C.S.A.2709(a) (3,) a. The summary offense, at a preliminary hearing before 
Magisterial District Judge (MDJ) Zeiglerthis afternoon. 

This letter will serve to authorize what emerged at that exact proceeding. At that time 
founded on discussions with Officer Petters regarding his comments of the showcasing their side, only- 
and you don't have any say overthefact of proven mental disabilities via the school and county of 
independent officers- (hearsay) and your garden also is notable to speak on your behalf, thus, I will 
have to for you. 

Provided by Amsel'sgirls and mother, and discussions with the ADA regard ingyour Google 
Earth photographs of the respective properties and prior property lines; and, my success in convincing 
OfficerPettersand the Assistant District Attorney to recommend that the charges in your case be 
resolved, if otherwise eligible, through the Accelerated Rehabilitative Disposition (ARD) pre-trial 
diversion program, you authorized me to inform MDJ Zeiglerof your intention to waive your right to a 
preliminary hearing. 

Generously note, you did not plead guilty... (You Did NOT) to and were not convicted as to 
any originally-filed charge. (Thus, the school has the right to do with you as they please.) 

Rather, you just did not contest, that had the case proceedingwith an evidentiary hearing 
and testimony by Ms. Amseland OfficerPetters, that the Commonwealth would have met its fairly easy 
burden of proving that'more likely than not, some type of crimes or crimes occurred, and that you were 
somehow, even remotely involved.' (It takes more than the cop proving you were the stocker- in the 
court-room when witnesses can't identify you- by yourface or body.) 

Consequently, all originally charges were held for disposition in the Courts of Commonplace 
of Cambria County. 

Ms. Amseldid not provide an invoice for the repair of the alleged damage to her property 
and, therefore- ortothe fact of any crams, the grading on the Criminal Mischief count is undetermined. 



Ifthe loss in excessof$500 then the offense is graded asa second-degree misdemeanor; 


otherwise is it a third-degree misdemeanor. Regardless, paymentof restitution will be a condition 
precedentto any recommendation by the Office of the District Attorney, that the charges in your case 
be resolved through ARD, (of alternative schooling.) 

As we discussed, ARD is a test program for first-time offenders of certain non-violent crimes 
and is offered solely at the discretion of the Office of the District have been offered ARD or a similar 
diversion program past. (lO^ years or have been YOU will not be cording to the Assistant District 
Attorney, itChiaz Naztherth notappearas though yourprior conviction fora summary offense 
disorderly conduct will disqualify you for ARD consideration; although the ultimate decision lies within 
the sole discretion of the District Attorney. (So, I havedisorderly conduct overthe fact, I did not want to 
be shot in the head... or something like that by one of them.) 

As originally charged, you faced the following maximum penalties, each of which may be 
imposed to run sequentially: Criminal Mischief: • If (M2:) 2-years of imprisonment, a fine of $5,000.00, 
or both • If (M3:) l.-yearof imprisonment, a fine of $2,500.00 or both; b. Defiant Trespass: 1-yearof 
imprisonment, a fine of $2,500.00 or both; c. Trespass by Causing Damage to Real Property 90 days of 
imprisonment, a fine of $300.00 or both; and Harassment 90 days of imprisonment, a fine of $300.00, or 
both. 


7 a formal recommendation, thatthe charges it will not be required to plead guilty, be 
convicted of a crime, face imprison mentor have a permanent record of a criminal conviction. 

Rather, you will be placed on a term of probation to be sold with the Office of the District 
Attorney; and ordered to satisfy special conditions of probation that in my legs may include, but will not 
be limited to: a) paymentof restitution,completion ofa mental health evaluation, completion of a drug 
and alcohol assessment, compliance with any counseling-treatment recommendation of our choice, 
completion of community service, paymentof various fines, fees and surcharges as determined by the 
Court Clerk. 

Most importantly, if you complete ALL terms and conditions of the ARD probation within the 
provisional Emmahod, the Office of the District Attorney will dismiss all originally-filed charges and they 
will become eligible for expungement in a warranty proceeding beyond the scope of professional legal 
services rendered in, the disposition of the originally-filed charges. 



If you fail to comply with ALL terms and conditionsof the ARD probation, or you are arrested 


for any reason during the trial passe, you will face revocation of the ARD offer, be required to defend 
against or enter a guilty plea to some or all of the originally-filed charges, and face the prospect of a 
permanent record of criminal conviction. 

for to the deduction of the preliminary hearing, you were formally arraigned, informed to the 
nature and maximum penalties of the charges filed Complaint $55,000 unsecured, non-monetary bond. 
In a releaserwith payment of money. Preliminary Hearing, and Notice of Arraignment, 1' Conference 
and Trial form; Your next proceeding is Formal Arraignment, which takes place at 1:30 p.m.on October 
18, 2010. 


The purpose of Formal Arraignment is- for the accused to receive a copy of the new charging 
document, known as an Information, forthe accused to entera plea of'not guilty' for the attorney of 
the accused to enteran 'appearance' as Guidance of Record, to have the case assigned to a trial judge, 
to schedule a Pre-Trial Conference, and to trigger the time holds for the filing of pre-trial gesticulations. 

Following proceedings which you are also required to attend as a state of the bond area 
Preliminary Conference atthe Office of the District Attorney at 10:00 a.m. on October25, 2010, and 
Trial on November 18,2010. 

I am also writing to confirm my receipt of ONETHOUSAND ($1,500.00) DOLLARS today, 
representing payment in full of my fee balance for professional legal services rendered. Thus, my return 
fromyour preliminary hearing, my secretary informed methat she had a Western Union money order in 
the amount of needed arrived a half-hour, before the hearing. 

Thank you. 

If you have an interest in maintaining our attorney-client relationship in the Courts of 
Common Pleas, please be advised I will require a supplemental retainerfee inthe amountof $2,000.00 
for professional legal services reduced in the nature of the charges in your case by sold outcome (ARD or 
plea agreement.) 

If you elect to proceed with a non-jury trial defense, my additional fee will increase to a total 
of $3,500; or if you preferto proceed with a jury trial defense, mysupplementalfee will increase to a 
total of $5,000. 



Payment of the supple mental fee maybe made by credit card, personal check or money 
ordermade payable to the orderof Bob E. Ozell, Esquire.' 

Very truly yours, Bob E. Ozell Attorney at Law. 


In a time of thinking about all this darkness my mind, wonders to my worlds, and also to my 
past one Earth, it was thoughtthat the Earth was inhabitable-to me and others, turn out what life was 
left turned to the Enchanted Sea- making a new home, where there is very much life... that is a story all 
of its own. 


As I look into the earth this is one story that I found most interesting. 

I look into herworld pulling herhandwriting... after all, she is one of us. 

I'd nevergiven much thoughtto how I would kiss, or whom I would become because of it. I 
thought I'd had reason enough in the last few months to find out just what I wanted or if I need it, 
likewise, even if I had dreamed this in my-underwatersea dreams, I would not have made- believe it 
could similar this. 

I stared without breathing across the deeps, into the dark eyes of the waves washing in, and 
the sun fading away similar-looking pleasantly back at me saying goodnight, as the big full moon rises 
up-similar my night light. 

Surely- this was a good way to be the girl I always wanted to be, in the place of someone else, 
in the body I don't underseals, all for love, for the love of me and the love of another. 

This must countfor something, that to love something you must leave something else you 
love. I knew that if I would never go or left Conch Shell Cove, I would not have ever felt happy or 
contented with me. likewise, asyou could have guessed I was terrified, I could not bring me to regret 
the choice. When life offers you, a dream come true that so far outside any of your beliefs, it is not 
sensible to sorrow when it ends and you must choose one or the other. I went from having fins, to sins! 

Myths... 

I swam up to shore noticing a beach that I have never been to before, from a distance, I 


could see all of them, all of them that looked similar to me from the waist up. I sat on a bolder running 



my fingers throw my long hair just watching for the sun to set so I can take a closer look when the moon 
is the only light showingthe way upon the tranquil seas. I wantedto go say hello, I wantedtosee if I 
could find a friend within one of them, and maybe a boy. Either way, I would be pleased if one would say 
hello to me. In their minds, I am just a myth. Yet I know I am really, and I know I need someone, to see 
me and love me for who I am. I am too young to swim this far from my underwater home, and underset 
and it too dangerous to swing alone, I do not what to my shark food! Yet I just can help likewise coming 
up forthe deeptosee those big moonsat night. 

It is similar to a call of love for me, similar I have a call from my mom saying, I need to swim 
home, or I will be a clamshell of trouble. 

I knowl mustnot beseenbyhumans,yetl havea desire to be, and I do not knowwhyl just 
do. If you have- not gassed I am a mermaid from the underwater town of Conch Shell Cove. My name is 
Savannah Mangroves and this is my tale. He no pun intended. 

'Savannah?' What are you doing you know we're notto be past the last buoy or nexttothe 
old lighthouse? You will get caught, and become a since project for some middle school! 

You no fatherwill be furious if he eventhinksyou thoughtabout coming up here!' 

Younger Aaliyah said frantically as she splashed and swam up to me take hold of my halo and 
pulling back out into dark blue the sea. I know if I wantto find the love, I may have to find my lapse legs, 
and that whole concept scares the seahorse out of me! Never the less I would love, love, love to know 
what it would be like going to a high school. 

The only othergirl mermaid that knows mytrue feelings of heat is Aaliyah, yeti do not want 
to leave my past behind. It would be so nice if I could find that cute boy that lived the deep blue sea as 
much as me. and, would find my fins in the wateradorable yet- 

dose a boy similar that agilest, I mean to boys similar a blush scaly skin and long wispy hair? 
Similar would human boyeven walkup to anyway being bare, I am not sure if even a human girl would? 
In the sea, it is- not even thoughtabout, it is just a known fact, it would be ward similar to seeing a 
dolphin wearinga bikini or something ridicules similar to that. 

Sometimes, Ifeelsimilarto a freakof nature,for just beingme. likewise, I lookjust similar 
you-sortof, I swearto Neptune I am justthe average teen girl similar to you. 



There is an old sea legend that if a boy kisses you, you can getyour lapse lags forthe lapse, 
and then when you get back into the water you change back. No one of us has tried this in many yards, 
many because humans are not that nice to us. Besides those misses that go-they never come back to us. 

Theyend up washed upon the beach dying it is so said. If there notkiss in time that happens, 
we live in the sea and forthe sea, not sun tanning on the beach, looking for love to come our way. I have 
everything I want, yet not what I feel I need. 

There are so many things I must learn, similar slacks, feet, and toilets, this may sound gross, 
likewise, mytoilet is the sea. Sleeping in a bed sounds crazy to me, I sleepin a pirate's shipwreck called 
the Brooklyn all curled up on the soft ocean salsa, nextto my pet starfish Mila. Similar most in my sea 
cluster, we all moved here when I was ten eons, it was a long tough swim, we lost some, similar to my 
mother's mom, she was justtoo week in her ages. 

She swims in Atlantis now it was rebuilt... (Are Heaven if you will.) Back in the olden phases 
of our time, we lived in caves too. Oh, just so you know we find it gross how you humans dump garbage 
in our home, we do not dump stuff in your living room! 

The water calms me, similar when the-foamy bubbles hit my skin; I sigh. I just hope that a 
bubble bath with some sea salt can make me less homesick if I do swim away. It is similar- the salsa in 
my hourglass timer on my treasure chest is ticking far too firstly; school fish graduation, for mermaids 
my age is justaround the corner, yet I would-only be sixteen as a full human, I will not be there, I want 
to be in a high school I wantto be a normal girl! Yet I wantto be a mermaid and, I do not know what I 
want just- yet. 

Swimming home-'Aaliyah I feelsimilar I am runningout of time.' 

I know it is a sin for me to lust over a human boy, yet I cannot help me, it all I ever wanted. 
Yet I am notsure if I well everfinds him or not, where I am at in this big cold blue sea. 

Excuse my enchanted girlie fins, I say to the boy that I love. For Aaliyah, because she took me 
with her. Water calms me similar to him feeling my scale. It is similar to chocolate or fish or ice cream 
form his home lapse. Aftera terrible day, I lock the bathroom doorflappingfor my legs, his dad's old- 
time tub with steaming water and bath salts, and then sink into a world where my problems all melt 
away. Some days it is not- enough. 



'Did you ask him yet?' Obtaining the phone against my shoulder, I scoop up a hatful of 
bubble bath and blow the fluff out over my belly. I can choose to ignore the three questions, right? 

Especially since neither of us is going to similar the answer. 'Savannah...' Shannon prods. 
When the bubbles hit the water and dissolve into a foam-covered film, I sigh similar to him feeling my 
skin. 


(Forward) 

That's my main selling point... 

-And- 

...I think-1 mean, I hope-1 take a breath-Chiaz hasfeelingsfor you, too- Brody's gaze 
sharpens, his brows scowl low, as if not sure whether he should dare to hope there is truth in what I said. 
I'm daring to hope, so he can too-l think we can use your feelings for each other, I explain, - to show 
Chiaz that humans and merfolkare not so different as she believes. If she loves you Brady's laughter cuts 
me off-Right, he snarks-She hates 

what I am. Not who I am, likewise what I am. 

Something I couldn't change even if I wanted to. How could she possibly love me-? 

- Because love Doesn't care about prejudices, I say. This is something with which I have a 
firsthand legs-Justlookat me and Olivia. I thoughti hated him for three years-1 don'tadd the part about 
where I thought I loved Brody-True love didn't care what I thought, and it won't care what Chiaz thinks- 
Brody clenches his jaw and works his lips, similar he's considering my argument. I slip my hands behind 
my back, beneath my backpack, and cross my fingers as tightly as I can. If I we re n't wearing flip-flops, I'd 
be crossing my toes, too. 

This situation needs as much good luck as it can get. 

Finally, he relaxes and asks, what do you want me to do-? 

Sweet angelfish! My entire body explodes with relief. I didn't realize until this instant just 


howtense I was about the outcome of this conversation. 



- Give hera chance, I answer, tryingto keep my overjoyed smile from spreading across my 


lips. 


- Talk to her. Spend time with her. Make herfall so, in love with you, she forgetsyou're a 
human-1 lay a reassuring hand on his shoulderthat'sall it will take-1 hope. 

His gaze drifts to the ceiling, similar he'll find the right answerwritten on the dingy acoustic 
tiles. I've never seen Brody so thoughtful and serious before. This gives me, even more, hope that my 
plan will work. Chiaz already worked some positive changes in Brody. It's only a matterof time until he 
works some in her. 

- Okay- Brody nods, not looking at me. 

-I'll try-! 

He turnsand heads into his class. I take offfor the American Government, hopingthat 
everything! justtold Brody is true. 

- Maladroit- 

- Um-I search my brain for the definition, knowing we've studied this one at least twice. 
Finally, just as I'm aboutto give up, it comesto me-Clumsy- 

That should be an easy one for me since I am maladroit. At least on land. 

One of Shannon's study techniques is to visualize an image that exemplifiesthe vocabword. I 
picture me wearing a T-shirt that says MALADROIT-1 hope- it doesn't matter if it's spelled wrong-and 
then tripping over my flip- flops into a giant ChiazI of today's side dish, saffron rice. 

- Excellent, Shannon says. She flips through the stack of flashcards in her hands, chooses one, 
and reads. Pretentious. 

While I search forthis definition. Shannon spoons a bite ofyellow rice into hermouthand 
Olivia flips through a motorcycle magazine. 

With the SATs coming up this weekend, I'm trying to cram in as much last-minute studying as 

possible. 


Shannon has already taken-and, of course, aced-the test. 



Olivia, on the other hand, has no intention of taking it. He already has a job lined up with a 
construction company, thanksto his current jobat the lumberyard. With his brain andskills, I thinkhe'll 


be foreman within a year. If only my future were that easy. 

- Lurleen, Shannen prods, waving the definition flashcard before my eyes. 

- Pretentious-? 

Without thinking, I blurt. Pompous. 

Arrogant- 

- Awesomel -Shannen cheers. 

This mental image pops into my mind without any effort. The terrible trio. I can't imagine 
anyone more pompous orarrogant than Astria, Piper,and Venus. Of course, several othervocabulary 
words apply equally. 

Vindictive. Malicious. Haughty. 

In my mind, the words transform into giant foam letters and start bonking the terrible trio on 
their heads. I suppressa giggle. 

When Shannen starts digging through the stack again, I beg. Please. No more. My brain can't 

take it- 


She shrugs as if it's my funeral if I don't cram in ten more vocab words at lunch, likewise 
Don't argue the point. Honestly, I think my brain is full. I couldn't handle another piece of information, 
and I just hope the ones I already have don't start falling out before Saturday. 

Coming to my aid- as all good boyfriends should- Olivia asks- 

- Chiaz called in sick today-? 

- Yeah, I say I think it was forthe best. 

Gave me a chance to talk to Brody first- 

- Why-?Shannen asks-What happened-? 



I hesitate, not sure if Shannen should know what Chiaz did. I'm not sure anyone should know 
whatshe did. I wish I didn't. 

Now I understand why Dad kept her exile- and the reason for it- a secret. She's a dumb kid 

with a big- 


grudge, likewise some people wouldn't be able to see that she was acting out from a place of 
pain. I didn't, at first. Others might hold it against herforever. If I can help her overcome her issues, then 
it's betterif they don't know about her big mistake. So, even though I hate lying to my best human 
friend-to anyone, really-1 say, 

- She and Brodyfought. I'm trying to helpthem patch it up- 

- Why-? She asks-l thoughtyou wanted to keep them apart-See, lies always lead to more lies 
and more complications. 

- I've had a change of heart, I admit. 

- Realized they might be good for each other. Shannen shrugs-lf you say so-1 exchange a 
glance with Olivia. He nods. I think we both knowthis is the only option- keeping- 

Shannen in the dark, trying to encourage Chiaz feelings for Brody. It's the only possible way 
foreverythingtoend upright in the end. 

Shannen pulls another set of flashcards from her backpack. Sliding one across the table to me, 
she says. Solve for XO. 

I groan. Math is- not my strong suit. 

Then again, when it comesto the SATs, I don'tthink I have a strongsuit. I dutifully pull out a 
pencil and prepare to spend the rest of lunch trying to beat the equation into submission. Then I se nse a 
presence at my side. 

- Lurleen-? 

I turn to smile, relieved to be saved from math by Miss Molina. 


Then I see the concerned lookon herface.The disappointment. 



Son of a swordfish! The interview. In all the craziness when I got back from Seaview, I 


completely blanked on the interview with Miss. Molina's friend at Seaview Community. 

- Oh, no! -I gasp-l'm so sorry. I completely forgot. I'm so, so-o, sorry. There was this whole-1 
struggle to find the words to describe what happened without really describing what happened. Where 
are my vocab words when I needthem? 

- Crisis!-1 finally blurt -My cousin got sick and it was really bad. 

I- The look in her eyes, similar I've failed her big-time, is killing me-l should have called or 
something. I'm just- I'm sorry-1 don't know what to say-She looks at me similar she Doesn't even know 
me-l didn't re member you to being so irresponsible- 

- I'm not, I exclaim-l mean, I was. This weekend, likewise. I'm usually not at all- She takes a 
deep breath, similar she'strying to decide whatto do about me. I silently will herto give me another 
chance. 


Maybe she Doesn't buy my sick- cousin story, likewise, if I could tell herthe truth, she would 
understand. 

Times similar this is when I wishSaylin's what- if could come true. Not that I would relish 
Saying a teacherthat one of my relatives tried to wipe herandthe entire East Coast offthe map. It 
would be a betterexplanation than the one I've got, though. 

<3 

She's in front of me nowand I'm completely obsessed. 

Peering into herthoughts, wantingto see what, if anything, happened between them. 

Since even though I know Naddalin's responsible forall of the flirting, and kissing, and 
cuddling, I had no choice but to watch. 

Even though I know for a fact, that Naddalin was completely deprived of free will that 
doesn't change the fact that it happened-that Naddalin's lips pressed against her while her hands 
roamed herskin. 



And even though I am pretty sure it didn't go any further than that. I'd still feel a heck of a lot 
better, if I could just getsome evidence to back up my theory. 

And despite how crazy, hurtful, and completely masochistic it is-1 won'tstop until her 
memory gives, and every last horrible, painful, excruciating detail is finally revealed. 

I'm just about to delve deeper, travel to the very core of her brain, when Naddalin squeezes 
my hand and says, 'Ever, please. Stoptorturing yourself. 

I've already told you, there's nothing to see.' I swallow hard, gaze fixed on the back of her 
head, watching her gossip with Jewell and Mireille, barely listening as she adds, 'It didn't happen. It's not 
whatyou think.' 

'I thought you couldn't remember?' I turn, overcome with shame the instant I seethe pain in 
her eyes as she looks at me and shakes her head. 

'Justtrust me.' She sighs loudly. 'Or at least try to. Please?' 

I inhale deeply, gazingat her, wishing I could, knowing I should. 

'Utterly, Constantly. First, you could not getoverthe pasthundredyearsof my dating, and 
nowyou're obsessed with last week?' 

She knits her brow and leans closer, voice urgent, coaxing, as she adds, 'I know that your 
fee lings are unbelievably hurt. I do. But what's done is done. I can't go back; I can't change it. Naddalin's 
done the on purpose-you can't let her win.' 

I swallow hard, knowingshe's right. 

I'm acting ridiculous, irrational, allowing myself to veerway offtrack. 

Besides, Naddalin thinks, switching to telepathy now that our teacher, Mr. Robins, has 
arrived. You know it's meaningless. The only one I have ever loved is you. Isn't that enough? 

She brings hergloved thumb to my temple, gazing into my eyes as she shows me our history 
of all things enchanted, my many incarnations as a seeing all the young servant girl in France, all 
daughtergorgeous girls reminded me of how lucky I was... it was nice to be back... eyes wide, I gape, 
never having seen that particular life before, I think back, in class and wonder. 



But she just smiles, gazes growing warmer as she shows me the highlights of that time, a 
quick clip of the moment we met at a gallery opening in Amsterdam-our first kiss just outside of the 
gallery that very same night. Presenting only the most dadaistic moments and sparing my death, which 
always, inevitably, comes before we can progress. 

And after watching all of those beautiful momentsunfold, her unabashed love for me laid 
bare to see, I gaze into her eyes, answering herquestion when I think: Of course, it's enough. You have 
always been enough. 

Then closing them in shame when I add: But am I enough foryou? 

Finally admitting the truth-my fear that she'll soon tire of the gloved hand-holding, the 
telepathic embrace, and seek out the real thing in a normal girl with safe DNA. 

She then nods, gloved fingers cupping my chin as she gathers me into a mental embrace so 
warm, so safe, so comforting, all of my fears slip away. 

Respondingtothe apology in my gaze as she then leans forward, lips at my ear as she says, 
'Good. Nowthatthat is settled, about Naddalin...' 

As I make my way toward history class. I'm wondering which will be worse-seeing Naddalin 
or Mr. Milley? 

Forthe reason that while I haven'tseenorspokentoeitherofthemsince last Friday when 
my whole world fell apart there's no doubt, I left them both on a pretty strange note. 

My last contact with Milley consisting of me going all sentimental and not only confiding my 
psychic powers-which is something I neverdo-but also encouraging her to date my aunt Sabine-which is 
something I'm seriously beginningto regret. 

And as awful as that was, it's only rivaled by my last moments with Naddalin when I aimed 
my fist at her navel chakra, determined not just to kill her but to obliterate her. And I would have too- 
except for the fact that I totally choked and she got away. And even though in retrospect that worked 
out forthe best, I'm still so angry with her, who's to say I won't try again? 



But the truth is, I know I won'ttry again. Besides not just because Naddalin spentthe whole 
of English class telepathically lecturing me on how revenge is neverthe answer, how karma is the only 
true justice system, and plenty more blah- blah- blah- like that-but mostly because it's not right. 

Although Naddalin tricked me in the very worst way, leaving me no reason to evertrust her 
again-l still don't have the right to kill her over it. 

It won't solve my problem. Will not change a thing. Even though she's awful, evil, and 
everything that adds up to bad, I still don't have the right to- do that... She slithers up beside me, all 
blond tousled hair, water's edge blue eyes, and shiny white teeth relaxed stretching her strong, tanned 
arm across the classroom door, barring me from getting inside. 

And that's all it takes. 

But I won't... even if... even if... 

I promised Naddalin I could get myself safely to and from class without resorting to that. 

'So, tell me. Ever, how was your weekend? Did you and Naddalin enjoy a nice reunion? Was 
she able to surviveyou-by chance?' 

I clench my fists by my sides, visualization how she'd look like nothing more than a heap of 
designerclothesand a pile of dust, despitethe vow of nonaggression I took. 

She then nods, gazes fixed on mine, lowering her voice to a whisper as she adds, 'Not to 
worrythough, you won't be alone for long. 

Once the proper mourning period ends. I'll be happy to step in and fill up the void of her loss.' 

I focuson my breath, keeping itslow and steady asl take in the strong, tan, muscular arm 
blocking my path, knowing all it would take is one well-placed karate chop to break it in half. 

'Hell, even if you did manage to hold back and keep heralive, all you have to do is say the 
word, and I'm right by your side.' she grins, eyes grazing over me most intimately. 

'But no need to answer too quickly or commit yourself yet. Take as long as you like. For the 
reason that. Continually, I assure you, unlike Naddalin, I am a man who can wait. Besides, it's just a 
matterof time before you come looking for me anyway.' 



'There'sonly one thing I wantfrom you.' 


I narrow my gaze until everything surrounding us blurs. 'And that's for you to leave me alone.' 
Herat rising to my cheeks as her gaze deepens to a leer. 

"Farid not, darling." She laughs, looking me overand shaking her head. 'Trust me, you want 
way more than that. But not to worry, it's like I said. I'll wait for as long as it takes. 

It's Naddalin I'm worried about. And you should worry too. From what I saw those last 
hundred years, she's an impatient man. Bit of a hedonist. Did n't wait for much of anything so far as I 
could tell.' 


I- Emmah, swallow hard and strive to keepcalm, reminding myself notto fall forherbait. 
Naddalin has a knack for locating my weakness, my psychological strength so to speak, and pretty much 
lives to exploit it. 

'Don't get me wrong, she's always been one to keep up entrances-wearing the armbands 
that are back and white stripes, appearing inconsolable at the wake-buttrust me. Ever, the moss hadn't 
time to adhere to hershoe before she was back on the lurk. 

Looking to drown hersorrows in whateverorshould I say whomever-hercould. And even 
though you prefer not to believe it, take it from someone who's been there all along. Naddalin waits for 
no one. And she certainly never waited foryou.' 

I take a deep breath, filling my head with words, music, mathematical equations stretching 
far beyond my skills, anything to drown out the words that are like prudently honed arrows aimed 
straight for my heart. 

'Yep.' 

'Saw it with my own eyes, I did!' 

Smiling as she slips into a thick cockney pronunciation and backs out again. 'Haven saw it too. 

It like- broke her poorheart. 


Willing to take her back no matter where she'd been, no questions asked. 



Though, unlike me-and. I'm afraid, quite unlike you- Haven's love was unconditional. Which, 
let'sface it, is somethingyou'd neverdo.' 

'That's not true I' I cry, voice hoarse, and very dry, as though it's the first time, that I've used 
it all day- it was so bad. 

'I've had Naddalin since the moment we met-l-' I stop, knowing I should not have started. It 
is useless to engage in the fight. 

'Sorry, darlin', but you're wrong. You have never-ever had Naddalin at all. A pure kiss here, a 
bit of sweaty hand-holdingthere-' she shrugs, gaze contemptuously. 

'Totally, Forever, you think some pathetic attempts at second base can satisfy an avaricious, 
self-absorbed, self-indulgent bloke like her? Forfourhundred years no less?' 

I swallow hard, forcing a calm I don't own when I say, 'That's a lot furtherthanyou evergot 
with Haven.' 

'No thanks to you,' she spits, harsh gaze on mine. 'But, it's like I said, I'm a man who can wait.' 

'Naddalin is not.' 

So-oshe shakes herhead. 

'Shame you're so-o strongminded to play hard to get. You and I are a lot more alike than you 
think. Both of us pining after someone we'll nevertruly have-' 

'I could-' I suck in my breath, notwantingherto know what only Naddalin and I know, that 
targetingan immortal'sweakest chakra, one of the body'sseven energy centers, is the quickestway to 
obliterate them. 

'I could kill you right now,' I whisper, voice shaky, hands trembling, even though I promised 
Naddalin I wouldn'tdothem, eventhough I know better. 

'Slug me in my sacral center, perhaps?' 

'You could what?' She smiles at me, faces impending so close her breath chills my cheek. 


I gape, wondering where she could've possibly erudite that. 



Nonetheless, she just giggles, shaking her head saying, 'Don't forget, Liv, Naddalin was under 

my spell. 

which means she told me everything, answered every question I am asked-including a good 
bit about you.' 

Shegot me... Right where it counts. And don'tthinkshe doesn't know it. 

I stand there, refusing to react, figured out to appear composed, unruffled-but it's too late. 
'No worries, liv. 'I'm having far too much fun watching you squirm to attempt something like 

that. 


The just a moment later- 'I've no plans to go afteryou-she said.' 

Besides, it won't be long 'til you're squirming beneath me. 

Or even on top of me. Either will do.' she laughs, her eyes on mine, gazing at me in a way so 
knowing, so intimate, so deep, my stomach can't help but have. 

'I'll leave the details to you. But no matter how much you may want to; you won'tgo after 
me either. Mostly because I do have what you want. The cure to the antidote forwhat you suffer-from. 

I assure you of that, said Naddalin. You're just going to have to find a way to earn it, she also said. You're 
justgoingto have to show me how bad you want it.' 

I gape, dry-mouthed and slack-jawed, remembering last Friday when Naddalin claimed the 
very same thing, to me saying that she likes owned me, and in a way, I am o kay with that. 

So-o distracted by Naddalin awakening-1 forgot all about it 'til now-to have it type down as 
anotherchapterin the bookof my life. 

I-Emmah presses my lips together as my gaze meets heirs... awe - my hope rising for the first 
time in days. 

knowing it's just a matter of time until the antidote is mine. I just need to find a way to get it 

from her. 


'Oh, look at that.' She grins. 'Seems you forgot all aboutour date with destiny.' 



She lifts her arm and I start to plowthrough, then she lowers it just as quickly, laughing as 
she locks me in place. 

'Deep breaths,' her coos, lips grazing the edge of my ear, fingers sliding over my shoulder, 
leaving an icy cold wake in their path. 'No need to panic. No need to get all spaz-ed out o'er. 

I'm sure that between us, we can come to some sort of mutual agreement, find a way to 
work something out.' 

I narrow my gaze, disgusted by the price that she's set, words slow and cautious when I say, 
'Nothing you could ever say or do could convince me to sleep with you!'just as Milley opens the door, 
allowing the entire class to overhear. 

'Whoa-oh' Naddalin smiles, hands raised in pretend admission of defeat as she backs into the 
room. 'Who said anything about bumping' ugliest, pal?' 

She will throw her head back and laughs, allowing her creepy Ouroborictattoo to flash in and 
out of view. 'I mean, notto disappointyou, darlin', but if it's a good shag I'm after, virgins aboutthe last 
place I'd look!' 

I storm toward my desk, cheeks burning, gaze fixed on the floor, spendingthe nextforty 
minutes cringing as my classmates burst into hysterics every time Naddalin directs a disgusting wet 
smooch sound my way, despite Milley's numerous attempts to quiet them down. 

And the momentthe bell rings, I make a run for the door. Frantic to getto Naddalin before 
Naddalin can be convinced Naddalin will push hertoo far and she'llsnap-an act neitherof us can afford 
nowthat Naddalin holdsthe key. 

Nonetheless-just as I turn the knob I hear, 'Ever? Got a minute?' Her mocking laughter 
trailing behind as I turn toward Milley to see what she wants. 

I pause, classmates piling up behind me, eager to getto the hall where they can follow 
Naddalin's lead and taunt me some more. 


'I did it.' Her smiles, posture stiff, voice anxious, but still eagerfor me to know. 



I shift uncomfortably, moving my bag from one shoulderto the next, wishing I'd taken the 
time to learn remote viewingso I could keep an eye on the lunch tables and ensure Naddalin sticks to 
the plan. 


'I approached her. Just like you told me to.' She nods. 

I squint, returning my focus to her, gut-churning as I begin to understand. I saw her the 
morning on the day had passed. We even talked fora while, and-' she shrugs, gazes drifting away, 
obviously still very taken by the event. I stand before her, breathless, knowing I have to stop it, whatever 
it takes before it gets out of hand. 

'And you were right. She is nice to me. I probably shouldn't tell you but we're having dinner 

tonight.' 


I nod, numb, shell-shocked, the words glancing over me as I peer into her energy and watch 
it unfold in herhead: she is standing in the line of the cafeteria massive hall with all its stain glass 
windows and gothic feel of a castle, minding her own business until Milley approaches-causing herto 
turn and grant hera smile that's-shamefully flirtatious! 

Except that there's no shame at all. Those two couldn't be happier. At least not on Sabine's 
part. Nor Milley for that matter. No, the shame is all mine. 

That cannot happen. Fortoo many reasonsto mention the dinnercan never take place. One 
of them beingthat she is not just my aunt, but my guardian, my caretaker, my only living relative in the 
entire world! 

And another, possibly even more urgent reason, is the fact that thanks to my pathetic, 
maudlin, overly sentimental, ill-advised moment of weakness last Friday, Milley knows I'm psychic while 
she does not! 

I've gone to great lengths to keep mysecretfrom her, and there's noway I'm going to be out 
by my love-struck history teacherof enchanted. 

But just as I'm aboutto tell herthat she absolutely cannot, underany circumstances 
whatsoever, take my aunt to dinner and reveal any information I might've accidentally admitted during 
a weak momentwhen I was sure I'd neversee heragain, herclears herthroatand says, 'Anyway, you 
should get to lunch before it's too late. I didn't mean to keep you the long, I just thought-' 



'Oh, no, it's okay,' I say. 'I just-' 


But she doesn't let me finish. Pushers me outthe door as she waves me away, saying, 'Goon 
now. To find your friends. I just thought I should thank you, that's all.' 

When I get to the lunch table, I sit beside Naddalin, relieved to find everythingas normal as 
any other day. Naddalin's gloved hand squeezing my knee as I quickly scan the campus, looking for 
Naddalin as shethinks:she'sgone. 

Gone? I gape, hoping hermeansgone as in not around, as opposed to going as in a pile of 

dust. 


But Naddalin just laughs, the smooth melodious sound reverberating from her head to mine. 
Notannihilated. I assure you. Just-absent-that's all. Drove offa few minutes ago with some guy I've 
never-everseen before. 

Did you talk...? 

Did she try to invite you? 

Naddalin shakes her head, her eyes peering into mine as I add: Good. Because we can't 
afford to go after her no matter what I She has the antidote! she admitted it! This means all we have to 
do now is find a way to- Constantly. She frowns...You can't perhaps believe her! 

This is what Naddalin does. She lies and manipulates everyone around her. You have to stay 
away from her- she's usingyou-her can't be trusted-1 just shake my head. 

I can feel it. 

The time is different. And I need for Naddalin to feel it too. She's not lying-seriously-hersaid- 
Notevenfinishingthe thought before Haven leans forward, eyes darting between us as she says, 'Okay, 
that'sit. Justwhatthe heck is going on here?Seriously, enough already.' 

I turn, noticing how herfriendlyyellow aura beams in such sudden sharp contrastto the 
deliberate harsh ness of her all-black ensemble. Knowing she means no ill will though she's definitely- 
disturbed by us. 



'Totally, completely, and entirely- It's like you guys have some kind of creepy way of 
communicating. Like twins speaker something. Onlyyours is silent. And eerier.' 

I shrug and sit there with my lunch, going through the motions of unwrapping a sandwich. 

I've no plans to eat, figured out to hide just how alarmed her question has made me feel. 

Knocking my knee against Naddalin's, telepathically urging herto step in and handle the 
since I've no idea whatto say. 

'Don't pretend it's not happening.' Hereyes narrow in suspicion. 'I've been watchingyou 
guysfor a while now, and it's starting to creep me out.' 

'What's creepingyou out?' She gazes up from herphone, but only fora moment before she's 
back to texting again. 

'Those two.' She points a short, black painted nail with a chunk of pink frosting stuck to its tip. 
'I swear, they get stranger every day.' 

Naddalin nods, settingdown herphone as she takes a momentto look us over. 'Yeah, I've 
been meaningto mentionthat. You guysare weird.' She laughs. 

'Oh, and the whole glove thing?' She shakes her head and purses her lips. Showing her hand 
looking all cracked with fishers and red. 'So not working for you, I said jokingly.' 

Haven frowns, annoyed by my joke when she's tryingto be grave. 

'Laugh all you want,' she says, gaze steady, unwavering. 'But something's up with those two. 

I may not know what, but I'll figure it out. I'll get to the bottom of it. You'll see-you'll see.' 


-Then- 

And I'm justaboutto speakwhen Naddalin shakes herhead and swirls her red drink, leaning 
toward Haven as she says, 'Don't waste yourtime. It's not as sinister as you think.' 

Shethensmiles,gazesfixedon me. 

'We're practicing telepathy powers of mind-reading, that's all.' 


'Attemptingto read each other's minds in place of talking all the time.' 



'So, we stop gettingin trouble in class overit tookovertheface wetake overeach other's 


bodies and movementstooattimes, a real headache forthe professors.' 

She snorts, causing me to squeeze my sandwich so hard the mayonnaise oozes out and 
squirts grossly out the backside. Gaping at my significant otherwho is just arbitrarily decided to break 
our number one rule- do not tell anyone who we are or what we can do I This is something we worked 
hard to do, looking within the library in the restricted section of dark magic. 

Calming only slightly when Haven rolls her eyes and says, 'Please. I'm notan idiot.' 

'Wasn't implying you were.' Naddalin smiles. 'It's quite real, I assure you. Would you like to 

try?' 


I freeze, body solid, unmoving, as though seeinga disasteron the side of the road-only the 
particular disaster is me. 

'Close your eyes and think of a number between one and ten.'She nods, sincere gaze 
meeting her. 'Focus on that number with all of you might. See it in your mind as clearly as you can, and 
silently repeatthe sound of it repeatedly, got it?' 

She shrugs, brows merging as though in deep concentration. Though Choosingto 
concentrate on blue instead of a random number like Naddalin said. 

All it takes is a glance at her aura, morphing into a dark deceitful green, and a brief peeks at 
herthoughtsto see she's only pretending. 

She was holding her ground as she rubs her chin and shakes her head, saying, I glance 
between them, 'I don't seem to be gettinganything. Are you sure you're thin king of a number between 
one and ten?' Knowingshe's baiting her, sure that herone in ten chances of hitting the right number 
works too much in herfavor. 

She nods, deepeningherfocuson a beautifulshade of pulsating blue. 

'Then we must have our wires a-crossed.' She shrugs. 'I'm not getting a number at all.' 

'Try me I' Emmah abandons her phone, and her books and wand and leans toward Naddalin. 


Eyes barely closed, thoughts hardly focused before Naddalin gasps, 'You're goingto Haven?' 



She shakes herhead also. 


(A week back) 

'Three...Foryourdata, the numberwasthree.'She rolls hereyesand leers. 'Andeveryone 
knows I'm going to France. So nice try.' 

'Everyone but me,' Naddalin says, jaws clenched, face gone suddenly pale. 

'Well, I'm sure everyone has told you-you of all. You know, telepathically.' she laughs, 
returningto her phone again, saying 'sometimes old school kicking it is notthe way to go anymore I 
prefer these,' and she holds up the phone, that links all the magical networks together. 

I peerat Naddalin, wonderingwhyhe'ssoupsetoverthe trip. I mean, yeah, so she used to 
live there, at one time when she was alive- after her boyfriend passed away in an industrial accident or 
something like that- she was vague about did not wantto say... all that much, she said she was in her 
late 20's. she said something odd on hertombstone and it read- (I have not stuck with me all my whole 
life, so there-) and I think I got what it meant. Yet I think it said, 'I will live on forever...' orsomething like 
that, or 'I don't need you r - 'or even suck on that!' Like-1 thought that's what it may have said- but- but 
Nah- it can't be- yet maybe? 

...Afterall it is a cracked heart-shaped stone... 

But- but that was hundreds of years ago, and the stone is crumbling and read the rest has 
disintegrated to dust into just the wind I 

I squeeze her hand, urging her to look at me, but she just stares at Haven with that same 
stricken look on herface. 


'Nice try with the whole telepathy angle,' Haven says, swiping her finger a-crossed the top of 
hercupcake until it's coated with strawberry frosting, and she was licking herfingerand kissing the end 
of it too. 


'But I'm afraid you're goingto have to try a little harder than that. All you have managed to 
prove is that you guys are even weirderthan I thought. But no worries. I'll getto the bottom of it. I'll 
expose yourdirty little secret before long.' 



I hold back a nervous laugh, hoping she'sjust messing around, then peering into her mind 
only to seethatshe'sserious. 

'When are you leaving?' Naddalin asks. 

But only to appear conversational, has already uncovered the answer in her head. 

'Soon, but not soon enough,' she thought, eyes lighting up, as she stared the look at her. 'Let 
the countdown begin!' 

Naddalin nods, gaze unstiffeningas she says, 'You'll love this. 

Everyone loves it, France is a lovely, delightful place.' 

'You've been...?' 

...?... 

I and Flaven both ask at the same time. 

Naddalin nods- 'I's have,'gaze far away in the back of heron the mind and thought looking 
somewhat- blank to us looking at her color fading from her eyes. 'I lived there a once-a longtime ago.' 

'That's what we gathered...' they both said it unanimously I 

Flaven glances between us, eyes narrowed again when she says, 'Jaylynn and Naddalin lived 
there too, around the same time, she looks at herone eyelid squinting.' 

Naddalin shrugs, expression noncommittal, as though the connection means nothingto her. 

'Well, don'tyou think that's a little strange? All of you living there at the same time, in the 
same place, then all of you endingup here-within months of each other?' Sherleans toward her, 
abandoning hercupcake and letting it drop in search of some answers. 

Shejustsips her blue drink and lifts hershoulders again, as though it's hardly worth going 
into, in the past she thought, to her, in through conversation. 


But Naddalin's solid, refusingto cave or do anythingthat might give it away. 




'Is the re anything I should see while I'm there?' Haven asks, more to break the tension than 


anythingelse. 'Anythingthatshouldn'tbe missed?' 

Naddalin squints, pretendingto think, even though the answercomes quickly. 


-Then- 

Naddalin- 'I rememberright before the end of Earth as we once knew it, just a random 
thoughtthat has come to my mind. Squatters have now moved into Nevaeh'sold home, we all know 
who they were it was the 4 girls, yet even Nevaeh was like let them have it, I don't care anymore. It was 
wondered by me for years where their souls want and would lie, and what thing, creature, or even 
person that would inhabit, I never- ever would have thought, that would have transformed into the 
marinade, justto have a place to be, and a place to call home, I also wondertheir identities now, and if 
they're right next door now. A rebirth they have had yet once more, all 4 girls are now others we could 
face, and not knowthe face we are looking at. I believe that AVA is Deyanira. Yet we cannot be one 
hundred percentsure.' 


/%/ /N/ 


'All of France is worth seeing... yes is it not?' 

But you should check out the Ponte Vecchio, which is the first bridge to cross the Arno River 
and the only one left standing afterthe war-were ever inch of Frances was cover in their blood. 

Oh, and we must visit the Galleria dell' Accademia which houses Michelangelo's David among 
otherimportant works, and perhaps the- 'Definitely hitting David,' Emmah says wantingthis so badly. 

'We...yes, we're taking you to a girl- surprise!' 

'We did not want to tell you.' 

'As well as the bridge, and the famous II Duomo, and all the otheritems that make every 
travel guide top ten lists, but I am more absorbed in the smaller, off- the- beaten path kind of places- 
you know, where all the cool Florentines go. 

Naddalin was raving about the one place, I forgetthe name, but it's supposed to house some 
incomprehensible revitalization artifacts and paintings and stuff few people know about. 



Did you getanything like that?Orevenclubs, shopping, that kind ofthing?' 


Naddalin looks at her,gazeso intense it sendsa chill down my spine. 

'Nothing offhand,' she says, trying to soften the look through hervoice betrays a definite 

edge. 


'Though any place that claims to house great art but isn't in the gu idebook is probably a fake. 
The antiquities market is loaded with forgeries. 

You shouldn't waste your time on that when there are so many other, far more interesting 
things to see.' 

Haven shrugs, bored by the conversation and already back to texting again. 'Whatever,' she 
mumbles, thumbstappingquickly. 'No worries. Naddalin said she'd make me a list.' 

(Back home) 

'I'm amazed by the progress you've made - Dariez.' Naddalin smiles. 'You learned all on your 

own?' 


She nods, and gazing around the small, empty room, pleased with myself forthe first time in 
weeks, when I walked into the tiny house. 

The moment Naddalin mentioned she wanted to rid the place of all the overly slippery 
furniture, that was cheapshe had filled it with during Naddalin's reign offear, I was on it, to make this 
place fit for to young lady's- all cute and such. 

Aiming each piece with such unchecked enthusiasm that-well-l'm not even sure where it 
went. All I know is it's no longer there I want to be-and she points at the old home she was half-grown 
in- and you were right. 

'Looks like you're no longer in need of my lessons. She shakes her head, sayingyou wring I 
need you more nowthan ever.' 


'Don't be so sure.' I said back quickly. 



I turn, smiling as I push her dark wavy hair off her face with my newly gloved hand, hoping 
we'll getthat cure from Naddalin soon, or at least come up with a less hokey alternative. Darieza good 
kid... you'll do fine. 

'I have no idea where all this stuff even went-notto mentioned, how I can't possibly fill up 
space, even more, when I have no clue where I am stashing all the stuff you used to have and me before 
gettingall this.' 

Reaching for her hand a second too late, and frowning as she walks over to the window-1 
feel as if I have lost my sister. 

'The furniture'-her gazes out at her manicured lawn, voice low and deep-is right back where 
it started, what seemed like foreverago, yet was only about a year. 

'I don't like change-'she said-out of breath. 

Returned to its original state of pure vibrating energy with the potentialto become anything 
at all. She looks in the glass ball- and see her new life coming. 

And as for the rest-' Her shrugs, the strong lines of hershoulders rising everso slightly before 
settling again. 'Well, it hardly matters anymore, does it? I do not need it now.' 

I stare at her back, taking in her lean form, her casual stance. Doubting how she could be so- 
o blase in reclaiming the precious artifacts other past...-the pictures of her in the plain pink dresses back 
in the day, the astride a rearing white stallion-notto mention all the otheramazing relics dating back 
centuries. 


'Nonetheless, those objects are priceless, see her life now within mine forever! You have to 
get them, back did n't you? They can never be replaced, yet you can with new lives, can't you?' 

'It's all energy!'She squeals. 
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'Everso, relax. It'sjust stuff.' Hervoice firm, resigned,as she turns toward me again. 'None 


of it has any real meaning.The only thingthat meansanythingis you.' 



And even though the sentiment is undeniably sweet and heartfelt, it does not affect me in 
the way that it should. 

The only thing she seems to care about these days is apologizing for her karma and me. 'But 
that's where you're wrong. It's notjust stuff-too.' 

Oh, I sorry, I felt so bad hugging her from the one side. 

And while I'm perfectly fine with those inhabitingthe numberone andtwospots on her list, 
the problem is the rest of the page is blank. 

I move toward her, voice wiles, wheedling, hopingto reach herand make her listen the time. 

And just like that, my mind is ripped into anothertime and place... 

(Back into a week into the trip) 

It's history for God's sake, we need to get books and have them signed, it was said th is man 
write 30 books in one year, yet I am not sure if she was still alive! I so he would be over90 now, you 
can't just shrug it off as though it's nothing more than a box of old tired books, of tired old objects you 
donate to Goodwill, I thoughtthey were worth remembering-like the one about a would lose without 
color or feeling, orthe one abouta girl that was fight forher place, as an equal-the youngestoverher 
class.' 


Look at this thing the covers are all tattered, and the pages small. 

She then looks at me, gazes softening as she trails the tip of her gloved fingerfrom my 
temple to my chin. 'I thought you hated my 'dusty old room' as you once called it.' 

'People change, and so did I.' I shrug, thankabout that askingwhy? 

Wishing, not forthe first time, that she'd change backto the Naddalin I knew before she was 

her- 


'And speakingof change, why are you so freaked by my's trip to France?' 


Noting the way, her hardens at the mere mention of the word. 



'Isit because of the whole Havenand Nevaeh-become Naddalinthingof rememberingthe 


past-and not wantingto? The connection you don'twant herto knowabout?' 

Yet, were there the good times-1 don't know...? She thought... 

She looks at me for a moment, lips parting, about to speak,thenshe turns away and 
mumbles insanely, 'I'm hardly what you'd call freaked.' 

'You knowwhat...? 

You're right. 

Fora normal person, that was hardly whatyou'd call freaked. 

But for the girl who's always the coolest, calmest one in the room-all it takes is the slight 
narrowing of your eyes and the most minute clenching of your jaw to know you're upset.' 

She sighs, eyes searching mine as she moves toward me again. 'You saw what happened in 
France.' She then squints. 'Despite all its virtues, it's also a place of unbearable memories, ones I'd 
rather not explore.' 

I swallow hard shaking looking into herpast- like a faded movie, rememberingthe images 
with her, I viewed in looking deep into her memories, lost in her mind, 'like a penny on the floor... 
worthless- my depression a sickness that keeps me, spring-like atop- my mind turning, my curse- or just 
my illusion? Until my death, until we part for betterorforworse- locked in your heart-shaped box 
forever, I thought or was thinking to note but decillions, what little time we spent lost in my mind 
forever-whatever never mind.' -Naddalin is hiding in a small dark cupboard, watching as her parent was 
murdered, seeing it along with me, she and I shared recalling the moment, back when she was in her 
playpen. 


By thugs' intent on obtaining the elixir-then later, abused as a ward of the church until the 
Black Plague sweptthrough France and herencouraged Flaven and the rest of the orphans to drink the 
immortal juice, hoping only to heal and having no idea it would grant eternal life-and I can't help but 
feel like the world's worst girlfriend for bringing it up. 



'I prefer to focus on the present.' She nods, gesturing around the large empty room. 'And 
right now, I needyourhelpfurnishingthe space. I am startingto like a nice, clean, contemporary look 
when shoppingforhome decor. 

And though I was thinking of leaving it more than empty, to really emphasize the size of the 
rooms-that is well very tiny after all, I suppose we should try-' I gasp, practically choking on the word as 
my voice raises several octaves at the end, think that this girl is now a woman! 

'I'm selling the house- in a year and moving on with my life.' She shrugs. 'I thoughtyou would 
understand?' 

But- you can your one of us now... 

I gaze around, longing for that ancient velvet sofa with the lumpy cushions, knowing it would 
give the perfect landing for when my body with I am so tired I collapse and my head quietly explodes, 
for all the chatter-that it has to hear and there are no ways of to turn them off-they just keep babbling 
in my mind. I need to have a real-life with real- real-you like all thing that is really- like real friends too, 
not justthefantasy world thatyou refuse tosee that is not a reality. 

'Don'tlookso upset. Nothing's changed It'sjustahouse. Aseriouslyunderthe oversized 
house, I need to move on from. And just like that she was gone and said okay if that is whatyou want 
Dariez... and Naddalin vanished right before hereyes. Nonetheless, I just stand there instead, 
determined to keep it together. Gazing at my ridiculously gorgeous girlfriend of the last years as though 
it's the first time we've met. Besides, I have needed allthe space anyway, I have a new boyfriend, asyou 
may or may not know me and Stan are going to have a baby; they're nevergoingto be enough rooms or 
room forthree.' 

'And what exactly are you planningto replace it with, then? Atent?' 

'I justthought I'd move in with him, that'sall.' Hergaze is pleading, begging me to 
understand, I did yet I thought she was throwing her new life away that I got for her, 'Nothing sinister. 
Ever-yet a way of what could be power-and taking my place someday-eve rone said the next. 'Nothing 
meantto hurt you, but I don't want it' 

I did not say-yeti thoughtyou're stuck with regardless, yourhexed, and atthat point, I was 
out other mind-for good-yet them-them-they were in it forever, and I was not going to stop it now. 



I was studyingherclosely, wondering what is gotten into her, wantingto just say it was all 
over, and where they will end up without her-yet she said to me- he's looking for innocents and he has 
found it- so-ogo-o. 

'I mean, Naddalin, if you're seriously lookingfor a fight, I don't want it, why not just manifest 
something in your crazy head about how wrong I am and can go on? 

I flick my gaze over her, movingfrom her glorious heard of longish dark glossy hair to her 
perfect rubberflip-flop-shod feet, remembering how, not so long ago, I longed to be normal again, just 
like everyone else. But now that I'm getting used to my powers, I don't see the point. 

'What's this really about-1 thought?' I squint, feeling more than a little betrayed.' 

'I mean,you're theonewhogot me here.'Oh, I was-mortified. 

You're the one who made methe-way-1 am. 

Right- and now that I'mfinally adjusted,you decide tojumpship? 

'Seriously! Why are you doing?' 

But instead of answering, she just closes hereyes. 

Projecting an image of the two of us laughing and happy, frolicking on a beautiful, black-sand 
beach- remember all the good times. Saying this is it... thanks for the memories. But I just shake my 
head and cross my arms tighter, refusing to play until my questions are answered, about her and them... 

She sighs and stares out the window of the tiny home for the last time looking back me with 
the sun shining brightly, then turning toward me when she says, 'I've already told you, my only recourse, 
my only way out of the hell making- as I should have, it all karma- and I wantwhatl lost. 

And the only way to dothat is to relinquish the manifesting, the high life, the big-spending, 
and all the other extravagances- I've indulged myself in for the last hundred years so I can live the life of 
an ordinary citizen, too. I understand. Honest, hardworking, and humble, with the same day-to-day 
struggles as anyone else- if not more-go forit.' 



The whole point of this bath was to make me forget my disastrous day-includingthe subject 
of Shannon's Question- likewise, that seems impossible. Even though I am fee ling slightly- mellower 
than when I slid in twenty minutes ago, nothing can completely wash away that- memory. 

Too bad bath salts cannot change the past. 'Nope', I admit with an unfulfilled-snarl. 

'I- didn't ask him to feel similar I.' 'I thought we-agreed', she says, sounding-exasperated. 
'You were going-to ask him in trig when Kingsley had you trade papers.' 'We did agree', I concede, 
'likewise I not always sure about- humanly things.' 

'Likewise, what. Savannah?' She interrupts. 

'You're running out of time.' 'I know that.' Boy, do I knowthat.The salsa in my countdown 
timer is draining fast; graduation is just around the corner. Leaning my head back over the tub's graceful 
curved edge, I let my hair hang to the floor below. 

Along with mess of a blond-haired person that defies all tries at- four. Control. I for one 
strength as well have a sea sponge on my head, since no- amount of'likewise didn't do the normal 
swap', I explain. 'He had us trade down the row instead of across the aisle.' mewl and I can imagine the 
look of disgust on her face, me, one of the most prosperous underwater kingdoms in the world. I am a 
princess without-equal in most of the seven seas, or any otherbody of water, for that matter. 

Raised to all the dutiesthat my title needs and prepared to be my kingdom'sfuture star, I am 
valued, revered, and loved by (greatest of) the undersea lapse. Named after the 'Star Girls.' 

A mermaid and a princess, all bound into one. 

Talk about every little human girl's dream. 'I hate it when he goes to a professional 
development plant', she says. 'He always comes back and tries something newthat never, everworks.' 

'I- know', I agree, latching on to this divergenttrain of thought in the vain hope that it will 
make her-and me-forget our original topic. I am not above avoidance tactics. I will throw Kingsley 
under the bus to save me from another lecture about seizing the day. 'It was a total flop.' 

I- sit up a little straighter, gaining confidence in my distraction. 

'The Dan field twins switched places, and most of the class ended upgradingtheir papers. 
Kingsley congratulated us on our high grades.' 



I- had nevergiven much thoughttohow I would die, though- 


I- had had reason enough in the last few months- likewise, even if I had, I would not have 
imagined it similar to this. I stared without breathing across the long room, into the dark eyes of the 
hunter, and he looked pleasantly back at me. 

Surely- it was a good way to die, in the place of someone else, someone-1 loved. Noble, even. 
That ought to count for something. I knew that if I had never gone to Forks, I would not be facing death 
now. 


Likewise, terrified as I was, I could not bring me to regretthe decision. When life offersyoua 
dream so far beyond any of your expectations, it is not reasonable to grieve when it ends. 

The soared fishes smiled in a friendly way as he sauntered forward to kill me. 

Good grades are a rare thing forme. Shannon's on the valedictorian track and she tries to 
help me out, likewise, I am not learning anything by osmosis or association or whatever. 

Can I like urn- help it if all these subjects are similar to a foreign language to me? 

My brain just was not wired for academic study. The only class I am sure of passing is art-and 
only because, Ms. Puff fish similar to me. Everything else might as well be advanced nuclear clam - it. 

I have an underwater plant study. My motherdrove me to the airport with the windows 
rolled down. Even in this world, airplanes are a must, two times bigger than Earth was. Transforming 
from a mer-girlto a human-lookinggirl is done with a cast of a spell. 

(Mercrux) 

It was seventy degrees in the sea, the sky a perfect, cloudless blue. I was wearing no top. 
Besides, lately, our unified focus has been on the upcomingSpring Fling dance and not next week's 
homework. With the dance, only days away (as in three,) it seems a lot more urgent than an English 
essay on Animal FarmTonight, though, I would rathertalk about homework. 

Or beauty is nudity andthe products of knowingthat it is not odd in ourworld. Or swarms of 
killer jellyfish, see us and say hey, likewise, come my eighteenth birthday in eighteen days, and being 
nude in front of all the boys was not odd- notthat I count in, I' all be justa girl. 



It rains on this inconsequentialtown more than any otherplace in the United States of 
America. It was from this town and it's gloomy, omnipresent shade that my- motherescaped with me 
when-1 was only a few months old. It was in this town that I had been compelled to spend a month 
every summer until I was fourteen. Yet I never did live the Walters edge, that was the year I finally put 
my foot down; these pastthree summers, my dad, the king of the sea, fortwo weeks instead. An action 
that I took with great horror. I detested lapse and air. 

Yet, I loved the sun and the blistering heat. I loved the vigorous, sprawling city looking not 
beingseen at the lights. Anythingotherthan the thing she is- asking about. I fumbled the plan... again. 

The last thing I need right now is my sister sailing me out one more time that you're a coward, 
you can be there... it's not right. Son of a beached wheal. You would think I would get tired of hearing it, 
suck up my courage, and get it overwith. 

Likewise-the trouble is... 

She is right. I am a coward. I give my tail fin a flick, sendingthe key lime bath salts sloshing up 
over my shoulders. This is the same admonition I have - heard every week for the pastthree years. 

Especially where Brody and is concerned. We mermaids are a cowardly bunch. 

Keeping our existence, a total secret makes cowardice a necessity. If we do not flee fast 
enough at the first sign of a passing ship, we might end up on the cover of next week's Flash Paper. We 
are moreofan escape-now-ask-questions-laterkind of species. 

'Savon,' my mom said to me- 

...?... 

The last of a tousle's times-? Before I got on the-a plane with my new body parts that I loved 
looking down at. 'You don't have to do this. 'My mom looks similar to me, except with short hair and 
laugh lines. I felta spasm of panic as I stared at herwide, child similar eyes. 

How could I leave my loving, erratic blue, hair has shown- Karly never- everchanged did she, 
only hername-and the world she madeforherself? We are happy to give herthis would. 

Likewise, with Brody it is similar I take my flight response to a whole new level of 
spinelessness. I can make all the plans in the world, be fully ready to follow through, and then the 




instant he is within sight, I clam up. There should be a law against having trig this late in the day, Olivia 
complains aboutthe desknexttomine. 

Startled, I hastily cover me-daydream notes with my textbook and then lookup at Olivia. 

Likewise, his attention is focused- as mine should be-on our teacher and the equation on the 
board. I sigh with relief. 

Before the accidental kiss and bond that brought us together, he sat one row over, on the 
otherside of my recentlyformercrush, Brody. When I came back to Seaviewand we started dating 
officially and for certain, Olivia made Brody switch so he could sit nextto me. 

I never knew Brody was such a pushover, likewise, I am glad. This is the only class Olivia and I 
have together. And, I would rather have him at my side, unconcernedly as I can, I flip to a clean page and 
try, make-believeto focus on math. My attention is still on the rock. Head hanging down over my 
textbook, I slide anothersidewaysglance at his lysosomeface. 

Mostly just because I can, likewise and because he is nice to look at all is there? 

'It'll be great. I love you. Mom.' She hugged me tightly for a minute, and then I-got on the 
plane, and she was gone. 

It is a four-hourflight, anotherhourin a small plane-totown,and thenan hourdrive. 

Flying Chiaz Naztherth like- not bother me; the hour in the car- with I feelseasickish, though, 
I was a little worried about. His dad had been nice about the whole thing. He seemed genuinely pleased 
that I was coming to live with him for the first time with anydegree of permanence. I should not be self- 
conscious by my love scribbles, because we are officially a couple now, so I have every right. Still, I do 
not want him to think I am any more of a lovesick guppy than he already knows. 

Mother to fend for herself? Of course, she had Phil now, so the bills would get paid, there 
would be food in the refrigerator, gas in her car, and someone to call when she got lost, likewise still- 'I 
wantto go,' I lied. I had always been a bad liar; likewise, I had been sayingthis lie so often lately that it 
sounded almost convincing now. 'I will.' 'I'll see you soon,' she insisted. 'You can come home whenever 
you want-1 will come right back as soon as you need me.' likewise, I could see the sacrifice in her eyes 
behind the promise. 'Don't worry about me,' I urged. 



There is not much fauitto find in his strongjaw, dark blond hair, andthe Caribbean- blue 
eyes. Eyes that remind me, of my daddies, I am lucky if I can breathe, let alone tell him - how I feel. 


Hormonesare cruel similar to that. I am going to drown! I am only fifteen. 

I have not gotten my driver's license yet. 

I have not surfed the famous Pipeline in what used to be Hawaii. I have not fallen in love - 
unless- my Sports Illustrated swimsuit poster counts. I barely had any breath left as I tried to reach-the 
surface. Then it hit me- not the meaning of life, likewise my surf board. Time stood still- and even 
rewound. 'I love rewindingtime, to see if things would be different.' 

My underwater world was peaceful. I drifted helplessly similar to an astronaut who suddenly 
becomes detached from the mothership. It is because I am a raging hormonalteenagerthat I had this 
vision, of making love, and already having a pregnant belly. 

Out of nowhere, she appeared-golden ye How and-sun-fire orange hair sparkled-similar tiny 
stars and flowed in the glistening water-before me. 

The most wonderful pinkish- lipped smile flashed before me. I know, right- Brody says from 
one row over- We should start an ante Goldfish said-she- laughs. And, what was that strange bikini 
bottom? 


Aquamarine metallic splashed to herfunky nouveau riche flippergear. Nothing plastic on this 
girl. No silicone or- liposuction marks. Just that sparklinggolden heart. 

Where did this angel girl come from, or is she one? Why was she-swimming at seven o'clock 
in the freezingmorning? Why wasn't she drowning similar I was? The re was no sign of a snorkel or a 
tank anywhere. 

I tease him-with me being-yeah know me. I had neverseen this dream girl before. She did 
not go to Seaside High, is a smaller building that is attached to the castle only by a long snaking 
breezeway, with long twisting spiraling steps that run down the side of the towering hillside yet Sea side 
of the rock the castle sits upon, nexttothe Enchanted Seas. 

'Golden hair?' ...It's like a memory. 

Savanna, it is a message from that Earthman! He's trying to find you!' 



'It couldn't be-that is impossible/ I said, bewildered. 'This is way dangerous,' Wave argued. 


'It's glacial! Read the rest-1 am too freaked out!' 

'Um- meet me at Seaside High Stadium, also nexttothe beachside of black sand, (East of 
goalpost) at 7:35 A.M.' 

"I want to thankyou, 'for what?' She read on, with what was handed. 'Thank me?' I asked, 
grabbing the parchment. Had my Earthman-ie boyfriend written this? - clam- it-Then I will start working 
full-1 time, he argues- be better, I insist- No more homework unit school fish-college. If I get in, that is. 

My grades have been sub-mediocre-partly because many of the subjects are completely 
foreign to the mer-head-world, and partly because, like I neverthought about going to college, 
nevertheless school. 

I did not need a degree to rule Thalassemia. Nowthat is all changed, and at my meetingwith 
the school counselorthis week, I learned that the only way I will get into college-any college- is to ace 
the SATs. I have enlisted my genius best human friend's help and enrolled in an intensive test- prep class, 
likewise, I am not counting on a decentscore. 

Why did she swim similar to a fish? He is being a lot nicer too-1 said his Brody since I got over 
my ridiculous and unfounded crush and started dating him instead. Tearing his attention. Her angelic 
skin glowed; her piercing ocean- blue eyes stared through me and touched my soul. She floated 
majestically before me, the gold locket in the shape of a heart dangling from her lovely neck. This had to 
be a dream, ora sure, sign that I had already died and gone to heaven! Away from the board, Olivia 
turns to face me, catching me staring- okay. 

Well, still a mergirl, true, likewise an average mergirl just the same. At midnight, after my 
birthday- ball, I will sign the renunciation paperwork, inking Princess Waterlilies out of existence. In her 
place, she will be plain old her, living on lapse, dating the boy, she loves and trying to figure out this 
human thing once and for all. I am and facing a whole new wave of pressures that go along with a school 
diploma-thingies. 

Sleeveless, white eyelet lace; I was wearing it as a farewellgesture. My carry-on the item 
was a hallo bag. On a trip out of the seato Pa State, a small town... I am notsure of the name... if sounds 
funny to me down here. Exists undera near-constantcoverof clouds. 



(Lust) 


Naddalin-One thing that Nevaeh should be proud of is that she held the world record for 
squirting, 15 feet and loving yourself is not a sin, and all girls masturbate, she is my geyser. 

I have to say this is one thing that I love that turns me on about her with me is this is a thing 
with her every 3 hours. So, we feel with all our girls, and that is around 11,000 girl masturbation is okay 
middle day out of 14,000 and there or 12 grades Grade 4 and up 9 years old girls and up is freedom of 
self-expression, so we hold the record for thatalso. Girls will be girls and all-day school needstime to 
get off in class before lunch, so-we see nothingwrong with this... in school and at their desks. 10 hours 
of schooling... and then homework, sleep and do it again. Maybe this is why those girls wanted to pay 
with her in the gym shower-think about it? She is a very talented girl! Then again, all our girls have short 
skirts, andjustlike herself going to school pantiesis not needed. Age with ourgirls is nota factor,just 
when you feel you are ready to be like the girls that are older or the same as your fee lings. Chiazeven 
said this was one thing he loved about herwhen making love, and even I think that is lovely and 
romantic. 


Nevaeh-You know I used to think-1 was odd for what I have, no I know that I am amazing to 
all my lovers, but it doesn't matter what your gennies look like as long as they get wet even if you have a 
tight keyhole like me, and you love them no matter what, and that is the turn-on, not childish thoughts, 
but the love of loving everythingaboutyourself and heror even him. 

I re member before Chiazwaseverin my life, I was illegally married Lily Anderson, this really 
took place by having others stand-in for what looked like a boy-girl love, she took of him by getting in his 
head, by having others stand-in for us at the altar and have a wedding well she was in his body, all we 
needed to do was sing our names, to make the document, yet have it looks to others as something else. 

I always thoughtthatway, the one I loved in real life was the hunted ghost of Lily in his mind, body, and 
soul. And now I knowthatto be true... 

I like all my lovers have had a contract just like this one. And so, should you if you are smart. 
Or justfell this out it's your rights, to doso right in this book. Keepthe bookto remembersomethingto 
re member like your first time or first love. Chiaz remembers looking down at me with big lashes and 
lusting loving eyes- maybe that is the mental damage I have. 



One last thing- thought Nevaeh- 'Jenny used to tell me about how she would shake after an 
orgasm, and he would spray his boyish cute load all overher belly, almost to herchin, and she would 
squeeze a lot- like rolling out as a bloody bubble-of girly cummie out of her that looked like wet 
toothpaste all over his lower belly-she said they were so in love-1 remember those days with my man- 
and had to goeverlB minutes-withoutanycondoms. 

It is not that I don't love him anymore its more powerand trust, and notansweringto 
anyone by myself.'Said Nevaeh underherbreath." 


SEXUAL CONSENT FORM! this agreement is made-_,Year_ 

between_(hereinafterthe 'Proposer') 

and_(hereinafterthe 'Consenter.') Whereas the Proposer 

and the Consenter are sexually attracted to each other and would like to manifest that sexual attraction 
through participation in one or more sexual acts; Therefore, the Consenterand the Proposer make their 

bodies available to each otherforthe aforesaid purpose from time_:_on date 

_,year_(today's date if left blank) fora period of_hours, during which 

period they consentto participate in the following activities. Activity (initial all that apply) 

Proposer/Consenter_/_Full body touching (externalonly)_/_Kissing 

with/without* the insertion of tongue into mouth_/_Digital penetration (receivingin 

_(specify orifice(s)))_/_Digital penetration (giving in_ 

specify orifice(s)))_/_Oral sex (receiving)_/_Oral sex (giving)_/ 

_Vaginalsex (receiving: females only)_/_Anal sex (receiving)_/_ 

Anal sex (giving: males only or females with toys)_/_Restraint, using the following 

devices_(specify)_/_Use of following devices in or on the body 

_(specify)_/_Other activities_(specify. Contraception The 

Proposeris using the following methods of contraception on an ongoing 
basis:_. 








Page 2of 3The Proposer will use the following methods of contraception and/or protection 


during vaginal/anal* penetrative 

activities:_. The 

Consenter is using the following methods of contraception on an ongoing 

basis:_. The Consenter will use the following methods of contraception 

and/orprotection during vaginal/anal* penetrative 

activities:_. Ratchet 

Clause Whereas the Proposerand the Consenterare aware that attraction may escalate during the 
agreed upon sexual activities, and that both parties may desire to engage in activities heretofore not 
consented to, the parties agree as follows. (Check One) a) DThere shall be no sexual activity of any kind 
other than that specified and consented to in this agreement without the establishmentof a new, 

separate agreement. (See Clause 1 below.) Initialed (Proposer)_Initialed (Consenter) 

_b) DSexualactivity of a kind other than that specified and consented to in this agreement shall 

be presumed to be consented to with the retroactive checking of the appropriate activity above, even 

afterthe signing of this agreement. (Seeclause 1 below.) Initialed (Proposer)_Initialed 

(Consenter)_c) DSexualactivity of a kind other than that specified and consented to in this 

agreement shall be presumed to be consented to by mutual verbal consent during the activities engaged 
in underthe consentgiven in the present agreement. (See Clause 2 below.) Initialed (Proposer) 

_Initialed (Consenter)_Clause 1. Whereas both Proposerand Consenter recognize 

that alternatives a) and b) are likely significantly to disrupt any activities consented to underthis 
agreement; Therefore, the Proposerand the Consenterfurtheragree that should the disruption of 
agreed activities, caused by the making of a furtheragreement (undera) above) orthe retroactive 
amendmentof this agreement(under b) above), result in a loss of desire to continue the activities 
herein consented to, consentforthose activities consented to herein may/may not* be withdrawn by 
the verbal statement of one ofthe partiesto this agreement. 

Clause 2. Whereas both Proposerand Consenter recognize that alternative c) involves verbal 
consent of which no physical evidence will exist thereafter; Therefore, the Proposerand the Consenter 
furtheragree that such consentshall/shall not* be recorded usingan audio recordingdevice;and 
Whereas both Proposerand Consenter recognize that should no audio recording of verbal consent 
underthis ratchet clause be made, neither party could subsequently prove affirmative consenttothe 
activities that were verbally agreed upon; Therefore, both parties hereby waive their right to claim that 







no such affirmative consent was given. Equivalently, the Propose rand the Consenter hereby consent to 
any further activities that can be reasonably deemed to follow naturally from the activities herein 
consented to. Accidental Violation Whereas sexual activity is likely to involve rapid movement and 
impaired judgment; Whereas either party to this agreement, being male, may, through no fault and 
without intent, penetrate a female orifice not made available for sexual activity under this agreement; 
Therefore, the Proposer and the Consenter agree as follows; D-Thatsuch an incident shall be regarded 
as an assault and the burden of proof to the contrary shall fall on the male party to demonstrate to the 
satisfaction of the female party thatthe incident was accidental, and acceptance of such a 
demonstration shall betaken as implying retroactive affirmative consent; D-Thatsuch an incident shall 
be regarded as an accident, and retroactive affirmative consent will be assumed. Failure to Pe rform 
Whereas consentto participate in sexual activities does not guarantee the ability to perform those 
activities. Therefore, failure to perform such as acts as consented to underthis agreementfor reasons 
including, but not limited to physical, psychological or emotional impairment, shall not be considered a 
violation of this agreement; and both the Proposerand the Consenter waive any right to legal redress 
for such failure to perform. Early Termination This agreement may be terminated at any time during the 
period of consent agreed upon herein by the mutual written consent of both the Proposerand the 
Consenter. 


Proposer's Signature_Date 

_Consenter's Signature_Date 

_(optional) Witness Signature_ 


Date 


Nevaeh 
Book: 67 


Ansley 



1 


Rousing up with him- Rockville November 19,1852- I will ponderyourobligation salaried in 
filled if youget myyounggirl witha youngster. 

Ranald Demure, the fourth KingofAnsley, thrashed to quintessence as he sat spread-eagled 
in a relaxed armchair in the well-equipped lending library. 

He had been downingexcellent moonshine eversince his arrival at the Marquees of 
Welford's country estate for his once mythical chase. 

Afterward three hoursormore, they were both well into theircups, so-o surely, he had 
misinterpreted. 


Does your silence show your acceptance of the terms? 

Welford asked. 

Ansley studied his cousin, that he was fonder of then he would ever let on, yet more a 
longtime friend, overthat how it had to be, sitting in that damned wood wheelchair, where he himself 
had placed the marqueesfouryearsformerly. 

Ansley released a dark chuckle. I have had far too much to drink. You would not countenance 
what I thoughtyou uttered. Welford had aged during that time, his Black hair had gone white at the 
temples, his Black eyessomberenough to chase off any cheerfulness in the room. 

Jannie wants a child, I cannot give it to her, it would not be right to have loving making at her 
age. You owe me this, even if your age and even if you are related. 

Ansley pushed himself out of the chair. He had wondered but never dared ask the full extent 
of Welford's damages. 

They had seen each other seldom in the interveningyears, that heart-rending evening a 
guilty barricade between them. I owe you your legs. 



He had meanttodo so with force. Instead, he astonished and almost lost his equilibrium as 


he crisscrossed overto the hearth. 

Inwardly, Ansleyflinched, but he allowed none of his rioting emotions to escape his calm 
fasted. Instead, he concentrated more intently on the fire. 

He pressed his forearm against the stone mantel to steady himself while he studied the 
madly dancing flames. Within them, he could almost see the night he and Welford had been barreling 
wildly through the Rockville streets, the curricle traveling at a dangerous breakneck speed. 

Not my seed. You owe me a bloody cocki And Ansley, who was always so damned 
responsible, managed to destroy a good man's life. And a lovely girl. And his own, if he was authentic 
about it. 


Theflamesyellow, red, and orange, like-spun in a macabre dance, no doubta preview of 
whathis timewithoutendwould mostdefinitelyentail. 

Writhing within them for his sins, his poorjudgment. He had been all of five and twenty. A 
cursed age for him and his brothers. Westcliffe married at twenty-five and was betrayed. Stephen 
marched off to war, only to return a lost man. 

They had been in Rockville have a good time that Jannie was finally with child, was carrying 
Welford's heir. Ansley felt as though his heart had been scored with a thousand breadknives. 

Are you telling me that you cannot ...thatyour He peered overat Welford? He owed it to his 
childhood friend to at least hold his gaze when he asked. That you cannot bed her? 

I have no feeling. Welford pounded his thighs, slammed a fist between his legs with enough 
force to make Ansley cringe and the chair creak. No fee ling. She is tried, bless her, she is tried to make it 
work... but all it does is cause her to weep. 

I feel remarkably old at twenty-eight, Welford, threeyears Ansley's senior, remarked. I want 
to feelyoung again. 

So, they drank and drank and drank. And although Welford was married, they even visited 
the beds of a couple of lovelies. Ansley had never understood Welford partaking in the latter 
entertainment. 



If Jannie were his wife Jannie would neveragree tothis mad notion of yours. She despises 


me. 


He hardly blamed her for her attitude toward him. In grief over her husband's near-death 
and debilitating injuries, she had lost the child. Now it seemed she had no hope of ever having another. 
She was the sort of girl who should never be denied anything her heart desired. It was his second 
thought upon being introduced to her at the betrothal dinner that had been held in her and Welford's 
honor: If you were mine, you would neverdo without. His first thought had been that he wished he had 
met her before Welford, so certain was he that he would have been able to charm her into his arms. She 
was the loveliest girl upon whom he had ever set eyes. Grace and poise mirrored her every step. When 
she smiled, she made a man feel as though he were all that mattered. 

In no hurry to marry, Ansley had avoided the soirees of Season's past whenever possible. 
Thus, he had missed the opportunity to meet and court Lady Jannie Spencer. Although to hear Welford 
tell it, he snagged herheartduringtheirfirst dance. 

You have a reputation for charming women. Apply your talents to my wife, Welford said now, 
each word biting, clipped, as though forced between clenched teeth. You want me to seduce her? 

I wantyou to give her what I cannot. 

This is ludicrous. Ansley shoved himself away from the fire place, dropped back into the chair, 
which had suddenly become unbearably uncomfortable, rose, and stalked to the window. Unsettled, he 
refused to acknowledge how often he had dreamed of Jannie, but he had never acted upon his interest. 
He lived his life by a code of chivalry passed down from his ancestors who had fought alongside Richard 
the Lionheart duringthe crusades. He did not take women who belonged toothers. Does she consentto 
this preposterousschemeof yours? 

I have not yet discussed it with her. I wanted to ensure you agreed with it before I did. 

He faced a man he no longer knew. Had Welford's affliction driven him mad? I can predict 
heranswerwith unerringaccuracy. She will laugh, she will slap my face, and then she will weep. Notto 
mention the legal ramifications. If she gives birth to a boy, he will inherit. Even if all of England knows 
you are not his sire, you will be legally bound. 



You and I are not only friends but cousins. We both carry the Demure blood. It would not be 


such an offense. 


The cousin who is next in line foryourtitle might disagree. 

Syphilis is causing him to lose his mind. Besides, do you honestly believe that every prince 
who sat upon the throne and became king was truly his father's son? I doubt it. And I do not care about 
blood as much as I care about Jannie and seeingthatshe is happy. 

But what of himself? Ansley wondered. To have a son or daughter whom he could never 
acknowledge? Did he owe his cousin such a sacrifice? Although his recollections were a blur, he knew he 
had been drivingthe curricle. When it toppled, he was thrown clear, his only souvenirfromthe incident 
a thin scar that bisected the leftside of his chin. Welford had somehow managed to get caught up in the 
rigging. When everythingfinally came to a thundering halt, he had been broken. Ghastly. I rrevocably. 
Broken. 


With so much liquor coursing through their veins, neither of them remembered the 
infinite details.TheyknewonlythatAnsleywalkedawaywith one small scratch and Welford never 
walked again. 

If I decline your invitation to bed your lovely wife? Ansley asked quietly, the abhorrence of 
being placed in this position tautening his gut. He had nevertaken a married girl to his bed. Even the 
thought was repugnant. He believed in having a jolly good time with any willing girl if she had no 
husband to whom she owed her loyalty. He was a man who honored duty and vows. He held others to 
his high standard. 

I will simply ask someone else. And my wife could very well have a miserable night of it. But 
you, you have always had a reputation for being a remarkable lover. You could provide her with a night 
to remember. She would not welcome my touch. 

I've no doubtyou could change hermind on that score. 

You seem to have discounted the importance of her not fancying me. 

Not at all. I consider it to our advantage that she does not think well of you. It would reduce 
the encountertoa transaction. Unemotional. Detached. But knowingyou, you would find a way to give 
her pleasure and that would be my gift to her as well. She is had three years of celibacy. She has never 



complained, bless her, but she was all of the twenty-twos when joy was brutally stolen from her 
because of our poor choices. Why should she continue to suffer and pay the price for our sins? A night in 
the arms of Rockville's most reputed lover? Nine months later a babe suckling at her breast. 

You give my reputation too much credit. Even I cannot guarantee conception with only one 

encounter. 


Welford shrugged haplessly. Shoulders that had once been sturdy seemed lost within his 
finely cut jacket. A month, then. Someplace quiet, discreet. 

The answers came much too quickly, without hesitation, as though they had previously 
engaged in the argument. You havegiventhis considerable thought. 

It is all I think about. How to bring happiness to my wife. You owe me this, Ansley. You owe 
her. She will neveragreetoit. 

But if she does? 

Before he could respond, the library dooropened and the woman in question strolled in. The 
first time he saw her, she had been smiling, her blue eyes alight with joy, her beauty transcendent. Now 
it was as though a shadow had fallen over her. She was small and delicate, much too delicate for the 
burdens she presently carried. 

She avoided looking at Ansley as she approached her husband. Her black hair was upswept. 
Flowing back and tucked neatly into place was the river of white she had acquired near her temple three 
years ago, as she dealt with the loss of her babe and her husband's mobility. Her violet gown outlined 
herslenderframe to perfection, and Ansley had an unconscionable and unforgivable vision of easing 
that gown off her shoulders and skimming his mouth over hercreamy skin. She would not consent. He 
knew she would not consent. He was a blackguard to give even a second thought to how he would carry 
herinto a sensual realm where only pleasure existed. 

She was his friend's wife, for God's sake, and Welford, wallowing in that damned wheelchair, 
simply was not thinking properly. Jannie would set him straight right quick, and then she would no 
doubt hold Ansley responsible for her husband's ludicrous suggestion. 

Smiling softly, she bent at the waist and pressed a light kiss to Welford's cheek. Hello, 


darling. 



When she straightened, she gazed at Ansley as though he were a bit of excrement, she had 


recently scraped off the bottom of hershoe. Your Grace. 

He bowed slightly. Lady Welford. May I say that you look lovely? You may say whateveryou 

wish. 


For him, she had no smile, no soft eyes, and no gentle tone. Welford had indeed lost his mind 
if he thought his wife was going to welcome any sort of intimacy from Ansley. He suspected she would 
derive more pleasure from ramming a daggerthrough his heartthan from experiencing his practiced 
touch. Dinner awaits, men. 

Good, I am quite famished, Welford announced. Ansley, willyou escort my wife into 

dinner? 

Her eyesasthey met Ansley's held a challenge and more. He knewshe wanted to remind 
him of what his foolishness had wrought as though he could everforget it. Knowing he was accountable, 
the guilt gnawed at him like a ravenous dog with a bone. 

I do not need an escort, she said quickly. However, Randall is not presently accessible, so 
perhaps His Grace would be kind enough to aid you. 

It would be my honor, he responded succinctly, stridingtoward Welford. He did not want 
to contemplate the hell that awaited him if she consented to her husband's stupid notion to get her 
with the child. 

As he pushed the chair forward, he was surprised to discover how much lighter it was than 
he remembered. 


His friend was frailer than he had realized. 

His guilt increased when he found himself enticed by the lure of Jannie's hips gently swaying 
as she preceded them from the room. 

She had not been pleased when Welford told herthat he invited the King to arrive a day 


earlier than the rest of their guests so they might have some private time together. 



Sitting at hervanity several hours later, Jannie Demure, Marchioness of Wilford, brushed 
her hair, marveling that she had managed to sit through dinner without making any horrible 
commentsto Ansley. 

That he still sawthe man at all astounded her. She could notforgive Ansley forthe 
thoughtless disregard with which he lived his life. 

Her stomach cramped with the reminderof what she had lost due to his selfish actions, and 
his desire for indulging in all sinful pleasures. Herbabe and the man whom herhusband had been. 

Each time she first set eyes upon him, it was like receiving a solid blow to the chest, nearly 
crippling herwith its force. 

She'd never deluded herself into believing it was anything other than the sizable dowry that 
had first attracted Welford to her. 

His coffers we re quite empty when he began to court her, but it had not taken long for him 
to win herheart as well as herhand in marriage. 

Theirs had been a comfortable arrangement. She wasfortunate. They were compatible. They 
cared for each other. They enjoyed each other's company. They never argued. She managed his 
household. He visited his clubs. Life had been calm, pleasant. 

Four years into their marriage, she found herself with the child. 

She'd been nearly three months alongwhen she finally told Wilford, who promptly went off 
to boast about it to his longtime friend and cousin, the King of Ansley. 

She was unfamiliar with whatfollowed. She knewonlythat both men had celebratedthe 
good news with far too much drink and a dash through the Rockville streets that cost herhusband his 
legs and his ability to sire anotherchild. 

The grief of his injuries, the strain of caring for him, the emotional turmoil of accepting how 
their lives were affected, had all been too much. She lost the child. His one hope for an heir. Her one 
hope to be a mother. 

Her resentmentof the man.The waythings had been before that horrendous night when 
everythingwentwrong. Howany chance fortrue happiness was now lost. 



How hard she fought not to let herhusband know howdreadfullydespondentshe was. 
Tonight, with Ansley sitting at their dining table, so much had come rushing back. 

He no longer had a need for wishes, because he already owned everything his heart would 
foreverdesire. While the children gazed at the heavens, he sought his own heaven, lowering his mouth 
to Jannie'sand kissing herdeeply. 
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I think that would have happened withoutany wishes. I love you so much, Ansley. 

You sound quite sure of yourself Jannie said. 

Wrapping his arm around her, he drew herin against his side, where she belonged. Where 
she would always belong. I have proof. The first time that we gazed at the stars at Blackmon, I wished 
that you would love me. 

Will, it comestrue, PapaPZakaria asked. Absolutely... 

Why, child, now you think about what your heart desires and you wish for it. 

What do I do here and now? A falling star... I spied one. 

He glanced around at Westcliffe holdingClaire, Stephen with his arm around Mercy, and his 
mother snuggled against Leo's side. They'd all taken different journeys to arrive here, but here they 
were. And he was glad of it, uncle? Yes, Nephew, hopefully, they'll learn that there is so-o much they 
can reach for. 

I for one believe the assistances are a success, she said. Standing, he smiled as Jannie 
meandered over to him. Not, but almost. Now search for the stars. Ansley knelt beside Zakaria and 
helped him noble through his telescope. Do you seethe moon, yet and it shilling at me, I feel as if I could 
touch it with my hand outreached? I-we- us-stood with Lenny, all of them with smiles as bright as the 
moon. 


An hour later, each child had unpacked her tele scope. Still holding Annie, in his arms. Nearby 
his mother, see and looking... Hustled in theircoats, searchingfor falling stars, with their parents 
supervisory them in their puppy love, they were now gazing at the heavens in wonder, not just in the 
above world but the worlds in them that wanted to explore too. 



Small ones that would fit in their hands. The one he had inherited from his father he would 
give toZakaria someday. But not yet. 

Tell you what, Waverly. If I can selectthe gift to be unwrapped, then onegiftshall be opened 
tonight. The child narrowed his eyes and then nodded. Then let's get to it. You may open the gift from 
your aunt Jannie and myself. He'd purchased telescopesforeach of the children. 
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He'd masteredthe gesture onlyafewmonthsearlier. I believe we should all be allowedto 
unwrap one gift before going to bed. I discussed the matter with my brother and sister, as well as my 
cousins, and they are all in agreement. Isthatwhatyou got him...? More soldiers...? He likes to play with 
his soldiers. Thinking of going into the military, are you? No, but Rife will. We do not run a democracy 
here. Nephew. No, butyou are being more than. Viscount Waverly expertly arched a brow at him. Do 
you now? 


She climbed up the steps to the bed, slipped beneath the covers and nestled against him. He 
wrapped his arm protectively around her, pressing herfirmly to his side, her face cradled within the 
curve of his shoulder. 

She didn't wantto think about all the nights he'd come to her when they were first married. 
After his accident, when he regained some strength, she'd lain in her lonely bed night after night, 
waiting for his return. But he neveragain came, as though if he could not make love to her, he saw no 
point in being with her. But sometimesshe just needed to be held, and when those moments came, she 
slipped into his bed. 

And my body his. She could not preventthe cuttingwordsfrom slicing between them. What 
passed between a man and a girl beneath the sheets was such an intimate act how could he bear the 
thought of Ansley meaningfulabout her what only Welford had ever known? 

No, they will not I've never taken out an advert in the Times stating my limitations. Oh, there 
will be speculation, of course, butwe can quell that easily enough once people see how thrilled I am 
that you are with child. And if it is a boy?Then I shall have my heir. But he will not carry your blood, that 
whatwe need here. 
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May I lay with you for a while? Sweetheart, you never must ask anything of me. Taking a 
deep breath, she opened the door and walked through the bathing chamber to the adjacent room. It 
was darkexceptforthe moonlight spilling in through mullioned windows. 

She could seethe shallow outline of her husband's form resting on the bed, beneath the 
blankets. Sometimes she feared he would wither away into nothing. She tiptoed over the carpet. 
Welford? She whispered quietly. 

Jannie, is everything all, right.? She heard the rustle of the feathered pillow as he turned his 
head. Of course, it was not. It had not been for three long years. Not to simply hold her. He needed help 
getting into the high bed that she had to use steps to clamber into. It unmanned him. She knew that. 
She took such great pains not to make him feel less than what he once had been. 

Setting aside the brush, she rose from the chair and walked to the door that separated her 
bedchamber from his, a door he no longer used. He never came to her. Never. Not to say good-night. 

She rubbed her feet against his thin calf. I'm sorry... My feet are cold. It does not matter. I 
can't feelthem. 

He said it without emotion, as though it was more than his lower body that had no 
awareness, as though his very soul had become paralyzed as well. 

She could not rememberthe last time she'd heard him laugh. His now rare smiles always 
held a hint of sadness. But then she supposed hers did as well. You seem quiet and stanchly tonight, she 
said softly. Shall I cancel the house party? Nope, no, not. It will serve us well to have visitors. 

He began to absently stroke her arm. She closed her eyes and relished the gentle caress, 
fighting back the guilt because sometimes it was difficult to be contentwith only this. 

Jannie...? 

Hum...? 

'I was talking with Ansley earlier...' well, I should hope so, since you wanted 
him to arrive before anyof our otherguests. 

I appreciate your indulge nee. He kissed the top of her head. Her stomach tightened. How 
she wanted to turn her face up toward him and have him kiss her. Truly kiss her. The way he once had. 



As though his life had depended on it. But knowing he couldn't finish what they might begin stopped her 
cold. It was too painful for both to be reminded of what they'd neveragain have, so she pretended she 
no longeryearnedforit. 

Nevertheless, he said aftera time, I was thinking...he could getyou with the child. 

She froze, her lungs not even working to draw in air. She was surprised her heart continued 
to pound. She knew it did because she could hear the blood rushing, roaring between her ears, are 
you ...you can't be ...are you suggesting I take him as my lover?fora shorttime, yes. 

She shoved herself to a sitting position and glared at him, for all the good it did with the 
shadows hiding the details of their features, have you gone daft? no, I don't believe so. 

Well, I must wholeheartedly disagree. She quickly scrambled out of the bed, nearly tripping 
in her haste to escape'as though distance could lessen the abhorrence of the words he'd uttered, if I 
wanted a lover. 


I'd choose him myself, and he certainly wouldn't be Ansley. 
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(Christmas Eve, 1845) 

Ansley had invited his family to spend Christmas at his estate this year. Jannie had seen that 
everythingwasdone to perfection:the tree, the trimmings, the meals. She was a gracious host, and he 
couldn't deny the pride he felt at her accomplishments. Holding his soon to be two-year-old daughter, 
Annie, on his lap while his son, nieces, nephews, and recently acquired dog played around him, he 
thought he'd never known such contentment. 

When they went to Rockville for the Season, they always hosted a ball. In the beginning, they 
had beenthetalk oftheTown. Theirhasty marriage had beenthefodderforgossip. His claiming Zakaria 
as his son sparked further rumors. But as he'd predicted, everything eventually died down, and now he 
and Jannie were discussed asthough they were the characters of some fairy tale who lived happily ever 
after' if they were spoken of atall. 



Othergossip reigned. Ms. Black married a viscount who made it clear that he would see her 
daughters properly situated in society. Ansley and Jannie had attended the wedding. He could say with 
absolute certainty that Ms. Black had chosen well. She was happy and loved. 

His mother alighted gracefully in the chair beside his. I'm not certain when you boys were 
growing up that Christmas was ever quite so jolly. My sons seem to have a gift for bringing joy to others. 

It is easy enough to do when one is happy in oneself. 

I would be much happier if someone were to tell me what Lenny is giving me for Christmas. 
Obviously, the size and shape tells me that it is a painting, but a painting of what exactly? 

Of the entire family circled around his mother. Lenny had done it bit by bit with such skill 
that it was impossible to tell that the family had not all been gathered in one place but had their 
individual portions done withintheir own homes. 

Some surprises are good. Mother. They keep you young. Lenny keeps me young. She 
glanced around the room. I had no idea, at the age of sixteen, when I was so terrified at the thought of 
marrying Westcliffe's father that I would take such a wondrous journey and acquire so much for which 
to be thankful. 


It wasn'talways easy. 

no, but then it makes everythingthat much betterwhen we acquire all that we want. 
And right this minute. Lady Annie, I need a curious child to come looks at the tree with me. With 
that, his mother was up and snatching his daughter from his arms. Annie squealed with delight. Do 
not have herunwrapyourgift, Ansley commanded. 

I cannot control where small children's fingersgo. Before he could issue anotherorder, she 
was strolling away. 

Rising to his feet, he chuckled when he saw Lenny halt her progress. He r husband knew her 
too well. Ansley suspected the gift would be peered at later tonight after everyone had gone to bed. 
Lenny would be with her when she first saw it. Ansley had no doubt she would cry, and Lenny would 
hold her. His motherwas a fortunate girl to have in herlife a man who lovedherso much. 



Um- was she trying to get you to reveal what the portrait is? Stephen asked as he and 


Westcliffe came to stand beside him. indeed. 

mother's neverbeen good with secrets, Westcliffe said. 

With having them keptfrom her; Stephen clarified, she is damned good at holding them 

herself. 


She told me she's writing hermemoirs, Ansleysaid. 

Good God, Stephen voiced, notsure I wantto read those. 

I don't believe ittherefor us. I believe they're forhergrandchildren. 

No, Westcliffe insisted, my children do not need to know abouttheir grandmother's 

exploits. 

I don't know. Sometimes I think it is a good thing not to take everything to the grave. He 
would be forevergratefulthat Welford had confessed his role in causing the accident. 

Although he still wasn't certain he believed him. But that night no longer haunted him. 
Although there were times when he did miss Welford terribly. He knewJannie had similar moments 
because a faraway look would come into her eyes. Then she would smile at him and everything would 
be all right again. 


We were discussing Motherand hoping she lives to a ripe old age. 

I don'tthinkshe'dallow anyotheroutcometo herlife. She usedto terrify me;you know. 
She was always so strongand bold. Not afraid of anything, very much like you. 

You make me strong, she said, sidling upagainst him and slipping herarm through his. I like 
celebratingthe holidays here. I enjoy the noise of the place when everyone is underfoot, but I must 
confess to looking forward to gettingyou alone later. 

She gave him a saucy look that boded wellfor what would happen later. 

Claire informs me that Glean Demure has announced his betrothal, Jannie said. 

jolly good for him. Since acquiring the titles, he'd proven himself to be a worthy 


marquee' 



Much to Ansley's surprise. 


I find I like him, Jannie said with a sigh, you sound disappointed. 

Not really... It'sjustthat sometimes I remember, like- how I almost denied him what was 
rightfully his' and in so doing, I would have denied ourson his rightful titles. What a stubborn wench I 
was, still stubborn. Playfully she slapped his arm. uncle. 

Ansley glanced down, not as faras he once had a nephew. 

Well, hopefully, it'll be some time before Mother's makingthat trip to the grave, Stephen 
said. His brothers strolled away to join their wives. 

Glancing around, Ansley spotted Jannie. She was difficult to miss in her vibrant pink. He 
loved the way she looked in that shade. Butthen he loved the way she looked in anything. Otherwise 
nothing at all. 

Catching his eye, she smiled at him and walked over, what mischief were you and your 
brothers upto? 


Leaning down, he bussed a quick kiss over her lips, none whatsoever, why don't I 
believe you? 
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A force slammed into He leaving her breathless on the floor in a heap. It was quickly gone 
replaced by something cold and wet on he rear. There was growling, what in this land growled? Flipping 
onto her back He came face to snout with a huge white and sliver furry head. 'Alec?'she dared to hope. 
Her fingers twine around the cat's neck and did not slip through. He was real! Being clean and in new 
warm clothesthat did not shell-like coals on fire or the dirt, outside was enough to lift anyone's spirits. 
Lily and Honor were filled in as He scrubbed herself into a pink and red state. 

With a yelp. He was off the floor and kneeling in front of her Guardian both arms wrapped 
around his thick neck and head buried into his fur. He was okay. Nothing had happened to him, except 
that he had gotten bigger. Goddesswhen had he had time to getthis big? 

'Oh, Alec.'she sniffed feeling stupid for getting so emotional. It could not be helped; she was 
so happy that no one had hurt him and she did not have to skin someone about it. 



Low rumbles rolled from his chestonto hercheek. He nudged herand she held on tighter 
uncaring that the growls and snarls sounded strangely like reprimands. Tm sorry.' she told him. 

The chastising stopped at once. A huge paw landed on her knee and he pulled away. It was 
startling to see that they were eye to eye while she was kneeling. The paw on herthigh told her he was 
not done growing. Sweet Goddess, he was going to be huge. 'I heard you can walk through walls now.' 
she hiccupped, one hand going to her temples. Allthis at once was making her headache. 

'He was just one of a few people who lost their minds when you disappeared.' Honor glared 
at the kit He had missed more than breathing. 'He was just the only one who showed how pissed off he 
was. Your sweet kit,' she used air quotations, 'tried to take off Meridian's head.' He is stomach rolled 
when she looked down at Alec's innocent expression. 

'Well, he was the closest thing.' Lily said forfairnesssake. 'we told him not to go nearhim.' 
She gave Alec a wary eye. 'The University puta sleepingspell on him.' 

He let the shudder run over her body, she was not the biggest fan of spells now. The thought 
of Blood's Wrath made her sick. 'But we can tell you about all those fun things once you tell us all about 
what happensto you.' Foreverthe barter. He took on a patient look. Drawing on all herteachingsover 
the years to do it too. She told them about everything from beingkidnapped to Armani's kiss and her 
newfound ability for telling a lie. By the time, she got to their escape she was trying not to laugh. Their 
mouths were gaping open. She knew how they felt, it was hard to believe that it all happens in a few 
days and only a few days ago, it felt a lifetime away now. He filled them in, they took upon themselves 
to fill herin on ...everything. 

'Really?' He had to ask just for the sake of double-checking. They were serious. 'What else 
happens.' He scratched her all too innocent kit's ear not sure if she wanted to know or not. Of course, 
theytold her, they loved to shock herout of words. 

'All of this happen while I was gone?' 

'It started the night we found out you were missing.' Lily nodded. 'She went...'she could not 
find a good enough word. 


'He lost his mind, is what she meant.' Honorsupplied. 



'Yes, he didn't show it to anyone but us though. He was really chilly in front of his court.' and 
that was even scarier than his anger. He shivered pulling a comb through the tangles that had grown 
from days on the road. 'When no one could find, you- as he disappeared.' 

'What happens to the Regent?' He asked thinkingof somethingelse. 

'The one who ruined your coronation?' 

'Yes, that one.' 

'I-1 don't know. He was there when we left. Reyna was looking after him.' watching him He 
corrected silently. Nowthat she knewabout Reyna it would make life all the easier. 

'I don't knowhow long I have been asleep but- has there been any talk about howthefire 

started?' 


Both women paled. 'No one is talking if they do. They are too scared, and we aren't allowed 
outside the Guild walls after...' Lily looked at her feet. He made a mental note to askher what she was 
talking about. 'It had to be mages, that we are sure of.' 

He is gut twisted. 'There was strong magic in that fire - there had to be. The few mages we 
had here tried to put it out but the fire was too strong.' 

'It was magicked to destroy?' He couldn't' believe it. She had to. 

It did not take much to put a few things together. It took a lot of mages to put that fire into 
that kind of state. Even more to make it spread through the city. More than five, more than two dozen. 
There were only so many that places that would house that kind of power and not erupted from the 
containment of so much magic. One of the places was here. He ruled that out. The Guilds were sacred to 
the Gods. Another would be the Palace and the University of Mages that rested on palace grounds. Not 
far in fact from the Palace itself. 

He bit her lip staring down at her clean toes wondering if the palace or university had been 
setablaze. 'Well come on.' He stood. 'We can't sit in here all day.' 

Lily Andersen and Honor watched her warily enough to have He wonder exactly what She 


had asked them to do. 'He just where do you think you are going?' 



'To the University of course.'Alec was the only one to stand to wait for her to tie the scarf 
around her head before headingout. 

She stopped at the door realizing she had no idea where she was going. She had never 
been in these halls in herlife. 

Alec looked up at herexpectantly, she patted his head. 'Which way?' Lily and Honor still had 
not moved from their seats. Their heads were not bent together talking. Honor sighed and turned her 
way. 'We can't leave the Guild, Mara's orders. You're not supposed to either.' 

He opens hermouth but Lily put in. but if you wentsneaking off while Honorand I got 
into a. discussion, we didn't see a thing.' She smiled. 

It was then that He knewthatshe lovedthemtruly and without condition. 

'But if you getcaught-you are onyourown.' Honor put in. 

She still loved them. He waited fortheir discussion was starting before slippingoff out the 
doorand down the hall. 

Picking a direction, she walked, she was bound to stumble across a way out eventually. 

A caress against her mind's barriers made her jump. It didn't feel like anyone she knew; it 
didn't even feel human. 

It brushed again, more insistent. He hesitated; Alec growled out an impatient noise. 

'What the hell, right?' she asked him. Opening her mind barriers enough to let whoever it 
slipped inside. She could push herluck a little more. 

He feitthe link form and solidify the instant it did she hissed tugging on it. It wouldn't break! 
She pushed; it wouldn't be budged. Whatthe- 

'Come on, it is this way-' 

He yelped jumpingaway from Alec. It was from Alec! 'You're talking to me.'she spoke 


out loud. 



Talking Alec sat down in front of her looking up with a superior and bemused gaze she had 
neverseen on anyone. Besides Her. 'I talk.' he told her. 'You are my kit, mine.' he bares his teeth. 'I 
protectyou.' 


He blinked and he put his fangs away. 'I can talk to you.'Alec finished simply. 

She would have thought it was funny that he considered herhis kit. 

'Yes- but.' He fumbled for words. 

'Why can't I talk to you?' 

He gulped. First, he could walk through things. Now he could talk I What else could he do? 
She didn't know why she expected nothing but to fee I his feelings. She'd been in his mind a few times 
but he had neverspoken. He had still been a small baby. 

'Mate is coming!' He wondered why Alecsounded so anxious and a little resigned. He could 

talk! 


Why couldn't she wrap her mind around that? Aine talked to Sya and Mykka withTalith all 
the time. Butshe was different because she wasn't an animal mage. 

'What are you doing?' A pair of hands snagged her shoulders. She was caught! 

He couldn't gettoo upset, when she turned to Hershe told him. 'Alec is talking to me.' 

'He?' She took her hand. 'He always talks.' 

'But he is talking to me.' didn't he see the difference? 

'Do we do something?'she and Her turned to Alec. He was talking to them. 'She keeps saying 
that.' he tilted his large head. 'She squeaks too.' He told Her what Alec had just said. 

'We could give hera soothingspell.' 

He's growl was reflected and amplified through Alec'sthroat. 'No more magic.' 

'Then she will just have to come to on herown.'She told them not easily phased. 


'Is it my fault?' Her large kit ducked his head tucking his tail under. 



'No!' She tore away from Her going to kneel in front of her kit. 'It's my fault. I'm sorry.'She 


was. 


Alec walked forward butting his large head into her chest, He locked herfingers into his 
snowy white furrunning herfingers along the silvery strips, they were gettingdarker. 'Forgive me.'she 
begged to pick up one of his massive paws. How big was he going to get? 

'Forgiven.' 

'It won't happen again.' He promised to kiss his head, she meant it. 'No matter what.'She 
would just learn to cope. Alec squirmed awayfrom heran excitement lighting his dark blue eyes. 'We 
can leave now?' 

'Yes, do you knowthe way out?' He asked before She could get suspicious. He was already 
looking between them. Assessing them for plans of a conspiracy. 

'What is he saying to you? What are you saying to him?' He couldn't take it any longer. 

'-I-' 

'Don't you dare try to lie to me Heania Rose.' he growled. 

'As if I could. Was using my full name necessary?'She mutters. 'I-we are on our way 

out.' 


'No.' he took her hand and began walking- 

'To the University.' He continued calmly allowing herself to be led. 

'No, you are not.'he turned down anotherhall. 

'You're leading me in the wrong direction. Alec said the doors are that way.' He pointed. 

'Woman!' he pulled heron when she tugged on him. 'Princess, you are not leaving these 
walls.' He was grateful he wasn't a truth-teller; he would have conjured chains to reinforce his 
statement. 


'You are right. I'm going out the door.' He told him calmly. 'Your concern is touching all the 


same.'a strange tic began under his eye. It only grew when she tugged his hand. 



'My Gods you are maddening!' He growled, 'you are not going anywhere alone.' 

'Even to the privy?' He mussed watchingthe tic get worse. 

'Thencome with me.'she told him. 'It is really quick to do, thetrip to the Universityl mean.' 
She would bash his skull in if he followed herto the privy. 

He hesitated, He knew he was dying to walk the streets and assess the damage. Check on the 
people.Tosee who was at the root of all this. She almost had him. 

'No.' he sighs. 'That wouldn't be wise right now.' He glares at him. 

'I can help.'Alec offers to brush against herleg. 

'How?' He wonderedadeafeningroarrolled through the halls radiating on themand 
carried. She stopped to stare at Alec. Crouched low ready to pounce, his not so baby teeth bared 
at Her. 'Run.' he told her. 

He snatched away and ran. 

'HEANIA!' 

'Be right back!' she called over hershoulder. 'As soon as a possible, promise.' 
Anotherroar echoed through the hall; it wasn't Alecs.' 'HE!' Heir's voice sounded in her 

head. 

'I love you I'she called looking over her shoulder. Alec was rounding him up. Her backed up 
but his eyes stayed on herswiftly fleeing back. 

'Alec?' 

'I will distract Mate.' he told her 

He slowed down, how was she to get out of here? 'Alec?' 

'Look forthe mouse.' 

Mouse? He huffed, he had to know that she wasn't a cat, she ran from mice not chased 


them. 



'There, turn right there!' He stopped turning right into a door, not a hall. 


'Alec?' 

'Go! I'll catch up.' He hesitated before opening the door. The room was are nothing from 
ceiling to floor, except dust. There was a lot of that. 

'Window.' He saw it in the far corner of the room. It wassmall butshe could fit through. 
'Hurry!' Alec's grunt sent herrunning, he must mean that She got past him. 

He opens the window, slowly crawling out. She made the mistake and looked down. 

Her kit had lost his feline sanity! 

What otherreason would he haveforhaving herscale the side of a small mountain! He 
closed her eyes; the ground didn't come any closer. 'Alec!' she growled. 

It wasn'tthat bad, she tried to convince herself. One foot, two feet. Oh Goddess, she nearly 
fell off the side of a mountain. 

He started the track down. Praying the entire climb to the bottom. It wasn't as steep as she 
had thought, easy trails fora big pawed Mystery Ice Cat. For human feet, it was a bit more difficult. 

He slidesthe last fewinchestothe bottom and didn't look back. She was out, running into 
the city withouta backward glance. Even when she feitthe walls oftheGuild rumble into the ground 
underherfeet. 

Reaching up, she skimmed herfingers over his unshaven jaw. I did fall in love with you at 
Blackmon, she said. I should have told youthen when I was stepping out of the carriage, but I feared it 
wasn't real. I thought coming here would prove me right. But all it did was make me love you more. She 
glanced down. I fearhe will sufferforourindiscretions. He would have been the subject of gossipeither 
way. But people have short memories, and more titillating gossip will shove us from minds. Soon, no one 
will rememberthatwe weren't married when he was conceived. All they will see is how very much I 
adore you, and you don't really give a fig what people think. I don't. Besides, he is a very powerful family. 

Jannie was in the nursery, puttingZakaria back in the crib aftera late-nightfeeding when 
Ansley returned home from a journey to Rockville. It had been six weeks since they were married, and 



she thoughtshe would nevergrowtired of seeing him walk into a room. He strode overto herwith 
purpose in every step. 

When he was near enough, he drew herinto his arms and kissed heras though his very life 
depended on it. Six weeks and every kiss was accompanied by urgency. Through all the nights when they 
could not yet make love, he had kissed her and held her and slept with her. 

It was marvelous, so marvelous. He'd once told herthat a kiss was simply what it was: a 
kiss. But with him it was everything. Itneed not start something more, and yet it was powerful 
enough to stand on its own. 

It was only when they came up for air that she was finally able to ask, did all go well? 

It did. There is no whisperof doubtthat Zakaria is my rightful heir. Unfortunately, you, 
however, are now as scandalous as my mother. I've come to rather like a disgrace. 

He arched a brow, there shall be no more of it. 

Only in your bedchamber. She rose on hertoes, nibbled on his wicked mouth; we should 
begin tonight, are you well enough? 

She gave him a saucy smile and nodded. I saw the physician today. I may begin my 
wifely duties. 

Mayyou neverconsiderit a duty. As he lifted herinto his arms, his green eyes held a 
predatory gleamthat caused herto grow warm. 

She snuggled into his shoulder as he strode from the room. I thought it was so romantic the 
first time you carried me to bed; do you notthink it romantic now? 

I think it more so. Promise me that you'll nevergrowtired of me. I promise... 

He carried herinto his bedchamberand she flattened herhandsagainsthis chest. Ansley, I 
wantyou to kiss me. 

He grinned, with pleasure. 

No. I mean, when we're making love. I wantyou to kiss me and kiss me and kiss me. 


To make 



up for all the times when we didn't before; am, Jannie, here you are with rules again, but 


don't you like this onePLet's just see how it goes. How it wentwas delightful. 

He began by kissing her deeply and thoroughly. Slowly, provocatively. No rush, no hurry. As 
though they had all night. She supposedtheydid. 

He curled one hand around her neck, holding her in place, while his mouth continued to 
plunderand the talented fingers of his otherhand began to loosenthe pearl buttonson her nightdress. 
She worked off his jacket and unfastened the buttons of his waistcoat. 

He peeled back her nightdress and his burning mouth trailed down her throat, over her 
shoulder, along the swell of one breast and then the other. Wherever he went, he coated her skin in 
dew. 


I have missed the taste and feel of you, he said, his voice raw with desire, you shall 
never have to do without again- Straightening, he grinned down on her. what a vixen you have 
become; an exceptionally talented lover taught me. Like - how fortunate forme. 

He returned his mouth to hers. She could not fathom that she had beenso silly to denythem 
before the simple pleasure of a kiss. It increased the intimacy and stoked the fires of passion. He slid the 
gown off her shoulders completely and it slithered to the floor. He only removed his lips from hers when 
he needed to. Otherwise, he was there conquering what he had already won. 

Then she was standing before him naked and proud. She saw the appreciation in his 
smolderinggaze. He bracketed herhips. 

Your hips are wider; to accommodate the birth ofyourson. 

He went down on one knee and pressed a kiss just below her navel. I do like the changes to 

your body. 


Unfolding his own, he took her into his arms and carried herto the bed. He shed the rest of 
his clothes and stretched out beside her, once more his mouth blanketing hers. 

She scraped her fingers up into his hair, holding him near, kissing him deeply. Herhands 
explored the familiar contours of his body. He was exactly as he'd been before. Still firm. Still sculpted. 
Lean and muscled. A great sinewy cat moving over her. She would have him for the rest of her life. 



His talented hands roamed overevery dip, peak, and valley. His mouth lefthers, to journey 
along her flesh, trailing across her neck, teasing the delicate underside of her chin. Lower, to her 
shoulders. A nip here. A love bite there. Lowerstill to herbreasts, heavy in his palms. His tongue circled 
hernipple, his breath coating it in dew. 

With her thighs, she squeezed his waist. With her fingers, she rubbed his shoulders. She felt 
the deep rumble in his chest vibrating against herstomach. There was no purpose in their coming 
togethertonight, no pressure to get her with a child. 

Just like his kiss, their lovemaking owned itself. It was a pleasure simply for the sake of 
pleasure. It was giving and receiving in equal measure. It was what it should have been all along, and she 
suspectedthatforhim, it waswhat it had always been:generousgiftingof passion. 

His mouth whispered a path to her other breast, giving it the same ministrations as it had the 
other. She lifted her hips, imploring him to hurry, but he would not be swayedfrom his questto 
reexplore all that he'd once known. 

Ansley, you're driving me to madness. 

He chuckled low... good... 

Lowerhe went, kissing herintimately. A swirling of his tongue, a tug on hersensitive flesh. 
She whimpered, moaned, dug her fingers into his arms. She wanted to fly, but not without him. 

Every touch ignited sensation, and she was soon writhing beneath him, crying out for him, 
urging him nearer. 

Rising above her, powerful and decided, he plunged into he rand went still. A soft moan from 
him, a deep sigh from her. 

It had beenso long, andyeteverythingwasso familiar, as though they were two piecesof a 
puzzle that had been misplaced and were suddenly found and snapped backtogether. This was where 
she belonged, she realized. Beneath him, beside him, nearhis heart. 

I love you, Jannie, he said- like in a raw voice before returning his mouth to hers. 

As his body rocked against hers, as the passion built into a fervor, he kissed her hungrily. 

Each powerfulthrust carried her higher. His kisses elevated hereven higherthanthat. 



Until there was nothing except the sensations, nothingbeyond them. Just them. Moving in a 


fluid, familiar rhythm, his mouth latched to hers. 

When the crescendo came, he captured her screams and she swallowed his groans. 

Afterward, she lay snuggled against his side. I like when you kiss me during ... 

I like when I kiss you. I enjoy kissing very much. Even when it is not ...during... 

Laughing, she rubbed his chest, you told me on the terrace that long-ago night that a kiss 
need not be the start of anything, that it owns itself. Lifting herself up, she met and held his gaze. I think 
the kiss that night was the start of us, Ansley. You woke things in me that had long been asleep, then 
why forbid me from kissing you? 

because it terrified me. What you made me feel. I thought if you didn't kiss me, I'd 

keep 


my distance from you. But each moment with you only drew me nearer. The fee lings I have 
for you still terrify me. They are so grand, so intense. 

Urn-that is good because the love I haveforyou terrifies me as well. I've never loved 
anyone, Jannie, not like this.There is nothingl will not doforyou; will you kiss me again? I shall always 
kiss you again. And he did. 

Epilogue- 

Grantwood Manor- 

He had looked at her nude body, for sex, with a young woman that was half his age popping 
heropen, and its side in here, and she come-end hard to him, loving him more then she would have ever 
thought, kissing like made. His gaze warmed her. She'd been content with what she had because she'd 
never known anything grander. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he leaned in to kiss her. Not brief this 
time. They had no audience. His mouth moved over hers with a promise for passion, a vow for pleasure. 

I arched against him when he moved to my other breast. Two fingers worked inside me, a 
little tight but nothing I could not handle. Not so long as he kept his mouth on me, lavishing my breasts 
with attention. His thumb rubbed around a sweetspotand my eyes rolled back into my head. 



So, close. The strength of what was building was staggering. Mind-blowing. My body was 


going to be blown to dust, atoms when this hit. If he stopped, I would cry. Cry, and beg. And kill... I came, 
groaning, every muscle is drawntaut. Itwastoo much. 

Almost... Almost... right there-AAAAHHHHA! 

7 

His heir. He had his heir. More, he had his son. And Jannie. He had Jannie.The beddingwas 
changed. She slipped into a fresh nightdress. Then she satin bed and held the baby. She'd been so 
weary that she thought she would at once fall asleep and not wake up for days. But suddenly she had a 
burst of energy and excitement and she wondered if she'd ever sleep again. 

Leaning down, he kissed herbrow. thank you. Thank you sincerely. 

It would have tormented him to know that his child would not be entitled to his rightful 
legacy. Blood did matter, and this boy had Ansley's blood pumpingthrough him. One day he would be 
the King of Ansley. Butfor now, he was the Marquees of Belle Haven. 

Jannie could see it was with a great deal of reluctance that Ansley left so the physician could 
finish tending to her. The babe was bathed, then so was she. 

As the dooropened, she glanced overto see herhusband prowlingtoward her. Her husband. 
Why had she ever resisted the inevitable? She loved him, knew beyond a doubt that he loved her. She 
could see the depth of his feelings in his eyes. 

He drew back and she saw within the green depthsof his eyesthateven now he still found 
herdesirable. 


I suppose we shall have to delay the weddingtrip, he said with a wicked smile. 

At least a month; decide where you wantto go... 

Blackmore, she answered without giving him time to finish. 

Blackmore, it shall be. 

His gaze shifted to their son then. Theirson. She could notfathom what it would have cost 
him to give up the child, to not acknowledge it. His depth of love, even for a friend, knew no bounds. He 



was quite simply the most remarkable man she'd ever known. And he was hers. As was his child, he is so 
beautiful, she whispered, as beautiful as his mother. 


She glanced up at him, wanting to judge his reaction to her next words. I should like to call 
him Zakaria. Zakaria Augustus Demure. If that is all right with you. I like it very much. 

She saw the honesty of his response in his eyes. He'd neverbe dishonestwith her. 

Zakaria's eyes blinked open and his little browfurrowed, his mouth puckered. Ansley 
leaned in. He has your eyes. A deep, deep blue, for now, the color could change. It often does with 
babes, was it excruciatingly awful? It certainly sounded as though it was. 

At the time, but the memory is already fading. And it was very much worth it to hold 
this little one in my arms. Thank you, Ansley; you're welcome, my duchess. 

Only Ansley stood his ground, still holdingJannie's hand, you're stuckwith me now. 

So, he was there, byJannie'sside, when his son made his entrance into the world, squalling 
at the top of his lungs, a thick thatch of black hair covering his head. 

The tears scalded Ansley's eyes and he blinked them back. It was done His heart hammered 
out an unsteady tattoo. He felt the same sort of exhilaration he experienced during a hunt' only it was 
grander, more humbling. He was swirling through a riot of emotions: joy, worry, the weight of burdens, 
the lightness of bliss. 

I will. He smiled, brushed the hair off her brow, as soon as' now. Before the babe is 

born. 


He glanced at herstomach, at the physician, at the midwife, at his mother, who merely 

nodded. 

Releasinga strangled groan, Jannie squeezed his hand, please. I want him to carry your 
name. I want him to be yours. Or her. I don't care if it's a girl ora boy. I justwantthere to be no doubt 
that it is yours. 


That I'm yours.That we're yours, right. Mother,getLennyandsenda servantforthe 
clergyman. Hurry, yes, of course. His motherdashed from the room with all the vigor of a girl a 
third her age. 



With all due respect, Your Grace, you'll needa special license. Dr. Alberts said. 

I have it. 

Jannie smiled at him then. I knewyou would. You neverleave anythingtochance. 

Not when it comes to you, Jannie Demure. Kneeling beside the bed, Ansley pressed a 
kiss to her hand, still, you couldn't have decided this a bit sooner? 

Guilt. It's a bloody awful'Oh, oh, oh! She gripped his hand so tightly that he almost 
yelled as well. 

As herscream once more echoed through the hallways, Ansley gripped the mantelto 
prevent himself from slamming his fist into it. What if he lost her? 

Lost her? bethought. What a fool he was. He never had her. 

something must be wrong, he said, gazing at the open door. Why wasn't his mother 
bringing him the news? Didn't she realize he'd sentfor herso she would keep him informed? 

Women died giving birth. He couldn't imagine the world without Jannie in it. Even if she no 
longer lived here after the babe was born, at least she existed else where. That would be enough. Just to 
knowshe was somewhere. 

Happy. Walking through fields with herchild in tow. 

Surely a dark-haired child, with her blue eyes. 

He heard the patterof running feet and was halfway across the library when Lily dashed 
through the doorway. She gave a quick curtsy, your Grace, her ladyship is calling for you. 

What the deuce is wrong? He was in the hallway before he'd finished askingthe 
question, racing through the manor, up the stairs. He burst through the door into his bedchamber. 
Jannie was still abed, a mound visible beneath the sheets. 

She was bathed in sweat, gasping. She held out her hand to him. Ansley, I'm so sorry. 

Rushingover, he took it, squeezed it, touched herbrow. He would willingly die to take this 


sufferingfrom her. 



Jannie... 


I was wrong, so terribly, terribly wrong. I hurtyou. I know I did. 

It doesn't matter. I'll stand by you and the child. Just getthis matter, this birth, over with. 

Be done with it. I will, but first, marry me. 

Stunned by herwords, the last he'd expected, he stared at her- pardon? marry me. 

I believe I'm supposed to ask you. 

you've already asked ...and I said no. Such a silly thing to do. I fell in love with you at 
Blackmon. I think Welford knew. I struggled with guilt. Then when he died, I thought I didn't deserve 
happiness. I didn't deserve you. 

Jannie, sweetheart, I don't know anyone who deserves happiness more than you. 
marry me then. 

Leaning up, he brushed his lips overhers. I love you, Jannie Demure, future Duchess of 
Ansley, with all my heartand soul, will I be enoughforyou? 

You've been enough for me for a good ten months now, and a good part of that time 
was without all the benefits I shall enjoy as your husband. Fifty years should be no trouble at all. 
do I look too awful ...formy wedding? 

Her face was damp, her hair plastered to her head. She appeared so incredibly tired. To say 
she looked awful would be a kindness because it was much worse, to me, you are always beautiful. 

A commotion at the door drew his attention. His mother, Lenny, and the clergyman entered 
the room, you'd best make this quick, the physician said. 

The babe's almost here. 

It was quick.They exchanged vows, and when it came time fora ring, his mother pressed one 
against his palm. 


Your father gave it to me on the day we married, she said, with tears in her eyes, it was 


always to be yours whenyoufoundyourduchess. And she no longerhad a needforit. 



Ansley slipped it onto Jannie's finger, with this ring, I thee wed. I pronounce you man and we' 


Jannie screamed. 


Out, the physician ordered, all the men are to leave this instanti 

The clergyman finished the words to the ceremony as he was scrambling for the door, Lenny 
following quickly on his heels. 

She couldn't, but she didn't resist when he pulled her to the water's edge. 

Come into the water and I'll rub your back, and finger your little sweet slit, on, you 
don't half tempt me. 

He drew herinto the curve of his body, what would It take to temptyou all the 
way? She stared up at him. how can you want me? how can I not? You're the motherof 
my child, the centerof my heart. 

Before she could comment, as though expecting her refutation, he was guiding her toward 
the steps. Her bare toestouched the water first, and she nearly groaned with the thought of how 
wonderful it would be to completely submerge herself in the warmth. As she went dee per into the 
water, her nightdress billowed out around her, then sucked in close to her body. 

The water was lapping at herbreasts when Ansleybeganto lift her hem.you said I could still 
be clothed, she chastised him. 

I can't see anything, and you'll be more comfortable if you shed the weight. 

She didn't argue. The shadows in the waterdid prevent him from getting a good look at how 
cumbersome she'd become. Once she was divested of her nightdress, he moved around behind her and 
began to gently knead her back. 

on, that is nice, she said, settling her head into the crook of his shoulder. There is 
something about the water that's very healing. Slowly, he turned her around and lowered his 
mouth to hers while his hands continued to roam over her. Everywhere. Everywhere. 


-And- 



She returned the favor, skimming her fingers over him, wrapping them around him. 

He groaned low. on, you wicked girl. 

how is it that you make me so comfortable with all this? because nothing between us 
should be forbidden. 

Reaching up, she kissed him. She wanted him as she'd neverwanted anything. She 
wanted' on. Oh. She pressed a hand to herside while pain sweptthrough her. 

He backed away, what is it? I'm not sure. I think ...I think I should return to the house, why? 

I think it is time, Ansley. The baby. I think it is time. 

He grabbed herhand. Jannie, marry me. Now. I'll sendtothe clergyman. Ansley, I can't. 
Not like this. 

He studied herforall a heartbeat, and she felt somethingshift between them. Something 
unwanted. Regretfully, she realized that she finally carried out what she had so long ago desired: to hurt 
him beyond imagining. But rather than solace, it yielded only pain. 

He helped her out of the pool, but no warmth went with his touch. She found herself grieving 

once again. 


Every time Jannie screamed, Ansley downed a glass of whiskey. It wasn't fair that he had the 
means to dull his pain while she didn't. What she'd felt in the pool was only the beginning. It took 
anotherday before herlaborbegan in earnest. He'd at once sentforthe physician and his mother. He 
didn't knowwhy he thought she needed to be there. Lenny now sat with him in the library to wait. 

Ansley wasn't even certain why he remained. He'd given everything to Jannie. Everything. 
And it had not been enough. 

So, she was surprised one night when she awoke to find herself alone. She stroked her 
hand over the indentation where he'd been sleeping. The sheet was cool to her touch. He'd been 
gone a while, then. 



She rolled out of bed, stretched to one side, then the other. Oh, her back was hurting. She 


needed Ansley to rub it. Strange, how she knew she had but to ask and he would comply. He gave her so 
much attention, more than she'd had in her entire life. It was as though he lived for moments with her. 

She padded out of the room and into the hallway. The door to his bedchamber was open, but 
he wasn't there. Perhaps he'd grown hungry and was enjoying a late-night repast. But when she went to 
the kitchen, she found it empty. Then she remembered him saying that he often swam at night. 

The grass was cool beneath her feet as she made her way to the building at the far side of 
the garden. She could barely believe that August was already here. The Season would be ending. She 
wondered who had become betrothed. It had been so long since she was in Rockville to enjoy the 
season that she didn't even miss it. Much better to spend the warmer months here, where the air was 
so fresh and she could move about so easily. 

When she reached herdestination, she hesitated. Would he dislike beingdisturbedPOr 
would you be welcome here? Welcome her, no doubt. 

Opening the door, she stepped through it. The sultry warmth greeted her, coating her in dew. 
The light from lanterns battled the shadows, causing them to dance mysteriously between the walls. She 
stood there, watching his powerful muscles bunching and stretching as he sliced through the water. He 
was quite simply beautiful. 

While she would be content whether this child was a girl or a boy, suddenly she very much 
wanted to have a child that resembled Ansley. Something in her heart twisted and turned. She'd been so 
afraid to acknowledge herfeelingsforthis man. Theyfilled herwith guilt. They had eversince Blackmon. 

She'd told herself that he called to only the physical in her, but they had been remarkably 
chaste since coming here, and still, he stirred within herdreamsthat she'd long denied herself. He 
reached the edge of the pool, turned- 

And stopped, his gaze falling on her. He breathed heavily, the water lapping at his chest. 
Flicking his hair back, he began plowing through the water, walking toward her. interested in a midnight 
swim? 


She laughed, no, I just woke up and you were gone. I don't know. My back was hurting. 


I just...wantedtofindyou. 



God, she was rambling. Whatever was wrong with her? Come. Get in the water, no, 

I ...I don't think it would be wise in my condition. 

He started up the steps. Her eyes widened at the sight of him. on, me. She turned 

away. 


You've seen me without clothes before, he said, and she heard the humor laced in his 
voice. Yes, but it is beinga while. He wore trousers to bed. At least here. With her. He took her 
hand, join me in the pool, Jannie. I really don't think' good. I don't want you to think. I just want 
you to feel. 

She laughed. Ansley, you must stop interrupting me. you can even keep your nightdress on. 
it'll weigh me down, then take it off. 

Her screams sounded through the residence. Why did he have to feel them in the core of his 
being? Why couldn't hejust ignore them? 

why is it taking so damned long? he asked. 

it is the way of it, my friend, Lenny replied. I must confess to being extremist grateful 

that I 


don't has to listen to your mothergoingthroughthis. she is happy with you, Lenny. I'm 
gratefulforthat. 

And that you made an honest girl of her. 

I would have long ago, but ...past loves, like mange, are sometimes hard to be rid of. 

Despite the circumstances, Ansley smiled. 

I'd have thought you'd be married to Jannie by now, Lenny said. It is not my choice 
that I'm not. He wanted to claim this child as his with a furiousness that astounded him. But she 
wanted him to walkaway, to honora ridiculous agreement. He wanted the girl and the child' both 
as his. Openly, publicly. Mourning is damned. Etiquette be' 



Be honest here, Jannie. Your unquestionable loyalty will prevent you from ever taking a 
lover; then why would you even suggest'; because there would be no guilt, and how, pray do tell. 


did you deduce that utternonsense? 

Because you don't fancy him at all, so-o it wouldn't be as though you were truly betraying 
me; you have gone daft. She headed for the door' Jannie? Please, don't go. Please, hear me out. 

Stopping, she glanced over her shoulder to see his arm extended, his hand reaching for her in 
the shadows of the night. She could win any argument with him by simply leaving the room. It wasn't 
fairto him, and so they neverargued. Butthis?This was preposterous. 

Please, Jannie. 

His voice was rough with his need for her to still be. Unfair. Unfair of him to compel her to 
stay, knowingguilt would eat at herif she walked away when he could not. 

She was trembling with angerand disgust at his suggestion regarding Ansley, yetstill, she 
cautiously made herway back to Welford. She clambered onto the bed, took his hand, and held it in her 
lap, her legs tucked beneath her. She refused to look at him, and instead studied the silhouette of their 
joined hands. 


the fact that you think so little of him is what makes my plan so brilliant, he said 
quietly, it is not as though you will be truly betraying me. Your heart will still be mine. 

Ansley hasa reputationforbeinga marvelous lover', he began. 

I am aware of that. He is all the women talk of, so-o, he can make it pleasant for you. He 
squeezed herhand. you deservethatat least. 

All of Rockville will know it is not yourchild. That you've been cuckolded. 

He will carry Demure blood. As I told Ansley, it will be close enough. 

Her mouth tingled. She thought she was going to be ill. you've already discussed this 
madness with him? I had to know he was agreeable. 


of course, he'd be agreeable. It is a skirt to lift. 



His low chuckle took her by surprise, he was not quite so in favor of it as I'd expected. He did 


notthinkyou would welcome him. I will not. 

Jannie, you've been a devoted wife. Why should you not have this? 

She was grateful for the dark, that he couldn't seethe blush warming her cheeks or the tears 
filling hereyes. 


He can give you what I cannot, he said softly, you are a young girl who has had to lock 
all her dreams in a musty old trunk, because of your husband's poorjudgment. 

In a friend. A friend to whom you would now give me. It is revolting. 

He did not force the drink down my throat. I went willingly into the curricle, 
encouraged the horses to go faster' 

She brought his hand to her lips, pressed a kiss to the backs of his fingers, knowing he would 
feel the dampness coating her cheeks, the tears gathering at the corners of her mouth. Am, Jannie. 

He wrapped his hand around the nape of her neck and drew her down until her face was 
buried in the nookof his shoulder. 

Do not askthis of me, she rasped. 

I will not force you. Neither will he, but know that I will understand if you change your mind. 
You deserve a child. You deserve a man who will not only put your pleasure above his but will ensure 
that yourenjoymentfarexceeds his. 

Not Ansley. NeverAnsley. Sinners would have a need for overcoats in hell before she'd 
willingly give herself to the man, she despised more than any other. 
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Jannie slipped out of herhusband's bed near dawn, leaving him in the company of his snores. 
She'd not slept well. Guilt had reared its ugly head, guilt that she'd lost his heir. Not that she knew for 
certain that the babe had been a boy. But in herheart, she couldn't help but thinkthat he had been. 
Losing the child had been like losing a piece of her soul. And when the full extentof Welford's injuries 
had been made clear, all their dreams went astray. 



'Oh, Goddess.' He murmured underherbreath sendingup prayer after prayer. The streets 
were full of people. The air was strangled with shouting, with crying. Prayers and pleas were beingsent 
up to the Gods. Cursestothe Gods. Despairand Panic ran deep in the air. The air shoaled of despair 
panic and loss. 

'Put your veil on.' She scooted his horse closer to her own, helping her to hide all her black 
hair and most of her face. She ripped his shirt putting it to his nose. He did the same, the smoke was 
thick with the stench of burning hair and flesh. It made her stomach roll and try to rebel. 

The sound of crumbling timber ripped overthe roar of people startling His's horse. She 
barely noticed She take hold of her reigns. She didn't notice anything beyond the house before her 
crumbling in on itself, floor afterfloor until it hit the ground with a cracking thump. More people 
screamed around them. 

'She...' He licked her lips, they were too dry. She felt as if she were baking 'What do we do? 
We can't do anything.' 

She said nothing, just handed her back her reigns. His mouth opens as a shrill scream ripped 
through the air. 

'HELP!' a dark figure ran from the smoke out of a burning house. 'Klever! Klever!'The words, 
a name, were said in a frantic voice. 

'His!' She called after her. He was off her horse and running toward the small figure. She was 
taller than His but couldn't be so much older. It didn't matter. His took one look at the woman's 
desperate brown eyes and burned clothes and knew she had to help. 

He came closer, slowly. The woman alreadyshoaled of smoke and fear, like everything 
else. 'Can I help?' 

'My son!' 

His's heart sank. Don't let the boy still be in that house, don't let him be in these mad streets. 
There would be no telling how many people were trampled in this chaos. 

'I thought- he ran out. He'sstill-' her eyes widen and looked upat the same momenttwo 
hands rested on His's shoulders.Then they were gone and a tall figure was running into the blazes that 



were reducing the house before them into less than kindle. She opened her mouth forShe to bring his 
ass back to her side but she knew he wouldn't listen even if he could have heard her. 


With her heart hammering in her throat forShe'ssafety she turned to the frantic woman. 
'What is your name?' He grabbed the woman's hand pulling her towards the horses and out of the 
street's main chaos. 

'Flora.' She wouldn't take hereyesoff the house. 

Neithercould Him but she had to ask, had to know. 'How did this happen?' It was more 
asked to herself but Flora spoke. 

'The Unrest caused it.' Flora ducked her head away, her eyes darting frantically towards the 
house and back to His. His's muscled bunched,shewasdeadwearybutshe would stopthis woman 
before she got herself killed. 

'We aren't to speak of it.' Her voice got lower. 'It's treason but-there are bad things working 

here.' 


'Such as?' He could hardly breathe. 'What bad things?Tell me, please?' 

'The King hasabandoned the throne and betrayed the Gods; our Lady has left ran off with a 
lover' Her body trembled. 'There is talk that the Gods...' 

He didn't like the sound of this anymore. She had to know more. 'The Gods are a part 


of this?' 


'Theyare angry with Mystery, theywillforsakeusuntil we accept the new-' 

'New!' new what? King? Surely not. 'Who?' 

'I know not.' Flora wouldn't meet hereye. Of course, she knew. 

He looked around at all the screaming people. Not a single eye was dry, the smoke was 
working. Her own eyes were blurringwith thestuff.That moment of wiping hereyes cost her. Flora 
moved and He was a moment behind her. A tightly coiled spring, tackling the racing motherto the 
ground. They rolled in the dirt. The mother let out a heart-breaking moan. His's heart was breaking for 
the woman but when she spoke hervoice was one of steel. 



'Don't be stupid.' His hissed at the whimpering woman. 'Run for that house again and I will 
bind you to my horse.' 

'But...'thewordsdiedon Flora's lips. He wasn't joking. She wasworriedtoo. He hadn't come 
out yet, why hadn't she come back? 

He hadn't been sleeping we II on the road he refused to do more than take a quick nap and 
that was only when He bullied him. He had been pushing it to reach Median, but still. He should have 
been out by now. 

The house on the otherside of the one She rushed into caved. Floor by floorit stacked in on 
the next. Flora cried out but didn't move. 

He couldn'ttake it. There had to be a way to stop all this. Stop Median from burning, this was 
herhome now. Desperate His soughtdeepforhermagic. She swore when she needed it, she would be 
able to use it. That it would return to her eventually. She needed it. There wasn't a promise she wouldn't 
make the Gods not to stop all of this. 

Inside she recoiled. Don't promise that. NeverpromisesomethingtoaGod,they might just 
take you upon your word. If you were really unfortunate, they would bind you to it. Gods are fickle and 
mortals are seen as expendable. 

Still, He dug into herself, searching for a long-lost old friend. It was there, deep down but it 
ran through her. When she found it, they embraced in the furthest reaches of her mind, a place she 
would have never gone unless she was truly desperate. If she hadn't truly been looking for it, her magic 
would have stayed out of her reach for a while longer. Now that she had it back, washing over her, 
caressing her heart with the truth. It was so faint but it could be enough. He dared to hope. 

She had no magic over elements. She wasn't a fool to think she could put this out with her 
own magic, she wasn'tthat strong. A whole troop of mages could possibly put out the blazes of a city. 
Not one woman with truth-teller magic. 

Around her and in her head the chaos reign. He pushed it away, she had to be calm. Clear in 
the head. She wasn't a great Mage like Mican, her brotherof the law, but she was a Truth Teller. 

He bit her lip. It had worked miracles before, it could work again. His open her mouth, she 


was aboutto find out. 



'A Great Fire is blazing in Median, my city.' hernose tickled with the truth. Her home wason 
fire. Blowing out a breath His continued. 'Itshall die away ...now.' 

A great gust of wind brought Him to her knees on top of Flora who was still sobbing. His 
shielded her against the roaring winds wishing the screaming around her was just a bad dream. It hadn't 
worked, the wind was going to blow the fire even further, out of the city limits and now He didn't even 
have her magic to protect her. 

She hadn't felt it at first, not until she was lying on the ground over Flora gasping for a clean 
breath. Shefeitthe ripping tearingthrough her gut and up into her chest with sharp hot pricks that had 
hereyestearingup. It hurt! Dear Goddess, ithurt! 

She hadn't hurtthis bad since the last time she had overextended hermagicin Krad. 

Thumps echoed around her, pounding into her ears. Plop after plop, words rang through the 
air braking through His's haze. 

'Goddess bless!'Someone shouted. 'Miracle!'Screamed another. His looked up, the sky was 
black and gray. Ashen, there was not a tinge of orange glow insight. Not a sight of pink or a spot of red. 

There was no crackling to be heard in the dead of the silence taking overthe city. A ghost 
had descended His thought before the roars rang in theair and into herears. 

'Momma!' He flew, onto the ground. 'Momma.' Flora was running toward a slight figure 
quickly advancing. 

'Cleverl'Motherand son clashed in an embrace. The child was young. His guess when she 
saw his feet leave the ground. No more than five winters. He was being rocked back and forth in his 
mother's arms both were crying. Hysterical yappingtold Him there was puppy involved. 

'Princess?'she had never been more pleased to hear that voice. 'What are you doing on the 

ground?' 


Enjoyingthe shill of sootand dirt. He worked hermouth to saybut nothing came out.She 
was too tired, 'l-'shedid not have to finish, there were too many voicesto be heard through. 

'We are being blessed!'cried a man. 'Gods be praised.' they all yelled. He realized that the 


plopping she had heard was really the sound of bodiesfalling to their knees. 



'Anotherattack- 


'What happens?' it took His a second to realize that she was being spoken to. 

'I- what? 'she asked as he hauled her to her feet. He seemed bemused by the whole thing. 
Only He knewthat really this had scared him shitless. 

'His, was this you're doing?' 

His snorted, why would she set Median ablaze? 

'Did you put the fire out?'the world spun leaving Him to wish that he had left heron the 
ground where nothing had been moving. 

'I-' She was notsure. He shook herheadfeelingstupid and muggy headed. 

'That must be yes.'She hugged her tighter righting her veil. People around them were 
moving quickly now. He had a feeling that the temples would be busy tonight. All of them. 

She must have been thin king along the same lines. He turned to the mother and son. 'You 
and yours need to head for the MotherTemple, take all that you need and value.' Looting would be 
heavytonight. 'Go.' Flora wasalready noddingclutching herson who was strangling the puppy. 

'Thank-' She waved heroff. The three of them ran towardsthe direction of the temples 
without a backward glance. 

'Now.' He adjusted Him again. 'Let us go.' 

'Not to the palace.' He is words were slurred. She had notdrunksince the night of her 
binding, not heavily at least. She should not sound like she was drunk. 'We can't-' 

'Yes-' he persisted. 'We ca-' 

'No!' He clutched his sleeve. The thought of steppingfoot back in those walls tonight made 
her skin crawl. Something was happening, they needed to find out exactly what before they barged 
back into the palace. 

She looked down at her fist clutching his sleeve. Couldn't he see how worried she was? 
Terrified was more like it. 'All right.' he finally gave in. 'Okay, we'll go to the Guild.' 



He let out a sigh and slump. She did not re member falling but she knew that She was thereto 


catch her. 


Butforhimto believe thatshe would welcome into herbedtheman responsible-it was 
beyond the pale. Reviling. Made her sick at heart. She was grateful that she had far too many other 
things to occupy her mind today as she prepared forthe arrival of herguests. The soonershe got started 
working on what needed to be done, the soonershe could shove these unsettlingthoughtsfrom her 
mind. 


She rang for her house cleaner, Lily. Within the hour, Jannie was dressed in a simple lilac 
dress so she could move about quickly. At noon, she would change into something more proper for 
receiving her guests. Once a yearly event, they'd not hosted a huntsince the accident. She'd feared it 
would serve as both a distraction from what might have been and a reminderof what had been. But 
Welford insisted it was long past time that they begin to socialize once more. Finally embracingthe 
notion, she had high expectations for uncharacteristic normalcy for a few days. 

An expectationthatsplattered before herwhen she strode intothe breakfast dining room 
and saw Ansley already seated at the table. She'd assumed he would sleep in, not be up with the sun. 

Ansley at once set aside histeacupand rose to his feet-lady Welford. 

...Your Grace. I hope you're well; your hopes do not concern me, your elegance. 

She thought she noticed a tautening in his jaw. She was not usually a termagant, but for him, 
she was more than willing to make an exception. 

Allow me to express my appreciation forthe lovely accommodations, he said 

laconically. 


It seemedthey wouldsparwith wordsthis morning. 

Alreadyshe was weary of it. 

Welford would be upset with her if he knew she'd given his exalted guest the smallest 
bedchamberin the farthest corner of the manor. Asa King, he should have been given a suite of rooms. 
She suddenly, against herwill, felt petty, we have so many guests arriving' no need to explain. I enjoy 
overlookingthe stables. 



She wanted the subject changed before she offered him a more accommodating room. I'd 


not expected you to be about so early. I thought I might be of service. 

Had she been eatingshe would have choked, here? NowPYourarrogantcad! To think that I 
would accept anythingat all from you, but especially-' 

My help with the hounds? He interrupted, yes, of course. Forgive me. I'm sure your 
huntsman is quite up to thetask of seeingthat all is ready tomorrowforthe hunt. 

She went light-headed and chilled, aware of all the blood draining from herface. He'd been 
offering to help her prepare for her guests. That was the service to which he alluded. Not bedding her, 
not getting her with the child. Welford had put these silly notions into her head and she seemed unable 
to rid herself ofthem. 

Yes, he is. Quiet. She hated that hervoice sounded unsteady, thatshe was unnerved 
by whatshe'd interpreted him to be saying. She swept overto the sideboard, strivingto stopthe 
tremblingin herhandsas she selected ham, eggs, and a muffinfor herplate. 

Drat, it! He was waiting to aid her with her chair when she turned around. At least he had the 
grace to put her at the end of the table farthestfrom where he was seated. He'd nottaken the head of 
the table, but rather, a chair along the side. 

I want nothing from you, she whispered as she took the chair he offered. 

He leaned in, filling her nostrils with his rich, tangy scent of bergamot and clove, then 
nothingyou shall have, he said, his voice low, sensually belying the words he'd spoken, indicating 
instead that she would have it all. Everything. 
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The man was indeed an expert at seduction, but she would not be seduced. She and Ansley 
sat without speaking for several interminable minutes, the only sound the scraping of silver over china. 

Finally, she dared to peerup at him, only to find his gaze homed in on her as he slowly 
chewed. He was as handsome as the devil, too beautiful, really. He had one imperfection, and it was 
presently not visible to her. A scar on his jaw. The wound had still been bleeding when he came to tell 
herthere had been an accident and Welford was horribly injured. Ansley had reeked of excesses and 



indulgences ...and the coppery scent of blood. Her husband's blood had stained his torn and rumpled 
clothing. 


Ansley had looked scared that night. And young. It was easy to forgetthat he was only a little 
older than her. He had always seemed so mature, in control. Many thought he was the oldest of the 
three brothers, but in fact, he was the youngest. The night she first met him, she was struck by his 
stylishness and confidence. She knew of his reputation, of course. Women swooned at his feet. Of late 
there seemed to be an inordinate abundance of unmarried women, as women refrained from accepting 
offers of marriage on the off chance that Ansley would honor one of them by asking for her hand. With 
his thick black hair and startling green eyes, he was a god among mere mortals. Jannie despised him 
with every breath of her being. 

His Grace tookthe marqueesfishing. He tested his fishing line before testing otherwaters. 
you mentionedyourridiculous notion to Jannie. 

He saw no need tofurtherclarify. Only one ridiculous notion had been spouted since his 
arrival. In truth, it was the only ridiculous notion he could recall that Welford had ever had. When only 
silence greeted hiswords, Ansleygazed back at him once again. 

Welford gave a hapless shrugthat unbalanced him. He started to list to one side, released his 
hold on his pole to straighten himself. 

Ansley looked back at the water, giving his friend the opportunity to grapple with his 
gracelessness in private. His first inclination was to rush over to assist him, but he knew Welford would 
resent the interference, the implication that he couldn't attend to his own needs'even if in many areas, 
he couldn't. Like himself, his friend was a proud man, probably too proud for his own good. He didn't 
wantto consider what it had cost Welford to ask him to get his wife with child. He wasn't certain he'd be 
willing to pay the price, no matter how much he loved the girl. 

You had the right of it, Welford eventually said, soundingwinded, as though he'd run 
a great distance, she was none too happy with me. Afraid that leaves it uptoyou,old chum. 

Ansley swungaround. pardon? 


You'll need to charm her, wear down her resistance to the idea. 



You have gone mad. His voice held a biting edge. Welford mightfind all of this 
amusing; Ansley did not. He remembered the chill that entered the breakfast room with her. But 
more, he remembered the tantalizing scent of her as he aided her with her chair. Jasmine. Exotic. 
Enticing. Her flawless skin beguiled him. He'd been so tempted to slide a finger along the column 
of herthroat. He'd wanted to kiss away the firm set of her lips. The last thing he wanted was for 
Welford to grant him permission to seduce his wife. He suspected Welford had no clue regarding 
how much Ansley would enjoy doing so. Welford might view it all as an uncomplicated transaction, 
but Ansley viewed it as a quick journeydirectly into hell. 

No matter how short a term he spentwith any girl, he shared not only the physical butthe 
emotional as well. Warmth, caring, concern, enjoyment. The love he held in reserve. He wasn't certain 
he could withhold thatelusiveemotionfromJannie.Shestruckhim as a girl who would demand all' 
even if she came to him expectingnaughtbuthis seed.Time with herwould not be simple. 
Complications abounded. He was certain of it. 

You are on the verge of having a hundred guests, he said now, and you wish me to flirt with 

your wife? 


not openly. I'm not daft. But surely you can arrange moments alone with her. You've 
done it with otherwomen. 

Your wife is no other woman. He was surprised by the roughness in his voice. He 
turned his attention back to the stream. Leaves were driftingto the ground on the slight breeze. 
Those killed by the advance of winter. He wondered if Jannie's frigid mien toward him would kill 
him. Quite possibly. 

Pity both your brothers are married, Welford said. I doubt either of them would lack 

the courage' 


Courage has nothingto do with it! Ansley snapped. Although itdid. He feared he 

could easily 

lose his heart. But he couldn't confess thatto Welford. it is simply a bad idea on so many 


levels, and I believe you and I have already reached our quota for bad ideas. 



I did have a jolly good time of it that night, Ansley. Until the end, of course. How are my 


jewels? 


His pet name for the girls he loved. Glancing back, Ansley met his friend's gaze, well 
taken care of. 

I've thought about telling Jannie.' 

Good God, I can't rememberthe last time I felt such ...freedom, Welford announced. 

Standing along the bank of the stream, Ansley glanced over at Welford. With his back against 
the tree where he sat, and a pole held loosely between his hands, he appeared to be at peace. Since the 
accident, whenever Ansley visited his friend, they'd stayed in Welford's library, drinking, conversing, 
lamentingtheir poor choices. Like Ansley, Welford was an outdoors person at heart. Ansley had been 
decided that their visit would go differently this time. It helped immensely that Jannie had been 
occupied preparing forthe arrival of guests and attendingto last-minute details. Ansley knew she'd have 
not approved of his plans. From what he'd say, she was too protective of Welford, coddled him. 

Suddenly, Ansley wondered if part of Welford's desire to give his wife a child rested with his 
need to divert much of her attention away from him, to give her something else to worry over. 

A child would certainly carry out that. Although most children of the nobility were tended to 
by nannies and child caretakers, Ansley couldn't quite see Jannie relinquishing the re ins for any great 
lengthof time. She would be involved with the child. It was hernatureto protect, to nurture, to ease the 
way. She would no doubt keep the little pup far away from him' whether he was the father. He 
wondered who was second on Welford's diabolical list. 

He remembered herbright red cheeks during breakfast. He was accustomed to her giving 
him a cold shoulder, alwaysjustshy of a cut direct. But this morning she'd been skittish, more 
uncomfortable with him than usual. For a moment, when she saw him sitting at the table, it looked as 
though she intended to march from the room. His accommodations were deplorable. That much he'd 
anticipated. But her gaze flicking over him and not settling with a glare was unexpected. 
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Setting down her napkin, she pushed back her chair and rose, we are very different, you and 
me. We do not suit at all. I would trade places with him in an instant to spare him all he suffers now' 
eventhough I did not cause the sufferingthatis visitedupon him. 

He wiped his mouth with his napkin, elegance in his motions, tempered with masculinity. His 
large hands held power. His sensual mouth as well. 

She could imagine him skillfully using both to elicit pleasure. He seemed to hesitate before 
saying, Wilford appears... frailer since last I saw him. 

He is limited to two activities. Sitting and lying. Neitherof which is very active. His 
muscles atrophy. I fear soon nothing will be left of him. She bit the inside of her cheek. She'd not 
meantto revealthe last, to give him even a hint of her vulnerability. 

It terrified her to think of a life without WeIford. Even as he was, she decided, was better 
than not having him at all. She shored up her resolve, decided to hurt this man who had destroyed so 
much, tell me. Your Grace, does the guilt ever hammer at you enough that you would wish to trade 
places with him? I would give my soul that he was not crippled. But I must confess to being far too 
selfish to wish to trade places with him. 

Ansley flinched, the lash of her words hitting home. As she turned and swept from the room, 
she wondered why she found no satisfaction in the triumph. 

Four hours later, Jannie cursed herself for her stubborn ness, for not accepting Ansley's offer 
to help. She'd forgotten how much was involved in preparingfor the hunt and the arrival of guests. Sixty 
invitations had been sent out. Fifty-eight had been accepted. 

Including spouses, unmarried sons and daughters, more than a hundred people would soon 
descend upon her quiet country home. It had been so long, so very long since they'd entertained to this 
size. An occasional guestfor dinner, a relation ortwo,but nota flock of the curious. In equal measure, 
she dreaded and welcomed the comingdays. 

Hence the reason Welford had declared that it was past time for a hunt' eventhough he'd 
not be able to take part in what was once his fondest sport. I shall enjoy listening to the baying of the 
houndsonce again, he'd said. 



She made her way up the stairs to her husband's bedchamber, hoping he'd been roused 
already. It took so long for Randall to prepare him for the day. Welford had lost far too much control 
over his bodily functions. Four times a year Randall took him to the spa at Harrogate for the healing 
waters. 


Although Jannie had always wanted to go with him, We Iford asked her not to' fearful she 
would be embarrassed by his limitations. It hurt her that he would think so poorly of her. But she 
brushed her tender fee lings aside because his challenges were so much more difficult to face. It was 
only recently'when his physician introduced him to a contraption known as a catheter'that Welford had 
begun to regain his confidence and felt any comfort in being around others. He was now spared public 
embarrassmentoverwhathe could no longer control. Such a proud man he was. 

She admired his optimistic outlook; he never seemed to pity himself. She hoped the 
entertainments and country party she'd arranged would please him and bring him great joy'and that 
none of their guests would stare at him with questioning eyes. How bad is it really, Welford? 

Her heartwould breakforhim if all did not go well. 

Randall shotto his feetand bowed. My girl- forgive me. His lordship gave me leave to read 
one of his books. I thoughtthis one might suffice, and sat for only a moment' 

I don't give a fig where you sit and read. Where is his lordship? 

He looked decidedly uncomfortable, as though he knewshe wouldn't be pleased with his 
answer. She wasn't. 

To her surprise, he was not in his bedchamber. The library, then. Ready and eager to greet 
those who would soon be arriving. To her consternation, however, the library was empty of his presence 
as well. Although Randall was sitting in a chair reading. 

where is his lordship? Jannie demanded. 
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She grabbed his hair, yanked, and pulled him closeras he had told herto do. He thrust one 
finger inside her, crooking it and hitting her in the spot that turned her moans into one long, high- 
pitched orgasm. She shuddered against him, her legs quaking, and when he finally slowed to look up at 



her, he saw her hair was a wild tumble, and herface was glowing. At first, he made no motion. His sex 
was quivering, and he was tormented with desire... Marianne grew desperate. 

She pushed his hand away, took his sex into her mouth again, and with her two hands, she 
encircled his sexual parts, caressed him, and absorbed him until he came. He leaned overwith gratitude, 
tenderness, and murmured, 'You are the first woman, the first woman, the first girl...' When she saw 
that he was dissolved with pleasure, she stopped, diviningthat perhaps if she deprived him now, he 
might make a gesture towardsfulfillment. He drove his tongue inside her, setting off anothershattering 
moan thatwas music to his ears. 

She was quite an instrumentto play, so finelytuned, and if he touched herright, she made 
the most glorious sounds, raw, intense, delicious noises of pleasure as he plundered her with his tongue. 
Then his hands came to life. He wentas if to rub his wrists, then he reachedforthe blindfold, his fingers 
dancing right in front of it without touching it, and then he reached out forme. 

I jumped... some- He caught me by the arms, wrapping his fingers all the way around them 
and bringing me forward. And then he realized I was naked, and he felt my sides and my breasts, giving 
a little startled noise. Besides, before I could stop him, he had pulled me to him, forcing me against his 
chest. 


His manhood was thumping against my sex, and he kissed me in that shocking way and I 
realized he had lifted me off my feet. 'You are mine,' he grunts out, pumping into me, the length and 
level of his arousal brutal. 'Mine,' he swears, as he releases my mouth and turns me around, pushing me 
forward as he yanks my legs back, one hand hard on my back, the othergripping my ass. He does not 
slow the movement, giving me full, hard thrusts, my breasts bouncingfrom the top of my dress, the 
mirror above the sink giving me a full view of my sweet young girl, in worn dress, light hair mussed, 
mouth open, intensity over his face. His reflection pulls at my hair, tilting my head back, and I find his 
eyes on mine in the mirror. 
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I fearshe is not at home, YourGrace, the butler said. 

Ansley stilled, not at home to me, you mean? I will see her if I must find her myself. 


The butler cleared his throat, she leftfor Herndon 



Hall this afternoon. 


With a sound curse, Ansley headed outthe door. 

The carriage had come to a halt sometime earlier. Jannie didn't knowthe exact hour. She 
knew only that darkness had fallen, rain poured down, and a footman stood ready with an umbrella 
should she decide to disembark. She sent her house cleaner in as soon as they arrived. Yet despite the 
dampness and chill seeping into her bones, she couldn't bring herself to leave the confines of the 
carriage. 


The door clicked open. She didn't knowwhyshe wasn'tsurprisedto see Ansley climb inside 
and take the bench opposite her. 

What the bloody hell are you doing, Jannie? how did you know I was here? 

I made a call at your reside nee. Fairly killed my horse to catch up to you. Did you think I 
would let you run off without coming afteryou? 

I wasn't running off. I' She had been running away. She looked outthe window toward the 
residence. I can't bring myself to go in. It wasn't quite as difficult in Rockville because we hadn't been 
there in so long, not since the accident. But here, for more than three years, it was everything. And 
everything was a lie. Jannie' 

I had to leave Rockville, Ansley. I feel as though I'm suffocatingthere. You,yourmother, the 
woman. Cousin Green' I have no peace. I can't think, I can't breathe. I know so many people mean well. 
She released a wry laugh, some do not. I thought if I came here, I could at least breathe. But I can't seem 
to leave the carriage. I don't know what I was thinking. 

It was not my intentto suffocate you, Jannie. ButI promised Welford that I would ...care 
for you. Come to Grant wood Manor, Jannie. You will be away from the madness that is Rockville. You 
can heal in spirit. Give birth to yourchild. Return here when you are ready. 

Shefeitthe tears sting her eyes. He was not goingto pressure herto marry him. It was both a 
relief and a disappointment, yes. I think I should like that very much. 

It was late when they arrived at Grantwood Manorthe following night. Here the only black 
crepe to be seen was what she wore. Here the clocks tick-tucked. She felt a lifting of her spirits that 



astounded her. She'd not realized how much she needed to get away from the oppressiveness of both 
the Rockville residence and Herndon Hall. 

Ansley had been the perfect man on the journey here. He'd regaled herwith tales of his 
youth, the history of his ancestors. They'd spoken of nothing intimate. Yet there was a sense of intimacy. 
It was simply his way'with his silken voice and his gaze never straying from her. She told herself it was 
because he was always in the mode of the seducer. A habit formed duringyears of frequenting 
bedchambers. His reputation surpassed that of his brothers. Did he truly believe he could give it all up 
for her? Did she? 

She wanted to as Ansley led her up the stairs, but then the reality of the situation came 
crashing around her as he opened the door to the bedchamber beside his. She was certain it had never 
occurred to him that she would sleep anywhere except within easy reach. I should sleep at the end of 
the hall, she said. He shrugged, selectwhicheverroom you want. 

She didn't want the room she'd had before. She didn't want the room where Welford had 
slept. To move to another wing would be ludicrous. Strolling down the hallway, she considered every 
otherroom. None was as big as the one he offered her. None was as inviting. She would be here until 
she gave birth. Her back had begun to ache on the journey, and she'd been quite miserable. She reached 
the end of the hallway, pivoted, and returned to the door he'd first opened for her. I su ppose this one 
shall do. But you are not to use the door between the bedchambers. I would not dream of it. that is a lie. 
I suspectyou were dreaming of it on the way here, a small lie. Is it my fault that I find you irresistible? 

He was such a charmer, always knew the right thing to say. She wished she could trust 
his words. Ansley, do not woo me with false flattery, one day, Jannie, I shall convince you that I've 
nevergiven you false words. 

She opened her mouth to remind him' omission is not false words, it is still a falsehood. He 
shook his head. 


Would you care for a late-night repast before bed? he asked. 


Yes, thank you. 



While the servants hauled up hertrunksand put away her belongings, she joined Ansley in 
the smaller dining room at a table with only four chairs. She sat across from him while the simple fare 
was laid out before them. She popped a square of cheese into hermouth and followed it with a grape. 

I suspect many mothers will be disappointed thatyou're not in Rockville for the Season, she 

said. 


They would be more disappointed if I were there and not paying attention to their 
daughters, you might be surprised. Someone might catch your fancy. 

He lifted his wineglass, someone already has. As you well know. I am in mourning, she 
reminded him exasperatingly. 

She watched his jaw clench just before he gulped down more wine. I'm aware of that. Just 
don't expects me to be too jolly about it. 

She wanted to change the subject, you and your brothers grew up here, didn't 
you?Yes. Motherpreferred Glenwood Manorto Lyons Place. 

Of late, however, we've been gatheringforChristmasat 

LyonsPlace. Claire has made it atruehomeforWestcliffe.yourresidencealreadyfeeIslikea 
home, not when I'm here alone. It is too blasted quiet. 

The prospect of silence was what had driven heraway from Rockville and Herndon Hall. She 
didn't wantto be alone with herthoughts. 

He'd been devoted to herduringtheir month at Blackmon, but then she'd given him 
everything. 

They'd lived in a bubble, but nowthe bubble had burst. She had no doubtthat in time he 
would grow weary of her. 

Then she would face the challenges of raising her child alone. 

Following dinner, Ansley tried to convince her to join him in the library fora bit of reading, 
but she retired to her room. He went to the library, but rather than grab a book, he grabbed the bottle 
of whiskeyand headedforthegarden. 



Trekking beyond the house, beyond the lighted path, he reached an area blanketed in 
darkness except for the glow of stars and moon. He sat on the grass, opened the whiskey, and took a 
long draught, relishing the burning and the penetrating warmth. 

Jannie was correct, blast her. He'd gone into this situation knowing he could neverrecognize 
this child. It did not stop him from wantingto nor did it prevents him from wanting her, but his desires 
were ill-timed. She needed to heal. This child would be born. Welford would be recorded as its father. 
Ansley would do all that he could to protect it. 

Stretching out on his back on the cool ground, he stared at the stars. Their distance made 
them more appealing. Jannie said she was suffocating. He brought her hereto breathe. By God, he 
would give her room to breathe. 

Sitting by the window in her bedchamber, Jannie did not want to admit that she had 
enjoyed sharing dinner with Ansley. Even when they did not speak, it was a comfortto have him near. 
But was that enough? 

She nearly leaped out of herskin when he came bursting into the room. Come 
along. I havesomethingmarveloustoshowyou, heannounced. Butl'm in my bedclothes. It 
doesn't matter. There is no one to see. 

He ducked into a bedchamberacrossthe hallway and emerged with an arm filled with 
blankets. His excitementwas contagious. 

What is it, Ansley?you mustsee it to believe it. 

He led her through the manor. Once outside, he said, grab my arm. Don't let go. 

She curled her fingers around his arm and allowed him to lead her through the garden, away 
from the house, the lights, we should have the torches lit. Nope, they'll interfere. 

He came to a stop. She watched as his silhouette, limned by moonlight, arrange d the 
blankets on the ground. Then he took her hand, drew her down until she was lying on the blanket, 
gazing at the stars. She saw one sweepingacrossthe sky, followed quickly by another, then another. 


She released a small laugh, what's happening? 



I don't know, but I've seen it before. It is as though the stars are racing across the sky. do 
you think we're only allowed one wish? I think you can have as many as you want. 

She studied the sky. So many things to wish for. That she would have met Ansley before 
Welford. But whatguarantee did she have that he'd be any morefaithful?That she'd not had a month 
with Ansley that caused her to doubt heraffectionsfor Welford. But then she would not have a child. 

Is it wrong that I'm glad to be here? she asked, not certain why the words burst 
forth.is it wrongthat I'm glad you're here? It was so much easiertalking to the stars. 

I was notsuch a good wife. She'd thoughtsayingthe wordswould ease the burden of the 
guilt. It had been with her eversince she left Blackmon. Her greatestfearwas that somehow Welford 
had known how she'd felt, that somehowthe knowledge ledtohis decline. 

You were an exceptional wife, you were a much better friend to him than I. Not such a 
good friend. I fell in love with his wife. 

He rose onto his elbow and cradled herface. I fell in love with you while we were at 
Blackmon, he admitted. 

With a sad smile, she shook her head, it was lovely while we were there, but it was only 

fantasy. 

We had no responsibilities. It wasn't real, for me, it was extremist real. 

Because, it mostly involved the bedchamber, and that is where you spend a great 
deal of your life. 

Not so much as you might think. I've been with no girl since you. She hardly knewwhatto 

say. 


I was going to take a lover, he confessed, but I could never work up any sort of enthusiasm 
for the search. Then I decided to take a wife, but no girl appealed to me. I finally realized why. None of 
themwereyou. I love you, Jannie. 


This time, the words spoken with such intensity, resonated through her heart and soul. 



I have from the moment I met you, he continued, notdeeply of course, at first. But there 
was a spark, a twistingof my heart, and I regretted that I'd not metyou before Welford. I thought if I 
had ...that you would have become mine. Ansley, please don't does this. 

I knowthe timing could not be worse. You are far along with child' my child. A child I want 
to recognize as mine. Marry me, Jannie. 

He'd asked before, butshe'd nottaken it seriously. Now his declarations and insistence 
terrified her. it would be scandalous. We've been scandalous before. It did notturn out so poorly. He 
splayed his fingers across herbelly. I wantto claim this child as mine.That is whatl wish wheneverlsee 
a star fall. That you and this child will be mine, and all of Rockville will know it. She skimmed her fingers 
up through his thick hair, you ask so much of me, she said. 

He pressed a kiss to hertemple, to herforehead, to herothertemple. just considerthe 
possibility. I truly consider it. That is all I ask. 

He settled his mouth firmly over hers, taking possession as though he owned it. She let him. 
She welcomed him. It was more than she remembered. Perhaps because this time it wasn't the 
forbidden taking place in the shadows of a terrace or a good-bye that nearly tore her heart from her 
chest. 


It was a tentative beginning, a starting over. Somethingthey'd truly never had. Always before 
the scepterof scandal and thewhisperof betrayal had loomed overthem like black thunderclouds 
rolling overthe lake on a winterevening. 

She knewthattonight it would go no furtherthanthis: an exploring of heated mouths, soft 
groans, and low moans. She was not ready for more than this. Her emotions were too raw. But she took 
what he offered, allowed it to fill a well that had gone dry. She had longed for so much more than what 
Welford could give her. And what he withheld from her had nothing to do with his paralyzed body. She 
knewthatnow. 

He had always given the better part of himself to Madeline Black, while she received the 


crumbs. She deserved more. She deserved everything. 



From the first Ansley, had given it to her, had never held back, had always taken her needs 
into consideration and placed them above his own. But it wasn't the real world. It was a secluded place 
where they had frolicked. 

Drawing back, Ansley sipped at the corner of her mouth, then pressed his fore head against 
hers.Jannie, let mesleepwithyou tonight.To hold you. Nothingmore.yes, she whispered. 

Lifting his head, he gazed down on her. wishing upon stars see ms to work. I want to come to 
knowthe real King of Ansley. 

His smile flashed in the moonlight, you already do, sweetheart. 

Over his shoulder, she saw a star shoot through the sky and made a wish. Forgive me, 

Welford. 
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There were fewguards. He walked past the first gate withouttrouble. It did not mean 
anything, the Median palace had two gates that lead in and out. As she went. He made sure to pay extra 
attention to the path she tookfrom the time she leftthe Guild walls. 

It had been worse than she remembered. There had to have been a lot of magic to build a 
fire that big. It did not fee I right even now, it had eaten everythingtoothoroughly, too quickly. As 
though it was driven. In places the only thing she had seen to tell her the re had been homes the re were 
the char marks lining the house borders. 

So many homes-they had been burned to the ground. How many people had been in 

them? 

Every occasionally, she had seen someone, the never dawdle in fact their eyes never left the 
ground. They were like a ghost, no more than a faint shadow upon sight and gone in the bat of an eye. 
He had nodded to a ghost that had not to disappear and watched as his near about died. 

The closer she got to the last gate the fainter the traces of smoke and fog stay. Everything 
seemed untouched, from the palace wall to the palace itself. He walked up to the gates preparing to 


enter. 



'Halt!' He slowed down butdid not stop. 'In the King's name halt!' She did not, not until she 
was across the threshold of the last gate and insight of the palace walls and a sword blocked any further 
movement. She turned to the man, guard, knight, who stopped her. 

'What are you doing?' She asked him. 'I am not trespassing.' 

'I am not to let you pass today, no one is allowed inside.' 

Her brows furrowed. He was dressed in a full guard uniform. He bet he was newly knighted, 
he looked young. A little youngerthan her. The mystery had few knights, unlike Ask who had armies of 
them. He stepped away letting him see herattire waiting for him to recognize what she posed as. 

'Dancer-' 

'He.' she winced, it was time to stop being so earnest and honest. 'No need for titles' 

He ducked his head, eyes roaming over the grounds before grabbing her arm. 

'Oy!' He yelled yanking to get free. 'Unhand me don't you know who lam?' 

He gave hera dark lookstill pulling herforthe shadows of the gate. 

'No, I don't know whoyou are and that isn't important. It is whatyou are that concerns 

me.' 


'You have something against dancers?' 

'No, I do not. It is a bad omenforharm to come to a Dancer. That is why I am warning youto 

leave.' 


He stared; she was so sure he was going to try something after pulling her into the shadows. 
Notwarn her. 'I-' 


'It is a curse to harm one of God's own.' he went on 'I will warn you.' 
He leaned in closer. 'Warn me of what?' 


'To leave.' he was solemn. 



'Why would I do that?' he could have been teasing but his expression told her that he 

was not. 

'Median is my home.' 

'Your home would do you harm, it is betterto leave.' he spat outthe words in distaste. He 
felt his arms shake; she could practically shell his own barely had feared. Her mouth went dry. 

'What is happening here?'she whispered not wanting to be seen or heard any longer. Not if 
what he said was true. 'In- in the streets, they were ablaze. The Guild sent me here for answers.' 

His grip tightens. 'All you need know is that you are no longer safe here, none of you 

are.' 


'Why?' 

'I do not know.' he lied, she felt it. 

'Is it because of somethinggoing on withinthe palace?' What else could it be? 

He would no longer meet her eye and He knew she had hit the center target. 'I know 
not.' he lied again. 

'The University did nothing to stop that fire.' He murmured to him knowing that if he felt like 
it, he could very well charge her for treason for her words. 'Did they have something to do with it?' 

'Again, I know not.' he lied again. 

'You are hurting me.' His hold slackens but did not release. 

'I hope nothing in the palace was destroyed or came to harm...' her shoulders rolled. 'I need 
to speakwith the king now.' 

'No.' sheyelped as his grip tighten. 'You don'twant to speakwith him little Dancer.' she 
understood. Danger. 

'The Queen is fine as well.' 


'I cannot permit it. 



'Why not?' 


'Because neitherare in those walls.' 

'Then who is in charge?' 

'A good question I wish I knewthe answertoo. You do not wantto speakto any of 

them.' 


Interesting. He nodded. 'All right.' She pulled away and he let her go. 

'you will leave here now. Don't come back until things get better.' He nodded and began to 
walk away, out of the shadows into the light. She walked through the gates, the second than the first. 
She did not stop there, once she was out of the gates, she broke into a run not stopping u ntil the palace 
became little more than a faint overcasting shadow and her chest burned with fire. 

He was ready to head back to safety, backto the Guild and to- her. She wanted nothing 
more than to feel She's warm embrace around her, telling her everything was going to be okay or 
better yet wake her up from this nightmare but it would not happen. That and she had one more stop 
to make. 


The temple was really a district, a section of the city dedicated to the Gods. His hands never 
set foot here and never planned on it. The closer she got the better at picking them out she became. The 
temples stood tall, proud and immovable as the deep earth where a stone was buried. 

A tall temple stood behind the rest, taller and grander than the six around it. That was the 
Mother tern pie. Where the Goddess was worshipped. Beside that pyramid stood one just as grand 
though shorterand more forlorn. He knew it was the temple of Gareth God of the Dead, he always 
stood at her right. The position a lover took the Mother and Gareth have been lovers since the 
beginningof time. They had five children whose tern pies surrounded their parents. 

Dorn, he was one forprosperityand favored Doorand Dorian born. I said that he gave birth 
to the Dorian people. Dorn was rarely worshipped outside of Dor. He was even disliked for his favoritism. 
His sisters Zeera and Tee lit were preferred to their brothers and anothersister. Zeera and Tee lit were 
twins one of fire, Zeera. The other was the Goddessof water. Tee lit. They were so different yet-they 
were never able to stay without each other of long. The twins sat to the right at the temple at the feet of 



their father. Barb oden was the hunter, I gave his temple a quick once over. He was his mother's son and 
dislike by herlover. 

He quickly passed the last temple. The last child of the Motherand Dark God was the one no 
one spoke about. Out of them all, she was the most feared and revered. Ucceith was the messenger of 
the Dark God, she and her maidens and hags went around collecting the souls of the dead taking them 
to one of the seven resting realms. 

He headed for the Goddess's tern pie. It was everything that she had expected and yet worse 
than she had feared. Bodies sat, lay, they filled the streets lining them. Most seem all right, soot and 
dirt-covered but unharmed. The air smelled of smoke and human bodies. Some were crying, quietly, 
mostwere praying. Priestessand Priest movedaround where theycould be giving what they could. He 
turned away toward the othertemple. The temple of the Dark God was not where she had planned to 
go but it felt necessary. 

The stone was cold under her feet when she entered. It all slammed into her to be choked 
down. The shell of burnt flesh and hair. Death tried to suffocate her as she moved inward. He flagged 
down the first priestess she met. An older middle-age woman carrying linen and a haggard worried look. 
She had not sleptfor a while. He is fingers curled around her arm. 

'What your turn.'she was too tired to put a bite in her voice. 

He studied her a moment longer before opening her mouth. 'I'm not here for help. I am here 
to help. What can I do?' 

'He.' Rue's voice called her but she could not look up from the stitch she had to finish before 
the numbing cream worn off. They had wheedled out of her that she knew more than a little of healing 
and set her to work treating and binding wounds. 'He.' 

'I am almost done.' He finished the last stitch before tying it up. 'now what-' 

Her breath caught in her chest as they stalked toward her. He got to herfeet stumbling 

into Rue. 

'He!' Honor came forward wrapping an arm around her friend. Alec prowled through the 
small row of bodies, a low growl emanatingfrom his throat. He did not butt herand purr, he just 
growled, at her! 



Bad kit.' he told her. 'bad! 


'thank you, sister.' Honor nodded to Rue hauling He toward the exit, 'we will take care of 
her.' If Rue was going to protestone lookfrom Alecstopped heras he brought up the rear leading the 
two women out into the night air. 

He sways all the way home; she had not even realized how late it had gotten. Or how much 
herfeetache. A lot. 

Her fingers felt swollen and numb from all the numbing cream she had used for doing 

stitches. 

there had been a lot of gashes, twice that many burns. All of them moaned and talked to her 
while she worked. Those who slept were talked to by worried family. 


'He!' 

The children had been worse. They cried and had nightmares, some of them did not have 
family around them. They were byfarthe worse. 

'He?' there had been nothingto judge them by but their faces and that did not speak of 
much more than pain. 

A roll of thunder echo around them. He blinked. When had they made it back to her 

room? 


'While you were in La-de -la land.' Honor answered herunspoken question. 

'Did you enjoy yourself?' Lily came to stand by her mate while tapping a dainty foot. He 
stepped awayfrom the dangerousglint in her eye. 

'-I-' 

'I hope so because we sure had a blast. Do you have any idea how much fun it is to reassure 
twowhining menoverand overthat you are all right and fraughttheir attempts to come afteryou!' He 
turned to Alec. He leaned on her knee low growls still rising from him. She felt it then, a more unnerving 
brooding gaze burning through the side of her face. 'Her?' she turned to the room entrance where she 



knew he would be. Unsurprised to find him there, her mouth pressed into a line shriveling up under his 
glare. 


She had seen him angry before but not murderous, not murderously intent on her alone. 
'Her? I-' there was only one word to say that would make this right. It was the hardest word she had 
ever known. 'I'm sorry for worrying you.' She held out her hand to Alec as a peace offering. 'Forgive me?' 

'I forgive you.'Alec butted her leg. 'Never again. Good kits don't do that.' She would have 
told him she would try notto if he had made it a question. He let it go. Turning to the last hostile stare in 
the room. He took in a deep breath. 

Then there was one. She leaned against the wall, arms crossed and relaxed. His whole frame 
was relaxed and lazy. His face betrays everything. He knewjust how angry he was. Tm sorry.'she 
offered to extend a hand to him. He did not look at it. 'I just meant to do a little stop and then I-' she had 
seen all the children. Rue had told her what was needed and she got swept up in her work. She had 
done whatshe could but there was still so much more. 

Honestly, how was she supposed to know the sun had sunken down into the ground. 'You 
shouldn't have worried.' He continued. 

'He don't-' 

'I'm fine.'she announced to them all. Plopping back against the bedpost. Lily winced. Honor 
just knocked herforehead intoherpalm, repeatedly. Whatwaswrongwith them? 

'No.' The voice to answerwas chilling and cool. He shuddered. 'You're not.' He stared as She 
transformed into a moving, living thing instead of a glowering statue. 'You would do it repeatedly until 
wefoundyou.' 

He clicked hertongue not botheringto disagree. He was right. 'So, here is what is going to 
happen. Princess, for your misdoings-' 

'What!' He jumped up indignant. 'I didn't do anything wrong!' She sways on herfeet but 
stayed vertical. 


'No, but you did something very stupid.' He went on coming nearer. 



'Bad Kit.' Alec brushed her knee, 'you are naughty for scaring us.' He glared down at the little 
traitor. When Lily and Honor made no move to interfere on her behalf, He backed away from the boys 
she adored. The back of her knees bumped into the bed. She glared at the two of them. 

'You wouldn't.'She told them flatly crossing her arms. Putting more conviction into her tone. 
'You. Would. Not. Dare.'To her horror, she came to find out that not only would they, but they also did. 

When they returned to the house, hefollowed herinto herbedchamber. She clambered 
onto the bed, then watched, mesmerized, as he removed hisjacket and waistcoat. He didn't even 
bother to look in the direction that he tossed them, but they landed with unerring accuracy on the chair 
anyway, and she wondered how often he'd followed those same motions. His movements were fluid, 
confident. He sauntered over to the bed, sat on the edge, and placed her bare feet on his lap. Slowly, he 
kneaded the ball of one foot and then the other. 

You're so very skilled at this, she said. 

He rubbed his hands overthe arch of both feet. I'm skilled at many things. His gaze holding 
hers, he moved his fingers in ever-widening circles up to her ankles. His eyes darkened into a challenge, 
but there is onething I've neverdone. 

His hands moved higher, carrying her nightdress with it, reminding her of their first night 
together. She clamped herkneestogether. Ansley, we can't. 

I'm aware of that, but what I want now... I want to see your belly. I want to see where the 
child grows. Ansley' 

How could she refuse such a heartfelt plea? Licking her lips, she nodded. 

Ever so slowly, as though he were unwrapping a precious gift, he moved her nightdress up 
over her knees, past her hips, up to her chest. He placed his hands on either side of her waist and 
studied herincreasing girth. 

So, beautiful, he whispered. He lifted his gaze to hers, and she could see the wonder 

in the 


green, you're so beautiful, Jannie. 



Lowering his head, he placed a kiss on the spot where their child' for this moment in time it 
was theirs'grew. Straightening, he drew her nightdress back down to he rankles. 

I'm glad you're here. I'm glad the child will be born here. 

He joined herthat night, beneath the sheets. His body warm and familiar. Comforting. He 
didn't tempt them with passionate kisses or sensual caresses, but he held her near, stroked her back, 
her arm, her hip. They lay on their sides, facing each other, talking quietly. About his brothers and their 
families. About his mother and Lenny. Her parents were deceased and she found mercy in that for they 
would not know the questionable things she'd done. 

When she fell asleep, his arms were around her, and she felt safe, protected, and,forthe 
first time since Blackmon, she was not lonely. 

Jannie awoke alone to thunderboomingand rain slashing against the windows. 

After ringing for Lily, she climbed out of bed and walked to the window. It was a gray, 

gray day. 

No walks in the garden, but she could stroll through the manor. She was unfamiliar with a 
good bit of it. She'd only been here for the duchess's wedding. Then she'd done no exploring. Surely, 
he'd not mind if she did so today. She would ask him over breakfast. 

But after she was dressed and went downstairs to the breakfast dining room, she discovered 
that he wasn't there. 

He is already eaten, my woman, the butlertold her. he is in his study now, working. 
Would you like me to escortyou there? 

No, that is quite all right. I shall just have something to eat and then I believe I shall 
stroll through the residence if there are no objections. 

None- he informed me thatyou have to leave to treat the house as though it were 
your own. If there is anything you want seen to; you have but to ask. 

Nodding, she turned away and went to the sideboard where an abundance of food waited. 
She'd been unable to eat in the early months and lost her appetite after Welford passed, but now she 



was famished. She ate so much that she thought she might burst. When she was finished, she strolled 
through the residence, imagining herself as loverhere. 

At the top of the landing, in one of the wings, was a portrait gallery. The windows stretched 
the length of the room. She sat in a chair and watched the storm rolling overthe land. It was beautiful, 
yet powerful. It rivaled all the emotions roiling through her. All the feelingsforAnsley that she'd 
squashed were risingto the fore' so quickly, so forcefully. She loved being in his presence. She loved the 
way he made her feel treasured. He would do the same for the child. She could not imagine this child 
growing up and not walking within his shadow. 

Stephen proposed to Mercy there. 

With a start, she smiled and glanced back over her shoulder. He looked so relaxed, so at 
home. To spend all her days and nights with him ...if only this child would wait a yearto be born. 

Leaning down, he pressed a kiss to herforehead before sitting in the chair beside hers, did 
you eat this morning? 

Like someone with no manners. Two plates' worth. You have a wonderful cook. I'll let 
herknow. I could do that. See to your menus, you're not here to tend to my needs. 

I shall go stark raving mad if I have nothing to do because then all I have are my thoughts 
for distraction. I don't like the directions they go. do they want to take you away from here? 

Slowly she shookherhead. no, theyconsiderstaying. 

The pleasure reflected in his eyes warmed her, and she gave herattention back to the rain, 
you have no fox hunting here. no. What do you do when you entertain? shooting. Have lots of birds, are 
you skilled with a rifle, then? 

I'm somewhat of an expert shooter, yes. Considered provingforCousin Green. I 
don't really blame him, you know. He has so much to gain. 

But he could have gone about it differently. I should have spoken to you instead of 

the gossips. 


Is that whatyou would have done? 



I suspect I'd have done nothing' or at the very least, I'd have given you time to mourn. 


Inconsiderate lout. 

She smiled at his disgust with Cousin Green, you take his accusations personally. 

He's threatening to take my child's life miserable. I won't stand for it, Jannie. If you don't 
marry me, I shall bring the full weight of my title to bear against him. even if he is, right? it is a dilemma. 

He didn't remind herthat it could all go away if she married him. Cousin Green mightnot 
care about making her unhappy. Ansley obviously did. She wanted to erase the furrow between his 
brows. She nodded toward the outdoors, what is that building overthere? It was brick and stone. 

Long. A short distance from the residence. 

My pool. I should show it to you when we go on a walk. 

By afternoon the rain had stopped and they strolled through the garden. Then he tookherto 

the pool. 


It was long and narrow, the waterstill, exceptforthe steam rising from the surface. Steps led 
down into it. 


So, you just swim across it? She asked. 

Yes- back and forth. It is not very deep. Even if you don't swim, you could go into it. It 
would be like taking a bath in a huge tub. He laughed, notexactly. I should like to watch you swim 
sometime. 


I suspect I'll be doing a good bit of it at night. 

She stared at him. really? Why everwould you swim at night? 

He cupped herface. you really don't understand how irresistible you are, do you? 
Tilting her head back, he lowered his mouth to hers. The kiss was gentle. An exploring, a 


communicating. Before him, she'd never realized that kisses could take a variety of shapes and forms. 



Softly, provocatively, he teased her senses. She found herself leaning into him, wrapping her 
arms around his waist. He undid no buttons, lifted no hems, and yet she felt as though he were making 
love to her. 


He could convey so much with his lips, with his fingers lightly touching hercheeks, his 
thumbs slowly circling at the corners of her mouth. She wanted to fall into him, against him. She wanted 
him to lie her down and kiss all of her. 

All thoughts of anything beyond the two of them disappeared when he gave hersuch 
undivided attention. Would he still be kissing her like this when they were old? Was it only the newness 
orthe lure of theforbiddenthatspurred him on now? 

Ansley's stomach clenched. It was too soonfor Jannie to have given birth. Dear God in 
heaven, don't let her have lost the child. 

Openingthe message, he stared atthe words that seemed to have no meaning. 

It is with the heaviest of hearts that I inform you that Welford is dying. He asks that you bring 

his jewels. 


The coach traveled down the road, the horses galloping as fast as the coachman could drive 

them. 


Without truly being aware of his surroundings, Ansley stared outthe window as the trees 
and sloping land flashed by.The jewels were safe. He had them in hand. But delivering them seemed 
like such a terribly bad idea. 

Welford is dying. 

He had hosted a fox hunt a few short weeks ago, and all was well. How could he be dying? It 
didn't signify. 

Ansley caught sight of the large boulder that marked the beginning of Welford's property. He 
remembered how Jannie had ordered him to stop when she saw it. He wanted to call up for the driver 
to stop now. He didn't want to continue onto Herndon Hall; he didn't want to see his friend diminished 
by death. Why had he stopped his visits? Fish needed to be caught, foxes chased, and horses are ridden. 
Conversations over whiskey needed to be had. 



He'd thought himself unselfish to leave them in peace, but now he wanted every moment 
back. Death had come with no warning. 

Only three years separated them. What would he do if he had only three years to live? What 
if it was something, they'd done togetherthat resulted in this decline? What if he could have prevented 
it? Had he failed his cousin once again? 

The recriminations swirled through him as the coach turned onto the road leadingthrough 
the estate.The trees were heavy with leaves awaiting the first breath of summer. Gorgeous. He saw a 
fox peer out through the brush and then dash away. It would still be he re for this year's hunt, but 
Welford wouldn't. It was impossible to contemplate. Herndon Hall without Welford...The coach slowed 
'stay here' and he leaped out before it stopped. Although he dashed up the steps, it seemed he wasn't 
movingat all. He barged through the door. 

The butler came to attention, your Grace, is he in his bedchamber?yes. Your Grace, the 
marchioness? she is not left his side. 

He raced up the stairs, taking them two at a time, his heart poundingto an erratic rhythm. At 
least he wasn'ttoo late. 

He hesitatedfora moment outside the bedchambertogatherhimself, regaina calm facade. 
Then he shoved the door open and strode in. 

Although the windows were open, the room shilled of sickness and death. The sunlight was 
doing a poor job of battling the shadows. His gaze fell on the frail figure lying in the bed, then it shifted 
to the girl sitting in a chair beside it. Ansley. 

His name was only a whisper upon her lips, hers a shout within his heart. She rose and 
walked around the bed. His gaze at once dropped to her belly. Was it slightly more rounded than it had 
been before? Impossible to tell. She touched it self-consciously. Tears brimmed in her eyes. She was a 
girl who should never have cause to weep, thank you so much for coming, she said. How could you think 
I wouldn't? As ill-advised as it was, he stepped forward and cradled her face between his hands. He 
could see the toll Welford's illness hadtakenon her,yetstill, she was the most beautifulgirl he'd ever 
seen. Hercourage, herstrength, were all too visible. She was battered but not defeated, how could this 
have happened? He asked. 



Looking momentarily lost, she shook her head. I don't know. His body is poisoned, someone 
is trying to kill him? No, no. His physician says that Welford's body has turned on him. It has stopped 
functioning properly. He is inflicted with a deadly fever. There is no hope. 

He slid his easily her arms and took her hands into his. I've brought my physician. Dr. Roberts. 
He is excellent. We'll see what he has to say. 

More tears welled in her eyes. I'm so glad you're here. I didn't know whether to send 
you' ofcourse, you should have. 

He would have it no other way. I don't know why he was so insistent that you bring him 
his jewels. I don't know what he expects to do with them, he hasn't told you about them, then? 

No. I don't even know what kind they are. Rubies. Emeralds. Diamonds. What does it 

matter? 

It mattered. 

Ansley? Welford croaked, is that you, old man? 

Ansleygave Jannie's hands a final squeeze of reassurance before he strode over to the bed. 
Jannie followed, herfootfalls soft until she was standing at its foot, one hand wrapped around a post as 
though she needed the supportto still be upright. How difficult this had to be for her. Welford looked 
bloody awful. His skin had an unnatural pallor to it. His eyes held no life at all. always in want of 
attention, aren'tyou, Welford? 

His cousin released a weak laugh. I was always the more interesting of us. still are. did you 
bring them? Did you bring my jewels? they're here. I left them in the coach. I need to see them. 

He glanced quickly to the side, to Jannie, before turning his attention back to Welford. you 
haven'ttold Jannie aboutthem. 

No-you do ...that. You owe me ...that. His breathing rattled; each breath labored, it 
is your fault, you know. Your fault I'm here. Wilford, no, Jannie pleaded, don't say these things. 

It is all right, Jannie, Ansley said, let him have his say. He deserved the verbal lashing. 
So, he stoically held his friend and cousin's gaze. 



See? He knows it is true. Just as I've been telling you. It is his fault. Welford struggled 
to push himself up, and Ansley stepped forward to help him, to settle him back against the pillows, 
if only you'd given me the bloody reins, I wouldn't have beenforced to take them from you. 


Nevaeh 
Book: 68 


Sins of the Fallen Angel 


Part: 1 

Preface: 

Death is not something, that I thought about at the age of ten. I would have never thought it 
would be like this... I-we're not saying anything now and let you judge for yourself at what you think. 

You know I would never really said-all that much to anyone- real about this- like how I was going to pass 
on in this life. Yet I had never really given myself any belief to do such a thing, for passing one like this 
was not something to do that for. Ages- months- day-weeks-years I have reasoned with this thought. 
Would you haveguessed that it would have ended like this-1 wouldn't have...? I would not even made- 
believe it like this. 

This all began with me sitting in school, day in and day out looking overall the others around 
me-yetnone was like- he was-not theJoy yetthejoy-youget-getthat? I sit witha spoon in my mouth- 
staring at this- boy I don'tunderstand-yetcan'theipbe feelis right to me. I got upto dumpmy tray, I 
feel like I was holding my breath in- and did not know why-when I happen to see his eyes catching a 



glimpse of mine. Awe- that loving feeling is all that makes me feel right in this gay- of a school 
lunchroom. 


Making my way as I walk nottrying to trip overall the chair legs beingall stumble's I start to 
see the end of the long room come to me, into the obscure eyes of the stalker-the boy, that never lets 
me out of his eyes sight, and he looked pleasantly back at me. I knowthat you would say it was not a 
good way to end- like-a young life-1 see you think, but with me and who I am, I okay with it... I think. I 
feel lost in his eyes like being in a dream of someone, and something no me... nevertheless, I love. It's all 
good here- flashing light starts to play out as I look into his gaze and I haze in my day lost in love land, I 
don't know if I am standing of flouting in his hart- it was that warm... not could at all- like the rest of the 
faces. 


I hope- beyond hope, this would amount to be of something- like lasting- and forever even in 
the forbidding-ness this it is. I strongly heated this freaking town. The one where I knew that I had to go 
back too... I would have never thought of going back to Bradford, for anything- not a friend- not my dad- 
no one but the chances to be in the arm of him-the boy with the eyes that take me away. Yet if I would 
have not done this, I would not be looking into me demise at this very moment- like you must be feeling 
too. 


Funny I keep have flashes about this- like hot moments of him laying with me-yet that was 
upcoming- but felt as they already have taken place. Content- yes, but- oh so frightened of not knowing 
what a boy like him was going to do with my- body, mind, and soul... I was all his- looked into his grasp 
like-1 would not let myselffeel shamelessness, forthis all, what he did, and did not do... I feel in a way it 
was all my choice. Dream what they give-and what life hands you crossed path to me-so dreamy- 
beyond and on top of it all you feel- lost in depth-of any of your outlooks or viewpoints, it's not sensible 
to feel sadden when it all comes to a conclusion where you're ripped back it the real world of BS. I want 
to dram all day in this boys'eyes-where there are no lies- in the hope of young love-to take place. The 
stalker grinned with the perfect white cast at me- and the smooth face, and just right body that would 
mold oh sofine with mine- on my bed. In a friendly-1 wanted all that too- it was a dream I had- like 
finding him outfrom the inside out- the way he strolled forward, was killing me, yet I was thrusting forit 
like he was of me. 


1 



Long ass day- mom was at the wheel, singing songs for the 90's- rocking out a way to hard. I 
was not happy yet not said- some would say emotionless-off to the train station-yes, I had the window 
down my head out like a sick puppy. My dark hair flapping in the wind. My eyesshengin the sunlight, 
my lips too in pink. 

My face- light-and glassing with a shin too-yet with light pink cheeks and freckles. Not to 
could not too warm it was in my mom's hometown of I don't give a shit-you would know where it is 
anyways. 


So why say it... the heavens above a faultless, cloudless light blue on the top and darker on 
the bottom. I was wearing my favorite shirt- tank top, lacey and pink- that is my favorite color if you 
didn't know-what I a young girl here... I like pink like girls like buying undies, which are see-through and 
stingy. My dad is going to have a shit over knowing that one-yet most do at my old school. 

I was wearing it as a farewell gesture- kind of like an F- U to the town that I feel suck old man 
balls! All the kids pick on me for were such a ratty thing. By handbagspotted like a Dalmatian dog. 3 
tops 4 jeans 2 skirts-and 5 pairs of undies. A toothbrush- and bush, and lip gloss also... all that is mine or 
so mom said. I wasfroma suckie town and wenttosuckie school were theyalljustsucked-end of 
story... a small shit dump-were it smelt like cow shit. Now I am off to a place where is always cover with 
low fog. Where are dumpsgushesof prowlingdown rain all thefreakingtime! 

ALL THE TIME! 

Crappie... It showers on this petty town more than any other place in the United States of 
America, or so that is how I feel about it. Some would say it depressed-yet how I see it with my eyes 
that need the change. The place where my mom had me oh like 15 & Vi year a go-do ask about the 
random sex they had to make this dumb ass girl! Gross!They didn't last yet me I did back and forth to 
the one that lovesto heat each other. 

Love is good- no? 

No one keeps it though...yet that was before looking into those eyes... It was in this town. 


that I had been bound to spend a summer break there every summer. 



I am going for 11- and this was where I had my friends... if you can call them that most- older- 
some younger it's more than what I have the land where they all suck! And suck in not a good way! I 
remember back- my dad- a goof-someone that you fall for fast... or so my mom said. 

Gross! 

It was here in this town, that I now emigre myself- an act, that I took with boundless dismay. 

I loathed my old school- the teachers, and all of it. I loved it here in the spring days- with the colors- yet I 
was never her in the school, I was worried about that one fact there. 

I loved the sun and the blistering heat, and all the boys in there swimming shorts, and rock- 
hard chests, just like the girls with their killer bodies, that I don't have- notyet anyways. I think girls can 
be cute... I loved the dynamic, extensive village. The train ride long- and foggy- or highs and lows- and 
tall viaducts- that are 3,000 feet in the air. The cars old- 1800's even if it is 2016. 

Where the glass is smudged with fingerprints- and the coffee is raunchy, like the mood of the 
girl getting the tickets. The cars on the outside golden - orange-whoop- is what I hear as I go to bed in 
the sleeper, hearing the steamer-work hard on the hills. A new day starts a new life forme - in the eyes 
of the death path. 

'Lily,' at last of a thousand my mom said to me-the times before I have gotten the train. 'You 
don't have to dothis...' she was crying forthe only reason was my school life sucked hard, and I was not 
taking any more harassmentand names. Some have said I look more like my dad them my mom-yet 
really, I don't know. 

I see my nose-with my dad-and my lips my mom. Eyes are my dad's... like cerulean... my 
dad's gray- so I have that look to in low light. The boy with the eyes-1 felt a tremor of anxiety as I stared 
at her wide, innocent, un-deflowered, childlike, and vary naive eyes. 

Me-Like- how can I leave my affectionate, uneven, crazy mothertofind myself, asshe did 
way back before I was made? She had my stepdad now-that just did not get me, so the bills would 
probably get paid now that I was not the big mouth in the way of the sex all the time, gross! I don't want 
to know all that- looking at kiss her on the lips! Then she asks were my mouth has been-yea you got it! 

There would be food in the refrigerator, gas in hercar, and my room fortheiroffice now, and 
my sister has the floor as she did in the school, on the other hand... 'I want to go-to get away from it all,' 



I lied... about beingokay... I have... I permanently have been a bad liar, yet not at this one... but I have 
been proverbingthis lie so-o many times, and so freaking frequently times lately, that it sounds almost 
convincing to her- and dad 2 does not even give a shit. I still loveyourdad I just not in love with him-1 
neverwas-tall him helloforme! 

- Okayl 

'I will... mommy' I said sighing as I go on the step of the train car... Mom- 'A big trip for a little 
10-year-old-yet she is fine I no- she's strong... and beenthrougha- lot! I won'tbeseeingyoufora while 
you know that... I went for the next step looking back.' 'You can come home whenever you want, you 
knowthat... (I was thoughtonly if numb nutsdump you)- I'll come right backas soon as you need me, 
wheneveryou feel you need me there.' Nevertheless, I could seethe disadvantage in her eyes behind 
the promise. 'Don't worry about me at all.' 

I commended. 'It'll be fine withoutyou. I love you. Mommy.' (And- she was off...) She 
embraced me tightly for a minute, besides then I got on the train, and she was gone. Dad had honestly 
really not noticed a thing about me coming- He gave the impressionssincerely delighted, that I was 
coming to live with him forthe first time with all the time now-anydegree of immovability. He would 
already get me itemized for high school, then was going to help me get a car- like- a nice new car I 
thought. Awkward-everything is weird with a boy that is yourdad- like in a room with him nextto me or 
peeping in on me, like- doing things... it's so-o going to freak me out- like how do I talk girl stuff with 
DAD? 


Ora dad like his has been to me-the high five dad-you get the type. But then again it was 
sure to be with him anyway. Neither one of us... was what anyone would call talkative. Like - when they 
saw us together in the past days, and I didn't know what was said regardless, or what to say... I knew he 
was more than a little confused about having a girl to look over-he could hardly take care of himself- by 
my pronouncement- like my mother before me, I hadn't made a secret of my revulsion for Bradford. I 
didn't see it as a sign of something bad-just mandatory. I would by this time said my goodbyes to the 
sun also- so I can get even whiter. 

I have made it- of the steps of the last car- number 19- Daddy was waiting for me with the 


hard hat steel on. This I was expecting, too. 



A Barns and Tucker head engineer-of the continuous meaner breathing coal dust to make a 


life for himself-and my stepsister Emely. 

Continuous mining utilizes a Continuous Miner Machine with a large rotating steel drum, 
equipped with tungsten carbide teeth that scrape coal from the seam. Most others on having water 
running down their backs into their ass cracks. My most important impulse behindhand ordering a car, 
and notwithstanding the shortage of my resources, was that I was saying no to be driven around town in 
company periwinkle blue Prius. Nothing say's straight gay like that! 

Dad gave me an uncomfortable, armed around the boob's-or lack of them- hug-from the 
side, when I stumbled into him. 'It's good to see you, hun,' he said, smiling as he routinely caught me like 
I was five and no boys were looking-and stabilized me. He said- you haven't changed much a- lot. How's 
your mom? 'Mom's fine... she asked about you-so like call- we have the technology... It's good to see 
you, too. Dad- but... you need to be less hug-ie.' 

1 wasn't allowed to call him by his name to his face... yet dad was hard for me too. I had only 
a few bags... Most of my LA. Clothes were too holey and skimpy for PA-some would say slut in these 
parts, not for LA. My mom and I had pooled our incomesto extra my wintertime apparel, still, it was 
revealing. It all fit easily into the suitcase with wheels...that I feela concern along. 'I instigate a good car 
for you, really cheap,' he proclaimed when we were short of money. 

2 

I now have my permit- yet I can sweet-talk him into let me go to school alone- it's not that 
far... What kind of car? -1 said the dumb question hopingforsomethingthat would not want me to roll 
up into a little ball and hope to dye... I was doubtful of dad's pick of cars - and cool rides, it's a good little 
heavy car- a good car for you to start with' as opposed to just 'good car.' 'Well, it's an automobile sweaty, 
a ford.' 


Fords suck dad! Maybe so- but not this one... hun... he said snickering like to me as I roll my 
eyes wonder what this shit looks like- it's got to be cute or it going to kill me. yet on like must I at least 
now have a car- cool for that thanks daddy-1 am grateful forthis... money is tight and works hard to 
find- and kids today bratty ass wipes that don't get it- yeti do-1 happy... I just want nice things that are 
all. Myfriendgot a 1990 blue Cadillac Deville forform herdad on herbirthday-1 like it old but 



powerful... old class- it worlds... you can party in the back of that thing! She would know she has-with 
herboy. 


I sure that is where she lost hervirginity. 

Something I need to do-to not suck at life so hard. 'Where did you find it?' I built it for you 
overthe last winter... 'Do you rememberme sayingaboutthis project I had- 'No.' I said wonderingwhat 
the hell? 


'What year is it?' 

I asked more than worried... I could see from his change of expression with mine like - he 
knew I would heat this car. That this was the question he was hoping I wouldn't ask. To see if I would 
approve of him- and his work, and his dad skills... 'Well, I have done a- lot of work on the engine a small 
block 8- it's only a fewyearsold orderthe granddad, really.' WHAT? I said- ha yah here it is hun... 'He hot 
road-ed a 1932 ford sedan for me.' 

Really-wow-1 didn't knowthey had care back then... all cram and tan inside- all new inside 
and outthey don't make um like this anymore-you can say that again I said no sure what to make of the 
whole thing. I opened my eyes to that-to me it was a go-kart...that you feel like you're going to die in. 3 
ON THE FLOOR-what the hell does that mean... ha, you learn- to drive a real car. Do you like the striping 
on it? I hoped he didn't think so little of me as to believe I would give up that easily on something new. 
'When did he buy it? I didn't I found it in a hayfield over in a junkyard.' 

'The man 83 years ago getthis thing new and it was bought?' Funny-dad-so yeah, it's a new 
car... yes kind of for everting is re-done- he had his whole red nick family in this thing- 'gross!' I did not 
eat-1 didn't sleep- all I did was work on this thing after work for you to have when you got home. 'Dad, I 
don't knowanythingaboutcars. 

I wouldn't be able to fix it if anythingwent wrong, and I couldn't afford a mechanic...' 

Nothing is going to back on this thing- and if so let me know... and it's taken care of... 'In actuality, Lily, 
the thing runs great. They don't build them like that anymore.'You're calling me Lily now? Is that okay- 
sure I like it... The thing is, I thought to myself... some- it had potentials - as a nickname, at the very least. 
'How cheap is cheap?' 



After all, 30,000, that was the part I couldn't compromise on. You didn't do that... yes for 
you- remember I did love you all your life-1 hope this makes up for the time lost. Yep... I think I may love 
this car... I hope... He peeked sideways at me with a hopeful expression I should have given-yet he got a 
thumbs up, and I walked out of the garage. Wow- wow- wow- and huh? I am going to get murdered for 
driving this... 'You didn't need to do that. Dad. I was going to buy myself a car.' It's done... here are the 
keys... go and see if you like it... (Test drive) it doesn't even have a radio-don't need it with howto load 
this thing is- lesion to that baby perrrrrrri 'I don't mind... really- sighing... I said. You don't know what 
you have... do you? What...? NO. Something guys assassinate for! Remember that... I want you to be 
pleased here you know, that right?' 

Urn... He was looking ahead at the road when he said this... in I was tugging on the wheel- 
Dad wasn't comfortable with expressing his emotions out loud. I inherited that from him. So, I was 
looking straight ahead as I responded. 

'That's nice. Dad. Thankyou-(hug) I appreciate all this... whateverthisis...' he was looking at 
me with glass eyeswonderingwhat I was thinking about his project, that I didn't like-1 knew him that 
well to know that I was hurting him for not like this... I could see it in he's fading eye color. Besides, I give 
up look in his body as he sits slouched in the set. No need to add that in, me being happy in this town is 
hopelessness-with this thing. He didn't need to suffer along with me for not getting it. Yet I am not 
saying anythingaboutsomething, that is free or given to me as a gift. 'Well, now, you're welcome,' he 
muttered, self- conscious by me thankyou 1,000 times. 

Outside looking out-The entire thing was jade: the trees, their trunks enclosed with moss, 
their branches droopy with a canopy of it, the ground covered with leaves. Even the air filtered down 
greenly through the leaves. 

We stared outthe windows in silence. We swapped a few more commentson the weather, 
boys, my period, and gross things that dad should never know about a girl alone time in her room - and 
where she keeps allthat- me-which was wet, need a bathroom bark and him to go away so I could go to 
my room-somethingelsethatwas old and musty...and thatwas pretty much the dialogue. Thought in 
my room will find out myself deep down- It was lovely, unquestionably; I couldn't denythatfact. In a 
somewhat round room-1 lay in bad and can see out... It was too green- and colorful to me. 

Yet all I wanted to do was get off-and get to readinga bookandgoto bed. Aboutthe time I 
got their dad bust in the door seeing it all- so freaked I don't think I will overplay with myself again, yet 



do you stop or keep going is the question. Eventually, we made it past the fact, that I was spread sparing 
all of it on the clean sheets- all he got out was welcome home Lily- that is all he said-walking back out 
the door. (I did even no she knew howto finger? Awe-wow I don't want to know this-where's here 
mom-or getting her this- Lelo Ella dil... Ah-1 can say that? Not even down the hall, I hear her, and the 
humming-1 not ready for this...) He still lived in the small, two-bedroom house that he'd bought with my 
mother in the early days of their marriage. I look in the glass- and see me the girl with like no chest-1 see 
my hair- as I flip it back over my shoulders... I am not happy with me - or him-or the car- or life, or the 
fact I have no private just to have some girlie alone time. The door is never locked it would lock... so 
whatdo I do aboutthat one?Those were the only kind of days their marriage had- life and play in it. 
back in the day where they nicked on the street- and fee I it up in their room all the time-gross-yet I 
know that too- in front of the house it has never changed, all yellow and cracked with paint-the 
windows fogged with steam from hot to cold. I was never like new-well, new to me- like the car in the 
garage-just something parched over and make as they say right. The care has rounded fenders and a 
swollen cab and 4 doors, not 2. 

It a sports car? I asked new- buy it has the kind of power-1 was like yah, right? This would 
blow the jeans of these boysToyotas; I go to school with and see two kids banging in one that what got 
me... I see sex is somethingthey study he re...this place is shitty, to say the least-1 to my penetrating 
astonishment, I loved it... when I see howthe boys look at me in it- but one boy in particular. I didn't 
know if it would run like this, but I could see myself in it... downing my hair and make-up and blowing 
kisses to him. He is my fantasy in the day before I sleep and in my sensual dreams it's all about him-yet I 
not going to pass up on other looks... I'm a girl. And more, it was one of those solid iron dealings that 
never gets damaged even if so-you're okay with it- the Japanese car's if I was to wreck would be 
destroyed yet I could roll this. 

'Wow, Dad, I love it! Thanks! I said aftercoming home for school the first day I did getto say 
much to anyone I was in la-la land with the boy with the eyes and the hair- and the car.' Just daydream- 
there nothingon the first day anyways otherthan hi- and this is what you will be doing and you all have 
an A for now. I got so sick of hearing that line - okay that nice. (Back) It took only one trip to get all my 
things upstairs and into my newgirly room. Myself here- like-acquired the western facing bedroom, 
which looks out overthe back yard. The room was at home with; it had been being in the right place to 
me since I was born. The wooden floor, the light pink walls, the shiny tin like ceiling, the white lace 
curtains aroundthe windowand pulled back in V-shapes-these were alia part of my childhoodyet I am 



nota little girl- yetdaddyis not getting, that one-like he docenteventhink I sexily active- ha.The only 
changes made were what my dad has made were movingthe crib out for a big girl's bed, and even that 
is a day bed, and adding a desk as I grew, and taking down the playpen. The desk now held a 
secondhand typewriter that is 1888, and a phone with the cord on it- and an old apple 2 next to that no 
internet the line for the modem stapled along the floor to the nearest phone jack. This was a stipulation 
from my motherso that we could stay in touch easily. 

The rocking chairfrom my baby dayswas still in the corner. There wasonly one small 
bathroomat the top of the stairs I didn't even have my own, which I would have to share with Dad. I 
was trying not to dwell too much on that fact. One of the best things about dad is he does hover- and 
that is also the bad thing too. He left me alone to unpack and get settled as you know, a feat that would 
have been altogether impossible for my mother not to have busted in on too- yet she's a girl. It was nice 
to be alone, not to have to smile, as well as look satisfied; a re lief to stare dejectedly out the window at 
the sheeting rain and let just a few tears escape. I wasn't in the mood to go on a real crying spree. I 
would save that for bedtime after-or in the hot shower where you could not see me doing it when I 
would have to think aboutthe coming morning. Bradford High School had a terrifying total of only three 
hundred and sixty-five - now two hundred-students; that was on the first day the drops started, many 
for the teachers saying give upon yourself-and smock pot-or something like that... there were more 
than seven hundred people in myjunior class alone back home. All of the kids here had grown up 
together-their grand parents had been toddlers together. 

(Back) 

I would be the new girl from the big city, a snooping, and a freak creeper. Maybe, if I looked 
like a girl from Pa should, I would think this way... said, dad. Like put something on that is not see- 
through, nevertheless and actually, I have neverfit in anywhere really. I should be tan, sporty, blond 
with big blue eyes-yeah- no- a volleyball player, or an ass shaking cheerleader, perhaps-all the things 
that go with existing in the valley of the sun rays. As an alternative, I was ivory-tender, without even the 
reason for blue eyes or light brown hair, despite the constant sunshine. I had always been slender than 
mostof the others in my gradeat home with mom, buteasy-goingsomehow, visibly nota sports 
person; I didn't have the essential hand-eye coordination to play sports, like without embarrassing 
myself-and harming both myself and anyone else who stood too close. When I broke down putting my 
clothes in the old white dresser, I took my purse moving of my shoulder and down to the bathroom floor 
necessities and went to the communal bathroom to clean myself up after the day of travel. I looked at 



my face in the mirror as I brushed through my tangled, damp hair. May- hap's it was the light, then again 
already I- myself looked washed-out, all-natural without makeup and clothing just all me showing. My 
skin could like me could be pretty- if not forthis and that- all the things a girl like me wants to change... 
weall do don'tsay we don't. It was very clear, almost translucent-looking-but it all depended on color. I 
had no color here...to speak of-facing my pallid reflection in the mirror, I wasforcedto admit that I was 
lying to myself, that I would be love for me. It wasn't just substantially, that I would neverfit in 
anywhere. 


Plus, if I couldn'ttreasure a place in a school with three thousand individuals, what were my 
odds here? According to legend, when a human dies and then returns to the world as a fallen angel, he 
or she no longer has a soul. The unlucky individual is now a fallen angel. It was once believed that 
mirrors cast back the image of the body and the soul; therefore, if you didn't have a soul, you couldn't 
have a reflection. Mirrors also used to contain some silver (not anymore, so don't go and break yours up 
trying to score beer pennies), which could also have made a fallen angel's reflection hard to see. Silver, 
as pretty much everyone knows, is toxic to the undead. Seriously, if you don't know that, what have you 
been doingwith yourlife? Enjoying it? 

Knows that fallenangelssuck ... yourblood! 

Seriously though, doyou knowthe history behind modern fallen angel lore? These creatures 
of the night have been lurkingaround fora very longtime, although the princes and princessesof 
darkness have taken on different guises and mythologies throughout the ages. Here are some things you 
probably didn't know about fallen angels. If the items on this list are old news to you, you might want to 
take a look in the mirror and check for a reflection... your blood I Okay. It didn't work so well at that time. 
Ancient Egyptians had all kinds of gods. The warrior goddess Sekhmet had the very bad habit of walking 
among men, slaughtering them and then drinking up all of their blood. She needed thousands of jugs of 
blood, sometimes mixed with beer, eitherto quench herincredible thirst or because she was an 
unstoppable party animal. One of hernicknames wasthe 'Lady of the Bloodbath.' 

Another was 'Lady Who Maybe Stole My Cellphone.' If she ever is reincarnated, you might 
wantto refrain from inviting heroverfor your next Halloween costume party, because she will ruin 
bobbing for apples like that. Let's see, cows are grouped in herds, geese gather in gaggles, fish in 
schools...What would you call a large group of fallen angels flying your way? Well, other than 'nothing 
good is aboutto happen,'you could officially say, 'Look, there's a brood, clutch, clan, covenorpack of 



fallen angels overthere. Maybe we should head in the opposite direction. Wait, I dropped my thesaurus. 
Don't leave me, the only friend!'Why I say this and what I have to compare to with the eyes of the 
Stocker. All right, the fact that the historical Dracula wasn't a nice guy is stating the obvious, but the 
level of his evil is quite shocking. It was said that Vlad of Walachia, who also went by 'Vlad the Impale,' 
neverate a meal without Ottoman Turks, impaled on stakes, dyingall around him. This 15th century 
Romanian monster left, at one time, 20,000 corpses stuck on pikes outside of his castle as a warning to 
all who would dare challenge him. When a corpse became too rotten to display any longer, Vlad had no 
problem making a new one to take its place. He took his nickname very seriously. ('Vlad the Home 
Decorator' neverquite took.) This doesn't always work. If a fallen angel bites you, not all hope is lost. 

Different societies believed there were different cures for the affliction known as 
fallenangelism. Here are somethings you can do if you suspectthose marks on yourskin aren'tfrom a 
mosquito, or you want to keep an unwanted fallen angel away:... Eat lots of Basil- No ... Gather 
hawthorn branches and use them as a repellent (they also make lovely wreaths)... Bury potential fallen 
angels face down so they'II dig the wrong way when trying to get out (fallen angels are mad dumb.)... 
Spread salt around the house- NO... Wear a cross (a no-brainer) - NO - Decapitate the fallen angel 
botheringyou-Yes, they hunt you down-for that moment they so need with you- love or creepy? 

You pick...? ... Wear iron (not silver) jewelry- NO ...And last but not least, scatter seeds 
around your house because fallen angels like countingthem and can get distracted, which will give you 
time to escape. 

Myth doesn't know... - No Can be killed with a wooden stake- Maybe-yet that old customs. 
Well suck your blood for fun-Yes and No... their picky these days, like the won't pre- untouched girls... 
that how most boys should be. 

3 

I didn't communicate/interact well with people my age at all or at least in my hometown I 
didn't. Perhaps the truth was that I didn't relate well to girls, period and boysor just dumb d*ick suckers 
at my old school. 

Even my mother, who I was closer to than anyone else, was never in agreement with me, 
aboutmy choices of what I wanted in life, never-everon preciselythe Lily page. Nowandthen, I 
marveled if I was seeingthe things within my eyes, which the rest ofthe world was seeing within theirs. 



Maybe there was a fault in the stars some were down the line, in my life, and my brain. Conversely, the 
reason didn't matter... All that signified was the result or outcome of all that I and they see. 

Besides, tomorrow would be just the commencement. Do what is magnificent to me and you. 
I didn't sleep well last night, and even after- like-1 was done crying and stuff. The continuous whizzing of 
the showers, besides the wind across the roof, wouldn't diminish into the upbringing. As I pulled the 
faded old quilt over my head wishing I was not scared of everything and everyone-the past hunting me 
like he eyes look into mine in my room even if I don't know him yet, and later added the pillow under 
me to rub on- it feelgood like a boy would when you need a hug. However, I couldn't fall into a slumber 
'til aftertwilight, and the moon showing its soft light down on me when the rain lastly developed into a 
softer relaxed trickle overhead in bed. The dense fog- broke away in the sky so I could see all this out the 
double doors on to the veranda of my room, was all I could see out my window in the daybreak, as well 
as I could feel the in closed spaces was all like creeping up on me. You could never see the sky here or so 
I thought; it was like a barred enclosure. Mealtime with dad was a quiet event before the school day like 
at 6 am. He said to me-good luck at school- hun...and don't get pageant. I winked and walked out of the 
room rolling my eyes with a simple look on my face. Good luck has a habit of dodging me, for I suck 
hard-at life, and everythingwantstosuckthat out of me too. Daddy afterme, offto the mains foran 
earl shift, that is his wife and family to him breathing in a little coal dust-that was what made him feel 
alive- you can hear it in his whizzing hacking. I would drive away- looking for the right roads to go down 
to be the doors on time... 

(Thoughtsaboutthe home) 

My motherhad stained the filing cabinetseventeen years ago, in an attemptto bring some 
daylight into the house. Overthe small firebox in the next-doorsmall, yet a family-sized room was a row 
space were pictures hung next to the steps. Look over all this slowly- like I am doing now-the first 
photo-a wedding picture of mom and dad in a small church outside the town some...then the re is one 
of the three of us in the hospital after I was born lovely- and gross, taken by a caring RN, keep an eye on 
by the demonstration of my school pictures up to last year's- look at that girl that has no teeth in the 5th 
grade-and then braces in the 9th. Those were awkward to look at-1 would have to see what, I could do 
to get dad to put them somewhere else so I don't have to see him go down the line saying the - old story 
that, I have heard over and over about me being the little girl he has loved-and lost- like-to his b*itch of 
a wife, at least while I was living here I saw that... It was awkward, being in this house, not to grasp, that 



dad had never gotten over my mom even if it is a dude about it- he loves her still. It made me feel 
uncanny and mysterious about everything I don't get. Is that how you would define 'uncommentable'...? 

That nice forthat is not the right wording, and you should knowthat... I didn't wantto be too 
early to school or tardy, on the other hand, I couldn't holiday in the restaurant any longer. Yours truly 
throw on my jacket-which had thefeel blob-ie of a way to big- and controlled out into the showers- 
falling harder now. It was just hammering down still, not enough to soak me through-directly as I 
reached forthe checkto pay-that was always hidden underthe cup-1 had with coffee in it. Nowoutand 
under, the roof space by the door, and looking up. The splashing of my new spotted water-resistant 
rubber boots was fear-provoking-to me was it never rain before in my hometown. I missed the 
pavement and not the typical crunch of gravel as I walked. I couldn't pause, also to appreciate my car 
again, as I wanted to do so-1 was in a panic to get out of the misty wet, which whirled around my head 
and body, and clung to my hair getting all matted down with drippage. Inside the car, it was nice and dry, 
yeti didn't watto get the inside muddy or wet, yet I didn't see not doing just that. It will clean off - my 
dad said-the night before-don'tworryaboutit... it's an everyday drivercar. My dad had noticeably 
cleaned it up, but the tan padded seats still smelled new, yetthe car has, that used old must, like old 
gasoline and oil. The v8 engine started quickly, like always after cocking it... to my relief, it's old yet good, 
but loud roaring to life, and then idling at top volume until I had it set right. Well, a truck this old was 
bound to have a flaw. 

The antique radio worked, a plus, that I hadn'texpected. Findingthe school wasn'ttough the 
seconded time around, the school was, like most other things dark and depressed, just off the-what 
that call a highway. It was not obvious that it was a school; only the sign, which declared it to be the 
Bradford High School, made me stop and think maybe I would fit in some now- like a new start. Like 
looking at somethingform the 1950's, built with burgundy-colored bricks. There were so many trees and 
shrubs, that I couldn't see- bigto small... where is the feelingofthe organization? I wondered 
nostalgically. Where were the mesh fences, block out the rest of the world-and the town? 

I parked in front-with the fresh men-for I was cut off by most-yet they know me now by the 
car- the lot with the building which had a small sign overthe door reading breeze-way-to hallway. No 
one else was parked there, so I was sure it was off restrictions, on the other hand, I obvious I would get 
directions inside be some creep wanting to feel me up instead of circling in the rain outside like an idiot 
like I wantedtodo. I feel already it's goingto bea long year. I stepped unwillingly out of the toastytruck 
cab and walked down a little stone path lined with dark hedges. I took a deep breath before opening the 



door. Inside, it was brightly lit and warmerthan I'd hoped. The office was small; a little waiting area with 
padded folding chairs, orange-flecked commercial carpet, notices, and awards cluttering the walls, a big 
clock ticking loudly. Plants grew everywhere in large plastic pots as if there wasn't enough greenery 
outside. The room was cut in half by a long counter, cluttered with wire baskets full of papers and 
brightly colored flyers taped to its front. There were three desks behind the counter, one of which was 
manned bya large, red-haired woman wearingglasses.She waswearinga purple t-shirt, which 
immediately made me feel overdressed. The olderblond-gray haired woman looked up. 'Can I help you- 
she was nasty in more than oneway?' Everything looked straight out of the 50s. 'I'm Lily Lea Kingston- 
Amzel-or was before, I was adopted by the daddy, I know Mr. Anderson.' I remembera little my 
stepbrothers and sisters like-Gracie and Grant, there were many-1 seethe many graves in my mind and 
that house. 'I have your schedule right here, and a room buddy of the school.' I well-versed her, the girl 
nextto me said here I got this- and saw the instantaneous awareness light her eyes- like she had a girl 
crush on me. Don't hurt me-1 said out load- oh I wasn'tjust going to showyou around-why? I wantto 
silly- she said. I was expected, a topic of gossip no doubt. 

The woman looks up and said this is my daughter, I asked herto do this foryour new- be nice 
you too. And have fun and welcome to Bradford hun! Say hello to your dad he was a slacker in my class 
back in the day-your mom my pet! I smiled some and walked out the door with her girl holding my hand 
awkward-1 don't want the boys or one thinks the wrongthing. Girls can do that right...? 'Undeniably,' 
she said... to me fori was thinking out loud. I get sick of hearing that one too, I can say what's on my 
mind. She dug through a precariously stacked pile of documents on her desk till she found the ones she 
was looking for. She brought several sheets to the counter to show roe, as I sat in homeroom with the 
boys looking at this girl- be too chatty with me-and like I was somethingthey didn't understand. 

To friendly some- a boy was sniffing my hair. Also looking down my backside. She went 
through my classes for me, prominence the best route to each call even if the school is a nightmare to 
get from one place to the other. Doors that lock- themselves I love it! Boys, that can't keep their hands 
to themselves I love it! Teachers that don't see anything- but you; I love that too! She gave me a yellow 
slip as late pass, so I would have each teacher sign stating-1 was the new-be, asshole from CA! CAto PA! 

I became with you on the second day! Which I was to bring back at the end of the day with all the names 
to see if I was making it as an ass here. If I hear about this girl bleed one more time -1 going to shove 
something in here- and it's not there-1 just want to jab pins in my ears! Back to my first class, this girl 
was with me the whole freaking day- sucking my butt- not literary, but close She smiled at me and 



hoped, like dad, that I would like it here in this d*ickof a town-was I well pledger it as I did in my home 
town. Speaking of that god look at that boy looking at me yet again-1 smiled back as realistically as I 
could of his dreaminess. When I went back out to my car now at the end of day two, other students 
were starting to arrive outside with me in the lot. I drove around the school back to the lot I should have 
been in seeing all the - faces within the day-their mouth hang some with me being in my ride... 
followingthe line of traffic out and down the hill. I was glad to see, that I was not killed or flipped off- 
nothingflashy lookat the tiny sh*itwagons. 

All 2000s and crappy made... on the road- coming up to my home where I now live-1 passed 
all the home were some have less than me-was that possible?The few lower-income neighborhoods, I 
could see that they were hattingon the prey girls- the group I may get it with some hope, itthe boy with 
dreamy eyes takes me... anyways- my home is one of the shity- nicest home as they call it... I hear chat 
already about me and where I come from. Something I did deserver to just have fallen out of my ass 
hole. They did seethe car- yet that is going to be next I am sure. It was a common thing to see a new 
type ofstudentin their clicks. The nicest car herewasa shinyToyotas onlya yearold, and it stood out... 
nextto the miss maxed dinged up and jacked up crap everyone else had Still, I cut the engine as soon as 
I home and pull in the driveway- reflectingon the day-as I was in a spot of time lost in the daydream of 
the boy so that the thunderous volume stopped with a backfire-that wouldn't draw attention of the old 
bitchy lady nextdoorthat I know she thinks I'm the newtownslut. Yet hergrandchild girls on the see¬ 
saw are getting off-and no one gets that one. It bouncingthe sit out of it... rub and play, that all I will 
say... 


(Back) 

I looked at the agenda, trying to memorize it nowthe days and the rotations-with the times 
that change too; with any luck, I wouldn't have to walk around with it stuck in front of my nose all day, 
like the kick my ass sing on my back and re-tard on my forehead with blacksharpie. I stuffed everything 
in my handbagthat is biggerthan me, with everfood snackand drankyou could want, slung the strap 
over my shoulder, and sucked in a huge breath one that I did not think I need to take-yet I would surely 
pass out. I can do this sh*it! I lied to myself weakly. No one was going to bite me - not yet anyways-with 
some of the eyes on me- and with some of the looks I was getting-1 was beggingto wonderthat one 
also. So far, I knew I would be asking for it if I could get it- and I want him- oh yes him to do justthat... 
kiss and suck on me, that what every girl wants- right? I kept my face pulled back into my hood as I 



walked to the sidewalk, crowded with teenagers. My plain black jacket didn't stand out, I discerned with 
the release. 


4 

Back thinking about the day... The classroom where small. The individuals in front of me 
stopped just inside the door as we wanted of the first bell, off down the halls you seethe kid in their 
lockers or fiddling with the lock on their way for homeroom. I imitative them and did as they did, they 
were 50 or so girls, one a porcelain- colored blonde, the otheralso pale, with light brown hair and the 
others had dark to what I could see without glasses it was a new look I was trying. At least my skin 
wouldn't be a standout here, with all the others that a far face like fallen angels. 

They all look at me like a tasty snack before bedtime. As well as the want me to be the 
headline in the story. I tookthe slip upto the teacher, a tall my life history to every class that day; a hair 
looking the main man whose desk had a plate classifying him as Mr. Tomeans. 

He gazed at me when he saw my name - he snarled at me- like I was cow-shit on his floor! Not 
an encouragingresponse tosay the least-1 knew I was falling already-the second day of this... and for 
sure, I was pissed off with no way to say what I wanted to- and I beamed the color red... with frustration 
and pour-anger. But then again, at least he pointed me in the direction of an empty deskat the front 
nextto the sped kid he compared me too without introducing me to the class. 

I see I am notthe class retard. It was harderfor my newequalsto stare at me in the back, 
nevertheless one way or another, they accomplished justthat. I kept my eyes down on the reading, an 
assignment that was given-a list the teacher had given me to do of why I need to be in this class - typing 
my name-and no basic pc skills. I'd already read everything! need to know- last year in my old school 
this shit is dumbed down yetthe teacher, think I am the one that is the dumbass in the room. You need 
to do this over-why? 

For I said so-that not an answer I said-you don't talk here-that's comforting... I said- go to 
the office... I questioned if my mom would send me my folder of old essays, so I would not have to do all 
this over-yet I sure with this ass it's going to be more than once of each one, or if she would thinkthat 
was cheating. I went through the different arguments with her in my head was spring at the fact the 
teacherwasa jerkto me and some others like me that were newora typethatwas not his pick, while 
the teacher murmured on, not saying much of anything at was worth hearing about... there was even a 



back story here of how he lovesfishing-and why his ears were so big- and taped back as a kid. When the 
bell lastly rang out in, a muffled buzzing bon-n-ing sound, a gangly boy with skin problems, and hair 
black as an oil slick leaned across the aisle to talk to me. 'You're the CA girl- your name I don'tcare to sit- 
he looked like the more than usually unhelpful, dick you no... from your past-the kind of creep, that 
hangs in strip club shoving money down young girls' undies, for the hell of it... 'You CAgirl' he said -1 
modified that with my name-yetagain his said I don'tcare whatyourname is. One and all withina four- 
seat circle turned to look at me, being the target of his dumb puns. 'Where's your next class?' he asked. 

Why? 

He said-you're not going... I going to sit on your lap until you get this right- it is right. I said- 
no... I say not, he said to me... 'You go and you fail.' And -1 walked out! I had to look into my handbag, for 
were to go... yeti was not staying there... for his crap. There was nowhere to look without meeting 
curious eyes. Orteacher, that did not get the CA girl. 

I'm headingtoward the environmental room, I could showyou the way... the girl, which was 
not in my calls beforehand show out of no we re -1 could have used her there- hilarious you never have 
half eyes, when you need them. 

Over-Helpful. 'I'm Julia Lynn. Jones,' he added. I grinned timidly. 'Thanks-1 need you.'Awh- a 
friend's then? She asked I said- awh sure! (Forward up to the end of the day) We got our coats, and I 
dumped off my books all 10 that was weighing me down and headed out into the rain for the car that I 
hopedwould start fast. I could have swornand not undermybreathabout the whole day-several 
individuals in arrears around me, were walking close to me and she, so much, that is was enough to 
eavesdrop. I hoped-1 wasn'tgetting paranoid, about them all not liking me. The girl Julie-we talked 
about my movie yetthat was everyone here, and boys and girls chat... yet it was nice to see someone 
with a friendly face being nice to me... she was the only one, so far... I was beingoptimistic. 'Very...!"lt 
doesn't rain much there, does it?' she said - nope- do you want to come over-sure... and she did- she 
was the first in my car too. 'Like- only 4 / 5 times a year.' 

'Wow, what must that be like...?' she deliberated. 'It's Luminous,'She asked me? I told her 
yes. 'You don'tlook very bronzed-orcovey-or virgin.' What? I squid- howwould you knowthat-that 
what all the girls are saying you no. will I am-that one and sun-1 was the indoors type... I hate sports or 
things that make you sweat. When to her home instead-where her mother is partly passed on 
something like alcoholic... that is mixed.'She willful my face in trepidation, and I for one moaned with a 



long gasping sigh. With some hand movant, and eyes rolling to the right. It looked like clouds, and a 
sense of humor didn't mix. A few months of this and I'd forget howto use sarcasm. Next day - (lunch) - 
We walked back around the lunchroom, not long after I have a gym so I did not want to overeat. 

My girlfriend Julie walked me right to the door, and down the line, though it was marked 
where I need to be with their looks. She not a prep-yet not a sped kid either-1 not that just making a 
comparison. 'Well, good luck,' she said as I touched the handle. 'Maybe we'll have some otherclasses 
together today.'she sounded careful looking down her list, and then mine. I smiled at him vaguely and 
went inside. The rest of the morning passed in about the right- fashion. My Trigonometry teacher, Mr. 
Meyer, whom I would have detested anyway just for the reason that of the subject he taught, was the 
only one who made me stand in front of the class, looking like a dumb butt- and havingto do things I 
hated, I neverlike reading in front of othersorfamiliarize myself with newfaces. Me- here-1 mumbled, 
go red, and trip over my own feet on the way to my seat. Ha, I can rhyme... nice right? 

God, I am dumb! Subsequently thetwoclasses, I had, not long after lunch period, I was in 
progress to differentiate many of the faces in each period of all the classrooms. There was always 
someone doingsomethingthat I could not understand, orsomething wacky to me, and my ways of 
doing a thing- thing that I was not custom too... the thing that I knew where the wrong form that I would 
do back home. I was neve rone for the meet and greeting shit! It's just not my thing here... I don't like 
others-snobby as fuck! Plus, ask the - freak'n questions-and personal things, over and over about who I 
am. Diplomatic- drama-1 don't give a flying shit! Aboutyou or where you're from-or whatyou did or did 
not do last night with your legs open! - God, why? As well as, that was not even in the front with the 
dude talking up there... I was having a 3- way with my head! Them-and dude up the re saying feaking 
nothing! But- blah- blah- blah! I tried to be, but mostly I just lied a- lot. Tove Lo- Habits- High all the time 
was playing in my mind overand over- as I was singing outthe lyrics. True with me and most girls now 
are justthat- in and out of the school walls. 

The Chain-smoker's- Roses, also was playing in my earbudsas I was walking down the hall 
with only one in... One girl sat nextto me in the room, in both Trigonometry, French, and History, and 
she walked with me to the refectory for lunch like the day that passed - it's all the - just one day later. 

She was petite, like onefootshorterthan my five foot 2 inches. In contrast, herwildly curly dark hair her 
look cute yet odd too to me- it was all part of her-and her way wacky ways... and her bouncing off the 
walls- like the difference between our heights she was just a little offbeat, with the others. Brown eyes- 
that had to lookup at me as odd too- fori was always the one to do that... I was the small one at my old 



school. I couldn't recollect her name, so I grinned and bobbed my hand to her saying hey to me, as she 
gibbered about teachers, classes and her girlfriend that she dating. I didn't try to keep up with her motor 
mouth-and trippy wording, which was just too far articulate forme to grasp. So, I just had the dumbest 
look on my face of augh! Us-she and I, we sat at the end of a jampacked table with several of her 
friends, not at the lower end. Yet not popular either, whom I introduced her to Lily the girl Velcro ed to 
my butti swear, to you she is... I forgotall theirnamesas soon as she spoke themwhen I wentdownthe 
long line of faces, which didn't like me, that much for beingthe girl from CA. 

They seemed impressed by her bravery in speaking to me. The girl from Jess, Paul, waved at 
me from across the room. They're not my type yet okay. You can't have it all... I thought so why not. 
(Back) we were all there talking in the room seeing the eyes that were looking- and ours looking back- 
it's whatgoeson in the lunchroom-with gossiping an intake or all senses, tryingto make tete-a-tete's 
with 5 or 6 enquiring strangers that want to know all the gross details of my life - love life- and girlie 
parts, that I first saw them. The only girl I like- liked was Lily. Not to date or anything- not yet- but a good 
girlfriend-witch I could trust here in this wasteland they call Bradford School, the groups all of them look 
over them with youreyes, they were sitting in their clutches some like the stonerin the corner-1 do that 
shit yet not as much as they do-1 would say we're all slackers here-that group is now everyone. Look 
around all the IQ's are 5% or less to me-yet they called me as that walking in the door. All the minds are 
lost in space- its etherthe music-or the drugs-or the ass whole in- which they were brought up... 

You can seethe drugs rolling through this place, and the lack of caring for others, and the 
scents of those, which should just drop out now; and save us all from slowing down in the class were in 
together. Yes-1 want to be as far away from that scene as I can- where I sat as possible in the long room. 
There were five of them. They weren't talking, and they weren't eating, though they each had a tray of 
untouched food in front of them. They were n't gawking at me, unlike most of the other students. So-o it 
was safe to stare at them without fear, of meeting an excessively interested pair of eyes. 

However, it was none of those things, which held my interest, and caught, my attention. I see 
a boy now looking at me, there were like 5 in a grouping-at the jock table smashing food into each 
other'sfaces. Yetthat is most of the boy species. Unique thought I see this one was so much lager them 
the other in the pack there- to descried the boy- he is what I would call muscle, a weight lifter, with dark, 
curly hair, and completely serious. Another was taller, was less fat, but still powerful, with honey blond 
hair andgreeneyes-thejokester,ofthe5orso I could seethatfrom here-notmuch of a reader-yethe 
was doing something write a book, that caught my eye - so maybe there is hope for the boys in the world. 



The last was lanky, less bulky, with untidy, bronze-colored hair. He was more boyish than the others, 
who looked like they could be in college, or even teachers here ratherthan students. The girls were 
opposites... but nice if you could say that... one more than the outer. The tall one was majestic to me yet 
not as a dream as him- overthere...you see him- no keep looking. Don't miss him overall the others... 
anyways see this girl over there too she had a beautiful figure-cute something I want and might ask if... 
nah- at some point, the kind you see on the coverof the Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue - no playboy 
you see more nudity in that these days, the kind that made every girl around hertake a hit on her self¬ 
esteem just by being in the Lily room. 

Her hair was golden, gently waving to the middle of her back. The short girl was pixie-like, 
thin in the extreme, with small features. Her hair was a deep brown, not long yet not short, besides 
pointing jagged like downward in that direction. They all had very obscure - like eyes notwithstanding the 
range in hair tones. All of them looking differing yet the Lily, to their style... yet notin the family. All of 
them had a white, paling face that was eerie to me and the way I look even, with me I am white yet this 
was spooky. Like, have not seen the light of day for 5 years' sight. It was a sun less town anyways-you 
could see that-yet this was just odd to me. There are the palest of all the students, here in the varying 
room. There was like- no pigment in their flesh. 

They also had dark shadows underthose eyes - purplish, bruise-like shadows. As if they were 
all suffering from a sleepless night, or almost done recove ring from a broken nose. Though their noses, 
all their features, were straight, perfect, angular. Butthen again, all this is not why I couldn't stare away. 

I was lost in it all. I was seeing all them looking at me as I was looking at them-all dis-similar. So diverse, 
yet- in a way-so comparable, were all overwhelmingly, coldheartedly lovely. They were expressions you 
neverthoughtyah would see, to see excluding maybe on the blended pages of a style magazine. 

I could say it looked as if it was highlighted by a timeworn masteras the face of an angel with 
that look of angelic. It was hard to decide who was the most beautiful - maybe the perfect blond girl, or 
the bronze-haired boy. They were all looking away, yet it felt like all eyes were on me - away from each 
other, away from the otherstudents, away from anything in particular as far as I could tell really as of 
that moment. 

Like the story- of forbidden... I see this go slowly. As I watched, he does... nothing but 


temptation, and lust... I was feelingforthis boy... that was looking at me like I was his next meal. The- 
unbitten apple, was like kissed to his lips and I gotthe flash of him nextto me breathing in my ear- and 



readyto do thesameto me on the lips. Holding me tight just as he was holdingthe apple-squeezing it 
like a hug. I sip on my milk... and walked away with a quick, graceful lope that belonged on a runway. I 
watched, amazed at her lithe dancer's get up out of my set and step forward, doping my try-1 see her 
doing the same-1 sashayed through the one leftside doorway, moving so much hastily, then I would 
have thought was possible with me being so clumsy. My eyes darted backto the others, who sat 
unchangingly. 

'Whom are they... and why do they care about me- in this way?' 

Lunch is now over- and I walked to my locker to get books-from the re I go to my next class 
that sucks- butt-1 asked the girl from my Spanish class, whose name I'd forgotten. For notes and a pen... 
As she looked upto see who I meant... though already knowing, probably, from my tone ... suddenly he 
looked at her, the thinner one, the boyish one, the youngest, perhaps. 
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He looked away quickly, more quickly than I could, though in a flush of embarrassment, just 
the same as I- then-1 dropped my eyes... to that feeling... the same as he... did- oh so-shyly. In that brief 
flash of a glance, his face held nothing of interest... it was as if she had called his name, and he'd looked 
up in spontaneous response, by now have decided not to respond. Him-this boy-this one that I feel in 
love with at first look... He looked at my neighborforjust a division of a moment, and then his obscure 
eyes glimmered as they look the way into mine. Kids that don't get me-giggled, me I am in 
embarrassment, looking at the table like I did you want to run home and never-ever come back. 

There were kids all around him blared out, all I saw- like was him... the- um- perfect love. 
That what I want-and what every young girl asks for- Mr. hot young and right just for her- and only hers, 
not to share- and vis-visas. 

I peeped out of the corner of my sight, at the beautiful boy and then full-on into the eyes of 
the forbidden, love-stricken, I lookat everythingthat is him his hand, his face, his fingers, his body. And 
those eyes that I can't stop looking at... the lips- kissing the apple... in a sucking bit. His mouth was 
moving very slowly passionately, his perfect lips barely opening as his hands move away from his mouth. 


The otherthree still looked away, and yet I felt he was speaking quietly to them. 



Strange, unpopular names, I thought. The kinds of names grand parents had. But maybe that 
was in vogue here ... small town names? I finally remembered that my neighbor was called Jessica, a 
perfectly common name. There were two girls named Jessica in my History class back home. 

'They are... very nice-looking.' I struggled with the conspicuous understatement. 

'Yes!' Jessica agreed with another giggle. 'They're all together though... eating-yet more into 
me then the food going down, I mean. And they live together.' Her voice held all the shock and 
disapproval of the small-town feel, I thought unsympathetically-that was my first impression of her-1 
wounded if that would change at all. it would cause gossip if I would do anything right or wrong at this 
point. It was said that his dad was something important to the town... a Ph.D. of the medical filed, they 
had about 15 kids in their home at onetime... not all theirs but- they seemed to all be the same in away. 
There was one in each grad... all good kids and old-fashion if you wantto point it out.' you the type 50's 
whys of thinking- really kind over nice ... like I think it's nice forthemto take care of all those kids when 
they're so young and everythingthemselves. They are young... also- it doesn't look right to me... when I 
passed them goingdown the street... in my car.' 

Throughout this discussion, my eyes flickered again and again to the table where the strange 
family sat. They continued to look at the walls and noteat. 'I guess so,'Jessica admitted reluctantly, and 
I got the impression that she didn't like the doctor and his wife forsome reason. With the glances she 
was throwing at their adopted children, I would presume the reason was jealousy. 

'I think that Mrs. Cullen can't have any kids, though,'she added as if that lessened their 
kindness. 'Have they always lived in town-she said?' I did not ask-yet I got the info. Surely, I would have 
observed them on one of my summertime here with my dad in years past. I felt a gush of shame, and 
release of anger. Disappointment for the reason that, as lovely as they were, they were popular-the 
most- of all them. Respited by all... He must be, the youngest, one he looked up and met my gaze yet 
again, this time with evident inquisitiveness in his appearance. As I observed summarily away, it seemed 
to me that his glance held more love than I everthought possible... something... I could not explain. He 
has black hair... blue eyes...just everything right...l peeked at him from the corner of my eye-as I sat 
look past them all into those eyes, that glowed - like...and he was still staring at me-with lust, gazing 
hard, and long not braking the look-1 was it... confused was the expression we both had... Then I glanced 
at him again- like- he's gorgeous to me, I knew he was feeling the same it was showing to them all that 



heat me for it... of course, but don't waste your time. It was-said- in the chats, he doesn't date a girl- 
that- none fit his type. None of the girls here are good-looking enough for him, or slut is not the type. 


My undiesdon'tcome off- ha- look at this one she not wearingany... she sniffed and 
whipped hernose-grossly, just pick it I thought- a clear case of fucking-freaking- piss-e grapes. I 
wondered when he'd turned her down, my smile is hidden under my frown... as I bit my lip- shyly. I was 
nervous notto be late for class on my first day. I sat at the table with Jessica and her friends...The girl-1 
was sayingabout- she was shy, too... with him... yet his friend so maybe I will put up with her. His face 
was smiling, she turned away, longerthan I would have thought-if I'd been sittingalone, I would feel as 
she did. but I thought his cheek appeared lifted, after a few more minutes, the four of them left the 
table together. They all were noticeably graceful... even the big, brawny one. It was unsettling to watch. 

The one named Edward didn't look at me again. 
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He and I-We walked to class together in silence. Just look into those eyes... As I walked down 
the aisle to introduce myself to the teacherand get my slip signed, I was watching him surreptitiously. 
Just as I passed, he suddenly went rigid in his seat. He stared at me again, meetingmy eyes with the 
strangest expression on his face ... it was hostile, furious. I looked away quickly, shocked, going red again. 
When we entered the classroom. He wentto sit at a black-topped lab table exactly like the ones I was 
used to. He already had a neighbor. All the tables we re filled but one. Next, to the center aisle, I 
recognized him by his unusual hair, sitting next to that single open seat, we sat side by side. I kept my 
eyes down as I wentto sit by him, puzzled by the unfriendly stare he'd given me you hard to get. I 
stumbled overa book and my own feet like always, in the walkway, between desks, and had to catch 
feeldumb...The girl sitting there giggled and thentheyall did when I fell into his lap...that looked nice... 
I'd noticedthat his eyeswere black... coal-black, then I sawhis posture change from the cornerof my 
eye... Mr. Shannersigned my slipup and handed me a bookwith nogobbledygookaboutoutlines. I do is 
look at him during the class... I set my book on the table, I could tell we were not going to get along... me 
and this teacher... Of course, he had no choice but... butto be a dick... for me think the boy was more 
entertaining. I questioned myjudgment on Jessica's bitterness at lunch today. Maybe she was not as 
resentful as I'd thought. The class seemed to hold out-on longerthan the others with his look at me, 
and the other way around. Was it for the reason that the day was finally coming to a close, or forthe 
reason that I was waiting for his tight fist to untie? Was this his normal behavior? To look at me in this 



way? The way he made me feel as good and yet uneasy... I feel myself, shrinking in my chair, my spring 
of his lustfulthoughtof what he could do to me. I could do so much to him... you could fee I this in... in 
your mind. Then-the bell rang loudly in my ears, making me jump high - all twitchy, and he was out of his 
seat so fast I could not even seethe blur. Tall- and good looking is all I could say... to that loss of my 
mind's thought... I wasdumbfounded-overhim. Blanking-1 sat frozenin his wonderin myfantasiesof 
daydream sex dreams... of rip him naked, and kiss him all over... that body... that was right. I wanted to 
claw the shit out over him rocking- in my bed. It wasn't fair... no what do I do-fee I lost without him 
doing this... I never- urn well... feet like this... I looked up to see a cute at his locker, baby-faced boy that I 
have been thinking about non-stop, hair carefully gelled into orderly spikes, smiling at me in a friendly 
way-1 want to touch yet could not-want to speak yet could n't do that either- it would not work for me. 

He didn't think I smelled bad. We walked to class together; he was a chatterer... he supplied 
most of the conversation, which made it easy for me. turned out he was in my English class also yet one 
room over. He was the nicest person I'd mettoday, I wanted more... a-lot more. I wanted to be kissed... 
like all the other sluts I see... getting more than me. 'I never spoke to him more than two words it was all 
in the way we looked at each other-that said it all- lost in the eyes.'Some will not get this-and those 
that don't have to feel this feeling. I smiled at him before walking through the girls' locker room door. I 
was getting naked and think about him doingthis too... god, I heatthis boyfor making mefeelthis way- 
why? The Gym teacher, is looking at me-feeling myself up- 'what the hell? Move it!' 'BOOB-SQEZZING!'- 
save it for home-she said the new girl- in call the girls were mean-and we rain- and jumped and sat up 
and down-jump-n'freakin'jack. 
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It's a new day-1 see him at the deskin front of me- in some call that has no name to me-so 
what I saying I don't give a shit- about it. The-hair-the face-the dick, it was all there right. He didn't 
appearto notice the sound of my entrance. I stood pressed againstthe back wall, waiting forthe 
receptionist to be free. Him-with the voice low and sweet, wasdoingall thesameas before... 

That is when I asked and we did in the locker room... he trusted me into him... and it was a II 
over I was in love with him more than ever. 

The nextday- it was like it neverhappened-he did not me- 


That wenton forZ years me heating myself forloving him... 



It was not nightfall yet, and no longerday, it was the time where it was hard for me to sleep 
and feel right about what I was doing to end the day- yet I am a girl. The time of day when I wished I was 
able to sleep. Death doyou thinkof it? 

Funny every day, or every time I have my hand here, I am thinking of that boy, him lam 
thinking about how I might pass on in this life if he was everto go all the way with me. High school, cool- 
hell no- me cool I was at my old one. Or was agony the right word to say about the movie? If there any 
way to apologize for my sins, it would be to say I loved the forbidden, a boy like him, this I ought to total 
toward the tally in some measure. 

The tediousness was not something, I grew used to; with him, day in and day out in the 
school's something I loved-something I cannot do without- every day seemed more impossibly 
repetitious than the last. I supposethiswasmy form of sleeping alone at night without my love. Lost in a 
dream would be fine, here is where I see it all unfold out before me... You can see me moving my way 
into the hallways-1 started runningthrough the jocks and preps and guys in coat in the far cornerof the 
cafeteria, I was walking now her form the bathroom here, I did my hair and looked in the glass to see if 
my face had changed any from the morning- imagining patterns into them that were not there. It was 
oneway to tune out the voices that babbled like the gush of a river inside my head. It was the first time- 
the first time-1 fell in love with the forbidden- like the last time-1 kissed haunted lips. The first time... 
Yes- now I am gasping for air afterthat long kiss. 

Yes-1 just got kissed- Kissed bythe death-the kiss ofwhat I was so longingfor. Nope- nothing 
could everstop me from dying... in the arms of the one that I love so-o. Nevertheless, I wanted to 
anyways...! wantto dojustthatto keephim. 

Maybe-1 was too blind to understand, that maybe faith could free me from this once and for 
all. 


On the otherhand, here I am wedged in a wooden box with a ton of dirt adjoining me, with 
blackness. From this never-ending obscurity and undying plague. I'm just an ordinary girl for an ordinary 
town in having an ordinary life. It's not just a box-likee, why would anyone wantto put me into this 
coffin? I'm underground... no? Nocking- Nocking-Tap-tap-tapping on the box-yet was there everybody 
out there trying to find me? All hope was gone at this point as the air was getting thin. 
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Getout of here before youdie-oram I died?l had only one thought-at this point gettingout 
of it. I punch and punch so hard. Dirt was coming in like a river pouring into a shallow area. I have to get 
out! I have to get out! I must getout! Myhand became swollen and bloody I punch the wooden ceiling- 
of this box hard I Questioning-with my thoughts of the mind-1 didn't want to die- predominantly like 
this, at least notin this why... The hard I taped the less, I felt okay with it all. It made no difference. 

'Crap!' I should be bleeding yet I am not-1 small and rub my raw hurting fists. The worst pain was coming 
from within- and I was not sure why at this point-1 was confused. What would it be? What and why was 
this confusing happing to me? If I have one wish while in this situation, it would be to see why-why is 
the question. 

I was so-oforced to think- and my mind eked, as I thought hard, and hard in the darkness 
and thinning air. I wiped away all the tears coming from my eyes as they ran down my cheeks-and yet I 
did not get why I felt this way at 15. Is it so- hard to think of the one last thing that I want- like a kiss-or 
more? Is it so wrong... to lust for an older man in you-and feel all that is you and he together- in love? 

Was there never- everany purpose in my life, until I found him? Or did he take that away 
from me? Is all that gone now? Is there zero- nothing-1 everwanted that badly to have in, and with me 
than him-what I could not have-1 was coming to it some? Right now, should be saddened by all this and 
the knowledge of this fact? 74 hours have passed now so I think-soon as the oxygen in this box will run 
out... it's a matterof time. Just part of the fact that my life above was over. 

A thought- My mother's resentful words starting ringing in my ears. One day you'll see what 
you did wrong and it will come back to haunt you! It will be the only place you'll have left to go to-and 
that is the place for forgiveness- if you can get it- at this point-she said- meanly. You need to be saved, 
yet you'll never be-she though. Mom- if you don't want to be the heated witch. Mom- Do you see... 
what I am sayingto you? - You say you believe in Him. Then be with him- and that is what I did to be 
here now- where did I go wrong? 
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A crack-1 dug, I pawed through the dirt-digging- digging- the small glimmer of light-1 climbed, 
it's air- yes-1 could the feel air coming in? I kick and kick until my feet were cut, but I did it I got out, 
nevertheless, I had to hurry. 'Hey! Who's there? 'A farmer calls out. I gasp in fear of being noticed and 
run more. I continued digging with my eyes lookingat the light- of hope to get out, and I finally stuck my 
head out into the air. I looked at my surroundings-awe- it's all most there... I said. My breath quickens 



faster-faster-and faster- as I think about the world around me. Thinking about how I used to glance up 
at the brightening expanse of the sky, I bite my lip. I could see slivers of light with-in the box's boards. 
That is when I knewthat I was not coverovercompletelyyetwith the earth above me. That dawn was 
showingmethe light looking at the patches of growingcrops, I realized that farmers would be out soon. 

Naturally, my heart-wrenching incomprehension, that I have been living a life which had no 
purpose... whatsoever? Maybe that's not true and maybe not-yet I questioned. Maybe my life isn't 
ending at all- and yet I question this also? All this was just a sick twist of my fate, just to see if I would 
getthe picture. Like-too wake me up, and bring me closer to that resolution-this was all okay at my 
young age. Um-hmm-1 must hide before the run me out once again. 

They-the ones that never-evergot me and him- in the first place. I ran- like I never ran like 
this before-crazy though the woodsthey were greenish in color with fog! As I run towards the church, 
nearto me about 20 feetor so away, I went into it asking what I knew I could not have. I decided to go 
inside, and let the doors close behind me; so that the farmer cannot get to me. I realized it's been really- 
long since I have been to a church the last time was when I was six-year-old orso-o. like-a practical joke 
that life has played on me- by the fallen. That day is on its way, where I fall too... to all the crap they say I 
have coming to me. You'll have no one to helpyou, I hear the voices of the fallen in my head giggling at 
what I did nowthat I feel I am the dead girl walking- and I'll feelthe wrath-of the red flaming man under 
my feet for it. 
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Mom-said-You'll see. The time will come when I well am right as always. Though - I'm still 
not a believer- in what they call above-1 am not of the one below- until now- but it's funny either way to 
me for she said- the day would come, and it did. Like- it was wished on me- by her and my home town 
where they did not get my type or his. At last, here I am, where I thought, where I thought I would never 
be. Feeling hobbled inside as I did, I was astonished by what I saw-and that was me believing in this... 
faith carp. 


I couldn't believe my eyes-toall the things flyingaround me-seraphs. Could this be?No? 
Yes? It was... or am I hallucinating? At this point my mind I was too damn tired to differentiate between 
what's real, and what was unreal. Nevertheless, I see what I never believed in... I walk, to the front of 
the alter he looks up from the book in which he was reading. It's not a Bible... I was sure -1 knew him, all 
right- the man up there standingas a father- he gives me his sperm witch made my life- in more than 



one was-yet he hide behind the all holly ways, it was my dead dad - like giving me his wishesof what to 
do next. It looks to be an old book on philosophy- that I still can't get away from- this is why I gave upon 
it- you preach it yet doesn't live it. 
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'How did you get here?' He said as he smiled, and then closes the book- looking into my eyes 
to see if there were pure. 'You weren't hard to find.' He stands from the pew he was at and gives me a 
once over. 'It's a good look foryou.' 

'What...? Dirt and near-death?' He smiles again... The wrinkles around his eyes crinkle slightly, 
and the light caught his salt and pepper slicked-back hair. 'No- existence goes without punishment.' I 
don't know how long; I was outthere hearing all this crap. It could have been all day; it could have been 
weeks. I don't know... I am so confused. 'You lookgood fora younggirl that been rolling around in the 
dart.' He said mocking me-for he thinks I the dirty girl! 

'He h-thanks... I guess-for doing this to me daddy.' I chuckled and looked at him. knowing he 
was the first too... and my mind went hazy-.' I must ask you something... I think I saw you back when 
they pushed me into the cold hard ground and you buried me. Is that right? Haha- my child- you know 
nothing of your life and the wrongs you made. 

Like-daddy you were there in the crowd - no? Ha- he was chuckling hard. Why did you let 
them bury me? I'm your daughter, and yet you treat me like a stranger-or your altar boy in the night. 
That just not right... daddy, I said- with fear. He kept on smirking at me with that sideways smile. I yelled 
would you stop looking at me like that, I knew he would... -and my mind went blank-. 

So freak'n creepy! It is starting to freak me out. 'You wanted me to stay out of your life he 
said to here. That was one way that you would be gone, I knewyou would come crawling back, you 
always come back. Like the little girl that you are, but this time was the longestyou have been gone. It's 
been a long time.' He rubs his hands over the book and sighs. Saying-1 am better than you'll everbe- 
even with my sins-that you know nothing about. 'But I guess- if you truly want me to. I'll get more 
involved from nowon- with you.' It was said. I frowned- like don't bother yourself. 'That didn't answer 
my question.' He smiles again in a creeper way. Even creepier than before. I thought he's fake teeth 
were goingto poop, of the so-o wide smile. 



His eyes narrowed at me. 'Yes, I was in the crowd.' My dad raises his old wrinkled hand to 
keep me from speaking'Don't you everfreak'n interrupt me. If I had interfered, they would have killed 
me.Then who would keep an eye on you?' I can feel my anger rise. 'Someone who lets me get buried 
alive... how can you say that?' 'Yes, I had too I didn't have a freaking choice! Okay!' I said- 'I just wanted 
you to give me some space, but you're meant to protect me and look after me. It sounds to me that you 
wanted me to be gone.' 

I felt my eyes knowingthey were gettingteary, so I wiped away my tears; before he could 
see my cry, like the little child bethinks I am. How did I get this why? It was slowly coming back to me. 
Evenso, what's he doesn't know is that I had someone-thatl loved more than him-and more than what 
he called love. We were a- lot alike with our past lives. 

Yes, someone that loved me more than he ever could or would, that was everything to me. 
However, just like my dad, he was killing me in so many ways. Killing me slowly, mentally, physically, and 
spiritually. It's like he holds in my breath, and I can let him out. I knowthe closer he gets to me, the 
closer he gets to kill me with his lusting voluptuous kiss. 

(Back before the end) 

But- but- but-1 want it! I wantto feel it! That fine with me I guess, but we have not even 
made out yet! You are slowly sucking the life out of me; I knowyou can't help it like I can't help loving 
you. Or did we...? 'If I have 

to die to have your love then so be it!' THIS IS WHAT I SAID-AND WHAT I DID- AND WHAT I 
LET HIM DOTO ME FOR LOVING LUST! 

That's what I said to him. 'Just kiss me, AND 

TAKE M E FOR YOU RS'S- YOU CAN NOW- IT'S LEGAL- for my mom signed for us... I can't take 
not having you in my life. IT WAS SAID! And if my life ends, then we can live in forever, together if there 
IN THE afterlife, only if that is if you choose to die forme too- RIGHT NOW. As I will for you.'THE KISS-So 
whatdo you wantto do? To kiss or not to kiss, that is the question? 

WELL...? 
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(Now) 


I'll say that I don't want you in my life... OKAY. 

LIKE-just I said with my dad. 

Why must I push everyone away? 

Nevertheless, which is just a lie. 'I want you! I must have you!' IT WAS SAID. 

Edward- 'I need you; I must have you! All of you! I must taste the kiss; you wantto give to 
me-AS I WANTTO GIVE IT TO YOU. Till death do we part, with all my heart, crossed and hope to die in 
your arms? I knowthat making love to you would rip us apart.' I recall whispering back in his cold ear- 
'It's this love, you would give me that would go right through me, as we would get everso closer to 
eternal love. I want it! Do you want me? 

Death is the passion, I am longing for THOSE kisses now down on my lips, and I will be 
foreveryours! And you'll be forever mine.' 

The last time... I was in the church, and I confessed my loveforyou-1 knewthis would be like 
this it was all coming back to my mind what I did. 

Beforehand asking if I would be forgiven, for my wrongs, even if I don't have complete faith I 
thought. I assumed what do I have to lose- I'll try. I'll get into the dress, and confessed my-everything to 
you. In-front of the man of God-yes, I would even if it was something, I was not sure about at that time. 

I said the 'I do's,'and so did he. I knew that it's wrong. I knew that I was too young, so young that I'm not 
sure if I knewwhat love was, or what it entailed. 

Nevertheless, I said 'Let's do this, let's go all the way, and never look back, let's make the 
earth move tonight, I wantto fee I your breath on my young alive skin. I want to feel what it would be 
like when you're killing me with that kiss, as you take me for your lover nowand forever. I wantto be 
deflowered,asyou place a floweron my grave and follow me to the promised land. 'Come and 

hold my hand.'That is what I said. I breathedsodeeplyknowingthat maybe today will be my 
last breaths at all. 
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The wedding night: I rememberstandingthere unclothed- 'I quivered, I trembled, and I felt 
my knees knockingtogether. I could see him walking towards me. Oh yes looking strongerand mightier 
than ever before. His manliness was just thumping in-front of me-odd for a man that may not be alive. I 
did not even know that was possible, or what that thing was coming for me. 

Yet again-1 am onlyfifteen years old. 

My thoughts-1 am so hoping that I am not making a big mistake, eager that your love for me 
is not fake. I don't wantto be used, and leftfor dead, like men such as yourself, have done to me in the 
past. Everything I know and love in my life, I mustforsakejustto have you. Then I thought- Even if he 
doesn't love me, I knowthat I will nevergetaway-or did I want to I am young was not sure about 
anythingforthey say I can think formyself. 

He's eye like my soul linked now forever- matted for life- overall. That- like his fee lings of 
being with me- in me-well always be there like- looking over me, even if we don't end up together 
forever- in this afterlife. Notsure where we would go afterthat kiss of death. Even if he doesn'ttruly 
love me, as I do him... I feelfor how bad I was-the first time. Somehow, I knowthat I will nevergetaway 
from his charm, never-ever being able to run away from his stony-yet glittery eyes, that make my week 
and lustful. Like-well he always is looking over me, even if we don'tend up togetherforalways. 

I will always feel him inside me I 

Feelingall that is him runningthrough my veins, and driving me to complete madness. 

Just like the poison- passion of that first kiss. 

The kiss at the altar- was not the death kiss at all, it was the ones sucking down on my lips- 
and the sucking kiss we're sharing nowdooringthe love making. He is coming into my bloodstream. I feel 
me pouring the toxins out my most erotic pulsating girly parts of my body. We will be bonded for life, 
and lives that come after. We will be like one being or so that was wishful thin king. There is no escaping 
it now... nor do I want too. I just want it to keep on coming, it feels that good. Oh-what he is doing to 
me. It's ripping through me... but I love it. It is like spraying like pouring rain and it's mixing with mud on 
the ground undermy feet. 

Plus, I am drizzling with his poison all over my chest, face, and my girly opening, it is all 
coming out of me too; like a riverof love. It has to be the bestfeelingin this world. 



Yes-1 am spraying the wetness, it is dripping like my eyes when he was not near me all the 
time in the days of the past. And when he is not near me, he's creeping in my mind whe n he is gone. He 
plays with myfeelings-1 knowthis. 

The - way he likes to play with me in his cold candle light bedroom. He builds me up so far 
and stops, and then when he comesfor me to come with him, it's even stronger, just like I come twice 
has hard forhim. It'sthe - way. Just like the candle that he blows outwith his expired breath, he blows 
me to a place I never been to. As he crawls beside me, he blows that - icy breath on me, as he covers me 
with kisses, all over my little body. Afterall, it is our first night sleepingtogether. 

It has to be romantic! His eyes glow like the full yellow moon at midnight, which I see from 
the cracked glass windows that rattle as the wind gusts through the maple trees. As I lay my tiny head 
on his motionless chest, I am naked and carefree and fall asleep un-topof his chilly torso, I fee I that rigid 
body that never needs rest at all. Everything is eerily perfect... naturally, I look forward to the dawn of 
daylight. In a way, I don't care if I wake up! 

Yes, it wasjustthatgood! 

Yet I have to wonderwhat if... 

12 will I seethe light of day; everything is black I don't know... as love is being made- and I 
slowly start losing a life? Either way, I am contented, this is when this all start of me being in this haze. 
Like-just being in the arms of my loveforthis only night. 

Is it black because there is no light in the room? Or is black because I am possibly dying? 

Is this death? 

If so, I did not see it be like this at all. 

Where am I now? 

I slowly open my eyes... I am not sure if I see anything. I fee I freaked up in the head. Like I 
had the shit banged out of me. Which is possible... I think it happened. Am I died or alive? Am I alive or 
dead? Is he dying with me or not? Why am I not feeling his touch? 


Am I bleedingtoo much-was the real death or the kiss of his fangs? 



Should I be feelingsomething? 


I fee I the air getting bleak, am I even breathing, I can't tell at this point? I never felt so alive 
even if this is the death, I never been so thrilled to death in my life. 

'We should see the gates by morning. We should be inside in the evening.' 

The last kiss was everything, all that I was hoping for, and more, but is this darkness, that is 
all that was around me nowor nothingmore. 
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(In the coffin) 

I am justdreamingaboutthis? 

Is this happeningto me? 

Am I seeming people,seeingmegodown? 

Am I notseeinghim going down with me? 

Do I feelthe ground encasing me? 

That is when I realized I was in this wooden coffin. Was I covered over last night with the 
earth above? At that time, I didn't know. Was I dressed in a lacey nightgown and nothingelse, I was 
panties-less, limp, and almost motionless with a red rose on my chest? I could smell the faint scent; it 
was from the wedding bouquets. Was there no one thereto see me other them him, when I was 
lowered down in these six-foot wholes? Was he the one that placed this floweron me, or was it 
someone else? I want to know what happened. 

Did anything happen? I'll I had were my thoughts talking to me, and there were deafening. 

I think I evoke hearing every one of those nine-inch nails being hammered in my coffin, which 
sealed my fate. Yet was it the kiss that killed me? Was it more than a kiss? Why was I put in the ground? 

If so, was I still so much alive? Is it because of who I am? I can't die... or am I? I am so 


confused! What happened to me last night? I can pound on this wood till my fist is blood-spattered, oris 
that blood or embalmingfluid? 



I guess that is why I have slashes at my feet. I was drained of all my blood. Can anyone hear 
me?'Hello! Anybody out the re-1 need help!'The cemetery is still, with only creepy hunting sounds, 
which I make up in my mind in fear. I'm calling out for help, nonetheless, the skeletons nextto me in 
their timeworn boxes in this old cemetery aren't answering me anytime soon. It seems that the only 
memo, I am getting out to the folks that walk on top of me is what is printed on my headstone. 

Andthat's notmuch of anything fora girl my age, I neverdid anythingspectacular. So,all 
that is printed in my name, date of my birth, and the date of my supposed death. 

Will I be saved, orwas I? Why am I so muddled? 

(Aftergettingoutof the box) 

I'm riddled with fear... so, I ran away from him. As I ran into the woods, something occurred 
to me. I have nowhere to go. No family that wanted me, no friends. Nothing, but everyone in town 
believingthat I was a witch- even if I wasjustan agave teen girl that wanted an old man that could be a 
fallen angel-what's wrongwith that? 

They believed I was a witch, and a murderer because, I was found standing over a nine-year- 
old dead girl's body her name was Halley- she was his blood trust for the year-1 knew-yet feed off 
animals doesn't work-or to stop that hunger for young girlie blood. As well as they all instantaneously 
made the town made theirown rules-aboutme and what happened. 

So, I had to run and never be found by anyone but him, otherwise, I knew I would be burnt at 
the stake. I heard the town'sfolks saying, as I ran past like a mad girl- that they were going to throw me 
in the river. And if I did not drown, then I am truly a witch- if I would swim. Either way, I would be dead 
for really real. What am I half dead? 

But- how, and where do I go now? 
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Edward-affirmative, I killed her I did not wantto do it. 

Then again, I had otherreasonsfordoing it. 


Yes, otherthan them saying-1 had too. 



Yet it was the only way I could be with her, being like this is not what I wanted. 


I didn't want to suck the life out of her, I have been dyeing myself for over a hundred years 
now, and I been with a lot of girls, nevertheless, they were not like her. None of them have been as 
good as she was, she had me coming back for more and more. 

She needs me to come to her as I need her to come to me. 

Who I am to you mere mortals? 

I am a monsterl 

Something not unstudied for being me... 
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Can call me by my current name- 

Edward Damsel... This is true, that I wanted to marry for the last time. 

No-1 did n't want to suck her blood, I said that I would stop doing this, but it's like sex- ones 
you do it with a virgin, you want to keep having it more and more, and you have a bond to them. 

I remembermyfirsttime. That wasoh so long ago.... With her, I could not help myself. She 
was so young and lovely, so tight and fit. 

I loved her ways, and her voice, and her little smile, she was everything I ever dreamed of 
before I become this. I am not one of those types. I feed off the kiss and stop before going all the way, I 
have had manyyounggirls, and have taken a lot of them. In my lifespan I had many younggirls like her 
fallen in love with me, and why not I am their fantasy man. 

Yet I am no Edward Cullen, yet I am the next bestthing. 

They just can't help it... I do truly love her, I wantto stop doing this. I want her to be the last 
girl I am with... can a fallen angel be with a girl that was alive, that he killed in a night of passion, for 
being what everyone thinks is a witch because of it also? 

Should I bring her back to life, and dig her back up to be a monster like myself? Should I saver 
and 



save her? We would be perfect together with a witch and a fallen angel, it could be a happy 
ever after for both of us. I know this will piss off a lot of people out there if I do this, yet that is half the 
fun. Come to my surprise, I went to the grave and she was gone... Where did my love go? 

Come out, come out wherever you are I Oh, I see that you want to play a little game with me. 
Okay-1 guess I have to find you, my one-day-old bride. I cover my eyes and count to ten... 

1...2...3...4...5...5...7...8...9...10! 

I am on my way my darling! 'Yes, I ran from him as I ran from all of them, was he any 
different, I did not know. I wasjust like my dad in everyway, I fearthis fact. But mydad didn't wantto 
kill me, or did he?Christer-Edward didn't want to either, or did he? Even now I wantto be killed over 
and over by his kiss... if that's how it needs to be. I still love him. Like I still love mydad. Even if he is an 
asshole. 
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I watched her fall onto the ground with me on top. Yet it was not her at all, it was some 
random dead girl, which looked to be the age often or so, that was hung-for doing less than I. I got off 
of this poor girl and was horrified. So, I ran and jogged, looking for her once more... as see vanished into 
the woods-1 didn't knowthat she was no scared of me, and what I did to here- it was in love-all this- 
that I did. 


(It was not even aboutthe blood.) 

Eager that this would not be the result again. When I found her-she was sitting on what I 
thought was a rope tree swing, all alone in the thick fogshe was naked. 'No- No- No!' I screamed. 

She was hanging in the air. I was wonder also if I went too far, and I did. That was not her 
heart beating at all, definitely not... it was the left-over blood and embossing fluid dripping from her 
gashed feet. It was the sound of dripping on the ground, I could see this trill also from when she was 
running. 


I am relieved that the hunger wolves didn't descend on her. There's my love hanging from a 
nose, she knew they would find her. I know she was not afraid of me to do this. I guess she could not 
stand being without me? 




However, should I bring her to life once more, so she can truly become like me and never 
die?Should I do it? Should I kiss heragain to bring herbackto life? 

Why did she do this? 

Ordid she? 

(Back) 

Why I wenttohim forlove and someoneto trust-maybe it was the angry mob people form 
the town-1 call them wolfs, with theirflaming torches, swords, and pitchforks from the village, which 
strung her up as she was running from them; for me to find because I didn't do the job they asked me to 
do. I guess killing herthe way I did- was not good enough! I climb the tree with more of a struggle than I 
thought was possible. 

How do people manage to climb trees, and make it look so easy? I thought... she's unclothed. 
She's getting colder... so-oyes, she is dying-1 said by the feel. I looked at my pocket, and in it, I was lucky 
enough to have my trusty knife and cut the rope, and this was of the dead girl that was hung, and I 
kissed herand brought her back to life as a monsterjust like me. She became my little girl- yet 

I knewl would lose hertoo-for beingwhatl am to her-and that was herKILLER! YET, I ALL 
WAYS WANTEDTO BE A DAD- NO I AM- and it was agentthis 10-year old's well! 
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My new little love- my new little bundle of Lily, she fell to the ground, and that is when-1 
thought-1 heard her make a slight gasp for air. Did I just hear that? Or was the re someone there? I could 
not have a baby- so I stooled one for my own. 

Naturally, I cut the rope, and she flopped around like a dead fish in the mud on the ground 
below. Then I climbed the tree once more, with her in my one arm, I did hear someone, and it was more 
than one. The mob of wolfs come all around the tree, the re they are pocking us with their sharp 
weapons-1 hope they give up soon... or beforethey think about lighting us up. 

Me being the man that I am... I saw that my girl... and was like I have too... she was dead at 
10- that's just wrong. Why? Cute-yet her hair and body were to dirty for my liking. I couldn't let her be 



like this. So, I am going to have to find a river, or something and bath her! Before I want to give that long 
kiss to bring herto what I am-yet I cannot overdo as you know. 
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No-1 don't care if she is naked when I kiss her... do they-justas long as she hasslickly 
smooth skin. It would be more romantic! Hum-they must have tried to grab her by that nighty she had 
on that, they hung her in, I put her in when she sprinted. This girl was charged with having a boyfriend at 
10 years old-1 say so what-even if she did-why kills herforit. 

Finally, the mob gave up aftera very long night of us sitting out on a limb high up in that tall 
old tree.They went back home to their families, yet I knewthey would be back soon enough. 

Like really get a life... I walked and walked, tripping over logs and sticks in these dark, and 
unsympatheticwoods. Justholdingherin my arms. 

Almost like a baby in the arms of her daddy. 

I found the river I was looking for, after walkingfor a very long time. Nevertheless, I ran to it. 

I placed her down, and then I got nude also, and I walked into the soft movie water in the moonlight, 
with her in my arms. Then I kissed her fore head...saying-' I'll bring you back to me... I will- my love.' 

The river was cold but refreshing. I got the mud out and off of her face, and I splashed the 
water all over her and rubbed her skin with my hands, I washed her long hair, and brushed it out with 
my fingers. I had my sharp knife with me in my hand, and I shaved my girl, I did her underarms, legs, and 
vagina. As well as I could, I know that she would want me to do that, she is a girl after all. And I am her 
man like herdad, and let's notforget I am her savior. I think I have a right to dothis... NO? 
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Plus, now it's the way I want herto be, I look at her she's so sweet, even like this limp and 
not moving. She is perfect... to call all mine. She is completelyfaultless to these old eyes, as I lay herin 
the grass to dry off. That is when I found Lily- she walked up to me asking what I did-to this girl- that is 
why she ran-1 got down, and I laid nextto heralso. 

I look up at the billions of stars over us, with this mixed-up family-wishing on one that she 
was alive- like my others little one, so we could just hold each other-as a young couple with a little one 



would do in the town, at this very moment. Looking over the water, with the moon setting with it 
glowing on the reflection ripples. I lay my head on herchest, but there is no sound coming with-in her 
torso-of the little girl- she was now like me a fallen angel, with a witch fora mom-all I can hearis the 
river splashing. It saddens me at this most perfect of moments-thatthis was the outcome of both young 
lives for not understanding and judging before getting the whole story. 'You have to read between the 
lines to get it.' 
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The young girl- If only I could have the powerto bring her to life-as I did with my girl that 
was put in the ground-just to cover it up-1 cried as her limp lifeless body laid on my lap. 

Even as she's dead, her hair shines in the moonlight. It just glimmers like the stars shining 
endlessly. Lily was my heart and my soul and yet she has been taken from me. A piece of me was taken 
and could never be restored as her soul would never come back. I look at the dark sky with its bright full 
moon. 


If only there was a shootingstar. Nonetheless, that's only superstitions. I remembermy 
fathertalking about it as if it was witchcraft and to never believe in it or mention it. That talk was the 
only time that we had a good moment. 

There were not many I can assure you. 

But then I'm alone, dripping wet and cold. I know that the mob wouldn't stop and search for 
me. The mob of wolfs would continue to hunt me down in the daylight. I'm suddenlygetting hungry and 
Lily was only going to slow me down. Then the thought occurred to me, how did the mob know where 
to find me, and that I was still alive to I was meantto go down with her. 
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Edward-who betrayed me? Was it my unlovingfatherorthe girl, I lovedtoo much? 
Everything! want see ms to fade from me, I knew I had to keep going or I was going to join her. I didn't 
wantto die. I'm only eighteen, orsothat is what everyone thinks. 

(Back) 


(The little girl's thoughts) 



I am too young to die... she saying as the lead her to the tree... and I know my future will be 


big. 


Like Lily- or mom-1 have to continue to run also, Edward I to- hiding and leavingthe girl I 
loved too much, in random spots. As death in boxes to cover her up to this world. 

I know I would return to her one day. 'Goodbye, my love. May we see each othe ronce 
again?' Written by 

Lily- Maybe I needed to kill my fatherto bring her back to life, he is the one that started all 
this. Yet I swear that I would never take another life, and kissing your dad on the lips like that to me is 
wrong. Yet it is worth thinking about. I chopped down several logs with my knife and rock, and made a 
lean-to shelterfor her, I placed flowers that 

I picked around hernowfrosty bodyas a memorial. 

I had to leave her behind, it was the hardest thing I ever had to do! I j ustwantto give up and 
stay there with her. Yet I knew I had to go, but not for long, I would be back for her. When I had the right 
spill, love potion, or a night with a shootingstar. 

I had to find someone to help me with this rejuvenation or my love. I didn't know if it was 
like a dance, which I need to do ora chant, or what. I just did not know. I was clueless at what it would 
take, to have your back. Who do I go and see about this without them thin king that I am completely 
crazy? Besides would it be wrongfor me to wantto bring her back to life? 

She's the dyed girl I loved, that is resting in peace now-as I had to leave her there just for a 

while. 


Treasured in my heartyou'll stay until we meet again someday. Death is the last chapterin 
time, but the first chapterin eternity. But my biggest question is will I see you there if I fail at this like my 
dad said I failed at everything I ever tried? God-1 love to hate that man! He did nothing but abuse me. 
And as soon as I do, I find love... I have to lose it. Is it because of him? 

Why-1 ask? Why me... haven't I been through enough pain? I remember one of my 
punishments as a kid was getting locked into splintered wood head and hand locking gates, and the 
town would walk by spitting on me, throwing stones, my dad tolled every one that I was touching myself. 



because I couldn't get a girl to have sex with me or get a date, and that was forbidden at the time. And 
doing that was considered a crime. He chased them all away- it was him, not me, which was the issue I 

She was the only real love I ever had...! I recall my bastard of a fathereven tried to do it with 
my girl, asking her to get down on her knees, the night I brought her home. I felt bad for him, I let him 
move in here. He tried to get her to make him happy. He'd even touch her the - way, that I have seen 
him touch my motherit made me sick. I stopped him before she had to take it all down. He wasfalling 
drunk. That is why my motherlet him, all those years ago. 

He would tie herdown to the bed, and do it so many times, and shoving it in so hard that sh e 
bloods out for days after. That is how I was made, he raped and sodomized herevery night in ways you 
can't even image, or don't wanttoo. Now he wants to do them - with her no it's not happening. I won't 
let it. I would neverlookat a broom the - way. When she was fourteen, she got pregnant, and in those 
days, you had to marry the father of your baby. She said that if she would get away, she would never 
come back not even for me. I think father blames me for her leaving, plus he didn't have anyone to bang 
or bang around anymore, so he took it all out on me. If my mother would be alive today, she would be 
264 years old, then me. 

She passed giving birth to hersecond baby named Ashlyn. Mother, she bled to death from 
tearing and ripping when she pushed herout. Ashlyn was born in the early 1700s and dyed at the age of 
six, from drowning in the wash tube. I never meet her... and hear it in the late 1900s and I'm still alive. 
Sometimes I lose track of time and dates. 

On the otherhand, my wife was born in 1999, and she passed on this year. Good God how 
things have changed all these many years. I worked for the Ford Motor company in 1909, I saw the first 
model-T drive away. I have seen it all... I re member the Titanic making the papers, as the ship that was 
not unsinkable. I have seen all the wars, I even been in ww2, and was shot in the head. Yet I will not 
die... I just stay the - age of 18. I have graduated from high school six times, in different towns... Hell 
back in the early day's us boys dropped out in sixth grade, to work in the coal mines, I recall my lunch 
bucket scraping on the railroad tracks as I walk in the dark to work as a little one. 

Yeah, I have been in school many timesjust so I would fit in. I have seen a lot of people die. I 
wonderwhat complete death is like... I wouldn'tknow, I was kissed by death by a ten-year-old named 
Julianna she was the daughter of a nurse... I don't know why she picked me? She became my first love in 
my life, and she reminds me so much of Lily, anywaysshe was a fallen angel, so was her mom... I was 



deathly sick with pneumonia, in the hospital and she kissed me on the lips and that was it I was 18 
forever. 


She was my girl until my dad had herkilled, with a wooden stake through the heart. I don't 
know if he gave the order... yet I blame him for her death too. I have no clue how he knew that she was 
a fallen angel, other them the sparkle her big blue-green eyes. I have seen a lot of babies being born too. 
I became a doctor in that field, helping with childbirth, I made a promise to my motherthat no girl under 
my care would die the way she did, legs open, vagina ripped to her butt, only to die on the cold table, 
with no one caring, as the placenta is ripped out and thrown to the floor as the baby cry's, for a mother 
that's nevergoingto be there for her. 

Yeah andthe only reason, I have to put upwith my perverted dad, is that I knowthat he 
forced a sucking kiss on Ashlyn a day before herdeath. So, I am not sure, he not going to be leaving me 
anytime soon. 

Oh, and the only way I thought I could die, is if Lily and I kissed for so long that we both suck 
the life out of each other, or she ran a stake in my chest. Yet that is just mythology to me. All these many 
years, I neverask, howto die or howto live, or howto getsomeone back. I wish I did, so she can live... I 
don't know I never asked, how this all works, it's not like today's books have it right. 

Yet I wantto live life with her. But what can I do?She'sdead...So, saying that Lily was the 
only love I had, was not so... she is the one I chooses to live the rest of my days with now, just like all the 
othergirls, when I had them in my life. I have a love for them all, and it never-everlastedyetnever- 
everdies, even if they do. I don't think I am meant to have love, make love, or be loved. To some love is 
a kiss goodnight, a kiss on the forehead, a kiss while having sex. 

To some love is kissing at a wedding, kissing in the rain. It goes on and on. To some love is 
having babies, something I'll neverhave just like I'll never grow old with my lover. To some love is a 
state of mind that can't be controlled. Oh, how I knowthis more than most, in this hellish world we call 
home. To most love is just screwing now- a- daysthat's just howit is. To me, love and kissing is a death 
sentence. No not for me... only for the girl that I love. They can live on resting in peace, yet here I am 
sullen. 


Why? Why must I be angry... like this? I can't blame God, he's notthe one that did this to me. 
It'sso hard to live with somethingyou can'tever- neverhave orget back. I don't have an answerfor it or 



a cure. Yet! I just have to live on withoutthem, and mostly her and deal with it... as the town's people 
would say. Even so... did I do anything wrong? I don'tthink so... do you? Am I to blame forwhom I 
became? 


Was it my felt to be picked for this? I love to death! I even love them after their death. I love 
them even more than the taste of their blood dripping in my mouth when I kiss them with my passion. I 
mean you have to kiss your love to showthat you love her... right? There are so many myths about me. 
Like I don'tfeel pain, that I'm cold and heartless. 

No-1 feel pain, I fee I so much pain for myself, for her, for them, and even for you. Its people 
like you and them that have ripped my heart out by trying to stab me with their wooden stakes. We 
don'tneedtodie like that, we wantto seethe light just like anyone else. 

Oh, and yes, I have a bed in my room even though I don't need to sleep. Coffins give me the 
creeps! I have seen too many in my life, I don't wantto sleep in one, because of that. I can be as warm 
as the next guy, maybe more than him. I am warm not in the body but my personality. I am not a stocke 
I don'ttry to be a player, and I don'ttry to be the bad boy. 

If a girl wants me, then she can come to me, and if she falls in love with me, I don'tforce her 
to stay; knowingthe circumstances; it is heroption to kiss me, and to be my girl. She can be with me in 
my broken heartforever! One wayorthe other. 

I still couldn't fathom how the mob discovered my immortal gift. It was heartbreaking to see 
such people I used to know and love turned on me so greatly. I am an immortal. They fear me and yet 
they used to know me. They were myfriends, family, everything I used to know and yettheyfear me. 
They have the intent to kill because they fear what they don't understand. I lived too long to see how 
humanity works. I was born in 

1672, andyet I knowthe future. What if I wasn't justan immortal? What if I was god's vesse 
to this world? Has God given me the knowledge of the future that has yet to come? It's the 1990's as of 
now, a deadlyera that punishesthoseforbeingdifferent. 

Religion comes into their lives every day and I am not their friend. I am different and that 
sentences me to death. I can't stay here anymore. I had a shitty childhood that ruined me. 



My fatherturnedfrom me, took my girlfriend's virginity, and made her his sexsiave. Just like 
that boy did to the girl that was hung at ten-yet it was there say- notthe girls. Just like-with my Lily. But 
no more shall he live. No more shall he punish me forexisting. 

He's a lazy bastard, that needs a good punishment, and good butt-kickingas well. I ran out of 
the woods where I have spent many a night, I hid behind my home, the house I once lived in with my 
love and my dad. I can't believe with this new perspective; I see things in a whole new light. This was 
nevermyhome. ltdied when my motherdied and was murdered even beyondwhen Lily dead. 
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Death is near, I can smell it! Now it is time for me to do, what I should have done years ago, 
when he bent my motherover, and suck it in my butt hole. Justthe way he does with all of us. I am 
going to cut that thing off, so he bleeds outslowly, and diesthe way he should. That way he can think 
about what he has done to all of us and are holes. I am going to make a hole where his dick should be 
and see how he likes it. 

Indeed, it is safe to say that I have snapped, and it was love that made me crazy. I will throw 
it in the river so the fish have something to nibble on. Yes, he has freaked the crap out of her, just like he 
did with my mother and all the girls that were in my life. I can still hear all the sounds of ripping, blood 
dripping, he got his redwings every time, when he jammed it into her. The girl's every time there are 
calling out my name. 

However, he had me tied up, or under his spell or something... it was like I was in a dream! I 
was so week and could not come to their aid. It was the - way when I was a boy, I never remember what 
happened. Yet I could feel it afterward. To me it doesn't madder if it's the 1690 or the 1990's having oral 
sex then missionary sex, or butt over, and she says- no, it means no... don'tdo it. 

Yet he nevergotthat, nowit time for me to get my revenge! But I could not stop him, so I am 
going to make sure he never penetrates another girl or boy as long as I live. I just don't know why I 
didn'tthink aboutthis sooner? 

Yes, I did it! 


I cut the dangly thing off! 



I suck it in and twisted it his ass hole- and left it there- to be F-ed like I was. I got to him when 
hewas restingin his bed, he looksup and gives me shit.So, I cut him off, by cutting him up, down there! 

Now with my father out of the way, and depriving me of his company. Now I can get back to 
my lovely love, which was left behind, to see if this worked. Before I do that, I have to let some of that 
red stuff come out, from his makeshift spout into ajar. It's what I think I need to poor in her to bring her 
back to life. 

Yes, I asked someone, who know more about this than me. Before I came back to my home. I 
went to see a fortuneteller, and she said- 'That to bring her back to life, I had to take the life of who 
damned her soul, and took her virginity. She added- Make the gash form the spot where the unjustness 
took place. Take his blood and pour into herportholeto hersoul, known as hervagina, and it should 
bring her back to you as she was. When you kiss her while making sweet and passionate love to her mix 
this in with yourfluids.' 

I was never-eversogrossed out in all my days. But I would do anything for her, I mean 
anything. Yet she was not 100% sure it would work, and I was not sure if I wantto have sex with my 
dead wife. Plus, poring my father's blood in there and mixing it all up in there on top of it all with mine. 
That's sofreak'n nasty! There are so many wrongs herit has to be right. 

On top of that, I was not the one taking hervirginity, as I should. Hell, all I wasgetting his 
leftovers, again I might add, I feel cheated like always. It's like I am eating out his leftovers too, and can 
taste it. God-that'svile! No matterhow many timesyou bath a girl, you can't help butthink someone 
else has been in there, and that's just not cool! Call me old-school but a girl should only have one lover 
in a lifetime, andthat love with her should've been me. 

However not even this can stop me from truly loving her... 

I'll try anything at this point. Who knows she might just get pregnant? That is the hope in my 
heart that she and I have a baby. If it's possible... for us, and if everyone would backoff, and let it 
happen. I know the mob of wolfs would see her big pregnant belly, they would hold her down, and cut 
heropen and rip my baby out. 

Like a helpless little girl... they would kill her. I could see it now, them sticking her... ending it 
all before it starts. I can see hersmall nude body with the cord attached...go limp, and I would lose, yet 
anotherlove of my life. I don't know if I could take seeingthat. 



My lifejust keeps getting more and more disturbing, but so real. It'salways beenthis way, all 
the way back to that day, that I become one of these fallen angels. 
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So-o I just keep on running, running, and running! She is gone...! There's nothing worse than 
waiting and not knowing what will happen. Your imagination can be cruelerthan any kidnaper. Who the 
hell would take her, from her resting place? I have to find her. I just hope that the mob didn't burn her 
body if they did nothing will ever bring her back to me. I will never-ever stop loving her! I'll look for her 
until I can't look anymore. 

I am haunted. Haunted by all of my dark childhood. I have been cheated of having a good life. 
I had a bastard of a father. I had my mother's life ripped out of my life. I had my one true love stolen 
from me, and yet her soul hasn't been strong enough to fight death. 

Death is all around me. I've been kissed by death and it still wasn't enough to comprehend. I 
came back with a vengeance, and love that would neverdie. Here I stand in the middle of the lagoon 
covered with long grass, a pretty lake that glimmers in the sun. I felt empty. The mob of wolfs stole her 
from me once again. I ran towards a small house in the woods and took the damp clothes that hung on 
the line. I heard a small twig breakfrom a distance, I turned and saw a farmerwith a rifle glaring at me 
with bloodthirsty eyes. 'Damn it. Please! Mr., please. I just need to find my wife - Lily. Please, just let me 
pass through and I will let you live.' 

I held my hands up. 'You're the guy, the council buried. How the hell did you live?' The 
farmercontinuedto hold the rifle up. I gulp and ran hearing gunshotsfollowingme, as I ran furtherinto 
the woods-getting out of yet another box. I knew I have been hit many times-with this all. 

I came upon a 1956 Cadillac that was somewhat discarded, which was left in his field, it was 
sitting in the farmer's lawn, one crank and I get it running, and it was backfiring away. Now the search is 
on...! The farmer was pissed I jacked his classic car. He was shooting his gun at me. It looked like a scene 
off of a Bonnie and Clyde movie. 

Nevertheless, I was on the run. Hauling butt, and driving fast. It's going to be a lot fasterto 
find her, with a car! Thank god, it's the 1990's. There're no cellphones yet in everyone's hands to reveal 
your locations or Global Positioning System or GPS to follow your trail. 



As I stepped harderon thegas pedal, I saw in the cracked nnirror, the farmer running out 
onto the road screaming his guts out. 'Obviously, he ran out of bullets.' I chuckled in laughter. Then 
somethingoccurredto me, I hadn't laughed this muchsince my last memory of beingwith Lily. 

I drove as fast as I could. Suddenlya deerran into the road, and I swerved onto the other 
side of the road, nearly driving off the upcoming bridge, and fell into the water. I screamed in fear, like a 
little schoolgirl. My name is Edward and I am a fallen angel, who is about to drown in waterthat cannot 
kill me. Why am I screaming my head off like such a pansy? I was no betterthan this... 

I have had a lot of names; Edward is the one I use now-throughoutthe years to keep up with 
the time. So, people wouldn't be able to track me down, as I fled from town to town. Christer was one in 
the 1800's Edward is not the name-1 was given by my mother. I cannot reveal my true name to you. I 
am not sure I can trust you with that information. Sorry, it's not you, it's me. 

I thought about everything that has happened to me. So many darknesses have consumed 
me whole and I can't overcome it. But it was my death that made it permanent, lama creature of the 
night, who can survive in the light. But I am not stereotyped by fallen angels who sparkle in the light or 
ones who can burn in the sunlight or have daylight rings to protect them. I can walk in the light and not 
be damned by others. 

But then that is no longertrue. I am a strangeramongthose who knew me and loved me. I 
stayed in the water thin king and daydreaming of the memories that did me well thinking about how my 
sisterdrowned and how the watermust have consumed herlungs. Sucking in more water. I was 
frightened bythatfact, and I turned away in shivers and swore I saw her face looking into mine. 

It was not her I see... No, it was a middle-aged man with a beard, hazel eyes, and dark tan 
skin. He wore an outfit of a religious man thought I was drowning; by the way, I was just flowing. He 
pulled me and directed me to swim, but I wasn't going to budge. He grew angry and impatient, and his 
hold on me tightened. He was going underhelpingme. He wasn't going to let go, and I couldn't letyet 
another person dies. So-o I swam above and he gasped for air. 'Geez, man, you got a death wish? Why 
didn't you swim you know you can't keep your head underwaterfor more them a minute or so?' 

He gasped more. 'Maybe I just wanted to stay there and drown.' I answered and looked away 
from him. 'Why?' He asked in confusion. 


'Because I lost her.' I whispered in sadness. Lost? 



Who? What? When? Did he ask? 
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Her...! I said. Who is thisgiri? And what did shedotoyou? He said. 'Oh, justthega! that set 
my sou! a-firer.'! whipped- 'Oh nevermind it's hopeiess, just iike ! am hopeiess.' 'Have some hope,'the 
man said.! said- 'Hope! Hope is for babies and people that are alive that doesn't know howto live.'! 
said- 'You didn't need to save me...' 'Urn,' is the sound he made?'! don't need saving.' 'You can't save 
something iike this.' 'What are you saying my child?' 'What am I saying... I am saying that I can last 
forever."That I can't perish.' 'Impossible!'The man said.' 'I should bite you so you could understand.' 

'The hell I have lived. You could never understand it."Bit me,' he said? 'Nah- that's okay 
you're nota younggirl so-o I thinknot.' 

So, you have a lust for the flesh?' 

'Yes... biting and kissing is my whole problem, that's something you'II never understand.' 
'Confess my son.' he said to me.' I said- 'What'sthe use, my soul has been dammed.'Then he said- 'Oh 
no but you're wrong, any soul can be saved, my child. Confess and maybe the Holy Ghost will lead you 
on your way. To her whomever she is... Dry your eyes my son the re is no need to cry blood.' 'I know I am 
not being much of a man.' He said- 'You're in love!' I nodded-yes. He said- 'That's all it is. You'll see her 
when the time is right if it's meantto be so. But you have to have faith in herand God above you.' 

I wipe away my tears and watched him immediately] ump up and out of the water. 'So, are 
you coming? Let us see the lord guide us, down the path to your love if its right or wrong. What is her 
name?' He asked and led me to his truck and twisted his wet damp clothes. On the bank next to the 
truck. I said- 'Yes, damned if I do, and damned if I don't.' 

'Before we go you sure you don'twantto be baptized?' 

Yes, I am sure, you might do that and you'll crumble to ash or something like that, for your 
safety I'm going to say no. Did he whisper-Oh? I am not saying that I don't believe your ways, I do. I was 
razed to believe it; it is just I am not sure what would happen to me. 

Being this way that I am. Like I might turn to stone. Then he asked me the most random 
question: So, do fallen angels use a bathroom? I said- 'I haven'ttaken ashit, in years, ironic everyone 
piles theirs on me I'Then I said- 'Why did you ask me that?' 



'Because I need to find a bathroom soon! Fallen angels frighten the poo out of me I "Don't 
worry, I only suck on girl!' He giggled awkwardly. I snickered, he made me laugh. The second time, since 
her death. 'Don't fear I am not going to hurt you.' If anything, you're my first friend. The first person to 
ever trust me, and that trust, and not think something evil. He said - 'Okay friend... will find her. Do you 
see those sun rays overyonder... ourGod is showing us the way?' 

'I believe that!'I said... (With surprisingnewfoundfaith.) 
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'With the lord, he will help guide the way. 

Come heartbroken fellow and let's start walking. 

We're almost there. The lord tells us it's not far.' He leads me into the woods and furthers 
the watery spot. I have been led to an old ware house that see ms secret because I have never seen it 
before. I hesitate before going in. He may be leading me into a trap. There's a saying. 'Don't trust anyone 
and keep your friends close and your enemies closer.' He is neither friend nor foe because I do not know 
him closely to decide. 

Yet I had trusted... but not fully trust, I walked wheezing. There she was lying on the table 
looking at me with only the soul no life-this young sweet thing she was only five-1 was asked to bring 
her back. I noticed she was still naked and that sheet covered her body. I said this is not what you think I 
can do- it's not holly. 

I turned over to the priest, he jumped like to what I said - what would be done but smiled. 
'Urn- If anyone asks, I neverdislikedyou. Yet I have to say that.' I quickly took a step back and rubbed my 
neck tensely. I went back to Lily saying I'll tack the body ofthe younggirl- and I did the - with here and 
now she is mine, not caring about whatwas surrounding me, and picked herup and carried herout. 

'Hey, Priest guy! A little help!' I called out-as I was swept off my feet by the spirits- around 
me-and sawhim come to my rescue-throwingholy water... 

The mob was on their way-1 saw them coming- lost and a lot of members and been taken 
away by others in the pack. 'So, I finally meetthe creature ofthe night. Hello Christer-Edward. 



If that your real name.' He crossed his arms in a wicked way. It looks like I wasn't going to get 
out anytime soon. 

He walked upto me I was just hanging around, 

'So, it was all an act? You set me up, didn't you?"No!' Outof the shadows, a man slithered 
out, and said- 'It was not him; it was me!' I knew the voice-it was my dad! 'Son you neverwere good at 
anything, not even killing me.' 

'I prayed and prayed to him to bring you here. I fee I that you have two options, give me your 
body and soul or I take hers. Either way, son you've failed.' He said - 'Son I would not mind at all living 
the rest of my days in her beautiful body, as a girl. 

As you know I have no manhood now because of you. I am the one that wants you gone. 

I don't like you, I never did I wanted to kill you from the day you popped outof your mother. 
You're just like my dad in everyway. May he rot in hell! Son no one wants you in this town.' 'Yet if Lily 
because me, I can stay here, just like you I have been on the run.' 

(I didn't believe a word my dad said. I never did, he just wants to live in her so I die he knows 
that would kill me.)The holy man said-'Put your trust in the Lord yourass belongs to yourdad now.' 
Then he said- 'I must go now, sorry sonny, you are never alone, God be with you, and if you're not guilty; 
you have nothing to be afraid of in the eyes of the Lord. Let God have mercy on yoursoul.' 

'Hey! - Hey!' He never looked back at me, and into the sun he went out the wood sliding 
doors. Then I re member that I had my knife. Think Christer- Edward thinks to make a plan... I need to cut 
this and then cut him up into little pieces, and light the pieces on fire before he clams her soul. Mine is 
already gone. Yet how? With my tiny love in my arms, how is this going to work? 

Whatever I do I have to move swiftly! All in that - moment I couldn't help but look into the 
closed eyes of my beloved. Her eyelashes long and shut tightly, her hair awe taking, with soft springy 
waves. It was like she was asleep, dreaming the most wonderful and darling fantasy ever. It was like she 
was smiling at me like she knew I was there with her as if I was herhero! I know it's like she can slightly 
feelthat I am with her. Yeti feelas if I will nevertrustagain. 
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Yes, this act of betrayal of the first friend, I had fora while had surely hurt me in ways you 


could never imagine. How a priest could turn so good to evil in a matter of seconds. God or the Devil had 
clouded his judgment. I had to get out and help my sweet Lily before, they could tarnish her anymore. I 
put her over my shoulder and ran as fast as I could. I ran like the wind with a whooshing sound and 
headed to the car. 

I kept driving until I realized something in a fairy tale story I once read. There was a prophecy 
that there wasa special vial that could bring a dead person backto life. I must go and endure the most 
challenging trails to get there, but anything is worth having my Lily back, who has ultimately been kissed 
by death. 


Like-a secret, of love, a secret of life, and a secret of bringing someone backto life. It was 
not so much as a fairytale, as it was more something, I read in Romeo and Juliet. So, the journey endures, 
nowfor a pink poison that works in reverse. I left a part out, as I ran out my dad got tangled and trapped 
in the net that I was in with her, that's when he fell to the woodenfloor. That was meant for me, and 
before getting in the - car to escape (Oh the farmer was in on it too, he knew I would take this car.) 

Like a bat out hell. 

I snatched the gas can in the back seat, and ran back, and let that place up, I saw him burn. 
The heat of the flames in my old still heart was thrilling! With any luck that is the last time, I have to see 
his face in my life. Yes, a vial just like the lime green ones, which I can drink that takes, me to a different 
time and a different place. Almost like a different life altogether. 

I kepton driving and turningdown roads. I am curious, if anyone sees me, I mustn't be 
followed. I watched my back and hid my car in the bushes, as I wentto our secret place. It was a little 
cabin out of town, where we both would hide and express ourtrue nature. She's my little witch and I'm 
her bigger fallen angel. I went inside and the floor creaked. I lifted the carpet, and opened the hideout, 
and picked up a piece of paper. 

I have now gone over dirt paths; like the ground, she has been covered over with. I have 
even walked were there was no path at all, just like I did to find herefrom day one. But nowit's to get 
the freedom we all need to have a life, that is all we want, and that is when Lily said let me out of this 
car-1 don't get why... 


She wanted to rest a pace... 



27 


(Ayear has passed) 

The key was getting what I need like a potion or a spell-like avail of somethingto make her 
love me-1 don't see why-she falls out of love whit me in the first place. I was the face I could not give 
her a real family- or her baby-or that what she was letting me think. 

So, I can getyou back to me, so we can live 

our life. I have looked high; I have looked low. I have looked inside, and I have looked outside, 
I have felt her insides, I have felt around the outside. I have swum in the waters, on the way, I have lived 
in this car from day to day. 

I have fed off the blood of the mobbing wolfs, howlingat the full moon to trap me, in the 
woods. I kill them so they won't kill me. All for her! 

As you know, I cannot kiss herthe way I should to stay alive and thrive. If I don'tfind 

this vial soon, I will getso weeki breakdownto nothing. 

Or at least that is how I feel; I am not sure what will happen to me. I am not sure what will 
happen to her, I have to be her hero, I have to be! 

As I drove as fast as I could, the tires burned the road, and every time the gasoline or tires 
went out, I just hotwired a car and continued to drive. Nothing was going to stop me. Nothing. Afterfive 
hours of driving, I finally reached Mount Valhalla. 

I sighed in relief and started to climb up the mountain. It's going to be a while before I get 
there, thank god I'm not affected by the high altitude. Thank god. I'm a fallen angel. A fallen angel in 
love. 


'This would have been a lot faster if only I would have had her broomstick!' I left her in the 
car in the dark trunk. I have no keys, and that's a good thing, but the doors are unlocked, butthere was 
no selection butto leave her behind like I did before. It's not like I had a donkey to put her and me on to 
reach the Promised Land. I covered the car with willow branches, alone with her nude torso, at the base 
of the mountain. 'I am on my way now my love, I said.' before leaving her. It's like she trembles, for 
knowing my-absents, orshe could see the forthcoming, I ran my fingers through herhair. 



Besides, closed the truck with a thud. I knew the only way to get it open would be with pure 
power in bustingthe latch. And after... I have this vial! I will be able to rip the car apart with my bare 
hands! Here we go again, the never-ending climbing battle for love! I hit the lock button on the door 
knowingthat it would not be opened. 
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It always looked easy to climb a mountain, and I used to envythose with the strength to be 
able to climb a mountain and be just an ordinary person. I sighed and grumbled as I've only been 
climbing for about five minutes and I wasn't even close to reaching where I needed to go. I grabbed the 
next rock and suddenly little pebbles were startingto fall. 'That isn't a good sign.' 

I looked around trying to find another avenue, I could try to get to the point of my 
destination. I try to grab another rock and climbed up one until the rocks holding me up collapsed, and I 
fell off fee ling like I was flying in midair for a few seconds before meeting the ground and feeling agony 
in my back. 'Freaking!' I screamed in pain. If I can't enter the mountain by climbing it. I'll have to find 
anotherentry point. But I'm too close to stop now. 
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I am past the point of no return. I have to have herlove, or I will surely die. I was on the face 
of the rocks, I had three-point of contact, my hand, one foot, and my left nut. I was just hanging the re 
couldn'tgo up could not go down. I need a way upthere, which is when I feel like a stone, and when my 
only green vial in my jacket broke, 'Oh Bloody Hell!' I said, somehow, I jumped in time to 2016, 
everything was so different... a man walked up to me, he had a phone on his wrist, and all kinds of 
gadgets that I have never seen before, that would beep and ring and talk. He said - 'Why are you laying 
on theground.' 

I said- 'I am trying to getto the top.'That is when he said- 'Your dumb butt-take the inclined 
plane to the top it's only three dollars.' So, like a moron, I get up and walk in line and hand the teenage 
girl, which runs the ride, my timeworn money. 


She looked at me like I was a worm I 



That is when I realized the car was gone, and there was a resort at the top of the mountain, 
and I was all out of green vials. So now what am I going to do? Now I need to get back to that time, I was 
in...! And now I need to get the pink and green vial made. But where and how? 

Here I am lost stuck in a time zone that isn't ready for me. I looked around me absorbing in 
my new environment and realized I'm in a time zone years ahead of me. 

I saw a hot blond skinny jogger running past me, and I tapped heron the shoulder. 'Hi miss, 
I'm a bit lost. Can you tell me what the date is and where exactly am I?' I asked her sweetly. 'Uh, Sir. Did 
you have a lot to drink last night? What the hell are you wearing?' 

She crossed herarm as she looked me up and down. 'Yeah, I drank a- lot of bourbon, and I 
had a costume party. Could you please let me know where I am and what time I'm in?' I asked herabout 
getting impatient. 'Oh- you must've had a lotto drink. You're in California and the year is May 5th, 2016. 

Does that help-smart ass?' She asked looking at me with concern. 'Thanks, miss.' I smiled 
and walked off. I'm in 2016, this is going to take me a while. I justfelt like slapping her into last year, she 
was so belligerent but so good to look at. 

She didn't even make eye contact with me! I know she was shy but come on, I am not that 
freaked up in the face I Or is it because guys don't we re capes anymore? Maybe I smell bad? 

Looking at herlike what hell are those strings hanging out of hershort's slacks? One is a 
white braided thing in the front, and the other two soft pink ones by her butt? My God if they get any 
shorter, she is going to have to powderto more cheeks, and cut another head of hair! Maybe they do 
that now, all the time, that would be a good thing? Did I just see her nipples popping out at me too, 
though her skimpy white top? Damn girl go- and put something on! Global warming must be true? Just 
look at all these teen girls half-naked. My God-1 find myself standing here half-hard, and drilling. Look at 
that shit around their eyesthat is black, they have more eye shadow around theireyesthen I do mine. 

How can their faces be so gorgeous and flawless? Is what I doing now cheating? God, I need 
to get back before I nail one of these little girls! Or worse kiss them! Surely if I would do that, I would 
nail my coffin. If I would get caught! Oh, if she would find out! How tempting, this is... I never have seen 
so manygood-lookinggirls like this. I walk around like a nomad, almost getting run overby all the cars. 
How things have changed just since the 1990s! It's like being on a different planet if you go back to the 
1600s. 
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What the hell- McDonald's what am I doing here- and there everywhere you look? That shit 
would kill you, but everyone iseatingit. Just like what is with all these bigass ladies' doingjustwalking 
around in the Walmart at am? Go home! I have never seen so much Junk in one place! I feel like I am 
walking around in the twilight zone! 

I can't believe how attracted I was to a girl from anothertime. A girl who's in another world, 
who would shit herself, if she knew half of the things about my life. But I would love to bend he rover 
and rip off her shirt...Oh shit! What the freaking am I thinking? I'm smarter than that to follow my sexual 
desires. My heart belongs to Lily anyway, we would neversee each otheragain, so it's not worth it. I 
reassured myself. I needed to find a way out of this world. I looked around me and went down to every 
bloody shop of a clairvoyant pretending to be one. 'What the hell? Doesn't anyone know honesty and 
manners anymore? I mean come on!' I growled in frustration and found myself at the last existing'Witch 
shop.'I walked in and asked herto tell mewhatl needjustby touchingme. 

A middle-aged woman around her twenties touched me, and I finally got the answer wanted. 
She knew exactly who I was, and what I was doing at this time. She brewed a potion without mentioning 
a word to me and finally put it in the vial. I swallowed the entire vial and suddenly my world changes all 
around and I'm back in the other time where I could get that girl to fall forme. Or that was the hope -1 
sigh in relief and attempttojumpas high as I can to gettothetop. 

I couldn't believe whatl sawwith my eyes. Itwasa lake full of lava and on the otherside, 
there lied the special potion I so needed. This is going to take a while. I need to make a rope bridge, 
afterthat thought, I was like something is not right! 

I remember I drank blue vial, and it did send me back. But there is one big problem, it turned 
me into a little green serpent with a cape. Then after a long night of smashing and drinking. 

I could see myself in the car paint! Now hopping around I could see everything, but with like 
beer goggles on. I guess that is what I getfor wanted to love one of the girls back there! She read my 
hart, hands, and thoughts, and must have put that in the mixture. I believed thatthere would be side 
effects, but nothing like this... how am I going to get the trunk open now like this, I don't even have any 
thumbs, I couldn't jack it... you know even if I wanted too. I knew the only way I would be turned back 
into me is to kiss the girl that is my true love on the lips. Or at least that is how the story should go. 



'I know why she did this... I was cheating in my mind, and she didn't like it, all witches stick 
together, this is payback.'Yet which lips dothey mean? What do I kiss the valva ormouthPIn mymind I 
was thinking dirty in the joke, will at least I have the tongue for it. I'll have to kiss both sets of lips on her 
body and see what happens. That is if I can find a way up there! Good thing she has died; I don't think 
girls like her like kissing serpents! Yet how do I get into this car like this now, and get where I need to 
go? 


So now! needtokiss her, to becomea man,and I needtokiss herforherto become alive, 
and yet! still needtogetthat pinkvial. You know...call me delusional but, I think that which wanted me 
in her bed, and wanted to play with my broomstick. She seemed to into me, like she knew that I had 
somethingshe needed. She didn'twant me togo. She didn'twant me to kiss Lily, I think she tricked me. 

I need to stop trusting random-ass witches! I'll be lucky if I don't get warts, and knowing me-as they'll 
be on my genitals! At this point, I would just be happy to get my six, and one-half inches back like before. 
This girl is killing me, but that's love! 
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I fell off a cliff and thudded to the ground. I looked around and found my car. Thank god, 
she's still in there, I managed to see in through a little rust hole. Then I realized that I can't open the 
door because I have no hands. I frowned and shook my head. Howthe hell was I going to get myself out 
of thisPThen it justhit me, I needtofind a lily flowerand a four-leaf cloverand mix it with some 
monthly blood of the girl I love, that's the potion I think I need. I hope that's right. 

Before I kiss her lips, and I become a man! I'll do it myself, like always. So, I hopped around 
and nibbled on a lily that was in the parking lot. I hopped around till nightfall till I found a four-leaf 
clover. Thankfully there was a rust hole in the back of the trunk of the car that I slithered into after 
falling on my ass several times. Anyways, I got the blood I needed, when I was liking her up and down. I 
think I heard a ticklish giggle. 

The blood was old but it was there deep inside, the taste of it was indescribable, and I kissed 
both lips in two jumps, now I did not know what was going to happen. I saw what looked like magic dust 
puffing in the air, yet that was the only light I could see. Something happened it just got cramped in 
here... but what? I had to go by feel. 
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Holy crap! 


I have a winkle! 

I am a man; I am a man...! 

I can't believe it I am a man! 

I neverknewhownice it waste have to rearrange my nut sack. I have legs, I have arms, and 
let's not forget about them thumbs! Eyes! Do I have eyes? Please, the sacred voice asking God tells me 
that I've got eyes. I can see! I can see! Holy freaking! And yet again, it's dark in this trunk, so maybe 
that's it. Here I am cramped in my freaking small truck. God, I feel sorry for anything that I packed here. 
I'm on top of Lily who needs some clothes, but I can't do that until I getthe potion. All this bloody 
trouble for some freaking resurrection. 

I rearrange myself and kick open the trunk with my incredible fallen angel strength, and I 
jump out feeling a chill in the air. Rain is blistering heavily towards me and her. I see from my left eye 
what is left of mytrunk, and I frown realizing it. 

There's noway I'll be able to fix this or put it back on my car. I jump up high and reached the 
- position I was in. I found myself in front of a lava pool with very weakand delicate stepping stones. I 
could see from a distance a beautiful sparkle of the vial I so desperately needed. 'Well here I go.' I 
whisperto myself andjumped ontothefirststepalmostfalling into the pool. Sunlight couldn't kill me, 
but lava would. I jumpagain and sigh in reliefthat I made it. I continuejumpinguntil I'm halfway across 
the pool to the vial. I see it! It's closer. 
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My heart leaped when I saw-that I have done okay with the girls, but I can't stop now-1 want 
that girl too. Not when she's exposed and easy to get kidnapped. I jump onto the last step onto the 
landing. I walk up to the rock holding the vial. 'Only those who have worthy intentions may be allowed 
to take such a vial.' A voice calls out from a distance. Could it be that I stepped on a vocal recording or is 
there someone already there watching my every move and ready to take what I so need? 

'Who'syourdaddyl'the voice calls out; I look behind me I see him; with my girl's legs slung... 
one over each of his shoulder, her hair and head dangling downwards. I thought I killed you, I screamed! 
'Son-son-son boy you'll never kill me! I am just like you until I getthe love I need. 



Your daddy thinks it's time for your bedtime story, while I tuck and suck on your girl in me in 
my bed! What do you think about that?' I said - 'Freaking no you douche-bag! "Son-you need to go and 
suck on some soap, with that dirty mouth of yours! Anyways there is nothingyou can do about it.' Now 
the fighting begins I must push him into this hotstuff, so I can get my hot stuff back. 

He'sgot me on the edge, afterthrowing herto the ground, like she was a rag doll, I knew 
that something of hers broke. Yet I had to think about me for the time being. How is it going to be me... 
or him! Whose love for heris stronger? 
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I freaking hate this guy. One would imagine the bloody bastard has nine lives, but it's pretty 
ironic since I have more than just nine lives. He smirks as he watches me figuring out howthe hell, I was 
going to stop him for once. But I had the advantage of him, but with the lava, so did he. I jumped, and 
kicked him in the stomach, watching him fall to the ground with me standing on top of him like a 
surfboard. He grabs my ankles, and I trip feeling my hair touch a little bit of lava, that was so damn hot, 
it was like fire in my hair. I yelp and move away and watched him punch me in the face three times. I 
could feel my sour blood spill from my mouth until I realized. Blood is my friend. I leap up and grab his 
neck, and lift him choking him out. I walk overand hold him overthe lava pool. 

'Son, let's talk aboutthis. I'm sorry- please don't let go of me!' He begged and I looked over 
to my Lily, and I thought about how he wanted to sexually assault her like he sexually assaulted my 
mother. 


He was the one man who could make me regret having him as my father. I dropped him, and 
he screams as befalls into the lava. I sped away from the lava and watched it consume him whole. I 
turned around and picked up my vial and poured it down Lily's porthole to the soul. I saw her light of her 
soul started to brighten as her skin color became white once again. She opened her eyes and saw me. 
She jumped and moved away. 

'Lily. It's me. It'sChrister- Edward. 
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Do you rememberme?' 



I crawled towards her and she looked down screaming, even more, covering her private parts 


of herbody. Her first words she said snakingly-'Way, am I na-naked?' 

Then she proceededtosayfreakingout. 'Do you see all this come and blood dripping out of 
me? Like you could have shot it on my face for all I care, not deep inside me!'she asked me - 'Did you do 
this to me?' I just looked at her in awe! She kept running at the mouth - 'If you did... you know that I'm 
not on the pill!' I just looked dumbfounded thinking all girls or on that shit at least they are now. 'You 
know this right?' I said 'No.'What the hell, you're going to have a fat knocked up wife.' 'Yeah know when 
a girl is pissed when she starts moving her hands around like Beyonce!' 

Nowin my mind, I was thinking this question - 'Is she, or isn't she? Or worse who's the 
daddy?' I was hoping it will all drip out. (Dr-ip! Drip!) And it wouldn't be he's a seed that impregnates 
her. That is when I thought there must be a virgin vial also? Just like there is a pill to stop her from 
getting pregnant. But do I need to stop it... would this baby be mine? Or would I kill my baby? Or would I 
be killing his? 

There must be something, I can do before she rips my dick off, and slaps me up with it! But 

what...? 


I knew I had to ask the question, which would change my life. 'Is the baby mine?'She lifted 
her shoulders in question. 'I don't think so.' My heart raced feeling more rage than ever. He is dead and 
yet he still torments me. 'Is it my father? 

You don't needtoeverworry about him anymore. He's gone out of our lives forever.' I 
grabbed herwrists and she quickly moved away and started jumpingon the steppingstones. 'Lily?' I 
asked in concern and followed her. 'No! Leave me alone! I don't know who the hell you are! You're so 
not the man I thoughtyouwere.'Shecontinuedtogetfurtherawayfrom me. I wonderhow long it'll 
take for her to realize she has no idea where she is. 

This is horrifyingto me, but I could see that baby coming out looking like my dad, or even 
being my dad oddly enough, like being born again out of her. Just popping slightly out... 'Looking like 
Achmed the Dead Terrorist!' 

Then something inside me just snapped. (One eye twitched twice.) 'I am done; I am just done 
fighting for her.' I thought- 'There comes a time where every man reaches his breaking point. And mine 
was when she thought I would do that to her or let him have his way. She holds me responsible. 



regardless? Like I was some kind of deviant demonic sick-o.' (There comes a time when you have to let 
her go.) If she wants me, she'll come back to me... right? Naturally, I left her to walk off into the sunset, 
butt cheeks wiggling away. 

(Am I going to regret it?) 

I don't knowyet. Maybe so... I am thinking about heralready. In nine months. I'll know if I am 
the daddy or not. Even though she thinks... I have noway of truly knowing. She's going by feel and that's 
not always right. She'll be back if she loves me! That's not if the mob of wolfs don't find her and the 
baby first. And do what I said they would. But I am just DONE! I wonder where she is going to go now? I 
wonderwhatl am going to do withouthernow? 

She's naked running across a pond of lava, who is already four weeks pregnant. She is my 
love navigating a world that has moved on from herdeath. I couldn't just leave her. 'Perhaps I could 
watch herfrom a distance and protect her when she needs it. I thought. I saw that she had finally 
reached the other side and I continued to follow her. 'I don't trust you, but where the freaking am I?' Lily 
covered herboobsand vagina- sheepishly... 

'Look at least let me drive you back to your hometown, and you can get some clothes. Here- 
take my jacket...' I gave her my jacket and she took it. 'TURN AROUND!'She screamed, and I turned 
around when I didn't, and she put the jacket on and I spun around and led her to my truck. 'What do you 
remember...?' I asked trying to have a conversation. 'Nothing, I can't remember anything...'She sat 
hunched overlooking out the window, fogging it up with her breath. I put on the heater and heat started 
to come out through the vents. She screamed until she inspected the vents closer. 'Why do you drive so 
fast?' 'It's Justa fallen angel thing,' I said. 

'What is it?' She asked dumbfounded. Looked at he rand it just hit me, she's not a fallen 
angel ora witch, she is justa teen girl that got her life back that is why she left me. 

Afterall this-she is justthe way she was before all this took place. I went along with it. 

'It's not all just hot air coming out. Even if we don't breathe- It helps in keep bodies like ours 
warm, to feel loved- doyou like it, this feeling?' 



I replied keepingmy eyeson the road. 'It burns my skin.' She looked at me. 'Yeah, that 
happens when your skin is cold. But don't worry it won't hurt you unless it's on higher.' I smiled. 
Knowingthat it was frostbite. 'I believe you.'She smiled with a sparkle in hereye. 

'You do remember me, don't you?' I smiled some...'How could I ever forget the love of my 
life? He said. 

I love you Christer. 

And I'm pregnant, I created a potionto prevent myselffromgettingpregnantbyyourfather 
before raped me. 

I remembered what you said to me. So, I'm fine and thank you for being me back to life. So 
instead of going backthere, why don't we go and explore the world like France and get me some 
clothes.'She chuckled and held my hand. I laughed and we both listened to old music as we rode into 
the sunlight. 

Nine mounts later a newfallen angel baby was born. A little girl that was all ours, we named 
Faith. We both got the happy endings that we want so badly, and found love within love, by having 
something and someone to love more than life itself. Turns out it was my loves baby after all -1 got 
everything I ever want- and we lived happily ever after. 


Sins of the Fallen Angel: Part: 2 


Chapter: 1 

The first time, now here I am gasping for air, I just got kissed; kissed by death - like sin and the 
lust. Nothing could ever stop me from dying... Or could it? Perhaps I was too blind to realize that maybe 
hope could free me from this. From this everlastingdarkness and everlastingtorment. But here I am 
stuck in a wooden box with a ton of dirt surrounding me. I'm just an ordinary girl. 'Why would anyone 



want to put nne into this box? It's not just a box, I believe I'm underground.' I thought. Was anyone out 
there trying to find me? I asked myself. I didn't want to die like this, at least not in this why. I punch the 
wooden ceiling, I had above me. It made no difference. 

'Damn it!' I growl and rub my sore fist. The pain my fist wasfeelingdidn't matter.The worst 
pain was coming from within. If I have one wish while in this freakingsituation, what would it be? I 
forced my mind to think, and I wiped away all the tears coming from my eyes. 'Is it so hard to think of 
the one last thing that I want? Is there nothing that I everwanted that badly? Was there never really any 
purpose in my life? And right now, should. I'll be sad about the fact that my life would just end as soon 
as the oxygen in this box runs out... or about the heart-wrenching realization that I've been living a life 
which had no purpose of its own?' 

Well, maybe that's nottrue; maybe it's just a warning bell ringing aloud. Maybe my life isn't 
ending at all? This all has been an engagementorchestrated,justtoget me too wake the freak up, and 
bring me closer to a purpose. I don't know what that would be. However, something which binds myself 
to some other being, or some otherforce which would lead me to a place where at least I could find 
peace before I take my last breath. And seethe light of day no longer. Unnati58l had only one thought. 
'Get out of here before you die. I punch and punch so hard. My hand became swollen and bloody. Dirt 
was coming in like a river pouring into a shallow area. 'I have to get out. I have to get out. I must get out' 

I climbed and dug through the dirt before my hand could something. It's air. I could feel the air. I 
continued digging with my eyes closed and I finally stuck my head out into the air. I looked at my 
surroundings. I'm back. I'm back in the 1690s. I must hide before they suspect me once again. 

Chapter: 2 

My breath quickensfaster, faster, andfasteras I think aboutthe world around me. 

Thinking about how I used to glance up at the brightening expanse of the sky, I bite my lip. I 
could see slivers of light with-in the box's boards.That is when I knewthat I was not coverover 
completelyyetwith the earth above me. That dawn was showing me the light looking at the patches of 
growing crops, I realized that farmers would be outsoon. I kick and kick until my feetwere cut, but I did 
it I got out, nevertheless, I had to hurry. 'Hey! Who's there? 'A farmer calls out. I gasp in fear of being 
noticed and run more. I find a church nearby and hide behind it. As I run towards the church, I decided 
to go inside, and let the doors close behind me; so that the farmercannotgetto me. I ran like I never 
ran before! I realized it's been really- long since I've been to a church. My mother's resentful words 



starting ringing in my ears. 'One day you'll see. It will be the only place you'll have leftto go to. You need 
to be saved, yet you'll never be if you don't want to be. Do you see...? You say you don't believe in Him. 
Oh, that day is on its way, you'll have no oneto helpyou andyou'll feelthe wrath. You'll see.The time 
will come.'Though I'm still not a believer it's funny. A practical joke that life has played on me. Hell, like 
it was wished on me. At last, here I am, where I thought I would never be. As I hobbled inside, I was 
astonished by what I saw. I couldn't believe my eyes. Could this be? No? Yes? It was... or am I 
hallucinating? Atthis point my mind I wastoo damn tired to differentiate between what's real, and what 
was unreal. Nevertheless, I see what I never believed in. 

I walk to the front of the alter he looks up from the book in which he was reading. It's not a 
Bible. I was sure I knew him he gives me his seed which made my life. It looks to be an old book on 
philosophy. 'How did you get here?' He smiles then closes the book. 'You weren't hard to find.' He 
stands from the pew he was at and gives me a once over. 'It's a good look for you."What? Dirt and near¬ 
death?' He smiles again. The wrinkles around his eyes crinkle slightly and the light catches his salt and 
pepper slicked-back hair. 'No. Survival.' I don't knowhow long I was out there. It could have been a day; 
it could have been weeks. I don't know... I am so confused. 'You look good for a young girl that been 
rolling around in the dart.' 

'He h-thanks... I guess.' I chuckled and looked at him. 'I must ask you something. I think I saw 
you back when they pushed me into the cold hard ground and buried me,you were there in the crowd. 
Why did you let them bury me? I'm yourdaughterand yetyou treat me like a stranger.' He kepton 
smirking at me with that sideways smile. I yelled would you stop looking at me like that. It is starting to 
freak me out. So freak'n creepy! 'You wanted me to stay outof your life. That was one way that you 
would be gone, I knewyou would come crawling back, you always come back... like the little girl that 
you are, butthis time was the longestyou have been gone. It's been a long time.' He rubs his hands over 
the book and sighs. 'But I guess if you truly want me to. I'll get more involved from nowon.' I frown - like 
don't bother yourself. 'That didn't answer my question.' He smiles again. Even creepier than before. I 
thought he'sfake teeth were goingto the poop of the smile was that wide. His eyes narrowed at me. 
'Yes, I was in the crowd.' My dad raises his old wrinkled hand to keep me from speaking'Don'tyou ever 
freak'n interrupt me. If I had interfered, they would have killed me.Then who would keep an eye on 
you?' I can feel my anger rise. 'Someone who lets me get buried alive... how can you say that?' 'Yes, I 
had too I didn't have a fucking choice! Okay!' I said - 'I justwantedyou to give me some space, but you're 
meant to protect me and look after me. It sounds to me that you wanted me to be gone.' I felt my eyes 



knowingthey were gettingteary, so I wiped away my tears before he could see my cry, like the little 
child bethinks I am. How did I getthis why? Itwas slowly coming back to me. 


Chapter: 3 

Even so, what he doesn't know is that I had someone. Yes, someonethat loved me more 
than he evercould or would, that waseverythingto me. However, just like my dad, he was killing me 
from killing me in so many ways. Killing me slowly, mentally, physically, spiritually. It's like he holds in my 
breath, and I can let him out. I know the closer he gets to me, the closer he gets to kill me with his 
lusting voluptuous kiss. But I want it! I wantto feel it! You are slowly suckingthe life out of me anyways. 

I knowyou can't help it like I can't help loving you. That fine with me I guess, but we have not even 
made out yet! Or did we? 'If I have to die to have your love then so be itl' That's what I said to him. 'Just 
kiss me... I can't take not having you in my life. And if my life ends then we can live in forever, tog ether if 
there is an afterlife, only if that is if you choose to die forme too. As I will foryou.' So, what do you want 
to do? To kiss or not to kiss, that is the question! I say that I don't want you in my life, just I said with my 
dad. Why must I push everyone away? Nevertheless, which is just a lie. 'I want you! I must have you.'Is 
what I said. 


Christer-James-'I needyou; I must have you! All ofyou! I must taste the kiss;you wantto 
give to me. Till death do we part, with all my heart, crossed and hope to die in yourarms? I knowthat 
making love to you would rip us apart.' 

I recall whispering back in his cold ear- 'It'sthis love you would give me that would go right 
through me, as we would geteverso closerto eternal love. I want itl Do you want me? Death is the 
passion, I am longing for so kiss me now,and I will be foreveryours! Andyou'llbeforevermine.' 

The last time... I was in the church, and I confessed my love foryou. Beforehand asking if I 
would be forgiven, for my wrongs, even if I don't have complete faith I thought. I assumed what do I 
have to lose- I'll try. I'll get into the dress, and confessed my-everything to you. In-front of the man of 
God. I said the 'I do's,'and so did you. I knew that it's wrong. I knew that I was too young, so young that 
I'm not sure if I knew what love is or what it entailed. Nevertheless, I said 'Let's do this, let'sgo all the 
way, and never look back, let's make the earth move tonight, I wantto feel your breath on my young 
alive skin, I wantto feel what it would be like when you are killing me with that kiss, as you take me for 
your lovernowand forever. I wantto be deflowered, as you place a floweron my grave and follow me 



to the promised land. Come and hold my hand.'That is what I said. I breathed so deeply knowing that 
maybe today will be my last breaths at all.' 

Chapter: 4 

The wedding night: I rememberstandingthere unclothed- 'I quivered, I trembled, and I felt 
my knees knockingtogether. I could see him walking towards me. Oh yes looking strongerand mightier 
than ever before. His manliness was just thumping in-front of me. I did not even know that was possible. 
Yet again-1 am onlyfifteen years old. 

My thoughts-1 am so hopingthat I am not makinga big mistake, eagerthatyourlovefor me 
is not fake. I don't want to be used, and left for dead like men such as yourself have done to me in the 
past. Everything! knowand love in my life, I mustforsake justto have you. 

Then I thought- Even if he doesn't love me, I knowthat I will nevergetaway. He will always 
be looking over me, even if we don't end up together forever. Even if he doesn't truly love me, as I do 
him... Somehow, I knowthat I will nevergetaway from his charm, never-everbe able to run away from 
his stony-yet glittery eyes, that make my week and lustful. He will always be looking over me, even if we 
don'tend up togetherforalways. I will always feel him inside me! Feelingall that is him runningthrough 
my veins and driving me to complete madness. Just like the poison of that first kiss. The kiss at the altar, 
and the sucking kiss we're sharing now dooring this lovemaking. He is coming into my bloodstream. I 
feel me pouring the toxins out my most erotic pulsating girly parts of my body. We will be bonded for 
life, and lives that come after. We will be like one being or so that was wishful thin king. 

There is no escaping it now... nor do I wanttoo. I just want it to keep on coming, it feels that 
good. Oh-what he is doingto me. It's ripping through me... but I love it. It is like spraying like pouring 
rain and it's mixing with mud on the ground under my feet. Plus, I am drizzling with his poison all over 
my chest, face, and my girly opening, it is all coming out of me too; like a river of love. It has to be the 
best feeling in this world. Yes, I am spraying the wetness, it is dripping like my eyes when he was not 
near me all the time in the days of the past. And when he is not near me, he's creeping in my mind when 
he is gone. He plays with my fee lings-1 know this. The same way he likes to play with me in his cold 
candle light bedroom. 

He builds me up so far and stops, and then when he comes for me to come with him, it's 
even stronger, just like I come twice has hard forhim. It'sthe same way. Just like the candle that he 



blows out with his expired breath, he blows me to a place I never been to. As he crawls beside me, he 
blows that same icy breath on me, as he covers me with kisses, all over my little body. After all, it is our 
first night sleeping together. It has to be romantic! His eyes glow like the full yellow moon at midnight, 
which I see from the cracked glass windows that rattle as the wind gusts through the maple trees. 

As I lay my tiny head on his motionless chest, I am naked and carefree and fall asleep un-top 
of his chilly torso, I feel that rigid body that never needs rest at all. Everything is eerily perfect... naturally, 
I look forward to the dawn of daylight. In a way, I don't care if I wake up! Yes, it was just that good! Yet I 
have to wonderwhat if... 

Chapter: 5 

Will I seethe light of the fire down below? Or will I seethe light of day, everything is black I 
don't know... Either way, I am contented just being in the arms of my love for this night. Is it black 
because there is no light in the room? Or is black because I am possibly dying? Is this death? If so, I did 
not see it be like this at all. Where am I now? I slowly open my eyes... I am not sure if I see anything. I 
fee I fucked up in the head. Like I had the shit banged out of me. Which is possible... I think it happened. 

Am I died or alive? 

Am I alive or dead? 

Is he dying with me or not? 

Why am I notfeeling his touch? 

Am I bleedingtoo much? 

Should I be feelingsomething? 

I feelthe air getting bleak, am I even breathing I can't tell at this point? I neverfelt so alive 
even if this is the death, I never been so thrilled to death in my life. 'We should see the gates by morning. 
We should be inside in the evening.' The kiss was everything, allthat I was hopingfor and more, but is 
this darkness that is all that is around me noworsomethingmore. 




(In the coffin) 



I am just dreaming about this? 


Is this happento me? 

Am I seeming people,seeingmegodown? 

Am I notseeinghim going down with me? 

Do I feelthe ground encasing me? 

That is when I realized I was in this wooden coffin. Was I covered over last night with the 
earth above? At that time, I didn't know. Was I dressed in a lacey nightgown and nothingelse, I was 
panties-less, limp, and almost motionless with a red rose on my chest? I could smell the faint scent; it 
was from the wedding bouquets. Was there no one thereto see me other them him, when I was 
lowered down in these six-foot wholes? Was he the one that placed this floweron me, or was it 
someone else? 

I wantto know what happened. 

Did anything happen? 

I'll I had were my thoughts talking to me, and there were deafening. I think I evoke hearing 
everyone of those nine-inch nails being hammered in my coffin, which sealed my fate. Yet was it the 
kiss that killed me? Was it more than a kiss? Why was I put in the ground? 

If so, was I still so much alive? 

Is it because of who I am? 

I can't die... or am I? 

I am so confused I 

What happened to me last night? I can pound on this wood till my fist is blood-spattered, or 
is that blood or embalmingfluid? I guess that is why I have slashes at my feet. I was drained of all my 
blood. 


Can anyone hearme? 



'Hello! Anybody outthere-1 need helpl'The cemetery is still, with only creepy hunting 
sounds, which I make up in my mind in fear. I'm calling outforhelp, nonetheless, the skeletons nextto 
me in their timeworn boxes in this old cemetery aren't answering me anytime soon. It seems that the 
only memo, I am getting outto the folks that walk on top of me is what is printed on my headstone. And 
that's not much of anything for a girl my age, I never did anything spectacular. So, all that is printed in 
my name, date of my birth, and the date of my supposed death. 

Will I be saved, orwas I? 

Why am I so muddled? 

Chapter: 6 

I'm riddled with fear. I have no idea how long I was down there. I was only buried alive and 
my fathercould care lessaboutme.Yet I was not surpassed. So, I ran awayfrom him. I couldn't bearto 
look at his face once again. As I ran into the woods, somethingoccurred to me. I have nowhere to go. No 
family that wanted me, no friends. Nothing, but everyone in town believing that I was a witch. They only 
believed I was a witch, and a murdererbecause, I wasfound standingovera nine-year-old dead girl's 
body her name was Loretta, and immediately they made their assumptions. So, I had to run and never 
be found, otherwise, I knew I would be dead, or sent somewhere to be put to death. I heard the town's 
folks saying, as I ran past like a mad girl that they were goingto throw me in the river. And if I did not 
drown, then I am truly a witch. Either way, I would be dead. I knew I had to make anew life for myself. 
But- how, and were? 

Christer-James-Affirmative, I killed her I did not want to do it. But I had other reasons for 
doing it. Yes, otherthan them saying-1 had too. Yet it was the only way I could be with her, being like 
this is not what I wanted. I didn't want to suck the life out of her, I have been dyeing myself forovera 
hundred years now, and I been with a lot of girls, nevertheless, they we re not like her. None of them 
have been as good as she was, she had me coming back for more and more. She needs me to come as I 
need herto come to me. Who I am? Well, you mere mortals? Can call me by my current name- Chris- 
James Damsel. This is true that I wanted to marry for the last time. No-1 didn't want to suck her blood, I 
said that I would stop doing this, but it's like sex ones you do it with a virgin, you want to keep having it 
more and more, and you have a bond to them. I remember my first time. That was oh so long ago.... 



With her, I could not help myself. She was so young and lovely, so tight and fit. I loved her 
ways, and hervoice, and her little smile, she was everything! everdreamed of before I become this. I 
am not one of those types. I feed off the kiss and stop before going all the way, I have had many young 
girls, and have taken a lot of them. In my lifespan I had many younggirls like herfallen in love with me, 
and why not I am theirfantasy man. 

Yet I am no Edward Cullen, yet I am the next bestthing. Theyjust can't help it... I dotruly 
love her, I want to stop doing this. I want her to be the last girl I am with... can a fallen angel be with a 
girl that was alive, that he killed in a night of passion,forbeing what everyone thinks is a witch because 
of it also? Should I bring her back to life, and dig her back up to be a monster like myself? Should I saver 
and save her? We would be perfecttogetherwith a witch and a fallen angel, it could be a happy ever 
after for both of us. I know this will piss off a lot of people out there if I do this, yet that is half the fun. 
Come to my surprise, Iwenttothegrave and she was gone... Where did my love go? Come out, come 
out whereveryou are! Oh, I see that you want to play a little game with me. Okay, I guess I have to find 
you, my one-day-old bride. I covermy eyes and count to ten... 

I am on my way my darling! 

'Yes, I ran from him as I ran from all of them, was he any different, I did not know. I was just 
like my dad in everyway, I fear this fact. But my dad didn't want to kill me, or did he?Christer-James 
didn't want to either, or did he? Even now I want to be killed overand over by his kiss... if that's how it 
needs to be. I still love him. Like I still love my dad. Even if he is an asshole. 

Chapter: 7 

She's gone, but she's everywhere. In the air. In the soil. But she taunts me. But I smell her. 
She's close. Nearby. I hide behind trees and run. In a furtherdistance, there she is gaspingfor air. She 
knows I'm close, I always seem to know when she was getting close, and I can feel her heartbeat faster 
than ever. Just like it was when I was about to kiss her. I run and pounce on top of her. I watched her fall 
on to the ground with me on top. Yet it was not herat all, it was some random dead girl, which looked 
to be the age of ten or so. I got off of this poor girl and was horrified. So, I ran, lookingfor her once more. 
Eager that this would not be the result again. 

When I found her-she was sitting on what I thought was a rope tree swing, all alone in the 
thick fog she was naked. 'No- No- No!' I screamed. She was hanging in the air. I was wonderalso if I went 



too far, and I did. That was not her heart beating at all, definitely not... it was the left-over blood and 
embossingfluid dripping from her gashed feet. It was the sound of dripping on the ground, I could see 
this trill also from when she was running. I am relieved thatthehungerwolves didn't descend on her. 
There's my love hanging from a nose, she knew they would find her. I know she was not afraid of me to 
do this. I guess she could not stand being without me? However, should I bring her to life once more, so 
she can truly become like me and never die? Should I do it? Should I kiss her again to bring her back to 
life? Why did she do this? Or did she? Maybe it was the angry mob -1 call them wolfs, with their flaming 
torches, swords, and pitchforks from the village, which strung her up as she was running from them; for 
me to find because I didn't do the job, they asked me to do. I guess killing her the way I did was not 
good enough! 

But soon I realized... I'm cursed. My lips, my kisses, they're venomous as much as they are 
sexual, unfortunately. I kiss herand I risk killing her more. But I must free my love for my love to be with 
thee. I climb the tree with more of a struggle than I thought was possible. How do people manage to 
climb trees, and make it look so damn easy? I thought. She's naked. She'sgettingcolder. I looked at my 
pocket and in it, I was lucky enough to have my trusty knife and cut the rope. My love-Gracie she fell to 
the ground, and that is when I thought I heard hermake a slight gasp forair. 

Did I just hearthat? 

Or was there someone there? 

Naturally, I cut the rope, and she flopped around like a dead fish in the mud on the ground 
below.Then I climbed thetree once more, with herin my one arm, I did hear someone, and itwas more 
than one. The mob of wolfs are no all around the tree, pocking us with their sharp weapons. I hope they 
give up soon... or before they think about lighting us up. Me being the man that I am... I saw that my girl 
is getting and let to hair and dirty for my liking. I couldn't let her be like this. So, I am going to have to 
find a river, or somethingand bath her! Before I wantto give that long kiss. I men every guy wants a 
clean girl to French. No-1 don't care if she is naked when I kiss her... just as long as she has slickly 
smooth skin. It would be more romantic! 

Hum-they must have tried to grab her by that night, I put herin when she sprinted. Finally, 
the mob gave up after a very long night of us sitting out on a limb high up in that tall old tree. They went 
back home to theirfamilies, yeti knewthey would be back soon enough. Like really get a life... I walked 
and walked, tripping over logs and sticks in these dark and unsympatheticwoods. Just holding her in my 



arms. Almost like a baby in the arms of herdaddy. I found the river I was looking for, afterwalking fora 
very long time. Nevertheless, I ran to it. I placed her down, and then I got nude also, and I walked into 
the soft movie water in the moonlight, with her in my arms. Then I kissed her fore head...saying-' I'll 
bring you backto me... I will- my love.' 

The river was cold but refreshing. I got the mud out and off of her face, and I splashed the 
waterall overherand rubbed herskin with my hands, I washed her long hair, and brushed it out with 
my fingers. I had my sharp knife with me in my hand, and I 

shaved my girl I did her underarms, legs, and vagina. As well as I could, I know that she would 
want me to do that, she is a girl after all. And I am her man, and let's not forget I am her husband. I think 
I have a right to dothis. 

Plus, now it's the way I want herto be, I look at her she's so sweet, even like this limp and 
not moving. She is perfect... She is completelyfaultlesstothese old eyes, as I lay he rin the grass to dry 
off. I got down, and I laid next to her bare also. I look up at the billions of stars over us, wishing on one 
that she was alive, so we could just hold each other, at this very moment. Lookingoverthe water, with 
the moon setting with it glowing on the reflection ripples. I lay my head on herchest on top other 
nipples, but there is no sound coming with-in her torso, all I can hear is the river splashing. It saddens 
meat this most perfect of moments. 

If only I could have the powerto bring herto life. I cried as her limp lifeless body laid on my 
lap. Even as she's dead, her hair shines in the moonlight. It Just glimmers like the stars shining endlessly. 
Grade was my heart and my soul and yet she has been taken from me. A piece of me was taken and 
could never be restored as her soul would never come back. I look at the dark sky with its bright full 
moon. Ifonly there wasa shootingstar. But that's only superstitions. I remembermyfathertalking 
about it as if it was witchcraft and to never believe in it or mention it. That talk was the only time that 
we had a good moment. There were not many I can assure you. But I'm alone, dripping wet and cold. I 
knowthat the mob wouldn't stopand search for me. The mobof wolfswould continue to huntme down 
in the daylight. I'm suddenly getting hungry and Grade was only going to slow me down. Then the 
thought occurred to me, how did the mob know where to find me, and that I was still alive to I was 
meant to go down with her. Who betrayed me? Was it my unloving father or the girl I loved too much? I 
knew I had to keep going or I was going to join her. I didn't want to die. I'm only eighteen, or so that is 
what everyone thinks. Even so, I am too youngto die, and I know my future will be big. I have to 



continue to run also, hiding and leavingthe girl I loved too much in random spots. I know I would return 
to heroneday. 'Goodbye, my love. May we see each otheronce again?' 

Chapter: 8 

Maybe I needed to kill my father to bring her back to life, he is the one that started all this. 
Yet I swear that I would never take another life, and kissing your dad on the lips like that to me is wrong. 
Yet it is worth thinking about. I chopped down several logs with my knife and rock, and made a lean-to 
she Iter for her, I placed flowers that I picked around her nowfrosty body as a memorial. I had to leave 
herbehind, it was the hardestthing I everhad to dol I justwant to give up and staythere with her. Yet I 
knew I had to go, but notfor long, I would be back for her. When I had the right spill, love potion, or a 
night with a shootingstar. I had to find someone to help me with this rejuvenation ormy love. 

I didn't know if it was like a dance, which I need to do ora chant, or what. I just did not know. 
I was clueless at what it would take, to have your back. Who do I go and see aboutthis withoutthem 
thinking that I am completely crazy? Besides would it be wrongfor me to want to bring her back to life? 
She the dyed girl I loved, that is resting in pace now. 

Treasured in my heartyou'll stay until we meetagain someday. Death is the last chapterin 
time, but the first chapterin eternity. But my biggest question is will I see you there if I fail at this like my 
dad said I failed at everything I ever tried? God-1 love to hate that man! He did nothing but abuse me. 
And as soon as I do, I find love... I have to lose it. Is it because of him? Why-1 ask? Why me... haven't I 
been through enough pain? I remember one of my punishments as a kid was getting locked into 
splintered wood head and hand locking gates, and the town would walk by spitting on me, throwing 
stones, my dad tolled every one that I was touching myself, because I could n't get a girl to have sex with 
me or get a date, and that was a forbidden atthe time. And doing that was considered a crime. He 
chased them all away- it was him, not me, which was the issue! 

She was the only real love I everhad...! 

I recall my bastard of a fathereven tried to do it with my girl, asking herto get down on her 
knees, the night I brought her home. I felt bad for him I let him move in here. He tried to get herto 
make him happy. He even touches herthe same way, that I have seen him touch my motherit made me 
sick. I stopped him before she had to take it all down. He was falling drunk. That is why my mother let 
him, all those years ago. He would tie her down to the bed, and do it so many times, and shoving it in so 



hard that she bloods out for days after. That is how I was made, he raped and sodomized her every night 
in ways you can't even image, or don't want too. Now he wants to do the same with her no it's not 
happening. I won't let it. I would never look at a broom the same way. When she was fourteen, she got 
pregnant, and in those days, you had to marry the father of your baby. 

She said that if she would getaway, she would never come back not even for me. I think 
fatherblamesmeforherleaving, plus he didn't have anyone to bangor bangaround anymore,so he 
took it all out on me. If my mother would be alive today, she would be 264 years old then me. She 
passed giving birth to her second baby named Ashlyn. Mother, she bled to death from tearing and 
ripping when she pushed herout. Ashlyn was born in the early 1700s and dyed at the age of six, from 
drowning in the wash tube. I nevermeet her... and hear it in the late 1900s and I'm still alive. Sometimes 
I lose track of time and dates. 

On the otherhand, my wife was born in 1999, and she passed onthis year. Good God how 
things have changed all these many years. I worked for the ford motor company in 1909, I saw the first 
model-T drive away. I have seen it all... I remembertheTitanic making the papers, as the ship thatwas 
not unsinkable. I have seen all the wars, I even been in ww2, and was shot in the head. Yet I will not 
die... I just stay the same age as 18. I have graduated from high school six times, in differenttowns... Hell 
back in the early day's us boys dropped out in sixth grade, to work in the coal mines, I recall my lunch 
bucket scraping on the railroad tracks as I walk in the dark to work as a little one. 

Yeah, I have been in school many times just so I would fit in. I have seen a lot of people die. 
I wonderwhat complete death is like... I wouldn't know, I was kissed by death by a ten-year-old named 
Julianna she was the daughterof a nurse... I don't know why she picked me? She became myfirst love in 
my life, and she reminds me so much of Gracie, anyways she was a fallen angel, so was her mom... I was 
deathly sick with pneumonia, in the hospital and she kissed me on the lips and that was it I was 18 
forever. She was my girl until my dad had her killed, with a wooden stake through the heart. I don't 
know if he gave the order... yet I blame him for her death too. I have no clue how he knew that she was 
a fallen angel, otherthemthe sparkle herbig blue-green eyes. 

I have seen a lot of babies being born too. I became a doctor in that field, helping with 
childbirth, I made a promise to my mother that no girl under my care would die the way she did, legs 
open, vagina ripped to her butt, only to die on the cold table, with no one caring, as the placenta is 
ripped out and thrown to the floor as the baby cry's, fora mother that's never going to be there for her. 



Yeah and the only reason, I have to put up with my perverted dad, is that I knowthat he forced a 
sucking kiss on Ashlyn a day before herdeath. So, I am not sure, he not going to be leaving me anytime 
soon. Oh, and the only way I thought I could die, is if Gracie and I kissed forso long that we both suck 
the life out of each other, or she ran a stake in my chest. Yet that is just mythology to me. All these many 
years I neverask, howto die or howto live, or howto get someone back. I wish I did, so she can live... I 
don't know I never asked, how this all works, it's not like today's books have it right. 

Yet I want to live life with her. But what can I do? She's dead... So, saying that Gracie was the 
only love I had, was not so... she is the one I chooses to live the rest of my days with now, just like all the 
othergirls, when I had them in my life. I have a love for them all, and it never-ever lasted yet never- 
everdies, even if they do. I don'tthink I am meantto have love, make love, or be loved. 

To some love is a kiss goodnight, a kiss on the forehead, a kiss while having sex. To some love 
is kissing at a wedding, kissing in the rain. It goes on and on. To some love is having babies, something I'll 
neverhave just like I'll nevergrowold with my lover. To some love is a state of mind that can't be 
controlled. Oh, how I know this more than most, in this hellish world we call home. To most love is just 
screwing nowadays that's just how it is. To me, love and kissing is a death sentence. No not for me... 
only forthe girl that I love. They can live on resting in peace, yet here I am sullen. Why? Why must I be 
angry... like this? I can't blame God, he's notthe one that did this to me. It's so hard to live with 
something you can't ever- neverhave or get back. I don't have an answer for it or a cure. 

Yet! I just have to live on without them, and mostly her and deal with it... as the town's 
people would say. Even so... did I do anything wrong? I don'tthink so... do you? Am I to blame for whom 
I became? Was it my felt to be picked for this? I love to death! I even love them after their death. I love 
them even more than the taste of their blood dripping in my mouth when I kiss them with my passion. I 
mean you have to kiss your love to showthat you love her... right? 

There are so many myths about me. Like I don'tfeelpain, that I'm cold and heartless. No-1 
feel pain, I feel so much pain for myself, for her, for them, and even for you. Its people like you and 
them that have ripped my heart out by trying to stab me with their wooden stakes. We don't need to 
die like that, we want to see the light just like anyone else. Oh, and yes, I have a bed in my room even 
though I don't need to sleep. Coffins give me the creeps! I have seen too many in my life, I don't want to 
sleep in one, because of that. I can be as warm as the next guy, maybe more than him. I am warm not in 
the body but my personality. I am not a stocker, I don'ttry to be a player, and I don'ttry to be the bad 



boy. If a girl wants me, then she can come to me, and if she falls in love with me, I don'tforce herto 
stay; knowingthe circumstances; it is heroption to kiss me, and to be my girl. She can be with me in my 
broken heartforever! One wayorthe other. 

Chapter: 9 

I still couldn't fathom how the mob discovered my immortal gift. It was heartbreaking to see 
such people I used to know and love turned on me so greatly. I am an immortal. They fear me and yet 
they used to know me. They were my friends, family, everything! used to know and yettheyfear me. 
They have the intent to kill because they fear what they don't understand. I lived too long to see how 
humanity works. I was born in 1672, and yeti knowthe future. What if I wasn'tjustan immortal? What 
if I was god's vessel to this world? Has God given me the knowledge of the future that has yet to come? 
It's the 1990s as of now, a deadly era that punishes those for being different. 

Religion comes into their lives every day and I am not their friend. I am different and that 
sentences me to death. I can't stay here anymore. I had a shitty childhood that ruined me. My father 
turned from me, took my girlfriend's virginity and made her his sex slave. But no more shall he live. No 
more shall he punish me for existing. He's a lazy bastard that needs a good punishment and good ass- 
kicking as well. I ran out of the woods where I have spent many a night, I hid behind my home, the 
house I once lived in with my love and my dad. I can't believe with this new perspective; I see things in a 
whole new light. This was never my home. It died when my mother died and was murdered eve n 
beyond when Gracie dead. 

Death is near, I can smell it! Now it is time for me to do, what I should have done years ago, 
when he bentmymotherover, and suck it in my butt hole. Justthe way hedoeswith all of us. I am 
going to cut that thing off, so he bleeds out slowly, and dies the way he should. That way he can think 
about what he has done to all of us and are holes. I am going to make a hole where his dick should be 
and see how he likes it. Indeed, it is safe to say that I have snapped, and it was love that made me crazy. 
I will throw it in the river so the fish have somethingto nibble on. 

Yes- he has fucked the shit out of her, just like he did with my mother and all the girls that 
were in my life. I can still hear all the sounds of ripping, blood dripping, he got his redwings every time, 
when he jammed it into her. The girl's every time there are calling out my name. However, he had me 
tied up or under his spell or something... it was like I was in a dream! I was so week and could not come 
to their aid. It was the same way when I was a boy, I never remember what happened. Yet I could feel it 



afterward. To me, it doesn't madder if it's the 1690 or the 1990's having oral sex then missionary sex, or 
ass-over, and she says no, it means no... Don't do it. Yet he never got that, now it time forme to get my 
revenge! But I could not stop him, so I am going to make sure he never penetrates anothergirl or boy as 
long as I live. I justdon'tknowwhy I didn'tthinkaboutthis sooner? 

Yes, I did it! I cut the dangly thing off. I think he enjoyed itthe sick twisted ass hole. I gotto 
him when he was resting in his bed, he looks up and gives me shit. So, I cut him off, by cutting him up, 
down there! Nowwith my fatheroutof theway,and deprivingme of his company. Nowl can get back 
to my lovely love, which was left behind, to see if this worked. Before I do that-1 have to let some of 
that red stuff come out, from his make-shiftspout intoa jar. It's what I think I need to poor in her to 
bring her back to life. Yes-1 asked someone, who know more about this than me. 

Before, I came back to my home. I wenttosee a fortuneteller, and she said- 'That to bring 
her back to life, I had to take the life of who damned her sou I, and took her virginity. She added - Make 
the gash form the spot where the unjustness took place. Take his blood and pour into her porthole to 
her soul, known as her vagina, and it should bring her back to you as she was. When you kiss her while 
making sweet and passionate love to her mix this in with your fluids.' I was never-ever so grossed out in 
all my days. But I would do anythingfor her, I mean anything. Yet she was not 100% sure it would work, 
and I was not sure if I want to have sex with my dead wife. Plus poring my father's blood in there and 
mixing it all up in there on top of it all with mine. That's so freak'n nasty! There are so many wrongs her 
it has to be right. 

On top of that, I was not the one taking hervirginity, as I should. Hell- all I wasgetting his 
leftovers, again I might add, I feelcheated like always. It's like I am eating out his leftovers too, and can 
taste it. God-that's vile! No matter how many times you bath a girl, you can't help but think someone 
else has been in there, and that's just not cool! Call me old-school but a girl should only have one lover 
in a lifetime, and that love with her should've been me. However not even this can stop me from truly 
loving her... I'll try anything at this point. Who knows she might just get pregnant? That is the hope in my 
heart that she and I have a baby. If it's possible... for us, and if everyone would backoff, and let it 
happen. 


I knowthe mob ofwolfswould see herbig pregnantbelly, they would hold herdownandcut 


heropen and rip my baby out. Like a helpless little girl... they would kill her. I could see it now, them 



sticking her... ending it all before it starts. I can see her small nude body with the cord attached... go limp, 
and I would lose yet another love of my life. I don't know if I could take seeing that. 

My life just keeps getting more and more disturbing, but so real. Really- it's always been this 
way, all the way back to that day, that I become one of these fallen angels. 

Chapter: 10 

So, I just keep on running, running, and running! She is gone... I There's nothing worse than 
waiting and not knowing what will happen. Yourimagination can be cruelerthan any kidnaper. Whothe 
hell would take her, from her resting place? I have to find her. I just hope that the mob didn't burn her 
body if they did nothing will ever bring her back to me. I will never-ever stop loving her! I'll look for her 
until I can't look anymore. 

I am haunted. Haunted by all of my dark childhood. I have been cheated of having a good life. 
I had a bastard of a father. I had my mother's life ripped out of my life. I had my one true love stolen 
from me, and yet her soul hasn't been strong enough to fight death. Death is all around me. I've been 
kissed by death and it still wasn'tenoughto comprehend. I came backwith a vengeance, and love that 
would neverdie. Here I stand in the middle of the lagoon covered with long grass, a pretty lake that 
glimmers in the sun. I felt empty. The mob of wolfs stole her from me once again. I ran towards a small 
house in the woods and took the damp clothes that hung on the line. I heard a small twig break from a 
distance, I turned and saw a farmer with a rifle glaring at me with bloodthirsty eyes. 'Damn it. Please Mr., 
please, ljust need to find my wife-Gracie. Please,justletme passthrough and I will letyou live.' I held 
my hands up. 'You're the guy, the council buried. How the hell did you live?' The farmer continued to 
hold the rifle up. I gulp and ran hearing gunshots following me as I ran further into the woods. I knew I 
have been hit many times. 

I came upon a 1932 ford, which was left in his field, it was sitting in the farmer's lawn, one 
crank and I get it running, and it was backfiring away. Now the search is on...! The farmer was pissed I 
jacked his classic car. He was shooting his gun at me. It looked like a scene off of a Bonnie and Clyde 
movie. Nevertheless-1 was on the run. Hauling ass, and driving fast. It's going to be a lot fasterto find 
her, with a carl 

Thank god, it's the 1990s. There are no cellphones yet in everyone's hands to reveal your 
locations or Global Positioning System or GPS to follow your trail. As I stepped harderon thegas pedal, I 



saw in the cracked mirror, the farmer running out onto the road screaming his guts out. 'He ran out of 
bullets.' I chuckled in laughter. Then something occurred to me, I hadn't laughed this much since my last 
memory of being with Gracie. I drove as fast as I could. Suddenly a deer ran into the road, and I swerved 
onto the other side of the road, nearly driving off the upcoming bridge, and fell into the water. I 
screamed in fear, like a little schoolgirl. My name is Christer-James and I are a fallen angel, who is 
aboutto drown in waterthat cannot kill me. Why am I screaming my head off like such a pussy? I know 
betterthanthis. 

I have had a lot of names, through-out the years to keep up with the time. So people 
wouldn't be able to track me down, as I fledfrom town to town. Christer-James is not the name I was 
given by my mother. I cannot reveal my true name to you. I am not sure I can trust you with that 
information. Sorry, it's not you, it's me. 

I thought about everything that has happened to me. So many darknesses have consumed 
me whole and I can't overcome it. But it was my death that made it permanent. I am a creature of the 
night, who can survive in the light. But I am not stereotyped by fallen angles who sparkle in the light or 
ones who can burn in the sunlight or have daylight rings to protect them. 

I can walk in the light and not be damned by others. But that is no longer true. I am a 
strangeramong those who knew me and loved me. I stayed in the waterthinkingand daydreaming of 
the memories that did me well thinking about how my sister drowned and how the water must have 
consumed herlungs. Sucking in more water. I was frightened bythatfact, and I turned away in shivers 
and swore I saw herface looking into mine. It was not herl see... No- It was a middle-aged man with a 
beard, hazel eyes, and dark tan skin. He wore an outfit of a religious man thought I was drowning, by the 
way, I was just flowing. 

He pulled me and directed me to swim, but I wasn'tgoingto budge. Hegrewangry and 
impatient and his hold on me tightened. He was going under helping me. He wasn't going to let go, and I 
couldn't let yet another person dies. So, I swam above and he gasped for air. 'Geez, man, you got a 
death wish? Why didn't you swim you knowyou can't keepyour head underwaterformore than a 
minute or so?' He gasped more. 'Maybe I just wanted to stay there and drown,' I answered and looked 
away from him. 'Why?' He asked in confusion. 'Because I lost her,' I whispered in sadness. 


Lost? 



Who? 


What? 

When? 

Did he ask? 

(%/ ^ 

Her...! I said. 

Who is this girl? And what did she do to you? He said. 

'Oh-just the gal that set my soul a-firer.' 

I whipped- 'Oh nevermind it's hopeless, just like I am hopeless.' 'Have some hope,'the man 

said. 

I said- 'Hope! Hope is for babies and people that are alive that doesn't know howto live.' 

I said- 'You didn't need to save me...' 'Dm,' is the sound he made? 

'I don't need saving.' 

'You can't save something like this.' 

'What are you saying, my child?' 

'What am I saying... I am sayingthat I can last forever.' 

'That I can't perish.' 

'Impossiblel'The man said.' 

'I should bite-youso you could understand.' 

'The hell I have lived. You could neverunderstand it."Bit me,' he said? 

'Nah-that's okayyou're nota younggirl so I think not.' 


So, you have a lust for the flesh?' 



'Yes... bitingand kissing is my whole problem,that'ssomethingyou'llneverunderstand.' 


'Confess my son.' he said to me.' 

I said- 'What'sthe use, my soul has been dammed.' 

Then he said- 'Oh no but you're wrong, any soul can be saved, my child. Confess and maybe 
the Holy Ghost will lead you on your way. To her whomever she is... Dry your eyes my son there is no 
need to cry blood.' 

'I knowl am not beingmuch ofa man.' 

He said- 'You're in love!' I nodded-yes. 

He said- 'That's all it is. You'll see her when the time is right if it's meantto be so. But you 
have to have faith in her and God above you.' 

'Indeed. I am in love. But love, in love I am so cursed. Damned to never love another. I'm 
dead as she is dead. She is missing and I must find her.' I wipe away my tears and watched him 
immediatelyjump upand out of the water. 'So, are you coming? Let us seethe lord guide us down the 
path to your love. What is her name?' He asked and led me to his truck and twisted his wet damp 
clothes. He also said I think it's time you put on yours. 

On the bank next to the truck. I said- 'Yes, damned if I do, and damned if I don't."Before we 
go you sure you don't want to be baptized?'Yes, I am sure, you might do that and you'll crumble to ash 
or something like that, for yoursafety I'm going to say no. Did he whisper- Oh? I am not sayingthat I 
don't believe your ways, I do. I was razed to believe it; it is just I am not sure what would happen to me. 
Being this way that I am. Like I might turn to stone. Then he asked me the most random question: So, do 
fall angles use a bathroom? I said- 'I haven'ttaken a shit, in years, ironic everyone pilestheirson me!' 
Then I said- 'Why did you ask me that?' 'Because I need to find a bathroom soon! Fallen angles frighten 
the poo out of me!"Don't worry, I only suckon girl!' He giggled awkwardly. I snickered, he made me 
laugh. The second time, since her death. 'Don't fear I am not going to hurt you.' If anything, you're my 
first friend. The first personto evertrustme, and that trust, and notthink somethingevil. He said- 'Okay 
friend... will find her. Do you see those sun rays overyonder... ourGod is showing us the way?' 'I believe 
that!' I said... (With surprising newfound faith.) 


Chapter: 11 



'With the lord, he will help guide the way. Come heartbroken fellow and let's start walking. 
We're almost there. The lord tells us it's notfar.' He leads me into the woods and furthers the watery 
spot. I have been led to an old warehouse that seems secret because I have never seen it before. I 
hesitate before going in. He may be leading me into a trap. There's a saying. 'Don't trust anyone and 
keep your friends close and your enemies closer.' He is neither friend nor foe because I do not know him 
closely to decide. Yet I had trust... but not fully trust, I walk in and gasp. There is a body on a table 
covered with black cloth. I rush over to open the veil and suddenly I gasped more. I found her. There she 
was lying on the table looking at me with no soul nor life. I noticed she was still naked and that sheet 
covered her body. I turned overto the priest and hugged him. He jumped but smiled. 'Uh- If anyone asks, 
I never hugged you.' I quickly took a step back and rubbed my neck nervously. I went back to Grade, not 
caring about what was surrounding me, and picked her up and carried her out. I walked out and tripped 
over a wire and before I knew it. I'm being thrown into the air being surrounded by a net with Gracie's 
dead body. 'Hey, Priest guy! A little help!' I called out and saw him come to my rescue, but was knocked 
on the head by a mob member and been taken away by others in the pack. 'So, I finally meet the 
creature of the night. Hello Christer-James. If that your real name.' He crossed his arms in a wicked way. 

It looks like I wasn't going to get out anytime soon. 

He walked upto me I was just hanging around, 'So it was all an act? You set me up, didn't 
you?' 'No!' Out of the shadows, a man slithered out, and said- 'It was not him; it was me!' I knewthe 
voice- it was my dad! 'Son you neverweregood at anything, not even killing me."I prayed and prayed to 
him to bring you here. I feel that you have two options, give me your body and soul or I take hers. Either 
way, son you've failed.' He said- 'Son I would not mind at all living the rest of my days in herbeautiful 
body, as a girl. As you know I have no manhood now because of you. I am the one that wants you gone. I 
don't like you, I never did I wanted to kill you from the day you popped outof your mother. You're just 
like my dad in everyway. May he rot in hell! Son no one wants you in this town.' 'Yet if Gracie because 
me, I can stay here, just like you I have been on the run.' (I didn't believe a word my dad said. I never did, 
he just wants to live in her so I die he knows that would kill me.) The holy man said - 'Put your trust in the 
Lord your ass belongs to your dad now.' Then he said- 'I mustgo now, sorry sonny, you are neveralone, 
God be with you, and if you're not guilty; you have nothing to be afraid of in the eyes of the Lord. Let 
God have mercy on your soul."Hey! - Hey!' He neverlooked back at me, and into the sun he wentout 
the wood sliding doors. Then I remember that I had my knife. Think Christer-James thinks to make a 
plan... I need to cut this and then cut him up into little pieces, and light the pieces on fire before he 
clams her soul. Mine is already gone. Yet how? With my tiny love in my arms, how is this going to work? 



Whatever I do I have to move swiftly! All in that same moment I couldn't help but look into the closed 
eyesof my beloved. Hereyelashes longand shuttightly, herhair awe taking, with softspringy waves. It 
was like she was asleep,dreamingthe most wonderfuland darling fantasy ever. Itwaslike she was 
smiling at me like she knew I was there with her as if I was her hero 11 no- it's like she can slightly feel 
that I am with her. Yet I feelasif I will nevertrustagain. 

Yes-this act of betrayal of the first friend, I had fora while had surely hurt me in ways you 
could never imagine. How a priest could turn so good to evil in a matter of seconds. God or the Devil had 
clouded his judgment. I had to get out and help my sweet Grade before they could tarnish her anymore. 

I grabbed the knife and cut the ropes and we both fell to the ground with a loud thud. I put her over my 
shoulderand ran as fast as I could. I ran like the wind with a whooshing sound and headed to the car. I 
kept driving until I realized something in a fairy tale story I once read. There was a prophecy that the re 
was a special vial that could bring a dead person back to life. I must go and endure the most challenging 
trails to get there, but anything is worth having my Gracie back, who has ultimately been kissed by death. 

Chapter: 12 

'The Vial of Secrets'A secret, of love, a secret of life, and a secretof bringing someone back 
to life. It was not so much as a fairytale, as it was more something, I read in Romeo and Juliet. So, the 
journey endures, now fora pink poison that works in reverse. I left a part out, as I ran out my dad got 
tangled and trapped in the net that I was in with her, that's when he fell to the wooden floor. That was 
meantfor me, and before getting in the same car to escape (Oh thefarmerwas in on it too, he knew I 
would take this car.) Like a bat out hell. I snatched the gas can in the back seat, and ran back, and let 
that place up, I saw him burn.The heatofthe flamesin my old still heartwas thrillingl With any luck 
that is the last time, I have to see his face in my life. Yes- a vial just like the lime green ones, which I can 
drink that takes, me to a different time and a different place. Almost like a different life altogether. The 
green vials are what I have usedthought-out my life span to go from the 1990's back to the 1600s. I 
would love to seethe 2000'sl 

I was thinking in my mind: I am not so dumbafterall... I'm I father? 

I kepton driving and turningdown roads. I am curious, if anyone sees me, I mustn't be 
followed. I watched my back and hid my car in the bushes as I wenttoour secret place. It was a little 
cabin out of town, where we both would hide and express ourtrue nature. She's my little witch and I am 
her big fallen angle. I went inside and the floor creaked. I lifted the carpet and opened the hideout and 



picked up a piece of paper. That paper is the most important thing to me now. It will mark my future. I 
looked at it. I was right, the map was still there. I grabbed it and jumped back into my car. I must getto 
Mount Vahalla if my life depends on it. 

The funny thing is that it does. Everything is counting on me to get the pink vial. 

I have gone over paved roads, which are smooth like her body. I have now gone over dirt 
paths, like the ground she has been covered over with. I have even walked were there was no path at all, 
just like I did to find he re from day one. But now it's to get the vial, so I can get you back to me, so we 
can live our life. I have looked high; I have looked low. I have looked inside, and I have looked outside, I 
have felt her insides, I have felt around the outside. I have swum in the waters, on the way, I have lived 
in this car from day to day. I have fed off the blood of the mobbing wolfs, howling at the full moon to 
trap me, in the woods. I kill them so they won't kill me. All for her! As you know, I cannot kiss herthe 
way I should to stay alive and thrive. If I don't find this vial soon, I will get so week I break down to 
nothing. Or at least that is how I feel; I am notsure what will happen to me. I am not sure what will 
happen to her, I have to be her hero, I have to be! 

As I drove as fast as I could, the tires burned the road, and everytime the gasoline or tires 
went out, I just hotwired a car and continued to drive. Nothing was going to stop me. Nothing. After five 
hours of driving, I finally reached Mount Vahalla. I sighed in relief and startedto climb upthe mountain. 
It's going to bea while before lgetthere,thankgod I'm not affected bythe high altitude. Thank god. I'm 
a fallen angel. A fallen angel in love. 

'This would have been a lot faster if only I would have had her broomstick!' I left her in the 
car in the dark trunk. I have no keys, and that's a good thing, but the doors are unlocked, butthere was 
no selection butto leave her behind like I did before. It's not like I had a donkey to put her and me on to 
reach the Promised Land. I covered the car with willow branches, alone with her nude torso, at the base 
of the mountain. 'I am on my way now my love, I said.' before leavingher. It'slike she trembles, for 
knowing my absents, orshe could see the forthcoming, I ran my fingers through her hair. Besides, closed 
the truck with a thud. I knew the only way to get it open would be with pure power in busting the latch. 
And after... I have this vial! I will be able to rip the car apart with my bare hands! Here we go again, the 
never-ending climbing battle for love I I hit the lock button on the door knowingthat it would not be 
opened. 



It always looked easy to climb a mountain, and I used to envy those with the strength to be 


able to climb a mountain and be justan ordinary person. I sighed and grumbled as I've only been 
climbing for about five minutes and I wasn't even close to reaching where I needed to go. I grabbed the 
next rock and suddenly little pebbles were startingto fall. 'That isn't a good sign.' I looked around trying 
to find another avenue I could try to get to the point of my destination. I try to grab another rock and 
climbed up one until the rocks holding me up collapsed, and I fell off feeling like I was flying in midair for 
a few seconds before meeting the ground and feeling agony in my back. 'Fuck!' I screamed in pain. If I 
can't enterthe mountain by climbing it. I'll have to find anotherentry point. But I'm too close to stop 
now. 


Chapter: 13 

I am past the point of no return. I have to have herlove, or I will surely die. I was on the face 
of the rocks, I had three points of contact, my hand, one foot, and my left nut. I was just hanging there 
couldn'tgo up could not go down. I need a way upthere, which is when, I feel like a stone, and when my 
only green vial in my jacket broke, 'Oh Bloody Hell' I said, somehow I jumped in time to 2016, everything 
was so different... a man walked up to me, he had a phone on his wrist, and all kinds of gadgets that I 
have neverseen before, that would beep and ring and talk. He said- 'Why are you laying on the ground.' 

I said- 'I am trying to getto the top.'That is when he said- 'You- dumb ass take the inclined plane to the 
top it's only three dollars.' So, like a moron, I get up and walk in line and hand the teenage girl, which 
runs the ride, my timeworn money. She looked at me like I was a worm! That is when I realized the car 
was gone, and there was a resort at the top of the mountain, and I was all out of green vials. So now 
what am I going to do? Now I need to get back to that time, I was in...! And now I need to get the pink 
and green vial made. But where and how? 

Here I am lost stuck in a time zone that isn't ready for me. I looked around me absorbing in 
my new environment and realized I'm in a time zone year ahead of me. I saw a hot blond skinny jogger 
running past me, and I tapped heron the shoulder. 'Hi miss. I'm a bit lost. Can you tell me whatthedate 
is and where exactly am I?' I asked her sweetly. 'Uh, - Sir. Did you have a lot to drink last night? What the 
hell are you wearing?' She crossed her arm as she looked me up and down. 'Yeah-1 drank a lot of 
bourbons, and I had a costume party. Could you please let me know where I am and what time I'm in?' I 
asked her about getting impatient. 'Oh-you must've had a lot to drink. You're in California and the year 
is May 5th, 2016. Does that help-smart ass?'She asked looking at me with concern. 'Thanks- miss.' I 
smiled and walked off. I'm in 2016, this is going to take me a while. 



Really-1 just felt like slapping her into last year, she was so belligerent but so good to look at. 
She didn't even make eye contact with me 11 know-she was shy but come on, I am not that fucked up in 
the face I Or is it because guys don't were capes anymore? Maybe I smell bad? Looking at her like what 
hell are those strings hanging out of her short shorts-slacks? One is a white braided thing in the front, 
and the other two soft pink ones by her butt? My God if they get any shorter, she is going to have to 
powder to more cheeks, and cut another head of hair I Maybe they do that now, all the time, that would 
be a good thing? Did I just see her nipples popping out at me too, though herskimpy white top? 

Damn girl goesand putssomethingoni Global warmingmust betrue?Just look at all these 
teen girls half-naked. My God-1 find myself standing here half-hard, and drilling. Look at that shit around 
their eyes that is black, they have more eye shadow around their eyes then I do mine. How can their 
faces be so gorgeous and flawless? Is what I doing now cheating? God, I need to get back before I nail 
one of these little girls! Or worse kiss them! Surely if I would do that, I would nail my coffin. If I would 
getcaught! Oh,if she would find out! How tempting, this is... I neverhaveseensomanygood-looking 
girls like this. I walk around like a nomad, almost getting run over by all the cars. How things have 
changed justsince the 1990s! It'slike beingon a different planet if you go back to the 1600s. What the 
hell is McDonald's doing everywhere you look? That shit would kill you, but everyone is eating it. Just 
like what is with all these big ass ladies' doingjust walkingaround in the Wall-mart at 3 am? Gohome! I 
have neverseen so much 'Junk' in one place! I feel like I am walking around in the twilight zone! 

I can't believe how attracted I was to a girl from anothertime. A girl who's in another world, 
who would shit herself, if she knew half of the things about my life. But I would love to bend he rover 
and rip off her shirt...Oh shit! What the fuck am I thinking? I'm smarterthan that to follow my sexual 
desires. My heart belongs to Grade anyway, we would never see each other again, so it's not worth it. I 
reassured myself. I needed to find a way out of this world. I looked around me and went down to every 
bloody shop of a clairvoyant pretendingto be one. 

'What the hell? Doesn'tanyone know honestyand mannersanymore? I mean come on!' I 
growled in frustration and found myself at the last existing'Witch shop.' I walked in and asked her to tell 
me what I need just by touching me. Amiddle-agedwomanaround hertwentiestouched me,and I 
finally got the answerwanted. She knew exactly who I was, and what I wasdoing at this time. She 
brewed a potion without mentioninga word to me and finally put it in the vial. I swallowed the entire 
vial andsuddenly my world changes all around and I'm back at MountVahalla. I sigh in relief and 
attemptto jump as high as I can to get to the top. I couldn't believe what I saw with my eyes. It was a 



lake full of lava and on the other side, there lied the special potion I so needed. This is going to take a 
while. 


I need to make a rope bridge, afterthat thought, I was like something is not right! I 
remember I drank blue vial, and it did send me back. But there is one big problem, it turned me into a 
little green serpentwith a cape. I look like a fucked-up Kermitthe serpent, afteralong night of smashing 
and drinking. I could see myself in the car paint! Now hoppingaround I could see everything, butwith 
like beer goggles on. I guess that is what I getfor wanted to make one of the girls back there! She read 
my hart, hands, and thoughts, and must have putthat in the mixture. 

I believed that the re would be side effects, but nothing like this... how am I going to get the 
trunk open now like this, I don't even have any thumbs, I couldn't jack it... you know even if I wanted too. 
I knewthe only way I would be turned back into me is to kiss the girl that is my true love on the lips. Or 
at least that is how the story should go. 'I know why she did this... I was cheating in my mind, and she 
didn'tlike it, all witches stick together, this is payback.'Yet which lips do they mean? What do I kiss the 
valval or mouth? 

In my mind I was thinking dirty, will at least I have the tongue for it. I'll have to kiss both sets 
of lips on her body and see what happens. That is if I can find a way up there! Good thing she dies, I 
don't think girls like her like kissing serpents! Yet how do I get into this car like this now, and get where I 
need to go? So now I need to kiss her, to become a man, and I need to kiss her for her to become alive, 
and yeti still need to get that pink vial. You know... call me delusional but, I think that which wanted me 
in her bed, and wanted to play with my broomstick. She seemed to into me, like she knew that I had 
something she needed. She did n't want me to go. She didn't want me to kiss Gracie, I think she tricked 
me. I need to stop trusting random-ass witches! I'll be lucky if I don'tget warts, and knowing me as 
they'll be on my genitals! At this point, I would just be happy to get my six, and one-half inches back like 
before. This girl is killing me, butthat's love! 

I fell off a cliff and thudded to the ground. I looked around and found my car. Thank god, 
she's still in there, I managed to see in through a little rust hole. Then I realized that I can't open the 
door because I have no hands. I frowned and shook my head. Howthe hell was I going to get myself out 
of this? 


Then it just hit me, I need to find a lily flowerand a four-leaf cloverand mix it with some 
monthly blood of the girl I love, that's the potion I think I need. I hope that's right. Before I kiss her lips. 



and I become a man! I'll do it myself, like always. So, I hopped around and nibbled on a lily that was in 
the parking lot. I hopped around till nightfall till I found a four-leaf clover. Thankfully there was a rust 
hole in the back of the trunk of the car that I slithered into after falling on my ass several times. Anyways, 
I got the blood I needed, when I was liking herup and down. I think I heard a ticklish giggle. The blood 
was old but it was there deep inside, the taste of it was indescribable, and I kissed both lips in two jumps, 
now I did not know what was going to happen. I saw what looked like magic dust puffing in the air, yet 
that was the only light I could see. Something happened itjustgot cramped in here... but what? I had to 
go by feel. 


Chapter: 14 

Holy shit! I have a penis, and no longerlook like one! I am a man; I am a man...! I can't 
believe it I am a man! I never knew how nice it was to have to rearrange my nut sack. I have legs, I have 
arms, and let's notforgetabout them thumbs! Eyes! Do I have eyes? Please, the sacred voice asking God 
tells me that I've got eyes. I can see! I can see! Holy fuck! And yet again, it's dark in this trunk, so maybe 
that's it. 


Here I am cramped in my fucking small truck. God, I feel sorry for anything that I packed here. 
I'm on top of Grade who needs some clothes, but I can't do that until I get the potion. All this bloody 
trouble for some fucking resurrection. I rearrange myself and kick open the trunk with my incredible 
fallen angle strength, and I jump out feeling a chill in the air. 

Rain is blistering heavily towards me and her. I see from my left eye what is left of my trunk, 
and I frown realizing it. There's noway I'll be able to fix this or put it back on my car. I jump up high and 
reached the same position I was in. I found myself in front of a lava pool with very weak and delicate 
stepping stones. I could see from a distance a beautiful sparkle of the vial I so desperately needed. 'Well, 
here I go,' I whisper to myself and jumped onto the first step almost falling into the pool. Sunlight 
couldn't kill me, but lava would. I jumpagain and sigh in reliefthat I made it. I continue jumpinguntil I'm 
halfway across the pool to the vial. 

I see it! It's closer. My heart leaps in joy, but I can't stop now. Not when she's exposed and 
easy to get kidnapped. I jump onto the last step onto the landing. I walk up to the rock holding the vial. 
'Only those who have worthy intentions may be allowed to take such a vial.' A voice calls out from a 
distance. Could it be that I stepped on a vocal recording or is there someone already there watching my 
every move and ready to take what I so need? 



'Who'syour daddyl'the voice calls out; I look behind me I see him; with my girls' legs slung... 
one over each of his shoulder, her hair and head dangling downwards. I thought I killed you, I screamed! 
'Son-son-son boy you'll never kill me! I am just like you until I get the love I need. You, daddy, thinks it's 
time for your bedtime story, while I tuck and suck on your girl in me in my bed! What do you think about 
that?' 


I said- 'Fuck noyou douche-bag!' 'Son-you needtogo and suckon some soap, with that 
dirty mouth of yours! Anyways there is nothing you can do about it.' Now the fighting begins I must push 
him into this hot stuff, so I can get my hot stuff back. He's got me on the edge, afterthrowing herto the 
ground, like she was a rag doll, I knewthat somethingof hers broke. Yet I had to think about me for the 
time being. How is it going to be me...orhim! Whose loveforheris stronger? 

I fucking hate this guy. One would imagine the bloody bastard has nine lives, but it's pretty 
ironic since I have more than just nine lives. He smirks as he watches me figuring out howthe hell-1 was 
going to stop him for once. But I had the advantage of him, but with the lava, so did he. I jumped, and 
kicked him in the stomach, watching him fall to the ground with me standing on top of him like a 
surfboard. He grabs my ankles, and I trip feeling my hair touch a little bit of lava, that was so damn hot, 
it was like fire in my hair. 

I yelp and move away and watched him punch me in the face three times. I could feel my 
sour blood spill from my mouth until I realized. Blood is my friend. I leap up and grab his neck, and lift 
him choking him out. I walk overand hold him overthe lava pool. 'Son. Let'stalk aboutthis. I'm sorry. 
Please don't let go of me!' He begged and I looked over to my Grade, and I thought about how he 
wanted to sexually assault her like he sexually assaulted my mother. He was the one man who could 
make me regret having him as my father. 

I dropped him, and he screams as he falls into the lava. I sped away from the lava an d 
watched it consume him whole. I turned around and picked up my vial and poured it down Gracie's 
porthole to the soul. I saw her light of her soul started to brighten as her skin color became white once 
again. She opened hereyesand saw me. She jumped and moved away. 'Gracie. It's me. It'sChrister- 
James. Do you rememberme?' I crawled towards herand she looked down screaming, even more, 
covering her private parts other body. 


Her first words she said snakingly- 'W- Why th-the fuuu-cckk, am I na- naked?'Then she 
proceeded to say freaking out. 'Do you see all this come and blood dripping out of me? Like you could 



have shot it on my face for all I care, not deep inside me I'she asked me - 'Did you do this to me?' I just 
looked at her in awe I She kept running at the mouth- 'If you did... you know that I'm not on the pill!' I 
just looked dumbfounded thin king all girls or on that shit at least they are now. 'You know this right?' I 
said 'No.' What the hell, you're going to have a fat knocked up wife.' 

'Yeah knowwhena girl is pissed when she starts moving herhandsaround like Beyonce!' 
Nowin my mind, I was thinking this question - 'Is she, or isn't she? Or worse who's the daddy?' I was 
hoping it will all drip out. (Dr-ip! Dr-ip!) And it wouldn't be he's the seed that impregnates her. That is 
when I thoughtthere must be a virgin vial also? Just like there is a pill to stop herfrom getting pregnant. 
But do I need to stop it... would this baby be mine? Or would I kill my baby? Or would I be killing his? 
There must be something, I can do before she rips my dick off, and slaps me up with it! But what? 

I knew I had to ask the question, which would change my life. 'Is the baby mine?'She lifted 
her shoulders in question. 'I don't think so.' My heart raced feeling mo re rage than ever. He is dead and 
yethe still torments me. 'Isit myfather?You don't needtoeverworry about him anymore. He'sgone 
out of our lives forever.' I grabbed herwrists and she quickly moved awayand started jumpingon the 
steppingstones. 'Grade?' I asked in concern and followed her. 'No! Leave me alone! I don't knowwho 
the hell you are! You're so not the man I thoughtyou were.'She continued to get further away from me. 
I wonder how long it'll take for her to realize she has no idea where she is. 

This is horrifyingto me, but I could see that baby coming out looking like my dad, or even 
being my dad oddly enough, like being born again out of her. Just popping slightly out... 'Looking like 
Achmedthe Dead Terrorist!' Then something inside me just snapped. (One eye twitched twice.)'I am 
done, I am justdonefightingfor her.' I thought- 'There comes a time where every man reaches his 
breaking point. And mine was when she thought I would do that to her or let him have his way. She 
holds me responsible, regardless? Like I was some kind of deviantdemonicsick-o.' 

(There comes a time when you have to let her go.) If she wants me, she'll come back to me... 
right? Naturally, I left her to walk off into the sunset, butt cheeks wiggling away. (Am I going to regret 
it?) I don't knowyet. Maybe so... I am thinking about her already. In nine months. I'll know if I am the 
daddy or not. Even though she thinks... I have no way of truly knowing. She's going by fee I and that's not 
always right. She'll be back if she loves me! That's not if the mob of wolfs don't find her and the baby 
first. And do what I said they would. But I am just DONE! I wonder where she is going to go now? I 
wonder what I am going to do without her now? 



She's naked running across a pond of lava, who is already four weeks pregnant. She is my 
love navigating a world that has moved on from her death. I couldn't just leave her. 'Perhaps I could 
watch herfrom a distance and protect her when she needs it. I thought. I saw that she had finally 
reached the otherside and I continuedto follow her. 'I don'ttrust you,but where thefuckam l?'Gracie 
covered her boobs and vagina. 'Mount Vahalla. Look at least let me drive you back to your hometown, 
and you can get some clothes. Here takes my jacket.' I gave her my jacket and she took it. 

'TURN AROUND!'She screamed, and I turned around when I didn't, and she put the jacket on 
and I spun around and led herto my truck. 'What do you remember?' I asked tryingto have a 
conversation. 'Nothing. I can't re member anything.'She sat hunched overlooking out the window, 
fogging it up with her breath. I put on the heater and heat started to come out through the vents. She 
screamed until she inspected the vents closer. 'Why do you drive so fast?"lt's Justa fallen angle thing,' I 
said. 


'What is it?' She asked dumbfounded. Looked at he rand it just hit me, she's not a fallen 
angel ora witch, she is justa teenaged girl. After all this, she is just the way she was before all this took 
place. I went along with it. 'It's not all just hotair coming out. Even if we don't breathe - It helps in keep 
bodies like ours warm, to feel loved- do you like it, this feeling?' I replied keeping my eyes on the road. 

'It burns my skin.' She looked at me. 'Yeah, that happens when yourskin is cold. But don't worry it won't 
hurt you unless it's on higher.' I smiled. Knowingthat it was frostbite. 

'I believe you.'She smiled with a sparkle in her eye. 'You do remember me. Don't you?' I 
smiled. 'How could I everforgetthe love of my life? I love you Christer-James. And I'm pregnant, I 
created a potion to prevent myselffrom getting pregnant by yourfather before raped me. I 
remembered what you said to me. So, I'm fine and thank you for being me back to life. So instead of 
going back there, why don't we go and explore the world like France and get me some clothes.'She 
chuckled and held my hand. I laughed and we both listenedtoold music as we rode into the sunlight. 

Nine mounts later a new-fallen angle baby was born. A little girl that was all ours, we named 
Faith. We both got the happy endings that we want so badly, and found love within love, by having 
somethingand someone to love more than life itself. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 69 


Girls' Camp 


1 

Amy was sitting on her front steps when we pulled up. It was early evening, just 
getting dark, and all up and down our street, lights were on in the houses, people out walking 
their dogs or children. Someone a few streets over was barbecuing, the smell mingling in the air 
with cut grass and recent rain. I got out of the car and put my bag on the front walk, looking 
across the street at Amy's house, the only light coming from her kitchen, and spilling out into 
the empty carport. She lifted one hand and waved at me from the stoop. 'Mom, I'm going to 
Amy's,' I said. 'Fine.' I still wasn't forgiven for this, not yet. 

Nonetheless, it was late, she was tired, and those days, we had to pick our battles. I 


knew the way across the street and up Scarlet's walk by hea rt; I could have done it with every 



sense lost. The dip in the street halfway across the two prickly bushes on either end of her walk 


that left tiny scratches on your skin when you brushed against them. It was eighteen steps from 
the beginning of the walk to the front stoop; we'd measured it when we were in sixth grade, 
and obsessed with facts and details. We'd spent months calculating distances and counting 
steps, trying to organize the world into manageable bits and pieces. Now I just walk toward her 
in the half-darkness, aware only of the sound of my footfalls and the air conditioner humming 
softly under the side window. 

'Hey,' I said, and she scooted over to make room for me. 

2 

'How's it going?' It seemed like the stupidest thing to ask once I'd said it, but there 
weren't any right words. I looked over at her as she sat beside me, barefoot, her hair pulled 
away from her face in a loose ponytail. She'd been crying. I wasn't used to seeing her this way. 
'Amy? I said, there in the dark, and as she turned to me. I saw her face was streaked with tears. 
For a minute, I didn't know what to do. I thought again of that picture tucked in her mirror, of 
her and Jack just weeks ago, the water so bright and shiny behind them. And I thought of what 
she had done all the millions of times I'd cried to her, collapsing at even the slightest wounding 
of my heart or pride. Amy had always been the stronger, the livelier, the braver. So, I reached 
over and pulled her to me, wrapping my arms around her, and held my best friend close, 
returning so many favors all at once. We sat there for a long time, Amy and me, with her house 
looming over us and mine right across the street staring back with its bright windows. It was the 
end of summer; it was the end of a lot of things. I sat there with her, feeling her shoulders 



shake under my hands. I had no idea what to do or what came next. All I knew was that she 
needed me and I was here. And for now, that was about the best we could do. 

3 

The girl who punched out Lisa, the meanest, most fiendish of the pink-bike girls that 
the first summer she moved in, on a day when they surrounded us and tried to make us cry. 

The girl who kept a house, and her mother, up and running since she was five, now playing 
mother to a thirty-five-year-old kid. 

The girl who had kept the world from swallowing me whole, or so I'd always believed. 
Amy was a redhead, but not in an orangey, carrot-top kind of way. Her color was more auburn, 
deep and red mixed with browns that made her green eyes seem almost luminous. Her skin 
was pale, with masses of freckles for the first few years I knew her; as we grew older, they 
faded into a sprinkling across her nose, as if they'd been scattered there by hand. She was an 
inch and threequarters shorter than me, her feet a size larger, and she had a scar on her 
stomach that looked like a mouth smiling from when she'd gotten her appendix out. She was 
beautiful in all the comatose, accidental ways that I wasn't, and I was jealous more than I'd ever 
have admitted. I was forever known as 'Amy's friend Hallie.' But I didn't mind. Without her, I 
knew I'd be hanging out in the bus parking lot with the nerds and Beth Vaughn. That was, I was 
sure, the destiny in store for me until the day Amy looked up from behind those white 
sunglasses and made a spot for me next to her for the rest of my life. To me, Amy was foreign 


and exotic. But she had said she would have given anything for my long hair and tan in summer. 



for my thick eyelashes and eyebrows. Not to mention my father, my conventional family, away 


from Beth with her whims and fancies. 

4 

It was an even trade, our envy of each other; it made everything fair. We always 
believed we lived perfectly parallel lives. We went through the same phases at the same time; 
we both liked gory movies and sappy stuff, and we knew every word to every song on the old 
musical soundtracks my parents had. Amy was more confident, able to make friends fast, 
where I was shy and quiet, hanging back from the crowd. And I was grateful. Because life is an 
ugly, awful place to not have a best friend. When I pictured myself, it was always like just an 
outline in a coloring book, with the inside not yet completed. Al the standard features were 
there. But the colors, the zigzags, and plaids, the bits and pieces that made up me, Hallie, 
weren't yet in place. Amy's lively reds and golds helped some, but I was still waiting. He went 
back to his buddies from Lakeview, like his best friend Beth. 

Sometimes we'd see them walking down our street, between our two houses, in the 
middle of the night, smoking cigarettes and laughing. They were different, and they fascinated 
us. By leaving the popular crowd. Jack & Beth became a conundrum. No one was sure where he 
fit in, and he was friendly with everyone, sort of the great equalizer of our high school. He was 
famous for his pranks on substitute teachers and was always asking to borrow a dollar in 
exchange for a good story; he told outlandish tales, half-true at best, but they were so funny 
you got your dollars' worth. The one I remember he told me had to do with psychotic Girl 


Scouts who were stalking him. I didn't believe him, but I gave him two dollars and skipped lunch 



that day. It was worth it. Each of us had our own story about Jack, something he'd done or said 


or passed down. More than anything, it was the things he didn't do that made Jack Beth so 
intriguing; he seemed so far from the rest of us and yet implicitly he belonged to everyone. At 
the end of every school year, there was the annual slideshow, full of candid shots that hadn't 
made the yearbook. We all piled into the auditorium and watched as our classmates' faces 
filled the huge screen, everyone cheering for their friends and booing people they didn't like. 
There was only one picture of Jack Beth, but it was a good one: he was sitting on the wall by 
himself, wearing this black baseball hat he always wore, laughing at something out of the frame, 
something we couldn't see. The grass was so green behind him and above that a clear stretch of 
blue sky. When the slide came up, the entire crowd in that auditorium cheered, clapping and 
hooting and craning their necks to look for Jack, who was sitting up in the balcony with Beth 
Faulkner, looking embarrassed. 

But that was what he was to us, always: the one thing that we all had in common. 

The funeral was the next day, Thursday. She needs some rest, or she's just going to crash.' 

5 

For most of the high school, we hadn't known Jack Beth that well, even though we'd 
grown up in the same neighborhood. He'd gone away the summer after middle school to 
California and returned transformed: tan, taller, and suddenly gorgeous. He was immediately 
the boy to date. He went out with Beth Tabor for about fifteen minutes, then Beth Gunderson, 
the head cheerleader, for a few months. But he never seemed to fit in with that crowd of 


soccer-team captains and varsity jackets. I went across the street to Amy's after breakfast, in 



bare feet and cutoffs, carrying two black dresses I couldn't decide between. I'd only been to 
one funeral before, my grandfather's in Buffalo, and I'd been so little someone had dressed me. 
This was different. 'Come in,' I heard Beth call out before I even had a chance to knock at the 
side door. She was sitting at the kitchen table, coffee cup in front of her, flipping through Vogue. 
'Hey,' I said to her as she smiled at me. 'Is she awake?' 'Practically all night,' she said quietly, 
turning the page and taking a sip of coffee. 'She was on the couch when I got up. I had to keep 
from smiling. These were the same words I heard from Amy about Beth regularly; for as long as 
I'd known them their roles had been reversed. When Martian had been depressed and drinking 
heavily a few years back, it was Amy who came knocking at our front door in her nightgown at 
two am. because she'd found Beth passed out cold halfway up the front walk, her cheek 
imprinted with the ripples and cracks in the concrete. My father carried Beth into the house 
while my mother tried her best therapy shtick on Amy, who said nothing and curled up in the 
chair beside Beth's bed, watching over her until morning. My father called Amy 'earnest'; my 
mother said she was 'in rejection.' 'Hey.' I looked over to see Amy standing in the doorway in a 
red shirt and cutoff long Johns, her hair still messed up from sleeping. She nodded at the 
dresses in my hand. 'Which one you going to wear?' 'I don't know,' I said. She came closer, 
taking them from my hands, then held each up against me, squinting. 'The short one,' she said 
quietly, laying the other on the counter next to the fruit bowl. 'The one with the scoop neck 
always makes you look like you're twelve.' I looked down at the scoop-necked dress, trying to 
remember where I'd worn it before. It was always Amy who kept track of such things: dates, 
memories, lessons learned. I forgot everything, barely able to keep my head from one week to 
the next. But Amy knew it all, from what she was wearing when she got her first kiss to the 



name of the sister of the boy, I'd met at the beach the summer before; she was our oracle, our 


common memory. 

6 

She opened the fridge and took out the milk, then crossed the room with a box of 
Rice Krispies under her arm, grabbing a bowl from the open dishwasher on her way. She sat at 
the head of the table, with Beth to her left, and I took my seat on the right. Even in their tiny 
family, with me as an honorary member, there were traditions. Amy poured herself some 
cereal, adding sugar from the bowl between us. 'Do you want some?' 'No,' I said.'I ate already.' 
My mother had made me French toast and eggs, after spending most of the early morning 
gossiping over the back fence with her best friend, Beth, who was known for her amazing 
azaleas and her mouth, the latter of which I'd heard all morning through my window. Mrs. Riley 
had known Beth well from CCD and had already been over with a chicken casserole to relay her 
regrets. Mrs. Trilby had also seen me and Jack and Amy more than once walking home from 
work together, and late one night she'd even caught a glimpse of Amy and Jack kissing under a 
streetlight. He was a sweet boy; she'd said in her nasal voice. He mowed their lawn after 
Arthur's coronary and always got her the best bananas at Milton's, even if he had to sneak 
some from the back. A nice boy. So, my mother came inside newly informed and sympathetic 
and made me a huge breakfast that I picked at while she sat across the table, coffee mug in 
hand, smiling as if waiting for me to say something. As if all it took was Jack -Beth mowing a 
lawn, or finding the perfect banana, to make him worth morning. 'So, what time's the service?' 


Beth asked me, picking up her Marlboro Lights from the lazy Beth in the middle of the table. 



Eleven o'clock.' She lit a cigarette.'We're packed with appointments today, but I'll try to make 


it. Okay?' 'Okay,' Amy said. Beth worked at the Lakeview Mall at Fabulous You, a glamour 
photography store where they had makeup and clothes and got you all gussied up, then took 
photographs that you could give to your husband or boyfriend. Beth spent forty hours a week 
making up housewives and teenagers in too much lipstick and the same evening's gowns, 
posing them with an empty champagne glass as they gazed into the camera with their best 
come-hither look. It was a hard job, considering some of the raw material she had to work with; 
not everyone is cut out to be glamorous. She often said there was only so much of a miracle to 
be worked with concealer and creative lighting. Beth pushed her chair back, running a hand 
through her hair; she had Amy's face, round with deep green eyes, and thick blonde hair she 
bleached every few months. She had bright red fingernails, smoked constantly, and owned 
more lingerie than Victoria's Secret. 

7 

The first time I'd met her, the day they moved in, Beth had been flirting with the 
movers, dressed in hip-huggers, a macrame halter top that showed her stomach, and heels at 
least four inches high. She wasn't like my mother; she wasn't like anyone's mother. To me, she 
looked just like Barbie, and she'd fascinated me ever since. 'Well,' Beth drawled, standing up 
and ruffling Amy's hair with her hand as she passed. 'Got to get ready for the salt mines. You 
girls call if you need me. Okay?' 'Okay,'Amy said, taking another mouthful of cereal.'Bye, Beth,' 
I said. 'She won't come,' Amy said once Beth was safely upstairs, her footsteps creaking above 


us. 'Why not?' 'Funerals freak her out.' She dropped her spoon in her bowl, finished. 'Beth has a 



convenient excuse for everything.' When we went upstairs to get ready, I flopped on the edge 


of her bed, which was covered in clothes and magazines and mismatched blankets and sheets. 
Amy opened her closet and stood in front of it with her hands on her hips, contemplating. Beth 
yelled good-bye from downstairs and the front door slammed, followed by the sound of her car 
starting and backing out of the driveway. Through the window over Amy's bed, I could see my 
mother sitting in the swing on our front porch, drinking coffee and reading the paper. As Beth 
drove past, she waved; her 'neighbor smile' on, and went back to reading. 'I hate this,' Amy said 
suddenly, reaching into the closet and pulling out a navy-blue dress with a white collar. 'I don't 
have a single thing that's appropriate.' 'You can wear my twelve-year-old dress,' I offered, and 
she made a face. 'I bet Beth's got something,' she said suddenly, leaving the room. Beth's closet 
was a legend; she was a fashion plate and a packrat, the most dangerous of pairings. I reached 
over and turned on the radio next to the bed, leaning back and closing my eyes. I'd spent half 
my life in Amy's room, sprawled across the bed with a stack of Seventeen magazines between 
us, picking out future prom dresses and reading up on pimple prevention and boyfriend 
problems. Right next to her window was the shelf with her pictures: me and her atthe beach 
two years ago, in matching sailor hats, doing a mock salute at my father's camera. Beth at 
eighteen, an old school picture, faded and creased. And finally, at the end and unframed, that 
same picture of her and Jack at the lake. Since I left for Sisterhood Camp, she'd moved it so it 
was in easy reach. I felt something pressing into my back, hard, and I reached under to move it; 
it was a boot with a thick sole that resisted when I pulled on it. I shifted my position and gave it 
another yank, wondering when Amy had bought hiking boots. I was just about to yell out and 


ask her, when it suddenly yanked back, hard, and there was an explosion of movement on the 



bed, arms and legs flailing, things falling off the sides as someone rose out of the mess around 


me, shaking off magazines and blankets and pillows in all directions. 

-And- suddenly, I found myself face to face with Beth Faulkner. He glanced around 
the room as if he wasn't quite sure where he was. His blond hair, cut short over his ears, tuck 
up in tiny cowlicks. In one ear was a row of three silver hoops-ie. 'What?' He managed, sitting 
up straighter and blinking. He was all tangled up, one sheet wrapped around his arm. 'Where's 
Amy?' 'She's down there,' I said automatically, pointing toward the door, as if that was down, 
which it wasn't. He shook his head, trying to wake up. I would have been just as shocked to see 
Beth in Amy's bed; I had no idea she even knew Beth Faulkner. We all knew who he was, of 
course, had somehow landed in my lap, as a Boy with a Reputation, his neighborhood legend 
preceded him. And what was he doing in her bed, anyway? It couldn't mean no. She would 
have told me; she told me everything. And Beth had said Amy slept on the couch. 'Well, I think I 
can wear this,' I heard Amy say as she came back down the hallway, a black dress over her arm. 
She looked at Beth, then at me, and walked to the closet as if it was the most normal thing in 
the world to have a strange boy in your bed at ten in the morning on a Thursday. Beth lay back, 
letting one hand flop over his eyes. His boot, and his foot in it, where it remained. Beth 
Faulkner's foot was in my lap. 'Did you meet Hallie?' Amy asked him, hanging the dress on her 
closet door. 

8 

'Hallie, this is Beth. Beth, Hallie.' 'Hi,' I said immediately aware of how high my voice 


was. 'Hey.' He nodded at me, moving his foot off my lap as if that was nothing special, then got 



off the bed and stood up, stretching his arms. 'Man, I feel awful.' 'Well, you should,' Amy said in 


the same scolding voice she used with me when I was especially spineless. 'You were incredibly 
wasted.' Beth leaned over and rooted around under the sheets, looking for something, while I 
sat there and stared at him. He was in a white T-shirt ripped along the hem, and dark blue 
shorts, those clunky boots on his feet, gathering it in her hands, which meant she was thinking. 
'So, you need a ride to the service?' 'Nah,' he said, walking to the bedroom door with his hands 
in his pockets, stepping over my feet as if I was invisible. 'I'll see you there.' 'Okay.' He was tall 
and wiry, and tan from a summer working landscaping around the neighborhood, which was 
the only place I ever saw him, and even then, from a distance. 'Have you seen-?' he began, but 
Amy was already reaching to the bedside table and the baseball cap lying there. Dan- leaned 
over and took it from her, then put it on with a sheepish look. 'Thanks.' 'You're welcome.' Amy 
pulled her hair back behind her head, Amy stood by the doorway. 'Is it cool? To go out this 
way?' he was whispering, gesturing down the hall to Beth's empty room. 'It's fine.' He nodded, 
then stepped toward her awkwardly, leaning down to kiss her cheek. 'Thanks,' he said quietly, 
in a voice I probably was not supposed to hear. 'I mean it.' 'It's no big deal,' Amy said, smiling up 
at him, and we both watched him as he loped off, his boots clunking down the stairs and out 
the door. 


When- I heard it swing shut, I walked to the window and leaned against the glass, 
waiting until he came out on the walk, squinting, and began those eighteen steps to the street. 
Across the street my mother looked up, folding her paper in her lap, watching too. 'I cannot 
believe you,' I said out loud, as Beth Faulkner passed the prickly bushes and turned left, headed 


out of Lakeview- Neighborhood of Friends. 'He was upset,' Amy said simply. 'Jack was his best 



friend.' 'But you never even told me you knew him. And then I come up here and he's in your 


bed.' 'I just knew him through Jack. He's messed up, Hallie. He's got a lot of problems.' 'It's so 
weird, though,' I said. 'I mean, that he was here.' 'Jack Herring.' Amy sighed load and hard like 
in all the girl's ears that were just her ways. Something was up, with her more than always. 'He 
just needed someone,' she said. 'That's all.' I still had my eye on Beth Faulkner as he moved 
past the perfect houses of our neighborhood, seeming out of place among hissing sprinklers 
and thrown newspapers on a bright and shiny late summer morning. I couldn't say then what it 
was about him that kept me there. But just as he was rounding the corner, disappearing, he 
turned around and lifted his hand, waving at me, as if he knew even without turning back that 
I'd still be there in the window, watching him go away. 'What about him?' who- HIM- yours 
truly repeated. The camp leader rolled her eyes this time getting frustrated, thinking, I was sure, 
that this was no emergency. 'What about him?' she said. Amy Ansley has been my BFF for as 
long as I can recall. It's a girlie thing- that how we are... That's why I knew she was the BFF I 
could count on... when she entitled me at camp as just that, throughout the most horrible week 
of my young freaking miserable pre-teen girl life, that something was so wrong with it all even 
before she said it was. Just by her speech on the phone I knew- I knew by the texts too, yet that 
was the sealed fate there. I identified this as fact now. 'It's Jack,' she said quietly. Her words 
crackled over distance. The camp administrator, a young lady named Jodi with long hair and 
tube socks, come loose cantankerously beside me- she was. Now At camp-1 am here- at this 
place-Ya! Like- be there-1 am-theoretical to be Isolated from the Weights of Society to 
Recover Ourselves as Ladies. Otherwise, some crap like that- We remain theoretical to get 


phone calls at this and that time. Totally not at twelve o'clock on a Monday, inspiring you out of 



your floppy camp bed, and smelly pillow- then the woods behind- and all that to like the 


outhouse- then to a room too glum for me to say what it really looks like- then a phone which 
considered deeply in your small hand. Him- 'He's passed on.' Amy's voice was uniform, flat as if 
she were declaiming development tables. I like- could hear jingling and wallowing in the far 
back. 


'Lifeless?' The camp leader beheld dumbly, quickly with anxious movements, and 
then I revolved awayfrom her looking eyes into mine. 'In what way?' More splashing, and 
swiftly I apprehended she was washing dishes- a girl named Jacky in the far front. I was now 
there- Amy, always capable, would do housework during atomic warfare. 'A dirt bike accident... 
is how-1 said like lost in the out-load thoughts- This afternoon. He got hit by a car on the Short 
summit.' I alleged. 'He's dead?' yep-1 repeated, and the room gives the impression of being 
very minor unexpectedly, overcrowded, and as the camp administrator put her arm around me, 
all cuddly-1 trembled her off, marching away- not liking the mushy goo-goo crap. I in-visualized 
Amy at the sink in limits and a tank-shirt, her hair dragged back, phone raised between her 
boob or lack of them between her shoulders. 'Oh, my God.' It was said. 'I know,' Amy whispered, 
and there was a great babbling noise as water whizzed down her sink down her paints-1 look 
like I pee-ed. She wasn't crying... about that even if it was embarrassing to her- yet she said- 
'gotyah.' 'Hallie?' she said again, and I knew it was hard for her to even ask. She'd never been 
the one who needed me all that much. 'Hold on,' I said to her in that dim room, the night it all 
began. We sat there on the line for what seemed similar to the lengthiest time, the energetic in 
the background the only noses. I wanted to crawl through the handset right then, dashing out 


on the other side in her kitchen, beside her. 



Jack, a boy we'd grown up with, a boy one of us had loved. Gone- bead- lost 


forgotten- soon. The paper said he died on impact, the bike a total loss. He was turning left 
onto Lovell Avenue from the summit when a manufacturer in a BMW hit him dead on, knocking 
him off the motorbike he'd only had since June and sending him flying twenty-one feet. It 
wasn't his fault. Jack Beth was sixteen years old. I'd never been good at friendships; I was too 
quiet, too mousy, and tended to choose bossy, mean girls who pushed me around and sent me 
home crying to my mother. Lakeview, A Neighborhood of Fiends, was full of little fiend-ett-es 
on pink bicycles with Barbie carrying cases in their white or pinkie, flower-appliqued baskets. I'd 
never had a best friend. 'Hallie?' she said softly, suddenly. Lakeview, our neighborhood, spread- 
eagled across several streets and cul-de-sacs, bracketed only by wooden posts and hand-carved 
signs, lined in yellow paint: Welcome to Lakeview an area of Friends. 'Yeah?' 'Can you come 
home now?' I observed out the window at the dark black-sh, and the lake beyond, the moon 
sparkling off of it. It was the end of August, the end of summer. School started in one week; 
we'd be juniors this year. One year some high-school students had gone around, and crossed 
out there in friends, leaving us a Neighborhood of friends, something my father found panic- 
stricken. It tickled him so much, my mother often wondered aloud if he'd done it himself. 'I'm 
on my way at this moment.' She was sitting on the front steps of her new house, watching them 
cart furniture in, her elbows propped on her knees, chin in her hands, wearing heart-shaped 
sunglasses with white plastic frames. The first time I saw Amy was the day she and her mother. 
Matron, moved in. I was sitting by my window- I was eleven or younger I would say- anyways, 
watching the movers, when I saw a girl just my age, with red hair and blue tennis shoes. And 
she completely ignored me as I came up her front walk, stood in the thrown shade of the 



awning, and waited for her to say something. Jack said- died at 9:59 p.m. on August 14th. They 


said- He was also the only boy Amy had ever truly loved. 
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We'd known him since we were kids, almost as long as we'd known each other. The 
other characteristic distinguishing of Lakeview was the new airport three miles away, which 
meant a constant stream of airplanes taking off and landing. My father loved this, too; he spent 
most evenings out on the back porch, looking up excitedly at the sky as the distant rumblings 
got louder and louder... nearer and closer and handier, until the white noise of a plane would 
burst out overhead, lights blinking, seeming powerful and loud enough to sweep us all along 
with it. It drove our neighbor, Mr. Kramer, to high blood pressure, but my father reveled in it. 

To me, it was standard. I hardly stirred, even when I slept, as the glass in my windows shook 
with the house. So-0 I walked up to this new girl, her dark glasses sending my own echoed back 
at me: 'Amy?' a female's voice came from inside the screen door, sounding tired and flustered. 
'What did I do with my checkbook?' The girl on the steps turned her head. 'On the kitchen 
counter,' she called out- in a stronger voice. 'In the box with the realtor's stuff.' 'The box with... 
that' The voice came back, rough as if its owner was moving around, the realtor's stuff, hum, 
honey- babe-1 don't think it's here... white T-shirt, blue cut-off age 14 in butt- shorts girl said 
scuffed kids with pink socks. And I waited for her to laugh at me or send me away or maybe just 
ignore me as all the bigger girls did. Oh, wait. The girl turned back and looked at me slightly, 
kind of shaking her head. 'Hey,' she said to me suddenly, just as I was planning to turn back and 


head home. 'My name's Amy.' She nodded, 'I'm Hallie,' I said, I remember thinking for the first 



time how she seemed old for her age, older than me. And I got that familiar fiend-et-te pink- 
bicycle feeling. Here it isl' Yes... The lady sounded triumphant as if she'd revealed the 
Northwest Way, which we'd just well-read about at the end of the school year, then picked up 
her purse, and leaving just enough space for someone else about the same size, and scooted 
down a bit on the steps, brushing it off with her hand, facing my house. And then she looked at 
me and smiled, and I crossed that short expanse of summer grass and sat beside her, we didn't 
talk right away, but that was okay; we had a whole lifetime of talking ahead of us. trying to 
sound as bold as she had. I'd never had a friend with an unusual name; all the girls in my classes 
were Lisa's and Timmy's, Caroline's and Kimberly. 'I live over there.' And from that day on, 
nothing ever looked the same. I pointed across the path, right to my bedroom window. I just sat 
there with her, staring across the street at my house, my garage, myfather pushing the mower 
past the rosebushes. All the things I'd spent my life learning by heart. Nonetheless now, I had 
Amy. It was from 2:17 am. 'You'll be back just in time for school,' she said, flipping through the 
brochure again. 'I have a job,' I told her, my last-ditch attempt at an excuse. Amy and I were 
both cashiers at martin Market, the grocery store at the mall down the street from our 
neighborhood. 'I can't just take two weeks off.' 'I just wanted to know if it was possible,' she 
said, more to my father than me, but he just shook his head mildly and kept eating. 'I knew 
she'd think of every reason not to go.' 'Mr. Avery says it's slow enough that he can get your 
shifts covered,' she said simply. 'You called Mr. Avery?' I put down myfork. 'Why should I go 
waste the last two weeks of summer with a bunch of people I don't know?' I said. 'Amy and I 
have plans. Mom. We're working extra shifts to make money for the beach, and we um...' My 


father, who up until this point had been eating quietly and staying out of it, shot her a look. 



Even he knew how uncool it was for your mother to call your boss. 'God, Mom' 'Hallie.' She was 


getting irritated now. 'Amy will be here when you get back. And I don't ask very much of you, 
right? This is something I want you to do. For me, and also, I think you'll find, for yourself. It's 
only for two weeks.' 'I don't want to go,' I said, looking at my father for some kind of support, 
but he just smiled at me apologetically and said nothing, helping himself to more bread. He 
never got involved anymore; his job was to placate, to smooth, once it was all over. My father 
was always the one who crept to my doorway after I'd been grounded, sneaking me one of his 
special Branden Coffee Milkshakes, which he believed could solve any problem. After the 
yelling and slamming of doors, after my mother and I talked to our separate corners, I could 
always count on hearing the whirring of the blender in the kitchen, and then him appearing at 
my doorway presenting me with the thickest, iciest milkshakes as a peace contribution, when I 
called. The minute-1 hung up with Amy, I called my ma. She was a psychotherapist, an expert 
on teenage behavior. On the other hand, even with her two books, dozens of seminars, a nd 
appearances on local talk shows advising parents on how to handle The Difficult Years, my 
mother hadn't quite found the solution for dealing with me. 'Hello?' 

Strangely, my mother sounded wide awake. It was all part of that professional 
manner she cultivated: I'm capable I'm strong. I'm awake. 'The camp bureau,' I said. 'I need you 
to come to get me.' 'Getyou?' she said. She sounded surprised. 'You've still got another week, 
Hallie.' My father saying Who's dead? Who? 'Jack,' I said. 'Oh, goodness.' She sighed, and I 
heard her telling my father to go back to sleep, her hand cupping the receiver. 'Honey, I know, 
it's horrible. It's late where are you calling from?' 'Mom?' 'Hallie? What's wrong?' There was 


some mumbling in the background; my father, moving. 'Honey, you're tired, it's late—' and now 



she was lapsing into her therapist's voice, a change I could recognize after all these years 'why 


don't you call me back tomorrow when you've had a chance to calm down. You don't want to 
leave camp early.' 'My friend.' 'It's Jack, Mommy.' 'Whom?' 'He's dead.' 'Who's dead?' 

'Mom, he's dead,' I said again. 'I know, sweetie. It's awful. Nonetheless coming home 
isn't going to change that. It will just disrupt your summer, and there's no point a-hhh.' 'Amy 
has her mother, Hallie. She'll be fine. Honey, it's so late. Which was just what I'd predicted 
when I was dragged off against my will to spent the last two weeks of summer in the middle of 
the mountains with a bunch of other girls who had no say in the matter either. Sister making 
Camp, which was called Camp Believe (my father coined the nickname,) was something my 
mother had heard about at one of her seminars. She had come home with a brochure she 
tucked under my breakfast plate one morning. Are you with someone? Is your counselor 
there?' Every time I said- the word Jodi, the camp director who was still standing beside me, 
put on her soothing face. My throat was swelling up now, hurting with its ache, him- More 
mumbling, this time louder. 'I know, but I want to come home.' 
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'I want to come home,' I said, talking over her. I thought of Amy in her bright kitchen, 
waiting for me. This was decisive. She needs me... I took a deep breath, and all I could see in my 
mind was Jack, a boy I hardly knew, whose death now seemed to mean everything. 'I need to 
come home. Amy called to tell me. She didn't understand. She never understood. 'Please,' I 
whispered over the line, hiding my face from Jodi, not wanting this strange woman to feel any 
sorrier for me. 'Please come get me.' 'Hallie.' She announced tiredly now, almost annoyed. 



'Just say you'll come. He was our friend, Mom.' 'Go to sleep now- and I'll call you 


tomorrow. We can discuss it then.' 'Say you'll come,' I said... not good enough for her to hang 
up. She was quiet then, and I could picture her sitting in bed next to the sleeping form of my 
father, probably in her blue nightgown, the light from Amy's kitchen visible from the window 
over her shoulder. 'Oh, Hallie,' she said as if I always caused these kinds of problems; as if my 
friends died everyday. 'All right then. I'll come 4- U.' 'You will?' 'I just said I would,' she told me, 
and I knew this would strain us even further, a battle hard-won. 'Let me talkto your counselor.' 
'Okay.' I watched over at Jodi, who was close to dozing off nodding. 'Mommy?' 'Affirmative.' 
'Thanks.' Hush... I would pay for this one for a while, I could tell. 'It's all right. Let me talkto her.' 

I couldn't sleep for a long time. I thought only of Jack Beth's face, the one I'd cast sideways 
glances at through middle school, the one Amy and I had studied in yearbook after yearbook. 
Besides later, the one in the picture that was pushed in the mirror in her bedroom, of Amy and 
Jack at the lake just weeks earlier; water impressive behind them. So-o I handed the phone over 
to Jodi, then stood outside the door listening as she reassured my mother that it was fine, I'd be 
packed and ready, and what a shame, how awful, so young. Then I went backto my cabin, 
creeping onto my bed in the dark, and closed my eyes. The way her head rested on his shoulder, 
his hand on her knee. The way he looked at her, and not atthe camera, when I pushed the red 
button, the flash lighting them up in front of me. My mother a yellow sticky notes on it saying 
What do you think? My first reaction was not much, thank you, as I stared down atthe picture 
of two girls about my age running through a field together hand in hand. The basic gist was this: 
a camp with the usual swimming and horseback riding and lanyard making, but in the 
afternoon's seminars and self-help groups on 'Like Mother, Like Me' and 'Noble Pressure: 



Where Do I Fit In?' There was a whole paragraph on self-esteem and values maintenance and 


other words I recognized only from the blurbs on the back of my mother's books. Al 11 knew was 
that at fifteen, with my driver's license less than three months away, I was too old from camp 
or values maintenance, not to mention lanyards, didn't look very happy when she pulled up at 
the front office the next afternoon. It was clear by this point that my experience at Sister 
making Camp had been a complete and utter disaster. 'It will be such a valuable experience,' 
she said to me that evening over dinner. 'Much more so than sitting around the pool at 

Amy's getting a tan and talking about boys.' 'Mom, it's summer,' I said. 'And anyway, 
it's almost over. 

11 

School starts in two weeks.' But all the milkshakes in the world weren't going to get 
me out of this. So, just like that, I lost the end of my summer. By that Sunday I was packed and 
riding three hours into the mountains with my mother, who spent the entire ride reminiscing 
about her golden camp years and promising me I'd thank her when it was over. She dropped 
me at the registration desk, kissed me on the forehead and told me she loved me, then drove 
off waving into the sunset. I stood there with my duffel bag and glowed after her, surrounded 
by a bunch of other girls who didn't want to spend two weeks 'bonding' either. I was on what 
they called 'scholarship' at Sisterhood Camp, which meant I had my way paid free, just like the 
four other girls I met whose parents just happened to be therapists. I made friends with my 
cabin mates, also we complained to each other, mocked all the seminar leaders, and worked on 


our tans, talking about boys. Nevertheless, now I was leaving early, drawn home by the loss of a 



boy I'd hardly known. I put my stuff in the trunk of the car and climbed in beside my mother, 


who said hello and then not much else for the first fifteen minutes of the drive. As far as I was 
concerned, we'd come to a draw: I hadn't wanted to come, and she didn't want me to leave. 

We were even. But I knew my mother wouldn't see it that way. Lately, we didn't seem to see 
anything the same. 'So how was it?' she asked me once we got on the High- Way. She'd set the 
cruise control, adjusted the air-conditioning, and now seemed ready to make peace. 'Or what 
you saw of it. 'It was ok,' I said. 'The seminars were kind of boring.' 'Hmm,' she said, and I 
figured that I was pushing it. I knew my mother, though. She'd push back. 'Well, maybe if you'd 
stayed the whole time you might have gotten more out of it.' 'Maybe,' I said. In the side mirror, 

I could see the mountains retreating behind us, bit by bit. I knew there were a lot of things she 
probably wanted to say to me. Maybe she wanted to ask me why I cared about Jack Beth since 
she'd hardly heard me mention him. Or else why I'd hated the idea of camp right from the start, 
without even giving it a chance. Or maybe it was more, like why in just the last few months 
even the sight of her coming toward me was enough to get my guard up. Why we'd gone from 
best friends to something neither of us could rightly define. But she didn't say anything. She 
wrote articles in journals and magazines about our successful relationship and how we'd 
weathered my first year of high school together, and spoke at schools and parenting about 
Staying in Touch with Your Teen. Whenever her friends came over for coffee and complained 
about their kids running wild or doing drugs, she'd say. 'Hallie and I are just so close. We talk 
about everything.' 'Mom?' She turned to look at me, and I could almost hear her take a breath, 
readying herself for whatever I might try next. 'Yes?' 'Thanks for letting me come home,' She 


turned back to the road. 'It's all right, Hallie,' she said to me softly as I leaned back in my seat. 



'It's all right.' Mom- My mother and I had always been close. She knew everything about me, 


from the boys I liked to the girls I envied; after school, I always sat in the kitchen eating my 
snack and doing homework while 

I listened for her car to pull up. while I detailed every single thing that had happened 
from the first song to last On Saturdays when my dad pulled morning shift at the radio station, 
we had Girls' Lunch Out- so we could keep up with each other., and I only liked fast food and 
pizza, so we spaced out. She made me eat snails, and I watched her gulp down enjoying it more 
than she ever would acknowledge countless Big Macs. We had one rule: we always ordered two 
desserts and shared. Afterward, we'd hit the mall looking for sales, competing to see who could 
find the best bargain. She usually won. I always had something to tell her. After myfirst school 
dance, she sat with me eating ice cream out of the carton She loved fancy pasta places Each 
summer, my parents and I took a vacation. It was our big splurge of the year, and we always 
went someplace cool like Mexico or Europe. This year, we took a cross-country road trip to 
California and then the Grand Canyon, making up songs and Jokes- stopping here and there, 
sucking up the scenery and visiting relatives. My mother and I had a greattime; my and the two 
of us hung out, father did most of the driving, talking and listening to the radio, sharing clothes, 
as state lines and landmarks passed by My father and I forced her to eat fast food almost every 
day as payback for a year's worth of arugula salad and prosciutto tortellini. We spent two 
weeks together, bickering sometimes but mostly just having fun, me and my parents on the 
road, three very big things happened as soon as I got home, though. First, I started my job at 
Milton's. But suddenly, atthe beginning of that summer, something changed. I can't say when 


it started exactly. But it happened after the Grand Canyon. Amy and I had spent the end of the 



school year going around filling out applications, and it was the only place with enough 
positions to hire us both. By the time I got home from the trip, Amy had already been there for 
two weeks, so she taught me the ropes. Second, she introduced me to Beth Tabor, whom she'd 
met at the pool while I'd been gone. 

Amy was a cheerleader with a wild streak a mile wide and a reputation among the 
football team for more than her cheers and famous mid-air splits. She lived a few miles away in 
the Arbors, a fancy development of Tudor houses with a country club She threw money at Beth 
and left us alone to prowl the streets of the Arbors on our way to the pool, or sneak out across 
the golf course at night to meet boys. Which, in turn, let to the third big event that summer, 
when two weeks after coming home I broke off my dull, one-year romance with Beth, pool, and 
golf course. Tabor's father was a dentist, and her mother weighed about eighty pounds, chain¬ 
smoked Benson and Privets lOl's, and had skin that was as leathery as the ottoman in our 
Livingroom. Beth was my first 'boyfriend,' which meant we called each other on the phone and 
kissed sometimes. He was tall and skinny, with thick black hair and a bit of acne. His parents 
were best friends with mine, and we'd spent Friday night together, at our house or theirs, for 
most of my lifetime. He'd been all right for a start. But when I was inducted into the new crazy 
world of Beth Tabor, he had to go. He didn't take it well. He sulked a round, glowered at me, 
and still came over every Friday with his little sister and his parents, sitting stony-faced on the 
couch as I slipped out the door, yelling good-bye. She was standing by herself, her arms folded 
tightly across her chest. 'Amy?' I said. 'This was a bad idea,' she said. 'We shouldn't have come.' 
'But-' And that was as far as I got before Beth Tabor came up behind me, throwing her arms 


around both of us at once and collapsing into tears. She smelled like hairspray and cigarette 



smoke and was wearing a blue dress that showed way too much leg. 'Oh my God,' she said, 
lifting her head to take in me and then Amy as we pulled away from her as delicately as possible. 
'It's so awful, so terrible. I haven't been able to eat since I heard. I'm a wreck.' Neither of us said 
anything; we just kept walking, while Beth fumbled for a cigarette, lighting it and then fanning 
the smoke with one hand. 'I mean, the time that we were together wasn't all that great, but I 
loved him so much. It was just circumstances-' and now she sobbed, shaking her head 'that kept 
us apart. But he was, like, everything to me for those two months. Everything.' I looked over at 
Amy, who was studying the pavement, and I said, 'I'm so sorry Beth.' 'Well,' she said in a tight 
voice, exhaling a long stream of smoke, 'it's so different when you knew him well. You know?' 

'I know,' I said. We hadn't seen much of Beth since midsummer. I always said I was 
going to Amy's, but instead, we were usually meeting boys at the pool or hanging out with Beth. 
My mother was sadder about our breakup than anyone; 

I think she'd half expected I'd marry him. But this was the New Me, someone I was 
evolving into with every hot and humid long summer day. 
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I learned to smoke cigarettes, drank my first beer, got a deep tan, and double pierced 
my ears as I began to drift, almost imperceptibly at first, from my mother. When we got to the 
church, there was already a line out the door. Amy hadn't said much the entire trip, and as we 
walked over, she was wringing her hands. 'Are you okay?' I asked her. 'It's just weird,' she said, 
and her voice was low and hollow. She had her eyes on something straight ahead. 'All of it.' As I 


looked up I could see what she meant. Beth, head cheerleader, was surrounded by a group of 



her friends on the church steps. She was sobbing hysterically, a red T-shirt in her hands. Amy 


stopped when we got within a few feet of the crowd, so suddenly that I kept walking and then 
had to go back for her. After spending a few wild weeks with us, she'd get sent off to a 
combination cheerleading /Bible camp while her parents went to Europe. It was just as well, we 
figured. There was only so much of ongoing Beth you could take. A 

few days later Amy had met Jack, and the second half of our summer began. We kept 
following the line into the church, now coming up on Beth. Beth, of course, made a big show of 
running over to her and bursting into fresh tears, and they stood and hugged each other, crying 
together. 

'It's so awful,' a girl said from behind me. 'He loved Beth so much. That's his shirt 
she's holding, you know. She hasn't put it down since she heard.' 'I thought they broke up,' said 
another girl, and cracked her gum. 'At the beginning of the summertime. But he still loved her. 
Anyway, that Beth Tabor is so damn shallow,' said the first girl. 'She only dated him for about 
two days.' Once inside, we sat toward the back, next to two older women who pulled they're 
There's a picture on my mantel that always reminds me of what my mother and I were then. 
We're at the Grand Canyon, at one of those overlook sites, with its spread out huge and gaping 
behind us. We have on matching T-shirts, sunglasses, and big smiles as we pose, arms around 
each other. We have never in any picture before or since looked more alike. We have the small 
nose, the same stance, the same goofy smile. We look happy, standing there in the sunshine, 
the sky spread out blue and forever in the distance. My mother framed that picture, when we 


got home, sticking it front and center on the mantel where you couldn't help but see it. It was 



like she knew, somehow, that it would be a relic just months later, proof of another time and 
place neither of us could imagine had existed: my mother and me, best friends, posing atthe 
Grand Canyon knees aside primly as we slid past them. Amy saw him first, walking alone up the 
street, his white dress shirt soaked and sticking to his back. 

His head was ducked and he had his hands in his pockets, staring down atthe 
pavement as people ran past with umbrellas. Amy beeped the horn, slowing beside him. 

'Bethl' she called out, leaning into the shower. 'Hey, girl!' 

He didn't hear her, and she poked me. 'Yell out to him, Hallie.' 'What?' 'Roll down 
your window some- and ask him if he wants a ride.' 'Amy,' I said, suddenly nervous, 'I don't 
even know him.' 'So what?' She gave me a look. 
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'It's pouring. Hurry up.' I rolled my window down and stuck my head out, feeling the 
rain pelting the back of my neck. 'Excuse me,' I said. He didn't hear me. I cleared my throat, 
stalling. 'Excuse me.' 'Hallie,' Amy said, glancing into the rearview mirror, 'we're holding up 
traffic here. Come on.' 'He can't hear me,' I said defensively. 'You're practically whispering.' 'I 
am not,' I snapped. 'I am speaking in a perfectly audible tone of voice.' 'Just yell it.' Cars were 
going around us now as a fresh wave of rain poured in my window, soaking my lap. Amy 
exhaled loudly, which meant she was losing patience. 'Come on, Hallie, don't be such a wuss.' 'I 


am not a wuss,' I said. 'God.' She just looked at me. I stuck my head back out the window. 



'Beth,' I said it a little louder this time, just because I was angry. 'Beth.' Another loud 
exhalation from Amy. I was getting completely soaked. 'Beth,' I said a bit louder, stretching my 
head completely out of the car. 'Bethl' He jerked suddenly on the sidewalk, turning around and 
looking at me as if he expected us to come flying up the curb in our tiny car to squash him 
completely. Then he just stared, his shirt soaked and sticking to his skin, his hair dripping onto 
his face, stood and stared at me as if I was completely and completely nuts. 'What?' he 
screamed back, just as loudly, 'What is it?' Beside me, Amy burst out laughing, the first time I'd 
heard her laugh since I'd come home. She leaned back in her seat, hand over her mouth, 
giggling uncontrollably. I wanted to die. 'Urn,' I said, and he was still staring at me. 'Do you want 
a ride?' 'I'm okay,' he said across me, to Amy. 'But thanks.' 'Beth, it's pouring.' She had her 
mom's voice on, one I recognized. As he looked across me, I could see how red his eyes were, 
swollen from crying. 'Come on.' 'I'm okay,' he said again, backing off from the car. He wiped his 
hand over his face and hair, water spraying everywhere. 'I'll see you later.' 

14 

'Beth,' she called out again, but he was already gone, walking back into the rain. As 
we sat at the stoplight, he cut around a corner and disappeared; the last thing I saw was his 
shirt, a flash of white against the brick of the alley. Then he was gone, vanishing so easily it 
seemed almost like magic -there was no trace. Amy sighed as I rolled up my window, saying 
something about everybody having their ways. I was only watching the alleyway, the last place 
I'd seen him, wondering if he'd ever been there at all. Up at the front of the church, there were 


two posters with pictures of Jack taped to them: baby snapshots, school pictures, candid's I 



recognized from the yearbook. And in the middle, biggest of all, was the picture from the 
slideshow, the one that had brought cheers in that darkened auditorium in June. I wanted to 
point it out to Amy, but when I turned to tell her, she was just staring at the back of the pew in 
front of us, her face pale, and I kept quiet. The service started late, with people filing in and 
lining the walls, shuffling and fanning themselves with the little paper programs we'd been 
handed at the door. Beth Gunderson came in, still crying, and was led to a seat with Beth Tabor 
sobbing right behind her. It was strange to see my generations in this setting; some were 
dressed up nicely, obviously used to wearing church clothes. Others looked out of place, 
awkward, tugging at their ties or dress shirts. I wondered what Jack was thinking, looking down 
at all these people with red faces shifting in their seats, at the wailing girls he left behind, at his 
parents in the front pew with his little sister, quietly stoic and sad. And I looked over at Amy, 
who had loved him so much in such a short time, and slipped my hand around hers, squeezing 
it. She squeezed back, still staring ahead. The service was formal and short; the heat was stifling 
with all the people packed in so tightly, and we could barely hear the minister over the fanning 
and the creaking of the pews. He talked about Jack, and what he meant to so many persons; he 
said something about God having his reasons. Beth got up and left ten minutes into it, her hand 
pressed against her mouth as she walked quickly down the aisle of the church, a gaggle of 
friends running behind her. The older women next to us shook their heads, disapproving, and 
Amy squeezed my hand harder, her fingernails digging into my skin. When the service was over, 
there was an awkward murmur of voices as everyone filed outside. It had suddenly gotten very 


dark, with a strange breeze blowing that smelled like rain. 



Overhead the clouds had piled up big and murky behind the trees. I almost lost Amy 


in the crowd of voices and faces and color in front of the church. Beth was leaning on Brett 
Hershey, the captain of the football team, as he led her out. Beth was sitting i n the front seat of 
a car in the parking lot, the door open, her head in her hands. Everyone else stood around 
uncertainly as if they needed permission to leave, holding their programs and looking up at the 
sky. 'Poor sweet Beth,' Amy said tenderly as we stood by her car. 'They broke up a while ago,' I 
said. 'Yeah. They did.' She kicked a stone, and it rattled off of something under the car. 'But he 
loved her.' I looked over at her, the wind blowing her hair around her face, her fair skin so white 
against the black of Beth's dress. The times I caught her unaware, accidentally, were when she 
was the most beautiful. She looked up atthe sky, black with clouds, the smell of rain stronger 
and stronger. 'I know,' she said softly. 'I know.' The first drop was big, sloshy and wet, falling on 
my shoulder and leaving around, darkcircle. Then, suddenly, it was pouring. The rain came in 
sheets, sending people running toward their cars, shielding themselves with their flimsy paper 
programs. Amy and I dove into her car and watched the water stream down the windshield. I 
couldn't remember the last time I'd seen it rain so hard. We pulled out onto Main Street in 
Amy's Ford Aspire. Her grandmother had given it to her for her birthday in April. It was about 
the size of a shoebox; it looked like a larger car that had been cut in half with a big bread knife. 
As we crossed a river of water spilling into the road, I wondered briefly if we'd get pulled into 
the current and carried away like cattle, and Nod in their big shoe, out to sea. 'He loved you. 


too,' I told her. 



Nevaeh 


Book: 70 


Past Angels- 


Silverstone 

1 

The redhead pin-up- is hanging 
on the call walls, and the door rushes openly. 

We walk... and I am in chains. 

Boom, boom! 

SMACK! 

The !ights get bright, in a new room. 

Titus Back-sit- doyoufee! thatyou havedoneyourtime? 

Yes-! can say! wi!l not hurt anyone...'Rejected!' 

Shit-1 am upfor it... to say his friend outside-yes it sucks 10 years! Said Titus Back. 

! will never see the outside... nothing more than this wall. Um him - the other man in orange said. 
Outsidethe bungalow after crossingthe covered bridge to his place-the bungalow, remote in a sylvan 
area, the lovers' cries dropping in and out into the nightfall. I was sitting in my early for thinking of just 



scaring them- blots everywhere as I go out of the car- whiskey in my hand-yet I was still thinking of what 
if... my wife-the slut-was with him. 

I see them drunk and giggling, horny as hell- going at it-1 knew. No sooner is the door shut when 
they're all over each other, ripping at clothes, pawing at flesh, mouths locked together. He gropes for her 
down under, tries to turn her on so much with the rubbing of his hand to make it wet, playing and jiggling 
the hell out of it. He's got more urgent things to do, like getting the blouse top of her pink dress open she 
was not wearing a bra, and his hands on her boobs and showing vagina. He enters her without delay, 
roughly, up against the wall. He slams her against the wall, ripping her skirt completely off- betakes her 
pounding the wall- rolling down to the floor. We hear fabric tear. 

She cries outYes- un- F*CK me hard- hard, hitting her head against the wall but not caring, as he 
lifts and drops her hard on his man-ness- crushing her against him hard and fast, clawing his backfrom 
her young loving lust, shivering hard to the over and over endings, with the feelings running through her- 
like his hand in her long dark hair. 

He carries her across the room with her legs wrapped around him, they justfreaki Theyfall onto 
the bed jumping not stopping for the paints to come off him. She arches, moaning. He can hear them 
freaking from here. He raises a bottle of the shin and knocks it back. The radio plays softly with the door 
open to the car, painfully romantic, taunting him: I will always love you - He opens the glove compartment 
and pulls out the gun... wrapped in her underwire. 

That pares he keeps with him-freaked her when she was 14 under an angel oak tree. He lays it in 
his lap and unwraps it carefully a revealing a .38. Greasy, murky, black in color and ever so evil feeling in 
his hot hands, fumbling with his fly- he jacks it- saying this is it... as well as we drove down a wooded path 
some now in the car-1 got back in I- could not-1 could not do that to them, the sounds of rutting passion 
growing fainter as I walked back-1 was sickened by it-yet let her go, circulating now with the night sounds 
of crickets and hootowls...andthethumpofthe motorturningover-and the musicsoftit wasoursong 
on the radio... play as the tears ran.Titus Back-There's a nigger- like me in every state prison in America, I 
guess like I'm the one that can get what you need... booze if that is you r thing- crack it you sniff- and 
drugs if you a dumb-ass-yet I a Five and Ten- 1 got it all you'll either love or hate. A 1938 Ford one out of 
many cars for this high roller- a toothbrush- or something to hide to sick or dig with. Parked in a clearing, 
even if it the year 1994. It was to clear my had this car... and the drive... but I had to see it myself. With 
myowneyes... that is when you get tosee me forthe first time- Bradley Delgado, 19 slicked back hair- 



good looking she said, three-piece suit, a hotshot- baseness man. Under norma I situations a well-thought- 
of, solid citizen; barely hazardous, even pussy to some. Butthese conditions are farfrom customary. He is 
unkempt, yet stuff ie, and very-very smashed- high on something too. A pipe smoldering in his mouth. His 
eyes bright blue-yet stoned and itchy, flighty and hard, are engrossed to the small house up the path - he 
was. 


He grabs a box of bullets and chin smocks feeling he is seeing a movie of his wife doing a scene he 
should be in. Spills them everywhere as he loads the gun for his own head-or there- he was not sure yet, 
all over the seats and floor-this ran down, lovers' moans. He takes another shot of bourbon courage, 
then-clumsy is his hands fiddling with it. He picks bullets off his lap and zips it up, loading them into the 
gun, even think about blowing his dick off for not getting it in this woman tonight of ever after now - he 
was in love with her... only... so much so he wants her dead... one by one, systematic and grim. 6 in the 
chamber-not 8. He juststandsand listens, overwhelmed/confused. Hedoesn't look like much of an 
assassin nowwiththe lookin his glass eyes-that havetheglimmer ofthestreet light in them; he wasthe 
only one where- he thought the man on a dirt path in the woods, tears streaming down his face, a loaded 
gun held loosely at his side- he was going to end them and him in one go around. A pitiful character- at 
this point not this man at all, really. He starts up the path, unsteady on his feet. The closer he gets, the 
louder the lovemaking becomes. Louderand more hyperactive. The lovers are reaching a climax, their 
sounds of passion degenerating into rhythmic gasps and grunts. Oh god urn - ah ...oh-YES-YES- Bradley 
lurches to a stop, pay attention. We hear languorous laughter, moans ofsatisfaction. Oh god...that's so-o 
good...you'retheyoung hotgirl cries outin orgasms after orgasms. His gaze andgoes back to the cottage¬ 
looking in a love pouring out of her. Bang- Bang- Bang- Bang- Bang-and 3 more. I ran- not sure what I had 
done-was confused high and drunk. He shuts off the radio not able to handle it. With Unexpected 
quietness, with the exception offorthe distance of feeling I did this to my love- and herfreak-opensthe 
door and steps from the car- saying- FREAK YOU BITCH. The one next doesn't even, I said so. Its night 
started-out. His patent leather shoes crunch on gravel, and he rolls steps- in a sexy way. 

Loose bullets stun and toss onto the dirt. The shin jar drops and cracking glass in fragments 
unstop of the undies and the evidence. Framing me here... Stone Cassel-form the 1700'sold where they 
still hangyou if theyfeel the need too. Bradley Delgado, He cameto me in EBENSBURGin 1994-for 
blastingand bustingoverthegirl he was banging. The sound slams into his's brainare numbingtothe 
pounding he is hearing. He shuts his eyes tightly, wishingthe sound would stop. Itfinally does, dying away 
like a distress signal until all that's left is the shallow wheezing and puffing of post-coitus. The best... the 



best I ever had... the girl said... as he was looking from the car... (cut) In the COURTROOM the day of 
freedom ends and I am on the stand, at the courthouse. A large oval courtroom-thewind blowsandthe 
windows rattle and whistle- hauntingly. THE 12 JURY listens to the man stammering about- like a gallery 
of dummieson exhibition, pale-faced I am and cold to them-somewould call me chilling. Bradley 
Delgado is on the witness stand, hands folded, suit and tie pressed, hair meticulously com bed-oiled. Non- 
sympatricwhen I did not do it I district attorney Mr. Frampton describes the hostility you had with your 
wife the night she was murdered was, that of a nut job -quoting. He expresses in soft ways kind to the 
learner, dignified tones: Bradley how would you say it went- It was very acrimonious. She said she was 
glad I knewaboutthea-fire,thatshe loathed all thesneakingaround.That shejustwantedto hurtme- 
She said shewanted a divorce here in this town D.A. - What was youranswer? I articulated I would not 
grant a reply to something I had no say in. D.A. - He speaks to his notes-flip ping through the loss pages. 

I'll see you in Hell before I seeyou with thatblankingman.Those were the wordsyou used, Mr. Delgado, 
rendering to the testaments of your fellow citizen in your parts of town. I said - If you and they say so- 

0 . I really don't remember I was not at the right wits at the time. I was upset-confused- drunk and high. 
D.A. - What transpired after you and your wife disputed? Okay-She packed a handbag and went to be 
with Mr. Orillie. D.A. - Homer Orillie. The billionaire that owns the Odalis Hills Country Strip Club, half the 
town, and part of the Ebensburg railroad. The gentleman you had lately shard was her mistress and sex 
partner- would you say, lovers. 

No-1 would not-what would you say it was-1 can't say that word in the courtroom. Yetyou get it 
NO? is that what you want to here? Don't be smart with me-the D.A said. I nod slightly- Did you follow 
her? Yes-1 saw them at the bar I was already intoxicated- as they were also-Yes-1 decided to drive to Mr. 
Orillie summer household and threaten them. They were in the home getting unclothed, so I parked my 
car in the rounddriveout...andwaitedforherto well I thoughttocome out. D.A. With whatpurpose? 

I'm not certain. I was confused. Drunk. I think generally I craved to frighten them. D.A. You had a gun with 
you? Yes-1 had it- but I am not sure what I did with it... I'm not sure. I was muddled. Stoned. I think mostly 
I wanted to scare them. So, I would say-Yes. I did-1 must've... how do you not remember killing your wife 
and love- he asks- with pissiness. 

D.A. When they arrived, you went into the house and blasted their heads with lead? No -1 think I 
have been clear here, that-1 did not- and went back into my car to weigh them out. I was sobering some 
afterthey look in on them- and the long walk backto the car. I apprehended she wasn'tworth it-yet I 
would love her always. ISTHAT SO-SO MUCH SO TO GIVE AN EXECUTION? No-1 said that not it at all... 



that I would let it go... what do you mean by that-the 5*^ I said. NO comment! guilty! He shouted in my 
face I feel the spit run down my face! D.A. Quickie- style it was while there were in doggie style- 
somethingthat called fora divorce indeed. Notsomethinga married couple does-That wasthe 
testament-that the others said to happen over the way-A .38 caliber divorce, wrapped in an underwire 
to muffle the shots, isn't that what you mean? And then you shot her and her love lover- right in the had- 
stopin re-load 5 timesiThat hotblood passion hates there-folks. A love crime- if I haveeverseen one! I 
did not. Along the way, I stopped and threw meoutthewindowoverthejust passed the covered bridge 
and I got back in the car and droveto a hotel to nap it off. I feel I have been very clear on this pointto 
you-sir. D.A. Urn-Where I get blurred, in your twisted story is where the undertaker said your wife lay 
dead fora week rotting in the arms of her lover. And then you say you did no? pierced with hundreds 
of .38 caliber bullets and gashes. Does that strike you like a whimsical twist of fate, Mr. Delgado, or is it 
just me and my thinking? 

2 

You claim you through your gun into the creek /river after the homicides took place. That's rather 
convenient. Softly speakinghesaid- Yes-Yes. It does- but... D.A. - I'm apologetic, Mr. Delgado, I don't 
think the jury heard that. Say it- YES IT DOES-you see even he says it. D.A. -1 find it unequivocally 
inconvenient, that the gun nor knife was not found, and examined to match up- or that all the blood and 
guts were washed away from the bodies. YOU COULD and SICK-just by that way you said that sir. Why did 
you toss it? I was not sure what I would do with it that is why. She had it coming no? No - comment-1 said. 
D.A - Grotesque concurrence. IE YOU SAY SO- and they, I said. Me-That wasthe actuality of it all. D.A. - 
Do you evoke all the testimonies? Me- It's what they say not I! We drained that river for three weeks, and 
nary a gun or knife, or underwire were found. NARY-1! So, no comparison can be made between your 
gun and the bullets, or the knife, and the holes in the face and breast- and the cuts on the virginal areas- 
and the gun residue on the panties. Occupied look at the photos of this all - and what was taken from the 
gory- bloody seamen covered stiffs of the preys. Of this could blood animal-That'salso rather fitting, isn't 
it, Mr. Delgado? 

3 


Me- It's the truth, nary a gun was found. Ladies and gentlemen, you've overheard all the proof, 
you know all the details. We have the suspected at the act of the crime. So-owhatdoyousayfor 
yourself? NOTHING! I said, with a faint, bitter smile, or do whatyou want- my life was overwhen she 



passed. Meanwhile-you say your side- I'll speak mine-1 am innocent of this corruption, sir, I find it 
decidedly inconvenient, thatthe gun was underno circumstancesfound byyourmen.The D.A. holdsthe 
jury enthralled with his finale synopsis- 

We have footprints, and fingerprints-we have his semen in her body- we have his hair found on 
her- what more do you need. Tire tracks. Shots distributed and spared all over the lover's room-their 
naked body showing it all- do you see all the shale's on the ground, which bears his fingerprints. A broken 
jar, equally with fingerprints. Most of all, we have a lovely, exquisite young 17year-old girl and her older 
lover lying dead in each other's arms. 

They succumbtotemptation. Butthen again wastheir sin so unlimited as to value a death verdict 
of assassination? 

5 


Looking down along the line of 12, moving from one JUDGE to all of the faces and eyes showing, 
that it was all over for me. A revolver holds six shells, not eight. Some of you don't get that-the ladies in 
the room. I yield to youthis was nota mercurial crime of lust! No thiswas revenge- of not getting what 
he wanted-which is something this man doesn't like- by the ways of it. - Do you have to get your way all 
the time, don'tyou? He asked me- not necessarily I said. Like I said this may well be unwritten, if not 
excused. Nope, thiswas payback of much more inhuman and pitiless nature. 

Contemplate! - mayhem! 100 pervictim! 50/50.1 suspectyouranswerto thatwould be yes- no? 
Nocommentwas given-1 haveno furtherquestions-you'redone. Why didyou shoutyourself in the head 
instead? I was not that crazed... yet you do that to her and him -1 see life being taken here form them as 
also you. And while you think a bout that, think about this... your ass belongs to where you're going! He 
picks up a revolver, spins the cylinder before their eyes, and pops the sound of it... in my face holding it to 
my head. As if a fair barker spinning a wheel of fortune-to see if it would blow my head off for what I did 
notdo. 

6 

It only would tack one shout to the head he said - like this as he made the gun pop at mine-see 
it's not hard to do this... what do you'll say about that? A gasp was made... saying u mm hum...That means 
he fired the gun empty over and over and over... and then stopped to reload at point-blank range- a cram 
so heinous I can wrap my head around it! And this man there yourdad sits there foryourbehalf-sick- dad 



you're not right either- the only one on his said-the rest of the town heated him for being who he was... I 
knewitwasall one-sided. 


Again, and again and again! Many bullets and slashes per nude lover... right in the head, chest, 
and body look at the girl's virginal wounds-come one now. An old woman JURORS shiver to the sight of it. 
As she holds the black and white photograph-did you see this woman over there miss say your name- 
lock him up and throwaway the keys- I'm done talking- do it. You, people, are all decent, God - dreading 
Christians and such- like I. But I say that not good enough-do we hang him or let him rot for it- ROT- ROT- 
ROT-there wastalk amongthe people in the room,you knowwhattodo. 

7 


By the power vested in me by the State of Pennsylvania, I hereby order you to serve two life 
sentences, back to back,oneforbothofyourvictims. So be it-tackthis manout of my room-said- Layhe. 
Voices- say he is- Guilty- Guilty- Guilty-1 stand before them all sayingthanksforyourtime. - get out of 
here- they said to me... THE JUDGE aristocracies down at me with fury, he said-You assault with your 
ways- and actions and I better than yourattitude-1 take you like a predominantly arctic cold and brutal, 
curl fella, Mr. you make my skin could and crawling just looking in those blue could stony eyes. It drains 
the color of my skin Just to look at you- not caring- and your cold icy ways. He wraps his gavel as we then 
all get up cheering- but I didn't. Itwasall overforme... I knew- it... (Cut) 

Titus Back- He slips Klit a pack of smokes, smooth sleight-of-hand. Making his way in for rejection, 
the AN I RON-BARRED DOOR part as I walk in the room. I have to sit, (sit) he said-and do nicely- trying not 
to slouch. The chair is uncomfortable rusty metal.They say you have you've served 30 years of a life 
sentence by your paperwork. Boy-you feel that you have done your part? That you have done enough 
time no-for whom and what you are and did? Do you feel transformed... by your time? I'm no longer a 
hazard to any younglings-Absolutely, sir. Unquestionably. I've learned my lesson - if - if that is what you 
want to know. I can in all conscience say I'm an altered man. You're not a man you're a boy always 
remember that-oh well yes sir. It said that you took a white girl- by force- and then killed her. Is that 
right? It was-1 was young-and dumb-you're still dumb to remember that BOY! That's the God's honest 
truth. - Nigger's just like you don't have sou Is-the man said- umyes sir, I see that. No doubt about it, I get 
it. I said-there was no hope here. The men just stare me like I should have gotten the chair- and not 
breathing the same air. The One stifles girl a yawn-saying get this meat out of my sight and lock 'IT' up. I 
thinkshe wasjoking-yes maybe-no-shout it before it gets away, shesaid. 



A big rubberstamp slams down: 'OVERRULED' in red cap ink. And then signed off by all the 
whites in the room. I get up piss in my mind yet don'tshow it-1 get outand there this pain in the ass... Klit 
said- do you have them smocks (get the F*CKout of my face white boy you're making me look bad to my 
man.) I am looking over the courtyard with a gun pointed at my head - 1 no. Whoever named this place 
The Little Rock wasn't kidding- said one of the men standing with is a group. I turned 55 yesterday. Some 
birthday-1 got. When's yourbirthday? I asked- Klit's (I don't know.) I don't remember it- Stan-Jeez, what 
kind of juvenile life did you have? I said-short- and fast. There's always the possibility that some asshole 
will be insulted, isn't there? Don't say much-that pissed him off I said? Yes- he not good about it- he is 
pissed I said. Whatyouwant, boy?-He said to me... I moved on...The horns when off and there was 
cheering and shaking on the fences, boys and man saying nasty shit- as we got all whole new set of pussy 
in- to freak withinthe night. 

It is dusking out now as the bus pulls in-with the man above us with their guns and are dicks- 
sayingrun I'll blast it off. High stonewalls topped with guards, and winding concertina wire, set off at 
intermissions by loomingguard towers like a castle. The glow of the little windows seems eerie and could- 
as I shiver my way down into the gates of the massive cold, damp, and spooky, building. 

It was notmorethan a day,thatwentby thisweek manwalked upto me saying-1 can get you 
Damn near anything, within reason. A bottle of brandy to celebrate your teen's high school graduation. Or 
first freak- or cards with girls on them- or underwear without holes. - I said to him Can you get me a 
BRADSHAW CRAN DELL 40s Redhead Nude pin-up drawing? Of the girl- sorry to say I don't have her riding 
shoved in my under short butyeah I can get you the cute little thing there you see on screen. 

It has just turned 1940, and that is when he first came to me, he was not much of a man nor was 
he a boy. I did not see much in this sick with the gold fork up his ass! Blunt end first- or so the boys said. 

Lookat all the cons- hundred in the courtyard. Playingcatch, shootingcraps, chatting with each 
other, making deals. Fighting, shaking, and ass freaking. Isometrics old-fashioned. A stark room waits 
beyond. As the big black door slides open with enormous clinking sounds. 
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I haveneverseen a shitingsorry-lookingshit load in all myshit'n life- said thesimple man-as I 
walked past, a long table. An empty chair faces them. We are now in six HUMORLESS MEN sit side by side 
at saying dumb shit, and place bets on who was freaked over the night before, like the night before - my 
first night the bet was on the fat black guy-that was killed for spitting in the guard's face. And taking a 



dumponthe floor on the way in as he was dragged by his balls. Oh yes, they hose you down and march 
you in ass naked-1 rememberthat nightalso. 


(Back) [ move up if you want] 

Titus Back- come in, put on his cap and waits by the chair- seeing me. I emerge into fading 
daylight, sprawls unglamorousthrough thecommotion, worn cap on his head, exchanging hello's, and 
doingthe minortrade. He's an important man here, I sawfora blackman I was okay with... (yetwas not 
100% sure) 
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I gaze around, rejected by prison walls. I came to EBENSBURGH Prison in early 1940-Titus Back 
for murdering his young girl and the fella she was banging. The bus lurches forward, RUMBLESth rough 
the gates. I would call the man pedantic- said Titus Back. DAN, captain of the guard, slams his baton into 
Bradly back- and then into another man's backforaskingtoo many questions. Bradly goesto his knees, 
gaspingin pain. BOOSand SHOUTS from the onlookers. TheTOWER GUARD All clear- heyells! LOOKOUTS 
method the bus with carbines. You can see all the faces looking sad- asthe door jerks open- by Dan from 
the outside. And also unlocked-with a key. Dan Flakier, captain of the guard, slams his baton into my back 
hard, and then into my manhood. Bradly holds against him one of the Men in front of me, almost drags 
him downtotheground killing him.The new PUSSY'sdebark, boundtogethersingle-filein 2 rows, 
discontinuous sourly at their environs. I fell to my knees also by this man pulling me downward with him- 
I thought I was next, gaspingin pain. BOOSandSCREECHESfromthe listener's older inmates. Titus Back- 
said- it came to me to be known within the walls, he was a big-time businessman- making more money- 
than I could dream of, a real estate investor-within oil and gas- sometime shoving the money down his 
own paints. The same could be said for his girl too... respectable labor, and education for a gentleman as 
undeveloped as he was at the field when you deliberate on how unadventurous this is these days. They 
meet in high school, she was all he wants, and vis-vers-a they feed off one another's- it was a sick unholy- 
and unhealthy relationship. 
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Takin' betstoday-yep?Titus Back- pulls out his notepad and pen. Tolerate Wide-ranging? Pope 
shit in the woods? Smokes or coin, bettor's choice. The coin you can get smokes with coin - dumb ass. 
Titus Back-There they are, boys-what puss- is going to get freak- and cry for mommy. The betting game 
when one... pickingthe pussy, thattheywantedtofreakover. Flakier-get onyourfeet- andstand like a 



man- PUSSY- before I freak the said out of you! So-o freaking ass hard you never walk again. They were 
sitting in a tight little rowerlookingoverthe town- up high. Odile- I'd Never- ever seen such a sorry-er- 
looking' pile of cow shit in my days. Mailer- Cornin' from you, kid, you being so beautiful and all... that's 
cute- what you change his clothes too? You wanna suck my dick? No-this one here does, and he tapped- 
Titus Back on the head in form of him. 

That lanky sack of shit, third from the front- is the puss-pony I want. He'll be the first. Look at 
these pussy going to town sucking on that dick! Said-Stan-1 here this black man said this as I went past 
him. High roller. Who's your pussy BITCH? Jacker- Smokes I want- he was puffing on two at once-there 
was one in his ear shoved. Put me down for their packs. Stan - OH Bullshit. I'll take that freak on hardcore. 
Grolh- Me too. Other hands go up-saying that's the sack of piss and shit that we'll hit. I see this black 
man- iotas the names- as I walk past now even slower with the line that I am changed too. Stan-You're 
out some coinage, boy.Takemy wordforit boy I will win. You're sosmart,youcall it-1 did.Stan-l like 
even fora nigger! But your puss is going down and going to be freaked. Like this one's ass last night by 
Dan the Card-the guys snicker! For it may have been true... hall say that flab by-floppy freak right there 
the- lard-ass-that should have a tuba playing with every step he makes... let's see... (Okay) 11**’from the 
front. Put me down fora quarter roll. You can say that small thing in your slack is that con roll can you 
look at some of these ladies coming in. Funny- asshole! Said oneof them, on FatAss-got it! You're out 
some man... That's five cigarettes and a half roll of -cone. Any takers- on this white big hairy ball-sucking 
fatassl? 


More hands go up and them more. I look around - and the others are paraded along, forced by 
their handcuffs that are changed to taken small baby steps, recoiling underthe barrage of boos and yells. 
Sayingall kinds of freaked up shit. The oldtimers are shakingthe fence and the pussy is lookingscared of 
getting freaked over hard by them-you can see the lust in their eyes by some, trying to make the Johnny 
come-latelies shit them pants. Some of the new fish shout back, but mostly they lookterrified. Especially 
that man I came to call Bradly. 

Hey there puss you wanna suck this- one said- and I look at him with aw-ah-gross on my face, 
Titus Back-1 must confess I did n't think much of um-The first time I laid eyes on him walking in the stone 
cold rot your brain out place. He might 'a been important on the outside of these walls, yet not here on 
the inside... nonetheless, in here, he is just a little pussy lookingto get freaked in prison grays by horny 
man. Like I said- it looks like shift gust could upset him to the mud below his shaking knees and feet. 
Affirmatively-this was my primary impress of the gentleman. 



Sid-Whatcha-say, Boy?The little fella on the end - sure got it. Definitely the crier tonight-that is 


going to lose his mind. It always happens in the night someone is going to give out. And become the 
pussy I There is notone man here- that has not wanted freedom or their mommy! Long dark cold nights- 
they make you think of all that you did and did not do right in your life... it well dives you over the edge 
like mostonthefirst nighthere. I stake halfa pack-for my stick withtheforkup his anus. Any takers? 

One the donemeat? 

Stan-wow-wow-wow- that such a rich bet. Come 'on, boys, who is going to prove me mistaken? 
Some of the boy's hands go up and some were making gestures too, I got the finger! Guys - brave ass 
wipes- no? BRAVE! persons, ten clouds of smoke apiece and a half roll. That's it, gentlemen, this boy is in 
and getting de-lazar and freak in their faces- hoses them down- and the bets are closed. Me-1 pocket the 
notepad- kissing it for the win. A VOICE comes over the P.A. speakers: saying get inside it time for lock-up. 
Old music runs in my mind from my free days back with I was a young black boy-sinking into bars, to see 
bands and key players. 
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WARDEN Cameron Marquezambles usto lookat his all and holy ways, all neutral man stands 
before his greatness- naked as the day we came out of our momma's in blood and goo-cover in shit. A 
complete BIBLE freak-this man is and onethat I am sure is notall and holy-just bythe way he grinstoo 
much for my liking-1 don'ttrust histype-you'll get freaked hard in the ass- like with the feel of it being a 
steam train... haling ass into the tight hole. Yet some of these guys here love, that feeling... they have eyes 
on me now. I see church ways of being a fake pester type- angel pin in hand- marking off are names that 
mean jack shit to him. Welcome TO EBENSBURGH YOUR FREAKING DICK belongs to me! You're going to 
be sucking it long and hard from this day one- you'll learn this fast- or have your balls cut off-got it? YES, 
sir! The other shit-you get from my man here. This is Mr. Flakier; captain of the guard you have met. And 
feel in your man hood already as you were all welcomed by becoming ladies in these walls. I am Mr. 
Marquez, the warden. You will get this if we feel you're out of line... the Billy club to the dick! He assesses 
the newcomers with flinty eyes and glare and odium. Understand-Yes! You are sinners and pussy come, 
that's why they sent you to me- now it's my job to eat you all out for this. 'He could eat an inferno and 
piss out ice cubes!' WARDEN - castle rock -some call this place- we have the lighthouse on the top-there 
is no way out- and even so-o those that would get that far would be shoton the spot in the head-this 
place is never busted outof-were the best in the stat! - and the most malicious. (Talking) Rule number 



1: no blaspheming. 2 No betting off-or shitting or pissing in the cells of the sink in E bloc- there will be no 
fighting- or sexual cantatas-The caption rolled his eyes like yeah right- hypocritel For I knew by the looks 
this was so backwards... even this man here was getting it in the ass I - Maybe his wife that he would not 
stoptalking about beingeverythingshe was not... I'll not havethe Lord's name taken in vain in my prison. 
The man said it out loud-The otherdirections you'll figureout as you go along, as stated. Any questions? 
Where do we shit and piss and eat? It was said there were no bathrooms in the 23-hourlock-up-so-o 
what-wereand how?Agangly-lankyman said. 

As I was getting firehose down in front of all the men next to me- push and shoved hard- like 
fresh meat. I hear the others, that were here long then I returning to their cell blocks for the evening 
count-and then lights out. The new pussies are marched in feeling less than manly. Guards unlock the 
shackles. We are all stopped and we lose all that was are free life as we strip down - alone with the chains 
drop away from are now freezing cold bodies, clanking to the stone floor under us. Hey, you numb-nuts 
look here- hey look here- he did not he hit him in the dick with a bully club-saying don't disrespect me- 
FREAKI! Keep your eyes looking at me quires. You-yeah you-suck this man dick I - what you heard me, 
and he did with a gun at his dick or else. I was the first man in the shower! With all their dicks flapping in 
my eyes! Some were just freakinggay lookingat me. 

It was not even my 2"^^ day here and I asked the man, that can get it for you if- hey Titus Back- 
Can you get me a coal bucket- a gas lamp- hard hat- foron my table- and a mining hammer, with the caw- 
in my room? and some old hand tools just to remember- my life beforefor I hit it big. Also, I wantyou to 
get me the ID mining tag that was mine number 3700. Funny all this was in plain sight... I was not hiding it 
Except for the hammer-that I head in a fake bottom in the coal bucket that I made out of an old coffee 
can- and dripped in... run some mud- around it and it looks right- thatgrads would neverno. Titus Back, I 
was okay with it for it was memorabilia of his life- that I got smuggled in from his home-that they were 
selling off. Shit, he wanted- and by what he said it was all worn down- nonlethal- and not usable- Freak-1 
really did not care I was making my 30% upcharge. Why the hammer- it's small-1 said, planning on going 
somewhere he said. Ha- no-you can get out of this place, and I sure I would need more than this thing-1 
don't even have a plan too, after what I did -1 belong here what do you think? Really I have not made up 
my mind yet... I am fine with you if you fine with me- sure-we're all the same in my book all the cons. 
Why? I did not kill this girl- yet you did the man he said-with a giggle- ha- nope- 1 should havethought- 
and he laughed harder-1 said I was framed. You do it? yes, he said-why-1 can say yet... I need to see what 



I think of you-sure enough, I said back and waiked with styie away- not caring about anything- in this wail, 
and remembering her in my mind. 
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FLACKiER Off with them ciothes! is standing ass naked-And i didn't say take a li day doing it, did 
i? 


Flacker rams the tip of his club into ALL the con's JUNK they are aii gasping for breath-and 
grappling, yet again some are biowing chunks, the man faiis to his knees or is doubied over. (Now eat it- 
he said) CON-When do we shit and get food to iive off of? Cued by Marquez's glance, Fiackier steps up 
to the con and yells right in his face: sayingwhat is and not permitted. FLAKIER-Yourgive shit and you 
take this shit and we say when you shit! And you sleep in your shit! Got it- shitter! YOU ball-sack-sucking 
dick junky - Tit-smacking pussy licker- MOTHERFREAK! Flacklertakes his place at Marquez's sideagain. 
The men shed their clothes. Within seconds, all stand naked. Softly: MARQUEZ Any other questions 
NOW? Some lookup-and take yet another hit. Fie said I believe in self-control and the holy spirit. Flere, 
you'll receive both, if only you believe that, you can havethat self-control. Fie throwingthebible- down 
to the floor at their feet, saying-you all going to hell for what you have done in your life- if your choice to 
fall; to this book may be you can die here with the hope of making it up... yet I don't feel you can at this 
point. Put your faith in God-Your DICK belongs to this man here, and he points to his caption. Welcome! 
The con gets a huge scoopof white delousingpowderthrown all over them. Fiackier shovesthe all us 
con's into a steel cage, that hasthe sprayjets in it to be disinfected-open at the front-with a man and 
woman girls looking up at us. TWO GUARDS open up with a fire hose, that spray hard and fast in the face 
and body- hitting like knives on the sick barning from industrial soap. The con is slammed against one 
another the back of the cage, sputtering and hollering. Jiffies later, the water is cut and the con's yanked 
out. And given a number-1 can see it for my eyes are red balls of blood-from all that was slashed into 
them. FLAKIER- Delouse that piece of shit 5 more times in the eyes for killing a 17-year-old girl, that he 
freaked at 14! The EXECUTOR slides a short stack of items through the slot- like a top and pants and that 
was it- prison clothes- no underwire-yet a Bible. (That's nice) and I get my teeth chipped out. All the men 
are processed quickly haling ass- a blast of water in the face and hands flying all over me in places that 
only my wifetouched by their RN, powder- and shit, clothes and a Bible... A naked CON I am to them, as I 
step before a DOCTOR and get a cursory exam. A penlight is shined in his eyes, ears, nose, and throat. I sit 
on the aluminum table ass sticking. Gasping and coughing, blinking powder from his eyes, I rub some she 
grabs my manhood with a fast cold hard grip, and she said-flopping shit around-1 even got penetrated- 



with her finger. (D block fora weekto tack fact with the othersthat haveGenital warts- oron that line.) I 
have never seen so much gross cock in my face shesaid. Savethis shit and get it over with Caption said... I 
have a job to do too. RN. Bend over-or I do it forya! (You going to jack me too I said) Funny I got yet 
more teeth outthat day. D block is the lowest level above is us, and that was homefora few days. Me- 
the con does what he is asked. A GUARD with a pen light in his teeth spreads his cheeks, peers, up to his 
ass, and nods- do you wanna hold out your tongue, I said; to her, as she was in the front. Three tiers to a 
side, concrete, and steel, gray and imposing. Bradly is next up. Cute she said-thafsa new one- He gets 
the same treatment, and she looks at me like why- he not bad looking- (almost flirting.) 

The naked tenderfoots' are shivering on hard wooden chairs, clothes on their laps, Bibles open. 
CHAP LAIN-yells- Bradly and the others are marched in, still naked, carrying their clothes and Bibles. He- 
makes me lie down in green pastures. He leadeth me besidethe still waters. He restored my soul... no spit 
and piss on it I For this is what you have been doing in your life. New walking to their new homes - holding 
their top, pants, and shows. The CO NS in their cells greet them with SCOFFS, HECK LINGS, and HILARITY. 

U- HOOOOW- Hay-Sorry your daddy dicks your Mom mie- One by one, the new men are shown to their 
yelling and marchingto his clap- cells and locked in with a CLANG OF STEEL. 

TITUS BACK-when they putyou in that cell when those bars slam home, that's when you know 
it's for real. 

The first night's the toughest, no doubt about it. They march you're in half-blind from that 
debusing shit, your so-o ass naked as the day you're born, Bible shout on your dick to hide it- also 
reading-what you done wrong, skin burning like piss in the eyes, ass hole hurt'n notable to shit they 
throwonyou... into rot. 

Bradly is led past and given a cell at the conclusion of our row. Titus Back watches from his cell, 
cigarette dangling from his fingers arms slung over the crossbars, nothing left but all the time in the world 
to think. A long cold season in hell stretching out ahead... The old life is blown away in the bat of an eye... 
shit! Yah pissed it away... Sam listens to the CLANGING below. He watches Bradly and a few others being 
brought up to the 2nd tier. SAM-Somebody always breaks down crying. Most new fish come close to 
madness the first night. Happens every time- every nightfall. The only inquiry we have is, who is it going 
to be? SAM-1 had my chance on Bradly... It's as good a thing to bet on as any, I for one conjecture, in here 
where your life is shit. 



The bars slam home... He gazes around at his new surroundings, taking it in. He slowly begins to 


dress... He hiatuses, listening. Sam lies on his bunk below us, tossing his softball toward theStan and 
catching it again- and then to Klits. SAM -1 remember my first night. It seems a longtime ago now. 

FOOTPATHS he way to me- sterling- in a roll- approaching near, easy-going, resonating in a hollowly on 
the stone courtyard - looking over the lights of the dusking day. Bradly is alone in his cell, clutching his 
clothes. GUARD- That's lights out! Good night, ladies. Darkness now. Silence. Sam loomsfromthe 
darkness, leans on the bars. Listens. Waits- From somewhere below comes faint, ghastly tittering. The 
pissy grade looks the rows toward Sam's cell. The lights bump off in series. The guard exits, footsteps 
reverberating awayfrom me andthem. 
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Klit's I know some big old dick-suckers- bull queers, like me who'd loveto make yoursocial 
contact... in the shower tomorrow especially they would love to see if they can find that dick of yours, 
and wiggle it around. The white schmaltzy butt of yours... Sam waits at the bars. Smoking. Listening. He 
cranes his head, peers, down toward Bradly's cell. Nothing. Nota peep. 

A big VOICES driftthrough the cell block, taunting: 

Pus- puss- pussy-You're going to like it here, new pussy. Awholelot... You are takin' this down 
now ain't-you... pussy-the man said, flapping his dick around at me, new pussy? Going to be a quiz later. 
An evil stone growth on the Maine landscape. The moon hangs low and baleful in a dead sky. The 
headlight of a PASSING TRAIN cuts through the night. Cameltoe hey you - oh, Faaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat-Ass 
puss over there I can see you. Talk to me, baby boy. I know you're in there-1 see your rolls. I can hear you 
breathingand yougoingto blowa kiss my way? Now, don'tyou eavesdroptothese nitwits, hear? 
CELLBLOCK FIVE midnight you can hear this all... A CELLBLOCK GUARD strolls into the frame of sight. 
They're all not too bright are they the Gard said - (somebody's LAUGHS and losing their mind about how 
they won their bet.) Keep it down. Fresh pussy...fresh pussy...fresh pussy...fresh pussy...OH GOD! I 
DON'T HAVE ITS PLACEHERE! IWANNAGO HOME to momma! The mommy'S boyfatfreak-ITWAS said. 
That looked like he ate too many Italy style meals. AND IT'S FAT-ASS- dick suck in 5 THAT CRIED FOR 
MOMMY! NO RACE BOYS I GOT UM BY THE HAIRY BALLS. Boy- Boy- hey gay boy-This ain't such a bad 
place. I'll introduce you around, make you feel right at home. Hey, see this it's going in you! He- he- he. 
Fat-pussy suck-lets out a LOUD HOWL of despair: as he was taken in all ways. WhatChristis thishappen 
and shit- freaks?GUARDS pourin, led by Flackier himself. 'He tooktheLord's name in vain!' Shutthe 



freak up-or you'll eat yourbible 'I'm-tellin' the warden!' You'll be telling' um with your tongue shoved up 
your ass, and then pulled out your nose- if you do I The lights bump on hard 2 by 2. Fresh pussy...fresh 
pussy...fresh pussy...fresh pussy... AND IT'S FAT-ASS- dick sucker-The place goes nuts. FatAss- dick come 
goo-galloper throws himself screaming against the bars. FLAKIER-What's your glitch you fat freakin' 
barrel of monkeyCUM?Theentire block starts CHANTING: 'I WANNA-wannaGO-ago HOME! I WANTMY 
MOTHER.' PLEASE! THIS AIN'T TRUE! I AIN'T ACTUAL TO-a BE HERE! NOT-a I'm! FLAKIER - I ain't goingto 
countto one-you all shutthe freak up - fora bedtimestory! The big freak keepsweeping and sniveling. 
Flackier draws his baton, gestures to his men by ripping him up and down. And shovingthe bully club up 
his ass- and then in the teeth - Open it- freak for saying all this and making my day hard. Flackier arrives at 
Fat-Ass'cell, bellowing through the bars: A GUARD unlocks the cell. Flackier pulls Fat-Ass out and starts 
beating him with the baton, brutally raining blows. Fat-Ass falls, tries to crawl- out of the open shit room. 
A GUARD unlocks the cell. Flackier pulls Fat-Ass out and starts beating him with the baton, brutally 
bucketing blows. Fat-Ass falls, tries to crawl yet one more time. The place goes dead silent. All we hear 
now is the dull WALLOP-THUMP-STRIKE of the baton and sex act you don't wanna see in your life. Fat-ass 
passes out. Flackier- gets in a few more licks and finally stops. 'I had your mother and that how you were 
made! She wasn't that great, other than giving head-the puss was too wide! For your sister- coming out I 
And see this dick of mine it's bigger than yours!' 'Sshhh ass wipes. The screws will hear...' 'hey you- hey- 
Pussyee pussy-e-epussy-e-e-e-e...' SAM The boys always go pussy-ingwith first-timers... besides they 
don't quit till they finger freak, someone, into their dick-sh ways. PUSSY-co ns go soundlessly irrational in 
his cells- yanking and pulling throwing shit at Klits over the way. Pussy fat freak is crying, trying not to 
hyperventilate. One man paces like a caged animal... another sits concerning his cuticles bloody... a third is 
moping noiselessly... a fourth is dry-heaving into the toilet... this PUSSY went where he was dunked in the 
shit covered bull- by the girl and he inhaled so much water and pissy file-ness I don't want to say- other 
than the fact that he died and we all say as he dragged his body back in and made a show of it, yet no 
gave a shit I lost money and smokes that's all we cared about. The VOICES keep on, sly and creepy in the 
dark... PUSS- Puss Pussie! The man says as Fat Freak was hanging over the rail dead. FLAKIER-Get this tub 
of shit covered come down to the sanatorium, (nobles around are looking in awe yet not comply caring.) 

If I hear so much as a rat fart in here the rest of the night, by your Deity and his sonny baby boy Jezzzie, 
you'll all visit the medical wing. Every last Motherfreak'n- cock sucker in this block. He laid there for three 
weeksand noonecared. In EBENSBURGHyourjustmeaton a rack... rottingyour days away. Theguards 
wrestle sayingto carry him off- it did not happen-they need to have a theory as to why he died. So the 
pushed his boy down thesteps sayingthat was it- and the deadfreak rolled- like a bowlingball- about 



ready to hit pins. All the FOOTSTEPS reverberation fades away. The Lights went off- was all Darkness again 
even in the cells. Silence- nothing- nothing- nothing. 
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LOUD SIGNAL. Sam stares through the bars at the main floor below, eyes riveted to the small 
puddle of blood where FatAss went down. The GUARDS holler their head-countstotheFlEAD BULL, who 
jots on a clipboard. Flis first night in the joint, Bradly My pussy cost me two packs of Cigarettes and some 
change. Fie never made a sound... The master locks are thrownTFlUMP! The cons step from their cells, 
lining the tiers. Sam peers at Bradly, checking him out. Bradly stands in line, collar fastened, hair com bed. 
Bradly goes through the breakfast line, gets a scoop of glop on his tray. WE PAN BRADLY through the 
noise and misunderstanding... and discover Knaggier and ROOSTER Duffie are watching Bradly go by. Bogs 
sizes Bradly up with a salacious gleam in his eye, mutterssomethingto Eowl. Rooster laughs. Fie carefully 
pussy-e-s It out with his fingers. Bradly finds a table occupied by Sam and his regulars chooses spot at the 
end where naan insignificant person is sitting. Ignoringtheir stares, he picksup his spoon -and pauses, 
seeing something in hisfood. It'sa squirming puss-CATCALLER. You'regoing to lookgood squirtingdown 
on me- Bradly grimaces, unsure what to do with it. FIATLEN- is sitting closest to Bradly. At age 85, he's a 
senior citizen that is lost In his days and established occupant. TFIAT WE ALL TRUST AND LO'v'EI SAIDSAMI 
HATLEN You going to eat thatTHAT TERRE 

SONNY? Bradly can't bear to watch. BRADLY- WFIY 

YOU 

GOINGTO? HATLEN WOULD YOU-mind IE...? A 
SMALL kitten- 

POPS ITS HEAD OUTOF HIS SHART- Bradly passes the WIGGLY THING to HATLEN. HATLEN 
examines it, rolling it between his fingertips like a man checking out a fineness OE IT EOR HIS BABY. Bradly 
is riveted with worry. She came in my window at them when I was getting books out to make my rounds. I 
had too... Mmm. Nice THIS ONE READY TO BE A BUTTERELY- OH WELL THAT'S OKAY- HERE BUTTEN'S. 

HATLEN GIRLIE kitten Buttons says thanks. I'm lookin' after her till he's old enough to go on her own - my 
little one. Bradly nods proceeds to eat what was calling. Carefully. Klit'sapproaches-withtalkaboutthe 


cat. 
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Tigger- Oh Jesus Christ, here hecomes blottingand beaming. Good for you ass hole you got the 
win- howdy, ladies. It's a fine sunrise. 'Yen's got-why it's fine?' He said in his dumb way of speech. He 
drops his tray down cracking it and sits his ass just as hard on the wood bench. The men start pulling out 
cigarettes- and rolls and handing them down by his face that was lying nearly on the table- he was 
drooling. Hell, I sure do love that pussy of mine. I personally accept as true I owe that puss a big sloppy 
kiss and BJ when I see him. That's right, send 'em all down my way-1 win this-1 win. I wanna see 'em lined 
up in a row, pretty line of sexy dancers. An impressive pile forms, hecurves down and inhales extremely, 
sniffing the perfume of dictation. Rapture. Suck my ass... Gee, Sam. Awful shame, your Puss coming' in 
dead last and all, speaking of dead you see that fat freak is still hanging in there. Say Drywell, you pull 
sanatorium liability they get that thing out yet- there burning him at the end of the week if you wanna see. 
I myself shake my head sacked, to what the kill said... he got joy out of it, he turns back to his food. The 
silence mounts. I glance around. Men resume eating. Softly I ask his name? WE DON'TFREAKINGCARE- 
PUSS- EATORI'LL KILL YOU FOR FUN I BRADLY-1 was wondering if anyone knew his name. I GOTYOU HE 
SAID I What the freak DO you care, new pussy? HE's YOUR QUIRE? (He resumes eating his slop.) 

A DEAFENING NOISEof industrialwashers and presses. Bradly worksthelaundry line. A 
nightmarish job. IT Doesn't matter what his mother's freaking name was an asshole. Showerheads 
mounted in bare concrete. Bradly showers with 100 or more men. No modesty here. At least the water is 
good and hot, soothing his trouser muscles. He's new at it. BOoB, the con foreman looks and said go, 
elbows him aside and shows him how it's done. The Allies, as they're called in the walls! Duffie- appears 
from the billowing steam, smiling-saying I going to get you babygirl, checking Bradly upanddown. Other 
sis-girls appear from the sides holding down for the ass hole licking. DUFFIE Hard to get... yet I did and I'll 
keep getting it too... I like thatthat as so do you- a babygirl! Ummm. Bradly tries to step pastthem. He 
gets shoved around, nothing serious, just some slap and tickle. Jackals sizing up prey. DUFFIE You're some 
sweet punkantyou...? Have you been breakingin yet baby? I takingthat and reaming it out! He said... 
Bradly breaks free, flushed and shaking. He hurries off, leaving the three Allies laughing. UN UN AH'S! 
Bradly lies staring at the nightfall, unable to sleep- ass hurting- he thinks and thinks of a way out- like 
slitting his wrists and freak. The next morningafter looking at the posterall nightthinkingaboutthe man 
he was and not a gay man's dream- Bradly takes this as a cue to amble over. Seeing the lady in the room 
eyeing him with the look of nice shoes wanna freak! 
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SAM-The wife-killing hotshot. Hello. I'm Bradly, I said to that- as he yelled forme. SAM- 
Individuals say you're a cold pussy all dry inside and freak- a hard freak to get. The black men of trust at 
this pointsaid-a man I learned to admirer even forbeing darker. Bodybuilding period in theyard now. 
Sam plays catch with Klits and Stan, lazily tossinga softballfrom one place to another. Sam notices Bradly 
off to the side. Nods with greetings to me. I offermy hand- and he takes it as a shakesaying I need you're 
backing up. What do you say- he coming after you - he said with a shank-what hand- lift-1 bunch him out 
and get 3 weeks in the hole... Sam glances at the hand, ignore it? The game continues... with me added in 
a fastball to the head and I get it. BRADLY- How do you know that... that I did that? I didn't-Why'd you do 
it? SAM-1 keep my ear open forthe story! BRADLY-1 didn't, since you askthe question I was notthe one 
that pulls it out if you want I am saying. SAM- Every Tom, Dick, and Harry blameless in here at 
EBENSBURG, don't you know you get that on the way in? or so they think and say- boy, you'll fit right in, 
with us all say we were set up for this shit even if they need it ya- know. (Off to the other man Bradly's 
stare's.) Klit's! What are you in for, boy? He said back- Didn't do it! Attorney freaked me, and the wife 
wouldn't! what are you going to do? Sam gives Bradly a look of well you see. -See...? - So they think mishit 
smells Better than regular's. That true... if you think so... Did I hear that? What you say -1 really don't care- 
he said back. He sendsthe softball right back, passingit into Stan's hands. Stan dropsthe ball and 
grimaces, wringing his stung hands. Stan nudges Klit's. Watch this... He gusts up to and heaves the ball 
hard- right at Bradly's head. Bradly sees it coming out of the corner of his eye, whirls and catches it. Beat. 
SAM- isn't made up my mind yet. I wantto go to the Bahamasthat is where we wed you know- undera 
tree- wind blowing in the breeze, she said yes- and we made- love in a hammock looking over the blue- 
green sea. SAM -1 see lots of rocks. I show-the Quartz? - and coal of the train that passes in the night- 
thatthe plan right hopes a ride out? Maybe? Bradly squats motions Sam to join him. Bradly grabs a 
handful of dirt and sifts and said look a pace of coal it through his hands. Do you think you can get me a 
new hammer- like my old one...? Quartz, sure. And look. Mica. Shale. Silted granite. There's some graded 
limestone, from when they cut this lace out of the hill. He finds a pebble and rubs it clean, I wantto go 
somewhere other than here.... He tosses it to Sam, if you get busted you don't know me. Why-1 can live 
like this- but you need to be here for what you did-well just like the boy I did not do it- and that is the 
truth. AND no one has made it... you know... so I don't care- okay... if that is what you want-50 cones- and 
10 packs. I love this shit it was partof my old life- it needs to be aging so I don'tforget who I was-Sam-or 
may be you would like to sick it through some guards head? Yeah, plant your sex toy in somebody's skull is 
that it? I don't give a shit but don't say where you got it- the same like be for with the poster. I know that 
boy! No, that not it at all- man. BRADLY I have no rivals here. That what you think-your dumb shit- and I 



know that is not so- for the boy talk! SAM- No? Just wait for that going freak you hard like last time. Sam- 
skims his gaze past Bradly. I and he are watching them looking at me with sex eyes. SAM - Word gets 
around. The Allies have taken a real shine to you, yes they have. Especially this man here. 

Klits over a tray of food- Everyone who runs this place loves surprise inspections-so do we- one 
guard cut me open to see whatwas up to my ass-1 did not wantto shit forweeks. They turn a blind eye 
to somethings, but not a gadget like that. They'll find it, and you'll lose it. Mention my name, we'll never 
do business again. Not for a pair of shoelaces or a pack of gum, or pair of clean underwire-or a sock of 
your cock. Would it help if I explained to them I'm not homosexua I? They don't meet the requirements to 
be called- a man- or home-o's. You have to be in here for as long as they get their way. BRADLY Tell me 
something. 'Encyclical queers take by force, that's all they want or know.' I would grow - some balls- and 
eyes in the back of my cranium if I were you-and tuck your dick in. BRADLY- Thanks for the guidance. 

SAM That comes free, to you only-1 feel I like you for somefreaking reason. Giggling- aboutthat hammer- 
you have seen this- But you understand my concern- is becomingyours, I guess you wanna escape. 

Tunnel and go over the wall maybe? If there's trouble, I doubt a lump of coal - hammer would do much of 
anything-1 miss the joke- why is this funny- it to Freaking little to do that-what-you'll see. What's so 
funny? Them wanting me out of all these boys. (Bradly laughs civilly) You'll know when you seethe 
hammerl want, there is not much of a change in any of it- yet I have to try. SAM- I'll see what I can do 
about it, rises, slapping dust, as he moved about... it's a wasteof money and your time and days. Okay, I 
wantit. 


I understand. Thank you, Mr...? SAM. The name's Sam. Pleasure doing business with you. They 
shake your ass over- don't say jack shit. They shake hands- Bradly strolls off looking around with no cars 
at all. He had a quiet way about him, a walk and a talk that just wasn't ordinary around here. He walks in a 
park-likejust get'n a breath of air. Sam watches him go... saying I was wrong a bout the kid. Goodman... 
no? um hum...SAM I could see why some of the boys took himfor stuck-up-walking with a stack up 
againsthis ass or something. Yetwithoutan intentionto harmorothers no burdens after doing what he 
did. Like he had on an obscure covering that would armor him from this hall land of walls and stone. 

(the 3 resumes playing catch as he looks about.) Yes, I think it would be fair to say I liked Bradly 
from the start. Lying on his bunk, Sam unfolds the four sides. SAM-Years later, I found out he'd brought in 
quite a bit more than just ten dollars... A ten-dollar bill. Sam gets his breakfast and heads for a table. 
Bradlyfalls in step, slips him a tightly-folded squareof paper. Under watchfulsupervision, CONSareoff- 
loadingbags of dirty laundry from a truck. Were they bring some mended tops and pants in for us - He 



was a man who adapted fast. Underneath vigilant supervision, CONSareoff-loadingbagsof dirty laundry 
from a 1920's truck for the train cars. A certain bag hits into his arms. The TRUCK DRIVER gives a look of 
okay- at a black con- boy here then strolls over to a GUARD and bull shits. Sam - loads the bag onto a 
wagon... and walks offwith the prize inside pastthem all- even pastthe guardsthat he bought off. 

17 


Bags are being unloaded. We find Klit's working the line. Sam-slips the package out of his sheets, 
carefully checks to make sure nobody's coming, then rips it open. He pulls out the hammer. It's just as 
Bradly described. Sam laughs softly, the clean sheets are being handed out. Bradly nods. He leaves the 
line, weaving his way through the laundry room... he moves onward. Sam deposits his dirty bundleand 
moves down the line to where- Determination... That's how Bradly joined our happy little EBENSBURGH 
family with more than five dollars on his person in my hand - he made it with me and my boys. Klits- 
pushesa cart of books from cell to cell. The rolling library. He finds Sam waiting for him. Sam slips the - 
hammer, wrapped in a towel, through the bars, and onto the cart. I catch Sam's eye, turns and grabs a 
specific stack of clean sheets. He hands it across to Sam cigarettes slide out of Sam's hand into mine, and 
more than spotless laundry changes hands. Two packs of smokes. It would take a man about 60 freaking 
years totunnel underthe wall with one of these. Bradly was right. I finally got the gag... thatyou could 
only use the hand on them- if they wanted to beat off or you. Bradly's hand snakes through the bars and 
makes the object disappear. Next comes 10 cigarettes to pay for postage-as Kilt's hands me my shit! 
HATLEN nods to me as I dump out the rocks from the wall out of my bucket, never-ever missing a beat. 
Just like the guy in the next cell over- freak! HATLEN continues on, scooping the cigarettes off the cart and 
into his pocket-forgetting him a flashlighttodig- also hid in the bucket. He rolls his cart to Bradly's cell, 
mutters through the bars: HATLEN Middle shelf, wrapped in a towel-Sam unfolds the slip of paper. 
Penciled neatly on it is a single word: 'Thanks.' -out of the shower, the voice said to go to your cells-1 was 
already their a-weightingformy new things. The hand comes back and deposits a small slip of folded 
paper along with more cigarettes. HATLEN turns his cart around and goes back. He pauses, sorting his 
books-the flash light was carved into a book called - The Star girl! A book about a girls' fight for her 
country- like a twisted holocaust story I Longenoughfor Sam to snag the slip of paper. Sam unfolds the 
slip of paper. Penciled neatly on it is a single word: 'Thanks.' Working nextto the big washers- a dark, 
tangled maze of rooms and corridors, boilers and furnaces, sump pumps, old washing machines, pallets of 
and plats for cars- and hard turns around cleaning supplies and detergents, you name it this was a crap 
room-where I was about to get it in the ass. Bradly, I had to bet them off... blockinghis way... to me-yet 



he got his way-theall did all seven of them. We are assaulted by the deafening noise of the laundry line. 
Bradly is doing his job, getting good at it. I worked in the woodshop toyetthe girls got me where my boy 
was not. I made lots of shit like tables and chairs all for my room. And to sell and make some con cone. 
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Hey, skew when briefest?The grade looked at me and said - freak your motherfreak'n cock 
sucking mother tit licking dick slap ass hole with a cheese stick and the ice cream puss finger freak licker 
sticker! He looms from the shadows to his right, Dick Peters cell on the right of me. A frozen beat. Bradly 
slams them to the floor, in the lighter, by that... The next day it all the same as the last Brady took one for 
the team in the ass- and I think if it would have kept the same it would have made him go nuts. (Cut- 
sheets room) steam flying in the air foggy and hot- sweaty man at work... a lady's paradise. Bare-chested- 
and hard bodies to look at! DUFFIE- Honey, hush I wanna freak you that's all. Bradly backs up, holding 
them at bay, trying to maneuver through the maze. The Allies keep coming, tense and guarded, eyes 
riveted and gauging his every move, trying to outflank him. Bradly trips on some old giant smuggle. That's 
all it takes Bradly gets yanked to his feet. They're on him in an instant, kicking and stomping. Duffie 
applies a chokehold from behind. They propel him across the room and slam him against an old four- 
pocket machine, bending him over it. Rooster jams a rag into Bradly's mouth and secures it with a steel 
pipe, like a horse bit. Bradly kicks and struggles, but Lizer and Peter have his arms firmly pinned. Duffie 
whispersin Bradly'sear: it'slongand hard foryou baby girl! Um,doyoufeel me! DUFFIE-That's it, beat 
on me. It's Better thatway when you're hardto get off. Bradly starts screaming and rolling in the pain of 
the ass freaking, muffled by the tape over his mouth as they all got their way. I saw yet I PULLBACK, not 
wanting to get the same wrath-we all knew about it yet this is the jail where you have what you have and 
get freak forfreakingothers in the ass. I wish I could tell you that Bradlyfoughtthe good battle, and the 
Allies let him alone. I wish I could say that-yet that not how it went-to tell you that, would be an ass of a 
lie- but jail is no enchanted gay world. SLOWLY SPLAYED is Bradly's screaming face and the men holding 
him down... and the dingy act behind... He never- ever said who did the act on him... but we all knew-1 
saw it with my eyes- yet did not want what he was getting. And at that time maybe God was doing the 
time for him and it was coming out of his ass... that what I thought, at the time. -After lights out... under 
the poster I started making the hole in the wall- 1 found out the wall was soft from old age- the bars could 
be spread with the hammerwide enough to get my ass though. It'sgoingto take years-1 said. SAM- 
Things went on like thatfor a year. Jail life cycle contains predictable, and then more predictable until it is 
pounded into you had and your brain becomes numb to it all. SAM-The Allies kept at him. From time to 



time he was able to fight them off... sometimes not so-o. Numb to all but the pain of past life and the life 
of nowand life you have on the inside. They call out for us to go to the yard for an hour-air and light are 
good to us-BRADLY WALKS THE YARD, FACE SWOLLEN AND BRUISED from the dicks in his mouth, and the 
slapping he got... Every single day or so habitually. Bradly would show up with renewed bruises and cuts. 
He starts to sit with me and my guys- he has become one of us at this point-1 chat with him the others 
are warming up some- BRADLY EATS BREAKFAST. A FEW TABLES OVER, DUFFIE wakes up and 

A French KISSon the lips sayingl see you in the showerstonight. LOVE-YOU baby girl! He said grabbing 
my manhood. Klit's guts' up and stared him down. And his lady's as him did run off back to their table. 
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Bradly is workingtheline into his cell. Warden Marquez's 'grain & drain'vacation. Bread, water, 
and all the privacy you could want. SAM-They beat the hell out of him. Half the time it landed him in the 
medical wing... He alwaysfought, that's what I remember. He fought because he knew if he did n't fight, it 
would make it that much easier not to fight the next time. The rake connects, snapping off over 
somebody's skull. No bed, sink or lights A stone closet no seat even until you make it and pay for it. Bradly 
sits on bare concrete, bruised face lit by a faint ray of light falling through thetiny slit in the steel 
door. ...theotherhalf, it landed him in solitary. A dick of cars with nudegirls on it is all you must look at to 
pass the time... it's now 1942 and talk of war the inside walls. A new poster for his wall I got him as a gift 
of being a friend to a boy-this type of girl called a PIN-UP! Something to keep his mind from squirming 
like a toad. And that's how it went for Bradly. That was his routine. I do believe those first two years were 
the worstforhim. And I also believe if thingshadgoneon thatway, this place would havegotthe best of 
him. But then, in the spring of 1942, the powers-that-be decided that... it was time to do hard labor. 
Warden Marquezspeeches the assembled cons via 40's mic: he is dressed stylishly-thewar calls of new 
rails- going from Pittsburgh to New York- PPR rail line- you only have some of this track to lay in our parts. 

I need 14 volunteers for a week's work, pulling names and reading them off. Sam exchanges grin with 
Bradly and the others. You need to build a viaduct over a valley- its high and some will die doing this- 
there are no tie-down if you wall 3,000 feet-to the ground below- and your walk beams one step in front 
of the other- gandie-dance'n as they call it- We're going to betaking names in this can here... Sam glances 
around at his friends. Wouldn'tyou know it? I and somefellas I know we'reamongthe names called. It 
only cost us a 2 pack of smokes per man. I made my usual twenty percent, of course. Bradly also catches 
his eye. I knew we wanted this job all seven of us! Kilts-Stan- Brad- Me and the others. It was outdoor 
factors of rewardingness, and May is one damn fine year to be occupied outside, and the cone was good 



too... IOC an hour. We con shuffle past, dropping slips of paper into a bucket. Are work inspected-so it 
had to be right or it would goto another asshole thatwanted it- fastand cheap. There is a crane and the 
steel is bangled overhead and riveted, in the wind - blowing at 30 MPH, one part is down - and you move 
the whole thing up and do it again 20 supports to do-one down, so high up-Jacker fall and his die body 
just laid there. Maybe a guard pushed him - does it matter? No- no on this job. More than 200 men 
volunteeredforthejob, and weall got it. TWO CONSdip up a bucket of rivets andtoolsone a ropeto the 
handle. The rope goes taught, the bucketgoes upthe side of the new tall steel. 

FLAKIER- ...so this shithead lawyer calls long distance from a virgin, and he says, Mr. Flackier? I 
say, yeah. He says, sorry to notify you, butyourgrandmotherjustdied in a plane crash shewas 74. 

Klit's- Freak- Damn, Flick. Sorry to hear that. FLAKIER-1 ain't, shewas a freaking bitch. I Runoff 
years agofromthat puss-freak, family ain't heard of himsince. She should fordead anyway years ago 
from smoking too hard. So this attorney prick says, your grand mother died a rich gal. Grandfather was a 
gold tycoon and shit, close to 3 million bucks. Jesus, how lucky some assholes can get. Yeah why this one 
a con said. I could use it! Said another. Dick faced guard said-A 3 million bucks?Jeez-us- motherfreaki Do 
you get any of that? II That's whatthey left me. Dick face-said- Holy freaking shit, that's prodigiousi Like 
winning'a lottery... ain't it not? FLAKIER You're a dumb- piece of shit. What do you finger the 
government's going to do to me? Take a big wet bite out of my dick head, is what. The other grad wecall- 
Cunt-n-ham-Oh. Hadn'tthought of that they would tack it and bull piss. The GD kids we get it no me... my 
old lady said so... dothetoH's wrong, they makeIRS will makeyou payoutof yourown pocket. Freak 
them! 'OH- Uncle Sam puts hishanddown your pants, and squeezes your dick until it's freaken' purple.' 
Always get the short That's a fact... I would know said Klit's. (he spits and then takes a piss on it - over the 
side of the high viaduct with no sides.) SAM Crying shame. Some cunts got it horribly bad. Klit's what next 
is he going to jack it too-the boys hoooow I Some Grandmother-Shit. Sam glances over- besides is 
shocked to see Bradly standing up, listening to the guard's talk. The prisoners keep walking around the 
steel and downing as asked, eyes on their work and ears on them. STAN - Poor freak. What terrible 
freakin' luck he has. Visualize receiving 1,0000 dollars. - I talk to um-say that is notso-o. SAM- Hey, you 
nut -0 boy? Keepyoureyes on yourpail and holes and beamsi Bradly tosses his hammerto me in the 
bucket far in the air- and strolls toward Flackier one foot in front of the other 2,075 feet up. SAM-Bradly! 
Come back! Shit! What is he... SHIT! Stan- 

What's he doing... or what... saying-shit? I said- Gettin' himself murdered-that what. Bob- damn 
it... I Tom- harry- look at us with shock and awel The guards stiffen at Bradly's approach snapping a clip 



and a tommiegun at his dick saying a biow it off... another gun was at the other head. Dick face- hand 
goes to his hoister. The guards CLiCK-CLiCK's their rifie boits. Flackier turns, stupefied to find Bradiy there. 
Mr. Fiackier. Do you trust your iittie girl? That's funny. You'regoingto lookfunnierfreakin' me with that 
new pussy I'll blow into you with this gun. Running on beams we all look- BRADLY What I mean is, do you 
thinkshe'd go behindyourback?Try to F*ckingto you? FLAKIERThat's it! Step aside, Mate-This toothless 
mother freak is going to learn how to fly! Fiackier- grabs Brad ly's collar and propels him violently toward 
the edge of the ties. The cons angrily keep adding in hot rivets. One goes down a boys underwire... and he 
dances. Flot shit- Juss-us! Fie said! STAN- Oh God, he's going to do it, he's going to throw him off the side... 
Bob- Oh, oh shitfreak, oh Jess-us... if you dotrustyourbaby girl, there's no reason in the world you can't 
keep every cent of, that currency for her- if you make it look as if it forher. FLAKIER You better start 
makingfreak'n intelligence. Fiackier abruptly jerks Bradiy to a stop right at the edge. In fact, Bradly's past 
theedge, beyond disbalance, shoetipsscrapingthe last little bit.The only thing between him andan 
unpleasant drop to the concrete is Flacker's grip on the front of his shirt on the same part of the beam. 
Give the little girl a trust fund. IRS allows you a one-time-only gift to you're a child. It's good up to sixty 
thousand dollars and hid the rest-or give it to your partner. Partner- my wife you mean-sure... I said. Tax- 
free? 

Freakin'-A. I don't need any smart wife-killing basted to show me wherethe shit is in the buckwheat. Get 
a home- and a car- and more- Income tax-free. I can write it off for you - IRS can't touch one cent. Go ask 
the IRS,they'll saythesame thing.Truly, I feel mindless telling you, I'mdefiniteyouwould haveexplored 
the material manually on your own doing. You're the smart hotshot that shot his wife for freaking an 
older man. Why should I believe you-so-1 can squall up in here with you and your gay ass lovers? Oh, 
that's not nice said- Klit's. 'Ass lover?' he said with confusion... Move the others to another place like 
Canada! And you haveit all! It's withoutany glitches and legal. FLAKIER-thoseguys a bunch of 
ambulances- cheating-robbing cocksuckers! I would like to have-a day to see my little girl- and the boys 
to see their families-for this work-and some shin- on the beam for my buddy's, 'he's got balls' said Stan... 
Co-workers! Wow dreaming much I That's a musing, ain't it not? Fiackier halts him with a look of maybe. 
Fley, con I'm in! he said- nodding! (I think I made a friend I said to the guys.) FIA! 
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Were done looking over this thing- amazing no? The convicts stand gaping, all pretense of work 


gone. 



Flackier shoots them a look. FLAKIER What are yourjammies starin' at? GET Back to work, damn 


it! SAM You could argue he'd done it to curry favor with the guards. Otherwise, maybe make a few 
supportsamongstusconsman. Me, I thinkhedid it justto feel ordinary again... if only fora shortamount 
of time. I and the guys coiled up sitting in a row at ten down the posts 8 o'clock in the morning, drinking 
icy cold shin out of jars courtesy of the hardest screwfreak, that ever walked the halls of EBENSBURGFI 
State Prison. As before, an object is hauled up the side of the building by rope- only this time, it's a cooler 
of beer and shin we sat on the one beam looking down the neat one-point perspective of the posts under 
the tracks. And that's how it came to pass, that on the last day of the task, the convict crew of spring of 
'42... light the sun comingup as high up and drinking-feelinglike a free man. SAM-The titanic perforate- 
of the walls even managed to sound benevolent, we sat and drank with the sun on our shoulders, and felt 
like free men. Sam knocks back another sip, enjoying the bitter cold on his tongue and the warm sunon 
theface. We were the Member of the aristocracy ofall Design. Fie glances overto Bradly squattingapart 
from the others. Stan drifts back to others, givingthem a look. Fie looked at us with his eye sparking like- 
as he has seen that we approved. And we did and the first steam train passed as we looked up IA rare 
shout looking up! 

It was said that one of us dug a hole and planted 40,000 under this for if he was able to get free- 
the tracks ran past where he wasgoingto get out- happen to be the plan-1 knew. It would workyet it was 
risky! 
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Bradly and Sam play checkers. Sam makes his move. SAM - King me. They are playing checkers- 
BRADLY- novel writing- Now there's a game that is strategic... a totally freakin' mystery- it not that hard 
maybe I could show you-that something I would like to see if you can get me an LC Smith 28 typewriter. I 
have a bookabouta girl has cancer and passed at a youngage called FIER! Any good- it did okay. Maybe 
you'll let me teach to read and write too then... sure... remember I am the man that can do that for you. 
I've been thinking of getting some boys together and having class if they okay it. SAM-You come to the 
right place- where I can do that you get that for me and teach you how. 

I'm the man who can get things, and I'm the one that can teach things... deal? Sure... he said with a 
tittering chatting way. I would love to make a story of how someone would bust out of this place what do 
you think- 1 think it will take years-years I have- it's the typewriter! do not. SAM-That'd take you years. 
BRADLY- Years I've got. What I don't have are the pages to use- and the light to see. You'll have it if you 



do this for me. Okay, I am in- he-said- Takings here are pretty slim- for writers. Why'dyou done it? 

(smiles) I aska question? ...With handshakes-wearefriends-1 would say so-were become'n...? I suppose 
so-0. SAM- Bradly? I guess we're gettin' to be friends... I presume weare. SAM- BRADLY I'm blameless, 
recall- just like you? Just like every Tom, Dick, and Harry in this gargantuan place. Sam takes this as a 
gentle rebuff, keeps playing. BRADLY What are you in for, Sam Innocent?? Nope-1 did it- and I'm not 
happyforit-1 burn in hell I no-forkilling all my baby girl's- it was- Manslaughter-1 killed my kids-outof a 
moment of crazy all 10 in the head in there one hay bed- after my lady left me. Same as you-1 had sex 
with them too. All girls under 14, she was white just like you I UM - don't worry thosedays a re gone- and 
there is not a day where I don't feel the pain of it- what saved me is I was 15 at the time- and was not 
thinking right. Mr. - Mr.-1 didn't mean to do it I said as they hauled me is saying dead man walking! (I did 
want the hanging-they said to let him rot and think about it.) SAM-The only shamefaced man in 
Ebensburgand the 30-mile radius. They can get away with it I could not I Maybe it for I am black? 

U mm? I said... light of the moon is starting to show- in the yard. He pauses, glancing at all the 
names scratched in the wall. He rises, makes surethe coast is clear and starts scratching his name into 
the cement with his rock-hammer, adding to the record. The glare of the radio - the boys are overhearing 
the war taking place before the boy band started to practice it was something to do it was time out, and 
takes a seat next to him holding a 1951 Gibson 330 in blue. Oh, how the days just go - fast and yet slow. 

We find Sam slouched in a foldingchair, watching the sound come out it blue's-z. Bradly enters, backlit by 
the flickering light are rocking to this new sound called rock and roll I Duff ie come out of the hole of the 
wall to get his ass- he was therefor doing what he did-1 see him and he said he was saving it all up for me. 
I know. I've seen it three times this month already. Yet they will not kill this man! The entire audience 
SCREAMS with Duff ie holding it out for him to take in - and back in the hole, he went. Yet not long 
enough! Scream- high-pitched and hysterical. Bradly fidgets. Can wetalkaboutbusiness? Klit'ssure 
would you do this man? Sure- free I would love too. The backroom of the library where I did my writing 
on a typewriterthe paid as you go- IOC a page or so- an old con looks over, I like him been here oh back 
to 1909! Blinking at them through thick bifocals- shaking with his hands- a wealth of intelligentsia. 

Busted open are the doors- it's DUFFIE- puss out of the hole it's been a week. Take a march - old fart. I 
have to be here I can walk-far-with help! DUFFIE I said-freak off-and get. figures loom in the corridor, 
blockinghis path. Bradly exits the theater and freezes in histracks. Two dark Roosterand Horrified, the 
old man darts past me and outthe door. And I get my backside looked into! And snaked on... I know. 
Bradly turns back- and runs right into Duffie's hardness. DUFFIE-Ain't you going to shriek? The instant I've 
seen it three times already like this... yet how do you stop it otherthan kill him and add moretime to your 



time. The Allies are on him like a tight young pussy. They kick everything they wanted wide open and drag 
into him into mind too. And what was more is it was going in him too. BRADLY-the heater blowers with 
fans- back by the laundry, and in the back hot and clanking-1 was deep underground- in a rat crap hole. 
They'd never hear me over that. Let's get this over with. Seemingly resigned, Bradly turns around, leans 
on the rewind curls his fingers around the typewriterfoot's licks his lips, pushes pastthe others and 
smackedthem all in theface with it. (Ding!) Hoffie'sfaceis dripping blood-and bouncing him off the wall. 
Freak! Shit! He broke my jaw! Bradly fights like hell but is soon over and forced to his knees. Duff ie steps 
to Bradly pulls out an awl with a vicious eight-inch spike, gives him a good long look at it. DUFFIE Now I'm 
going to open my zipper, and you're going to suck me off bitch for doing this to me, and you're going to 
swallow myjizz- And when you're down beating me off for my jaw mine too he said-with hurt. You going 
to swallow this one-too for this bitch fight hunnie. You done broke his nose, so he ought to have 
something'to show for it is his shit in your mouth. I bit the ones off! And the skin of the others-and got 
the even lovin' shit freaked out of me for it! I had a shank my neck what was I going to do-and that is 
when Stan-walked in with his toothbrush stabbing Duff ie in the eye- then pulling it out and doing it in the 
other... (faint smile I gave to the others they looked at me and ran like little girls.) Duffie flips over the 
railing and comes sailing, and the Flicker came in and did the rest of it- not killing but the next thing too it. 
Directly toward us, eyes buggingout with the brush handingin, SCREAMINGas befalls. Bradly lies 
wrapped in bandages. Bradly spent 3 months in the wing, shooting out from under Duffie and skidding 
across the room now with smashed bones, wreckageat his feet the turnsthem right around snapping 
them up for down. MORT-walks in saying good for you prick this one is for our a man on the inside. He 
got moneyforhim too...orso it was said. G-Damn, Flick. 

Look at that sight. Dual things under no circumstances never- ever materialized again afterthat. The Allies 
never laid a finger or anything else on Bradly yet again... and Duff never saw the light of day again with his 
scary crystal blue eyes. Duffie, wheelchair-bound and wearing a neck brace, is loaded onto an ambulance 
forconveyance. ...and Duffie never walked again. They moved him to a crazy home with security infirmary 
out of state. To my knowledge, he lived out the rest of his days imbibing his nourishment through a clear 
tub. Where he passed 3 weeks later... from bleeding on the inside. The others were hung- abouta year 
later for other cone takers. Brad needs some lookouts- and a hug when we see him... no... damn straight! 

I said. Bradly, limping a bit, returns from the infirmary. Working on the tracks it's been 10 years - it was 
said I need a man- all the same boys now an older man - did the weeding-all but 3 that passed-1 see their 
makers out in the filled. Some make me said-some I am glad they're gone some-1 never knew-1 feel 
brokeinside. I could runforit I now yet the chins are holding us back-ohwell maybel happy here. Stan- 



steeps in house shit. Despite a few hitches, the boys came through in fine styie... ail-new tracks in a week 
ahead of what was said. One man falling down in the ties. It was a good ass week -1 got new things for the 
boys-toys we call them... you feel it in what it was. Cigarettes, chewing gum, shoelaces, underwire-guy 
things- playingcards with naked ladies- or whosneaked in the back rooms-you nameit... I have it for 
yens. Sam watches from his cell as Bradly is brought up and locked away, this man is losing it I said... 
softly... thunder overhead looking up at darkness overhead. Bradly finds the cardboard tube lying on his 
bunk- where he keeps meds to keep the days away. 

And then he starts... he starts... The lights go off. Bradly opens the tube and pulls out a large 
rolled poster. He lets it uncurl to the floor. Yet stops to look at the pussy he loves so-01A small scrap of 
paper flutters out, landing at his feet. The poster is the famous pin-up-on the airplanes one hand behind 
her clit a day, eyes half-closed he sighs, sulky lips parted he kiss it will dig'n her a hole. Bradly picks up a 
scrap of paper. Itreads: 'Nocharge. Welcome back.'Alone in the dark, Bradly smiles... you'rejust like 
here- and that what I love. 
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Heads up.They'retossin'cells. Ernie is moppingthefloor. He glances back andsees Warden 
Marquez approach the cell block with an entourage of a DOZEN GUARDS. GUARD-dick face- What kind of 
contraband you hiding in there, the boy in that thing? Nothing look for yourself - don't look under I was 
thinking Bradly catches Sam's eye, nods his thanks. As the men shuffledown to breakfast, still mopping, 
Ernie mutters to the nearest cell: Sam glances into Brad ly's cell The BUZZER SOUNDS, the cells SLAM 
OPEN. Cons step from their cells. Sunlight casts a harsh shadow across her lovely face and perfects the 
nude body. Word travels fast from cell to cell. Cons scramble to tidy up and hide things. Marquez enters, 
nodsto his men. The guards pair off in all directions, makingtheir choices at random. Cells are opened, 
occupants' emigrant, A GUARD pulls a sharpened screwdriver out of a mattress, items scattered, 
mattresses overturned. Whatever contra band is found gets tossed out onto the cellblock floor. Mostly 
harmless stuff, shoots a nasty look at the CON in authority. ELAKIER Looks pretty clean. Some contraband 
here, nothing to get in a twist over. Marquez nods stroll to the poster of the nude sexy 17-year-old. 
MARQUEZ I can't say I accept this... 

...but I understand exclusions can always be ended. Marquez exits, the guards follow. The cell 
door is slammed and locked. Marquez pauses, turns back. MARQUEZ-1 almost forgot. Here your bucket 
back fun stories-1 love... remember that-you're here for forgetting yourself. I'd hate to withdraw you 



from this past life you need to see. Redemption lies inside. Marquez and his men walk away. Tossin'cells 
were just an excuse. Truth is, Marquezsoughtafter scope'n Bradly up. 

LAUNDRY- DAY (1952) I am-a with Bob. Bob nods, crosses to Bradly, taps him. Bradly turns, Bradly 
is working the line. Flackier enters and confers briefly removes an earplug. CON Jimmie said - Too damn 
dark to read down there. MARQU EZ- Add another week for blasphemy and wickedness. Bob shouts over 
the machine noise: BOB- YOU'REOFFTHE TRACKI 

Bradly is led in. Marquez is at his desk doing paperwork. Bradly's eyes go to a framed needle-point 
sampleronthewall behind himthat reads: 'HIS VERDICT COMETH AND THAT RIGHT SOON.'MARQUEZ 
Lonely. A week. Make sure he takes his Bible. The man is taken away. Marquez enters, trailed by his men. 
Bradly rises. BRADLY- Good evening. Marquezgives a curt nod and wink. Flackier and Trout start tossing 
the cell in a thorough search. Marquez keeps his eyes on Bradly observingfora wrongglance or nervous 
blink. He takes the Bible out of Bradly's hand. Marquez's gaze goes up, all the things going on. MARQU EZ- 
Let's try the second row. Marquez arrives, makes a thin show of preference a cell at haphazard. He 
motions at Bradly on his bunk, reading his Bible. The door is unlocked. MARQUEZ- I'm pleased to see you 
reading this. Any favorite passages? BRADLY Watch ye, therefore, forye know not when the masterof the 
house cometh. Read this for me and he did it was a verse out of Jobe. 

MARQUEZ I hear you're good with words and big numbers. How amusing-you think you're smart- if you 
were you would not be here. And a young lady like the one on your wall would be alive today-what do 
you say to that? FLAKIER-You wanna explain this? Photo- um-what do you think it's for-your sick freak! I 
get that lookfor the man - of um- hum. Bradly glances over. Flackier glances at the books lining the 
window sill, turnsto Marquez, all in his name. FLAKIER- Looks pretty clean. Some contraband here, 
nothing to get in a twist over. MARQUEZ- Feasibly we can find something more becoming a man of your 
schooling. Marquez nods stroll to the poster the sexy hot girl! Bradly is led in. Marquez is at his desk doing 
paperwork- and that is when the plan starts a story- how but 170 in 5 years? Or you go to the hole. Can 
be done-oh it well-1 say so! You're going to make me a famous man... with your weighting see this is God 
punishingyouforwhatyou did to that sweet little girl. Bradly's eyes go to a framed needle-point sampler 
on the wall behind him thatreads: 'HISJUDGMENTCOMETHANDTHAT RIGHT SOON.' 

MARQUEZMywifemadethat in church group-sheolderyet I don'tdowhatyoudo leaveonefor 
younger and then kill her to bang yet another. Yes, - sir... It's very pretty, sir. See my kids this one is the 
age of thatgirl... wannafreak her up too? 



No...! MARQUEZ You DON'T like working in the laundry-you bitch so here your new job- take it? 


You don't have a choice. Do you like this? NO; sir. Not especially. 
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Darkroom- Bradly's in his bunk, working on a model of the viaduct for his train set. He puts the 
knight on a chessboard by his bed, adding it to four pieces already there: a king, a queen, and two bishops. 
He turns to his nude girl in the Moonlight casts bars across her face, yet he in love. It's a beautifully 
crafted chess piece in the shape of a horse's head, poise and nobility in gleaming stone. A series of bleak 
roomsstacked high with unused filing cabinets, desks, paintsupplies, etc. Bradly enters. BRADLY-1 
wouldn't say 'friends.' I'm a convicted murderer who provides sound financial plann ing. That's a 
wonderful petto haveyou. He hears a FLUTTEROF WINGS. An adult crow landson a filing cabinet and 
struts back and forth, checking him out. Bradly smiles. BRADLY Hey, GIRLIE kitten Buttons. Where's 
HATLEN? HATLEN Hatlen pokeshis head out of the back room. HATLEN Bradly! Thought I heard youout 
here! I've been reassigned to you. Hey, the guard can I get a newfrockto look like it wasjammed up 
someone's ass- HATLEN I know, they told me. Ain't that a kick in the ass? Come on in, I'll give you the 
dimetour. HATLEN leads Bradly into the bleakest back roomofall. Rough plankshelvesare lined with 
books. HATLEN's private domain. HATLEN Here she is, the EBENSBURGH Prison Library- and writing spot. 
Along with this side, we got the National Geographic's. That side, the Reader's Digest Condensed books. 
Bottom shelf there, some Ray Bradbury- the new one I like- and Edgar Allan Poe. Every night I pile the cart 
and make my rounds to the boys. I write down the names on this sheet here. Well, that's it. Easy, peasy, 
lemon sqeweezzie. Any questions? In all that time, haveyou ever had an associate? No, I don't this all 
down here on my own-there is no grade where would I go really- to GD old for that they say- Bradly 
pauses. Somethingaboutthis doesn't make any sense. HATLEN? How long haveyou been a librarian? 

Since 1910. Yah, about 40 years. BRADLY at no time needed one. Not much to it, is there? So why? Why 
me at this point? I don't-no. Be nice to have some company down here for a change with a person and 
not just the cat. FLAKIER-YOU I Yah you'n he posts to himself... another GUARD, a huge fellow named 
DICKINS. 

That's him the one that can get you a shit load. That's the one- not a babe skew. Flackier exits. Dickins 
approaches Bradly threateningly. Bradly stands his ground wondering why waiting for whatever comes 
next. Finally: Dickins- I'm Dickins. I have been, uh, thinking' become a writer also, just like the man up 
stars-1 want your help to get there free- and I give you what you need. Bradly covers his surprise. Glances 
at HATLEN. HATLEN smiles. Pull downonethem desksthere. Someoneonthe inside... if youwell! I see. 



Well. Why don't we have a seat and talk it over? Bradly and Dickinsgrab a desk standing on end 
and tilt it to the floor. They find chairs and settle in. HATLEN returns with a tablet with a 50-pound 
typewriter, have a hard time with it-slides them before Bradly. What did you have in mind? A weekly 
draw on your pay?Then if so you need 4 a year. Your writing I'll edit- and it has to be a hit... done. He was 
right. You don't want your money in a bank, keep it at home-What's that going to earn you? That is if 
yourbookgoes to be sold 55% percent a year of everythingthat is in the text? We can do a lot better 
than that- if you hear me out. So, tell me, Mr. Dickins. The story and the length you had in mindandl say 
yes or no. Klit's didn't say thatl To that man- without getting sucked the freak off. Bob- God is my witness. 
And MaeDell, he just winks over and over for a few seconds, then laughs his ass off. Subsequently, he 
actually shook Bradly's hand and hugged him. STAN - My hairy ass! HATLEN he hugged him. Just about 
freaking shit myself. All Bradly needed to be was a suit and tie, in a pipe smocking- he would have been 
the big shot again- if you please. Bob- Man ufacturer's yourself some provisions, Bradly. If you wanna call 
it that. Maybe I can do more than that.... Ah? SAM - Got you out of the laundry, no? that more than your 
share here... boy. Nope let's just see... How 'bout increasingthe reading room? Get some new novels in 
there and table and some were to sit for an hour or two. With me as the guard - HA! Funny- how you 
'expect to dothat... 'I have myways. HATLEN Sonny, I've had seven wardens done time-here forthe 
period of my term, and I have learned one great immutable veracity of the universe: ain't one of'em 
been born their pick get short, and pucker up tighter than a 10-year-old girl's pussy after school when you 
ask for means.' -How 'bout freaking a man in the ass? Go to hell... I said-throwing my beard- been there 
they didn't want me that why I am here. He said. AMUSEMENT all around. Bradly blinks at them. The 
chat-1 makingyou money-payup-what-whatdidyousay to me-nota dime-nota nickel. Still, I'd liketo 
try, with your permission to get money from the outside. I will send a letter a week. They can't ignore me 
forever. My budget's stretched thin as of now. Are you psychic? I see. Perhaps I could write a story about 
you freaking me in the ass and see where that goes... the hole I went. I want more walls. More bars. More 
guards. And you at the end of a rope! And I will be dancingat that! And I piss on yourashes! Like your 
books, that don't matter the only one that does it this one here and he slams it into my head-saying get 
it! They can't overlook me incessantly. Yes, they can, nonetheless, you write your letters if it makes you 
content. You pay for it- with your own makings... if you get anywhere, I will step in. So Bradly started 
writinga letter a week, just like he said he would. Nothingfor5 years. Bradly pops his head in. The 
GUARD shakes his head, everyday- ha I said so- said the prick... that run the shitter. NOPE- no answers. 

The courtyard softball game is being played- team- are playing hard. Tied game... hot sun- it wasfor blood. 
Back over white... baseball uniform SMACKS the ball high into left field and races for first. They 



rescheduled the start of the intramural season to coincide with EBENSBURGH season... for we were the 


best-and went on to play with the big deals- that do this for a living. It was the cover ball... they said. The 
Batter sits across from Bradly. The line winds out the door. For the batter up my home run. Sam - and the 
boys- Got us out of the woodshopa4 month out of the year, and that was fine by us. I gave a price... 
Number 19 I was. Sam- 14...Klit's runs into the yard, frantic and breathless. He finds Bradly and Sam on 
the bleachers. Sam? Bradly? It's HATLEN. tryingto calm HATLEN, who has Stan in a rushes in with Bradly 
and Sam at his heels. They find a chokehold and a rail spick to his ear. Bob is terrified that he going to die. 
C'mon, HATLEN-ie, why don't you just calm them down, okay o'man? Old man-They want to send me a- 
way-this is my home... your all are my family. He kicks a table over as he falls out of shock. Tax files 
explode through the air. What the hell's going on? Down here no one saw... You ain't fooling anybody, so 
just put the damn spick down and stop scaring the shit out of folks. He eruptions into tears. The storm is 
over. Stan staggers free, gasping for air. Bradly takes the knife, passes it to Sam. Falls into Brad ly's arms 
with great heaving tears. You had worse clean out yourears-with a would sick. Ain't you heard? His move 
meant came through that he was harmless! Old men cracked should be in old age house. Ain't nothing 
wrong with HATLEN. He's just deep-rooted in his ways- in his comfort zone, that's all- 60 years this is all 
he knows about-with life. 
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The sun rises overthe gray stone. HATLEN I can take care of you no more. Her paws- kitten 
Buttons through the bars. And runs off... and was hit by a car... he later found out. You go on now. You're 
free my little kiddie. STAN- Institutionalized, my ass. 

SAM- Man's been here 60 years. This habitation is all he knows. Here, he's an important man, an 
educated man. A librarian. Outthere, he's nothingbuta used-upold con with arthritis in both hands. I 
couldn't even get a library card if he applied. Do you see what I'm saying? Sam, I do believe you're 
speaking out of your butt. SAM - Belief what you want. These walls are humorous. First, you hate um, then 
you get used to them. After long enough, you get so you depend on them. That's 'institutionalized.' KLIT'S 
Shit. I could never- ever get that way. Stan-Say that when you been inside as long as HATLEN has. 
(tenderly) They send you were foreverythingyou did and takewhatyou didn't, the partsthat reckonings, 
nonetheless. THE POSTER. Sexy as ever the lower lips wore from kissing them. The rising sun sends fingers 
of rosy light creeping across her face. HATLEN stands on a chair, poised at the bars of a window, cradling 
GRILLE kitten Buttonsin his hands.The doorit swings hugely open, revealing HATLEN standingin his 
cheap suit, carrying a cheap bag, wearinga cheap hat. TWO SHORT SIREN BLASTS herald the openingof 



the gate. HATLEN walks out to freedom, tears streaming down his face, he said I don't wanna go - He looks 
back. Sam, Bradly, and others stand at the inner fence, seeing him off. The enormous gate closes, 
smearing them from view. HATLEN is now riding the bus with fear, graspingthe seat in front of him, 
engrossed by trepidation of speed and motion. And the bus itself... I saw a car but it was not like these 
killing things. It is 1969- HATLEN- Dear Fellas. I can't believe how reckless things moveon the 
outside. ...which carries through as he walks. People and traffic. He keeps lookingat the women. An alien 
species. I look and see women, too, that's the other thing. I forgot they were half the human race. There 
are women everywhere, every shape and size. I find myself semi-hard mostof the time, cursing myself for 
a dirty old man. 

TWO YOUNG WOMEN stroll by in really short skirts and tank top-shirts has shown boobs and nipples. 
Babysuckhard on onel4yearold girl's nipple! Wow! I said looking around. IthinkI sawa pussyoutin the 
open! Run around naked? Who would have to thunk it? Not a brassiere to be seen, nipples poking out at 
the world. Jeez-us, please-us . Back in my day, a woman out in public like that would have been arrested 
andgiven a sanity hearing. They're calling thistheSummerof Love.Summer of Loonies, you askme. I find 
the park filled with the young' uncalled HIPPIES. Hanging out. Happening. Here's the source of the music: 
a radio. A HIPPIE GIRL gyrates to the Beatles, stoned, in her own world. Things got different out here. Lady 
that rain the home-were they put me-Tell me about it. Young punks protesting the war. Do you imagine? 
Even my own kid. Oughtta bust his freakin'skull. Guess the world moved on - and gone nuts yet once 
more I hear about war but never seen it like this. I see in this box boys being blasted a part of what... I 
don'tget the baby kill-in'. 'Young peoplespeakingtheir minds. Getting so much resistance from behind. I 
think it's time we stop, hey, what's that sound. Everybody look what's going down. Manly saying wood ray 
fori side's.' music today is not Yankee Doodle Dandy- it 'bout fighting, freaking, and lust-the whole thing 
going complete bust! Bagginggroceries. I saw an automobileonce when I wasyoung. Nowthey're 
everywhere! look to run my ass over. CHILDREN underfoot. Stilling food and makingfun of this old man 
that not getting it. The kids get swept off by MOM. Sam starts bagging the next customer. SLOW PUSH IN 
on Sam. Surrounded by MOTION and NOISE. HATLEN comes trudging up the sidewalk. He glances up as 
prop-driven airliner streaks in low overhead. Feeling like the eye of a storm. People everywhere, whipping 
around him like a gale. Strange. Loud. 

Dizzying. It gets distorted and weird, slow and thick, pressing in on him from all sides. The noise 
level intensifies. The hollering of children deepens and distends into LOW EERIE HOWLS. He's in the grip 
of a major anxiety attack. I fall to the ground passing out... Trying not to panic. Trying not to run. and just 



laid there... they did not care... some young girl with her skirt over me took the spot. I get a free show 
when I came to it. Blinking sweat. He bumps into a lady's cart, mumbles an apology, keeps going. Breaks 
into a trot. Kids running down the aisle back like his that he killed back in the 1900s, through the door into 
the back rooms, faster and faster, running now, slamming- he sees their faces- and they speak to him... 
through a door marked 'Employees Only.' where he slams the door, and leans deeply against it, shutting 
everything out, breathing heavily. Alone now. Askingtotake a leak- He goes to the sink, splashes his face, 
tries to calm down. He can still hear them out there. They won't go away. He glances around the 
restroom. Small. Notsmall enough. He enters a stall. Locksthe door... breaks down- and Putsthetoilet lid 
down and sits on the shitter. Better than he was used too. HATLEN enters. The room is small, old, dingy. 
An arched windowaffordsa view of Congress Street. Traffic noisedrifts in. HATLEN sets his bag down. He 
doesn'tquite knowwhattodo. He just standsthere, like a man waiting fora bus. He can actually reach 
outand touch the walls now. They're close. Safe. Almostsmall enough. He draws his feet up sohecan't 
be seen if somebody walks in to look and see if he going to freak a kid or something in the girl's room. 

He'll just sit here fora while. Until he calms down. There was a girl in the room with me but -1 am too old 
for that shit now-even if I would take it she was about nine-years-old. That is the shit that got me locked 
up backthen-yet I knew it would be a wayforthemto send me back home... nah-she'stoo cute and 
sweet blond blue eyes baby-talking-1' m-a tooold for this... It's hard work. I try to keep up, but my hands 
and legs hurt most of the time, notable to stands for long... with leaning on something. I don't think the 
store manager likes me very much, I would kill that man and notthink about it... (Cut) walking home, 
there is a harsh truth to face, I going to do something to a you ng'un at some point I just know it... Noway 
I'm going to make it out here... without some love-that is all around me. He pauses at a pawnshop 
window. An array of handguns. All I do anymore is think of little girl to be with me to break my give terms 
of freedom. I am a dirty old man... I find myself saying yet I never had it so-o. The parole board got me 
into this midway nut housecalled the earthly home, and a job bagging groceries at the market... I lying 
smoking in bed reading some news and freaking out about that, unable to sleep - the world has lost it. 
Terrible thing, to live in fear. I know it all too well. HATLEN sits alone on a bench, feeding dogs in the park- 
I nota friend out here. All I wantistobe back where things make sense. Where I won'thaveto be 
frightened all the time- of them me and everything. Most mom and dad at this age think I a monster... yet 
not so-o. I keep thinking kitten Buttons might show up and say hello, but she never does, oh that right she 
passed-1 hope wherever he is, he's doing okay and making new friends, urn oh yeah... I load my gun... and 
take the last blast... at 81 years old I have lived long enough - and do nothing with my life other than waste 
space. I am a grandpa, that never had that-yet I sick-1 am sick... time to go and face hell I A young 



WOMAN about 18 leads HATLEN up the stairs toward thetop floor. He has fining with a blastto the head 
and, these notesforyouto get and read on the inside. 
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Klit'sand Seger start swinging picks into the soft earth, quickly ripping out a hole. Sam reaches 
into his jacket and pulls outa beautiful wooden box, carefully stained and polished. He shows itaround to 
nods of approval. BRADLY-That's really pretty, Sam. Nice work. Sam -1 have trouble sleeping at night. The 
bed is too small. I have bad dreams like I'm falling. I wake up screaming. Sometimes it takes me a while to 
remember where I am...in thedarkness.Theman looks at me sayingwhatwrongthinkingabout what 
you did- good for yah I All that is left of this man is his story I made into a book on my shelf. Bradly reads 
the letter andnowdonea book, to Sam and the others: A long silence. Bradly folds the letter, puts it 
away and the closing of the book. Softly: He should 'a perished in here, damn it. Bradly is sorting books on 
the cart. He replaces a stack on the shelf- and pauses, noticing a line of ants crawling up the wood. We 
find Bradly, Sam, and the boys working with picks and shovels. He glances up. Isthat kitten Buttons? It 
was-that why he passed over you I said... but I took the cat in. Low hilly terrain all around. HANDSOME 
CONS are at work in the Sunflowerfields. 

GUARDS patrol with carbines, keeping a sharp eye. 

They glance over to the pickup truck. Flicker's chewing the fat with Merit andTeckker. A WHISTLE 
BLOWS. GUARD-Water break I Five minutes I The work stops. Cons head for the pickup truck, where 
water is dispensed with dipper and pail. Sam and the boys lookto Bradly. Bradly nods. Now'sthe period. 
The group moves off through the misunderstanding, using it as cover. They head up the slope of a nearby 
hill and quickly decide on a suitablespot. 

The guards haven't noticed. STAN-Shovel man in. Watch the dirt. Stan jumps in and starts 
spading out the hole. Seger- glances up and sees the men on the slope. What thefreak'n GD shit. 
Suddenly, other cons start breaking away in groups, dozens of them heading toward the slope. The 
guards lookaround. FLAKIER-Whatam I, talkin'to myself? Kitten 

Buttons, Bradly lays him in the box, followed by Brook's letter. Bradly pulls a towel-wrapped 
bundle from his jacket and unfolds it. Sam places the casket in the hole, kitten Buttons was just a crow. 
Neither was much to look at. Both got institutionalized. See what you can do for'um. A-men. A moment 
of silence. Bradly gives Sam with an encouraging nod. SAM - Lord gives them a mind. HATLEN was a sinner, 
'a men's' all around. The boys shovel dirt into the small gravel and tamp it down. He straight-armsa door 



and develops into the wall superintending the exercise yard. He leans on the railing, scans the yard, sees 
Bradly chatting with Sam. FLAKIER-You-What the freak did you do? Your ass, warden's office, now! I got 
my books and my library-where it was then named the nicest in the state-and I gave boys like- sager 
their education, youngass-that don't know shit from the shin. Bradly shoots a worried look at Sam, then 
heads off. It was just something he loved doing-see kids make it out of the shit pile. Dozens of parcel 
boxes litter the floor. Raillie, the duty guard, picks through them. Flackier enters, trailed by Bradly. What 
is all this? FLAKIER-You tell me, freak-dick dipstick! They're posted to you-ass wipe, every H'n damn one! 
The man thrusts an envelope at Bradly. Bradlyjust stares at it. Here look at this... Bradly takes the 
envelope, see the money inside saying I got it! In response to surrounded assets for your library project... 

' This is seven dollars. Flackier glares at him-saying you made more than I at this point. I wonder if I can 
get more...? Freak-your mother freaking loves my ass hole, dick sucking-truck muff-pipe love-cum- 
galloping puss-eater! I! I dropped the book I was holding... I want all this out of this man's office before 
the warden gets back and see thatyou made it ...did not- like I. Flackier exits. Bradly touches the boxes 
like a love-struck man fingering a gorgeous woman. Good for you, Bradly. Merely took 15 years. From 
nowon, I send 5 letters a week instead... Alone now, Bradly starts going through the boxes like a starving 
man exploring packages of records. He rips open another box. This one contains an old phonograph 
player- lookingold that you haveto hand crank, industrial gray and green, the words 'Ebensburg Public 
School District' stenciled on the side. The box also contains stacks and stacks of used record albums. He 
doesn't know whereto turn first. He gets giddy, ripping boxes open and pulling out books, touching them, 
smelling them. Lookingat all the songs he remembers, and does not... yet. Bradly reverently slips a stack 
from the box and starts flip ping through them. Nat King, Bing Crosby, etc. playing them all - he came a- 
colored a movie of playboy shots from 1953 up 1963 all 10 years - all of them-were the boys all sat and 
felt like a free man- in the larger viewing room. Sam- came through yet again... along with a new poster! A 
sexy Playboy Playmate misses 1975 with dark hair, green eyes, and short, showing full frontal. Lots of 
detail on this one! The line was rocking down there... Thanks! 
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Bradly is reclined in the chair, transported, arms fluidly conducting the music. Ecstasy and rapture. 

EBENSBURG no longer exists. It has been banished from the mind of men. He slides the Mozart 
album from its sleeve, lays it on the platter, and lowers the tonearm to his favorite cut. The needle HISSES 
in the groove... and the MUSIC begins, lilting and gorgeous. Bradly sinks into Tant's chair, overcome by its 
beauty it is a thing of beauty. Tant sits in one of the stalls, Jughead comic on his knees. Bradly wrestles the 



photos player onto the guards' desk, sweeping things onto the floor in his haste. He plugs the machine in. 

A Sam light warms up. Tant lunges to his feet, pants tangling around his ankles. The platter starts spinning. 
Tant pauses reading, puzzled. He thinks he hears the music. TANT- Bradly? Do you hearthat? He works up 
his courage, then flicks all the toggles to 'on.' A SQUEAL OF FEEDBACK echoes briefly... Bradly shoots a 
look at the bathroom... and smiles. Cons all over the prison stop whatever they're doing, freezing in mid- 
step to listen, gazing up at the speakers. Go for him... He lunges to his feet and fences the front door, 
then the bathroom. He returns to the desk and positions the P.A. microphone... and the -HUE- is suddenly 
broadcastall overthe prison. Through yard... thenumbingroutineof prison life itself... all grindthrough 
just stands in place, listening to the MUSIC, hypnotized... SAM I tell you, those PHOTOS WHEN farther 
than anybody in a gray place dares to dream. IT MADE YOUNG LUSTING HOPE COME into our drab little 
birdcage and made these walls dissolve away... besides for the briefest of moments-every last man at 
EBENSBURGHfelt AS IF HE WAS free. It pissed the warden off somethingabysmal. Marquez striding up 
the hallway with Flackier- RIPPINGTHE FILM OUTTHEY DANCED AROUNDTHE FLAMES. Marquezand 
Flackier break the doorin. Bradly gotS weeks in the hole forthat little stunt. Bradly looks up with a 
sublime smile. We hear Tant POUNDING on the bathroom door: TANT- LETMEOUTI LOW ANGLE SLOW 
PUSH IN on the massive, rust-streaked steel door. God, this is a terrible place to be. Bradly doesn't seem 
to mind. His arms sweep hugging himself saying pus- puss- pussy-the movie was playing in his head. STAN 
Couldn't play somethin'good, huhPCCR when you were in there the boys headed? 

BRADLY- They poverty struck the entrance down before I could take requests. CHUB-Was it worth two 
weeks in the hole? BRADLY Easiest time I ever did I had photos to look at. STAN Shit. No such thing as an 
easy time in the hole. A week seems like years. BRADLY-1 had Mr. Mozartto keep me company. Hardly 
felt the time at all. Oh, they let take them nudes down there, huh? I could 'a sworethey confiscated that 
stuff. BRADLY- (it in my heart, in my head) The music was here... like the photos, and here. That's the one 
thing they can't remove, not ever- ever- never. 

That's the beauty of it. You love the other side... Haven't you ever felt that way about musicoryourgirl, 
Sam?You killed yourthought...? Nah-1 innocent...just like youl I'd played a mean harmonica as a younger 
man. So did I lose my feeling for it. Didn't make much sense on the inside. This hole is where it makes the 
most logic. We need it so we don'tforget about optimism. Thatthere are things in this world not carved 
out of gray stone with guns your stuff. That don't smell like shit and piss-That there's a small place inside 
of us they can never lock away, and that place is called optimism. SAM - Optimism is a hazardous entity. It 



can Enterprise a man crazy. It's got no abodeat this juncture. Well to get used to the inkling. Like HATLEN 
did? 
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He regardsthe harmonica as a man confronted with a Martian artifact. He considers trying it out- 
even holds it briefly to his lips, almost nervous- but puts it back in its box lost in how to play it. And there 
the harmonica will stay... Sam emerges into the fading daylight. Brad ly's waiting for him. He enters, ten 
years olderthan when we first saw him at a parole hearing. He removes his cap and sits, slides open with 
an enormous CLANG. A stark room beyond. SEVEN HUMORLESS MEN sit at a long table. An empty chair 
faces them. We are again in: Sam enters, ten years olderthan when we first saw him at a parole hearing. 
He removes his cap and sits. Itsays here you'veserved 40 years of a 3-lifesentence. Do you feel you've 
been transformed? Yes, sir, without a doubt. I can say I'm a transformed man. N o danger to humanity, 
that's God's truth. Absolutely rehabilitated. A big rubber stamp slams down 'PROHIBITED.' Sam nods, 
solemn. They settle in on the bleachers. Bradly pulls a small box from his sweater, hands it to Sam. Same 
old, same old shit newf-n day. Thirty years. Jess-us pleas-us. When you think and say it... where, how, and 
when. Anniversary gift. Open it. A shiny new gold harmonica engraved red case. One week later I get in a 
new gold demand hole DG 335 Gibson, 1977! Something I will be taking with me I thought if I ever get out 
of here. It's very pretty, Bradly.Thankyou. I had togothroughoneofyourchallenges. Optimismyou 
don't mind. I wanted it to be a surprise. Are you going to play something? Maybe... Men line the tiers as 
the evening count is completed. The convict's step into their cells. The master switch is thrown, and all 
the doors slam shutTHUMP! Bradly finds a cardboard tube on his bunk. The note reads: 'A new girl for 
your anniversary, the vagina of the nudefrontshot of Alicia Silverstonewas blow up in even a bigger 
poster for the wall-you know the one with the red and white coat- slow his fingers went in there- and the 
hole was wined... and we find Sam gazing blankly as darkness takes the cellblock. Adding up the months, 
weeks, days... Bradly was as good as his word. He kept writingto the State Senate. Two letters a week 
instead of one. Marking them all in the walls... that is when he found the way... Bradly yanks his kerchief 
down, grinning in exhilaration. Sam and the others follow suit. They step through the hole in the wall, 
exploring what used to be a sealed-off storage room, lots of shelves going up. Thosechecks came once a 
year like clockwork. 
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(Back) 



STAN-Treasure Island Robert Louis... Kristi-iebyStephen King-er that's CARRIE YOU DUMBSHIT! 
You will love it- it's about a girl like you, that lost her way. Sam and the boys are opening boxes, pulling 
out books. You'd be amazed how far Bradly could stretch it. He made deals with book clubs, charity 
groups... he bought remained Sam books by the pound... I got here an auto repair manual, anda book on 
soap carving. BRADLY- Trade skills and hobbies, thosego under educational. Stack right behind you. 
Making the shelves for new library rooms, where the boys were sitting looking over yet something they 
were really proud of I would goto Nassau is the capital and largest city of the Bahamas. It is what... and 
where? Nas- saw... were that at...? That is the place where I would love to spend the rest of my days if I 
could. It was like living life on repeat 2 years has passed - and the line needs work it was the same name 
that wanted the job like before... that is where Kilts made his run for it... and got so far down the line... to 
the crossing tracks, and there was an oncoming train - and his foot got stuck, as it switched; and the flying 
steam train could not and did not want to stop for a con... that rain him as over- it was later found out the 
man was for real innocent of his crimes. Shawshank-what this one-you would like it Kilt's it about busting 
out-SAM - Maybe that should go under... that is how he could the idea. Sounds educational too, is that 
where I goingto put it. Sam is makinga sign, carefully routing letters Into a long plankof wood. Itturns 
outto be... the polished wooden sign overthe archway: 'EBENSBURGH.H' Library.' Revealingthe library in 
all its completed glory: shelves lined with books, tables, and chairs, even a few potted plants. Stan is 
wearing headphones, listening to May the 'Bard of Paradise Fly up Your Nose!' on the record player sing 
to it soundingsooutof tune. By theyear Jimmy Carter was in donning noting, Bradly had transformed a 
broom closet smelling of turpentine, and mousecrap into the best prison library in New England. All this 
work brought in shit loads of dirty cash- oh and there were lots of ways to cover that up and made your 
fortune. Cheap work- and creep parts- can keep the rail line coming back for this man. SAM-That was 
also the year Warden Marquez instituted his famous 'Esoteric-Available' program. You may remember 
reading about it. It made all the papers and got his picture in People magazine. Yet there I was cover it 
over making it look like grants to the walls. Cutting puipwood, makingties. repairing bridges and 
causeways, with new stronger ones digging storm drains... MARQUEZ... an honest, libera I fee in 
rectifications and therapy. Our inmates, correctly supervised, have been putto workoutsidethese walls 
accomplishingall manner of civic service. Cutting puipwood, repairing bridges and causeways, digging 
storm drains... along with your passenger railways. The boys listening from behind the fence, as the 
flashesgo off. MARQUEZ-These men can acquire the value of an honestday's labor while on condition 
that, they are making an appreciated service to the community- and at a bare minimum of expense to Mr. 
and Mrs. Jane and John, Taxpayer! STAN-Sounds it out- like rail road-gang', you ask me. SAM - Nobody 



asked you. A RAILROAD-GANG is grading a culvert with picks. There are dust and the smell of sweat in the 
air. GUARDS patrol with sniper rifles, a pushy WOMAN REPORTER in an ugly hat bustles up the grade, 
trailed by a PHOTOGRAPHER. You there...! You men...! A RailROAD-GANG is pullingstumps, bogged down 
in the mud. 

We're goingtotakeyourpicture now! Freak yeah! STAN Come' m'on! We're showin'ourtools and 
grinnin' like fools! Take the damn picture! WOMAN REPORTER-You'll be in the magazine! And there is the 
photo-with all the boysunzips, reaches inside.The othersdo likewise, the sight of a dozen men 
displayingtheir penises and smiling brightly. Her readers go wobbly and mosthaveto sit down-asthey 
can't believe their eyes. Working-a man in the sun showing all they have-to the girls looking over from 
the way. We were something to seethe outlaws... sexy- no? I said... a bout the working-TED a man that 
wasa company owner-thatfelt like he was being cheated. 'This preserves, you're goingto putme out of 
the industry! With this backstabbing nig-ger workyou got here, you can underbid any independent in the 
metropolis.' Marquez opens the box. Alongside the cherry pie is an envelope. He runs his thumb across 
the thick stack of cash it contains. Pins being hammered. A boy is hit with a slug - in mud and blood, 
pinned by a fallen laying over a sharp tree stump- killed they just though the body in the woods. The 
wolf's well gets him the grad said - back to work. Men rush over to help him - 'he'- dead- he said in poor 
English. Marquez- barely takes notice. You be sure and thankyourlittle girl Jill-that is lOyearsold forher 
fine cherry pie I had. Made just for you...she said... you would get it. 

SAM... there was Bradly, keeping the books. Brad ly finishes preparing two bank deposits. 

Marquez hovers nearthe desk, keeping a watchfuleye. 

BRADLY- Two deposits, forthe Bank and at First Nash. Night drop, like always. Marquez pockets 
the envelopes. Bradly crosses to the wall safe and shoves the ledger and sundry files inside. Marquez 
locks the safe, swings hiswife's framed samplerback into place. He cocks his thumb atsome laundryand 
two suits in the corner. Very nice...Want the rest of that? Little girl pussy tastes the same... The little ass, 
tastes like shit, can't bake worth shit and can't freak either. Cherry- it was not that good... Bradly trudged 
down the corridor with Marquez's laundry, the pie box under his arm. LIBRARY-Sam- munching on it the 
girl's cherry concoction- um mm that the same- how it should be, no- away as he helps Bradly sort books 
on the shelves. SAM-Got his fingers in a lot of cherry pies, look at the man he eats a lot of them out too- 
just like you did- from what I hear. - and you end up here... I didn'tto do anythingto be ashamed of... 
What you hear isn't half of it. He's got scams and younger girls you haven't dreamed of. Bribes on his 
bribes and babies if they did have the money. That one way to pay the man off... There's a river of dirty 



pussies running through this place. Money like the girl that can be a problem. Sooner or later you gotta 
explain where it came from, that is where I and the boys come in... if ever caught, I take the brunt of it- 
for not making him what I said I would. That's where I come in. I channel it, funnel in down in play with it, 
mesh it... stock itfound upwasto cover their ass, like I did with playing with young holes. Then when it 
comes back... It's clean as a virgin's honey hole that he never-eat out I The money that is... the girls I can 
say... that... HAI Then behind every sheltered transaction, behindhand every dollar earned... was this man 
makingall thewrongsright... Bradly is atthedesk,crunchingkindlyas hetotals upfigures onan adding 
machine. Makingthat babyfreakshit hipsof money. I do it andget life... I no right.The money-Cleaner- 
the girl I feel for- maybe I have change but that someone little girl. By the time Marquez retires, I will have 
made him a millionaire. You're like me getting soft he I should be hard about hearing this. Funny how I 
have to get rid of it I got the kid knocked up-said the warden. Here the money to pay for that too... I said. 
Jesus...They ever catch this and I be in here with you motherfreakingcock sucker, going to wind up 
wearing a numberlikeyoursorry ass. BRADLY- (smiles) Ithoughtyou had more faith in me thanthat. I 
don't have faith in anything but that- and points up. UM -1 SAID! Does it ever bother you? BRADLY-1 don't 
run the scams, Sam, I just process the profits. AND HERE ABOUTTHE MO NS IN THE NIGHT That's a fine 
line, maybe. I mean I hear them in the office made just for his sex toys with this you ng'un... wiping the 
shit out of them, and freaking them so hard you could think the walls would have caved in... But I've also 
built that library, and used it to help a dozen guysget their high school diplomas. Why do you thinkthe 
warden lets me do all that? I DON'T DO WHAT HE IS ANYMORE... I could haveyet would it have been 
more time add to me for all? SAM - To keep you happy and doing the Washing, clean his come covered 
sheets. Add in Money and young girls and you have it all. Maybe-that not my life anymore... I work cheap. 
That's the trade-off-1 get paid in getting laid- yet I afraid. YET I feel sick for doing it... HA! I feel it too... yet 
he's older than the both of us. What can you do... right f/70f's-o/;/e-with- agirl- and a- her or another 
she... that doesn't matter. I got yah... hot shot ways of life... you think you have it all yet really you have 
nothing. I have more than him now-1 feel. And that is my pride- with hope. 
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SAM - Prison time is slow time. Sometimes it feels like stop-time. So, you do what you can to keep 
going... In 1977 JOHN IE WILLIAMS, a damn good-looking kid in his mid-20's.Thebus RUMBLES through 
the gate. The new pussy disembarks, chained togethersingle-file. The old-timers holler and shakethe 
fence. A deafening gauntlet. Johnnie and the others are marched in naked and shivering, covering with 
debusing powder, greeted by BOOS and HOOTS. The bars slam with a STEEL CLANG. Johnieand his new 



CELLMATE take in their new surroundings. JOHN IE Well. Ain't this for shit? DALLYING John leas he struts 
along, combing his ducktail, cigarette behind his ear. (We definitely need The Coasters or Del Vikings on 
the soundtrack here. MaybeJerry Lee Lewis.) SAM Johnie Williams came to EBENSBURGH in 1975 on a 
one-year stretch for B&E Brick and entering to you all. Cops caught him sneakin'TV sets out the front 
door of a James way. A SHRIEKING BUZZSAW slices ten-foot lengths of wood. Sam runs the machine while 
some other OLDTIMERS feed the wood. Young punk, Mr. Rock n' Roll, long hair hippy cocky freak. Johnie 
is hauling the cut wood off the conveyor and stacking it, it's a ball-busting job, but the kid's a blur. JOHNIE 
(slapping his gloves) C'mon there, old boys! Movin' like molasses! M akin' me look bad! The old guys just 
grin and shake their heads. SAM-We liked him straightway. Johnie regales the old boys with his exploits: 
JOHNIE ...so I'm backin'out the door, right? Had the TV like this... Big old' thing. Couldn't see shit. Rapidly, 
here's this voice: 'Sounds likeyou done time all over.' Been in and outsince I was 13. Name the place, 
chances are I been there. What made you come here- the town was postcard. Anyways backto what I 
was saying... Halt kid! Hands up in the air! Well I just stand there hold in' on to that TV, so the voice says: 
'You hear what I said, boy?' And I say, yes ass hole, I sure did! But if I drop this freaking object, you got me 
on destruction of belongings too! The whole table falls about laughing. Poker game in progress. Johnie, 
Bradly, Sam and the boys. STAN-You did a stretch in Cashman too? JOHN IE-Yeah. That was an easy ride, 
let me tell you. Work programs, weekend furloughs. Not likein here at this dump. Perhaps it'stime you 
establish a new occupation, (the game arcades) What I mean is, you don't seem to be a very good burglar. 
Maybe you should try something else that you're good at. JOHNIE- What the hell you know about it, Eel 
Capone?What are you in forfreakingshit up?Ture! Every Tom, Dick, and Harry innocent in here. Don't 
you know that little boy?The tension disruptions like the wind out of his ass easy. Everyone laughs... As it 
turns out, Johnie had himself a young girlfriend and new 2 baby girls... John ie's at the end of the row, 
phone to his ear. Other side of the glass is Bethany, near tears, fussing with a BABY one sucking hard both 
on her lap, saying I need you and money step up.PUSHINon John ie's face as he listens. Her hand on the 
mesh of the windowthey try to hold hands. Perhaps it wasthe belief of them on the streets... or his kids 
growing up not knowing her daddy... thatgot him to shape up. Whatever it was, something lit a fire under 
that boy's ass to do the right thing now. Or to just get smarter... Johnie enters, the strut gone from his 
step Bradly filing library cards. Sayinggo find a book... and read- oryou can't be here... he standsthere 
lookingat me- dumbly...Thingis, see... (leans in, mutters) I don't read... it- notgood. I see well will work 
on the way you speak also. JOHNIE- I'm thin kin' maybe I should try for high school equivalency. Hear you 
helped somefellas with that. BRADLY I don't wastetime on retarders, Johnie. I ain't that... he said with 
the look of give it a chance. Nothing half-assed, if we do all this shit... I don't waste my time on doing 



somethingforsomeonewherethere is no reward outof it. Johniethinkstoolongaboutit, and then he 
nods unsureof what he agreed too. Read this out of this book-1 can't... I see... Brad ly slaps the book shut, 
immensely pleased with himself-that he has a new student. Johnnie tries to read as Bradly looks on- 
dumb shit can't even read cat and the hat. Bradly shakes his head. Not exactly what I said I would do here 
boy-you goto school-first and that was it. Bradly chalkers the alphabet on a blackboard. How many are 
there? 30 he said-1 look like um-hum! 26! I- Bradly took John ie under my wing for this all to take place. I- 
Bradly Started walking him through his ABCs... and 1, 2,3's. Before long, Bradly started him on his course 
necessities. He really liked the kid, that was part of it. Bequeathed him a delight to help a youngster creep 
off the shit-heap. But that wasn't the only reason... Discussing the kiddie book-the boy's face lights up- 
saying wow. Johnietook it pretty well, too. Boy found intelligence he never knew he had - more in math 
than any other. None's, verbs and adjectives... Johnie strong-minded on a hardback, saying the words. 
Behind him, wood is piling upon the conveyor belt. After a period of time, you couldn't pry those books 
outof hands. Something I did n't see coming nor did the others like the boys, and the guards also. A smart 
ass in gear, son I You're putting us behind I Johnie shoves the book in his back pocket and hurries over. 

J oh nie writes a sentence on the blackboard. Bradly steps in show him howto reconstruct it. Looking 
around at the Sink, Toilet, Books, Outside the window bars, we hear another TRAIN passing in the night... 
You could see the I was about done with my railroad model, were Some fellas collect stamps with girls on 
them. Others build matchstick houses wishinggirls were in them. Orthingsto use in the night-1- Bradly 
built a library. Now he needed a new project and put my train model in there. Johnie was it. It was the 
same reason he spent years lookingafter his- loversthere-them-posters on thewall his made-up girlies 
on the wall... it'sto keep yourmind... and not lose it like Kilts... would coming up. past a chair, a sweater 
on a hook... and finally to the place of honor on the wall... I chipped more than just my name on the wall. 
All the way through now of the wall for the first time I had to see where I was going to go from here... I 
called downtothe work tunnels...where there wasa wayout-orso I thoughtijust need to bustthe 
bares. I made a fake dummy to put on my bed and Sam looked over- he no intentions of going he felt like 
he was not innocent. The vents well work- if they don't get too small for my wide ass-1 thought. In prison, 
a man'll do most anything to keep his mind occupied. I was digging in the night - as I look for freaks¬ 
creeping in. where the latest poster turns out to be Alicia Silverstone of 1980. That a big freaking poster 
ofvag in yourface! Yet I thoughtit was right and fittingforthat day. 


Gorgeous, she is. Johnie'stakingthe big test. 



Bradly's monitoring the time. Deep silence, save for John ie's pencil-scribbling. A few old-timers 


are browsingtheshelves, sneakinglooks their way. Johnietries to ignore them. Concentrate. Bradly clears 
his throat. Time's up.Johnieputshis pencil down, BRADLY-Well that was it? Well, it's forfreak... gets up 
in disgusted-1 Lost a whole freakin' year of my life here and with this cow-shit! You did fine- you're doing 
fine... you don't have many more days to go. Mayas well be in Chinese or something other than this! I 
know you did fine. He runs around going nuts... guard pot him down... with dugs... I said not to panic. 
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I feel bad. I let him down.That'sshit,son. He's proudofyou,you'relikeourson... wereall Proud 
of you. We have been friends for a long time. I know him as good as anybody. Smart fella, isn't he? You 
don't get any more than he... a big thing on the outside. What's he in for anyway? Baby freaking and 
killing them off... I don't buy it... oh... 'Bout 2 years ago, I was in Indiana on a 2 to 4 stretch. Spray painted 
train frontof grads- and took the man's money and shit out of the engine. The dumb-freak thing to do- 
yet it was fun. A few months left to go, I get a new cellmate in. Jizzer Latch. Big jittery freak'n twitchier. 
Crazy eyes looking deep in yeah. Kind of roomie, you pray you don't get, not knowing it... you know what I 
saying... armed freaking babys- burglary. And ass freak-too-get that... all kinds of handjobs. Hard to 
believe, high-strung as he was. Rip a loud fart, he'd go 5 feet up in midair. Talked shit all the time, too, 
that's the other thing you did want to do it as too much or too less. Never shut the freak up. Places he'd 
been, jobs he pulled, little girls he freaked- boystoo. Even people he killed- forthefun of it. Folksthatdid 
not come for him- or the other way round, cun-ts he called them all- that's how he put it. One evening, 
like a tale, I say I freaking some young puss you -1 say: 'Yeah? Who'd you kill doing it?' So he says... I got 
me this job one-time working tables at a nightclub-see all the girls wiggle and shit, it was in the 30s so- it 
was illegal... yet I could case all these big rich pricks that come in. I pick out this guy with this tight ass 
puss with him, go in one night and do his place, and here... I changed my name and she falls for it... dumb 
bitch... though I had money. I freaked her and then I killed her doing it the second time around... and 
freak after she was cold. A tasty bitch it sucking he said. (He starts laughing and can't stop it was so 
freaking creep.) The best skew I ever had- she was so young-and right... doing me and shit. That's the 
best part! She's freaking me hardcore and I pop her full of lead in the head. Yet the best part she married 
to some hotshot... and looking in at us... and he is the one the nail it on. Laughter makes my skin claw- 
and buggy. The evil in this man's eyes was chilling. 
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I loved her... I guess I couldn't show it enough... She was gorgeous... BRADLY- My wife used to say 
I'mahardmanto get to know. I didn't pull the trigger. But I drove her away. That's why she died. Because 
of me, the way lam- never happy with what I have or had. Like a closed book you don't want to read for 
the cover. I criticized me for it all the time she could. I killed her, Sam... not love her the right way. (softly 
he said this.) Bradly finally glances at Sam, seekinga reaction. Silence. That doesn't makeyou a murderer. 
Bad husband, may be that all a sinner too yet we all are. Bradly smiles faintly in spite of himself. Sam gives 
his shouldera squashed. No. I didn't. Someoneelse did, and I wound up here. Bad break, I conjecture. 

Feel debauched about it if youwant. Itfloatsaround. Lias to landon somebody. Say a storm comes 
through. Some folks sit in the living rooms and enjoy the rain. The house next door gets torn out of the 
ground and smashed flat. But you didn't pull the trigger, you just weren'tthere butyou did whatyou 
thoughtwas rightat the time. No- not even... I said back. When I got a longwhite beard and aboutthree 
marbles left rolling around upstairs. Jesus Bad fortune? It was my turn, that's all. I was in the path of the 
twister. (Softly he said) I just had no idea the storm would goon as long as it has. (glances to him with the 
look of going mad) Think you'll ever get out of here? SAM Sure. I said where I would go-1 just might-on of 
this lost 84 lonely nights... if only in my mind... like a trip. 

Some Diminutive place right on the Pacific. Do you know what the Enchanted Islands...say about 
the Pacific? They say it has no recollection or readmission. That's where I'd like to finish out my life, Sam. 

A warm place with no remembrance. Open a little hotel right on the beach. Buy some worthless old boat 
and fix it up like new. Take my guests out charter pussying. (beat...) You know, a place like that. I'd need a 
man who can get things. Sam stares at Bradly, laughs. SAM Jesus, Bradly. I couldn't hack it on the outside. 
Been in here too long. I'm an institutional man now. 

Like old Flatlen was. You misjudge yourself, I said to him. SAM Bullshit. In here I'm the guy who can get it 
for you. Out there, all you need are Yellow Pages. I wouldn't know whereto begin, (derisive snort) The 
Pacific Ocean? Hell. Like to scare me to death, somethin'that big. You're right. It's down there, and I'm 
here. I guess it comes down to a humble sanction, actually. Become full breathing hard and heavy or get 
busy takingthe last breath. BRADLY- Not me. I didn'tshoot my wife and I didn'tshoot her lover, and 
whatever mistakes I made I've paid for and then some. That hotel and that boat... I don't think it's too 
much to want. To look at the stars just after sunset. Touch the sand. Wade in the water... Feel free, damn 
it, Bradly, stop! Don't do that to yourself I Talking shitty shit dreams I The Bahamas are all the way over 
there, and you're in here, and that's the way it is I It used to it, Sam snaps a look. Sam lunges to his feet. 
What the hell does that mean? Bradly rises and treads away. Bradly? (turns backtogive that last loving 



look.) Sam, ifyou ever get out of here, do me a favor. There's this big sunflowerfield up near Nicktown. 
Do you know where Nicktown is? Lots of Sunflower fields there. One in the individual that I love - that we 
loved- it's Got a long creak running by it... with an old home that was falling in over the way... wall with a 
big oak at the north end. Like someth ingout of a Marcel Ray Duriez Book. It's where I asked my it have 
sexwith me... 'So beautiful,'she breathed. 'Mm, and the view's notso bad either,' he said.Sheturned 
around to face him, rolling her eyes. She tucked her fingers into the front of his pants, admiring his strong 
jawline as he wrestled the cork from the bottle. Even if she always managed to open them more easily, it 
was all aboutthese little traditions. 'You makethatjoke every time." And I still mean it. Even when you 
roll your eyes around like that. But now that I've torn your eyes away from the beautiful night sky, may I 
interest the lady in somechampagne?' She closed her eyes and lifted her open mouth expectantly, 
bracingforthe sharp sweettang ofthe bubbles in her mouth. 


With a final squeak and a pop, he tossed the cork aside and gave her his best Sarah Connery 
eyebrow raise- she was my girl. Instead, afew drops hit her lips while a steady stream hit her chin and ran 
down her chest, soakingthe topof her blouse. 'I seem to have forgotten theglasses, my dear girl. You'll 
have to open wide.' 'Brad I' she wheezed, forgetting for a moment to whisper. 'On it, miss. Many 
apologies;can't imagine howthathappened.'Withoutmissinga beat, he began unbuttoninghershirt 
and noisily kissing and licking his way from her collarbone to her sternum. All the way down he followed 
the middle of her petite frame, now shaking with laughter until he was on h is knees at her feet. She 
clasped her hands behind his head and looked down into his large brown eyes, which looked more 
mischievous than usual. 'Well jeez, now that I'm all wet,' she began, bending—with just a little—to join 
him on the ground. 'Wait forjust a sec.' He reached amongthe blankets and pulled outa small black box. 
Placing the champagne down, he flicked open box and held it up for her. 'I've got something I'd like to 
propose. 'In the poor light, all Caroline could see within the box was a thick gold band. 'Brad', that's not a 
ring, is it? You remember that we're married, right?' 'While I would marry you again 50 times over, no, 
this isn't a ring.' He looked down and began fumbling with the box. 'Just let me turn it on...' He held it up 
triumphantly as it began buzzing. 'Someone has been leaving their browser open. I can take a hint."I 
don't know what you're talking about,' she started, pulling up her skirt. 'Mmm, is that so? Hmmm,' he 
murmured, mouth muffled against her soft inner thigh. With both arms cupping the back of her legs, he 
continued to voice his disbelief; firstalong her left thigh, across her delicate cleft, and then back down 
the right. Juttinghischin firmly underher, he looked up into her eyes, half-closed with pleasure as she 



leaned against the wall and held onto the back of his head with her other arm. 'After a thorough 
investigation, I have to find your claims of innocence to be completely spurious ma'am.' 'Shhh. Shut up,' 
she laughed and pushed his head gently back toward her. His tongue obliged, flat and pushing forward 
along her, then curling back as he pulled it upward to her clit. She shivered and placed a knee on his 
shoulder as he delved forward and back, each time pausing longerto suckgently as she moaned and 
squirmed in his grasp. With the tapered edge of the toy, he began entering her shallowly, each time 
letting it linger for just a half-second longer. 'Please,' she said, grasping at his hair with no longer gentle 
tugs. Obliging, he bit gently at her thigh while inserting it and admired the glint of gold against her tawny 
skin. He stood, his fingers pressing it in place from within and watched as she writhed against the 
vibrations. She pulled him close; leg lifting in his grasp to urge him deeper. Promise me, Sam. If you ever 
get out, find that spot. In the base of that wall, you'll find an old car here inside you will get what you 
need... what's in this 55 Chevy. You'll find something buried in the set... under it I want you to have it 
what we had. With her other hand, shefumbled around his to undo his belt, grimacing in frustration. He 
chuckled and released her, undoing his belt slowly as she explored sensations of the toy against herself. 
She flicked her eyes at his cock, an invitation, and a challenge. With a loosegrip, he ran his hand up and 
down his shaft, enjoying his show as much as being hers. 'Turn around,' his voice now hoarse with want 
rather than an effort to be quiet. She gave a slow, mocking turn and stuck her ass out at him, using her 
hand now to grind against the vibe with a slow, deliberately taunting. He stepped toward her and lifted 
her hips, entering her so hurriedly he barely registering her deepened moan. Each thrust seemed to send 
shock waves down the underside of his cock and throughout his entire body. Their left arms intertwined 
on the top of the ledge, using it for leverage as their right hands both clasped at her cunt, wifeto marry 
me. We'd gone fora picnic. We made love underthat tree. I asked and shesaid yes. You remember being 
that age. "Barely!'Their guffaws faded and Brian kissed Caroline's neck. 'They're right you know. We're 
acting like kids.' What? What's in there? You'll just have to pry up that and see. Bradly turns and walks 
away. Lost in Silence.... 

Johniehas finished his story. Sam is stunned...but Bradly looks like he's been smacked with a two 
by four or it was off his ass the look of pain man. Walks stiffly away. Doesn't look back. Well. I have to say, 
that's the most astonishing story I ever overheard. What amazes me most is you were taken in by it yet 
not me. Said- MARQUEZ... all together... in- between the shelves. Really I said back... MARQUEZ- It's 
obvious this fellow Williams is impressed with you. He hears your tale of grief and quite naturally wants to 
applaud you up with his made-up stays. He's undeveloped, not terribly bright. Not surprising he didn't 
know what a state he'd put you in. BRADLY I think he's telling the truth. MARQUEZ Let's say fora moment 



man is real. You think he'd justfall to his knees and cry, 'Absolutely, I did iti I confessi By all means, please 
add 3 life termsto my sentence!' It could help... Well, it's a chance, isn't it? How can you be so simple- 
minded ? What did you call me...? I was just trying to rest your mind at ease, that's all. Thickheaded if you 
well! Is it deliberate? The club will have his name on and resets with that on them! If you want to ponder 
this make-believe, that's your business. Don't make it mine. This meeting's over. Look, if it's the squeeze, 
don't worry. I'd never say what goes on in here. I'd be just as prosecutable as you for laundering the 
money and having the girls! Don't you ever mention money or girls to me again, you repentant freaking 
bitch! Notin this place of work, not anyplace! Get in here! Now! 3 grads drag him off to the hole were, he 
rioted forS weeks...Bradly gets dragged away, kickingand screaming like a newborn: Don'tyou 
understand it's my life? I could get outor less time. Mail call. Men crowd around as names are called out. 
Sam and the boys are parked on the bleachers. CHUB and Clef- say 3 months in the hole. The longest 
damn stretch I ever heard of. JOHN IE- It's my fault for saying shit. SAM - Like hell. You didn't pull the 
trigger, and you didn't convict himdid you knowsodon'tthinkaboutit. STAN-Sam?You saying Bradly's 
innocent? I mean forthe real innocent? (Sam nodsand looks at me) Sweet babyJesus. How long's he 
been in here? 30years. Numb-nutsyou have mailthe grad said. Board of Education. I mailed it to you 
both... You going to open it or rubyourself off a little more... rub sound better. I don't want to see this... 
hey, look at this you out high marks. FOOTSTEPS approach slowly to see the girl sitting there. Johnie 
makes his way through the chaos, finds Beth and the baby waiting behind the thick plexi shield. He sits, 
doesn't pick up the phone. Just stares at Beth. She doesn't know what to make of it. He presses a piece of 
paper againstthe glass. A high school diploma. Her face lights up, blinking backtears. The steel door. 
Somewhere behind it, unseen is Bradly, A rat scurries alongthe wall. Bradly listens in darkness. The 
FOOTSTEPS pauseoutsidehis door. The slot opens. An ELDERLY GUARD peers in. An OLD GUARD Kid 
passed the big time. B+- above average. 

Alleged you'd like to knowthis happy foryourboy. 

The slot closes. The FOOTSTEPS recede. Bradly smiles. We find Johnie on evening work detail, 
mopping the floors with bucket and pail. Warden wants to talk. A steel door rattles open. Mert leads 
Johnie outside to a gate, unlocks it. Johnie ensues out across loading-dock access forthe shops and mills. 
Some vehicles parked. The place is deserted. He stops, sensing a presence. Johnie looks around. Here... 
outsidethe walls? The gate opens, sends Johniethrough, turns and heads back inside. Warden? Marqu ez 
steps into the light out of the black darkness. MARQUEZ-1 giveyou a girl in here to keep you from 
talking... we've got a state of affairs here. I think you can appreciate that if you had your girl once and a 



while... I would but no... he said... it's not right I am a changed man. He said- this really came along and 
bashed my wind out of me. MARQUEZ- I tell you, son, It's got me up nights knowing this is wrong, that's 
the God truth. MARQUEZ-The right decision. Sometimes it's hard to figure out what that is... you say no 
so I make it for you-you comprehend that? (Johnie nods) Think hard, Johnie. If I'm going to move on this, 
there can't be the least little sh-Sam of thedoubt. Wouldyou be willingto swear beforea judge and 
jury... having placed your hand on the Good Book and taken an oath before Almighty God Himself? Just 
give me that chance... do the right thingand no-1 have my girl. She'll be mine if you keep sayingshit. I 
have to know if whatyou told him wasthe truth. Marquez pulls a pack of cigarettes, offersJohniea 
smoke. Johnie takes one. 

Marquez lights both cigarettes pocket his lighter. 

Yes, sir. Absolutely, he said with nerves. That's what 

I thought. Marquez drops his cigarette. Crushes it out with the toe of his shoe. Glances up toward 
the plate shop roof as a go through scope pops up into the frame, jumpingJohnie's image into startling 
intensification, framed in the crosshairs. Rapid fires a carbine- BAM! BAM! BAM! bam! his face lit up by 
the muzzle flashes. Captain Flackier. gets chewed to pieces by the gunfire. He smackstheground in a 
twitching, thrashing heap. Eyes wide and staring. Dead. Surprise still stamped on his face. Silence now. 
Marquezturnsstrolls into darkness. Dumbfreak...GUARDS approach Bradly's cell. The dooris unlocked. 
Bradly emerges slowly, blinking painfully at the light. Bradly has marched along. Convicts stop to stare. 
Bradly is led in. The dooris closed. Alone with Marquez. Softly... BRADLY- I'm done. It stops right now. Get 
H&R Block to declare your income. MARQUEZ- creep- creep- creeping away- like a snake in the night- like 
yourass hole of a boyfriend, hefreaksyou and is done. Terrible thing. Man, that young, lessthan a year 
to go, trying to escape. Broke Captain Flacker's heart to shoot him, truly it did. Marquez lu nges to his feet, 
eyes spark ling with rage. As he looks at this man part naked in his hole... bared in his shit. NO -1 don't 
think so-0. Otherwise, you will do the hardesttime there is in this place. No more protection from the 
guards. I'll pull you out of that one-bunk Hilton and putyou in a padded room with all the dick suckers... 
like all the biggest bull queer I can find. 'You'll think you got freaked by a runaway night train!' And the 
library? Gone! Sealed off brick by brick! We'll have us a little book barbecue in the yard! They'll see the 
flames for miles! We'll dance around it like uninhabited Indians! Do you comprehend me in my mindless 
ways? Are you catching my drift... oryou the dumb ass? Bradly's face. Eyes tunneling. His beaten 
appearance says it all... Sam finds Bradly sitting in the shadow of the high stonewall, poking lethargically 
through the dust for small pebbles. Sam waits for some acknowledgment. Bradly doesn't even look up. 



Sam hunkers down and joins him. Nothing is said for the longest time. And then, softly: I tell you, the man 
wastalking' crazy. I'm worried, I truly am. He said to the boys. 
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We ought to keep an eye on him. KLIT'S That's fine, during the day. But at night he's got that cell 
all to himself. STAN Oh Lord. Bradly comes down to the loading dock today. Asked me for a length of rope. 
Afoot long. Do you think he going to? clef Shit I Did you give it to him? End it yah... STAN Sure I did. I mean 
why wouldn't I? CHUB Remember what happened to Dick? 

STAN How the hell was I supposed to know? KLIT'S 

Bradley's neverdone that. Never. They all lookto Sam. SAM Every man's gota breaking point. 
Report to your cell blocks for evening count. BOOM DOWN to Sam and the boys. Convicts drift past them. 
CHUB Where the hell is he? STAN Probably still up in the wardens. 

TOWER GUARD (viaa loudspeaker) YOU MEN! YOU HEAR 

IsTHATANNOUNCEMENTORZESTTOOSTUPIDTO UNDERSTAND?CHUB Nothing, wecan do. 
Nottonight. STAN Let's pull him aside tomorrow, allot us. Have a word with him. Ain't that right, Sam ? 
SAM (disbelieving) Yeah. Sure. That's right. Bradly's workingaway. Marquez pokes his head in. Bradly 
finallygets his head through, scrapinghis ears. He's gota penlightclenched in his teeth. He peers down 
into the shaft. Atthe very bottom, maybeSO feetdown, a big ceramic pipe runsthe length ofthe 
cellblock. Beneath its coat of grime and dust, the word 'SEWER' is stenciled. 

MARQUEZ Lickety-split. I wantto get home. BRADLY 

Just about done, sir. BRADLY Three deposits tonight. We follow Marquez to h is wife's sampler. He 
swings it aside, worksthecombination dial, opensthe wall safe. Bradly moves up, shoves in the black 
ledger andfiles. Marquezshutsthesafe. Bradly hands him the envelopes. Marquez headsforthe door. 
MARQUEZ Get my stuff down the laundry. And shine my shoes. I want'em looking' like mirrors, (pauses at 
door) Nice having'you back, Bradly. The place just wasn'tthesamewithoutyou...Marquez exits. Bradly 
turnstothe laundry. He opensthe shoebox. Nice pair of dress shoes inside. He sighs, glances downatthe 
old ragged pair of work shoes on his own feet. Bradly is diligently shining Marquez's shoes. Bradly trudges 
down the hallway, laundry slung over his shoulder, Bradly nods to the GUARD. The guard BUZZES him 
through. Sam hears Bradly coming, movesto the bars. He watches Bradly come up to the secondtier and 
pause before his cell. Open number 141 Bradly gazes directly at Sam. A beat of eye contact. Sam shakes 



his head. Don't do it. Bradly smiles, eerily calm...and enters his cell. The door closes. KATHUMPI We hold 
on Sam's face. Bradly is polishing a chess piece. Lights out! The lights bump off. He finishes polishing, 
holds up the piece to admire. A pawn. He sets it down with the others — and we realize it's the final 
glance for the board. A full set. He gazes up at Raquel and smiles. Pulls a 4-foot length of rope from under 
his pillow. Let's it uncoil to the floor. Brad- hopped a train to his freedom- along with getting his cash 
under the viaduct I Along with all the money he made for the warden and the guards... along with making 
it a booki 
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Suddenly, a palm-sized chunk of cement pops free and hits the floor that is when he knew it was 
possible. He staresdown at it. Bradly lies in the dark, studyingthechunkof concrete in his hands. 
Consideringthe possibilities. Wrestling with hope. Bradly standsto peer at the small hole left by the fallen 
chunk. Carefully runs his fingertip over it. Mining is the study of force and phase. That's all it takes, 
actually. Force and phase. That and a big damn poster, on the wall, showing the way into her hole- of 
freed and joy! HA! Sam sits in the dark, a bundleof nerves, tryingto hold himself still. He feels like he 
might scream or shake to pieces. The second's tick by, each an eternity. I have had some long nights in stir. 
Alone in the dark with nothing butyourthoughts, timecan draw out like a blade... A FLASH OF 
LIGHTNING outside his window sends harsh balsam shadows jittering across the cell. A storm breaking. 
That was the longest night of my life... the last night I saw my friend. HAIG Brad, dammit, you're putting 
me behind! You better be sick or dead in there, I shityou not! KATHUMPI The master lock is thrown.The 
cons emerge from their cells and the headcount begins. Sam looks back to see if Bradly's in line. He's not. 
Suddenly the count stalls: GUARD Man missing on tier two! Cell 12! The head bull, HAIG, checks his list: 
Brad? Get your ass out here, boy! You're holding up the show! (no answer) looking at the 
dummies... Don't make me come down there now! I'll thump your skull foryou I Still no answer. Glaring, 
Haig stalks down the tier, clipboard in hand. His men fall in behind. They arrive at bars. Their faces go 
slack. Stunned. Softly: Digging muddy tunnel 700 yards that lead into a shit toenail that was another 500 
to freedom get this next to the courthouse, out of a man hole cover, also that sent him there in the first 
place. Right outsidethe doors, he popped up- like a rat in the snow covertness of the night in white. Using 
nothing but a sharpened toothbrush with a melted razor blade on the blunt end-the color Sam. The 
warden though one of his collectibles mouth organs through the Sam head poster funny hitting and going 
through the vagina of the nudefrontshot of Alicia Silverstone-you knowthe onewith the red and white 
coat-slow his fingers went in there- and the hole was whined. The train takes him away off hop-off get 



the cone to hope back on in the next passing one to his place in the Brahmas. Where I would blow all the 
wardens money! Oh my Holy God. reveals the cell is empty. Everything neat and tidy. Even the bunk is 
stowed.They wrench the door open and rush in, tossing the cell in a panic as if Bradly might be lurking 
under the Kleenex or the toothpaste, spins toward us, bellowing at the top of his lungs: WHAT THE 
FREAK! Marquez is kicking back with the morningpaper. He notices ha dingy his shoesare. He glances at 
the shoebox on the desk, kicks his shoes off, opens the box — and gulls out Bradly's o grimy work shoes. 

He stares blankly. Whatthe freak indeed. An ALARM STARTS BLARINGthroughouttheprison. He looksup. 
Marquezand 

Flackier stride across the grounds, ALARM BLARING. 

MARQUEZI wantevery man on thatcellblock questioned! Start with thatfriend of his! FLAKIER 
who? Sam watches as Marquez storms up with an entourage of guards. MARQUEZ Him. Sam's eyes widen. 
Guards yank him from his cell. Marquez steps to the center of the room, working himself up into a fine 
rage: What do you mean 'he just wasn't here?' Don't say that to me, Haig! Don't say that to me again! 

Look at this thing look real to you -1 think not! But sir! He wasn't! He isn't! MARQUEZ I can see that, 

Crage! Do you think I'm simpleminded? Isthat what you're saying? Am I a dumb ass? No sir! Marquez 
grabs the clipboard and thrusts it at Flock-ier. What about you? Are you blind? Tell me what this is! 
FLAKIER Last night's count. MARQUEZYou see Brad's name? I sure do! Rightthere, see? 'Brad.' He was in 
his cell at lights out! NO reason he'd still be here this morning! I want him found! Not tomorrow, not after 
breakfast! Now!MARQUEZWell?SAM Well what? 

MARQUEZ I see you two all the time, you'rethick as thieves, you are! He must 'a said something! SAM No 
sir, he didn't! Marquez spreads his arms evangelist-style, spins slowly around. MARQUEZ Lord! It's a 
miracle! Manupand vanished like a girl you just freaked and dumped the same night! Nothin' left but 
some modelsand booksonthe windowsillandthat nudeyoungfreak'n pussyshowingonthewall! Let's 
ask her! May be she knows! What say there. Fuzzy- Britches? Feel like talking? Guess not. Why should you 
be different? Sam exchanges look with the guards. Even they're nervous. Marquez scoops a handful of 
rocks off the sill. He hurls them at the wall one at a time, shattering them, punctuating his words: 
MARQUEZ It's a conspiracy! His hands-throwing (SMASH- a model train) That's what this is! (SMASH a 
train car that he made out of wood) It's one big damn conspiracy! (SMASH - a boxcar) And everyone's in 
on it! (SMASH-a little water tower) Including her! He sends the last rock whizzing right at the nude girl on 
the wall. Right for the hole... smash-you could not hit that hard if you were a 16-year-old boy on his first 
lovemaking. It takes a moment for this to sink in. see this tight ting go all wide... All eyes go to her new 



hole that was made. The rock went through her puss. You could hear a pin drop. Marquez reaches up, 
sinks his finger into her dark young-tight freak hole. He keeps pushing... and his entire hand disappears 
into the wall. I find my self-drillingat the sight of this... slowly fingeringthis girl he was... as Marquez rips 
the posterfrom before our eyes. Stunned faces peer in his head went up all in there, to reveal the long 
crumb ling tunnel in the wall. That leads to an underground tunnel-then to the shit passageway-then up 
a manhole-then out by the courthouse, next to the tracks that he walked along- it was snowing in the 
night love agent the flicker lights- you can see him- there looking up... hands up praying and thankful for 
his freedom, moving fast he runs for the oncoming train - then jumps off a viaduct where he digs up his 
lout... and underthere hestaysforthe next train forthe next town... where he could get clean and starta 
new look and life... as a new man... HetookJonie's namehe wasgoingto be out soon anyway- itwas not 
yet reported... so by the time, it got out it was too late... a guard barely out of his teens tries not to look 
nervous as they lash a rope around his chest. He's getting instructions from six different people at once, 
(flashlight in his hands) looking in He reaches forthe oppositewall, managesto snaga steel conduitwith 
his fingers. Suddenly, a huge rat darts for his hand. Brad ly yanks away and almost plummets head-first 
down the shaft. He dangles wildly upside-down fora moment, arms wind milling, then gets his hands 
pressed firmly againstthe oppositewall. The rat scurries off, pissed, atthe lining of the walls... wetand 
drizzling with moisture-the small of metal like- The warden went down in the hole. Urn-freshly opened 
up! He wasn't much in the brains department at this point we could see that, but he possessed feeling up 
the hole... like a hard dick sliding in a new hole made... with a teen bitch, it was sore and tight 
squeezing...he was willing to go deep down inside, squeezes down the tunnel on his belly. Dark as 
midnight. Concrete walls rise on both sides. If you imagine them as two hugeflaps on either side-you 
would get what I am saying- do deep to come out of, no are in this space hardly, and a dark tangle of 
pipes between the cellblocks was starting to get hot. Somewhere, a rat SQUEAKS, someone flushed - a 
shifter and that is when... Smells pretty damn bad, Warden! 

In fact, it smells just like shit. It's SHIT- it's poopie! Ah god-the man up there said-1 giggled my ass 
off! squeezes from the tunnel, we made the same trap as he did out and up! Showing what it was like- 
when he did and when numbnuts did it too. The fat ass barely got in the dumb hole! He lost his glass 
doing this- it was that hard of a freak for him. Into the shaft, he went-the feeling is- nothing but darkness 
and a little light at the end-good this must be with it like when you come out-1 just do it backward. Not 
havinga goodtime, squeezingthrough the walls ofthis passageway. Nevermind dumbshits keep going, I 
said! Just keep going I I want him found he may be down here... Flicker and the warden sink in all the shit 
lining the tunnel. That when they got blasted with a big wave of shit- in the face... He slips and sits heavily 



in it. Brad got the last chuckle! Small my ass! The boys said on top! The ladyboys were having a good time 
with this one. Sam- He starts laughing. Laughing, hell, he's bellowing laughter, laughingso hard he hasto 


hold himself, laughing so hard tears are pouring down his cheeks. The look of rage on Marquez's face 
makes him laugh all the harder. Abruptsilence-1 lost it- oneforhim get away with shit andfor his shit 
hitting in the face... it was a win-win... and that was good shit! Shit! I laughed myself right into mad ness- 
the boys loved it though. I knew I did n't want to piss them off-for I was hoping to get out... SAM Its shit, 
it's shit, oh my God - it's shit- he fingers her pussy- and shit... then a boy said (then shit himself because!) 
HA! He starts laughing all over again, fit to split. (That IS the tightest one he ever got!) Virgin landscape 
THIS WAS. FUNNYITWAS ALL THE SAME TO HIM TOO. 
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Charming rural road. Suddenly, State Police Cruisers rocket up the road with SIRENS AND LIGHTS. 
In 1991, Bradly Brad escaped from EBENSBURGH Prison. At age 69... EBENSBURG is half a mile distant 
from where he got out. All that was left behind was a prison uniform by the creek under the viaduct with 
and body wash, as well as a coal miner's- hammerwiththe pick side damn near worn downto the handle. 
And a miner's orange hard hat with a lamp! Cops all over the town and around - posing with Bradly's 
reeking uniform and the worn rock-hammerthe photo made the papers-and news. Bradly loved working 
underground. I fancy it fascinated him in his strategic ways. A dyingtree here- aging there, a million liars 
there of mountain making- under presser, seems there- clay there... I remember thinking it would take a 
man 1000 years to tunnel through the wall and underground with it. Bradly did it in about 50. And the 
dumb got the last laugh too for it was that good... I keep an eye out yet it dark - and that was when he did 
his work 6 hours at a time... and the rest was sleep and eat. Like I said. In prison, amanwilldono matter 
whatto keep his awareness busy, and not go stir-crazy. All the shit was pushed down in the hole as he 
dug- or was in the coal bucket. While the rest of us slept, Bradly spent years working'the night-shift... 
SAM-1 guess after Johnie was killed, Bradly decided he'd been here too long. And he had his name and 
plan made... 

The lights go out. Bradly places the last chess piece. Gazes up at his girlie. Smiles. Pullsthe rope 
from under his pillow. He stands and unbuttons his prison shirt, revealing Marquez's gray pinstripesuit 
underneath in wild shadowsyou seehis face lookingcrack in the moment of bustingoutandthough.The 
storm rages, outside-sown- is the cover of night- Bradly, goes in his girl, carefully having one of Marquez 
's folded suit into a large industrial Zip-Lock bag-that he had in the shaftthe day before. Bradly, again 
wearing prison clothes, inches downthetunnel. 



Bradly squeezes through the hole head-first, just imagine that, and the tape on the top is what covers the 
hole over. Yet the wind would bubble it up-yet he knew in the dark light it would not be known. Bradly 
snags the conduit again. He contorts out of the hole and dangles into the shaft. We now see the purpose 
of the rope, he kicks his legs across the shaft and down, getting his feet braced for the big drop. His back 
against one wall, and feet against the other, he starts down the shaft. Sliding dangerously. Using pipes for 
handholds. Flinchingas rats dart this wayand that, scurrying in theshadows. Hedropsthe last fewfeet to 
the bottom. He approachesthe ceramic sewertunnel and kneels before it. No turning back. He wriggles 
into the pipe and starts crawling. Bradly crept to freedom through Mud - muck and bloody shit stinking 
filth I can't even visualize. Or mayhap I just don't want to doso-0. Snow Is falling- EBENSBURGH is a mile 
and a half distant or so away. Freedom - as he made past the courthouse, that convicted him to this life 
sentence. He wades upstream, ripping his clothes from his body. He gets his shirt off, spins it through the 
air overhis head, flings the shirt away. He raises his armsto the sky, turningslowly, it's 32 out yet he was 
more than happy in this... feeling the snow coating him clean. Jubilant and Successful he felt. SAM - The 
next day... a man nobody ever laid eyes on before marched into the first national Bank of Johnstown. The 
only thing that changed wasthathe wasJohnSr. on paper. I would liketo withdrawal! of my earnings... 
as this man here... the same name he uses to make the warden what he was... it worked. The signature 
wasa spot-on match with the photos. Makeupand hair-can doa lot-1 thought. Anda Pillow in mypants 
underthis nice site. He had all the proper... license, birth certificate, social security card, it was all there. I 
must say I'm sorry to be drop ping your industry. I hope you'll enjoy living out of the country. She never 
said a word-toanyone. I wasjustsome man...Thankyou, I said with a smirk. Cash in hand-1 walked out... 
smelling... foolishly. I mailed my manuscript booktothe new paper- and was on my way. Itwas typed- 
with a pen name... that was that-the nameJ. B. W. 
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Marquezwalksslowlytoward hisoffice. Dazed. The morning paper in his hand. Hegoes 
wordlessly past the DUTY GUARD into his office. Shuts the door. Lays the paper on his desk. The headline 
reads: 

'VENALITY and young rappingAND MANSLAUGHTERAT EBENSBURGH.' 

Below that, the sub-headline: 'D.A. Has Ledger. 

Indictments Expected.' Marquez looks up asSIRENS 


SWELL in the distance. For the second time. State 



Police cruisers go rocketing upthe road with SIRENS AND LIGHTS. Police cruisers everywhere. A 
media circus. REPORTERS jostle for position. A colorless DISTRICT ATTORNEY steps forward into CLOSEUP, 
flanked by a contingent of STATE TROOPERS. D.A. Flackier? You have the rightto remain silent. If you give 
up that right, anything you say will be used against you in court... TROOPERS moves in, cuffing Flacker's 
hands behind his back. SAM I hear Flackier was weeping like a petite pussy looking for it- when they took 
him away, where I hear he was ass freaked every day- by our boys I His face scrunches up. He begins to 
cry hard. Flackier sobs all the way to the car. The D.A. snaps a gaze up toward Marquez's window, 
motions his men to follow. Marquez is staring out the window as they approach the building. Marquez? 
We have a warrantforyourarrest! Open up! He goes to hisdesk, opens a drawer. Insidelies a revolver 
anda box of shells, were he blast some of them-and runforthewindow-fallingtohis death-andwas 
killed doing so. His ass was impaled on the fence spike with barb wire- outside- hilarious he got ass 
reamed hard-and ripped into two all up in there and junk- like being freaked by a train, we all said the 
next day.There is a photo in all the boy'scells of this... the dead guy getting assfreaked by escapee! 

SAM-1 like to think the last thing, that went through him over then the spiked up his ass... was to wonder 
how the freak, brad was able to ass freak him over so well in this joke that was made by GOD! And get the 
best of him- see God well discipline you for being the ass hole... that needs to be freaked. 
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I wonder if he made it... I remember where he said he would go... but I never- ever thought I 
would seethe day I would want to go there... yet it was for him...When I picture him heading south on a 
ship it makes me laugh all over again... it is shit! Then seeing him in a speedboat rips along with some hot 
young thing... make that all better also. Bradly Brad, who crept through a tonal a girl's hole passed all 
poopie next to it and arose farm and strong- out a hole like a rebirth on the other side. Bradly Brad 
headed forthe blue-green sea's. I miss him here... we talk about him a- lot... and remains... the shit he 
did... beautifulwhitebeach. The Pacific Ocean before us. 

Huge. Mind-blowing. Beautiful beyond description. All we hear now are the gentle sound of 
waves, dreams where I am lost in a warm place with no reminiscence. An ocean was so big it strikes me 
foolishly. Waves so quiet they strike me dead. Sunshine so bright it strikes me blind. It is a place that, is 
sapphirebeyond reason. Bluerthan can possibly exist. Azure than my mind can possibly grasp. Nothing 
fora million miles but beach, sky, and water. Sam is a tiny speck at the water's edge. Just another grain of 
sand. Sam enters, sits. lOyears older than he last saw him. Either way, I made all the trips to get home 
and find my way-to freedom... it was all part of his plan to show me that I need not give up on life on the 



outside. A distant boat lies on its side in the sand like an old wreck that's been left to rot in the sun. 

There's someone out there. A MAN is meticulously strip ping the old paint and varnish by hand, the face 
was hidden with goggles and kerchief mask. Sam appears bag, a distant figure walking out across the sand, 
wearing his cheap suit and carrying his cheap bag. The man on the boat pauses.Turnsslowly around. Sam 
arrives with a smile as wideas the horizon. The other man raises his goggles and pulls down his mask. 
Bradly, of course. BRADLY You look like a man who knows how to get things. SAM-I'm known to locate 
certain things from time to time. Sam shrugs off his jacket and picks up a sander. Together, they start 
sanding the hull as we... I see you have a little girl now and a new wife... you made boy you made it... and 
they all group huge. 

A photo was takenonethatno onecan ever seel 


Incest 


Interval: 

Nevaeh on tape-from 2007- 'I'll never- ever be more than a simple-minded nigger-yet I am 
not black, and white than white a white girl should be, from not seeing the sun. Never a true woman-ora 
man-if you're like me, havingthe skin jacket of symbolically placed covering yourtrue being, with a new 
characteristic of repugnance, likewise and education to match-within the laws and segments of a small 
town thatwell role my world individualities. Neverdating- unless tricked into what is allotted, never 
accomplishing, work, or learning- unless it's for charities, or to do over-to never truly earn due to lake of 
mind and the thought of the color of black in its new ways to offended, like a slave that-1 am to them, 
that have me ambushed.' 

'Already the cops whatto f*cktheshit out of me, by them being a d*ck. Overtime, I wonder if 
it was all just to do c/efecf/Vework-and that was code.'Said Nevaeh. 


'I wonder if they know of Dr. Flyodand Dr. Kinsey sexologist, with theirfascinations.' 



(Giggles forthe doctor) 


'I named the two guys that are my probation-officers: 'burp' and 'slurp' as they were taking 
photos of me to publicize my simpleton ways-to libel, saying what his camera is all f*cked up, and the 
other cramming a turkey sub down his gut-to make theatrical performances. Nonetheless both - looking 
at me as if I am a deviant, that is why-1 am here- oh, how lies have fed this legend of my existence.' 




The year was 2008- is was 12- 'Nevaeh was the only girl, that could slobber up,' this was lost in 
her memories other boy-toy saying, and it did not slobber, 'don't think too hard, he posted to his 
message board.' 'She has pictures of this? To let all know I am her man.' 

Nevaeh on tape- 'Everythingyou have viewed is a lie, why are you still breathing, I should cut 
your tie, or cut your eyes from the inside, over you then ask why? Now ask if you can see- and say 
goodbyetothe bad girl?' 

(Forward, what 2 years can do.) 

2010-1 was 14, and this was my last true year, and I stopped chatting with the doctor who I 
trusted, to understand me the misunderstood - 'I still remember when-1 met her the little girl in the blue 
skirt, on the bus, and made sweet notes and the rest is history too-with me. She is my everything, my 
time-machine-all I thought a bout to keep my mind occupied - after her, this was the last loss I could take.' 

(Back) 

It was 1999. DOCTOR LORENZO'S OFFICE, they were going over the drama that was her life on 
the photograph. 

Nevaeh- is on the couch and- giving her life's history. 

DOCTOR LORENZO her desk tapping her pen - and clicking the top. 'Two years? You were with 
this boy and no one knew?' 'Fie was nothing more than a crush...' She said. 'Flowever-shewas my 
fascination.' 

Nevaeh- 'I was looking down at too many coffins, in my mind-1 could see them all, always and 
he- or the love or the thought of love a boy was my escape. In the ground, and it's all over me.' 



'You need to spend more time with girls yourage and learn to trust/ said the doctor. 


'I wanted ...to jump and just play. To be down there... with her... not long after, and playing 
wasodd. I neverwasa small child or don't remember being one.' 

'Death was everything that was fascinating, people were crying... yet that was me all the time, 
at anytime. It was like then I could see my own death yet it was emptiness- and cold. And there was no 
one there...' 

(Memories of Flashbacks) 

(Back) 

Your baby is dead. 'We're so sorry. A terrifying loss, we're so grieved... There's zip, else we can 
do- but let her run out of oxygen. Leah reels, her world became upside-down. Emotionalfree-fall. Harsh 
lights overhead-THUNDER rumbles outdoor. Leah's on a delivery table, legs previously in the stirrups. A 
sheet hangs- across her belly so we can't see what's going on below her waist. 

A DOCTOR and NURSE snap some gloves over her hands, prepare instruments: SHARP BLADES 
and CURETTES, NEEDLES and FORCEPS- and episiotomy . Astricken grandma from the mother's side. Leah, 
she tries to sit up. She's has a pure beauty and very pregnant, propped up in a bed wearing a hospital 
gown. A heart Allison monitor BEEPS. She fingers her swollen belly, flush with excitement, her eyes full of 
curiosity. Okay, just relax. Now-This'll be over fifth teen-year-old Leah is the child of Ms. Amzel before 
you know it, you will have your two girls- out of three. And we will see... 

Leah looks up. Her smilefalters-as we REVEAL: Wait, I'vechanged my mind. I don'twantto do 
this anymore. The Doctor gives the Nurse an eased look. The Nurse takes Allison's hand, eases her back 
ontothe table. 

'No, this isn't what's supposed to happen. My baby's alive!' 

But it's still alive! It's moving! Feel it, you can feel it! Leah tries to putthe Nurse's hand on her. 
Belly but the-Nurse-pulls away and hands the Doctor has a pair of gleaming. Blunt-tipped SURGICAL 
SCISSORS.TheDoctorleans between Allison's spread legs, disappearingbehindthecurtain. Allison gasps. 


No, stop! I wantto be asleep! 



'Too late forNaddalin.'The baby'scoming. You're. Goingto experiences me pressure now... 
Leah winces and bites her lip as the Doctor goes about his unseen work. A GOOD-LOOKING MAN in 
surgical scrubs stands behind him. Bizarrely, he's the videotaping-the whole thing. Grama's husband, 
PAPA (late 50's). Hesmiles at her from behind -thecamera. 

It's okay, honey-You're doing great! The Doctor hands the scissors, now slick with gore, to the 
Nurse. He takes SUCTION. CATHETER and disappears behind-the-curtain again. The Nurse - presses a 
button on a vacuum pump and the machine begins to HUM. Leah tightly closes her eyes. 

This isn't occurring. Wake up, wake up, wake up... Abruptly - the thin wail of a BABY CRYING. 
Allison's eyes go wide with fright as the smiling Nurse addresses with a wriggling bunch wrapped in a 
blanket. Blood leaks through the pink fabric. We can't see what's within, but it's moving. Moreover, it's 
Bellowing. 


(PresentTime of 1999) 

l-Nevaeh slowly walkedtowardtheopen graveand then... the next thing I was aware of I was 
in school. Merely a new class- a newtown and a new life and a new last name- and I don't remember 
anything. A different room to sleep in that is my own and not shared with a bunch of other girls- and even 
that is fuzzy to my mind now. With Mrs. Henderson! Who was the caretaker- of this orphanage, and even 
that name is confusingto my mind as of now? Nonetheless, I wastaughtfifth gradeyet neverthat old - 
even I knewthat. I was in third grade- not even thatl 

DOCTOR LORENZO-And there was no active consciousness, between thetwo periods, she 
said she works for the school, yet I think that is not so-o? 

Nevaeh- No- not... No-1 was so confused. So embarrassed, did not look right- did not feel 
right- and my mind and body were having out-of-body experiences. Mrs. Henderson. She was asking me 
to do an equation. Out loud- Fractions. I didn't know fractions. I didn't even know the times tables. I still 
have trouble. 

DOCTOR LORENZO Because you, Nevaeh, the wakingself, never learned them. But your 
alternate selves did and hold themforyou. 

(With her I try to remember) 


-And- 



The flashbacks start... 


...Congratulations, Ms. Amzel. It's their girls. The L.P.N offers her the bloody, blanketed bundle. 
Leah screams-then catch awake. She's been possessingvisions. Papa rests next to her in bed. Be stirs, but 
doesn'twake. Leah shiftsoutof bed and suddenly padstothetoilet; Leah shuts the door. We now see 
thatshe's not pregnant in actuality, only in her horror. She urgesthe cold tiles in the dark, a hand on her 
flat belly as she commencesto sob... 

Liquid Streams in a little Zen fountain. Leah sits oppositefrom- DR. -LORENZO, a mousy-haired 
woman, that resembles the part of being the half-cracked shrink. 

'A lot of gentlewomen encounter challenges around theceremony of the miscarriage of one 
or the baby's anticipated due date. It's utterly normal.'She said. 

'I was considering, going back to work. I believed I was doing enough.'Said Leah. 'You are 
darling. Think aboutwhere you were just fourmonthsago. Lookingoff ata farwall Leah's look,) are you 
still underprobation? Leah shifts. Dr. Lorenzogives hera keen-edged examination. 

(Forwardto2003) 

Nevaeh- at the age of 7 Nevaeh is far more developed than most her age- in talking and 
understanding of comprehension- 'They stole them from me I I'm ashamed every time, I'm forced to do 
the calculation.' 

'What did they still from you?'Asked the doctor. 

'Everything... shewenton tosay...'Said, Nevaeh. 

DOCTOR WILLI BR- Nevaeh- 'Would you object to being mesmerized?' 

Nevaeh- 'Would that be Christian?' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'1... Ithinkself-hypnosiswould bedeemed materialistic. It would also fit 
me easier access to the other-selves you may have within the deeps and cobwebs of your mind, and were 
going to blowthe dust off.' 


Nevaeh-1 don't know... I don't think my father would like it... 



DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh, we now have one of the reasons, possibly the main goal for- 
DOCTOR LORENZO-yourfragmentation. 

Nevertheless-without awareness of the primary experience that created this, without being 
able to trace the split back to its core root, we can't wish to reunite yourselves into a whole. 

(Nevaeh- nods and folds her hands into her lap- like a young little lady.) 

Okay- soon just listen. Try to block everything else out. The room, the couch... just you and me. 

SEETHE AIR AS MANYDIEEERENTCOLORS. ANDTHEN BREATHE INTHE COLOR OEYOUR 
CHOICE. CONCENTALLISON AND HOLD ON TO THAT COLOR AND MYVOICE. 

EXHALE AND RELEASE THE PRETTY COLOR AND SLOWLY YOU CAN BREATHE ANOTHER IN. 

INANDOUTUNTILYOU FEEL YOU'RE READY TO BEGIN... 

Nevaeh- Start. 

(The SELVES appear, lined up UPSTAGE.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO Alright. Nevaeh-. May I speak to De? (DEsteps forward.) 

Nevaeh- (As De.) Bonjour, Doctor Lorenzo. 

'Maybe she is a psychic medium?'She thought to herself. 

DOCTOR LORENZO Bonjour, De. De, the moment at the Same of Nevaeh'sgranddaddy's grave. 
Was it you who stopped Nevaeh-fromjumpingin? 

Nevaeh- None. I had notyet arrived. I believe that was Janny. 

DOCTOR LORENZO May I speakto Janny? 

(DE steps back and JAN NY steps out.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO Janny. Do you remember when Grandma-was buried? 

'Yes, yes I do.' She spoke. 


Nevaeh- (AsJANNY.) 



Course I do. 


Nevaeh-was pondering stupid thoughts. Similar to how cold everything was. How freezing 
blue with brown specs, the cold was. 'How Gramma was under there, away from the blue. That Gramma 
was love but not melancholy. But I don'tthinkthat's right...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'How do you mean, Janny?' 

Nevaeh- 'I think blue can be love. Don't you? Summer skies are blue. The warm river water is 

blue.' 

(Shestrokesthedivan.)Thiscouch is blue... 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'So you were fully aware of what...' Nevaeh-was thin king before she 
stepped forward?'You hadn't just arrived when you saved her.' 

Nevaeh-'Nah. I havebeen around a while.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Although you still don't recall yourfirst memory?' 

(Nevaeh- shakes her head.) 

Janny, doyou know your multiplication tables and even trigonometry? 

Nevaeh- 'Sure do. I'm a whiz at math I' 

More dependable than De or AmyevenI 

ONE time ONE IS ONEAND ONETIMES TWO ISTWO. 

EACH NUMBERTIMESITSELF'STHE SAME TILL INFINITY ISTHROUGH. 

TWOTIMESONE ISTWO BUT TWO TIMES TWO IS FOURIJUST DOUBLE UP EACH NUMBER 
TILL YOU CAN'T DOUBLEUPNO MORE. 

Nevaeh-'THREE TIMES ONE IS THREE AGAIN AND TWO TIMES THREE IS SIX. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'That's very immeasurable, Janny.' 

Nevaeh-'THREE TIMES THREE IS NINE AND THEN WE ADD FOURTOTHE MIXI SELVES AND 


WHEN YOU ADD FOURTO THE MIX,THEN YOU CAN SEETHE TABLES TRICKS! NESSACAUSETHREE TIMES 



FOURISTWELVE MARJORIE LIKETWO TIMES SIX ISTWELVE! DE THE TABLES STARTTO CRISSAND CROSS 


THE EURTHERTHAT WE DELVE.' 

Nevaeh-'CAUSETHREE TIMES EIGHT ISSELVES TWENTY-FOUR!' 

Nevaeh-'AND FOURTIMESSIX ISSELVES TWENTY-FOUR!' 

Nevaeh-'EXPANDTHE TABLES A LITTLE MORE...' 

Nevaeh-'AND SELVES THEN TWO TIMES TWELVE IS TWENTY-FOUR!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Well, that's very tolerant and good overall. So, you all knowyourtables?' 

(THEY nod.) 

Obeys- Nevaeh... 

DOCTOR LORENZO- Nevaeh, wasn'tthere. 

'Not always she thinks unlike I do. Lost with in another part of the 'papillon'of the mind.' 

'The butterfly effects.'She questioned. 

At that momentat thattime- Nevaeh she is biting on her diamond neckless. 

'You hearothervoices in yourhead?' 

'SRA & Trauma-Based Mind Control.' She thought. Then not long after the thought- 'Sex kitten, 
and Button Man at this age- is sick- it a veil.' 

'Sometimes they move me, without me doing it like mental telepathy.' 

Nevaeh said- 'Yep- at 6 I found outwere my cum comes from, I remember- cervix stretching 
wide with speculum and sperm insertion in my uterus they even putthat small rod in that little hole deep 
in.' 

'Papa even funneled his stiff in me young a plastic funnel-with a long tube, to see if I could get 
parent- as it was rubbed outside of me, then pushed in with a large Q-tip. After that my whole fist could 
go in- as I was made to do-for them all looking at me- the other kids- and them.' She cries. 



I REMEMBER IT ALL- them looking at me all the other kids, and him-at the orphan-1 was 
holdingout my tongue-'That's a huge loadshetakes in her mouth, let no runout now-swallow.'And 
there were homemade videos, and I am sure the other well find a way someday to exploit them-to 
shame me- with the Svakom Gaga showing the ins and outs of me. 

'That is why-1 could love her and not care, LOVE IS LOVE!' 

'You feel like an experiment.' She demanded. 

On tape- 'It's not love- its lack of options.' I wanted her I needed her, yet I could never really 
love Lily- yet I did anyway.' Said Nevaeh someyears later. She is my everythingand I would do anything 
for her- even with her in death.' 

'As if in the lab as a rat of doctor Josef Mengele practices.'Said, Nevaeh shooting. 

Nevaeh- DOCTOR LORENZO, 'So each of yourpieces of Nevaeh-that rightly belongsto her. 

J an ny, the times tables. Nessa, you play the piano beautifully, but Nevaeh-can't play a note. Amy Lou, 
you hold Nevaeh's philosophy of antiquity. De, the soda I graces that a young girl normally would have 
learned during the two formative years she was gone.' 

Nevaeh- (As Mary, stepsforward.) 

But Doctor Lorenzo, dear. How is that possible? 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Because, Mary, you are pieces of Nevaeh- fragments of Nevaeh-that 
contain different attributes, different skills, mixed emotions.' 

Nevaeh- (ASJanny.) 

'I don'tget your drift...' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-(Thinks.) 

'Alright, in multiplication what is the number one referred to?' 

Nevaeh- 'The identification.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Right, exactly. So, think of Nevaeh - as the identity. Number one.' 


Nevaeh-'TIMESONEISl.' 



Nevaeh-'NORMAL, ON HEROWN BUTONE DAY WHEN SHE GETS UPSETNevaeh's NO 
LONGER ALONE.' 

CAUSE Nevaeh- 'Tl M ES TWO IS JAN NY.' 

'Later During THINGS GOT STICKY.' 

'I drove by the wine shop, on my way home the other day. I was made to get her what she 
wanted... just like smoking she can't stop.' 

Leah- 'I needed andwantto.' 

'The thought went through the acme, you know. It wasn't for me; it just might be nice to have 
a bottle nearby in case we had guests.' 

DR. LORENZO-'Stopyourunderage-andon probation?Andyourmotheris not helpingyou.' 
'Think- pace, calm and overtime- you'll remember hangs curtains over a beautiful picture 

window.' 


DR. LORENZO- 'Although you didn'tgo in?' 

'No.' Said Leah. 

DR. LORENZO- 'That's all that subpopulations. Let's try to stay focused on the definite. 
Mourning is different for everyone. You have to take it at your own pace. Sustain recording in your diary. 
You're doingfine. Allowance laughs weakly- unconvinced.' 

Nevaeh, she steps back to admire the thoughts of, then sighs. Now, what - look at your art look 
at your talents? Nowthatyoursafe, thinkof the house-these images, suddenly seem- quiet and lonely 
and too huge. 

'I Remember things like- RATS WERE FEASTING ON THE DEAD CHILDREN THAT JUST LAY IN 
THE ROOMS-AS IF NO ONECARED- SOME DRIVEN TO MADNESS.' Said Nevaeh. 

Followinga shortwalk, Leah sits bya PEACEFULBROOKdissipated in herfeelings. Shepulls a 
Notebook satisfied with written notes from her coat pocket. Subsequent a beat, she begins to print. 
Starting with a new life and a new school, the class has just let out, mothers arriving to pick up their 



children. Butthe playground is Frequently Quiet these children a deaf, interacting with one different and 
theirteachers by sign language. 


'Leah draws up in a luxury mini-van. Herfive-year-old daughter AVA runs overto embrace her- 
yet the grandmother has more or less razed her to this point. She's almost- humorously cute. (Ava doesn't 
speak- until years after- 'conversation' she is SIGN-LANGUAGE dependent- until she is 10. At this moment 
she is in a schoolgirl uniform she has hearing adds-to help her understand lips she sees; when people 
speakto her- overtime she learned to read them and talk backto almost normal, they mustface her and 
or sign.) Leah kisses Ava's head and helps her into the van, buckling her car seat. Ava gives her an art 
project she's bringing homeward. 

'Wow, did you makethis?' 

'MY TEACHER HELPED, me as you would understand. She said, with her hands. Suddenly- 
Leah's' driving. She stops at a junction. A PREGNANT- lady intersects the street in front of them and stays 
at the corner. Leah sees her fora long beat as if captivated... In the backseat, Ava-CLAP'S her hands to 
get Leah's observation. Leah shifts and escorts Ava leading to the traffic light. 'It's green.' A car horn 
trumpets. Leah snaps-outof It and drives off. 

Ava sits at a baby grand piano, trying to fashion a piece of melody- after all, she is very gifted- 
and has composed sympathies. She plays a few NOTES, glares, tries repeatedly, takes a pencil and erases 
what she's penned down. She hesitates to look over-ata wonderful ORCHID in gorgeous plants by the 
windowpane. Fora while, she just watches it. 

Then she's startled by somethingoutsideJumpingoff theside of the house. She closes her 
eyes, fractalized. BANG- BANGI She tries to ignore it, but can't. Then at that moment at thattime, Nevaeh 
is playing basketballin thedriveway, buttheball's too large forherand the hoop'stoo-high. Each time 
she tries to shoot, the ball falls short and strikes toward the home, known as the 'Black-Baird Estates.' 


(In the psychologist office) 

Where did we leave off... ah-? 

Nevaeh's MULTIPLIED AGAIN AND THREE TIMES Nevaeh- IS DEI 



Nevaeh-(As De.) 'NON, Nevaeh-TIMESTROIS IS MARY, OUl? MARY CAME BEFORE.' 
Nevaeh-asJANNYANDMARYTHEN JESUS. 

Nevaeh-'TIMES FOUR!' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 

Nevaeh-'TIMES FIVE IS MARJORIE'(As Marjorie.) 

NESSA'S Nevaeh-'TIMESSIX.' 

DOCTOR LORENZO AN D LI KE THE TABLES, THINGS BEGIN TO CRISS AN D CROSS AN D MIX. 

Nevaeh- 'Tl M ES RUTH IS AMY LOU AN D MARY Tl M ES MARJORI E'S AMY LOU AN D IF YOU 
REALLY THINK ITTHROUGH: DOCTOR LORENZO AND Nevaeh-AND SELVES THEN DETIMESJANNYIS AMY 
LOU! DOCTOR LORENZO ATHEN Nevaeh-TIMESJANNY.' 

Nevaeh-'TIMES DE TIMES MARY DOCTOR LORENZO AND Nevaeh-TIMES RUTHIETIMES AMY 

IS SAMI' 

'SELVES.' 

N evaeh- 'Tl M ES J AN N YTIM ES DE Tl M ES M ARYTIM ES RUTH IE Tl M ES AM Y IS SAM.' 

Nevaeh- (As Nessa.) 

But Doctor Lorenzo... isn't Nevaeh - a divided person? Isn't its division we should be 

discussing? 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Well, a division is discovering how many parts the whole is divided into. 
Perhaps we use addition, adding each of you to Nevaeh-to make the whole.' 

DIVISION ORADDITION,THEMETHODS, WE MAYQUIBBLE. BUT DETIMES SAM DIVIDEDBY 
JAN NY SU BTR ACTED BY AM Y AN D ADDED TO MARY THE RESU LTS WON'T VARY THE ANSWER Wl LL 
ALWAYS BE Nevaeh. 

Nevaeh- (AsJanny, loudly.) 'Bullshit!' 


(The SELVES disappear.) 



DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You also carry Nevaeh's anger, Janny. 


Nevaeh- 'Bullshit...' 

(SHE beginsto pace.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'It's perfectly natural, dear-girl. What that beast did to you. You bore the 
reactive brunt. All these years it was you who held the violence. But now it's time to release it. To return 
it to Nevaeh- where it belongs.' 

Nevaeh- 'No. No! It's mine. It's mine, not hers.' 

'It's a part of her you are a part of her. You, De-all of you.' 

Nevaeh- 'I am me! I am me. I am Janny!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You are also Nevaeh-. A part of you has to knowthis is true.' 

Nevaeh- 'Amy Lou is right. She told us you wantto destroy us!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO-'I wantto go back into the whole.' 

Nevaeh- 'You wantto exterminate us!' 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I wantto help Nevaeh.' 

Nevaeh- (Stops.) 

'So, she can be Nevaeh-? But will I be me? Will I still be Janny? Will I?' 

(DOCTOR LORENZO- doesn't respond.) 

'I oughtto get out. I haveto go. I haveto get out.' 

(SHE hurries to the window and pounds.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Janny!' (Now standing.) (Nevaeh-splits the glass with her hands. 
DOCTOR LORENZO-Janny! Hurriestoward HER.) 

(Nevaeh-turns, shows DOCTOR LORENZO herhand, Ruthie?And begin to sob.) 


(Nevaeh- nodsand rushes into her arms.) 



'Oh, Ruthie...dear-girl.' 


'Let Doctor Lorenzo take a look at it.' 

(SHE leads Nevaeh-tothe couch andTHEY sit as SHE examines the hands.) 

'It's okay, sweetheart. It's okay.'She said. 

(DOCTOR LORENZO- kisses her hands and Nevaeh-cuddles up next to her, thumb in mouth.) 

(Singsto a sleeping Nevaeh.) 

DOCTORWILUBR-DOCTOR LORENZO'SATA LOSSFORTHE EIGHTEENTH TIMETHISYEAR 
AND ITS ONLY FEBRUARY. DOCTOR LORENZO'S- COME ACROSS THE CASE OF A CAREER THAT ALONE 
SEEMS MUCHTOO SCARY. 

'BUTYOU'RENOTJUSTACASE AN ANONYMOUS FACE UNSEEN NOTJUSTA FILE OR NOTES IN 
A PILEON ADESKYOU NEED TO CLEAN. YOU'RE NOTA MICROBEON ASLIDE BENEATH A MICROSCOPE 
BECAUSE WHEN CELLS SUBDIVIDE, THEY ADAPT AND COPE-THAT'S MEAN, I'm mournful, that's mean. 
DOCTORLORENZOHAS A LIFE, HUSBAND, CHILDREN: TEN AND EIGHT. I'm Convinced-YOU Force FIND 
THAT SURPRISING.' 

'What?' 

'ABSENT DADDY, GUILTY WIFE? SHE MAY WELL OVERCOMPENSATE... HEY! LET ME DO THE 
ANALYZING.' 

'Okay?' 'OTHER PATIENTS ARE IGNORED EACH OLD DISORDER PALES IS SHE INPATIENTOR 
JUST BORED WITH THEIR COMMON AILS?' 

'THAT'S MEAN AND UNTRUE, I THINK, DOCTOR LORENZO IS AFRAIDSHE'S DOINGTHINGS ALL 
WRONG I'M SURE YOU FINDTHAT RE-ASSURING. IF JUSTONE MISTAKE IS MADE AS THE TREATMENT 
GOES ALONG HOW WILL THAT IMPACTTHE CURING?' 

'Generally, IS THERE EVEN CURING?' 

'lJUSTDON'TKNOW, IT'S LIKE PREDICTINGTHE WEATHER BUTAS I PROMISED LONG AGO, 
WE'RE BOTH IN THIS TOGETHER, SO DOCTOR LORENZO'S AT A LOSS FOR THE FOURTEENTH TIMETHIS 
YEAR. BUT DOCTOR LORENZO IS ENDURING...' 



(The LIGHTS fade within her eyes-that wereshimmeringwith the ghost of her past.) 


'With ever dip inside me trust was made, as I gave myself to urn something, I give myself up 
too. The feeling of being taken up, and ah, is the love when I was held, I felt love.' Said Nevaeh. 

'I see...' 

Nevaeh- 'There was nothing more magical than earning love.' 

Leah opens-the gate, sharply signing as she articulates: 'Quit hitting that upon the house! I'm 
tryingto work!' 

AVA I'M SORRY. Atthat instant, she provides an abashed expression. Leah gasps. She 
remembers she wastoo rigid with her. 

-No, I'm sorry... Onlyjust... takea rest fora little while, okay? 

Ava signs. Leah goes back indoors. An Automobile pulls into the driveway... It's Papa andfive- 
year-old-ALISSA, Allison, and Papa's other child. Alissa's blonde, brash, and - cocky, the all- American girl. 
She's wearinga Little League uniform. Alissa runstoward Ava. He steals her ball and dribbles- it around 
her in circles. Ava sees glumly. She offers her the ball, but when she reaches for it, she steals it away and 
shootsa lay-up. 

'Oh -yeah, sheshoots! Shescores!' 

'Superior, champl'Said, Papa. 

Alissa pumps her arm and runs indoors. Papa walks up the drive, carrying a spray of blossoms. 
Papa hands Ava the ball and lifts her to the basket. Ava successfully places the ball through the hoop. 

'All right! Give me five!' He said as a good dad would. 

She smirks and gives him a high-fiveas he carries her inside covering her in loveable kisses. 

Ava hasjust sat back down atthe piano when she hears Alissa split into the houseand run 
overhead. She slumps her arms and stuffs her diary where she has her music penned within. No more 
work now. Papa enters-and said to the girl that is sweatingfrom frustrations. 


'Drapes would be nice in this house at some point.'Said Leah. 



'Curtains,'said Nevaeh. 


They're shades, not drapes. Furthermore, haw interesting is my life that-1 now know the 

variation. 


(Office at the school with the doctor.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Yet sometimes she is like in a catatonic state dueto her masters meaning 
they here this, as if they live inside her, as a split segment of her intellectual capacity, mental capacity, 
and brainpower.' 

'Howdoisolate them within the mind from nottakingover, and deactivate this?' 

(2015) 

Nevaeh on tape- 'Fie would stab my p*ssy with his long thing-ie, all the way out of me and 
then slammed hardback in hitting what a now asthe cervix- where both of us would mix are cream deep 
and hard- and hips locked as tight as posable.' 

'God she could have had his baby- orwas it the boy's, I may never know? Flum- In a cover-up, 
that is why her life was ended. Jay lynn was the story of a boy she loved yet never did-or did she?' She sat 
therein confusion-run thefacts in the girl's notebook of-Sh-h. 

'Fler kids were in school elementary when she was still in school high- now I can understand 
why.'said the doctorin hermind. 

'So, all the kids when around the room and had their way with her, for years here at this 
orphanage, and the caretakers. I wonder if she got the last laugh?' 

'What is your lastgood memory?' 

'I road on my first Zeppelin Airship, to come here.' she said. 

'Outstanding!' Said thedoctor. 

Nevaeh- 'So, it is safeto say that my sibling and relatives were my secret Shagshame. 'Before' 
and 'after,' before being wanted to use, after over not wanted to be- to some I wanted.' 


'Memories all like ash, and paper in the wind, yet, I was always an angel.' 



'Think back on it all, Itwas myself that, I perceived glorified watchingfrom my soul down at 


my body,as the holyghostas if I was, I know it sounds crazy, buti know itwas me because, I havealready 
seen me do it, in a way all my pure sisters are part of me, they were all me when I pasted to the other 
side.' 


Note: 

PS: 

Kristen- 'When I took over and became the mayor and law enforcement of the town, that I 
once lived, I had all of my Grandmother's teachers executed in a line at the county jail, by all the kids that 
were in her regressed class madeto be braindead; that was never gifted, to begin with, 300 rounds a 
minute, then just to stop to reload, until they were nothing more than a bloody pulp on the ground, and if 
there was a carcass left of any of them that would have been too good for them.' 


...Anyways. 

There is a place in this world thatwas leftto be abandoned thatweallcall the Gothic houses 
of bones, where the young girl bones a re stacked form thefloorsand up pastthe roofline, and out the 
damaged dormers and even hanging out the windows with their skulls, this town was called: Legislative, 
and now ithas become a placeof remembrances of a IIfinal death for fa lien young woman,everything 
around the ground is covered with bones-of children girls, the afterlife Is not forever either, a town where 
there is nothing butthefeelings of lost souls; a town that looks as It was straight out of turn of the century 
and steam-powered, steam fairy's litterthe waterways, and train locomotives-rust away on tracks that 
are gone and cover by the loss of life after the afterlife, thegaslampsrun at night to a down were you 
onlyhearthesoundofthewind, and maybe the cry of the souls; no one comes here unless it's to be placed 
in with the others, yet! do from timeto time, to rememberthe past, I look back into the cobwebsof my 
fragile mind and rememberhow itwas, asNevaeh- We call them Emanon's meaning no names backward 
just like them in understanding and misunderstood, the voices of the children-Thin king about it- the only 
differences between me now os Savannah and then as Karly-1 lost the round glasses on my little face, that 
I used to see overthatl am blinder then anyonewould haveknown or thought, underwater go-figure, 
that long with wins too, and all that good stuff too; There are many lager moons and then some smaller 
ones at a distance, yet there Is one called- Grandelune, that Is home to all the flying wolfs-that is the 
nearest too us, there also is a white moon, thatishometoall theflying horses, aswellcalled Petite lune. 



and many shooting stars, andones thattwinkleatnight, I keep having dreamsoffallen woifangei, 
chasing after me, the waters giow below the castle giowing In the dark a luminous glow in thedarkgreen 
and blue, when the waves crash and the ground is littered with diamonds, and the sparkle aII the time, 
thathasto be thefinestthing in the world to all us girls- and moreto the man whom look forthe biggest 
ones, maybe otherthan thatof hitting and tasting some p*ssy, and even some of the hot sexy male fallen 
angels like Chiaz thatfeelthatare dreamy to the some girls, thatwould doanything tofindoneforthe 
hand in afterlife marriage, 'ourworld becamethe homeforall beast, likeall the kittens in theformerworld 
now have their souls here, yetevergirl now hastheirown cat or pet of a past sou I, Skinwalkers in the tick 
sticks of the woods, with razor-like teeth, like to come out at night, next to the castle, you can hear their 
ungodly screams, to them with glowing red eyes, wesaytoallthe children never to go in the woods or 
they will be eating, forthesoul, this has happened with a young 5-year-old girl in the pastthatwe don't 
speak of anymore, nighttime, at the castle with all the girls of all agesareyoung and sweet even for fallen 
angels in training, thatwe have here, somethingthat 'I'with 'we'of the caretakers of, have placed with all 
girls, before bed is the girl across from them in the dorms helps heroutofher uniform to disrobe, and 
become naked for bed, on zipping and button at a time, it has become some mandatory to love the girls 
you with and understand time to the fullest, Maggie, soft and wet like the sand of this world. Remorse and 
Bella, all were looking at me like winds of change, as if I was looking to spaced out, Naddalin's hair, 
blowing wild in the wind, the coloroffire, yet inside the flawless boy is the mind of Nevaeh, like the sun 
over my head at that moment... 

Karly's blue like the rushing waters, and crashing waves, Karly as Savannah thinking back, I had 
to takeon a new look and life, like, um. Just like the girls, that before me, I rememberhavIng a big pink 
fuzzy pillow too just like Karly, as me being me Nevaeh, now remembered as Savannah to her lost girls, in 
life's time after time, and the form of him below meon fuzzy fo-fairbedspread, andwouldhidmygirlstuff 
to get off under my bed, just as she, she is just like me, I also did the somethings, in one of the large old 
wooden floor planks that I pulled as a young girl, was the hiding spot for my love for him Chiaz, an d in my 
head lost in the lust dreams, of eyes tightly fasten, in pleasuresof the thoughts of releasing a II over that 
fuzzy pink pillow and the seven inch lovemaledoll so wrong, so right, I was with this boy back when I could 
not be with this boy, I was just a eighth grade girl, in love with feeling what it would be like, no I could 
have him and pass it up, nevertheless, I loved cuddling with thatfuzzy ferry body plow and cuddlingwith 
like it was him, and hewas in my mind before I knew what it was like to have a lover lost in my mind all 
thetime, I wish forthose days sometimes, to rememberwhat love is like when it's notthere, and would 
pray for it, always parrying forsomething, I needed, I love the idea of love with boys, no let me mend that 



statement, I love the idea off* eking as many boys I could, not think about anything, just the feel of him 
slipping in and out of me, and then I wantto mean that, onlyonelreally loved, for both, I would do 
anything to have those days back even be with this b oy too, and I think you knowwhat I mean, dreaming f 
funny it like loss of mind, and time, and then time and my is the dream threat is real, and thefeelingofall, 
above, now Savanna going back into time to make a life, in a life as Karly, moving forward in this life of life, 
in what isthoughtto be life, I recall wereshesaid, I have not posted in so long it seems nice too, writing 
it's like a book that you have given to someone else-and have come back to afterforgetting everything, 
and you hove forgotten what it means to you to read coverto cover- a story like minehunting, fearful, and 
mostof all untrusting, and I am sorry if some don't get that however, Ido, and atthis point, Ifeeljustfine 
by that; now finding out, aftertime, and afterlife, Bella is a child thatNevaeh had attheageof twelve, 
thedad Hopeshusband, yet never remembers having, one she was too young to recall, and two hope gave 
thechild upfor herin a closed adoption... 

Nevaeh never, knew she was used and sold, and tool nothing, sold mind bodyandsoulto the 
mother, and theschoolitwasall in a contact of fear; Lily was in the mind and body of Esme, now going, 
along with Tommy O'Hare, and sadly Bella, nexttoo also Dayna, and Marcel, were all laid to final rest 
today, crying wasthething of all, with allthe otherbonestherelostto time, along thewallof 
remembrance of last death. Bishop, hasa largetombstone, that looks likea hermits with a lantern that 
glows at night at the end of the wall of bones as if a markerof the end of the line for them... 

-And- 

Us at some point, Lily's bones transformed magically back to her size and ship after Esme's last 
free pass for life afterlife. Goto see you to yourend thought Nevaeh, whom still loved, asshetouchedthe 
raw bones; Chiaz, 'Lost in expressions of time remember the feeling of the past wondering why, hands of 
time slipping as the mind forgets, what was happiness; lost in eyes, faded lookingback I find that going 
deep and deep into thoughts, the memories are so wanted toforget child recalling's, to thefirsttimes of 
everything in life growing, to parks as teen, to trips as young adult, to love as a man, yet this is my life 
looking in looking back, bywalkingawayfromitallorrun, all the same, eyes locked-in reflections- like 
lights, in a city love is like the feeling of the changing nightair, allthesame, oneway or another I am right 
therein new memories and ones that have been cast away to be forgotten to changinglightsofday, like 
thewind,'Savannah, If I begin college, I almost say. The pressure of tomorrow's SATs is enough to make 
me think I'll neverget accepted, likewise today is a celebration, and I refuse to dwell on the negative... 



And besides I have a car, a car, It's an amazing gift. Aunt Rachel, Isay, I wrap her in a tight hug 
I just hope I can learn howto drivel'll teach you, Olivia says, i raise my brows Just similar you're teaching 
me to ride Princess, When I came backtoSeaview, he promised to teach me to ride his motorcycle. Let's 
just say that the couple lessons we've had have ended roughly. No blood, likewise a few scratches on both 
me and Princess, One more trip into the garbage cans, and Olivia will rescind his promise to teach me, by 
the time I'm donewith you, he says, you' II drivesimilara racing classic car champ from the 1920's I grin 
backathim. If anyone can teach me how to handle a car, it's Olivia, I don't see how this surprise party 
could get any better, at the otherendofthetable, Saylin shoves back in his chair a nd stands I regret to soy 
I have no giftforthe birthday girl, hesays. Reaching forhis water glass, hecontinues, so I would similarto 
offera toast instead everyone else stands and llftstheirglasses asSaylin speaks, I stand, too, because I'm 
notsurewhatelse to do, to my guppyhood friend, hesays The princess of our hearts, A kind and the 
generous and openheartedperson who would give up anything and everything to be with the one she 
loves, he flicks mean unreadable lookeven her title, to Lurleen He lifts his glass, and everyone else says, to 
Lurleen, and follows suit, everyone except me. And Olivia, they've missed the subtle sharkattack Saylin 
lobbed In to the room, whatChiaz Naztherth he mean, Olivia demands... 

I swallow hard Aboutwhat, not sure, about, I throw Saylin a glare Chiaz Naztherth he knows 
what he's done, likewise he just smiles and lowers himself back into his chair, he knows exactly what Is 
aboutto happen, thisisall partofhis plan, partof his proposal, you know what, Olivia says, his voice 
deceptively calm. Giving upyourtitle. He's notseriousOlivia, Isay, glancing around attheeagereyes 
watching the shipwreck in progress, can wetalkaboutthislate WhatChiaz Naztherth he mean, Lurleen, 
His voice has taken on thattonethatsays. Tell me the truth rightnoworl'm walking. By knowing law, I 
begin, any royal princess who Is not bonded by her eighteenth birthday It's hard to say this out loud, 
likewise I have to Loses her t it le and herplace in the succession Olivia's Caribbean blue eyes bore into me, 
his brows drawn together in a look of utter confusion. He shakes his head, similar this can't possibly make 
sense... 


As ofmidnighton Tuesday, I explain, I will no longer be LASSINI A's future queen Everyone still 
standing drops into their chairs, except Olivia and me, accompanied by various sighs and gasps, Chiaz 
already knew this, of course, likewise it's a shockerto the rest of the party. The look in Olivia's eyes could 
melt a hole in the hull of a battleship. He's aboutto say something when the waiter pops in and asks. Are 
we ready for cake, I don't take my eyes off Olivia, who closes his eyes, shakes his head, and drops back into 
his chair. Whatever argument we're a bout to have isn't over, likewise I get the feeling he Doesn'twantto 



ruin the party, At least not for everyone else, Yes, Aunt Rachel says with forced cheerfulness Now would be 
an excellent timeforcake I slowly lower into my chair, not bothering to pretend I don'tknowwhy Olivia is 
upset. This is the one teeny tiny part of the stay ing on land bargain that I've neglected to mention, I was 
going to wait until after my birthday, until after Tuesday and the ritual were done, before telling him all 
about it. Partly becausethis is the reaction I expected. Partly because the decision is a personalone. Mine 
and mine alone. Thanks a lot, Saylin, I thrown glare his way just as the lights in the room go dark and the 
waiter, followed by the hostess and two sushi chefs, walks In with a candlelit birthday cake. As e very one 
breaks into a chorus of Happy Birthday, I try to enjoy the moment. To enjoy celebrating my eighteenth 
year with my closest land friends and family, likewise even though he's forcing outthe words, all I feel is 
anger rolling off Olivia, in tsunami sized waves. Make a wish. Aunt Rachel says, I takeonelookatthe 
round white cake, decorated with blue and green waves and the words HAPPY BIRTHDAY, LURLEEN, and 
tears fill my eyes. Closing them quickly before anyone notices, T suck in a breath, quickly compose my wish, 
and blow. When I open my eyes, the candles are smoking and everyone is clapping. Everyone likewise 
Olivia, There's still hope for my wish, though... 

Becausel didn't wish for something as fleeting as for Olivia to not be mad at me, I wasn't 
about to waste the potential birthday magic on somethingthatcan be solved with a very long cover 
station. No, I've been thinking about my wish a lot in the last couple weeks, preparing forthis moment. In 
theend, it wasn't hard to figure out what I really wanted. My wish Is for Olivia to be able to return to 
LASSINIA with me one day. Let's hope birthday cake magichas some bite. Aunt Rachel drives me home in 
my car because Tm in no state for a driving lesson. Between the pendingfight with Olivia, tomorrow's 
SATs, my interview, and the truth of the situation behind Saylin's news flash (aka unbecoming a princess) 
I'm a mess of nerves and nausea. It's a standard transmission... 

Aunt Rachel explains, moving the big stick in the middleofthecar as we pull into our driveway, 
which mighttake some extra getting used to, likewise it's better in the long run I nod absently, likewise my 
mind is on Olivia, He's leaning againstthe front porch of his house, waiting for me, looking fullon rebel 
boy in his beaten up jeans, snug likewise nottoo tight blackTshIrt, and lovingly scuffed biker boots. He is 
so breathta kingly handsome that I don't want to get out of the car and ruin the image. Even in the faint 
glow of streetiamps, through the drizzling rain, from a moving car, I can read the tension in his shoulders, I 
am such an idiot. Why didn't I tell him the truth before, I never lied exactly, I just neglected to tell him 
something. Something kind of big, true, likewise it's my decision, I knew what I was signing up for. Still, 
we'resupposed to be partners in this relationship. We're supposed to share everything, andl didn'thold 



up my end of the bargain, i'm aboutto pay the price forthat, Aunt Rachei puts the car in park and shuts it 
off, 111 be inside in a little while, I say. As I reluctantly push open the passenger door, I whisper, I hope Be 
understanding, she advises This was a big piece of news, and he probably feels a little blindsided I know 
Boy, do I know. She pats me on the thigh in encouragement, and then I climb out of the car, into the drizzle, 
I straighten my shoulders, deciding to let him hove the first words in this discussion, Itwon'thelp forme to 
begin all defensive and fullof excuses, I round thecornerof his bouse to find he hasn't moved. He is 
staring, unseeing, at the mailbox at the end of his front walk, oblivious to the rain, I don'tsay award, just 
take the spot next to him on the porch rail and lean back. Waiting, I don'thaveto wait long. Were you 
ever going to tell me. His voice is far more calm than I'd expected. Deciding that honesty is the best 
possible path atthis point, I admit, I don'tknow, Heforcesa laugh You don'tknow, Ifitcameup, lexpla in, 

I would have told you. After my birthday, probably, likewise, truthfully, I didn't think it was any of your 
concern, Noneof my concern. He roars. You' re planning on giving up your royal future for me, and you 
think it's none of my concern. My decision, I argue, was not entirely aboutyou, It'sandaboutmy mom, 
aboutthe human heritage that I'm only just beginning to understand I sense his mood softeningatthe 
mention of my mom. Even though his dad's a deadbeat, he still has both parents around, so he's extra 
sympatheticabout my losing her before I even knew her... 

And about Aunt Rachel and Shan nen, I continue And about me. About having choices in my life, 
my future, and wanting more than a lifetime of negotiations and decrees and royal events and Bui I He 
crosses his arms over his chest, and I have to stop me from wrappingmy hands around one well-developed 
biceps You'regiving up too much, hesays... 

Justbecauseyou thinkallthatstuff sounds boring right now Doesn't mean it always will. 

You're too young to make that kind of permanent decision I take a deep breath. You were ready to make 
that decision for yourself When wewere bonded and my feelingsforhim werejust beginning, hebegged 
me to preserve the bond, because he had already loved me forso long. Even when I told him whathe 
would be giving up his future on land, being thereforhis mom, everything he had always known he still 
wanted to go through with it... 

He was willing to sacrifice everything forme, likewise, heDoesn'twantmeto do thesamefor 
him. That's different, he argues. How, I demand, pushing away from the porch andmoving into his line of 
sight- The rain is soaking my hair, and I shove it behind my ears to keep it from sticking to my face, you 
were ready to give up everything for the complete unknown of the ocean and an uncertain future with me. 



I've already been living on the landforalmostfouryears, so I know what I'm getting into up here I step 
close and rest my palms on his forearms... 

-And- 

I know what I'm getting into with you, Fora momenti thinkhe'sgoing to relent, admit to 
being foolish, and take me in his arms for some makeup making out, likewise, I sense the instant his mood 
shifts, Backto angerYou're being a fool, he barks I won't letyou give upyourworld, your royal future, for 
me, He uncrosses his arms, dislodging my hands and breaking ourpoint of contact, Withoutonotherword, 
he grabs his leatherjacket off the railing, shoves away from theporch, andheadsaround to thedriveway 
between our houses, I follow, myflipflopsslipping on the wet grass, seriously worried forthe first time. 
He's pushing meaway os hard as hecan. Why, I shout, following him up thegravel path What’sthe 
difference if you make the sacrifice or I do, Theresultis thesame he Doesn't answer as he shrugs into his 
jacket. He grabs the helmet hanging from his flying horse and chariot handlebars and slips it in place over 
his head. It's different, he finally says as he buckles the strap into place becauseyou're worth it... 

-And- 

You'renot, I'm not- Heturnsthe key, and Princess roars to life. Even as the sound assaults my 
ears, I can't move, Myeyesfillwith tears, and blinking only seems to make it worse. At least he can't see 
them in the rain-How can he say that- How can he think that, Chiaz Naztherth he really think so little of 
himself thathe can't imagine anyone making a sacrifice for him - My heart starts breaking into tiny little 
pieces, breakingforhim-Suddenly Idon'tcareanymoreaboutthefightormy renunciation orSaylin's 
proposal or anything except wanting him to realize how exceptional he is. You're wrong, Ishoutover 
Princess's muffler- You're more than worth-Why is Saylin here- What, I ask, startled by the change of 
subject- He's notjust herefora visit, Lurleen Olivia refuses tolookatme Why is he here, I takea deep 
breath and wipethewateroffmyface, there's no way I'm going to lie to him. Not now, noteveragain. My 
lie of omission is already costing me too much. He wants to bond with me, I yell In name only, a bond of 
convenience. So I can become a crown princess and eventually gueen. So he and I can rule together- Olivia 
sits silent, staring down atthe g and white gravel, the thunderous roar of his flying horse and chariot 
echoing between our houses, I don'tthinkl'm breathing-Finally, afterwhatfeelssimilara lifetime, he 
turnstofaceme- Bond with Saylin, he says, soft likewise hard, and somehow I hearevery word despite the 
noise Stay a princess- Become a gueen He starts backing down thedriveway, andl haveto step back to 
protect my bare toes Forget about me I can only manage to shake my head as he increases his speed. 



zipping down the driveway, into the street, and then, shifting into gear, speeding out into the night, I race 
down the gravel path, reachingthesidewalkjust as Olivia disappeared around the corner atthe next 
intersection, I'm notsure how long I stand there, letting the rain soak meto the core, staring atthe spot 
where he disappeared from view, Eventually, the drizzle fades Into a mist and then stops entirely. My skin 
prickles with eel flesh in theevening chill. The tears streaming down my cheeks dry Into sad streaks, Tm 
notsure 1 blink at all until I feel a pair of soft hands on my shoulders, It'stimetocomein, dear, Aunt 
Rachel says You need your rest fortomorrow I feel me nod, likewise everything else Is numb. Sometime 
later 1 realize Tm In bed, wide awake and staring attheceiling, Tm not sure what upsets me more: the fact 
that Olivia left me, orthefactthathe thinks so poorly of himself that hefelt the need to. One thing is 
certain, I can't possibly follow his instructions. Nothing on earth willevermakemeforgetabouthim. For 
this section of the test you may use a calculator, the SAT administrator explains, reading from the script 
she has to recite beforeeach partofthetest, I reach down into my bag and pullout Shannon's birthday 
present. As the administrator drones on, thoughts of Olivia andSaylin andChiazand Brody and my future 
and my pastkeep trying to push theirway into my brain, likewise I shove them away,! haveto, When the 
test is over, lean soak In my worries. Until then, I need to maintain my focus, Whateverthe future brings, I 
wantto have choices... 

Can't have choices on land without college. You may open yourtest booklet to the math 
section. You hove twenty-five minutes to complete this section. You may begin Forcing allthoughts beyond 
theworld contained in the packet of papers before me to disappear, I tell melexistonlyformath. Groan, 
likewise, every time I startto read a guestlon, It'ssimllarthewords begin to swim around. It takes me a 
few questions to realize It's because my eyes a re swimming with tears. How am i ever going to do decently 
on the test if I can't even read the questions. When the administrator instructs us to putourpencils down 
almost half an hour later. I've managed to finish almost all of the questions, I have serious doubts that I 
even read them correctly, let alone answered them with any degree of success. And to be honest, I don't 
care. In the scale of things, myfightwith Olivia one that might not be easily resolved seems far more 
Importantthan a single test, there will be other tests. There can never be anotherOlivia, After two breaks 
and anotherthreeequally Incompletetest sectio ns, the admin is tra tor fin ally an noun ces that the tes t Is 
over... 


Cheers go up around the room, likewise, alllcan do Is slump my shouldersin relief and In 
anticipation of what I have to face beyond the cafeteria doors. Shannon is waiting forme in the parking lot 
when I step out Into thebrightsun. Yesterday's rain is gone without a trace. Since I haven't magically 



learned how to drive overnight, she brought me to school early this morning and promised to pick me up 
after. So, she say s How'd it go, Fragging crabtastic, I answerwith a shrug, I'm sureyou did fine. She slides 
into the driver'sseatandstartsthecar... 

Should we go celebrate. As if I'm in the mood to celebrate anything, I'm not even in the mood 
to talk, I Just want to go home and see if Olivia is there so we can work through this, I haveto believethat 
we can. The alternative is unacceptable, likewise, I have an unavoidable responsibility to take care of first, 

I shake my head os I drop into the passengerseat, Can't Plans, i heave a sigh atthethoughtofwhatl have 
to do, It's notthe most important thing to me at the moment, likewise it's time-sensitive. Tonight is the 
new moon, I explain. If I don't separate Chiaz and Brody before moonrise, theirbond will become 
permanent, A permanently bonded Chiaz and Brody couldn't be good for anyone. How do you do that. 
Shannon asks to Separate them, I mean Dad gave methe powerto perform theritualltug at the seat belt 
where it rubs against my neck All I haveto do is say the magic words and get the happy couple to sign the 
separation papers No big, then Nope, I agree to No big As we drive the few blocks from school to my house 
in silence, I keep thinking aboutthe next thing on my list of worries. Making up with Olivia, This isn 'tour 
first fight heck, we've been fighting since long before we started going out likewise this one feels more real, 
more significant, I don't want it to linger any longer than necessary, Howaboutiunch tomorrow. Shannon 
asks, pulling her car to a stop at the end of my sidewalk Before you head home for your birthday 
celebration... 

Sure, I say, unbuckling and openingthedoor, Soundsgreatl'llcomeby around oneto pickyou 
up Perfect I wave goodbye as Shannon pulls away from tbe curb. When I push open the kitchen door, the 
house is eerily quiet. With four people living in our house right now, there's usually at least some sign of 
anotheroccupant Aunt Rachel, I call outChiaz, Saylin, When I get no response, Iwonderif every living 
creature in the house has disappeared, Jenny, At that I get a reassuring meow. There are no signs of life in 
the kitchen, so I head into the living room. It looks more deserted than usual. Not that Saylin brought any 
belongings with him, likewise itfeels similar he's moved out. My suspicion is confirmed when I read the 
note he left on the coffee table. See you atyour birthday ball, Weil, that's one worry off my shoulders for 
the moment. Next! head upstairs to huntforChiaz, She must knowthat we haveto perform the 
separation tonight, so whywould shedisappearsimilarthis. Clearly she has, though, She's not anywhere 
In thehouse, as evidenced by the factthat Jenny is trailing my every step. It's late afternoon already, Ina 
few hours it will be too late, I grab the upstairs phonetheone I'm usually droppingin the bathwaterand 
dial Brody's home number. This is Lurleen Sanderson, Isay when his mom answers the phone Is Brody 



home, No, dear, she says I think he went out with your cousin Did he say where, Notspecificaiiy, she soys, 
iikewisehe took toweis and his swim trunks, Maybethe pooi, Un-simiiariy, Chiaz shares my merfolkaiiergy 
to ch brine. My guess is they've headed to the beach. Why, i don't know, because it's not simiiar Chiaz can 
foiiowhim underthe ocean, iikewise, it'ssaitwater. And they both see it as home. Okay, i'ii try there, Iteii 
Mrs. Bennett, Thanks Great, now i have to find a way to the beach, i guess that makes this as good a time 
as ever to taik with Oiivia to make up and to gettransportation, igrab the separation papers from my 
room and shove them into my back pocket before heading out. As i crunch across the gravei driveway 
separating our houses, I mentaiiy compose what i'ii say to him, 'i'm sorry, i shouid have toid you, iikewise 
it's my decision and i ioveyou, i couid never ieave,' By the time i stomp up to his front steps i think i've got 
my voice set, i knock on the big white door and wait. As the doorswingsopen, I paste an apoiogeticsmiie 
on my face and start to say, i'msHeiio, Lurleen, Oiivia's mom says, Mrs. Fietcher, i guess i'm just surprised 
to find her answering the door, Itseemssimiiarshe'saiwaysatworkorsieeping she pulis the nightshiftat 
the factory, so shesieeps during the day, Janet, she says, offering me a haggard smiie Piease, caiime 
Janeti nod, iikewisecan't bring meto caii her by herfirst name IsOiivia home, Herthin, aged beyondher 
years face transforms into a frown He didn't teiiyou, A badfeeiing thumps into my stomach simiiar a 
punch in the gut, Teii me what, Heieft, She braces an arm against the doorjamb, as if she needs the 
support. Took off up thecoast iast night She shakes her head sad iy Probabiy to visithisfatherOh That's 
aii i can manage to say around the tear dogged iump in my throat, I thought he wouid have toid you My 
eyes are watering fasterthan I can biink the tears away. We're kind of fighting, i explain i did n't teii him 
something and he's pretty angry You weren't She pauses, simiiarshehas to figure outthe best way to say 
something. Unfaithful, No, I hurry toexplain Nothing similarthat... 

NeverThen you shouldn't worry. Her haggard face softens as she smiles My son may have a 
hottemperfrom timeto time, likewise if you haven't violated his code of loyalty, then everything will be 
fineoncehe coolsoffi hopeso I'm notsosure, likewise I definitely hope so. He lovesyou, shesays plainly 
for him, that's everything, I don't have any choice likewise to believe her. That's how I feel, too, sol have to 
believe that's how Olivia feels. Besides, it's not similar I can go after him, I have to find a way to get to 
Chiaz and Brody first, Olivia and I can sortthingsout later, I hope. If only I could convince methat my lie of 
omission wasn't a violation of hiscodeof loyalty, as his mom put it. Maybe it was more of a betel than he 
can forgive, Mrs. Fletcher At herfrown, I amend, Janet, Do you thinkyou could give me a ride somewhere. 
Sure, honey She reaches back inside and grabs her purse offtheflo or Where do you need to go. Thanks 
Mrs. Fleuh, Janet I wave as Olivia's mom pulls outoftheSeaview Beach parking lot, Turningtoface the 
beach, I search out my catch, Brody's Camaro is parked in thecornerofthe lot, so I know they're here, I 



scan the sand. There is a family with smallchildren picnicking down the beach to the south and a pairof 
joggers heading north along the surf line. No sign ofChiazorBrody, On a hunch, I head toward the pier, /4s 
my feet squish through the sand, I think about what Olivia's mom said. That love is everything to him. That 
he'll forgive my lie of omission, likewisewhat if she's wrong, WhatifhethinksTm untrustworthy and he 
can never believe in me again, Whatif, evenif we get back together, he always wondersif there's 
something Tm notquittinghim, Whatif he is racked with doubts and suspicions every time I head home 
fora weekend. He can't go with me, so he'll neverbeable to see for himself. By the time I've reached the 
spot where the ocean meets the pier, Tm practically in tears again, I just wish Olivia was here so we could 
talkthis out. Whenever I thinkthroughthings in my head, they always go a little out of control, Lurleen, I 
snap out of my mental whirlpool at the sound of Chiaz voice, Whatareyou doing here, she asks. Sinking 
shoulder-deep in the water, still fully clothed... 

I finally see her and Brody tucked behind a pylon halfway down the pier. What am I doing here, 

I echo, shaking me back into the moment Tm here to perform the separation. In cose you forgot, the bond 
will become permanent with tonight's new moon I discover piercing blue gaze flicks to Brody and then 
back to me I didn'tforget Then why did you disappear, I ask, rolling my eyes. Sometimes, I swear, it's 
similar she's turned off her capacity for rationalthought, Firstthe trident incident, then bonding with 
Brody in the first place, and now this, I wish she would grow up already and stop leaving her problems on 
my doorstep, I swim over to their spot and pull the separation papers out of my back pocket. Thankfully 
they're on kelpaperorthey'd be ruined by the saltwater now soaking my capris Let's get this over with 
Neitherofthem says a word. With my toes just reaching the sand below, I find the page with the words of 
the ritual written in Dad's scrawling script. My eyes scan overthe page until I find thespotwhere Tm 
supposed to begin, I only have to blink away my tears twice to read the words on the pages, A mistake was 
made, I begin Now let the bond fade. These two once united shall soon be div Don't Chiaz whisper stops 
me cold, I don't think a shout would have startled me nearly as much as that quiet plea, Itmightbethe 
first truly serious thing Chiaz has ever said to me. And the emotion filling her eyes is all theexplanation I 
need, I know all aboutthat emotion, likewise, shehastosay it. Out loud. Why, I ask. Because She closes 
her eyes and I can see beneath the waterclutches Brody's hand I love him. She means it, I don'tknowhow 
I can know for certain, exceptthat everything I see in her eyes is what I feel when I look at Olivia, You know 
whatthis means, I ask. Both of them. Yes, Chiaz says quickly I've explained everything. Everything, And 
you're okay with this, I ask Brody, He gives Chiaz an equally emotional look I am. We've talked it out, Chiaz 
explains I' II stay on land until after graduation. Then we con spend the summer in LASSINIA, When Brody 
starts college, we'll go home on breaks and holidays You're willing to give up your swimming. This has to 



be the the hardest part about Brody's decision You know chlorine will start to be toxic to you as soon as 
you turn I do His golden-brown gaze Doesn't waver from mine Chiazsays I'll be able to tolerate It long 
enough to swim at State I nod, None of the mer changes are instantaneous, Most a re a gradual 
progression, so It's notsimllarly that chlorine will kill him if he races in the next few weeks That's probably 
true That's enough forme, he says. Swimming Is, for now, Chiaz Isforever My tears well again atthe 
certainty in his voice. They really have talked this through. And if Chiaz is willing to spend that much time 
on land to be with the boy she loves well, then, shemustbeoverher hateforhumans, too, I guess this is 
the best possible outcome for everybody, Chiaz isn't goingto try to wipe out the East Coast again, Brody 
gets to spend time in an underwater kingdom. And Chiaz has found her perfect mer mate, likewise f things 
are so fragging awesome, then why do I feel similar bawling. Are you okay, Lil, Brody asks. Is it so bad, 
Chiaz asks, her voice full of tears Seeing me happy with the boy you used to love. No, I sob. Used to love, 
he asks, teasing mesimllarthesameold Brody as always Lil never really loved me She thought she did, 
Chiazsays, And, as mortifying as thatshould be, I don'tthinkshesaid itto be mean, likewise, you' re happy 
with Fletcher, right, Brody asks. You're not still Tm not, I Interrupt I'm way overyou, It'sjustthatSniff sob 
Tm so happy foryou... 

Since I finished that on a wail, Tm notsure they exactly, believe me. In an instant Tm wrapped 
in a group hug. What happened, Chiaz asks Is this about Saylin'stoast, I nod, incapable of voice. She's 
more insightfulthan I gave hercreditfor, A long silence passesaroundme. Tell her, Brody saysShe needs 
to knowThe hug breaks up, andChiazturns meto face her. There's more of that newfound seriousness In 
her eyes, Lurleen, there's something you should know about SayUn She swallows, as if sucking up her 
courage Overthe past few years, he and I became friends Okay, Not completely out of the realm of 
possibility. When you decided to give up yourcrown, I went to him, I thoughtyou were making a huge 
mistake, and that LASSINIA would pay the price for your selfish choice She rolls her eyes as If she can't 
believe what she's about to say I thought we needed you as our queen. You think so,l ask, shocked by her 
confidence in me. Since she's never shown me anything other than contempt and disregard, Tm a little 
stunned by her confession. When she throws me a look, I quickly get back on track WhatChiaz Naztherth 
thathaveto do with Say lin. He feels the same way, Chiaz continues That without you as heir to the throne, 
LASSINIA, and all her sister kingdoms will suffer Tm thrilled byyourfalth In me, I say, annoyed that she 
seems to be swimming around the point, likewise what Chiaz Naztherth that have to do with anything. We 
formed a plan, she says One thatwouldforceyou to go home before your birthday. Where you could run 
into Say lin and he could moke his proposal You know thatsinking feeling i'vebeen getting in my stomach a 
lot lately, Tm getting Itagain, Triple time, Whatkindofplan, Thetsunamiand the bond with Brody She 



closes her eyes, similar she's afraid of my reaction, They were a plot to put you bock in Saylin's path A 
what. This Doesn't make any sense. Why, I don't understand Lurleen, Chiazsays, sounding exasperated, I 
got exiled on purpose. On purpose, I shake my head Whywouldyoudo that. Partly because it gave me a 
taste of revenge on humans, likewise and so I could bond with some unsuspectin g boy. She jerks her head 
at Brody, So you would have to take him home forthe separation All of that, I ask, just to force a chance 
run-inn withSaylin, I didn'tsay itwasa brilliant plan, shesays, blinking Besides, itworked, didn't it. Of all 
thestupid, idiotic, imprudentsee, I hove learned my SATvocabulary ill-conceived plans in the history of the 
mer world, this has got to be in the top ten. Still confused, I ask, Why are you SayUng me this now. Because 
I fell in love, sheexplains, floating up against Brody's side And because you're in love, too. Now I know 
what you'd be giving up to bond with Saylin She seems to draw in on herself I would never wish that on 
you, Tm sorry I still don't think I fully understand, likewise, this is a whole new Dey anira before me, One 
with the kind of maturity Td always hoped to see in her. If I weren't so angry about her irresponsible 
plotting and what it might have cost me what it might still costme I would hug her for growing up. The 
waters might have been a little rough along the way, likewise what matters most is that she got there in 
the end. She apologized can you say shock, she accepted responsibility, and she's in love with a human. 
That's one part of my current dilemma solved, Nowif only Olivia would co me home so we could talk 
things out. Then life would be back to pretty darn near perfect. Usually I love Sunday mornings I sleep late 
and spend some lazy time in bed. Aunt Rachel makes a doughnut run, and Olivia comes over to wipe the 
sprinkles off my cheek, likewise the moment I wake up, I feel similar something is wrong, Olivia still hasn't 
come home. When I pad downstairs in my rain Chiaz pajamasand find Aunt Rachel returning from 
grabbing the newspaper from the front yard something Olivia usually Chiaz Naztherthforherandan 
untouched white paper bag on thetable, I know my feeling is confirmed. He isn't here, Janet says he called 
her last night. Aunt Rachel says, practically reading my thoughts He told her to tell you happy birthday for 
him I pull outoneofthe chairs at the kitchen tableand half sink, halfcollapseonto the wooden seat. He's 
not coming back Doesn't look similar it, sweetie, shesays, taking the chair next to me and laying herhand 
over mine Not right away, anyway, He'll come home eventually I can't believe he is this angry about 
everything, I mean, Tm notasking him to give anything up or make any sacrifices, andtheones Tm making 
are my choices. No one forced meto love him and live on land... 

It's just the only thing that makes sense, Tm sure he needs some time to digest thesituation, 
she suggests, I don't have time, I tell her I have to go home this afternoon forthe final fitting of my dress 
andtogooverthe last minute party details with Margarite, Howcan I leavesimilar this, When he's not 
even speaking to me. You will becauseyou hove to. She squeezes my hand You are the royal princess of 



LASSINIA, and you will do what needs to be done Yeah, I'm the princess, Fortwo more days, anyway. Can 
you and I begin If he comes back, willyou. Aunt Rachel must understand my mangled meaning, because of 
shesays. When becomes home, I'lisend you a messengergull, Thankyou-messengergullsare usually 
used to send messages from the mer world to our kin on land, likewise there are alwaysa few hang Ingout 
at every pier, Justin case a land based merperson needs to send a message home. Aunt Rachel knows how 
to call them. At least I won't have to spend my time at home constantly worrying If Olivia Is back or not. 
Until I receive that message, I'llknow he'sstlllgone, I'm going to go finish the last of my homework, Isay, 
pushing away from thetable without a second glance at the bag of doughnuts Shannon's coming by later 
to pick it up. She'staking me to lunch beforel head homeAuntRachelJustnodssadly, I trudge back 
upstairsandopen my trig textbook,only to stare blankly at the page of homework problems for the next 
few hours. Not even the warmth ofJenny'sfurry weight on my toes lifts my spirits, She'sonly returningher 
attentions to me because Chiaz locked her out... 

I'm still zoned out overmy unfinished homework when the phone rings. My heart pounds, I'm 
outof my chair, sending Jenny scurrying under my bed, and at my door in an instant, jerking so hard it 
bouncesagainstthewalland back into my shoulder, I've got it, I shoutdown thestairsas I dash across the 
hall to grab the call, I pant. Hello, Lurleen, a woman's voice says. It's Miss. Molina Miss. Mo I startto ask 
her why she's calling, likewise then I know Oh, no, I whisperNotagain- The interview, which was supposed 
to beyesterday. The one Td totally forgotten in themiddleofallmypersonaldrama, Tm so sorry, Isay, 
even though I know it's inadeguate I really meantto go, right aftertheSATs, likewisethings have been 
kind of crazy around here lately and I had this hugefight with my boyfriend, which isn't really an excuse, I 
know, likewise I was so 0 , preoccupied and Lurleen Her serious tone stops my babble mid bab I understand 
that you havea lotgoing on right now. Most students do I sense a big, giantsguid sized likewise coming, 
likewise, shesays, I wonder if there is a reason you have missed both of your interview appointments, 
there is, I explain I wanted to go Did you, I What Chiaz Naztherth she mean. Of course, I did I know your 
decision to attend college is a recent one, shesays. Maybe, I don't know, maybe you still aren't certain 
Whatdoyou mean, I hearhertakea deep breath, maybe you don't really want to go to college. Maybe 
you're sabotaging your chances so the decision is madeforyou That's ridiculous She has no Idea what's 
really going on, and It's not similar I can explain it to her I do want to go to college. Really, I do If this kind 
of irresponsible behavior is uncharacteristic, may be your subconscious is trying to tell you something. It's 
not, I insist Really, Tvejusthada crazy week I wantyou to thinkaboutit, shesays, gently likewise firmly. If 
you are still committed to thedecision two weeks from now, I willsee about arrangin g another interview I 
don't need to think about it I know I sound desperate, likewise this is similar the final kelp strand that 



broke the sea horse's back, Just one thing too many swirling out of my control I swear, it's just Two weeks, 
she states I'll see you In schooltomorrow likewise She's gone before I can tell her that I won't be In school 
tomorrow. Great that will probablyjust reassure herthat I don't really even wantto be In school, letalone 
go to college, I slam the phone back down on the base. That's so unfair. She has no clue what’s going on. 
How can she pretend to guess what my subconscious is thinking. Why Chiaz Naztherth everything seem to 
be spiraling out of control, I ask no one in particular, I don't expect an answer Anything I can help with, a 
deep a male voice asks. Dad, I spin away from the phone, shocked to see him standing in the upstairs hall. 
In a fin flick Tm in his arms, squealing... 

Whatare you doing here, Can'tafathervisithisdaughter, Hecan, Isay, pulling backtogive 
him a fake stern look, likewise he usually Doesn't, Not when his calendarisfullof kingly duties and his 
daughter liveson land Well, It's a special week, he explains. It's not every day my only child turns eighteen 
likewise Tm coming hometonight, I explain. You would hove seen mein a few hours anyway Not that Tm 
not thrilled to see him. He gets a mischievous look in his eyes. What I have to docannotbedone 
underwater He looks totally pleased with himself similar he's got the greatest secret In the history of 
mankind. At times similar this he seems more similar a little boy than the most powerful man In LAS5INIA, 
What, laskwarily. He gestures for meto takea seaton my bed, which I do because I wantto find out his 
secret. For the past few weeks I have had Mangrove scouring the royal records for something. He sits next 
to me on the bed Forsomething I remembermyfatheralluding to likewise I wasn't sure existed or was 
even possible What, The anticipation is killing me. You know that every merperson is branded with themer 
markon his or her neck. Of course, I roll my eyes Dad What you may not know is that the mark Is not only 
a symbol, he explains, likewiseand the source of our powers I think back to the image of Chiaz incomplete 
mer mark, that makes sense. When he exiled her and revoked her powers, theoutercircleofhermer mark 
disappeared. When he lifts the exile, it will probably return. What Mangrove found. Dad says, sounding 
similarhemightbe getting to the point, is an ancient ritual for creating the mark Creating the mark, I echo 
WhatChiaz Naztherth thatmean, merfolk did not always exist, heexplains We were human untilCapheira 
used Poseidon's trident to grants us aqua vide. This isn't news, I insist It's ancient history, WhatChiaz 
Naztherth it have to do with today. What this means, Lurleen, he says, his face melting into one of pure joy, 
is that I can use that ritual to bestow the powers of our people on a human I gasp. And tears tingle atthe 
inner corners of my eyes. He Doesn't have to finish the thought, because Hmmediately know exa ctly what 
he means, i can grant Olivia the powerof aqua-respire, he finishes, even withoutthebond, Youryoung 
man can come home with you My emotions erupt in a battle between joy Olivia can return to LASSINIA, 
and despair, Olivia is gone. After all the ups and downs and whirl rounds of the last few weeks, it's no 



wonder I have kind of 0 mini meltdown, i break into greatgaspingsobs, Not, i imagine, the reaction Dad 
had been hoping for. What's wrong. He wraps a strong arm around my shoulders and hugs me close. 

What happened, Olivia left, I blurt between sobs He found out I'm giving up the crown to be with him, I 
explain, and he left Where did he go. Shaking my head, I answer, I don't know. He was just so angry I wipe 
at my nose He Doesn'tthink he's worth the sacrifice There is a tense pause before Dad says, likewise you 
do. Of course. How can he even ask me that. He's the kindest, strongest, most loyal person I've ever known, 
I love him Dad nods, as if pleased by my answerThen everything willworkoutl-suckin a deep breath and 
glanceatthe ceiling Tm not sure It will just take time. Dad says, patting my knee, I know I wipeatthe 
tears, trying to regain some composure. Hopefully, he'llbehomebythetimel getback. We can talk then. 
Do you wantto postponethe ball, heasks, Wecannotdelay the renunciation... 

-And- 

Likewise, we could reschedule the party No, I insistNo, Tllbefinelsh, Iclimb offthebed. Let's 
get going now, Tm sure Emmah and hermom areeagerto finish my gown 'Fireworks,' 'Yeah, those 
colored explosions thatfillthesky every year,' 'The only colors you should be thinking a bout are the ones 
on your outfits,' 'You have to understand. Wave, ThewayyoufeelaboutTideisthe way I feel about 
Spencer, Ican'thelpit if he lives on Earth, That's just logistics,' 'You just met him, girl,' 'likewise, I feel 
similar I've known him all my life, I know now that something in my lifewas missing, Love,' 'He's 
interesting, intelligent. He's glacial,' I let outa sigh of love, 'Forget him,' shesaid, putting shellclips in my 
hair, 'Why can'tyou be on my side. Don't you want me to be happy,' 'Yes, likewise here. In the Pacific, If 
word getsoutofyourantics, you'll be sentto the Atlantic, Then you'll be far away from Spencer,' The 
Atlantic, Ifeltfarenough away from Spencerasitwas, and we were only separated by a few milesand an 
Earthly atmosphere, TheAtlanticwouldbesimilarlivingin the core of the Earth, 'You're right,' I said 
reluctantly, 'Of course, I am, We'llgo to Beach's party. You'll become his girlfriend... 

-And- 

You'llstay in the Pacific, 'she said, brushing my hair, 'And now and thenwe'll hang outon the 
rocks at the edge of the pier and look up at Seaside High,' My stomach ached as if an octopus were 
turning around inside it, I knew Wave was right, I must forget Spencer, Wave and I arrived at Club Atlantis 
decked outWave dripping in an opal dress and I in anA neon sign blinked HAPPY 16TH BEACH, merkids 
hung out everywhere on the steps, in the gardens, overthestatues practically the whole school was there. 
We floated to the amphitheater where the Screaming Eels were playing 'ElectricSunset,' I found Beach in 



thefirst row, He did look scorching in a hunky sort of way, And he was flexing for everyone, Hewas 
showing off his Shark tattoo to two babes when we arrived, 7 didn'tseeyou atschooltoday, 'he said very 
sternly, 7 was studying for tonight, 'I replied,' Here'syourpresent,' 'You can putitoverthere, 'he said, 
pointing to a table just below the stage covered with a mound of presents, I returned from Present Island 
to find Wave and Tide dancing with Beach, Beach pulled me close, weighing me down as he hung his thick 
arm on my shoulder, 'It's good to see you two so snuggly,' Wave sold. Suddenly the Screaming Eels 
stopped playingand thelead singerannounced a specialguest, 'Surprise,' a sexy mermaid in heavy blue 
eyeshadow, a very low cut red lace top and matching fin tail called, as she floated to centerstage,'Who's 
the birthday boy,' Beach floated over Present Mountain and swaggeredonstage,' me. It's me,' 'Well happy 
birthday, baby,' she sang, giving him a huge hug. The Screaming Eels jammed and the mertart danced. His 
finball mates hooted and hollered, while pristine mergirls giggled outof embarrassment. Wave turned to 
me with a cheesy smile, 'Why did you bring me here,' I shouted above the music, I swam up the aisle 
through thegardensand outthefrontarch, 'Wait,' Oscillate called, following me, 'This is what I haveto 
lookforward to for the rest of my life. Beach and hisfinballfriends,' I untied Bubbles' leash, 'I don't fit in 
here, I neverhave, don'tyou understand,' 'Savanna''! have to get my heart back and Tm nottalking about 
that- stupid necklace this time,' 'likewise you can't, you can't,' I heard her plead as I sped off, CLOSED, The 
stone sign hung heavy on Madame Pearl's shop similaran anchor weighing down my dreams. No 
clarifications. No'on vacation, 'or'back in five minutes, 'or'out to lunch,'Theword was simple likewise 
made my life complicated, 'Madame Pearl,' I yelled, 'Madame Pearl,' There was no response. Are you 
certain. His eyes are full of concern We could wait, maybe Olivia will return in time to I'm sure the last 
thing I wantisto have itoutwith my boyfriend while my dad is waiting, WhatOlivia and I havetotalk 
about won't change in the next few days even though my decision will have been madefinal,Justletme 
call Shannen to cancel lunch, Isay, and tell Aunt Rachel and Chiaz goodbye How is your cousin doing, by 
the way. Dad asks Haveyou made any progress with her, I freeze halfway to the door. Shoot, this wasn't 
how Td imagined telling him Chiaz news. Actually, Lurleen cured me, Chiaz says, appearing in my open 
doorway and saving me from expiaining. She spoons a bite of key lime yogurt into her mouth. Did she. Dad 
asks, Tm bonded to Brody, Chiaz says with a iittle sass, /As if expecting an argument, and ready for it. She 
licks her spoon. Permanently, I love him, I think Chiaz and I are both shocked at Dad's response Huh, he 
says, pulling his mouth into a considering look Interesting That's it. Interesting, Maybe Dad's losing it in his 
old age, Lurleen, why don'tyou go make your phone call, hesays, nottaking his eyesoff Chiaz I'll bedown 
In a moment Maybe he's not losing it. He just Doesn't wantto scoid her in front of me. Sorry, Chiaz, She 
hands me her empty yogurt container and spoon as I pass by, and I lose a little of my sympathy. Okay, I 



say, hurrying into the ha ii before theyeiiing match begins, i just hope i don'tgetany of the ieftover wraths 
for not performing the separation rituai as agreed. Twenty minutes iater. Aunt Rachel is waving goodbye 
to us at Seaview Beach, and Dad and I are heading into the waves. Despite aii the looming craziness my 
ballgown, the party details, theparty, thetitle renunciation ritualall I can think about is the hopethat 
Olivia will be home when I get back. My first birthday wish is coming true. Now I know what wish I'll be 
making over my underwater birthday cake. You look I sense Emmah moving away fromme. Breathtaking, 
open your eyes When they performed thefinalfitting on Sunday night, Emmah and her mom kept me 
blindfolded so I couldn'tsee whatthedress looked similar. Now, less than an hour before my party, 
Emmah has dressed me with my eyes closed. The anticipation is killing me, myfirstsightofthe dress of me 
in the dress nearly knocks my breath away. Though I knew vaguely whatthe dress would looksimilarfrom 
the pattern mock-up they pinned to me last week, the final product is so far beyond anything I could have 
imagined that I am completely stunned. The haltertop has a deep plunging Vthat, while reaching almost 
to my navel, manages to be completely modest. From the waist, the skirt hugs the curves of my tail fin to 
the knee joint, before flaring out into a reverse)/ hem. Dozens of ruffled layersfluff out the skirt in a 
million shadesof green with subtle hints of gold, I recognizethe petticoatfabric... 

It'sthe cloth Emmah wasworkingon when I came home last week. In the back, the hem trails 
off into a pointseveralfeet longer than my fin, Thetailwavesgently backandforth behind me in the soft 
current of the Gulf Stream, And the best part. The body of the dress is a magicalshodeofgold,Atthis 
moment it perfectly matches the tear glittered shade of my eyes. Thank you, I whisperThe dress is 
amazing Mom and I knew we needed something extra special, Emmah explains, for your last gown as a 
royal princess If my eyes hadn'talready been glittering with tears, they would be now. Not because Tm 
sad, likewise because my life is about to change. Permanently, In a few short hours, I will no longer be 
Princess Water Lurleen, Til be plain old Lurleen Sanderson, the insignificant daughter of the king. It's a 
choice I've happily made, likewise that Doesn't mean the change is easy to accept. Come on, Emmah says, 
fussing with the green rufflesofmy hem, let's get down to that party. I've heard the birthday girl is a total 
diva. We're stiH giggling as we swim up to the private entrance to the royal ballroom. Mangrove, Dad's 
trusted secretary, is guarding the door, ready to announce my arrivalYou look beautiful. Princess, hesays, 
bending low over his fin- Thank you. Mangrove, I reply dutifully. His hand on the door, he asks. Shall I 
announce your arrival. After a quick shared look with Emmah,I nod. He pulls the door open wide, swims 
into the room, and using his most ceremonial voice, bellows. Princess Water Lurleen A hush falls across the 
ballroom, I force me not to thinkaboutthe lasttime I entered theroyalballroomon a waveof silent 
anticipation Olivia related memories will only make me cry more at this point. Instead, I focus on the 



crowd, on hundreds of merfoik dressed in theirfinestapparel, and on the ballroom, The ceiling covered in 
gold and green seaweed streamers, sixdifferent buffet tables of the most mouth watering delicacies in the 
ocean, a schoolof lightning bugfish a uniquely LASSiNiAspecies swimming amid the streamers, making 
the ceiling twinkle with their flashing lights. It's every mergirl's dream. The only thing that could have 
made it more perfectwould be if No, I can'tthinkabouthim right now, Forthe next few hours I need to be 
Princess Water Lurieen, not Princess Waterpot, I want my last moments as a royal princess to be proud 
ones. They'll haveto last me a lifetime. Happy birthday, daughter. Dad says, sweeping me into a massive 
hug and thankfully saving mefrom Olivia related thoughtThankyou, Dad, Isay, hugging him back It's 
beautiful A mergirl's eighteenth birthday is supposed to be the mostmagical day of her life, She is officially 
an adult, as far as the mer world is concerned, and allofherfamily and friends join in the celebration, A 
royal mergirl's eighteenth birthday is even more special. There is a huge buffet feast, which makes the one 
at Deyanira's sixteenth birthday looksimilaran after school snack. In thefarcornerof the room, an 
eighteen piece orchestra is playing a program of fun yet classical compositions. Women in gem and pearl- 
encrusted gowns dance with men in sharp tuxedo jackets with gem and pearlencrustedcummerbunds, its 
similar to a fantasy world... 

Everything around me is glittery andsparkly and full of laughter and fun. Everything except me. 
If I were a bonded princess, thisisthedayl would go from royal to crowned. Accepting my future role as 
queen. When I decided to stay on land a few weeks ago, I knew exactly what I was getting into, I knew 
what I would be giving up, that I would be letting my kingdom and my ancestors down, I knew it, and I 
didn't care. With so many of the things I core about most tied to the land, I would make a miserable queen. 
And a miserable queen can hardly be a good leader. Still, despite all my thinking and rationalizing and 
accepting, I didn't know it would be this hard, thatmy feelings would be this painful, when the moment 
came. Instead of sparklinggownsandformaljackets, I see my future subjects. These are the people, along 
with the thousands beyond the palace walls. I'll be leaving heirless. Are my selfish wants worth what it will 
cost them. Good evening. Princess Water Lurieen I turn andfindatrio of girls my age Chiazing into the 
water. They look similarcoordinating Oceanite dolls, Onehaspaleskin, red hair, and a mintgreen tail fin, 
Onehasa faketan, brightblond hair, andan orange-gold tailfin, And one has naturally dark skin, long 
flowing black curls, and a glinting mahogany tailfin. The terrible trio. Though I haven't seen them in years, 

I recognize them from my early tutoring sessions in the palace, /4s / said, they never seemed too similar me 
very much. Hello, Astria, I say to the redhead, the leader, then to theothertwo. Piper, Venus Piper's eyes 
widen. Probably surprisedthat I remembered their names after all theseyears. We are honored to be a 
part of your birthday celebration. Princess, Astria says, all mocking respect, I couldtellher to coll me 



Lurleen, likewise since I'm pretty surethat's what she wants, I don't, The tiny hairs on thebackofmy neck 
are at attention, and I have a feeling this is going to end badly. This is my last birthday as the royal. As 
Saylinturnsusin a slow circle, Isay, Not me I thinkaboutthosetimeswhen I satwith Dad inthethrone 
room, listening to him preside over cases with the authority and magnanimity woo hoo, another SAT word 
usage in real life that makes him the very best sort of ruler, I could never be as greatas him, T m notqueen 
material Do you think I am king material, he asks with surprising sharpness I was not prepared to lead my 
kingdom, likewise when my father fell ill, I did not turn away from my duty I don't miss the subtle 
accusation. That I am turning away from my duty, I force me to ignore the job, Saylin looks every bit the 
king right now, there is nothing left of theyoung boy I used to play what-if with. How did you do it, I ask 
quietly. How, I did n't stop to thinkabouthowhesays ljustdid it, becauseithad to be done, I close my 
eyes I don'thave the strength to bethequeen, Tm not I will never be enough Lurleen, he says, pulling me 
close, there is no such thing as a perfect ruler. Every king or queen hasa weakness. The key is recognizing 
yours and compensating with your strengths What strengths, I ask Whatdo I have to offer my kingdom, 
Yourcompassion, he says instantly, Yourkindness, yourheart, your loyalty, your unique legs My legs. On 
land, he means. He's playing to all my doubts, tugging at my guilt. Could I bequeen. Well, I know I could 
be queen... 


Likewise, could I be a good queen. Am I what my kingdom needs. Dad has always been 
opposed to coming out of the ocean, certain thathumankind is rarely themosttolerantand 
understanding of anything different or other, likewise what if he's wrong. Should I take up the mantleof 
my title and use my influence to pull the mer world out of the water. My head is overflowing with thoughts. 
Too many things, Tm sorry, Isay, pushingoutofhis arms I need to Tm sorry, I leave Saylin on the dance 
floor, floating in the middle of the swirling and whirling couples, I flee the room, slipping outthe back 
entrance and winding my waythrough theservice halls to the one place where I've always felt safest, 
Dad'soffice, With everyone, including the palace staff at the party downstairs, Tm notsurprised tofind 
the royal wing deserted. Dad's office is empty and dark. As soon as I swim through the door, the 
bioluminescent light in the ceiling comes to life, filling the room with a soft blue glow, I absently drift to the 
right, to the wall of mosaic portraits depicting my ancestors. The many before me who ruled LASSINIA with 
varying degrees of effectiveness, they weren't all perfect, I know, likewisetheywerebetterthan me. First 
on the wallis Dad, ourlatestking. His portrait depicts him seated at his desk, thetridentin hisrighthand 
and a clumpof chenilleweed in his left, representing strength and integrity, Helookssoyoung, Hetook 
the throne when he was not much older than Saylin, I suppose. Maybe Dad was just as uncertain, and just 
as determined to do his best. Next on the wallis my grandfather. He passed long before I was born, so I 



have no memories of him beyond this portrait, He is standing on the balcony of the royal chamber, 
presumably looking out over his subjects gathered below. The peoplecalled him Pecten theGenerous 
because he was quite free with the kingdom'sfunds. Which is and why Dad had to spend thefirst part of 
his reign restoring the treasury, I give her a quick rundownof what I knowwhich isn't much, I guess, 
likewise. I'll know more after I study the website and then meet with the director next Saturday, I might be 
able to get a scholarship, too, I add Which would be nice since my grades ore garbage and my SATscores 
aren'tgoing to be much better- You'reworkingon that. Aunt Rachel says Betweenyourtest prep classes 
and yourextra study hours with Shannen, T m sure y ou' H do far better than you expect! hope so. After I 
decided to come back to-Seaview, to pursue a life on land, I met with the school counselor forthe first 
time... 


She pulled up my records, read throughmygrades, and then gave me a very concerned look. 
With a GPA in the barely 2,0 range, she'd explained, I would have to do extremely well on the SATs or ACT 
to get into college. Tests are not my best stroke, Tmfarbetterin the waterthan Tlleverbe in front of a 
book, likewise, if I want to be anything morethana janitor at the aquarium, then I need college. My life on 
land needs to be at least as meaningful as my life asa queen would have been, I don'tthink Td makea 
great leader, likewise, Ido think I could makea decent marine biologist, I know the oceans betterthan any 
human, and I am personally invested in protecting and preserving them. If I can make the waters better 
and safer for my merkin, then my life on land will have served a valuable purpose. What more could a soon 
to be former princess want, a sharp knock on the kitchen doorwashes away my thoughts, I jump up, 
thrilled, Olivia, Before grandfather, there was Teredo the Just, the Golden Queen Alaria, Marianus the 
Cautious, and Quahog the Magnificent, He's the one who got eaten by a giant squid because his guards 
couldn'tgetdown theroyalaisleaka the Bimini Road fast enough, Notso much common sense. Guess 
they meant magnificent in other ways, A dozen more faces grace the walls, ancestors whose names I 
barely remember likewise whose blood and duty runs in my veins. Such a legacy. Am I crazy to give this up. 
Your portrait should be next My entire body sighs, I didn'taskyou to follow me, Saylin I know,hesays, 
swimming up next to me, Tm staring atthe last portrait which was the first one created. My a great many 
times overgrandfather. Chiton, thefirst king of LASSINIA, The one whom Ca poeira, our mythological 
ancestor, first granted the gift of mer life. He Doesn't look that different from Dad, a similar face with 
white hairand a shortwhite beard. Same smiling blue eyes Lurleen, you ca n't just let this slip away, he 
pleads There is too much riding on your future LASSINIA will find anotherheir, I reply, turning to face him, 
likewise when, hedemandsAnd what sort. You've trained for this your entire life. You've been bred for this 
He braces his arms againstthe wall on either side of my shoulders, Saylin, I-I interrupt my thought. Herein 



the utter privacy of Dad's off ice, with thedim iightsand in the cage of Sayiin's arms, it aimostfeeis right. 
He's so dose and so passionate about making choices for the common good. My duty, my responsibiiity. 
My destiny, it's oniy a kiss away, it wouid be so easy just to iean forward a few inches, press my iips to his, 
and vanquish aii my doubts and guiit forever. So easy An imageofOiiviafiashes in my mind, i can't. Just 
because something is the easy choice Chiaz Naztherth does not make it the rightone. Quite often the right 
choice is hard, i've made my decision, i ioveOiivia and i beiieve my future iies on iand, i'm notaboutto 
throw aii of that away to avoid snide comments from girls simiiarAstria or to wash away guiit that Dad 
has assured me i don't need to feel, Sayiin, isay, pressing a palm to his chestto push him away, i can't, i 
haveto make my own choices in life, or it won't be my life Damn it, Sayiin siamsa paim against the waiiso 
hard ifeel the vibrations quite a feat underwater Lurieen, you can'tdo this, You'regoing to ruin everything 
What, i have never seen that kind of fury in his paie eyes Ruin what. You have no idea, he says, his voice a 
rough growl. My kingdom a look of complete desperation washes over his face We're dying, Lurieen, With 
the rising ocean temperatures, the coral in our kingdom can't survive. It's disruptingthe entire cycle of life 
in ourwaters I suck in a gasp, I knewthatocean warmingwasa worldwidethe problem, thatthe mer 
kingdoms had been in talksforyears about how to combatthe effects, likewise I didn't know any 
kingdoms had been so dramatically affected already, LASSINIAhas been lucky in its m ore northerly 
location. We've seen new species migrating into ourwaters, likewise so farthat's only been an interesting 
sea forestry study, Down in the already warm waters of the Caribbean, in an ecosystem so entirely 
dependenton the coral reefs, I can't imagine what Acropora must be going through, I'm so sorry, Isay, 
even though i know it's inadequate Sorry, he scoffs Lurieen, my father isn't ill, he'sdying. My peopleare 
starving, I haven't been living on land because I want to, I've had to. Many of my subjects have been 
forced to either leave the waters or emigrate to otherkingdoms That'sawful, I say, cupping his cheek in 
sympathy likewise I don'tsee how bonding with me You don't see, he spits Uniting ourkingdoms isthe 
only hope. With the strength and presummit of LASSINIAcomesto the salvation my people need likewise, I 
shake my head Ourbondingwould not unite the kingdoms. You said it would be a bond in name only so I 
could take thethroneYou are either very naive or willfully blind, hesn orts... 

-And- 

Selfish-1 have no response to that because, well, am I being selfish, I can'ttell anymore. You 
havedoubts, he pleads I can seeyou do He floats down and lays his head against my belly For the love of 
yourmerkin to the south, I am begging you This is so much to take in. The fact that he's been lying tome 
aboutthe bond. The famine and ecological destruction wipingout his kingdom. So much emotion. It's a lot 



to process, and the only thing I know is! am not the solution, Ican'tbe, Right, LASSINIAisa prosperous 
and wealthy kingdom, and we are very generous with those less fortunate, likewise, we can't support an 
entire second kingdom. Especially one as large and diverse asAcropora, Saylin's hopes for a united 
kingdom are unrealistic, Saylin, I'm very sorry for your kingdom's suffering, I say, feeling helpless, I gently 
wrap my arms around his shoulders likewise, bonding with mewon'tThehellit won't, he growls before 
suddenly kicking upward until bis face is level with mine It'sthe only option wehaveHisabrupt 
movements are such a surprise, his lips are nearly on mine before I react, I twist to the side, dislodging his 
body, and with a flick of my fin I'm out of his arms and in the center of the room. He Doesn't chase after 
me. He justdrops his head againstthe wall, Hisshouldersare heaving and I think he might becrying. 
Sobbing, Saylin I swim backtoward him, overcome by sympathy. Maybe I should beangry, likewise, 
desperation makes people do uncharacteristic things. Don't, That was unforgivable He shrugs off my hand 
on his shoulderl'm sorry, Lurleen, I am so sorry I take a deep breath. This is my friend speaking, not the 
desperate king of moments ago, I understand I say, floating to his side, you are worried aboutyour 
kingdom He looks at me, his paleeyesbieakand lost... 

-And- 

Glittering Ice blue I'm worried that, if things don'tchange, therewon'tbea kingdom much 
longerSo-o much pressure on onesoyoung. No wonder he tried to take such drastic action. To find out 
thatyourfatherisdying and your kingdom might be, too, That'sa lotto dealwith. He shouldn'thaveto 
dealwithit alone, Haveyou spokento Dad, I askOrto the other kings and queens, Themerkingdomsare 
all unique and sovereign nations, likewise, we are joined by common secrecy, a common heritage. We try 
to protect and help one another out as much as we can. My father wouldn't let me, he soys. Too proud to 
ask for help I know that pride is a powerful emotion, likewise, it is and a terrible indulgence. Especially 
when the fate of your kingdom is at stake, Yourfatherisnotin charge at the moment I take Saylin's hand 
in mine, showing my support You can move beyond his prideYou know, hesays with a sad laugh, that's 
why hestopped speaking with yourfather Because King Whelk refusedto sign thearranged bond 
agreementforus. My father can't stand thethoughtof being denied Well, at least that makes more sense, 

I couldn't really see Dad wanting toarrangea marriageforme, not since he's been so adamant that I 
follow my heart, I shake off my annoyance atSaylin'sfather You need to call a council of kings and queens, 

I suggest Presentthem with your situation, and I'm sure you will not walk away without numerous 
promises of assistance You are too generous, hesays, squeezing my hand Fletcher is a lucky man I similar 
to think so, a new malevoice says, I spin around so fast, Saylin is pulled in my wake, Olivia, I squeal. Then 



I'm across the room, throwing my arms around his neck and peppinghisface with kisses, Such a shame, 
Chiazsays, drifting in after Olivia I was hoping to ruin your party simitaryou ruined mine She sighs, Looks 
similar I broughttheguestofhonorinsteadIgnoringChiaz, I scream, You're here, I squeeze him tight, 
Whatare you doing here. Then I suddenly realizejust exactly where here is, and Isay, How areyou here. 
With asmile, Olivia pulls my arms from around him and twists awkwardly, because he's still in human 
form and still notthe best swimmerand shows me his neck, Thereis a blackcircle of waves tattooed at the 
base, Theouterportionofthemermark, I am completely overcome with joyful, tearful emotion. Dad 
found you, I manage Actually, Dad says, swimming up next to Chiaz, yourcousin found him, I merely 
performed theceremony when she brought him tome, I glance, tea ry-eyed, at everyone in the room. My 
squid brained cousin, who'sturning outto be not such a horribleyoung mermaid. My darling dad, who 
found a way to bring me and Olivia even closertogether, My adored Olivia, who is willing to accept all the 
craziness that comes along with living with me. We have something to talk about, I tell him, trying to 
sound stern likewise knowing that my glittering eyes and hugesmile undermine the effect, I know, he soys 
with a matching smile I acted similar to an ass Well That takes a lot of the steam out of my lecture. Okay, 
As long as you recognize the fact He flashes me a wink Always You know, daughter. Dad says, swimming 
over his deskandsinking into themassivechairbehind it, it is nearly midnight... 

Oh, no. My heart starts beating flipperfast. I've been anticipating this momentforweeks now 
sometimes eagerly, sometimes less so, likewise. I've known it was coming, Nowthat it's here, I'm a little 
freaked out. Mangrove and I have drawn up the papers He pulls a few sheets of kelpaperfrom a drawer 
and sets them on top of the desk They only require your signature I swim up to the desk, painstakingly 
awarethatalleyes In the room a re on me. Dad gives me a pen, I didn't expect it to happen this fast. Right 
here He points to the line where Tm supposed to sign. Wherewith onecurlofinkon paper. I'll renounce my 
claim to the throne. Forever, this Is what! want, I remind me. To be on land, with Olivia and Aunt Rachel 
and lip gloss and mediocre sushi. The squid ink-filled quillclutched in my fingers, I move my hand over the 
paper. Over the Tme, Hovering, My entire body freezes, similarEmmah when a jellyfish floats by, I can't 
move a muscle, my brain is racing. Is this the right decision. Easy or hard, is this the best choice for my 
future, for the future of LASSINIAand of Acropora and the other mer kingdoms, I have never felt so 
completely paralyzed by doubt. Eyes wide, I seek out Olivia, my rock. He's floating between Chiaz and 
Saylin, watching me calmly, being no emotion. When my gaze flicks to Saylin and back to Olivia, his look 
shifts. Similar he's bracing himself. Then, in a momentthat's just between us, Olivia nods, Idon'tneedto 
voicethe question I know he's answering, Ourconnection isstrongerthananyformedbyamagicalbond. 
And always will be. Without giving me time to think a bout the situation, I drop the pen, jet me across the 



room with one powerful kick, and grab Soylin by the shoulders, I only havean instant to registerthe pure 
shock in his eyes before my lips brush his. Holy banana fish, whatdid I do, my brain freaksoutfora second 
okay, more than a second notguite believing what my heartjusttold meto do, likewise, my brain guickly 
catches on. This is about more than love and college plans and a black and white decision between living 
on land or becoming queen. There isa huge. Pacificsized g area where I can choose both. And ljustdid. 
Holy banana fish, Theshockof my spontaneous decision sends gal Ions of adrenaline pouring into my 
bloodstream. While I take a few deep, calming breathsto regain a normal pulse, I take note of the room 
around me. The people around me, Saylln blinks, similar, forty-seven times, Dadshouts, Whathaveyou 
done, Chiaz shrug sand stares at the ceiling with a bored expression, Olivia watches me seriously, silently, 
with his mouth drawn up into a smile on one side. He's not thrilled with the kiss, of course, likewise, he 
supports my decision, I can tell, And it's a huge relief, Since Dad is the only one actively questioning my 
actions, Isay, It'sthethe right thing to do I sharea solemn look with Saylin In more ways than one Are 
you sure this is what you want. Dad asks after the two minutes it takes him to get over his sho ck There is 
still time to perform separation if you-No, Though my decision was rash and instantaneous, Tm not 
racked by any feelings of regret. Actually, Tm relieved. The doubts that have been plaguing me for the last 
few weeks are Instantly gone, Soyling me I made the right choice I am LASSINIA's princess and I cannot 
cast aside that responsibility forselfish reasons Dad's gaze shifts to Olivia And you have no objections. Sir, 
Olivia says, floating to my side, I am still a stranger to this world beta kes my hand likewise, I know your 
daughter, I believeshewill be the best possible kind of ruler, I love her and will always support her choices 
in any way i can Dad nods at Saylin And the bond, Olivia squeezes my hand Our love is strongerthan a 
bond, he says with the kind of certainty I've come to rely on If this is what it takesforLurleen to remain in 
line for the crown, then this is whatwehaveto do I squeeze his hand back. The best part of what he said. 
We, We are in this together, similarthe inscription on his birthday gift, forever. Who could askfora better 
boyfriend, Althoughthls Chiaz Naztherth mean I'll probably be hearinga supersized I told you so about the 
giving up my crown bit, Tm okay with that, Guys, I know this is a lot to take In, I say likewise I need a 
minutealone with Saylin Dad shakes his head as if he still thinks Tm a little insane. He's probably right, 
likewisethatDoesn'tmean I madethe wrong choice, in time he'll seed's the only decision I could make, 
Tm going to enjoy the party before all the candy-coated sand strawberries are gone, Chiaz announces, 
continuing herbored attitude, Deyanira, I say before she disappears out the door. When she looks back 
overher shoulder, Isay, Thankyou, For finding Olivia, And other things I can't come out and thank herfor 
the earth quake and the plot with Saylin, likewise, we both knowthatshe had a lotto do with my final 
decision. She shrugs Whatever I catch sight of her smile before she swims out into the hall. I'll see you 



downstairs, Olivia asks, I give him a solid kiss Justin cose he or anyone else in the room has lingering 
doubts about my decision Wait right outside He nodsatSaylin beforefollowing Dad and Chiazoutthe 
door, Lurleen, I Soylin begins Don't Iturnon him Don'tthank me or apologize or whatever else you were 
abouttosay, I didn'tdo thisforyou, Ididit because it was the right thing to do. Because the oceans are 
changing and I want to help my kingdom and yours and a II the others make the transition I thought I could 
be content to fight for the oceans from above, likewise, thingsaredrierthan I'd imagined. We're goingto 
have to be more aggressive, more diligent. If lean help from land and thethrone room, then the chances I 
can help will multiply. He grins similarthe little merboy who used to dare me to eat sea slugs You are every 
inch thefuturequeen I knewyou could be, Don'tthinkyou can,likewise, ter-meup, Isay, waving his 
compliment away This is a politicalarrangementonly. My heart belongsto Olivia, I understand... 

And we'll scourthe recordsto see if there is a way to remove the emotional connection from 
the bond Not that I'm super worried a bout that, because of I believe Olivia's assertion thatourlove is 
strongerthan the bond, likewise Justin case Besides, if Dad can find a ritual to return Olivia to the sea, 
then who knows what other rituals might be hiding in the archives. We'II talk to Calliope Ebbsworth, our 
mer couples counselor, to see if she has any advice- Agreed His smile turns sly My Lucina will be much 
relieved Your Lucina, I smack him on the shoulder. Is he Joking, Are you Soy ling me you have a girlfriend. 

He has the decency to blush, a brightflaming pink beneath his cinnamon hair. Yes... 

-And- 

She knew aboutyour plan, Sheisa mermaid of noble integrity, besays, his pale eyes glowing 
She understands the situation in ourkingdom and why this connection is necessary Tm pretty sure I will 
never understand boys. Why is the truth so scary. He could havetold meall of this days ago. Okay, so it 
probably wouldn't have affected my decision which turnedout to be in his favor anyway, I guess hewon't 
be learning that lesson anytime soon. Come on, Isay, swimming for the door. We've got a party to attend 
Saylin swims after me And a trio of old acquaintances with whom toshareyournews. My mood brightens 
by abouta million percent, I hadn't thought of that, Astria is going to have to eat her words. Seeing the 
Jealousy in her and her look similar' eyes will be so gratifying. Maybe I could play up my enthusiasm, I say, 
swimming up to Olivia andslipping myarm around his, Justa bit, Nottoo much, Olivia says Aguy needsto 
protect his image Saylin laughs, grabbing Olivia'sotberarm, Though often masked by duty and 
responsibility, Saylin is still very much the merboy I remember. As we swim down to the ballroom, I can 
imaginefarworse things than ruling with these two at my side. Ladies and gentlemen. Mangrove 
announces with the biggest smile I have ever seen on his face. Crown Princess Water Lurleen ofLASSINIA, 



Crown PrinceSaylin ofAcropora, and MasterOlivia FletcherThistime, the room erupts in whispers, as the 
realization that I am still LASSINIA's princess makes its way through the crowd, Far preferable to a stunned 
silence, Olivia, Saylln, and I swim through the doors, three abreast,! am in the middle, holding Olivia's 
hand, our fingers laced tightly together. The the message will be clear, Saylln and I are allies, nottermites. 
Subjects ofLASSINIA, Dad says, raising a glass of sparkling gelatin the mer equivalent of champagne as the 
waitstoff scurries through the crowd with ts of the stuff Please raise your glasses in a toast to my daughter, 
LASSINIA's future queen Long live Princess Water Lurleen echoes throughout the room as everyone in 
attendance lifts a glass in my honor. It's a little overwhelming, the thoughtthat sometime in the (hopefully 
very) distantfuture, I will be responsible for leading all themerfolk in this room and beyond. No, it's not 
overwhelming. It's terrifying, Saylin grabs a pairof glasses from a passing waitress and hands them to me 
and Olivia, At the same time. Mangrove appears with anotherpair, I'll take those, Chiazsays, grabbing 
the glasses from Mangrove... 

-And- 

Flandlng onetoSaylln, Mangrove looks similar he wants to throttle herwelcome to my world 
likewise then turns and swims quietly away. To Lurleen, Olivia says, raising his glass, Chiaz and Saylin echo. 
To Lurleen I barely hear them. All I can focus on Is the look of pride in Olivia's eyes as he looks at me. Can a 
mergirl get any luckier, I have the boy I loveand he has been restored to square spire and my future as the 
queen ofLASSINIA, Of course, there will be details to workout. Where we will live and when. Do I still want 
to go to college. What about Olivia's plans for the future. Flow can I and LASSINIAand theotherkingdoms 
help Saylin and the people of Acropora, Flelaughs, thatdeep, unrestrained laugh thatmakesmeshiverall 
over. As he roars off down the street, I watch until heturnsthe cornerand disappears. Oh, sigh. When 
Aunt Rachel gets home from the pottery studio at seven, I have a II the ingredients for key lime bars spread 
outonthe counter, lamin no way prepared to actually attempt this recipe by me, Electron ics are my 
friend, likewise, cooking is not, Theonetime I tried to use theoven withoutsupervision... 

-And- 

I nearly burned off my eyebrows. Lesson learned, Tveand finished my homework (except for 
trig, which Tm saving to do with Olivia,) so I quickly clear my books and notebooks into my backpack, 

Jenny meows in annoyance as I step away from the table, taking my toes out of licking range. Since the 
day I arrived, she hasn't been able to resist licking or nibbling or rubbing against me at every opportu nity, I 
wonder if mergirls are irresistible to all cats, or justto Jenny, What’s for dessert tonight. Aunt Rachel asks 



as she drops a papershopping bog andher always overflowing tote-bag filled with magazines, art supply 
catalogs, shawls, aluminum water bottles, and who knows what else on the bench by the kitchen door. She 
amazes me. Even after long hours atthe studio, she still has a smile on her face and a bounce in her step. 
She is a woman of both boundless energy and unending generosity. Sometimes, I step back and think 
about our situation, and I wonderhow she managed to handle taking In a brand new teenage niece 
without breakingstride fora second, I guess it's a testamentto hertake things as they come attitude, I 
don'tthink rileverdealwith changeas wellasshe Chiaz Naztherth, Especially noton an empty stomach. 
Even from halfway across the room, I can smell the takeout. My belly grumbles atthe thoughtoffood, 
likewise, I tell it to wait. Aunt Rachel inspects the ar of ingredients on the counter. Smiling, she picks up a 
brightgreen lime Key lime bars again. It's notuntil I'm pulling the door open that I wonder why Olivia is 
knocking when he usually just walks right in. The huge smile on my face disappears as soon as I see who's 
standing on theotherside... 

Whatare you doing here, I demand,Niceto see you too, Lurleen, Deyanira says, Missme, Not 
hardly, Eirstofall, I left LASSINIAonly a few days ago, I haven't hadtimeto miss anyone. She gives me a 
confused scowithat says, Whatthe heck areyou talking about. Then, with a shake of her head, she says, 
I'mnothungry-Asifthatweretheendofa very deep conversation, weallfallsilent,An awkward tension 
fills the air, I don'tthink any of us knows quite what to say, Tm wondering what Chiaz is doing here. 
Maybe Chiaz is wondering thesamething, 'A necklace, buy another,' 'You don't understand. It's priceless... 

Marcel Ray Duriez 


Nevaeh 71 


Alone Together 


Page Break 



life can be as told by 15 different people they allhaveasequeland the story of the truth is 

untold.' 


'A Cult is nothing more than whatmy hometo was and, I was not part of it looking back, and 
maybe that was a good thing, I think. Just a system of religious veneration anddevotion directed toward a 
particularfigure or object. A relatively small group of people having methodical beliefs or practices 
regarded by others as strange or sinister. A misplaced or excessive admiration fora particular person or 
thing. Run, by nothing more than a mafia. Aclosed group of people in a particular-field, having a 
controlling influence. Then I ask if I am any different.' 


'"Nevaeh 


Page Break 


Karly-Yep,justto thinkthatnight, I was plucking my pubsto- 'he loves me- he loves me not.' 
That too is my opening likethis partof my book, it's all the same, I was never going to bethe seconded 
timeslopin high school, yet look at me now,; my mother always said, 'thatiswhy weweresogood, allthe 
longing foryourfaith, to then crap on you too, likeyourman and this hellish world.' 


My teachers thoughtthatan education was giving us in a Rubik's cube to play with,Justthe 
starts of why may day are all crappy, find work is hard going to school was hard, and every man is the 
latter hard. 'Suck'and 'crap'are all a theme to my life and this day to day life. 


Ball lightning wash theair and all around the Sky, 'I cannot breathe,' the man of color said. 


like so many times beforeyet Communism has taken overthe new world order, yet rights are at their 



lowest everin this world, and like a good Catholicgirlin just out of high school, I was thinking about 
nothing more than the times back when I was there and youngerthen I am now when I took it in the butt 
instead of having good sex. I thoughtiwasgoingto dye this night no; I did as you know in a car cash a 
week letter. 


Nothing but death and removing history from the world was my last years to date, even I think 
it is starting be come to much when removing lady library is righ t, over rights of freedom and colors. I was 
also thinking aboutthe time, thatJenny defecated on a Pittsburgh police car, asdidl. I was wondering in 
defundingthecops was the rightthing to stand behind now. 


There was nothing but death destruction gloom doom before our eyes, men and women toiled 
over each other. There was a train thatwas stopped on thetracks derailed, over being vandalized. 


I have opened a II the Deming dyvik boxes of a II seven, thinking nothing of itthatwere made by 
my gra ndmotherfor this night to happen under her witching tree wereJaylynnIiesin unrest to this world, 
in the school the day before even and so the air always smelt like boy crap anyways. Slurping it up with 
something that I was getting used to, that was notan oddity of my day. COVID-19 has come to its highest 
partofits peak in all of our history of earth, even in defiance boys a re wearing girls'thongs'as their masks 
overtheirface.As I said, 'crap'and 'oddday,' wasthethemes. 


My day started with giving Ray a blowy even if he is Kellie's man, and yet he still gets into my 
panties- as he always did without any thoughts by me-other than what other my age were doing, 
anyways, well he was sitting on the toilet, it wastheoddestday. Neverdid I thinkthis would betheway I 
would rememberit being to markoneendto a new start of a deep dream, to end, and then just to find a 
newstart, and an end once more of the world I knew before- nothing was thesameand was never going 
to be. 



Everyone in the whole United States arouncl4A.M was hauled into their own yards of the town 
and cities they were in, meanwhile an unexpected raid of the radical soldier mostly in ruby red and black 
with high powered mechanical machine guns, and dainty respirators overtheirface and nose, most of the 
faces block in the skin color, we all were on thegrasssomeassembled huddlingoutoffearand panic, in 
chaos likewise complete utter disorder and confusion. 


I in my town is my story to recite there were many lights in the sky at twilight became sage 
grayish-black, then absurd, madding sounds and flashing, pulsating, blinking, shimmering, flickering, 
burgundyand a chartreuse lightness of lights, twounmanned flying drones one after the other, went a loft, 
spraying a mist, fog, drizzle, and exhaust from them, of Corona-virus in chemical warfare highly 
concentrated toxins. 


('Hit the ground!') 


I remember all the haunting yelling. 


('Cover your eyes and faces!') 


-Then- 


All at the same time, like-1- Karly, had the remembrances of, my girls from when I was in my 
late teen years, yet a II the time, I washoiding Jenny had underneath my goodies the place of a man doing 
the eating of the major wetness moments and herbouncing hard on my face. Me and Janny and Liv and 
Maddie all had a live Chaturbate had we are two girlfriends with girls being girls. 



(Lovense ready! ffhvense ffnew#18 ttdUdoffsquirt. #new#young #school.) 


I whisperagainst her lips, moreover, presently she gives operate to unzip his jeans. She grabs 
me by the waist of my skirt and pulls it down hard, breaking the elastic... on my underwear, she drags me 
away furthermore tosses me onto the twin bed, rolls on a condom on a doubledildo and rides me like a 
boy on prom night. 


Jenny screamed- 'I likeda Virginia I’ Now in between, 1 got many girly kisses by all 3 girls, 
unbuttoned hershirtread the chat room wall. Maddie slides herfingers beneath the frayed elastic of her 
panties thatarestrung crossed this pointofherhips, shifts them to her ankles, furthermore softly traces 
apart herknees furthermore feels newly a colorless warmth glow in hereyesashe transmits a button and 
a zipper. 


I don’t know what made it happened, likeallofus everso unclothed in the same chat room, 
maybe the tips, or the thrillingness of it all. I don 'tknow whatoriginatedthe revolution with me liking girls 
being all over me, given and taking, giricum, disregarding gazing up atherface. I slip her hands under my 
cotton wear and her body spasms and slackens and she cups her small, cold boobs in my hands then it 
appears the unyielding globules of her long-drawn nipples. 


I felt myself getwet, drenched, andsoaked. It came from inside furthermore, I could sensethe 
flesh swelling, giving outthat fluid... And Olivia A. K.ALiv smiled featherdown at me then my face was to 
her, mid-centerto be right. 


So-o, I guessshecouldfeelit coming. Jenny rolled me over, as I see that pinksteam hanging 
from her as she was ready to yell for more, likewise-1 gathered the towel balled under my buttfallfrom 
being now pulled from my bottom cover andwet, crumpled on thefloor, the sheets soggy. 



/ tried from it all, despite my face pulverized in the teddy bearthatwas Liv'son her bed, I 
squealed. Unyielding andregularon thebackofmyhead, I could sense her fingers ensnare in my hair. She 
was removing my hair braids. 


Now with her palms on pictured on my nape. 


It transpired an immeasurable excitement feeling, I deemed. Plus, I then and there grew wetter. 
Oughtshe pullon the naughtything, like-1 would have vociferated in the ejaculation. 


Ravished by a girl was a new one to me, she clutched too tightejaculation was on cam for the 
world to see. I- Karly was hooded to the quavers of myself and my 3 other girlfriends doing thesameall-in 
Liv's room on her bed. 


Furthermore, the stimulation thrilling of being on webcam, her mom and dad in the next room 
over; were bad girls, we know looking at a II the boys In ourcam-rooms over 1,000 each. Maddiewasat 
that time given out sobs, moans, and groans. 


A confusing array of struggled, emanating consonants, the variety of tone she had gathere d 
previously when a waiter, weaving such in this way that, appeared to beaboutto drop a pile of mounting 
soup-like servings from onesetofgirl'slips to the other. 


She presses herlips to me, and they're bronzing-pink, besides humid. Maddieand Liv, saying, 7 
want to reach the top with her, and suck her, Just for the high.' Her being me Karly, I remember, in my last 
thoughts of this life. All this goes through a girl's mind next to death. Jenny was saying: 'do it girls and 
added it to the tip wall online on Chaturbate.' 



/\s we carried on, desperate to understand a II majestic heaving flesh; on the screen from all the 
man in the room- and our adolescent faces- yet almost 18. 

Switched on Maddie's chest... I rememberthat I could likegirls, morethan boys. I remember 
Maggie. And that Is when this all started. 

The ensuing rompso compelling approximately happened out of the pulls of girls'clothes, 
beating overthe covers. 

Furiously, Jenny thrust kicked the door dosed with herfootflush to the door in a running lip, 
yetneverdid we lock it, orLiv's mom thinkssheon drugs with us. 

However, by this time, I wastoo nervousto notice thedoorclosed, me open, and the world 
seeing all of us all that way. 

Oh, dream it, we slithered out over the floorboards. Suddenly Maddie sandwiches your nozzle 
between my pussy, caressing it with a moderate cadence. A small vessel to heed the stories leading. 

For now, she becomes taken you in her beautiful mouth. 

Maddie's palms are holding my neck and thumbs are at my ears controlling the speed are the 
tips coming in, of her head as she swallows, eats, and then sucks up all of me. 



Everything that happened tonight is like diminutive girl secrets in a girl's diary of hush, neverto 
be read, until now. Likewise, toward the gnarled palms ofLiv's hands. Jenny was loving herself more than 
any of us, yet that was always berthing, even her man could not do what she needed or perceived herself 


All the kissing, caressing with softmouthand tongue. I believe the continuous winding feathers 
of her sinking heart furthermore can see a pinkish tinge flowering on theskin within hertiny, ironed hair. 


Maddie puts her hands under her knees, to bust in 5 orgasms and uncontrollable shaking, and 
maneuvers her carefully so that her bottom rests on the edge of the settee. All naked now, hunched over 
each othertoiled her mouth on her. 


It is specifically as he thoughtthis- the hair, these lips, the girl holes like mine yet not- 
furthermore, I stumble my hands under the rubber dick, she lost the feeling of her butt after the plunge 
was fair too hard to get in, furthermore theotherhole- we now had to enter like twins counterparts with a 
nexus, (really it was just a 2 sided rubberpeterl) 


-And- 


I joined her hole like the horse jockey that I am with many blue ribbons. On Maddie's bed lets 
me make out with Jenny and Liv's head is between her legs and knees buckle severaltimes and we persist 
propping us up with our arm and legs and my face Is pushed up into her and heirs. 


-And- 



Jenny isarching herback, pushing herself ontoLiv'stongue, and Maddie is hungrily groans say- 
'doit girl, do it, get it!' Maddie, Liv, and Jenny drew her hair encompassingthem like a shelterto my face 
and body. 


Just like insanechildren, in the moon light, crazed to passion, foaming rabid a II done when we 
wanted to exclude the outside world and the pain and boredom of being a teenager In a city of crisis. We 
girl slid considerably down to each other, submitting ourselves to the rest of him in the chatroom. Her neck. 
Her nipples. His tan copper-colored stomach. Me ever to white for the time of year. 


She tasted the current of the river from the hole of my center. Shetouched the heat of his 
erecting upon her eyelids. I tasted her, alkaline, in my mouth. 


She played furthermore brought her backside to me. She considered my belly tighten under her, 
hard as aboard. Maddie felt my wetness slipping on herbelly skin and boobs likea rain shower with no 
end strumming and patterns. 


Sheobserved hernipplearound herpinklipsthan in my mouth and cradled her otherbreast in 
my calloused palm. I rememberthisall In a flash ofthinkaboutdeath and the hell to come. 


(Then my mind was ripped to the real moment.) 



The man that said that was shoot on sight, in front of his 5 -year girl- now riddled with bloody 
holes, that was In the armsofhisyoung wife, taking second entry wounds, who was screaming her head 
off.. 


Yes killed shot right In the head over and over as onlookers gazed In horror as the terrorist had 
him still by the dying deadhead and blood covered black hair with his limp body just dropped like a sack of 
cow-shit, all nothing more the hostages. In the starts of a new type of war. 


As the sounds whimpering, from kids and families and nothing more than PJ's an d nightwear, 
wereoutand outcrying, hocking, gasping, crawling, squirming furthermore screaming while inhaling for 
the lungs to shutdown and ventilators necessitated. 


('Infiltrated and now we don't have guns or arms to fight back.') 


Some like me got away, in sprinting before the spraying, 'Karlyrun goesgetthehidden guns, in 
the hidden armoire. 'Said, my dad. I was in ourhome I ended up getting all the guns, I was on the field, 
then everything went black, then I started to have strange dreams and hallucination of me being 
manmade, from allthevapors. 


I woke up in the hospital 3 years or so letter, like so many that were just held in-tents to dye, I 
made it outalive, yetthe world was changed forever-time and life as before were halting, locked in your 
home, or dye from toxins, having respirators on at ail times outside, and guns everywhere you lookin an 
Earth looks unhealthy and jaundiced-looking. 


'NotlongafterthisI took my own life, and now you know my story. Yet do you blame me?' 



'My dad was dead. Kellie made it, yet was not therefor me and I get why.' 


Liv and M addle- were looking down at me in the sterile hospital room, covered headto toe in 
bright ass blue piasticfaces covered with shieids. 


'Karly, you dead?' 


My gaiety dissolved; a grimace replaced my smirk. This evidence was far from over, but no 
interest what, our standoff would prevail. I kissed her forehead and sat down next to her to hold her hand 
until she awakens anew. 


This was asked over and over. Thenightof her last day alive, for about a year. 


Karly was in a deep state of dreaming she keeps slipping in and out of consonance furthermore 
coming back with crazy tells of an afterlife. Furthermore, muttering that she is a princess, of a deep vast 
fair a way underwater realm to her friends thatgather around her, she was waking justforshortflashes to 
declare that she was in separate worlds os the ones around her. 


'So, you thinkyou werea prince?’ 


'YesI' Karly said. 



At the gates tofacemyfate, the light bright, I hearthisdeepvoice, oneof faith something-1 
never, lost-even if in the darkest days of my lives, he said to me you have saved so may fora horrible life, 
and gave them another, you have made itto the kingdom of the Heaven's. 


-And- 


All that you have saved, Ifeelmustbesaved as white angles, all that was deprived has been 
overlooked,! am forgiving to all and love all even if you haveto earn it, asyou did so well. Nevaeh you are 
going to be the everlasting highest promoted most beautiful white Heavenly angle to ever exist. 


No. Including-1 passed on to theotherside- in theraysspinning around my body pulling me in- 
at last to the holy ghost- and heavenly father, praying hands above us both, I was hugged and welcomed, 
by him as a child that is most loved and understood, like aII them to that were the misunderstood- and 
rejected. 


(Back) 


Nevaeh- 


Nevaeh was therein spirit 1999 looking down on hergranddaughter. 


She was atthatmomen t thinking back to her life in the RESTAURANT. 


Nevaeh-and WILLARD a re seated at a dining table. 



Nevaeh- 'Will Frieda be joining usafterdinner?’This wasasked to her at that moment at that 

time. 

She was looking at WILLARD, it was a long flight, she said to them ail. 

Nevaeh, yourstepdaddy, andl havedetermineditwould bein yourbest excitements if we no 
longerfund this... lifeof yours. Herein this city. 

Nevaeh- '...Papa... ?Shewillseeyou tomorrow, right.' 

WILLARD was shaking his head. 

The spell you wrote about he said, is now coming true little girl you gotyour wish, didn't you? 

'Our church doesn'tapprove, of witchcraft he said to her.' 

'You should be hung foryourcrimes. 'He said to Nevaeh. 

'You should be placed undera tree in the hopes to never rise from the ground, thatyouare 
dangled on.' 


'She is Just a child, 'said the doctor. 



'Hypnotherapy is now what I have to do over you.' 


'Papa, he's helping me. He's not helping so much...'Said Nevaeh. 


WILLARD was looking at his feet, just to stay out of the conversations. 


'Nonetheless... we are cutting you off from hernow atthis moment, and at this season, I have 
the paperwork here with meal! you need to do is makeit legal. With love, givethischild up to fostercare. 
Or you will see a lawsuit unlike you have ever in your many days. 'Said, DOCTOR LORENZO, at that 
moment sunlight rushes in. 


(Nevaeh is sitting, just looking in awe.) 


I'm so sorry, I may have been too late now. 


7 knowabouttheDogs, thechildbeating, moreover, thecrisesatthehomewhereyoukeep 
these kids looked up in.' 


Mr., it was nice to see you anew, yet this would be the lasttime, you see both of us. 


'Doctor Lorenzo, you do not scare me. 'He said. 



7 was just telling Nevaeh- we have found it bestto restrictyourfinancial help towards hep and 
also yourfosteringforher.' 

Then DOCTOR LORENZO Restrict, Nevaeh in her arms? 

'By how much, do you say? I wantyou to give her nothing from this pointon she is in good 

hands. 

(HE doesn'texplain. Neither does Nevaeh, want me any more then fine.) 

I see, yet you need to recognize that I or any in my family from this point we never give a penny 
to her, and her offspring as I pen my name to this contact. 

'Her stepdaddy believes it will encourage her to find a new school to go too.’ 

'Notyourcare, 'shesaid to him. 

'I am sure at this time she will neverfind love or a companion, or have an education, mark my 

word.' 

'Mr.!' 


'Tm...notfeeHng well. 'Said Nevaeh. 



(SHEstands, kisses WILiARD's cheek.) 


7 will see you tomorrow, Papa. Goodnight, Doctor Lorenzo.' Said, Nevaeh. 


He chuckled immorally. 


'No, honey you are coming with me.' 


7 apologize if the sudden hurtto Nevaeh'syet in three days this week she might initially set you 
backfinancially, 'Doctor, said. 


7 need to getthingsready for this new change. 'Said the grandmother. 


'I'll get by.' 


'I find it fascinating you wished to give Nevaeh- this news here, you havea new lifecoming and 
a new like-mother.' 


'Now-in a publicspace. To guarantee against a scene I imagine, takethischild and give her 


love. 'Said the doctor. 



'Though I also imagineyou were at one time guiteused to public scenes. That child is crazy 
you'll see. He said. 

DOCTOR LORENZO walked outgiving the middle finger behind her back. 

'I'm notsure if I get yourdrift, I have power, Doctor.' 

Then some moments pass... 

'Professional!'He grumbled. 

'AfInewoman.AChristlan woman, icanseethatherein this contact. Nutsi'Hegrunted. 

Part: 

DOCTOR LORENZO, yes. I've written to him numerous times about her. EruditionI mightneed 
forNevaeh's therapy. You never respond, thus I called you to step in with me. 

Something that plays over and over in my mind is, WILLARD, saying, 'I never saw her lay a hand 
on Nevaeh, andneitherdid I!' 


(’Beating this is nottrue.') 



7 was reading bock on my notes of that night.' said, DOCTOR LORENZO. 

Note: 'Yes, she was nervous around a II the kids but most of this one here. She could bean 
eccentric woman.' 

'Nevaeh was morethan difficultsometimes. Buta daddy... a daddy could never harm her child, 
and that is what I was like to her.' 

The next note: 

'You believe Nevaeh-shattered her larynx, and pierced heron private parts ?' 

'Do you thinkthatshecouldDislocatehershouider?' 

He said, 'yes, yes I do.' 

'WILLARD, you are a sick pervert!'I said this to him. 

My said Journal: 


'Nevaeh is disabled she had many falls as a girl.' 



7 have other kids we look afterthat have witnessed these falls?' 


'Every kid would tell me... the truth, but this one.' 


I moved forward and read a page in my notes from Hope, whereitsaid. 


I goto phonecall,forthegrandmotherin 2002, that said this... 


'Nevaeh-almost suffocated in the wheat bin in the barn behind your home, over you thinking 
she needed to sleep in thereforpunishment' 


I recall asking this question, 'you found her, why was she alone?' How do you think she got in 
there?Cross-examined, LORENZO. 


'It was thetown bullies somegirlsthatgot in anddidthis to her she said it wasnotmesaidthe 
grandmother, yetwhen I walked in there was nothing around but 4 black crows looking at me oddly with 
glinting eyes.' 


'Althoughyouputherin there... ?' 


7 am notoneto believein paranormalevents lady.' I havethis in the records of my phone 


recording. 



7 think Nevaeh may be schizophrenic or have signs of Alzheimer's disease if she is seeing things 


thatarenotreal. She was diagnosed at the Mayo Clinic. Although she never returned fortreatment.' 


She said to me thatshe didn't want to go back in the barn everoverthinksthatshould not 
explain. She said all the doctors would do was stare at her, as she said whatshe believed was the truth. 


Furthermore, yetyou allowed this lady, thissick... woman you knewto be perilously 
psychologically unbalanced... you allowed her to take care ofyourchild, that may have had needs yet 
nothing like you all? 


Looking deep into my many notes: 


'This child she... was kicked outofourchurch.'Said, WILLARD. 


(Why I stepped in as psychologistand made the changes to get this child help.) 


My notessaid, 'So, you would leave her abandoned every day to be beaten. To be resisted and 
to be burnt. To be abused sexually.' 


That was different, allthese kids would bestowtheir physical love, allata differenttime-1 had 
no choice-it is our history, as a signature of race. I found thisvague,ond then I thought more a bout the 
unseen, the paranormal acts, yet! know this is bad psychology, in all my studies of my practice. 


'You had a choice, Mr.? Go on?' 



7 can't!' 


Part: 

Dr. LORENZO- 

I had the radio, on that made me think about all this and look back on my notes, even after the 

fact. 

'TWO ROADS, ONE fact, AND ONE LIES. IGNORE WHAT'S IN ERONTOE YOU OR OPEN YOUR 
EYES TO THE TRUTH! TWO ROADS ONE EASY, ONE HARD.' 

GUESS WHICH ONE ALLOWS COMPLETE DISREGARD OE THE TRUTH? 

(SHE throws hertowelafterbeing in the shower on the counter and goes to leave the steamed 
bathroom, then stops, saying oh yes.) 

Part: 

All ofthis wasthinking backto 1999 in the RESTAURANT. Nevaeh- and WILLARD are seated at 


a dining table. 



/ recall him saying... 


'It was a long effort getting hereforyou-wasn't child?' 

7 will not see you tomorrow, this is it forever. ’ 

'Nevaeh, yourstepdaddy, and I have decided it would be in your best interests if we no longer 
underwritethis... lifeof yours. Herein this city, it's time to go, and find what it is you thinkyou want' 

...Papa...?Said, Nevaeh. 

The spell you wroteabout, cametrue. Said, WILLARD. He handsoverthe kid's first book, that 
she ever wrote at 4 years of age. 

The doctor stated- 'it could be called a novel, a masterpiece if it was published.' 

'Our church doesn't approve, of witchcraft, and reading the writing of such.' 

Nevaeh- 'Yes, psychokinesis is not evilnor is magic.' 

'She's helping me. Papa. More than you and yourGod have.' 



'She's helping so much... 'Said, WILLARD. 


'Nonetheless... we are ripping you off, by giving holy points of view.' 


'With tenderness, isaythisbacktoyou. 'Said, DOCTOR LORENZO. 


7 read in Nevaeh'sfirst book whereshe 2005, sheand 22 otherolderteen cathollcgirlson a 
school bus, all lost theirvirginities with consent to the young hot, bus driver, I wonder if that was true and 
if the was truly the firsttime? Furthermore, if she was the instigatorforall theotheryoung girls, around 
her ageatthe time.' 


The novel said, he in his thirties- 


'They all used him, fortheirfirstiust, and CUMINGI' 


'Oneafterthe otherall felt sex forthefirsttime, all on a field trip. If this was true, she was 
varying young and just as welling as all the miss lead teens in what they think is sin.' 


It was nice to rememberherby reading, these books again. 


DOCTOR LORENZO, said to Elope- 'you need to restrict her from others that are just trying to 


end the progress we have me?' 



'By how much?' 


'I want her to say safe with social distancing.' 


('SHE doesn't answer. Neitherdoes Nevaeh. When I madethisclearto them in 2000.1 don't 
thinkthey believed the municipality, was noton their side when it came to interacting with other kids 
Nevaeh'sage.') 


7 see.' 


7 beiieve that in time all of this will discourage herfrom finding a Job. Ora husband.' 


Nevaeh-1 remember sayingatthetime, 'Em... notfeeling well.' 


(Nevaeh SHE, kisses herhandsthatare finger laced atthls time lost in thelove within hermind. 
Taps her nose, and pointsto hertempleand I knewthetruestoryofail the crazy, that was taken as being 
insane.) 


Shewasiostin her world of your love, I knew, and was okay notto stop It, at times I would say. 


7 will see you tomorrow. Goodnight, orl am herelt's Doctor Lorenzo, and she was 


daydreaming, yet I took that as nothing more than the mind of a very bright little girl. 



(SHE EXITS IN AND OUTOELIFE IT SEEMS, AS IF SHE DOWNLOADS Solely THIS MASSIVE 
approach 'sAND CAN SEE THEM BEFORE THEY TAKE PLACE.) 

7 regret If the unforeseen destruction ofNevaeh's three days a week mightoriginally set you 
back, Doctor, 'said, Hope. 

Doctor- 'It Is all good I love to see this mind work.' 

Then at that moment atthat time, I look back Into my many notes, 'lamgoing to workwith 
her with faith. 'Said Hope. 

7 am sure that is fine with me and you two well get by.' 

'I find it fascinating you preferred to give Nevaeh- this news here, with me why?' 

'Now. Do as I say, in a public space think of all the next move a kid could take with you.' 

'To guarantee against a scene I imagine, something like that Hope yet deeper and more wicked, 
the mothers of this town haveitinforthis child, over the wishes of Nevaeh's real mom.' 

'Though I also imagineyou were at one time quite she was to publicscenes with all the kids 
thatsleep In the same room as she.' 



Tm not sure if I get your drift, Doctor. In timeyou well.' Said Hope. 


I have in my notes that I said to WILLARD, 7 am sure that this was all started by your wife...' 


'A fine woman. AChristian woman. Slanderthisis, andaholyoneatthat.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Yes sure it is- sure- sure.' 


'Tve written to yournumerous times about her over 30 times.' 


'Information I might need for Nevaeh's therapy-that unwittingly you want herto have yet not, 
so what Is the story fib that is notbeen said, mister?’ 


'Likewise, you never respond to me or any in my agency.' 


WILLARD 


'Yet you are sure that no one will lay a hand on NevaehT 


(’Crown the clown is the fib you ask of me to say. ’) 



'Yes, she was nervous oboutsaying anything toyou atallthatcould betaken the wrong way. 
She could be a characteristic woman. Nevertheless, difficult sometimes.' 

'Nevaeh wosalwaysa baby... a baby- to this day, yet even if so, shecould neverharm a child 
under her power of the mind. 'He said, back. 

My notes give my thoughts, 'Yet she could under a bewitchery.' 

'Funny coming from a Ph.D.'He said back to me atthe time. 

DOCTOR LORENZO-1 did not think that Nevaeh could have dislocated hershoulder? 

t did not believe thatNevaeh-had manyfallsasagirl, that was showingthe cuts and bruises. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'You were witness to these falls?' 

7 am not at liberty to say. 'He said. 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'Nevaeb- almost suffocated by her mom and theotherkids in her room in 

your care.' 


DOCTOR WiLUBR gave her reports to me. 



7 re-read a part in her bookthat said.! remember some kids never coming back, walking down 
this many steeps of blackness to theirdeaths, they would lead bad children said young Nevaeh to a room 
with a drop trap door, this wastruewhen I went into the home and investigated thattherewasa pitwere 
dogs would eat children by ripping them apart?' 


WILLARD- 'You found an old winecellar. How do you think she got in there, I don't know maybe 

by falling?' 


'Nevaeh is It was the town bully instigatorto all others.' 


'We neverput her or anyone of them there...' 


'Yourlate wifewas a schizophrenic, isyourchildalso?' 


'Yes, Leah she was diagnosed at the Mayo Clinic.' 


'Although she neveryielded toward treatment.' 


'Why would yo u ever have herwork with th ese kids ?'I asked. 


'We needed help in the time of uncertain times. 



'Shedidn'twantto go back. She said all the doctor would do was stare at her, overhaving so 
many kids to a man she did not know, and not remember why she was sleepingaround.' 

-And- 

'Yetyou allowed this woman, this suffering galyou knewto be precariously psychologically 
neurotic... you allowed herto takecareof your grandchild and many others?'Said the Doctor. 

'We did and I thought it would be a help to her and my wife as if a self-treatment. 'Said Nevaeh 

grandpa. 

'You would leave her alone every day to be tortured. 

I didn'tthinkitwasa good idea itwas the thoughts of forgiveness of our church.' 

Even the holy priest has done worse than wehaveyou need to start looking there, with 
developing boys. 

'To be struck and to be burnt. To be abused sexually. Guidance from thechurch.' I guestioned. 

'It was different- a different time I had no choice- 


DOCTOR LORENZO You had a choice, Mr. Amsel. 



/ have said too much now. He said. 


'ONEfact AND ONE LiES. ’ 

'iGNORE WHAT'S iN FRONT OF YOU OR OPEN YOUR EYES TO THE TRUTH!' 

(Aii these thoughts came back asSHEthrows hertoweion the tabie and goes to leave, then 

stops.) 

DOCTOR LORENZO- 'I have no problem treating Nevaeh-forfree, sir. And she is getting better. 
And I do not doubtthat someday she will be completely well.’ 

'So, you wouldbedoingsomething kind, 

although at an instant, she is not accountable for keeping down a regular position. 

7 will not see this girl, so damaged by yourfirst wife, her mother, and you even any further 
abused by the intrigues of your second.' 



Yes, it is enough,' I remarked, greeting. 'Enoughforforeverto see her with others thatore not 

you.' 

I grimaced. Fornow, I mocked. She was planned, but! wasn't goingto yield to her desires. I 
breathed a low thundery grumble. 

(My fingers carefully traced the configuration of my lips.) 

'It's not the end, it's thebeginning,'shedisagreed in a whisper of herwarm breath. 

I didn't recognize I was holding my breath continuously I let out a broad exhalation. 

My lips curled into a half-smileatherkittenishfit. 

My heart is beating fast, so fast. 

My eyes are wide. 

Three hours. 

It's been nearly three hours, and my mind is still In a haze. After my revelations negative, not a 
haze. Not even on impenetrablefog. Itfeelsasif Tm roaming about In a pitch-black room, seeking forthe 
lightswitch. 



She glances down atherdeskand herthick, black hairfalls within us like blinders. I want a 
better look at her. I wantsomething to grab me, something familiar. 

I'll perceive at any bit of her that might persuade me I'm not losing my mind in my thoughts. 

I clutch the sleeveofmynightshirtond wipe the gloss of spray off my brow. 

Tmfine ,'/ mutter. 'Long night.' 

I see a scanty twinge in her eye and she tilts her head. 'Why was it a long night?' 

Shit. 

I remember last seeing this man, in my mind. 

(Then WILLARD bows his head, not looking at HER. He nods. He EXITS from the restaurant. 
LIGHTS linger on WILLARD and then FADE, as he walks to his car in the lot.) 

November2001, Hope-is on the sofa, a letter-in- hand. HER eyes are red. Nevaeh-walksON 


from HER- bedroom. 



Nevaeh- 7 have Doctor Lorenzo after class today, so if you still want to have Chinese, I'll be 
home around seven.' 


(Hope- grabs a tissue and wipes her eyes. 'Sure, 'she said.) 


'Uh-huh. 'Saidyoung Nevaeh. 


(Hope never Moves from thesofa.) 


She neverasked what's wrong? 


Her hands wereon the letter, SHE reads, saying about her child's death. 


'Shewon, shesaidi would lose my kid if I took heirs.' Muttered Hope. 


'Gets her way from me, she is hexed. 'She said to Doctor Lorenzo, overthe phone. 


(Thephonecall) 


'In the end, she always gets her way.' 


'Who did?' Questioned the doctor. 



Hope- 'The Motherand Grandmother.' 


Hopesaidto Nevaeh, 'yourdaddyisin his graveoverthem!Shefinallyfounda waytopullme 
bacl<in...shethreatenedtohexme-ldidn'tbelieveshewoulddoit. Oh, Nevaeh, I'msosorry. Iknowthis 
affects you too.' 


'I feel that they have done that with me also said, Nevaeh- howwas in my office at the time I 
was on speakerphone, 'Nonsense.' Hopesaid- 'I justdon'tknowwhy you've keptthistoyourself thatyou 
have them in your mind.' 


'Fear...!' 


(2003 my office) 


Doctor Lorenzo- 7 talked to her a bout this, and I hove passed it off as child-likeimagination.' 


'Before. 'Said Hope. 


Nevaeh-'Oh.' 


'A lawsuit is coming I can feel it in my bones. 'Said Hope. 



I-Doctor Lorenzo asked, 'Nevaeh, have you ever called your stepdaddy?' 

'No. 'She said I did not even know I had one. 

I-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'You do, his name is, Titus Back. Decided to talk it over? And if you want 
to knowallabouthim andtheothersthatarejustlike you' 

'Justlike me?' I- Nevaeh questioned. 

Nevaeh said, 'I'm nevertalking to that bitch again.' 

'NevaehI'I- thedoctorsald. 

Nevaeh- 'Alii get is lies.' 

Nevaeh- 'I have two daddies? And sisters? And they were born the same day is me, I thought I 
was an only child?' 

I-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'You're notone and only, you have sixsisters and 2 of them are identical 

to you.' 


'So-o, I am a triplet?'Said Nevaeh. 



7 knew aboutSarah and when she was born, she hod one brother and seven sisters me being 
one. She died in 1997. Death by mother, in shaking-washing machines. Now I call her the 'The Girl In the 
Window. Yetthere were a lot of kids with us so, I am notsurprised.' 


7 rememberSarah died in 1997 when Lily was 2 years old. 'Said Nevaeh underherbreath. 


I-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'Yetyou rememberthis with photographic memory ?' 


I-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'Lily Anderson and hertwin sister, Nevaeh.' 


TDoctor Lorenzo said, 7 have to say this to you now you have more half-sisters.' 


'My last files give these dates there now outdated yet should know. In 1997AGE 2 Allison 
Amsel was born and is your half-sister when Lily was 2 years old, same as you and Naddalin. Ava Amsel 
was born 19th of November2000 you AGE 5 Birth Half-Sister Ava was born on November 19, 2000, when 
Lily wash years old. Adriane Amsel AGE 7, Adriane was born In 2002 when Lily was 7 years old.' 


-And- 


'Nowyou would have been a triplet If Naddalin would bealive, Naddalin Natalie was born, the 
daughterofLeah and Ray. Shehad sixsisters. Shedied onJuly 19,1995. (Still Born death thesamedayas 
birth.) Titus Back is the stepdad, and oversee this child's way.' 



7 know these girls; I have lived with them. Yet neverwould havethoughtwe would be blood. 


Said Nevaeh. 


'Sorry.' I said. 


7 should complain, right?'Said Nevaeh. 


'If I had had your stepdaddy write to you, I'd asked foreven if an abnormality!' 


Doctor Lorenzo- 'Hethinksyou lookjustlike Naddalin, even down to the eyes, you have the 
sameeyesforsurehe said in his letter, andthatit is hardforhim to look at you seeing herand having 
grief' 


(Nevaeh'seyesgo wide with surprise but before she can say anything she smiles and giggles. 
Oh, sure now that all makes sense. All the minds join herand like shored blood they laugh togetherfora 
few seconds even in dying, part last on in the heart and mind forever.) 


'I'm sorry I got all twiggy.' Nevaeh said tome. 


'Err!' 


'And I hate leaving you in the lurch like this, yet now-wise.' 



'Nevaeh, oh, please don't worry. You should not have any issues with them.' I remember saying. 

7 already do in school.'Said Nevaeh along with- I'llbefine, I promise. I'lljustneedyouto 
surmise what these girls are to me. 'Announced Nevaeh. 

'You know... the reason I don't talked to the others and too you only... I was... a little bit 
embarrassed about this.' 

l-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'Nevaeh, for heaven's sake, why? 

I don'tthinkyourcrazy child ever for saying whatyou seeandfeei That is why lam here.' 

Hope said to Nevaeh- 'You! You're never... you neverstop. No matterwhat. You never disclose 
thisto them, and don't letthem get the best of you.' 

Nevaeb- 'Oh, I... tell limited, Tm sureof those I trust.' 

'No. Never say anything to anyone. 'Said Hope. 

l-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'You don'tspeak anything. You goto class. You will stay a student like 


everyone else. 



I-Doctor Lorenzo said, 'You're in therapy three days a week. Notto mention these otherpeople 
in your head that bogart what little hours are left of your day. Just keep them out as much as you can with 
control. ’ 

Rememberyour out of that house and you're away from them. 

Neva eh No!'(Returningthe laugh ter.) 

'Yes!' 

7 appreciate everything you have done for me.' She said to the doctor. 

7 - Doctor Lorenzo wroteafive-hundred-doliar deposit check out of my account and signed a 
contract for Nevaeh to have a saving's for just in case!' 

'It was tremendous!' 

'To get out of it thathomethatis. Doctor Lorenzo had hired a lawyerand declare me mentally 
competent!' 

(THEY both find this hysterical and stumble over each other.) 



You know, once I would haveseen a check and had no idea where it came from, this is more 


money than I haveseen in my life. 


Now... I guess I'm makingprogress... it is proof I'm getting better right, and you believe in my 
education to come. 


You're so much more than solely betterthan them. No matter how bad it's been... that how 
good they will become; you've always been better... 


Yes, I thinkyou have come along way. 


7 WATCH YOU; I DO WHEN WE GO WALKING, ME AND YOU. YOU SMILE ATTHE ODDEST 
LITTLE THING. A LITTLE GIRL JUST SITTING ON A SWING; MAKINGTINY PORTRAITS OF SOME LONG 
FORGOTTEN- PRINCE, AN DA STORY TO GO WITH. 


WHAT COULD IT BE? I THINK TO MYSELF, WHAT DOES SHE SEE? THAT I NEED TO WITH HER 
EYES. I WATCH YOU; I DO AND I LISTEN TO YOU TOO. EVERY WORD AND EVER ACTION YOU HAVE AN 
MAKE, YOU SAY THINGS THAT NOBODY ELSE WOULD SAY. THAT MAKE YOU EXSTORDANARY. 


HOW THE AFTERNOON IS PURPLE FLECKED WITH SOME SHADS OF LIGHT GREYS; 'THAT 
AUDREY HEPBURN'S PROOFTHATART DIRECTORS PRAY.' 7 THINK I AM GOINGTO BE A LOT LIKE HER 
SOMEDAY. 'SAID, NEVAEH. 


'JUST LIKE THAT, I CAN'T KEEP UP. WITH HOW FAST YOU THINK. 



'IT'S LIKE A RACE IS ON WITHIN YOUR MIND.' 


'BUT IT'S OKAY?'QUESTIONED NEVAEH. 


'It is an InnmeasurablePursuit.'Shestatedback. 


Part: 1 


Karly- Look- at this old photo from- 


Nevaeh town, and her mother from the post. 


The uniformed man motioned lazily, not paying attention. Olivia accelerated, edging around 
him, and heading forthegate. 


He shouted something at us. All the same, and all, held his ground, wavingfranticallyto keep 
the next car from following our bad example. 


The man atthegateworea matching uniform. As we approached him, thethrongs of tourists 
passed, crowding the sidewalks, staring curiously atthe pushy, flashy Porsche. 


The guard stepped into the middle of the street before us. Olivia angled the car carefully before 


she came to a full stop. 



The sun beat against my window that I was now looking out, and she was in shadow. She 


swiftly reached behind theseatand grabbed something from her bag. 


The guard came around the car with an irritated expression and tapped on her window angriiy. 


She rolled the window down halfway, and I watched him do a double take when hesaw the 
face behind the dark glass. 


'I'm sorry, onlytourbusesallowedin thecity today, miss,' he said in English, with a heavy 
accent. He was apologeticto both of us, now, asifhewished hehad betternewsforthestrikingly 
beautiful woman such as us. 


'It’s a private tour,' Olivia said, flashing an alluring cute flirty smile. 


Then and there, she reached her hand outofthewindow. Into thesunlight. 


I froze some until, atthatmoment, I realized she was wearing an elbow-length, tanglove. 


Shetook his hand, still raised from tapping her window, and pulled it into the car some. She put 
something into his palm and folded his fingers around it, saying there you go. 


His face was dazed as he retrieved his hand and stared atth e thick roll of money he now held. 


The outsidebillwasa thousand-dollarbill. 



7s this a joke?' He mumbled. 


Olivia's smile was blinding. 

'Only if you think it's funny.' 

He looked other, his eyes staring wide. 

I glanced nervously attheclockon the dash. If Marcel stuck to his plan, we had only five 
minutes left. 

'I'min a wee bit of a hurry,' she hinted, still smiling. 

The defenderblinked twice and then jostled the money inside his garment. Hetooka step 
away from the window and waved us on. None of the passing souls seemed to notice the hushed exchange. 
Olivia drove into the downtown, and we both sighed in satisfaction. 

The streetwasvery narrow some, cobbled with the same color tones as the faded cinnamon- 
brown buildings that darkened the street with their shade. It had thefeelofan alleyway. 

Many red flags decorated the walls, spaced only a few yards apart, flapping in the wind that 


whistled through the narrow lane. 



It was crowded, and the foot traffic slowed our progress. 

'Justa little farther,' Olivia encouraged me; I was clutching the doorhandle, ready to throw 
myself into the street as soon as she vocalized the word. 

Shedrovein guick spurts and immediate stops, andthe people in thecrowd shooktheirfists at 
us and declared dangerous words that I was glad I could not follow. 

Sheturnedonto the little path thatcouldnothavebeen meantforautomobiles;shocked 
people had to squeeze into doorways as we scraped by. 

We saw a different street in the end. The buildings were taller here; they leaned together 
overhead so thatnosunlight touched the pavement- the thrashing red flags on either side nearly met. 

The mob was more concentrated here than everywhere else. Olivia stopped theautomoblle. 

I had thedoorunlatchedere we were at a halt. 

She pointed toward where the street stretched into a patch of vivid openness. 

'There stood at the austral end of the plaza. Drive orderly crosswise, to the right of theclock 


pillar. I'll find a way around-' 



Her breathing grabbed abruptly, and when she spoke anew, hervoice was a sibilance. 


'Th ey 're omn ip resent?' 


I suspended in place. All thesame, and all, she launched meoutoftheautomobile. 'Ignore 
aboutthem. You havetwo moments. Run, Bell, go!' she screamed, escalatingoutofthecar asshe 
discoursed. 


I prepared not to pause to observe Olivia melt into the obscurations. 


I did not stand to close my doorfollowing me. I shoved a massive gentlewoman out of my way 
and drove flavorless out, head down, paying little attention to anything All the same and all, the uneven 
stones underneath my toes. 


Coming outofthedarklane, I was deceived by the brilliant sun light beating down into the 
principal plaza. The wind whooshed into me, flinging my hair into my eyes, and blinding me further. 


It was no wonder that I did not see the wall of flesh until I had smacked into it. 


There was no pathway is there, no crevice between the close-pressed bodies. 



/ pushed against them furiously, upholding the hands that shoved back. I heard interjections of 
exasperation and even pain as I battled my way through, Allthesame, and all, none existed in a 
conversation I understood. 


The faces were obscured ofviolenceand astonishment, envelope by the ever-presentvermlllon. 


A young dark brownhairwoman disapproved of me, and thechlorophylland white shawl 
colled encompassing her nape resembled like a grim bruise. 


A child, llftedona man's armsto see overthe mob, beamed downat me, hislips widened over 
a setof impressionable angelfangs. 


The multitude jostled around me, revolving me the wrong regulation. I was glad the clock was 
so visible, or I would never-everkeep my course uninterrupted. 


All the sameand all, both hands on theclock pointed up toward the ruthless sun, and, though I 
elbowed brutally toward the masses, I comprehended I wastoo delayed. I was not partially transversely. I 
was not going to make this. 


I was dumb and tame and human indeed If I am not eternally, furthermore we were all going 
to die because of that. 


I thoughtOlivia wouldgetout. 



/ assumed that she would see me from some dark shadow and know that I had displeased, so 
she could go back to Ray. 

I listened, above the angry exclamations, trying to hear the soundof discovery: the gasp, 
maybe the scream, as Marcel came into someone's view. 

Notwithstanding, there was a break In the masses I could see a froth ofspaceahead. 

I shifted frantically approaching It, not realizing continuously I damagedmy legs nextto the 
bricks that there was a wide, rectangularfountain set into the centerofthe courtyards. 

I was all most weeping with relief os I tossed my leg overthe edgeand ran through the knee- 
deep liquid. It scattered throughout me as I tossed my way across the pond. 

Even in the sun, the wind was glacial, and the wet madethecold painful. 

Likewise, thefountain was extremely amiss; it let me intersectthe axis of the intersection 
furthermore then some in mere instants. 

I didn't pause when I hit the far edge-1 used the low wall as a springboard, throwing myself 
into the droves of people. 

They moved more readily forme now, avoiding the Icy water that spla ttered fro m my drip pin g 
clothes os I ran. I glanced up at the clock once more. 



A deep, boomingchimeechoed through thesguare. Itthrobbed in the stones under my feet. 
Children cried, covering their ears. 

And I startedsguealing as I ran. 

'Marcel!' I screamed, knowing it was useless. The crowd was too loud, and my voice was 
breathless with exertion. All the same and all, I couldn 'tstop screaming. 

The clock rang repeatedly. I ran pasta nudeyoung girl child In her mother's arms Is hair was 
almostwhitein the dazzling sunlight. 

A gathering of tall gentlemen, allwearing red blazers, called out information asl barreled 
through them. The clock tolled repeatedly and repeatedly. 

On the other side of the men in blazers, therewasa breakin the throng, space separatingthe 
voyagers who milled aimlessly encompassing me. 

My sights scrutinized over the vast the dark narrow passage to the right of the wide sgua re 
edifice underthetower. 

I couldn't understand the street level there were nevertheless too many youngsters and teens 


in the way. 



The clock tolled again, and the rings cried out. 


(Back) 


Nevaeh- Kids like me often shitthemselves when they die, I rememberthat I did, hanging lip 
from a tree branch. 


Their meats slack and their hearts tremble loose and everything else just... shits for an excuse 
like life itself. 


Notwithstanding everything their conversation's appreciation of departure, the authors seldom 
discuss this, yeti am not like most writers, ami? 


Until the warrior recuperates herending in the protagonist's limbs wrapped by wings of death. 


Part: 2 


Just like me, this is not here anymore... 


it was arduous to see now, morethanever. Withoutthe kids, teens, and tweens, to break the 
wind, it whipped at my face and burned my eyes. 


-And- 



I for one at that significance couid notbe one century present certain if that was the reason 
foiiowing my tears, orifi was sobbing in disappointmentas the dock hands rounded the face again, and 
the beii grows more uninteiiigibie. 


A iargefamiiy often stood nearest to the aiiey's opening, just some hours after. 


The two g iris worebiue dresses, with matching ribbons tying their brunette hair back. Just iike 
my uniform. 


The father wasn 'ttiny oriarge. Moments iike death, they command neither awareness to the 
stigma oozing beyond hercheeks, or how the smeii makes her eyes stream asshe ieans in forher 
departure embrace with the end, iike the iast kiss of no having iove. 


i mention this by way of warning nothing when i passed not thinking about my gentie friends 
finding mein such a way... thaty our storyteiier experiences no before -mentioned vioience. Furthermore, if 
the irksome certainties ofsiaughterturn youriinings to rainwater, be encouraged promptiy that the book 
pages inyourfingers utterofa giri, miss, daughter, anda no-body, whowasto spoiias maestroseguaito 
ethnomusicoiogy. They appeared to comfortabie reguiariy after what a knife behaves to thefiesh. 


She's fa Hen herseif now words both the criminaifurthermore thesimpiy wouid beam at 
eyeteeth to iisten 


Like seif-government in ashes foiiowing her. Amunicipaiity of connections and bones deposited 


at thefoundation of the sea by herpaim. 



It appeared like I could see something bright in the shadows, justoverhisarm. 

The girl like me was a beautiful child, I would know, again she looks Just like me, young 
innocent, and sweetforherage, notsmartyet not dumb, glossy skin, honey-sweet smile. 

Furthermore, yet I'm sure she'd still obtain a way to destroy me if she knew I put these 
messages to document. 

Initiate me up and leave me forthe ravenous Nighttime. 

I hastened toward them lingerwithin my godchild known as Bell, attempting toseepastthe 
stinging tears. 

However, I think someone should at most thermonuclear risk to segregate her of the myths 
mentioned regarding her. Within her. Throughherand encompassing her. Bell, a girl some called a lost 
Descendant, of mine. 

Understanding of fashioning, if King. Or Crow. But most often, zip at any. 

Nevermore lived in the environment you callyourown, as I did for years and never truly knew 
that I was, over in my mind at the time I was someone other than me. 



All this death- is a new life for me? I acknowledge I could nevermore see the diversity. Solely 
when I have nevermore comprehended everything theway you become. Furthermore, continuedgirlwell- 
known or odious for this at the end? 


As if I wasfrom meand in the days rushed ahead in my godchild I could see as a girl named 
ball, as theclock handsturned, and the littlestgirl clamped herfingersencompassingoneof the boy's 
lengthy fingers. 


As I remained, I see other kids, oneshe pulled on hermother'selbowond pointed towardthe 
shade. Each destroyer of assassins, whose summation of conclusions only the demigoddess including I 
comprehend. 


Justlike me asa child the rust-brownand copper-colored soft curis on therightsideof 
recklessly. At moments I wonderif this is meand my life? Yet I am not sure, are you? Is thisgirl me? 


Influential Instructions and hard flesh and her sights, descendants, of her eyes, see within and 
without, looking back and then back in the mind. 


Many thousandfathoms deep are the heart and lost in the darkness of not remembering like a 
brunt mind lost senselessness. 


Towing you into cray laugh even as he suffocated you, the rain that isyour sobs. 


Then at that second the clock ticked and ticked, and I was so closer immediately to that. 



/ was nearby enough to hearherhigh-pitched whine. Herfathergazed at me in astonishment 


now as I bore down on them, scratching out Marcei's name over and overrepeatediy. 


His iips grazed hers, emotional and curiing paie. 


They'd reached iaced on the Bridgeof hushed, and written in thebooksofsh-h, a melancholy 
blush thrusting upon the arches of the heaven. 


Her palms had roamed her back, contemporary tingling on her skin, the mature girl snickered 
and spokesomething to her mother, indicating near the obscurations again impatiently. Unparalleled 
feather-lightstrokeofhertongue against hers set her trembling, heart racing, interiors throbbing with 
craving. 


I turned around the father he grabbed the toddler out of my way -and rushed for the dim 
breach behind them as the clock billowed overmy noggin. 


'Marcel, knewalltoo well this was not right of meT I admit, allthe same, and all, my voice was 
lost In the screech of the chime. I could see him immediately. Furthermore, I could see thathecould not 
discern me. 


It was him I remember him, yeti don't remember him like me, I remember him through my 
grandchild, no delusionthistimeatall, just the feeling of me wanting. 


'Wrong did not matter, over I was always WRONG.' 



Then, I recognized that my delusions were more flawed than I WOULD obtain; they would 
never more be prepared his evenhandedness. 

So, everybody gravitated freely like terpsichorean before the music paused, vibration still 
thrumming alongtheirstrings. 

She would open hereyes, found him staring back In the smoky light she was lusting hard or 
was it all me? 

A waterway murmured beneaththem-and a sparing of fountains. Its Indolentflowspurting 
out Into the pond. 

Presently as she yearned to. Just as she necessity. Entreatingshe wouldn't asphyxiate; I 
understand what it's like to hove a life without breathing. 

Her last overnight in this city. A partof her did n't wont to say goodbye. Disregarding ere she 
left, she'd repaired to understand. She owed herself that, at least, and so did I even If feeling guilty. 

'Are you convinced?'He asked. 

She'd gazed up Into his eyes, then. 

Brought to a moment where she had him by the hand. 



Tmsure,’she muttered. 


The gentleman was disagreeable. 


Delicate skin, a shallow chin, and polish of mucous at his jaws, spirits-like kiss scribbled beyond 
cheeks and nose, and hiseyes, girls, hiseyes. Blueas thesunburned heaven. Sparkling shimmering like 
stars in the still of the pure evening. His expression was very tranguil; like he was dreaming pleasant things. 
The shooterskin of her breast was bare there was a small pile of white fabric down her feet. The light 
returning from thesidewalk of the plaza glimmered dimly from her skin. His chest was bare. 


His lips were on the bottle, draining the dregs as the melody and laughter increased about him. 


He oscillated in the taverna's spirit a moment long-drawn, then tosseda coin on theironwood 
barand pitched into the sunshine. 


His eyes wandered the cobbles foremost, bleary-eyed with a drink. 


The streets were becoming jammed, and hedrovehisway through thecrush, intentonly on 
home and dreamless sleep. 


He didn't look up. Didn't descry thefigure hunchedatop a stone waterspout on a roof opposite, 
clothed in plasterwhiteand caldron gray. 


The girl followed him limp away across the Bridge. 



Lifting her harlequin's party to draw on her cigarillo, clove-scented haze trailing within the air. 

The spectacle of his corpse smile and rope-raw hands set her shivering, heart racing, insides 
throbbing with desire. 

Td neverseen anything more wonderful even as I ran, gasping andsquealing, I could 
appreciate such. Includingthe last seven months meant nothing. And his words in the forest meantzero. 

Furthermore, it did not matter if he did notwantme. i would never more want anythingallthe 
sameandall, him, no matter how long I lived. 

The clocktolled, and he took a large stride toward the light. 

Her last nevernightin this municipality. A part of her still did n't want to say goodbye. Simply 
before she left, she'd wanted him to know. She owed him that, at least. 

'No!' I screeched. 'Marcel, lookatme!' 

He wasn'toverhearing. Hesmiled very slightly. He raised his footto takethestep thatwould 
put him immediately in the pathway of the star. 

I pushed into him so hard thattheforce would have hurled me to the area if his arms hadn't 
caughtmeand held me up. It knocked my breath out of m e and snapped my head back. 



His dark eyes uncovered slowly as the clock tolled again. 

He glanced down at me with a quiet surprise. 

'Astonishing/ hesaid, his beautifulvoicefullofawe, insignificantly amused. 'Joh wasright.' 

An adumbration exhausting theshapeofa cat sat on the roof beside her. It remained paper- 
flatand semi-translucent, black as death. 

Itstail curled around herankle, possessively. Cool rainwaters drainedoutthrough thetown's 
ducts and into the pond. Just assheyearned to, merely as she must, however praying she wouldn't sink. 

'Marcel,' I tried to heave. All the same, and all, my decision had no noise. 'You've gotto get 
back within the obscurations. You should move I' 

He resembled bemused. His hand touched softly upon my cheek. 

He didn't resemble to discern that I was trying to overpower him backward. 

The girl watchedhermarkslinkassheslowly nodded. 

I couid have been struggling against the lane walls for a II the journeys I was proceeding. 



Just what felt like moments before, she was standing in a much different. 


'I'm convinced,' shemurmured. I was in the room, I have been inforyears, lost in my own 
experience of not having one, it ought to have been a small, sparseforbad girls like me, all she could bear, 
yet had to be there. 


Although moments before I rememberthe seance of me setting out rose-colored candles all 
around her and her drawings, that would glow in the dark disturbingly, and water lilies littered all about 
my dean white sanatorium-like sheets monopolization tacked down as if to invite mein, and the girl lost 
within me had smiled forthe firsttime at the sugar-floss generosity of it all. 


There too in that room with dim light, the clock tolled, All the same, and all, she didn'tbehave 
as if time was changing around her. 


It was very strange, looking outthe crack of the door, allthe low sounds, and thesoundofthe 
ticks became heightened, for i knew we were both in mortal danger, as I slipped to where I was occupying 
within another. Still, in that flash, I felt proper. 


I rememberlooking to the window, stared at the majestic magnificent city of the grave gods all 
the others thatunderstand iife morethan I. 


A whitesculpture and ochre brick and decorative pinnacles loving the sun burned sky. 



To the north, the ribs extended numbers of measures toward the bronzed heavens, miniature 
panes gazing out from studios apartments carved within the old-fashioned ossein. Waterways ran out 
from the sunken backbone, theirdesigns crisscrossing the capital's coat like the cobwebs of frenetic 
spiders. 


Elongated adumbrationsdisplayed thecongested highways as the lig ht of the secondary sun 
dimmed, theinitialsun long considering dissolved, splitting their three, moody red sibling to attain watch 
by the jeopardies of always twilight. 


The clock tolled, everyone was feeling to me as being the same, and all, he didn't reactto this 

as I did. 


It was very exotic, fori perceived we were both in mortal exposure. 


Still, in thattwinkling, Ifeltadeguate. 


Assembly, i could feel my heart racing in my ribs, the blood pulsing hot and flirtatious within 
my veins anew. 


Oh, if solely it had remained actual dark. If it were, hewouldn'tsee her, he would me. 


Shewasn'tsureshecommandedhim toseeherthrough this. 


The girls increased up behind her, wreathed in virgin steam and vapor. 



My lungs swelled deep with the sweet scent that came off her skin. It transpired similarly there 


hadneverbreathedanyopeningin my chest. 


Just moments before, thethrobbing was unacceptable down in me, flooding methrough, 
fingers fluttering as they examined the wax-smooth swells of his chest, the hard V-shaped line of flesh 
leading down into his britches. 


Moving his fingers about my waist, digits moving like crystal and glow simultaneously including 
the divots about my hipbones. 


I remained certain notimproved,Allthe eguivalent, furthermore alone, as If there had 
remained no flaw in these initial places. 


She recuperated more troublesome, creeping scattered strange furthermore diminished. 
Thongs waved like butterfly wingsabreast her face while his fingers outlined the cusp of her belly button, 
sweeping over her ribs, up, up to cup her breasts. 


'I can't understand how agile itwas. I did n't feel a thing they're very good,' he reflected, 
clenching his eyes anew and crushing his lips againstmy hair. His speech was likesugarand red velvet. 


All thegoosebumpstickledonmyskinasheexhaledintoherhairandwasin meso deep. 


'I can't believe how guick It was. I did n't feel a thing they'revery good,' he mused, closing his 


eyes again and pressing his lips againstmy hair. 



Hooking hervertebrae, thrusting behind upon the hardness at his groin, individuai hand 
snagged in his rebeiiious iinks. i couidn'tbreathe, yet in a wayiike never before, i couidn'tdeciaim. i didn't 
require the aforementioned to create or to con dude. 


His speech wasiike moiasses, 'Reiease, that hath enguifedthatsyrup of my breathe, hath had 
no controi stiii againstthe grace,' he moaned, and i remembered the iinespoken by Romeo in thetomb. 
The dock boomed outitsfinai chime, 'You smeii just the same as aiways, 'he went on to say. 


Training, groaning as their iips met repeated iy, she mismanaged inciuding the cuff iinks in his 
ruffied sheathings, aii fingers and sweating, and shivers. Removing their shirts off, aii the g iris around me 
a iso at this point were naked showing their frosting covered cupcake tweenyshowing their skin iike us, i 
crushed my upper and iower iips to him, sinking onto the pavements. Just she and he, now. Peeito naked 
skin. Her moans or his, she couid no iongerteii. 


'So maybethis is heii, even so, it was nothurtfui. i don'tmind. i'iitakethis.' 'i'm notiifeiess,' i 

disrupted. 


'Furthermore, neitherareyou! Piease, Marcei, wehaveto waik. They can’t befarawayi' 


i struggied in his arms, and his brow furrowed in bewiiderment 


'What was that?' He asked respectfuiiy. 



She shifted her fingers inside and swept pulsing heat, heavy as an alloy. Dizzying along with 
most terrifying. He murmured, shudderinglikean infant foal as I stroked him, breathingthro ughouthis 
tongue. 


'We're not lifeless, notdespite! All the corresponding and all, we ought to accept out of here 
before the Ministry-' embodiment flashed on his face as I articulated some soft words. 


She'd never-everhas been so scared. 


Simply milliseconds, already, like-1 could finish, he abruptly drew me away from the edge of 
the obscurations, twirling me effortlessly so that my rump was strong upon the masonry surface, and his 
rear was to me as he faced away into the lane. 


Never earlier in all me at moment being of fourteen years. 'FUCKTHEALL THE WETNESS YOU 
CAN OUTOF ME...'she'd sighed. 


His arms spread widerthan my legs, protectively, in front of me. I saw underhisarm to see two 
dark configurations separate themselves from the shadow. 


The opening was plush, the description only the most prosperous might produce. Yetthere 
remained empty containers on the bureau andworn buds on the nightstand, flagged in the smelly scent of 
grief 



'Greetings, gentlemen, 'Marcel's speech was quiet and comfortable, on thesurface. 'I don’t 
think I 'll be lacking your services now. I would relish it very much, however, if you would give my thanks to 
your masters.' 


The girl took solace In perceiving this gentleman she disliked so well-to-do furthermore so 
wholly alone. Shefollowedhim within the windowpane as he hung up his dress cape, propped a battered 
tricorn on a bare carafe. 


'Shall we take this communication to a more propervenue?' A creamy voice murmured 
imminently. 


iron. 


Deciding to change herself she could do that. Thatshe remained stimulating and intelligentas 


7 don't understandthatwill be important. 'Marcel's voice was more troublesome promptly. 


Landed on the rooftop counterpart, she glanced down on the borough of the grave of Gods; on 
blood spotted cobbles and underground burrows and towering temples of shimmering bone. 


7 don't understandthatwill be important. 'MarceTs voice was more laborious now. 


The ribs piercing the sky above us, intertwined waterways streaming out from the winding 


backbone. 



7 understand your directions, Fredric. 


I have not burst any rules, byhavingherdo this-and being what she is.' 


'Fredric simply exp ected to point out the nearness of the sun,'the other adumbration said In a 
comforting resonance. 


Long adumbrations displaying the packed sidewalks as the secondary sun turned dimmer 
still—the primary sun continued to disappear, omittingtheirthird, silent red sibling to attain to watch 
within the hazards of the night. 


Some girls haveobtalnedboth veiled evil faces, within silvery hoary masks like the clouds 
abovethem, theyounggirl'sfaces also hooded with blood-red cloaks yet showing thefrontof their naked 
young little bodies, aroundthem, that reach edto theground andbillowed in the hurricane, the caps 
blowing around showingtheirbodies even more os they fluttered in the wind. 


'Let us find some bettercover.' 


Oh, if only it were true twilight. 


If it continued, he wouldn't heed her. 


She wasn't convinced she required him to accompany herin this. 



Stretching out with taiented fingers, she stretched the darkness to her. 


Weaving and twisting the black gossamerthreads untiithey flowed across hershoulders like a 

cloak. 


She disappeared from the world's viewpoint, converted almost crystalline, likea blemish on a 
representation of the borough's horizon. Bouncing beyond the void to his windowsill, she dragged herself 
up upon the edge. 


'I'll be immediately following you, 'Marcel said dryly. 'Bell, why don'tyou go backto the plaza 
and savor the celebration, of me becoming one of them a girl of the Fallen?' 


Furthermore, speedily unfasteningthe glass, she shifted through to theopening exceeding, 
inaudible as the feline within, made of darkness tracking following. 


Launching a dagger of her region, she recuperated more onerous, shivering about thick and 
thin. Hunched unnoticed in a veer, thongs flapping like butterfly wings upon her body, she saw him stuffing 
a goblet with trembling fingers. 


'No, return the girl,' thepreeminentadumbration said, somehow adding a sneerinto his 

disclosure. 


She was gasping too loudly, herschoolingsalla-tumble in her crest. Although he was too 
paralyzed to regard, dropped someplace in the identified creaks of a thousand elongated collars, a 
thousandcouplesof toes swinging dancing and singingto thesinisterFallen verses. 



7 don't believe so.'The mask of them like the civility disappeared, and the love comeback of 
them and with me to them, I was in the sisterhood. 

Marcel's voice was smooth and freezing, as the world I was in was becoming around me as if 
frosted afterthe wicked storm. His weight shifted minutely, and I could see that he was providing to fight. 

Her knuckles became white on the blade's handhold as she listened from the shadow. 

I couldn't exhale. I couldn'tarticulatewords. Ididn'twantthistocreatemyend. 

'Never...' I said the word. 

'Sh-h,' he murmured, onlyforme. 

'Fredric,' the secondary, more moderate shadow alerted. 

He cried as he absorbed from the vessel, mishandling with cufflinks on ruffled covers, all fingers 
and perspiration, and shivers. 

Tugging his coverings off, he hobbled opposite the committees and dropped onto bench. 
Presently she and he now, an inspiration for inhalation. Herendofhis, shecould no longerdiscriminate. 



'Not here.' He returned to Marcel. 'Aron would utterly like to converse with you repeatedly if 
you have selected not to push ourgrasp following all.' 

The stillness was unacceptable, perspiration drenching her through as the twilightquivered 

vibrated. 

Memorizing who she was, whatthis gentleman ought to take, allthatwould explain if she 
abandoned. Moreover, steeling herself, she launched off her cloak of obscurations and marched out to 
meet him. 

'Ungues tion ably,' Marcel admitted. 

'All theequivalent including all, the girl goes openly scot-free.' 

'I'm nervous that's not plausible,' the friendly obscuration said regretfully. 

'We do have edicts to perform.' 

He gulped, commencing as a young two-year-old as she wandered toward the red sunshine 
just now displaying, a harlequin's smirk in place of her own. 

'Then Tm nervous that I'll be unable to acquire Aron's bidding, Eamettri.' 



'You just did he said.' 


'All was fine/ Fredric muttered. 

She'd never observed anyone so afraid, before in becoming one of the Fallen. 

My eyes were accommodating to the profound shade, furthermore, I could discern that Fredric 
was huge, outlandish and three-dimensional within the arms, so it was nota dream. 

Flis dimension suggested i was going to be just like Lily and Emmah, as I know I was becoming. 

And that is mostterrifying to me, this'll be more than staying, analysis offensive strategies 
likewise somatic for everything that I need to keep within my mind surely. 

(Back) 

Nevaeh- 'All my friends are either in young kidsJail orin hell!' Said Nevaeh to herself, just 
before the last days of her life, or the one I remember, when I thought I died? I really don'trememberif 
may beoverthe aphasia. 

'Nevaeh is the only girl that! know that would as a young teen whenshewas on trial ask to 
approach the bench in court and do so and ask the judge to sucka fartoutofherass. 'Said Ftope. 



(6 months later) 


I scream to all in the mental school, 'oh God take me to poundtownl'Myday started likeany 
other in my childhood around the time after my 14th birthday, and even some years back before that even 
if I think hard enough about this. Sucking my dildoforpractice, and eating my girl-comings of as I always 
did before school after I heard about others in my Gym class talking aboutdoing this, even in the nut 
home when I was lostthinking Iwasin a new world not my own and even asNaddalin, notingchanged my 
sex drive of being naked and of wanting Lily and Chiaz to feel me, and wanting both were making me more 
than crazy as I was 14 to the age of 18 until I was safe and rehabilitated, so they say I was, even as a child 
wanting love is what made me go mad-1 was even asking if I was ever dead? So, I was never dead, it was 
Naddalin that passed, not me, I stillam Nevaeh and wellalwaysbe, and i always have my fantasies and 
my escaping stories of being out of my head in pain and hurt. I still had moments where I was losttime 
from time, in deep thoughts. 


I rememberthe one time when I ran outofmyhometoand I was on the swing with him, and 
we kissed long and slow for the first time, it Decembers and freezing outside at 3:33 am yeti have in his 
lap and hugged around his warm body-like a child. I rememberwe rain both hands and hand hot with 
young concupiscence of too the great outdoors of miles and miles of fields oh it can be surprisingly sensual, 
gratefulness in role to romantic elements like there was much whiteshimmering lights atnightallaround 
my home- thatl placed fortheupcoming Christmas, from the trees to the bushes to the home cover in 
white lights, it was memories that could never be lost or the scent of pine evergreens carried away from 
the tree farms always away by a light breeze. I remembersaying if you're scared to go to church, 'do you 
eat girl come?"M-hmm!"Do you eatboy come?"M-hmm,' and we held each othertighter, in the 
genitalia of magnetism and appetite concerning courtship. 


Taking it out of the house, andallthe old fragmentary feebie-mindedways of my caretaker, I 
remember many nights like that now that was lost to my sickness of trauma to my mind as a child, the 
porch swing, the light covered wishing welltwinkling softly, the flickering path lights, the snowflakes, the 
picnic blanketon the steeps, thehotdrinks, the experience outdoor activities- after being locked up for 



years, was all I had to keep going, in the nutsschoolforgirls like me, thatgo meatol, yeti never stopped 
writing down my stories, as they would come backto me, notebookafter notebook, it was like I was lost in 
illusory patterns of anterograde amnesia, yet deep in playing the part of a 'Winged Goddess, 'for other 
girls like me, as if I was their angel and they were mine. Though I know itwasallreal, ljustdo, I haveseen 
all of them In my life before, this was justpartofmy life, not a dream, even if I have been said it was by 
experts. I have a breakdown, start to cry, and then to calm myself I think of the remembrances of the past, 
I rememberlooking at him without fear of prying eyes, always in the back of my mind having my neighbors 
having a view into my yard, and even my mind until it drove me bonkers. 


Looking back on it a II now-1 thought we would have his and hers matching caskets- with my 
lover-for life, afterthe I do's, turns out I had some of that yet not a II, I even had a baby, from this that 
was taken by him, or so they say yet, I don'ttrustwhatthey say to me when I a naked getting bathed by 
their mean hands and commentsof thinking I am braindead too. 


-And- 


Then, I start to thinkaboutthetrue past, theonethatis coming backto me, and I cherished 
moments likethis at becoming a woman, I love pulling out and dumping all my cream, all over him, and 'it' 
ever-so lying back towards his belly button-1 cover it with my hot stick thick gluey girly love; starting In are 
teen years I remember, how cute wewerejustmasturbating together-eyes locked In love, and the 
moment of feeling in love with each other. 


Thinking back... 



(Back) 


Nevaeh-It's in 1999. Were in a RESTAURANT called Le Coeur de Paradis. Nevaeh and WILLARD 
AKA Grandpa Amsel are seated at a dining table. 


Nevaeh, Will Frieda be Joining us afterdinner? She asked. WILLARD was saying It was a long 
flight. She will see you tomorrow. Nevaeh-, your stepdaddy and I have decided itwould bein your best 
Interests If we no longerfund this...life of yours. Herein this city. 


I remember that Nevaeh said the word '...Papa...7 Looking up at him, who was always grouchy. 
WILLARD, the mesmerism you wrote about, is just down the way from here. 


Ourchurch doesn'tapprove. Nevaeh said. 'It's Hypnotism, I just know it, yetshewasonly 4 
years old.'Saying this in mindless chatting, or so it was perceived. 


She's helping me. Papa. She's helping so much... youneed to be nicer to her. He said, standing 
up for me. WILLARD said nonetheless... we are cutting you off With love you're not giving to this child at 
this moment that loves you witho utfa il. 


(DOCTOR LORENZO rushesin the room, to seeyou Nevaeh formeetand greetwith us.) 
Hypnotism is what they are doing to be, she whispered in the doctor's ear. DOCTOR LORENZO is now 
sitting next to young Nevaeh atthis moment. 'I'm so sorry I'm late. Dog bathingcrises at home, nice to see 
you again Nevaeh.' 



WILLARD, said I see, and started digging the dirt from underhisfingernails, and then started to 


rip them up using his teeth. 


Doctor Lorenzo-1 wasjusttelling Nevaeh-we have found it best to restrict ourfinancial help 
towards her. Then atthat moment, DOCTOR LORENZO Restrict? By how much? 


(WILLARD, HE doesn'tanswer. Neltherdoes Nevaeh.) I see he said over. Then hesald her 
stepdaddy believes itwill encourage herto find a job, Mr. Black. Ora husband, she always did have the 
boyhood crush-on Chiaz Naztherth. 


Nevaeh said atthat moment atthattime, 'l'm...notfeeling well.' 


(SHEstondsfeeling queasy, and kisses WILLARD's cheek.) 


Nevaeh- i will seeyou tomorrow. Papa, 'I still loveyou.' Goodnight, Doctor Lorenzo. 


(SHE EXITS FROM THE ROOM SWIFTLY.) 


Doctor Lorenzo said atthatmoment, she Is fitting in well here, she is doing just fine. 


WILLARD then said, well to all here I apologize-so very much, ifthesudden iossof Nevaeh's 


three days a week might initially set you back financially. Doctor. 



DOCTOR LORENZO Til get by even if I am not paid forthis. I find it interesting you chose to give 
Nevaeh, up instead of keeping her with you- this news here, is saying you have the right to have her at any 
time now, she needs to be with others herage, andyou havea homeforherlike type-yes? Now, in a 
publicspace, she is going to meltdown. To guarantee against a scene, I imagine, shewould notbeharmful 
to others. Though I also imagineyou were at one time guite usedto publicscenes, she has made great 
signs of progress. 


WILLARD, said I'm notsureifi get your drift. Doctor. Butthis place Is no homeforher,from 
what I have been hearing. And I do not care if this man is sitting here now, I find them to be repulsive, to 
children. 


DOCTOR LORENZO Your wife... ? 


Nevaeh's Pap said she is a fine woman. Christian woman. 


DOCTOR LORENZO said, yes, that I am sure of. I've written toyournumerous times about her, 
yet you have not given any answers, information I might need for Nevaeh's therapy, of the disturbances to 
her young life. You never respond to my 49 notes. 


7 never saw her lay a hand on Nevaeh!' The grandpa said. 


(Yet deep in the child's mind the doctorcouldfeelall the many beatings.) 


Yes, she was nervous, a II the time, that is Just the way she is and acts. Shecould bea peculiar 
young woman. Difficult sometimes. Buta step-daddy... a ora granddaddy could neverharm a sweet child. 



as I have never with her. The question was notaboutyouto say more a bout your wife and doing what was 
asked of you to do by this woman. 


DOCTOR LORENZO- Do you believe Nevaeh-shattered her larynx? Dislocated hershoulder? 


WILLARD said Nevaeh-had many falls as a girl, she was slow and clumsy. 


DOCTOR LORENZO You were witness to these falls, and so are the many children you oversee 
and by court order. Icon haveallthose kids testify? 


WILLARD said Masel would tell me... thatshewould... (nevermind.) 


DOCTOR LORENZO was questioning him, she said Nevaeh-almost suffocated in the wheat bin 
in the barn behind yourhome, is this true, and you have made her sleep thereon cold nightsfor 
punishments. 


DOCTOR WILUBR (Continued, in hertyped reports, given in readback) You found her, a two 
days letter from whatthechlld said. How do you thinkshegotin there, ordon'tyou remember, yet you 
wantherback? We ask why... ? 


WILLARD, it was the town bully is a story she has made in her mind. It's never herfault, she 
always the bad girl, she can't see that she needs to stop blaming others for her issues, and disabilities. 


'This child has no know disabilitiesfrom my reports of examinations.' 



He said, if you say so, yetthisis whati pay for... 


Nevaeh said you and Maseiputherthere... no, that wouid be herguardian that did that... not 
us. Hope mokes up to be monsters, a iso to thischiid too, and who'sto say aiithis is not just more 
brainwashing froma simpiechiid, by a woman that is more dimwitted than the child she is caring for. 


'Yet again this child is not simple.' 


DOCTOR LORENZO Yourwifewasa schizophrenic. She was diagnosed at the Mayo Clinic. But 
she never returned fortreatment when she was 75. 


WILLARD said she didn'twantto go back with us even when this woman was doing this with 
her. She said all the doctors would do was stare at her, and did nothing to help do you believe that also 
from a child? 


DOCTOR LORENZO And yet you allowed this woman, this Is so sick... this woman you knew to 
be dangerously mentally unbalanced... you allowed herto take care of your grandchild? 


WILLARD, I didn'tdoanything-she's... crazy all in ourchurch... would say so. 


DOCTOR LORENZO, said you would leave her alone every day to be tortured, byyourgrandkids 
andwife. To be struck and to be burnt. To be abused sexually by you and yourkids, andthe kidsyou keep 
within your home to foster. 



WILLARD, it was different- a different time-1 had no choice- and this was more with her sisters 
Naddalin than it was with Nevaeh. Yet she remembers as if it washer. 

DOCTOR LORENZO You had a choice, Mr. with both girls, and all the kids under your ca re! TWO 
ROADS, to go down, ONE has the FACTS AN DONE LIES. IGNOREWHAT'S IN FRONTOFYOU OR OPEN 
YOUR EYES TO THE TRUTH! 

'Odd shesaid the somethings to us.' 

'TWO ROADS ONE EASY, ONE HARD.' 

GUESS WHICH ONE ALLOWS COMPLETE DISREGARD OF THE TRUTH? Weil not see the truth of 

everything. 

DOCTOR LORENZO, (SHE throws her napkin on the table and goes to leave, then stops.) 


I have no problem treating Nevaeh-forfree, sir. And she is getting better. Yet this is why I don't 
want you around her. And Ido not doubt that someday she will be completely well if you all stay away. 

But at the present she is notcapableof holding down a regularjob, when she ends school, 
even now shehasjust started and is regressing over pain, hurt, anddistrust, overall, this thatyou have put 



her through. I will not see this girl, so damaged by your wife, further abused by the misused machinations 
to your kids, and was dealing them to others in your communities. 


(WILLARD bows his head, not looking at HER. He nods, so that is how it all seems for a child 
that is crazy, just like the otheronerestin peace.) He makes the catholic cross over his head and chest. 


DOCTOR LORENZO, do not mock God, before me, sir. Like, why Is this child would be thinking 
abouta chinsefingertrapon to boy's private, you know... unless she has seen it take place as she said she 
did or heard it from you all. 


Ture, we did this to two otherboysthat had homoerotic unholy thoughts about each other. 


Page Break 


Interval: 


Your Cute, You're Cuter 


Page Break 


Just back before, thehighestpowerin all Lordsof this time becametheAmseTs. 



Ansley froze everything within him stiiiing. Welford seemed to sink farther into the feather 
piiiows. you wouidn'tgive methe bioody reins, he went on. you weren't going fast enough, i wanted to go 
faster, itoid you to give methe bioody reins. Butno. You had to aiways be so damned responsible. 


Yousaid we'd kill ourselves. Welford released a strangled sob. it seems! bioody well have. 
Staring at him, Ansley shook his head. I was driving us'notfastenough to suit me. I grabbed the reins... 
shoved you off 


Ansley foughtto remember, butitwasalla blur, the events encased in a fog of liquor. 


I lost my balance, Welford continued, fell forward. I still remembertheterrorofit, the 
agony ...and then nothing. I was so grateful for nothing. 


Ansley felt as though he'd been bludgeoned. Hethought he should have felt immense relief but 
all he felt was betrayed, alltheseyears, I was shackled to the guilt, as well as you should be. If only you'd 
gonefaster. 


Wilford, surely this is yourfevertalking, Jannie said softly, none of this can be true. You could 
not be that cruel. I am on fire, but I am lucid. He would notgive methe reins, so I snatched them away. 


He sounded like a petulant child who was being denied his favorite sweet. 


His shouldersshookas hebegan coughing. Jannie hurried over, putherarm aroundhim, and 
lifted him until the spasms stopped. Then she gave him a drinkof water and gently lay him back down. 



He rolled his head to look atAnsley again, please. 


My jewels. Bring them to me. 


Jannie patted a damp cloth over his brow, what sort of Jewels are they that they are so 
importantto you? they are my children. 


Standing at the window, unconsciously rubbing herhand overherswollen abdomen, Jannie 
gazed outon the drive where Ansley's coach waited. Stillstunned by Welford's revelation, shewatchedin a 
sort of detached mannerasAnsley assisted a girl to the ground. From this distance, she appeared close to 
Jannie'sage. Shewasfair. blond-haired Person beneath the hat, Jannie thought. 


Her heart constricted painfully a s An s ley lifted out a young girl, and then another even smaller. 
She didn't know why she expected them to be older, so much older. Born years before she and Welford 
married. Surely it was only the distance separating her from them that made them look so small and 
young. 


Dr. Roberts exited next. The one who had seen to heraftershe fainted at Ansley's ball. He 
could save Welford. They were due a miracle. But then she thought of the child she now carried. Anoth er 
miracle. How many were one family allowed? 


She moved to stand by the foot of the bed, hershoulders back, herhandsclaspedtightly and 
perched on her stomach, her chin held high. She knew herduty. She would bean accommodating host. 



do you hate me? Welford asked. 


With her eyes on the door, she ignored his question and asked one of her own, theyarequite 
young. The girls. What are their names? 


Mary and Elizabeth. I named them after Henry the 


Vlll'sdaughters. When I married you, you became Jannie Demure, his only true love, if history 
is to be believed. 


His words made no sense. They were little more than gibberish, when did you name them? she 

asked. 


His chuckle was brief, too much effort, when they were born. When do you think? 


when were, they born? It sounded like another girl's voice asking the question with no emotion 
whatsoever. Asteady cadence. 


The patter of footsteps in the hallway kept him silent. Or perhaps he'd never intended to 
answer atall. Jannie took a deep breath to steady her nerves and wondered distractedly if this was how 
Anne Boleyn dreaded the coming moments as she was led to her execution. She felt as though the ax were 
coming down on allshe’deverbelleved about her marriage. 



Her first thoughtupon gazing on the girl who camethrough the door with Ansley was that her 
features were quite plain. She was the sort who would be unnoticed in a group of women. Then Jannie 
chastised herselfforso ungracious a thought. Obviously, on some level, she appealed to Welford. Her dark 
blue traveling dress showed that she was either of a high station or she had a benefactor who paid a 
pretty penny for her clothing. If that benefactor stayed Welford, Jannie did not wish to know it. 


Ansley guided the girl to Jannie. lady Welford, allow me to introduce Ms. Madeline Black. 


The girl took a deep curtsy, my woman. Hervoice was soft, cultured. 


He drew back and held her gaze. I’ll swim at nightso I'll be too tired to do thewickedthingsTd 
dearly love to do to you. 


what is the longestyou've ever stayed with one girl? never compare yourself to otherwomen. 


what if I appeal to you only because I am a challenge? If I am yours, you may very well grow 
tired of me. never, you can’t knowthatforsure. 


what I know is that I have neverfeltforany girl what I havefeltforyou. I don’t know how 
many ways I can say It or show you. Sometimes, Jannie, you must simply have faith. 


Have faith. Have faith that he would not hurt her. Have faith thathewould notcastheraside 


once he had her. Have faith that hetruly loved her. 



She hated the doubts that plagued her os the days and nights slipped by. 


Every afternoon, he joined herin thegardenfora walk. Sometimesthey would stroll for more 
than an hour, talking, enjoying the flowers. 


Often, he would read to herin the garden. At night, they would watch thestars. 


She had the opportunityto see him as he tended to the business of his estate and other 
properties. He was firm when he needed to be. It was obvious that those with whom he dealt respected 
him and valued hisopinion. 


She'd always heard that he'd inherited his wealth. While that was no doubt true, it was obvious 
to her that he tookgreatpainsto lookafterwhathad been entrusted to him. When troubles arose, he 
would discuss them with her, as though her opinion had value. Hemadeherfeelappreciated in so many 
ways. 


And always, always, he slept with her, held herthrough the night. 


miss Black, I believe my husbandwishes to have a moment with you. I willleaveyou in privacy. 


Shewastothe doorwhenthegirlexclaimed, on, Wallyl andthegirls' Black-haired, Black-eyed, 


his eyes were racing past her crying, papal Papal 



She stepped into the hallway, aware of Ansley behind her. She greeted the physician, forcing 
words through a throat that refused to work properly, we shall givethem a few moments, she said to the 
doctor, and then you may examine the marguees. Ifyou’llbesokindasto excuse me, I'm in dire need of 
some air. of course, my woman. 


She could barely see the stairs through the tears that had gathered. Shefelt Ansley wrap his 
hand around herarm. careful, hecautioned. 


Shegavehim leave to guide her down the stairs and escort her into the garden. She broke free 
of his hold assoon as she was on a familiar path, how long haveyou known about his jewels? 


He hesitated before sayingsomberly If they have been with him. 


She refused to ask exactly how long that was, but It seemed she was notyet ready to stop 
tormenting herself completely, thesmallestgirl. How old Is she?Jannle' I can guess but I'd know forsure. 
she recently turned three. If I had notlostmyfirstchlld, he' or she' would be a little overthreenow. So, he 
was seeing that girl while I was wIthchild.JannIe, don'ttormentyourself. washewith Ms. Blackthenight 
of the accldentPJannIe, nothing is to be gained' 


She spun around to confront him. She could see the agony of the truth on his face, in his eyes. 
But she had to hearthewords. was... he? 


He hesitated and the muscle In his cheek ticked before he replied, yes. 



She dug herfingernails into herpainns, needing the discomfort so she could force back the 
tears, so, you were both notonly drinking and gambling' as you told me' butfornicatingas well, yes. 


I thought he loved me. Or at least hod a care for me. She wound her arms around her chest, on, 
It hurts so bad. 


He reached forher, and she stepped back. 


Do nottouch me. You knew. You knew hedid nothonorhisvows. Why did you nottell me? 


No good would hove come off you know the truth. It would have only made you miserable. 


He shrugged, and he could no longer be unfaithful. He does love you, Jannie. 


Butnotenough. And you, by holding silent, you condoned his actions. My God, with your 
reputation with the women, you no doubt celebrated his poor behavior. Women are nothing to you. that is 
not true. You' 


I don'twish tohearit. Yourexcuses, yourpoeticwords, yoursweetgestures. Theyareall 
designed with one goal in mind. I fell for them. I allowed you and my husband to convince me that a 
situation existed where vows mattered not at all. Everything, everything was a lie. 


She walked away from him, needing timealone. He must have sensed whatsheneeded 


because he did not follow. 



She retreated to the bench where she'd wept so often after Welford's accident. Before she 


wept for all he lost, all the dreams shattered by the accident. Now she wept because he had betrayed her 
and theirvows. With Ansley’s help, he convinced herto betray herself and hervows. Vowsthatshenow 
understoodhad only ever meant anything to her. 


It hurt. It hurt so badly. More so, because Ansley had been compllcitin the deceptions. She had 
trusted him with her body, her dreams, and a part of her heart. And he had known, always known, that 
everything she treasured was a lie. 


Dr. Roberts had examined Welford and declared him beyond help. Ansley had arranged for him 
to return home then. Welford's physician would be seeing to his remaining needs. 


Despite Welford's revelations that afternoon, Ansley's chest ached as he leaned against the 
bedpostand studied hissleeping friend. He'd told Janniethathecould keep vigil for a while to give her a 
bit of a reprieve. Ms. Black was putting the girls to bed. 


Jannie had strolled through the garden for more than an hour. Ansley had wanted to stay with 
her but he sensed that she wanted to be as far from him as possible. Discovering that Welford had a lover 
was a horrible blow. He'd seen the devastation on her face when he revealed what the jewels were. Then 
he'd seen the stoicism with which she greeted the girl. Her courage, herstrength, her determination' never 
in his life had he admired a girl more. 


Jannie was correct. With his silence, he had condoned Welford's actions all those years ago, 
why had he not beaten him to a pulp back then? Why hod he not fought to make him realize that his 
greatest treasure was his wife? 



Welford's eyes fluttered open, and Ansley said, you lied. Welford stared at him. About the reins. 


Taking them from me. 


No. Why would you let me believe all these years that my reckless handling of the horses 
resulted In the accident? Because, my friend, guilt is a very valuable currency, and I needed to ensureyou 
watched over my jewels. I would have watched over them regardless, hesaid. I had to ensure it, old boy. 


He didn't want to broach the subject. It was none of his concern, but suspicions lurked and he 
was disappointed enoughwith Welford atthatmomentto pry. the girls knew who you were, naturally, 
how? Wh en did you see th em ? 


Welford rolled his head to the side, gazed toward the windows, and Ansley wondered if he 
soughttoescape, when, Welford? 


When I would go to Harrogateforthe waters. Maddieand the girls would meet me there. 
Jannie deserved much better, and now she will hove it. I wilt notbe in theway. 


Ansley felt as though he'd been bludgeoned. All the fury dissipated. He moved closer so his 
friend could seethe earnestness in his eyes, demit, Welford, I don'twanther, not like this. For a II your 
faults, I have always loved you os a brother. 


You were always the better man. I thought if I were in yourcompany often enough that you'd 


rub off on me. I pray to God that I did notruboff on you. fight this thing, blast you. You can defeat it. 



Welford shook his head, no, I can't. He motioned Ansley nearer, see after Jannie and thechiid. 
It will be difficultforthem. And promise methatyou will take care of my jewels. See thatthey are 
supported. Find them, suitablehusbands. you are a manipulator to the end, aren't you? 


Welfo rd gave him a weary smile. I shall take that as your assent. 


At that moment, Welford appeared at peace as he drifted off to sleep. Ansley cursed him to 
perdition, but he knew he would fulfill these latest requ es ts. 


Janniesatin a chair beside thebed, her hand curled aroundoneofWelford's. Hewasfevered, 
muttering in his sleep. Now and then he would mumble Maddie. Or Elizabeth. Or Mary. 


She despised the way that she waited forhim to utter her name. It was only onesyllable,for 
Christ's sake. It needed only one movement of his jaw. Shecouldn't help but believe that her entire 
marriage had been a farce. Her entire life. She wanted to rail againsthim, pound her fists into his chest; 
shewanted him to live so she could reconcile her emotions, so she could discoverwhy she'd not been 
enough. 


Despite it all, she did n’t wish death upon him. She knew now that he wasn’t hers. He neverhad 
been. How could she have been such a fool? 


The babe rolled from one side of her stomach to another, as though sensing her stress and 
striving to bring hercomfort. Hewassuch an active bugger. He would be active, like his father. Nowhe 
would grow up knowing no father. Not the one who had intended to claim him or the one who had given 
him life. 



/ wonttothankyouforyour kindness to me and my girls, Ms. Blacksaid. 


Jannie glanced over to theothersideofthe bed, where the girl was sitting on its edge, gently 
mopping Welford's brow. 


Not all wives would be as accepting of a lover, she continued. Heasked for you, Jannie said 
with as little emotion os she could muster. I must assume he cores for you. 


I met him in a bookshop. The book I wanted was on a shelf I could not reach, so he retrieved it 
forme. Our handstouched, and itfostered a spark between usthat! cannot explain. Wewolkedtoa 
nearby porkand talked forhours. 


Janniedidn'twantto hearthis, shedidn'tcare, andyetshe was morbidly interested. Why not 
dig the knife more deeply into her heart? What did you talk of? She asked. 


Ms. Black released a small laugh. I can't remember now. We always had somethingto talk 
about. I should notsay, but ...Ivisited herewhileyou were away on holiday. Thegirlsand me. 


Jannie didn't want to contemplatethat he'd arranged herleaving for Blackmon to allow being 
with Ms. Black. But all his actions were suspect now. Still, she heard herself say. I'm glad. 


Part: 


Ms. Black looked at her, her eyes blinking in confusion. 



/ would not have wanted him to be lonely while I was gone, Jannie explained. -Especially as 


now it seems he hasn't much more time to be here. 


-He always spoke so highly of you. I thought I should have been jealous that he had such deep 
feelingsforyou as well. But he would not have tolerated that Thejealousy. I knew I would like you before I 
met you. U nder other circumstances perhaps we'd have been friends. Ornot. My fatherwasa clergyman. 
He did notapprove of my choices. I’ve not seen him in years. He doesn't even know he has granddaughters. 


So, many choices that led to such sadness. Jannie wondered if they were all worth it. Welford 
had been an adulterer, and he made an adultererofher. Yet as the babe kicked once more, she knew she 
could not regret her sins. 


She'd madethedecision expecting Welford to live to a ripe old age. He'd made his proposal 
expecting the same. 


Welford opened his eyes and smiled softly other. Jannie. 


At last, her name on his lips. She squeezed his hand, would you like some water? 


No. He rolled his head to the side and smiled lovingly at Ms. Black. With so little effort, he 
communicated so much, and Jannie wondered if she’d ever really known him. I need a private moment 
with my wife, of course, mydarling. Ms. Black kissed him on thecheek before leaving the room.doyou 
hate me so very much? he asked when she was gone. 



Slowly, sheshook herhead, knowing she should fight backthe tears but suspecting they were 
morehonestthan any words she couid speak, why, Weiford,why? we cannot controi our hearts, Jannie. 
But we can controlouractions. She gave her head a brisk shake, my apologies, i do not wish to torment 
you. 


Strange, he rasped. I felt so guilty because I had children and you did not. IthoughtifI could 
arrangeforyou to have a child, then ...the guiltwould ease. Yet instead I leave you to raise it on your own. 
Even when I strive to be thoughtful, i'm a complete cad. She had no response. 


I was an unfaithful bastard, hecontinued. I love Madeline, but she is a commoner. I needed 
your dowry and i enjoyed your company. It shames me to say it... but I did not beg in to love you until after 
the accident. Yourloyaltyandfaith humbled me. You made me a better man than I was, made me wish I 
had been a better man before. Ansley is that better man. He always has been. 


She wrapped both her hands around his and held his gaze, despite all the revelations that have 
come a bout today ...I still love you. 


He closed his eyes on a sigh, then I shall die a most fortunate man. 


Death came in the hushed stillnessof dawn. 


With hardly a word spoken, they journeyed to Rockville where Welford was to be laid to rest. 
While Ansley had a servant escort Ms. Blackand hergirlsto their Rockville home, he accompanied Jannie 
to Welford's residence. Once there, mourning cards weresentout, andsoon the women of society 
descended like ravenous ravens to flutter around Jannie. He knew they sought only to comfort her, but it 
was a task he would have preferred had been reserved for himself. 



But since their encounterin the garden, she’d not spoken to him except when necessary. She 
was incredibly formal, unnaturally stoic. He’d heard Miss Blacksobbing uncontrollably after Welford’s 
passing but had yet to see Jannie shed a tear. And that worried him. 


Still, Ansley admired Jannie’s dedication to ensuring that Welford'sfuneral was one befitting 
his title and station. The glass-sided hearse and four, carrying the mahogany casket, traveled slowly 
through the people-lined streets on Its way to St. Paul's, whereWelford would be entombed. Welford’s 
rider less horse plodded along behind it. With shutters drawn, a dozen black carriages that housed the 
male members of the family and close friends followed. Black ostrich plumes fluttered In the slight breeze. 


Jannie was relieved to see the Duchess of Ansley step forward. Although she had relinguished 
the title when she married Lenny, she was stiil discussed as such and shown the deference that came with 
holding the title for so long. I believe, the duchess said, that what Lady Welford needs is to do what is best 
for her. She also needs rest. Surely It is pasttimeforall you dearwomen to takeyourleave. 


She began ushering them from the room, but each circled back to give Jannie one last message 
of condolence and reassurance thatthey could becalled upon if needed. In the entry hallway, theywere 
soon Joined by theirhusbands. Then finally, at last, silence. 


Jannie saw the shoes first, black, and polishedto a shine. 


Slowiy, her gaze traveled overthe black trousers, theblack waistcoat and Jacket, until it settied 


on green eyes, a bloody awful day, Ansley said. 



She drew comfort from the words, words she'd wantedto say. yes. my mother, Lenny, and I will 


stay here through the night in case there is anything you need. 


that is not necessary. Ishalibealonein all the days to come. I might as well begin getting used 
to it. not tonight. You need to eat, Jannie. I have no appetite, the babe does. 


She placed her hand against her side. I think people are gossiping. They don't believe it's his. 


And now he is not hereto convince them. Bad timing, that. 


It doesn't matterwhatothersthinkorbelieve. Itonly matters whatyouwant Onlyshedidn’t 

know. 


He had food broughtto heron a tray. While she ate, he told heraboutthegrandeurof the 
funeral procession, allthe people lining the streets. Welford had goneoutin style. Shethought he would 
have been pleased. Despitealltherevelationsattheendofhis life, she had cared forhim too long notto 
do right by him in the end. 


Part: 


After she'd eaten as much as she could stomach, she allowed the duchess to escort herto her 
bed-chamber, where a bath was prepared. She wanted to be alone, but the duchess still been, talking 
constantly of nonsensical things as though shefelta need to fill the hovering silence. 



Once she was in her nightdress, Jannie strolled to the nursery that she'd begun furnishing for 
the first time she was with child. Sitting in the rocker, she wasfinally, finally, alone with her sorrow. 

In the library, Ansley looked up as his motherwalked into the room and went to the table 
holding several decanters. She poured herself a brandyand sat in a chair acrossfrom him, onebeside 
Lenny, who was keeping Ansley company'even if it entailed little more than drinking with him. how is she? 
He asked. 

I'm most worried about her. She is presently sitting in the nursery and rocking. But all 
afternoon and evening, she does not weep nor wails. Itisnotnatural. Itcannot be healthy for the child. 

His stomach clenched. Hecouldn'tbearthethoughtof Jannie going through another loss such 
asthat. Would she even survive it? He stood. I’llspeakto her. 

He took two steps before his mother spoke up again. Ansley? 

Stopping, he glanced backat her. He knew the sorrow on herfacehad nothing to do with the 
mourning ofWelford. Haveyou considered, my son, thatyou should marry the girl? 

Fartoo many times to count. 

It is customary fora wifeto mourn fortwo years, he reminded her. 

A year would suffice, but in this instance ...she carries your child, Ansley. Marry her and claim It. 



The terms of our arrangement were that this child would beJannie's and Welford’s; forgive my 


indelicacy but he is dead. 


it does not change thefactthat he boasted to all of Rockville that he sired this child. His 
passing complicated matters. I cannot deny that. But it does not relieve me of my promise notto claim this 
child, mustyou beso blasted noble?Itgrows wearisome. 


I took everything from him, Mother. I will not take what was to be his child. Besides, I doubt 
Jannie would have me. she never struck me as a fool. 


He almostsmiled at theclipped edgethatwentwith her words. In her eyes, her sons could do 
no wrong. He wondered if Jannie would feel the same a bout hers. He suspected she would. With only a 
nod, he left his motherthen, knowing she would not follow. 


It wasstrangeto walkthrough the somber residence, to compare it with thejovialitythat 
abounded at Herndon Hallthe lasttime he was there for the fox hunt. Death broughta pallover 
everything, ltdidn'thelp matters that none of the clocks released a single tick or took'having been 
stopped at the hour of Welford's passing' and all the mirrors were draped in black crepe. He made his way 
up the stairs to the nursery. 


At the door, he hesitated. Itwasclosed. He should knock, but if he announced himself, she 
might not invite him in. With a deepsigh, heopenedthedoor. Theroom wasdark, save fora single lamp 
thatburned low. He heard the heartrending weeping, and ittook him a momenttofind her. She was 
sitting on the floor, pressed in a distant corner, herface buried in her hands, her rounded shoulders 
shaking with the force of her sobs. His courageous Jannie, alone with her sorrow. She would not succumb 
in front of his mother. Butatleastshe could grieve in private. 



He considered leaving, but he could no more abandon her now than he could ceaseto breathe. 
Quietly, he moved overto her and crouched, his knees popping to announce his arrival. 

/\5 though only just noticing his presence, she began to swipe at her cheeks, please go away... 

Ansley. 

He grabbed herwriststostill her actions, and she jerked free, please leave mein peace, are 
you in peace, Jannie? It hardly sounds like it. I knowyou mournhim' 

I mourn so much morethan his passing. Itwasalla lie. He made a mockery of our life here. He 
loved someone else, he loved you. 

He did not! And you knew! She slammed her boiled fist into his shoulder, you knew! I 
thought ...I thought you had a care for me. 

I dohaveacareforyou. I loveyou, butnowwas notthetimeto tell her thetruth of those 
words. No, you don't. You would not hove kept his secrets from me. The guilt over whatwe did gnaw at 
me. As much as I wanted this child, I betrayed everything I held dear. It was so easyforthetwo of you 
because you place no value on loyalty, on vows. I thoughti knewyou, buttheman I knewwouldnothave 
condoned what Welford did. You are cut off the same cloth. Please leave me. I am not like him. I would 
never betray you. you already have. She hit him again. 


■And again 



His heart died a bit with each biow. He had never meant to bring her this pain'even as he'd 
known when the proposition wasfirst made thatshewould haveto betray herseif to embraceit. 

He wrapped his arms a round her to stop her fiaiiing and rocked her. easyjannie, easy, 
sweetheart. You don'twantto hurtthechild. 

Her sobs broke free, racking her body, i wish i'dsaidno,Jannie. i sweartoyou, i wish i had. i 
hurt so bad, Ansley. i know, why did he have to leave me now? 

And he knew despite the betrayals, she stiil loved Welford. it is all right, Jannie. It'll be all right. 

He didn 'tknow how the bloody hell it would be, but he would find away. 

He hated painting. It was delicate and girly. Way too famine for hertaste but it was what she 
did. 

She was a natural painter, notone of those sensitive fainters tofallfirstsign of distress but a 
fainterstill. Itcould havebeen worse. He had to concede, at least she was not a poker. 

'Pay up, told you she would wake up.' 


'Sheshells like a roast, 'she knew those voices. 



'Poor thing.' The second one tasked unable to leave everything well enough alone. 'Delicate 


thing, isn't she?' 


Someone snorted. He groans opening one eye and shuttingit. Too much light. Whatshesaw 
was mage light hovering aboveherhead on theceiling. 'AckT He rolled away from the light. Her body 
creaked. 'Which one of you heifers called me delicate, 'she rasped. 


'Honor did.'That was Lily talking, giggling. She wanted to giggle herself, she had not been sure 
she would see either of them again. Now that she was hearing their voices it hit hard how much she had 
missed them. 


'Tell her...to go jump in a lake.' 


'Only if you come with me.' Honorspoke for herself. 'Heely, you shell like we could stick you on 
a table. Tm notexactlya fan of smoked foods either.' 


He grimaced opening her eyes again. They focused quickly, targeting thetall blonde woman 
standing overhead with thechallenging blue eyes. 7 try.' Lily stood beside her mate smiling broadly 
practically bouncing. Someone was missing. 


'Where is his Highness?' He asked. WherewasSh-h? 


'In a meeting with someof the Elders. He hasnotleftyoursideuntil now. He was confident 


that you wouldn't wake up until latertoday. 'and it wasjustherluck to prove him wrong. 



'Marais here?'He satup then. Where exactly had Sh-h taken them? 


'Calm down Heely, you're still in Median, Mara came to visit for a while. Before all this happen.' 
Lily told her. 'She wants to know what happen-' 


The mood in the room changed from a happy reunion to somberand bleak. 'The city was 
burning. 'That was all she knew. There was no way, or how she could come up with. 


'We now. 'Lily looked away, 'and now it is not and that Is all thatshould matterforthe 
moment.' He was impressed by her optimism. Shecould notdo it, that was not a 11 that mattered. Why was 
the Median burning in the first place? 


'Come on Heely, Sh-h gave us orders not to letyou outof our sights until he comes back.' 


'Are you going to listen to him?' He raised a brow atthetall unruly blond-hairedwomon. 


'Dependson if you are going to tell us how in the seven hells you were kidnapped.' Honortold 
her coming forward. 'Whathappentoyou? Why areyou notin Kraal with Arcane? What took you two so 
long to get back, why does Sh-h have that thing around his neck-' Lily put a hand on her mate's mouth. 


'We want all the details is whatshe means.' 


He regarded hertwo friends with an assessing stare. They did not budge. 7 might tel! you if you 
tell me where I can clean up. 'she did shell of smoke and meat, all she needed was an apple. 



'My pleasure.'with Honor on herrightand Lily on her leftthey made it to thebathhouse. 


Two weeks had passed and Jannie's lethargy seemed to worsen. She could notseem to 
decipherherfeelings regarding Welford orAnsley. Theonly feelings she truly trusted was those she felt for 
the babe. She knew she should return to Herndon Hall, butsheseemed unableto workup the energy 
needed to ordertheservants. 


With her elbow resting on the sill, and herchin propped in her hand, shesatatthe window in 
her bed-chambergazing outon what she could see of Rockville at night. Which wasn’tmuch. Trees 
blocked her view of the street. She saw the lighted drive butknew it would still be empty. The Duchess of 
Grey stone was hostinga ball this evening. It was always well attended, soJannieknew no one would call 
this evening. 


Following the interment, the men returned to the residence. Adhering to the custom that 
women did not attend funerals, the society matrons waited wIthJanniein the front parlor. AsAnsley 
passed by on his way to taking the men to the library for libations, hecaughtsightof Jan nie with women 
sitting around her, his motherholding her hand. Her pale pallor concerned him. He wanted to lift her into 
his armsand carry herupstairsto herbed-chamber, away from themadness. 


Instead, he pushed forth to the library, wherefootmenhad already begun pouring drinks for 
the guests. When all had a glass in hand, Ansley lifted his and an expectant hush filled the room. 


to Welford. He was courageous in all things, met a II of life's challenges head-on. You will be 


missed, old friend, hear! Hear! 



/\s Ansley downed the whiskey, Lord Amsel said, at least we can all be assured thatthere will 


be foxhunting when wejoin him. I daresay, he’llseeto it thatall is putto rights in that regard. 


Anothertoastfollowed, more whiskey was swallowed, and quiet conversation andlaughter 
ensued asthe men began to reminisce about Welford. Ansley wanderedoverto where Westcliffeand 
Stephen weretalking. Nowthatheknewthetruth of their parentage, itamazed him thathe'd not 
suspected before. Westcliffe was dark-haired, likehissire, and Stephen was blond, fairasa summer 
afternoon. Westcliffe's eyes were deep Black, almostblack, and Stephen's was blue with lines within. 


The arrangements for Welford were nicely done, Stephensaid quietly. 


Ansley nodded, distracted by the man he'd spotted nearby talking with Lord Sheffield. Do my 
eyes deceive me or is that my cousin Green Demuretalking with Sheffield? 


Both his brothers looked discreetly In the direction 


Ansley had shown. Td say so, yes, Westcliffe murmured, he is next in lineforWelford'stitle, 
isn't he?quiet. Does he look to be a man going mad with syphilis? 


Westcliffe and Stephen both looked at him as though he were the one going mad. Had Welford 
lied aboutthatas well? Damn him I The man was turning out to bean expert manipulator. ThinkTIlhavea 
word. But getting there meant running the gauntlet of those who wished to offer their condolences. It was 
no secret that he and Welford had been close. So, he graciously acknowledged the kind words that were 
spoken as he wended his way toward his target. He wasn't quite there when he heard Sheffield 
say, ...bated breath to discover if Lady Welford will deliver a son. 



/ don't know if the courts will care oneway ortheother. My cousin was paralyzed. If he got her 


with child, I'll eat my hat. shall I fetch it foryou?Ansley asked. 


Grean jerked around so quickly thatthe whiskey in his glass nearly sloshed over the sides. 


Likewise, your cousin. You're noton the branch of thetree that's in lineforthe title so perhaps 
you've not given itany thought Butyou have, if you're wise, you'll hold your tongue on the matter, is that 
a threat?ltis a promise. Lady Welford has suffered enough during the past few years and she deeply 
mournsthe passing ofherhusband. That does not mean he got her with a child. I've heard rumors that 
you danced with her, that you were seen walking alone with her in the garden, asafavorto Welford, I 
attendedherwherehecouldnot. does thatincludeherbed? 


Part: 


His fist shot up so fast thatthe pain was ricocheting from his knuckles to his shoulder before he 
even realized he'd delivered the blow to Grean'schin. His cousin dropped to thefloorwith an 
unceremoniousthud. Completely out. He wasn't goingto get up any time soon. 


Westcliffe and Stephen were instantly atAnsley's side. 


The room was closing in, literally. If she reached out both her hands, she could push them apart. 
He clenched her hands down at her side pushing away the crazy thoughts. The walls weren't closing in, it 
was all in her head. 



lady?’He shook herhead staving off Aisling's advance to help. The woman missed nothing 
and the way He had been glaring atherconfines was not missed. She justcouldn 'thelp it, she refused to 
go back to sleep. NotwhUe Genny and Away satin the Purgatory, goddess this was such a mess. Worse, 
all of this was her fault. 


7 need a favor, Aisling-’ He licked herlips wishing shecould thinkofanotherway. 'You'rea 
healer in the palace, butyou're a Dancer.' 


'It isn’t publicly known that I’m a Dancer.'Aisling said warily. He paused that made sense. In 
the palace Dancers weren’t all thattrusted. It was for the best that it wasn’tknown that Aisling was one. 


'Are there otherdancers in the palace, ones that! don't know of?’ He asked unsureiy. There 
had to be, she refused to believethattheGuild would be contentto sit in the eyes of the palaceand not 
have spies looking outforHerorforthe Guild Itself. 


'There area few I know and a lot more I don't. 'Aisling had been hard at work writing down 
something in her small book. Her pen stroked in fast scrawls across the sheet until He looked away afraid 
that she would lose her focus and slip away into another nightmare. 'I will see what I can find out for you.' 
she watched Aisling stand and walk for the exit. 


He shivered; she could withstand a lot of things but not another nightmare. Thankthe Goddess 
that she had her sanity, for now. Afterthe last dream. He wasn’t sure how she could trust it anymore. 
What if this was a dream too?Shecouldn’ttakefalling in and out of dreams, maybe if she pinched herself- 
ouch I Well, it hurt like this was real. 



lady?' Aisling’s concerned tone crept in on her musing. Heguickly hid herarm where herpinch 


already started to bruise. 


'Can you contact someone?' He asked quickly. 7 want to know what is going on. 'she needed to 
getAisling away from her too. 


7 cannot-' 


'What of Monroe then ?'He asked trying to find something to get her. Aisling's face clouded 
telling herall she needed to know. There was something between Monroe and Aisling, a friendship 
hopefully. 


7 don'twanthim there alone- my protection forhim means nothing if I'm not there to enforce 
it.' Aisling frowned. 


'You and the heir are more important. 'Aisling said bravely, he wanted to shake her. 


'Aisling, we’re dying I'she hated to see the healerflinch. 'You said it yourself- nothing can be 
done but to waitfor lucidity to leave me, from the inside, out right? I want the people I care about safe, 
please, 'she knew she had the healer when hershoulders drooped. Herformidableform shook in deep 
tremors. He rushed quickly to hug her, she hated being so harsh. So blunt. 'Please ?'She begged. 


It felt like an eternity passed before Aisling sighed, it said everything she wanted to know. 


'Thankyoul'Hehugged hertight. 



Til be back before noon, 'Aisling said briskly pulling away. 'You're not to leave this room.' 


'Yes,' He nodded crossing her fingers behind herback as if she were a child. They use to pull 
this when they were children. Crises crossed my lies got lost, 'she muttered overhershoulder. She knew 
that it was still early morning beforethesun had even stirred. There was time yet she just had to- 


'Princess?' He jumped atthe voice as if her very thoughts hadsummoned this phantom voice. 


'Oh, thank the Goddess!' the voice was exuberant. It was also defiantly male. He wanted to cry; 
the poison was setting in early. She was becoming delusional. By the stars, she was sitting in a cell with a 
babysitterthinking thatherhusband was speaking to her. 


'But I am speaking to you Heania. 'She's voice said happily. 'My Heanla. 'he added in 
afterthought. 


'Gods are too cruel.' He said slumping down onto her bed. Aisling gave her one more stern 
stare before departing from the room. He sighed watching herform leave. She had been making the 
feeling so much worse. She was sitting in a cell waiting to die,justbrooding. He curled up into herself to 
stare at the wall with theflickering flames. 'I see you in Her arms, now Tm hearing you-' 


'Of course, you hear me, you're wearing the talisman I gave you. Hedoesn 'tyou remember?' 
His hands flew into her shirt feeling for the signet resting against her breast. Her fingers clutched it so hard 
she felt its imprintembedding into herskin. 


7 didn't.'She admitted solemnly. 



'It doesn't matter-1 heard you scream. He you made my heart stop.' She's voice became tight. 
'Where are you?' his questions came in a tiradethat demanded answers. Hetook in a deep breath, she 
could just see him sitting, his leg shaking with impatience a s he forced everything else to stay still. She 
smiled. 


'I'm in theGuild, Nevaeh,Aisling, Genny, and Away smuggled me out. Meridian did aswell.' 


'I'm so glad, 'he sounded so glad. 'You and the baby are safe.'for now. 


'Yes,' He wheedled, she had to tell him the truth butshe was reluctant to intrude upon his 
happiness. 'Genny and Away were caught and taken to the purgatory.' 


'For keeping you safe?' He said clearly believing that she was wrong. She wished that she was 

wrong. 


'The Golemn got me. 'she couldn't spare him thatdetail. 'They found meoutsidethetemples 
and tried to get me out-1 thinksomeone alerted the Guards because they thought I was being kidnapped. 
Everyone that saved me is a traitor of the Crown.'The Median was going to explode whenthey heard this 
tomorrow. The Queen had disappeared not once but twice. 


'It spoke your name?' She spoke when it became impossible to stay silent. 



'Yes.' He shook remembering the bleakness of the whole thing. 'It pierced my chest. She, 'I'm 
not going to make it that long, the words caught In herthroat. Instead, she said. 'I needyourhelp.'she 
told him after a moment after she realized she couldn't soy the stuff in the middle. 


'I'm on my way home. Princess I sweartoyou-' 


7 need Mican's help-She we aren't strong enough to fight this. 'His voice tightened. 'Goddess I 
don't even have my magicto heip me-' He stopped mid-speech a thought in hermind forming that was so 
ridiculous that it mightwork. 'She, did Mican getthat necklace off?' 


'No.'he wasfirm. He didn'tcare, oneway oranotherhewascoming home. 


'Do you think hecould do a spell that would give me my magic back?'She asked slowly, there 
was a pause In the air that told herthathehad stopped whatever task he had been doing. 'She I feel like 
such a fool.'this had to be the answer, it had been there the whole time. 


7 will ask him but enough is enough, I will behomewithin two days, 'ittook nearly five on 
horseback to reach Median from the Bud border. That was without a raiding party and with a really fast 
horse. 


'The Golemn's poison will set in by high noon. I have a lot to do between nowand then. 'He 
frowned; she had a couple of hours. Haifa day at most. She wouldnot leave her friends in the Purgatory; 
she wouldn't allow Meridian's name to be tarnished. 'Aisling told me if I am lucky then high noon Is it.' 



Til ask M lean, He I'll be home before anything else happens to you. Just rest, when you open 
your eyes, I'll be home. 'He wanted to argue that the last time she closed hereyes she dreamed that 
Nevaeh had taken her place. She couldn't get those words out eithe r. 


'That sounds lovely.' Hesaid Instead forcing cheerfulnessshedidn'tfeel. Her whole body was 
strung tightbutnumb to all pain. Being told she had less than a day to set everything to the right went 
beyond everything. 


'It's true. I'll be home In no time, with a cure. 'He was sure, there was nothing for herto do but 
believe him. He sounded so confident; itwas more to assure herthan anything. 


7 believe you. 'He said softly. 


'Good so I want my girls to Just rest until I get back, swear, 'hedemandedofher. 


'Tm not a Truth-telleranymore.' He smiled a bit. 'And stop calling it a girl' she snapped 
because she had to. Not letting She have his way on everything was a luxurious pleasure. 


7 don't care- don'ttake on everything by yourself when youdon’thaveto. LettheGuild take 
care of you. u she is a her becausethatistheway it is. Get used to it Love. 'He made a face knowing 
arguing at the moment was futile. 


'They take care of me because-of you.' He shook her head surprised to hearShe snort. 



'They would kill me to save you, He. Haven 'tyou heard the stories going on about you? The 
Dancer's Queen. TheQueen thatbuildshercity with her people, thestories that have reached aboutyou 
are inspiring.'theawe in She's voice dumbfounded her. She had barely been outofherrooms since it was 
discovered she was pregnant. 'Those people care aboutyou because they love you. 'so there, deal with it, 
you are loved. 


He clenched her jaw unsure howto deal with whathewastelling her. 7 don'tknow howto feel 
a bout that. I'll worry about it later- She I need your help for something else now.' He sketched out her half- 
formed plan of how she plannedon getting Genny and Away out of Purgatory. Aisling might know people 
in the Guild but there was no way to know if any of them could help. There wasn't any time to wait or lose, 
she had till noon. 


She listened to her, heard herout before he told herwhatheknew. 'Why do you need to 

know?’ 


'So-o, lean give the informationto someoneto helpgetthemout.'He told him easily. It was 
only a ha If-lie. He did n't have to know that she had every intention of breaking them out. 


-And- 


After anothertight silence, she told her the rest of everything she needed to know. Including a 
secret way of escaping out the Guild. Shefelt horrible by the end. When he made her promise not to do 
anything stupid, she had to do another Crisscrossed He got lost. She told him that she wouldn't. Their 
goodbye was and 'I love you. 'She would never see him again if she couldn 'tstop the poison. It was all on 
her. 



lady?’He Jumped a small smile lit her face asshe saw Nevaeh take hesitant steps toward her, 
Meridian a couple behind her. Both of them looked so tired He wanted to shove them into the nearest seat. 


'Sit, sit. 'He waved them into seats if she was going to do this, she needed their help. Even 
Meridian's if he had helped herout the Guild then maybe she had been wrong in suspecting him all along, 
Nevaeh too. The two of them had been unconsciously high on her list of suspects even thoughsheand 
Nevaeh had become dose friends. Atleastshehadn 'thad to track them down, they had come to her. 


'Lady. 'Meridian noddedcautiously, his normally smooth face was handsome and clean cut. 
Right then he just looked so exhausted He wanted nothing more but to give him her blanket and tell him to 
rest. 'Forgive me for not getting to you sooner.'His brows knitted together in confusion. Her face was the 
mirror of Nevaeh's. 


'I don't-' 


7 should have warned you soonerand I did notforthat I am sorry-' 


'Meridian.' He said slowly unsure whatshecould say. 'Be bluntwith me. 'she liked bluntit 
didn 'tgive her time to be filled with dread doom or despair. It all just hit at once leaving you to catch up. 


His face twisted as though he would be sick before steeling into weary features. 'I've known 
this was going to happen - notthatyou were going to be attacked thatnightbut I knew it was to come, 'so 
they had been plotting herattackforsome time ? He hod to have seen it coming, she had and turned a 
blind eye to it. It had been stupid to deny that it could happen. She had been foolish now this was the price. 



'Are you telling now becauseyou know the price for treason ? Orbecauseyou thin kit won't 
matter?'she would be dead by noon high without her magic it was the only thing that she was assured. 


7 know whattreason means. 'He said stiffly, 'and you do matter, your life matters to me and it 
wasfoolish to think I could staveoffyourattack like I did. 'He didn't know if she believed him orn ot. He 
could just betelling herthis now so shewouid seethathe had mercy. Orhecould be telling thetruth. 'I've 
seen what you've done even with everyone trying to hinder you, myself included. 'Heand Nevaeh 
exchanged glances. 7 would like to see what other changes you can make.' 


Part: 


'Even though I'm a woman?' Hecouidn'thelp her sarcasm. From thefirst she had met Meridian 
he hadn't done anything to hide what bethought of a woman's capabilities. 


'It's a pleasure to say I've met a few exceptions to my philosophy. I want everything you can 
offer Median for Defama.' he spoke of his lands. He wanted to askwhatmadehim think hewould be 
allowed to keep them butdidn't feel sure enough to taunt him in that way. 


'Tell me everything.' He sat forth; Meridian's eyes widen when he realized she was dressed in a 
simpleshift-a nightdress. His eyes quickly glanced away. He snorted; the women ofYsterym wore less 
going abouttheirdaily routines. Whatmadeherso different. 


'There is a lot to confess Lady.' He said simply. She had to ask then, fine. 



'Who started the fire?’ Thatwasthe most important. If she did nothing else before she died, 


she wanted whoever did it dead. 


'The University.' Meridian spoke without hesitation. He sat back stung. So, heknew,hehad 
truly known all this time! 


'I've only just found out about it through the ears I have, just like everyone else.' He said quickly. 


'Youshouldbeshamed!'Hesnapped. 'Goddessdoyouknowhowmanypeopledied!Homes 
and families thatneed justice-' He looked away disgusted only to turn back to him with a glare. 'That's 
inexcusable!'At least he had the decency to look ashamed. 'Why?'why was the city burned, there wasn’t a 
good enough reason for it but she had to know. 


'Ysterym is a delicate balance of powers. Lady. 'Meridian murmured. 'The Gods temples, the 
Crown, the Guilds. /As King, she represented all.' He frowned. 'He is the Crown as king, the king is appointed 
by the Gods, and he is a known figure head in all ofth e main Guilds. He is all.' 


'Where does that leave the University?' Nevaeh asked curiously. It was thefirsttimeshehad 
spoken in a while. 


'Don't be fooled lady, 'Meridian spoke to Nevaehbutdidn 'tiook up. 'The University is a Guild 
too; they just choose to distance themselves. The Temples could be considered Guilds...butsince it is the 
Gods, they are separate.' He nodded still confused. 'The University feelssuperiorbecausethey have magic. 
A gift given to them by no other than the Gods-they think they a re gods in their own right. That is what 
rumors are saying. Biseal believes he is a godly deity. 'Meridian's voice held as much contempt forthe man 
as He felt. 'He had even been an advisorto King She, he was recaptioned a season before you came into 



our court Lady. 'He jumped, which surprised her. She would have thought Biseal was too high and mighty 
butthen the position did suit him. He would be in powerto influence a King. He would neverturn that 
down. 


'Why did he step down?'He asked curiously. 


'Oh, he didn't. King She. ..retired him.' 


'Why would hedo that?'He asked, she knew she knew nothing but now was her chance to 
snatch answers. She had to take it. Even when it was taking up her precious time. 


'Because Biseal did n't want the Crown to be tainted with foreign blood.'He rocked back as 
though she had been slapped or kicked. She could have thoughtof multiple things but neverthat. 


7 remember something like that.' Nevaeh frowned looking to He. 'She threw him out the door, 
literally. Nothing was going to change his mind aboutbringing you here. 'He waited to hear traces of 
resentmentand found none. Nevaeh looked at her in open honesty. 'IforgotaboutthatHe, I'msorry. I 
know that being dismissed didn't sit well with Biseal. He's been known to have a temper.' Meridian nodded. 


Shaking her head, she wanted Meridian to tell her more. He was spellbound as she listened in 
horror to whathesaid next. 'It started the momentShe disappeared. You could justfeel it stirring. The 
University started chirping about the displeasure the Gods hod for the Klngfortaking a foreign wife - one 
with no powerto match his own atthat.' He's eyes shut but she listened on. 'The factthatyou didn't carry 
his brand didn 'thelp. They insisted the Gods weren't pleased. The Temples weren't swayed to believe what 
the University said. The Danceer's Guild was quick defendingyouboth. When you both went missing it 



became increasingly hard to leave the Gods out of It. You were gone for so long It was hard to tell what 
rumor were the city's and whatthe University started.'What Biseal started. He thought icily. 


'We all tried to ignore it, butwe couldn'twhen the fire started. 'Meridian's words didn'tsit 
right with her. Someonehad to have known something. Fire's didn't just start, they were set. 'We didn't 
know anything of it until we heard It roaring, 'by then no one could have stopped it, it burned wild and free 
untamed, unchecked. Only by divine interference. 


'By then there was nothing you could have done. 'Hesaid numbly. 'By the time I made it back 
Median was blazing-nothing would have helped, 'except her magic He thoughtfeeling sick. Ifsheandshe 
had returned a momentorworse a day later, so much more would hove been los t.' 


'Except the divine power the Gods bestowed upon the University. 'Nevaeh's voice was faint. He 
spared hero glance finding herflushed with herlips pinched tight in anger. Hewondered if she looked 
similar, about to burst in anger. 


'Of course, they would have been there to pick up the pieces-to save the day. 'Meridian said 
with disgust. Again, He couldn't tell if he was fa king it. He was still trying to claim what wasn 'this or 
anyone except Her's. Did bethink he could get a crown out of this, by telling her? 


A grim smile touched hislipsandflnally, he looked up at her. He found no comfort. 'Then you 
comeback, outofthesmoke. Outof nowhereyou come in and yourGuardian roarsfear back into 
everyone's hearts. Making demands- without your husband.' He chuckled a little. 'You were a sightto 
behold, when you announced you were pregnant- with all the healers backing your claim. There was no 
chanceof dethroning you-everyone knew it.' Biseal knew ittoo. He didn'twantforeign blood mixing with 
the Crown, you and She having a baby was his worst dream come true. 



'So, they sent the Golemn to attack me?' He asked incredulously. 


'Attack you-andthe child. 'He agreed. 7 can't say it was the University who sent it Lady, there 
are a lot of people, powerful people who wish to see you dead. 'He flinched. 'There are a lot of people who 
feel the same way Bisea! does, 'thatbloodllnesshouldn’t be mixed. 


'Well Ifyouarefinding-up with being against me,' He licked her lips trying to find a way to 
effectively bottle up her anger. 7 want you to help me.' 


7 was always-'He raised a hand and he went quiet. 


'You didn't immediately come forth, you waited until it was too late.' she told him. 7 nearly died, 
that is against me!' hervoice turned hard as it raised higher. 'Now, are you going to help me or are you 
going to stay here and explain toAisling and the Elders whereTvegone.' 


Meridian didn 'tmiss a moment. 'Tllfollowyou. 'She turned to Nevaeh who was fighting her 
own battle with her anger. 


Tm with you. 'she said, herdark brown gaze burned into He'ssightand she looked away. They 
were both too angry for words. 


He nodded relieved. Shehad hoped they would saythat. 'Good, here is what! need foryou two 

to do.' 



Honortold herthe coast was clear, after a day of resting and endless fussing andsnarling (the 
latter on Ham's part.) theotherwomenhad finally taken pity on her. As well they should. Alecgrumbled 
butdid nottry to keep her CO nfin ed. 


He slipped out of her room and away. She was free for the first time In what felt like forever. 
Free of the constant fussing and napsand growls for herto wakeand eatwhen allshewanted to do was 
sleep through oblivion. Someone was always with her, mostly Her growling at herto not even think about 
making a run for the door. She would not dream of It she knew he had locked it. 


-And- 


When she wokeforthefirst time truly, she had not been there like before. Itwasforthe best; 
he was always arguing with herto eat or drink. What did it matter, there were people outside these walls 
that had not had a meal in days? 


He headed in the direction Alec had sent her, this time with him at herheels. Towardsthe little 
room that led out into the city, shewasgoing to visit the temples again and see if she could snoop around 
the palace grounds a little more. 


He turned around the last cornerso lost in thought she smacked into a wall. 'Where are, you 
going?’He cursed; it was worse than a wall. It was the Heir's chest. 


She stood walking with another man Him did not recognize. He was tall and young-looking. 



Possibly a few years older than she was. His hairwas red Him marveled at it She liked him 
instantly. 'Himalia, this is Unsway. An old friend of mine. We trained together.' He nodded smiling up at 
the other man, she got distracted by his smile. It was handsome and sweet Herr's arms snaked around her 
and did not let go. 


'Now back to what I was asking earlier. 'He tugged her. 'Where were, you going?' 


'Out. 'she moved around him only to be snagged and two men blocking her way. He growled. 
He growled back, then Alecgrowled hissing forthem allto backaway from her. Anyway, tumbled over 
himself to put distance between them. She did not move. 


'Notso fast Love, Mara wants to speak to you and a couple of the Elders are eagerto meet 

you.' 


Planting her feet. Him looked between the two men. 'Why is that?'sheshould have known he 
would never iether keep herbolance. When he tugged, she flew forward, his head rested on top of hers. 
'Becauseyou aretheonly one who has been outside these w ails in days, you my insolent one is the only 
onewho hasbeen to the palace.' he chewed on that. He felt him growl in disapproval. 'They wantto speak 
to the woman who stopped the fire?' Ham's gut twisted; she had not felt her magic since. 


Instead, she turned in Herr's grip to Unsway surprised to find him watching them. A bemused 
look plastered to his face. Herfacefelt hotfromthetempleto below her chin. When she ducked her head, 
he chuckled. 



'It isn'tasthough I know more than they do.’He grumbled upsetthatshe had gottenflustered. 


She tookherhand and began the walk. 


7 have no doubtbutthey shall nottell me a thing until they know how you aredoing. They 
want you to sit in on these meetings.' 


'Are you using me?'Sheg!ared at her husband when he did not answer she turned to Away. 
'Doesn 'tit sound like he is using me?' 


'Yep. 'Anyway, dodged Herr's swing, dancing out of the way delicately. 


'Don 'tbe mean to him. 'He chastises, 'so, you really need me. 'hersmile grew as she watched 
Her pale and shuffle away fromher. 'I like them already. 'Hetold Her feeling smug. Finally, people who 
knew how itshould be. She seriously needed to follow the lead on this. Beside them. Unsway chuckled 
underhisbreath. Hecouldnothelp butlookathim again. He was tall, a little shorterthan Her. Lean and 
corded with tightly compressed muscle he showed off unintentionally. Like Her, he wore nothing butthe 
customary Dancer's vest and long pants and sandals. 


His footsteps were neverheard,ever. Hewonders how much practice it took to walk without 
sound. Her and Unsway made it look so graceful, simple even. Onedancerto herleftand oneto her right. 
He had an escortdown thehallsto where everthey decided to take her. 


'Where is everyone?' He asked feeling thecoolnessofthehallssnakeoverherskin. Shenever 
saw anyone in the halls. On rare occasion, she came across one or two, they were always guick on their 


way. 



'Mostof them left. 'Anyway, murmured down to her. 


'Why would they do that?' 

'The fire scared many of them. Others have family they wished to go check on, they will be 
back. Others were sent to send word to theotherGuilds. This location is not a large one there were never 
many of us hereto begin with. Sixdozen at one time at most. Exceptduring celebrationsand holidays.' 

He nodded. 'Why didn'tthe fire scareyou away?' He glanced down other, wondering why she 
was asking so many guestions. He did not seem bothered by it; she would keep asking even after he was. 

'Do you think I frig hteneasily?'Hestoodtalland boidp uffin g out his chest as they con tin ued 
down the hall. 

'He's shyerthan a mouse.' Her interjected. 

'Am not!'Anyway, glaredoverherhead. 

'You near peed yourself over him.' He jerked his thumb at Alec trailing at Ham's heels. Anyway, 
looked down and shuddered. 

'Braver men would have soiled themselves trying to getaway from that-' 



'Alec. ’ He put in gently. 'His name is Alec. 


Anyway, nodded winkingat her. 'Togetaway from Alec.' He nodded andthey walked on. 


'Him r Mara was the first to greet her, the olderwoman walked forward to greet them the 
instantthey stepped into the room. The older woman's arms wrapped around Him pulling heraway from 
Her and shefound herself clasping herback. In the short while she was in the man Mystery guild, she liked 
the Mara. The small woman wasstrongerthan she looked and much sharper tongued than her sweet 
appearance leton. Her silver rope of hair was a deception and hersmallfrom wasallshow. 


'Mara. 'He let go but Mara held tight to hershoulders pushing herback. 


'You look different, 'she mussed; He watched the calculations run through the back of her dark 
eyes. 'Happier.' 


He did not know what to tell her, she wasvery happy. Had been until she came back here to 
find cinderinstead of houses. "What is going on ?' He remembered that there were more people in the 
room besidethem. They stood at Mara's back patiently waiting. He noted there were two women and one 
man. The Elders. 


One woman was a native, the other two shecould notplace. 


'We were hoping you would be able to shed a little lighten that.' the native woman closest to 
Mara came forward. She was tall and slender, age lines etched into her face, and thehandsheextended in 
greeting. He took it marveling athow herskin glowed in the mage light. 



'Princess, the is Dawn. 'Sheeasily stepped in. 'Dawn is an Elder of the Guild herein Median.' 

He said this with obvious pride. Do not befooled by the Nana facade was what He got out of 

his words. 

'Dawn thisis Queen Himalia, my wife.' He again marveled at how much pride he said thatwith. 
He had neverspoken of her like that before, she liked it. 

Sharp brown eyes cut her attention back to thewomanin front of her. He was right. He tried 
notto squirm underthe barely had scrutiny. Beside her, Alec growled pressing himself into her knee. 

'We've heard a lot aboutyou.' Dawn finally smiled changingherfacecompletely. The last two 
elders stepped forward. 

'Mara loves to talk about you and your singing.'The man raised his hand and Hetook it. He 
was stocky and packed in a way thatshould have made his movement heavy. They did not he was just as 
graceful as any dancer. Hedid notsmile like Dawn and Mara were. He did not try to hide his scrutiny, 'is it 
true you fell off the stage?' She winces. 

Part: 

She saved her from answering. 'Him, thisis Sheldon and Neelan of Median-' 



'Formerly of Rockville. 'Neelan put in. He nodded, thatexplainedit. 


Neelan was tall too. Taller than Sheldon by several inches her eyes were brown and doe-like. 
Shesuckedalotofpeoplein that way. 'Welcome.' He nodded. 


'Nice to meet you all.' 


'Enough formality. 'Mara wavedthem off. 'Merry met my sister.'they all moved awaysettling 
on the pillows circling the room. He was alonestandingin a room of Elders. 


Alec purred, rubbing against her leg before a warm presence pulled her back. Anyway, nudged 
her shoulderbeforesettling onto a pillow. That leftoneforthem. He settles in letting Her draw her back 
into his lap. Without thin king about it He tapped at his mental barriers. He let her in. Does this mean you 
aren'tmade with meanymore?'Hedidn'tanswerher, notrightaway. heneverspoke, hismindfeltlikea 
hand caressing over her own. Soft and intimate, warm-Sheldon cleared histhroat. Four elders, Unsway 
and Alec all watched them. All amused. 


'Pay attention. 'Alecflopped down at herthigh laying his head-on Uway'slap. The man tensed 
but reached his hand outto stroke her kit's head. 


'Start from the beginning. 'Mara encouraged. He did, describing allthatshecould remember 
about being taken to what happens in Kraalto how they gotout. No one so much as blinked when shetold 
them of walking through an iron gate and turninginvisible. When He got to the fire it all changed. 


'ThatwasyouT Neelan sgueaked. Heducked herhead hiding behind herhalr. 



Tm not sure, 'she told them, 'maybe.' 


'It was. 'everyone turned to Her who hadn't spoken since He had taken up telling the tale. 


'Himalia can do things, she has power overwords.' he squeezed her hand. 'At first I thought she 
was a truth teller too-orjusta seer.' all four elders nodded. 'But when she lied, such as in the tower she 
spoke it and it became the truth.' 


He ducked her head away from everyone not liking the way they studied heras one would 
study a fascinating piece of art. 'Whatareyou trying to say?'Anyway, leans forward toward them. 


'Thatsomehow herwilloutceded the truth. She is a binder not a seer.' 


Ham's mouth gaped. 'Binder?' Neel scooted forward. DawntHted her head, 'there hasn't been 
one of those in my lifetime, possibly centuries.' 


He shrugged. 'Sorry.' he mouthedto her. He better- be. 


'Whydidn 'tyou tell me?' 


7 wasn'tsure. Don't be upset.' 



He ignored him. 'Howareyousosure now?' 


'Youstoppedthatfireand itis better to come to terms with it now. You are a truth binder.' 

'Can you show us?'Mara asks. Ham's chest squeezed. 

7 haven'tfeltmy magicsincethefire.' 

Sheldon nodded, 'you over exerted you rself He was so confident and graceful He could not 
help but like him. 'It will comeback.' 

'Hopeso-o. 'She squeezed her hand. 

7 do as well.' Mara agrees, 'it sounds as though you will be needing it.' 

He wanted to tell them thatthey were the ones in moredangerthan she was. Neelan spoke 
before she could. 

7 agree, just what is going on up there, 'as one they all turned to Him. 

No one In the room knew but they all had a feeling. 'We need to get back there. 'She told them. 



'You aren't going anywhere.' He interjected. 'Not with this', she tugged the chain around his 
neck. 'You aren't, 'if her hunch was right, he would bearrested on sight, something was going on in the 
palace she could feel it. 


'Whatare you suggesting?' Dawn asked. 


7 don't know but I think I know who started allthis. 'He gripped hershirt. 'It is all speculation of 
course.'They all nodded. Of course, 'noneof Heir's court is... brave enough, to do this, few of them have 
the brain for it. 


Her frown. 7 left Nevaeh as my ear; she should have reported to me.' 


'Howls she going to do that?' 


'She has a talisman.' He frowns; he had nevertold herthat. Did theyspeakatall? 


'She hasn't contacted me at all.'They all shifted under his rising anger, except Him. 


'Do you thinkshecouldbebehindthis?' 


He did notsay anything, Sheldon did. 'You thinka woman did this?' he ignored the hostile 
glares of the fourwomen. 'Oh, calm down.'he growled when Neelan poked him. He jumped when she 
growled back, 'all I meantwas there Is no way a woman would be given enough influence to do this sort of 
thing.' 



'Who says she was its front runner and face.' He mussed to the all. 'There are a lot of men that 
would do that and let someone else control the mind of everything. You know a man with all the looks and 
no mind.' 


'Have you ever met a man with a mind?' Mara a fallen angel on earth, teased the three in the 
room. He laughed. Angels never really change look at me with my 105 years. 


'It is my misfortune to know several, 'she blushed when Unsway winked at her. 7 must agree it 
is irritating when they try to make sense out of impossibilities.' Herr's lips quirked up. 'Butdoyou seemy 
point?' 


Sheldon pursed his lips. 'We do.' 


'That is why I think I should be the one to go back. 'He volunteers before they came up with 
anything else. Heshothera lookbuttheidea stays in the air. 'Til go back and report to you - as often as I 
con.' 


'Him-' 


'we need information.' He rounded on him knowing that tone of voice. He was going to try and 
get fussy with her again. 'Did you knowthatthey have peoplethinking the Gods are behind all of this. That 
they are displeased!'Everyone winced. 'Tm going.' 



'Not without me.' He sot up straighter, Hepoked him backplacing herhandon top of the 


necklace. 


'No, you are not. 'he had no magic, but he could shift. If they placed upwards itwould putthem 
in hellfire. It wasnothappening. 


'Besides. 'She went on. 'They would arrest you on sight.' 


'For what...?'He blinked. 7 was kidnapped!' 


'Who doyou think helped with thatabduction?' he raised a brow. He cursed. Shewas notthe 
only one who had thoughtthat way. Herabductors had help getting in and getting heroutof the palace. 
'This is good-1 think.' Neelan chimed in. Everyone turned to her. 'Itisn'tvery old-a few decades, there was 
an assassination-yes on the king andgueen and his father. There was no heir but his brother. 'Him winced 
she knew wherethewoman was going and it wasn't going to help. Neelan went on. 'Instead of the brother 
being named heir, the brother's wife was going to be crowned Queen-' 


'Because she was beloved by the people and they thought the brother was cold and heartless. 
He loved women and to gamble with the treasury.' He interjected pressing into Herr's back to stop his 
trembling, 'we know the story.' 


Neelan beamed; did n’t she see how upset this was making Her? 'You know this story?' 


He answered but was cutoff by Her 'Yes-' 



'The story is of my mother', Her interjected. He squirmed in his lop. His body was trembling. 


Only family and dose friends knew the true story of Queen Chiara. 


'The Ask Queen?' Sheldon frown. 'It can't be the same girl- her hair was-' 


'Black.'He nodded. 'Anything Is possible when the Gods are involved.' He shuddered. 'My 
mother's life wasn't always a. happy one. Her uncle married her off to a foreign prince, the older Mystery 
prince. So-oo, he was so sure that she would be Queen that he did not care about the rumors that 
surrounded the man he was marrying her to. He was cold, and the wife he had before died under 
mysterious circumstances.' He wrapped his arms around her. He relaxed sinking back wishing she could do 
more to comfort him. This was the story, the only story, Hehad everseen Rakish getupsetover. 


'Instead the King crowned hisyounger son heir'. Him squirmed underthe pressure of Heir's 

hands. 


'Both King and heirsoon met their ends one by poison and the other by arrow.' 


Every person in the room satin silence underHerr's words. Even Alec prompts his head-on 
Uway's knee to listen. He slipped underHerr's mental barriers. 7 can take it from here, 'she knew this story 
as well as She did. 


He ignored her. 'The oldest son, Tyrel, wasfuriousthat his wife had been given what he 
considered his birthright but he couldn't do anything of it. She was pregnontand if anything, happen to 
her there would be a cry of civil warforthethrone. Foraction.'The room sways. 'Shewasa good leader, 
the people loved her but her husband couldn'ttake it. He heather, she hit her head and everyone thought 
shewasdead. They sent heroutdown the Your river, it leads straight Rockville Pennsylvania.' 



'Her stop at that moment at that time.' Ham's hand shook his shoulder. He hated talking about 
this, he hated this story because he hated the man who did thatto his mother. He hated that his mother 
confided in him that she still hasflashbacks. 


He looked down at her, she pleaded silentiyforhim to stop. He sagged and finally did. 


'She did a lot of good. 'Mara agrees. 'She passed a law; it is buried underyearsofneglectbutit 
is there. A woman can rule in her husband's absence.' 


He nodded to whatwassaid. She had read about that but there was something else, 
something was missing from that law. She bit herlip. It could justbe something trivial. 'Then lean use 
that.' 'Let us not be rash, the rash getkilled.' Sheldon raised a hand from h is pillow, 'you are too smart.'He 
snorted. 


'Sheldon must not remember the bit about you impromptu with theNotaliking?' 


'Probably not.’ He grinned, 'and that wasn't rash.' 


'Besides. 'Her cut in. 'We aren'tsendingyou therealoneatall.'He wasa friendofhermindand 
a traitor to the public. 


'Who says-I'll be alone. 'He asks. 'Alec will be with me.'To show him, Alec yarned baring all his 


teeth before flopping down in Uway's lap again. 



'He wants you to scratch him. 'He told Unsway helpfully. 


'Ferocious indeed. 'Henodded. 'Itisn'tenough.' 


'We have time to think about it. 'Neelan stood. 'Let us all think on it.' 


He wanted to scream; they did not have time. There was no time left once the fire burned 
Median. They were out of time, they needed to act. 


A hand took hers. 'Sleep on it.' Mara patted herhand. Sheldonand Dawnnodded. They would 
think it was best. 


'Well good night. 'Dawn did a graceful curtsey. He wasstumped. I could not be nightfall 
already. No! she had hopedto be able to sneak away to thetemplesfora little while and relieve Rue a 
little. 


The Elders were first, she Her, Unsway and Alec brought up the rear. The four Elders were in 
deep conversation aheadofthem. The three of them barely spoke until Unsway veered away. 'Night a II.' 
He waved back him and he disappeared. 


She detoured them off into a right ha II and she could no longer hear the mumbling of anything. 


'Where are, we going?' 



'To our room.' 


'He is right, we sleep down here.' Alec padded ahead. 'Mate issleepy.'Shewastheonlyone in 
the group who was directionally challenged. 

What did Alec mean calling Her 'mate. '?So, Hewas notthe only one to see it. She looked tired. 
'Ha veyou slept at all?' 

He squeezed her. 'Don't get accusing on me.' 

'He wouldn't leave your bed.'Alec told her. It thrilled her that he had stayed by her, why did 
Alec sound so grumpy about it? 

'He wouldn't let me sleep on the bed.' 

'Why are you smiling?'She asked her finally coming to their door. He opens it. 

'Alec isn'thappywith you.' 

'You are happy that I pissed off the cat?' he raised a brow leading her in. 'What did I do?' 


'You wouldn't let him sleep on the bed. 'He pouted. 



'No use in letting him start now, he will only break it when he gets older. See he is fine right 


there. 'Alec hod curled up rightnearthefire seeming perfectly content with himself 


Someonehad builtafireand left. Besidesthem, nooneelse wasin the room. 'Will you stay?' 
His grip on herhand slackensenough to let her pull away. 


'Do you want me to?' Her throat tightens and sweat broke on her palms. Shehad notsleptin 
the same room, knowingly, with Her since they were Bound. 


It was too late to take the words back, they were out. She waited for him to leave or stay. She 
did not know what she wanted more. 


'Stay, 'his grip tightens again around herhand. 


She had not expected him to say yes. The room suddenly feittoo crowded, his hands too warm 
even with the block of ice swirling around her belly as he led her to the bed. 


He watched him kickoff his sandal and scurried to do the same as well as take the darts from 
her hair. Her braid slapped her back as she scrambled up into the bed scooting overto make room for her 
husband. What now? What did she do now? 


She watched In fascination; It was a simple move. All he did was take off his vest and slid into 
bed but it was the most graceful thing shehad ever seen. Hewatched him rollto get comfortable, he slept 
on his side. 



'Come over here.'He tried notto bristleorshiverathis words. Itwaseosierto do the former 
when he said 'Please.' She scooted forward letting him roll back the covers and tuck her in. He had to feel 
her heartthump into his chest. She hod never been so dose to him like this before. 


'What are you doing?'She asked bewildered when his head nuzzled into her neck. His breath 
tickled. Shehad notknown what to expect but this was not it. 


'Going to sleep.'He said burying his head into her hair. He hoped she had not missed a dart. 
Shesguirmed to get comfortable, he did not let her move much else. She could not getaway. He listens as 
his breath became shallow and even. 


'Her?' 


'Mom?' 


'Why did you sleep before?' What had changed? 


'You weren't safe before’, his words were grumbled out 'Nothing will happen to you here.' 


Because this place was sacred ? or because he knew and trusted the people here? 


'Her?' He murmured. 'Her?' Hewasasieep. Truly sleep. 



He snickered feeling his snores hit her jaw. She was notgoing to wake him even to tease him 
about his horriblesnoring. Itcould wait. Overon the rug, Alec had rolled overonto his back in front ofthe 
fire. His mouth slightly open, his pinktongue hanging overthesideof his mouth. The lastthing he looked 
at was terrifying. His tail slithers side to side every occasionally, darting into the fire and quickiy away. 


Between wondering if she would have a burnt kitty kit and Herr's snores, Hefellasleep. Looks 
as though Cousin Grean has had a bit too much to drink, Westdiffesaid, signaling for two footmen, get 
him to his carriage. 


Ansley looked over to see Sheffield grinninglike a loon, finally. I'll have a non boring tale to tell, 
he said triumphantly. I'd keep it to yourself, Sheffield, Ansley warned. 


Of course, old boy. But he was fairly bouncing on the balls of his feet os heshouldered hisway 
through the men who'd gathered around at the commotion. Apologies, he said to the men. I could not let 
aninsuitto Welford go unchallenged. Drink up. 


Westcliffe took Ansley's knowing that she was oneofthefallen - and would reveal wings and 
fangs when thetrustwas made, and the dissented of dark-magic-and craft, the arm and led him too 
distant corner of the room, Stephen following in theirwake. 


'Sh-h.' 


What was that all about? Westcliffe asked once they were away from prying ears. He 
questioned the legitimacy ofJannie’s child, you must know everyone's questioning it. it doesn't matter. She 
was with child when Welford died. The courts will recognize it as his. 



His words were spoken with too much vehemence. Bothof his brothers were studying him as 
though only seeing him for the first time and as life, it's none of my concern' Westcliffe began. No, it is not, 
Ansley assured him. 


'His not going to become like us?' 


He strodeforthe Palacedoorstrying to hold herhead high, it was hard. Her world felt as 
though it had been flipped upside down, she didn't want to tell Nevaeh or Meridian who walked beside her. 
They would think or know that the Golem's poison was finally starting to affect her and take herbackto 
the Dancer's Guild. Shecouldn't tell them so He fixed her eyes on the walk ahead. It wasn 'thard with 
Nevaeh by her side to keep her steady. 'Almostthere. 'Nevaeh murmuredto her softly. He nodded, her 
body wasn't tired but a dull ache began to beat in hertemples and her vision sometimes blurred out of 
focus if she moved herhead a certain way. The quicker she got Gen ny and Away out the better. The 
quicker she got everyone she cared a bout to safety, the better. 


'Where is everyone?' He asked assherealized that Meridian, Nevaeh, andherown werethe 
only footsteps to be heard wandering the Palace Halls. The only sounds besides that were theswishing of 
her Dancer's skirts that Nevaeh hadfetched her. It sent chills to herspine. It reminded herof her firstday 
coming back to the Palace after the Fire. 


'Don 'tknow. 'Meridian said uneasily. 'Italmost reminds me of the time when the King went 
missing, the whole city was placed on curfew for days. 'At the same moment, Nevaeh hissed forthem 
hurry. They did, all of them sped forthe Prison's Keep. A side staircase took them underthe palace. His 
head ached too much to take in hersurroundings. She Just knew that one moment there had been sunlight 
pouring in through massive windows, the nexttheir world was undertheearth with only torches and 
mage-lightto see. Rows of cells lined the left and right side of the hallway; He didn't look into any of them. 
Notuntilshe heard. 'Hel'it wasGenny'svoice. His head snapped up towards its direction. 



Genny’s face peeped outfrom between the iron bars. Herface covered with sootand dirt, a 


grim smiie lighting herface. 'You're alright.' relief flooded He's chest when she heard Genny's voice. 
Unable to do more, He nodded. She was unable to bring herself to tell her that she didn't have much time 
left. 'You shouldn't have come here, they-' Hecut in before she could startto chastise her. 


'Where is Away?'She demandedin a low voice, Genny's voice stilled, herfeature turning into 
stone. Itwasn'thard asstone. He bet if she pushed hard enough Genny would crock to a million pieces. 
Conflict warred behind her dark eyes that were almost black in the sunless space. Finally, she came to a 
decision. 


'They ore trialing him today. 'Hepoled too, beside them Nevaeh and Meridian tensed. His 
mouth went dry andshehad to close it. There was nothing she could say. 'What!' she found her voice; it 
wastoo loud. 'Whatcouid they-' 


Again, there was confliction before Genny sighed. It was a smallgesture thatmadeher 
tragically beautful, and then she was shaking her head. 'They think that you and him have been having a ... 
an affair. 'He closed her eyes to stop the space from going from black to red. They were crazy, absolutely 
insane. 'He?'Genny said in a tightvoice. 'Everyone knows that-' 


'Get her out. 'He shoved her lock picks at Nevaeh knowingshe knew howto use them. She 
didn't want to hear whatever Genny had been about to say. 'Take herstraightto the Guild. I 'll meet you 
there.' Nevaeh stopped her eyes narrowing on her. 


'No. 'Nevaeh, Genny, and Meridianglared down other. He drew herself up to full height 
preparing fora battle. Goddess, theydidn't have time for this I She was running out of time; did n't they get 
it? 



I'm not giving you a choice and you don'thavetocome. 'He tried to make her voice icy as she 


glared at them all. 'Go.' He ran for the exit surprised to find Meridian at her heels a moment later. 
Together they ran for the Council Chamber like their lives depended on it. Away's might. 


Their feet were suddenly too loud and slow as the clacked on the stone floors. He burst through 
the ridiculously huge Council Chamber doors flanked by Meridian. As one all eyes turned to them, every 
gaze held the same expression. Shock. He glared back accusingly atthe sight before her. 


'What is the meaning of this!' her voice rolled through the room like a quietthunder. No one 
quaked in their seats but no one moved either. Meridian puta restraining handon He'sshoulderbutshe 
violently shook him off. Anger rolled through herlike magic, she wished it was magic. She would tearthe 
walls down aroundthem with herangeralone. 


His feet carried her down the aisle towards the lonestand. Away stood behind it, his eyes 
brightatthe sightofherbutgrim atthe sametime. At least he looked alright, dirty but not harmed. He 
thought. 


'Lady.'Thesneering voicecaught her attention; she looked up to thedaisand blanched. 
Highest Biseal satin the King'sChair. Hesat in She'sseatl 


'Biseal.' He said with as much contempt as she could sew into thatoneword. Goddess, she 
didn't like this man. 'You are in my husband's seat. 'Shesaid even when her hand grabbed Away's arm. Her 
fury only grew when she realized that they had chained him and his arms were bruised and his hands 
bloody. 



'Someone had to take lead while you were, 'he coughed 'absent.' Meridiansaid thatguards 


had chased them when they tried to remove herfrom the Palace. Had the Guards been trying to stop them 
from hurting her, or had they been aboutto finish off what the Golem had started? No one seemed in any 
hurry to arrest Meridian and he stood right next to her. They did glare at him. 


7 wasn't in the best of health. 'He said through gritted teeth. 


'How are you feeling now?'He asked leaning forward-looking too interested. He knew without 
a shadow of a doubtthathe was the oneto send that Golem. If Meridian had been telling the truth then 
he wastheonethathadifnotstarted the Fire then conspired it. Maybe even tricked the apprentices into 
accidentally doing the spell. 


7 would be betterif you didn’t have my Guard in chains. 'She hissed up to him. 'Comedown 
from The King's Chair.' 


7 was voted in for this seat.' 


'It was in my absence!'He hissed back. 


'My Dear, a lot has changed in your absence.' He sneered. Funny how one seat could make him 
think he had so much power? He shook off the fact that it had made her think the same. How stupid she 
had been to think she was practically untouchable. 



'Would you care to fill me in then ?'He asked neutrally. Meridianhad made his way to her side. 
Biseal spared him a disgusted look before turning backto her. The Lords, all of them seemed to shift 
restlessly, they had cometo some decision a bout her and she was to be told. Now. 


'The Gods sent me a vision aboutyou my Dearofwhatyoureally are. 'He said imperiously. His 
stomach ached; hewas lying. He had to be, there was no way a magician had visions. Thatwasdone in 
the temples, another reason that the two were the opposite. Mages believed in magic; Priest believed in 
fate. He was lying his fat ass off. 


'Oh, really?'He said casually. In hermind she reached for Her, her hand wrapping around her 
necklace. She wanted him to hear this. 'What did they tell you?' 


'Thatyou ore unfitto rule as a woman. Thatchild inyourbelly is a lie fabricated to keep you 
here. You have played your part here fairly well Lady,' there went that sneering again. 'But I've been told 
you didn'tshareyourhusband's bed beforeyou were taken to Natali. You were however a lone often wlth- 
him. 'he nodded towards Away. His jaw dropped open. She didn't know whether to lough or screech at his 
lies. 


'Those are lies!' Meridian spoke when shefound she could not. All He could truthfully see was 
red. The room swayed dangerously and fora momentshe wasn't sure if it wasthe poison taking hold of 
herfinallyorif it washer rage. Maybe if she screamed and lunged at him the poison would pourfrom her 
mouth and fingertips into his worthless lying form while she strangled him! Her fingers twitched to try. 


'This is treason!' He shook her head unable to stand not being a ble to simply slit his throat. 
'Away is a friend, a trustworthy friend that has guarded me and my reputation better than anyone in this 
room can boast!' 



Tm sure he guarded you,' Bisealcoughed. 'Very well. Adultery of The Lady is an act of treason 
as well.' Biseal said just as easily. She couldn't believe it. The room satin anticipatory siience. No one was 
aiding Biseal in case He gotthe upperhand. Noone wantedto losetheirthroatfortreason. They weren't 
going to help her either. Somehow Biseal had gotten to every memberofthe Court. She was on her own. 
Goddess she wished Alec was with her. 


'You've already tried tokiil my child.' He found hertongue. 7 wasn't here because I was 
attacked right outside of the Goddess's temple in the palace. That was black magic! Is that the will of the 
Goddess as well?'He sneered wondering what he was to say. 'Oris it just your wiH in the God's name.' 


He wassosure hehad him. He didn'teven blink. 'A Foreignerharpsofforeigntales of Black 
magicand Lies.' His mouth dropped. At that moment she saw a II the hate that hehad held back. Hate 
mixed with something else that made her skin shiver. Lust? 


7 am not.' 


'Then why areyou notdead?' He asked sitting backwaitingforherto amuse him. There was a 
murmuring agreementfrom the Lords. He turned to glare at them. All but a few glared boldly back. 


'Because, I am a mage. 'He told them holding her head high. It wasn'ta lle;she had a theory 
that It wasthe only reason her mind hadn't completely given into meaninglessness. 


'He doesn't-'Away began but He silenced him with a waveofherhand. 


'Mage?'Bisealsaidskeptically, his beady eyes looking her over. 7 think not.' 



7 know so.' Hestood proud. 'I'm a Truthteller.'the room erupted into laughter. Even Biseal 


chuckled in hissnorting laughter.Heglared upathim. 'It is true,' 


'Show me?' Biseal asked- 


'He, don't. 'Away began. He shut him up with a glare. She was doing this for him, to get him 
out; he didn 'tneed to know that she was already doomed. He wasn't telling her not to say anything for 
fear of them knowing she was a mage but because he knew what she was going to say. 


7 can't, 'she took a deep breath and told him. 7 haven't felt my magic since I put out The Fire.' 

A rumbleof comments rippled around her. Even Meridianshothera funny look, a skeptical one but still 
shocked. 7 - / don't know when it will return. 'She held up her hands in a helpless shrug that left Biseal 
purple. His head was purpie; It reminded herof a pimple that needed to be popped. He took a step forward 
and was snatched back. Meridian's wrapped his arm aroundhershoulders pulling her close to his side 
jostling her. He blinked. Bisea Ts face was norma I again. It was red, not purple and it did n't look like a 
pimple butdamn if she wouldn't like tosguish it anyway. Especially whenhesaid. 


'You're a dirty little liar that was neverforthe good ofYsterym. You are the reason the Gods 
haveforsakenus. You're the reason ourKing hasfled. It is... You; It has always been you!' He's mouths fell 
open. 'You'rethe Black Omen upon Ysterym. Nothing willbe put rightuntil wedo it.' Behind her, therewas 
a murmurof agreement. 


'But-1,' words failed her as her knees turned weak. For once she was speechless. Instead, her 
hands slipped into Meridian's pocket pulling outthe picks she had begged him to find. The room fell into 
an eerie silence. Away just looked at her in shock. Everyone else looked nervous. 



'Are you completely off yourhead?'She heard Meridian say with a quiver in his voice. 'She is 
the Queen, no matter what you think she has done, ltdoesn'tmake it true I There were bad omens in 
Ysterym long before she came and will be here long after we go toourgraves. You area fool!' He wanted 
to cheer. Instead, she hedged away from Meridian. Heknewwhathewas doing and silently thanked him. 
This meeting had shot to hell quickly, they needed out. He slowly inched towards Away who stood in 
horror and rage as he looked at Biseal. Like he wanted the man's throat. Gods,Hehad neverwanted 
anything so bad. 


His hands firmly gripped Away's wrist, after she did this they had to be prepared to run. She 
looked at Away. He nodded; his face determined. She had to remember to tell him thatNevaeh had gotten 
Genny out before he went off to look for her. The picks turned in the lock with an audibleclick. He winced 
even as the shackles fell Into her h ondsfrom Away's wrist. 


'Seize her!' He flew backward behind the protective stances of the two men. Meridian tucked 
her safe against his back as he whirled around to meetthesound of sliding swords. Despite herself. He 
was intrigued by them. They were different than any swords she had everseen. The blade instead of being 
straightand pointed, they weresickled with a blade's edge for a tip. 'Take her in, all of them in for the use 
of Black magic against Ysterym and treason against the king's name!' 


'No!'He gripped Meridian's arm. She looked at Away, hedidn 'thave chainsshackling him but 
he was in no condition fora fight. Meridian was tooexhausted to fight. He didn't want to fight them. She 
simply wanted BiseaTs head to roll. 


'There isn 'tanotherway out. 'Meridian hissed. He's belly rolled. She knew there wasn't. 



'Do you havea weapon, 'when hedid nothingbutlookather, He cursed before belatedly 


realizing shedidn't havea daggeron her either. 


'Grab Her, get herl'thefirstguard charged them. He easily dodged his stupid attempt at them. 


Meridian grabbed his swords as He kicked him down to the ground. Herfoot rolling him over to 
his side. Just in timeto trip the next guardschargingthem. Somehow Meridian fought off two, three, until 
Away was able to pick up sword and help. He was tucked in close beside Meridian. Away stuck nearby her 
open side. He couldn't believe thattheirduo was fending off a troop. 


It was obvious that Meridian was a sword’s men by the way he held his weapon like it was a 
part of his arm. Away was an assassin andheld hisown. Both of them kept their bodies in front of He as 
though they were her breathing armor. She watched in awe as Away stabbed a nearby guard that had 
tried to do the same. Rushing forward He raided him forweapon's praying silently to the Goddess to 
forgive them all, and herself. She came out with a short dagger and a sword thatshewas only moderately 
trained to use. 


'Thank you. 'Away easily nicked thesword outofherhand as hetwirled into anotherfight. 
They were still progressively moving forward towards the huge Council doors. 


'Hey-'He wished she had thoughtnotto distract them. Atrio rushed her friends at once, each 
taking them in a different direction. One the left, the other right, and one came at the front and center. 
Meridian sliced through the first one while Away hacked back the second. The third rushed past them right 
for He, his blade aimed for her chest. 



'He!'Away tried to trip the guard but was forced to engage anotherguard who had rushed 
forth. His eyes widened as her body reacted, twisting into itseifHe twiried out the way siamming into 
Away's side as her hand that held the daggerlashed out. Shefelt it connect with something hard yet soft 
and sink in. She squealed as the guard went down, afresh spurtof blood flowed froma side wound. By the 
Goddess, they were painting the Council Room red. No one moved to interfere, to help, they were 
completely alone. He rubbed her head, a serious pain tingled along her spine and up into her head. 


'Princess!'He jumped looking up to the dais where the King sat. She could have wept. 


'She?'He nearly dropped her knife in a burst of joy at seeing him here. He would set everyone 
to right. By the look on his face, no one here today would pay forwhatthey were doing. 


'He waits!'He ignored Away's arms; he didn't understand that they were saved. She would help 
them straighten this whole thing out. 


He picked up her Dancer's skirts as she ran for the dais dogging around the fa lien bodies of the 
guards. Shehadto makeitbacktothedais whereShewas. He stood tall looking down at her, agrimsmile 
spread on his face that made her want to hug him even more. She just needed to get to him. 


'She!'He reached out for him as she ascended the steps. Hereachedforhersnatching her 
forward with a force that made He gasp. The momentum slammed her forward into a solid chest, she 
could have cried out. 


'Goddess, I've missed you.' He said on the verge of tears. She wanted to cry and scream. He 
wanted to kiss She for coming home at last and not leaving her with this mess. She looked up into his 
scowling face as he looked outatthe Lords. 



7 know Princess, never again! swear.' He hugged hertight. 'Give me the dagger. 'He reached 


for it. He hesitated. 




'Heania. 'She'svoice became stern. 'Give me the dagger. 'His hands took it from her fingers 
while she tried to decide whethersheshould hand it to him or not. 


He sputtered up at him aboutto give him a piece of her mind but she was twirled around to 
face the Lords. Why were Away and Meridian still fighting? Didn't they see that She was home, they could 
stop ? Her mouth opened to yellforAway or Meridian before something sharp nicked into her neck. The 
world stopped. He froze, like a blade bit into her skin. Itwasherblade- why would She press a dagger to 
her throat? 


'Don'tsayawordorl will slice you open.'The w ords made her shudder at their coldness, she 
meant It. He was going to kill her. 


'The baby-'Hebegan- 


'That bastard can die with you. 'He head-butted him; it must have stunned him because She 
roared as he stumbled back, the blade pressed dangerously into her neck. He gulped but must have cried 
outbecause Away and Meridian turned to her as one. Both of them stood stunned as she felt. What was 
going on? 



'She?'He asked tentatively- 


'No Darling,' The voice sounded like She. He shut her eyes against his words, he had told her no. 
He must have been telling the truth, shenevercalled herDarling. 'Drop your weapons.' He wasn't speaking 
to her; He guessed bespoke to Away and Meridian. She winced when both did so without hesitation. 


'Don'tyou hurther.' Meridian stated through clenchedteeth as if that would somehow remove 
the blade from her throat. 


7 cannothurtthedying.'SheheardShe'sasoftmurmurin herear. It madehershudder. 'You 
are dying aren'tyou Darling?' He wanted toshakeherhead butended upjustshaking, period. It earned 
her a cruel laugh. 'SeizethemT 


'No!'His words brokethroughherhaze. This wasn't happening, notagain. Please Goddess let 
this be some horrible dream. He prayed with her eyes wide open as she iunged forward the blade sliced 
into her throat creating a shallow cut. He barely noticed the hot slice of pain. 'Letthem go! Pleasei'Guards 
rushed the two men; she saw theirweapons being kicked outof grabbing distance. Two guards stood on 
either side of Away and Meridian as they tied her friend's hands behindtheirbacks. This couldn't be 
happening but it was. She was letting this happen - he was doing it! He thoughtfast. 


'You can't. 'He stated louder and more confident than she could have ever thought possible. 


'Away is underdiplomaticimmunity, if you touch him you riskawarwith Natili. We can't 
afford a new ally to become an old foe. It isn't Meridian's fault, I threatened to take away his lands and 
title if he didn't help me. You have no reason to hold them here, banish them and be done with it. 'She 
frowned butshrugged. 



'If you keep fighting to get her not only will I kill heroutright, you will both hang. 'Both men 
stopped their advancement. The room rustled finallyjthe Lords brokeoutinto wild murmuring. He would 
outrightly killtheQueen. He heard bits or what they were saying. 'Stillshemightbetelling the truth, there 
might be a child.' She turned them out again to favor Meridian and Away who were eying her stubbornly. 
If they stayed any longer, they would do something rash that would get them killed. They had to go. 


'Go my Lords; you're both dismissed from my service. 'He said as Queen as she could. Her legs 
felt as though they would buckle, her whole body just wanted to explode from frustration and anger. This 
was unfair, it wasn't right, it- a flash of pure hit struck her body and shefelthermagicboil up out of pure 
frustration. He reached for it desperately only to feel it retreat. Frustrated tears pricked hereyes, she 
blinked them away quickly. 


Neitherofthe men moved. Hefrowned. 'GuardsTShecalled whilepleading with them both. 
'See thatLord Away and Lord Meridian make it safely outside the palacewalls. 'She said watching more 
guards comeforward to flank them. 'No harm will come to them.'He said as menacingly as possible. 


'No harm will come to them.'Theguard, the lead guard, decided when he took a stance before 
her. His eyes glittered with a look He didn't understand, anger? Was he angry that he had to obey her? His 
lips were pinched tight as he gave a curt nod to his team. Meridian and Away weredraggedfrom the 
room. He winced when they struggled. 


Two weeks had passed andJannie's lethargy seemed to worsen. She could not seem to 
decipherherfeelings regarding Welford orAnsley. Theonlyfeelingsshe truly trusted was those she felt for 
the babe. Sheknewsheshouldreturn to Herndon Hall, butsheseemed unable to workup the energy 
needed to ordertheservants. 



With her elbow resting on the sill, and herchin propped in her hand, shesatatthe window in 


her bed-chambergazing outon what she could see of Rockville at night. Which wasn'tmuch. Trees 
blocked herview of the street. She saw the lighted drive but knew it would still be empty. The Duchess of 
Grey stone was hostinga ball this evening. It was always well attended, soJannie knew no one would call 
this evening. 


Following the interment, the men returned to the residence. Adhering to the custom that 
women did not attend funerals, the society matrons waited withJanniein the front parlor. AsAnsley 
passed by on his way to taking the men to the library forlibations, he caught sig ht of Jan nie with women 
sittin g around her, his mother holding her hand. Her pale pallor concerned him. Fie wanted to lift her into 
his arms and carry her upstairs to her bed-chamber, away from the madness. 


Instead, he pushed forth to the library, where footmen had already begun pouring drinks for 
the guests. When all had a glass in hand, Ansley lifted his and an expectant hush filled the room. 


to Welford. He was courageous in all things, met all of life's challenges head-on. You will be 
missed, old friend, hear! Hear! 


As Ansley downed the whiskey. Lord Sheffield said, at least we can all be assured that there wiil 
be foxhunting when wejoin him. I daresay, he’liseeto it thatal! is putto rights in that regard. 


Another toast followed, more whiskey was swallowed, and quiet conversation and laughter 
ensued as the men began to reminisceabout Welford. Ansley wandered overto where Westcliffeand 
Stephen weretalking. Nowthat he knew thetruth of their parentage, itamazed himthathe'd not 
suspected before. Westcliffe was dark-haired, likehissire, and Stephen was blond, fairasa summer 
afternoon. Westcliffe's eyes were deep Black, almost black, and Stephen’s was blue with lines within. 



The arrangements for Welford were nicely done, Stephensaid quietly. 


Ansley nodded, distracted by the man he'd spotted nearby talking with Lord Sheffield, do my 
eyes deceive me oris that my cousin Green Demuretalking with Sheffield? 


Both his brothers looked discreetly in the direction 


Ansley had shown. Td say so, yes, Westdiffe murmured, he is next in line for Welford's title, 
isn't he?quiet. Does he look to be a man going mad with syphilis? 


Westdiffe and Stephen both looked at him as though he werethe one going mad. Had Welford 
lied aboutthatas well? Damn him I The man was turning out to bean expert manipulator. ThinkTIlhavea 
word. But getting there meant running the gauntlet of those who wished to offertheir condolences. It was 
no secret that he and Welford had been close. So, he graciously acknowledged the kind words that were 
spoken as he wended his way toward his target. He wasn't quite there when he heard Sheffield 
say, ...bated breath to discover if Lady Welford willdelivera son. 


I don’t know if the courts will core one way orthe other. My cousin was paralyzed. If he got her 
with child. I'll eat my hat. shall I fetch it foryou? Ansley asked. 


Grean jerked around so quickly thatthewhiskey in his glass nearly sloshed overthe sides. 


cousin. You're noton the branch of the tree that's in lineforthetitle so perhapsyou've not 
given it any thought But you have. If you're wise, you'll hold you rtongue on the matter. isthatathreat?lt 
is a promise. Lady Welford has suffered enough during the past few years and she deeply mourns the 



passing ofherhusband. That does not mean hegotherwithochild. I've heard rumors thatyou danced 
with her, thatyou were seen walking alone with her in the garden, asafavorto Welford, I attended her 
where he could not. does thatincludeherbed? 


His fist shot up so fastthatthe pain was ricocheting from his knuckles to his shoulder before he 
even realized he'd delivered the blow to Grean'schin. His cousin dropped to thefloorwith an 
unceremonious thud. Completely out. He wasn't going to get up any time soon. 


Westcliffe and Stephen were instantly otAnsley's side. 


The room was closing in, literally. If she reached out both her hands, she could push them apart. 
He clenched her hands down at her side pushing away the crazy thoughts. The walls weren't closing in, it 
was all In her head. 


'Lady?'He shook herhead staving offAisling's advance to help. The woman missed nothing 
and the way He had been glaring atherconfines was not missed. She just couldn 'thelp it, she refused to 
go back to sleep. Not while Genny and Away satin the Purgatory, goddess this was such a mess. Worse, 
all of this was her fault. 


7 need a favor, Aisling-' He licked herlips wishing shecould thinkofanotherway. 'You'rea 
healer in the palace, butyou're a Dancer.' 


'It isn't publicly known that Tm a Dancer.'Aisling said warily. He paused that made sense. In 
the palace Dancers weren't all thattrusted. It was for the best that it wasn't known that Aisling was one. 



'Are there otherdancers in the palace, ones that! don't know of?' He asked unsurely. There 
had to be, she refusedto believethattheGuild would be content to sit in the eyesof the palace and not 
have spies looking out for Her or forthe Guild itself. 


'There area few I know and a lot more I don't. 'Aisling had been hard at work writing down 
something in hersmall book. Her pen stroked in fast scrawls across thesheetuntiIHe looked away afraid 
that she would lose her focus and slip away into anothernightmare. 7 will see what I can find out for you.' 
she watched Aisling stand and walk forthe exit. 


He shivered;shecould withstand a lot of things but not another nightmare. ThanktheGoddess 
that she had her sanity, for now. After the last dream. He wasn’t sure how she could trust it anymore. 
What if this was a dream too?Shecouldn'ttakefalling in and out of dreams, maybe if she pinched herself- 
ouch I Well, it hurt like this was reai. 


'Lady?'Aisling’s concerned tone crept in on her musing. Hequickly hid herarm where herpinch 
already started to bruise. 


'Can you contact someone?' He asked quickly. 7 want to know what is going on. 'she needed to 
get Aisling away from her too. 


7 cannot-' 


'Whatof Monroe then ?'He asked trying to find something to get her. Aisling'sfaceclouded 
telling herall she needed to know. There was something between Monroeand Aisling, a friendship 
hopefully. 



7 don't want him there alone- my protection for him means nothingifl'm not there to enforce 


it.'Aisling frowned. 


'You and the heir are more important. 'Aisling said bravely, He wanted to shake her. 


'Aisling, we’re dying I'she hated to see the healerflinch. 'You said it yourself-nothing can be 
donebutto waitfor lucidity to leave me, from the Inside, out right? I want the people I core about safe, 
please, 'she knew she had the healer when hershoulders drooped. Herformidableform shook in deep 
tremors. He rushed guickly to hug her, she hated being so harsh. So blunt. 'Please?'She begged. 


It felt like an eternity passed before Aisling sighed, itsaid everything she wanted to know. 
'Thankyou!' Hehugged hertight. 


'I'll be back before noon, 'Aisling said briskly pulling away. 'You’re notto leave this room.' 


'Yes,' He nodded crossing her fingers behind herback as if she were a child. They use to pull 
this when they werechildren. Crises crossed my lies got lost, 'she muttered overhershoulder. She knew 
that it was still early morning before the sun had even stirred. There was time yet she just had to - 


'Princess?' He Jumped at the voice as if her very thoughts hadsummoned this phantom voice. 


'Oh, thank the Goddess!' the voice was exuberant. Itwas also defiantly male. He wanted to cry; 
the poison was setting in early. She was becoming delusional. By the stars, she was sitting In a cell with a 
babysitterthinking thatherhusband was speaking to her. 



'But I am speaking to you Heania. 'She's voice said happily. 'My Heania. 'he added in 


afterthought. 


'Gods are too cruel.' He said slumping down onto her bed. Aisling gave her one more stern 
stare before deporting fromthe room. He sighed watchingherform leave. She had been making the 
feeling so much worse. She was sitting in a cell waiting to diejustbrooding. He curled up into herself to 
stare at the wall with theflickering flames. 'I see you in Her arms, now i'm hearing you-' 


'Of course, you hear me, you're wearing the talisman I gave you. Hedoesn 'tyou remember?' 
His hands flew Into her shirt feeling forthe signet resting against herbreast. Herfingers clutched it so hard 
she felt its imprint embedding into herskin. 


7 didn't.'She admitted solemnly. 


'It doesn't matter-1 heard you scream. He you made my heart stop.' She's voice become tight. 
'Where a re you?' his questions came in a tirade that demanded answers. Hetook in a deep breath, she 
could just see him sitting, his leg shaking with impatience as he forced everything elseto stay still. She 
smiled. 


'I'm in the Guild, Nevaeh, Aisling, Genny, and Away smuggled me out. Meridian did as well.' 


'I'm so glad, 'he sounded so glad. 'You and the baby are safe.'for now. 


'Yes,' He wheedled, she had to tell him the truth but she was reluctant to intrude upon his 


happiness. 'Gennyand Away were caught and taken to the purgatory. 



'For keeping you safe?' Fie said clearly believing that she was wrong. She wished that she was 


wrong. 


'The Golemn got me. 'she couldn'tspare him thatdetail. 'They found meoutsidethetemples 
and tried to get me out-1 think someone alerted theGuards because they thought I was being kidnapped. 
Everyone that saved me is a traitor of the Crown.' The Median was going to explode when they heard this 
tomorrow. The Queen had disappeared not once but twice. 


'It spoke your name?'She spoke when it became impossible to stay silent. 


'Yes.' Fie shook remembering the bleakness of the whole thing. 'It pierced my chest. She, 'I'm 
not going to make it that long, thewordscaughtin herthroat. Instead, she said. 'I needyourhelp.'she 
told him after a moment aftershe realized she couldn 'tsay the stuff in the middle. 


'I'm on my way home. Princess I swearto you-' 


7 need Mican's help-She we aren't strong enough to fight this. 'FUs voice tightened. 'Goddess I 
don't even have my magicto help me-' Fie stopped mid-speech a thought in hermind forming that was so 
ridiculousthatit mightwork. 'She, did Mican getthat necklace off?' 


'No. 'he was firm. Fie didn't care, one way or another he was coming home. 



'Do you think hecould do a spellthat would give me my magic back?' She asked slowly, there 
was a pause in theair that told her that he had stopped whatever task he had been doing. 'She I feel like 
such a fool.'this had to be the answer, it had been there the whole time. 


7 will ask him but enough is enough, I will be home within two days, 'ittook nearly five on 
horseback to reach Median from the Bud border. That was without a raiding party and with a really fast 
horse. 


'The Goiemn's poison will set in by high noon. I have a lotto do between nowand then.'He 
frowned; she had a couple of hours. Haifa day at most. She would not leave her friends in the Purgatory; 
she wouldn 'tallow Meridian's name to be tarnished. 'Aisling told me if I am lucky then high noon is it.' 


'I'll askMican, He I'll be home before anything else happens to you. Just rest, when you open 
your eyes. I'll be home. 'He wanted to argue that the last time she closed hereyes she dreamed that 
Nevaeh had taken her place. She couldn't get those words out either. 


'That sounds lovely.' Hesaid instead forcing cheerfulnessshedidn'tfeel. Herwholebodywas 
strung tightbutnumb to all pain. Being told she had less than a day to set everything to the right went 
beyond everything. 


'It's true. I'll be home in no time, witha cure.'He wassure, there was nothing for her to do but 
believe him. He sounded so confident; it was more to assure herthan anything. 


7 believeyou. 'He said softly. 



'Good so I want my girls to just rest until I get back, swear.' hedemandedofher. 


'I'm not a Truth-telleranymore.' He smiled a bit. 'And stop calling it a girl.' shesnapped 
because she had to. Not letting She have his way on everything was a luxurious pleasure. 


7 don 'tea re- don 'ttake on everything by yourself when you don 'thave to. Let the Guild take 
care of you. u she is a her because that is the way it is. Get used to it Love. 'He made a face knowing 
arguing atthemomentwasfutile. 


'They take care of me because- of you.' He shook her head surprised to hearShesnort. 


'They would kill me to save you, He. Haven 'tyou heard the stories going on about you? The 
Dancer's Queen. TheQueen thatbuildshercity with herpeople, the stories that have reached about you 
are inspiring, 'the awe in She's voice dumbfounded her. She had barely been outof her rooms since it was 
discovered she was pregnant. 'Those people care aboutyou because they love you. 'so there, deal with it, 
you are loved. 


He clenched her jaw unsure how to deal with whathewastelling her. 7 don'tknow howto feel 
a bout that. I'll worry about it later-She I need your help for something else now.' He sketched out her half- 
formed plan of how she planned on getting Gen ny and Away out of Purgatory. Aisling might know people 
In the Guild but there was no way to know if any of them could help. There wasn't any time to wait or lose, 
she had till noon. 


She listened to her, heard herout before he told her whatheknew. 'Why do you need to 


know? 



'So- 0 ,1 can givethe informationto someoneto help getthem out.’ He told him easily. It was 


only a ha If-lie. He did n't have to know that she had every intention of breaking them out. 


-And- 


After anothertight silence, shetold herthe rest of everything she needed to know. Including a 
secret way of escaping out the Guild. Shefelt horrible by the end. When he made her promise notto do 
anything stupid, she had to do another Crisscrossed He got lost. She told him that she wouldn't. Their 
goodbye was and 7 love you. 'She would never see him again if she couldn 'tstop the poison. It was all on 
her. 


'Lady?'He jumped a small smile lit her face as she saw Nevaeh take hesitant steps toward h er. 
Meridian a couple behind her. Both of them looked so tired He wanted to shove them into the nearest seat. 


'Sit, sit.'He waved them into seats if she was going to do this, she needed their help. Even 
Meridian's If he had helped herouttheGuild then maybe she had been wrong in suspecting him all along, 
Nevaeh too. The two of them had been unconsciously high on her Hst of suspects even thoughsheand 
Nevaeh had become closefriends. Atleastshehadn 'thad to track them down, they had come to her. 


'Lady. 'Meridian noddedcautiously, his normally smooth face was handsome and clean cut. 
Right then he just looked so exhausted He wanted nothing more but to give him her blanket and tell him to 
rest. 'Forgive me for not getting to you sooner.'His brows knitted together in confusion. Her face was the 
mirror of Nevaeh's. 


7 don't-' 



7 should have warned you soonerand I did notforthat I am sorry-' 


'Meridian.' He said slowly unsurewhatshecould say. 'Be bluntwith me. 'she liked blunt it 
didn'tgivehertimeto be filled with dread doom or despair. It all just hit at once leaving you to catch up. 


His face twisted as though he would be sick before steeling into weary features. 'I've known 
this was going to happen-notthatyou were going to be attacked that night but I knew it was to come, 'so 
they hod been plotting herattackforsometime? Hehad to have seen it coming, she had and turned a 
blind eye to it. It hod been stupid to deny that it could happen. She had been foolish now this was the price. 


'Are you telling now becauseyou know the price for treason ? Or because you thin kit won't 
matter?'she would be dead by noon high withouthermagicit was the only thing that she was assured. 


7 know whattreason means. 'He said stiffly, 'and you do mattepyour life matters to me and it 
wasfoolish to think I could staveoffyourattack like I did. 'He didn'tknowifshebelieved him ornot. He 
could just betelling herthis now soshewouidseethathe had mercy. Orhecould be telling thetruth. 'I've 
seen what you've done even with everyone trying to hinderyou,myself included. 'Heand Nevaeh 
exchanged glances. 7 would like to see what other changes you can make.' 


'Even though I'm a woman?' Hecouldn'thelp hersarcasm. From thefirstshe had met Meridian 
he hadn't done anything to hide what bethought of a woman's capabilities. 


'It's a pleasure to say I've met a few exceptions to my philosophy. I want everything you can 
offer Median for Defama. 'he spoke of his lands. He wanted to ask whatmadehim think hewould be 
allowed to keep them butdidn 'tfeelsure enough to taunt him in that way. 



'Tell me everything.' He sat forth; Meridian's eyes widen whenhe realized she was dressed in a 
simple shift- a nightdress. His eyes quickly glanced away. He snorted; the women ofYsterym wore less 
going about their daily routines. Whatmadeherso different. 


'There is a lot to confess Lady.'Hesaidsimply. She had to askthen,fine. 


'Who started the fire?' Thatwasthe most important. If she did nothing else before she died, 
she wanted whoever did it dead. 


'The University.' Meridian spoke without hesitation. Hesatbackstung. So, heknew,hehad 
truly known all this time! 


Tveonlyjust found out a bout it through the ears I have, just like everyone else. 'He said 


quickly. 


'You should be shamed!' He snapped. 'Goddess do you know how many people died! Homes 
andfamiliesthatneed justice-' He looked away disgusted only to turn bock to him with a glare. 'That's 
inexcusable!'At least he had the decency to look ashamed. 'Why?'why was the city burned, there wasn't a 
good enough reason for it but she had to know. 


'Ysterym is a delicate balance of powers. Lady. 'Meridian murmured. 'The Gods temples, the 
Crown, the Guilds. As King, she represented all.' He frowned. 'He is the Crown as king, the king is appointed 
by the Gods, and he is a known figure head in all of the main Guilds. He is all.' 



'Where does that leave the University?' Nevaeh asked curiously. It was thefirsttimeshe had 


spoken in a while. 


'Don'tbe fooled lady,' Meridian spoke to Nevaeh butdidn't look up. 'The Universityisa Guild 
too; they just choose to distance themselves. The Temples could be considered Guilds...butsince it is the 
Gods, they are separate. ’ He nodded still confused. 'The University feels superior because they have magic. 
A gift given to them by no otherthan the Gods-they think they are gods in their own right. That is what 
rumors are saying. Biseal believes he is a godly deity. 'Meridian's voice held as much contemptfor the man 
as He felt. 'He had even been an advisorto King She, he was restationed a season before you came into 
ourcourt Lady. 'He jumped, which surprised her. She would have thought Biseal was too high and mighty 
butthen the position did suit him. He would be in powerto influencea King. He would neverturn that 
down. 


'Why did he step down ?'He asked curiously. 


'Oh, he didn't. King She...retired him.' 


'Why would hedo that?'He asked, she knew she knew nothing but now was her chance to 
snatch answers. She had to take it. Even when it was taking up her precious time. 


'Because Biseal didn't want the Crown to be tainted with foreign blood.' He rocked back as 
though she had been slapped or kicked. She could have thoughtof multiple things but neverthat. 


7 remember something like that.' Nevaeh frowned looking to He. 'She threw him out the door, 
literally. Nothing was going to change his mind aboutbringing you here. 'He waited to heartraces of 



resentmentand found none. Nevaeh looked at her in open honesty. 'I forgot aboutthat He, I'msorry. I 
know that being dismissed didn't sit well with Biseal. He's been known to hove a temper.' Meridian nodded. 


Shaking her head, she wonted Meridian to tell her more. He was spellbound as she listened in 
horrorto whothesaid next. 'It started the moment She disappeared. You could justfeel it stirring. The 
University started chirping a bout the displeasure the Gods had for the Kingfortaking a foreign wife-one 
with no power to match his own atthat.' He's eyes shut but she listened on. 'Thefactthatyoudidn'tcarry 
his branddidn'thelp. They insisted the Gods weren't pleased. The Temples weren't swayed to believe what 
the University said. The Danceer's Guild was quick defendingyouboth. When you both went missing it 
became increasingly hard to leave the Gods out of it. You were gone for so long It was hard to tell what 
rumorwere the city's and whatthe University started.' What Bisea! started. He thought icily. 


'We all tried to ignore it, butwe couldn'twhen the fire started. 'Meridian's words didn'tsit 
right with her. Someone had to have known something. Fire's didn't just start, they were set. 'We did n't 
know anything of it until we heard it roaring, 'by then no one could have stopped it, it burned wild and free 
untamed, unchecked. Only by divine interference. 


'By then there was nothing you could havedone.' He said numbly. 'Bythetimel madeit back 
Median was blazing-nothing would have helped.' except her magic He thoughtfeeling sick. Ifsheandshe 
had returned a momentorworse a day later, so much more would have been lost.' 


'Except the divine powerthe Gods bestowed upon the University. 'Nevaeh's voice was faint. He 
spared hera glance finding her flushed with her lips pinched tight in anger. Hewondered if she looked 
similar, a bout to burst in anger. 



'Of course, they would have been there to pick up the pieces-to save the day.' Meridian said 


with disgust. Again, Hecouldn'ttell if he wasfaking it. He wasstiii trying to claim whatwasn'thisor 
anyones except Her's. Did he think he could get a crown out of this, by telling her? 


A grim smile touched his lips and finally, he looked up other. He found no comfort. 'Then you 
comeback, outofthesmoke. Outof nowhereyou come in and yourGuordian roarsfear back into 
everyone's hearts. Making demands- without your husband.' He chuckled a little. 'You were a sightto 
behold, when you announced you were pregnant- with all the healers backing your claim. There was no 
chanceof dethroning you-everyone knew it.' Biseal knew ittoo. He didn'twantforeign blood mixing with 
the Crown, you and She having a baby was his worst dream come true. 


'So, they sent the Golemn to attack me?' He asked incredulously. 


'Attack you-andthe child. 'He agreed. 7 con't soy it was the University who sent it Lady, there 
are a lot of people, powerful people who wish to seeyou dead.' He flinched. 'There are a lot of people who 
feel the same way Biseoi does, 'that bloodlines shouldn't be mixed. 


'Well ifyouarefinding-up with being against me, ’ He licked her lips trying to find a way to 
effectively bottle up her anger. 7 want you to help me.' 


7 was always-'He raised a hand and he went quiet. 


'You didn't immediately come forth, you waited until it was too late.'she told him. 7 nearly died, 
that is against me!' hervoice turned hard as it raised higher. 'Now, are you going to help me or are you 
going to stay here and explain toAisling and the Elders where Tve gone.' 



Meridian didn 'tmiss a moment. Tllfoliowyou. 'She turned to Nevaeh who wasfighting her 


own battle with her anger. 


'I'm with you. 'she said, herdark brown gaze burned into He's sight and she looked away. They 
were both too angry for words. 


He nodded relieved. She hod hoped they would say that. 'Good, here is what! need foryou two 

to do.' 


Honortold herthe coast was clear, after a day of resting and endless fussing andsnarling (the 
latter on Ham's part.) the otherwomen hod finally taken pity on her. /As well they should. Alecgrumbled 
but did not try to keep her COnfined. 


He slipped outof her room and away. She was free for the first time in what felt like forever. 
Free of the constant fussing and naps and growls for herto wake and eatwhen allshewanted to do was 
sleep through oblivion.Someone was always with her, mostly Her grow ling at herto not even think about 
making a runforthedoor. She would notdream of it she knew he had locked it. 


-And- 


When she woke for the first time truly, she had not been there like before. It was forthe best; 
he was always arguing with herto eatordrink. What did it matter, there were people outside these walls 
that had not had a meal in days? 



He headed in the direction Alec had sent her, this time with him at her heels. Towardsthe little 
room that led out into the city, she was going to visit the temples again and see if she could snoop around 
the palace grounds a little more. 


He turned around the last cornerso lost in thought she smacked into a wall. 'Whereare, you 
going?'He cursed; it was worse than a wall. It was the Heir's chest. 


She stood walking with another man Him did not recognize. He was tall and young-looking. 


Possibly a few years older than she was. His hairwas red Him marveled at it. She liked him 
instantly. 'Himalia, this is Unsway. An old friend ofm ine. We trained together. 'He nodded smiling up at 
theotherman, she got distracted by his smile. It was handsome and sweet Herr's arms snaked around her 
and did not let go. 


'Now back to what I was asking earlier. 'He tugged her. 'Where were, you going?' 


'Out. 'she moved around him only to be snagged and two men blocking herway. He growled. 
He growled back, then Alecgrowled hissing forthem a II to back away from her. Anyway, tumbled over 
himself to putdistance between them. Shedid notmove. 


'Not so fast Love, Mara wants to speak to you and a couple of the Elders are eagerto meet 



Planting her feet, Him looked between the two men. 'Why is that?'sheshould haveknown he 
would never iether keep herbaiance. When he tugged, shef lew forward, his head rested on top of hers. 
'Becauseyou are the only one who has been outside these walls in days, you my insolent one is the only 
one who has been to the palace, 'he chewed on that. He felt him growl in disapproval. 'They wantto speak 
to the woman who stopped the fire?' Ham's gut twisted; she had not felt her magic since. 


Instead, sheturned in Herr's grip to Unsway surprised to find him watchingthem. Abemused 
look plastered to his face. Her face felt hotfrom thetempleto below her chin. When she ducked her head, 
he chuckled. 


'It isn't as though I know more than they do.'He grumbled upset thatshe had gottenflustered. 
She tookherhand and began the walk. 


7 have no doubt butthey shall nottellme a thing until they know how you aredoing. They 
wantyoutositin on these meetings.' 


'Are you using me?'She glared atherhusband when he did notanswershe turned to Anyway. 
'Doesn't it sound like he is using me?' 


'Yep. 'Anyway, dodged Herr's swing, dancing out of the way delicately. 


'Don't be mean to him. 'He chastises, 'so, you really need me. 'hersmile grew as she watched 
Her pale and shuffle away from her. 'I like them already.' Hetold Her feeling smug. Finally, people who 
knew how itshould be. She seriously needed to follow the lead on this. Beside them. Unsway chuckled 
underhisbreath. Hecouldnothelp butlookathim again. He was tall, a little shorterthan Her. Lean and 



corded with tightly compressed muscle he showed off unintentionally. Like Hep he wore nothing butthe 
customary Dancer's vest and long pants and sandals. 


His footsteps were never heard, ever. He wonders how much practice it took to walk without 
sound. Her and Unsway made it look so graceful, simple even. One dancerto herleftand oneto her right. 
He had an escort down the halls to where everthey decided to take her. 


'Where is everyone?' He asked feeling thecoolnessofthehallssnakeoverherskin. Shenever 
saw anyone in the halls. On rare occasion, she came across one or two, they were always quick on their 
way. 


'Most of them left. 'Anyway, murmured down to her. 


'Why would they do that?' 


'The fire scared many of them. Others hove family they wished to go check on, they will be 
back. Others were sentto send word to theotherGuilds. This location is not a large one there were never 
many of us hereto begin with. Six dozen at one time at most. Except during celebrations and holidays.' 


He nodded. 'Why did n't the fire sea re you away?' He glanced down other, wondering why she 
was asking so many questions. He did not seem bothered by it; she would keep asking even after he was. 


'Do you think I frighten easily?' He stood tall and bold puffing out his chest as they continued 


down the hall. 



'He’s shyerthan a mouse.'Herinterjected. 


'Am not!'Anyway, glaredoverherhead. 


'You near peed yourself overhim. 'He Jerked his thumb at Alec trailing at Ham's heels. Anyway, 
looked down and shuddered. 


'Braver men would have soiled themselves trying to getaway from that-' 


'Alec.' He put in gently. 'His name is Alec.' 


Anyway, nodded win king at her. 'To getaway from Alec. 'He nodded and they walked on. 


'Him!' Mora was the first to greet her, the olderwoman walked forward to greet them the 
instantthey stepped into the room. The older woman's arms wrapped around Him pulling heraway from 
Her and shefound herself clasping herback. In the short while she was in theman Mystery guild, sheliked 
the Mara. Thesmall woman was strongerthan she looked and much sharper tonguedthan hersweet 
appearanceleton. Her silver rope of hairwas a deception and hersmallfrom wasallshow. 


'Mara. 'He let go but Mara held tight to hershoulders pushing herback. 


'You look d ifferen t.' she mussed; He watched the calculations run through the back of her dark 


eyes. 'Happier. 



He did not know what to tell her, she wasvery happy. Had been until she came back here to 
find cinder Instead of houses. 'What is going on?' He remembered that there were more people in the 
room beside them. They stood at Mara's back patiently waiting. He noted there were two women and one 
man. The Elders. 


One woman was a native, the other two she could not place. 


'We were hoping you would be ableto shed a little light on that, 'the native woman closest to 
Mara cameforward. She was tall and slender, age lines etched into her face, and the hand she extended in 
greeting. He took it marveling at how her skin glowed in the mage light. 


'Princess, thels Dawn.' She easily stepped in. 'Dawn is an Elder of the Guild herein Median.' 


He said this with obvious pride. Do not befooled by the Nana facade was what He got out of 

his words. 


'Dawn this is Queen Himalia, my wife. 'He again marveled at how much pride he said that with. 
He had never spoken of her tike that before, she liked it. 


Sharp brown eyes cut her attention back to the womanin front of her. He was right. He tried 
not to squirm underthe barely had scrutiny. Beside her, Alecgrowled pressing himself intoherknee. 


'We've heard a lot a bout you.' Dawn finally smiled changing her face completely. The lasttwo 


elders stepped forward. 



'Mara loves to talk about you and your singing.' The man raised his hand and He took it. He 
was stocky and packed in a way that should have made his movement heavy. They did not he was just as 
graceful as any dancer. He did notsmile like Dawn and Mara were. He did not try to hide his scrutiny, 'is it 
true you fell off the stage?'She winces. 


She saved her from answering. 'Him, this is Sheldon and Neelan of Median-' 


'Formerly of Rockville. 'Neelan put in. He nodded, that explained it. 


Neelan was tall too. Taller than Sheldon by several inches hereyes were brown and doe-like. 
She sucked a lot of people in that way. 'Welcome.' He nodded. 


'Nice to meetyou all.' 


'Enough formality. 'Mara wavedthem off. 'Merry met my sister.'they all moved away settling 
on the pillows circling the room. He was alone standingin a room of Elders. 


Alec purred, rubbing against her leg before a warm presence pulled herback. Anyway, nudged 
her shoulderbeforesettling ontoa pillow. That leftoneforthem. He settles in letting Her draw herback 
into his lap. Without thinking about it He tapped at his mental barriers. He let her in. Does this mean you 
aren't made with meanymore?' Hedidn'tanswer her, notrightaway. he neverspoke, his mind felt likea 
handcaressing overherown. SoftandIntimate, warm- 


Sheldon cleared his throat. Fourelders, Unsway and Alecall watched them. All amused. 



'Pay attention. 'Alecflopped downatherthigh laying his head-on U way's lap. The man tensed 


but reached his hand out to stroke her kit's head. 


'Start from the beginning. 'Mara encouraged. He did, describing allthatshecould remember 
about being taken to what happens in Kraal to how they got out. No one so much as blinked when shetold 
them of walking through an iron gate and turninginvisible. When He got to the fire it all changed. 


'ThatwasyouT Neelan squeaked. He ducked herhead hiding behind herhair. 


'Tm not sure, 'she told them, 'maybe.' 


'It was.' everyoneturned to Her who hadn'tspokensince He had token up telling the tale. 


'Himalia can do things, she has power over words.' he squeezed her hand. 'At first I thought she 
was a truth teller too-orjusta seer.' allfoureldersnodded. 'But when she lied, such as in the tower she 
spoke it and it became the truth.' 


He ducked herhead away from everyone not liking the way they studied her as one would 
study afascinating pleceof art. 'Whatareyou trying to say?'Anyway, leansforwardtoward them. 


'Thatsomehow herwilloutceded the truth. She is a binder not a seer.' 


Ham's mouth gaped. 'Binder?' Neel scooted forward. Dawntilted herhead. 'there hasn't been 


one of those in my lifetime, possibly centuries. 



He shrugged. 'Sorry.' he mouthedto her. He better- be. 


'Whydidn 'tyou tell me?' 


7 wasn'tsure. Don't be upset.' 


He ignored him. 'How areyou so sure now?' 


'You stopped that fire and It is better to come to terms with it now. You are a truth binder.' 


'Can you show us?'Mara asks. Ham's chest squeezed. 


7 haven'tfeltmy mogicsincethefire.' 


Sheldon nodded, 'you over exerted yourself He was so confident and graceful He could not 
help but like him. 'It will comeback.' 


'Hope so. 'She squeezed her hand. 


7 do as well.' Mara agrees, 'it sounds as though you will be needing it.' 



He wanted to tell them that they were the ones in more dangerthan she was. Neelan spoke 


before she could. 


7 agree, just what is going on up there, 'as one they all turned to Him. 


No one in the room knew but they all had a feeling. 'We need to g et back there. 'She told them. 


'You aren'tgoing anywhere.' He interjected. 'Not with this', she tugged the chain around his 
neck. 'You aren't. ’ if her hunch was right, he would bearrested on sight, something was going on in the 
palaceshecouldfeel it. 


'Whatare you suggesting?' Down asked. 


7 don'tknowbutithinki know who started allthis. 'He gripped hershirt. 'It is all speculation of 
course.'They all nodded. Of course, 'none of Heir's court is...brave enough, to do this, few of t hem have 
the brain for it. 


Her frown. 7 left Nevaeh os my ear; she should have reported to me.' 


'How is she going to do that?' 


'She has a talisman.' He frowns; he had nevertold herthat. Did theyspeakatall? 



'She hasn't contacted me at all. 'They all shifted underhis rising anger, except Him. 


'Do you think she could be behind this?' 


He did notsay anything, Sheldon did. 'You thinka woman did this?'he ignored the hostile 
glaresof the four women. 'Oh, calm down.' hegrowied when Neelan poked him. He jumped when she 
growled back, 'all I meantwas there is no way a woman would be given enough influence to do this sort of 
thing.' 


'Who says she was its front runner and face. 'He mussed to the all. 'There are a lot of men that 
would do that and let someone else control the mind of everything. You know a man with allthe looksand 
no mind.' 


'Haveyou ever met a man with a mind?' Mara a fallen angel on earth, teased the three in the 
room. He laughed. Angels never really change look at me with my 105 years. 


'It is my misfortune to know several, 'she blushed when Unsway winked at her. 'I mustagree it 
is irritating when they try to moke sense out of impossibilities. 'Herr's lips quirked up. 'But do you see my 
point?' 


Sheldon pursed his lips. 'We do.' 


'That is why I think I should be the one to go back. 'He volunteers before they came up with 
anything else. Heshothera look butthe idea stays in the air. 'I'll go back and report to you -as often as I 
can.' 



'Him-' 


'we need info rm a tionHe rounded on him knowing that tone of voice. He was going to try and 
get fussy with her again. 'Did you knowthatthey have peoplethinking theGodsarebehindallofthis. That 
they are displeased!'Everyone winced. 'I'm going.' 


'Notwithoutme. 'He sat up straighten, He poked him back placing her hand on top of the 

necklace. 


'No, you are not. 'he had no magic, but he could shift. If they placed upwards it would putthem 
in hellfire. It was nothappening. 


'Besides. 'She went on. 'They would arrest you on sight.' 


'For what?'He blinked. 7 was kidnapped!' 


'Who do you think helped with that abduction?' he raised a brow. He cursed. She was not the 
only one who had thoughtthat way. Her abductors had help getting in and getting heroutof the palace. 
'This is good-1 think.' Neelan chimed in. Everyone turned to her. 'Itisn'tvery old-a few decades, there was 
an assassination-yes on the king and gueen and his father. There was no heir but his brother. 'Him winced 
she knew wherethewoman was going and it wasn't going to help. Neelan went on. 'Instead of the brother 
being named heir, the brother's wife was going to be crowned Queen-' 



'Because she was beloved by the people and they thought the brother was cold and heartless. 
He loved women and to gamble with the treasury. 'He interjected pressing into Herr's back to stop his 
trembling, 'we know the story.' 


Neelan beamed; didn't she see how upset this was makingHer? 'You know this story?' 


He answered but was cut off by Her- 'Yes-' 


'The story is of my mother', Her interjected. He squirmed in his lap. His body was trembling. 
Only family and close friends knew the true story of Queen Chiara. 


'The Ask Queen?'Sheldon frown. 'Itcan't be the same girl- her hair was-' 


'Black.'He nodded. 'Anything is possible when theGodsareinvolved.' Heshuddered. 'My 
mother's life wasn'talwaysa. happy one. Her uncle married heroff to a foreign prince, the older Mystery 
prince. He wassosure that she would be Queen that he did not care abouttherumorsthatsurrounded 
the man he was marrying her to. He was cold, and the wife he had before died under mysterious 
circumstances. 'He wrapped his arms around her, He relaxed sinking back wishing she could do more to 
comforthim. This was the story, theonly story. He had everseen Rakish get upset over. 


'Instead the King crowned hisyounger son heir'. Him squirmed underthe pressure of Heir's 

hands. 


'Both King and heirsoon mettheir ends one by poison and the other by arrow.' 



Every person in the room sat in silence under Herr's words. Even Alec prompts his head-on 
U way's knee to listen. He slipped under Herr's mental barriers. 7 can take it fro m here, 'she knew this story 
as well as She did. 


He ignored her. 'The oldest son, Tyrel, wasfuriousthat his wife had been given whathe 
considered his birthright but he couldn't do anything of it. She was pregnantand if anything, happen to 
her there would be a cry of civil warforthethrone. Foraction.' 


The room sways. 'Shewasa goodleader, the people loved her but her husband could n't take it 
He heather, she hit her head and everyone thought she was dead. They sent her out down the Your river, 
it leads straight Rockville Pennsylvania, rightthoughtoneof the portholes from this demotion of a world 
to yours.' 


'Shestops.' 


Ham's hand shookhis shoulder. He hated talking aboutthis, he hated this story because he 
hated the man who did thatto his mother. He hated thathis motherconfided in him thatshestill has 
flashbacks. 


He looked down other, she pleaded silently for him to stop. He sagged and finally did. 


'Shedid a lotof good.' Mara agrees. 'She passed a law; it is buried underyearsofneglectbutit 


is there. A woman can rule in her husband's absence.' 



He nodded. She had read about that but there was something else, something was missing 
from that law. Shebitherlip. Itcould just be something trivial. 'Then I can usethat."Let us not be rash, 
the rash get killed. 'Sheldon raised a hand from his pillow, 'you are too smart.' He snorted. 


'Sheldon must not remember the bit about you impromptu with theNataliking?' 


'Probably not.' Hegrinned. 'and that wasn't rash.' 


'Besides. 'Her cut in. 'We aren'tsendingyou therealoneatall. 'He was a friend of her mind and 
a traitor to the public. 


'Who says I'll be alone. 'He asks. 'Alec will be with me.' To show him, Alec yarned baring all his 
teeth beforeflopping down in Uway's lap again. 


'He wants you to scratch him. 'He told Unsway helpfully. 


'Ferociousindeed. 'Henodded. 'Itisn'tenough.' 


'We hove time to thinkaboutit.'Neelan stood. 'Let us all think on it.' 


He wanted to scream; they did not have time. There was no time left once the fire burned 


Median. They were out of time, they needed to act. 



A hand took hers. 'Sleep on it.' Mara patted her hand. Sheldonand Dawnnodded. They would 


think it was best. 


'Well good night.' Dawn did a graceful curtsey. He wasstumped. I could not be nightfall 
already. No! she had hopedto be able to sneak away to thetemplesfora little while and relieve Rue a 
little. 


The Elders were first, she Her, Unsway and Alecbroughtup the rear. Thefour Elders were in 
deep conversation aheadofthem. The three of them barely spoke until Unsway veered away. 'Night all.' 
He waved back him and he disappeared. 


She detoured them off into a right hall and she could no longer hear the mumbling of anything. 
'Where are, we going?' 


'To our room.' 


'He is right, wesleep down here.'Alec padded ahead. 'Mate is sleepy.' She was the only one in 
the group who was directionally challenged. 


What did Aiec mean calling Her 'mate. '?So, Hewasnotthe only oneto see it. She looked tired. 
'Haveyou slept at all?' 


He squeezed her. 'Don'tgetaccusing on me. 



'He wouldn't leave your bed.'Alec told her. It thrilled her that he had stayed by her, why did 
Alec sound so grumpy about it? 

'He wouldn'tletmesleep on the bed.' 

'Why are you smiling?'She asked her finally coming to their door. He opens It. 

'Alec isn't happy with you.' 

'You are happy that I pissed off the cat?' he raised a brow leading her in. 'What did I do ?' 

'You wouldn't let him sleep on the bed.'He pouted. 

'No use in letting him start now, he will only break it when hegetsolder. See he is fine right 
there. 'Alec had curled up right nearthe fire seeming perfectly content with himself 

Someone had builtafireand left. Besidesthem, nooneelse wasin the room. 'Will you stay?' 
His grip on her hand slackens enough to let h er pullaway. 

'Do you want me to ?'Her throat tightens and sweat broke on her palms. She had not slept in 
the some room, knowingly, with Hersincethey were Bound. 



It was too late to take the words back, they were out. She waited forhim to leave or stay. She 


did not know what she wanted more. 


Stay, 'his grip tightens again around her hand. 


She had not expected him to soy yes. The room suddenly feittoo crowded, his hands too warm 
even with the block of ice swirling around her belly as he led her to the bed. 


He watched him kickoff hissandaland scurried to do the same as well os tokethedartsfrom 
her hair. Her braid slopped herbackasshescrambled up into the bed scooting overto make room forher 
husband. What now? What did she do now? 


She watched in fascination; it was a simple move. All he did was take off his vest and slid into 
bed but it was the mostgrocefulthing shehad ever seen. Hewatched him rollto get comfortable, he slept 
on his side. 


'Comeoverhere. 'He tried not to bristle or shiverot his words. Itwaseasierto do the former 
when he said 'Please.' She scooted forward letting him roll backthecovers and tuck her in. He had to feel 
her heartthump into his chest. She had neverbeen so close to him like this before. 


'What are you doing?’She asked bewildered when his head nuzzled into her neck. His breath 


tickled. Shehad notknown whatto expect butthis was not it. 



'Going to sleep. 'He said burying his head into her hair. He hoped she had not missed a dart. 
She squirmed to get comfortable, hedid notlether movemuchelse. She could not getaway. Helistensas 
his breath became shallow and even. 


'Her?' 


'Mom?' 


'Why did you sleep before?' What had changed? 


'You weren't safe before', his words were grumbled out 'Nothing will happen to you here.' 


Because this place was sacred ? or because he knew and trusted the people here? 


'Her?' He murmured. 'Her?' Hewasasieep. Truly sleep. 


He snickered feeling his snores hither j'aw. She was not going to wake him even to tease him 
about his horrible snoring. It could wait. Over on the rug, Alec had rolled over onto his back in front of the 
fire. His mouth slightly open, his pinktongue hanging overthe side of his mouth. The lastthing he looked 
at was terrifying. His tail slithers side to side every occasionally, darting into the fire and quickly away. 


Between wondering if she would havea burntkitty kit and Herr's snores. He fell asleep. Looks 
as though Cousin Grean hashad a bittoo much to drink, Westdiffesaid, signaling for two footmen, get 
him to his carriage. 



Ansley looked over to see Sheffield grinning like a loon, finally, I’ll have a nonboring tale to tell, 


he said triumphantly. I'd keep it to yourself, Sheffield, Ansley warned. 


Of course, old boy. But hewasfairly bouncing on the balls of his feet as heshouldered hisway 
through the men who'd gathered around atthe commotion. Apologies, he said to the men. I could not let 
aninsuitto Welford go unchallenged. Drink up. 


Westcliffe tookAnsley's knowingthatshe was oneofthefallen - and would reveal wings and 
fangs when thetrustwas made, and the dissented of dark-magic-and craft, the arm and led him to a 
distant corner of the room, Stephen followingin theirwake. 


'Sh-h.' 


What was that all about? Westcliffe asked once they were away from prying ears. He 
questioned the legitimacy ofJannie’s child, you must know everyone's questioning it. it doesn't matter. She 
was with child when Welford died. The courts will recognize it os his. 


His words were spoken with too much vehemence. Both of his brothers were studying him as 
though only seeing himforthefirsttime and as life, it's none of my concern' Westcliffe began. No, it is not, 
Ansley assured him. 


'His not going to become like us?' 



He strode forthePatace doors trying to hold herhead high, it was hard. Her world felt as 


though it had been flipped upside down, she didn't want to tell Nevaeh or Meridian who walked beside her. 
They would think or know that the Golem's poison was finally starting to affect herond take her back to 
the Dancer's Guild. Shecouldn'ttell them so He fixed her eyes on thewalkahead. Itwasn'thard with 
Nevaeh by her side to keep her steady. 


'Almost there. 'Nevaeh murmured to her softly. He nodded, herbodywasn'ttiredbutadull 
ache began to beat in her tern pies and her vision sometimes blurred out of focus if she moved herhead a 
certain way. The quicker she got Gen ny and Away out the better. The quicker she got everyone she cared 
a bout to safety, the better. 


'Where is everyone?' Heasked assherealized that Meridian, Nevaeh, andherown werethe 
only footsteps to be heard wandering the Palace Halls. The only sounds besides that were theswishing of 
her Dancer's skirts that Nevaeh hadfetched her. It sent chills to herspine. It reminded herof her first day 
coming back to the Palace after the Fire. 


'Don 'tknow. 'Meridian said uneasily. 'Italmost reminds me of the time when the King went 
missing, the whole city was placed on curfew for days.' Atthe same moment, Nevaeh hissed forthem 
hurry. They did, allof them sped forthe Prison's Keep. Asidestaircasetookthem underthe palace. His 
head ached too much to take in her surroundings. Shejust knew that one moment there had been sunlight 
pouring in through massive windows, the nexttheir world was undertheearth with only torches and 
mage-lightto see. Rows of cells lined the left and right side of the hallway; He didn 'tiook into any of them. 
Notuntilshe heard. 'Hel'it was Genny's voice. His head snapped uptowards its direction. 


Genny's face peeped out from between the iron bars. Her face covered with soot and dirt, a 
grim smile lighting her face. 'You're alright.' relief flooded He's chest when she heard Genny's voice. 
Unable to do more. He nodded. She was unable to bring herself to tell her that she didn't have much time 
left. 'You shouldn't have come here, they-' Hecut in before she could startto chastise her. 



'Where is Away?'She demanded in a low voice, Genny's voice stilled, herfeature turning into 
stone. It wasn't hard as stone. He bet if she pushed hard enough Gennywouid crackto a million pieces. 
Co nflict warred behind her dark eyes that were almost black in the sunless space. Finally, she came to a 
decision. 


'They are trialing him today. 'Hepaled too, beside them Nevaeh and Meridian tensed. His 
mouth went dry and she had to close it. There was nothing she could say. 'What!' shefound hervoice; It 
wastoo loud. 'What could they-' 


Again, there was confliction before Genny sighed. It was a small gesture thatmadeher 
tragically beautful, and then she was shaking her head. 'They think that you and him have been having a ... 
an affair. 'He closed her eyes to stop the space from going from black to red. They were crazy, absolutely 
insane. 'He?'Genny said in a tightvoice. 'Everyone knows that-' 


'Get her out. 'He shoved her lock picks at Nevaeh knowingshe knew howto use them. She 
didn't want to hear whateverGenny had been about to say. 'Take herstraightto the Guild. I'll meet you 
there.'Nevaeh stopped hereyes narrowing on her. 


'No. 'Nevaeh, Genny, and Meridian glared down other. He drew herself up to full height 
preparing fora battle. Goddess, they didn 'thave time for this I She was running out of time; didn 'tthey get 
it? 


'Fm not giving you a choice and you don't have to come.’ He tried to make hervoice icy as she 
glared at them all. 'Go.' He ran for the exit surprised to find Meridian at her heels a moment later. 
Together they ran for the Council Chamber like their lives depended on It. Away's might. 



Their feet were suddenly too loud and slow as the clacked on the stone floors. He burst through 


the ridiculously huge Council Chamberdoors flanked by Meridian. /As one all eyes turned to them, every 
gaze held the same expression. Shock. He glared back accusingly at the sight before her. 


'What is the meaning of thisT hervoice rolled through the room like a quietthunder. No one 
quaked in their seats but no one moved either. Meridian puta restraining handon He'sshoulderbutshe 
violently shook him off. Angerrolled through her like magic, she wished it was magic. She would tear the 
walls down aroundthem with herangeralone. 


His feet carried her down the a isle towards the lone stand. Away stood behind it, his eyes 
brightatthe sightofherbutgrim atthe sometime. At least he looked alright, dirty but not harmed. He 
thought. 


'Lady.'Thesneering voicecaught her attention; she looked up to thedaisand blanched. 
Highest Biseal sat in the King'sChair. Hesat in She'sseat! 


'BIseal.' He said with as much contempt as she could sew into that one word. Goddess, she 
didn'tlike thisman. 'Youare in my husband's seat.' She said even when her hand grabbed Away's arm. Her 
fury only grew when she realized that they had chained him and his arms were bruised and his hands 
bloody. 


'Someone had to take lead whileyou were,' hecoughed 'absent.' Meridiansaid thatguards 
had chased them when they tried to remove herfrom the Palace. Had the Guards been trying to stop them 
from hurting her, or had they been aboutto finish offwhattheGolem had started? No one seemed in any 
hurry to arrest Meridian and he stood right nextto her. They did glare at him. 



7 wasn't in the best of health. 'He said through gritted teeth. 


'How are you feeling now?'He asked leaning forward-looking too interested. He knew without 
a shadow of a doubt that he was the one to send that Golem. If Meridian had been telling the truth then 
he was theonethathadifnotstartedtheFire then conspired it. Maybeeven tricked the apprentices into 
accidentally doing the spell. 


7 would be better if you didn 'thave my Guard in chains. 'She hissed up to him. 'Come down 
from The King's Chair.' 


7 was voted in for this seat.' 


'It was in myabsencei'Hehissedback. 


'My Dear, a lot has changed in your absence.' He sneered. Funny howoneseatcouldmakehim 
think he had so much power? He shook off the fact that it had made herthinkthesame. How stupid she 
had been to think she was practically untouchable. 


'Would you care to fill me in then ?'He asked neutrally. Meridianhad made his way to her side. 
Biseal spared him a disgusted look before turning backto her. The Lords, all of them seemed to shift 
restlessly, they had come to some decision about her and she was tobetold. Now. 


'The Gods sent me a vision about you my Dear of what you really are. 'He said imperiously. His 


stomach ached; hewas lying. He had to be, there was no way a magician had visions. Thatwasdone in 



the temples, another reason that the two were the opposite. Mages believed in magic; Priest believed in 
fate. He was lying his fat ass off. 


'Oh, really?'He said casually, in hermind she reached for Her, her hand wrapping around her 
necklace. She wanted him to hear this. 'What did they tell you?' 


'That you a re unfit to rule as a woman. Thatchild inyourbellyis a lie fabricated to keep you 
here. You have played your part here fairly well Lady,' there went that sneering again. 'But I've been told 
you didn't shoreyourhusband's bed beforeyou were taken to Natali. You were however alone often with- 
hlm. 'he nodded towards Away. His jaw dropped open. She didn 'tknow whether to laugh or screech at his 
lies. 


'Those are lies!' Meridian spoke when shefound she could not. All He could truthfully see was 
red. The room swayed dangerously and fora momentshe wasn't sure if it was the poison taking hold of 
her finally orif it was her rage. Maybe if she screamed and lunged at him the poison would pourfrom her 
mouth and fingertips into his worthless lying form while she strangled him! Her fingers twitched to try. 


'This is treason!' He shook her head unabletostand notbeing abletosimplyslithisthroat. 
'Away is a friend, a trustworthy friend that has guarded me and my reputation better than anyone in this 
room can boost!' 


Tm sure he guarded you,' Biseal coughed. 'Very well. Adultery of The Lady is an act of treason 
as well.' Bisea! said just as easily. She couldn't believe it. The roomsatin anticipatory silence. Noonewas 
aiding Biseal in case He gottheupperhand. Noonewantedtolosetheirthroatfortreason. They weren’t 
going to help her either. Somehow Biseal had gotten to every member of the Court. She was on her own. 
Goddess she wished Alec was with her. 



'You've already tried to kill my child.' He found her tongue. 7 wasn 'there because I was 
attacked right outside of the Goddess's temple in the palace. Thatwas black magic! Isthatthe will of the 
Goddess as well?'He sneered wondering what hewasto say. 'Oris it Just your will in the God’s name.' 


He was so sure he had him. He didn’t even blink. 'A Foreignerharpsofforeigntalesof Black 
magicand Lies.' His mouth dropped. At that moment she saw a II the hate that he had held back. Hate 
mixed with something elsethatmade herskin shiver. Lust? 


7 am not.' 


'Then why areyou notdead?' He asked sitting back waiting for her to amuse him. There was a 
murmuring agreement from the Lords. He turned to glareatthem. All but a few glared boldly back. 


'Because, I am a mage. 'He told them holding her head high. It wasn't a lie; she had a theory 
that it wasthe only reason her mind hadn't completely given into meaninglessness. 


Part: 


'He doesn't-’Away began but He silenced him with a waveofherhand. 


'Mage?' Biseal said skeptically, his beady eyes looking her over. 7 think not. ’ 


7 know so.' He stood proud. 'Tm a Truthteller.'the room erupted into laughter. Even Biseal 


chuckled in his snorting laughter. Heglared up at him. 'It is true. 



'Show me?' Biseal asked- 


'He, don't.'Away began. Heshuthim up with a glare. She was doing this for him, to get him 
out; he didn 'tneed to know that she was already doomed. He wasn't telling her not to say anything for 
fear of them knowing she was a mage but because he knew what she was going to say. 


7 can't,' she took a deep breath andtold him. 'Ihaven'tfeltmymagicsincelputoutThe Fire.' 

A rumbleof comments rippled around her. Even Meridianshothera funny look, askepticalonebutstill 
shocked. 7- / don't know when itwill return. 'She held up her hands in a helplessshrug that left Biseal 
purple. His head was purple; it reminded her of a pimple that needed to be popped. He took a step forward 
and was snatched back. Meridian's wrapped his arm aroundhershoulders pulling her close to his side 
jostling her. He blinked, Biseai's face was normal again. It was red, notpurpleand itdidn'tlooklike a 
pimple butdamn if she wouldn't like to squish it anyway. Especially whenhesaid. 


'You're a dirty little liar that was neverforthe good ofYsterym. You are the reason the Gods 
haveforsakenus. You're the reason ourKing hasfled. It is... You; it has always been you!' He's mouths fell 
open. 'You're the BlackOmen upon Ysterym. Nothing willbeputrightuntil wedo it.' Behind her, therewas 
a murmurof agreement. 


'But-!,' words failed her as her knees turned weak. For once she was speechless. Instead, her 
handsslipped into Meridian's pocket pulling outthepicksshehad begged him to find. The room fell into 
an eerie silence. Away just looked at her in shock. Everyone else looked nervous. 


'Are you completely off your head?' She heard Meridian say with a quiver in his voice. 'She is 
the Queen, no matter what you think she has done, ltdoesn'tmake it true! There were bad omens in 
Ysterym long before she came and will be here long after we go toourgraves. You area fool!' He wanted 



to cheer. Instead, she hedged away from Meridian. He knew what he was doing and silently thanked him. 
This meeting had shot to hell quickly, they needed out. Heslowly Inched towards Away who stood In 
horror and rage as he looked at Biseoi Like he wanted the man'sthroat. Gods, He had neverwanted 
anything so bad. 


His hands firmly gripped Away's wrist, aftershedid this they had to be prepared to run. She 
looked at Away. He nodded; his face determined. She had to rememberto tell him thatNevaeh had gotten 
Genny out before he went off to look for her. The picks turned in the lock with an audible click. He winced 
even as the shackles fell into her hands from Away's wrist. 


'Seize herT He flew backward behind the protective stances of the two men. Meridiantucked 
her safe against his back as he whirled around to meetthesound of sliding swords. Despite herself. He 
was Intrigued by them. They were differentthan any swords she had ever seen. The blade in stead of being 
straightand pointed, they weresickled with a blade's edge for a tip. 'Take her in, all of them in for the use 
of Black magic against Ysterym and treason against the king's name!' 


'Nol'He gripped Meridian'sarm. She looked at Away, he didn't havechainsshackling him but 
he was in no condition fora fight. Meridian was tooexhausted to fight. Hedidn'twanttofightthem. She 
simply wanted BiseaTs head to roll. 


'There isn 'tanother way out. 'Meridian hissed. He's belly rolled. She knew there wasn't. 


'Do you hovea weapon, 'when hedid nothingbutlookather. He cursed before belatedly 
realizingshedidn't have a dagger on her either. 


'Grab Her, get herl'thefirstguardcharged them. Heeasily dodged hisstupid attempt at them. 



Meridian grabbed his swords as He kicked him down to the ground. Her foot roiiing him over to 
his side. Justin timeto trip thenext guardschargingthem. Somehow Meridian fought off two, three, untii 
Away was able to pick up sword and help. He was tucked in dose beside Meridian. Away stuck nearby her 
open side. He couidn't believe thattheirduo was fending off a troop. 


It was obvious that Meridian was a sword’s men by the way he held his weapon like it was a 
part of his arm. Away was an assassin andheld hisown. Both of them kept their bodies in front of He as 
though they were her breathing armor. She watched in awe as Away stabbed a nearby guard that had 
tried to do the same. Rushing forward He raided him for weapon's praying silently to the Goddess to 
forgive them all, and herself. She came out with a shortdaggerand a sword that she was only moderately 
trained to use. 


'Thank you. 'Away easily nicked the sword out of her hand as hetwirled into anotherfight. 
They were still progressively moving forward towards the huge Council doors. 


Part: 


'Hey-'He wishedshehad thought notto distract them. A trio rushed her friends at once, each 
taking them in a different direction. One the left, the other right, and one came at the front and center. 
Meridian sliced through the first one while Away hacked back the second. The third rushed pastthem right 
for He, his blade aimed for her chest. 


'He!' Away tried to trip the guard butwas forced to engageanotherguardwhohad rushed 
forth. His eyes widened as her body reacted, twisting into itself He twirled out the way slamming into 
Away'sside as her hand that held the daggerlashed out. Shefelt it connect with something hard yet soft 
and sink in. She squealed as the guard went down, a fresh spurtof blood flowed froma side wound. By the 



Goddess, they were pointing the Council Room red. No one moved to interfere, to help, theywere 
completely alone. He rubbed her head, a serious pain tingled along her spine and up into her head. 


'Princessl' He jumped looking up to the dais where the King sat. She could have wept. 


'She?'He nearly dropped herknifein a burstofjoy atseeing him here. He would set everyone 
to right. Bythe look on his face, noonehere today would pay forwhatthey were doing. 


'He waits I'He ignored Away's arms; he didn't understand that they were saved. She would help 
them straighten this whole thing out. 


He picked up her Dancer's skirts as she ran for the dais dogging around the fa lien bodies of the 
guards. She had to make it back to the dais where She was. He stood tall looking down other, a grim smile 
spread on his face that made her want to hug him even more. She just needed to get to him. 


'Shel'He reached outforhim as she ascended the steps. He reached forhersnatching her 
forward with a force that made He gasp. The momentum slammed herforward into a solid chest, she 
could have cried out. 


'Goddess, I've missed you.' He said on the verge of tears. She wanted to cry and scream. He 
wanted to kiss She for coming home at last and not leaving her with this mess. She looked up into his 
scowling face os he looked out at the Lords. 


7 know Princess, neveragain I swear.' He hugged hertight. 'Give methe dagger.' He reached 


for it. He hesitated. 



'Heania. 'She'svoice became stern. 'Give me the dagger.’ His hands took it from her fingers 


while she tried to decide whethersheshould hand it to him or not. 


He sputtered up at him abouttogivehim a piece ofhermindbutshewas twirled around to 
face the Lords. Why were Away and Meridian still fighting ? Didn't they see that She was home, they could 
stop ?Her mouth opened to yell for Away or Meridian before somethingsharp nicked into her neck. The 
world stopped. He froze, likea bladebit into her skin. Itwasherblade- why would She press a dagger to 
her throat? 


'Don'tsay a word orl will slice you open.'The words made hershudderattheircoldness, she 
meant it. He was going to kill her. 


'The baby-'Hebegan- 


'That bastard can die with you. 'He head-butted him; it must have stunned him because She 
roared as he stumbled back, the blade pressed dangerously into her neck. He gulped but must ha ve cried 
outbecause Away and Meridian turned to heras one. Both of them stood stunned as she felt. What was 
going on? 


'She?'He asked tentatively- 



'No Darling,' The voice sounded like She. He shut her eyes against his words, he had told her no. 
He must have been telling the truth, shenevercalled her Darling. 'Drop your weapons.’ He wasn't speaking 
to her; He guessed bespoke to Away and Meridian. She winced when both did so without hesitation. 


'Don't you hurt her. 'Meridian stated through clenchedteeth os if that would somehow remove 
the blade from her throat. 


7 cannot hurt the dying.' She heard She's a soft murmur in her ear. It made hershudder. 'You 
are dying aren't you Darling?'He wanted to shake her head but ended up just shaking, period. It earned 
her a cruel laugh. 'Seize them!' 


'No!'His words brokethroughherhaze. This wasn't happening, not again. Please Goddess let 
this be some horrible dream. He prayed with her eyes wide open as she lunged forward the blade sliced 
into her throat creating a shallow cut. He barely noticed the hot slice of pain. 'Letthem go! Pleasel'Guards 
rushed the two men; she saw theirweapons being kicked outof grabbing distance. Two guards stood on 
either side of Away and Meridian as they tied her friend's hands behindtheirbacks. This couldn't be 
happening but it was. She was letting this happen - he was doing it! He thoughtfast. 


'You can't.' He stated louder and more confident than shecould haveeverthought possible. 


Part: 


'Away is under dipiomaticimmunity, if you touch him you riskawarwith Natili. We can't 
afford a new ally to become an old foe. It isn't Meridian's fault, I threa tened to take away his lands and 
title if he didn't help me. You have no reason to hold them here, banish them and be done with it. 'She 
frowned butshrugged. 



'If you keep fighting to get her not only will I kill heroutright, you will both hang. 'Both men 
stopped theiradvancement. The room rustled finally; the Lords broke out into wild murmuring. He would 
outrightly killtheQueen. He heard bits or what they were saying. 'Stillshemightbetelling the truth, there 
might be a child. 'She turned them outagain to favor Meridian and Away who were eying her stubbornly. 
If they stayed any longer, they would do something rash that would get them killed. They had to go. 


'Go my Lords; you're both dismissed from my service. 'He said as Queen as she could. Her legs 
felt as though they would buckle, herwhole bodyjustwanted to explode from frustration and anger. This 
was unfair, it wasn't right, it- a flash of pure hit struck her body and she felt her magic boil upoutofpure 
frustration. He reached for it desperately only to feel it retreat. Frustrated tears pricked her eyes, she 
blinked them away quickly. 


Neitherofthe men moved. Hefrowned. 'Guardsl'shecalled whilepleading with them both. 
'See that Lord Away and Lord Meridian make it safely outside the palacewails. 'She said watching more 
guards comeforward to flank them. 'No harm will come to them.' He said as menacingly as possible. 


'No harm will come to them.'Theguard, the lead guard, decided when he took a stance before 
her. His eyes glittered with a look He didn'tunderstand, anger? Washeangrythathehadtoobeyher?His 
lips were pinched tight as he gave a curt nod to his team. Meridian and Away were draggedfrom the 
room. He winced when they struggled. 


(Hindmostto Nevaeh) 


Brainwashing is running rampant right now. When intelligence is based off-of a Halo of 
sociology this is what you would get, by the perception of using your own power of mind remembering to 
thinkforyourselves the truth is seen. 



All human life and existence matters, everybody has the 14 amendment to not be 
discriminated on against a biased orprejudiced in any kind of segregation like pigment for skins for any 
tuneequality to any kind of race or existence of thatof mankind. 


Likewise, it is time to kindly stop the hate crimes move on with your lives and realize that we all 
have a constitutional right of equal in fair in this country of United States of America, stop being feeble¬ 
minded. 


At the age of 5 in 1999, this prognosis was made of the above with the same idea of being 
nothing more than theoretical- and only counties based in giving to thestuden t, and somehow by twisted 
words of letting the word of mouth dictate this has become a mentality slurto me, that I do not have, yet 
was wrongly given for countless years. 


We need to have an understanding of the report that was said and retold to some w as dated 
when I was 5 years old saying I was at the understandings of the higher mind of 7 years of age. 


No. I am open in saying that I have never relinquished my rights to have this acquired whatever, 
it was given agents my free-well... and at no point, an endangermentto have what was listed, yet claim to 
this was nothing more than a falsehood of defamations. 


I wanted my wrath on the world. I find it utterly disgraceful, disheartening, deplorable, and 
more than rechargeable the state in which our country is right now it gives me much sorrow and 
disappointment, and despairapplicable to thatof a dismayed, dismal, dreaded, of reality. 



WE have the right to free speech as our 1st a mend merit-not the right to be a TARD by being 


dimwitted. 


Everyone, that i have gone to school with was and still is aphasic, let's not just say one of them 
rolls their crap into balls and eats crayons more than others here, you can callthottemperamentifyou 
wish, yet it's all just categories, to perceive and overlook or over- exaggerate. 


Alexia is an acquired reading disability asa result of an acquired event such as a stroke. It is 
most common for alexia to be accompanied by expressive aphasia (the ability to speak in sentences,) and 
agraphia (the ability to write.) 


'Why did my life SHIT THE BED?' 'Simplemindedness'is apparent to those thataresimplistic, 'in 
mentality and diagnostics of intelligence quotient- that do not at any time to bring forth higherthinking 
and learning. 


(Back) 


I rememberthe place thatwas not a dream another world a historical monument in my honor, 
the building thatwas a mile long and a half-mile in with, a world that I grasped in my mind was becoming 
true to others, that I was going to make mine. 


A boat ridethrough reflecting shallow waters would takeallofuseto my world, child after 
child In boats all around me, to the passage to the underworld, amldsta lampflickering, hangingfrom the 
front, all the faces were soft and distorted and ominous. A rain carton of mist, and waterfalls aroundevery 
column. 



Then in this new world I saw Away's face was horrified his eyes wild os they dragged him down 
the aisle and out. Meridian wasn't any better. Thedoorclosed with a heavy thud, she swallowed hard as 
the blade pressed dose to her skin. 


'Ifyourintent, 'slightly murmured tightly up at him. Hestill heads the knife, herhair, hestill 
held the power, 'is to kill me, you should press the blade down further.'She told him waiting forhim to do 
what she instructed whilehoping he wouldn't have the guts. 


'Worth less foreign-'the blade pressed down so swiftly He said her last prayer prepared for 
what was coming. 


'Thinkofthe child!'a voice cried from the pews of Lords. 'You cannotmurdera woman with 
child!' He looked Into the crowd to see a young lord, oneof the young lords she had scolded long ago in 
her first sit-in after her Coronation. 


'There is no child-it is a figment of this liar's darkest imagination. She is mad I'She cried out, 
the blade pressing closer to thevein pounding. She barely dared to breathe. Howthlscould behappening 
to her. 


'Lords, I sweartoyou it is not.' He spoke as guickly and loud as she da red out to the Lords 
watching her closely. 7 am no liar.' 


'Right.'She said. 'Because you're a truth teller.'His tonewas mocking. He dosed her eyes 
praying that this was over quick. He knew that she was a truth-teller. He had exposed herforwhatshe 
was the momentthey were Bound. 



'She is rash, and unruly. 'Camean ancientvoice. It made Him open her eyes again; she had 


never heard it speak before. 'If we have learned nothingas Lords, we have learned that a woman deserves 
mercy-fairness. We do not know if she is lying. She must stand trial before we decide what the best course 
of action is. ’ 


A rippie of agreement rose up from the council. ItgaveHim hopejshe hoped thattherewasa 
chance. 'We can contacta healerof ourown, if she is lying then she will easily be found out.'There were 
more murmurs, some good some bad. He held her breath as much for the blade pressing into her throat as 
waiting forthe Lords to decide her outcome. 


'For the sake of the Goddess, Bisea I let the woman breathe.'An ancient Lord said tiredly. He's 
vision saw. Biseal? Had he just said Biseal? His brows furrowed, the man holding her was Shed id n't they 
see that? 


A sharp movement brought herforward and back into something solid and hardthatleft the 
backofher skullaching. Hehissed, herhead turning toglare up at Her. She paled instantly. Thecolor 
drained from herfacedown her body before dissolving into the floor. She wasn'tthe one gripping her, it 
wasBiseal. The poison had messed with hermind yetagaln. Makinghersee whatwas notthere. Goddess 
shehadthoughtthatBiseaihadbeen Sheandshehadplayedrightinto disarms. Heshookherheadtrying 
to make sure this wasn'ta dream. Desperately she wanted someone to wake herup. 


He stood behind her looking triumphantly smug with the bladestill poised in his hand to strike. 
A mad glint in his eye flashed saying that he almost didn 'tea re one way or the other if this group of men 
saw him strike herdown. He might begladforwitnessesofherdeath. 



'We should Cage her until we canfindajudgeforhertrial.'He wanted to rail at them that 
there would be no trial. At the ancient Lord whom the others seemed content to let speak for them. Even 
Lord Kane didn't utter protest though his eyes flashed when he looked her way. 


'Trial, trial forwhat?' Bisealshook his head unable to believe that someone was speaking 
againsthim. 


'For her life.' The Ancient One snapped at Biseal as if he were stupid. 7 will notputan innocent 
woman to death, notone with a child. Notone who maybe has done nothing deserving of an executioner.' 
He wanted to nod butdidn'tdare. 


'And ifsheis telling thetruth?' Biseal snorted as though it were unlikely. 'Surely you don'twant 
this unstable woman holding the Crown.' 


'She can be tucked away in thesummerpalace, comfortably until herhusband's return.'The 
Ancient Oneseemed doubtfulatthe thoughtof She's return. His wrinkled and worn brown face creased 
with worry and acceptance. Heshookhishead. 'Oh, course there was a will put in place if something like 
this ever did happen. The King had it tucked away for safe keeping.' He felt Biseal tense. 


'A will? Where?' 


'Only a select group of Council Members and the Temples know where it lays. There was no 
reason to bring it out because she-' he indicated He. 'Was so adamant of The Kings impending return but 
wecannot hold it off any longer I suppose. A successor must be named.' His stomach dropped. What? 



There were more murmurs of agreement. More nodding heads, He's stomach swirled. 

'If she is found guilty. 'Bisealasked before the agreements were finished. He glared at him; 
something in his voice told her that he would be sure to do everything he could to make sure she was. 

'Then the judgewill rule whateverpunishment he sees fit.'The Ancient Lord said serenely. 'It is 

fair.' 

'Will she rule again?’ Bisealasked. 

'Without her husband, no. 'he looked atHeandshe wanted to believe she saw sadness there. 
Not pity but just concern for her. 'Sheshouldfocuson herchild... ifthereis one.' 

'There is.' He said before Biseal could tell them differently. All of a sudden blew out a tired 
breath. She wanted to tell them everything. From the beginning. She wanted- 

'Takeherto the Cages.'There was no time. 'Maximum Security, at least two, no three, guards 
stationed around herota time. 'Biseal commanded. 

Guards sprang forward; their grips were gentle compared to Biseal's iron hold. He sagged 
against one oftheGuords; it must have startled him because he caught her. 

'Lady-' He shook her head before he could get himself into trouble. To this room, she was no 
longerthe Lady. She was just a foreigner, a disgraced woman, possibly a traitor. He cringed at the last one 



as onotherguard walked on herotherside. She felt better having them around her, shielding her from 
Biseal's glare. Shewasgettingawayfromhim. Notforlong, she knew but she was still breathing. 


'Take her there!' Biseal commanded. 'We will have a judge by tomorrow andget this 
straightened out' He stumbled. She would bedead by tonight How was she even lucid now when Aisling 
was confident, she wouldn'tbeableto remember his own name. Could this all be a dream? 


He pinched herself and gasped. It defiantly wasn't a dream. This was truly happening. The 


Guards took her arms gently and lead her from the Council Chamber but not before she heard 
the Ancient Lord and Biseal arguing. 'Ifsheisn'thiding anything then she will have nothin g to fear.' Beal's 
glare could be felt on the back of her head. 


He shut her eyes, apparently, if she had no intentions of hanging, she would have to admit to 

treason. 


OH MYGOD, PEOPLE! I am sitting in class atthis very moment postingthisforyou guys who I 
love. He was stabbing at my bra in for me to post another chapter so I had little choice. 


He did nottwitch,justwatchedherthrough those long eyelashes. Asleepy could be an outright 
bored look on hissharp angularface. Hecould beassessing her, as an enemy. He was an enemy untilshe 
found the underlying cause of all of this. That little speech he was trying to pulloffputhim high at the top. 
Whatwas he hiding? 



'It's been far too long Lady. 'Meridian held out his hand to her. Heshook herhead. She might 
be trying to set up who was in charge butshe hated formality. 

7 told you It's He. 'she took hisarm letting him lead her outthe council chamberinto the too 
gu let halls. The few they did meet gawked openly giving the three of them as wide a distance as possible. 

'Must be the crown.'Meridian patted herhandassumingly. 

'It could be that. 'Sheinclinesherhead. Or it could bethe nearhundred-pound Mystery IceCat 
following at her heels. 

When one man collided with a wall, He had had enough. 

'Are you, all right?' shetook him by theshoulderexamining him herself. 

'Stunned deer. 'Alec purred at her back. 'Frightened.' he could not be, who would he be 
frightened of? 

Up close He saw that it was a youth, he could not be any olderthan fifteen summers and 
looked strikingly familiar. 

He jerked asstunned by colliding with thewallashertouch. 'Yes-' his eyes caught the crown, 
he blinked and blinked again. 'Lady?' 



lady Hernia. 'Meridian corrected at her back. Alec growied iow enough for her ears aione. He 
didnotiike Meridian orjustthoughthewas being a smartaieck. 

'No, right, I meant- I've never metyou before.' he marveied at hera momentlonger. 'A 

pleasure.' 

'Pleasure as well.' He let him take herhand and sgueeze before pulling away. He would have a 
bruised head and nothing more. "What is your name?' 

'Kaleen, son of Lord Kane, 'ah, that explained the resemblance. 

She did not know Kane was married nor had a son. 'Kaleen.'shenodded backing away from 
him to Meridian who waited. By his robes, hewas clearly and Mage apprentice, whatwas he doing 
wandering the halls here and not at the university? 

'On to your classes now.' Meridian sounded a Imost bored and short. Hewaved atthe boy as 
one would a servant. 

Kaleen bow to them both. 'I'm sorry about what happen toyourhusband.' He isthroat closed 
instantly. Before she could ask what, he meant Meridian barked. 

'To class, now!' Kaleen scampered away and was gone around the corner before He could 


speakagoin. 



'What did he mean?’ He croaked rounding on Meridian. He had donethaton purpose. 'Tel! 
me. 'she had to stop herself from growling. Alecdid it for her, stalking forMeridian if she had notgrabbed 
his collar, he would have Meridian's ass against a wall. 


'Not here. 'He admired his ability to keep his composure. She would not be that cool after 
having a near hand red-pound cat with sharp fangs and claws very well. She was sure there would have 
been hysterics. 'Please, He trust me.' He grabbed her hand once more setting off Finally pulling her into a 
room she had never seen. It was a study. 


'This is partof my private rooms.'He pulled her inside shutting the door. Meridian guided her 
to a chair expecting herto sit. Alec planted his big butsguarely in frontofherand looked up at Meridian. 
Just looked until the man took a step back and another. Putting half of a rug between them. 


He bit back a snort os she felt Alec's smugness radiate through their bond. 


'Hungry?'starving, Heshook herhead. Whatwas itwith everyonetryingto feed her? 


'No, Meridian. 'He watched him sitacrossfrom herand did the same. Itmadeherfeel more 
comfortabie. Now shewasto dothe fun part. Pickathismind. 'Tell me true, you know something you 
aren't telling me.' 


'No one knows what has happened to your husband.' Meridian shook his head. The light 


shining on his face made him handsome. He leans in hoping he would do the same. 



He did. 'But you do. 'she was confident. She saw all she needed to know run across his face. He 
did know something. Underallthesincerity, grief-stricken, burden heavy enough to makeyou choke 
demeanorhe was hiding a secret. 


'All I know arethe rumors, Lady, nothing more.'Heshookherhead. She knew allaboutthe 

rumors. 


'What about the people that were trampled today. A priestess was stoned today a long with the 
Dancer she was trying to protect. She watched carefully. 


Meridian did nothing but blink. 7 wasn 'taway of anything going on like that.' 


She did notbelievehim. She doubted there was much he did not know went on around here. 


'There is a rumor going around thatyourhusband abandons histitle, he left because you 
leaving drove him mad. The Gods are enraged and will turn their backs on us for the disrespect of our 
king.'that really did n't sound good. 'I'm guessing, those peoplewho caste the stones believe it. 'it really 
was notgood. 


He clamped her hands together and dosed her eyes. 7 don 'tknow what I am going to do. 'she 
sniffles as she had done many times when she was young. Dealing with the men in her life she found tears 
really got reactions out of them the fastest, 'lam Queen andmyhusbandisn'thereforme. 'sheopens her 
eyesto see Meridian watching her intently. Theway a hawkwatched a bu nny. Itgave herchills. 'I'm not 
sure how everything works, you see I am still new to this...' 



She turned her lips up in a rueful smile. She was sorry for being uneducated in the Vestryman 
way. 'I sorry, 'she sniffles. 'I didn'tmean to cry. 'shaking her head she was sea red thatithad notworked. 
Meridian wasa cold snakethatwould notfallforanything, not even thefrustrated tears of a woman. 
Inwardly screaming, He stood to leave. 'I better leave.' she headed forthe door, Alecstanding against her 
side keeping himself between Meridian and her. 


'Lady, wait.' Meridian stood coming forher. Hetook herhand, He had to force herself not to 
shudder and blink up bewilderedly at his charming smile. 'You stunned me, yourtears. 'He waited. 'You 
need someone here that is solely here to protect you. Look after you.' that was why Alec was here, 'to be 
yourearsand to rely on.' 


He did not have to force the watery chuckle. 'And who would that be. I do not know anyone 
herethatwell. Except Her and I'm unsureof where he is.' she let another tear slide down her cheek. 


'Rely on me malady. 'Hesqueezedherfingers. 


7 can do that?’ 


It was supposed to reassure her, He was positive the smile that bloomed was supposed to 
makeherknees week and mind all gooey spilling out her ears at his feet. 


'Always, Lady. I'm sworn to the crown.' but notto Her. 


'That is good. As soon as I have plan, I will giveyou instructions. ’ He nodded; it was impossible 


to tell what he wasthinking behind thosedark eyes. 'Oh, doyouknowwhere Nevaeh is?' 



He stiffens. He raised o brow in question thatwasn't'the reaction she usuaiiy got when she 
asked about hermaid. She had struck a nerve. 

'i'm sorry, Lady Nevaeh is notto be trusted. ’He iookedsaid. 'She is a spy; i beiieveshe is i have 
iittie evidence to confirm it now but i wiii in a coupie of more scouting. 

'What?' 

7 don'tfeei it is in your best... interest to trust her. 'hisnosecrinkied in distaste. 

'She is one of my Women.' He pursued heriips in a frown. Shedid nottrustNevaeh either but 
she was not trusting Meridian worth stones. 'AH of them are trustworthy uniess proven otherwise.' 

He nodded, siowiy. itwasaiioverhis face he had expected her to heed his warning. He did not 
iike her thinking on herown. Women were not supposed to do that. 'One more thing, i wanta iistthe 
paiacefinances.' his eyes narrowed but he said. 

'Yes Lady.' 

Hersmiie was bright. 'You're a dear, 'she patted his hand and ietit go. Aiecgotto his feet. She 
had thought he had fa Hen asieep, shouid have known better. 



let me suggestone more thing. 'Itdidn 1 sound at oHlike a suggestion. 'Assign yourseifa 
personaiguard. Two if you can.' he persisted, 'it wouid make everyone who cares aboutyou feel better, I 
knowHerwouidfeelbetter.' 


Hefrownsdisliking the idea instantly, Guards were supervisors, babysitters, spies. 7 already 
have one. 'Alec turned to Meridian baring his fangs and growled low andfearsome. Meridian paled but did 
not move from his perch. He was impressed. 


'Thinkabout itat the least, please?'he appealed backto her. 'Tm beyondwordsthatyou are 
safely back home where you belong, it would hurt more than I can say if something happens to you 
becauseyou don'twantguards prying into your personaltime.' 


She did not know whether he was truly concerned or the best actor she had ever seen. She did 
not know what he had to gain, but it must be something. He was a courtier; they did not spend time with 
flattery and silvery words with no benefit atthe end of it. 


'Til thinkon it.' at best. 


He tried notto runforthedoor. Meridian watched her every step untilsheclosed thedoorand 
lean against it. It still felt as though his gaze was burning into her back through the wood. Letting Alec 
lead the way they all but ran to her room and locked themselves in. 


He pulled outthe pin that Alec had found forherand walkedthedlstance that connected her 


room to Her's. 



Alec followed her in, hispinknosecrinkled. 'someone's here.' hecharged, plowing herinto the 
ground. In her ear, the sound of whistling metal passing by and its thump behindhertold her how close 
she had come to death. Alec knew it too. 


His roar rang through the room vibrating off the walls. He did it again, moving further into the 
room and again. He covered herears getting to her feet, if he kept it up, shewould beexplaining to the 
whole palace. Alec stopped in front of a tapestry hanging on the far wall. 'She is here. 'Alec snarled low. 


'SheP'howcould hetell? 


'She is bleeding.'Alec's nose crinkled. 'Femaleshells... Heely why do females bleed?' he went 
from herangryprotectorto hercuriouskitin thebatofan eye. 


7 don't know. 'He lied getting to her feet coming forward, pulling a dartfrom her hair careful 
not to touch the numbing cream on the unsheathed tip. 


'Do I kill?'Alec appealed to her. 'or pounce? Mate said it was fine if I kill.' His head tilted, 

thoughtful. 


He silently promised to smack Mate on the back of his thick head forthis. At least he had 
thought to ask her. 


'Don'tkill.'She told him; his head dipped. He leaped on the tapestry. Bringing downfabricand 


a cursing figure wrapped in them. He was right it wasfemale. 



'If you move, the poison I have aimed at yourthroat will silence you before you can twitch, 'she 
would be dead in moments, quickerthan it took to sneeze or scream. He kneels beside Alec pointing the 
dart at the unknown'schest. 'Lady?' He froze before pulling back the curtain. 


'Nevaeh?' 


The woman stares up at her with wide brown eyes. The same way He was doing her. 'What are 
you doing here?' she spoke first. 


'Whatare you doing here, trying to kill me?' He recoiled away 


7 wasn't trying to kill you.' Nevaeh said slowly. 7 was protecting, he hasn't been gone that long, 
not even a season and those u ng roteful wretches are already trying to break in here.' 


He grins. 'Say that again.' Ungrateful wretches. Nevaeh grinned back looking at the dart. 


'Does that really poison ?' 


'Yep. 'He sheathed itaway in its holderhelping Nevaeh to her feet. She looked the same, still 
breathtakingly pretty. 


'Tm glad you are home, where is Her?' she looked over He Is shoulderexpecting to see him 


leaning in the doorframe. Hewas notthere, a small poutformed on the woman's lips. 



He sighs, she had to stick to the He. There wastoo much riding on it just to putNevaeh at ease 
shewasoneperson. 'idon'tknow. Nooneseemstobeabieto teiime.' 

'He went to saveyou!' Nevaeh expioded. 'how couid you not! How did you get away?' 

'! struck up a trade with the Nataii king in exchange for a horse and my freedom.' 

Sheobviousiydidn'tbeiieveher. 'Thatworked?'Heshrugged. 

7 had a councii meeting to attend. Couid n't be iate.' Forsome reason that confused Nevaeh 
even moreasshe took in. He is crown and ciothes. 

'What councii meeting, thereisn'tsupposed to be one on today, itisforbidden to hold councii 
on the third day.' 

Weii, they were doing theforbidden, she had just attended a meeting in the councii chamber. 
77 / ignore it this once because i needed to see them regularly. Now I needyou. Nevaeh.'The other woman 
dusted off her skirts shooting angry looks at Alec who shot his own looks back. Alecsn arled, his fur 
standing on edge. He pressed his flank into He is side but did not do anything else. 'Nevaeh.' 

She had her attention now. Good. 

'Whathas been happening. No one can seem to tell me simply, 'if at all. 



She neverblinked when she spoke, hedid notneed hermagictofeel the weight of Nevaeh's 
words. 'Treason.' He nodded, she feitthat much in her bones. 

Good Christ, is it yours ? Westcliffe asked, his lips barely moving. 

It'sJannie's. 

He left his brothers staring after him. In the length of a single heartbeat, everything had 

changed. 

you are so fortunate to be with child. Lady Inwood said, you should pray fora son. Then you 
will not be dependentupon Glean Demure's mercies. 

Sitting in a cornerofthe parlor, surrounded by women, Janniefeltas though there was 
absolutely no air to breathe. 

Ansley has certainly been a godsend, hasn't he? Lady Sheffield asked, he is handled so many of 
the arrangements. 

Was It her imagination thatshe heard insinuations in theirvoices? Why could they not leave 
her In peace? 


Will you return to Herndon Hallnow?someoneasked a voiceshedidn'trecognize. 



no, no, you must still be in Rockville, Lady Inwood insisted, to be a widow and with a child? 


You need us to see you through it. 


From time to time since the funeral, afewofthewomen madeamorningcall, but it was 
always awkward, and they were all so incredibly boring. Except for Lady Inwood, whohad no qualms 
whatsoever about spreading gossip. She'd even offered to letJanniejoin in the wagering surrounding 
Ansley. It seemed he'd made it known early on that he intended to select a wife this season, and while he 
had yet to attend a ball, speculation was high that he had already made his choice. Jannie did not want to 
acknowledge how it unsettled her to know that he was searching for a wife. 


Shecertainly had no desireto marry him, doubted shewould evermarry again. She heard the 
clatter of horses' hooves and the whir of wheels on the cobblestone. Acoach approached. As it drew near, 
she recognized the crest on the door. Ansley. 


Her heart leaped, andshefoughttocalm it. Butit increased itstempo as he stepped out, 
obviously on an outing, dressed in a swallow-tailed jacket. On one hand, he held his top hat and walking 
stick. 


He disappeared, and she refrainedfrom opening the window to lean out and strive to catch 
another glimpse of him. He'd not visited since the night of the funeral, the night he held her while she wept. 
The night, to her immense embarrassment now, she lashed out at him. A thousand times she considered 
sending a note of apology for her outburst because she missed him. As much as she did n't want to 
acknowledge it, she did. Often since leaving Blackmon she thoughtof him'always with guilt. All her 
thoughts should have been on Welford, although she now knew most of his were not on her. 



The knock-on her bed-chamber door had her coming to her feet. yes. 


Lily stepped inside, his Grace, the King ofAnsley would like a word. 


She felt so drab and dour, already in her nightdress. But for her this Season therewould beno 
balls, tell him I’m not at home. No. Sheshookherhead. Thatwould stophim. tellhim I'm already 
abed ...no. Drathim! send him up. yes, m'lady. 


Jannie moved over to the sitting area, positioning herself so a sofa was between her and the 
door, would be between herand Ansley. She did n't want to give the impression that she was extremist 
glad of his presence. It was inappropriate. Agirl in mourning was supposed to be sedated, not anxious for 
her caller to arrive. 


When bestrode in, she thoughtshe'd never seen a more handsome man. Based on his 
expression of horror, however, he'd never seen a more disheveled girl, your Grace, howgoodofyouto call. 
forGod'ssake, Jannie, afterall, we've been through don't be so damnedformal. 


It is late and this is my bed-chamber. Formality is needed. You appear to be on your way to a 
ball. I was, buti changed my mind when I saw a II the carriages lined up. I wasn't in the mood for a tedious 
night. He sethis hatand stickon a choir nearthe door before prowling toward her. 


You're nearenough, she said when It became obvious the sofa would not serve as an obstacle 


forhim. 



Thankfully, he did stop, but his gaze wanderedoverherandshefeltit like a touch, you're not 


eating, he said. 


I am... just notvery much. I supposeyourmothertoldyou that She dropped by each afternoon 
fora few moments. 


I don’t need herto tell me what isobvious. I daresay, you'renotsieeping either some ...T She 
sank down into the chair, i don't know what's wrong with me. you're grieving. 


I don’t know if that's it, Ansley. I feel nothing. 


He studied herfora moment before soy ing, I've come to invite you to have dinner with me 
tomorrow evening at my res id ence. 


Tm in mourning. Itwouldbeentirelyinappropriate. 


Jannie, you need a few hours away from all this. Wear your widow's weeds. I'll bring my 
carriage 'round athalf pastseven. Tl! carry you out if I must. Ansley'Jannie. 


She wanted to shriek. Shedidn't know if she’d ever known a more obstinate man. Yet neither 
could she deny how lovely it would be to be with someone who didn't treat her as though she might break 
at any moment. THEN- Very well, shesaid petulantly. He must be given the Impression she wasn't giving in 
too easily. Good. Heremovedhisjacketandlaid it overthearm ofthesofa. 



She sat up straighten whatareyou doing? going to ensurethatyou sleep well tonight. 

(Ansley) 

Jannie. Reaching into his waistcoat pocket, he removed a smallvile. whatisit? oils. I'm going 
to rub your feet. It'll help you relax, no. She tucked her feet beneath the chair. 

You'll startwith my feet and then you'll journey upward and ...it would be entirely 
inappropriate. 

I promise I will notventure higherthan your ankles. 

Sheshook herhead. my ankles are swollen. You don't need to see them, move to the sofa. Or 
betteryet, the bed. do you not listen to a thing I say?whatareyou afraid of, Jannie? 

That I'm swollen and miserable and thatyou'llberepulsed by me. 

I'm so sorry, she blurted. 

He furrowed his brow, for what, praytell?forlashing outatyou ...the lasttimeyou were here. 

I didn'ttakeyourwordsto heart. I know howdifficultallof this has been foryou. unbearable 


sometimes. 



So -0 tonight, I'll give you something pleasant to take into your dreams. 


He held out his hand, enticing herwith those long, strong fingers, come along, Jannie. Moveto 

the sofa. 


Against her better judgment, she did as he bade. When she was settled in the corner, pillows at 
her back, hesatatthe opposite end and lifted her bare feetto his lap. Mesmerized, she watched as he 
poured several drops of oil onto his palm before setting the bottleaside. Then his palm kneadedhersole. 
on, dear God. nice? he asked. 


THEN wickedly wonderful. You've donethis before. 


I once knew a woman who knew a great deal a bout the sensuous arts, and you did notkeep 
her? she was not mine to keep. Closeyoureyes. 


Shedid, as his fingers worked theirmagicoverthe ballsof her feet, tell me a story, something 
from youryouth. my youth. Well, I wasa verycleverchild. 


His odious voice droned on as he told her aboutplayinga game ofhidin g with Claire. The deep 
timbre and his constant massaging of her feet lured her away to a place of no troubles, no grief, no sorrow. 


She awoke from a deep sleep with only a bit ofsunlightdancing into the room. She didn't 
rememberclimbing into bed, nor could she remember the last time she felt so rested. Shewas beneath the 
covers but aware of a weight on her hip. Ansiey's hand cupped over her. He lay on top of the covers, his 



waistcoat gone but his shirt and trousers stiHin place. He must have carried herto bed. Howtired she 
musthavebeen not to stir when he moved her. 


His long dark eyelashes rested on his cheeks. She did hope her child would inherit those. In 
truth, therewas nothing about him thatshedidn'twantto see in thechild. She had missed him so. She 
hadn'twanted to admit it, butthetruth mocked her now because it was so lovely to wake up with him in 
her bed. 


Slowly he opened his eyes, good morning. 


His voice was rough from sleep, stirring herin ways she should not be stirred, reminding herof 
other mornings. 


So, lady Inwood told methatyou had Intendedtofind a wIfethisSeason. ohm. Yes, I'd 
considered it. I still might. He gave her a devilish smile. 


So, the women are wagering, youknow...on whom it will be. 


So are the gents, from what I hear. Even my brothers, blast them, who do they thinkit will be? 


So, they've both chosen different women. They are both wrong. One woman talks so quietly 
that! must always bend over to get near enough to hear what she is saying. Marriage to her would give 
me an aching back before too long. 



Jannie laughed lightly, andtheother? 


So-o the opposite problem. When she beginsto speak, I must pull back in ordernotto godeaf 
from her caterwauling. Makes me appear to have some sort of twitch. I had no idea that the wife hunt 
was so troublesome, itisguitethe bother. You should marry me to spare me the horror of it. 


He was teasing, surely. Still, sheshook herhead. I think I shall be like your mother. Agiri of 
means who can do as she pleases. I would always allow youto do as you please. 


On, Ansley, you don't half tempt me. She rolled into a sitting position and saw the time on the 
clock on the mantel, good God I It is half-pastten! If someone sees that your coach' I sent my driver on. 


She glanced back at him, and hegave heran innocentshrug. I never leave my coach outside a 
lady's residence, andifl'daotadmittedyou? 


I’d havewalked, caughta hansom. I'm resourceful. He pushed himself up, leaned in, and kissed 
her cheek before she could stop him. Then he was outofthebed and crossing the room to retrieve his 
waistcoat, neckcloth, and jacket, let's has some breakfast, shallwe? 


It was the oddest thing, butshewassuddenly quite ravenous, you must leave at once 

afterward. 


You have my word, you may borrow one of the rooms if you wish to freshen up. 



After bowing, betook his leave. When she reached forthe bell pull, she realized she was 

smiling. 

She looked better, much better, this morning. Thecircles werestill there, butnotasdark. He 
would see to it that she slept well tonight, so perhaps tomorrow they would be gone completely. And she 
was eating. It was ridiculous the pleasure that realization broughthim. 

She wore black. He wanted to see her in red. 

-How long do you intend to stay in Landcaster? he asked. 

Her brow furrowed, she glanced up at him. I'm not sure. Anotherweekorso I suppose. Not 
much longer. I dread returning to Herndon Hall, come to Grantwood. 

With a sigh, she shook herheod. Ansley'you have few memories there, you do knowitis guite 
rude to interrupt, my apologies. But I can decipherthe objection written on yourface. Hear me out. 

So, extend to you a courtesy you do not extend to me? Why evershould l?you are irascible 
when you are with a child, you are stubborn, she said. 

(Quiet.) 

Like- perhaps we'll discuss it during dinnerthis evening, so, you will join me? did you ever doubt 


it? 



His answer to her was merely a grin. He'd not been teasing when he suggested she marry him, 
but based on her expression and response, she was still too fragile to considersuch a proposal. He had 
won heroveronce before. Hecoulddo it again. It needed only a bit of patience. 


No. Janniecould hardly believe the excitement that thrummed through her as she waited for 
Ansley to arrive. A night away from the oppressive house. She needed it. She knew thatshedid. 


She rather wished she did n't have to wear black, but it helped to remind her to remain somber. 
Tonight, was simply a break from the mourning, ltdid not remove italtogether. 


Shewas sitting in the parlortrying notto appearanxious when she heardthe rap on the front 
door. Her butler was soon standing in the doorway, his Grace, the King of Ansley. 


No. He bowed out and Ansley strode in, so dashing in hisswallow-tailed coatthatitvery nearly 
took her breath. He'd worn similarclothing last night, butforsome reason, he appeared even more 
handsomenow. Lest he decides to try to kiss her on thecheek, she lowered herveii. 


I daresay, you didn't have to go to so much both erfordinner with me, she said as she walked 
over to him. 


Part: 


He extended his arm. no bother. 



She placed her hand on his arm and allowed him to escort her from the house. I've actually 


been looking forward to this, she confessed. 


(As havel.) 


He handed herup into the coach. As she settled onto herseat, he took his place opposite her. 
The coach lantern was lit, allowing hertosee him. Shewas surprised that he'd not chosen to sit beside her. 
The last time they journeyed alone in his coach, they'd been so dose that a shadow could not have 
squeezed between them. 


As the coach rattled overthe cobblestones, shefeltcompelled to fill the silence, thealr seems 
to be less cloying tonight, it is better in the country, doyou notlikethecity, then? it serves a purpose, but I 
mustconfessthatwhen Tm married, I shallcometo Rockville as little aspossible. I preferthe outdoor 
activities offered by the countryside. 


It was no doubt the reason hewassofitand that his skin was so bronzed, what isyour favorite 
sport? she asked. Swimming. I recently had a small pool built at Grantwood. Ifyoucometovisit, I shall 
teach you how to swim. 


She imagined the slickness of theirwet bodies, gliding overeach other, rightnow, I would no 
doubt sink straightaway to the bottom. 


He grinned. I doubt it. 



Although the curtains were drawn on the couch and shecould notseethe passing buildings, it 
did seem thatthey'd been traveiingforsometime now. I didn'tthinkyour residence was so far. 

Well dine at my residence, but I have a little surprise planned first. 

She’d had fartoo many surprises of late, and whatwouldthatbe?ifltell you, it won't be a 
surprise, this was not what we agreed to. trustme,Jannie. I believeyou’llenjoy whatl havein mind. 

She became aware of the clatter of more vehicles and Ansley's coach slowing, we're in thethick 
of it. you may peer outif you like, he said. 

She considered it. I shall wait. 

Eventually, thecoach rolled to a stop. A footman opened the door and Ansley disembarked 
before handingher down. 

They were in an alleyway, butstill, she recognized the building. 

Covent Garden? Areyou mad? itis closed to the publictonight. then whyarewehere? 


He smiled broadly, because itis open to us. Tm in mourning. I can 'tbe entertained. 



you shan't be. The actors are atrocious, from what I hear. Taking herhand, he led hertoward 


the steps and a backdoor, where he knocked. 


It opened and a wizened man peered out your Grace! me... Smith, this way, sir. 


They wentthrough back hallways and up to two flights of stairsto a private box. Mr. Smith at 
once left them.JannIeeased downtoa plush chair, is this the royal box? no, it Is mine, Ansley said as he 
joined her. 


How did you manage this? easily. It can't have been easy, let’sjust say that I'm a man of 
influence and leave It atthat, shall we? 


A man of Influence, of wealth, of generosity. A modest man. She'd been so afraid to trust the 
feelings she had developed forhim during the month they were at Blackmon. Could It be that she had seen 
the real man there?Lights lit thestage. 


The curtains were drawn back. Jannie leaned forward and allowed the actors to transport her 
to faIrVerono. 


He'd considered payingtheactors to perform a comedy. He was certain she needed some 
laughter, but In the end, he'd decided thatshe needed toshedsometears. He'd had a devil of time leaving 
her this morning. 


He focused on her now. She was giving rapt attention to the performance, as though she was 


on stage with them. Her eyes had been filled with excitement when he arrived at the residence. It had 



done his heartgood. The exorbitant annount he was paying for the private use of the theaterwas money 
well spent. 


Theirs had been an unusual courtship, which began last November'even though he'd not 
realized it was courtship at the time. Courting her now was a bit more difficult because of all the social 
mores that Insisted she Is in seclusion. 


As the star-crossed lovers were mourned, he saw the tears begin to trickle down her cheeks. He 
wanted to wipe them away from himself, buttonight he intended to be only a friend. So, hehanded herhis 
handkerchiefand watched as she delicately patted her face. 


Andthena heart-wrenching sob broke free. He moved in, wrapping hisarmsaround her, 
turning herinto his chest, holding hernear. He knew hersorrow had nothing to do with the performance. 
She was weeping nowforallshe'd lost and all that faced her. 




I hatethis, shesaid. I hatethatTm all weepy, you'veearnedtherightto cry. 


Straightening, sheeased back, itmakesmefeel weak, you're hardly weak. 


He could see her studying his features, and he wondered where herthoughts wandered. 



Taking a last swipe at her tears, she squared hershoulders. I suppose we should be off. a re you 


ready for dinner, then?Tm actually quite famished. 


Dinnertook place in Ansiey's garden, with candles flickering on thesmallroundtable, while the 
gas lamps sent out a soft glow. Shecould shill the roses, and from time to time shecaughta hintof his 
fragrance, you've gone to a great deal of bother, she said. Noth My servants. And I pay them wellenough 
to do it. 


The Cages, to He's horror, had been exactly asthey were named. They were cages, dome 
bird like cages with iron workings. They swung several hands above the stony ground. He leered gloomily 
at the stone fortress that was the entrance to the prison, the cages weren't in the Purgatory, they swung 
beside it. His fingers clutched at the iron rods desperately trying not to think of how her body would feel if 
it fell to the mean stones below. Herstomach rolled as a harsh wind made her cage rock dangerously. 


Part: 


The air whistledthroughthebarsandslappedhercheeks. Itwasalmostpainful. Shefeltlikea 
condemned birdthathad been put on display before its execution. She sat high enough to see over the 
palacewallsbutit was low enough thatherfood, water, and even anotherchamberpotcould be poled up 
to her. She knew part of the reason she was up this high was that Biseal wanted herto have little contact 
with anyone as well as minimize her chances of escape. There was little chance of that, both of her wrist 
had been shackled to the cagefloorevery time the rustled the guards would look atherquestioningly. At 
least they weren't cruel; if He knew better, she would even think theyfeltsorryforher. Her head pounded 
painfully and shefeltsicker, she needed to vomit but it wouldn't come up. Itjustspread throughherbody 
leaving her weak and shaking harder than a dying note on a novice musician's lips. 



The fire wastheonly thing burning in the King's room when She opened the door. The 


University must be using a iotofmogicto know the mage iights out, again. He was going to have to be 
firm with them. He had been much too ienientwith them. Asharp pain cut through hischestthathehad 
to push away. AH of his training aimost wasn't enough but he couidn't iet his grief getthe better of him. 
Grief destroyed the weak and She knewhecouidn't be weak. He wouid have kicked his ass if she had even 
suspected it. She was too kind, letting the University draw on needed magicand shutthemseives away 
from the rest of the Median. He was going to have had a serious talk with the Highest Basel. 


Soon, maybe tonight. No not tonight but first thing in themorning before they all came to 
pound upon his door with their condolences. He didn't want any of them, they weren't fake grief-stricken 
faces for his behalf. They were pleas for mercy orat least they would beassoon as he found out what 
truly happens to Heania. 


Shecollapsed into his chair before hefell. It hadtakenfourdaysto make itback, thehorses 
had almostbroken from no rest. Honormusthave thought he was insane, he felt like he was going insane. 
He hadn 'tsiept In four days I How could he when he felt the blood-stilling fear of being hunted. He had felt 
it all, everything Heania had felt when thatThing chased her. Ithunted herdown to right outside the 
Palace Temple. It let herget thatfar, to a placeshe thoughtshe wouldbesafeandkilledherthere. There 
in the center of a dark hall. 


She's head fell into his hands, itwasn'ttrue. How could it be when he could still hear her voice 
when it wasguiet. Like a loaf of bread forthe starving. She felt starved with titbits of food being shoved his 
way. All of them were soaked in poison. 'She T His voice had been desperate, sea red too. 7 love you.' 


He wanted to claw his eyes out, henevershould haveleftherhere, alone. Heshould have 
taken her with him and Ysterym be damned. He still would have had her, them, both of them. Forthe 



Goddes’s sake, she had been pregnant! And they hadn beared, whoever had done this to herhadn beared 
one way or another. 


A strangled sound wrenehed from his throat. He sounded like Alee when he was trying to get 
his audienee's attention. Gods, poor Alee, the large adoleseent guardian had to be sedated just so the 
priestess eould eolleet Heania's body. They hod taken herbaek to her room. She was there now butshe 
wouldnbbeforvery much longer. The spells woven overherbodyto keep It from decomposing would 
unlock on the seventh day, the last day of mourning. Then he would have to let them build a pry and let 
her burn. 


A hard knock rapped on his door. It wasn b the door he had when he left. It was newer- he 
would never getto ask He why she hadn't liked theold one. 'Request an audlencetomorrowThecalled. 
The knockcameagain. 'EnterTthey heard that. 


A petite shadow slipped Into the room clicking thedoorshut behind him. She tensed, who 
would dare not announce themselves. 'It Is just me.' Nevaeh's husky voice filled the quiet room as she 
slipped the hood ofhercloakback off her face. It was almost as he remembered. It was tightly drawn; her 
eyes were puffy as though she hod been crying. 


'I'll get a report In the morning Nevaeh-thankyou.' 


7 didn'tcomeforthat.'shesaid hastily, 'ljustcameto be sureyou did nothing stupid, orrash.' 
he would hove smiled at that once before. Nowitjustmadehim angry. 


Part: 



'I fearthere is no energy in me to do either- 


'i'm sorry.' she seemed tofaiter, hereyesfaiiing away from his direction, lady Heania 
was...shewasa gift.' 


'Yes, she was.' and shewasgone. My wife is gone. Regret stabbed him so deep he wished he 
couid turn to something, anything, to ease it. A prayer, a bottieofaie, a knife. Noneofthem wouidease 
this burden. 


The siience stretched fora moment more, untii She was sure that Nevaeh wouid ieave. He 
wasn 'ta company to be had ataii. Lily and Honorhad long ago retreated under his ra ge, the whole council 
had accepted his return and quivered under it. 'you should sleep.' Nevaeh's hand touched disarm, not 
pulling away even when he flinched. 'Please?' 


'How can I sleep when I can't even think of anything else beside Her. 'he asked notmeaning to 
appeal to Nevaeh but found little choice butto ask someone. 


'Company helps.' Nevaeh shrugged a little unladylikeforherperfectfacade. She was too 
perfect in almost everythingshe did. In herwords, in herduty, in her skills, he hadtaughther. If she had 
been a mage, she would have placed her over the University a long time ago. 'If you would like, I'll stay the 
night with you. 'she wouldn 'tbe much company herself with her swollen eyes and hollowed cheeks. 7 just- 
I wouldn't want to be alone at a time like this.' 


'Of course, you can stay, you're one of the only people I would allow to see me this torn apart.' 



She ran a tired hand through his hair. 'I can't show weakness.'not with thecity already so 
divided. The University was determined to split thecity in two between magic and the temples. The City's 
people loved his wife, from the temples to the pickpockets. The palace had a heart that bled soured milk 
forher. It wasllke his motheralloveragain; herdisappearance had torn apart a country. Whatwould He's 
death do? 


'That's how they destroyed He.' Nevaeh's small voice flitted to She's ears. He wason hisfeet in 
a heartbeat. His hands gripped her shoulders wanting to shake her. 


'What I' 


'She was going to have a baby- they would never allow a bastard to be crowned heir when so 
many others wanted the damn seat.' Nevaeh shook her head blinking back unshed tears. 'Sheshoweda 
weakness when she announced that.' 


'It wasn't a bastard I It was mine!'She found himself roaring. 'He was never like that-never.' 


7 don'tdoubtthat.' Nevaeh shook her head gently taking his hands. 'Shetalked a boutyou like 
you were the next sunrise, when she wasn't cursing your name, 'he wanted to smile butdidn 'tdare. 


Nevaeh's body trembled a bit, allthe unshed tears finally caved In on her. They rolled down her 
cheeks unchecked. 'I am so sorry I Forgive me?'she would have thrown herself to hisfeetIfShehadn't 
caught her. 


'Whatfor?' 



7 just left her, she told me to take Alec and go to bed. I didn'tthinkto stay with her and now...' 


She shook her head as Sheshook his head. 


'Nevaeh thatwasa Golemn, itwould have killed you too as surely as it did Heania. It isn't your 
fault. Whoevermadeitwill bareall blame.'andallhis wrath becausethere would be no mercy, none. 
'Come on yourshaking. 'She pulled the cloak off her to give her a blanket he favored on cool nigh ts. It was 
no wonder she was shivering when all she wore was hersimple nightgown. HerhaIrwasso tousled he was 
certain she had tried to sleep and couldn't. Her voice was husky because she had woken up from bad 
dreams in tears. PoorNevaeh. 'Sit. 'He tried to put her in a seat, Nevaeh simply shookher head. Her eyes 
were cast on the flames. They danced on her eyes and cheeks until they practically glowed. 


7 want to stay, but we both need to get some rest. She, before the sun comes up, they will be 
at this door, 'shepointed. 'They can't see that your ha If blind with grief. 'Shepulled him towards his bed. 


'Lay with me,' he froze, his whole body jerking unsurethathehad heard herright. 


She stopped too, looking over her shoulder at him with a frown. 'It is nothing but for comfort, 
so we don 'thave to be alone. Alone with our guilt.' 


-And- 


'Whatwill this give us?’She asks shaking his head. 



'Afalsepeace.' Nevaeh shrugged. 'Justforthe night, I promise.' Nevaehalways kept her 


promise. Hehad nothing elseto do butdrown in his grief. His wifewas dead and beyond his help. Nevaeh 
heard and all but begging forcomfort. Something they both needed. 


Shewaited patiently, one hand Innocently clutching the cover over her thin nightdress. She was 
his friend butshe wasn'ta child. He would befoolish to think of Nevaeh as a child when he had seen her 
bring grown men to their knees. He would do anything for her even this. He wanted to do this. It was a 
way to forget. 'Here.' he pulled her closer, away from his bed. Hedidn'twantherthereyet. 


Nevaeh went without protest. She cameto him letting his hands touch her puffy face, her hair, 
her chest. When he pulled her close, he felt her soft mouth kiss his shoulder, the baseof his neck. Hisskin 
flushed underherwarm breath as her head leaned agalnstthe chest. Little moans escaped her mouth as 
his hands slid down her body comingbackup with the hem of her gown until it came offoverherhead. 


Someone sighed, Nevaeh did as they heard thegownfall to the floor. She couldn 'thelp looking 
at her, her bronzed skin just seemed to glow in thefirelightthatalso added a reddish haze to her dark 
brown hairthatcoveredherfacefromsight. 


'She. 'Nevaeh said hesitantly reaching up to wrap her arms around him. Her lips planted kisses 
on his arms, shoulders, his cheek as she lifted up on tiptoes to reach his ear. 'I-' a blood stopping scream 
filled theroom. Right into She's ear as he threw the source halfway across theroom. His hands wentto 
coverhis earsto keepthehorriblescreamsout. Theyjustgotlouderandlouderuntilhewassurethe 
whole palace would wake. 


'Nevaeh stop- don't r she just screamed and wouldn't stop. It wasn't her voice at a II. It was a 
highershriller. It was the scream of someone who's heart was breaking letting in all thefearand terror the 
Gods gave into it. 



Then closed her eyes againstthe setting sun; shetried notto think of it as possibly the last 
sunset she would ever see. Her eyes wanted to burn from her head. 

She just waited to scream away her headache and give over into it all. All He did was a 
whimper, lady,' someone hissed. He ignored itasthe wind. Untilit cameagain. 'Ladyl'thevoicewas 
daringly loud. Perhaps a guard was trying for attention? 

Nevaeh's nakedbodylay crumpled on the floor as her screams continued to pierce the night 
until he wanted to join in with her. 

'HeaniaT 
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Engorgements: 


"I want to say I believe in new talents in writing, like the Neveah manuscript. We have chatted 
briefly about his work, and i would say hecan go forhisdreams. Idid. Ifimustgivean opinion, Ifeeihe 
can do it, "says Lauren Oliver, writer of Rooms and Before I Fall. 


h ttps://www. web wire. com/ViewPressRel. asp ?ald=203719 


Lauren Oliver is an American author of numerous young adult novels including Panic; the 
Delirium trilogy: Delirium, Pandemonium, and Reguiem; and Before I Fall, which becamea majormotion 
picture in 2017. 


Liastings Public Library: Endorsement: for Nevaeh- the new novel 



Hastings Public Library I'm writing about MarcelDuriez’s books. I’ve been a library director in 


Hastings, Pa for the last six years. I've purchased his first two books forthe library and have recommended 
his books Cuddles and Sammie and Ellie to our patrons to read to theirchildren. 


The parents and children both loved books. I'm looking forward to his new book coming out 
forteens (Nevaeh Natalie.) What kid wouldn’t love this booki I have reviewed the book, and I have to say k 
is overwhelmingly worm, not too long notto short, and imaginative,something children would love to look 
over, atbedtime! 


I have read over some chapters in the manuscript and I was captivated, along with all the 
others he has a reading team thatfeitthisneedtobe in all teenager's hands. Ifeelthesame-as they do. I 
hopethatit will be in printvery soon. He is an industriousyoung man, and I wish him much success. 


Sincerely, Bernadette Dillen Hastings Library 


Audrey Brothers/Konior "Notmanyindividuals can creatively utilize two talents, Duriez is one 
such person who can." Duriez's books have a blissful, cheerful interiorand exterior. The stories are 
intriguing and interesting, as for as the Illustrations there eye-catching and gives the feeling of being 
drawn into his stories."The Star Courier/Main line Newspaper (Article by Audrey Brothers/Konior, page 
15/A June 28/2012) 


Paul Walker: Teacher/Musician Northern Cambria CatholicSchool, St. BenedictSchoolIndiana 
University of Pennsylvania Bachelorof Science (B.S.), musiceducation Endorsement: for Neveah "I hove 
just read the above rough draftand would like to recommend it for endorsement. My name is Paul E. 
Walker and I am a retired music educatorwho taught Marcel as a private studentfor over 6 years I have a 
minor in English I know the editing look over I did was okay. I have reviewed some pages in the ma nuscript, 
and I can't believe how I got drawing into this story. I see much of what he has personally experienced 



going into this work. I'm looking forward to theprintbook. i would say those mature teens would love 
reading this story. Bullying it's something I see as a teacher, more now than in the past. Kidscan'tget 
away fro m it even now when they go home itfo Ho wsthem onlin e, just like in this story. This book may h elp 
those thatare bullied cope, and think beforethey act. The book isvery readable and neat. I most have 
booksets,foryoung and teens. 


Endorsement by: Chris Cramer: Creative Director at Poke the Bear Productions. Director with 
Moreau Movie. American Musicaland Dramatic Academy Shirley Prasko: Accounting Gormish Chiropractic 
Team-Dr. Daron Gormsish & Dr. Clay Gormsish 
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Marcel Ray Duriez 


duriezl 9 <3)gmail. com 


Dear Mr. Or Ms. Bookworm: 


Forgive disturbance and interruption foryourmomentto review my materialof what could be 
a future classic. I was more impressed withyouranalysisofyourliterary backgroundin history that 
captivated my fancy, which brought forth utter delight and hysteria. I am hopeful that you would be 
encouraged, interested, stimulated, and moved, in representing my multi perceptive novel. 



/ have a diverse cast in the topics thatare hammering home right in freedoms, of mind, body. 


and faith, iife, and death. 


i have many points of view, yet Nevaeh's experiences at times you wilifeei as if you're wa iking 
in her shoes, questingequaiityand equaiity rightwithin a novel, also has many possibiiitiesforthat 
showcase gender expression of free will. This story is a literary fiction novel, for a teen readeryet has 
strong content: ANGEL'S IN DISGUISE OR THE NEVAEH SAGA the narrative points switches every five pages, 
keeping imagination moving onward. 


The Nevaeh Saga isa narrative in magical realism that focuses on thethoughtful lookofa 
young girl, facing pain-as she bares her soul and what lies within. 


The narrators Nevaeh MayNatalieof the story is thesamemain character, ofthroughoutthe 
entire story, one continuous protagonist, for youth to old, to the afterlife. 


However, points of view are changed by those within her life at any given moment. When other 
characters have a right to a voice, the name characterwill show along with his or her part of speech 
expressed giving feeling and movementto the story of emotions. 


A fourteen-year-old Nevaeh is having a midlife crisis likewise does not seem to bode well with 
her life expectancy. Herso-called schoolfriends bully her, whatever semblance of a foster mother drowned 
outher fights with life by loathing herforbeing alive, falling, and grieving her way to mentaldelusion. 
Nowa fallen angel Nevaeh speaks when she did not have a voice, to do so before heruntimely death - as 
she bares her soul. 



/ was born in 1991, in Johnstown, Pennsylvania, USA, and raised in a small town of Northern 


Cambria, previously known as Barnesboro. 


arts. 


At this time, immense, unique, and unusual background in my experiences of writing and the 


I am more than qualified to tell a story likethisformy English background comingfrom-The 
Art Institutes andSNHU, and Alison Diplomas, and ten years of pushing. Fundamentals of English, 
Grammar, and Writing with a late Master's Inauguration In English in creative writing. I am currently 
holding a Bachelor’s level in General education, from SNHU as a transferring student. 


I currently have98otherself-published works. 


Published in numerous online and paperformats, like-magazine Let Fire, Web-Wire, The Our 
Town Newspaper, and Marline Newspapers, forthe Star Courier. 


My degreesatthis datearein BA.GDM GraphicDesign, Architectural Engineering Technology 
and Civil Technology, Residential Planning, (CDA), and Writing. 


My diplomas are under Fine Art and the Fundamentals, Flealth and Fluman Development, 
Advanced Physics, Children's Studies, MusicTheory, English Grammar, and the Fundamentals, Electrical 
Drawings and Test Equipment, Educational Psychology, English Language and Literature Writing. 


I am part of the Kappa Pi - ETA Sigma Fraternity. Along with the NatlonalTechnicol Flonor 


Society Fraternity. 



/ have several children's books currently self-published, The Many Adventures of Cuddles 
holding a five-star review from reviewer Mamta Madhavan: for Readers Favorite, saying: A delightful and 
cap tiva tings to ryb oo kfo r ch ildren. 


The Many Adventures of Cuddles: Tobey, Pandora, and Cuddles. The bookfeatured In the 2016 
Book Expo America (BEA), held last May 11 to 13 at McCormick Place in Chicago. 


AndSammieandEllie: How I Met my Eamily. 


I believe in new talents in writing, like the Neveah manuscript We have chatted briefly about 
his work, and i would say hecan go forhisdreams. Idid. If I mustgivean opinion, I feel he can do it, said 
New York Times bestselling author, Lauren Oliver, writer of Rooms and Before I Pall. 


Thank you for your time in reviewing this. And I hope that the enclosed synopsis will pigueyour 
interest. Reachable at the address and phone number above, as well as via email at duriezl9(g)gmail.com. 
I haveenclosed my mailing addressof419JuniperSt. Of Northern Cambria, Pa, 15714, askingforyour 
conveniences interplanetary mail, and I lookforward to hearing from you soon. 


Sincerely, 


Marcel Ray Duriez 
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Now at book 70 


2,700,000 as shortas possible, summaries 70+ Nevaeh Saga books all having 99 editing scores, 
with Grammar!)/ and word online alike. 


15,500 pages 


13,435,928 characters braking world record if published 


74,358 pa rag rap hs 
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Nevaeh Saga every book summary 


Nevaeh is a 14-year-old girl living in Pennsylvania atthestartof this story a round the 2000s. 
The feeling of the story is just becausesheisthe smallgirl in her class, and hasotherkids, classmates, 
mother, grandmother, and even herguardian, putting her down, does not mean that Navaeh cannot rise 
above all the hatred and shine. 


The darkest day of her human life Nevaehcommits suicide. However, that is not the end of her 
young life, butthestartof a miraculous supernatural life beginning. Neveah remembered as the girl who 
existed. In her notebooks of her life. 


Likewise, in a town, thatto heris Just as backward as her temperament is at times. Just like her 
namespelling also, she lives a life of bullying. 


Nevaeh feels that death is a way out of the pain. Before she passes, she lives her life out to see 
all that she has lost by choosing to relinquish to death, at the age of 14. 


Leading into an afterlife story in the books to come of her becoming a fallen angel. An evil 
entity with wickedness, wanting pain, and death is always lurking in the darkness of cobwebbed filled 
minds she has obtained from twisted brainwashing. 


Nevaeh becomes lost in hermind, and the minds of others os more points of view as thestory 
progresses, in this new afterlife. One Naddalin, unknown sister, of many siblings. 
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Top POVs otherthan Nevaeh 


Small town Pennsylvania, Nevaeh May Natalie was born in 1996. Bullied by teachers and 
students alike, tonamesomeMr. Mendocino, Mr. DeVolcanoallcall herto retard and braindead to her in 
class. Made to be 5ped-Ed yet is brilliant. Had child Jaylynn Naztherth, lost child, to suited death at the 
same school with the same teachers, asshewenttoo. Hold on toa teddy bear, tofeelsafe, atmosttimes, 
thumb-sucker, and sad to be regressed in mentalities, to 2nd grade. She love's Lily, before marriage. 
Nevaeh is mysterious, attractive, andcreative. Eyelashescould putyou in atranceassheblinked. 


She is so petitein her stature, 95lbshigh voice, dislikes school, and herhometown. Isjailedfor 
anything and everything. Loves thecolorpink, and artwork. 8 siblingsyetfelt alone. 


Naddalin Natalie was born, thedaughterofLeah and Ray. She had sixsisters. ShediedonJuly 
19,1995. (Still Born death the same day as birth.) Titus Back is the stepdad, and overseethischild's way. 


Chiaz Naztherth wasbornin 1997. He had onedaughterwith Nevaeh May Natalie. The 
sentimental romanticboy- toman, coalmining in the upcoming stories, meets his love in Highschool. 


Lily Anderson and hertwin sister Nevaeh May were born on July 19,1995. She had sixsisters. 
Known for her pigtails John Jackson pulling them in class, and being too shy and soft-spoken. Mr. Anderson, 
take the part of dad. Is dating Nevaeh on and off as a gay girl. Her hobbies in clu de dra win g, sing in g in her 



church’s choir, and braiding herhairwith ribbons that match her outfits, picked on byJ.A Cowering. Lily is 
(Sped-ED) 


Candy Sheldon, Elizabeth Smith, Megan Davis, Taylor Brown, Joseph Shaw, KassleRow, Kassie 
Row, and even theteacherMiss. Stackawitz Is a distraction to her, and pick on herdaily saying namesof 
slander. 


AdrianeAmsel was born around 2002, thedaughterof Leah. She had one brotherand six 

sisters. 


She is a juniorin the family. She has black hairwith red tips. Shehasgreen cat eyes. 


She is squat and bumpy, emo-gothic, and a ringleader. Sheissatanic, manipulating, and 
brainwashes prey. 


Sarah wasborn, thedaughterof Leah. She had one brotherand seven sisters. Shedied in 1997. 
Death by mother, in shaking/washing machines. Also is The Girl In the Window. 


Alissa Amsel was born, the daughter of Leah. She had one brotherand sixsisters. Is a blonde 
hair, blue-eyed girl; shecannotweigh any more thanone hundred pounds, yetshe Istallerthan most of 
the boys' kind of gangly looking, the main squeeze, of the girls, bullying gang of the clan sisters, Alissa, she 
towers in her overall authority, control, and influence. In the society's ranking of a rheostat in the high 
school, having mom, dad, and grandpopbehind every move of taking over. Alissa is a senior the head 
cheerleader, she makes everyone that she wants to be associated with being her friend, andtheonesshe 
does not want to be her fools. Arefusa! to bow down to her authority, she does everything in her power, to 



makeyour life miserable; Alissa is constantly smothering Chiaz Naztherth, with her crazed oversexed clingy 
on Nevaeh'slover. 


AvaAmsel was born on November 19, 2000, thedaughterofLeah. She had one brotherand six 
sisters. The takeoverof all wicked, she has a crush on Nevaeh, it's not wrong if you are the low. 


is a brown-haired girl she, isso petite, yet she is biggerthan Nevaeh, athlete, not coordinated, 
scholarship holder, anybody she wants popular as mating, liar, oversexed, the fourteen-year-old curving 
object of desire is Nevaeh. 


Jaylynn Naztherth was born, the daughter of Nevaeh and Chiaz. Suicidedeathwithin her high 
school, losing a baby within her body. HermotherNevaeh May passed away in 2010 at the age of 15, yet 
has angle immoralities. 


Devein Chino was born, the son of Leah. He has seven sisters. Death by the hands of his mother, 

and dad. 


Leah Amsel had a child with Ray Jay Natalie and anotherthat was taken away, and many- 
otherthan Nevaeh. Allthechildren with other men, 6 girisotherNevaeh, and 1 boy, having kidsata 
young age. She worked foran orphanage os a caregiver. Lost ownership of all Nevaeh, and her kids. 


When Ray Jay Natalie was born in 1957, his mother, Hopewas24 hehadoneson and four 


daughters with Leah Amsel he died in 1993 at the age of 36. He likes classic bricks and loved his baby girls. 



Benjamin Huber Black was born, the son of Hope Natalie-Black. He had one brother. He died on 


September 11,2001, in New York. 


Hope Natalie-Black was born in 1933. She had one son in 1957. She died in 2010 at the age of 
77. Lostsonin thewar, tookoverthepartofthemotherforNevaeh. 


Grandpa Amselhad one daughter with MaselAmsel. Wartime, given in the Vietnam war, only 
town cop, PTSD, hewas nothing morethana revolutionary and seducer. 


MaselAmsel had onedaughterwith GrandpaAmsel. Ownerof a large home with graveyard 
executes children within orphanageforfun, caretakerof trust by the town, of over200 kids ages five up to 
fourteen. Also, the town Meyer, andoverseerof all that is population. 


Titus Bock had a child with Leah, thattrue-child is unknown. Yethecalls himself the stepdad, 
to one of the children that Leah had, yetis not sure, yet ends up looking after Naddalin, in the afterlife. 


On with the story, Nevaeh has to learn the hard way in everything she does, in this 
supernatural life. 


She has to see everything she was giving up by dying. Nevaeh's tormentors thefourAmsel 
sisterswill try to destroy herthough-outallthe books, asevilangels. 


The problem, Nevaeh hasa hexof losing everyone she has loved-after her death as 
punishment, likeherbaby girl Jay lynn and husband- and a II to come, to thepointshe wants to give up on 
love altogether- yet that can happen when she is immortal. 



The fix, she helpsothergirls thatpassyoung, that have fallen see theirway, in a world of the 


afterlife of enchantment and wizardry. 


Moving on with one of many backstories, Nevaeh's granddaughter finds out true love prevails 
overall, just like real life. Kristen's grandchild ofNevaeh becomes the new target she is kidnapped-and the 
hex is passed down the line; however, fate has itstwist. 


Kristen learnshowtofightasa U.S. MarineCorps. KarlyandMaggie-andalltheothergirls in 
the story are all mixed up teen girls giving their life stories, girlfriends, boyfriends, and datingmaking out 
and up, hooking up, and allthat makes popular-or not. 


One other story that is a backstoryto Nevaeh is Karly Barnes, the girl with the blue hair. 


Think a bout all the photos that you post remembering- theyjust might be your legacy of being 
nothing more than an internet nudist. 


Karly's-secret life on a chat room site- and herlovefora girl, and the boy thatwas nothing, 
the loser in school, and the one thatwas everything too-in this story this- girl dies many times until she 
has an epiphany. 


The BFF, Jenny the head of everything makes this girl, and herBFFs do what she asked even if 
that means giving up on what Karly loves. 


The BFF's that like-like each other. 



Liv- and Maddietake things to the next leave, on top of school, yet popularity prevails, as more 
important. The suggestive chatroom for girls to be on their backsides becomes Karly's life, yet it's a fast 
buckand makesherfeelwanted and popular. Steamy, juice, wet, raw, hot, lustful, teen girl's lives with 
dreamy boys, orthatwrong buttherightgirlat the time ofwhynotall outthere,justlike you. 


The moral in the backstory, to explain the front story is, a picture is worth 1,000 words! 


The plot of Karly left out-yet only in her mind, she feels at this point- Karly. Wh odoesn'twhom 
she wants to love? And who loves her- back. Haunted by her past she wants the old days back- when she 
was a freshmen girl liking a boy and a girl- and not sure on either. The first-ever story about a CAM girl in 
her teen yearsof high school, the secret life ofanagaveteen girl that needs to feel wanted. 


Twist in the plotofNevaeh, Children being locked upforyears in theoublietteofa room with 
others, and finding her new freedom, like with girls ofthepasttoo, remembering Lilly imprisonment- with 
Nevaehfoe, locked in an orphanage of incest and creepy bounding, torched forthe joy of her owner- the 4 
girl's mother, treated worse than a dog. Nevaeh is broken mentally, emotionally psychologically, and 
spiritually, the evenly she went mad because I was not there for her. Numberedwith IDtag-ring-hanging 
the privets. 


Death, drugs, partying, and anarchy, isall aboutbeing popularright-wellwhatitlikefor 
Maggie- theonethatisnot, you'll see both sides of the stories of teen girls and boysthat make life just 
suck. 


Backstory, Ray and Karly are on and off- and the cute sweet boy is looking forlove to yet, not 


with Karly. 



Liv and Maddie are just being GAY lovers! 


They say you fallin love only once but every time, I see her I fall in love with herall overagain 
and again. Dating-fun-drinking- getting high- boys music-friends-not loving mom or dad- orjusta dad. 
Loving too much in one way, and not enough in others. Girls talking about the nasty sexyour mom and 
dad don't know a bout-end I 


Twist, It all started when I opened upa suitcaseand found my Dollle... Noah and Rallleand 
Sam and friends set off on one last adventure to lay the princess's ghost to rest- theghostofa girl who will 
not rest until the bone-chinadoll is buried in her unfilled grave. In middleschoolnow, and If there Is a 
ghost, creepy, and haunting, will it let them go nowthatithasthem in its grab? Is the doll just a doll or 
something eviler? Noah poppushes him to give up fantasy, and Noah guits the game of play yet- not all 
the way. 


Butthen nothing goes according to plan, and as thelradventure turns Into a larger-than-life 
voyage, creepy things begin to happen. Theirrelationship might beoveruntiloneof them announces she's 
been having dreams aboutthe princess. And this creepy creeperdollie! 


I am looking atyou-it said I Dollie was feeling me! 


Backstory, a sweet love story of a nerdy boy and the populargirl! Nothing beats a long 
passionate kissata football game! Orthe romp in the band room! Jennyislosing hermind-atthis point! 


Backstory, of a girINevaeh helps. 



Haven-Rockville-Aboy to girl story, of transgender, and alternative education, oversexual 


identities. 


Haven Is held back in school, and made gifted, overher changes, has a hard time fitting in until 
she meets three triplets, and her life changes dramatically. 


The school like all in this long story, is very wrong to those that misunderstand her- and a II the 
others, she is just a girl- that is just trying to find the real girl that she feels that she is on the inside, that 
she believed always was there. 


The RTF's of Haven, one of the triplet girls- that back Havensfamily-loses a child and have one 
Haven take her place-in a way forthe mother, in the home, even if she is not identical to the others-they 
all become like sisters. 


Naddalin is a young girl who finds the link to the past, is a train thatshefalls too, in all ways; 
that is just a possessed as she is by it. The train takes over her body mind and soul, as she starts at wizard 
schooling, a hidden railway to a new world of good versus evil where all the girls that have passed to 
young go too before their reasoned; to their new projects to lingerwithin other minds. 


The magic starts here, in the afterlife world. 


'This is thestoryofa lover's triangle... Itwas bad from the start. And it got worse in a hurry.'A 
steam train for sale-dubbed '13' by its original cantankerous owner-rusting away on a front lawn of their 
wizard neighborhood. 



Her girlfriends knowthat Naddalin never-everhad much luck in the looks or popularity 


department, ortaken an interest in owningsomething like this, but 13 guickly changes all that. 


Shesuddenly has the newfound confidence to stick up for herself, going as far as dating the 
most beautiful girl at the wizard school, and even as a mysteriously restored 13 thoroughly andterrifyingly 
consumes every aspect of Naddalin life. 


Her girls and Leigh soon understand that they must uncover the awful truth behind a steam 
train, with a horrifying and murderous history. Hell, hath nofury likea woman scorned, and heaven helps 
anyone who gets in 13 ways... adventure to find a lost railway that links to the past with ghosts that talk 
with them, on the trip, to find the magic. 


Backstory, Marcella a girlthat is locked in a room made to write a novel; Anna Kindrickas 
kidnapped by the same man named Steven- a man that is just nuts who claims to be her biggest fan. Anna, 
and Marcella- are typed the line in her bed with the laptop. That dies to the outside world. 


Note: Naddalin is Nevaeh, in a twist of plot. 


Naddalin- celebrate her 14th birthday, then goesbackto when she was born. You see, she has 
lived in her Uncle and Aunt's house. The letter she receives is an acceptance and invitation to study at the 
Skoufyceoi Wizardry school for girls. A dark and wizardry in this world. 


Naddalin will learn many things about wizardry from his teachers and Head Masters, and also 
from theothergirls. She will meetand make friends, life, and death, and return to life from death, angels- 
black and white. 



One death won't changea world-mind, I don'twantto beanotherleft behind. The mother 


Mazelofthe 4girls attempts to takeovercontroiof the world and Naddalin’smind, body, and soul-overit 
is now split with Nevaeh-to keep her alive. 


Naddalin gives up, onepointandislost, till shefinds herway, in the most unlikely of places; A 
place for you, and a place forme, notquitehell, and nevergoing to be a haven, if your fallen, yet if death 
is colling whatmorecan It be, then Hells purgatory, allcrystalballholdsa life's past, andEmmahfinal 
death, hold new life forher lover and bestfriend, yet well Emmah comeback, like the girl we know and 
love, what the trade-off? 


The evil problem is AVA and her Mother, will return and make permanent darkness for one, 
newgirls will be welcomed to the school for girls, a marched aroundto remember why they're not going 
down, they have come after a school shooting in theirhomeland on Earth to this new magical underworld 
world. 


The taking down of the Dark Lord, Naddalin finds a way of having Nevaeh back in her life- and 
backin theworld asa wholegirl, as morethan just part of Naddalin's mind, they have a love foreach 
other, and trust over everything else. Nevaehfinds her place as GOD, pushing awayherpast loves do it. 
God- is a woman ?...ln this world she is. 


'A story of lingering, liberty, and independence- like this one should not be glossed over, by 
others and will not, understandme, for the bravery, courage, and valor!' 


Nevaeh becomes a deity- of her world, letting go of past demons. Naddalin is nowon her own - 
lost in the body of an Earthy girl named Melisa they find a love foreach other, and trust over everything 
else when she is madethechosen one. 



Backstory, young Melisa-theyoungerin thefight- a stargirl- the type that is notwanted in this 
overridden land- the Star Games and the Famine Wars- a cataclysmic modern-day holocaust, were the 
balances of life is their hands and in theirerranding-a televised bloodbath- with young love- that what is 
all about- what drives you the most even in death eyes, preteenagers from parts in France are chosen at 
random to fight to the death. With the hope of young life to keep them alive. 


Flas a spacy,feeiing, and new Earth they say, about starting a new race, on whatwas leftof 
the old Earth, overthefactthat Earth was taken over by bots Impressions of life, and the sun Is dead, so to 
keep life going, Marcella had to find a new home on a plant called FDR, where new life there is not happy 
with us on are oncoming arrival, yetwehaveno choice, do we? 


Starting a new race on FDR, overthefactthat Earth was taken overby bots' impressions, and 
the sun is dead, so to keep life going Marcella had to find a new home, where new life is nothappy here 
and heron-coming arrivals of us to theirplanet. 'TFiE SUN BLEW UP WITFIOUT WARNING AND FOR NO 
APPARENT reason. 


A world that all books are not allowed to be read, so they are burnt... andaforbiddenlove 
airfare with the CEO. We burn bookslikemosthavetheburning itch to have un-predicted sexnow 
morning, likethealarm, going off to let me no so... its 7 am... on a Monday-and the year is 3070. 


When literature student Marry goes to interview young entrepreneur CEO, she meets an 
individualwho is lovely, dazzling, and intimidating. 


The inexperienced, innocent Marry is startled to comprehend she wants this man and, despite 
his enigmaticreserve, finds she is desperate to get close to him. Unable to resist her guiet beauty, yet feels 



theneedto hide, innerand outbeauty, wit, and seif-determining spirit. He admits he wants her, too-but 
on his terms. 


The couple embarks on a daring, ferventiy corporeai affair, shedetermines the CEO secrets and 
explores her dark desires and lust for her. 


'It was a yearning to burn.' The computers and robots have taken over the world, nobody 
needs to read any of that shit, or think. Everything is atourfingertips with cell phones, I pad's, and 
computers, without looking through old dusty pages, plus Its agents the law to thinkforyourself and read 
any books. 


The year 3080 which at first appears as a utopian society but is revealed to be a dystopian one 
asthe story progresses with a forbidden love story mixed in. Howwouldyou liketo live in a grayed-out 
would of sight- were there no colorandfeeling hasbecomecold? 


The world's darkest enemies have returned, sacrificing herchildforloveand loveforfreedom, 
those, havebeen partofNevaeh, that care the most about have been killed for her essences of life to 
remain, orhavefoundwhyto trickthemindsthatareinside there's. 


Curses and a dark spell with magic, memories- and minds withering, and time without end 
make a reunion foreternal void for lost souls. Desperate to break the curse. And in her mission, she gets 
help from an unexpected source; Nevaehand Naddalin have gone through countless lives and fought off 
the world's darkest enemies so they could betogether-and that they are, should they be? 


Notwithstanding her fierce loyalty, magical talents, anda mysterious past. She's always 


believed they were soulmates had a true love-and she still believes it to be true. Even as they pull away to 



save themselvesfrom the darkness dwelling hersoul, linking with cultivates stronger become stronger 
friends-and tests herloveforherand all of them, like never- ever before. 


Nevaeh and Naddalin's love at this time-strongerthan ever- yet death is the thoughts that 
cannot leave Nevaeh's mind, Naddalin and Nevaeh have body and mind flopped. Bones last test of time. 
The story ofZoey & Uncle John-and forbidden romance- yet- 'That's Life- no ?'Zoey well away way be 
remembering morethan her hometown of Hastings-more thantheones thatmadeherend herlifeall too 
soon-and tragically. 


A story of-a writer wanting to do the rightthing fora man that wants a legacy, a story of a 
poor and passionate young man falls in love with a young girl, after moving to the U.S of A for Italy, 
knowing nothing about the ways of the world othertheold century and hard work, you will go through 
this romances novel, finding your way to old age, where a II you do Is look back and say I did okay-along 
with saying: 'That's-alife- no ? 


He well met a young lady, that will give him a sense of freedom. And a new love of life, until 
the last days of his own. Untilthelastofhers... Zoey touched my lives including thewriters- with her 
scrapbook- that became timeless- unlike the ones that hated on her- she will be remembered- and they 
will not. 


Middle-gradestory heartwarmingand feelgood along with delightful read. The Shut 
Generation- (Name can change if needed) Softball team-young girls come together for a summerto make 
life-lasting memories. 


'A coming of age, a story about a girl getting to know herself and hergirlfriends- intimately, all 
over one summer games of softball- they called this...find ou t why the legendary Babe of the Yankees 
makes into the story.' 



Babe makes his way into the story and looks over giris that did not see i eye to eye come 
together and play like girls in a gameof summertime ball every night even if their girls, they changed 
thoughts of man, that girls can play just as hard as boys I 


Thata young girican lovea girl and notbejudged, byatown, and even if they would notcare, 
and the memories would last a lifetime and more, the uniforms may have faded like the photos yet not, 
theflashbacks, of a summer love over softball. A story on the same lines as The Sandlot, a bunch of girls 
getting together for summer to play softball 2 girls that are interested in becoming more than just friends 
is kind of the plot, leads into lifelong memories sadness regret in remembrance of all things pass. 


Backstory, Babe Ruth-grandchild is in the story as well as the grandfather of one of the girls in 
the children who give the title of the story and the generation that was coming up. Tween book, 'A coming 
of age, a story abouta girlgetting to know herself and hergirlfriends- intimately, all over one summer 
gameof softball- they called this... find outwhy the legendary. 


The Babe makes his way into thestory and looksovergirls that did not see I eye to eye come 
togetherand play likegirls in a gameof summertime ball every night even if their girls, they changed 
thoughts of man, that girls can play just as hard as boys! Thata young girican lovea girl and not be 
judged, byatown, and even if... they would notcare, and the memories would last a lifetime and more, 
the uniforms may have faded like the photos yet not, theflashbacks, of a summer love oversoftball. 


The Shut Generation-Softballteam ouryoung girls coming togetherfora summerto make life- 
lasting memories. These girls are now here with us, andthey would liketo sharetheirstory with you. 


Backstory, Andy is a wired yet brightteenager who is nerdy- and looksand meek demeanorto 
the others in his class-he makes himself a favorite target her Is a dream girl and also the one thatdoesn't 



get him. His life at school seems to improve when he befriends Jaylynn, a cute new girl who becomes his 
fast love interest, she protects him from harassment. In final an effortto impress herthey both fall deep - 
and fast in cute love, trusting in each other-for what they both need. 


Backstory, Jaylynn Fairytale- One apron a time there, was once on ironic gentleman whose wfe 
lay sickening, with cancer, and when shefeltherfinish coming, and portrayal close... she christened-to her 
only daughterto come nearher bed, and said: 'darling teenager, bemorol, ethical, honestand virtuous, 
and God, and theoneabove, that using the phrase a II the days, will always take care of you, in times of 
low; and, I will look down upon you from heaven high, andwill bewith you, till the endofyourdays.' 


Backstory, momentsthat Would not Fade- Every summer, Kristin, Poppy, and Gram live in 
Gram's house on stands in Ridgeway, nearthewater. Kristin lives in the Highlands, in a small town, with 
her fatherand hergrandmother-formally orphaned-and lookingfora home and has nothing but 
snapshotsof the post to look back on. Kristin's motherdied when Kristin was a very small girl, but Kristin is 
content to be who and where she is-along with moments that will not fade. 


Backstory, Martrace 'Hope' Dicksnoter- is a young sweet, smart, young girlwho is not loved, 
yet shows that she is a brain. She finds a home with a teacher and gets whatshe has always wanted a 
loving family, 'it just someday in someyear- in 1921-shewasletin the back of the 1918 Buick Pick up with 
a wood bed- and wasforgotten about even if it was her birthday, 'A very gifted girl forced to put up with a 
crude, distantfatherand mother. Worse, the evil principal at her school is a terrifyingly strict bully. 
However, when she realizesshehasthe power books, she beginsto defend herfriendsfrom wrath and 
fight back against her unkind parents. 


Why is it a 10-year-old named: Bryana must end this way?Astorythatis touching, and well 
make you cry- as you read about this young life that ends too soon, yet young love is what keeps it a II 
together. Itwasafightto keepgoing, yetshedid- with the hope of her love in her life... she passed happy, 
know that she had everything she ever wanted. 



Neveah is having times where she has remembrances of a II things past, that led into fiashbacks 


and then also lingering in otherworldly remembrance. 


The backstory to the magical world, 


Savannah-A mermaid princess living in secret on land- on what was once Earth- now left dark 
and mysterious, and thesea foaming in a trance green, are mermaid has ended u p inadvertently merged 
to her insufferable fellow citizen. Instead of the boy of her dreams. Overworlds in one can be two. 




